Scrambled Feet

By John Driver and Jeffrey Haddow

Jeff-20-30 year old actor
I can’t believe the Romans really wore this stuff especially in the summer.  No wonder they lost the Empire.  At least it’s nice being here in the park every night.  Oh, god, it’s under my breast plate.  That’s gonna itch.  This is my big act, where I have my line.  Four years of college and two years of graduate school for one line.  Why don’t they just shut up and stab him.  Everybody knows the story.  Look at Cassius.  He’s supposed to have a lean and hungry look so they cast a three-hundred pound Mexican.  Here he goes with my favorite line: (bad Spanish accent)  “The fawlt dear Brutoos eez not in our starss, but een ourselves dat we are underwear.”  That’s what happens when you learn the part phonetically.  Uh-oh, he got trouble with his body mike.  Can’t hear a thing.  No, it’s OK.  Arrgh, there’s the itch and I can’t move.  What did the director say?  (with a lisp)  “A Centurian never flinches…”  Is that my cue?  Was that my line?  No, no, I’ ok.  Booring.  1,2,3,4, (continues to count silently) 25.  There are 25 bald people in the audience.  Hey, there’s the agent I invited.  He’s looking at me.  Oh, boy, I can see him!  Oh, no, I can see him.  I forgot to take my glasses off.  How could I spend 30 minutes in front of a mirror getting into character and forget to take off my glasses.  Wait, if I take them off now everyone will notice.  Well, what am I worried about?  The Romans has glass, they had metal.  Wait, here comes my line.  Here it comes…Sail Heaser!  Darn, Darn, Darn, Darn!  One lousy line and I blew it.  At least I’m working.

Approx 292 words

