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PREFACE
This play is a collage of the American historical
| andscape. It offers a wide range of design, acting

and directing styles m xed together. The full play
of fers extensive instructions on ny vision for the
pl ay as an ensenbl e piece. You can download it on
my website.

| had the good fortune to study with Paul Sills at
NYU Ti sch School of the Arts. | also toured the USA
wor ki ng wi th Chanber Theater Productions out of
Boston, an off-shoot or type of Story Theater.

| mprovi sation was also a large part of ny training
and teaching/directing later on. This piece utilizes
these forns of expression, as well as (hopefully) ny
own genre borne fromthose influences. Most
inportantly, the collage, nmerging of various forns
of theater we've discovered, are all onstage, when
necessary for the greatest effect; from Conedy to
Psychol ogi cal Realism Theater of Alienation, Visual
Art Conposition in varying fornms (Matisse, Cezanne,
and many ot hers) and experinental theater forns.

EXCERPT 1

After wal king wth his wal ker, bags
tied to it, for about ten seconds
THE BEGGAR begi ns to speak directly
to the audi ence.

BEGGAR

It was tiring. The constant pressure. Led to disgust.

It took time. Alot of time. To wear down. The fiber of
confort. My patriotism Love of delusion. To give up.
But | saw his face blown apart. | saw children’'s arns
piled high and set on fire. In wars that should never
have been. Money wars. N ghtrmares. Pain. Now...l walk. |
wal k. Alot. Wth this walker. It’s ny home. The cenent
knows ne. It hears nme comng. | think of nothing but ny
chi | dhood.

Nice Grl enters down stage right.
She is dressed in a white dress

down to her ankles, with an Anerican
Beauty Contest Banner draped over
her. She is beautiful and speaks
directly to the audi ence. Throughout
her entire speech she wears a | arge
phony smle like the Mss Anerica
candi dates, people trying to | ook
perfect, say all the right things,
and present a fictitious yet expected



exanpl e of what beauty shoul d | ook
like.

BACK WALL | MAGE: The Killers and
Presidents on the screen nove to

the side and a photo of Donald Trunp
smling boldly with his arm around

a young, under-aged, contestant
appears center.

NI CE G RL
(to audi ence, big smle)
Hello. I'"’mnice. | like to be nice. Look nice. Sound
nice. Snell nice. 1’ve always been nice. Ever since |
can renmenber. | love to act polite. Accommopdati ng.
Soci al . Seek approval, and go out of ny way to give it.
| hel p other people whenever | can. | exercise, eat

right and shave ny legs and arnpits regularly. And,
use lvory.

BEGGAR

(still wal king very slowy)
Me as a child. Me as a teenager. Me as a col |l ege student.
Me as a dreaner. A believer. Me as a head perceiving
the world through the illusions given to ne.
Expectations. Beliefs. A proper process with all the
right answers. A particular manner. A responsible way.
(to an audi ence nenber holds out his hand) Hey m ster?
Got a quarter?

Nl CE G RL
(rmodel i ng)
Like ny hair? | take good care of it. And, | use only
natural make up, sparingly. Organic. O course. | take

yoga cl asses, cooking cl asses, good-parenting cl asses,
good spousal - preparatory cl asses, and keep ny body in
perfect shape for everyone. So they like nme. My body is
quite...nice...t00...See... She begi ns renoving her clothes.
Underneath, she reveals a white bikini with the words
“Mss Arerica” witten across her breasts and groin
(“M ss across her breasts, “Anerica” across her groin.)
She nodel s herself seductively but not overtly sexual.



EXCERPT 2

The juxtapositions of history, the
stagi ng on stage agai nst the
projections on the rear wall, create
numer ous synboi ¢ statenments about
American history. In this case, the
cruelty of our systemat its core,
selling people’'s dignity, for profit,
a prostituted val ue system

This sequence is in the center of
the play, the underbelly hidden
prior energing.

The Beggar, from Excerpt 1, has

been sitting against a wall

t hroughout the play, seem ngly
asleep. Mommy is in Tableau in her
home eating and tal king on the phone.

SI SSY has been sitting on her
suitcase, putting on makeup,
transform ng her froma nice Catholic
School student who ran away from
home, to find a career in Porn.

PIMP is a white man dressed in a
gray pin striped suit, who enters
and | ooks at Sissy, and who speaks
ina 1970's cliche’ Black Pinp
Accent. He he grabs Sissy fromthe
back of her neck, and wal ks down
stage back and forth selling her to
t he audi ence.

DADDY (Sissy’s father) sits upstage
center, in a porn novie theater,
watching a porn film that is playing
on the wall behind him

The lighting reflects a dark, sleazy
underwor |l d, hidden from view now
fully exposed |ike a bare ass on
Madi son Avenue.

