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LEN: Hi. I thought maybe you might like to know a few 

things about me so…. 
TERRY: (entering) What are you doing? 
LEN: I was just telling them about … 
TERRY: Now? Isn’t this supposed to be a speech contest or 

something? 
LEN: Well? I’m speaking.  
TERRY: But the thing we rehearsed. What are you doing? 
LEN: I thought they’d like to know something about me 

before we began. 
TERRY: No. 
LEN: What? 
TERRY: They don’t want to know anything about you. They 

have no desire to know… they just want to hear our speech.  
LEN: (looking at the audience) You mean … you mean they 

don’t care at all? 
TERRY: Not in the slightest. Look at their faces. They’re 

wondering what we’re doing. In fact, I’m wondering what we’re 
doing. 

LEN: What are we doing? 
TERRY: Wasting time.  
MICK: (entering) What are you doing? 
TERRY: Wasting time.  
MICK: I thought we were going to do our speech. 
TERRY: (indicating Len) Talk to him/her.  
LEN: I was just telling them something about myself. You 

see, I’ve had several interesting experiences in my life and I 
thought that … 

MICK: That’s not in our speech. 
LEN: I know it’s not. It’s just a … you know … an 

icebreaker. 
TERRY: We have no ice to break, Len. You’re supposed to 

come out here onstage and say, “I am Captain Jean Fonteroy, 
the blackest pirate what ever sailed the seven seas!” Then I’m 
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supposed to jump out from behind a keg of rum and shout, 
“You may think you’re captain, Captain, but me and the crew, 
we got ourselves other plans!” then Mick is supposed to jump 
down from the mainsail with a knife in her teeth, grab you by 
the neck, and force you to walk the plank.  

LEN: Yeh. I know. 
TERRY: “Yeh, I know”? That’s all you’ve got to say? 
LEN: I’ve been thinking about this whole thing. I don’t like 

the plot. I mean, it’s just … you know ... entertainment. It 
doesn’t mean anything.  

MICK: It means we go to speech contest and keep from 
looking like complete fools.  

TERRY: And we’re too late.  
LEN: But I mean … is that all there is to life? Just a cheap 

plot, a little silliness, then in six minutes it’s all over.  
MICK: I knew it. He/she’s been meditating again.  
LEN: No … really. I mean, don’t you ever get tired of just 

being … you know … cheap and superficial and … well … 
shallow? 

TERRY: I love shallow. Shallow is Us. Now just do your line 
so we can start the speech. (Terry and Mick turn their backs to 
the audience.) 

LEN: (hesitates a moment, then…) I am Captain Jean 
Fonteroy! The blackest pirate what ever sailed the seven seas! 
(Terry turns around in a single blood-thirsty jump and is about 
to speak when Len continues) But you know, I have a sensitive 
side, too.  

TERRY: What? 
MICK: (turning) Now what are you talking about? 
LEN: I’m just making my character more real….more human.  
TERRY: You’re a stupid, blood-thirsty killer for gosh sakes! 

You’re not human! Just say the lines like you’re supposed to! 
LEN: See….that’s what I mean. You’re stereotyping me.  
MICK: Oh, good grief.  
LEN: We’re all human. Even the meanest, ugliest person in 

this room has a loving side to them. (Mike and Terry’s eyes 
slowly go to the audience as they search the faces.)  

MICK: (to Terry) You see any? 
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TERRY: I see plenty of the mean and uglies, but I’m still 
looking for the love inside. (to an audience member) I’m 
kidding. You look okay. (to Len) Look, let’s just do the speech 
like we rehearsed it and… 

LEN: No, no. That’s exactly what I’m talking about. (going to 
the audience member to whom Terry has spoken) Look. We 
don’t know anything about…uh… What’s your name? (gets the 
audience member’s name) We don’t know anything 
about____________. 

MICK: You know his/her name. 
LEN: But I mean we don’t really know them. Here we are up 

in front of an audience pretending like we care enough about 
these people to take six minutes of their time, and we don’t even 
care about who they are. 

TERRY: (to the audience member) ______________, I care 
about you. Okay? 

MICK: Yeh. Me, too. Now let’s do the speech! (Mick and 
Terry turn around.)  

LEN: (hesitates a moment, then) I am Captain Jean Fonteroy! 
The blackest pirate what ever sailed the seven seas! (stops, 
looks at the same audience member) __________, do you ever 
have times when you just sort of feel alone?  

TERRY: (turning, along with Mick) What are you doing?!! 
LEN: I’m bonding with ___________.  
MICK: You’re not bonding! You’re bombing! We haven’t 

done two lines of the script yet!  
LEN: (to the audience member) Does this break your heart 

too, __________? 
TERRY: Oh good grief! 
LEN: Does it hurt your feelings that people seem to care so 

little about you?  
TERRY: Look, she’s laughing at you. That’s not bonding, 

that’s embarrassment.  
LEN: ____________’s just trying to put a brave face to the 

world. Look at him/her. You can tell he’s/she’s crying on the 
inside.  

MICK: I don’t see any tears. (to the audience member) You 
got something going on we should know about? 
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