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INSTRUCTIONS 
 
The play currently contains 20 scenes, but if your production has time constraints, you can 
take out any of the ones that don’t speak to you.  
 
Likewise, the order can be changed according to your tastes. 
 
Titles of points can and should be adapted/changed in order to fit the director’s concept for 
the show. 
 
Some scenes require a specific number of actors. Those scenes have clear speakers before 
each replica.  
 
Some scenes do not require a specific number of actors. Those scenes are not marked by 
speakers, and lines can be allocated in any way you wish. 
 
‘-‘ means that the corresponding replica can be spoken by any actor in that scene. 
 
There may be a combination of lines that need to be spoken by the same person. In those 
instances, the lines will be coded by a speaker represented by the alphabet. These 
combinations should not be confused with casting, and can be given to any person. For 
example, the same person can read A and C and D in the same scene as well as any 
unallocated lines. 
 
Each scene will state at the start how many actors are required. 
 
Some scenes have music suggested for the background, ‘suggested’ being the operative 
word. Feel free to use whatever music you like – or none at all. 
 
If you produce this play with fewer than 5 actors, AFFIRMATION can be edited to allocate 
some of the lines to other actors and DEATH can be taken out. 
 
HE and SHE do not need to be played by their corresponding genders and can be acted by 
actors of any gender. 
 
MOTHER, FATHER, SON, DAUGHTER do not need to be played by their corresponding 
genders and can be acted by actors of any gender. 
 
POLICEWOMAN and THE MAN do not need to be played by their corresponding genders 
and can be acted by actors of any gender. 
 
ONE and TWO do not need to be the same ONE and TWO throughout, although they can be. 
 
Before the show, the audience should be encouraged to write a question and put it in the 
question box. Although questions can be on any topic, feel free to focus the audience to a 
specific topic you are more interested in. 
 
The play contains a suggested prologue and epilogue (as an appendix at the end), but each 
production can improvise ones to suit their needs. 
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POINT ONE – AFFIRMATION 
SONATA IN A FLAT 
 
Five actors (can be fewer or more, by reallocating lines) 
 
  
Allegro - = 150 

ONE: The truth. We’re all … - - - 
TWO: The … - We’re all trying … - 
THREE: The … - - We’re  all trying   to 
FOUR: - Truth. - - - We’re  all trying 
FIVE: - Truth. - - - - We’re all 
 
 
 

ONE: - - - um … - - - 
TWO: - - - um … find out … 
THREE: … - - um … - - Yes! 
FOUR: to figure … um … - - I 
FIVE: trying to  figure… um … - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: - - - - - - - - 
TWO: - we’re all  trying to … - - 
THREE: - - - - - - We’re all 
FOUR: mean, - - - - - - - 
FIVE: - - - - - - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: - trying to… - - - - - 
TWO: - - trying to … - - - 
THREE: trying to … - We all want to 
FOUR: - - trying to … - - - 
FIVE: - Trying to … - - - - 

 
 
 
 
 



©	Sebastian	Rex,	2016	 	 info@sebastianrex.co.uk	6	

ONE: - - - - - - - - 
TWO: - - - - - - - - 
THREE: … - - - - - - - 
FOUR: We all want to! - We do! - 
FIVE: - - - - - - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: - we’re trying… - - - - - 
TWO: - - - - - - - And 
THREE: - - - - Desperately! - - - 
FOUR: - - - - desperately trying to understand. 
FIVE: We want to - find out the truth! 

 
 
 

ONE: - - desperately trying to  figure out what 
TWO: find out! - - - - - - 
THREE: - - - - - - - - 
FOUR: - - - - - - - - 
FIVE: - - - - - - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: we … - - - - - - 
TWO: - - - - - What we are 
THREE: - - - - - - - - 
FOUR: - What we are all … - - 
FIVE: - - - - - - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: - - - - Why - - - 
TWO: all doing here. - Why - - - 
THREE: - - - - Why are we here? 
FOUR: - - - - Why - - - 
FIVE: - - - - Why - - - 
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ONE: How - - - What - - - 
TWO: How - - - What - - - 
THREE: How - - - What - - - 
FOUR: How are we here? What - - - 
FIVE: How - - - Who - What do  

 
 
 

ONE: - - - - - How should we 
TWO: - - - - - How - - 
THREE: - - - - - How - - 
FOUR: - - - - - How - - 
FIVE: we want to  do here? How - - 

 
 
 

ONE: behave before we die? - - Before We 
TWO: - - - - R.I.P. - - - 
THREE: - - - - - - - Before 
FOUR: - - - - - - - Before 
FIVE: - - - - - - Before we 

 
 
 

ONE: … - - - - disappear from the 
TWO: die. - - - - - - - 
THREE: … and are gone. - - - - 
FOUR: … - - - - - - - 
FIVE: … - - - - - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: world. - Away from  the … - - 
TWO: - - - - - - - - 
THREE: - - Whoosh! - - - - - 
FOUR: - - - No! We  are not  going  
FIVE: - - - - - - - - 
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ONE: - - - - - - - - 
TWO: - - - - - - - - 
THREE: - - - - - - - - 
FOUR: … yet. - We  are not gone … 
FIVE: - - - - - - - - 
 
 
 

        

ONE: - - Yet. - - - - - 
TWO: Yet. - - - - - - - 
THREE: - - Yet. - Yet. - - - 
FOUR: - - - - Yet. - - - 
FIVE: - - - - Yet. - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: For now, we are here. - - - 
TWO: - - - - - - - - 
THREE: - - - - - All of us. 
FOUR: - - - - - - - - 
FIVE: - - - - - - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: - - - - - - Shut up! 
TWO: - - - - - - - - 
THREE: - - - - - - - - 
FOUR: - - - - - - - - 
FIVE: On this train to nowhere. - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: - - figure out. - - - - 
TWO: - - understand. - - - - - 
THREE: Trying to think. - - - - - 
FOUR: - - analyse. - - - - - 
FIVE: - - - - That’s what we’re here 
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ONE: - Us actors, - making sense of this 
TWO: - Us directors, - - - - - 
THREE: - Us writers, - - - putting into 
FOUR: - Us producers, - - - - - 
FIVE: for. Us designers. - - - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: nonsense. - - - - Things. 
TWO: - - - - Order! Chaos. 
THREE: beautiful aesthetics all the unaesthetical things. 
FOUR: - making order in this chaos. 
FIVE: - - - - - Chaos! 

 
 
 
Adagio - = 021  

ONE: We are doctors. - - - - - 
TWO: We are … Architects. - - - - 
THREE: We are … - - - - - 
FOUR: We are … - - - - - 
FIVE: We are … - - - Writers. - 

 
 
 

ONE: Philosophers. Priests. - - - - - Athletes. 
TWO: Singers. - Scientists. - - - - - 
THREE: - Architects. - - - - - Singers. 
FOUR: Writers. - Pilots. - - - - - 
FIVE: - Singers. - - - - - Doctors. 

 
 
 

ONE: - - Teachers. - - - - Scientists. 
TWO: - - Surveyors. - - - - - 
THREE: - Writers. - Priests. - - - - 
FOUR: Soldiers. - - Pilots. - - - - 
FIVE: - Athletes. Philosophers. - - - - Priests. 
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ONE: - - - - - - Architects. - 
TWO: - - - Athletes. Priests. - - - 
THREE: - Scientists. - - Doctors. - - - 
FOUR: - - Singers. - - - Surveyors. - 
FIVE: - - - - - - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: - - - - Philosophers. Policepeople. Interpreters. Engineers. 
TWO: - - - - Designers. Engineers. Labourers. Pilots. 
THREE: - - - - Soldiers. Carpenters. Workers. IT people. 
FOUR: - - - - Lawyers. Translators. Translators. Accountants. 
FIVE: - - - - Judges. Nurses. Surveyors. Teachers. 

 
 
 

ONE: - - - - - - - - 
TWO: - - - - - - - - 
THREE:  We are business people! - - What? 
FOUR: - - - - - - - - 
FIVE: Artists. - - - - No! - - 

 
 
 
Scherzo - = 180 

ONE: - - - - - - - - 
TWO: - - - - - - Interesting! - 
THREE: - - - - What do you mean? 
FOUR: - - - - - Weirdo! - - 
FIVE: We are not a business. - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: - - - - - Ha? - - 
TWO: - - - - Ha? - - - 
THREE: - - - Ha? - - - - 
FOUR: - - - - - Ha? - - 
FIVE: We are not a business. - - Ha? 
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ONE: Everything - - - - - - - 
TWO: - - - - - You need to 
THREE: Everything is a business. - - - - 
FOUR: - - - - - You need to 
FIVE: - - - - - - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: - What other way do we have to 
TWO: make money to prove your worth. - - 
THREE: - What other way do we have to 
FOUR: make money to prove you’re successful. - - 
FIVE: - - - - - - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: judge success, if not by how much we’re 
TWO: - - - - - - - - 
THREE: judge worth, if not by how much we’re 
FOUR: - - - - - - - - 
FIVE: - - - Pish! - Pish! - - 

 
 
 

ONE: being paid? - - - - - - 
TWO: - - - - - - - - 
THREE: generating? - - - - - - - 
FOUR: - - - Believing is stupid! - - 
FIVE: - Pish! And besides … - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: What? - - - - I thought we 
TWO: What? - - - - I thought we 
THREE: What? - - - - I thought we 

FOUR: - Believing is stupid. - - - - 
FIVE: What? - - - - I thought we 
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ONE: were talking about money. - - - - 
TWO: were talking about business. - - - - 
THREE: were talking about identity. - - - - 
FOUR: - - - - - - No! We’re 
FIVE: were talking about sex. - - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: - - - - - - Believing is 
TWO: - - - - - - Believing is 
THREE: - - - - - - Believing is 
FOUR: talking about belief, which is stupid! - - 
FIVE: - - - - - - Believing is 

 
 
 

ONE: all we have. - - - - - 
TWO: all we have. - - - - - 
THREE: … all we have. - - - - 
FOUR: - Do you know some people still believe 
FIVE: … all we have. - - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: - - - - - - - - 
TWO: - - - - - - - - 
THREE: - - - - - - - - 
FOUR: that the world is flat? - - - 
FIVE: - - - - - - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: - - - - - - - - 
TWO: Shut up! - - - - - - 
THREE: - - - - - - - - 
FOUR: - - Seriously! There’s a whole bunch of 
FIVE: - - - - - - - - 

 
 
 
 



©	Sebastian	Rex,	2016	 	 info@sebastianrex.co.uk	13	

ONE: - - - Flatists! - - - - 
TWO: - - Flatists! - - Well, if this 
THREE: - Flatists! - - - - - - 
FOUR: them. - - Flatists! - - - - 
FIVE: - - - - Flatists! - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: - - - - - - - - 
TWO: is true … - - - - - 
THREE: - - - - - - - - 
FOUR: Well, I know it’s true. You know it’s 
FIVE: - - - - - - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: - That’s ridiculous! - - - - - 
TWO: - How can anyone believe that? - - 
THREE: - - That’s … that’s … that … 
FOUR: true. - - - - - - - 
FIVE: - - They think you fall off the 

 
 
 

ONE: - - - - - - - - 
TWO: - - - - You don’t need to 
THREE: - it’s sick! - - - - - 
FOUR: - - - - - - - Bollocks! 
FIVE: edge? - - - - - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: - - - - - - - - 
TWO: convince me. I know it’s square. - - 
THREE: - - - - - - - - 
FOUR: - - - - - - - - 
FIVE: - - - - - - - - 
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ONE: - The world’s round. - Airplanes! - - 
TWO: - - - - - - - - 
THREE: - - What about satellites? - - - 
FOUR: - - The Moon orbits around the Earth! 
FIVE: - - - - - There are photos! 

