Naked Truth – Version 2.1

Prelude // Spiritual Plane

<Lighting background to be decided. Roger is sitting in the middle of the stage, motionless. There is a group of people surrounding him, but the front of the ring is exposed to let the audience see Roger in between them. Dim spotlight on Roger. See Flash. Voices in the background… >

(Slowly, clearly) Maybe For every chime that might ring

There is a person tolling the bell, sleepily.   
He moves the Earth with what he does,

Compels the stars to rotate uncomfortably

Listening, with hushed whispers, to another anguished voice of the planet.

Yet I bid you not to make noise. 

Let him ramble along.

For I fear that you will wake me up.

I am standing, all through the night

At yet another bus stop of your soul.

Waiting, hopefully,

For an empty bus.

Bring me to yet another unknown destiny.

You see, I don't know the way myself. 

And everybody stands, deaf and muted, 

Explaining with noises none can comprehend.

Maybe, conscience fidgets in their soul

<Lights fade off. Everybody except Roger disappear into the backstage. >

Act 1 Scene 1(a) // Class during recess

<Move 11 tables in. Roger goes to ‘his’ table, takes out The Merchant of Venice, and starts studying it. Lights turn back on. > 


<Enter David>

David:
Yoz buddy!

Roger:
[Grunts] Hrmph.

David:
What's wrong with you today? You sound so… what the word anyway?

Roger:
Unprepared?

David:
Unprepared? That’s not the word… [Gesture of thought.] Ah, you sound deprived. 

Roger: <Nods>[Touch of sarcasm] Yeah I do. I am deprived of study. 

David:
You study-a-holic. Hate to tell you this but I really think you should cheer up. You know, a test is a test, it’s not the gallows for you.

Roger: (Not Smiling) Yeah. I realized.

David: Man, you really sound lethargic. You know, if this goes on, all potential energy might be converted into an aura that sends an extremely literary language.

Roger: (Raises an eyebrow)[Suspicious Look] Really? What message?

David: How about this? (Poses) “I hold the world, but as the world, David. Every man must play a part, and mine a horny one”.

Roger: Really? I would rather think it went something like “My exemption! O my credit points! O my exemption! Fled with my grades! O my literary exemption! Justice! The Law! My credit points and my exemption!”

David: So you lost your family jewels then?

Roger: (Sarcastic) I don’t inter-linea that much. [Note: Hints at “So much that you happen to fail…”]
David: Yeah, yeah. 

<Enter Yunfei.  Slow entrance, as if busy thinking about something. >

David: (Sudden change in tone, from lively to reserved and sounding like a stranger) Uh, hi, Yunfei.  

Yunfei: (Looks up, startled) Uh, hi.  (Looks at Roger) There’s a test today right?

Roger: Yeah.  And I haven’t studied for it.

Yunfei: I see.  Good luck, anyway.  (Goes to his seat and reads book, while staring into blank air from time to time)

Roger: (Sigh) Luck does not come by word of mouth.

David: (Tries to cheer him up) Hey, did I tell you about the story of a person who bought one-night stand? 

Roger: No. And I don't intend to hear it. (Goes back to the book)

David: Well, he certainly got a good deal. Such shapely legs! Man, it must have been worth…
Roger: "It"?

David: Yeah. Don't you know that all the while I was referring to a night-stand?

Roger: Ha, ha.

David. Cut your sarcasm.

Roger: To accomplish that task oh so nubile sex god, you might need to move your godly physique to the little damp and uninviting crevice over there so that my poor mortal soul can examine this pitiful book in peace.

David: (Nods) I’ve got your message, thy enlightened one.

<David disappears into backstage. Roger resumes reading. [Can pace] Not long after, the bell starts to ring. Roger puts down the book in exasperation. >

Electric bell – refer projects day

Roger: That sex god has really screwed me up this time.

< Enter classmates either in groups or alone. Enter Apathy 1 & 2. >

Apathy 1: (Sarcastically) I hear that a certain genius is gonna get last in the next test again.

Apathy 2: (Nonchalantly) Cool.

