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OTOSPERMOPHILUS BEECHEYI was commissioned and first produced by The Tank 
(Rosalind Grush + Rania Jumaily, Co-Artistic Directors) as a part of their monthly Rule 
of 7x7 series (Brett Epstein, Curator and Producer) at The Tank in New York City, on 
April 8, 2017. Light and sound design was by Jonathan Cottle. The dramaturg was Xan 
Russell. It was directed by Emily Moler. The production stage manager was Jonathan 
Cottle. The cast was as follows: 
 
CLIVE THE KNIVE.....................................................................................Nick Mecikalski 
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Who 
Clive the Knive 11 years old but has a drawl like he’s about to commit a felony 
 
When 
1918 
 
Where 
California 
 
What It Looks Like 
Drought 
Clive’s body has physically aged due to the lack a water 
And loneliness 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For Rania 
 

- kb 
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   “Hello, Dan. Are you surprised? This is what you force me to do. I  
   guess you thought you'd get away with it. Well...you can't. 'Cause  
   part of you is growing inside of me, and that's a fact, Dan. You'd  
   better start...Learning how to deal with it. Just so you know...I feel  
   you. I taste you. I think you. I touch you. Can you understand? Can  
   you? I'm just...asking you...to acknowledge your responsibilities.  
   I...Is that so bad? I don't think so. I don't think it's unreasonable.  
   And...you know, another thing...And it's that you thought you   
   could just walk into my life, and turn it upside down, without a  
   thought for anyone but yourself. You know what you are, Dan? You 
   are a cocksucking son of a bitch. I hate you. I bet you don't even  
   like real girls, do you? Ha! You disappoint me, you fucking faggot!”  
 
   Alex Forrest, as portrayed by Glenn Close 
   Fatal Attraction 
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   *** 
 
   And there is plaintive fiddle music 
   Someone’s dying on the prairie typa music 
   Lights up 
   And silence 
   Clive the Knive is there 
   He holds a meat cleaver but we don’t see it yet 
   Maybe he speaks into a microphone the entire time 
 
  CLIVE 
They call me 
Clive the Knive  
They tried Clive the Knife 
Clife the Knife 
And just Clive for a while each 
None them worked none so well as Clive the Knive 
It is 1918 
I am eleven years old 
While Ma and Pa’s friends fight their fight 
Cross an ocean or two 
We here home are engaged in vicious combat ourselves 
It is a violent battle we fight 
It is a violent battle 
I am the general of an army a my classmates 
United in our fraught fight against a common enemy 
The California Ground Squirrel 
Otospermophilus beecheyi 
They are different than the squirrels 
You might find knockin on your back door 
Begging for a peanut 
Than the squirrels 
You might find in a tree outside your window 
Watching you make love to your wife or your cousin 
They’ve overtaken our cities and our homes and our families 
And they eat my daddy’s crops 
They eat his corns and his cabbages 
The Mayor came into class one day 
Gathered us children around 
Knock knock said he 
Who’s there said we 
I want you said he 
I want you who said we 
I want you to kill the squirrels said he 
We didn’t laugh as hard as he did  
And he told us the Gov’ner was off’rin monetary reward  
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To the youngest rapscallion killed off most a the varmints 
And it worked because we all signed right up 
Enticed by the prospect a hot lunches and free postage stamps 
I told my beautiful classmate 
Sheila the Glory 
You ain’t never seen none such a miracle 
Like Sheila’s unibrow 
And she is pure  
I told my classmate Sheila 
Darlink I am gonna kill these motherfuckers in your honor 
She blushed and then exhaled vigorously and messily through her nose 
She said she was going to court the gent 
Who slaughtered the greatest quantity of otospermophilus 
I asked her 
Should I kill the most of em 
Would she go down the general store with me 
Get a soda or two 
And she snorted and turned her beautiful cleft palate my way 
And said that there is not enough soda in the world 
To satiate her sweetest vice 
I wasn’t quite too sure what she meant 
The government called it Squirrel Week 
This initiative to kill the little demons 
Pa or Ma went out 
Spreada bucket full a poison round the garden 
If you were there you’d see the little burrowing bastards come in 
Slowly and slowly get drunker and drunker on the venom 
Realizing they’d met their match 
And Ma comes in 
Gently shooks awake me and my younger brother 
Grendel the Troll 
Boys it’s time to 
And Pa sticks his head in and says 
Boys it’s time to get outta bed and kill some fur-devils 
And Ma gets the tiniest glint in her deep blue eyes 
They just go completely black for just the smallest moment a time 
Children we must kill the squirrels to save our food 
She says as she hands us our weapons 
 
