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AUTHOR NOTES  

Casting: The entire collection can be played with 5 actors. 2m, 2f, 1flex. Or each short 
play can be played with separate actors, and an expanded cast throughout. 

Setting: Sets should be simple, or even bare. Nothing is needed except maybe some 
chairs and a table. Let lighting and sound set the mood. 

The Plays: Feel free to switch out one short play for another. Perform as many as it suits 
your group. THE GIFT, Part 1-3 can also be cut and the performance could consist of the 
plays by themselves. If an intermission is taken it should be after "The Pimple" 

The following order of the plays presented here is a suggestion. 

 
THE GIFT, PART 1 (1F, 1M) 
 
THE RESULTS (2F, 2M, 1E) 
THE RESCUE (1F, 2M, 1-2E) 
THE BIRTHDAY (2F, 2M, 1-5E) 
THE PIMPLE (2F, 2F, 1E) 
 
THE GIFT, PART 2 (1F, 1M) 
 
THE HAPPY (2F, 2M, 1E) 
THE PROPOSAL (2F, 2M) 
THE END (2F, 2M, 1E) 
 
THE GIFT, PART 3 (1F, 1M, 1E) 

 

I look forward to hearing about your production, and would love to see photos, and if 
possible even come see it! Feel free to reach out at pizzarelloplays@gmail.comr: 

Finally, thank you to Patrick Greene for the inspiration and encouragement. You are a 
true friend. 

"It may be said with a degree of assurance that not everything that meets the eye is as it 
appears." --Rod Serling, 
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THE GIFT, Part 1 

A barren field where buildings once stood. ELLIOT and 
AMY, a happy couple, walk straight downstage. They're 
holding hands until ELLIOT abruptly stops and squeezes 
her hand. 

AMY 
What's the matter? 

ELLIOT 
Hold on. 

(He squints his eyes and looks out. She looks 
around, trying to figure out where they are.) 

AMY 
Is it--? 

ELLIOT 
Yeah yeah yeah. 

(He scrambles to get out his phone, and 
punches in some data.) 

ELLIOT 
This is it. 

AMY 
Are you sure? 

ELLIOT 
Have you ever known me to joke about geolocations? 

AMY 
I have not. 

ELLIOT 
Look. (Shows her the phone quickly.) This is it. Right here.  

AMY 
But there's nothing here. 

ELLIOT 
Not anymore. 
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AMY 
How can that-- 

ELLIOT 
Trust me. Trust the technology. This is the exact spot where we met. Fifteen years to the  
(Looks at this phone again) minute.  

AMY 
Wow. 

ELLIOT 
See I told you I was romantic. 

(They embrace. Amy takes a moment, 
touches the ground.) 

AMY 
I can't believe all the buildings are gone. The stores. The sidewalks. The traffic. There 
should be cars honking here. People laughing, working, fighting. Something. There's not 
even a trace. (She bends down, feels the ground.) It's like our former life never existed. 
Totally wiped from the planet. 

ELLIOT 
It existed. Because we remember it. 

AMY 
That doesn't seem like enough. 

ELLIOT 
I'm sorry. We didn't have to come. 

AMY 
No, I'm glad we did. Thank you. Really. Here. 

(She opens her bag and pulls out a wrapped 
gift.) 

ELLIOT 
For me? 

AMY 
Open it. 

(He unwraps it and pulls out an old book.) 

ELLIOT 
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What-- what is this? Is this? 

(She opens it for him and shows him the title 
page.) 

ELLIOT 
The Ulterior Tales. (deadly serious:) Is this real? 

(She nods. He looks around, then carefully 
flips through the pages.) 

ELLIOT 
How did you get this? 

AMY 
So you like it? 

(He hugs her.) 

AMY 
Read it. 

ELLIOT 
Now? 

AMY 
It's just us. 

(Elliot smiles and turns to the first page. She 
looks over his shoulder as they read.) 

ELLIOT 
(reading:) "The Results. A waiting room. Cold, spare...." 

(As they start to read, they walk off and the 
first story begins.) 
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THE RESULTS 

 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 

TRAVIS 

BETH 

XAVIER 

ANGEL 

DOCTOR 

 

SETTING 

A waiting room. 
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A waiting room. Cold, spare. A row of chairs. TRAVIS 
sits with his head in his hands, rocking a little bit. Can't 
take it anymore. Stands, paces. Looks around the corner. 
Keeps pacing. BETH enters from around where Travis 
was looking. She's nine months pregnant. Travis rushes to 
her, relieved. 

TRAVIS 
There you are. Everything okay? 

BETH 
I feel ten pounds lighter. 

TRAVIS 
Don't say that. 

BETH 
Why not? I do. 

TRAVIS 
Because. It's just. Is everything okay? 

BETH 
I had to pee. I always have to pee. Everything is fine. 

(Beth sits down. Travis helps her. Travis 
stares at Beth.) 

BETH 
What? 

TRAVIS 
Did you see the doctor? 

BETH 
No. What did she say? 

TRAVIS 
Nothing. I didn't see her. I thought maybe you did. 

BETH 
You're nervous. That's cute. At least it was at first. Now it's annoying. Okay? Calm down. 
You're making me anxious and I'm trying to be calm. They said it'd be a while until we 
heard anything. 

(Travis stands again. Shakes it off. Or tries.) 
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TRAVIS 
I just. I'm playing out a million scenarios in my head. 

BETH 
Good ones? 

TRAVIS 
Mostly. 

BETH 
Maybe you should take something. 

TRAVIS 
Okay. You're probably right. 

BETH 
Of course I am. 

(Travis takes out his phone, punches a few 
numbers in, then places it to his wrist. 
Waits. A calm washes over him.) 

BETH 
Better? 

(Travis nods. Beth pats the seat next to her 
and Travis sits, places his head on her 
shoulder. Beth pats his head, sweetly.) 

BETH 
Okay that's enough. You're messing up my alignment. 

TRAVIS 
Sorry. 

(He sits up. Checks his watch/phone for the 
time.) 

TRAVIS 
You'd think they'd have someone come give an update or something. 

BETH 
There's nothing we can do. We've done EVERYTHING we can do. And whatever 
happens-- 

TRAVIS 
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I thought you said to think positive! 

BETH 
--Whatever happens-- we'll figure it out. Okay. The two of us. We're a team. 

TRAVIS 
You mean the three of us. 

BETH 
Oh. Right. 

(Another couple has entered the room, 
XAVIER and ANGEL. She is also nine 
months pregnant. Beth and Travis, smiling 
and in the most polite way possible, judge 
everything about them. Xavier and Angel 
smile politely as well, each counterpart 
giving knowing nods. They sit. Travis sits 
back down on the other side of Beth and 
holds her hand.) 

TRAVIS 
Waiting for results too? 

XAVIER 
Trying our best to be patient. 

BETH 
How far along are you? 

ANGEL 
I'm at the 'have to pee all the time' stage, you? 

BETH 
Ha, same. 

ANGEL 
I think I even peed a bit not knowing yesterday, actually. 

BETH 
Oh. 

XAVIER 
Ange. 

ANGEL 
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What? It happens to everyone. (to Beth) Right? 

BETH 
Oh. Well. I've heard about that happening. But I usually make it to the bathroom. 

ANGEL 
(Embarrassed) Oh. Well. Now you probably jinxed it. 

BETH 
Let's hope not. 

ANGEL 
Sure. 

XAVIER 
(breaking the tension:) Let's all hope. 

(Travis stands up again, pacing.) 

TRAVIS 
What's taking so long? I feel like this is a bad sign. (to Xavier:) Do you feel like this is a 
bad sign? 

BETH 
--Travis, stop driving everyone nuts.-- 

XAVIER 
Uh I don't know. I don't know what it takes to do one of these tests, what they have to 
analyze. I'm sure there are a lot of facts. Many things to consider. 

BETH 
(to Angel:) What are you hoping for? 

ANGEL 
Lunar 6. 

BETH 
Oh. 

ANGEL 
You? 

BETH 
Same. 

TRAVIS 
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Everyone wants Lunar 6. I mean, it's a-- 

XAVIER 
Dream, right? 

TRAVIS 
The odds of acceptance are incredible. It's kinda depressing. But I think. I'm trying to be 
positive. We've done everything right. All the prep programs. We even hired a tutor. 

ANGEL 
A tutor? 

TRAVIS 
I know. Put us in the poor house. 

BETH 
We're not poor. 

TRAVIS 
It's a figure of speech. 

BETH 
I know but it sounds-- (to the other couple:) I don't want to sound ungrateful. We're not. 
We're very blessed. 

TRAVIS 
I'm just saying, we've done everything we can. Above and beyond. As I'm sure every 
parent does. 

ANGEL 
We didn't get a tutor. 

XAVIER 
I didn't even know that was a thing. 

ANGEL 
Even if we knew-- 

TRAVIS 
It's a new thing. I got nervous. 

BETH 
--He gets nervous.-- 

TRAVIS 
It's probably unnecessary. 
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ANGEL 
Does it even work? 

XAVIER 
We play music. 

BETH 
You're musicians? What instrument do you play? 

XAVIER 
No I mean we play music. For the baby. Like classical music. They say it-- 

TRAVIS 
Beth used to play violin. She wasn't very good. 

XAVIER 
--helps. But who knows. 

ANGEL 
I used to play the recorder. 

XAVIER 
Yeah haha I played the triangle. 

TRAVIS 
Nice. 

BETH 
I wasn't that bad. 

TRAVIS 
Honey. You were terrible. 

BETH 
At least I played an instrument. 

TRAVIS 
I'm not musically inclined. You know that. (to the other couple:) I'm not musically 
inclined. I could run track though. I was always fast. 

BETH 
Past tense. 

TRAVIS 
So what? What's the point saying that? Jeez what's with these doctors? I mean the kid's 
gonna be in kindergarten by the time we find out. 
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ANGEL 
We're having a girl. 

XAVIER 
I always wanted a girl. It's true. What about you guys? 

BETH 
--They told you?-- 

XAVIER 
Yeah at the last appointment. 

TRAVIS 
They wouldn't tell us. 

ANGEL 
Oh. Really? 

BETH 
They said we would find out everything at the final appointment along with the 
assignment and-- 

TRAVIS 
--Yeah like they weren't permitted to give real scientific data ahead of placement, and on 
and on about regulations after we kept asking. And they just told you? Just like that? 

XAVIER 
Oh. Yeah, I mean, right honey? They just told us. I don't know. Maybe it was a mistake. 

BETH 
How could they tell you and not us? Like refuse to tell us? 

TRAVIS 
So much for regulations. 

BETH 
What else did they tell you? 

ANGEL 
Nothing. Really. (to Xavier:) Right? 

XAVIER 
I don't think so. 

TRAVIS 
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I remember every word they said. How could you not know? I am definitely filing a 
complaint about this. I mean this is-- 

BETH 
Ridiculous. 

XAVIER 
Oh well we don't want to get anyone in trouble. 

ANGEL 
Yeah we shouldn't have said anything. 

TRAVIS 
No I'm glad you did! 

(A DOCTOR enters. Looks more like an 
official of some kind than a traditional 
pediatrician. The doctor has two folders. She 
enters and is surprised to see both couples 
there.) 

TRAVIS 
(quietly to Beth:) Finally.  

(Travis goes over to be with Beth as the 
Doctor is speaking.) 

DOCTOR 
Oh. Hello. You're both here. Normally we try to (she looks back through the door, 
presumably at a receptionist) space everyone apart. 

TRAVIS 
Why is that? 

DOCTOR 
For privacy. 

BETH 
Too late. 