Roger: (Obviously irritated, snaps his book shut, takes on an accusing tone) Oh shut up.  You two seem to be shaken by nothing.  When I talk to you people about the war in the Middle East, one talks about the resultant boom in the hospital industry, while the other can only manage monosyllabic responses like “Cool”.  When I talk about the Exxon Valdez Oil Spill, You (points at Apathy 1) can only tell me about the pi-ti-ful wastage of oil while you (more condemning tone, points at Apathy 2) give me MORE one-word responses.  What do you have to say for yourselves?

Apathy 1, 2: (Look at each other, then turn back to face Roger, then shrug their shoulders) Cool!

(Roger gives them a murderous look.)

Apathy 1: (Saccharine-sweetness, very fake tone) Oh yeah, and talking about David screwing you, as long as I don’t die, I don’t mind really.  (Flashes a BIG smile at the audience) Did he screw you hard?

Apathy 2: (Scratching his head) What’s screw? 

<Both walk to seat. Last few classmates come in and are seated. > 

<Teacher walks in.  Should be holding on to a big book, and have blur blur expression on his face.  Looks up to face an extremely rowdy class>

Teacher: Uh, young gentlemen, please quieten down.

<Class ignores him>

Teacher:  Uh, you know I have the power to punish all of you, so please keep quiet.

<Nobody takes notice.>

Monitor: Everybody SHUT UP!~~

<Jolt.  Everybody shuts up.>

Teacher: Uh, good, class.  Please do not shout too loudly.  Uh, the, the people arh, the students are having exams, so… (building up of noise level) Please take out you textbooks.  We, we will arh, resume reading from page 22.  After which, arh, we will do our exam.

<Everybody reaches for books underneath their tables.  For comic effect, you could have a uniform synchronisation of the movement.  As Roger reaches down to take his book, a piece of paper, which should be flowery and unique, falls down onto the floor close to the audience.  Roger has a look of horror on his face, bends to pick it up, but David is faster than him and picks it up first, and starts to read the first part of it, while registering horror and disbelieving on his face.  Roger turns around and catches one end of the letter, while David holds on relentlessly onto the other end.  A slow-motion “Tug of War” (see CAP mime, or in other words, ask Sots, Eugene or Kats) ensues, with David winning and shouting “LAURA!!!” while falling backwards.  All other characters (except monitor), who were dormant and chattering among themselves at first, turn around and run towards Roger and David, ignoring the teacher.  They must be careful, however, not to block the two main characters from the view of the audience.>

Yunfei: Who’s Laura?

David: (Waving letter hysterically) Here, Here! She’s Roger’s g.f.!

All (Except David and Roger): WHAT?

Roger: (Blushing) David, shut up.  She’s just a friend, that’s all.  (Snatches the paper from David)

David: Uh-uh, you don’t get away so easily my boy.  Let Papa see that little letter of yours shall we?  (Snatches the paper from Roger, and starts reading it, while a few people restrain Roger.  At this moment the lights should all fade away, with only a spot light on David)  

“Dear Laura, it seems like three hundred and fifty nine thousand and fifty nine years since our last letter.   I guess you know that even a minute is like an eon without your loving presence.  The feeling of emptiness is worse than waiting a long queue in school for char kuay teow.  Nevertheless you must understand that even eternity cannot wipe off our mark, this oil stain on this frying wok called love.  It will take more than the Jif of ages past to make us leave each other.  I hope that you will reply me; your frosty burn is making my carrot cake heart turn to a cold charcoal.

Yours lovingly, 

Roger.”

<At this point lights should go back on.  Everybody should remain quiet.>

All: So RO-MAN-TIC.

Kent:  This sense of love, it touches me so~.  (Sarcasm comes into play)

Apathy 1: Are you confusing love with gastronomical lust?  Or were you writing this in a state of HUNGER?

Apathy 2: COOL!~~

Roger: Will all of you just SHUT UP?

Yunfei: Guys, I really think that we shouldn’t do this.  Let Roger off, after all, its… well, not that surprising for such a thing to happen (everybody stares at him).

David: Wait, this is the celebration of a lifetime.  (Coolly) We shall sing a song in appreciation for Roger.  Music, please.

