Royal Rampage

A One-Act Political Farce

By Denny O’Rork

Scene I

(Curtains open and lights rise to reveal the Oval Office of the White House.  Onstage are President Bush; seated at his desk, Queen Elizabeth II; seated in a Lazy-boy near Bush’s desk, Vice President Dick Cheney; sitting off in a corner with an IPOD Nano, and various secret service agents along with various British intelligence officers who are standing along the walls ready to protect their leaders jumping at the slightest sound or movement).

Bush

So have you been enjoying America, your majesty?

Elizabeth

Yes, I have, thank you.  It’s been quite exhilarating thus far. (Starts to fidget with the lazy-boy’s different positions) These…chairs that recline…what do you call them?

Bush

Those would be called Lazy-boys, your majesty.  I hope it’s not uncomfortable for you or anything.  If so just say the magic word and I’ll have it…

Elizabeth

Stop with the majesty bullshit, George.  Call me Lizzie.  All my friends do.

Bush

(Shocked) 

Right…Lizzie.  Allow me to explain why I have asked you here today.  As you know the United States is currently fighting the war on “terrorism” and the terrorist mastermind Osama Bin Laden is still very much at large. And I recently got wind of a plot concocted by Senator John Kerry, which will end up with me being assassinated. Apparently from the intel we got he went insane with jealousy after losing to me in the election and has now joined sides with Al-Quieda and…

(Dick Cheney singing “Drop it like it’s hot” suddenly interrupts him)

Cheney

(Singing with the music very loudly)

 When the pimp’s in the crib ma…drop it like it’s hot…drop it likes it hot…

Elizabeth

(Turning around)

 What on Earth?

Bush

Umm…pardon me your majesty…I mean, Lizzie.  Hey Dick! (The queen chuckles) Dick! (Cheney continues singing) Dick, stop singing! (He continues singing-making Bush frustrated) Damn it Dick! I am talking to you!!! (He takes off his shoe and throws it toward Cheney.  The agents see it and react quickly).

Agent #1

Foreign object!

Agent #2

Get the president and queen down!

(Agents run to cover the president and queen while the others huddle around Dick Cheney while Agent #2 in particular jumps in front and takes the shoe to the chest. He falls to the floor as if a bullet had hit him. Agents make sure the close is clear and then go to check on their fallen man).

Agent #1

How you holding up #2?

Agent #2

I don’t know. (He tries to move and cries out in pain) I think I’ll be all right.

Cheney

(Stands up and cuts off his music)

 What the hell is going on?  And why is that agent on the floor?

Agent #1

Mr. Vice-President sir…this man just saved your life. (He indicates to Agent #2 who is lying on the floor still with agents gathered around him).

Cheney

Well, in that case I thank you, young man.

Agent #2

No, thanks is needed sir…just doing my job.

(Agents help #2 to his feet and set him down in a chair off to the side stage right).

Bush

Dick, would you mind keeping it down? Lizzie and I were trying to have a meeting…

Cheney

Not at all George… and please forgive me your majesty. (He bows) I just got carried away with my music and decided to sing along.

Bush

Well, I’m sure that Lizzie does not want to hear the soothing sounds of Snoop Dogg and Pharell…

Elizabeth

Oh, it’s quite all right. I forgive you Mr. Cheney.

Cheney

Thank you, your majesty.

Elizabeth

Please…call me Lizzie. And by all means “drop it like it’s hot.” (She does the raise the roof gesture). I think Snoop Dogg and Pharell are the shiznit. (Agents laugh discretely)

Cheney

 Word up! I’m going to go chill out in the Lincoln Bedroom and finish listening to my music that way you all can get back to your meeting. (He starts to leave headed upstage left) Peace out Lizzie! (He does the peace out gesture)

Elizabeth

Fo shizzie homie! (She does the peace out gesture as well. And agents laugh discretely once more). (Cheney exits upstage left while President Bush just looks on at Elizabeth in shock) What? I’m with it. I’m hip. Just because I’m the Queen of all England doesn’t mean I don’t get jiggy with it every once and a while.