 
 
 

ONE: - - - - - - - - 
TWO: Fine! Believe everything the media tells you! - 
THREE: - - - - - - - - 
FOUR: - - - - - - - - 
FIVE: - - - - - - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: Are they lying? - - - - - 
TWO: - - - Why would … - - 
THREE: - - - - - - - - 
FOUR: Are they lying? - - No! Let him 
FIVE: - - - - I… - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: - - - - - - - - 
TWO: - - - - - - - - 
THREE: - - - - - - - - 
FOUR: speak! - - - - - - - 
FIVE: - This conversation is beyond me. I need 

 
 
 

ONE: - - - - - - - - 
TWO: - - - - - Show some respect! 
THREE: - - - - - - - It’s 
FOUR: - - - - - Hey! - - 
FIVE: to get out of here. - - - 
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ONE: - - - - Very mature! - - 
TWO: - - - - - - - This 
THREE: quite insultive that you behave like that. - 
FOUR: - - - You lose an argument and 
FIVE: - - - - - - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: - - - Bored. - - - - 
TWO: is a waste of time. - - - 
THREE: - - - - - Whose time are 
FOUR: run? - - - - - - - 
FIVE: - - - - - - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: - - What? - - - - - 
TWO: - - - What? - - - - 
THREE: we wasting? - - Mine or yours? - 
FOUR: - - What? - - - - I 
FIVE: - - What? - - - - - 

 
 
 

ONE: - - - - - - Wow! - 
TWO: - - - - - - Wow! - 
THREE: - - - - - - - Wow! 
FOUR: don’t give a fuck! - - - - 
FIVE: - - - - - - - Wow! 

 
 
 

ONE: Alright. - - - - - Fine! 
TWO: You really have dug your own grave! 
THREE: - But you and I are finished! 
FOUR: - - - I can accept that! 
FIVE: - Every … - - I’m sorry! 

 
 
 

END.  
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POINT TWO – FUTURE 
LUNCH HOUR 
 
Two actors 
 
 

ONE: I can’t wait. 

TWO: For? 

ONE: You know, life. I can’t wait for it to start. All the things I’m going to 
do. 

TWO: It’s going to be amazing. 

ONE: Once we graduate, I’ll move to London. 

TWO: Can I come? 

ONE: Of course. We’ll both move to London. 

TWO: We’ll get a flat. 

ONE: Somewhere trendy but cheap. 

TWO: And I’ll start designing dresses. 

ONE: And I’ll form a band. 

TWO: Yes! Your music is amazing. 

ONE: So are your designs.  

TWO: But we’ll have to find a job while we try to break into our industries. 

ONE: We don’t want to succeed in our first year. This isn’t ‘X Factor’. We 
want to work hard for it. 

TWO: We want to work through rejection after rejection so we can tell 
people how difficult it was for us, but how we still carried on, because 
we believed in ourselves. 

ONE: I’ll probably work in a pub. 
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TWO: You’ve got the experience and you pull the best pints. What about 
me? 

ONE: You’re pretty clever. I reckon you could easily get a proper office job. 

TWO: An office job? 

ONE: Only while we wait. You can still design at night. 

TWO: Yeah, I guess so. I mean, there are loads of jobs going in London. I 
should easily be able to find something – and it’ll only be for a couple 
of years, until I get enough money to open my own boutique, right? 

ONE: Exactly. And hey, one of us will need to be able to pay the rent. 

TWO: Why? What about the money you’ll be making in the pub? 

ONE: I’m going to have to spend it on drugs and parties. Otherwise, I’ll 
never be able to form my band properly. 

TWO: The problem is, it might take me a bit longer to find an office job, as 
the market’s a bit tight at the moment. 

ONE: Well, you can work with me in the pub for the time being. 

TWO: Yeah, until they fire you because you keep coming in late for work 
and doing drugs in the toilet. 

ONE: It’s fine. I’ll just move back with my parents in Scarborough until I 
get clean again. 

TWO: What are you going to tell them? 

ONE: That London’s hard. But I’ll be back in a couple of months and we can 
resume our plans – you for your boutique and me for my band. 

TWO: You know you haven’t written a single song or even touched your 
guitar since moving to London, right? Your band is going nowhere. 

ONE: Yeah, but I’m going to have so much spare time at my parents’ house, 
that I‘ll be able to write an entire album. 

TWO: Except that your dad is forcing you to work in his shop. So you’re not 
going to have time. 

ONE: Well, in the evenings, when I’m back home. 
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TWO: Are you kidding me? You’re off the drugs, you’re living with your 
parents and you have a shitty job. You’ll be down the pub every night 
with your ex. 

ONE: I hate my ex… I hated my ex. Yeah, I guess I don’t have any other 
options now. Still, I’ll be back in London soon. 

TWO: Mate, I’m not in London anymore. I had to move back and work as 
an administrator in a car dealership. 

ONE: But why didn’t you tell me? 

TWO: We haven’t spoken in months. I can’t deal with your crap right now. 

ONE: How long are we going to do these terrible jobs for? 

TWO: Well, in a few years you’ll call me out of the blue. 

ONE: Oh, that’s nice. That’s… nice? Is it nice? 

TWO: Yeah. It is. I’m happy. 

ONE: I’ve missed you. 

TWO: I’ve missed you too. I hope you understand why… 

ONE: I do. Completely. I think I need to apologise. For everything. 

TWO: That’s alright. I forgive you. 

ONE: I don’t think you even know about everything. 

TWO: The stealing? The lies? I know. Anyway, how have you been? 

ONE: Alright. I got married, got divorced. 

TWO: Kids? 

ONE: Two. You? 

TWO: One kid. Widow. 

ONE: You seeing anyone? 

TWO: No, not really. Are you still doing music? 



©	Sebastian	Rex,	2016	 	 info@sebastianrex.co.uk	19	

ONE: No. Had to sell my guitar. You still designing? 

TWO: In my spare time. 

ONE: Really? That’s incredible. Have you sold anything? 

TWO: Oh, no. I’m just designing for fun. 

ONE: You know, you should do something with it. Follow your dreams. I 
bet it’s not too late. 

TWO: I think it is. But it’s fine. I’m doing Pilates. It’s good for your core. I 
stopped drinking. Stopped smoking. 

ONE: We say our goodbyes. 

TWO We promise to see each other again.  

ONE: Every month. 

TWO: We don’t. 

ONE: After another few years, you remember me this time. 

TWO: I call you, full of excitement. 

ONE: We meet up. I’m curious to know what’s going on. 

TWO: I couldn’t take it anymore. The office. The car lot. The whole thing. I 
couldn’t take it. I resigned. 

ONE: That’s incredible. 

TWO: I know. I’m so happy. 

ONE: And what are you going to do now? 

TWO: I’m taking my boy and moving to Greece.  

ONE: Greece? 

TWO: Yes. A friend of a friend of… a friend is selling his boat rental shop. I 
bought it. It’s on the beach. Sunny all year long. 

ONE: Can… can I come? 

TWO: What about your kids? 
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ONE: They hate me. 

TWO: Your job? 

ONE: There’s nothing. I can leave tomorrow. I just need to scrape some 
money for a flight. I’ll ask my parents. Oh, no, mum’s dead and dad 
won’t talk to me. 

TWO: I’ll get you the ticket, if you’re serious. 

ONE: I don’t know what to say. 

TWO: Hey, if it weren’t for your voice in the back of my head telling me to 
go and follow my dreams, I wouldn’t do it.  

ONE: I’m so grateful. So we’re moving together to Greece. 

TWO: I’ll open a shop. 

ONE: I’ll help you until I get enough money to buy a guitar again, and 
reform my band. 

TWO: Reform? 

ONE: Form my band. 

TWO: And even if we don’t get the boutique and album up and running, I 
don’t care. 

ONE: Because life will be simple. 

TWO: We’ll live such a good life. 

ONE: Until we die. 

TWO: Except… 

ONE: What? 

TWO: I’m so sorry. 

ONE: Tell me. What happened? 

TWO: The friend of a friend of a… 

ONE: A friend? 
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TWO: Turned out to be a scam. I… I lost all my money.  

ONE: No. Don’t say that. 

TWO: Oh, God. 

ONE: What? 

TWO: What am I going to live off? 

ONE: No, you’ll be fine. You have a job. 

TWO: I had a job. I resigned. That was… that was all my money. Gone now.  

ONE: Is money really everything? 

TWO: It is when you’re trying to feed a child. 

ONE: The child’s grown up. 

TWO: Yes, and he has to live with me because the job market’s terrible and 
he has to take care of me, because my pension is worthless. 

ONE: You’re a lovely old person. 

TWO: I’m horrible. I’m demanding, rude, aggressive. I’m… what about 
you? 

ONE: Oh, I died. 

TWO: What? 

ONE: Yeah, a few years ago. My heart finally gave out. But don’t worry 
about me. I’m worried about you. You are going to live till you’re in 
your 90s. 

TWO: Make my child’s life a living hell. 

ONE: You don’t mean to. 

TWO: No. I really don’t. I don’t think I can control it. Old age does 
something funny to you. 

ONE: And maybe…  

TWO: What? 



©	Sebastian	Rex,	2016	 	 info@sebastianrex.co.uk	22	

ONE: Maybe deep down inside there’s a little voice that… 

TWO: That what? 

ONE: That doesn’t want your child to have the successful life that you 
didn’t have? 

TWO: No. Don’t be… That’s not true. That can’t be true. No! Stop it! 

ONE: And you’ll die watching the telly or something like that. 

TWO: Yeah. Alone.  

ONE: Alone. 

