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LOVESONG FOR THE END OF THE WORLD



Lovesong for the End of the World

Setting:

An apartment in New York City. December 31st, 2020.

The apartment should include a couch.

Cast:

Sean- mid-twenties. Male.

Aurora- mid-twenties. Female.

David Gorgeous- early forties. A television news anchor. (This character may be played by any
gender and the name may be changed to Dani if need be.)



SEAN and AURORA enter the space. They look at each other. Their faces switch quickly from
fear to love. The song “If the World was Ending” by JP Saxe and featuring Julia Michaels plays.
On JP’s verse, SEAN dances like he’s in a club, but when he looks around at the other people
there, he understands a truth the others do not. AURORA watches. On JULIA’s verse, AURORA
dances. She gives a beautiful performance of a contemporary dance. Her face is emotionless but
her body evokes bittersweet terror. When JP and Julia sing together, they do a duet. This part of
the dance is fun. They can’t touch, but they can make each other laugh. SEAN’s bad dance
moves get AURORA to giggle and her beautiful allongés make SEAN’s jaw drop. As the song
ends, they stop dancing and get closer to each other. They look into each other’s eyes as an
orange light, like that of a sunset, begins to shine brightly over them. Lights out.

DAVID GORGEOQUS, a news reporter, enters or comes on screen to give a report.

DAVID

Hello America, this is David Gorgeous, your news anchor for the end of the world! Here on
January 31st, the confirmed final night of human existence, we at ANTV would like to take a
look back at this year, 2020, the year it all went to oblivion! Here are some of the positive and
negative events that this year showed our country, as well as the world.

Con: Kobe Bryant’s death put the nation in melancholic sorrow. Every basketball fan’s dream of
getting dunked on by their 6’6" hero flittered into ashes. However, no worries, because
Basketball was permanently cancelled! With the coronavirus sweeping the entire world, families



were locked away in their houses. A combination of online schooling, the economy crashing, and
fighting over monopoly games drove families to the brink of insanity! Many burned their own
houses down, with themselves in them! But no worries! Because soon, almost everyone’s houses
were on fire! Fire began to fall from the sky, along with tarantulas and scorpions. It was then that
we as a nation realized and understood that these events were not mere coincidences, but they
were all a part of the biblical revelations. Scientists and prophets both then joined forces (hold
your horses folks, we got a pro! Enemies started getting along!) And calculated that, tonight, on
December 31st, 2020, we will reach the end of human existence at midnight.

Before our commercial break, a couple more pros: the famous “Tik Tok House” which had been
entertaining 14-21 year olds all over the world burned down in the fires this week. Many
scholars consider that a positive. Likewise, every alcohol corporation, except Corona, rose
tremendously in net worth, as every human being on Earth has purchased enough liquor to
properly Kill themselves tonight if they would like.

That’s all for now, I’ll see you all later, this is David Gorgeous, time, 7pm EST.

SEAN knocks on AURORA’s apartment door in New York City. She opens the door. He carries
many bags of liquors and snacks. She sits on the couch covered in a blanket, sadly watching the
news.

SEAN

Hey baby! Sorry I’'m late!

AURORA
Hey Sean.

SEAN starts placing the groceries on the counter.



SEAN

God damn, you wouldn’t believe it out there Aurora. A fucking tarantula fell right into my
grocery bag.

AURORA

(Emotionless.) Wow.

SEAN

Damn, is it the fires or is it hot as fuck in here? Is the AC on?

AURORA

I don’t know.

SEAN

They only had lightly buttered popcorn, I know that’s kind of meh for the end of the world but, I
guess it’ll have to do.

He sits down beside her on the couch.

You okay baby?

She shrugs.



End of the world blues?

AURORA
Something like that. (She starts to tear up.)

SEAN

Hey, hey, hey, I'm here don’t worry. (He embraces her.) I know. This fucking sucks. This sucks
more than anything I ever could have imagined. If I knew the world was gonna end tonight |
would’ve taken advantage of all the time we had left. Bought you more jewelry, bought you a
porsche, hell I would’ve taken us on our dream trip to Niagara Falls if [ knew-

AURORA

Stop. I don’t care about any of that. All I want is to be right here. With you.

SEAN

You’re sure? A regular ass night with me? In your apartment.

AURORA

That’s all [ want. I love you.

She kisses him.

SEAN



| love you too. Drinks?

AURORA

Fuck please.

SEAN
Two margaritas coming up right now!

He goes to the counter, starts fixing them drinks.

Where’s Cheryl at tonight?

AURORA

Some Post Malone concert. (Gesturing to the tv.) Did you see that people have been grave
robbing? Someone stole Tom Hanks’ fucking corpse from a gravesite.

SEAN

She’s at Post Malone? Fuck, yeah me and the boys got free tickets. Would’ve been killer. I heard
Paul McCartney and John Mayer are playing with him. In fucking flaming Times Square of all
places.

AURORA
You and the boys? What boys?

SEAN

Neil and Dwayne.



AURORA

Your roommates are at the biggest concert of all time without you?

SEAN

It’s not the biggest concert of all time...

AURORA

Rihanna just flashed her tits at it. It’s all over the news. Brad Pitt and Angelina Jolie got back
together on stage it’s so big. Kanye apologized to Taylor... again. You had a ticket???

SEAN

Yeah but it’s no big deal. Dwayne’s brother wanted to go anyway.

He sits down next to her with two drinks.

Plus I wanted to be here with you. I have more fun with you anyway.

AURORA
(Secretly happy.) You liar.

SEAN

Cheers.



They drink. They’re happy.

Okay, I gotta lay some news on you. Please don’t be mad...

AURORA

How could I be mad when | have you? (She kisses him.) I’'m getting to spend my last day on
Earth with the funniest, most handsome guy this flaming planet has ever known. (She kisses him
again.) How could I ever be upset? (She leans in for another kiss.)

SEAN
(Guilty.) They didn’t have french vanilla so | had to get regular. (Pause.)

AURORA

(Breaking away from him.) God damnit, of course!

SEAN

I’'m sorry baby! I looked everywhere I could / they didn’t have any...

AURORA

I’m not even gonna have any-

SEAN

What? Baby! Warm donuts and vanilla ice cream is our thing!



AURORA

No, warm donuts and french vanilla is our thing. What you got is nasty.

SEAN

I thought you said you wouldn’t be mad...

AURORA

And they were out of vanilla bean? (Pause. He looks completely ashamed.) Sean. Please tell me
they were out of vanilla bean too.

SEAN

(This is incredibly hard to confess.) I uh... I forgot to look.

AURORA

Oh you've got to be fucking kidding me! You got fucking, regular, pile of shit vanilla? Now it
really feels like the end of the world.

SEAN

Do you want me to take it back?

AURORA

No let’s just fucking drink, we are already wasting time.



SEAN

Let me just take it back, I can be real quick-

He gets up.

AURORA
No Sean, just sit down okay / you did what you did-

SEAN

No, I don’t want to die remembering this as the last thing I did for you so I’'m just gonna take it
back because I’m a fuck up!

AURORA

No! Just fucking sit down! (He does so.) I love you. | fucking love you so fucking much and if
you walk out that door for a tin of fucking ice cream, I swear to god I'll strangle you before you
get to watch this apartment burn.

SEAN

Okay. Did you stop taking your anger management pills?

AURORA

If you love me you won’t ask that. Can I see the tin?

He hands her the tin of ice cream.



Goddamnit, it’s nonfat???

Lights dim. DAVID GORGEOUS returns.

DAVID

This is David, calling out to you at 7:45pm EST. It is recommended that tonight, your drink, you
party, you sleep with an ex... go out and wreak havoc, because tomorrow when we’re all
s’mores, you’ll regret not living life to your fullest!

DAVID exits. Return to the couple. They are on the couch searching for a movie.

SEAN
What about Synecdoche, New York. With Phillip Seymour Hoffman.

AURORA
Nah.

SEAN

Armageddon?

AURORA
No.



SEAN
Ooh! Apocalypse Now?

AURORA

Eh... what if we watched Love Is Blind?

SEAN

No way, we’re watching Synecdoche, I’ve been meaning to show it to you forever, and if we’re
gonna die, | want you to see it.

AURORA

Is it sad?

SEAN
Yes. Very.

AURORA

Yeabh, see, if we’re gonna die I’d rather watch something happy. Plus I need to find out if
Lauren’s dad likes Cameron.

SEAN

No baby, you have to watch something sad in order to feel happy! The tone of the movie matches
the exact existential crisis we are in now!



AURORA

Yeah see as soon as you said experimental | started falling asleep. What if we watched like Dead
Poets Society?

SEAN

That movie is fucking sad too!

AURORA

Well if I fall asleep for the end of the world I’'m gonna be pissed! Your movie sounds boring!

SEAN

You don’t even know what it’s about! Fuck Aurora, you always do this. You told me I would get
to pick!

AURORA

Why don’t we just watch Parasite?

SEAN

We’ve seen it fifteen times.

AURORA

Yeah but it’s our favorite and it’s both happy and sad. I just don’t want to fight with you
anymore over something stupid like movies.



SEAN

Oh like vanilla ice cream isn’t? Movies aren 't stupid. They’re my... they were my life. And I'm
never gonna have them again after tonight.

AURORA

Wow. I wish you talked about me the way you talked about Philip Seymour Krelbourne.

Lights dim. They cuddle on the couch while the Korean of Parasite is heard in the background.
DAVID GORGEOUS enters wearing a party hat and sunglasses.

DAVID

This is David Gorgeous, coming to you at 8:29pm EST. It’s a party here at the studio, as I’ve just
done a shit load of cocaine and | have never even had a beer!

Return to the couple. We hear their inner monologues as they cuddle. First position: spooning.

SEAN

Big spoon. Nice.

AURORA

Little spoon.

SEAN



I can reach the popcorn... and her butt. What could be better than this?

AURORA

Why does he have to sweat so much through his pits. Ugh, it’s hotter than Central Park right
here. And Central Park is incinerating.

SEAN

Why was I so angry? I’ve got a hot girl who loves me like crazy.

AURORA

He chews so fucking loud I can’t stand it! (To Sean.) Hey, could we um... (She readjusts.)

SEAN
Yeah! Sure.

They return to inner monologues.

AURORA

Big spoon. Nice.

SEAN
| feel like a bitch.

AURORA



I love that Sean is a guy who doesn’t care about gender norms.

SEAN

Is she sweating through her tits? Jesus.

AURORA

I can reach the popcorn... and his butt. What could be better than this.

SEAN

I get that it’s the end of the world but the least you could do is put on some deodorant. (To
Aurora.) Can we um... I’'m just a little...

AURORA
Yeah, yeah, | know. (They readjust.)

Again, inner monologues.

SEAN

Nothing’s wrong with the old reach around the shoulder. A classic.

AURORA

Wow. These margs are really hitting me.

SEAN



I can’t believe none of the these actors were nominated. (Looking at Aurora.) Damn she looks
beautiful. I love girls who love film.

AURORA

Fuck. Do | have to pee?

SEAN

I guess now’s as good a time as ever for the old “Netflix and Chill.” I’ll do the old walkin’
fingers.

SEAN’s fingers start slowly “walking” up AURORA’s leg.

AURORA
(To Sean.) I’'ll be right back.

She gets up, goes to the bathroom.

SEAN

(To Aurora.) You’re missing the best part! (He pauses it.)

Return to SEAN’s inner monologue.

Damnit, did I do something wrong? (He smells his fingers.) Yup. Cheeto smell.



SEAN gets a phone call.

Hello? Dwayne?... What’s up bro?... Holy fuck, you’re kidding!... Yeah I’ll turn it on right now!

SEAN changes the channel on the TV.

Holy... fuck... bro! (He starts laughing in hysteria.) Dude I can’t even believe it! Right there!...
fuck dude, that is actually Katy Perry eating Russel Crowe’s flesh... well how would you feel if
your ex husband was the guy from Get Him to the Greek?...

Bro! And John Mayer is singing “Slow Dancing in a Burning Room” like it’s nothing! Fuck
man, the irony of that song now huh?...

Nah, we’re all good, we’re snuggling up and watching Parasite... Yeah like fifteen times, but it’s
great... No, believe me, [ would’ve loved to be there but, you know, I gotta... Look man, don’t
be upset, please, I have responsibilities. We’ve been together five years, I can’t just ditch her... I
know it’s the biggest -- look, you think | don 't wanna be there right now?

AURORA returns.

SEAN

(To Dwayne.) Oh, hey, one sec bro, I'll call you right back. (To Aurora.) Babe, you won’t
believe this, look what’s on tv right now. Katy Perry is literally eating-



AURORA
(Extremely cold.) You left the toilet seat up.

SEAN

Did I?... I don’t remember. (Gesturing to the tv.) Look, John Mayer is... fuck now he’s playing
“Firework,” the irony is killing me!

AURORA

(Angry.) Sean! How many times do | have to fucking tell you?

SEAN
What?

AURORA

| have told you thousands of times. Thousands! So has Cheryl! You can’t remember to put the
seat down, even during the fucking apocalypse?

SEAN

Well I... fuck, baby, are you actually mad?

AURORA

Yes I’m mad!

SEAN

Really? When there are celebrities going cannibal on CBS?



AURORA

I don’t fucking care about Katy Perry!!! Do you know how fucking irritating it is to tell you
something over and over again, and then just when I think you’ve learned, | fall into the toilet
water?

SEAN erupts into laughter. He goes to the counter to make more drinks.

What the fuck is so funny?

SEAN

Haha, you... falling into toilet water... on the last night of the world. It’s kinda funny. I’m gonna
make us more drinks.

AURORA

You are such a mother fucker, you know that?

SEAN
Okay, chill out baby-

AURORA

Do not tell me to chill out! I can’t believe you can be so fucking stupid. Even on our last night...

SEAN looks at her with shock.



SEAN
Are you really doing this?

AURORA

Doing what?

SEAN
This... Picking fucking stupid meaningless fights on the last night of the world.

AURORA

It’s not meaningless! Don’t you hear me! It is so frustrating telling you something over and over,
and then I end up wiping toilet water off my pussy because of your stupid mistakes. It’s
disgusting.

SEAN drinks.

SEAN

Okay. Looks like we’re fucking doing this. You know, does it even flitter into your mind for a
second that maybe you re the stupid one for not looking at where you were sitting before you
peed?

AURORA

I shouldn’t have to look! This is my apartment, the least you can do is put the seat down!



SEAN

Totally, totally, but... can we just think about this logically? So, it takes probably a second for
me to put the seat down, right?

AURORA

Yes. It’s easy.

SEAN

Yes, no denying that. But sometimes | forget. | already said I’'m sorry. Now, it would take the
exact amount of time for you to raise the toilet seat after you pee, right?

AURORA
What does that have to do with anything?

SEAN

I’m saying that, if this relationship is really equal, like we say it is, then you should be raising the
toilet seat every time you’re done peeing, and then I can put it down after | pee.

AURORA

You are such a fucking prick-

SEAN

How is it any fucking different?

AURORA



Because we are at my apartment!

SEAN

Well maybe I get sick and tired of touching your dirty toilet seat. Maybe you should come to my
place every once and a fucking while.

AURORA

Exactly why I don’t go to your place...

SEAN
(Very angry.) Why? Why? So you don’t have to put a fucking seat down?

AURORA

Yes. I don’t like being in a dirty, man infested apartment and then having to put a disgusting
toilet seat down.

SEAN

Great. Real great. So the reason why | spend so much cash every other fucking day buying ubers
and subway tickets to come to your place is because you’re too lazy to put down a toilet seat so
you need your fucking boyfriend to do it for you-

AURORA
Oh I’'m the lazy one-

SEAN



How the fuck is that equal? How is that an equal fucking relationship? You never come to my
place, you never buy the drinks, and you NEVER put the seat up for me!!!

AURORA
I didn’t realize I was such a fucking DIFFICULT GIRLFRIEND!

Silence.

I’m sorry that putting the FUCKING SEAT DOWN IS SUCH A BURDEN. Sorry! Oh, and hey,
I’'m sorry that I got my pussy covered in piss filled toilet water! Sorry I’'m so fucking stupid! It
must be SO HARD HAVING A STUPID TODDLER AS A GIRLFRIEND, HUH?

Why don’t you just go watch celebrities eat each other at Time Square like everybody else.

SEAN

I don’t want to do that...

AURORA

Yeah you do, you think I couldn’t hear you on the fucking phone. YOU OBVIOUSLY DON’T
WANT TO BE WITH ME AND I’M OBVIOUSLY SUCH A BURDEN SO JUST GO!!!

SEAN
No.

He plants himself on the couch.



I want to stay. [ want to... want to stay.

Lights dim. DAVID GORGEOUS returns, with a black eye and cuts all over him.

DAVID

This is David Gorgeous. 9:45pm EST. People are losing it here. The studio has become the
world’s largest mosh pit. People are knifing each other and beating each other senseless... I’ve
already killed three people, I'm hoping I can get to ten by midnight!

We return to the couple, who resume watching Parasite. This time they sit on opposite sides of
the couch without touching. Again, we hear their inner monologues.

AURORA
What a fucking dick.

SEAN

About time to make another drink.

AURORA

He should be honoring his last night with me. I’'m a fucking catch.

SEAN

Now’s probably a bad time to ask her about her meds again...



AURORA

Why does he look so cute when he’s guilty? Ugh. I need another drink. Or sex. Maybe sex will
chill me out. Or a cigarette... Fuck, how come I never learned how to chill out...

SEAN

Now’s probably a bad time to try and have sex.

AURORA

| just wanted tonight to be special. Fuck is it getting hotter in here?

SEAN

How do | manage to fuck up every little thing. | shouldn’t have yelled, that’s not like me.

AURORA
(To Sean.) Hey baby?

SEAN
Yeah?

AURORA

I don’t want to fight.

SEAN

Me neither.



AURORA

There’s just... there’s just so much going shitty in the universe right now. Let’s not waste it
fighting over stupid stuff.

SEAN

I agree. I’'m sorry. I'm so sorry about the toilet seat. And yelling, and ice cream, and being a dick
and-

AURORA
Don’t worry. We’re okay.

They Kkiss.

Wanna play a game?

SEAN

Sure.

AURORA

First. Shots. We’re gonna need them.

They each take a tequila shot. AURORA pulls out her phone.



SEAN

(Wincing in pain.) Jesus.

AURORA

Okays, this is titled “How well do you know your partner?”’

SEAN

Oh christ, one of those couples tests? (He takes another shot.)

AURORA

Don’t think of it as a test, it’s a game! Okay. What’s my favorite color?

SEAN
Blue.

Disappointed, she takes a shot.

What, am | wrong?

AURORA
It’s baby blue.

