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Ur ban Myt h

by M ke Mari ano

(The play opens in the Causcaus Mountains. PROVETHEUS,
the defiant Titan, lies asleep on his side, chained to a
rock. He is dressed only in a loincloth, and there
appears to be ice water in a puddle by his side. An
EAGLE enters. The EAGLE, PROVETHEUS' s eternal tornentor,
is played here probably by a man wearing a cardboard cone
over his nose and a Phil adel phia Eagles jersey. The
EAGLE approaches PROVETHEUS. )

EAGLE:
Ri se and shi ne, Pronetheus!

(No response. The EAGLE shrugs and unfolds a tabl ecloth,
placing it on a rock. He huns and puts down a pl ate,
silverware, wine, etc., creating an admrable table
setting. He turns back to PROVETHEUS. )

Pronet heus, cone on. It's tine to get up. The early
bird catches the internal organ...

(The EAGLE gives hima light kick. PROVETHEUS stirs. He
| ooks up.)

Why are you sleeping, man? It's past noon.

PROMETHEUS:
It is? Oh, wow...

EAGLE:
Yeah, | usually have you half di senmbowel ed ri ght now.
VWhat gives?

PROMETHEUS:

(Smles and sighs:)
You woul dn't believe the night | had |ast night...

EAGLE:
Real | y?

PROVETHEUS:
It was incredible.



EAGLE:

Unh huh. ..
PROVETHEUS:
What, you don't believe nme?
EAGLE:
Wel |, yeah, | nean-
PROMETHEUS:
What ?
EAGLE:
Promet heus. You're chained to a rock in the m ddl e of
the mountains. |[It's hard to see how one night can stand

out anong the hundreds of thousands of other nights
you' ve been here. What happened?

(PROVETHEUS sm | es and notions the EAGLE closer. The
EAGLE kneel s.)

PROVETHEUS:
There was this girl...

EAGLE:
Agirl?

( PROVETHEUS nods. )
Are you for real?

(PROVETHEUS sm | es and shrugs. The EAGLE breaks into a
grin. He |laughs and gets up.)

GCh wow, man! That's i ncredi bl e!

PROVETHEUS:
Tell nme about it...

EAGLE:
Pronmet heus brings fire to the |adies, ha ha! Hey, did
you give her a ride on the Titanic?

PROVETHEUS:
Ch, well now. ..



EAGLE:
Come on, man. \What happened?

PROMETHEUS:
Well, to tell you the truth, I don't renmenmber nuch of
| ast night.

(He sits up.)
l"'ma little hazy on the details, but-

EAGLE:
Wait; what's that?

PROVETHEUS:
VWhat's what ?

(The EAGLE reaches down and picks up a note. He reads:)

EAGLE:
"Don't get up." That's odd.
PROMETHEUS:
What does that nmean?
EAGLE:
| don't know... you think it has sonmething to do with
t hat bag?
PROVETHEUS:
Bag?

(PROVETHEUS reaches in the puddle and pulls out a wet
pl astic bag. He reads:)

“"lce." | don't get it. Wiy was | sleeping with a bag of
ice on ny-

(Unconsci ously, PROVETHEUS reaches for his side. His
fingers pull back, not only wet, but bloody. He |ooks
and sees a gaping hole in his side. He is shocked.)

Ch ny God!

EAGLE:
(Looki ng over:)
Ch ny God!



PROMETHEUS:
|'ve been cut open!

EAGLE:
Jesus Christ! | nean- Zeus! Look at that! Your liver's
gone!
PROMETHEUS:
It is?
EAGLE:
Yeah!
PROVETHEUS:
How can you tell?
EAGLE:
|'ve been gorging on it for a while now, I'mfanmliar
with when it's gone.
PROMETHEUS:

Aw geez. ..

(They both exhale, calmng down.)

Well, it could be worse. | nean, it grows back
Wherever it's gone to, at least I'lIl get a new one...
You know, | don't renenber |ast night that well, but

you'd think I'd remenber my anatony unraveli ng.

(The EAGLE nods. Then he realizes sonething.)

EAGLE:
Wait a mnute. It was the girl!
PROMETHEUS:
Vhat ?
EAGLE:
The girl fromlast night! She nust have taken ny entrée
—your liver!
PROMETHEUS:

You t hink so?



EAGLE:
|"ve heard about this, man. There's this group, | think
of med school students —they pick people up in a singles
bar, drug 'em take 'em home, and take out their organs
to sell on the black market. This girl nmust have been
one of them

PROVETHEUS:
Are you sure?