<Immediately the class shuffles together, in three rows of 4, like a choir.  Yunfei should be excluded.  They start singing this part of a song from Tell Laura I love Her>

Tell Laura I love her, tell Laura I need her
Tell Laura not to cry, my love for her will never die! 

Roger: (Cuts in sharply) What’s wrong with having somebody you know that you have a crush for?  Why are all of you like that?

Teacher: Uh, students, please quieten down.  Please remember I can punish you.

Apathy 1: (coolly, with a flick of his hand.) Oh, Mr. Genius is talking.  Shush.

Apathy 2: Cool.

Kent: We just did not know you were the… well, flirtatious sort.

Roger: What the… Hey, she’s a nice person okay?

Kent: Oh, I sort of inferred.  Nobody else can soften your heart of Teflon I guess.

Apathy 1: Hey, that song wasn’t long enough.  Play it again, Sam! (At this point, Apathy 2 should be acting like little Klump from the Klump Family, ref the movie.  Class starts another song, Changing Partners:

We were waltzing together, to a dreamy melody,

When they called out Change Partners, and you waltzed away from me,

Now my arms feel so empty, as I gaze around the floor,

And I’ll keep on changing partners till I hold you once more

Roger:  Why do all of you have to do this to me?  Isn’t this enough? 

David:  People, I think we should stop.  This thing is carrying too far.

Teacher 1:  Please, uh, return back to the lesson or, uh, I will make you, uh, stay back for recess.  We, uh, need to do our test.

Kent: (Stare directly at David) You were the one who started all this.  Why do you tell us to stop instead?

David:  Teasing is one thing, but this is going too far.

Kent: But how are you so sure as to where the limits are? 

David:  I just said stop it.  It’s getting too far.

Roger:  Yeah, don’t carry things too far.  I know that it might sound strange that I have a girlfriend but you don’t have to rub it in.

Apathy 1, 2: (look at each other, then turn to face Roger and David) Hey, Cool.

Kent:  What does it matter to you when I ask not to be judged by marks in class?  All you do is to give me a snobbish look, as if you are so much greater than me.  So what is the difference between me stopping now and me continuing?  (Triumphant gleam in eye) Another song! (Class strikes another song, this time closing in on the both of them while they sing.   Kent, Apathy 1 and 2 join in the song, which is Scarborough Fair in a more menacing and “attacking” tone, the lyrics which go like this:

Are you going to Scarborough Fair

Parsley, sage, rosemary and thyme

Remember me to one who lives there

She once was a true love of mine

<Roger should give a scream at the end of the song, as if he is anguished.  All lights dim except for spotlight on Roger.  Yunfei steps beside Roger>

Yunfei: I know what to do.  Trust me.  Just check your email tonight.

<Roger looks confused.  Lights go off>

Act 2 Scene 2// Class during literature period (next day)

<Lights come on. This scene is meant to be played without dialogue. The students come into the room with David cracking jokes while Roger is frowning. As they sit down, the teacher comes in with their scripts, and starts to return the scripts. [Some people may not ‘answer’, so the others can nudge him or pat him.] One by one, they go out to receive their scripts. Roger receives his, takes a look at it, then goes back to his table and buries his head in his arms. David receives his, seems sad for a moment, (Audience must be able to see this.) but immediately hides it with fake nonchalance. The other classmates are chattering with excitement and comparing marks. Background music for this scene is meant to be “7 o'clock news/Silent Night” by Simon and Garfunkel, with the line of text below being recited louder than the background music. >

Dear classmates,

Many of you might not be aware that all of us come to school everyday wearing different facades to shield ourselves from the weary eyes of your other classmates and friends.  As we saw today, a conscientious student is actually a very different person from who we knew him to be.  Just for once, could the entire class come to school without trying to hide elements of yourself from others.  Show us your naked truth, and I believe that this would be a better chance for all of us to realise what we really are, and what people around us were all along. Furthermore, this knowledge of others might prevent us from victimising a person for what he truly is in the future. 

