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Dedicated
to:






Vasili
Alexandrovich Arkhipov and Stanislav Yevgrafovich Petrov, two genuine
heroes who refused to follow orders; they thought for themselves
and thereby averted nuclear war, saving untold millions of human
lives.





































“The most dangerous man to any government is the man who is
able to think things out for himself, without regard to the
prevailing superstitions and taboos. Almost inevitably he comes to
the conclusion that the government he lives under is dishonest,
insane, and intolerable…”

H.L.
Mencken






“Whoever would overthrow the liberty of a nation must begin by
subduing the freeness of speech.”

Benjamin
Franklin



























Characters

(in order of appearance)






David
Carver - a black
71-year-old retired physician

Peter
Kennedy - a
white 64-year-old independent reporter, David’s best
friend

Brittany
Boyd -
Peter’s 29-year-old daughter

Pamela
Kennedy -
Peter’s wife, 61-year-old Professor of
Equity, Diversity and Human Rights











Characters appearing in only one
scene:






Brandon
Boyd -
Brittany’s husband, 30-year-old medical resident

Susan
Carver -
David’s ex-wife in her mid-fifties

Mario
Russo – Fat
man in his mid-forties

Blossom Sullivan-Feldt – 26-year-old heavyset, minority
non-binary woman

Rebecca Schiffer-Milliken – 50-ish woman

Ted Patterson – 30-year-old man

Nancy Abrams – Woman in her
mid-thirties

George Christian – 50-ish man

Beverly Martin – 22-year-old minority woman

Bill Putnam – 40-ish man






Bit
characters are designated by their profession or activity (e.g.,
priest, student, protestor). Bit actors may play multiple
parts,
including single-scene parts.











The first act
has nine scenes, the second act six. Seven different sets are required, all
sparse: church interior, TV room, basement
room, courtyard at university, boardroom, conference room, and
hospice room. Scene changes can be handled as the
director sees fit.







ACT 1

Scene 1


Setting: Chapel interior. A few benches
arranged on stage in rows facing away from audience at a 45-degree
angle. Priest stands before mourners at lectern next to coffin. At
the back of the stage is a long table holding finger foods, coffee,
and paper cups and plates.


Before
rise:
Enter
DAVID.


DAVID: Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to
our humble playhouse, and thank you for spending a bit of the
hard-earned money you have left after the government got through
robbing you. This play is about the insanity pervading Western
society in the early twenty-first century—a surreal mindset that
reveres feelings and ridicules facts; one that ignores existential
problems such as war, famine, and stolen elections in favor of such
trivialities as preferred pronouns and racist cartoon characters;
one where you can be fired for saying all lives matter or there are
only two sexes; one where petty dictators forbid you from going
outside . . . unless you want to riot; and one that reduces the
still sane to despair over the future their children will face
should this plague continue to spread unabated. This is a slice of
life in 2020, a year of unmitigated lunacy. 2020.
[chuckles] You
wouldn’t think we’d be so blind. Future historians will no doubt
conclude that, having lost all our marbles, we shot ourselves in
the foot, crotch, and head and felt good about it. Nothing you’ll
see here tonight is hyperbole. These very scenarios unfolded daily
in 2020 Western society. In keeping with this mindset, I have two
trigger warnings you should bear in mind. First, if you’re a social
justice warrior, aka woke, aka leftist, aka progressive,
aka politically-correct freak, this play might cause you to have a
heart attack and die; you may wish to leave now so we don’t have to
step over you on the way out. Second, the person sitting right next
to you is probably infected with a hideous virus. Enjoy the
play!


At rise: PETER and
BRITTANY sit in last row. DAVID sits near the priest. Bit players
sit in pews as well. Priest officiating at lectern next to
coffin.


PETER: God, hear
my earnest prayer; make the priest finish blathering
already.

BRITTANY:
Dad!

PETER: This is a
big day for you—your first funeral. I remember my first like it was
just last century. I find they’re not depressing at all as long as
you never liked the deceased. They’re downright enjoyable if you
hated the bastard. Case in point. [gestures to coffin and pumps his fist]

BRITTANY: Stop
that! [pushes his fist
down]


[Turn up house
lights half way.]


PETER:
[turns to audience] Wow, this guy knew a lot of people. They don’t look too
broken up by his death, though—some are even laughing.
[points at laughing
person] If you're going to be cold, don't
make it so obvious. [gives person a thumbs
up]


[Turn down house
lights.]


PRIEST: The
universe is unimaginably vast, and man is such an infinitesimal
part of it.

PETER:
[to BRITTANY] It
makes me feel humble to think it all revolves around me. . . I’m in
a most uncomfortable situation.

BRITTANY: Me, too.
I’m with a person who’s cheering a man’s death at his
funeral.

PETER: I have to
sneeze.

BRITTANY: So
sneeze. I’m sure people will understand.

PETER: I also have
to fart, and by the rumbling it’s going to be huge. Will people
understand?

BRITTANY:
No!

PETER: Why will
they understand it out of one end but not the
other?

BRITTANY: Hold it
in!

PETER:
[pinches nose]
I’m trying, but the sneeze will trigger it.

BRITTANY: Hold
that in, too. If you fart in the middle of the funeral, I’ll die of
embarrassment.

