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S
cen

e

A
 loft w

ith large w
indow

s to the sky, three chairs, a screen  

for projections.

G
ary 

G
ary. G

ary B
ean.

C
h

au
n

cey 
Spelled B

-e-a-n-e?

G
ary 

N
o e at the end.

C
h

au
n

cey 
So?

G
ary 

I’m
 on the list. I should be on the list. 3:30, G

ary B
ean.

C
h

au
n

cey 
A

ctor, are you?

G
ary 

G
ary B

ean.

C
h

au
n

cey 
N

ever heard of you.

R
o

n
d

ell 
I know

 him
. I knew

 his kid, D
anny B

oy.

C
h

au
n

cey 
O

h. R
ight. I forgot. Y

ou rem
em

ber m
e?

G
ary 

N
ot really.

C
h

au
n

cey 
C

huancey, C
hauncey the cam

eram
an.

G
ary 

O
h. D

id w
e m

eet?

C
h

au
n

cey 
W

e m
et. (C

on m
ucho gusto.)

 
It’s T

he A
ngel of D

eath and M
ajor Junk-head.

R
o

n
d

ell 
H

e’s a callback, C
haunce.

G
ary 

I’m
 here to audition.

C
h

au
n

cey 
For w

hat?

R
o

n
d

ell 
T

he lead, C
haunce.

C
h

au
n

cey 
W

ho’s your agent?

G
ary 

I don’t have an agent. 

R
o

n
d

ell 
H

e hasn’t been w
orking. 

G
ary 

I had one once, years ago. Todd.

C
h

au
n

cey 
Todd?

G
ary 

Todd. W
hen he w

as an agent. 

C
h

aracters

G
ary B

ean 

C
hauncey 

R
ondell 

R
ikki

Fool H
e is played by the sam

e actor as T
he Fool in “T

he Fool and 

the R
ed Q

ueen.”

C
horus V

oice off
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G
ary 

Y
es.

 
D

ow
ntow

n. G
unfire.

R
o

n
d

ell 
N

ice kid. A
ctor son of an actor. K

id w
ith no future. 

 
I’ve survived m

y son.

C
h

au
n

cey 
H

ere’s a line, R
ondell, that just cam

e to m
e. “D

id you 

com
e by here to die, Fool, like m

any do, in this tim
e of 

suicidal m
adness and m

ass m
urder?”

R
o

n
d

ell 
Too m

any M
’s. and S’s. B

ut go on, C
hauncey.

C
h

au
n

cey 
“T

here’s the front of the line and the back of the line. 

G
uys in front w

ant to go first.”

 
T

his is insane.

R
o

n
d

ell 
T

he insanity of M
an. W

hat’d you think, G
ary?

G
ary 

I thought that w
as good.

R
o

n
d

ell 
G

ood. L
et’s get on w

ith the... w
hatever this is, the 

callback.

C
h

au
n

cey 
D

id you bring anything, M
r. B

ean?

G
ary 

E
xcuse m

e?

C
h

au
n

cey 
To show

 us for the callback.

R
o

n
d

ell 
O

f course. he has the m
aterial, perform

ances that he 

does, the G
reeks. A

m
 I right?

G
ary 

Y
es.

R
o

n
d

ell 
W

hy don’t you do one then?

G
ary 

N
ow

?

R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

ou need a second, G
ary?

G
ary 

Y
es.

R
o

n
d

ell 
G

ive him
 a second, C

hauncey.

C
h

au
n

cey 
O

ne second.

  
Pause.

C
h

au
n

cey 
W

hat is he now
?

G
ary 

H
e’s a producer now

.

R
o

n
d

ell 
H

e does perform
ance pieces here and there. 

C
h

au
n

cey 
Todd? 

R
o

n
d

ell 
N

o. H
im

, G
ary. W

hat is it, O
edipus?

G
ary 

N
o, A

rchim
edes, and another called O

restes. A
nd I’m

 

w
orking on an A

gam
em

non.

C
h

au
n

cey 
G

reeks.

G
ary 

Y
es.

R
o

n
d

ell 
So I told him

 w
e’re doing som

e experim
ental film

, I asked 

him
 to com

e over, see w
hat w

e could see. B
ut w

e don’t 

have a finished script yet. 

C
h

au
n

cey 
B

ut w
e do have sides.

R
o

n
d

ell 
W

e have sides and a basic idea. A
 prem

ise. A
 hook.

G
ary 

W
hat’s the idea?

R
o

n
d

ell 
It’s a protest.

C
h

au
n

cey 
It’s a love story. 

R
o

n
d

ell 
It’s a protest.

C
h

au
n

cey 
It’s a protest, it’s a love story.

G
ary 

W
hat are you protesting?

C
h

au
n

cey 
T

he stupidity, ignorance, arrogance, and bloodlust of 

m
ankind. H

ow
’s that?

G
ary 

T
hat’s a lot.

C
h

au
n

cey 
A

nd w
e’re sorry for it.

R
o

n
d

ell 
So be nice and look up so w

e can see your dum
b-ass 

eyes. C
am

era w
ants to see your eyes.

 
L

ook up, G
ary.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

our son? D
an? Snorted H

, peoples shooting at him
 in 

the park?
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(A
s C

L
Y

T
E

M
N

E
ST

R
A) T

hat’s good, that’s fine, do your 

w
orst, go ahead and rape m

e, too, if you w
ant, if that’s 

w
hat you w

ant. 

I shall express m
y rage, I shall express m

y fury, w
hich is 

not sexual, no, intim
ate, but not sexual, not about 

fornication, but revenge of the blood, revenge of blood 

on blood, purifying revenge, holy terror revenge, revenge 

by the sw
ord. 

(A
s him

self) A
nd then he hesitates at the door, he 

hesitates at the Palace door, and sees him
self frothing 

and panting at the door, his heart hot in is chest, sw
eat 

pouring dow
n his neck, his thought m

angled in his head. 

H
e hesitates. 

T
he Palace door. T

he G
reek palace door. T

he m
urderous 

Q
ueen is beyond the door. T

he Q
ueen is beyond the 

door. She is a Q
ueen after all, above him

 and beyond  

the door. H
e feels sm

all, insignificant, he is nothing, 

after all, a product of his ancestors, after all, saliva 

pouring from
 his m

outh as he rants and raves and curses 

the ancestors. (Pause) 

A
nd then he sets fire to the door and burns dow

n the door, 

the m
agnificent palace door. T

he door of A
gam

em
non 

goes up in flam
es. O

restes’ terror is exalted by the flam
es, 

his terror rises to the gods. T
he terrible rage of O

restes 

rises to the heavens in the bonfire m
ade of A

gam
em

non’s 

palace door. 

T
he killing of the M

other, killing her off, m
eans separa-

tion from
 the ancestors, from

 the earth
—

the isolation of 

O
restes is com

plete—
no, confirm

ed, confirm
ed by the 

burning of the door—
but it is not com

plete, no, because 

C
h

au
n

cey 
T

im
e’s up.

G
ary 

O
kay, should I do it from

 here?

C
h

au
n

cey 
Stand up first, M

r. B
ean. G

ood. N
ow

 take a couple of 

steps to the right, and one forw
ard. R

ight there. G
ood.

R
o

n
d

ell 
A

nd keep your eyes up. D
on’t look dow

n. A
nd don’t 

m
ove around. T

hat’s your spot. Stay on your spot. O
kay?

G
ary 

O
kay. T

his is called O
restes.

R
o

n
d

ell 
D

on’t look dow
n.

C
h

au
n

cey 
G

o. R
oll cam

era. 

W
e see G

A
R

Y on the screen as he perform
s. H

e announces 

the title.

G
ary 

O
restes. H

e com
es to avenge his father, he w

ho has paid 

his father’s dues, his rent, his charges, his indem
nity—

he w
ho w

as the cause of her fury, his m
other’s fury—

She w
ho could not let go, be calm

, give up, bow
 dow

n, 

say her thanksgiving, give her blessing, she w
ho w

as the 

m
urderer of his father. T

he G
reeks knew

 all about it, 

how
 the husband is killed in the im

age of the Father, how
 

the m
other is killed for the im

age  

of the Father, and here he com
es, our boy, O

restes: 

B
itch. Scum

-sucking w
hore bitch. 

 
(A

s C
L

Y
T

E
M

N
E

ST
R

A) H
ere I am

, you sniveling, cow
ardly 

Son. Say hello, Say hello, Son, Sonny boy, you cow
ardly 

boy, com
e to kill your m

other. C
om

e to slay your 

m
other, have you, boy? 

 
(A

s O
R

E
ST

E
S) Y

es, but first I’ll tear your heart out and 

slam
 you against the w

all a few
 tim

es. H
ow

’s that? H
ow

 

w
ould that be? 
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C
h

au
n

cey 
W

ould you like to see it again, M
r. B

ean? W
e can run it 

for you.

G
ary 

N
o. N

o, thanks.

C
h

au
n

cey 
O

kay. N
o problem

.

R
o

n
d

ell 
L

et’s talk about our story.

C
h

au
n

cey 
T

he story is a love story, G
ary, not far from

 yours,  

w
ith a Q

ueen, m
edieval but contem

porary, w
ith lots of 

kidnappings and beheadings, blood flow
ing in the streets. 

