Logic in LaughterScript

General notes:
All real people enter from stage left. Imaginary characters enter from stage right. Every time a new philosopher comes in, sneak the specified book onto the side table.

Physical Descriptions
Michael: Man in his early thirties, attractive with boyish features. Between 5’5 and 5’10. Blonde/Brown Hair. Is a people pleaser who does not put themself first. 

Kai: Man in his early thirties, tall, dark, and handsome, 6’0+. Black hair. Aloof and oblivious. Cool in a gamer/skater boy way.

Berkeley: Height unimportant. Mid-twenties. Polite, pleasant Irish/UK man. Possibly rotund. Friendly, but not aggressively so. When speaking he should sound perfectly rational, cool, and collected.

Nietzche: A wild man in his late 20s who moves with dynamism and no regard for others. He is aggressive and passionate. He should have sunken, intense eyes, a sharp nose, and a glorious mustache. Average height, in real life he was 5’8”.

Kierkegaard: Flamboyant, zero self-awareness. Over the top but sincere. He speaks condescendingly because he believes everyone around him is suffering. French or Danish man in his mid-thirties with pretty features. Slender and tall.

Kant: Matter of fact and stern, domineering German man between 40-55. Dry humor. To him everything has an order and a place. Not emotionless, but difficult to get a response from. Like a disapproving father helping with math homework. Very short. In real life he was 5’2”.

Wittgenstein: Considerate but deeply sad. He speaks He should have dark slender features and be slightly shorter than Michael, but similar in age. His partner wrote about him, “sensitive, nervous, and attuned to the tiniest slight or change in mood from Pinsent. Pinsent also writes of Wittgenstein being ‘absolutely sulky and snappish’ at times, as well.” In real life he was 5’6”.


Immediately preceding this scene is Berkeley’s song “Scream into the Void” about the meaningless of life.

Michael
Resigned and lulled by the music
I guess… I guess it didn’t matter. I’m not dying, nothing happened, and nothing is going to happen. You’re right.

Nietzsche 
Loudly from offstage
He’s not!

Nietzsche 
Runs from stage right panting. Puts his hands on his knees and his head down to catch his breath. When he finally speaks his head whips up
He’s not right. You are alive and what you do matters. 

Straightens up
You can’t go down that easily.

Berkeley
Rolls his eyes and speaks sarcastically
Oh, I guess you’re here now too. Lovely.

Nietzsche 
Crosses over to stand opposite Berkeley. He puffs out his chest.
See? I’m here. I’m Nietzsche. 

Berkeley
Dryly
Shouldn’t you be in an asylum?

Nietzsche
Smiles and strokes his mustache
They mistook me for you.

Michael
Not following and confused
Me?

Nietzsche 
Annoyed and matter of factly.
No, him. You’re in a hospital. And we’re all somewhere in you in the hospital. 

Smiles and speaks playfully
It’s just like that time on Halloween when you were dressed as a nurse and snuck in…

Michael
Michael gets between the philosophers with his arms out as if to break them up. The actor in the bed makes it look like he is aroused.
All right we don’t have to go there.

Nietzsche
Gestures to the bed and speaks smugly
Looks like you want to.

Michael
Puts his foot down and speaks directly to Nietzsche
Alright, no. Berkeley was much nicer.

Berkeley
Stands up straighter and looks pleased
Thank you.

Nietzsche
Points at Berkeley and gets in his face
Being nice is for weak men and soon to be boring children. It’s a front, a con, a trap.

Turns and now speaks to Michael pointing to himself 
I’m honest, and right now you need to be told to snap out of this. 

Pushes his finger into Michael’s chest
Your life has been uprooted by a lying nice man. Now is not the time to be nice. 

Michael
Snappishly retorts.
What do you think I should be then? Assuming I exist.

Berkeley nods proudly

Nietzsche
Walks down and talks to the audience growing ever more passionate
Of course you exist! It’s the only thing worthwhile about you. Look at your life, you ran around like a dog and laid down like a doormat! Even when you were happy you did nothing. You must seize your life by the horns and drive it through a window! Stop looking back at how pretty you thought it was and do something now. Shatter your disgusting complacency.

Michael
Dismissively
That’s kind of hard to do when you’re… wherever we are.

Nietzsche
Walks directly and quickly back to Michael
But not impossible! Start right now, here with me. 

Reached out his open hand to be taken
Take my hand and I’ll show you what life is really about.

Berkeley
Gently pulls Nietzsche away from Michael. Michael walks away towards the bed but does not lie down. Berkeley speaks assertively.
All you can show him is how to be miserable. 

