PHALLOTREX!
ACT I

The stage is a single set, the inside of an advertising office.  There is a big round table, some chairs around it, computers on top.  Behind it are a few of those tall, cloth-covered rectangles used to make cubicles.  The walls and table are covered with the detritus of an office; papers and envelopes and the remains of lunches are scattered everywhere.  There are posters and sample products from various previous campaigns strewn about; they are brimming with attractive, air-brushed people, and there is a sense of omnipresent sexuality present, but the titillating sexuality of a beer commercial.

Lights up far downstage, so that the bulk of the set is mostly invisible.  MOOSE and VIRGINIA are sitting in chairs.  MOOSE is a broad-shouldered, thick-necked man, the sort of guy who played football in high school but was only good enough to get a degree in business in college.  VIRGINIA is tall and stair-master lean; she looks like she ought to be attractive, but there is something asexual in her bearing and manner that is off-putting.  The two are wearing bathrobes.


MOOSE

Honey, let’s go to bed.


VIRGINIA


(disinterested)

Nah…I’m not really in the mood.


MOOSE

Oh.

(pause)

WILL appears upstage in his own pool of light.  He is wearing a spiffy suit coat and tie, but also jeans and sneakers.


WILL


(to Moose)
Trouble at home?



MOOSE nods.

Difficulty keeping your girl’s attention?



MOOSE nods again.

Sex life dull and listless?

There is a pause.  Finally, MOOSE nods.

My friend, the answer to all of those problems and more is at your fingertips.  There’s a new, miracle product on the market that can turn your enervated home life around and make you into a blazing dynamo of sexual activity.  It’s called…Phallotrex.


MOOSE

Phallotrex?  What does it do?


WILL

What does it do?  What doesn’t it do!  It’ll perk up your pecker, drive your woman wild, burn off that belly, take hair from where you don’t want it and put it where it belongs, clean your floors, clear up your skin, get you a promotion, get you a job that you really like, make your kids respect you…


VIRGINIA

Wait.


WILL

…walk the dog, clean up after the dog, shrink your prostate, cure the cold…


VIRGINIA

Wait, wait, wait.

Lights come up on the bottom half of the stage, leaving the cubicle bits with the posters in the dark.


WILL

What?


VIRGINIA

Do we really need all this?  I mean, “walk your dog?”  Isn’t that a little dishonest?


WILL

It’s just hyperbole.  You’ve got to use hyperbole to compete, nowadays.  We’ve got to make stuff up just to be heard!


VIRGINIA

Do we really?  Wouldn’t it be better if we were just…you know…honest?


MOOSE

Honest?


VIRGINIA

Yeah.  Like if we were just up front.  No fancy gimmicks, no lies…


WILL

Hyperbole.


VIRGINIA

No hyperbole.  No anything.  What if we just got up here and were just honest about what Phallotrex is, and what it can do for the consumer.


WILL

You mean…you mean if we just let the product sell itself?


VIRGINIA

Something like that, yeah.

(pause)


MOOSE

That’s it?

Lights come up to full now, making the entire set visible.  WILL takes off his jacket, as MOOSE and VIRGINIA take off their robes.  VIRGINIA is wearing a smart pantsuit underneath, MOOSE and WILL wear “business casual.”


WILL

That’s it.  See, it’s ironic.  By admitting that we were making stuff up in the first place, we anticipate their skepticism, and then we can kind of short-circuit it.

They adjourn to the round table, where they sit at their individual computers.


VIRGINIA

And this will work no matter what Phallotrex actually does?


WILL

Well, within reason, obviously.  I mean, the quality that you’re really selling now is the honesty of your commercials.  We’re setting up a kind of a, it’s like a, sort of dissonance between our brand and all the other brands.  Even if what they’re saying is true, every time they exaggerate even a little, we’ve already set them up to be disbelieved.


VIRGINIA

Won’t it just encourage them to be just as skeptical of our other campaigns?

(pause)


WILL

Well.  Yes, ultimately.  I guess.  But until then…


VIRGINIA

No.


WILL

Come on…

JEFF enters from stage right; he is wearing a suit and tie, and has a briefcase.  He moves to the upstage end of the table, sets his briefcase down and begins taking things out.


JEFF

Sorry I’m late.


VIRGINIA

No.  No way.  We’d be inoculating the population against our own ads.


WILL

We have to do something….


JEFF

Some jackass was doing a publicity stunt over on nineteenth.  I don’t even know what it was supposed to be.


VIRGINIA

We’ll find something else.


JEFF

He’d painted himself red, and had a cow on a big rope, and he was just dragging it back and forth across the street.  Backed up traffic for blocks.

VIRGINIA and WILL finally notice JEFF.  MOOSE is engrossed in something on his computer.


VIRGINIA

Who are you?


JEFF

Jeff.  I’m Jeff.  Snyder.  I’m new?  Mr. Howe hired me last week…


VIRGINIA

He didn’t tell me about it.

(pause)


JEFF

Well, he…uh.  He told me….


VIRGINIA

That’s very nice, and everything, but how do I know that?  How do I know you didn’t just come in off the street, thinking you could bluff your way in here?


JEFF

Why…why would I do that?


WILL

Wait.


VIRGINIA

Are you kidding?  People are virtually trying to break down our doors here…


WILL

He sent an e-mail.


VIRGINIA

What?


WILL

Howe.  He sent an e-mail.  It says:  “New guy, starts today.  Named Snyder.”


VIRGINIA

Is that it?


WILL

Yeah.

VIRGINIA sits down at her computer, taps the keys, frowns.  She gets up and moves to WILL’s side of the table.


VIRGINIA

Let me see that.



Looks over his shoulder.

Why did he send it to you, and not to me?



WILL shrugs.



Long pause.


JEFF

So, should…should I…do something?  Like…uh…

MOOSE, who has finally found something interesting on his computer, begins to chuckle gleefully.


WILL

Yeah, Jeff, right?  Why don’t you sit down Jeff.  Where are you from, Jeff?  What’s your story?

JEFF

Oh.



He sits.

I’m from around Boston, actually.


WILL

Really?  Virginia, aren’t you from Boston?

VIRGINIA has moved back to her side of the table, and his tapping furiously at her computer again, while MOOSE still chuckles at his.

She is.


JEFF

Yeah.  I grew up in a focus-group orphanage, actually.


WILL

No, shit?  No shit!  Virginia.  Virginia!  Hey, Ginny!


VIRGINIA


(looking up from computer)

Do not ever call me that.  Ever.


WILL

Jeff here grew up in a focus-group orphanage near Boston, too!  Maybe you were…uh.  Orphanage-buddies, or something!


JEFF

Which one were you in?


VIRGINIA


(appraises WILL)

One-sixteen.  We weren’t allowed to play Nintendo.


JEFF

Ah.  I was in two-oh-six.  We weren’t breastfed.


WILL

What?  At all?


JEFF

Nope.  They got us all within a week after birth, then they fed us from these long tubes…


WILL

Huh.  (pause)  That’s the kind of thing that could mess a guy up.

MOOSE begins to laugh uproariously now, at whatever he’s seeing on the computer.


JEFF

Yeah, well, I don’t know what you’ve heard, but that hooker was dismembered when I found her.

Pause.  MOOSE’s laughter is the only sound.

Joke.  I was joking.


VIRGINIA

Yeah, excuse me, but can we please get to work?


JEFF

So, what are we working on?


VIRGINIA

You aren’t working on anything.  Not until I hear from Mr. Howe.


WILL

He sent me an e-mail…


VIRGINIA

Not until I hear from Mr. Howe.


JEFF

And I’m just…what?  I’m supposed to sit here?


VIRGINIA

Wait outside.


WILL

Don’t wait outside.  He doesn’t have to wait outside.  You don’t have to wait outside.


VIRGINIA

There’s a security issue here, a security…we can’t let him have access to the campaign…


MOOSE

What campaign?  We don’t have a campaign.


VIRGINIA

Well, we have a product…

MOOSE and WILL stifle laughter.


VIRGINIA

Well, we would have a campaign if you fucking mongoloids would get your retarded synapses firing and figure something out!


JEFF

What campaign is it?


WILL

It’s called Phalltorex…


VIRGINIA

Don’t tell him!


MOOSE

Ooh, Will, don’t tell him!  Don’t tell him about our secret ad campaign!


VIRGINIA


Hey, Kong.  Shut the fuck up.


WILL

What am I going to tell him, Ginny?


VIRGINIA

Don’t—


WILL

Am I going to reveal our special image schema?  Our brilliant new distribution method?  Maybe I’ll give away all the secret super hush-hush information about this astounding new…new what?


VIRGINIA

It doesn’t matter!  We have an obligation…we have, there’s something called loyalty, okay?


MOOSE


(coughing)

Bullshit.


VIRGINIA

Loyalty to the company…


MOOSE


(coughing)

Bullshit!


VIRGINIA

Loyalty to our client…


MOOSE


(falls on the floor coughing)

BULLSHIT BULLSHIT BULLSHIT!


VIRGINIA

Shut up!  It’s not bullshit!


WILL

It is bullshit.  You just don’t want the competition to get a leg up.  But how exactly are they going to get ahead?  What, is Robur International going to swoop with another one of their piece of shit viral-graffiti campaigns and snatch Phallotrex away from us?


VIRGINIA

They could!  And until we fucking know that he’s not working for them…


JEFF

Actually, I used to work for Barthelme-Saunders Marketing Solutions, Limited…


VIRGINIA

There!  See!


JEFF

…but I work for Howe.


