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Twelve Hungry Men: A Film Noir Last Supper Play

Note to reader:

The original version of this play was written many years ago, so there are a couple of
cultural references that may be dated (e.g. references to Anna Nicole Smith and Rush
Limbaugh). When | re-published it, | assumed readers would be old enough for those
references to make sense.

Also, some readers may take offense at my attempts at humor. | sincerely hope not. | can
only say | absolutely intended no disrespect, | only hoped to make the reader laugh a little.

-Pete



Twelve Hungry Men: A Film Noir Last Supper Play

Cast:
Peter (Narrator), and the other 11 Apostles
Jesus
Mary (Jesus’ mom)

Mary Magdalene

Scene:

Smoke-filled upper room, early 1% century Jerusalem. Bluesy piano music in the
background. 13 agitated men sitting at a dinner table. Jesus sits at the center of the table,
looking distracted and upset. His 12 apostles sit around him, engaged in side
conversations in groups of 2’s and 3’s. Occasionally, one of the 12 will get his attention

and engage him in conversation. Simon Peter is the narrator.



Peter:

Name’s Simon. Peter. The Big Fisherman. Big guy calls me The Rock. JC’s been acting kinda
funny lately. But tonight, well, tonight he seems more uncomfortable than Rosie O’Donnell
locked in a phone booth with Rush Limbaugh. I’d like to get a chance to talk to the boss, but
John is all over him like a cheap cloak on a hot August afternoon. He invited us to dinner. Said

we’d know the place.

When we all got here, he did something strange. Not strange like “make-milk-come-out-of-your-
nose-in- the-cafeteria” strange, but more like “hitting-the-ping-pong-ball-with-the-handle-

instead-of-the-head-of-the-paddle” strange. He sat us down, and one by one, he washed our feet.

I remember how awkward I felt. Here he is, the big kahuna, el nacho grande, the kings of kings,
the son of man- washing the feet of a poor humble fisherman. I felt more embarrassed than a

guy who mistakes a confessional for a port-a-potty.
Jesus:

See how the son of man washes the feet of his friends (removing Peter’s sandals). Whew- Rock,
do me a favor. Anybody gets a load of those nasty feet, PLEASE tell them you don’t know me.
Even if they ask you three times before the rooster crows, just tell them you don’t know me. And

by the way, black socks do NOT go with that outfit.
Peter:

So I said, “I’m not wearing any socks, big guy”. Yeah, it was a humbling experience all right.
More humbling than showering with the New York Knicks in their locker room with the air
conditioning set to 50 degrees. Trying to change the subject, I asked what he was having for

dinner.
Jesus:

Well, I was going to order the surf and turf, but the last time I ordered fish I had to send 4,999 of
them back. Can’t a redeemer get ONE fish? I mean come on. And can’t I just once order a jug
of water without it turning into Merlot? By the way, John and James are getting on my nerves.

Do me a favor, and make sure they don’t sit near me, OK?



Peter:

He looked at me like he was a Great Dane that’d just downed 5 gallons of water and I was a fire
hydrant freshly painted in his favorite color. I was glad he didn’t want to sit next to John and
James, or the chap-stick boys as I called them. I hadn’t seen so much kissing up since Dudley

Moore dated Susan Anton. I asked him why he didn’t want to sit next to them
Jesus:

Being around them, especially at mealtime is tough. Ever wonder why I call them the Sons of
Thunder? Those two could break a hole in the ozone layer with their emissions. Wow! And I
wish Thomas would not pull their fingers every time they ask him to. And another thing: why

the heck are we all sitting on the same side of the table?
Peter:

Then JC’s mom walked in. Even at her age, she was a babe. I’d always had a crush on her.
Seeing her made my heartbeat like the wings of a hummingbird who’d accidentally sniffed the
inside of Kate Moss’ purse. She made my head spin like Curly doing 360’s on the floor after
Moe hits him in the head with a tire iron. The alarms going off in my head were like the sounds
of Wynona Rider walking out of an upscale Beverly Hills shop. I started to say, louder than I

meant to, “Holy mother of-*
Jesus:

Watch it, Rock, that’s my mom you’re talking about. And trust me, you DON’T want to tick off

my old man!
Peter:

I apologized to the chief, but he still seemed upset with me. And he seemed more confused than
the Pope watching the trampoline portion of the Hawaiian Tropic Girls tryouts. Normally, when
I was around him I felt about as worthy as Paris Hilton on MTV spring break placing a collect
call to Mother Theresa. But tonight was different. He seemed so much more human, and as
vulnerable as a chocolate éclair in Pavoratti’s dressing room. I could tell something was wrong,

and something big was coming down.