Stop 
 

END. 
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POINT THREE – RITUAL 
WHISTLE BREAK 
 
Any number of actors 
 
 

SOUNDTRACK:  THE LION AND THE WOLF  
by LEE MORGAN 

 
 

The actors are wearing coats. They stand with their backs to the audience 
They do the following actions in unison: 

They lift their right arms and place them in their right coat pockets 
They place their left hands in their left trouser pockets 
They rummage in both pockets 
They take both hands out, holding something in both of them and stretch their arms 
forward so that the audience can’t see 
They put something in their mouths – a swanee whistle 
They all turn their heads so that they’re facing backwards, with the swanee whistles 
in their mouths and their right hands hiding it – as if they are sheltering the whistle 
from the wind 
They bring their left arms with them and place their left hands in front of the swanee 
whistles 
Each of them has a slide in their left hand 
They struggle a bit sticking the slides in 
They shake the slides and try again 
They manage to stick the slides in and breathe heavily, making a sound 

The five turn around at different times and assume various poses, as if they are 
smoking cigarettes 
They also interact with each other, without speaking, but as if they are all on a 
cigarette break 
They keep blowing and making sounds with the swanee whistles 
 
One at a time they throw their whistles on the floor, step on them and walk out 
  
Eventually, only one is left, looks around, gets annoyed, picks up all the swanee 
whistles from the floor and exits 

 
 
 
END. 
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POINT FOUR – COMMUNICATION 
LET LOVE IN 
 
Two actors 
 
 

SOUNDTRACK:  HEY  
by THE PIXIES 

 
 

Kitchen 

ONE walks in 
ONE sits at the breakfast table and sighs 
A few moments later ONE gets up and goes to the fridge 
ONE opens the fridge, stares in for a moment and closes it, sighing again 
ONE breaks down, crying, on the floor 
After a few seconds ONE regains composure, gets up, pours a glass of water and 
drinks it 

TWO enters 
TWO notices and ignores ONE, goes to the fridge, opens it, stares in for a moment 
and closes it 
TWO picks up a newspaper and sits down at the breakfast table 
TWO starts reading the paper 

ONE looks at TWO with disgust 
TWO ignores ONE 
ONE tries to say something but decides not to at the last minute 
Instead, ONE fills the kettle with water and turns it on 
TWO is clearly paying more attention to what ONE is doing than to the newspaper 
but won’t turn around 

ONE takes out a cup from the cupboard and places it on the counter 
ONE looks at TWO, thinks and eventually takes out another cup 

A few seconds later ONE decisively puts the cup back in the cupboard 
As the kettle begins to boil, so does ONE, and as it reaches boiling point, ONE takes 
the cup out again and places it on the counter 

ONE prepares the tea 
TWO still refuses to turn around, although is dying to know what is going on 

When the tea is ready, ONE stirs it for a very long time  
The noise of the tea spoon in the cup irritates TWO 
TWO sighs, huffing and tutting every now and then, but ONE doesn’t notice 
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Eventually ONE notices and begrudgingly brings TWO the tea 
They don’t look at each other as ONE places the tea next to TWO 

ONE hovers for a few seconds, waiting to be thanked 
TWO picks up the tea and sips it without moving their eyes from the newspaper 

ONE starts fuming 
After a few seconds ONE grabs TWO’s tea cup and throws it at the wall 
It shatters 
TWO doesn’t react 

ONE regains composure and starts cleaning 
ONE tries not to cry, but every once in a while a little ‘crying cough’ escapes 
TWO begins to feel sympathy towards ONE and gradually puts the newspaper down 
TWO gets up and goes to ONE, but as TWO reaches ONE, ONE gets up and 
accidentally hits TWO 
TWO screams and goes to the freezer, taking out a bag of frozen peas to put on their 
face 

ONE goes to TWO, trying to help, but TWO pushes ONE away 
Even though the push is gentle, ONE trips and falls, hitting their head on the floor 

ONE doesn’t get up 
TWO starts to panic  
TWO goes to ONE and tries to move ONE gently, but ONE doesn’t respond 
TWO gets up and runs to the phone  
TWO dials and is put on hold 

Before anyone answers, ONE slowly wakes up 
As ONE regains consciousness, ONE starts to remember what happened and 
becomes angry 
TWO runs out of the room, crying 
ONE takes out a knife and looks at the door 
ONE realises what they were about to do, drops the knife on the counter and is upset 
they even considered such a thing 
TWO walks in. ONE can’t look at TWO and runs out 

TWO is extremely offended by this, notices the knife and picks it up 
Realising what ONE was about to do, TWO exits with the knife 

A few moments later, TWO enters with the knife 
TWO is shaking, clearly unable to go through with what they were thinking of doing 
Still holding the knife, TWO goes to the sink and breathes heavily 
TWO starts dry retching into the sink 

ONE enters 
Seeing TWO, ONE worries 

ONE: Hey. 
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TWO slowly turns to look at ONE 

TWO: Hey. 

They both stare at each other, neither daring to make the first move 
Eventually ONE comes to TWO and takes the knife out of TWO’s hand 
Apologetically, ONE puts it in the drawer and goes to sit down 
After a few seconds, TWO comes and sits opposite ONE, with the table between them 

They stare intently into each other’s eyes 
ONE puts a hand on the table, beckoning TWO to do the same 
TWO hesitates but eventually places a hand on ONE’s hand 
ONE squeezes TWO’s hand gently 
TWO forces a smile 
ONE gets up and pulls TWO closer 
TWO protests a little but succumbs 
They hug 

After a few moments, ONE starts fondling TWO and kissing TWO on the neck, slowly 
reaching TWO’s lips 
They kiss 
The kiss and hug becomes more and more passionate 

ONE: Uh! 

They continue kissing and fondling 

TWO: Uh! 

As their passion intensifies and they’re heading toward sex, ONE’s phone rings 
TWO takes ONE’s phone out of the pocket and looks at it 
The name on the screen has reminded TWO of their argument and TWO throws the 
phone onto the wall, smashing it 

ONE: Uh! 

TWO slaps ONE 
ONE slaps TWO 
TWO punches ONE in the stomach 
ONE grabs TWO’s hair 
 
They fall on the floor fighting. They are equal in strength, neither winning 
Having exhausted themselves, they collapse next to each other on the floor, 
breathing heavily 

After a few moments, ONE gets up and, without looking at TWO, starts to leave  
TWO jumps up and stops ONE, grabbing ONE’s wrist 
They stare intently into each other’s eyes 
 

END. 
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POINT FIVE – PROGRESS 
THE MEETING 
 
Any number of actors 
 
 
A group sits around a table 
 
 

A: This is time for change. 

B: We must evolve. 

C: We must become something new. 

D: Go with the flow. 

E: Head forward with the times. 

F: This is an evolution. 

G: This is a revolution. 

H: Change is inevitable. 

I: Change is a thrill. 

A: This is time for change. 

B: We must evolve. 

C: We must become something new. 

D: Go with the flow. 

E: Head forward with the times. 

F: This is an evolution. 

G: This is a revolution. 

H: Change is inevitable. 
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I: Change is a thrill. 

A: This is time for change. 

B: We must evolve. 

C: We must become something new. 

D: Go with the flow. 

E: Head forward with the times. 

F: This is an evolution. 

G: This is a revolution. 

H: Change is inevitable. 

I: Change is a thrill. 

C: This is time for change. 

D: We must evolve. 

F: We must become something new. 

H: Go with the flow. 

B: Head forward with the times. 

G: This is an evolution. 

E: This is a revolution. 

A: Change is inevitable. 

I: Change is a thrill. 

A: This is time for change. 

B: We must evolve. 
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C: We must become something new. 

D: Go with the flow. 

E: Head forward with the times. 

F: This is an evolution. 

G: This is a revolution. 

H: Change is inevitable. 

I: Change is a thrill. 

 
END. 
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POINT SIX – NARRATIVE 
DON’T LOSE THE PLOT 
 
One actor 
 
 

 This is a story, but it has no plot.  
It has no characters and no beginning, middle or end. 

 All it has is you and me. Here. Alone. 

 Your ears follow my train of thought. 

 Your ears follow my words. 

 Your ears follow me and interpret me in your brain. 

 And as you continue to interpret, I continue to express myself. 

 With words that convey meaning, and reach your brain. 

 Hopefully. 

 And you might doze off and your mind might wander and that’s all 
fine. I’m still here. Exactly where I was, in case you wanted to come 
back. 

 This is a story about many things. But remember, it has no plot. It has 
no characters. It has no beginning, middle or end. Please don’t expect 
any of these things. 

 It begins now. 

 
END. 
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POINT SEVEN – FEAR 
PRIMAL FEARS 
 
Three actors 
 
 

ONE: I wake up every morning at 5:33, and I run downstairs to have 
breakfast. People ask me, when they find out, ‘why do you set your 
alarm to such an odd time?’ and I don’t understand what’s odd 
about it. How is 33 any different to 35? Or 30? And besides, snooze 
buttons ring every 9 minutes, so in effect they would wake up at 
39, because people like that, those people who mock me, always 
use snooze buttons. No respect for time! 

TWO: When I was a child, we would sit every afternoon to eat our lunch. 
At about 4. The table would always be set beautifully, and we would 
sit there, me, my brother, and my mother, and just before we would 
start eating, my mother would say to us, “if you only remember one 
thing from me after I die, remember this…” 

Stop 

 and then she would go on to say it, and we would look at her, and 
smile, and feel happy. I remember feeling happy. And this would 
happen every day, for… well, years, I guess. And I remember, 
sitting there, and looking at her, and smiling, and feeling happy. I 
remember my brother’s smile, and the glint in my mum’s eyes 
when she said it, and I remember the sensation of happiness and 
serenity from what she had said mixed with the hunger and 
stomach pain caused by almost 6 hours of not eating anything. I 
remember the table, and the plates. The ugly yellow ones. Or 
sometimes the less ugly green ones. I remember the hole my 
brother made in the table before I was even born, because he was 
angry and stuck a knife in it. I remember all these things but… I 
can’t remember what it was she actually said. 

THREE: A year ago today, we were in the middle of eating dinner – sea 
bream with shiitake mushrooms and saffron risotto, when I 
suddenly felt sick. Sick to my bones. It wasn’t the fish that made 
me sick, which would have been the logical explanation. Instead it 
was my voice. I’ve heard this voice so often over the past 40 years, 
give or take a few pitch variations, but I was never so sick of it as I 
was last night. And then, out of nowhere, I heard the following 
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words coming out of my mouth, “I’m going to stop talking now”. 
And that was that. Once these words were uttered, I couldn’t really 
take them back. And I found myself in the prison which I had 
created, unable to say anything. 

ONE: I time everything to perfection. I always give two or sometimes 
even three options for variables, but things have to be timed to 
survive in this world. This regularity is soothing. Like… like my 
God. Some people need a book to tell them what to do, how to live, 
how to operate every second of their day, what to think about 
things, how to react to them, how to behave with them, when to 
eat, and when to think, and when to reflect, and when to work and 
when to… well, do anything. And I have my watch. Accuracy, 
timeliness, these are all so important. Being late is… well, 
unacceptable. Being on time is late. Being early, by the golden 3-13 
minutes is optimal. And this is how I know, how I can find sense 
and regularity in the world.  