Bush

(Awkward pause)

 Yeah…I’m really going to have to keep Dick from lingering around my daughters. (Reaches into desk and pulls out a tape recorder and turns it on) (He begins to speak into it) Note to self-keep my daughters away from Dick. (Agents and queen laugh) I mean…keep Dick away from my daughters. (They still laugh) I mean…oh the hell with it! (He chunks the recorder in frustration and the agents see it and react immediately).

Agent #3

Get your faces down!  (Bush ducks under his desk. Agents draw their guns and cover the queen. Another agent known as #4 runs and dives in an attempt to catch the recorder before it is too late. He catches it and falls to the ground dramatically. Then he runs over to the window and lifts it up throwing out the recorder. The agents stand up and applaud. #4 bows and then resumes his post by the wall).

Bush

(Coming from underneath his desk)

 Is it safe to come out now, gentleman?

Agent #4

Affirmative, Mr. President…

Elizabeth

George, what in blue blazes is going on? I was almost smashed into a bloody pulp. 

Bush

(Sitting down)

 Well, you can never be too careful. I don’t know if you are aware of it or not, but the nation’s security level is currently at baboon’s ass red.

Elizabeth

I beg your pardon? What is baboon’s ass red?

Bush

That’s a high intensity red, Lizzie.

Elizabeth

I see. Is there any chance of an attack occurring whilst I am here?

Bush

Well, to be quite honest…yes, there is a chance of an attack occurring “whilst” you are here. 

Elizabeth

Wankers! Let them come. I’ll show them not to mess with us.

Bush

Good. I’m glad to hear you so fired up. Are you strapped?

Elizabeth

Of course I am, George. I never leave Buckingham Palace without my nine. Also, I have my agents who are ready to protect me at any moment just like you.

Bush

Spectacular! What do you say we go grab a bite to eat? We’ve got a McDonald’s here in the White House.

Elizabeth

I’d enjoy that. I’m rather famished after all that’s happened.

Bush

May I escort you to the diner, my lady?

Elizabeth

You are such a gentleman.

(Bush holds out his arm and Elizabeth takes it. They exit stage right arm in arm, followed by the agents as the lights fade to black).

Scene II

(Lights come up to reveal a McDonald’s restaurant, which is in the White House. Onstage are President George Bush, Queen Elizabeth II, Vice-President Dick Cheney, Secret Service agents, and several British agents. The President and Queen are seated at a table eating and chatting stage right. Dick Cheney is upstage center ordering his food, however, he is having difficulties due to the cashier’s accent. The agents are scattered on opposite sides of the stage doing various things (Some are eating and some are standing).

Bush

(Laughing) And then the pirate says…that’s a lot of booty for a little boy like you to have! (The Queen and some of the agents laugh hysterically).

Elizabeth

Oh, George! You’re such a riot!

Bush

Well, thanks Lizzie. I’ve always had a pretty good sense of humor.

Elizabeth

(Taking a bite out of her Big Mac) You’re quite welcome. Laughing has healthy benefits does it not? (She laughs and then burps) Oh dear! Excuse me.

Bush

Laughing does have healthy benefits. I totally agree with you on that. Why, I remember my days at Yale…I use to do impersonations for all the guys in my fraternity.

Elizabeth

(Laughing so you can’t understand her hardly) Yale? You went to Yale? Horse shit! (She snorts and laughs even harder).

Bush

(Confused) Pardon me? I couldn’t understand what you were saying.

Elizabeth

I said…I…I bet you was the shiznit?

Bush

You better believe it. (Laughs) Boy, were those the good ole days. Would you like to hear one of my impersonations?

Elizabeth

I’d love to hear one! (Thinks a moment) Oh! Oh! Can you do Senator Kerry? He’s such a funny little man.

