WHAT THE WORLD WANTS

characters:�

ANNOUNCER

RADIO ANNOUNCER

TELEVISION ANNOUNCER

PABST BLUE RIBBON ANNOUNCER



KIP, our hero

ANITA, his long-suffering girlfriend

ALI, a convenience store owner

TRISTAN, a liberal; Chloe’s partner

CHLOE, also a liberal; Tristan’s partner



a STRANGER, who leads our hero astray

a CONSERVATIVE CHORUS 

a LIBERAL CHORUS

MAN ON THE STREET

POLICE WOMAN



	Music.



ANNOUNCER:  		Welcome to the Post-Columbia Broadcasting System.  					Tonight on What the World Wants, we bring you an 						astonishing true story, saved from the archive of 

				Professor Diedrich Knickerbocker, late of the State 						University of Newer New York.  Professor 	

				Knickerbocker devoted his life to chronicling the habits 

				and lifestyle ticks of a peculiar breed of young urbanite 

				that was so prevalent in the early 21st century — the 

				hipster.  Now we are proud to present this heretofore 

				unbroadcast material, the story of a young man who falls 

				asleep for twenty years — a full one-quarter of the 

				average life span at that time. 



				Upon waking, our subject finds that the world has 

				irrevocably changed.

				What the World Wants is next, after a word from our 

				sponsor, Pabst Blue Ribbon.



PABST BLUE 

RIBBON ANNOUNCER: 	(very quickly)  Clear, crisp, refreshing, cold-filtered, 					pasteurised, tastes great, less filling, low-carb, high profit, 					mass produced, genetically modified, chemically 						enhanced, imported from Milwaukee Wisconsin – try a 					Pabst Blue Ribbon today.

	Music



ANNOUNCER: 		And now for our main program.  The setting is New York 					City, in the eleventh month of the year numbered 						2000 under the old system.  It’s ... What the World Wants. 



	Phone rings.  Pause

	Phone rings again.



ANNOUNCER:  		Any time now.



	Phone rings.  Pause



ANNOUNCER:  		I promise.



	Phone rings.



KIP:  (recorded)  		I’m not around.  You know what to do.  



	Beep



ANITA:  (fast and loud) 	Kip!  What’s wrong with you?  I called work you weren’t 

				there.  You better not be sleeping.  Or out with that 

				what’s her face.  Why can’t you just — 



	Click of phone being picked up.



KIP:  (sleepily)  		Um, hi.  

ANITA:  			Were you asleep?

KIP:  				No.

ANITA:  			You were asleep.

KIP:  				Um — yeah.

ANITA:  			And you forgot about Tristan and Chloe’s party.

KIP:  				Party?

ANITA:  			Yes.  Tonight.  And you better be there.

KIP:  (whining)  		Oh Christ.  They’re so bo-oring.

ANITA:  			They’re my friends.

KIP:  				No comment.

ANITA:  			Meet you at eight, usual place.  And don’t be —



	Click of phone being hung up. 



KIP: (coughing)  		Ugh, what time is it?  I’m thirsty.  I can’t believe that ...



	Fade out.

	Fade in street noise followed by shop door opening and tinkle of bells 



RADIO ANNOUNCER:  ... and polls are still open around the country in the vote to 

				determine the next President.  Early indications are that 					turnout is high in the contest between Vice President Al 					Gore and Texas Governor ...

KIP:  				Ali?  Ali, where the hell are you?



	Sounds of footsteps



ALI:  				(gasping for breath)  	Oh it’s you.  Thank Allah.  I thought it 

				was those men again.  

KIP:  				Men?

ALI:  				The — what you call them — bible beaters.  The men with 

				white shirts and black ties.  Clean men.  Serious men.  

KIP:  				Mormons?

ALI:  				That’s it.

KIP:  				In this neighbourhood?

ALI:  				In this neighbourhood, in my store every day.

KIP:  				That’s a tough assignment.



	Sound of refrigerator opening, bottles clinking



RADIO ANNOUNCER:  ... indicate it’s too close to call despite the weekend 

				revelations of the Texas governor’s arrest  nearly 20 years 

				on charges of ...

ALI:  				Who are you for, my friend?

KIP:  				Who am I for?

ALI:  				In the election.

KIP:  				Whatever.  Tweedledum, tweedledee.  Hey Ali, you got 

				any Pabst left?

ALI:  				Always selling out.  But I held some back.



	Sound of bottles being placed on counter



ALI:  				You’re in luck my friend.  A six-pack?

KIP:  				Hmmm.  Better make it two.  Actually, on second thought 

				— three.

ALI:  				Sorry my friend.  There’s only two left.

KIP:  				It is just not my day.  



	Sounds of money being exchanged, cash register



KIP:  				Later.

ALI:  				Goodbye my friend.  Stay away from the Morons!



	Sound : general party noises, conversation, music, low hum of television in 

	background



TRISTAN: 			I was telling Chloe just the other day... 

