Night Terrors

Late Night Pickup 1

(alt title: the Grand Scheme of Things)

by Elie Hirschman

Cast: 

Dave:

Harrison:

Listener:

Scene 1

<Sounds: country side, hot summer night>

<sfx: mosquito into a zapper>

Dave: Hot damn, Reba! Didja see the size of that Moskeeta? <sfx: bark> Musta been the one bit me a couple minutes ago.

<Sfx: steaks sizzle on bbq>

Mmm. Them steaks look good, huh Reba?

<Sfx: dog whine>

Don't worry girl, one of them's for you, all right. <sfx: chugs beer> Ahhh. Fine night for a barbecue. <pause> Shame about Tina, runnin off like that.  <grumbles> She says I don't listen, aint that something? Well, if she talked about something other than her plastic surgery and the sales at TJ Maxx all the time, it'd be sure easier to listen to her, now wouldn't it? <Sfx: bark> YEah, you know what I'm talkin bout.  <pause> Hot damn, Those steaks look almost ready to eat, Reba.  You want yours?

<sfx:bark>You best let this cool for a minnit, or ye'll burn your fool tongue off, ya dumb dog.

<sfx: dog slurping and eating>

Fine- suit yerself.

<sfx: man and dog chew awhile>

<sfx:wind whips up>

Hmm. Looks like some clouds rollin' in there, Reba.  Check that. One BIG, dark cloud. You see that,  girl? One giant cloud comin' up... With.. Lights?

<sfx: something  ominous overhead>

What in the name of William Jefferson Clinton?

<sfx: spotlights turn on, some humming noise>

<some  revelation/dramatic/scary music would be nice here>

<sfx: dog barks like mad all the way through the end of the scene>

Reba! It's some kinda alien space ship! Ma god! I caint believe what I'm seein'!

<sfx: alien transporter>

Holy Jesus..! <fades>

<sfx: ship flies away>

Scene 2
<sfx: beam in, ambient spaceship interior, large empty room, faint hum or pulse>

Dave: <panting and gasping> Oh my sweet Jesus. Where is this? <pause> This- caint be an alien  ship. Can it? <pause> Ugly looking place.

<sfx: hissing of door slowly opening, a rush of air into the room>  What is that? What- what- who's there?

<sfx: final hiss and then silence>

<sfx: footsteps in>

Harrison: Hello.  Welcome aboard.  My name is Harrison Hartford.  And I believe you are Harold Davis Bower, correct?

Dave: How did - ? Jeez- Uh, are you ... You know, an alien?

Harr.: <chuckles> No, my good man, I'm from Earth just like yourself.  Born and raised in the heart of West Virginia, myself.

Dave: So- how'd you end up with a ride like this?

Harr: Why don't we sit down for a while and talk.  I'll tell you my story, which should answer any questions you have.<pause>Exciting, being on an alien craft, wouldn't you say, Mr. Bower?

Dave: Uh, you kin call me  Dave.  Ever'body does.

Harr: Then you may call me Harrison. Please come this way, Dave.

Dave: Say, Harrison. You got a bathroom on this thing?

Harr: Yes, of course. We'll stop there first.

<sfx:doors opening, footsteps leaving>

Dave:<fading>Good, cause them beers is about ready to be released into the wild, if you know what I mean...

<sfx: doors close>

Scene 3

<sfx: smaller doors opening, footsteps in, doors close>

Harr: Please have a seat, Dave.

Dave: <gruffly>Thanks.

Harr: Is something the matter?

Dave: Just that you swiped me clear out of my yard in the middle of a barbecue with my dog.  Does tend to put a man off a bit.

Harr: I apologize for the dramatic and sudden manner in which you were brought onboard this ship.  The truth of the matter is that you were brought here for a very important reason.

Dave:<not impressed> 'kay. What's the reason?

Harr: <chuckles>Patience, Dave. We'll get to that shortly.  First, Dave... Indulge me in a few questions.  How long do people live nowadays?

Dave: You snatched me up from a rare, juicy steak dinner to ask me that?

Harr: I know it's rather a strange question, but there is a reason I ask. What would you say, though? 75 years? 80?

Dave:  About that, yeah. Some longer.

Harr: Yes.  Rather a long life wouldn't you say? Longer than people used to live?

Dave: You mean like back in the Middle ages and them olden days, when folks'd die before hittin' 30?

Harr: Well, yes, it's true for that time period. But even as late as the 1930's, before vital vaccines were discovered, people tended to die from diseases before the age of 50.

Dave: Huh. Guess I never really thought about it.

Harr: <gently> Well, think about it for a moment, Dave. In the last century, mankind has made amazing scientific discoveries that have enabled us to eradicate disease, extend our lives, save people who were once beyond hope.  It's almost miraculous.