Bush

You’re in luck, Lizzie. I just recently perfected it. Here goes nothing… (He clears his throat) My name is Senator… (Dick Cheney who is arguing with the cashier upstage abruptly cuts him off). Not again!

(Lights dim stage left and then raise upstage center).

Cheney

Okay! Look, now! You gave me my number 5, but where’s my Coke?

Cashier

(Confused) Coke?

Cheney

Yes, Coke! Don’t you know what Coke is?

Cashier

(Thinks he understands) Oh, Coke! I’m sorry to inform you of this sir…but we do not sell substances of an illegal nature.

Cheney

(Shocked) No, no, no! Not that kind of Coke! (He makes a sniffing gesture) I mean Pepsi! You know soda? (He makes a drinking gesture).

Cashier

(Laughs) Pepsi? Why didn’t you say so in the first place? (He leaves upstage center)

Cheney

Finally…it’s about damn time.

Cashier

(Comes back and presents two types of Pepsi) You want Pepsi Vanilla or Diet Pepsi?

Cheney

(Frustrated but keeps his cool) I’ll take the Pepsi Vanilla. (The cashier hands him the drink).

Cashier

That will be ten dollars.

Cheney

(Appalled) Ten bucks? Are you insane? A number 5 only costs $4.25!

Cashier

(Looks at register) Well, according to the register…

Cheney

Screw the damn register! (He slams his hand down on the counter) Owwiee…

Cashier

There is no need to yell sir…just give me the ten dollars and then you can be on your way.

Cheney

Oh, I’ll give you the ten dollars all right. (Pause) I’ll give it to you when you can pry it from my cold dead fingers. (He cracks his knuckles and then pulls out a pair of numb-chucks. The lights dim and raise stage right).

Agent #5

(Spots weapon) He’s got something in his hand! (The agents start to move immediately, but Bush motions for them to stop).

Bush

Leave him be…this is going to be interesting.

Agent #5

I got 20 bucks on Cheney!

Agent #6

Well, I got 20 on the Malaysian guy.

Agent #5

He’s Indian you ass…

Agent #6

Whatever dude. 20 bucks says Cheney is going down.

Agent #5

You got yourself a bet buddy. (They shake hands).

(Lights dim and then raise upstage center once more. Cheney is still waiting with his numb-chucks).

Cashier

Mr. Cheney I am not going to fight you. Please…

Cheney

You’re making me angry Mr. Cashier. You wouldn’t like me when I’m angry.

Cashier

Please calm down sir. No one needs to be angry. Gandhi says…

Cheney

To hell with Gandhi! Die you burger-flipping foreigner! (He attempts to hit the cashier, but the cashier is too quick for him. He takes a bottle of ketchup and karate chops it squirting Cheney right in the face).

Cashier

(Reaches under the counter and pulls out two spatulas while Cheney wipes off his face. He then hops over the counter and stands face to face with Cheney). Not so tough now, are you? (“Can’t touch this” by M.C. Hammer starts playing in the background. Cheney and the cashier break out into a fight, which ends with Cheney losing miserably. The agents, President Bush, and the Queen cheer them on).

Cheney

(About to fall over) Please…have mercy. I have a weak heart.

Cashier

Well, in that case…(He gives Cheney a swift kick in the crotch, which sends him to his knees. He turns red in the face and then falls over. The cashier laughs and then walks offstage left).

(The lights rise on stage right)

Bush

(Trying not to laugh) Somebody go give the man a hand!

Agent #7

Yes, Mr. President. (He runs up to Cheney and helps him to his feet. They then exit stage right).

(All onstage begin to laugh. We then see Agent #5 give Agent #6 20 bucks).

Elizabeth

Oh, that poor man! I feel so terribly sorry for him.

Bush

You shouldn’t. It’s because of a person like you feeling sorry for him that makes him the way he is. All it does is boost his self-esteem.

