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Cast in Order of Appearance 
 

Bennett McCoy: recently-elected senator (age 39) 

Angela McCoy: wife to Bennett, (age 45) 

Quintin Amulet: father to Juliet, Angela’s ex-husband (age 55)  

Raymond Humes: Juliet’s friend from college (age 22) 

Juliet Amulet: Quintin’s and Angela’s daughter (age 22) 

Gwen: Quintin’s escort date (age 30) 

Flora Spenser: caterer, also Bennett’s ex-girlfriend (age 36) 

Bryce Spenser: Flora’s triplet sister, caterer (age 36) 

Faun Spenser: Flora’s triplet sister, caterer (age 36) 

Donald Montague: former senator, Bennett’s rival (age 40) 

Tricia Montague: wife to Donald (age 37) 

Ryan McCoy: son of Bennett and ex-wife (age 12)  

Nicolas Capulet: former senator, father to Angela (age 85) 

Marko McCoy: Bennett’s younger brother (age 36) 

Iggy: Marko’s friend (age 36) 

Bianca: Marko’s friend (age 27) 

Rex: cocker spaniel (age 10)
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Act 1 
 

Scene 1 
 

Interior of an estate with a luxurious living room. Ocean waves are 

heard in the distance. Angela is center stage, clearly the focal point. 

Elegantly dressed, she stands next to Bennett, both holding martini 

glasses. Quintin sits on a sofa also sipping a martini. Gwen meanders 

along a wall staring at oil paintings. Nicolas has dozed off in a chair 

with an empty martini glass on a table. The crooning voice of Frank 

Sinatra is heard singing What Is This Thing Called Love, interrupted 

by the electric explosions coming from Ryan’s hand-held device. The 

boy is seated on an ottoman near the fireplace, lost in virtual battle.  

 

Bennett:    Kill me. 

Angela:      Stop it. 

Bennett:    I’m serious. Just kill me. Right now. 

Angela:      Don’t tempt me.  

                  She sips her martini, eyeing antique swords on the wall. 

Bennett:    Has Juliet gone mad? 

Angela:      It’s an act. 

Bennett:    There’s a difference?  

                  Bennett starts pacing. Quintin raises his martini glass.  

Quintin:    I personally blame the colleges.   

Angela:      Bennett, relax.   

Quintin:    The universities encourage this liberal-art thinking.   
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Bennett:    When am I not relaxed? 

Angela:      Bennett. I mean it. Uncoil. 

Bennett:    Are you insinuating I’m a snake? 

Angela:      A snake, no. But a shark, yes. 

Bennett:    Shark? 

Angela:      Stop pacing. 

Bennett:    Sharks are required to keep moving. 

Angela:      As my attorney and husband I advise you to calm down. 

Bennett:    If I stop, I die. It’s my nature to attack or parry.  

Angela:      Ben, you’re not on trial here. 

Bennett:    Every day is a trial, Angela. 

Quintin:    (aside) Ah, some wisdom.   

Angela:      Juliet will come to her senses. Give her time.     

Bennett:    She hates me. 

Angela:      No. She … respects you.   

Bennett:    (huffs) There’s a difference?   

Angela:      It’s the same way you bait her. She’s baiting you.      

Bennett:    Like hell. Not in my house.   

Angela:      Our house.     

Quintin:     Mine, too, once.  

Bennett:    Inviting his parents, for God’s sake?  

Angela:      Let’s try not to be judgemental. 

Bennett:    Isn’t it customary to first approve of him before …  

                  He flails his hand to finish his thoughts.     

Angela:      Please refrain from going on the warpath today.  

Bennett:    Now I’m a savage Indian?   

Angela:      Well, it is Thanksgiving. And, it could be worse. 

Bennett:    How? 

Angela:      What if she’d brought home a girl? Her future wife? 
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Bennett:    Good, God. This world. 

Angela:      Your political rivals would have a field day with that. 

                  She removes the empty martini glass from his hand.  

Bennett:    I’ll have another one.   

Quintin:     Me too, Angie.   

                  Quintin holds up his glass. Angela walks right past him, 

                  distracted by the noise from her son’s computer game 

                  competing with the music. 

Angela:      Ryan, go mute. You’re killing poor Frank.  

                  The front door opens. Juliet and Raymond enter. Both 

                  are dressed in casual artistic attire. 

Bennett:    (cynical) At last. Juliet and her Romeo have returned.  

Raymond:  It’s Ray-mon, Mr. McCoy.    

Bennett:    Raymond, of course. Call me Ben. How was your walk? 

Raymond: Cerebral. Dee ocean is one beauteous beast.   

Juliet:        With clouds amassing, portenting, perchance, a storm. 

Bennett:    What? The forecast called for blue skies.  

Juliet:        Alas. ‘Tis blue no more.   

Raymond: Ya, mon. Word. 

Bennett:    Word?   

Raymond: Your palatial beach estate, it be awe inspiring.   

Bennett:    Thank you. Would you care for a martini? 

Raymond: No, mon. I am cool. 

Bennett:    Don’t be shy. Name your poison. I’m sure we have it.   

Raymond: Naw. I am good, mon. 

Juliet:        Lord Bennett, can you not perceive that he wants not?   

Bennett:    As I perceive there is no change forthcoming in you.   

                  Angela emerges from behind the bar holding martinis. 

Juliet:        Perception knows no bounds yet binds us to this time. 
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Angela:      Dear, can we refrain from talking so—Shakespearean? 

Juliet:        Alas, Mother, when time is out of joint, kind thoughts 

                  beget cruel words and doves falsely feathered take flight 

                  to hawk a tilting world.  

Bennett:    This is giving me a headache. Angela, make her stop.   

Angela:      And have her die?   

                  She hands Bennett a martini. 

Juliet:        Stepfather, how common to find you thus, imbibing 

                  nectars of the night to induce the dying daylight. 

Bennett:    Damn-it. I am not amused by this pretentious gibberish. 

