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CHARACTERS

NOT AT ALL AN INTERACTIVE SHOW by Layla El

NARRATOR An old man in a shabby suit.

DURESS A young man in a nice suit.

BUYERS 2-4 business people interested in buying the theatre.

SHELLS by Nadia Dabzadeh

ROLLI A friendly hermit crab.

LOLLI A no-nonsense hermit crab.

CONE The new (and grumpy) hermit crab in town.

TIT FOR TAT by Emily Perez

CONNOR A younger brother with a lesson to learn.

ROSE The older sister with a mind of her own.

IRIS Their caring, if overbearing, mother.

HEWITT Their understanding father.

WRITTEN by Michael Martinez

MANNY Manny "The Damn" Namus, a scruffy older homeless 
man with a passion for hip hop.

JENNY Jenny "Miss Da-Meaner" Escobar. A young Latina 
runaway.

DJ A mute.

TOM A young, white, hipster.



D&D-Tension by Kyle Woodcock

CARSON Problem student.

BRIAN Nerd.

CLAIRE Pretty, popular girl.

ANDREW Track star.

MR. CAMPBELL Drama teacher (also plays Gulrog, Waitress, Nobleman, 
Guard, and Kar the Elder).

SASHA FENG Big, burly half-or wielding a giant axe.

CONRAD LONGFELLOW Short dwarf with a feathered cap and a lute.

PIERRE LEFLEUR Beautiful male elf with long black hair.

BELLA LUNA by Kristen Russo

MR. RICHARD Dance class instructor.

MS. ROMANO The elderly owner of the dance studio.

ERIC A loving fiancé.

YOUNG MS. ROMANO A past version of Ms. Romano.

YOUNG MR. ROMANO A memory of her deceased husband.

DANCERS A few background dancers.



SETTING

NOT AT ALL AN INTERACTIVE SHOW by Layla El
A bare stage.

SHELLS by Nadia Dabzadeh
A hermit crab village in a magical forest.

TIT FOR TAT by Emily Perez
The Johnson family open-plan kitchen and living room.

WRITTEN by Michael Martinez
A back alley and Venice Beach.

D&D-TENSION by Kyle Woodcock
A school classroom.

BELLA LUNA by Kristen Russo
A dance studio.
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LIT, EMPTY STAGE. An old man walks out to the 
very front of the stage, the tip of his shoes spilling 
over the edge. He wears a torn suit that leaves 
remnants on the floor behind him as he walks. He 
pulls a microphone out of his suit and starts to talk.

NARRATOR
Call me: Narrator. That would be most appropriate, as I  will tell you a 
story and you will, hopefully, listen to it.  Know now that this is all pure 
nonsense. So those who expect otherwise should now take a moment to 
check your tickets and make sure the show you came for is "Not At All An 
Interactive Show." Yes, yes. Can everybody do that, please?

Beat.

NARRATOR (cont'd)
Now, we can begin the show. I-I don't know what the delay is...um.

Music starts (kind of sounds like Tom and Jerry) 
and Narrator stumbles off stage. The music is 
abruptly stopped and there is a loud scream. Lights 
dim up a bit. A young man comes from behind the 
curtain and looks around, suspiciously. He is 
wearing a suit that is the exact same as Narrator's, 
but intact. He walks up to the very edge the stage 
and grins at the audience.

DURESS
Hello there. You can call me, Duress. Forgive me, the  show will start in a 
minute, but first...You must accept my apology for the sound you heard 
backstage, one of our actresses had a fright. It seems someone has broken 
into the theater. What's even worse is that tonight might be the last show 
this theater will put on. The reviews have gone down quite drastically and 
this place is threatened with demolition. So, tonight's show must go on 
without a hitch. Of course you all know your jobs. Laugh at everything, 
walk out of here smiling and write 5 star reviews of tonight's show. Not 
one long face.Now! Ladies and Gentlemen, stay in your seats. I will get to  
the bottom of this, and in the meantime you can enjoy the show "All 
Interactive"!

There is a loud clatter backstage and Duress runs 
behind the red curtain. A second later Narrator 
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comes out with four people following him.

NARRATOR
And this here is the stage... plenty of room you see... for... um...And over 
here... um... don't mind them. Quite a nosy bunch.

The four people turn their backs to the audience and 
"inspect" the red curtain at the back of the stage. 
Narrator quickly leans down to audience.

NARRATOR (cont'd)
I better go and leave you to the show. But, first... there is someone trying 
to sabotage the show. You might have seen him toddling around here 
giving orders like he's some sort of boss baby. He wants to find me and 
kick me out of here. Thinks he's the one running the show. He doesn't 
know just yet, but he's too young to know anything, you know... So, when 
he comes out here and asks if you all have seen me, just shake your 
heads: no. That way, I can sort all this funny business out and we can get 
on with the show.

A door slams.

NARRATOR (cont'd)
I'm counting on you all!

Narrator runs behind the red curtain. Not a second 
later, Duress stomps quickly towards the edge of the 
audience out of breath.

DURESS
Did you see him?! I heard him! He was here wasn't he? Don't mind them. 
Those old farts want to buy this theater. They want to turn it into a clinic 
or something horrible  like that. How despicable! To tear this down would 
mean the end of an era not yet begun. And could you imagine?! Diseased 
throats spreading bacteria through their loud, crusty pipes. The aged skin 
of stinking, wort-ridden buttocks flapping together up and down the 
aisles. It's a nightmare to just think about, I know. But, don't worry. It'd be 
over my dead body that such a thing like that should ever happen. And  
I'll see to it that I never die! 

He turns to the four people.
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DURESS (cont'd)
Excuse me! I am terribly sorry. There must've been some confusion, you 
see, this is a stage and we are getting ready for a show. Just come with me 
this way...

Duress pushes the four people off the stage before 
they can interject and runs back to the edge of the 
stage.

DURESS (cont'd)
This has gone on long enough. I haven't been completely honest with you 
all. There hasn't really been a break in. You could say, there's been a break 
OUT. It's nothing, really. Just one of our, apparently, oldest employees 
was supposed to leave the theater years ago, but he refuses to retire. The 
older he gets the worse the shows are run. They become disasters. So, he 
was given a simpler task to perform in the furthest corner from the stage. 
Ticket holder or something like that. Now, I run the shows--

Music abruptly starts playing (sounds like Adagio 
in strings).

DURESS (cont'd)
See? He's messing with the sound equipment, now. I will  find him this 
time and before you know it we will be on with the show!

Duress disappears behind the red curtain. Narrator 
comes out and stops at the edge of the stage.

NARRATOR
That should keep him distracted for a while. Now, on with the show! Yes, 
yes. Let's see... How did it go? Oh! Right... um... two... um...star-crossed 
lovers--

The music abruptly stops playing and a spotlight is 
shown on Narrator. A few door slams are heard.

NARRATOR (cont'd)
Remember, you didn't see me!

Narrator runs behind the red curtain and at the 
same time Duress runs out.
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DURESS
I saw him that time! I had a spotlight right on him! But where--where'd he 
go? Did any of you see him? Just point to where--

Duress sits down on the stage and the four people 
from earlier come out from behind the red curtain all 
arguing incoherently. Duress gets up and faces 
them.

DURESS (cont'd)
Excuse me! Excuse me.

Narrator comes from behind the red curtain.

NARRATOR
Alright, settle down you bland bags of barf, none of you  are buying this 
theater. I am.

DURESS
You! Do calm down everyone, I found him. I'll handle this with the utmost 
decency.

Narrator winks to the audience.

NARRATOR
Now, now--

DURESS
Get out! Get out! Get out! Get out!

NARRATOR
See, that's what I was trying to tell them.

DURESS
No. No. Don't you talk to them. All of you out. Get out.

Duress guides the four people off the stage.

NARRATOR
See, I was always worried about this boy. He repeats himself quite a lot. 
Told him once to check that out. Kind of reminds me of me when I was 
young. With barely a hair on my face, I made a promise to myself that I 
would dedicate my life to this theater.
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DURESS
So did I...wait, no. Now, listen you old fart it's time for you to leave. You're 
disturbing the show--

NARRATOR
I was apparently rude, too, I guess. But then that was part of the character 
I always played. See, I was an actor before my promotion.

DURESS
So was I...Wait, no. You listen to me, Narrator. Your... minutes were 
numbered once you walked out here. I see you now, so there is no point in 
going on. I do appreciate your efforts to handle the buyers, but I have 
everything under control. Now let's leave these very patient people to 
watch the show they paid--

Music (Circle of Life) starts playing.

NARRATOR
Oh, right! That's where I was... um oh yes. Now Jasmine  had just drank 
the sleeping potion and Aladdin was horrified--

DURESS
What are doing?!

Music stops playing.

DURESS (cont'd)
Stop acting like I'm not here, like I can't see you! I can see you! Everybody 
can see you! And that? That's three different stories! And what happened 
to your suit. What are you--You see him, right?! Are you seeing this?! You 
see him. You do.

NARRATOR
Harassing this fine audience won't do any good. You might as well give up 
now. Regarding my suit, you don't expect me to phase through timelines 
and come through untouched, do you? It doesn't work like that.

DURESS
What!?!

NARRATOR
Now, what we NEED to focus on is diverting those sacks of fat from this 
theater. I suggest telling them it's haunted. I used to think it was haunted.

Kirin McCrory
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DURESS
Oh fine, sure. But that's MY job. And telling them it's haunted is out of the 
question.

NARRATOR
It worked on you, your first day. Thought there were ghosts everywhere. 
Though, it did hurt your psyche. Went all downhill from there.

DURESS
My psyche? Your head's been scrambled ever since I can remember.

NARRATOR
Of course, if that plan fails we can reveal that the  theater has already been 
bought.

DURESS
That plan will fail and we mustn't lie. It doesn't  matter anymore, now. You 
have ruined everything.

NARRATOR
It's a wonder how I got anywhere in life. I guess I was a bit flaky as a 
young man. One minute, I knew everything and the next it was chaos.

DURESS
You're the cause of this chaos AND stress!

NARRATOR
Am I Duress?

