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ACT I SCENE 1

INDUSTRIAL SOUNDSCAPE rises and falls,
without entering the fearsome
absolutist realms of total silence. As
it fades, it leaves behind a smattering
of industrial metallic banging and
occasional echoing pratfalls of
portentous clanging in the distance.

Just when the audience starts checking
for exit signs, a wretched burned-out
clown enters the pcol of BLUE LIGHT
orphaned on a small cafe stage. He
manfully strides into its center with a
shovel and a broom; loocks from one tool
to the other, and reluctantly chooses
the broom. He sweeps for a moment, then
turns to confront the audience.

CLOWN
Partmain partman of fragmental symmefry and solomness
telemetry. Sitstain the takeback talkback sureshell stinkfear
no-ones mere importaneous else thopenscene.



Filmjuice flows fropenscene. Night- like a listnew
dirgadream, the patchy partword and morescme halfamen knock!
New, and woke up back at work, and always, anyways, kerblam
blam blam of the so fry fecus terminous stretched my arm to
touch it them burned black!

CLOWN sweeps for another moment, then
turns to confront the audience again.

Fate and happenstance decree

to steal from possibility

what must be from what might have been.
A billion 'coulds'- now only ten

in flesh of boock and page of men!

CLOWN leaves the stage with a mighty
flourish and a wink, taking the broom
with him, but secreting the shovel
somewhere.

Enter NOSEBONE. He sits down at a
table, in front of the cafe stage.

NOSEBONE
I've got a week to write a one-man play that’ll make some
money. I'll tell you why I need money in a minute, although T
don't really need to; you already know. It’'s the same reason
you do, only more so, ‘cause its me.

He pauses, then willing to unburden.

The issue my friends is that I can't get a job. When I get
one I can't keep it, and when I keep it I go totally insane.
ATL, T AM is a writer, but I can't decide what to write about.
Attention deficit. Intention surplus. And when I do finally
write I always seem to write musicals, which don't make
money. Plus I only seem to write about shit everybody hates-
dark, nightmarish stuff. I'm a cultural hypcchondriac- I take
our country's temperature and think the apocalypse is coming.
Maybe I need the distraction the end of the world would
provide. I've got a lot of personal problems. Pathological
horniness. Poverty to the point of immense psychic
malformation. Crazy fuckin' girlfriend. Needy friends who
resent my genius but are hungry for sex and attention so they
desperately drink the image of me from ‘top the muddy pool of
my reflected glory.

I can't be alone for long. Reminds me of death. Pot-belly.
Slight stench, if that's not a contradiction. When it comes
to malodorousness it really depends con who's doing the
smelling-it's very subjective.



I can hardly smell myself, but that clown, man. When I do
smell myself I call it the 'stench of genius'. But most of
all - here's why I can't write a play: People don't really
like me and can't stand being in the same room with me for
long. Or even my words, even when spoken by someone else.
Even by a great actor, or a beautiful naked woman. I'm eerily
repugnant, because I don't care about people. Not in the
usual sense, anyway.

He paces, and rips opens a candy bar. A
beautiful near-naked waitress,
VERONICA, enters with a Diet Coke and
hands it to him, then leaves. She has a
name tag on that says “TRAINEE.”

NOSEBONE
Its great bein' a writer. Every time I want to fold and go
home something like this happens and gives me the will to go
on... I've got too many ideas. And they're all fuckin'
amazing, I might add.

Let me share one with you, do you mind? How about the signal-
to-noise ratio of reality, as it were? The struggle between
godless infinite empty universe and the advent consciousness
of low-lifting animal... between the awful bluster of
titan’s chaos versus a poem whispered in the night... to the
memory of lost love...

Suddenly another table is revealed.
There's a pretty blonde art student,
KYLIE, sitting at it, sketching.

NOSEBONE
I hate theater audiences. I puke when I imagine a balcony
full of suburban orthodontists. I wanna write for people that
stink like T do.

He paces furiously and opens the Diet
Coke.

NOSEBCNE
I gotta be careful about havin’ all these girls. I'm not
gonna make any money i1f there are too many actresses. This is
a one-man show, only I'm afraid to be alone, even in a drama
where it's not me playing me being alone. Secondly, my crazy-
ass but totally sexy girlfriend will get mad if I have pretty
women in the show without a real good reason. Or even with a
real gocd reascn. The art student there should be easy. She
can represent cne of my distractions, the fleshly miasma
which we all placate slavishly as we worship the iron maiden
of depravity... even genius is not exempt, etc. etc., blah
blah...



but the almost-naked waitress’ll be harder to explain...
maybe she's the call of extant nature primeval. I'll make a
note of that.

