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Pentagon

A One Man Show 

by Travis Sentell

“I tell the story of love, the story of sorrow, the story that saves and the story that destroys.  I am the smoke which palls over the field of battle where men die with me on their lips.  I am close to the marriage altar, and when the grave opens I stand nearby.  I call the wanderer home, I rescue the soul from the depths; I open the lips of lovers and through me the dead whisper to the living.  One I serve as I serve all, and the leaders I make my slaves as easily as I subject their slaves.  I speak through the birds of the air, the insects of the field, the crash of waters on rock ribbed shores, the sighing of the winds in the trees and I am even heard by the soul that knows me in the clatter of the wheels on city streets.”  ----Anonymous

“Art and philosophy are only the different aspects and forms of this same content.” ----Hegel

Pre-Show Music should be drawn from these songs:  “Let it Be” – The Beatles, “Leather” – Tori Amos, “Rebel Yell” – Billy Idol, “Drift Away” – Dobie Gray, “Soul With a Capital ‘S’”— Tower of Power, “Gravel”—Ani DiFranco, “Ah-Leu-Cha” –Miles Davis and John Coltrane, and an excerpt from the Adagietto section of Mahler’s “Symphony No.5 in C sharp minor”.  The final song leading into the show should be “Sage of Lamberene” by Sam Cardon and Kurt Bestor.   A blackout will occur as the chorus of this song begins, and the audience will sit in the blackout as it plays. During the blackout, the two quotes above should be projected onto the back of the stage.  The song should fade out as the chorus ends and the lights should come up.

Lights up on stage.  Stage right has a stool with a videocassette resting on it.  In a semi-circle to stage left are: a guitar stand, guitar and amp, a drum set (center stage), a saxophone stand, alto saxophone and soprano saxophone, and a bass amp, bass stand and bass guitar.  There are two platforms in the upstage left and right corners of the stage.  On the upstage left platform sits Johnny with a notebook and pen.  Throughout the play, this notebook will stay on the upstage left platform.  During every blackout, a single spotlight should illuminate the notebook as the quotes are shown. The upstage wall may have a projection screen for the quotes, or they may be projected directly onto the back wall.  Downstage, at the very foot of the stage is a video camera on a tripod, facing the upstage center.

Johnny

During the course of this monologue, Johnny should leap down from the platform and enter the audience’s space, walking through the aisles of the theater.  Eye contact with the audience should be maintained at all times.  Johnny is wearing all black.  He speaks slowly and directly, with no trace of an accent.  He moves deliberately and slowly, but with grace.
(reading) “At the Day of Judgment, we shall not be asked what we have read, but what we have done.” Thomas a Kempis. One of those ironic quotes yeah? A Christian theologian who sits around all day and writes, talking about being eternally judged only for what actions he’s done.  So it’s an action to write something, but not to read it? See, that’s exactly the hypocrisy of religion- small advances mean nothing, but large-scale revolts change the world.  Same thing with art- a haiku is not art, but a whole book of haiku— perhaps with fancy illustrations— now that is art. 

It’s confusing is what it is.  Sooo confusing. I spent my life searching for everyone else’s puzzle pieces.  People’s ideas, boiled down to their essences. (reading) “Art and philosophy are only the different aspects and forms of this same content.” Hegel. An artist’s entire life is boiled down to one song he wrote, or one painting—philosophers’ entire lives of thought boiled down to a single sound bite. I wanted to find the answers, combining my art and my spirit to do it. Religion and art…

See, I was in this band called Pentagon…cause there were five of us—our music was of course, better than our band name. (reading) “Music is a higher revelation than all wisdom and philosophy.” Ludwig Van Beethoven. Yeah. (to audience)You guys know how music can make you understand things you can’t get anywhere else?  That was my religion- I tried to combine the essences of other religions and other philosophers with the feelings I got from music. 

Yeah, but I was in this band- we played together for nearly three years.  Almost made it too.  Contracts ruined us. You can’t create art when it’s for someone else.  You can’t worship something because someone else tells you to- it was my fault.  I signed the contracts that ruined us- I just couldn’t live with that knowledge—I cut off my flame, I cut off myself, I cut off—(reading) “God whispers to us in our pleasures, speaks to us in our conscience, but shouts in our pains: It is His megaphone to rouse a deaf world.”  C.S. Lewis.  If that’s true, God was pretty impatient with me. Hey! Get up! Get up! Find the answers!! Find the truth!  I’ve given you alllll the pieces, allllll the drive, and you haven’t done anything!!!!

Pentagon—There were five of us. TJ, Bird, Brad, Zed, and me- my names Johnny by the way.  Sorry- I get distracted. (reading) “Distraction is the grandfather of art and creation’s parent.” That one’s mine. See, if you’re always focused on your task, if you’re always looking, even your distractions point you in the right direction.  You can’t stop thinking though—George Bernard Shaw is the one who called intellect a flame- that’s what I’m talking about.  Your inner flame is what gives you the answers- what helps your mind focus.  Fire’s the only thing that’s both something and nothing at the same time.  You can be empty and full at the same time. That’s when other people’s answers and ideas and quotes can become yours- that’s when you can find the real answers.

(picking up video tape) TJ’s answers were different. Bird’s answers were different- he never let his flame really burn.  I can’t help judging them. If your life can be summed up by someone else’s quote, how is that living?  My goal was to learn from everyone that had come before me—use everything I could.  No one thing would be able to sum up my existence- I created for the sake of creating, for the love of bringing something out of nothing.  I read for the sake of reading- to absorb the words and make them part of me.  I wanted my life to be a bastion of art and religion—I wanted to let my flame burn bright enough to illuminate the world. (reading) “Dream as if you'll live forever. Live as if you'll die today.” James Dean.  I can figure out the answers.  It’s just a matter of thinking it through. It’s just a matter of thinking it through.  (holds up tape)  This tape is what I wanted to talk to you about.  Thanks for being here— I never have people to talk to.  When I was in Pentagon, we made this tape.  It holds my past- my music, my chance at—having a chance.  We all wanted to find the answers, we all had dreams of becoming rich and famous, and for most of us- living for what we loved.  What a life huh? To get paid to do something you love.  To live by your art.  To have the luxury to find the answers in life.  Cause they are there. (reading) “Truth does not change according to our ability to stomach it.” Flannery O'Connor. The truth is there.  I just need to think some more—I just need to find it.  This is my notebook—this is where I put the answers together.  My writings, other people’s writings, with enough information, I have to find the answers.  I don’t feel like I can leave here until I figure everything out.  It’s like you’re tied to Earth, tied to life until you fulfill your destiny.  It won’t let you leave until you get the answers- first complete your art, complete your religion, and then complete your life.  Otherwise I’m stuck reliving this tape, over and over again. 

Johnny picks up the video cassette off of the stool and puts it into the video camera downstage.  Lights Down.

Simultaneous with the blackout comes the sounds of “Burn” by The Cure.  The music plays and the costume change takes place. (All costume changes take place on stage in the form of a dance.  It is important that every segue between characters goes through Johnny first, ie, the audience sees Johnny during every change, even if it’s just a glimpse.  Each character has a style of dance, and the movements fade from one character to another, through Johnny each time. Because of this necessity, Johnny should have the root costume that all others can be built on.) These quotes are projected onto the projection screen, simultaneous with the blackout and the music cue:

”Nothing great has been accomplished in the world without passion.”  ----Hegel

“One declaims endlessly against the passions, one imputes all of man’s suffering to them. One forgets that they are also the source of all his pleasures.”  ----Denis Diderot
“Neither believe nor reject anything because any other person's rejected or believed it. Your own reason is the only oracle given you by heaven.” ----Thomas Jefferson

“Heathen, n., A benighted creature who has the folly to worship something that he can see and feel.”  ----Ambrose Bierce
“Great men are they who see that spiritual is stronger than any material force, that thoughts rule the world.”  ----  Ralph Waldo Emerson
Thomas (T.J.)
Lights up and music fade out as TJ presses “record” on the video camera downstage.  He is wearing a flowery Hawaiian shirt, baggy pants and a backwards hat.  His accent is some muddled facsimile of British, Australian, South African and Scottish. He is very animated.
‘ello Tunisia!  Ahem… ‘ello Tunisia!  Right…um… you see, it’s my theory that bigger rock stars can play more places, right?  So you know you’ve made it big when you’re playing places like Timbuktu and Pago Pago.  Some nights, I sit at home alone- I mean, I tell the chicks that I have to do band research, and I study the globe to see where I want to perform. You know it’s not that flattering if Europeans like you- they’ll listen to anything.  That’s why I want to test my skills in the tribal jungles, the barren wastelands, the uninhabited regions of the globe. Well, not necessarily the uninhabited regions of the globe.  Foliage will listen to anything, their taste is not very good at all.  But tribal people will not shit you – if you can make it there, you can make it anywhere. Especially Germany.


