WHERE THE HELL EVER

a play by

By M J Kazmierski 

NOTE - The choice of casting genders is left up to the director. Any of the four characters can be played by either sex, so as to reveal different things about their individual motivations and experiences. As the play focuses on identities/languages displaced by migration, this may or may not help both actors and audiences relate to the sense of confusion and alienation the characters themselves are experiencing. 
Large living room. The back of the stage is stacked ceiling-high with cardboard boxes, containing clothes, furniture, other household items, all as if ready for a move or for shipping. Many of the boxes are tipped over, stuff spilling out of them, as if they had been upturned recently. Single light-bulb hanging over the centre of the stage. Door stage left. Desk stage right. This is the only furniture. Bare floorboards. Under the desk there is an old computer, printer and peripherals.  

POET, mid thirties, glasses, long unkempt hair, dressed in cheap jeans and sweater, sits at the desk, writing and drinking from a bottle of red wine. 

DJ, mid twenties, fashionably dressed with a trilby tipped back on a well-groomed head, sits cross-legged centre stage, back to stage left door, in a lotus position, head hanging down, collapsed, as if suffering from a stomach ache. Facing POET. 

Between them, there is a large steamer-trunk, shut.  

DJ starts breathing heavily. POET takes no notice and continues to write. DJ starts coughing, deep, troubled sounds emanating from their throat. A mobile phone on the desk starts ringing. Old fashioned tone, ascending to an almost painful pitch. No one moves. 

DJ. I need my phone. 

POET continues writing without turning round to face DJ. Then POET starts humming a tune, then singing softly, then loudly. It is a Balkan/Carpathian funeral song, a haunting, disturbing vocal, wordless performance. As it reaches a mad crescendo, POET falls silent. Writing throughout. 

DJ. Listen. I need my phone.

POET. When’s the last time you seen me write, D? When’s the last time you saw your little Poet compose? Have mercy. Don’t interrupt. Not now. Not wise.  

DJ. My phone.  

POET. Time to kill before the gate opens. I thought I would do something useful meanwhile. All packed and nowhere to go for an hour. You know how it is. The traveller’s dilemma. So, I thought I would settle some things. Some scores and such. Take care. Of you, old friend. Our unfinished business. 

DJ. Stop. Fucking. About.  

POET. No need to be rude. No need. No need for aggression. Bullying. You’re a hardcore bully, you know. I understand it’s hard to quit. But here is a solution. Right here. So don’t you worry. I’ll set you free. My pen will cure you yet. 

DJ. If you don’t toss me that phone right now, there will be consequences.  

POET rises and starts moving slowly around DJ, who continues to sit motionless on the floor, head hanging right down. POET’s movements are stumbling, drunk, menacing. Pen in one hand, bottle in the other, circling DJ. Half way round, POET takes the hat from DJ’s head and puts it on. 

POET. I’m here. All yours for the next hour. All access. Abuse all you want. All you can. Can you, though? Or is it my turn now? What do you say, DJ? Always been good at talking, always had the tongue. Always the put down. Always the come back. Now? No action? No talk even? Dear me. Are we seeing a reformation? A revolution? A recovery? Is DJ silent for once? 

DJ. My hat and my fucking phone… 

POET. Wait, wait, wait… this feels good. This feels right. This renaissance. This resurgence of spirit. See me writing? Like a maniac. Ha! 

DJ. You’ve written enough already, now give me my phone.

POET jumps up from the desk towards the suitcase on the floor between them. Opens and starts pulling books from it. There’s almost only books in there, a few clothes come flying out as POET searches for something. Eventually, POET pulls two slim volumes of poetry from the bottom of the trunk. DJ remains motionless throughout, even when POET crouches and waves the books about.  

POET. Two! Two anorexic volumes. Notebooks. Huh? Pamphlets… Still, it’s two more than you. Piece of shit… What have you ever created? What’s your legacy, friend? 

DJ. I DJ.

POET. You are a joke. 

DJ I mix and blend musics. I am humble. You, Poet… You think you lead. And you’re wrong. Nobody is listening.  

POET. Shut up.

DJ. You haven’t word left in you. Not a letter. Just give me my phone and get going. 

POET. Now you want me gone? Five minutes… two minutes back you were begging. Begging, then trying to beat me into staying. Now you want me out. Bizarre behaviour. Most bizarre. 

The mobile on the desk starts ringing again. No one speaks until the ringing stops. 