B
ut it’s positive. It has a positive outcom

e.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Positive and negative.

C
h

au
n

cey 
Positive and positive.

R
o

n
d

ell 
H

ow
’s that, C

hauncey?

C
h

au
n

cey 
I don’t know

 how
 yet. Positive is positive. H

appy ending. 

R
o

n
d

ell 
Tell him

 the story.

C
h

au
n

cey 
T

here’s a guy. Y
ou know

, like I said, around your age, 

m
iddle age, your age, and he needs a friend, som

eone to 

help him
 out w

hen it’s dire. 

 
D

ire.

C
h

au
n

cey 
Y

ou know
, som

eone to call, to rely on, w
hen you get sick 

or fall dow
n or som

ething, w
hen the shit hits the fan or 

som
ething, w

hen bad things happen, like a stupid 

m
istake or som

ething, or you say the w
rong thing, or 

you’re so lonely you think you w
ant to die, w

ell, you’ll 

need a friend then, w
on’t you, M

r. B
ean? So. It’s about 

finding a friend, w
ouldn’t you say? R

ondell?

R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

es. Y
es. To be held by a w

om
an, to be rocked like a 

baby. To be loved.

C
h

au
n

cey 
To find a friend w

ho’ll help you die? M
aybe that? T

hat 

m
akes sense to m

e. M
r. B

ean?

G
ary 

W
ell, I don’t know

.

before him
 stands the flesh of C

lytem
nestra, the M

other, 

the ancient C
unt of E

arth, her teeth bared, a grow
l in 

her throat, a dagger in her right hand. C
lytem

nestra 

stands in the threshold of the burning door, indom
itable 

and afl
am

e w
ith rage. 

A
nd so the isolation of O

restes is not com
plete, the 

M
other-m

urderess stands above him
, enraged. 

Y
ou tadpole, you tw

ist of A
gam

em
non, I gave you life! 

She cries. 

A
nd he cuts her throat w

ith his sw
ord. L

ike this.  

O
ne stroke. 

O
nce again the blood of M

an gushes into the soil, nour-

ishing the earth, polluting the earth w
ith m

urder and 

revenge. For w
hat is M

an but the fountain of m
adness, 

of W
ar, of w

ayw
ard thought, of hysteria and hate? 

A
nd so goes the feeding of our hungry earth and it’s 

m
erciless M

oon! 

 
(Pause.)

C
h

au
n

cey 
T

hat it, M
r. B

ean?

G
ary 

Y
es. T

hank you.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

ou get that, C
hauncey?

C
h

au
n

cey 
I thought the ending w

as a little shaky. I thought it w
as 

confusing at the top.

R
o

n
d

ell 
N

ot w
hat I asked you.

C
h

au
n

cey 
O

f course I got it. B
ut I don’t know

 w
hat the m

oon has 

to do w
ith anything.

R
o

n
d

ell 
W

ell, it’s up there, isn’t it, reliable as death, and the 

talent’s there, so let’s go on w
ith our story.
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C
h

au
n

cey 
W

hat you say?

R
o

n
d

ell 
H

ead of the line, hanging on to Jesus’ foot. 

C
h

au
n

cey 
R

iding up through the sky to heaven. 

R
o

n
d

ell 
A

nd he’s never com
ing back. D

oes that correspond w
ith 

you, G
ary? D

oes that ring a bell, does that rhym
e?

G
ary 

N
o, m

e, I w
ant to get on get on get on get on w

ith m
y 

life, you know
, in the real w

orld.

C
h

au
n

cey 
H

e’s stuttering. 

R
o

n
d

ell 
H

e’s just nervous. M
an’s pasty-faced. H

e’s going to look 

sick on cam
era. A

nd he can’t act if he can’t talk.

C
h

au
n

cey 
H

e’s horny.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Species survival, C

hauncey, like I said.

C
h

au
n

cey 
R

ondell here is celibate. 

R
o

n
d

ell 
I do shoot guns. H

ere’s m
e in the N

ational G
uard. 

  
C

L
IC

K: S
H

O
T of R

O
N

D
E

L
L in uniform

, w
ith a rifle.

C
h

au
n

cey 
People get shot every tw

enty m
inutes in A

m
erica and  

the w
orld.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

ou think? 

C
h

au
n

cey 
I just m

ade that up.

R
o

n
d

ell 
R

em
em

ber his boy, killed by a gunshot?

C
h

au
n

cey 
Sorry. Too m

any guns, all kinds of guns, neighborhoods 

bristly w
ith them

, bristly w
ith guns.

G
ary 

B
ristling.

C
h

au
n

cey 
T

hank you. B
ristling w

ith guns. W
e love them

. W
e love 

guns. T
his is A

m
erica w

e’re in right here. L
ooks like 

dow
ntow

n L
A

, but it’s still A
m

erica. R
ondell know

s all 

about it. T
hree w

ars.

C
h

au
n

cey 
L

ike in the R
apture or the E

nd T
im

es.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

ou m
ean the front of the line for the R

apture, 

C
hauncey, or w

hat?

C
h

au
n

cey 
W

ell, I guess so, yes, I think I do. Y
es.

R
o

n
d

ell 
V

ague.

C
h

au
n

cey 
Y

ou could say that’s w
hy you’re here, isn’t it? M

r. B
ean? 

To die? 

G
ary 

N
o. I agree w

ith R
ondell.

C
h

au
n

cey 
Y

ou agree?

G
ary 

I agree it’s vague.

C
h

au
n

cey 
O

h.

G
ary 

Y
ou m

ean here on earth, or here in this room
?

C
h

au
n

cey 
I m

ean, I don’t know
 yet, actually, w

hat the story is. I’m
 

just talking about the character, you know
, and m

aybe a 

line here and there. A
ctually, he’s a regular guy, a soldier. 

Y
es, a soldier. R

ikki. W
e’re trying to find our w

ay 

through, M
r. B

ean.

R
o

n
d

ell 
A

nd the girl, the love interest, Serena, she’s not here. 

She’s not here at the m
om

ent. Y
ou w

ant to see her photo? 

W
e got a m

ug shot of her. H
ere’s Serena. 

 
C

L
IC

K: S
H

O
T of S

E
R

E
N

A on the screen.

G
ary 

W
hat a beauty. She’s breathtaking. 

C
h

au
n

cey 
N

ice girl. O
ur candidate here has that look, R

ondell.

R
o

n
d

ell 
W

hat it is. Sexual starvation. It’s species survival is w
hat 

it is. Totally out of control. I’m
 clear of that now

.

C
h

au
n

cey 
M

r. B
ean, he’s like our guy. H

e w
ants a w

om
an or he 

w
ants to get on line and rapture up to oblivion.

 
T

his is insane.
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G
ary 

W
hat w

ould I do?

R
o

n
d

ell 
T

herapy.

G
ary 

I’m
 an actor.

R
o

n
d

ell 
I know

. H
ow

 about “perform
ance therapy”?

C
h

au
n

cey 
E

xcellent, R
ondell.

R
o

n
d

ell 
L

et’s do a scene.

C
h

au
n

cey 
L

et’s say I’m
 alw

ays trying to forgive m
yself.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Pardon?

C
h

au
n

cey 
Forgive. Forgive m

yself alw
ays. L

ike I w
ish I hadn’t done 

a certain thing, said a certain thing, m
issed the m

ark, so 

to speak. G
ave in or gave up.

 
Innocent people killed like insects.

R
o

n
d

ell 
N

obody’s innocent. D
o a bad thing, a bad act. M

e, too. 

G
ot to forgive it, let it go. G

ots to accept. Even though 

it’s like unacceptable. Y
ou know

 w
hat I m

ean?

C
h

au
n

cey 
I think I do.

R
o

n
d

ell 
U

nbelievable type of m
ischance, so to speak, or a m

ishap.

C
h

au
n

cey 
I’m

 talking im
pulses, like w

ith w
ords or looks, little 

things that turn into big things.

R
o

n
d

ell 
L

ike a stupid phone call or an e-m
ail or a rem

ark, or a 

slip of the tongue, w
here you have all these enorm

ous 

consequences w
ith your w

ife, I m
ean L

ife, and it takes 

days or w
eeks or years, or never, before it’s over?

C
h

au
n

cey 
Y

eah, like never.

R
o

n
d

ell 
It’s like you can’t get back from

 those.

C
h

au
n

cey 
N

o.

R
o

n
d

ell 
N

o w
ay back. So then w

hat?

C
h

au
n

cey 
W

ell, that’s w
hat I’m

 thinking. Forgive and forget.

R
o

n
d

ell 
T

here’s an exam
ple for you G

ary, of fucked-up perfor-

m
ance, w

ounds needing healing. L
ack of im

pulse control. 

R
o

n
d

ell 
V

ietnam
 and one in the G

ulf, and the tw
o or m

ore w
e 

got now
. L

ots of bang for your buck. I told his kid, you 

hang around, you w
alk around, you expose yourself,  

you m
ight get shot. 

B
ullets flying in every direction.

R
o

n
d

ell 
A

nd he did and he w
as.