Right… but I get ahead of myself.  Please allow me to introduce the man that stands before you.  I am known as Thomas Jackson the third.  My friends call me TJ for short. I do think it’s a wee bit cooler than Thomas or Tom or Tommy or little T or Tiny or what have you – it gives me some flair you know, some spunk, a little of the wangy-wangy if you know what I mean.  And the women absolutely love it.  They do.  Its like a secret weapon – if the guitar doesn’t do it, I just spring the name on them, and they’re like “Oh my panties” and then its time for beddy-bye and a bit of the nip-nip. Right, eh?  Right?


Eh… right… so you may be wondering what the hell this video is supposed to be. You may be asking yourself right now, why am I watching this? Well the answer of course is that I’m famous!  You are viewing me as I used to be! By this time, Pentagon is topping the charts, and we are all famous musicians.  What I’m doing is making this tape now so that we are saved for all time – for posterity if you will.  All the members of the band are going to get up here and tell a little bit about themselves, and about why they joined this band.  I thought it would also be sort of a good idea if we all played you a little something on our instruments so you people in the future can see us progress as musicians, and in my case, you can all see how talented I was even at a young age.


This tape will be the diary of the band, it can record our progression, our growth, our… whatever.  Personally, I think it’s a brilliant idea.  When we’re famous, we can sell this for millions to rabid fans. Not that you people at home are rabid of course, just when you get in a large group, I’m sure you’ll be pushing and screaming… We can record all of our big gigs and tape all of the groupies- it’s brilliant. 


 We’ve only been together as a group a short while- about nine months.  Things are really starting to click though, which is why I’m making this tape – to document our meteoric rise to stardom.


So right, I’m first. Now, I’m sure that you’re all very aware of my personal “stats”, so I’m going to give you a treat, and let you in on some private information.  A few childhood stories.  I’m gonna tell you when I became the man you see before you- the events that I feel are important to shaping this dynamic personality.  Let’s see here… first off—primary school.  Course, as you all know, I moved around quite a bit as a tot.  Dundee, Scotland for four years, to North England for five years, followed by Capetown, South Africa for two years, then back to England for two years, then Aberdeen, Scotland for four years, then to America where I found my home. So, primary school in North England, I was strutting around the sandbox prepared to take all comers.  I was looking brilliant that day, I remember I had already started fixing my own hair—very young.  And I’ll never forget that right as I was thinking about how many of the ladies must be looking at me, I saw big Billy Duncan.  He was a year older than everyone else in the grade, and he was pretty popular.  He always had to be the center of attention, and he was hanging upside down on this dreadful metal contraption in the playground.  Everyone was pointing and talking and staring.  That bloody wank hung there the entire recess, 15 minutes.  He looked like a big fat apple.  And the next day, he had the nerve to do it again!  So that weekend, I got in my closet and I got up on my clothes bar, and I fell and fell and I fell until finally I could hang upside down.  Not only that, but I could flip off as well. So when Monday rolled around, I triumphed. The kids didn’t stop talking about it for some time.  So that was my first taste of dedication and triumph, even at a young age.  


Flash forward eight years to an all-school assembly.  TJ-- center stage.  I had practiced my speech for the national oratory contest for an entire month, and after placing a respectable third in the contest, was asked to perform my speech for the entire student body.  I stood there, in front of the thousands of waiting eyes.  I looked at them, and they looked at me, expecting brilliance to flow forth from my mouth.  I remember it so clearly—the crease of my khaki trousers. The huffing of the air conditioners. The way my voice echoed across that room as I launched into the first dramatic syllables of my speech.  “King Henry the Eighth was a good king.  A just king. A wise king.”  And so it went, the whole speech.  Flawless. Absolute perfection. As I left the microphone, I felt adoration flowing towards me. Yes, I was loved.


Flash forward two years to my home. TJ- sitting on a couch, watching the tele.  Enter Jimi Hendrix. Brilliant man, he wielded his guitar like a mighty phallus crushing the non-believers along the way.  “Yes”, he said, “I will strum my wang and you shall bow down before it”. And they did!  Women falling over themselves left and right, panties being tossed like peanuts!  Not that anyone throws peanuts, but there you are. I sat transfixed, unable to tear my eyes away from this wonderful sight.  The backs of my knees began to sweat, and they beaded up against the leather cushion of the couch. I didn’t even blink until the man left the stage, and then I sagged back into my seat, exhausted.  This is what I want!  There is my life!  I felt called to play music!  I felt called to be an artist!  The very next day, I emptied my bank account and purchased the coolest guitar I could find.  It was called “the flying V”, and it was wonderful.  I practiced all day, standing in front of the mirror, learning to move like Jimi did, learning how to play music.  I quickly joined a band in Aberdeen and played in pubs around there, perfecting my technique.  And it was fun! There is nothing to compare to the rush of the stage, the thrill of strumming your six-stringed manhood in front of adoring fans.  From the moment I saw Jimi on that television screen, I knew what I was destined to do.  And now, because you are watching this tape, I have done it. ‘Ello Madagascar!!!


Which brings me to the next part of the tape, where I play a bit for you so you can have some “at home footage” for your records.  In honor of the story I have just told you, I have decided to play a song of Jimi’s called “Little Wing”.  It’s brilliant, you’ll see.  (plays song which seques into a phallic rendition of Purple Haze).  Right.  So there you are—a little at home footage of TJ- leader of Pentagon!  You’re welcome, and I will see you in concert! (as he walks towards camera)  That’s damn good, they’ll love that.

(turns off recorder)

Blackout comes simultaneously with TJ touching the off button and the sounds of “All Along the Watchtower” as played by Jimi Hendrix come over the loudspeaker.  The following quotes are shown on the projection sheet during the song and the costume change:

“I always wanted to be the last guy on earth, just to see if all those women were lying to me.”    ----- Ronnie Shakes

“Music makes me high on stage, and that’s the truth.  It’s like being almost addicted to music.”  ----Jimi Hendrix

“The wise only possess ideas… The greater part of mankind are possessed by them.”  ----Samuel Taylor Coleridge

“The man with the best job in the country is the vice president.  All he has to do is get up every morning and say, ‘How’s the President?’   ----- Will Rogers

“Sound waves never die.  They travel into the sky forever.  There’s some corner of the universe that contains all of our babbling.”  ----David Hare
Johnny
Lights come up and music fades out as Johnny pushes the record button on the video camera.  He is dressed basically the same as before, with minor variations.  Eye contact is not made with the audience, everything is addressed to the camera. He is visibly intoxicated.
Welcome to the tape of Pentagon.  Congratulations for buying a tape of a no-name garage band-kudos to you my friend.  But if, as TJ implies, we’ve made it “big” by the time you see this video, then I shall certainly acquiesce and provide my valuable time to this more-than-valuable project.  Soooo—you wanna know about me? You wanna know why I write the way I do? I mean you gotta love the lyrics to my songs- that’s why you buy the albums, yeah? The lyrics, the poetry- that’s where the truth is, that’s where the answers are- that’s where my art comes full force. You wanna know me? Well well… the first thing you can do is read some books. Please. That’ll get you goin. Second—heh. How about this—I’ll tell you the last dream I had- for you psychoanalytic types out there.  You want some insights into my soul? You got it- dreams—James Dean said “dream as if you’ll live forever”. If I was gonna live forever, it wouldn’t be in this dream- there are some places I don’t wanna be stuck.  But you paid the money- you got the power—So here you go.


