Alma Mater, by Paul Emig

A back alley triage. SALLY sits still, trying to maintain composure. She has an arrow sticking out of her eye. SUZIE stands, examining the wound from many angles and trying to figure out how to remove it. 
SUZIE
An elephant never forgets, you know.

SALLY looks up at her, bewildered.

It’s true. They follow the same paths over and over. And they hand down genetic memories of directions to their kids and then their kids and then their kids. And each family has its own burial place. And when they get ready to die, the other elephants show them the way to get there. And then when they get there, they just lay down and die. Just like that. 

SALLY
Why are you telling me that? 

SUZIE
I don’t know. I just thought it might make you feel better. Interesting fact.

SALLY
How would dead elephants make me feel better? No one likes dead elephants. 

SUZIE
Yeah, I guess you’re right. I thought it was interesting. I mean, I wonder if we would know where to go. I mean, if we couldn’t read. Like elephants.

SALLY
Elephants can’t read, stupid. 

SUZIE
I know they can’t read. And don’t call me stupid. I’m the one who’s going to get it out. I meant people. Would we know where to die? Would we just walk to where our Mommies and Daddies were and then, when we get there…
SUZIE spectacularly mimics dropping dead, and then holds the pose.
SALLY
Just like that. Is that how you’re going to die?

SUZIE
(Jumping up) Exactly like that. I’ve been practicing. I’m ready to go. I’m ready to die for the cause.

SALLY
Well I’m not ready. Not yet. I’m going to die on the battlefield, not hiding in the shadows. Are you almost ready? I want to get back out there!

SUZIE
I’m ready. You’re the one who’s getting an arrow pulled out of her eye. The question is, are YOU ready?

SALLY
Bitch, I was born ready.
SUZIE
OK. If you say so.

SUZIE searches the assorted cache of weapons and tools for the perfect instrument.

You know what this reminds me of? The Battle of Hastings.

SALLY gives her a “seriously – what the fuck?” look.

It’s just like King Harold the Second. He was shot through the eye with an arrow, too. And on this day in 1066, too. How about that! Don’t you remember? Haven’t you read any military strategy?

SALLY
Suzie, I’m seven. 
SUZIE
But you’re our leader. We expect you to know this stuff. We’re looking up to you.
SALLY
Yeah, but you didn’t elect me for my brain. You elected me because I’m the baddest motherfucker on the playground. 
SALLY takes a deep breath.

OK. On three. One…Two…

SUZIE cleanly yanks the arrow out of SALLY’s eye before she gets to three. SALLY makes a noise through clenched teeth, but is ready to nut up.
SALLY
That’s right bitches! It takes more than a lucky shot to keep me down. Patch me up. Send me back out there. 

SUZIE wraps the eyeless side of her head with a bandage.
SUZIE
Hold on a minute. 
SALLY
It’s go time.

SUZIE
Sally, we have to wait. 

SALLY
Wait for what? I’m out for blood. 

SUZIE
We have to wait and see what the others say.

SALLY
What do you mean? I’m in charge. I’m the leader.

SUZIE
You were the leader, but you’re half blind now. We need to re-vote. If the leader is incapacitated, the quorum needs to determine if you’re still capable of leading.
SALLY
Oh I’m capable of leading. Leading my fist into those stupid second grade faces! 

SUZIE
Sally, how many fingers am I holding up?

SALLY
Who the crap cares, Suzie? This is war!
SUZIE
We’re putting it up to a vote. You signed the constitution.

SALLY
Screw that! This changes things. 

SUZIE
But if we abandon our constitution, then what are we fighting for?
SALLY
(Starting to monologue in the wrong direction) What are we fighting for? What are we fighting for? I’ll tell you what we’re fighting for.

SUZIE
I’m over here.

SALLY 

I knew that. I’ll tell you what we’re fighting for. We’re fighting for the monkey bars. We’re fighting for the slide. We’re fighting for our little piece of the sidewalk, where we can draw pretty little houses. Without people spitting on them and saying “Look! I put in a swimming pool!” We’re fighting…for freedom.
SUZIE
Thank you. Sometimes I need to be reminded.
SALLY
We’re going to make them pay, Suzie. 
SUZIE
I hate them. I hate them so bad. 

SALLY
Let me at them. You know what I’m capable of. 
An offstage noise. An alarm has been tripped.

SUZIE
What was that?

SALLY
The alarm. Toss me a gun.

SUZIE
How’s your aim?

SALLY
Only one way to find out.

SUZIE tosses her a gun. They stand on either side of the entrance, waiting for the intruder. In walks BRAD. He is carrying a picnic basket.

SALLY
Don’t. Move.

SUZIE
It’s Brad. 

SALLY has to turn her head to be able to recognize him.

SALLY
Oh. Brad. It’s you! 
SALLY and SUZIE stand down. BRAD enters, unfazed. He tucks the picnic basket under one arm, walks past the girls, picks up a liquor bottle and starts taking a long stiff drink.
SUZIE
How is it out there, Brad?

SALLY
Yeah Brad. How is it?

