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LIGHTS UP

A TYPICAL OFFICE OF A CAR DESIGNER. A DESK IS COVERED WITH ROLLED UP BLUEPRINTS. ON THE WALLS ARE POSTERS OF VERY LARGE SPORT UTILITY VEHICLES.

DICK, A 50-YEAR-OLD VICE PRESIDENT OF THE DESIGN DIVISION, IS SITTING AT A LARGE DESK WITH HIS FEET UP, LOOKING AT A MAGAZINE.


DICK

Oh, my god! This is just too freakin' HOT!


(pulls out a centerfold gatefold)

Whoa! My Lord! Will you look at the tail on this baby! Oh, man, look at the size of those things! Those can NOT be real! Yes! Yes! Yes!

At the height of Dick's ecstasy, the intercom box on his desk buzzes. DICK calms down and hits button on the intercom. 


DICK

Yes?



WOMAN'S V.O.

The marketing team is here to see you sir.



DICK

Just a moment. (puts down the magazine) Man, Car and Driver is getting so fucking HOT!

DICK calms down further.



DICK


(pause to press button intercom)

Come in!

CHRISTOS, DEMOS and SPIROS enter. They are all wearing suits and carrying cups of coffee in Greek-style take-out cups and singing “Mee-mee-mee” as if testing their voices. SPIROS has a businessman's attache case. DICK greets them as they enter.



DICK

Christos! Demos! Spiros! (puzzled beat) Sit down, sit down.

CHRISTOS, DEMOS and SPIROS sit down in chairs deployed in front of DICK's desk. 



CHRISTOS, DEMOS and SPIROS


(singing in unison)

Thank you!



DICK

(gratuitously) Gentlemen, you are the primary reason that Behemoth Motor Corporation is dominating market share in the Sport Utility Vehicle category. Thanks to you, Behemoth's Deforester is the best-selling Sport Utility Vehicle in the country. And the Defiler has been named by Leviathan Magazine as the Most Wasteful SUV!

CHRISTOS, DEMOS and SPIROS smile



DICK

And we're not going to lose that momentum. We're not only going to explore uncharted space, we’re going to leave empty Pepsi cans all over it! We're not only going to beat up the captain of the football team, but we’re going to fuck the homecoming queen! 

DICK moves to the area behind his desk. He pauses while he grabs the cord on the dropcloth-covered easel behind his desk


DICK

Gentlemen, feast your eyes on the 2005 (another pause while he readies the cord for being pulled) Behemoth Motors (pause while he whips off the dropcloth) DESTROYER!



ALL THREE

Wow!



CHRISTOS

It's amazing!



DEMOS

It's stupendous! 



SPIROS

It's (groping for a word) HUGE!



DICK

You're not just saying that, right. I mean, you're not just 'Yes' men, are you?



ALL THREE

(in unison) Yes, sir! (pause) We mean, no! No, sir! We are NOT just 'yes' men!



CHRISTOS

Well, I am.



DEMOS AND SPIROS

Yeah, he is, but we're not.



DICK

When you hear the specs on this baby, you're going to jump out of your seats.

DICK picks up a clipboard. As he recites the specs, the GREEKS actually do jump out of their seats.


DICK

Six hundred horsepower! Enough torque to pull the Staten Island Ferry off a sandbar. And with the Destroyer's standard 50-gallon tank, you can go 75 miles on the highway without filing up!



DEMOS

Finally, a car that solves America’s obesity epidemic!



CHRISTOS

It’s going to change America forever.



SPIROS

It's (groping again) HUGE!

CHRISTOS and DEMOS rush up to DICK and start shaking his hand and clapping his back. SPIROS remains seated. DICK notices.



DICK

Is there a problem, my boy?



SPIROS

No, Mr. Johnson. It's just that, well, I wonder if anyone needs an SUV that, er, that, BIG.



DICK

Needs? My dear boy, this isn't about need. It's about satisfying an American man's most primal urges: the urge to drive the biggest, baddest, most-powerful, most-wasteful machine wherever and whenever the hell he wants. And this baby lets you bring along your 10 closest friends.



SPIROS

I don't even know 10 people.



DICK

Who does?! But a vehicle like this makes everyone think you do! 

CHRISTOS notices something poking out of SPIROS' briefcase. He pulls it out. They’re blueprints



CHRISTOS


(holding up SPIROS' blueprints)

Hey! Look at this, Mr. Johnson! They say that size doesn't matter, but this is embarrassing.

SPIROS reaches for the blueprints


DEMOS
(flips it over so audience can see)
A tiny economy car! Paging Doctor Freud!



SPIROS

I'm just helping a friend of mine. He's a designer at TTM.



DICK


(appalled)

Teeny-Tiny Motors?!



SPIROS

He just wanted my advice on marketing this thing.



CHRISTOS

Marketing this?! Here's one idea: "You won't pay an arm or a leg for the TTM Pigmy -- but you'll give up one to fit inside!" (laughs)



SPIROS

Oh, come on. TTM doesn't compete with us, so I figured I would help my friend, just for fun.



DICK

Fun? Fun?! It’s not humanly possible to have fun in an automobile…like…this. Besides, I'd be scared to death if my wife was driving one of those.

DICK moves over to SPIROS and puts his arm around him



DICK

Spiros, don't you remember the company philosophy? 



SPIROS


(remembering, as if painfully)

Y-e-s. But you're not going to --



DICK


(interrupting)

Of course I am.



SPIROS


(walking backwards from DICK)

Oh, God, not again.



DICK


(begins singing, slowly at first)

When Jefferson bought land from France, he didn't buy some small French isle 

He purchased more than 800,000 big square miles 

When Hancock signed his name, he didn't do it in 10 point 

And when David Crosby gets caught with drugs, it's not just one small joint, because... 

CHORUS

They’re all Americans 

So bigger is better! 

If I see a giant yacht for sale 

you know I'm got to get her. 

When I type my emails, I use only capital letters 

Cause I’m an American 

And bigger is better 

My DVD collection has a zip code all its own 

The plasma screen I watch them on is like a small end-zone 

My house is built from Redwoods, got more guns than the police. 

And I've fathered 7 children -- they're all morbidly obese! 

Cause I’m an American 

So bigger is better! 

I'd borrow every dollar just to be the largest debtor 

When I type my emails, I use only capital letters 

Cause I’m an American 

And bigger is better 

BRIDGE

Give me my steroids till I can't fit through the door 

Now I'm so huge that I can bench-press Michael Moore! 

I gave my wife a diamond-covered 10-ton bidet 

Cause her ass is the size of uranus 

And I love it that way! 

Have you seen the Pentagon -- it's not some little fort. 

Or the cinnamon buns they're selling at your local mall's food court? 

If you super-size my Coke and fries, there's nothing I won't pay 

I even love the deficit - it doubles every day! 

SPIROS

So when I have my heart attack, I know just what I'll do 

I'll get a quintuple bypass, not some triple one like you. 

DICK

That's right! And driving up my driveway, you'd get through a book on tape. 

SPIROS

And when King Kong hears about your schlong, even he'll go ape! 

(Dick and the rest of the Greeks all turn to look at Spiros oddly, the song pauses for a second, Spiros makes a "ooh, did I just say that?" face.) 

DICK

Be...cause I’m an American 

So bigger is better! 

Show me a new compact car 

I'm certain to forget her. 

I’d raise a farm of fancy sheep just to throw away the sweater 

So if you want a big pile of dough 

Make sure you're selling something so 

Unbelievably overblown 

DEMOS

(singing)

And let your lawn get overgrown

SPIROS

(singing)

And throw away that mini phone. 

CHRISTOS

(singing)

And build your house from slabs of stone. 

DEMOS

(singing)

And make yourself a giant clone 

SPIROS

(singing)

Of someone huge like Sly Stallone 

ALL

(singing)

Overdosing on hormones 

Cause everybody’s always known? 

DICK

That you’re an American 

And bigger is better!

AT THE CLIMAX OF THE SONG, THE MARKETING GUYS GRAB ONE OF THE ROLLS OF BLUEPRINTS OFF OF DICK'S DESK AND BEING UNSCROLLING IT. IT TAKES A VERY LONG TIME BECAUSE THE BLUEPRINT IS SO BIG. WHEN IT IS FINALLY UNROLLED, IT IS CLEAR THAT IT IS THE BLUEPRINT FOR THE LARGEST SUV EVER ATTEMPTED. SPIROS LOOKS AT IT LONGINGLY.



CHRISTOS

That was huge, Dick!



SPIROS


(excitedly)

I'm on board! That baby's got my name all over it!



DICK

Welcome back, my boy. Welcome back.

ALL exit stage right, still singing the refrain from "Bigger is Better."

LIGHTS OUT

LIGHTS UP

The living room and kitchen of a large suburban McMansion. SARAH is standing in the kitchen, preparing food. JENNIFER, her daughter, is sitting on the living room couch watching the 70-inch-projection-screen TV.



JENNIFER

Mom, what's the meaning of life?



SARAH


(ignoring)

Do you want baloney for lunch tomorrow or turkey?



JENNIFER

Baloney comes from pigs brutally slaughtered on huge agri-business megafarms. Turkey is pumped with growth hormones and kept in unventilated pens where they walk around in their own feces. (beat) Mom, you didn't answer my question: What's the meaning of life?



SARAH

Why don't you ask your teacher?



JENNIFER

I asked Mrs. Delveccio yesterday. She said there is no meaning of life. She said I should just be glad that I have a big house with two garages, a fully-equipped entertainment console and an indoor-outdoor swimming pool with a built-in gas-charcoal-wood barbecue.



SARAH

It's three garages. But I think she's right.



JENNIFER

But wouldn't I be just as happy if I didn't have any of those things? 

JENNIFER begins singing I Wish I was in India (Starving) 

When I think 'bout my life 

It seems I'm always holding a fork and a knife 

With some snack or some meal 

Oh but hunger is something I’d sure like to feel

Oh it feels liked they locked me 

In a room where there's always all-you-can-eat teka make

But I wish I was in India, starving. 

Only then would I feel in control 

No time to waste on turkey carving 

Yeah I'd give up my body to save my soul. 

I'd be locked in some pose 

with a Yogi with knowledge that no one else knows 

With no shoes and no cell

And no special offers and no AOL

I bet one portion of nan 

in the morning would last me the whole day long. 