Pushes his finger into Nietzsche’s chest then points to Michael
You never found love in your life, don’t try to screw up his. 

Haughtily 
You’re just an angry man with nothing to offer. 

Walks over to Michael and tries to soothe Michael by rubbing his shoulders again. Nietzsche starts to walk up behind Berkeley.
Look, Michael, he’s about to launch into his spiel, but none of what he’s saying matters. Nothing happened, and you can be at peace with that.

Nietzsche
Throws Berkeley to the ground and pulls Michael to center stage. Speaks angrily alternating between Michael and the Audience. Gesticulates wildly and moves dynamically as he speaks. Berkeley slowly stands up and dusts himself off throughout the speech, looks angry and disapproving.
Screw peace, life is dynamic! Peace is death. You’re obligated to be the best you you can be through your own power. To destroy the stagnation in yourself and the world around you and remake it better. History is written by those who refused their conditions and had the imagination to see new ones. Kai didn’t want you. So what? Make a new world without him. A better future. He always told you no, so say yes to yourself.

Michael
A little hurt
Why’d you go there? 

Nietzsche
Passively shrugs shoulders 
Ask yourself, I’m not real.

Michael
Angrily
I thought you just said everything was real!

Nietzsche
Laughs
Yeah but I’m not.

Michael
Gets more animated and angry. Stands tall.
That’s stupid! Why do you people keep appearing and lecturing me about my life?


Nietzsche
Walks to be side-by-side to Michael, looks out to the audience and egg him on. Berkeley slowly makes his way to the mother side of Michael unnoticed by the other two
I don’t know, but that’s the spirit! Get enraged, get impassioned, be a lion!

Michael
Stands even taller
A lion?

Nietzsche
With the same vigor
Yeah you silly camel.

Michael
Assumes his normal posture
What are you even saying?

Berkeley
Loudly intersects and makes his presence known
Is this madman really who you want to listen to? 

Nietzsche
Pulls Michael away from Berkeley and stands between them. Speaks passionately
Shut up George! Look, it’s obvious. You’re a camel right now, but soon you figure things out and evolve into a lion.

Berkeley
Raises his eyebrow and speaks sarcastically folding his arms
The theory of evolution wasn’t around when I was alive but even I’m pretty sure that’s not how it works.

Nietzsche 
Waves Berkeley away without looking at him
Of course it is, it’s so simple. Look,

Nietzsche sings:

You may find yourself a camel in the endless burning sands
Parched and overburdened buckling under their commands
They condemn you to the dirt and then kick you when you’re down 
Until you’ve fallen to your knees unconscious on the ground

You feel the righteous anger bubble up and overflow
You’re pulling at your tether fighting all you’ve ever known
You’ve taken brutal lumps and now your humps become a mane
And your teeth all turn to fangs so that you’ll fear no man again

Zarathustra spoke from mountain tops to all (anyone) who’d listen 
He told us of the ubermensch and their eternal cyclic mission
He walks along a bridge of endless striving for perfection
But only fools would think it has an end beyond direction

You may find yourself a lion; ferocious and enraged
Roaring at the sun to challenge any leash or cage
Stalk the dunes and hunt for any rules that once had wronged you
With absolute conviction fueled by hunger you belong to

In your fight against oppression you must surely find a foe
Constructed of the tablets carved with all the laws they know
This golden dragon spews their flames: thou shan’t, nor will, nor should 
And you mangle it to rend and tear with claws as best you could

Zarathustra spoke from mountain tops to all (anyone) who’d listen 
He told us of the ubermensch and their eternal cyclic mission
He walks along a bridge of endless striving for perfection
But only fools would think it has an end beyond direction

Your muzzle catches sunset soaked through with golden ichor
You take the only prize afforded to the moral victor
Break their ancient codex and replace it with your own
Mount your rightful place upon the desserts lonely throne

Rise now as a child over brimming with invention
Imagine all that you could build and set as new conventions
Construct your own oasis and carve it from the sand
Draw the waters forth and plant new trees where you stand

Look down and you may notice that your skin has turned to scales
And on their surface etched your exploits woven into tales
Then one day you spot a camel fall and rise a panther
Finally, you grasp Zarathustra’s existential answer

Zarathustra spoke from mountain tops to all (anyone) who’d listen 
He told us of the ubermensch and their eternal cyclic mission
He walks along a bridge of endless striving for perfection
But only fools would think it has an end beyond direction



