LABELS
By Paul Emig
SGT O’HARA and OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS are surveying a crime scene. There are body parts strewn across a living room. Head. Arms. Legs. Just ridiculous. As they prep the scene, picking things up, bagging them, doing what cops do, they chat.
SGT O’HARA
Well, I guess that makes me the motherfucker.
OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
What does?

SGT O’HARA
The carnival. The carnival was in town. I could have taken my kids. They would have loved that.

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS.

It is in town. For a couple more days at least.

SGT O’HARA
Yeah, but they went back to their mom’s. I only get them on the second and fourth weekends. Too bad. Tommy would have loved it. You going to take your kids?

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
Kid.

SGT O’HARA
What? 

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
Kid. Singular. I only have the one. 

SGT O’HARA
Really? I thought you had three or four. Four, I was almost certain. 

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
I think I would know if I had four. 
SGT O’HARA
Why only one?

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
She’s 4 months old. 

SGT O’HARA
I thought all of you Wops had big families.

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
All of you Wops? Excuse me?

SGT O’HARA
Sorry, sorry. The correct term is Eye-Talian. 

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
The correct term is Greek.

SGT O’HARA
Come again?

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
I’m Greek. My name is Cyril Antonopoulos. Jesus, how much Greeker can you get? What made you think I was Italian?

SGT O’HARA
Is there something wrong with Italians? 

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
What?

SGT O’HARA
So you’re implying there’s something wrong with being Italian, huh? Mister big shot olive-sucking Greek. My grandmother was from Sicily. I’ve got the blood of the Sicilian Mafioso running through my veins.

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
Look, I didn’t mean to…Wait. You’re the one who called me a Wop. 

SGT O’HARA
Ah, I can’t sneak one past this guy! You’re a smart one, kid. They’re churning ‘em out of the academy pretty smart these days. Book smart, anyway. You’ve still got a couple of volumes of street smart to learn. And that’s why fucking with the rookies is so much fun.
(Beat)

So, you going to take her?

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
Who? What are you talking about?

SGT O’HARA
To the carnival! Your daughter, jackass.

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
She’s four months old!

SGT O’HARA
So? There are pretty lights. And rides…

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
Not for infants.
SGT O’HARA
She’s missing out. 

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
I don’t know. Carnivals give me the creeps.

SGT O’HARA
I know you didn’t just say that. Carnivals are the most magical places…

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
Carnivals? Are we talking about the same thing? The most magical places in the world?


SGT O’HARA
I didn’t say “in the world.” I said “the most magical places – dot dot dot”

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
Dot dot dot. That implies “in the world.”
SGT O’HARA
No, not necessarily. That would have been a bit of a reach. Obviously. Maybe, the most magical place in a small town that doesn’t have the pleasure of having its own theme park. Like all your big cities in Greece. 
OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
I grew up in Dallas.

SGT O’HARA
And what does Dallas have? Theme parks! See, I knew you wouldn’t understand. The allure of the travelling carnival!

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
Dirty gypsies selling food that’s been stored at improper temperatures and operating rides with one hand on the button and one hand on their cigarette. It’s a miracle more people don’t fly off those deathtraps each year.

SGT O’HARA
Oh, c’mon. They’re called thrill rides for a reason. 

(Beat)

And the correct term is Carnies. 

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
What?

SGT O’HARA
Carnies. People who work at a carnival. They’re carnies, not gypsies. 

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
I’m from Greece, I know what a fucking gypsy is.

SGT O’HARA
You’re from Dallas and you wouldn’t know your dick from a fried snickers. The correct term is Carnies. 

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
Whatever! Can we just finish and go? Whatever they’re called, they give me the creeps. I want to finish up and get out of here. I should be in a lab. I have a Masters in Forensic Science.

SGT O’HARA
Everyone pays their dues, rook. 
(Beat)

But tell me “CSI: Athens,” what do you see?

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS looks around and surveys the scene.

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
DB was dismembered…limbs and head separated in quick succession. Clean cuts. Must have been very sharp…flat. If I had to guess…
SGT O’HARA
Yes?

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
No, that can’t be right.

SGT O’HARA
Go with your gut.

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
A sword of some kind? So…BOLO for crazed carny wielding a broadsword?
SGT O’HARA
Forget it Jake. It’s Carnytown.
OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
But what’s the motive? No signs of a struggle. So I’m guessing he knew the perp…

SGT O’HARA
Sometimes the simplest explanation is…

He pauses, having heard something

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
I heard it, too.