That’s when Mary Magdalene sauntered into the room. Even though the other Mary was more
my type, there was no denying that Mary M was hotter than the underside of William Shatner’s
toupee after eight hours under the lights in full makeup. When she came into the room, nearly

every man accidentally whispered the chief’s name. He hated when we did that.

She was a bombshell. She had hair so flaming red that you couldn’t help but think: man, her hair
is really red. Her eyes were like pools, except when pools are that color brown it’s usually a bad
thing. Her lips made Angelina Jolie’s look like Olive Oyl’s. And her body! When she walked, it
looked like there were midgets doing the conga under her cloak. Her legs started at her hips and
would’ve gone all the way to the floor if it weren’t for her ankles and feet. The word on her was
that she was easier than a NASCAR stadium entrance exam. She walked up to me and looked at
me like I was a 39-cent postage stamp, and she’d just found out that postage had gone up to 49

cents.
Mary M:

Hiya, big boy. Listen, I know you’re really close to the big guy, and I’d appreciate it if you could

arrange for me to sit next to him.
Peter:

I told her it was no use flirting with me, and in anticipation of her next question told her they

called me the big fisherman because of my height. Then she surprised me.
Mary M:

You got me all wrong, Rock. Everyone thinks I’'m a floozy. It ain’t like that, I tell ya. Sure, I
look a certain way, and act a certain way, and yeah, I done my share a begettin’, but I’'m a
changed woman. He told me I was forgiven, and that I should sin no more, and stuff like that.
Can’t a dame get a break in this big crazy world? Even a palooka like you oughtta be able to see

that I’'m a believer. Please, Rock, please. You gotta help me get next to him, you just gotta.
Peter:

Maybe I had her all wrong. Maybe just because she looked like a man-eating, home-wrecking,

bewitching siren didn’t mean that’s what she was. Maybe behind that beautiful face and alluring



body, just maybe there was a real believer there. I knew just the guy to ask. “What do you think,

Thomas?”
Thomas: I doubt it.
Peter:

I told Mary Magdalene that I’d just remembered that there were no women allowed at the table.
The club had only recently begun accepting Jews. We hadn’t been together as a group with the
chief for a long time, so I looked around to take attendance. That’s when I saw Judas standing in
the corner, jingling a small sack of coins. Judas had missed the last few meetings, so I thought
I’d go check in with him. Last time I saw him, I told him that Jesus preaching to the great
multitudes near the sea of Galilee should NOT be seen as a good opportunity for him to sell

Amway. I walked over to him and said hi. Asked him what was up.
Judas:

Everything’s cool, Peter- I mean Simon- I mean Rock. Man, you have more titles that Hugh
Hefner’s video library. I think the other guys are getting pretty jealous of my relationship with
the chief. Did I tell you he made me CFO?

Peter:

Judas was always a strange bird. Not “dress-up-like-Carmen-Miranda-and-do-the-Lambada-
every-Tuesday” strange, but more like “put-cheese-on-your-peanut-butter-and-jelly-sandwich”
strange. I never trusted him, but the big guy seemed to have something in mind for him from the
go. I congratulated him on his promotion, and as the CFO-in-training, I asked how the budget
looked.

Judas:

I don’t know, Rock. Seems we waste a lot of dough on extravagant things. Did the chief
REALLY need to buy expensive perfume when he was in the mood to wash feet? No disrespect,
but sometimes I think he doesn’t have a good head for business. And what kind of image does
that project? Washing groupies’ feet, hanging with tax collectors; you know he didn’t even want
to drop his Dad’s name to get us into Studio 54? I don’t know. Sometimes I think he needs to be

pointed in the right direction.



