The Merchandise King.

the [wme: fresent
The Place: An uncivilized savanna in Africa

Cliaracicrs:

SIMBA. A young, naive lion cub destined to one day rule the land.

DAD. Simba’s father, the current king.

MOM. Simba’s mother. the current gueen.

SCAR. The evil uncle of Simba. He is determined to wrest control of the kingdom from his brother.
RAFIKI. Crazy Buddhist monkey, adviser to Simba and Dad.

TIMON. 4 mongoose-like creature who lives outside of the kingdom.

PUMBA. Timon’s faithful warthog companion.

CHARLES. An exploited sea cucumber.

LAWYER. One of many who run wild in packs on the African pluins.

RAPPER. Lays down phat beats.

ANTELOPE. An offstage rabble rouser.

STEVE ERWIN, CROCODILE HUNTER. Fearless Australian explorer.

WALT. &l corporate fyrant aid theme park builder.

WILL. Victimized playwright.

Various featured ammals may or may not be included, such as the squirrel, the octopus, and additional
antelope.

Set:

The play is designed to be carried oul on a relatively emplty stage. Different purts of the stage should
represent different places. Awmything which adds 1o the correlation between the play and a certain animated
movie is encouraged. However, copyright laws are strict, so the ties must be loose. African scenery is not
required, as the play focuses on character interaction more than actual action. Fake blood is suggested for
vioic sl OIS,

Scar chters fo mdake preshow ailiousice ment.

SCAR. Oh, you all look like such delicious people! Good evening. I'm Scar, your evil villamn and
irrestiable corporate sellout fisnre Refore we get started here tonipht there are a few things yon need to be
reminded of in the case of an emergency. If, for some awful reason, you spill the bootleg whiskey you
smuggled past the mmimum wage ushers, t-shirts can be purchased in the lobby. [f you simply cannot bear
to be without plush imitations of any of the adorable animals in tonight’s performance. dolls and stuffed
animals can be found at Emergency Compulsion Aid Stands in the lobby. If the person next to you seems
uninterested in buying any of our merchandise, feel free to beat them mercilessly until they do. Everything
1s priced exhorbitantly, of course, because how else can you get that free market fix you so depserately
crave? Food trom the concourse shops must be purchased and eaten quickly, as all food inside the theater
must come with a special pass, which can be obtamned for a large premuum. If you’re a big eater, as [ see
several of you are, we’ll be selling antelope ribs for 15 dollars per pound! Just kidding, we’d never sell
them for jess than cwenty five. We will also stamp your hand For five dotlars. This stamp does nothing but
put the words “I am special” on your skin in a medeival gothic font, but I'm sure people will think you're
important anyway. And tonight, as a special treat for you, you can buy an actual prece of Walt Disnev’s
flozin shiln T0IR GUT 1CC CECaii vendors. HNow., you may ind il suspicious hat we have 37 squarc maies of
old Walt’s skin to sell, but let me assure you: he was indeed larger than life. Well, it looks like our
performers are ready to come on, so without further ado, I give you the awesome, expensive spectacle that
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‘at for theaten regulations. You 't going have © caaply wost of i ato @y paws, 108 for svaryone s salily,
sspeetally if you consider me buying a third house m Barbados essential to your safety.

GEIY Nt really

SCAR. (puiling gun) Oh believe me, it is. (Guy in audience empties bills, credit cards.) Thank you. and
enjov the show.

Imitation of Lion King music, “The Circle of Life,” begins. Interrupted by DJ scratching.

RAPPLR. 7o de tune of Paadd Revere by the Beustie Doys)
Now here's a little story that I've got to tell,

About one bad lion vou know so well.

¢ started way back 1n story,

With Scar, Stmba,and his mommy and his daddy.

Then disaey got the rights and it all went to hell,

Seen Pumba’s pushing Wendv's and Simba’s eatin Taco bell.
Yeah so we’re here to straighten out all this messed up crap
In a simian satire and a bad rhmo rap.