XAVIER 
We're fine hearing if you guys are? 

TRAVIS 
It's fine. It's fine. We've waited long enough. 
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BETH 
Shhh. 

(Ignoring that, the doctor looks at the folders. 
Reading.) 

DOCTOR 
Okay then. (looking at Xavier and Angel, to confirm:) Suarez. 

(Angel and Xavier stand, hold hands.) 

ANGEL 
Yes? 

DOCTOR 
Let's see. (Reading from the file:) Well then. 

XAVIER 
Yes? 

DOCTOR 
You're having a girl. 

TRAVIS 
They know. 

DOCTOR 
Yes... (scanning down and reading:) Commutative points of 856. 

(Xavier and Angel look at each over the 
following with surprise and joy and 
disbelief. They hug and kiss. Beth and 
Travis are in shock.) 

DOCTOR 
She will be a...transcommuniative director of molecular astrophysics. That's good. It's 
very good. Congratulations. 

XAVIER 
And where--? 

DOCTOR 
You'll be on Lunar 6. 

ANGEL 
All three of us? 
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DOCTOR 
(Smiling:) You made it. Welcome. 

ANGEL 
Oh my.... I.... Thank you. 

TRAVIS 
Congrats. 

(Xavier and Angel embrace again. Xavier 
shakes the Doctor's hand.) 

XAVIER 
Thank you, Doctor. 

DOCTOR 
Come right through here. (Hands them their folder:) Here you go. 

(Xavier and Angel grab their stuff and are 
about to exit from where the Doctor entered 
from. Xavier turns back to Travis and Beth.) 

XAVIER 
Good luck. 

(Travis and Beth smile politely. Angel and 
Travis exit. The doctor goes to the other 
folder.) 

DOCTOR 
Worthington. The Worthingtons. Let's see. (Scanning the folder:) You will be having a... 
boy. 

(Travis and Beth squeeze each other 
anxiously.) 

BETH 
That's good.  

DOCTOR 
Commutative points... 685. Not bad. 

TRAVIS 
685? Are you sure? 

(Beth and Travis and in shock.) 
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DOCTOR 
685 is good. He's going to be... (reading) Administrator of Fielding and Movement. 

BETH 
What is that? I don't even know what that is. 

DOCTOR 
It's good. He'll be fine. You should be happy. 

TRAVIS 
There must be some kind of mistake.  

BETH 
And what about placement. 

(The Doctor closes the folder.) 

DOCTOR 
Oh you'll be staying here. On Earth. 

TRAVIS 
This can't be right. 

DOCTOR 
We don't make mistakes, Mr. Worthington. 

BETH 
We had a tutor and everything. 

DOCTOR 
Yes. And he will do well. 

TRAVIS 
What can we do? There must be something we can do? Can't we get on to Lunar 5 at 
least? Or 4? I mean I'd even take 2. 

BETH 
2? 

TRAVIS 
Better than Earth. There must be something! Money is no object. 

DOCTOR 
As you well know, it's not about money. There's a selection process for a new-- 

TRAVIS 
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There must be something! 

(Pause. The Doctor stares at them. Opens the 
folder again. Scans it.) 

DOCTOR 
I might be able to squeeze him in to Lunar 2. He's borderline. But there is... an opening. 

TRAVIS 
That's great! That's great! (to Beth:) That's great right? 

BETH 
Yes! Yes, I mean it's not great but we'll take it. 

TRAVIS 
(to the doctor:) We'll take it. Lunar 2 here come the Worthingtons. 

(Beth and Travis embrace.) 

DOCTOR 
But it's just one opening. So... 

BETH 
One family? 

DOCTOR 
One individual. It'd only be for your boy. 

BETH 
What do you mean? Where would we go? 

DOCTOR 
You'd stay here. 

TRAVIS 
On Earth? 

BETH 
So. He would be by himself? 

DOCTOR 
He would be placed with a host. 

BETH 
No. We can't. We're a family. 
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TRAVIS 
(pulling Beth aside:) He'd have a shot of being someone. Being someone better. 

BETH 
Without us? 

TRAVIS 
We said we'd do anything for him. 

BETH 
Yes, but-- 

TRAVIS 
Do you really want to raise an (with disgust:) Earthling? 

BETH 
No, I-- 

DOCTOR 
This opening isn't going to stay open very long. We have plenty of families who'd jump 
at this chance. I need to know now. 

TRAVIS 
Honey. It's not about us. It's about our boy. What kind of life can we give him here? 

DOCTOR 
I'm sorry. I need to go. 

(The Doctor turns to leave.) 

TRAVIS 
(to the doctor:) Wait! 

(He turns back to Beth. Takes her hand.) 

BETH 
Okay we'll take it. 

DOCTOR 
Fine. (She marks something in the folder.) Follow me. 

BETH 
Now? 

DOCTOR 
Oh yes. Immediately. Like I said these placements go very quickly. 
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(Beth looks to Travis. He punches something 
in his phone and holds in to her wrist (as he 
did before). She relaxes.) 

TRAVIS 
It's gonna be okay. We'll... try again. With a better tutor. 

(Beth nods. They follow the Doctor out.) 

THE END. 
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THE RESCUE 

 

 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 

GREGORY 

WOMAN 

MEREDITH 

COP 

OTHER COP 

 

 

SETTING 

A windowless room. 
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In a dark, windowless room, sits GREGORY. He's been 
in this room A LONG time. A single light illuminates 
him. There is only the sparest amount of furniture. A 
table maybe, a chair, a bucket. Gregory sits slumped over, 
exhausted, dirty and malnourished. 

Edith Piaf - "Non Je Ne Regrette" plays [or something 
like it.]. 

A door opens, and light floods in, blinding him. He hides 
her face. A WOMAN enters, walks over to the table and 
drops a metal plate of scraps of food, a cup of dirty water. 
She doesn't look that clean either. Gregory immediately 
climbs up to the plate and starts to wildly consume. It's 
been awhile. The Woman's cell phone [a flip phone] rings 
in her pocket. She answers it, annoyed. 

WOMAN 
What do you want? ....Hold on. I already told you. Bring it tomorrow. Tomorrow! ...The 
date is...  

(She catches Gregory eaves-dropping for a 
moment.) 

WOMAN 
It doesn't matter. Just bring it. He's not gonna know soon anyway. 

(The Woman hangs up and she puts the cell 
in her back pocket. She watches Gregory 
eat, which he has returned to doing, 
shoveling food in with his hands.) 

WOMAN 
Disgusting. 

(He continues.) 

WOMAN 
Alright that's enough. 

(She goes to take the plate away. He resists.) 

WOMAN 
I said that's enough! 
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(She rips it away, and the cup gets knocked to 
the ground.) 

WOMAN 
Dammit! Look what you did.  

(She bends over to get the cup, and when she 
does, Gregory snatches her cell phone. The 
move is so stealth that she doesn't notice, 
and Gregory slips it under his clothes.) 

GREGORY 
(re: the cup, his voice crackles:) I'm sorry. 

WOMAN 
I'm not bringing more. 

(The Woman takes the plate and cup and 
leaves, slamming the door shut.) 

(Gregory immediately takes out the phone 
again and dials. He holds the phone to his 
ear shaking.) 

GREGORY 
(into phone, in a quick, strained whisper:) My name is Gregory Melovich. I've been 
kidnapped. I don't know how long. I'm in a room with no windows. Uh. I don't know if 
it's day or not.  She's gonna come back. You have to hurry.  Please, I.... Gregory 
Melovich. ...I don't....I don't know. A house. It was grey. Still in Milford. Off Route 
Seventeen. I think. There was a dirt road, and it was long. I can't....I can't... I'm on her 
phone. ...The lady who took me ...I don't have much time. (He hears something off.) Oh 
God please hurry. 

(He shuts the phone off and slides it back 
near the table.) 

(Time has passed. Gregory is asleep. The 
Woman returns. Angrier than before. 
Searches the room. Finds the phone on the 
ground.) 

WOMAN 
Did you touch this? 

(No reaction from sleeping Gregory. Or least 
he's pretending to sleep.) 
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WOMAN 
Wake up! 

(Gregory comes to. Plays groggy.) 

GREGORY 
Huh? 

WOMAN 
Did you touch my phone? What's this doing in here? 

GREGORY 
I don't know. Did you drop it? 

WOMAN 
Did I? 

GREGORY 
You must have. 

WOMAN 
I can check the calls. Should I check the calls? 

GREGORY 
I've been asleep. 

WOMAN 
Answer the question. 

GREGORY 
I don't know what you're talking about. 

WOMAN 
I swear if-- 

(COPS from off, outside the doorway.) 

COPS 
Don't move! Hands on your head. 

(The Woman complies. A COP enters and 
cuffs the Woman, hauls her away. 
ANOTHER COP enters at the same time 
and goes to Gregory. He is shaking.) 

COP 
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You're going to be ok. Everything's alright. 

(He wraps a blanket around Gregory and he 
helps him to the table.) 

(The lights shift. It's brighter now and looks 
like a different room. Gregory, still wrapped 
in a blanket, with coffee in one hand and a 
sandwich in the other. The cop watches 
him.) 

COP 
You sure you're alright here? We have a bed -- you can lie down. We just have a few 
more questions. 

GREGORY 
I'm fine, thank you. 

(MEREDITH, his wife, enters wearing 
sweats -- it's the middle of the night. They 
stare at each in other in disbelief. Then rush 
towards each other and embrace. The Cop 
backs away, letting them have their 
moment.) 

COP 
I'll...come back. 

(He leaves. Meredith and Gregory can't say 
anything, not yet, and just stare at each 
other, hugging. Meredith checking him:) 

MEREDITH 
Are you okay? 

(He nods. He shrugs. He laughs. He shakes 
his head.) 

MEREDITH 
Dumb question. Are you hurt? 

GREGORY 
I... don't think so. I'm just hungry. 

MEREDITH 
You know you have a sandwich in your hand, right? 
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GREGORY 
Oh. I don't have an appetite.  

(They manage a laugh.) 

MEREDITH 
You just need a home cooked meal. 

GREGORY 
That would be nice. They should be letting me go home. Soon I think. 

MEREDITH 
How about Lamb's tongue? 

GREGORY 
What? 

MEREDITH 
I could sauté it. The way you like. 

GREGORY 
What are you-- what do you mean? I don't like lamb's -- Oh my God I think I'm gonna 
throw up. 

(We hear Edith Piaf quietly. Gregory stops 
when he hears it, petrified.) 

GREGORY 
Who-- Who is playing that? 

MEREDITH 
Who is playing what? 

(He listens again but the music is gone.) 

GREGORY 
I... I don't know... Nothing. 

MEREDITH 
I bet you could use a nice hot shower. 

GREGORY 
Uh huh. And to sleep in our bed. 

MEREDITH 
Some clean pajamas. 
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GREGORY 
Sunshine. I have to get out of here. 

(Meredith takes his hand.) 

MEREDITH 
Greg. What happened? How did you get out? It doesn't matter. I mean, if you're not ready 
to talk about it, I understand. 

GREGORY 
No. I. I. I. Her cell phone. I took it and called. And and... I don't how long I... How long 
was I gone? 

MEREDITH 
How long? 

GREGORY 
Yeah I mean since the beginning. How long has it been? 

MEREDITH 
Oh. (Thinks.) I don't know. 

GREGORY 
What do you mean you don't know. 

MEREDITH 
I... Since you first went missing? 

GREGORY 
Yes. 

MEREDITH 
Oh geez. (Thinks.) Feels like a long time. 

GREGORY 
Yes, but weeks? Months? I didn't have any sense of time in there, so I was. I'm still 
disoriented. What's the date today? 