EAGLE:
She had to be. What else could it be? Nobody else has
ever cone through these nountains, and your liver didn't
just fall out.

PROMETHEUS:
| guess you're right..

EAGLE:
Hey, | just want to let you know I'm on your side in
this. Seriously. | nean, | do the sane thing, but at
| east when | take out your liver I'mup front about it.
This is... this is sonething else...

PROMETHEUS:

You're telling ne...

(Suddenly the phone rings. PROVETHEUS and the EAGLE
stare. After the first ring, PROVETHEUS starts for it.)

EAGLE:
Wai t!

(He does.)
Let the machine get it...

(After the third ring the machi ne picks up. PROVETHEUS' s
voice is heard.)

PROMETHEUS:
(On answering machine:)
H, this is Prometheus, and |I'mout right now... Ha ha,
just kidding: I"'mtied to a rock! But no, |I'mnot
screening my calls; I'meither being disembowel ed by a
gi ant eagle, or I"'mon the can. So | eave a nessage and
"1l get back to you. Later!



(Beeep.)

AMY:
(On answering machine:)
Hi, Prometheus? This is Any. Listen, | think I left ny
hai rbrush there last night. Can | cone over to pick it
up? Thanks; I'mon ny way. See you soon!

(Click. The EAGLE and PROVETHEUS stare.)

PROVETHEUS:

(Ri sing anger:)

That gorgon! That harpy! That... that...
EAGLE:

Siren?
PROVETHEUS:

That bitch! She did it! She took my liver, and now
she's com ng back here Iike nothing happened.

EAGLE:

That's wong, nman. She's got no right to do that to you.
PROVETHEUS:

And she probably plans to cone back and take it again!
EAGLE:

The nerve. ..
PROMETHEUS:

My bile would be rising! If | could produce any..

(He sighs. The EAGLE takes out a pack of cigarettes.)

The worst part is that | thought this was real. | neet a
girl, and we hit it off. She seens genuinely interested
in what | have to say, and was totally cool about the
whol e tied-to-a-rock thing. | thought we could end up

t oget her.

EAGLE:
(Searching for a match:)
Hey, get that out of your mnd. You don't want to be
stuck with the old ball and chain.



PROMETHEUS:
VWell |I've got the chain..

(PROVETHEUS t hi nks for a second, then inspects his
crotch.)

And nope, she didn't take that, either. | just thought
after centuries of the sanme old thing, it would be nice
to get to know sonmebody new

EAGLE:
Hey, Pronet heus?

(PROVETHEUS turns.)
You got a light?

(The EAGLE extends his unlit cigarette. PROVETHEUS
frowns.)

PROMETHEUS:
(Hesitant:)
well, gee, | don't knowif | have it on ne.
EAGLE:
Of course you do.
PROVETHEUS:
(Sighs:)
Al right...

(PROVETHEUS pulls out a lighter and lights the EAGLE' s
cigarette.)

EAGLE:
Thanks.

(The EAGLE takes a drag and exhal es through his
beak/ nostrils. PROVETHEUS pockets the lighter.)

PROVETHEUS:

You're going to get nme in trouble again..
EAGLE:

Hey, no problem man; |'m headi ng out, anyway.
PROVETHEUS:

You are? You aren't going to di senmbowel ne?



EAGLE:
Nah, what's the point? There's no chewy center in that

Tootsie Roll Pop. | mght as well just go hone.
PROVETHEUS:

Are you sure?
EAGLE:

Yeah. ..
PROVETHEUS:

You don't want to go for another major organ? Spleen?
Gal | bl adder?

EAGLE:
Nah, it's not ny thing.
PROVETHEUS:
| understand. ..
EAGLE:
Hey Prometheus, listen: |If this Anmy chick stops by, you
just tell her to keep walking. 1've seen girls like her

before, and they're not worth the trouble. She's only
happy when she's got the knife in your back.

PROVETHEUS:

| know what you nean. Thanks for |ooking out for ne.
EAGLE:

No problem Let's try this again tonorrow, alright?
PROVETHEUS:

| "' m not goi ng anywhere.
EAGLE:

That's what |I'mtal ki ng about. See you!

(The EAGLE exits. PROMETHEUS sits. He |ooks at his
side, feels it, then takes sone water fromthe ice puddle
and rubs his side. The bl oody wound di sappears.)

PROMETHEUS:
That didn't take |ong...