Pl MP
(to Sissy)
Baby... \What you say? This is ny day. OK? This can be

your pay.

He pulls out a huge roll of noney
and puts it up to her face smling.



Pl MP
Ri ght baby?

S| SSY
| guess.

Pl MP

Sexy Ladyyy. We'll call you Barby Dol lyyy. You said you
wants to be in ny filnms aint dat the truth?

SI SSY
Yes thank you.

Pl MP
K den...(to audi ence) ..and man she da best piece of
mer chandi se a sal esman could pray dig wt | say? Jus

fromher long blonde siiiiilk and her pert w de nouth
for sone deep tongue kisssssin’ an’ the body woo0000000
for sonme nice hard fuckin’ — she’ll learn to do anything
ya want baby — and man she’s new di g? HUNG RYYYY for
that snmear alllll ova her nice young face! New as a
nmornin’ rosebud outta the farm and not her earth pure

and sweet innocent and ready to be used |ike cotton —
dig? O isit — PICK

Chri st opher Col unbus enters upstage
center, and steps up onto a high

pl atform so he’ s hi gh above the
downst age | evel just over Daddy’s
head. He is in full Captain garb

and begins to sway back and forth
slowy as if he were on a ship. He
puts his hand over his eyes to bl ock
out the sun | ooking out for |and.
Several rough seanen, w th bandannas,
sone with eye patches, beards, etc.,
enter fromstage right and left and
surround him | ooking out as well.
Col unbus is much hi gher than the
nmen.

Bel ow Col unbus, and above Daddy, a
bl ack fermal e slave with her shirt
pul |l ed over so her back is exposed,
enters, grabbing the edge of a
platformfar stage right and a white
mal e sl ave owner enters hol ding an

i magi nary whi p.

As he notions whi pping her, the
Foley Artist uses a real whip to
make the sl ashing sounds. Wth each
whi p, the Sl ave screans in agony,



and withes in pain, her face out
t owar ds t he audi ence.

VWH P. SLAVE G RL SCREAMS.

Pl MP
Li ke demcotton ml|s?

VWH P. SLAVE G RL SCREAMS.

Pl MP
Li ke our past.

VWH P. SLAVE G RL SCREAMS.

Pl MP
Mast er dude puts it in the rear, father sheds a tear,
begs himnot to tear and get’s shot in his head on dat
frontier — you dig?

VWH P. SLAVE G RL SCREAMS.

Pl MP
Yeah baby | knows you do. She’'s fresh right off the
bush but she’s shavin’ dat bush — jus for your lickin'.

Ni ce an’ snmooth on duh tongue. Tight and slippery on
duh di ck.

VWH P. SLAVE G RL SCREAMS. THE SLAVE
G RL POSES | N AGONY, THE MASTER
SM LI NG AT H S PONER OVER HER.

CHRI STOPHER COLUMBUS
Land mates. | see | and!

RONDY Cheers of nen.
VH P. SLAVE G RL SCREANMS.

CHRI STOPHER COLUMBUS
NEW LAND — NEW RI CHES FOR ALL OF US!

Cheers of nen.

CHRI STOPHER COLUMBUS
This is our mssion. To win this land. To take it anyway
we can. Do you hear ny words — they are the will of our

Queen!

Cheers of nen.

VWH P. SLAVE G RL SCREAMS.



BACK WALL | MAGE: Center imge becones
an image of 5 or nore bl ack peopl e,
men and wonen, hanging froma | arge
tree.

Nl CE G RL enters downstage of

Col unbus under his feet near the
beggar who is still asleep from Act
1 and across fromthe Slave Grl
and her Master.

NICE GRL is now A HOOKER and poses
in a typical street pose. But she’s
seriously burnt out, a heroin addict
hi di ng her pain, scotching her arns,
a conpl ete change — but we nust

know it is the NNce Grl fromearlier
in the play. Around her waist, and
clearly readable is the Mss Anerica
shawl she wore in Act 1, but now
with soot, ripped, and tattered
filthy edges.

Nl CE G RL
(to the audience, rough,
hard, tired voice)
Hey baby, want a date?

Pose.
Pl MP
(regardi ng Sissy)
She was sittin’ there you know jus’ sittin |ike a baby
lanmb an’ | cane along and saved her fromthe sins of

the street took ‘er in gave her a place to stay like
the bowel s of old wooden ships sailin’ cross the ocean
each wave a little farther from hone each novenent of
the tide jolting the nmenory of the graceful wild outta
ya' pretty little head each twi st of your arm squeezed
by chains bolted to the vessels walls taking you away
far fromyourself fromyour hone the scents of the free
birds the faces of the tribe all fading and this new

t hing surrounds you on all sides its new |like you
couldn’t guess at fromwhere you were free — an’ so
many whips flyin' .

