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Prologues
IE Campus Life

IE Editorial/Knowledge 

IE Theater Club
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When thinking of what message I really wanted to relay on behalf of the IE Campus Life team, 
many thoughts crossed my mind, but one word stuck out: gratitude. Many people who 
have lived the IE University experience always repeat one phrase, “IE is special and unique 
because of its people!”

This play, this work of art by these students and members of the IE Theater Club, is a 
testament to the sense of belonging, the sharing and giving we treasure at IE University. The 
community and I thank you for this precious gift, for the tremendous amount of dedication, 
courage and perseverance that went into creating this script that we now hold in our hands. 

At the same time, I would like to highlight the importance of the performing arts as a 
tool to sensitize and a great way to raise awareness of social ethics, especially in an 
environment as diverse as IE.

A good South African friend once shared a special word with me, Ubuntu: " I am because 
we are."  A word that captures that we are all bound together in ways that are invisible to the 
eye; that there is a oneness to humanity; that we fulfill ourselves by sharing ourselves with 
others and caring for those around us.

In understanding the responsibilities that come with our interconnectedness, we realize that 
we must rely on each other to lift our world from where it is now to where we want it to be. 
For the Campus Life team and the institution, you have given us all a part of yourselves that 
will live on, you have celebrated our values and truly honored them, and you have made this 
tribe stronger by bringing to life the IE Spirit that we all feel a part of.

Thank you, Theater Club for showing us the difference between “ I”  and “We”  and how 
“Them” becomes “Us” though the beautiful gift that is this script.

Chief of IE Campus Life
Juliana Pereira

Associate Director of IE Campus Life
Clint Goodrich

Coordinator of IE Campus Life
María Bravo

IE Campus Life



“
... you have celebrated 

our values and truly 
honored them, and you 

have made this tribe 
stronger... 



“
This book encloses 
all this work by the 
Theater Club and 
demonstrates its value 
to the IE Community
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The process of writing a play demands creativity, passion and perseverance. Firstly, 
we need an idea, a brilliant idea; next, we need to develop the characters and the situations 
that will allow them to show their personality and evolution. Finally, we need to write the 
script that will give everything meaning, linking the characters through relationships and 
ensuring enough changes to create a rhythm within the play. We need to create and think 
down to the last detail, but we also need to leave room for the reader’s or the viewer’s 
imagination.

This difficult task is generally invisible to the audience, which only sees the results on stage. 
This book encloses all this work by the Theater Club and demonstrates its value to 
the IE Community. It is even more special today since the second play, An Acquaintance 
Named Life, could not be performed due to the exceptional situation last spring, but thanks 
to this publication, we can enjoy it.

The unusual situation we are experiencing in 2020 presents new challenges for sharing 
culture and the humanities, core values for IE. It urges us to change and adapt to a new 
virtual stage. We cannot imagine returning to normal without artistic creation, which is why 
we invite the IE Community to explore all the possibilities that this new situation brings 
us to keep innovating. At IE Knowledge, we support and promote all of the new creative 
initiatives of our students and we provide maximum visibility. Now, more than ever, the 
show must go on.

We want to make the most of this opportunity and highlight the value and commitment 
of the Theater Club. Cultural creation and its dissemination, inside and outside of the IE 
Community, is our greatest motivation and, as a university, one of our highest values, as it 
projects our students’ excellence, as well as our faculty, staff and alumni’s quality.

Our most sincere appreciation to Ghali Laraqi and to the entire team for demonstrating 
again that university is synonymous with ar t.

IE Editorial/Knowledge

IE Editorial CoordinatorIE Knowledge | IE Editorial Director
Ana AlonsoCynthia Fernández Lázaro



“
..the crew of the 
Theatre Club version 
2020 was about to 
accomplish what 
has never been done 
before...
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The Theatre Club’s third year of existence has been a tremendous success despite the 
unexpected COVID-19 health crisis resulting in the end of our activities. Our original plan 
was to break with the culture established the previous year and to redefine the methods 
applied during the founding year: to develop our members’ creative side, letting them 
explore their artistic selves, and to allow them to produce what they helped to create. 
It is indeed a feeling of ownership towards one’s work that sparks unfettered 
motivation.  

And so, in a span of just four months, the 2020 Theatre Club crew was about toaccomplish 
what has never been done before: two plays produced in one semester – both original 
performances written, designed and produced by members of the student body. This task 
was achieved despite the challenges of the busy lives of college students, with a myriad 
of academic and extracurricular obligations. Time was limited and had to be managed as 
effectively as possible. And we did it. 

The first play, entitled The Turn of the Century and performed on February 5th, saw the 
highest audience turnout in this club’s ex istence and was the result of countless 
hours of thinking, deliberation and rehearsal from November to January. The second 
play was well on its way to being produced, and the date and location were already being 
shared with the community. Yet, the global health emergency decided otherwise, leading 
to the closure of the university’s facilities. 

What I will personally remember from this year are the enchanting dynamics of our 
group, a crew with whom I experienced ups and downs, but a crew that delivered 
well . I also have a sense of not having fully realized the vision I had at the start of the year. 
Yet, this sentiment is outweighed by the hope and excitement I feel about the plans of the 
upcoming 2021 Theatre Club team leaders. 

Greetings from 
the Club 
President
Ghali Laraqui
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This year’s journey started for me in the summer of 2019 alongside Ghali. Being part of 
something this big was a bit unexpected and honestly one of the best things that could 
have happened to me this academic year. Unlike the previous two years, this time we 
had two plays to tackle in short amounts of time; what was more disappointing for me was 
the fact that I knew I would not actually be able to see them performed due to my exchange 
program during the second semester.

However, it was not only about having two new plays, we also had another unique quirk that 
we called “Iterated Improv,” which is exactly what it sounds like: the cues were thrown at the 
actors on the spot and the story was built up from there. I will not say it was easy and that 
all things went according to plan; so many times Ghali and I would be frustrated over 
things not going r ight , many times we even thought about how the goals we set might 
not have been the most realistic ones… but at the end of the day, alongside this amazing 
team that we built, everything fell into place. Along the way, I learned a lot about manging 
such large events and such a big group. I am not always the most easy-going person when it 
comes to combining work and fun, but it is something I had the pleasure of learning. 

The team we built has become like family. We have laughed together, cried together, 
gotten mad at each other, spent countless days and nights slaving over scripts; all of which 
was worth every second we spent on it.

Unforeseen circumstances did indeed halt all of our activities, as university was closed, but 
our team did not let its motivation drop. We are just as optimistic about performing our 
second play in the 2020-2021 academic year with new enthusiasm, even more members, 
and a whole new idea that we can’t wait to share with you.

Words of the
Club’s Vice-President and 
Upcoming President
Nivedita Huple



“
..the cues were thrown 

on the actors on the 
spot and the story 

built up from there
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To Nivedita Huple,  the best, most supportive right-hand and friend one could ask for.  
 
The 2020 Theatre Club cast and crew, for your unfettered determination and faith in 
both projects.

To Abidin Mohamed Hamudi,  my roommate and dear friend, for the most eye-catching 
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The Campus Life Officers, María Bravo & Clint Goodrich,  I wish the year had not 
ended this way, for you have been my mother, father and mentors in all the ventures I 

pursued this year. Thank you for your lessons, your time, and your dedication. 

To Borja, Fernando and your colleagues,  for your help in providing the necessary 
material for the set design.

To Ana Alonso and the IE Editorial,  our words would have never been shared without 
your help. 

To Federica Caso,  for designing this book.

To Susan,  for reviewing this book.  

And to IE University, for the facilities they have lent us and the constant support they have 
provided the 2020 Theatre Crew. 
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Actor/Actress Impressions

Alessandro Rota
Italian - Dual BBA-LLB
Overall, I think theatre was one of the 
things I always looked forward to. It was 
the perfect combination of fun and hard 
work created by a wonderful cast of people 
who contributed to an amazing play and 
experience.

Arman Sukiasian
Armenian - PLE 
Theater’s been a colorful experience, and 
amid the crazy-busy class schedule, it’s 
always been a way to get out and chill. It’s 
been like a massive rollercoaster because 
the first couple of months went slow, but 
then the weeks before the play got crazy-
intense and everyone got so very engaged 
in it. Loved it! The play was an absolute 
success and above all I’m proud of how we 
managed to raise funds for Paladio Arte... 
God bless KKK.

Brij Mirchandani
Indian - BCDM
As I used to always participate in theatre 
plays when I was in high school, I was 
extremely excited to join my first play at IE 
because I knew this would be one of the 
best bonding experiences between me and 
my peers in the play :) The endless hours 
of planning and rehearsals were a perfect 
combination of stressful and pleasing, 
which is why I would do it all over again if 
I could!

Adrián Vázquez
Mexican - BCDM 
The Theater Club was everything I expected. 
I met great people and even better friends. 
We laughed, enjoyed, cried, screamed 
and got pissed off together. Almost like a 
real family, but without a divorce. It was 
beautiful to belong to a place where you 
could put on a mask to perform who you 
really are. Los amo.

Walter Gonder
French-German-British, BBA-LLB
Joining this club was a decision I definitely 
do not regret. The atmosphere is very 
friendly, it feels more like a fun activity than 
a stressful commitment. This club is perfect 
if you want to meet new people and gain 
confidence in public.

Anika Robinson 
Danish-Colombian, BIR
My impression overall this year was pretty 
great. I made great new friends because of 
Theater and really enjoyed the production 
of the first play. Theater helped me be more 
confident and made my first year a lot 
more memorable. 100% looking forward to 
another great year.
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Blanche Hamon Lorho
French - BCDM
The people, the play, the experience… my 
first year was made complete by the theatre 
club :))

María Alarcón
Mexican - BCDM 
I found the club to be very well done and 
organized. I made a lot of new friends 
being in it and definitely learnt a lot. It was 
always fun, and you could always count 
on everyone. The day of the play was 
such a nice experience, and I had so much 
fun being onstage and seeing everyone 
perform. I am really sad we did not get to do 
the second one, I was very excited for it, but 
I look forward to next year’s plays!

Nicholas Kattar
Italian - BIR 
I loved the Theater Club this year, very 
much enjoyed the philosophy of giving 
everyone an equal chance to participate 
in the creative process of P1 and an equal 
amount of time on stage throughout both 
performances. By the end of P1, I found 
myself respecting the rest of the cast and 
really proud of what we’d crafted. I’d surely 
recommend the Theater Club to all new first 
years.

Kimberly Godfrey
Indian - BIR
Being a part of the theatre production this 
year almost didn’t happen for me. After 
being stalked and harassed by my dear 
friend Ghali Laraqui, I finally gave in after he 
begged me to come back. Luckily, he was 
right, and I have no regrets. 

From last-minute rehearsals in The Factory 
common room to getting locked out of the 
Aula Magna and having to make do with the 
cafeteria instead, it was a miracle that we 
somehow managed to pull this production 
together! 

I will forever miss the excitement of 
spreading the word around campus for 
students to attend the show, and I will never 
forget the feeling that performing on stage 
gave me. I am so grateful for the friendships 
that were started here, and I know that the 
precious memories made will surely last a 
lifetime. 

I would like to give a shoutout to my co-stars 
Arman Sukiasyan and Landon Konzen for 
being the best cousin-husbands a country 
gal like me could ask for, and a round of 
applause to Gabby Isa for taking my insults 
like a champ! Lots of love.
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Marie Therese Burkard
German-Austrian, PLE 
Even though being in the theatre club 
could be stressful, we always made it fun! 
Playing a Karen introduced me to my love 
of white wine and many creative, lovely 
people. I could not imagine IE without them 
anymore!

Othmane Ghellab 
Moroccan - BBA
As a member of the previous theatre troupe 
and of the actual one, I can guarantee that 
this club can’t be boring. Things always 
change and it is still amazing to keep going, 
discovering new people and different ways 
of looking at things. I have learned a lot and 
I am grateful. I am definitely going to miss it 
a lot. Its intensity and its calm atmosphere 
at the same time created an environment 
that was adapted for the expression of our 
art. I’m sure that this club in Segovia will 
continue bringing new things and will keep 
impressing our community.

Maga Gevorgyan
Armenian - BIE 
& Dara Den Hartog
Dutch - BBSS
My fellow Karens realised that theatre wasn’t 
only about talent but about the connection 
that we got to make with the other theatre 
kids. We laughed, we loved, we lived, we 
cried a little, fought a little, but mostly we 
held each other’s hands as we learned our 
lines till the last minute. I will never forget 
getting drunk on the stage because we had 
not eaten anything due to stress and being 
petrified by Ghali screaming even in my 
sleep. (I still have nightmares, Ghali please 
leave me alone.) 

We will never forget this play and the people 
we got to meet. Thank you so much for this 
experience, the three of us discovered a 
new alter ego. Thank you Ghali and Ale for 
accepting and coping with our difficult new 
characters. 
Live, love, laugh.

My favourite moment Karen 1 (Dara): 
Travelling instead of going to rehearsal and 
singing Yummy by Justin Bieber with tha 
crew!  

My favourite moment Karen 2 (Maga): 
Ignoring Ghali when having a drink in Plaza 
during a rehearsal and getting outed for 
that. 

My favourite moment Karen 3 (MT): 
Enjoying the pizza Ghali ordered for us and 
sneaking away during the break to drink 
white wine.
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Abidin Mohamed Hamudi Western 
Sahara - BCDM  
I never thought of joining the theatre club. 
Even though I had done some acting and 
some directing, I was not the director for this 
play.  So I never saw myself good enough for 
it (acting). My brother and roommate Ghali 
asked me to help him out with the media 
part of the club. Filming and taking pictures. 
I started going from time to time, but I was 
never there to “practice”, this is because I 
was supposed to only film. 

When they started preparing for the first 
play of the year, Ghali told me about a 
role that I could possibly play. He gave the 
confidence and believed in me. So I went for 
it. I was Jamal, his thoughts, struggles and 
problems were mine. He was Abi and I was 
Jamal. A beautiful experience that I learned 
a lot from.The fact that I was Jamal didn’t 
mean not working on the media plan. 

Thanks to the great people in the club, we 
did a great job. And the promotion was a 
success.

Landon Konzen
American - BBSS
Theater was a crazy, joyful, thrilling, stressful 
experience. I’d always loved acting but had 
never done an entire production before. 
With this group it was so unique; everyone’s 
thoughts were heard and respected. The 
final product was a perfect culmination of 
everyone’s individual influence. The friends 
made and memories shared are priceless 
and I’m so thankful I got to be part of a 
group like this.

Gabrielle Isa
Nigeria - BBA/BIR
Theatre this year was an interesting 
experience – I never thought I’d actually be 
on stage, it was nerve racking but so much 
fun! I loved working with everyone and 
I hate the fact that we never got to do the 
second play, but with the people left in the 
club I know that next year’s performances 
will be wonderful.
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Dedication 
This book has been written in the spirit and memory of all those 
who made this year’s achievements possible,
 
of all those who worked behind the scenes and on stage,
of all those who withstood the intensity of the task, 
and of all those who had faith in this project. 
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A special dedication to all those who participated in the performance of this year’s 
production:

The talented Theatre Club 2020 crew: Abidin Mohamed Hamudi, Adrián Vázquez, 
Alessandro Rota, Andrea Antón, Anika Robinson, Arman Suskiasian, Blanche Hamon 
Lorho, Brijie Mirchandani, Can Yalman, Dara Den Hartog, Fernando, Gabrielle Isa, Kimberly 
Godfrey, Landon Konzen, Maga Gevorgyan, María Alarcón, Marie-Therese Burkard, Mercedes 
Rodríguez, Nicholas Kattar, Orchida, Othmane Ghellab, Saina Abdollahzadeh, Thomas 
Blondel, & Walter Joseph Gonder.

Clint Goodrich and María Bravo, who worked tirelessly behind the scenes and helped 
me face all obstacles along the way.

Miguel Larrañaga and IE University, for all the support.

IE Campus Life, Ana Alonso, IE Editorial, and Federica Caso, for the crystallization of 
our memories in this book.

& my friends and dears, Kevin Chen, Luis Joaquim Martínez, Jorge Miro-Quesada, Matteo 
Di Palma, Nivedita Huple & Daniela Mejia. 





The Turn 
of the Century
Play One: Introduction
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Introduction

Our first project was designed to allow members to explore their creative side. The idea 
was to not only write, but also to decide the sequence of events and the entire “flow” of the 
performance together. We worked in iterations, which is a process where each actor knows 
which character he or she is and acts as such. Lines and dialogues considered suitable by 
the production team would be included in the script.

Yet, a decision had to be made about the setting, which I fully undertook with my Vice-
President, Nivedita Huple. After taking the class of Óscar Mar tínez, International 
Relations Theory I,  I was very much inspired by the social realities experienced by the 
different ethnic groups in the United States during the second half of the 20th century. I also 
strongly believe in the importance of space exploration, and so… the performance took 
place on the same day as the launch of Apollo 11, on July 16, 1969. Hence the title, The 
Turn of the Century.

Our goal was to create value in what we said and how we acted it out. We had to be precise 
in how we depicted those past realities, avoiding any personal biases. We hoped this 
performance would be a historically enriching experience for the audience, because 
there was value in what we portrayed and what we were doing.



| 37 |

Play one, promotional poster.
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Synopsis

The Turn of the Century is the title of the first play of the 2019-2020 Theatre Club. 
A performance written, directed and produced by students only, it depicts an era of great 
societal impor tance: the 1960s and 1970s in the United States. 

During this period of history, in the midst of the Cold War, various ethnic and cultural 
groups struggled to make their voices heard: the Black Power movement, hippies and 
post-materialism, homosexuals, civil rights activists, environmentalists and feminists. All 
these movements are far more important in society today, and the idea was to focus on 
that era to reveal the origins of it all and to narrate these intercultural groups’ interactions 
with a little dose of humor. 

The performance takes place on July 16, 1969, the day of the launch of Apollo 11 to the 
moon, marking the biggest step for mankind. This era then marks the progress of 
humans both socially – with the growing acceptance of gays, woman, and black people 
in society – and technologically. 



“
During this period of history, 
in the midst of the Cold War, 

various ethnic and cultural 
groups struggled to make 

their voices heard...
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The Turn 
of the Century
Play One: Character Description
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Character
Description

Travis
Waiter 1, (Walter Gonder)
A chauvinistic manager who does not 
actually manage anything.

Andy
Waiter 2, (Mercedes Rodríguez)
An LGBT activist who is not afraid to give 
others a piece of her mind.

Joan
Waiter 3, (Anika Robinson)
A functional hippie working for the man. 

Jada 
Waiter 4, (Gabrielle Isa)
A woman of color trying to find her place 
in the world.

Monic
Waiter 5, (Blanche Hamon Lorho)
A wise soul who believes in learning from 
the past and moving on.

Josh
Chef 1, (Can Yalman)
A visionary trying to find his voice through 
the culinary arts.

El Cholo
Chef 2, (Fernando Magaz)
A hypocrite not wanting to move forward 
with the times.
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Dwight McCain
The Homeless Veteran, 
(Thomas Blondel)
A strong man who has seen too much, 
thus drowns his sorrow in a bottle.

Marlo
Hippy 1, (Othmane Ghellab)
A believer in just going with the flow, 
because whatever needs to happen 
will happen.

Arlo
Hippy 2, (Nicholas Kattar)
A man too sure that The Man is out to get 
him.

Carlo
Hippy 3, (Ghali Laraqui)
A free spirit who gives just as much love as 
he gets.

Mr. Steel
The Restaurant’s Owner, (Ghali Laraqui)
A neurotic employer with homosexual 
tendencies. 

Sydney
The Vegan, Environmentalist and Post-ma-
terialist.
A plant-eater too ahead of her time.
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Donald, KKK 1 (Arman Suskiasian)
Jacob, KKK 2 (Landon Konzen)
Tiana, KKK 3 (Kimberly Godfrey)

Probably all of them are Republicans 
anyway. Racist, pro-war and establishment. 
You can’t tell ‘em what to do and what not 
to do. Famous sentence: ‘God Bless White 
America’

Herbert Brownstein
TV Reporter, (Ghali Laraqui)
Responsible for spreading the news.

Police Officers
(María Alarcón & Thomas Blonder)
Governed by rules that are not of their 
making, they stop the riots. 

Karen 1, Karens (Maga Gevorgyan)
Karen 2, Karens (MT Burkard)
Karen 3, Karens (Dara Den Hartog)

Overentitled, privileged, classy sisterhood 
that will ask to see the manager.
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Jamal
Jada’s Boyfriend, 
(Abidin Mohamed Hamudi)
A victim of a systematically racist society 
but with a voice of his own.

Samuel Warner
The Intellectual, (Adrián Vázquez)
The brains of the story who tries  putting 
everything into perspective.

Chad
Gay guy, (Brije Mirchandani)
A sassy, independent man who knows 
what he wants and where he wants it.

Victoria
Gay guy’s friend, (María Alarcón)
A great supporter and friend to have when 
society stands against you.

12





The Turn 
of the Century
Play One: Script
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Prologue

“At dawn on July 20, 1969, a new spot opened for people to enjoy their daily lives in the mystical city of Orlando. Yet this day is 
special. Soon, mankind will cross the borders of the sky. Soon, 
the world won’t be the same anymore. Soon, the universe itself 
will be right before our eyes, within our grasp. Located near the 
Kennedy Space Center, the Jumbo Town.



Scene
One

(5-6 min)
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SCRIPT 1 The Turn of the Century

Scene One (5-6 min)
Complete blackout interrupting the Opening Speech and plunging the roOM  into 
darkness and silence. (10 seconds.)

The tense sound of rioting follows, louder in the background (1 min) Suddenly protestors 

appear, sitting at random points in the audience from back to front.

PROTESTER 1 (BRIJ):  Stop killing innocent children!

(Intense yellow & orange light flickering slowly in front of the stage.)

PROTESTER 2 (CAN):  We won’t fight another rich man’s war!

PROTESTER 3 (ADRIAN):  Stop sending our brothers to die!

PROTESTER 4 (ANDREA):  Make love, not war!

PROTESTOR 5 (NICHOLAS):  We’re killing civilians for politics!!

PROTESTOR 6 (ANIKA):  If you’re not angry, you’re not paying attention!

PROTESTOR 7 (MT):  Children are not born to burn!

PROTESTOR 8 (KIM):  We are free, we have no chains!

PROTESTER 9 (MAGA):  Free the female body!

PROTESTER 10:  (DARA):  Men of quality do not fear equality!

(LIGHT STARTS FLICKERING FASTER IN INTENSE RED)

The police come in and beat the protestors brutally, amid screams and chaos. Monic 
& Andy come in from E3, and stand near the kitchen. They are quiet, with very serious 
faces.

BLACKOUT – PRE-FILMED TV NEWS REPORT (2 MIN) - THEN INCREASING SOFT LIGHT 
ON THE STAGE.

Giving context

- Black Power Movement & Civil Rights
- Drug use
- Vietnam War & casualties
- Something to look for: Space!
- Then... talk about the weather… but interrupted (TV shut off by the waiters)



Scene
Two

(4 min)
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Scene Two (4 min)
Characters: Waiters (Monic, Andy, Jada, Joan, Travis), Chefs (El Cholo, Josh), Owner 
(Mr.Steel.)

[ LIGHTS ON STAGE ]

Monic, accompanied by Andy, turns off the TV. They are already on stage.

MONIC:  (bewildered) Can you believe all this?

ANDY:  Feels like something is ‘bout to blow up

MONIC:  You think?

ANDY:  Well yeah, look at it in this way. We got the black community that’s 
been roaring for the past 10 years. We’ve been at war ever since.

MONIC:  Oh yeah, Korea, Cuba, Viet… (gets interrupted)

(Entrance from E1 of Jada & Joan.)

JADA:  Blood! He came home bruised. There was so much blood.

(This catches the attention of Monic & Andy.)

MONIC:  Wait, what happened? (Jada’s kind of crying)

JOAN:  Jada’s cousin went to visit his friends in Charlottesville and got caught 
up in the protests.

