Midnight Brainwash Revival

By Kirk Wood Bromley

© 1999 Inverse Theater Productions; version 2.0 © 2001
WWW.inversetheater.com

For production information, contact:

Chad Gracia
917/549-8969
cgracia@inversetheater.com

Phase 1, scene 1. Triple Zero ranch, the home of William Ridge.

Swag “Now | am dead, et life begin again,
And dl | loved, what few loved me, repair
Their loss upon my earthly gains, and bring
To Moab new beginnings, for which end

| pass the execution of estate
To my son, Kyrin, and with that, am gone.”
Serena- Kyrin?
Swag Kyrin.
Serena- All to him?
Swag- All to him.
Serena- Tome?
Swag- Nothing.
Serena- Nothing for everything?
Gemma- Show in Mordecon.
Serena- Who is Mordecon?
Gemma- A friend in red edtate.
Serena- Thisisyour hand.
Swag Asyour father’s lawyer, | can attest
His anguish at the choice of bequeathd,

And though | advocated you, Serena,

Who s0 deservesit, having sacrificed

Y our wild-wanting yearsto care for him
And dl his holdings, he expressed concern
That your home-bound affection interrupt
The execution of his degpest wish,

That dl within its naturd state be sold

And developed — his motto, grow or ghost —
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Gemmea-
Serena-

So did he sde with Kyrin, who has shown
Not only hatred for but absence from
Hisfamily-land, hoping disdain convert
Quickly to the enactment of hiswill,

The sdling off of Triple Zero Ranch,

Y our share of which, Serena, shdl suffice.

It was his dying wish.

Thislying wish

More pays the living than respects the dead.

Enter Mordecon.

Mord-
Serena-
Mord-
Serena-
Mord-
Swag-
Mord-
Serena-
Mord-
Gemmea-
Serena-
Kyrin-
Serena-
Mord-
Gemma-
Serena-
Gemma-
Serena-
Kyrin-
Serena-

Kyrin-
Serena-
Gemma-
Serena-
Mord-
Gemma-
Kyrin-
Serena-

The dead have died. Does that deserve respect?
Is this the buyer?

Poor people buy, Ms. Ridge. | move markets.
Y et you'll move me not. Kyrin, stop this now.
I’ll move you soon. For now, the land will do.
And tdl usdl you plan to do withiit.
Economy in, ecology out.

O your st isspecid.

Youlikealick?

Could this pick up abit? We ve got a plane.
And aplan.

Serena, dropit.

Kyrin, it is dead.

And that’' s as low as anything can drop.

| thought so too, before | came to Moab.

Sl Triple Zero? What are you, on dope?
Kyrinisclean.

Then get your hands off him.

| hateit here, Serena. Y ou know that well.

| know that wdl is not your will, that you

Are prone, because you fed our mother’s degth,
Which was accident, an act aggressive,

To hate dl love, and now that father’s gone

| know that you would disappear as well,

But look a what this property represents
Tome itssdewill turn my wel toill.
Thisland' stheill kegpsyou from getting well.
S0 you destroy my world to hea me?

Kyrin, sign the cortract so we can leave.
What happens, Kyrin, when father returns?
He sfrozen?

Y ou could say that.

Heis dead.

Heismissng.
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Swag-

Serena-

Swag-

Serena-
Kyrin-
Serena-

Kyrin-
Serena-
Mord-
Kyrin-
Serena-

Mord-
Kyrin-

Gamma-

Serena-
Kyrin-

Mord-

Mr. Ridge was dimbing

Annapurnain the Himalayan range

When suddenly a blizzard crastht the peak,
Churning it within so crazed aturbine

Officids clam no man, nay, not even

Our grest father, his flesh with saving spent,
Could surivive, and the mountain is so fierce
No rescue team attemptsit.

| havefaith

He will return, yet you who turn his home

To somelizard’ s net, will not survive him.

He was due home on Christmas, yet they cdled
That night and he/ d been missing for aday.
Men less inconquerable have lived a week.

On lesser mountains.

O how hewill wall

To seethe product of hisliving faith

Declare him faithless dead who gave you lifel

| know he's dead.

| know you want him dead.

Mr. Ridge, family dramas give me shingles.
Serenag, it's adesert.

It'sour home.

North, a Broken Arch, you and he would st
And sing the dusk to deep. There, to the west,
We d ride with him to Idand in the Sky

And camp benegath the crowded stars. Down souith,
At Lockhart Canyon, in our cave, we spent
Afternoons of awvesome intimacy,

Then rambled east to visit hand-in-hand

Our mother’s grave at Willow Basin Creek,
Still piled with perennias we planted

And watered weeping for a touch detacht

Too soon, yet you would feed these memories
To vultures that will shit them into mals?

Y ou flatter me.

Sereng, you win. But,

If he's not back by New Year'sday, | sl.
Kyrin!

A mere three days?

He took a mere three seconds to conceive me,
A mere three minutes to think no more of me,
And then amere thirty years to accept me;

So | give him amere three days to stop me.
Our gpologies, Mordecon. Might you wait?
I’ll stay in town and savor the wildlife.
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Gemma-
Serena-
Kyrin-
Serena-
Gemma-

It pleases you to bring your brother pain?
No, it pains me that you bring him plessure.
Serena, please.

Silence, brother.

Slence.

All exit, save Mordecon and ass stant.

Mord- Message to the Clan of Lipsand Scissors:
“Moab, midnight New Y ear's Eve, dabomb.”
They exit.
Phase 1, scene 2. Enter Nova, dresst as a man, singing and planting flowers. Coyote follows her,
edting the flowers.
Nova- | am the Nightshade,
Sweet and bitter;
| am the Sundrop,
One night ever;
| am the Wdlflower,
Slickrock lover;
| am the chokecherry,
No purpose other
Than holding the soil together,
Than gaining my wish from the weether;
So | make the desert bloom,
Petdl bride for dusty groom.
Coyote- Quetipo de cosaesta? | see aman, but sniff awoman. | shdl find the tulips midst
the prickers. Howl!
Nova- Who’sthere?
Coyote- Friend and fiend.
Nova- Which are you?
Coyote- Which are you?
Nova- Show yourself.
Coyote- Show yoursdf.
Nova- If echo’sthe game, | win with “last to spesk isfirgt to lose”
Coyote- Where' s my flowers?
Nova- Where s my flowers?
Coyote- And we have aloser! And here' syour prize —regurgitated fiber!
He sings and throws up.

I’m acherry, watch me choke.
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I”’m a sundrop, rising dark.
Walflower, stuck in my throat.

I’m anightshade, blooming barf.

Nova- Those flowers are poison!
Coyote- Stroke my belly.

She grokes hisbelly.

Coyote- Pat the buitt.

She pats the buitt.

Coyote- Mouth-to-mouith.

She gives him mouth-to- mouth.

Nova- Areyou okay?

Coyote- I’m greet, but | could use alittle tongue.
Shedapshim.

Coyote- | never met no man who dapt my face.
Nova- | never met no man who ate my flowers.
Coyote- Then, honeysuckly, you an't met your man.

She pullsaknife on him,

Nova- I’ve met my man, and | am he.

Coyote- O, | get it now! You smooth for Gemma Concrete, Inc! Pave the arches, fill the
canyons, raze the buttes, turn natura parks to amusement parks, nesting sitesto
testing Sites, sunsetsinto filmsets, damn! This earth was doomed the day it traded
greenfields for greenbacks.

Nova- What are you talking about?

Coyote- Muerte Grande, Mucho Y ucko, Mordecon.

Nova- Is anyone trying to stop him?

Coyote- Mess ah-boppers, terror-hacks, and eco-punks al scurry bout and cry “d fin dd
mundo!” but none can stop him, ‘cept...

Nova- ‘Cept?

Coyote- ‘Cept he don't buy the ranch.

Nova- What ranch?

Coyote- Triple Zero.

Nova- Wher€' sit at?

Coyote- If I am Moab, then we are my feet, the ranch is my head, and the only drinkable
spring is dead-on center.

Nova- Who owns the ranch?
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Coyote- He' s disappeared (though | got holes to prove he lived), so now it's taken over by
apuppy hates his pop, a homey hates his home, a singer hates hisvoice, O the
world will die of amood.

Nova- How do | stop him?

Coyote- Sing him these four lines

Coyote sings.

Buried under Broken Arch

Scrub the scripture on his grave.

Coyote- Oy! Edatiempo adir!

Nova- Wait! Y ou said four, and that was two.

Coyote- Y ou hold the other two like aweight upon your chest. Muy tarde!

Nova- Amigo, what's your name?

Coyote- Wha's your name, amiga?

Nova- Isit obvious?

Coyote- To ahuman, no. But me, | smell apebblein askunk’s ass.

Nova- How much to keep it hush?

Coyote- If you won't do me, fifty will.

She gives him money.

Coyote- Ahora es necesita que yo escondo en € airel

Nova- Y ou never told me your name!

Coyote- Some folks cdls me |, some folks calls me you, but you can cal me anytime, and
when you do, | answer quick, adorar mis chucherias, “Y ou’ ve reacht the rebel
songdog of the West, or Coyote.”

Nova- You're that famous trickster!

Coyote- Hipster!

Nova- Y ou ship your prick beneeth the crick and knock up little girld

Coyote- | am long, they are young, the rest is evolution.

Nova- Surviva of the Sckest.

Coyote- Caray! Yo pelotudo! It is the hour tween dream and doubt, when cougarcats seem
purple sage, and doggymesat is mango sweet, so must | beg the moon for my
disguise.

Nova- Coyote, wait!

Coyote- Aya, uno mas — if you gamblin down in Moab, the rules is random, save these
three: the ante is your heed, every card iswild, and two-of-a-kind bests afull
house.

Hesdngs.

A howl, ahowl,
A howl to the moon | send!
Nothing's forever
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He exits.

Nova-

She exits.

Save now or never,
And nothing's as strange as afriend.

To stop the sde of thisranch, | Sing the owner these four lines: Buried under
Broken Arch / Scrub’s the scripture on his grave. The other two weigh heavy on
my chest. Thisisariddle. But thought can’'t loose preconscious knots, and how to
trust atrickster? | best move on. But if he tells the truth? O, Nova, not again! Y ou
lived two yearsin atree, and al you got weretics. You tied yourself to a
bulldozer and got bulldozed into jail. Y ou stuck tie-irons before the blade and lost
aman hishead. Islife worth life? Y our effort’ swisest planting beauty here
beyond society where beauty gets you trouble. | best move on. | am ame so
bothered by the she that others see, | wish | weren't a she and amble hiding from
mysdlf, but can | hide from stopping what' s to ruin that one sdf that ill givesme
sdf, the sHfless wilderness? O | must move on, for fighting merely feeds the

fight. To save nature, give nature. Peace will grow if planted.

Phase 1, scene 3. Uncle Hooch' s Hut of Wonders next to the highway thet runs past Triple Zero

Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch-

Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch
Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch-

Ranch. Uncle Hooch is napping. Enter Kid Manana, carrying luggage.

Y 0, Uncle Hooch!

Peack the hookah, chief! I'm one hit from mameacital

Hooch, wake up!

Who pesters me? Be you cat, cop, caamity, Shaman Hooch is channding the
universal ngpster, and he shan't get out the hot-tub til he downloads Minglewood.
Hooch, it's me, Kid Manana!

Not now, Kid. I'm turning a profit on the ignorant masses of my mind..
But we got customers!

Seep isashack before the mulah hurricanol

| snagged their luggage.

Groovy! What' s their number?

Why you wanna cal em for? They're comin down the path.

How many, Kid?

There' s only one path to the Hut of Wonders, Hooch.

How many customers?

| counted three, so there must be, like, three.

Their demographics?

Nah, they look republican.

Their make-up, Kid.

O ya The moms got so much on, shelike a birthday clown for the blind.
There sawoman?

And aman and agirl.

Super cdiente! Y ou the hag, me the teen.
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Kid- But, Hooch, I’m twice as young as you.

Hooch What, 0 | should trust you with a child? She'll need ingruction. Y ou got the
drill?

Kid- | got aleastherman.

Hooch The skit, Kid.

Kid- Cool. Nope, | lost it.

Hooch Kid, you are swifter than a donkey fullawetbacks. Improvise.

Kid gets behind the curtain. Enter Ted, Vicki, and Karma Dumbcowsky.

Vicki- What were ya doin, dumbass? Buildin a poopy pyramid?

Kama- Mom!

Hooch Bienvenido, mis benditos, to the Wonder Hut, where thingsistilty.

Vicki- Y ou got a phone?

Hooch No, but | got the savior.

Ted- Y ou got the savior?

Karma- Dad!

Hooch And he told me you' d be comin. You are Ted, Vicki, and Karma Dumbcowsky, of
Fittsville, Wisconsn, are you not?

Ted- He knows our names!

Vicki- We were told the savior was in Promo.

Ted- Provo.

Vicki- Stop it, Ted.

Hooch What false prophet told you that?

Vicki- One-way Toursto Apocayptic Rupture.

Ted- Rapture.

Vicki- Ted!

Hooch If the savior’ s there, why you here?

Ted- Maybe he beckoned us!

Vicki- Tdk over me again, Ted, and you will taste my backhand. We were at the rest

stop, see, but per the usud, O’ Buffalo Patty Bill here took six days on the
dumper, so the bus and our luggage went on down the road without us.

Ted- Doc Eggy told me not to strain on account my and fissures.
Karma- Dad!
Hooch- Friends, ain't we dl got the fissures? I’'m preachin bout, praise lord, the spiritua

fissures. Those soul sores, those bleeding cracks, those painful nicks and gashes
in our lives because we srain? Y ea, my little goats, we have dl got the fissures,
but the savior, yea, he bringeth the Preparation, H, for Heaven.

Vicki- Can we see the savior?

Hooch Y eg, but he hath traveled far, so needeth he his expenses reimburst.
Vicki- We gave our money to the minigter.

Hooch The savior takes dl mgor credit cards.

Ted- O we got those!

He gives Hooch his credit cards.

Midnight Brainwash Revival, by Kirk Wood Bromley * © 1999 Inverse Theater Productions



Hooch From Paestine, Texas, onetime motocross amost medaist, now a buckeroo
dirtbiker contra Bedl zeboob, driving a Jehovah Tumbleweed Turbo Spirit PG-17,
here heis, our savior, our cablebox, our independent service provider, Jesus
Junior.

Kid Manana comes out from behind the curtain.

Vicki- O beautiful boy!

Ted- That' sthe savior?

Hooch Posture, Kid.

Vicki- Grope me, Jesus.

Ted- But he's more Joe than Joe!

Hooch Normalcy is next to divinity.

Ted- Wher€' s the naked angels?

Vicki- Ted, you are killin my buzz!

Hooch Hear his message and believe!

Karma- Thisislike hdlo.

Kid- | come from the Great Hatch.

Hooch Snatch, Kid, Snatch.

Kid- | come for the Great Snatch.

Hooch And where is the Great Snatch, O savior?
Kid- There.

Hooch There where?

Kid- There there.

Hooch That'sright! Behind the curtain!

Kid- Sorry, Hooch. I''s blowin some serious bowls out back the shack.
Vicki- Can | go behind the curtain?

Kid- Yea, but | shal take the youngest firdt.
Hooch Nay, great one, you shal take the oldest.
Kid- | say that | shdl take the youngest.
Hooch Nay...

Kid- Do not cross me, crusty man, or | shal smut thee with a plague of backache.
Hooch The'll be hdll to pay in heaven, Kid.

Ted- I'll go fird.

Vicki- No! Karma, go.

Kama- No way.

Hooch Did not the good lord sayeth “ suffer the children come unto me’?
Ted- Come to my daughter, Jesus Junior.

Kid- Yeq and | shdleth.

Kid- It'sascam!

Vicki- Bad Karmal

Kid- Let me spesk with her.

Kid steps up to Karma.

Kid- My nameis Kid Manana,
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I’sbornin Tijuana,

From aho and an iguana,

My locksis marijuana,

My dgnisthe piranha,

My chill isin the sauna,

At your floral will fauna

And we |l do what dl you wanna,
So ‘fore you cal my stunt a scam,
Tdl methis my little lamb,
Youinthehear, I'min the say,
So what you pushin, pause or play?

Karma- Mom, Dad, I'll be behind the curtain.

Kid and Karma go behind the curtain.

Hooch Sir, you give your women to the truest men in town.
Ted- You'll comefor me?
Hooch Yes gr, I'll come for you.

Hooch and Vicki go behind the curtain.

Ted- Praise Jesus Junior! He's acomin for to take meto his playboy manson in the
sky. Double D’ s everywhere, Budweiser whirlpools, and wo! | bet the Pack win
every game! Now, Ted, be not proud. We must on occasion lose to win. And
gnce l’ve lost me some—my job, my license, haf my teside—it'smy turn to
win!

