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by Anthony Bonds
characters

BROWN

WESTERVELDT


Lights up.  Lighting is amber, like a street lamp.  A man, BROWN, dressed in tuxedo shirt, bow tie, cummerbund, and black pants, is standing (or somehow situated) in a parking lot, looking over the audience’s heads.

Another man, WESTERVELDT appears upstage and inches near him.
WESTERVELDT

Brown? That is you!

BROWN

Westerveldt?  

WESTERVELDT

How long has it been?

BROWN

God, since St. Mary’s Prep?  

WESTERVELDT

Ten years is it?

BROWN

Eleven years.  

WESTERVELDT

Wow.  

BROWN

How’s life treating you?

WESTERVELDT

Like a king.  Got my own company, I’m living the dream.  Life couldn’t be any better.  

(Produces a business card, gives it to Brown.)
And look at you . . . you look sharp.  What are you doing here in a parking lot?

BROWN

Watching the sun set on that hill over there. 

WESTERVELDT

Is that a wedding reception?  

BROWN

Yes it is.  Can you see the girl to the side, that’s Grace.  

WESTERVELDT

You mean Grace Grace?  From high school? 
BROWN

Look at that, how the sun is setting right behind her.  It frames her like a blazing immortal aura, and she’s like a dove, smoldering the sun – except she’s not really on fire, it just looks like she is, it’s an illusion . . .  damn.  Sorry.

WESTERVELDT

Beautiful.  Did you write that yourself?

BROWN

I don’t know if you remember, but I used to be able to come up with the most perfect metaphors when I saw her, it’s just, lately they don’t come out, good . . .   But look, look at her.

WESTERVELDT

Looks like a good time.  Who got married anyway?  

BROWN

I did.           

WESTERVELDT

Today?

BROWN

Yeah.

WESTERVELDT

That’s your wedding reception?  

BROWN

Yeah.

WESTERVELDT

Why aren’t you up there?

BROWN

I’ve got a lot on my mind.  Anyway, I don’t know a soul on the guest list . . . besides you.

WESTERVELDT

Well, I never received an invitation, so I’m probably not on the guest list.  

BROWN

Ah, Jesus.  Look, Westerveldt, I’m really sorry.  I meant to . . .

WESTERVELDT

Hey, no worries pal.  I’m just glad we bumped into each other.  What are the odds, right?  But seriously, you look like hell.  What’s wrong?

BROWN

(cutting him off, desperate)
Can I tell you something?  Is it okay if I just spill my guts to you? 

WESTERVELDT

Of course.

BROWN

I did something bad.  I didn’t really mean to, but it turned out pretty bad.  And since I’ve done it, I’ve been having these, sort of, night terrors.  When I dream, everything is fire: my veins are being scraped out, my fingernails are being plucked out, and something is chiseling away my teeth.  You ever have dreams like that?

WESTERVELDT

Um, no. 

BROWN

But the real torture is that when I wake up, everything stops.  Everything is numb.

WESTERVELDT

I’d take that over night terrors.

BROWN

No, I mean everything is numb.  I feel neither sorrow nor pleasure.  I no longer have any capacity for hope, or wonder, or courage.  Or love, I can’t remember how to love.  I’m supposed to be a poet, without love I’m nothing.

WESTERVELDT

You’re a groom.

BROWN

But what good is it if I can’t love Grace?  When I kiss her it’s no longer the fireworks and the butterflies . . . like when we first met.  We didn’t even know each other, but she kissed me and told me that we’d have a good life together.  And I fell hard, I fell like I was a mob informant, and she was the East River.  God . . . 

WESTERVELDT

East River?

BROWN

. . . dammit!  That’s not the point.  When I kiss her now, it’s only lips.  “You may kiss the bride”, and it’s supposed to glorious, but today it was nothing more than thin, cold lips.  I used to love her, I really did.

WESTERVELDT

It sounds like you still love her.

BROWN

She always inspired me to write poetry, good poetry.  I remember that I loved her, but now, ever since I . . .  the love I remember has simply left me.  

WESTERVELDT

Tell me what you did to cause all this.

BROWN

About two weeks ago, I sold my soul.

WESTERVELDT

To whom?

BROWN

I don’t know.  It didn’t say, but it looked like a respectable web site.

WESTERVELDT

You sold your soul over the internet!?

BROWN

Yeah.  I was surfing around, you know, and this flashy popup thing comes up and says, “Infinite Fortune For You And Your Loved Ones!”  So I clicked it.

WESTERVELDT

Aw, you’re not supposed to click on those.

BROWN

I know!  I don’t know why I did it.  But then it had a place to type and it said, “You’re heart’s one true desire granted, for your low cost of one soul.”  So I typed, I couldn’t help myself!  I’m a sucker for the flashy popup things.