SEAN



Baby blue, fucking girls! And you’re drinking just to mock me?

AURORA

You drank because you didn’t want to play the game!

SEAN

It’s not a game it’s a... okay fine then. When we’re wrong, we drink.

AURORA

So, if you get one wrong, you drink.

SEAN

I was thinking when one of us gets it wrong, we both drink, but yeah. Let’s play it your way.

AURORA
So drink.

SEAN
| already did.

AURORA

| know, but we just started the new rule. So drink.



He does so. He winces in pain again. She laughs at him.,

SEAN

Okay, let me see the list. (He takes her phone.) What’s my dream car?

AURORA

Ferrari.

SEAN smiles evilly. He motions for her to drink.

No way! I’'m right!

SEAN
Maserati bitch. Drink.

AURORA

You changed it! You’re always talking about liking Ferraris!

SEAN

Never once have | mentioned them. However, | do talk about Maseratis quite a bit. Therefore,
drink.

She drinks.



AURORA
What is my biggest pet peeve?

SEAN

When people tell you to chill out. Or, when | touch the tv remote after eating cheetos without
washing my hands.

AURORA

I was thinking when you try to convince me to do anal, but I’ll give you one. Those annoy me
too.

SEAN

If | became famous what would it be for?

AURORA

Movies. You would be a good critic. You know so many weird details about foreign films, I
could see you picking who should win oscars and shit. I like this question, what about for me?

SEAN

Easy, you wouldn’t have given up dancing for that temp job. You’d probably be on America’s
Got Talent or at the New York City Ballet or something.

AURORA

What am | most likely to get at a gas station?



SEAN

Um... diet coke, and honey mustard pretzels!

AURORA

Drink. (He does so.) Cigarettes. | would fucking kill for a smoke right now.

SEAN

Where would my dream vacation be?

AURORA

I don’t fucking know, Hawaii?

SEAN

Niagara Falls! With you! I’m always talking about that! I literally mentioned it earlier tonight.
Drink!

She drinks. In fact, they both drink. A lot. They go back and forth while taking shots. DAVID
GORGEOQUS enters.

DAVID

David Gorgeous, 10:33pm. | am live streaming in Times Square... It’s beautiful. Tornadoes of
flames. Celebrities and criminals soaring togethers in the sky as one. Burning, as one... For the
first time in my life, | see God and Satan at the same time. Both laughing. For the first time |
wonder if they are one in the same.



Return to the couple.

SEAN

I can’t decide if I... If I don’t know who you are... or if I can’t see who you are...

They both crack up. They are insanely drunk. She kisses him. It feels incredible. They begin to
kiss for a little bit.

AURORA

Okay. New game. If you could do something over again, what would you do?

SEAN

Um... I think that I would have actually become an actor. Instead of watching movies and
gawking over Jake Gyllen... jillonha... Wow his name is hard to say right now. Or uh... No, I
change my answer, I think I would’ve wanted to have kissed you sooner.

AURORA
Really?

SEAN

Yeah. I mean we’ve known each other for what, like 15 years? I’ve liked you since middle
school and I didn’t even make a move until college.

AURORA

| always knew you did. You would bring those-



SEAN

Peanut butter pretzels!

AURORA

Yeah! You brought them in your lunchbox and I’d always beg you for some.

SEAN

Yup. And everytime I gave you one, I’d be like... Yeah. She wants me...

AURORA

So what made you finally make that move? Sophomore year, at that party?

SEAN

Well uh... I mean we were both at NYU together, but [ remember never seeing you around
Freshman year. Sophomore year, a friend invited me to that party, and it was with a lot of acting
and dance majors I didn’t know, except you of course...

| remember going into that dark basement, and seeing you. Specifically, the whites of your eyes.
They lit up the whole fucking room. And then you came straight after me, asked me to catch you
up... I told you how NYU wasn’t my place, but for whatever reason, you were convincing me to
stay. | kept wondering, “why is this hot girl from my hometown convincing me to stay when she
always ignores me.”

AURORA

Maybe you should’ve had more peanut butter pretzels and things would’ve been different.



SEAN

Maybe. But that night, we were drunk, dancing, and just talking, until almost everyone had left.
Lights were still dark, and you gave me that look like... one of those “green lights” you get from
a girl. You were looking at me and your eyes say “just fucking do it Sean.”

And at the time | thought, when am | gonna get another chance like this?

So I kissed you. And you kissed me back. And five years later the world ended.

AURORA

Not yet. It hasn’t ended yet.

SEAN

What if | had never done it? What if | never kissed you? Where would | be right now, tonight?

AURORA

You’d be at the Post Malone Last Night’s Eve party having the time of your life.

SEAN
Yeah. That would’ve fucking sucked.

He kisses her.



What about you? What would you do over?

AURORA

I think I would uh... I would apologize to my parents. Or like, I just wouldn’t have been such a
bipolar bitch all the time. I feel like -- now that the world is ending -- I’'m seeing all the stuff I
did and I’m thinking like, fucking shit Aurora, you’re a way better person than that, why did you
do so much stupid shit.

SEAN
Me too.

AURORA

I mean, all my mom and dad wanted was to make me happy, and | treated them like shit all the
time. | talked back to them, I made fun of them to my friends, | would come home late smelling
of booze and dick jizz...

SEAN

Alright, dick jizz? Just pick one, | get what you mean-

AURORA

I mean, they’re such good people! And now the world is ending, and like, all this shit is
confirmed to be biblical! So I'm totally going to hell! I litter, I fucked before I was married, I
shoplifted from jewelry stores, | ate expired whipped cream, | gossipped, | called my sister a
whore to her face, and I laughed at homeless people when they asked me for money... I'm
without a doubt, going to hell.



SEAN

Well, me too.

AURORA
No way. Everybody knows you are like the best fucking guy of all time.

SEAN

I’m not so good.

AURORA

You are. You’re the best. (She kisses him.)

I’'m gonna be stuck down below getting whipped to do slave work by Satan and Michael Jackson
for all of eternity while you and my whole family are dancing at a Beatles concert in heaven.

SEAN catches this.

What?
SEAN

(Carefully.) How come you’re not with them? Your parents? Did they ask to spend tonight with
you?

AURORA
No they uh... They asked me to be with them.



SEAN
You said no? Why?

AURORA

I don’t know, I just thought about who I really wanted to be with, and... I wanted to be with you.

SEAN

Aurora, I love you but... you shouldn’t have picked me.

AURORA

Fuck it’s so hot in here!

SEAN

Aurora! You shouldn’t have picked me!

AURORA

Why not! I wanted to be with the guy I love for my last night on Earth! Isn’t that special to you?

SEAN

It’s not about that! They loved you, created you, dealt with your shit... we could’ve all done
something together!

AURORA



I didn’t want that. I can’t be myself around them. Not like how I am around you.

SEAN

Still, that’s fucked up. You owed it to them.

AURORA

Well it’s too late, okay! I already feel guilty as fuck, you don’t need to rub it in!

SEAN

Really? | shouldn’t rub it in? Because it feels like that’s what you’re doing to me. You know I
would’ve loved to be with my family.

AURORA

We promised we wouldn’t fight!

SEAN

That’s too bad! This isn’t vanilla ice cream or toilet seats! This is family!

AURORA

Sean. You are my family. Not them. They hardly know me compared to you. You’re the only
family that matters to me.

SEAN

You know damn well that if that virus hadn’t taken my parents, I would be with them right now-



AURORA

That’s not what [ meant by any of this-

SEAN

And yeah, sure, they used to piss me off and they were annoying as hell, but they were my
family. And now that they’re gone, I would give up everything to be with them. EVERYTHING!

AURORA
Everything? EVEN ME?

SEAN

Yes. Yes even you.

Silence.

When were you gonna tell me?

AURORA

I wasn’t going to. I wanted our last night to be special.

SEAN

Yeah, well, our last night feels like a slap in the fucking face right now. I miss them so much.



AURORA

| know Sean.

SEAN

| just wish | had more time with them...

He starts to cry. AURORA embraces him.

AURORA

| know baby, | know.

SEAN

I wish I had more time with them, | wish I had more time with you... I wish I had more time.

AURORA

Maybe we will. After all of this, | mean.

SEAN

You really think 1 would go to heaven?

AURORA

Yes. You’ve been an angel your whole life.



SEAN

It won’t feel like heaven if I’'m not there with you.

AURORA

Okay buddy, way to throw me into the fiery pits of hell, don’t count me out just yet!

They laugh.

Lights dim. David Gorgeous enters. He is completely naked. The lights are dim enough so that
only his face is clearly visible.

DAVID

Dear lords. Lord of pain and Lord of life. Judge me. As you judge the souls on Earth, judge me, a
mere, foolish celebrity television anchor. I don’t know where I belong in the afterlife, but please
understand that | dedicated my life to bringing important information to the people of America...
judge me without bias. Thank you for my time on Earth. On this blessed, ugly, shining, dizzy
sphere floating in your massive universe. I’m sorry for being narcissistic, just like the planet
Earth. Thank you for all of the mistakes I got to make. Thank you for all the jobs I lost. Thank
you for all the terrible ratings. Thank you for all of my breakdowns. Thank you for the cuts on
my arms and the anxiety and depression in my brain. Thank you for all of my pain because it
made me understand that [ was alive. I’ll miss it tremendously. Signing off. 11:50pm.

DAVID GORGEOUS puts a gun to his head. The lights dim. Return to the couple. They are
finishing their doughnuts and ice cream.

AURORA



Okay, | gotta lay some news on you. Please don’t be mad...

SEAN

Oh great. I’'m ready.

AURORA

Nonfat vanilla isn’t so bad. (Beat.) Neither are you.

She kisses him.

SEAN

Do you wanna dance?

AURORA
More than anything.

The couple rises. They begin to slow dance together. John Mayer’s “Slow Dancing in a Burning
Room” plays. We hear their inner monologues.

SEAN

So here we are.

AURORA

He’s always been such a bad dancer.



SEAN

I don’t think I would’ve done anything differently.

AURORA

I’ve always loved that about him.

SEAN

I’m gonna miss her eyes.

AURORA

I’m gonna miss the fights.

SEAN

The way they draw me in.

AURORA

The way he drives me insane.

SEAN

The way | can see myself in them. The way | was meant to be. Inside her head.

AURORA



Yet | always want to hold him after.

AURORA notices something burning behind SEAN.

Hey, Sean. The apartment is on fire.

SEAN
Good.

They return to inner monologues.

AURORA
Maybe that’s the point. Maybe fighting is okay. As long as you want to hold them after.

SEAN
I wonder when I'll see her again.
AURORA

I wonder when he’ll kiss me again.

SEAN

I wonder when she’ll make fun of me again.

AURORA



I wonder when he’ll drive me up the wall insane again.

SEAN

(To Aurora.) You know why I always wanted to be with you?

AURORA
Why baby?

SEAN

Your name. Aurora. It means dawn, right? The light before sunrise?

AURORA
Yeah.

SEAN

| always loved that.

They kiss passionately. They dance. The apartment becomes engulfed in flames. The orange
light from the beginning of the play, like that of a sunset, begins to shine brightly over them.
Lights out.

Lights up. The morning. Birds chirping. SEAN and AURORA are left alive in the burnt remains
of the Earth. They wake up. They spend some time looking at the sky, and feeling the fresh
breeze against them. The light of the stage is a bright blue. Maybe the world didn’t end, and they
lived. Perhaps, maybe, they did die, and this is where they went after. All that is clear is that the



couple is happy. The happiest they have ever been and will ever be. They kiss and exit the stage.
The lights of the theater come up. No blackout.

End of play.

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS:
I

began formulating this play while working on a separate project for the Quarantine Bake-Off, a
playwriting competition developed by some theater students from the University of Minnesota. |
crafted a short play about two young lovers who were forced to communicate over social media
because of the circumstances the Coronavirus pandemic had created. Much of which was
developed from my own personal insights of living in California while my girlfriend lives in
Miami, Florida, and we have no real idea of when we will be seeing each other again.

Then,

for my playwriting class at The Boston Conservatory with my instructor David Valdes-
Greenwood, | was instructed to write a one-act play, and | kept finding myself stuck on this issue
of what this virus will do to my relationship with my girlfriend. I decided to start on a new story,
Lovesong for the End of the World, in which the end of days finally arrives, and two young adults
who are in a committed relationship decide to spend their final night with one another. I started
experimenting with how this last night on Earth movie date would go. What would these
characters fight about? Would they argue over large, big picture problems, or would they
quarrel over the same meaningless issues all couples argue over? | decided it was both.

Sean

and Aurora fight because that’s what all couples were meant to do. Much of this play, to me,
discusses what it means to be in a “good” relationship. (And yes, I'm 21 and very young to be
searching for these kinds of answers, but cut me some slack.) Because, in the end, if | were with
my girlfriend on the last night of the world, I believe we would fight about nonsensical things the
way we always do. However, | also believe that we would hold each other and dance in the
flames, without doubting each other for even a second.

So,

I give you this play.
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By Barbara Yoshida

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS:

| have always loved words and languages, and this one-act has given me the opportunity to
explore gestural and non-linguistic forms of language as well as the philosophy of language; the
importance of myth, and the contribution of animals to humankind’s evolution. It started out as
one scene in a larger work, but it was calling out to me to stand on its own. I turned to Alexander
Stern’s The Fall of Language for insight into Wittgenstein’s and Benjamin’s thoughts on
immanent and designative language, or name and sign. | thought it would be amusing to see
these super-intellectual guys playing Mah Jong, a game like gin rummy. You'd think they d be
playing chess or bridge, right? Shepard provides a good counterpoint to the philosophers’
conceptual obscurity—his take on the origins of language is so down-to-earth. And then there’s
Beuys: he combines the immanent language of art with mythology. The hare was his animal—he
even had a hare as a hood ornament on his car! Jane probably represents myself, always
skeptical about “high-falutin’ mumbo-jumbo.” Stylistic influences include Tom Stoppard,
Samuel Beckett (I loved “Beckett by Brook”), and The Wooster Group, although they might be
more aspirational than evident in my piece. My gratitude goes to S. M. Dale, dramaturg; the
photos of Joseph Beuys are by Arnaud Maggs; and the graffiti images are mine. (Spacing is
playwright’s own.)

LANGUAGE GAMES



The intuitive mind is a sacred gift and the rational
mind is a faithful servant. We have created a society
that honors the servant and has forgotten the gift.

-- Albert Einstein



DRAMATIS PERSONAE

WALTER Romantic and idealistic philosopher. Embraces mysticism as well as Western
Marxism.
LUDWIG A profound thinker, intense, and reserved. Enough ego and confidence to realize

that he needn’t assert his superiority as a philosopher.

JANE Intelligent; a college graduate; not shy about sharing her opinions. She knows some
philosophy but she’s not a philosopher.

PAUL An environmentalist, concerned with evolutionary theory.

BEUYS Eccentric, egocentric, and confident. Guided by artistic concerns, a spiritual “calling,”
and an obligation to contribute to society and politics through art and teaching.



LANGUAGE GAMES

Four chairs around a card table. Face-down on the hard surface of the table, 36 Mah Jong tiles
have been stacked up—18 on top of 18—to form a wall in front of each player. As the game is
played, the audience can hear the tiles clicking but can’t see them. As the lights come up,
Ludwig, Walter, and Paul sit at the table. Walter is to Ludwig’s right, and Paul is to Ludwig’s
left. Ludwig’s chair is on wheels. Walter’s chair is a rocking chair. Paul’s chair allows him to
lean way back. Jane enters and sits, on a stool that swivels, opposite Ludwig. After a moment,
the players push their walls of tiles toward the center of the table to form a square.

WALTER
(Pronouncing the “W” in “Ludwig” as a “V”.) Ludwig, it’s your turn to be East Wind.

LUDWIG
(Throwing the dice in the middle of the square.) Rabbit’s foot.

(Seeing the number on the dice, he counts from the right side of his wall, pulls the same number
of tiles toward him, and puts them in his hand.)

(They move through this part of the game rapidly, following Ludwig’s example, until each has
thirteen tiles.)

LUDWIG
(Pronouncing the “W” in “Walter” as a “V”.) You go next, Walter. You’re South Wind.

WALTER
(Holding the dice close to his mouth and almost whispering to it.) Rabbit’s foot.

(Walter throws the dice. He puts the number of tiles indicated by the dice into his hand.)

LUDWIG
Jane, we don’t do concealed melds here. Otherwise, we play a pretty standard game.

JANE
(Passionately.) Rabbit’s foot! (She tosses the dice onto the table. She takes the number of tiles
indicated by the dice.)

(The ghost of Joseph Beuys appears behind Paul’s chair. He wears a distinctive vest, hat, and
pants, all in white, and his face, neck, and hands are covered in white make-up. (See attached
photographs.) None of the players can see or hear him.)



(Paul takes the dice, then hesitates. Beuys takes a rabbit’s foot from his pocket and dangles it
over Paul’s head. Paul rolls the dice.)

PAUL
Rabbit’s foot!

(He takes the number of tiles indicated by the dice. Once all the players have thirteen tiles,
Ludwig grabs an additional tile. He places it, face-up, in the center of the table, to create the
discard pile.)

LUDWIG
Let the game begin!

(Walter takes one tile from the right side of his wall and discards a tile from his hand, face-up, in
the center of the table. The players continue to take one tile at a time, in order—Jane next, then
Paul, Ludwig, and Walter—drawing from either the discard pile or from their own walls. They
discard a tile after drawing a tile.)

(From time to time, throughout the game, the players spin, rock, lean back, or wheel back and
forth, but never at the same time and never while someone is speaking.)

LUDWIG
Now, where were we?

PAUL
Walter was just talking about what he calls nonsensuous similarities. Do you know what he
means by that, Jane?

JANE



| think | do. To “tackle” a problem. To “needle” someone. To “worry” a loose thread. To
“embroider” the truth.

WALTER
| contend that our ability to produce similarities and then to transform and extend them is what
establishes the ties between what is said and what is meant.

JANE
(Jane could swivel on her stool here.) That sounds okay to me, Walter. What do you say, Paul?

PAUL
It’s designative language that gives us the ability to extend words this way—to “harbor” a
fugitive, to “screw” someone, to “root out evil.”

WALTER
(Drawing a tile.) Paul, what’s your take on how we got from immanent language to designative
language?

(Walter discards a tile. Jane picks it up.)

JANE
Pong!

WALTER
Already? Let’s see your meld, Jane.

(Jane places three tiles on the table, face-up. The other players lean in to look. While she is
displaying her meld, Beuys crosses stage-right.)

BEUYS
(With conviction, facing out.) | am not a human being. | am a hare.

(Jane puts her meld back in her hand, discards a tile, and the game resumes, with Paul taking a
tile from his wall.)

