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SUPER HERO

SUPER HERO

by David Clatworthy

ACT 1 SC1

 THE STAGE IS SET TO RESEMBLE A BOY'S ROOM IN A FLAT. PICTURES, POSTERS, DUVET COVERS, TOYS, MODELS, BOOKS ARE OF COMIC BOOK SUPERHEROES. THERE IS A BUNK-BED, A DRAWING TABLE AND A COUCH. ON THE DRAWING TABLE, AND DISPERSED THROUGHOUT THE ROOM ARE PICTURES OF HUMPHREY'S OWN DESIGN "SUPERFLY": A ZIP WHO BECAME A SUPER HERO. THE POSTER'S CAPTION IS "KEEP IT SAFE, OR ZIP IT UP". OFF RIGHT IS THE FRONT DOOR. OFF LEFT THE KITCHEN AND BATHROOM. UPSTAGE CENTRE IS A WINDOW. THE VIEW IS BLUE SKY. THE CURTAINS HAVE A SUPERHERO MOTIF. EVERYTHING SUGGESTS THAT THIS IS A CHILD'S ROOM. BUT SOON, WE DISCOVER THAT THIS IS HUMPHREY AND EDITH'S HOME. A LARGE CARDBOARD BOX AT THE WINDOW.

HUMPHREY IS IN FRONT OF THE DRAWING BOARD. HE IS ABOUT 65 . CLEARLY, HE HAS COME TO THE END OF SOMETHING. HE PUTS THE FINISHING TOUCHES TO THE DRAWING. HE MUMBLES TO HIMSELF.

HUMPHREY: “Superfly struggles weakly. He knows the end is in sight. One final gasp. One final surge of super power. But it is not enough. "Ha ha ha!" Captain Evil chuckles... evilly, "The Earth is mine! Forever!"


"Oh, my poor world!" gasps Superfly. "Can you ever forgive me for my one moment of weakness?"

EDITH ENTERS FROM THE BATHROOM. SHE IS IN HER EARLY SIXTIES. SHE STRAIGHTENS OUT HER DRESS AND HAIR AND LOOKS SADLY AT HUMPHREY. SHE STARTS TAKING MODELS OFF THE WINDOWSILL, PACKING THEM INTO A BOX.

HUMPHREY: (CONT) “Afterall, I'm just a man. Like any other man. Underneath my hero costume, I'm just flesh and blood. If you prick me, do I not bleed?...” 

EDITH: 
(WITHOUT LOOKING AT HIM.) Shakespeare.

HUMPHREY: (cont.) “...If you tickle me, do I not laugh? If you poison me...” What?

EDITH:
Shakespeare.

HUMPHREY STARES AT HER BLANKLY. HAS ABSOLUTELY NO IDEA WHAT SHE’S TALKING ABOUT. THEN HE LOOKS AROUND FOR SHAKESPEARE.

EDITH: 
You're doing it again.

HUMPHREY: What?

EDITH: 
 Every time you get to a poignant moment in your comics, you launch into Shakespeare. It's called plagiarism.

HUMPHREY: I can't help it. I've done 253 episodes. My brain has been sucked dry. (HE NOTICES THAT SHE IS PACKING HIS THINGS AWAY) What are you doing?

EDITH: 
You know very well what I am doing, Humphrey. We agreed that today was the day. No more Mrs Nice Guy. Enough is enough!

HUMPHREY: (SLOWLY) Today? Already? Today?

EDITH: 
Yes, Humphrey. Today.

HUMPHREY: But it's so soon!

EDITH 
(EXPLODING) It is not so soon, Humphrey! It's been fifty one years!

HUMPHREY: 
(IN A DAZE) Fifty one years? Already? I don't believe it. It seems like only yesterday...

EDITH: 
No! You are not giving me that "It seems like only yesterday..." speech again! You promised, Humphrey! Fifty one years ago, you promised. And every year, for fifty one years, you've given me that "It seems like only yesterday" speech.

HUMPHREY: 
It's gone so quickly!

EDITH: 
(MUMBLES) For you, maybe. For me, it's been every day. Three hundred and sixty five days a year for fifty- one years! (REASONABLY) You promised, Humphrey. When you drew the first comic book. Remember? You tried and tried, but no-one wanted it. You said that was going to be the only one. You said, and I’ve never forgotten: "If the bastards can't appreciate a good thing when it bites them in the backside, then they can bloody well do without!" Your words exactly.

HUMPHREY: 
It was good....wasn't it?

EDITH:
Of course it was good. All 253 episodes have been good! But Humphrey, no-one has bought a single episode.

HUMPHREY: 
I know. But I can't stop.

EDITH: 
Oh yes you can. You promised this is the final episode. (SOFTLY)Today Superfly dies.

HUMPHREY: 
Today? Oh yes.

HE TURNS BACK TO DRAWING BOARD AND FINISHES HIS CAPTIONS WHILE EDITH WATCHES WITH A MIXTURE OF SADNESS AND RELIEF.

HUMPHREY: 
(CAPT. EVIL VOICE) “Say goodbye, hero!” Superfly takes his last breath: "My world. My Earth. Take care of yourself. And for the last time: Keep it safe, or zip it up!" Superfly exhales his final breath. And dies.

(PAUSE)

HUMPHREY LOOKS AT THE SKETCH, THEN WRITES:

"The End"

HE SITS BACK FORLORNLY. EDITH GOES TO RESUME PACKING. SHE PICKS UP A FIGURE AND LOOKS AT IT FOR A WHILE. IT IS A VERY OLD MODEL: THE CREATURE OF THE BLACK LAGOON OR SOMESUCH.

EDITH: 
(ALMOST TO HERSELF) The first one.

HUMPHREY: 
(STILL STARING AT THE PICTURE) What?

EDITH: 
The one that started it all.

HUMPHREY: 
1950. "Superfly and the Alien from Anthrax One"

EDITH:  
(BEWILDERED) What the hell are you talking about? "Superfly and the Alien from..." I'm talking about this thing!

HUMPHREY TURNS TO HER. HE GETS UP SLOWLY AND GENTLY TAKES THE MODEL FROM HER. TURNS IT OVER. THEN BRINGS IT TO LIFE, TRYING TO ATTACK HER. EDITH JUST GLARES AT HIM. 

EDITH: 
It's definitely time, Humphrey! (SHE SNATCHES IT AWAY AND TOSSES IT INTO THE BOX)

HUMPHREY: 
Careful!

EDITH: 
Stop it! Humphrey, it’s a toy. These are cartoons. They will be never be real and you will never live in a cartoon world! You are not and never have been anything vaguely resembling a super hero of any kind! Look at this place! You'd swear you were still ten years old! I've had it, Humphrey! It's over. Can you get that into your thick head? Over!

PAUSE

HUMPHREY: 
Who are you giving them to, again?

EDITH:  
(SIGHS) The Toy Museum.

HUMPHREY NODS HIS HEAD. HE LOOKS AROUND THE ROOM AT HIS VAST COLLECTION. THEN MOVES AWAY

HUMPHREY:  
I'm going to the toilet.

EDITH:  
Thanks for sharing.

HUMPHREY GOES INTO THE BATHROOM AND GENTLY CLOSES THE DOOR. EDITH RESUMES HER PACKING. SHE PICKS ONE ACTION FIGURE THAT SHE LIKES IN SPITE OF HERSELF AND SUDDENLY BRINGS IT TO LIFE.

EDITH: 
(SOFTLY INTENSE. CHARACTER VOICE) Unhand him, I say! You'll pay for this you evil piece of ...of...of...what am I doing? Fifty one years in this nuthouse and I'm turning into one myself! (SHE TOSSES THE FIGURE INTO THE BOX. HUMPHREY BURSTS IN FROM THE TOILET. HE HAS TIED A TOWEL AROUND HIS NECK TO RESEMBLE A CLOAK. A PAIR OF TIGHTS AS A MASK. HE "FLIES" AROUND THE ROOM, FINALLY REACHING EDITH. 

HUMPHREY:  
(TRYING TO SCOOP HER UP) Fear not, sweet maiden! Help is at hand!

EDITH: 
(TRYING TO SWAT HIM AWAY) Unhand me, you fool!

HUMPHREY: 
(TAKING STRAIN) I'm trying to rescue you. Jesus! How much do you weigh?

EDITH: 
Jesus? At this stage? Nothing! He’s nothing more than a holy ghost. Now let me go before you pull something.

HUMPHREY: 
(LETTING GO. SULKING) Superheroes don't pull things!

EDITH: 
Oh, crickey. Hear we go again.

HUMPHREY: 
You always do this.

EDITH: 
Yes, Humphrey, I always do this. Because, at least one of us has to try to maintain some semblance of normality. 

HUMPHREY: 
All you need to do is just let yourself go. How hard can it be? Just once.

EDITH: 
So I can be like you? No thank you very much! I grew up, Humphrey. It's time you did too. When will you finally realise that you are not a superhero?

HUMPHREY: 
I could be! I know more about being a superhero than anyone I know.

EDITH: 
That doesn't say much. Every single application was turned down!

HUMPHREY: 
They weren't turned down! I am a member of virtually every Superhero club in the world! "The Justice League of America", the " Crusading Angels" of France, "X-Men Inc.", the "SuperTigers of Bombay", the "Dalai's Llamas" of Tibet, the...

EDITH: 
Yes, yes, yes. The "Emperor's Chopsticks" from Manchuria! And all of them turned you down!

HUMPHREY: 
If they turned me down, why do I have membership certificates for all of them?

EDITH: 
Your grand daughter, Muffy, has a certificate from the Tinkerbell Club. That doesn't her make her a fairy!

HUMPHREY: 
She could be one!

EDITH: 
She doesn't have pointy ears! How can she be a fairy if she doesn't have pointy ears. What the hell am I talking about?
PAUSE AS THEY GLARE AT EACH OTHER

HUMPHREY: 
So what you're saying is that because I don't have great big bulging muscles, I can't be a superhero?

EDITH: 
No, Humphrey. I'm saying that because you have sat on your backside for the last fifty-one years drawing comic books, you probably don't have the stamina to be a superhero. You gasp for breath every time you climb the steps. You're as out of shape as Elizabeth Taylor at an aerobics convention. And you can’t fly. Every Superhero club that you've subscribed to, has been more than happy to take your money in exchange for a piece of printed paper. But not one of them has ever said; "Hey, Humph, thanks for signing up! You're just the guy we need to take care of the problem in the middle East!"

HUMPHREY: 
(DEJECTED) They could really do with a super hero in the Middle East.
EDITH: 
No -one wants you, Mr Humphrey Green. Please! Accept it!

HUMPHREY: 
What about Superfly? I could be Superfly!

EDITH: 
(SIGHS DEEPLY) Let it go!

HUMPHREY: 
No! Listen! Superfly doesn't need to fly. I can get a velcro suit. And I can stick patches of velcro to all the buildings in the city. That way I can hop all over the place.

EDITH: 
Velcro? Humphrey, you're sixty five years old, if you went ...velcro hopping around the city in an emergency, it would take you fifty years to reach your destination. It'd be much quicker to just take a taxi. Why don't you just become "Taxi Man" and save this country from bad drivers?

HUMPHREY: 
(DISGUSTED) Super Heroes don't take taxis!

EDITH: 
Well, they really should. We could do with a few heroes in the underbelly of the taxi world. Our roads would be a lot safer! Oh, please, Humphrey, be Taxi Man! You can go round saying “You talkin’ to me? You talkin’ to me?”

THE DOOR BELL RINGS.

HUMPHREY: 
Coming! (HE STARTS MOVING TO THE DOOR)

EDITH: 
Take off your cloak and tights.

HUMPHREY TAKES OFF THE TIGHTS AND TOWEL AS HE CROSSES TO THE DOOR.

EDITH:
(TO HUMPHREY ) Who is it?

HUMPHREY: 
How should I know?

EDITH: 
You're a superhero. Use your X-ray vision, Captain Marvelous!

HUMPHREY GIVES HER A DIRTY LOOK AND STOPS AT THE DOOR.

HUMPHREY: 

Who is it?

EDITH: 
I already said that.

HUMPHREY: 
Who is it?

PAUSE THERE IS NO REPLY.

EDITH: 
Who is it?

HUMPHREY: 
No answer.

EDITH: 
(STARTING TO PANIC) Don't you open that door!

HUMPHREY: 
Oh, come on. Not that again.

EDITH: 
Yes! That again! You're not going to open that door to someone who doesn't answer again!

HUMPHREY: 
So what now? Must we stay inside for the rest of our lives? You get mugged once and you want to hide away for ever?
EDITH: 
They'll get tired and go away. Eventually.

HUMPHREY: 
And what if they don't?

EDITH: 
Humphrey! Not everyone is a superhero. Most people get tired of waiting and go home!

HUMPHREY: 
What if he's a homeless person?

EDITH: 
Well, then he'll get tired and go... to the park... or something. Don't you open that door!

HUMPHREY: 
For goodness' sake, woman! 

