EVERYONE’S GONNA DIE

(REN is pushing TOM on a cart through the mental patients” ward )
TOM. Watch out for the comer! Watch out for the corner!

BIN. I sce it Tomm, T see it!

TOM. Oh Lord, its not a good 1dea to ride the med cart through the psych ward. They’re not friendly in the
psych ward.

BEN. Tom, we hive m the psych ward.

TOM. Np, 1 hve at 680 1 skefront Street with my lovely, beantifnl wife mov she roast w hell,
BEN. Then what are you doing here?

TOM. Tust a small stay. U'm not erazy, st readmsting,

BEN. If you’re not crazy, why are you riding around on a med cart with a maniac pushing you?
TOM. Weil it's bormg here. Fat nurse ahead! iard nght! I m keeping miyscit occupied.

BEN. Thas particular thrill is starting to bore me. This is the third moving vehicle we’ve commandeered
this weck.

TOM. You're right, we need a new endeavor. Stop. Let me ask professor plum. (becomes professor) They
say war 13 the pasime of kings (Pock 10 Tom} That’s brilliant. Brillisnt!

BEN. (mocking professor): Oh yes, bloody brilliant.

TOM. What was hat?

BEN. Nothing.

TOM . Very well then, 1ot us fight a war!

BEN. A great war!

TOM. The war to ond all wars! 1 shall he right here | in the peyveh ward,

BEN. Tally ho! {pushes cart again, at full speed)

TOM, Your're zonma hit Mr Morganson! Ateee!

MORGANSON. Heavens to Betsy, I do believe I’m finished.

YOM. (panicking) Alnghi | admat, i kiiicd the president! Please God don tict me dic!

BEN. Hit the breaks! (slams to a stop just before hitting him. Mr. Morganson wets himself). Whats that

urse?
TOM. Hello doctor.

DOCTOR. T hinke vots bovs need o few drugs. Mure, hand me those sedatives
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SUN. sedatives?

TOM. Oh. that sounds nice,

DOCTOR. No aot that syringe, the other one. (Gers ridicalonsly large syringei
(both hold out arms, drugs acbninistered)

BEN. See Tom, buae m Gie psycls wisd, you'te atways lahen caic ol
TOM. What war should we fight? The Civil War?

BEN. No, we'd need longer beards.

TOM. World War 1?

BEN. sgerman accent): Too many Germans.

TOM. World War 27

BUN. (german accent, goose-slepping ). Lven more Germans.

TOM. I've had just about enough of your bashing of the Rhineland. T oughta give you one for the Kaiser
right here...

BEN. Don’t get ahcad of yoursclft We haven’t picked a fight yet.

TOM. You're right.

(Old Lady Pickens enters}

PICKENS If vou hoys really had 2ome cojones, vou’d fight the Spanish American War That was where
dear old Steve lost his dingaling.  But what a fine conflict it was.

BEN. Actuallv. it was pretty lame.

TOM. No thanks, Mrs. Pickens.

PICKENS. Ouoh Ul make yuu two soiry you ever cms@ this pair uf hot vruss buns. Il be back.
BEN. That’s right, just go on back to your dungeon, Mrs. Pickens.

TOM. Now. back to the matter at hand.

BEN. How about a crusade?

TOM. We aeed religivus fervor. Gilence )

BEN. Praise Jesus.

TOM. [ Junno, ! think we're fresh out of wars.

BEN. Awww horse dung.

TOM. That s ! The Trojan War!

BEN. What war is that?
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TOM. You know, fought between the ancient Asian state of Troy and all the Greek states for the love of
onie wormai, Holon, who a Trojan had stolon away. The Groeks won by sacaking inside the walls moa glaat
horse. -
BEN. That must have been messy,

TOM. The horse was wooden. Anyway, they won the war, but they all died anyway because they didn’t

sacrifice enough cows. Gods like cows.

BEN. Fremember that now! It's the war where evervbody dies. Let's do this thang,

TOM. Go for it.

BEN. Alnght, you'ii be the Oreeks, and {'li be the Trojans.

TOM. Ithink we should both play both sides, thus better representing the dual nature of the conilict and of

war itselfl

BEN. You disgust me. Fine, we'll play it your way. But I warn you, I don’t like Trojans.
TOM. Why not?

BEN. They smell funny.

TOM. How do vou know what they amcell hke? One hasn’t been alive for 4000 vears!
BEN. Oh | know.

TOM. How conld you posstbly know what a Trogan smells like?

BEN. Jesus told me.

JESUIS. Hello, boys

TOM. Christ, not now. Can we move on?

