Invasion of the Penis Snatchers

CAST OF CHARACTERS

 -     MICROPHONE - the voice of a local radio station

· WENDELL RIGBY - journalist for Reuters

· ALAIN NKUNDA - local journalist

· POLICE CHIEF ANTOINE OLEKO - chief of the city police force

· LAURENT/WAITER/CALLER/EXPERT - citizens caught up in the panic

One man stands downstage right, his face hidden behind a radio microphone. He is dressed simply, with jeans and a white t-shirt. He starts to speak through the microphone before the lights slowly come up on him.  

MICROPHONE: Reports state that a foreign man - (Enter WENDELL from stage left. He sets up a table and two chairs DSL) - has been seen in a taxi wearing a golden ring. Our reports have stated that the man coerced victims into shaking his hand, or otherwise making contact between the ring and bare skin. This is a summation of the most reliable stories circulating this morning. Our advice is as follows: Be wary of your fellow passenger in the taxi. Do not make unnecessary contact with strangers. Report any suspicious activity to your local authority. We will now be taking calls. If you have any information… 

The MICROPHONE trails off, and the man exits. His light goes off. WENDELL sits on the stage left side of the table, and waits. He is wearing a nice white shirt with black pants. He wears a watch. Lights come up on the table. After a few seconds, ALAIN enters from stage left. 

ALAIN: Good morning, I take it you’re Mr. Wendell? 

WENDELL: [rises to shake his hand] I am, you must be Alain. Please, have a seat. 

ALAIN: [he sits] Thank you very much for inviting me for lunch. I enjoy conversation, especially with my peers from other countries. Please tell me once again which agency you work for. 

WENDELL: Reuters… I work for Reuters. 

ALAIN: Excellent, I admire Reuters quite a bit- 

A waiter enters 

ALAIN: [to WENDELL] Will you have a coke? 

WENDELL: Yes… that sounds fine. It’s hot today. 

ALAIN: It’s hot everyday. [to the waiter] We’ll have two cokes. 

The waiter exits.

ALAIN: So, let’s talk. 

WENDELL: Yes, of course. I wanted to ask you about the feel of this place. How are people concerned about the war? 

ALAIN: The people are not particularly concerned. The battles are taking place far away, and it is difficult to be afraid of something you read of once a day in the newspaper. But, there are many people who remember well when the war was not fought a great distance away, but when the armies were fighting right here. People are always concerned to see if that might happen again. 

WENDELL: I doubt that will actually happen though. The situation has changed. 

ALAIN: That is true. Much has changed about the nature of the fighting. We are not winning, nor are we losing, actually. Perhaps a stalemate is best though, it allows people to relax, and both sides benefit from not having to run around the jungle. 

WENDELL: And are people relaxed?

ALAIN: Perhaps I shouldn’t have said that. Nobody is always relaxed. Everything can turn on a dime. 

The waiter returns and leaves the drinks. He exits. 

WENDELL: Thank you. 

ALAIN: You remarked earlier that it is a hot day, and I told you every day is hot. Well, today is hotter than normal. 

WENDELL: How can you tell? 

ALAIN: Look at the mood of the people. I told you nobody is relaxed, and even you can probably see it. When it is cooler than normal, people are quiet. Today, people are restless. [beat – then eagerly, he has wanted to say this] Would you like to know a bit of rumor? 

WENDELL: I’m a reporter, of course. 

ALAIN: Of course. It is hot days like this when you must be on the lookout for happenings. 

WENDELL: What sor- [t of happenings]

ALAIN: Our last two coups, took place on the hottest days of that year. But today, today is very hot. And there are rumors flying around. They are saying on the radio stations, that there are sorcerers about, who are… stealing men’s penises.  [he laughs] 

WENDELL: That’s ridiculous! [jokingly] How do you steal someone’s penis?

ALAIN: They are debating that on the radio. But they say that if your penis is stolen, then the wizard will ask for a large sum of money to put it back. 

WENDELL: And how do they know about this? I can’t imagine this happening at home, even if it were true, I bet a bunch of guys would be too embarrassed to admit it! They’d think people would just assume they were making excuses…

ALAIN: [smiles] It may sound funny to you, but we take our superstitions very seriously here, but people can become scared about such rumors. They are telling people to avoid strange men in taxis and to not have any contact with foreigners, and people are readily taking the advice. 

WENDELL: Well, you clearly don’t put so much stock in that advice. Otherwise, you wouldn’t have met me!