VIRGINIA

Not until I see some kind of authorization.

JEFF  pulls a sheaf of documents out of his briefcase.


JEFF

Fine!  Here!  Here, look at this.  Do you see it?  What is this?


VIRGINIA

I don’t know…


JEFF

Look at it!  What is it?


VIRGINIA

I don’t…


JEFF

Just fucking look!


VIRGINIA

Would you hold it still so I can fucking read it!

She snatches the documents from him, and begins to peruse them.

It’s a contract.


JEFF

It’s my contract, with your boss.  So, I’m working with you.  So, could someone please tell me what the hell Phallotrex is?

Pause.  MOOSE and WILL begin to chuckle.  VIRGINIA slouches and glowers.


WILL

We don’t know.


JEFF

What do you mean…


VIRGINIA

He means we don’t know what Phallotrex is.  Jesus, why do they keep sending us the morons.


JEFF

I’m not a moron…


VIRGINIA

Well, what’s hard to understand about it?  “What is it?”  “We don’t know.”  It’s fucking simple to me.


JEFF

I’m sorry, but I think it’s a little weird that you’re supposed to be advertising…


VIRGINIA
We aren’t supposed to be doing anything.  We are advertising—


JEFF

But you don’t even know—


VIRGINIA

Don’t interrupt me!

Pause.

We haven’t been getting very much information from Qualidyne.  Some still images they want us to incorporate, but we can’t make sense of them.

WILL tosses a glossy, stiff photo to JEFF, who examines it. 


JEFF

Qualidyne makes it?


VIRGINIA

Technically, no.  Qualidyne is a private consulting group commissioned by Servex International 


MOOSE


(snickers)

Cervix.


VIRGINIA

Shut the fuck up!  It wasn’t funny the first fifteen times, why do you think it’s going to be funny now?

JEFF turns the photograph to the right, to the left, holds it upside down, flips it over, while Virginia talks.

Servex hired Qualidyne to find someone to make the campaign.


JEFF

What the hell is this?


WILL

We’re not sure.  We think it’s the logo they want us to use.


MOOSE

I think it’s supposed to be a car.  See, if you look at that one line, down the side.


JEFF

I guess.  It’s kind of like / a motion line.  If the car were going fast…


WILL

/You’re an idiot.  Who would call a car Phallotrex?  It’s a drug.  It’s got to be.  Like Viagra.


MOOSE

It could be the Phallotrex five hundred, or something.  Maybe they’ll change the name again.


JEFF

They changed the name?


WILL

About every week for the last five months.  They keep sending us new pictures, too, but there’s no information with them.


JEFF

Well, why don’t you just ask whoever it is at Qualidyne that’s sending you the stills…

VIRGINIA snatches the photo away from him, and slams the contact back into his hands.


VIRGINIA

Do you listen?  Qualidyne is a private consulting group.  They don’t make Phallotrex, they were just hired to find an ad agency.


JEFF

So, call Servex.

MOOSE snickers again.


VIRGINIA

Oh, right, because we didn’t think of that.  Oh my god, how could we have been so stupid?  How can we have been working on a project for six months and not have thought to call the people that make it?  What kind of an idiot would do that?


WILL

We can’t call Servex, because it only exists on paper.  It’s a limited-liability holding company for Exetris Manufacturing Concern, which is a division of Ubercorp America.


MOOSE

Not to be confused with Ubercorp France.


JEFF

Right.  So…just call them.

VIRGINIA picks up the phone from near her spot on the desk, and slams it down in front of Jeff.  She lifts the receiver, dials a number, and holds it out to him.


VIRGINIA

You try, smart ass.

JEFF takes the phone, and sets it to his ear.

Now, can we please get to work?


WILL

Fine.


MOOSE

Fine.

Pause.


JEFF


(into the phone)

Hello?  Hi, my name is Jeff Snyder, I work for Howe International Marketing Systems…yes, I can hold.

Pause.


(to the room)  

I’m on hold.


WILL

What if we tried…what was that movie, where they make the woman famous before she’s even done anything, just by putting her name up on billboards?


VIRGINIA

We talked about that.  It’s in phase one of the plan, but we can’t do it until Moose picks a font.


MOOSE

I think it should be Times New Roman.


VIRGINIA

It can’t fucking be Times New Roman!  Everything is Times New Roman!  Everywhere you look, there’s Times New Roman.  I can’t even see it anymore!  Times New Roman has made me illiterate!  Why don’t you pick something that fits?


MOOSE

Duh, maybe because I still don’t know what it does?


JEFF

Hello?  Hello, hi, I’m from Howe International Marketing Systems, I’m trying to get in touch with someone that works for Exetris…Exetris Manufacturing Concern?  Yeah, it’s a division of your company.


MOOSE

Here, look at it, it looks good.


JEFF

No, I’m sure it is.  Is there, there should be a vice-president, or something?  I think it’s okay if you put me through…well, why don’t you look it up in your…don’t you have a book, or something?  Okay, do that.  Yes, I’ll hold.

Pause.

I’m holding, she’s looking it up.


VIRGINIA

Jackass.


WILL

Okay, okay, so phase two.


VIRGINIA

What if we did some kind of a cartoon thing?  Like a cartoon animal spokesman.


WILL

Like, what?  Philbert the Phallotrex Giraffe?


VIRGINIA

Not a giraffe though.  What was the one for the koala burgers?  A kangaroo?


WILL

A wallabee, I think.


VIRGINIA

That’s a kind of a kangaroo.


WILL

We can’t do a kangaroo, anyway.  What about a caveman?


VIRGINIA

Taken.


WILL

Stork?  Lizard?...


MOOSE

Monkey.


VIRGINIA

Taken, taken.


WILL

I don’t know, some kind of a giant egg?


MOOSE

Monkey.


JEFF

Yes.  Yes, I’m still here….okay, no, no that’s the wrong department.  No, I don’t want to…I don’t want....okay, yes.  Sales and Marketing Department, that’s fine.  Put me through to them.


VIRGINIA

What about a zombie?


WILL

What?  Like, like Night of the Living Dead?  All rotten and shit?


VIRGINIA

Yeah, but in a kind of a clean way.  Like Michael Jackson in thriller.  And it could just wander around groaning “phallotrex.”


WILL

Ooh, no!  What if, what if it’s all groaning, and then when someone mentions phallotrex, or erectile dysfunction—


MOOSE

It’s not Viagra!


WILL

—the Zombie could be really well-spoken, and have an English accent or something.


VIRIGINIA

Oh!  And it could smoke a pipe and have reading glasses!

They begin to scribble furiously and make notes.


JEFF

Yes, hi, I’m Jeff Snyder, I work…I’m trying to market one of your products and…oh.  You…you sell ad space?  In, wait, what?...You have to sell ad space for the internal newsletter?  Well, look, I’m trying to get in touch with whoever is in charge of Exetris Manufacturing.  Yes, I can hold.

Pause.

I’m holding again.  They think that the Exetris office is actually in a different building.


VIRGINIA

Ooooh!  He could be like Hugh Heffner!  We could give him a big bathrobe, and he could live in a mansion or something!


WILL

Good! That gives us room for playboy bunnies!


VIRGINIA

And people can keep talking to him like he only wants to eat brains, but he actually really likes…I don’t know, caviar or something.


WILL

Or he likes brains, but on those little crackers.  What are the crackers that you eat caviar on?  On those crackers.


VIRGINIA

And the tag line could be something like….like, I don’t know.  For the finer things, for the thinking—the thinking man…thinking zombie.  Don’t be a zombie.  Don’t be mindless…something like, the everyday world is good for mindless hordes, but the thinking man prefers Phallotrex.


WILL

Good!  That’s good.  I like that.  This is good.


VIRGINIA

It’s crap.


WILL

No, no, no.  It’s good.


VIRGINIA

It’s crap. 

Pause.


WILL

It is crap.


JEFF

I’m still holding.  I think…I’m starting to think that maybe these guys aren’t going to help me.


WILL

It’s called the run-around, Jeff.  They’re giving you the runaround, like they gave me the runaround when I tried, and they gave Moose the runaround when he tried, and they gave Ginny the runaround—

VIRGINIA slams her hands on the desk.

—when she tried.


VIRGINIA

So, if he’s going to spend all of his time doing stuff we’ve already done, how exactly do you think Doctor Dipshit here is going to help us?


WILL

Ginny…Virginia.  Virginia.  Why do you have to act like a fucking bitch?


VIRGINIA

Excuse me?


WILL

Just listen—


VIRGINIA

No, what did you call me?  You’re saying I’m a bitch.


WILL

No, I said you’re acting like a bitch..


VIRGINIA

That’s the same thing.


WILL

It’s not, it’s not the same fucking thing!  You could act like a monkey, you wouldn’t be a monkey!  You could act like a fucking astronaut, and you wouldn’t be any closer to the god-damn moon!  You could act like you knew what the hell we were doing for Phallotrex, and we still wouldn’t have jack shit to show to Mr. Howe!  And right now, you’re acting like a bitch, and I don’t think you are a bitch, necessarily, but you are acting like one, and I think we’d all fucking appreciate it if you’d chill.  Fucking.  Out.

VIRGINIA stares at Will for a long time, then looks at MOOSE and JEFF, each of whom shrugs in turn.  Finally she throws up her hands.  She crosses to upstage center, where the is a window, opens it, lights a cigarette, leans out and smokes.

JEFF, fed up, hangs up the phone.