Elizabeth

I would have never guessed.

Bush

Most people wouldn’t. They assume just because he works for me that makes him the breast and the brightest.

Elizabeth

I follow what you are saying, but…(confused) wait…did you just say breast?

Bush

Ummm…not that I recall…

Elizabeth

I distinctly heard the word “breast.” Now, I know my hearing isn’t what it use to be, but I’m not senile, George.

Bush

You know we have a saying in Texas. (He takes a long pause)

Elizabeth

Okay?

Bush

A bird in the hand is greener than the grass under the other guy’s bushes.

Elizabeth

I don’t get it.

Bush

Neither do I. So, I guess that’s why it’s just a saying and not some fancy smancy quote.

Elizabeth

(Sarcastically) George, if you don’t stop being so funny I think I just may soil myself.

Bush

Thanks Lizzie. Now, what do you say we…(Just then really loud music is heard. Nobody recognizes the beat. Bush stands up and walks over to the left stage wings and yells) Hey Dick, what did I tell you about that music? (Cheney doesn’t respond. The lights start to dim. The music gets louder. Bush starts to back away. The agents draw their guns and begin to look around). What in the good name of Texas is going on? (The lights fade to black).

Scene III

(Lights come back up. Same setting is in place. Bush and everyone else are looking around in confusion as to what is going on. Then out of nowhere members of Al-Quieda begin entering from all over (Stage Left, Right, etc). They surround all that are onstage. The music continues to play. The terrorists wait a few beats and then start to dance (This doesn’t have to be a particular dance it can be anything the actors want. Its purpose is to make the audience laugh). We find out that the music is coming from the song “Faint” by Linkin Park). 

Elizabeth                  
What are they doing, George?

Bush

I’m not sure exactly. It reminds me of a primitive mating ritual I once saw on the Discovery Channel. (Then from Upstage Center enters John Kerry on a skateboard. He comes all the way downstage and then stops. He takes the skateboard and picks it up. The music then stops and the terrorists stop dancing).

Kerry

(Angry) Mating ritual? Mating ritual! It’s psychological warfare you twit! I should take this skateboard and… (The agents move forward guns drawn) Go ahead. Make my day. I’ve got these terrorists trained to dismember anyone I tell them too.

Bush

(Stands) Okay, Clint Eastwood take it easy. Let’s talk…

Kerry

Shut your pie hole Bush! All you ever do is talk. (Bush sits embarrassed) Blah, blah, blah, blah! And you suck at that. You are without a doubt the worst orator I have ever seen. How can you stand going out in public?

Bush

I’ll have you know Senator Kerry that I attended Yale.

(All the agents cough and say bullshit under their breath. The queen laughs. Bush turns and gives them the evil eye).

Kerry

My sentiments exactly boys…now, allow me to cut the small talk and finish what I came here to do. (He pulls out a gun and aims it at Bush). Make me lose the election will you? This land should have voted for me. Adios amigo! (He almost pulls the trigger, but Cheney had entered while he was talking from stage left walking and singing and runs right into him at the last second).

Elizabeth

George, what do we do?

Bush

Push that table over and let’s give these son of a guns all that we got!

(At this point Kerry and Cheney are getting back up. Kerry snaps his fingers and the terrorists charge the agents. A fierce fight breaks out. Well, not really. The fight is meant to be comedic. The agents easily lose their guns and begin fist fighting. The queen hides behind the table that she has pushed over and throws random things at passerbies. Bush tries sneaking up on Kerry, but he turns around at the last second. Bush and Kerry are now face to face).

Bush and Kerry

Silent!

(All is now quiet. Everyone is frozen).

Bush

What do you say we do this the democratic way?

Kerry

Okay, you’re on. 