                  Quintin, amused, mimes clapping from his seat. 

Angela:      Play along. Who are we to dissuade, if sport be her game.  

Juliet:        Pray tell, is there sport in numbing the brain? 

Angela:      Why, yes, Dear, there is. 

Juliet:        I perceive none. 

Angela:      Ah, but the night is still young.   

Juliet:        If not yet born. 

Angela:      Then we must conceive ourselves as one undone.    

                  She smiles and hands Juliet the other martini.  

Juliet:        Do I dare stay aloft on liquid wings if thirst be to fly?  

Angela:      A lofty challenge, it is.     

Juliet:        Then beware, let the games begin. 

                  Juliet proceeds to gulp down the entire martini. 

Angela:      Raymond, nothing for you? 

                  Raymond realizes he has entered dangerous territory. 

Angela:      Tell us how you two met?  

Raymond:  Othello. 

Angela:      Excuse me? 

Raymond:  In the play, mum. 
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Angela:      I can hardly be your mum. Please, call me Angela.   

Juliet:         On stage is the floor upon which Raymond first had me. 

Bennett:    Good, Lord.  

                  He skewers and chews a martini olive. 

Raymond:  Most heavenly, the moment was. It be bliss.   

Angela:      What exactly does that mean?  

Raymond:  Juliet was my Desdemona.  

Angela:      And what, pray tell, is she to you now?  

Juliet:         His lover, Mother.   

Angela:      I see.  

Juliet:         As white is to black your thoughts speak clearly to me. 

Angela:      Do not presume to know my thoughts, Dear.  

                  Gwen approaches. The others regard her curiously. 

Gwen:        Oh, hi, hello. Have I missed anything?  

Angela:      Your cue.   

                  Angela leaves for the bar. Juliet addresses Gwen.   

Juliet:         If memory serves me true, mistress to my late father?      

Gwen:        Mistress? (blushes) No. No, I’m his … 

                  Quintin half rises from his seat.  

Quintin:     Friend. 

Gwen:        Date?  

Juliet:         Ah, but not akin to the fruit of any palm? 

Gwen:        Huh?  

Juliet:         Yet ripe in sumptuous beauty.  

Gwen:        Ripe? I’m only thirty.   

Juliet:         A sweet age for precious plucking.  

Gwen:        What are you saying?   

Juliet:         Self-endowed, yet slight in perception, I see.   

Gwen:        I’m confused. Quintin?  
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Quintin:     Jules is toying with you. 

Juliet:         Did I offend thee?    

Gwen:        I think you are being rude.  

Juliet:         If my play be roughly hewn, you need not look too far to 

                  see the why and by whom.  

Angela:      (cheerfully) Another drink, anyone? 

                  Juliet addresses an audience when there is none.  

Juliet:         With voice she speaks, but hath not wit to hear. 

Angela:      Don’t be mean, Juliet. My perception is loud and clear. 

                  Raymond sighs, unable to keep up the pretense.  

Raymond:  What the hell. I’ll have a beer. If you’re still offering? 

Bennett:    Good man. (frowns) Your voice. You sound different. 

Raymond:  How so?   

Bennett:    Than before.   

Raymond:  Before what?   

Bennett:    Don’t play games with me, young man. I won’t have it. 

                  Angela returns and hands a martini to Raymond. 

Angela:      Here you go.  

Raymond:  But I—  

Angela:      Propose a toast.  

Gwen:        A toast to what?    

Angela:      To Desdemona and Othello.  

Gwen:        Who?    

Angela:      And happy endings. May we all be so lucky. Cheers!  

                  Raymond sips the gin as the lights fade to black. 
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Scene 2 
 

Distant thunder and lightning accent Sinatra singing Witchcraft. The 

hired caterers, Flora, Faun, and Bryce, triplet sisters, stand together 

holding trays of appetizers.  

 

Flora:         Are we ready, sisters?   

Faun:         We are three, united.      

Bryce:        As it was at our birth. 

Flora:         I now don the mask of a witch to avenge sweet Juliet.    

Faun:         I second the motion. This is for you too, Flora.   

Bryce:        We are all one in league with you. 

                  Flora holds out her tray of stuffed mushrooms.     

Flora:         Care for a toasted toadstool? 

Bryce:        Or ground chicken, if liver be your taste.  

Faun:         Try my sautéed bottom feeders plucked from the sea.  

                  They cackle playfully. 

Flora:         Shush, sisters. Behold, I sense a pilgrim coming. 

                  Bennett approaches them. 

Bryce:        Nay, it be his Imperial Majesty.  

Flora:         Hail, King McCoy.  

Bennett:     Have you been seduced by Juliet’s theatrics too?  

Faun:         Aye, me Lord. 

Bennett:     I hired you to cater. Not to stand around and chitchat.  

Flora:         We shall make haste, Senator, elected to rule the stars. 

Bennett:     (sips his martini) You did predict this, remember? 

Bryce:        Where to next, Governor? 

Bennett:     Governor? My political sights are aimed much higher. 

Flora:         Then you will be accepting the crown. 
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Bennett:     Unfortunately that position comes without a crown. 

Bryce:        Ah, but once you’ve presided over the golden state— 

Faun:         And risen to rule all fifty, united, how will you dictate? 

Bennett:     Are you predicting I’d win if I ran for president? 

Flora:         It is written in the stars, President McCoy.  

Bennett:     Thanks for your vote of confidence, but don’t count— 

Bryce:        Beware! Not a false word. Or you will jinx your fate.   

Faun:         To undo what is meant to be true. 

Bennett:     (at Flora) Well, you did predict I’d win the senate seat. 

Flora:         We are here to serve. And now we bid you adieu.   

                  They leave with their trays. Bennett shakes his head. 

Bennett:     Nonsense. But what if … Don’t be a fool. 

                 Angela approaches him. 

Angela:      You’ve stopped moving. You look pale.  

