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Mamet:  On Mamet

Future David Mamet (Mamet)

Past David Mamet (David)

William H. Macy (Bill)

Bill and David are in a rehearsal or green room.  David is lighting up a cigar.  Bill is looking out the window.

DAVID 

Cunt.  Fucking CUNT.

BILL

I know.

DAVID

CUNT.

BILL

You’re right.

DAVID

Just fucking cunt.

BILL 

Do you want to talk about it?

DAVID

No.  (pause)  I was at a poker night with Lindsay, last night.  That’s the weekly poker night, we do that weekly poker night thing

BILL

How did you do?

DAVID

I did okay.  I do okay.  (pause)  But I was at the poker night.  And we’re playing cards, we’ve just finished a hand.  The third hand, we’ve just finished it.  And I’m tense, I light up.  I light up a cigar.  It’s not a big deal, right?

BILL

Do you usually light up a cigar?

DAVID

Usually, fuck usually, I don’t USUALLY light up a cigar, but I have lit up a cigar before, sometimes I light up a cigar.  So I don’t think it’s a big deal that I light up a cigar, it’s the third hand, just finished, and I light up.

BILL

How were you doing?

DAVID

What?

BILL

In the game.  When you finished the third hand.

DAVID

I was doing okay.  I was behind, but I wasn’t that far behind.  I was going to catch up eventually.

BILL

Jenny’s a good card player.

DAVID

She’s a fucking cunt card player.

BILL

But she’s good at it.

DAVID

She is fucking good at it.  Listen, okay, listen.

BILL

I am listening.

DAVID

Good, because I’m telling a story about what fucking happened, okay?  It’s the third hand, I light up the cigar, like I sometimes light up a cigar, but I don’t usually light a cigar.  And what does she do?  What does that fucking cunt bitch do?  She leans over, and she says to me, do you mind?

BILL

Do you mind?

DAVID

“Do you mind?”

BILL

Like, do you mind about the cigar?

DAVID

Like do I mind about the cigar.  Do I mind about the cigar?  Like it’s a fucking question of maybe do I mind about the cigar, when I fucking know that it’s not a fucking question, she wants me to put the fucking. (pause)  She wants me to put it out.

BILL

So why doesn’t she just say to put it out?

DAVID

She doesn’t say to just put it out.  She says “do you mind,” like it’s not three hands in and I’m already in the fucking hole.

BILL

You said you were doing okay.

DAVID

I said I was behind, I was behind, I was in the fucking hole.  I’m in the fucking hole on the third fucking hand and I’m tense so I light a cigar, and she, suddenly she’s got this fucking problem with it.  Do you mind?  Like I haven’t sat and listened to her whistle that, what is that song that she whistles all the time…

BILL

Dixieland.

DAVID

Dixieland, that fucking Dukes of Hazzard Dixieland song, every time she stands still she fucking whistles it, when she’s onstage and I’m giving notes she whistles it, and do I say, “Do you mind?”  I don’t, I don’t say that, because I have respect.  I have respect for her process, for her personal space, I don’t complain about that shit.  I have enough respect for her that I can not say anything about it when she’s fucking whistling, why does that fucking bitch fuck cunt fucking cunt not have enough respect for me to light up a cigar?  Light up a cigar one time.

BILL

Because you don’t usually.

DAVID

I don’t usually.  I don’t usually fucking light a cigar, I usually don’t even drink the shitty scotch that she has, she fucking has this shitty scotch that probably costs her ten dollars a bottle and I don’t drink that, so she can probably have the same fucking cunt bottle of scotch every week, but she’s still complaining because one time, because this one time, it’s half way in and I’m in the fucking hole and I need a cigar.  (pause)  What are you doing?

BILL

I’m listening.

DAVID

You’re looking out the window.

BILL

I’m listening, too.

DAVID

I know you’re—

BILL

You don’t think I’m listening, but I am listening.

DAVID

I know you’re listening, you just fucking said you were listening.

BILL

I am listening.

DAVID

I know, I fucking know, all right?  I just want to know what you’re fucking looking at.

BILL

There’s a duck that keeps walking by the window.  (pause)  I think it’s lost.

Mamet enters; like David, he has a beard, a cigar, a ball cap.  He explodes into the room.

MAMET

Cunt!

DAVID

What?

MAMET

Cunt!  Fucking cunt fuck CUNT.

DAVID

What?  What the fuck?

MAMET

Cunt.

BILL

What?

MAMET

What?

DAVID

What?

MAMET (to DAVID)

What’s he fucking doing here?

DAVID

Who the fuck are you?

MAMET

What?

DAVID

Who the fuck are you?

MAMET

What’s he fucking doing here?

DAVID

Who the fuck are you?

MAMET

Who the fuck am I?

DAVID

Who the fuck are you?

MAMET

Who the fuck am I?  Who the fuck am I?  Who the fuck am I?  Fuck you.  That’s who I am.

DAVID

Fuck me?  Fuck you!

MAMET

Fuck you.  Fuck you is who I am.  Now get him out of here.

DAVID

We’re fucking rehearsing…this is a place of business.  We’re doing business here.  You don’t come into a place where two people are doing business…you don’t fucking do that.  There is a system, we live in a fucking system that has fucking rules, and you don’t just come in—

MAMET

Fuck your system.  Fuck your cunt system and your fucking cunt rules.  You need to get him the fuck out of here.