  So I’m walking all alone in this field.  The cold’s not a normal kind of cold, it’s the kind that would affect you the same way, no matter how many layers of clothes you had on- cold that went straight to my core (takes a drink)— opposite of alcohol.  Every so often, the white breath from my mouth will form a ghost figure and linger for a second- whispering to me, trying to divert me from my path- course I don’t know where that path leads, but for some reason I stay on it.  It’s dark dark dark— The only reason I can see anything is by the flames that line the path I’m on.  My notebooks- on fire, stretching out to infinity.  My work is destroyed, but it’s lighting my way- leading me somewhere—The only sound I hear is this deep thumping- this repetitive thumping- pushing and pulling me from inside and out. And I walked for what seemed like an eternity, not knowing where I was going, not knowing that it was a dream, not knowing anything—and that’s frightening. I was alone and ignorant of everything around me- traveling to some destination I couldn’t even see.  And I tried to stop moving, but I couldn’t. Something pulled me forward. And I remember that I kept asking “why?”—that’s all I said over and over again- “why?”- my articulate verbosity of course failing me in my time of need—but every time I said “why”, the thumping would get louder- and it was coming from all around me and inside me and beneath me and above me, and my “why’s” began to take shape like the mist from my mouth had, and form this clear shell all around me-this encasement.  Then, in unison with the thumps, images started to appear overhead.  I saw pictures of famous artists, musicians, philosophers, sheet music, paintings—every thing you could imagine. And I stretched my head back and saw all these beautiful things flying into this perfect hole in the sky.  As the images flew into this circle, this zero, they burst into flames, one by one.  The thump-thump-thumping still pushed at the boundaries of my sanity, and the images kept coming. Then, ahead of me, I saw another gap in existence, another perfect circle in the sky.  One was behind me, and one ahead of me—and I watched as my flames, my notebooks were sucked up into the nothingness ahead of me, the field, the plants, the very air around me—they were all sucked up into the second hole. I was floating- moving at an incredible rate- riding along the waves of the thump-thump-thump as I watched the two circles begin to move towards the apex of the heavens.  They gradually approached each other, and the thumping began to get louder and faster and louder and faster, and finally—they touched. The thumping exploded, and the world fell out of the union above me.  The zeros has formed infinity in the sky, and every possible creation began to rain down like perfect and distinct snowflakes.  It was raining creation, raining art—but everything that fell bounced off of the shell that had formed around me.  I tried to scream, I tried to move, but I was stuck.  I woke up sweating.


It’s a sad state of affairs when all you have left is your dreams…and when your dreams turn on you, what do you do then?  Hopefully, some of you psychoanalysts out there got your money’s worth on that one. Personally, I think dreams are random firings of neurons right? And the shit you dream about is the shit you’ve been thinking about. So the more your heads taken up by thoughts that won’t leave you alone, the more you dream about em. Then people just assume that’s some sort of higher power directing all this business. See, I’ve been thinking that what we all call zero represents nothingness—

the lack of thought, creation, feeling, number—  but when there’s two nothings, two empty spaces, and they’re put together, it becomes everything—infinity. It makes so much sense!  If you create something, you’re making something out of nothing—so you have to have nothing in order to create.  You have to have a zero inside of you to meet the zero outside of you so your flame can go- you have to be empty to make something new.


And that, kids at home, is where drugs come in.  Drugs give you emptiness, they give you the blank palette that you need in order to work.  I mean, if everything has to come out of nothing, then this is the only way to find everything.  And if you’re empty, your spark, your fire can just grow and flame without having to eat through all that stuff that would have been there.  See, the world puts all this shit on you. And then if you wanna create anything at all, anything of worth, you have to get through all the stuff you were taught. Kids make the best artists right?  Kids have the best imaginations, right?  That’s cause they are empty. That’s what drugs can do—make you a kid again. Make your fire strong again. Your friends can’t help you- people only come to each other to fill the inadequacies that they have.  Someone’s spark goes out, and they come to you to light it for em- no one comes to help light yours.


Ok… but that’s not entirely true. There are those that can fan your flame.  (reading) “Opposition to passion is like wind to a flame, it blows out the small ones and inflames the large ones.” That’s mine. See, I think that there are these people, soulmates, or friends, or whatever you wanna call em, that make things good inside you. They’re like flammable magnets—when north touches south, a fire erupts for both parties, fueling their reason for existence. Like two lighters put together, the united flame is bigger than either single one, and if they have to split, at least the fire started. And the flame won’t change, because once two people come together—I mean truly come together in this way, you can never separate them.  What’s one half of a flame? Can’t be done.  And emptiness makes those flames even higher—coke, LSD, even marijuana, all those things let you see. I mean really see. 

Patty hates that. She’s my spark. Sometimes, when she’s around, she’s my fire for me, and I feel like I never need to escape the world. She’s a dancer—dance is like instant interpretation- letting original music- that snapshot of someone else’s life- move you in a certain way- letting the music control you.  It’s so beautiful to watch- instant passion- dancers moving past the limits of this world into some plane that nobody else knows about.  All we know is that they’re happy. Letting music control you—that’s the way to transcendence. Drugs can give you the emptiness, get you ready to spark, but they can’t do it alone.  


But this isn’t what TJ wants—a pro-drug advertisement for kids.  What am I supposed to do? Tell you about myself? Huh.  My name is Johnny David Calcen.  I sing and write lyrics, and try to keep from blowing my brains out. This band is what I do. Yeah, yeah that sounds sad, but whatever. It’s my last chance to make a difference.  This band is everything- without an outlet, you’re nothing.  Without creation, you are nothing til you spark. And I would gladly, gladly choose oblivion over nothingness.


Jeez… I’m even depressing myself—I picked a good day to record huh?  Questions, Questions, Questions… when I get like this, you may as well forget about being happy.  Look, I’ll try and record something later when I’m in a better mood. Or not. Whatever.  (Walks to camera and presses stop)

Lights out and Music up simultaneous with the press of the button.  “In Your Eyes” by Peter Gabriel is the song that is playing.   The following quotes are projected on the screen during the song and the costume change:
“As a scholar, I have learned at least as much, though not more, from my six ‘trips’ (on LSD) as I have from all the plodding study in my field of the psychology of religion.” ----Walter Houston Clark

“As far as we can discern, the sole purpose of human existence is to kindle a light in the darkness of mere being.”  ----Carl Jung

“Dance is the hidden language of the soul, of the body.”  ----Martha Graham

“Every form of addiction is bad, no matter whether the narcotic be alcohol or morphine or idealism.”  ----Carl Jung

“In everyone's life, at some time, our inner fire goes out. It is then burst into flame by an encounter with another human being. We should all be thankful for those people who rekindle the inner spirit.”  ----- Albert Schweitzer

Bird
Lights up on Bird as he presses record on the video camera.  The music fades out simultaneously.  Bird is dressed in a high-collared shirt and high, tight pants.  He wears glasses, and his hair is short and spiky.  He is extremely nervous and stutters a great deal.  His nervous twitches are quite apparent.  His stuttering is very bad at first, but gradually calms down towards the end of the monologue, except for specified points.
(turns on camera) H-h-h-h-h-h-h…. ha- h- ha-h- (runs to camera and turns it off- Lights go out with it)  (takes a deep breath in the dark and presses record again- Lights come up) Hel- he-h –hh-hel- heh-hhhhh (runs to camera and turns it off- Lights go out with it) (walks around a bit in the dark, taking deep breaths.  Goes to camera and turns it on - Lights come up.  Looks directly at camera, takes a deep breath and begins talking)

H- hi.  My n-name is Bird and I’m the sa-sa-saxophone player for Pentagon. (smiles winningly at camera)  I’m supposed to tell you about the band and about the people in it. I-I’m in it. I play the saxophone.  We’re trying to be f-famous. 


We played our first ever sold-out show two nights ago—t-that’s exciting.  It made me real nervous, but everything sounded real good to me.  Tight, it sounded tight. That’s what Brad always tells me to say when things sound good to me. Tight. P-Pentagon had its first single released on the local radio station last month, so we’re figuring to be real famous by next month, that’s what TJ told me.  


TJ’s in the band.  With me, and Brad, and Johnny and Zed. I was the l-last one to join the band- my mom helped me answer this ad in the newspaper about it. TJ and Zed hang out a lot, and Johnny and Brad hang out cause Johnny is dating Brad’s sister Patty. B-but we all hang out during rehearsals and shows.


I was real happy to meet the guys. I-I really wasn’t doing a whole lot before I joined Pentagon.  I was in the Boy Scouts for two years, but they kicked me out when I accidentally tied a slip knot instead of a square knot around the lantern at night watch and then it fell and burned up everyone’s super nylon tents and then the fire brigade had to come from camp Kahow-Kawa-hoo-na-- the all girl camp across the river, and I found out that boy scouts hate to be saved by girls, especially when they lost their super nylon tents and our den master, Father Jamison was in his underwear cause his pants were in his super nylon tent, and there were lots of people upset about that, and then Father Jamison had to go away for sleeping around 24 boys in his underwear.  So I got kicked out of the Boy Scouts.