Enter Kyrin, Svagart, Gemma.

Swag I’ve booked Mr. Mordecon at Amanda' s B & B. The hostessis afine upstanding
conservative Mormon lady, and, if | may, atrifle sweet on me.

Gemma- O not again!

Hooch Destroy the disbelievers, Ted!

Swagart pulls back the curtain.

Hooch- And we're back from Paradise.

Kyrin- Hooch, man, how ya been?

Gemma- Kyrin, please, do not feed the animalsl Return their luggage, Hooch.
Hooch Silence, Broadway Kitschy Witch!

Gemma- Fine. I will photograph your garden.

Hooch gives them their luggage.

Hooch- Dawn comes soon enuf for the workin class.
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Gemma-
Hooch-
Kid-
Karma-

People, go home. This huckgter can't inhde but he inflates another lie.
Hearken not this heretic!

And await your savior a the Pump-N-Run.
Teenradish@earthlink.net.

Ted, Vicki, and Karma exit.

Gemma-
Hooch+
Gemma-
Hooch-
Gemma-
Hooch-
Gemma-
Hooch-
Gemma-
Hooch-

Gamma-
Hooch-

Kid-
Hooch-
Gemmea-
Kid-
Gemma-

Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-

Hooch, are you high?

Almost two feet above sealeve.

Smart man, dupid life.

Poor woman, wedthy wife,

And richer once we sl off Triple Zero.

Y ou're ling my home?

Out with the old, in with the new.

But Serena?

Shell grow up.

When my dear brother doth descend from wrestlin with the wind, he shall drain
your pulp asumthin fierce for scratchin my family jewds
Y our brother’s dead.

What? | once drove my dunebuggy ten times cross his face (dishes, man, dl fights

gart in dishes), and he just poppt right up and laught “Wilbur, ya need new
treads.”

Wilbur?

Degth isdlergic to that man.

Then death’ s been taking its meds. Who are you?

Jesus Junior.

Kid, Hooch an't hip, he' sabum. Follow in hisfib and filch you'll end up in the
Big Housg, like the son he found but one bright night to father. Go back to your
family.

| got no family.

It's goin round, Kid, but you'll dways have the Hoochy.

Thanks, Wilbur.

Enter Coyote, dresst as secretary.

Secretary-
Gemma-
Sec-
Gemmea-
Sec-
Gemma-
Sec-
Gemma-
Sec-
Gemma-
Sec-

Senor Ridge, Senor Ridge!

Who are you?

Me la secretaria nueva.

And?

Un hombre aqui to mira senor Ridge.
What does he want?

Senor Ridge.

Whereis he?

El bibe at the soring.

Tell him Mr. Ridge will beright there.
Y ou funny looking Mr. Ridge.
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Gemma- Excuse us.

Sec- Okay, okay. No bust anut, senor. Ay ay ay. All these city personas moving in,
con sus hombres como mujeres'y sus mujeres como sus hombres, ay ay ay, Moab
used to be such a nice pueblo poco. Senor Ridge?

Gemmea- Whét isit?

Sec- Mi familia, muy poveroso, y graciassmucho S...

Gemma- Aren't you getting paid?

Sec- Why you think | stand here for, madrina?

Gemma gives him money.

Sec- Gracias, senor.

Secretary exits.

Gemma- Three days, Hooch, and the Wonder Hut goes down.
Hooch Go down on her Wonder Hut and dacken the bridle, Kyrin!
Kyrin- What?

Hooch I'm askin if your squaw do injun style.

Kyrin- What' s that supposed to mean?

Hooch Does she dways use a saddle, boy, a bit, a spur, awhip?
Kyrin- Sorry, Hooch. Yalost me.

Kyrin and Gemma exit.

Hooch That Beast from the East brainwasht my nephew sumthin wicked.

Swag Y ou, senor Come-to-Nada, are the one that’ s wicked.

Kid- Wecome, wrestling fans, to the Fracasin the Cactus! Today it's Loosy Hoochy
tekin on the Tighty Whitey!

Hooch Sorry, sir?

Swag You heard me, gir.

Hooch | think you said I come to nothing, which begats you, who's never come a dl.

Kid- And theré sthe bdll!

Swag Yea, | am provoked. For bible years, Sr, | have turned my other cheek, but the

absence of your too-kind brother now thrust me to the older law, and thus my
tablet screedeth eye for eye and tooth for tooth.

Hooch Keep your teeth and eyes, sr. My life' stoo tough, too strobe-effect, for you to
chew or view.

Swag You, Sr, are abucket of sin, afilter of prurient proclivities, and you stink, Sir, of
fetid resin, perspiration, and soily sheets. Filthy infant!

Hooch Don't gtick your sensorsin my signd if you can't sand the Static.

Swag Y our metgphors are so extended, Sir, they sag beneath the weight of irrelevance.

Hooch Y our conscience is so distended, sir, your other organs sag for lack of blood.

Kid- Oo, gutbuster!

Swag- Get ajob, sr.

Hooch Why job when | can rob?

Midnight Brainwash Revival, by Kirk Wood Bromley * © 1999 Inverse Theater Productions

12



He shows Swagart the credit cards.

Swag-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch-
Swag-
Hooch-
Swag-

Hooch-
Swag-

Hooch-
Kid-
Swag-
Hooch
Swagr

Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch-
Swag-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch
Kid-
Swag-

Hooch-
Kid-
Swag-
Hooch-

Swag-

Kid-
Hooch-
Swag-

| shal dert the authorities!

What authorities? In Moab we just cut em up and throw em in theriver.

Want | cut him, Hooch?

Not even carp would go for such unseasoned mest.

O, how predictable.

Sex is predictable, Sr, which iswhy you're so surprising.

Pervert species! Honest living, family vaues, and the decent set do spurn you, Sir,
| witness.

Y ou're an eye witness, Sir, to nothing but your nogtrils.

It shdl be afine day for this conservative country when you liberds are forever
squasht benegath the glory tractors of the right religion.

Isthat what happened to your face?

Ouch!

O that day shdl the Civil War be ended.

The Civil War isended, Sr. You lost.

| have lost nothing, Sir, but what haslogt the lord! Y ou, on the other hoof, are
such hoodoo mambojambo, your depravity would imitate the savior! Of my
charity, gr, | declare - you need rdigion.

| got areligion — avoiding you.

Hammerlock chicken-wing nervestrike!

God damn right!

Use not the Lord’'snamein vain.

How dseuseit but in vain if we cdl to nothing?

Suicida desthcrunch neck submission moonsaullt. ..

Stop that!

Stop what?

Nay, | shdl not polkato the banjo of the devil. | know my spot in the line of
things, and when my spot is mayor of Moab, which this ded shdl assure, my
qudlity of lifeinitiative shdl rid of you.

When your spot is mayor of Moab, gir, | will own Moab, sir, thanks to my
inheritance, Sr, then we will see whose qudlity of life shdl rid of who, so spot me
that.

On the mat.

O, yes, tha. Asyour late brother’s counsd, | am pleased to inform you that your
share of thiswill is one million dollars.

Y azoo, Kid! We're flappin Air Force Oneto Vegas.

However, asthisis one-third of your debt to his etate, off which you have suckt,
atick of Mammon, fifty years, you, sr, are thoroughly in the red. Well, itisa
blessng to see you blush.

Raly, take down, upset.

That an't true!

Truth, g, isnow my divison.
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Swagart exits.

Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch-

Kid-
Hooch-

Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch+
Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch
Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch+
Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch-

They exit.

The flying wallet backbreaker.

Ah!

Chill, Hooch, or we'll get canned for disturbin the peaches again.

O had | peachesto disturb! My brother lost, my homeand raped, my share dl
shagged by thislatterday early worm dork, O | could just choke him on my
water.

He thinks he's Jesus Junior, Hooch, but yo, we gotta klatch.

And that Gemma, Miss Soho So-and-So, Miss Park Avenue Parasite, Miss Phony
Awards...what you say?

When?

Just now.

Just now | said just now.

A moment ago!

A moment ago’s along way back there, Hooch.

Swagart thinks he' s Junior Jesus.

| thought | was Junior Jesus!

But thinkin's bein spdlit dl different.

Don't ask me bout no spellin, Hooch. All I know isi-o0-u, d-wi, and o-j-X.
What's 0-j-X?

| dunno.

Kid, your klaich is funkin my eureka

O, ya, we gotta klatch!

What' s that goodbook say? Discredit thy creditors and thou shdlt bag thy clams.
Tits, Hooch, but listen up.

Y ou done shot the meth of invention straight on into my medulla

Hooch, | love Karma.

Kid, she'sjust akid.

| love her, though.

Help me get my money, then we talk teenradish.

| dunno.

Why not?

| dunno.

Onward cryptic soldier!

Phase 1, scene 4. A highway near Moab. Enter Officer Softy, Trash, and Spam (to the side).

Softy-
Trash
Softy-
Trash
Softy-
Trash

License and regigreation, please.

Certainly, Officer Softy.

Doesthe rudler ridin rifleshot have any identification?
No, sir.

Step out the truck.

Sorry, Officer Softy, but he's crippled.

Midnight Brainwash Revival, by Kirk Wood Bromley * © 1999 Inverse Theater Productions 14



Softy-
Trash
Softy-
Trash
Softy-
Trash
Softy-
Trash
Softy-
Trash+

Softy-
Trash
Softy-
Trash
Softy-
Trash

Softy-
Trash

Can he hear?

Negatory.

Can hetak?

Negatory.

Well, can he see?

Double negatory...not from ether eye.

Squeeky frijoles, what happened to him?

That’'s a story so darn sad, the tears d carve a culvert down your cheeks.
Youtdl thetde, let me arrange the drainage.

Wil Officer Softy, it goes abit like this. his mammy was a truckstop stripper
named Masectomy Mabd, his daddy was a cowpuncher condemned to floppy
boots, so Junior spent hisimpressable years a-smokin and drinkin just tryin to
recover from the shock a bein flasht and puncht at birth. Then, for gas money, his
folks hockt him to the Special Olympics, but Junior’ stoo retarded to compete, so
they used him asacone. Now | ain't gotta say how much them cones get knockt
about. Anyhoo, Junior run away, started livin in a septic tank, workin asa
toothbrush at a downscale kennel, and got mixt up with ano-good Crash Test-
Dummy grung out thick on milkduds. All was goin tank-sour-tank til CrashTest
logt her vitalsin ajump for Evil Knievel over Colorado, and | don’t mean the
river. So Junior, damn near despondent, tried to snub himsdlf by layin under an
asphdt roller, and that' s where | peded him up, off the freeway outsde Tallahass,
but | will cease, as your eyes begin to bubble.

| understand, save oneitsy —why’s he got no identification?

It freaks him out to know that he’' s himself, so doctor’ s orders — no identification.
That is sad.

Now, can me and my tragic hero get back to truckin these purple mountains?
The problem bein ate law says no hazmats.

Wo! | seenthe signs, but | reckoned that no hazmats meant a generd lack a
hazmats so my friendly nature said to me “forward, and supplyeth ye them with
hazmats.” Can't you forgive a good sheraton, Sir?

Shucks, yall go on, but zip thru Utah splickety-lit.

Thank you, Officer Softy.

Officer Softy heads back to his car. Enter Coyote, dresst as Sergeant Jumbohol ster.

Coyote-
Trash
Coyote-
Softy-
Coyote-

Softy-
Coyote-

Softy-
Coyote-

Turn that engine off and dip it dowly out therig.

Who are you?

Sergeant Jumbohol ster, Federa BS, a subdab of Federa BI.

Sergeant, | have cleared them thru the state.

Officer Shifty, when you spesk to Uncle Sam, use a question mark, or | will drive
this semi up your colon.

Yes, Sr?

Now, extract your gressy cheesestesks from that aluminum hogey bun else your
sufft heads adorn my hunting lodge.

The passenger’ s crippled.
GuessI’ll havta shoat him!
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Spam-
Softy-
Coyote-
Trash
Coyote-
Trash
Coyote-
Spam-
Coyote-
Spam-
Coyote-

Trashr
Coyote-

Softy-
Coyote-
Softy-
Coyote-

Spam-
Coyote-

| can walk!

O miraclel

Y our name?

Trash Traller.

Firg name lagt, last name firs.

Traler, Trash.

| know you are, but what am 1? Y our name?

Seymour.

Firg or lat?

Firs and last.

Well, that's different. Now, you pooftas got three options: first, freedom, which is
not an option; second, | lock your tushiesin the utility closet where you perish
like a plunger with a crack; third, you confess.

We an't done nothin.

“Wean't done nothin.” Violation of Utah grammar rules 1 and 2: “Improperly
conjugated verbs verbdize conjugd improprieties,” and “double negeatives negate
the pogitives” Cuff em, Shelfy.

For what?

Drunken jiving.

They seem rite sober nuf to me.

Such isthe sickness of the times, Officer Shafty: the most potent and popular
narcotics mimic perfectly the symptoms of sobriety. Pocket search!

We got no probable cause.

Watch my wiggly.

Coyote wiggles hisfinger in front of Spam and Tradh's eyes.

Coyote- Hal A waobbling of the eyes, indicating atention or intoxication.

Softy searches their pockets.

Softy- Nothin but a bomb and awad a crunkly singles.

Coyote- I"ll take those. Da bomb, okay, but money? Is not money a drug, Officer Sippy?
Y ea, money isthe deadliest of drugs. Arrest these spunkers for possession of
money, while | run some backgroundsin my forebrain.

Coyote exits.

Softy- Sorry bout this, fellas, but if FBS says arrest, | best drag you in.

Spam- Booyal

Spam hits Softy.

Trash Hokeysmokes! Y ou poppt a cop!
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Spam+ Piggy think he drag me in? Sniff my shit with that two-bit kit? Yo, I will suck

your skull dry, cracka, mix mysdf someinsanity salsa, and dip you in your brain.

Drag mein?1 beenin, | bust out, and | ain't goin back.
Trash You are friggin crazy!
Spam- How can | be crazy, Trash, if | just lost my mind? So less you want the Clan of
Lipsand Scissors to rave in your urethra, put bacon-brain in the toxic truck.
Trash Why me?

Trash hauls Softy to the truck.

Spam+ M essage received, Mordecon. Midnight New Year's Eve, | am blowin up this
Moab honky town. Drag mein.

They exit.

Phase 2, scene 1. Mordecon’sroom at Amanda s B and B in Moab. Enter Mordecon.

Mord- Dutymaker!

Enter Dutymaker.

Duty- Y es, Mordecon, most commodified of men?

Mord- | must make my New Year’'s resolutions.

Duty- Make away.

Mord- One, best desth. Two, get stuff. Three, kill things.

Duty- What shdl you kill?

Mord- Read my bad lig.

Duty- Bacteria

Mord- Thrivein my colon, you must die.

Duty- All persons not currently living the Cdifornialifetyle.

Mord- Die they dl mug die

Duty- Serena Ridge.

Mord- Ah, yes, Serena Ridge. When | was but a Moab mutt, she scorned my juvenile
jaws, but now | am aglobd medtiff, she shdl give me love, then she must die.
Read my good ligt.

Duty- Empty, sr.

Mord- Because no one’ s good to me.

Enter Amanda.

Amanda Room sarvice.

Mord- And whom have | the pleasure of overtly objectifying?

Amanda Amanda, sr. | ownthe B & B. Your carrot juice.

Mordecon drinks it and spitsit out.
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Mord-

Bleck! When was this squeezed?

Amanda: Thismorning, Sr.

Mord- Degth! Take it back and bring me fresh!

Amanda Yes, Sr.

Amanda exits.

Mord- Women, whose active genitd display isless dynamic than in the honcho mde
diddly, are thus more timid or confused, requiring the aggressive stud gaoot to
initiate data transfer, so do | spit and sneer at this naughty nutcracker, and she,
titillated, turns and flashes her cinnamon buttocks at Senor Santa Crack-the-
Chimney. Ho ho ho! | know your thoughts before you think them! Mordeconisa
flavor packet of masculine MSG. Y et he doubts. Egobooster!

Enter Egobooster.

Ego- Y es, Mordecon, most voluptuous of men?

Mord- Today, | must trap and eat two she-beasts. Boost my ego.

Ego- Mordecon is state-of-the-art sexua machinery, with new improved head and
shoulders, bigger bi’s and quads, and swivd action autolube thrust hydraulic
pelvic joints, for ultimate carnivorous performance.

Mord- O, stop.

Ego- Y ou're a candycane and the world is just kidding.

Mord- But am | sexy on the outside?

Ego- Y our foof is a bounteous bush where Baywatch babes do snag their suits.

Mord- My foof isfrom the finest infant-farm in India

Ego- Women see your mighty chest and wonder “isthat man ahorse?’

Mord- Nay, | am Captain Megdomammysd

Ego- Then, there is the Cadillac of mests.

