Scene I
AT RISE:





(Viewers see a small child reading a book. 







She is dressed in flowing, loose and earth 







toned garments and appears to be at peace 







with her surroundings. However, this 







peaceful scene is quickly interrupted when a 






loud cracking and thud are heard, 








accompanied by the yell, “Timber!”)

ROMANTIC CHILD

(startled)

What was that? (slightly frightened yet more than a little peeved at the unexpected disturbance) Who dares disturb me in my moment of meditation?

(Enter a small boy from behind a tree, carrying an ax and dragging a heavy looking branch behind him. He is dressed in dirty jeans, a work shirt, and boots.)

INDUSTRIAL CHILD

Oh, relax; I should be wondering the same thing. Who are you and why are you laying around idly, wasting your time, when there’s so much work to be done?

RC

Who says I’m not doing work? I was meditating and trying to discover how to manipulate the color of the leaves until you so rudely decided to make such a cacophonous. O, my (spotting the now severed branch)---is that a tree?!?!?!
IC

(Looking proud)

Why, yes, it is! I cut it down all by myself, without any help from pa. (smiles)

RC

WHY DID YOU DO THAT?!?!?!?! (obviously outraged, now grabbing the branch out of his hand and trying to replant it) What possessed you to cut down one of the finger of our most majestic trees? This could be a god’s arm!!

IC

(Confused as to why his success is not being regarded as such)

I’m a doer and it’s my turn to get the firewood.

RC

(Immediately stops trying to replant the tree and stares at IC. Voice turning cold)

You are a doer?

IC

(Unsure what this new development has to do with the tree)

Yes, I am. Do you have a problem with that?

(immediately, the nice day turns cloudy and windy as RC stands and faces IC)

RC
Yes, I do. Your people have been the cause of tremendous pain and suffering to my people for centuries. Now, leave our forest immediately and never return. (rests one hand on hip and the other points in the opposite direction)

IC

(shocked)
You’re a Thinker? I always thought they’d be…taller. Why are you in our forest? These woods have belonged to the Doers since the beginning of time. So, if you don’t like it, you can leave. (crosses arms)
RC

I will not leave and you cannot order me to. I am a member of the Thinker clan and we take order from nature, not Doers. So, you can just pack up your vile weapons and go back to your stupid cities and continue contaminating and destroying everything you touch.

IC

We do NOT contaminate everything we touch. We clean up call the messes you Thinkers leave behind. None of would be even remotely capable of achieving half of what we can do with our pinky toe, even if you had all the power of your idiotic tree friends behind you. You can’t even build a simple cabin without screaming about how you’ve dishonored some plant spirit. This is our forest and we can do whatever we want with it. So, just leave and take all your dumb ideas with you.

RC

They are not dumb ideas. They are ideas that respect everyone, something I doubt even your wisest leader would be able to comprehend. All you doers are the same, thinking you can control nature merely by cutting it down. But in the end, your arrogance and pride are left to blame when it simply grows again.

(By now, both children are yelling at each other, each flushed with anger at the insults toward their respective clans. Nose to nose, they are each startled when they hear voices)
INDUSTRIAL PARENT
“----------, come in for dinner!”

ROMANTIC PARENT

“--------, it is time to come home. You are missing family meditation!”

RC

You better not come back with that…. (Looks at ax) thing.

IC

Oh, I will. And we’ll continue this little debate. You’ll be sorry you insulted my clan!

RC

I will? I am not the one who is nearly illiterate.

IC

I bet that was another insult. Even if you’re…non-illiterate….at least I have the strength and the guts to build myself a fire and a cabin! So there!
( Both storm off. Then the screen balcks out)

Scene II

AT RISE:  





(IC is writing in a journal about his day by 







the light of an electric lamp)

IC

(voiceover)

Today I met the most annoying girl in the world! She was trying to tell me I was wrong the entire time about everything! She’s a Thinker….now I know why they fail at EVERYTHING. In fact, she tried to tell me that we Doers are just fighting a battle that we’ll never win! Boy is she wrong….
Scene III

AT RISE:





(Screen fades into a candle lit room where 







the RC is writing in her journal about the 







day’s events) 
RC

(voiceover)
This afternoon my meditation was unpleasantly disturbed by the incessant and disrespectful chopping of a Doer. He had the gall to tell me that the beliefs upheld by my people for thousands of years were wrong! Of course I was incensed by his blatant disregard for the truth and his ignorance, but I suppose that is what happens when you are raised by primitive tree-killers and nature quashers like Doers…

Scene IV

AT RISE:





(Again, RC is in a peaceful state of mind. 