C
h

au
n

cey 
T

he suiciders are next, the bom
bers. B

low
ing flesh 

through w
alls and w

indow
s, body parts in the trees, 

A
llah applauding in the heavens, virgins on their knees. 

R
o

n
d

ell 
N

ice.

C
h

au
n

cey 
W

aiting for their m
artyrs.

R
o

n
d

ell 
M

indless m
onkey-heads.

C
h

au
n

cey 
Y

ou say you’re a friend of Todd’s?

G
ary 

H
e w

as m
y agent. Producer/agent/producer. N

ot anym
ore.

C
h

au
n

cey 
W

hat?

G
ary 

H
e’s not anym

ore.

C
h

au
n

cey 
W

hat is he now
?

G
ary 

I don’t know
, actually.

C
h

au
n

cey 
Is this him

? 

  
C

L
IC

K: S
H

O
T of T

O
D

D, at the beach, arm
s w

ide, looking 

up at the sky.

G
ary 

T
hat’s him

.

C
h

au
n

cey 
H

e’s in rehab.

G
ary 

N
o shit.

C
h

au
n

cey 
In M

alibu.

G
ary 

I can’t believe it.

C
h

au
n

cey 
H

e goes once or tw
ice a year, cleans up and dries out.

R
o

n
d

ell 
I’d go there for a job if I w

ere you. Y
ou got som

e recovery.
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R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

es, it’s hum
an stupidity.

C
h

au
n

cey 
Y

es, it is.

R
o

n
d

ell 
H

um
an stupidity, right to the end.

C
h

au
n

cey 
E

xactly. (Pause)

R
o

n
d

ell 
To m

e.

C
h

au
n

cey 
H

ow
 could this happen to m

e?

R
o

n
d

ell 
T

hat’s w
here your perform

ance therapy w
ould com

e  

in, G
ary.

C
h

au
n

cey 
R

ight. B
ut here’s the thing.

R
o

n
d

ell 
W

hat?

C
h

au
n

cey 
H

ere’s the thing. T
ragedy. It’s all in the foretelling.  

T
hey tell you, the chorus tells you w

hat’s going to 

happen, and then it happens. Y
ou get that? G

ary?

G
ary 

Y
es. T

ragedy.

C
h

au
n

cey 
It’s all in the fact that w

e are things w
e don’t know

 

about. A
nd they, I m

ean w
e, w

e do things, w
e don’t 

know
 w

e’re doing them
, and then w

e pay the price.

R
o

n
d

ell 
W

ell, you read som
ebody’s letter, you read som

ebody’s 

note to their boyfriend, w
hatever.

C
h

au
n

cey 
W

e said that already. D
idn’t w

e say that already?

R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

es, w
e did. W

e lost it there. I’m
 sorry.

C
h

au
n

cey 
W

ell, too bad. W
e lost it there. W

e w
ere im

provising,  

and w
e lost it.

R
o

n
d

ell 
C

an you help us, G
ary?

G
ary 

T
ragedy?

R
o

n
d

ell 
W

here’s your ears? Y
ou got ears? I see ears on your  

head, boy.

G
ary 

I m
ean, w

here the w
ound don’t heal and you can’t go 

back. I suppose that’s tragedy.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

ou think?

C
h

au
n

cey 
L

ike w
hen you read a letter or you hear a m

essage, you 

know
, on the phone, like that.

R
o

n
d

ell 
R

ight.

C
h

au
n

cey 
O

ne that you’re not supposed to hear or read, one that’s 

incredibly revealing.

R
o

n
d

ell 
It’s strange, the w

ay people think.

C
h

au
n

cey 
H

ow
’s that?

R
o

n
d

ell 
I’m

 just saying. T
houghts. Im

agining things.

C
h

au
n

cey 
I’m

 not talking about that.

R
o

n
d

ell 
W

hat are you talking about, pray?

C
h

au
n

cey 
Im

agining. I’m
 talking about reading som

ebody’s private 

inventory or som
ething, their secret diary or som

ething.

R
o

n
d

ell 
O

h.

C
h

au
n

cey 
I’m

 not talking about strange thoughts.

R
o

n
d

ell 
T

hat’s okay.

C
h

au
n

cey 
A

lthough that’s a possibility, I’m
 talking real events here.

R
o

n
d

ell 
I am

 too, actually.

C
h

au
n

cey 
I’m

 acting now
.

R
o

n
d

ell 
R

ight. I knew
 that. So am

 I.

C
h

au
n

cey 
So you’re thinking you’re in one thing and it’s  

another thing.

R
o

n
d

ell 
E

xactly.

C
h

au
n

cey 
A

nother thing altogether. A
nd then there’s shit in  

your face and you’re out the door.

R
o

n
d

ell 
E

xactly. W
hat I’m

 saying. Shit in your face and you’re 

out the door. A
nd then w

hat?

C
h

au
n

cey 
E

xactly.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

ou have to ask yourself.

C
h

au
n

cey 
W

hich I do. I ask m
yself, w

hat the fuck, how
 could  

this happen?
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R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

es. T
he soldier.

C
h

au
n

cey 
N

everm
ind. So. W

hy’d you becom
e an actor, M

r. D
ean? 

G
ary 

B
ean.

C
h

au
n

cey 
B

ean. 

G
ary 

W
hy?

C
h

au
n

cey 
I’ll tell you w

hy I shoot, if you’re interested, if you w
ant 

to hear about it.

G
ary 

O
kay, w

hy do you shoot?

C
h

au
n

cey 
I alw

ays w
anted to shoot the last, you know

, the last and 

the lost, the last m
om

ent, live. L
ast and the lost, that’s 

 
the m

eaning of the cam
era, G

ary. 

 
T

he last and the lost?

C
h

au
n

cey 
D

id you say som
ething?

G
ary 

N
o.

C
h

au
n

cey 
R

ight. T
here’s a cam

era over the door, and one in the 

hall, and one in the elevator, and another one right over 

the entrance here.

R
o

n
d

ell 
A

nd you have another one right over the bed there. 

w
here the girl L

aura w
as found dead by your son. A

nd 

another one out there, over the audience.

C
h

au
n

cey 
C

am
eras catch the light. T

hey appeal to hum
an vanity. 

U
sually it’s em

barrassing. See yourself. H
ear yourself. So. 

R
ondell, you feel like doing another scene?

R
o

n
d

ell 
N

o.

C
h

au
n

cey 
N

ot im
provisational. I’ve got a side right here, from

 our 

puny efforts right here, M
r. B

ean. Take a look, R
ondell. 

C
om

e on. T
he N

arrator. A
nd you, you’re R

ikki, M
r. B

ean, 

based on a true story. 

G
ary 

R
ikki?

G
ary 

I think it is. I think it could lead to trouble. T
hat’s how

 it 

is in the G
reeks. Y

ou kill the father and the son kills you.

R
o

n
d

ell 
T

here you go.

C
h

au
n

cey 
C

an w
e leave it for now

? C
an w

e drop it for now
? 

R
o

n
d

ell 
I don’t know

, C
haunce. 

C
h

au
n

cey 
Y

ou ever listen to L
A

? Y
ou know

, stick a m
ike out the 

w
indow

 and m
ake a tape? C

atch the sound, the racket? 

Sirens. G
unfire. C

ars braking. Freew
ay. C

rashes. H
orns. 

A
larm

s. Pow
er lines. A

ir conditioning. H
am

m
ers. 

Sledgeham
m

ers. G
ears. E

ngines, engines. T
rucks and 

trailers, tractor trailers. B
uses. M

otorcycles. Fire engines. 

Sirens. G
arbage trucks. D

ispose-alls. L
ids clanging. 

Shouting. K
ids yelling. T

ires. Planes. C
row

s.

 
T

hey listen. T
he sky outside the w

indow
 is gray. A

 flock 

of dirty pigeons takes off w
ith an om

inous flutter.  

 
C

L
IC

K: W
e see the pigeons in the sky.

C
h

au
n

cey 
“M

e, I feel like I m
ight go on a spree, though. I feel like I 

m
ight go on a m

urder spree.”

R
o

n
d

ell 
G

o ahead. I’ll w
ait.

C
h

au
n

cey 
T

hat w
as a line, R

ondell, from
 our actor/author/perfor-

m
ance artist over here, M

r. G
ary B

ean. 

R
o

n
d

ell 
T

hat w
as m

y answ
er to your line.

C
h

au
n

cey 
O

h. Funny.

R
o

n
d

ell 
I thought so. G

ary?

G
ary 

I never said anything.

C
h

au
n

cey 
R

ight. T
hat w

as your character, R
ikki.

G
ary 

“R
ikki?”
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R
ik

k
i 

I started w
alking aw

ay. I saw
 m

yself w
alking aw

ay. I 

saw
 R

ikki the M
urderer w

alking aw
ay. I saw

 m
y shoulders 

and the back of m
y bow

ed head, w
alking aw

ay.

N
arrato

r 
C

ut to m
any days or years later, or tw

enty hours later, 

in another city, the city of M
arapol, and w

e see R
ikki, a 

chastened m
an, a kinder m

an, a solem
n m

an. B
right 

sunlight m
akes a golden aura in the plaza, birds sing, 

and R
ikki, suffering m

ightily, rem
orsefully finds a table 

aw
ay from

 his fellow
s at the café. 