BEN. Why yes, we can. Let's get the l1ojans out of the way. i i be iector, the brave, swrong, handsome
prince. You shall be Helen, the pansy, indecisive woman. Bid me farewell.

TOM. {uncithusiustics: Ch, don’{ go.

BEN. Where’s your energy? You wanna do this or not?
TOM, fover the fop) Oh, don™ go!

BEN. More refined.
TOM. Zamsel im distrery Oh don’t 20!
BEN. But more enthusiasm.

LM, (with passionate embrace ;. o, don 't go!

BEN. (pushing her away): I must. To the battlefield! Watch as I cut down my enemies like babies in a
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TOM. Here come the hordes of throwaway exdias so you may prove your strangth by hucking through
them.

W2uvs come. They are vack Lilled i fifferent manmer [ Karate Chop 2 Eye poke 2 Chuinsene (slow) 4.

Girenade is handed to him (TOM. Mommy!)).

TOM. Hold still. Oh ugiv one.

{Sven enters).

SVEN. Are you playing Trogan hevo? Oh [ love this gane! 'l be Acneas.
TOM. Get outta the way. Sven!

SYLN. You're gonas bave o tuke me.

TOM. Ok. (takes out bull whip, removes an arm and a leg)

SVENM. Oh... oh veah? Woll you can’t stop the onc armed Trojan! Yeah you can’t and you won’t and you
don’t stop, yeah can’t and you (Tom shoots him)... Damn.

{Sven leaves Tam resumes fighfing Ren 5 1 Punch 6 1 Panch 7 Y Panch 8% staps imd tatks)

TOM. Ilo ho ho! What do you want for Christmas little boy? (stabbed. Back to Tom) You’ve killed jolly
old st. nick. For this. the gods have deemed yvou must die.

BEN. No!
TOM. Ok yes. Darth Vader style. chokes him with foree)
BEN. A Trojan hero has died tragically. So naturally, a Greek hero must follow him to the noble grave.
TOM. Correet. | shall be Achilles, imost fearsome, grucsome, bratal, violent,
BEN. Cross-dressing
',

TOM. . wamor of all Greece! Waitl & mument.

BEN. He was a transvestite. His mom made hum wear her clothes so the other boys would ask him to play
soldier.

TOM. His mom made hun do it?
BEN. Kinky, ao?

TOM. Why do I get stuck with ail the women? Ok, how’s this. (seductive) Oh, hello, I'm looking for a
zood war to fight

BEN. More... femnine.
TOM Ok, hello 5!
BEN. Less Flamimg! No stereotypes please. I'm very sensitive.

TOM. You're not gay.
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BEN. rsecretiveviYou never know when vou might have to change sides quickly.
TOM. Ok... Come on boys, take out those swords and lets kick some tushie!
REN Alright now itz time for Achilles noble but trapic death.

TOM. But | haven’t started fighting yet.

REN /methadically) My name 2 Parig, and Um here o 101 Achilles,

TOM. But... but... ok, you asked for it. (sword slices}) I am invincible, you know.
BEN fchnate bim in avkle) Don™t worry thew™H name a body part after vou
TOM. There weren’t any guns then!

REN. I'm rewriting history on the iy

TOM. You’re crazy!

Bi:N. Please — { prefer the term "mulu-faceted .

TOM. WELL then, in the grand tradition of us, we shall move straight on to your death. Paris shall be
hacked mito a million bits with s mcat Clease!

thacks, Ben dodges artfully)

BEN. Ha! No one con defest trov! /Tom shoots him) Damm.

CARLOS. Hey men, what are you up to today?

BEMN. We're in the middle of 2 war, which T am winning,

CARLOS. You want to pet my chicken?

TOM. Your chicken 192 mllow, Carlos.

CARLOS. You watch your tongue, Trojan devil, or my chicken will peck it out!
TOM. Covoir...

BEN. Hey how’d you know what war we were fighting?
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turkeys have come for my gizzards! I'm sorry, Gertrude, I'm sorry —1 swear 1 told them nothing.
BEN Hov oun horrow vaor chicken for 2 mmnte?

CARLOS. (slapping him away as he reaches for it) NO! the chicken is mine.

BEN 17 o pillinw!

CARLOS. Is not.

REN Tetal iorahe niflme for o secend, then Carloe grobe it hack)
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CARLOS. No.. oh ao... you've made my shicken wto a Qully dowa pdlow. Uh, Jdear chicken, Tam
sorry. I promise to sleep on you every night. (Back fo Ben) For this, 1, Zeus, god of thunder, shall destroy
you!

TOM. Uhkh...

CARLOS. (using chicken/pillow as sword) Thunder! Thunder! Thundercats,

hot felices of pair}
(Ben starts acting like chicken.)