Yeah I wish I was in India, starving. 

Everything I’ve learnt has been force-fed

I'd never think of binging or barfing 

No wonder my inner child is dead

BRIDGE

I'd rather have a famine than another piece of salmon

While they open up their mouth to see how many they can jam in 

You can serve me up some scurvy - little mouth sores don't disturb me 

I'm OK wasting away. 

Oh, but here in the West
We have xBox 360 yet still we’re depressed

We don’t pause to give thanks

While poor migrant workers fill up our tanks

Oh my gosh, mom - Let's move to an ashram! 

Where we'll meditate all day instead of sitting on our ass. 

We'll finally be at one with the world. 

We'll eat and smoke the same thing - the Indian grass... 

Yeah, I wish I was in India starvin' 

From the land of the plenty, lord send me away.

There’s no country I’d rather starve in

Slowly: Now come away with me where starvation is salvation, lord it's true. 

In India, starving slowly with you... 



JENNIFER


(realizing the song is a lie)

I'll take the baloney.

DICK'S voice is heard offstage



DICK (V.O.)

Honey…

DICK is holding the CRASH TEST DUMMY in such a way that the dummy is the first thing we see. The impression is that it is the CRASH TEST DUMMY who is speaking.



DICK (V.O.)

…I'm home!!!



SARAH

How was your day, honey?



DICK


(tilting head, as if to listen)

Huge, honey! Just huge! Thanks to me and my little friend here.



SARAH


(pleased)

Are you saying the Destroyer passed the crash test?



DICK

Oh, it passed all right! 

DICK does a little dance step with the CRASH TEST DUMMY



JENNIFER


(looking at CRASH TEST DUMMY)

Uh, I think he's missing an arm.



DICK

Jen, you of all people know what it says in federal law. As long as the dummy leaves the car with 75 percent of its body intact, the car passes! This little dummy was dragged outta there with a 76.27! That's one point two seven percent more body mass than those damn paper-pushers in Washington even asked for!

SARAH moves to hug DICK



SARAH

That's great, honey.

DICK, seeing the hug coming, positions the CRASH TEST DUMMY to receive the hug



DICK

Hug the dummy.



SARAH

Hug the dummy?



DICK

Yes, hug the dummy. This dummy is going to make us all rich! 

DICK dips the dummy and plants a romantic kiss on his face



JENNIFER

Ugh, gross, Dad. I think you just gave him tongue.

JENNIFER runs offstage to her room



DICK

Do we have to up her dose of Ritalin again?



SARAH

Oh, it’s just the normal teenage things: she’s got a test tomorrow, she made a big error in her softball game today – oh and she believes we’re just living a materialistic lie and that we’ve locked ourselves away in a gilded McMansion built on the buried foundations of our own idealism, that her own father is a part of a government-industrial complex that has become completely subverted our foreign policy in a fruitless quest to find cheaper sources of oil.



DICK

My god! (Pause) My daughter made an error in the softball game! (pause) So, what's for dinner?



SARAH

Porterhouse steak with extra bovine growth hormone.



DICK

Cooked in the new Hydramatic microwave?



SARAH

Yes.



DICK

Did you deglaze the anodized, stainless steel Transcephalon pan and then finish it off on the Tricerops stove-top, fully vented indoor grillplate?




SARAH

(coyly) What do you think?



DICK

Sounds great, but let's go to Olive Garden. They’re doing the endless pasta bowl for $7.95 tonight.

DICK EXITS. SARAH remains, forlorn. LIGHTS FADE.

LIGHTS FADE UP. 

A CRAMPED OFFICE OF AN ENVIRONMENTAL NON-PROFIT AGENCY. ROOM SHOULD LOOK COMPLETELY CRAMPED AND HAVE ENVIRONMENTAL POSTERS, SUCH AS THE ONE WITH THE EARTH AND THE CAPTION “LOVE YOUR MOTHER” ON THE WALLS. CHRISTOS, DEMOS AND SPIROS ARE SITTING AT THEIR DESKS TYPING.



SPIROS


(to DEMOS)

What are you working on?



DEMOS

Big press release on the Amazon rainforest. Wait, it’s printing out right now, I’ll let you read it.

DEMOS GOES TO THE PRINTER AND PULLS OUT A HUGE, 60-PAGE DOCUMENT AND CARRIES IT TO SPIROS.



DEMOS

Look at this report! Can you believe how much of the jungle we’ve lost – just this year?! (to CHRISTOS) What about you? What are you working on?



CHRISTOS


(proud)

Only the latest report on the hot new environmental catastrophe: Global cooling!



SPIROS

Global cooling? But I was just working on the latest global warming report.



CHRISTOS

Global warming! Ha ha. Global warming is so last year. Been there, blogged that! Global cooling is where it’s at today. (With condescension) Global warming has already melted the polar ice caps, releasing billions of gallons of cold water into the oceans. My readings show the earth will enter a new ice age sometime between the first of the year and Aug. 15, 3542.



SPIROS

I’m always the last to know! Sometimes I wish I could just shoot myself.



CHRISTOS


(laughing at him)

Too bad you don’t think guns should be legal (ha ha ha!)



DEMOS

Speaking of global cooling, what’s with the air conditioner in here? It sucks. I’m burning up.

MAX ENTERS AND RUSHES TO THE OPEN DESK. HE BEGINS FURIOUSLY TYPING. HE READS ALONG WITH WHAT HE’S TYPED.



MAX
“For immediate release. Contact: Max Blank, Union of Naturalists Intensely Concerned (beat) UNIC.”



SPIROS

What’s going on, boss?



MAX

You won’t believe what Behemoth is doing now!



DEMOS?


(hopefully)

A sportier Defiler?



CHRISTOS

A sleeker Deforester?



SPIROS

A bigger Defamer?

ALL THREE ARE NOW HUDDLED OVER MAX, LIKE KIDS HOPING THEIR FATHER WILL GRANT THEM AN INDULGENCE



MAX


(leaping up, pushing them away)

Noooo, you idiots! They’ve created the world’s biggest, the world’s most-wasteful, the world’s most-offensive vehicle ever! It’s called…



ALL THREE


(hopefully)

Yes?



MAX

The Destroyer!



ALL THREE

Yes!



MAX

And we’ve got to stop it.

ALL THREE ARE VISIBLY DEFLATED.



CHRISTOS

You’re fighting against a basic American value.



DEMOS

It’s one thing to fight for the rain forest or organic kale, but Americans love their big cars.


SPIROS

Really. The ’59 Chevy with the 396. The Pontiac GTO. Hey, Little Cobra.  The Little Red Corvette. No one ever wrote a love song for an ECONOMY car!



MAX

What are you talking about? I’ve written plenty of them!



DEMOS

What, am I working with Ralph Nader?



CHRISTOS


(smirking)

More like Ralph Manilow.

MAX STARTS SINGING “MY LITTLE YUGO.” 

Don't think I'm crazy, don't get all mean

'Cause I drive a fuel-efficient, cool machine

You think you need a big car, but it's just a leech

Hauling everything you own just to go to the beach.

She's my little Yugo and you know

I'm proud to be green

You know I can’t stand those big bulky cars

Wastefulness like that, we haven’t seen since the Czars

I'll go a thousand miles and not need more gas

My Yugo makes your SUV look like an ass

She's my little Yugo and you know

I'm proud to be green

Bridge:

Yes, the paint job is all faded and the seats are all torn

But to buy an SUV I'd need to sell my first-born!

Don't you feel moronic, don't you feel like a chump?

It costs you at the dealer and again at the pump.

MUSICAL INTERLUDE

Bridge:

The ice caps are all melting ’cause we’re warming the air

The Eskimos up North will all be wearing beachwear

I know what they’ll write on the side of your urn:

"He never knew a fuel he didn't want to burn."

(Never knew a fuel he didn’t want to burn!)

I just can't wait for the big sport-ute

To go the way of the loud zoot suit

A piece of trash in history's dustbin

Like disco, Reaganomics and East Berlin

She's my little Yugo and you know

I'm proud to be green



MAX

OK, guys, so can we get working on this press release?

SPIROS, DEMOS AND CHRISTOS WALK OVER TO READ OVER HIS SHOULDER AS HE TYPES



DEMOS


(looking over press release)

Is it really true that the Destroyer will undermine traditional marriage?



MAX

Of course! It’s too roomy! Dad will be in the front seat driving while Mom is in the library area picking out books, and the kids are in the back seat theater watching a DVD. What kind of family is that? This car is excessive! It even has an air-conditioned glove compartment.



CHRISTOS

Wow! Standard? How does Behemoth do it?! I had to pay for that on my last car!



DEMOS


(arm around MAX)

Boss, maybe it’s time to think about yourself for a change.



MAX

What are you talking about?



SPIROS

Boss, you haven’t had a date in two years!



MAX

I’ve been really busy saving the planet! You remember: “Save the Cephalopods!” And the “Oat Bran for Peace” Campaign. And how could you forget the “Puke for No Nukes” frat party? We collected 750 gallons of vomit at the University of Southern California! I’m saving the world one press release at a time.



SPIROS


(faux concerned) 

But who’s saving you?



CHRISTOS

If you’re Adam, who’s Eve?



SPIROS


(suspiciously)

Or Steve?



MAX

Gay? You think I’m gay just because I haven’t had a girlfriend in two years? Because I think gay marriage is an important civil right? Or because I think Ed Begley Jr is a great American? That doesn’t mean I’m gay; He’s just such a committed environmentalist! had a girlfriend in two years.



































































































CHRISTOS

Sure he is.



MAX

No, really. He bikes to his movie sets! And he demands only fair-trade, shade-grown, organic coffee in his wind-powered trailer. (beat). OK, OK. I had a girlfriend once.



SPIROS


(excited)

Oooohh, yeah! This is going to be pathetic!



MAX


(reminiscing)

Her name was Julie. She was the hottest vegan I ever knew. I met her at Greenwood Research on Self-Sustaining Environments, GROSSE. (dreamily) Her issue was corn-husk basket-weaving in rural Bolivia. I was helping American tobacco farmers convert to Belgian endive. We were perfect for each other. At the Solar Power Conference, we made out in the unisex bathroom and washed up with cruelty-free soap. And at the Alternative Energy Convention, we made love in an electric car while everyone was in the auditorium listening to Al Gore. He won the popular vote in 2000, you know.