Bennett:     Flora, the witch, informed me I will become President. 

Angela:      Of what?    

Bennett:     The United States. 

Angela:      Flora? Why is she a witch? 

Bennett:     Acting like one. Along with her sisters. Our hired help. 

Angela:      And why, pray tell, are they acting like witches? 

Bennett:     Juliet’s doing, I presume.  

Angela:      Didn’t you tell me Flora was homecoming queen?  

Bennett:     She’s no ordinary witch. We used to date in high school.  

Angela:      And I had to know that, why? 

Bennett:     Back then, she even predicted I’d become a politician. 

Angela:      How clever of her. 

Bennett:     And, specifically, that I’d become this state’s senator. 

Angela:      Credit me, a little, for prodding you onto victory.  

Bennett:     I’m indebted. Eternally. 
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                 He leans in and kisses her on the lips.  

Angela:      Shall we hire the witches to plan your next campaign?  

Bennett:     I’m just stating her predictions come true. It’s uncanny. 

Angela:      As spooky as you are becoming.    

                  He makes a ghoulish face.  

Bennett:     Boo.  

Angela:      Go mingle. Keep moving. Or you will die.    

                 As they leave, Juliet and Raymond enter center stage. 

Raymond:  Jules, I’m not sure this was a brilliant idea of yours.  

Juliet:         We will alter the course of history for the better.  

Raymond:  And by doing so, be history? Your dad holds power. 

Juliet:         Step-father. As does yours. We will triumph.    

Raymond:  You father defeated mine. And mine will disown me.  

Juliet:         You own yourself. 

Raymond:  Except I lack money to pay for the cost of law school.       

Juliet:         Be strong. 

Raymond:  I don’t like suffering. I wouldn’t survive as a waiter.     

                 She makes an overt display of kissing him on the lips. 

Juliet:         Be axis, bold as love.   

Raymond:  Hendrix, okay. I absolutely love Jimi.   

Juliet:         Then be as bold as he. 

                 Ryan overhears them talking and comes over. 

Ryan:         Hey, dude, I thought you were in love with my sister? 

Juliet:         Ryan, take your leave. Now.   

Ryan:         I think not, Sister. 

Juliet:         Return to your virtual space-pod game 

Ryan:         Who’s this Jimi guy you love? Are you gay? 

Raymond:  No.   

                 Raymond walks away. 
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Ryan:         What’s up with Romeo? 

Juliet:         Buzz off. 

Ryan:         Victory! A direct hit. I short-circuited your vessel, Sis.   

Juliet:         What do you want, Ry? 

Ryan:         To know it’s still you in there.     

                 Ryan refocusses on his Gameboy and drifts off. 

Ryan:         And that you haven’t gone totally mad. 

 

Scene 3 
 

On the portico await Tricia and Donald Montague. Beyond this 

shelter, gusts of rain pelt the grounds. Donald pushes the doorbell. 

Bennett opens the door and expresses shock. He steps outside. 

 

Bennett:     What in blazes are you doing here? 

Donald:      We were invited. 

Bennett:     By whom?   

Donald:      This is a mistake. 

Bennett:     I’d say.     

Donald:      This can’t be 39 Oceanview Drive. 

Bennett:     How the hell did you get past security? 

Donald:      I was given the gate code! 

Bennett:     By whom? 

                 Raymond and Juliet appear at the door. 

Donald:      Raymond. 

Raymond:  Father. 

Bennett:     Father? 

Donald:      I thought you told me her last name was Amulet. 

Raymond:  It is. Juliet, this is my mother and father. 
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Juliet:         Welcome, Montagues. 

Tricia:        Pleased to meet you, finally. 

Bennett:     Wait. What happened to your accent? 

Raymond:  What accent, Sir?   

Bennett:     A moment ago you were talking like some—like a— 

Donald:      Like a what? 

Bennett:     Nothing. Forget it. 

Juliet:         So gracious of you to join us on this portentous day.  

                 A flurry of leaves and rain accent the distant thunder. 

Bennett:     Did you fail to realize, Jules, this is the enemy? 

Juliet:         Whom you did soundly defeat.  

Donald:      Unseat. 

Juliet:         Alas, Lord Bennett, be victorious. Declare a truce. 

Bennett:     (to Juliet) You’ve gone too far this time. 

Juliet:         Put away your two-faced rapier tongue. Make peace. 

Donald:      (at Raymond) Does she always talk like this? 

Bennett:     (at Juliet) How could you do this to me? 

Juliet:         By observing diplomatic channels. A written invitation.  

Donald:      (at his wife) We should leave. 

Bennett:     I respect your decision to vacate the premises. 

                  Angela peers out from the front door.   

Angela:      Why is everyone outside? Oh.   

                 She steps onto the portico too. 

                 What a—surprise. Won’t you come in. Have a martini? 

Bennett:     Angela? 

Angela:      My martinis are exquisite. 

Juliet:         To die for. 

Raymond:  They are rather good. 

Tricia:        Raymond, you don’t drink alcohol. 
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Angela:      Nonsense. Everyone drinks. How else can one survive? 

Donald:      This is insanity. 

Bennett:     There, you finally admit you are insane. 

Donald:      Go to hell. 

Bennett:     I exposed the truth about you, that’s all. 

Donald:      There is no shame in— 

Bennett:     Telling the truth?   

Donald:     Seeking medical attention for— 

Bennett:     Outing you for being unfit to govern? 

Donald:      You’re a ruthless son-of-a—Benedict Arnold! 

Tricia:        Gentlemen, please!   

Angela:      Let us try to be civilized pilgrims and Indians. 

Bennett:     Personally, I don’t give a flying— 

Angela:      Vultures! 

                  They all look toward the ocean.   

Angela:      Behind the gates. I see one. And another. There! 

Donald:      Paparazzi? Damn it. How did they know I’d be here? 

Bennett:     Forcing us to take shelter. Tricia, please, after you.    

Tricia:        You can flush down that false charm of yours, Benedict. 