(Edith Piaf begins to play again, softly.) 

MEREDITH 
Um. Not sure. 

GREGORY 
(Growing angry and frustrated:) What? 
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MEREDITH 
I don't know.  

GREGORY 
How could you not know?! Did they tell you not to tell me? What is going on? 

MEREDITH 
Everyone's going to be so happy to see you. We'll have a big family dinner! How about 
that? Or is that too much? Maybe just a few friends. Carrie and Ian, maybe Brendan.  

GREGORY 
(Still listening to the music:) Do you hear that? 

MEREDITH 
(Ignoring him:) You tell me. Whatever you want. We'll ease you back in. Of course we'll 
have to deal with the media. But I'll keep them at bay. Your parents will want to see you. 
I called them. But I just thought it would be best for me to come at first. Ya know? I don't 
want to overwhelm you. 

GREGORY 
No, that's... good. 

(He is still listening to the music, but it got 
very quiet and then stopped.) 

GREGORY 
How come I can't leave yet? 

MEREDITH 
Let me see what's going on. We gotta break you outta here. Right. 

(Gregory nods. Meredith gets up, knocks on a 
door, or yells off.) 

MEREDITH 
Excuse me! Hello! 

(The Cop returns.) 

COP 
All set? 

MEREDITH 
That's what we were hoping to find out from you. 

COP 
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Well if you have any more questions? 

GREGORY 
You said you have a few more questions. 

COP 
Oh. Yes. We do. 

MEREDITH 
We want to leave. 

COP 
Good, that's good. No one should want to stay. That's only natural. (to Meredith:) Did 
you get a sandwich? 

MEREDITH 
No, no thank you. 

COP 
Coffee? 

MEREDITH 
No. This is really about Gregory. 

COP 
Yes. Gregory. How did you get the phone? 

GREGORY 
I... I... took it. From her pocket. 

COP 
She didn't give it to you. 

GREGORY 
No. She didn't know I took it. 

COP 
She didn't notice. 

GREGORY 
No. I already told you. 

COP 
So you called. And then we showed up. 

GREGORY 
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Yes.  

COP 
But she came back in right away you said. Looking for her phone. 

GREGORY 
She did. 

COP 
So how did we get there so fast? 

GREGORY 
I don't know. Mer, I don't know. Time was-- 

MEREDITH 
That's alright. (to the Cop:) He's very confused. 

COP 
I can see that. It's just. I don't think you ever made the call. 

GREGORY 
What do you mean? 

(Edith Piaf plays again increasing over the 
following:) 

COP 
It just doesn't add up. 

GREGORY 
How could I not have made the call? If I didn't call, you wouldn't have known where to 
find me. 

COP 
Exactly. 

GREGORY 
But you did find me. 

COP 
Think back carefully now. 

MEREDITH 
I should go. 

GREGORY 
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What? No. Meredith! 

MEREDITH 
I'm sorry. 

(Meredith leaves.) 

GREGORY 
No! 

(The music gets louder again, and Gregory 
begins to retreat to the same slouched 
position he had in the beginning. The lights 
begin to fade.) 

COP 
Here let me take that for you. 

(He takes the sandwich and coffee from 
Gregory, then leaves.) 

(After it has grown dark again, a door opens, 
and light floods in, blinding Gregory. He 
hides his face. The Woman enters, walks 
over to the table and drops a metal plate of 
scraps of food, a cup of dirty water. Exactly 
the same as before. Gregory immediately 
climbs up to the plate and starts to wildly 
consume. It's a been awhile. The Woman's 
cell phone [a flip phone] rings in her pocket. 
She answers it, annoyed.) 

WOMAN 
What do you want? ....Hold on. I already told you. Bring it tomorrow. Tomorrow! ...The 
date is...  

(She catches Gregory eaves-dropping for a 
moment.) 

WOMAN 
It doesn't matter. Just bring it. He's not gonna know soon anyway. 

(The Woman hangs up and she puts the cell 
in her back pocket. She watches Gregory 
eat, which he has returned to doing, 
shoveling food in with his hands.) 
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WOMAN 
Disgusting. 

(He continues.) 

WOMAN 
Alright that's enough. 

(She goes to take the plate away. Gregory 
resists.) 

WOMAN 
I said that's enough! 

(She rips it away, and the cup gets knocked to 
the ground.) 

WOMAN 
Dammit! Look what you did.  

(She bends over to get the cup, and when she 
does, Gregory goes to snatch her phone, 
BUT THIS TIME he can't.) 

GREGORY 
(his voice crackles:) Please no. 

WOMAN 
I'm not bringing more. 

(The man takes the plate and cup and leaves, 
slamming the door shut. Gregory sits there, 
confused crying, as Edith Piaf plays louder 
and louder. Black out.) 

THE END. 
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THE BIRTHDAY 

 

 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 

STEWART 

DAVE 

MARK 

ANNE 

GRETA 

 

OTHER OFFICE WORKERS (if available) 

 

SETTING 

An office breakroom. 
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An office breakroom.  

Stewart, a young man, maybe 30s or so, conservatively 
and plainly dressed, stands awkwardly in a small office 
breakroom, belonging to some unnamed company. 
There's nothing interesting about the room, a table, a row 
of chairs or couch, a coffee maker, except for a "Happy 
Birthday" sign that hangs on the wall. Stewart stirs his tea 
and takes a small sip. He's rattled as his co-workers enter, 
all in mid-conversation, but acknowledging him in some 
way when entering: 

DAVE 
(Finishing a humorous story:) He said it won't be the last time either! I said maybe it will!  

(Dave playfully shakes Stewart in an attempt 
to get him to laugh. He doesn't because he 
wasn't there for the story, but politely 
chuckles.) 

DAVE 
Right?! 

STEWART 
Oh, right. Sure. 

(Dave was really telling the story to MARK, 
who enters right on top of him, and is 
laughing pretty hard, probably in an attempt 
to please Dave, the Alpha.) 

MARK 
C'mon, Stewart! Lighten up, it's your birthday! 

STEWART 
It is? 

(Dave and Mark laugh.) 

MARK 
I love this one! 

DAVE 
He's the best - I told you - right? 

MARK 
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You called it, definitely. 

(ANNE has entered right behind them as 
well. In the midst of the commotion from 
the boys, Anne places a hand on Stewart's 
shoulder, before making some tea for 
herself. Her touch calms Stewart 
immediately, and he goes to touch her hand 
before it's gone.) 

ANNE 
(Quietly:) Hi, Stewart. How are you? 

STEWART 
Oh. Hello I'm fine. Thank you. 

(Stewart watches Anne make her tea.) 

DAVE 
I thought they said there was going to be cake. 

MARK 
They did. 

DAVE 
I don't see any cake. Why don't I see any cake? 

MARK 
Maybe Stewart ate it all already. 

DAVE 
Stewart! Did you eat all the cake? 

STEWART 
Me? Oh uh. No. I didn't eat any cake. I don't think. 

ANNE 
Don't listen to them, Stewart. 

DAVE 
Well I suppose if the birthday boy wanted to eat all the cake, that's his right. But it wasn't 
very nice. 

MARK 
Birthday boy does what he wants. 
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DAVE 
Only problem is if there's no cake, there's no candles. No candles, we can't sing you 
Happy Birthday. Now, that doesn't sound like a birthday party at all to me, doesn't it, old 
buddy. 

ANNE 
Live him alone, David. 

STEWART 
Oh, I don't know. 

STEWART 
I didn't even know it was my birthday. 

(Mark and Dave crack up.) 

ANNE 
How's your tea? 

STEWART 
Fine, thank you. 

ANNE 
Good. 

STEWART 
I'm sorry. I didn't catch your name? 

(Mark and Dave laugh again, shake their 
heads.) 

ANNE 
It's Anne, sweetheart. 

MARK 
Geez, give it up, already. 

STEWART 
Anne. (then repeating it to himself:) Anne. 

(GRETA, a younger employee, enters 
carrying  a cake lit with candles. If there are 
more actors available, they can also enter 
here as additional co-workers. As she starts 
singing, the others join in, Dave and Mark 
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make sure to be heard, singing almost 
sarcastically.) 

GRETA 
Happy Birthday to you... happy birthday to you! 
 

ALL 
Happy Birthday... dear Stewart...happy birthday to you! 

(Stewart stands around, unsure what to do.) 

STEWART 
All this for me? 

DAVE 
Who else it'd be for? 

(They all laugh.) 

STEWART 
Thank you. That's very kind of you to remember, because I didn't. 

(They all laugh.) 

ANNE 
Blow out the candles, Stewart. 

MARK 
Yeah before they melt all over the cake! 

STEWART 
Sure, why not. 

GRETA 
Make a wish! 

(Stewart nods and blows out the candles. 
Everyone cheers /claps.) 

GRETA 
What'd you wish for? (before he can speak) No don't say. I love birthdays. (Starting to 
sing again:) How old are you now? How old are you now? 

ALL 
(Joining in): Are you one? Are you two? 
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STEWART 
Oh my! 

GRETA 
Are you seventy three? Are you seventy four? 

STEWART 
Seventy? Oh I'm definitely not that old. 

DAVE 
Yeah how old are you then? Thirty? 

MARK 
Twenty? 

DAVE 
Ten? 

MARK 
Are you one? Are you fresh out of the oven? 

(Dave and Mark have a good laugh.) 

GRETA 
But really how old are you, Stewart? 

STEWART 
I, uh... 

ANNE 
It doesn't matter. 

GRETA 
Yes, it does. One should know how old they are on their birthday. Everyone should know 
their own age. 

ANNE 
He doesn't know. 

STEWART 
I'm sorry I don't. Like I said-- 

MARK 
How old do you think you are? 

ANNE 
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Mark-- 

MARK 
What? Okay, fine, it doesn't matter. But how old do you think you are, Stew? 

ANNE 
His age is-- 

DAVE 
Let him answer. Geez, Anne. 

(They all turn to Stewart.) 

STEWART 
I... uh.. I don't know. I guess... forty two? 

(They all laugh, even Anne.) 

GRETA 
That's so sweet. 

DAVE 
Gimme your wallet. 

ANNE 
That's enough now. 

DAVE 
On your ID. It'll say. It has to. 

ANNE 
You don't have to, Stewart. 

STEWART 
No, that's alright. Now I'm curious too. 

(Stewart pulls out his wallet, and rummages 
through it.) 

MARK 
We should take bets! 

DAVE 
Yes! 

STEWART 
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Here it is. (Looking closer at ID:) I can't... 

(Greta takes it from him.) 

GRETA 
Drumroll. 

MARK 
So we're not taking bets? 

(Everyone does a drum roll.) 

GRETA 
Seventy three! 

MARK 
I knew it! I would have won. 

DAVE 
No way. We would have split the pot. Coulda been lunch money. 

STEWART 
Seventy three? 

ANNE 
You look good, Stewart. 

STEWART 
There's no way... 

(Greta hands him back the ID.) 

GRETA 
You look fabulous, darling. May we all be blessed with your genes. 

(They all laugh at this.) 

DAVE 
Cut the cake! 

MARK 
Cut the cake! 

(Greta hands Stewart a knife. He's still in a 
bit of shock about his age reveal.) 
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STEWART 
(to Anne:) It can't be. 

ANNE 
(Sad:) Cut the cake, Stewart. 

(She takes his tea for him. He nods and cuts 
the cake. Dave and Mark cheer but no one 
else does.) 

DAVE 
Pass the cake! 

MARK 
Pass the cake! 

(Greta start to pass the cake out, and 
everyone passes it. If there are others, great, 
if not the pieces of cake are passed off stage 
until there are none left.) 