DURESS
Yes!

NARRATOR
If we all work together, we can save this theater and hopefully, this young 
man's mind.

DURESS
Please stop talking to the audience.

NARRATOR
This is the plan: When those idiot buffets come back, I want you to all start 
laughing and clapping so's to make it look like the end of a celebration 
speech, and that's when I announce that I have bought this theater.

Kirin McCrory
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DURESS
It's not going to work. You don't have to listen to him.

NARRATOR
Please, don't disturb the audience while they prepare. This is their debut 
performance.

DURESS
This isn't going to--

A door slam can be heard from behind the curtain.

NARRATOR
All right, now everybody!

The four people walk out from behind the curtain. 
Narrator faces the audience, making grand gestures 
with his hands. Duress moves to say something, but 
stays silent.

NARRATOR (cont'd)
Thank you, thank you! It's been my dream to own this  theater and now it's 
finally come true. I've worked here since I was a boy. I started with 
capturing rats in the basement, to chasing ghosts in the corridors, to acting 
in shows, to managing the stage, and now, to fulfilling my lifelong vow to 
protect this theater. I hope I can service this place and you all just as I've 
been doing all these years.

Beat. The four people leave one by one.

DURESS
Wow. That was a good speech. Too bad it's not true.

NARRATOR
What's not true? I mean, how did you know?

DURESS
What do you mean how do I know? You've barely enough money to keep 
a suit!

NARRATOR
Of course, of course. The lie was that I bought the theater. I'm still not 
leaving this place. They're going to tear it down.
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DURESS
I know, but how can we stop it? I'm not leaving it either.

NARRATOR
Buy it. Buy this theater.

DURESS
I haven't the money.

NARRATOR
You don't need money, just pretend you have it, like I did. That way you 
buy a little time.

DURESS
Sorry, but I don't think that's going to work.

NARRATOR
Quit buying new suits and save for it.

DURESS
Hey, I wish that be enough. I wouldn't leave this place either. See, I've 
been here since I was a boy, as well. I also caught rats in the basement. I 
can't believe they would tear this place down.

NARRATOR
And to be made into a clinic at that.

DURESS
Despicable.

Duress and Narrator chuckle for a bit.

DURESS (cont'd)
I guess you'll all want to have a word with the manager.  The real one, that 
is. Sorry, again, about the delay.

Duress turns to the red curtain to leave.

NARRATOR
Swear.

DURESS
Swear, what?
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NARRATOR
To never let them tear this place down, and if they do it will only be over 
your dead body. That you'll do anything and everything to keep that from 
happening. Melt mountains, freeze oceans--

DURESS
I wish it worked like that.

NARRATOR
--create a time machine, and even if you can't cheat death,  go back even if 
it's just for one last--

DURESS
Narrator! It doesn't work like that.

Duress leaves. Narrator walk up to the edge of the 
stage.

NARRATOR
One last night, to relive a golden day or stop myself from making a 
promise I couldn't keep in the end. I always  thought I would work here 
forever, that this place would be as permanent as the sky. But, I guess it 
doesn't work like that. That's why I sabotaged the shows every now and 
again, so I can learn that it doesn't work like that. Nothing is immortal, not 
even a promise. Bravo. You all did very well. When you do look back on 
your flawless performance tonight, try to forget the cold  medicine cabinets 
that will probably replace your seats. Remember that a dream was let go of 
today and a promise was honored, by  not being made at all. And though it 
seemed we were under  stress, I think we handled it well. Or at least, we 
will. I don't know. I don't know how these things work, but I have to get 
back. Please forgive the delay and enjoy the show. Thank you.

A conjumble of music tracks play at once and 
Narrator exits the stage.

End of play.
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The light shines on the setting of a magical forest, 
with many living areas to signify a village. Rolli 
walks across the stage whilst greeting everyone.

ROLLI
Hello Ms. Tollie! Lovely weather it is today! My oh my Mr. Torri that shine 
is looking great! Lolli! Hey Lolli!

LOLLI
Hey Rolli. What are you up to today?

ROLLI
Just setting up for the festishell! I still can't believe we're being trusted to 
host it this year, it seems just like yesterday we weren't even old enough to 
go on half of the rides!

LOLLI
What about you? I know, I thought we still had a few more years until we 
were even able to just give a helping hand! I'm just trying to get some 
things from the market before that new crab shows up.

ROLLI
New crab?!

LOLLI
Don't get too excited Rolli, he's not like the other crabs.

ROLLI
We should invite him to the celebration!

LOLLI
I don't think... look, you can see for yourself.

ROLLI
Okay! I wonder what their favorite color is. What if its blue?

Cone enters.

LOLLI 
Oh, he's early.

ROLLI
That's them?!
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Rolli runs over to Cone, whose shell is gray and 
cracked.

ROLLI (cont'd)
Hello! My name is Rolli! I am one of your many new friends in Herma! 
Everyone will be very glad to meet you! What is your name?

Cone walks the other way abruptly.

ROLLI (cont'd)
Can.. can he hear me?

LOLLI
Yup.

ROLLI
Did he think I was talking to someone else maybe?

LOLLI
Nope.

ROLLI
(touching Cone's shoulder)
Hey!

CONE
Get your hands off me!

ROLLI
Oh! I'm sorry.

Cone scoffs and walks away.

LOLLI
Don't take it to heart.

ROLLI
Did I say something wrong?...

Lolli pats Rolli's shoulder comfortingly and exits. 
Time passes--Rolli obsessively flips through books, 
paces, agonizes about why Cone doesn't like her. 
Lolli reenters.

Kirin McCrory
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LOLLI
This isn't healthy Rolli. The others are worried. What are you even 
reading?

ROLLI
A book.

LOLLI
Huh. A book, let me see. Rolli, you are the most social hermit crab in 
Herma, why are you reading a book on how to make friends?

ROLLI
Because of that new crab! Why doesn't he like me?

LOLLI
Oh, Rolli.

ROLLI
Do you think maybe.. he's heard something about us? Maybe other 
villages don't like us as much as we think they do?

LOLLI
Based on all of the gifts and letters we've gotten every year from them, I 
doubt it.

ROLLI
Then what is it? Is it our shells? Are they too big? Too colorful? Not shiny 
enough?

LOLLI
Why is this eating you up so much?

ROLLI
I made a promise to myself to befriend every single person I would meet, 
that everyone would be my friend.

LOLLI
The amount of friends you have shouldn't matter. The reason why people 
like you is because you are comfortable with who you are. This... this is 
not you, you're trying to change the way you are for someone, and even if 
you did become friends, it wouldn't be with the real you. Is that really 
what you want?
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ROLLI
(hugging Lolli)
Thank you. What should I do about this then?

LOLLI
We should go to Cone and just talk to him, that's the best way to 
understand someone.

They walk over to Cone's house.

ROLLI
Will he even let us in?

LOLLI
We have to at least try. 

Lolli knocks on door. Cone opens it.

CONE
What do you want?

LOLLI
Hi. We need to talk.

CONE
About?

LOLLI
We wanted to know what was wrong.

CONE
Huh? With what?

LOLLI
With you! You haven't talked to a single person here. We really do want to 
be your friend but it's hard if we know nothing about you. Why don't you 
want to talk to us?

CONE
What do you mean?!

ROLLI
All we want to do is be your friend!

Kirin McCrory
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CONE
I think its time y'all leave.

ROLLI
Is it because of our shells? Our community? Our huts?

CONE
Not even close.

LOLLI
Then what is it ya slime?!

ROLLI
Lolli!!

LOLLI
I'm sorry for my language but this is just ridiculous! Why are you here in 
Herma if you don't like any of us?!

CONE
Who said I didn't like you guys?!

ROLLI
Wait what.

CONE
I don't dislike any of you. If you knew where I came from you would 
understand.

LOLLI
Well?

CONE
Look, I come from where the sun don't shine. Where people greet each 
other with words like slime and trash shell. Over here you guys are so 
different its hard to adjust! It's not that I don't like you guys I just need to 
get used to it.

ROLLI
Is that why you flipped when I touched your shoulder?

CONE
Where I come from nobody touches another crab unless it's to fight.
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ROLLI
Well I'm glad this is kind of settled. But why are you here then?

CONE
Because I want to get away from people like that. I was tired of living in 
fear, always in a bad mood. I need time to adjust but I at least want to try. I 
hope you guys can understand.

LOLLI
Wow, we're sorry for being such sluggers to you, we never knew.

CONE
Ain't nothing to it.

ROLLI
Well, we should get going, I need to get to the market to get some supplies 
for the festishell!

CONE
Wait! I have to start somewhere...can I join?

LOLLI
Sure. We could use an extra hand!

The lights go down as they leave.
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We are in the Johnson's open living room. There is a 
modern style to the decor; the house was obviously 
decorated by the mother, Iris. On the kitchen 
counter is a toaster, which starts to smoke up and 
burn. Connor strolls in wearing a wife beater and 
shorts; he notices the burning  toaster.

CONNOR
SHIT!

As CONNOR tends to the toaster ROSE walks in 
wearing an oversized shirt, eyes glued to her phone, 
oblivious to the escapade in the kitchen.

ROSE
Woah where's the fire?

CONNOR
In front of your face if you looked up for once!

ROSE
Ooooh mom's gonna kill you. That's the second  toaster you broke.

CONNOR
Ok, I broke the microwave last time not the toaster!

ROSE
Right, the damn cinnamon roll.

CONNOR:
I thought a minute was a safe bet--

ROSE
But it exploded at the 40 second mark. Yea I know I  was there.

CONNOR
Are you gonna help me or not?

ROSE
Nope you can fix it, I believe in you little bro!

Offstage a female groan can be heard.

Kirin McCrory
TIT FOR TAT by Emily Perez



17.

IRIS
CONNOR WHAT DID YOU BURN THIS TIME?

CONNOR
... Toast.

IRIS walks in wearing curlers, slippers, and a  robe. 
She sighs at the sight of her ruined toaster.

IRIS
I really need you to learn to cook so you won't  burn down your own 
house when you move out.