BRAD
Ladies…it’s war out there. The schoolyard is in ashes. The embers are still smoldering. The playground runs with blood. The streets are lined with light-up tennis shoes. And feet. Severed feet that were once in the light-up tennis shoes. But have fallen out of the tennis shoes. Seeing sights like that…changes a person. 

(Beat)
I don’t think I can handle being alone tonight.
SALLY and SUZIE quietly sigh to themselves.

BRAD
So, what’s our next move boss? 

BRAD turns and notices SALLY’s bleeding eye socket. 
Whoa! What happened?

SALLY
I got sloppy. Stupid stupid Christina Porter. She should never have had a clean shot.

BRAD
Daaamn! That’s messed UP. (aside, to SUZIE) Went all Battle of Hastings on her ass!
SUZIE
I know!

SALLY
What is it with you people? We’re seven.
BRAD
What can I say? I’m a closet anglophile. Love me some British history.
SUZIE
Where’s Timmy? Wasn’t he with you?
BRAD
Oh yeah, almost forgot. 
BRAD sets the bottle down, opens the picnic basket and holds up TIMMY’s severed head.

SALLY
Oh fuck!

BRAD
Yeah. This kinda sucks. Little Timmy. My mom’s gonna be pissed. 

SUZIE
Brad, I’m so sorry.

SALLY
That totally sucks, Brad. 
SUZIE
We’ll get them back, Brad.

SALLY
We’ll make them pay, Brad.

BRAD
Oh well. It could be worse. At least I get to do this!

BRAD holds the severed head high above his head. He grasps it by the hair and brandishes it with glee. He makes crowd cheering noises.
I’ve always wanted to do this. But I’ve never had a head before. 
(Beat)
So…Moving on…

BRAD discretely puts the head back in the basket. Don’t worry – we’ll find a reason for him to pull it back out later.
SALLY
We go out and take the north gate.
BRAD
No. It’s covered.

SALLY
South fence then.

BRAD
Impenetrable. They’ve got a fat kid in every gap.
SALLY
Then we come in from the car rider line.
SUZIE
No, they’ll be expecting that.

SALLY
Well, what then?

BRAD
(Picking up nunchuks and awkwardly wielding them) We just walk in and ninja them! 
SUZIE
Oh please.

BRAD
Are you insulting my nunchaka skills?

SALLY
Actually…that’s not a bad idea.

BRAD
It’s a brilliant idea. They’ll be all…and I’ll be all…and we’ll be home in time for dinner. We’re having tater tots. I’d like to be home for dinner. 
SALLY
I’ve got it!
BRAD
I guess if Timmy’s not there, I can have his tots. You know, things are starting to look up. 

SALLY
We approach from the rooftops.

Stunned silence.

SUZIE
But how…

SALLY
We climb up the rain gutters by the cafeteria. We scale the roof, cross to the playground, drop in and then…

BRAD
I nunchuk them! 

SALLY
They’ll never see it coming.
BRAD
It’s like the Trojan Horse.

SUZIE
A page out of Sun Tzu!
SALLY
Actually, I got it from Gummy Bears. 

(Beat)
There was a cartoon called Gummy Bears. My Dad made me watch it. Said it was big when he was a kid. 

(Beat)
They were bears. Regular bears, not gummi bears. But they drank “Gummy Beary Juice.” They could…(demonstrates bouncing motion/sounds). I guess you had to be there.
SUZIE 

The crap that passed as children’s entertainment back then.
BRAD
It’s no wonder they turned out how they did.

SUZIE
It’s a long shot, but it just might work.

SALLY
Oh, it’ll work. We strike quick, we strike hard, then, like a ripple in a pond... 
BRAD
…we nunchuk ‘em! Who’s got my back? (Pulling Timmy’s head back out and using a falsetto voice to talk out of it). I’ve got your back, big brother. Go nunchuk all of those fuckers. And then eat my tots. You deserve them!
(Looking around for support) Am I right?

SALLY
(to SUZIE) Do you trust me?

SUZIE
You can’t see.

SALLY
Then be my eyes. Why did you elect me?

SUZIE
Because you’re the craziest motherfucker on the playground.

BRAD
And because that kid in the wheelchair had a doctor’s appointment. 

SALLY
Yeah, he was pretty smart. 

SUZIE
But after him. You’re the one. 

SALLY
Will you follow me?

BRAD
We’d follow you anywhere. You scare the crap out of us. 

SUZIE
And with the eye thing, you can probably make the second graders cry.

BRAD
Christina Porter didn’t know what she hath unleashed.

SALLY
I’m gonna cut that bitch. 

SUZIE
Bitch gonna get cut!

SALLY
Arm up people.
Each of them picks up a weapon.
SALLY
That’s our playground. We’re going to take it back!
SUZIE and BRAD 

Yeah!

(and TIMMY’s head)

Yeah!

BRAD
Oh, I need to run home and have a snack first. 

SUZIE
Yeah, I could go for some peanut butter crackers.

SALLY
Me too. We’ll break for snacks. 

BRAD

But after that, it’s on. On like Donkey Kong.
SALLY
Oh, it is ON.

THE END
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