DAVE AND MARK 
(Chanting:) Pass the cake! Pass the cake! Pass the cake! 

(Stewart watches the cake slices go around, 
and keeps passing them. He starts to lose his 
balance a bit. Everyone gets a piece but 
Stewart. He looks to get one, but they're all 
gone. Everyone else seems satisfied and 
starts eating, making satisfied sounds, 
"Delicous" etc. Stewart looks around 
confused.) 

STEWART 
I, didn't, uh... (To Anne, quietly:) I feel quite tired. 

(Anne give him a gentle rub on the back.) 

ANNE 
That's alright. 

DAVE 
Speech! 

MARK 
Speech! 
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STEWART 
I uh, that's -- no, thank you. 

GRETA 
You're supposed to give a speech on your birthday. 

ANNE 
He's tired, Greta. 

GRETA 
Too tired to say a few words? 

STEWART 
Okay. Okay. I'm... Thank you. You're all very kind. I wish I could know you all better. If 
I could, I'd thank you by name. This was a nice celebration for an old man like me. 
...How did I get here? I, uh, the years seemed to have...vanished. Don't let life disappear 
on you, too. Hold on tight. Hold on as tight as you can...and enjoy the cake. 

(He stops. Everyone claps. Mark or Dave pat 
him on the back. Anne wipes away a tear.) 

DAVE 
Nice job, pal. 

STEWART 
(To Anne:) I'm very tired. 

ANNE 
That's alright. Come lay down. 

(The others make room, as Anne guides him 
down to the row of chairs or couch. He lies 
down, still clutching his wallet.) 

ANNE 
Here let me hold that for you. 

(He hands it over. The others look on, 
awkward and somber. Mark continues to eat 
his cake.) 

STEWART 
Sorry if I ruined the party. 

GRETA 
You didn't. Not at all. 
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STEWART 
It's just that I... need to... (Trying to sit up:) I didn't get a piece of cake. 

GRETA 
That's okay, Stewart. It's all gone now, anyhow. 

STEWART 
Oh. 

(He lies back down.) 

ANNE 
Just take a little nap. That's all. You'll feel... 

GRETA 
You'll feel much better. 

STEWART 
Okay... I will. A nap sounds nice. 

(He lies back and closes his eyes. Greta 
checks him. Anne steps away, too upset. 
Greta nods to Mark and Dave, and they 
bring over the top of a box, and fit over 
Stewart's motionless body. The seal it up. A 
moment, broken by:) 

MARK 
Geez, I thought he'd never shut down. 

GRETA 
Don't be such a jerk. (to Anne:) You okay? 

ANNE 
(Sniffling) I hate how forgetful they are at the end of their cycles. 

DAVE 
You get too attached to them, Anne. You always do. 

ANNE 
I know. I know... 

GRETA 
It was a nice party. 

ANNE 



 44 

Mmhmm. 

MARK 
Welp, back to work. 

(Mark puts his empty cake plate down on 
Stewart's box, followed by Dave. Anne 
huffs and cleans off the plates. Greta gives 
Anne a touch and gentle smile, then leaves, 
too.) 

ANNE 
Happy Birthday, Stewart. 

(A final moment with the box, before she 
leaves. Everyone is gone.) 

THE END 
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THE PIMPLE 

 

 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 

JIMMY 

ERIC 

MOM 

DAD 

LIZZIE 

BRIAN (a voice) 

Others (if available) non-speaking 

 

 

SETTING 

A school yard and a house. 
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Outside of a school stands JIMMY, an average high 
school student. Not a jock, not a nerd, not popular. Just 
average. Like most teenagers, he worries about fitting in. 
Next to him is ERIC, one of his closest friends, even 
thought they're probably not that close. 

They both are doing things on their phones. Eric is 
playing a video game, with ear buds in. Jimmy, stops, 
feels something on his forehead. Tries to look at it in the 
reflection of his phone. Feels it some more. He tries to get 
Eric's attention. He can't until he is literally waving in 
front of his face. Eric pulls out an ear bud, only one, 
annoyed like "what?" 

JIMMY 
(pointing to his forehead) You see this? 

(Eric looks closer, annoyed, then disgusted, 
then dismissive.) 

ERIC 
Yeah so? 

JIMMY 
What is it? 

ERIC 
Like a pimple or something. 

JIMMY 
You sure? 

ERIC 
I don't know dude go pop it if you're so concerned. 

JIMMY 
What does it look like? 

ERIC 
A pimple. 

JIMMY 
Is it bad? 

ERIC 
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(considers being nice for a second, then decides against it:) Yeah, it is. It looks sinister. 
Like it has a personality of its own. 

JIMMY 
Really? Shoot. 

(Jimmy goes to touch it.) 

ERIC 
Don't touch it! You'll only make it angry! 

(Jimmy quickly pulls his hand away. Eric 
laughs and puts his ear bud back in. Jimmy 
tries really hard not to touch the pimple.) 

ERIC 
I gotta go. 

(Eric abruptly leaves.) 

JIMMY 
See ya. 

(Jimmy runs off.) 

THE NEXT DAY 

A kitchen - Morning. Jimmy's Mom is 
waiting with a delicious plate of breakfast, 
staring blankly ahead. Jimmy enters, tosses 
his school bag on a chair. He goes over to 
take the plate from his mother. 

JIMMY 
Thanks, mom. 

(But she grabs it back.) 

MOM 
What are you doing?! That's my breakfast. Make your own. 

JIMMY 
Oh, sorry. Okay. I guess I'll have cereal? 

(His mother notices the pimple on Jimmy's 
forehead which we see now has grown in 
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considerable size overnight. It's the size of a 
golf ball.) 

MOM 
Oh my sweet mercy! What in all of that is right and holy is on your forehead? 

JIMMY 
(Stepping away:) It's a pimple. I was hoping it wasn't noticeable. 

MOM 
Not noticeable? You could see that thing from space. 

(Jimmy covers it up with his hand.) 

MOM 
Are you sure that's a pimple? 

JIMMY 
I think so. 

(Dad enters only hearing the conversation, 
and not seeing the pimple.) 

DAD 
You should pop it. I always pop mine. 

JIMMY 
I thought you're not supposed to. 

(Dad sees the pimple for first time and 
screams like a little girl.) 

DAD 
Ahhh! Are you trying to give me a heart attack with that thing. (taking a closer look:) 
You're right don't pop it, at least not inside. On second thought, don't touch it, it may bite. 

JIMMY 
Can I stay home today? 

DAD 
Oh c'mon it's not that bad. 

MOM 
Look at it this way, you have a new friend. 

(LIZZIE, his sister enters, right on cue.) 
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LIZZIE 
What does that make -- three friends now? 

JIMMY 
Shut up. Mom, I can't go to school like this. Dad, please. 

DAD 
He's right -- he probably shouldn't be seen in public. Not if people can connect him back 
to us. 

MOM 
Just put a hat over it or something. 

LIZZIE 
Yeah like maybe a sombrero. 

(Jimmy sniffs, tries not to cry.) 

DAD 
There, there, son. Don't be ashamed, just hide yourself in your room for a few days and 
everything will be fine. These things have a way of passing. We can leave food outside 
your door. 

MOM 
I don't know. Maybe we should take him to the doctor. I've never seen a pimple like that 
before. 

LIZZIE 
Maybe we should call the newspaper. 

(Lizzie takes a photo.) 

LIZZIE 
Wait 'til Beth sees this. 

DAD 
You will not post that picture young lady! What did I say about tracing it back to the 
family. No! This stays private. And it stays indoors. I mean HE stays indoors. As for the 
doctor, let's just see what tomorrow brings. 

MOM 
Tomorrow he could look like the Elephant Man. 

LIZZIE 
An Elephant Boy maybe. 
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DAD 
Everyone calm down! There's no reason to get hysterical. 

JIMMY 
No one's hysterical, Dad. 

DAD 
That's enough, Jimmy. You've caused enough commotion for one day. Just go to your 
room. Lizzie get his homework. Dear, let's go to work. Those Amazon boxes aren't going 
to deliver themselves. Not yet anyway. 

(They all leave, except for Jimmy who sits by 
himself.) 

JIMMY 
(to himself) Not fair. Why I'd have to get this stupid thing on my forehead? Like I don't 
have enough problems making friends. Now I'll probably lose the ones I have. 

(A VOICE is heard. It's the voice of a street 
gambler.) 

VOICE 
With friends like those, who needs 'em. 

(Jimmy spin around. No one is there.) 

JIMMY 
Hey - who said that?? 

VOICE 
The last friend you'll ever need. 

(Jimmy still looking around, but also scared 
to move.) 

JIMMY 
Where-- Where-- are you? 

VOICE 
Up here. On your face. 

JIMMY 
Wh-- What? 

VOICE 
You heard me. 
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JIMMY 
My-- my pimple? 

(Jimmy goes to touch it.) 

PIMPLE 
No! Don't touch me. Your hands are filthy. 

(Jimmy obediently puts his hands in his lap.) 

PIMPLE 
Also let's get one thing straight. I'm not YOUR pimple. I don't belong to you. You, my 
gangly four-limbed friend, belong to ME.  

JIMMY 
What, what do you want? 

PIMPLE 
I want to be friends! 

JIMMY 
So you're not going to be hurt me? Like a tumor or something? 

PIMPLE 
A what? Jimmy, no. No, you've got it all wrong. We're friends. Don't you want a friend? 

JIMMY 
Well, yeah. 

PIMPLE 
Okay, then. Here I am. Friends it is. Maybe best friends. But let's take it slow. 

JIMMY 
What do I call you? 

PIMPLE 
Brian. 

JIMMY 
Brian? 

PIMPLE 
That's it. Brian. What did you expect? A fancy title or something? Sir Overlord Master of 
Jimmy's Thoughts and Actions? Something like that?  



 52 

(The Pimple laughs maniacally. Jimmy 
laughs, too.) 

JIMMY 
No, I guess not. 

PIMPLE 
So, what do you want to do today? You talked your way out of school. Smart. 

JIMMY 
I have to go back tomorrow, probably though. That is, if you're still... 

PIMPLE 
What? Still what? 

JIMMY 
Nothing. I just mean, pimples...pop. Eventually. 

PIMPLE 
I'm not your average pimple. Would you agree to that? 

JIMMY 
Yes. 

PIMPLE 
So don't worry. I'm not going anywhere. In fact, I'm only getting stronger. Now, let's go 
get a bacon cheeseburger. I'm starving. And I'm in the mood for something...greasy. 

JIMMY 
Okay... I mean it's seven thirty in the morning. But yeah I could do that. 

(They head off.) 

BACK AT SCHOOL - A COUPLE OF DAYS LATER 

Jimmy sits by himself. He wears a big snow knit hat over 
what is presumably a much larger pimple. Maybe the size 
of a softball. Jimmy looks happier than he ever has, 
although maybe off in some way. Maybe has a twitch. 
Jimmy laughs from something the Pimple said. WE CAN 
NOT HEAR THE PIMPLE. Only Jimmy can. 

Eric walks over. Takes out an ear bud. Tries to get 
Jimmy's attention. Jimmy nods at him 'what's up.' 

ERIC 
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Hey man. 

JIMMY 
Hey. 

ERIC 
Havin a good time? 

JIMMY 
Sure. 

ERIC 
Over here. By yourself. 

(Jimmy smiles at him.) 

ERIC 
What? 

JIMMY 
(to the Pimple:) You sure? ...Okay. 

(Jimmy leans in and winks a knowing wink.) 

JIMMY 
I'm not by myself. 