PETER: Easier said
than done. [grimaces, takes in big breath
to sneeze] Ah . . .

BRITTANY: Dad,
please!

PETER:
[pinches nose]
Ah—

BRITTANY:
Dad!

PRIEST: Scientists
tell us the stars are merely big balls of gas.

PETER: Choo!
[loud fart followed by laughter and
gasps]

BRITTANY: Oh!
[keeps head bowed out of sheer
embarrassment]

PETER:
[to BRITTANY]
Well, at least I can stop pinching my nose. [takes sniff] I spoke too soon.
[to assembled]
Come on, folks, don’t be so shocked. I’m sitting in a
pew.

PRIEST:
[shakes his head]
If that man is too rude to apologize, allow me to say to the
bereaved family, I’m sorry the service comes to an end on that
unpleasant note.

PETER: F-sharp, I
believe.

BRITTANY:
Dad!

PRIEST: I was
going to wind up by saying that despite man’s seeming
insignificance in the context of the universe, we are—each of
us—treasured by God, who welcomes Marshall into heaven. The family
invites the assembled to file past the coffin to pay your last
respects.


[Attendees file
past open coffin.]


BRITTANY:
[to PETER as they approach the
coffin] Since when do they have open
caskets at funerals?

PETER: You got me.
Cadavers put the fun in funerals, though.

BRITTANY: Before
you say anything about the deceased that people can hear, let me
just say . . . don’t.


[PETER’s phone
rings.]


BRITTANY: Dad, for
God’s sake, turn off your phone.

PETER:
[answers phone]
Hello? . . . Sounds like you’re having a bad day, but mine’s worse.
. . Let me stop you there. [steps to
coffin] How many dead bodies are you
standing over right now? . . . Then you’re having a better day
than I am.

BRITTANY: Dad! I
have half a mind to—

PETER:
[hangs up] You
have half a mind no matter what you do.

BRITTANY: Not
funny.

PETER: You’re
sounding uncomfortably like your mother. [to corpse] When you get where you’re
going, tell Satan to make room for every last neocon, neoliberal,
and Marxist on earth.


[The pair walk
away from the coffin.]


BRITTANY: Dad,
your behavior is unforgivable.

PETER: All right,
fess up. Why are you here? You didn’t know this S O B. You’re here
at the behest of your mother to control me,
right?

BRITTANY: If so,
I’m failing.

PETER: Go bother
someone else. The widow’s bawling; go comfort
her.

BRITTANY: I
wouldn’t know the first thing to say.

PETER: Then start
with the second.

BRITTANY: What
should I say? ‘I’m sorry’ sounds so trite.

PETER: Maybe
console her with the revelation that his death makes the world a
better place not only because there’s one less asshole on the
planet, but because he’s no longer taking up valuable resources
that can be squandered on someone not quite so
slimy.

BRITTANY: Dad,
you’re acting like a real jerk.

PETER: Not acting,
dear; being.

BRITTANY: Let me
try again: you’re acting poorly.

PETER: So? I never
claimed to be an actor.

BRITTANY: I give
up. [walks to table with
snacks]

PETER: Mission
accomplished. [follows
BRITTANY]


[People select snacks and mill
about holding paper plates of food, talking and
nibbling.]

 


 


DAVID: Hey, you
magnificent bastard.

PETER: Magnificent
bastard; I like it. My wife calls me that all the time—except for
the magnificent part.

DAVID: I heard
your, uh, explosion during the funeral mass. You may have heard my
howls. You made this the most memorable funeral of my life. Was
Brit thoroughly abashed?

PETER: She’s
moving to Bolivia disguised as a man and changing her name to
Egbert Theodosius the Third, so you tell me.

DAVID: As far as
I’m concerned, it was the only honest sentiment unleashed during
the whole service. Till you expressed yourself so flatulently I was
struggling to arrange my expression so it looked like I cared that
hefty bag of puss died.

PETER: Maybe
underneath that hideous exterior was a warm human being struggling
to free himself.

DAVID: From the
huge asshole at his core, yes.

PETER: I’m sensing
you didn’t like him.

DAVID: I had just
the one objection to him; I hated everything about the man. His
son—the fat, ugly one there—is glaring at you. I heard Daddy left
him a ritzy golf club.

PETER: So what? My
dad left me a whole set of golf clubs.

DAVID: Uh oh. Here
he comes.


[Marshall’s son
joins conversation.]


MARSHALL’S SON:
What you did during my father’s funeral was disgusting! You’ve got
no culture, Mister.

PETER: Huh! Just
last month the doctor took a culture from my mouth, and last year
I’m pretty sure he plucked one out of my arse. I have culture
coming out of every orifice.


[Marshall’s son
walks away shaking his head.
BRITTANY approaches.]


BRITTANY: Dad, why
are you being like this?

PETER: It was a
joke.

BRITTANY: Isn’t a
joke supposed to be funny?

DAVID: Touché,
Brit.

BRITTANY: Why are
you even trying to joke? This is a funeral. Most people would show
some compassion.

PETER: Most people
are idiots.

BRITTANY: You’re
such an embarrassment!

PETER: Brittany,
you know how much I
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