ANDY:  The civil rights protests?
JADA:  Uh-huh! How can you stand for equality when treated like dog shit?
MONIC:  I guess that’s why and when we fight.

JOAN:  Right... my entire fam is getting scared. They want to go back to 
Wisconsin before it all goes down the drain.

JADA:  There’s just so much anger, everywhere!
MONIC:  No one feels satisfied by anything. We all fight for so many different 
reasons.

JOAN:  I’ve never seen such a mess around.
ANDY:  Yeah right! You see graffiti everywhere, banners on the ground, 
sometimes blood!

JOAN:  The city’s becoming a work of art.
JADA:  But at what price?
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ANDY:  There are no discounts on discord. Some causes are worth it all.

(Entrance of El Cholo and Josh from E3.)

EL CHOLO: You need to be a dick about it! You can’t let her have you by the balls!

JOSH:  But I kinda like it when she does... she’s my wife, Cholo!
EL CHOLO:  Oh, no mames Josh! You’re the man, show her! Be an asshole, un 
rey pendejo!

ANDY:  Don’t listen to him, Josh, he’s just a machista who can’t get it in even 
when he wants to!

EL CHOLO:  Oh, go back cleaning, chava.

JOAN:  People are fighting for reasons bigger than themselves, and he just 
can’t stop being a prick.
EL CHOLO:  Oh, another protest? Again and again! All day complaining! Zero 
working! If it was up to me, they would all go to jail or to Vietnam to fight with 
our boys!

JOAN:  Why can’t we all just get along? Is that so hard to achieve?
ANDY:  You can’t have peace without revolution!
EL CHOLO:  Verga! They say more rights for blacks, for gay people, for women! 
What for? In this nation, everyone has what they deserve!

MONIC:  How can you say that? You would want rights if you were them!
JADA:  (to Cholo) And look who’s talking! Just because you got your American 
papercrapshit, it doesn’t mean you can see yourself as a gringo and forget 
where you came from, Cholo!

(The owner enters.)

MR.  STEEL:  What’s going on in here? What’s all the fuss about? I don’t pay you
for needless chatter! (they all start moving and start cleaning) CHOLO! Get the 
kitchen ready and (starts sniffing) I can feel the dust mites in here! Joan, some 
air freshener too. We’re a restaurant, not a landfill!

JOSH:  Mr. Steel, did you get the veggie order we asked you for last week?
MR.  STEEL:  Yes, Josh! Do I ever forget to do anything?
JOSH:  No, sir.
MR.  STEEL:  Go get ’em at the back, the truck’s waiting!
JOSH:  Jada, Joan, could you go grab ‘em for me? I gotta set the kitchen up.
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JADA:  Yeah sure. Joan, you coming?
JOAN:  (finishing cleaning a table) Coming! (both leave by E3)

MR STEEL:  Now come on people, hurry up! Chop Chop Chop! Sauté Sauté 
Sauté! We’re opening in 137 seconds, so I wanna see your butts moving and 
hands juggling!!!

The waiters and chef get moving, but are clearly reluctant do this meaningless work 
when such important events are going on outside. (30 seconds.)

Mr. Steel is about to leave, but Travis enters, taking all the time in the world with his big belly.

TRAVIS:  Hey Sweetie, miss me? Big daddy’s in the house, everyone’s gonna 
have fun! Hey, you lookin’ good, sugar. (to Monic).

ANDY:  Travis, where were you? You live like a mile away!
TRAVIS:  All this love (referring to his belly) ain’t carrying itself! Hey Taco Bell, you 
missed a spot there!

ANDY:  Fuck you, Travis. (giving him the middle finger)
TRAVIS:  Hmm you’d like that. Aight guys, it’s looking good. (takes a seat)

MR.  STEEL:  Hey Travis, nice to see you in town!
TRAVIS:  Oh, look at the Iron Man himself! Hello Mr. Steel, lookin’ sharp! Have 
you been working out lately? (grabbing his shoulders)

MR STEEL:  (flattered) Oh, you noticed! Even my wife doesn’t believe me!

TRAVIS:  Oh, I could see it even from a mile away, no biggie there!
MR STEEL:  Oh, you always have. Keep up the good work, young man! (leaves)
MONIC:  How can the boss keep him around?
JOAN:  He’s always nice to him!
ANDY:  Yeah Travis, gotta stop jerking around one of these days!
TRAVIS:  I’m managing, what else do you expect of me?
ANDY &  JOAN:  TO MANAGE!
TRAVIS:  Pfft! I’m just top-notch efficient. Now keep working. I got some 
thinking to do.

(Slowly falls asleep.)



Scene
Three

(8 min)
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Scene Three (8 min)
Characters: Waiters (all), Hippy, Vegan, Chef.

Joan & Jada come back with a box full of veggies.

JOAN:  Josh, Cholo, here’s the veggie delivery.
JADA:  Fresh from the market!
JOSH:  Thanks guys, but I bet they’re loaded with chemicals.
CHOLO:  It’s good, it makes you grow!
JADA:  (to Monic & Andy) Is he gonna sleep all day again?
ANDY:  He’s got some thinking to do, apparently. (Travis snores)
MONIC:  Yeah imma head out to jazz it up for a smoke break, see y’all.
JADA:  Hold up. I need to go use the pay phone, gotta check on the fam.

(Jada & Monic walk out via E3.)

(Hippies enter - Arlo & Marlo.)

ARLO:  Hey there!
JOAN:  Oh hello, first clients of the day!
MARLO: Yeah, we looking for the bar, so I guess all the bottles are pretty much full.
JOAN:  Enough to kill a horse. This way!

(They go to the bar, where Andy is.)

ANDY:  What can I get you guys?
MARLO:  I want a drink that like, gets me high, you know? But, but that… still 
keeps me low, know what I mean?

ANDY:  Um, sure. You like coconut margaritas?
MARLO:  Sure, hit me. 
ARLO:  I’ll just have a beer if you don’t mind.

MARLO:  A beer? What are you 16?
ARLO:  Dude, it’s 11 am.
MARLO:  And never too early to drink!
ARLO:  You’re headed for an early grave, man.
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MARLO:  At least I’m living the life dawg! La Dolce Vita haha! (Arlo sighs) Come 
on where’s ma margarita!

(Andy finishes preparing the drinks.)

ANDY:  Here it is, and for your beer... we have Heineken, Miller, Corona, 
Country Club... and more Heineken.

ARLO:  Oh, you guys are sponsored by the Dutch, I see.
ANDY:  What?
ARLO:  (super ashamed) Oh no, nothing. Get me one! 
ANDY:  Sure… that’ll be $5.63 for the beer and $7.50 for the coconut margarita.
MARLO:  Dude what is this, a scam?
ARLO:  I guess that’s alright.
MARLO:  Yeah no, gimme some water.
ANDY:  Sure, here’s the cheapest one.
MARLO:  Oh man! In a plastic bottle. I can’t drink that!
ARLO:  Why not?
MARLO:  I’ll be polluting the oceans and killing all those turtles and 
hippopotamuses. Agh! Get me the margarita.

ARLO:  Being environmentally friendly has a price, dawg.
MARLO:  Well, as long as it gets me drunk, I’m good with it.
ARLO:  Cause alcohol doesn’t pollute right?
MARLO:  At least it lets me forget about it! I’m no murderer of Nature, gotta 
respect and appreciate its beauty, you know.

ARLO:  But you’re surely a drunk...
MARLO:  And happy about it, hah! Now let’s sit outside and light up a doobie, 

shall we comrade?

ARLO: Was wondering when you would bring that up. (to Andy) Can we pay later?
ANDY:  Sure, as long as you don’t forget outside it’s aaaall fineee (go sit outside)
MARLO:  Ah man! Isn’t it a beautiful day?
ARLO:  Oh, I bet someone’s thinking that right now.
MARLO:  What you sayin’?
ARLO:  Carlo is really enjoying himself. He didn’t tell you?



| 58 |

MARLO:  No, he didn’t! Tell me wassup with him?

ARLO:  Oh, he’s boozing it up at a wild party. (giggles)
MARLO:  What? Isn’t that what the Romans used to do back in the day?
ARLO:  I guess some people still find group sex arousing!
MARLO:  Oh, dude you bet your ass it is!
ARLO:  I don’t know about that, man, but isn’t he scared of STDs and other 
diseases you can get? Like I’ve seen all those posters and ads, that shit looks 
real, man.

MARLO:  Ah man, no bro! He does it all the time! That shit makes you feel 
young! There’s nothing to be worried about, you need to chill, to really chill... 
hah! Take a chill pill!

ARLO:  Nah dude seriously, you know what I’m worried about is like, I’m sure 
like, he’s being watched doing all that stuff. Like, it’s everywhere man!

MARLO:  Watched by whom?
ARLO:  Like... Big Brother, you know? Haven’t you read the book 1984?
MARLO:  Yeah, of course I read that book! 1984’s about the future? What am I 
some illiterate dumb shit?

ARLO:  That guy wrote that for a reason, it’s reality.
MARLO:  Yeah, it’s a good book, that guy’s a visionary!
ARLO:  Yeah no, exactly!
MARLO:  Yeah, I’m smart man. What’s your favorite part of the book?
ARLO:  Everything man...everything. It all made so much sense, you know? I 
don’t have a favorite part!

MARLO:  Oh, same man. I think so too.

ARLO:  It really mirrors the society we living in, man. What the government 
could be doing behind closed doors, you know? We don’t have private lives 
anymore, it’s as scary as it gets.

MARLO:  Yeah, shoot…
ARLO:  It’s like...they’re constantly spying on us to know what we think, do, 
want and buy so they can monitor and manipulate us better. It’s that scary 
man, it’s that scary. Hell, fuck, they could be listening to us right now with, 

like, some satellite technology or some shit.

MARLO:  Bruh, the day we carry something that, like, connects us to them, 
we’re doomed.



| 59 |

ARLO:  But we’re already, like, connected to them! They make us do 
everything we do!

MARLO:  Hey man, no, I do stuff on my own. I don’t need no mama to make me 
do anything. (Joan comes in, interrupting the convo)

JOAN:  Hey, sorry to interrupt guys, just wanted to know if you needed 
anything else?

ARLO:  See! She’s sent by the government to make us consume a bunch of shit!
MARLO:  Yo dude, chill out, I don’t know about you, but I wanna consume 
another jawn. Yeah, get me another margarita, please?

JOAN:  Sure! Anything else?
ARLO:  Nah, it’s fine. What about you?
JOAN:  What you mean, what about me?
ARLO:  Um, (gets super uncomfortable) wanna hit some with us?
MARLO:  Oh dude, you did it again!
JOAN:  I’d love to, but I can’t smoke weed when I’m workin. I need the pay. 

(Leaves to get the beer.)

MARLO:  Yo, man, you can’t keep asking strangers to hit the bong with us!
ARLO:  I don’t know man, sharing’s caring, you know.
MARLO:  Nah, dude, if you wanna flirt, use another game haha!
ARLO:  I wasn’t flirting!!
MARLO:  (sarcastically) Sure you weren’t. Maybe the government wants you to 
get some tonight?

ARLO: Nah, man that’s not funny. It’s how you get killed! Big Brother is real, man!
MARLO:  Oh, you know this ganja’s making you paranoid. Take a chill pill, 
you’ll visit God on cloud 9. (they just get high now)

JOAN:  Here’s your beer!
MARLO:  I ordered a b...oh right! Thank you!
ARLO:  See, you even forgot the government made you do that!

(Vegan enters E1.)

SYDNEY:  Hello!
JOAN:  Oh hey! Wait a sec, Andy’s gonna be right with you.
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ANDY:  (sarcastic) Team spirit right there! Oh hello, I’m Andy, how’s your day?
SYDNEY:  Oh it’s been…
ANDY:  Great, yeah! If you’ll follow me please, I have a seat ready for you… only 
one, right?

SYDNEY:  Yes, yes. I’m taking myself out for a good healthy lunch, I hope!
ANDY:  Sure. Now, what kind of food do you like? We have….
SYDNEY:  Oh, please. I’m a vegetarian. (Travis wakes up, disturbed by the concept)
ANDY:  Okay, we may have that...
SYDNEY:  It’s way better for me, you know? I’m more respectful of my body, 
and I protect Nature too!

ANDY:  Oh right, a superhero. (not amused)
SYDNEY:  Haha, I know! You feel light all the time, physically and in your 
conscience, too of course, cause meat... agh, it made me feel so heavy... so 
guilty (Travis is noticeably shocked) and… (laughs)... want to know a secret?

ANDY:  (sarcastically) Enlighten me.
SYDNEY:  It makes you wetter.
TRAVIS:  What the heck? So leaves are all you eat?
ANDY:  And that’s what you heard? (now amused)
MARLO:  Huh? Why would you eat them when you can smoke them? (both 
hippies giggle) 

ANDY:  Let the woman be, Travis.
TRAVIS:  Oh keep it down, Taco Bell. I’m just tryina think in here.
ANDY:  No joke! (to Sydney) So, what do you… usually eat, maybe I can help you 
find something?

SYDNEY:  Well, I mostly eat vegetables and beans rich in fiber and nutrients, 
you know? Chickpeas, asparagus, oh and mushrooms. I love mushrooms! Do 
you have a vegetarian menu?

ANDY:  Mmm I’m not sure, let me ask the chef. Yo Josh, Cholo time to rise n’ 
shine! (goes to him) Do you guys have any vegetarian expertise?

JOSH:  Oh yes! How could I not? They’re the most beautiful dishes you could 
ever make, so exotic, healthy, and tasty! And how…

CHOLO:  No meat? “Speech about burgers”
JOSH:  Oh, how can you think that? Yeah, burgers are good, but they’re so 
classic, so normal. No, no... Vegetarian food... it’s serving a rainbow on a plate! 
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Respectful to you and to Nature, healthy for you and for the Earth.

CHOLO:  Don’t you kill vegetables from your precious nature?
JOSH:  Come on, Cholo, it’s not the same thing! If I gave you now a cute little 
goat, would you be able to whack it?

CHOLO:  If I’m hungry, you can mourn his entire family too.
TRAVIS:  (dreamily) Atta boy!!
CHOLO:  The burger’s the pride of America, how do you think Mc Donald’s is 
becoming so popular? It’s the miracle recipe!!

JOSH:  For an early death, no doubt.
ANDY:  So…?
JOSH:  No diggity, I’ll make her a mmm… a quinoa, cucumber, tomato and 
spinach salad. The Quinoa Special!

ANDY:  Alright! (going back to Sydney)
CHOLO:  Que vergüenza!
ANDY:  Okay so we don’t usually receive these orders, so we don’t have 
anything our menu. But our chef can make you a fresh quinoa salad, does that 
sound good?

SYDNEY:  Sounds tasty enough to me!
ANDY:  What would you like to drink?
SYDNEY:  Do you have pomegranate juice?
ANDY:  We do.
SYDNEY:  Perfect then, thank you!
ANDY:  Our pleasure! (leaves the stage, while Joan has been reading a book)



Scene
Four

(6 min)
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Scene Four (6 min) 
Characters: Waiters (all) KKK (Landon / Adam / Kimberly) Hippies / Vegan girl / Chefs.)

(K.K.K members come in a very imposing manner, chatting, looking for a place to sit.)

DONALD:  So, what do you think of this place? 

TIANA:  It looks, modern. The walls are nice.   

DONALD:  Told you I would take you to a special place for your birthday!  
JACOB:  I’ve read about its opening in the local newspaper. Critics are 
optimistic,  and the food is what we like for sure.

DONALD:  A good burger is what always makes you happy anyways Jacob.   

TIANA:  I hope it’s not one of those ‘people’ restaurants though Donald, like 
that one that  opened on the boulevard. 

JACOB:  You have to keep some manners in public spaces instead of bringing 
those  masses. Horrendous if you want to know what I think.

TIANA:  The frequentation is so unbearable, and talking nonsense if not often, 
all the time, I swear to God.

DONALD:  Yeah Tiana. In fact, I can’t stand em all, Jews, Irish, Chinese, Italians 

JACOB:  ...and those black rats! 

TIANA:  Oh. Say no more. 

JACOB:  God bless white America, and all the white Aryan blooded members of 
our  pure society. 

ALTOGETHER :  God bless white America 

DONALD:  Where’s our beer when we need one to cheer? 

(Jada & Monic come back from their break.) 

JADA:  ( sighs) We gotta wake that snorer up, it’s not fair to us.  

MONIC:  Right? Let me go to the bathroom, and I’m gonna wake that blimp up.
 

(Monic goes to the bathroom.)

TIANA:  She didn’t even stop for us!  

DONALD:  Waiter! We’ve been sitting here for too long, for crying out loud. 

MONIC:  Jada! Can you get ‘em?   
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JACOB:  Talk about service!   

JADA:  ( coming from the kitchen)  Yes, sorry for our delay, what we can we get you?  

TIANA:  Now talk about service!   

DONALD:  We want a real patriot here!   

JADA:  What makes you think I’m not as much of one as you are?   

TIANA:  What on God’s Earth makes you think you are?   

JADA:  My papers and the 1964 Civil Rights Act?    

JACOB:  Haha! That is some baloney. It’s fake.   

JADA:  It’s as real as I am. Now, are you gonna order something or are you just 
hanging out

DONALD:  Watch your words, monkey. We don’t want to make any of you cross 
the ocean again.

TIANA:  This is no establishment for someone like you!   

JACOB:  Yeah, you should go back to where you came from, now think ‘bout 
that  sometimes.

(Jada is speechless, but powerless too.)

JADA:  I’ll come back to you when you’ve decided on your order. You’ll find me 

on the edge of my seat.  

TIANA:  ( to Donald)  You should have checked about this place beforehand!  

DONALD:  It’s okay honey, the food will be worth the trouble.

JACOB:  Yeah Tiana, there’s only one of them. Now you, monkey ( all laughing)  
would you kindly bring us some beers and some water to hydrate ourselves? 

Are you capable of doing that?  

JADA:  Most assuredly.  ( flushing noise from the bathroom is heard) Anything to eat?  

TIANA:  Get me some fries.

JACOB:  And some nuggets. 

DONALD:  And you better not forget the sauce.  

JADA:  Of course. ( goes to the kitchen, visibly hurt) 

JACOB:  Don’t drop anything on your way!  

TIANA:  They ain’t capable of doing anything.   
DONALD:  Maybe they should be the ones dying in Vietnam instead of our True 
Patriots. 
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JACOB:  Such a waste of pure blood. 

DONALD:  Yeah, we should prioritize the true people of our motherland.   

TIANA:  Is that too much to ask?  (while Monic walks back in an intoxicated manner) 

MARLO:  Can you believe those guys?   

ARLO:  Yeah, those guys stopped evolving a long time ago, Darwin wouldn’t be 
so proud.

MARLO:  It’s so sad, dude. 

ARLO:  Yeah, we gotta stand for equality and freedom!   

MARLO:  Hold on there, tiger. We chillax for now. 

(Focus on Jada & Monic, with Jacob getting closer to listen.)

JADA:  Okay, I just can’t keep doing that.

MONIC:  What happened?   

JADA:  Oh, look at you. Did you really get wasted again at this time of the day?

MONIC:  Yeah?! What’s up with you?    

JADA:  Those boneheads are insulting my person! Who the heck does he think 
he is, it’s not fair to receive such poor treatment.

MONIC:  Don’t let some bozo spoil your mood. They’re just from the KKK, that 
stupid fan club, and they believe the Earth is flat.

( Josh enters.)

JADA:  I know I can’t change them, but isn’t it hard to live with, day after day, 

being looked upon like you’re less than nothing?  

JOSH:  Hey, Jada, the most important thing is to never see yourself as such, or 

else they’d succeed in what they’re tryna do.  

JADA:  What do you mean?   

JOSH:  Differences scare people cause they have a sensitive nature. Poor 
things can’t look around without hating and being scared of someone else. 
Those bullies can’t feel good about who they are without shitting on everyone 
else. You’re just doing your job here, screw what they think.

JADA:  But Josh, it still affects me!   

JOSH:  It shouldn’t anymore, because our world is changing, and people are 
starting to accept all this diversity, you know? There are always ding-bats and 
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Flat-brainers around, but it shouldn’t make you sad and cry over your fate, but 
take action.

JADA:  And action has been taken so far .

JOSH:  Exactly! Martin Luther King Jr., Malcolm X, the power of your people has 
just been born and will keep raising its voice until we get a black President!  

JADA:  Yeah... I hope you’re right.   

JOSH:  Can’t be sure of it, but I believe that things are always getting better. 

For the time being tho, Monic, can you take care of them?  

MONIC:  ( angrily)  Hell yeah imma take care of ‘em! ( calming down)  Wait what did 
they order?  

JADA:  Fries, chicken nuggets, beer, and water - and forget the sauce!  

MONIC:  ( cheerfully) Haha you sneaky bitch!  

(Arman enters on a bike.) 

CARLO:  Yo Arlo Marlo, waddup dawgs? 

MARLO:  Carlo, ma man! How’s the people of this country treatin’ ya today?   
CARLO:  Oh geez, oh man! I had such a fun time! I didn’t stop, they didn’t stop, 

it just came from everywhere.  

ARLO:  Oh, you blowing my mind.   

CARLO:  Geez, yeah man. And you know I got blown! So wassup with you guys?   

MARLO:  Haha! Nothing, Arlo thinks that you’ll get STDs and the government 

wants him to have sex but he doesn’t.  

CARLO:  What the hell? Yo Arlo we did say no crack before noon, remember?  

ARLO:  I don’t remember, and NO! The shit freakin me out dude, aren’t you 

scared of that?  

CARLO:  Oh man, worst case is, I get a disease, I suffer for five years, and ta-da 
– some men dressed in white invent a new drug and surprise-surprise, I’m 

cured. Have faith in the world, man! Science’s the answer!  

MARLO:  It’s what I tell this crazy dude! So what now, you’re on a break from 

your  holidays in Nirvana’s sex paradise?  

CARLO:  Yeah, I had to come down from seventh heaven. Just biking around to 

get my stamina back.  

ARLO:  Think a doobie would help, Carlo?  
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CARLO:  Hit it, Arlo! 

(Focus on kitchen.)

JOSH:  Jada! Vegetarian salad is ready! 

CHOLO:  I still can’t believe you made this in our kitchen!   

JOSH:  Well if you’re not happy you can suck it, Cholo!   

CHOLO:  Oh, look at you, que pendejo you just became. Say that to your wife 

and you’re gold.  

JOSH:  Cholo!   

CHOLO:  I’m gonna have a smoke now, don’t make tofu nuggets instead of 

chicken ones, alright? ( leaves) 

JOSH:  ( making the salad)  Tofu ones would actually taste good!

(Josh gives the plate to Jada, who takes the food & gives it to Sydney.)

JADA:  Here it is! 

SYDNEY:  Thank you... Jada, is it?   

JADA:  Yes! You’re welcome.   

SYDNEY:  I also ordered a pomegranate juice, please, and..  

JADA:  Oh, of course, I’ll get it right away

( She goes, gets it from Josh, and brings it back - Sydney smiles to say thank you.)

 



Scene
Five

(7 min)



| 69 |

Scene Five (7 min)

Karens cover major topics of discussion.

MAGA (KAREN 3):  Pro-abortion, the pill. Women have the right to choose, the 

right to control their own bodies 

MT (KAREN 1):  Against, more religious. Our savior Jesus Christ did not want to 

kill innocent creatures. 

DARA (KAREN 2):  Pro-feminism too.   

KAREN 3:  And then, Barbara Streisand comes out. 

ANDY:  Hi, welcome. 

KAREN 1:  Hi, I’m Karen. I made a reservation this morning for... eh now 

(complaining) 

ANDY:  Yes ma’am. I’ll check it.  

KAREN 3:   Wait, Karén, is this the newest restaurant in town? 

KAREN 1:  Yes, yes. This is the one I told you about. The wine is, wow! You’ll 

love it honey, you’ll love it...

ANDY:  We have a reservation for a... Karen Johnson?  

KAREN 1:  Sorry it’s Karén Johnson, can you check again?  