DJ. Let me get that…

POET. No, wait. You wait now. You said I didn’t have a word left in me. “Not a letter.” Wait now. Now let me prove you otherwise. You want to know what this thing is? This new story in me? Want to hear?

DJ. No.  

POET. This is your obituary… and your written confession. Listen now; DJ MALEVSKIEY. Twenty five. European. East Central Unspecified – you love that geographic ambivalence, don’t you? Make everyone guess where you are from by accent? Estonia? Moldova? South Africa? That sexy accent of yours… Now let the police guess – Mother and father alive, back home, worrying where their no good child has got to. Never calls, never writes. 
DJ. Jesus, Poet, shut that… 

POET. Wait! Remember, I’ve got a flight taxiing soon. Can’t delay that. And the funeral. But wait, I’ll tell you about that in a minute. Where was I… Since arrival in UK, DJ has been making clever, bad business. Knocking on people’s house, saying to be from a charity for orphans in the East of Europe, taking unwanted household things for sale in charity shops. But DJ would then take and sell the things for profit. Then one day he makes friend from his country, a poor poet who need money. This money is for family back home, for his sick uncle. So they grow the operation even more. The poet stops writing and starts planning. In three years, they have van, website, even send thank you letters to people who give generous with electrical goods and other value things. DJ has his colleague to do more and more, talking, collecting, selling at car boots and on-line. 
DJ. You’ve lost it… 

POET. No. No. you’re wrong. The opposite. Got my sense of direction back. True vision. Listen… In the end, thanks to his colleague hard work, DJ can have a coke habit. Rather than keep stealing from the rich and not giving to the poor, he then gets even more greed and starts dealing. Big time. 
DJ. You just need to shut up now. 

POET. Don’t like where I’m coming from? Don’t like the smack of truth? 

DJ. What truth? What the hell are you jabbering about? You fucking stabbed me. [DJ leans back to reveal the knife handle sticking out of their belly] I knew you were spineless, and talent-less and a piece of immigrant shit, but this has taken me by surprise. Jesus… total… Jesus, absolute surprise. 

POET. He’s dead.  

DJ. Who? Fuck…

POET. He didn’t call. My uncle died two days ago and he didn’t call. My own father. I had to ring myself to find that out. 

DJ. Your uncle dies and you stab me? Christ, what the fuck has got into you?

POET. Searing, perfect, life and death and black and white clarity. 

DJ. Get me the phone. 

POET. I can’t do that. You don’t deserve the phone. Don’t deserve my help. 

DJ. Me? I don’t deserve?

POET. Five minutes ago I said I was leaving. Going home. That’s all. Remember? Five minutes ago? And you hit me. 

DJ. I did and I’m sorry. 

POET. You did and you’re sorry now you’re bleeding to death. 

DJ. Don’t fuck about…

POET. My uncle gave me that knife. His old army blade. His butchering knife. The day I was leaving to come here, he put it in my bag. Said it might come in useful in my campaign to take on the world. I am no soldier, no butcher, but I took it. And now I have learnt. You need to be both sometimes. Speak different tongues. 

POET once again rises from the desk and moves towards DJ, slowly, gently this time, though no less menacingly. 

POET. Tomorrow, the funeral. My uncle. And then… then I will take that knife, and cut my old man’s throat with it. I knew. I’ve always known. What he did to me when I was little. How could I leave the only person that ever loved me in his hands? My mother ran off. My sister ran off. And I left him in the hands of that monster. Thinking sending money was enough… Now I must make amends. Now starts with you. 

Having got very close to DJ, POET suddenly reaches in and pulls the knife from DJ’s side. The blade is bloody. DJ whimpers. POET wipes the blood on DJ’s shirt, 

POET. Tomorrow, after the funeral, when he is getting ready for bed, I will slit my old man’s throat. With his brother’s blade. Not when he is asleep. After the wake. When he is drunk. When he thinks he is safe. I want him to see. See me. Getting what’s mine. And then I will go. Out East. In the dark. The steppes. Caucus. Mongolia. Somewhere not even Interpol will bother looking. I will live out there, write again. Out there. That’s freedom. Not here. Not the West. Not shithole Europe. The mountains. The plains. People same since the beginning. Natives. That’s where I’ll go. Here is fucked. Dead. Look at you, you should know. Drugs. Sex. Microchips. This is not real. You are not real. 

POET stands up and walks back towards the desk and the bottle.