Dave: OK, I get what yer sayin'. But so what?

Harr: Here's my NEXT question for you.  How old do I look to you?

Dave: Lookit- we gonna sit here talkin like this all night? I got a dog waitin for me back home.

Harr: <faint irritation> Just answer the question.  I'll be arriving at my point shortly. <smiles> Just hazard a guess. How old would you say?

Dave: <thinks>From the look of you...<calculates> Good teeth... Got all yer hair. Bit Gray. Skin's smooth, couple wrinkles round the eyes... Back's straight. Prob'ly nearin 44 or 45 I'd guess.

Harr: Not a bad guess.  In fact, I was 37 when this ship picked me up.

Dave: Hmmm. How long ago was that?

Harr: <slowly and with emphasis> Dave, this ship picked me up 72 years ago.

Dave: Come on. We playin' around now?

Harr: No, Dave. I am being absolutely serious.

Dave: All right, I get it now.  Where's the camera? I'm on Totally Hidden Video, right?

Harr: I'm... Not sure I understand you.

Dave: <gets up, pushes some stuff around>Come on, this was funny but I figgered it out.  What's this stuff made of, cardboard?

Harr: Dave, I assure you- 

<sfx: pushes some buttons>

Dave: These lights look pretty cool. Hot damn! You guys go all out.

Listener: <heavy distortion>Are you prepared with a report?

Dave: <in horror>Jeezley Crow! What in the hail was that?

<sfx: button pressed>

Harr: Err- Not yet, listener.  I'm still talking to our subject. Harrison out.

<sfx:click> Dave! <pause. Then, menacingly:>sit...down...please!

Dave: <shaken>OK... OK. <sits> OK, so what was...? All right.

Harr: Dave, allow me to stop trying to break this to you gently and just tell you the entire story of why I am here... And why YOU are here.  <pause> I think...THIS will help you be a tad more receptive. <sfx: bottle opened, slide bottle across table>

Dave: <drinks> Ahhh... OK, mister. I'll listen to whatever you have to say. You sure picked the right way to get my attention.

Harr: <faintly> Yes, it pays to do research properly.  That's your favorite beer, isn't it?

Dave: That's right, Lone Star, ol' tried and true.  You gonna explain how you know THAT too?

Harr: Everything and everything will soon be made clear.

Dave: Well,then. By all means- fire away. <swigs>

<transition music if desired>

Scene 3
Harr: As I said, 72 years ago,  I was snatched from our shared home planet, into this very ship by a race of alien creatures. <musing>I was taking a nighttime stroll in the woods, as I recall, at night, in Mid-June.  The air was still and calm, and the sky was so clear... Well, the approaching rumblings caught my attention immediately. I was astounded to see a ship in the sky, gliding smoothly towards me-

Dave: Yeah, I know how you felt. <drinks>

Harr: <gently> No, not exactly, Dave.  Remember- and this is crucial to the explanation of all this- This was over 70 years ago. We had no technology that could compare to what I was seeing.  Marconi had only established the first short-wave radio link in 1920.  People were buying up radio kits and transmitting signals to each other, and we thought it was just about the top level of technology we'd ever reach.  We didn't have any high-tech Special effects movies like you're used to.

<pause> This race- they call themselves the Listeners- have been scanning the universe for millennia, trying to find signs of intelligent life other than themselves.  It’s hard for me to understand exactly where they originate from, but they are a fantastically advanced and benevolent race.  They had developed amazing technology on multiple fronts and wanted to share it.

Dave:  You're starting to lose me a bit there, Harrison.  These guys- the Listeners? Developed technology and stuff.  So their first idear is to find someone in the universe to share it with?

Harr: It's their guiding principle, Dave.  Technology for them isn't merely a pursuit of curiosity or conquest.  They had already benefited from their advances. Now it was time to use those advances to help others advance.  They have been listening for a long time, Dave.  They've been trying to detect some other race somewhere with the beginnings of technology, who would appreciate and be able to understand the great gifts they have to offer.

Dave: <snort> Listeners, I get it now.

Harr: With those first radio signals they picked up, they knew that humans had finally reached a stage of scientific advancement where they could appreciate a boost to their development; a boost the Listeners could offer.

Dave: OK. I'm with you. Sounds a little loopy to me, though.  What'd they do with you once they'd snatched you up?

Harr: Well, it became clear pretty quickly that despite the advances we'd made on Earth, these fellows were faaaaaaar ahead of what we could accomplish or even understand or appreciate.  It was at this time that they revealed to me their plan for colonizing the Earth.

<Sfx: Chair scrape, feet stamp on the floor>

Dave: Say what? These guys wanna take over?

