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SETTING
A creepy wax museum tableau of the Oval Office in the White House.  There is a presidential desk with a presidential seal.  The walls are claustrophobic covered in many many portraits of past presidents. In addition, this Oval Office tableau is in insane disarray...mannequin body parts... wax heads and hands...presidential ephemera...the stage has a proscenium curtain and there is railing in front of the stage.  The play begins with the curtain closed... in front of the railing there is a podium.
CAST OF CHARACTERS
WORKER
In overalls with the name “Presidential Wax Works” stenciled on his back.  His face is smudged, he is shy, he mumbles, he stutters. He has a high pitched voice like Mickey Mouse.  He always carries a feather duster.
ABRAHAM LINCOLN
Actor wears a latex mask of President Lincoln.  His voice is pre-recorded.
He carries an axe.
BILL CLINTON
Actor wears a latex mask of President Clinton.  His voice is pre-recorded.
He carries an over-sized cigar.
FDR
Actor wears a latex mask of President Roosevelt.  His voice is pre-recorded.
His open sore rotting legs are in grotesque leg braces oozing wriggling live worms.  He carries a cigarette holder.
NIXON
Actor wears a latex mask of President Nixon.  His voice is pre-recorded.
He is part spider.  He carries a shepard's crook.
OBAMA
Actor wears a latex mask of President Obama.  His voice is pre-recorded.
He is a robot.  He carries a joy stick.
GEORGE WASHINGTON
Actor wears a latex mask of President Washington.  His voice is pre-recorded.   He is stiff and old fashion.  He carries a sword.
(SOUND CUE: WAX MUSEUM GRIND TAPE)
( WORKER enters, dusting.  He eventually dusts a podium in front of the railing.  )
WORKER
For two score Lil Ole Me was the mother fucking night worker at the mother fucking Presidential Wax Works Lil Ole Me did all the mother fucking dirty work Lil Ole Me did the mother fucking dusting when the Commanders In Chief got lonely Lil Ole Me talked and talked to the mother fuckers...
(WORKER takes a hit on a crack pipe.)
This is all in my head...Right now in my head...After I'm dead in my head...Inside my skull...Inside my coffin...Long After I'm dead in my head...
(MUSIC CUE: HAIL TO THE CHIEF)
( WORKER reveals a large industrial PUSH Button Control Box connected to a long long cable running to back stage.  WORER approaches a specific audience member.)
WORKER
So, a, howyadoing, Commander?  Push the lil ole start button and let's get this party started...
(aside once the button is pushed:)
...motherfucker...
(MUSIC CUE: HAIL TO THE CHIEF)
( The curtain opens.   Eventually there is movement from under a very dusty cloth covering a chair in the Oval Office.  A figure stands and pulls the cloth off his head to clouds of dust.)
(MUSIC CUE: ABRAHAM LINCOLN)
ABRAHAM LINCOLN
I bring greetings from your historic past, 21st Century Americans!  My name is Abraham Lincoln.  Your 16th Commander In Chief.  The Rail Splitter.  Chop!  A good chopper.  Chop!  I can split logs.  Chop!  I can slay vampires.  Chop!  I can make the chips fly:  chop! Chop!  Chop!
All of your democratically elected Commanders In Chief at the Presidential Wax Works can talk!  And walk!  In your head...after hours...smoking crack like #cracklivesmatter ... Like we are cheap bootleg knockoffs of Disney Animatronics...
I can swing an axe: Chop!
Give me six hours to chop down a tree and I will spend the first four hours with the night watchman sharpening my axe: Chop!
I can split hairs!  I can split Johnny Rebel's skull open...but I cannot die on cue in a show 50 times a day squirting stage blood like you'd expect from Disney Presidential Animatronics in Orlando.  We Wax Works Presidents were all made in China.  I was born in a log cabin in China:  Chop-Chop my axe and my accent all Chinese.
I be Lincoln
Slaves, you emancipated!
I be Lincoln
Dixie, you defeated!
I be Lincoln
Union, you saved
I be Lincoln
Must dress for theater
Where stove pipe hat?