(spoken)

Word to your herd, fool.

(lights fade from RAPPER. SIMBA and DAD enter from right.)
SIMBA. Dad?
DALL  Yos, Simiba?

SIMBA. We lions rule over all the animals, right?

B T T R aORI | I ST IR M2 AP [ P S s S N P ICIET IR Y e S
AL P UR, HY BGE, the Hons rale over all the anpuals of the 1] uix.udud::, from the unb‘zttgbnt u{t.i;}luu: o
the tiniest grasshopper.

SIMBA, Fuen the african oheking sguirreds?

(squirrel appears)

]
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DAD. iTa, s, VWL the affman « il :n.iuunu;b.

SIMBA. And the octopus?

LU GRS s

DAD.  Oh yes.

SINMIBAL in&lluéiﬁg Undle Feelvhands?

(octopus pretends to feel someone up with tentacles)
DAl Doen hin, son

SIMBA. But... but what about the antelope?

Ty 4T R I T S T S N T e DRy
[ VRSN (L3 FIE) ST HCTR VTV S TR S S TR AV e 1 R S A

SIMBA. But don't we eat the antelope?



DAD. Yes, and that is the circle of life. Kinda brings a tear to your eye, doesn't it?

SIMBA. But dad. mv best friend Jeffrey is an antelope.

DAD. (nervous) Oh, don't worry, I'm sure he'll be fine.

SIMBA - Okay, Sav epesking of which, can t zo over to Feffrey's to play?

DAD. Of course. Oh, but be sure to ask your mother first.

SIMBA  Okay Owalks) Hev mom, can T an aver to Ieffrev's to play?

MOM. No!

SIMBA, Why not?

MOM. Cause I ate him.

SIMBA  (isturbed) Oh okay.

DAD. Gee, that's too bad, son. [ know, why don't we go for a walk around the kingdom. I'm sure that'll
cheer you up. (they walk). Oh look son, a horde of lawyers! You know, we never did get an ok for this
satire. Why don’t yonr go ask them ahout 14?7

SIMBA. Ok, pops. Uhm, excuse me, Mr. Lawyer Esquire Sir?

LAWYER. Yes how may ! extort ATIEM help you today?

SIMBA. Yeah we're doing this satire, and we want to know if it’s legal. (hands over script)

LAWYER. Ok {fakes coripfy What's thig
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SIMBA. A disney movie.

LAWYER.  Gondddondy desperate high pitched) A disney movie!

SIMBA. Yeah, why are you so scared?

T AWYFR  Have vou ever heen beaten by 1 #1x foot tall man in a mouse cuit?

SIMBA. No...

LAWYER  Have vou ever been drogged aor:

oateh by seven doped up ehves?

SIMBA. Well, I can’t say that [ have...

LAWYEK. ilave you ever been ued 1o a chair and forced o listen to Angela Lansbury sing for hours on
end about bemng her guest?

SiniBAL Nu o
LAWYER. (quiet, intense)y Keep in mind that Angela Lansbury 1s dressed like a dancing clock.
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LAWYER. (i Semba s face, endy N Jedk!

SIMBA. Ahhbh! (runs away).
DA What'd they say, my Bitle vellow rudsbaga”

SIMBA. They said, uhm... They said... They said that it was such a good idea, Angela Lansbury would

sing abont it

DAD.  Excellent. Let’s contmue our walk. Oh, look, the Sea Cucumber tank!
SINMBA Why do we hdve sca vucaanbers i e savaia?

DAD. Oh, it's not that unusual. Why don’t you ask Charles over there?

IARLES. ilkllo, Din Charles the .. (sigh) sca cucumber.

SIMBA. Charles? That’s an odd name for a sticky urchin.

T A EYE EC Y L C o tate JUE VS TR Tor P RTI: S SO - | T SO DI S
CHARLLS, W s,‘lu 5(:5{0 selate o the Ltk Kds somchiow. How, :: vu M excuse B, 1 Have W AGoK W youl
leg.