He takes a deep draught con the nervous
corporate elixir and makes a note.

NOSEBCNE
...extant nature primeval...
You know this stuff raises your IQ by 10 points for 20
minutes. Then it lowers it by 30 points for 5 hours. The
trick is to time it right so you're sitting down focused for
the 20 minutes and not staring at somebodies’ tits. Girls,
they really screw with my head. Take Veronica. She was
yesterday's mirage. I thought she was the salvation to end it
all... money, sex, fame... she really had me goin'... then it
hit me that I’'d been wrenched along the foolscap path of the
Hollywood mirage machine by a two-legged cherry-titted
spambird with the prettiest plumage this side of Laurel
Canyon.

NOSEBONE exits. The CLOWN enters with
his broom.

CLOWN
St. Veronica is said to have approached Christ on Cavalry to
comfort him by wiping his brow. The image of Jesus’ face
appeared magically on her veil. This holy relic then found
its way through myriad tortures of fortune to the Vatican
where it now amazes and inspires the faithful. It cured
Emperor Tiberius of an embarrassing and unmentionable
illness, then made its way to Rome in the eighth century,
found a home in St. Peter's in 1297 during the pontificate of
Pope Boniface VIII and, rumor has it, (perhaps owing to its
indestructible Kryptonite-like construction), is now
occasionally used by the hard-pressed Vatican cleaning staff,
who are forced to purchase their own paper towels out of
already meager salaries, to cleanse the Papal bathroom...
Almost nothing is known about Veronica, except most saliently
that she may never have really existed, her permanent
installation in the collective unconscious of myth being a
fortuitous result of a mistranslation of the Latin for ‘true
image’ - vera icon, etc. Etc.

He leaves, rather quickly as if he
suddenly remembers another appointment.
The light returns to ‘normal’ in the
cafe. Enter NOSEBONE.

NOSEBCNE
I've gotta focus now 'cause I gotta write a play that'll make
some dough. Here's a partial list of my ideas - Freedom and
the Pummeling Necessity of Leisure... Freedcom, Diet Coke and

Masturbation...



Freedom and Post-Structuralist Coffeehouses... Freedom and
the Stygian Stinginess of Time... Freedom and Four-
dimensional Necessity... Food and the Pungency of Freedom...
the Desperate Dialectics of Groceries... Dialectics of
Rent... Dialectics of Laundry... the Useless Distraction
Job... the Endless Non-euphoric Job... the Boring Non-
Euclidean Growth Disguised as a Whale Job... The Job.

I tried hard not to need a job. I rented out every nook and
cranny cof my theater as a living space for various homeless
riffraff and denizens of the ghetto. We built small boxes for
them. Hung them from the ceiling. Somebody’s mom came in conce
and asked, “Do these people live on shelves?” One day I heard
a weird noise during a show and saw at the back of stage
right a pair of feet sticking out from behind the speaker.
The ncoise was snoring. A tenant had fallen asleep onstage
after staying up all night on speed. I realized that we were
the only theater on earth with a homeless speed freak snoring
onstage during a show. I was quietly proud. "Only at the
OmniCircus,” I bragged to myself.

I'm sorry, you're probably thinking that you have a shit job,
why shouldn't I have a shit job? But you're you, see what I
mean? You're a fuckin' ordinary person, y'see? You're not a
goddamn genius for fuck sake! Shit, now there I go again,
this is why I can't get a fuckin' audience! Everybody hates
me 'cause I tell the truth! It's also why I can't keep a
stupid-ass job for more than a few weeks... and that's how I
get in trouble.

I got these 'friends'. They're always there for me when I
need them, ready to fund my plays. And two weeks after the
damn thing closes they're sittin' in my livin' room waitin. A
collection agency from Hell's Half-Acre.

I'm being chased by the mob. I borrowed ten Franklins from
a... company... on Mission Street to produce a play... it
didn't make money, ain't no guarantees in this business.

He opens another Milky Way. Enter
PITMAN.

NOSEBONE
An almcst there-by-the-grace-of-God-go-I, soon-to-be-homeless-
looking working-class guy, PITMAN, enters. He's dressed in a
raggedy black T-shirt, Carhardts, and leather weight-lifter
half-gloves, and picks up several old rusty farm-tools from a
stack he reveals from under a sheet near the table.

PITMAN
Hey bud, ever notice how much farm tocols lock like weapons?



