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Captain Chihuahua
and His Flamingo Brigade

Captain Chihuahua and His Flamingo Brigade
(A Play in Two Acts)


Players
ONE DOG (a Chihuahua), dressed in heavy, tattered, bloodstained green camouflage fatigues. He holds a rifle, ammunition belt, canteen, hand grenades, etc.

THIRTEEN FLAMINGOS (designated in speaking number with other non-speaking members).
Flamingos stand poised on alternating legs and casually hold martini glasses. They wear spiffy military jackets over bright pink feathers. Some background flamingos sit nested, reading with half-bifocals, playing cards, lounging with suntan mirror, sunglasses, etc.

Scene
A trench in a war. Deep background or projection shows miles of other trenches. Backpacks, rifles, debris and military paraphernalia scattered across the stage.

Act I

Captain Chihuahua and his Flamingo Brigade are leaning against the side of a trench facing the audience. Sound of occasional machinegun fire and distant explosions. Curtain rises.

Captain Chihuahua
Awright, yer grangey mutts! When eyes gives der odder, we takes der next trench.

Flamingo Number 1
Are you joking? My dear Captain, I believe you are out of your mind if you think that a flamboyance such as we can get through all that gunfire without being hurt.

Chihuahua
Dangblastit! Are yer grangey mutts cowherds or somethin’?

Flamingo Number 2
No, of course not. (pause) We simply do not care to die.

Flamingo Number 3
Oh, yes, quite so. And besides, we are Flamingos, not “grangey mutts” or some other canine perversion.

Chihuahua
Awww, whit der heel is dis foggin’ billsheet yer trowin’ at me!?

Flamingo Number 1
We are just being realistic, dear Captain.

Flamingo Number 3
Quite true. It would be quite ridiculous for a group such as we to get ourselves blasted into smithereens.

Chihuahua
Cut der crap, yer mangey mutt.

Flamingo Number 2
(emphatically) “Flamingo,” please, Captain.

Chihuahua
Awwwwwww, who gyres a foggin’ sheet?

Flamingo Number 1
Please, Captain, you  do not truly believe we can get to the other side, do you?

Flamingo Number 2
Yes, Captain, such a job is for foolish chickens.

Flamingo Number 4
You are quite correct. In fact, I was recently reading Webster’s Book of Existential Revelation and came across the chapter concerned with the ethos of the Existential Chicken.

Chihuahua
Awwwwwww, shut der bloody heel up!!

Flamingo Number 3
Please, Captain, let the bird speak!

Flamingo Number 4
Thank you. As I was saying, in the Catechisms of the Existential Chicken there is a passage. Hmm… (he thinks) Yes! (he recites) “…and the Chicken saw the road, and the road was there.”

Flamingo Number 2
(interjects) I recognize that proverb! (he recites) “…and the road was there. And the Chicken wondered what to do…”

Flamingo Number 5
(interjects) “…so he came upon the notion to cross the road…”

Flamingo Number 2
“…he crossed the road because…”

Flamingo Number 4
“…because it was there, and the Chicken had nothing else to do…”

Flamingo Number 5
“…so he stepped onto the hot asphalt and began to scamper to the other side…”

Flamingo Number 6
“…but he failed to notice the gigantic shipping truck speeding towards him…”

Flamingo Number 7
“…so he flapped his wings…”

Flamingo Number 8
“…gave one final ‘cluck’…”

Flamingo Number 4
“…and with a horrible smack, was splattered all over the road!”

(General recognition of the parable)

Chihuahua
Whit der foggin’ heel dues dat hive ter do wit’ dis?

Flamingo Number 1
It is obviously suicide to try to take the next trench.

Flamingo Number 2
Foolish.

Flamingo Number 3
Ridiculous.

Flamingo Number 4
Insane.

Flamingo Number 5
Rather silly to consider in the first place.

Chihuahua
Din’t yer mangey birds hive nah respect fir yer country?

Flamingo Number 2
What country?

Flamingo Number 3
Yes, what do you mean by “respect fir yer country”?

Chihuahua
Yer foggin’ ignoramuses! Whit der heller ding inna der army tiff yer ain’t git nose country?

Flamingo Number 2
Oh, I suppose it was something to do.

(Flamingos Number 1, 3, 4, 5, 6 agree)
Yes, yes, yes…

Chihuahua
Din’t yer gots nose patriotism? Din’t yer gots nose ideal tar fight fir?

Flamingo Number 1
Ideal? My dear Captain, ideals have little to do with trying to destroy as many creatures as you can before you yourself are destroyed.

Flamingo Number 4
Or much like the Existential Chicken, destroyed by a shipping truck.

Flamingo Number 2
I think you truly do not know what your own “ideals” are, Captain.

