
The Ham Fist

Ashley is knelt down next to a table or some other such surface that serves as a chopping block, upon which he has his right hand laid. He is sweating, nervous, terrified. In his free hand (i.e., his left), he holds a bottle of something so strong, the audience is getting tipsy. Penny stands on the other side of the table, tying a tourniquet around his arm. On the ground next to her is some kind of chopping implement. There is a large sturdy box of some kind sitting off to the side. 

PENNY

Stay calm and focused. This may sting a little, but it’ll be worth it in the end. Trust me. 

ASHLEY

How much of it do you have to take? 

PENNY

Does it matter? It’s getting replaced. 

ASHLEY

Could you just tell me? I don’t think that’s asking too much considering which end of this bargain I’m on. 

PENNY

Which end of the...? You’re the one benefitting from this, Mister! You’re the one that’s  gonna be a star when all this is over. 

ASHLEY

If it even works. 

PENNY

It’s gonna work. 

ASHLEY

Could you just tell me how much? Please?

With a sigh, Penny uses her finger to draw an invisible line across Ashley’s forearm, close to the elbow. 

PENNY

Right here. 

ASHLEY

That much? 

PENNY

What difference does it make? You gotta lose your hand either way. This is what you want, right? 

ASHLEY

I guess, yeah. Like I said, if it works. 

PENNY

Ashley, love, it’s absolutely gonna work. 

ASHLEY

But how do you know? 

The nearby container shakes and moves like there’s something inside that would very much like to get out. Penny runs over and sits down on the lid. She smiles back at Ashley. 

PENNY (cont’d)

It’s gonna work. Bring me that brick.

Ashley picks up a cinder block and carries it over to the box. Penny moves out of the way and Ashley puts the block on the lid. 

PENNY (cont’d)

Like to see you get out of there now, fucker. 

ASHLEY

I don’t think we should taunt it. It? Him? 

PENNY

If anything it’s a her. 

ASHLEY

Oh right. 

Something dawns on him. 

Oh. I hadn’t even considered the whole gender aspect of this thing. 

PENNY

I don’t think it matters.  

ASHLEY

Doesn’t it? 

PENNY

Why should it? I mean, for all we know, that thing wasn’t even hers to start with. She could have stolen it from someone else just like we stole it from her.  

ASHLEY

Well I guess it does look vaguely mannish. 

The thing on the inside of the box starts pounding on the underside of the lid, hard enough to cast doubt in the cinder block’s ability to keep it inside. 

ASHLEY (cont’d)

Shit!

PENNY

I think you offended it. 

Ashley grabs several other heavy objects and put them on the lid, then lays his own weight across it. 

ASHLEY

You couldn’t have gotten something with a lock? 

PENNY

I concede I didn’t plan this part very well. 

ASHLEY

Truer words. Ow! 

Yelling at the thing in the box. 

Knock it off in there! Jesus, thing has a mind of its own. 

PENNY

As long as it’s like this, yes, it does. Which is why it would behoove us to proceed. 

ASHLEY

Don’t say behoove. Don’t say behoove. 

PENNY

Why not? 

ASHLEY

It’s an asshole word. Don’t say it. 

PENNY

It would beeeeeee in our best interest to move forward with the plan. 

ASHLEY

Fine. 

Moving tentatively, Ashley gets up off of the container. The thing inside is mostly quiet now, maybe a few taps, but that’s it. 

PENNY (cont’d)

Nodding towards the chopping block. 

You gonna...?

Ashley nods, makes his way over to the chopping block, assumes the position with his right arm across the block. Penny goes to work on the tourniquet again, tying it tight, tight, tight.  

ASHLEY

Ow. 

PENNY

You don’t want to bleed out, do you? 

Penny picks up her chopping implement (I kinda like the hockey stick even though it’s not actually a sharp object, but it has a nice scythe-like quality. But do what you like). 

PENNY (cont’d)

Ready? 

Ashley takes a loooooooooong pull on his bottle. 

ASHLEY

As I’m gonna get. 

He takes another quick nip, then gives Penny the nod. Penny raises her blade. 

PENNY

Do you want a blindfold or anything?

ASHLEY

No. 

PENNY

Do you want me to count to three? 

ASHLEY

God, no. 

PENNY

You want something to bite down on? 

ASHLEY

Are you gonna fucking do it or not?

PENNY

I’m just trying to make this as easy for you as possible. 