NOSEBONE
We all stopped short and silent, for just a second too long
we looked at him, until he said firm and quiet -

PTITMAN
Which one a these would you use to kill somebody? If.. you had
to kill somecne.. would you use a scythe? A pitchfork? Maybe a
post-digger, it’s damn heavy enough to make some mashed
potatoes...

NOSEBONE
Everyone was scared shitless, but it was, after all an
interesting question.

PTTMAN

Most people chose a pitchfork... I’'d use a shovel.
NOSEBONE

Why a shovel?
PTTMAN

First I'd crush your skull with it, then I'd bury ya.

NOSEBONE
We couldn't argue with that so that was the end of it.

PTTMAN
Hey whatcha writin' buddy?

NOSEBONE
{looks very uncomfortable)
Uh... what‘s up, Pitman? Aren't you some sort of memory or
something? C'mon I've gotta get this thing done real socon.

PTITMAN
This is how it works, man. Once you call me out I'm here to
stay, and I write my own lines. Nothing you can do about it.
You know the rules.

NOSEBCNE
All right then, just stay outta my way as much as you can.
I'm tryin’ to keep this a one-man play, y'know. Financially
speaking.

PITMAN
What about all the women?

NOSEBONE
You’ll be getting’ points ‘stead a cash, my friend. What
women?

PITMAN
The almost-naked one. How about her?



The nearly-naked VERONICA comes
again.

VERONICA
Can I get you something?

NOSEBONE
I said a one-man play. Didn't say how many women.

VERONICA
Hey Nosebone what can I get you?

NOSEBCNE

This is ridiculous... you're hijacking my play.
PITMAN

I'll have a beer.
VERONICA

(to NOSEBONE)
Can I get you a refill?

NOSEBCNE
Is it free? Yeah ok, Trenay.

VERONICA
(flips her ‘Trainee’ button.)
Oh fafafa. My name... is Vercnica.
PITMAN

So what the hell are you writing? Some kind of play or

out

something? I always see you in here and you never seem to do

much but stare at women...

NOSEBCNE
I can't figure out what to write about.
(the pretty blonde, KYLIE, is
revealed again)

KYLIE

How ‘bout writin‘’ about me? You're always lookin’ over here,

you must know more about me by now than I do...

NOSEBCNE
You're too shallow and privileged.

KYLTE
You're sittin’ in this cafe, no way is your life hard.

PITMAN

I'll bet you've never even had a job, for more than a few

weeks anyways.



NOSEBONE
And now I need to make some money, and you're not helping at
all.

PTITMAN

(enters trance state)
You should write about the huge bones from the Inland Sea...
In the tar pits of melted epochs past were found the bones of
the mighty Beheme, largest animal that ever lived, last
living remnant of a strange past, when giant teeth ripped
through legions of defenseless worshipers; a time of no
money, memory, mind or mercy; when many roads were caused to
be built that led nowhere; and many tall buildings were
caused to be built that writ large on the sky but fell in
ashes; a time when poets and slaves gathered about them false
gods to balm the remorseless pain; and women sold themselves
and their children to banish hunger and make an enemy of the
cold nights; a time when giant machines of war marched solemn
furious across plains of fire and over mountains, reducing
farms forest and cities all to a hideous mulch of flesh bark
and blackbone in a deathly search for now phantom oceans of
oll to slake their Tophet thirst...

The lighting grows dark and a BAND on
the stage plays hard rock. PITMAN sings
a song.

Inland Sea

WATER'S RECEDING ON THE INLAND SEAS

EXPOSIN' PEAKS UNSEEN TEN THOUSAND CENTURIES
GLACIERS MELTIN' OFF THE ANCIENT BONE

OF ANIMALS PREVIOUSLY UNKNOWN

THE EARTH TOO DRY TO BE FAIRLY PLOWED
SILENT WAITIN' FOR THE GATHERIN' CLOUDS
WHY CAN'T WE ALL JUST AGREE ON A LIE
SCMETIME IN THE MIDDLE A NEXT JULY?

IN THE DEEP END WITH OUR DRILLS AND GEARS
IN WATER'S GONE FOR A MILLION YEARS
GOT A MASK ON BARELY COVERS MY FACE
RESEMBLES THE WHOLE DAMN HUMAN RACE

(BREAK)

WATER'S ALL GONE ON THE INLAND SEA

BUT WHAT'S IT MEAN TO YOU OR ME?

SOMEDAY WE TOO WILL BE FORGOTTEN

BOTH THE GOOD AMONG US AND THE MOSTLY ROTTEN






































































































































































































