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CAST OF CHARACTERS

Homeless man

A traditional doomsayer, with dirty clothes and perhaps a beard. He is tired, unexpressive and mute.

Marketer

A marketing and sales professional. Though he is not young he is arrogant and energetic. A chronic underachiever, with a bitter, monochromatic view of the world.



(Lights up. We see a bus stop bench just right of center and a homeless man, ragged and dirty, standing up stage left with a cardboard sign that reads “THE END IS NIGH”. There is a large bag, probably all that the man owns, which leans against the left side of the bench. A marketing professional in a worn looking suit races on from the right with a briefcase, chasing a bus that he does not catch.)

MARKETER

Dammit.



(He sinks into the bus stop bench, defeated. He does not make eye contact with the homeless man.)

MARKETER

That driver saw me…



(There is a pause. It should be noted that the homeless man is a mute. His lines will be presented as dialogue, but should be pantomimed or presented through body language. However, there’s a balance to be found, as the homeless man is, by nature, not very animated. He is now presenting his sign to the marketer, who is not looking.)

HOMELESS MAN

(Clears throat) *Excuse me*

MARKETER

I haven’t got any

HOMELESS MAN

(Clears throat again) *No, look at my sign*

MARKETER

A bus stop is a lousy place to ask for change anyways. When people take the bus they put on their “talk to me and you die” faces. Besides, they don’t have any spare change, they don’t even have a car.

HOMELESS MAN

(A third clearing of the throat, more an angry grunt by now) *THE END IS NIGH!*

MARKETER

(Still not looking) What? You think I’m talking out my ass? I happen to be an expert in sales in marketing. I went to school for it. My job is knowing how to get money from people. I’m more than a businessman, I’m a goddam hypnotist!



(The homeless man makes a sort of “psh” sound, as he turns back to the left, showing his sign to passersby. The marketer turns to look at him for the first time.)

MARKETER

You don’t believe me do you? You’re thinking “why would some hoity-toity hot shot take the bus?”



(The homeless man notices he has the marketers attention and spins around to show him his sign, but the marketer simultaneously returns to his monologue nowhere gaze.)

MARKETER

Well, I could try and tell you I’m doing some demographic research, trying to get in the head of the average consumer or something. (a pause) But you wouldn’t believe that. To tell you the truth, I’m a bit down on my luck, I need a client. I really need a good one, but look at me I’m just sitting at a bus stop with some panhandling bum, wearing a thrift store suit and this dopey tie...



(The doomsayer has had enough and has come around behind the bench to lower the sign directly into the marketers field of vision.)

MARKETER

(From behind the cardboard sign) But you’re no panhandler…(The sign is lifted, revealing the marketers grin)...You’re a prophet.

HOMELESS MAN

*As a matter of fact I am* or *I like the sound of that*

MARKETER

Oh boy, I’m sorry. Here I am going on and on about my job and working and being a productive member of society and I completely forgot about the End. I’m not taking our imminent doom very seriously am I?



(The homeless man’s satisfaction fades at this sarcastic display.)

MARKETER

I haven’t kept God’s eventual obliteration of planet Earth in mind. I haven’t been regarding it in my day to day life. My schedule is so full I haven’t had time for the hellfire. Tell you what...you’ve inspired me...next week I’m gonna call in sick, shut myself up in my house, twiddle my thumbs, and wait for the end of days.



(The marketer finds this very funny. The disheveled man has given up and is presenting his sign out left again. There is a long pause, the marketer looks at his watch.)

MARKETER

Hey...hey I’m sorry…you listening? I said I’m sorry. I’m a cynic, thats all. It’s my nature



(The bum begins to come around.)

MARKETER

But listen, I’m your target audience. I’m the reason you’re out here. You don’t need to preach to the team doom choir. It’s your job to convince folks like me, right? Go on, indulge me. Gimme your angle.