  
C

lick: S
H

O
T of R

IK
K

I sittting at the café.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Is it m

e now
 or him

?

C
h

au
n

cey 
W

ait, R
ondell. N

ow
 R

ikki tells us the scoop and then  

it’s you. 

R
ik

k
i 

I had seen m
yself as a creature m

ade of earth, of dust,  

of clay, anim
ated by a kind of electrical shock, like 

Frankenstein, set in m
otion by lightning or som

ething, 

truly hating everything alive, on a spree.

N
arrato

r 
O

r like a shadow
 on a screen or the w

all of a cave, 

P
lato’s cave, a shadow

 m
ade of reflected light.

C
h

au
n

cey 
G

ood, R
ondell.

R
ik

k
i 

I cam
e out of m

y cave and sat dow
n and looked directly 

at the Sun.

R
o

n
d

ell 
I thought that w

as m
y line.

R
ik

k
i 

I surrendered, and the M
aster cam

e.

C
h

au
n

cey 
N

ow
, R

ondell.

R
o

n
d

ell 
T

he M
aster?

C
h

au
n

cey 
Y

ou be the M
aster.

C
h

au
n

cey 
Y

es, R
ikki. O

tra vez. H
e’s our m

ain guy, you could say. 

O
kay. I’ll give you a second, and w

e’ll shoot.

  
G

ary looks at the page.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Sit over there, and w

e’ll do the lights. W
e’re in the café of 

the H
otel M

arapol.

C
h

au
n

cey 
I’ll be the innkeeper, D

on A
ntonio. R

eady? O
kay. A

ction.

R
ik

k
i 

I felt like going on a m
urder spree. W

e m
arched for a few

 

days and cam
e to a settlem

ent. It w
as a kind of com

pound 

surrounded by fences and gates. W
e approached w

ith 

cannon and hungry dogs. T
he plan w

as to kill everybody 

in the com
pound and then, if anyone survived, to set the 

dogs on them
. So that’s w

hat w
e did. W

e com
m

enced the 

killing and then the dogs attacked the w
ounded survivors.

In
n

keep
er 

H
ow

 w
ill you pay for this, R

ikki? Y
ou m

ay never be able 

to pay. Y
ou w

ill go to hell for all eternity.

R
ik

k
i 

So, yes, there w
ere survivors of the initial onslaught and 

w
e let in the dogs. A

nd w
hen that w

as over w
e launched 

a hunt, a reign of terror.

C
h

au
n

cey 
T

his is you now
, R

ondell. Pay attention.

N
arrato

r 
M

en and w
om

en w
ere torn lim

b from
 lim

b. C
hildren 

w
ere im

paled on iron stakes. C
orpses lined the road, 

blood flow
ed in the ditches. T

he sky w
as dark and 

starless, just the crack of a crescent m
oon. M

urderous 

thoughts thickened the dank air. M
en cow

ered behind 

w
alls, in burrow

s, in caves, underground.
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G
ary 

Y
es, I do agree w

ith that. Y
ou let the character com

e  

into your body.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Is that it?

C
h

au
n

cey 
T

hat’s it for now
, R

ondell.  

A
s outside darkness falls.

C
h

au
n

cey 
It’s getting dark. 

T
he streetlights disfiguring the night like scars, the car 

beam
s cutting through in a stream

, like a bloodstream
 of 

light for the glow
 of the city.

C
h

au
n

cey 
O

f course, killing is advantageous from
 an evolutionary 

point of view
, historically or scientifically. 

G
ary 

M
y son’s death w

as random
. T

here’s no m
eaning  

to random
.

R
o

n
d

ell 
It’s not personal. L

et him
 think.

C
h

au
n

cey 
C

ould be jealousy or pride. C
ould be sex on his m

ind, as 

usual, as alw
ays, love and affection as usual as alw

ays, 

or a biological advantage, you could say, som
ething like 

that, som
e kind of an advantage accruing from

 m
urder, 

som
e kind of an edge, w

ouldn’t you say? 

G
ary 

N
o. N

o, that’s not w
hat I w

ould say.

C
h

au
n

cey 
O

therw
ise it’s totally m

eaningless, w
ouldn’t you say?

G
ary 

Y
es, I w

ould. It’s totally m
eaningless.

C
h

au
n

cey 
G

enocide and fratricide, because the land’s used up and 

the trees are gone and the w
ater’s m

uddied, so it’s a kind 

of suicide as w
ell, w

ouldn’t you say?

R
o

n
d

ell 
I think he w

ould.

C
h

au
n

cey 
Peoples invade another country, going after the w

ater,  

or the land, or the oil, or the gold, w
hatever, get the 

indigenous tribes at each other’s throats, no holds barred, 

R
o

n
d

ell  
(A

s M
A

ST
E

R) Y
ou m

ust start to pay. Start now
 and don’t 

ever stop.

R
ik

k
i 

H
ow

 do I pay? 

R
o

n
d

ell 
(A

s M
A

ST
E

R) H
elp. Y

ou m
ust help everyone and every-

thing in your path. W
hatever it is, w

hoever it is, w
hat 

they w
ant, w

hat they need, help of all kinds, for the 

dying, for the just born, the sick and the lam
e, the 

laborers and the beggars, the stupid and the insane, you 

have to help all, w
ith m

oney, w
ith food, w

ith affection, 

w
ithout judgm

ent, you m
ust help. Y

ou get that, R
ikki?

 
Y

es. H
e gets it.

G
ary 

Y
es.

C
h

au
n

cey 
G

ood. C
ut. T

hank you, M
r. B

ean, R
ondell.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Script sounds just like you, C

haunce. 

G
ary 

Y
ou w

rote that? 

C
h

au
n

cey 
T

hat w
as a dream

 I had, M
r. B

ean, sort of, you could 

say, a nightm
are w

ith a happy ending. M
ost of the tim

e  

I w
as terrified in the dream

, and then there w
as this 

trem
endous release from

 fear, because the guy w
as 

m
aking am

ends. 

R
o

n
d

ell 
C

hauncey here has access to the spirit w
orld. D

on’t  

you C
haunce?

C
h

au
n

cey 
Y

es. It’s the w
orld right behind this one. It’s w

riting, 

R
ondell, w

riting and acting. M
r. B

ean here w
ould know

.

G
ary 

C
all m

e, G
ary. (Stands as if to go.)

C
h

au
n

cey 
G

ary. Sit dow
n. W

e’re not done. 

  
G

A
R

Y sits. C
L

IC
K: S

H
O

T of G
A

R
Y in the chair.

 
D

o you agree, G
ary?



314
M

ed
n

ick   G
ary’s C

allb
ack 

315

C
h

au
n

cey 
M

e, neither. W
e w

ere talking about archetypes and he 

w
as talking about som

ething else.

G
ary 

A
ctually, I do think I’ll go.

C
h

au
n

cey 
W

ait a m
inute. D

on’t leave now
. W

e’re on a roll here.  

M
y audition cam

era is still set up. A
ll w

e need is light. 

R
o

n
d

ell 
H

it the sw
itch, C

haunce.

C
h

au
n

cey 
T

here w
e go. It’s on. W

e’re lit, w
e’re on. It’s on now

,  

M
r. B

ean, G
ary.

R
o

n
d

ell 
W

here you going to go, B
ean? O

ut to the desert to your 

loneliness, to your self-reproaching loneliness and turkey 

dinner isolation in the coffee shop from
 hell? Pay, G

ary, 

pay. H
ere’s a chance to pay!

 
L

ike in our little m
edieval m

ovie.

G
ary 

H
ow

? For w
hat?

R
o

n
d

ell 
In front of the cam

era. L
ike R

ikki. For all our sins, our 

w
eaknesses and our crim

es. 

G
ary 

W
hat should I do?

R
o

n
d

ell 
G

ood m
an. Just be yourself. 

G
ary 

Is the cam
era on?

C
h

au
n

cey 
C

am
era’s on. See the red light?

R
o

n
d

ell 
W

e can w
atch the m

onitor, but you can’t. D
on’t look at 

the m
onitor.

C
h

au
n

cey 
A

ction.

G
ary 

First D
anny B

oy is shot dead and then I’m
 alone on the 

 
street. I w

ould stand there som
ew

here you know
 under a 

streetlight in an alley and shake and trem
ble and w

eep. 

A
nd then I w

alked on. I had a vision.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Say m

ore, M
r. B

ean.

G
ary 

It w
as a m

an, or it w
as G

od in the form
 of a m

an. 

D
ow

ntow
n L

A
. T

he sky turned red and the earth cracked. 

like our boy R
ikki here, and then they tell them

 to get 

their shit together or they’re leaving. Y
ou get that?

R
o

n
d

ell 
H

ere’s the thing I’m
 trying to say, w

hich is you don’t 

w
ant to know

 the private m
aterial, his stuff, her stuff, 

you don’t w
ant to know

, you don’t w
ant to com

m
ent, 

you don’t w
ant to run their show

, you w
ant to m

ind  

your ow
n business, live and let live.