My mom and dad were real nice to me though, they said it was ok, and that it was their fault for putting me alone with a Catholic priest.  My father went out the next day and made all of us E-E-Episcopalians.  We were gonna be Baptists cause they have lots of free food, but my dad said that “he would be damned if he was gonna pay money to be re-dipped in some bathtub of the same dirty water that all the poor people got dipped in”.  So we’re E-Episcopalians, and I think that’s real neat.


We go to church every Sunday, and I love to listen to the choral music that they play there. It makes me feel real comfortable, it reminds me of my very first memory ever.  I was lying in my mother’s arms, staring at the ceiling, and I remember thinking that the ceiling tile next to the air conditioning vent was crooked, and it kept bothering me to look at it. And I started to cry. But my momma started to sing this song, this church hymn I guess it was.  What she was singing made sense, it went in order, and I knew what was coming.   I remember that I started crying again every time she stopped singing, just so she’d keep going. It was like things weren’t so scary anymore.  When the music left things empty, I would always start to notice the things that were wrong. My momma was always singing in the house while I was growing up, and I always tried to be around her because that made me feel comfortable.


I’m excited to play in a real band.  Cause I feel like they need me. (gets closer to camera as if telling a secret) You see, none of the people in this band know much about music really.  I mean, they can play instruments and stuff real good, and they love it and all, but no one really studied music. All I listened to when I was growing up was classical music and jazz music.  See, those types of music are neat because people say that they’re unpredictable, but it’s really easy to know what’s supposed to come next. I mean, all music is predictable.  Certain chords have to follow other chords, or else your whole arrangement sounds like g-garbage. Lots of people get mad at me when I talk about jazz that way, as if jazz took everybody by surprise. But, I mean, it’s t-true.  You can tell what’s coming next if you listen real hard and listen enough. Music will tell you what it wants to do, it’s always been really easy for me to know what notes or chords come in order, and when I got old enough, I just learned the names of each sound.


So when I was growing up, I always listened to classical and jazz. It calmed me down and made me not worry so much about things, and my mom noticed, so she bought me a saxophone.  Oh… it was so pretty.  I would polish it for five full minutes every time I finished playing it.  I’d sit at home and practice scales and play along with jazz records, every note had a place and I would put it there.  It got to where I would rush home from school every day, running all the way home, just to hold my saxophone. I would play the scales—just play, and it would make me feel calm.  My nickname comes from the saxophone you know.  Yeah… it’s not cause I’m so skinny. It was a stupid idea, but my favorite musician is Charlie Parker- my name comes from him, he played the saxophone and he was great. Music is a very natural, ordered thing, and if you play music like God intended, it’ll sound right. I mean, the only place for that B flat in an F-minor pentatonic scale is right after the A flat. There’s nothing really special about it, I just figure most people don’t take the time to learn where the notes go, or don’t go.  Sometimes the spaces in music are as important as the notes- sometimes empty space says more than any note ever could.


So music’s been real good to me, and I’m supposed to play some of it in front of the camera.  I still don’t know if this is the kinda stuff I’m s-supposed to be saying, but I guess that it really doesn’t matter, cause I don’t know why anybody would see this.  Hi Mom.  Umm… ok... this is one of my favorite things to play, so I’m gonna play it for you.  (plays a scale)  Ok, that was the G-scale. (plays scale) That was the F-scale.  Ok, my other favorite is the C sharp scale, and this one mixes it up a little. (plays scale)  I didn’t really know what to play, cause it’s hard to put pieces together if you don’t have any place to put them.  But I played, so I guess I did what TJ wanted me to do.  Umm… I hope that you learned something about Pentagon if you’re watching this – I guess that’s why you would watch this if you were watching it.  Umm… so bye.  (goes and turns off camera)

Lights out and music up simultaneous with touch of the camera.  “Just Friends” by Charlie Parker is the song playing.  The following quotes are projected onto the screen while the music is playing during the costume change:

“My personal philosophy is my music.  Nothing but music-life- that’s all.”  ----Jimi Hendrix

“There is no life without pain just as there is no art without submitting to chaos.”   ----Rita Mae Brown

“Seeing’s believing, but feeling’s the truth.”  ----Thomas Fuller

“Mathematics possesses not only truth, but supreme beauty- a beauty cold and austere, like that of sculpture.”  ----Bertrand Russell

“The man who is master of his passions is Reason’s slave.”  ----Cyril Connolly
Brad

Lights up and music fade out as Brad pushes record on the video camera.  He wears a white tank top shirt and baggy pants possibly with a backwards hat or bandana. He gesticulates a great deal.

Whazzzup?! Welcome to my world peeps!  So check this out—I wasn’t even about to make this tape til things started goin, but Pentagon is getin phat man!  We’re playin like four shows a week down here, we just got back from our first tour, you can’t even believe the shit goin down. So I figured I better bust up on this tape fore I miss my chance, right?  Man… Who knew things was gonna go like this?  Seems like yesterday I was chillin with Johnny at Taco Loco eatin some frijoles and shootin the shit- next thing I know, he’s livin in my apartment and talkin about marrying my sister—boom, just like that, we’re all rock stars right?


Shit man, if its gonna happen, that’s how it has to happen y’know?  I don’t believe in this work your whole life for a big break crap- you do your thing and if it works, it works.  And our thing happens to work- man I knew it was gonna work too, you get a crazy bunch of peeps up in a room and start jammin, you know some crazy shit’s gonna come out. Let me take you on a tour of our rehearsal space—


This here is the working area of the one and only Johnny Calcen. We’re the ones that started this band, and he’s my boy.  Me and Johnny been tight for about 5 years now, he’s like the only dude in the world who can get fucked up with you, but still be serious about serious stuff y’know? Like, he wouldn’t just trip out in his own world—he was always there, no matter what happened.  He was all straight-laced when I first met him, always sittin around in his black clothes, writin in his little notebook.  He never seemed to just chill the fuck out and live life—but that dude is smaaaaaart—got a full scholarship to UCLA- perfect score on every test he ever took- he dropped out after a year cause he said that “academic life is bullshit- it don’t deal with the real issues”. He used to trip me out with all kinda crazy talkin-that’s when I knew that we was gonna work together—I think that’s why he hit it off with my sister- cause man, she’s pretty crazy too- she’s one of them artsy types with her dancin and all that- she’s real good and she’s real smart too, but she don’t take no shit- that’s what my influence does to a person.  Johnny fell in love with that right away, you could tell- he’s always lookin somewhere new for answers-he’s always lookin for answers everywhere- my answer to him was to get high, have a beer and calm the fuck down man, you can’t find answers to that kinda stuff- play some music and have some fun!


This here is the axe of mister TJ Jackson- lead and (might I add) only guitarist in Pentagon.  I can’t even imagine what TJ musta said on this tape- he’s probably been on five or six times already. That dude is crazy- I love it.  He’ll flip out on stage and just get nuts—at first I tried to get him to chill out and smoke up- just calm down- but he likes bein crazy, and it seems to be workin for him, so more power to the dude- he plays some funky shit-


This is the set.  Hell yeah. Twelve years it took me to get this shit together, but man, it’s all worth it.  You know everybody’s got a way of dealing with life? My way’s been through playin the drums.  I’ve had to deal with some shit-growin up in a lousy neighborhood, gangs, drugs, you name it- my family’s been pretty tight and ain’t given me too many problems- we ain’t have all that much money though, so I had to work my little white ass off to get anything I wanted to get.  When I was little, I went down and stole some of them dowel rods from the hardware store down the street- those little sticks you paint with or whatever- they come in all different sizes, right.  So I stole a bunch of these sticks and then took two big ole buckets from this construction site next our house.  And when I got hacked off about somethin or other, I would just sit in the backyard and bang these buckets, y’know?  Just fuckin tear em up. Somethin about that rhythm that just evens all the problems out- my sister did that shit too, only she didn’t bang nuthin- she’d lock herself up in her room and dance til she collapsed, just to get her problems out.  Johnny got really fucked up once and told me that he used to do that same shit— just lock himself up and go crazy.  Everybody’s got a stress release, huh?  So anyways, I got myself a job-workin at McDonald’s and bought a cheap-ass snare drum. I’d sit in the garage and play with a folder for a high hat and a woodblock that I would kick for the bass drum.  And I would just go to town with my dowel rods. Later on, I got to add more and more pieces to this baby til it got to be right where I wanted it- now anytime I got any problems at all, or, fuck, even if I don’t, I can just come over here and play—takin all the bad shit inside me and throwin it on those drumheads and beatin it to a bloody pulp.  Music saved my life so many times growin up- makes me level y’know- keeps me from doing crazy shit- if I can find my outlet in time, it keeps me from goin off crazy—you gotta have that outlet man- if you don’t, then you’re screwed.