TWO: Every child thinks their mum is beautiful, which makes sense, 
seeing as she’s the first woman you ever see, and it kinda sets the 
bar for any future judgement of the female body, but I don’t really 
know if mine was. She wasn’t ugly, I don’t think. Just 
unremarkable. She died when I was 16. She never did much with 
her life. I mean, she gave birth to my brother and to me, but… and 
I think it’s fair to say and she would agree, she hasn’t really done 
anything else. She never worked. Had no family. Just the three of 
us. Our dads… mine and my brother’s… I don’t think either of them 
even knew about us. We never bothered to rectify that. She died 
like she lived. Alone, with just the two of us at her funeral. There 
was no notice in the newspaper, no wake, no nothing. We stuck her 
in the ground, put on our headphones to listen to some sad music, 
had a bit of a cry and went to the pub to have a drink. We wanted 
to toast her and her memories, but as we sat there and tried to 
bring up stories about her, the strangest thing happened to both 
my brother and me. We couldn’t remember any. 

THREE: I haven’t spoken since. Not a word. My mouth was kept shut and 
my partner… my partner started getting angry, shouting and 
screaming and banging on doors. It’s been a challenging and… 
uhm… turbulent year. But the more others shouted, the less I felt 
the need to speak. I’ve been quite blissful with my silence. The rest 
of the world around me – less so, and for 365 days, I have not heard 
my annoying and horrendous voice. It’s been so peaceful in my 
ears. The voice in my head, the voice you are hearing now – it’s… 
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it’s a lot nicer. Calmer. Pleasant. And if I’m bored, I can change it. 
Play with it. Make it something different.  

ONE: It’s because everything is timed to perfection that I know exactly 
what to expect. So, when I leave my house every morning at 
exactly 6:28, I know that usually, the first thing I see is Fred. Every 
morning, smiling at me, tipping his hat and saying ‘good morning’. 
And that’s comforting. Fred has become a sort of a rock, or anchor. 
Something to ensure that everything was alright with the world. 
But this morning… this morning it all changed. 

THREE: During this year, I’ve realised that leaving the house can be a bit of 
a chore. People get annoyed at you if you don’t talk back to them. 
And it doesn’t matter how much you try to hide in your own little 
world. I even bought massive headphones to try to make sure they 
understand. I look like a complete idiot, but people still want to 
communicate with me. Maybe ask for directions, maybe ask for the 
time, maybe just start a conversation about the weather. So I 
stopped leaving the house. I concluded that staying at home was 
probably for the best. 

ONE: When I left the house at 6:28, Fred was there, just like he should 
be, but he didn’t look at me. He didn’t smile, he didn’t tip his hat 
and he didn’t say ‘good morning’. He… he didn’t even acknowledge 
me. He just kept walking and completely ignored me. At 6:32, I 
normally reach the shop to buy myself a small bottle of water for 
the day, as it’s exactly 4 minutes’ walk from my front door. But 
today I got there at 6:34. Because for two minutes after Fred had 
essentially ignored me, I couldn’t move. Two entire minutes. They 
don’t sound like much, I know. But try and imagine 2 minutes of 
nothingness. Silence. Darkness. In your head. Nothing happens but 
a void. 120 seconds. That’s a lot. 1… 2… 3… 4… 5… and times that 
by 24. That’s a lot. Two minutes of trying to understand why Fred… 
why Fred would do such a thing to me. 

TWO: Nobody missed my mum after she died. Nobody noticed. Nobody 
even realised. I mean, my brother and I were both old enough, so 
it’s not like social services needed to get involved, and there was 
just nobody else. We were fine. We got on with our lives and kept 
on… well, living. I loved my mum, and I guess that’s something. 

ONE: When I got to the shop, and went to take my bottle of water, I saw 
that the shopkeeper… I don’t know her name… I never really 
asked… she also didn’t acknowledge me. I always get 
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acknowledged when I enter that shop. Always. Not always from the 
same people. Not always in the same manner. Sometimes with a 
smile, and sometimes with a ‘good morning’ and sometimes with 
just eye contact and a bitter look, but always something. This time 
– nothing. Ignored. Completely. I didn’t say anything. I didn’t want 
to make a fuss, and I was already two minutes behind schedule, so 
I got my water and went to the till. But nothing. The shopkeeper, 
still not looking at me, just walked away. As if she didn’t even want 
to get paid for the water. I started feeling the void returning. I 
quickly put the money on the counter and left. I looked at my 
watch, I was already 3 minutes behind. Somehow the shop took a 
minute longer than expected. I was confused. I started running, 
but I took the wrong turn. I never take wrong turns. I couldn’t seem 
to get control back over my life. Three minutes behind schedule 
turned magically into five minutes, and then six and all of a sudden 
I was almost ten minutes behind. Still not being acknowledged by 
anyone on the street. Walking back and forth. Not knowing where 
I was going any more. Not knowing who I was any more. Not 
understanding why all those people, with their headphones, were 
walking at me. Trying desperately to speak to them, but none of 
them seeing me. None of them acknowledging me. No smiles. No 
tipping of hats. No ‘good morning’s. No eye contact. Nothing. I was 
invisible. I didn’t exist any more. I was a ghost in the middle of a 
big pool of nothing. 

THREE: I haven’t left my home in months. My partner’s gone. For obvious 
reasons. Life at home became pretty unbearable. But I’ve been so 
happy. The happiest I’ve ever been. Living in silence. Living in 
solitude. Living in isolation. Away from anyone. Where none of 
them can hurt me and my voice never grating on me again. 

TWO: It’s weird living an entire life and not making any impact. Not to 
have done anything. Be unremarkable. Being… well, being 
irrelevant to the world. You see, all that’s left from my memory of 
my mum now is this thing she told us as children. Every meal at 
about 4. The table would always be set beautifully, and we would 
sit there, me, my brother, and my mother, and just before we would 
start eating, she would say to us, “if you only remember one thing 
from me after I die, remember this…”  

Stop  

 I just wish I could remember what it was. 
 

END. 
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POINT EIGHT – CREATION 
RESPONSE/ABILITY 
 
Two actors 
 
 

SOUNDTRACK:  NEW RAG and STOPTIME RAG  
by SCOTT JOPLIN 

 
 

ONE enters, carrying a large bag  
ONE sits SC and looks around suspiciously 
 
After a few moments, ONE takes out a large laptop and turns it on 
 
After a few more moments, ONE starts to type feverishly 
 
Suddenly, TWO enters  
TWO walks DSC and lights a cigarette 
 
ONE looks at TWO, and stops typing 
When ONE stops typing, TWO freezes 
This happens several times 

ONE stops typing and thinks 
ONE types again 

TWO: I want… 

ONE stops typing and TWO stops talking 
ONE suddenly taps the delete button several times 

TWO: Tnow yah. 

Again, ONE types 

TWO: I am… 

Again, ONE taps on the delete button several times 

TWO: Meh yah! 

ONE types hesitantly 

TWO: I want… 
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ONE stops for a moment and then starts typing excitedly 

TWO: I want to dance! 

TWO starts dancing  
As the typing intensifies, so do TWO’s dance moves 

ONE and TWO suddenly both stop 
ONE gets up and looks at TWO  
TWO is still 
 
ONE comes close to TWO and examines TWO closely 
ONE thinks about touching TWO, but doesn’t 
 
ONE goes back to the laptop and starts typing 
At first, ONE types very slowly and then gradually the typing quickens 
TWO follows the tempo with the speech, at first very slow and gradually quickening 

TWO: So, you see, there is... I mean, there was… I always thought. I mean, 
no. Because, you see. I mean, it’s all just, you know. Right? Of course. 
Because, like, I mean, whatever happens, just… you know, happens 
and like. I mean, what you don’t. I mean, don’t know. I… not that there 
really is a… what do I want to say? Yes, that’s it. Like a… yeah, that’s 
it. That’s it. Right. I mean, like a… whatever it is, is like… um… I mean, 
um… you see? I mean, you see, whatever it is, is like… um… I mean, 
um… you see? I mean, you see, right? Right? No? Right. I mean, no. 
It’s not… it’s not… it’s not like it was, you know… like it was… yeah? 
Right. I think we know. Yeah, yeah! I mean, not really, like, like I… I 
mean, no. Right? Right. 

They both stop 
 
ONE gets up and examines TWO again  
ONE wants to touch TWO but decides not to 
 
ONE goes back to the laptop and starts typing 
TWO starts barking like a dog 
TWO gets on all fours and behaves like a dog 
TWO behaves in an almost mechanical way, but it’s clear that TWO is unhappy, as if 
possessed  
TWO would like to protest, but is unable to communicate 
ONE continues typing, while looking up from the laptop screen at TWO behaving in 
a degrading manner 
ONE stops at a moment in which TWO is in a strange position, having to hold it 
 
ONE again tries to touch TWO, this time coming very close to TWO, but decides not 
to do it at the very last minute 
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ONE goes back to the laptop and starts typing 
TWO starts touching their own body all over 
At first in a detached way, like putting on soap in the shower but gradually it 
becomes more sexual and the hands start to focus more on the genitalia 
TWO is clearly not happy but is unable to protest 

ONE looks up smiling in a slightly power-crazed manner 
ONE starts typing manically 
TWO starts to hit themselves 
TWO continues hitting themselves until they pass out 
ONE stops typing 
 
ONE comes to TWO and gently prods TWO with a foot to see if TWO’s still alive 
 
ONE is upset 
 
ONE takes the laptop and exits slowly 
 
 

END. 
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POINT NINE – SENSE 
REQUIEM FOR A HOPE 
 
Two actors 
 
 

ONE: When something dies… the smiles… the voices… the sound of opera 
for mourning… my voice. 

TWO: In what way are you mourning? 

ONE: I stopped recognising myself in my dreams. Perhaps I didn’t see that 
sleeping in my… whenever you… after all, I always keep it so deep. 

TWO: Self-destruction feels like knowing in my mind that you could conjure 
it up with tears. All it was, was a great hope for my long-gone youth… 
for death. 

ONE: Why do I feel so strongly? When was I ridiculed? I went into this 
vacuum and I thought that I’d be tortured. But you found me, and you 
placed me all along in…. I’m so happy that I’m into… 

TWO: What was happiness? 

ONE: I need to figure out the success of my happiness. I traced it to the very 
start and it has to be belief. We have to keep believing in a better 
future as a means for happiness. 

TWO: Something was… hopeful. Hope is a sad story. I am very much afraid, 
but I keep on going. All the way. To finish hope. Forever and ever. 

ONE: I am still… 

TWO: I can’t be with you. Not the way things are. They’re dying. You must 
acknowledge the way things are dying.  

ONE: This is not a notion I accept. 

