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CAST OF CHARACTERS

EDDIE: M, 20'S, FLYWEIGHT BOXER

MONK: M, 40'S, HEAVYWEIGHT, PAST HIS PRIME

GINGER: F, 20'S, EDDIE'S GIRL

ADELLE: F, 30'S, MONK'S WIFE

SETTING

TIME: 1967

PLACE: MID-WEST

SETTING: A RECTANGLE, A BOXING RING, A DANCE FLOOR



ROPE A’ DOPE *
By 

Larry Mitchell

ROUND ONE

AT RISE, there is a rectangle. ENTER 
EDDIE, a young, flyweight, carrying a 
gym bag and wearing sweats. His hands 
are taped, but he wears no gloves. 

He shadow boxes for a while. EDDIE is 
loose and unfocused, with a narrow 
stance. He tires quickly, but continues 
despite several short breaks. 

Enter MONK, a much larger but past his 
prime, heavy weight fighter. 

He drops his bag and watches EDDIE for 
a minute, making no attempt to hide his 
grin. 

EDDIE continues, pretending to ignore 
MONK, intensifies his movement, throwing 
every muscle into his untrained punches, 
flailing like a desperate cat’s last death 
attempt at impersonating Rocky Balboa, 
then he collapses on the ground. MONK 
begins to clap.

EDDIE
What?

MONK
You been trainin’ long?

EDDIE
Does it look like it? 

MONK
You need some help?



EDDIE
No, I’m fine.

LIGHTS DOWN

ROUND TWO

AT RISE, there is a rectangle. ENTER 
MONK. HE is wearing sweats, carrying a 
gym bag, and his hands are taped. He is 
not wearing gloves. MONK begins to 
shadow box, slow, trained, and heavy. HIS 
breath is in perfect rhythm, and HE lands 
every blow. MONK lasts about a minute, 
but his breath begins to suggest he is 
slipping. It has lost the rhythm. 

ENTER EDDIE, in street clothes, carrying 
his gym bag. MONK does not notice HIS  
entrance. EDDIE watches quietly, almost 
mournfully, as MONK’S body starts to fall 
open and his breath starts trying to catch 
up. MONK collapses. EDDIE stands, 
dumbfounded.

EDDIE
Hey! Monk! You alright?

MONK rolls over, catches his breath, 
spits.

MONK
Fuck you, kid.

EDDIE doesn’t move. MONK works 
himself into a sitting position, spits, gives 
EDDIE a hard stare...

EDDIE
What? You want some help?
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MONK
Yeah, kid, get me a glass of water.

LIGHTS DOWN

ROUND THREE

AT RISE, there is a rectangle. ENTER 
EDDIE, with different gym bag. HE is 
taped and looks solid. 

HE stretches for a while, enters the ring, 
circling, reversing, switching stances, and 
laying in fast right jabs with a left 
uppercut. HE bobs and weaves. His breath 
is rhythmic but faster than MONKS, and 
not as strong. 

He is a grasshopper compared to a bull. 
He has more stamina, staying more 
intense for a longer period of time than 
either his first appearance or MONK”S.  
HE slows down gradually and stretches. 
Then, he leaves

LIGHTS DOWN

ROUND FOUR

AT RISE, there is a rectangle. ENTER 
EDDIE with his gym bag, taped. He looks 
around the place as he stretches. 

ENTER MONK with his gym bag. HE is 
taped.

EDDIE
Hey Monk.

MONK
Hey Eddie.
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EDDIE
You ready?

MONK
Might as well be. You?

EDDIE
Sure.

THEY enter the ring and begin taking the 
tape off of their hands, circling each other, 
eyes locked. 

LIGHTS DOWN

ROUND FIVE

AT RISE, there is a rectangle with tape 
remaining from the previous scene. Both of 
the gym bags are sitting where THEY left 
them. The song, “RING OF FIRE” plays, 
in its entirety. 

ENTER EDDIE. HE is in street clothes. 
EDDIE grabs his gym bag and exits. 

