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His Last Supper

By Dave Carley

www.davecarley.com
A young man on death row is eating his last meal. While he eats, Lewis, the prison warden, talks to the condemned man. Lewis is deeply conflicted by what will happen at dawn the next day - and so, along with the meal, he offers up a Plan B.

Cast:

Lewis, a prison warden. 40s or older.
Time:

Now.

Setting:

A small room on death row, in a state penitentiary in one of the thirty-plus states that still have the death penalty. The only furniture is a table and, on it, there are some burger shells and wrappings, a couple of shake containers, as well as a plate of greens. The room has a window; it can be suggested. The playing space and lighting should be as claustrophobic as possible.

A note:

I’ve kept some things vague, in an effort to also keep things universal. Odds are, the prison is in a southern state, but Lewis doesn’t need an accent and I’ve not written it that way, nor mentioned a specific state. Nor have I expressly mentioned the race of the young, condemned man although, among its many biases, the death penalty is used disproportionately on African Americans.

This monologue also forms part of the full-length play, Twelve Hours.
His Last Supper

By Dave Carley

LEWIS:

(LEWIS can sit, fuss with the cartons on the table, and pace. Once or twice he may look out the window, as if expecting to see the demonstrators at the front of the prison.)

… I knew you couldn’t eat four. Your mother said mind what I gave you, your eyes are always bigger than your belly. Actually she said you were like a dog, you’d keep eating till you were sick. But you’ve stopped at three – what, are you just resting up? But listen - I want you to keep that last burger. I want you to take something back to your cell.

… Your mother knew you’d ask for crap and told me to give you something healthy. What the hell was I supposed to say to that? “Ma’am, it’s a little too late for healthy.” She said you should have greens and make sure you got the pot likker, and you have no idea how much trouble that gave me and my wife.

… Cuz you just can’t order in greens and pot likker. You have to make it. And because I was the one who made the promise to your ma, it fell to me. Or, to be exact, I made it fall to the wife. But here’s the problem. If it was potatoes or carrots, sure, but Maureen’s from up north, she can do all sorts of interesting things with carrots but up there they don’t cook greens. And yeah, I grew up here but my family, well, greens wasn’t something we ate. 

… We bought collards and our neighbor told us to get some kale and turnips too. First time we tried it, we boiled it like your mother told us but it stunk up the house so bad my wife threw it out in the backyard before we even tasted it. Maureen said, “How can they eat this stuff; you can’t even get past the smell!” Then I looked up how to cook greens on the internet and it said it was supposed to smell bad, so we went back to the store, bought collards and kale again and, oh yeah, this time because of the internet I knew that it was just the turnip top, not the whole turnip. Learning curve. And we boiled that and this time it didn’t seem to smell so bad. So we ate some, and it tasted good, and then we mopped up all the pot likker and - excuse me saying this while you’re digesting your burgers - but it cleaned us both right out. I said to my wife, “Seems like we just enjoyed that meal twice.”

… And then I remembered your mother said throw in some salt pork and we did that, so our third try was even better. But apparently you’ve got no room after three Big Macs and two shakes.

… I’m going to have to face your mother at some point. I’m going to have to tell her you ate those greens and I’d rather not lie, so…

… You know she wanted to be outside, out there, with – them - but when she took ill on the bus back home last week it wasn’t possible for her to come back. So she’s home, resting. She’s gonna be OK. This is hard on her. But she’s got a lot of support.

… I want you to leave at least half a burger because you to carry some food back to your cell and I’ll explain why.

Big Macs. Well, you’re not the first one to ask for that. I read someplace that John Wayne Gacy, he was a serial killer, he ordered shrimp, a pound of strawberries and bucket of KFC. And Timothy McVeigh, he blew up that building in Oklahoma City? Two pints of mint chocolate chip ice cream. You’re healthy by comparison. 

Troy Davis, over in Georgia, he said he didn’t want a last meal at all, he said whatever meal they served him wouldn’t be his last. He might of been thinking that he was going to get commuted, but I suspect he meant that he’d be shortly sitting at a table with the Lord. I hope that’s what he was thinking because the President didn’t order a delay. 

(Goes over to window, looks out.) You can’t see them from here. They’re out at the front gates, all along the highway. This doesn’t open but if it did you’d hear them all right. So comfort yourself with that. They’ve been chanting and singing hymns all weekend. There’s white folk, black folk, there’s more clergymen out on that highway than you’ll ever find in heaven. Jesse Jackson was here yesterday. You know who I mean? Anderson Cooper is coming in time for the evening news. Wherever there’s misery you can find a reporter.

And there’s some across the road from them that’ve come to – cheer – the event. 

I wish you could hear the hymns. Your mother said you weren’t one for religion but she is, and I hope she’s getting some strength from seeing them on TV, singing.

My wife and I walked out of church last Sunday. The pastor in the middle of his sermon stopped, looked straight at me and said “Thou Shalt Not Kill” - at which point I turned to Maureen and said, “That’s our cue” and out we went. A couple of times people have followed me home. Maureen got yelled at once at the mall. Both our kids are studying out of state, it costs us, but I want them away from this kind of thing.