PAUL
If language has two kinds of meaning, immanent and designative, then our immanent
engagement with the world came first. Primate ancestry gave early humans a well-developed
vocal system and that led to speech. In order to refer to animals, they mimicked them, using
human sounds. Then some sounds became names for those animals.

JANE
You buyin’ that, Walter?



WALTER
(Walter could rock here.) Name-giving establishes connections between language and objects.
It’s the communications of the concrete.

LUDWIG
But Paul hasn’t told us how we got from mimicking animals to naming things.

JANE
(Defending Paul.) He can’t know everything! He wasn’t there!

(The players freeze, perhaps with a hand extended to draw a tile or while arranging tiles in their
hand.)

BEUYS
(Authoritatively, to the players.) Language is not to be understood simply in terms of speech
and words. Beyond language as verbalization lies a world of sound and form impulses, a
language of primary sound without semantic content, but laden with completely different
levels of information.

(They un-freeze and play resumes. They continue to draw and discard tiles, occasionally moving
on their chairs.)

JANE
So then what happened, Paul?

PAUL
Early humans moved from an immanent relationship with the natural world to being removed
from it. They became observers who named things arbitrarily. That’s where designative
language comes in.

LUDWIG
What prompted that?

PAUL
Once they left the trees and moved out into the savanna, their world was more competitive,
more dangerous. In order to survive, they had to pay close attention to signs. They were both
hunter and hunted now, and the hunt gave a jump-start to their intelligence. Signs contained
information about fundamental relationships that could be grasped as abstract categories.

WALTER
What kind of signs?

LUDWIG
Like hoof prints?



PAUL
Exactly. It could be the prints of a young antelope that has been separated from the herd.
Vultures circling. A bird feigning a broken wing and trying to lead the hunter away from her
eggs. Feces, bones, nests, burrows, they all contained clues that could be read.

BEUYS
(Quickly interjecting.) The hare has a direct connection with the earth into which it burrows.

JANE
I’'m with you, Paul. Keep going.

PAUL
These signs were not a description of an unseen animal, but knowledge about it. The signs

represented it.

LUDWIG
You’'re coming at it from a different perspective than we philosophers do.

WALTER
But | can’t necessarily disagree, can you?

(Beuys crosses behind Walter’s chair and pats him on the head.)

LUDWIG
I'll reserve judgment for now.

JANE
Maybe you guys think names only described the shape of an animal. But | think the names of
animals began to contain more information. Over time, each name was invested with layers of
meaning, from experiences humans had with that animal. (Back to Paul.) And wouldn’t you
agree, that’s part of our DNA?

PAUL
(Getting excited.) You could say that a language carries the cultural DNA of the people who
speak it. Just like human DNA carries our racial memory—myths and folklore and the wisdom
of the ancestors—cultural history is contained within the language they share.

WALTER
There is no event or thing in either animate or inanimate nature that does not in a certain sense
take part in language, for it is in the nature of each to communicate its intellectual content.

JANE



(Matching Paul’s excitement.) | get upset when | hear how we’re losing indigenous languages
every day. They say 7,000 languages are spoken today, but half are not being taught to
children—they’re becoming extinct! It’s just as tragic as the loss of animal and plant species.

LUDWIG
Some indigenous languages are being taught in the schools again, did you know that? Gallic
[pronounced like “phallic”] in Scotland, Mayan in Mexico, and Basque in Spain. I'm sure there
are more. You’'re right—losing a language forever is just as much a cultural disaster as losing a
species of bee or leopard or toad.

BEUYS
(Crossing to Ludwig.) Or hare!

PAUL
Like knowledge about animals, myths have been around since caveman days, and they remain
in our collective unconscious.

JANE
Let me guess: animals play a key role in myths, right?

PAUL
You got it! The deeper meaning in myths is symbolized as animals. Animals are the mediators
between myths and humans. The deeper meaning is almost incommunicable.

JANE
Except by intuition! Imagination!

PAUL
To convey an awareness or an experience that can’t be communicated any other way, we
create music, painting, poetry, or drama. We tell myths.

BEUYS
My art cannot be understood primarily by thinking. My art touches people who are in tune
with my mode of thinking, but it is clear that people cannot understand my art by intellectual
processes alone because no art can be experienced in that way.

WALTER
Are we still talking about immanent or designative language?

JANE
We're talking about language in its larger sense. Right, Ludwig?

LUDWIG



| do believe that language in its larger sense includes everything in our reality. It contains
various human languages, non-human forms of communication, and gestures, as well as objects
and events. That would include myths, as well. Walter?

WALTER
True. Language is all-pervasive.

JANE
(Drawing a tile.) Children are drawn to animals instinctively. They love stories about animals.
And they hunger for opportunities to exercise their imaginations. Myths serve the human need
to imagine. But if children only get myths through movies like “Star Wars,” they will never get a
chance to picture how they would visualize those characters and settings. Even if they read the
story later, it’s too late! (Discarding a tile.) Someone else’s images are already implanted in
their minds.

PAUL
Reading stories at bedtime is good, because it’s right before the child goes to sleep. (He gazes
off into the distance.) And the myths that the animals carry, the deeper meaning they
symbolize, can be revealed in the child’s dreams.

LUDWIG
(Pause.) It’s your turn, Paul. Choose a tile.

(Paul chooses a tile.)

PAUL
Sorry, got distracted. (Discarding a tile.) Anyway, when humans started using designative
language—it’s very exciting! (He gets up and starts circling the table. One by one, as he passes
behind them, players start moving in their chairs. They stop as he’s moving to the next person.)
Suddenly these abstract signs could be shared with those who had never seen the hind leg of an
antelope gnawed by jackals.

(Walter draws a tile.)

(Gesticulating.) Time after time, people had to use their imaginations to picture things. More
and more, the mind became filled with imagined, recollected, and dreamed forms.

BEUYS
(While Paul walks back to his chair and sits down.) The hare, and all other animals, was a
catalyst of human evolution.

(Walter discards a tile. Jane draws a tile and discards one. Paul grabs it.)

PAUL



Chow!

JANE
Show us what you got, Paul.

(Paul lays down three tiles, face-up.)

LUDWIG
Aha! Your meld has a neutral tile, Paul, and | claim that tile. (Ludwig takes the neutral tile from
Paul’s meld into his own hand and puts another tile into Paul’s meld to complete it.)

PAUL
You bastard!

(Beuys crosses behind Ludwig. He sticks his thumbs in his ears and waves his fingers, sticking his
tongue out at Ludwig. Paul takes his meld, puts it back in his hand, and discards a tile.)

LUDWIG
Watch your language—that’s a slur against my mother.

JANE
I don’t know if that was immanent or designative, but it’s clear that Paul didn’t mean Ludwig’s
mother bore him out of wedlock.

(Beuys crosses behind Jane’s chair. Taking the rabbit’s foot from his pocket, he slowly drags it
along her arm.)

BEUYS
(Moving behind Walter and facing Paul, while someone draws a tile and discards one.) | am a
really horny hare!

PAUL
Well, designative words can be replaced by other words. Jane, you started this off by saying,
“embroider the truth.” In that phrase, we can replace “embroider” with “embellish.” But
immanent words cannot be replaced, any more than random, arbitrary notes can replace
others in a melody without creating a whole different composition.

WALTER
Understanding a sentence in language is much more akin to understanding a theme in music
than one may think.

LUDWIG
Certainly, one painting can never be replaced by another. A picture tells me itself.



BEUYS
(As Jane chooses and discards a tile.) Man is only truly alive when he realizes he is a creative,
artistic being.

WALTER
There is a continuity between language and art. Like paintings, music, and graffiti, language

means itself.

(Paul discards a tile. Ludwig snatches it.)

LUDWIG
Kong! Back at ya, Paul, baby!
WALTER
Let’s see your meld, Ludwig.
(Ludwig displays his meld of four tiles.)
JANE

Immanent language includes body language, graffiti, and interjections—what you call vocal
gestures, Ludwig. Let’s say | pinch you and you say “Ouch!” That’s definitely immanent and
expressive. Body language is equally expressive. And how about graffiti? It is so direct.
(Images of graffiti are projected.)

LUDWIG
Ooh, | love graffiti! There’s an immediate impact—an urgency—they’re so visceral! Like a
punch in the gut!

(Beuys takes a boxing stance behind Ludwig and punches the air a few times.)

WALTER
Okay, “Ouch!” and graffiti. What else?



JANE
Well, I did mention body language. (She makes a circle with her left hand and pokes the index
finger of her right hand a few times into and out of the circle.) How’s that for immanent,
expressive meaning?

(Beuys laughs with surprise, giving Jane a thumbs-up.)

WALTER
(Laughing, he gives her the finger.) Back at ya!

JANE
(Laughing.) Oh yeah? Here you go! (She moves her right arm across her body and jerks her left
arm up under it, violently, making a fist with her left hand.)

LUDWIG
(Getting up from his chair.) You think you get the last word? (Laughing.) Take that!

(Ludwig lifts his left leg and thrusts his right arm up under it, forcefully, making a fist with his
right hand. He sits down again.)

BEUYS
(While Ludwig sits.) | personally try to make information available not only in a written way. |
try also to work with images, with fantasy, with jokes, with humor. (Reaching his hand toward
Walter’s nose.) Got your nose! (He shows his thumb between two fingers of his fist.)

LUDWIG
Jane, what you don’t seem to get is this: The meaning is in the word.

JANE
(Starting to spin more rapidly. Between spins, she faces Ludwig and speaks.) | don’t have the
faintest idea what you’re talking about.

LUDWIG
(Wheeling back and forth.) If | say the word hare, | picture an animal with long ears, one that
leaps and quickly changes direction, and is seen in the wild.

BEUYS
(During a pause, as a player chooses and discards a tile.) The hare is an external organ of the
human body. Its prodigious fertility, the way it digs in, the way it doubles back—it is dark and
mysterious.

LUDWIG



(Starting to wheel back and forth more rapidly.) If | learn that the Spanish word for hare is
liebre, | will imagine the same animal when | say liebre—it starts to sound like what it means.
But each of those words, Jane, has its own meaning, apart from the animal that leaps. Liebre
means hare, but not in the way hare does.

BEUYS
(During a pause, as a player chooses and discards a tile.) Even the dead animal preserves more
powers of intuition than some human beings with their stubborn rationality.

JANE
(Spinning rapidly, between each sentence.) That doesn’t make any sense! The word hare can
have a different meaning, depending on someone’s experience with the animal. Maybe the
hare was encountered through myth, or through hunting. But for one individual, the words
hare and liebre have got to have the same meaning.

WALTER
(Rocking back and forth more rapidly.) The experience of meaning is very important to me, the
continuity between experiential and linguistic meaning.

JANE
(Spinning, then pausing to speak.) | can see that the meaning is in the word because we place it
there, but how can a word can have its own meaning? (She starts spinning again.)

(Paul starts leaning back in his chair, again and again, more rapidly as the dialogue continues.)

LUDWIG
(Wheeling about rapidly.) Maybe Walter can make it clearer, Jane.

JANE
(Spinning rapidly.) I'm all ears!

BEUYS
(Quickly interjecting.) Wait just a minute! I’'m the one with the ears!

WALTER
(Rocking more vigorously.) The meaning of a word is not something humans put into that word.
Words embody the same spiritual essence as animals, plants, even inanimate objects.
Everything was placed in the world by the Creator, with its own meaning, whether we can see it
or not.

JANE
(Speaking between spins.) You're kidding, right?! What if somebody doesn’t believe in God?
This whole theory rests on believing the Creator put meaning into everything, even words. It’s



just speculation. (She stops.) Does this really matter? People are sleeping on the street!
Children are getting shot in school!

(The other players are frenetically rocking, leaning back, or moving back and forth.)

BEUYS
(With conviction, crossing stage-left and facing out.) In places like universities, where everyone
talks too rationally, it is necessary for a kind of enchanter to appear.

(Jane lays 13 tiles on the table. As she does so, the other players come to a halt.)

JANE
Mah Jong, muthafuckas!

BLACKOUT

[See next page: additional information and bios.]



Mah Jong is similar to gin rummy.

Walter Benjamin (1892 — 1926) was a German Jewish philosopher, cultural critic, and essayist.
An eclectic thinker, he combined elements of German idealism, Romanticism, Western
Marxism, and Jewish mysticism. He made enduring and influential contributions to aesthetic
theory, literary criticism, and historical materialism. —Wwikipedia

Ludwig Wittgenstein (1889 — 1929) was an Austrian-British philosopher who worked primarily
in logic, the philosophy of mathematics, the philosophy of mind, and the philosophy of
language. His Philosophical Investigations is recognized as one of the most important works of
philosophy in the 20™ century. —Wikipedia

Paul Shepard (1925 — 1996) was an American environmentalist and author best known for
introducing the “Pleistocene paradigm” to deep ecology. His works established a normative
framework in terms of evolutionary theory and developmental psychology. He offered a
critique of sedentism/civilization and advocated modeling human lifestyles on those of
nomadic, prehistoric humans. He explored the connections between domestication, language,
and cognition. —Wikipedia

Joseph Beuys (1921 — 1986) was a German Fluxus, happening, and performance artist as well as
a painter, sculptor, medalist, installation artist, graphic artist, art theorist, and pedagogue. His
work is grounded in concepts of humanism, social philosophy, and anthroposophy; it
culminates in his “extended definition of art” and the idea of social sculpture as a
gesamtkunstwerk, for which he claimed a creative, participatory role in shaping society and
politics. His career was characterized by open public debates on a wide range of subjects
including political, environmental, social, and long-term cultural trends. He is widely regarded
as one of the most influential artists of the second half of the 20t century. —Wikipedia

AUTHOR’S BIO: Barbara Yoshida is a multi-disciplinary artist whose work as a painter,
sculptor, and photographer has been exhibited throughout NYC, the U.S., and internationally.
Her work with text has been on feminist websites, in print magazines, and in her book of
megalithic standing stones, Moon Viewing. After taking Peculiar Works Project production and
publicity photos for over a decade and editing too many grant applications, she began working
as a dramaturg on projects such Planet X (Black Mountain College’s [ReJHappening Festival),
2 Jane Jacobs (Cherry Lane Theater) Behind the Curtain (for the inaugural LES History Month),
Son of Cock-Strong (La MaMa), Afterparty: The Rothko Studio (site-specifically in 222 Bowery),
and Wallpaper (adapted from Charlotte Perkins Gilman's classic story). Most recently, she co-
adapted America’s first play, Androboros (Fraunces Tavern Museum), and is currently
developing it into a contemporary musical. In addition to Language Games, other scripts include
The Hare Trilogy and Joe & Bubble Boy, as well as an upcoming musical co-adaptation of The
Black Crook. She reads constantly and loves words and languages. Other than English, she
speaks French, Japanese, and Spanish (some more than others). She has served on the Board of
PWP since its inception in 1993.



OPEN PULPIT NIGHT AT ST. MIKE’S

BY DAN NIELSEN

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS: I've performed at many open comedy mics and enjoyed
countless Friday fish fries in church basements. It seemed a good idea to combine the two. As a
devout ex-Catholic | find it helpful to find gentle humor in the dangerous nonsense that
organized religion propagates. In 1965 our high school drama department staged a—rare at that
time—production of Samuel Becket’s Endgame. It changed my life. Theater of the Absurd led to
Pinter, Albee, Shepard, Mamet and their ilk and provided me with a template for my own work.
Open Pulpit Night at St. Mike’s was written specifically for the Ten-Minute or Fewer Comedy
Play Festival: Snowdance. They’d used my work before, but not this time. Happy ending, it found
a wonderful home at Fleas on the Dog.

Open Pulpit Night at St. Mike’s

a ten-minute or fewer comedy

Characters:
FATHER SHECKY: in High Mass vestments
SISTER MARY CHORTLE: nun, neatly habited

KITCHEN LADIES: aprons and hairnets

Sound effects of laughter and/or applause



Church basement all-purpose room. Bulletin board on back wall announcing a Bake Sale with a

center stage. SISTER MARY CHORTLE at the pulpit. Sound of applause.

CHORTLE

Let’s keep it going for all the wonderful priests we’ve had up here so far.

(joins in the applause. signals for it to stop. it stops.)

Okay! One quick announcement. Regarding the recent bathroom controversy, all lavatories will
remain locked during school hours. Students are encouraged to go before they leave the house in
the morning, and hold it, if at all possible, until school is dismissed, and they are back home.
Thanks in advance for your cooperation. Okay! Next up we have (refers to signup sheet) ...
FATHER SHECKY! (reads from sheet) FATHER SHECKY is between parishes at the moment
and doing freelance grief counseling. So, if any of you have relatives, or close friends recently
deceased, or about to die, and you feel bad about it, contact FATHER SHECKY. Okay!

FATHER SHECKY!!!

SHECKY

(takes microphone from CHORTLE)

Hello, St. Mikes! (cheers and applause) And wasn’t that a wonderful fish fry! (cheers and
applause) You know, Jesus fed the multitudes with five loaves and two fishes, but the kitchen
ladies here at St. Mike’s also put out an impressive spread, with hushpuppies, coleslaw, and five-

dollar pitchers of Miller Genuine Draft! Let’s hear it for the kitchen ladies! (cheers and



applause. two KITCHEN LADIES in aprons and hairnets, peek through a doorway and wave.
when all is quiet, SHECKY begins his set)

The best thing about being God is you get to have your pronouns capitalized. (laugh) God could
have created everything much faster, but then a week wouldn’t have enough days. (laugh) One
question I’m often asked is whether God invented torture before or after he created Hell. (laugh)
God hates telescopes. Every time we develop a more powerful one, He has to make more space.
(laugh) I asked God why children get cancer. He said it’s either genetic or environmental.
(laugh) When a child dies and God isn’t sure if it was good or bad, He asks Santa. (big laugh)
Adam, alone with God, complained of being alone. Later, he tried to apologize, but it was too
late! (laughter and applause) When God told Eve that she had sinned, Eve said, “Does that mean
I can put some clothes on?” (huge extended laughter and applause) Thank you! You are a
wonderful audience! (applause) Where was 1? Right. | was talking about God. God is eternal,
and has existed forever, which is a bummer because we don’t get a day off for his birthday.
(laugh) When they asked Jesus where babies come from, he said, “An angel visits your mom.”
(laugh) People often ask me, “Father Mike, what kind of frozen pizza would Jesus eat?”
Supreme Self-Rising, of course! (laughter and applause) Jesus and Mary Magdalene were in bed
together. Jesus said, “Do you want to get stoned?”” Mary Magdalene said, “You’re right. We’d
better not do this.” (big laugh) All kidding aside, | bet God is surprised and a little annoyed that
more people don’t smoke weed. (applause) Jesus, walking his dog one morning, was confronted
by a mob of lepers. The dog barked and pulled at its leash. Jesus said, “Heel!” and the lepers
were miraculously cured, and Jesus sayeth unto them, “I was talking to my dog.” (laughter and
applause) If I may get serious for a moment, the only effective treatment for leprosy is a

combination of dapsone, rifampicin, and clofazimine. (applause. a light appears on the back



wall. SHECKY acknowledges it with a nod. he’s nearly out of time) If you’re bad at being a
Satanist, do you go to heaven? (laugh) If you don’t believe in God, do you go to hell? Yes!
Unless you don’t believe in hell! (laughter and applause. the light brightens and pulsates) Well,
that’s my time! Thank you all so much! (applause. standing ovation) Please, please sit down.
You are too kind. (leans forward. someone is telling him something. the pulsating light
continues) The KITCHEN LADIES would like to say a few words. (two kitchen ladies enter.

