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SCENE I

INT:  SATAN’S BEDROOM

Satan sits in his bed, staring unhappily forward.  He taps one of his duckie-slippered feet in impatience for a bit and then rings a bell on his night stand.

Edmund, his butler, walks in diligently.

EDMUND:

You rang, my Lord?

SATAN:

Edmund, I’m bored

And desiring of a cruel altercation.

EDMUND:

Well, what of your present job?

SATAN:

Who, the gluttonous slob?

EDMUND:

Yes.

SATAN:

He passed on due to heart complications.

(Speaking) …if only he’d have chewed it rather than swallowing it whole…

He dropped sooner than I’d sought—

Much sooner than he ought…

I must be stronger than my recent calculation.
The mistake I have at hand

Seems to suggest and demand
A slightly higher driving force of aspiration.

EDMUND:

Forgive me, Lord, but I’m resigned that you have something on your mind.

SATAN:

So you’ll find that in my mind, there dawns a cunning thought;
It rises like a vengeful son to a father who’s forgot.
The rules of war are worn and sad and far too often fought…
It’s time we fought the fight that’s foul; the fight that’s not been taught.

For ageless ages always, there’ve been two ropes in this knot,
But what would God’s reaction be to a rope that ties to naught?

A third party shall I form from those who’ve grown distraught,
And defeat the Lord with loathing…and that, right there, is the plot.

MOOHOOWAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!

EDMUND:

(Speaking) Very good, sir.

SATAN:

(Speaking) Edmund, summon my lieutenants…we ready for the most diabolically brilliant attack in the History of Creation.

EDMUND:

(Speaking) Does this mean sir won’t be having his afternoon crumpet?

Satan considers.

SATAN:

(Speaking)  …prepare my afternoon crumpet and THEN summon my lieutenants for the most diabolically brilliant attack in the History of Creation!

Edmund bows.

EDMUND:

(Speaking) Sir.

Edmund walks off.

SCENE II

INT:  HELL’S KITCHEN

Edmund walks into the Kitchen to find the three Fates helping themselves to assortments from the pantry.

FATE ONE:

We already know—

FATE TWO:

—what you’re going to say—

FATE THREE:

—so don’t bother to even start.

FATE ONE:

We perform this show—

FATE TWO:

—thrice on every Sunday—

FATE THREE:

—and have long since memorized our parts.

EDMUND:

(Speaking) Well, so has everyone else in the cast.

FATE ONE:

(Speaking) We were speaking in mystic metaphor, dearie.

EDMUND:

(Speaking) …ohhhhh.