Which brings me to Bird- one crazy, screwed up dude.  Get this shit- his mom calls us and tells us that he has to play in the band after we put an ad in the paper. So we let him show up, and he blows us away. This dude can play anything- as long as he gets to stand in the back and just play- can’t ask him to introduce songs or nuthin- he freaks out. Hell of a player, but a little crazy.


And lastly- Zed.  Drummers and bass playas are s’posed to be tight- that’s like the most important shit in the band, right?  So I’m s’posed to work real close with this dude, and we get him from an ad in the paper and he seems like a nice guy- got a whole different style of playin that seems cool, so I figure what the hell? So this bitch comes in and starts telling me how to play the drums— as if he knows the first god-damn thing about playin this shit.  Man, pissed me off- and he started tellin us where to play and how to sound- he almost got kicked the hell out- but TJ liked him a lot cause Zed kissed TJ’s ass, so we kept him in and he got better-no problems.


So that’s the grand tour of the rehearsal space of Pentagon- we practiced in the same place since the very beginning.  Pretty tight huh?  I think it’s pretty fuckin cool though to see how five completely different dudes can decide that they wanna give up all their free time to just jam every day and have some fun- cause that’s what its all about—  Ain’t no need to waste your time doin somethin that you don’t like- me? I’m gonna work my fuckin minimum wage job at the movie store and play my fuckin music every night. If I can do this shit full time, I’m gonna do it- and if I can’t, then I’m gonna do it when I can. I found somethin that keeps me sane, and I think that’s a pretty good idea.  Hell, if this band gets big- I’m not talkin about MTV big, but like, what TJ calls Zimbabwe big, then our lives are gonna be home free- once you sign the contracts, once you pay the bills, and all you gotta do is play the music- man…your life is set up- move my folks up out the run-down house they in now- get myself a new pad- I can just imagine it—but you know, whatever happens, I gotta have my drums with me- that’s what got me this far, and that’s what kept me alive—so I’ll be cool.


I think I was supposed to play some shit up here, but fuck that- we got a cd, check it out if you wanna hear me play—this ain’t no instructional video—see ya in concert—try to stay cool til then. (goes to video camera and turns it off)

Lights out and music up simultaneous with press of the button.  The song playing is “Drum Trip” by Rusted Root. The following quotes are projected on the screen during the song and the costume change:

“There are areas of experience where one must first believe in order that one may know.”  ----“Great Soul”- quoted by Maynard Mack

“Only connect! That was the whole of her sermon.  Only connect the prose and the passion, and both will be exalted, and human love will be seen at its height. Live in fragments no longer.  Only connect, and the beast and the monk, robbed of the isolation that is life to either, will die.”   ----E.M. Forster

“The word ‘teenager’ seems to have replaced the communist as the appropriate target for public controversy and foreboding.”   ----Edgar Z. Friedenberg

“If a man does not keep pace with his companions, perhaps it is because he hears a different drummer.  Let him step to the music which he hears, however measured or far away.”   ----Henry David Thoreau

Zed
Lights up as Zed presses the record button.  He is dressed laid-back and eclectically.

This is the end of the tape.  Like, I’m the last one to talk.  I’m Zed—the end with the answers.  I figured, like, since I’m going last and TJ told us all to talk about music, that like everyone else has already covered Pentagon pretty well, yeah? So I thought I’d use this time to commune more directly with the fans, to like, talk straight to the people at our shows every night.  I’m gonna give you some of the answers to your questions—not about me, but about music man. Cause we’re all here to talk about the music man.  Yeah.


See, I’m the bass. The B-A-S-S.  This monster right here.  But I’m also the B-A-S-E, the foundation man.  Like, I lay down the bottom and all the music is created on top of me you know?  Music can’t be built up without a base.  Like, all its layers have this intricate complexity that gets built up.


It’s just like the human body man.  That’s what I wanted to talk about.  I got the answers man—it’s about putting together life and music.  See, humans have this thing called an aura, right? And it’s got seven layers that build on each other.  And each of those seven layers has seven more layers, right?  So there’s this multi-layered energy all around the human body. Like, the body’s the B-A-S-E, yeah? But check it out—you got an aura, right? A-U-R-A, right?  But you add yet another level of complexity to that base, another “L” and you got “A-U-R-A-L”, you got sounds and music and all that. So like music is like a more complex way of just expressing life. So like, musicians are prophets man.  They take all this life, and they put it in these songs and then these songs make you understand life.


So like, that’s what meditation’s all about. Like, you sit there and make your mind go blank and make your aura vibrate man.  And like, when your aura vibrates, that’s all music is man!  Like, music is when energy vibrates, like an “A” is 440 cycles per second.  So meditation does all this good for you, you know?


That’s the answer man—that’s the end of the tape.  Like, music makes you feel a certain way cause it gets in your aura, changes the way you vibrate.  It can make you happy or sad- it can control you. Your emotions are already vibrating all crazy right? Then the music’s all vibrating, and when all that gets together, the “aura” and the “L”, things can happen.


That’s why you guys listen to music—that’s the answer to your life, right?  Though that would be a good way to end this tape man.  Here’s some foundation for you.  Let it vibrate you…feel your energy shakin…(plays low bass notes) Yeah…spread the word man.  Spread the word…  (goes to video camera and presses stop)

Lights out simultaneous with press of stop button and sounds of music. The song being played is “Operation Spirit” by Live.   The following quotes are projected on the screen during the song and the costume change:

“It would be incredible if you could produce music so perfect that it would filter through like rays and ultimately cure.  There’s a clash in the modern world.  At one time man could see right round the world with his third eye.  And that was only something that’s always been there.  If we could only re-develop those old skills”  ---- Jimi Hendrix

“The universe in it’s emergence is neither determined nor random, but creative.”  ----Theodosius Dobzhansky

“Only the shallow know themselves.”  ----Oscar Wilde

“Creating a new theory is not like destroying an old barn and erecting a skyscraper in its place.  It is rather like climbing a mountain, gaining new and wider views, discovering unexpected connections between our starting point and it’s rich environment.  But the point from which we started out still exists and can be seen, although it appears smaller and forms a tiny part of our broad view gained by the mastery of the obstacles on our adventurous way up.”  ----Albert Einstein
Johnny
Lights up as Johnny smashes down the record button.  He is obviously inebriated, and is on countless numbers of drugs. He falls down once as he starts to talk, and then stumbles around for the rest of his monologue.  “Sage of Lamberene” by Sam Cardon and Kurt Bestor plays lightly in the background.

It’s all bullshit.  I can see now. It is all very very clear to me now. No one heard a word that I said. No impact.  That’s how it has to be.  Some people are destined for failure. There was no way to succeed. Questions and answers- flames and darkness- fullness and emptiness.  They stole me from me.  I sign away my soul to save it.  This was my outlet, this was my voice. What else do I have?  What other chance do I have?  Life is not about existence, about mundane stagnation.  Life is about evolution, about progressing, about creation.  My life is already gone.  I’ve been dead a long time.  I just didn’t know it until now.

During the last few sentences of Johnny’s monologue, the lights, for the first time in the show fade to reds, greens and blues instead of the bright white that has been apparent.  This gradual change puts Johnny in the center of competing colors. They should come from different angles, pulling him apart, and coercing him different ways.  The sounds of “Slip Slide Melting” by For Love Not Lisa is played over the sound system. It controls Johnny.  The dance that follows should demonstrate the lack of control that he feels. The music should control him and cause him to do the actions that follow. As the music reaches its climax, Johnny falls offstage and a loud gunshot is heard.  The music immediately cuts off.  It is replaced by Pachebel’s “Canon in D”, and the following quote is shown on the screen during the costume change: 

“There is but one truly serious philosophical problem, and that is suicide.  Judging whether life is or is not worth living amounts to answering the fundamental question of philosophy.”   ----Albert Camus
Brad

The light comes up on Brad seated behind his drumset.  He should be illuminated by a powerful single red spotlight from directly above him.  He begins to play. This drum solo should represent all the anguish that he must feel from Johnny’s death.  It should last about a minute and a half and should build to a deafening crescendo, accompanied by Brad’s yell.  He collapses on the drumset as his sticks crash noisily to the floor.

