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Fade up lights as a gas mask wearing clown marches on to the beat of Bob Dylan’s Rainy Day Women Nos 12 &35 and as Bob wails, ‘Everybody must get stoned’ the clown holds a small plastic Irish flag and reluctantly waves it as he moves upstage centre. 

He tries to maintain his deadpan integrity as he struggles to Irishdance to the Dylan song.

As the song fades out the exhausted clown tries to catch his breath behind the gas mask and hear his death like breathing until he takes out a whoopee cushion and makes a fart noise with it. 

He looks behind him at his arse then back to the audience. 

He waves away the imaginary smell. 

He makes a series of fart sounds with the whoopee cushion.

He takes off the gas mask and we see a horrible John Wayne Gacey type clown face with a maniacal upturned painted smile.

He stares at the audience and continues to make farting noises with the whoopee cushion then abruptly stops. (Throughout the following he moves towards the audience, allowing his instinct to take him where it may, but never straying from the stage)

CLOWN

Too many among you who have accused me of being a…clown. You queue up and pay to sit in these undersized overpriced theatre seats and you think I’m the one with the tenuous grip on reality? Oh yeah, you intellectualise it, dress it up, call it the suspension of disbelief, but the truth is your body doesn’t know what you’re watching is an illusion, your emotional response is utterly real, and the offence you’re about to take, is as real as it gets.

A woman enters. She is of mixed race and dressed in a white disposable painter’s uniform. She benignly ignores Clown, walks across stage and exits.

And what are you going to do about it? Fuck all. At best you’ll throw one of your quiet little tantrums and storm out, politely, in silent protest. (Adapts pseudo intellectual accent) “I mean I know what he was trying to do, and everyone is of course entitled to an opinion but I didn’t come here to be lectured to, to be offended, to be told how to think, to be…to be…(imitating self loving actor)… to be or not to be” - bunch of fucking homos. 

Is it right to sacrifice the life of one to save the many? Or should we save it? Obviously all you homos and carpet munchers would say ‘save’ but I say sacrifice, and I’ll tell you why. Who of you will stand up and be a hero, like me? Look at you. The chicks in this room got bigger moustaches than the men. Have you no shame? Pillow biting arse bandits with cocks the size of clits. Sand-nigger loving banner-waving poncy-noncy peace-lovers. (effeminate gay accent) “Oh look I chipped my nail let’s have a rally. Oh no my hair, I have split ends, let’s demonstrate. On no, rectal collapse, apply Preparation H and chain ourselves to a government building.” What are you laughing at? You think this is a sit-com? Get up. Get up and get out. All of you. Come on (screams) Fuck off. (Beat) No? What does it take to move you fucks? To make you take action?

The same woman walks back across stage, still minding her own business. Clown ignores her as he continues talking.
You theatre types are all into that make love not war muck, the-greatest-power-of-all-is-love shite. There’s only one man in this country who knows about love, one real man in this godforsaken backward country of yours, that great architect of a better future, a man, like me, with the courage to make the necessary sacrifices for the good of all. If there can be love among men, in the non homo sense…(glaring at a man in the audience)…get that grin off your face bum-bandit. Don’t deny it, I know by looking at you, you’re a fudge nudger…(to a woman)…don’t you be laughing either, muff-diving-piss-kisser. Can I please continue without further interruptions? Typical sausage jockey, never knows when to stop flapping their mouths…(indicating same  woman)…and they never know when to stop mouthing their flaps. If there can be love among men, then I love this man. 

He lied to get into power. And how did his people respond? They loved him enough to forgive him. That’s real power. You voted no to ratification, Bertie tells you to reverse your vote, and you do. That’s love. He closes hospitals, and you have the courtesy to die on trolleys in hospital hallways. So much love. He sends in Irish soldiers to protect American killers from Irish peace activists and what do you do? I’m getting goosebumps with all the love. He makes a deal with the dress wearing rapers of boys and you queue up to give to the church collection. He destroys your children’s education, the unions, the right to a home, and what do you do? (he lets it hang in the air) In the words of that genius Phil Collins, that’s a groovy kind of love.

The woman crosses stage again
And you know why you love him so? Because you need to be governed. When was the last time you knew passion? The last time you allowed yourself half a smell of courage. The last time you saved a life? You don’t know me, yet you sit in judgement of me? They forced your god to carry a cross up a hill, then nailed him to it? Yet somehow he’s the hero and I’m the bad guy? I took this world on my shoulders for you and the rest of those cowards out there. I’m carrying it to a better future and how do you repay me? Getting nailed to a cross does not make a hero; taking that cross and ramming it up the hole of the guy who wants to nail you to it – that’s a fucking hero…(to same man in the audience)…then again you’d probably enjoy that wouldn’t you? 

I’m going to prove democracy works. That you would have the power to effect change if you had the balls to fight back. I’ll turn the other cheek. But only once. Then I’ll take action. And you won’t stop me. Because you people don’t have the capacity to think for yourselves. That’s why you’re sitting here laughing with all these other sheep. Am I right? I’m right aren’t I? Prove me wrong. Somebody prove me wrong.

The woman enters to cross stage again but Clown watches her this time

CLOWN

Hello.

WOMAN

Hello.

The woman walks past and exits
CLOWN 

Turning to audience
What did you notice there? What did you feel? Nothing? Something? Very little? Watch this.

The woman comes back out again
CLOWN

Nice day.

WOMAN

Turning briefly

Yes.

Woman exits

CLOWN

To audience

See our little interaction? The impact of cause and effect? Watch this.

Woman enters
CLOWN

Nice day.

WOMAN

Yes.

CLOWN

Pig.

WOMAN

Excuse me?