CHRISTOS

So what happened?



MAX

The fucking Supreme Court gave the election to Bush!



DEMOS

No, what happened with Julie?



MAX

She left me. For a pork farmer in North Carolina. Pork! (back to CHORUS) Do you have any idea how pork is raised? They’re fed cow brains! It’s an environmental nightmare. I could understand leaving me for a chicken rancher – if it was free range, of course – but pork?! (beat) She sends me a rasher of double-thick, extra-cruelty bacon every Christmas – just for spite!


CHRISTOS


(helpful)

It doesn’t have to be that way, boss! You’re still young (groping) um, somewhat intelligent and...and, er (groping) not hideous looking. (And then, quickly) For an environmentalist.



DEMOS


(to the others)

Let’s start pouring Belgian organic cooperative beer into him. Something’s bound to happen.



SPIROS
Forget it. He can’t get into a woman’s pants without debating the evil of Polyester underwear.



CHRISTOS
So what? At least we’ll be drinking.

LIGHTS OUT

LIGHTS UP

A SMALL CAR IS FACING THE AUDIENCE. A MAN IS SITTING IN THE DRIVER'S SEAT LOOKING NERVOUS. CHRISTOS IS IN THE PASSENGER'S SEAT AND DEMOS AND SPIROS ARE IN THE BACKSEATS.

THE CAR LOOKS TINY COMPARED TO OTHERS ON EITHER SIDE OF IT. THE IMPRESSION IS THAT THIS IS THE LAST SMALL CAR DRIVER IN THE WORLD.



MAX


(nervously, as a big SUV passes)

Look at the size of that thing! He thinks he owns the road.



CHRISTOS

You'd feel that way if you drove something a little bigger.



DEMOS

I'd just like to feel my feet.



MAX

Shutup, all of you. Just shutup. I'm trying to prevent an accident here.



SPIROS

I'm just trying to prevent an aneurysm.

THERE'S MORE HONKING ON THE ROAD. THE HONKING BECOMES THE FIRST FEW NOTES OF "NERVOUS" MAX BEGINS TO SING



MAX

Nervous, very nervous, always nervous, I am nervous on the highway
Swerving round the curving road’s unnerving, god, what’s happening to me? 

Nervous always nervous, really nervous from the time I leave my driveway
Pushed over on the shoulder by some Rover all alone is where I’ll be. 

Giant, self reliant, non-compliant driving tyrants without mercy
Weaving, always weaving, and deceiving as they’re leaving me behind. 

The gods of highway driving have been striving all their lives to try to curse me 
I’m just trying to make my way, 

or just make it home OK

But the raging road just makes me lose my mind.


Driving is driving me mad

Risking my life just to get from my job to my pad. 


The notion that motion is safe is completely a 
sham

Put that strap round your lap

but it’s still a deathtrap

And so that is why I am... 



DEMOS

Man, you're one nervous guy. Have you thought of going to a therapist?



CHRISTOS

Forget therapy, man. Just get a bigger freakin' car!

MAX's car veers offstage. Just as it's leaving, SARAH's much-larger SUV veers onto the stage.

SARAH, driving a huge SUV, and JENNIFER, who is in the passenger seat, veer onto the highway just as MAX's car veers off.



JENNIFER


(seeing MAX's small car)

Mommy, look at that little car! It's so tiny. Who would drive something like that?



SARAH


(distractedly)

I don't know, dear. Someone inferior to us. (beat) Now, honey, help me find the ballet class. I downloaded the directions from VagueDirectionsDotCom. I'm supposed to stay on Central Avenue for three miles and then turn right.



JENNIFER

OK, Mom, I'll just count the Starbucks. When we get to three, turn right.

LIGHTS DIM ON SARAH AND UP AGAIN ON MAX

Well I’m certain there’s a person who’s much worse at making turns and making quick stops. 

Who can’t steer or switch his gear. 

And dents his rear even more fearlessly than me. 

But that person has the sense to buy some totally immense 
speed machine that never dents or needs the fix shop. 

While I’m riding in a box
That still has manual locks
And I should’ve fixed the shocks in ‘83! 


Driving is driving me mad

Risking my life just to get from my job to my pad. 


The notion that motion is safe is completely a 
sham

Put that strap round your lap

but it’s still a deathtrap

And so that is why I am... 

LIGHTDS DOWN ON MAX AND UP ON SARAH



SARAH


(singing a counterpoint to MAX)

Driving always driving

While most other girls are thriving out in the air

Turning always turning

While the gasoline is burning

And my sorry soul is yearning to be out there.



JENNIFER

There's Starbucks number one!



SARAH

It seems all I ever do is drive my daughter to the zoo

Or to get her precious hair all coiffed and gelled.

Go to pick her up from soccer

And she gossips at her locker

While I'm waiting here bored as hell.


Suburban Ennui is killing me


Feels like my whole life so far


Has been spent inside that car


And some rusty old spare part 


Is all I'll ever be.


Suburban Ennui. Suburban Ennui.

Think I just won a vacation 

And there was no obligation

Was the only personal phone call I got this week.

I spend hours checking email

Guess the spammers don't know I'm female 

I get offers to expand my small physique

It seems my greatest contact

Is the cold touch of a price tag

While I’m shopping for a backpack at Gap.

The cashier’s got her air controller headset

Acting all bipolar, she ignores me, listening to her rap


Suburban Ennui is killing me


Feels like my whole life so far


Has been spent inside that car


And some rusty old spare part 


Is all I'll ever be.


Suburban Ennui. Suburban Ennui.



JENNIFER

That’s two!



SARAH



Do you know how it feels



To be staring at the wheel



Year after year after year



Every stop light is a reminder I might



Spend my whole life right here.


Suburban Ennui is killing me


Feels like my whole life so far


Has been spent inside that car


And some rusty old spare part 


Is all I'll ever be.


Suburban Ennui. Suburban Ennui.



JENNIFER

Three! That's it, Mom, we're getting close.

MAX's car veers back onto the road. It merges so that it's right next to SARAH's car. It looks tiny by comparison. From her lofty perch, SARAH can't even see MAX.



MAX


(still singing “Nervous”)
Nervous very nervous always nervous very nervous on the highway…



SARAH


(still singing “Suburban Ennui”)

Suburban ennui, is killing me!



MAX


(still singing)

Other cars as big as oil rigs like crazy pigs are heading my way



DEMOS


(from back seat) 

Man, get into the middle lane! You're going to get us killed! 



JENNIFER


(from other car)

Mom, get into the right lane! You have to turn!

SARAH's car begins veering into MAX's lane.



MAX

Look at this maniac!

MAX beeps his horn, but it is a tiny, tinny horn of a small car. It can barely be heard. The cars begin moving in slow-motion as they are about to collide. When they do, the crash occurs with a frightening screech.



DEMOS

Oh, we'll be crushed like a bug!



CHRISTOS

Oh, we'll be flattened like a pancake!



JENNIFER

Oh, I'm going to be late for ballet class!

The two cars crash. 

SOUND: A horrendous crashing sound.

BLACKOUT

LIGHTS UP ON SIDE OF STAGE. A CRASH TEST DUMMY, wearing only a towel around his waist, is in a locker room. Another CRASH TEST DUMMY, in normal jumpsuit, limps in. CTD 1 hurriedly closes his locker.



CTD 1

How’s it going, buddy? (noticing) Hey, is that a new leg? Looks great.



CTD 2

New leg. New head. New arm. I’m getting in so many crashes that I feel like Billy Joel. Maybe I don’t want the excitement anymore.



CTD 1

But we’re making a difference! For me, the only time I ever feel truly alive is when I’m strapped into a Destroyer heading for a concrete piling at 80 miles per hour. Last time, I got so banged up, they ran out of duct tape!



CTD 2

But that’s my whole point! The Destroyer is a deathtrap! But who would believe a dummy anyway?



CTD 1

I would believe you.



CTD 2

You would?



CTD 1

Yes. (moving closer) I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but I’ve been watching you.



CTD 2

Get outta here!



CTD 1

No, seriously. Just the other day, remember, when they didn’t put the seatbelt on you? You went flying through the windshield like Jean Claude Fucking Van Damme! There’s no one else I’d want mangled with than you.

CTD 1 moves closer and tries to kiss CTD 2. CTD 2 is initially interested, but then pulls away abruptly.



CTD 2

No! No, we can’t! This is wrong!



CTD 1

No, you’re just under so much pressure that you can’t see the truth right before your eyes.



CTD 2

I don’t really have eyes, you know. Just these open holes.



CTD 1

Maybe, I just need to be a little closer.



CTD 2

No, I can’t –

CTD 2 runs off stage. CTD 1 follows to the edge of the stage



CTD 1

No wait! I love you!

CTD MOVES CENTER STAGE AND IS SPOTLIT. HE BEGINS TO SING. AT VARIOUS POINTS IN THE SONG, IMAGES WILL FLASH ON A SCREEN BEHIND HIM. THERE WILL BE MOCK COVERS OF TIME AND NEWSWEEK FEATURING THE CRASH TEST DUMMY. THERE WILL BE FOOTAGE OF CRASHES. THERE WILL BE FOOTAGE SHOWING HOW FAMOUS THE CTD BECAME.

When I first 

saw your car

slam into a hard

concrete wall

at an unbelievable speed.

I knew then 

staring in

through the broken glass and tin

that you were everything, everything I'd ever need.

Your name was in all the industry mags for everyone to see

They said "Dummy #5 has survived a crash at 203

miles per hour,”

and piles of flowers

were placed on your wreck

as they sewed up your neck.


I wanna be there with you in the heat


Right beside you in the passenger seat


Will a dummy like you be with a dummy like me?


Would you please, Mr. 203.

Speeding along the testing track

I knew there was no going back

When I saw you heading my way

Through my windshield

And at the moment when we hit

I was happy to submit

To the flames and destruction with you

That just wouldn't yield

You were once just a mannequin

But now you're my baby doll

And I find that I've been panicking

At the moment before you hit the wall

That last bit of motion

Before the explosion

And in that final minute

I wanna feel your vinyl skin. 


It's like I'm always with you in the heat


Right beside you in the passenger seat


Will a dummy like you be with a dummy like me?


Would you please, Mr. 203.

I saw you in the assembly line

I told you your new arm looked fine

But if you had eyes they would've turned the other way.