TWO: For me, being with just one person is a lie. 

ONE: This is fate. I envisioned my end… alone… 

TWO: I let myself into this. Maybe there are nicer ways of dying. Maybe the 
self-torture… the survival… the dust… I will leave you. I can’t imagine 
a way in which I could see you… love you in a way so that… 
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ONE: I wanted to live with you, in this world. Looking forward. Staring in 
the opposite direction to humanity. I want us to be rescued from 
assimilation.  

TWO: How come? 

ONE: I’m alone. I am lonelier than what an enemy who is hiding daily would 
want to be. 

TWO: Perhaps hope was too early. There are nicer ways of dying. I wished 
for hope and hoped for my life to turn. 

ONE: I am that hope. 

TWO: Hope is only there to cause malice. The only way to prevent it is by 
viciously massacring it. 

ONE: I tried to get murdered once, as every minute was, perhaps… I felt like 
I was perhaps, I don't know, imprisoned in my emotional giving to 
that… that someone special, until I was able to untie the sad feelings 
that died. 

TWO: Don’t forget that fear died. 

ONE: Perhaps it’s just a reminder that I’m there. I am it! 

TWO: Remember, there are nicer ways of dying. 

ONE: It came – the nicer way of dying. I can be evil with my warm feelings…. 
my warmer feelings… my warmest feelings can’t be mourned or filled. 
I am it! Am I still the familiar stranger? 

TWO: Those romantic notions have destructive thoughts… There are nicer 
ways of… 

ONE: I wanted to go back to being so lonely in my way that what was 
missing was my cry for help… my cry for death. 

TWO: I need time away. 

ONE: Farewell. For ever and ever. 

TWO: Thank you, you wonderful fool. 

 
 
END.  



©	Sebastian	Rex,	2016	 	 info@sebastianrex.co.uk	40	

POINT TEN – QUESTIONS 
QNA 
 

Minimum three actors, maximum any number of actors 
 

- Right, it’s now time for a quick Q&A with the audience.  

- Thank you to all the people who have put questions in the box. 

- We will now pick some questions out at random. 

IMPROVISATION -  the following scene will be improvised by the cast on the night 
The rules are as follows: 
 

• One actor goes to the box of questions and picks a question at random 
• The actor reads the question out loud 
• Another actor takes on the character of an expert in the field and answers the 

question in as much detail as possible (feel free to make things up) 
• The first actor can continue asking the second actor follow-up questions and 

develop the improvisation 
• A third actor comes and argues against the second actor’s ‘expert answer’. In 

turn, the second actor argues back 
• Any number of actors can then join the conversation, emulating an internet 

message board and developing the argument with as much fury and 
nonsensical certainty as is evident in those virtual discussions 

• Eventually, one of the actors (could be anyone) brings up the Nazis or Hitler 
as a counter-argument – emulating Godwin’s Law. At that point, all the actors 
feel exasperated and go back to their starting positions 
 

This improvisation is repeated three times (i.e. 3 questions), with different actors 
playing the different roles. Once it is finished, the actors return to the script, with 
one actor picking up another question, but this time... it’s all scripted! 

- What is a manifesto? 

- A manifesto is a public declaration of intentions, opinions, objectives, or 
motives for a person or a group. 

- Well, that definition is a bit simplistic. 

- I think you’ll find that any definition tends to be reductive. 

- The word ‘manifesto’ just came to me and I wanted to look it up. Usually 
a word pops into my head because of these dreams I keep having. Do other 
people also hear voices in their head? 

- Does it have a feminine form? Manifesta? 
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- Ladyfesto! 

- I wouldn’t think a manifesto can be gender assigned. The definition says 
it’s for a group or person. A group or person can be either male or female. 

- On behalf of all females in the world, I am appalled by that statement. I 
can’t believe that in our day and age, people still talk like that. I think we 
should boycott you! 

A: Is The Bible a manifesto? 

B: I want to write a manifesto! 

- What would it be about? 

B: I don’t know… cheese? 

- On behalf of all vegans in the world, I am appalled by that statement. 

- Vagina? 

- On behalf of all vaginas in the world, I am appalled by that statement. 

- I heard that every website is a manifesto. Is that true? 

- Party at mine at 5. Bring booze. Sorry. Wrong thread. 

- Are all manifesto writers insane?  

- What about… Che Guevara? Karl Marx? 

- I hate you all! This is my antifesto! 

A: Isn’t The Bible a manifesto? 

- Have you ever read The Bible? 

- No, but I saw the movie. 

- Well, in The Bible, God smites all the sinners, and… 

- Shut up! No spoilers! 

A: Can somebody answer my fucking question! Is The Bible a Manifesto? 

- Mein Kampf is a manifesto. 

- Oh, come on! 

END.  
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POINT ELEVEN – REPRESSION 
DISTRACTIONS 
 
Any number of actors 
 
 

 Into an addiction 
Down we fall 
Staring and glaring 
As we tumble and roll 
 
Stateless statues 
Stagnating the soul 
Comforting familiarity 
As we stumble and roll 
 
In silence we sit 
But we scream and we call 
For anything to change 
As we rumble and roll 
 
Playing or praying 
Or watching anything at all 
Anything to forget 
As we tumble and roll 

 
 
 
 
 
END.  
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POINT TWELVE – EQUALITY 
THE BALLET LESSON 
 
Minimum two actors, maximum any number of actors 
 
 

SOUNDTRACK:  DANCE OF THE SUGARPLUM FAIRY 
  from THE NUTCRACKER  

by TCHAIKOVSKY 
or 

NOCTURNE OP.9 NO.2  
by CHOPIN 

 
 

All the STUDENTS are in perfect unison, as the TEACHER walks around, violently 
correcting them, and reciting the following words 
Hyphenated words should be read at double speed (or as fast as possible) 
The STUDENTS’ interjections should not stop the flow of the TEACHER’s speech, and 
the text should be treated as a monologue 

 

TEACHER: Niceness, Politeness, and `Dignity'. Unequivocal-degree-
cooresponding-all-maturity-fourth-retain-by-augmented-
defect-or-perfection. 

STUDENTS: Perfection. 

TEACHER: Every man, deep down, knows he's a worthless piece of shit. 
Flower-belonging-becoming-defect-faultless-being. 
Overwhelmed by a sense of animalism and deeply ashamed 
of it; wanting, not to express himself, but to hide from others 
his total physicality, total egocentricity, the hate and 
contempt he feels for other men, and to hide from himself the 
hate and contempt he suspects other men feel for him. 
Detail-being-perfecting- 

STUDENTS: Perfecting. 

TEACHER: -perfecting- 

STUDENTS: Perfecting. 

TEACHER: -being-diminished-being-contented. Having a crudely 
constructed nervous system that is easily upset by the least 
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display of emotion or feeling, the male tries to enforce a 
`social' code that ensures perfect... 

STUDENTS: Perfect. 

TEACHER: ...blandness, unsullied by the slightest trace or feeling or 
upsetting opinion. Excellence-or-the-better-of-standards-
being-fully-perfect. 

STUDENTS: Perfect. 

TEACHER: He uses terms like `copulate', `sexual congress', `have 
relations with' (to men sexual relations is a redundancy), 
overlaid with stilted manners, the suit on the chimp. 
Faithfulness-verb-same-state-you-considered-let-musical-
concept-in-or-legally-making-the-highest-of-at-perfect-. 

STUDENTS: Perfect. 

TEACHER: -be-the-enemy-of-good. Prior to the institution of automation, 
to the replacement of males by machines, the male should be 
of use to the female, wait on her, cater to her slightest whim, 
obey her every command, be totally subservient to her, exist 
in perfect… 

STUDENTS: Perfect. 

TEACHER: …obedience to her will, as opposed to the completely warped, 
degenerate situation we have now of men, not only not 
existing at all, cluttering up the world with their ignominious 
presence, but being pandered to and grovelled before by the 
mass of females, millions of women piously worshiping the 
Golden Calf, the dog leading the master on a leash, when in 
fact the male, short of being a drag queen, is least miserable 
when his dogginess is recognised -- no unrealistic emotional 
demands are made of him and the completely together 
female is calling the shots. Is-of-when-satisfying-the-sexual-
ideal-cannot-the-pure-unsurpussable-perfect- 

STUDENTS: Perfect. 

TEACHER: -being-want-person-the-act-without-half-condition. Rational 
men want to be squashed, stepped on, crushed and crunched, 
treated as the curs, the filth that they are, have their 
repulsiveness confirmed. Be-cooked-to-perfection- 
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STUDENTS: Perfection. 

TEACHER: -inverted-a-specifically-nearly-waitfully-spoken-expresses-
contented-all-until-expert-improved-the-differentiated-or-
word-perfect- 

STUDENTS: Perfect. 

TEACHER: -thing-lacking-embodiment-in-that-as-that-etc.-perfect- 

STUDENTS: Perfect. 

TEACHER: -perfect- 

STUDENTS: Perfect. 

TEACHER: -perfect- 

STUDENTS: Perfect. 

TEACHER: -perfect- 

STUDENTS: Perfect. 

TEACHER: -perfecting- 

STUDENTS: Perfecting. 

TEACHER: -perfecting- 

STUDENTS: Perfecting. 

TEACHER: -perfect- 

STUDENTS: Perfect. 

TEACHER: -picture-perfect- 

STUDENTS: Perfect. 

TEACHER: -word-perfect- 

STUDENTS: Perfect. 

TEACHER: -perfect-perfect. 

STUDENTS: 
END. 

Perfect. 
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POINT THIRTEEN - CHOICE 
TERMINATE YOUR PAST! 
 

HE is cooking, SHE enters 
 
HE: Do you want a coffee? 

SHE: Um… 

HE: Oh, of course you don’t. I guess I can make you some tea… I mean, 
green tea. Would you like some green tea? 

SHE: Green tea also has caffeine in it! 

HE: No, it doesn’t. Does it?  

Stop 

 Never mind. I won’t make anything. 

SHE: Actually, I would like a coffee. 

HE: Oh yeah, we have that decaf. 

SHE: No, I threw it away. 

HE: Why? You didn’t like it? 

SHE: Something like that.  

HE: Well, I guess a little bit of caffeine isn’t going to do any harm. 

SHE: Actually, I’ll have a drink. 

Stop 

 Whiskey. 

Stop 

HE: Um… wouldn’t you rather have a light wine or something? 

SHE: No. Whiskey. 

HE: Look, I don’t think… 

SHE: I don’t care what you think. I want a whiskey. 
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Stop 

HE: Sorry, but I’m not going to get you a whiskey. 

SHE: I don’t need you to. I can get it myself.  

Stop 

 You offered. 

HE: I offered tea. Not a whiskey. 

SHE: Actually, you offered coffee. 

HE: What? 

SHE: Nothing. Look, can we… can we talk, please? 

HE: About? 