ALAIN: [laughing again] It is true. I shouldn’t have let down my guard so easily, occasionally they do give good advice on the radio. But I have since learned to… uh… take it with a grain of salt… Well, I must go back to my office and continue to write for the edition. I will be happy to contribute to any of your stories. I shall give you my phone number and if you need information, we will talk.

Lights go off on DSL and up on the MCROPHONE downstage right. The man is once again behind it, and he is speaking. The table is struck. 

MICROPHONE: … we are monitoring this important story. We are still taking any calls from any person who may have information. We have an important call now. Hello? 

CALLER: Hello, can you hear me well? 

MICROPHONE: We can. What can you report?

CALLER: I just witnessed a man who says he is a victim. 

MICROPHONE: [he fires the questions back] How long ago was this?

CALLER: Just a few minutes ago. He was heading towards the hospital. He looked dazed… and… and angry. 

MICROPHONE: Were you able to find out much about the man’s condition. 

CALLER: Yes, this man was trying to convince people that he was telling the truth. There were some in the crowd who didn’t believe him and he was forced to undress… and what was left was tiny. I saw it clearly. 

MICROPHONE: Did the man say anything about how he was attacked? 

CALLER: He said he entered a taxi with a man who was wearing a big watch. The other man just grabbed his hand and he said he felt a weird sensation in his genitals. The other man just told the taxi to stop and ran away, and the man realized that he had lost his penis. 

MICROPHONE: And tell our listeners where this took place so they can stay clear. 

CALLER: We saw the man near the central police station. 

POLICE CHIEF OLEKO and ALAIN enter from stage left and set up a small desk with a phone upon it. 

MICROPHONE: Have you spoken to any policemen, have you been told anything by the authorities?

CALLER: No. 

MICROPHONE: I have not heard about the authorities, I have not heard from anyone that they are in the streets. [to caller] Thank you. [angrily] Where are the police officers who we entrust with our welfare. Where are the cowardly men who we’ve elected into office to provide for our safety? They do not take the taxi. They drive around in their own limos, with tinted windows so they cannot see the ordinary people. They will not help you. There is sorcery in the streets, seek it out! 

The lights come upon OLEKO sitting at his desk. ALAIN is walking around him. 

ALAIN: You could easily prevent the kind of panic that is fast brewing on your doorstep if you would consent to an interview. You could go on record dispelling this sorcery nonsense. 

OLEKO: I am not going to go to the news media and make stupid comments about a couple men who aren’t any good in bed. I’ll look ridiculous, what do you expect me to say?

ALAIN: I expect… I expect you to say that the health minister had personally examined the effected citizens and has discovered the whole thing to be a hoax. 

OLEKO: But he hasn’t.

ALAIN: And why not?

OLEKO: Because he has better things to do then examining men who-

ALAIN: I seem to remember that he recently took a trip to a summit in Scotland, where my newspaper followed him out the back door of the conference hall and pursued him to St. Andrews golf course. Was he busy curing AIDS with his golf game? 

OLEKO: I cannot answer for the health minister. But I can say that if anyone offered me a trip to Scotland, I would go to.

ALAIN: I would too, but I would honest about it. 

OLEKO: I am being honest with you, I will not humiliate myself in front of the people by speaking about such a foolish issue. 

ALAIN: Perhaps you have not been on the street or listening to the radio today, captain. People are talking. People need something to do. 

OLEKO: How can you accuse me of not being on the streets or being out of touch? I work harder than anyone in this department. And now that you’ve seen fit to insult me, I feel no obligation to have anything to do with your newspaper and the garbage you spit out. You are too often critical of my department, and then you expect me to shower you with interviews. It won’t happen. 

ALAIN: We are a free press, and so our course we are critical. But we do it equally and only when it is deserved. We don’t lie captain. I’d like to think we improve your department. 

OLEKO: [resentfully, worn out] I’d like to think you make my job hell. You’ve worn out your welcome Alain. I am tired of you. Please leave. 

ALAIN: We are on public property, owned by the people and entrusted to the police. 

OLEKO: [harder] And the police would like you to leave. 

[beat] 
ALAIN: Suit yourself. I’ll be sending a friend later. 

OLEKO: Don’t think about it. 

ALAIN exits and OLEKO leans back in his chair and relaxes in the sudden lull.  Back to the MICROPHONE. 

MICROPHONE: We now have on the program a noted expert in the affairs of wizards and black magic. He does not wish to be named for fear of retribution. Good afternoon sir. 