You got into some shiny new

Aerodynamic Subaru

With some dummy that just came out the other day.

And now I'm used for slower jobs

Yeah I know I'm obsolete

While they've got you driving Turbo Saabs

Through slabs of concrete.

I'm just “Mr.92”

The only record I hold is “Most sad and blue”

Can you hear me through the noise

As your air-bag deploys?


I'll never be there with you in the heat


I'm alone in flames in the driver's seat


Guess a dummy like you can't be with a dummy like me.


But if you tried it, I know we'd make it far


And like me you'd want to stay out of the car


You'd get all the thrills you need from me.


So, would you please, Mr. 203.

LIGHTS OUT

LIGHTS UP. WE ARE BACK ON THE ROAD WHERE MAX AND SARAH HAVE CRASHED. MAX's car is crushed under the giant SUV. CHRISTOS, DEMOS, SPIROS and MAX are all right, but are stuck in the compacted car.



CHRISTOS



(trapped, laughing)

Tough break, buddy.



DEMOS

Yeah, what was that car made of anyway? Tin foil? Papier mache?



MAX


(angrily)

For your information, it was made of recycled aluminum cans.



CHRISTOS

That explains the beer smell.

One by one, CHRISTOS, DEMOS, SPIROS and MAX pull themselves out through the compacted windows of the car. JENNIFER and SARAH exit their car, which is barely damaged.



SARAH

Oh, my God, are you all right?

MAX is still looking at the car with his back to SARAH. He speaks before turning.



MAX


(angry)

No thanks to you! Where do you think you were going?

MAX turns to face SARAH. The sound of a HARP is heard off stage.



MAX

You almost (beat as he realizes how beautiful she is. He continues speaking as if he is smitten)…crushed me!



SARAH

I never saw your (beat) car.

CHRISTOS, DEMOS and SPIROS are now lined up behind MAX. They talk, but SARAH and JENNIFER can not hear the conversation.



CHRISTOS

You gotta sue this bee-aye-itch!



MAX

But she's the most beautiful woman I've ever seen.

CHRISTOS, DEMOS and SPIROS look again at SARAH. She is nice looking, but clearly not the most beautiful woman anyone has ever seen.



SPIROS

Have you been outside in the last 15 years? You still have to sue her.


MAX

Sue her? I think I'm in love with her.



CHRISTOS

Then sue the pants off her. (Holds up a wireless Pocket PC-type device) I've already filed a notice of claim and her insurance company has already emailed me back with a proposed settlement. (Rubbing his neck) $50,000. Not bad for an overstated case of whiplash.

SARAH and JENNIFER are talking (simultaneous to the other conversation)



JENNIFER

I think he deserved it. You barely touched him and his car folded up wet cardboard.



SARAH

Well, I hit him and I'd better take responsibility. That's an important lesson for you, Jen.



JENNIFER

I think the lesson here is how easy it is to be caught dead in one of those tin cans.

SARAH and MAX approach each other.



SARAH

I'm really sorry. Have you always driven small cars? Aren’t you uncomfortable in one of these things?



MAX


(a little too proud)

Not as uncomfortable as I’d be if I knew I was harming the environment.



SARAH

But what about your own safety?



MAX


(buffing his fingernails on his shirt)

My own safety is nothing compared to the safety of the planet.



SARAH


(GENUINELY CONFUSED)

So you put larger, universal values ahead of your own needs? I don’t think I’ve ever met anyone like you.



MAX

Um, do you think I could get your number?



SARAH


(businesslike)

Yes, of course. (Pulls out documents from her wallet). Here's my registration, my license and the phone number of my insurance company.



MAX


(crestfallen)

Oh, yes. Those numbers.



JENNIFER


(impatiently)

Mom! I have to get to class!



SARAH


(to MAX)

I have to go. Well, sorry about all this. Goodbye.

SARAH turns and walks towards her car.



SPIROS

Wait! Are you going towards Red Lobster?



SARAH

Why, yes.



SPIROS

Can you drop us off? The lunch special is all the butter-basted shrimp you can eat, five ninety-five. 

ALL THREE start running towards SARAH's car and start getting in.



CRISTOS


(looking back at MAX)

Sorry, buddy, but I gotta get my shrimp on.



MAX

How could you? It’s unsustainably harvested!

ALL THREE laugh it up in the roomy expanse of SARAH'S backseat.

MAX doesn’t care. He’s in love with SARAH. He sings a couple of new verses from “My Little Yugo.”

True, now I’ll have to walk or even bike everywhere

But it was worth a crash to see her beautiful hair.

She’s the loveliest girl who ever ruptured my spleen

I’d love to do the breaststroke in her pool of genes

Her car is a truck

But with luck, I’ll make her be green.

She’s married I know

And I’m so totally green…

LIGHTS OUT

LIGHTS UP on BINDAR AL-SUBHAI in his office. He is wearing an Arab headdress and robe and is sitting at his desk.


BINDAR


(presses a button)

Miss Mohammad al-Bindar al-Fallujah? Can you come in here, please.



MISS MOHAMMAD


(voice over)

Yes, sir.

MISS MOHAMMAD enters. She is dressed entirely in a burqa. Not a single part of her body can be seen.



BINDAR

Miss Mohammad, I just wanted you to know what a great job I think you are doing here at the Saudi Arabian Office of International Malfeasance.



MISS MOHAMMAD

Thank you, sir.



BINDAR

You are a true professional. You are a tribute to Islamic values. You – oh, is that a new hairstyle?



MISS MOHAMMAD


(touching her hair coyly)

Oh, sir, I didn’t think you’d notice.



BINDAR

And that burqa…it fits you perfectly. You are the embodiment of Islamic femininity!



MISS MOHAMMAD


(seductively)

Why, thank you, sir. 



BINDAR

Torment me no further! I must have you now!



MISS MOHAMMAD

Wait! What about this…

MISS MOHAMMAD removes a piece of her burqa revealing nothing at all. It appears to be an extra piece. She throws it onto BINDAR



BINDAR

Yes!

MISS MOHAMMAD pulls off another piece of the burqa, still revealing nothing at all. Again, she throws the cloth onto BINDAR



BINDAR

Yes! Yes!

MISS MOHAMMAD does it again. Again, no more of her is revealed. She again throws the piece of cloth onto BINDAR.



BINDAR

Stop this! Stop this! Your beauty is strangling me like the velvet chains of Suleyman the Magnificent! I can bear it no longer! I must--

There is no chase. But BINDAR drops to his feet and lifts the very edge of her garment.



BINDAR


(orgasmically)

Oh, oh, oh oh oh ohohohohoh, oooooooooooohhhhh!

The phone rings. LIGHTS UP on the other side of the stage. DICK in his office. He is on the phone



BINDAR


(answering)

Yes?



DICK

Hello, your excellency!



BINDAR

Dick Johnson, you old gearhead, is that you?



DICK

Yes, your excellency.



BINDAR

Oh, Dick. Don’t be so formal with me. You can call me by my first name!



DICK

Certainly, Bindar al-Subhai al-Mohammad al-Quarzi.



BINDAR

See? Isn’t that better?



DICK

Yes it is, Bindar al-Subhai al-Mohammad al-Quarzi.



BINDAR

So, how is our plan going?



DICK

Perfectly, Bindar al-Sub—



BINDAR


(interrupting)

You know what, just call me Al.



DICK

OK, Al. Yes, it’s going perfectly! The Federal Highway Administration is about to approve the Destroyer for all Interstates.



BINDAR

Good.



DICK

And Congress is about to approve the reinforcement of every overpass in the country – just to handle the added weight of a Destroyer. They buried the 400 billion dollars in Pentagon line item. Both parties think they’re supporting grassroots democracy in Afghanistan.



BINDAR

Excellent.



DICK

There’s just one more thing.



BINDAR

Yes?



DICK

Well, it’s just that the Department of Transportation may require us to classify the Destroyer as a car instead of a truck – which would require us to sell an equal number of cars that get 65 miles per gallon.



BINDAR


(angry)

Infidel sons of jackals. May Allah plague you with the fleas of a thousand camels and, of course, suicide bombers. (beat) So, what’s it going to take to clear up this small problem?



DICK

Well…perhaps a small contribution to the Secretary of Transportation’s favorite charity.


BINDAR

Where’s he from?



DICK

Alabama, but --



BINDAR


(pulling out a checkbook)

OK, then. One hundred thousand dollars to the University of Alabama football team.


DICK

Thanks to you, the Destroyer could be on the road as soon as next week. Oil consumption will go through the roof. Oil prices will rise. And you and I shall rule the world. Ha ha ha! I wonder how our mighty nations got so lucky to have such a great working relationship.


BINDAR


(surprised)

You don’t know?



DICK

I’m an American! I don’t know anything about history. Our history is the FUTURE!



BINDAR

I can tell you everything you know in just one quick song that won’t make you think too much.



DICK

Great. That’s how I learned how a bill becomes a law, by the way.

BINDAR begins to sing. 

I know I may live on a dull empty plain

Where there's no breeze or trees, and there's no chance of rain

And you can't buy a Coke without taking a train

And the closest thing to Blockbuster is in Bahrain

But sometimes you gotta look under the skin

To see the beautiful black blood pulsing within!


How did your oil get under our sand?


I don't know but we're happy to give you a hand-full


Of the fine black wine we got under our land


Because we're happy to provide what's in demand


Oh everybody treats us so nice.


And if they don't, we'll just raise the price.

TRANSITION TO BRIDGE

It started in the ‘20s when the British needed oil

They put a sheik in power who’d not let things come to boil

He built up lavish mosques and bought himself some fancy arms

Which kept the masses happy and prevented him from harm.

That sheik was a madman named Rahman al Saud 

His manners and his chief export were similarly crude

But with him in power tribal chiefs knew they could never win

And you should have seen what happened to those poor Bedouins!

But sometime shortly later, Egypt took back the canal

Enraging France and Britain, who thought Nasser was their pal

We sided with our brothers and blocked oil to the tankers

And we found new allies waiting in the form of Wall Street bankers

Sure we sometimes had to let you know that we were in control

We founded OPEC, raised our prices, and embargoed our petrol

That led to shortages, rationing and endless lines for gas

You even briefly pondered how to make your fuel from grass.