C
h

au
n

cey 
T

hat’s fine, R
ondell, but I don’t think that’s w

hat w
e’re 

talking about here.

 
I think I’ll go now

.

G
ary 

(Standing) I think I’ll go.

R
o

n
d

ell 
H

old on, B
eano. T

his is a true story.

G
ary 

H
ow

 is it true? 

C
h

au
n

cey 
It’s true, in the w

ay true is true, you know
, but no, it’s 

m
ore like a legend, I w

ould say, w
ith archetypes. R

ondell?

R
o

n
d

ell 
I w

ould say so, truly.

C
h

au
n

cey 
Sit dow

n, M
r. B

ean. 

  
G

A
R

Y sits.

  
Pray continue, R

ondell.

R
o

n
d

ell 
T

hat said, there’s trouble w
ith the w

ives, plus tw
o 

daughters dow
n in L

ong B
each, am

 I right on that?

G
ary 

M
y w

ives and I get along fine, and m
y daughters are fine.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Fine. People adapt. T

hey’ll m
ake their adaptations. People 

adapt. So you don’t m
ess w

ith their adaptations. T
hey’ll 

adapt or they die, they’ll get in front of the line. So.

C
h

au
n

cey 
D

id you follow
 that?

G
ary 

N
o.
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R
o

n
d

ell 
W

hy?

G
ary 

I don’t go to a lot of m
eetings.

R
o

n
d

ell 
W

hy you hold your hand up?

G
ary 

W
hy not?

R
o

n
d

ell 
If it ain’t true?

G
ary 

It’s true then. I feel like I belong. L
ike R

ikki. Som
ething 

m
issing, som

ething w
rong. A

 m
urderer, an alcoholic, a 

bad actor. A
ctually, I’m

 just an actor.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

ou need to pay, like m
e, like C

hauncey.

C
h

au
n

cey 
L

et’s do the side. N
ow

’s a good tim
e. L

et’s do R
ikki. 

R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

ou need to pay a lot, and fast.

C
h

au
n

cey 
L

et’s get m
ore of the story before the light runs out, 

before the tape runs out, and so on.

R
o

n
d

ell 
T

im
e runs out, and even then w

e don’t know
 w

hat 

happens, do w
e M

r. B
ean?

G
ary 

N
o.

C
h

au
n

cey 
I w

anted to leave that unsaid, R
on, about tim

e.

R
o

n
d

ell 
O

h.

C
h

au
n

cey 
H

it the button, R
ondell. 

  
C

L
IC

K: O
n the screen, w

e see the café at the H
otel 

M
aropol.

  
N

arration, please, R
ondell.

R
o

d
ell 

(A
s N

A
R

R
A

T
O

R) N
ight has fallen. R

ikki sits alone in the 

café. H
e thinks again of corpses and ruined cities and the 

stupidity of hum
an m

otivation, hum
an action, of painful 

rem
orse. H

e ponders a glass of sparkling red w
ine to 

soothe his loneliness. H
e has sw

orn to abstinence and 

I saw
 the A

ngel of D
eath and the U

nderw
orld. N

ow
, 

things have changed. I don’t see like I used to. N
ow

 w
hen 

I look at people I see the brain m
atter in their heads.

C
h

au
n

cey 
E

xcuse m
e?

G
ary 

T
he brain m

atter. I didn’t m
ean to jum

p. 

C
h

au
n

cey 
N

everm
ind. Talk. Y

ou’re still on.

G
ary 

T
he brains, the soft m

atter of the brains, w
hich m

akes 

the thoughts and feelings and hunger and loneliness and 

lust. A
nd it’s not true. T

here’s no truth in it, but the 

people don’t know
, that the brain m

atter is getting the 

picture w
rong. T

hey don’t know
 w

hy, they don’t reason. 

T
hey have reasons, but they don’t think m

uch. I see 

death a lot. T
hat’s w

hat I m
ean about the brain m

atter. 

M
y m

other’s gone, and m
y stepfather and som

e friends of 

m
ine are dead and others are dying. It’s like you say, 

everybody’s at the front of the line. 

R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

ou included.

G
ary 

M
e included. I don’t know

 w
hat I w

as going to say there. 

Pain and suffering aw
aits us all. People trying to get out 

of their bodies and m
ake it to the spirit w

orld. Som
e people 

can see the spirits flying off, up into the sky.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

ou believe that?

G
ary 

N
o. I don’t know

.

C
h

au
n

cey 
E

xcuse m
e. Y

ou w
ant to play all that back?

G
ary 

N
o.

C
h

au
n

cey 
O

kay.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

ou an alcoholic?

G
ary 

N
o. I don’t think so. W

hy do you ask?

R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

ou raise your hand at m
eetings and say the w

ords?

G
ary 

I do.
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G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) H
e w

as in great pain and he w
anted to get out.

R
o

n
d

ell 
(A

s N
A

R
R

A
T

O
R) H

e w
anted to keep one eye on his gold, 

and the other on his daughter, the R
ed Q

ueen.

C
h

au
n

cey 
(A

s IN
N

K
E

E
P

E
R) H

e begged perm
ission from

 the hiero-

phants to take leave of his torm
ented body before the 

proper tim
e.

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) A
nd they agreed?

C
h

au
n

cey 
(A

s IN
N

K
E

E
P

E
R) I w

arned him
: H

e could becom
e trapped 

near the earth, that if he left too early, his m
ight not rise.

G
ary 

I w
atched m

y m
other and m

y stepfather die.

C
h

au
n

cey 
T

hat’s not in the script.

G
ary 

M
am

a B
ean and D

addyO
. It w

as difficult.

C
h

au
n

cey 
It’s not supposed to be fun. It’ll happen to you too, soon.

G
ary 

T
here w

ere no angels w
ith harps w

aiting, or w
elcom

ing 

spirits w
ith bells.

C
h

au
n

cey 
H

ow
 do you know

?

G
ary 

I don’t. I don’t know
.

C
h

au
n

cey 
L

et’s get back to the script.

G
ary 

A
re there bells and w

histles in the script?

C
h

au
n

cey 
R

ead on and learn. T
he Fool and the R

ed Q
ueen. T

hat’s 

the title. R
ikki m

ust die.

G
ary 

Is he redeem
ed, like M

ilarepa, or m
ust he suffer the 

torm
ents of hell?

C
h

au
n

cey 
R

ead, R
ondell. T

he N
arrator.

R
o

n
d

ell 
(A

s N
A

R
R

A
T

O
R) A

nd so the Father hovered over the lake, 

w
atching over his daughter and his gold.

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) T
he fish w

ere poisoned long ago by the gold.

C
h

au
n

cey 
T

hat’s right.

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) It’s all chem
istry. E

ven the slaughter of the 

innocents.

hum
ility but he is alone. H

e is alone and no longer 

young. A
 m

an approaches, w
earing a m

onk-like cow
l.

C
h

au
n

cey 
T

hat’ll be m
e.  

H
e raises the hood of his sw

eatshirt.

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) I believe I know
 you, Sir.

C
h

au
n

cey 
(A

s IN
N

K
E

E
P

E
R) D

on A
ntonio de la Selva, at your 

service.

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) I have slaughtered hundreds of people, m
en, 

w
om

en, children, and hundreds of anim
als, dogs, cats, 

cow
s, horses. It w

as m
y duty. I did m

y duty.

C
h

au
n

cey 
(A

s IN
N

K
E

E
P

E
R) Y

our w
ine, Sir?

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) L
eave it, Innkeeper.

C
h

au
n

cey 
(A

s IN
N

K
E

E
P

E
R) A

s you w
ish, Sir.

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) L
ong have I been in service to this R

ealm
 of 

the R
ed Q

ueen.

C
h

au
n

cey 
(Is that your line?)

G
ary 

(T
hat is m

y line.) (C
ontinues as R

IK
K

I) I w
as there at the 

death of her Father, the K
ing.

C
h

au
n

cey 
(A

s IN
N

K
E

E
P

E
R) So w

as I, of course. 

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) T
hey say the spirit of the K

ing still hovers 

over the lake behind the castle.

C
h

au
n

cey 
(A

s IN
N

K
E

E
P

E
R) I believe it does. Y

ou can hear his 

longing call in the N
orth w

ind. (A
s him

self) (T
hat 

doesn’t sound right.) 

G
ary 

(W
hy not?)

C
h

au
n

cey 
(W

hy is he longing?)

G
ary 

(For release.)

R
o

n
d

ell 
(N

ever m
ind, let’s keep going.) (C

ontinues as N
A

R
R

A
T

O
R) 

T
he K

ing w
as m

iserly. H
e m

isses his gold. Som
e say a 

huge treasure lies buried at the bottom
 of the lake. 
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C
h

au
n

cey 
W

ho’s rhym
ing now

? “Face frozen…
” C

om
e on.

G
ary 

Parental love, m
aybe, the love of the parent.

C
h

au
n

cey 
D

o w
e have footage of the Fool? 

R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

es, w
e do. 

C
h

au
n

cey 
T

hank you, R
ondell.

G
ary 

I think I have to go now
.

R
o

n
d

ell 
W

here?