DJ. No. This is not it. This is not…

POET. Tomorrow is scary. I may fail. I may end up writing my next set of poems in prison. I may never write again. You, though, you are in a more comfortable position. You are serving my purpose. All the abuse you put yourself through. The drugs, the parties, the attention. You are dead already. I did you a favour. Friend. Colleague. Compatriot of mine. 

POET drags the computer monitor out from under the table, and starts trying to prize it open with the knife. Eventually, from inside the casing he extracts an breeze-block sized wrap of white powder.  

DJ. Oi!

POET. Tell me what to do with this now that you’re gone. 

DJ. Put that back. 

POET. Should I just flush it down the toilet?

DJ. Do that and those it belongs to will find you. China, Timbuktu, where the hell ever. They will do things to you with that knife your poet mind cannot conceive of. 

POET. Ok. You are right, of course. Perhaps I should give it to charity?

DJ. We are the charity, stupid. 

POET. Indeed. What is it? Cocaina? Speed? 

DJ. None of your business. 

POET. No, indeed. In our house you hold this shit and it’s none of my business. You stab me in the back and now I’ve returned the favour, you still patronise me, still put me down. I think you need a lesson. You need curing. 

As the phone rings again, POET makes a small incision into the pack, dips his finger in, tastes a smidgeon, winces in disgust. 

POET. I think we need a little voodoo. Before my big bird takes to the sky, before your dirty soul follows, we need an exorcism. We need ceremony. 

As POET circles DJ, slowly tipping a circular line of white powder onto the stage around DJ and the suitcase, DJ talks for his life. POET meanwhile soundtracks DJ’s monologue with quiet, eerie funeral chant, as before. 

DJ. Wait. Wait a second! You remember how we met? Remember that party where you read and I was DJ’ing? Remember how well that went? That first meeting? That mix? My music, your words. Collaboration. People loved it. Wait, I admit we’ve lost it. I admit dragging you into this business was wrong. But think! Where you going to go? Home? What home? You don’t belong there any more. There is no home there. And none here. You are right. Squatters. Immigrants. We are nobodies. We are scum. But what about that place you told me about in Grenoble? And East Berlin? Those legendary art squats? How about we do that with this place? Open a theatre? A place of art action? You want more poetry? More pamphlets? What for? Nobody reads that stuff. Not any more. Not ever. But Dylan? Cave? Lennon? They were poets who crossed lines. Merged genres. Music. Film. Let’s do that here. Here. Let’s turn this place into an art house art house. A real home for us. I DJ. You write. We’ll get actors. Musicians. I know all kinds of people. Publicity people. Production people. We’ll show them. We’ll show them how it should be done. 

POET. You are right. No flavour. No drama. No texture. This country needs a kick up the ass. 

DJ. Exactly! Why vanish now? We have got our hooks, teeth into it. Let’s take us a big bite. Our money. Let’s spend it on the poor. On a mission. On art. 

POET. You’ve had too much of this up your nose, methinks. Gone to your brain. They don’t want that here. You should know better than most. You’ve integrated so well, after all. All the clubs you go to, the gigs, while I sit here sorting out collections and transports and shit. All their shit. All the  disposable bits of their lives. They just want their little driveways by their little front gardens in front of their little houses. They won’t let us stay. This building could fall, floor by floor, and they would watch and let it happen. They would stand and watch and tick boxes. We can’t stay here. Not if we are making a song and dance. Not if the rules don’t allow it. Not if the powers that be be against us. 

DJ. If they move us, we’ll go elsewhere. Maintain momentum. Places like this are dime a dozen. Free. No ties. No bricks or mortar weighing us down. A band of players. A band of gypsies. 

POET has now completed the circle and stands outside it, staring DJ down, holding the block of powder in both hands.

POET. Gypsies? No thanks. Too many niggers, pakis and polaks around already. Gypsies? You fucking idiot. I’m getting out of here, to where they speak one tongue, where they are themselves, not paperwork, not stamps, or passes. You’ve let your brain get poisoned. Drugs and multiculti? You’re fucked up. Art house? You should be in the House of Speakers. Sounds so sexy. Integration. Community. They don’t want us here!  

DJ. When they see you return tomorrow, they will kill you before you have any kind of chance of any kind of bullshit vengeance. Your father chased you out of your own home. Your uncle was the only one who covered your sorry ass. Now you pretend to care about that place? Those people? Mongolia? China? Fine. Fuck off then. 

POET. You envy me my freedom, wounded bird.

DJ. You’re going home? To the fucking farm? They will slaughter you like an animal! They will serve you at the wake! They will fuck you and feed you to the strays!