ENTER MONK, In street clothes. HE 
grabs his gym bag and exits.

LIGHTS DOWN

ROUND SIX

AT RISE, There is a rectangle.  ENTER 
EDDIE, wearing a suit, with GINGER, a 
young and beautiful blonde on his arm. 
They begin to dance. There is no music. 

ENTER MONK, wearing a suit, with 
ADELLE , an older and larger, but 
stunning brunette, on his arm. THEY begin 
to dance, ignoring EDDIE & GINGER. 
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MONK is more cumbersome than EDDIE, 
and begins to become visibly frustrated. 
He storms offstage, leaving the others. 
After a moment, EDDIE chases after him, 
leaving GINGER & ADELLE.

GINGER
Hello.

ADELLE
Hello. I’m Adelle, Marty’s wife... “Monk?”

GINGER
Oh, yes. Eddie goes on and on about Monk. Says he made him a man.

ADELLE
Well, a boxer, anyhow. That’s what Marty says.

GINGER
Oh...

THEY stand in silence for a moment.

LIGHTS DOWN

ROUND SEVEN

AT RISE, there is a rectangle. In the center 
is MONK, in a disheveled suit, standing 
over a cowering EDDIE, who has blood 
stains on his jacket. GINGER & ADELLE 
are on opposite sides, horrified. MONK 
rears his right arm back for a killing blow, 
but hesitates.

ADELLE
Stop!

GINGER
What are you doing?

EDDIE
Monk! I didn’t tell! I swear!
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MONK
Bullshit!

ADELLE
STOP!

LIGHTS DOWN

ROUND EIGHT

AT RISE, There is a rectangle. Enter 
EDDIE, in bloodied t-shirt and slacks with 
dress shoes. He has a black eye. He enters 
the ring, circles, begins to fight loose, 
flailing, almost crying, but starts to breathe 
in rhythm, finding a pace. His focus 
narrows. His punches become deadly. He 
is a tiger. He continues at a quickly 
growing pace throwing multiple 2-1 
combos until he collapses.

ENTER GINGER

GINGER
Eddie?

EDDIE rolls onto his side, sits up, stares 
at GINGER for a second.

EDDIE
What?

GINGER
Let’s go, sugar. C’mon.

EDDIE
How do I look?

GINGER
Like shit.

EDDIE gets up, puts his arm around 
GINGER. THEY exit.
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LIGHTS DOWN

ROUND NINE

AT RISE, there is a rectangle. ENTER 
MONK, with his gym bag, hands taped. 
HE enters the ring, begins to circle, slowly, 
then he starts to lay blows, landing every 
punch with grunts and spits. 

MONK is focused. He senses some pain, 
which throws him off breifly, but he 
overcomes, bringing the rythm back to it’s 
locomotive like pace. 

HE is on a cloud, throwing punches faster 
than he’s ever attempted in rapid 
succession. His style begins to mimic 
EDDIE’S, and MONK does well in 
keeping up for a man of his size and age. 
HE begins to smile, then clutches his left 
arm. He rolls that shoulder, attempting to 
get back into the workout, circling. He 
throws a couple errant punches and falls 
to the ground.

MONK
Adelle! Fuck! Eddie!

HE rolls onto his back.

MONK
Damnit!

MONK struggles to his feet, makes it a 
couple of feet, but drops at the edge of the 
ring. He is motionless.

LIGHTS DOWN
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ROUND TEN

AT RISE, there is a rectangle. ENTER 
EDDIE, with gym bag, and taped hands. 
He enters the ring, begins to stretch. He 
circles and throws a couple of heavy bag 
punches. He is slow and steady, throwing 
power punches, one after the other, 
grunting loud. He is a lion. 

ENTER ADELLE, carrying a pair of 
boxing gloves. EDDIE notices, and stops.

EDDIE
I heard. I’m sorry.

ADELLE
Here. You should have these.

ADELLE hands EDDIE the gloves.

EDDIE
Thank you. 

ADELLE
Thank you for teaching him... I know he... It was his anniversary present--

EDDIE
I know...

THE END
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