Blackout

End of Act I

The following songs should be played during the ten minute intermission:

“I Wanna Dance With Somebody” by Whitney Houston
“Just a Shot Away” by The Rolling Stones
“In the Air Tonight” by Phil Collins
“Fade Into You” by Mazzy Star
Act II
Bird
Lights up on Bird as he presses the record button.  He should be wearing something very similar to the last time that he was seen. Throughout the speech, he polishes and puts away his saxophones.  He is filled with nervous tension and paces through the beginning of this monologue.
H-H-H-Hi.  I f-found this tape in the basement when I came to c-clean out my stuff.  I… I don’t know why I felt like I should talk, but I do. (pause)  I d-don’t understand.  I don’t understand why Johnny decided to leave.  I mean, it’s all very straightforward.  It’s very easy.  He signed things he shouldn’t have; he made a mistake.  He made a mistake.  Why?   It was going so well, and now… I mean, why did he do that?   The guidelines are very clear.  Y-You’re not supposed to kill yourself, right?  See, when you die, it’s cause God says that your time is up, and he tells one of his angels to go and get your soul out of your body.  And your body stays here on Earth, and your Earth friends take care of that for when you come back for it. And God takes your soul up to heaven with him.  And you go to these clouds and there’s this gate that everyone goes into. And you have to pass this test and you have to be in this book, and then they let you in the gates. To be in the book, you have to be good your whole life, and it says stuff like “Paul cheated on his math test, o-or didn’t take out the garbage”, and if you d-do too many bad things, then you don't get enough points to get into heaven.  Then once you get in the gates, you have to s-sit in this waiting room until someone on Earth rings a bell, and then you get your wings a-and get to go into heaven as an angel.  Heaven’s the most wonderful place in the world- it’s like a big playground where everyone loves each other and there aren’t any fights- and no one is allowed to be mean to anybody else.  And there is m-music playing all the time, and everyone can hear it the right way.  And sometimes, you are allowed to go into the big t-throne room where God sits with Jesus and this Ghost, and they watch over the whole world and make sure that nothing goes wrong ever.  And they have to be careful because the d-devil is always waiting to mess things up in the world if he can- and it’s God’s job to make sure that that doesn’t happen—the devil is what makes people do bad things, and he makes all the evil things in the world happen, and humans aren’t ever supposed to talk to him.  And the angels have to help watch people on Earth to make sure that they don’t mess up, make sure that the devil doesn’t get to them- they help us, and they watch over us and they push us where we need to go. They tell us what to do by making us meet people, or making us have dreams about what we have to do, or by making things happen to us.  


S-So God and the angels tell us exactly what to do. You know?  E-Exactly.  We ju-just have to follow all the rules and then we die and we go to heaven.  But Johnny didn’t follow the rules.  God said if you kill yourself, you go to hell.  That’s the place under the earth that’s enclosed by lots of rock so that the magma can’t get to it.  There’s this tunnel system built up that sucks people down from heaven if they yelled at their parents too many times or killed themselves or whatever.  Then you have to stay there and stand in the fire while everyone else goes to the big playground.  My dad says the conversation is better in hell, but I got burned once and it really sucked. I don’t wanna stand in the fire.  That’s why I follow the rules. I don’t wanna stand in the fire…


Is that where Johnny is? I don’t understand…it’s so easy to follow the rules.  And if you mess up, you just say “I’m sorry” and it’s ok again.  Johnny didn’t have time to say “I’m sorry”. It’s the one thing you never have time to apologize for.


Johnny never apologized for anything. I remember once when I had a big test the next day and Johnny kept taking my notes away.  I chased him around and tried to grab them, but he was fast.  He said that he’d give me back one page of notes for every time that I called my mom a skeezy piece of duck butter.  I didn’t want to, but he kept asking if I wanted to pass my test, and I did and he was wrinkling my notes, so I said it. A lot. When I had all my pages back, Johnny grabbed his notebook and said, “Jeez man, why do you do what I say? You can’t follow people your whole life.” 


Well, maybe that’s the way I wanna live. Maybe that’s the way we’re supposed to live.  We’re all messed up, right?  We all need someone to tell us what to do, right?  I mean, we were created to do the things that someone else tells us, why should we ever stop?  It’s what people want us to do, it’s what we should do.  I wanna finish school now.  I wanna have a w-w-w-w-wi-wi a woman that sleeps with me and kids who’ll do what I say.  The rules are not flexible. The rules say that you follow the rules.  The rules give the answer to everything that you could ever want to know.  The rules say that life is simple.   Life is orderly. Life makes sense.  Why didn’t Johnny follow the rules? What happens to people that don’t follow the rules?

Lights out as Bird pushes stop on the camera.  Simultaneous with this blackout comes  the sounds of Mozart’s “Symphony No. 40, 3rd movement”.   The following quotes are shown during the song and the costume change:

“Almost anything you do will be insignificant, but it is very important that you do it.”  ---Mohandas Ghandi

“I was walking across a bridge one day and I saw a man standing on the edge, about to jump off.  So I ran over and said ‘Stop! Don’t do it’   

‘Why shouldn’t I?’  he said.  

‘Well, there’s so much to live for.’ 

‘Like what?’

‘Well, are you religious?’  He said yes.   I said ‘Me too! Are you Christian or Buddhist?’

‘Christian’

‘Me too! Are you Catholic or Protestant?’

‘Protestant’

‘Me too! Are you Episcopalian or Baptist?’

‘Baptist’

‘Wow, me too! Are you Baptist Church of God or Baptist Church of the Lord?’

‘Baptist Church of God’

‘Me too! Are you Original Baptist Church of God, or are you reformed Baptist Church of God?’

‘Reformed Baptist Church of God’

‘Me too! Are you Reformed Baptist Church of God, reformation of 1879, or reformed Baptist Church of God, reformation of 1915?’  

He said, ‘Reformed Baptist Church of God, reformation of 1915!’

I said, ‘Die, heretic,’ and pushed him off.”  -----  Emo Phillips

“Religion is the opiate of the masses.” ---- Karl Marx

Zed

Lights up on Zed, wearing an equally interesting costume as in his first appearance. It may be the same one if need be.  During this speech, he packs up his bass.


Man. I hadn’t been here in a while.  We stopped playin ya know- after… I lost my job.  Cause I didn’t have to have a job for a while, I think I forgot how to do a good job at my job.  The temp office says I don’t have, like, “marketable skills” and stuff.


I kinda just wanted someone to talk to, ya know?  It seems like the more you know, the less people wanna hang out with you. Like no one wants to hear all the answers man.  Someone told me once that it’s lonely at the top.  Man, I’m not even at the top—it’s lonely all the way down.


Ya know how, like, sometimes, you’ll feel invisible?  Like you can totally be like on the subway or something, and people won’t even be like “what’s up”? When I was a kid, I used to think it’d be bad-ass to be invisible, right?  I’d sneak around the house all the time being all like, “hey, I’m invisible”.  I sneak up on my mom and yell at her when I was right up behind her, and I’d pretend that I could go through walls and stuff.  It was crazy. And then when you get into middle school, like, you wanna be invisible more than ever, yeah? There’s so much stuff you could do—cause like, if people wanna see you all the time, then it’s cool if they can’t. But when people don’t wanna see you, you kinda want em to, you know? 


I don’t think I got all that when I was a kid—I just thought it would be cool.  I was all reading when I was a kid, and I got all these books about like ghosts and poltergeists and stuff—and I’d sneak up in my attic in my house and just hang out there reading.  And cause usually no one in my family hung out in the attic, I would chill out and pretend I was Casper the ghost or something—cause he was friendly, so it didn’t scare me so much.  He’d help people all the time.  This one book I read said that like, ghosts are dead people that just hang around cause they have to take care of something- like this one dude who died, and left a fortune buried somewhere, and like his wife didn’t know about it, so he had to find a way to tell her where it was so she could feed his kids and stuff, so he haunted their house. And I think they were all like “go away ghost”, and he was all like “let me help you”, ya know? But he couldn’t talk, so he was just stuck in that same place forever, cause he couldn’t get out. He had to think about money for like an eternity man… that sucks.