SHE: What do you mean ‘about’? You know very well what I want to talk 
about! 

HE: I thought we’d already discussed this. 

SHE: No, you discussed it and I was forced to listen. 

HE: That’s because you weren’t making any sense. 

SHE: I wasn’t making sense? 

HE: No. 

SHE: What, I was hysterical? Let me guess… hormones?  

HE: No, that’s not what I… I only meant that you were rambling. 

SHE: Rambling like a crazy woman, right? 

HE: Stop it. You know that’s not what I said. 

SHE: Well, how about this for making sense? I’ve booked an appointment. 

HE: Alright. 

SHE: At the clinic. 

HE: What, for…? 
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SHE: Yes. 

HE: No. 

SHE: What do you mean ‘no’? 

HE: No. I mean no. You can’t do that. 

SHE: Excuse me? 

HE: You… we’ve talked about it. I thought we’d agreed. 

SHE: No. You’re not listening to me. You always do this. You talked. I was 
forced to listen. That’s not a conversation, and that’s certainly not a 
way to reach an agreement. But that’s your pattern, isn’t it? Every 
single time we want to make a decision, you sit me down and talk to 
me until you think I agree, without ever listening or hearing what it 
is that I want to say. 

HE: I always listen. 

SHE: You may listen but you never hear! And you know that. Don’t pretend 
you don’t. 

Stop 

HE: Fine. I’m listening… I’m hearing now. Talk to me. 

SHE: I’ve said everything I had to say. 

HE: OK, but you’re right. I probably wasn’t hearing you. So here I am. 
Hearing now. I’m your hearing aid. 

SHE: Do you think now is an appropriate time to make jokes? 

HE: Actually, yes. Because you’re laughing, and it’s nice to remember, 
even in an argument, that you love me. You used to always say to me 
that the thing you love most about me is that I could joke in the middle 
of an argument and it made you feel good. 

SHE: I do. 

HE: You do what? 

SHE: I do love you, but… I’m going through with this… I’m going to the clinic 
next week, and I’m going to do it. 

HE: Why? 



©	Sebastian	Rex,	2016	 	 info@sebastianrex.co.uk	49	

SHE: You know why. 

Stop 

HE: You know what this means, right? 

SHE: Yes. 

HE: No, I don’t mean about… about the… I mean about us.  

SHE: I can imagine. 

HE: Well, let me take it out of your imagination and into the real world. If 
you go through with this, I’m leaving you. 

SHE: I… that’s what I assumed.  

HE: And you’re alright with that? 

SHE: Of course I’m not.  

HE: But you’re willing to let all this go away just because of a little thi… 

SHE: Little? You call this little? I can’t think of anything bigger than this. 

Stop 

HE: Do you remember when we moved in here? The first night? 

SHE: Sort of. 

HE: We wanted to buy a bottle of champagne, but all we could find was 
Asti.  

SHE: Yes. 

HE: And we sat here and got sickly drunk.  

SHE: Well, you were the one that threw up on the carpet, not me. 

HE: Yes. I got sickly drunk. But I remember we were talking about the 
house being big enough for kids, and it was you. You brought it up, and 
you started dancing in the living room and singing songs from The 
Sound of Music. 

SHE: I was drunk. 

HE: You were honest. 
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SHE: And so what if I was? I’m not ready yet. I’m much happier like this. 
And with all the money that we’ll be saving, we can do the house up. 
Add more value to it. 

HE: What about adding more value to our lives? 

SHE: Seriously? 

HE: Yes. 

SHE: Do you know, economists at Warwick University checked what the 
optimal number of children is both financially and in terms of 
happiness, and do you know what the answer was? zer… 

HE: We can go camping with the children. 

SHE: I hate camping. 

HE: You used to love camping. 

SHE: And now I hate it. Please… sto… 

HE: Do you remember when we took Charlotte and Lily to the zoo? 

Stop 

SHE: What about it? 

HE: And the elephant shat on us. 

Stop 

SHE: Yes, of course I remember. It ruined the coat I bought you for your 
birthday. 

HE: It was a fun day, wasn’t it? The girls are still talking about it as the 
best thing that ever happened to them. 

SHE: That coat cost me six hundred pounds.  

HE: You had a good time. You laughed so hard you threw up your ice 
cream. 

SHE: Still better than throwing up Asti. 

HE: We don’t need to borrow other people’s children to have nice days at 
the zoo. We can do it together. With our own children. 
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SHE: I thought you looked really handsome in that coat. 

HE: Let’s go to the zoo. We can go and pet some goats.  

SHE: I’m fine. 

HE: I’m serious. You can hold one in your arms and feed it… from a bottle. 
Some milk. It’ll be fun. 

SHE: Are you kidding me? 

HE: What? 

SHE: You want me to nurse a goat with some milk? 

HE: I didn’t mean… 

SHE: You think if I hold a goat and feed it milk from near my tits, I’ll want 
to have a baby? Have you lost your mind? 

HE: No, I’m not… never mind. Sorry. Stupid idea. 

SHE: Yes. It was a stupid idea. 

Stop 

HE: It could still be fun to go to the zoo together. 

SHE: Tell you what, I’ll come with you to the zoo if you come with me to the 
clinic. 

Stop 

HE: I  don’t want us to break up. 

SHE: I don’t want us to break up either. We don’t have to… 

HE: But I can’t… I can’t stay with you if you… I can’t. 

SHE: I know. 

HE: And as painful as it may be – I’ll have to do it. 

SHE: I know. 

HE: And you’re alright with that? 

SHE: I don’t have a choice. 
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HE: But you do! You do have a choice. This is exactly what this is all about 
– your choice. Make the right choice. 

SHE: I am. 

HE: So that’s it. After knowing each other for almost thirty years… after 
being together for thirteen, you’re happy to just… 

Stop 

 Do you remember when we were in the school Nativity together, and 
you were Mary, and you wore that stupid belly even outside 
rehearsals and I kept pretending you were really pregnant for 
months. 

SHE: I remember. 

HE: And you don’t want to see our child on stage like we were? 

Stop 

 Right. I… I need to go. 

SHE: I know. 

HE starts to leave 

- I love you. 
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POINT FOURTEEN – MONEY 
KNOW YOUR WORTH 
 
Minimum two actors, maximum any number of actors 
 
 

SOUNDTRACK:  STRESS  
by JUSTICE 

 
 
A voice over recites the text like an infomercial  
The actors respond physically with one of them representing the product 
 

VOICEOVER: One of the secrets to business success is pricing your products 
properly. Get your pricing strategy wrong and you may create 
problems that your business may never be able to overcome. 
To determine the right price, work through the following four 
points: 
 
1. Know your product cost. To calculate that, find your yearly 

overhead cost and divide it by the number of total working 
hours, which averages at 52 weeks minus four weeks of 
holiday at 40 hours per week, with an assumption of 50 
percent of actual making time. Then calculate your hourly 
wage, by dividing your yearly salary by the same 52 minus 
four times 40 divided by two. Multiply the result by the 
amount of time it takes you to produce a single product. 
Next add all the material costs required to produce one and 
add a ten percent contingency. That’s it. You have your 
product cost. 
 

2. Know your market. How much can you squeeze from them 
for your product? How are you perceived in the market? 
What do your competitors charge? And how much can you 
sell? Use your knowledge to make the most of them. 
Remember, some idiots will pay anything. Take advantage 
of people’s stupidity and drain their bank accounts. Poor 
people don’t need money. They’ll just spend it on drugs and 
gambling.  
 

3. Know your revenue target. How much money do you want 
to earn? A bit? A lot? A shit load? Enough to buy some 
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cheap meth on a regular basis or enough for cocaine and 
champagne? Do you want whores from the street or high-
class prostitutes? Do you want to be able to hire once-a-
month cleaner or buy live-in servants? Do you want a dirty 
weekend in Las Vegas or a lifetime in Monte Carlo? A two-
bedroom flat or a fuckin’ mansion? Live the dream! Make 
enough to be able to shoot someone and get away with it! 
 

4. Know your competition. And more importantly, know how 
to crush them. You want to cause complete annihilation. 
Extermination. Get a shotgun and massacre them until the 
streets run red with their blood, and you get full monopoly. 
Do not, I repeat, do not stop until all their children become 
orphans. 

 
 

 
END.  
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POINT FIFTEEN – SLEEP 
BARE NECESSITIES 
 
One actor 
 
 

 Sleep. No.\ Tired. \\ 

 Age. 45. \ Last. Sleep. 16. \ Tired. \\  

 Sit. Wait. \ Sleep. No. \\ 

 Married. Child. But. Angry. \ Father. Bad. Must. Go. \\  

 Now. Travel. Search. \ Wander. \ Wonder. \\ 

 Child. Miss. \ Child. Sleep. \ Wife. Sleep. \ Friends. Sleep. \ Family. 
Sleep. \ Me. No. Sleep. \ Tired. \ Wander. Search. \ Travel. \ People. 
Sleep. \ Me. Tired. \\ 

 Me. Child. Active. \ Wish. God. No. Sleep. \ God. Listen. \ Now. No. 
Sleep. \\  

 Travel. World. Big. \ Search. \ People. Interesting. \ Stories. \ Listen. \ 
Like. Bucket. \ Listen. Hear. Keep. Memory. \ Later. Tell. \ Odyssey. \\ 

 Child. Grow. Miss. \ Stories. Tell. But. No. Child. \ Wife. Home. Sad. \ 
Father. Bad. \ Must. Leave. \ Strangers. World. Travel. \ Strangers. 
Stories. \ Bucket. \ Collect. \\  

 Sit. Listen. Until. Sleep. \ Person. Sleep. Go. \ Travel. \ Next. Town. \ 
Next. Person. \ Next. Story. \ Everybody. Story. \ One. Story. \\ 

 Ask. Tell. Story. \ Please. \ Bucket. Empty. \ Listen. \ Memory. \\   

 Walk. Hard. \ Tired. \ Child. Home. Miss. \ Stories. Listen. Happy. \ 
Me. Happy. Person. Happy. Bucket. Happy. \ More. \ Later. Tell. \ Now. 
Sad. Tired. Lonely. \ Only. Me. Stories. Memory. \ No. Son. Wife. 
Family. Home. \ Only. Stories. \\ 

 World. Big. \ People. Many. \ Stories. Many. \ Have. Time. \ Beautiful. 
Memory. \\ 

 Travel. 10. Years. \ Son. 9. Years. \ See. Never. \ Journey. Long. \  
Continue. \ Stories. Tell. Son. \ Now. Lonely. \ Very. Lonely. \\   

 

END.  
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POINT SIXTEEN - FREEDOM 
DREAMASHERS 
 
Two actors 
 
 

THE MAN sits on a chair 
THE POLICEWOMAN is behind him, drinking a cup of tea 
THE MAN takes a pack of cigarettes out of his pocket 

 
 

THE MAN: Can I smoke in here?  