I be Lincoln
Tall, honest and ugly
Picture on Penny
Picture also on $5 Bill
USA owe Chinese lots of cash chop-chop
In God We Trust
All others pay cash
Chop-chop pay cash
I be Lincoln
Sometimes I have nightmares
Cannot sleep in Lincoln bedroom
Chop-Chop all night
Make the chips fly
Make mess for Wax Works
Night Watchman
I be Lincoln
Buckets of blood on my hands
I have nightmares
Cannot Sleep
Donald Trump
Chop Chop Chop
(Curtain Closes.)  
(MUSIC CUE: HAIL TO THE CHIEF)
The WORKER takes the control button box to another specific audience member.)
WORKER
So, a, howyadoing, Commander?  Why not push the lil ole start button to Mr. Peabody's Way Back Machine and maybe we'll go back to the future after Reconstruction...or maybe we'll go even farther back to the lil ole first commander, the brand name President...this lil ole button could take us to Ronald Reagan in Hollywood or to General George Washington himself...PUSH the lil ole button!
(An aside once button pushed:)
...motherfucker...
(MUSIC CUE: FLEETWOOD MACK: DON’T STOP THINKING ABOUT TOMORROW)
(The Curtain opens.)
(MUSIC CUE: BILL CLINTON)
BILL CLINTON
You folks all know my name I'm William Jefferson Clinton from a town called Hope your 42nd Commander in Chief.  Some folks say that I was the first Black President I felt your pain I slept around I explained my way out of and into unbelievable situations and now I might end up sleeping soon with the 45th Commander
Make history again
Old White Woman for President
The Secret Service calls me: Elvis!  How cool is that?  You know what the Secret Service calls Hillary?  Hillary!  Now doesn't that prove she is who she is once and for all!
The night watchman and I like to get high and sing songs.  I'm always leaving cigars everywhere and cigar ashes I'm always flicking ash everywhere.
(SOUND CUE: ELVIS: HOUND DOG)
( CLINTON & WORKER smoke a joint, dance, blow smoke up each other's asses and masturbate cigars but have no spoken lines until song is over)
(SOUND CUE: BILL CLINTON)
I'm Elvis I'm the King
It's good to be the King
The King can seduce a Gal with nothing but a big expensive unlit cigar...maybe it's sealed in a wrapper...no maybe it's in one of those metal tubes that's it my big cigar in a stiff metal tube I want someone  to put it in her mouth and smoke it under the desk in the Oval Office but now that would be Hillary's desk and I'd get in trouble so maybe I should move all my Elvis shit to the JFK Memorial Swimming Pool in the basement...it's so dangerous to be the King somebody always wants off with your head!  Assasins!  Jesus, why did you take Lincoln?  Jesus Christ why did you have to film and document the sight of President Kennedy's head exploding and getting shot off?
(CLINTON's big cigar turns into a rifle and he starts aiming and taking sniper shots at various Presidential Portraits)
Step right up young man you can do it!  Give it a try! You can win a large cigar for your girlfriend Win the Lady a Large Cigar Give It To Her Now!
And she will Give It To You later
(CLINTON hands rifle to WORKER and encourages him to shoot at portrait of President Kennedy)
One hundred shots for one dollar. Just shoot a hole in the heart or the head all the red must be shot out to win two in a row wins a prize from the choice row
WIN WIN WIN
Everybody
(CLINTON takes back the cigar/gun and shoots the JFK Portrait point blank in the head.  The painting explodes and Kennedy's bloody brain matter spills out on the stage.  The curtain closes.)
WORKER
Oh my mother fucking God...Clinton killed Kennedy...conspiracy solved...but Clinton made a dirty mess of the wax works...more dirty work for lil ole me...I gotta stop talking to Clinton he's a time traveler from the future...
(MUSIC CUE: HAIL TO THE CHIEF)
(WORKER takes the control button box to another specific audience member.)
WORKER
So, a, howyadoing Commander?  Let's feel good about the lil ole US of A.  Don't you wish we could visit the Greatest Generation from the Second World War?  Push it...
(Aside once button pushed:)
...mother fucker...
(Curtain Opens on FDR sitting at the Oval Office Desk.  In front of the desk there is now a Presidential Coffin.)
(MUSIC CUE: SPIKE JONES: THE FUERER’S FACE)
(THE CURTAIN OPENS)
(SOUND CUE: FDR)
FDR
Happy days are here again
The skies above are clear again
Let's sing a song of cheer again
Happy days are here again
America, you have nothing to fear with Franklin Delano Roosevelt here!  I fart on the Fuehrer!  I burn holes in the Great Depression with my cigarette holder.  The Japanese Emperor will be my White House House Boy & mix my dirty martinis now prohibition is over. Do not fear Emperors do not fear Kings that's the 1776 spirit that's why we fought a revolution against the British! Long live the Presidents! WPA!  Social Security!  WW2!