(Eric looks around, clearly freaked out by 
him.) 

ERIC 
Dude. People are...saying things. Like you've been talking to yourself. And it's kinda 
freaky. 

JIMMY 
(to the Pimple:) I told you. 

ERIC 
What's with your head? You got something under your hat? 

(Jimmy nods.) 

ERIC 
What...what is it? 
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(Jimmy looks around, then let's Eric see the 
Pimple. We can't see it. Eric jumps back.) 

ERIC 
Holy crap! Dude is that a tumor? Or? What? Are you dying? Is that causing you to 
like...die slowly or something? 

JIMMY 
I'm fine, Eric. 

ERIC 
(Grabbing him:) You need to see a doctor. 

JIMMY 
Don't be afraid... of Brian. 

ERIC 
Is that what you're calling it? 

JIMMY 
That's who he is. He's my friend. He says you can be friends with him, too, if you want. If 
you're willing. You have to be willing, Eric. Are you willing? 

ERIC 
It-- it talks to you? 

JIMMY 
From his perspective it might be just as strange that I'm talking to you. 

ERIC 
I-- I can't handle this, man. I gotta go-- 

JIMMY 
Don't be... like that. 

(Eric goes to run off.) 

PIMPLE 
STOP! 

(Eric stops. Turns around and looks at 
Jimmy.) 

ERIC 
What did you say? 
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JIMMY 
I didn't say anything. If you want to go, go. 

ERIC 
Okay... 

(Eric backs away, watching Jimmy.) 

PIMPLE 
Don't leave, Eric. Not yet. 

ERIC 
How did you, how did you do that? 

PIMPLE 
That wasn't Jimmy. That was me, Brian. 

(Eric comes closer. Watching Jimmy's 
mouth.) 

PIMPLE 
It's not a trick. I'm not a trick. Now sit down. 

(Eric obediently sits.) 

PIMPLE 
There's a lot to talk about. 

JIMMY'S HOUSE - THAT EVENING. 

Jimmy comes home to his Mom and Dad waiting for him. 
The Pimple is again noticeably larger, stretching the hat 
to it's max. Again, Jimmy can hear the Pimple, but we 
can not. Neither can his family. 

MOM 
We received a call from your school that you're causing a disturbance -- WHAT is going 
on? 

DAD 
Son, if it's your intention to embarrass this family then you should consider yourself a 
success. 

JIMMY 
Oh, hello, how are you mother? Father? 
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MOM 
What is on your head? 

DAD 
That's a hat. What's under the hat? 

JIMMY 
(to the Pimple:) Don't worry. They're harmless. 

DAD 
Are you--? Talking about us? Who are you talking to? 

MOM 
He's on one of those Google ear things. 

DAD 
I hate technology! I hate Google! 

MOM 
Now look what you've done, Jimmy. Your father is going to have an aneurism. 

(Jimmy's sister Lizzie enters in a huff. She 
throws down her backpack.) 

LIZZIE 
(to Jimmy:) What is WRONG with you?? Are you TRYING to make me unpopular? Is it 
not bad enough you're a loser? 

JIMMY 
Hello, Lizzie. 

LIZZIE 
What is on your head? Mom what is on his head. 

MOM 
We don't know. 

LIZZIE 
It's that disgusting pimple. Gross, it's infected. Mom! Dad! Do something! 

DAD 
Is that what it is, Jimmy? Is that a giant bowling-bowl sized whitehead? 

JIMMY 
His name is Brian. 
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MOM 
You named it? 

JIMMY 
And he's not disgusting. 

LIZZIE 
Everyone at school says he talks to it. 

MOM 
Is that true? 

JIMMY 
He's my friend. He can be your friend, too. If you're willing. Are you willing? 

DAD 
I don't know what to say. I feel like I should leave this family and start a new one. 

MOM 
You're not going anywhere. You talk to your son.  

(Dad nods, takes a breath, and a step closer to 
Jimmy.) 

DAD 
Jimmy, this is your father speaking. If you can hear me, nod your head. 

JIMMY 
Dad, I can hear you. 

(The phone rings, startling them. Mom 
answers.) 

MOM 
....Oh my. ....Oh my good heavens that's awful! .....He's here.... Acting a little strange. But 
okay. Nothing like that. ....Okay, thank you, Karen. I'll call you later. 

(She hangs up. Grabs at her chest, still 
unnerved.) 

MOM 
That was your friend Eric's mother. He, uh, did something very terrible.... I don't 
understand ....why anyone would.... Jimmy, honey, dear. You can tell us. Is there 
something wrong? 

JIMMY 
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Nothing is wrong. Everything is right. 

DAD 
Okay you wanna play hardball. I'm game. 

(Dad walks out.) 

MOM 
Where are you going? You can't start a new family. 

DAD 
(From off: ) I'll be right back. 

LIZZIE 
(to Jimmy:) You're a real freak, you know that. 

MOM 
Lizzie. You're right. He is. 

JIMMY 
You need to be better listeners. 

(Dad comes back wielding some kind of 
kitchen utensil. Not a knife - maybe a fork.) 

DAD 
Alright. It's time to end this. 

JIMMY 
You're making a grave mistake. 

DAD 
Hold him down. We're popping this thing. 

(Mom and Lizzie move in on Jimmy. They 
grab ahold of his arms, and he struggles to 
get free, as Dad moves closer with his fork. 
Just as he's upon Jimmy:) 

PIMPLE 
STOP! 

(Mom, Dad, and Lizzie freeze.) 

MOM 
Who... was... that? 



 59 

DAD 
Jimmy? 

PIMPLE 
It's me. Brian. Now SIT DOWN. 

(Mom, Dad, and Lizzie obediently sit down.) 

PIMPLE 
There's a lot to talk about. 

(Jimmy smiles, and as the scene dissolves 
with cryptic, haunting sounds, and ominous 
light shifts, the FAMILY STANDS IN 
UNISON.) 

(At first they stand still, then they turn 
together to face out, and take timed steps 
forward together until they are aligned. 
Their faces are expressionless, and they 
sway slightly, clearly under Jimmy/Brian's 
control. Jimmy takes a step back and lets out 
a maniacal giggle. Eric, also possessed, joins 
their rank and rhythm. Others come out to 
[if available]. They take a step forward in 
unison. A march of terror has begun. A 
single spot on Jimmy's smile as it grows and 
grows. And then a sudden blackout.) 

THE END. 

 

 

 

 



 60 

(Intermission could be taken here.) 

 

 

 

THE GIFT, Part 2 

Still standing in the empty field, ELLIOT and AMY are 
engrossed in the book. Amy reads the ending of "The 
Pimple" and they stop. 

ELLIOT 
Who else knows you have this? 

AMY 
No one. 

ELLIOT 
Someone must know. Who did you get it from? 

AMY 
A friend of Ray's. A friend of a friend of Ray's. 

ELLIOT 
So then Ray knows. 

AMY 
Yeah Ray knows. But no one else. 

ELLIOT 
You said no one knows. And now Ray knows. And maybe his friends. 

AMY 
No one else knows. You're being paranoid. 

ELLIOT 
You know what happens if we get caught with this. 

AMY 
It was a gift. If you don't want it, give it back. 

ELLIOT 
It's too late for that. Maybe we should...destroy it. 
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AMY 
Are you serious? 

ELLIOT 
They trace these books. You know that, right? 

AMY 
Elliot, stop. 

ELLIOT 
You could get outcasted for a first infraction. 

AMY 
No one-- 

(This is a noise off. A helicopter, a whizzing 
drone. Something strange, mechanical, and 
menacing. They freeze.) 

ELLIOT 
What was that? 

AMY 
I don't know. Nothing. 

ELLIOT 
Coulda been a surveillancer. 

AMY 
Okay, let's read a couple more. 

ELLIOT 
We need to go. 

AMY 
We'll read a few more and then we'll bury it. 

ELLIOT 
Bury it? 

AMY 
Yes. 

ELLIOT 
You promise. 
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AMY 
Promise. C'mon, keep reading. Go to the next one. You know you want to. 

ELLIOT 
Then we bury it. 

(Amy nods. Elliot cracks open the book and 
finds the next tale.) 

ELLIOT 
(Reading:) "The Happy. A teacher's lounge. A school bell rings..." 

("The Happy" begins.) 
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THE HAPPY 

 

 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 

MR. DOWNY 

MS. STILLWATER 

MRS. WAVERLY 

MR. HAPS 

ADMINISTRATOR 

 

SETTING 

A teacher's lounge. 
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A school bell rings. Lunch break in the Teacher's lounge. 
MR. DOWNY, an older teacher at the end of his rope, 
plops his sad-looking brown paper bag lunch down on the 
table in front of MS. STILLWATER who is chomping on 
some pretzel sticks with hummus. She doesn't seem to 
have a care in the world - because she doesn't.  

 

DOWNY 
(re: his lunch) Know what I have? 

STILLWATER 
No, what? 

(Mr. Downy slowly smashes his bag with his 
fist until it's pulp.) 

DOWNY 
Creme of sandwich. 

(She hands him her spoon.) 

STILLWATER 
Here. A spoon. 

DOWNY 
Gee thanks. Let me ask you something else: what happens if we cut class? I mean I know 
it's the students who are supposed to cut class not the teachers, but what if we did? What 
would the consequence be? Because I think I'm willing to accept it. 

STILLWATER 
I guess we would be...reprimanded.  

DOWNY 
'Cause I can't take these kids any more.  

STILLWATER 
Yes, this generation is-- 

DOWNY 
They're awful. But it's not their generation. I'm so sick of that excuse. I've been here a 
long time okay? I taught some of their parents and they were awful, too. So I walk into 
my third block class, and I come in thirty seconds after the bell, for reasons I don't want 
to get into involving my bowel movements, and this kid Kyle is sitting at my desk with 
his feet up, flipping through my lesson plan, and the rest of the class is in chaos and I 
snap. And I scare the kid. He jumps up and the rest of the class falls in line, and there's 
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silence until the next bell. Thirty seconds and the whole place breaks down. Seeing that 
kid in my desk - a place I've earned - my space. My desk. I just don't think I can take it 
any more. 

STILLWATER 
You sure you're not just a little...cranky in your old age? 

DOWNY 
Me? I'm peaches and cream. 

The bell rings again.  

DOWNY 
Oh shut up! 

(MRS. WAVERLY, a middle-aged woman 
who looks like a scared cat, enters clutching 
her lunch, just as the bell rings. ) 

WAVERLY 
What's that? 

DOWNY 
Not you. The bell. 

WAVERLY 
Are you sure, because it sounds like you were directing that towards me. If you're upset 
with me, I apologize. 

DOWNY 
Apology not accepted. 

WAVERLY 
Really? 

STILLWATER 
Mrs. Waverly, have a seat. Ignore him. 

DOWNY 
Why not, everyone else does. 

(Mr. Downy doesn't sit down for the rest of 
the scene, instead choosing to eat his lunch 
out of the bag with a spoon while pacing. If 
he does sit, he gets right back up again. Mrs. 
Waverly carefully unwraps her lunch, but is 
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startled by Mr. Downy anytime he comes 
close.) 

STILLWATER 
(to Mrs. Waverly:) How are you, Judy? How's Pickles? 

WAVERLY 
Oh well he seemed fine this morning. Purring like a lamb. But that was this morning. I 
suppose anything could have happened since then. Why have you heard something? 

STILLWATER 
No, I'm sure he's-- 

DOWNY 
Do lambs purr? I didn't know that. 

WAVERLY 
I, I, I, I-- 

DOWNY 
Cats purr. Got it. Dogs don't. Don't need to. They have tails to tell you when they're 
happy. Cats have tails, why do they need to purr? 