(HE UNLOCKS THE DOOR. EDITH SHRIEKS LIKE A BANSHEE AND DIVES FOR HIM AS HE STARTS OPENING THE DOOR)

EDITH: 
Close it!

HUMPHREY: 
Get off me before you hurt yourself!

EDITH: 
If you open this door, I'll kill you!

HUMPHREY: 
Not if he kills me first!

HE PUSHES HER ASIDE AND MANAGES TO OPEN THE DOOR. THE HALLWAY IS EMPTY. HUMPHREY POKES HIS HEAD OUT, LOOKS UP AND DOWN. GIVES A SATISFIED SMIRK AND TURNS BACK TO EDITH.

HUMPHREY: 
Told you. Probably just the kids playing their pranks again.

EDITH: 
What's that?

HUMPHREY: 
(LOUD) I said, probably just the kids playing...

EDITH: 
I'm not deaf. (SPELLING IT OUT) What is THAT!

SHE POINTS TO HIS FEET. HUMPHREY LOOKS DOWN AND SEES A PACKAGE AT HIS FEET. HE STARES AT IT FOR A LONG TIME. HE LOOKS BACK OUT INTO THE CORRIDOR. THEN BACK AT EDITH. HE SUDDENLY LOOKS TERRIFIED.

EDITH: 
Oh, for goodness' sake! (SHE MARCHES OVER AND PICKS UP THE PACKAGE) It's not a bomb, Humphrey. No-one is going to send us a bomb. No-one even knows we're alive. Except the rates and taxes people and they don't want to kill us, they need our money. (SHE THRUSTS THE PACKAGE INTO HIS HANDS) It's for you. (SHE MARCHES OVER TO THE WINDOW AND RESUMES PACKING)

HUMPHREY STARES AT THE PACKAGE FOR A WHILE. HE TURNS IT OVER AND OVER, BUT THERE IS NO INDICATION WHERE IT COMES FROM. HE SHAKES IT NEXT TO HIS EAR. HE LOOKS TO EDITH FOR ENCOURAGEMENT, BUT SHE'S FORGOTTEN ALL ABOUT IT. HE CLOSES THE DOOR AND GOES OVER TO THE COUCH AND SITS DOWN. SLOWLY HE OPENS THE PACKAGE. HE TAKES OUT A LETTER WITH AN EMBOSSED LETTERHEAD. HE STARES AT IT FOR A LONG TIME.

HUMPHREY: 
(SOFTLY ) It's from "The Justice League of America"

EDITH: 
You already paid that parking fine.

HUMPHREY: 
(STUMPED) What?

EDITH: 
Who?

PAUSE

HUMPHREY: 
Oh. "The Justice League of America".

EDITH: 
Membership fees overdue?

HUMPHREY: 
No. (HE READS A BIT) They're offering me an honorary Lifetime membership!

EDITH: 
How sweet. How much does it cost?

HUMPHREY: 
(
READS) Dear Mr Green. The Justice League of America has great pleasure in inviting you to join our League of Superheroes, as an Honorary Lifetime Member. Our observations of you over the past thirty seven years have revealed that you do indeed possess those qualities essential to pursuing a career as a superhero...

EDITH: 
It's taken them thirty seven years to come to that conclusion? I'm impressed. I would have thought fifty years at least.

HUMPHREY: 
(IGNORING HER) However, due to the vast amount of applications for superheroship, certain conditions must apply.

EDITH: 
Sounds like a radio ad. “Terms and conditions apply”.

HUMPHREY: (Cont)
1. You must choose an original superhero identity. 

EDITH: 
Now it sounds like a school exam.

HUMPHREY:     2. You will need to perform one heroic deed before the closing date of 28 FEBRUARY. This deed may not take the form of a suicide bombing. 28TH!   That doesn't give me much time!

EDITH: 
Ooh! Your amazing powers of deduction are already working.

HUMPHREY: 
...Proof of this deed will be required either by a sworn statement of the rescuee or an identifiable photograph.

EDITH: 
Do you think they'll accept a Polaroid? 'Cos we don't own of those fancy digital thingies.

HUMPHREY: 
It's the 9th. How am I going to find a superhero deed to do in....such a short time?

EDITH: 
( INNOCENTLY) You could burn the letter. Or start acting your age! And you don't even have to go out for that!

HUMPHREY: 
(GLARES AT HER) Jealous!  3. Enclosed, please find a youth Elixir. (HE TAKES A SMALL VIAL OUT OF THE PACKAGE. IT CONTAINS A CLEAR LIQUID)

EDITH:
There you go dear, there’s your first challenge!

HUMPHREY: 
(CONT) “...Once taken, you will be restored to a state of youth!

EDITH: 
Oh, come on, Humphrey! Enough is enough! That's probably just sugar water. Why don't you drink a Red Bull. At your age, that will have you buzzing around in no time!”
HUMPHREY: 
You'll see! (READS) 

 
"Should your application be successful, you will be instated as a fully accredited Super Hero. Reply within seven days and receive a discount of up to 50% from Hero Costumes Incorporated". Yours sincerely…


Oh my...oh my...oh my...Edith...they all signed it! All of them! Superman, Wonderwoman, Flash, Batman, Aquaman…


Isn't that beautiful?

(HE SHOWS HER THE LETTER. SHE EYES IT SCEPTICALLY. THEN READS THE POST SCRIPT)

EDITH: 
"P.S. The Justice League cannot be held responsible for tardy deliveries. That's nice to know. "PPS Please ensure that you drink all of the Elixir". It's dated the 4th of February 200…Oh no! That's ridiculous! This is dated 2002, Humphrey. That's years ago.

SHE RETURNS THE LETTER.

PAUSE

HUMPHREY:
 But the expiry date is…28th February 200…?  That gives me…19 days! What am I going to do? Who can I be? I don't have the body to be a Superman...

EDITH: 
Or a Wonderwoman!

HUMPHREY:
(HOLDS UP THE ELIXIR) Wouldn't it be wonderful?

EDITH: 
What? To be Wonderwoman? The woman every gay man wants to be? I'd have to change my bra size.

HUMPHREY: 
No! To be a super hero!

EDITH: 
And go back to my youth? Relive all those anxieties. And pimples. Meeting you for the first time again? I don't think so. I've come this far and I'm not going back for anything in the world.

HUMPHREY: 
But what if I take it? What will you do?

EDITH: 
Laugh. Humphrey, dearest Humphrey. Do you honestly believe that by taking that (POINTS TO THE ELIXIR), you are going to be young again?

HUMPHREY: 
(STUDIES THE VIAL). Yes.

EDITH:   
Do you really want to be younger than your son?

HUMPHREY: 
I hadn't thought about that.

EDITH: 
There's a lot you haven't thought about. You're living in a fantasy. Your days are dreams. You can’t go back fifty years and start all over again?

HUMPHREY: 
I don't want to start all over again, Edith. We've both come such a long way. We've learned so much. I don't want to have to learn it all over. But this is my dream. This is what I've always wanted and now I'm being given the chance. Shouldn't that amount to something? Shouldn't I, at this stage of my life, be able to make this decision...this choice?

PAUSE

EDITH: 
Not really. I'm scared, Humphrey...I'm scared that you've become senile! I'm scared that the fifty one years we've...I won't say enjoyed, because that would only be half true...we've endured together, will all amount to nothing...

HUMPHREY: 
But I won't...

EDITH: 
Don't interrupt me. I'm not scared that you're going to be young again and run off with some young thing. I'm scared that you won't be young again- that your ...dreams, will shatter and the ...illusion that you've built around yourself will come crashing down around you. And I'm too old to start picking up the pieces...again.

HUMPHREY: 
How can you be so sure that it won't work?

EDITH: 
For goodness' sake, Humphrey! Superheroes belong in comic books! They are not real! The Justice League of America was established to sucker people like you into giving them money! There is no such thing as Batman, or Robin or Superman...(SLOWLY AND SOFTLY) or even your own Superfly...they're not real. They never will be real. You have a wonderful imagination. It has been a lot of fun. But...please....please...Don't do this to yourself. Don't do this to me...........Don't do this to us....

LONG PAUSE

HUMPHREY SITS STARING AT THE VIAL, THE WEIGHT OF THE WORLD ON HIS SHOULDERS. FINALLY, HE LOOKS AT EDITH FOR A LONG TIME.

HUMPHREY: 
I love you.

THE LIGHTS FADE AS HE PULLS OUT THE CORK, SLUGS BACK HALF THE ELIXIR, REPLACES THE CORK AND SITS BACK TO AWAIT THE OUTCOME. EDITH'S HANDS SLOWLY RISE TO HER FACE AS THE LIGHTS

BLACK OUT.

IN THE DARKNESS, WE HEAR SOUNDS OF TORTURE. SCREAMS, HOWLS, HORRIBLE SQUISHY BONE AND SKIN SHIFTING NOISES AND OVER IT ALL, EDITH SHRIEKING IN HORROR.

SCENE 2.
LIGHTS UP. EDITH AND HUMPHREY ARE STILL IN EXACTLY THE SAME POSITION. HUMPHREY STILL LOOKS THE SAME. EDITH DROPS HER HANDS AND WALKS ROUND TO LOOK AT HIM. SHE STARES AT HIM FOR A LONG TIME.

HUMPHREY: 
Well?

EDITH: 
Well what?

HUMPHREY: 
How do I look?

EDITH TURNS HER HEAD THIS WAY AND THAT AS SHE EXAMINES HIM. HUMPHREY ALSO STARTS TURNING HIS HEAD, PRESENTING HIS PROFILES, THRUSTING OUT HIS JAW ETC. FINALLY SHE IS DONE. SHE STRAIGHTENS UP.

EDITH: 
I can honestly say, I've never seen you look so...

HUMPHREY STARTS SMILING BROADLY.

EDITH: 
...So...stupid!

HUMPHREY'S SMILE SLOWLY FADES. HIS HAND GOES UP TO HIS FACE AND HE FEELS THE SAME OLD FEATURES. HE DROPS HIS HANDS.

HUMPHREY: 
The same?

EDITH: 
The same. I would really like to say I'm sorry, dear, but I'm not. I'm relieved. Now maybe it's finally over. Maybe you can lay it...all... to rest.

HUMPHREY PICKS UP THE LETTER AND STARES AT IT. HE TENDERLY TOUCHES THE SIGNATURES, SAYING THEIR NAMES. HE PUTS IT DOWN.

HUMPHREY: 
Why would they do this to me? They're such...honourable people...

EDITH: 
(WALKS BEHIND THE COUCH AND TOUCHES HIS HAIR SOFTLY IN PASSING) I'm going to make some tea. You want some?

HUMPHREY IS SILENT. SHE GOES INTO THE KITCHEN. HE LOOKS AROUND THE ROOM AT THE MODELS AND POSTERS, THE DRAWING BOARD. HE GETS UP VERY EASILY, BUT TOO PREOCCUPIED TO NOTICE. HE GOES TO THE DRAWING BOARD AND TAKES THE PICTURE OF SUPERFLY OFF.

HUMPHREY: 
Goodbye, old friend. 

HE TURNS AWAY AND CRASHES OVER HIS CHAIR. BUT HE TUCKS HIS HEAD IN AND DOES A NEAT HEADROLL. HE LIES ON THE GROUND, STUNNED. 

EDITH: 
(FROM THE KITCHEN) Humphrey? Are you alright?

PAUSE

EDITH: 
(SHE RUSHES IN) Humphrey! (SEES HIM ON THE GROUND) Humphrey! Oh my goodness! Humphrey, are you alright? Oh, you silly man! You didn't try and kill yourself again, did you?

SHE RUSHES TO HIM. HUMPHREY IS SHAKING ON THE GROUND. SHE KNEELS NEXT TO HIM AND TURNS HIM OVER. HE IS LAUGHING.

EDITH: 
(BEWILDERED) No, no, Humphrey. Hold on. Please don't lose it now. It's alright. You are still my superhero. You'll always be my superhero.

HUMPHREY: 
It worked!

EDITH: 
Yes, dear. Can you move your legs? Are you in pain? Oh, God! You're not paralyzed, are you? I don't think I'll be able to push you in a wheelchair!

HUMPHREY: 
(SITS UP AND GRABS HER BY THE SHOULDERS) Edith. Stop it! I'm fine. No, I'm not. I'm more than fine. I'm getting young again. The elixir is working!


(HE JUMPS UP) Look! (HE JUMPS UP AND DOWN)

EDITH: 
Humphrey, stop it! You're scaring me! We need to get you to doctor.
HUMPHREY: 
Look at me! Do you know how long it's been since I could do this? (HE DOES SOME MORE JUMPS) I'm becoming a superhero! (HE BENDS TO PICK HER UP) Come on! Let's dance!

EDITH: 
I don't really feel like dancing right now, dear. Anyway, there's no music.

HUMPHREY: 
Of course there is. My head is full of music! (HE STARTS SINGING “FLY ME TO THE MOON”. HE TRIES TO PICK HER UP, BUT PULLS SOMETHING IN HIS BACK AND COLLAPSES) Oh, my back!