Harr: No, Dave, they do not.  Now listen carefully- "colonization," as I put it, referred to their plan to present their advances in technology to the people of the earth, then spend time living with us, training us to use their wondrous creations.  After that, humans and Listeners would work side by side to continue the scientific  advancement and research and keep bettering life for everyone.  <pause>  Look at me, Dave.  You say I don't look older than 50.  I tell you I am over 100 years old.  The advances this race have made include measures to combat the effects of aging, fight disease, promote agriculture...

Dave: Hmm.. They sure did do a good job on preserving you.  So... What happened next?

Harr: Well, as I said, the world at the time wasn't quite ready for all this technology. The Listeners could tell this right away.  So the project was put on hold until mankind caught up a bit.   I couldn’t go back, not after what I had seen- it would've put into jeopardy the normal course of humanity's development. 

<Dave hums Jeopardy! Theme song>

We had to advance naturally to the point where we would be able to receive the gifts from the Listeners.  Ahem.

Dave: <stops humming> Oh. Sorry. Go on.

Harr: I stayed on board as a consultant regarding human behavior and culture, and as I instructed my alien hosts on the nature of Earth and humans, they began teaching me their wondrous technology little by little, demonstrating their amazing advances by curing me of all ailments and preserving my body... Shielding it from the effects of aging.  All the while, the Listeners continued to monitor Earth's progress, knowing that one day, eventually, Earth would be ready to receive and appreciate the gifts we had in store.

Dave: OK, Harrison, let me see if I got it all straight.  Those aliens jumped a bit too fast after they detected that we figgered out how to broadcast radio signals, but then it was too late to put you back. So they fixed you up and taught you all about their technology, so's you could...what? Be the emissary to Earth when the time came?

Harr: Ah, well, you bring up the next point.  They've been monitoring the advances in technology and science made on Earth. The last 30 years have seen TREMENDOUS leaps in scientific discovery.  Biotechnology, wireless communications, genetics- it's almost miraculous.  The Listeners feel it's finally time.  <bold and excited> Time to reveal their existence, to share their knowledge and secrets with mankind.

Dave: Hmmph. Yeah, I seen this movie before.   They'll want everyone to serve them and let them run Earth and stuff.  There's always a catch.

Harr: No, Dave. You're wrong there.  This race of beings isn't driven by a need for power or control.  They don't want to rule Earth.  Both species will live in harmony, without rule or domination. They just want to propel Earth's technological advancement ahead by introducing their technology to us.

Dave: <suspicious> Go on.

Harr: <sigh>So much has gone on in the time that I have been gone.  Despite our monitoring... I'm out of touch.  I've... Almost become an alien myself.  That's why I need you, Dave.  We've been monitoring several Earth folks like you, people who fit the bill as normal inhabitants of Earth, more familiar with its daily life and the technology of the last few decades. <pause> You're an average citizen of America- quite a world power these days, I understand.

Dave: Woo! USA! USA!

Harr: Ahem, yes.  You would act as a liaison between the Listeners and the rest of our world.  With your help, we can integrate these beings into Earth's culture. At that point, all they have to offer will be shared.  Diseases will be cured, life spans will be lengthened, great advances will be made in food production, transportation, space travel... And the Listeners will gain by seeing their efforts enhancing the lives of grateful souls.  That's really been their motivation all along.

Dave: <becoming sly> So you'd need me to bring these guys into society.. Innerduce them to Earth life and kinda help the world accept them?

Harris: Yes! That's exactly it. 

Dave: I'd need to hold press conferences, announce that these guys have all this technology they wanna share . Go on all the talk  shows  with 'em... Geraldo still have a talk show?

 Harrison: <excited> Announcing to everyone that we are at the dawn of a new age - one of discovery, selflessness and shared progress!

Dave: Think I'm-a need m' teeth fixed.

Harr: Yes! <pause> Wait-what?

Dave:  Well, I'll be a public figger.  What d'ya think that'd look like, me talking to Larry King with my teeth all crookit and snaggly?

Harris: <unsure> Well, I don't really see how that - 

Dave: An' think of what this'll do for m' love life.  When Tina sees that I'm in charge of the colonization, she'll come running right back to me like her tail was on fire.  <laffs> like I'll need her with all the other women I'm gonna get now...

Harr: Dave, I think you’re missing the point-

Dave: How much we planning on charging for all this super-technology we're introducing?

Harr: Ch-charging? You think we're taking *money* for this?

Dave: Well, sure! Why give it all away when we can make a buck on it? I'm-a get me one of them iPod video things. 

Harr: <sputters incoherently>

Dave: <in a low tone> Hey, we gonna share these gifts with *everyone* on earth?  Even the Ay-rabs over in the Middle East?

Harr: I-I Can't believe you're asking me-

Dave: 'Cause you know they'll just use it to blow up more people.  And the Jews already control everything, so you wanna be careful with those people too.

Harr: <groaning> Oh, what kind of a world have I returned to?

