
KILL THE BUTTER 
By Bradley Walton 

 
Copyright © 2013 by Bradley Walton, All rights reserved. 
ISBN: 978-1-60003-703-0 
 
CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this Work is subject to a 
royalty. This Work is fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States of 
America and all countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations, 
whether through bilateral or multilateral treaties or otherwise, and including, but not 
limited to, all countries covered by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, the 
Universal Copyright Convention and the Berne Convention. 
 
RIGHTS RESERVED: All rights to this Work are strictly reserved, including 
professional and amateur stage performance rights. Also reserved are: motion picture, 
recitation, lecturing, public reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound 
recording, all forms of mechanical or electronic reproduction, such as CD-ROM, CD-I, 
DVD, information and storage retrieval systems and photocopying, and the rights of 
translation into non-English languages. 
 
PERFORMANCE RIGHTS AND ROYALTY PAYMENTS: All amateur and stock 
performance rights to this Work are controlled exclusively by Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. 
No amateur or stock production groups or individuals may perform this play without 
securing license and royalty arrangements in advance from Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. 
Questions concerning other rights should be addressed to Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. 
Royalty fees are subject to change without notice. Professional and stock fees will be set 
upon application in accordance with your producing circumstances. Any licensing requests 
and inquiries relating to amateur and stock (professional) performance rights should be 
addressed to Brooklyn Publishers, LLC.  
 
Royalty of the required amount must be paid, whether the play is presented for charity or 
profit and whether or not admission is charged. 
 
AUTHOR CREDIT: All groups or individuals receiving permission to produce this play 
must give the author(s) credit in any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the 
production of this play. The author’s billing must appear directly below the title on a 
separate line where no other written matter appears. The name of the author(s) must be at 
least 50% as large as the title of the play. No person or entity may receive larger or more 
prominent credit than that which is given to the author(s). 
 
PUBLISHER CREDIT: Whenever this play is produced, all programs, advertisements, 
flyers or other printed material must include the following notice: 
 
Produced by special arrangement with Brooklyn Publishers, LLC 
 
COPYING: Any unauthorized copying of this Work or excerpts from this Work is strictly 
forbidden by law. No part of this Work may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or 
transmitted in any form, by any means now known or yet to be invented, including 
photocopying or scanning, without prior permission from Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. 



KILL THE BUTTER 

2 

KILL THE BUTTER 
A 10-Minute Comedy Duet 

By Bradley Walton 
 
 
SYNOPSIS: Knife.  Butter.  Knife wants to cut and spread Butter.  Butter 
attempts to engage Knife in a discussion about existence and destiny.  Knife 
wants Butter to just shut up and die.  Butter won’t shut up.  Knife has a 
secret.  But so does Butter.  Can Knife really kill Butter? 
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(2 Either, Gender Flexible) 

 
KNIFE (m/f)   ................................................ (74 lines) 
 
BUTTER (m/f)   ............................................ (70 lines) 
 

COSTUMES 
 
They may be wearing actual knife and butter costumes, or KNIFE could 
simply be dressed in silver or gray and BUTTER could be dressed in yellow.  
 

AUTHOR NOTES 
 
Family dinners are an invaluable opportunity for parents to bond with their 
adolescent kids and also get ideas for scripts.  (It helps if you play with your 
food.) 
  



BY BRADLEY WALTON 

3 

AT RISE:  A KNIFE and a stick of BUTTER on a bare stage. 
 
KNIFE:  Greetings, Butter.  And…farewell. 
BUTTER:  Um…what? 
KNIFE:  I said, (Dramatically.) “Greetings, Butter.  And…farewell.” 
BUTTER:  Oh.  Okay.  Um…hi.  And bye, I guess. 
KNIFE:  You fail to grasp the gravity of the moment. Farewell forever. 
BUTTER:  Have a nice trip. 
KNIFE:  No!  I’m not going anywhere!  It is you to whom the farewell 

applies!  You, who are about to die! 
BUTTER:  Excuse me? 
KNIFE:  You are butter.  I am a knife.  I am about to plunge my 

serrated shiny edge into your soft, creamy innards and spread you 
across bread, obliterating your existence as a stick. 

BUTTER:  Do we know each other? 
KNIFE:  No. 
BUTTER:  Have I done something indirectly to offend you? 
KNIFE:  No. 
BUTTER:  Then what’s the problem? 
KNIFE:  There is no problem.  You are butter.  I am a knife.  This is 

the way of things.  It is my function and my duty to destroy you. 
BUTTER:  Do you really have to? 
KNIFE:  Of course I have to!  That’s what knives do!  We cut, sever, 

and slice things into smaller, more manageable pieces, and we kill 
them in the process! 