                  She pushes past him through the front door.  

Bennett:     (at Donald) Are you coming or going?   

Donald:      Coming in. Against my better judgement. 

Bennett:     No need to get paranoid. 

                  Bennett grins. Donald bristles.  

Bennett:     I never devour my guests once inside. 

Donald:      Promises. From one whose word is valued less than a—   

Angela:      Gentlemen! I said, behave. 

                  They enter the house to the sound of distant thunder. 
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Scene 4 
 

Nicolas abruptly lunges awake in the sofa chair. He is startled to see 

the three caterers standing around him, looking down. 

   

Nicolas:     How long have I been asleep? 

Bryce:        We were wagering on whether you were still alive.   

Faun:         Shrimp?  

                  Nicolas sits up and stares at the trays of food. 

Flora:         You reek of juniper berries.    

Faun:         Distilled.      

Flora:         6 ounces, by my estimation, plus or minus.    

Bryce:        You will be dead by sunrise if you resume at this pace. 

Flora:         Liver? 

Nicolas:     (winces) Ugh. No. Thank you.  

Bryce:        Toadstool? 

                  Nicolas stands unsteadily, a hand covering his mouth. 

Nicolas:     Excuse me. 

                  He bolts for the front door and exits. 

Flora:         A cold shower might restore him.   

                  Electronic beeping is heard as Ryan approaches. 

Ryan:         Aren’t you three being paid to go around and serve us? 

Bryce:        Toadstool? 

Ryan:         Did you pick these in the woods today? 

Faun:         Yes, in the dark forest near our mossy cave. 

Ryan:         (he eats a mushroom) Will I die? 

Bryce:        Yes. 

Faun:         Nature’s way, not our doing.  

Flora:         It’s the body’s climax.  
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Ryan:         Are you enjoying the party? 

Flora:         We are not paid to enjoy ourselves. 

                  Ryan eats another mushroom.   

Ryan:         Not bad. Are these the mind-altering kind? 

Bryce:        Yes. 

Ryan:         So I’ll be having hallucinations? 

Faun:         You will. 

Ryan:         When? 

Flora:         When the future finds you. 

Ryan:         Could you be a little more vague? 

Bryce:        Yes. 

Flora:         Heed this: No one here gets out alive. 

Ryan:         You stole that line from a song. 

Faun:         The Doors. 

Flora:         Ah, he is a perceptive young lad. 

Faun:         Sister, now the translation. 

Bryce:        You will be experiencing visions of infinite wisdom. 

Ryan:         Tonight? 

Bryce:        Yes. 

Flora:         Is that too vague? 

                  Ryan grins uneasily and backs away. 

Ryan:         Okay. I give. You win. You definitely out-weirded me. 

Faun:         Shrimp? 

Ryan:         I don’t think so. 

Flora:         Liver? 

Ryan:         I take it all back. Don’t come around to find me.  

                  Ryan looks down at his Gameboy and wanders off. 
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Scene 5 
 

On a deck overlooking the ocean at sunset, Quintin is alone in the 

shadows, smoking a pipe. Juliet and Raymond walk onto the deck. 

Heard in the distance are ocean waves and thunder rumbling. 

 

Raymond:  Our fathers will likely kill each other. 

Juliet:         Mine has already succumbed to an untimely death.    

Quintin:     Jules, darling, hello, I’m right over here.   

                  Quintin’s presence in the shadows goes unnoticed. 

Raymond:  Their divisive public feuding sickens me. 

Juliet:         Likened to parasitic amoebas, yet unwilling to reform. 

Raymond:  It’s hard to believe they were close friends in college. 

Juliet:         Best friends often devolve into the best of enemies. 

Raymond:  I hate politics.  

Juliet:         The politics of hate, is what we hate. 

Raymond:  This pandemic of stupidity is going to destroy us.  

Juliet:         And we are the sad fools cast within it. 

Raymond:  We’re not fools.  

Juliet:         My mother thinks so. She sends spies. Next, assassins?   

Raymond:  She’s overly protective, that’s all.    

Juliet:         Nay. She has murdered the last orphan of filial trust. 

Raymond:  She means well.    

Juliet:         Mean, she is. And evil. 

Raymond:  Come on, Jules, she’s not evil.  

Juliet:         Then a conniving weasel.  

Raymond:  An incredibly beautiful weasel, then. 

Juliet:         Of this she knows.  

Raymond:  So are you. 
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Juliet:         A weasel?  

Raymond:  No. Beautiful. 

                  Juliet frowns and looks away. 

Juliet:         It is but a cunning mask.  

Raymond:  Try to make amends with your mother. 

Juliet:         Must I make the birds swim and the fish fly too?  

Raymond:  Nay, I mean—no. Don’t get me talking like you.   

Juliet:         But are we not kindred spirits?   

Raymond:  Housed in different skins. 

Juliet:         As are our two households, rooted in ancient division.  

Raymond:  I don’t think this intervention is going to work.   

Juliet:         It shall. All from that thing called love. Yes? No?   

                  Raymond shakes his head and looks away. 

Raymond:  Marko had better show up and come through for us.  

Juliet:         He hath not the power to resist.  

Raymond:  You told me he’s a flake. 

Juliet:         An eccentric one who comes armed with precious wit. 

Raymond:  That’s our weapon? Wit?     

                  Juliet gazes pensively toward the stormy sky.    

Juliet:         Words are mad blossoms on a vine,  

                  seasoned to wither and decline,  

                  yet push forth to bear rare fruit of a kind  

                  not meant for consumption, but accretion 

                  toward reason, to bite for tasting sweet insight.   

                  As our addled orbs spin forth toward dreams.   

                  No happy endings. Alas, only happy inbetweens. 

                  Quintin steps out from the shadows.   

Juliet:         Lo! Behold, who goes there? A ghost? 

Quintin:     Juliet, it’s me. Your father.  
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Juliet:         ‘Tis but a madness of atoms stirring the air! 