She points at a non-smoking sign  
He puts the pack back 

 How long do I have to wait for?  

She doesn’t respond 

 What am I waiting for?  

She still doesn’t respond 

 Did I do something wrong? Why am I here? 

THE POLICEWOMAN: Look. If you just wait here for a few more minutes, 
they will come and I’m sure everything will be fine. 

THE MAN: What are you drinking? 

THE POLICEWOMAN: Tea. 

THE MAN: Can I have some?  

She doesn’t reply 

 Food? Anything? 

THE POLICEWOMAN: Look. If you just wait here for a few more minutes, 
they will come and I’m sure everything will be fine. 

THE MAN: Who will come? 

THE POLICEWOMAN: If you just wait here for a few more minutes, they 
will come and I’m sure everything will be fine. 



©	Sebastian	Rex,	2016	 	 info@sebastianrex.co.uk	57	

THE MAN: Can I have a piece of paper? Can I have a pen? 
Something. I feel like I’m losing my mind. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: If you just wait here for a few more minutes… 

THE MAN: They will come. I know. Everything will be fine. In 
the meantime, I’m hungry, and I’m thirsty and I 
really want to smoke. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: You can’t smoke in here. It’s illegal.  

THE MAN: I know. The sign. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: How old are you? 

THE MAN: What? I don’t know. You know that I don’t know. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: I know. 

THE MAN: So why are you asking?  

She doesn’t respond 

 You’re trying to catch me out, aren’t you? You 
think I’m lying to you. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: Are you? 

THE MAN: Of course I’m not. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: You know, things would move much quicker if we 
knew how to process you.  

THE MAN: So that’s why you’re starving me? So I break and 
give you an identity? 

THE POLICEWOMAN: Look, if you just wait here for a few more minutes, 
they will come and I’m sure everything will be fine. 

THE MAN: What’s your name? 

THE POLICEWOMAN: I don’t see how that’s relevant to anything. 

THE MAN: Is that your way of telling me it’s none of my 
business? 

THE POLICEWOMAN: That’s my way of telling you that I don’t see how it’s 
relevant to anything. My way to tell you that it’s 
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none of your business would be to say, “it’s none of 
your business”. 

THE MAN: You look familiar. Perhaps if I knew your name it 
would help me remember things. 

She smiles at him 

 I’m guessing I won’t get an answer from you. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: I don’t see how it’s relevant to anything. 

THE MAN: What day is it today? 

THE POLICEWOMAN: It’s Tuesday. 

THE MAN: Tuesday… 

THE POLICEWOMAN: Why? Do you have to be somewhere? 

THE MAN: I… I don’t know. Do you? 

THE POLICEWOMAN: Yes. Here. 

THE MAN: But you don’t want to be here, do you? 

THE POLICEWOMAN: Of course I do. 

THE MAN: Of course you do. Your job. I want to see a doctor. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: If you just wait here for a few more minutes, they 
will come and I’m sure everything will be fine. 

THE MAN: Please let me smoke. I won’t tell anyone. I promise. 
Just a few puffs and then I’ll be fine. Seriously. 

She points at the sign  

 Can’t you let me out of the room for a few minutes 
to smoke it and then come back? You can handcuff 
me, tie me with a long rope, put me in a stray jacket 
and hold the cigarette for me… anything. But 
please let me smoke. 

She points at the sign  

 Fine. (Mutters to himself) Bitch! 

THE POLICEWOMAN: Now, now. There’s no need for bad language. 
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THE MAN: There’s a need to smoke, though. Or at least to eat. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: I told you, everything will be fine. 

THE MAN: I’m hungry. And I’m thirsty. And I really want to 
smoke. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: You like it here, don’t you… 

THE MAN: This. All of this. I don’t know what you want from 
me, and I don’t know how I can help you with 
anything. All I know is that I desperately want to 
smoke. 

The Policewoman points at the sign 

 Please. Just let me go. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: I told you. Everything will be fine. 

THE MAN: I suffer from a disease. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: What? 

THE MAN: If I don’t have at least 10 cigarettes a day, my lower 
intestines will explode. It will kill me. 

The Policewoman points at the sign 

THE POLICEWOMAN: You know, you shouldn’t laugh at being ill. Some 
people have no choice in the matter, they really are 
dying. You’re very selfish!  

Stop  

 I’m jealous of you. I know you can’t remember, but 
you come from a different country. I never left this 
one. I wish I could see the world. 

THE MAN: And then forget all about it? 

THE POLICEWOMAN: You’ll remember it. Nobody can take those 
experiences away from you. They’re yours. And 
you’ll find them. You’ll see. You’ll be fine. Me, on 
the other hand, I’m stuck here in… well… nothing.  
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THE MAN: What do you mean – nothing? You live in a great 
country and you have a job. What more do you 
need? 

THE POLICEWOMAN: What more do I need? Just to get out. I wish I could 
just… just be able to leave everything and go. But 
we can’t do that, can we? Responsibilities and all 
that crap. So I’m stuck here. Anyway, don’t worry. 
You’ll be fine. 

THE MAN: The more you promise me that, the less I believe 
you. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: Are you good at anything? 

THE MAN: What do you mean? 

THE POLICEWOMAN: Do you have any special talent? Sing. 

THE MAN: No. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: What do you mean, no? Sing. 

THE MAN: I don’t understand why you want me to sing. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: Look. If you have an amazing voice, perhaps it will 
mean that you’re a singer. That will help us narrow 
things down.  

THE MAN: I am not a singer. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: How do you know? 

THE MAN: I know. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: A sportsman perhaps?  

THE MAN: No. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: A painter. 

THE MAN: No. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: I like to paint. I love to paint. I used to paint a lot. I 
actually went to art school before joining the police. 
I love painting abstracts. That’s what I used to do. 
Do you know what Abstracts are? It’s like – only 
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ideas. Shapes and colours. It’s not like portraits or 
something like that. It’s not like still life. It just 
means nothing, and yet it means everything. It’s 
like… imagine an apple. So you have the circle. And 
you have the colour – let’s say green. And then just 
keep the shape and colour and play with it and 
move it around, and all of a sudden you say 
something about everything. I loved drawing 
abstracts. Do you know what I’m talking about? 

THE MAN: Can I have an apple? 

THE POLICEWOMAN: So I’m guessing you’re not a painter. Do you play 
chess? 

THE MAN: Maybe… I don’t know. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: We can have a match while we wait. Let’s see. 
Maybe you’re really good at it.  

THE MAN: I don’t want to play chess. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: Good for you. You shouldn’t play it if you don’t want 
to. 

THE MAN: What I want– is to go home. 

THE POLICEWOMAN: Where is that? 

THE MAN: Ow! 

THE POLICEWOMAN: What’s wrong? 

THE MAN: My lower intestines. 

The Policewoman points at the sign 

 Why are you torturing me? 

THE POLICEWOMAN: You think this is torture? He isn’t even here yet. 

THE MAN: Who? 

THE POLICEWOMAN: My boyfriend. But don’t tell him, I’m actually 
leaving him. He doesn’t know. He doesn’t really 
have a choice. Still. You’ll see him soon enough. 
He’s great at his job. 
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THE MAN: What job? 

THE POLICEWOMAN: He’s an interrogator. Really good. He’ll torture the 
hell out of you! 

THE MAN: Why are you doing this to me? 

THE POLICEWOMAN: Because we need you to tell us who you are! 

THE MAN: What difference does it make? I know I am. I am 
here. In this room. Hungry. Thirsty. Needing to 
pee. Needing to smoke. I know that I’m hurt. I know 
that I’m confused. I know I’m a man. I know that 
I’m scared. Scared of you. Scared of your boyfriend. 
Scared that you might kill me. Scared that I’ve lost 
all control over my decisions. 

A loud buzzer noise comes from outside 

THE POLICEWOMAN: They’re here. 

THE MAN: And now everything will be fine? 

 
 
 
END.  
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POINT SEVENTEEN – HAPPINESS 
PURE JOY 
 
Two actors 
 
 

A: Are you happy? 

B: In what respect? 

A: In general. 

B: Unlikely. 

	

 
 
END.  
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POINT EIGHTEEN – ACCESS 
THE GATEKEEPER 
 
Minimum two actors, maximum any number of actors 
 
 

SOUNDTRACK:  A SHEPARD TONE  
 
 

A bouncer stands by a door 
The rest of the actors stand in a queue, trying to get in 
An actor approaches the bouncer 
 
 

BOUNCER: Hey, good to see you. 

A: Good to see you too. 

BOUNCER: How have you been? Haven’t seen you around in ages. 

A: I know. Been busy… the usual. 

BOUNCER: I love the shoes. 

A: Thanks. How are the kids? 

BOUNCER: Growing. 

A: Yes. 

BOUNCER: You wanted to get in? 

A: Yeah, is that a problem? 

BOUNCER: I’m afraid you can’t. 

A: What do you mean? 

BOUNCER: You can’t come in! 

A: Why not? 

BOUNCER: Sorry. Come again tomorrow. 

A: What? I can’t come again tomorrow. I’ve travelled for hours 
to get here. 
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BOUNCER: Look, it’s not my fault but you can’t get in. Nice shoes though. 

A: Why can’t I come in? 

BOUNCER: Not my decision. 

A: I need to get in. 

Stop  

 I have to get in. 

Tries to get in, the BOUNCER pushes A away 

 Who made you the gatekeeper? 

BOUNCER: My boss. 

A: Well, let me speak to your boss. I want him to look me straight 
in the eyes and tell me why I can’t come in. It’s the least I 
deserve. 

BOUNCER: I don’t have a boss.  

A: Am I never getting in? Just tell me if I get in or not. I can wait!  

Stop  

 Please. I don’t know what I’ll do if I don’t get in. 

Stop 

 I will kill myself it I don’t get in. 

Stop  

 I will kill you if I don’t get in. 

Stop  

 I will kill everybody here if I don’t get in. Why won’t you tell 
me? Tell me if I get in or not. Tell me if I… Tell me… Tell… 

A attacks the BOUNCER 
END. 
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POINT NINETEEN – FAILURE 
THE BOXING MATCH 
 
Three actors 
 
 
Two BOXERS and a REFEREE are in the ring 
 
 

REFEREE: A compulsion 
Leading downwards 
Emptying 
Taking it all away 
A compulsion 
Forcing it out of you 
Taking it under 
And under 
And under 
A compulsion 
Seeing it disappear 
Vanish 
Extinguish  
A compulsion 
Never stops 

BOXER ONE: Do. 

BOXER TWO: Fail. 

BOXER ONE: Do again. 

BOXER TWO: Fail better. 

BOXER ONE: Don’t encourage success. 

BOXER TWO: Don’t fight for success. 

BOXER ONE: Don’t aim for success. 