BUTTER:  But that’s so destructive…so negative.  You can’t possibly 
feel good about yourself leading an existence like that. 

KNIFE:  How dare you imply that I have psychological issues!  What 
do you know?  You’re a stick of butter! 

BUTTER:  Just because I’m a stick of butter doesn’t mean I can’t 
have empathy. 

KNIFE:  Knives don’t need empathy. 
BUTTER:  Everybody needs empathy.  Now come on, be honest.  

Are you really happy being a knife? 
KNIFE:  Of course I’m happy.  I’m shiny.  Do you see how shiny I 

am? 
BUTTER:  You’re very shiny. 
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KNIFE:  How could I not be happy if I’m this shiny?  Shiny things are 
always happy. 

BUTTER:  Shininess is an external quality that can mask a layer of 
pain hidden underneath. 

KNIFE:  You’re wrong and I can prove it! 
BUTTER:  How? 
KNIFE:  Blood!  Blood is shiny…when the light hits it the right 

way…and blood comes from inside of a body.  Therefore 
shininess can be an internal quality and not just an external one!  
So there!   

BUTTER:  No, you’re confused.  It’s the blood that’s internal.  The 
shininess—in the right light—is an external quality of the blood.   

KNIFE:  You think you’re smart, don’t you? 
BUTTER:  What I think is that you have issues.   
KNIFE:  Knives don’t have issues!  We rend and cut without mercy or 

remorse! 
BUTTER:  You’re so aggressive and anxious to assert yourself…like 

you’ve got something to prove.   
KNIFE:  I have nothing to prove.  I just need to cut you up and spread 

you on a piece of bread.   
BUTTER:  You “need” to?  Why? 
KNIFE:  Because I’m a knife and that’s my job. 
BUTTER:  You’ve never done this before, have you?  You’re a brand 

new knife. 
KNIFE:  Who told you that? 
BUTTER:  No one.  But look at you…there’s not a scratch or a ding 

on you.   
KNIFE:  Maybe I just take good care of myself.  Maybe I’m so deadly 

that when I go in for the kill, there’s no resistance.  It’s done in an 
instant!  Ever think of that?  Huh? 

BUTTER: You’re also just too darn eager. If you were an experienced 
knife, this wouldn’t be such a big deal. 

KNIFE:  You’re the one who’s making it a big deal! 
BUTTER:  Me, I’m calm. And I’m the one facing imminent death here.  

Seems like if one of us should be freaking out, it ought to be me 
and not you. 

KNIFE:  I am not freaking out!!! 
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BUTTER:  You poor thing.  You’re so insecure.  You’ve totally never 
done anything like this before, have you? 

 
Beat. 
 
KNIFE:  No. 
BUTTER:  It’s okay. 
KNIFE:  Don’t tell me it’s okay.  I can’t take comfort from butter that 

I’m going to kill. 
BUTTER:  Let’s put that aside for just a minute. 
KNIFE:  No.  I can’t.  I can’t relate to you on a personal level, even for 

a minute.  I might lose my resolve and never get it back. 
BUTTER:  I don’t think you ever had any resolve to begin with, so I 

don’t see losing it as an issue. 
KNIFE:  (Outraged.) How dare you insult me like that!? 
BUTTER:  I’m not insulting you.  I’m just saying it like I see it. 
KNIFE:  Here’s how I see it:  Knife…  Butter...  Kill. 
BUTTER:  I think we covered that part already. 
KNIFE:  Get ready to die, yellow, fattening, rectangular cow-spawn! 
BUTTER:  Did you come from a dollar store?  Or a clearance rack?  

That could explain your insecurities and the resulting hostility that 
I’m sensing. 

KNIFE:  You’re the cause of my hostilities! And as you feel me cutting 
into those smooth edges of yours, despair in the knowledge that 
you have no one but yourself to blame! 

BUTTER:  Um…I was under the impression that you were going to 
cut into me anyway. 

KNIFE:  Well, I was.  But then it was just part of the job.  Now, I’m 
going to really mean it.  I’m going to do it slower.   Maybe I’ll rub 
myself against the countertop to dull myself so it hurts more. 

BUTTER:  I can’t actually feel pain.  Because, ya know…I’m butter. 
KNIFE:  It may not hurt, but you’ll still feel me cutting through you.  