ANDY:  ( petty)  I’m sorry, we don’t have a reservation for a Karén. 

KAREN 2:  What do you mean you don’t have a reservation for a Karén? 

KAREN 3:  Excuse me, we called this morning for a reservation for tonight at six.  

ANDY:   Oh well, our apologies. I do have a table available in the back. Since 

you don’t have a reservation, I can offer you that. 

KAREN 2 :  In the back!? 

KAREN 1:   There is no way we are sitting in the back. 

KAREN 3 :  Excuse me, do you even know who we are?! 

KAREN 2 :  We want to speak to your manager. 

KAREN 3:   This is unacceptable! 

ANDY :  I am going to get the manager.  (walks away to Travis) 

KAREN 1 :  I’m sorry girls, I thought we would have a fun wine night. I’m so sorry. 

KAREN 2 :  He has no right to talk to us like that! 
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ANDY :   (to Travis)   Yo snoring-pad. 

TRAVIS:   (painfully waking)  Yo yeah accountability, transparency, commitment, yo 
wassup there, what you doing?

ANDY:   Can you move and do something about that?! 

TRAVIS:    (looking at the girls, interested) Sure I can.  (stands up, goes to them)  Hello 
ladies how you doin’? Hi, you lookin’ good mama.

KAREN 3:    (with clear interest)  Hello.

KAREN 1 :  Thank you, we have a reservation for Karén. 

TRAVIS:   There is always room for fine ladies like you, come on, take a seat. 

KAREN 2:   Thank you. 

TRAVIS:   You know what you wanna have? We got a menu, and if you want, 
we got a slice of pie off the menu.  (charmingly)  Now is that something you’d be 
interested in?

KAREN 1:   Can you have our table cleaned? 

TRAVIS:  All right. Oh, I see. Looks a bit dusty. Uh, you have nice hands, wow.  

KAREN 2:  Oh geez. (in disapproval)  

TRAVIS:   ( to Karen 1)  Uh, Geez Marie Louise you got a nice rack. 

KAREN 1:  I’m pregnant, could you not talk to me this way? 

TRAVIS:  And it makes you smoking hot!  

KAREN 3:  ( to Karen1)  How could you choose a place like this? 

KAREN 2:  My friend told me it was really good. Sorry guys. 

TRAVIS:  Anyway, anything else I could do for you miladies?  

KAREN 1:  We’ll look at the menu and get back to you, thanks.  

TRAVIS:  All right, I’ll be right back with your menus. (leaves) 

KAREN 3:  Omg what was that?  

KAREN 2:   Yeah, that is not right! 

KAREN 1:  Oh, it’s okay. Let’s not let that dork ruin our pleasant night, Karens! 
So, Karen, show us your ring! ( Karen 2 shows off her ring)

KAREN 1&3:  Oh my God!  

KAREN 2:  It was amazing, wow; the loveliest day.  

TRAVIS:  Oh, damn. I’m too late.  

KAREN 3:  Yes, you are. 

TRAVIS:  Anyway here are your menus. Red wine, white wine, pink wine, we got it all. 
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KAREN 2:  What do you think of this wine?  

KAREN 3:  Which one did your friend say was nice?  

KAREN 2:  This is a Cabernet Sauvignon?  

KAREN 1:  Yeah, a French one?  

TRAVIS: A pretty good choice ladies, I’d never have it differently than French style. 

KAREN 3:  Whatever. 

KAREN 2:  French wine tastes amazing! In fact, my husband bought that for our 
wedding day, like, oh my God, Todd went all out you know?

KAREN 1:   I’m so sorry I couldn’t make it. I was at the hospital for a prenatal 
checkup. I’m so sorry.

KAREN 2:  I get it, honey, don’t worry about it.

KAREN 3:  Honey, do you at least have it on tape? 

KAREN 2:   Yes honey, we can have a baby shower with your little cutie pie and 
watch it all with some wine!

KAREN 2&3:  ( annoyingly) Honey!!  

TRAVIS:  And if you need a waiter, I can recommend the best one in town.

(obviously referring to himself ) 

ANDY:  ( passing by)  Hah, even with four arms you’d still be a crappiest waiter around. 

TRAVIS:  ( shocked, not paying attention)  So what are we having tonight? 

KAREN 3:  Ugh…  

KAREN 2:  A Sauvignon, please .

TRAVIS:  Alright, roger that. Rosie’s Lullabies, I’ll be right back. (Suggestively) 

KAREN 1:  How is he in this place?  

KAREN 2:   I feel so uncomfortable.

KAREN 3:  Oh, forget him. Sooooo…. how is life, honey, spill the beans? 

KAREN 1:  Well...it has been a little bit rough lately. Well, you know I love my three  
little kids, like honestly, but still, I was so scared to be pregnant and here I am.

KAREN 2:  Honey, come on!    

KAREN 3:  Why would you want another child?!  

KAREN 1:  Their chubby little faces just drive me crazy! And Todd gets so 

turned on by my big belly…he calls me Big Mommy! 

TRAVIS:  ( to himself )  Hah, all she really needs is a Big Daddy. 

KAREN 3:  Sweetie, look at me, it’s fine if you need an abortion. It’s fine. 
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Honestly, without that I would’ve repopulated the whole Midwest, hah!

 (No one is laughing.) 

KAREN 2:  Wait  

KAREN 1:  Karen, are you saying that you’re pro-abortion? 

KAREN 3:  Umm, yes honey. You should be able to decide about your own life! 
It’s your body after all!

KAREN 1:  But you have the responsibility of carrying life! 

KAREN 3:  That little parasite ain’t breathing yet, so how can you actually choke 
him to death with some meds?!

TRAVIS:  All right sweetie-pies, down for some fun? 

KAREN 1:  Can you stop interrupting our conversation? 

TRAVIS:  Oh, I am truly sorry ladies. Oh, I like the look you just gave me; do you 
want a piece of Travis, big daddy? Don’t be shy, I don’t  bite too hard. 

KAREN 3:  You can bite your own tail if that’s what you like. 

KAREN 1:  Please leave us alone; you are being really unprofessional. 

KAREN 2:  This is simply outrageous, what kind of restaurant is this?! 

TRAVIS:  Sorry, sorry ladies. There’s no one more professional than Big T. 

KAREN 3:  Is that the name that you introduce yourself with? 

TRAVIS:  No, that’s the way my wife introduces me.  

KAREN 3:  Okay so you have a wife… 

KAREN 1:  Please just leave us alone.

TRAVIS:   Hey, my wife, she cooks and cleans, but she ain’t helping anything 
down below! 

KAREN 3:  Please, give us some privacy and just serve us. You’ve brought us our 
wine and that’s enough, please just leave.

TRAVIS:  Okay, yeah, whatever pleases my ladies. (leaves) 

KAREN 1:  Oh my God, I am so sorry, girls. 

KAREN 3:   It’s not your fault he’s a prick! 

KAREN 2:   So, where were we? 

KAREN 3: Well, girls, I believe that abortion and the pill give us power over our 
bodies. 

KAREN 1:  How could you say that? The will of our saviour, Jesus Christ, is not to 
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kill innocent creatures but to nurture them with our love!
KAREN 2:  You may have enough love for four little monsters but I know I don’t. 
God, if I had more than two I’d just collapse.

KAREN 3:  Yeah Karen, you’re a human, not a chicken. When are you going to 
start caring about your career?

KAREN 1:   Why would I need to when I’m not missing anything in my life!?

KAREN 2:  Because! You need to be free and only depend on yourself! 

KAREN 3:  We only rely on ourselves. That’s how it should be, not those men  
imposing their manliness on us, no, no. We’ve got the power! 

KAREN 2:  Vagina power! 

KAREN 3:  And they gotta stop  imposing their rules on us!

KAREN 2:  (  to Karen 1)  And the best thing is…the less you give them, the more 
they want. I’ve driven so many guys crazy... they just became all blue all of a 
sudden.

KAREN 3:  And that’s just the best.

KAREN 1:  Wait, so how do you do it? 

KAREN 3:  You have to show them you own yourself. You’re a woman, not a wife!  

KAREN 2:  Yes! And it shouldn’t only work the way they want. You have to tell 
them,  “no.”  Straight to their face, like that: ( together with Karen 3/Travis is passing 
by to go to the bathroom)   NO! 

( Travis is super confused, says nothing in response and walks faster to the bathroom.)

KAREN 3:  Works every time!  

KAREN 1:  Oh wow…I usually thought that telling them “yes, yes, yes”  worked 

better… 

KAREN 2:  Ohhhh no! You also need to show them you have a life. 

KAREN 1:   Well I do carry many lives but… 

KAREN 3:  Oh, shush. Show him you don’t rely on him, leave the house without 

telling him, impose your schedule on him! 

KAREN 2:  And don’t shave!  

KAREN 1:  What?  

KAREN 3:  Yes Karen! 

KAREN 1:  What’s the logic behind that? 
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KAREN 2:  Us shaving is just a social construct, we’re humans and have hair it’s 
just men imposing female standards of cleanliness!

KAREN 3: Karen, have you ever seen any woman-loving man that shaves himself? 

KAREN 1:  No, but… 

KAREN 3:  Because they don’t like hair on you, but apparently, they don’t mind 
it on themselves!

KAREN 2:   Now aren’t they just hypocrites, better-paid little twats. 

KAREN 3:  And still they’ve voted longer than we have! No wonder we all 
ended up fighting each other. 

KAREN 1:  But still… I don’t think my Todd is like one of those guys you’re 
describing, he’s just so caring! 

KAREN 2:  That’s only cause his genitalia is aroused by your pregnancy 
hormones. Wake up, Karen!

KAREN 3:  The moment the testosterone goes down, bam! We don’t exist for 
them and it’s “do this, do that.”  I say no! We say no!

KAREN 1:  But… 

KAREN 2:  No butts! 

KAREN 3:  And no tit for tat either! 

KAREN 2:  From now on you’ll go home and run your house the way you want 
it to be run, lady!

KAREN 1:  Oh, I don’t know... I like it when he runs it… 

KAREN 2:  Well that’s about to change. You’re the captain of the ship! 

KAREN 3:  A hairy captain. And if he doesn’t like it, he can shave himself.  



Scene
Six

(7-8 min)
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Scene Six (7-8 mins)

(KKK, Karens, Veteran, Travis, Jada, on stage.)
 
(Chad and Victoria enter.)

CHAD:  Today has been such a long day, I need a drink.

JADA:  Hi, welcome to Jumbo Town.

CHAD:  Hi, how are you? Oh my god, your makeup and your outfit, stunning, 
absolutely lovely... 

JADA:  Oh, thank you so much! Come on in, come on in. There is a table over 
here, please have a seat.

VICTORIA:  That’s good, it’s perfect.

(Focus on KKK.)

TIANA:  Did I just hear someone with testosterone comment on a woman’s 
clothing and makeup? Do they even have testosterone? Do they produce it? 
Nuhuh- that ain’t right.

DONALD:  Never seen a son like that, it looks like he fell into a cock-pit. (Tiana 
and Jacob agree)
 
(Focus on gays.)

CHAD:  What do you want, hun?

VICTORIA:  Could I have a slice of chocolate cake, please? 

CHAD:  Chocolate cake!? Victoria, the sugar! 

VICTORIA:  Oh, yes, umm… I have a sweet tooth tho, what healthy desserts do 
you have?

JADA:  We have an amazing low-fat instant Berry Banana Slush, will that do? 

VICTORIA:  Yes! Perfect! 

CHAD:   What kind of coffee do you have? 

JADA:   We have Café Americano, Espresso, Flat White, Long Black… what 
would you prefer?

CHAD:   (pointing at KKK)  The flat white for them please…. I will take a long black 
(speaks suggestively) 
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DONALD:   What did you say you punk? Say it to my face.  (Jada interrupts) 

JADA:  No, no, just coffee talk, not looking for any trouble here.

(Focus on Karens)

KAREN 3:  Imagine your son being like that. 

KAREN 1:  Oh, honey never, nuh-uh.  (Other Karen’s agree)  I would kick him out 
right away.

KAREN 2:  You don’t say? My neighbor last month called the police because his 
son was seeing someone, and by someone, I mean another son! 

KAREN 3:  Oh terrific, we need education. That was harsh, but they’re on the 
right path for redemption!  

KAREN 1:   That’s why the father did what he did. Now he’s going straight to
heaven!

KAREN 3:   Better not meet any fathers on the way, hah!  

KAREN 2:  How do we still have any of them around? Aren’t they incapable of 
reproducing on their own?

KAREN 3:  That’s just a scientific mystery, Karen. I thought it was hereditary!  

KAREN 2:   Our state should spend more money on researching this condition, 
imagine living in a parallel universe where all Americans... turned (huh) gay?!

KAREN 1:   We’d just go extinct! 

(Screaming together & saying “oh my God.”  Karens repelled by the idea of a gay guy.)

CHAD:  So, the guy from the bar yesterday, we actually hooked up. 

VICTORIA:   Oh my god, he was so hot! Come on, details!!    

 CHAD:  So uh, I kinda forgot his name, but it doesn’t matter cause it 
was just for the night. Oh! And we didn’t use a condom, but again, it doesn’t 
matter cause we don’t get pregnant so…

(Focus on KKK.)

DONALD:  I’m sorry, but are they actually talking about a man hooking up 
with another man? Oww, I can’t believe that. The only thing a man should be 

hooking up with is his bottle and his prey. 

TIANA:  They are letting such diseased people just walk right in here, oh God. 
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DONALD:  He is gonna need help and some aid. 

(Karens mumbling shit about gay peeps and how they would not let their children go 
down that path. They wonder how gay sex is done, and how it works, and another Karen 
provides them with an answer, by acting it out… humping the air.)

VICTORIA:  Okay, but details, do tell details! 

CHAD:  It was amazing! Like, we both took turns doing it, you know when one 
does what one does. We both played the role of the guy and it was absolutely 
AMAZING. He was like, really nice, super patient… It was honestly an amazing 
night. Like, if you ask me more, I’ll give you the details.

VICTORIA:  I’m so happy for you!

(Focus KKK.)

DONALD:  Is that one of those  homo  -erectus motherfuckers?
JACOB:  I can’t believe they think it’s okay to break our God-given laws. 

DONALD:  We fought their wars, we gave them peace, now what they want 
more? They ought to have some boundaries, for crying out loud.

JACOB:  I don’t see no gay man going to war for our country. 

DONALD:  Never heard a gay man do anything. 

JACOB:   All they wanna do is stick it into each other. 

DONALD:  Yeah, that’s right. Maybe they would like to be in one of those cold 
nights  in Vietnam, make love for body heat. Maybe we should make them all go.
 
(Focus on Chad’s table.) 

JADA:   Sorry, I just found out that we don’t have the ingredients for your order. 
I’m so sorry. Is there anything else I can get you? 

CHAD:   How about you go to the grocery store, fetch the ingredients and make 
it for us. It shouldn’t be that hard. 

DONALD:   And they complain as well. Oh, my Lord, what’s next, they gonna 
start to run the entire homeland?

JACOB:    (to Jada)  Hey, mumbo,  (sarcastic)  why don’t you come here?
DONALD:   Yeah now we just hungry. We want chicken and a basket of lamb 
with mayonnaise.

JACOB:   Because Lord knows that since chicken is white, chicken is best. 
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DONALD:   No salt, no pepper. Just mayonnaise. 

TIANA:    (to Jada)  Now, why don’t you stop making faces and get these men 
what they want?

JADA:   Yes ma’am. 

JACOB:   And there aren’t supposed to be none of those people in here.  (points 
at Chad and Victoria) 

JADA:   Sir, you can’t talk like that. 

DONALD:   Yes, we can. 

TIANA:   YOU CAN’T TELL US WHAT WE CAN AND CAN’T DO. 

JACOB:   There was a time you’d do what we’d tell you to do!  

DONALD:   THEY TRY TO TAKE MY GOODS, NOW THEY TRY TO TAKE MY 
VOICE. It’s my property! What’s next, are we going to have some homo erectus 
as president of our nation? 

ANDY:   Is there a problem with homos? 

DONALD:   God doesn’t like them. God’s gotta witness it all before sending 

them to Hell.

ANDY:   He is going to put it all up in where, asshole? 

DONALD:   Not mine, I’m going to heaven, honey. Going straight to heaven. 

ANDY:   Even barbarians and Muslims got one thing right. 

KAREN 2 :  You know what I think, these people… that we call gay, I think…? I 

think it’s a mental disorder. We should feel sorry for them. 

(Karens agree and talk more about how gay can’t work. Gay people needing rehabilitation.) 

CHAD:   Alright everyone, listen up. If you think this is a disease, Karen Number 
3, look at your fucking skin. You need to go get that checked. And you right 
there (to Tiana),  look at what you’re wearing. You need to go buy some clothes; 
you are in a fucking restaurant not a crappy zoo for dead animals. And you 
Karen number 1, what are those earrings? Where the fuck did you buy them 
from? Who made that? Cause it looks like your dog chewed them up and spat 
them out, right at your face!

DONALD:   What did you say about my wife? You can’t go around speaking 

about her like that. She’s sensitive. 

JACOB:   Yeah, that’s my sis right there. 

VICTORIA:   You started it by speaking about him. 
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JACOB:   We’re just thinking out loud. 

TIANA:   It’s not an illness, okay? There is nothing to cure. 

DONALD:   Well it ain’t natural, that’s what it ain’t. 

KAREN 3:   I say we kill them all. 

DONALD:   Preach sister, you may talk about abortion but there is one thing we 

can fucking agree on.

JACOB:   We are gonna talk about what we want, it’s our right to speak about 

what we want to speak about. 

TRAVIS:   Everyone calm down, we gonna get rid of the faggot, no more 

problems around here. I am sorry, but y’all gonna have to leave. 

CHAD:   Victoria, let’s get the fuck out of this retarded place. Fuck you. Fuck you. 

And you. And fuck all of you. (pointing at people one by one) 

(Karens and KKK clap.) 

DONALD:    (shakes Travis’ hand)  Thank you sir, thank you for saving this country. 
KAREN 3:   We need more men like you. 

TRAVIS:   Oh yes you do Sugar. So, you like a strong man, cause then I got one 
for you.



Scene
Seven

(3 min)
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Scene Seven (3 min)

(Jamal entering the scene.) 

JAMAL:   (To Jada)  Hey baby, you ready to go? 
JADA:   Oh Jamal! You’re early, give me five minutes.  (Walks away) 

DONALD :  Great, now other monkeys are here! 

TIANA:   Is this place a zoo or a restaurant?  

JACOB:   They got to put a sign on that window. 

JAMAL :  Who the fuck did you call a monkey?  

JACOB :  You know we’re talking to you, now get out, we don’t serve soulless 
furniture.

TRAVIS :  Mmm-hmm preach. Taco Bell, call the police!  … (slowly)  Call la policia!! 

JAMAL :  You can call the police, we’ll be here waiting for them, we have rights!

(Jada walks in hurriedly after hearing the commotion, stands next to Jamal.)

JACOB :  Well you shouldn’t. You’re not one of us and never will be. Go swim 
back home.

(Samuel enters, sits by the bar.)

JAMAL :  This is our home. We’re Americans!  (grabs Jada’s hand) 

DONALD :  Hah, you wish. You only came here to work the land, nothing more. 
Now that our crops are grown, our machines work, you can go back to live in 
your hut with your primate friends.

JADA:   You know what? We’re tired of hearing you people just rant so much 
about us, as if we were the cause for all that’s messed up in this (sarcastically) 
“free world.”  You people came to our country, our land - you brought us here, 
you forced us here! To build your homes, your roads, pick your fucking cotton. 
And ain’t getting a cent back for it!  

TIANA:   Oh we paid you for such... poor... service. Besides you’re free to leave, 
whenever you want.

JADA:   You destroyed our families, you made sure we could never go back. This 
is our home now, and the law is on our side now. Suck it up, we’re equals.

DONALD:   (  spits on the ground)  There’s no way in hell we’re equal. You don’t 
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treat your peers the same way you treat those who are inferior.  
JAMAL:   Inferior to who? To you? We built your beloved White House. 
Goddamn it, you know what? It should be called the Black House! We raised 
your children, looked after your families. This country was built on our backs, 
with our sweat and blood.

TIANA:   Oh cut this shit talk will ya? Y’all can’t even take care of your own 
families. Letting your fatherless kids run around in gangs with no t-shirt to put 
on. ( shaking her head)

JACOB:  Hey! Cover your black tits, it’s disturbing our kids!

(Hippies walk in and are startled by the scene in front of them.)

CARLO:  Hey, we forgot to pay for… ( is interrupted by Jamal) 

JAMAL:   Oh, this isn’t shit talk. This is real; this is my life, these are our lives. Do 
you think everything that happened is meaningless? Do you think that we did 
all this; fought, cried, and marched – for nothing?  Malcolm, Martin, my friends, 
my family, the sacrifices we all made – you think my people died for nothing?

(Light focuses on hippies, everyone else fades out.)

ARLO:  It’s true, tho. So many people spill their blood, kill for stupid reasons. 

What is all this about honestly?  

MARLO:  Right? All they’re asking for is rights, to be treated equally. They ain’t 
that different. For all I know, fighting is all meaningless in the end. You just kill 
and kill and kill to make a point on how strong you are to fight other evils. But 
you’re the first one who’s evil.

CARLO:  You think that’s what we do? Claim that someone else is evil and do 
exactly as he would?

MARLO:   It’s all about power and hatred. We can’t stand others, the moment 
they speak differently from us, boom! We have to “correct”  that and spread 
our values or whatever humanitarian bullshit we claim. It’s all absurd. It’s 
going where you shouldn’t, fighting wars you should end, and hating on 
people who didn’t harm you in any way.

ARLO:   Exactly. Why do you think I refused to fight in the Vietnam War last 
year? They ask everyone. Join the Marines! Join Uncle Sam’s favorite forces! 
Be a True Patriot! And for what? You end up either dying or come back shell-
shocked for life, for the love of a nation that you never feel back. We’re only 
animals in a modern world.



Scene
Eight

(10 min)
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Scene Eight (10 min)

Homeless man just talks about how people fight for meaningless reasons while the 
government is doing good stuff abroad, spreading the real true message. Basically 
reflects the indoctrination of the concept of fighting for one’s nation, theme which will be 
criticized by the intellectual.

HOMELESS MAN:  (  heavily coughing) Don’t talk about something you don’t 
understand, kiddo. About something you cannot imagine even in your 
darkest dreams.

ARLO:  Excuse me?  

HOMELESS MAN:  ( still coughing)  I see you all, the youngsters, rebels of our 
time. (coughing)  Always wanting to make your own rules, to stand against what 
has been built, established, by your forefathers and fathers. What do you think 
you know, in your futile arrogance? ( coughing)  You think the world is so fair.

ARLO:  We know it’s not and want to make it freer and more equal!  

HOMELESS MAN:  You can only do so by force. Because you’d think that 
people would listen to your daydreams and beautiful songs and high spirits. 
That Bob Marley resonates in each of us...That making love is more important 
and beautiful than making war… ( shouting)  well think again! The only thing 
that makes people listen is the sound of a bullet, when you make them scared 

for their lives, they do listen, and respond pretty well.  

MARLO:  What in the hell have you been drinking?  

HOMELESS MAN:   I’ve drunk the blood of those I killed in the Far East, young 
boy, and swam into my friends’ blood trying to keep death’s claws away from 
them. I’ve drunk the elixir of the love of one’s dearest nation and spat on our 
Soviet enemy. I’ve fought for the dream of a free world! A world that would 
look like us, equal in opportunity, fair in treatment, just! And you boneheads 
standing here telling me you’d want to do it through peace just makes me 
want to puke. ( coughing, more coughing)  Hah! If the youth of this country is so 
delusional... there’s no future for us. You now refuse to assist your comrades 
against the Soviet enemy, the Vietcong threat! You reject your nation, your 
home, your patriotism! All this in the name of fighting for yourself. You’d be 
better off dying alone, like a coward. A deserter!