EDITH: 
You see! I told you you were going to hurt yourself, you silly old man!

SHE GETS UP AND DUSTS HERSELF OFF.

EDITH: 
Can you get up, Humphrey or should I ask the neighbours for help.

HUMPHREY: 
(TESTING HIS BACK) I'm fine. I think I just need to take it slowly. It's been a long time since I had anything resembling a muscle. I think they just need to get used to exercise again. (HE SLOWLY STANDS UP. EDITH TRIES TO HELP)

EDITH: 
Easy, dear.

HUMPHREY: 
Don't "easy dear" me. I feel strong as an ox.

EDITH: 
Stubborn as an ox is more like it!

HUMPHREY GRABS HER AND STARTS DANCING. EDITH SHRIEKS AND TRIES TO KEEP UP. SHE BECOMES AWARE OF SOMETHING DIFFERENT IN HIS PANTS.

EDITH: 
Humphrey?

HUMPHREY: 
Yes?

EDITH: 
Uhm...something is different.

HUMPHREY: 
Do you feel it?

EDITH: 
I'll say!

HUMPHREY: 
My arms feel like they're growing! I feel the strength…rushing in!

EDITH: 
I wasn't talking about your arms, dear. (SHE STOPS DANCING AND STEPS AWAY FROM HIM, LOOKING AT HIS CROTCH) What is that?

HUMPHREY LOOKS DOWN AT HIS FEET.

HUMPHREY: 
What? HE LIFTS HIS SHOES TO LOOK UNDERNEATH

EDITH: 
(POINTING) That!

HE REALISES WHERE SHE IS POINTING AND FEELS. HE PULLS HIS HAND AWAY IN SHOCK.

HUMPHREY: 
Jesus!

HE LOOKS AT EDITH WHO LOOKS AT HIM.

EDITH: 
Is that...I mean ...is that..what....

HUMPHREY: 
(FEELS AGAIN) I think so!

EDITH: 
Can I see?

HUMPHREY: 
Let me take a look first. (HE PULLS AWAY HIS PANTS AND LOOKS QUICKLY) Jesus! Uhm...I don't think you should...

EDITH: 
Humphrey! I'm your wife! I'm going to see sooner or later, whether you like it or not.

HUMPHREY: 
I suppose so. (HE HOLDS HIS PANTS AWAY FOR HER. SHE STEPS CLOSER) But don't scream or anything, OK. My ears seem to be very sensitive.

EDITH: 
(TAKES A PEEK, SHRIEKS) OH MY GOD!

HUMPHREY: 
CLUTCHES HIS EARS) I told you not to shout!  Ow!

EDITH: 
You're not coming near me with that thing!

HUMPHREY: 
I haven't come near you for years.

EDITH: 
So now I suppose you're going to want to run around showing off to all the young girls out there!

HUMPHREY: 
Why would I want to do that?

EDITH: 
Because...because you're a man! And suddenly you're a man with a big....thing! And men with big…things…

HUMPHREY: 
It's not that big.

EDITH: 
I’ll be the judge of that! 

PAUSE. HE CHECKS ON HIS NEW WATERWORKS AGAIN.

EDITH: 
Oh, for goodness' sake. You're not going to be one of those men who always fondle themselves, are you? Because if you are, then you can...well...you can just ....just ...stop it!

HUMPHREY: 
Edith! It's me! Humphrey! I haven't changed my personality. I've just become a bit younger. I'm still the same man you married...just a bit bigger, that's all.

EDITH: 
Yes. But what are you going to do with that...bigger. There are certain responsibilities…

HUMPHREY: 
(EXASPERATED) Nothing! I'm becoming a superhero! I have a code of ethics to follow. I help people...I have to try to make the world a better place. Just because I've suddenly been ...endowed...doesn't mean that I'm going to rush about like a dog with a whiff of heat up his nose.

EDITH: 
(IN A RUSH) That's what they all say. But just you wait. Once you start getting out and...rescuing…damsels in distress, and becoming a hero, you'll gradually stay out later and later, “Sorry I’m late dear, just had to save that blonde in Tahiti… got her hair caught up in her bra strap”. I'll be stuck here all on my own. We'll never go out shopping or for walks because suddenly you'll be out all the time. I'll knit jerseys that will never fit you because your muscles will keep getting bigger and bigger. You'll be home late for supper every night because you're working late. Your supper will be dried out and you'll get sick of it. Then you'll start getting takeaways for dinner and your arteries will get clogged up and you'll have a superhuman heart attack that will blow up the whole of Johannesburg!

HUMPHREY: 
(GOES TO HER AND HOLDS HER) I wouldn't be much of a superhero if I did those things. Listen. I love you. Nothings going to change...much. Sure I'll be younger and stronger...and busier. But not much. Everything will be alright. You're going to be so proud of me. OK? OK?

EDITH: 
Let me have another look?

HUMPHREY: 
COY) Oh, come on, Edith. (HE MOVES AWAY FROM HER) I'd better start training.

EDITH: 
Oh! Tea! (SHE WALKS PAST THE COUCH AND SEES THE VIAL. SHE PICKS IT UP. SHE THINKS ABOUT IT, THEN TOSSES IT DOWN ON THE COUCH) Finish your medicine like a good boy.

HUMPHREY: 
What? (SHE POINTS TO THE VIAL AS SHE LEAVES. HE PICKS IT UP. THERE'S STILL HALF LEFT. SHOUTS OFF) Do you think I should take the rest of this? 

EDITH: 
(OFF) What?

HUMPHREY: 
The Elixir! Do you think I should take it? 

EDITH: 
( MUMBLES) You'll be hung like a horse. (LOUDER) Of course you should take it. That's what it said in the letter, didn't it?

HUMPHREY: 
Yes. But it worked so quickly. What if I go into shock or something? What if my heart...explodes?

EDITH: 
I was just joking.

HUMPHREY: 
No, but what if it's too much?

EDITH: 
I don't think they would send you too much, Humphrey. You wouldn't be much good to them if you were dead, would you?

HUMPHREY: 
I suppose not. But I really feel good as I am. I feel strong...and fit.

EDITH: 
You've always been able to fool yourself.

HUMPHREY: 
(TO HIMSELF) I think I'll wait a bit. (A THOUGHT STRIKES HIM) What about you?

EDITH: 
I'm fine dear. Back's a bit sore. Probably slept funny.

HUMPHREY: 
No. I mean why don't you take the rest?

EDITH: 
I am a bit tired. I’ll rest later. But you know me and my tea. Nothing gets between me and my tea. 

HUMPHREY: 
(TO HIMSELF) For goodness' sake. (HE GOES TO THE KITCHEN AND STANDS IN THE DOORWAY) This! I mean this. Why don't you take the rest of it? Then we can both be young...together.

EDITH BRUSHES PAST HIM WITH A CUP OF TEA RATTLING ON A SAUCER.

EDITH: 
Don't be silly, dear. (SHE SITS ON THE COUCH AND PICKS UP THE LETTER) It says you have to drink all of the Elixir. Anyway, if I were to be young and gallivanting again, who'd keep the flat tidy? I know you won't have any time, being a superhero with a superhero- sized whatsit in your pocket.

HUMPHREY: 
Oh, come on Edith. Enough with the whatsit. The way you're carrying on, you'd think you were angling for a bit of ...whatsit, yourself!

EDITH: 
I beg your pardon! The only place your going to fit that ...thing...is through the window! Yes, you go off rescuing young maidens and see how far you get with that...thing. I should think it’ll be more of an encumbrance than an asset.

HUMPHREY: 
What the hell has gotten into you? I've said it before and I'll say it again: I am not going to go poking my whatsit into every Tom, Dick and Harry I meet in the street!

EDITH: 
Tom, Dick and Harry? Oh, Humphrey, is there something you want to tell me?

HUMPHREY: 
You know what I mean! Every...Sheila ...Jane and...Sally! Anyway, it's not just girls that need rescuing, you know. Men sometimes need rescuing too.

EDITH: 
Oh I'm sure a lot of Tom, Dick and Harry's would love being carried off in your strong arms!

HUMPHREY: 
Stop it! Why do you always have to belittle everything about superheroes? As soon as I mention the word "Superhero", you're off on some tangent, making fun of them!

EDITH: 
Well, dear, you have to admit, grown men in tights and masks...in this day and age. They're a definite target, don't you think?

HUMPHREY: 
No I don't. If I thought that, I wouldn't want to be a superhero, would I?

EDITH: 
I don't know. Would you?

HUMPHREY: 
(AWKWARD) Well...the important thing is...it doesn't matter what they look like, it's what they do that counts. And saving people from danger...Well I wouldn't care if I was dressed in purple and yellow lycra, as long as I was doing good for the planet....

EDITH: 
(DEADPAN) Purple and yellow?

HUMPHREY: 
What's wrong with purple and yellow?

EDITH: 
(LOOKS AT HIM FOR A LONG TIME) Nothing. (TAKES A SIP OF HER TEA)

HUMPHREY WANDERS AROUND. HE FLEXES HIS MUSCLES. HIS DEFINITELY FEELING STRONGER. HE PRACTICES A FEW LUNGES AND MARTIAL ARTS MOVES, BUT HE IS VERY AWKWARD. HE KEEPS LOOKING AT EDITH BUT SHE STUDIOUSLY IGNORES HIM. HE CHECKS HIS POCKET MONSTER AND GIVES AN IMPRESSED SMIRK. EDITH SPINS AROUND AT THAT MOMENT AND HE HASTILY COVERS UP. EMBARRASSED. NOW EDITH GIVES A SATISFIED SMIRK AS THE LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK.

SCENE 3.
LIGHTS UP.

HUMPHREY IS DOING A STRETCHING ROUTINE. HE DOES A COUPLE OF MOVES, THEN STARTS BENDING TO TOUCH HIS TOES. EDITH PEEPS OUT OF THE BATHROOM. SHE TAKES NOTE OF HIS FINE FORM. SHE STEPS INTO THE ROOM AND SHE IS WEARING A SKIMPY LITTLE NEGLIGEE. SHE SLOWLY VAMPS HER WAY OVER TO HUMPHREY AND STOPS IN FRONT OF HIM. HE NOTICES HER LEGS AND COMES UP SLOWLY. WHEN HE SEES WHAT SHE IS WEARING HE GIVES A LITTLE YELL OF FRIGHT. HE BACKS OFF.

EDITH: 
(POSING) Hello, big boy.

HUMPHREY: 
(GULPS) Hello.

EDITH: 
(APPROACHING) You're looking mighty fine this morning. 

HUMPHREY: 
(BACKING OFF) Thank you. I really feel...

EDITH: 
Enough about you. Let's talk about me.

HUMPHREY: 
(GETTING THE COUCH BETWEEN THEM) Sure. OK. You look ...interesting. Where did you find that?

EDITH: 
Interesting? What kind of a word is that? Is that all you have to say for yourself? A fine specimen of a man, like you? Interesting? I'll tell you what's interesting: Space, the stars, the planets, that's interesting. The government's Defence budget, that's interesting. But what I am wearing, Humphrey, my dear, is anything but interesting. But what is interesting, is what I intend doing with what I'm wearing!

HUMPHREY: 
Oh. And what's that?

EDITH: 
(GETTING VERY CLOSE TO THE COUCH) Come here and I'll show you.

HUMPHREY: 
I'm really very busy at the moment, Edith...I'm...

EDITH: 
(LAUNCHES HERSELF AT HIM. HE DODGES AND SHE FLIPS OVER THE BACK OF THE COUCH. HE RUSHES ROUND TO THE FRONT) 

HUMPHREY: 
Wow. This superhero stuff has really given me quick reflexes. (HE DOES A FEW QUICK MOVES) Amazing!

PAUSE

EDITH GROANS FROM BEHIND THE COUCH. 

HUMPHREY: 
Edith? Are you alright?

SHE GROANS A BIT LOUDER.

HUMPHREY: 
Edith! (HE LAUNCHES HIMSELF OVER THE COUCH.)

EDITH: 
Ow! You big oaf!

HUMPHREY: 
Sorry. I'm just trying to help! Where are you hurt? 

PAUSE

HUMPHREY: 
Edith! Edith! (HE STANDS UP, BACK TO THE AUDIENCE. SUDDENLY EDITH'S HAND SHOOTS UP AND GRABS HIM AND PULLS HIM DOWN AGAIN)

EDITH: 
Come here, big boy! I'll show you where it's hurting!

HUMPHREY: 
(SHRIEKS AND SHOOTS UP. HE BACKFLIPS OVER THE COUCH. HE STANDS AND PULLS HIS PANTS UP.) Edith! I don't have time for this right now! 

EDITH SNAKES UP THE BACK OF THE COUCH, HER HAIR IS A MESS AND SHE GRINS DEMENTEDLY.

EDITH: 
Come into my parlour, said the spider to the Superfly!