ASHLEY

I do not want anything to bite down on. I do not want you to count to three. I do not want a blindfold. I will not eat them with a fox, I will not eat them in a box, I will not eat them in a house, CHOP MY FUCKING ARM OFF ALREADY!

PENNY

Fine!

She chops his fucking arm off already, his right one, and it falls to the floor like a bloody paperweight. They both just stare at his stump for a moment. And then he starts freaking out. 

ASHLEY

Oh Jesus! 

PENNY

Hold your arm up!  

ASHLEY

You cut my arm off, you crazy bitch!

PENNY

That was the plan, babe. Hold your arm over your head!

ASHLEY

It doesn’t reach that high anymore! Oh fuck, I’m gonna die. 

PENNY

You’re not gonna die. 

ASHLEY

I’m gonna die. I’m gonna get an infection and it’s gonna get in my blood and flow all the way to my heart and up into my brain and--

WHAM! Penny slaps him, because that’s what you do when a motherfucker starts ranting, right? RIGHT?! She kneels down to his level. 

PENNY

Look at me. You are not dying, all is going according to plan thus far. Now I need you to hold it together while we move on to the next step, okay?  

ASHLEY

You’re gonna get it out? 

PENNY

I’m gonna get it out. You’re gonna stay right here, okay? 

He nods. Penny kisses him on the forehead and brushes his hair back, then stands and walks over to the container. The thing is being totally quiet now. One by one, Penny removes all of the heavy items that they have stacked on top of the lid until none are left. She looks back at Ashley one more time, then reaches down to open the lid. She’s just about to lift it when it suddenly comes flying open, seemingly of its own accord. The lid smacks Penny in the face. An arm leaps out of the box and attacks her, hitting her in the face again and again, then clamping its fingers around her neck. She pulls it off and hurls it away, but it comes flying back again, this time knocking her to the ground. Ashley manages to get on his feet and pull the arm off of her. He hurls it away. We hear it scurry off into hiding somewhere. 

ASHLEY

Are you okay? 

PENNY

Yeah. Where’d it go? 

ASHLEY

I don’t know. Over there somewhere.

PENNY

Okay. Let’s surround it. 

ASHLEY

Maybe we should just let it go. 

PENNY

What? Are you out of your mind?  

ASHLEY

My old one is right there on the floor. We’ll just put it on ice and go to the emergency room and they can sew it back on. 

PENNY

Ashley, the key to your wildest dreams is hiding right over there in the dark. All we have to do is go over there and take it.  

ASHLEY

This is crazy. 

PENNY

Now listen, you come at it from this way, try to get its attention. I’m gonna circle around behind it. 

ASHLEY

Why are you whispering? It’s a hand, not an ear. 

PENNY

Well it’s not your average hand, now is it? Now go on. 

Shoves him out. 

ASHLEY

All right, I’m going. Fuck. Like I didn’t just lose a hand here.  

Ashley creeps toward where the hand is hiding. Penny starts to circle around the other side. 

PENNY (cont’d)

Try to get its attention. 

ASHLEY

Uh, hey there, uh...

to Penny

Does it have a name? 

Penny shrugs, gestures him on. While Ashley talks, Penny creeps closer and closer to where the thing is hiding. 

ASHLEY (cont’d)

So, uh, hey, arm? I get the sense that you’re feeling kind of threatened at the moment. I understand what that’s like, believe me. Maybe you’d like to come out here and talk about it for a bit? I’ve been told I’m a really good listener. I’ve got some whiskey out here, I’d be glad to share, except I guess you don’t have a mouth. I hear you’re quite the guitar player. I dabble a bit myself. At least I did. Hoping to again, but I guess you kinda figured that out already, huh? Geez, you must really hate us, huh? I guess I can’t blame you. I’m feeling kind of lightheaded at the moment. 

He sinks to the floor. 

I think I just need a minute. 

Penny reaches the spot where she believes the hand to be hiding and pounces. But it’s not there!

PENNY

What the hell? 

ASHLEY

I just need to rest for a bit. 

PENNY

Where’d it go?

It’s behind you, Penny! That damn crazy hand comes flying in from outta nowhere and attacks her. She fights it off and hurls it away. 

PENNY (cont’d)

Motherfucker! This situation grows increasingly intolerable!

The arm appears from out of its hiding place and throws stuff at them. 

ASHLEY

Ow. 

PENNY

Oh you fucking piece of shit! That is it! 

She charges after it, perhaps disappearing backstage. The hand appears again, scurrying across the stage, right past Ashley’s useless self. Penny runs after it, jumps, and lands on top of it, trapping it under her body. She pins it to the floor, but the thing’s not letting up. 