CONNOR
Don't worry mom, I'll just get a hot wife and  she'll cook for me; the way 
life should be.

IRIS is a bit shocked. ROSE starts walking  towards 
the bedrooms in irritation.

ROSE
Well, now we are five minutes behind and we only  have 10 minutes to get 
ready and get to the bus!

CONNOR
I'll be ready in 5, can't say the same for you  though, you got a lot of work 
to do.

ROSE
Screw you, Connor.

As the children leave to their rooms, HEWITT  
walks in wearing a uniform, boots, and a tool belt.

HEWITT
Morning honey! Would you mind making me some toast?

IRIS
Connor broke the toaster.

HEWITT
How that boy manages to break everything is beyond me.

Kirin McCrory
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IRIS
Ah... kids.

HEWITT
They are the worst.

IRIS
Is it too late to skip out on 'em?

HEWITT
Iris!

IRIS
What? I'm just joking!

CONNOR walks back in, the only difference is  that 
he's wearing a T-shirt and has a backpack.

IRIS (cont'd)
Did you change your socks at least?

CONNOR
Nah my socks didn't smell.

IRIS
That's gross Connor.

ROSE walks in wearing a baggy shirt, jeans, and 
sneakers.

IRIS
You're wearing a bra right? 

ROSE
Does it really matter?

IRIS
I won't have you stepping outside representing  this family like that.

ROSE
Mom, you and I both know that bras are  scientifically proven to be 
unhealthy to wear yet we are forced to wear them. It's so dumb!
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CONNOR
How do they even come up with that fact.

ROSE
With multiple tests obviously.

CONNOR
Nah, that's gotta be fake.

ROSE
According to a French professor who did a 15 YEAR study, HE says 
breasts don't benefit from bras,  they actually hurt them over time.

CONNOR
He's a PROFESSOR not a SCIENTIST.

IRIS
You still gotta change Rose.

ROSE
UGH. fine.

ROSE exits. The family goes about their business 
until Rose walks back in wearing a nice bra and  a 
slightly revealing top.

IRIS
No, go change you aren't wearing that shirt.

ROSE
Ok, first you say I gotta look nice and when I  change you say no. I'm very 
confused.

IRIS
Wear a nice, non-revealing shirt so you at least look decent.

ROSE
Even if I wear a non revealing shirt the girls can still be seen and I end up 
being catcalled by an old, gross construction worker. I always feel very 
uncomfortable and not safe; when I wear a baggy shirt no one looks at me 
cause I look gross and I feel  safe.
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CONNOR
Take it as a compliment sis, people find you attractive; even if it is a gross, 
old  dirtbag.

ROSE
I'm trying to get an education and some lowlife  tries to get at me cause I 
have sacks of fat on my torso, it's so dumb.

CONNOR
But without breasts women wouldn't be half as attractive as they are with 
them. Intelligence is a  big turn off.

HEWITT
(as if he knows something)
Connor, stop, you'll regret talking later--

ROSE
I don't care about being attractive, I care about  being comfortable. You 
guys get it easy by wearing just what you slept in and then you're out the 
door!

CONNOR
No that's not true! Sometimes my hair doesn't go the way I want it to and 
it takes longer to look this  good.

ROSE
But still you guys don't need to try to look attractive, while girls have to 
be dressed up  24/7.

CONNOR
Men are meant to do the dirty work while women  only have to stand 
there and look pretty.

IRIS
I'm so disappointed in you Connor.

IRIS leaves to her bedroom, HEWITT glances  at 
Connor but goes to comfort Iris.

ROSE
You're such a tool.
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CONNOR
What why? I was just speaking the truth from a  man's perspective.

ROSE
That's the problem. You have to experience the pain  and annoyance that 
comes with breasts in general. You  don't get it because I don't see you 
carrying 10 pounds on your chest! Also bra's are constricting.

CONNOR
So is a cup, but you don't hear men complaining.

ROSE
Are you kidding me? Only football players have to  wear cups!

CONNOR
Look I know this is probably hard for your feminine brain to understand, 
so let me explain it to you simply. Women always complain about stuff 
they go through, but you never hear men complain. Why do you think 
men are superior to women? We can get through pain just like women do 
but you don't hear a peep from us! Rose, you can't even go a few hours 
wearing a bra without becoming a crybaby--

ROSE slaps CONNOR pretty hard across the face.

ROSE
You're a pathetic, low life piece of shit Connor.  The way you're talking 
about women is repulsive. No  woman will ever love you if you keep 
having that  mentality. Learn to have some respect for someone other than 
yourself for once.

ROSE grabs her backpack and storms out of the 
house. CONNOR grabs the cheek that Rose 
slapped, then exits. Lights shift--time passes.

It is late at night that same day. The house is dimly 
lit by one tableside lamp, it is very  quiet. Connor is 
watching Mad Men on the couch as he starts to fall 
asleep. We start to hear Rose's comments from 
earlier "repulsive" "low life" "Have some respect" 
and "No one will ever love you".  The comments get 
louder and louder and overlap each other until 
finally, blackout.
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It is the next day. The same, non-destroyed toaster 
is on the counter. We see it smoke a second time. 
CONNOR strolls in wearing an oversized version 
of rose's shirt in scene 1  and reacts the same way as 
he did in scene 1.

CONNOR
SHIT!

ROSE walks in glued to her phone, but she is 
wearing a wife beater, a flattening sports bra, and 
jeans.

ROSE
Woah again dude? Dad's gonna freak out.

CONNOR
I know! Please help me!

ROSE
Fine.

As the children try to ease the smoke and safely 
dispose of the toaster, HEWITT walks wearing  the 
same curlers, robe, and slippers as Iris did in scene 
1.

HEWITT
Connor Johnson this is the second time you broke something in this 
kitchen! I'm going to have to ban  you from making toast and using the 
microwave.

CONNOR
Sorry dad, I guess putting toast in for longer was a bad idea.

ROSE
When is it ever a good idea?

CONNOR
I wanted it to be crisp and almost burnt.

HEWITT
Well now how will we ever find a woman that'll marry you, a man isn't a 
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suitable husband if he doesn't  know how to cook.

Iris enters wearing the same getup HEWITT wore 
in scene 1.

IRIS
Good morning everyone! Honey do you mind making  me some--

HEWITT
Connor broke the toaster.

IRIS
Ok guys go get ready. I was looking forward to  eating toast all morning.

ROSE
Well because of that we are going to be late to  school. It'll take me 5 
minutes but I can't say the same for Connor, he has a lot of work to do.

CONNOR
Screw you.

HEWITT
Ok you two go change, Connor please wear a bra  this time.

CONNOR
No! I hate bras, dad. Can't I just wear a baggy shirt?

HEWITT
As a man, where your looks determine your worth,  you have to be 
presentable.

CONNOR
No one is gonna see the bra dad so why wear one?

ROSE
Cause your rack looks sad and droopy without a bra on.

HEWITT
Rose--

ROSE
What? I'm just speaking from the woman's perspective. Connor is such a 
crybaby he can't even wear a bra for a few hours. It's not like he looks bad 
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with it on, he should feel honored that girls at school will notice him.

CONNOR
I'm not a piece of meat you women can just gawk at  like a pack of wolves! 
Also you have no idea what it's like to wear one!

ROSE
All men are good for is looking cute and taking care  of the house. Women 
have pain too yet we don't complain one tiny bit.

CONNOR
Imagine have ten pounds taped to your chest. Now imagine having a wire 
pressing against your chest, but it's also holding that ten pound weight. 
Now you're secured in the front, right? Well now imagine having a tight 
band around your chest that is holding  everything together. It's like when 
you're lifting weights and your form is wrong: it causes strain in your 
back.

ROSE
Oh my gosh but all that is because we want you to look good! Take it as a 
compliment, women think you're attractive.

CONNOR
I'm trying to get an education, not a wife.

HEWITT
Well it is important that you eventually aim for marriage sweetie, let the 
women take care of the  income.

CONNOR
No I'm going to be a strong, independent man  who doesn't need a 
woman!

ROSE
Yea ok sure, we can't even leave you alone for  five minutes without you 
burning down the kitchen.

CONNOR
Dad!!

HEWITT
Connor. Change. Now.
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CONNOR and ROSE exit to their rooms.

IRIS
Ah... kids.

HEWITT
Is it too late to skip out on 'em?

IRIS
Hewitt!

HEWITT
What? I'm just kidding!

Rose enters and the only thing different is she now 
has a flannel and backpack on.

HEWITT
Are you wearing clean socks at least?

ROSE
Yea dad always.

CONNOR walks in wearing a bra, jeans, and  a 
slightly revealing shirt.

HEWITT
No Connor, go change your shirt.

CONNOR
Alright, first you say I look indecent, then when I change you say no. I'm 
very confused, do you want me  to look nice or not?!

HEWITT
I want you to look decent and presentable.

CONNOR
Rose is just wearing a wife beater and jeans!

HEWITT
I'm not talking about Rose I'm talking about you.

CONNOR
I just want to be comfortable.
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HEWITT
You can be comfortable with a sports bra.

CONNOR
Why do I still need to wear a bra to be comfortable! This is straight up bs!

HEWITT
It is not!

CONNOR
Oh but it is! Humans have created these gender roles and put men at the 
bottom of the totem pole! We have  to slave away with little pay, wear 
contraptions to hold up SACKS of FAT, we are seen as sex symbols, and I 
can't even feel comfortable in my own skin because I'm over-sexualized or 
made fun of for not being  attractive enough!

Connor ends the speech crying and frustrated.

IRIS
Connor, women understand-

CONNOR
ARE YOU A MAN?!

IRIS
Well, no but--

HEWITT
Connor just relax.

ROSE
Don't worry he is having his time of the month.  He'll look back at this later 
and realize how much of an asshole he is being.

CONNOR
MY TIME OF THE MONTH HAS NOTHING TO DO WITH MY 
FRUSTRATIONS ABOUT SOCIETAL AND GENDER NORMS!

ROSE
You're being such a crybaby.

CONNOR
I'm sorry, it's just so frustrating to explain this to women.
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HEWITT
I know sweetie, I know.