STILLWATER 
They're different animals. 

DOWNY 
Yes, thank you. I'm aware of that. Purring just seems annoying. As I imagine it would, if 
a lamb was purring. I hate cats. 

WAVERLY 
Oh my goodness. 

STILLWATER 
Hate is a strong word. 

DOWNY 
And I meant it. 

(Mrs. Waverly clutches her pearls. Ms. 
Stillwater shakes her head. Mr. Downy is 
pleased with their reactions.) 

(Mr. Haps enters, beaming. Everything is a 
grating explanation point with him.) 
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HAPS 
Hello my fellow educators! It's a loverly day for learning isn't it? 

DOWNY 
Oh choke on a carrot, Eric. 

HAPS 
Let's hope not! But I brought baby carrots just in case! 

(He puts out a container.) 

HAPS 
Here I brought enough for everyone! 

(The ladies: Oh, lovely, thank you, don't 
mind if I do, etc.) 

STILLWATER 
Mr. Downy here is debating cutting class. 

HAPS 
You're a hoot! 

WAVERLY 
Can you do that? 

DOWNY 
You can do whatever you want, Waverly! As long as you're prepared to deal with the 
consequences.  

WAVERLY 
I'm not! 

DOWNY 
I know we all hate our students, it's time to do something about it. Talk is cheap. 

WAVERLY 
I would never. 

HAPS 
How can you hate your students?? My goodness, I find them inspirational! 

DOWNY 
Stillwater, you hate your students. I know you do. 

STILLWATER 
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I don't hate them. I'm just...indifferent to them. 

DOWNY 
Am I the only one here in touch with my emotions. 

STILLWATER 
We're all in touch with our emotions. 

WAVERLY 
Absolutely. I love my emotion. I'm very content. 

HAPS 
What's not to love about our emotions?!  

DOWNY 
Easy for you to say! 

HAPS 
You're right it is! 

DOWNY 
Haven't you ever... (looks around in whisper:) wanted to feel a different way? I mean 
how can you keep it up man? 

WAVERLY AND STILLWATER 
Shhhhhh.... 

HAPS 
(loudly, so others can hear) I'm happy! (more in a whisper:) What are you talking about? 

DOWNY 
You must be just...sick by the end of the day. You must go home and puke. Cough up 
your  little happy hairball.  

HAPS 
No....I do not. 

(Haps takes a seat and begins to happily 
unpack little containers of food.) 

DOWNY 
(calmly, but clearly enraged:) You're sitting in my chair. 

HAPS 
Am I? 
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DOWNY 
Yes. 

HAPS 
Haha I didn't even realize it! Here I'll move on over. (He changes seat. Gets settled and 
then changing the subject:) Did anyone try a baby carrot yet?! 

(Downy knocks over the container or throws 
them against the wall.) 

DOWNY 
No one wants your baby carrots! 

WAVERLY 
I did.... 

STILLWATER 
Alright, calm down man. We know you're supposed to be angry but you're overdoing it. 

DOWNY 
Oh I'm overdoing it?? You don't think Mr. Sunshine over here is overdoing it all?  

STILLWATER 
No I don't. 

HAPS 
What's wrong with being happy? Nothing that's what! 

WAVERLY 
Someone's going to hear us. They probably already do. We shouldn't be talking about 
this. 

DOWNY 
Don't you ever get sick of it. How can be so up. I don't get it.  

HAPS 
I'm happy because I'm happy! You're grumpy because that's just how it is. But I wish 
you'd cheer up! ...(through his teeth:) Or leave me alone. ....Now who wants to help me 
pick up my carrots? 

(Mr. Haps goes around picking up his carrots. 
Mrs. Waverly follows, helping him.) 

STILLWATER 
Let it go. 
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DOWNY 
I find your sense of calmness unnerving. 

(Mr. Downy finds a carrot, eats it, watching 
Mr. Haps collect the rest. Then he follows 
him, around taunting him over the following 
with his questions.) 

DOWNY 
Don't you ever feel sad or angry? 

HAPS 
Why would I feel sad! I love everyone! 

DOWNY 
Okay... What if I told you your cat died? 

WAVERLY 
Oh dear! 

HAPS 
I'd say she lived a beautiful life! 

DOWNY 
What about if I told you you were fired? 

HAPS 
Oh no I love my students! I look forward to my next experience!  

DOWNY 
Alright... What if your wife left you? 

HAPS 
(breaking a bit) What? Why would you say that? 

DOWNY 
That's what I heard. 

HAPS 
Then...I'm sure she had good reason! Plenty of fish in the sea. 

STILLWATER 
(overlapping) --It's just a hypothetical situation-- 

WAVERLY 
Oh no, is it? 



 71 

STILLWATER 
Yes. 

HAPS 
Although it seems like a strange thing to say. 

DOWNY 
Not feeling happy any more? 

HAPS 
No, I'm....happy. Just a little confused is all.  

DOWNY 
Not angry. 

HAPS 
No! Definitely not sad! Not sad! Happy! ....Did Megan say something to you? 

(Mrs. Waverly goes and shuts the door.) 

WAVERLY 
Shhhh. The administration is going to hear you. 

HAPS 
I'm NOT sad! I'm happy! 

STILLWATER 
Good. Everyone stick with your emotions. Mr. Downy stop antagonizing him. 

HAPS 
Yeah you think I wanted to be labeled Happy all the time? 

DOWNY 
That's what I'm saying. You must feel angry once in awhile. 

HAPS 
No I don't! 

WAVERLY 
Mr. Haps. You're wife didn't leave you. He was just playing a sick game. 

HAPS 
Thank you. 

DOWNY 
What if I wasn't playing a game? What if I know it was true? Your wife is leaving you. 
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HAPS 
We love each other! 

DOWNY 
No. Eric. She loves me. 

HAPS 
What? 

STILLWATER 
I don't know what you think you're doing, Downy, but it needs to stop. 

HAPS 
I'm taking my baby carrots and I'm going back to class! My students are the best! 

DOWNY 
Yup. Megan loves me. And so do the children. 

HAPS 
I... I... 

STILLWATER 
Don't listen to him. 

WAVERLY 
Stay happy, Sir. If you get angry then it will throw everything off. You're happy. I'm 
anxious. He's angry. She's calm. Don't upset the balance. They'll find out. You know they 
will. Let's all just be good teachers. 

DOWNY 
You mean obedient teachers. 

HAPS 
You're right, Mrs. Waverly. I'm happy. I am. Everyone should be happy! 

DOWNY 
Even me? 

HAPS 
Even you! 

DOWNY 
Even Megan? 

HAPS 
Of course! 
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DOWNY 
Even me and Megan. Together? 

HAPS 
(snaps) I'll kill you! 

(Mr. Haps charges Mr. Downy. Ms. 
Stillwater is trying to keep Mrs. Waverly 
calm who is a nervous wreck.) 

DOWNY 
That's it. There he is! Welcome back, ol boy... 

(The door busts open and an 
ADMINISTRATOR bursts in. Think the 
Matrix system guys. He carefully places a 
briefcase on the table and takes out a shot. ) 

(Meanwhile, Mr. Haps is attacking Mr. 
Downy and he loves it.) 

(The Administrator injects Mr. Haps in the 
neck with a serum. Mr. Haps stops and 
immediately pops up as the happiest person 
you've ever seen in your life.) 

HAPS 
LOOOOOOOOOOVVVVVVVVVEEEEEEEEEE YOOUUUUUUU 
RAIIINNNNNNBOWWSSSS! 

ADMIN 
Too much. 

(The admin injects him with another shot. He 
is brought back down from his high to a 
normal elevated level of happiness.) 

HAPS 
It's a super day, isn't it. 

(Mrs. Waverly rushes to hug him.) 

DOWNY 
(with an eye roll) Sure it's great. 

ADMIN 
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(to Mr. Downy) That's a warning. To all of you. You will maintain your singular 
emotions. No crossovers. No variations. No dips. Don't like it? Check your contracts. If 
you want to keep your license, you will fall in line. We will have an emotionally balanced 
staff. (changing tune:) If nothing else, think about the students. Now get back to class. 

(The Administrator leaves.) 

DOWNY 
Sure, think about the students. What do they know?  

STILLWATER 
Nothing. And let's keep it that way. 

WAVERLY 
I don't think I can make it to the summer. 

STILLWATER 
Everything's gonna be fine. 

HAPS 
No.... Everything's gonna be great! 

(The bell rings.) 

WAVERLY 
Oh shut up! 

(Haps gasps. Stillwater shakes her head.) 

DOWNY 
(smiling:) Thatta girl. 

(Lights down.) 

THE END 
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THE PROPOSAL 

 

 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 

NATE 

JEN 

MA'AM 

SECURITY PERSONNEL (1 or 2) 

NEW VISITOR (male) 

 

SETTING 

A scenic preserve. 
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Nate and Jen, 20s, stand at a railing. They stare out over 
the scenic view that unfolds in front of them. Jen is 
pointing out to a particular point on the horizon. Nate is 
caught up in the romance of the moment and is about to 
put his arm around her but stops himself. 

NATE 
It's... 

JEN 
I know... It's... 

NATE 
I don't wanna say beautiful, but... 

JEN 
That's the word for it. It's beautiful. 

NATE 
Have you ever seen anything like it? 

JEN 
Never. 

NATE 
On a calendar maybe. 

JEN 
A calendar? 

NATE 
Like one of those old paper calendars. 

JEN 
Oh. Right. (pointing in another direction, out) Look over there. 

NATE 
(looking in that direction) Wow. The canyon. Wow how deep do you think that is? 

JEN 
5,034 feet. 

NATE 
Down from the treeline. Are those? What kind of trees are those? 

JEN 
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I don't know. I don't know tree types. Are those trees? 

NATE 
Of course they're trees. What do you mean? 

JEN 
I'm not like, a, tree person. 

NATE 
Yes, but you know what a tree is. 

JEN 
Yes, I know what a tree is. 

NATE 
You're asking me if that's a tree. So I'm just making sure. 

JEN 
It's far away! I can't see it. 

NATE 
It's not that far away. 

JEN 
It's REALLY far away. 

NATE 
Do you have your eyes in? 

JEN 
What? 

NATE 
Your eyes. Are you eyes open? 

JEN 
You said do you have your eyes IN? 

NATE 
No I didn't. 

JEN 
Yes, you did. 

NATE 
Forget it. Forget it. Okay, I'm sorry. Let's just enjoy the view. 
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JEN 
I'm trying to. 

NATE 
Don't be upset. 

JEN 
I'm not. But don't tell me how to feel. If I want to be upset, I'll be upset. I don't need to, or 
am I interested in, taking commands from you about how to feel. I'll feel the way I want. 

(Nate is silent. She waits for him to say 
something.) 

JEN 
Now you have nothing to say? 

NATE 
I'm sorry. 

JEN 
That's it? 

NATE 
Those are pine trees. I think. They look like pine trees. See? 

(She looks.) 

JEN 
I guess. 

NATE 
Let's not fight. 

JEN 
You think I want to fight? 

NATE 
No. Well. Sometimes it seems like you do. 

JEN 
I don't start fights. I never start fights. 

(Suddenly they both duck, reacting to 
something flying overhead.) 

JEN 



 79 

Ahh! 

(Nate jumps up, but Jen still cowers!) 

NATE 
Wow!! 

JEN 
What was that?? 

NATE 
It's gone. It's gone. Look there it goes. 

(Nate watches it off.) 

NATE 
There it goes! 

JEN 
Is it gone? 