Mord- Being largeis my way of saying thank you to the world.

All- No, thank you!

Mord- Dr. Fetusburger!

Enter Dr. Fetusburger.

Fetus-
Mord-
Fetus-
Mord-
Fetus-
Mord-

Y es, Mordecon, most immune of men?

My tumor is moving agan.

S, itisinyour head.

What, can you seeit?

| mean it isaparanoid projection.

Hal | know my terrible tumor rambles. Growing up in Moab (which | soon shall
meke amyth), my father mined uranium, and dl my toys and bibbys were imbued
with radiation, that now this malignant hobo globule careens thru my innards like
some mockumentarian searching for America
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Enter Coyote, dresst as a bellhop.

Bdl- Is there a Massa Morficon in da hizzouse?

Duty- Who iscdling?

Bdl- Yo, | isdabelhiphop, so what'sit to yas, gee?

Duty- | am Mr. Mordecon’sintermediary.

Bdl- Hisinner meety area? Dag! That’s mighty fat like English for his chubby! S'up
ydl?

Duty- May | help you?

Bdl- Ya, | gotsan itch in my inner meaty area, nah diggity mean?

Duty- Leaveor | shdl gect you.

Bdl- O, gect me, hu?If you the inner meaty area, what' s that like make me, snub?

Duty- Goodbye.

Bdl- If Mastidon don’t want Serena, | hose her ngppy dugout down myself, ai’te?

Mord- Serena?

Bdl- She waitin for ya, snoopy bone, down therein da dobby, and I'm sayin here she's
meetloaf like yo mama useta make.

Mord- Tdl her...

Bdl- Yo yo yo. Dabdlhiphop islike yo inner meaty area, dice. Less you work thetip,
he don't ddliver dajuice.

Dutymaker gives him money.

Bdl- Best make it quick, cuz with dl dis change, | maybe change my mind, chachinga
cha.chump.

Mord- Tdl her | will beright down.

Bdl- Word up! Y ou be rite down. Uh hu, | tell her zactly dat, yo. Missa Mightyjohn be
rite down, beeyitche, and when he come back up, like da bdlhiphop be rite behind
to clean up after him, in your inner meaty area. Yo yo yo! Keep it redl, my peeps

Coyote exits.

Mord- Pardon me, but | must do some investing in revenge.

Mordecon exits Snging.

Therésacreep inthe cdlar

And I'm gonnalet himin;

Therésaholein hisbrain

Where his mind shoulda been.
All exit.

Phase 1, scene 2. The lobby of Amanda s B & B. Enter Amanda and Serena.

Serena-

I’m looking for Amanda,
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Amanda
Serena-
Amanda

Serena-
Amanda
Serena-
Amanda
Serena-
Amanda
Serena-

Amanda

Serena-
Amanda

Serena-
Amanda-

Serena-

| am she.

My name's Serena Ridge.

O Serena,

I’m so sorry to hear of your father's death.
Heis not dead.

But thetv sad...

Truth has no rivd like the morning news.

Y ou think he will return?

| know he will.

Then, sger, I’'m with you.

Wedl, | just came

To thank you for your very kind letter,

Which, had my father died, would have spoken
So intimate with how | might have felt,

It could have much consoled me, had | mourned,
And seeing as | have no cause for grief,

These beautiful flowers, which, had | longed
To seek ther brief and living symbol midst

My harsh bereavement, would have aptly filled
The absencein my life, but as 1 don't,

Perhaps they' re better here, in your lobby,

To comfort those who are in need of such,

But know, Amanda, | am truly thankful

For dl your efforts, though their cause be false.
Serena, though I’ d love to dlaim such gifts

Of solace, asyour wound I'd gladly salve,
And seeing these reminds me | must be

More sharing of my neighbor empathy

Since degping | could map the hills of grief,

| sent no letter or flowersto you.

The label says AmandasB & B.

Then you possess a shy admirateur,

Other than myself | mean.

O how strange.

Very, Snce we possess one guest alone,

A Mr. Mordecon, and tween us girls,

He s not the wolf to pet Red-Riding-Hoods.
O, no. These cannot be from Mordecon,
Asheand | enjoy each other’spain.

Enter Mordecon.

Mord-

Amanda-

| do enjoy your pain asit portends
Capacity for bliss.

Forgive me, Sr.

I”’m going now to squeeze your carrot juice.
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Mord-

Serena-
Mord-

Serena-
Amanda-

Amanda, that'swhat dl the ladies say,

But snce you're specid, let me grind the salks
And bear you broth with extra frothy top,

But hark! She holds my flowers. Do they soothe?
Y ou sent me these?

Guilty of good as charged.

Do you like them? The foliage represents

Y our woman puffies neeth my golden shafts,
My finest ghogt-auteur composed the missive,
And the paper is enfragranced with perfume
Concocted of my branded body smells.
Amanda, please, excuse us.

Ring my bell.

Amanda steps around the corner.

Mord-
Serena-

Mord-
Serena-

Mord-
Serena-

Mord-

Serena-
Mord-

Serena-
Mord-
Serena-
Mord-

Serena, | am sick with sympethy.

The river of your sympeathy is stancht

With the formaldehyde of avarice.

You didike the flowers.

No, they’'re perfect!

Once my father returns, they’ll deck your corpse.
These stigmas on my body? | accept.

All that greed acceptsis what acceptsit,

But love is commitment beyond return.

O no, Serena, | know what it is

Tolong to hug in love atorso flown.

Y our every connotation is dissection!

For love of she whose hatred makes me love
What makes me hateful only, dissect that.
That doesn't interest me.

You interest me.

Your griving isthe fud of my disdain.

You don't think | think you know | know you
O memory’s made me lose my place.

I’'m back! Asthe victim knows the dasher
That benihanas cross her face is dumb,

Nay, careless of her careful driveto live,
Sauteeing dreadful desth with deathful dread,
| know you rate me with the pondy scum,

Y et, Sereng, | love you. Cal me gay

Or verminous or hypermucophilic,

But | would kiss you even with a cold sore.
See, when my murky tadpole days were first
Irradiated by your underside,

You, ashiny swan, | agawky frog
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Serena-
Mord-
Serena-
Mord-
Serena-
Mord-

Serena-
Mord-

Serena-
Mord-

Serena-
Mord-
Serena-
Mord-

Serena-
Mord-

In potentia, who, crazy ziggling

Souse to souse, saring shyly after you,

Y our orange rubberish fest, your large hill,

Y our pinguid feathers, starving for the chance
To fondle past aguppy’s limbless grope,

At lagt, as summer’ s metamorfy loomed,
Bravely rose above the surface safety

(O how I hated bright and bruta Spring

When dl the bigger fish would cruise and gloat
Their disco rituds of spray and spawn

While blandly nibbling on my scrambling kin),
And did, his dimy body pufft with dreams

Of being bullfrog to your bathing bounty,
(Dream, amphibian, dream, and you shdl fly!)
Then mutter, as amute at music groans,
“Serena, will you go with me?” and you,

Y our voice midst booming jeers, lookt down and crooled,
“I do not go with losers,” and away

Into some winner' swings you Svanny swam,
Leaving me a hegp of fractured fedings

Which | but live to hed thisway or that.
Morty Contraveno?

Mordecon.

You don't look like yoursdf at dl.

I"m not.

But such a change!

From gangly mudhole newt

To the Sx hillion dollar sdamander.

I’m sorry that | called you loser.

No!

Y ou put me on the jet to perfection.

You are on the jet of destruction.

O enuf of me. Do tdll, Serena,

Y our rife becoming since those swampy years,
Insde, thet is, as eyeless men can see

Y our body is but youthful beauty bloomed.

| am what | don’'t wish to share with you.

Will she who's hope hide from he who' s hopeless?
I’m sorry, but your hedlth is not my task.

And there alone you' re wrong. There you destroy
To contradict the screen of innate justice

Now flashes* She Who Hurt Is She Must Hedl!”
All'l didwascal you loser.

All you did?

Serena, don’t you see that you and |

Are, what' s the saying, two peevesin ape,
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Serena-
Mord-
Serena-
Mord-
Serena-

Mord-
Serena-
Mord-

Serena-
Mord-
Serena-
Mord-
Serena-

Mord-
Serena-

Mord-
Serena-
Mord-

Serena-
Mord-
Serena-
Mord-

Serena-
Mord-
Serena-
Mord-
Serena-
Mord-
Serena-
Mord-
Serena-
Mord-

As one chintzy trauma gives huge account
Of dl we do, like some tectonic tweak

Can smash metropoles? Y our mother’s death
By drowning in your youth so spins your soul
It raucous roils but tapt by one brief glug.

Y ou remember my mother’s death?

It salover'sjob to know hislover’'slife.
Look, Morty.

Mordecon.

It's best you stop

Thislover thing.

What, have you never loved?

| do not wish to spesk of that with you.
How many lines we have for circling no;
Then, let me gart a scratch for yes: love me.
Now that isfunny.

Good! To laugh’sto love.

Stop that!

You'reright. Love s no laughing matter.
Thisisinane | fed nothing for you.

Genuine love takes more than some invoice
For services unrendered to be paid.

Tdl mewhat love takes?

It takestime,

Desire, common tastes, emotion, respect,
And, where possible, alack of hatred.

Why st the bar so high you'll never clear?

| set the padding closethat | don’t crash.

Y ou say what love takes, | say what love gives:
Our children playing on your family land.
Did you just say our children?

Asdid you.

That makes me sick.

Ah! Pregnant aready!

Our chromosomes confirm compatibility:
Me Tarzan Syrup, Y ou Pancake Jane. Got milk?
I"m not pregnant.

If at first you don’'t succeed...

Morty!

Mordecon!

| seeright thru you.

Thru what part of me?

Your true intention.

Forgive me. | thought you saw my tumor.

Y ou have atumor?

Or should | say,
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Serena-

Mord-
Serena-
Mord-
Serena-
Mord-
Serena-
Mord-
Serena-
Mord-

Serena-
Mord-
Serena-
Mord-
Serena-
Mord-

Serena-

A tumor has me.

O. 'm0 sorry.

Whereisit?

It moves.

A moving tumor?

Does it not move you?

Yes.

Well, then.

Yes wdl.

It'snot my only physica oddity.

Come on. You don’t love me, you love the land.
You think | want this brown and arid bleck?
No, | want you, to love me, and you will,
Not now, and probably never, but you will,
And once we' ve built and bred together here
Upon our land, and call it what you wart,

A sham, aheist, ahome, | do not care,
Aslong as we can care for each other.
Aren't we both londly, aging, craving love?
No. | have my father and my brother.

Y our brother’s cut you out, and your father...
Nothing. You say nothing of him.

Nothing.

I’'m leaving.

And I'm gtaying til New Year’s Day,

When yoursis mine. Love me, keep it.
Loser.

Serena gives him the flower and letter and exits.

Mord-

Ick! Was ugliness ever so arrogant? Natural beauty? Dirt, germs, decay. Even
with breast implants, new skin, and someone e se' s legs, she would be entirely
ma amanger. Give melipoplasty or give me degth! Ah! But there'sa Reddol
just around the corner.

He rings the bell. Amanda enters.

Amanda
Mord-

He exits.

Amanda-

You rang?

Amanda, swest, these bulbs are yours,

A portent of the plucking that’ s to come.

My room, carrot juice, freshly squeezed, pronto.

O | see thru this madman like amirror!
A tragedy in acomedy mask,
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He exits.

Up front he smiles, innocent to afaullt,

In back he scowls and durps at evil’ strough;
By day he trades what others work to lose,
At night he stuns and taxiderms the earth,
As, dead insde, he needs his outsde so,

For even killers love themsdvesin others.
But to prey on her? O she seems as sad
And gentle asalonely desert lake,

Which, secretive in dusty cactus squelch,
Created, fed by deepest, purest springs,
Shimmers midgt this dull and rocky hodtile,
Reflecting yet inverting it for good

By smply (O sweet smplel) being alake.
Was ever beauty by brutdity

SO trappt? | must save her! Yet, what am 17?
Not ahero. | terrify mysdf.

My purpose being here is not to be

What | have been; my resolution’ s made

To not incessantly be on the make,

Having shattered much thrashing to obtain.
But she'sin trouble! No. Though cleer of god,
My motive' s mud. Y et Mordecon is worse!
Ah, he's no worse than me when | was me,
And | was awful. So, you stoppt yourself,
Now you must stop him. Yet | must be what
| wasto gain my will. O, | can't act!
Thereisin life, you see, akind of mind

So broke with paying back defaulted thoughts,
A hand so limp with gripping, O a heart

So spadtic, so irregular, so beaten,

It merely thumps for mother metronome,

All forward action on itsdlf reverbs
Nostagic thru the twisted loop of being
Where what it will must pass thru what it was
To find thething it is beyond itsdlf,

Asit itsdf iswhat iswrong with it,

And such amind, ahand, a heart havel.
Must cdl thergpist. Must call thergpi<t.

Phase 2, Scene 3. A spring on Triple Zero Ranch. Novais drinking. Enter Gemma and Kyrin.

Gemma-

Nova-

O Kyrin, please, stop humming just this once.
Excuse me.
No need, mam. There' sroom for all.
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Gemma-
Nova-
Gemmea-
Nova-
Gemma-
Nova-
Gemma-
Nova-
Gemma-
Nova-
Gemma-
Nova-
Gemmea-
Nova-
Kyrin-

Nova-

Gemmea-

Nova-
Gemma-
Nova-
Gemma-
Nova-
Gemma-
Nova-
Gemma-

Nova-
Kyrin-
Nova-
Gemmea-
Nova-
Gemma-
Nova-

Gamma-

Y ou're drinking from our spring.

Y our oring?

That'sright.

It is nice to meet you, Mother Nature.

Are you the man that askt for Mr. Ridge?
My dogan sates “Ask only of thysdlf.”

Then why have you cometo Triple Zero?
Thisis Triple Zero?

Right again.

Areyou Mr. Ridge?

| will spesk for him.,

But you...

Desire to know why you are here.

Coyote.

What? | thought my father shot

Him deed like years ago for poaching sheep!
A nick, anick. Besides, that acme-critter,
That hungry-horny, that desert-fish eats lead,
Not to mention very poison flowers.

Back to our regular scheduled program.
Unless you have some business with us, s,

| kindly ask you leave our property.

From what | hear it won't be yoursfor long.
Soright. We' re sdlling. Now, is that an end?
The end is near if we don't stop the sprawl.

| am Mother Sprawl.

A barren mother.

What's your name?

It's secret.

Well, Secret Man,

Itisnot I, but you, that are barren,

Save your most deadly drive to save what' s dead.
Where | reside, ther€’ s concrete everywhere,
And, instead of cactus, we have culture,
Sprawl is progress. Stop it, and you stop life.
You fed the same, Sr?

Of course| do.

| takeit then you re not from round these parts.
He grew up here, but he has outgrown it.
How can we outgrow what created us?

We pronounce it boring.

Isit boring

To lay beneath the hudtle-bustle stars,
Broodful diffsof Fable Valey framing

Your view of nature' s bright theatrical ?

Yes, itis.
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Nova- Then to wake at dawn and fedl
Tomorrow' swind scurrying thru the pines

Revitdizing your historic body?
Gemma- Boring.
Nova- And then to spend the winking day

Tromping down some never-toucht arroyo
Neath eucdyptus shade, and sense the rush
Of life usve, pure, inveterae...

Gemma- Sr! We have had a degth in the family
And would appreciate your leaving now.
Nova- O, I'mvery sorry.
Novaexits snging.
Buried under Broken Arch,
Scrub the scripture on his grave.
Kyrin- Wait! | will go with you to the gate.
Gemma- Kyrin!
Kyrin- What?
Gemma- Nothing.

Kyrin and Nova exit.
Gemma- Nice to best you, Sr.
Gemmaexits.

Phase 2, Scene 4. Triple Zero Ranch. Enter Hooch, Kid, and Karma, and Coyote (dresst asthe

Druglord).
Coyote- | got the goods.
Hooch Can| dtart atab?
Coyote- The only tab the Druglord keep iswho and who ain't paid.
Hooch Next week...
Coyote- Y ou could be deed, the way things goin.
Hooch Can you take a credit card?
Coyote- Can you take atire-iron about the head and neck?
Hooch Kid, you got some money?
Kid- | got lotsamoney, but | gaveit to the world.
Hooch Karma?
Kama- Uh, like, not.
Hooch Guess I'll have to use my homegrown.
Coyote- Maybe we could swap.
Hooch- | got nothin worth that weed.
Coyote- The Druglord like Teenradish.
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Hooch
Coyote-
Hooch
Coyote-
Hooch
Coyote-

Coyote exits.

Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Kama-
Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch+

Kid-
Hooch-

Kid-
Hooch-

They light up.
Swag-

Hooch-
Karma-
Enter Swagart.
Swag-

Hooch-

Swag-

Hooch-

Swag-

Hooch-

Y ou know her name?