ROSE
Well maybe if men weren't so sensitive they could actually hold a 
conversation with women about  their problems.

Connor is so angry that he falls on the couch in 
frustration. Blackout.

It is the next morning. CONNOR wakes up with a 
start. He then looks through his shirt and is relieved 
to see no bra is on him. He gets up and approaches 
the toaster...but decides not to risk it this morning.

ROSE walks in wearing a pj set.

ROSE
No burnt toast?

CONNOR
Not this morning!

CONNOR makes two bowls of cereal and gives 
ROSE one.

ROSE
You've never made me breakfast before.

CONNOR
Really? Damn maybe I should from now on. Juice?

ROSE
(suspiciously)
... sure.

As CONNOR gets the juice IRIS walks in wearing 
a pj set.

CONNOR
Morning! Coffee?
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IRIS
(shocked)
Yea sure. Thank you honey.

CONNOR
No problem.

HEWITT enters ready for work. CONNOR slides 
him a coffee and the newspaper but realizes he has 
lower back pains. HEWITT is taken aback but takes 
the coffee.

HEWITT
You have a good night's rest Connor?

CONNOR
Not really, my back is hurting a bit.

IRIS
Well better get that straightened out, you have  school in 20 minutes.

ROSE
Alright let me go change really quickly--

IRIS
Don't forget to try on the new bra I got you.

CONNOR
Mom, let Rose be comfortable for once. People should be focusing on her 
intelligence, not on her sex appeal. Honestly if someone makes a comment 
about her  physique today I will personally beat them to a pulp!

IRIS and ROSE are shocked, but HEWITT has a 
smirk as if he knows the reason behind CONNOR's 
actions.

ROSE
Uh...

IRIS
(proud)
I-I'm speechless... I honestly have no words.
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HEWITT
Go get ready, I'll clean up here.

IRIS
Aww my boys!

IRIS and ROSE exit. 

HEWITT
You had the bra dream didn't you.

CONNOR
You had the bra dream too?

HEWITT
Haha yea when I first met your mom she told me I was a misogynistic 
prick for thinking bras were to attract guys. Had the back pain for two 
days.

CONNOR
Like father like son, I guess.

ROSE runs in tossing CONNOR his backpack.

ROSE
Come on you sloth we gotta catch the bus!

CONNOR
Okay okay I'm coming! See ya dad!

ROSE and CONNOR exit. We see HEWITT rub 
his  lower back and laughs at the thought of his 
dream. Blackout.

End of play.
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In the dark alley way LA, there are three bums 
around a burning barrel. DJ (25) is kneeling on the 
ground making a beat on a plastic barrel with his 
hand. The other two standing up are MANNY 
"THE DAMN" NAMUS (48), a scruffy looking 
old man wearing a thick sweater, and JENNY 
"MISS DA-MEANER" ESCOBAR (19), feeling 
the simple yet effective beat DJ is making. A bit of 
that boom-bap style.

MANNY
Ahh shit DJ, want us to spit in this cool weather?

JENNY
What's up old man, your period came early? You need some cranberry 
juice senior viejo?

MANNY
Fuck you, you know I could make this cold ass night into another sunny 
hot day in the City of Angels.

JENNY
Well quit bitchin' and start spittin' old man!

MANNY
Fine!

Manny feels the beat he's about to slay.

MANNY
Yo Yo Yo--My name is Manny/let me start to plant-these/seeds to 
conceive a dream so uncanny./ I freeze while I sneeze on my sleeves by 
this crappy / wall, I befall on you all a little tragedy. / I'm an old fuck who 
used to fuck when / I used to roll with the riches, had bitches in my 
Benz / but the pink toes had pink toes, just had a little sniff / and it led 
me to my downfall, shooting heroine. / Sadly, over me, it was the needle 
who won. / Got me losing all my money 'til all of it was gone. / For the 
past twenty years, I wielded knives and guns--/ a cautionary tale: shit like 
this happens, son! / It's a sad reality, ships trapped in a bottle/These kids 
with their Teslas never felt the fucking bottom/Drinking out of bottles, 
dropping harder than the bars I'm spittin'/ THE DAMN is who I am, and 
I'm not fuckin' trippin'/I've walked everywhere, from the grounds to the 
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Heights./Tension boils in these parts, there ain't no city lights. /
Motherfuckers here shoot to kill, they're fucking bangers!/They'll hang us, 
bang us, whether you a blood or a beaner/Now let me pass it on to the 
young strong padawan...

MANNY AND JENNY
Yo young, strong, padawan! Yo young, strong padawan! Yagh young, 
strong, padawan!

JENNY
Yagh! Miss Da-Meaner!/Born a little demon/full name Jenny Escobar but 
I ain't a drug dealer./I may be 19 but I'm old for my age/This bonita 
chicana is a lot-ta contain./Ima runaway dame, and I'm not so tame/get in 
my way bitch, you'll be floatin' in the bay/don't give a fuck, cops stop me 
cuz my skin tone/been grown/since I ran away from my shit home/ You 
now I split domes / stay away from the skid row / Smackin' stone cold 
vats to the young bitch hoes! Oh! / Donde esta la fuego? Pues I am it 
holmes! / Don't got one style, you know I switch flows / switch up the 
tempo, y'all be surprised / this ain't no Nintendo, only got the one life. / 
Thanking DJ and Manny, helping this little mija / teaching me the history 
of these west coast streets-HA! / DJ on the barrel, beats not from the 
stereo / Fucker I'm serious, translation: serio / Scan you like a serial then 
eat ya like cereal / may be living on the streets but my rhymes are 
imperial / Don't give me a knife, you know I'm dangerous / Represent 
my residents, my angels in angel dust / There's a church around the 
corner, but no one is prayin' for us / but it's time to finish now, this beat's 
been laid to dust.

MANNY AND JENNY
And that's the end motherfuckers!

They all get hyped by the final bars and flip out. DJ 
slams the plastic barrel and throws it across the 
stage. Manny runs around the fire barrel like a little 
kid. Jenny just stands there with her arms crossed, 
being cocky. 

MANNY
Holy shit that was fucking fire! Each time I tell you, each fucking time, 
you just become a better MC. Pretty sure if you keep this up, you might 
catch an eye of an eagle in the sky.

Kirin McCrory
WRITTEN by Michael Martinez



32.

JENNY
I have no idea what the hell that means but I'll take it as a compliment. 
And surprisingly, your old ass still has the energy.

MANNY
This energy has never left my gal! Give me the most popular MC at the 
moment and I'll smoke 'em. Shit, rappers don't even speak English 
anymore to have a hit song. 

JENNY
It's sad that songs on the radio are just filled with shallow and scummy 
bullshit.

MANNY
It has always been like that though. Radio has a thing of playing the 
popular. Radio has never change. People put out what's safe to get the 
most profit. Shiet, I would do the same if I wanted to pay the bills.

JENNY
Nah, not me. I would rather be in these bum-ass clothes and live free than 
be rich and a sell out.

MANNY
Oh shut up. You sound like those white kids who wear those lame-ass 
fedoras who go to Starbucks to brag about the script they haven't wrote. 
Most motherfuckers don't understand, you kinda gotta sell out to make 
the shit you want. Trust me. Although, you do have the skill to slaughter 
the masses without selling out, and I know that for a fact. You still gonna 
go to Venice to make a few extra dollars?

JENNY
I'm going because you won't shut the fuck up about it.

DJ starts clapping.

MANNY
I know right? Finally! You don't know who'll be walking around there. 
Who knows, you may meet somebody that could help you on your future.

JENNY
You're way too optimistic about shit you know that? Look at me. Do I 
need to explain? Who the fuck will find me and say, "Hey! This homeless 
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girl who looks and smells like shit has a spark that's waiting to form into a 
fire!". Nobody. I don't even know how you have hope. Especially hope in 
me.

It gets quiet. We hear the wood popping in the fire. 
DJ looks at Manny, then proceeds to get his plastic 
barrel and sits down. Staring at the stars.

MANNY
How do I have hope? Look at me Jenny. You are absolutely right. I 
shouldn't have hope.

Manny pulls up his sleeve. Heroine tracks.

MANNY (cont'd)
These are the effects of not having hope. Resorting yourself to inject shit 
all around the body in order to feel good. You don't even wanna know 
where else I've put that shit in. I look at you, and my eyes see hope. Both 
for the next generation of kids and the next generation of artists. I could be 
on tour with the greatest rappers of all time, but I fucked myself over. 
Now I rap with a Hispanic runaway and a mute.

Jenny looks back at DJ. DJ turns to wave hi, then 
turns his eyes back to the stars. Jenny turns back to 
Manny.

MANNY (cont'd)
Anyways, this is me. This is where I'll be until I die. You, Jenny, are young 
and full of gasoline waiting to be set off. Unlike my dumbass, you still 
have a chance. And imagine the acclaim: "A female Latin runaway who 
rose from the literal streets of LA. Not from Hollywood or Beverly Hills, 
literally was living on the streets, hanging with two weird hobos, got a 
deal.". if that doesn't sound inspiring, then I don't know what the else it. 
And as the younger ones will listen, because they will see them in you. 
Does it sound a bit absurd and kinda dumb? Oh yeah. But, you'll be 
surprised how much shit you can't make up in your lifetime.

Jenny ponders. Soaking in what Manny just 
preached.

MANNY (cont'd)
So... there's my answer. You still gonna go to Venice?
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JENNY
Yeah, but now I want to go.

MANNY
Well that's fucking lovely to hear. Take DJ with you, to stir up a sick beat.

JENNY
Yo DJ. You still down to come with me to the beach?

DJ gives a thumbs up. He yawns. He grabs his 
plastic bucket and goes off stage.

MANNY
Well goodnight to you too. Ima head out too. You knocking out yet?

JENNY
No. Not yet.

MANNY
Well I'm old and dying so I need my sleep. You're gonna do great at the 
beach.

JENNY
Shiet... I know.

MANNY
That's my girl! Anyways goodnight. Remember, you got this!

JENNY
Thanks. Goodnight. Get your sleep old man.