HUMPHREY: 
Edith! Please! I'm really serious, I don't have time for this! We're half way through the month already and I'm still struggling to do thirty sit -ups.

EDITH: 
You should have taken all your medicine, you naughty boy.  (SHE SLITHERS OVER THE COUCH AND LANDS ON THE FLOOR AT HIS FEET. SHE STARTS SNAKING UP HIS LEGS) (SILKILY) Come on, Humphrey. We've always shared everything. Don't you want to share your knew... friend with me?

HUMPHREY: 
He's not my friend! I mean... It...It's not my friend!

EDITH: 
(CONTINUES TO VAMP HIM. HUMPHREY KEEPS BACKING AWAY UNTIL HE'S AT THE LADDER TO THE BUNK BED. HE CLIMBS UP BACKWARDS. EDITH FOLLOWS) What kind of superhero are you going to be with that kind of attitude? You have to share your skills, darling. You've been endowe...blessed with a wonderful attribute. And remember our wedding vows?...We promised to share...EVERYTHING! Now share, you bastard!

HUMPHREY: 
Edith, wait! I can't share with you now! I'm in training. I told you about the Superheroes code of...

EDITH: 
Stuff the Superheroes! I'm your bloody wife. Now you share with me, Humphrey Green. You share with me right now, or so help me, I will make your life a misery from this moment forth! (SWEETLY) Do you understand?

HUMPHREY: 
(BETWEEN AND ROCK AND A SEMI-HARD PLACE) Don't make me choose, Edith. Not now. Please. When I'm a qualified superhero and I've worked out my schedule, I promise you can have as much of me as is left...

EDITH: 
Leftovers? What am I? The dog? Uh uh! Now, Humphrey. And if I think you're good enough, then I'll consider letting you get on with your workout. But not a minute before. In fact, darling, you're wasting precious time. Now be a good boy and pull your pants down!

PAUSE

HUMPHREY: 
Oh for goodness' sake. Come on then. Let's get it over with!

EDITH: 
CLIMBING UNDER THE DUVET) Hurry, Humphrey, hurry. I'm not getting any younger, you know!

HUMPHREY: 
(FOLLOWING HER) I told you to take the rest of the Elixir.

EDITH: 
No, dear. This is much more fun. I feel like some old rich bitch with her toy boy.

HUMPHREY: 
Oh. Well. That's a real turn on.

EDITH: 
Hurry up.

HUMPHREY HASTILY GROPES HER.

PAUSE

EDITH: 
Not so fast! Relax! What's the rush?

HUMPHREY: 
You said I must hurry!

EDITH: 
For God's sake, Humphrey. 

HUMPHREY:
What?

EDITH: 
(EXASPERATED SPELLING IT OUT) Humphrey. I meant hurry up so you can start going slowly! I am sixty three.  How many times have you done this? Hmm? Have you ever known me to be in a hurry?

PAUSE

HUMPHREY: 
Once.

EDITH: 
Exactly! What? When?

HUMPHREY: 
That night on our honeymoon when we nearly drowned on the lake.

EDITH: 
You're talking about fifty one years ago, Humphrey!

HUMPHREY: 
Well, you said 'Have I ever known you to be in a hurry'.

EDITH: 
You have the memory of an elephant! Anyway, that night, on the lake, wasn't our honeymoon. Our honeymoon was in Malawi. The night we " nearly drowned", was in Sabie!

HUMPHREY: 
It was not! How can you say that. You nearly drowned when you slipped off that rock at the hot springs! We nearly drowned when that boat collided with ours on Lake Malawi.

EDITH: 
Rubbish! The hot springs was that godforsaken weekend at Warmbaths! Lake Malawi was those other people we were with, those friends of your sister...that ex recce what...Blackie...Blackie Swart...remember?

HUMPHREY: 
Yes! And that's when we nearly drowned.

EDITH: 
At Lake Malawi, Humphrey, dearest, and entire village was nearly wiped out when a speed-boat crashed into their little taxi boat. They were the ones that drowned. Not us. Don't you remember the ululating that went on all bloody night. No-one could sleep a wink. It wasn't us, dear. We were safe and sound on dry land. Remember, Mr. Elephant?

HUMPHREY: 
Oh yes. Boy that was some honeymoon! Remember? You had that stomach bug the whole time and you couldn't eat anything. Soup and bread for Christmas lunch!

PAUSE

EDITH: 
You're wasting time!

HUMPHREY: 
Now she's in a hurry again.

EDITH: 
I'm right here, Humphrey. Don't talk about me as if I'm not here. I'm right here.

HUMPHREY: 
(MUMBLES ) I know!

EDITH: 
What?

HUMPHREY: 
Nothing. Do we really have to do this? I've kind of lost the mood.

EDITH: 
What mood? You're never in the mood!

HUMPHREY: 
Me?

EDITH: 
Yes, you! Night after night I waste my time trying to put you in the mood. All you can do is pretend that nothing's happening. In bed with your book! Why you ever got married, I’ll never know. You should have just married your books! Then you could practice your superhero code of ethics with a clear conscience!

HUMPHREY: 
Excuse me! I'm the one who's always testing to see if you're in the mood! With you it's always "Sorry, darling, but I'm really tired".

EDITH: 
At least I say sorry. But I wouldn't have to be tired if you didn't wait until you'd finished the damn chapter before you decided to roll over and be amorous.

HUMPHREY: 
Oh, let's just forget it!

EDITH: 
No way, superhero. I'm getting a piece of your secret weapon before anyone else gets the chance. And I don't care how long it takes to get you in the mood! So do what you have to do, Humphrey,  close your eyes and think of England, whatever. But you’re mine, superhero...Come to mamma!

BLACKOUT.

SCENE 4

LIGHTS UP

EDITH SITS ON THE COUCH KNITTING SOMETHING WITH BRIGHT WOOL. SHE HUMS HAPPILY. FROM THE BUNK -BED HUMPHREY GROANS AND STIRS. HE SITS UP. EDITH'S SMILE BROADENS. HUMPHREY STRETCHES AND SITS UP. 

EDITH: 
(CHEERFULLY) Good morning!

HUMPHREY: 
(SLEEPY) What time is it?

EDITH: 
And the evening and the morning were the second day.

HUMPHREY: 
What?

EDITH: 
Two days, sleepy head. You've been asleep for two days.

HUMPHREY: 
(SHOOTS OUT OF BED. HE'S GOT HIS BOXER SHORTS ON) What? What's the date?

EDITH:
 I'm not sure.

HUMPHREY: 
Two days? I feel like I’ve been hit by a train. My training programme! I've lost two days!

EDITH: 
Oh, never mind, dear. I'm sure you had enough exercise to last a week! Oh, Humphrey! You were magnificent! You beast of burden! You slayer of dragons.  (SHE DROPS HER KNITTING AND GOES TO THE BED) Once more? Please? Just once more? Sir Humphrey!

HUMPHREY: 
NO! Edith, please. Enough is enough. I've got to get back on schedule!

EDITH: 
Oh, all right. (SHE GOES BACK TO THE COUCH AND RESUMES KNITTING) I don't think I could actually manage another round. (SHE GIGGLES GIRLISHLY)

HUMPHREY CLIMBS OFF THE BUNK AND HURRIES TO THE BATHROOM.

EDITH:
So?

HUMPHREY:
(OFF) So what?

EDITH:
No, dear. That is not the answer I’m looking for.

HUMPHREY: (OPENS THE DOOR AND POKES HIS HEAD OUT) I’m trying to relieve myself of two days’ water retention. What are you talking about?

EDITH:
I want to know how it was for you.

HUMPHREY: Oh. (BACK INSIDE. CLOSES DOOR) Good.

EDITH WAITS EXPECTANTLY BUT NOTHING HAPPENS.

EDITH:
How good?

HUMPHREY:
It was fine, Edith.

EDITH:
WINCES. Fine. Oh good. I’m glad you had a good time, dear.

HUMPHREY: It was fine. It was really good.

EDITH: (SULKY) It was fine. It was really good. Does everything still look the same?

HUMPHREY: What?

EDITH: No mountains move for you?

HUMPHREY: What?

EDITH: Never mind.

HUMPHREY: 
Two days. I can't believe you let me sleep for two days! I can't believe I slept for two days!

EDITH: 
Don’t worry, dear, it was for a good cause.....Oh, Humphrey! Your first good deed as a superhero! I will definitely sign an affidavit! Pity we didn't take any pictures though. I don't think the girls will believe me. My super hero husband.

HUMPHREY: 
(FROM BATHROOM) I'm not a superhero yet. At this rate I'll never be a super hero.

EDITH: 
You'll always be my superhero. If I die tomorrow, God forbid, I'll die with a smile on my face. I don't care if you go off with a young girlie, because I'll always know that I was the first!

THE TOILET FLUSHES AND HUMPHREY COMES BACK IN. HE GOES TO THE CUPBOARD AND TAKES OUT A PAIR OF GYM SHORTS AND A T-SHIRT. HE STRIPS OFF THE BOXERS AND PUTS ON THE SHORTS AND T-SHIRT. HE STARTS DOING SOME STRETCHES. HE NOTICES HER KNITTING.

HUMPHREY: What are you going on about?

EDITH:
I want to know what it was like for you.

HUMPHREY:
I told you.

EDITH:
Wasn’t it …different?

HUMPHREY:
Well, it’s been a while so…

EDITH: 
No. The body never forgets. Humphrey, you (POINTEDLY) are different.

HUMPHREY:
Doesn’t feel any different. Why should it be any different? Was it different for you?

EDITH:
You mean apart from the fact that you are three times bigger?

HUMPHREY: 
Oh, come on, Edith, not three times…

EDITH:
You must have fallen asleep. Didn’t you hear me? Didn’t I sound different?

HUMPHREY:
(JOKING) Oh! Was that you? 

EDITH:
Humphrey!

HUMPHREY:
Just joking. What are you doing?

EDITH:
SIGHS.  
Knitting your costume.

HUMPHREY: 
Knitting? Isn't wool going to be a bit hot for a costume?

EDITH: 
Think of those icy winter nights when you have to go out and save some poor wretch dangling from the eighth floor.

HUMPHREY: 
And what about sweat? And rain? Isn't it going to shrink, or stretch or stink?

EDITH: 
Depends on you, dear.

HUMPHREY: 
(STUMPED)

PAUSE

HUMPHREY: 
Anyway, I haven't decided what I'm going to be yet! I don't even know what my colours are going to be.

EDITH: 
Superfly.

HUMPHREY:
 I didn't say I was going to be Superfly!

EDITH: 
I know, dear. But you know Superfly so well. And trying to save the world from AIDS is a wonderful thing to do. It sends out such a positive message.

HUMPHREY: 
I don't think I want to be Superfly.

EDITH: 
Why not?

HUMPHREY: 
I don't know. Maybe I should be someone else...like Superman....or Captain America...

EDITH: 
Oh come on, Humphrey. What is this obsession that South Africans have with America?  The Americans really don't have the answers to everything, you know. Just because they seem to have so much more creative freedom doesn't mean that they are the be-all and -end -all of everything. 

HUMPHREY:
 I don't want to be an American! I just like the way they do their super heroes.

EDITH: 
Oh, there's a novel idea: you could be a cartoon.

HUMPHREY: 
I meant the way they...that their...it's...agh, you know what I mean.

EDITH: 
Always. What's wrong with being a local superhero?

HUMPHREY: 
We don't really have any.

EDITH: 
Let me rephrase that: What's wrong with being a local super hero?

HUMPHREY: 
We don't really have any.

EDITH: 
Of course we do! What about Nelson Mandela. You can't be more superheroic than that!

HUMPHREY: 
Nelson Mandela isn't a superhero; He's a statesman. A bloody good one, but a statesman none the less. The only superheroic thing he did was to force feed himself a diet of law degree and a bunch of common sense in prison. Yes, he's a phenomenal person, but he's not a super hero. Anyway, I don't want to be a super hero President! What kind of costume will I wear ...a brown pin-stripe suit or a Madiba shirt? 

EDITH: 
I think Nelson is a wonderful superhero.

HUMPHREY: 
I'm sure Graca feels the same, but I'm not going to be a white South African presidential superhero. I'll be the laughing stock of the world. No one will take me seriously. I'll single-handedly devalue the Rand! And I suppose instead of flying, I can travel around doing good deeds in my 4x4? 


'4X4 Man! Saviour of the mall parking lot! ( CHEESY SUPER HERO VOICE) "Excuse me, ma'am, can I carry your bags?" And what colour am I supposed to be? I can't be white...

EDITH: 
What about Rainbow Man?

HUMPHREY: 
What?

EDITH:
 Rainbow Man! You can wear bright colours and stand for such a good cause.

HUMPHREY: 
And what will my super weapon be...a protea and a rugby ball? Or a traditional weapon?  

EDITH: 
Don't be silly, dear, I'm just trying to help.

HUMPHREY: 
I appreciate it. Really I do. But the best way to help me right now, is to let me get on with my training and help me to seriously decide what to be...who to be.