The Druglord gots a nose.

But the Kid's an awful crush.

Y ou want some cheeba from the tree that gave Shakespeare his schtick?
She' syours, but give em acouple days to let the hooha wither.

New Year's night, the Druglord will return to collect.

How'd yapay him?

| promist him a puppy off the next stray bitch | find.

Fast thinkin, Wilbur!

Cdl methat again and | will bogart every bong.

Way unfresh!

You guys are crazy.

Least we're not pretty.

Children, come in close, and receive thy tutelage.

Awesome fatty, Hooch!

This, by appearance, isaperfectly proper gringo cigar, but within the scurfy
tissues of its puritan puffing phalus is compacted such akiller clat of dopes, one
toke could make George W. think himsdf a Latin hunk.

Rock! What'sinit, man?

Uncle Hooch's Sdlad of Grandiloguent Delusions, patent pending, being a
mesclun of cocaleaf, angd dust, Jamaican tie, peyote buttons, and nutmeg, for
that zingy holiday flavor.

Passit on!

Nay, thisbud is not for you. Toot this diet fag.

Whoever you are, | sniff that smoke, and come to confiscate!
Act like nothing’' s happening.
Like no problem.

Hal | shouldst have known! Where ther€ s stink, there is Satan. Sir, no smoking
on the grounds of Triple Zero.

No one's smoking.

What' s that behind your back?

I’ve wondered dl my life, dr, but everytime | turn around it stays behind my
back.

Nay, nambypamby not me, sr. | refer to the object you so perfunctorily passt to
your posterior portions during my scolding speech.

O, that! Nothing.
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Swag-
Hooch-

Swag-

Nothing conceded is something. Display theitem, and tell your friendsto stop
making those faces.

But that' s their bread- and- butter, sir. Kids make facesto sdll to adults who are
adwayslosng face.

Revedeth thou!

Hooch takes out the cigar from behind his back.

Swag- A dimulant!

Hooch Little does he know.

Swag You mumbled, Sr?

Hooch | said, give my tweens degth-row, cuz we dl know where smoking leeds Fimpin
Kornsop Poonkob, shootin baby porn into your eydids, duggin recycled
Vavaline, and livin on meac and cheese.

Swag- Giveh meit!

Hooch Caution, gr. It'sknown to leap, lizard-like, into unknowing lips.

Swagart takesthe cigar.

Swag All of you report to my office, and after I’ ve examined this specimen, | shdll
adminigter your discipline.

Hooch Thank you, Sr.

Swag- My officel

Hooch Yes, gr, but it'shard to go, since | heard that’ s the tastiest buitt this side of
Castro' s toilet.

Swag- My officel

Hooch Yes, gr.

Swag Such anice, innocent youngste...

Kama- Hands off, bible humper.

Hooch, Kid and Karma exit and hide to the side.

Kid-
Hooch-

Kid-
Karma-
Kid-
Hooch+
Swag-

Kid-
Kar-
Hooch-
Swag-
Hooch-

Youthink hell puff it?

Swagart snesks out every night behind the center house and done tickles his
tobacco jones. Miral Like avagrant on a donut.

| cal roach.

You're so stupid.

Stupid for you.

Hush!

Sir? Well, | am done. And what have we here? Ah, pure Havanal How did that
clod of mildew acquisition such atreat?

My clod of mildew wants your trest.

Grody.

Hush, | said.

I will smokeit tonight. Yet, it shdl wizen. Now it is asfresh asanew playmate.
He slognit.
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Kid-
Kar-
Hooch-
Swag-

Helights up.

Hooch-
Kid-
Kar-
Swag-
Kid-
Kar-
Hooch-
Kid-
Kar-
Hooch+
Swag-

Kid-
Kar-
Hooch-

Swag-

Hooch-
Swag-

Hooch-
Swag-

Hooch-
Swag-

Kid-
Hooch-
Swag-

I’mlosin it over you.

No, you logt it.

Quiet!

Nay, | best enjoy it now, in revel of this sae, from which will flow, as naturd as
the letdown from a dam, regiond growth, my selection as Mayor, and something
more befitting my gifts than aluxury mobile home.

O my lifefor this moment!

You're my life, you're my moment.

You're like whatever.

Now hereis such amind massage, I’ [l soon berid the stress of mangy Hooch.

Y ou want a massage?

Get away.

Shut, or it'sa spankin.

Wanna spank me?

Tripping.

Y ou two lovebirds cut the chirps or | go get my dingshot!

Yea, the good lord hath, in his endless wisdom, given each man avice, and mine
issmoke. When smokeisin me, | fed turgid, puffy, rich. When smoke escapes
me, | am a dangerous dragon roaring for his pig knuckles. And when smoke
lingers about me, | fed itsfoggy worship, like atiny geniein agring bikini
gesturing come hither.

Come hither.

Get away.

Chilluns, begloze the glory! The dummy scint, the dullard sharp, the tight and
nosy loose and easy.

| am quite affected by this blend. Perhaps | drew too deeply in my pre-dedl zedl.
Such changes, such sensations. Ah! The good lord is my shepherdand he shdl not
let me dray.

Thy shepherd, you stooge, is off behind the barn abangin sheep.

Wow! Have | got big plansfor thistown! First, we convert City Hal to a
Chrigtian Learning Center, where | shall serve as both mayor and pastor. Y ea, my
title shal be madter.

Sorry, Swagart, no more public service - you inhaed.

Our lessons shdl include man’ s digtinction from the monkey, the eroticism of
abstinence, and wedth asimmunity.

O the liesthat keep America great!

The wayward youth shal come to me for moral and mental guidance, and for
example | shal judge the derdlictd Here' s Hooch and his hippy friends now!
Shikes! He sees us!

Wait! Theushe seesan't us.

Please, Magter Swagart, don't jail usfor drugs. And heream |, sternly staring
down frommy great bench, “thou substance-infested transients, | sentence thee to
the dammer!”
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Hooch WE Il see who's gettin dammed, you sdt-1ake goomba.

Swag Away they go in chains, adequately chastised, and | head home for the evening, to
be greeted by my three obedient wives, Bathsheba, drawing my bath; Jemima,
cooking my medl; and Eve, nude in the garden. After our welcome rituds, they
prepare my hair and garment for the Jesus Jamboree!

Hooch O where's my mother now?

Swag We take my limo to the Arches Auditorium, linger with my fans awhile midst
pork-kabobs and gummy bears, then |, MC Swagart, go a-prancing onto stage for
my Teen ManiaMinigtry! After arousing lecture on the evils of art, science, and
al things dternative, my Christian rock band, Nebuchadnezzar’ s Nightmare,
plays Cocaine, ironicaly. Beside me, scantily-clad dancing angels celebrate my
organizationd kills, as above us, in glowing cages, muscular gladiatorsin gold
wigs and orange tights battle the Prince of Negritude with huge jiggling light-

sabers.

Hooch It isdone. Hisbrain isnow a county far of swirling fatty acids. Ready, children,
to do as rehearst?

Kid- What'sthat?

Kar- Follow me, yadoy.

Kid- Like spring follows summer.

Hooch jumps out.

Hooch Swagart, man, you were right! | shoulda confesst my wrongs! O, forgive me!

Hooch exits.

Swag Has my Jesus Jamboree converted Hooch?

Enter Kid and Karma.

Kar- Thelord is come!

Kid- Come, come.

Kar- It's judgment day!

Kid- Day, day.

Kar- Get right or doom is certain!

Kid- Certain, certain.

They exit.

Swag Thelord is come? Can it be? There have been many natural occurrences of late.

Sex and violence and economic recession — that isnew. Might not this cataclysm
have informed my civic dreams? If we can’t trust the children, who can we trust?
Ah! The endtimes are upon us! O, my lord, you are come and | accept you. B,
your messageis get right. O, | am not right!

Enter Hooch, dresst as Y ahway, Karmaand Kid as angels.
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Kar-
Kid-

Kid-
Hooch-
Kid/Kar-
Swag-

Hooch-
Swag-
Hooch-
Swag-
Hooch-
Swagr
Hooch-

Swagr
Hooch-
Swag-
Hooch-
Swag-
Hooch-
Swag-
Hooch-
Swag-
Hooch
Swag-
Hooch-
Swag-
Hooch-
Swag-
Hooch-
Swag-
Hooch-
Swag-
Hooch
Swag-
Hooch-
Swag-
Hooch-
Swagr
Hooch-
Swag-

Hepatitis.

Hoky poky.

Gingivitis

Stinky soaky.

| am Y ahway, cometh to end these things.

Y ahway.

What is this vision before me? The ancient father and his cherubs dainty? It
surges from my craving for redemption. I'll shut my eyes and open them again.
Nay! Still present! Art thou, O baffling form, my creator?

| am.

What wouldst thou with me?

| demandeth your depression.

Sorry, lord?

| demandeth your depression!

Dost thou mean confession, lord?

Nay! Some drunk monk made a typo, confession for depression, and ever since
thou people have been getting it dl wrongeth!

It the process till the same, my lord?

Ist ist, and proceed.

My confession...

My depression!

My depresson isthat | think mysdlf superior to al others. Forgive me, lord!
Forget me, lord!

Pardon?

The phraseisforget me, lord. Another error thanks to drink!

There s quite a difference betwixt forgive and forget, isn't there, lord?

Use the proper phrase!

Forget me, lord.

Thou art forgotten. Continue your depression.

| am covetous, lord.

Wretched winner!

What?

Itisnot snners| hate, but winners.

| am no winner, lord.

Y ou can say that againeth.

| amo...

Silence, winner!

Name the act of contrition.

The act of emisson!

Another typo, lord?

After his depression, the winner isforgotten if he commits the act of emission.
Thy monks are doppy, lord!

Y ea exceeding yed!

Be there any other typos | might need to know of, lord?
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Hooch-

Swagr
Hooch-
Kid -
Swag-
Kar-
Hooch
Swagr
Hooch-
Swag-
Hooch-
Swagr
Hooch-
Swag-
Hooch-
Kid/Kar-
Hooch
Swagr
Hooch-
Kid/Kar-
Hooch-
Kid/Kar-
Hooch-
Kid/Kar-

They exit.
Swag-

Y eg, there art as many typos as thy lewd transgressions, of which thou hast not
named the naughtiest!

Don't make me name it, lord.

Name the shame, lame the blame!

Sayeth Y ahway the Huge!

| have, my lord, toucht mysdlf too much.

O my god.

Thisistoo much information for even the omniscient.

Forget me, please!

Your depression isitsdf the act of emission. Thou art forgotten for winning.
Thank you, lord.

Now shdl | name the chosen one!

And | shdl fallow him!

Swdlow him

Swdlow him.

Thou shdt know him by his symbols three.

The symbols three!

A fishshaped birthmark, a swaying way, and a sense of unky.
| hear, O lord, but what is unky?

Theend is neareth!

Neareth, neareth!

Find the savior!

Savior, savior!

Fish-shaped birthmark, swaying way, and a sense of unky!
Unky, unky!

Lord, Olord! I mugt find the man who has these symbols three. Heis the savior!
But what? Don't | possess a birthmark, here, on my hip? It's somewhat like afish,
or asquid. A squid'safish, isn'tit? Yes itid | possessthefirst symbol. But the
second symbol — a swaying way. Have | aswaying way? | have been known to
sway, though it isnot my primary ambulatory style. Perhaps it meansto hold

sway as | do in my community? No, too far fetcht. Ah! Sway is like Swag, and
my name, Swagart, taking art as method or way, means| am swaying way,
Swagart, my name, swaying way! O! The second symbol! Y et the third symbol- a
sense of unky...

Enter Hooch, Kid, and Karma

Hooch-
Swag-
Kar-
Swag-
Kid-

Swagart, what' s on your head?
Hair, | imagine.

Wo, it sahao.

Theré sahdo on my head?
Lead us, O savior!
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Swag Can this be true? My mother aways said that | was specid, but ahao on my
head? Well, one thing leads to another. I'll canonize who gets me to amirror!
Hooch Use the birdbath!

As Swagart looks a himsalf, Kid holds a frisbee up behind his head.

Swag O my god | am! The son select, the word made flesh, O | am the man! Isthere
dill ahdo on my head?
Hooch Stll it looms like fog on amountain crest.

Enter Coyote (dresst as Ranger Stranger), Ted, Vicki.
Kar- Parent trap!

Karma exits and hides.

Vicki- Please, Ranger Stranger, find my Karma.

Coyote- Not to worry, Ms. Dumbcowski. She's probably been skinned, which means ared
strong scent.

Ted- O, savior, have you seen our Karma?

Swag Nay, | an the savior!

Hooch Corporate restructuring, people. Can't you see the halo on his head?

Ted- No.

Hooch There, around his scalp, like rainbow blubber encirculating thinly shaved
pastrami.

Vicki- | think | seeit.

Ted- Not ajot!

Vicki- Cross your eyes, dowly shift your vison forward, then saring past the thing at
nothing, you'll seeit.

Ted- | seeit!

Swag | am the savior!

Vicki- Find my Karma, savior, please!

Swag | shdl do thisand more.

Exit Ted, Vicki, Swagart,

Hooch O awesome possum!

Kid- Karmal

Hooch | am, to honk my own blowhorn, africkin shaman!

Kid- Karma, sweety, come on ouit.

Hooch Thisis better than the time in Morocco when Ginsberg thought me an dien!
Kid- Kama, your folksis gone.

Hooch Ranger Stranger, you my kind!

Coyote- Wha'sin this cigarette?

Hooch Exit, Kid.

Kid- But Karma s gone.
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Hooch Some things are better off lost.

Hooch and Kid exit. Karma comes ouit.

Kar- Who are you?

Coyote- I’m who | need to be.

Kar- Wish | wasthat.

Coyote- What you need to be?
Kar- A parent to my parents.
Coyote- All it takesisatrick.

Kar- | can barely be mysdlf.
Coyote- That' sthetrick.

Kar- Moab is like weirdotown.
Coyote- But an't it beat Wisconan?
Karmaexits.

Coyote- Will Serena, the cute mamma, marry Mordecon, the creepy reptile, and raise a

pack of cuddly cobra-zebras? Will Swagart find his Unky in his halo? Will Spam
didodge the game-boy from hisbrain? Yo, | an't telin. My job’sto keep you
danglin, like a, wdll, you get the picture.

Phase 2, scene 5. Spam, Trash, and Softy (unconscious and bound) in amen’sroom at arest op
on the edge of alonesome highway.

Spam- Timeto play Torturein the Men's Room. Hush!

Trash No way, Spam. I'm bugtin!

Spam- Sorry, bubba. FBS Mechwarrior got your destructostats.

Trash I’'s aknuckle you ugly, pinbal boy!

Spam- The nanotick your frumpyflippers meet my blaupunkt skin shidd, my desert

gorm bdligtic blitz will engage, whirling ebali-tippt throwzini- blades from my
thermodtatic thorax, and you shall suffer shoyako shinju monster mince-o-métic!

Trash Let’sjust quit the spattin and brawny this saill.

Spam- Crigsonly got one anus, Trash.

Trash And what isthat?

Spam- Annihilation.

Trash I’ll annihilation you-n if my nuggets go to lockdown!

Spam- No on€e s going anywhere, Trash. | am come to push and piddle G-Spot
Armageddon, but that Jumboholster took my toy, so howdydoody talks!

Trash Dear lordy, where did | go goof? A trucker’s bound to peg some game, be punk in
drublic, and speed atad, but | been agood ol’ boy mog al my miled

Spam- Look, St. Peterbilt, drop the “my mord digper’ s leaking neath this load of twisted
crap” minor key, bend your brain over, and absorb the suppository of my
ingructiond

Trash But...

Spam- No on€' s gettin hurt, okay? Just be my man tonight.
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Trash
Spam+

Trash
Spam+
Trash
Spam-

Y ou better get me outta this, Spam.

My brownhole of birth, Mudflgppian Man, is Klaustrophobius. | don't get in what
| can't get oi.

S0, let’s prod some oinky.

Wake him up. Not like that! Lick hisface.

What?

| sef-destruct on explanation.

Trash licks hisface. Softy wakens.

Softy-
Spam+

Softy-
Spam+
Trash
Spam-
Trash
Spam-
Trash+

Spam-

My honey-glazed is sa€!

Wecome, Rogue Trooper, to the Kiss Psycho Circus. My identity is up to you:
Pepperspray Boweevil or Handlotion Hamster. Comprende?
No.

Stick your foot in his mouth!

What?

It's bonafide polpot torture!

But...

Y ou wanna compare our SATs again?

No.

Then keep your but outtamy verba intercourse!

Trash sticks histoesin Softy’s mouth.