JEFF

Okay.  I know I’m new here and everything, and you don’t trust me, and whatever.  That’s fine.  I get that this is really important to you, and it’s important to me, too.  I need my paycheck, right, and there’s not a chance I’m going to go back to Dewey.  So, the way I figure it…you can’t do any worse, right?  You guys have been working at this for six months and you’re basically at zero.


VIRGINIA

Because we don’t have any information—


JEFF

I KNOW.  I know.  It’s not your fault.  I’m just saying, I can’t possibly make anything worse, because you don’t have anything to make worse.  And I think there’s a good chance that I might be able to help.  Two heads are better…I guess, four heads are better than three, right?


WILL

See?  Well-spoken and he can count.  That’s two up on Moose.


MOOSE

Hey!


WILL

Okay?  Okay Virginia?  Are you going to relax and let the new guy help?


MOOSE

Dude, I found a bunch of pictures of zombies.  Dude!  Dude, look at this one!  He’s got a top-hat!  That’s awesome!


VIRGINIA

Fine.  Whatever.


WILL

Good.  Jeff, you ready to work?


JEFF

Yeah, can I use one of these computers?


WILL

Here.


MOOSE

Remember that one that we did for, what was it for?  Car Insurance, I think.  And we had a monkey?

JEFF takes a flash drive out of his pocket and plugs it into the computers.


VIRGINIA

We’re not doing another monkey campaign.


MOOSE

Why not?  We should.  Monkeys are fucking hilarious.


WILL

What is that?


VIRGINIA

We can’t do another monkey campaign! 


MOOSE

It worked, didn’t it?


JEFF

Some old stuff I was working on.


VIRGINIA

Yes, it worked, and now everybody has a monkey campaign.  There are a hundred monkey campaigns.  There’s monkeys advertising popsicles and televisions and motorcycles and they’ve got that one they use to do advertisements for Pittsburgh…


WILL

That’s an orangutan.


VIRGINIA

It’s a monkey.


WILL

It’s not a monkey.


JEFF

He’s right.  An orangutan is technically an ape.


MOOSE

Oh my god, I saw those, those are fucking awesome.  When the monkey is squishing the bananas with his feet, right?  Those are awesome!


VIRGINIA

The point is, a monkey is only going to work if we’re the only ones doing it.  If everybody has a monkey, no one’s going to be able to figure out what the monkey advertisement is for.  There’s no product specificity—we’re sharing our mindshare with all those other products.  

Besides, what if Phallotrex turns out to be an impotence drug, or something?


MOOSE

So?  Monkeys have penises.


VIRGINIA

Yeah, but no one wants to think about them.


WILL


 (to Jeff)

What is that?


MOOSE

I want to think about them.


JEFF

It’s from where I used to work.


VIRGINIA
No one but simiophiliac homosexuals wants to think about monkey penises.


MOOSE

What’s that mean?


JEFF

It means monkey-fucker.


MOOSE

Fuck’s sake, if you want to say monkey-fucker, why don’t you just say monkey-fucker?


WILL

Where did you used to work?


JEFF

Saunders and Barthelme.


VIRGINIA
Saunders and Barthelme?  Aren’t they…they’re the ones that figured out how to print adds on chicken eggs, right?  That was a brilliant concept.  It’s a shame they had to waste it on a sitcom.


JEFF

Yeah.  When I left, they were trying to put full-image ads onto slices of bread.


VIRGINIA

Did it work?


JEFF

They got the images on, but they kept making people sick.


MOOSE

It made them puke?


JEFF

It gave them hepatitis.


WILL


(looking at the computer)

No, okay, seriously, what the hell is that?  It looks like just a bunch of random images.


JEFF

It’s not random.  They don’t make any sense, but they aren’t random.  It’s a memetic cascade.


VIRGINIA

What?  What did you say?

She crosses around the table, and looks over Jeff’s shoulder.  Moose begins to become absorbed in his own world again.


MOOSE

I’m going to look for pictures of monkeys, in case we want to use them.


JEFF

It’s a memetic cascade.


WILL

Memetic…?


VIRGINIA

Memetic, like a meme.  An…an idea that spreads like a virus.  I’ve heard about these.  I didn’t know anyone had built one.  What’s it for?


JEFF

Well, this is just a delivery vector.  We haven’t got an actual meme to put in it yet…


VIRGINIA

But you could put one in, right?  How did you do the psychometric mapping on it?


MOOSE

See?  Here’s a monkey doing karate.  That’s awesome.  We should do a campaign with a karate monkey!


JEFF

They’ve got a really good neurology research center where I used to work.  We just did real-time cat-scans of focus groups.


WILL

Okay, stop. 


VIRGINIA

Did you work on it?  Are you a neurologist?


JEFF

Well, I’ve got my PhD…


WILL

Stop.  Stop!  You two need to stop talking to each other, and tell me what you’re talking about.


MOOSE

Oh my god, look at this one!  He’s dressed up like a bee!


JEFF

It’s like this.  When you see a thing on television, or you read a book, or you see something on a billboard, or something, there’s a reaction in your brain.  Some kind of connection is made between what you’re seeing, and wherever you store the idea of what you’re seeing.  So, if you see a picture of a naked woman sitting on a car, there’s a reaction in your brain that stimulates your libido, and another one that says, “hey, that’s a car.”  And in a small way, now the car is connected to your libido.


WILL

Right, I know that.  That’s advertising.


JEFF

Yeah.  Well, advertising isn’t perfect.  The problem is conscious thought, because it gets in the way of the really strong connections.


WILL

Like, when you see a picture of a naked woman in a car and you say, “Hey, naked women don’t really have anything to do with cars.”

JEFF

Right.  Rational interference.  The trick is, how do we skip past that, and tie the product directly to the really strong emotions.  So, what we did is, we got some focus groups and we used real-time catscan machines and we watched their brains when they watched different images, read words, heard sounds.  And we figured out which things evoked the strongest responses.  And what we found is, if you cascade the right images and colors in the right order, they don’t have to make any sense.  You can create an immediate, super-strong connection between the sex drive and basically anything else.


VIRGINIA

So, it basically gives you a hard-on for a product.


JEFF

More than that.  It’s closer to a sexual obsession.


WILL

Can I see it?


JEFF

You don’t want to…

The phone rings.  VIRGINIA answers it immediately, listens, nods, hangs up.  She looks at the clock on the phone.


VIRGINIA

Shit.  Oh, shit!


JEFF
Who was it?


VIRGINIA

Shit!  

She begins to gather up her things.

Mr. Howe!  I’ve got a meeting with Howe!


WILL

Was that him on the phone?


VIRGINIA

Shit!  No!  That was Kelsey.  Chinese is here.

VIRGINIA begins to exit.

WILL

Hey.  Hey, Virginia!

She stops, looks.

Phone.

With a snarl, VIRGINIA returns to the table and grabs her cellphone, then exits.

JEFF

Chinese?


WILL

For lunch.  Can you go pick it up?  He’s probably waiting down at reception.


JEFF

Oh.  Uh, sure, I can.  Is there…do I need a…card, or something?  Or do we all pay?


WILL

It’s from Golden Palace.  We’ve got a tab with them.  Sorry we didn’t get you any, but you know.  Moose will share.


MOOSE

Fuck you.


WILL

Here…

He pulls out a few bills, and hands them to Jeff.

For the tip. 


JEFF

Oh.  Uh, okay.  It’s cool.  I brought my lunch, anyway.

JEFF exits.  WILL sits back at the computer.  He looks at Moose, who is not paying attention, still engrossed in pictures of monkeys.  Then, he turns to the computer, a look of concentration on his face.  He presses a few buttons.

Light from the computer spills onto his face, flickering quickly through a variety of different colors.  There is a tensely-growing sound that builds up to a climax and then explodes at the same time as the light stops.


WILL

Nnnnh.  

Will seems dazed and confused.

Nguh.  Whuh..

He looks down at his points.

Whoah!  What…what?

He stands up.  There is a large wet spot, just below his belt.  Moose looks over at him.


MOOSE

Whoah, dude!  What did you just do?


WILL

Shut up!

Will seems momentarily paralyzed with indecision.


MOOSE

Dude, did you just wet yourself?


WILL

No.


MOOSE

You fucking pissed yourself!


WILL

It’s not…nevermind.

WILL crosses upstage, to where there are some cubicles that he can hide amongst.


MOOSE

What is it then?  Oh man!  Oh shit!

WILL, presumably having taken off his pants, throws them over the top of the cubicle.


WILL

Shit!  Aw, man, it’s everywhere!


MOOSE

Aw, dude, that’s rough!


WILL

Shut up!  Look, just…do you have an extra pair of pants, or something?


MOOSE

No way, man.


WILL

Well can you get me some?


MOOSE

Dude, no way.


WILL

Why not?


MOOSE

Remember that time during the Grow-Tech campaign, when I wanted to do that commercial with the guy lighting his farts on fire, and you called me a troglodyte?


WILL

Aw, come on!  I was joking!


MOOSE

I looked it up, man.  That was harsh.


WILL

It was a joke!  This is serious!


MOOSE

Forget it.  For.  Get.  It.  You’re on your own.


JEFF


(offstage)

Asshole!


WILL

Shit!

JEFF enters.  He is carrying several boxes of Chinese food.


JEFF

Asshole!  Where is he?  Asshole!


MOOSE

Is that the Chinese?


JEFF

You guys don’t have an account!


MOOSE

Oh, yeah.

MOOSE starts taking boxes from JEFF, opening them, and looking in them.


JEFF

Why did he say that?


MOOSE

Do you have the kung pao?