NATE 
It's gone. C'mon get up. It's okay. 

(He helps her up.) 

NATE 
That was incredible! 

JEN 
What was that? Was it a-- 

NATE 
A bird. 

JEN 
A bird? 

NATE 
It was definitely a bird. 

JEN 
Was it real? 

NATE 
Of course it was! 
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JEN 
Really? 

NATE 
I mean I'm assuming. You see how fast it came in? 

JEN 
I do not like flying things, birds or otherwise, being that close to my head. 

NATE 
Wow. That was-- I wonder what kind of bird that was. 

JEN 
The winged type. 

NATE 
I wish it landed nearby so we could see. Maybe it'll come back. 

JEN 
Let's hope not. 

(Comforting her, but not quite touching. She 
openly accepts his affection, still scared of 
the bird.) 

JEN 
They didn't say there was going to be birds. 

NATE 
I know, right? I definitely don't remember them saying that. 

JEN 
You'd think they would have. 

NATE 
There's a surprise around every corner. I didn't expect it to be this amazing. Did you? I 
mean I heard it was. That's why I wanted us to come here, obviously. This is more 
exciting than, I don't know, what was the other option? That place with the walls. 

JEN 
The maze? 

NATE 
Yeah the maze. 

JEN 
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Gigantic birds aside, it is better than a maze. 

NATE 
I mean look out there! Look! 

(They both look out.) 

NATE 
Doesn't it fill you with... doesn't it just fill you up. I feel so full. 

JEN 
It's so mysterious. 

NATE 
I feel like anything's possible. Like our whole lives are open and we could do anything. 
Go anywhere. See everything. Together. You know what I mean. 

JEN 
Uh huh. 

NATE 
You do? 

(Nate moves in closer to her, hesitates for a 
moment and then puts her arm around her 
and they look out. Their sweet moment is 
interrupted by: 

MA'AM, a seedy-looking woman, older. 
Kinda like a carnival ticket seller. She 
approaches the couple, politely but perfectly 
fine to interrupt them.) 

MA'AM 
Excuse me. 

(They don't notice her at first.) 

MA'AM 
Excuse me, folks. 

(She clears his throat. They turn.) 

MA'AM 
Very sorry to, ah... time's up. 
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(Jen looks to Nate. He smiles back at her 
embarrassed.) 

NATE 
You sure? Already? 

MA'AM 
Oh yes. Tic tock goes the clock. You know. 

NATE 
We uh paid to the 15th. 

MA'AM 
Yes, yes. (pulls out a pocket watch.) The 15th. 

(Nate pulls out a pocket watch.) 

NATE 
Oh. Went by fast. Uh... Can we just get another couple minutes? 

MA'AM 
'Fraid not. Especially not today. Plenty of other visitors with reservations. You know. It's 
a very popular spot. Very beautiful. 

NATE 
Yes. It is. If you'd just-- 

JEN 
That's alright. 

NATE 
No. Uh. Hold on. 

(Nate steps aside to talk to the woman. The 
woman plays along in their "secretive talk.") 

NATE 
Ma'am, just, uh, I need another couple of minutes. 

MA'AM 
We are very busy. 

NATE 
Two minutes more. 

MA'AM 
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You are already taking two minutes more. 

(Nate digs in his pocket.) 

NATE 
Here's for ten minutes. We'll only take two. 

MA'AM 
I have other-- 

NATE 
Here's for an hour. 

(Ma'am looks at the money.) 

MA'AM 
Two minutes. 

NATE 
Thank you. 

MA'AM 
I'll be back. 

(Ma'am leaves. Nate goes back over to Jen.) 

JEN 
Everything alright? 

NATE 
Sure, sure. Everything's fine. He agreed to let us stay a little longer.  

(Pause. They look out, and sigh pleasantly.) 

NATE 
Are you glad we came here? 

JEN 
(Snuggling closer to him.) Uhhuh. 

NATE 
Me too. Even with birds? 

JEN 
That was terrifying. 
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NATE 
Yeah it was. 

(They laugh.) 

NATE 
It's been a long time. Since we went to an away-place like this. 

JEN 
I can't remember when we last-- 

NATE 
Too long. There are so many away-places we could go. Together. Let's not wait so long 
next time. 

JEN 
Let's not. 

NATE 
We could save up. We could if we wanted to. I'm not talking about like tomorrow. I'm 
thinking bigger. Down the road. I want to plan a lifetime of adventures. Or at least a half-
lifetime, since we have already lived half. 

JEN 
Sounds nice. 

NATE 
Does it? 

JEN 
Of course. 

NATE 
A half-lifetime together. Would you want that? 

JEN 
What are you asking? 

NATE 
I'm asking... (finding the courage.) I'm asking-- 

(Ma'am has come near again. Nate looks at 
her for a second over Jen's shoulder. It 
throws him off, but he tries to continue.) 

NATE 
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I'm asking... 

JEN 
What? 

NATE 
I-- 

JEN 
Nate, what's wrong? 

(Nate turns to the woman. Jen turns.) 

NATE 
One more minute. 

MA'AM 
I can't do that. 

(Nate rushes over to her.) 

NATE 
Really? 

MA'AM 
Is there a problem? 

NATE 
No, no problem. Here. 

(Nate puts more payment in her hand.) 

MA'AM 
That's really not how this works. 

(Nate shoves more in her hand.) 

MA'AM 
One more minute. 

NATE 
Oh so that's how it works. 

MA'AM 
Tick tock. 
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(Nate rushes back over to Jen. The woman 
leaves.) 

JEN 
You okay? 

NATE 
Me? Oh, I'm fine. Everything is. How are you okay. 

JEN 
Yes. Nate. Did you give her more payment? 

NATE 
Uh. Yes. 

JEN 
How much? 

NATE 
It doesn't matter. 

JEN 
I hope not too much. 

NATE 
Aren't you having a nice time? 

JEN 
Yes. 

NATE 
Then that's all that matters. Now where were we? 

JEN 
You were trying to ask me a question? 

NATE 
Yes! 

JEN 
But you didn't. 

NATE 
Sorry. Yes. Yes. 

JEN 
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Maybe this isn't the right time. 

NATE 
What? No this is the perfect time. 

JEN 
If the time is up? 

NATE 
It's fine! 

JEN 
You seem really distracted. 

NATE 
Me. No. I'm focused. My question. For you. I was asking, if-- we were to-- 

(The woman comes back. Takes out her 
watch.) 

NATE 
That is, what I want to know is-- would you, uh... excuse me one second. 

(Nate rushes over. Shoves more payment in 
the woman's hand. A silent argument 
ensues. Jen tries not to watch.) 

MA'AM 
Thirty seconds. 

NATE 
That's all I need. 

MA'AM 
You sure? 

NATE 
Shut up! 

(The woman looks at his watch. Nate bolts 
back over to Jen.) 

NATE 
Sorry. 

JEN 
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Your question. 

NATE 
Sorry. 

(Nate slaps himself to focus.) 

JEN 
We should go. 

NATE 
I'm fine. 

JEN 
You just-- 

(Nate gets down on one knee.) 

NATE 
Jen, will you-- 

MA'AM 
Time! 

JEN 
No! 

NATE 
No? 

JEN 
No to her, not to you. 

NATE 
But you don't know my question. 

MA'AM 
Security! 

NATE 
Hold on. 

(Nate rushes over to the woman, throws 
money at her.) 

MA'AM 
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That's not how this works. 

NATE 
(losing his mind:) No?! No, it's not! Then how does it work?? Cause it seemed to work 
like that ten seconds ago. 

MA'AM 
Security! 

(Nate sees some security coming.) 

NATE 
Ah! 

(He runs back to Jen, sliding down on to one 
knee.) 

NATE 
Jen! 

JEN 
Yes? 

(One or two SECURITY personnel arrive. 
Ma'am points to Nate. They go to grab him.) 

NATE 
Will you be my half-life mate? 

JEN 
I don't know. 

NATE 
What? 

JEN 
I need some more time. 

(The security begins to drag Nate off.) 

NATE 
We don't have any more time! 

JEN 
I'm feeling very rushed. 
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MA'AM 
I would too. 

NATE 
Stay out of it! (to Jen) I love you! Jen! 

(Jen tries to go to Nate. Ma'am holds up her 
hand. Jen stops where she is.) 

JEN 
Okay - yes! Nate - yes! 

NATE 
(from off) Yes! 

(Ma'am is left with Jen.) 

MA'AM 
How romantic. 

JEN 
I thought so. 

(Ma'am goes over to Jen, and presses an 
unseen button on the back of her head. She 
"Powers down." She resets Jen back at the 
railing where she was at the beginning of the 
scene, pointing out.) 

(A NEW VISITOR enters, another young 
man. He hands Ma'am a ticket.) 

MA'AM 
Fifteen. 

(Ma'am leaves. The Visitor nods and takes 
his place next to Jen, looking out at the 
view.) 

VISITOR 
Oh wow! 

(Lights down. A bird screech.) 

THE END. 
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THE END 

 

 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 

CHARLIE 

MEGAN 

JO 

DEAN 

STORM MAN (or woman) 

 

SETTING 

A motel lobby. 
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A MOTEL LOBBY - Day.  One of those independently-
owned and operated motels off of Route whatever 
somewhere in the middle of our vast country. The only 
place for miles. They probably serve breakfast and 
change tires, too - maybe in their heyday even had a slot 
machine. But it is dead now - empty and eerily quite and 
ominously dark from a thunder storm. 

DEAN and JO enter from the outside, wet and ragged - 
clearly unprepared in dress or demeanor for the sudden 
storm. They're in their 30s-40s, they're dressed up for a 
party. Over the following, they shake off their coats, 
stomp their feet on the mat, etc tryin to recover. 

DEAN 
That came up fast! 

JO 
I'll say! Look at me I'm a wreck. 

(Looking back out the window to the sky:) 

DEAN 
We're lucky we made it off the road in time. 

JO 
What time is it anyway? We're never going to make it on time now. 

DEAN 
That's the least of my worries. 

JO 
I know. Look at my dress. It's probably ruined. 

(They look around the place. She makes a 
face to Dean - that it's rundown.) 

DEAN 
You want to venture out again? 

(JO doesn't respond. He takes that as a 'no'.) 

DEAN 
I didn't think so. 
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(He looks around the "counter" or behind a 
curtain.) 

DEAN 
Hello? Anyone here? 

JO 
We're in the lobby afterall. You'd think there'd be someone-- 

DEAN 
I know, right? We could rob the place if we wanted. 

JO 
Dean, please. What if someone heard you, that's all we need. 

DEAN 
You don't think we could pull off a Bonnie and Clyde act? I do. 

(He searches some more. Finds an attendant 
bell. Rings it. They wait. He's about to ring 
it again when-- 

MEGAN and CHARLIE blow in from the 
outside. Also in their 30's-40s, they're more 
plainly and practically dressed. But still, 
they were caught off guard by the severity of 
the storm. Megan comes in and retreats to a 
corner, while Charlie struggles to close the 
door.) 

DEAN 
Pickin' up out there, huh? 

CHARLIE 
You're not jokin. (to Megan:) You alright? 

(She nods.) 

CHARLIE 
Why don't you take off your coat, you're all wet. 

MEGAN 
I said I'm fine. 

DEAN 
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Say, do you guys happen to know if anyone works in this joint? We've been waiting and 
rang the bell, but all we got is crickets. 

JO 
Cup of coffee would be nice. This is the lobby, can you believe it? 

CHARLIE 
Oh, I don't know the place. We were just on our way to-- 

MEGAN 
Charlie. 

CHARLIE 
Huh? 

JO 
And we haven't any service out here either. 