Spam+
Trash
Spam-
Trash
Spam-
Trash+
Spam-
Trash

Spam-

Trash

Spam-
Trash

Spam-

Trash

Spam+
Trash

Spam-
Trash

Now fess up, porkpie teddywedger: where' s da bomb?

How' s aman to spesk with my foot in his mouth?

Stare him down until he begs for love.

Pairdonay moo?

Get your digit off my button or I'm on your buitt, dig it?

No.

Whet | tdl you back in Tulsa?

Lotsathings.

Widel oad Gorilla cannot take the Darkstone Soul Reaver, so doit, or I'm goin
godfather!

Why | gottado it?

It'syour initiation to the Clan of Lipsand Scissors.

The What of Whos and Howsers?

The Clan of Lips and Scissorsisavirtud human totempole of like-minded cyber-
heroes in the wargasm againg the nature-droids of the terrible body-har
movement.

Do | wannabe in the Clan of Lips and Scissors?

Would you rather our country be over-run by people with pubic hair?

| dunno.

Pubic hair iswrong, Trash! It harbors disease, disguises intentions, and flaunts the
aging process!

Redly?
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Spam+ So ether you visudly reroute his genetic scattergram by staring a him until he
begsfor love, becoming thus afuscia-belt in the Clan of Lips and Scissors, or
those fat, furry pubic mounds are on your — what’' s that? - head.

Trash But what' s love got to do with it?

Spam- Lovers speak to each other, or so I’ ve heard.

Softy- Now, look here, fellas...

Spam- Shdl | bring you with atickle to the border of the dreamlands?

Trash stares Softy down.

Spam+ My confusion is cokehead clear: Mordecon, smelling something naturd in this

akdine environ, plans on scorching Moab into a supermodd MUSH wherein
shaved humanoids populate the Silicon Sexudity Matrix. Y o, yawith me, Trash?
Trash Yah, I’'mwith ya, Spam.

Spam- He beg for love?

Trash O, yah, he beg red good.

Spam- Wecometo the Clan of Lipsand Scissors!
Trash+ Thanks, Spam.

Spam- Did your lover share his secret?

Trash He don't know nothin, Spam.

Spam+ Ill cut off histongue, then he'll talk.

Enter Coyote, dresst as atourist.

Coyote- Wo! Clear the deck! | gottawiz so bad they built a boatlaunch round my ears! O
yes! Goodbye yelow brick road! When the rain comes! Gimme some water! O
yed Only onething better than relievin yoursdf — gettin yoursdlf rdieved! Boys,
we gonna have us another Grand Canyon! O yes! Strain it, squeeze it, shakeit,
and you' re empty as Madonna. And here come the shiversl Woo! They should
charge for that. Time go night-night, baby bear. Oops, watch that zipper! Cut, and
it sawrap. Sorry ya had to see that, boys, but nature wears the pantsin this
house. Mind if | wash my hands? It's downright hard to steer with your fingers

stuck together.

Spam- Go ahead.

Coyote- Incredible country, ain't it?

Spam- Yep.

Coyote- You' d never guessit Sts atop the largest nuclear waste site in the world, would
ya, now?

Spam- Nope.

Coyote- All some nutjob have to do to cause flagitious havoc is order up da bomb, like

from OI' Cooty’s Bombs-We-Ddliver (there’ s a card), drive down deep to the
Kokopelli Caves (there' samap), and he could blow the entire state to
dumbkingcome (there' s a plan).

Spam- Could he now?
Coyote- Course, that would take awacko of considerable proportions.
Spam- Yes, it would.
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Coyote- Well, it's been red nice a-yappin a ya. And don’'t you worry t'al. One cop in the
can isoneless on theroad. Drive safdly now, ya hear!

Coyote exits.
Spam- Strap Softy in the deeper, Trash. | got abad idea.
They exit.

Phase 3, scene 1. Kyrin and Nova on the edge of Triple Zero.

Nova- Y our father must have been quite awoman
To carefor such prigtine and fragile land.

Kyrin- | was not kin to what my father was.

Nova- You didn't know him?

Kyrin- How to know ano?

Much better knows a chirping bat the crux

Tween true and phantom form, when second source
Trick-echoesin dday, than | knew him.
Hisintimacy was his mystery.

Nova- Does not his preservation show he loved?
Kyrin- My father loved the caculated chance
Aloneto leverage love to grow his hate
For anything defied his preservation.
Nova- Then sdling you are buying into him.
Kyrin- Theré saline, secret man, between our lives.
Nova- We cross alineto know it.
Kyrin- Yetaline

Becomes by being crosst, so please respect
The line you congtruct by your crossng.

Nova- | crossthe line you draw around thisland.
Kyrin- What isthat to you?
Nova- What iswet to ledf,

Soil to root, breeze to seed, sunto cycle,
What's anything but that it nourishes
Our link to that one nature gives us now?

Kyrin- The most of now is empty in-between
As nature sweb isriddled with dead links,
Nova- Y et can't we patch those links and find new now

By tending to renditions of oursalves

Whereby we know al traitsin metaphor

Much as you know your father thru this land?
Kyrin- | know him too well thru it, and to know

Too well isworse than ignorance. His hed

Has stampt itsfossil into every butte

That wayward stone now tracks his path. His hand
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Nova-
Kyrin-
Nova-
Kyrin-
Nova-
Kyrin-

Nova-
Kyrin-

Nova-
Kyrin-

Nova-

Kyrin-

Nova-
Kyrin-
Nova-
Kyrin-

Nova-
Kyrin-

Nova-
Kyrin-
Nova-

Kyrin-

Has grafted mogt unnative wildlife

To hide the waste neath wonder, and hisvoice
So bragging booms across these monaliths
This ecosystem merely echoes him

That | mistake my dlence for his shush.
These parts are too imparted with his parting,
Possessed of his obsessions, hot with him,
Congtructing to a destructive degree

A place where I’'m mysdlf because I’'m he.
How could we speak without our parents words?
New languages are buried when we re born.
And born again once we bury our parents.

| want to sl thisland to bury him.

What does he want from you?

He wants himsdf,

But how can | become who's always been
Defined as more than | can ever be?

Tdl me of your father and Coyote.

They lived a private damo: fence-feuds,
Bar-fights, rustle-tricks, a game of chicken fed
By Cooty’s costumes and my father's zedl.
They must have loved each other awful much.
Much astwo ornery, lonely crestures can.

Y ou dways go done?

Normdly | pack

Some action with me, but girls catch ideas

If left out too long, but, heck, you know thet.
I’ve dways been a used and clunky car

That needs akick to start, and Gemma kicks.
Before her | was nothing but a grunt
Scrounging for spellsin dphabet city

And begging coinsto fill my veins with degth.
She fixt afatad wound. | owe her life.

Debt isnot love.

Waetch the line, secret man.

Nova. Casanova

So, what are you,

Some gay nightclub dancer?

Y ou could say that.

Wereyou straight, I'd shoot you a my sdter,
Cuz she could redly use a Casanova

I’'m straight as passion’s crooked road alows.
Wédll, here sthe gate.

Why isit we must mark

Our progress by events that prevent it?

Quit droppin genera quips on specia cases.
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Nova-

Kyrin-
Nova-

Kyrin-
Nova-

Kyrin-

Nova-
Kyrin-
Nova-
Kyrin-

Nova-
Kyrin-
Nova-
Kyrin-
Nova-

Kyrin-

Nova-

Kyrin-
Nova-
Kyrin-
Nova-
Kyrin-
Nova-
Kyrin-

Then I'll drop something specid on acase
That'sgenerd. | had thisfriend, afemale,
With amom buggd her much like you your dad,
Only, asyou this land, she her body.

The femae was, by most accounts, attractive,
And mother wanted her to mold hersdlf

After some unnatural manufacture,

But thismodel had abrain in her beauty.

So she revolted, dresst the opposite,

And ventured thru the wild world to save

All naturd, unmanufectured life,

And thought it right, until she met amen

That she desired to show her beauty to.
What happened?

It so happened that this man

Despised natural beauty, so she solit.
Hisloss.

And her gain, as he helpt her see

What made her mother’ s motives hidden good:
Living isthe magtery of mistakes.

My father never made adamn mistake

And if hedid, he hid it mesterly.

Wel, | should split.

It's probly best you do.

Tell me about that balad, Broken Arch?

My father sang it when my mother died

By drowning in the Green River Canyon.
Sngitforme

| do not sing.

Come on.

The line, secret man. | do not sing.

Buried under Broken Arch

Scrub the scripture on his grave.

Lies the man who dared to march

Crossthe bridge that water made.

There, in that song, is his mistake revedled,
And you can know him thus, his hate to love
Reverted thru the mirror of empathy

Inwhich our parents seem just as people.

Y ou read too much into some fireside song.
Sing or spesk the lines.

Buried under Broken Arch.

To lay me down forever nesth my misson unachieved.
Scrub the scripture on his grave.

These fleeting scraps of earth dl that will ever spesk for me.
Lies the man who dared to march.
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Nova-
Kyrin-
Nova-

Kyrin-
Nova-
Kyrin-
Nova-

Kyrin-

Nova-
Kyrin-

They exit.

And though | bravely walked the span that no one had before.
Crossthe bridge that water made.

The route | chose was made of that to which it must return.
Y our father here confesses hiswhole life

Was one mistaken, hazardous ambition,

Asdl hisatemptsto limit nature

Could not stop its grabbing at your mother.
Soisit possble hisslent hate

Was sounded in this song for those he loved
That you may know in crossing that same bridge
Y ou too will fdl, though gently to his grave,
Caught by the father that abbandoned you.

| never redly thought about the words.

The words declare areverence for this land.
How can | hate him?Y ou have broken me.
Now | am broken too, and must show you

A thing or two.

Not now, Casanova.

| must tell Mordecon | will not s

The subject of this song. Aren't you coming?
Does Casanovaredly have achoice?

Y ou know, maybe my father isn't dead.

Phase 3, scene 2. Amanda s B & B. Enter Amanda on the phone with her therapist.

Ama
Ther-
Ama-
Ther-
Ama-
Ther-
Ama-
Ther-
Ama-
Ther-
Ama
Ther-
Ama-
Ther-
Ama-
Ther-
Ama-
Ther-

Crazy Contral, thisis Crazy, copy?
Crazy, thisis Crazy Control, copy.

Doc, I'minapickle.

In apickle?

Like up shit creek.

Up shit creek?

Tween arock and ahard place.

Tween arock and a hard place?
Echoes are free, Doc, on any ledge.

| find your word-choice very interesting.
It @n’'t my words that got me swestin bullets.
Swestin bullets?

Stop it!

Who is spesking?

Me, Raymond.

Do | have a patient Raymond?

Yes.

Describe him to me.
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Ama-
Ther-
Ama-
Ther-
Ama-
Ther-
Ama-
Ther-
Ama

Ther-
Ama-

Ther-

Ama-
Ther-

Ther-
Ama-

Ther-
Ther-
Ama-
Ther-

Ther-

Ama-
Ther-

Ama-
Ther-

Raymond's just anormd guy with amost abnorma urge.

Urgefor what?

For everything but what he ought.

What ought he?

Julisa

Julissa?

Raymond committed to Julissa, but commitment is a babystep to betraya.
Why betrayd?

When someone you love loves you back it makes you think you're lovable so you

go round lovin dl but what loves you.

Love who?

Nasd dug, fictive stock, exploitation sites, Raymond loved the lowest cuz it got
him high.

High?

But surfer make own wave soon hit by red one.

Vey interesting.

Stumbling home one dawn from what would get him lifein Holland, his gobaot
brain abuzz with artificid sweetener, he poured himsdf into the john and there he
found Julissa, dead in the tub, like awhite dolphin belly up in atomato soup
jacuzzi. A gicky note hung loosdy on her cheek: “Where are you, Raymond?’
I’m here, Julissa, but where is here? Cuz Raymond, per histhergpist’ s advice,
gleaned midgt repetitions, is living as Amandain asmal suburb of hell, hiding
from himsdlf to save the world, but now this problem.

What problem?

Thiswoman, Serena, she'sredly, like, swet,

And she' s being pursued by the Dog of Decelt,

But the Dog isredly pursuing me,

And | wannahelp, but my want is deedly.

Why did Raymond switch to rhyming couplets?

| need therapy, Doc, not prosody!

Very interegting.

Doc!

Does Raymond know the word “vernix”?

Vernix?

It'sfrom Latin, vernix caseosa,

Or cheesy sheathe, referring to the film

Of dead, sebaceous cdlls round the fetus

Protecting it until undofft a birth.

Vey interesting.

Til Raymond' s done gestating his new sdif

In the garb-womb of Amanda, he must not

Sever hisvernix playing the hero.

But...

Crazy, thisis Crazy Control, copy.

Enter Mordecon.
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Ama-

Yes, ar. I'll be expecting you. Goodbye.

Amanda hangs up.

Ama-

Mord-

Ama-

It's odd, thisjob, folks dways caling me

And asking if | have avacancy.

Amanda, let’s get one thing straight — my thing.
The lovefruitsin my versace saiche

Generate, when squizzed, 400 million

Harikari pulpidsin one gungho.

Y ou, bow wow however, cutely contain

400 dbumina mojo packets,

Proving (ruby vroom!) | outnumber you.

Thus, more precious and scarce, your 0ogs resst
My goober assault, yet, the fight isfutile,

For though your aircraft carrier turrets

Attack my struggling banzal humanids,

At least one pluckish kamikazi lives,

And he, O intrepid little Bigfoot,

Buggers his schnozz thru your bully-proof crust,
Und von zis dreckensuppen (drumroll please),
The miradle of life, i.e. more me!

But that is not the point; | am the point,

So | point at you, as adog who dreams

In technicolor, with this cattleprod.

Giddy up, my fatty caf!

O you beadt!

Mordecon and Amanda exit.

Phase, 3, Scene 3. Enter Serenaon aledge.

Serena-

Father? | need to talk to you. Father?

If ever you will cometo me, come now.
Now | need you. Father? Father? Nothing.
Y ou made my body, and it is nothing.

Y ou taught me to spesk, and it is nothing.
Y ou gave me life, the drama of nothing.
What am | to make of nothing? Nothing.
Why hope? Its source and end are misery,
So it does nothing, blinding everything,

Yet | would see, and seeing, | see desth.
Degth, in the sky, free and true and happy,
Cdling me to pronounce you, father, dead.
Degth, | admit you! Enter me entire,
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Frolic in my eyes, reposein my ches,

And stuff my gerile gut with your rich seed,
O father me afamily, fertile degth!

Death will be your grandest child, father,
And hewill carry on your memory,

Asonly degth can give birth to itsdlf.

| lived for you, so you must die for me.

Y our will denied me, | deny your will.

Y ou betrayed my birth, | birth your betrayer,
My child, dearest death. Here, upon this ledge,
Like you upon your mountain, | give birth
To death. Your death ismine. Our mother, |,
Asto livefor your family isto die

Enter Mordecon chasing Amanda.

Ama-
Mord-

Serena, no!
Darling, | will save youl

Mordecon pulls her from the ledge.

Serena-
Mord-
Ama-
Serena-
Mord-
Serena-
Mord-
Serena-
Ama-
Mord-
Serena-
Mord-

Let mego!

Jump, and | shal follow.

Serena, don't!

I”’m not going to jump.

So you' Il marry me?

| will not marry you!

Then | shdl jump!

No!

Yes

Y ou want meto live.

| don’t know what | want.

Y ou want meto live, and that' satwin to love.
| shdl bein my suite, changing undies.
Amanda, here, you droppt your cattleprod.
Now, please, fetch my carrot juice. Te amo.

Mordecon exits.

Serena- He s sorta sunning, isn't he?

Ama- Stunning is aword that comes to mind.
Serena- | redlly need a chug and chat.

Ama Let’shit the Horny Toad.

Serena and Amanda exit.
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Phase 3, Scene 4. Triple Zero Ranch. Enter Swagart, Vicki, Ted.

Swag-
Ted/Vicki-
Swag-
Ted-
Swag-
Vicki-
Swag-
Vicki-
Swag-
Ted-
Swag-
Ted-
Swag-
Vicki-
Swag-

Gather round, my chubs, for we must make the cult of me.

Allduigh!

Necrophilia.

What?

Use the proper phrase!

Necrophilia, Jesus!

Nay, my name is Manrise, and it meaneth waxing machismo.

Necrophilia, Manrise.

My symbol is the squid, my dogma the swaying way, and thou art my unkys.
Question, Manrise.

Raise your hand.

What is unky?

Question thou me?

Punish him, Manrise!