I try to talk to people a lot ya know, to make sure I’m still cool with everything, cause I hate bein alone now man.  I gotta find someone to hang out with—I think TJ’s gonna let me chill with him… but like, what if you had to be alone forever, ya know?  Man, I’m lonely here if I gotta hang out by myself for more than like ten minutes. Forever’s a long time to be alone man…that’s a long time…(turns off camera)

Lights out as Zed hits the stop button.  Simultaneous with the blackout comes the sounds of “Giants” by Sponge.  The following quotes are shown on the screen during the song and the costume change:

“If a man will begin with certainties, he shall end in doubts, but if he will be content to begin with doubts, he shall end in certainties.”  ----Francis Bacon

“Every man takes the limits of his own field of vision for the limits of the world.”  ----Arthur Schopenhauer

“What is now proved was once only imagined.”   ----William Blake

“Believe those who are seeking the truth.  Doubt those who find it.”   ----Andre Gide

“If we fail to nourish our souls, they wither, and without soul, life ceases to have meaning. The creative process shrivels in the absence of continual dialogue with the soul.  And creativity is what makes life worth living.” ----Marion Woodman
TJ

Lights up on TJ as he presses the record button. His outfit is identical, only more obnoxious things have been added to it.  During his speech, he packs up his guitar.


‘ello there crowds of millions!  Thank you so much for buying our video and supporting our cause.  I suppose you know of course why you’ve purchased this video, so let me tell you about me- what’s new since the last time I talked on this tape.  Wow… so much.  See, as you know, Pentagon broke up under bad circumstances.  That’s why this tape is going to make me a fortune.  See, it chronicles a young man’s life through the world of music.  I start out in Pentagon, a band going places, but torn apart by drugs.  This culminates in a suicide that destroys the band, breaking all contracts and setting its members free.  The intrepid young man valiantly takes his guitar and begins looking for another band. Against all odds, he creates a new band, bringing along the bass player from the old band.  Now, this is the first taping session for the new band, all of them are going to record themselves.  This is going to be a brilliant documentary, simply brilliant.  “Behind the closed doors of the music industry”- It’s got everything- sexual tension, music, friendship, despair, death- everything! This is going to make it.


My mother’s always yelling at me for stuff like that. She says, “TJ- you shouldn’t capitalize on other people’s misery.  It isn’t right.  Let things be how they are.”  And I tell her that I’m not capitalizing on other people’s misery, it’s my misery I’m capitalizing on.  I’ve lost a great deal in this situation.  


But I’ve bounced back. This new band lets me sing, so now I am the lead guitarist slash singer.  I really feel that’s a very important step for me as an artist.  See, now I have what is known in the business as “complete creative control” –C-C-C.  If this band puts something out that’s good, you can be sure that I’m the driving force behind it. And if it puts out crap, then you know to blame the other people.  (laughs)  Right? Yeah? Allright….


But these new people let me do whatever I want. See, Zed never really cared what I did as long as he could party onstage and talk to the crowd every once in a while.  The other guys restricted me- held me back, right? I mean, you people all noticed that.  I wasn’t allowed to fully develop my stage persona into the panty-wetting powerhouse that it is now. (strums guitar loudly and yells) Yeah!


Now, all of Pentagon’s fans can concentrate on the new and improved band, the new rock sensation, ELECTRIC FROG BALLS!  I believe it’s ever so much of a better name than “Pentagon”.  I came up with so many good names for the last band and they shot them all to pieces. But now… ELECTRIC FROG BALLS! It’s very catchy and intellectual.  See it’s based on this religious thing and there was this book, and this famous guy and the name symbolizes all this stuff and plus it sounds rockin!  Yeah!


These are the good things that happen when people finally let me be in control of the band. Now, since you probably paid a great deal to view this video cassette, I am going to let you in on some insider info on the music industry and also tell a story about a young man with a mind for business. Now, one day this young man we will call JT, was in a band.  This band was hopelessly tied up in contracts and everything they wrote was changed by producers and mass marketed.  Now, this band had, through someone else’s error of course, been committed to two more years of this. Then, disaster strikes!  The lead singer dies. Now, in JT, the band still had its main element, but the band splits up anyway, now free from its contractual obligations.  Very soon after all this happens, JT walks down to the newspaper office and places an ad, looking for new musicians. Finally, he finds people who not only want to play with him, but are talented enough to play with him. His old friend, ummmm, Ed is in the new band as well, thus maintaining a link between old and new for the fans.  JT organizes rehearsals and gets this new band rockin. He doesn’t tell the other members of the old band- he saves that for a big surprise when he is famous, and then they can admire his talent and his entrepreneurial skills.  JT’s new band goes on to fame and fortune, playing in such diverse locations as (with a flourish of hands) Zimbabwe, Zaire and South Korea.  This establishes them quite strongly on the world market, and TJ rides this wave straight to stardom.  And girls throw their underwear at him. The end.


Good story, eh?  I hope you enjoyed it. Perhaps you’ll get lucky later on and I’ll tell you another story huh?  (winks at camera) So as soon as ELECTRIC FROG BALLS writes some songs, we’re gonna start playing bars and climbing our way back to the top. I don’t imagine that it’ll be too incredibly difficult, what with my name recognition and connections in the music business.  This tape is pure gold!  “The story of a poor European boy who fights his way to the top against all odds.”  I can see it now. Well, thank you for helping make this dream a reality, and I will see all of you at our next concert. And remember, buy our ELECTRIC FROG BALLS merchandise! I imagine we have ummm…. T-shirts by now, and stickers, and posters, and cd’s, and who knows, maybe we have hair care products and a breakfast cereal and ooooohh… I bet there is a TJ action figure! Go buy that!  I wonder what else there’s gonna be?

Lights out on TJ as he presses the stop button.  The song that begins playing is “LoverGirl” by Teena Marie.  The following quotes are shown during the song and the costume change:

“There is no such thing as an empty space or an empty time. There is always something to see, something to hear.  In fact, try as we may to make a silence, we cannot.”   ----John Cage

“No one would talk much in society, if he knew how often he misunderstands others.”  

----Johann Wolfgang Von Goethe

“All things that are, Are with more spirit chased than enjoy’d.”   ----William Shakespeare – The Merchant of Venice

“Most people are other people.  Their thoughts are someone else’s opinions, their lives a mimicry, their passions a quotation.”  ----Oscar Wilde

“It’s just a job.  Grass grows, birds fly, waves pound the sand. I beat people up.”  ----Mohammad Ali

Brad
Lights up on Brad as he presses record.  He is wearing the same or a similar outfit as last time. He packs up his drumset throughout the course of this speech.

Yeah, so I figured I should come down here and get my shit together finally- I just didn’t wanna come back here- ever- I mean, I ‘m findin new ways to get my stress out and live- but it ain’t for me to run away from my problems.  I’m doin cool- me and Patty got a place together until we can afford to live in our own places.  Bird’s doin cool, TJ’s bein TJ and Zed’s livin around here somewhere.  

I can’t help but feel responsible y’know? Like the police said that it was a “drug-induced suicide”, whatever that means.  But drugs don’t make you do shit- they release shit that’s inside of you already. And I know Johnny did that to get stuff out of him that he wanted out of him.  It used to scare me though… Johnny used to talk about how he was “compelled to take drugs”.  That kinda talk makes me real worried for him now, ya know?  If he was compelled to do that, then somebody up there got a fucked up sense of humor.  For a long time, I thought that once you were dead, that was it. It was real hard for me to picture a God, seein some of the shit I saw growin up.  Like this baby I saw one day on the sidewalk. I’m walkin home from school in like 35 degree weather, and it looks like it’s about to rain, right? And I’m walkin by this run down project next to our place- all the bricks and boards and shit, and I see this woman sittin on the ground with a baby, and she’s rockin it—and the baby ain’t cryin or nuthin- like it knows that it won’t do no good right, and I wanna stop and help, but what can I do y’know?  I mean, this woman ain’t got no home, and she ain’t got no warm clothes, and I ain’t got the money to help her out- and the baby don’t even have clothes on, it’s just wrapped in this dirty yellow blanket. And I go home and grab a sweater and some bread and come back to the spot, but they’re gone.  Must’ve gone somewhere else. How’s a baby s’posed to live like that, how’s it s’posed to have a chance?  How am I s’posed to make sense of that shit?  I mean, if that can happen, we gotta be just a mess of chemicals and blood and stuff- and when the juice stops flowin, you stop goin. That don’t mean there’s no God, it just means that he’s different than we all thought.  Maybe we’re just toys, y’know?  I mean, he made us, right?  And why do we make things?  To play with or entertain us. We’re like little game pieces…

Back when I was younger, I used to be all up in God’s face.  He had no right to put me the places he put me. And my friends all talked about God’s “wrath” and “anger” and all that shit.  But I wasn’t scared man, what I got to lose?  I had a lot of steam to blow off, and when I didn’t it would just build up til I started yellin at God. That didn’t mean things got all better, it just meant that I always had this pressure inside to piss me off all the time. I’d get real quiet and I’d just vent my shit to the person I thought was responsible, ya know?