Chihuahua
‘course eyes do! Eyes supposed tar fight fir mines country wit-out question. Eyes follow mines orders lick ‘er good sodder an’ blast anyones on der otter slide!

Flamingo Number 1
That is utterly ridiculous!

Flamingo Number 3
You consider that an ideal, dear Captain?

Flamingo Number 4
That is downright barbarianism.

Chihuahua
Shire! Yer birds kin talk! Bit whine der Enemy teaks odor an’ keels all’s yer rabelous grangey mutts, den wire whit yer be?

Flamingo Number 2
Maybe if you choose not to fight in the first place, no one will get hurt.

Chihuahua
Bit DAY started!

Flamingo Number 3
What do you think “they” think about? They have “ideals” of their own, and perhaps they believe that you started.

Chihuahua
Billsheet! Yer’s a foggin’ yellowbellied coward! Ev’ry dog knows dat der Enemy started dis war an’ dat de’re vicious bearbearian herds who wanta teak ovum der world! An’ tit’s our jib ter stop dem!

Flamingo Number 3
By destroying them?

Flamingo Number 1
Why not hold diplomatic relations?

Flamingo Number 2
Yes, why not try to work things out?

Chihuahua
Wit dem uncivilized assholes!? Day taint trustworthy enough tar meek any treaties!

Flamingo Number 1
Not like this prime example of civility.
(To the other flamingos in reference to Captain Chihuahua,
then, to the Captain)
If this is what we call “civil,” I am not sure if our standards are all that unique.

Flamingo Number 3
I must agree.

Flamingo Number 4
I am sure we would all agree.

(General agreement)

Chihuahua
Awwww, dis foggin’ billsheet meeks me sack! Taint yer gots nose love fir yer country?

Flamingo Number 3
Why should we? A “country” is only a concept, and this concept has put us in this Theater of War.

Chihuahua
Tinka whit yer country his din fer yer!

Flamingo Number 2
Done for us?

Flamingo Number 1
I do not think that love for a country should include the desire to destroy any other creature who does not love my country.

Flamingo Numbers 2, 3, 4, 5 and 6
(in succession)
I agree.

Chihuahua
Yer foggin’ instubbornate treeter! Whitever hip-end tar real sodders? Deer type of mutt who’d go inter battle wit-out hesitatin’! None’re dis foggin’ doubts ‘bout blastima few otter Enemy away!

Flamingo Number 3
Oh, dear, I do not believe we can reason with the poor Captain.

Flamingo Number 2
He is a lost cause.

Chihuahua
Floss claws!? T’least eyes gots me simmer ideals tar uphold! Nite lick yer pink-bellied freaks!

Flamingo Number 4
The Captain seems to be quite adamant about these delusional “ideals” of his.

Flamingo Number 1
Yes, he does, poor dog. So sadly closed-minded.

Chihuahua
Awwww, eyes seek offin dis bullshit! Tiff none’re youse’d come wit’ me, eyes might as well go alone!

Flamingo Number 1
Come onnnn, now. I thought you would have enough sense to realize that it is suicide.

Chihuahua
Sows whit!? Eyes gots mine orders! Eyes gots ter goes trowel wit’ dem! Sows tiff nones of yer grangey mutts are gone tar come, tit’s jest yer pablum.

Flamingo Number 2
Please, Captain, I hope you will understand our position in this.

Flamingo Number 3
Yes, and we would be quite upset if you were to be bodily strewn over the battlefield.

Flamingo Number 4
Much like the Existential Chicken.

Chihuahua
Damn dat chickensheet, yer assholes! Dis tit yer lass chest—anyone wit’ me?

(All murmur declination)

Chihuahua
Awright, yer mangey Flamingos! Eyes hip yer burns in Heel!
(he dons a helmet and charges off, screaming, stage left)

Curtain falls.


ACT II

Curtain rises.

THIRTEEN FLAMINGOS lounge about the side of a trench. Sounds of distant war. Flamingos react to a sudden flash and loud explosion amid the regular machinegun fire. The bloody corpse of Captain Chihuahua flies in, stage left, and lands onstage. The Flamingos gingerly approach the corpse and begin dialogue.

Flamingo Number 1
It appears our poor Captain did not make it across the field.

Flamingo Number 2
No, apparently not.

Flamingo Number 3
He seems to have been blown wide open.

Flamingo Number 4
It is rather repulsive, is it not?

Flamingo Number 3
Rather repulsive.

Flamingo Number 1
Ahh, but it was his decision to go, correct?

Flamingo Number 3
Correct.

Flamingo Number 4
Quite correct.

Flamingo Number 2
I suppose he is a hero now.

Flamingo Number 1
Yes, he should get a medal.

Flamingo Number 4
Surely, he would appreciate a medal.

Flamingo Number 2
(after a short silence) Perhaps we should bury him.

