Workshop Piece
By Samuel Argueta

PART ONE
SCENE ONE

MCIVER, with a large script in his left hand, walks into a dark room with a single chair. He sits on it backrest first, limply putting the script around it.

McIver sighs

MCIVER: I finally completed it. My magnum opus. Looks at the script. Romeo as a lonesome demon from hell, and Juliet as his loving angel. Where both of their houses were heaven and hell, and a priest their only guiding friend. A love that broke boundaries, so much so both realms rose and crashed onto the earth. Their love a tragedy, not because of circumstances, but because of their choices. Where their snap out of reality was a blessing to the people.

McIver stands up, placing the script on the chair, as he walks closer to the audience. Behind him, another McIver, dressed as a demon, appears and sits on the chair to read the script. McIver intentionally doesn’t notice.

MCIVER: I thought it was good. Why wouldn’t it be? I written so many bad ones, but this one was the right one. It gave me a calling. I knew right there that this had to be my breakthrough. My triumph. I was gonna show my class its beauty. It was gonna be a hit. And, finally, my long road was going to end.

DEMON: But your dialogue was shit.

McIver swiftly turns around

MCIVER: I know it’s shit! Don’t you think I’ve heard enough for one day.

DEMON: No.

MCIVER: I don’ get it. That’s all they would talk about. ‘Your dialogue could use some work!’ ‘I could barely understand a word they’re saying.’ What about the themes! Pause The intricacies! The mother fucking diction!

DEMON: Do you mind not rubbing your bloke. There’s a child here.

MCIVER: You’re the child. You’re the…

McIver walks over to the chair and pulls it from under the demon. He sits with his hand holding up his head.

MCIVER: I don’t get it. Cries why isn’t it good?

DEMON: Maybe it’ll never get good. Maybe you’ll never become the writer you promised to your mother. Rises Maybe God assigned you to work in the pits. A meager little runt of the litter ordained by fate to never rise beyond his shoulders. Forever the size of a child to the world, destined to die and mourned by no one. Lost in time. Forgotten during the plague. The very few to never be discovered by the future race. Not worthy to be in their books because only the famous, pretty, smart, and godly deserve to be remembered while people like you barely pass by in their thoughts. An existence so miniscule that you would have been better off never being born and becoming a wasted thought to people!

McIver stays on his bum, terrified by the grown demon, until he suddenly gets up it a fit of rage.

MCIVER: Well fuck you too!

The demon shrinks back to normal.

DEMON: Don’t you shout at me!

MCIVER: You piss stain.

DEMON: You look in the mirror, swine!

The two size each up, nose touching nose.

MCIVER	: Oh yeah, big bitch.

DEMON: John Milton.

MCIVER: What’d you say?!

DEMON: I called you John Milton!

McIver stares at his demon, eyes widened and shaking from an eternal burning flame. He goes to mouth an insult, but it shivers away into a whisper.

MCIVER: You mother…

McIver jumps on the demon and they start to wrestle, shouting inaudible insults at each other…


