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Act 1, Phase 1, Scene 1. The United Nations General Assembly. Enter Griffin Hunter.

Hun-
Honest members of our United Nations,


Today I depart for San Francisco


To sign the seminal Hunter Accord,


A contract whereon I have been laboring


Near ten years, meeting with each of you,


Hearing your concerns, gaining your commitments,


That fueld with peace it fumes, all systems go,


Upon the launch pad of its mighty promise.


As you all know, as you all seem to sanction,


The Hunter Accord, when signed, shall ensure


Disarmament and non-proliferation


Of weapons world-wide thru monitored,


Cooperative, incremental actions,


Confirming and negating sovereignty,


That thru this shared empowering impotence


We may beckon peace back to our planet,


So littered with the refuse of our wars,


Yet now so ripe to wash itself of wrath,


Destroying the disease of mass destruction,


That we not burn our house to heat our home.


The Hunter Accord, when signed, shall also form


A peace force, at my order mobilized,


Which may invade, inspect, and confiscate


The weaponry of any member state


Seen to be in breach of our commitment,


For trust may tender you and I to union,


But trust reverts to terror without threat.


This Accord, once it’s signed, shall finally quell


That question which has most eluded us


Since our strange species’ first attempts t’untie


The knot of reason whence we loopt ourselves


Into society for safety’s sake:


How force peace?


Be it thru restriction or indulgence?


Ought we pursue the costly delicacies


Of freedom or the staples of restraint?


Do we thrive by nations or by nature?


Should all sacrifice to one, one to all,


None to none? Is parity polarity?


What, in essence, is the value of violence?


The Hunter Accord cannot undo these knots,


Yet it does, and when signed, it ever shall


Put forth our best attempt at loosing them


To free us just enough to reach this truth:


Who lives promiscuate shall die deceived,


For in our trust alone is peace conceived.

All exit.

Act 1, Phase 1, Scene 2. San Francisco. Enter Leveret. Enter Boa from behind.

Boa-
Flinch!

Lev-
You fuckin retard!

Boa-
Watch your mouth.

Lev-
Act your age.

Boa-
What are you, my legal gordian?

Lev-
Not.

Boa-
So fight me!

Lev-
Take your pill.

Boa-
Fake your will.

Lev-
Flinch!

Enter Rockwell.

Rock-
Gentlemen, al-salamu alaykhum.

Boa-
A-masala-malooky, Mr. Rockwell.

Rock-
Hug me, Boa. Leveret, do me a favor.

Lev-
Sure.

Rock-
Kill Griffin Hunter.

Lev-
Who?

Rock-
You don’t know him?

Lev-
From the news.

Rock-
So?

Lev-
So?

Rock-
Don’t make a man in pain repeat himself!

Boa-
I’ll kill him yesterday.

Rock-
Yesterday’s too late.


This cowboy christ comes hanklin into town,


Spurs his most righteous steed, Annoying Nag,


Up to my home, and plugs his pacifier


Down the pipeline of my right to deal arms.


Now all the formal kiddies, naughty nice,


Are set to sign his suicide Accord,


Enamored of his candy-coated slogans


How words are bones too strong for sticks and stones,


But razorblades loiter in the nougat.


Global peace? That’s local liquidation.


Death to Israel! Hang the Sons of Liberty!


Kill the terrorists? We’re all terrorists!


This planet may be volatile as hell,


But half of hell was unjustly convicted,


So less the right to fight, we all get fried.

Lev-
He’s the Secretary of Disarmament


For the UN. Peace is his profession.

Rock-
And conflict is our cash.

Boa-
Tell it, Mr. Rockwell.

Lev-
But the UN is a colony of ants,


With bosses inside bosses inside bosses,


All sucking to the queen of compromise,


So what’s the point in squashing just one drone?

Rock-
This ant invades my picnic.

Boa-
Boom! Boom! Boom!

Lev-
But we kill people who deserve to die.


Griffin Hunter, he’s just inconvenient.

Rock-
Inconvenience is death personified.

Boa-
Yeah.

Lev-
The pigs will snoop.

Rock-
Pigs love feed, me feed pigs,


Pigs love me.

Boa-
Like a piggy love tangle.

Rock-
Look here, Leveret. I trust we can agree


On any issue clement to debate,


So then, no more debate, and we agree.

Lev-
What victory will snuffing him achieve?


We sell weapons, he prohibits weapons.


Illicit makes demand, so victory us.


Say they sign his wack Accord. Where’s the snag?


Treaties are bowling pins and homerun hits -


Set to be broke. But if we plug the groom,


His wedding vows will hold, so victory him.


I just don’t think this good goof is the bad guy.

Boa-
Why’s it gotta be so compilated?


It’s only killin.

Rock-
So, who is the bad guy?


He who gives the gun that the fight be fair


Or he who takes the gun t’unfair the fight?


That man, that kind of man, that Gripy Whatever,


Seems good, is bad, but we’re the opposite.


I support every people’s vital need


For innate primordial sovereignty


In this gruesome, post-historic era


Of biological death recipes.


Do you? Does he? Would the true man of peace


Please stand up and get shot at? Here’s the snag:


The vision of this see-thru Super Dupe


Ain’t but a blockage in the legal colon.


See, normally the system takes in bread,


Processing it for solid, timely exit,


And all moves smoothly, til this causy coccus,


Jejunating our financial squama,


Passes thru some runny, twisted toxins,


Excreting his ideals, and cramming ours


Down some unhormic diverticulum.


We strongly advocate a weak UN,


Give lavishly to keep our shortlist long


In gestures of tenderness torrential,


Yet that undiplomatic diplomat


Seems destructively devoted to himself,


And that is terror!

Boa-
It’s like he loves the guy.

Rock-
Do you, Leveret?

Lev-
What?

Rock-
Know Griffin Hunter?

Lev-
Long ago.

Boa-
You’re a cheat!

Rock-
What was that?

Boa-
He’s a cheat?

Rock-
Slander him again and it’s the muzzle, babyman!


Okay, you know him, but what do you know of him?

Lev-
His mother was a Dutch civil servant,


His father was an Afro-Asian mutt


Drove limo for the UN caviar crowd,


So Griffin was a mongrel on the move


Who learnt to loathe the lowness of his life


And want it better, even for the worst.


We met in Hong Kong, near ten years ago,


When I was runnin opies outta Kabul


And he had hit the diplomatic corps.


We hung out, had some geisha and some chiew,


Then Hunter killed some local in a bar fight.


I took his name, Huzala, took the heat,


Did five years in Malaysia, met this freak, 


You bought me out, and I ain’t seen him since,


‘Cept on the tube, stumpin for his Accord,


And hitchin with that Frenchy actress...

Rock-
Stop!

Boa-
I told you he’s a cheat!

Rock-
Meet the muzzle!

Lev-
I didn’t tell you cuz I thought you’d kill me.

Rock-
Kill you? Leveret, take my hand.

Lev-
Okay.

Rock-
You are like a child to me.

Lev-
You are like an adult to me.

Rock-
And yet we’re friends. Right?

Lev-
Right.

Rock-
Wrong.


Show me my friends, I’ll count as many traitors.

Boa-
Some a my best friends are traitors.

Rock-
Friendship’s a genetic flaw as fatal


As birth, a handshake with a phantom hand,


Agreeing to some shareware giveaway


Wherein a debtor’s bonded to a debtor.

Boa-
I hate my friends.

Rock-
But you love me.

Boa-
So so much.

Rock-
See how sweet that was, Leveret?

Lev-
That was sweet.

Rock-
See, you and me and Boa, we’re not friends;


We’re mushrikun, partners in one purpose,


Embracing to preserve our allegiance,


That all-or-something, man-to-plan pivot


Round which the wheel of function spins, and we,


Put to the test by our own tenuous trust,


Share an accord refresht but on returns,


Unlike your common friends, who give to give,


All taken by a nothing they don’t get.


We are a nucleus whose nascent bond


Cannot be broke but it brings destruction,


Yet in cohesion causes all creation,


Giving of ourselves for ourselves in all.


Are we beautiful? I’m crying again.

Boa-
Quit toying with his afflictions!

Rock-
Maybe he doesn’t love me.

Lev-
I love you.

Rock-
Then let me tell you, lover, how it goes:


Lie to me again, I shall rise early,


Slip on my favorite swishy suit and sneaks,


Jog to your pad in the crisp morning air,


Savoring the bright Embarcadero,


Then, with my tye-dyed uzi full-a-fun,


I’ll pepper you like a rare tuna steak,


Garnish you with greens, cuz, hey, I’m a health nut,


Eat you up, wash you down with some wheat grass,


Then drite your bulk down Boa’s throat, rejuved


And ready for my day. Cool fool?

Lev-
Cool fool.

Rock-
Now, back to the comedy. Kill Griffin Hunter.

Lev-
I will.

Boa-
He won’t.

Rock-
Khalas, Boa! There’s the mission.

Lev-
Tonight?

Boa-
No time like the pressure!

Rock-
The gate of ijtihad is closed.

Boa-
Cheat!

All exit.

Act 1, Phase 1, Scene 3. The garden grounds of the UN Mission. Enter Griffin and Sophie.

Soph-
How can we live this way, always apart?

Hun-
Once my Accord is signed, we’ll settle down.

Soph-
In Paris?

Hun-
Or New York.

Soph-
Or in Paris?

Hun-
Wherever you wish, my sweet Sophie.

Soph-
But I’ll be always acting here and there.

Hun-
Then here and there, my love, I’ll follow you.

Soph-
Yet you must work.

Hun-
I’ll work from where you play.

Soph-
It is important, don’t you think, to be


In one another’s presence, to be true?

Hun-
There is no other way to be with you.

They exit. Enter Leveret, hiding.

Lev-
Griffin Hunter, here, in San Francisco.


Is this a nightmare or a living dream?


Must him I love now meet the life I hate


And dance into the death I circumstance?


O what am I doing? What have I done?


Could any cause compel to such a crime?


My job with VaadSirat? A job’s a jail,


Tho mine’s a mighty cushy beach-side cell.


For what then? Mushrikun? That flimsy net,


Allegiance, it might catch you once or twice,


But then it snaps, tattered by the pressure,


Snares you and you drop, tangled up in lies.


So then, it’s for my life? Yet what’s my life


Without him? What’s any life without him?


Am I so polluted by my profession


I cannot smell the sweetness of his plan


For peace, a word I pun into a gun?


I cannot kill him. I am no killer,


Though I play one on the tv in my mind,


Talking, tricking my way beyond the deed.


Some strange new clash is creeping into me,


So, to stay safe, I’ll steer clear of myself.

He hides.

Soph-
So, were you true this lonely time away?

Hun-
Were there a part of me you did not know


It would have died so long ago, for you


Provide the light whence my ambitions grow.

Soph-
My lover tells the most alluring lies.

Hun-
If your lover lies, his lie is true love,


As of his love he lies to gain his love,


About his love he lies to keep his love,


And with his love he lies to please his love,


So let your lover lie - he lies for love.

Soph-
Yet what if out of love my lover lies,


Lying with another love than my love?

Hun-
How lie out of a love that I am in?

Soph-
Do we not dream outside the dream we’re in?

Hun-
We do, but love’s a drama, not a dream.


We sleep to dream, yet sleep before love’s drama,


One sees nothing and wakens to “the end.”

Soph-
You fit the French - bon parole, mal intent.

Hun-
I know it and I rue it, but what speech


Can one so speechless with unknown desire...

Enter Trick and Track, dressed as security guards, Shuck and Jive.

Jive-
Welcome to the United Nations San Francisco Mission.

Hun-
Thank you, guard.

Jive-
As of I’m sure you hold great cognization, our heightenized state of alertage - we are, I believe, in magenta or rouge - makes necessitary some extreme security measurables veezasneez your high profile peace keeper person person and the safety of the adoriful Misses Griffin, so have I been ordinized to searchulate your physicals.

Hun-
That won’t be necessitary.

Jive-
Are you resistulating?

Hun-
No, I’m simply saying...

Jive-
Yo, Shuck!

Shuck-
Yo, Jive?

Jive-
What’s the procedurance with resistulating searchibation?

Shuck-
The three I’s - Incarceration, interrogation, and, if necessitary, incoercination.

Jive-
I recommendify the searchibation.

Hun-
Who ordered we be searched?

Jive-
Those parties properly positionized to pass down searchibation orderance.

Hun-
I consider myself a properly positioned party to over-ride that order, so you may go.

Jive-
Do you possess the proper searchibation orderance over-riding formage?

Hun-
Not on me, no.

Jive-
Then as you cannot provinate yourself a proper searchibation orderance over-rider,we will proceed with the unridden over searchibation orderance passt down from the proper searchibation orderance ordering party party. Spread em.

Shuck-
Or face the three I’s.

Soph-
Griffin, c’est bon d’accord.

Jive-
Much obligified, madam. Standard procedurals, sir. We regret any sense of invaginating. I’m sure you’ll sleep more soundly knowing every curve and crevace, even of your most trusted loved-ones, has been thoroughly probicized.

Shuck-
Bungo!

Shuck pulls a gun off Griffin.

Jive-
Weapons are prohibilogical on UN grounds, sir.

Hun-
Yes, I know.

Jive-
It must be confiscatiated.

Hun-
So must it.

Jive-
You may go.

Hunter and Sophie exit. Enter Leveret.

Lev-
Less fun, more done.

Trick-
Dude, I’m an artist.

Lev-
So take your loot, and next time, keep it real.

Track-
You rub that wonk, I dibs his spetch.

Exit Trick and Track.

Lev-
There he goes, in the flesh, the same cologne


Wafting in his wake, the same grand stature,


The same genteel composure suavely quashing


Insatiably voracious desires.


Time travels down its ugly road, but leaves


Its beauty with him, and with me it leaves


His weapon, which I’m to use against him,


Gaining innocence thru total evil.


Yet is there not some anger in my heart?


I took his bad name to save his good name.


I did time for him; he gives me no time.


He is now powerful and famous;


I am now pathetic and enslaved.


So, let me kill him, then, and free myself


From this encagement in the under-smug


I wander just to save his reputation.


But no. I am not natural with anger,


Especially with him I love so much


For befriending me, once, not forever,


But memories are better than madness.


Here froths the edge of the filthy pool


Of my own past, and from it sucking pests -


Love? Guilt? Fear? - flit up and bite at me.


Run, they will follow. Pause, I am eaten.


So, all that’s left’s to dive, for such is truth


It cannot harm you from its place of birth,


So weak is it then; and yet, I will drown.


To kill myself or kill the man I love?


O, murder is a major life decision.

Enter Sophie and Walker. Leveret hides.

Soph-
I do not see why Griffin needs a gun.

Walk-
He needs it, Sophie, to protect himself.

Soph-
From what?

Walk-
From those who hate his policies.

Soph-
His policies of peace? Who could hate them?

Walk-
The purveyors of war.

Soph-
In San Francisco?

Chacun à Paris est un amoureux.

Walker-
Death often enters in the form of love.

Enter Griffin.

Hun-
So, how do I look?

Soph-
You look like my love.

Walk-
Well, it’s nice to finally meet you, Sophie.


Your husband speaks so ceaselessly of you


My job descript of late has mostly been


To get his mind off you and onto work.

Soph-
And it’s nice to finally meet you, Walker.


My husband speaks so ceaselessly of you


My job descript of late has mostly been


To get his mind off work and onto me.

Hun-
My many minds can satisfy you both.

Walk-
Enjoy your night.

Soph-
We will, unless we’re shot.

Lev-
I cannot do it. Activate Plan B.


Enter the assassin, peacefully.

Leveret enters.

Lev-
Ya habibi!

Walker draws.

Walk-
Stop or I shoot!

Hun-
Walker, drop! This is a UN Mission. You, there. Step to the light and prove you are not what we think you to be.

Lev-
I am not what you think me to be.

Hun-
Drop your weapon, Walker. I know this man, or knew this man, who lifetimes ago was so near to me we shared both atmosphere and gravity. But this cannot be him. That man is in Malaysia.

Lev-
I’m here to see my friend.

Hun-
You’re welcome, then, if friendship is your aim.

Lev-
If I aim, I aim for friendship.

Hun-
Sophie, my beautiful new wife; Walker, my loyal new pitbull; meet Leveret, my delirious old friend.

Walk-
I’ll have to take your weapon.

Leveret gives Walker the gun.

Hun-
What are you doing here toting a gun?

Lev-
What are you doing here not toting one?

Walk-
Griffin, this is the gun I gave to you.

Lev-
I found it, over there, in the bushes.

Walk-
Those guards are dust.

Soph-
Pleased to meet you, Leveret. I take it your time with Griffin was brief and uneventful, as we have sworn, and I fulfilled, a complete disclosure clause, and the tale of the old delirious friend is yet to tell.

Hun-
To say that it was brief and uneventful


Makes it longer and more thrilling than it was.

Lev-
We met in kindergarten.

Hun-
My mind’s a blank.

Lev-
Like love and memory, play and war, girls and cooties, we were tight as might.

Hun-
Ah, my childproof childhood.

Lev-
Elementary school, same team every time.

Hun-
Occasional interactions during recess.

Lev-
Middle school, the two trust-a-teers.

Hun-
Standard boyhood bonding rituals.

Lev-
High school, high on skirt and squib.

Hun-
Some shared extracurricular activities.

Lev-
Then college, where I made his bed, paid his bail, and wrote all his papers.

Hun-
You copy wrong, renaissance men, cuz I got copyright.

Lev-
Next, a year a broads.

Hun-
A year abroad.

Lev-
First stop, Amsterdam, where the only rule is cheat.

Hun-
Sophie and I met in Holland after her performance. Seeing her on stage, my heart cried out jihad against its past, and cast her lead in my new play on peace.

Soph-
I’ve always found it odd our love began when I was not myself and you unseen.

Lev-
The goddess need not question the conversion.

Soph-
Je suis un deesse tres suspect.

Hun-
Je suis un suivant tres devot.

Lev-
Next stop, Firenze!

Hun-
O, salto mortale!

Lev-
We plundered that amazing, ancient scree of catacombs, cathedrals, cemeteries, and sold the stash...

Hun-
To properly licensed collectors.

Lev-
Then, like bedouin thieves fleeing a pillaged pyramid by night, we humpt it thru the fertile crescent.

Hun-
The Holy Land.

Lev-
Just tryin to score some piece in the Middle East.

Hun-
Onward to Calcutta.

Lev-
That filthy lotus bud of untouchable groping maya where we rompt the festival of Durga Puja.

Hun-
Dwarf leprotics.

Lev-
Poppy brothels.

Hun-
Singing rats.

Lev-
And Kali, the ten-armed goddess of love.

Hun-
Cleansing herself of demons in the Ganges.

Lev-
Ghandi here ‘most slit a Tamil Tiger for a cheat.

Hun-
You saved my life.

Soph-
Note it, Walker. Peace has a violent past.

Lev-
So, we split for China.

Hun-
Said goodbye, haven’t seen each other since, and here you are!

Lev-
Have you forgotten the finale?

Hun-
I don’t know.

Lev-
There we are, broke and broken in Hong Kong.

Hun-
And he, who’d always been my trusty spy.

Lev-
Who’d saved him from the shark and butterfly.

Hun-
Who’d thrown himself tween me and my karma.

Lev-
Evaporated into IndoChina.

Hun-
Ya habibi.

Walker-
So now I see you know too much to ever let you go.

Soph-
Well, what to say? This compte rendu complete,


I feel that I hardly know my feelings


For he to whom I have entrusted mine,


For feelings are the futures we have passt,


Yet your past may as well be my future


So little do I know it, tho I know


I’m glad to see you strove before we met


To savor what you may no more enjoy,


And as for you, my new friend, Leveret,


If th’end of life is making fun of death,


Then clearly you belong inside my life,


And so I take you, sordidness and all,


With that same cherishment I give whomever


Affords the one I love someone to love,


Yet as you know my husband’s wifeless side,


Please, pay me a visit, de la premiere heure


To hear what his diplomacy denies,


And in this rapprochement, but what to say?

Hun-
Mon seul amour...

Lev-
Take me as your ally,


Cuz nothing thrills me more than to betray him.

Enter Assistant.

Assist-
Message from the Secretary General.

Assistant hands the message to Walker and exits.

Walk-
19:30 hours EST, Central City, Beijing, small tactical nuclear device detonates, death toll thousands and rising.

Soph-
O how horrible!

Hun-
Any specs on the source?

Walk-
Confidential.

Hun-
Walker, we can trust them.

Walk-
UNSCOM agents trace activation to Muslim Uighur separatists with fissile mass produced in the French protectorate of Corsica, acquired at arms bazaar outside Sharjah.

Hun-
What’s China’s response?

Walk-
Sympathizer purges in Xinjiang, full attack arsenal in top alert, with but one condition - the governor of Corsica is extradited to Beijing or war is declared.

Hun-
And France?

Walk-
Denies and defies.

Hun-
They can’t do this to me.

Soph-
To you?

Lev-
They can’t do what?

Hun-
Til this resolves, the Hunter Accord is dead.

Lev-
So buzz your little disarmament army, covert into Corsica, snatch the governor, whisk him to China, and blip, it’s resolved.

Hun-
Leveret, I’ll handle this.

Soph-
That’s a bad idea.

Walk-
That’s a good idea.

Lev-
That’s a great idea.

Hun-
Until the Accord is signed, my disarmament army lacks legality.

Soph-
And what if the French discover this reckless ruse?

Lev-
Who cares what France discovers? She’s a washt-up drama queen. Her irrelevance makes her jealous, her jealousy makes her bitter, and her bitterness increases her irrelevance.

Walk-
The governor of Corsica pops up in Beijing, France is absolved of shameful capitulation, China is satisfied.

Lev-
And the Hunter Accord is signed like a sermon for the deaf.

Hun-
And if it leaks?

Walk-
You said we can trust them.

Hun-
Deception tempts destruction.

Lev-
Destruction brings creation.

Hun-
If it fails, I am ruined.

Soph-
You are ruined either way, for your treaty will be signed by those you’ve trickt, and what is that? The cheated live to cheat.

Walk-
War will be averted.

Lev-
A little lie, a lot a love.

Hun-
Do it.

Soph-
Griffin!

Hun-
Sophie, please. I know what I am doing.

Soph-
That is what’s so sad.

Walk-
I’ll make the calls.

Walker exits.

Hun-
Well, now everybody’s happy.

Sophie exits.

Lev-
Geez, I gotta bolt.

Hun-
I gotta bolt you down.

Lev-
Meetings, meetings.

Hun-
Tu aqui.

Lev-
I’m a key to doors you shouldn’t open.

Hun-
How did you get out?

Lev-
Good behavior.

Hun-
How’d you get my gun?

Lev-
Ancient Chinese Secret.

Hun-
You here to kill me?

Lev-
Are you still alive?

Hun-
You here to narc?

Lev-
I never speak when spoken to.

Hun-
Your place, tomorrow, noon.

Lev-
Yo, that’s my bedtime!

Hun-
It’s good to see you.

Lev-
Good to see you too.

They embrace. Griffin tags his wallet.

Hun-
Habibi! May I borrow some bakshish?

Lev-
My wallet!