ARLO:  I don’t want to live in a nation that kills to promote peace. Nor do I 
want to see enemies in the face of those who are not like us. What is the p…
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HOMELESS MAN:  The point is that to survive, you need to eat, to kill, to fight. 
And you bastards of our victories are taking all we fought for for granted. You 
don’t deserve any of it. You’re the rats of the modern world!

(Profound silence.)

(Lights become very dim. Increasing background noise for 15 seconds, then focus on 
Samuel.) 

SAMUEL:  Rats of the modern world! That’s just magnificent. You express all of 
your complaints with so much passion and intensity.

DONALD:  Excuse me? 

SAMUEL:  Oh, please, don’t get me wrong, from where I stand, it just seems 
that... that it’s so chaotic, and you would be better off holding back and analyzing 
this situation without all of your emotional nonsense getting in the way.

JAMAL:  This is all nonsense to you?  

SAMUEL:  No, no, not per se. The way all these important topics are being treated, 
as I see it, leaves no room for any other conclusion. The wheels have already 
started turning, and all you can do is either resist or drive that wave of change.

TIANA:  Okay now you are talking nonsense!  

HOMELESS MAN: You think all I’ve endured meant nothing, you arrogant prick?! 

SAMUEL:  Oh can’t you grow up a little bit and look at all that is happening 

around you? ( to the homeless man)  Especially in your case. Just take a look 
at yourself, all terrorized by what you’ve seen in the war and avoiding it all 

through alcohol! You can’t run forever, I hope you know that.  

HOMELESS MAN:  If I had… ( interrupted by Samuel) 

SAMUEL:  Your rifle with you, you would put a bullet in my skull? Yes, I bet you 
could do that pretty well, but those little Koreans you attacked witnessed 
enough of that already. Why did you even join the war? To fight for your 
country, for its greatness and invincibility? Look at how this has benefited 
you: a wounded leg for life, a shattered mind and a dying heart. Probably a 
screaming liver too. You should get that checked out.

JACOB:  Get this man out of here! There’s nothing nobler than fighting for your 
nation!

SAMUEL:  If only it existed! Don’t you all see it? Actually, how could you not 
see it? The only times we talk about nations, countries or states, it’s either 
about immigration, taxes or war. It doesn’t exist apart from that! It’s just a 
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concept we created to attach you to what seems bigger than yourself! But 
you only belong to yourself. At least you should. Look at our oh-so-beautiful 
country, we can’t reach a consensus on anything that matters: rights, health, 
freedom, taxes, duties, you name it! Black people wanting more and white 
people not willing to give more. Refusing to give up on their land. And yet, 
white people enjoyed the presence of slaves on this very same land, when it, 
of course, benefited them... HYPOCRITES! It’s just a constant self-assertion 
and self-imposition on others to look stronger and take more than you need. A 
senseless power game. That’s war!

DONALD:  We have to spread our word, that’s our duty as… ( interrupted by Samuel) 

SAMUEL:  The world’s most advanced civilization? Sure, you can produce 
whatever you want, but you act in support of something that brings you 
nothing. Do you really think you’re doing better just because your country 
went to a faraway place you’d never set foot in and transformed that territory, 
bringing it closer to your image? Do you drink more blood thanks to it? Do you 
even enjoy any of those millions spent?

DONALD:  No, but it’s… ( interrupted by Samuel) 
SAMUEL:  It’s all a delusion. When you suffer constantly from unfair treatment, 
you have to bring about a change. It takes time, and sometimes you do have 
to rebel. Why? Because those who think they have the power don’t want that 
change. They don’t want it because it threatens them and their position. But 
resistance to it only occurs momentarily, because nothing is more powerful 
than those acknowledging change and wanting to drive it.  
ARLO:  You should change your ideas.

SAMUEL:  Not exactly. If you look at how the size of the black population 
has increased, you can predict that they will be revolting at some points, 
because they’re being tied to lower levels of society by this ethnically selective 
system. Eventually, ethnic groups get tired of this injustice. They rebel against 
oppression, speaking out more and more; until public opinion finds it gradually 
acceptable, even moral. And they’ll win, for sure they will. Because we can’t 
avoid (in this country) their presence anymore, they are everywhere too !
And please, look at yourself. Sure, you’re getting it right with your freedom 
and equality ideas. But smoking up will lead you nowhere. All you do is 
disconnect yourself from reality and from how life is occurring right now, 
and sooner or later you’ll be left behind. Think about that for a while. One 
day, you’ll wake up lost in all these thoughts, you will end up questioning 
everything you know, everything you think you know, and everything you 
know you don’t know. The answer to all those haunting questions? Religion, 
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because it’s so comfortable with its prophecies about life and death. You think 
you know where you’re going to because your heart has accepted that. That’s 
how faith works!  

MARLO:  Hah, you think God is going to save us all?  

SAMUEL:  Not God, but the idea of him will, because all fights end, and from 
this chaos, the only thing that can emerge are lost people who don’t believe 
in anything anymore. So instead of just fighting against each other about 
backward matters, we should celebrate where we are going. But we should be 
careful about what is changing around us because not all forms of change are 
good, you should know that.  

JOAN:  You douche, you keep ranting, but what are you proposing?  

SAMUEL:  Maybe we should start by no longer living in the past. Leaving it all 
behind, by accepting the present and the change it offers. Think of the future 
that could come out of that. Everything is so temporary! More and more 
people share the same feelings in similar conditions; that’s how population 
growth affects social dynamics. They gather to express their collective ideas, 
usually criticizing the way things are done; that often leads to “rebellions”  
to bring the change that people deem necessary for their survival and 
emancipation. And today, in this country, there are more and more people 
of color, there are different sexual orientations, and a large number of young 
people are refusing to go to war, wanting to get high and think of peace 
instead. This just tells me one thing: those different “races”  will get a voice 
and will have more to say. Those different sexual identity groups will face the 
same process as well. The concept of hard war for a nation is becoming more 
and more obsolete, unattractive and devoid of any meaning. Demographics 
are what drive politics, it has always been this way. From different kinds of 
people, different needs arise, and with different needs, change happens. So 
instead of fighting it, by being too emotionally involved in such struggle, we 
should understand where it comes from and be in a better place to deal with 
it. It’ll save us all from this loss of energy, blood, and tears. That would allow 
us to coexist in a better way, shouldn’t it?

(Light is now very dim, very soft, to give the audience a break and let it take on all that 
was said…)

 



Scene
Nine

(3 min)
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Scene Nine (3 min) 

HOMELESS MAN:   Now if you think I’m gonna stand here listening to you, i’m 
gonna tear…  (gets interrupted)

OWNER :   (entering suddenly)  Monic, turn on the TV. It’s starting. We  must  not miss it!  
TIANA:   Now what are you talking about!  

SAMUEL:   The turn of the century!   (turning on the TV)  

TRAVIS:  (waking up from his nap)  Oh that’s something Big T wouldn’t want to miss!  
ANDY:   Shut up, Travis.

TRAVIS:   Quit it, Taco Bell!  

SAMUEL:   This might be the biggest step mankind has ever made and you 
can’t stop fighting like Tom & Jerry. For crying out loud, listen, feel the energy!

(All silent, looking at the TV & the rocket being launched.)

ARLO:   We are leaving our shell.  

MARLO:   Most likely to find another one.  

JACOB:   Or maybe we’re just alone up there?  

JAMAL:   Nah man, I don’t buy it  

HOMELESS MAN:   Our homeland is expanding.  

CHOLO:   I bet they’ll need a good cook up there!  

JOSH:   Not you, Cholo.

DONALD:   Do you float as much as you fly on the Moon?  

TIANA:   Oh please, float due to lack of gravity.  

KAREN:   We should visit there sometimes!  (all Karens agreeing) 

JADA:  It’s all the beginning of a great mystery unfolding.   

SAMUEL:  May we not make the same mistakes of our past.  



Epilogue

(3 min)
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Epilogue (3 Min)

(End of the video.)

(Everyone off stage, except the waiters, who are cleaning.)

JOAN:  Is it just me, or does something feel off?  

ANDY:  Yeah, I feel kinda odd.  

TRAVIS:  Big T has never been better, anyone up for a burger?  

ANDY:  Shut up, Travis.  

TRAVIS:  Quit it, Taco Bell.

(They’re cleaning, for 40 seconds.)

 MONIC:  It feels like I’m not fully here.

JADA:  Yeah, my mind’s wandering far away from here.  

JOAN:  You think it’s all about beating the Soviets?  

ANDY:  It might have started like that, but it means so much more.  

JADA:  What do you mean?  

ANDY:  We’re leaving our shell, and it’s finally time to grow up from the little 
juvenile quarrels we have.

JOAN:  We can’t possibly stop fighting each other, it’s in our nature! 

MONIC:  No, we can’t, but at least we can learn from past mistakes, past fights. 
This seems like a second chance to build something bett…

OWNER:  Now what are you doing!? Come on, clean up everything, we have to 
close , electricity doesn’t pay for itself I don’t own the power company!

TRAVIS:  Oh! Mr. Steel! What a pleasure, you’ve missed such a nice day in the 
house! Maybe we can talk about this over a good bloody steak, huh? What do 
you think of that? ( leaving for the kitchen, focus back on waiters)

ANDY:  Yeah, some of us might stay juvenile even in these times.  

JOAN:  Let’s just hope it doesn’t cost us more than we can bear. 

JADA:  Maybe this turn’s the right one?  

MONIC:  Surely one that will do us good.

(All ponder this at the same time, then go back to cleaning as the lights slowly fade.)



The End









An Acquaintance 
Named Life
Play Two: Introduction
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Introduction

This second project was designed to be an original play that I would write and present to the 
Theatre Club members. In essence, it is a more “ r igorous”  theatre production, as the actors 
would only have to learn their lines and follow the directions of the producer and director. 
The idea was to allow those who did not participate much in the first play’s acting to have 
the lead roles in this second one, and guarantee, overall, a fair amount of time on stage 
for all actors. This is important, as it allows them to develop their public-speaking skills 
and, in some cases, to face childhood stage-fright and hence grow personally. 

The other roles (marketing, lights, sounds, and so on) would be allocated to the first 
project’s lead actors, giving them different perspectives on the production of a theatre 
performance. Indeed, I had the long-term goal of building the leadership team for the 
coming year’s Theatre Club, and they needed to have specific experiences to be prepared for 
their roles. 

Also, I wanted to create a play that was more appealing to a university audience, so the 
script portrayed five friends who just graduated from college. This work was a way for me to 
express what I thought and felt about… life!
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Play two, promotional poster.
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Synopsis

The play is entitled An Acquaintance Named Life and describes the 
lives of five friends – Alex, Graham, Hoyt, Laura & Izzy – who finish 
their undergraduate studies in 1993 in Scotland.  

They decide to go to New York, where they will have to discover  
“ real life”  and themselves, both professionally and personally. 
Ultimately, that’s what life is all about, right? What you face, and 
how you get through it.

This work was a way 
for me to express what 

I thought and felt 
about… life!

“



An Acquaintance 
Named Life
Play Two: Character Description
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Character 
Description

Graham “Grey”
Someone who loves electronics and 
studied engineering. He is forced to go 
home to do his military service. Back 
in college, he was Alex’s roommate. His 
character is pretty philosophical at times, 
yet very serious. He opens and closes the 
play, and symbolizes the circularity of the 
play, of life. He leaves when a new story 
starts and comes back when that story dies, 
for a new one to be born. 

Alexander “Alex”  Leblanc
An idealist, romantic, and somehow naive 
character. He studied finance in college, 
where he met Hoyt. He values friendship 
more than anything yet falls for Laura. He is 
the victim of the circumstances that occur 
around him, which force him to grow up.

Hoyt Davies
He is a sarcastic drug addict who cannot 
take anything seriously. He takes everything 
too casually and uses humor to hide from 
his emotions. His encounter with John will 
change the dynamic of his group of friends 
forever. 

Laura “ Lau”  Martínez
A beautiful, highly anxious character who 
is worried about the future, as well as very 
ambitious. She represents the difficulty 
in achieving one’s dreams, and will have 
to climb all the steps to reach hers. Even 
though she refuses to kiss Alex, she does 
have feelings for him.

Isabella “ Izzy”  De Beers
Izzy is a rather ecstatic and dramatic 
character who majored in finance and 
anthropology. She’s like the X Factor of 
this play – eccentric, deeply crazy and 
mysterious. She constantly lives in a 
parallel universe, a world of her own where 
she loves to have fun, but that nobody 
gets. She comes across as a shallow 
character, but there is more to her as the 
play progresses. Inside her head resides 
a universe of light, knights and darkness. 
She’s a mad genius who finds her escape in 
small things like shopping 
and friends.

Christina
A helpful, upbeat friend.

Rebecca
Very clumsy assistant to Von Normon, who 
obviously hates her job.
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Michelle, Hillary
Two very good friends since childhood, 
they met Izzy at a bar. Very funny. Hillary 
has the strongest personality of the two and 
always tries to assert her dominance over 
Michelle, who is genuinely lighthearted and 
a very nice character. Yet both of them are 
very extroverted.

Steve, Stuart, Mitch: 
Hoyt’s work friends
They’re basically stereotypical Wall Street 
traders, with Mitch as the rookie. Steve and 
Stuart laugh and mock everyone a lot.

Boss Von Normon
A two-faced character. At work, he is a 
very angry, demanding, harsh, mean boss 
who has no qualms about insulting his 
employees to get the best out of them. He 
is twice divorced and has two kids. Yet, at 
the end of the day, he is a fair, just man in 
the world full of sharks that is Wall Street.

John, aka Raúl Sánchez Medellín
Colombian drug lord, extremely manipulative 
and mysterious. John always wears colorful 
clothes, but nothing much is known about 
him, although he always acts like “the rat” 
by trying to get to know what he shouldn’t. 
Raul, on the other hand, is evil, always 
dressed  in black…This character is the 
bigger plot.  

Clark
Very naively funny dude. He always talks 
monotonously and is extremely innocent 
in the ways he expresses his ideas. He is 
basically bullied by Steve and Stuart, but 
he doesn’t even notice.

Mike
Old friend of Alex who tried to help with 
an investment. Very business-driven and 
manipulative. 

Inspector Bollock
A classic NYPD inspector from a crime 
show.

Father
A grieving doctor mourning his son. 

Mother
Wife of the doctor, more collected than her 
husband.

Jason and Bianca
Laura’s friends at work, very helpful and 
cannot stay away from each other.

Bartender 1 and 2 
A very complementary pair of bartenders 
who manipulate the whole scene to pull off 
what they have in mind. They’re basically 
playful cupids.



An Acquaintance 
Named Life
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[Only a table and four chairs are on stage. Soft light illuminates the place. Alex, wearing 

pijamas and not looking his best, is finishing writing.]

“  
[…]

And all this hasn’t been so easy on me, I have to admit it. It is hard to 
say. It all happened so fast… it shocked me profoundly. My whole being, 
shattered. It all feels like a big slap in the face to me, someone who 
always tried to foresee patterns of fate in anything I do. Nothing is like 
what I envisioned it to be – was it all wrong, immature maybe? It all 
changed. And I could not see it. Was that meant to happen? Is anything? 

Perhaps you can only understand it right after. That’s life, after all. An 
acquaintance you only meet for a while. Most of what’s ahead of you is 
predestined at your birth. But it’s not all up to fate. Cause what’s ahead 
of you, only depends on you. Only dead fish follow the current; only the 
blind follow… fate.

I hope to see you there, it would mean a lot to me, to the girls. And, 
I’m sure, to him too. Despite all that occurred, I love him like my own 
brother. 

To a 1,995th fresh start.

Your buddy, 
Alex

Prologue



Chapter One
Next Chapter
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Chapter I: Next Chapter

They say all roads lead to Rome. That whatever route you take, you will 
eventually become meat for worms, or merely burn to ashes. Ultimately, 
the destination means little, because what should, what does matter, 
is the ride – what we do with the time we have, where we choose to go, 
and who we choose to spend it with.

Yet, there are moments in life when we are standing at crossroads, 
with only our choices to define our time ahead, to define our next turn. 
And each and every one of us gets through them in our own way; not 
because we want to, but because it is necessary. It is in our nature to 
move forward. What is motionless, in the end, sinks into oblivion.  

Our friends are there in the mist, at the junction of paths with no ends 
yet to be seen. 

For all that follows from now on is up to us. 
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Edinburgh, Scotland.
Cramond Beach.
June 1993.

[The crashing sound of waves against rocks fills the moving air. On a cold, windy 
beach on the shore of Edinburgh, Graham is sitting on the rocks. He is still wearing his 
white shirt, badly tucked into his blue jeans, and he looks at the horizon. It feels all too 
peaceful. His oldest friend, Alexander, joins him, followed by Hoyt, Laura, and Izzy. They 
all seem to feel relieved, moving as lightly as the air itself. Mostly, they look happy to be 
together. Each one of them sits on a rock, eyes fixed on the endless horizon, enjoying this 
beautiful view one last time. Time has indeed changed and will never be the same. But 
they don’t know it yet… Soft lighting that will increasingly become brighter.]

GRAHAM:  I can’t believe it’s finally over. (looks at his friends) Out you go 
Maxwell, Bohr, Einstein & Bell!! (throws away his physics notes) Man wow! It’s like 
I can finally breathe again! (angry relief )

ALEX:  (laughing) I can see that. Those textbooks treated you well for, what 
now, four years?

GRAHAM:  (dead serious) 1,097 days. Weekends included. (All laugh) 
HOYT:  (mockingly) Hey, hey, hey mister engineer. We struggled too, might not 
have been with electromagnetism but…

IZZY:  (mockingly) Oh shush up, Mr. I have expertise in adding stuff on Excel

(Hoyt visibly hurt; the others laughing.)

ALEX:  Aaahhh guys, how did time pass this fast? It feels like four years slipped 
through my fingers, just like that! (snaps fingers)
LAURA:  I know!!!! (worried) What in hell are we supposed to do now? 
HOYT:  (triggered) The fluck! Just calm down there, we just finished and you 
already thinking about…

LAURA:  (interrupting, visibly annoyed) Well I’m sorry, but some of us can’t stop 
thinking about it. Goodbyes are difficult, and change is scary, okay? (starts to 
slightly freak out) It is all so - freaking hard to think about, (heavy breathing) hard 
to imagine and even harder to live through.

 ALEX:  (caringly) Hey Laura, just breathe. It’s all okay, we’ll figure out 
everything that we need to in time. We’re following our path now.
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LAURA:  Sorry guys, we’re supposed to be celebrating but… this isn’t as easy 
as I thought. Everything is just becoming too real… too fast. (freaking out) 
Looking for a job we like, saying goodbye, finding a nice place to stay, good 
people to stick with. And all of this to not have a crappy life. And even after all 
that, looking to get married (heavy breathing) and have kids, (heavier breathing) 
and more responsibilities……… It’s just… all too heavy to face. We’re officially 
not kids anymore! Instead the path is all traced now, and we gotta tackle the 
world and all its mess and…(gets interrupted)

GRAHAM:  Wow, wow. You’re 22 years old, summing up 40 years of existence 
in literally 30 seconds! Of course that feels heavy on your chest, you even 
stressin’ the crap out of me! Just look at it this way - Time is like music, if you 
speed it up, you don’t appreciate it anymore. You instead just want the song 
to stop, and that’s not the point. So calm down and… listen to one note at a 
time, it all should be fine.

HOYT:  Yeah. (In a burst of hope) Yeah it will! Who said anything about goodbyes 
anyways? (silence) Guys?

(Awkward silence; Graham is getting nervous.)

IZZY:  Can’t we just go anywhere we want?
GRAHAM:  (quietly) Speak for yourself. (Izzy stares at him with big round eyes) I… 
I’m pretty sure looking for jobs is our next stop?

LAURA:  (coupled with heavy breathing – she is still very anxious) Yes, right!! Let’s 
start with that! 

ALEX:  Alright, well first question then… where? 
GRAHAM:  What do you mean where? Like we can choo…(interrupted)

IZZY:  (interrupting) I KNOW, I KNOW, I KNOW! LET’S ALL WORK IN MILAN!!!!!  
There’s such a lovely area like super close to…(stops talking, like she’s been caught)

LAURA:   To………? (smiles like she already knows the answer)
IZZY:  (looking around like she doesn’t know what she was talking about) 
ALL EXCEPT IZZY:  THE MAAAAALL (Izzy rolls her eyes) 
ALEX:  You’re more addicted to shopping than Hoyt is to his precious, beloved 
Giulietta - and trust me, that is an achievement.

IZZY:  Giulietta? (intrigued)
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ALEX:  Yeah…his…
HOYT:  (interrupting) Love of my life. She blows me away three times a day.
IZZY:  (pensive) That must really keep your doc away. 
ALEX:  Not exactly. It’s actually… his bong. 
GIRLS:  (shocked) You named it Giulietta ????
HOYT:  (to Alex) You swore not to say a word! (innocently to the others, while 
Graham is laughing) What now? Can’t a person have some fun? 

ALEX:  SOME fun man, SOME! Not every day that God makes.
GRAHAM:  God doesn’t make any day. Actually, it’s the effect of the rotational 
angular motion of the Earth around its own 23.5°-inclined axis.

IZZY:  Oh please, Mr. Science Freak would you just!!!!! 
GRAHAM:  Just pointing out the obvious………
IZZY:  No duh!

(All look at each other. The boys start teasing Graham and all laugh. Laura’s been acting 
a bit off, though.)

LAURA:  It doesn’t feel like it’s the end, though.
ALEX:  I know, it’s weird. Feels like courses with Mr. Flinn were happening like 
what, yesterday?

HOYT:  God I can still smell him from here.
IZZY:  Ohh come on he wasn’t that bad. 
HOYT:  That’s cause when you sleep with Dorian you become immune to all kinds, 
types, and frequencies of smells. (All laugh except Izzy, who sarcastically smiles)

GRAHAM:  Haha that’s funny.
IZZY:  Wow, he says once scientific term and you go all nuts. Such. A. Cute. 
Engineer. (pinches Graham’s cheek)
GRAHAM:  Agh stop it! Only my Auntie Suzie does that. (smiling)
IZZY:  Oh, I can be your Suzie, I can, I can. Suuuzie! Auntie Suzie! (annoying him)
GRAHAM:  Quit it! You’d need a moustache just like hers. (all laugh)
ALEX:  Hey remember the junior year ball? 
LAURA:  When Jessie poured her drink on Jonas and started licking the 
alcohol off him?
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ALEX:  Hahaaaa bet she really wanted to hit his D. 
IZZY:  Ew, it gave me nightmares for a week. 
HOYT:  Clearly, cause we all know how much of a prude you are, milady? 
(sarcastically)

IZZY:  You moron you… (interrupted)
LAURA:  (evil tone) No you…You keep that mouth shut, and you’ll survive. Don’t 
make me use the powers I have as a roommate to destroy your entire life - 
FOREVER!

GRAHAM:  Ohhh she knows something.
ALEX:  I’m sure she knows…
GRAHAM &  ALEX:  …Many things! (look at each other and give each other a bro 
high-five)

HOYT: Come on. Tell us, tell us, tell us! (grabbing her by the shoulder and pushing her)
GRAHAM &  ALEX:  Yes, yes, yes!!! 
IZZY:  NOOO forget it. You’re dead, Laura. (pointing) DEAD, YOU HEAR ME!?
LAURA:  Keep talking and I’ll make you dig your own grave.
HOYT:  Ooh, naughty!
GIRLS:  Hoyt!!!

(Boys laughing, brief silence.)

LAURA:  Okay, so what’s the plan now ?
GRAHAM: (interrupting aggressively) No, no, wait! I want to hear the end of the story.

(Everybody looking at him weirdly and with concern.)

ALEX: (concerned) Wow, slow down there sparky. But yeah, come on Izzy, tell us!

(Izzy shakes her head in refusal.)

HOYT:  FFS would you give birth to it already! Why you stressin’ me out now?
IZZY:  That’s what’s stressing you out?

