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Consequences – Aspen Reid

The audience are led in to the space in front of the staircases. As they walk in, they
are all handed Leon Bourne’s flyer. A man appears on the lowest balcony of the

staircase.

CATILINE is wearing a black suit with a white button up shirt and black tie. In his top
pocket, there is a singular red rose, in complete contrast to the rest of his outfit. He

seems to be in his late 60s or early 70s. he is wringing his hands nervously.

A voice is heard over the speaker system.

NARRATOR: We are gathered here today to learn about the future of our beloved
country. We have two candidates, but only one can go on and become our esteemed
president. To start of this evening’s election, our current president, Diego Catiline.

CATILINE takes a step forward at his name being called.

NARRATOR: But remember, the future is in YOUR hands. Your vote will shape this
country.

CATILINE coughs. He reaches into his right outside pocket and pulls out a pair of
round glasses. His hands are somewhat shaky as he puts them on before diving into
his right outside pocket once more, this time pulling out a tightly folded up piece of

paper.

Whilst CATILINE attempts to unfold it, the paper slips out of his hands and plummets
to the ground. Embarrassed, he bends down and picks up the page.

He looks over it briefly before folding it up once more and puts it in his pocket, along
with his glasses.

He coughs once more.

CATILINE: First and foremost, I – I would like to thank every – everyone who
supported me throughout my c – campaign. It means a – a lot. I – I would like to offer
my greatest and most sincere thanks…

CATILINE trails off. He swallows and desperately tries to recall his speech. After a
couple of seconds, he hesitantly takes the paper out of his pocket and squints at

what’s on it.

He moves the page closer and then further away from his face as he tries to read the
words on it. He eventually pulls out his glasses from his pocket with much reluctance

and puts them on.

CATILINE mouths the words he is reading for a few seconds, before returning his
page and glasses to their original place.
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CATILINE: T – to all who were by – by my side du – during my time in – in off – office
as well. I – I would not – not have b – been able to – to get as f – far as I di – did with
– without you.

CATILINE pauses and coughs again.

CATILINE: Together we have ac – accomplished a phenomen – phenomenal amount.
I believe tha – that I can – can accomplish more.

LEON BOURNE, who looks to be in his early 30s, dressed too in a black suit and
white shirt, but with a blue tie appears on the balcony above and to the right of

CATILINE. In his suit pocket, there is a blood red handkerchief which is folded into a
triangle at the top.

He has an air of confidence about him, and a devilish smirk plastered on his lips. He
walks over to his right and looks down at CATILINE below him. CATILINE does not

notice this and continues what he is saying.

CATILINE:  I – I have humbly s – served this beautiful na – nation; our b – beautiful
nation, for almost thir – thirty years now. The last fo – four of whi – which, I c –
carried out as – as your p – president.

BOURNE begins shaking his head and tutting loudly. CATILINE jumps when he
realises that someone is there. He looks up at where he heard the noise come from,

and upon discovering that BOURNE was the source of it, seems afraid.

BOURNE: My dear, dear Catiline. What a competent speech you’re giving. Had you
worked on that HORRIBLE stutter of yours, you might have stood a chance against
me.

CATILINE: I –

BOURNE pouts mockingly at CATILINE and speaks in a false caring and somewhat
mocking tone.

BOURNE: Aww, it’s all okay little, Cat. The sooner you accept it, the better.

CATILINE: Y – you will n – not wi – win, Bourne!

BOURNE: But Diego, I already have.

LEON BOURNE laughs loudly and CATILINE just stares at him, horrified. BOURNE
walks smugly towards the centre of his balcony. His walk is filled with confidence and

his signature smirk is plastered on his face.

He reaches the edge and runs a hand through his hair. BOURNE looks at the
audience, stopping and making eye contact with a couple of them for a few seconds

each.

A click is heard over the overhead sound system.

NARRATOR: And finally, our youngest ever candidate will take to the floor and deliver
his speech. Everyone, give it up for Leon Bourne!
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If the audience clap:

BOURNE raises his left hand and smiles brightly. After five seconds, he brings it
down, and makes a harsh and fast gesture to make the audience stop clapping. If they

do not stop immediately, he yells at them to stop.

BOURNE: THAT’S ENOUGH. STOP.

If the audience do not clap:

BOURNE becomes enraged. Blood rushes to his face, he clenches his teeth and
shouts at the top of his lungs.

BOURNE: CLAP. ALL OF YOU, CLAP. APPLAUD ME!

If they still do not clap, LEON BOURNE shouts even more, and slams his fist down on
the balcony railing.

BOURNE: DID YOU NOT HEAR ME?! I SAID CLAP!

This continues until they inevitably clap for him.

BOURNE fixes his suit jacket and sighs deeply.

BOURNE: Well, now that that’s out of the way, I believe we can begin. Unlike the boy
who has just attempted to speak, I am competent. I am confident. I can help my
nation. Unlike him, I am not a failure. I have not made any mistakes, Catiline has
made innumerable.

CATILINE, who is still there, walks away and into the museum as he is unable to
listen to LEON BOURNE’S constant criticisms.