Hun-
Ancient Chinese Secret. Your place, tomorrow, noon.

Hunter exits.

Lev-
Well, ain’t that me? I come to kill a man,


He exits with my wallet, gun, and heart;


Broke and open, am I also heartless?


It’s true, I came to kill, but how to kill


Who makes aggression good, power peaceful,


Deception pure and being human not


So inhumane. Kill your crooked agent,


Your dirty diplomat, your fraud exec,


But kill this man, this force, this hope, this friend?


He keeps arift that gaping gulf of conscience,


Which, once traversed, the antipathic tribes


Of thought to total borderwar descend.


I am a reptile, and he is the sun


Whose beams create the shadow I call home.


To kill this man, it is to kill myself,


And I’m too worthless to decide my worth.


I will not kill him. So, I must revamp.


Think, you idiot, think.


Rockwell wants to stop the Hunter Accord,


The Hunter Accord is based on Hunter’s trust,


But should someone leak this Corsican stunt,


His distrust would entrust a great discord.


Voila. I wreck his word to save his life,


And saving him I love, I save myself.


Who’s it said that cheaters never prosper?

Leveret exits.

Act 1, Phase 1, Scene 4. The patron party at the Yerba Buena Hotel. Enter Vivian Nash, Semion Rockwell, patrons.

Rock-
Why is there so much violence in the world? Because life is based on a truth - every man for himself; and life is based on a lie - every man for himself. I am born needy, I am born free. I live by ambition, I die by ambition. I need property, I need nature. In this energizing debilitative conundrum, every being operates, nurturing cooperation, killing cooperation. Pretty, ain’t it?

Viv-
Marvelous patrons, tho the day’s distress


Distorts our cheer with horrible forebodings


And infinite new duties, we must not


Permit the dire dictates of the real


To stanch our right to splendid make-believe,


For in our freedom to escape in play


We find the liberties for which we labor,


So shake it off; let’s run this scene anew


And rise above the battle chat, the sift


And shift of blame, the snarl of politics,


That game we work upon a twirling board


With picky pieces bound by random rules,


O let it go and think about the play,


Or, if I may, the piece we’ll soon present,


Which, as its director, I assure you,


Shall so bedazzle with its spectacle,


Its poignant plot, and its wowzy starlet,


The fabulous madame Sophie Berceau,


Whose entrance I expect upon the jiffy,


That seen at last, not bomb nor gas nor germ


Shall rip you from your seats, so, smiles, all,


And let us celebrate the coming play!

Tanduru-
Vivian speaks most truly. Should I concede


My fears to govern me, all governance


Shall base in fear, and then am I no better


Than those I fear, achieving thus for them


The goal of all their terror - no more me.

Scheckel-
A toast I here propose to our two hosts,


Vivian Nash and Semion Rockwell;


She makes us plays and he makes us patrons.


Ein prosit!

Ngomi-
Now King Ngomi orders you to speak


The story of how such astounding persons


Did meet, did marry, and in such a world,


Such a vile, vicious world, did stay in love.

Rock-
Tight and true, I snagged her for my harem,


And zap, she talked my other wives to death.

Viv-
Isn’t he silly? We met near Sharjah,


Farming for the Peace Corps.

Rock-
I took her piece,


She took my core, and Eden went to weed.

Viv-
Our first date was an ancient Persian play.

Rock-
Entitled “Giddy Gelds the Golden Goose.”

Viv-
Entitled “Taziya,” a culture cycle


Portraying hero myths.

Rock-
It’s marvelous!


The hero, Hasan, gets the girl and dies,


Defeating thus his foe - a long marriage.

Viv-
Unlike we, who worship in the church of cheat,


The Arab practices devout ikhlas,


Or loving only one, not loving many,


Which he calls shirk, so once the girl’s got


There’s nothing for a man to do but die.

Rock-
Ain’t that the truth? Wrap a towel round my head,


Cuz this kike is kickt.

Viv-
O isn’t he silly?

Enter Griffin and Sophie.

Voice-
O my god, it’s Sophie Berceau!

Rock-
O my job, it’s the damsel and St. George,


So must I kill, and then become, the dragon.

Viv-
Dear patrons, feast your eyes upon our starlet!

Rock-
My eyes are stufft, so let me feast my loins.

Viv-
And her dashing hero, Griffin Hunter.

Rock-
I’ll hunt this hero, and dash with his dish.

Viv-
Mr. Hunter, I am Vivian Nash,


Sophie’s director.

Rock-
Semion Rockwell,


Sophie’s candyman. And what are you to her?

Hun-
I’m her husband.

Rock-
What? She lived with me three months


And not once did she mention such a nuisance.

Soph-
O, Simple, I did too.

Rock-
Is this that baggage


You’re trying to unload?

Soph-
Stop it, Simon.

Rock-
Are you sure she’s your wife?

Hun-
Quite sure, thank you.

Rock-
She’s faithful?

Viv-
Simon!

Hun-
Yes, that’s right.

Rock-
That’s wrong,


For as you well know, war is woman’s work.

Viv-
It’s so wonderful to meet you, Griffin.

Hun-
The pleasure’s all mine.

Rock-
No, the pleasure’s all mine.

Viv-
We just adore your wife.

Rock-
To dementia!

Hun-
Such is theater - it keeps us crazy.

Soph-
Such is politics - it keeps us sneaky.

Rock-
Such is violence - it keeps us peacy.

Viv-
Come meet the other patrons of the play.

Hun-
Tanduru, King Ngomi, Jurgen Scheckel,


Mein liebe Mentor - are all the patrons


Of this play in the diplomatic corps?

Tanduru-
We are all recruits of Mr. Rockwell.

Rock-
I lobby for things, like bigger lobbies.


Waiter, quit waiting, and refresh my stink.

Sheck-
Madame Berceau, my deepest baise-maine.


Your stage personae do so mesmerize,


Yet nothing can compare to the frisson


Of meeting you au vrai et en ami.

Rock-
You should try meeting her au la boudoir.

Soph-
Merci. My husband speaks as well of you.

Ngomi-
Hermione in Rome? O how I wept!

Rock-
Helen in my home? I never slept!

Soph-
It was a fantastic resurrection.

Rock-
Indeed, you smell of flesh and blood to me.

Viv-
Your wife, Mr. Hunter, wow, can she act!


The vital options of our bind, she plays,


Glowing emotions both immediate


And distant, alarming and familiar.


Her approach is an active emulation


Of our discreet design, each desire,


Relationship and gestures he portrays


Emancipates and implicates the other,


An artifice contemporizing nature.


She is unconscious force, self-consciously


Constructed, and her freedom in my form


Shall finally face the world to its wonder.

Rock-
Hey, let’s talk about something interesting,


Like the Hunter Accord. It’s lookin mighty limp


Given all that chaos down in China.

Hun-
This party is for the play.

Rock-
Aw, come on!


My wife and I, being, ya know, artsy,


Would just be tickled pink to hear a saw


From the sexy side of aggressivity.

Hun-
Aggressivity has no sexy side.

Rock-
A fired weapon woos many a fool.

Hun-
Only a fool would woo with a weapon.

Rock-
To woo without a weapon’s not to win.

Hun-
To win with a weapon’s not to woo.

Rock-
To wit on wooing is for shaky fools,


So let’s get fresh - girls love big guns.

Enter Walker and whispers in Griffin’s ear.

Hun-
Well, sadly I must leave for a meeting.

Rock-
I had meetings once, then I got married.

Viv-
Go and save the world, Griffin Hunter!

Rock-
He’ll save the world in a private account


Whence he’ll withdraw the wars he knows to win.

Soph-
Must you go?

Walk-
Yes, he must.

Hun-
I’ll be back soon.

Rock-
Peace cannot stay where truth shoots off its mouth.

Hun-
Your mouth shoots blanks.

Rock-
Thank the Hunter Accord!


I tried to buy real bullets, but they say,


“Sorry, only the law can go loaded.”


So I say, “What’s the law need with weapons


If no one else is heavy?” And they say,


“When ya got the lady, you get the lead.”


So I say, “I can’t help but contemplate


How this might all play out were this a play.”

Soph-
Semion, I want you to be quiet.

Hun-
But this is not a play, this is a war.


My wife is not a character for you


To leer and jeer at, nor am I required


To justify my aim of co-existence


To one who clearly co-exists with none,


But if you wish some peace to save your shame,


Admit you’re out of line, and it’s a truce.

Viv-
I think what my dear husband means to say


Is we are all centrifically attached


To some primitive impending crisis - 


I as director, coxing oarless dingys;


Sophie as actor, vending inversion;


You as diplomats, mediating truth;


Each in some part performs inside some play,


Yes, underfunded, yes, underattended,


Yet on we act, infused with what motives,


What weapons our strange creator grants us,


Mining the objective for our subject,


And tho we crave resolve, we also know


That with it we revert into ourselves,


So on we act, conflict after conflict,


Like self-enacting combat machines,


Almost alive with our love of living.

Scheck-
How sad the man who lives without a wife,


For union is the levity of life.

Rock-
What your dear husband meant to say was this:


Hunter wants disarmament? I j’accuse!


Disarm the disarmers, righteous hypocrites!


Disarming in an age of armament


Is but a ploy to dominate the trade,


To make a trust that tells us who to trust


In a world wherein trust is bought and sold.


And given this new Franco-Sino Affair,


The Hunter Accord is but an act of war,


As clearly all who sign but wish to hide


Their true intent - covert re-armament


For present defense and future invasion.

Hun-
Then what is your prescription for true peace?

Rock-
A gun in every hand, a heart in every mouth.

Hun-
The newly strengthened United Nations,


Via the ratified Hunter Accord,


Shall form the first virtual empire


Of interlocked, forfending weapon schemes


Wherethru the only war is to defeat


Who breaks the code of peace - one breach, no bond.

Walk-
Thank you, everyone.

Rock-
Rah rah rah, Huzala.

Hun-
Excuse me?

Rock-
Layssa al-chadidu bil tsar’at


Innama al-chadidu aladi


Yamliku nafsuhu inda al-addabi.

Hun-
El-jaahil ‘adoww nafsoh.

Walk-
And good night.

Soph-
When will you be home?

Hun-
That’s your patron?

Soph-
He’s drunk.

Hun-
I didn’t know you stayed with him.

Soph-
I told you I stayed with my director and her husband.

Hun-
Yet you failed to tell me her husband is a bellicose pervert.

Soph-
When will you be home?

Hun-
Soon.

Soph-
Soon is so unsoon.

Hun-
Why did you not mention him to me?

Soph-
You accuse me of deception?

Hun-
I would never lie to you.

Soph-
Nor I to you.

Hun-
Fine. So say goodbye.

Soph-
But then I’d lie.

Hun-
And why?

Soph-
When I leave you, there is no good in bye.

Walk-
Griffin, please.

Hun-
Mon seul amour.

Walker and Hunter exit.

Rock-
Well, good night and good luck Griffin Hunter.


The task is terrible, but you’re the dude


To charm a bullet mid-air, get the girl,


And die without ever meeting death.

Viv-
Patrons, please, mingle amongst yourselves.

Soph-
I’m not feeling well, Vivian.

Rock-
I’ll drive you home.

Viv-
I’ll call you a car.

Rock-
We miss you round the house, Sophie.

Soph-
Me too.

Viv-
It was nice having someone there.

Soph-
Yes, well, I’m sorry. Enjoy the party.


Bon soir, Simon.

Rock-
Bon soir, mon seul amour.

Sophie exits.

Viv-
You fuck!

Rock-
Darling, please, the children. Oops, I forgot. You’re barren.

Viv-
Who the hell do you think you are?

Rock-
Simple Simon. Wanna suck my thumb?

Viv-
You are disgusting.

Rock-
So I’ll suck it myself. Mmm, Sophie Pie.

Viv-
Our party is ruined.

Rock-
Yes, but so are we.

Viv-
What is this new mania for weapons?

Rock-
My wife is a fight choreographer.

Viv-
Where are you going?

Rock-
To find Sophie. My thumb has lost its flavor.

Viv-
Cool it with her, Simon.

Rock-
My love is not a play that you direct.

Viv-
Eat me.

Rock-
O, can’t Sophie have that line?

Viv-
We agreed not to sleep with familiars.

Rock-
Fine, so I won’t sleep with you.

Viv-
Stop patronizing me.

Rock-
But I’m your patron.

Viv-
Your patronage is shit.

Rock-
Pricey shit! You find yourself, I find the cash. You strut the stage, I scrub the street. You want a hit, you hit me. Bingo, marital bliss.

Viv-
You’re proof that every angel is a killer.

Rock-
You’re proof that every artist is a kiss-ass.

Viv-
What do you want from me?

Rock-
Simon says, nothing. Simon says, get a boob-job. Oops, we have a loser. Simon did not say slap Simon.

Viv-
We used to love each other.

Rock-
We loved to use each other.

He exits.

Vivian-
It is dead. I am beaten. Nothing more


Can from this cold immotive wedlock come


Save conflict, rancor, irony, suspicion,


And hate, the final progeny of love.


How has the man I married selves ago,


That moral, tender, wistful, giddy friend


Become this sad, horrific, secret beast


Yanking wretch from the stomach once so soothed


By his touch? Might our procreative lack


Convert him to the infant he desires?


Lame excuse for such active cruelty.


Nature fosters to destroy monogamy,


As love took its acting from tornadoes –


Its origin an intersticial buzz


Of two converging fronts, which then conspire


Into a frenzied twisting funnel cloud


Of wild cross-containment, wonderful


To skyward see, but slowly dipping down


It sends us into cower-safe seclusion,


Where we chat, change, then cheat to pass the time,


While whirling love annihilates our home


And rips us headless should we rise above.


So can some once-upon-a-summer wind,


Warm and wild, swirl our destruction.


I must survive this cyclone Semion


By staying my debasement til this play,


Thru its success, allows my re-emergence.


I will be free the hate this love has hurled,


Tho it by then, I fear, may wreck the world.

She exits.

Act 1, Phase 1, Scene 5. An alley behind the Yerba Buena Hotel. Enter Leveret, Trick, and Track.

Lev-
Rockwell hot for Sophie?

Trick-
She’s the frap in his cino.

Track-
The kream in his krispy.

Trick-
She’s 400 kinds a cheese and he’s a nuclear toothpick.

Lev-
She give him a recip?

Track-
Non oui non oui.

Trick-
Flaunt is her center of gravity.

Track-
And flirt’s her middle emotion.

Lev-
You think they’ve done it?

Track-
Has he asht in her gas can?

Trick-
Has she cured his jerky?

Track-
Have they remounted the big bang?

Trick-
She shackt with him for months.

Track-
And was that moytoy in my gimme-perimeter for a planckian blip, I’d need prozac implants in my cremaster cycle.

Trick-
O everglade my badlands!

Track-
O rockymount my tetons!

Trick-
My cheat checker was buzzin like a fruit bat in a bug zapper.

Lev-
Cheat checkers can cheat the checker.

Track-
True, but Trick’s well-endowed Pentium 69 scoop drive is a finely tuned supercompiling of sneak sniffers and scam scouters that can glitchlessly map the antique wells of deceit to expose veracious crudes.

Trick-
Trick Track True.

Track-
So when he says they’re steamy as a fresh rack a bran buns.

Trick-
Bangin like two moose in a one-horse hitch.

Track-
As intertwined as anacondas swapping genetic spittle in the fabled swamps of Goopeevulvagumbo.

Trick-
My sports car mouth ain’t cruisin cul-de-sacs.

Lev-
Thanks for the tip.

Track-
Don’t thank me.

Trick-
Bank me.

Leveret pays them and they exit.

Lev-
Could this whole cyclone spin upon the eye


Of a crush? Kill Griffin Hunter for a crush?


Stop the accord for a crush? Ballyhoo


The governor of Corsica to China


Not for peace, not for weapons, for a crush?


This planet is a nursery of nuts.


When cozy man goes crazy, nation state


Turns army base, and thought itself gets dresst


In deception, the reason is as plain


As the ass on my face - it’s just a crush.


I don’t get paid enough to push perversion.


How was I blind to this? There’s no excuse


For oversight in a wireless world


With instant access to information.


Yet why would Rockwell want to fall so far


For so high a hope? Who would seek to slip


Down so steep a slope? And I’ll tell you what:


Sophie is not even worth the slaughter.

Enter Scheckel.

Scheck-
Griffin?

Lev-
The rat always comes the second you trip the trap.

Scheck-
Griffin Hunter?

Lev-
Please, Herr Sheckel. Step into my shadow.

Scheck-
Who are you?

Lev-
My name is Salubrius Muck.

Scheck-
What do you want with me?

Lev-
Order German Intelligence to surveil Corsica.

Scheck-
Order German Intelligence? I am a petty diplomat.

Lev-
Secret forces will soon convey the governor to China.

Scheck-
What secret forces?

Lev-
Griffin Hunter’s.

Scheck-
Das ist lacherlich! What goofy bozo utters such berzerk absurdities?

Lev-
I am a reliable source.

Scheck-
Then why not take this silly story to the press yourself? Because it is ein joke! Yet, instead of laughing, I am leaving!

Lev-
Congratulations, Herr Scheckel, for penetrating my ruse. You’re the next contestant on the Vice is Tight.

Leveret projects a film on the wall of the alley.

Scheck-
What is this?

Lev-
Zis is ein film (like you get on your tongue after eating your words) entitled “Wienerschnitzel Sushi Diaper,” starring Jurgen Scheckel (any relation?) as the cross-dressing pederast and Anonymous Asian Female Minor as herself. This spycam classic of urp-stewing bawdville follows that dynamic drei-deutschmark duo as they share tender teddy bear spanky time during last year’s UN “Save the Children” Convention in Kyoto. Available now for private screenings, it could be released (pending proper audience response) to the general public, including Frau Scheckel, Scheckel Junior, and the UN Ethics Commission. Enjoy the Ho, and thanks for playing the Rice is Ripe.

Scheck-
Why are you doing this to me?

Lev-
Order German Intelligence...

Scheck-
O liebe Suki!

Lev-
Scheckel.

Scheck-
She is seventeen!

Lev-
Scheckel, please.

Scheck-
Mein Frau will mich abschlachten!

Lev-
Herr Scheckel, stop chuckling! This is a very serious moment in the joke you call your life. Everyone cheats, but everyone hates a cheater. 

Scheck-
You are the cheater!

Lev-
Then cheating’s charity, pal, cuz look at all I cheat - your resume of a rapsheet, your poopshoot of a cellmate, and grabby guilt of you. Walk my cusp of catastrophe or fall into yourself.

Enter Boa.

Boa-
Leveret?

Lev-
Go away, Boa.

Boa-
Why are you in an alley with this man?

Lev-
I’m working, Boa!

Boa-
What is that? Hey, that’s you, in a dress, with a kid.

Leveret turns the video off.

Scheck-
Anything you want.

Lev-
Scheckel, shut!

Boa-
What kinda pervert contention is this?

Scheck-
Hunter will be discovered.

Boa-
Hunter?

Scheck-
I will do what you wish.

Boa-
I vill do vut you vish? Uh oh. I hear an accident.

Boa pulls his gun.

Lev-
Boa, no!

Boa-
Knees to the sky, mouth to the ground. Do it, you slimy imminent, or I’ll blast you from here to maternity. Mouth open! 

Boa pees in his mouth.

Boa-
I really take inception to this speaking with an accident. How can we commisserate if we don’t denounce our words with prevision? Speak first, then think, that’s my motor. Open your mouth! What you need is some accident remover. Then, when ya talk, people will say, I hear nothing. That’s how ya get simulated into the great American Mooching Pop. Open! Now, it may not taste great, but it feels fine. I’m just about thru. There ya go. Clean as a wiggle. So, speak.

Scheck-
Why are you doing this to me?

Boa-
O, no! Your accident got worse! Just goes to slow ya - you can give a man some water but you can’t make him think.

Boa goes to shoot him.

Lev-
Boa, no!

Boa-
You kill Griffin Hunter yet?

Lev-
Muzzle!

Boa-
You ain’t Rockwell.

Lev-
Sorry, Shackle. Now I know you know too much to ever let you go.

Scheck-
This can’t be true!

Boa-
I’ll say what ain’t or isn’t true.

Scheck-
May I go?

Boa-
If you say this without an accident - Wee Willy Winky.

Scheck-
Vee Villy Vinky.

Boa-
Try again.

Sheck-
Vee Villy Vinky.

Boa-
I hear an accident.

Scheck-
Vee Villy Vinky.

Boa-
Three strikes, you’re kraut.

Boa shoots him.

Boa-
Now that was an accident.

Lev-
Chimp!

Boa-
Cheat!

Enter Rockwell.

Rock-
Do it! Shoot! Let cancer cancel cancer, and I’m free!

Boa-
I’d rather not put him outta my misery.

Rock-
Who shot Scheckel?

Boa-
Not Leveret.

Rock-
You larval dolt! Bodies in the street is bad for business.

Boa-
Leveret’s makin deals with pedestrians to save his buddy.

Rock-
Is this true?

Lev-
I don’t debate with primates.

Rock-
O brooks of patience, swell to rage, and flood me in my justice! Fitnah! Fitnah! Shalom, shedu! No more human, no more bound by love. My gifts beget ingratitude, my labor waste, my kindness nothing kindred, and every soulmate screws me for my soul. Did I ask you a favor? Action is the answer fit. Kill Griffin Hunter.

Lev-
I can’t.

Boa-
Cuz you love him.

Lev-
No, I love his wife.

Boa-
You what?

Lev-
I love his wife.

Rock-
You love his wife?

Lev-
Or maybe it’s just a crush.

Boa-
Leveret, she’s a woman.

Lev-
I’m surprised you noticed, cellmate.

Rock-
Stop it! Both of you! Leveret, what the hell is this about?

Lev-
Ah, ya know. She’s got me. The schwing-schwing, the coquette vicieux, the accent. I’m surprised you could resist. I mean, man, she lived with you a year. One second in my gimme perimeter, and I needed paxil implants in my ring cycle. Call me greedy, but I want her. And as I was about to pop Hunter, it hit me - ya can’t kill a man and expect to bag his wife, cuz married morphs to martyred when a good man goes down, and she’ll seal herself up in grief. Better to prove to the world, and to the wife, that he’s a cheat, cuz then she leaves him, horny for his better, me. (Look at him - near to kill or cry. If this lie works, truth’s a friggin bum).

Rock-
Well, Leveret, you’ve really thought it out.

Boa-
My ears don’t believe what they’re seein.

Lev-
And this Scheckel stunt has triggered my mental gat - say Hunter cheats on Sophie, sy I shoot that cheat, and say I give that shoot to the press.

Rock-
Say you do.

Lev-
Zap! Two corpses with one clip - you get your weapons, I get his wife.

Boa-
That’s the dumbest thing I’ve ever known. Hunter cheat on Sophie? a) They just got hitcht; b) she’s, what, like Dutchish; and f) Balls-out Jesus got more scroobles than you got screwy schemes.

Rock-
Boa’s right. No circumstance exists whereby a man would cheat on Sophie.

Lev-
I create circumstance.

Boa-
You love his wife?