THEY BOTH THINK IN SILENCE FOR A WHILE. EDITH SUDDENLY GIGGLES.

HUMPHREY: 
(GROANS) Now what?

EDITH: 
A man called 'Horse'!

HUMPHREY: 
(QUICKLY) Edith! You're not helping!

EDITH: 
WHINNIES SOFTLY. SNORTS

HUMPHREY: 
(WARNING) Edith!

EDITH: 
CONTINUES KNITIING.

HUMPHREY:
You know, all the best heroes are taken. I mean people like Batman, Spiderman, Flash, Green Lantern, Aquaman...even Elastic Man! They're all...

EDITH: 
Who?

HUMPHREY: 
Elastic Man! He can stretch himself to any shape or length...he wasn't very good though; kept tying himself in knots...

EDITH: 
They're just comic book characters. They're not real, Humphrey. Not one of them exists in real life!

HUMPHREY: 
Oh yes? Then who signed the letter from the Justice League and where did the elixir come from?

EDITH: 
I don't know, dear. Maybe one of those clubs you subscribe to has had enough of you pestering them and they decided to play a little prank on you, you know; just to get rid of you once and for always. Maybe you should have the elixir analyzed. Probably steroids or something.

HUMPHREY: 
(AGHAST) Never! They would never do a thing like that. They are far too ethical! Edith, these are the good guys! That's why they're called Super Heroes! They wouldn't... they couldn't stoop so low. Never!

EDITH: 
Whatever you say, dear. Do you know, Humphrey...I have no idea what your inside leg is?

HUMPHREY: 
Please, Edith! Enough is enough!

EDITH: 
(CALMLY) Your inside leg, dear. Not your middle leg. I think I have a very good idea what that measurement is, but your inside leg, the measurement of your inside leg...Oh for goodness' sake...(SHE PULLS OUT A TAPE MEASURE) ...Come here, Humphrey!

HE CAUTIOUSLY APPROACHES.

EDITH: 
Closer, Humphrey, I won't bite.

HE SIDLES CLOSER

EDITH: 
Open your legs.

HE DOES SO. SHE BENDS FORWARD AND SHOVES THE TAPE UP TO HIS CROTCH. HE GIVES A YELL AND LEAPS AWAY. HE LANDS AND ASSUMES A FIGHTING POSE. EDITH GLARES AT HIM. SHE GETS UP.

HUMPHREY: 
Stay where you are, Edith. I don't want to hurt you!

EDITH: 
Humphrey, not only are you being ridiculous, you also look ridiculous! Now keep still so that I can measure your inside leg. And if you so much as touch me, I will make you regret it for the rest of your life. Do you understand?

HUMPHREY STARES AT HER FOR A WHILE, THEN SLOWLY DROPS HIS GUARD AND NODS.

EDITRH: 
(TAKING THE MEASUREMENT) Good. I suppose that's one of the most important things for a hero to understand: When you've gone too far. Always leave room for coming back!

HUMPHREY GLARES AT THE CEILING, VERY EMBARRASSED.

EDITH: 
83...Have you grown?

HUMPHREY IS SILENT. EDITH LIFTS THE TAPE UP, THINKS ABOUT MEASURING HIS CROTCH THEN DECIDES AGAINST IT. SHE GOES BACK TO HER KNITTING. HUMPHREY STILL STARES AT THE CEILING.

EDITH: 
It's all right, dear. You can come out now.  I'm finished.

HUMPHREY LOOKS DOWN AT HIMSELF, KIND OF CHECKING THAT EVERYTHING IS STILL WHERE IT SHOULD BE. HE RELAXES. HE SLOWLY STARTS DOING SOME EXERCISES. EDITH KNITS. EVERY SO OFTEN, SHE EYES HIM. SHE STOPS KNITTING.

EDITH: 
Attila the Hun!

HUMPHREY:
That’s not a very nice thing to say.

EDITH: 
Or Genghis Khan...I suppose you could call them Super heroes.

HUMPHREY: 
Oh. They were marauding bastards. They slaughtered every one they came across. I don't think they had a single super hero bone in their bodies! Come over here, please.

EDITH: 
(SWEETLY) I'm not in the mood, dear.

HUMPHREY: 
(SLOWLY) Edith. I am not going to ravage you. Genghis Khan or Attila the bloody Hun do not stir my blood. 

EDITH:
Unlike Tom, Dick and Harry?

HUMPHREY:
SIGHS. I want to test my strength.

EDITH: 
Pick on someone your own size, dear.

HUMPHREY: 
Edith! Would you please just come and help me! I'm not going to see if I can knock you across the room with my left hand! 

EDITH: 
Then what are you going to do?

HUMPHREY: (SHY) I want to see if I can pick you up.

EDITH: 
Oh, goody! (SHE PUTS DOWN HER KNITTING WITH A SIGH AND PUSHES HERSELF UP OFF THE COUCH AND GOES TO HIM) How do you want me, dear?

HUMPHREY: 
Lie down.

EDITH: 
Oh! A gentleman, I see. Front or back dear?

HUMPHREY: 
What?

EDITH: 
Do you want me from the front or from the rear....dear.

HUMPHREY: 
(SIGHS DEEPLY) Oh, for goodness' sake! Edith! I want to pick you up. You're the only free standing dead weight in the flat!

EDITH: 
(GLARING) I beg your pardon! In fifty one years you have never called me "dead weight" you...you...block of dead wood!


(SHE SPINS ON HER HEELS AND GOES TO THE KITCHEN MUMBLING) "Dead weight indeed! I ought to write to the Justice League of ...Wherever, and tell them what a gentleman you are!

HUMPHREY: 
Edith! Please! I didn't mean it like that. I just meant that you were lighter than the couch or the drawing table!

EDITH: 
(TURNS. SWEETLY) Oh, is that what you meant! Oh, silly me. Well then I just have one thing to say to you, Mr. Humphrey Green, so listen carefully: Fuck you!

(SHE GASPS AND CLAPS HER HANDS OVER HER MOUTH. HUMPHREY GASPS AND CLAPS HIS HANDS OVER HIS OWN MOUTH. THEY STARE AT EACH OTHER LIKE THAT FOR A FEW SECONDS AS

THE LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK OUT.)

SCENE 5

LIGHTS UP. 

NIGHT. EDITH IS WATCHING A SMALL TV. HUMPHREY COUNTS WHILE LIFTING STUFFED SUITCASES. NEITHER LOOKS AT THE OTHER. HE ENDS HIS ROUTINE AND GETS HIS BREATH BACK. HE LOOKS AROUND THE ROOM FOR SOMETHING ELSE TO EXERCISE ON.

HUMPHREY: 
I need a gym. I need an instructor! I need someone to tell me what the hell I'm supposed to be doing!

EDITH: 
(WITHOUT LOOKING AT HIM) Shhh!

HUMPHREY: 
Sorry.


HE STANDS LOOKING AT HER SADLY. THEN SOFTLY)


Edith?

EDITH: 
Shhh!

HUMPHREY: 
Oh, come on, Edith! How long do you plan to keep this up?

EDITH: 
(TURNS TO HIM SLOWLY) I'll let you know. Now, can you keep down the noise levels, please? I'm trying to watch TV. (SHE WATCHES AGAIN)

HUMPHREY: 
Edith! It was an honest mistake! No, it wasn't a mistake; I said one thing and you took it to mean something else. That's all. I would never intentionally insult you. You know that. Please, Edith, I need your help.

EDITH: 
Well, I suppose I could be... dead weight. How hard can it be? Alright, Humphrey, where...

HUMPHREY: 
No. I mean I need your help to figure out what kind of hero I'm going to be.

EDITH: 
What about a pope?

HUMPHREY: 
Too old.

EDITH: 
But that could be quite magnificent, don't you think? An old man with super human strength. Imagine Pope Rattzinger with super human strength, flying around from one country to the next. He wouldn't need that ridiculous car anymore. He'd be able to give an entire mass on one breath. It would certainly be good for Christianity.

HUMPHREY: 
I don't want to be a pope. And I don’t want to spread Christianity. Or any other religion -  there’s enough violence and fear in the world. And I don't want to be an old man. I've just spent many years being an old man. I want to be a young man...a young super hero.

EDITH: 
Why? Because that's how they draw them in the comics? Be original, Humphrey. You've always been original. Your Super Fly was the first Super Hero whose sole purpose was to rid the world of AIDS. What did you call her...your arch villain?

HUMPHREY: 
Modesty Aids.

EDITH: 
Yes. Don't get sucked into the stereo type, darling. I fell in love with you because you were so unique...so original...

HUMPHREY: 
(TAKING THE PISS) You mean it wasn't my sense of humour?

EDITH: 
(TAKING THE PISS RIGHT BACK AT HIM) Your what, dear? I wasn't aware that you had such a thing. 

HUMPHREY: 
(TAKEN ABACK) What? How can you say...(REALISING THAT SHE'S HAVING HIM ON) Oh...I see...very funny, Edith. Of course your sense of humour was one of the things that drew me to you.

EDITH: 
Not my personality? Oh, Humphrey, after all these years. That must mean that I'm beautiful after all. And there I was thinking I was just another plain Jane.

HUMPHREY: 
What are you babbling on about?

EDITH: 
You know how men talk about plain women: "She may not be the prettiest, but she's got a wonderful personality!"

HUMPHREY: 
I never said that!

EDITH:
 I never said you did!

HUMPHREY: 
You implied it!

EDITH: 
Humphrey, I said " Men", not "you".

HUMPHREY: 
Whenever you say "men" you always imply "Me"!

EDITH: 
"Methinks the lady doth protest too much"!

HUMPHREY: 
(STUMPED) 

PAUSE

HUMPHREY: 
What other Super hero could I be?

EDITH: 
Adolf Hitler.

HUMPHREY: Oh. Come on Edith. I am serious!

EDITH: 
So am I. I'm sure he was a hero to his people.

HUMPHREY: He was nothing but a murdering tyrant!

EDITH: 
But as far as he was concerned he was doing a good deed, and although he was a megalomaniac, he must have thought that he was doing something good for the Fatherland. I'm sure it wasn't just a case of him wanting to rule the world.

HUMPHREY: 
I don't believe this! 

EDITH: 
I don’t like him either, Humphrey. All I'm saying is that even the darkest people must have a good side to them somewhere. And if you can harness that goodness and get rid of everything else, then you have your super hero!

HUMPHREY:
 (AT A LOSS FOR WORDS) Uhmm...

EDITH: 
Never mind dear, just my sense of humour shining through again.

HUMPHREY: 
You are laugh a minute.

EDITH: 
(BATTING HER EYELASHES) Thank you, dear. 

HUMPHREY:  
 What about someone like Joan of Arc? There was a great super hero!

EDITH: 
Humphrey, you really worry me sometimes. Joan of Arc was a woman. That's why her name was Joan. Not John of Arc, dear, Joan. Female.

HUMPHREY: 
I know she was a woman! But she didn't look like a woman. You couldn’t tell she was a woman. I mean…she didn't have… breasts.

EDITH:   
How do you know? Were you there... in one of your previous lives, perhaps?

HUMPHREY: 
I've seen drawings of her, old drawings.

EDITH: 
And in these "old drawings", was she strapped up in armour?

HUMPHREY:
Of course.

EDITH: 
Humphrey, darling, if I strapped myself up in armour, I would also look as though I had no breasts.

HUMPHREY: 
(QUIETLY) I didn't mean I wanted to be Joan of Arc. I meant a hero like her!

EDITH: 
You really ought to be more clear about what it is that you want, dear.

HUMPHREY: 
I want to be someone like Joan of Arc!
EDITH:
I see: you want to be a martyr. Well why didn't you just say so. In fact, why don't you be the biggest martyr of all? Why don't you be Jesus Christ?

PAUSE AS HUMPHREY THINKS ABOUT THIS.

EDITH: 
I was only joking.

HUMPHREY: 
No, wait. I think you may have something there.

EDITH: 
You? You think you can be Jesus Christ?

HUMPHREY: 
Why not? It was promised that there would be a Second Coming!

EDITH: 
Yes, dear, a second coming of Jesus Christ, not the second coming of Humphrey Green. It may sound Jewish but it doesn't have quite the same ring, don't you think?

HUMPHREY: 
But wasn't He the greatest super hero of all time?

EDITH: 
I rather fancy Mother Mary, myself.

HUMPHREY: 
What?

EDITH:   
Well, think of all she had to go through; imagine waking up one morning, still a virgin, but suddenly pregnant. And not with Joseph's child, but with the friggin Holy Ghost's offspring. Imagine having to tell Joseph! Imagine how hard it must have been to convince him that she hadn't slipped off with Abie for a quickie behind the stables while Joseph was making a cupboard for the Finkelsteins! And then having to go through the whole pregnancy with God looking over her shoulder... "Uh uh uh, Mary, that's enough matzos for today, you don't want to constipate My baby now, do you?" And then going through the child's life, having to take a back seat while everyone writes wonderful stories about Him. No-one said "There goes Mary’s son, Jesus. That Mary is such a wonderful woman, she taught her son so much. She made him the man he is today!" I don't think so!