(Graham & Alex exchange a look.) 
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HOYT:  Well yes, indeed!! 
IZZY:  I said forget it.
HOYT:  Ugh. (showing he’s giving up)

(Awkward silence.)

LAURA:  SHE HAD A THREESOME WITH THE GERMAN TWINS.
BOYS:  WHAAAAAAAT?
ALEX:  (stands up) Ma’am, you got our respect on behalf of the Cockee 
Community. 

HOYT:  (in love) Gosh, they were so gold. 
GRAHAM:  (awkwardly) What? 
HOYT:  Ummm. (visibly embarrassed) LAURA HOOKED UP IN THE LIBRARY IN 
THE MYTHICAL BEAST SECTION! (Laura is shocked) If I’m going down, I’m taking 
everybody with me! (evil-sounding tone)
LAURA: Okay, well FYI, you actually meant Ancient Greece, you uncultured swine. 
HOYT:  Hah, guess Athena could be a chippy after all. (hypocritical smile)
LAURA:  Oh you’re gonna regret that. You guys remember when Hoyt came 
back with his ass completely kicked, with a black eye?

ALEX:  Yeah, robbers tried to gank his phone he told us?
LAURA:  (laughing) So that’s what he told you. Truth is he…
HOYT:  (interrupting) NOOOOOO DON’T GO DOWN THAT ROAD!
GRAHAM:  (to Alex) I’m expecting blood.
LAURA:  He got caught smoking by the cops…
ALEX:  (shocked) What!? And he got beaten for that?
LAURA:  No, no, he thought it wise to subdue (marking word) her…
ALEX,  GRAHAM &  IZZY:  (shocked) HER?! 
LAURA:  With a… bake ’n dip… offer.
IZZY:  (interrupting) Hah you dinkus! (Alex & Graham laugh)
LAURA:  And so, she beat the crap out of him. (all smiling/chuckling)
HOYT:  (offended) Okay in my defense she was hot and unbelievably strong. 
Must be doing 100 push-ups a day man!



| 113 |

ALEX:  Yeah, yeah, if that’s what you need to hear to sleep at night, you whiny 
little cry baby! (mockingly, all laugh at him)

LAURA:  Anyways guys……… so what’s the plan ???
IZZY:  Hah, don’t ask me, I barely have a “pla”.
ALEX:  Funny. I don’t know actually, I talked to some people and they say the 
best place for graduates is… across the ocean!

HOYT:  You mean in the USA? 
ALEX:  Uh-huh. I heard their economy is booming and all the positive 
economic blabla that goes with it. (prophetically) Think about it, it could be 
meant to be! Countless opportunities for us all!

LAURA:  Mmmmm, I mean, why not? 
IZZY:  As long as we’re near a mall.
GRAHAM:  Gosh for someone with a perfect GPA you can be such a weenie 
sometimes!

IZZY:  Ohh look who’s talking, Suzie’s squishy mushy little boy! (pinching his 
cheek, resulting in him being dramatically hurt)

HOYT:  Ouch. 
ALEX:  Going back to the topic, I wouldn’t mind checking it out for a year 
or so, see what we can come up with there. They all say it’s the land of 
opportunities, make your dreams come true or some American dream BS. But 
it sounds tempting right?

HOYT:  Yup. 
IZZY:  Let me think about it. (she’s thinking for four seconds. All look at her). I’m in!
LAURA:  I think… (silence) …mmmm… na… yeah…… you know what? I’m in. 
ALEX:  Graham? 
GRAHAM:  (caught by surprise but doesn’t want to reveal the truth) I don’t… know 
yet… I… I’ll let you guys know!

ALEX: (understanding that something is wrong) Alright guys, well so far we got our pla! 
IZZY:  Yeah!
IZZY: (to Laura, standing up) Lau, I need to pack and clean my room, you coming? 
LAURA:  (standing up with Hoyt) Gotta drop by the pool with Hoyt to pack our 
diving equipment, I’ll join you after! 
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[All leave talking loudly, happily, except Alex & Graham, who are still sitting on the rocks.] 

[LIGHT CHANGES] 

ALEX:  Hey, what was up with you?

GRAHAM: Nothing man, forget it. Let’s just… go back...

ALEX:  No, no. Don’t give me that “ I don’t know/ don’t want to talk about it”  
look. What’s up man?

(Graham is silent, walks around.)

ALEX:  Oh, come on. Get it over with alr…

GRAHAM:  (interrupting) I can’t go anywhere with you guys.

ALEX:  (caught by surprise) What? 
GRAHAM:  I have to go back home. I have to spend two years in the army. My 
father is a military man, and it’s non-negotiable with the government because 
they funded me to come here.

ALEX: How could they force you? You’re like 22 now, it’s your life, your choices! 
GRAHAM: It doesn’t work that way, at least not where I’m from. I’m sorry, there’s 
just nothing I can do. I don’t even have a visa, and I won’t be granted one if my 
situation is known. So it’s out of the question. It’s only for two years though!

ALEX:  But… 
GRAHAM:  Listen, I’m expected home the day after graduation anyways, so it’s 
all planned out already.

ALEX:  Wait, you won’t even be here for the party at Óscar’s mansion? 
GRAHAM:  (extremely frustrated with his situation) No man… you’ll have to talk to 
Elo for me. She doesn’t know.

ALEX:  But… conquering the world with your best friends… it’s all we talked 
about… Man no!  You can’t just abandon our dreams!

GRAHAM:  (increasingly emotionally intense) I know, but this isn’t a freaking fairy 
tale, okay? (tearing up) You think I don’t want to come with you? Gosh, the 
US, it just sounds amazing! (passionately) New York, the city that never sleeps. 
Bar hopping, laughing till the wee hours, partying, finding jobs on top of 
Manhattan’s biggest buildings… and just… messing around instead of having 
to say, “Yes Sir. No Sir”  279 times a day? You really think I don’t want that?
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ALEX:  Of course not… (showing exhaustion) It’s just… (looking around)
GRAHAM:  …complicated.
ALEX:  (desperate) Can’t you just not take your flight? 
GRAHAM:  (triggered) No. No, I can’t do that. I’m not enough of a bastard to do 
that. I owe it to those who funded me.

ALEX:  Yeah…

GRAHAM:  (acting sorry) There’s no “leaving everything behind.”  I can’t just 
abandon the ones I love.

ALEX:  Well, it feels like you’re doing that. (refusing to look at him in the eyes)
GRAHAM:  Please, don’t make it harder than it already is. I have to live by 
different rules than yours. You’re lucky enough to make your own rules and 
live your life.

ALEX:  I’m sorry man… I… I don’t know what to say.

(Very soft sound of waves breaking against rocks.) 

GRAHAM:  Don’t worry about me, I’ll be fine, and it’ll be fine for you too. You’ll 
see, good things will happen, I’m sure of it. I will miss you, I will miss you so 
much (silence) brother.
ALEX:  (looking at him) Amigo mio, I love you man. (hugs him)

[LIGHTS OFF.  LOUDER SOUND OF WAVES BREAKING AGAINST ROCKS]



Chapter Two
El Dorado?
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Chapter II: El Dorado?

Over 17 months have passed. Our four friends now live together in a 
typical middle-class apartment in the Upper West Side of Manhattan. 

Time flies, and along with it, the dreams of a successful life of 
opportunities have moved to the back of their minds. Disheartened by 
the struggles they encounter daily, our characters are facing a harsh, yet 
unavoidable reality check. 

Their unfettered, utopic dreams now feel light years away from their 
routine. For youth enjoys its euphoria, naivety and carefreeness, and the 
ascent to adulthood always feels bitter... sweet. 
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New York, United States.
Manhattan, Upper West Side. 
November 1994.

[A year or so later, Hoyt, Alex, Laura and Izzy have all moved to a typical apartment in 
the middle-class neighborhood of the Upper West Side of Manhattan. In a bright living 
room, a rust-colored sofa and some old fashioned, creaky chairs around a dining room 
table face a fairly small, modern TV, where Hoyt and Alex are laying down and smoking a 
doobie while watching their favorite cartoon, The Original Transformers. The ambiance 
is  delightful, with both characters totally captivated by the action on the little screen, 
filling the room with tumultuous noise with each of their animated reactions.] 

HOYT:  Ha ha! Go on! Kick his metallic ass! 

ALEX: (vehemently) No, no, no! (now shouting) He’s coming behind you! Behind you!

HOYT:  (afraid) Oh no! (looking at each other) That does not look so good…

ALEX:  (rebelliously) They can’t lose! The fate of the planet is in their hands! 

HOYT:  (sarcastically) They actually don’t have hands. 

ALEX:  Oh! Would you just?!! 

HOYT & ALEX:  (loudly) Come on! Wake up! Wake up! (epically) Wake up, Optimus!

[THE SHOW’S MUSIC KEEPS PLAYING]

[Alex and Hoyt seem devastated, the worst has happened, and the Decepticons will take 
over the world.]

ALEX:  (disappointed) It’s over. (Sadly) I think he died.

HOYT:  Nah, he just needs more juice.

ALEX:  (with a glimmer of hope) You think? 

HOYT:  Hah! I know I do.

ALEX:  (pondering) I think there’s still some orange juice left in the fridge, hope-
fully not expired.

HOYT:  (evil chuckle) Ain’t nobody needing orange juice, dawg. 

ALEX:  Don’t tell me you’re going for another ride! 

HOYT:  I might as well. This is the real thing. 

ALEX:  Oh! For crying out loud, aren’t you dead already? 

HOYT:  (smirking) That’s right. And I just can’t stop wanting to die. (standing up) 
Now get me some Mary Jane will ya?
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ALEX:  (reaches for the ‘magic box’) Here you go, homie. 

[Hoyt puts some of the herbs in the bong.]

[LIGHTS IT UP] 

[Hoyt takes a long hit, right when the girls arrive.]

IZZY:  We’re baaaack. (stops when they find them laying on the ground). 

HOYT:  (in a deep voice) Hasta la vista, baby. 

[He collapses on the couch, completely stoned, breathing out.] 

LAURA:  (in disgust) Oh God! Would you look at them?! 

ALEX:  Did y’all bring what we asked ya? 

IZZY:  Yeah, we went to the store and found… (gets interrupted) 

HOYT:  (wakes up all the sudden) Oh jeez, oh man! The food is here!

IZZY:  (offended) The food is here? 

HOYT:  (falling back into his dream) Hell yeah, the food is here! 

IZZY:  You two think we’re some sort of futuristic food delivery system? (fake smile)

LAURA:  (to Izzy) Wait, no! We don’t even charge ‘em.

IZZY:  (to Laura) Oh true! Ooh! I like that! We should definitely charge ‘em. 

[Hoyt wakes up again, disturbed, and looks at Alex in both confusion and hunger.]

LAURA:  Wait no! Then we’ll actually be their food delivery system. We don’t 
want that!

HOYT:  (interrupting the mini conversation, in a deep voice at first) You girls keep 
talking (cough), but that system of yours seems to be right here, right now 
with us… so, mazel tov! it’s working!… Now cut the small talk and gimme ma 
grindage will ya?

[Alex is watching with eyes wide open, shocked.]

ALEX : (to Hoyt) Woah, way to go dude.

HOYT:  (to Alex) No time to waste when tummy’s in haste.

IZZY:  (chuckling and slowly getting closer to Hoyt, who’s still laying down on the sofa) 
Hah hah hah! You think you’re funny? [Hoyt chuckles to Alex and to the audience]  
(to Laura) He thinks he’s a hella funny boy! (Hoyt is now on the edge of the sofa,  
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scared.) Well here’s what I think I’m gonna do to ya. (screams while running after 
him) Come here you… fartknocker!

[Hoyt stops running. He’s too high, too exhausted. He bends over, and she eventually 
gets to him, charismatically standing up to him, and he falls down.]

HOYT:  (extremely fast, with heavy breathing) No, please no! Don’t hit me, don’t 
hit me! (Izzy stops mid-movement) My health insurance expired a month ago, and 
I’ve been scared to even cross a road, and don’t even get me started about 
riding the subway! Please… (dramatically) I can’t even afford to die!

[With a little cry, he hides his face with his arm submissively. Izzy is shocked. She covers 
her mouth with her hand and then start chuckling.]

IZZY:  (baffled) Wow. You are such a wuss! (Hoyt seems like he doesn’t understand 
what’s up)

HOYT:  (defiant) I am not a wuss! (Laura & Alex both laugh) 

IZZY:  I guess that cop beating really traumatized you for life, huh?

HOYT:  (shocked) Oh! You did not say that… you… witch!

[Izzy gives him her angry, killer look. Hoyt gets less and less confident.]

LAURA:  (to Izzy) No, Izzy! Remember… (very quietly to her) 

IZZY:  (suddenly excited) Oh yes, yes! (Izzy pauses, taking two deep breaths.) Zan-shin!  

ALEX: (mockingly) Zan shin? (both Alex and Hoyt laugh. Laura & Izzy are dramatically hurt.) 

LAURA:  Quit buggin’!  

ALEX: Okay, okay, wait a sec. (collecting his thoughts) What (chuckling) what is it again? 

LAURA:  (haughty) Zaaaan shin! (the boys laugh again.) Pfff, you boys wouldn’t 
get it anyways. 

HOYT &  ALEX:  Naah nah. (slowly calming down) 

HOYT:  Come on, just tell us!

IZZY:  (visibly annoyed) Alrighty then. Laura? 

LAURA:  (with all the seriousness in the world) So it’s this Japanese martial arts 
philosophy… (Hoyt & Alex start snoring, Laura shocked and angry) Okay no, you 
know what?!

HOYT:  (smiling) Juuust kiddin! Seriously you can tell us (chuckles) now. (with big 
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eyes, like regaining control) We want to know, right?

[Waking up Alex, who actually fell asleep.]

ALEX:  (awoken from his thoughts) Mmm yeah, yeah… totally! (visibly forgot what 
all this was about)

IZZY:  Okay, so Zaâân-shin is - this concept of a state of awareness, see? 

LAURA:  Yeah! (proudly) Of total relaxed alertness, if you may.  

HOYT:  (intrigued) So it’s like, you’re totally relaxed, and at the same moment, 
totally alert? (ponders the question, then acts relaxed and alert three times, seemingly 
not getting any of it)

LAURA:  (intensely/ecstatically) I know! It’s dank, right?

HOYT:  (to Alex)  Geez Louise, I think it gave me a headache. (He then rubs his eyes.)  

ALEX:  (with a large smile on his face, blazin’) Whaaat?

LAURA:  Heey, hey don’t die! Don’t die! Here, we brought you chips! 

IZZY: (not happy) Yeah. (Laura gives them to Izzy and goes looking for her notebook in a drawer)

ALEX &  HOYT:  You said chips?

IZZY:  (rolling her eyes) And coke. (takes coke out of the bag)

HOYT:  Hell yeah, shoot me! 

IZZY:  Sure. (forced smile) Just say Zaaan-shin first. (turns to Laura) 

LAURA:  (in support) You go, girl! (Izzy turns back to the boys, fake smiles)

HOYT:  (deep, firm voice) Oh you manipulative bitch!

IZZY:  (provocatively) Bite me! 

HOYT:  (thinking) Hm. Aight. How do you say that again? 

LAURA:  Pff, you don’t say it, you feel it! You…

IZZY:  (to Laura) No time for that, Laur!!! (to Hoyt & Alex) Now, close your eyes (she 
closes her eyes) and say, Zaaaan……HEEEEYYY NO! (Hoyt already took the chips 
and coke) Oh! (shocked) you just ganked from me! (in shock) Oh! Thief !!

HOYT:  (smirking) Excuse me, hungry thief! 

ALEX:  Excuse me, hungry thieves! 

LAURA:  (thankful) Oh yes! Yes! I found it! 

IZZY:  (in despair) Great, like I could’ve used your help with these… (looking at 
the guys just eating passionately) creatures.
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ALEX:  (deep voice, while eating) Us men! 

HOYT:  (deep voice) We love eating! 

ALEX:  (deep voice) And annoying women!

HOYT:  (deep voice) And eating some more! (laughs with Alex)  

IZZY:  Ok! 

LAURA: Sorry hon, gotta do this frickin-frickily-fruck report. Better sooner than later!

IZZY:  Don’t you wanna come shop - I mean work - with me? I thought you 
hated this job!

LAURA:  Oh I do! But better start somewhere, right? Even if it’s a crappy 
channel with boring stories that no one watches or cares about!

IZZY:  Yeah — well, try to find something… boisterous. (goes to her bag to find her 
lipstick)

ALEX:  What’s your newspaper’s name again? 

LAURA:  The Good Times. 

ALEX:  (intrigued) Cause you turn bombings, war and financial scandals… into 
happy toilet reading time?

LAURA:  Nah, they just decide to focus on the positive aspect of any jawn, but 
still people prefer to watch bloody crap all night. As if it were more entertaining!

ALEX:  (like having a realization) It’s like we’re formatted to think of the worst of 
this teeny, tiny, little rock lost somewhere in some galaxy, in some universe.

HOYT:  (amazed) Damn, boy’s still high up there. 

IZZY:  (to Hoyt & Alex)  Don’t you two have anything to do? 

HOYT:  Hey, cut us some slack. It’s Sunday! 

LAURA:  Sure, Sunday! (sarcastically, looking for pens)

ALEX:  (waking up from his life realizing moment) Listen, Sunday is God’s day, and 
on God’s day we devote ourselves…

IZZY:  (interrupting) to connecting with your spiritual… beings, sure. (sarcastically)

HOYT:  Exactly, and the best thing is, there ain’t homework anymore! 

LAURA:  Sure!!! No homework! (visibly annoyed, opening her notebook) 

IZZY:  (looking at her watch) Alriiight - and time to go!

LAURA:  Where you going at this time of the night? 

IZZY:  It’s 9:30, Laura.
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LAURA:  Exactly! (Hoyt & Alex coming closer, interested in the conversation)

HOYT:  Alright, at some point we got to know. One night you go there and it’s 
yoga, one day you go there and it’s helping sick dogs.

ALEX:  Right! It’s been a year and God knows what you doin’ everyday!  

IZZY:  Oh! (lightly, not wanting it to go any further) What’s your point? 

HOYT,  LAURA,  &  ALEX:  What are you doing with your life?! 

IZZY:  I’m here and there! What do you want me to say? 

HOYT,  LAURA &  ALEX:  ANYTHING LESS VAGUE THAN HERE AND THERE!

IZZY:  If you must know. Well, I volunteer at an animal shelter two blocks away, 
do yoga twice a day, help people, *actual people*, shopping… (her friends are 
speechless) Oh! And you know that big mall that opened?

LAURA:  (sarcastically) Like it could’ve been anywhere else than a mall…

IZZY:  Well, I do their whole accounting system n’ stuff. 

ALEX:  You… alone? 

IZZY:  Yeah! I mean, it’s only adding a bunch of numbers up, take this from 
here, put it there, compute this here, adjust it there. Doesn’t take me much 
time anyways, so I help people shopping… and enjoy the discounts for 
myself! (excitingly) I’m shopping for a living!

ALEX:  (to himself ) Gosh, how can she find the time to do all that!?

HOYT:  See, I’d trust ya if you weren’t that blond…

IZZY:  Quit that stereotype! Numbers are my thing, kay? (looking at her watch) 
And now I’m gonna be late for… (hesitating) work!

LAURA:  Ooh, and so the lipstick is just for a casual glow, right? (Izzy looks at her, 
not amused) Just asking! 

IZZY:  (obviously lying) Yes. I… have to be… presentable!… for the meeting… at 
work, you know? With these… Chinese fashion designers… from Singapore!

LAURA:  (surprised) Oh, Chinese fashion designers, really?  

IZZY:  (hesitating) Yeah, that’s why we had to… adjust the meeting to the… right 
time zone! They’re still jetlagged, you know!?

LAURA:  (smacking her forehead) Jetlagged! That must be it!

IZZY:  (hugging) Good luck hon! (leaving) See ya after work.

HOYT &  ALEX:  Seee ya.
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LAURA:  (after Izzy left) Sureeeee!! After wooork. (pissed, picking up a journal/book. 
Alex & Hoyt get closer and sit with her at the dining room table) 

HOYT:  She’s not going to work? 

LAURA: If work is work then no, (disjointly) she - is - not! (while organizing her papers) 

HOYT:  Oh. (tries to think about it) Wait how is work, not work ? 

LAURA:  Exactly, she’s either shopping at the mall or galleria or whatever… or (like 
solving a crime) Oh! She could be with that James… or Jack she told me about.

HOYT:  Hmmmmmm, James and Jack. (trying to naughtily visualize it)

LAURA:  Ohhh, Hoyt not here, not now!  

HOYT:  Hey that could be the title of your sex tape! (chuckles, & Laura rolls her 
eyes) Well, she’s livin’ la dolce vita, how dope!

[In the meantime, Alex has been checking up on the fridge.]

ALEX:  Breaking news, no edible food left.

HOYT:  What about non-edible? Still got some?  

ALEX:  I can see…a bottle of mustard, pickles, an expired cucumber, three 
expired tomatoes, two expired peaches… Geez how long have they been in 
here? (keeps looking) Oh, a hot dog! Hmmm. Never mind, that’s expired. Is this 
juice…? (smells it, in disgust) What is that? (opens a container, sarcastically) Perfect. 
You know what? I’ll have some air for dinner.

HOYT:  You think Papi’s Pizzeria is still open? 

ALEX:  (checking his watch) Don’t think so, it’s pretty late already and we need 
20, 30 min tops to get there.

LAURA:  (sighs) I’m hungry too now. See what you guys do to me!? I’m 
supposed to work here, stupid report, and now I’m getting stressed, and you 
know me when I get stressed!

ALEX: Ha ha, yeah. Just don’t end up eating what’s left in the fridge and you’ll be fine.

LAURA:  Cause you guys think I’m too fat?  (Alex & Hoyt visibly don’t know what to 
answer and babble in confusion)

HOYT:  (vaguely, observing her) I mean…no? 

ALEX:  (emphasizing) Yeah definitely not too fat!

LAURA:  (hurt) Not too fat? 

ALEX:  (clumsily) I mean not too thin! Not too thin! 
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LAURA:  Yeah okay, so I guess I’m just going to eat the food left in the fridge 
after all. (rolling her eyes, hopelessly)

HOYT:  No, no, come on! You know what I told Alex the first time I saw you 
sophomore year?

LAURA:  (interested) Keep talking. 

HOYT:  Great waist, amazing ass.

LAURA:  (pleased) Really? I mean I’m officially offended but thank you! (To Alex) 
You think so too?

ALEX:  (shyly) Hey… I… think La Pepehouse is open 24/7! (Laura’s disappointed)

HOYT:  I’ve been there already, the pizzas are pretty expensive, and man… not 
that it really makes a difference but… it’s the end of the month.

LAURA:  Yeah, same. Maybe next week we could all go out? 

ALEX:  Just don’t let Izzy choose a cool place. 

HOYT:  Yeah… Will be pretty much out of our reach to be honest.

LAURA: Oh yeah, no way for me either, but don’t worry about it, she’ll understand.

[LIGHTS OFF… AND ON AGAIN]

[Characters have changed position. Laura is still working. Boys wandering around.]

ALEX:  (sighs wistfully) All this sounded better than what it is, huh?

HOYT:  Yeah, it seemed easier thinking about it. But it’s been a year now and 
well… nothing big has happened to any of us yet. 

LAURA:  Who said starting from zero was easy?

ALEX:  True, we just got to keep trying, and I’m sure something good will 
happen. It has to. But in the meantime, Imma head to bed! (checks with Hoyt) 
Night Laura!

HOYT: Already? It’s like… Dagnammit it’s almost 2am! Good night n’ luck Laur! (leaving)

LAURA:  Yeah… sleep well! 

[MAIN LIGHT TURNS OFF]

LAURA:  And here we go again. (starts to write)]

[LIGHTS OFF]



Chapter Three
Not Kiddos Anymore
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Chapter III: Not Kiddos Anymore

When does someone become their own person? Their own, 
independent, adult self? Is it the day you leave for college, get a 
job, receive a stork’s parcel who calls you dad or mom, or, even, 
the day a parent dies? 