POET. What the hell do you know about the wilderness, city child? What the hell do you feel? You are tumbleweed. City here. City there. Don’t matter which country you are from, you are all the same. Parks for window boxes. Ponds for seas. A sky with no stars and a ground that grows nothing. You have nowhere to go… I am not like you. I can re-evolve. I can free myself…

There is a banging at an unseen outer door. POET still holding the pack of drugs in his hands. 

POET. Oh dear… Who the hell is that? 

DJ. You should’ve let me answer the phone. 

POET. You broke the law. Our law. Tell nobody. Nobody knows where we are. You dirty fuck. 

POET takes the pack of drugs and throws it up, so that it smashes the overhead light bulb, exploding the contents all over the floor, DJ and suitcase and all. The stage falls into darkness. After a moment, we hear the front door slam shut. 

POET. You left the front door open? That’s it… [in the dark]

We hear a voice, off stage. 

V1. D! D! Where the hell are you?

POET. In here! Welcome!

Suddenly, the lamp on the desk is turned on. POET is sitting at the desk, cross-legged, perfectly relaxed. DJ still sitting in the centre of the room, covered in powder. Door creaks open, JUDE and SAINT walk in. Both are young and fashionably dressed, bags from trendy clothes shops in their hands. JUDE leads and instantly enters a state of shock upon seeing the state of the room and DJ in its centre. SAINT stands back, near the exit door, observing. 

JUDE. Jesus, D. Jesus Christ almighty. 

DJ. Told you not to come here today.

JUDE. Is that? Are those?

POET. What, no greetings for me, Jude? No salutations? Been a long time. No gifts in those there bags? 

JUDE walks in and circles DJ, eventually dropping to kneel before the suitcase, now filled with powder, facing DJ, back to POET. 

POET. Long time. Long time between us thieves. And you brought a guest. Hello there. 

SAINT. Hi. 

POET. One of us, I see. Good. Good. No misunderstandings then. No tongue-twisting troubles. Where you from, friend?

SAINT. Tawares. 

POET. Yeah, I know it. Long way from home, eh? Sip of wine, perhaps? A little stimulation? Guest in the house, god in the house, as they say. 

SAINT. Jude? Jude, you all right?

JUDE, stunned, kneeling still, running fingers through the powder on the floor, appears not to hear SAINT. We see JUDE notice the blood seeping from DJ’s side, snap back in new wave of shock. 

DJ. Don’t worry. All will be well. All will be well. 

POET. I had no idea you and Jude were this close. that is a surprise. Thought you had better taste in company. And you, friend? You here on business or pleasure?

SAINT. Here where?

POET. Good question. Sharp question. Both. Here and here. 

SAINT. Work. 

POET. Work? You must have a good job to be spending this keenly. Or did Jude get all generous with you. Got off that Tawares bus what, three, four days ago?

SAINT. Four.  

POET. And you and Jude already best buddies. Already shopping spreeing. Now, I’d like to sit around and share in your new found friendship, but as you can see, my bag is packed and I’m ready to go. You’ve just arrived and I’m just off… Only now, with your sudden, unexpected, unannounced arrival, I’m in a bit of a pickle. 

DJ. Fuck off, P. 

POET. That’s DJ. You know each other? Don’t worry. Soon enough, every body gets to know DJ. He’s a popular sort. Life and soul and all that. A friend of mine. An associate. We used to work together, but he let me down one too many times so I’ve had to sever ties. I’m flying home tonight. For good. Leaving this cursed place. Or rather, I was leaving, until you showed up. Poor thing. Now it’s up to me to look after you. Get you out of a mess that’s bigger than this room. 

SAINT. What do you mean?

POET. I’ll make this short and sweet, seeing as I’m a kind of a hurry. Jude grooms. You know what that means? Let me guess. You met in a bar near the coach station? You had your bags with you? Tired and lost? And this new found friend said she was lost too? But she had other friends here? And she would sort you out? Show you round? Take you places? Nice places. Shopping. Drinking. Eating. Sniffing. Am I right so far? I hope you like fucking, friend, because all that was not for free. 

DJ. Poet…

POET rises from his chair and circles the room towards SAINT and the door. SAINT watches him intently, but remains rooted to the spot, until POET gets close, and the SAINT begins to move round the other side of DJ and JUDE, away from the approaching POET. 