(Bush walks stage right and Kerry walks stage left. The agents walk off stage right and come back on with boards. They build a wall around Bush. The terrorists walk off stage left and come back with boards. They build a wall around Kerry. Both Kerry and Bush prepare for a costume change behind their walls. One agent and one terrorist come onstage with costumes for each of their leaders. While they are doing this set changers come on and remove the McDonald’s set under the cover of darkness. Cheney and Elizabeth are standing stage center talking while the jeopardy theme music plays gently in the background).

Elizabeth

What is going to happen?

Cheney

It looks like a sing-off to me.

Elizabeth

I see…what are the rules?

Cheney

It’s quite simple. There are no rules. You just have to out sing the other person in order to win.

Elizabeth

Oh, goody. Let’s go help George get ready. (They walk over stage left behind the wall with everyone else. About a minute later the walls start to come down and Bush and Kerry step out. The lights go black and when they come back on Kerry is dressed like Frank Butler from Annie Get Your Gun and Bush enters and is dressed like Annie Oakley. Everyone is gathered around like in the actual musical).

Kerry

(Like Frank) Bout time you showed up.

Bush

(Like Annie) What do you mean “bout time I showed up?” I ain’t scared of you…you big swollen headed stiff.

Kerry

Well, if you’re so tough little man why don’t you step this way? I’m about to give you a lesson in politics.

Bush

Politics? You couldn’t give me a lesson in long distance spittin’!

(The music for “Anything you can do” is cued from the musical “Annie Get Your Gun”).

Bush

Any war you can wage I can wage longer…I can wage any war longer than you.

Kerry

No, you can’t.

Bush

Yes, I can.

Kerry

No, you can’t.

Bush

Yes, I can.

Kerry

No, you can’t.

Bush

Yes, I can, yes I can.

Kerry

Any politician you can be I can be better… sooner or later I’m a greater politician than you.

Bush

No, you’re not.

Kerry

Yes, I am.

Bush

No, you’re not.

Kerry

Yes, I am.

Bush

No, you’re not.

Kerry

Yes, I am, yes I am.

Kerry

I can unite every homo with just a single promo.

Bush

I can see to it they’re all neglected without you being elected.

Kerry

I’ll make sure our Homeland Security is very tight.

Bush

So, an eye for an eye?

Kerry

Yeah…

Bush

Don’t make me cry! (He kicks Kerry)

Kerry

Any economic package you can make I can make higher.

Bush

I can make any economic package higher than yours.

Kerry

No, you can’t.

Bush

Yes, I can.

Kerry

No, you can’t.

Bush

Yes, I can.

Kerry

No, you can’t.

Bush

Yes, I can.

Kerry

No, you can’t.

Bush

Yes, I can.

Kerry

No, you can’t.

Bush

(Very high) Yes, I can! (He throws money in the air)

(The people onstage react by talking amongst themselves).

Kerry

(Spoken) Say, how’d you do that?

Bush

(Spoken) I told you already. I attended Yale!

(People onstage laugh hysterically. The song then continues after Bush flicks them off).

Bush

Anything you can cover up I can cover up better…I can cover up anything better than you.

Kerry

My non-participation in Vietnam?

Bush

My knowledge of Bin Laden’s whereabouts?

Kerry

I love my wife for her money.

Bush

I use to be a cocaine addict.

Kerry

No, you can’t.

Bush

Yes, I can, yes I can.

Kerry

Any federal aid you can give I can give more of.

Bush

I can give any federal aid more than you.

Kerry

No, you can’t.

Bush

Yes, I can.

Kerry

No, you can’t.

Bush

Yes, I can.

Kerry

No, you can’t.

Bush

(Soft then loud) Yes, I can, yes I can!

Kerry

I can play the electric guitar with any famous star.

Bush

I can watch re-runs of Sponge-Bob even though I’m on the job.

Kerry

I am one of the richest men alive.

Bush

Do you wanna bet?

Kerry

Sure…

Bush

Without your wife’s money you’d be in debt! (He pushes Kerry)

Kerry

Any audience you can captivate I can captivate longer.

