Larry Behrendt

Final Scene for 

The Adventures of Pretty Willy

Kate:

What? 

George:

I said are you all right?

Kate:

Me? I’m fine. Perfect. Everything is fine.

George:

Look, the loss hurt me too. I know, I know. This was the first man whom seemed to generally care about you or have any interest in you what so ever since you became a single mother and now that Willy is dead, it feels as though you just can’t go on....but Jesus Kate, think. Really think about all the poor kids. They could have been great. It could have been great. All that money...oh gods! Why did he have to die?!!

Kate:

George?! What the hell is wrong with you?

Kate’s Son:

Mommy? 

George:

You don’t understand. I was going to find big foot. I was going to be on the front page of every paper in the country. And now....now I’m going to be stuck here in this lousy town talking to lousy single mothers couching lousy kids forever. I’m never going to meet any aliens or anything. It isn’t fair. And you shouldn’t swear Kate...its a bad thing to do.

Kate:

George, I’m just going to sit here and ignore everything you said. His death really must have hurt you to say such chauvinistic shit.

George:

Just leave me alone.

Kate’s son:

Sir, broken arm Billy just broke his arm again.

George:

Leave me alone, both of you. I’ll....I’ll just have to try to be strong.

Kate:

Jesus Christ! Get him out of the game. Oh, were going to lose the championship again. Do something George.

Kate’s son: 

Couch Nellmen? Do you want me to go in there and sub?

George:

No, seriously you two....don’t even worry. I’ll be just fine.

Kate:

Oh Christ. I’d better go call for the ambulance.

George:

Just (beat) fine.

George rushes off stage in tears. Kate starts to leave intent on calling for the ambulance while her son looks about for a good moment to enter the game. Pretty Wily enters from the side in some sort of disguise.

Kate: 

Now where did I put my cellular? Shit! I left it at home. Sir, do you have a phone?

Willy hands Kate the phone without a word.

Kate: 

Thank you. Come on. Pick up goddamn it all.

Kate’s son: 

God damn it all.

Willy:

Don’t swear kid. Its bad for you.

Kate’s son:

But we’re getting butchered. If Nelmen would have only have let me enter the game.

Willy:

What? George left his post?

Kate’s son:

Yeah. Said something about not meeting big foot. Now that Willy died.

Kate: 

Hello. I’d like to report a terrible accident. Yes, its at the athletic center....the one between 6th street and Downer. Yeah, get here soon. One of the kids has been terribly hurt. And...just get here! 

hangs up phone

Kate:

Now why on earth hasn’t somebody taken that kid off the field? Get off the field. Stop the game. Somebody listen to me.

Willy:

Wow! That had to hurt. Kids got to have talent to bend his arm like that to stop it. 

Kate:

Its not talent. Its broken.

Willy:

Nonsense. Kids just good.

scream from off stage. Something to the effects of dear God please make the hurting stop.

Kate:

Shut up! Shut up! Shut up!

Willy:

Such fire. A man could wait half a life time, counting each day in agony, to see such beauty but once and still have lived a worthwhile life. 

Kate: 

What? What the hell are you saying?

Kate’s son: 

Stop it mom. I hear couch Nelman returning. He’s gonna get angry if he hears you swear.

Willly:

That’s it really. You look troubled (but still beautiful, I just thought you should know that, you that can haunt a man even in, shall we say, death.)

Kate:

Of course I’m troubled! There’s a fucking kid that been hurt out there, you heartless bastard. What the fuck are you talking about? Where the hell is the goddamn ambulance.

Couch Nelman reenters

George:

Kate? What on earth has gotten into you? Don’t expose your son to that sort of language.

Kate:

George! There’s a kid down on the field. Do something. He looks like he’s dying out there.

George:

Hmm....so there is. Well, I guess he’d better come out. Billy, get over here. 

puts hand on Kate’s sons shoulder

George:

Now son, are you ready to go in there. Can you handle this. The championships on the line and we’re only down by--what was it--

Kate’s son:

45 points. (Beat) 46 points sir.

George:

Exactly. That’s nothing to someone with your skills. I want you to go in there and win.

Willy:

Good luck there son!

Kate’s son::

Hell yeah!!

George:

On second thought, Billy, get back in there. You! (Beat) If I ever so much as see you again....you filthy mouthed beast...well, lets just say that you’d make some great bait for Big Foot.

Kate: 

Billy, get back here. Billy! Your arms broken! What on earth are you doing?! George, shut the hell up! First you want to sell the kids into slavery and then you want to kick my son off the team because he sweared? I’m going to report you to the pta. Your sure not going to ever couch a game here again. I can tell you that much.

George:

Whatever. All right. I have a game to couch. Be quiet woman. And get that kid away from me. Now what is Billy doing out on the field? He has a broken arm. He shouldn’t be out there. Get back over here Billy!

Willy:

You! I may be dead, but I’m sure as all fuck not going to let you stand around insulting Kate like that. And I’m not going to let you hurt another of America’s youth. This is for pee-wee team players everywhere.