SHECKY hands the microphone to KITCHEN LADY 1.

KITCHEN LADY 1.
There’s plenty of everything left. Take-out dinners are seven dollars with double coleslaw. And
until the half barrel is empty, Miller Genuine Draft pitchers are three dollars instead of five.

Also, we have coffee and pie.

KITCHEN LADY 2.

(slowly, as the pulsating light fades to black) Cherry ... apple ... banana créme ... (black) but no
pecan ... the pecan went fast ... (a whisper) as usual.

(lights up. KITCHEN LADIES bow. SISTER MARY CHORTLE enters stage right. bows.

FATHER SHECKY enters stage left eating pie and drinking beer.

THE END

BIO: Dan Nielsen is a part-time standup comic. His least favorite flavor of jelly is petroleum.
Recent FLASH in: Connotation Press, Jellyfish Review, (mic)ro(mac), Necessary Fiction, The
Cabinet of Heed, and Cheap Pop. Dan has a website: Preponderous. You can follow him


https://preponderous.wordpress.com/

@DanNielsenFIVES. He and Georgia Bellas are the post-minimalist art/folk band Sugar
Whiskey.



https://twitter.com/DanNielsenFIVES
https://twitter.com/MrBearStumpy
https://soundcloud.com/user-813410984
https://soundcloud.com/user-813410984

DIDIUS—a Play by Publius

(Forfeited by Robert Cantrell)

To keep the playwright’s spacing the Author’s Note intro appears at the end of the play.

DIDIUS
A play- By Publius

Cast of Characters

Marcus Didius Severus Julianus- A wealthy Roman senator

Gabullus Fratulus- his secretary

Clara Didia- daughter of Didius

Quintus- Claudia’s husband, a general of the Roman army

Faustina- daughter of Claudia and Quintus, granddaughter of Didius

Lolia- seventh wife of Didius

Laetus- prefect of the Praetorian Guard

Sulpicianus- A wealthy Roman senator

Septimus Severus- General of the Roman Army of Pannonia (the Danube Frontier)
Pylades- a popular entertainer

Edward Gibbon- Eighteenth Century British historian



Act1

Atrise lights come up on a side area of the stage, the study of Edward Gibbon, circa
1785. At its center is a writing desk, with inkwell and quill pens, foolscap papers spilling off
the sides, stacks of books piled around, a shelf behind with more books and perhaps a
marble bust or two. All in all the den of the scholar in the process of writing The Decline
and Fall of the Roman Empire. Gibbon himself is a smallish man dressed in a simple suit of
knee breeches, coat and vest, with a powdered wig al la mode the times. As the lights come
up he is writing and looks up to notice the audience, as some visitor come to call.

Gibbon

Hello, hello! (Rising) Do come in. What an honor. I don’t often get visitors. Certainly
not from your time. Centuries on, I suppose, from the look of you. I have no idea why I am
vouchsafed this experience, for though usually the present can never really know its own
future, some men will spend their whole lives merely trying to earn the right to speak to it.
Like some actor speaking to the audience from a stage, hoping to move them to tears or
laughter, or perhaps to action of some sort, [ suppose. Conversely, through the humble
efforts of such scribblers as myself, the future can be introduced to its past, but can’t affect

it. [t is all pure lesson, if the future has but the wit to see it. In short then, the future can



know the past, perhaps learn from it, but can never speak to it. The past speaks to the
future, alas too often in vain, but can never know if it profits from the message.

If I may be permitted the liberty, [ am Edward Gibbon, Esquire. From my youth,
especially since a moment under the shadow of the magnificent Roman Coliseum, [ have
aspired to the character of an historian. Now, God willing, and civilization as we know it
enduring, through my work, I may speak to you who live long after me. I can have but little
idea of what you will be like, though. Your world will no doubt be as different from mine as
mine is from that of the noble Romans. Through the transitive property of history you no
doubt see my world through historical scholarship, but I can only see you through the haze
of my own hope and cynicism.

On the other hand, if you have a peculiar desire to know, for instance, the minutia of
the decline and fall of the later Roman Empire, [ hope to oblige you. If you have an even
more peculiar desire to acquaint yourself with the tinier footnotes of historiography, you
might even know something about, well, me, your humble servant. My birth and death
dates, something of my successes and tribulations, a précis of my life and so forth. You can
never turn and speak to me, for [ am gone... ash and dust, and your words fall away into the
emptiness of expended time. If | have been successful, however, and you have read my
work or even heard of it, [ have left a tiny piece of myself in the future world. I survive in
the image of myself that [ cast in your mind. I am most gratified to be saved from the true
and final forgotten oblivion that is the lot of the mass of masses of men who have ever
lived. I've labored so long to assemble this voluminous work on the history of the Roman
world as a two-thousand page calling card, hopefully to be found one distant day in the

shelves of your libraries or in your drawing rooms at tea.



It is a catalog of Rome from the age of the Antonine Caesars, about two hundred years after
the time of the great Julius, and Augustus of biblical fame, right down to Constantine XI
Dragases, the last fellow to have the purple of Emperor of the Roman world. He died, by the
way, leaping in despair off a battlement in Constantinople, sword in hand, onto a crowd of
attacking Turks, in 1453. May 28t to be exact. A Friday. Just past eight o’clock in the
morning.

Sink me if [ can even remember where [ was last Friday at eight o’clock in the
morning. But then I'm not a Caesar. I'm not on the august list that includes such lights and
shadows as Constantine and Caligula. The list contains both good and bad, sometimes in
surprisingly close order.

Our story, the one you’ve come to see, the story of Didius Julianus, actually starts, I
suppose, sometime after the end of the reign of one of the best of the Emperors, Marcus
Aurelius, and the accession to the throne of one of the worst, his son Commodus. At least
this sets the stage of the empire, around 193 Anno Domini, at the beginning of its true
decline and final, fatal decadence.

In the tumult of civil discord, as in the time of an incompetent sovereign such as
Commodus, the laws of society lose their force, and their place is seldom supplied by that of
humanity. The ardor of contention, the pride of victory, the despair of success, the memory
of past injuries, and the fear of future dangers, all contribute to inflame the mind, and to
silence the voice of pity. From such motives almost every page of history has been stained
with civil blood; but these motives will not account for the unprovoked cruelties of

Commodus, who had nothing to wish and everything to enjoy.



His cruelty proved at last fatal to himself, however. He had shed with impunity the
noblest blood of Rome, but he perished as soon as he was dreaded by his own domestics.
Marecia, his favorite concubine, and Laetus, his Praetorian prefect, alarmed by the fate of
their companions and predecessors, resolved to prevent the destruction which every hour
hung over their heads. Marcia seized the occasion of presenting a draught of wine to her
lover, after he had fatigued himself in the arena. Commodus retired to sleep; but while he
was laboring with the effects of poison and drunkenness, a robust youth, by profession a
wrestler, entered his chamber and strangled him without resistance. Such was the fate of
Commodus, and so easy was it to destroy a hated tyrant, who by the artificial powers of
government had oppressed, during thirteen years, so many millions of subjects.

The conspirators resolved instantly to fill the throne with an emperor whose
character would justify and maintain the action that had been committed. They fixed upon
Pertinax, praefect of the city, an ancient senator of consular rank, whose conspicuous merit
had raised him to the first rank of the state.

When at a late hour he was awakened with the news that the chamberlain and
another praefect were at his door, not knowing that Commodus was dead, dreading such a
knock and assuming that they carried his death warrant, he received them with intrepid
resignation, and desired that they would quickly execute their master’s orders. Instead of
death they offered him the throne of the Roman world.

The Praetorian Guards were surprised rather than pleased with the suspicious
death of Commodus, whose indulgence and liberality they alone had experienced; but the
emergency of the occasion, the authority of Laetus, their praefect, the reputation of

Pertinax, and the clamor of the people, obliged them to stifle their secret discontents.



Meanwhile to heal, as far as it was possible, the wound inflicted by the hand of
tyranny, was the pleasing, but melancholy task of Pertinax. However, a hasty zeal to reform
the corrupted state, accompanied by less prudence than might have been expected from
the years and experience of Pertinax, proved fatal to himself and his country. His honest
indiscretion united against him the servile crowd, who found their private benefit in the
public disorders, and who preferred the illicit favor of a tyrant to the inexorable equality of
the laws.

Amidst the general joy, the sullen and angry countenance of the Praetorian Guards
betrayed their inward dissatisfaction. They had reluctantly submitted to Pertinax ; they
dreaded the strictness of the ancient discipline, which he was preparing to restore; and
they missed the license of the former reign.

On the 28th of March AD 193, only eighty-six days after the death of Commodus, a
general sedition broke out in the camp, which the officers wanted either the power or
inclination to suppress. They marched at noon, with arms in their hands and fury in their
looks, toward the imperial palace.

On the news of their approach, Pertinax, disdaining either flight or concealment,
advanced to meet his assassins. For a few moments the issue hung in silent suspense, till at
length one of them leveled the first blow at Pertinax, who was then instantly dispatched
with a multitude of wounds. His head, separated from his body and placed on a lance, was
carried in triumph to the Praetorian camp, in the sight of a mournful and indignant people
who lamented the unworthy fate of that excellent prince, and the transient blessings of a

reign, the memory of which could only serve to aggravate their approaching misfortunes.



The Praetorians had violated the sanctity of the throne by the atrocious murder of
Pertinax; now they dishonored the majesty of it with their subsequent conduct, which

actually sets the story of our Didius in motion.

(Lights up on the family, reclining on couches, at a sumptuous dinner. Present are Didius,
his daughter Clara and her husband Quintus, their 14 year old daughter Faustina, and

Didius’ longtime secretary and retainer, Fratulus)

Didius
You cannot imagine how glad [ am to be back in Rome. Back in the bosom of my
family and the protection of my household gods. Back to something approaching
civilization. Traveling is always so difficult. 'm always sore for a month afterward.

Coaching about, and those beastly ships.

Clara

Well, if it’s such a trial for you Daddy, why do you always go on these business trips.

Didius
Why do I go? Well, there is a very good reason I go. You tell her Fratulus. Go on, you

explain it to her.



Fratulus

Antioch is important to the firm, Domina, to the family’s business. Oil and corn.

Clara
Of course. But why did Daddy have to go out there? | mean, wasn’t that why you had

Cousin Drusus and Cousin Artemius posted out there? To take care of all that sort of thing?

Fratulus

They weren’t working for the firm, Domina. They were sent by the government.

Clara
Well isn’t it the same thing?
Didius
(Laughing with Fratulus) Almost. But not...precisely. That's the way you do things
like that, you see. The boys have been sitting out there on their official backsides for a
couple of years, just so that they would be the officials we’d have to do business with when
it came time to renew the grain contracts. “Be good Romans”, I told them. “And when the
time comes, remember and honor the family.”

Cost me a quarter-million sesterces to get them posted out there, [ remember.

Quintus
Quarter of a million? Each of the little rats will clear that in the first year of the deal.

They’ll do very well out of it.



Didius
As will we.
Fratulus
Julian ships carry Julian grain from Julian warehouses in Antioch and Alexandria back here
to Julian mills and finally to Julian bakeries here in the city itself. Out of every hundred
grains of corn we take three for our share. It all adds up, you know. The only thing better

would be a true monopoly.

Clara

Oh, I absolutely adore a monopolies! But Daddy, [ still don’t see why you have to go.

Didius

Because that’s the way things are done. I'm still the paterfamilias around here, and if [ don’t
rear my ugly old head once in a while, everyone seems to forget that. Fratulus, remind me
to visit the Lares for a sacrifice, perhaps do something nice, new cabinet, eh? Something

nice.

Fratulus

Dominus, your success does read well in the family annals. Your ancestors would be proud.

And the generations will remember your sagacity.(Toasts him)

Clara



Yes, well, according to the family annals, I am Mother Juno herself, Quintus is a real general,

and you, Fratulus, are the ever faithful and disinterested chamberlain.

Fratulus

At your service, Domina. I pledge my life to keeping the family accounts straight.

Clara
Your letters back to us are priceless when you and Daddy are on the road. (She picks up a
small scroll from a nearby table). This one’s from...where? Dalmatia. Dalmatia? You didn’t

tell me you’d even landed in Dalmatia. Whatever for?

Fratulus

Bad weather, blown off course. The only reason, I can assure you.

Didius

Place is full of barbarians. Nothing to laugh about, I'll tell you. You're safe enough

from them here at Rome, but it’s a jungle out there and they are all quite animals.

Clara



(By now, again reading the scroll) Fratulus, you never use one word when two will do.

Fratulus
Yes, Domina. Thank you. Your father pays me by the pound for my classical locution. It is

my duty to leave a true and unbiased family and public record.

Clara
(Reads) “Didius Julianus bore always the full fury of the season’s inclemency, riding
manfully at the head of his troops.” His troops? “Several sharp engagements with Scythian
barbarians cleared the way through the wilderness.” Dalmatia? Wilderness? | suppose one
doesn’t actually get the latest fashion gossip there for days and days, but, wilderness...? So
really, Fratulus, tell us, how was the great D. Julianus.

Fratulus

(Consulting his master with a glance. Didius is now well into his cups ad only smiles

back) You would have been proud, Domina. Mostly he stayed very sensibly in his litter.

Didius
Pleasantly inebriated, I might add, on some excellent local wine. That reminds me Fratulus,

order some of that stuff.

Clara
(Reading to herself. She suddenly looks up, surprised by what she has read) You

watched an execution? You, Daddy?



Didius

Couldn’t get out of it. Planned event and all...

Fratulus
Local mess. One sect chopping up another. Julianus became enmeshed as the leading
Roman dignitary about at the time. You know your father always travels under senatorial
pass, for safety’s sake.
Clara
Yes.
Fratulus
Actually the same as making him an officer of the state.
Clara
Ah, yes, an officer, like with “troops”.
Fratulus
Well, technically, Domina, even old Petrolus and Sphonsiba the cook, being under
the pass, all of us, we’re officers too. I, Domina, am praefect of a cohort, somewhere on
paper. Sphonsiba is a centurion.
Clara
Doesn’t surprise me. Quintus is a general and he doesn’t know any more about being
a soldier than you or the cook. So what did he do?

Fratulus



He? He who, Domina?
Clara

The, the....convict, or whatever.

Fratulus
Oh, yes, him. Well, Domina, he hit the ground with a solid thump. His head made

another separate little “thock.”

Clara
Thock?

Fratulus
Yes, thock, I think.

Clara

What I meant was, what had he done. The fellow whose head was chopped off.
Fratulus

Oh, that. Oh, certainly, Domina. Actually I haven'’t the vaguest idea.

Clara
You were the official witness for the senate and people of Rome when this fellow got
his head cut off and you didn’t even ask why? You are quite the archivist, aren’t you?
Fratulus
[ didn’t ask...no...not really necessary...you see. A lot of that is up to the locals. They

try, they convict. So long as Rome witnesses...they even provided the executioner, big hairy



fellow, really big sword, absolutely huge...perhaps Julianus asked. Dominus? (Didius is far

into his cups. It is difficult to arouse him fully)

Clara
Daddy?

Didius
What? Hah?

Fratulus

We were asking, what did the fellow, you know the executed one...
Didius

The one with the head...?
Fratulus

Yes Dominus, him. Domina wants to know what he did.

Didius
He flopped around...
Fratulus
No, no, no...
Didius
You were there. You saw him. He did so flop! Remember we had to step back to keep

from getting splattered. Best toga....



Fratulus
Yes Dominus, of course. But what she meant, [ believe, was what had he done

wrong?

Didius
Got born badly, I suppose.
Clara
Yes, Daddy, but what was the charge? What was the actual case against him? Didn’t

they tell you?

Didius
Rome only has to watch. It doesn’t have to listen, too, does it?
Clara
You don’t know anything about it at all, then?
Didius
It had nothing to do with reality. A nobody that no one will remember. And all those
barbarians jabbering away at once...
Clara
In Dalmatia? Daddy, you wouldn’t know a barbarian if they got into bed with you.
Didius
Why, I'll wager [ would. By the way, where is your mother?

Clara



Not now, Daddy. [ have no doubt you’d know a barbarian. But as a traveler...Daddy,
you’ve never been to Scythia. You've never been off the soft road as far as Dalmatia until
the storm drove you there. I'm surprised you didn’t try to buy off the weather. And that
wasn’t even outer Dalmatia. Scythian barbarians indeed!

Didius
I'm telling you, they're out there. They’re huge and hairy and they want to put our
heads out to dry on the walls.
Clara
Yes, Daddy.
Didius
No one but Cousin Severus and his legions holding them on their side of the Danube.

And the troops in Antioch keep out the Assyrians...

Clara
...And those in Britain keep out the Celtic trash. Yes, I know Daddy. But do you know
what the man did?
Didius
(annoyed) Oh, there was a letter. I think he wrote a letter and it offended the local
cult or something. You know these new religious cults, all fuss and squabbles about who

knows what. Ridiculous on the face of it. Why one man should get so exercised about what



another man thinks about such things is beyond me. Why they guess, and whose guess is
true, and whose guess is false. Totally beyond me.
Fratulus

The sects are all equally true and all equally false, and all equally useful to someone.

Clara
What did it say? The letter. Do you know?

Didius

(remembering with effort) Ah,...uhm, ah, oh, yes! It said something about crossing the river
of life to drink from his own wells. I do like that bit. That was pretty, wasn’t it?

Fratulus
Very poetic, Dominus.

Clara
And they cut off his head for that? They are barbarians.

Didius
You see! [ told you! I mean, why don’t they have the plain common sense to leave each
other alone? Why do they hate themselves and each other so much? Bad for business.
Who's right and who’s wrong. So much self-flagellation. They're all still squirming around
out there in the mud afterward. If I were a god, | wouldn’t want to rule Dalmatia anyway. |
can tell you that.
Why isn’t this wine cooler? Is there no snow? Gods! Scythian bandits, and mud, and now
this heat and no snow. Will it never end?