It’s all because you never stopped supporting Israel

Not to use their language, but they make you a schlemiel.

Looking back, there are some things for which you should make amends

Hey, but what’s a dozen AWAC planes between such friends?
Thank you for not talking ‘bout our exiled kin bin Laden

Who recruited airplane hijackers but now just seems forgotten

The terrorists were Saudis, yet you didn’t get upset

You attacked Iraq but haven’t touched Arabia yet.

You build a giant pipeline

And you bid on us like Priceline

And we give you what you want for just a dime

But if you push democracy

Then you’ll just piss us off and see

We’ll just choke off your lifeline!

TRANSITION BACK

But here's the problem, I've become aware

That folks in your country are beginning to get scared

And they're starting to ride their bikes into town

I hear they're passing on gas, and some are walking around!

And sales of smaller hybrid machines 

Are climbing, can't you see what all of this means?

But I've got a palace that comes with a plane

And a concubine or two that all have your name

Written on them if you'll play my game

And build me car that guzzles gas down its drain.


Oh, how did your oil get under our sand?


I don't know but we're happy to give you a hand-full


Of the fine black wine we got under our land


But you gotta go along with my little plan


Cause I could treat you so nice


But if you walk away, I'm raising my price!



DICK

Oh, I get it now! 

SOUND F/X: Buzz from intercom



FEMALE (V.O.)

Mr. Johnson, they need you in the crash chamber.



DICK

I gotta go, Al. We’re crash testing a Toyota Prius



BINDAR

To see if it can withstand a head-on impact?



DICK


(laughing)

No. No, hah hah. No, just for the hell of it! 



ALL

Ha ha ha ha!

LIGHTS OUT ON BINDAR AND DICK

LIGHTS UP

SARAH is sitting on the couch. DICK rushes in



DICK

Honey (pauses). I'm home!



SARAH


(disappointed)

Glad you could make it.



DICK

I'm sorry, honey, but I got tied up at the office.



SARAH

I almost died today and you got tied up at the office. I had to take a cab home!



DICK

A cab? What kind of cab?



SARAH


(confused)

A yellow cab, I think.



DICK

No, no. Think, Sarah, was it a Defiler? We've started leasing them to the cab companies and I need to know if they're catching on.



SARAH

Dick, I really can't remember.



DICK

Well, were you cramped? Did you feel the entire world was crashing down on you? Did you feel insecure, crowded, lonely, confused?



SARAH

Yes, as a matter of fact, I did.



DICK


(proudly)

Well, then, that was not a Defiler!

DICK preens. But then realizes that SARAH is lying on the couch still affected by the afternoon's events.



DICK

But the good news is that our legal team says we should sue the pants off the bastard with the small car!



SARAH


(dreamily)

Pants? Did you say pants?



DICK

Yes, Sarah. We've got to make an example of this guy. We've got to get these little insects out of our way.

GET out of my way, you stupid piece of crap

GET out of my way, your car is a death trap.

Get-out-of-my-way…



SARAH

Where did THAT come from?



DICK

I had our theatrical production division whip that up for me this afternoon. (beat) See? I was busy! But there was one more stop I had to make before coming home to see you.



SARAH

Did you get my painkillers from the pharmacy like I asked you?



DICK

Something much better! Close your eyes.

DICK leads SARAH outside. SARAH covers her eyes with her hand. DICK whistles and the GREEKS drive up in a new Destroyer.



DICK


(proudly)

OK, open your eyes!

SARAH uncovers her eyes. She looks over the Destroyer offstage and is clearly shocked at its enormity.



SARAH

My god, Dick. It’s huge! (beat) But isn’t a big car is what got me in this mess in the first place?


DICK

You've been through a horrible ordeal and you're not thinking clearly. All you need to do is take it out for a drive.

DICK holds out the keys like a serpent giving Eve an apple. SARAH takes the keys, eyeing them suspiciously. She goes offstage.



DICK

That’s right, baby. Slide right, er, CLIMB right in!

S/FX CAR DOOR SLAMMING

S/FX ROAR



SARAH (OS) 


(turns it on)

Wow, feel the power!


DICK

Gentlemen of the press! I present to you the Behemoth Motor Company’s innovative new vehicle, The Destroyer! 

CHRISTOS, DEMOS, MAX and SPIROS enter. SARAH drives in inside the Destroyer.

Now, my respected lackeys—er, I mean, members of the press. Any questions, gentlemen?



DEMOS

Sir, Judy Smothers, Detroit Auto News. Is the Destroyer the greatest car ever made?



DICK

Why, yes, it is!



CHRISTOS

Jim Turner, Detroit Auto Press. I see by the spec sheet that this ELV has more horsepower than the Chevy Monstrosity and more interior legroom than a GMC Megalith. I have to ask you the tough question: How cool is that?



DICK

It’s very cool.



MAX

Um, er, Max Blank, Detroit Free Truth Daily. Isn’t it true that the Destroyer is 16 times more likely to roll over in an accident than the Defiler? Aren’t you concerned about that?



DICK

Not at all! The Destroyer is programmed to only roll onto cars that get in its way! Now, please, are there any serious questions?



SPIROS

Reggie Thompson, Detroit Auto Times. It says here that the Destroyer can outrun a Porsche 928 and outpull a Mack truck.



DICK

Do you have a question?



SPIROS


(orgasmically)

Only one: When can I get one?

The Destoyer rolls by and the GREEKS chase after it.



DICK


(to MAX)

Now what about you, sir? Can I interest you in test-driving the most important new vehicle since the Model T?



MAX

I must admit, I would feel strong in that. I would feel popular. Who knows, maybe I could even get a life!



DICK

Of course you will! Just listen to these oh-so-satisfied customers!

DEMOS begins singing “The New Model”



SPIROS

I got myself a cell phone that takes pictures underwater

Then I bought a doll that actually vomits for my daughter

But to my great surprise, right there on the TV screen

Was a doll that burps and breast-feeds and does dishes in between

(Was a doll that burps and breast-feeds and does dishes in between)

I got into my brand new Accord and drove to the store

I saw many loving mothers, I threw them to the floor

I cut right to the front of the line 

and demanded that I got mine!


So I’m shopping for the new model.


I’ll feel like a man with this tin can in cobalt blue


I got to have the new model.


I need something that is uncertifiably, undeniably new.



CHRISTOS

I found myself confused and adrift without direction

My doctor gave me purple pills to get a real erection

There had to be some way for me to conquer my malaise

And not the way I usually do with three large Cabernets

(And not the way I usually do with three large Cabernets)

I don’t want no wine from 1969

I’d much rather drink from that stuff that just came from the vine

And I don’t get these freaks with their lousy antiques

I want mine from the factory floor, all shiny and sleek!



CHRISTOS and SPIROS


We’ve got to have the new model.


Don’t want no old chateau, only something nouveau will do.


I better have the new model.


I don’t want it if it’s not unbelievably, inconceivably new.



SPIROS


(To the band) 

Have you not been listening to a word I’m saying?

How can you play a thing like that?



GUITARIST

What do you mean, this guitar I’m playing

Is a vintage 1970s strat!



SPIROS

You’re really quite outdated

That strat is over-rated

You need the brand new XL-53!



GUITARIS

The what?



SPIROS

Yes, it makes bright lights while you solo

and it was just released by Fisher Price and Polo.

And it comes with this beautiful light-weight cord

and press this button, it has wheels and it’s a skateboard

Yes it plays faster, than your stratocaster

So take it, take it, take it, take it from me...it’s new as can be! 

You better have the new model.

Go take that old relic, go sell it like a beat-up Betamax



BAND

We really want the new model.

We don’t have any time for these ancient, outdated, faded artifacts



DEMOS

On my wedding day, my dress had a gorgeous white veneer

But right before I said “I do”, my bridesmaid whispered in my ear

that my dress was out of style and the new one was on sale

So I took that ugly rag off and immediately bailed.

(Yes, she took off that ugly rag off and immediately bailed.)

Well, I fin’lly got married, and now I’m filled up with his lovin’

But I’d much rather taste something hot, right out of the oven!

Well I know I may be past my prime but I got an upgrade

I’ve upgrade a thing or two, and now I’m a totally new babe!


You’re looking at the new model.



CHRISTOS

No piece that’s not recent could ever be decent in my view



DEMOS

Yeah I’m finally the new model



CHRISTOS


I don’t want it if it’s not irresistibly, (her daddy may get pissed at me) new.



ALL

Yeah we went the new model

The Porsche with the new throttle

The Coke that’s in the new bottle

If I don’t get what is new, I will

Just pray to a new God who’ll

Make sure that it’s true

That everything is 100 percent free of scratches and dents, 

Nothing battered or bent

and it never underwent

Factory refurbishment

if it’s worth what I’ve spent

and being late on my rent

then it’s NEW.



DICK

Now what do you think, my good man?



MAX


(excitedly)

Man, that would’ve pulverized my car the other day! I got in an accident because no one could see my little car.



DICK

The same thing happened to my wife! I was so happy she was in a Defiler. That asshole in the Yugo almost killed her. 



MAX

Wait a second…



DICK


(ignoring)

Why, here’s the little lady right now! Hello, my love. How is the Destroyer doing?



SARAH

Not so goo–

DICK interrupts her and immediately pulls her to the side.



DICK

Not in front of the (spelling it out) P-R-E-Double S! 

DICK looks back over where MAX is standing



DICK


(to MAX)

Be with you in a moment, sir! 


(to SARAH)

Now, what’s wrong, honey?



SARAH

Dick, it’s the Destroyer. I feel like I can’t control it.



DICK

I know, isn’t it amazing! It’s like we put 100 caged tigers under the hood.



SARAH

No, I mean, it’s sort of all over the road.



DICK

Exactly! You own the road – and the Destroyer lets everyone know it.



SARAH

And I just filled up the tank for the first time. Do you know it cost $175? I don’t know if I can afford –



DICK

You can’t afford NOT to be driving a Destroyer. Sarah, your safety is so important to me. And when everyone sees that the vice president of marketing for Behemoth is so proud of the Destroyer that he put his wife in one, well, that will be the coup of the centur--

DICK puts his arm around SARAH and starts walking her over to where MAX is standing.



DICK

See, this customer was just telling me how unsafe he feels in his little tin can. Seems he had an accident the other day, same as you. The difference was, his car was destroyed. But you felt safe in the Defiler.