Then Johnny was up in my business and I kinda forgot about all that for a while.  But stuff like this makes you remember, right?  So I’m s’posed to make sense of somethin that made Johnny act the way he did and then killed him?  I don’t care what he called it- love, passion, God- any of those can control you and create you and destroy you.  I think only one can save you though, and I hope Johnny figured that out.

(Wheels to drums and plays the bass drum as a background heartbeat to the following passages)  See, one time I was chillin up by myself in my old garage and uh I was messin around on the drums.  I was real hacked off and playin wasn’t workin. Like there was all this tension, and the more I played, the worse things seemed to get.  My kettle was burstin, but nuthin was comin out.  And I stopped, exhausted and drained, and right then, I felt this peace comin in. My muscles hurt and my mind was just gone, y’know?  Like I couldn’t focus on nuthin and my brain was just floatin. I lay down and put my head on my drum and sank into it, and gave up- just for a second, but I did it- I gave up on everything-my friends, my family, my ideas, my life. And I didn’t know what it was, but all my steam kinda just evaporated away.  As long as I stayed right there in that moment, things were fine y’know?  And I just knew things was gonna be allright. 

After that, I know it sounds crazy, but I felt like I would talk to God or like, not talk, but somethin. And I felt like there was stuff I was s’posed to do. So when Johnny always talked about having to do stuff, it made sense ya know.  Somethin was telling him to do this, so I never questioned it. And whenever I started to get freaked, I would just be where I was, just be there in that one place, in that one time, and that was enough.

Then when the band took off, whatever was talkin to him made Johnny do all this stuff that just wasn’t Johnny, you know? He signed away our talent and lost us everything we’d made… Then I guess he realized what he did and he lost his mind.  We could’ve started over… we only had two years left on the contract y’know?

It don’t seem right that somethin could create you and then make you do all this stuff that tears you up. I know Johnny wasn’t makin all this up, something made him write. He always had that little notebook with him, always writin in it. How could the same thing be so good and so bad?  Or maybe this is one of those things where this is really good and we don’t know it yet. I don’t know if I believe that shit.

Maybe people is right though.  Maybe there’s somethin out there that’s like a decoy. Like it makes us think we’re bein told to do somethin, but we aren’t. And then when we get too far away from ourselves to listen to what we’re really s’posed to do, we just fall off the face of the earth. I feel that—whenever I get freaked out, all I gotta do is just be where I am, and I can find the answers- you can’t ever get too far away then.  Whatever’s goin on up there ain’t important to us- if it was, then we’d be up there or at least know somethin about it. What’s important is right here and right now, that’s where we are, and that’s what we gotta do.  And right now, things are good. Right now, life is livin itself, and I am livin life. Things’ll be cool—and I know Johnny’s cool wherever he is--  (He walks to camera and turns it off)

Lights out as Brad hits the stop button.   The song played simultaneous with the blackout is “Lay Your Hands On Me” by Peter Gabriel.  The following quotes are shown on the screen during the song and the costume change:

“Our faith is ultimately in a God who resurrects us from crosses, not in a God who prevents crosses.”  ----Jay McDaniel

“I hear voices. They come from God.’

‘They come from your imagination.’

‘Of course, that is how the messages of God come to us.’”  ----George Bernard Shaw-   St. Joan
“If you talk to God, you are praying; if God talks to you, you have schizophrenia.”  ----Thomas Szasz

“Bach opens a vista to the universe.  After experiencing him, people feel there is meaning to life after all.”  ----Helmut Walcha

“It is the creative potential itself in human beings that is the image of God.” ----Mary Daly

Johnny
Lights up on Johnny sitting upstage right on his platform. He is writing in his notebook. The following quote is projected onto the screen during the monologue:

“No one knows what music is.  It is performed, listened to, composed, and talked about; but its essential reality is as little understood as that of its first cousin, electricity.  We know that it detaches the understanding, enabling thoughts to turn inward upon themselves and clarify; we know that it releases the human spirit into some solitude of meditation where the creative process can freely act; we know that it can soothe pain, relieve anxiety, comfort distress, exhilarate health, confirm courage, inspire clear and bold thinking, ennoble the will, refine taste, uplift the heart, stimulate intellect, and do many another interesting and beautiful thing.  And yet, when all is said and done, no one knows what music is.  Perhaps the explanation is that music is the very stuff of creation itself.”   ----Anon.

He is dressed exactly the same as he was at the beginning of the show.  During this monologue, he stays on the upstage platform.  The entire speech is directed to the audience. 


There’s this question that seventy percent of first graders get right, and 87 percent of Harvard graduates get wrong.  The question is: What is greater than God, more evil than the devil, the rich want it, the poor have it, and if you eat it you will die?  See, the person who asked me this question didn’t know the answer, and it’s bothered me for years. I wrote it down here, along with all the other quotes and things that I didn’t fully understand. This is my notebook where I struggled with life’s existential questions, where I tried to focus this driving force inside of me to some measurable good.  I felt like I had to create, I felt like I was some font of creative passion- turns out that I was just stopped up.  I think that backlash of creative energy that couldn’t get out is what killed me.  


I don’t know why I thought of that question just now- but I know the answer- it’s nothing.  Nothing is the answer to that question.  My intellect never let me see “nothing” before, it’s just not an answer that you ever give.  Nothing is greater than God, nothing is more evil than the devil, the rich want nothing, the poor have nothing— it’s so simple. I think maybe Zed was right when he tried to convince me that all routes get you to the same point- if all ideas are just points on a circle, then if you just get inside that circle, you get to nothing. 


I’ll never forget the first time I met Patty—I was sitting under a large tree with a trunk that separated into three large sections and drooped over, forming this hemisphere canopy.  It was sunny and clear, and the only cloud in the sky was this one skinny line that seemed to go on forever, like it was only there to underline the blueness of the sky.  I’d been there for hours, writing in my notebook, struggling to get these things inside me out onto paper, struggling to put these questions to rest- and I looked up and saw this girl down by the stream that ran through the park. And she had headphones on and she was dancing, as if she wasn’t even aware that the world existed.  And in my heart, everything else fell away- and I stopped being for a second.  Just for a second. I sat and watched her move and interpret and just live, and then I started to write again.  I wrote and wrote and didn’t think, and I felt this steam bubble inside me, this eruption of goodness, and as the steam boiled, I put it to the page and it evaporated into the air as I wrote.  

I called her my flame after that, my flammable magnet- I thought she was the one who sparked me, who pushed my creation. I was never happier than when I was with her, or when I was singing in Pentagon. When I would sing, I could just be there, and open my mouth and let my words come out, and when I was with her—oh it’s so obvious now— those two events, those times—they come from the same place—different aspects and forms of this same content.  I was happiest when I was just living, when my beliefs coincided with my passion, not when they were separate, not when I had to fight them. I’ve been stuck in this space, reliving my past, reenacting other people’s beliefs, trying to make sense out of everyone else’s struggle. 

The answers aren’t in the struggle, they’re in the release.  Humans have to create to live- that’s the nothingness. Every moment is empty until we fill it.  We all create by doing things we love, whatever that is—teachers, lawyers, chefs—I got lost along the way. I got lost in the meaning of life and missed the meaning of life—I thought I knew what was right for other people and for myself—everyone- do what you want to do! Right now! Create something in your head, think of where you want to go, what you want to do!  For me, I don’t need to stay around this rehearsal space any more- I don’t feel like it- it’s time for me to move on to new experiences, to new lives and new dreams.  I think it’s time that I explored nothing for a while.

Lights out

“Crazy” by Seal is played as the lights go out.  

The End