Perhaps all these moments make you a bit more grown-up, a bit 
more mature than you were before. They do make you less of a 
child as well. For better, or for worse? 

For one must grow up but should never resent or reject the 
unfortunately forgotten childish and lighthearted pieces of 
themselves. Those are parts of who we intrinsically, genuinely, 
beautifully, constantly become. They make an axiomatic world 
bewildering, inspiring. They are preciously unique.  
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New York, United States.
Rockefeller Plaza, [company name: Trailblazers Brokers Group].
The next day.

[Our boys are now off to the duties that every respectable man and woman has to carry 
out: work. It could be maintaining a garage, housekeeping, or up in the air flying planes, 
but Hoyt & Alex work in the same brokerage company, at a booming financial center 
in New York known as Rockefeller Plaza. Their little cubicles, facing the immense office 
of their highly unstable and neurotic boss, are a constant reminder of the pathway still 
left to pave and walk down. Even in such a financially optimistic city, expectations are 
high, and the quest for profits never ending. The world as we all know it is changing fast. 
Competition is fierce. There is no place for puppies… because only the wolves survive. It 
is the rule of eat or be eaten.]

[The scene opens in the offices. A girl, Rebecca, brings her boss the coffee he asked her 

for. Hoyt, Mitchell, John, Stuart and Steve are working in their cubicles.]

VON NORMON:  (tastes the coffee, mockingly appreciating it) Mmm… mmmmm. 
Tell me, Rebecca is it? (in an increasingly loud voice) Do I seem to be a loutish, 
uncouth college student?

REBECCA:  (scared) No, sir…

VON NORMON:  Bloody hell! Then why would you bring me such a shoddy, 
muddy, rocky, coffee?

REBECCA:  (scared) But… 

VON NORMON:  (angrily) No buts! What do you think I am doing here? Milking 
my sheep and praying for rain all day?

REBECCA:  (shyly) No, of course not…

VON NORMON:  So for the love of Moses get me something that won’t make 
a dog choke to death! (Mitchell entering) Now out! (to Rebecca) (office guy 
approaching) Yes, Mitchell?

MITCHELL:  Well, good day to you, sir. You would be very pleased to know…

HOYT:  (to John) Gosh what a butt licker… (both chuckle)

MITCHELL:  (showing signs of anxiousness) …that I have completed the 
accounting requirements for this period based on the IFRS guidelines and 
procedures. (gives papers to the boss)
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VON NORMON:  (reading) Mhm, mhm… Yes… (with hesitation) Yes… (with a 
mocking smile) Why aren’t the trial balance accounts closed? (Mitchell is frozen) 
Knock knock! (visibly annoyed) May I help you answer my question or (louder) 
should you help yourself out?

STEVE:  Oh shoot, here we go again. (chuckling)  

MITCHELL:  Sir, the adjustments are…

VON NORMON:  NOT HERE! Exactly, what kind of gimcrack work is that Mitchell?!

MITCHELL:  But I just thought… 

VON NORMON:  Right, well next time don’t “ just think”  and only follow what I 
tell you to the letter! Can your sub-developed brain un-der-stand that? (sighs) 
(to himself ) What in hell’s kitchen have I done to be surrounded by such highly 
fed and lowly taught, incompetent boneheads? (looking at Mitchell, still standing) 
Wasn’t I clear? Piss off, kiddo!

STUART:  (to Mitchell) You’ll get over it soon, Mitch. It’s just classic Frenzy Monday. 

STEVE:  We think it’s because he misses us over the weekends, so all that 
testosterone gets built up and gets savagely released once we’re in his sight. 
(gets interrupted)

VON NORMON:  REBECCA! MY COFFEE FOR CHRIST’S SAKE! GET ME MY 
COFFEE! (in a normal voice) with… one sugar and a teaspoon of honey, please. 
(2 seconds of silence) REBECCA!!!!

REBECCA:  (in a hurry) Coming! Coming! Was looking for the sugar! (runs with a 
cup of coffee) Here sir! (super fast) A venti, half-robusta, half-arabica, half-whole 
milk, one quarter 1% fat, one quarter non-fat, extra hot, split quad shots, no-
foam latte with whipped cream, two packets of splenda, one sugar in the raw, 
a touch of vanilla syrup, a teaspoon of honey and three dashes of cinnamon. 
(She trips on something and coffee spills on her & boss) Oh snap…

VON NORMON:  (angrily) Damn it, Rebecca! You lump of foul deformity! I asked 
for one thing! Such an incompetent doofus, a useless hood rat! (sighs) Oh, 
sweet Lord! (to himself, hopeless sarcasm) Now I have to find an assistant for my 
assistant! (to Rebecca) GET OUT!

MITCHELL:  He could really use a chill pill in his coffee.

STUART:  (smirking) No worries, that’s on the agenda. Date is set for New Year’s 
Eve! (giggles)
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STEVE:  Yeah. We’re planning a week-long celebration with him on a max 
chilled out coffee treat. 

MITCHELL:  Wow. (pondering) Quite a character, isn’t he?  

HOYT:  Hah! You haven’t even seen Chewsday yet.

MITCHELL:  (confused) Tue...Chewsday?

JOHN:  Oh yeah. He walks around with this… Chewbacca aura. (imitates sound) 
(all chuckle silently, fearful of their boss seeing them). It’s literally all he can say!

STEVE:  I bet it’s the divorce. He’s got custody of his first wife’s kid on Tuesdays 
and second wife’s ones on Thursdays, so he gets pretty grumpy…

STUART:  Poor little soul…

MITCHELL:  What about the rest of the week? 

HOYT: Well. We got Frenzy Monday, Chewsday, Doomnesday, Slursday, and Fried-day.

STUART: (sarcastically) He is our only true source of inspiration and self-immolation. 

STEVE:  (sarcastically) He sucks, but you’ll learn to love him.

[Elevator noise.]

(Clark comes out.)

STUART:  Hey! Flash Slothmore is here! (Mitchell is very perplexed)

STEVE:  (whispering) Just watch and learn, newbie. 

CLARK:  (weenily) Hi guys.

(All the office guys say Clark’s name one after the other.)

HOYT:  How’s life down on the 3rd floor? 

CLARK:  Oh, you know, process this, analyze that, categorize this, compute that. 

HOYT:  (chuckles) Okay Carl. What are you doing here on the 4th? 

CLARK:  I’m just here to get my V.U.L.V.A. checked out.

MITCHELL:  (surprised) Vulva? 

CLARK:  Yes, Validated Useable Leveraged Variables Appendix.  

MITCHELL:  Oh… (a little disgusted) well good for you! 
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CLARK:  Not really, doing my vulva was kinda hard lately, and I can’t seem to 
pull it off. 

HOYT:  Thank goodness the boss is here to help you smack it up! 

CLARK:  (to Mitchell) (monotonously) Oh, yes. I don’t know if you met our leader 
yet, but he’s a very understandable, sweet person under his cold armor of rage. 

MITCHELL:  Yeah… I got introduced to… his manners. 

CLARK:  Yes! Doesn’t he remind you of our former President Bush? Firm, yet fair? 

MITCHELL:  Um… not really? You heard of Stalin? (all chuckle)

CLARK:  How could I not? I went to college with him, dear Lord! 

MITCHELL:  (turning to the guys, turns back to him visibly confused) What?? 

CLARK:  (monotonously) Well yeah, Stalin Collinet, American/Dominican NFL 
Star. (passionately reliving the memories) People used to say that he’d throw 
anyone who tried passing the defensive line straight into the gulag! It’s funny, 
but I’m not sure why. 

STUART:  (sarcastically) Oh really! 

CLARK:  (monotonously) Well, he was so good people also called him the Iron 
Curtain, yet I’m not really sure why either. I secretly think it’s because of the 
Marvel comics with Iron Man maybe, but that’s only my theory. 

STEVE:  Quite a speculation there, don’t you think? 

CLARK:  (boringly) Well, it’s as the saying goes, when there’s no jam in the jar, 
add in some pickles!

MITCHELL:  (can’t believe his ears) Oh sweet lord of mine. 

CLARK:  (monotonously) Anyways, I have to get my V.U.L.V.A. checked with the 
boss. A good day to you. 

MITCHELL:  (mind-blown) Oh, yeah, your vulva, how could you forget! Goodbye! 
(to his friends) Oh. My. God. 

STUART:  Be honored to have met Weenie the Sloth!

[Elevator noise.]

(Alex comes in.)

ALEX:  Yo migos, is he free?
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HOYT:  What for? 

ALEX:  I have to go over the capital structure and bylaws with him to get more 
flexible with the leverage ratios. 

STUART:  (interested) Ooh he might be preparing something. 

ALEX:  Yeah, it seems like it. All I know is that it’s for a big investment he’s 
planning to make, but we don’t have enough money, (crosses fingers) yet. 

MITCHELL:  We barely made any profits after tax, so good luck with that! 

ALEX:  Right, is he free? 

HOYT:  Weenie is in there, but…

ALEX:  Seems like he’s done, thanks pals!

(Goes to the boss’ office.)

VON NORMON:  (calmly) Welcome Alex. Any news for me?

ALEX:  Not happy news, I’m afraid. We already are using more leverage than 
funding, and the bylaws restrict a maximum of 150% of total equity. It leaves 
us more or less 17% room to maneuver. 

VON NORMON:  Have you contacted Ned to see if we can edit the bylaws... 
without too much noise?

ALEX:  I tried to reach him, but he’s not available at this time. 

VON NORMON:  Alright, try to find some possible motion to bypass the bylaws. 
Otherwise we’ll need to call a board meeting. The rise of the internet is going 
to make us all rich.

ALEX:  I’m sure sir. But I was thinking…

VON NORMON:  Rich! Rich! You hear me? Benjamin Franklins will be dropping 
from the sky, wearing their favorite suit…

ALEX:  100-dollar bills, green suits?

VON NORMON:  Oh yes, so many of them. Even Jesus would find such a 
reincarnation unholy… but what could be holier in this world than the money 
you earn by the sweat of your brow, right Mr. Donovan?

ALEX:  It’s actually Mr....

VON NORMON:  Oh enough with the small talk, good work there, young man. 
Find me what I told you. I’ll see you tomorrow. 
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ALEX:  G…Good-bye to you, sir. (leaving the office and boss ecstatic.)  

STUART:  Wow what did you do to him? He hasn’t smiled like that since 1929. 

ALEX:  I honestly don’t know, I went in there with some bad news. Strange 
man, strange man…

JOHN:  Booyah! You promised him a big paycheck. 

ALEX:  Matter of fact, he did promise… himself, a big fat flying check. (sighs) 
Got work to do, bye all!

(After he leaves.)

JOHN:  What a pendejo, I’m sure he knows something we don’t. Something we 
should! 

MITCHELL:  If it’s confidential now, it is for a good reason. They’ll tell us 
everything we should know, eventually. 

JOHN:  (meanly) What would you know, newbie? 

STUART:  Leave it John, might not even be worth your time anyways. 

JOHN:  Huh and how do you know that? 

STUART:  Because you’re in the accounting department and he’s legal, so 
shush up and let us do our part. 

JOHN:  (sighs) (to Hoyt, whispering) Hey, you live with him, right? 

HOYT:  (whispering) Yes. (Seeing John’s devilish eyes) Oh, no, no, no, don’t even 
think about it. He’s been my buddy since junior high. 

JOHN:  (whispering) Okay… okay… (in a devilish tone) Just imagine if what he’s 
working on is the biggest investment this firm, this town has ever seen!

HOYT:  We’re in New York, buddy, there’s always someone with a bigger bid. 

JOHN:  Oh but what if! 

HOYT:  John, pipe down. (three seconds of silence, we hear the clicking of pens, 
papers, typing on keyboards…)

VON NORMON:  (firmly) Hoyt, can I see you for a moment?

(Hoyt looks at his friends, a bit scared.)

HOYT:  Yes, sir. (going in the office) To what do I owe this… sudden delight, sir? 
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VON NORMON:  Well, you’ll be less delighted after hearing what I’m about to 
tell you. For the upcoming investments we aim to do, we need to make some 
payroll cuts. Henceforth, get rid of… the dead weight. (fake smile) I checked 
your recent performance report, and, well, I’m not happy to say the least.

HOYT:  Oh… sir, I know it’s because…

VON NORMON:  No time for excuses. You have until the end of the year to 

improve your performance, otherwise you’re fired. (Hoyt shocked) Now get out 
of my office. (Hoyt leaves, in deep confusion)

STEVE:  Hey, all good there? 

STUART:  What’s up? 

HOYT:  (worriedly) I think I’m gonna get fired. (looks at John) (all shocked, troubled)

[LIGHTS OFF]



Chapter Four
The Call
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Chapter IV: The Call

Is everything planned out, or do we have free will? Is there more comfort 
in thinking of our lives having been already written by some divine 
power, or is it more exciting to think we have all the cards in our hands? 
Surely, a bit of both. To each to their own beliefs, their own faith. It’s part 
of our nature, after all. 

Yet sometimes it happens that in unexpected ways, our expectations are 
fulfilled. Surprises appear in our path, and we feel joyful gratitude for 
being where we are… or the complete opposite. 

Whether part of a bigger master plan or not, it surely makes things 

move… uncontrollably. 
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New York, United States.
Manhattan, East Village.
November 27, 1994.

[In the house’s living room.]

 

MICHELLE:  (intrigued) So what did you do? 
IZZY:  Duh?! I slapped the bastard and left! 
HILARY:  Ooh, weren’t you too harsh there, Izzy? 
IZZY:  Harsh? Is there ”public property” written on my butt? Hah! I don’t think so! 
(showing her ass to her friends)

MICHELLE:  Well... (shyly) It sure is a very appealing property. 
HILARY:  Yeah, seems bouncy! Have you been doing squats?
IZZY:  (flattered) Ooh, stop it you!

(Laura enters the apartment in a rush wearing headphones.)

HILARY:  (suddenly) Wow, why is there so much negativity in the air?  
IZZY:  (agreeing) Laura! Laura! (All of the friends) Laura!!!! 
LAURA:  What, what?? 
HILARY:  You just seem very moody right now. So what’s up? (smiling sweetly) 
LAURA:  (sarcastically) And you are? 
HILARY:  Oh sorry, we haven’t met yet. 
IZZY:  Wait, wait, wait, wait! Let me introduce you (pointing to Laura) to you 
(pointing to Michelle & Hilary). Okay. (fast paced) Michelle, Hilary. Hilary, Michelle. 
Michelle, Laura. Laura, Michelle. Hilary, Laura. Laura, Hilary. ME! (all proud of 
herself ) Ta-da!
LAURA:  (to Izzy) Huh? 
IZZY:  (very happily) Oh! Yeah! I met them at a bar yesterday. How cool!
LAURA: Cool!! (thumbs up) Um, Izzy, did you happen to make happy brownies today? 
HILARY:  Hah! She wishes! (Laura looks at Izzy, wondering) So what’s up with you? 
LAURA: (to Izzy) I don’t like her. (to Hillary) Maybe we’re better off staying strangers. 
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HILLARY:  (not offended at all) Oh come on, you just don’t know how amazing I 
am yet. (winks at Izzy, who giggles)
LAURA: (rolls her eyes) Well, I just got this offer to go to Oklahoma and report on…
MICHELLE:  Oh so you’re a reporter? 
LAURA:  Yes I am! (proudly)
HILARY:  Oh how nice! Which channel? 
LAURA:  (not so proudly) The Good Times, broadcasted on channel 36. 
HILARY:  That’s... good!
LAURA: Yeah yeah, you gotta keep up with the pace. (haughty) What was I saying?
HILARY:  To go to Oklaho… ma? (Laura looking at her super pissed) 
LAURA:  (sarcastically) Right. So I’m being sent there to report… on a diarrhea 
pandemic.

MICHELLE:  Maybe the corn is toxic?
LAURA:  No, no. See, this pandemic is affecting... horses... and pigs! 
HILARY:  Oh! That’s…a bummer. 
MICHELLE:  It’s… a very promising news story! 
HILARY:  (chuckling) Total crap. 
LAURA:  Ha! Ha! (to Izzy) Hilary’s hilarious, isn’t she? (To Hilary, who’s vexed) 
What? (teasing Hilary) You think you’re the only one who can pull off a play on 
words? Only when I do, it’s funny!

HILARY:  Not as funny as your poop-seeking mission. (Laura is beaten at her own 
game; Michelle & Izzy are giggling) Please applaud the Indiana Jones of modern 
times, questing for a fecal Grail. Or, or, “ live on the Good Times, five tips to 
drain your sick horse”...or, “the latest from Casco, poopy bacon soup, rich in 
recycled nutrients!”  (laughing, proud of herself )
LAURA:  (to Izzy) You found a real funny friend there... (gets interrupted) 
IZZY:  Oh! Oh! I got one too! I got one too! (Laura looking at her, dramatically hurt) 
“Toxic gas leakage at an Oklahoma farm. Cause our bacon’s fartin’ good!”  (as if 
she was advertising)

MICHELLE:  Hah! Next thing you know… discounted steak prices, two for the 
price of one. It’s liquidation time!! (laughter)
LAURA:  Ha! Ha! Ha! My life is just sooo amusing! (slowly starts crying) So… so 
amusing!!! (loud dramatic cries)
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(IZZY,  MICHELLE,  HILARY,  HANDS TO THE HEART):  Oh! 
IZZY:  Honey, you know you’ll be okay! 
LAURA:  (outburst) Well, when will that be? Because I always thought of myself 
reporting on super cool stuff, where you’d think “Oh my god how did she 
survive that?”

HILARY:  Got to say, that steak-crap Oklahoma story will definitely be a 
challenge to survive, I’m tellin’ ya! (feeling uncomfortable because all look at her 
disapprovingly) 

MICHELLE:  Should’ve saved that one, Hil. 
IZZY:  How long will you have to stay there? 
LAURA:  Around five days. I just hope I’ll have a decent shower, cause ew! 
(touching herself in disgust)

(Loud noise in the back, Hoyt & Alex enter in a hubbub.)

HOYT:  (screaming) Don’t you understand? I’m gonna get fired if I don’t do 
something! 

ALEX:  Well, what else do you want me to tell you? We’ve been talking about 
this for the past two hours man! I just can’t help you, I wish I could. But I have 
enough things on my mind already!

HOYT:  (calmly, yet suspiciously) Like that big, huge investment you were talking 
about with the boss?

ALEX:  You know I can’t tell you anything about that. 
IZZY:  What investment?! What investment?!  
ALEX:  Didn’t you hear what I just said? 
IZZY:  Well excuse me for choosing what I listen to! (Alex confused)
ALEX:  (to Hoyt) Anyways, we’ll figure out something later. I’m tired now. 

HOYT:  (angry) Alright! Well, be tired all you want, I’m going to crank it up. 
ALEX:  (surprised) Now? 
HOYT:  You got a problem with that too? (Alex not responding) Oh I see,  
(sarcastically) dank then! Ladies. (makes a bye gesture, and heads to his room) 
LAURA:  What is up with him? 
ALEX:  Nothing… Nothing… just some work… unworkable… situation.
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IZZY:  Hey! Hey! Tell him Laura! (giggles) 
ALEX:  If you have news to brighten my day please spit it out, cause I’m really 
feeling like dog crap now. (Hilary, Michelle & Izzy giggle, which confuses Alex.)
LAURA:  (forced smile) Well, I have been selected (Alex getting interested) to go 
to Oklahoma (Alex more excited) to report on (Alex at the height of happiness) a 
diarrhea pandemic (Alex disheartened) affecting horses and pigs. (Alex cannot 
believe his ears)

ALEX: Well…! (nothing to say) That’s the smelliest news of the day, congrats Laura! 
LAURA:  Ehhh. (not very pleased by his comments) 
ALEX:  Oh I’m sorry but I can’t not make fun of you, Dr. Poop. (all chuckle) When 
will you be going?

LAURA:  (annoyed at first) Tomorrow around noon. 
ALEX:  (surprised) That farmer must really like his pigs ’n horses! 
LAURA:  (apathetically) Yeah, I guess so. I need to go pack so…
ALEX:  (enthusiastically) Oh sure I’ll help you! (Noticing that Laura is feeling really 
down, he takes her by the hands.) Hey, it’s better than nothing! You’ll make 
something out of it, you’ll see, just make sure you can shower three times a 
day at least. (laughter)
LAURA:  (laughing) That’s what I said!

[They both head to Laura’s room.]

IZZY: (looking for attention) Yeah it’s okay we’re fine here! You two lovebirds go pack! 
HILLARY:  (surprised) They’re together? 
MICHELLE:  (confidently) I KNEW IT! 
IZZY:  (seriously) Shut up, Michelle. And no they’re not, they’ve been friends 
since orientation week in college. I always thought it would happen, but 
somehow it never did. (Hilary and Michelle showing signs of disappointment.)
HILARY:  (pensive) What a shame, they do look cute together. (Michelle agreeing) 
IZZY:  (not really paying attention) Yeah… No… I don’t know, whatever.  Anyways, 
anyone hungry for pepperoni? (all agreeing) 
MICHELLE:  But can we not order something? I’d rather go out. 
IZZY:  Alright, let’s go then! 
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(They all go when the phone starts ringing. Mike enters the house, staying at the edge 
of the stage, a light focusing on him. Izzy answers it. An old friend’s voice is heard, to the 
surprise of Izzy.)

IZZY:  Oh, hey you! It’s been so long! What do you mean? It’s Izzy of course! 
Yeah all is well. (Hilary and Michelle showing signs of hurry) Sorry Mike, I was 
heading out for pizza so… you wanted to tell me something? Oh yes of course. 
(screaming) Alex, it’s for you!
ALEX:  (screaming back) On my way! 
IZZY:  (to the phone) He’s coming. Well, it’s good to hear from you after all this 
time. You should drop by sometime! Sure! Yeah, that sounds great, bye-bye! 
(to her friends) What a jerk! 
HILLARY:  (intrigued, while going out the door) Who was he? 
IZZY:  (increasingly inaudible voice) Oh, just……
ALEX:  (walking fast) Coming! (grabbing the phone) Hello this is the People’s 
Social Residence of the United States, Manhattan, I’m listening! 

MIKE:  Hah! You haven’t changed a bit! How are you ma boy? 
ALEX: (surprised) Mike? Is that really you? Holy cow it’s been ages! How are you doing? 
MIKE:  All’s been pretty good to say the least. I’ve started my own business, 
and… well it’s working so far. (laughter)
ALEX:  Well good for you! I’m glad, really! What is it about? 
MIKE:  Thank you, thank you! So there’s this technology that literally will 
change everything. A real revolution, my friend.

ALEX: (not excited) I’ve heard that every year since 1970, so quit the bullshit fam. 
MIKE:  No, no, this is actually serious. I’ve heard from some old college friends 
that you moved to the US, right?

ALEX: Yes, it’s been like a year, a year and a half? I’m living with Hoyt, Izzy, and Laura. 
MIKE:  Oh, didn’t Graham come with you too? 
ALEX:  He wanted to… but he’s got to do mandatory military training for his 
country for 22 months. Hopefully he joins us after.

MIKE:  Hope so too, the dude was a legend. He built a mini-dragon that scared 
off our thermodynamics professor. I almost peed my pants laughing man.
That’s just unforgettable. 
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ALEX:  (laughing) Yeah man… I miss him, you know?
MIKE:  Well, I got something that might cheer you up. Wanna hear about it?
ALEX:  I bet I’m gonna.
MIKE:  Dude! Okay so, this revolutionary thing isn’t just some BS from 
telemarketers. It’s actually growing, at a potential of 400% yearly… and that’s 
just in the US, man. So basically my company uses this platform to… putting it 
simply, sell things? 

ALEX:  Sell things? 
MIKE:  Yeah. Have you heard of the World Wide Web? 
ALEX:  Yeah, in passing though. It’s some military tech, isn’t it? 
MIKE:  It was, but it’s been growing for commercial use for the past five years 
at least. Wall Street is betting big on it. It’s still controversial, but trust me, 
definitely worth a shot.