SIMBA  Ahh - Ahbh! ey off my gt {ries io chetke him rxfﬁ

CHARLES. No, I'm afraid non-toxic mucus squirting is just one of my many gimnucks.
SIMBA. You wore arcated just for ginnnicks?

CHARLES. Yes. [ can’t wait to be mass produced and covered with suction cups.

+
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CHARLES. Youhaven’t seen anything yet. Ok, now [ have to slug off to my next victum... or perhaps an
agtual noean,

SIMBA. Good huck Charles! I promise, when ['m king, your life will have meaning!
DAD.  Did you e somctiing, sonu”
SIMBA. Well...

S oAy

DA Good! Well, hae we are m Hus nanow, sechaded valley wath ao hopes of cscape.
comes a herd of antelope. They must want to greet us.

R
b v iy nlwh, hare

SIMBA  Gee Tdunno dad They Yook Nke they're voming at us pretty fast

DAD.  Um.. yeah, you guys might want to slow down just... a... hitle...

PTENEIE T N -
wis with the bourgeois Hon oppressors!

(Sounds of antelopes charging grow louder. Lighis fade as they reach the lions. When they have passed,
VIRA fedlone )
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the Nabts come up ogain, ond 3

SIMBA. Dad! No! Och... Ow... (tlinches and wipes blood offy Geez... (during the next lines, Simba looks
at manv different spots. ohviously conveving the fact that his dad is in many different picces) Dad are vou?
Dad. . vh nodad .. Dad are'you ok? (Scar appears from behind him)

o



SCAR. Tiello, Simba

SIMBA_ Oh, hi Uncle Scar. I'm sure that despite your obvionsly evil name and appearance that you're

really 2 good guy.
SCAR. .. Right. Simba, you killed your father.
SIMBA. Um... but what about the antelope?

SCAR. Shut up! If you don't get out of here you'll be... shot dead by evil German poachers.. Now go! Now,
you miscravie litile pranc rai! .

SIMBA. Okay, fine, | wouldn’t want to have to talk to any Germans, I guess. (runs) Geez, this really

sucks [ ovess [0s necessary plot development (stops)y Oh hi there

TIMON. Hey there, man, 'm Timon. (takes a drag on joint)
SIMBA. Hi Timoa, 'm Sunba.

TIMON. And this is Pumba.

(FPUMBA snaris)

SIMBA. Agh! Heh.. heh.. hi, Pumba. You guys must make excellent plush toys... [ mean, uh, supporting

chazaviors.

TIMON. You got it, dude.

SIMRBA - Say what's that vou're holding. Timon?

TIMON. This? This is... uh... hakuna matata! Here, (offers po?) try some.

SIMBA. Ckay. ydkes pot, mhales deeplyy Wow! This 1s better than smiling zebra dung! Dad? (SIMBA has
seen his father in a haflucination)

SIMBA. Okay...

Qs o : e 2 P - < - . .
DAD Simba, von must retum o the pridelands to avenge my murder ot the hands of vour Unele Sear

SIMBA. But... but didn't the antelope...

LR <

DAD.  Quict Along the way you will mect a monkey who i msane. o will guide you on your wuost.
Goodbye, my son.
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DAL Whal s st diy sui”

SIMBA. Mom alreadv knows.

30 D vew fathier, Sanba. Podl wc.
SIMBA. Well... dad... I'm gay.

DAD.  (putses) T sure you e just vonlused.

SIMBA. Oh, okay. Bye dad! (waves energeticallyy Okay, I'm pumped. I'm gonna kick Scar's ass. ['m

FJonpa.
<

RAFIKI. Hello, Simba! I am Rafiki!

TR AT 3 1 ] 1 1 : 4 ' ; - bR PP
SIMBA. U, i, pou st b tic wivnhey my dad Wld e sl (e G it Ow! You lol !

RAFIKI. Rafiki test Simba!
SIMBA. Ok, what du § have (o do?
RAFIKIL. See funny man over there?