Lev-
Hunter is a man haunted by himself. He sleeps like a rock with infernal origins. And just our lucky sucky - the spook he fears most stalks the stairs right here in Queerville. Her name’s Mayumi, she runs the Bluebird Bookstore in the Mission, and she’s his Ex from the days of happy Hong Kong. Thru tricks too twisted to untie now, he thinks she left him and she thinks he left her, so there’s some suey to chop, but once I put the panda of his past in Hunter’s path, he’ll bag that cuddly just to save his mind.

Boa-
A film of Hunter shlogging a panda? That’s too far fetisht.

Lev-
The panda’s a metaphor, ya retard.

Boa-
A panda’s a marsumial, ya leotard.

Rock-
You know this will work, Leveret?

Lev-
He’s my friend.

Boa-
The cheat confesses.

Lev-
Call me cheat again, you shack with Scheckel!

Rock-
Drop it! Allah kiblat al-naya! Let me remind you mindless peckers that I bought you from that Malaysian man-can on a poppy-back guarantee, so I can return you anytime, fully unsatisfied. My sons, we are organs, in cooperation causing life, in disconnection, death. Yes, the gut is ravenous, but how it nourishes. Yes, the heart is timid, but it keeps us feeling. And yes, the brain may be crazy, but it makes the choices. So work together or work for the worms. Now, here’s ground zilcho - Hunter cheats on Sophie, you dvd that doggy-do, and it hits the screen with a splash, destroying his Accord and his marriage. Otherwise, Boa gets the gig.

Boa-
At your surface.

Lev-
It is done.

Rock-
Good god, Boa. Did you defile Jurgen with your urine?

Boa-
I’m sick, but not immortal. He spit it when he croakt.

Rock-
So that’s what Germans are full of. Dump this sauerbraten in the bay. And boys? Be grateful, or be dead.

Boa and Leveret exit with Sheckel’s body.

Rock-
My operative, unknowing, speaks of me.


For one sweet month, she lives inside my house,


Reads upon my couch, sings in my shower,


And scampers in her towel from bath to bed,


While I, who charge the world free of charge,


Fidget round her, like some teenage shoplift


Splitting his skull by secting his gaze,


One eye on the camera, one on the candy,


To snatch my love, unknown til Anne-Sophie.


But now her husband comes and she must leave?


No more with me? No more inside my house?


I’ll show the filthy scenes to her myself,


And like in strife, her stress will be my wealth.


What peace I will attain thru this war-plan;


She’ll see him splash the act amphibian!


Sophie leaves Hunter, Hunter gets the knife,


I divorce my ugly, bitter, saggy wife,


Refreshing Sophie’s obvious desire


For me, a richer man, empowered, wiser,


And then, after all this dizzy discord,


She and I will sign the Rockwell Accord.


For Leveret’s love, I’ll deal with that later.


I’d snuff the world should all the world crave her.


Hunter first contracted her exclusion?


Fine! I first attracted her confusion.


O yeah. I am the terror in this play,


Whose cause is common - I will have my way.

Act 1, Phase 2, scene 1. Early Morning outside the Yerba Buena Hotel. Enter Walker and Hunter. 

Walk-
All is set. Our peace force is in motion,


The plan seems compliant with intention,


And after such an all night order glut,


Our fortune cookie’s due upon the hour,


And I am firm that flimsy slip shall read


The Governor of Corsica’s in China.


But be cautious - this begins at the end.


In such affairs, secrecy is success.

Lev-
Kill Griffin Hunter? Call Griffin Hunter.

Leveret calls Hunter and imitates Scheckel.

Hun-
Hello?

Lev-
Griffin, zis is Jurgen Scheckel.

Hun-
Yes, Jurgen?

Lev-
I must you to meet me at zie Buddha vut Sits thru Sun and Rain by zie Japanese Tea Garden in Golden Gate Park. You know it, ja?

Hun-
I will find it.

Lev-
Und come alone.

Hun-
Are you okay?

Lev-
Mach schnell!

Leveret hangs up.

Hun-
Jurgen Scheckel needs to meet with me.

Walk-
On what issue?

Hun-
He didn’t say.

Walk-
So let’s go.

Hun-
He told me come alone.

Walk-
Where’s the meeting?

Hun-
Golden Gate Park.

Walk-
When will you return?

Hun-
My first lieutenant’s now my second wife.

Walk-
Name your preference, Griffin - close to me or close to death. This town may seem a playground, but trust me, there’s a killer in every kid, especially with the toys you mean to steal. Show some savvy and I’ll cut you some slack.

Hun-
Sorry. I’m still fresh to all this hi-sec paranoia.

Walk-
It’s not paranoia if they’re after you.

Hun-
Nexuslexus Rockwell.

Walk-
I’ll bone him like a fish.

Walker exits. Hunter walks.

Lev-
Operation Disarm Hunter, take one.

Hun-
Trust me, there’s a killer in every kid.


How trust you, then, for were you not a kid?


How trust anyone? O how trust myself,


For I was a kid, I was, no, I am


A killer. Rockwell said Huzala.


You heard him. But how? Only Leveret knows.


Who is Huzala? Leveret is Huzala.


Yet only Leveret knows that once I was,


And he is back. Am I to be again


The me that he became? He confesst my crime,


He served my sentence, he fell for my rise,


The crest of his unwavering commitment,


Which I so turbulent would have resurged


With letters and with visits, with appeals,


Had he not forced me swear to sail away


Like he were dead, and then he disappeared.


But he is back. For vengeance or forgiveness?


Perhaps for friendship? Or fortuity?


I probly will not ever know for what,


As for us both, success is secrecy.


I can hide from my past, but I can’t hide


From fearing its return, thus taking all


My present as its ransom, leaving me


Still kidnappt by a murderous mistake.


So maybe I misheard that lizard Rockwell?


He spit some Farsi curse, and echoed round


The cavern carved into my granite soul


By spans of dripping guilt, came back deformed


The hearing I most fear? Yes, there’s the tweak.


Stunned by Leveret’s damning resurrection,


My inner-spot now shines upon the cage


Set infinitely deep inside my dreams


Wherein my remnant heaves with rage and tears,


And that is what I hear - my echo self.


What? Leveret loves me.


And if he doesn’t, how could Sophie’s patron


Obtain what he alone retains? A link


Between them is too loopy to allow.


My past is past me now, a feeble fiction


Lacking in substance, devoid of true form


Whereby it might arouse my conundrum.


If our past returns, it’s we usher it


Into that power seat. Let the guiltless


Admit their guilt; mine’s already in me.


Fear blurs a piece of grass into a blade,


Irony to insult, chat prosecution.


What do I hear? I don’t know til I know


I can control the hearing in myself.


My fear is like some broken theft device


That shoots red paint into its owner’s face,


So like a bride whose parents want no part,


It’s I alone can give myself away.


I must be like these doves that settle now


Upon me - unafraid of all I fear


By nature, and let come what ever comes.

He has arrived at the Buddha. Enter Mayumi.

May-
Gryphon?

Hun-
Can it be? O brutal city,


From out my fear you form my fantasy.

May-
I can’t believe it’s you.

Hun-
I can’t be...leave.

He goes to exit.

Lev-
Pounce and Punch, snag and out.

Enter Trick and Track, dressed as Pounce and Punch.

Punch-
Valuables, please, or I price you cheap.

Hunter hits Punch. Pounce grabs Mayumi.

Pounce-
Schoolgirl like good rape by big Godzilla?

Hunter backs off.

Punch-
Do unto others as they do unto you.

Punch hits Hunter.

Pounce-
Bleedin heart’s got a bloody lip.

Pounce and Punch exit with Hunter’s watch, Mayumi’s book, and Leveret’s wallet (which is on Hunter).

May-
Are you okay?

Hun-
I’ve felt far worse.

May-
You shouldn’t have fought.

Hun-
I can’t just let things go.

May-
How’s your lip?

Hun-
You tell me.

May-
It’s your lip.

Hun-
And it’s your wound.

He goes to exit.

Lev-
Nice and Not, plant and out.

Enter Trick and Track dressed as Nice and Not. During this scene, they plant Hunter’s watch on Mayumi and plant Mayumi’s book on the ground.

Nice-
Good morning.

Not-
Bad move.

Nice-
I’m Officer Nice.

Not-
Officer Not.

Nice-
We understand there’s been an altercation.

Not-
To put it nicely.

Nice-
And we need some facts before you go.

Not-
Or not.

Hun-
Two men came in and robbed us.

Nice-
Of what?

Hun-
My watch.

May-
My book.

Hun-
And a wallet.

Nice-
A wallet?

Hun-
A wallet I took from a friend.

Nice-
Took from a friend?

Hun-
As a joke.

Not-
That’s a skinny crock for some stinky cheese!

Nice-
Does this friend have a name?

Hun-
Leveret.

May-
Leveret?

Not-
Sounds like a no-good dirtball loser.

Nice-
Describe the assailants.

May-
About your height, your build, your looks.

Nice-
We’ll call this “the case of the sexy muggers.”

Not-
You find that funny?

Nice-
How do you two know each other?

Hun-
We knew each other.

May-
Ten years ago.

Nice-
So why are you here?

May-
I was walking to work.

Hun-
I was meeting a friend.

Not-
To steal his wallet?

Hun-
I borrowed his wallet.

Not-
This story’s got more holes than the Yagoo of Shaniqua!

Nice-
Let’s discuss your past relations.

Hun-
Is this pertinent to catching the perps?

Not-
Oo, the “perps.”

Nice-
You mean the perpetrators?

Not-
Who says we ain’t caught the perps already?

Nice-
The number one cause of violence is love.

Not-
So how you want it?

Nice-
Nice?

Not-
Or Not?

Nice-
Describe your relationship.

May-
Passionate.

Hun-
Turbulent.

May-
Broken.

Hun-
Doomed.

Not-
Normal.

Nice-
Who initiated?

Hun-
Me.

May-
He likes the sound of others listening.

Hun-
Better than the sound of others leaving.

May-
Pardon me?

Not-
Break it up!

Nice-
And what was the line he used?

May-
“That’s an interesting book you’re reading.”

Nice-
Nice.

Not-
Not.

Nice-
And she said?

Hun-
“That’s an interesting line you’re using.”

Nice-
Not.

Not-
Nice.

Nice-
So, how did he recover?

May-
He said (and after this, it’s all a blur):


I know it and I rue it, but what speech


Can one so speechless with unknown allure


That interrupts the being it reveres


For being all it is before he was,


Truly use save what others overuse


When love, that risks it all to be itself


Is merely an enthrallment to the world


That daily views what it too newly sees,


So let my speech be common, my desire


Invasive, let my rarity be rote,


If such allows me but one simple word


In welcome or in wish-away with you.

Hun-
She wrote it into memory that night.


Not-
Damn, that could make a stick-man blubber.

Nice-
And you two aren’t together?

Hun-
She left me.

May-
He left me.

Not-
Any more beef, you meet the pig!

Nice-
What’s who left who compared to who loves who?

Hun-
Or who mugs who.

Not-
Or who dogpaddles to Alcatraz for impersonating an orifice!

Nice-
Married or single, sir?

Hun-
Married.

Not-
Sucker.

Nice-
Happily?

Hun-
Joyously.

Not-
Happily married is joyously cheating.

Hun-
I don’t cheat.

Not-
And I don’t graze the tenderloin for quota!

Nice-
Married or single, mam?

May-
Single.

Nice-
Any lovers since his truly?

May-
None.

Nice-
Mam, please step aside with Officer Not.

Mayumi and Not step aside.

Nice-
She wants you.

Hun-
Pardon me?

Nice-
I’m trained to see the lingerie of lust beneath the dress of indifference, and I am seeing silk, lace, and easy snaps.

Hun-
She left me.

Nice-
Because she loves you.

Hun-
Does that make sense?

Nice-
Perfect sense.


See, leaving is the negative of loving,


And in the negative looms the positive,


Whereby the two are reconciled as one,


Each the other’s essential in reverse,


Yet so frighteningly vital is this double,


We love to leave it, we leave to love it,


But all we ever really do is live it.

Hun-
What?

Nice-
Send the lady over! Sir, please step aside.

Griffin and Mayumi switch.

Not-
Uh oh! Things ain’t addin up! Guess I’ll have to do some knuckle math!

Nice-
He thinks about you day and night.

May-
Then thought is a reaction to the wonder we deny.

Nice-
He’s ready to meet you anytime, anywhere, for anything.

May-
Thank you, but I’d like to hear that straight from his own mouth.

Nice-
Might as well wait for lightning to say it likes to strike. You know him. Will’s his remedy to the ills of will. He fights the fires in himself with chill. Like you to honesty, I to integrity, he to equanimity. See, you are a sandtrap, and he’s got shots to make, but love makes masters putt with wood and of the rough partake. Passionless marriage, professional ease. Passionate mistress, personal anti-freeze. Under every powerman suit, there’s a powerless boy gone wild, and for all of us the rush is slow, but certain, to the child.

May-
You are why I love San Francisco.

Nice-
Okay, people. Powwow, vibejibe, and breaktake.

Not-
Here come the convictims!

They all come together.

Nice-
After much thorough investigation,


I can say with a kind of surety


That something horrible has happened here.


Two fine people have been egregiously 


Abused, yet who the perps? Where lies the crime?


It lies in thee, my friends, it lies in thee.


For the true assault is your long absence


From one another’s meant-for affections,


An absence that has left you poor and sore,


Of your right choices robbed in self-assault.


Yet what you have caused only you can cure,


So we might apb this 10-13,


But that trail, I trust, will lead us in loops,


And greatest guilt shall fall on innocence.


Find then your justice in your reunion -


Your watch, your book, a wallet...these but baubles.


The valuable invaluable is love.


Officer Not, let’s roll. These two are clean.

Not-
Clean, maybe. Clear, never!

Nice-
It lies in thee, my friends, it lies in thee.

Nice and Not exit.

Hun-
That’s your law enforcement?

May-
That’s our love enforcement.

Hun-
Leveret visits you?

May-
To reminisce.

Hun-
He should let it go.

May-
It should let him go.

Hun-
What has he told you?

May-
What hasn’t he told me?

Hun-
You are as elusive as ever.

May-
You are as delusive as ever.

Hun-
I have to go.

May-
So, who’s keeping you?

He goes to exit.

Lev-
Dream and Deep, sing and out.

Enter Trick and Track dressed as Dream and Deep.

Dream-
Sumptuous sunsplash.

Deep-
Blessed be.

Dream-
I’m Dream.

Deep-
I’m Deep.

Both-
Dream deep, live light.

Dream-
We’re two wobbly jellyfish in a musical fluther.

Deep-
And we’d like to vox our first vamp.

Dream-
You listen?

Deep-
You glisten.

They sing.

No, love can’t forget. No, love can’t forget.

Its memory gets younger with time.

It dies in your arms, but lives in your head,

You flee but you follow the sign.

Yeah, love might forget. Yeah, love might forget.

The wilds of the heart will not tame.

It hides in your head, but falls in your net;

You sleep and it cries out your name.

O love must forget. O love must forget.

As glories must close with the sun.

It falls in the West, but East it has set,

And there it will rise once again.

Both-
Dream light, live deep.

Dream and Deep exit.

Hun-
Were all this staged I would not be surprised.

May-
It’s far too fine a play for so flawed a past.

Hun-
You look the same.

May-
And now I feel the same.

Hun-
You’re not seeing anyone?

May-
Only you.

Enter Walker.

Walk-
Griffin?

Hun-
Walker, we were mugged.

Walk-
We?

Hun-
Me and her.

Walk-
Who’s her?

Hun-
This woman.

May-
My name...

Hun-
Is not important.

Walk-
Where’s Scheckel?

Hun-
He never showed.

Walk-
Yet you stayed?

Hun-
Would you excuse us, please?

May-
There’s no excuse for you.

Mayumi exits.

Walk-
Do you know that woman?

Hun-
Know? No. Why are you here?

Walk-
The Governor of Corsica is in China.

Hun-
No snags?

Walk-
France is enraged, but helpless. Beijing is simmering, but appeased. And our forces are back at base, undetected.

Hun-
Excellent!

Walk-
Excellence with an edge. Detective Madera’s come to town.

Hun-
So?

Walk-
I sense he sniffs our sneak.

Hun-
That auto-anxious vindictive glueshoe has been snogging my crotch ever since I threatened him with peace. Ping the subnet - He’s a partisan protector of military anarchists at Americon, Inc.

Walk-
He investigates for our United Nations.

Hun-
He’s a liar and a letch.

Walk-
And what are you?

Hun-
I am your superior.

Walk-
Then leave the part of inferior to me.

Hun-
Could you translate? I don’t speak covert contempt.

Walk-
It’s a romance language, so you’ll get it quick. Someone tippt Madera.

Hun-
Might his visit be routine?

Walk-
Suspicion’s his routine.

Hun-
Someone in the service.

Walk-
Or someone at the source.

Hun-
You, me, Sophie, Leveret.

Walk-
Stophie stayed with Rockwell, and who is Leveret?

Hun-
He is my friend, she is my wife, but who is Rockwell?

Walk-
Well, after his paltering display of fastigial subrage at the patron party, I brusht his sifter for prints and found some boneyards neath his daffy topsoil. Simon Rockwell is Semion Al-Hillel, a mid-level ladrone for Vaad Sirat, which gene-curdling cognomen comes from Vaad, or Hebrew Authority, and Sirat, the bridge over hell whence the righteous Muslims walk to heaven, but off whose somma sinners fall to flames. This paranational frathouse of biocidal jewrabs has its forkt tongue way up the bunghole of hecatomb - machete sales tween warring tribes on a cash-per-corpse basis; munitions fairs where haggling rogues barter over chemo-tipped no-dong missiles; uranium shipments from defunct labs to jihadi training camps - all government-sanctioned evil highly threatened by our Accord.

Hun-
Sophie stayed with that?

Walk-
She’s ignorant, of course.

Hun-
He’s producing her play.

Walk-
Mere coincidence.

Hun-
And now Mayumi.

Walk-
Who?

Hun-
That woman. I know that woman.

Walk-
You know her?

Hun-
Years ago, just a fling, she left me, and here I am, waiting for Scheckel, who never showed, and in she comes, by chance, then we got mugged, and, for what it’s worth, that’s the awful truth.

Walk-
She is implicated.

Hun-
Into what?

Walk-
This labyrinth of loyalties that twists the more you turn. Do you know what you represent, Griffin? How many eat the meat you mean to save from slaughter? You are due for Secretary General, and I have been assigned to you because I know the ropes, but none can stop you from entangling yourself.

Hun-
I need some rest.

Walk-
Then lie down to my liar’s lullaby - lie to Madera, lie with your wife, and lie really low, but do not lie to me, cuz I alone can keep you from the rocks that threaten wreck.

Hun-
I wish I’d never come to San Francisco.

Walker sees Mayumi’s book on the ground and picks it up.

Walk-
Griffin, is this your book?

Hun-
Yes.

They exit. Enter Leveret.

Lev-
It’s a word, it’s a name, it’s superscam!


Hoomalimali!

Trick and Track enter.

Lev-
Why can’t you guys stick to the script?

Track-
Greasy don’t die in glue traps.

Trick-
Humpty Dumpty nearly crackt my braincase.

Lev-
Mind the gabarit.

Track-
Mind the pay receipt.

He gives them money.

Lev-
Stay in signal.

They exit.

Lev-
You think I’m cool to do the thing I do?


So which of you would want it done to you?


O, sure, these two acquaintances of mine


Have memories as hot as this sunshine


Which I refocus thru the lifting fog


To actinize with sensuous dialogue


Their photosyntheses. My productions


Merely offer stage to their seductions,


Conducting thru new channels old desires,


Stirring sparks from lost forgotten fires,


That my dark swindle seems to glow them good -


I make what they want, they do what they would.


To save his life, it’s Griffin’s love I blow.


Life is come and gone; loves, it comes and goes.


Yet, to save myself, I destroy a man,


Which all love to see, proving all’s a sham.

He exits.

Act 1, Phase 2, Scene 2. The Mission. Enter Sophie and Xiao.

Soph-
Xiao, have you seen my sneakers?

Xiao-
Have you seen your feet?

Soph-
Merci.

Xiao-
I worry for you, mam.

Soph-
Worry is the labor of the idle.

Xiao-
When frazzled women swim, frazzled women sink.

Soph-
Less personal and more assistant, please.

Xiao-
Forgive me.

Soph-
No, Xiao, forgive me. You’re right. I would have slept better had I stayed awake. Silly me - I thought my husband being here would mean my husband being here.

Xiao-
May I offer some informed ignorance?

Soph-
Please do, as I know too much to be happy.

Xiao-
I have been with Griffin almost ten years now, and up to you, he’s always far too busy for the ladies. But when he brought you home, I thought, a perfect match! Two such workaholics, why, they’ll rarely see each other, which is the only way to make a marriage work. So, my advice? Rest when he’s out and rouse when he’s in.

Soph-
But can I trust him, Xiao?

Xiao-
He is as honest as they come.

Enter Griffin and Walker.

Walk-
Good morning.

Xiao-
Good morning.

Walk-
Get some sleep. I’ll wake you if there’s news. Sophie, how was your night?

Soph-
Lonely. How was yours?

Walk-
The same.

Walker exits.

Xiao-
(To Sophie) Now her I wouldn’t trust with my trash.

Xiao exits.

Hun-
You shouldn’t snap at her.

Soph-
She stole my husband. What should I do? Her laundry?

Hun-
You’re too much.

Soph-
Am I?

Hun-
Not for me.

Soph-
How was your night?

Hun-
Busy, but successful.

Soph-
Have you time for a kiss?

Hun-
For that and more.

Soph-
You hurt your lip!

Hun-
I hit it on a lamp.

Soph-
You smell of lavender.

Hun-
From the flowers, that I bought you, but I lost.

Soph-
A new book?

Hun-
Sufi Teachings. Sufi, like Sophie. Let’s go to bed.

Soph-
I just woke up, and dare not sleep again,


For when I sleep, I dream you cheat on me.

Hun-
You cheat on me by dreaming such a lie.

Soph-
Lies are all I have after evening last.

Hun-
I did what was necessary, Sophie,


To solve a possibly global conflict


And assure that the Hunter Accord is signed.

Soph-
To fix with lies is to postpone breakage


And then repair, put off, is more put out.


For the more we mask, the more we suffer


Upon revealment, which will occur,


For truth is the watering hole of time.

Hun-
The truth is that everything turned out right,


So take it as my only little lie.

Soph-
What of your past affairs?

Hun-
What of my what?

Soph-
Why hide them from me?

Hun-
I hide nothing, love.

Soph-
Nothing?

Hun-
Nothing.

Soph-
Leveret?

Hun-
Leveret?

Soph-
Leveret.


That best and oldest friend with whom you roamed


The globe in such tumultuous enthrallment?


Am I some fragile doll that must be spared


Such jostlings? No, I am your trusted wife.

Hun-
O my sweetest pea! I am so sorry!


Those were my pirate years, when beach to beach


I carelessly careened but to ravage


The next buried treasure. On these plunders


I kept my peace so’s not to disattune


Your hi-performance, hi-fidelity heart,


Fearing you’d dislike what I’m no more like,


But now your captious wonder has me caged,


I would not take a comp to my own past,


For should these accidental womps confuse


Our chosen bliss, I’d choke on my own breath.