CHLOE:			Well no actually, I was telling Tristan

TRISTAN:			(genuinely) Oh sorry honey.  Do you want to tell the 

				story?

CHLOE:			You tell it.

TRISTAN:			No you go ahead.

CHLOE:			No, no, you.

	Pause

KIP:				Somebody please tell the story.

TRISTAN:			(giggling)  Well, since there’s no way we would be able to 

				get that place in the Hamptons this summer

CHLOE:			At least at the same price.

TRISTAN:			Way too expensive. So we figured, well, Chloe figured ...

CHLOE: 			I’m like, let’s do something else instead.

TRISTAN:			She’s like, how about Plan B?

CHLOE:			I’m like, how about Europe?

TRISTAN:			The backpacking thing we’ve always talked about.

TRISTAN and CHLOE:	(together and way OTT)  Does that sound like fun, or 

				what? 

ANITA:  			Oh wow.  That sounds amazing. I’d love to do something 

				like that. 

KIP: 				(dully) Thrilling.  Europe’d be great. Too bad it’s full of 

				Europeans. 



	Sound of Anita’s elbow impacting on Kip’s ribs, small grunt of pain from Kip



TRISTAN:  			So anyway — let me get you guys another drink.  

				Pabst?



	Pause as Tristan recedes.



ANITA:  			(in a moderately loud whisper) Why do you always have to 

				be this way?

KIP:  				What way?

ANITA:  			You know what I’m talking about.

KIP:  				Do I?

ANITA:  			You’re infuriating.



	Pause  



KIP:  				I’m sorry.  (Pause)  Say, later on, do you think —

ANITA: 			There’s no way you’re staying at mine tonight.  Besides, 

				with what you’ve had drink I doubt you’d be of much — 					use.

KIP:  				(scoffing) Whatever.

TRISTAN:  			(loudly and to all guests)  Hold on, hold on, hold on — turn 

				it up!

TELEVISION 

ANNOUNCER:  		... this is big.  We are now able to call the state of

				Florida for Vice President Al Gore.  Florida, 25 electoral 					votes, goes to the vice- president ...

KIP:  				(loudly) Give me a break.

TRISTAN:  			Shush.  Just because you don’t care doesn’t mean the rest 

				of us don’t.

ANITA:  			What have I said to you about being rude?

KIP:  				(faking a yawn) Whatever.  I’m going out to get some 

				more Pabst.  Anyone need anything?



	A few ‘no’s’ from the guests



TELEVISION 

ANNOUNCER:  		… Now Bob, what do you think this means as far as 

				the night will pan out, this is obviously a key victory for 					… (fade out)

KIP:  				Suit yourselves.



	Door slams.



	Sound up to a bar, music in the background, a cash register and a drink being placed 

	on the counter



KIP:  				Yeah, another whiskey while I’m at it.  So like I’m 

				saying, this party, awful. My girlfriend, awful, I had to get 

				out —

STRANGER:  		(faintly)  Kip.

KIP:  				— I mean you can’t believe how incredibly bo-oring these 

				people —

STRANGER:  		(louder) Kip.  



	Pause.



KIP:  				Hey buddy, do I know you?  

STRANGER:			You do now.

KIP:				(nervously laughing)  O-kay.  Well you certainly know me.  				Or wait wait wait -- I know -- your girlfriend, right? 

				Kelly?  Kirsten?  Uh, look pal, I don’t want no trouble.  

				Whatever she said man, it wasn’t like that.  I mean it’s 

				-- look, I can explain.

STRANGER:  		Kip, not the man you’re referring to.

KIP:  				Oh, good.

	Pause.

KIP:  				So who the hell are you?

STRANGER:  		There’s  a party.  You’re invited.

KIP:  				(unenthusiastically) Okay.  Great.

STRANGER:  		So let’s go.

KIP.  				Right.  Mind telling me where, first?

STRANGER:  		Later.  We can’t keep them waiting.  We have to go.

KIP: 				Okay.  Wait a second.  You’re expecting me to follow you, 

				who, well, I’ve never seen you before in my life, you’re �				expecting me to follow you to some party, held in some 

				unknown location, and just ditch my girlfriend and all her 

				boring friends and — (tails off)  

STRANGER:			It’s a real good time.  I promise.

	Pause during which there’s a clink of ice cubes and a gulping sound.

KIP:				Okay then.  Let’s go.

	Sound of door and noise moves from bar to street (traffic sounds, etc.)

STRANGER:  		Try some of this.

	Glugging sound.

KIP:  				(gagging) Strong stuff.

STRANGER:  		(laughing) Have another nip.  Go on.

KIP 				(unsure):  Uh, just a bit, I guess.

STRANGER:  		(laughing)  Get in the car.

KIP:  				Hey pal, you okay to drive?

STRANGER:  		Come on.  Get in.  It’ll be worth it.  I promise.

	Sound of doors slamming, car starts up and speeds off.

	Sound up on very loud raucous dissonant music.  Shouting over the din:

KIP:				Wow, fantastic!