The birds are chirping and she is whistling 







with her eyes closed, meditation. In comes 







IC, eating an apple and carrying a bag. In it 







are various tool and such, along with more 







food)
IC

Hello again, oh cocky Thinker who thinks she knows everything.

RC

(annoyed)

You.

IC

I told you I was coming back. I may be a “good for nothing tree killer” but at least I can keep a promise.

RC

Who said we do not keep promises? We may not find peace in your hectic menagerie of weapons, but we do have manners.

(IC sits down beside RC, who sets her book down beside her)

IC

That’s a relief. (pauses and looks around) I say we start off fresh. My name is________. What’s yours?

RC

​​​​__________

IC

What does that mean?

RC

My parents tell me that it means child of the earth. I have always thought it was rather unique. What does yours mean?

IC

He who can move mountains. Pretty awesome, huh? (smiles)

RC

(frowns) Ummm, sure. But it is a little sad.

IC

How can a name be sad?

RC

Simple, even your name reflects your people’s attempts to control nature.
IC

(frowning) I wouldn’t say we try to control nature, I would just say that sometimes nature needs to be put in its place. That way society can accomplish great things! Without everything in its place, nothing would ever get done and then people as a whole would go nowhere.

RC

Is there something wrong with people staying where they are? See, we think that people don’t need to work together to crush nature, we think that we should be their own person and work for our own achievements. Nature is beautiful and there is nothing wrong with glorifying it….

~~~~~~~

INDUSTRIAL PARENT
 What do you think they’re doing?

ROMANTIC PARENT

 Well, (lifts head to feel breeze) the winds indicate that they are trying to find the source of happiness. True thinkers.” (smiles)

IP

(rolls eyes) Oh, please. It’s obvious they’re debating the best way to chop down that tree—

RP

(gasps) My ​​​______ would never engage in such barbaric activity!

IP

Barbaric?! Well at least they wouldn’t be wasting their time, trying to find words in the wind!

RP

You are just jealous that you doers do not have the mental capacity to find nature’s true mean—

IP

 Shhh…they’re talking

RP

 (Crosses arms and glares at IP)
~~~~~

ROMANTIC CHILD

So your tribe cuts down trees…to build? How does that benefit you?

INDUSTRIAL CHILD

Well…it gives us a place to live…that helps everyone!

RC

Why not live in the trees? You could get away from everyone. 

ID

With the bugs? No way!

RC

But you are ruining the forest!

IC

It’ll grow back.

RC

That takes time though. (Frowns) Why not study the forest instead? (smiles) It is so beautiful…the flowers and butterflies, and trees and lakes….

IC

But that can all be turned into a town for people to live in!

RC

But you need to get away from people…find yourself. Don’t you ever do that?

IC

Well I was till you came around….

RC

No you weren’t! You were chopping down that poor tree! Haven’t you ever thought about its feelings?

IC

Trees don’t have feelings!

RC:
 (Softly) 
They do if you listen close enough.

IC

So basically we’re fighting over trees…

RC:
(laughs) Yeah, I guess so (smiles)
IC

(smiles) What are you doing out here anyway?

RC

 It’s this rite of passage tradition my village has. Every child has to go into the forest and find their calling…discover who they are. That way you can’t be pushed in one direction or another by other people. It’s your discernment and no one else’s.

IC

That’s actually kind of cool!

RC

What are you doing out here?

IC

It’s this rite of passage we have, when you can chop down a tree you can start working.

RC

I am confused….

IC

Once you’re strong enough to swing an ax, you’re strong enough to start working. That way, everyone contributes to the community. Everyone has something to offer and by working you find what it is you can contribute.

RC

 That actually sounds….logical.

(both laugh)

~~~~

IP

 We have to stop this! If this keeps going, my boy’s going to be singing to the fishes!

RP

Fish.

IP

What?

RP

Fish. The plural of fish is fish…not fishes.

IP

Whatever! Just use that gigantic head of yours to think of some way to stop them!

RP

My head is not large, and I am. You think I want my daughter to become an ax swinging tree killer?

(Both go silent thinking, glancing between the two children talking and each other. Eyes rest on a pot over a fire, bubbling with the Doers’ dinner)

IP & RP

(look at each other) I thought of it first!

~~~~

(Viewers see the two parents go to confront their children and drag them off. Screen goes dark. Then, parents begin reading A Modest Proposal and the view of a pot comes into view. A hand reaches over and lifts the top off. The children’s heads are revealed and their eyes open wide. The screen goes dark)