PAUSE

HUMPHREY:   
But the principle.

EDITH: 
What.

HUMPHREY: 
The principle. A super hero who goes around telling people ...how to be good, how to love each other...don't you think that would be the best kind of hero? And if I was basing myself on Jesus, then I only really, in theory I suppose, have to be a hero for three years.

EDITH: 
And then be crucified.

PAUSE

HUMPHREY:
 I hadn't thought of that.

EDITH: 
No. As I said: There's probably quite a lot you haven't thought about. 
HUMPHREY: 
I could be crucified! Not really, I mean not with nails and things... but technically, you know...tied up or something...just to symbolically let people know that my ...I don't know, what would you call it...a term of office, a tenure...was over, that I'd been, I'd brought the message, and now, through my technical crucifixion, I was going into retirement.

EDITH:   
I think that's cheating, Humphrey. If you're going to be crucified, then do it properly.

HUMPHREY: 
It would hurt too much. And I couldn't hang on a cross and say who is my mother? What would our children think? "If dad’s is a bastard, then who's grandpa?" I Suppose I might be able to hang on the cross, but I'd have to say something else, you know, something....uhmm... "It's been great! I've enjoyed the opportunity and I hope that some of you have gained something!". 

EDITH: 
(KNOWS NO LIMITS) You've been a wonderful audience! I'm here 'til Thursday. Thank you and goodnight!

HUMPHREY: 
Thanks for your help. I mean, that's all that a super hero could ask for, isn't it; that just one person gets the message and passes it on?

EDITH: 
People have been trying to spread "the message" for years and no-one has got it yet. There's still war and hate and fear. What makes you think that you can do it any differently? Especially with a technical crucifixion. People are funny that way. They don't mind you copying something as long as you do it properly. You've got to go the whole hog, Humph!

PAUSE

HUMPHREY: 
I can do it!

EDITH:
 Heaven help us.

BLACK OUT.

SCENE 6.
IN THE DARKNESS WE HEAR HUMPHREY GROANING. THE LIGHTS FADE UP SLOWLY AND WE SEE HIM DRAPED OVER THE BUNK-BEDS IN A CRUCIFIED POSE. HIS FEET ARE ON THE LADDER AND HIS ARMS HUNG OVER THE BED FRAME.HIS HANDS ARE TIED WITH RED RIBBON. HE IS DRIPPING SWEAT AND HE GROANS AND SQUIRMS. EDITH KNITS THE COSTUME. AFTER A WHILE

HUMPHREY: 
Oh, God! 

EDITH: 
(mumbles) There you go, dear. You're starting to sound quite convincing!

HUMPHREY: 
I can't ...do this...anymore! How long has it been?

EDITH: 
(LOOKS AT HER WATCH) Two minutes dear. Just another twelve hours or so to go. Can I get you a cup of tea?

HUMPHREY: 
(GASPING) Jesus...didn't have any...tea...on the cross.

EDITH: 
Only because no-one offered Him any. I'm sure if they had he would have grabbed at the chance. Maybe grab is not the right word. But he did say that He was thirsty.

HUMPHREY:
 I'm thirsty!

EDITH: 
I'll get you some vinegar.

HUMPHREY: 
(GLARES) Very funny! How much longer?

EDITH:   
You asked me thirty seconds ago!

HUMPHREY: 
 I wasn't concentrating! How long?

EDITH:   
For you? Too long. Come down off the cross, Humphrey. You're not cut out for this.

HUMPHREY:
 If I wanted your opinion I would have asked for it.

EDITH:   
Touchy. You can't hang on the cross for a good cause and then start insulting your crucifiers, Humphrey. It really doesn't paint a very convincing picture. Now come down, please and I'll make you some tea. 

HUMPHREY: 
(DOESN'T NEED TOO MUCH CONVINCING.HE STRUGGLES FOR A BIT, BUT CAN'T UNTIE HIS HANDS) I need help.

EDITH: 
Ginny said Don Weston had a few sessions with Dr Weinberg. Did wonders for him.

HUMPHREY: 
I don't need a psychiatrist, Edith, I need help getting down from the cross.

EDITH: 
It's a bunk bed, dear. I think you're becoming disillusional.

HUMPHREY:
Delusional!

EDITH:
And cranky. Shall I make an appointment?

HUMPHREY:
Edith! Will you help me down... Please!

EDITH:
Ah! It really is a magic word, isn't it?

SHE UNTIES THE RIBBONS

HUMPHREY: 
GETS DOWN. DEFEATED.) Now what. I can't even hang on the cross for a few minutes.

EDITH: 
Never mind, dear, you did your best. I'm sure that'll count for something on your CV. Tea?

HUMPHREY: 
I don't feel like I've earned it.

EDITH:  
 I'm not offering you a salary, Humphrey. Do you want a...free cup of tea?

HUMPHREY: 
(MASSAGING HIS ARMS) Yes please.

EDITH GOES INTO THE KITCHEN.

HUMPHREY: 
I don't know how He did it.

EDITH: 
(OFF) What?

HUMPHREY:  
 I said I don't know how He did it!

EDITH:   
(OFF) I'm sure nobody does.

HUMPHREY:  
 It must have taken tremendous strength....that pain....the suffering...and still to keep a civil tongue....I suppose it's no wonder there has been only one. "There can be...only one!"

EDITH: 
(OFF) I suppose you want a spoon of sugar after all that exercise.

HUMPHREY:  
 In the bigger scheme of things you can't exactly call it exercise. I barely raised a sweat.

EDITH:   
(OFF) Not on the carpet, Humphrey! Get a towel and wipe yourself off.

PAUSE

HUMPHREY IS CONVINCED THAT ONE OF THEM HAS GONE CRAZY. AND IT'S PROBABLY NOT HIM.

HUMPHREY:   I need a gym. I'm never going to crack this thing if I don't have proper exercise equipment.

EDITH: 
(OFF) You don't need a gym. All you need is a chair and a broomstick....I think. I read that somewhere.

HUMPHREY:  (MUMBLES) I’m not a lion tamer. (LOUD) A chair and a broomstick are not heavy enough to give a good workout.

EDITH:
 (IN THE DOORWAY)  No. It's called ... Iso...iso something...

HUMPHREY:   Isometrics?

EDITH: 
(BACK INTO THE KITCHEN) How should I know what it's called, dear? Do I look like the kind of person who would know what Isometrics is...are?

HUMPHREY:   But you said all I need is a broom and a chair!

EDITH:   
(ENTERING WITH TWO MUGS OF TEA) Yes, dear, but you're the one who said "Isometrics". (SHE SITS ON THE COUCH. HUMPHREY SIPS HIS TEA THOUGHTFULLY. HE WANTS TO SIT ON THE COUCH, BUT EDITH STOPS HIM)

EDITH:  
 Mind my knitting!

HUMPHREY:  (MUMBLES) Sorry. (HE SITS ON THE ARM OF THE COUCH) What else?

EDITH: 
I haven't baked anything.

HUMPHREY: 
(DEEP BREATH) What else did Jesus do?

EDITH:
Before or after the crucifixion?

HUMPHREY: 
Af...before.

EDITH: 
(THINKS FOR A WHILE) Five loaves and two fish.

HUMPHREY: 
Someone already did that. Not that...but they said instead of giving them the food, why not give them a fishing rod and teach them to fish. That's a pretty good...super heroish kind of thing.

EDITH: 
What about hooks?

HUMPHREY:
 I suppose you'd have to give them those too.

EDITH: 
And when they lost them all?

HUMPHREY: 
You could teach them to dive at the same time.

EDITH: 
What about..

HUMPHREY: 
What else?

EDITH: 
You could go to the desert for forty days. And try not to be tempted.

PAUSE

HUMPHREY: 
Who else?

EDITH: ( LOOKS AROUND THE FLAT, THEN BACK AT HUMPHREY)

EDITH:   
Just the two of us.

HUMPHREY:   (SIGHS DEEPLY) I meant who else can I be?

EDITH:   
Cleopatra.

HUMPHREY:   Oh come on, Edith! Cleopatra was not a super hero!

EDITH:
 You're just saying that because she was woman!

HUMPHREY:  I'm not! I don't have anything against women being super heroes. Look at Wonder Woman, or Supergirl, or...or...I can't think of any others right now but you know what I mean.

EDITH:   
Yes. I know what you mean. You can rattle off the names of fifty male super heroes, but only two females!

HUMPHREY:   Only because there aren't all that many to begin with!

EDITH:   
Typical. Men always get the best jobs, the best pay, the best respect when they go shopping...

HUMPHREY:  That's not true. A lot of our senior cabinet ministers are women. If women want something, anything, they just have to bat their eyelashes and shed a few tears. Men have to threaten with war before they get any respect.

EDITH:   
I hardly call that getting respect.

HUMPHREY:  Well you know what I mean!

PAUSE

EDITH:   
I could be a super hero.

HUMPHREY:  Of course you could. But you weren't invited.

EDITH:   
Invited inschmited. I don't need anyone's invitation to be a super hero. I raised five children, how hard can it be?

HUMPHREY:  I helped, remember?

EDITH:  
Sure. When you could find the time between Superfly episodes. I was the one who woke up every night for twelve years because there was always a child that needed something somewhere.

HUMPHREY:  I don't want to argue with you about raising children. In my eyes, what you did was very heroic.

EDITH: 
Thank you.

HUMPHREY:  But it's not saving the world. Millions of mothers...and a few fathers, do that every day.

EDITH:   
So who says they aren't all super heroes?

HUMPHREY:  If they were, the world would be full of costumed crusaders. Anyway, if you're so keen on being a super hero, why don't you take the rest of the elixir? I saved it for you. I don't know if I'm going to be able to do what I'm supposed to without it, but please, take it.

EDITH:   
I will.


(SHE SCRATCHES AROUND BETWEEN THE COUCH PILLOWS AND BRINGS OUT THE VIAL)

HUMPHREY:  Are you sure you want to do this?

EDITH:   
You're not scared are you?

HUMPHREY:  Scared of what?

EDITH:   
That I'll be a better hero than you.

HUMPHREY: 
(WANTS TO LAUGH. THINKS BETTER OF IT)  Just do it.

EDITH IS ABOUT TO TAKE THE ELIXIR WHEN THERE IS A KNOCK ON THE DOOR. SHE AND HUMPHREY LOOK AT EACH OTHER. 

EDITH:
 The carpet cleaners aren't due 'til next Tuesday.

PAUSE

EDITH:   
Go on. You're the super hero. See who it is.

HUMPHREY: 
Technically I'm not a super hero yet. (HE GOES TO THE DOOR, SLOWLY. HE LISTENS) I can't hear anything.

EDITH:   
Probably another letter from your Justice League Club.

HUMPHREY UNLOCKS THE DOOR, TENSES HIS MUSCLES, TAKES A DEEP BREATH AND YANKS IT OPEN. LOOKS UP AND DOWN THE PASSAGE, THEN DOWN TO HIS FEET. HE PICKS UP A LETTER. 

HUMPHREY: 
It's from them.

EDITH: 
The cleaners?

HUMPHREY: 
Justice League. I wonder...

EDITH: 
Close the door, please.

HE CLOSES THE DOOR AND WALKS IN. 

HUMPHREY: 
Looks very official.

EDITH SIPS HER TEA EXPECTANTLY. HUMPHREY LOOKS AT HER. SHE LOOKS BACK. HE DOESN'T DO ANYTHING.

EDITH:
IN A LOUD SLOW WHISPER. Open it, dear! The envelope! "And the winner is...?"

HUMPHREY: 
SNAPS OUT OF IT.RIPS OPEN THE ENVELOPE. READS: “Three days”.

EDITH:
What?

HUMPHREY: 
Three days. (HE TURNS IT OVER AND BACK AGAIN) That's all it says: Three days!

EDITH:
Nice of them to remind you.

HUMPHREY: 
Three days, Edith! I don't even have a personality yet!

EDITH: 
Of course you do, dear. A bit flawed in some respects, but otherwise perfectly acceptable.

HUMPHREY: 
You do this on purpose, don't you? You deliberately try and make a fool of me just to get a reaction! Don't you?

EDITH: 
Don't be silly, Humphrey. Why would I do something like that?

HUMPHREY: 
I don't know! But you've always got something snide to say about everything that I feel strongly about.

EDITH: 
No I don't!

HUMPHREY: 
Yes you do!

EDITH: 
Like what?

HUMPHREY: 
Everything!

EDITH: 
Like what?

HUMPHREY: 
Like...me being a superhero!

EDITH: 
Anything else?

HUMPHREY: 
I can't remember exactly what, but there are other things.