G
ary 

I don’t know
 w

here.

C
h

au
n

cey 
H

it the button, R
ondell.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

ou got now
here to go, G

ary, for G
od’s sake. 

  
H

e hits the “button.” T
he F

O
O

L appears on the screen 

and speaks directly into C
A

M
E

R
A.

Fo
o

l 
I grew

 up alone and at first I w
as defiant. I had renounced 

the kingdom
 and set out to m

ake m
y nam

e and fortune. 

I w
as angry and proud

, though m
y father had been a 

Fool, and his father before him
. Fools all. I had no 

understanding and no w
ish to d

ance and caper for the 

royals. T
here w

ere a few
 honest m

en, farm
ers, craftsm

en, 

but the roads w
ere haunted by thieves and the insane, 

the dem
ented and the dying, killers and m

ad boys, w
ho, 

like m
e, w

ere lonely and confused and looking for 

refuge, but had fallen into violence from
 w

hich they 

w
ould never recover. 

  
IM

A
G

E ends.

C
h

au
n

cey 
R

ondell.

R
o

n
d

ell 
W

hat?

C
h

au
n

cey 
T

hat’s R
ikki, am

 I right?

G
ary 

Y
es. (C

ontinues as R
IK

K
I) T

he throats slashed, the death 

rattle, even the rem
orse—

chem
istry. Is that so, D

on 

A
ntonio?

C
h

au
n

cey 
(A

s IN
N

K
E

E
P

E
R) T

hat is so, perhaps.

G
ary 

Perhaps?

C
h

au
n

cey 
(A

s IN
N

K
E

E
P

E
R) I only do m

y duty. If anything rem
ains, 

it has nothing to do w
ith m

e. I am
 D

eath. (A
s him

self)

W
ell, I don’t know

 about that line. T
hat seem

s a little 

stilted.

R
o

n
d

ell 
It does, a little.

C
h

au
n

cey 
L

et’s go on, though.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Is it m

e now
?

C
h

au
n

cey 
N

o, it’s him
.

G
ary 

W
hat w

as that about chem
istry?

C
h

au
n

cey 
L

et R
ikki talk now

.

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) W
hy did the R

ed Q
ueen go to W

ar? I believe 

it w
as a chem

ical reaction in the brain, nothing m
ore 

than that.  

A
 flicker, a thought, a fear, a grim

ace, an insult, a cause, 

a fantasy, an im
age; and then, in the real w

orld, cam
e 

the taxes, the arm
am

ent, and the bloody attack on  

our neighbors. 

R
o

n
d

ell 
Too m

any “nothings.”

G
ary 

I w
as asking about the chem

istry of L
ove.

R
o

n
d

ell 
So w

hat?

G
ary 

D
oes it m

ean anything?

R
o

n
d

ell 
M

oney m
eans som

ething, so you don’t die on the street, 

alone, teeth bared to the indifferent night, face frozen in 

a grim
ace of fright.
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G

A
R

Y nods.

  
G

o, R
ondell. 

 
W

e SE
E the follow

ing scene on the screen.

R
o

n
d

ell 
(A

s N
A

R
R

A
T

O
R) R

ikki is at the H
otel M

arapol, w
here he 

lives now
, in solitude and repentance. H

e sits alone at 

the patio, a goblet of red w
ine placed before him

. H
ere, 

he sits, like this, and here is the table and the w
ine, and 

the Innkeeper approaches, or better, the Innkeeper is 

standing in silence, his head bow
ed, in the presence of 

the repentant m
urderer, w

ho has earned an atm
osphere 

of sanctity and respect.

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) D
on A

ntonio?

C
h

au
n

cey 
(A

s IN
N

K
E

E
P

E
R) M

ay I help you, Sir?

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) Y
es. W

ho is that m
an in the sun, over there?

C
h

au
n

cey 
(A

s IN
N

K
E

E
P

E
R) Form

erly the R
ed Q

ueen’s Fool, Sir, now
 

banished from
 the castle.

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) H
e lives here?

C
h

au
n

cey 
(A

s IN
N

K
E

E
P

E
R) T

em
porarily, w

hile he aw
aits w

ord from
 

the Q
ueen. 

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) H
e suffers.

C
h

au
n

cey 
(A

s IN
N

K
E

E
P

E
R) H

e is in lim
bo. T

hum
bs up or dow

n.

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) Tell him
 he is banished. T

hum
bs dow

n. W
e are 

under a death sentence, he and I. O
ffer him

 som
e w

ine.

C
h

au
n

cey 
(A

s IN
N

K
E

E
P

E
R) R

ight aw
ay, Sir.

R
o

n
d

ell 
(A

s N
A

R
R

A
T

O
R) T

he Innkeeper, D
on A

ntonio, crosses the 

patio and approaches the Fool (O
.S.).

G
ary 

Shall I play the Fool?

C
h

au
n

cey 
Turn it off. 

  
R

O
N

D
E

L
L does so.

  
R

ikki says som
ething im

portant now
. T

hat’s you, G
ary.

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) It w
as violence as perform

ance. T
here w

ere 

no m
oral consequences save for the cruelty of 

punishm
ent.

R
o

n
d

ell 
C

ould you follow
 that?

G
ary 

Y
es.

C
h

au
n

cey 
W

ar as a video gam
e. T

he N
arrator, please.

R
o

n
d

ell 
It’s not the N

arrator now
, it’s the Innkeeper.

C
h

au
n

cey 
O

h. (C
ontinues as IN

N
K

E
E

P
E

R) W
ill you drink, Sir? Y

our 

w
ine is untouched. L

ook how
 it gleam

s in the glass, like 

the blood of angels. N
o, like the essence of the red sky.

R
o

n
d

ell 
H

e’s talking to R
ikki now

.

C
h

au
n

cey 
R

ight, but the cam
era’s on m

e. W
e’ll figure it out later. 

G
ary?

G
ary 

R
ikki?

C
h

au
n

cey 
Y

es, R
ikki.

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) N
o, I w

ill not drink.

C
h

au
n

cey 
(A

s IN
N

K
E

E
P

E
R) T

ell m
e Sir, w

hat w
ill you do? W

hat path 

w
ill you take?

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) I have m
et m

y M
aster, as I have said, and I aim

 

to pay. T
hrough abstinence from

 sex, and no indulgence 

of food nor drink, nor of creature com
forts in general: a 

hard bed, a bookcase and a lam
p are all I have in m

y room
.

C
h

au
n

cey 
N

arrator?

R
o

n
d

ell 
A

h, w
e have footage here.

C
h

au
n

cey 
A

re you w
ith us, M

r. B
ean? 
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IM

A
G

E fades.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

es, w
e shall. M

r. B
ean?

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) Y
ou told the Fool, Innkeeper, w

hat I said?

C
h

au
n

cey 
(A

s IN
N

K
E

E
P

E
R) I did, Sir.

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) A
nd he asked for an explanation.

C
h

au
n

cey 
(A

s IN
N

K
E

E
P

E
R) H

e did, Sir.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

ou are too laconic, Innkeeper.

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) T
ell him

, because I have seen the hum
an 

heart, and the explanation is in the m
oon and the stars.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Shakespeare.

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) T
ell him

 the explanation is in Shakespeare.

C
h

au
n

cey 
B

ut the story m
ay have happened before Shakespeare.

G
ary 

T
hen I have no explanation. I m

yself have lost a son in 

this w
orld for no fucking reason.

C
h

au
n

cey 
I w

ould like to say how
 the Innkeeper cam

e to be the 

Innkeeper in M
arapol.

R
o

n
d

ell 
G

ood. M
r. B

ean?

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) T
ell m

e, Innkeeper, before T
he R

ed Q
ueen 

arrives—
after the W

ar of Succession, how
 did you com

e 

to be the Innkeeper in M
arapol?

C
h

au
n

cey 
(A

s IN
N

K
E

E
P

E
R) W

hen the K
ing died w

e listened to his 

m
oaning for days on end. H

e refused to stop breathing. 

T
here w

as a rum
or that the K

ing had buried his treasure 

at the bottom
 of the castle lake. A

ll the fish died. T
he 

prize carp, and the m
iniature turtles, too, fell to the 

bottom
, poisoned, they say, by the gold. I, the new

 

D
eputy C

om
m

ander, along w
ith the rest of the servants 

w
ithout seniority, w

as m
ade to w

ait in the tow
n. It w

as 

R
o

n
d

ell 
Fam

ous last w
ords.

C
h

au
n

cey 
N

o, w
e have footage.

R
o

n
d

ell 
N

o sound, unfortunately. H
ere it is.  

 
O

N T
H

E SC
R

E
E

N
, the FO

O
L in another shot, w

aiting.

  
N

ow
 w

e m
ust w

ait for the Innkeeper’s return. See: T
he 

 
Innkeeper approaches the Fool. N

ow
 he is telling him

 

about you, that you are a soldier, dem
ented, fortunes of 

W
ar, and so on, torm

enting yourself w
ith the w

ine.

G
ary 

O
h.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

ou are a killer, and you suffer. T
he w

ine represents the 

blood of your victim
s. T

he w
ine represents the bliss of 

redem
ption. T

he w
ine represents the pleasures of ordinary 

life, now
 forever lost to him

. W
ill he take a glass?