Clara

Now, Daddy...



Didius
Could you arrange for dessert in the tub? I really don’t feel like sitting all the way up.
Clara
Yes, Daddy, you can get in a nice tub and I'll have them send you something colder.
Didius
I'm roasting, you see?
Clara
Heavens Daddy, it's only March. What would you do if you had to stay in Rome during the
summer?
Didius
On the souls of my fathers, if I am still in the City one day after the first of June [ would be
just as pleased if you would cut my head off.
Clara
Quintus and I are going to Naples. Will you come with us this year?
Faustina
I'm gong to Capri next week with Cilla and some others.
Clara

[ beg your pardon, you most certainly are not.

Faustina



Mother!

Clara
That bunch is not good when they all get together, and especially if they get off
where there is no one to supervise.
Faustina
Supervise? Oh Mother, you are so old fashioned. Sometimes I just don’t know what
to do with you.
Clara
It's a good thing that you don’t yet have to know what to do with me.
Faustina
've already told Cilla I'd go.
Clara

Then you can jut tell her you were wrong about that.

Faustina
Mother!
Clara
No. That’s final. You can not go.
Faustina
Grandaddy.... (appealing to Didius)
Clara

Tina, I said no.



Faustina

Well, grandfather is the head of the family. He has the last say. Grandfather?

Didius
What?

Faustina
[ want to go to Capri.

Didius

Wonderful, dear. Wonderful place. Have a wonderful time.

Faustina
There, you see Mother.

Clara
Father, will you stay out of this!

Didius

What?

Clara
[ said will you please stay out of this. I don’t want her running off with those randy
friends of Cilla Valeria’s. She’s too young to be running around with such a fast crowd.
Faustina
Too young? I'm three months older than Grandmother!

Clara



Lollia has nothing to do with this. I said no and that’s final.

Faustina
Grandaddy!?

Didius
What?

Clara

No. Faustina, I said NO! And that’s the end of it. (Faustina sulks. Enter Lollia who is
indeed about the same age as Faustina, though from her dress and her jewelry, much more

experienced.)

Lollia
Did I hear someone mention my name?
Clara
(Reservedly) No, dear. We were just talking about Faustina.
Lollia
Oh?
Faustina
Mother said [ can’t go to Capri with Cilla.

Lollia



What a shame. And I'm sure they’ll have such a good time. And what does your Grandfather
say?
Clara
Lollia, please... (Lollia looks innocent, smiles)
Lollia
(Settling in beside Didius, who rouses significantly at her presence) Well, I suppose

you are a bit young.

Clara
Thank you, Lolly, for your expert opinion but that subject is closed. Fratulus, what were we
discussing before?
Fratulus
We were just discussing the last trip to Antioch, Domina.
Clara
Ah, yes, and Dalmatia. Several versions.
Lollia
[ am so proud of you Didius. Such a hard trip. So long away from home. And all for
us. You are such a master of things.
Didius

Nothing to it. Anything for you, my dear, you know that...



(A messenger has entered and whispered something in Fratulus’ ear)

Fratulus
What? When?

Messenger
Now, this very moment, sir.

Fratulus
Dominus, Dominus....? Ahem,... DOMINUS!

Didius
What?

Fratulus

The most remarkable news, Dominus. It seems that Pertinax has been deposed.
Quintus
So what’s remarkable about that? It has been three months. Had it coming. You could have
seen it a mile away.
Clara
Pertinax deposed? You mean they’ve killed him?
Fratulus
Yes Domina, I'm afraid so. The Praetorians, it appears.

Clara



Stupid fools.
Fratulus
But Dominus, the remarkable part... at this very moment, at the Praetorian camp...they are

in the process of auctioning off the throne.

Didius
What?

Fratulus
To the highest bidder.

Quintus

Like I said. What's so remarkable about that?
Lollia

Pertinax was an old goody two-shoes anyway.

Clara
Gods, I'd hoped we’d had enough of Commodus’ style of things. The Praetorians have us all
by the throat.

Quintus
By the testicles. Twelve thousand of them out there at the camp alone. No more discipline
than a nursery. Worse than the Senate. The only thing those boys understand is cash.

Fratulus



Yes, it was certainly the Guard...but
Didius
But what?
Fratulus
Well, Dominus, it is certainly the Guards in control at the moment, but if there was

someone else at the helm, someone not like Commodus, of course but...

Didius
Someone else? At the helm?
Fratulus

Yes, Dominus. Someone...more worthy of the title...more...distinguished, perhaps.

Clara
Fratulus...

Didius
More distinguished?

Fratulus

More diplomatic, perhaps...

Lollia
Yes! Someone mature, and wise, and strong...
Clara

Now, Fratulus...



Fratulus
Level headed...
Clara

Whoever takes the throne will find their head leveled. Just like poor Pertinax.

Fratulus
Sir, this is a remarkable opportunity.

Didius
What?

Fratulus

The Throne, Dominus. The Imperial throne itself!

Didius

Me? You mean me?

Fratulus
Of course, Dominus.

Lollia
Oh, Didius. Yes, yes, yes!

Faustina

You mean we’d be the Imperial family? Lollia! We’d look so good in purple!



Fratulus
The messenger said that when he left, the last bid had been from Sulpicianus...
Clara
But he’s Pertinax’ father in law. You mean they left him alive?
Fratulus
Only five thousand drachmas per man of the Guard. That’s only...that’s let’s see,
allowing for the officers...times twelve thousand, give or take...let’s see...Dominus, it’s a

steal, and it would be at twice the price.

Lollia
Didius! Emperor! Think of it!

Didius
But...

Lollia

Sulpicianus is such a hog, and he’s so very old, Didums. You can’t let him take this. It
should be yours. You should take it.
Clara
Daddy, no! My god, think about what is going on! What's just happened to Pertinax,
and Commodus.
Lollia
But that was different.  mean Commodus was a tyrant, wasn’t he? And Pertinax was
a prig.
Clara

But why? What could you possibly gain that you don’t have now?



Fratulus

The corn monopoly could be even tighter than it is now. With the imperial seals

themselves we could have a tenth part. Ten grains per hundred.

Lollia

Didius
Ten?

Fratulus
Or even twenty.

Didius
Twenty percent?

Fratulus

Yes, Dominus, easily [ would think. And that’s, well...I couldn’t even count that high.
Clara

No, Daddy. Don’t do it!
Lollia

Oh, Clara, you're such a wet blanket. Just like Pertinax.
Clara

I'm not like Pertinax. I'm still alive. I'd like to stay that way.



But this is different. Didius is smarter than Commodus, and he’s so much younger
and stronger than Sulpicianus. Its not the same at all. Rome needs Didius Julianus in the
palace.

Faustina

Oh, Grandaddy! Lolly is right. The palace!

Fratulus
Dominus, I suggest that if you want to put in our bid, we should hurry. We wouldn’t
want Sulpicianus to beat us out of the deal. Dominus?
Didius

No, of course not. We can'’t let old Sulpicianus beat us out of this deal.

Fratulus
I'll order your litter. Dominus?
Lollia
Yes, immediately.

Faustina

Oh, yes. Oh Grandaddy! Think of it. Us in the palace! Cilla will just die. Wait till she finds out.
Clara
Father, stop! Stop! Wait and think about this. (The others have already physically
pulled Didius up from his couch and are hustling him out the door, one under each arm to

steer him straight) Daddy! Daddy, stop!



Gibbon
(Lights up on his study) The vain old man hastened to the Praetorian camp, where
Sulpicianus was still in treaty with the guards, and began to bid against him from the foot of

the ramparts.

Fratulus
I'll go find out what the situation is, Dominus. There’s Laetus over by the gate. I'm sure he’s
the one we will really be dealing with. And there’s Sulpicianus.

Didius
[ really should speak to him.

Fratulus



Dominus, if | may, you're not at the Senate now. This is real. Do be careful.

Didius
[ won’t give the bids away. If that’s what you mean. But it will be so awkward if I don’t at
least acknowledge the man. Look, he’s waving. You hurry over to Laetus and find out what

you can, eh?

Fratulus
Yes, Dominus. And Dominus...

Didius
What?

Fratulus

There are sure to be others when the word gets out, the bidding, I mean. It is essential that

we get this done quickly if possible.

Didius
Yes, yes, of course. Run along then. (Fratulus exits, Didius approaches Sulpicianus) Hail,
Sulpicianus! Hail old friend. And how are you? Well, I hope?

Sulpicianus
Ah, Marcus Didius, what a pleasant surprise. [ am well thank you. And you?

Didius

Quite well, thank you.



Sulpicianus
And your family? They are all well, I trust? Just remarking to my daughter the other day

that we don’t see enough of you all. She and Clara are such good friends, you know.

Didius
Yes, pity.
Sulpicianus
Beg pardon?
Didius
About her husband...
Sulpicianus

Oh, yes. Yes, a pity. Well, Pertinax was actually rather older than she was, and all.
Didius

Won'’t be any trouble for her...I mean living widow and all...eh?
Sulpicianus

No, no, I don’t think so. No. (Pause) So how’s business, old friend?

Didius
Damned boats.

Sulpicianus
Problems?

Didius



Damned boats won't stay afloat, you know how they are. Lost two of”’em out of the
corn fleet. Dueced difficult to replace. You know, you've got some investments in the grain
trade yourself, don’t you?

Sulpicianus

Oh, yes. A sesterce or two. Never trusted too much to anything I had to carry on

water. Too much variability, ...weather, pirates, you know?
Didius

Don’t I though? Damned pirates robbing you blind, navy can’t do a thing about it.
Someone should do something about it, I tell you. I think I might speak out about it in the
Senate house if it gets worse.

Sulpicianus
Good idea! Damned good idea. Someone... in the Senate... needs to do something
about it. You'd be a good one...there in the Senate.
Didius
Perhaps I'll wait until everyone is back next fall.
Sulpicianus
Very good. Sound thinking. You, the senate, next fall. Very sound. (Re-enter

Fratulus.)



Didius
Excuse me, won't you? (Fratulus takes Didius aside for a moment and they are
obviously in agitated conversation regarding the situation)

Excuse that, old friend. Just some minor details...with the groves...we have groves in

Picenum.
Sulpicianus
Rot.
Didius
Beg pardon?
Sulpicianus

Rot. In the olive groves. Difficult to control if it gets started.
Didius
Ah, no doubt.
Sulpicianus
Yes, if it gets too bad, have to chop’em down. Yes, just take an axe to them, if they
cause too much trouble. So...your planning on staying in Rome this summer.
Didius
Rome? In the Summer? You must be mad.
Sulpicianus
Oh, yes. The very idea. Best thing is to get away. As far away as you can. Someplace
more healthy. Impossible to tell what might happen to you here in this cess pool.

Didius



Can’t imagine staying until someone does something about the Tiber. Awful stink in

the heat.

Sulpicianus
Like a corpse.

Didius
Exactly like a corpse. Exactly.

Sulpicianus

So. What brings you down here, Didius? I should have thought you’d be home with
that lovely young wife of yours.
Didius
Lovely thing, yes she is. (Pause) Well...I came down here because I heard a... well, a
rumor. You know how those things are.
Sulpicianus
Yes, quite. Rumors.
Didius
Anyway, I'd heard a rumor...about the Praetorians, and the throne. Just came down
to see what all the fuss was about.

Sulpicianus



No fuss. Nothing at all, really. The Guard is just...well, taking care of a few minor
details. That’s all. Nothing at all important. Be happy to tell you all about it in the Senate
next week, no sense in your having to hang about for these sorts of things. Actually I'd just
have had the servants handle these little details, but I was the father-in-law and
all...questions of funerals and such, daughter would like the head back and so forth,
nothing...really. You will excuse me, old friend? I believe Laetus is free and [ must have a

word or two with him. (Exits, passing Fratulus as he re-enters)

Didius
Well, where do we stand?
Fratulus
[t appears that Sulpicianus is the only one to bid yet. That seems odd, no one else...
But he’s bid five-thousand a man and Laetus has told the Guard that they should keep the
bidding open for now.
Didius
Perhaps we can bring the force of sweet reason to bear. Go offer 5250. Hurry! (He
turns to speak to those up on the walls of the Campus Martius) Noble Praetorians! Shield
of Mother Rome! I come to offer you my civic services in the hour of calamity! The
leadership of Rome has passed from an indisputable madman through the hands of an

undoubted despot, whom you have so righteously removed, and now I suggest that it is



time for a voice of moderation and reason and a hand of lenity and generosity. We must
steer like the good farmer, with straight furrow and clean tools. The fallow land of the
commonweal must once again be made to bring forth the flowers and fruit of the noblest
aspirations, all protected, of course, by the watchful eye and the strong hand of an ever-
vigilant military corp. You, who as Praetorians, are the very cream of that historic and
distinguished...ah,....er..distinguished legions whose overwhelming strength and dedication
have long been the very mortar in the sublime stone and the regal marble of the very
capitol itself...(Fratulus re-enters, out of breath)
Fratulus

No good. Laetus has already taken Sulpicianus’ next bid of 5500. Dominus, this

bidding could be ruinous if it gets out of hand. We must hurry and do something.
Didius

Damn, he will make it tiresome, Alright. Tell Laetus 5750...and an extra half-million
for himself if the bidding stops there. Be quick about it. I'm running out of breath here.
(Again addressing those up on the wall) You men! Sons of Campagna and grandsons of
[talia are no doubt as concerned as [ about the dilution of the power held by you, the real
Roman families, by the influx of outlandish barbarians. It is obvious that they, have come
late to the Empire have not paid the same share of their father’s blood as you, er, and [. We,
you and I, share a common language and a common culture, undeniably the most noble in
the world. Certainly superior to anything that could be imported. Wine, yes, oil, yes, corn,
certainly, perhaps the soft silks and even the soft eyes, yes, these we can import. These you

may have, must have. Certainly we at the center of the empire should take advantage of



these things, we fought for them, we’re all veterans here. I was just saying to my son-in-law,
General Fabonius Quintus about my recent campaign in Pannonia... (Fratulus re-enters)
Fratulus
Dominus, Laetus just laughed at the half-million. He made it clear that he would hold
the bidding open as long as he liked. Until, as he put it, something serious was done for him.
[ believe he wants a piece of the action. He wants to be in the lists with the grosses rather
than the nets.
And Dominus, apparently Sulpicianus has sent for Cletus.
Didius
That, that...driver fellow from the Greens at the races?
Fratulus
Yes, Dominus. The Guard are all Greens. They’re mad for him. Sulpicianus wants to
trot him out.
Didius
Idiots.
Fratulus
Yes, Dominus. But he might sway them over to Sulpicianus in a wave. Its that finely

balanced. It would only take a moment.



Didius
The wrong damned moment. Whatever the traffic will bear, eh? Makes perfect

sense. Alright, tell Laetus I'll speak to him, privately. We have something more to offer.

Gibbon

Julian at once rose to the price of 6250 drachmas (upwards of 200 pounds sterling
as the bribe for each of the Praetorian Guards) and the gates of the camp were instantly
thrown open to the purchaser and he was declared Emperor.

It was now incumbent upon the Praetorians to fulfill the conditions of the sale. They
placed their new sovereign, whom they served and despised, in the center of their ranks,
surrounded him on every side with their shields, and conducted him in close order of battle
through the deserted streets of the city. The senate was commanded to assemble; and
those who had been the distinguished friends of Pertinax, or the personal enemies of Julian
Didius, found it necessary to affect a more than common share of satisfaction at this happy
revolution.

After he had filled the Senate house with armed soldiers, he expiated on the freedom
of his election, his own eminent virtues, and his full assurance of the affections of the
Senate. The obsequious assembly congratulated their own and the public felicity; engaged
their allegiance, and conferred upon him all the several branches of the Imperial power.

From the Senate Julian was conducted by the same military procession to take
possession of the palace.

Didius



(Enters with Fratulus, other partiers. They immediately encounter a headless
corpse.)

Fratulus, who is that?

Fratulus

[ suppose it is, or at least it is what is left of, Pertinax.

Didius
Well, have it, or him, or whatever, removed.
Fratulus
Yes, Dominus. Or rather, yes, Your Imperial majesty!
Didius
(Seeing a rather frugal upper laid out as it had been for Pertinax) And Fratulus, have
something tastier than...that, brought in. Can we find some entertainment? This is a party
after all. See if you can get that Pylades. He’s all the rage.
Fratulus
Yes, your majesty. (exits)
Didius
(Seeing a large cabinet, opens it. Inside are the wax masks of a dozen men. These are
the ancestors of Pertinax, as are kept in all great houses as household gods. In this case,

because the lineage of Pertinax was not distinguished the masks are very generic, i.e. not



actual representations of real features of his ancestors with the exception of one, his father.
Didius raises his cup to them, spills a small splash, albeit drunkenly, and addresses them)
Well, hello. And how are you this fine evening. Helvius Successus, father of Pertinax, excuse
me, father of Emperor Pertinax....I salute you. Your son will be along to join you here. And
the happy grandfather and his grandfather, and so forth and so on, back and back. And on
and on? Who will keep you all in your nice case now, uhm? Who, beside me...slightly
drunken...but slightly Imperial, me, will make a libation to you now? You know they’ll kill
everyone, his sons and their sons. I know, because “they” will be carrying my seal. I would
as soon leave everyone alone, but...that seems to be what is expected. May leave
Sulpicianus, old friend, business associate. You think they will think it weak of me?

[ have my own cabinet, you know. At home. Perhaps I will have it moved here and
you old men can sit in the sun and tell stories of the olden days to each other. Do you care?
I'm talking to you. Do you care? It matters, you know. And [ suppose you're talking to me.
(Listens) Yes, you. Up there in the corner, all covered with dust. You've been here a long
long time. How many thousands and millions have come along, squirmed for a season in the
mud somewhere and died and rotted and blown away on the wind. They never were. They
never mattered. Who were they? Nameless graves watched over by faceless gods.
Nobodies. But you honored conscript fathers, you matter. I salute you. (Voices entering
loudly) Ah, my guests. And now you must excuse me while [ become, poof!, Emperor!
Fratulus!

Fratulus

Yes, your majesty.

Didius



Have our Lares moved here tomorrow. And Fratulus...

Fratulus
Yes, your majesty?

Didius
Call a sculptor. Marble. Soon.

Gibbon

Here we see Didius in first flower. A magnificent feast was prepared by his order,
and he amused himself until a very late hour with dice, and the performances of Pylades, a
celebrated dancer. Yet it was observed that after the crowd of flatterers dispersed, and left

him to darkness, solitude and terrible reflection, he passed a sleepless night.

(Didius and Pylades are the only two left in the late night, darkened, banquet room.)