MANNY
Man Ima sleep like a fucking baby tonight. Have a good one.

Manny walks off stage. Jenny gets folded pieces of 
paper and a pen out of her pocket. She starts 
walking around and writing. Spitting under her 
breath.

Lights shift. Venice Beach.

DJ is banging a beat on his plastic barrel while 
Jenny is forcing herself to spit off off the top of the 
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dome. There's a small can on the floor that barely 
has any change in it. Jenny is not as energetic as we 
saw her earlier. Kinda half assing it. She comments 
on the people walking by.

JENNY
Venice is very nice/not just a privilege village for the whites/oh look at 
these kids with jackets... and packets.. and kinda passive... uhm FUCK!

DJ cuts the banging. He looks over to Jenny while 
shrugging his arms. What the hell man!

JENNY
I don't know DJ. I mean what's the point? One year in and still nothing 
even decent has happened. So much rhyming, so much chump change, yet 
so little people actually staying and caring for what I have to say.

DJ starts flailng his arms around passionately. You 
can't stop! This shit takes time! You just have to 
keep grinding.

JENNY (cont'd)
I don't even know what the fuck you're saying DJ. You're just flailing your 
arms around! We barely get change each damn day. Venice, Santa Monica, 
Downtown, East Los, nobody wants to listen to us.

DJ tries to speak.

DJ
T-t-t-takes time... It-it takes t-t-time. Can't.. give up.

DJ goes into Jenny's pockets and takes out her 
writtens. He's looking through to find the right one 
to choose for her.

JENNY
Hey what the fuck puto! You know I don't spit my writtens! They are only 
for me.

DJ finds the paper he wants and hands it to Jenny.

DJ
Pa-... Passion is k-k-Key.
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Jenny grabs the paper, looks at it, and puts it in her 
pocket. She knows exactly what to spit. She gets 
herself ready to perform an acapella.

JENNY
Good morning good morning/another day of mourning./God dropped 
my ass on this Earth without a fucking warning./I didn't ask to be born 
with loose screws/be a victim of abuse and runaway with only ten dollars 
and a pair of ripped shoes/I'll drink the alcohol that overhauls what I 
choose./I have no history with victories, so I have nothing left to lose.

DJ puts on a beat. Now we're fucking talking.

Jenny feels the flames burst within herself.

JENNY (cont'd)
Yo Yo Yo!
Waiting in Venice Beach/I'm gonna finesse-these/streets on the beach. 
Now you don't have to mind me/but remind me/Who else is spittin' 
rippin' and killin' a damn beat made outta plastic./Step up to me, you will 
HAVE to get yo ass-kicked/I'm Jurassic, a T-Rex/You're just a tragic 
reject/Usin' tactics and reflexes/pre-jectin' a menace/to society. A spic 
who can spit? That alone gives you anxiety./I may not smell or look like 
the fuckin' greatest, but what you hear is inside-of-me/the motherfucking 
pride-in-me.

As she is killing it, a hipster named TOM(22) 
carrying an acoustic guitar walks towards her in 
awe. She looks at him and smiles. He chimes in an 
Indie-like flow. They draw in a crowd.

JENNY
Oh, shit, Let's go with the flow./Oh, shit, this hispanic is not panickin'./
I'm just adaptin' while my toes are tappin'/Fingers snappin' to what this 
hipster is strumming./Shout out to the DJ for the beat he be drumming/
I'm just spitting from the top, but I'm way in the bottom/Nobody can step 
to me, you know I'll sock 'em/With a sock full of charcoal, knock them out 
cold/this fucker right here is probably a fan of The Buttertones/ But people 
need to know, what makes me so / motherfucking special?/Anyone can 
spit off the top of the dome but none of this I wrote / with a pencil, no 
utensils, just a plastic instrumental from a mind that's mental/just a bunch 
of rhyme and riddles/no crossed lines and scribbles/little by little/I'll get 
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to be with a class in the middle/be rich in a house when I'm old and 
brittle/but hey! That's a dream of mine, but maybe soon a reality/ I'm 
drawing a crowd, it's all just spilling outta-me/Aight now people, time to 
end the show/my name is Miss Da-Meaner, if you don't know, make some 
motherfucking noise 'cause now ya know!

Everyone starts cheering. Some put change in her 
can, dollars even. The crowd walks off stage. Tom 
decides to stay and talks to Jenny.

TOM
Hey Miss, that was really great! I'm not much into rap but damn! You sure 
know how to draw in one hell of a crowd.

JENNY
Well thanks man! And also thank you for bringing in that indie guitar shit 
too. You basically helped draw in the crowd for me.

TOM
It just came out of me to be honest. I just heard your voice, your flow, your 
rhymes, and I just got a bit inspired to chime in. I felt I had to.

JENNY
Aw thanks. I'm Jenny. Or, as I stated like five minutes ago, Miss Da-
Meaner. DJ is the one on the bucket.

TOM
Nice to meet you two. My name is Tom by the way. I just recently moved 
here a month ago actually.

JENNY
Oh shit really?

TOM
Yeah. I live with my brother in LA. My dream is to strum and sing my 
way top the top. Become one of the greatest.

JENNY
Why am I not surprised by that shit?

TOM
The get up says it all huh? I'm just surprised you know who the 
Buttertones are.
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JENNY
Well, when you're homeless, you just walk around places and just hear 
music that catches your ears. They played around here a month ago while 
I was trying to fucking sleep.

TOM
Wow that's freaking cool. And you're cool too. With your kind of rhymes 
and talent, you should be living in a mansion.

JENNY
When you live the life I have, fantasies are just dreams that will never 
come true.

TOM
Um, can I ask you something?

JENNY
Sure.

TOM
Are you willing to work with or help another struggling artist?

JENNY
Oh, fuck, wow. Of course!

TOM
Will you be here tomorrow?

JENNY
Yeah actually. I will.

TOM
Sweet! My brother is actually a big rap fan so he'll love you instantly. I 
should have brought my camcorder and filmed this shit. Fuck! Well, it was 
nice meeting you, Jenny. I'll see you tomorrow.

JENNY
Yeah, it was nice meeting you too. See you tomorrow too.

Tom walks off stage while whistling and strumming 
"Every N***a is a Star" by Boris Gardinar. DJ walks 
up to stand next to Jenny. He fist bumps her.

Kirin McCrory
WRITTEN by Michael Martinez



39.

JENNY
Well it ain't no damn record deal but it's a start. Thanks for the little nudge 
there DJ. He seems like a cool guy.

DJ starts laughing out of nowhere.

JENNY
What? What's so funny?

DJ
S-s-somebody has a crush!

JENNY
(blushing)
Oh shut the fuck up! Well.. I mean.. the gringo does look kinda cute. I can't 
deny facts.

DJ
I.. I'm tired.

JENNY
That's the grind man! Let's do a little more, then we can go.

Jenny takes out a picture of Manny.

JENNY (cont'd)
We'll do it for Manny. The person who had hope in me, even when I 
didn't. Goddamnit.

Jenny chokes up a bit. DJ hugs her for a moment.

JENNY (cont'd)
(breaking the hug)
I'm good, I'm good. Let's finish the day fucking strong shall we?

DJ smiles. He goes back and makes a powerful beat. 
Some poetry slam shit. Jenny's front stage. She 
breathes in deep, the breathes it all out. A new star 
is born.

JENNY
A runaway orphan who's endorsin' a little hope/Sometimes life get's you 
and puts its hands on your throat./As you choke, you see a light of hope/
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then you knock the fucker out and take back the throne./This mind is 
mine/no imitation, I'm no mime./If there's a new line to cross, then that's 
what I'll find./Sure I'll get spat on, slept on, pressed on, but I'll just get 
off/ of my own pain/ use what I gain to maintain the game/goddamnit. 
This life we all have? We didn't plan it. To live on this planet, this certain 
granite we take for granted./Now it's time to get some seeds planted/ and 
that's what I'm gonna do. Tell kids all around the world who/are 
struggling, hustling, tumbling down in life/let the words I spit and write/
make your wrongs into rights/right down to the core. The world is a 
canvas and I got some wet paint and a brush/My success will unrest 
when this young strong padawan makes the next step/but we never 
know what's next.

She stays still and quiet while the beat keeps on 
going.

JENNY
We never know what's next. So if you have something to say, get a 
notebook and start writing what's within with a goddamn pen. And that's 
the end motherfuckers.

The beat still plays. She stands still and takes in it 
all. DJ does a Whiplash-like finale.

Lights out.

THE END
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Lights come up on half the stage where there is a 
table and sitting anxiously around it are BRIAN, 
ANDREW, and CLAIRE. On the table are various 
D&D stuff such as character sheets, books, and dice. 
At the head of the table a DM screen is set up. MR. 
CAMPBELL enters with CARSON standing 
aloofly behind him.

BRIAN
Hey Mr. Campbell.

ANDREW
About time.

MR. CAMPBELL
Hey guys. So bad news I wasn't able to get out of detention duty for D&D 
club today but good news is, there's only one person assigned detention 
today sooo... Mr. Carson here will be joining us.

Collective groan.

BRIAN
Really? He probably doesn't even know how to play.

CARSON takes a seat towards the front of the table 
and puts his feet up

ANDREW
Let's just give it a chance. Who knows, maybe it'll be fun to mix up the 
parties dynamic you know?

BRIAN sits next to CARSON closer to the DM 
screen. ANDREW sits across from CARSON and 
CLAIRE sits next to ANDREW. MR. CAMPBELL 
takes his seat behind the DM screen slightly 
elevated.

CLAIRE
And besides if he tries anything...I'll keep his character in line.

CLAIRE pounds her fist into her hand.
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CARSON
What are you going to do? Sprinkle me with fairy dust, princess?

MR. CAMPBELL
Why don't we just get started shall we or would you prefer having your 
detention extended? We'd of course have to notify your father as well. 

CARSON looks defeated.

BRIAN 
Does he even know the rules yet?

MR. CAMPBELL
I'm sure he will be able to pick it up as we go along. Carson, your 
character sheet is in front of you under your boot there.