JEFF

Uh…no?


MOOSE

Where the fuck is the fucking kung pao?


JEFF

Where’s Will?  He owes me thirty bucks.


MOOSE

Did the guy leave?


JEFF

What?


MOOSE

Did he leave?  I want my kung pao.


JEFF

Wh-yes, he left.  Why would he stay after he delivered the Chinese food?

(pause.  MOOSE stares)

What kind of a delivery guy delivers the food, and then stands around for ten minutes?


MOOSE

I’m going to go find him.

(he starts to leave)


JEFF

What?


MOOSE

I want my kung pao!

MOOSE exits.


JEFF

Where’s Will?


MOOSE


(offstage)

I don’t know!


JEFF

You don’t…?  Where the hell did he go?

JEFF looks at the computer, puzzled.  He looks around quickly.

Did…?

He shakes his head, and presses some buttons.

Where the hell did he go?

Lights lower on the office.  They come up downstage, while Mr. Howe’s desk is brought onstage to indicate his office.

It consists of a big desk that can be wheeled out on stage, and a tall, oriental screen   Mr. Howe is a fat man in a fancy suit.  He has white hair.  He is sitting at his desk, watching those little balls that click back and forth.  He does not appear to be doing anything else.


VIRGINIA

We’re moving along much more quickly than we expected.  I know you’ve seen our initial estimates for the new synergized mindshare model for the Phallotrex Campaign, and that put our first phase distribution plan into operation about three weeks from now…


MR. HOWE

Veronica.


VIRGINIA

Virginia.


MR. HOWE

Veronica, I’m sure you’ve been working very hard.  And hard work, hard work is key.  Genius is perspiration, isn’t it?  Ninety percent perspiration.  But you can’t pay a man with perspiration, can you, Victoria?  Would like me to pay you with perspiration?  What would you do with it?  You wouldn’t be able to make your car payments.  You wouldn’t be able to buy groceries.  Unless they take perspiration at the grocery store where you shop.  Do they let you buy things with perspiration at your grocery store?


VIRGINIA

No…


MR.  HOWE

You see my point.  Genius is good, but I’ve got to think about the bottom line.  You can’t stand still in this industry, Valerie.  It’s a shark eat dog eat sheep world out there, and if you ever stop running you’ll drown.


VIRGINIA

I know that, Mr. Howe.


MR. HOWE

Good, good.  But knowing, as they say, is only potential power.  What I need from your team is results.  Results!  I need you to take a great long running start and kick this one right out of the park.   Do I look like a powerful man to you?


VIRGINIA

Uhm.  Yes?


MR. HOWE

I am a powerful man.  And a successful man.  A highly successful man.  I have a wife who used to be a model, and I spend a fortune every month to preserve her looks.  I also have three regular prostitutes that I pay to service me sexually.  I have them cover themselves in honey and then wrestle in a hot tub while I periodically whip them with a pearl-handled leather riding crop.  That’s what money can buy you.  Does that sound like power to you?


VIRGINIA

…yes…


MR. HOWE

And yet, there are those even more powerful than me.  Isn’t my power based on the power that is given to me, given to me by our clients?  Isn’t the money I spend on slathering whores with delicious condiments money that I must receive from those who manufacture products?  Where would I be if I couldn’t sell the products that other companies manufacture?  Would I be able to afford to cover three prostitutes with honey?


VIRGINIA


(not sure if this is a 

rhetorical question)

No?


MR. HOWE

I would not.  I would not even be able to afford one prostitute.  I would not even be able to afford my attractive wife.  What I’m talking about here is the preservation of a lifestyle, of the American Dream.  I grew up poor, and I had to work my way up by my bootstraps.  I had to climb the corporate ladder with one foot in the face of the man below me and one hand on the knife in the back of the man ahead of me.  But I worked hard to get where I am, and I intend to stay here.  I expect the people who work for me to work hard as well.

VIRGINIA

Sir.


MR. HOWE

We must serve our clients.  And how are we serving our clients by promising that we will sell their product, and then not actually selling their product?  We’d only be taking their money, and that, that is not business, but theft.  Are you thief?


VIRGINIA

No, sir.  It’s just that we haven’t been given any information about the product—


MR. HOWE

Excuses, excuses, as they say, are the nails used to build the coffin of failure.  Do you want to be in a coffin of failure?  


VIRGINIA

It wasn’t an excuse…


MR. HOWE

Commitment, Victoria, commitment!  The freedom to be great means nothing unless you have the commitment to do great things!  I need you committed to this project.  Are you committed to this project?


VIRGINIA


(quietly)

Yes.


MR. HOWE

I need you to say it again, Valerie.  With confidence.  Let me hear you say it again.   With confidence!  As they say, throw your heart down the well, and surely your mind will follow!  Again!


VIRGINIA

Yes, sir.


MR. HOWE

Good, good.  Now, I’m sure you’re familiar with the terms of your contract.  I’m sure I don’t need to remind you that your citizenship is conditional upon your performance, and that failure to perform can lead to summary execution.  Do I need to remind you about that?


VIRGINIA

No, sir.


MR. HOWE

It’s important, as they say, to have proper motivating factors, both a carrot and a stick.  You must imagine that the stakes are very high in this situation.  Can you imagine that?


VIRGINIA

Yes, sir.


MR. HOWE

And so, when I see you tomorrow, I trust that you’ll have more for me than excuses?


VIRGINIA

Yes, sir.


MR. HOWE

Excellent.  You may go.


VIRGINIA

…sir….sir.  The man you just assigned to my team, he…


MR. HOWE

Of course, you are the team manager and it’s important that you be apprised of developing situations, but it’s also important that you not get too big for your britches, isn’t that right?  He’s a good man, he has a PhD, and some great ideas that he’s brought over from our competitors.  I trust that you’ll treat him with respect, and not forget that team manager is hardly the same thing as CEO.  Power, as they say, is like a bull, and if you want it, then you have to reach out and grab it by the balls.  Don’t let go of it!  And if it starts to get away from you, you just squeeze hard and twist, like this.  Maybe give it a big shake.  Am I understood?


VIRGINIA

Uhm.  Yes.


HOWE

Good.

(pause.)

You may go.
She begins to leave, realizes she has forgotten her files, turns and grabs them, then exits.

Scene change.  Howe’s office disappears.  Jeff is back at the office, sitting at the table with a pile of Chinese food, looking bored.  He periodically looks around, picks up the phone like he’s going to use it, puts it down.

WILL looks out from his hiding place, sees that JEFF is still there, rolls his eyes in frustration, and returns to hiding.

VIRGINIA enters.


VIRGINIA

Where is everybody?


JEFF

Moose went to eat the Chinese food guy.


VIRGINIA

What?


JEFF

What?


VIRGINIA

What did you say?


JEFF

I said that Moose was probably going to beat up the Chinese food guy.  They didn’t bring him any kung pao.


VIRGINIA

Oh.  I thought…nevermind.  Where’s Will?


JEFF

I don’t know.  And can I just say something?  He’s kind of really an asshole.  He told me that you guys have an account with Golden Palace—


VIRGINIA

Will just left?


JEFF

--yeah, but look, he told me you had an account, and so I had to pay for the Chinese food myself, and it was like sixty bucks.


VIRGINIA

He didn’t leave a note, or anything?


JEFF

No.  I mean, I didn’t see one.  I didn’t really look.  Is…do you think he’s going to pay me back?


VIRGINIA

I can’t fucking believe this.  We need to show Howe the campaign tomorrow, and Will just fucking leaves…


JEFF

Moose left, too.


VIRGINIA

Moose is always chasing after the Chinese food guy.  He always gets mad because they leave out the kung pao.


JEFF

Why do they do that?


VIRGINIA

Because he always forgets to order it.  It doesn’t matter, he’s an idiot.  He’d spend the whole time talking about monkeys and googling pictures of cleavage.  I’m pissed off that Will left.


JEFF

So what do we do?


VIRGINIA

I don’t know, Doctor Snyder.  What do you think we should do?  What does your brilliant PhD brain and your special cat-scan research tell us?

JEFF

Uhm…  I don’t know.


VIRGINIA

Well, you’d better think of something.

VIRGINIA crosses upstage to the window and smokes out of it.  JEFF stares at her with a kind of poleaxed expression on his face.  She finishes her cigarette in record time, and crosses back downstage.
VIRGINIA

I think we’ve got to use the Cascade.


JEFF

I love you.


VIRGINIA

I mean, I know it’s risky, but we’re short on options here.


JEFF

You’re the most beautiful, most dynamic person I’ve ever met.


VIRGINIA

We’ll just have to hope it works right.


JEFF

I know that we’re destined to be together.

WILL emerges from his hiding place upstage.  He is on the phone.  He is not wearing pants.  He is talking in a hushed voice on his cellphone.

WILL 

(on the phone)

Hey, hi, Carla?


VIRGINIA

What are you talking about?


JEFF

What?


VIRGINIA

Just now.  What’d you just say?


JEFF
I said “What.”


VIRGINIA

Before that.


WILL

Carla, look, I need you to, uhm.  I need some pants.


JEFF

I don’t remember.  Nothing.


VIRGINIA

Look, start up your computer.


WILL

Because I c-…look.  Never mind why…


JEFF

Wait, what?  Why?


VIRGINIA

I need you to show me how to put Phallotrex into the Cascade.


WILL

I just need them, okay?


JEFF

Ahm.  It’s not really ready.  Are you…doing anything later?