BOXER TWO: Don’t talk about success 

BOXER ONE: Failing is valuable.  

BOXER TWO: Practicing failure makes perfect. 
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BOXER ONE: Aspire to failure!  

BOXER TWO: I’m quite good at failure! 

BOXER ONE: Embrace failure. 

BOXER TWO: I’m top failurist! 

BOXER ONE: Failures are achievements. 

BOXER TWO: Success is nothing. 

BOXER ONE: Aspire to failure!  

BOXER TWO: I hope… or else I’m beat!  

 
BOXER TWO is knocked out 
REFEREE counts to ten and declares BOXER TWO the winner 

 
 
END.  
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POINT TWENTY – DEATH 
NETHERNITY 
 
Five actors 
 
 
A deathbed 
The family gathers around the dying FATHER 
 
 

MOTHER: Now is the night of death. 

SON: A tragic day upon us. 

DAUGHTER: We, the living, bid farewell to one of our own. 

MOTHER: One of our dearest. 

SON: Sending them to their nethernity.  

DAUGHTER: Now is the night of death. 

MOTHER: We bid farewell and kiss a warm forehead for one final time. 

MOTHER kisses FATHER’s forehead 

SON: A warm forehead above an inhaling and exhaling nose. 

DAUGHTER: A nose that sees only a glimpse of movement. 

MOTHER: Poking out of a body that is not moving at all. 

SON: And life is almost out. 

DAUGHTER: Just a few more breaths. 

MOTHER: Just a few more movements of the nose. 

SON: And soon we will part. 

MOTHER: He lived for so long and now it’s time to stop. 

SON: He’s done all he has to do in this world. 

DAUGHTER: Death will soon enter and take him away. 
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MOTHER: After spending so long getting to know him, now I must 
spend longer in getting to forget him. 

DAUGHTER: You had many years to learn about this man, but us? Only 
several, in our youth. 

SON: So little time we had to know him as a person, and now we 
must forget him. 

MOTHER: But you have lives to move on with. What do I have? Ageing. 
Rotting. Wilting. All alone. I married him because I expected 
us to age together. To rot together. To wilt together. And now 
I must do all that by myself. 

SON: You at least know a world in which he never existed. 

DAUGHTER: We have always known the world with him in it, and now we 
have to have a world with no him in. 

DEATH enters 

MOTHER: And here he is. Death. Right on time, as can always be 
expected. Why is Death never late? Giving us a few more 
stolen moments? Always on time. Always. 

DEATH: I have come to collect your loved one. You will now begin 
your mourning, as I take him away with me. 

MOTHER: Just one more farewell. 

DEATH: No, no more farewells.  

DAUGHTER: Please, just one. 

DEATH: No. One farewell is never enough and will immediately lead 
you to ask for a second one. I know what people are like. You 
think you are the first near-bereaving family I have visited? 
Nobody is ever satisfied with one farewell. People are needy. 
People are demanding. People expect death to sit and wait, 
but I don’t have time for that.  

DEATH takes SON by the hand and starts walking out with him 

SON: What are you doing? You’re taking the wrong person. It’s not 
me. It’s not me that is meant to die. It’s my father. Look at 
him, at his deathbed. Hardly any air in his lungs. Hardly any 
life in his veins. It’s him that must go, not me. 
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DEATH: I take who must be taken. 

MOTHER: No. Don’t take him. Please, he is still useful to us. We need 
him. And look at this man on the bed. He is useless. He is 
unneeded.  

DEATH: I take who must be taken. 

DAUGHTER: But if my brother goes, what will be left for me? Soon my 
parents will also die, and I will be left alone to grow old with 
no family. How will I remember my past? Who will trigger 
memories of my childhood when I’m old? Please leave me my 
brother, my trigger! 

DEATH: I take who must be taken. 

DEATH and SON exit as FATHER wakes up 

FATHER: And here I am, a bereaved father, having lost his only son, 
knowing that my name will never continue, as I lay on my 
deathbed. No parent should lose a child, yet this one is gone 
from my life, and I am so weary that the tragedy is too much 
for me to be able to cope with. I don’t deserve to live. I’m not 
a good man. I’ve lived a horrid life. I was a violent and evil 
man. And he was a good boy. A good son. And I am a bad 
father, a bad husband. My wife and daughter don’t want me; 
they want my son. Death came and took the wrong person. 

MOTHER: And we now have to learn to cope with a new tragedy. 

DAUGHTER: Have to deal with the wrong man left over in the family. 

MOTHER: After spending so long getting used to one person leaving, I 
now must spend longer in getting used to another leaving. 

FATHER: And after accepting my demise, I will have to stay with a wife 
and daughter who wish I were dead. 

DAUGHTER: And so we move on… 

MOTHER: As my son enjoys his nethernity. 

FATHER: My nethernity. 

 
 
END.
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POINT TWENTY-ONE – PASSION 
KEEP CALM AND CARRY ON 
 
Any number of actors 
 
 

SOUNDTRACK:  A BABY CRYING 
 
Throughout the scene, other noises or pieces of music are layered on top of the baby 
crying, ending in a cacophony of sounds.  

 
It is better to choose music and actions that resonate with the performers or with the 
audience, but here are some suggested sound choices:  

 
ON HOLD PHONE MUSIC  
A SQUEEKY TOY 
THEME TUNE FROM A FAMOUS TV SHOW 
AUGURS OF SPRING from THE RITE OF SPRING by STRAVINSKY 
SANCTUS from MISSA SOLEMNIS by BEETHOVEN 
DIES IRAE from REQUIEM by VON SUPPE 
LAND OF HOPE AND GLORY by ELGAR 

 
As the soundtrack develops, so does the on-stage action: 
 
Actors first enter and exit the stage, doing mundane actions (for example, singing a 
lullaby to the crying baby, looking for the squeaky toy, waiting on hold, etc.) 
 
Gradually, they begin to seem more distressed by their actions and the sounds 
The distress turns into silent screams 
The silent screams turn into audible screams one actor at a time 
The company begins to scream together 
 
Physicalisation should mirror the vocal actions  
 
As the music climaxes, the company screams together in a cathartic ending 
 
 
END. 

 
 

THE END. 
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APPENDIX 1 
 
PROLOGUE:  
MANIFESTO. 
 
Actors enter the stage in a blaze of excitement 
 
- Gentlemen and Ladies, good evening, and welcome to our Manifesto, 

which includes twenty-one points. 

- We are happy for you to drink your beverages throughout, but we ask that 
you refrain from eating, until we finish our presentation. 

- Laughing is permitted intermittently, but do please make sure you are 
laughing with us and not at us. Also, before laughing, please ask yourself, 
‘Am I a bit drunk? Or is this genuinely funny?’ Please don’t laugh at jokes 
that are private to you. 

- If you need to wee, access to the restrooms is through that door. You can 
leave and come back as much as you need. 

- We would ask you to ensure your mouths remain shut from now until the 
end of the show. 

- Except for when you want to laugh. 

- Or to drink. 

- Not to eat! 

- Oh… and when we ask you a direct question.  

- Gentlemen and Ladies, girls and boys, we know these rules seem a bit 
excessive, but they are vital for all of us to be better human beings. 

- To be better humans. 

- To be better. 

- To be! 

- Today we find our allies! Tomorrow we fight! 
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- So what are we going to do now? 

- We have gathered here as a community to make history! 

- And bring happiness in to our lives. 

- Close your mind and open your heart! Let love in!  

- Because if we work hard enough, we can achieve anything! Together we 
can make this world a better place for all of us! For our mothers, our 
children, our so-called ‘friends’, but only if you follow the most important 
thing about our manifesto – which is that you must commit fully to it. 

- By committing to these strong beliefs, we will be able to live side by side in 
harmony. 

- You must commit fully to us. 

- You cannot follow a manifesto and cherry pick. 

- From now on, you don’t need anything else except for us, so stay away 
from people who are negative to you. Madam, do you like having 
negativity in your life? No, I didn’t think so. 

- Sir, do you like people who make you feel unloved? Of course not! So get 
rid of them! Swipe left on all the horrible people. 

- Do you know why some people are incapable of genuine encouragement? 
Because they can’t encourage ingenuity! 

- Excuse me, has anyone ever hurt you in your life? You poor soul. Look at 
this poor soul. They’ve been hurt in their life and now they are a broken 
empty shell on a train to nowhere.  

- So, who do we need to get rid of? Your mum! Your son! Your boyfriend! 

- I know what you’re thinking, “I can’t do this”. But remember that we’re 
only afraid of things that have happened in the past. Repeat after me: “I 
am afraid of things that happened in the past.” 

- Right, so now that we’ve gotten rid of all the bad people in our lives. 

- Our family. 

- Our so called ‘friends’. 
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- Now that you’ve understood the importance of what we’re doing and have 
committed fully to us and to our twenty-one important points. 

- It’s time for us to start  

- With the first point of our manifesto. 
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APPENDIX 2 
 
EPILOGUE: 
ANTIFESTO. 
 
 

Actors enter the stage exhausted and defeated 
 
- Ladies and Gentlemen, good evening and thank you for coming to see this 

evening's Manifesto. Those were our twenty-one points. 

- You can start eating now. 

- Get drunk! 

- Go wee! 

- You can now open your mouths. 

- To laugh! 

- or to drink. 

- Or to eat! 

- You don’t need to answer our questions. 

- Ladies and Gentlemen, boys and girls. We will never be better human 
beings. 

- we will never be better humans. 

- we will never be better. 

- we will never be. 

- No point in battling. 

- So what are we going to do now? 

- Community is dead. 

- We will not bring happiness. 
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- Open your mind and close your heart. Love is dead. 

- We will never achieve anything like this, and we certainly won't make this 
world a better place for our mothers, our children, our so-called 'friends’. 

- We can't live side by side in harmony if we commit to these strong beliefs.  

- Don't commit to us. 

- Cherry pick your own way of living. 

- Go reconnect with the people who are positive to you. Madam, do you like 
having positivity in your life? Yes, I thought so. 

- Sir, do you like people who make you feel good? Of course you do! Bring 
them back into your life. Swipe right on all the wonderful people. 

- All those genuinely encouraging people are there to encourage your 
ingenuity if you just let them. 

- Excuse me. I have a question for you. Has anyone ever helped you in your 
life? You lucky soul. Look at this lucky soul. They've been helped in their 
past and now they are a strong and confident being on a first-class ticket 
to life.  

- So who do you need to bring back into our lives? Your dad! Your daughter! 
Your girlfriend! 

- I know what you’re thinking, “I can’t do this”. But remember that we’re 
afraid of things that haven’t happened yet. Repeat after me: “All my fears 
will happen in the future.” 

- Right, so now that we've brought all the good people back in to our lives. 

- Our family. 

- Our so called 'friends'. 

- It's time for us to finish. 

- That was the last point of our Manifesto. 

 