CARSON begrudgingly puts his feet down and 
scans the character sheet in front of him.

MR. CAMPBELL (cont'd)
If you have any questions...

CARSON
I'll just ask nerd boy here. Got it.

BRIAN tries to fire back but gets interrupted.

MR. CAMPBELL
And now for the recap!

Dramatic music descends on the stage as MR. 
CAMPBELL's voice transforms, growing deeper 
and becoming that of a dramatic narrator.

MR. CAMPBELL (cont'd)
Last time on Survivors of the Darkest Night! Our heroes were sent to 
Redstone Keep to investigate the recent disappearances of the townsfolk. 
Through some clever traps and interrogations, it was discovered that the 
local church had been infested with vampires and was the source of the 
disappearances. Entering the church you become embroiled in a deadly 
combat with the blood-thirsty creatures. Once the creatures of the night 
are dispatched your party collected their reward and left to return to the 
capitol. Deciding to listen to Sasha's poor wisdom...
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CLAIRE
Adventure!

MR. CAMPBELL
You guys took a short cut through Duskwood Forest. After fighting your 
way through Bullywogs and Tree Blights, you reach the edge of the capitol 
only to be descended upon by assassins. The assassins were defeated, 
although only barely, and revealed to have a bounty sheet for each of the 
party members. They also had with them a captive also with a bounty on 
his head named... 

MR. CAMPBELL stares at CARSON.

CARSON
John.

MR. CAMPBELL
Just John? John Son of Kar. But who put these bounties on your heads? 
And how many more assassins are on their way? Find out now!

Dramatic music cuts off.

CLAIRE
I would like to start by freeing John from his bonds and making the 
introductions.

During CLAIRE's character introduction the other 
side of the stage is lit up and her character SASHA 
comes out and flexing muscles and showing 
fighting prowess. SASHA is big burly and painted 
grey wielding a giant axe.

CLAIRE (cont'd)
I am...

SASHA
...the half-orc known as Sasha Feng. After surviving the pits of Ranthar as 
a child I roam the world putting my rock hard muscles to the test. There is 
no problem I can't solve with my fists, even when my bad judgment gets 
us into trouble.
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ANDREW
Greetings, fellow adventurer, I am...

CONRAD joins SASHA on stage. He is a short 
round dwarf with a big feathered hat and a lute. 

CONRAD
...the legendary bard Conrad Longfellow. I spin the tales of heroes and foe 
alike into music that flows upon the winds. I dream to one day chronicle 
the deeds of a true hero and have the song I sing echo through every 
tavern in the kingdom.

BRIAN
Should we really be sharing so much with some delinquent we were just 
thrown together with?

CARSON
And who are you supposed to be, nerd? Some virgin wizard with a spell 
book stuck up his ass? Last time I checked there's a bounty with your 
name on it too.

BRIAN
For your information my name is...

PIERRE joins the other characters on stage. He is a 
beautiful elf that looks like a male model with long 
black wavy locks. 

PIERRE
...Pierre LeFluer. I am a master at using my knives to end conflict 
efficiently. You may have heard of a silver tongue, well mine is platinum, 
able to bewitch anyone I desire. 

CARSON snorts.

CLAIRE
And who are you adventurer?

CARSON
I'm John. Son of Kar I guess. Umm, my sheet doesn't really say much more 
than that.
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MR. CAMPBELLD
That is because D&D is a game where you can do whatever you want and 
be anyone you want to be. As we play your decisions will help you realize 
who your character is.

CARSON
(rolling his eyes)
Greeeat.

CLAIRE
I say we head into the capitol and try to figure out what the hell is going 
on. 

SASHA
Come on gang. Adventure!

BRIAN 
As we travel, I keep a close eye on John make sure he doesn't do anything 
shady.

CARSON 
If that's what you're into loser.

MR. CAMPBELL
You pass through the great stone gate that is well patrolled by guards as 
you enter the capitol. All around you the city seems to be alive with the 
normal day to day routine.

PIERRE 
We need to find out who put the bounty on our heads. 

BRIAN
I say we check out Finious's Frothy Flagon's see if we can't gather some 
information at the local watering hole.

ANDREW 
As we head there I would like to keep an eye out for anything suspicious 
like if we are being followed or watched.

MR. CAMPBELL
A blood orange glow crests the descending sun as you head to
Finious's Frothy Flagons. On your way there you kept a watchful eye out 
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for anyone that might be tailing you but you notice no movement out of 
the ordinary. As you enter you see that the various patrons consist of 
mercenaries, guards, and merchants alike.

Bar sounds play as MR. CAMPBELL rolls a die.

CLAIRE
I find the strongest looking guy in the bar and--

SASHA
--challenge him to an arm wrestling contest!

ANDREW
I would like to find a rowdy table and play my lute in order to get them all 
to join in singing--

CONRAD
--a drinking chantey!

CONRAD begins to play the lute.

BRIAN
While they are doing that I go and find the head waitress to see if I can--

PIERRE
(seductively)
--gather any...information from her.

MR. CAMPBELL
Ok you all do those things. Carson what are you doing?

CARSON
This is bar right? I guess I'll enjoy a nice "frothy flagon" in peace.

MR. CAMPBELL
Alright the barmaid hands you a large tankard of ale and you find a table 
in the back whose only occupant is an old man passed out.

CARSON 
Greeeat.

MR. CAMPBELL
Sasha, you find the biggest baddest guy in the bar and approach his table. 
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SASHA approaches MR. CAMPBELL.

MR CAMPBELL
(as GULROG)
What brings such a fine thing to Gulrog's table?

SASHA
You have just been given the honor of being challenged to an arm 
wrestling contest by Sasha Feng.

MR. CAMPBELL 
Is that right? And what do I get if I win?

SASHA
Whatever you want, but it won't matter.

MR. CAMPBELL
Interesting. And if I lose?

SASHA
You'll give me information.

MR. CAMPBELL
You're on.

He returns to his narrator voice but arm wrestles 
with SASHA during the next text.

MR. CAMPBELL (cont'd)
As you sit down at the table a small crowd starts to stand around you 
guys to watch. You grasp each other's hands and you find his grip as hard 
as stone. Without saying a word you both instinctively begin the arm 
wrestle.

Epic music begins to play. CLAIRE and MR. 
CAMPBELL roll a die each. SASHA's arm starts to 
go down a little.

MR. CAMPBELL (cont'd)
(as GULROG)
I must say you're quite strong, I look forward to enjoying that strength 
tonight.
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CLAIRE and MR. CAMPBELL roll again.

SASHA
Only the strongest of men can plant their flag on my mountain! 

SASHA's starts pushing back towards the other 
way. CLAIRE and MR.CAMPBELL roll again.

SASHA (cont'd)
You've made my muscles bulge but sadly it was not enough.

SASHA slams down her hand. CLAIRE, BRIAN, 
and ANDREW cheer.

MR. CAMPBELL
(as GULROG)
You have bested me. I will answer your questions.
(as the NARRATOR)
Pierre you approach the head waitress and she says...
(as the WAITRESS)
I'm sorry hun, I'm really busy right now.

PIERRE 
Hey slow down darlin'. A beautiful thing like yourself shouldn't be 
working herself to death in a place like this.

MR. CAMPBELL
(as the WAITRESS)
Well I wasn't making much money simply playing the piano.

PIERRE
Ah music the universal language that interprets the soul. I've dabbled 
with a couple of instruments before. But right now the only music I want 
to play is your voice. I want to master it, serve it, make it fill every room, 
lose it, and then redeem it. I want to make it fill with so much passion that 
the angels weep. What do you say?

MR. CAMPBELL rolls a die.

MR. CAMPBELL
(as the WAITRESS)
Well I am overdue for a break...
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(as the NARRATOR)
She takes you by the hand and excitedly leads you into the back stock 
room.

PIERRE exits.

CARSON
What the fuck is going on?

MR. CAMPBELL
Hearing your voice, the guy who was passed out awakens abruptly.

CARSON 
No, I was just...

MR. CAMPBELL
(as the DRUNKARD)
Why hey there sonny. Don't reckon I've seen you around here before. 
Where you from? You got a name?

CARSON
(reluctantly)
John.

MR. CAMPBELL
Well John I seem to be quite parched from my nap, mind if I wet my 
whistle?

CARSON
If it gets you to stop talking to me sure.

MR. CAMPBELL
(as the NARRATOR)
You slide him your tankard which he slurps down noisily finishing the 
cup without taking a breath. Right after he sets it down you feel 
something cold and sharp poke the side of your stomach.

MR. CAMPBELL
(as the DRUNKARD)
Ooowee that was a fine brew, but with the bounty on you and your 
friends there I could buy a dozen bars.
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CARSON
(bored)
Oh no. You got me.

MR. CAMPBELL
(as the DRUNKARD)
Now get up nice and slowly and start heading towards the exit.

ANDREW
Really, dude? You're giving up that easily? What's the matter? Too scared 
to roleplay?

CARSON
Fine. This is a world you can do anything in right? Alright, then I twist the 
wrist holding the knife and punch him in his fucking face, I guess.

MR. CAMPBELL
Ok, go ahead and roll me a D20 Carson.

MR. CAMPBELL holds up a twenty-sided die to 
indicate which one to roll. CARSON rolls and MR. 
CAMPBELL sees the result.

MR CAMPBELL
You manage to move the knife safely away from your ribs and deliver a 
mighty blow to the old man's face.

Punch sound plays followed by a pained cry.

MR CAMPBELL (cont'd)
Your strike sends him crashing against the table behind him. He tries to
advance on you but is stopped by one of the people sitting at the table he 
just bumped into. The man grabs him by the arm, turning him, and head-
butts him sending him careening into another table. The occupants of the 
two tables stand up and begin brawling.

CLAIRE
Yeah now we're talking!

Fight music and the sound of a bar fight start 
playing. SASHA starts enthusiastically miming 
participating in the fight. PIERRE reappears on 
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stage hurriedly tucking in his shirt and then joins 
in the fight as well. CONRAD begins dancing 
around playing his lute, swinging at imaginary foes 
from time to time.