WESTERVELDT

What did you type?

BROWN

I wrote my heart’s true desire: a video I pod. 

WESTERVELDT

Good God, man.  You sold your immortal soul for an I-pod?

BROWN

Video.

WESTERVELDT

What were you thinking?

BROWN

I told you, I couldn’t help myself.  I’m impulsive.  But the worst part is that the I-pod’s memory card was already full of old French movies and I can’t figure out how to erase them because it didn’t come with instructions.


WESTERVELDT

. . . I think I can help you.

BROWN

Don’t bother, I don’t care about the instructions any more.  But maybe you could just tell me how to erase it . . . ?

WESTERVELDT

Brown!  Forget about the I-pod!

BROWN

Okay!  Why are you yelling?

WESTERVELDT

I could have gotten you a much better deal.

BROWN

For . . . an I-pod?

WESTERVELDT

For your soul.  Brown, I buy, sell, and trade souls.  I’m a soul broker. 

BROWN

You sell?  

WESTERVELDT

And trade.

BROWN

How do you broker souls?

WESTERVELDT

Well, you buy them cheaply, and sell them for a profit.  Usually a profit of other souls.  Basically, a soul broker is a financier of the most valuable natural asset.

BROWN

You can make a profit from having a bunch of souls?

WESTERVELDT 

Are you serious?  Of course you can.  Souls buy anything, any physical thing, any service.  Don’t you watch movies?  You sell your soul and you learn how to play guitar, or have that golden statue of yourself that you’ve always wanted.

BROWN

But, I don’t get it, who gives you the stuff?

WESTERVELDT

Well, nobody’s really sure.  Either God or the Devil they think.  

BROWN

That certainly narrows it down -- The Devil!?  Are you fucking kidding?  You sell people’s souls to the Devil?  Doesn’t it bother you that you doom your clients to Hell?

WESTERVELDT

Don’t be so dramatic.  Could be God.  Actually I think it probably is God, because with my provider, there are no ill side effects.  Never had any reported morality tales or any Monkey’s Paw situations.  It’s basically fool proof.  Nobody is doomed, friend, everybody wins.  My conscious is clear.

BROWN

What about my ill side effects?  Fiery nightmares, loss of emotion?  My life is a morality tale.

WESTERVELDT

Well, first of all, any time you do business on the internet it’s a crap shoot.  You probably got ripped off, that’s your fault, you should know better.  However, in my experience, I have heard of a few rare cases of people who share your symptoms.  You see, souls are like money, they are all the same, so it’s not the quality of the one you’ve got, it’s how many you’ve got – and of course, the great stuff you trade them in for.  For years, everyone in the business believed that the human soul served no purpose whatsoever, so what was the harm in harvesting them, right?  But recently it was discovered that a soul gives us the capability to experience our most fundamental emotions.

BROWN

That’s a hell of a thing to overlook.  

WESTERVELDT

It’s not surprising though, most people try to avoid feelings that hurt them.  Most people don’t want to cope with regret, or jealously, or bitterness, or loneliness . . . 

BROWN

Or love? 


WESTERVELDT

Especially love.  And I don’t blame them.  I prefer to die happy.

BROWN

What does it mean if I die without a soul?  

WESTERVELDT

It means that you’ve spent your soul well.  Well, maybe not in your case.  Hey!  Just kidding, no, I-pods are great.  But seriously, dying with your soul is like dying with a hundred dollar bill in your pocket.  It’s a damn shame is all.

BROWN

So how much?

WESTERVELDT

You want a soul?

BROWN

I want this pain to stop.

WESTERVELDT

(sees the opportunity, leans in)
The good news is, it goes away after a while.  The nightmares, all of it.  

BROWN

And then my emotions come back?

WESTERVELDT

No, but eventually you will forget what they felt like and you won’t care anymore.  But listen Brown, your life can be even better.  I am in a position to offer you, right here and now, eternal paradise.

BROWN

What do you mean?

WESTERVELDT

Brown, imagine: your very own planet, a world all your own that you can populate with servants eager to please you.

Brown thinks, nods 
Where grapes are fed to you from the vine and oil is massaged into your temples.  Where every possible desire is fulfilled.

Brown’s expression is blank.

And your I-pod has unlimited memory.

BROWN

Unlimited memory!? . . . Is that possible?

WESTERVELDT

Anything is possible.  Souls are the currency of the future.  They are no longer story-book conventions but a palpable, modern day genie in the lamp.  Except you get to decide how many wishes you get.  And with about five billion souls out there, that’s a lot of wishes.  So?

BROWN

What do you want me to do?

WESTERVELDT

I want you to join my company.  Help me expand the business and you will have all the souls you want.  That means you can have anything, Brown.  Anything.  

