At rise: A light comes up on a man,
DENNY, dressed in orange prison overalls,
strapped to a chair, downstage C. His arms
and legs are secured to the chair by
restraints. He addresses someone who is
located behind a glass window beyond the
fourth wall.

DENNY

Hey!

(pause)
Hey!

(pause, then with ferocity))
HEY!

(pause, then calmly)
| know you can hear me. You're not so good at mateg, either...l saw ya
flinch on the last one.

(beat)
How thick d’'ya figure that glass is then? Thick egb to stop me? Probably. Not
so thick as to stop my voice gettin through, thqught? Your little jump gave
that away.

(beat)
Come to think of it, this place is probably moreked and wired than a fuckin TV
studio. Mike’s everywhere, right? | bet even yoame’'s Mike. No wonder you
jumped. Bet my voice waeally loud, eh? Mike?

(beat, then with a whisper)
Can you hear me now?

(beat)
How about that, eh? All this just for me. The lighthe microphones...my very
own little stage on which to give the performanta bfetime.

(beat)
One night only, of course.

(adopting the voice of an interviewer)
So, Denny, how exactly did you come to find yolrsel your current
circumstances?

(beat)
Well, that's a very good question and I'm very glgou asked it. You see,
Mike...can | call you Mike?...thank you...the thing Mike, | killed some people,
you see...quite a number of people, as a matterobf &d, well, you see, these
other people found it, uh...how shall | put ith-ac-cept-a-ble

(beat)
| see. That's fascinating. And how many peopleydidkill, exactly?



(beat)
Exactly? No one knows...except me. And I'm not telin

(beat)
Ten? Fifteen?

(beat)
Sorry...that goes to the grave. Secret. We all hanee @ two we take with us,
don’'t we?

(beat)
Yes, yes indeed. So tell me about the first time.

(beat)
The first time, the first time, yes, yes, yes...welkll, well...the first time, yes,
well, I'd been thinking about it, you see — aboillirg someone — for quite some
time. Quite some time. Years, as a matter of #et then one day | just decided
to do it, just because | could, and...because | vattt&know what it felt like, and
because | had the ability and the intellectualagity, and because...well, | think
it's fairly safe to assume | was probably havingea day

(beat)
But you knew it was wrong, Denny?

(beat)
Wrong? What's wrong? It's only wrong if you choadsecall it wrong. Same as
right. Someone decides what's called wrong and ‘whalled right. They just
give it a name. They say that that’'s wrong and'sh@jht, that's yours and that’s
mine. Doesn’'t mean they’re right. It's just a cleitook at him in there — he’s
about to kill me, and what's more he’s being paidio it by the same people who
say what | did was wrong. So you tell me? And ne paid me. And | wouldn’t
say he looks particularly bothered about it eitheguld you? Look at him,
shuffling around in there like he had all day.

(beat)
Hey!

(beat)
Hey!

(beat, then with ferocity)
HEY! | DON"T HAVE ALL DAY!

(pause)
So, Denny...what did it feel like...that first time?

(beat)
Oh, that’s...that’s hard to answer...hard to desciltbere aren’t words, you see?
It's like...it's like the biggest rush you could eviemagine. Forget drugs and sex,
this was...this was off the fuckin charts. In that memt, you're...you're
everything. You're...you're God. There’s this facees.and it's disfigured with
terror...and it's staring up at you, knowing its veistence, its very being, is in
your hands...the same hands around its neck squetmntife out of it. And
you're God. And it knows it.

(beat)