MR. CAMPBELL
Blood pouring from his mangled nose, the old man advances on you 
slashing at you with his knife and...

MR. CAMPBELL rolls the die.

MR CAMPBELL (cont'd)
His knife catches the side of your arm dealing four damage.

CARSON 
What the fuck?

MR. CAMPBELL
The tavern has completely erupted into a savage bar fight. A half full 
tankard comes sailing towards your face. 

CARSON instinctively ducks down at the table. 
Sound of glass breaking plays.

CARSON
Screw this!

CARSON gets up, grabs his chair, and brings it 
crashing down on the imaginary DRUNKARD. 
Sound of wood breaking.

MR. CAMPBELL
The old man lays unconscious at your feet.

BRIAN, ANDREW, and CLAIRE cheer and 
congratulate CARSON.

PIERRE
(out of breath)
There's a door out the back, let's go.

MR. CAMPBELL
You all make it to the back door as glasses are smashed and bodies are 
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slammed into splintering tables around you. 

Sound of door shutting and music and fighting 
growing fainter.

SASHA 
I approve of your treatment towards the elder. I too am an equal 
opportunity brutalist.

CARSON
(now standing with the characters)
Thanks. I think.

CONRAD
What information did you guys gather?

SASHA
Gulrog said there were some guards in there a couple of days ago 
throwing some major coin around, boasting that all they had to do was 
throw some innocent men up on the bounty board. He didn't get a name 
or anything though.

PIERRE 
Yeah, Isabella mentioned those guards too. Said the captain, Hendricks, 
tried getting her to come back to his station in the upper district of the city 
but she declined.

CARSON 
Alright so we have a name and a location.

CONRAD
Let's go clear our names!

A slo-mo montage of time passing. The characters 
ride, fight, drink, congratulate each other. The 
students roll dice, mourn or celebrate their rolls.

When the montage stops, CARSON is still 
standing with the characters and everyone's in the 
middle of a fight.

BRIAN
I throw two daggers at the guard behind John. 
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BRIAN rolls dice. PIERRE throw the daggers. The 
sound of two daggers striking a body and a grunt of 
pain plays.

CLAIRE
I bring my axe down on the guard next to the door. 

CLAIRE rolls dice. SASHA brings down the axe. 
The sound of a heavy slash and a death scream 
plays.

MR. CAMPBELL
You dispatch the last of the guards, and believe the culprit who made you 
all wanted to be just on the other side of that door.

CONRAD
Looks like the information we got off of Hendricks was solid. Nice 
interrogation skills, John. 

ANDREW
I play a song on my lute to heal the party for the coming battle. 

CONRAD plays a lute rift.

CLAIRE
I smash through the door.

CLAIRE rolls. SASHA runs. The sound of 
smashing wood is heard.

MR. CAMPBELL
As you all enter the room you see a fat startled noble man sitting behind a 
desk.

MR. CAMPBELL stands up frantically knocking 
over his chair.

MR. CAMPBELL
(as the NOBLEMAN)
But how? How are you all not dead yet? 

PIERRE
So you're the one who's willing to pay to see our heads on a pike. 
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CONRAD
The only question is why?

MR. CAMPBELL
No, no. Well at least not all of you. Just you rotten three who keep ruining 
my businesses! My counterfeit dragon egg business, the Owlbear fighting 
ring, and now my corpse disposal service at Redstone Keep. I couldn't let 
you foil any more of my plans.

CLAIRE
Is there a window in this room?

MR. CAMPBELL
Yes, right behind the Nobleman.

CLAIRE
If there's no one to offer up a reward, the bounty becomes void. Right? 

SASHA
So consider this... your final adventure!

SASHA acts out picking up the Nobleman. 

MR. CAMPBELL
(as the NOBLEMAN)
Wait. WAIT! 

The sound of glass shattering and the scream of a 
man falling many floors landing with a splat is 
played. EVERYONE cheers. There's a lull in the 
action.

ANDREW
Wait...why was the bounty only on the three of us?

BRIAN
Because the nobleman was only after us good guys for ruining his evil 
businesses.

CARSON
So what does that make me?
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ANDREW
A bad guy, I guess.

CARSON
Gee, thanks a lot track star.

CARSON leaves the characters and goes to sit back 
down at the table, wounded.

BRIAN
Well, you are in detention. 

CONRAD
Yeah, 'cause I'm a delinquent, remember?

BRIAN
Maybe if you told us what you were being detained for, we'd know who 
we're getting mixed up with.

CARSON
What do you care? You didn't want me here anyway.

CLAIRE
But you are here, so why not tell just tell us?

CARSON
You want to know why I'm here? Because I pulled a knife on a kid to give 
me his lunch money. Or maybe it was because I vandalized the cafeteria. 
Or maybe it was just because I stuck my neck out for someone who 
needed help and like always it bit me in the ass. Because every time 
anyone looks at me--even my own fucking dad--all they see is a 
goddamned criminal! You know what? Fuck this, I'm outta here. 

CARSON gets up to leave.

MR. CAMPBELL
I am sorry but detention isn't over yet, Carson.

CARSON
Fine, whatever. But I'm done with this stupid game.

CARSON returns to his seat angry and hurt.
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MR. CAMPBELL
Alright. John walks out of the room and leaves the party. 

An awkward silence hangs over the group. When 
the gang finally does talk, they all seem very somber.

ANDREW
We should probably leave the capitol for a little bit. You know for things to 
die down.

BRIAN
Sure.

CLAIRE
Adventure?

MR. CAMPBELL
The city sleeps around you and its silence is deafening. You reach the 
northern entrance to the city only to find it blocked by four well-armed 
men.

CONRAD 
Will you let us pass?

MR. CAMPBELL
(as one of the GUARDS)
I'm afraid not. You see we happen to be looking for someone and heard he 
was last seen with you lot. John, Son of Kar. Have you seen him? 

CONRAD
Can't say that we have. Not that we'd tell you anyways. 

CARSON scoffs.

PIERRE 
Who's asking?

MR. CAMPBELL
(now as KAR THE ELDER)
His father. 

CARSON is affected by this.
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SASHA
Like he said we haven't seen him.

MR. CAMPBELL
Well I guess I'll just have to take out my frustration on his last known 
associates.

SASHA 
You can try. 

CLAIRE
I charge the two guards on his right. 

SASHA lets out a yell as battle music plays. 
CLAIRE rolls dice.

MR. CAMPBELL
You manage to strike the two in front of you with your axe. During your 
charge they were able to get their swords up in time to defend themselves 
but they are still knocked back a little. The third guard comes around to 
your back and starts grappling with you.

BRIAN
I throw two daggers at Kar as I charge towards him. 

BRIAN and MR. CAMPBELL rolls dice.

MR. CAMPBELL
Your two daggers are deflected by his massive broadsword and he 
delivers a retaliating kick as he goes passed you, dealing 8 damage.

BRIAN 
Fuck.

PIERRE
(in pain)
ARGGHHHH!

MR. CAMPBELL
Kar charges up to Conrad and slashes with his sword. 

MR. CAMPBELL rolls.
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MR CAMPBELL (cont'd)
His mighty blow slices clear through your lute and sends you flying, 
dealing eighteen damage.

ANDREW
Man!

CONRAD
(in agony)
Not...my...lute...

MR. CAMPBELL
Kar cackles as he grinds his foot into the shattered remains of your lute 
The two guards that were pushed back advance on Sasha. One of them 
joins in holding you down while the other starts beating you down with 
their mace. 

SASHA
Bring it.

BRIAN
I attack Kar from behind with my dagger. 

BRIAN and MR. CAMPBELL roll.

MR.CAMPBELL
Spinning around, Kar backhands you, sending you sprawled out on the 
dirt, dealing ten damage.

BRIAN
Ugh!

PIERRE
...ARGHHHHH!

MR. CAMPBELL
(as KAR THE ELDER)
Aw, you gunna cry? Come on, glaze those chubby cheeks with your 
syrupy tears. You can wipe it up with your boyfriend's hair here. 

As KAR laughs maniacally, CARSON jumps to his 
feet and seems to wield a legendary blade.
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CARSON
That's enough!

MR. CAMPBELL
Well looky here. If it isn't my worthless son.

CARSON
Shut up!

CARSON rolls the dice.

MR. CAMPBELL
With brilliant speed you deliver a powerful back slash that sends your 
father reeling. With each swing of the sword you all feel your energy 
returning and your wounds knit back together.

CARSON
(slashing as he speaks)
You don't get to push anyone around ever again!

ANDREW
Yeah! 

CONRAD
Give it to him, John!

PIERRE
Go, John!

BRIAN 
You crazy son of a bitch!

MR. CAMPBELL
With one final swing you knock the sword from Kar's hands and he falls 
to his knees in front of you.
(as KAR THE ELDER)
They'll never accept you, you know that. You're nothing more than a 
pathetic disappointment. You always were.

CLAIRE grabs the die and rolls.

CLAIRE
Feeling revitalized, I throw the three guards off of me. 
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SASHA
End it, John! 

CARSON points the sword at KAR'S chest.

CARSON
No. No, that'd be too easy for him. What do you know about who I am? I 
don't care how you see me. I know who I am. You were never around. You 
weren't there to see me grow or teach me. You weren't there to protect 
mom. That was me. I know who I am. I'm a better man than you'll ever be. 

CARSON grabs the die and rolls.

BRIAN
(in disbelief)
He rolled a critical hit!

MR. CAMPBELL
Fueled by years of anger you summon all your energy into your fist and 
strike Kar in the face with a sickening crunch, knocking him unconscious 
before ever hitting the floor.

EVERYONE cheers.

ANDREW
Thank you for coming back to save us.

BRIAN 
Man, your dad is kind of a dick huh?

CARSON 
You have no idea.

BRIAN
Hey look, I'm sorry for what we said...

CARSON
Forget about it.

BRIAN
Where'd you get that sweet sword?
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CARSON
Oh that? I looted that noble guy's office.

ANDREW 
I knew we forgot to do something!

CARSON 
Don't worry you guys will get the hang of this game soon.