VIRGINIA

Later?  Yes.  Like you, later I am going to be executed if I haven’t got a marketing campaign ready.


JEFF

It’s not…it’s not our fault!  They never sent us samples, or proofs, or anything!


VIRGINIA

I’m pretty sure that’s not going to matter.


WILL

Well, skip your fucking hair appointment!  I need clean pants okay?  I need you to go into my closet, and get some pants, and bring them here.


JEFF

You’re joking, right?  Howe isn’t going to fire us because we haven’t got a gimmick for a product we’ve never even seen.


VIRGINIA

No, I told you.  He’s going to have us executed.  Probably with guns.  Or a guillotine, or something.


WILL

I don’t care…no!  Okay, no.  Look…


JEFF

He can’t do that.


VIRGINIA

Did you read your contract?  Give me the laptop.


JEFF

Ginny…Virginia.  Sorry.  Virginia.  He can’t…he can’t execute us.

WILL
Carla, I’m sorry.  Okay?  I’m sorry I yelled at you…no.  No, I know your hair…no, Carla…


VIRGINIA

No, but there’s a liability clause.  If we fuck this campaign up, we can be held personally liable for losses based on his estimated projections.  Do you have any idea how much that is?  It’s a debt you’ll be working off for a hundred years.

WILL

Okay, okay.  You’re right.  I’m sorry.  But, please…


JEFF

I can’t…okay.  Wait.  Let’s run away together.


WILL

Please just bring me some pants!


VIRGINIA

Excuse me?


JEFF

I mean, you and me.  We can go…we can go to France.  Ever since the Socialist Revolution, they can’t have execution contracts there.  You know they get two months vacation every year?


VIRGINIA

Are…are you serious?


WILL

Okay, wait, wait wait wait, don’t hang up!


JEFF

Uh.  No.  No, I mean…no.


VIRGINIA

So…


JEFF

No, look.  The Cascade, we don’t even really know how it works…


VIRGINIA

What are you talking about?  You invented it.


JEFF

Well, I mean right.  Obviously, I know how it works.  In theory.


WILL


(groans)

Okay, I’ll…yes.  Okay, I promise, I’ll walk Mr. Wiggles….oh, come on!


JEFF

What I’m saying is, I don’t know…the actual effect…I mean, the ramifications…


WILL

Fine, yes.  A week, okay?  I’ll walk him for a week.


VIRGINIA

We need this.  We really, really need it.


JEFF

I’m just not sure it’s ready for public viewing yet…


VIRGINIA

We don’t have to let it out.  We’ll just show it to Mr. Howe, okay?  Just so he can see the progress that we’re making.


WILL

Yes, the green ones.  Fine.  Those are fine, bring those.


JEFF

…ah…


WILL

…no.  No.  Why would I need another jacket?


VIRGINIA

Please?  Let’s just do this, and then we can go to the bar or something, right?


WILL

I don’t care if they match…never mind.  No.  I don’t need another jacket.


JEFF

Okay.  Okay, here.

He starts up the computer, and begins pressing buttons on it.


VIRGINIA

So, what do we do with it?  Just put the name in, right?


JEFF

Yeah.  Because we don’t have any pictures.


WILL

Okay.  Okay, thanks.  Thank you.


VIRGINIA

And that’s it?  It’ll just run…

JEFF pushes her away from the computer.


JEFF

For fuck’s sake, don’t look at it.


WILL

No, I know you love me.  That’s right, she never would have…


VIRGINIA

Are you kidding?  How are we going to show it to Mr. Howe if he can’t look at it?


JEFF

We’ll show it in…I don’t know.  In pieces, or something, okay?  Look, I’ll put it on the…this is the community drive, right?  We can access this from his office?
VIRGINIA

Yeah.

JEFF

Okay, I’ll put it up there.  Just use Powerpoint to open it, and it’ll come up as a slide show.  You can look at one image at a time.  Make sure you leave at least…five.  No, ten seconds between each image, to make sure they don’t stick.  Okay?

(pause)

Okay?


WILL

No, Natalie never would have brought me pants.  You are clearly a superior girlfriend.


VIRGINIA

It’ll have to do, I guess.


JEFF

Good.  Fine.  Great.  Can we…go…you know.  Go out?  Now?


VIRGINIA

Fine.

They get their coats, leave.  WILL comes down from upstage, still in his underwear, on which there is a large, dark stain.  He looks around, smiles, then begins to press buttons on the computer.

ACT II

The office.  ELLIS enters, crouched like an animal, sniffing hungrily.  He knocks things over, peers under things; he seems to be desperately searching for something, but searching the way an angry chimpanzee would do it.  He begins to tear the room up.  After a minute of this he stops, cocks his head, then goes into the office at stage left.  For moment, nothing happens.  Then, JEFF enters stage right.  He has a small notebook, into which he is making notes.

JEFF is trying to write a punk rock song, so when he quotes lyrics, he is singing them out loud.  The song should have the recognizable punk-rock drive, but other than that, it shouldn’t be very good.


JEFF

“Burn down the government, set the capitol on fire…”

Upon entering, JEFF catches himself and looks around to see if any one is listening.  There is no one else here.

“Everyone there is an asshole, anyway…”  Guitar solo!  Der ner ner der ner der der derrrrrrrr!  “Burn down the government, you can take your tax rebates straight to hell!”

VIRGINIA enters.  She and JEFF briefly look at each other, then awkwardly avert their gazes.  JEFF continues singing softly to himself.

“Set the president on fire…”  Uhm.  “Feed the president to sharks, and watch them tear his ass off…Shoot the secretary of state…”  Uhm.  “Shoot the speaker of the house…shoot the honorable representative from Wyoming in the balls…”


VIRGINIA

Could you stop that?


JEFF

Sorry.

He continues to hum softly under his breath.  VIRGINIA takes her phone out of her bag, checks it for messages, sets it on the table.  She fiddles around with the computer, then stands.

Where are you going?


VIRGINIA

I’ve got a meeting with Mr. Howe.


JEFF

I should come with you.


VIRGINIA

No.


JEFF

But—


VIRGINIA

No.


JEFF

But it was my idea.


VIRGINIA

That doesn’t matter.


JEFF

Yes it does!  It’s my idea, I should be there when we present it to Mr. Howe.


VIRGINIA

It was not your idea.  The cascade is your research, but it was my idea to use it for this project.  So it was my idea, so I’m going to present it to Mr. Howe.


JEFF

That’s—


VIRGINIA

It’s important that we preserve the channels of authority, here.  I’m the project manager, I’m the one that meets with Mr. Howe.


JEFF

But—


VIRGINIA

I’ll give you credit.


JEFF

But how do I know—


VIRGINIA

I’ll give you credit, I said!  You’ll just have to trust me.

Pause.


JEFF

Fine.


VIRGINIA

Fine.

VIRGINIA begins her exit.


JEFF

Fine!

VIRGINIA exits.

Bitch.  “Virginia is a bitch, and I will shoot her with a shotgun, la la la, something, set her face on fire--” 

VIRGINIA enters.

--hurrp.


VIRGINIA

Forgot this.  

She picks up her cellphone, and exits again.


JEFF

“Stick something hard and sharp up her— “

There is a sound from the room that ELLIS entered.

Ack!

Another sound, like someone knocking something over.  JEFF gets up and cautiously approaches the door.

Moose?  What are you doing in there?  Hey, man…

JEFF opens the door.  ELLIS explodes out of the room shouting incoherently.  He tears around the stage throwing things all over the floor, apparently oblivious to JEFF.


ELLIS
GIVE IT!  GIVE IT GIVE IT GIVE IT!  Giveitgiveitgiveitgiveit…


JEFF

What…what the fuck?  Who the…what are you doing?  Hey!  Hey, put that down!

ELLIS pauses, looks at JEFF.

Aw, shit.


ELLIS
GIIIIVE IT!!

ELLIS tears across the stage towards JEFF, who is still standing near the door to the other room.  They wrestle briefly, and JEFF manages to get himself enough out of the way that ELLIS falls through the door.  JEFF slams it shut, and throws his body up against it.


ELLIS (o.s.)

GIVE IT!


JEFF

Jesus Christ!  Give what?  What do you want?  Who the fuck are you?

ELLIS screams incoherently.

WILL enters.


JEFF

Will, hey, Will.  Help.


WILL

Whatnow?  Help what?


JEFF

Help, here.  There’s a guy, he’s screaming, I’ve got him in the other room.


WILL

He’s screaming?  Is…I don’t understand.  Is he hurt?


JEFF

No!  He tried to kill me!


WILL

Why?


JEFF

I don’t fucking know why!  How do I fucking know that?  He lost his fucking mind!  He just started running around here, screaming at me, saying “Give it, give it!”  I don’t know what his problem is!


WILL

Well, did you call security?


JEFF

How am I going to call security if I’ve got to hold the door shut?


WILL

Okay, okay, hang on.

WILL runs to the door, and clicks the lock on it.

There, locked.  


JEFF

Jesus, Jesus, Jesus fuck.

JEFF goes to the phone, dials some numbers.


WILL

Do you know who it is?  Who the guy is?

JEFF shakes his head.


JEFF

Hi, yeah.  Listen, there’s a guy, this  guy broke in, he tried to assault me…he…no.  No, I’ve got him locked in the office…why do you need….?  Okay.  Okay.  Uhm.  He’s, I guess about average height, brown, kind of messy hair…Oh.  Uhm.  He had a red shirt, it said C C C P on it.


WILL

What?


JEFF

What?  (to the phone) No, not you.  Okay.  Just send someone up and get him the hell out of here.  Okay, thanks.