Didius



Who are you?

Pylades
Your majesty, I am Pylades.

Didius
Why are you here?

Pylades

[ entertained, your majesty. I was in costume, so you might not recognize me.
Didius

You sang, and played the lyre...
Pylades

...and danced. And told jokes and stories. Yes, your majesty.

Didius
Tell me a joke.

Pylades
Three Greeks walk into a tavern...

Didius
Oh, that one’s ancient.

Pylades
Yes, your majesty, of course.

Didius

[s there any wine left? Pour me some. Take a cup yourself.
Pylades

Thank you, Majesty. (He picks up a stringed instrument and absently plucks at it.)



Didius
You play well. I like your music. Don’t stop. Where is everyone? It must be near
dawn. My first day. As Emperor. Can you imagine... no, [ suppose you can’t really. No one
can. Only Pertinax, and Commodus and the others. The few others. Augustus, Tiberius.
Nero...now there was a real piece of work. Nerva, Trajan... Aurelius, bless him. It is possible
to do it well, I suppose. How do you do it, Pylades?
Pylades
Majesty?
Didius
Stand in front of perfect strangers and sing and dance and so forth?
Pylades
[ as trained up to it, Majesty. | have been an entertainer since [ was a small boy.
Didius
You have a remarkable singing voice. Are you castrati?
Pylades

Yes, Majesty.

Didius
Did it hurt? [ mean, do you miss...them?

Pylades



Honestly don’t remember much about the actual event, when I lost...them. [
suppose the only thing that [ miss is not being able to have children of my own.
Didius
Ah, yes. Well, that can be a mixed blessing. So you miss children. What is it,  mean
why would you want them? You may speak freely. I suppose [ need to have someone honest
to speak to. That is all I ask of you Pylades, you may speak freely to your Emperor, but
always speak the truth. So what about children?
Pylades
One wants to leave something behind. You have your lares, your ancestors. At least
their masks. Someone will keep your image when the time comes. But I have no one to do
that. I will live and die with only a moment of public fame. And fame is nothing.
Didius
Fame? Nothing? Fame is everything. Leaving your name, a mark in the world. I
cannot abide the idea that someday there will be no trace, no memory of me. It is floating in
blackness. Fame is something. Yours is based upon the talent you have to sing and dance,

that’s something.

Pylades
But dance disappears at the instant it appears, and song is like smoke in the air. You
leave nothing behind. Nothing real, nothing to touch or hold. No one that remembers you. I

suppose most art is like that.



Didius
Perhaps that is a bit bleak...?
Pylades
Of course, your majesty. I suppose everything we do leaves some mark, if it is
public. Let us suppose you remember a song [ sing. And remembering, a tear falls from your
eye. The song, having caused a real tear, having a real effect... is the memory of that song
then not as real as when it was first sung? When you heard it with your ear. That kind of
fame can last as long as memory serves.
Memory is a precious thing. It is my tool, | must have memory of my steps and notes.
But it is like fire, too much memory and you can live with pain, like a jilted lover. Not
enough memory, when the people forget you, then you are nothing, washed up in this
business.
Didius
Then our job is to make them remember us. We must plan and scheme to make
memory.
Pylades, if the memory of pleasure is pleasurable and the memory of pain is itself
painful,
then is the forethought of pleasure not real pleasure, and the forethought of pain not itself
also painful.

Pylades



Perhaps your majesty is right, though far too many people spend far too much time
its seems, worrying about pains to come. But what pain can the master of the whole world
contemplate?

Didius

Oh, Pylades, you do not know. I see little but pain. I am alone here.

Pylades
[ am here, Majesty. And you have your family, and your friends, and your retainers.
Didius
And my parasites. And my keepers, the fickle Praetorians. Even my money will run
out sooner or later, you know. And then there is Severus.
Pylades
Severus?
Didius
Septimus. A distant cousin. The commander of the legions on the Danube.
And then there is Neger, in the East, and Alba in Britannia. When this dawn breaks the
ragged color in the sky will be like the handkerchief that they drop to start the races in the

hippodrome. It is only a matter of time before one or the other of them shows up. I suppose



we should really do something about that. Do you know anything about military

engineering? Seiges, catapults, that sort of thing?

(Some time later, the throne room. Pylades is present and will continue to be, rather
in the character of court fool. Also present is a sculptor who works silently throughout the
scene, working on a bust of Didius in clay. This character could be played by the same actor
as Gibbon.)

Clara

(Entering abruptly)Father. What did you do?

Didius



Do? About what?
Clara

About what?! About Faustina! About your own granddaughter!
Didius

Ah, yes, that. I supposed you might get around to that.

Clara

Get around to it? Daddy, what have you done? You gave her to Laertus!

Didius
Well, you see, I had to.
Clara

You're the goddamned Emperor, you don’t HAVE to do anything!

Didius
But [ wasn’t the goddamned Emperor when I did it. [ had to do it to become the

goddamned Emperor.



Clara

You sold her? You sold her to Laetus for the throne.
Didius

Traded, is perhaps a more accurate word. And altogether more pleasant.
Clara

But your own granddaughter...why? She’s in shock. How could you? She’s only a
child and Laetus is a grubby little nobody with no class and no manners.

Didius

Well, lets take those things one at a time...

Yes, she’s my granddaughter, like you are my daughter, and I am the paterfamilias
the last time I checked. (Glances toward Pylades who is present. Pylades nods in
acknowledgement of the fact.) And as I said, I did it because the issue was in the balance
and the only thing that would clinch it for us was to offer Laetus a place in the Imperial
family. Sulpicianus has as much money, but he had no readily available girls. For which I
thank you. As to her shock, she’s been raised at least in the mode of a patricia and as such
should have been prepared to do whatever she was called upon to do by her family and by
Rome. If she’s shocked now, wait until tomorrow morning. I suppose Laetus is on his way
to collect her about now. As to Tina’s tender age, we could have her grandmother consol
her regarding that, as if Tina hadn’t already been to Capri, any number of times, I imagine.

As to Laetus’ lineage, we are all of us what we make of ourselves through grasping
the main chance. (Looks to Pylades, who only gives him an arch look) The only difference in
Laetus’ undoubted grubbiness and our lofty redolence is the distance of a few generations

here or there. My worthy predecessor Publius Helvius Pertinex’ ancestral cabinet held



exactly one real wax mask, his only recently manumated father, Helvius Successus. Time is
a cheap commodity, it just takes... a long time, to acquire it. It shouldn’t be held against one.
People who don’t matter don’t matter, people who do matter seem to matter because they
make themselves matter.

Clara
But doesn’t her happiness mean anything to you?

Didius

Happiness and sadness are of piece.

Clara
[ just don’t understand you.

Didius
Yes. I know.

Clara

Well, as far as [ am concerned. You are no longer my father. When you gave way your
granddaughter, you gave away your daughter as well.

Didius
Oh, I doubt Laetus needs you both...

Clara

Gods! I will have nothing to do with you ever again as long as you live. I'm leaving!

Didius
That would probably be best. (Clara exits) Go. Never know me again. Get far away.

Disappear.



[ have traded my family and now I must live with the bargain.

(Still later. Didius is looking over some papers and scrolls that Fratulus has brought him.
Pylades is once again quietly present)
Fratulus
Will that be all, Majesty?
Didius
Any word on our three little projects?
Fratulus
Nothing at all from Britannia or Antioch. Too far I suppose to be there yet. We have no
reports from where ever they are on the way.
Didius
We don’t know that they have actually even started this way, though do we? Neger, Alba?
Pylades
We don’t actually know that the sun is coming up over there tomorrow.
Didius
Anything more about Cousin Severus?

Fratulus



Not since the messenger confirmed that he is indeed on the way. Our people have been
gone for 12 days. It would take them that long on horseback to get anywhere near Severus.
We haven’t heard of him any closer than the Brenner Pass. That’s 10 days, at least, just

getting there.

Pylades
Ten days? [ don’t think my nails will even be dry in ten days. Well, we’ll just look a mess...
Fratulus
Assuming he stays with the army, however, it will still be some weeks. The great mass he’s
bringing can’t travel anywhere near as fast as a solitary...agent...on horseback.
Pylades
Thank gods. If one is going its best to have time to prepare, to be in proper costume, to go
with one’s cod-piece buttoned, even if one doesn’t have cods in it.
Didius
Do you think our man will be able to get close enough?
Fratulus
Difficult to say. [ assume that if we have thought of this, Severus and the others have too.
They will certainly have all their food tasted, so it had to be something slow enough not to
kill the canary and give the game away and yet fast enough to drop Severus himself before
he gets here. A very ticklish proposition, Majesty. As for trying anything else, a knife or
bowshot, [ am sure he surrounds himself with an absolute phalanx.
Didius

He doesn’t trust us? How sad.



(In the camp of Septimus Severus. He is in his military tent. He is apparently addressing his
staff officers)

Septimus
The little sneak. Try to assassinate me? In my own camp? Who does he think he is? The
idea of Pertinax was irritating enough, but at least he had been a real soldier, I'll give him
that. He didn’t deserve to die like that, a brave man set upon by that pack of sniveling curs
that call themselves the Praetorian Guard. You cannot let them sully the name of Roman
legionary unpunished. When I get to Rome I'm going to have a long talk with Laertus and

his buddies... every tenth one gets his head stuck as an ornament on the walls of the city... a



long talk with them and a short talk with Cousin Didius. Very short. His melon goes up over
the front gate.

But Didius Julianus?! Have they all just given up back there? Stopped even caring? We're
out here on the edge of Hera’s bum getting our throats slit by these animals, sending back
the dues to Mater Roma, most of these boys putting in their straight up 20 in the Legions,
and back there in the City they somehow settled on a cross between a puff-ball and a worm
to be the maximum leader? If we don’t do something about it, how long would it take one or
the other of the frontiers to collapse? Do they all think this empire holds itself up? That it
breathes like we breathe without thinking, feeds and digests and breeds like some blind
slimey thing in a cess pool? It does not! There has to be a brain and eyes and a heart as well
as a strong arm or else the body politic will surely blunder off a cliff.

Didius? Didius!? No, he won’t mount a defense. He doesn’t know the first thing about how,
and if [ know the Praetorians, half of them are sweating exactly how soon they can swing
over to our side and the other half are just too slack -bellied, sprung-butted, and generally
sodden to be any problem tous.  First thing [ want is to meet with the aediles about the
food supply and the city engineers, and the treasurer. First thing after Didius, that is. As of
now, Didius is a dead man. Bring that fellow’s head, the assassin, and his hand, and send
them back to the palace. Make sure that the date it left our camp is prominently displayed
on the package. Send by a fast express rider so that our erstwhile Emperor knows exactly
how soon we will be there. In ten days we will be able to see the city walls. Long before

Albinus and Neger can even get onboard ship.



You will all be rewarded well for your loyal service to the state. We should be able to find,
oh, ten thousand or so in the treasury for each of you real soldiers. I accept your

nomination as Emperor.

Scene ( Didius, dressed in a purple-trimmed toga sits in a comfortable chair, with Fratulus,
Sulpicianus, and Pylades in attendence. Fratulus and Sulpicianus are working frantically at
a table covered with a disorderly mound of scrolls.
Fratulus
Your Majesty, it appears that there are serious bread shortages developing in some
parts of the city. (Gaining his attention)Your Majesty...
Didius
And?
Fratulus
And if history serves, that often leads to civil unrest, mobs gathering, riots. They may be the
only thing between us and Severus.
Didius
And?

Pylades



Thin bellied little urchins crying out in hunger. [ know, [ was one.

Didius
How unpleasant for you I'm sure. But what the deuce does any of that have to do
with me?
Fratulus
Ahem. You are... the Emperor.
Didius
Well, yes of course. | know that. See the trim on my suit.
Pylades
You really should drape it a touch more loosely, and next time have them use a
stronger Tyrian dye. And your shoes are, well, the young people are sort of snickering.
Didius
Really, you think less strap? Should [ show more ankle?
Sulpicianus
Your Majesty. The bread?
Didius
Yes, you keep mentioning that. Why?
Sulpicianus
The people your Majesty...
Didius
(Irritated)Yes, and you keep mentioning them. Again, why? (Fratulus and

Sulpicianus hold their tongues)



Pylades

You're supposed to do something about them. The people.

Didius
(With dawning realization)Really?
Fratulus
Allow me to be cynical here, Your Majesty, You should do something if only in self-
defense. Or let us say, because if the people are poor, or all dead, there will be no one to buy
Julian bread and you will have no profits coming in.
Didius
Ah, well. Why didn’t you say so? But I thought we were doing wonderfully well.
Sulpicianus
When your majesty closed all the bakeries except those under the sign of the Julian house,
it slowed the production of bread to perhaps 20 percent of normal. There is quite enough
grain, but most of it is in the warehouses of Ahenobarbus and the Cornelii and Tullus. You
ordered them locked, to prevent competition.
Didius
Well, you said we could have the monopoly.
Fratulus
Yes, Your Majesty. Of course. But having it available, and using it in this maximal

way... is a different proposition. This... this... is like, like eating everything on a banquet



table and leaving the waiters to starve. In the end you starve, too. No one left to bring you
anything to eat.
Didius

Waiters?

Fratulus

Yes, Majesty. The people, more generally...

Sulpicianus
It’s called “economics”.

Fratulus
Its called self-interest.

Pylades
Its also called simple pity.

Didius

Well, whatever its called, [ don’t have time for any of that just now. You see, I'm

much too busy, ruling.



SCENE: (The throne room, which is now dressed up in incanabula, altars, incense and
fetishes of all sorts. Didius is conductng a sort of rite with Pylades as his acolyte.)
Didius

We sent out the Vestal Virgins. The priests. Ambassadors. They were as a gossamer to a
charging bull.

We could still try to associate Severus to the empire. I could adopt him as Junior
Caesar. Do you think that would work? Do you? Help me here. (Hands Pylades a censer and
other objects which will be used at the small altar he has set up for his rites)

Plylades



Would it satisfy you, if you were him?

Didius
[ take your point. I had counted on it being Neger. Coming all the way from Syria. That there
would be time. And Neger is a reasonable man, a thoughtful man, a man of business for all
his warlike trappings. But this Pannonian whirlwind... he can’t be bought.
(As he chants the following list of names Didius is laying out various objects such as
feathers, a lump of bread, a goats horn etc etc etc. Exactly what, is a matter of taste and
convenience to the actor. Porimna Antevorta is the goddess of the future, the Parcae, Nona
Decima, and Morta are the Roman equivalents of the three Fates. Letum and Libitinum are
ancient Etruscan gods of death. Viduus seperates the body from the soul.)
Porimna Antevorta, magna Parcae, Nona, Decima, Morta. Letum et Libitinum. Necessetas
trivia Hecate. Viduus Aeternatas. (Motions to Pylades to wave the censer) There, maybe

that will do it.

Pylades
You could fight him.
Didius
Fight him? With what? The Praetorians are still slithering out of the baths and the theater.

Most of them don’t remember where they left their armor. The elephants all ran away. And



the marines, well just look out there at them trying to drill. What a mess. The street urchins
are laughing at them. No, if the gods of the underworld will not rise and help us, I fear for
our position. | am making other prayers to other gods.
Pylades
Then, Majesty, [ beg to take my leave.
Didius
You're leaving me? Going away?
Pylades
No Majesty, only as far as a warm bath and a sharp blade will take me.
Didius
Ah, then we’ve come to that. (Pylades is silent) The last act. Well, it had to come. [ knew it
would.
Pylades
They are coming Majesty.
Didius
Where then? The baths will be easiest for them to clean, no?
Pylades

You're coming with me then?

Didius
No. I... am the Emperor of Rome. [ will wait here and follow you along when they come for

me. (Sits down, one last time, on the throne) That will be soon enough.



Gibbon
Severus had the laudable intention of ascending the throne without drawing the sword. His
emissaries, dispersed in the Capitol, assured the guards, that provided they would abandon
their worthless prince, and the murderers of Pertinax, to the justice of the conqueror, he
would no longer consider that melancholy event as the act of the whole body. The faithless
Praetorians, whose resistance was supported only by sullen obstinacy, gladly complied
with the easy conditions, seized the greatest part of the assassins, and signified to the
senate that they no longer defended the cause of Julianus. That assembly, convoked by the
consul, unanimously acknowledged Severus as lawful emperor, decreed divine honors to
Pertinax, and pronounced a sentence of disposition and death against his unfortunate
successor. Julianus was conducted into a private apartment of the baths of the palace and
June second, ironically true to his word, AD 193, was beheaded as a common criminal, after
having purchased, with an immense treasure, an anxious and precarious reign of only sixty-

six days.

(Didius and Pylades, on a bare stage of indeterminate location. There is a bust of Didius (A
wax mask could be used instead)

Didius
Pylades, so good to see you! I trust your...transition was not too uncomfortable?

Pylades



No. Once you've had your nuts cut off, everthing else is fairly tame by comparison. I just
remember going to sleep in the bath. And you? Its good to see you here. By the way, is here

where I think it is?

Didius
If you mean dead, yes.

Pylades
And your passage was as you had expected?

Didius
To the letter. Dead on script, if | may be allowed the phrase. Not an hour after you left there
was a great clanging and clacking and some of Severus’ fellows came barging in. [ was
actually a bit offended that Septimus chose not to come for me himself, but I suppose he
was busy looting the treasury. Anyway, without so much as a “sorry about that” they
whirled me off into the baths...I saw you there, peaceful, and swick, swack my head was

rolling along the tiles under the cabinet.

Gibbon
(At his desk in his study)Excuse me.

Didius
Yes?

Gibbon



[ must ask...

Didius
Yes?

Gibbon
[ must ask, why...

Didius
Yes?

Gibbon

[ must ask why someone who was rich enough to actually be able to buy the throne,
and thus able to buy anything else of which one could conceive, because it was all under the
throne, I say why one who could buy the throne, but who would also have been smart and
connected enough to know how the cow ate the cabbage, well...

Didius
Why one who knew better?

Gibbon
Exactly. Why one who well knew that he had not a figs chance of holding the throne would
have spent all he had, including his family, his gravitas, and eventually his head, to sit upon
it for so short a season.

Didius
As I prayed to my Lares and Penates, to the gods of the past, I could almost see a setting, in

the future, perhaps in your time, where all the Caesars (indicates the bust) would be kept in



one place, and a man or woman of your time would walk by them and see the inscriptions
of their names

and say them over softly to themselves. And in that moment, we, that is the Caesars, me, |
would be alive in the mind of that person. Someday, maybe a thousand years or more, there
may be a large Forum of people all together and I will live if only someone says to them the
name, Didius Julianus.