BRIAN
Greeeat.

MR. CAMPBELL
Oh my, look at the time. Detention's over now, you're free to go.

CARSON 
With all due respect this party would've died without me.

BRIAN
Well...it would be good to have a street-smart deviant join our crew...

CARSON
You have...my sword!

PIERRE
And my silver tongue!

CONRAD
And my dulcet tunes!

SASHA
And my awesome muscles!

CARSON
Adventure?

CLAIRE
Adventure!

EVERYONE
Adventure!

The end.
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A ballroom/dance studio (if possible, a setting sun 
should be visible in the background). Ms. Romano, 
a woman in her seventies, enters the ballroom last 
and sits down. From her bag, she takes out two 
pairs of worn out dance shoes: a woman's pair and a 
man's pair.  Students enter and begin stretching and 
talking with each other. The students are stretching 
and talking with each other on the ballroom floor. 
Mr. Richard enters and addresses Ms. Romano.

MR. RICHARD
Hello Ms. Romano, it's great to have you again. What  do you think of the 
class?

MS. ROMANO
I think your students are progressing nicely, John. I taught you well.

MR. RICHARD
Indeed you did, Ms. Romano. Thank you. Good afternoon ladies and 
gentlemen. I'm glad to see that everyone showed up early to warm up. 
Very  good. Now, let's go through the first half of the song  and see if we all 
have the steps down. Are we ready?  And five, six, seven, eight!

Mr. Richard begins playing Bossa Nova music (a 
song like Quando, Quando, Quando by Michael 
Buble plays or Fly me to the Moon by Joe Harnell 
and his Orchestra). He walks around the group of 
dancers, observing their movements closely. 

MR. RICHARD (Cont'd)
Nice, Antoinette, very good. Mark! Remember your posture. Stand tall.

Ms. Romano remains seated but watches the 
dancers like a teacher would. She can't help but tap 
her feet subtly to the rhythm.

Eric appears on stage and notices that people  are 
already dancing so rushes in (believing the class has 
already begun). He calms himself down and walks 
around the group of dancers to get to the instructor.
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ERIC
Hello. Umm...sorry, are you the instructor?

MR. RICHARD
Hi, yes. What can I do for you?

ERIC
Is this the five thirty class? I saw on your  website that there was a class 
today at five thirty.

Mr. Richard stops the music.

MR. RICHARD
Let's take five everyone. Yes, this is the five thirty class.

ERIC
Oh okay. It's just that I got here at like five twenty-nine, and you guys 
were already  dancing.

MR. RICHARD
Five thirty is when the dancing begins, yes, but the students are 
encouraged to arrive at least ten  minutes early to warm up. Is this your 
first time in a dance studio Mr...

ERIC
Eric. Just Eric is fine. And yes. Is it too late for  me to join this class?

MR. RICHARD
Well, I'm afraid this is already the third class  that has taken place for this 
particular group lesson.

ERIC
Oh. I see.

MR. RICHARD
Do you have a partner?

ERIC
You mean a dance partner? Oh. No. Well, I mean,  not really.

MR. RICHARD
Then perhaps you'd be interested in taking one of  our private lessons. We 
can set those up at any time.
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ERIC
I prefer the group lessons.

MR. RICHARD
Well then we have another group lesson starting in  two weeks. You are 
more than welcome to sign up for that one.

ERIC
Oh. That's...that's too late.

MR. RICHARD
Are you in a hurry to learn?

ERIC
Well, I am actually. I'm getting married in two  weeks, and I wanted to 
surprise my wife with a dance.

MR. RICHARD
That's very thoughtful of you. What's her name?

ERIC
Bella. I call her my Bella Luna.

Ms. Romano looks up at Eric.

MR. RICHARD
Ah. Beautiful Moon. Does she dance?

ERIC
Oh yeah. She's great at it. I'm the one who needs  work.

MR. RICHARD
Well, I really would love to have you in class, but I'm afraid this particular 
dance requires a partner, and we're all partnered up here. If you'd like, 
you can  sit and watch.

ERIC
No, I understand. It's too last minute. Thank  you though.

Eric turns and begins walking away.

MS. ROMANO
Wait.
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Eric turns around and looks at Ms. Romano.

MS. ROMANO
(standing)
I'll dance with you.

ERIC
Really?

MR. RICHARD
Mrs. Romano, are you sure? He's not prepared.

ERIC
He's right. I can try to find a different -

MS. ROMANO
I'm sure.

MR. RICHARD
But Ms. Romano, he doesn't have the right shoes.  It'll ruin the -

MS. ROMANO
I said I'm sure.

There is a short pause.

ERIC
Thank you. This dance means a lot to me.

MS. ROMANO
Me too.

MR. RICHARD
Is there anything I can get for you, Ms. Romano?  Before you begin?

MS. ROMANO
I'm fine, John.

MR. RICHARD
Very well. You're in good hands Eric. Okay, ladies and gentlemen. Let's 
start again from  the top. And five, six, seven, eight!

Mr. Richard begins song again.
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MS. ROMANO
You can borrow these if they fit.

ERIC
Thank you. Whose are they?

Both begin changing shoes.

MS. ROMANO
They're my husband's.

ERIC
Oh. I can get a different pair if--

MS. ROMANO
No, no. Try them on.

ERIC
They fit.

MS. ROMANO
Great. Are you ready?

ERIC
Yes, I think.

They position themselves as if they are ready to start 
dancing.

MS. ROMANO
Okay. Now before we begin, I want you to close  your eyes. Listen to the 
music.

Eric closes his eyes and listens.

ERIC
Okay.

MS. ROMANO
Now, I want you to picture your wife. Think of why you're here. Feel the 
love you have for her move all throughout your body. Feel it expanding.

Eric takes a deep breath and grows taller. He smiles.
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MS. ROMANO (cont'd)
Good. Hold on to that feeling. Now, open your eyes,  and step back with 
your left foot.

The music grows louder as the characters' dialogue 
becomes inaudible. As the music goes on, Eric looks 
like he is slowly improving. To show time passing, a 
moon/stars can appear in the background, and the 
couples, one by one, can begin to dance/twirl off 
stage until only Mr. Richard, Eric, and Ms. 
Romano are left in the studio. Mr. Richard has 
gathered his things and is about to leave. Eric and 
Ms. Romano have just finished dancing as the 
music ends/fades.

MS. ROMANO (cont'd)
That was great!

ERIC
Really? Thanks.

MR. RICHARD
Now Eric, you make sure you walk Ms. Romano back to  her car, okay?

MS. ROMANO
Oh John. I'm a big girl.

ERIC
I will Mr. Richard. Good night.

Mr. Richard exits. Eric and Ms. Romano sit down 
and begin changing out of their dance shoes.

MS. ROMANO
I need to thank your fiancée.

ERIC
For what?

MS. ROMANO
For inspiring you to learn how to dance. Had you  not come in, I don't 
know if I'd be dancing right now.
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ERIC
And why is that, may I ask?

MS. ROMANO
My husband and I had just purchased this studio when  he got sick. After 
he passed I... I couldn't bring myself to dance.

ERIC
Oh, I'm so sorry. So...you stopped dancing?  Completely?

MS. ROMANO
Well, yes and no. He was my dance partner practically my whole life, you 
see, and I couldn't imagine  dancing without him. But I loved it too much 
to give it up completely, so I decided to keep the studio that way  I can still 
watch.

ERIC
Wow... well, I'm honored that your first dance back was with me. I truly 
don't know how to thank you enough.

MS. ROMANO
You're very welcome, dear. And thank you as  well. You've helped me 
more than you can imagine.

ERIC
I'm glad then.

MS. ROMANO
Are you free on Thursday? Same time?

ERIC
Yes, definitely.

MS. ROMANO
Great. I'll see you then.

ERIC
Oh. Here, the shoes.

MS. ROMANO
No, keep them.
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ERIC
Thank you. Hey, look at that. It's a full moon. Have  a good night Ms. 
Romano.

Eric begins walking away towards the door.
MS. ROMANO
Eric -

Eric stops and looks back.

ERIC
Yes?

MS. ROMANO
Earlier, you said you called your fiancée Bella  Luna... Why?

ERIC
She's like a light for me. No matter how bad things  may seem, she's 
always there. When I'm with her, it's like...I'm not so dark anymore, you 
know?

MS. ROMANO
I know the feeling quite well. Goodnight, Eric.

ERIC
Goodnight.

Eric exits. The lights dim. Ms. Romano takes a 
moment for herself and looks around at the  studio. 
She takes a deep breath. After a moment of silence, 
the beginning of a song like "Piano de Bossa: Fly 
Me to the Moon" by Febian Reza Pane plays, and a 
spotlight illuminates a memory/flashback of a 
younger version of Ms. Romano and her late 
husband. The two are  laughing as they dance. He 
dips her.

YOUNG MR. ROMANO
I love you, Bella.

They stand, facing one another. They are still 
holding each other.
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YOUNG MS. ROMANO
You shouldn't say things you don't mean.

YOUNG MR. ROMANO
But I do mean it.

YOUNG MS. ROMANO
Oh really?

YOUNG MR. ROMANO
Yes, Bella. Really.

YOUNG MS. ROMANO
Why?

YOUNG MR. ROMANO
Every other girl I've met is the same. Like stars--sure, some shine brighter 
than others. Some even shoot across the night sky, begging for attention. 
But no matter how hard they try, none of them can compare to the moon.

YOUNG MS. ROMANO
What's so special about the moon?

YOUNG MR. ROMANO
The moon doesn't ask to be seen, like the stars do, yet she outshines them 
all with her beautiful light. You're my moon, my Bella Luna.

He kisses her forehead. Eric enters, and the spotlight 
dims. Ms. Romano wipes away at her eyes.

ERIC
I'm so sorry, Ms. Romano. I forgot. I'm supposed  to walk you to your car. 
Are you ready?

MS. ROMANO
Yes...I am ready.

Ms. Romano shuts off the studio lights and only the 
moon/stars are visible as the music ends and the 
image of the moon and stars slowly fade to black.

End of play.
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