Yours sincerely,

Yunfei

<After this whole segment, the music fades and all lights dim, except for spotlights on David and Roger.>

Roger:  Hey, this test was not that bad after all.  Say, did you read the email that Yunfei sent yesterday?

David:  Yes. I haven’t seen much changes though.  I wonder if anyone of them is actually heeding the mail?

Roger: I would hope so.  I would really want to know the differences.  Sometimes when you want to know yourself, seeing people is the only other feasible option.  As they say in Chinese, “旁观者清”. (Sulkily) Why do they still label me “conscientious student”?  After all that stupid happenings I would have become the goondu of the class.

David: I guess you’re right.  You now are anyway.  (Dodges punch from Roger) We can’t expect much now though.  Hey, our next lesson is Mathematics right?  I guess we’ll see then.  Maybe the teachers are even going to change as well.

Roger: (grimly) We’ll see.

David: Hey, I’m absolutely sorry about all the fiasco that happened yesterday.  You know, we’re still friends forever right?

Roger: Right.  Don’t worry, sometimes life was meant for all of us to go through with conflicts peppered in between.

David: It might be ironical that I have to set a time to show my true colours now.  But anyway, it’s going to start right now. <Sits down in his seat. >
<Bell Rings. Teacher walks out of classroom without a word.  Another teacher walks in. Lights come back on. (Stage right) >

Teacher: You people continue doing your stuff.  I need to SMS my friend about new news about my date. <Handphone needed. >

Roger: (Shocked and stammering) But… but… aren’t we going to talk about trigonometry today?

Teacher: (Equally shocked) What makes you think I care about all of you this much?  I teach you I get my pay, I don’t teach you I get my pay.  So I might as well not teach you.  And don’t disturb me, you are lowering my efficiency.

<Roger is stunned into silence.  The class starts being rowdy, with everybody caring for his own interests only. Some even leave the class and go for early recess. >

David: (Shocked) What the hell is going on? (Contemplation)

Roger: What is happening?  Is this… us? (unhappy realization to large large degree)

Yunfei: (Walks over to Roger’s table, where Roger seems to be breaking down.)  I’m sorry such a thing has happened… I just thought it would remedy the situation.

<(Stage left) A outroar breaks out where one person steals a friend’s lunchbox, and starts eating from it.  People scramble for the food on the table and a gigantic food fights occurs. Meanwhile, those on Stage Right have started stealing and fighting over stationery, while in front of them Kent and the Apathies go on in torture – resembling sometime like LOFT hunt scene. > 

<After some time, the noise and lights from the two side stages should have faded off and Roger, David and Yunfei should be now in the centre of the stage with a spotlight on them. Yunfei, upon looking at the uproar, straightens himself. >

Roger: Is this what man always was right from the start?

Yunfei: Man always had to put on a mask from the beginning. No matter what, our personality is but a mask. The human is a selfish one, and a true-blue apathetic. Wearing a mask might be the only way that man can actually live together.

David: I can’t believe it! (Pauses to soothe himself, glances at people around him, pausing to reflect) How bitter truth is. Sometimes the ignorant are blessed…

Roger: Nah (Shrug), I guess with knowledge comes reflection.  Knowledge always was such a primal thing.

Yunfei: Everything is flawed in this universe. Should we pity ourselves and … this, (slows down, ominously) our hidden, yet naked, truth? 

<Lights completely off.  There is only a voice that reads out a poem. >

I have a mask.
Balance.
Midas touched my hand.
There will be no yin without yang,
My visage of splendour
Yet, each will be present on their own 

Hurries to conceal
and in the other, for eternity…
A heart of stone.


Cassandra foretold my future
Perfection can be desired

Distantly I see me beckoning
But would you really want it

Far in front of mortal dust
When you get it?
I am a blind, old man.


Lavender cried as he was drowning
Nothing is real, none defined
Hero, painfully could not see
To be or not to be is the question
That in the mist there was a mortal
Yet you are who you are…
Who, touched by his own folly,


Left the other to eternity.



Without balance, 

I have a mask.
All can be naught, yet,
I am a shielded Sisyphus.
The world survives  (Not used)
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