EDITH: 
Well, for a start, just think about it. Being a superhero. Running around in a costume trying to do things that people can only do in cartoons or comics. Doesn't that strike you as somewhat odd? For a six year old it's perfectly normal. A six year old can't distinguish between fantasy and reality. But for you! You know what is out there in the big wide world of the living! There is a huge phenomenon called "Reality"! Have you, in all of your time on this planet, ever seen a real-life super hero?

PAUSE

EDITH: 
Well?

HUMPHREY: 
No. But that doesn't mean that I can't be the first!

EDITH: 
That's it! I'm phoning Dr Weinberg right now! You need help, Humphrey.

HUMPHREY: (
QUIETLY) I do need help, Edith. I need you to help me to become a super hero. I only have three days left. This is the last time I will ever ask you for your help. If I can do this, Edith, my life will be whole.

EDITH: 
Thank you very much.

HUMPHREY: 
No! I mean...look, you have been my life...a big part of my life...all of my life that didn't have...the superhero stuff. And if I didn't need the superhero stuff, then my life would be whole with just you. But I do need it, Edith. I do.

EDITH: 
Humphrey...alright. Let me be perfectly honest with you. You have, for whatever reason, decided that it is possible to become a superhero. Somehow everything has conspired to go along with this vision. You've so convinced yourself that you've even become younger...and bigger.

HUMPHREY: 
Edith.

EDITH: 
Just stating the facts, dear. The reason that I am skeptical, why I keep passing snide remarks, is to try and retain some sense of normality...reality! So that ...oh God! Humphrey, the last thing I want is for you to be hurt. To have your dream shattered. I love you and I love your need to be a hero. But I don't want to see your spirit broken. I think I would die. I really do.

PAUSE

HUMPHREY: 
Will you help me?

EDITH: 
Have you heard anything that I've just said?

HUMPHREY: 
I've only got three days, Edith!

EDITH STARTS A LOW GROWL THAT BUILDS INTO A GUTTERAL SCREAM.

BLACK OUT.

SCENE 7

HUMPHREY IS RUNNING AROUND THE FLAT. EVERY NOW AND THEN HE LEAPS INTO THE AIR, EXPECTING TO FLY. EDITH IS FINISHING OFF HER KNITTING. 

HUMPHREY: 
When is it going to happen?

EDITH: 
Nearly finished.

HUMPHREY: 
(STOPS) I can't fly.

EDITH: 
Very few people can, dear. If I were you, I'd concentrate more on the bit about an old man being...well, sort of youngish again. That's quite a feat.

HUMPHREY: 
I have to fly.

EDITH: 
Did you ever learn to meditate?

HUMPHREY: 
Why?

EDITH:
Some of those chaps: Siddies I think they call them. They can fly.

HUMPHREY: 
Sillies?

EDITH: 
Si...ddies, dear. "D" for donkey. Not fly exactly, more like...levitate.

HUMPHREY: 
What do they do?

EDITH: 
I just told you. They levitate! Honestly Humphrey sometimes I really think you need to have your ears checked!

HUMPHREY:
There's nothing wrong with my ears.

EDITH: 
(SOFTLY) That's what you think.

HUMPHREY: 
What?

EDITH:
My point exactly!

HUMPHREY: 
But what do they do?

EDITH: 
Your ears? Nothing much. They just sit there, I suppose.

HUMPHREY: 
The siddies, Edith!

EDITH: 
Oh. They levitate, dear. I already said that.

HUMPHREY: 
No! What do they do when they levitate?

EDITH: 
Meditate.

HUMPHREY: 
Levitate!

EDITH: 
For goodness' sake, Humphrey. For the last time: They meditate!

HUMPHREY: 
(TO HIMSELF) Not a word of sense.

EDITH: 
What's that?

HUMPHREY: Nothing.

EDITH: 
(HOLDS UP THE FINISHED COSTUME) There! All done. Come and try it on.

HUMPHREY: 
Now?

EDITH: 
Yes. It's finished! Took forever. Come on, dear. I can't wait to see what you look like.

HUMPHREY: 
(GINGERLY TAKES THE COSTUME. HOLDS IT UP AND INSPECTS IT.)
EDITH: 
(BEAMS. PUSHES HIM OFF TO THE BATHROOM). Go on! Hurry up!

HUMPHREY CLOSES THE BATHROOM DOOR.

EDITH: 
CHUCKLES. No need to be shy, Humphrey. You're going to have to get used to running about in a slinky costume once you're a super hero. I suppose women ogling your buttocks will be part of the job. At least the costume will support them nicely. None of those jingly jingly bits. And I've padded the arms a bit. No harm in really looking the part.

SHE HOLDS UP HER OWN ARMS MAKING A "MUSCLE".

EDITH: 
(SOTTO).  Ooh. Could do with a bit of a lift myself. (LOUDER) Maybe I should make myself one as well. Hold it all together. We could be like those couples who wear the same clothes. You remember those T-shirts? "I'm with stupid", "Stupid's with me"?

THE DOOR OPENS. EDITH STEPS BACK.

EDITH: 
Oh, my, Humphrey. Oh my!

PAUSE

EDITH: 
Well, come on out, let's have a proper look at you.

HUMPHREY STEPS OUT IN THE RIDICULOUS WOOLEN SUIT. HE IS OBVIOUSLY VERY EMBARRASSED.

EDITH: 
Turn around!

HE TURNS SLOWLY

EDITH: 
Stop.

SHE TUGS THE WOOL AROUND HIS BUTT.

EDITH: 
Better. Alright, turn.

HE TURNS AGAIN. AS HE FACES THE FRONT, HE IS HOLDING A LONG PENIS SOCK.

PAUSE

EDITH:
 I went on memory, dear.

BLACK OUT.

SCENE 8

HUMPHREY IS BUSY TYING EDITH TO A CHAIR. HE IS DRESSED IN THE COSTUME. THE “SOCK” HAS BEEN CUT OFF. EDITH IS NOT VERY AMUSED.

EDITH: 

Is this going to take long, Humphrey? I don’t want to miss my programme.

HUMPHREY: 
I never was very good at tying knots. My dad always got quite upset when we went fishing. I was always getting stuck and losing my hooks and he would spend his time tying on new ones for me. No sooner would he have rigged his own line, than I’d be tugging on his pants again: “Dad, hook’s gone!”

EDITH: 
He should have sent you to Boy Scouts.

HUMPHREY: 
He did. But I was allergic to the floor polish that they used in the drill hall, so that only lasted about three weeks.

EDITH: 
Let’s hope you don’t have to save anyone at the bowling club. Could be quite embarrassing.

HUMPHREY: 
That should do it!

HE ADMIRES HIS HANDY WORK

HUMPHREY: 
Ready?

EDITH: 
I’m the one who just has to sit here, dear. The question is Are you ready?

HUMPHREY: 
I’d better be!

HE STARTS WALKING TO THE DOOR.

HUMPHREY: 
As soon as the door is closed, count to five…

EDITH: 
Have you got your key?

PAUSE

HUMPHREY: 
I don’t have any pockets. Where am I supposed carry a key? In my teeth?

EDITH: 
You’re not a pirate. Just hold the key in your hand and toss it down when you come in.


HUMPHREY: 
Super heroes don’t carry keys with them. I’ll just put the latch on, you count to five and then I’ll burst in…

EDITH: 
The latch doesn’t hold, Humphrey.

HUMPHREY: 
Since when?

EDITH: 
Since we moved here.

PAUSE

HUMPHREY: 
So how am I supposed to rescue you?

EDITH: 
Pretend that the door is locked. Then you won’t have to be too forceful.

HUMPHREY: 
(SIGHS) Pretend. I’m supposed to be a super hero.

EDITH: 
Well, I’m pretending to be tied up. So why don’t you pretend to be bursting in through a locked door?

HUMPHREY: 
You’re not pretending to be tied up. You are tied up.

EDITH: 
(VERY QUICKLY LOOSENS THE ROPE) Really?

HUMPHREY: 
(BIG SIGH). Oh, Edith!

EDITH: 
It’s not my fault.

HUMPHREY GOES BACK AND TIES HER UP.

EDITH: 
What’s the time?

HUMPHREY LOOKS AT HIS WRIST, THEN REALISES HE DOESN’T HAVE HIS WATCH ON.

EDITH:  
We’ll have to get you one of those things the nurses wear. You know, pinned onto your chest.

HUMPHREY:
 I’m not pinning a watch to my chest.

EDITH: 
How will you tell the time?

HUMPHREY: 
Why will I need to tell the time when I’m rescuing someone?

EDITH: 
Well, if they’ve been in the icy North Sea for two minutes when you get the call, you’ll know what the time is when you leave because if you haven’t saved them two minutes later, you can turn around and come back because they’ll be dead. Hypothermia.

HUMPHREY: 
(GLARES AT HER). Can we do this now?

WALKS TO THE DOOR AND OPENS IT. LOOKS BACK. 

HUMPHREY: 
To five, OK? Then scream and I’ll come bursting in.

EDITH: 
Alright.

HE STARTS CLOSING THE DOOR

EDITH: 
The door, Humphrey! Otherwise the caretaker will have to rescue me.

HUMPHREY LOOKS TO THE HEAVENS FOR HELP. HE CLOSES THE DOOR OVER. EDITH LOOKS AROUND. LOOKS AT THE ROPE, THEN THINKS BETTER OF IT. SHE TAPS HER FOOT. THE DOOR OPENS AND HUMPHREY POPS HIS HEAD IN.

HUMPHREY: 
Did you scream?

EDITH: 
I’m not going to scream, Humphrey. What will the neighbours think?

HUMPHREY: 
This is Johannesburg! It’s our constitutional right to scream!

EDITH SHAKES HER HEAD

HUMPHREY: 
Oh, come on, Edith! Just one quick scream. People scream all the time in this building.

EDITH: 
Not me.

HUMPHREY: 
Please. Just one scream.

EDITH: 
Alright, alright. Go on.

HE EXITS

EDITH WAITS. GETS UP THE COURAGE AND FINALLY GIVES A SOFT YELP.

PAUSE

THE DOOR OPENS AND HUMPHREY’S HEAD POKES AROUND

HUMPHREY: 
Did you scream?

EDITH: 
Yes, didn’t you hear me?

HUMPHREY: 
Loud?

EDITH: 
Yes.

HUMPHREY: 
How loud? Let me hear.

EDITH: 
I’m not screaming now and then again later. If you can’t hear me that’s your problem. When people scream for help they’re not going to be screaming from next door. You’re going to have to hear them all the way from Alaska. So I’m screaming softly to let you see how it is going to be. Alright?

HUMPHREY GLARES AT HER. THEN EXITS

EDITH COUNTS TO FIVE AND WHISPER SCREAMS. NO RESPONSE.

SHE WHISPERS AGAIN. STILL NO RESPONSE. SHE SHAKES HER HEAD, TAKES A DEEP BREATH AND AS HUMPHREY POKES HIS HEAD AROUND THE DOOR AGAIN, SHE LETS RIP WITH AN ALMIGHTY SHRIEK. HUMPHREY GETS SUCH A FRIGHT HE JUMPS BACK PULLING THE DOOR CLOSED BEHIND HIM.

PAUSE

A KNOCK AND HUMPHREY’S VOICE

HUMPHREY: 
Edith? Edith, can you hear me? The door’s locked. Edith?

EDITH: 
Coming!

SHE STARTS STRUGGLING WITH THE ROPES, BUT THIS TIME HUMPHREY HAS DONE A BETTER JOB.

EDITH: 
I can’t untie the rope!

HUMPHREY: 
What?

EDITH: 
I can’t untie the rope!

PAUSE

HUMPHREY: 
Why?

EDITH: 
You knotted it too tight!

HUMPHREY: 
(QUITE PLEASED). Really!

EDITH: 
Don’t sound so pleased, dear. Go and get the caretaker.

HUMPHREY: 
I can’t go like this.

EDITH: 
You’d better get used to frolicking about in tights dear. Now be a hero and go and get the caretaker!

SILENCE

EDITH: 
Humphrey? Are you still there? Go and get the caretaker. Humphrey? Humphrey? Oh for goodness’ sake. 

SHE STRUGGLES WITH THE ROPES AGAIN AND MANAGES TO UNTIE THEM. SHE OPENS THE DOOR AND LOOKS OUT.

EDITH: 
It’s alright, dear, I saved myself. Humphrey? Humphrey?

SHE STEPS OUT AND THE DOOR SHUTS BEHIND HER. THE DOORKNOB RATTLES

EDITH: (OFF)
Oh, blast!

PAUSE

HUMPHREY SLIDES ACROSS THE WINDOWSILL LOOKING TERRIFIED. HE KNOCKS AND PEERS THROUGH THE GLASS AS THE LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK.

SCENE 9

EDITH IS REPAIRING THE HOLE IN THE COSTUME. A RADIO PLAYS SOFTLY. THE SONG COMES TO AN END AND THE DJ ANNOUNCES ANOTHER SONG. EDITH PRICKS UP HER EARS. A FIFTY'S ROCK 'N ROLL NUMBER STARTS PLAYING.