EXPERT: Good Afternoon. I am most pleased to be able to perform this service. 

MICROPHONE: Indeed. Please tell us what you make of today’s events. 

EXPERT: There are many causes which have created this outbreak of black magic. It has been a good deal of time since we last saw the resurgence of witches magic, but just several years ago, a group of witchdoctors were caught in a village near here. They had been extorting money from innocent people who had been affected by the penis snatching. The villagers tried to drown the man, but when they threw him into the river, he floated across the surface like a duck. That’s when knew he was the witch. But the witch was clever and they could not kill him. They tried to stone him, but the stones bounced off like rubber. 

MICROPHONE: I remember the story. I believe he had to be exiled. 

EXPERT: True. Eventually the villagers were forced to sue him, and the judge threw him across the border. In those days, the law was firmly against witchcraft. 

MICROPHONE: For the ordinary person, how can you identify a witch?

EXPERT: Well, there are many false ideas about how to identify a witch. People do a disservice by spreading this hogwash. I myself have heard today a respected man insisting that witches could be detected by inserting a tea leaf in your nostril. He maintained that it would sift the impurities in the air and allow you to catch the witch’s scent.  

MICROPHONE: Citizens! Know that false rumors aid the enemy! 

EXPERT: The truth is, it is very difficult to identify a witch because they have the ability to shape-shift. But we know that such is the nature of the magic that they cannot stray far from their roots. They will be perversions of the original. They will look foreign, and have much jewelry, which works as an agent to their magic. 

MICROPHONE: And how might an ordinary person ward off the magic? 

EXPERT: We do not yet know of a way to allow people to recover their penises, or prevent snatching. Certain men have claimed that by protecting their genitals with their hands, or placing a piece of fabric which was been blessed in front of the penis, has protected them from harm, but it’s simple impossible to say. 

MICROPHONE: Do you have advice for people out on the streets today?

EXPERT: Have you seen the police in the streets today? They do not exist, they have been paralyzed by a fear of magic and the lethargy of corruption. They will not protect ordinary citizens. We must protect ourselves. To anyone on the streets I say to you; be vigilant! Watch for suspicious people! Do not go alone! I say that this reign of terror must end. 

LAURENT enters and sits at the side of OLEKO’s table.

MICROPHONE: Keeping you updated with the latest news and information. We will rejoin our broadcast after a short commercial for Coca-Cola. Coca Cola is the most refreshing drink in the world, keep that in mind on hot days like this…

Back to OLEKO. 

LAURENT: [angry] I know what has occurred to me and I know what has happened. You have an obligation to help me and you have an obligation to help all other people. I will send you the bill for the money the wizard requested. 

OLEKO: You have not offered me any proof of the truth of what you say. Would you like to undress right now? Would you like to prove your malady to me? All you say is that you know what happened to you. That is not good enough. 

LAURENT: I’m not going to humiliate myself any longer. 

OLEKO: Go to a doctor. 

LAURENT: He says there is nothing wrong. 

OLEKO: [tiring] Then there is nothing wrong. 

LAURENT: How can I not know that something is wrong? I know what is wrong with my body!

OLEKO: Would you like me to give you a second opinion? 

LAURENT: I will not be laughed at. 

OLEKO: I will not laugh. I am skeptical. If you can prove me wrong I will take action. 

LAURENT: [beat] Fine. 

He edges behind the desk. 

LAURENT: (suddenly) Is this a private room? 

OLEKO: Yes it is. 

LAURENT unzips his pants behind the desk. 

OLEKO: That’s all? 

The door swings open and WENDELL steps into the room, takes a look around and starts to back out. LAURENT is mortified and quickly replaces his pants. OLEKO stands up angrily. 

OLEKO: THIS IS A PRIVATE OFFICE! WHAT RIGHT DID YOU HAVE TO COME IN HERE? OUT! 

WENDELL: Uh…[fumbling for wallet, pulls it out to show ID] my name is Wendell Bannister, reporter for Reuters, friend of Alain Nkunda. 

OLEKO: That explains it. You ought not to have mentioned that man’s name. I assume Alain sent you?

WENDELL: Uh… yes.

OLEKO: And it was he who told you to not knock on the door? 

WENDELL: Uh… yes, he said to do that. 

OLEKO: Well, for future reference, always knock on my door. 

WENDELL: Uh… he said I’d do better than he did at getting a story… I assume what I walked in on was… uh… about the penis snatching? 

LAURENT: [indignantly] Yes, it was about that. I am one of the victims. I’ve seen it myself! 