G
ary 

W
ill he?

R
o

n
d

ell 
A

pparently he w
ill. H

e just w
aved and nodded.  

D
id you see? 

G
ary 

Y
es. (W

aves and nods and sm
iles back.) 

C
h

au
n

cey 
A

nd now
 the R

ed Q
ueen arrives at the H

otel M
arapol.  

I can hear the horses and the drunken cries of the driver. 

  
N

O
ISE

S off.

R
o

n
d

ell 
T

he Innkeeper is him
self an old-tim

er in the K
ingdom

, 

and before he w
as retired to the lnn, he w

as, like all 

citizens but the Fool, and certain privileged sons of the 

nobility, a conscript in the arm
y.

C
h

au
n

cey 
Shall w

e hear from
 the Innkeeper then, before the arrival 

of the Q
ueen? 
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stom
ach tightens. I have had no alcohol, though I sense 

its strong spirit in the w
ine. I breathe. T

he air is crisp and 

sw
eet, like the air of m

y youth. I have absolutely no 

judgm
ent upon anything, including m

yself. I am
 forgiven. 

T
he Innkeeper approaches, as he m

ust, as he should. I 

listen to his footsteps, not slow
, not quick, right on tim

e, 

like a hunter, like a m
an. I am

 his quarry, his destina-

tion, m
y death is his duty. H

e is com
ing to strangle m

e, 

on the orders of the R
ed Q

ueen. B
ut he is in no hurry, his 

duty is clear and inevitable. H
e know

s I w
ill not run. I 

have fasted three days and nights and I have not m
oved 

from
 the table. E

very hour I pour the w
ine into the dust, 

a perverse libation to the spirit w
orld, an im

itation of 

the blood running in the streets on the day of the 

m
assacre. I had becom

e intoxicated by w
ine and the 

exhilaration of slaughter. First the exhiliration of 

slaughter, the pleasure of indiscrim
inate killing, un-

bounded destruction. A
nd then there w

as the m
adness of 

drunkenness and then the rape and m
urder of virgins. I 

w
ill never be right again but I w

ant m
y m

ind to be dry, 

free of alcoholic delusion, alcoholic thinking, the 

inflation of the ego, the bloating of the self. M
y path is 

easy because m
y executioner is on his w

ay. M
y penance 

is short. Perhaps a count to a hundred and back.

R
o

n
d

ell 
A

ll right. A
nd now

 w
e’ll have to stop and consider. 

C
h

au
n

cey 
C

onsider?

R
o

n
d

ell 
T

he question of conscience, and com
passion for the Q

ueen.

C
h

au
n

cey 
Put it in the text, R

ondell. She has a speech, I believe?

G
ary 

I think it’s terrific.

C
h

au
n

cey 
W

hat?

at that tim
e w

hen m
y future Q

ueen began com
m

uning 

w
ith her personal G

od, in order to speak w
ith the spirit 

of her father.

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) A
nd the nam

e of this G
od?

C
h

au
n

cey 
(A

s IN
N

K
E

E
P

E
R) T

he nam
e of the G

od, that is, to be m
ore 

exact, the nam
e of her guide in the Spirit W

orld, is 

R
ufus.

R
o

n
d

ell 
W

ell, let’s m
ove on. T

he R
ed Q

ueen has arrived. T
he 

Fool w
ill get his ass kicked and R

ikki is a dead m
an.

G
ary 

T
he R

ikki scene.

R
o

n
d

ell 
H

e’s into it.

C
h

au
n

cey 
I know

 he is.

R
o

n
d

ell 
D

aw
n approaches in the city of M

arapol by the sea. 

R
ikki sits facing his glass and the w

aterfront becom
es 

visible in the m
orning light. H

e has been told by  

the Innkeeper:

C
h

au
n

cey 
(A

s IN
N

K
E

E
P

E
R) Y

ou m
ay sit w

ith your w
ine. D

o not 

drink. C
ollect yourself and prepare to die.

R
o

n
d

ell 
T

hese are the condem
ned m

an’s thoughts. G
ary?  

Find your chair and your light. 

G
ary 

I’m
 ready.

C
h

au
n

cey 
A

ction. 

  
E

nter R
IK

K
I.

G
ary 

(A
s R

IK
K

I) I look at the w
ine, at the color red. I feel 

m
yself looking. I lose m

y attention. I realize this and I 

return m
y gaze. I look at the glass. I feel m

y life is 

com
ing to an end, its proper and natural end. I look at 

the sunshine in the glass. I feel its beauty and m
y 
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he hasn’t done anything w
rong, as is his w

ont, so he’s 

silent, as usual, and so she says, “I’m
 just trying to 

engage w
ith you, you don’t have to hide. T

his is our last 

night together, after all.” T
he Fool struggles to speak. 

For a m
om

ent he glim
pses the evanescence of being. H

e 

is in a biological endgam
e, not breathing, frozen in tim

e, 

sensing the stone bench beneath him
 and the dark sky 

and the R
ed Q

ueen above him
. “I’ve done nothing 

w
rong,” he says, finally, w

ay too late, a lifetim
e too late. 

“O
h,” she replies, after a heavy m

om
ent and in a new

 

tone of voice, huskier, regal, and resigned, “I w
asn’t 

thinking that at all, not at all, that w
as only in your 

im
agination, Fool, these m

any years, that I thought you’d 

done som
ething w

rong. Isn’t that interesting? W
ell, 

m
aybe it’s not so interesting to you, it’s probably a shock 

for you, but never m
ind, I w

ish you w
ell. N

ow
 I shall 

ring for m
y carriage.” A

nd so the sound of bells and 

horses. In the m
ind of the Fool, w

ho has not m
oved, the 

R
ed Q

ueen is lifted off her feet by her footm
en and 

w
hisked aw

ay w
eightlessly, like a paper doll, her face 

shining and regal and tragic, and flutters into the 

m
eaninglessness of tim

e.

C
h

au
n

cey 
W

ell done, R
ondell.

R
o

n
d

ell 
L

et m
e say som

ething m
ore. 

C
h

au
n

cey 
N

ot too m
uch.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Finally I can tell the difference betw

een conscience and 

feelings of guilt. I just w
ant to say som

ething about that.

C
h

au
n

cey 
G

o ahead.

R
o

n
d

ell 
T

hat w
as it.

C
h

au
n

cey 
N

othing else?

G
ary 

T
he play. W

hatever it is. T
he w

riting.

C
h

au
n

cey 
W

e’re theatre folk. W
e’re superstitious. So w

e don’t say 

things like that. R
ead the speech, R

ondell.

R
o

n
d

ell 
M

om
ents earlier, the m

oon is still high in the sky. T
he 

R
ed Q

ueen stands in the m
oonlight, her w

eight on her 

left side, her right foot pointed w
est, tow

ard the sea. T
he 

light is just so, shining on her cheek, illum
inating her 

thin lips, her soveriegn chin, her purposeful brow
.  

A
 w

isp of red hair blow
s in the light breeze from

 the sea. 

T
hus she stands w

ith folded arm
s, as the Fool sits 

beneath her on a stone bench and sighs. “M
y goodness, 

w
hat a beauty,” he thinks, “w

hat a loss I have suffered.” 

“
Y

es,” speaks the R
ed Q

ueen
, as if replying to his 

thought, “but w
hat is lost can be restored

, w
hat is 

w
ounded

, healed
. It is not hopeless, there is alw

ays 

hope. T
his is w

hat I believe, this is w
hat I w

as taught  

to believe by m
y father, and so I shall alw

ays believe. 

T
herefore do not despair m

y dear Fool, but take heart. 

Y
ou shall alw

ays be protected by m
y R

ealm
 and its 

L
aw

s.” “Q
uite beautiful, still, but perhaps quite m

ad,” 

thinks the Fool, “though I grew
 to love her dearly, in m

y 

w
ay.” A

nd then again, as if answ
ering his thought, the 

R
ed Q

ueen’s gray eyes becom
e solem

n, her w
eight shifts 

slightly forw
ard, and she says, looking dow

n at the Fool, 

“I don’t think love is personal, not at all, to be perfectly 

honest w
ith you, love is som

ething that is there, that is 

part of the R
ealm

, one of the L
aw

s of the R
ealm

, you 

could say, outside of us, and w
ithin us, som

ething w
e 

share in together, but not personally. D
o you agree w

ith 

that?” T
he Fool doesn’t agree or disagree, he just hopes 
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eyes roll. A
 sigh (I im

agine gratitude in it) and the Soldier 

is gone. H
is nam

e w
as R

ikki. I took note inw
ardly of the 

fading light and then, slow
ly, deliberately, trying hard to 

know
 m

y footfalls in the sand as I w
alked, m

ade m
y w

ay 

back to the Inn, leaving the Soldier in his chair, as he 

w
as, for the vultures and the jackals, as he had requested 

w
ith his final breath.

R
o

n
d

ell 
N

ice, C
haunce.

C
h

au
n

cey 
I think the Fool m

ust die and R
ikki m

ust live in 

repentance.