Flamingo Number 3
Perhaps.

Flamingo Number 1
No, I think not. At least not right now. (he prods the dead dog with his claw) Perhaps our Captain is still alive.

Flamingo Number 3
Then we should wait for the Medics.

Flamingo Number 2
Yes, we should wait.

Flamingo Numbers 1, 3and 4:
Let us wait.

Flamingo Number 1
You do not believe the Captain was correct, do you?

Flamingo Number 3
What do you mean?

Flamingo Number 1
I mean with his delusionary “idealism” and our own lack of patriotism.

Flamingo Number 4
At least he was a dog of conviction.

Flamingo Number 1
Yes. And he truly BELIEVED what he was saying. He would not consider a different point of view and was quite barbaric himself in the end.

Flamingo Number 3
But he chose to be that way.

Flamingo Number 1
I know. But many creatures do that.

Flamingo Number 3
Well, they are wrong.

Flamingo Number 1
But they all think they are RIGHT!

Flamingo Number 2
I know. But we have no right to tell them what to believe in.

Flamingo Number 3
Even though they are wrong?

Flamingo Number 4
But what if we are wrong?

Flamingo Number 3
Hmmm?

Flamingo Number 4
What if believing in nothing is wrong?

Flamingo Number 2
That is ridiculous.

Flamingo Number 4
But is it not the same as believing in the delusional “ideals” that our dearly departed Captain believed in?

Flamingo Number 3
That is not the same.

Flamingo Number 1
I disagree. The only difference is the belief—or non-belief—between the ideals. Simple dichotomy.

Flamingo Number 2
But when the other ideals are so utterly absurd, they can be eliminated as being feasible to the thinking bird.

Flamingo Number 4
But not everyone sees things from the bird’s eye.

Flamingo Number 3
True.

Flamingo Number 4
Not everyone can read of the Existential Chicken and relate to it as fully as another bird.

Flamingo Number 1
And that is the reason why our poor Captain could not see our way of life.

Flamingo Number 2
That must be it. Wonderful deduction.

Flamingo Number 1
Thank you.

Flamingo Number 4
I think the Medics are not coming.

Flamingo Number 1
Why won’t you look for them?

Flamingo Number 4
Me? Why won’t you look?

Flamingo Number 1
Because I care not to look.

Flamingo Number 4
Well, I certainly would not care to look.

Flamingo Number 2
You two never mind. I shall look.
(he stands and peers over the top of the trench)

Oh, my. There seems to be seas of blood spilled over the battlefield. The carnage is awesome!
(he pauses as he scans the horizon)

Oh. (pause) I believe I see a medic. Yoo-hoo! Over here!
(he raises a wing and waves)

Flamingo Number 1
Be careful.

Flamingo Number 2:
The medic is just a little further in the distance. Oh, if I could just attract his attention! Yoo-hoo!

(Suddenly a light flash and loud explosion is heard as Flamingo Number 2’s head is blown away. His body slumps to the ground as the other Flamingos recover from the explosion)

Flamingo Number 3
My, my, my, what a shame.

Flamingo Number 1
Yes, such a shame.

Flamingo Number 4
I think the Captain is truly dead.

Flamingo Number 1
Then we will have to bury both of them.

Flamingo Number 3
I suppose we will.

(The sound of a bomber flying overhead is heard)

Flamingo Number 5
Hey, what is that?

Flamingo Number 4
I think it’s a plane! (they look upward) Yes, it is a plane.

Flamingo Number 1
It looks like a bomber.

Flamingo Number 3
I believe you are correct.

Flamingo Number 5
Do you think it will drop a bomb on us or something?

Flamingo Number 1
That is what they usually do.

Flamingo Number 4
Look!

Flamingo Number 3
Oh, dear. The plane seems to be dropping quite a few bombs.

Flamingo Number 1
It certainly looks like that.

Flamingo Number 4
I do believe we are in danger.

Flamingo Number 5
Yes, but where can we go?

Flamingo Number 1
Nowhere.

Flamingo Number 3
Perhaps the bombs will miss us.

Flamingo Number 4
Perhaps they will.

Flamingo Number 1
I doubt they will miss. There are a great number of bombs.

Flamingo Number 5
Yes, and they seem to be coming closer and closer.

Flamingo Number 1
And closer and closer.

Flamingo Number 3
I do believe we are all going to die.

Flamingo Number 5
That is not out of the realm of possibility.

Flamingo Number 3
Then not going with the Captain made not the slightest bit of difference.

Flamingo Number 1
No, it did not.

Flamingo Number 4
Well, in that case, goodbye.

Flamingo Numbers 1, 3 and 5
Goodbye.

(There is a general murmur of farewells as the bombs impact with a bright white flash onstage. All Flamingos drop onto the stage, dead, as curtain closes.)

End
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