CHARLIE 
No, no service out here. 

DEAN 
You from around here? 

CHARLIE 
Not far. Not far. 

DEAN 
It was hailing, did you see that hail? 

CHARLIE 
I did. 

DEAN 
It looked like a tornado! 

CHARLIE 
It did. Yeah, I'm not one to pull off, but Megan, she-- 

(Megan has been looking out the window. 
Charlie joins her.) 

MEGAN 
It came in so fast. Too fast. 

CHARLIE 
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Don't be scared. 

MEGAN 
I'm not. I'm calm. I've never felt so calm in the entire life. 

JO 
I told him we shoulda stayed on the main highway, but he had to see the scenic route. 

DEAN 
Who wants to drive on a boring highway! Not when there's so much of our beautiful 
country to see. 

JO 
Yeah real beautiful. You realize at this point, we're going to miss the ceremony. 

DEAN 
Her sister's getting married. I'm not in a rush. 

JO 
Look for someone. Do something please. Ring the bell. 

(Coming away from the window:) 

CHARLIE 
Yeah still looks pretty bad out there. 

JO 
It smells in here, doesn't it? Like rotten eggs. 

MEGAN 
That's sulfur. 

(Dean rings the bell again. They wait. 
Nothing.) 

JO 
I've never been so-- 

(A young man frantically enters. He has a 
crazed look in his eye. He comes in and 
quickly shuts the door behind him, leaning 
against it.) 

STORMAN 
It's a tornado! 
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(Jo screams! They all run to the window.) 

STORMAN 
A very powerful one. There's nothing you can do to stop it. 

DEAN 
There - look! That's the one I saw. Looked just like it. 

JO 
That's it. 

CHARLIE 
That's a tornado alright. We should get away from the windows. 

MEGAN 
It's moving in the other direction. 

JO 
How do you know that? 

(During this last section, the Storm Man has 
run out another exit.) 

CHARLIE 
(to the Storm man:) Could ya tell what direction it was movin? 

(He looks for the storm man but he is gone.) 

CHARLIE 
Say where'd he go? 

(Dean looks around.) 

DEAN 
He's gone. I bet he owns the place. 

JO 
He was just a kid. 

DEAN 
What should we do? Suppose there's a basement or a cellar we should get down to? 

CHARLIE 
That's probably a good idea. Wish I knew which direction it was going? 

MEGAN 
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It doesn't matter. 

DEAN 
Maybe that's where the proprietor is. Do you think? 

JO 
We have to do something! 

DEAN 
You keep saying that but don't have any ideas. 

JO 
Ring the bell! 

DEAN 
I already rang the bell! 

CHARLIE 
Let me see if I can find a way to the basement. 

(He leaves out the backway. Megan continues 
to look out the window.) 

DEAN 
Is it getting close? 

MEGAN 
Does that matter? 

DEAN 
What? 

JO 
Of course it matters! 

(Charlie comes back.) 

CHARLIE 
There's two doors but they're both locked. 

DEAN 
What's with this place! 

(He rings the bell several times.) 

JO 
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That outta do it! 

CHARLIE 
There's gotta be some storm doors outside. 

MEGAN 
You can't go outside. 

(The same man from before enters again from 
the front. Same crazed look in his eye. 
Closes the door and leans against it again in 
the same way.) 

STORMAN 
It's a tornado! 

(Jo screams! They all run to the window 
again.) 

STORMAN 
A very powerful one. There's nothing you can do to stop it. 

(Overlapping:) 

DEAN 
Where'd you go before? We were looking for you. 

CHARLIE 
Where's the entrance to the basement? 

JO 
Aren't we supposed to get away from the windows? 

DEAN 
Good idea. 

MEGAN 
It doesn't matter. 

(Jo and Dean back away.) 

JO 
See I have good ideas! 

DEAN 
Yes you do. 
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(They give a little hug or kiss.) 

CHARLIE 
Is it getting closer? 

(The storm man has been walking away off to 
the other exit.) 

CHARLIE 
Hey fella - where are you going? 

(He's gone. Charlie follows him off, but 
immediately comes back, a little shaken up.) 

DEAN 
Where'd he go? 

CHARLIE 
Through one of the doors. 

DEAN 
I thought you said they were locked. 

CHARLIE 
They were. 

JO 
He must've used a key. 

CHARLIE 
No he didn't. I watched him. He turned the handle and opened it. Calm as can be. Then I 
tried it. And it was locked. Wouldn't budge a bit. And I'm not a weak man. 

DEAN 
He must work here. He must know some special way to turn it. 

MEGAN 
He doesn't. 

JO 
How do you know, huh? How do you know so much? What aren't you tellin us? 

CHARLIE 
Leave her alone. 

JO 
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If she knows something she should tell us. 

(Charlie has made his way back to the 
window.) 

JO 
Dean, let's just go back to our car. We're safer there than in here. 

MEGAN 
You can't. 

JO 
What do you mean we can't? Who are you to say? 

(Jo goes to the front door and tries to open it.) 

DEAN 
Jo-- 

(But it's locked. She checks the locks.) 

JO 
It won't open! What is going on with this dump! 

(She goes back over to the counter and starts 
searching.) 

JO 
There's gotta be a phone or something! 

DEAN 
I already checked. 

JO 
This is absurd! 

(She rings the bell.) 

JO 
Hello? Hello? Hello? 

(She keeps ringing the bell.) 

JO 
Keys, Dean! Look for keys! 
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DEAN 
(Defeated:) I already did. 

CHARLIE 
Something's not right... 

(The man enters again from the outside, 
exactly the same as before.) 

STORMAN 
It's a tornado! 

(Noone screams this time. They just stare at 
him.) 

STORMAN 
A very powerful one. There's nothing you can do to stop it. 

DEAN 
I thought it was locked. 

JO 
It was. 

CHARLIE 
What's going on here? 

(The man begins to walk off, like before. 
Dean gets in his way.) 

DEAN 
Not so fast, pal. Is this your idea of a sick joke? 

(The man tries to keep walking. Charlie grabs 
his other arm.) 

DEAN 
Why do you keep coming in here?! 

(The Storm man is puzzled.) 

STORMAN 
It's a tornado. 

JO 
Liar! He's lying. 
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STORMAN 
A very powerful one. 

DEAN 
You just came in here a minute ago blathering about the same thing. And two minutes 
before that.  

CHARLIE 
Why do you keep coming in here? 

STORMAN 
There's nothing you can do to stop it. 

JO 
I bet he works here! He heard us ringing the bell! He's making a fool of us! 

STORMAN 
(sad) It's a tornado. 

(Megan approaches the Storman and takes his 
hand. Dean and Charlie let him go.) 

MEGAN 
The tornado already came through here didn't it. 

STORMAN 
A very powerful one. 

MEGAN 
While we was on the road. Still in our cars. 

JO 
--What are you two nuts talkin about?-- 

STORMAN 
Nothin you can do to stop it. 

MEGAN 
(to the others:) I told you it doesn't matter. 

JO 
(to Dean:) What's he sayin'? I don't understand. 

(Charlie has backed away to the window.) 

CHARLIE 



 103 

The storm's not comin... it's goin. 

MEGAN 
It's gone. 

CHARLIE 
We're gone. Aren't we? 

(Megan nods. The Storm Man wanders off 
again out the back, and he's gone.) 

MEGAN 
C'mon, let's go. 

(Megan holds out her to hand to Charlie. He 
pulls away.)  

CHARLIE 
Maybe I don't wanna. Maybe I'm set to stay right here and find a way out of this place. 

MEGAN 
The struggle's all over now. 

CHARLIE 
Maybe there's a chance. We can go back to the car, and drive. I don't know where. We 
can go home. And it won't be like it was, I swear it Meg, it'll be better. 

MEGAN 
It will be better. But we can't go home. Now take my hand. 

(She holds it out. He hesitates, then takes it, 
then they walk out the way the Storm Man 
left.) 

JO 
Hey! Hey! You can't go out that way! 

DEAN 
Jo- wait! 

(Jo follows them but immediately comes 
back.) 

DEAN 
They gone, too? 
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JO 
What's happened? I'm scared. 

DEAN 
I don't know. But maybe there's not a reason to be scared. 

(Jo goes to Dean. They hold each other.) 

DEAN 
The storm did come in fast, didn't it? 

JO 
There was nothing we could do. 

DEAN 
I'm sorry. 

JO 
No. I liked the scenic route. Really, I did. I'm glad we went that way. 

DEAN 
Good. Me too. (Pause.) Let's go. We'll see what's around the bend. 

(Dean and Jo take hands and walk out the 
back.) 

(Blinding light.) 

THE END 

 
 

 
 

 



 105 

THE GIFT, Part 3 

(ELLIOT and AMY still in the same spot. After the "The 
End" finishes, Elliot closes the book.) 

AMY 
One more. 

ELLIOT 
Really? 

AMY 
C'mon. 

(Elliot can't resist. He flips back to where 
they left off.) 

ELLIOT 
Alright. Last one. (Reading:) "The Beginning. A barren field where buildings once stood. 
Elliot and Amy, a happy couple--" 

(He stops, turns to Amy.) 

ELLIOT 
Is this a joke? 

AMY 
What? C'mon, read it. 

ELLIOT 
I was reading it. (starting to panic:) That's what it says. It says our names. It says we're 
here. Did Ray do this? Did he know we were coming here? 

AMY 
What? No. It was my idea. 

ELLIOT 
Then why does it say that? 

AMY 
Let me see. 

(She takes the book and scans down the 
page.) 

AMY 
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(Reading:) "Amy knelt down to touch the ground, letting the dust slip through her 
fingers, like time. The buildings were gone. The sidewalks. Everything. She looked up at 
Elliot as he fumbled with his phone and she knew that the man he used to be, was gone 
too..." 

ELLIOT 
Why would you write that? 

AMY 
I didn't. 

ELLIOT 
Then who did? 

AMY 
I don't know. 

(She turns a couple of pages, scanning down 
and then stops and abruptly shuts the book.) 

ELLIOT 
Why did you get this book? Why did you bring me here? 

AMY 
I didn't know. It was a gift. (clearly disturbed by what she read:) Let's leave. 

ELLIOT 
Now you want to leave? 

AMY 
You were right, okay? We shouldn't have this. 

ELLIOT 
What does the rest of the story say? 

AMY 
Nothing. 

ELLIOT 
Give it to me. 

AMY 
No. 

ELLIOT 
I want to know what happens. In the story. I want to know what happens to us. 
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AMY 
No you don't. 

ELLIOT 
What does it say? 

AMY 
It says we leave. 

ELLIOT 
That's it? 

AMY 
It says we try to leave. 

ELLIOT 
What do you mean? 

(The sound again from before. Overhead, but 
closer. They duck.) 

ELLIOT 
Quick bury it! 

AMY 
There's not time. 

ELLIOT 
Give it to me. 

AMY 
No! 

(There are more noises from off. A muffled 
radio/loudspeaker. They're surrounded. 
Elliot grabs the book from her, flips through 
the pages to the end.) 

AMY 
Elliot, don't. 

ELLIOT 
I have to know. 

(He reaches the end of the story, and drops it. 
Looks at her. Takes her hand.) 
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ELLIOT 
Run! 

(They do. They manage to run off, but there 
are other voices building to a commotion. A 
violent noise and a scream. And then 
nothing.) 

(After a moment, an ENFORCER enters and 
walks over to the book. The Enforcer can be 
a clean and crisp officer or a grimy bounty 
hunter. The Enforcer picks up the book and 
reads the end. Smiles and snaps it shut: 
Black out.) 

 