JEFF hangs up the phone.  

What is it?


WILL

What?


JEFF

You just said “what”.


WILL

…yes.  It is possible that that happened.


JEFF

Why?  Do you know that guy?


WILL

No.


JEFF

Are you sure?


WILL

No.  I mean, yes.  Yes, I’m sure I don’t know him.


JEFF

But you recognized his shirt?


WILL

Well, what happened is, I thought I recognized his shirt.  But a lot of guys have shirts like that.  CCCP, that’s how they write USSR in Russian.  It’s a big thing now, it’s like a…thing.  You know.  A thing.  Like those shirts with Che Guevara on them.  I knew a guy that had a shirt like that, but he didn’t have brown hair.


JEFF

So you have no idea who this guy is, or what he wants, or why he tried to kill me to get it?


WILL

No.  Not at all.


ELLIS (o.s.)

PHALLOTREX!


WILL

Fuck.


JEFF

What…what did he say?


WILL

Fuck.


JEFF

What did you say?  Did you say fuck?


ELLIS (o.s.)

PHALLOTREX!


JEFF

What did he say?


WILL

Fuck.


JEFF

WHAT DID HE SAY?  

(pause)

He just said “Phallotrex,” didn’t he?  Why did he say that?


WILL

Well, okay.  Here’s the thing about that.


JEFF

Why did he say that?  How does he know about Phallotrex?  Who is that guy, and how does he know about Phallotrex?

(pause)


WILL

Do you really want me to answer that?


JEFF

You showed it to him.  You should him the meme.

ELLIS roars offstage and pounds on the door.


WILL

A little.  Maybe.  Yes.

JEFF

And that…that happened?  He just…


WILL

I don’t know.  I e-mailed it to him.  Yesterday.  After you left.  I didn’t….I didn’t see him, or anything.  I don’t know…


JEFF


(shouting)

What happened to him?


WILL

I don’t know!  I don’t know.  I told you everything.  I don’t know anything more about this than you.

(pause.  Banging continues)

What should we do?


JEFF

I don’t know.  I guess…I guess we’ve got to talk to him, or something.


ELLIS (o.s.)

GIVE IT GIVE IT GIVE IT!


JEFF

You do it.


WILL

What?


JEFF

Come on!  You showed him the meme!  You did this!  You talk to him!  Try and calm him down.  Maybe this is…maybe he’s just excited, or something.

ELLIS bangs heavily on the door.


WILL

Yeah.  Excited.


JEFF

Yeah.  

WILL

You…uh…


JEFF

I’ll be right here.

WILL takes a deep breath, and starts to go towards the door.


WILL

Hey.  Know what?  Why don’t we both go in there?  We can wrestle him down, or something.


JEFF

I think I’d better hold the door closed.  You know.  In case he gets away.


WILL

Oh.  Right.

WILL takes a deep breath.


WILL

Hey…


JEFF

No!  Go inside!


WILL

Okay!  Fine!

They take a deep breath.  JEFF opens the door, WILL jumps inside.  His voice can be heard from offstage.  JEFF immediately sets his shoulder back against the door.


WILL (o.s.)

Hey.  Hey, Ellis.  That’s…hey, that’s great.  That’s a nice shirt.


ELLIS (o.s.)

GIVE IT GIVE IT GIVE IT!


WILL

I don’t…I don’t have anything to give you Ellis…I….yes.  Yes, that’s your penis, Ellis.  You need to put that away.  Don’t…don’t point that at me.  Hey!  Hey, don’t…hey, stop that!  Okay, okay, look.  Here it is, here’s the Phallotrex.  See?  It’s a tie, see?  Phallotrex is a kind of a tie.  See?

No!  Aaaah!  Hey, don’t…you can’t…don’t EAT it, for fuck’s sake…okay.  Okay.  You don’t like the tie.  I get it.  That’s fine.  Hey, whoah!  Okay.  You stay…you stay over there.  I’m going to just stand back here….

His voice begins to fade.  ELLIS growls something, that tapers off.


JEFF

Will?  Will?

(pause)

Is everything okay?

(pause)

I’m going to open the door, okay?  I’m going to…

JEFF is about to open the door.  The banging and shouting begins again, but it still only seems to be the amount of banging made by one person.

CRAP!

JEFF slams his shoulder against the door again.  He looks around desperately.  He sees the phone on the desk.  Tries to reach it from the door, but can’t.  He stretches his leg out to try and kick the phone over, can’t reach.  He tries to pick up a chair to knock the phone off the desk, gets the chair about halfway up.

MOOSE enters.


MOOSE

Hey.


JEFF

Crap.

He drops the chair.  MOOSE sees what JEFF is doing.


MOOSE

Aw, hey!

He immediately runs over to the door and puts his shoulder against, chuckling.

Awesome.  Who’s in there?  Is it Will?

Dude!  Dude, you can’t come out unless you pay for lunch!  Haha, this is awesome!


JEFF

No.  No!  It’s bad.  It’s really bad.


MOOSE

No way!  He totally deserves it.  You know he once told me there was a pool on the 22nd floor?  I was wandering around there in my Speedo for like, half an hour until someone called security.


JEFF

No!  It’s not Will.  I mean, Will’s in there, but there’s another guy, Ellis, and…


MOOSE

It’s…oh.  Oh!  Ew!  Aw, fuck man, are they doing it right now?  That’s gross.  I mean, if he’s into guys, whatever, that’s cool, I don’t care.  But he shouldn’t be doing it at the office.


JEFF

Ellis’s been…he saw the memetic cascade.  


MOOSE

The what?


JEFF

The cascade.  I told you about it.  Yesterday.  Remember?


MOOSE

I don’t know.  Did it have something to do with monkeys?


JEFF

It’s a way of advertising.  A delivery vector.  It makes people sexually obsessed with a product and Ellis saw it and he’s obsessed with Phallotrex and he came here to get it and he tried to kill me…


MOOSE

Whoah.


JEFF

Yeah.  And now Will’s in there with him, only I don’t hear him.


MOOSE

Whoah.

(pause)

Okay.  Okay, cover me, I’m going in.


JEFF

What?


MOOSE

I’ll go in and like…knock him out.  Hang on.

He leaves the door, grabs the phone, and yanks it off the cord.

Okay.  When I say go, open the door, and I’ll run in, and knock him out, and we can get Will out.  Okay?


JEFF

Uh…


MOOSE

Go!


JEFF

Uhm…


MOOSE

Go! Go! Go!

JEFF panics, opens the door, MOOSE runs in, yelling.  JEFF slams the door closed and throws his weight against it.  MOOSE can be heard yelling, then ELLIS can be heard yelling.  After a few moments, the sounds peter out.  There is no sound of anyone getting hit in the head by a phone.  JEFF has a really confused look on his face.

VIRGINIA enters.


JEFF

Aaa!


VIRGINIA

What are you doing?


JEFF

Oh.  What?  Nothing.


VIRGINIA

Why are you holding the door shut.


JEFF

No reason.  I mean, I’m not.  See?

He stands up from the door for a moment, then immediately leans back against it.

There’s no problem.  How did the presentation go?


VIRGINIA

… Good.


JEFF

You didn’t…look at the cascade, did you?  Did Mr. Howe?


VIRGINIA

I explained it.  I showed him three slides.  He gave us the greenlight.


JEFF

Good.  Good, that’s great. 


VIRGINIA

So, we need to find some imagery to stand in for the Phallotrex logos, and get this thing up and running.


JEFF

Yeah.  No, I mean.  No.  We can’t really do that.


VIRGINIA

Why not?

(pause)

What are you doing?

Someone bangs heavily on the door.


JEFF

Nothing.  Clearly.  I’m not doing anything.

More banging.


VIRGINIA

What is that?


JEFF

The air conditioner.  I think it threw a piston.


VIRGINIA

Let me see.


JEFF

No.


VIRGINIA

Jeff.  What the fuck is going on?

(long pause)


JEFF

Will showed the meme to his friend Ellis and Ellis went insane and tried to bite me so he could get Phallotrex and then Will went in to talk him down only he didn’t come out and then Moose went in to get them out only he didn’t come out and now…uh…

Now I don’t know what to do.

(long pause)


VIRGINIA

What?


JEFF

The meme works.  So, that’s something, right?


VIRGINIA

Will tried to bite you?


JEFF

Ellis.  His friend.  He had a red shirt on.


VIRGINIA

Will is in there? 


JEFF

And Moose.


VIRGINIA


(calling out)

Will?  Will, what are you doing in there?

(no answer)

Why isn’t he answering?


JEFF

I don’t know.  I think…


VIRGINIA

What?  What do you think?


JEFF

Well, Will went in there to talk to Ellis.


VIRGINIA

What the fuck is happening?


JEFF

He went in to talk, and then…


VIRGINIA

What is fucking happening, Jeff?  What did you do?


JEFF

Then he was quiet.  And now Moose is quiet.   How…how could that be?


VIRGINIA
What is happening?


JEFF

I think it’s communicable.


VIRGINIA

What?


JEFF

I mean, it’d make sense.  Kind of.   All ideas are like viruses.  They can get spread around.  And it makes sense that they’d build an advertising meme that way…


VIRGINIA

I’m going in there.


JEFF

No.  No!


VIRGINIA

Yes.


JEFF

No.  You can not go in there.  It’ll…they’ll… “get” you.

(pause)


VIRGINIA

They’ll “get” me?


JEFF

Yeah.  Like…like the Invasion of the Body Snatchers.