G
ary 

N
o. R

ikki m
ust die, as it is, and the Fool m

ust live.  

H
e m

ust see a w
om

an, an angel, and decide to live.

C
h

au
n

cey 
Serena? She’s our angel. B

ut she’s m
issed her chance.

R
o

n
d

ell 
H

ere’s her head shot.  

 
C

L
IC

K: S
E

R
E

N
A again, in a different pose.

C
h

au
n

cey 
She’s m

issed her chance, R
ondell. 

R
o

n
d

ell 
She w

ay m
issed it, C

haunce.

C
h

au
n

cey 
She thinks I’m

 the D
evil, her. E

l D
iablo. Porque? E

s la 

m
irada. T

he look.

 
M

aestro de la M
irada.

C
h

au
n

cey 
It’s just another step, you know

, w
hen you realize you  

are a look, you realize you are that look, looking from
 

above. L
a M

irada.

 
T

he G
aze.

R
o

n
d

ell 
I couldn’t follow

 that.

C
h

au
n

cey 
I am

 that look.

R
o

n
d

ell 
I still couldn’t follow

 it.

R
o

n
d

ell 
I know

 so m
uch m

ore now
 about w

hat the w
ine m

eans, 

the w
ine of rem

orse.

C
h

au
n

cey 
So w

e’ll try to be quiet and respect that.

G
ary 

I agree.

 
A

nd so they are. A
s the R

ed Q
ueen has taken her leave 

for the last tim
e from

 her old servant and com
panion, 

the faithful Fool.

C
h

au
n

cey 
T

here’ll be a pause here, w
hile R

ikki w
aits for daw

n. 

R
eady, G

ary?

G
ary 

I’m
 ready.

R
o

n
d

ell 
T

he Innkeeper steps on stage, a garrote over his arm
 in 

place of his napkin.

C
h

au
n

cey 
(A

s IN
N

K
E

E
P

E
R) W

atch as I approach the little Soldier, 

 
w

ho is m
otionless as he sits in his chair staring at the 

w
ine. See how

 he is buck naked now
, having burned his 

uniform
 and underclothing. (T

he stench could be sm
elled 

for m
iles.) W

atch as I slip the rope around the Soldier’s 

neck. H
is sw

eaty neck, red from
 the sun. H

is head is bare 

and I can see the m
ovem

ent of lice, w
hitish in his black 

hair. H
e takes a deep breath. W

hen I greet him
 he is 

courteous but says he has m
ade his peace and has nothing 

m
ore to say. H

e encourages m
e to do m

y job w
ell and 

then to clean up w
ell after him

, suggesting scavengers and 

beasts, perhaps, as the m
ost effective and proper w

ay to 

dispose of him
. I say nothing. Perhaps I grunt. I notice a 

blue haze on the horizon, sm
oke from

 distant fires, the 

sm
oke of w

ar. A
nd then I tighten m

y grip around his 

throat. I am
 cutting off his breathing, I am

 stopping the 

flow
 of blood to his head. H

e gargles and his lungs gasp. 

H
e does not struggle, but spasm

s once or tw
ice, and his 
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R
o

n
d

ell 
N

ice. Funny I didn’t recognize you before. Y
ou looked 

like a different person. Pasty-faced. (T
o C

H
A

U
N

C
E

Y) H
e 

used to look in shape.

C
h

au
n

cey 
W

e’ve com
e to the end. W

e know
 the end. R

ight, R
ondell?

R
o

n
d

ell 
T

hat’s it, C
haunce, that’s all she w

rote. Y
ou com

e to a 

tim
e w

hen you got to give it up, like the m
an says. So 

that’s m
y story, not unlike our friend B

ean here, I w
as 

seeing protoplasm
 instead of the hum

an soul. A
nd I still 

have a problem
 right there, like w

e’ve been saying, off 

and on, an attitude, like fuck off and fuck you, life’s a 

drag, and so on, w
ithout m

eaning or hope, just stuff 

pouring from
 the earth and craw

ling around. I’m
 a big 

black m
an w

ho fought in the jungles of V
ietnam

 and  

I m
ade one hell of a target in the daytim

e. M
ainly I dug a 

hole and lay dow
n in it. A

nd that’s w
hat I do. D

ig a hole 

and lay dow
n, keep m

y head dow
n. T

ried to shut m
y m

ind 

off, too, w
hich w

as hard, so I used, as you all know
, as 

everybody know
s, can’t be too sensitive. M

y choices w
ere 

m
onk-like, like our boy here, R

ikki, or G
ary, but the tim

e 

cam
e anyw

ay to give it all up and turn tow
ard w

hatever 

life w
as left, becom

e the N
arrator or w

hatever and clean 

up and lie low
 and im

prove m
y im

pressions. I have a 

daughter, C
hloe—

C
h

au
n

cey 
Y

ou have a daughter?

R
o

n
d

ell 
C

hloe, I tell her, turn off the dream
 box because people 

w
ill dream

 their lives aw
ay, those are grooves the thing  

is m
aking in your brain, you can’t be too careful, but  

of course she w
on’t do it because you get back in your 

autom
obile and there it is again, life as it is, aggressive 

idiots, m
ale and fem

ale, spitting contem
ptuously onto  

C
h

au
n

cey 
C

am
era’s just a device. She didn’t show

 because she’s 

scared. T
here’s the front of the line and the back of the 

line. G
uys in front w

ant to go first.

R
o

n
d

ell 
L

ike the R
apture or the E

nd T
im

es.

G
ary 

It’s w
hat D

addyO
 used to say. Falling off the edge of  

the w
orld.

R
o

n
d

ell 
H

ead of the line, hanging on to Jesus’ foot. H
a!

  
C

L
IC

K: D
ad

d
yO

 in the sky.

G
ary 

T
here’s D

addyO
! R

iding up through the sky to heaven. 

I’d like to keep a picture of that.

R
o

n
d

ell 
H

ere’s m
e in the N

ational G
uard. 

  
C

L
IC

K: sam
e photo of R

O
N

D
E

L
L in uniform

.

C
h

au
n

cey 
H

ere’s Serena again in her w
hite gow

n. 

  
A

nother S
H

O
T of S

E
R

E
N

A.

G
ary 

W
hat a beauty. She’s breathtaking. 

R
o

n
d

ell 
She ain’t gonna show

. Y
ou can leave if you w

ant.

C
h

au
n

cey 
Y

ou can leave. C
om

e back later. C
om

e another tim
e. 

R
o

n
d

ell 
O

r never com
e back.

C
h

au
n

cey 
M

aybe you can call first? G
ive us a ring, give us a buzz, 

see if she’s here, Serena? O
r are you leaving now

?

R
o

n
d

ell 
G

oodbye.

G
ary 

N
o, I’ll stay for the end.

C
h

au
n

cey 
G

ood.
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the roadw
ay. T

his so-called W
ar of the R

ed Q
ueen is  

just like a bubble on the brain of E
arth. A

 bubble or an 

abscess, an infection, an inflam
m

ation, that’s the w
ord 

I’m
 looking for, an inflam

m
ation, so you got som

e 

bloodshed and the Sorrow
 of G

ravity.

C
h

au
n

cey 
O

h, I love that.

R
o

n
d

ell 
Y

eah, yeah. I stole that. G
od know

s w
here from

. O
ur  

boy here is going to w
ake up soon and D

r. Jones w
ill be 

sitting there holding his hand. O
r one of his w

ives or his 

friend V
ernon, or his agent, Todd, w

ill call him
 on the 

phone and he’ll startle up and he’ll say to him
self, 

another day, keep it together, keep it together, thank G
od 

you’re w
arm

 and breathing air. T
hat’s w

hat I do every 

day, every day, I thank G
od I’m

 w
arm

 and breathing air, 

and I’m
 am

bulatory. 

G
ary 

I m
ust be dream

ing. T
hat’s w

hat I do, too. So w
hat’s 

w
rong?

C
h

au
n

cey 
W

hat’s w
rong, R

ondell?

R
o

n
d

ell 
N

othing’s w
rong. Everything is exactly w

hat it’s sup-

posed to be. W
e’re just incom

plete so w
e’re alw

ays filling 

the gap w
ith som

ething, like I expounded already, som
e 

kind of foolishness in the brain. O
r a substance, like 

alcohol. W
ell, w

e know
 all that, w

e all know
 all that 

already. I’ve given it all up m
yself. I’m

 a B
ill R

ussell fan, 

m
yself.

C
h

au
n

cey 
W

ell, that’s new
s.

R
o

n
d

ell 
M

an w
as a cham

pion. W
ouldn’t take nothing to alter  

the chem
istry, am

 I right?

C
h

au
n

cey 
T

hat w
ould be right.

R
o

n
d

ell 
So he’s m

y hero. N
ot too self-righteous, like som

e people.

C
h

au
n

cey 
’C

ourse the chem
istry m

ight be w
rong.

R
o

n
d

ell 
M

ight be at that. L
eastw

ays, I’m
 free at last, free at last.

C
h

au
n

cey 
A

nd w
e finished our Play, T

he Fool and the R
ed Q

ueen, 

entire.

R
o

n
d

ell 
G

ood night from
 us here.

T
h

e E
n

d