Quintin:     Why do you keep avoiding me. Stay and talk. 

Juliet:         Though he be long dead, my father haunts me still. 

                  Quintin appeals to Raymond as she reenters the house.  

Quintin:     Juliet blames me for the divorce with her mother. 

Raymond:  I believe her issues go deeper than that. 

Quintin:     Quite so. Angie was young. Twenty-three. We eloped.     

Raymond:  Sir? 

Quintin:     She was raised by a family who are political animals.  

                  He relights his pipe.  

Quintin:     I didn’t fit in. Wrong stripes. It was her way of rebelling.  

Raymond:  I’m not following. 

Quintin:     As time went on, Angie grew ambitious too. Politically.  

                  He muses, puffing on his pipe.  

Quintin:     Family trait. Saw Bennett’s potential. She divorced me. 

Raymond:  I’m sorry. 

Quintin:     (shrugs) What’s going on with Juliet? Is she sick? 

Raymond:  Only mad in craft, Sir. 

 

Scene 6 
 

Bennett, Donald, Angela & Tricia are standing with drinks in hand. 

The storm continues to brew outside. No one is talking. 

 

Donald:      This is awkward. 

Bennett:     Astute of you to notice.  

Donald:      Glorious weather. 

Angela:      Befitting the mood.  

                  Frank Sinatra is heard singing That’s Life.    
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Bennett:     With a stronger platform, you might’ve won reelection. 

                  Flora sways to the music as she serves appetizers.   

Donald:      You are one ruthless bastard. You distorted my record. 

Bennett:     You buckled under pressure. 

Donald:      Because of your sick lies. 

Angela:      Ben was merely prevaricating.    

Tricia:        In other words, lying.   

Bennett:     Twisting the truth without actually breaking it. 

Donald:      Like a pretzel. 

Bennett:     It is called power politics, Don. 

Tricia:        That’s all you care about. Admit it. Attaining power.    

Bennett:     Face it, your tired rhetoric failed to sway the voters.   

Tricia:        Donald is not like you. He’s an honest politician.   

Bennett:     Now that is an oxymoron. 

                  Both Bennett and Angela laugh.  

Angela:      When one tosses their hat into the political ring—   

Tricia:        Those ads were not only vicious but slanderous.   

Bennett:     The public responds to this offering of bread and circus.   

Donald:      This isn’t Rome.   

Bennett:     Outlandish entertainment, it works every time.  

Donald:      Listen to Nero.   

                 Both pause to sip their drinks and assess each other.    

Donald:      You’re ambitious. But you’re not presidential material. 

Bennett:     Wait and see. I have plenty more impressive tricks—    

Donald:      Up your sleeve?  

Bennett:     Up yours too. 

                 Donald turns to address Flora who approaches them.    

Donald:      Thank you for providing a welcome distraction.   

                 He selects a stuffed mushroom.    
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Donald:      What do you call these hors d'oeuvres?   

Flora:         (singing) Witchcraft…crazy coo-coo…witchcraft. 

Bennett:     Very funny, Flora. Thank you. 

                  Flora, still singing, backs away to find more takers.    

Bennett:     An old friend. One of three triplets. Bit of a strange bird. 

Angela:      They used to date. 

Tricia:        You dated her? 

Angela:      I meant that euphemistically. 

Bennett:     (winks) In high school, she was my first stab at love.   

Donald:      (chuckles) When in Rome, I suppose, what? 

Tricia:        Watch it, Donald. 

Angela:      Beware, Flora could cast a spell on you too. 

Bennett:     Nonsense. 

Angela:      Ask Ben about her predictions, if you don’t believe me. 

Donald:      Well?   

Bennett:     I am, thank you. Quite well. And sane. You?   

                  Donald doesn’t take the bait, keeps his anger in check.    

Donald:      A wicked spell explains your pathological lying. 

Bennett:     Says the lame duck.     

Donald:      Ah, who’s the crazy one? Ben thinks I’m a duck. 

Bennett:     Also a quack.   

Donald:      (at Angela) When did his delusions begin? 

Bennett:     I’m not the one who had to consult a psychiatrist. 

Donald:      Damn you, now listen here— 

                  Tricia talks loudly to silence both their husbands. 

Tricia:        Our children are apparently fond of one another. 

Angela:      One might assume that, given the way they act. 

Donald:      What are you implying? 

Angela:      I’ve had Juliet under my watch for months now. 
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Tricia:        Your watch? 

Angela:      For her protection.   

Bennett:     We hired a private security firm.  

Donald:      Rather presumptuous of you. 

Bennett:     Safety reasons. I’ve been receiving death threats.  

Tricia:        Why am I not surprised? So have we.  

Donald:      Your unhinged hate-filled rants unleashed the crazies. 

Tricia:        You’re to blame for making it an ugly contentious race. 

Bennett:     Which I won.  

Donald:      Unjustly. 

Bennett:     Deservedly. 

Angela:      Stop it, everyone!  

Tricia:        Thanksgiving. Peace. Remember? 

                 They sip their cocktails.    

Angela:      I was under the impression you only had a daughter.  

Donald:      A small victory. Keeping that information private. 

Tricia:        Debra celebrates the holiday with her husband’s family.  

Donald:      Not everything needs to be fodder for the tabloids. 

Bennett:     Is your son ashamed of your family name?   

Donald:      Of course not. 

Angela:      Then why the subterfuge? 

Bennett:     Hypocrite. Security reasons. Same as— 

Donald:      Wrong. Humes is his surname. 

Tricia:        Raymond is our nephew. We adopted him.    

Donald:      His mother died from a brain tumor.   

Tricia:        My brother passed shortly after from a heart attack. 

Angela:      How horrible. 

Tricia:        Yes, it was. Tragic. 

Bennett:     Noble of you to take him in. 
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Donald:      It wasn’t noble. It was the humane thing to do.  

Bennett:     Quite right. Family obligations.   