WENDELL: [sensing an interview] Uh huh, and what happened to you? Describe-

OLEKO: [cutting him off] You are no victim. 

LAURNET: How can you deny that? You just saw what happened? 

OLEKO: There was nothing there!

LAURENT: Exactly!

OLEKO: What I meant… was that you looked perfectly fine. There was nothing that could back up what you said.

LAURENT: It’s virtually disappeared!

OLEKO: I see no effect. What is left is fine. If it has really shrunk, it’s only an improvement because it must have been too large before.

LAURENT: It is tiny!
OLEKO: [hard] It’s normal. 

LAURENT: It’s not usable! It won’t work!

OLEKO: [breaking point] And how the hell do you know that if you haven’t used it yet!? I am sick and tired of your bluster! You are not under the influence of any spell. You are deluded.  Go home and bring your wife to the bedroom and make love to her. When you’re done you can call me back with an apology. You’ll feel much better, and you’ll also see that you have wasted my time. 

LAURENT: [giving as good as he gets] You speak of influence, but yet it is you who is clearly under a spell. You and the doctor have been made blind and stupid...  and angry… and you will regret it. When the same happens to you, I will laugh in your face. 

OLEKO: I doubt you will ever talk your way this far ever again. 

LAURENT: I will tell the people of your negligence. You are letting down the people who you have sworn to protect!
OLEKO: I cannot protect you from yourself. 
LAURENT exits. OLEKO sits back in his chair and WENDELL walks forward and sits back in the other chair. 

OLEKO: I am sorry I yelled at you. I have been in a bad mood all day. That clown was the fifth today but the only one who made it to me. I think my other officers are starting to buy this foolishness. 

WENDELL: A lot of people do. 

OLEKO: What would you know?

WENDELL: Oh, it’s just what I’ve heard. 

OLEKO: [with suspicion] What agency are you from again?

WENDELL: Ah… Reuters. 

OLEKO: [perking up] Ah, that is very prestigious, isn’t it?

WENDELL: We like to think so, yes. 

OLEKO: Well, I appreciate you coming to meet me, but I think this story is not worth pursuing. It is a load of nonsense. 

WENDELL: Well, it seems to provoke a good deal of emotions from people. 

OLEKO: It’s a hot day. People are hot. 

WENDELL: I think people might be interested in this. A kind of humor story. 

OLEKO: Ah, you think this is funny don’t you?

WENDELL: Well, I thought of it as kind of ridiculous…

OLEKO: [leans back in his chair] Several years ago in Cotonou, Benin, five people were clubbed to death by mobs who thought they were sorcerers. Many years ago, seventeen people were lynched in Angola by mobs in the streets. You underestimate, I think, the power of hysteria. 

WENDELL: I though you didn’t find what was going on to be serious. 

OLEKO: I don’t find the penis snatching to be dangerous. I think the people are lying. I am not going to lend any credence to these rumors by arresting anyone or going into the streets. People will calm down. 

WENDELL: But… I’m confused… what do you actually believe? 

OLEKO: I have said this. It is clear that people are lying about these cases. I believe that it would be dangerous to intervene. 

WENDELL: Why don’t you…. uh… arrest the victims!

OLEKO: The victims? What have they done wrong?

WENDELL: They’re lying. 

OLEKO: Do you think they think they’re lying? 

WENDELL: Well, what else?

OLEKO: Oh, no. They believe it. Isn’t that clear? You saw the man in here. He believed every word of what he was saying.

WENDELL: Is he crazy? 

OLEKO: Of course not. He is caught up. 

WENDELL: And you? You seem to lend credence to what he says. 

OLEKO: Do you find my methods to be primitive? Do you find my methods to be incorrect? I assure you, I am being most pragmatic. What would you know about this? How long have you been in this country?

WENDELL: But, how can you simply not dismiss these complaints out of hand?  

OLEKO: When I was five, a fever swept though my village. There were Europeans there, and they used all kinds of medicine, and they couldn’t fix the problem. We had to fix it ourselves. 

WENDELL: And what- [was the problem?]

OLEKO: You are impatient aren’t you? Let me speak. [beat] The problem was a witch. He was living on the end of town, and we know this because he confessed to causing the sickness when we interrogated him. We killed him and threw him in the river, and the sickness disappeared overnight. I know you think I am uneducated and foolish, but there are more things in this world that you do not understand. You do not admit your lack of knowledge in sorcery because you have faith in your superiority, but I do not lie. I freely admit it. I am no expert and neither is anyone else in this city. It is dangerous to discourage people from fearing sorcerers, because they will be doubly unprepared when they come. 