Yeq, | shdl. Revelaions 21, 19 — 20. “And thewal of the city (I am thecity, | am
the wall), were garnight with precious stones (my punishments are precious):
There was jasper (jasper, being hard and red, signifieth thy buttocks whippt);
there was saphire (a soft, yellow stone, sgnifying thy broken pride); there was
chdcedony (a stone unknown to me, signifying thy dienation); there was emerad
(thissgnifieth thy moneys, which passeth unto me); and there was sardonyx (a
long word, sgnifying in reverse your new name, Tinyman), yet let me abandon
these fruitless rubrics and escort you, Womanthing, to my chamber of revelations,
where you shdl fondle my squid in a swaying way, that we may people our future
planet with myriad fresh and fanciful unkys

Swagart and Vicki go to exit.

Ted-
Swag-

Where' s my Karma, Manrise?
Where' s my camera, Manrise.

Enter Coyote (dresst asreligious fanatic) with afasely dead Karmain hisarms.

Coyote-

Help! Help! DaBeadt killt da Beauty!!

He lays Karma down.

Ted-
Coyote-
Vicki-
Swag-
Coyote-
Swag-

O my Karmal

It take a savior raise her from the dead!

Raise her, Manrise!

Yegq, | shdl.

Get back!

Revdations 10, 1 — 3. “And | saw amighty angd (that angel am 1), come down
from heaven (from heaven | come, or Moab, or whatever you will), clothed with a
cloud (my suit is of substance nimbulus), and his feet were asfire (my feet are on
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fire), and he sat hisright foot upon the sea (this patch of dirt | cal the seq) and his
left foot upon the earth (this stool | cal the earth), and he cried “ Dead Beauty

risel”
Karma wakens.
Coyote- Heisdasavior!
Ted- Necrophilia, Manrise!

Enter Hooch and Kid.

Kid- Karma, honey, what up?
Hooch Méellow, Kid, my back is breakin me.
Swag Now shdl | take these women twi, Womanthing and Teenradish, as my mute of

mating hares with specid hutching in my sheets

Gemmacdlsfrom the sde.

Gemma- Swagart?

Karma- It's da Beast!

Coyote- She' s got super-powers to spot the devil’ s disguise!

Swag Conced thysdlved

Enter Gemma.

Gemma- Swagart?

Karma- It'sda Beast.

Gamma- Must be agoose honking at the sky, or asterile donkey bemoaning itsfate, or a

dimy bullfrog bellering beneath a mobile home. Ah! Why must the finest boys
come from the dumbest towns? Moab is like serious whatever. Y ou have to go out
to get anything, everyone knows each other, and at night, it’s like dark. Get me
out of America and back to New York City! Everything's ddiverable, right of

way ismy way, and nature comes with an optiona service plan. Soon, soon, when
the land is sold, but now to dear tai chi. Stress egest, stress assuage.

Karma- See her move like lunching mantis bobbling headless beetle. She da beedt.

Vicki- Protect me, Manrise!

Swagart jumps out.

Swag Cease thy sexy dance, thou Beadt!

Gemma- Excuse me, Svagart?

Swag O thou art past excuse, thou serpent sack, thou eccentrifica worm mannikin, thou
defecating millipede of noxious fumages!

Gemma- Y ou blow the bottle, Swagart?

Swag Nay, thou noisy fornicator, thou crinkly cancer teat, | suck not Satan’sleche.

Gemma- Hooch, did you get Swagart stoned?
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Hooch Yah, and thisisjugt aplay and we' re al awful actors, right?
Karma- She da Beadt!

Gemma- Kyrin will heer of this.

Karma- Stop da Beast!

Ted- | pop her like Lombardi.

Ted tackles her.

Karma- Cage her in da Kokopdli caves!

Hooch Hold aminute! Why you take her there?

Coyote- So we can beat her!

All- Beat da Beast!

Hooch Stop! Okay, Swagart, | got you stoned. It'sdl aruseto get my cash. You're not
the savior; you're just extra Swagart.

Karma- DaBead is gpesking thru him!

All- Beat da Beast!

Hooch Wait! Tel em, Kid.

Kid- Karma?

Karma- | go with Manrise.

Kid- Sorry, Hooch. I'm with Karma.

All- Beat da Beadt!

All exit, save Hooch.

Hooch Damn, such freaky actions twesk aman al philosophic! How swift the plains of
the human mind spreed the flame of belief. We bi-peds is amighty desperate
thing. Stufft with certain delusions, proppt on unstable grounds, craving endless
explosons, your human isalineage of moments, eech totdly sdlf-detacht, and the
only link is circumfluitious absence. Disruption is our eement, dl, dl iserror! O
brother, you done left arich mistake! | best get help.

Hooch exits. Enter Coyote.

Coy- Help in Moab? That’s like seekin style in San Francisco. In Moab, the hand that
feedsyabitesya. It's dusty here for areason — lotsa death. Don’t never come
down Moab way, | tel ya. Them canyonsis deep, them riversis dry, and just
when you gart thinkin you cool, Coyote turn up da hest.

Phase 4, scene 1. Mordecon’ sroom at AmandalsB & B.

Mord- Dutymaker!

Enter Dutymaker.

Duty- Y es, Mordecon, most presumptuous of men?
Mord- When will thisland be my land?

Midnight Brainwash Revival, by Kirk Wood Bromley * © 1999 Inverse Theater Productions

47



Duty- Tonight & midnight.

Mord- Egobooster!

Enter Egobooster.

Ego- Y es, Mordecon, most polygamous of men?

Mord- Tonight | shal mount Amanda like an eectrode-addled |obster repeatedly
thwacking a plastic decoy in some pentagon experiment on agquatic sexud
weaponry. Boost my ego.

Ego- You arethe big lake they call Gitchagimmee,

Mord- Fetusburger!

Enter Dr. Fetusburger.

Fetus-
Mord-

Y es, Mordecon, most longevitous of men?
My tumor istalking.

Kyrin and Novaknock.

Mord- It strying to escape.

Dutymaker opens the door.

Kyrin Mordecon, | will not sdll the land.

Mord- But you gave me your word.

Kyrin- | lent you my word, and now | want it back.

Mord- My love for Serenais sincere.

Kyrin- You love Serena?

Mord- Ah, | see. We must play at Arabs. Sit, please, and smoke the shishain my house
of hair. Honorable prince Abdul Kyrin Abdul Kyrin Abdul of Moababad, it is
true, | love Serena, she whose womb is rich as OPEC upstream, yet knowing a
brother holds afirm ambivaence to his Sster’ s sex, being to him woman not
woman, free not free, desirous undesirous, feding afetish for her like clash with
the the taboo toward hislike, | shal not speak of her camd lipsin a screaming
Spittle storm, but merely say | wish to wed and bed your sster.

Kyrin- Does she know that?

Mord- | asked her yesterday.

Kyrin- What did she say?

Mord- She' sthinking, but she'll stop.

Kyrin- Something' s wrong with you.

Mord- | love your Sgter.

Kyrin- Y ou love what she has.

Mord- Y ou love what she haa't.

Kyrin- Wdl, I'm not sdling.

Mord- Do not renege on me.

Kyrin- Isthat athreat?
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Mord-

Kyrin-
Nova-
Kyrin-
Nova-
Kyrin-
Nova-
Kyrin-

Mord-

Enter Hooch.

Hooch-

Kyrin-
Hooch-
Kyrin-

O, no, it'sdl that | will leave of you

When | am done extracting your good word

From your bad mest. I'll ped and pressyour flesh
To paper, thento ink I'll brew your blood,

And using your last rib for tip, I'll etch

“Do not renege on me”’ across the blank

That adl may read the reason for your healp.
Maybethisisabad idea

He doesn't scare ya, does he?

What, him? No.

Don’t you have a possein New Y ork?

O, yah. My New Y ork posse.

I’m right behind ya

Mordecon, I’ ve got this New Y ork posse,

And, if you threaten me again, they will

Come over to your place and shoot their mouths off.
Mr. Ridge, have you ever dreaming dasht

Naked thru atwist of cackling briars,

The prey of every digpered, frowing clown,

As milksnake-headed condors bray above

To beak your scrumptuous puss, and outward looking
To the drall horizon for some help, you see

So plainly lain in colored corn and thigh

Of wasted moosg, the term ‘ dehumanize’

There, where pygmies thought their maker lofty?

| am the Scribbler, Sir. Do not renege on me!

Someone oughta fix that fence; it lacks for gettin-thru. Feedings and sanitations,
gr. The handl€ s Hooch, demotivationa guru. I'd dip you acard, but | gambled
away the deck. Wdl, what a satisfying schmazz. Aloha, cheek-to-cheek, and a
multinationd grin, for | must now swap some mutuals con mi gente. Kyrin,
Swagart’ s flippt. He claims he' s the messiah, gathers round him those obnoxious
tourigts snuck behind my trailer, and they, in tribe mystericd, have hoosegowed
Gemmain the Kokopelli caves.

What?

Follow me.

The ded’ s off, Morty.

Kyrin, Nova, Hooch exit.

Mord-

Mordecon! Welcome to Delectable Dishes of Degath. I'm Chef Wanton
Degtruction, and today we will be making my Four Horsemen Sdad. Firgt, the
greens. wack, wack, the world's my weed. Next, the toppings. crispy Buddhist
flesh, heart of Hutu daughter, tongue of ghetto poet, and a orig of Siberian
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eyelash. Splash on some high-fat sewage dressing, fork and tongs, churn and
gretch, chew, drop, choke, spit, and scorch the earth in acid vomit.

Enter Coyote as Tour Guide and Spam.

Coyote-

Coyote exits.

Spam+
Mord-
Spam-
Mord-
Spam-
Mord-
Spam-
Mord-

Spam-

Mord-

Spam-
Mord-

Duty-
Mord-
Duty-
Mord-
Duty-
Mord-

Spam-

Onyour left isthelair of pernicious Mordecon, an entirely germ-free, user-
hostile, amora habitat, known by local schoolgirls as the Heebyjeeby Hive. No
pictures, please. Photography angers the animals.

Que pasa, Muerte Grande?

Wo! Codeword?

Chemoalithoautotrophi chyperthermophiles.

Y ou owe me a handjob.

How suz?

| sef-destruct on explanation.

So what' s the wrap, plastic man?

| got adirty town to wipe.

Coolamatic! | just met this piss of a dude who claims there' s some serious seismic
chakras in the bedrock under Moab, S0 if we stick atrigger deep and tight in the
Kokopdli cave, thiswhole pubic region will explode.

That's abad idea

It' swhat I'm good at.

Dutymaker, pack my strap-on velveeta vaging, three vias of hexadranothorizine,
and arubber Reagan mask.

Yes, gr.

And send a note to Serena, inviting her to the cave.

Yes, Sr.

| don't just play the devil’s advocate.

Yes, gr.

Muerte Poco, after you.

Bad newsfirgt.

Spam and Dutymaker exit, as Mordecon exits Snging.

I’m agoin down to Horida

To poddy-train the Chairman Mao;
Then I’'m grindin me awhitecastle dider
Outta India s sacred cow.

Phase 4, scene 2. The Horny Toad, abar in Moab. Enter Serena and Amanda.

Ama-
Ser-
Ama-

Crazy, this is Crazy Control, copy.
Crazy Contral, thisis Crazy, copy.
Here'swhat | think, girlfriend: you need a man.
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Ama-

Ama-

Ama-

There are no men in Moab.

| know one.

But ishe sngle?

Heissngular.

Redly? What's he like?

O, high maintenance.

I ve lotsa practice fixing men.

And he d love you to fix him.

So tel me more of Mr. Singular.

He svery interesting and very scary.
Perhaps he' s smply hard to understand.
What's hard to understand about a creep?
He cregpsinto your life, acts al creepy,
Then creeps away, like the frickin creep heis.
Creepy’ s kinda cute. Poison toads fascinate
Pedt the friendly frog. Danger vivifies
Asclosest to death is closest to life.

Give me amean full of shocking surprise

And | will fed the fear that teaches peace.
You think s0?

Totdly.

He has got some cash,

But O aman with money’ s like free booze;
It goes from fun to weird to wrong to dead
So fadt, you have your honeymoon in court.
Why should | love aman? Cuz he looks good?
My looking good is what will make love last.
Cuz he' snice? Nice never survives the night.
O, maybe | should love him for his mind?
He will not mind me once he has my love.
But love his money, you are money love,
Asoneman'srichesisal men'sdegre.

This man, Serena, dresses sorta funny.

| like aman well-dresst.

But aman in adress?

Marriage will reform him.

All marriage will reform

Is his gut, your ass, and the backdoor key.
Trust me, Serena, homeboy’s never home.
Am | someinvaid to monitor?

A man that’ s too much there must be pushed back,
And with the push he pulls & someone e,
But he that’ s too much gone must be pulled back,
And in the pull’ s afreshening of the push.

O you are perfect for hisimperfectiond

So, bring him on.
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Ama- Why not?
Ser- Why not?
Ama- Why not?
Enter Dutymaker and Coyote (dresst as alascivious drunk).

Coyote- Anybody lookin for their father?

Ser- Yes.

Coyote- Ishetal, dark, and handsome?
Ser- Yes.

Coyote- Is he rugged, wise, and tender?
Ser- Yes.

Coyote- Does he dimb every mountain?
Ser- Yes.

Coyote- Come to daddy!

Ser- There' s been amistake!
Coyote- Ain't you Serena Rut?

Ser- Serena Ridge.

Coyote- Anybody lookin for their father?
Coyote exits.

Duty- Serena Ridge?

Serena- Yes?

Duty- Note from Mordecon.
Serenareads.

| wait in Kokopelli caves enwombed

To meet my love and hear its echoes boom
The rush of our new child’ s urgent heart,
Two begtsin one, that we may never part.

Ama- O that schmuckity schmuck schmuck schmuckity schmuck!
Ser- Amanda, isMr. Singular Mordecon?
Ama What?

Ser- | will come.

Dutymaker exits.

Ama- Y ou' re going to the cave?

Ser- Y ou convinced me.

Ama But | didn't mean him!

Ser- O stop.

Ama- Serena, there are better men!

Ser- So, bring him on.
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Ama- Jugt wait, and he will come.
Ser- Wait, Amanda? | am fat with waiting.
I’ve waited for my mother to float up;
I’ve waited for my brother to grow up;
I’ve waited for my father to show up;
I’ve waited for a man to pick me up,
And | have nothing, but you' ve set me straight:
Love will fly the higher the lesswe wait.
Ama- He doesn't love you.
Ser- He s loved mefor years.
Ama- But he s not right.
Ser- Who'sright has done me wrong.
Ama- It' sl too early.
Ser- No, it'sway too late.
The day of my potentid darkens now,
The glare of youth diminishing, wild pinks
In transformation fade, and | perceive
No higtory but hope, no light but night,
Wherein | sumble to some crumbling shelf
And fed my father’s corpse. But do | cry
And clutch it? No, for need has fostered dearth,
Gratitude despite, fondness disesteem,
Aseveninthisgghtlesstimel see
How little | have seen, what nothing shows.
Absence stares at me, s0 | shut my eyes,
And thereit is, my body beckoning
To sorb its procrestive emptiness.
| ache for family. Why to othersdl,
Y et none to me, save asounding silence?
Ama- Serena, you're not going?
Ser- | am gone.
Midnight is near, and with it anew yesr,
But nothing will be new. My homeis here.
Serena exits.
Ama- Must cdl thergpist. Mugt cdl therapidt.
Enter Dutymaker.
Duty- Y ou must find yoursdlf, not phone your shrink.
Ama- Pardon me?
Duty- Y ou love Serena, don't you?
Ama- Why, yes.
Duty- Then be aman, not Amanda
Ama- Y ou know about me?
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Duty-
Ama-
Duty-
Ama-
Duty-
Ame-
Duty-

| know she needs your help.

| tried.

Mordecon means to murder her.
He what?

Tekethisknife.

Might | get your name?

Dutymaker. | make duties. Now go!

Both exit. Enter Coyote.

Coy-

Since most of you arefdling adeep, I'll give the ending away so you can go and
get good drunk. Everyone sin the cave, dabomb blows up, and everyone dies.
The End. But here' s abonus track - far in the future, anthropologists uncover the
meass grave, and in avery important academic journd, they declare: “This
primitive tribe worshippt the god, Coyote, whose beauty, wit, and prowess were
S0 grest, his people would st for hoursin dark rooms listening to him babble,
Gladly, we have moved beyond such popular dedusons.”

Phase 4, scene 3. Trash and Spam in the Kokopelli cave. Trash issinging.

Trash

Softy-
Trash
Softy-
Trash
Softy-
Trash
Softy-
Trash+
Softy-
Trash
Softy-
Trash
Softy-
Trash
Softy-
Trash
Softy-

Dumb-ass trucker

And aloud-mouth hitch
Haul’n hazmeats

Down ablacktar pitch,
Get near cufft

By ahighway dlown;
Things gettin rough

In Softy’s Moab town.

Trash, good buddy?

What?

Why we underground?

AsK that wigger Spam.

Tragh?

What?

Why you mind him?

Cuz he'sgot idess.

Tragh?