VIRGINIA

I’m going in.


JEFF

Ellis got Will.  And then they both must have gotten Moose.


VIRGINIA

This is idiotic.
A terrible howling emanates from the closet, followed by an intense banging.  It is MOOSE, trying to get out.  He has been converted.


VIRGINIA

Aw, crap.


JEFF

I told you.


VIRGINIA

Crap.


JEFF

It’s…


VIRGINIA

Crap crap crap.


JEFF

…it’s contagious.  


VIRGINIA

How?  They didn’t see it.


MOOSE


(from closet)

PHALLOTREX!!

JEFF

Subliminal cues.  Body language, tone of voice.  It’s probably easier to pick it up from other people than it is from the cascade itself…hm.

JEFF takes out a notebook, makes a note.  The banging on the door intensifies.

Pause.


VIRGINIA

Crap.


JEFF

Why is that?  Peer pressure.  The red berries.  Human mind is designed to pick up memes from other humans…is that what makes art so hard to figure out?


VIRGINIA

We have to do something.  Call the police?

They look towards the desk, where the phone was.  The cord is there, broken.

VIRGINIA

Cellphone…

She checks her pocket, bag.  

Shit!  I left it in Howe’s office.  Give me yours.


JEFF

Mine?


VIRGINIA

Yeah, give it to me.


JEFF

My what?


VIRGINIA

Give me your phone.

(pause)

Oh, Jesus.


JEFF

I don’t have to have one!  It’s not a rule!  I don’t like them.  I think they’re dehumanizing.

(pause)

It doesn’t matter anyway.  It’d be worse, even.  They’d catch the meme.  They’d be men with an insatiable appetite for phallotrex who are armed with handguns.


VIRGINIA

Wait.  Okay, wait.  They don’t know what it looks like, right?

JEFF shakes his head.

Don’t shake your head, I haven’t said it yet.  Don’t.  They don’t know what it looks like, we can give them anything/ and just tell them it’s Phallotrex…


JEFF

It won’t work.  Will tried that.  We didn’t know what it was, so there’s nothing to trigger the satisfaction response.  Nothing will satisfy them.  Even if we really had Phallotrex—they wouldn’t know it if they saw it.

VIRGINIA

Fuck.  Okay, so, so…we find a cure, right?  Play the cascade backwards, or something…


JEFF

It doesn’t work that way…


VIRGINIA

Or replace it.  We’ll play it again, but we’ll use something that we do have, like…like shoes, or something, and they’ll want shoes instead…


JEFF

It doesn’t work…


VIRGINIA


(shouting)

Then what the fuck are we supposed to do? 


JEFF


(shouting)

I don’t know!


VIRGINIA

Well, you’d better think of something!  


JEFF

I can’t.


VIRGINIA

Yes, you can, Jeff.


JEFF

You don’t understand.


VIRGINIA

Jeff, listen to me.  You are brilliant.  All right?  You’re a genius.  You’ve made something here that no one in the world has ever even come close to…


JEFF

No…


VIRGINIA

It’s genius.  You are a genius.  You can figure it out.  I believe in you, Jeff.


JEFF

I don’t…I can’t…


VIRGINIA

I love you.



They kiss.


JEFF

You don’t understand.  I can’t fix it.


VIRGINIA

Yes, you can.  You made it /you can…


JEFF

No, I didn’t.


VIRGINIA

What?


JEFF

I didn’t make it.  A man named Hermann Zelnitz did.


VIRGINIA

What?


JEFF

I stole it from him.  It was one of the conditions of Mr. Howe hiring me here.


VIRGINIA

You…you didn’t…you mean you…

She pulls away from him.  They stare at each other for a moment.  Abruptly, she slaps him.  JEFF looks shamefaced, but otherwise does not respond.  After a moment, VIRGINIA decks him.  He falls to the ground.


JEFF

Ow!  Oh my god!  Shit!


VIRGINIA

You son of a bitch!


JEFF

You broke my jaw!


MOOSE


(from closet)

PHALLOTREX!


JEFF

I swear to god you broke my fucking jaw!


VIRGINIA

You fucking STOLE it!  You lied to me!  You lied…oh my god, you kissed me…


JEFF

That really hurt a lot.


VIRGINIA

Did you lie about anything else?  Do you even have a PhD.


JEFF


(muttering)

English.


VIRGINIA

What?


JEFF

English!  I have a PhD in English literature.



Gets up from the floor.

I really was an orphan, though.  And I…I really am in love with you…


VIRGINIA

Oh, please.

She begins rummaging around the piles of packages and papers on the desks.

For fuck’s sake, let it be here…oh!  Oh!

She holds up an object in a messenger package.

Oh my god!  This is the one!  This is it!

She tears the package open, pulls out a cardboard box painted in red and blue.  There is a small note attached.

“Pending your approval, the packaging for product 161a, Phallotrex.”

She turns the box over in her hands.  Opens it.  It is empty.

Fuck.  There’s not even a fucking picture on it.


JEFF

I’m sorry.


VIRGINIA

                (reading the date on the envelope)

The fifteenth, that was…at least a week ago…


JEFF

I’m sorry I lied.  You just, you don’t understand what it’s like.  

VIRGINIA begins rummaging through the papers again, this time half-heartedly.

I’m smart, I’m well-educated, why shouldn’t I be able to find work?  Just because society has decided that what I think is interesting is useless.  I mean, I worked hard at it.  I’m not lazy.  I just went to school for something I loved.  Why should I be punished for that?  It’s not right.

So, yeah.  I did what I had to do.  To survive.  I pretended to know about memes and neurology and shit.  I stole from people that trusted me.  I lied to the people I love.  

But I had to.  I’m the victim here, Virginia.  The product of a society that’s forgotten what’s really important, that’s forgotten its art and love of beauty.  That’s forgotten the very language that makes it possible.


VIRGINIA


(hasn’t been listening)

What?


JEFF

… nothing.


VIRGINIA

Help me move this desk.


JEFF

Why?


VIRGINIA

We can’t cure them.  We can’t let anyone else in to see them, or they’ll catch the meme.  We sure as hell can’t let them out.  So, we’re going to pile the desks up against the door and barricade them in there until…


JEFF

Until what?



VIRGINIA says nothing.

Until what?  Until they fucking starve?  What are we going to do…sit here for weeks until…oh my god…


VIRGINIA

Not weeks.  There’s no water in there.  They’ll dehydrate.  Three days, tops.


JEFF

Oh my god…


VIRGINIA

Hey, you got us into this…


JEFF

No!  No I didn’t!  You got us into this!  You!


VIRGINIA

Well, anyway, it’s nobody’s fault. /The point is…


JEFF

/Yes it is!  It’s your fault!


VIRGINIA

The point is, we have to do something.


JEFF

But…we…are we really going to kill them?


VIRGINIA

All right.  What’s your plan?

JEFF says nothing.  After a moment, he begins helping her move the desk.  They pile some of the furniture against the closet, while the men locked inside continue to bang on the door and shout.  While moving another desk, JEFF abruptly stops and stands, leaving VIRGINIA to push it.

JEFF

I just thought of something scary.


VIRGINIA

Good.  Help me move the desk.


JEFF

No, wait.


VIRGINIA

No, don’t wait.  Think while you push.


JEFF

Kelsey.


VIRGINIA

What?


JEFF

The receptionist.  Kelsey.  He had to walk by her to get in.  And the security guard down in the lobby.  And…and everyone else…in the hall…on the street…


VIRGINIA

What are you talking about?


JEFF

The meme is contagious.  He could have infected a hundred people on the way here. If he gave it to just one person, that person could have gone out and infected a hundred people, or a thousand…


VIRGINIA

No.  That doesn’t make sense…


JEFF

Christ, it could have infected the whole city by now…


VIRGINIA

Then why aren’t they here?  Why aren’t they banging down the doors?


JEFF

Maybe they don’t know where to go.  Or…or maybe it takes time for it to start to work, or…

A terrible howling is heard from the opposite side of the stage, where the main door is.  JEFF’s eyes widen, and he tears across the stage, slamming his body against the door just as a banging begins on that side.  VIRIGNIA immediately begins to push the desk against that wall.  They pile the remaining furniture against it.


JEFF

Well.  This sucks.

Lights fade.
ACT III
Lights up on the office.  VIRINGIA and JEFF  are huddled together in the middle of the room.  All of the furniture, computers, and assorted junk are piled up at the two doors.  Phallotrex zombies bang on them and groan.


JEFF

When I was a little kid, I used to think about death all the time.  What it would be like, how would I die, would it hurt more to get my head crushed by a train or to fall face-first into a thresher—strangely enough, this particular scenario never really came up.


VIRGINIA

I need a cigarette.


JEFF

I mean, I figured the mostly like way for me to die was being pulled apart by zombies.  But I always thought it would be in a basement or on an oil tanker.


VIRGINIA

I always wanted to die in the throes of sexual ecstasy.


JEFF

It’s not really my fault, I guess, who puts zombies together with office buildings?  Robots I could see but…sorry, what?

(silence)

You know, I really am in love with you.


VIRGINIA

Jeff, I know that I seem like a frigid bitch, and I act like I find your touch completely repellent, but secretly, I desperately want you to do me.

(pause)


JEFF

Really?

VIRGINIA rips open her blouse.


VIRGINIA

Take me!


JEFF

Uh.  Okay.

At this moment, the doors burst open at both ends.  MOOSE, ELLIS, and WILL are wearing zombie make up.  Three other zombies come in from the other side, also in make up.  They are groaning and shambling.