Behind me, all behind me, save for you.

Soph-
And what else are you hiding?

Hun-
Sophie, stop.

Soph-
Such elevated flourish needs a secret


To support it.

Hun-
The secret is our love.

Soph-
O, you can act, but let’s step off the stage


And be ourselves for once.

Hun-
The set is struck,


The lights are down and I am merely me.

Soph-
Do you know what I worship most in you?

Hun-
That I worship you?

Soph-
Your integrity.


How else could I wed a politician?


Unlike most of your cohorts, you possess


A sense of purpose past mere mass appeal;


Despite, and often due to, resistance,


You pursue private truths, by risk aroused,


Driving when you’re right, yielding when you’re wrong.


To an actress, whose role is taking roles,


Such honesty innately draws me in,


As love’s the music that emerges when


We play accord upon our contradiction.


So now you see why your integrity


Should be so dear to me, and why I wince


At its disintegration. In the French,


We say verité and realité;


The first is truth consistent in itself;


The last is truth consistent with all else.


You are verité; I realité,


And we together cup in perfect kiss.


In love, what’s given free, I can accept,


Yet if you keep one lip, wounded or wounding,


From an exchange of equal eagerness,


We’ll soon be banging heads or trading teeth,


And then’s occision certain. Lies are germs


We gestate in our mouths and spread with speaking,


As, sick of ourselves, we sicken others,


Seeking balance thru this brutality.


Be true, be better, brave and open be,


Then all you’ll have by sharing all with me.

Hun-
Dear Sophie, trust me. I will share it all.

Soph-
Well, what time is it?

Hun-
O, around seven.

Soph-
Seven? It’s much later. Please, check your watch,


And if it’s not yet eight, I will delay


My swim and we can do some laps upstairs.

Hun-
It’s seven something. After you, my mermaid.

Soph-
Griffin, please, check your watch. I can’t be late


To rehearsal.

Hun-
I’ll check the kitchen clock.

Soph-
Darling, where’s your watch?

Hun-
In my suitcase.

Soph-
You had it on last night.

Hun-
Did I really?

Soph-
Darling, please, don’t tell me you have lost it!


My wedding gift to you!

Hun-
O, Sophie, no.


It’s somewhere. I will find it.

Soph-
Yes, you will.

Hun-
What about our swim upstairs?

Soph-
It’s too late.

Hun-
When will I see you?

Soph-
At the benefit.

Hun-
What benefit?

Soph-
Tonight, at Mr. Rockwell’s.

Hun-
Vaad Sirat.

Soph-
Qu’est que tu a dit?

Hun-
Nothing, love.

Soph-
I’ll be in the Bay. Griffin, find your watch.

She exits.

Hun-
What must I do to be what I am not?


After years of toiling thru the soil,


Blind, yet longing for the sight-giving light,


Must I return as empty as I went,


To the burrow of my birth? Is that it?


There’s nothing I can do to live anew?


The past, it is a virus, that creates


Its own defense to mutate prior to


Identity, eager to kill its host,


Yet, in its victory abounds its failure,


As it then dies, a victim to its vigor.


Ten years ago, my life became a lie,


A guilt I feebly flee pursuing peace,


But now, guilt gives good chase. Last night, two lies;


This morning, twenty more; tomorrow, what?


I will not know the story from the spoof.


If lies are germs we gestate in our mouths,


Then I will soon infect all the world!


Am I so deeply basted in deceit


That every smirking probe emerges drencht


In surreptitious bunk? O sacrifice,


You’re nothing to yourself. They make you mean.


This Walker talk has clogged my cribration


For trust and cheat. My hull of judgment’s basht


By fact I suspect of being fiction,


By fiction I must force into some fact,


And in this paraegenesis, my mind


Fulgurizes dioptricious crystals,


Amazing to see, maddening to see thru,


All skewed and hued by dark stenecious growth,


Its cells dividing and fabricating


A fervent and vital duplicity,


That I am crafted of my self-distortion.


Round me, deceit convects, and thru me too,


Yet how can I be free of this affliction


When truth now seems an advertorial trick,


Burning the bridge that brought it to my sense?


Lies over lies over lies, O let me out!


To escape a lie, one must simply lie,


And maybe, if one lies just well enough,


The truth that one is trying to avoid


Becomes the life one’s able to embrace.


And so my lying proves I hold a truth,


Whose name is, her name is, O fatal fact.


The farther away I move from the mirror


The more of my world’s reflected in it,


But move in close, and all I see is me,


A world of one which is a world of two.


Her book. My watch. Leveret. I need Leveret.

He exits.

Act 1, Phase 2, Scene 3. The edge of the San Francisco Bay. Enter Sophie, ready to swim. Madera enters from behind.

Mad-
What a beautiful day for a swim.

Sophie-
Detective Madera, are you stalking me?

Mad-
I stalk criminals, Ms. Berceau, and close as I can see, your only crime’s the theft of hearts, a charge unpresst for such is sweet assault.

Sophie-
Excuse me, then. I must assault the sea.

Mad-
No sea could hold its salt with such a fresh-water fish stroking freely thru its foam.

Soph-
I don’t think I care to know what you mean.

Mad-
I know I mean to care what you know.

Soph-
So you’ve come to San Francisco?

Mad-
I’m come for the pleasure of simply coming, but certain strange displeasures have come up.

Soph-
May they grant you your come-uppance. Is that the phrase?

Mad-
The perfect phrase.

Soph-
And like yourself, perfectly revolting. So, to my swim.

Mad-
These strange displeasures concern you, Ms. Berceau.

Soph-
Displeasures never concern me, Detective Madera.

Mad-
Well said, tho mislead. They concern you as they concern your husband, in whom you still hold some concern, correct?

Soph-
That’s no concern of yours.

Mad-
Your husband and I share concerns.

Soph-
Comme ce qui?

Mad-
The integrity of the United Nations.

Soph-
He has done nothing.

Mad-
Why hide your eyes if you haven’t been hit?

Soph-
Unlike you, he is as he seems.

Mad-
Then, unlike you, he knows not how to act.

Soph-
He follows the script.

Mad-
Written by whom?

Soph-
His beloved organization.

Mad-
Yet his offstage activities have the director wondering if his personal drama is detrimental to the overall success of the production.

Soph-
And what of your personal drama?

Mad-
I am a one-man show. Everything I do benefits my performance.

Soph-
The freedom to fail is the only perk of playing a lonely freak.

Mad-
And the freedom to win is the only perk of being an honest man.

Soph-
I’ll swim to that.

Mad-
Amusez-vous.

Soph-
Qu'apprécierez-vous?

Mad-
I shall stand and savor the vision of this malingering metropolis.

Soph-
What is “malingering?”

Mad-
Imposturous, chimerical, deceptive.

Soph-
There is no more lovely city, next to Paris.

Mad-
There is no more lying city, next to Paris. Look how the day slithers thru her streets, now sun, now fog, now wind that churns to lull, that sense is but an episode of obscurity. She kelters like some motley, shamble jewel, a beautiful beast of haggard vibrancy. Yet might her cool pacific haze but temper a heat that burns the yearning hand? Such ups and downs, such cliffs and dips, so manic in her lazy, so vivid in her murk, she makes you wonder, is she all there? Might loathens lurk inside her painted ladies? Might her gate be golden but to gobble what it lures? What avarice struts her hippy enclaves, turning peace and love into war on the Haight? Who is buried in her ashes? They say the crust beneath her’s soon to shake with ancient fault, knocking all her darling spired dalliance to the sea, so might it be she compensates this horrid shifting terror with a shallow ease that paints a pretty picture on a bomb? So many contradictions verge upon this pied peninsula, she earns our suspicion tho she gleam full gorgeously.

Soph-
We thrust on the city what we fear in ourselves. So now, more than ever, I must swim.

Mad-
More than ever?

Soph-
To cleanse myself of your misdirected purge.

Enter Trick, dressed as Diver 1, with a headless corpse.

D1-
One body, no head, bottom of the bay.

Mad-
Where’s the other diver?

D1-
Trollin for the top to this jar of sour pickles.

Mad-
I’m sorry you had to see this, Sophie.

D1-
Holy submarine sewage, it’s Sophie “I got France in my pants” Bouveau! I’m surfacing so fast into star-fucker land, I got the bends like the Tendernob’s got crack ho’s. Ms. Bouveau, I am your biggest fan, so if you ever wet, just call me up, and I’ll blow you away. I seen all your movies, and been moved by all I seen. Dangerous Long Johns; Split, Lady Banana Legs; and that one about the lesbo speculator who loses her shirt in the lubricants market,  what’s it called, Gelatinously Yours or Semiliquid Fandango. O, I remember my favorite line: “If you won’t love me, Serge, at least embezzle my assets in engine grease.” Yo, Defective. Can I bum your pen so Ms. Bouveau can sign my rubber suit?

Mad-
Get in there and find his head!

Enter Track, dressed as Diver 2, with Scheckel’s head.

D1-
Noggin accomplished.

Soph-
That is Jurgen Scheckel.

Mad-
Take him to the truck.

D1-
Hey there, handsome. Wanna neck?

D2-
Sorry. I like a man with a head on his shoulders.

D1-
I’ll let you be no top.

D2-
Fine, but it’s only for your body.

They exit.

Mad-
Forgive them, Sophie. The pressure cooks their brains.

Soph-
How did this happen?

Mad-
Scheckel went missing at 3 am, we found his Benz at the pier, and this note was pinned to the passenger seat.

Sophie reads.

Soph-
“I met an old man who lived near the Bay


Said Griffin Hunter threw my life away.”


Salubrius Muck.

Mad-
Is that name familiar to you?

Soph-
Not at all.

Mad-
Do you know where your husband was last night?

Soph-
Working on the Accord.

Mad-
And where is he now?

Soph-
At the Mission, sleeping.

Mad-
When does he plan on waking?

Soph-
In time for my benefit party tonight.

Mad-
I accept your invitation.

Soph-
Trust me, Griffin had nothing to do with this.

Mad-
Trust me, I will trust you.

Soph-
Trust a liar?

Mad-
Trust an actress?

Soph-
Very well, then. An alliance of liars.

Mad-
Enjoy your swim.

Soph-
O, no. I won’t be swimming.

Mad-
But Sophie, it’s such a beautiful day, and the water seems so welcoming.

Soph-
Yes, but no.

Mad-
It’s not Scheckel, is it?

Soph-
No. Yes.

Mad-
But why?

Soph-
The thought of it disgusts me.

Mad-
Bodies disgust you?

Soph-
Dead bodies disgust me.

Mad-
Sophie, there’s no need to be so squeamish. The Bay is a bouillabaisse of bodies, decomposing, feeding nibbling creatures, which we then nibble in return, drenched in lemony butter.

Soph-
Please, stop.

Mad-
In fact, bodies and death make such a fine couple, the French have a phrase, do they not – petit mort, or little death, for that instance when the body’s most alive.

Soph-
Be quiet.

Mad-
Let me watch you swim.

Soph-
It is not clean.

Mad-
It is a self-cleansing organ.

Soph-
I hate you.

Mad-
Please, I need to see you swim.

Soph-
And why is that?

Mad-
I bear a certain guilt investigating your husband. These matters are potentially scoliotic to the skeleton of the UN, and though I project, they could destroy him, you, us. To assuage my guilt, to purify my suspicions, so to speak, I’d like to see you swim, to watch you, in the water, stroking the surf, moving your body this way or that, thru the surge, thru the froth, or, swimming. It would do good to a soul who sees and hears and speaks but evil.

Soph-
So much sense in a simple swim.

Mad-
So much truth in a simple man.

Soph-
In honor of your truth, let me swim.

Mad-
Let you swim.

Soph-
Will you be here when I am thru?

Mad-
No, but I’ll be elsewhere.

Soph-
Purified?

Mad-
Thanks to you.

Soph-
You make me sick.

Mad-
How’s the water.

Soph-
Cold and beautiful.

They exit.

Act 1, Phase 2, Scene 4. Leveret’s beachside bungalo. Leveret is sleeping. Enter Griffin.

Grif-
Leveret, up!

Lev-
Mañana already?

Grif-
Yesterday again.

Lev-
Heads and tails! Who nailed your bejesus?

Grif-
I got mugged, and they took your wallet.

Lev-
My life was in there!

Grif-
It was practically empty!

Lev-
That’s my life.

Grif-
Leveret, I need a favor for a friend.

Lev-
Favors ain’t so friendly on friendship.

Grif-
Just this once.

Lev-
You mean just this twice, Mr. Get-Outta-Jail-Free Card.

Grif-
Just this twice.

Lev-
And never again.

Grif-
Take this book to Mayumi and get my watch.

Lev-
Mayumi?

Grif-
Our stuff got mixed up in the mugging.

Lev-
Why were you with Mayumi?

Grif-
We ran into each other in the park.

Lev-
You ran into Mayumi?

Grif-
She said you visit her now and then.

Lev-
Who would not walk a million uphill miles to bask but a second in her shine?

Grif-
Just bring her back her book and get my watch.

Lev-
You bust in here all googlin bout as skittish as a temp seat-surfin nudy jpegs on the sly, then order me to do your dirty work? Tell what, I got a job. Sellin crap to carp, to swap yourself.

Grif-
I can’t.

Lev-
What’s wrong?

Grif-
Nothing, something, nothing.

Lev-
Did you run into Mayumi like a runaway car into a wall or a burning man into the sea?

Grif-
Leveret, I’m married.

Lev-
Right, I forgot.

Grif-
So you’ll do it?

Lev-
If you tell me why you can’t.

Grif-
I can’t see her.

Lev-
Griffin, you’re married.

Grif-
Right, I forgot.

Lev-
What power wields this woman over you?


Here midnight hair, like fresh anemone


Free-swirling in the neap of tropic seas,


Is too soft for a world as harsh as yours.


Her crazy sweet perfume, Mountain Mint,


In lotions slathered cross her olive skin,


Is scent too sensual for so stern a man.


To her black cherry eyes, so inviting,


Like secret grottos wherein dewy nymphs


Splash away the cares of tortured lovers,


You respond, I am too busy for my ease.


She is some fine Godiva, wrappt up tight

In flattering foil, but you’re on a diet,


And the dupe who crumbles at such dessert


Deserves to be devourd by the dog.

Grif-
I look into myself and see my enemy.

Lev-
But, hey, what the yuck. I’ll do it.

Grif-
You’ll do it?

Lev-
I’d do anything for you. What should I say?

Grif-
Griffin needs his watch.

Lev-
Or his wife will kill him.

Grif-
How’d you know that?

Lev-
Just a guess.

Grif-
Or his wife will kill him.

Lev-
Cool. There’s fungus in the fridge.

Leveret goes to exit.

Grif-
Wait! How do you think she’ll take it?

Lev-
Take what?

Grif-
My being too embedded in my life


To pay her the courtesy of my time?

Lev-
She’ll be devastated.

Grif-
Really?

Lev-
She is in love.

Grif-
With who?

Lev-
With me.

Grif-
With you?

Lev-
With you, ya stupid ass!

Grif-
Mayumi left me, Leveret.

Lev-
That’s women’s lib:


For freedom’s sake, she leaves what she most loves.

Grif-
Sophie’s not like that.

Lev-
That’s cuz she’s perfect.

Grif-
I love my wife.

Lev-
I love salt and pepper.

Grif-
What are you doing?

Lev-
Saving my best friend!


A man can trap himself in perjury


Denying his desire too suddenly –


The waste of it converts to energy


And hurls forth the opposite compulsion


In paradox of self-democracy:


I vote for me, empowering my vote


Against myself from disempowering me,


Which propagates diverse constituence


Whose only goal’s to counteract myself,


And governance becomes double-dealing.

Grif-
I am a candidate for such confusion.

Lev-
You love her?

Grif-
I don’t know.

Lev-
Good. That’s progress.


Better not to know than to know too soon.

Grif-
How can I know? I’m wedged into myself


And fall the more I grapple for a hold.

Lev-
So chock yourself to me.


The term for you, my friend, is miscathected.


Your feelings are on, but your fixation’s off.


See, artificial outlets often steer


Desire’s driver down a cliff, and crash,


You plummet into self-destroying urge.


The map to your emotion’s in your mind,


But to read it you must put it in your hand.

Hun-
Why did I ever seek your help?

Lev-
The problem is the Asian pedigree.

Hun-
Shut up.

Lev-
You’ve always had the bug. She bows, you rise.

Hun-
I will not have you speak of her that way!

Lev-
Just picture it - you enter her book nook,


She’s there with eyes aslant and lips agape,


Some love-you-happy-long-time cupey doll,


You scream banzai, and bang her in the stacks.

Hun-
Shut your throat or I will plug it with my fist!

Lev-
Ah, you sadist bitch! What did I do wrong?


You want peace, yet you strangle honesty?

Hun-
For all the love my wife preserves me with,


I will not, in the eons of my urge,


Allow one subtle chink to brittle in,


For once the fissure starts, it will not stop.

Lev-
I’m with you, man.

Hun-
Why push me then with memories


To my ruin?

Lev-
I am saving your life


By saving your marriage. I’m on your side,


On Sophie’s side. Sophie, Sophie, say it


Til you sicken; I’m here for her, but you?


O, no. Your brainhand’s elsewhere, groping round


For treats inside some jasmine bungalo,


But I’ll stop speaking now, cuz it’s too clear


That me and Sophie don’t get union wages


In your erotic picture. We got cut.

Hun-
It’s you that recommend I cheat on her!

Lev-
Cheat? Did I say cheat? Who mentioned cheating?


It’s only cheating when it’s for yourself,


But it’s for Sophie that you’d see Mayumi,


To prevent any further cheating, get it?

Hun-
Further cheating? I have not cheated yet.

Lev-
In body, no, but in fantasy?

Hun-
Everyone does that.

Lev-
It don’t make it right.

Hun-
Exactly.

Lev-
But it sure do prove it good.

Hun-
Why do I listen to you?

Lev-
Cuz I’m your friend.

Hun-
You were my friend.

Lev-
Of course, I destroyed our feeble friendship


By serving your prison sentence. Gee, sorry.

Hun-
You are my friend, and so I ask you this:


Return this book to her, retrieve my watch,


And tell her she will see no more of me.

Lev-
Allright.

Hun-
Thank you.

Lev-
But I’m disappointed.

Hun-
In what?

Lev-
That you’re still running from the truth;


That you still need me to clean up for you;


That you have yet to learn what you taught me:


The only way around a fear is thru it.

Hun-
You’re right.

Lev-
I am?

Hun-
I’ll go to her myself.

Lev-
You’re sure?

Hun-
Give back book, get my watch, go home.

Lev-
I dunno.

Hun-
You don’t know?

Lev-
She is awesome.

Hun-
So is my wife.

Lev-
And this is for her.

Hun-
That’s right.

Lev-
I’m proud of you.

Hun-
Thanks, Leveret.

Griffin goes to leave and see Leveret’s wallet.

Hun-
Your wallet.

Lev-
I forgot. The cops droppt it off.

Hun-
I can’t believe those dolts crackt the case. Ya habibi.

Griffin exits. Leveret picks up the phone.

Lev-
I need operatives with cameras at the Bluebird Bookstore. Pronto.

Trick-
On it, boss.

He hangs up.

Lev-
Well, back to bed. What was I dreamin bout?


O, man. Me and Boa were makin out!

He exits.

Act 1, Phase 2, Scene 5. The San Francisco Opera House rehearsal room. Enter Vivian, Sophie, and Powers.

Powers-
I can’t excite myself!

Viv-
Stop!

Sophie-
I’m sorry.

Viv-
Powers, costume change. Sophie, see me now.

Powers exits.

Viv-
We open tomorrow, honey. Care to join us?

Soph-
I’ll be there, Vivian.

Viv-
So, what’s the problem?

Soph-
It’s personal.

Viv-
It’s all personal in the theater.

Soph-
Nothing, really.

Viv-
Sophie, I’m rich, but I don’t have all day.

Soph-
Has Simon changed a lot since you first met?

Viv-
Simon? You want to talk about Simon?


Okay. Simon. Has Simon changed a lot


Since we first met. Let me put it this way:


I married someone other than my husband.


Once upon a lie, I met a lovely man:


He’d praise my beauty, pursue my wisdom,


Spend evenings with me over wilder options,


Take the time, ask me questions, share his thoughts,


And even say the magic words - I hear you.


But lo how time doth fuck the brains of love,


Cuz now he’d rather deepfry his dingdong


Than look my way; he’s bored, rude, and sneaky,


Not to mention, vindictive. Case in point:


He’s on you like a stoner on a slice,


But hey, if that’s your bag, shop til ya slop.


I got Powers, so more power to him.

Soph-
Vivian, no!

Viv-
Is Simon bugging you?


Cuz if he is, I relish any chance


To introduce my nails to his norts.

Soph-
Vivian, stop. It’s Griffin. There’s a change:


An absence in his eyes, a different smell


On his shirt, strange stories and excuses,


A certain shift in how he moves with me,


All adding up to some je ne sans quoi.

Viv-
He’s cheating on you.

Soph-
Never, never, never.

Viv-
What? Is he a man? So, he’s on the scam.


Men are engine blocks on a fast assembly line -


Quickly bored. Their mind’s a barking butcher -


Fresh meat! Why’s a man got wider shoulders?



To prevent him from going too far in


When he sticks his head up a woman’s ass.

Soph-
Griffin did not marry me for nothing.

Viv-
It is for nothing that a man gets married.


By turning a woman into a wife


He gets his thrills and he gets a partner


For his droll bedroom farce, Life is a Scheme.


And action - center stage, a darling house,


Aka, the prison that jack-off built.


Enter Sir Reptition and Miss Leading.


He is handsome, though his red furry gills


Betray him as the spawn of shark and fox.


She is charming, like an old growth forest


Is pretty due to our prolonged neglect.


“Hello, dear.” “Hello, dear.” “How was work?” “The same.”


“I’m tired.” “Me too.” “Goodnight.” “I love you.”


This nothingness is just the perfect way


To find the time to do something better,


Like bang a drummer or bag a grocery girl.


To at last Confession enters, yadayada,


To provide a most undramatic climax:


“I’m cheating on you.” “I’m cheating on you.”


And there it is - the conflict of no conflict;


Nothing happens, and no one learns a thing,


For marriage is a long and boring play.

Soph-
And you are the queen of the cynics.

Viv-
I’m cynical because I know the truth.

Soph-
You know a truth.

Viv-
Who could it be? Walker?

Soph-
Walker?

Viv-
Why not? They travel, share hotels,


A common cause, and behind all that huffy


There’s a hussy.

Soph-
She’s just his advisor.

Viv-
Advisors are attractive in allegiance.


How’s that make you feel?

Soph-
How’s that make me feel?

Viv-
Right now, on his desk, Griffin and Walker


Are two wet fishys flopping in a bucket


Mixing up their tickle with their tackle.

Soph-
Silence, catin puante! C’est impossible!

Viv-
I’m only prepping you to meet the worst.

Soph-
I’ve met the worst, and it is you and yours,


With your heartless home, your swapmeet marriage;


You call the world ugly so you blend right in,


But Griffin and I will not be corrupted.