SIMBA. Whae?

STEVE ERWIN, CROCODILE HUNTER. Oh my goodness! We are right here in the lion’s den, with no

medical help 1o sipht. Fhave sovered myself in bloedy =l meat, in order to sttract 23 mony of the ferocions

cats as possible! Let me reinforce again that I am in no real danger.
RAFIKT. Symba. Where 1s killer mstinet?

SIMBA. [ dunno, I've never liked hurting people. All those guts are kinda mushy and ucky.
RAFIKL Sunba g wuss then?
SIMBA. [ think 1t has something to do with my mother eating all my best friends when I was young.

SN A S 4 R 2 PSS PR T T W orrsie dral s sac syrige cierie Yesg 3roecd oo PG ST cgpaiin 8 TS FE S PUDUIPNEDEUE. SO
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excuse! Kill the silly austrahian!

SIMRA - Well here it anes nothing  {leaps af fiim)

STEVE ERWIN, CROCODILE HUNTER. Iam in absolutely nooooooh! My legs! I'm being ruthlessly
devoured! My liver is lving exposed on the hard unale floor. But folks. [ am not in any danger of phvsical
harm.

SIMBA. Mmmm... Tastes like egret. (attacks again)

STEVE ERWIN, CROCODILE HUNTER. Let’s see if the hittle bugger will let me pet him... Oh god, my
hand! My hand has been chewed off like a kitty’s play toy! Now the beast is batting my stomach and
miestines as i they were a ball and string! But { remund you that 1 will be completely ok... . (dies).

SIMBA. That was relieving. What’s next?

BN TS 20 TR N TP UL RPN B NS
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SIMBA. (Looks away from Rafikiy Where?
(Rafiki luughs maniacally, beats Simba with cane)

SIMBA. Uoh, eeh, ow, ceh, ooh. (rubs siead m daze) Geer... (eels pocker) he ook my wallet. Uoh... I've
gotta get that bastard. That's it! That's the monkey's lesson! 've gotta get that bastard, Scar. That’s a pretty
vengeful lesson. I guess the other lesson is “never trust a monkey with a stick.” Come on, Ttmon! Come
on, Punitba! We're gomna goi oy ancle! (runis, arrives of gridelwidy Gog, hat was fast and convenieni
Wow, that's a lot of hienas!

TIMON  Come on, Pomba let's get them!

SIMBA. Yeaht Go Timon! Go Pumba! Beat those... Och.. Ow._. (flinches and wipes blood off) Geez...
Heh .. heh... this might be harder (undergoes puberty, voice gets much deeper) than 1. Wow! [ just went
through puberty! These hienas have got nothing on me. Growl. Grr. (kicks hyena ass) Hey ladies, wanna
stroke this mane?

SCAR. So, Simba, you have returned as | knew you would: hairy and strangely arousing.

SIMBA. Yeah, and I'm here to end your evil rule, Scar. Lions and inferior hienas should be segregated!
Preparce to dic.

SCAR. Wait! Before we battle there is something 1 must tell you. I am not your Uncle Scar, (removes
mask)  am Ulysses 8. Grant, Commander of the Northern Army.

SIMBA. You might have been a good general, Ulyssess (bites Scar in “nads”), but you were a terrible

president.
SCAR. Ooh! There goes the Union. (dies)

SIMBA. Goung voice) Yeuh! Tdid ! 1 beat the bad guy! ©saved the day! L. Lo T regressed duough

puberty.
DAD.  Simba, you have avenged my death, Thanks, I may now ascend into heaven,
SIMBA. Gee, this plot sounds familiar. Only in what I'm thinking of, I should die n the end.

WILL. Darmf stiaight it soucded: fanuliar. I'm Williara Shakespeare, and this s the enact plot of my play
Hamlet, evil uncle and all. Give me backeth my script.

WALT. Not sp fast, Shakespeare, ¥ honaht the rights to von fair and square.
WILL. Walt Disney! Oh Anne. how couldest thou sellest me outeth?