VWH P. SLAVE G RL SCREAMS.

Pl MP
Stingin’ orders fromangry |ips.

VWH P. SLAVE G RL SCREAMS.
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Pl MP
Mean white eyes burning |ike flanmes massive ignorance
drunk drinking the | and and your blood passin’ this
i nnocent thing fromnatures nomy to civilized towns
| ookin” at teeth, bones, nuscle, to be sold or not to
be sol d.

VWH P. SLAVE G RL SCREAMS.

Pl VP
For da pleasure of the master race and in centuries
past cones down on you through the bigoted eyes of sons
and daughters deadly opinions believed everything built
by it up and high lived by blindin everything |ike
pitch forks in a church and so she’s here |like her?

VWH P. SLAVE G RL SCREAMS.

The Slave Grl’'s Master aggressively
grabs the slave girl and puts his
groin up agai nst her rear, and hol ds
her head down, so the upper half of
her body is flat on a platform her
face out towards us. They shoul d be
directly over, or near, Sissy and
Young Man — but in different
centuries.

BACK WALL | MAGE: 42nd Street 1970’ s
of Porn houses, snutty ugly and

bl atant bright |ights, neon signs,
prostitutes everywhere, and a Screen
Shot of PORN HUB honepage filled

W th snutty sex.

Pl VP
Want her? Wul d you take her? Do things to her? Mke
her yours? No one’ Il know what sinful things you have

on your mnd — you can own her? For a little while.
Love her? Use her. Make her your toy. She’'s cheap.
'cause she’ desperate. Can’t |live alone she’'ll go with
you ’'cause she’'s scared isn’t it beautiful? Isnt it

| ovel y? Isn’t she so, so lovely? Born to be owned.

On the word “owned” Pinp sw ngs
around fast as Cash and Pan seemto
pop out of nowhere and they neet
eye to eye. Pinp throws his arm out
fast, pal mup and Cash slaps a rol
of noney into his hand.

CASH is fat, wears thick sungl asses
whi ch cover the front and sides of
his eyes. He wears a winkl ed, shabby



slightly too big black business

suit and black thin tie, shiny black
shoes and bl ack socks. His hair is

bl ack and thickly greased back al nost
Dracula like. He is nean and harsh
and | oud. He snokes a thick |ong

fat cigar and wears |large gold rings.

PAN (the porn caneraman)fol | ows

with an invisible novie canera.

This canmera is fromthe early silent
filmera, and he winds it in |arge

sl ow even novenents — very controlled
and precise. Pan is thin and greasy,
but has black hair and wears a
typical turn of the 20th century
costune: overalls, work boots, and

a short cap — like workers in
Anmerica s Industrial Age. He sl unps
and | ooks ill.

Pan never stops filmng — even if
there is nothing to film He points
the canera at the audience and fil ns
t hem novi ng the canmera from st age
left to right and back, nmoving in
and back, when not directed to film
stage acti on.

CASH
(to sissy)
Ya Hred. Welcone to the big time bitch

Cash grabs Sissy violently by the
back of her hair and throws her
center stage violently — she | ands
on her back.

CASH
Strip, then dance for me — or get the fuck outta here.
You want a career, baby? Do |like the man says. STRIP

Si ssy, nervous snmiles and starts to
dance in pl ace.

CASH
You call that sexy? My grandnother could do better than
that. This is the sex industry — we want open wld
uni nhi bited smut — you gotta get inside of your slut
for us. Can you do that or not?

S| SSY
Yes.



DOMWN STAGE LEFT, is THE BOY, who
just commtted a mass shooti ng,
firing at the Audience with his
machi ne gun, and is now al one, on
t he run.

Si ssy continues dancing and stri pping
down. She’s al nost naked. Cash noves
to her fast, grabs her by the back
of her neck and spins her, then
throws her on her back. Sissy falls,
in one even dance-|i ke novenent,
flat on her back, her legs and arns
w de open facing upstage, and Pan
begins to filmher, noving around
her like an old silent novie canera
wi ndi ng as he noves. Red and bl ue
lights engulf center stage where
Sissy is laying. She does not nove
and remains in this pornographic
position facing upstage.

Pan rmoves around her now, filmng
her even when she’'s in a Tabl eau.

Chri st opher Col unbus conti nues
swayi ng fromside to side, his hand
bl ocki ng the sun fromhis eyes.

CHRI STOPHER COLUMBUS

Land mates! Virgin land. My |ord.

Cheers of nen.

Cash swi ngs around to face her and
Pan.

Pl MP, havi ng been watching this,
takes his suitcase and wal ks

downst age and off right smling and
whi st1ing Row Row Row Your Boat.