Viv-
Now we’re getting somewhere!

Soph-
O I could die.

Viv-
Feel it, Sophie. That is true emotion.

Soph-
It can’t be true.

Viv-
Of course it isn’t true,


It’s theater. But it got you going.

Soph-
Excuse me?

Viv-
My failed marriage may be


My greatest success, but I damn well know


A milk-and-cookies couple when I see it.


Griffin is way too good to cheat on you,


And you are way too good to hook a cheat.


And with Walker? That male impersonator


Could sue herself for sexual harrassment.


If she knew she had a clit, she’s probly bug it


To assure it’s loyal to her frigid state.


My only goal, Sophie, was to goad you


To dramatic depths, that you play the part


Assigned you in this play, for in this play


There lies such a life-affirming power


That if it flies, then it will lift us both


Into a realm where we rouse the worry,


So grip your talent like your man and do it.

Soph-
I will, Vivian.

Viv-
Powers to the stage!

Enter Powers.

Pow-
Powers on the stage.

Viv-
From the top, people. And this time I want


A massacre of marital proportions!

All exit.

Act 1, Phase 2, Scene 6. The Bluebird Bookstore. Mayumi is working. Enter Griffin.

Grif-
Hello, Mayumi.

May-
Hello, Griffin.

Grif-
Sorry, can’t stay, quite a rush, big meeting,


So here’s your book, now, please, give me my watch.

May-
Here’s your watch, if honestly you must go.

Grif-
That’s an interesting book you’re reading.

May-
That’s an interesting line you’re using.

Grif-
No line, for I studied with the Sufi.

May-
Rare the politician that would absorb


Such ancient, useless, esoteric arts.

Grif-
What’s more ancient, useless, esoteric


Than a politician?

May-
Only longing.

Grif-
“The sin of the romantic is envy.”

May-
“The sin of the peacemaker is sloth.”

Grif-
“The sin of the achiever is deceit.”

May-
That makes you...

Grif-
A jealous, lazy liar.

May-
And a proven politician, for you end


My sentences. But Sufi student, speak:


Of what could you be jealous?

Grif-
O, of you.

May-
But you have all the big attention.

Grif-
You have all the pure intention.

May-
Fine, but lazy? You work for all the world.

Grif-
Yet is not labor laziness in love?

May-
Perhaps, but in the last I can’t believe.


How have you lied?

Grif-
Does he not live a lie


That covers up his passion with pursuit?

May-
Pursuing passion, then, he lives the truth.

Grif-
I must go.

May-
There’s your watch. Take it, if you can.

Grif-
To be honest...

May-
Can you be?

Grif-
I don’t know.

May-
Say what you wish to say, and we will see.

Grif-
Mayumi, as my dreams are my witness,


Envisioned in the absence of your eyes,


I have never felt such a connection


Of intimate, altering, beautiful strength


As I once felt, as I now feel, with you,


But it’s too late, for I have found commitment


That thralls me past all sense or fascination,


And I will never wander from my word,


For when my word is lost, I lose myself.

May-
Do you not lose your word when you give it?

Grif-
I give it to the one who gives it back.

May-
Yet is it yours to give when once before


You gave it to another one than her?

Grif-
It was a different word I gave to you.

May-
There is no different word than what you gave.

Grif-
I must go.

May-
You may go when you’re honest.

Grif-
And why must I be honest? What is honest?


You speak your mind, you lose it. If you care


For truth, truth consumes you in its problems,


And reacting honestly to conflict


Eradicates all chances at resolve.

May-
But honesty is not in what you speak,


For whom you care or how you might react;


It’s in yourself. Be honest in yourself,


Accept your inner urges, then all lies


Before this watchy world are excused,


For then, to lose your word is honesty,


To be consumed by problems is the truth,


And resolve is involvement in the conflict.

Grif-
Then let me tell you what I truly feel.

May-
Please, do.

Grif-
I love my wife.

May-
May she love you.

Grif-
O, she loves me.

May-
In that she’s not alone.

Grif-
I love her back.

May-
That isn’t what I meant.

Grif-
I shouldn’t be here.

May-
Griffin, look at me. We have met again


By some strange, pre-determined accident.


Some time ago, we shared a wonderful,


Compelling moment, then it was ended,


We lost our love to life, and now you’re here,


A friend I thought I’d never see again,


And that is nothing if not innocent,


So why can’t you look at me?

Grif-
I look at you, I’m not myself.

May-
Then take your watch. I’d hate to spoil the love


You feel so insanely for yourself.

Grif-
I cannot take it.

May-
Why?

Grif-
I am not honest.

May-
How have you lied?

Grif-
I have denied my doubt.

May-
About the watch?

Grif-
About the watch.

May-
You don’t like it?

Grif-
Sophie gave it to me.

May-
That’s not what I asked.

Grif-
Yes, I like it.

May-
Are you being honest?

Grif-
I love the watch.

May-
And Sophie would scold you if you lost it.

Grif-
O, no. I will not play your buddhist games


Designed to show why games should not be played.


She is a sweet, brilliant, glamorous woman,


With great desires for me, and my marriage


Is not tinder to your envy-kindled shame.

May-
Do I ignite some shame? Have I not hid


For years from him my love desires most?


Have I not let him choose? Have I not thought


Solely to avoid the thought of him,


Walked that I might never cross his way,


And dreamt in defamation of my dreams?


I am the liar and all the shame is mine


To kill myself neglecting all I want,


So do not come to me with your O no’s,


For they too violently combine in me


With all the O yes’s you give your wife.


Take your watch. At least then she’ll be happy.

Grif-
You won’t see me again.

May-
O quit lying.

Griffin exits.

Enter Trick.

Trick-
Do you have Soft Innards in hard cover?

All exit.

Act 2, Phase 3, Scene 1. Rockwell’s House. Enter Saiyid and Rockwell.

Saiyid-
I trust this minor Beijing inexpedience


Will not affect our shipments, Semion.

Rock-
Keep faith, Saiyid.

Saiyid-
To keep faith, I need weapons.

Rock-
No greater weapon’s ever built than faith:


Your word, imam, shows how forceful faith can be,


Containing all one needs as weaponry:


In faith is acquiescence, or kawl;


Conformity of conduct, or amal;


Identity of intention, or niya;


And yakin, or deep enjoyment of the real.


These traits form faith, humble strength supreme,


And who enjoys them thus controls his dreams.

Saiyid-
Shalom batuach.

Rock-
Al-dhimmah, my friend.

Saiyid exits. Enter Sophie.

Soph-
Hello, Simon.

Rock-
Sweet Sophie, welcome home.

Soph-
Sweet Simple, this is not my home.

Rock-
It is yours if you wish it.

Soph-
I do not.

Rock-
Just wait and see my gift and then decide.

Soph-
What gift?

Rock-
A play.

Soph-
You give redundancy,


For, as you know, I have both home and play.

Rock-
Where is your home?

Soph-
With my husband.

Rock-
Where is your play?

Soph-
In your pocket.

Rock-
O no, sweet Sophie, you do it backwards:


Your home is in your play, and your husband


Is in my pocket.

Soph-
Simon, this must stop.

Enter Vivian and Powers.

Rock-
Hey, Viv. Look who’s here - our leading lady.

Viv-
Sophie, come, we must talk. Semion, mix.

Rock-
I merely let her tell me what to do


To laugh at how she thinks I really listen.

Rockwell exits.

Viv-
Tonight, we go whale hunting. In this house


There’s money men galore and you must hook em.


So, when an investor nears himself to you,


Lure him with a smile, keep him with a kiss,


Puff him up with a giggle or a touch,


Then “O I hate to go,” and meet the next.


If they’re not hyper rich, you walk away.


Look to me. I’ll go like this for a doozy,


And this for a dud. O, and Sophie, dear,


Please try and stay downwind of Semion.


You do strange things to his sense of balance,


And mood may boom in this mirror of madness.

Powers-
What’s my role? 

Viv-
To wrench wives from their husbands


That they might savor our sweetmeat, Sophie.


You set?

Sophie-
When are we ever set for shame?

Viv-
O, I know, it’s just so damn degrading,


But getting face is knowing how to lose it.


We tap these tycoons, drain them of their sap,


Boil it with our flair, siphon off the filth,


And walk away with syrup for our bread.


They want to be tortured with temptation!


We charm them for cash, they cash in our charm.


Someday our charm will self-transform to cash,


And we’ll no need of middle men. For now,


We’ve got some spermicetti to harpoon!


Break!

Enter Griffin.

Hun-
I am shot thru. Immobile, defused, defunct. At peace, of sorts, and yet, of sorts, at war. Two urges prosper in my heart. To choose is to die. So take them both. I can’t. Such is my love for each, each love compels me give it all my love; with loves like these, some is none. So what to do but sulk my fractured life, unable to work, lying to my mutual truths, tears welling in my nascent eyes, drowning neath a rare superfluous bliss, as useless as a lion hunting with the hope of wings. Two hungers rage inside my gut. One playful, one serious. One ambitious, one content. One charming, one complex. One outrageous, one introvert. One judges me, one worships me. One displays herself, one conceals herself. One doubts my word, one desires my word. One demands I be a man, one makes me a boy. One is the woman I love, one is the woman I love. Two women wander thru my mind, and I see no resolution save destruction.

Enter Ling and Sophie.

Ling-
Sophie, we meet again!

Soph-
Again.

Ling-
I am Ming Ling.

Soph-
Of course, marvelous Ming Ling.

Ling-
Of China.

Soph-
Marvelous Ming Ling of wonderful China!

Enter Georges.

Georges-
Anne-Sophie! Que c’est beau! J’ai un boom-boom


Dedans mon sein. Sentez vouz que j’aime?

Soph-
Oui oui, boom boom.

Georges-
Marie moi, m’amour!

Enter Hunter.

Hun-
Pardon the platitude, but my wife is wed.

Ling-
Mr. Hunter, I am very interested


In your opinion on the current crisis.

Hun-
I make that France should exercise restraint.

Ling-
Here, here!

Georges-
We are attackt, we shall retaliate.

Soph-
Ce n’est que le premier pas qui coute, non?

Georges-
May I say, Mr. Hunter, and none in jest,


That haughty France intends, thru force or feint,


To one great day reclaim her vagrant best,


The scrumptuous Ann-Sophie, from your constraint.

Hun-
O she and I shall visit France again.

Georges-
My verse confuses you. Let me be gauche:


I love your wife.

Hun-
Then as we love the same,


We must be friends.

Georges-
Or rivals.

Hun-
To be rivals


Assumes a certain unity of power,


And France’s only power is in protest.

Ling-
Here, here!

Soph-
Excuse us.

Georges-
A bon chat, bon rat.

Hun-
Tout comprendre ne c’est plus tout pardonner.

Sophie pulls Griffin aside.

Soph-
You mustn’t be so hard on haughty France.


It’s just a game that Vivian makes me play.

Hun-
Speaking of games, I found my watch.

Soph-
O, Griffin!


Where was it?

Hun-
In Walker’s room.

Soph-
In her room?

Hun-
I must have left it there after a meeting.

Soph-
A meeting?

Hun-
Or something.

Soph-
Do you always


Remove your watch when meeting Walker?

Hun-
No,


But on occasion it’s been a bit itchy.

Soph-
Griffin, can we talk honest for a moment?

Hun-
Yes, of course.

Soph-
Are you satisfied with me?

Hun-
Satisfied? In what sense?

Soph-
In every sense.

Hun-
Who in every sense is satisfied?

Soph-
Me.

Hun-
Please, Sophie. Tell me what you’re driving at.

Soph-
I simply want to trust you, Griffin,


But we’re apart so much, and you with others.

Hun-
What others?

Soph-
Other others.

Hun-
Look, my love.


Bottom line, our world hates a marriage:


To have and to hold til stress do us part,


So being apart must be part of us.


A while away, a while together, thus


We’re stranded in a braid of honeymoons,


That from our many panicles of stress


Is wove a beautiful reseau d’amour.


Trust in this, and it’s easy trusting me.

Soph-
I want to trust you.

Hun-
Have I ever shown


A reason that you shouldn’t.

Soph-
No, not really.

Hun-
Then let my record be my reputation.

Soph-
I will, my love. Now tell me of your day.

Hun-
My day? I was with Walker.

Soph-
O, more Walker.

Hun-
We were working on the Hunter Accord.

Soph-
You and Walker working on your accord.

Hun-
Yes, it’s pressing business.

Soph-
Pressing, is it?

Hun-
You know Walker. Easily excited.

Soph-
She is easily excited by you.

Hun-
Must I remind you, Walker is my advisor?

Soph-
Advisors are attractive in allegiance.

Hun-
Sophie, the question’s not if you trust me,


But if you trust yourself enough to know


That you are much too brilliant to unite


With one so stupid as to stray from you.

Enter Walker.

Walk-
Griffin, I’ve been looking for you all day!


Detective Madera’s rounding the bend,


So remember - secrecy is success.


How are you, Sophie?

Soph-
Not as well as you.

Enter Madera.

Mad-
Hello, Sophie.

Soph-
Beware Griffin Hunter.


He would destroy the world to keep his wish.

Sophie exits.

Hun-
Excuse me.

Mad-
I was hoping we could speak.

Hun-
Later, maybe.

Mad-
Why avoid the present


As a chance to put it all behind us?

Hun-
Put what behind us?

Mad-
Whatever’s in our way.

Hun-
I like you, Madera. In a world


Over-wrought with dire information


You, out of courtesy, mean nothing.

Mad-
It’s less that I mean nothing, Mr. Hunter,


Than nothing ever knows quite what I mean


Til it’s too late and nothing’s to be done.

Enter Leveret and Mayumi.

Walk-
Gentlemen, why tax liesure with the law?


Must every party be political,


And every lyric bloat with legalese?


Madera, come. Rockwell’s a fine collection


Of newly plundered ancient Arab art,


And I dare you to take it in with me


And grumble then upon the Muslim scourge.


O, really, loosen up! No coats, no ties!

Mad-
I’ll see you at the Mission in the morning,


Seven am sharp.

Hun-
I’ll be so on time,


You’ll get cut.

Walk-
Cut the cute or get re-cast.

Walker and Madera exit.

Hun-
Why are you here?

Lev-
I know that dude, Saiyid.


He owns my bank. Saiyid, howbout that loan?

Leveret exits.

Hun-
You must not do this.

May-
What?

Hun-
O you know what.

May-
But no one knows me here, including you.

Hun-
Mayumi, please.

May-
Pretend that I’m a plant,


Absorbing silently your every breath.

Enter all.

Rock-
Ladies, gentlemen, and honest others;


I thank you all for coming to my home


To benefit our marvelous production.


Tonight, instead of listening to Viv


Go on and on in her old charming way,


I chose to import for entertainment


A troupe of Iranian performers


Accomplished in the art of Taziya,


A Persian passion play so sacralized


These great Islamic actors risk their lives


Presenting the forbidden human image


In this 40 hour poem, but, fret not,


We’re doing only five lyric minutes,


An epic for American attentions.


This parable I give in honor of


A woman whose beauty, talent, and love


I wish to win, yet timid, I create


My private urge in this public debate.


But let who cannot speak well speak no more;


This actor is my heart’s ambassador,


And he shall represent my secret passion:


The death of Ibrahim, the Prophet’s son.

Viv-
O Simon, you did this for me.

Rock-
Shhh.

Enter Prophet, Husain, and Ibrahim.

Prophet-
O take my life, you ravisher of all,


You skirmish winds that flesh and word destroy,


You raging dusts that make and break my wall,


You jealous thoughts that cut me when I cloy,


But keep you safe my sons of stage supreme


Within my heart, Husain and Ibrahim.

Enter Seraph.

Ser-
Great Prophet, I from high to you have come


To condescend this violent, vital law:


You cannot love in one heart more than one,


For double worship forms the fatal flaw.


So you must choose – Husain or Ibrahim;


One close for life, one far in death extreme.

Georges-
No more than one? This angel is not French.

Ling-
By playing fierce, this actor’s very French.

Proph-
But O what cruel imperative is this


That I must kill whom I would rather kiss?


Does not the stream caress its twining shores?


Does not the tigress fight for cub and pride?


Does not creation crave competitors?


Does not the stillest ship sway side to side?

Seraph-
You waste your final gasps upon your grief


And seal your eyes before the soon-concealed.


Against this rigor be there no relief:


Love more than one, more than one must yield.

Ibrahim-
What is it, father, that this stranger speaks?

Husain-
Why are there, father, tears upon thy cheeks?

Proph-
O sweetest sons, much nothing. O be still.


Your father weeps at his own wavering will.


I cannot choose.

Seraph-
Then as hereto conforms,


We turn to she for whom this play’s performed.

The Seraph signifies Sophie.

Vivian-
There must be some mistake.

Rock-
There’s no mistake.

Saiyid-
How can she choose? They are identical.

Rock-
Not so, for one is true and one is fake.

Ling-
She is French, so she cannot choose the true.

Georges-
She would not have the choice were she Chinois!

Sophie-
My dear gentle boys, tell me of yourselves.

Husain-
I am Husain, thespian and soldier;


Wiser, richer, all-admired, older.

Ibrahim-
And I am Ibrahim, who so loves peace


To win it I would force all life to cease.

Mayumi-
There seems an author’s bias toward Husain.

Sophie-
Then out of pity, I choose Ibrahim,


For death is far superior to life


Inside an illusion turned against you.

Rock-
Sophie, you earn your name.

Vivian-
And you your shame.

Enter Izrail.

Iz-
I am Izrail, butcher for the law,


Slicing hue from hue, heaving slice from slice,


And I have come to execute this fatwa


Where love’s demand determines love’s despite.

Proph-
O Ibrahim, by my love life-bereft,


Let fly your thoughts above death’s silent cleft.

Ibrahim-
I loved you, father, without peer or end;


My heart was home to you and you alone,


But now I see what only time prehends:


Your heart was not alone to me a home.


So I, beneath the riches of despair


Now drift into the sea of sorrow, where


I am by many loved, for death alone


Makes of its heart a home to more than one.

Ibrahim is sacrificed.

Husain-
And with my brother’s death, our play is run.


To end in peace, we thank our gen’rous patron


For his endeavors to rebridge the gap


Twixt Arab and Jew, art and business,


East and West, soldier and diplomat,


For which attempt, this gift we here present:


A jaded sword of Islam, used to kill


Innocent Ibrahim by woman’s will.

Rock-
This sword, your play, have put me wide of words,


As on my tears a steady tongue now slips,


But know, this gift is proof excelsior


We live to kill ‘less free to love, Mashkour.

Vivian-
Well, thank you, Semion. How like the play


Whereby we met this was, tho slightly skewed.


Were the author present, he must be praised


For such a pertinent antiquity,


Tho, personally, I’d have killed Husain.


But what of me? This skit is ample tease


To my austere production, evening next,


In lieu of which we’re here, so, please, enjoy


Our happy home, refreshments, and yourselves.


Powers, dance.

Vivian takes Powers. All disperse.

Hun-
You see that, Leveret?

Lev-
Yeah, man. I hate plays.

Hun-
That was a proposition to Sophie.

Lev-
I guess that cheatin bug be gettin round.

Hun-
Cheatin bug?

Lev-
Ya know, you and Mayumi.

Hun-
What did she tell you?

Lev-
Only of your love.

Hun-
That stalking bitch. I’ll shut her up for good.

Lev-
O, man. At least pretend to have some class!


Would you shut down a love compelled to speak


When once our gut is hit, we must bellow?


Let her love, let her speak, let her speak of love,


And let what will be drawn into that speech.

Hun-
It’s I that will be drawn into that speech


Like some drowzy farmhand to a thresher


When Sophie hears it, which must not happen.

Lev-
Though Yumi be silent, Sophie will hear.

Hun-
Stop it. Go tell Mayumi to be hush


And I will find and quarantine Sophie.

Lev-
And tell her how you feel?

Hun-
Yes. No.

Lev-
See?


This is bad. You’re in conflict with yourself,


But act on what you want, it’s to the wind.

Hun-
I want to know why you should care so much?

Lev-
Because, I’ve seen this ruin men before.

Hun-
Yet here you are, counseling suicide?

Lev-
Sometimes we have to die a bit to live.

Hun-
O where am I going?

Lev-
You cannot know.


Your inner compass spins way outta wack,


Pointing hard at attractants in the East,


So now you must re-orient yourself,


Sail that Pacific Rim, and penetrate


The magnet at its source, then set your gauge


Homeward to Sophie, your longing’s hub,


And true north to your honest, wandering heart.

Hun-
You are insane.

Lev-
Which means I can see thru


The screen of our opaque and scrambled lust


Into that spot where conflict creates comfort.


Go, be with Mayumi. Once, that’s all,


And from so terse a touch, eternal calm.

Hun-
Mayumi left me, Leveret.

Lev-
Is that it?

Hun-
Yes, that’s it. That’s the impregnable reef


Whereon our surging vessel ran alist,


Capsized, and went down. There, now, forever.


Commitment, Leveret, is the open sea


That I and Sophie sail, and if our skiff


Were overturned by some up-sneaking squall,


A starving anonym I then would float,


Gnawing on myself, desperate, drinking death.


So, if you’ll excuse me, I must go


And save my marriage from myself. No more!

Hunter exits.

Lev-
So that is it? Allrighty, then. I’ll drop


The bomb, tho it kill me, that none said no.


All may be false, yet there’s one truth in life:


A man is married much before his wife.

He exits.

Enter Rockwell and Sophie in her former bedroom.

Soph-
Simon, this must stop right now.

Rock-
You take me to the room where you once slept


To stop my love? Look, your bed. Remember?

Soph-
It hasn’t been that long.

Rock-
O but mommy,


Still sweet the milk upon my inner-cheek,


Still warm the sheets where you would pamper me,


And now that I’m your chosen, do you not


Possess the motivation now to seek


Your admiration of my shiny sword,


Which I have won because you nursed me strong,


Or did you raise me up to put me down?

Soph-
O Simon, this is sad.

Rock-
No, you are sad,


So separated from your favorite son.

Soph-
Simon, where’s your pride?

Rock-
It could emerge from you, my bouncy tigger.

She hits him.

Rock-
O strike me, hands of love. Such pain is bliss!

Soph-
Simon, you stop this now or I will leave.

Rock-
How can you leave when love compels you stay?

Soph-
Love can’t be compelled.

Rock-
O yes it can.

Soph-
I do not love you, Simon.

Rock-
O yes you do.

Soph-
What reason have I ever given you?

Rock-
What reason does one need to worship you?


You are the very reason worship is!


You raptured me within your furtive eyes,


You suckled me upon your fecund buds,


You wrapped me up in your pink potential.


O Sophie! You have given birth to me!

Soph-
Get off me, Simon!

Rock-
Give birth to me, my child!

Soph-
Your force destroys the tenderness you seek.

Rock-
Your fight destroys the victory you seek.

Soph-
My victory is in our work together.

Rock-
All work, no play.

Soph-
What are you saying?

Rock-
My power speaks what you think in silence.

Soph-
I think that you are decent.

Rock-
Think again,


And listen to my power. It says no.