   He holds up the meat cleaver 
 
The squirrels are there out in the garden 
Junked up on the fatal bane 
Some of em they already done stopped movin 
But Pa says we just gotta be sure they’ve joined the ranks of the dead in military fashion 
Go ahead children 
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The best squirrel is the dead squirrel 
This is for Sheila the Glory running in my head on repeat 
 
   He has an episode 
   He demonstrates how he kills the squirrels 
   A repetitive chop-and-pull motion 
   Aggressive and torturously slow 
   He does it until it stops being funny and then keeps going 
   Until it’s funny again 
 
I went to town on those cocksucking sons a bitches 
I killed and killed and killed and killed 
Eventually one these motherfuckers comes round from behind  
My Pa’s cabbage patch 
Hidden behind my Pa’s largest cabbages was he 
And this oaf of a squirrel 
Was so doped up on the toxicant 
I mistook him at first 
For my ugliest brother Grendel 
He looked at me straight in the eye 
With his ugly little squirrel buckteeth 
His motor skills slowed by the poison 
He looked at me as if to say 
I dare you 
And you know what 
I went down on him 
With my cleaver 
Eventually his neck snapped 
And I experienced triumph 
We were to be paid one dollar per squirrel tail 
And I done killed about four thousand of em 
And accidentally nicked my troll of a brother quite a few times in his very left eye 
His blood was shed longside them squirrels 
One dollar per tail  
Sent mine in in a massive envelope  
Took it down the post office  
Address said The Gov’ner 
The Gov’ner’s office 
Care of the Gov’ner 
Gov’ner Street 
Gov’nerville 
Gov’ner 
Yessuh 
That’s where the Gov’ner lives 
Waited a week 
Headed down the Western Union  
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Similar to what you today I believe call 
Venma 
You can send a message to someone 
Send me cash you damn fool 
And you know what 
They do 
I Venma’d the gov’ner askin for my 4000 or thereabouts for killin them damn squirrels 
Get a telegram back week later 
Dear Clive the Knive stop 
No stop there’s no money for you stop 
Please stop sending me squirrel tails stop 
Sincerely stop the Gov’ner stop 
 
   He does the knife motion once 
 
How’m I gonna take Sheila to the general store now 
Down the schoolyard that next week 
I see Sheila the Glory 
Sheila I know that I done killed the most squirrels 
But the Gov’ner won’t send me my money 
But know that I full intend to take you down to the general store 
For a soda and a smooch 
She’s actin shifty 
Keeps lookin off to the distance  
Sorta smilin but not really on account a her harelip 
Ventually I see her there lookin off  
I turn my gaze and see one young feller 
There with his eyepatch 
You see Clife 
You actually didn’t kill the most squirrels 
Maybe not the most the most I say  
But the most in your direct vicinity 
And for sure the most of your colleagues  
And she trots over to my younger brother Grendel 
And touches him on the shoulder 
 
   The plaintive fiddle music fades in 
 
I shall win her back 
I shall kill squirrels until she loves me 
All is not quiet on this Western Front 
 
   He does the knife motion twice quickly 
   And then it’s dark and quiet 
 
   End of Play 