TOM. Ub what are you doing ien?

BEN. Distracting him!
CARLOS s that vou? My tntle ploacky pal?
TOM. Eat this, Zeus. {douses him)

CARLOS. No! Notang woise tan a wet chincken. Oh § liave Larled my

feathered friends... (runs off)

TOM_ 1.et’s get to the real war

BEN. Ok. Find a horse.

TOM. A horse?

BEN. Yes a horse.

TOM. What typev of harse?

BEN. A Trojan horse. Made by Greeks.

TOM. Well, there’s Nurse Carmichel.

BEN. Horses don’t have rolls of fat, Tom.

TOM. Hey! Don”took a gifl horse w the mouth.

BEN. I could kill you for that.

TOM. Bring it on, Trojan boy! Or should I say, Asia Minor!

BEN. Ding ding ding! Round one! Here comes the cavalry. (throws something at him)
TOM. ¢ducking Aad theire goes the cavaliy.

BEN. How cowardly. 1 shall bake you iike a small child in a microwave.

TOM Oh_ <o ite child’s plav vou want? Singing, high pitched) P a bitle tea pot, short apd stout_here 15
my handle, here 1s my spout (hits on “spout”).

BEN. Youve got it all wrong Tom. Theve tkicks in balls) 1s vour spowt,

TOM. Ohhhhhh. ...

BEN. Your horse aus 't goin anywhere for awhile, dirty Greek.



TOM. Chhh... but we’re saved from the brink of disaster by our ally from the north.
BEN. Who?

TOM. 70’s blaxploitation star, Dolemite.

REN Daolemite? The diseo king? where?

TOM. (changes to Dolemite) Breathin down yo neck! (shoots him)
Bi. Cuch. |

TOM. Dolemite ts my name, and messin up big mothers is my game.
BEN. Serry, just net convineing. e couldn™t win the war,

TOM. Yeah, well | know who could.

BEN. Who?

TOM. Jesus. (pops into Jesus) You are all excommunicated!

BEN. That’s not fair. Yesus won’t be homn for 2000 vears.

TOM. Excommunicated!

BEN. lesus can’t excommumicate people. Only the pope can.

TOM. You want the pope? You got the pope! (changes into pope)
BEN. That's just plain wrong.

TOM. Excommunicated!

BEN There was no pope during the Trojan War

TOM. Don’t make me beat you with my pointy hat! (taking off hat)
BEM. Alright! Alright! The war’s over! The . pope wins

TOM. Phew. Now that’s better.

BEN. Yeah . bt net as gond ac thie! fgrabs Tom, gives bim noogies) Trov State all the way hahy!
TOM. Uncle! Uncle! Auntie em!

BEN. NOW e wur is vvar.

(Pickens enters, with bazooka)

PICKENS. Th o tfs not! Pocker up, boys, this ons

BEN. Sweet mercitul crap no!

iPick

ens wims hozonka Mr Morgonson roffx into rocm)
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TOM. My, Morgansou! Watdh sat!
MORGANSON. Wha?

FPickens fires)

MORGANSON. (sees explosive round flying at him at high speed) Jesus and Marv in Tinsletown'
CARLOS. Plucky wil! save yout ¥ly, vou bastard, 0y dthrovws pillow/'chicken/sword of henderay

(The bazooka round is intercepted by plucky. Mr. Morganson flies out of his chair and lands upon Old
Ladv Pickens)

MORGANSON. Great Caesar’s ghost! [ haven’t been with a woman in years. Oh, Louinda, how I've
missed you.

PICKENS. Steve? Steve? Oh, Steve, 1t’s you!

CARLOS. Plucky? Plucky? Oh, plucky, you shall always be iy ficad numo uno. Lven of that tmkey
doesn’t like us... (stalks away)

TOM You know, 1 should be concerned for their health,

BEN. Yeah they could be seriously hurt.

(patise)

TOM. But that was just hilarious.

BEN. Ch yeah.

(both start laughing in weird and different ways.)

TOM. Oh lord, we're arazy.

BEN. You can say that agam.

TOM. Ch lord, we'te aazy.

BEN. At least we're nolldead

TOM. It"s never too late for that

BEN. You know, when they put me hear after Kuwait, I thought | was gonna die here.
TOM. When [ was diagoosad, my wite acted fike she'd acver sce wic again.
BEN. And my kids were crying, but still they never come and see me.
TOM. My wil is nover guilig 0 see e agaii. Any vie ol .

BEN. We’ve been buried with the Trojans.

fUieRs dgree

TOM. Yeah, but I'd say we’re putting up a hell of a fight.