Soph-
Your power should say yes to decency.

Rock-
It’s decency compels me to demand


You want me more than you could ever know.

Soph-
I want my husband.

Rock-
Yes, my love, I know!


For tell me where your husband was today


And we shall see how much you’re wanting him.

Soph-
He was working.

Rock-
So, he has a snow job


At the Infidelity Trustless Fund


Where, paying lip service behind a facade,


He gets double-time shorting your good stock.

Soph-
You know what Griffin does for his living.

Rock-
But what does Griffin do for his loving?

Soph-
He loves me.

Rock-
You trust him?

Soph-
I trust him.

Rock-
Yeah, like I trust cats to scream


All turgid, stuck, and poking neath the porch.

Soph-
What do you know?

Rock-
What do I get for knowing?

Soph
You get far with me, as my love for him


Is based in honesty. Prove he’s untrue


And there’s a gap to fill.

Rock-
Then I know this:


Your hubby’s hot. Cruising China Town,


Lifting pink kimonos, dipping virgin dumplings,


Or, to be blunt, he spent near half the day


At the Blue Bird Bookstore with Mayumi,


That sexy Asian chit you saw him with.

Soph-
The one that he was with before the show?

Rock-
They fell in love in Hong Kong years ago.

Soph-
How do you know this?

Rock-
This city is my eye;


I see thru it.

Soph-
Who is she?

Rock-
She’s his lover.

Soph-
Is this true?

Rock-
Did Griffin tell you where he was today?

Soph-
Yes, but he lied.

Rock-
We lie to hide the truth.

Soph-
I cannot live.

Rock-
You cannot live with him;


Rely on me, and life’s again your pillow.

Soph-
O how could he? What is it now? O why?

Rock-
Sophie, give me the gap.

Soph-
No, Simon, stop!

Enter Hunter.

Hun-
Step away or die.

Rock-
Step away and die.

Soph-
If ever you come home, expect to see


The stranger your deception’s made of me.

She slaps him and leaves.

Hun-
Sophie!

Rock-
It’s useless, man. She knows the truth.

Hun-
Are you trying to fuck my wife?

Rock-
I’m trying to love your wife.

Hun-
But are you trying to fuck her?

Rock-
Not as your wife, but as a woman, yes.

Hun-
That woman is my wife.

Rock-
O that she weren’t.

Hun-
You are dead.

Rock-
But wait!


I said that I was trying to fuck a woman


Not your wife, and for that, you too must die.

Hun-
And how is that?

Rock-
Don’t we both love your wife?

Hun-
My love has the right.

Rock-
My love has it wrong,


Yet still I love, and therein we are one.

Hun-
O we are as distinct as pole and pole,


And when we merge, the earth shall vaporize.

Rock-
Then kill me, for I am in dire pain,


And after that, go kill your lovely wife.

Hun-
I would never do that.

Rock-
Then this you may not do,


For she is also hurting, due to you.

Hun-
How have I hurt her?

Rock-
Not directly, no,


But getting pleased outside of her, that hurts.

Hun-
I’ll kill you here and now.

Rock-
What’s here and now?


You killed me when you thieved your wife from me.

Hun-
You are the thief!

Rock-
O, right. And what’s my crime?


To want what you have, to love what you love?


Be flattered, then, and once for all admit


That your wife pleasing others pleases you.

Hun-
It pleases me that my wife please herself.

Rock-
And she is pleased to please herself with me.

Hun-
No more!

Rock-
As you please yourself with others!

Hun-
What do you know?

Rock-
What do I get for knowing?

Hun-
Your life!

Rock-
I know that you exude frustration.

Hun-
I do?

Rock-
Of course, my friend, but that’s normal.


You, Mr. Hunter, are a married man.


Some foreign fruity gum on the counter


Has caught your fancy, but mommy says no.


The candy’s there. Forego it or filch it.


Forego it, mommy wins, you got no chew.


Filch it, and the schnooky’s in your jaw,


Splashing sweetly up and down, in and out,


And Mr. Hunter, let me grease your hunch:


Mommy filcht some juicy for herself.

Hun-
Get up.

Rock-
The infidelity of woman


Is second only to that of man.

Hun-
Get up!

Rock-
No. I’ve changed my mind. Please, kill me.

Hun-
I’m not going to kill you. Get up.

Rock-
No.


A love abated is a life despised.

Hun-
A love abated? Quit acting and get up.

Rock-
Quit acting? O but that’s a husband’s job!


He acts as if he’s thinking just of her,


He acts as if her interests interest him,


He acts as if monogamy improves,


Then, after so much shmacting, he begins


To crave reality beyond his role


And goes in search of raw experience.

Hun-
Your marriage is sour, but mine is fresh.

Rock-
O marriage is a milk that cannot last,


And the hotter it gets, the quicker it spoils.


I pluckt the ripest peach, now it is rot.


I swam the shimm’ring streams, now they are schmutzt.


I stroked the smoothest skin, now wrinkly waste.


At first your wife’s the newest kind of music,


But soon she’s just the same old naked big mouth,


Screaming not in ecstasy, but anger,


For the mansion of youth is the prison of age.


A marriage, see, is much like a vacation:


Fun in theory, planning, expectation,


But once you’re on it, boring, trite, and costly.


My advice? Get out while the gettin’s good.

Hun-
Many marriages last, and so will mine.

Rock-
Is that your life? To be last? My parents


Spent their dear lives in nuptial holocaust.


Trust me. It’s horrible that nothing can


Condemn unjust decay. So, please, take now


My scar-endorsed propoundment on true peace: 


Leave your wife, live your life, and love away.

Hun-
Shut up and get up.

Rock-
Help me. I am old.

Griffin helps him up.

Rock-
You and I, Mr. Hunter, are great men,


Which means we share a great desperation


For youth and newness. That’s our cause celebre!


The clown has many balls, and juggles them


In bafflement of even his own hands.


We should, I think, revel in the greatness


Of being human, while it’s still unique,


For as the Persians say, if you’ve two loaves


Of bread, sell one and buy a hyacinth,


And how can one deny that but with yes?

Hun-
I should have killed you.

Rock-
Embrace me instead.

Hun-
Will you lay off my wife and shut your mouth?

Rock-
I will respect your marriage in silence.

Hun-
I hug for peace, but not for partnership.

They embrace. Enter Leveret.

Lev-
Hope I’m not interrupting anything.

Hun-
Leveret, Semion Rockwell.

Lev-
I loved the play.

Rock-
Do I know you?

Lev-
Maybe. Were you there when I shot Scheckel?

Rock-
No, but I was there when you shot yourself.

Lev-
So what’s your living?

Rock-
Death. And yours?

Lev-
I do what we all do: Get rich men laid.

Rock-
If I did that, I’d quit.

Lev-
Someday I will,


But for now, I enjoy the sneak of it.

Rock-
Well, I have enjoyed our little summit,


And though I don’t agree with your Accord,


I’m glad to see that you and I desire


The same peace. Good night.

Lev-
Break a leg tomorrow.

Rock-
Yeah, you too.

Rockwell exits.

Hun-
What do you know about Scheckel?

Lev-
I know he’s dead.

Hun-
And what do you know about Rockwell?

Lev-
I know he lives.

Hun-
It is sick to like that man, but I do.

Lev-
Affection for affliction is the only true healing.

Hun-
Too true, too true.

Lev-
Hey, boss. You okay?

Hun-
Leveret, I need your help.

Lev-
That’s my job.

Hun-
I am in loves.

Lev-
In loves?

Hun-
I hold two women in my heart,


And the torture of not knowing who to choose


Is splitting me in half.

Lev-
That’s why I’m here.


To help.

Hun-
The only way to help me now


Is make me love the one that never left.

Lev-
That is no help, for neither ever left.

Hun-
Mayumi…

Lev-
Left you only after I


Told her, in a lie, that you had left.

Hun-
But you told me that she had left.

Lev-
A lie.

Hun-
She did not leave me?

Lev-
Nor did you leave her,


Save in a lie I told to keep you mine.

Hun-
You destroyed our love?

Lev-
To preserve our love.

Hun-
Our love? There is no love between us, man.

Lev-
What is it then that I would die for you?

Hun-
It is one long terrible, beautiful life.


O Mayumi!

Hunter exits.

Lev-
“How I love him best when he hateth me,


For in his deadly threats, life speaks honestly.”

Leveret exits. 

Enter Sophie and Madera.

Mad-
Was the party to your liking, Ms. Berceau?

Soph-
It was not for my liking.

Mad-
Is everything allright?

Soph-
All right, all wrong, it’s a difference of degrees, and I don’t like to talk about the weather.

Mad-
It happens whether or not you talk about it.

Soph-
Then weather it in silence.

Mad-
Where’s your husband?

Soph-
You tell me, detective.

Mad-
I went to find him today at the Mission, as you said he’d be there sleeping, but he was not in.

Soph-
So, he was out.

Mad-
Sophie, please, remember our alliance.

Soph-
Of liars? Well, it has grown with lying.

Mad-
Might I, a founding member, not confirm the entry of all new initiates?

Soph-
That would be a full-time job.

Mad-
Ms. Berceau, it is my full-time job.

Soph-
Then, Detective Madera, I suggest that we admit my husband and his whores into our club of deceit.

Mad-
I second that.

Enter Walker.

Walk-
Now what could you two have to talk about?

Soph-
The weather.

Sophie exits.

Mad-
I don’t sense you agree with her gut.

Walk-
Then she should stop consuming me with envy.

Leveret rings Madera’s phone. Madera’s phone rings.

Mad-
Pardon me. 

Madera picks up.

Mad-
Hello?

Lev-
Detective Madera, I believe?

Mad-
Do you?

Lev-
My name is Salubrius Muck.

Mad-
I can tell.

Lev-
I’ve just returned from Corsica.

Mad-
How was it?

Lev-
O, you know. The Mediterranean folk


Are all so dissolute, so under-covered,


It warms in one a longing for the igloo


Where work and whim lock in like icy chunks.

Mad-
Is there a reason I’m talking to you?

Lev-
Would you like one?

Mad-
I am of the igloo.

Lev-
Then let me toast you up with this hot tip:


I met an old woman who lived in a war


Said “Griffin Hunter stole the Governor.”

Mad-
Proven, this is gold. Chatter, merely muck.

Lev-
Salubrius Muck. I chatter, you prove.

Leveret hangs up.

Walk-
Care to share?

Mad-
I care too much to share.

Walk-
If you care so much, then drive me home.

They exit. Enter Vivian and Powers.

Pow-
All you love me for is my body.

Viv-
Powers, no. I also love your talent.

Pow-
Then be mine, all mine!

Viv-
Stop it, Powers.

Pow-
Your husband is wicked, Vivy!

Viv-
He’s my worst habit. Lose him, I lose my edge.

Pow-
Yet why must I be typecast as a sex toy?

Viv-
Poor flower Power, you’re more than just a sex toy – You’re also a sex doll, a sex monster, a sex avenger, a sex device, a sex fiend, a sex pot, a sex god, a sex symbol, and a sex kitten. So, go ahead. Take any part you want.

Enter Boa.

Boa-
You are fumbling a married woman!

Boa separates Powers and Vivian.

Pow-
Who do you think you are?

Boa pulls his gun.

Boa-
Just another retard with a gun.

Powers exits.

Boa-
In my respect for you, I’ll see I didn’t say that.

Viv-
Your respect for me?

Boa-
For your art.

Viv-
My what?

Boa-
Your art, your body at work, your dramatic ovaries.

Viv-
My ovaries?

Boa-
Forgive me if I deplored the wrong word. I have something stuck in my skull.

Viv-
Me too.

Boa-
But as a friend of your husband...

Viv-
You’re my husband’s friend?

Boa-
He’s like a mother to me.

Viv-
He’s like an abortion to me.

Boa-
You shouldn’t cheat on him.

Viv-
Shit for shat.

Boa-
Two wrongs don’t make what’s good for the gangster mightier than the word.

Viv-
Aren’t you a confused and cuddly hunk of hardcore wubbawubba?

Boa-
Your husband, mam.

Viv-
My husband is a cyst! He gets in under your skin, a cheese to ease some random irritation, then he sits there and rots, invisible, acceptable, but squeeze him and it’s pure sebacious stench. Don’t bring him up, it brings me down.

Boa-
He supports you.

Viv-
He flips fake pennies rigged to land for me. I hide in his evil, cuz, hey, it’s good in there. But now I want a man to come up tails when I call heads, and vicey voozy.

Boa-
Are you insermonating I cheat on Mr. Rockwell?

Viv-
Is’t not wrong relative to wrong? No crime


When greater crime compels it. Balance beams


The ethic core. If help engenders harm


Less than would be if help had hid its head,


Tis double harm, wronger wrong. Cheat is crass


Descriptor for the rescue of a good


That could extinct but for hero cheating


That saves a poor damsel from the devil.


If wrong be great, be greater in your wrong.

Boa-
What?

Viv-
My purply haiku units are too hard for you to grasp. I will lower my diction a notch, stretch the meter, and prose more personal for a direct below-the-belt. Here’s the rub: If a bad doggy drives a good kitty up a tall tree, wouldn’t you, a brave fireman, cheat the canine of the feline? Well, there’s a kitty up my tree, so I want you to take your long ladder, mount it off your flaming red truck, prop it into the bushy clump astride my arboreal limbs, and snatch that pussy to safety, and for the dog, I want you to blast your hose straight at his yapping maw.

Enter Rockwell.

Rock-
Vivian?

Viv-
Hey, bad dog. Look, I’m fucking your friend. How’s it feel?

Rock-
He is not my friend.

Viv-
And you are not the jerk who jerks himself til jerks applause! You can’t lie to me, Semion, cuz I don’t care for the truth.

Rock-
Come with me.

Viv-
I tried, but you’re too quick.

Rock-
You, out.

Boa-
Yes, sir.

Viv-
About face, boy! I mean, it’s about face with this boy. With a face like that, you gotta give it away. This viril young actor just nailed a part you’re too unflufft to fill.

Rock-
I said out.

Boa-
Yes, sir.

Viv-
And I said stay, or I’ll tell your mother how you cheated her.

Rock-
Vivian, come to bed.

Viv-
Sophie’s bed?

Rock-
Our bed.

Viv-
That marriage morgue? That world fade center? That lack of concentration camp? No thanks, I get my dose of boredom simply thinking of you.

Rock-
I need you, Vivian.

Viv-
Go knead yourself, you doughy blob (but trust me, he won’t rise).

Rockwell hits her.

Viv-
You are dead!

Boa grabs her.

Boa-
Mrs. Rockwell, refrain yourself.

Viv-
I’ll eat your balls for breakfast, Simon!

Rockwell hits Boa.

Rock-
Fall down!

Boa falls down.

Rock-
Touch my wife again and I’ll behead you.

Viv-
Simon, don’t.

Rock-
My wife was coming to me.

Boa-
To kill you.

Rock-
How do you know what she meant to do?

Boa-
I thought...

Rock-
Here’s your pay for thinking.

He hits him.

Viv-
Simon, stop.

Boa-
I was saving you.

Rock-
From my wife?

Boa-
Yeah.

Rock-
Do you imply I cannot take my wife?

Boa-
No..

Rock-
My wife was coming to me in love.

Boa-
That wasn’t love.

Rock-
How would you know, you pathetic fucking loner?

Boa-
I wouldn’t.

Rock-
Sir.

Boa-
I wouldn’t, sir.

Viv-
Okay, that’s enough.

Rock-
Should I kill him, Vivian?

Viv-
No.

Rock-
I would for you.

Viv-
Please, don’t.

Rock-
Stay on the floor!

Viv-
Why are you so mean, Simon?

Rock-
I’m sick.

Viv-
I know you’re sick, but so am I.

Rock-
Have I made you sick?

Viv-
Yes. Are you sorry?

Rock-
My sorrow is so stufft in me, I move,


It overflows its lip, and thru the glass


Of memory, stares sadly at itself,


Which separation only forms my urge.

Viv-
I loathe you sometimes, Simon.

Rock-
Love me now.

Viv-
Sorry, honey. You failed the audition.

Rock-
I say give up live acting and try playing dead. There’s money in it.

All exit.

Act 2, Phase 3, Scene 2. Outside Mayumi’s apartment. Enter Leveret on the phone with Trick and Track.

Lev-
You punks set?

Trick-
Yep.

Lev-
We need the deed.

Track-
Scamera’s rolling.

Lev-
This time, don’t forget to douse the flash.

Trick-
Yo, yo, yo, yesterday dude!

Track-
I profit on my past.

Enter Griffin on Mayumi’s fire-escape.

May-
What are you doing?

Grif-
Whatever I want.

May-
I thought you wanted your wife.

Grif-
O I do.

May-
So go back to her.

Grif-
She is before me.

May-
Something’s happened.

Grif-
I know the truth.

May-
What truth?

Grif-
Let me in, and I will share it with you.

May-
You look like a hawk.

Grif-
You look like a dove.

May-
Then I best keep you out. You might eat me.

Grif-
Indeed, I might.

May-
Is that the truth?

Grif-
And this:


It is so fine to look on you again.

May-
Indeed it is.

Grif-
And had I known the truth,


I never would have left your sight.

May-
What truth?


O share with me what brings you here in love,


For I love it as much as you, almost.

Grif-
Out of love for me, Leveret lied to us.


He told us each the other left our love,


And like two wedded slaves, we were traded


By jealousy into our separate glooms.

May-
This is true?

Grif-
If it isn’t, let it be.

May-
I can’t believe it.

Grif-
Were this truth itself


The most elaborate lie that sense could scan,


We can’t deny that love’s encircling logic


Answers when, now; and how, in every way.

May-
You never left me?

Grif-
Nor did you leave me.

May-
So we have always been as we were then?

Grif-
And we will always be as we are now.

May-
Have you forgot?

Grif-
Have I forgot myself?


My memory of you is my tomorrow.

May-
I long for our mutual remembrance.

Grif-
Remember how no matter where we stared


We sensed our love the prime enthusing force?

May-
Remember how each unimportant choice


Became a chance for us to change the world?

Grif-
Your bliss was my rebirth. As at my source


I suckled on your full-caring nurture.

May-
You were my ancient-power come again,


The kindness I had ever craved. Remember?

Grif-
Completely, simply, you approved of me.


Your greatest gift my own innate esteem.

May-
And just as purely, you recognized me.


You knew all I’d been, all I wisht to be.

Grif-
Remember our eyes, transfixed in the hunt


Wherein each lover strives to thrive enslain?

May-
A thousand times “I love you” we’d repeat


Each so unique yet lunging at one urge.

Grif-
Remember how we traced each generous curve


To shape the spirit time may never take?

May-
Each mouth the other’s only sustenance


Our hunger-making kisses gorged. Remember?

The flash on the operatives’ camera accidentally goes off. Trick and Track exit.

May-
What was that?

Grif-
A camera flash.

May-
There they go.

Grif-
They took our picture.

May-
Reporters?

Grif-
No, they never follow me. Peace is bad news.

May-
Tourists, maybe.

Grif-
Maybe.

May-
Are you worried?

Grif-
Worried? No. The UN is a culture of cheat.

May-
Cheat?

Grif-
I don’t mean that.

May-
Go home.

Grif-
Mayumi, wait.

May-
Your Leveret story, your wife, your life, it’s all a lie. Go home!

Grif-
Mayumi, it is true.

May-
You cheat on me in cheating with your wife.

Grif-
So true in fantasy, but not in fact.

May-
Make it so in fact then you make our fantasy.

Grif-
I will.

May-
What will you?

Grif-
I will go


To my fake home and shed my phony wife,


And then return to you, free to be bound.

May-
You promise me you will not change your mind?

Grif-
How can I change what I leave here with you?

May-
Leave more than that assuring your return


For words are often lost too willingly;


Leave love’s strongest glue – a remembered kiss.

Grif-
Mayumi, no.

May-
For nothing but good luck.

Grif-
Let our first kiss be had when we are free


To without complication kiss again.

May-
A cordial kiss, to part, upon the cheek?


Sophie will understand. It is so French.

Grif-
Mayumi, please.

May-
O what is in a kiss?


Pears before we bite, cups before we sip,


Flutes while we play, trophies after winning,


All are kissed, yet none are wronged.

Grif-
Yumi, stop.


The lack of it compels me to be quick,


But having it I’m certain not to go.

May-
Yet lacking it, I fear you will forget


And gain it elsewhere, never to return.

Grif-
As truly as you trust your very self


To be there for itself, you may trust me.

May-
I have no such trust.

Grif-
Thru our love, you will.

May-
I’ll wait, and kiss that hope instead of you.

Grif-
O kiss none but me. Come, I change my mind.

May-
You change your mind? See how you change so fast!


I will not let you go, nor will I kiss,


But keep you here to look at. That is love.

Grif-
Action now, kisses later.

May-
Kisses now,


Action now, O kisses, action, kisses.

Grif-
I’m going.

May-
When will you be back?

Grif-
Nine am.

May-
My company will be the simple thought


Of what we will be doing close to ten.

Grif-
The thought so keeps me here, I must be gone.

May-
Then go, my love, but Griffin, keep your word.

Grif-
I go to get my word to give to you.

Hunter exits.

May-
So on my only word I ever wait;


Might love, like death, be better being late?

She exits.

Act 2, Phase 4, Scene 1. The Mission. Enter Madera and Walker.

Mad-
It’s ten after seven.

Walk-
He’ll be down shortly. Juice?

Mad-
No.

Walk-
Coffee?

Mad-
No.

Walk-
Sedative?

Mad-
The arrival of seven twenty will instigate my departure and the assumption of Hunter’s evasion.

Walk-
What styptic fume consumed you in your sleep? Last night it was the suave, agreeable gentleman, and now there’s a swastika up your ass. I thought we’d agreed for the good of the whole that we should climb in bed together and let this go.

Mad-
That was pleasure, this is business.

Walk-
They are twins at the head - separation snuffs them both.

Mad-
I have serious concerns regarding Hunter.

Walk-
Like what?

Mad-
Issues of involvement.

Walk-
Hunter is involved with his Accord, which pours his agenda to the brim.

Mad-
I see you speaking, but I listen to lie detectors.

Walk-
You need formal charges to tie him to the chair.

Mad-
My charges are as formal as a funeral.

Walk-
Come on, Madera. Name your motive. Advancement? Fine. I’ll leak you high-grade crude on the Director of Foreign Aid. Has some Foggy Bottom zombie set you to this horror show? Fine. Gimme his name, I’ll divert his attention. Or is it but the vengeance of the jealous? Hunter’s too big for your britches, perhaps? Then let me warn you - the Secretary General assigned me to Hunter, and if my job’s to make the world stand still, shit’s fallin into space.

Mad-
My motive’s to maintain the integrity of the UN, and minor mistakes make for major wounds.

Enter Sophie.

Soph-
Good morning.

Walk-
Is Griffin up?

Soph-
I’m sure he’s up to something.

Walk-
Is he coming down?

Soph-
When he’s thru, I’m sure he’ll come back down.

Walk-
Thru with what?

Soph-
You mean thru with whom.

Walk-
Who?

Soph-
Maybe you, maybe me, Mayumi, let’s wait and see.