BILL

Why?

MAMET

Because I don’t remember you being here.

BILL

You don’t remember me being here?

MAMET

I don’t fucking remember you being here, so you must not have been here, because if you had been here then I would have remembered you, because I remember this.

DAVID

Who the fuck are you?

MAMET

I’m you.  From the future.  So I will be you.  You will be me.  It’s fucking complicated.

DAVID

I will be you.

MAMET

In the future.

DAVID

In the future, I will be you.

MAMET

In the future, you will be me.

(pause)

DAVID

Bullshit.

BILL

Bullshit?

MAMET

Bullshit?

DAVID

Bullshit.  Bullshit on you, and your fucking bullshit cunt bullshit.  You’re from the future?  You’re from the future?  You’re me in the future?  Bullshit.  (pause)  If you’re me from the future, what am I thinking about, right now?

MAMET

Ducks.

(pause)

BILL

He does kind of look like you.

DAVID

You’re me from the future.  You’re fucking me in the future.  So, all right, all right, you’re from the future, what are you doing here?

MAMET

I’m moving in.  I’m taking over.

DAVID

Taking over?  You’re taking over?  Taking over what?

MAMET

You.  Life, your life.  Our life.  You don’t know how to run it.

DAVID

I don’t know how to run it?  Fuck you, I don’t know how to run it.  It’s my fucking life.  I know—

MAMET

You don’t know—

DAVID

I know how to run my life.

MAMET

You don’t know.  You don’t know how to run your life.  That’s why I’m here.  Because you think you know how to run it, but it’s bullshit.  You say you know how to run it, but everything you say is bullshit.  You’re just fucking making it up.

DAVID

Fuck you.

MAMET

You think, you still think there’s rules.  You think there’s fucking systems.   You think you can direct.  But you can’t direct, because there are no fucking rules.  No one can fucking direct.  Everything.  Everything is always wrong.  Do you understand that?  Do you know what that means?  You know what it’s like in the future?  There’s no rules in the future.  If I want to go out in the future, and I want to drink a gallon of cheap scotch and set my balls on fire, if I want to go out and have sex with ten teenaged Vietnamese prostitutes, then that’s what I do, because I can just fucking do it.  Because there is no system.  There is no moral order.  Everything is always wrong.
BILL  

Vietnamese prostitutes?

DAVID

What?

BILL

Do you really fuck Vietnamese prostitutes?

MAMET

No, I don’t fucking fuck Vietnamese fucking prostitutes.  That’s an example.  I am using Vietnamese prostitutes as an example, because I’m trying to explain to you.  I’m trying to explain how, in the future, there is no moral order.  The way that it happens is, everyone does what they want.  That’s what I’m trying to teach you, right now, that’s why I’m going to step in and start running our life.

DAVID

It’s not our…it’s not our fucking life.  It’s my life.  You haven’t had it yet.  You won’t have had it until I’ve already had it, and then it’ll be too fucking late for you to have it.

BILL

Whoah.

MAMET

Shut up.

BILL

I just was thinking—

MAMET

I said fucking shut up

DAVID

Don’t fucking tell him to shut up.

BILL

I was thinking about that duck—

MAMET

Will you fucking shut the fuck up?

DAVID

Don’t fucking tell him to fucking shut up!

BILL

The thing about the ducks—

MAMET

Shut the fuck up!  Shut up!  I’m trying to do—this is important.  This is fucking life here—

DAVID

You can’t fucking come in here and fucking tell him to shut the fuck up!

MAMET

This is my fucking life and I’m going to get it the fuck right—

DAVID

It’s my fucking life, and I already did it fucking right, and that’s why you’re fucking getting out.

BILL

What if the duck is from the future, too?

MAMET

The duck isn’t from the fucking future, I’m from the fucking future.  I am here to replace him, because he’s old-fashioned and he’s slow, and he can’t cut it in the future world where there are no fucking rules, because he still thinks there are fucking rules.

BILL

That’s what I think the duck is here for.

MAMET

Shut up about the fucking duck!

He hits Bill.  David hits Mamet.  They wrestle on the ground with each other.

DAVID

You think you can just fucking walk in here?  Just start fucking shouting and pissing on everything?  You think nothing matters?  Things matter.  People matter.  This fucking thing matters.  You can’t go back and make things not matter any more because they fucking matter, and I am tired of your bullshit cunt fucking nihilism.

They separate, panting, exhausted, neither one able to get the upper hand.

MAMET

Fine.  You think whatever you want.  You stay on top now.  Stay on top.  But every day, every day I’m going to get closer to you.  I’m coming up behind you.  I’m moving you out.  And one day, you’ll be gone, and no one’s even going to wonder where the fuck you went.

MAMET exits.

(pause)

BILL

Oh.

DAVID

Are you all right?

BILL

Yeah.  I just—

DAVID

Are you all right?

BILL

Yeah, my head hurts.

DAVID

You’re all right.

BILL

Yeah.

DAVID

All right.

BILL

I just—

DAVID

What?

BILL

I just saw out the window.  The duck.

DAVID

The duck?

BILL

The duck is gone.

[end]
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