Donald:      The last bond that holds us together as a civilized nation. 

Bennett:     I couldn’t agree more. 

Donald:      Strange you can admit to agreeing with me on anything. 

Bennett:     (grins) I had to defeat you first. 

Tricia:        You two act like children fighting on a playground. 

Angela:      Put down your wooden swords. 

                  Bennett sets down his martini glass.  

Bennett:     There. Unarmed.  

Donald:      Big of you.  

Tricia:        We didn’t even know our children knew each other. 

Angela:      It slipped past our radar too. 

Tricia:        You’d think they’d have said something before now?   

Bennett:     It’s not like they communicate with us on a regular basis.  

Donald:      Only when they’re in need of our money. 

Bennett:     Precisely.  

                  Both men grunt and chuckle.   

Tricia:        Raymond was always smart and well-behaved.   

Angela:      Apparently they’ve had sleepovers. 

Tricia:        Sleepovers? 

Donald:      They sleep together?   

Tricia:        Or, wait. What? With others?   

Angela:      Who knows what goes on in these college campuses? 

                  Quintin approaches the foursome.   

Quintin:    It started with open curriculums, I’m telling you.   

Donald:      Coed dorms are the norm these days. 

Tricia:        Of which I strongly disapprove. 

Angela:      Next they’ll be putting condom machines in the dorms. 

25

A M U L E T  |  C R AW S H AW



Bennett:     They do. 

Angela:      They do not. 

Bennett:     In our day, we used ingenuity to sneak into girls’ dorms. 

Donald:      Listen to Mr. Family Values.   

Angela:      I hope their relationship is a mere fling. 

Donald:      Why would you hope that?   

Angela:      Well, the obvious? 

Tricia:        She means, what if they decide to elope. 

Bennett:     They wouldn’t dare.  

                  An awkward silence ensues. They nurse their drinks. 

Angela:      Juliet would marry your son simply to spite us. 

Donald:      He would not allow himself to be used in that fashion!  

Tricia:        Any girl would be lucky to have Raymond as a husband. 

Donald:      He heads the debate team. An attorney in the making— 

Angela:      And Othello. 

Donald:      Excuse me? 

Angela:      On stage. The play? 

Bennett:     They performed together. It’s where they met, I think. 

Tricia:        Raymond doesn’t act. 

Donald:      He’s a serious academic student. 

Angela:      Are you implying my daughter is not? 

Donald:      Given first impressions? 

Tricia:        It’s the unusual way she talks. 

Bennett:     What about your son? 

Donald:      What about our son? 

Bennett:     You had to have been here. 

Donald:      I am here. 

Bennett:     Before you arrived. ‘No, mon. I am cool.’ Jive talk. 

Donald:      You’re mad. I know a psychiatrist you should visit. 
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Angela:      Juliet receives exceptionally high marks too.   

Bennett:     Maybe we should compare GPAs?  

Donald:      I won’t get into another pissing match with you! 

Bennett:     What a relief. Angela, we can put back the oriental rugs. 

Donald:      Go to hell. 

Bennett:     I’m joking. 

                  Faun and Bryce approach with trays of appetizers. 

Bryce:        Chicken liver? 

Donald:      Thank you, no. 

Faun:         Shrimp? 

Donald:      Sure, what the hell. 

Angela:      It will all go to waste if we don’t partake and eat these.   

                  They skewer shrimp and eat in silence.   

Tricia:        My father warned me talking politics poisons a party.  

Donald:      But which party? The right or the left? 

Tricia:        Don’t start, Donald.   

Bennett:     We are to behave as peaceful Pilgrims and Indians. 

                  He suddenly frowns, seeing Juliet reenter the house. 

Bennett:     Excuse me for a moment. 

                  He walks over and pulls Juliet aside, into the hallway.   

Juliet:         Unhand me. 

Bennett:     I want you to stop whatever it is you think you’re doing. 

Juliet:         Lord Bennett, might you try a little tenderness?   

                  She smiles falsely, flirtatiously.   

Juliet:         And, if you try sometimes, you might get what you need.  

Bennett:     Stop hating me. 

Juliet:         Lest you forget, I once loved thee. 

Bennett:     Stop it. 

Juliet:         The same way thy doting mother doest love thee.   
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Bennett:     Silence. No more of this. 

Juliet:         Your distant pledge of love it doeth confuse me. 

Bennett:     (lowers voice) That was nine years ago. And a mistake. 

Juliet:         Puppy love? Foreswear, it twas not.  

Bennett:     God, I regret that day. 

Juliet:         Not I.  

Bennett:     (keeping his voice low) Juliet, I was intoxicated. 

Juliet:         With love.  

Bennett:     I was just playing with you. Acting foolish.  

Juliet:         ‘Twas a convincing performance then. 

                   Frustrated, he starts to leave but turns abruptly back.   

Bennett:     I thought you were as old as the other bridesmaids. 

Juliet:         Shakespeare’s Juliet was only thirteen. As was I.  

Bennett:     I swear to God, I thought you were older. 

Juliet:         My body had bloomed early, all for thee, my Lord.   

Bennett:     (grimaces) Too much champagne. You were— 

Juliet:         Enticing. 

Bennett:     Far too young. I was— 

Juliet:         Thirsty for love. From thirty flights around the sun. 

Bennett:     Drunk. I was drunk.  

Juliet:         In love. 

Bennett:     Stop saying that.   

Juliet:         Then what was I to thee? An unlucky number? 

Bennett:     Yes. Thirteen, for God’s sake. You deceived me. 

Juliet:         Nay, twas the other way. Twas you the deceiver.   

Bennett:     Me?  

Juliet:         To cause a divorce. To marry my mother. To torment me.   

Bennett:     You know it was not like that. 

Juliet:         You were a child, as I was to you, as you are to her.   
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Bennett:     Your mother’s older by a few years. Stop this obsession.   

Juliet:         Obsession? Shall we ponder that word?   

