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HANGING UP THE CAPE 
A Comedy Duet 

by Michael Soetaert 
 
SYNOPSIS:  Maybe... just maybe... it's time to be Hanging Up the Cape.  
Even Superheroes need to know when to retire. 
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(2 either; gender flexible) 

 
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY/GAL (m/f) ........ An aging not-so-super 

hero. (57 lines) 
THE PIRATE (m/f) ..................................................... An aging villain.  

(57 lines) 
 
TIME:  Present day.  
SETTING: The lobby of a small bank.   
 

SET 
 

The teller's window is to the rear.  The bank’s entrance is to the Right.  There 
is a check writing station Up Left. A wall with a switch. The whole thing really 
should resemble exactly what it is:  A set.  Nothing need be practical. 
 

PROPS 
 

 Triangle (to ring for the alarm) 
 Super-Soaker (water gun) 
 Rock (anti-crime fighting hunk of something) 

 
COSTUMES 

 
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY – Wears a cape, tights and a simple mask 
that just covers the eyes. On chest is a small "shield" with the initials "MCFG." 
THE PIRATE – The only thing this person has on that even remotely suggests 
that she or he may be a pirate is a puffy shirt.   
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AT RISE:  THE PIRATE is ringing a triangle while hiding behind the 
check writing station Up Left.  MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY enters 
from Right with a flourish. 
 
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  There is no need for alarm!  For I 

am here!  Masked Crime Fighter Guy! 
 
THE PIRATE stops ringing the triangle. 
 
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  Hark!  A crime in progress!  Fear 

not, for I shall save the day! 
THE PIRATE:  (Standing.)  Guess again, Masked Crime Fighter Guy!   
 
THE PIRATE will spray MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY with a Super 
Soaker. 
 
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  (Sputtering; while wiping the water 

from his eyes.)  Egad!  It’s my Arch Fiend, Super Soaker Man! 
THE PIRATE:  Guess again, Masked Crime Fighter Guy!  For it is none 

other than your Arch Nemesis, The Pirate! 
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  You're not my Arch Nemesis.  I 

have no Arch Nemesis. 
THE PIRATE:  Guess again, Masked Crime Fighter Guy!  You now 

have an Arch Nemesis, and it is I! 
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  You can't just say you're my Arch 

Nemesis and that makes you one.   
THE PIRATE:  Yes, it does.  And you shall come to rue the day when 

you crossed paths with The Pirate!  Arrrrr! 
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  Rue the day?  What does that even 

mean?  And The Pirate?  How can you call yourself a pirate?   
THE PIRATE:  I can call myself anything I want. 
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  Yeah, but that doesn’t keep it from 

sounding stupid.  Look at you!  You’re not even dressed like a pirate. 
THE PIRATE:  I am, too.  I have on a puffy shirt. 
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  That doesn’t make you a pirate.  

Where’s your peg leg?   
THE PIRATE:  I don’t need a peg leg. 
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MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  Yet.  OK, then.  Where’s your 

hook? 
THE PIRATE:  My hands are just fine. 
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  Then how about an eyepatch? 
THE PIRATE:  I tried wearing an eyepatch once, but I kept running into 

things.  It’s hard to be an Arch Nemesis without any depth 
perception. 

MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  What about a parrot? 
THE PIRATE:  I’m allergic to feathers. 
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  Oh, good grief.  At least you could 

wear a pirate hat. 
THE PIRATE:  You ever try running with a hat on?  I’d have to tie it on 

my head.  And that would look... well... silly. 
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  What?  And you don’t look silly with 

a puffy shirt on? 
THE PIRATE:  I don't if I'm really a pirate.  Arrrr! 
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  Oh, comon!  Saying "Arrrr!" does 

not make you a pirate.   
THE PIRATE:  I know other pirate words, too. 
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  Well, so do I, and you don't see me 

calling myself a pirate.  You don't even have a boat.  You're just... 
lame. 

THE PIRATE:  Hey!  Like you can talk?  Masked Crime Fighter 
Guy...what kind of a name is that? 

MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  Do you have any idea how hard it 
is to come up with an original name for a crimefighter? 

THE PIRATE:  What?  Do you think it’s any easier for a villain?   
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  At least I've got a mask. 
THE PIRATE:  That doesn't make your name any less lame. 
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  You know as well as I do.  All the 

good names have already been taken.  The Joker.  The Riddler.   
THE PIRATE and MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  Catwoman! 
THE PIRATE:  Now those were good names. 
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  Superman!  How are you going to 

do better than that?  But enough of the small talk.  No matter how 
lame your name might be, Mr. The Pirate, I’ve caught you red 
handed! 
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THE PIRATE:  Red handed?  Why don’t you just change your name to 

Masked Cliché Guy?  What does that even mean? 
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  Who cares!  You’re going to jail! 
THE PIRATE:  (Moving over to the wall, where there is a switch.)  

Guess again!  Look at your feet.  You’re standing on an electrical 
grid...in a puddle of water.  And all I need to do is pull this switch 
and a million volts of electricity will surge through your body! 

MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  A million volts?  Where did you get 
a million volts? 

THE PIRATE:  OK.  110.  But it’s still going to hurt.  
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  And what stops me from hitting you 

with my Anti-Crime Fighting Hunk of Something? 
THE PIRATE:  It’s a rock.  Just call it a rock.  And that doesn’t even 

make sense.  If it is anti-crime fighting, then it is opposed to fighting 
crime. 

MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  It might make more sense when 
you're whacked aside the head. 

THE PIRATE:  You wouldn’t dare! 
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  I wouldn’t? 
THE PIRATE:  You shouldn’t.  For I have super-glued my hand to the 

switch.  (Takes his hand off the switch for emphasis, then puts it 
back on.)  If I fall down, the switch is thrown, and you become the 
Masked Fryer. 

MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  There already is a Masked Friar. 
THE PIRATE:  Not that kind of Friar.  Like a chicken. 
MASKED CRIME FIGHTER GUY:  There already is a Super Chicken. 
THE PIRATE:  You'll be dead, OK? 
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