ALEX:  Alright. I mean, new tech always generates a lot of talk about earning 
big bucks so… let’s get to the point: How much do you need? 

MIKE:  (ecstatic) Now that’s the spirit! I’m going to make us rich, my man. Rich, 
you hear me? But for that, I need $3 million dollars for 20% of my company.

ALEX:  (in disbelief ) What? 
MIKE:  Okay, sorry, my fault I’m playing hard to get. $3 million for a 33% share. 
But I promise you, I can’t make it more. I need a valuation of at least $10 million. 

ALEX:  (shocked) Wait, wait. Rich you said? You’re first making me the most 
indebted man in the United States. How the hell can you ask me this? 

MIKE:  Well…
ALEX:  (realizing) You already knew I have a job at a brokerage company. 
MIKE:  (now caught) Um… 
ALEX: And you already contacted several investors and they all turned you down. 
MIKE:  That’s true, but don’t think that you are a…
ALEX:  (sarcastically) Charity? Safety net? Like come on man, I haven’t heard 
from you in years and now you just show up like this?

MIKE:  I would never ask this of you if it wouldn’t work. And you’re wrong, I still 
have tons of firms to contact. But I came to you first. 

ALEX:  (suspiciously) First? 
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MIKE:  Okay, third. 
ALEX:  (suspiciously) Third? 
MIKE:  Alright, alright. You’re the sixth company I’m contacting. But I promise 
you, it’s big. I’m faxing the data to your office. You’ll see it for yourself. 

ALEX:  You’re a hell of a stalker, you know that? And one who, on top of that, 
asks me for $3 million dollars.  

MIKE:  That’s what quick ’n good business is all about. The right opportunities 
with the right contacts.

ALEX:  Didn’t you do computer science, you nerd? 
MIKE:  Yeah, but as far as I know computers don’t make money yet. We do. 
ALEX:  You haven’t changed a bit. 
MIKE:  Hah! And I don’t intend to. Aight, I got to go. It’s  nice to hear from you, 
really. Talk to you soon? 

ALEX:  Swell. Later then. (He hangs up the phone. Mike leaves the stage. Alex has a 
happy expression on his face, and Laura comes in) 

LAURA:  (going into the living room) Who was it? 
ALEX:  Mike McConnaghan. 
LAURA:  That Irish drunk? 
ALEX:  Yes, and he’s going to make me rich. (frenetically, holding her by the hands) 
Remember that investment I’m planning for my boss? 

LAURA:  You’re scaring me… 
ALEX:  (walking around) Well, those $3 million dollars are going to be worth… 
billions. 

LAURA:  (incredulous) Billions? Wow… you sure about that? 
ALEX:  (confidently) Yes. I am. Like I have never been before. I played the 
schmuck on the phone, something about the World Wide Web. And I know for 
a fact that Wall Street is going crazy about it. (happily) Von Normon is going to 
be happy! And I’m going to be rich!

[LIGHTS OFF]



Chapter Five
Party Night
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Chapter V: Party Night

Any excuse is good for sparking up some fun. 

While awaiting the return of their missing friend, Izzy and Alex prepare a 
little surprise to welcome Laura back from her five-day long pilgrimage 
to a land where only green grass is seen and cattle are heard. 

A little party never killed anybody, right?
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New York, United States.
Manhattan, East Village. 
December 2, 1994.

[Laura’s friends are preparing a welcome-home party for her. The scene opens with Izzy, 
who goes to the bathroom and accidently sees Hoyt showering. He comes out, annoyed, 
in a pink bathrobe. Lighting is very bright, with many more colors than usual. There is 
a lot of movement in the house, with many people coming in and out to prepare the 
party, setting the table, arranging the lights, preparing the gifts and food. Izzy & Alex are 
very stressed, Michelle and a friend [Christina] from Laura’s work are here, while Hoyt is 
sitting on the sofa, reading a magazine about models.]

IZZY:  (disgusted) Oh! My eyes! (She goes into the living room, disturbed, in a rush.)

HOYT:  (uncomfortably running after her in a pink bathrobe) Izzy!

IZZY:  (embarrassed) Sorry, sorry! Forgot to knock! (She goes into the living-room, 
where Alex, Michelle & Christina are preparing for the party) We gotta fix that door!

[Upset, Hoyt goes, grabs some beers, and sits down on the sofa. He starts reading his 
magazine, not caring about all the tumultuous noise and intense movement happening 
around him.]

ALEX:  (stressed, looking in the fridge) Where are the beers? Weren’t they 
supposed to be in the fridge? (Hoyt now is like “oh shit,”  but keeps the beer next to 
him and drinks without Alex & the others noticing)

IZZY:  (preparing the balloons) I don’t know, I don’t know! (blows up a balloon and 
turns super red) Christina! (balloons escape from her hands) Oh crap. 

CHRISTINA:  (carrying cups, ping pong balls, and sweets) What, what, what? I put 

the beers on the table and asked… (Looking at Hoyt, who obviously is balls-deep in 
his magazine, giggling at what he is reading, with a lot of empty beers at the bottom of 
the sofa; noticing Hoyt’s unwillingness to help, Izzy gets increasingly angry at him)

MICHELLE:  (walking fast) I have the…! (gets interrupted)

IZZY:  (angrily) HOYT! (Michelle jumps, scared, dropping what she was carrying on the 
floor; Hoyt is hiding the beers)

MICHELLE:  And now it’s smashed potato salad. Oh shoot. (disappointed) 

IZZY:  (to Hoyt, angrily) Can you just focus for one moment in your hormonal 
teenage life on something else than the broomstick between your legs? 
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(screaming) JUST FOR ONE MOMENT! (Michelle is still mourning her potato salad) 
Enough Michelle, it’s just potatoes!

MICHELLE:  (angst) Just potatoes? 

IZZY:  (bossily) You got other tummies to feed. So move, move! (Michelle goes 
to the kitchen.) Chris, you go get the alcohol. Go, go, go! (forcefully pushing her 
towards a room, from which Alex comes out)

CHRISTINA:  (militarily) Yes sir, now sir!

ALEX:  (coming out of the room) Never mind, just found ’em. We got tequila, 
Chivas, vodka, more vodka, more vodka? (Perplexed)

CHRIS:  You found the beer? (Hoyt smirks) 

ALEX:  No, and we need soda. You got any? 

CHRIS:  I’m on it! (she leaves)

ALEX:  Gosh couldn’t someone bring some rum? (She already left) 

IZZY:  I’m calling Hilary, hopefully she’s still at home. (walking towards the phone) 
Hey Hil, any chance…

HOYT:  (to Alex, now interested, putting his magazine down) Yo, got any vodka? 

ALEX:  I do, but not for you. Now please can you make yourself useful?!

HOYT:  Sure! (sits back on the couch, reopens his magazine, like nothing is happening)

ALEX:  (to Hoyt, who’s lazily lying on the couch; he wonders suspiciously) Did you make 
happy brownies today?

MICHELLE:  (from the kitchen) He didn’t touch ’em cause they’re still in the oven, 
so… no!

HOYT:  Yeah man, I even burnt myself tryna grab one. (hand’s burning) 

ALEX:  (to himself ) Oh, so there are brownies tonight! 

HOYT:  (while reading) Apparently. I couldn’t even smoke dawg, Izz took my 
ganja away so that I could be useful today.

ALEX:  (sarcastically) Which you clearly are.

HOYT:  No duh! (now looking at him) I’m giving you your space, dude. I’m only 
good at the eating part anyways. (dead serious) Organizing is just… not my 
jawn. (Alex stares at him, speechless, and the doorbell rings) See, you could take 
that! (Alex is now looking at him, pissed)

ALEX:  (annoyed) Coming! (opens the door; Stuart, Mitch, John & Clark come in) 
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Woah, what are you guys doing here?

JOHN:  Well, Hoyt told us there was a party, so here we are! Where is it? 

ALEX:  (praying to his gods) Sweet Mother Theresa… HOYT! 

HOYT:  (looking up from his magazine) Waddup doe! So you guys did come! 
(stands up and goes to them.)

ALEX:  (perplexed and amazed) And now you stand up?! 

HOYT:  What kind of host doesn’t welcome his guests into his home? Come on, 
guys! (saluting) Stue, Mitch, Joe, Weenie. Wait, where’s Stevie?

STUART: He travelled to Iowa this morning, some family matters he has to handle.

HOYT:  Aight fellas. You can get some chairs, chill around the TV, & make 
yourself at home! (they all go, sit, and start quietly eating the chips and food on the 
table in front of the TV)

ALEX:  (astonished by his friend’s behavior) A sincere, wholehearted thank you for 
contributing by bringing people who won’t contribute at all. SCORE! (Giving 
him a thumbs up, he goes to Michelle to check on the food; Hoyt goes to his friends.)

MITCH:  Nice magazine there, Hoyt. You gotta check this week’s edition. No 
joke, it makes you do your own one-man show. (all laugh)

STUART: Hah! Talk about a show, last night Jennifer Aniston’s interview was just…

MITCH:  Eye-opening!

JOHN:  Ding-dong awakening!

CLARK:  Not at all inappropriate... 

HOYT:  Oh shush up, Clark will ya! 

MITCH:  Don’t be so mean to him. He brought a poker set for the night! 

HOYT:  Since when does the Weenie play poker? 

CLARK:  Well, I don’t, (Hoyt shows that he’s right.) but I have a friend who has a 
friend who does happen to play some poker. So I kindly asked, and here you 
have it: his green felt and colored chips!

HOYT:  Now isn’t that some quick thinking you achieved there, Weenie? 
Welcome to the world of men! (all laugh, Clark is seemingly confused.) But guys, 
let’s not play now, they’re all in some frenzied, moody, unstably intense 
emotional situation.

STUART:  Yeah, that blond girl is still on the phone over there but hasn’t said a 
word for the past five minutes. You sure she okay? (Hoyt is perplexed.)
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HOYT:  (confused) Izzy? 

IZZY:  (like she woke up from a dream) Y… Yeah! Yeah. Sorry, didn’t sleep well last 
night. Izzy’s feelin’ kinda dizzy!

HOYT:  (explicitly) Yeah, she’s crazy. (cuckoo sign)

[Doorbell rings; Alex goes to open the door.] 

STUART:  And another brick in the wall! 

IZZY:  (in a sudden burst) Oh, right! Music! (runs to the room to bring an old radio) 

STUART:  (very confused, and a bit scared) She is crazy!

[Hilary enters with bottles of white and brown rum.]

ALEX:  (thankful) Mazel Tov! Finally something doesn’t rhyme with vodka! 

HOYT:  (overhearing) Smirnoff doesn’t exactly rhyme…

ALEX:  Well death does, you psycho!

MICHELLE:  (to Hilary) Hil, could you help me with the crackers please? 

HILARY:  (to Alex) Gosh, she looks so tense I’m surprised she hasn’t peed her 
pants yet. (to Michelle, in a sweeter, contrasting voice) Sure, honey!

ALEX:  (goes to the room where Izzy is and comes back with her) How long until she 
gets here?

STUART:  (wandering around) I love that movie. (All his friends look at him weirdly)

IZZY:  She’s already left the airport by now. I guess half an hour tops? 

JOHN:  (to Hoyt) Can we turn on the TV? There’s a recap of the Knicks’ game 
yesterday.

HOYT:  Yeah sure, let me just… (gets interrupted) 

ALEX:  (frenzy) No! No TV. You guys come help or just sit there and twiddle your 

thumbs. (all are confused, Hoyt again makes a cuckoo sign towards Alex.)

[Doorbell rings.]

ALEX:  (to Izzy) Wait, it can’t be her, it’s too early!

MICHELLE:  Relax Jacks, it’s probably the neighbors. 

ALEX:  (opening the door) Oh Chris! It’s you! And…? 
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CHRISTINA:  (enthusiastically) Hi! This is Jason and Bianca. Some friends of Laura’s 
from work. I picked them up on the way and I’m sure Laura will love to see them!

ALEX:  Yes, great! You rock! 

CHRISTINA:  (happily flattered) You bet. Now let’s roll. We got the soda, beer, 
and all the good stuff. 

ALEX:  Alright, well the beers are in the fridge, let’s keep an eye on them! 
Where were the ones I brought again? (Chris is about to respond) Ugh, no time 
to waste, just… Jason & Bianca, can you please help with the balloons and 
what’s left?

JASON:  Sure! Where do you want ‘em? 

ALEX:  There, there, and there. Here too. And (shyly because he’s demanding too 
much) also here. Thank you! (Jason & Bianca go and arrange everything)

HILARY:  Alright, crackers are almost done! 

HOYT: (while going to grab the crackers for his friends) Yo, you got the space brownies? 

IZZY:  Not now! Forget about saying hi high, okay? You’ll have your share later.

(Hoyt turning to his friends, bringing the food and again making a cuckoo sign. His 
friends laugh.)

[Hilary and Michelle put what’s prepared on the dining room table. All is ready.]

IZZY:  Oh! Oh! The music! (goes looking for the radio station and plays a song - Snap! 
- Rhythm is a Dancer)

 ALEX:  (laughing) Seriously? 

HOYT:  (excited) Hell yeah!

[They all start to do weird dance moves, until… the doorbell rings.]

IZZY:  Go hide! Go hide for your lives!!!! (Hoyt looks at the audience, and in an 
obvious manner, says everything without saying anything; all characters except Izzy & 
Alex go hide)

ALEX:  (loud whisper) Not you, Hoyt!!!! (He drags him by the arm, sits with him on the 
couch and looks down to his right) The beers! (looking at Hoyt, shocked) You cock-
eyed chucklehead, it was you!

IZZY:  (opening the door) Oh Laura, it’s you!! Look guys!! It’s Laura!! 
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ALEX &  HOYT:  (emphatically) Hey! We missed you! 

IZZY:  Welcome back! (sniffing) Oh! Oh! 

LAURA:  (depressed) Hi. 

ALEX:  What’s with you? Was Oklahoma...

LAURA:  (triggered) Awful? Dreadful? Abhorrent? Hatefully despicable? 

HOYT:  (ironically) Wow, she must’ve written a hell of a story. (Izzy, Alex & Laura 
looking at him; innocently) Sorry!

[They all walk towards the sofa.]

IZZY:  What happened there?

LAURA:  (to Alex) Remember what we said about hitting the showers three 
times a day?

ALEX:  (hesitating) Yeah..? 

LAURA:  (outburst) Well, there weren’t any! The pipes broke cause the idiot 
tried to clean all the mess he had through ’em. (Izzy, Alex & Hoyt now have sad 
expressions) And you know what’s the worst?

HOYT:  Like it could get any worse? (Izzy, Alex & Laura looking at him; innocently) 
Sorry! (They’re still mad) Again!

LAURA (to Izzy):  Remember those burgundy leather shoes you bought me last 
Christmas?

IZZY:  (proud of herself ) Yeah. Oh, you loved them!

LAURA:  Well, there was mud, a lot of it…or at least what I thought was mud…

IZZY,  ALEX &  HOYT:  Ew! 

LAURA: (continuing, with a growing sense of despair) And now they’re all ruined! (cries) 

IZZY:  Honey! It’s alright, we’ll get you others! 

LAURA:  (keeps on crying) But it won’t be the same collection, and… and… (loud 
scream) I hate horses, and pigs, and farmers, and pecking chickens, and ALL OF 
IT! (Izzy, Alex & Hoyt have sad expressions.; Laura is calming down.) You know what? 
I… I just… I need to hit the shower (starts walking away towards the bathroom… 

her friends are shocked and sad)

ALEX:  (uncertain voice) Enjoy it while it’s warm! (She leaves) Alright. Now, are the 
balloons ready? (Michelle nods) And the food? (He looks at the tables, nothing’s left 
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there. All’s been eaten by Hoyt’s friends, with the plates left around the TV) Oh crap, Izzy 
what are we gonna do? What are we gonna do???

(Izzy freaks out, and is about to respond, but… Screams are heard in the bathroom. 
Things are falling, breaking, making a lot of noise. Stuart and John are also screaming. 
Laura comes out of the bathroom, holding both Stuart and John by the ears, like an 
angry mother.)

LAURA:  (completely freaked out) Who the hell are these people!! And what were 
they doing in my shower?!

HOYT:  (thinking of some sexual content, perplexed) What were they doing in your 
shower?

[Izzy & Alex are about to say something, but all the people in the apartment come out at once.]

ALL: SURPRISE!!!! HAPPY BACK-FROM-FARMLAND-DAY!!!  

LAURA:  (pleasantly shocked, cannot believe her eyes. The emotions are too strong) 
Oh!!!! You guys!!! (goes to hug all of them) A party? For me! You guys! And I’m in 
such a bad state! I love you all. (All react with a sweet “aww.” Group hug, with some 
trying not to be left out.)

HOYT:  Yeah now go shower hon, you still smell like horse shit! 

LAURA:  (offended) Hoyt!! (She hits Hoyt on the arm.) Thank you, thank you guys! 
(Goes and hits the shower; Izzy, Alex, and Michelle go to the kitchen)

JOHN:  (to his work friends) Is it time to play poker now? I think so!

MITCH:  Yeah! Let’s set the table!

(They set the table while Alex, Izzy and Michelle are looking at stuff in the oven & the food left.)

MICHELLE:  (doubtful) I guess… it’s a good time for a plan B, right?

IZZY:  Yeah…… (Michelle, Izzy & Alex all start thinking about it)

(Meanwhile, John and Hoyt move away from the poker table  - CRITICAL POINT!)

JOHN:  (while others are setting the table, sitting and dealing) So? You got any news 
about that investment yet?
  
[The light changes, focusing more on what’s going on between John & Hoyt. There is a 
more obscure atmosphere surrounding the characters.]
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HOYT:  What you sayin’ man? I told you to quit that! 

JOHN:  Have you always been… such a wuss? 

HOYT:  (angrily & firmly) No! You’re the wuss who can’t even ask for himself. (John’s 
not flinching a bit.) And for your information, I did ask him, he didn’t want to say 
anything else. So I’m not sticking my nose where he doesn’t want me to. 

JOHN:  I wouldn’t give up so easily there if I were you. 

HOYT:  You should give up and stop asking, you snake!

JOHN:  (smirking, not admitting defeat) At least I’m an employed snake, right? 

HOYT:  (suddenly very white-scared, anxious, stuttering) Oh, q… quit it, will ya?! It’ll be 
alright! (Hoyt turns his back to him and starts walking away)

JOHN:  (mocking) That’s what they all say…! (Hoyt freezes there for a moment before 
taking his seat)

[He is now extremely nervous and anxious. Obviously, he is thinking of what John told him. 
He is a snake… but he is right. What is he gonna do? Because he has to do something! 
Could the investment help? He keeps being very pensive, not paying attention to the game. 
He touches his head, bites his fingernails, frenetically moving his legs. The tension is at its 
highest point as John keeps staring at Hoyt, who tries to avoid his looks. Meanwhile, Laura 
comes back, all clean and beautiful. The light becomes brighter as she enters.]

MICHELLE:  Oh, wow! Look at you!

ALEX:  We would never know you went through all that crap! 

IZZY:  (who was intensively thinking, look at the guys who are setting the poker table) 
What what whaaat are you doing!!!! For God’s sake! This is clearly no time for 
poker, you red-blooded, laddish, cocksmen! (guys are shocked; now firmly) Now put 
your manly, pedantic, masochist game away and let’s go to a club!

(They all vehemently disagree and argue, while Hoyt has been very distant and silent. He 
is thinking about his future at the company, and is white as a sheet, scared, stressing out, 
feeling extremely anxious.)

ALEX:  (intervening) You heard the woman! Let’s go out and party! (Guys look at each 
other; then they all shout):  “Hell yeaaaah! Let’s go out and party!”

[All are leaving the place, Laura stays behind with Alex & Hoyt.]

JOHN:  Hoyt?! You coming!?
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HOYT:  (lost in his thoughts, slowly) Yeah. (to Laura & Alex) See you there, you two. 

LAURA:  Come on, let’s go or we ain’t gonna catch ’em! 

ALEX:  Honey, I am so sorry; I can’t come tonight. I wish I could, but it’s too tight for me.

LAURA:  But it’s my back-to-civilization-out-of-crap-town-vacation day! 

ALEX:  I can’t believe I’m saying this, but I have a deadline. (can’t believe he’s saying 

it) I’ve got less than 48 hours to prepare a portfolio for this crucial investment my 
boss is gonna make. (Laura is sad) This is going to be huge for me! I’ll make it up to 
you, I promise.

LAURA:  (disappointed, but understanding) Alright… Go save the world then! 

ALEX:  Not really saving the world though…

LAURA:  Then go make some money! 

ALEX:  Not making any money yet! (laughter) 

LAURA:  (smiling) Alright, then just go. 

ALEX:  Actually, I’m kicking you out of our place. Enjoy your night! (hugs)

[BLACK OUT] 

[A few hours later, Alex is seen sleeping on his desk in the midst of a mountain of financial 
documents. The doorbell rings, and with it a soft nocturnal light turns on. Hearing no 
response from the sleeping beauty, the visitors start banging the door, screaming Alex’s 
name. He wakes up amid the tumultuous noise and goes to open the door. Izzy and Laura 
appear extremely worried, holding by his arms a devastated Hoyt, who happened to have 
consumed some cocaine on their party night.]

ALEX:  (angrily on his way to the door) Oh don’t tell me you forgot the keys again! 
(when opening the door, he becomes alarmed by the situation) Wow! What happened to 
him? Is everything okay? (all carrying him to the couch)

LAURA:  (powerless and visibly worried) He... he was with us and... we lost him for a 
moment. We thought he went to the bathroom with John, but they actually went 
to snort a rail of coke.

ALEX:  (shocked) Cocaine?! What are you sayin! He never...

IZZY:  (interrupting) Well tonight, he did. It’s been pretty rough on him. He 
completely lost it. We can’t even go to the hospital cause they’ll be asking where 
he got it from and…
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ALEX:  (angry) Well tell ‘em it’s that greaseball John! 

LAURA: (trying to calm Alex down) Alex... we just can’t do that… he’s risking jail time.  

ALEX:  (bursting out) Yeah and? The dude could’ve killed himself! We don’t even 
know if he’ll be okay, if he’ll even…

IZZY:  (interrupting) Calm down, he’ll be alright. I’ve seen people do that before, he’s 
in a much better state than some. He just needs to rest, the hit was pretty strong.

LAURA:  Should we just leave him here? 

IZZY:  Yes, better to stick his head here so he doesn’t potentially choke on his 
own puke.

ALEX:  I’ll get him some water. 

IZZY:  (in a caring voice) He’ll be better tomorrow guys, don’t worry about it. 
Laura, can you get him a pillow and a blanket? I’m heading to bed.

ALEX:  You sure we don’t have to do anything else? (Hoyt starts snoring.) Okay, 
never mind. 

LAURA:  (putting a blanket on Hoyt and a pillow under his head) I’m going to bed too now.

ALEX:  Yeah, same. Was the night fun though? 

LAURA:  Except the whole coke incident, it actually was kinda fun! We missed 
you there!

ALEX:  Hah! Another time for sure. Night Lau! 

LAURA:  Night!   

[They all go to their respective rooms.] 

[BLACK OUT]

[Suddenly, Hoyt wakes up, a few hours later, completely dehydrated. A soft blue light fills 
the room (with loud, deep, rhythmic drums?). He stands up, falls, walk in a zombie-like 
manner, and gets the water, which he clearly appreciates. Going back to his room, he 
notices the papers. At the same moment, Machiavellian-toned music is playing softly. He 
stands in front of the dining room table where the documents are, for a count of 13, in 
a tortured mood. He is divided between not betraying his friend and taking the chance 
to not get fired. He looks at the audience, checking to see if anyone is watching. He then 
grabs his phone and makes a call.] 

HOYT:  (deep, solemn voice) It’s me. I got it. 

[LIGHTS OFF]



Chapter Six
Earth to Hoyt
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Chapter VI: Earth to Hoyt

[Bell sounds 4 a.m.] 