EDITH: 
PUTS DOWN HER KNITTING AND STRUGGLES TO HER FEET. SHE STARTS DANCING AND SINGING ALONG. A GROAN FROM THE BED. SHE LOOKS OVER.


Come on, sleepy head! Don't you remember this one!

HUMPHREY: It's too loud!

EDITH: 
We always used to play it loud. Think of it as a warm-up.

HUMPHREY:
I don't need a warm-up. I'm not doing it anymore!

EDITH: 
Come on, dear. If not for the good of mankind, then surely for the good of your wife!

HUMPHREY:
I can't, Edith. I'm finished. I'm no good as a super hero.

EDITH STOPS DANCING. HER FURY MOUNTS. SHE SWITCHES OFF THE RADIO. SHE STANDS DEAD STILL FOR A WHILE.

EDITH: 
What did you say?

HUMPHREY HEARS THE CHANGE IN HER VOICE. HE SITS UP.

HUMPHREY: What's wrong?

EDITH: 
What did you say?

HUMPHREY: I said what's wrong?

EDITH: 
(SHRIEKS.) Before that!!!

HUMPHREY: What is the matter?

EDITH: 
You're going to end it all now? Your last day! After all that you've been through?

HUMPHREY: I didn't realise it was going to be so hard.

EDITH:
 What about your dreams, Humphrey. 

HUMPHREY: It’s not about dreams anymore. It's about the sheer size of the problem. I can't cope anymore, Edith. Look at me. I'm just a little man in the bigger scheme of things. How the hell is a little man like me supposed to do it?

EDITH:   
(SHRIEKS) How do you think a little man like Mahatma Ghandi did it? How do you think Mother Theresa did it? As long as you think of yourself as a little man, you will be one. You're pathetic! Where is that vial?

SHE SEARCHES THROUGH THE CUSHIONS ON THE COUCH, FINDS THE VIAL.

HUMPHREY: (SCRAMBLING OUT OF BED). What are you doing?

EDITH: 
You said you'd saved it for me.

HUMPHREY: But don't ...shouldn't you...

EDITH:
You are right, Humphrey; the world does need heroes. But decisive heroes. And since you've given up...

SHE RAISES THE VIAL

EDITH: 
Cheers, dear!

SHE DOWNS IT

HUMPHREY:  Edith! What are you...what  have you done?

EDITH:  
 What you and all the rest are too afraid to do. I'm taking a stand, Humphrey Green. And as long as I remain standing, I will be true to my stand!

(SUDDENLY SHE GROANS AND DOUBLES UP. HUMPHREY LEAPS OUT OF BED TO HELP BUT SHE GIVES HIM AN ALMIGHTY SHOVE AND HE ENDS UP ON HIS BACKSIDE. )

EDITH:    
Don't even try it, Wimp.

SHE HOBBLES OFF TO THE BATHROOM AND CLOSES THE DOOR.

PAUSE

HUMPHREY GOES TO THE DOOR AND PUTS HIS EAR TO IT. 

HUMPHREY:  Edith? Are you alright?

EDITH:   
(GROANS) What the hell do they put in that stuff?

HUMPHREY:  It tasted fine when I drank it. Maybe there's a different one for women!

EDITH:   
Tastes like it. Oooo!

HUMPHREY:
Edith! What's happening?

EDITH:   
(YANKS THE DOOR OPEN. SHE LOOKS THE SAME BUT IS QUITE SPRITELY. SHE IS MAKING A SUPERHUMAN EFFORT TO SEEM YOUNG.) Same as you, dear. Out of the way, super hero coming through.

HUMPHREY STARES IN WONDER.

HUMPHREY:  Edith?

EDITH:  
You can call me "Supermom", dear. None of this fancy- pansy- men- in- tights stuff for me. Now let's see...who can I be? Oh, what the heck, why can't I just be myself? Why do I have to run around with some pseudo heroic name when I can be just as effective as Edith Green? An alias does not a super hero make, you know Humphrey. It's not about the stretchy costume or the fancy title; it's about what's inside. It's about how far you're prepared to go to achieve your objectives....

HUMPHREY: 
You're telling me how to be a superhero? Me? I'm the one who dedicated his life to being a super hero, remember? You can't tell me a thing about super heroes, Edith. I probably know more about super heroes than anyone on this planet!

EDITH: 
Humphrey, it's a bit like the difference between a university and a technicon, really. A university teaches you all the theory, but at a technicon, you really get down to the hands on business; the practical stuff, you know?

HUMPHREY: 
Oh, really. So what are you saying...that you know more about the business than me?

EDITH: 
No, dearest. But I do know that if you want to get the job done, the best thing to do is just to go out and do it! For goodness' sake, what's the point in getting all bogged down with the "Code of Ethics" and all that rubbish? You're a hero, it's obvious that you're going to live by a code of ethics or you wouldn't be a hero, now, would you?

HUMPHREY: 
That's easy for you to say. You've never been a super hero in your life...

EDITH: 
Whoah! Steady on boy! You're about to get yourself into so much trouble..., 

HUMPHREY: 
As I said before...

EDITH: 
Who caught Petey when he fell out of the tree? Or who ran into a swarm of bees when Janey kicked the hive over?

HUMPHREY: 
I'm allergic to bees.

EDITH: 
I'm allergic to hypochondria, but I still married you! And who…?

HUMPHREY: 
Hypo...I am not a hypochondriac!

EDITH: 
I know dear, you're just sensitive. Who…?

HUMPHREY:
 How dare you. You spend most of your life trying to make me into the man you want me to be, and when the time is right, you decide that I am no longer the man you married, I've changed. What the hell is that?

EDITH: 
Oh, please Humphrey. Listen to yourself. Nobody can force you to change. You are the person you want to be, and if you become someone else, it's because you've decided to do so.

HUMPHREY: 
Bullshit! I changed, because I loved you enough to want to please you!

EDITH: 
That's so sweet dear. But really, it's because you constantly tried to change to please me that you became someone else! Remember Billy Joel? "Don't go changing, to try to please me..."

HUMPHREY: 
You think you're so clever, don't you?

EDITH: 
It's not something I really need to think about dear. I take it as a given. 

HUMPHREY: 
This superhero thing is really going to your head!

EDITH:
 No, it isn't. It's always been in my head. Now it's coming out! You are not better than me, Humphrey...

HUMPHREY: 
I never said...

EDITH: 
Men are not better than women...

HUMPHREY: 
I have never...

EDITH: 
I have just as much right as you to make myself heard.

HUMPHREY: 
I never tried to stop...

EDITH: 
The problem with the world is that women have always been silenced. If women were allowed to say what needs to be said and have men listen to them, there would be no need for super heroes! Would there?

HUMPHREY: 
You are making me out to be just like everyone else. I think I deserve some credit for the past fifty odd years. And yes, some of them have been very odd. But not just because of me, Edith. You have contributed your fair share of oddness to this relationship that I have turned a blind eye to. You are not as high and mighty as you think you are.

EDITH: 
Maybe because you've dragged me down to your level!

HUMPHREY: That is low.

EDITH:
 My point exactly!

HUMPHREY RAISES A HAND TO STRIKE HER. SHE RAISES HER OWN HAND. THEY GLARE AT EACH OTHER, NOSTRILS FLARING LIKE ENRAGED BULLS.

EDITH: 
(HOARSE WHISPER). Go on then, Mr Super hero.

HUMPHREY: 
Edith, please.

EDITH: 
What's the matter? Scared you're not going to pack enough of a punch?

HUMPHREY: 
Edith.

EDITH: 
But you'd better make damned sure, Humphrey, because if I get up again, you are going to be in deep trouble!

HUMPHREY: (
LOWERS HIS FIST) 

EDITH: 
Oh, come on! Get it off our chest!

HUMPHREY: 
I can't compete with you, Edith. You do it.

EDITH: 
Oh no you don't. You are the one who got me into this, Humphrey. Now you are going to bloody well see it through!

HUMPHREY: 
It will never work.

EDITH: 
Why not?

HUMPHREY: 
Look at us. If this is what being a superhero does to us, I don't want it.

EDITH: 
Why? You want me all timid and obedient?

HUMPHREY:
 Edith, you were never timid and obedient.

EDITH: 
This is your dream, Humphrey.

HUMPHREY: 
My dream never included you as a rival. In my dream, we were no different. Except that I was a super hero. But we were more in love than ever. I would go out to work, save a few people and come home and we'd have a nice meal and chat about our days and phone the kids and watch some TV. And I was different because I was doing something for the greater good of humanity and you loved me for that. I just didn’t expect it to take fifty years.

EDITH:
ALL HER FIRE IS SUDDENLY GONE. SHE SLUMPS DOWN NEXT TO HIM. PICKS UP HIS HAND. Oh, Humphrey, Humphrey, Humphrey. Why do men always need to be bigger and better than they were meant to be? I have loved you for over fifty years. I have loved you through the pain of childbirth, I have loved you through your...blasted Superfly and if you never become a super hero, I will still love you. And with each passing day, my love grows stronger. And I will love you most of all when you become yourself. Because when I met you, I had a glimpse of who you truly were. And if it's seemed that I have in any way been trying to change you, it's not to change you, but to get you to be the real you.

HUMPHREY: 
But how do you know...

EDITH:
I think you know the truth. Just look deep inside and you'll see it shining like a beacon.

A KNOCK ON THE DOOR. 

EDITH: 
Go on. With or without your costume, you are my superhero.

HUMPHREY GETS UP. EDITH GETS UP TOO.

EDITH: 
One last thing.

HE TURNS TO HER. SHE TAKES HIS FACE IN HER HANDS AND KISSES HIM ON THE LIPS.

EDITH: 
Go get 'em, Tiger!

HUMPHREY: (
LOOKS DEEPLY INTO HER EYES). I love you.

HE GOES TO THE DOOR AND IS ABOUT TO OPEN IT. ANOTHER LOUDER KNOCK.HE LOOKS BACK AT EDITH WHO STANDS CALMLY. HE TURNS BACK TO THE DOOR AS ANOTHER KNOCK THREATENS TO TAKE IT OFF ITS HINGES.

VOICE OFF: 

Superfly! You have one minute left!

EDITH CLUTCHES HER CHEST AND SLOWLY COLLAPSES ONTO THE COUCH.

VOICE OFF:

Superfly? Are you in there?

PAUSE

HUMPHREY IS TORN BETWEEN THE DOOR AND EDITH
HUMPHREY: 
Coming!

HE TURNS BACK TO EDITH WITH A SMILE. HIS SMILE FADES AS HE REALISES THAT SHE IS IN TROUBLE.

HUMPHREY: 
Edith! 

VOICE: 
Time is running out, Superfly!

HE WANTS TO OPEN THE DOOR, THINKS BETTER OF IT, THEN HE RUSHES OVER TO HER

VOICE OFF: 
Superfly! Your time is nearly up! Can you hear me?

HUMPHREY: 
Edith! What is it? Edith. Oh my! Please, no! Don't do this. Please!

EDITH LOLLS IN HIS ARMS AND JUST STARES AT HIM.

HUMPHREY: 
Edith!

EDITH MOANS AND STARTS COMING ROUND.

HUMPHREY: Edith! Hold on. Don't you do this to me now! Not after all these years!

BANGING ON THE DOOR

HUMPHREY:
SUDDENLY REACHES A DECISION.  I'm sorry, this is the Green's residence. Superfly doesn't live here anymore.

SILENCE

HE TURNS BACK TO EDITH. SHE IS STRUGGLING TO SIT UP. HE HELPS HER.

EDITH: 

Must be the elixir. Probably past it’s sell-by-date. I'm alright dear. Who's at the door?

PAUSE

HUMPHREY:
Wrong address.

THEY SMILE AT EACH OTHER

EDITH: 
I feel like some tea. You want some?

HUMPHREY NODS. STARES AT THE DOOR. HE TURNS BACK AND SEES EDITH SHUFFLE OFF TO THE KITCHEN. SHE IS OLD AGAIN.

HUMPHREY: (CALLS SOFTLY)  Edith?

SHE DOESN'T HEAR HIM

HE STARTS MOVING TO HER AND AS HE DOES, HE AGES. HE FEELS THE PROCESS , LOOKS AT HIS WATCH AND SIGHS. EDITH SENSES HIM AND TURNS AROUND.

 HUMPHREY SHUFFLES OVER TO EDITH. THEY EMBRACE. AFTER A WHILE, THEY BOTH PULL BACK LOOKING DOWN AT HIS CROTCH.

EDITH: 
Oh well.
HUMPHREY: 
It was good while it lasted.

EDITH: 
Never mind, dear. You know what they say: “It’s not what you’ve got, it’s how you use it”.
SHE TAKES HIS HAND AND LEADS HIM TO THE BUNK.

HUMPHREY: (DEJECTED) I suppose so. What about that tea?

EDITH: 
Tea? Oh to hell with that. Tea can wait.
SHE PULLS HIM DOWN ONTO THE COUCH.

BLACK OUT

THE END