SARAH and MAX lock eyes. DICK notices a potential customer sizing up the Destroyer, so he withdraws and gladhands the customer. 



SARAH

Hello again.



MAX

Hello.



SARAH and MAX


(speaking together)

Look, I –



SARAH and MAX


(speaking together)

No, you –



MAX

(boldly)

I have to see you again. Can you meet me tonight at the Green Harvest Resource Recovery Center?



SARAH

The garbage dump?



MAX


(insulted)

No. The Green Harvest Resource Recovery Center! It’s not a dump. It’s a cooperative recycling project designed to reduce, reuse, recycle and repurpose the waste stream so that (interrupts himself) – Please. Can you just meet me there?



SARAH

I’ll be there!



MAX

Come alone. (pause, then mysteriously) And on a bicycle.

MAX exits. SARAH sings a reprise from “Suburban Ennui.”

LIGHTS UP

A sign that reads “Green Harvest Resource Recovery Center.” MAX picks up a piece of machinery, Hamlet-like.



MAX

Alas! A carburetor for a 1994 Yugo! And it’s in perfect condition!

MAX wanders over to the other side of the stage. The CRASH TEST DUMMY, in the shadows, lights a cigarette. The glow of the match and the burn on the end of the cigarette is the only thing illuminating him.



MAX

Who’s there?



CTD 1


Just a friend.

MAX starts walking towards the CTD.



CTD 1

That’s close enough, tough guy.



MAX

Can I help you?



CTD 1

The better question is, can I help you?



MAX

Was that a rhetorical question?



CTD 1

Look, you’re wasting your time focusing on the environment. This is all you’ll need to keep the Destroyer off the road.

CTD 1 slides a folder across the ground to MAX, who picks it up and reads.



MAX

“Crash Test Results (Actual) Behemoth Destroyer. For Dick Johnson’s Eyes Only.” (To CTD) Wow, it sounds like this may be an important document.



CTD 1

Keep reading.



MAX

“Do Not Show this To Government Regulators. Show the Document from the Other Folder to Government Regulators.” Wow, how did you get this, Mister, um. . .Mister. . .



CTD 1

Just call me Deep Throttle. All you need to know is that I’m a patriot. I’m tired of the lies.



MAX

How will I get in touch with you again?



CTD 1

If you need more information, put a rainbow-colored gay rights flag in a planter on your back porch. I’ll meet you back here an hour after sundown.



MAX

Flag? Flag? I’m not gay.



CTD

But you do have one, don’t you?



MAX

Er, yes, but that just means I support tolerance, not that I’m mean –



CTD

Sure, whatever, guy.



MAX

Seriously, I got it at a rally. I thought it would match the carpet in the den!

THE CTD SNUFFS OUT THE CIGARETTE.



CTD

Sure, kid. Just remember to put out the flag when you need more information. Criminey!

CTD exits



MAX

Hey, Deep Throttle, are you there? Deep Throttle? (pause). OK, that was a little weird.

SARAH arrives on her bicycle. MAX hides the documents. SARAH approaches MAX. He is dirty and, judging from Sarah’s reaction, a bit smelly, too. 



MAX

Sarah, oh, Sarah, I’m so happy you came.



SARAH


(warily)

Yeah, so am I.



MAX

Sarah, from the moment I saw you, I knew you were the one. You smashed into my car, and you ran over my heart.



SARAH

I must admit that until I met you, I was in a deep emotional pothole.



MAX

Bumpy road, huh?



SARAH

I thought Dick and I could go the distance, but now I see that we’re just running on fumes.



MAX

Sounds exhausting.



SARAH

It’s been stop-and-go. I can’t tell if my marriage just needs a tune-up or should just be totaled.



MAX


(suggestively)

Maybe what you need is a new lube job.



SARAH

But don’t you think my chassis needs an overhaul?



MAX

Oh, no Sarah! I’ve never seen such a perfect rack…and pinions.

MAX moves in to kiss SARAH.



SARAH

Is it true what they say about men with small cars?



MAX

It’s not the size of the drivetrain, it’s the torque, baby!



SARAH

I’m racing! I’m racing! Downshift, baby! Downshift!



MAX

I’m shifting! I’m shifting! I think…I think…ooohhh. (MAX has orgasmed). I think I overheated.



SARAH

And I’m still idling here! I came to a garbage dump for this?!

SARAH does not wipe off her dress as if there is ejaculate on it.



MAX


(cuddling)

Sarah. I know it’s been hard, er, difficult for you with Dick. Mr. Johnson. Your husband! So come away with me.

MAX SINGS PULL OVER

MAX begins to sing.



MAX

Ever since I saw you in my rear view 
I knew I needed to be near you 
The tar on the roadway between 
our cars must be totally mean 
to keep us apart... 
When my car won't start 
See, I'm totally lost if I'm not on the trail of your tail pipe's exhaust... 
 
But my wheel's know where to go 
And my gas tank's always full. 
I'm begging you to go slow. 
Will you pull, will you pull, will you pull over? 
 
When I saw your spinning axle 
I threw out my gin and my paxil. 
I know you're the one who can help with my plan 
To make state parks out of barren wasteland 
And clean fuel 

From buffalo stool. 
I could play with your beautiful hair 
While together we plug up the ozone layer. 
 
Yeah my wheel's know where to go 
And my gas tank's always full. 
Together we’ll make trees grow 
Would you pull, would you pull, will you pull over? 

And though it took us crashing to make you look my way

I’d take a 100 gashes, if this lasted --



SARAH

But I heard you were gay?



MAX

No!


SARAH

Guess that I'd never planned 
on running over a man 
who'd make me feel all right 
like there's more to this world than driving day and night. 
But I did 
And I don't regret it a bit 
I could've really broken my neck 
But let's face it, I was already a broken wreck... 
 


MAX and SARAH

Now my wheels now where to go 
and my gas tank's always full 
I'm begging you to go slow 
will you pull, will you pull, will you pull over. 



MAX

So, you see that you and I – together – can change this country. I have it all planned, Sarah. We’ll get on our bikes and pedal cross-country for clean air and water! We’ll stop in towns that have been devastated by the big car makers! We’ll reach out to the local media! We’ll get that cool muscle in the back of our calves!



SARAH

But Max, I’m not sure that’s what I want to do.



MAX

We can’t worry about what you or I want. Join me, Sarah, and I’ll put out the greatest press release of all! Imagine the coverage when I tell them that the wife of Behemoth’s marketing vice president has joined the environmental movement!



SARAH

But you’re just trying to use me, just like Dick is.



MAX

So you won’t leave him?



SARAH

I’m sorry, Max. But I’m staying with Dick.



MAX

Fine. Then I’ll see you in court.



SARAH

I thought you said you loved me.



MAX

I do, Sarah. I love you so much that I have to sue you.



SARAH

Wow, this really is a litigious society!

SARAH EXITS. LIGHTS OUT. LIGHTS UP ON A COURTROOM. SARAH, DICK and SPIROS are at one table. DEMOS and MAX are at another. CHRISTOS stands near the judge’s bench.



CHRISTOS

All rise. The honorable Judge Jacob Green presiding. Call Max Blank vs. Behemoth Motor Corporation.

JUDGE GREEN enters and sits on the bench. MAX and LAWYER (DEMOS) sit at one table. SARAH, DICK and LAWYER 2 (SPIROS) sit at another.



JUDGE GREEN

Are you ready to call your first witness?



SPIROS

We are, your honor! 



CHRISTOS

Call…Sarah Johnson!

SARAH walks towards the stand. CHRISTOS approaches with a Bible.



CHRISTOS

Place your hand on the Bible. Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth?



SARAH

Do you guys really say that?



CHRISTOS

Yeah, that’s not just a TV thing. We really say that.



SARAH

OK, I swear.

SPIROS rises and moves towards the stand.



SPIROS

Now, Ms. Johnson. Please tell the court what happened on the afternoon of April 15.



SARAH

Well, I was driving in the center lane and I signaled for a turn. The next thing I know, I hit the car next to me.



SPIROS

Move to strike, your honor. The witness should only speak in passive voice like in all the good courtroom dramas.



JUDGE GREEN

Sustained. (to SARAH) Please rephrase your answer so that it’s more vague.



SARAH

Oh, right. The car that I was in was in the center lane and the next thing I know, there was a crashing sound and another car had been hit.



SPIROS

Was this a real, substantial vehicle or a teeny, tiny tin-can (angrily) version of a car?



SARAH

I really don’t understand –



SPIROS


(angrily)

Wasn’t this a tiny, toy car that had no business being next to your car? Wasn’t this the kind of car that jeopardizes the safety of all others on the road by getting in the way?



SARAH


(agonized)

Yes!



ALL

Ohhhh!

SARAH breaks down on the stand.



SPIROS


(proud of himself)

No further questions, your honor.

SPIROS goes back to the table and DICK high-fives him, even though his wife is crying on the stand.



JUDGE GREEN

Your witness, Ms. Apolonika.

DEMOS rises and moves towards the stand. She is Ms. Sensitive. She gives SARAH a tissue.



DEMOS

Now, Ms. Johnson. That accident sounds like a horrific experience. I won’t make you live through it again.



SARAH

Thank you.



DEMOS


(snapping into VIOLENT anger)

But perhaps THIS looks familiar!
DEMOS shoves the paper into SARAH’s face.



SARAH

Um, no, actually it doesn’t look familiar. What is it?



DEMOS

It’s only the FDA nutritional information for a double grande mocha latte frappucchino macchiato. The very beverage you were consuming at the moment of impact!



ALL


(gasping)

Ohhh!



SARAH

And?



DEMOS


(mocking)

And?! And?! Come on, Mrs. Johnson. It’s clear you made no effort to see the other car! You ran him, literally, off the road! Isn’t that true, Ms. Johnson? Isn’t that TRUE!



SARAH


(again, breaking down)

Yes, it’s true!



ALL

Ohhhh!

SARAH steps down and walks to a seat in the audience. SPIROS moves to call his next witness.



DEMOS

Your honor, we’d like to call the Crash Test Dummy!



ALL

Ohhh!

CRASH TEST DUMMY 1 limps stiffly to the stand. CHRISTOS moves forward with the Bible.



CHRISTOS

Do you swear to tell the truth, so help you God?