STRANGER:			I knew you’d like it.

KIP:				Look at that hottie!  Man.  There’s another one!

STRANGER: 			Would you like a Pabst my friend?  There’s a near endless 

				supply.

KIP:				Awesome!  Show me to the bar!

	Fade out

	Fade in to morning noises; chirping of birds, rumbling of trains (do birds chirp 

	in New York?)

KIP:				Ohmigod.  Ohmigod.  Wha --  Hello?

	Pause

KIP:				Hello?

	Pause.

KIP:				I couldn’t have slept here all night.  (pause) Dammit Anita.  (Pause and rustle) Guess I need a shave.  Actually, I guess I need a drink, first. 		

	fade up street noises	

KIP:				Okay, this is so not cool.  Street signs anybody?  

				Everything looks — hey, excuse me, excuse me sir?

MAN ON STREET:		(gravely)  Yes?

KIP:				D’you know the best way to get back to 23rd and 5th?

MAN ON STREET:		It’s best that you stay away from there.  Lord be with 					you.

KIP:				O-kay.  

	Sound of chanting up as Kip walks down the street

KIP:				Finally, something familiar.  Excuse me, excuse me, 

				c’mon, out of the way, I’m trying 

				to get to the goddamn store.

CON CHORUS:		He’s not one of us!  He’s not one of us!

KIP:				What’s going on here?  Where’s Ali?

CON CHORUS:		With us or against us!  With us or against us!

KIP:				Can somebody tell me where Ali is?  Damn, did he sell 

				out to the Mormons or what?  This makes no sense.

ANITA:			We must be vigilant.  

KIP:				Anita!  Anita!  You’re not with these -- Mormons?

ANITA:			With us or against us?  We must be vigilant!  Strike 

				against the evildoers!  

CON CHORUS:		Reagan, Bush, Bush, Rice, Bush!  Reagan, 

				Bush, Bush, Rice,  Bush!

KIP:				This is so not cool.

ANITA:			He’s not one of us!  We must be vigilant! 

CON CHORUS:		Good and evil!  Cast him out!

				Good and evil!  Cast him out!  

KIP:				Too late, I’m out of here.  Anita, we’ve so got to talk — 

				later. 

	fading out then more street noise and fading up again to more far off 

	chanting.

KIP:			Not again.  Man, it’s all kicking off today.  Hey — Tristan! 

TRISTAN:		Kip!  My god, we haven’t seen you in —

CHLOE:		Twenty years!

TRISTAN:		Two decades!

CHLOE:		We thought you had  —

TRISTAN:		Been abducted!

CHLOE:		Died in the Trade Center!

TRISTAN:		Guantanamo Bay! 

KIP:			Uh, no really, I’m fine.  Could you let me know what’s going on 

			here?  You guys are looking pretty — old.

LIB CHORUS:	(chants degenerating into random cries) 

			No justice, no peace!

			No justice, no peace!  

			Save the rainforest!

			Free Mumia!

			Speak Esperanto!

			No trade with Burma!

Noise of general chaos, shouting, and above it all

KIP:			What’s happening?  Guys, what’s happening?  Wait, come back, 				Whatever’s happening, I don’t like it one bit.  (panicked now)  

			Wait a second, that’s — (shouting)  Ali!  Ali!

	Sounds of running

POLICEWOMAN:	... and under subsection 42, paragraph 8 of the USA PATRIOT 	

			Four Act, I’m hereby arresting, convicting and sentencing you to

			a minimum of 65 years in prison for the offence of appearing to 

			countenance the use of a prohibited substance probably in the 

			commission of a terrorist act while looking slightly foreign and 

			being double parked.  You have the obligation to remain silent. 

ALI:			I just wanted a cigarette!

KIP:			Hey, what’s this all about?  

POLICE WOMAN:	(to Kip) Sir, under the Ashcroft Memorial Act of 2012 I’m 

			warning you 

			that if you continue, I will detain, try and sentence you to up to 

			10 years in prison for obstructing the course of justice in the 

			process of executing summary judgement on a swarthy looking 				Middle Easterner.  

	Squawk of two-way radio

POLICE WOMAN:	This is officer X-P-9-7-1-2-1,  could I get two orange jumpsuits to 

			23rd and 5th?

KIP:			But hold on —

ALI:			It’s too late my friend.  Go, don’t worry about me, save yourself!  �			Save me a Pabst in heaven!

	Street sounds and fade out

ANNOUNCER:	It is here where our story ends.  Nothing more is known of the 

			subject, and indeed of any of those captured on tape.  We can 

			only be thankful that this record survives, as an account of this 

			bizarre and neglected period in our country’s history and as a 

			lesson and a guide to future generations.  



			You’ve been listening to ... What the World Wants.  Tune in next week 			as we unearth startling tapes from the age when humans moved around 

in four-wheeled vehicles fueled almost exclusively by – oil.



	Music	-  to end

















�PAGE  �1� 



�PAGE  �1� 







�PAGE  �1� 