JEFF

No!  No, wait!  Not yet!  Oh god damn it, I was so close!


LEAD ZOMBIE

Having trouble satisfying your woman?


JEFF

What?


LEAD ZOMBIE

Finding it difficult to keep up with her?


JEFF

What!?


LEAD ZOMBIE

Is your little soldier not being all he could be?

(pause)

LEAD ZOMBIE produces a top hat and a monocle, which he then puts on.


LEAD ZOMBIE

What you need, my friend, is Phalltorex!  The thinking man’s aphrodisiac!  Why, only a mindless zombie would use some generic medication to treat his ED, but if you want to stand apart from the shambling hordes, you need Phallotrex!

Why Phallotrex is the only medication proven to treat all forms of erectile dysfunction!  Possible side effects include headache, nausea, explosive diarrhea, kidney stones, gallstones, bladder infection, leaky heart valves, anal bleeding, bleeding from the eyes, ears, and nose, psoriasis, hair loss, and erectile dysfunction.  Women who are pregnant should not use, handle, or stand too close to Phallotrex.  Neither should women who aren’t pregnant, children, or adults.  Use of Phallotrex in conjunction with certain blood pressure medications can lead to hypertension, hypotension, or bone cancer.  Consult your doctor before using Phallotrex.

The other zombies begin to sing a song about Phallotrex.  The lyrics, essentially, are:  “Phallotrex, Phallotrex, everybody loves Phallotrex!”  As they sing, and the lead zombie continues to speak, the lights begin to dim.  The zombies, still singing or speaking, shuffle back out the way they came, pulling the doors closed behind them, just as the lights go to black.

The lights come back up.  The furniture barricades on the doors are replaced.  VIRGINIA is leaning up against the stage left barricade and smoking, her blouse intact.  JEFF is lying on his back in the middle of the floor, apparently asleep, singing the Phallotrex song.  He wakes, suddenly.


JEFF

Ah!

He attempts to collect himself, quickly looking around the room to make sure the barricades have not broken.  VIRGINIA just stares at him.
What are you…did…did you…

(pause)

Nevermind.  Nothing.  I’m fine.

JEFF gets up and crosses to the upstage window, which is open.  He leans out and looks around.

They’re still out there.  Shambling.  I think they’ve gotten stuck in the revolving doors.  So, I guess we’re safe, for now.  Relatively safe, I mean.

JEFF returns downstage, finds a brown paper bag and opens it.

Blech.  Power bars.  This must have been MOOSE’S lunch.  There’s two here.  Did you want one?

(pause)

You don’t have to have it, now, I guess.  I mean, we should save our food, right?  We don’t want to eat it all now.  We should save some.

(pause)

I’ll just eat half.

He bites it, makes a face.

Actually, I’ll save this half.  For later.

(pause)

You know, I never really wanted to do this.  I wanted to write lyrics for a punk rock band.  We would be called Joe’s Smirking Revenge, and sing songs about burning down the government and setting Paris Hilton on fire.  It was never going to happen, I guess; I don’t really play an instrument at all.  And I don’t know anyone that plays an instrument.  Still.  I always hoped.

(long pause)

VIRGINIA finishes her cigarette.


VIRGINIA

This wasn’t where I was supposed to be at twenty-seven.


JEFF

Yeah, no.  Like I said, zombies at the top of an office building, I don’t think I ever would have guessed that.


VIRGINIA

I was supposed to be engaged at twenty-six.  He was handsome, focused, career-oriented and successful, but supportive of my career goals.


JEFF

What happened?

VIRGINIA says nothing.

(pause)


VIRGINIA

Why weren’t you affected?  You saw Warren.  We’ve been listening to those other ones for days, now.  We can see them down in the street.  How come we haven’t caught it?


JEFF


(shrugs)

I’m not really sure.  I think it might be because we’re both…we both grew up in focus groups.  There’s a lot of debate about whether a person’s brain is the way it is because that’s the culture they grew up in, or that’s just how they’re wired.  It’s a stupid debate.  You’re wired the way you are in part because of the way that you grew up.


VIRGINIA

So…because I couldn’t play Nintendo and you weren’t breastfed, our brains are wired differently?


JEFF

A little, I guess.  Yeah.  Enough, anyway. 


VIRGINIA

Does that mean there are other people out there who aren’t affected?


JEFF

Probably a few.  Unless they’ve been eaten, or whatever.  It’s hard to survive when everybody wants one thing, and you want something else.  

(long pause)


VIRGINIA

I never met him.


JEFF

Who?


VIRGINIA

The man I was going to marry.  I never met him.  I don’t think he exists.  So, plan A, which was engaged at twenty-six, married by twenty-nine, first child at thirty-one, second at thirty-three—two years apart is optimal for a mother’s health…that plan had to take a backseat to plan B.  Find someone before I turned thirty.  I was doing speed-dating.  Match dot com.  Everything I could think of.  I signed up for J-Date, I’m not even Jewish.  I thought if I started now, I could still get married and have one kid by thirty-three, which is when I’d break into an executive-level position.  More hours at work, but I’d pull in two hundred thousand a year, fifty-thousand of which would be set aside for investments.  I could do that for ten years until I had enough to start my own marketing consulting group, stealing whatever clients I needed right out from Mr. Howe.  Ten years after that, I could retire and start writing novels.  Mystery novels, about a freelance marketing consultant who uses her knowledge of human psychology to solve crimes.

(pause)

I was going to live in a house on the beach.  The Outer Banks, in North Carolina.  I know that parts of it are real touristy, but if you go way up north you can still find places where there’s enough space between you and your neighbors.

(long pause)


JEFF

Well.  I guess that’s out of the question, now.

(silence)


VIRGINIA

You really want to be a lyricist?


JEFF

Oh, yeah.  I don’t know.  I’ve always been really fascinated by songs and…you know…I guess, the way words and music connect to each other. 

(pause)

Like, did you know you can sing all of Emily Dickinson’s poems to the tune from Gilligan’s Island?

(singing)

Because I could not stop for death,

He kindly stopped for me.

The carriage held but just ourselves

And Immortality…

And Immortality.

(pause)

You can do it with Amazing Grace, too, I think.

(pause)

(singing)

Amazing Grace,

How sweet the sound,

That saved a wretch like me.

I once was lost but now am found,

Was blind but now I see.

(silence)


VIRGINIA

(singing, to the tune of Gilligan’s Island)

There is a house in New Orleans,

They call the Rising Sun.

It’s been the ruin of many a girl,

And mama, now I’m one.

Mama, now I’m one.
(long pause)


JEFF:
Listen…I…okay, listen.  Listen, listen.  Before you say anything, I’m going to say this, I just, I need to say this thing, and I want you to just hear me out the whole way through and don’t…don’t!...make a decision or anything, about anything, until I’m finished, okay?  Okay.  Look.  I’ve…where I grew up, I know you know what it was like, you kind of know, anyway.  You were an orphan, too, right.  But you know about how we…we were never…so the thing is that I have kind of a thing for…for women with…you know, with big…and you, well, you’ve got…I mean you’ve.  Okay, listen, never mind that, right?  Forget I said it.  It’s not important I’m just, I’m talking now because I’m nervous and I can’t stop and the thing is that the world is ending.  For real ending.  Not even ending, but over.  I mean, even if we get out of here, where are we going to go?  What is there to do, now?  Are we going to go to the movies?  Zombies are the movies now.  So there’s nowhere for us to go, and nothing for us to do and it’s just been…it’s just now I was thinking, I was thinking that this is it.  This is my life.  I can’t, I’m not explaining it right.  I’ve just felt this sense of inevitability, you know?  The way that I guess old people feel, when they get to the ends of their lives and they think to themselves, “You know, it doesn’t really matter if I eat butter now, or go sky-diving, because I’ve only got ten years left anyway.”  That’s how I feel right now, that it doesn’t matter what we do, or what, because this is it.  We are at the end of the story.  We are in the epilogue, right now, and maybe it’s going to be long, but there’s nothing else that’s going to happen before the curtain drops and everyone gets up and leaves.  So, so I was thinking that since we basically are the last man and woman in the world, I think, I just think that we should enjoy each other’s company, if that makes sense.  Since there really isn’t anything left for anyone to do, I think we should…do you know what I mean?  What, I guess, what I mean is, look.  Listen.  Let’s have sex.

(long pause)


VIRGINIA


(disinterested)

Okay.


JEFF

I just…what?  Really?


VIRGINIA

Yeah.


JEFF

Oh.  Okay.  Uhm…

He approaches her, tentatively.  He begins to unbutton her blouse, and kisses her neck.  She continues to smoke over his head, a bored expression on her face.  They sit down, and begin to lean back.


VIRGINIA

Ow.  Stop, hang on.

JEFF continues to attempt to undress her.


VIRGINIA

Ow, wait, I’m sitting on something.

JEFF is not paying any attention.  VIRGINIA reaches underneath her back and manages to yank a yellow package out.  JEFF continues to kiss her neck.  VIRGINIA, still bored, looks at the package.


VIRGINIA

Oh, no shit.

JEFF finally looks up.


JEFF

What is it?


VIRGINIA

No, fucking way.  You are fucking kidding me.

She tears open the package.  There is a colored bottle in it, as well as a number of photos, and a note.  She picks up the note, and reads it.

“Please find…” oh, my god.  

She crumples, and puts her face in her hands.  JEFF picks up the note.


JEFF

Please find enclosed the…the prototype and advertising stills for Phallotrex.

Blackout.