Mad-
Ms. Berceau, is Griffin in the Mission?

Walk-
Sophie, let’s have a chat.

Soph-
He’s on a mission, I suppose, a mission to be on someone, in that position, so to speak.

Mad-
Did he sleep here last night?

Walk-
Madera, wait in my office.

Mad-
I like it here.

Walk-
My office!

Soph-
I doubt he slept last night, but if he did, it wasn’t here, so, if the case is closed, I’ll go prepare for my opening.

Mad-
Five more minutes and I file my report.

Madera exits.

Walk-
Where is Griffin?

Soph-
In Asia, in an Asian, in evasion, in...

Walk-
Sophie, you must tell me what you know.

Soph-
I know that I saw Griffin at the party


Talking to a lovely Asian woman,


And he seemed nervous, which is fresh for him,


Though I know our sight often shapes the seen.


I know that Simon Rockwell made a claim


How Griffin just that day had visited


One Mayumi at the Bluebird Bookstore,


Though I know Simon is a maze of motives.


And lastly, I know Griffin did not sleep


In our bed last night, tho where he did sleep


Is as unclear to me as all I know,


And so, what do I know? I know that I


Feel tides of thought, yet no abiding truth.

Walk-
Sophie, I need you to listen to me.

Soph-
Listen to you moan with what is mine?

Walk-
Pardon me?

Soph-
Are you sleeping with my husband?

Walk-
Sophie, please!

Soph-
Tres vrai. For such is trouble,


But sleeping with your boss, that’s promotion.

Walk-
My promotion comes of my performance.

Soph-
And you perform so perfectly, I’m sure.

Walk-
I have not slept with Griffin, is that clear?


You think I’d copulate on some big desk


To gain my little desk, which then must serve


As stage to ever larger copulations?


Your success may be catalyzed by sex,


And thus I pity you, but my career


Is a powerful chain of principles


That abnegates unprincipled submission


To power. Win by shame, you win a scam,


And I can’t live that way.

Soph-
And I can’t live.

Walk-
Listen to me, your life will return.

Soph-
How lost am I that she I still infer


As my traitor is now my counselor.

Walk-
Madera is here to ruin Griffin.

Soph-
Well, send him home. Griffin has ruined himself.

Walk-
I need you to work with me to save him.

Soph-
I do not wish to save him.

Walk-
He is not


Cheating on you. These are seedy tactics


Of those that would uproot him. Trust me, please.

Enter Xiao.

Xiao-
Griffin is approaching.

Walk-
Wait in your room,


And I will send him to you. Now’s the time


To let your trust quiesce all suspicions


That Griffin’s lied to you, for his Accord


And the hate it elicits is the cause


Alone of these disruptions. Wait upstairs,


Believe in me, and think but good of him.

Sophie-
Shall I, Xiao?

Xiao-
He deserves the best you have,


Even if the worst he has requests it.

Exit Xiao and Sophie. Enter Griffin.

Walk-
May I ask where you have been?

Hun-
Yes, you may, but I won’t answer.

Walk-
Madera is in my office.

Hun-
So call an exterminator.

Walk-
He’s set to give a polygraph.

Hun-
Why take a test I know I’ll flunk?

Walk-
Perform the tricks we’ve practiced and you’ll pass.

Hun-
No more lies.

Walk-
It’s your job.

Hun-
I quit.

Walk-
If I’d known you knew that phrase, I never would have known you.

Hun-
You taught me that phrase when you advised me to lie, for at your word I quit my word, unmindful of my better self driving hard at defeat.

Walk-
Since when are you the vengeful victim? Your injury’s your own, as you defeat yourself with your drive to crush your spoiler. But here’s ample remedy - the truth.

Hun-
What’s that?

Walk-
Our role in Corsica lives only in supposition; you may have talked to Scheckel, but you’re ignorant of his death; and if you are sneaking round on Sophie, I can clear that up with chatty cash.

Hun-
If? You defile her with that word.

Walk-
Diplomats are flying in from every nation, Griffin. The Hunter Accord is set to be signed in two days. What principle or passion could be worth your life’s work?

Hun-
You mean my lie’s work.

Walk-
Control your voice. I understand that this is difficult, but pass this test, you are free.

Hun-
How did I get to this misgotten place?

Walk-
By acting on what you believe. Your sense of integrity is nothing next to the peace your Accord will engender. And if that’s abstract, think of me. My life is yours. I work for you. I would slaughter innocence to abolish your corrupters. That is what I’d do for you. Do but this for me.

Hun-
Stupid fucking lies.

Hunter goes into Walker’s office.

Mad-
Mr. Hunter, it is almost seven twenty.

Hun-
I’d tell you why I’m late, but it involves


A bliss too large for bureaucratic ears.

Mad-
My ears may be much larger than you think.

Hun-
Deformity’s the one prerequisite


For work like yours.

Mad-
I like to think myself


A pioneer on evolution’s plain.

Hun-
Your branch is but a short and weak dead end.

Mad-
My branch is long enough to grant me growth,


Strong as it’s secure to the central trunk,


And dead ends into you.

Hun-
So we’re attacht,


And if either falls, the other follows.

Mad-
O, we’re a species far too skilled to fall,


But the branch that holds us may indeed break,


In which case we’ll see who’s been smart enough


To develop the advantage of flight.

Hun-
It’s camouflage, not flight, that holds advantage


When the skies are filled with hawks.

Mad-
So let’s see


How well you’ve hid yourself. Your left arm, please.

Madera plugs him into the machine.

Mad-
Answer every question yes or no.

Hun-
Which one shall I answer?

Mad-
Whichever states the truth.

Hun-
And if both state the truth?

Mad-
May I start?

Hun-
Yes or no.

Mad-
Were you aware of or did you order a plot for the covert abduction and transference of the governor of Corsica to China?

Hun-
No.

Mad-
Do you have any information on Jurgen Sheckel’s death?

Hun-
No.

Mad-
Have you partaken or are you partaking in any illicit activities that might undermine your integrity or that of the United Nations?

Hun-
No.

Mad-
You may go.

Hun-
How long til the results?

Mad-
The hawk will cease the hunt once the field’s clear of rats.

Hun-
Thank you.

Mad-
Thank you?

Hun-
For showing me the liar’s only lesser:


He who seeks a truth to which he’s no right.

All exit. 

Act 2, Phase 4, Scene 2. Sophie’s room. Enter Sophie.

Soph-
The issue’s trust, not touch. O had he sent


His body’s private, sensual message


Into every strange, undeserving spot


To flout my ignorance, I would not care.


There is no truth in touch. A kiss, a stroke,


A thrust or two – flesh is made to fondle.


Yet when to that sole hide-out of my heart


I did admit him, gave him membership,


And heard him swear a deep, undying promise,


How dare he then go romping round the globe


To sell the sacred secrets of our love,


Mutually-derived, keeping for himself


My returns, not only breaking our bond,


But shattering the skeleton of me.


It is trust. Trust is the issue. Only trust


Can give our isolation company,


Our fear respite, our hush an after-voice,


And it is trust that he has raped me of.


Yet O, what if? O what if I have made


Malice of a mere misunderstanding?


Then why the absence, the rumors, the lies


Amidst what should still be our magnet months?


He is, he has, he will continue to,


And I who’d nothing left cannot forgive,


But must, as wisdom disengages wife,


Be done with him. O simple snarl! You say


Be done with him, but he is why you do,


And so, be done with him, be done with you.

Enter Griffin.

Hun-
Sophie, how are you?

Soph-
O, Griffin, si triste, si triste.

Hun-
There’s something I must say.

Soph-
Me too. I’m leaving you.

Hun-
You’re what?

Soph-
I’m happier away from you than with you. So, what’s next?

Hun-
What’s the cause of this?

Soph-
I’ve witnessed the dissemblance that you are.

Hun-
But Sophie.

Soph-
Get out.

Hun-
Sophie, please.

Soph-
I said get out


Before I scream and wake vindictive truth


That you have doped and duped the final time.

Hun-
What have I done?

Soph-
What have you not undone with your filthy, fumbling hands?

Hun-
What have I done? Be specific or be silent.

Soph-
You are sleeping with another woman.

Hun-
And you are speaking of another delusion!

Soph-
My delusions are all that I can trust.

Hun-
You can trust me.

Soph-
Then why did you lie to me of where you had been all day?

Hun-
I was instructed not to tell you as my activities were inimical to your safety.

Soph-
A convenient cinematic twist.

Hun-
My job is substance, yours is show. It affects us, so accept it.

Soph-
Now your substance is shown, must I accept your affections for Mayumi?

Hun-
Excuse me?

Soph-
The woman I saw you with at the party.

Hun-
What about her?

Soph-
You tell me.

Hun-
She is the woman you saw me with at the party just like Rockwell is the man I saw you with at the party. Care to clarify on your affairs with that notorious weapons peddler?

Soph-
I slept here last night.

Hun-
I worked last night. Now, do I pass?

Soph-
No, you fail. We have failed. O don’t you see?


Once, Griffin, I knew you better than myself:


Each morning, when we woke, I’d look across


And see the impetus of all I’d seen;


We walked and there ran a cord between us,


Entwined in some instinctual rapport;


And when you spoke, I heard my thoughts improved,


Like pictures tinted or poems well read.


But recent days, the love is all dispersed,


Like some imaginary friend of my lost infancy.

Hun-
O, Sophie, I am here.

Soph-
All that you are?

Hun-
No, for in truth, I have not been totally true.

Soph-
Be it now, Griffin, whatever it is.

Hun-
It is that I am a man in a mess.


My trust is jeered, my dreams in jeopardy,


Engaged against my will by my own will,


And all because I took that sham advice,


Which you advised against, to force the peace


By trafficing a guilty man to China.

Soph-
All this is from that?

Hun-
All this is from me


Being too proud to say that you were right,


But try to understand my situation:


The world is on the brink. There may be war.


Yet I’ve no comfort for you. Not a word


To give that guarantees our future’s safe,


A future I desire more than ever,


And it is just that lack which has controlled


My actions, my deceptions, and yet which,


By fueling my destructive tendencies,


Show me now I cannot live without you.

Soph-
O, Griffin, am I so selfish?

Hun-
You are honest.

Soph-
It’s all my fault.

Hun-
O, no. I bear some blame.

Soph-
This is all my play. My nerves are so frayed


With opening, I take the slightest hint


Of your impropriety as my cue


To enter in a rage, suspecting thus


My imagination of being on.


It’s hard, this role - it gets into my head.


I must be glamorous, I must appeal,


I must charm the lowest need, that my style


Is ever on display for the critics,


A form of cheating on you gives me guilt


And converts, perhaps, to accusing you


Of things you would not do, as living cast


In others’ lurid wishes, I wish that you


Might do the same that we might bond in shame,


For those we need, we will have, even if


It means needing them to defy our needs,


And so, I want you bad to feel good,


But know, tho my entire approach be false,


I touch down true to you.

Hun-
And I to you.

Enter Xiao.

Xiao-
I’ll come back later.

Hun-
No, Xiao, please. What is it?

Xiao-
I thought you might desire to hear the news:


France and China are in mediation.

Hun-
That is fantastic news.

Xiao-
Chase with nooky.

She exits.

Hun-
Sophie, let us fight no more.

Soph-
If fighting bring such love, let there be war.

They exit.

Act 2, Phase 4, Scene 3. A cliff overlooking the Pacific Ocean. Enter Leveret.

Lev-
I did my job - Hunter and Yumi froze in timeless passion - yet Rockwell rips my sleep for some new scam. Leveret, do me a favor. Sure, boss, you name it. Kill yourself, Leveret. Sad thing is, I’d do it for the perks: lighter work load, longer vacations, and no more Boa. Yet, I dig my gig. Who wouldn’t work, when the option’s to dig a grave? Still, my lack of conscience is more than the wound of coercion. I am, by nature, a night critter. The night is cooler, more zoologic, easier on the eyes. Day people are too hung up on that see-each-other thing. Me? I take the mumbo path - no greetings, no meetings, no beatings. If we all went nocturnal, embraced our outer darkness, and absorbed the cleansing juices of the tenebrific wash, I bet ya life would last like twice as long, cuz the sun is a major source of stress.

Enter Boa.

Boa-
Who ya talkin to, Leveret?

Lev-
My audience, Boa. Those slugs and skates and sponges of the danky darky deep. Buried under megatons of wawa, totally oblivious to the world outside, paddling about, spawning and eating each other, it’s embarrassin to think ya crawled out of it, don’t ya think? Jaggy Crest, Boa! Who painted Santa Fe across your face?

Boa-
Rockwell.

Lev-
And his reason?

Boa-
He was being honest about his feelings.

Lev-
Okay.

Boa-
I poppt your peeps.

Lev-
I got no peeps, Boa.

Boa-
Your techy geeks, your hacky sackers, your crew - I pulled their plum this morning.

Lev-
You’re kiddin me.

Boa-
I ain’t no kid!

Lev-
I mean you’re jokin.

Boa-
Nope. Stompt em out. Boom boom boom.

Lev-
Golly, Boa. Why’d ya do that?

Boa-
Rockwell told me to.

Lev-
His reason?

Boa-
He was being honest about his feelings.

Lev-
Where is Rockwell?

Boa-
Perverting vaginal dribble to milky chuckles.

Lev-
O, boy.

Boa-
He sent your shots to Sophie.

Lev-
He what?

Boa-
We gotta talk.

Lev-
You really snuff my staff?

Boa-
Boom, boom, boom.

Lev-
You take your pill yet, Boa?

Boa-
I ain’t takin no more pills! Those death merchants in bunny suits makin saline titties outta medicine balls be bangin thru my hospital head - big stick, big woman, big stick, big woman - so I ain’t takin no more pills or fish legs, understand?

Lev-
This psychotic episode needs a sequel sanity.

Boa-
I’m killin Griffin Hunter.

Lev-
No, you’re not.

Boa-
Rockwell said and I’m his friend.

Lev-
No, Boa, you’re his tainted toast. He buys you, cheap and airy bread, and sticks you in the heat; but then, his focus shifts, you burn to a crisp, so he chucks you out, boom boom boom.

Boa-
Sounds like you and Griffin, don’t it?

Lev-
Griffin respects me, Boa.

Boa-
Like I respect the finger I just used to scratch my crack.

Lev-
See ya.

Boa-
Leveret, kill Griffin Hunter.

Lev-
No.

Boa-
Then I will.

Lev-
No, you won’t.

Boa-
And why not, Leveret, hu? Hunter, he’s your playboy pit, but bonehead Boa, he’s a retard, take your pill, chatty monkey, why? Don’t bein cell mates five years make us sumthin? Two in the bush beats one in the hand, and Jesus, that’s Islamic.

Lev-
I ain’t havin this conversation. You need help.

Boa-
We’re havin it cuz you need help. Kill Griffin Hunter.

Lev-
What is this obsession with my killing Griffin Hunter?

Boa-
His glory guts you, Leveret. You goony-pigged in that Malaysian buttlab just so he could be out slurpin dog-cheese crepes off Bridgette Bordo’s possible. He succeeds, you suck slag.

Lev-
Crazy, but correct.

Boa-
See, I know you, Leveret. We are communally alone but under one surveillance.

Lev-
Tell me you won’t kill him, Boa.

Boa-
I won’t if you do.

Lev-
I ain’t goin back to prison, Boa.

Boa-
Here.

Boa gives Leveret his gun.

Lev-
What is this?

Boa-
It’s my gun, hash head.

Lev-
Why do I need your gun?

Boa-
So they trace me thru the bullets. I’ll be your skell, Leveret, cuz you’re my only friend, and if one of us is gettin canned, well, it best be the veggie. That’s right. I ain’t so stupid I don’t know I’m stupid. That’s my special brand of smarts. Despite what you think, you outrank me in the brain chain. And while I may be a veggie, you’re a serious chicken. But don’t worry. Chickens feature lotsa meat types. White meat, slippy and soft, like a bad baby. Dark meat, greasy and tough, like the Farthammer. And then there’s the marrow, which you suck from the bone core, and in that, Leveret, there’s courage, know-how, and machete music with a swing.

Lev-
I’m a vegetarian, Boa.

Boa-
I’m a humanitarian, but I still eat people.

Lev-
Thanks, Boa.

Boa-
The man that fucks you must be eaten, else you suffer..what’s that word?

Lev-
Man-fucking?

Boa-
No.

Lev-
Abuse?

Boa-
No.

Lev-
Starvation?

Boa-
Yeah, like star evasion. Douse the star that dazzles you or get juggled by dizzy snakes.

Lev-
Cool.

Boa-
Face it, slut butter. You’re deformed and I’m demented, but they did that to us. Like I can’t count the dads I had cuz each one had three fists, but if this was Yugoslakia, and I had a nervous fix-up, Rockwell’d taste my Spearmint Rhino punkrock milfin mommy Viv, boom boom boom.

Lev-
Did you just threaten to cheat on Rockwell?

Boa-
That was the someone else in me I keep to say such things.

Lev-
Can that someone else teach me how to kill?

Boa-
Point it at my head and retreat after me - Griffin Hunter, I am not your retard.

Lev-
I am not your retard.

Boa-
You cannot abuse me.

Lev-
You cannot abuse me.

Boa-
Boa is my only friend.

Lev-
Boa is my only friend.

Boa-
Now you shoot.

Lev-
How I look?

Boa-
You look like me!

Lev-
Hey, watch yourself!

Boa-
Chimp!

Lev-
Cheat!

Boa-
I love you, Leveret.

Lev-
Flinch.

Leveret kills him.

Lev-
Well taught, Boa. Your flunky passt his boards,


And his diploma is his teacher’s hush.


So, how’s it feel to be that big nuthin


For which you practiced all your lamo life?


It’s gotta beat playin a sick retard


With a pharmaceutical soul. Why so jumpy?


Your life is over. You can quit your job.


Wilted, wilted, all your word salad’s wilted,



But please don’t bitch that I was cruel,


Cuz, man, your life was sad as early death.


So sad, in fact, it made me ask - why live?


To shuck my cob? To force myself to bathe?


To watch my dreams dress up as hopeful clowns


And flop before a house of realists?


This, you audience, is the afterlife:


A mound of meat with mighty plans to rot,


A twitch, a gurgle, then one ubiquitous blah.


You were not my friend, Boa. I hated you


Like I hate an ugly picture of myself,


So I ripped you up. O yeah, you were rich,


With assets of madness in the killions,


All double entered, all intangible,


But I have rolled you over for the interest.


Honesty is acting on our feelings.


Time to go show Rockwell how I’m livin -


See that gravy yard? Now who’s the chicken?

Leveret kicks him into the ocean and exits.

Act 2, Phase 4, Scene 4. Mayumi’s apartment. Enter Mayumi.

May-
Noon, and he said nine. Or did he? My hearing


Was so love-judged, against resounded for,


Muting difference, meaning’s maker. Noon? Nine?


Distinction small of sign but huge of hope,


So you and I, a lie in lieu of life.


I trusted you; my eyes uncurtained wide,


Not that I see out, but that you see in


To enter there the home you made of me.


You looked and then you left, affronting love


With “I’ll be back,” a fine truistic fib,


As your back’s all the you that I behold.


If I’m so cheap, why am I so taken?


What sweet security you must possess,


That all-uncompromising vital cause


Of compromise; so how could I expect


You, t’om all is given, to take a chance?


How could I premise you’d exchange your life


Of peace to live with problematic me?


Yet, might you be that solid dreamy man


Loves most the love that risks the most for love,


Follows his heart, tho it leads thru his head,


Keeps his word even when it tells him lose it?


O you sad human, once a comet came


Into the night of tiny, static dots


And spread a splash of light across the sky


As you stood dazzled, helpless on the ground,


And then it went away, yet still you stand,


Trying to review its transit marvel,


Incapable of honestly admitting


You’ll never see or touch its flash again,


For it is gone, and when it does return


You will be dead, with darkness all around.

Enter Walker.

Walk-
Excuse me, but I’m looking for a story.

May-
Do you have a title?

Walk-
The Death of Griffin Hunter.

May-
I know it as The Life of Griffin Hunter.

Walk-
I know that one as well, as I wrote it,


But this one is by another woman,


Or the other woman, named Mayumi.


Do you know it?

May-
I know it as myself.

Walk-
Then you are the story I desire.

May-
I am not the death of Griffin Hunter.

Walk-
Not yet.

May-
Who are you?

Walk-
Mr. Hunter’s cleaning lady:


I clean his future of complications.

May-
Might I know what you know so’s to avoid


Trying to sell the truth to the truthful?

Walk-
Might I know what you want so’s to avoid


Trying to clean what I should simply toss?

May-
I want to make the Life of Griffin Hunter


A story that ends with me.

Walk-
Yes, let’s speak of you.


This bookstore simply can’t be doing well;


It’s so independent. Name your price in cash,


And deal done, you’ll grant me my request.

May-
What request?

Walk-
To change your story’s ending


To better fit the Life of Griffin Hunter.

May-
And if I don’t?

Walk-
It brings the death of you.

May-
Get out.

Walk-
You must never see him again.

May-
I told you to remove your servile soul


From my happy independent bookstore.

Walk-
A frivolous and deadly decision.

May-
Death? Deadly? Woman, your words are manly.

Walk-
Woman, your man is married, happily.


Why seek the love that dares not act its shame?


Where’s it lead? You meet him, he flirts with you,


His gentleness and passion glimmer new


And genuine, he seems to understand,


To need you in a crazy, childish way,


So you open to him, invite him in,


And in he comes, cuz what’s he got to lose?


Illicit, it’s a thrill; quick, it’s a rush;


Fresh, it feels forever; but, here’s the fact:


Your love’s a circumstance, and once you act


To change the circumstance, you lose the love,


Cuz hidden hot, once opened, quickly cools.


You pocket some tiny, shiny nugget


Of hope, scrubb it down with fretting fingers,


So soon it’s dull; you served his leery sex,


And what brief scanty drudgings of affection


You think are yours are not, for where are you


In this embarrassing fugacity?


Where does she end up who gives herself as food?


Your fantasy husband has a real wife,


And she is everything to him: brilliant,


Beautiful, supportive, future family,


But you were a fleeting, easy release


For whom he had a small, particular need,


Alluring in the moment, afterward


Disgusting, pathologic, dangerous,


In that it could disturb his chosen peace


Worth worlds next this rancid loot of lust.

May-
You know nothing.

Walk-
You won’t see him again.

May-
Griffin has always loved me, loves me now.

Walk-
And you love him?

May-
More than you’ll ever feel.

Walk-
Show your love for him by not seeing him.

May-
Did he send you here?

Walk-
I came on his better behalf.

May-
Time has trained me not to trust “on behalf.”


I will hear from his own lips what he loves


Or perish ever striving at his mouth.

Walk-
Say you will not see him or you perish.

May-
That woman threatens woman not to love


Proves the peace you protect atrocity.

Walk-
That you would prop yourself above his peace


Proves you love takes its orders from your twat.

May-
Get out.

Walk-
Will you pursue him?

May-
Til I die.

Walk-
Then woman take up weapon against woman.

Walker draws her gun.

May-
It’s you, his protector, that destroys him.

Walk-
Swear you will not see him.

May-
What? So you can?