They draw their firearms and conceal themselves as JOINTY MIKE enters. He wears a medallion around his neck, a katana on his back, a motorcycle helmet on his head and is carrying a paper bag. SGT O’HARA sneaks up behind him, points the gun at the back of his head.
SGT O’HARA
Hold it right there. Hands in the air. Drop the bag.

JOINTY MIKE
I caint.

SGT O’HARA
Excuse me.

JOINTY MIKE
I caint officer. 

SGT O’HARA
And why the hell not?

JOINTY MIKE
Because it would ‘splode if I dropped it. 

At this, the two officers adopt more serious poses and focus their guns on him even more.

SGT O’HARA
Is it a bomb?

JOINTY MIKE
It’s a cruller. 

SGT O’HARA
A what?

JOINTY MIKE
A cruller.

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS

Did he say a cruller?

JOINTY MIKE
Yes, goddammit. A cruller. A donut. But rectangle like. If I drop it, it’s going to splatter. This place down the street makes it so the dough is gooey in the middle. Best thing about this shithole town. Me and Robin over there, we’d get them every night after we got off.  
SGT O’HARA
Put down the cruller, then. Gently.

JOINTY MIKE
All righty then, mister officers sir. But I’ve got to warn you, this is the last cruller in town. Someone’s already died over them once tonight. I’d hate for it to happen again, if you know what I’m saying. I better get this delightful little pastry back in one piece.
SGT O’HARA
You have my word. 

JOINTY MIKE hands the bag to SGT O’HARA. JOINTY MIKE removes his helmet and sets it on the table. SGT O’HARA and OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS reholster their guns.

JOINTY MIKE then removes the katana blade and sets it on the table. They all look at it. No one says anything for a moment.

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
Is that a katana?

JOINTY MIKE
Yep.

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
Is it real?

JOINTY MIKE
Samurai grade.

SGT O’HARA
And how do you afford a samurai grade katana blade on a carny’s salary?

JOINTY MIKE
Ah, you’d be surprised what old Jointy Mike can separate from the pockets of your fair townsfolk in the course of a week! The sword belongs my boyfriend’s (nodding in the direction of the body parts). Family heirloom. 

He’s Oriental.

Or was. He was Oriental. Or, I guess he still is. Hell, I don’t know.
And the correct term is…(searching for it)
OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
Asian-American?

JOINTY MIKE
Amusement professional! Carny is such a derogatory term. It’s 2013. We have a guild and everything.
SGT O’HARA
So let me get this straight…You, and your…partner.

JOINTY MIKE
Whoa! Partner’s a strong word. I’d say boyfriend…although fuck buddy is probably more appropriate. Who knows…maybe we’re just bored. There hasn’t been much good produce on the shelves these last couple of stops if you know what I mean.
SGT O’HARA
I could care less what two carny anal bandits want to call what they do in here.

JOINTY MIKE
Oh, so it’s going to be like that, is it? It’s 2013, man. The correct term is amusement professional.

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
I believe what Sgt O’Hara is saying, is we don’t care what you do with…that (pointing to his penis). Our concern is what you did with…that (pointing to the katana). 

JOINTY MIKE
What now?

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
Why’d you do it?

JOINTY MIKE
Why’d I do what? Go out for a cruller? Little faggot ate the last one. That’s why I had to run out. But I knew they were open late on Fridays.

SGT O’HARA
I don’t care about the cruller, numbnuts!

JOINTY MIKE
They’re mighty fine crullers. I’d reserve judgment if I were you. But I don’t have any to share. There’s only the one. But they reopen at 6 a.m., that’s like…

SGT O’HARA
Why did you kill him?

JOINTY MIKE
You…you think I killed him?

SGT O’HARA
You said so yourself. You said you’ve already killed one person tonight. Over a cruller.
JOINTY MIKE
Um, no. I said that one person’s already died over a cruller tonight. There’s a difference. Subtle, but important.
OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
So if you didn’t do this, who did?

JOINTY MIKE
Well, I did that (signifying the body parts). But I didn’t kill him. I was starting to warm up to him. Good kid. 

SGT O’HARA
So you dismembered him, but you didn’t kill him? How is that physically possible? 

JOINTY MIKE
He stole the last cruller. We got 6 of them, to split between us. He already ate his three. I’d only had two. And then he ate the last one. I confronted him about it, not to be a dick or anything, but these things are really fucking good. 

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
You confronted him about it, and then sliced him up with a katana blade?