Bennett:     I did not force you to do anything you didn’t want. 

                  He blinks. Juliet has puckered her lips to mock him. 

Bennett:     Fine. Hate me.   

Juliet:         Hate thee?   

                  Juliet sticks out her tongue. 

Juliet:         Nay—I loathe thee!   

 

Scene 7 

 

                  Nicolas reenters the house and is drenched from rain. 

Nicolas:     Jesus. What a downpour. 

Ryan:         Whoa! Gramps, it looks like you’ve been reborn. 

Nicolas:     What? 

Ryan:         Baptized. 

Nicolas:     It’s the rain. Happened fast. 

                  Ryan resumes playing his Gameboy. 

Nicolas:     Wait. Who are you again? 

Ryan:         The bad seed. 

Nicolas:     Your Bennett’s son? 

Ryan:         (nods) The leftover from a failed marriage. 

Nicolas:     Ryan. Is it?         

Ryan:         Good one, Gramps. A point for you. 

Nicolas:     What?  

Ryan:         Knowing the answer. 

Nicolas:     What are you saying?  

Ryan:         You asked me who I was. 

Nicolas:     I know that. 
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Ryan:         Exactly. 

                 Nicolas rubs his eyes before gazing around the room. 

Nicolas:     Is your mother here? 

Ryan:         She left me to vacation with her new boyfriend. 

Nicolas:     Wait. Is that who I think I am seeing? 

Ryan:         Montague. The enemy. 

                 Gunfire erupts as Ryan plays his Gameboy.  

Nicolas:     Unbelievable. Donald Montague in the flesh. 

Ryan:         Another point. Ask me another. 

Nicolas:     What is he doing here? 

Ryan:         Ask the good seed. 

Nicolas:     What? Who? 

Ryan:         Jules.  

Nicolas:     Wait. Your stepsister?    

Ryan:         You’re on a role. Faculties almost in working order. 

                 Nicolas regards the hand-held device. 

Nicolas:     What is that thing you keep fiddling with? 

Ryan:         Doom. 

Nicolas:     Doom? Aren’t you a little old to be playing with toys? 

Ryan:         Aren’t you a little old? 

Nicolas:     I’m eighty-five. 

Ryan:         Easy point. Ask me another. 

                 Ryan grins and resumes playing Doom 

Nicolas:     Adolescents used to respect their elders. 

                 Ryan gives his grandfather a lavish bow. 

                  The doorbell chimes. 

Bennett:     Now what? Flora, could you answer the door, please.      

                  Marko enters thrusting his umbrella like a sword. 

Marko:      On guard! I’m here to rescue this party! Take that—      
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                  Flora grasps the end of the umbrella, taking it from him. 

Marko:      A fair damsel in distress? Alas, do I know you? 

Flora:         Flora Spenser.        

Marko:      It is you. Wow. Homecoming Queen.  

                  He gives a theatrical kiss to her fingers.   

Marko:      Masochistic, isn’t it? Working for my brother who—  

Flora:         Hired us to cater. Juliet recommended our company.

                  Marko winks as he removes his overcoat and hat. 

Flora:         I will take those too. 

Bennett:     How dare you trespass on my hallowed ground again!          

Marko:      Brother Benny, I came to surprise you. Surprise! 

Bennett:     I thought you were off wandering on another continent.       

Marko:      I ventured back. And came with an entourage.   

                  Iggy appears brushing back his wet hair.  

Marko:      Brother, may I introduce you to my friend Iggy. 

Iggy:           Knackered, I am. Hey there, Marko’s bro.  

                  Iggy extends a hand to be shaken by Bennett.    

Marko:      As you may discern, he’s an Aussie.     

                  Bianca appears next. She is sexy with an air of mystery. 

Marko:      And the ravishing Bianca. Nordic. Doesn’t say much.     

                  Bianca says nothing. She smiles thinly. 

Iggy:           She’s a pike, ain’t she? So, you’re the king dick? 

                  Bennett bristles, officiously taking offense. 

Marko:      Don’t mind Iggy. He’s what Aussies call a dag.     

Iggy:           Bugger off, Marko.  

Flora:         Can I take your coat?       

Iggy:           Absolutely, Love. Tempestuous weather we’re ‘aving. 

Flora:         And it is all my doing.     

Iggy:           Is it now?   
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Flora:         Aye. 

Marko:      (at Raymond) Do I know you? Ah, yes, Jule’s friend?  

                  (at the Montagues) Now this is interesting. 

                  (at Gwen). Well, hi there. Have we met before? 

Gwen:        I don’t think. 

Marko:      You must try.   

Gwen:        I remember faces. 

Marko:      Pleased to be a face in your hall of memories.    

Gwen:        Huh? 

Marko:      I’m Marko, younger sibling to our exalted host.     

Gwen:        Quintin? 

Marko:      No. The power-greedy, newly-elected senator.   

                  Marko salutes Bennett.   

Gwen:        I’m Gwen. I’m here with Quintin. 

Ryan:         His date.     

Marko:      Hey, Ryan. Nice to see you. Wow, Quintin, your date?  

Quintin:     Gwen’s just a friend.     

Marko:      Ho–ho! I’m impressed.        

Gwen:        Hey, I am not a ho. 

Quintin:     Darling, no one said you were.     

Angela:      Martini, anyone?       

Marko:      Sister-in-law. So lovely. And dressed to kill. 

Angela:      One must always be prepared.  

                  Marko kisses her cheek and regards her martini. 

Marko:      Is there a remote chance of catching up to you? 

Angela:      Unlikely. Do your friends partake?  

Iggy:           I’ll take a turps. Refusing a gin, now ‘at would be a sin.  

Angela:      Iggy? That can’t be your birth name.   

Iggy:           Ignoffo. School mates dubbed me Iggy. Sorta stuck.   
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Angela:      They chose well. You look and sound like an Iggy.  

                  Juliet returns to the living room. 