POET. Fade out, already, D. You I’m finished with. But what do I do about your guests? I guess, I could just leave now. Take my bags and go. But I fear what would happen if I leave this innocent in your incapable hands. And what’s even worse, I am concerned about me. My little old self. What if you call the cops on me, have me intercepted at the airport? I would miss my uncle’s funeral, for sure, and you know I’d hate for that to happen. They might find the knife in my suitcase, my drug stained suitcase, put two and two together. No. Just running away from the problem won’t do. It’s a conundrum, what, D? What’s your master criminal mind suggest I do now?

DJ. Fuck off. You think we’d call the cops on this? 

POET. Maybe. Maybe not. But how can I trust you now? You are a victim of your own lies. And so are your friends. I can’t leave them here alone. Not with all your stash. All our goods. That would be foolish. My fingerprints on everything. Oi, if the law ever found us in this compromising position, we’d be sitting ducks. Trapped. Not even you mouth and my pen would get us out of that. 

SAINT. He’s bleeding. 

POET. He sure is. [suddenly presenting the knife for all too see] Sit down over there. I have ten, maybe fifteen minutes before I have to go. My plane won’t wait. The funeral procession won’t wait either. Only thing is, how do I make it out of here? Jude I would slaughter in an instant. That smack head. Dirty pimp. Preying on the weakest, without language, without friends, without homes. If not for you, friend, I would exercise some of the skills I learnt back home. Farm work. Butchery. Playground games. But you… you look innocent. Clean. None of this is your business. When you saw this house from the outside, sure, maybe it looks a little ran down, a little abandoned, but still proper. Respectable. And within a minute of entering, what scenes. Betrayal. Carnage. Drugs. Not what you came here to see, is it? Not what you travelled all this way for. 

SAINT. What happened?

JUDE starts weeping. POET walks over, starts wiping tears from JUDE’s cheeks, then uses the same hand to touch DJ’s wound. DJ flinches, screams, POET jumping back, amused. 

POET. A little misunderstanding. A series of little misunderstandings. Doesn’t matter. I have to go. Listen, packing tape. It’s in the corner over there. Will you wrap some of that round JUDE’s wrists for me? 

SAINT. Why?

POET. I’m not leaving here without securities. Securities are key when you are about to fly on dangerous business. Don’t worry. You’ll be all right. I won’t hurt you. 

SAINT. I want to know what you are planning. 

DJ. Don’t listen to him. He’s lost it. Get… get out.

POET. Please, go for the door. I’ll do what I have to do. Nothing personal. 

SAINT complies with POET’s request, taping together up DJ and JUDE’s ankles as well as wrists. 

POET. Well done. Team work. I like that. Not enough such spirit about the place. 

Suddenly, POET seems dejected. Sits, back against the door, staring at SAINT. 

POET. That suitcase… not much chance of me getting it on the plane now, I guess. Pity. I was looking forward to a bit of tourism. A bit of normality. Flying like a proper tourist. Case. Boarding card. Mobile turned off. Not looking over my shoulder. No stress. No fear. Been here three years. Not here, in this house. No, we always move around. On the run. Always apologising. Always feeling sorry for being the wrong side of our own border. Animals don’t have that. Nothing in nature has that. Only we. Worse than animal. 

SAINT. Jude told me about your scam. 

POET. Oh, really? Our scam? Told you all about it. Introduced you to us already. Well, DJ here says we recycle, but I’m not so sure. All we do is remove stains from people’s consciences. A third of the kids this country breeds live below the poverty line, and still they give to us. To foreign kids who don’t exist. Ghosts. We are ghosts here.  

SAINT. Beats working on a farm. 

POET. No. nothing beats that. Not when people are together. Not when things are right between them.  

SAINT. You need help?

POET. Help with what?

SAINT. Your business. 

POET. You are sweet… That’s no business for someone fresh off the coach. Take it easy. Enjoy what luck you have. Work some bars. Some sandwich shops. Then go home. Fuck off out of this place before you become rooted here. Stuck. In limbo. Another ghost. 

SAINT. I lied. 

POET. About?

SAINT. I’ve been here for two years. Sick of it. Sick of washing dishes. Sick of sweeping floors and being conned out of every penny. By them. By us. I went home last month and it was just as bad. So I came back again. Met Jude. Said “fuck it”. Let’s work some tricks. Make some decent money. Quickly. Put it aside for something. Start something, for once. 

POET. No…

SAINT. I’m tired. I’m broke, in more ways than one. It’s only sex. Only strangers. No one need know.  