BOURNE: Which I can wipe clean from the face of this nation, my once beautiful
nation. I offer you salvation, all Diego offers you is your demise. I offer you hope, all
he can offer you is despair. I offer you a brighter future, all Cat offers you is one
darker than the past.

BOURNE straightens his tie and walks over to his right, back to where he was
originally talking to CATILINE whilst he speaks.

BOURNE looks over the edge, looking for CATILINE. He is unable to see him, and
turns to the audience. He walks towards them. The longer he speaks, the louder he

gets. By the end, he is shouting.

BOURNE: See how he ran?! See how he ran from the truth?! Anytime his true colours
are shown, he flees! He is weak! He is unfit to lead our nation!

BOURNE pauses to try to keep his temper under control, and so that his words can be
taken in. he takes a deep breath. His eyes scan the audience as he speaks, and again,

he makes eye contact with a few audience members, which he holds briefly.

His voice increases in passion and volume as he speaks, just like it did before he
stopped.
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BOURNE: But fortunately, I bear no resemblance to him. I am a man; he is a boy. I am
an honest man; he does not know the meaning of the word. He creates the problems; I
find their solutions. He will doom you, but I will save you. I will free you from the
shackles he has cast you all in! I am your saviour; he is your condemner! He –

LEON BOURNE is interrupted by a voice over the speaker system.

NARRATOR: That is quite enough, Bourne.

BOURNE is angered by this. He dislikes being interrupted. As a result, he lashes out.

BOURNE: I am not finished! He is –

NARRATOR: Enough!

BOURNE opens his mouth to argue back but shuts it when he realises that it is
somewhat pointless. He continues to look at the audience, however.

NARRATOR: Thank you. Now, if you could please go down to the lower balcony,
where Diego Catiline – Wait, where is Catiline?

BOURNE smirks. Being told to be quiet by NARRATOR evidently did not damage his
extensive ego to severely, if it was damaged at all.

BOURNE: Oh. He left. He couldn’t handle reality.

NARRATOR ignores BOURNE’s input and instead focuses on trying to find CATILINE.

NARRATOR: CATILINE! CATILINE! WHERE ON EARTH ARE YOU?!

CATILINE can be seen waddling over to the balcony that he was originally standing
on. BOURNE should be there but he isn’t. He walks onto it with his head down. It is

almost like he is ashamed.

NARRATOR: CATILINE! CATIL – Oh! Found you at last! Could you go and stand next
to Leon Bourn – Oh for crying out loud! Get down onto the lower balcony, Bourne!

BOURNE rolls his eyes before reluctantly walking down the stairs. At the same time,
CATILINE is walking to the middle of the balcony. They meet in the centre and stand

beside each other. BOURNE takes a step to the side, away from CATILINE.

NARRATOR: Now, it’s up for you to decide the future. Your choice could impact
future generations, so think carefully. Your vote could be the difference between
tyranny and tranquillity. If you believe Diego Catiline should serve another term, raise
your hand now.

Any audience member in favour of DIEGO CATILINE raises their hand.

NARRATOR: And, if you, for some reason, believe that Leon Bourne should serve his
firs term as your president, raise your hand now.

Any audience member in favour of LEON BOURNE raises their hand.

If majority vote CATILINE:
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NARRATOR: And, by majority, your president from last term is your president once
more, for the winner is…

BOURNE: Me.

NARRATOR: No.

BOURNE: Check again.

NARRATOR: It’s Catiline.

BOURNE: Are you sure?

NARRATOR: Yes… It’s Catiline.

BOURNE: Check again.

NARRATOR: I’m certain. Diego Catiline received the most votes

BOURNE: One hundred percent sure?

NARRATOR: I think so

BOURNE: Absolutely?

NARRATOR: I…

BOURNE: Beyond a doubt?

NARRATOR:

BOURNE: Would you like to check again?

NARRATOR: I’m very sorry ladies, gentlemen, and folks who are too good for either,
but I’m going to have to ask you to revote. All in favour of Bourne, raise your hand.

Regardless of whether of whether or not anyone raises their hand, BOURNE shouts
eagerly.

BOURNE: I have majority!

NARRATOR is somewhat confident in their answer.

NARRATOR: You don’t!

BOURNE: LOOK.

BOURNE makes a sweeping gesture to all of the audience.

NARRATOR: I’m sorry everyone, b – but it seems that I made an error in the original
total of votes. It appears that I miscounted. The results were very close, which made
me make the mistake. L – Leon Bourne is the real winner.

BOURNE: I KNEW IT! That’s why I said to recount! People who can’t do the SIMPLE
job of counting shouldn’t be responsible for counting tallies!

BOURNE says the last sentence through gritted teeth and in a voice where anger is
apparent.
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NARRATOR: I… Everyone, I present to you, your new president, Leon Bourne. Only
God can help us now…

If majority vote for BOURNE:

NARRATOR: I don’t believe it…

BOURNE: I have majority…

NARRATOR: You’ve doomed us all!