Westerveldt extends his arm for a handshake.  Brown stands still.
BROWN

Why me?

WESTERVELDT

Why not?  I think you’d be a great broker!  You’ve always been idealistic, you’ve got a head for this kind of thing . . . There’s nothing to think about, Brown.  People would kill for an opportunity like this!

BROWN

I can’t do what you do.  People aren’t supposed to suffer by being kept from what they love.  Can’t you just sell me a soul?  That’s all I need.

WESTERVELDT

You’re thinking about what you need?  You should be thinking about what you want!  Your family could have anything!  They’ll inherit a fortune of souls!  A mutherfucking genie in a lamp!  It’s all roses for fucking everyone!

BROWN

Except for the rare cases like me.

WESTERVELDT

Like you.  Right.  Brown, it goes away!  Did you hear me?  The memory of love is what is making you suffer.  It goes away!

BROWN

I don’t want it to go away!  I don’t want other people to want it to go away!  Jesus Christ!  If I can’t have love I want to mourn its loss, and I want it to be painful.  I want it to burn!  I want it to explode me into hot vapor and ash!  I want it to dash me against the serrated smoldering rocks of Hell like a Hefty bag full of tomato soup!  God dammit, I can’t even get the metaphors right!










WESTERVELDT

This is your opportunity.

BROWN

Maybe it’s your opportunity, but not mine.  

WESTERVELDT

Fine.  Look, I’m sorry.  I’m passionate about my work. 

BROWN

I wish I could say the same.

WESTERVELDT

It’s getting dark.

BROWN

I’d better get back to my wedding reception.  

Brown starts back

WESTERVELDT

Brown, no hard feelings, right?

BROWN

Of course.  Now let’s stop arguing down here and go celebrate up there.

WESTERVELDT

No, I can’t.  I don’t go to weddings.

BROWN

You don’t go to weddings?

WESTERVELDT

Everyone’s always emotional, crying, hugging, blah blah blah, it makes me sick to my stomach.  

BROWN

Oh come on, we’ve got a lot of catching up to do.

WESTERVELDT

(Extends hand, Brown takes it)
I’m happy for you.  Congratulations.  Consider this a wedding gift, I think this one should fit you pretty well.  

They pause for a moment, then their hands disengage 
BROWN

So it’s that easy?

WESTERVELDT

Don’t spend it all in one place.

BROWN

Spend it?  Thank you.  You have no idea how much this means . . . 

WESTERVELDT

I’ve got plenty of ideas.  Don’t go soft on me now, okay?  You’ve always been a little soft, and it’s always kind of made me want to throw up.

BROWN

Are you kidding?  You used to be such a pansy.  I remember you singing to your sweetheart . . . 

WESTERVELDT

I don’t know what you’re talking about.

BROWN

What song was it?  Sung: “Daisy, Daisy, give me your answer do.” 

WESTERVELDT

You’re crazy.

BROWN

Outside her window at four in the morning.  Her parents turned a garden hose on you and you screamed like a girl.

WESTERVELDT

How do you know about that? 

BROWN

She told me.

WESTERVELDT

Well thanks for letting me relive the embarrassment.  Daisy.  She was definitely not worth it.  

BROWN

You told me that as long as there was blood in your veins you would never love anybody like you loved Daisy.  

WESTERVELDT

I don’t need to defend myself here, I know what I felt.  Both she and I knew it couldn’t last.  

BROWN

Because you were afraid to love her.  

WESTERVELDT

No, because she wasn’t worth it.

BROWN

What was she worth?

WESTERVELDT

I’d rather not have this conversation here.

BROWN

Then let’s discuss it over cake.

WESTERVELDT

I told you . . . 

BROWN

Listen, Daisy was our maid of honor.  She’s up there.

WESTERVELDT

. . . Don’t do this.  It’s been too long.

BROWN

You’re still such a pansy.

WESTERVELDT

I can’t.

BROWN

And I can’t make you.

Brown turns to the hill, moves to it.
Westerveldt begins to walk away, then idles and strikes the same position that Brown had at start of play.
BROWN

Can you see Grace, dancing with her father?  She’s my dove, my perfect one.

WESTERVELDT

Hope the poetry comes along.

BROWN

It will.

WESTERVELDT

Is it really like that, how you said, when you kiss your wife?  The fireworks and the butterflies?

BROWN

No.  It’s better than that.  

Brown exits into the wing. 

Westerveldt watches him walk away, then produces one of his business cards and studies it.

WESTERVELDT

My greatest desire . . .  Hell of a business I’m in.

Throws business card to the ground.  Looks up, walks briskly for the hill.
WESTERVELDT

Hey Shakespeare, wait up!

Lights out.  End of Play.