Cheezits, piggyman! Y ou got more imperogatives than both Trash Juniors.
Spam is blowin up Moab.

No heain't.

Then why’s he want da bomb?
Cuz helogt histeddy bear.

Untie me, Trash, and | won't tell.
Hooha!

Ain't | begged your love?
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Trash

Don't mention that!

Enter Coyote (dresst as Ol' Cooty).

Cooty- Bombs-we-ddiver!

Trash You OI' Cooty?

Cooty- I’'m Ol and I’'m Cooty, so one plus one makes me.

Trash The dude with the loot is on hisway.

Cooty- I’ve some soggy in aflask, if yasuck.

Trash Straight up, wobbly down!

Cooty- So what you plan on doin with da bomb?

Softy- Blowin up Moab.

Trash We re makin amovie,

Cooty- What'sit cdled?

Softy- Blowin up Moab.

Trash The Movie.

Cooty- So what's it bout?

Softy- Blowin up Moab.

Trash Inamovie

Cooty- What you play?

Trash Thevictim.

Cooty- Who'sthe bad guy?

Trash O, you'll meet him soon.

Cooty- And what' sthe tied up fela doin, Sdestryin to tdl me sumthin?

Trash He plays a cop.

Softy- | am a cop.

Cooty- Y ou get the bad guy?

Softy- No, cuz hetied me up and stuck mein acave!

Cooty- Wi, hoojiggy, you boys need a hero!

Softy- Y a, we know.

Cooty- The cop could whisper the plan to someone.

Softy- Like you?

Cooty- Daggy! | accept. And don't you fret, cuz | was avirile lesbian in my day. Once, |
played Prince Hammy, but my soloquies was cut. Now that’s a clever director!
No “private moments,” get it?

Softy- I’'m thinkin thisain't a happy movie.

Enter Spam and Mordecon.

Mord- Makes me awful happy.

Spam+ Here' sdaloot, Ol Cooty, gimme da bomb.

Cooty- Y ou authorized?

Spam- Cash don't ask.

Cooty- Keep clear of pets and kids.

Spam- Dabomb, or else!
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Cooty gives him the bomb.

Cooty-
Coyote exits.

Trash
Spam-

Trash+
Spam-
Trash
Spam-
Softy-
Mord-

| will not act under such conditiond

Spam, who isthis?
The Tycoon of Tantrums, the Generator of Hurricanes, The CEO of DOA, the

VIP of RIP, Doyen of Doom, the Grand Wiz of Lips and Sciz, macho Mordecon.

What he ever do?

Mordecon created scarcity.
Why's he here?

He' s helpin us blow up Moab.
What | say?

Y ou need my foot in your mouth.

Mordecon sticks his foot in Softy’s mouth.

Spam-
Trash+
Spam-
Trash
Mord-
Trash
Mord-

Trash
Spam-
Trash
Spam+
Mord-
Spam-
Trash
Spam-
Trash+
Spam-
Trash
Spam-
Trash

Spam+

Suck hisnipple, Trash.

Say what?

All Clannys must breastfeed upon the boss.

| will do no such thing!

Senor Trash, have | told you what the Clan can do for you?

No.

Through our policy of TQM, or Terribly Questionable Management, we offer a
sdary in accordance with your crimes, instant promotion to Butthole Surfer, a
fully insured body trangplant, and dl religious holidays off, including Cdigula's
birthday.

Spam, why we gotta blow up Moab?

Cuz it' sthere.

Y ou said no on€e' s gettin hurt.

Bombs don't kill people; people kill people.

And thank God, else there’ d be too many people.

Tie dabomb to Softy.

Spam, | don't wanna take out Softy.

Y ou gettin soft on me?

No.

You love him, don't you, Trash?

No.

Y ou want his dirty yode patch to sprout your scampy punkins.

What you takin, man?

I’m talkin man-love, Tragh. If my father taught me anything, it's man must not
love man, and this, like al jingo of unconsciousness nouveaw, is proven by
andogy to computers. Chip-innards throb in aloop of ones and zeros, shaft and
gpace, something nothing, man womean, yo! And the moment yes meets yes
without that naturd no-no buffer, it's system error, crashing, crashing...
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Mord- Ungentlemen, my toes are getting pruny.

Trash Ain't that what you doin with da bomb?

Spam- Don't twist my plot, Trash, cuz I’'m along story made short.

Mord- And I’'m atwo-dimensond solid with one foot in the mouth of law.

Spam- Tie the bomb to Softy.

Mord- Or you beg for my love.

Trash takes Softy and the bomb away.

Mord- I’ ve some serenity to squelch before we scram. Meet me at the airdtrip, 11:30
sharp, and we'll zip my learjet past the thunderzone.

Spam- Gagagoogoo.

Mordecon exits Snging.

All the sailors who were junkies,

All went sailing out to seq,

And the white man sold qualudes to the monkeys,
And they dl died high up in the treed

All exit.

Phase 4, scene 4. Swagart, Gemma, Kid, Karma, Ted and Vicki in Kokopdlli Caves.

Swag This cave be thy grave, thou Beast!

Gemma- Swagart, let me go!

Swag Thy words but fertilize the crop confusion.

Gemma- Kid, tel him the truth!

Kid- What, that you da Beast?

Gemma- | am not!

Karma- Didst thou not eat thy mother to be born? Dogt thou not forget thy dreams? Art

thou not afashion-fascist? Y ea, thou art da beast!

Enter Kyrin, Nova, Hooch.

Kyrin- Swagart, whet in hel?

Swag Hell is bust, and demons flood the market.

Kyrin Undo her!

Swag She isundone, as art thou with spritzing the spurcitous thief of scrupulogity.
Kyrin- I"ll take you out.

Kyrin goes a him. Kid pulls hislestherman.

Kid- Yo, | take you out!
Hooch- Kid! It'sjust ajoke!
Kid- But it' sme and Karma s joke!
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Hooch These thoughts are a mgjor contact buzz!

Kyrin- Listen, Kid.

Kid- No more Kid, no more Manana. Once | was logt, but now I'm just blind.

Hooch What about the next-day Nino and his Hoochy Koochy?

Kid- All you got me, Hooch, was way off-track! But Karma's set me straight.

Hooch This child chews my heart and spitsthe juicesin my face.

Kar- Manrise, like, da Beast?

Swag Tie them up, and we shdl pray for guidance.

They tie them up and step aside.

Nova- If thisislife on Triple Zero, maybe you should .

Gemma- Maybe you should sdl? Kyrin?

Kyrin- Silence.

Gemma- Where have you been dl day?

Kyrin- Taking with Secret Man.

Nova- And telling Mordecon heign't sdling.

Gamma- O thisis precious kack. While I'm lamb-basted by the mord militia, you get yin-
yanged by an eco-fregk. Voila, my vacation!

Hooch Careful, Kyrin. She's da Beast.

Gemma- And you, Hooch, are a has-been wanna-be, a smdl-time schmactor, a sad and

londly trangent but successful in delusions, or as your brother said, a
chromosoma abnormadity.

Kyrin- Hooch told me you were here.

Gemma- Hooch dippt dope on Swagart.

Hooch Stresson “dippt.” It dippt out my hand into Swagart’s drooling maw.

Gemma- And before | met you, Kyrin, you were ajunior Hooch. Singin in subways, livin
off pity, chasing dreams you hadn’t the chops to catch.

Nova- Y ou sang in subways?

Kyrin- Thereis agag-order on my past!

Gemma- Then sllence be conclusion to my screams: do my bid or bid me adieu.

Kyrin- | will =l theland.

Nova- But your father...

Coyote, dresst as Y ahway, leads the cult onto the stage.

Coy- And I, the Mighty Bored, say Teenradish and da Beast shdl femfight to the death!
Swag Thy will be done!

They grab Gemma

Kyrin- Swagart, you are fired!

Swag- We'redl fired & midnight.

Exit Kid, Karma, Swagart, Gemma, Ted, and Vicki.
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Coyote- Is everybody havin a blast?

Nova- Coyote?

Coyote- Cdlate!

Hooch Cooty, man, long see no time!
Kyrin- That's Coyote?

Coyote- Nay, | am thy father!

Kyrin- Untie us, please!

Coyote- That'll cogt ya.

Kyrin- My wadlet’'sin my pocket.
Coyote- Not no more.

Coyote takes Kyrin'swallet.

Kyrin- Let'sgo.
Coyote- They only ligento us
Hooch Yes The ancient pop and his cherubs twi!

Hooch takes Y ahway and angel costumes from Coyote.

Coyote- | will bethe angel on your |eft.
Kyrin- Casanova?
Nova- Sorry, but I'm over playin God.

Kyrin and Hooch exit with Y ahway and angel costumes.

Nova- He sgoing to Al | havefailed.
Coyote- But FHuke, you till have your secret weapon.
Nova- What isthat?
Coyote- Y oursdlf
Nova- Ah, Cooty, I'm afraid to be mysdlf

Due dl to what the world might do to me.
Coyote- Y ou are the world you fear, so be yoursdlf

And you will fascinate who once you feared.
Y ou cannot urge the truth and dso lie.
Y ou cannot hide from chance while seeking chance.
Y ou want to get the hero and save the land?
Be yoursdf, Fluke, be yoursdf.
Nova- So long, Secret Man!
Echo- So long, Secret Man!

She takes off her man clothes.

Coyote- Hello, sexy ooman!
Nova- Coyote, stop!
Coyote- | will restrain mysdf, if you weer this,

And make yoursdlf the angel on the | eft.
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He gives her the angd costume.

Nova- But you just said...

Coyote- Be yoursdf, but be my sucker first

Nova exits.

Coyote- What will | be next? A degpsea skydiver? A surgeon with atwitch? The man with

the rubber-stamp hands? Maybe I’ ll just be me - vague, obstreperous, recondite,
wayward, quaint, irrepressible me. Nah! What' sthe thrill in that? Me is meager,
meady, mesk. Me gusta mucho you. Y ou is unanimous, ubiquitous, euphorioud |
love you. So waich yoursdlf, cuz | am you. What will | be next?

He exits.

Phase 5, scene 1. Spam, Trash, and Softy in the Kokopelli caves.

Spam- Theticker's set for midnight, so lock him in the truck.

Softy- Fdlas, thisan't friendly-like.

Spam+ Yo, friendsisfor therich. To the truck, Trash!

Trash Why we torch my truck, Spam?

Spam- Cuz it' salink in the combustive chain, poop-fudge.

Trash Ya, but it'smy truck.

Spam- It's scrgp on wheds, Trash, and | will jacka when it flush.

Trash Don't you badtak Sissy.

Spam- Sissy? Yo, | will badtalk Sissy, and, if unsatisfied, | will forkfuck Sisssy, cuz

Sissy isatenton tunatin with acrockpot a crught critters on her grill and a
kitschy landscape cross her kidneys, aight?

Trash That landscape is my home, Spam!

Spam+ Then you emerged from an abortive artigtic effort, retro-spawn.
Trash Y ou know what, Spam? I’'m gartin to wish | never pickt you up.
Spam- That’s blue collar, baby. Alwaystryin to change the past.

Trash Ther€ slike an energizer bunny stuck between your cheek and gum.
Spam+ | yap to cover up your country muzak!

Trash Country is my soul!

Spam- Y our soul’s ahokey cliche wonk of repetitive maudlin schmatz!

Enter Coyote in a hat that is red on one sde and green on the other and walks between them.

Coyote- Holal

Coyote exits.

Trash Weren't that Ol Cooty in ared hat?
Spam- That hat was green, chumpdlice.
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Trash Red.

Spam- Green.

Trash No way! | ain't bendin over in this shower, Spam. That hat was my ass-mest after
a cross-continentd, the asphdt after a school- bus accident, and your boy-baloons
after aprison party. That hat was the epifany of red.

Spam- You sayin | seethingsain't there?

Trash Let’spall the audience. Yo, Softy, you're in law-enforcement. Ever hear athe
Clan of Lips and Scissors?

Softy- Nope.

Trash Ever laid eyes on a Silicone Sensua Migtress?

Softy- Negative.

Trash Is pubic hair an indicator of crimina tendencies?

Softy- Not on my patrol.

Trash That hat was red and that’s my fina answer.

Spam- It's Desthmeta headbang time!

Softy- Fdlas, could you smooth the fuss? Da bomb!

Spam- Die, cowpokemon!

Trash Touch himand I flip.

Spam- Y ou backsest drivin me?

Trash Thewhed’sin my mouth.

Spam- Beg for my love.

Trash You got no loveto give.

Spam- Lyin piece atrash!

Trash Junky chunk a spam!

They fight and kill each ather.

Softy- Fellas? Y ou okay? Howbout takin off da bomb? Fellas? Damn me, Jesus. Dead as
left-out bread. One more hour, we'll al be toast. Help!

Softy exits.
Phase 5, scene 2. Enter Serenain the Kokopelli Caves.

Ser- Wasthat ahelp? O | should leave, but stay.
These caves give endless reverb roundabout,
Help could be yelp, sosyes O yes,

Askids still use these dark, dripping dungeons
For covert thrills, as 1 once did, | do.

No doubt, Serena. Let enigmagrowl.

Y our fear wed you to an unfair fether,

Y our conscience stole your joy, and your control
Logt contral, yet of him | know nathing!

And s0? | cannot know my want until

| know my other’s want, but who knows that?
In dl the universe, there's no event
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More puzzling than the couple of two beings,
As dructurd smplicity dlows

For substantive complexity to boom.

Y et might my want to his unwanted blind?
He could be crazy, crud, he could be what?
He, like dl, isinfinite potentid,

Nor am | o perintimate with me

That | know just what I’ m about to be.
How know what binding to the unknown brings?
Yet | know some of him, and hate it. Good!
Embrace disgugt, inquire resistance, grow
In counterpoise, and thru thanatos thrive

In fecund clash! Are we both not human,
Both share in sentiments beyond our wills,
Desre what our mother did, or didn't,
Offtrail theferd arc of consciousness

That walks us each upon the leash of hope
To what wewere? Am | dl that to say

| am not that? I’m nothing, or I'm not.

So ought I, as my father, climb the dope

Of dippery supposition, die or do,

That as gust to wind, awe the ingtant life,
Fernlet in the canopy, | can fit

To any pliant form, for lessthe wind

Of trust the world would wither. He is odd,
But standard stupefies. No risk, no rush.
What'sto lose if winning gets me nothing?
Heloves me. I’d be wrong to not the same.
If dl | ganishollow expectation,

An empty dream’s more than an empty day.
My heart isracing. To what finish? Breathe,

Enter Mordecon.

Mord-

What ho! She breathesthe air into her chest.
But O werel avirusinthat ar

That | might lodge into her bronchia tubes
And rouse up mucus, that she choke and die.
Morty, isthat you?

It is Mordecon,

For everything isin aname. A rose

Would not smdll as sweet were it caled stinky.
I"m sorry.

Is not sorrow aso love?

| can speak of acceptance, not of love,
Though that | cling to truth shows how | hope.
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Mord-

Truth istedious. Cling to me. Your heart
Isjumping like alemur being burned
Alivefor Chinese gphrodisiacs.

Isthat not love?

If love's an unknown fear.

Fear isfun! Aswe connubicdly jaunt
Across the heat-groke Sngle-partner waste-worth,
Only fear will furnish dectrolytes,

So say it.

Yes.

Yeswhat?

Yesto mariage.

But I mean, say | love you.

Ol can't,

But soon perhaps | will.

What' s soon to me?

Soon | will be durping banana dugs

Thru adixie straw on virtua sofas

Soon I'll be athong in south Miami.

| soon will be a cartoon of mysdlf.

Just like magic shows can redly drag
Without the skinny suited skeletor

Sawing bikini zoombas down therift,

We musgt kick the can when we can. Say it.
| swear upon my father’s grave...

O do not swear by that!

Your father’s grave' s afreezer, so he might
Come back, and then your word would be but merd.
He won't come back.

Il send Dutymaker

Up the mountain to sever his heed,

Then you may swear by him!

I"ll skip the sweer,

And say this give me ming, I'll give you yours.
Yoursismine, mineisyours, say | love you.
| can't.

Say the specid words!

It's too soon.

Too soon to swoon?

| swoon.

Then love.

Morty.

Mordecon.

| like Morty.

| hate Morty.

But Morty isthe man | want.
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Mord- | see your point, Serena, SO see mine.

Mordecon pulls out a knife.

Ser- O lethal hope!

Mord- What?

Ser- | loveyou, Morty.

Mord- For your sincerity, | give you degth.

Enter Amanda.

Ama Game' s up, Mordecon. Drop the bit and hit the floor.
Mord- I’ll hit your pelvic floor in abit, randy Mandy.
Ama- | am not Amanda. | am Raymond!

Amanda becomes Raymond.

Mord- | knew that.

They fight.

Mord- Do you ectudly love thiswoman?

Ray- Yes.