Bush

I can captivate any audience longer than you.

Kerry

No, you can’t.

Bush

Yes, I can.

Kerry

No, you can’t.

Bush

Yes, I can.

Kerry

No, you can’t.

Bush

Yes, I can, yes I…(very long)…can!

Kerry

No, you can’t-yes, he can!

(Bush and Kerry walk around in circles downstage center and have a face-off).

Bush

Anything you can wear I can wear sexier… in what you wear I’d look sexier than you.

Kerry

In my tux?

Bush

In your shirt.

Kerry

In my shoes?

Bush

In your socks.

Kerry,

No, you can’t.

Bush

Yes, I can, yes I can.

Kerry

Any law you can pass I can pass faster.

Bush

I can pass any law faster than you.

Kerry

One year.

Bush

One month.

Kerry

One week.

Bush

One day.

Kerry

No, you can’t.

Bush

Yes, I can.

Kerry

No, you can’t.

Bush

Yes, I can!

Kerry

I support people for abortion.

Bush

While I support the other portion.

Kerry

I could have lowered taxes.

Bush

Notice how everyone on my staff relaxes? (He pulls out money)

Kerry

I can do almost anything.

Bush

Illegal wiretaps without getting caught?

Kerry

No…

Bush

…That’s what I thought.

Kerry

Any woman you can woo I assure you they’d think I’m sweeter.

Bush

I can woo any woman and be sweeter than you.

Kerry

No, you can’t.

Bush

Yes, I can.

Kerry

No, you can’t.

Bush

Oh, yes I can.

Kerry

No, you can’t.

Bush

Yes, I can.

Kerry

No, you can’t.

Bush

Yes, I can.

Kerry

No, you can’t, can’t, can’t…

Bush

Yes, I can, can, can…

Kerry

(With Bush) No, you…

Bush

(With Kerry) Yes, I can!

(During the last two lines Cheney and Elizabeth come up behind Kerry and dump a Gatorade cooler on him. Then they push him off the stage, which of course cuts off his last line).

Cheney and Elizabeth

(To Kerry) Yes, he can!

Bush

(To agents) Get him out of my sight!

(Agents walk out into the audience and take him away kicking and screaming. The other agents serve as backup).

Kerry

This isn’t the end Bush! You hear me? We’ll definitely meet again. I won three purple hearts! (He trails off as he is pulled out of the theater) You can’t do this to me…

Bush

(Waves royally) Adios chump! (Pauses and turns around as the terrorists are trying to sneak off) Now, then…what shall I do with all these terrorists? (He scratches his head)

Elizabeth

I’ll take care of them for you George. (She pulls out a magic wand and aims it at the terrorists. She then casts a spell). Alvada Kadarva! (We hear electrocution noises. The terrorists all drop dead instantly. Bush and Cheney are stunned).

Bush and Cheney

Where’d you learn that?

Elizabeth

Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry…

Cheney

What the hell?

Bush

(To Cheney) She’s a Harry Potter fan moron.

Cheney

Oh….

Bush

(To Elizabeth) Well, Lizzie I really don’t know how to express my thanks to you for all that you’ve done today. I…

Elizabeth

Come back to England with me.

Bush

I’m sorry?

Elizabeth

You and Mr. Cheney come spend a week with me in England. You’ve shown me such a wonderful time here and I now feel like I am twenty years old again. I just want to return the favor, George.

Bush

Okay, I’m game. How about you, Dick?

Cheney

Sounds good to me…let’s go!

Bush

Wait just a second… what am I supposed to do with those guys? (He gestures to the dead terrorists)

Elizabeth

Why, don’t you let your people deal with it? Your government has always been so good at cover-ups.

Bush

You know you make a fine point there. Let’s go! (He extends out his arm. Elizabeth hooks it. Then Cheney hooks hers. They all exit offstage left arm in arm. The lights fade to black).

--------END OF PLAY--------