WENDELL: What if they don’t come? What if they don’t exist?

OLEKO: Perhaps… they do not exist in your country. But… they exist here. That is certain. 

[beat] 

OLEKO: Is there anything else you wish to know? 

WENDELL: Tomorrow’s weather. 

OLEKO: Hot. 

They exit. Back to the MICROPHONE. The voice has acquired a new tone, it speaks in deathly whispers, as if telling a ghost story. 

MICROPHONE: It is said… that… witches do their best work at night. Yes, it is said that the danger is magnified in the late hours. Be very aware, neighbors. Be very aware. If you don’t have to, do not go out into the night. Do not act foolishly. Report any suspicious behavior to the police and call us here at the radio. There is magic about, and it must be rooted out. 

Long pause. The voice is slowly becoming more and more angry. 

MICROPHONE: [holds a paper up] In the paper tomorrow morning… there is to be an editorial… which aims to pull the wool over our eyes. It says that there are no sorcerers about, that we are foolish to believe what our own eyes have seen. I say- this editorial is a piece of sorcery. [rips the paper in half; very audible sound of paper ripping] I say- this editorial should not be believed. I say that we will not go quietly. I say- that our officials, our journalists, are not asking the questions they should be asking. Only… this radio station is asking important questions. [deathly whisper] Keep listening. 

WENDELL steps onstage left very abruptly, stopping slightly past the desk. He is dressed in a bathrobe of pajamas and holds a phone to his ear. The lights are dim. 

WEDNELL: Alain? 

ALAIN abruptly steps onstage from stage right, and stops past the microphone/ 

ALAIN: Wendell! [there is a trace of fear in his voice]

WENDELL: What can I do for you? 

ALAIN: Have you seen the paper this morning?

WENDELL: No, is it out yet? I only jus-

ALAIN: No matter. We published an editorial about the hysteria, I didn’t write it, but many people are angry about it. I narrowly escaped the mob the house of our editor. If they had known who I was, I would have been in trouble. 

WENDELL: Is here there? 

ALAIN: No, he has already been arrested. 

WENDELL: Arrested? 

ALAIN: On charges of sorcery.

WENDELL: What?

ALAIN: It is true. I believe some of our other writers may also be in jail, I cannot reach them. 

WENDELL: That’s ridiculous. They have no right to do that. 

ALAIN: It is no matter, it has already happened. They have done it. What’s most important is this. I would be greatly obliged if you could come to my apartment as soon as possible. I believe I left you the address? 

WENDELL: Uh… yes… but… wait- why? 

ALAIN: I am in danger Wendell. We are all in danger right now. 

ALAIN walks offstage silently and quickly. WENDELL exits after a beat. There are noises of shouting heard and shots.. Figures cross upstage and one stands long enough to light a newspaper on fire. It burns in his hands for a few seconds before she shakes the fire out.  While they cross, OLEKO sits in the chair behind the desk, and after a second, WENDELL comes and stands over him, pacing around the desk. 

OLEKO: [seething] I told you to knock! 

WENDELL: What are you doing by arresting Alain? Sorcery? Are you kidding me? There’s no such thing as sorcery, and it isn’t a goddamn crime to write about it. 

OLEKO: You question my methods? I have a job to protect everyone from any threat. The people are afraid- 

WENDELL: All they did was publish an editorial. 

OLEKO: And what did that editorial do? It caused more panic! It caused anger. It blew the whole situation to pieces! 

WENDELL: And you know what? You arrested innocent people to do what? Preserve your reputation and the reputation of your department. People said you weren’t doing anything. So, you found a scapegoat. Good work sir. What a cowardly act. What a coward. 

OLEKO: I will not tolerate any insults from you to myself or my men. 

WENDELL: Everything I say is completely true, and you know it. You’ve violated your own law, you’ve violated international law, you’ve thrown innocent people into jail to save your own fucking skin. 

OLEKO: OUT! 

WENDELL: I’m not going anywhere until you release these men. 

OLEKO: I cannot do that. 

WENDELL: Then I stay. 

OLEKO: You must leave this office now. [He draws a gun and aims it at WENDELL]

Beat. 

WENDELL: [quietly] I imagine that shooting journalists isn’t too foreign an experience for you is it? Do you like oppressing people? Does it give you a rush? Does it give you a high?