BOURNE: I HAVE MAJORITY!

NARRATOR: I no longer feel safe here.

BOURNE: Aren’t you going to announce my victory?!

NARRATOR: Oh, of course. Everyone, your president, who you all voted for, Leon
Bourne. Not even God can save us now.

BOURNE smirks but it quickly falls when he realises what NARRATOR said. His
expression morphs into one of anger and he clenches his fists tightly. With a harsh

tone he says

BOURNE: I would watch my mouth if I were you. Who knows what could happen if
you speak badly about me again?

BOUNRE closes his eyes and takes a deep breath. He uncurls his fists before turning
his attention towards CATILINE.

BOURNE: And you… I would watch my step if I were you. Wouldn’t want to end up in
trouble with the state, now, would we?

CATILINE swallows. It seems like he is intimidated by BOURNE.

CATILINE: You’re…

BOURNE: I’m…?

CATILINE: You’re…

BOURNE grows more and more irritable with CATILINE and speaks more harshly
and louder as they talk. Eventually, he snaps.

BOURNE: I’M WHAT?! SPIT IT OUT!

CATILINE: You’re a monster…

CATILINE whispers. BOURNE rolls his eyes and is unimpressed and agitated by the
older. He turns his attention towards the audience. He speaks without even looking at

CATILINE.

BOURNE: What was that?
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CATILINE: You’re – you’re a monster!

CATILINE’S is shouting at the end. Standing up to BOURNE gave him a sudden rush
of confidence. BOURNE spins round quickly to face CATILINE. He has finally lost his

temper. He points a finger towards CATILINE and takes a step towards him.

BOURNE: I – YOU – HOW DARE – HOW DARE YOU! GO! JUST G – GO!

CATILINE: W – why should I?

BOURNE: BECAUSE I’M IN CHARGE. NOT YOU, ME. I WON. I WON FAIRLY. AND
YOU WILL LISTEN TO ME.

CATILINE: Okay. I – If that is what you w – want.

CATILINE turns on his heel and walks away from BOURNE.

A smile finds its way onto BOURNE’S face. He turns away from the direction that
CATILINE walked and faces the audience for a few seconds, so that they can see his

grin.

He turns away from them and confidently strides towards the staircase. He climbs to
the top balcony somewhat slowly. When he reaches the top, he looks down on the

audience below.

BOURNE chuckles, but it turns into a fit of maniacal laughter.

He stops laughing abruptly and straightens his tie. He also takes out his handkerchief
and unfolds it, before wiping his hands with it. BOURNE shoves it back into his blazer

pocket, without folding it however.

His voice is somewhat light hearted when he speaks.

BOURNE: Well, that could’ve been disastrous!

He laughs at his own “joke”. When he speaks again however, his voice has a more
sinister undertone.

BOURNE: Imagine if Catiline had won. He would have plunged this country further
into debt and crisis. He would’ve threatened all of your livelihoods, your sources of
income. He would have caused irreversible damage to my country. However, I can
ensure that a guy like Diego never holds office. I can ensure that it remains in the
hands of someone trust worthy.

He pauses for a moment.

BOURNE: That’s why I’m going to appoint someone to permanently rule over this
country. Evils like Diego Catiline can’t be elected to office if I forever hold it…

NARRATOR: You can’t do that!

BOURNE: Why not?

NARRATOR: Because it’s against the law! A president can only serve two terms of
four years each!
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BOURNE: I’m the president…

NARRATOR: Yes, you are. And the president can only hold office for –

BOURNE: I can change the law…

NARRATOR: Oh, my goodness...

BOURNE: No one can stop me.

NARRATOR: T – The people can!

BOURNE: They can’t. They hold no power superior to mine.

NARRATOR: They can rebel!

BOURNE: I can crush their rebellions with just a single sentence.

NARRATOR: This isn’t fair! You’re a cruel man!

BOURNE clenches his fists in anger. The amusement that was previously in his voice
has been replaced by complete and utter rage.

BOURNE: I have been very lenient with you! And how do you repay me for my
tolerance? By insulting me! Give me one good reason why I should not have you
banished this very minute!

NARRATOR: …

BOURNE: EXACTLY! LEAVE HERE AND NEVER STEP FOOT ON THIS SOIL AGAIN!
I WAS A FOOL FOR NOT DOING IT SOONER!

BOURNE turns his attention back towards the audience. Except, his anger has not
dissipated.

BOURNE: LET THAT BE A WARNING TO YOU ALL. IF EVEN A WHISPER ABOUT
ANYTHING BAD ABOUT ME IS UTTERED, YOU WILL BE LUCKY TO GET
BANISHED. THIS IS MY COUNTRY, AND IT WILL BE RUN MY WAY. DO YOU
UNDERSTAND?

If the audience do not respond immediately:

BOURNE repeats the question louder. He continues to do this until he can get a
response from the audience that is loud enough for him to hear from his place at the

top balcony.

BOURNE: Good. I’m glad we’re on the same page.

BOURNE walks off of the balcony and into the art gallery, out of sight from the
audience.

FIN
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