Mord- But she has naturd breasts and pubic hair!
Ray- I’ll let that go, but you ain't so lucky!

They fight. Raymond stalbs Mordecon.

Mord- O, Raymond, yes! Y ou’ve poked me! How ironic. Anyone got afag? Last words,
terrible tumor! | am amorphophalus titanum! Mordecon is my host upon this
unplanned planet. But heisdying, so | must seek new snack! Seeyallater,
incubator. I'm fuckin dead! Ah! Y ou think I’ ve left the building?

Hesngs.

Bouncy girl, bouncy g,

Bouncy bouncy girl,

Bouncy bouncy

Bouncy bouncy girl.

Mord- | am the gtink in the fridge, the discomfort in the cab, the cracklein theling, I'm
al you can't explain! Serena, drop your panty shields and board my klingon

vessd! Last chance for daddy jam! Terrible tumor, hold me! O hokey desth. | am
anab. | will return.

He dies. His Chillcor Bioextenson Begper goes off.
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Beeper- | am a Chillcor Bioextenson Begper. My client, Mortimer Contraveno, islegaly
deed. In minutes, Chillcor agentswill heliport to your location to remove his body
to cryogenic deepfreeze and eventua resurrection. Federd regulations prohibit
tampering with or disabling this device or the deceased. Y our cooperation is
appreciated.

Ray- That'smy life. Kill aman, he dill ain’t dead.

Ser- Cut off his head.

Ray- But the beeper said....

Ser- | do not want this man to live again.

Ray- Let'sdrag him to the light.

Ser- Thank you, Raymond.

Beeper- Do not tamper! Do not tamper!

They exit with the body.

Phase 5, scene 3. Deep in the Kokopelli Caves. Enter Swagart, Gemma, Kid, Karma, Ted, Vicki.

Swag-
Gemmea-

They gag her.

Swag-
Vicki-
Swag-
Kid-
Swag-
Karma-
Swag-
Ted-

Tinyman, gag da beedt.
Swagart, thisis your brain on drugd

Womanthing, adorn da beast with sundries of succubi.
I"ll paint her up like a meeatpack dut.

Kidbeing, you will referee the femfight.

Cool. What?

Teenradish, you must day da beest.

Coyote, where are you?

Tinyman, announce my coming.

Areyou reedy, wrestling fans, for the end of the world?

Enter Hooch (dressed as Y ahway), Kyrin (dressed as an angel), and Nova (dressed as an angdl).

Kyrin-
Nova-
Kyrin-
Nova-
Hooch+
Swag-
Hooch-
Swag-
Hooch-
Swag-
Hooch-
Swagr

Enteritis.

Wacky backy.

Bashdlitis.

Me Coyote.

| am Y ahway, come to end these things.
Welcome, Bored.

What art thou doing, wretch?

| day dabeast.

| said day da besf.

Say dabeef?

Ah those drunken monksl

Y et dost the savior not day da beast?
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Hooch-
Swag-
Kyrin/Nova-
Swag-
Hooch-
Swagr
Hooch-
Swag-
Hooch+
Swag-
Kyrin-
Swag-
Hooch-
Kyrin-
Swag-
Hooch-
Swag-
Hooch
Swagr
Kyrin
Swag-
Hooch-

What maketh ye think thou art the savior?
The symbolsthree.

The symbols threel

A fishshaped birthmark, a swaying way...
And asense of Unky.

O, yes, the Unky.

Dost thou possess a sense of Unky?

| possess asense of it.

What is Unky?

My sense of it does not relate to what it is exactly.
Thou art not the savior!

O, forget me, Bored!

Y ou are forgotten.

Why has thou bound and gagged this woman?
Because sheisthe beast.

Thou art twice mistaken!

Sheis not the beast?

Nay!

Whois?

Mordecon!

Mordecon, the beast?

He who dayeth Mordecon, heis my savior!

Enter Raymond (with Mordecon’s head in his hand) and Serena.

Ray- Y ou're probly wondering why there’'sahead in my hand.
Enter Softy (with bomb tied to him).

Softy- Y ou're probly wondering why there’'s abomb on my body.
Kyrin- Run! | will handle this.

Serena- I’m with you.

Ray- I’m with her.

Nova- I'm with him.

Hooch I’'mwith me.

Hooch exits. The cult goesto the Side.

Kyrin-

How do | defuse da bomb?

Enter Coyote (dresst as Strange Bozon)

Coy-
Kyrin-
Coy-

Someone say defuse?

Who are you?

To you, Strange Bozon. To you, Ranger Stranger. To you, Secretario. To you,
Tattoo. To you, Ol Cooty.
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Softy- He built da bomb!

Kyrin- I’d think you were Coyote were he not here next to me.

Coy- Riddles three must you solve, then | defuse da bomb.

Kyrin- Speak.

Coy- What' s there before birth, renews thru repetition, improves thru mutation, defines
everything, yet cannot be defined?

Ray- Life

Coy- Getting warm. Riddle next. What' swise cuz it's dumb, true cuz
it sfalse, blind s0 it can see, acomfort to the sad, and a torment
to the satisfied?

Kyrin- Hope.

Coy- Getting hot. Riddle last. What' s meaner than Mordecon, gooder
than Amanda, your father needsit, Hooch hasit, and it will
outlast the universe?

Ser- Nothing.

Coy- Yed And for nothing, you get nothing.

Coyote goes to exit.

Nova- Defuse da bomb!

Coy- Silly angel. Solvin riddles don't defuse da bomb.
Kyrin- What else can we do?
Coy- Thereis onething.
Kyrin- Nameit, and it' s done.
Coy- You mus Sng.

Kyrin- | can’'t Ing.

Nova- | cansng.

Coy- He mug sng.

Softy- Sng!

Kyrin- Fine I'll Sng.

Kyrin angs.

What will not wandering find,
Seepin shine, work in rest,
Need dips away

And we soar for aday,

What will not wandering find

For arush thru the devious west?

What will not settling find,
Sensein surge, cdm on a crest,
Need dips away

And we st for aday,

What will not settling find

For ahome in the glorious west.
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Buried under Broken Arch,

Scrub the scripture on his grave,
Lies the man who dared to march
Across the bridge that water made

Softy- It sl tickin!

Coy- Silly Softy. Singin songs don’'t defuse da bomb.
Coyote exits.

Softy- Go.

Kyrin- Go.

Ser- Go.

Ray- No.

Nova- Midnight is upon us.

Swag O, my Bored, | am coming!

Enter Coyote.

Coyote- Happy New Y ear!

Kyrin- It didn't go off.

Coyote- Silly hero. Only happy endings defuse da bomb.
Coyote grabs bomb and exits.

Swag Am | in paradise?

Kyrin- Close, Swagart. You'rein Moab.

Swag O what agreat disappointment!

Enter Chillcor agents.

1-
Kyrin-
2-

1-
Serena-
Ray-

2-
Serena-

Freeze.

Who are you?

We are Chillcor agents. Somewherein this cave thereisa
bioextension beeper belonging to a Mortimer Contraveno.
Wher€' s the body?

AsK his head.

Hal The Chillor Killcorpd!

Isthe brain in tact?

Weasit ever?

The Chillcor agents take the head.

1-
2-

He dhdl rise again.
Chillcor. Chesp, safe, forever.

Exit Chillcor agents. Gemma and Softy are untied.
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Softy-

He exits.

Ted-
Vicki-
Ted-
Vicki-
Ted-
Vicki-
Ted-
Vicki-
Ted-
Vicki-
Ted-
Vicki-

They exit.

Gemma-

Kyrin-
Ser-

Kyrin-

Kyrin-

Areyou dlright, Officer Softy?

| have begged for love and been given life;
| have seen sdfishness and sacrifice;

| have suckt the toes of bad and good,;
I’ve no vocation but to spread the word.

Vicki?

Ted?

Duped again.

It's such adowner bein a Dumbcowski.
You fed like quittin?

No.

Me neither.

Where' smy Karma?

Probly &t the station.

Let’sround her up and head on home.
| felt it good thistime.

Next time for certain, maybe.

Kyrin, | am leaving this horrid cave

To find another buyer for the land.
Gemma, stop. Serena, no more silence.
The clash | fed can bardly fit to speech.
What would you hear?

Y our sense of what's to do.

Ought 1, who have nothing, determine al?
If I, who have dl, desireit of you.

The breach in our desiresis so old
Wetoo migtake it for our origin.

Then thru our common origin decide.
There enters sllence, distant, dead silence
Which initswill its counterwill displays,
Like some unconscious protest, that demands
Conscious organizing by the bereft

To make of being its remembrance.

Y et how to grow unless we can forget
The conflict makes us desperate for resolve?
| think the source of dl I’ ve thought so far
Is gone, not to return, so what to think
But that in thinking sourceless | am free.
Not to return?

Or, what' s the same, replaced.
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Ray-

Ser-
Kyrin-
Ray-
Ser-
Ray-
Gemma-

Nova-
Kyrin-

Nova-

What of these wild mementos of hiswill?
They must remain exactly asthey are,

But | must change, so are they yoursto care.
Where will you go?

| have afriend, Amanda,

Who could in degp map out the hills of grief,
So would | follow her to some new place

If she can stand the burden of nothing.

W, | can't spesk for her, but | have heard
Her mae-sde shout, “Nothing satisfies me,”
So nothing ought to be awelcome burden.
Save this— she has been claimed by Mordecon.
Who will return.

Let me handle Morty.

Crazy, thisis Crazy.

Over and out.

Serena, | am pleased you have matured;
Now, Kyrin, can we go and sdl the land?
Where will Coyote live?

When will hedie

And quit it with the sdf-concedling cause?
If you desire him dead, then | reved

The sf that ismy cause, and quit you dl.

She takes off the angel costume.

Kyrin-
Nova-
Kyrin-

Nova-
Kyrin-

Nova-
Ser_
Nova-

Ray-

Nova-
Kyrin-
Nova-
Kyrin-
Nova-
Kyrin-

Coyote? This costumeis your finest.

This cosume will cogt you and meit dl.

My father aways said the tricky dog

Could shower with the girlsif he widht,

But you' ve outdone my wildest boyhood dreans.
| usethis outfit rarely, asit Suns
ThegameI’d play with.

Ayal Useit more

And let the world be stunned if that’ sitswish.
The world often wishes its own wordt.
Thisisits best, for nature craves such craft.

Y et such craftiness defies my nature;

| am no member of the dog family.

The only dog you'll know is being dogged.

| am not Coyote.

Says Coyote.

| am, though | am not, Casanova.

Sorry, but | saw Casanova plit.

Leaving never rules out returning changed.
Proveit.

Midnight Brainwash Revival, by Kirk Wood Bromley * © 1999 Inverse Theater Productions

70



Nova-

Kyrin-
Nova-
Kyrin-
Nova-
Kyrin-
Nova-

Gamma-

She exits.

Kyrin-

Gemma finds the desart boring,

Y our father stampt his foss| on these stones,
Serenaredly needs a Casanova

Who has afriend who met a man she hoped
To show her naturd beauty to, but he

And hisNew Y ork posse now seem intent
On drawing aline tween everybody’slives,
S0 Secret Man, now unsecret woman,
Informed of the vitdity of sdif

By s0 much sdfishness, ismovin on.

If you are Casanova..

Cdl me Nova

Then, Nova, | ask you to judge the land.

It is not mine to judge.

Y our great concern

Makes it yours more than anyone dive.
Then | recuse the verdict back to Gemma,
Who, unless shewants it, will prevent it.

My only wish has been to sl the land,

And now | seeit wasn't for the money,

But to berid of that past part of you

| could not understand or even like.

So, Kyrin, keep the land, but don't keep me.
Don't beg me less you covet whet | have.
My friend, you possess some buried issues
That I'm too barren or busy to raise.
Maybe Nova can help, but I’m da beast.

Then asit dl began so does it end,

With my decison on my father'sland.

I’ve learned in this crash course on confusion
That ther€ s no hiding from your pag, aswe
Save our own past possess no place to hide.
And just cuz something made you doesn’'t mean
It owns the patent on what you would make.
And findly, when we look in nature' s eyes
We see the thing that seesus aswe are,

For from its brain our seeing has emerged
Thru long eons of grovelling thru the grey,

To now this vibrant wonderland perceive.
What once | dreaded, now | desire.

Where once my father was, there now | am.
Yet going it donewhen it done

Isal about doing it together
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Nova-
Kyrin-
Nova-

Enter Hooch.

Hooch-
Kyrin-
Hooch-
Kyrin-
Hooch-

All-
Hooch-

Seems half-done. So, inthe New Y ear spirit,

| make my resolution not to sl

If she who taught me care will stay awnhile.

You bring the casa, I'll bring the Nova.

Y et promise me one thing — you' re not Coyote.
That Coyote is makes al Coyote,

Asonly he may say who heisnat,

And that is nothing he would ever say.

Ah! What futile loops I’ ve loped! Where' s da bomb?
Beneath us, ticking faintly, near exploson.

No begging, no screaming, no haggling?

Death, its headphones crankt, is comin round the bend.
So let it come. Thislittle play of life,

Too long for comedy, too trite for tears,

Spits out itsfind phase and closes down.

Dry out, you dumpling days. I'll no more be

A loaded vehicle to specid sauce.

But O what | have seen, what felt, what done!
The earthen panoplies in heedless shifts

Of glare and gloom, the smiling negth the scowls,
Visons past belief, highs, plateaus, and lows,
Both usdless and vitd, the jackass stunts

And gags, dl the action, dl the waiting,

But O why remember what won't return?
Embrace the abyss. | am fusing now

Into that morbid, al-enclosng membrane
Whence there is no option of osmoss,

So let me prep to face the fina ooze.

Do not think me bad, but curioudy off;

Not lazy, but ungainfully employed,;

| was not grest, perhaps, but | felt grest,

So henceforth let the following be law:

In our word-juggling language “Hooch” shal mean
A charming mix of honesty and cunning,
“Takinit easy” shdl be“Hoochin it,”

And Moab shdl be known as Hoochyville.

Now burn my better satementsin your brain,
For | tried O but O but O...but shut.

Fap your lagt, you rebd lips. Bar time has come.
Goodbye people, goodbye soil, goodbye air,
Goodbye me, goodbye words, hello nothing.
Kaboom!

Thismortd pang is over-hyped
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Kyrin-

Kyrin-

Hooch-
Serena-
Swag-

Hooch-
Kyrin-

Kyrin-
Hooch-
Kyrin-
Hooch-

Kid-

Hooch-

Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch-
Kid-
Hooch-
Swagr
Hooch-
Swag-
Kid-

Enter Coyote.

Coyote-
Nova-
Coyote-
Nova-

Or | survived the Ranch Apocalypse!

Your shdl’s survived, but your soul has not,

So out you go, aive but dead to me.

Kyrin, please.

Ah, what is he, Serena?

A con, acoward, a squétter, athief,

Whose crazy skits near-like destroyed us dll.
There liesthe family in a dump with sabertooths and typewriters.
| haven't seen you, Unky, al thiswhile.

Unky?

Tel me, what have you been up to?

Same as you, swesetpea. Tryin to shark my share.
Go on, yagreedy douch.

Please, Kyrin, stop.

Hooch may cause havoc, but heis the cause
We ever learned what parents rarely teach:

To jump abike, to cook fresh caramels,

To ditch on church, to spit and to Sing.

What fun islife without thet huckster Hooch?
He can stay on one condition.

Nameit.

Drive the Kid back home.

Over awet Fliff!

There' s gangstaice tween Hoochy and the Kid.
Geezy, Hooch, | am blushin that disrespect,

But it was love, though now she'sgone, I'm yours,
If you'll take me.

Ah, grudgesisfor family.

Let’s get you home.

Awesome!

We'll take your whedls.

| got no whedls. | know. WEe |l take your whesdls.
| got no whedis.

Exitus interruptus.

Hey, Swaggy, do afavor for afriend?

| will not lend you my automobile.

| sayeth not lend, but rent, for acigar.

Wi, 1 will drive and serve as chaperone.
Toadrip!

Help, I’'m shot!
Areyou okay?
Rub my bely!

A nick, anick.
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Kyrin- Who shot you?

Coyote- Old man Ridge.

Ser- My father?

Coyote- He' s back there on the porch.
Kyrin- Coyote, isthisred?

Coyote- A trickter’ s greatest trick is the truth.

All exit, save Coyote. Enter Karma. They sing.

Before thisworld came to be,
Everything was nathing,

Then someone sang a song abot it,
O there was Singing.

From the singing came abundance,
And everything was rushing,
Happy songs were sung abot it,
O dl weresinging.

From abundance came contention,

And everything was dying,
Desperate songs were sung about it,
O few were Singing.

From contention came extinction,
And everything was nothing,
Therean’'t even songs abot it,
O none were Snging.

Coyote and Karma exit.

THE END
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