OLEKO: [he lowers the gun and speaks in low, menacing tones] Do you think I am some barbarian? Do you think that I am a monster? I read news stories too. I read stories of police beating people over elections. I read stories of executions. I read stories of brutality. And I know what you’ve done. You’ve put me in the same category as these men. You think in very simple terms. You cannot see nuance. You cannot see what I’ve done in it’s true light. You want human rights? I’ve saved lives today. What have you done today? You’ve caused trouble. You’ve yelled and you’ve screamed and caused a panic. I hope you’re satisfied. 

WENDELL: I hope you’re satisfied. What you’ve done will be on the news. It’ll be on the desk of every ambassador. They arrest innocent journalists here. 

OLEKO: You will do no such thing! You will not lie!

WENDELL turns around and storms offstage. OLEKO watches him leave and then stares at the gun in his hand. Lights fade, the desk is struck and the table is placed back onstage. WENDELL sits, writing on a legal pad. A waiter comes and deposits a coke next to WENDELL, who looks up and recognizes him. 

WENDELL: Excuse me? 

WAITER: Yes? 

WENDELL: Aren’t you… I mean… I’ve seen you before. 

WAITER: I’ve seen you before! You were the reporter who barged into the police chief’s office!

WENDELL: You were the man who….

Awkward silence.

LAURENT (Waiter): Uh- yes… yes that is true…

Beat.

WENDELL: Are you okay? 

LAURENT: Yes, completely fine. After the police arrested the sorcerers, my problem disappeared. 

WENDELL: Uh… congratulations… 

LAURENT: [confidentially] My wife felt the same way! [they laugh]
WENDELL: Well… I’m glad you’ve… uh… recovered. 

LAURENT: Thank you! 

LAURENT exits. There is a pause as WENDELL sips thoughtfully from his coke and keeps writing. ALAIN enters from stage right and looks around. He spots WENDELL and slowly walks over to him, until he stands at the end of the table smiling. WENDELL eventually notices. 

WENDELL: … Alain? Is that you? 

ALAIN: It is, my friend. 

WENDELL: [gets up and shakes ALAIN’s hand. He motions to the other seat and both sit.] I’m so glad to see you and see that you’re okay! 

ALAIN: I’m glad of the same. I heard rumors that Oleko punched you in the eye. 

WENDELL: Thankfully not. He almost shot me though. 

ALAIN: [laughs] I doubt it. He keeps an empty pistol in his desk for intimidation, but I rather think he’s afraid of guns. 

WENDELL: Afraid of them? 

ALAIN: Funny don’t you think? I’m not sure of this, but I may be the only one who knows that that gun is unloaded. I was the only journalist brave enough to challenge him to shoot! [he laughs again] Although, from what I’ve heard you now share that honor. 

WENDELL: But what happened to you? 

ALAIN: Oh, they took me to the prison where I sat around in the warden’s quarters and watched football on the television.

WENDELL: But… I had a vision of you in some squalid cell. 

ALAIN: I do not want you to think you suffered needlessly on my behalf. The warden is a very long-winded man. And the game was poorly played. It was very boring, I assure you. I was glad to get out when I did. 

WENDELL: [a little let down] So, I mean… why were you arrested? You called me-

ALAIN: I was afraid for my life at that time. There were lynch mobs gathering in the streets, and I knew that they would have not touched me with another person there. But the police came first. They were rough at first, but they brought me to Oleko and he asked me to avoid causing any trouble until the atmosphere cooled. 

WENDELL: I was worried. 

ALAIN: I have heard. [quietly] I am greatly indebted to you for what you’ve done, my friend. You could not have known the situation, you fought admirably on my behalf, and I am honored to know that you would put yourself at such risk for me. I think you have also made yourself known to Oleko, and I think he might be a little more forthcoming in the future. 

[beat]

ALAIN: Do you know that the health minister went on the radio today to explain that he had examined victims and determined that it was all in their mind? I’ve heard from a reputable source that he did so only after pressure from your ambassador? I believe we have you to credit for that. You have made a cut, my friend, a small cut, but you have done your part to clear up this matter. 

WENDELL: Thank you. 

ALAIN: I came here to invite you to dinner, my friend. You cannot say no, my wife is already hard at work. 

Back to the MICROPHONE.

MICROPHONE: Good morning citizens, we’re taking calls on the championship last night. So far, the most popular topic has been the offside call, in the 77th minute which prevented the tying goal and sealed the outcome of the game. Was it correct? Our lines are open for your calls! 

Fin. 