(AMY enters, talking on a cell phone. PROVETHEUS
stares.)



AMY:

(On phone:)

...No no no, don't worry, General; they're being shipped
overnight. | assure you, that won't be a problem.

Well, you'd be surprised. |I'mknown to work wonders with

duct tape and just sone Zi p-Loc Bags.

(She | ooks up, sml|es and waves at PROVETHEUS. He weakly
waves back.)

Look, your check is in the mail, and so is ny product. |
think that's so far, so good. General, why don't | give
you a call tonorrow, tonorrow sonetinme in the afternoon
and we can see how things turn out? OK? All right, you
take care now. Bye.

(PROVETHEUS gets up as AMY hangs up. She turns to him)
Pronet heus. . .

(She kisses himon the cheek.)

Sl eep wel | ?

(She keeps wal ki ng past himand admres the table
setting.)

PROMETHEUS:
Qut like a |ight.
AMY:
Yeah, | know what you nean.
PROVETHEUS:
Yeah. . .
AMY:
Hey, this is a nice setup. |Is this for us?
PROMETHEUS:

Us? No, it's actually fromthis afternoon. Sonmebody
likes to eat in style.

AMY:
| see.



PROMETHEUS:
Yeah, | told you about the whole eternal torture thing I
go through each day, right?

AMY:
Yeah, the giant bird. | renmenber that.

PROMETHEUS:
Right... You know, there's a lot that | don't renenber
fromlast night...

AMY:
On?

PROVETHEUS:
Yeah. | don't recall when you left, how nmuch | had to
drink... And | don't renenber seeing your hairbrush
around here at all. Wiich is odd, because there aren't

many places around here you can hide a piece of
pl astic...

AMY:

(Biting her lip:)
Yeah. ..

PROVETHEUS:
Amy, you want to cone clean with nme?

(AMY takes a breath.)

AMY:
Promet heus, I'msorry. | didn't come back for the
hai rbrush. | came back for you

PROMETHEUS:

Whi ch part of me this tinme?

AMY:

No, all of you! Pronetheus, last night was really
special to nme, and | want -

PROVETHEUS:
(Cutting in:)
Ch, | don't believe this; you're still dodging the
questi on!
AMY:
Question?
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PROMETHEUS:
(Pointing to his side:)
Yeah, this question!

AMY:
It looks alittle red...

PROMETHEUS:
| wonder why. Did you want to tell ne anything about it?

AMY:
You m ght want to try some hydrocortisone.

PROVETHEUS:
We're tal king about a little bit nore than poison ivy
here, Any, and you know it!
(AMY is silent.)

| woke up this norning with a hazy menory of our blissful

evening and an incision in nmy side. | have a pretty good
i dea of what happened while | was asleep, and it isn't an
idea | like. But first I want to hear you tell your side

of the story.

(Beat .)

AMY:
Pronet heus, first of all, | want you to realize that we
really did have a good tine |ast night, honestly. From
the moment | arrived, | found you charm ng and
irresistible. | enjoyed nyself, and you acted |ike you

did, too. W talked, |aughed, maybe had a little bit too
much to drink...

(She | ooks at him)
Al t hough you may not have noticed. ..
(PROVETHEUS crosses his arns.)

And then we got a little drowsy, you went to sleep... and
| took out a knife and surgically renoved your |iver.

(PROVETHEUS st ares.)

It really was a wonderful evening.
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PROMETHEUS:
(Controlling himself:)

Any... VWhere is ny liver now?
AMY:
It's safe, frozen... In ny garage..
PROVETHEUS:
Ah. ..
AMY:

(Pointing to his side:)
And you've got a new one now, so things worked out..

(No response.)

More or | ess...

PROMETHEUS:
Ay, why didn't you ask?
AMY:
Woul d you have let nme?
PROVETHEUS:
Hel | no!
AMY:
That's why.
PROMETHEUS:
And that's what the evening was all about! Sure we may

have had a wonderful tinme —you may have really found ne
charm ng. But you were only after one thing. And well,
you got it.

AMY:
Pronmet heus, | don't see what the big deal is.
PROVETHEUS:
Ch, you don't?
AMY:
| took your liver!
PROVETHEUS:

That's a big deal!
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AMY:
| know the nyth; you grow a new one every day!

PROVETHEUS:
That doesn't nmean | want to!
AMY:
Well you do; I'mjust capitalizing on it.
PROVETHEUS:
|"ma natural resource?!
AMY:

That's one way to put it.