POET. Don’t talk like that. You don’t know what you’re saying. I thought you was naïve, but now I see you are worse than that. Innocent. Fuck. Listen. Wait. I was going to tie you up. Leave you here… what did you come here to be?

SAINT. What?

POET. Dreams. Those things you must remember. What have you always wanted to be?

SAINT. What do you mean?

POET. Work, life, love. What do you want out of all that? C’mon, I haven’t much time. Don’t want to do what I have to do. But I’m asking. Who do you want to be?

SAINT. Really?

POET. Really… 

SAINT. A saint. 

POET. A what?

SAINT. I thought I could find that here. Good people. People who were kind and peaceful. People who needed my help. Not like back home. Everyone ripping everyone off. Mafia in every school, every shop, every bus stop. I was hoping… I was hoping to wash and be clean here. To disappear. Like those smiling saints on the cards they used to hand out in church on Sundays. No halos. No robes. 

POET. I remember those in our church. Farmer saints. Healing saints. Wandering saints. 

SAINT. That’s what I dream of. 

POET. Come with me. 

SAINT. Where to? 

POET. Doesn’t matter. We’ll get out of here. I thought I was free. I was sure it made sense. We’ll leave them here. Leave the country tonight. Phone for help by the morning. If he’s still breathing by then, won’t matter. We’ll be long gone. I have enough cash to start up anywhere. There’s a funeral tomorrow, but that will be a lie. All of it a lie. I’ll go and talk to him when I’m ready. My uncle, I mean… It’s complicated, and now you’re here, even more complicated. I am lost here. I’ll be lost there. I need to get out…

SAINT. OK.

POET. OK?

SAINT. On one condition. 

POET. What’s that?

SAINT. You give me that knife. 

POET. My knife?

SAINT. For safekeeping. 

POET. My uncle’s knife. 

SAINT. That’s ok. 

POET. No. I don’t know. The knife, you say. The knife? I don’t even know your name. 

SAINT. Just call me Saint. 

POET. Saint. I could use that. A saint by my side. Travelling saint. Yes. 

SAINT. The knife. 

POET. The knife. 

SAINT. That’s all I ask. 

POET. My uncle gave me that. For protection. My lucky charm. I don’t want to give that to you. You’re my saint now. You don’t need charms. Or weapons. 

SAINT pulls out a tiny black handgun. 

SAINT. Give me the fucking knife before I blow your head off. Now. And the money. 

POET. Saint?

SAINT. Shut up, and do as you’re told. First, throw me the knife. Then tape your own ankles up. 

POET. I can’t. 

SAINT. Why not?

POET. I have a plane to catch. Remember? Can’t go with my ankles tied and my pockets empty, now can I? 

SAINT. Stop fucking around and obey!

POET. Shoot me. Shoot me, oh Saint. Pull the trigger. Send me flying. I dare you. This is a robbery… Hee hee. 

SAINT. I’m fucking serious!

POET. I see that, I see that… I’ve seen a few guns on the farm too. Shot a few of them. No one wanted to believe such a little weakling could do it. Maybe I can take a bullet too… Where did you get that? Brought it over on the coach? Maybe… Maybe it’s a replica. Maybe it’s a toy. Maybe I’m seeing things and you haven’t got anything at all. Hard to see in this light. 

SAINT. [losing nerve] Maybe it’s pepper spray and if you don’t give me that knife I’ll fucking blind you and then cut your heart out!

POET. Pepper spray replica. Yeah, I’ve seen a few of those. I believe you now. I do. Only what should we do next? 

SAINT. Be smart. Don’t make me use this. 

POET. I should’ve known. A saint. Fuck me, nobody’s that stupid these days. Nobody. Again, I’ve been seduced. Stupid. Stupid poet. Trusting again. cutting people slack again. 

POET moves away from the door, towards SAINT, who is holding the gun with both hands now, pointing at POET, who stops by DJ and JUDE, both of whom are motionless. POET gently shoves DJ with his foot. No response. 

POET. You, D! You still with me? Just thought I’d share a thought. A funny thing. My glasses. First time in my life they will come in useful in a fight. Eye protection, see? Ha! You still breathing, D? Jude, stop whimpering. What you whimpering for? Can you smell the blood? Saint, can you smell the blood? Can you feel the knife? No? Feel how sharp it is?

POET plunges the knife in JUDE’s back. Whips it out and plunges again, JUDE silently dropping into the white powder. Everyone freezes. 

POET. I have a plane to catch. A funeral to attend. And you? Where are you off to?

THE END
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