PENNY (cont’d)

Who’s gotcha now, huh? Stupid fucking hand. Be still! Ashley! Ashley!

But Ashley’s kinda groggy ‘cuz Ashley’s losing some blood. 

ASHLEY

Hmm? 

PENNY

I got it. Come over here. 

ASHLEY

Hmm. 

PENNY

Ashley!

ASHLEY

Juswannasleep.

PENNY

Oh goddammit. I have to do everything. 

‘Tis a mighty struggle, but Penny manages to wrestle the arm across the stage to where Ashley is now slumped in a semi-passed out state. She holds the bloody end of the arm up to Ashley’s stump. 

PENNY (cont’d)

What’s that, huh? Nice vacant elbow attached to a reasonably attractive fellow, just waiting for a nice homeless arm to move in and make herself comfortable. You could certainly do worse, my friend. 

The arm gives up its struggle and attaches itself to Ashley. Penny backs away and watches as the arm and Ashley become one. While Ashley is still passed out, the arm walks across his body and up to his face, like it’s feeling its way around, getting to know its new host. While the hand is rested on his face, Ashley blinks awake. When he realizes what that thing is on his face, he freaks out, by which I mean he starts jumping around and shaking his arm like he’s trying to fling the thing off of himself, which of course he can’t because it’s attached. 

ASHLEY

Oh Jesus! Get it off! Get it off! Get it off!

PENNY

Ashley, calm down. 

ASHLEY

Oh god, this is so fucking weird. This is some alien parasite shit going on here. 

PENNY

Ashley, that is your arm now. 

ASHLEY

It doesn’t feel like it. 

PENNY

It will. Just try to, I don’t know, accept it. 

ASHLEY

Accept it? It feels like my hand has been replaced with a tiny malevolent person. Oh Jesus! I can never masturbate again!

Penny has fetched a guitar. She brings it to him now. 

PENNY

Ashley, remember why we did all this? Why we broke into the witch’s house, knocked her out, cut the arm from her body?

Pushes the guitar on him.

Play it. 

Ashley takes the guitar from her and has a seat. He plucks a few strings to check the tuning, takes a deep breath, then makes like he’s gonna play, but the fingers of his new hand only seem to be able to mangle the strings. His left hand is working fine, but his right seems bent on ripping the strings from their moorings. 

ASHLEY

What the shit? 

He shakes his hand, wriggles his fingers, then tries again, but with the same results as his fingers violently attack the strings, creating sounds most unmusical. 

ASHLEY (cont’d)

Okay, this is fucked. 

PENNY

Calm down. Maybe it just takes a few minutes for everything to settle into place. 

ASHLEY

I thought this thing was supposed to be magical. 

PENNY

We took it off a witch, didn’t we? 

ASHLEY

Look, I know Suzie Aside is a killer guitar player, but a witch? That seems a little far-fetched.

PENNY

Have you ever seen an arm behave like that one? No, I dare say you have not. And I know you did not come all this way only to express doubts now. So you concentrate, you show that hand who’s boss, and you play that fucking guitar. 

Reluctantly, Ashley shakes both hands to loosen them up. He puts them into position. He takes a deep breath. And slaps himself across the face, knocking himself to the ground. 

ASHLEY

Oh this is just bullshit!

PENNY

Okay, calm down--

ASHLEY

Quit telling me to fucking calm down! You said I would be an instant virtuoso but I’m even worse than I was before! Plus now I have a body part that’s bent on abusing me! 

Suzie Aside appears. And she is fuckin’ metal, right down to the hook on her right hand. 

SUZIE

That’s ‘cause that ain’t my pickin’ hand. 

Ashley and Penny are both startled. Suzie walks toward them and holds up her hook hand. She removes the hook to reveal a perfectly normal hand, the sight of which startles Ashley and Penny again. 

PENNY

Another....you grew another hand!

SUZIE

More like I pulled another one out of my sock drawer. I find it pays to keep plenty handy. 

ASHLEY

Handy. Ha!

Suzie gives him a look, then makes just the slightest motion with her hand. Ashley’s new hand smacks him in the face. 

ASHLEY (cont’d)

Ow! Did you do that? 

SUZIE

Another pun and I’ll have you squeeze your own testicles ‘til they burst like a pair of grapes. 

ASHLEY

I’m sorry. Look, you can have your hand back. 