HOMELESS MAN

(Pointing to his sign and shrugging) *Thats all there is too it*

MARKETER

Yeah, there’s not much else to it, is there?

HOMELESS MAN

*That’s the long and short of it*

MARKETER

Long…small…that’s the long and short of it, yes.



(A thinking pause)

MARKETER

But you could definitely modernize your angle.

HOMELESS MAN

*What’s that supposed to mean* or *oh really?*

MARKETER

“The end is nigh”, sure it has classic appeal but it feels trite, overdone. And what the hell does nigh mean anyways?



(He thinks for a second.)

MARKETER

(Arms out, projecting upon an imaginary billboard or TV screen) “The end is coming...soon...bitch!”

HOMELESS MAN

*I’m not so sure*

MARKETER

Tell you what, I’ll bet I can make over your entire marketing scheme by the time the next bus gets here.

HOMELESS MAN

*I dunno…*

MARKETER

Come on! Jesus, it’s always like this. Nobody will give me a chance! Nobody will believe in me. You know how that feels, yeah?! (a beat) What do you got to lose?

HOMELESS MAN

(After a short time thinking) *Sure, why not* or *Go ahead*

MARKETER

Great! You won’t regret this.



(He begins to pace and search, looking to MacGyver together something to attract attention. A stray piece of tin foil he rips and folds into a hat which he places over the bum’s unkempt hair.)

MARKETER

(Still searching and working) You know, I see a lot of potential in this...erm…product. The best part - oh we should have a jingle - the best part is the ambiguity. That means it’s…

HOMELESS MAN

*I know what it means*

MARKETER

Right sorry.



(The marketer spies a large piece of cardboard. He takes a magic marker from his briefcase and writes in bold letters “This aint your grandma’s end of the world!!!”. He mounts the sign on the bench.)

MARKETER

But think about it. “The end” is so vague. Everything ends! Worlds, lives, stories, conversations. Every second something is ending, and when it does folks will think “damn, that weirdo at the bus stop was right.”



(The homeless man points to the word nigh on his sign.)

MARKETER

(Laughing) Yeah, that too. Nigh? How nigh? It’s gonna go sometime so it might as well be nigh. Man it would be great if we had a jingle.



(As he says this, the homeless man procures a ukulele from his bag.)

MARKETER

Our trouble is selling something that’s pretty bad. The end of mankind sounds pretty lousy, and our target demographic is already depressed. Financial recession, war, We need to have folks think on the bright side. Like “go ahead, have that chocolate chip muffin, it doesn’t really matter. This message brought to you by the apostles of the apocalypse” or “take it easy, the world is gonna explode.” I dunno know, what do you…



(He spots the ukulele)

MARKETER

Oh hell yeah! That’s perfect! You are a genius!



(The salesman vigorously shakes the homeless man’s hand and gives him a slap on the back, possibly the first show of respect or affection the man has received in years.)

MARKETER

Alright, play us something. Something inspired by the swift-coming immolation of the planet.



(The homeless man abides, with a dark and somber tune.)

MARKETER

...Okay cool, but lets try a major key...a little faster…put some stank on it...that’s it…



(The homeless man is now playing a twelve bar blues. He suddenly stop as a pedestrian passes by.)

No no, keep going!



(He does and soon they have gathered a crowd.)

MARKETER

(Singing) Hey everybody, I would tell you the news / But the world is gonna end so what’s the use? / So sell all your possessions and repent all your sins / cause the hellfire gonna boil your freakin’ skin / Better cover and duck cause we’re all out of luck / THE END IS NIGH AND WE’RE ALL - oh the bus is here.



(The marketer gets on the bus and the crowd quickly exits. The homeless man is clearly upset. He chucks the marketer’s cardboard sign, sets his ukulele on the bench, and reassumes his old position with his old sign. There is a long pause. After a while of being passed by he begins to dance a bit, humming the tune of the doomsaying jingle. He waves at passersby and tries to smile. Blackout)

THE END.