CRASH TEST DUMMY 1

God? If you mean that guy in the control room who presses the big red button, he can kiss my plastic ass! That bastard wants me dead.

CHRISTOS moves away. DEMOS rises to question CRASH TEST DUMMY.



DEMOS

Can you tell us a little of your background as a crash test dummy.



CTD 1

Well, I don’t like to brag, but I’ve pretty much been crushed, mangled, blown up, and otherwise brutalized in every major auto since the 1970 Galaxy 500. I was the world’s most famous crash test dummy. I’ve had more hip replacements than the entire operation of Boca Raton! 



DEMOS

Continue.



CTD 1


(dreamily)

By day, I was slamming into walls, by nights, it was cocktails with Ralph Nader, dinners with Congressional regulators, and nightcaps with the Secretary of Transportation. I was at the top of my game. Remember the Ford Pinto? (proudly) Who do you think came up with the idea of testing it for rear-end collisions? It took six fire extinguishers to put me out!



DEMOS

So given your expertise, what is your opinion of the safety of the Behemoth Destroyer?



CTD 1

The Destroyer is a deathtrap.



ALL

Ohhhh!



CTD 2

I’ve been torn apart so badly in that SUV –



DEMOS

Yes?



CTD 2


(tearing)

That they -- (now angrily) -- replaced my spine with a metal pole!



DEMOS

Imagine the horror! Your honor, have you ever felt such a thing?



JUDGE GREEN

Every night when I eat my wife’s chicken.



DEMOS

Your honor, I would ask that you try to keep this in perspective. This dummy almost lost his life.



JUDGE GREEN

And I’ve lost a gall bladder!



ALL

Ohhhh!



JUDGE GREEN

Cross-examination, Mr. Panakopolis?



SPIROS


(smugly)

So if Behemoth’s Destroyer was so dangerous, why not pack it in? Retire? Move to Florida?



CTD 1

We don’t retire to Florida. It’s too humid. Our decals peel off.



SPIROS


(now angry)

So instead, you betrayed Behemoth to an anti-American, pro-environment group.



CTD 1

I’m not ashamed. I may not have a brain in my head, but I love my country.



SPIROS


(aggressively)

But are your motives as clear as your conscience? Wasn’t your anger towards Behemoth fueled by something a little, how would you say, deeper?



CTD 1

I don’t know what you mean.



SPIROS

Come now, Crash Test Dummy. What do you call this?!

SPIROS pulls out a large poster of a Crash Test Dummy festooned with hearts and “Tiger Beat”-style love icons, as if this CTD has made a shrine to his beloved CTD.



SPIROS

You loved him, didn’t you? Didn’t you?! And when he ran off with that safety systems engineer, you burned with rage! And you got your revenge by trying to discredit the company that made him even more famous than you.



CTD 1

Yes, yes, I loved him. How could I not? Look at him in his jumpsuit. I had to have him! (sobbing) Damn it, I can’t even cry!



SPIROS

Nothing further.



CTD 1

Yes, I may have loved him, but the Destroyer is still a deathtrap!



SPIROS

Move to strike!



JUDGE GREEN

Sustained.



CHRISTOS

The jury will disregard the Crash Test Dummy’s last comment because it came a few seconds too late.

CRASH TEST DUMMY sulks off the stand and sits in the gallery. DICK huddles with his lawyer.


DICK

Spiros, I am very concerned! My wife and dummy have already testified against me and Max Blank has the secret file. I’m going to be caught with my dipstick in the oil can. I have to confess. I have to give up.




SPIROS
Give up?! Give up? Is that what you did when the Defiler rolled over in a zero-mile-per-hour safety test? Is that what you did when that Deforester prototype suffered brake failure and ran over the president of the European Union at the Paris trade show? 




DICK


(still a bit nervous)
Well, I...no, I was actually impressed by the Deforester’s keen political instincts!



SPIROS

Exactly.

When you're caught with red hands on the stand
and you know you're in really deep
Do you break down like an old town
car headed for the heap?


THE OTHER GREEKS join in


DEMOS, CHRISTOS, SPIROS

We worked with you, so they'll get us too!
Don't confess or the people will stone us
So stand up like a man, come up with a plan
And show us some cahones!

Oh Dick, Have some balls.
You know you've got to step up to the plate when duty calls.
I know the press is worried 'bout the safety of that new car
Just because a handful have burst into flames so far
But dreams like yours don't die, I hear them echoing through these 
halls.
So Dick, have some balls.

Dick, have some balls.

Don't you want to be holding the handle when the hammer finally falls? 
We know it's "un-American" to lie about people you hate 

But making dough and selling things are the pillars of our state! 

Yes, it's a better to be a man walking tall 
than a baby that barely crawls 
So Dick, have some balls. 




DICK


(scheming)

Now I could turn my luck around with a few creative "facts"! 
When the jury hears my story, they will quickly turn on Max. 

His life’s crusade will quickly fade

And he'll be out of work. 
If they swallow my lie, 
That Max will fry 
I LOVE being a jerk!





CHRISTOS, DEMOS, SPIROS

Yes Dick, have some balls.
Why do you think King David's fate was better than King Saul's?
We know that you're the type who's ready to put his neck out in the air
While losers like that Max stay home watching videos of Cher



DICK
Yes, it's a better to be a man walking tall
than a baby that barely crawls
And the taste of victory's delectable




CHRISTOS
Once you locate each testicle




DICK

I have, boys!




CHRISTOS, DEMOS, SPIROS

He has!




ALL

Found some balls!



JUDGE GREEN

Next witness, please, Mr. Panakopolis.



SPIROS

Of course, your honor. Call Max Blank!

CHRISTOS moves forward with a Bible. MAX rises from the table and moves towards the witness stand.



CHRISTOS

Do you swear to tell the whole truth, etc, so help you God?



MAX

I do not believe a government body can compel me to take an oath to the Judeo-Christian monotheistic deity.



CHRISTOS

Oy, vey. What is it with you atheists? You took God out of the schools and gave us condoms. Now, all our kids are pregnant drug addicts.



MAX

That’s not true! It’s only 84.6 percent! (pause) Look, I promise to tell the truth .¤.¤. on my mother’s honor!



CHRISTOS

Your mother?! The whore of Babylon, Long Island?



JUDGE GREEN


(interceding)

I’ll allow it. She was a good woman. (Then, leeringly). She was a very good woman.

CHRISTOS moves away. SPIROS prepares for questioning.



SPIROS

Mr. Blank, I just want you to know that I’m admiring your handiwork.



MAX

My handiwork?



SPIROS

Come now, Mr. Blank. You cause a multi-car accident, yet it is Behemoth Motors on trial here? Despite the fact that you were warned repeatedly that cars such as yours are hazards because they are too small. Weren’t you? Weren’t you!



MAX

What you are you talking about? Who warned me?



SPIROS

You did, Mr. Blank! (pulls out a piece of paper). You did!

SPIROS brandishes the paper.



SPIROS

I’d like to submit this as Exhibit B, your honor. Did you not write, Mr. Blank, quote, small cars will increasingly be invisible to the drivers of the bigger and bigger cars and trucks being made by Behemoth Motors unquote? You wrote it, Mr. Blank. You said cars at Behemoth were getting bigger and bigger. But isn’t it a fact, sir, that your car was getting smaller and smaller?



MAX

Uh, no, my car remained the same size the entire time.



SPIROS


(as if he’s proven his case)

No further questions.



JUDGE GREEN

You may step down, Mr. Blank.



MAX

What? That’s it?! But my car stayed the same size! I can prove it.



JUDGE GREEN

Mr. Blank, you are out of order.



MAX

I’m out of order?! You’re out of order! He’s out of order! This whole trial is out of order!



JUDGE GREEN

Is that the truth?



MAX

Truth?! Truth?! You want the truth?!



JUDGE GREEN


(yelling)

Actually, I can’t handle the truth. Please sit down.

MAX goes back to the defense table.



DEMOS

Your honor, we’d now like to call (dramatic pause) Dick Johnson!



CHRISTOS

Call Dick Johnson!



ALL

Ohhh!

CHRISTOS moves forward with the Bible.



DICK


(waves him off)

There’s no need for that. I’m an American! I never lie.

DICK sits down. DEMOS moves to question him.



DEMOS

Mr. Johnson. Tell me, sir, how is it possible in the year 2005 -- two zero zero five -- that Behemoth Motor Corporation has not yet manufactured a car that runs on sea algae with no greenhouse gas emissions and only harmless oxygen molecules as a by-product?



DICK

Um, because such a system hasn’t been invented yet?



DEMOS

It hasn’t. Is that your answer? (Whining) Aw, pity poor Mr. Dick Johnson, waaa waaa. Mr. Johnson, maybe you want to go back to your mommy because no one has invented it. (back to normal angry voice) That’s what you sound like, Mr. Johnson. A little wussy boy who needs his mommy.



DICK

I design some of the world’s largest, most-powerful vehicles. I am hardly a wussy boy.



DEMOS

Your honor, let the record show that he most assuredly IS a wussy boy! No further questions!

SPIROS rises and approaches the witness box.



SPIROS

Are you a wussy boy, Mr. Johnson?



DEMOS

Objection! I think we’ve already established that Mr. Johnson is a wussy boy.



JUDGE GREEN

Sustained. Wussy boy it is.



SPIROS

Your honor, Mr. Johnson must be allowed to challenge the wussy boy contention here. As his lawyer, I can hardly stand idly by and allow the court to believe -- wrongly! -- that Mr. Johnson is a wussy boy.



JUDGE GREEN

Mr. Panakopolis, we’ll just have to trust the jury to make a final determination of Mr. Johnson’s status as a wussy boy.



SPIROS

But the jury has heard Mr. Johnson described as a wussy boy so many times now, it will be impossible them for them to get the wussy boy image out of their minds.



JUDGE GREEN

Certainly you are over-reacting. Can I get a readback?



CHRISTOS


(reading the transcript)

“Wussy boy. Wussy boy. Wussy boy. Wussy boy.”



JUDGE GREEN

Let’s continue.



SPIROS

Certainly, your honor. (To DICK) So, Mr. Johnson, why is it that you build such big cars?



DICK

Why? Because Americans want big cars. 



SPIROS

Yes, yes, Americans love the power, the feel of a true muscle machine (more boldly). The Mustang! The Corvair! The Pinto! The LeBaron! But why do you, Mr. Johnson, hate small cars so much?