Willy punches George whom goes down immediately. A second passes before George starts getting to his feet. His eyes open wide.

George:

Wonder of wonders. This has got to be the happiest day of my life! Its you! Mr. Norton, back from the dead. I will get in Parapsychology Weekly for this. This is huge. Wow! 

Willy:

Kate, take your kid and get out of here. I’ll take care of this lunatic.

Kate:

Good lord, he is right! It is you. But why? What happened. Everyone thinks you’re dead.

George:

That’s what the big foot clan wants everyone to believe. They’ve been kidnapping people for years But I’m on to them. Tell her, Mr. Norton.

Willy:

The names Willy, you sick fuck. I may have died for a few days, but you’re going to do a lot worse then that. Kate, get out of here. I’ll explain it all to you later baby. Don’t worry. It wasn’t your fault. It was mine all along. I’m the one who wrote all those bad checks. There were to many people getting suspicious. I had to bolt. I’ll tell you the rest latter. Don’t worry. We have plenty of time now that they think I died. If there’s one thing we have now, its time. I have the rest of my life. We’re free! I love you Kate. Now go. I’ll be right there in a minute. I just have to set this ass-hole straight first.

punches George again 

George:

Mr. Norton. Relax. It’ll be all right. Together we can stop big foot, we can, I know it!

Willy:

Shut the fuck up. I spent years in prison while people like you got away trying to run the world, with your crazy illusions. You all thought I was the crazy one, that I needed to be locked away...but it wasn’t me. It was the system. The repressive system. The system that you support to use for your own sick ends.

George:

My own sick ends. What? This is life, the real world, not some pee-wee game. Now, Kate told me about the trouble you had before, but really, I wasn’t the couch back then, and besides--

WIlly:

Is that it? Is that what she told you. You don’t understand. I’ve been there. I’ve been in every black corner, every crude deal in the world. I saw people get shot, drugged, and fucked over in ways that you can’t imagine. You may not of been the one to send me there, but none-the-less, I’m there now, and I’ll tell you one thing. It ain’t big foot that you need to worry about...it isn’t even pee-wee...right now its me. I have half the town wanting to kill me...if anyone of them knew I was here right now . Lucky for you that there all fools. They all think I actually died in that accident and now me and Kate are free. We’re going to live our lives as you should’ve lived yours if you weren’t so fucking stupid. Do you believe in reincarnation George?

George:

Reincarnation? Well, I guess, but why?

Willy:

Because maybe you’ll get lucky and end up in big foots clan in your new life, George.

Willy pulls out gun and presses it against George’s forehead. Shot rings out and Willy falls to the ground. From off stage Jackson, Cienega, and Sam enter.

Jackson:

At least his sister was more honest then he was.

Cienega:

Girl knew all about his little plan. If it wasn’t for us Mr. Nelman would be dead. Did you have to waste him though?

Sam mumbles next line

Sam:

Knew to much.

Cienega:

What?

Sam: 

I didn’t have time to think. I felt naked, and I...I just didn’t know what to do.

Jackson:

Well, he got me kicked out of Medical school, lost me my job, and smashed my dreams, but at least we saved George here. Its okay mam. It’ll be all right. We called the cops and we’re going to wait for the police, but when we saw poor Couch Nelman here, well Sam had the foresight to bring protection in case things went wrong., and  I for one am glad that he did. Mam, are you all right?

Cienega:

Yeah, chill out lady.

Sam:

Relax. Everything is all right. I--we are all safe now.

Kate: 

You don’t understand. That’s not a real gun. That’s my son’s toy water pistol. I don’t know how he got it...but...you’ve all made a great mistake. You’ve murdered an innocent man!

George:

Innocent man my ass. You women never understand. The more insane, the more wicked, the more you love them. 

Kate:

But he was so kind to me. And my son. He couldn’t have been evil.

Kisses Willy’s corpse.

Kate:

I just know he couldn’t have been. 

Cienega: 

Now why aren’t the police here yet? I called over an hour ago. They should have been here along time ago.

George:

Who cares...wow...he was right about one thing though. If nothing else he did open my eyes. I’ve been wasting my time trying to fight invisible aliens and all sorts of spooky crap. The good stuff is right here all along. And I’ve just been too blind. 

Kate: (to Willy)

Even in death you did a good deed.

Sam:

naw, aliens do exist though. I saw this funny photo of all these weird lights just last week and the week before that I was strutting around my room naked....uhm....and I....ah....had forgotten to close the window when all at once there was this strange screeching noise and my window just burst apart. Scared the hell out of me. I thought it was Pretty Willy here, at first, trying to scare me before he black mailed me--

Kate:

Black mail?

Sam:

When I saw this strange fur covered face. Since then I’ve been on my guard.

Cienega:

Where is the police. What is taking them so long. I am so going to give them a piece of my mind when they get here.

Kate:

You’re right. They all were lunatics. Lets get out of here.

Kate’s son: 

But mom? What is that?

All scream as a troop of Big Foots invades the stage. They effectively block the main actors. Sam’s gun can be heard going off and then the roaring of the Big Foots. Curtain

End