And moreover, if | wish, I can give eternal life to my friend by simply saying to them
“I knew the great singer Pylades”. In their imaginations they will hear him sing, and
whether it has the slightest hint of the way he really sang, which was beautifully I might
add...I say they will close their eyes and hear him sing and he will live on.

It doesn’t matter if [ you say I was a good emperor or a bad one. Or that I reigned a
day or a century. I was a Caesar. | have the bust. You will all remember Didius Julianus. And
[ will live forever.

Pylades

Thank you, Majesty. Thank you. I feel...younger already.

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS...

Firstly, be it known that this is a significantly mashed-up play. I have been walking the edge
between folks like Jaron Lanier on one hand, who want strict accounting ( and accountancy) for
authors’ rights, and Lawrence Lessig who want people to be able to use any prior work in any
prior way to suit their new artistic fancies. | used Gibbon because no one will get their panties in
a twist re copyright. So this is kind of like the Raymond Burr scenes in the original {sic} Godzila.
| used Gibbon because Gibbon fit, exactly the role | needed. Scene setter, as well as stand in for
the audience who may be wondering what personal motivations led to these events happening.
The obvious joke is that Gibbon's lines are essentially just quoting him from the “Decline”. He
was a great raconteur and you would probably have wanted to sit down with him over a bottle of
claret.



The true story, as told by him, is a corker. Guy of no particular talent except making money buys
the title of Caesar for no apparent reason aside from plain primary greed. But there has to be
some motive beyond that, or at least, there might be.

This play’s first draft, with the basic concepts, was written some years ago. Originally it had
nothing particular to do with any current event. But it behooves us now, given the public givens
we are given, whether we are pro administration or anti, to give some thought to the deeper
motivations that people may have when they seek office.

As a matter of fact, let me extend the plagiarism admission; I didn’t actually write ANY of'it. This
person Publius, approached me, in 2015 or earlier, where I'll not say, with a tightly rolled paper
manuscript. It sat for some time at my place and my confidence in memory of particulars now
degrades. But be it known, I didn’t write any story about anyone in high office. Nope, uhuh, not
me. Alexa, | fully support the goals and aims of the administration.

BIO: [ retired last year after 40 years in general practice medicine. I live in Tucson and for the
last 10 months have been working with the immigrant population coming from Central
America. To get better at this, I am taking Spanish at the local JC. Otherwise my hobbies
include reading, because without readers, writers are an absurd proposition. Most of us are
anyway.

Another hobby is biking, which is pretty choice here in Tucson, in the plain-old-cotton-shorts
variety rather than the Spandex and razor shades.

Philosophically, I spend my time trying to get my head around the bravery that we old Gnus
will need in order to get on with it when our natural time comes and our ride is here. We need
to be able to do that as a whole generation, with grace, possibly with humor, and certainly
with efficiency instead of panic and wasteful flailing. Take that, Greta. It requires less bravery
than that called for by young people marching off to war, and it is a lot less questionable in
any event. But until it presents itself, there is still scotch to sip and desert sunrises to watch,
and hopefully still time to write something good.



THREE SIDES

By Peter J. Stavros

WHY | LIKE IT: Guest editor/author JANET COLSON writes:

In Three Sides, the act of reading a menu triggers memories and
stirs up emotions that have been suppressed. Three is a magic
number, and this is a magical short play that encapsulates the
themes and delicious simplicity of the narrative in its title.
There 1is marvelous economy of storytelling through the back and
forth of the father and son, with repeating elements building to
an inevitable conclusion. The uber-realistic dialogue reveals
the inextricable connections we have with our food and our
narratives - and each food tells its own story, from blueberry
pancakes to melting ice cream. The tone is perfect,; it’s wistful
and bittersweet, striking a balance of humor without becoming
arch and delivering sentiment without sentimentality.

This 1s a story about relationships. It’s about aging and
looking into the future. The chasm between how things are and
how we remember them. Saying one thing and meaning another. And
the challenge of translating the past into a present in which
every word takes on a new meaning.

Love this -

SON:

So how’s everything going at the home, Dad?
FATHER:
(Looking up from his menu)

Huh?

SON:



The .. home.

(Softer, almost in a whisper)
The rest home, you know.

(Normal voice)

Uh .. Birchwood. How 1s 1t?

FATHER:
Oh, it’s fine, just fine. Yeah.

(Goes back to his menu)

And my favorite -

FATHER:

Every August, the church picnic at Camden Park - three dozen
deviled eggs she’d bring, and they were gone in no time. Curtis
from the donut shop ate about six himself, and then once his
boys showed up .. you could forget about it. His oldest boy, the
good looking one, has cancer.

THREE SIDES

Characters:
Father: Male, early 70’s
Son: Male, early 40’s

Waitress: Female
Setting:
Curtalin rises on a booth in a restaurant. FATHER and SON sit

across from each other, staring at their menus.

SON:
I think you’re going to like this place, Dad.

FATHER:



Yeah?

SON:
Supposed to have real good barbeque - got four-and-a-half stars.

FATHER:
I like Hank’s. They give you three sides.

SON:
This place has sides.
(Pointing on his menu, opened to FATHER)
Look at this column on the right, all the sides.

FATHER:
Yeah but Hank’s gives you three sides with their dinner
platters.
(Squinting, running a finger down his menu)
This place .. only two.

SON':
You can order as many sides as you like, Dad - this is my treat.

FATHER:
No, no, two’s good. That’s fine.

(There’s a pause as FATHER and SON return to their menus.)

SON':
So how’s everything going at the home, Dad?
FATHER:
(Looking up from his menu)
Huh?
SON':
The .. home.

(Softer, almost in a whisper)
The rest home, you know.

(Normal voice)
Uh .. Birchwood. How is it?

FATHER:
Oh, it’s fine, just fine. Yeah.
(Goes back to his menu)

SON':
You making any friends out there yet?



FATHER:
Huh? Oh, uh-huh. Yeah, it’s fine.

(There’s a pause as SON watches FATHER study his menu.)

SON:
You know, Maggie and the kids can’t wait to visit you - as soon
as the kids get back from sleepaway camp. Maggie drove them down
today.

FATHER:
(Smiling)
Ah, sleepaway camp. I remember those days. Remember how afraid
you were at sleepaway camp?

SON :
No .. T don’t know.
FATHER:
That one time - ha, the only time - you swore you kept hearing a

rustling under your bed, thought it was a possum. Couldn’t
sleep. Wouldn’t turn off the light. Finally, the camp counselor
called, middle of the night, your mother and I had to pick you
up, clear out in the next county.
(Chuckling)

That was the last of you and sleepaway camp. Remember that? We
stopped at Lefty’s Diner on the way home. You were starving. You
liked their blueberry pancakes.

SON':
Still do.

FATHER:
Still do. They really load you up. And sides. Two or three, do
you know?

SON :
Huh?

FATHER:
How many sides does Lefty’s Diner give you?

SON':
A couple, I don’t know.

FATHER:
Sausage, biscuit, a fried egg - three I think.



SON :
Could be.

FATHER:
Yeah ..
(Returning to his menu)
like Hank’s.

SON:
Dad, we’ll go to Hank’s if you want. I don’t care. Just thought
we’d try something different for a change.

FATHER:
Why no, this place is fine. Not going to get up now that we’ve
already sat down, gotten our menus and waters.

(FATHER takes a sip of his water.)

SON :
Dad, it’s no problem.

(FATHER just waves his hand and returns to his menu. SON looks
at his menu, then back up at FATHER.)

SON':
You eating alright? How’s the food?

FATHER:
(Looking up from his menu)
Food?
SON:
At Birchwood.
FATHER:

It’s not bad. They serve a nice Salisbury steak on Thursdays.
Haven’t had that in years. Your mother used to make that on
Sundays. So that’s a little different, to have it on Thursday.
But it’s fine. They give you plenty. Really fill up your plate.
(Back to the menu)
Oh, fried okra. I might get that for one of my sides.
(Pause)
One of my two sides.

SON':
I’11 buy you three sides, Dad - honest.



FATHER:
No, no, two’s enough.

(Pause)
SON:
So are you keeping busy?
FATHER:
I can’t hear you, Son.
SON:

(Louder, with emphasis)
Busy. Is there plenty for you to do?

FATHER:
Oh yes. I get a paper every morning, right outside my door. USA
Today. You know, I subscribed to that when it first came out -
how many years ago? It was, what, fifty cents then. Now .. two
dollars maybe. Of course, I don’t have to pay for it, the
paper’s just there right outside my door when I get up in the
morning. I take it to the courtyard to read. There’s some old
man out there, a real mover and shaker, always asking for the
Business Section. I give it to him when I’m done, what the heck.

SON:
You meet anyone else?

FATHER:
Hmm?

SON:
Besides the old man?

FATHER:

I see people. A lot of them are in bad shape though, poor folks,

don’t really do much, just sit there, looking at the TV. One guy

just croaked. I take my walks - four or five a day, depending on

the weather, the humidity. They have a nice walking track,

cushiony. Not sure what they call the surface. Like a sponge.
(Pause)

So where’s Maggie and the kids?

SON :
Sleepaway camp. I told you. She was dropping them off.

FATHER:



Oh, that’s right, that’s right.

(Laughing)
Gosh, did you hate sleepaway camp, couldn’t stand to sleep away
from home. Suppose that says something about how your mother and
I raised you.

(Contemplating)
Don’t know if that’s good or bad.

WAITRESS:
(Walking up to the booth)
Are you gentlemen ready to order?

SON:
Dad, do you know what you want?

FATHER:
Oh, I don’t care. I'm sure it’s all good.
(To WAITRESS)
Young lady, how many sides come with your dinner platters?

WAITRESS:
You get two sides -
(Leaning in, pointing at FATHER’s menu)
Any two from this list here.

FATHER:
Just two?

SON:
Dad ..

WAITRESS:
Yes sir.

FATHER:

You know Hank’s gives you three sides.

SON:
(Sighing)
Uh .. Dad.
(To WAITRESS)
If we can have just a little more time.

WATITRESS:
Sure thing.
(Walking off)
I’"11 be back to check on you.



SON:
Thanks.
(To FATHER)
Dad, why don’t we just go to Hank’s.

FATHER:
Gosh no. What? No, we’re here already. This place seems fine.
They have stewed apples. Your mother used to make stewed apples.
In the summer, she’d serve a spoonful over a scoop of vanilla
ice cream, the heat of those stewed apples melted right through.
You had to eat it quick, or else you’d be left with a bowl of
mush. Ice cream soup, you called it.

SON :
So that’s it?
FATHER:
What’s that?
SON:
Your sides - fried okra and stewed apples.
FATHER:

Oh, I don’t know. I haven’t decided yet. It’s a long list.

SON :
Do you want a third side?
FATHER:
(Puzzled)
A third side? But you only get two sides - the waitress just
said. Didn’t you hear her?
SON :

We can go to Hank’s. Is that what you want? Hank’s?
(Putting his menu down)
Let’s go to Hank’s. We got time. When do you have to be back?

FATHER:
Be back where?

SON:
At the home. Birchwood.

FATHER:

They don’t care. I'm not as bad off as the others. I can pretty



much come and go as I please.

SON:
(Hesitant)
I'm not sure that’s true.

FATHER:
We can’t leave before Maggie and the kids get here.

SON':
They’ re not coming - sleepaway camp.

FATHER:
Yes, that’s right. You told me.

(Frustrated)
I can’t keep it all straight sometimes.
(Back to his menu)
Look at these sides. Macaroni and cheese. Potato salad. Lima
beans. Deviled eggs. Remember your mother’s deviled eggs?

SON :
Uh-huh.

FATHER:
Every August, the church picnic at Camden Park - three dozen
deviled eggs she’d bring, and they were gone in no time. Curtis
from the donut shop ate about six himself, and then once his
boys showed up .. you could forget about it. His oldest boy, the
good looking one, has cancer.

SON:
So deviled eggs?

FATHER:
What?

SON':

Fried okra, stewed apples, and deviled eggs. Your three sides.

FATHER:
(Confused)
But .. you only get two sides here. This isn’t Hank'’s.
SON':

Dad, you can have as many sides as you want. I told you, it’s my
treat. I haven’t seen you in a while, since, well .. we moved you



in. It’s just been kinda crazy with us lately.

FATHER:
I understand. Don’t worry about it. How’s work?

SON:
It’s fine. Same old.

FATHER:
These government cuts aren’t going to affect you, are they? I’'ve
been reading about them.

SON:
No, it’1ll be okay.

FATHER:
If you need any money - you know, for the kids, school supplies,
hot meals on the table.

SON:
We’re fine, Dad. Thanks.

FATHER:
Where is Maggie anyway?

SON :
She left me, Dad.

FATHER:

Huh? Oh .. sleepaway camp with the kids. I remember.

SON :
No. I mean, yes, she took the kids to sleepaway camp. But she’s
not coming back home.

FATHER:
Oh.
(Looking down)
Oh. Well .. these things .. people sometimes .. you never know what
might ..
SON:

Dad, that’s okay. I'm fine. We’re all fine. We’'re trying to work
through this.

FATHER:



I see. Well, if you ever need any -

SON:
Thanks, Dad.

FATHER:
You know, for hot meals on the table.

(Pause)

SON:
(Running a hand over his face, sighs)
So what do you say, Hank’s?

FATHER:
What?

SON:
Let’s just go to Hank’s.

FATHER:
But we’re already here. We already sat down. We got our menus
and waters. We can’t just leave.

SON :
Sure we can. Let’s go where we can get three sides with our
dinner platters. I don’t know what I was thinking bringing us
here.

FATHER:
It’s nice enough, this place, but if you figure -

SON :
Yeah, let’s go.

FATHER:
Where?

SON :

Hank’s. I’'d rather go to Hank’s.

FATHER:
Hank’s? Okay then, if you say so.

SON:
(Faint smile)
I say so, Dad.



(FATHER and SON get up from the booth and walk out of the
restaurant, SON with his arm on FATHER’s shoulder.)

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS: T get a lot of ideas for my writing from
conversations I have (so be careful what you say around me!).
“"Three Sides” started that way when, while on a trip to North
Carolina with my dad, I took him to a new barbeque restaurant
that I thought he’d like. But he was dead set on going to the
same barbeque restaurant we always went to, mainly because you
got three sides with your meal there (whereas you only got two
sides at the other place). Rather than argue with him about 1it,
I wrote this play (adding in a side of drama). Among my literary
influences, especially when it comes to playwriting, 1is Sam
Shepard, and what I really admire is how, in his plays, he was
able to portray such a wide arc of emotions through his
dialogue.

AUTHOR’S BIO: Peter J. Stavros 1s a writer in Louisville,
Kentucky. “Room 310,” and "“Ten Something in the Morning” from
Volume 2 of Fleas on the Dog, are from his forthcoming chapbook,
Three in the Morning and You Don’t Smoke Anymore, which will be
released this May by Etchings Press (http://etchings.uindy.edu).
Peter is also a playwright who has had plays produced across the
country. More can be found at www.peterjstavros.com and follow
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We're Not All Picassos

a play in two acts



Synopsis:

Chuck Riser has had some recent success as an author. His debut novel, Please Don't Break My
Fall, hit #4 on the NY Times best seller list, four years ago. His sophomore follow up, Just
Kidding, Please Catch Me, peaked at #35 two years later.

Now, Chuck is depressed, stressed, and struggling to complete his third book. Under pressure
after earning a lucrative book deal from one of New York's top publishers, feeling detached in
his marriage, and with his best friend and editor unexpectedly coming down with serious health

issues, can art and love help him out of the same rut they got him into?

We're Not All Picassos tackles what it means to be an artist, why we create, and how it can help

shape and mold our lives.



Dedicated To:

All the Artists and Munjaros out there.
We're not all Picassos.



Time: Late Winter
Setting: Manhattan, NY

Act One, Scene 1: Living Room, Morning
Act One, Scene 2: Cafe with Lon

Act One, Scene 3: Dinner Party

Act One, Scene 4: Book Release Event

INTERMISSION

Act Two, Scene 1: Living Room, Afternoon
Act Two, Scene 2: Funeral

Act Two, Scene 3: Bar Celebration

Act Two, Scene 4: Living Room, Night

Characters

-pg. 5
-pg. 16
- pg. 36

-pg. 52

- pg. 66
-pg. 76
-pg. 97
-pg. 114

Charles "Chuck" Riser - a published, semi-successful author, 30s or 40s

Delilah DeRosa-Riser - Chuck's wife, a freelance painter and activist, 30s or 40s
Lon Pockets - Chuck's only editor and one of his best friends, 50s or 60s

Monty Reynolds - Chuck's financial advisor and college friend, British, 30s or 40s
Claudia Reynolds - Monty's wife, a librarian and poet, 40s or 50s

Don Pockets - Lon's identical twin brother, 50s or 60s

Katrice Pockets - Lon's daughter, 20s or 30s
Waiter - cafe server, teens/20s
Bartender - bartender, teens/20s



Act One, Scene One

Time: Saturday, 9:47 am.
Setting: Chuck and Delilah's living room of their New York City apartment.
At Rise: The room is empty. Delilah enters in her pajamas, slowly searching for

something small. She finally finds a pack of cigarettes in the couch, takes one out,
lights it. She smokes a moment, then sits on the couch, thinking and staring out
into the abyss. A long Pause. Chuck enters, tired, also in his pajamas, rubbing
his eyes.

DELILAH:
You really shouldn't do that Charles, it's bad for your eyes.

Chuck stares blankly back at Delilah. Long Pause.

DELILAH:
What?

CHUCK:
You have to go... I'm sorry, it's just... Just for a little bit... I'm sorry.

DELILAH:
| have to go? (Chuck nods his head.) Go where?

CHUCK:
Anywhere, it doesn't matter! 1 just need like - a little time to myself to write... Just a couple
hours, that's it.

DELILAH:
... Are you messing with me right now?

CHUCK:
What? No.

DELILAH:
Why can't you write in the spare bedroom?

CHUCK:
I can, | just would like a little space to myself for a while.

DELILAH:
So, you're trying to kick me out of my apartment?



CHUCK:
Our apartment, babe! And I'm not kicking you out, I'm just asking for a couple hours, that's it.

DELILAH:
It's always about you, isn't it? Do you even know how much time, and love, and energy | put
into this place? Do you?

CHUCK:
I do, but I also don't see how that's relevant to the conversation we're having.

DELILAH:
You're trying to kick me out like a dog! Kicking me out on the streets.

CHUCK:
I'm not kicking you out! I'm asking for a little space.

Delilah starts to gather a few things, frustrated.

CHUCK:
Look, I'm just asking for like two hours, that's it... I would really appreciate it.

Pause.

DELILAH:
You write all the time with me here, | just don't understand?

CHUCK:

Yes, but | don't write anything good! | want to write something good, and | haven't felt proud of
anything I've written in like a year... I've always written the best stuff when I'm alone, I don't
know why.