ALL

Ohhh!



DICK

Hate? Yes, I hate small cars. Hate them all after what they did to me…to him! The year was 1973. The gas crisis. It was bad enough that gasoline was 85 cents a gallon – 85 cents! – but Americans were actually forced to wait…in…line! For gasoline! Might as well make us pay for water! 

DICK takes a conspicuous sip from a bottle of Poland Spring.

Anyway, my father was a mailman, ol’ Roger Johnson. One day, the Postal Service told him he couldn’t deliver mail in his big diesel truck anymore – (contemptuously) there was an energy crisis, after all – and they gave him one of those new Postal Service Jeeps. It had one seat and the frame was thinner than a coke-addicted supermodel. The very first day, an 18-wheeler from an upstart outfit called (hissing) Federal Express blew through a red light and crushed my father like a bug. And so, I design the biggest, best, baddest cars on the planet – for him! (on his knees) Daddy! Daddy! Can you hear me?

FLESH EATING BACTERIA SPEECH
etc




SPIROS

Nothing further, your honor.



DEMOS

Your honor, I’d like to call a secret witness who does not appear on our witness call sheet – Bindar al-Subhai al-Mohammad al-Quarzi.



ALL

Ohhh!



JUDGE GREEN

I’ll allow it, Ms. Apolonika, but be swift. This here’s a light gavel and I’ve got an itchy wrist. (pause) That’s not a courtroom metaphor. I was doing some gardening this weekend and got some poison ivy.



CHRISTOS

Call Bindar al-Subhai al-Mohammad al-Quarzi!

BINDAR makes his way to the stand. CHRISTOS moves in with the Bible.



CHRISTOS

Do you swear on this Bible to tell the truth, so help you God?



BINDAR

There is no God, but Allah.



CHRISTOS

OK, Allah then.



BINDAR

I can not take an oath to Allah. It is a sin.

CHRISTOS appears confused and asks the others for advice



CHRISTOS

I don’t know any Muslims...Anyone? Help?



BINDAR

Perhaps, if you have a goat, I could slaughter it, roast its entrails and swear on its pancreas – if it pleases the court.



JUDGE GREEN

It certainly does not. Do you have any idea of the janitorial overtime? Simply affirm that you’re not a terrorist and we’ll move on.



BINDAR

I affirm ​– unless you’re including funding terrorism, of course. Everyone needs a hobby.


DEMOS

Perhaps you can tell us, Mr. Bindar al-Subhai al-Mohammad al-Quarzi, what is the Saudi Arabian Office of International Malfeasance?



BINDAR

We are a fraternal organization, like your own Elks, Rotary Club or NAMBLA. Nothing more.



DEMOS

Nothing more, huh? What do you make of THIS?

DEMOS pulls out a piece of paper.



DEMOS

Your honor, I’d like to submit this as Exhibit C – a check from Ambassador al-Quarzi to the University of Alabama Football Team. 



ALL

Ohhh!



DEMOS

Can you explain this?



BINDAR

We are unbelievably big ‘Bama fans in Saudi Arabia. You have no idea.



DEMOS

When did you become such a fan?



BINDAR

Well, when did any of us? It started back in the early 1960s. Bear Bryant ran a tight ship – and we Saudis like a tight ship. But we really admired the boozy insouciance of the young Joe Namath. Sure, he broke every rule that the Bear put down, but as long as he was sober on Saturday afternoon, we were fine with that.



DEMOS


(again, brandishing the check)

And this “memo” line: “Bribe for Behemoth Motors”? Can you explain that?



SPIROS


(rising)

Objection! That memo line speaks for itself! (beat) Er…withdrawn!



DEMOS

No further questions, your honor.

SPIROS rises to questioning position.



SPIROS


(pulls out a picture)

Does this look familiar to you, Mr. Al-Quarzi?



BINDAR


(laughing)

Why, yes! Ha ha ha. I haven’t seen this picture since the Six Day War!



SPIROS

Your honor, I’d like to present this as Exhibit D: A picture of Mr. Al-Quarzi completely naked with one half of his body painted crimson and the other painted white…(dramatically) University of Alabama colors!



ALL

Ohhhh!



DEMOS

Objection, your honor!



ALL

Ohhhh!



DEMOS

As I suspected! It’s a fake.



ALL

Ohhhh!



SPIROS

It’s no fake. Look, he even has the letter U painted in red on the white side of his face and the letter A painted in white on the red side of his face.



DEMOS

But look closer, Mr. Panakopolis! Just beyond that A is an E! U-A-E, Mr. Panakopolis. He’s not rooting for the Crimson Tide…(dramatically) He’s rooting for the United Arab Emirates – the sworn enemy of the University of Alabama!



ALL

Ohhh!



JUDGE GREEN

This is shocking new evidence, yet I’m still moved by Mr. Johnson’s family upbringing. Unless I hear something else, I’m . . .


JEN

(bursting in)

Wait!



ALL

Ohhh!



JEN
This is all the evidence you’ll need.

JEN places a tape recorder on the defense table and pushes play. We hear Dick’s line from earlier in the show: “Thanks to you, the Destroyer could be on the road as soon as next week. Oil consumption will go through the roof. Oil prices will rise. And you and I shall rule the world. Ha ha ha!”



DICK

How did you get that?



CTD
I bugged your office the last time I was there.



DICK

Damn “Take your daughter to work day”! (beat) OK, It’s true. You got me. I not only forged the crash test reports, fiddled with my daughter’s dosages, helped devalue the Chinese yuan, and lied to several House subcommittees, but I’m working with Bindar al-Subhai al-Mohammad al-Quarzi to destroy our economy by driving gas prices to $10 a gallon! Damn you, you broke me down!



ALL

Ohhh!



JUDGE GREEN

You can do better than that! This is the climactic moment of the trial!



ALL

Ohhh! Ohhhhhh! Ohhh!



JUDGE GREEN

Mr. Johnson, this may be a mere civil suit, but I find you guilty of crimes against humanity and sentence you to death. The preferred method in New York is lethal injection, but judges are allowed a little discretion and I’m feeling a little creative. To hell with the statute! I sentence you to be strapped inside a Behemoth Destroyer and repeatedly rammed against a solid wall until you succumb to your injuries. Your mangled corpse will then be urinated upon by three French vegans. This sentence will be carried out in 15 minutes. Unless…



ALL

Ohhh!



DICK

Unless?



JUDGE GREEN

Unless you transform Behemoth Motor Corporation into a maker of solar-powered cars.



DICK


(to himself)

Damn activist liberal judges! (To JUDGE GREEN) Never!



JUDGE GREEN

OK, take him away.

CHRISTOS pulls DICK off stage. 



SARAH

Oh, Max, what a fool I’ve been. Can you ever forgive me?



MAX

Of course, Sarah. I love you!

MAX and SARAH embrace



MAX

Funny, but I never really liked the death penalty, until now. And now it’s just you and me, Sarah!

MAX moves forward and begins to sing “Only on the Weekend”



MAX


(singing)

Now that Dick is dead
I got so many thoughts racing through my head
about how we're gonna change the world - baby, we can't fail.
I'm gonna burn all the gasoline




SARAH


(interrupting)

Um, if you find a way to burn it clean.




SARAH and MAX

The spotted owl's gonna lie down with the humpback whale.



MAX

We're gonna have a lot of kids, and they'll run outside as much as they like
And when we go upstate, we'll walk the distance or we'll bike.




SARAH

Baby, watch what you say

My mother lives 90 miles away.
Walking that far would take four days or five
Don't you think when we visit her …

We could drive?



MAX

(speaking) OK…

(singing) But only on the weekend

Only on the weekend.    
You won't find me in an SUV driving to work.
Only on the weekend. Only on the weekend.
No way I'm in a car on a Tuesday like some jerk.



SARAH

I'm gonna take my internet wire and set that thing on fire
Then email all my friends and have them do it too.




MAX

I'm gonna take my TV and throw it into the sea.
The only thing that I wanna watch are the stars with you.
Except for the Mets on Sunday

And cartoons on Saturday morn.
And political talk shows, they're OK.




SARAH

And sometimes a little soft porn.




MAX

But otherwise we'll never turn on that box. 

It melts your mind. 
It's evil.




SARAH

But what if something's good on a Wednesday night?




MAX

Don't worry babe? I got Tivo!



SARAH and MAX

We can watch it on the weekend.
Only on the weekend.  




SARAH

No way I’m vegging with the tube all week inside.




SARAH and MAX

So we’ll save it for the weekend. Save it for the weekend.




SARAH

Monday through Friday I’ll be reading..



MAX

The TV Guide!




JENNIFER

Well my Ritalin helps me stay

Calm, instead of fiddlin' around all day

I'm focusing on all the money I make

selling it to my friends.

Yeah I never get distracted now

This business is teaching me how

Undivided attention can result in dividends.




BINDAR

It may be true I've managed to skew the oil market just a beet

But that selfish American Dick was so eager to build a gas guzzling piece of sheet.




BINDAR, DICK, JENNIFER 

Sure we sometimes bend a rule or two in order to pay the bills.




JENNIFER

But I pay my taxes on every deal I do when I'm selling my pills.

And besides I only deal on the weekends.




ALL 

Only on the weekends.




JENNIFER

Mostly cause Monday through Friday I'm too stoned to speak.




ALL

Only on the weekends.

Only on the weekends.




BINDAR

I have never overthrown the economy during the week.








JUDGE GREEN

Well I know I may have taken some bribes

And had a few affairs on the side.

But Monday night I'm pure as pure can be.








CTD 

Sometimes I abuse myself

But I'm still in pretty good health.

Crashing through glass makes me feel ecstasy








DICK 

It's true I covered up some things

But part of what progress brings.

Is the need to hide the truth in the service of man.

C'mon – everybody loves their mini-van!




ALL

Maybe, but only on the weekends.

Only on the weekends.

Only then do I want to be in my…




ALL (except MAX)

SUV, SUV

That is where I want to be.

In my car, in my car

The Lord provides for me.

Oh say can you see, my US SUV

I'm a star in my car

in the land of the rich and carefree.

SUV, SUV

That is where I want to be.

In my car, in my car

The Lord provides for me.

Oh say can you see, my US SUV

I'm a star in my car

in the land of the rich and carefree.
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