Thank You, America for electing me the most electable Commander in Chief ever!  You never feared about electing me 1-2-3-4 can you believe it 4 times 4 terms the White House did get a little cluttered...
(FDR stands & walks from behind desk. His legs are in metal braces. The flesh on his legs is rotting & live worms wiggle in & out of ozzing leg sores)
I died in office...my legs died way before the rest of me did...4 terms and no legs...the Oval Office cluttered with wheelchairs & leg braces...Presidents are mortal, elected by people not chosen by God but oh my god four Presidents have been assassinated and we Americans now have traditions at the White House when the Commander is dead...for instance a Presidential coffin is displayed on a platform called a bier...that's b-I-e-r not b-e-e-r for you Joe 6-Packs...Presidential funerals are broadcast live on TV on all channels America is not allowed to watch anything else just the funeral...the procession features a riderless horse...a 21 gun salute...the flag flies at half mast ... The Vice President tells the First Lady she has to pack and move out of the White House all dirty and stinking in pee and polio smell.
(FDR opens the lid of the Presidential Coffin, stands in it, has a heart attack, and dies collapsing into the coffin)
WORKER
(Drinking a 40 Oz. Bottle of Malt Liquor)
Wouldya like a private tour when the Wax Works is closed after midnight? 
(MUSIC CUE: HAIL TO THE CHIEF)
 (The WORKER takes the control button box to another specific audience member.)
WORKER
So, a, howyadoing, Commander?  Wouldya like to meet Lil ole Nixon?  Push the lil ole start button for lil ole Dick Nixon...
(Aside once the button is pushed:)
...mother fucker...
(MUSIC CUE: C,S,N & Y: FOUR DEAD IN OHIO)
(The Curtain opens. Nixon hangs from a web on the Oval Office ceiling like a spider.)
(SOUND CUE: NIXON)
NIXON
Two score and four years ago, in 1968, I was elected Commander In Chief...ME...Dick Nixon...I won 49 states…I discovered Kissinger…I flew to Red China…one score and eighteen years ago I re-signed...Watergate Scandal...Checkers Speech...welcome to my per-sonal hell...
(He slowly lowers to the floor)
Let me make something perfectly clear:  I am not a crook...I am a Spider...a big Presidential spider...I can climb walls...I can crawl out of the Oval Office...I can come down to your level...I can spin cobwebs in every corner…cobwebs all over the place…cobwebs full of decaying dead flies…
(NIXON enters the audience)
I can follow you home...I can hide under your bed...I am not a crook but I could be an instigator...I could be the Presidential bogey-man…the man behind the man behind the curtain...except I'm not a crook...Maybe a creep – not a crook...are YOU on my enemies list?
(NIXON goes back to the Oval Office and takes a bottle from the desk)
Rosemary, turn on the tape recorder...Rosemary, I've been drinking and I feel like talking...I like to drink after midnight...drink and look at the pictures...the portraits of past Presidents...
NIXON
Hung on the walls...it's like a mother fucking art collection picture gallery...and they're all dirty and dusty...look at these spider webs on these portraits...Rosemary, whose job is it to clean this office?
WORKER LIVE
...mother fucker...
NIXON
This is Teddy Roosevelt...he never met an animal he didn't want to kill...bully!
WORKER LIVE
Teddy Roosevelt was a tree hugger...
NIXON
This is Dwight Eisenhower, my General...he coulda shoulda had a heart attack and let me command the 1950's...
WORKER LIVE
How can you not like Ike he picked you for his Vice President mother-fucker...
NIXON
If I ran the 50’s it might have saved the 70’s…This is Warren G. Har-ding now he WAS a crook!  I'm not a crook!
WORKER LIVE
You're a dick if you're not a crook...
NIXON
This is Thomas Jefferson he was a commie...Thomas Jefferson was a commie from Paris and a sex pervert!
WORKER LIVE
Jefferson was a patriot!
NIXON
LBJ was a Jew!  What do you think LBJ stands for:  “Let's Be Jews”...