Walk-
Look at my gun.

May-
It’s proof that you love him.

Walk-
I love his vision for the world.

May-
I love his vision in the world.

Walk-
You will leave this world if you see him.

May-
If I can’t see him, why be in this world?

Walk-
Look at my gun and make the choice to live.

May-
Love his peace, yet kill his love? The choice is yours.

Walk-
He is my choice.

She shoots Mayumi. Griffin calls out.

Griffin-
Mayumi?

Walk-
What I did, I did for him.

Walker hides. Enter Griffin.

Hun-
O what is this? Mayumi? In the head?


No breath, no pulse. Mayumi? Yumi, speak!


Your silence screams the truth. O she is dead.


By self or other? O what’s it matter?


Some conscience so severe it bludgeoned guilt,


Some feeling so fine it found out innocence,


I am the other; I did this slaughter.


I who could not choose am now too chosen


To wake too late into your needless sleep.


O look at you! O ancient infancy,


O simple wisdom, O shattered peace,


I lied to all the world to lie with you;


O you were springs and orchards in my soul,


Which, lacking care, now rot with proud pollution.


I see the world vicious, and so it is.


O let me follow you into that nap


Without alarm or dream or wince…but no.


I have no right to end my life for you


When you so urged me live it for myself.


At least among the lies that formed our love


We had one cherished, tortured chance at truth.


Let me live, for life has left me yet some love.


Forgive me, Yumi. All the lies I’ve told,


I still do not know how to lie to you,


So I perceive no solace save this pain;


She lives whom you have taught me how to love.


What most to do for you but live thru her?


My future will be your fresh memory,


I’ll speak for you in my apology,


And love my limit, born of you so vast;


Tho you were my first, she shall be my last.

He exits. Walker emerges. Enter Madera and cops.

Walk-
Now selfless, I am ever self-condemned.

Mad-
Well, well. What evil’s left for us to do


When those who talk of peace be killers too?

All exit.

Act 2, Phase 5, Scene 1. In the lobby of the San Francisco Opera House. Rockwell with reporters.

Reporter 1-
The United Nations Charter was signed


Inside this San Francisco Opera House,


Where Ms. Sophie Berceau will soon perform


Her buzzed-up American stage debut,


And where her husband, Griffin Hunter,


Hopes diplomats will soon sign his Accord.


Historical irony, backstage lobbying,


Or matrimonial machinations?

Rock-
Yes.

Enter Leveret.

Lev-
We gotta talk.

Rock-
Do I know you?

Lev-
We ain’t bonded yet, so let me rivet you. I’m the lowly sherpa luggd your fat khalifa five gimpy years up and down the narrow edge of nihilistic wealth, while you, you what, you what? You stab me in the back to goad me on, so, now you pay the toll - I just threw that light-head heavy, Boa, off a cliff, and left him bobbin in the surf like a statue to stupidity. How’s that, boss? Like that, boss? Now gimme back my photos or I’m blowin Vaad Sirat.

Rock-
You killed Boa?

Lev-
My gift of the gab is now a gift of the gun.

Rock-
But why?

Lev-
He snufft my staff and had it out for Hunter.

Rock-
He what?

Lev-
You ordered him to do it!

Rock-
Boa said...

Lev-
Boa said...

Rock-
Boa said the government watched him thru his TV. Khiyama, Leveret. These are blatant lies.

Lev-
I want my photos.

Rock-
What have you to do with them?

Lev-
What have you to do with them?

Rock-
What I want.

Lev-
It’s her opening!

Rock-
Yes it is.

Lev-
What am I to you?

Rock-
You are my dependent.

Lev-
You spawn defections.

Rock-
Are you defecting?

Lev-
I have humiliated myself in your service. Where once stood a man with trust and ambition, now gapes a muttering loophole of deceit. And I’m the cause. Kill Simon Rockwell.

Rock-
This is the finest moment of your life.

Lev-
Are those ears on your head or mushrooms growin out your skull?

Rock-
Such honesty!

Lev-
Is it honest to betray your only friend?

Rock-
You didn’t betray me, Leveret. I betrayed you. I am the cause. A man at the end of his rope has lotsa swing, so I used you, Leveret, to stop my spin. And for that I am sorrow without thought of transformation.

Lev-
Do you care that I shot Boa?

Rock-
Rabid dogs must rest. You’ve always been, will always be, my intimate wall, and when you fall, the khamsin will erode me like a crumbly mosque, but you in remnant, insha’Allah, you will remain, my chosen, my disciple, my son.

Lev-
I’m not your son.

Rock-
Really?

Lev-
Really.

Rock-
O, what is really? We have a power in us, Leveret, that can leap the gorge of fact, and make what really isn’t really be.

Lev-
We have that power, don’t we?

Rock-
For me or against me, Leveret?

Lev-
For you.

Rock-
Hugs, my son.

Lev-
All this was for Sophie?

Rock-
What, you sayin she ain’t worth it?

Lev-
You think you’ll get her?

Rock-
Hey, I ain’t so bad.

Lev-
You’re pretty bad.

Rock-
No more, my son. I’m cleaning up my act so I can play with you. But hey, since Boa’s cancelled, or should I say, been cancelled, I’ve got an extra ticket, front and center. Care to join me?

Lev-
Sure.

Rock-
After you, my son.

Lev-
Mr. Rockwell, what about tomorrow?

Rock-
Tomorrow, what? I kill you. It’s a joke, my son. Tomorrow is tomorrow. Tonight is theater!

They exit.

Enter Vivian and actors.

Viv-
People, we have worked and we are tired, but now we must not let exhaustion in. Our lines are crystallized into emotion, our motions motivated by our thoughts, and all our free intentions one tight action. We’ve stumbled thru this play, now must we run. Speak clear and loud, yet preserve each nuance. Keep your pace, yet pause enough for hearing. Make each moment show its meaning, but do not make it more than it can mean, holding your present emotion upon you while keeping your next inside you. Yes, you are the star, but one among many, so be yourself immediate, tho mediated by all, using every part of you to decide which part imparts all of you. And remember - it is duplicity that dooms the actor. Seize one object at a time. Let the conscious choice express the unconscious alternatives, looking to the end while playing all as a beginning. Move as you speak, and speak movingly, but most of all, commit, commit, commit. That’s it. Fly or fall, make em think you dance. Now go out there and kill that audience!

Enter SM.

SM-
Flowers for Ms. Berceau.

Sophie-
Griffin?

SM-
Rockwell.

Sophie opens the card and sees the photos of Griffin and Mayumi.

SM-
Places!

Powers-
See you in heaven, Sophie.

Powers exits.

Soph-
O ce n’est pas juste.

Sophie exits.

Vivian reads the card.

Viv-
“This photo of a cheat proves all I promised you:


An old love’s found false, a new love’s found true.


Meet me in your room. Simple Simon.”

Powers enters on stage.

Powers-
Your silence most confuses me, beautiful Irena;


Please, come and name my crime or I shall die of peacefulness.

Sophie does not enter.

Powers-
When will this world rise to my standards?

All exit.

Act 2, Phase 5, Scene 2. Sophie’s room at Rockwell’s. Vivian is showering and singing. Enter Rockwell.

Viv-
When I was a girl, happy and free,


No one could ever truly like me,


For I laught too much, for I laught too much.

Rock-
O how your singing does rejuvenate my spirit.

Viv-
Now I’m a woman, wise and unfree,


No one can ever truly love me,


For I cry too much, for I cry too much.

Rock-
Never has so savory a reward come of such a rotten undergrabbing.

Viv-
When I am dead, hush and unseen,


No one will ever truly miss me,


For I hid too much, for I hid too much.

Rock-
I’m in bed, my love!

Viv-
Under the sheets and close your eyes


And you will get a big surprise!

Rock-
The best part of being an adult is acting like a kid.

Vivian comes out of the shower and grabs the sword off the wall.

Viv-
I hope that Vivian does not come home.

Rock-
I hope she does, for then you could direct her in how to please me. She was as inept in ecstasy as I in ethics.

Viv-
You loved her once.

Rock-
Not once. She came frozen off the grill.

Viv-
Are you ready?

Rock-
Yes, O yes, but speak in French.

Viv-
Very well, Simple. Au revoir!

Rockwell pulls the sheets aside.

Rock-
Vivian, no!

Viv-
Vivian, yes!

Rock-
Put down the sword!

Viv-
I’ll put it down you throat!

Rock-
Spare me, please!

Viv-
You are past appeal.


The court of your own cruelty condemns you.

Rock-
What is my crime?

Viv-
O what is not your crime?


The work that was morphotic to my soul


You haggled for, for what, a piece of ass?


Our love, which at your death I testify


Was warm and real, your burning urgency


Has scalded to a cold and vapid cinder.


And like this costive ravage weren’t enough


To warrant you be slathered in your grool,


Your humor’s so humiliated me,


A violence once inimical to sense


Now forms the bulk of my depleted conscience,


And for that crass conversion, you must die.

Rock-
Okay, so I’m sick! Give me your pity.


I need assistance, not brutality.


Perhaps I have done wrong, but what’s the cause


Except my morals lapst before your genius?

Viv-
O, no. I am no Anne. Such dicey praise


But flatters my resolve to hack you up!

Rock-
Let me be honest, then, before I die.

Viv-
Your only honest act will be to die.

Rock-
I am a bad man, Vivian.

Viv-
No shit.

Rock-
I mean that I have dealt the tools of death


Lacking all compunction or condition.


The bombing in Beijing, I sold the wares,


And many acts of evil prior to.

Viv-
Why tell me this? I can but kill you once.

Rock-
I tell you to exonerate your guilt,


For murder is the mimicry of love


When we kill who would steal life from us.

Viv-
If this is mimicry, my guilt compounds


For emulating you is pure remorse.

Rock-
But don’t you see, my wife? That’s our routine!


When two strong minds enter a weak contract,


More easily broken than their harsh demands,


The attack of affection that results


Makes of each more than either was alone.


Intimacy turns to claustrophobia,


Claustrophobia turns to paranoia,


Paranoia turns to covert terror,


And soon, the bedroom is a battleground


Whereon our spirit’s tested and improved.


It’s normal, natural. I accept it.


Your art obtains its subject in my arms,


My violence giving play to your desires,


Your plays returning peace thru my forgiveness.


A show of autonomic freedom we,


All mad and all marvelled at for madness!

Viv-
O shut up.

Rock-
No, I’ll speak to save myself!

Viv-
I would forgive, but the arsenal you’ve shown


Has blitzt the reconciling part of me.

Rock-
There’s more in me to show. I hold so much


I can’t control what surges out, yet you


Could direct the tests, search for artifacts


Within the vit’rous test-site of my heart.

Viv-
To search it, I will have to cut it out.

Rock-
Then cut, for in me lies your vindication!

Viv-
A sterile, freak forgiveness that forgives


A woman who has mated with a worm.

Rock-
Wondrous power of creative woman


To with that worm engender a new human.

Viv-
I am far too old.

Rock-
I am far too young.

Viv-
O, Semion, how much you’ve meant to me.

Rock-
My meaning was constructed thru your craft.

Viv-
More tears? You are a giant, hairy baby.

Rock-
You scared me.

Viv-
Well, I’m sorry. It’s allright.

Rock-
What a troublesome, amazing journey


Our life has been because we stuck so close.

Viv-
When I first saw you, it was like the sun


Had snuck one night into a human shape


In order to be brighter being dense,


Yet kinder in the freedom to come near,


And I knew instantly, here was a man


Whose scope of life gave me a silly hope


That someday I might with him gladly die.


Please, know that now, before our time is thru.

Rock-
O Vivian, our time shall never end,


For we are always opening again,


Progressing thru incredible reversions,


And running onward, ever, ever, ever.

Viv-
And yet what opens must at some point close.

Rock-
O must it?

Viv-
Yes, it must.

Rock-
But why, Vivian, why?

Viv-
Because, Semion,


Reality inevitably enters.

She stabs him.

Rock-
So this is real?

Viv-
No, Simon, it’s a play;


The one you took from me, which goes to show


Catharsis will occur, on stage or off.

Rock-
I wasn’t acting when I said those things.

Viv-
Yet now I would suggest you act your part,


For death is easier if you pretend


That once it happens you just walk away.

Rock-
Must I die?

Viv-
The formula says revenge.

She stabs him.

Rock-
Vivian, O my wife, where have you gone?

Viv-
To sanitize myself of you, but, please,


Simon, the audience is tired. Act!

Rok-
I can’t. I’m lost. O help me purify


My body of its graft before I...

She stabs him.

Viv-
Cut.


I’ll check that line for you. It ends on “die.”

Rock-
Adonai, anee shav eleyha O!

Rockwell dies.

Viv-
I always knew his last words would escape me.

All exit.

Act 2, Phase 5, Scene 2. Leveret’s place. Enter Leveret and Sophie.

Lev-
Lincoln leave the penny? Yes. Jesus renounce Christ? Okay. Shakespeare second rate? Uh hu. But Griffin leave Sophie? I can’t think it without disavowing thought.

Soph-
Then see his disavowal in the thought unthinkable.

She hands Leveret the photos.

Lev-
Photos can be fabricated.

Soph-
So can feelings.

Lev-
Someone must have set him up, cuz this is not his style.

Soph-
He’s always been a cheat.

Lev-
To always be a cheat is the rarest of all triumphs.

Soph-
Did you know of this?

Lev-
I only knew he loved you.

Soph-
He loved my naivete. Tho now I’m wise as time, yet dumb to why he’d sell so cheap a love so well made.

Lev-
There lies in Griffin what lies in all - anger, envy, sadness, lust, ambition - yet he also holds a power few possess - these qualities control him tho he is in control, and imbalance being the most human trait, losing himself, he gained humanity, and from that humanity, he regained that power whereby he first attracted you, so how condemn him for the fire you kindled by your love?

Soph-
My love kindled words of commitment.

Lev-
Words? What are words worth? We give our word because we cannot keep it.

Soph-
O Leveret, you glorify the lie. But hear from one who lives it: deception is the violence of the coward.

Lev-
Look, we share a similar role in all regards to Griffin - he used me, abandoned me, cheated me, in fact, but I keep coming back. And why? Because he has that power.

Soph-
Power of a source corrupt is all-corrupting power.

Lev-
The power to forgive is incorruptible.

Soph-
Forgiveness must abate when it veers at self-destruction.

Lev-
You self-destroy? Look at him! He is a warzone of identity: treaty- or trouble-maker, lover or liar, Hunter or Huzala, so help him find his peace.

Soph-
Huzala?

Lev-
His name, the one I took to serve his time, for killing that guy in Hong Kong, that guy who hit on Yumi. Ah, he didn’t tell you.

Soph-
O to travel back and spay the Eve of empty men.

Enter Griffin.

Hun-
Sophie?

Soph-
Griffin Huzala!

Hun-
You told her?

Soph-
A perfect porn name, don’t you think?

She throws the photos at Griffin.

Hun-
Where did you get these?

Soph-
From Simon Rockwell, my fiance. He proved my life a lie and then said, “Be true to me.” What actress could say no to such a coup d’theatre!

Hun-
Your fiance?

Soph-
That’s right. Sophie and Simon. It has a ring, no?

She throws her wedding ring at him.

Hun-
You are my wife.

Soph-
I am your nightmare and you’ll sleep no more with me.

She goes to exit.

Hun-
All I can do is beg your forgiveness.

Soph-
To forgive you would imply that you mean something to me, when in fact you’re just a wrong turn I took to find true love, so goodbye. I’ll be in souther France with my Simple.

Hun-
Sophie, I was wrong, and you have every right to leave, but know how I love you.

Soph-
How you love me? You love her.

Hun-
I loved her.

Soph-
Lies burst from his mouth like bullets from a bed.

Hun-
Not so, for I was also engaged today - to the truth, and that’s a wife I’ll never cheat. I loved her in the past, for she is gone.

Soph-
Gone to where you’ll meet her once I go.

Hun-
If your leaving brings my death, which it might.

Lev-
Mayumi’s dead?

Hun-
I just left her body where it lies in silent truth.

Lev-
But how?

Hun-
That’s no matter. Vengeance is the crime, not the cure.

Soph-
Yet O how I am cured by this vengeance!

Hun-
It is wrong for you to be, but I understand you are.

Soph-
Sweet Simon’s won my life by this death.

Lev-
What was that?

Soph-
I told him, murder her, marry me.

Hun-
Sophie, no.

Soph-
Voila la matrimonie, mon amie.

Hun-
Sophie, no.

Lev-
Look, you two. Here’s the truth. I work for Rockwell, he wanted you dead cuz he wanted you in bed, but I talked him into scandal and framed the Yumi stunt, so all this bad stuff started good, so let’s just chill, okay?

Soph-
Never write plays, Leveret. Your plots are too implausible.

Hun-
Did Rockwell kill Mayumi at your request?

Soph-
If you were writing the play, how would you have me answer?

Hun-
With the truth.

Soph-
The truth as I know it, the truth as I want it, or the truth as I fear it?

Hun-
The truth as it is.

Soph-
I said kill her and she is dead. You make the truth as it is.

Lev-
Sadly, that’s a plausible plot. 

Soph-
Exit Sophie, smiling.

Hun-
Rockwell proved his love for you by enacting death, but I prove my love for you by forgiving death, so leave, but his love is less than mine.

Soph-
Nothing’s less than your love, as it is not.

Hun-
It is, and it is all for you.

Soph-
Then why seek her?

Hun-
I found her long before you and could not prevent my past, but I am healed of regression, starving for our future.

Soph-
I don’t know what to do.

Hun-
Let me come to you.

Soph-
You must promise never again.

Hun-
I promise never again but to promise


These promises to you, O my sweet love:


I promise to savor your sadness,


To often see yet more speak your beauty;

Soph-
To imbibe your silence and your screams,


To take you places and to be taken.

Hun-
I promise to follow your wildest whim,


To share my secrets and to honor yours;

Soph-
To be more patient with you than with myself,


To be honest and to crave your being so;

Hun-
I promise to adore all you adore,


To promote your youth and relish your age;

Soph-
To find my sustenance in your providing,


To plan my day, my year, my life thru you;

Hun-
But most, I promise love in loyalty.

Soph-
All these I promise.

Hun-
Til death do us part.

Soph-
O Griffin, yes.

He strangles her.

Lev-
Griffin, stop, or I will shoot!

Sophie dies.

Lev-
You killed her, man!

Hun-
She is, was, the killer.

Lev-
How do you know?

Hun-
She never lied.

Lev-
Poor Sophie.

Hun-
Rich Sophie, as she’s left this thieving world.

Madera calls from outside.

Mad-
Hunter!

Lev-
Yo, we gotta go.

Hun-
You set me up?

Lev-
To save your life.

Hun-
I wish you’d taken it.

Lev-
We gotta go.

Hun-
No more we. This is the end of our alliance.

Lev-
Fine, you go, I’ll fix this, then catch up.

Hun-
O Leveret, don’t you see? All my life I’ve lived off you, and this is what it brings. No more. I want to be alone with her. Go!

Mad-
Hunter!

Lev-
No, I won’t! What am I without you? You showed me how to walk to what I want. There is someone for everyone, and you are that someone for me. I believe in you.

Hun-
And that is your radiant mistake. Go. Do better. Be free of me. I am a poison man.

Lev-
You are my poison.

Mad-
Griffin Hunter!

Hun-
Go, and swear you’ll let me handle this.

Lev-
Only if you swear I’ll see you again.

Hun-
Never.

Lev-
No!

Hun-
Fine, in one month, at the Sleeping Panda, where Yumi used to wait.

Lev-
I can trust you with yourself?

Hun-
Trust me only with myself.

Lev-
So, then, this one’s yours.

Hun-
Ya habibi.

Lev-
Ya habibi.

Leveret exits, but hides around the corner.

Hun-
That is the last lie I will ever tell.

Enter Walker and Madera.

Hun-
Detective Madera, and defective Walker. Finally, it’s back to business. How goes France and China? Did I pass the polygraph? Has the Hunter Accord been signed? The worst men often have the best ideas.

Mad-
Hands up, Hunter, and do not move.

Walk-
Sophie? Why?

Hun-
O, that. Just doing my job. Sophie urged Rockwell, Rockwell killed Mayumi, so I killed Sophie. Now you’ll kill me, and peace will spring eternal. Why the cuffs, Walker?

Walk-
I killed Mayumi.

Mad-
Do not move!

Hun-
You lie.

Mad-
I found her there, hot gun in hand.

Hun-
No! Sophie told me! Rockwell did it, and she was leaving here to be with him.

Mad-
Rockwell’s dead, murdered by his wife.

Hun-
Murdered by his wife?

Mad-
She turned herself in.

Walk-
I did it to save you from this scandal.

Hun-
Sophie was innocent?

Walk-
Sophie alone.

Mad-
The cops are on their way, so just stay still.

Hun-
I will stay still, beside the peace I’ve made,


The peace for which I’ve fought, the peace of death


In which all truth I loved now softly lies.


Here is my life’s work: the death of my wife.


She, an innocent, now absent wonder,


Shows what brutal motives drive us to love,


What violent, vengeful urges throttle us


Thru our desires, as the aurora swoops


In hot reflection off the icy shards,


But such an image I with me despoil.


Toxic my interiors - all you see


Of me is but device for distribution,


So am I sick infection to us all.


No more. You pure abundant splendors, rest


From my fresh-fouling mind, which gouged the tale


Of how between two goods, full war can wage.


She is dead. And she is dead. And I’m to die.


O total and unending isolation!


You living, you must ask of these deceast:


Is violence, then, the only way to peace?

Mad-
Hunter, leave or live.

Hun-
Stay, and more will die.


When they say I lied, say I lied for love,


And that my only crime was confusion.

Walk-
Listen to him, Griffin.

Hun-
Let there be peace.

Mad-
Hunter, stop!

Leveret jumps out.

Lev-
Let him go!

Madera shoots Hunter, Leveret shoots Madera.

Lev-
I leave you to yourself, look what happens.

Hun-
You lied to me.

Lev-
I could not go.

Hun-
Remember...

Hunter dies.

Mad-
Walker, call back-up.

Lev-
You killed Griffin Hunter.

Mad-
Hunter killed himself long ago.

Leveret picks up Madera’s walkie-talkie.

Lev-
This is Gryphon Huzala, aka Salubrious Muck, of the organization, Vaad Sirat, and you can cancel that back-up call, cuz we’ve decided to delete all pertinent data.

Leveret shoots Madera dead.

Lev-
The only love I’ve ever known is dead, and yet I’ve never felt more alive.

Walk-
You are Vaad Sirat?

Lev-
In failure, I am great.

Sirens appear in the distance.

Walk-
Sirens.

Lev-
They are seabulls.

Walk-
They are sirens.

Lev-
That’s what sailors called them when they dreamt of loving women but they are only fat and violent seabulls.

Walk-
You loved him.

Lev-
As did you.

Walk-
No, I only loved his Accord, and that is doomed.

Lev-
So are you.

Walk-
Do what is right.

Lev-
Right and wrong ain’t but heads and tails.

Walk-
Tails I win.

Lev-
Heads you lose.

He flips. Heads, he kills her; tails, they exit together.

THE END.
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