PENNY

No, hold on, wait a minute. You said this isn’t even your guitar hand. How many hands do you have? 

SUZIE

One less than I should thanks to the two of you. Now you gonna give it up willingly or does shit have to get dark?

ASHLEY

Yes, take it.

PENNY

No! Wait. Give us your guitar hand. 

ASHLEY

What?

PENNY

Give us the arm and the hand, the one that made you famous.  

SUZIE

Now tell my why I’m going to do this.  

PENNY

Pulls a freaky-looking pouch out of her pocket and holds it out towards Suzie.

Because I command it. 

Suzie stumbles as if she’s suddenly dizzy. Penny advances on her. 

PENNY (cont’d)

I command you, Suzie Aside, by the power of the fallen angels and of the accursed mother, I command you--

SUZIE

Idiot. 

Suzie waves her hand, sending Penny’s pouch flying. 

SUZIE (cont’d)

You stupid fucking idiot. You go to all the trouble to break into my home, knock me out, steal my hand, and what do you do with it? Give it to your fucking boyfriend so he can realize his dreams of rock stardom. 

ASHLEY

Look, we’re sorry. You can have your hand--

Without even looking at him, Suzie waves her hand, causing Ashley to deck his pretty self. She continues toward Penny. 

SUZIE

Perhaps if your cause had been more worthy, I would have considered leaving you be. But expending all your efforts on that?

Motions to Ashley.

Simply unacceptable. 

Suzie makes a more complicated, though still lazy, series of gestures with her hands. Ashley suddenly finds himself being yanked across the floor, right hand first, toward Penny. He fights and struggles, but the arm continues pulling him along. It pulls him to his feet. He tries to pull it back with his other hand, but his rebellious hand punches him in the nose and yanks him along until he is standing right in front of Penny, close enough to wrap his hand around her throat, which he does. 

ASHLEY

Stop! Please! Please!

SUZIE

You know that hand? The one I’m using to make you murder your beloved? It can’t play guitar worth a good goddamn, as you yourself so hilariously discovered, but it can exact some vengeance like a motherfucker. Which is why I always wear it when I put on my jammy-jams and go nighty-night, just in case a pair of assholes, e.g., you two, decide they need to come take my shit. 

Ashley is now on top of Penny, strangling her with his right hand, fighting his right with his left. Suzie walks over and stands over Penny. She kneels down so she’s at eye-level with Ashley. 

SUZIE (cont’d)

A fighter to the end, I’ll give you that, boy. 

ASHLEY

In tears

Please. Please stop. 

Suzie puts a hand on his cheek, wipes away a tear. 

SUZIE

I can’t do that, darlin’. 

Suzie looks down at Penny. She strokes her hair. 

SUZIE (cont’d)

There she goes. Ssshh. Watch. The lights are going out. 

It looks like it’s lights out for Penny, except then she manages to work a hand free. She reaches up and grabs Suzie and yanks her head into Ashley’s, bonking their skulls together and freeing herself. She rolls away, but Ashley’s coming after her again, being dragged along by his right hand. This is ridiculous. Penny fends him off with some punches and kicks, really beating the shit out of him, but he just keeps coming back for more, all because of that damn hand. Suzie really seems to be enjoying this. Finally, Penny grabs her chopping implement, and when he comes at her again, she ducks away and hacks off his arm. She snags it before it can get away and hurls it at Suzie. 

PENNY

There. There’s your fucking hand. Happy? 

SUZIE

I can think of more preferable outcomes, but I suppose this will do. 

Turns to go, turns back to her. 

Actually, you know what? Here. 

Tosses the hand to Penny. 

You keep it. 

PENNY

After all that, you don’t even want it? 

SUZIE

I’ve got others. That one’s not even my favorite. Better hurry. Looks like boyfriend’s losing blood on the quick. See you crazy kids. 

Exits. 

Penny rushes the arm over to Ashley and affixes it to the spot. The arm attaches itself because it’s magically delicious.

PENNY

Ashley. Ashley, wake up. 

ASHLEY

With his new hand running rampant over his face and head. 

Hmm? Oh Jesus, not this thing again!

PENNY

Well it was either this or let you bleed out and die. 

ASHLEY

I gotta live with this shitty can’t-play-guitar-for-shit might-kill-us-in-our-sleep arm for the rest of my life? 

PENNY

Should I have just let you die? 

ASHLEY

This is all your fault. I should have never listened to you when you suggested we go rob that witch. 

PENNY

Well I guess that makes me the motherfucker. 