WORKER LIVE
No he wasn't!
NIXON
This is: Ulysses S. Grant...he was a drunk...a fall on his face stinking drunk...Grant and I get along...
WORKER LIVE
NOBODY gets along with you, Nixon!
NIXON
This is...who are you?  It doesn't matter who you are...you are on my enemies list...
(Curtain closes. )
(The WORKER approaches several audience members but without the button control box this time.)
WORKER
...motherfucker...motherfucker...motherfucker...motherfucker...Time to do the dirty work...time to do the midnight work...all the buttons checked and working...all the dusting done already...time to take out the garbage, motherfuckers...time to turn the lights off motherfuckers...
(LIGHT CUE: TOTAL BLACKOUT)
(WORKER has a box of wooden matches, strikes one and holds the flame next to his face)
Time to tell a lil ole ghost story!
(WORKER strikes match after match during his story and flicks burning matches at the audience)
Two score and one year ago in 1971 I was a lil ole NOBODY night worker at the Presidential Wax Works... I got tired of Nixon pushing my buttons...I told Nixon: “Whatever you motherfucking commanders do, don't push my buttons!” ...I turned Nixon's wax head into a Roman Candle and lit Nixon on fire!  It was late Saturday night...Saturday night after midnight the dark before the dawn of opening day...so I loaded my lil ole Saturday Night Special...every motherfucking night watchman's got a Saturday night special and it was late Saturday night...the doors were locked...I just wanted to shoot fucking wax Nixon in the fucking wax head!
(SOUND CUE:  GUN SHOT, POLICE SIRENS, MACHINE GUNS)
Nixon:  Right between the eyes!  I shot Nixon!
( LIGHT CUE:  SMOKE AND FIRE EFFECTS)
( SOUND CUE:  Police Sirens.)
The coppers crashed my wax cookout.
The coppers told me to put the gun down...I shot Nixon again in the Dick Nixon...the coppers shot me...The Wax Works burned down...now I'm dead...true story, motherfuckers...
(PROP CUE:A DRONE FLIES INTO THEATER & HOVERS ABOVE AUDIENCE)
(SOUND CUE: HOLLYWOOD LASER SOUND)
(LIGHT CUE: LASER KILLS WORKER)
(SOUND CUE: HAIL TO THE CHIEF)
 (The Curtain opens. )
(SOUND CUE: OBAMA SOUNDS LIKE a robot with a voice box)
OBAMA
I am a state of the art/state of the union mash-up.  Part President/Part Mr. Spock I am cool, aloof and effective.  My name is Barack Blade-Runner Obama and I approve of this drone assassination.  The Wax Worker was guilty.  I am Commander-In-Chief...I am Judge Dredd and jury.  Presidents past, present and future must be protected.  The Worker shot Nixon so I pushed a button to terminate the Worker.
(Other Presidents peek into the Oval Office and applaud OBAMA.  
(MUSIC CUE: VOCAL VERSION OF HAIL TO THE CHIEF)
(WASHINGTON enters.)
(SOUND CUE: WASHINGTON)
WASHINGTON
I am General George Washington...I am the mother of all command-ers in chief...I am the father of the country...I slept in a lot of beds, mother fornicators...I am your #1 role model Black Robotic Com-mander...We commanders cannot tell a lie so we should do right by this dead citizen...even the Wax Worker has a constitutional right to a funeral.
(SOUND CUE: DONALD TRUMP)
DONALD TRUMP
If he's not dead yet unleash the NRA and Kill him!  Fire him!
Do whatever we need to do to get rid of him get him out!  He's fired!
I have the know how to find cheaper illegal Mexicans to do all the dirty work at the waxworks! I have the stamina!
Aren't you happy I’m suddenly here making wax museums even greater again?
I'm big league I'm great let's upgrade this third world dump to a franchise of Madame Tussaud's
Nixon is a pig
Obama is obviously an alien an outer space alien!
George Washington has a big bugger a bigly bugger hanging out of his nose! A BIGGLY BIG LEAGUE BUGGER hanging from George Washington’s nose!  A bugger, bugger, that’s a really bad really big bugger, George!
What have you got to lose?
Why not give me the button?
Give me the button!
THE END.
(CURTAIN CALL SOUND CUE: DAVID BOWIE: I’M AFRAID OF AMERICANS)