Juliet:         Names can deceive. As do suitors who lie to feign belief. 

Marko:      Juliet. 

Juliet:         Marko. 

Iggy:           She’s a pearl, Mate.       

Marko:      Juliet, meet Iggy. He’s from Down Under. 

                 Iggy takes hold of Juliet’s hand. She recoils. 

Juliet:         You’re wet. 

                  Iggy strokes back his hair with a smile. 

Marko:      It’s a deluge out there, Jules. This here is Bianca.   

Bianca:       Guten tag. 

Juliet:         You’re German? 

Bianca:       Nein 

Marko:      Swiss.   

Bianca:       Ja.  

Juliet:         She’s pretty. 

Marko:      (winks) Ja, she is. Do you have a kiss for me, Juliet? 

Juliet:         You can’t be serious? 

                  Juliet turns away. Marko plays to his audience. 

Marko:      Dagger through the heart. She loves me not! 

Angela:      (at Bennett) I told you so. It’s all a farce. An act. 

Bennett:     My brother shows up unannounced with his friends? 

Angela:      Relax. Marko wanted to surprise you. I knew.  

Bennett:     (at Donald) My brother also graduated from Yale. 

Tricia:        Then Raymond might know Marko? 

Donald:      I doubt that. 

                  Bryce appears holding a tray of stuffed mushrooms. 

Iggy:          Ah, mushies. Ta. 
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                  Iggy takes two, eats one, licking his fingers.  

Bryce:        Ta-ta. 

                  With a flirtatious smile, Bryce departs. 

Iggy:           She’s a spunky wench. 

Marko:      One of three sisters. Triplets. And she moves like a cat. 

Iggy:           I like ‘em cats. 

                  Juliet takes hold of Raymond’s hand. 

Marko:      This is your new mount? You can’t fool me, Jules. 

Juliet:         Why can I not, what? 

Marko:      Pretend that you no longer desire my love. 

Juliet:         With an obstacle as tiny as yours, the mount was nil. 

Iggy:           Yow! She got ya right in the knackers, Mate. 

Marko:      (at Raymond) And you are? 

Raymond:  We’ve met. Don’t you remember?   

Marko:      Sure I do. Othello. 

Raymond:  You saw the play? 

Marko:      Sorry, no. Were you any good? 

Juliet:         Alas, as good as can be bad. He kills me in the end.   

Angela:      Why were we not notified of this performance? 

Donald:      Son, why are you wasting your time dabbling in acting? 

Angela:      Juliet, I demand that you keep us informed. 

Juliet:         Would you have come to see us perform? I think not. 

Angela:      I’d have tried, even with the hectic campaign schedule.   

                  She addresses the Montagues. 

Angela:      Juliet is not the only one who has ever graced the stage. 

Juliet:         My mother has never left the stage. 

Angela:      Try not to be so jealous, Dear. 

Juliet:         Take your bow, Mother. Be done with it. 

Raymond:  It’s an elective course, Dad. An experimental workshop.  

34

A M U L E T  |  C R AW S H AW



Juliet:         Performed in the nude. 

Tricia:        (shocked) Nude?   

Quintin:     These colleges today. 

Raymond:  Mother, Father, Juliet is joking.   

Tricia:        I should hope so.   

Donald:      If you’re serious about law school, then— 

Raymond:  I am. And capable of thinking for myself, thank you! 

                  Donald is taken aback by his son’s tone. 

Bennett:     Don, you come off far too conservative to be a liberal.      

Donald:      I am sick of you constantly labeling me as this or that. 

Bennett:     Switch camps. Join the Right party.  

Donald:      And help open the floodgates to more corporate greed?  

Bennett:     Our party stimulates growth and prosperity—  

Donald:      Not all growth is healthy growth! 

Bennett:     So, now it’s a crime to be successful and wealthy? 

Donald:      Yes, when you behave as if you’re above the law. 

Bennett:     I am the law. When did you veer so far off to the left? 

Donald:      When you veered right off track into the gutter! 

Raymond:  (screams) Will you both shut the fuck up for once! 

                  The room goes silent. Raymond leaves the room. 

Marko:      Sure, I now can picture him killing you. 

Juliet:         Have you traveled here to woo me? 

Marko:      (winks) You know I still love thee. Time for a cocktail. 

Iggy:           A grog for me too. Right after I use the loo. 

Marko:      Third door down the hall to your right. 

                  Iggy stops in front of Donald Montague. 

Iggy:           Hi, gov’ner. Pleased to meet ya. 

                  He extends his hand. Donald shakes it. 

Donald:      Donald Montague. And I’m not the governor. 
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Iggy:           Tho I’ve seen ya. On the telly, ‘at’s where.  

Donald:      Excuse me? 

Iggy:           Weren’t ya recently running for something? 

                  Bennett laughs. 

Bennett:     Neither could the voters decide what he was running for. 

Iggy:           You got flogged, I’d heard. 

Donald:      The election was stolen from me. By this man. 

Bennett:     It was open for the taking. So, not considered theft. 

Donald:      Using a smear campaign? Jim Crow tactics? And—   

Bennett:     Don, you know I would never stoop that low. 

Donald:      No, you have your minions grovel in the mud for you. 

                  The two rivals regard one another. 

Donald:      We were friends. I don’t know who you are anymore. 

Bennett:     (grins) Look, it’s still me inside. 

                  Donald studies him skeptically, shaking his head. 

Donald:      You’re like that movie, Invasion of the Body Snatchers. 

Bennett:     That was a good movie. The original one. 

Donald:      What happened to the original Ben I knew? 

Bennett:     Don’t go giving credence to any alien invasion theories.    

Donald:      You should talk. I have to know. Why did you do it? 

Bennett:     Do what?  

Donald:      Sell your soul? 

Bennett:     (laughs) Its high market value?  

Donald:      It’s not a joke, Ben. I hope it was all worth it. 

Bennett:     Yours I believe is still available on eBay? 
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