PROVETHEUS:
(Advanci ng toward her.)
Here's another: You're an organ thief and |I'm your bunper
crop. You disgust ne!

AMY:
Oh, Pronetheus; get over it.
PROVETHEUS:
Get over it?!
AMY:
If this is going to be a regular thing, | can't have you

so agitated before the surgery.

(PROVETHEUS st ares, shocked. AMY extends a bottle of
W ne.)

Now here; drink up.

PROVETHEUS:
ace tw sting, enraged:)

(Hs f
I kill you! Ahhh!

IS
"
(He screans and extends his arnms to strangle AMY. But he
has reached the limts of his chains, and his arnms stop
apart from each other. PROVETHEUS, grunting, attenpts to
bring them together. AMY just watches.)

Move cl oser!
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AMY:
No.

(PROVETHEUS groans, staggers back, and collapses to the
ground, panting. There is a silence. AM sits on the
t abl e/ rock.)

Promet heus, about your torture: why do you put up wth
it?

PROVETHEUS:
Torture. You nean this?

(He tugs his chain. AMY nods.)

Well Anmy, |'m here because | believe mankind is capable
of many i ngeni ous things, and certain head gods di sagree.
Until | give in, | stay here. But |I'mnot going to; | am
in defiance. After today |I'm even nore confident |I'm
right. If | can say anything about your little schene,

it certainly shows signs of ingenuity.

AMY:
Thanks.
PROMETHEUS:
No probl em
AMY:
So then that's your eternity: as a backyard birdfeeder.
PROVETHEUS:
A birdfeeder in defiance.
AMY:
And what happened today?
PROMETHEUS:
| went fromthe backyard to the operating table.
AMY:
But you didn't get eaten.
PROVETHEUS:
No.
AMY:

No bl oody spectacle. No pain.
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PROMETHEUS:

No |iver.

AMY:
But was it so bad?

PROVETHEUS:
It was confusing.

AMY:

But wasn't it better? For the first time in centuries,
you woke up feeling great and spent the entire day so far
wi t hout a bird shreddi ng your side.

( PROVETHEUS ponders.)

Woul dn't you like to wake up tonmorrow |i ke that?

PROVETHEUS:
Oh no. Not again. You're not cutting nme again!
AMY:
If I don't do it tonight you'll just have it out tonorrow
morning. |s that what you want?
PROVETHEUS:
Yes. The eagle and | go way back; we're friends now.
AMY:
Pronet heus, he's still your torturer; it's the Stockhol m
Syndr one.
PROVETHEUS:
How do you catch that? |'ve never even been to
St ockhol m
AMY:

Pronet heus, you've gotten used to your torture. Now I
t hi nk you should get used to this.

PROVETHEUS:
And forget about the torture? Anmy, | amin defiance.
"' m standing up for ny beliefs and for all of manki nd!
That's not sonething you just have surgery and forget
about. Any, the eagle was right; | should have told you
to just keep wal king. ..

(PROVETHEUS turns away. AMY approaches him)
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AMY:
Promet heus. | know you feel the weight of the world on
your shoul ders. ..

PROMETHEUS:
No, that's ny brother Atlas.
AMY:
What ever. But if you aren't going to think of yourself,

then at | east think of us.
(PROVETHEUS turns, skeptical.)

| came here yesterday with just business on ny m nd. But
after last night... Prometheus, | really think we have a
connection. Didn't you think so?

PROVETHEUS:
Any, it's true that I've hit it off with you real well.
| haven't felt like this in a long time, but really, I
don't get out nuch.

AMY:
Pronet heus, | know we just net, but | really think we can
make sonething work. Can't we give it another shot?

(PROVETHEUS turns, again. AMY gets even closer.)
"1l be gentle.

(PROVETHEUS | ooks at AMY. He sighs.)

PROVETHEUS:

Well, what do you want to do tonight? | have Scrabble.
AMY:

Scrabbl e's great.
PROVETHEUS:

Let me set it up.

(PROVETHEUS starts off behind his rock. He stops and
turns to AMY.)

You know, the eagle's too good at this gane; | never have
a chance.
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(He smles at her.)

PROMETHEUS: (cont . )
|"mglad | found sonmebody new to play wth.

(PROVETHEUS exits. AMY wal ks over to the table/rock and
pi cks up a knife.)

AMY:
So am ...

(She pockets the knife and starts off after PROVETHEUS.
The lights fade and the play ends.)

THE END

17