CLOWN

You heard me.

Woman quickly exits
CLOWN

To audience

Was I wrong? Watch this.

Woman enters.

CLOWN

Pig.

WOMAN

Excuse me?

CLOWN

You heard me.

WOMAN

Why did you say that to me?

CLOWN

I’m sorry. Forgive me.

WOMAN

You’re truly sorry?

CLOWN

With all my heart.

WOMAN

I forgive you.

CLOWN

Thanks.

Woman exits

CLOWN

To audience

A peace deal? Watch this.

Woman enters.
CLOWN

Forgive me.

WOMAN

You’re truly sorry?

CLOWN

With all my heart.

WOMAN

I forgive you.

CLOWN

Thanks.

As she makes to leave, Clown sheepishly calls to her

CLOWN

A hug?

WOMAN

What?

CLOWN

I feel vulnerable.

Woman stalls then moves towards clown. They embrace. Clown winks warmly at the audience. They end their embrace. Woman exits

CLOWN

To audience

And peace reigns?

Woman enters.

CLOWN

I feel vulnerable.

Woman stalls then moves towards clown. They embrace. Clown winks warmly at the audience. They end their embrace. She makes to exit.

CLOWN

That was nice.

WOMAN

Turning briefly

Yes.

CLOWN

One more?

WOMAN

No. That’s enough.

Woman exits

CLOWN

To audience

Did you hear her words? ‘That’s enough.’ When is it enough? Are you going to make that decision? When is your cut off point? 

Woman enters.

CLOWN

Hello.

WOMAN

Hello.

CLOWN

Nice day.

WOMAN

Yes.

CLOWN

Pig.

WOMAN

Excuse me?

CLOWN

You heard me.

WOMAN

Why did you say that to me?

CLOWN

I’m sorry. Forgive me.

WOMAN

You’re truly sorry?

CLOWN

With all my heart.

WOMAN

I forgive you.

CLOWN

Thanks.

CLOWN

A hug?

WOMAN

What?

CLOWN

I feel vulnerable.

Woman stalls then moves towards clown. They embrace. Clown winks warmly at the audience. They end their embrace. She makes to exit.

CLOWN

That was nice.

WOMAN

Turning briefly

Yes.

CLOWN

One more?

WOMAN

No. That’s enough.

CLOWN

I want more.

WOMAN

I’m sorry but I have to…

Clown takes out a water pistol and holds it at hip level.

CLOWN

You have to what?
Clown pulls the trigger on the water pistol and sprays her with red ink (or red paint)

She just stands there letting the red ink bounce onto her and flow down her white uniform

CLOWN

To audience

Somebody stop me.
He walks around her, spraying her white uniform from every angle
CLOWN

It only takes one.

He stares at the audience then casually takes out the equivalent of a real gun and shoots the woman in the chest. (NOTE the sound of the gun should be deafeningly realistic and the scene should suddenly become very ugly)

She collapses to the ground

CLOWN

To audience

Why did none of you intervene? If my security is too tight…to same male in the audience…unlike your rectum. Then perhaps take a shot at someone closer to home - you know the stuttering fuck I’m referring to.

Fatally wounded the woman slowly begins to crawl to the exit but her wounds are so severe that it requires enormous struggle to move the slightest amount

He takes out a second gun and moves to the struggling woman and lowers the gun to her head.

CLOWN

To audience

Somebody stop me.

Before he gets the opportunity to shoot her a second time, the woman makes one final struggle to move, then dies. He rolls over her body with his foot to verify that she’s dead.

CLOWN

Mumbling to himself

Bitch killed my moment.

Calls offstage

Cancel her cheque, she didn’t fulfil her contractual obligations.

He steps towards the audience

Is there not a man or mutt among you who, if given the chance, would save a life? Would you save mine or sacrifice it?

Puts the gun to his own head and as he imitates pulling the trigger he makes a fart sound with the whoopee cushion.

Bang. See that could have been for real, yet nobody intervened. I need a volunteer. 

He randomly grabs a woman from the audience and drags her onto the stage 

Yes, you’ll do nicely.

Forces her to take the gun

Take this. What’s your name?

Stands a distance away from her and turns to the audience.

I think a round of applause would be nice for (NAME)

Forces audience to applaud

A bunch of peace lovers applauding a woman with a gun – that alone is worth the admission price. Now, (NAME) in your belly lies the capacity for new life, and in that gun lies the capacity to protect that new life. Point it at me and gently squeeze the trigger and shoot me. Shoot me you fucking whore.

(Note : these are the three envisaged possible endings depending on how the shooter responds. ) 

1 : SHE SHOOTS HIM. 

Quietly thrilled, he goes down on one knee. 

CLOWN
At last a hero…like me.

He dies. The Irish National Anthem kicks in, and blackout. As the anthem plays, two balaclava wearing stagehands run on and drag the bodies off. Segue into next play.
2 : SHE PULLS THE TRIGGER AND IT JAMS

Clown pulls out a fake knife, grabs her hand, wraps it around the knife, and forces her to stab him in the belly.

CLOWN

At last a hero…like me.

He dies. The Irish National Anthem kicks in, and blackout. As the anthem plays two balaclava wearing stagehands run on and drag the bodies off. Segue into next play.

3 : AFTER HIM REPEATEDLY SCREAMING AT HER, SHE STILL REFUSES TO SHOOT 

He grabs the gun, tells her to sit down, raises it to his head…
CLOWN

There are no heroes here…heroes…like me.

…and bang, shoots himself.

He dies. The Irish National Anthem kicks in, and blackout. As the anthem plays, two balaclava wearing stagehands run on and drag the bodies off.

FIN.
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