Peter:

Judas was acting very suspiciously. Like he knew something I didn’t. Like we were watching
Jeopardy at 7:00 on channel 7, but he’d secretly watched the same episode on Jerusalem cable at
6:30. Gimme traitors for $200, Alex. That’s right, I knew he was a rat. A fink, a turncoat. A
betrayer. There’s probably another word for it, but trying to name it was like trying to name a
short-guy complex before Napoleon was born. I needed to figure out how to get him to show his
hand. That’s when the waiter came in and shouted over the noise in the room that we should take

our places.

John:

Let me sit next to you, chief.
Jesus (under his breath):
Kiss up.

Jesus (to the group):

My time is at hand. Soon I will leave you. But I say to you that one of you will turn me over to

my enemies. One of you will betray me. Sell me out. Hose me. Turn me in. Stab me in the

back-

Peter:

Ok, big guy, we get the idea. But who here would EVER turn rat on you?
Judas:

Yeah, chief, who would ever do that to you? But he looked more nervous than Barry Bonds

being handed the empty specimen jar and being told to fill ‘er up.
Peter:

The big guy obviously knew Judas was the rat. He sighed, shook his head and turned away as
Judas jumped from his chair like Kirstie Alley after hearing there was a no-cal twinkie in the

next room.



That’s when the chief gave me a look that could stop a clock, if they’d been invented at the time.
Then he told me that before the rooster crows I’d deny him three times. Well, actually, he didn’t
say “rooster” the first time, but when Simon the Zealot started chuckling like Beavis and Butt

Head, he changed it to “rooster.” I asked, “but who will betray you?”
Jesus:

Whoever double-dips into the olive oil is the betrayer.

Peter:

We all knew Judas had a terrible habit of dipping his bread, then taking a bite, then dipping
again- so we weren’t surprised when he did it. Jesus locked his eyes on Judas, who started
shaking like Anna Nicole Smith in a room full of rich old men. JC just shook his head and asked

someone to pass the wine. I heard him whisper a prayer as the wine was handed to him.
Jesus:

My God, this is swill. Let this cup pass from me.

Peter:

What was that, chief?

Jesus:

Um, what I said was, “God if it’s thy will, let this cup pass from me.”

Peter:

Who knew the Messiah was a wine snob? He dumped the wine out and asked the waiter to get a

better bottle.

Jesus:

And remember, bring the wine to me. Remember: me!
Peter:

That line gets misquoted a lot. Then he asked James to pass the bread.



Jesus:

I hate it when they don’t slice the rolls. Now I have to break it by hand. Here, take one and pass

the rest. Next time you order rolls, think about me and remember the way I like them.
Peter:

That line gets misquoted a lot too. Then the chief gave a recap of what he wanted us to do. 1
won’t recount all the instructions, because what he asked us to do is well documented. When he
said he was leaving us, but never leaving us, we were more confused than Brittany Spears

moderating a debate between Albert Einstein and Stephen Hawking.
Jesus:

...And remember, I will be with you always, even unto the end of the age. My time is now at
hand. It’s late. I got a killer day ahead of me tomorrow. You know it ain’t easy, you know how

hard it can be. The way things are goin’, they’re gonna- oh, never mind.
Peter:

So, that’s the skinny, the low-down, the poop, the 4-1-1. And now, it’s up to us to spread the
word like it was Skippy Creamy Peanut Butter and the world was a piece of white Wonder
Bread. Actually, I prefer Skippy super-chunk, but the analogy wouldn’t work as well. I think
about him a lot; we all do. I’ll especially always remember that night. It’s stuck in my mind like
stale saltwater taffy sticks to a loose crown. Everyone knows the story of what happened to
Jesus the next day. Judas’ guilt ate at him so bad that he took his shopping cart through the
express checkout line. Depending on which version you hear, he either wore the hemp necktie or
did a Greg Luganis off a cliff. Took a dirt nap. Bit the big one. The rest of us have scattered,

and our numbers are multiplying like rabbits in a Viagra factory.

Curtain