Dave: All right! I'm ready to rock.  When do we get started? We better-

Harr: <quietly> No.

Dave: Pardon?

Harr: No. <more emphatically>No, No. No. 

Dave: What? Come on, you need me.  And I got things I need.

Harr: No. This is supposed to be a selfless endeavor.

Dave: You gotta at least buy me a new house. In Hollywood, with a pool.

Harr: Stop. I can see this was obviously a big mistake, bringing you on board.  You have no grasp of what the project is all about, and... I'm sorry for wasting your time.

Dave: Hey, What? Come on now- this was sounding good for me. All right, forget the pool.  Just a nice house with a view of-

Harr: This project is not about your personal gain, Dave! The beings that are behind this effort had no ulterior motive in mind and neither should you. <sigh> I'm afraid I need to send you back.

Dave: Aw, shoot. Don't be like that.  I know we can do this.  Don't give up on me- USA! USA!

Harr: Dave... Please. You've embarrassed yourself enough.

Dave: <pause>OK. So... where do I go?

Harr: Out that door, back down the corridor.  The last door on the left. Someone will be waiting there to send you back down.

<sfx: shuffling footsteps, door slides open>

Dave: Hey, you sure about this? I woulda done a damn good job on Larry King.  Or m'own show even.

Harr: I'm truly sorry, Dave. You're just not what this project needs.

Dave: Huh. Aint the first job interview I flunked. The weirdest, maybe...

<sfx: steps, door closes>

Scene 4
<sfx: steps down a hallway, door opening>

Dave: Hey there- I uh, m'name's Dave, and uh...

Listener: I will send you back down now. 

Dave: Uh,yeah.  Look, is there someone else I can talk to about this?  I really got my hopes up in there.

Listener: No. Please step up on this pad.

Dave: Yeah. OK, I was just checkin'.

<Sfx: steps up onto platform>

Live long and prosper, or whatever you -

Listener: Engergizing teleporter.

<SFX: beam out>

<Ambiance: Outside, late nite, mosquitos buzzing>

Dave: Damn Damn, Dumb Dumb, Dave Dave Dave.... <sigh> Man, what a weird night. <pause> Reba! Where are ya, girl? Dumb dog run off again.. <Deep sniff/snort sound, maybe hock a loogie> As if I didn't go thru enough tonight.  <pause> Hm. Reba left over some steak. <sfx: chews> Wonder if there's any good girly flicks on pay-per-view?

Scene 5

<sfx: pacing, sit down heavily>

Harr: <sighs deeply>

<sfx: communicator beeps>

Listener:<over comm>I await your report.

<sfx: comm activate>Well, that was a complete waste of time.

Listener: Are you certain?

Harr: <Sigh again> That man represents nothing of the world I left behind.  He embodies none of the noble qualities I knew to be embedded in the human spirit. Somehow.... In the many years that I've been gone, Earth has changed into a vacuous, morally deficient wasteland.  

Listener: Shall we try again?

Harr: All the previous subjects we picked up and screened were certainly no better.  From fundamentalist hotheads to xenophobic madmen... And don't get me started on the woman who wanted to...how did she put it? "Make it with a bunch of alien folks?" <shudder>

Listener: Is there no hope?

Harr: Even if we worked with them, there is just no way they could rise to the occasion.  You picked me up too early... But we've come too late, I fear.

Listener: What are your orders?

Harr: We'll have to find a new world to colonize, I suppose.  We can do nothing here.  It's such a shame. I really wanted it to be MY planet that got chosen for this. We had so much to offer...Mankind could have reached new heights.  I suppose it's not really my planet anymore, is it. <sighs, long and hard. Then clears his throat> Oh, well.  Listener.... Wipe it out.

Listener:       <pause> That does not seem a prudent thing to do.  Why destroy them?

Harr:    Listen. You’ve heard me talking to all these subjects.  They’re boorish at best and capable of genocide in the most extreme cases.  Through this bloodiest of centuries, as their own technology continued to develop, they’ve found all sorts of new ways of hurting each other. Now that they know we’re out here… they'll branch out to the stars and become a race of conquerors. They’ll pollute and corrupt space the way they’ve soiled their own planet.

Listener: We are not generally inclined to use our technology to kill. Are you certain of this?

Harr: <angry> You couldn’t let me go back after what I’d seen! Now there are a dozen cases of alien abductions. Sooner or later, they will corroborate their stories… and then they will come to get us. They will take the gifts we planned to give to them freely, and they will exploit, rape and pick this ship dry in order to use our capability to their own twisted advantage.
Listener: <pause> Very well. Energizing demolition beams.

<SFX: ray coming online and powering up>

<Sfx: shut off comm>

Harr: Bloody, apathetic planet. I've no sympathy at all.