I’ve gone over your case frontwards backwards read every appeal every magazine article. I like you, son, you’ve been good here, but I know you did what they said you did, maybe not in the way they said, maybe you weren’t actually the ‘instigator’ because in my opinion you don’t have the cylinders to be an instigator, but you did it. I think maybe your lawyer could of worked that angle better, but he didn’t and I’m a warden, not a judge - so I do what I’m told. 

Mostly. But I’m getting to that.

So in this state, if you’re convicted for murder you get death, and that means lethal injection. We used to have an electric chair when I started here, we called it Old Sparky. But it’s been injection for quite a while. Those idiots yelling for you to fry are about twenty years behind times.


Lethal injection’s more humane. So they say.

I want to tell you what’s going to happen tomorrow morning. Then I’m going to ask you to make a choice. Pay attention to me now, son. 

Tomorrow at 7, first thing that’ll happen is the chaplain will come to see you, pray with you, answer any questions you have. Then he’ll leave, they’ll come and take you to a special room. There’s windows in it but they’re one-way, you can’t see who’s on the other side. I’ll be in the room with you. You’ll lie down on a gurney, that’s like a table. The nurse will clean your arm and then he’ll put in two IV lines. Intravenous. Two, in case one fails. It hurts a little, pricks a bit. No worse than a needle. And then you’ll be injected with three drugs, in order, one two three. The first makes you unconscious. Believe me, you want that. The next paralyses you. And the third one stops your heart. It goes in that order. Unconscious, paralyze, heart attack. One two three. There’s four of us in the room and one of them is me, I’m gonna make sure it goes OK for you.

Oh, before we start the injection, we pull back the curtains so the witnesses can see and you can say something if you want. We have to have witnesses; it’s the law. I don’t like it, I don’t know why anyone’d want to watch another person die if they weren’t required to, but that’s me. And actually, we’ve had to do so many executions these past few years, we’re running out of witnesses. I want to ask the governor if he’ll come and watch. If he won’t commute, he should watch.

You can say some last words. You don’t talk much; I know you’re not really – capable – that way but maybe you could say something like ‘I love you Ma’ or ‘I’m going to be with Jesus now’. Think about it. Then I give the signal and the injections start, you’ll go unconscious, and you’ll be in heaven in about seven minutes.

If all goes well.

Now you have to listen to this. Son, put the burger down and mind me. That first injection, the one that’s supposed to make you unconscious? Some people don’t think it works. They think maybe you might still feel everything that follows. We’re human, we could make a mistake, maybe not give enough drugs, how do we actually know what’s not enough? The guy who invented the injection process, name of Chapman, he said that it didn’t occur to him that there’d be complete idiots administering the drugs. Well, I’m not an idiot but I’m also no expert. I’m watching to make sure everything is going right but I can’t be a hundred per cent. Do you understand? I’m not even ninety per cent sure. It kills me. I buy lottery tickets even though I know there’s only a point zero zero zero one chance I’ll win, so that’s how I feel about odds. No matter how bad they are, I believe in the possibility. It might look like you’re having a painless death but maybe you aren’t, do you understand?

So that’s tomorrow. Tonight, in a few minutes, when we’re done talking, you’re going back to your cell. Overnight something may happen – the governor may commute your sentence. It’s happened before. He waits till the last minute then says you will get life in prison, instead of death. There’s a chance. But I’m going to be straight with you: I don’t think he’s going to commute. It’s election year and if he backs down he’s going to look like a weakling. I just don’t think we’re going to get that phone call. But there are some odds we might.

So do you understand me: in the next few hours, that could happen, and you’ll be saved. Or when you’re on that table, like I say, it could go bad.

I’m giving you another option. 

(Produces a pill.) This is what they call a suicide pill. No one can trace it to me, no one knows I have it except Maureen. No one knows I’m giving it to you except her. We talked this over the whole time we were making the greens, all three times.

This will kill your brain in a few minutes. It’ll happen fast. Once your brain is dead, the rest of you will shut down before an hour’s up, and you won’t feel anything. If you choose: you can take it tonight when you’re back in your cell. The guards look in on your every hour but no one in a million years would guess you have this. And no one’ll ever be able to prove it was me who gave it to you. You’ve had so many visitors and I’ve been letting them see you without supervision; I’m going to get shit-on for not observing visiting protocol but that’ll pass.
(Puts pill in one of the shells.) If you decide not to take it, leave it in the carton, someone will just throw out the carton with the pill in it and that’s that. 

Go back to your cell. Say your prayers. Ask God if you should take the pill and listen real hard for his answer. 

You’re a good boy, God’ll talk to you. If he says take this, put it in your mouth and chew it, you have to chew it first, bite on it real hard, then swallow. You take it and know, know that we’re thinking of you. Your mother and me and my wife and a million people outside these walls, we’ll all remember you.

I’m going to get the guard now.

Take the carton with you. 

God bless you, son.

God bless us all.

The End.