WALL. i fact, | may cven swing you around my bead as a plaything, it { choose. It says here right m my
contract.

TR Thal's cuimect sir.
WALT. Quiet you, or it’ll be Lansburv and Robin Williams next ume.

ARSI LS N PP
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WILIL. Onlv a beast as foul as vou, Disney, could make me sayeth “eth” after all my verbs henceforth. How
cheesy thoy ot
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now wield you as a saber. (throws WILL over shoulder, wields leg or arm as a saber)
WH T Carefislt That doth be mv ariting hand

WALT. Now Simba, will you return to the cheap, commercial script my writers have contrived?
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iefs, and Towill rale s )’dzigk with a pansy paw of wWiuny justicc.

WALT. Then [ shall beat vou all the way back to the magical kingdom! (begins to beat SIMBA with

chake<peare- srher)

SIMBA. Oh dearest me... there go my principles... If only I wasn’t voiced by a 13 year old prepubescent
weakling like Jonathan Tavior Thomas!

WALT. When [I'm through with you, you’ll think you’ve gone back to the land before time! (finishes
killing him) Well, that does it. Come on Will, we’ve gotta space-based musical with dancing donkevs to
write.

WILL. Can Anthony Hopkins play the lovelorn donkey herder?

WALT. I'm sorry, Mark Wahiberg is already onboard.
WILL. Oh, he drasbic wony... ((ey leave).

RAFIKI. Well I Guess we lcarned an important lesson today, kids: Somewhere, Walt Disney's
cryvgenteally frozen head s ryving to ke over the world . and you've got to stop him. (Beoine 1o zingy),
It’s the circle... The circle of life.

SIMBA. I'm still ahve. .

(RAFIKI steps on SIMBA, KILLING HIM.)

RAFIKL Kaiih Rall?

SIMBA. Ooh... (dies)



THE ALTOS

The Time: Present
The Place: Nurley, MJ

Characters:

TONY ALTO. A 5°2” Mafia boss with a very suburban family. Talks like he’s on helium.
CHOCOFETTA . Tany’s wife, Haz s Now Jfersey aceent

TA. Tony’s 15 year old son. Very aristocratic and british.

VALLEY. Tony’s 18 year old daughter.

MAMA. Tonv’s self-depriciating. hatred-filled mother.
JIMMY-CHRISTOPHER-JOHN. A mob crony that works for Tony. Hey, that thymed.
UNCLE SENIOR. Tony’s elderly uncle, who is a bit batty.

BIG BONE. A rival mob boss. Smart but slow.

BOY SCOUT. Hit by Tony's car.

THE KITTY. A persecuted family cat.

HORSE’'S HEAD. The disembodied head of Mr. Ed.

JEFE PROBST, HOST GF TV'S SURVIVOR. Jett Probst, host of TV's Survivor.

AL CAPONE. The somewhat strange ghost of Al Capone.

FBIGUY. Agent Gaygent, the long arm of the law.

LAWYER. Works for CBS, very blunt and bufll More like a thug.

PIZZA GUY. Young and nerdy.

BIRD. Loud and screechy.

AMERICAN PUBLYC Guy or zirl dressed very generically. Spesks hke 2 TV nononneer.
Set:

The play is designed to be carried out on a relatively empty stage. Different parts of the stage should
represent different places. Anyihing which aids 1o the correiation berween the play and a certain ({BO
mob drama is encouraged. A simple set of chairs, a kitchen area with a fridge, and a table are all that’s
necessary. Guns and knives can be mimed or real, although the gattling gun is probably more effective if

real.
Note: :

This play is conceived as a sequel to Clvde Hendrickson's The Merchandise King. Back-to-back
performonce is enconraged.

(Tony is standing in front of a mirror. JCJ enters, frantic)

T Tony! Tony! Big Bone killed Little Rod and he says your're next!

(Tony stares)

ICY What should we do? Tany?

TONY. (Looking into mirror) Does this suit make me look short?
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