JOINTY MIKE
Yes. But you’re missing an important part. The part where he does the gut cutting thing.
SGT O’HARA
(Disgusted) The what?

JOINTY MIKE
He was shamed. He kept saying that over and over. I said “hey, no biggie. Shop’s open for another 20 minutes.” But he’s Chinese, so he had to do the honorable thing.

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
Seppuku. 

SGT O’HARA
Seppo what?

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
Seppuku. Samurai suicide. When they’ve committed a shameful act, they disembowel themselves and then have someone cut off their head.

And Japanese. It’s Japanese.

JOINTY MIKE
Japanese, really? That explains a lot.

SGT O’HARA
Over a cruller.

JOINTY MIKE
Really good crullers, though.

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
So he committed seppuku…and you cut off his head. 

JOINTY MIKE
Yeah, he asked me to do that. It was part of the ritual. So I got his permission. So we’re cool, right?

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
What about the arms and legs? That’s not part of the ritual.

JOINTY MIKE
Well I’m not exactly a fucking expert in Oriental killing…

SGT O’HARA
Asian-American…

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
No, actually Japanese in this case.

JOINTY MIKE
Man, fuck y’all! I saw it in a movie or something like that. Scatter their limbs to the four corners. See?

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
Hmm…I didn’t notice that.
SGT O’HARA
Rookie.

JOINTY MIKE
Look, I’m bummed about this, too. I won’t say I’m the victim here, but I did have to decapitate my butt buddy tonight. With a katana – although that part was pretty boss, I have to admit – I mean, that changes a guy forever. And the cruller’s probably gotten cold to boot. Can’t a nigger catch a break?
SGT O’HARA
Excuse me?

JOINTY MIKE
No, I can say that. My great grandmother was black, so I can say that. 

SGT O’HARA
It’s not your grandmammy’s skin color that I take issue with. You cut a man in pieces tonight. Over a donut. 

JOINTY MIKE
And I feel bad about it. I really do. Tomorrow was our day off. We were going to get some tapas and sneak off to a movie. 
OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can be used against you in a court of law (continues, over the next couple of lines). You have the right to an attorney. Should you not be able to afford one, one will be appointed to you. 
SGT O’HARA puts handcuffs on him as OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS continues to read him his Miranda rights.
JOINTY MIKE
You’ve got to be shitting me. I told you, I assisted with the performance of a sacred cultural ritual. At his urging, might I add! 
SGT O’HARA
Jointy Mike, if that is your real name, you are under arrest for the murder of…this guy over here.  

JOINTY MIKE
Help! I’m being discriminated against. (Yells) Rodney King! Rodney King! 

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
Oh please. 

JOINTY MIKE

You know what? I’m not saying another word until I talk to my attorney. This is some bullshit. Just because a guy grants his dying lover’s last wish. But our people can not be kept down forever.

SGT O’HARA

Which subset of people are you referring to this time?

JOINTY MIKE

Justice will be served. It always is. Just let me have a bite of the cruller and I’ll go quietly. 

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS walks over to the table, reaches into the bag, pulls out the cruller and takes a big bite. He chews, swallows.

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS

That…is a pretty good cruller. 

JOINTY MIKE

You’re going to wish you didn’t do that.
OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
What? Are you going to use some magic gypsy spell?

SGT O’HARA
Or should it be amusement professional curse?

JOINTY MIKE
I’ll allow it, actually. The term gypsies refers to the nomadic Romani people. I’m not Romani…but this curse is.

SGT O’HARA
Say what now?

JOINTY MIKE starts chanting in a whispered gibberish. 

SGT O’HARA
What’s he saying? What’s he saying?

JOINTY MIKE throws his head back and head-butts SGT O’HARA in the nose, knocking him to the ground. He easily takes off the handcuffs and grabs the katana from the table. 

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS
No, no, no!

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS nervously draws his gun while JOINTY MIKE unsheathes the katana and draws it up above his head in a samurai pose. The two stare at each other, weapons drawn, for a moment. Then JOINTY MIKE jabs OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS in the face with the butt of the hilt and knocks him over. He runs out.

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS and SGT O’HARA lay on the ground groaning. JOINTY MIKE comes running back in, picks up the cruller from off of the floor, dusts it off on his shirt, takes a bite and runs out with it. 

SGT O’HARA starts laughing. 

OFFICER ANTONOPOULOS

What? What’s so funny? 

SGT O’HARA
You’ll learn, rookie. You’ll learn. We were all there once. Just stay away from the crullers! 

He laughs again.

And that’s why you never piss off a carny, kid.
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