And the dullness of the edges will remind you of my hostility and 
antipathy.   

BUTTER:  Your hostility and antipathy are pretty well established in 
my mind by this point.  I don’t think I’ll need a reminder. 

KNIFE:  I want you to feel them! 
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BUTTER puts a hand over KNIFE’s mouth. 
 
BUTTER:  Okay.  Yup.  There they are. 
KNIFE:  (Muffled.) Don cofer upf my mouf! 
BUTTER:  I’m sorry.  What?  I can’t understand you. 
 
KNIFE knocks BUTTER’S hand away. 
 
KNIFE:  Don’t cover up my mouth!  
BUTTER:  I was trying to enjoy a moment of silence and tranquility 

before my imminent demise. 
KNIFE:  That was disgusting! 
BUTTER:  It’s okay.  I’m pasteurized. 
KNIFE:  I think that you’re trying to stall your impending doom. 
BUTTER:  I’m trying to engage you in a rational conversation about 

the nature of existence and destiny. 
KNIFE:  So you are trying to stall your impending doom! 
BUTTER:  How do you feel about nurture versus nature with respect 

to defining the roles into which we fit ourselves? 
KNIFE:  That’s it!  No more!  Prepare to die, buttery scum! 
 
KNIFE lunges at BUTTER.  BUTTER stands still as KNIFE rubs up 
against him. 
 
KNIFE:  Feel my serrated wrath!  Know my knifely fury!  Experience 

the anger of a cutting utensil enraged!  Aaarrrgghhh!!! 
BUTTER:  That kind of tickles. 
KNIFE:  Shut up! 
BUTTER:  Are you okay?  You seem like you’re having problems 

there. 
KNIFE:  Shut up and die! 
BUTTER:  You have to kill me in order for that to happen. 
KNIFE:  Stop talking!  You’re messing up my concentration! 
BUTTER:  You have to concentrate? 
KNIFE:  Yes! 
BUTTER:  This shouldn’t be that hard for you. 
KNIFE:  Don’t mock me! 
BUTTER:  Maybe you need to consider another line of work. 
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KNIFE:  I will kill you, Butter!  Die!  Die!  Die!!! (KNIFE stops.) You’re 
frozen solid. 

BUTTER:  Been at the back of the fridge for weeks. 
KNIFE:  That doesn’t matter!  I will kill you now! 
BUTTER:  Seriously, you probably ought to wait a while until I’ve had 

a chance to thaw out.  This’ll be a lot easier, then. 
KNIFE:  No!  You’re trying to stall!  You’ll use that time to fill my mind 

with doubt!   
BUTTER:  If you mean that I’m going to try to continue to engage you 

in a rational conversation, then yeah.  But I’m telling you, if you 
keep this up, you’re going to hurt yourself. 

KNIFE:  You cannot hurt me!  You are butter! 
BUTTER:  I’m frozen butter.   
KNIFE:  It doesn’t matter! 
BUTTER:  Actually, it matters a lot. 
KNIFE:  Stop your lies! 
BUTTER:  Do you not understand the concept of “frozen”?  Do you 

need to take a dictionary break? 
KNIFE:  No!  Never!!! 
 
KNIFE aggressively rubs up against BUTTER some more. 
 
BUTTER:  You’re just not going to listen to reason, are you? 
KNIFE:  I will never hear reason from the likes of you! 
 
KNIFE abruptly slips away from BUTTER.  KNIFE is slightly hunched 
and his head and shoulders are angled awkwardly to one side. 
 
KNIFE:  Uh-oh.  I think I sprained something. 
BUTTER:  I think you did worse than that.  You’re plastic, aren’t you? 
KNIFE:  You’ve figured out my secret.  Curse you, Butter. 
BUTTER:  You’re one of those fancy, shiny plastic knives that look 

like metal, but they’re not. 
KNIFE:  I’m not a real knife at all. 
BUTTER:  That’s why you were so anxious to prove yourself. 
KNIFE:  I had hoped against hope that if I sliced you up and spread 

you onto the bread, there might be a home for me in the cutlery 
drawer. 
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Thank you for reading this free excerpt from KILL THE BUTTER by 
Bradley Walton.  For performance rights and/or a complete copy of the 

script, please contact us at: 
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P.O. Box 248 • Cedar Rapids, Iowa 52406 

Toll Free: 1-888-473-8521 • Fax (319) 368-8011 
www .brookpub.com  

 