DELILAH:
Fine.

Pause. Delilah stares and Chuck and smokes the rest of her cigarette. Chuck stands and
watches her, patiently.

DELILAH:
You could have asked in a nicer way is all.

CHUCK:
I'm sorry... | should have asked in a nicer way, you're right, that was wrong of me, and |
apologize.

Pause.



DELILAH:
It's fine...

CHUCK:
Hey, | love you!

DELILAH:
| love you too...

Delilah walks over and kisses Chuck. She puts out her cigarette.

DELILAH:
Why don't you go to like a coffee shop or something? Or the library? ... Or a bar? Oh, you
could go to a bowling alley! You love bowling!

CHUCK:
A bowling alley to write?

DELILAH:
Hey, I'm just trying to be helpful, you don't have to get defensive.

CHUCK:

I'm not getting defensive, but bowling alleys are loud as hell... And every time | go out in public
to a coffee shop or something now, somebody recognizes me and comes up to me, it's very
distracting... Especially when you're trying to focus and write.

DELILAH:

Babe, you're really not that famous... Like, no offense.

CHUCK:

No, none taken! | know I'm not that famous, but I do get approached a lot... Okay, maybe like
50% of the time, but still... I don't want to take those odds, | have to meet Lon at noon and need

to get some quality writing done before then... We should move to the Bronx or like Yonkers or
something... I'm blessed to have had even a little bit of success, and | know that more than
anyone, but it is pretty rude and distracting.

DELILAH:
Babe, literally none of my friends knew who you were before we started dating.

CHUCK:
| can't help that your friends are not cultured.

DELILAH:



Whoa! What the hell does that mean?

CHUCK:

I'm just saying... And | know I'm not that famous outside of New York and a very small, yet
dedicated international fanbase... Plus a decent fanbase back home I guess... But streets are
gonna be packed today, even more than usual, it's Sunday... Back home, it wouldn't really be an
issue, but Manhattan is not an ideal place to live if you want to go out in public in private as a
celebrity.

DELILAH:
| don't know if | would classify you as a “celebrity", per se...

CHUCK:
Burn.

DELILAH:
Charles, the last time | remember someone recognizing you was like six months ago on that boat
in Lima.

CHUCK:
Ohhh yeah, that was fun... | guess people think I'm more approachable alone, I'm not sure...
(Pause) | also get approached a lot around lunch time for some reason.

DELILAH:
Around lunch time?

CHUCK:
Yeah.

DELILAH:
That is so specific.

CHUCK:

| guess that's when most people are out and about? ... | don't know why I've always written my
best stuff completely alone, maybe I'm cursed that way... It sounds depressing, you know, and |
warned you before we got married... | warned you that all great artists struggle... You show me a
content artist, and I'll show you a fraud.

DELILAH:
So, you're saying an artist can never be happy and content?

CHUCK:
Not 100%, no... You have to always be striving for something... Otherwise you will fizzle out.

DELILAH:



So, you're not 100% happy and content?

CHUCK:
Not 100%, no... And | doubt anyone truly is, to be honest, artist or not.

DELILAH:
Are you 100% happy and content with me?

CHUCK:

Of course! I'm the happiest and most content I've been in my whole life, and it's because of you!
... But overall, in general, I am not 100% happy and content, and | don't think | ever will be... |
hope | reach nirvana when I die, but | don't want to before then... Cuz then what? You peaked...
| believe in karma and that if you live with the best intentions, you will reach nirvana when you
die, before you pass on to the other side... See, if | were ever truly happy and content, | wouldn't
have anything left to write, the passion would be gone.

Pause.

DELILAH:
Is that what you're going to write about?

CHUCK:
Hey maybe, who know? ... Do you think being happy and content are different?

DELILAH:
Well... I guess | think of happiness as more long term, deeper... And content is more like here
and now, short term. You know?

Chuck nods.

CHUCK:
You should write that down.

DELILAH:
Ha... And you should paint me a picture.

CHUCK:

I might... I am content with this cup of coffee right now, for example... But does it bring me
happiness? | guess so... | belive they're one in the same... Being content is a form of happiness,
it's like fruit and watermelon... Happiness is fruit, and watermelon is contentness.

DELILAH:
Right... And an apple is joy.

CHUCK:



An orange is smitten.

DELILAH:
A banana is warmth when you're cold.

CHUCK:
And grapes are coolness when you're hot.

DELILAH:
What is blueberries?

CHUCK:
Blueberries are just blueberries... They are a form of happiness in and of itself.

DELILAH:
True.

Beat.

DELILAH:

Well, I don't think all artists have to struggle, as you say... | think that artists choose to struggle...
Because they're emotional and sensitive, and usually a little anxious and depressed... Or very
anxious and depressed... Anyone can do art, happy and content, or not.

CHUCK:
Yes, but not everyone is an artist... Like, everyone can sing, but not everyone is a singer.

DELILAH:

But by limiting who can and can not be artists based on their happiness and contentness is
excluding and discriminating, and that's not very art-like... A true artist would say anyone can be
an artist because art is freedom of expression... Free of all constraints.

CHUCK:
Are you saying I'm not an artist?

DELILAH:
No, I'm just saying you're wrong. :)

CHUCK:
Ah... Agree to disagree...

DELILAH:
Agreed... That | disagree.

Slight Pause.



CHUCK:

Is a poem still a poem if it's never read or heard?

DELILAH:

Yes. Trees grow all the time deep in forests, and nobody ever sees it, but it's still there, and it's
still a tree... The same can be said of certain life forms in the deep ocean, certain Nick Cage
movies, and on and on.

Pause.

CHUCK:
Alright babe, I really need to get some writing done before |1 meet Lon.

DELILAH:
Oohh-ho-hoooo! So now you want to stop the debate, huh?

CHUCK:
It wasn't a debate.

DELILAH:
That was a debate... And now this is also a debate.

CHUCK:
Not everything is a debate! We were just talking, having a conversation.

DELILAH:
"Twas too a debate, and | won! :) You trew in dat towel so fast, | wooon! 2-0, Delilah!

CHUCK:
Wasn't a debate... Do you mind if | have some space to write before I meet Lon?

DELILAH:
Well, can we hang out later?

CHUCK:
Of course!

DELILAH:
Okay... And what about Bernard?

CHUCK:
What about him?

DELILAH:
He'll miss me!



CHUCK:
D, he's a dog!

DELILAH:
But we only get two full days together per week, he'll be sad and depressed!

CHUCK:
You see him literally every day! Plus, I'll be here for the next few hours.

DELILAH:
You know he's sensitive...

CHUCK:
Yeah, yeah, we're all sensitive... Artists, dogs, ants, everybody's sensitive.

Delilah walks around and gathers a couple more items, her keys last.

DELILAH:
What do you think Bernard is doing right now?

CHUCK:
I don't know, love... Probably sleeping.

DELILAH:
You think so?

CHUCK:
I'm 90% sure he's sleeping... That or sniffing around for food.

DELILAH:
What do you think he dreams about?

CHUCK:

I don't know, D... You, me, food... Going outside, going to the park... Bones, walks, | don't
know, D, dog stuff... Other dogs' butts, dog treats? ... Well - I guess dog treats would fall under
food... I don't know, but I would like to work on some writing soon.

DELILAH:
Ew, are you going to masturbate? Is that why you're asking me to leave?

CHUCK:
What, no!

DELILAH:
You know you can masturbate with me here, right? Like, you don't have to do it in the shower?
You can masturbate in front of me any time, it turns me on.



CHUCK:
D, stop! Why would | masturbate right now? I'm trying to get some writing done, I've been
pretty clear about that this whole time.

DELILAH:
Where are you meeting Lon?

CHUCK:
Cafe at the Plaza.

DELILAH:
Can | come?

CHUCK:
No. Sorry.

DELILAH:
Do you know when the next book is gonna get published?

CHUCK:
| don't know, D... Probably in a few months... I'm gonna try to extend the deadline again, I'm not
happy with what | have so far.

Delilah puts on a sweatshirt and shoes. She walks to Chuck, kisses him, then kisses her fingers
and places them on his lips.

DELILAH:
Charles...

Charles looks at Delilah.

DELILAH:
We are in this together, okay? Always...

CHUCK:
Yeah, | know. Always.

DELILAH:
You and me, always... For life... Okay?

Chuck nods.

DELILAH:



Okay?

CHUCK:
| said okay!

DELILAH:
You nodded...

CHUCK:
Okay! (Kisses Delilah on the cheek.) Sorry, I just have a lot on my mind right now and | wanna
work on some writing.

DELILAH:
| know, but it's just temporary stress, just a temporary funk... You will get out of it soon.

CHUCK:
| know.

DELILAH:
We all get in funks, it's okay. (Kisses Chuck.) Everything will be alright love, | promise.

Delilah walks to the door and stops just before exiting.

DELILAH:
I'm gonna go to the spa then do some shopping... Might see a movie after, depending on what's
playing, and may grab a few drinks with the girls, we'll see...

CHUCK:
Okay, just keep me posted. | love you.

DELILAH:
Love you too, I'll see you later tonight, yeah?

CHUCK:
Of course... Thank you for understanding, | love you so much.

DELILAH:
| love you too... Even though you hate me.

Chuck chuckles.

CHUCK:
You know | don't hate you...

DELILAH:



| know... But you hate me more than writing... Five years together, and writing gets to stay, |
have to go... | see how it is, | understand the situation.

CHUCK:
D, ¢'mon, you know you will always be my number one! Over everything else in the world, you
know that.

DELILAH:
| know...

Delilah kisses her fingers and waves goodbye.

DELILAH:
See you soon, get some good writing done.

CHUCK:
See you soon, | love you!

Chuck kisses his fingers and waves goodbye. Delilah waves and exits. Chuck sighs, rubs his
face, then takes a long pause. He looks around the audience, looks up to the sky, then points up.

CHUCK:
Whatever's up there... Please help me.

Lights fade, music rises.

End of Scene.



Act One, Scene Two

Time: Three hours later.
Setting: Cafe at the Plaza.
At Rise: Lon Pockets is reading a manuscript at a backroom table by himself, jotting down

notes occassionally as he reads. There is a water and a coffee on the table. He is
an elderly man, late 50s or 60, balding, a beard, glasses, dressed in a suit coat
and corduroy pants. He continues reading for a moment then chuckles. Waiter
enters with a pot of coffee.

WAITER:
More coffee, sir?

LON:
... I'msorry?

WAITER:
More coffee?

LON:
Oh! ... Yes, please! Thank you so much.

WAITER:
Hey, you got it.

Waiter pours more coffee.

LON:
That's good, that's good... Thank you.

WAITER:
At your service, sir!

Waiter smiles, salutes, nods, then exits. Lon smiles, a bit confused at the Waiter's behavior.
He continues to read for another moment before Chuck enters.

CHUCK:
There he is, there he is! ... Mr. Lon Pockets, in the flesh! Greatest editor in the fuckin world!

Lon holds up a finger while still reading.



LON:

Shhhhh, you made me wait here twenty minutes, I'm finishing this chapter.
CHUCK:

Dude... I'm sorry.

Lon holds up a finger and continues reading. Chuck sits down, looks around the room, then
looks down at the menu. He skims through it quickly, then closes it and tosses it on the table.

CHUCK:
You get a coffee?

Lon nods.

CHUCK:
Black?

Lon nods.

CHUCK:
Any good?

Lon nods, still reading. Chuck starts to bounce his knee, growing a little more impatient.

CHUCK:
Alright ¢'mon Lon, I said I'm sorry! ... We're just gonna sit here in silence? Delilah made me
late, | texted you, you know how clingy she can be.

LON:
(Still reading): I'm almost finished with this chapter, just hold on... It definitely won't take me
20 minutes.

CHUCK:
Look, I'm sorry, but we're both here now, so... Can we just talk?

LON:
You made me wait here over twenty minutes, you can wait two.

CHUCK:
You're so petty man! D was holding me up, | texted you!

LON:
| don't mind waiting, as long as you don't, Chuck... Treat others the way you want to be treated.

Lon continues reading. Long Pause. The Waiter enters.



WAITER:

(To Chuck): Heyyy, welcome to Cafe at the Plaza! My name is Zach, and I'll be your server
today! Can | start you off with something to drink besides water?

CHUCK:

Um... Just a coffee and water, thanks.

WAITER:
Just coffee and water?

CHUCK:
Yeah... Just a coffee and water, that's what | said...

WAITER:
Sure, you got it, no problem! Be right back with those, sirs. (To Lon): Are you still good sir, can
| get you anyting else? More coffee?

LON:
No, no, I'm good, thanks...

WAITER:
Hey, you got it sirs! Be right back with that coffee and water.

CHUCK:
Thank you.

The Waiter smiles, salutes, nods, then exits. Long pause. Lon continues reading, as Chuck
again starts to bounce his knee and now also tap the table. He looks around the room, growing
more impatient.

CHUCK:
Nice room they got us back here...

Lon nods. The Waiter enters with a coffee for Chuck.

WAITER:
Aaaand, here you go sir, one hot coffee... Can | get you two sirs anything else at the moment?

CHUCK:
Uhhh yeah, a water?

WAITER:
Sure! I'll be right back with that, sir. Would you like ice?

CHUCK:
Um, sure.



The Waiter smiles, salutes, nods, and Chuck cuts him off.

CHUCK:
You know, you don't have to do that every time.

WAITER:
Do what?

CHUCK:
That... The whole smiling, and nodding, and saluting, and bowing shit, please stop doing that.

WAITER:
I'm sorry sir, it's part of our training... We have to do it in the private rooms.

CHUCK:
That is so weird...

WAITER:
Sorry if it makes you uncomfortable sir, | can ask my manager if | can stop?

CHUCK:
No, no, I mean it's fine, I don't want to get your manager involved here.

WAITER:
Okay no worries, I'll be right back with that water.

Waiter exits. Chuck looks at Lon, confused.

CHUCK:
What the fuck?

LON:
(Still reading): What?

CHUCK:
Did I not ask for a coffee and a water?

LON:
| wasn't listening, I'm reading.

Pause. The Waiter enters again with a water for Chuck.

WAITER:
Aaaand, one water for you, sir! ... Can | get you two sirs anything else at the moment?



CHUCK:
Nope we're good, thank you! That's all for now.

WAITER:
No worries! I'll just be out in the front room if you guys need anything else, just holler.

CHUCK:
Great, thank you.

WAITER:
No problem, sirs.

Waiter smiles, salutes, nods, then exits. Lon finishes reading the chapter, closes the manuscript,
and sets it down on the table. He finally looks over at Chuck.

LON:
Chuck! How you doing?

CHUCK:
I'm good man, how was the chapter? Real page turner?

LON:
Cecil B. Hayes.

CHUCK:
What about him?

LON:
That's who I'm reading.

CHUCK:
Wait, you're editing Cecil B. Hayes' newest book?

LON:
Draft, not book... I'm editing his newest draft.

CHUCK:
Whaaat, that's fuckin awesome, Lon! ... Damn, proud of you man, that's huge! He's like the
biggest writer in the world right now.

LON:
| know, thank you... Don't act so surprised, you do know who | am, don't you?

CHUCK:
Yeah man, Lon Fuckin Pockets!



LON:
And don't you forget it.

CHUCK:
Wow... That's a fuckin huge grab, Lon, congrats man, seriously... Steve Regal’s not editing him
any more?

LON:

Nope... Cecil has used a few different editors throughout his career, likes to switch it up... I'm not
the first, and | won't be the last... Apparently, he liked my work on Tuscon Swan and Lisa
Finch's last book... His manager messaged me on LinkedIn, and the rest was history.

CHUCK:
Wait, Cecil B. Hayes read my book?

LON:
Yeah... He said he "actually kinda liked it" too!

CHUCK:
Shut the fuck up! What did he say??

LON:
Just that... "l actually kinda liked it." ... That was it, then we started talking about something else.

CHUCK:
Woooow, get the fuck outta here man, that's insane! He's like the best writer in the world right
now, that is huge!

LON:
He is the highest paid writer right now, | don't know about the best... Especially not after reading
the first few chapters of this draft... Hoping it sells just as well though.

CHUCK:
Really? Damn... That's crazy, Cecil B. Hayes likes my book!

LON:
Kinda.

CHUCK:
That's a huge endorsement!

LON:
It's not an endorsement Chuck, don't get ahead of yourself.

CHUCK:
What do you mean, it's an endorsement!



LON:

It's not an endorsement, he's not holding a press conference or doing a speech or organizing a
rally endorsing his own competition, hell, he'll never even comment on it in public, | guarantee
that... Old successful writers are bitter and competitive, it's a tight book market out there now
with all the movies, shows, and streaming options... You got podcasts now too, any music you
want at your fingertips, not as many people are reading books anymore.

CHUCK:
Well fuck, man... It would be nice if he could put in a good word on a podcast or radio show or
something... Can we get an interviewer to ask him about it? How does that work?

LON:
It doesn't... The interviewers are going to ask what they want to ask and what they've been
approved to ask.

CHUCK:
Well, I'm glad he "kinda" likes my book, that's huge for me personally, even if it will never be
known publicly.

LON:
It would help sales of your new book if we could get him to say something positive about your
last one in public... | just don't see that happening, unfortunately.

CHUCK:
| don't care about sales, Lon, you know that, I'm not in it for the money... Although money does
make everything a hell of a lot easier.

LON:

Money might make things easier, but it doesn't necessarily make them better... Imagine if you
just thought about ejaculating, and then you ejaculated! You would be so easy, but you would
never enjoy the pleasures of intercourse!

CHUCK:
Lon, nobody under the age of 70 says "intercourse".

LON:

I'm just saying, there is something rewarding about having to work hard at something and
actually earning it... There is satisfaction in that, and too much money can take parts of that
satisfaction away, when everything is so easy.

CHUCK:
Lon, I don't know what the fuck you're talking about, but I do know that money makes most
things a hell of a lot easier... | grew up poor, now I'm rich, and life is much easier for me.



LON:
But is it better just because it's easier? You don't really seem to be doing much better, personally
Chuck, if I'm being honest... You're drinking too much, and you're depressed.

CHUCK:
I'm not depressed Lon, that's not true... And I've cut back on my drinking a lot.

LON:
You've cut back, yes, but it's still way too much... I know it's a process, and I'm proud of you for
the strides you've made, but it's not enough, you need to keep fighting.

CHUCK:
I'm fine, Lon! Honestly, I'm good, so just fuckin drop it.

Beat.

LON:

You don't have to lie, Chuck, I can tell when you're lying, and I can tell when something's up...
Just be honest, you know you can talk to me about anything, I'm never going to judge anything
you say.

CHUCK:
What are