Darkness has risen on a deserted street, a few blocks away from home. 
In a chaotic, blazed state of mind and with a devastated heart, the 
walking carcass of Hoyt is venturing where he knows he should not. 

Emotions are hard things to grasp, to fully understand and be aware of. 
In their compulsiveness they often lead us to make the right choices, and 
perhaps, sometimes, the wrong ones; we are defined by what we choose 
to reject. But listen to your heart, as they say. Yet how could one do so 
with a shattered mind?
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New York, Lower Manhattan.
Sullivan St., Soho.4:00 a.m., 
December 3, 1994.

[It is still dark, on a deserted street a few blocks away from home. The wind feels heavy 
on Hoyt, who is staggering from the heavy drugs he snorted, and slowly but surely walk-
ing under accumulated fatigue and the difficulty of keeping all the documents clutched 
against his chest. It is in this usually frequented area, where now not even a cat can be 
heard, that John, wearing all black, is eagerly waiting for his pawn to arrive. Leaning 
against a wall, feeling the morning breeze, the hood of his black leather jacket covering 
his head, he patiently waits for his prey to take the bait. A noise of a kicked can is heard 
not far away. He knows it’s coming. Under a cold, dark blue light, he goes where his ears 
guide him. His eyes are now used to this moonless night. He perceives a shape, weakly 
walking towards him, a few feet away. He goes towards it, leading it to a narrow, lost 
street. Hoyt, poorly dressed, in a disheveled and seemingly weak state, appears in front 
of John, who looks clearly more dominating. He first whispers some unpronounceable 
words, before breathing heavily, in an increasing rhythm. In a very frail manner, as if 
he was convinced of his wrongdoing, he hands the financial documents prepared by 
Alex to John, who aggressively grabs them. The wind is now blowing stronger. A cat 
meows loudly, joined by others hissing, as if they were preparing for a fight. John looks 
at Hoyt now, and the tense music becomes more predominant. John’s face is not seen 
throughout this scene by the audience, but he is rather seen from the back, creating a 
big shadow.]

JOHN:  (deep, sinister, clipped voice) Is that all? (wind blows again)

HOYT:  (hesitating voice) It’s… it’s all I could find.

[John is still very standoffish and cold. He walks around Hoyt, reading the documents. A 
car passes by, frightening Hoyt. The cats are now louder, emphasized by one attacking 
another. This tense, noisy moment is ended by the noise made by a pigeon flying off.]

JOHN:  (deep, sinister, clipped Hispanic voice) This tells me what you saw. Not what 
you know.

 HOYT:  (frenetically) No… no! I swear! I don’t know anything else. (train passing 
on rails) Nothing will happen to my friend, right? (looking for some answers in 
John’s dark eyes)

JOHN:  (Hispanic evil tone) Perhaps I should trust you. Now, are you a man to be 
trusted, or a breathing bastard to be thrown to hounds? (Hoyt breathes heavily 
under John’s intimidating) Hoyt?
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HOYT:  (despair) I… gave you everything you asked me for… I… I…

JOHN:  (solemnly) Yes… you did. (turning his back, leaving in the shadows) And you 
will be duly recognized when the time comes. (cats fighting)

HOYT:  (senseless) No, wait! (in despair) Just promise me you won’t do any harm 
to my friend! Hello? Are you there!? Are you…

[Lost in the darkness of the night, he starts crying and knees down. Hoyt now seems 
to be psychotic, in a chaotic, insane state of mind, completely tortured. He is divided 
between the love he has for his friend and the felt necessity of the deed he just did. 
He rolls around screaming with his hands on his head, like a mad man suffering from 
dementia. But complete silence unexpectedly rises. He suddenly stands up, as if 
powerlessly pushed by an external force, and feels like he can’t breathe, holding his 
throat. He says, in a broken voice]: 

HOYT:  (schizophrenic - with two contrasting voice tones) I… What… (shouting) 
Stop!… Have I?… (angrily) Leave me!!… (heavy breathing)…I need… (angrily) 
Nothing!

[The insanity is now at its peak. He completely loses his mind, mumbling words and 
sounds in his mouth. He moves to the edge of the stage, as if hitting a window there. The 
dark blue light switches quickly and abruptly to purple; red and green follow before it 
turns back to a dark blue, oscillating. Hoyt opens his eyes widely, hallucinating]:

HOYT:  7 0 2 1 3 3… Chapelais… 7 0 2 1 3 3…

[The light now is bright yellow, burning his eyes, before turning back to blue. He stands 
back scarily, trembling. He looks around like the craziest madman, seeing a world only 
he can distinguish. He rubs his eyes in disbelief, looking right, looking left, behind and 
above him. The light is now as bright as it can be, oscillating, and he falls down, totally 
blinded, holding his head in pain. The mixed city noises of cars, trains, birds, cats, cans, 
doors, and ambulances are now resonating all at once, becoming unbearable.]

HOYT:  (screaming and holding his head aggressively) This is all in my head!  

VOICE:  (evil-sounding) Or is it?

HOYT:  (screaming, holding his head in pain, pressing on his ears - acts possessed) 
Stop!… it! (He kneels down, crying)
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[The yellow light becomes dark and red, and he starts trembling, epileptic, on the 
ground. He starts feeling something coming from under the ground. He then jumps up as 
if the dead were coming out of the ground, grabbing him, completely scared.]

HOYT:  Get out! (kicking the dead) Leave! (heavy breathing)

[He doesn’t see them anymore, but he is still totally scared. The light has turned dark 
blue again. He then calms down, still observing his surroundings, starts walking 
unsteadily away and leaves the stage. Five seconds later, sounds of birds singing at 
sunrise, and low sound of cars and people talking, slowly replace the creepy, dark-
themed atmosphere of this shady Soho street.]

[LIGHTS OFF]



Chapter Seven
Soho-yt (Part I)
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Chapter VII, Part I: Soho-yt

 

Actions always have consequences. 

Hoyt spends the next 24 hours in bed, in a recovering hibernation. The 
drugs sickened him to the depth of his soul. Yet, he wakes up around 
noon on a soft, sunny 4th of December, having no recollection of what 
happened the past 48 hours. No clues of a party being held, and no 
memories of drugs being sniffed. Nada. Only his head pounding with the 
dizziness of a hangover. 

Actions always have consequences. The only question is: what is the 
price to pay? 
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New York, United States.
Manhattan, East Village.
December 4, 1994 - around noon.

[Hoyt has been spending the day in bed. The drugs he consumed made him very sick. 
Yet, the next day, he wakes up in a better state, having no recollection of what happened 
in the past 48 hours. No recollection of a party, of sniffing coke, and most importantly, 
he cannot remember talking to John and betraying his friend. Only a huge headache 
and dizziness from a hangover persist. It is around noon on a cold 4th of December, and 
only Izzy is in the apartment, eating something while reading her favorite shopping 
magazines.]

HOYT:  (staggering) Hi there.
IZZY: Look who’s up!  The bear is finally out of his cave, not hibernating anymore!
HOYT:  Yeah. Never slept as much, yet never felt as dead. (looking around) 
Where’s everyone?

IZZY:  (giggling) Like your pants, not here. (Hoyt looks down, embarrassed) So 
anypants*hmm*ways, Laura’s at work, some old man is getting married for the 
7th time and apparently, it’s a state record.

HOYT:  Huh. And that needs East-coast wide coverage? 
IZZY:  Don’t ask me! I just feel bad for that sugar daddy. Oh! (excitingly) And Alex’s at 
his meeting for his big presentation day. He’s gonna bring some big bucks home!

HOYT:  The investment thingy? 
IZZY:  Yeah! And well, Izzy is here (laughter) and you’re back from the dead!
HOYT: (complaining) I just wanna sleep more but it’s like I overdosed on that already.
IZZY:  (mockingly) Oh you overdosed on worse boy. Just lay down on the sofa, 
I’m ‘bout to make a call anyways. I’ll make you something after.

HOYT:  Thanks. (now on the sofa) Who you callin’? 
IZZY:  There’s this super cute shop that opened last month in Soho, and they 
have some nice deals. So you could say... I’m doing some business here. 
(chuckles, all proud of herself )

HOYT: Agh, haven’t done any business in the past two days; my boss’s gonna kill me. 
IZZY:  It’s okay, Alex took care of that. 
HOYT:  Good lad.
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[Hoyt turned on the TV — the strident sound of old TVs resonates. He seems to smile a 
bit then turns it off, not very attracted by what he sees. Izzy is dialing the number and 
talking a bit. He closes his eyes, napping for a while.]

IZZY:  (walking while talking) Hello! Yeah duh I know who you are. Yeah, yeah 
the whole freshly imported from Europe, Italian and French style, blablabla. 
Can you quit your stylist bullshit and tell me about the deals you got? (proud of 
herself ) Time is money, my friend! (sarcastically) Thank you. (listening) Uh-huh. 
What about that Greek summer wardrobe? Do you have than one in fawn? It 
matches my hair so well. Oh good! Now… anything for tops? In salmon pink? 
Great! (To Hoyt) It accentuates my lips! (Hoyt’s thumbs up, fake smile) Ooh this 
is exciting! Now do you have anything in the shoes section? (shocked) What?! 
How old do you think I am?! I don’t wear flats. (firmly) No, no. I want something 
more like… Hispanic-styled sandals. (angrily) HOW IS THAT RACIST?! I don’t 
care if you’re from Paraguay! OH URUGUAY EXCUSE ME! (looking at Hoyt) 
Potato-potahto.

HOYT:  (still trying to sleep) Now that’s racist.
IZZY:  (continuing) Your whole marketing is based on imports you claim are 
from Europe! Political correctness my peanut-buttered ass! (listens to what the 
seller tells her; then to Hoyt) Oh! Oh! They got Menorcan sandals!!! (He obviously 
doesn’t know what those are.) (to Jesus, thankfully) This is like a Saint’s Day for the 
female community. (To Hoyt) I’ve just changed my whole summer wardrobe in 
four minutes! Yay me! (She high-fives herself )

HOYT:  (exhaustedly) I’m thrilled. 
IZZY:  (to her phone) Listen, I’m gonna make a raid on your shop that you 
Europeans will remember for a very long time!

HOYT:  He’s Paraguayan!
IZZY:  (to Hoyt) Uruguayan, keep it up! (talking on the phone) Alright, so 
“whatowegot”  here? Threee fit ’n flare dresses, two button-sleeve mini dresses, 
and two pairs of Menorcan sandals, right? Right?! Do you sell slurpees? 
Raspberry, preferably. Never mind, just asking. (listening some more)

HOYT:  Slurpees? 
IZZY:  Uh-huh. Playing the odds. (Hoyt rests his head against the sofa. Izzy’s back on 
the phone, listening) Uh-huh. Uh-huh. So 70 percent off for those, two for one for 
the dresses, and 33 percent off for the shoes. (This gets Hoyt’s attention, he sits up 
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from the sofa) And that’s on top of the delivery or without? Oh. I think I’m gonna 
have an orgasm. (Hoyt interrupts her)
HOYT:  (hesitating) Can you… can you repeat what you just said? 
IZZY:  (louder) I’m gonna have an orgasm! 
HOYT:  No dumbass, before. The discount stuff? 
IZZY:  Oh! Haha sorry, I’m so turned on right now. (Hoyt not amused) I got 70 
percent off for the long dresses, two-for-one for the mini dresses, and 33 
percent off for the shoes. Why? You interested?

HOYT:  (not paying attention to her, in a whispering voice) 70… two for one… 33…
IZZY:  (back to her phone conversation)  Hi I’m back. So wow, all those discounts. 
It’s like Christmas came early this year!

HOYT:  (now confused, scratching his head frenetically) 70… 2…1… 33…

(At the same time.)

IZZY:  If you get the address wrong, there’s no tip for you! 
HOYT:  (louder) 7… 0… 2…
IZZY:  (fighting) Oh you’re such a cynical queer fish!
HOYT:  1… 3… 3.  (realizing, then shouting) IZZY! IZZY! 
IZZY:  (visibly disturbed) What what whaaaat? Can’t you see a woman doing 
business here?!

HOYT:  Oh please! Just tell me the name of this shop? (she keeps on listening on 
the phone) IZZY THE NAME OF THIS FUCKING SHOP FOR CHRIST’S SAKE!
IZZY:  Oh well for Moses’s sake! You still drugged or somethin? It’s called 
(French accent) Le Petit Chapelais. (on the phone) No! Door 17 AND building 17! 
You were never really good at math were ya?

HOYT:  (flashbacks) Cha… Petit… 7 0 2 1 3 3… Chapelais… (he stops, now scared 
of what he realizes) Oh dear Lord, what have I done? (He holds his head in his hands)
IZZY:  (noticing something is wrong, abruptly ending her call) Okay I’ll have to call 
you later, bye-bye. Hoyt… what’s wrong?

HOYT:  (freaking out) Oh this is bad, this is very, very bad…! 
IZZY:  (concerned) What did you do? 
HOYT:  I think I made a mistake. An unforgivable one.
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[LIGHTS OFF, THEN ON, AFTER HE TELLS HER THE STORY]

IZZY:  (shocked) And you forgot all about that? How, how could you?!
HOYT:  (angrily, very energetically) I don’t know! I don’t freakin’ know how all this 
happened! It’s so clear now and… for fuck’s sake why… how… AAAGH!!!! I just 
betrayed my best friend! FUCKING JOHN!

IZZY:   Okay calm down, calm down. You were drugged, and… Oh gosh! The 
fucker manipulated you, better than I could ever do…

HOYT:  I know I make the inappropriate jokes all the time BUT THIS IS NO TIME 
(kicking the sofa) I did that… to Alex!!!!!!
IZZY:  Sorry, I shouldn’t have. But holy cow, what are you gonna do? His 
presentation is in (looking at her watch) What the fudge, 20 minutes!
HOYT:  (freaking out) In… in 20 minutes?! Okay, okay. (breathes) I can get there 
before it happens… I have to… (looking at the door) Alright I gotta head out, now.

IZZY:  Your pants! 
HOYT:  Ugh! (runs back to his room, gets dressed, and leaves in the biggest hurry)
IZZY:  Good luck…!

[LIGHTS OFF]

[The scene now takes place in the office. Von Normon is totally angry at Alex, who indeed 
already did his presentation. Stuart, Steve, and Mitch are there, seemingly working, but 
actually listening. John is missing.]

VON NORMON:  (outburst) Is this just a joke to you, Alexander? IS IT? Have you 
at least tried to look at the numbers out this morning about your so called 
marvel company?

ALEX:  Sir, there was no risk… and no I haven’t. I…
VON NORMON:  WELL TAKE A LOOK AT THEM NOW, YOU IMBECILE! And stop 
wasting my goddamn time! (throws pen holder off his desk)
ALEX:  I will. And it’s why I won’t check the numbers. I need to make a call.
VON NORMON:  If that’s another trick…! NOBODY TRICKS ME, YOU HEAR? 
STUART:  (to Steve) That’s way better than Monday Frenzy. 

(Phone dialing.) 
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ALEX:  (to Mike’s assistant) Yes can I please talk to Mike? It’s urgent. Thank 
you… (waiting nervously) Hey, hey! Mike! Wow so good to hear your voice. I was 
talking to my boss and he…

MIKE:  (sadly) Oh... I’m sorry man.
ALEX: (desperate) What? Don’t say that to me! 
MIKE: (sounding sorry) My board received a closed offer from an investor whose 
name hasn’t been revealed yet… $3.05 million in cash.

ALEX:  What..? That literally matches our offer. Why did you choose him!? I 
thought we had a deal!

MIKE:  I never gave you my word. You know me, I may have been a douchebag 
in college sometimes, but I never go back on my word. The offer was sent 
last night, and he or she or whoever it was promised to pay cash the next day. 
Some courier brought it at 6:00 a.m. sharp.

ALEX:  (quietly, to the phone) Man… You told me…
MIKE:  Oh don’t put that on me. My board was about to fire me cause I tried to 
save your desperate ass. They had the cash + 50k as soon as they stepped in at 
the office. Who says no to that?

ALEX:  You should’ve called me! I fucked up big time because of you! 
MIKE:  Because of me? You really think so, huh? Well it wasn’t my decision, and 
you know what? Sorry for being too self-involved getting my company off the 
ground. Goodbye. (hangs up the phone, making the beep noise)
VON NORMON:  (angry mocking) So? 
ALEX:  Sir… I’ve been played, someone knew about my deal with Mike and 
matched it with 50k extra, all in cash… Sir, I’ve…

(Hoyt comes in.)

VON NORMON:  (gruff, scary voice) Been tricked. Haha! Yes, yes…And now 
you’re fired. (angrily) Take your stuff and get out of here. (coldly & firmly) I don’t 
want to face your incapable self in this office ever again.

MITCH (to Hoyt, quietly):  And now it’s Alex’s Fried-day day, you should’ve seen…
HOYT:  (firmly) Cut it out Mitch. (waiting for Alex)
ALEX:  But sir…Someone knew about my offer and matched it in cash! Please… 
I love this job, it wasn’t in my hands, I swear! I gave everything, always have and…
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VON NORMON:  (gruff voice) And that wasn’t enough. (angrily) Spare me your 
excuses and GET OUT!

ALEX:  (leaves his boss’ office) But… I’ve been… (perceiving Hoyt, looking at him in the 
eyes) …tricked. (He stops walking, frozen, feeling the betrayal of his oldest friend.) You…? 
(He goes to his cubicle, gathers his stuff, and tries to get past him, unsuccessfully) You?
HOYT:  Alex, no, you have to believe me, it wasn’t me…
STUART: (to his friends) Wow, poor John is missin’ all this. 
HIS FRIENDS:  (captivated) Huh, yeah.
 

(Alex tries to go past his friend.)

HOYT:  Alex I swear, it wasn’t me! 
ALEX:  (angrily) You were the only one who could have known about the deal! 
(saddened) It was all over the table… and now!… Now it’s all over your face.
HOYT:  Alex, no! It’s not like that! Alex, look at me! 
ALEX:  (looking at him) What now? You were always jealous of me. You never 
could make your way up the ladder by yourself and have become the failure 
that you are! And now… now you played me! I hope it makes you feel less of a 
screw-up. (turning his back to him)
HOYT:  Alex…
ALEX:  No! I should never have trusted you in the first place. You’ve changed, 
and for the worse!

VON NORMON:  (evil anger) What’s all this chattering about?! (looking at Alex 
& Hoyt) Oh! BOTH OF YOU GET OUT! And Hoyt? Nice of you to come in here! 
You’re fired too. NOW GET OFF MY FLOOR!

(Hoyt & Alex are shocked. Alex is mostly expressing anger at being fired & betrayed by his 
friend, whose words he doesn’t trust.)

HOYT:  Alex, I’m sorry. I’m sorry about all this. But I got one more card to play. 
Something I should’ve done earlier on. I promise you, it’ll be alright. I promiseI 

love you man. (tries to hug him, in vain, before running out)
ALEX:  (in disgust, pushing him away with his office stuff ) I don’t want to hear from 
you ever again. You fuck off man. (looks at the people in the office and leaves too)

[LIGHTS OFF]



Chapter Seven
Hoyt to Earth (Part II)
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Chapter VII, Part II: Hoyt to Earth 

[No narration needed. Only the sound of the wind & the whole dark-night noises orchestra.]
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New York, United States.
Manhattan, Greenwich Village.
December 4, 1994.

[Later the same day, Alex comes home to an empty apartment and drops his belongings. 
He calls his friend Laura, who is downtown, and explains the situation to her. Alex is in 
a despicable state, and to cheer him up, Laura proposes going out to a classic, famous 
karaoke bar in Greenwich for the night. Alex gets there first, at around 9:30 p.m., and 
waits for Laura.]

[Meanwhile, on Sullivan St. in Soho, Hoyt goes to meet John. He walks towards the little 
street where they last met. He passes a coffee shop, where John has been waiting. Going 
towards the place, he doesn’t notice John following him. It is nighttime, and the little 
street is deserted. John is all in black, with a different haircut, and wears dark gloves.] 

HOYT (angrily):  WHERE ARE YOU? YOU WRECKLESS BASTARD I KNOW YOU’RE 
HERE! YOU KNEW WHAT YOU WERE DOING FROM THE START! JOHN!!! Where 
are you hiding yourself! SHOW YOURSELF LIKE A MAN! AND NOT LIKE THE 
SNAKE YOU’VE ALWAYS BEEN!

JOHN:  (appearing from behind, in a gruff, sinister voice) I am here, Hoyt. 

HOYT:  You knew I’d come here, you rat! (tries to grab him but is pushed away by a 
very strong John) Who told you? Stuart? Steve? Mitch? Or some other guinea pig 
of yours?

JOHN:  (mockingly) Ha! Ha! All eyes but no sight. Que debil eres !

HOYT:  (perplexed) What did you just say? 

JOHN:  (in a thick  Spanish accent) Ah! You wouldn’t understand even if I told you! 
You small-minded American!

HOYT:  I’m British, you dorf. You promised not to hurt my friend! I gave you 
everything you wanted and now this?

JOHN:  I promised you wouldn’t get fired… but you achieved that all on your 
own! You are just un gran estupido!

HOYT:  Why are you speaking Spanish all of a sudden? What is all this about ? 
Who are you?!

JOHN:  (evil laugh) Ha ha! It is too big for someone like you to entender. 

HOYT:  (stumped) Why did you do all this? Why did you want the documents? 
Why did you drug me?!
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JOHN:  You were the lucky penny for my million-dollar plan. You made it so 
easy for me!

HOYT: (confused) What are you talking about…? John! What’s the goddamn truth?! 

JOHN:  Don’t call me that. 

HOYT:  …What are you sayin’? 

JOHN:  You want the truth, foolish man? For it will be the last sound you ever 
hear from me! (evil laugh)

[LIGHTS OFF, DARK SUSPENSEFUL MUSIC PLAYS. 10 SECONDS]

[LIGHTS ON — JOHN TOLD HIM EVERYTHING]

HOYT:  How… How did no one catch you before?

JOHN:  Ha ha! Because they simply could not. For the one that covers his 
traces lives in total unpredictability. He wears a mask of his own making and 
polishes it each day God makes.

HOYT:  I can’t believe it, I…

JOHN:  You were not meant to hear the truth. And the truth is not meant to 
exist. For the truth only shall be buried under its witnesses. (getting closer to 
Hoyt, who’s frozen)

[LIGHTS ON — JAZZ MUSIC IS ON]

[LIGHTS OFF]

[The setting is a typical bar in midtown Manhattan. Five people are there - three men, 
two women - Alex is waiting. The bartenders are preparing some cocktails. The lights are 
very colorful. Some jazz song is being played.]

[The three men, sitting together, and two women also sitting together, are throwing 
looks at each other. We see both groups chuckling. Meanwhile, Alex is sitting alone, 
drinking his rum and coke.]

BARTENDER 1:  (while preparing a cocktail) Hey, wanna play a fun game?

BARTENDER 2:  Isn’t bartending one already? 

BARTENDER 1:  I mean…(naughty look) while bartending!
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BARTENDER 2:  (thinking out loud) A game… in a game. (to his friend) Double the 
game, double the gain! (The three guys and two girls are still talking to each other, 
probably about how hot the others are, and devising some plan to get to ’em.)

BARTENDER 1:  Alright. Which one do you think will get with the other first? 

BARTENDER 2:  Hah, you’re an ingenious perv. Mmmmm, see the girl over 
there? Sitting on the right. She keeps on checking that dude out, and he 
seems to be responding pretty well.

BARTENDER 1:  I bet you three bucks she doesn’t do jack shit. 

BARTENDER 2:  Why so? 

BARTENDER 1:  Look at the other one playing with her hair, and who she’s 
looking at.

BARTENDER 2:  Jackpot! You can feel the hormones, wow! (They both laugh.) 
Now who do you think is gonna be there filming?

BARTENDER 1: That loser sitting alone there, I put five bucks on that! (Both laugh.)

(At the same moment, Laura enters the bar, and both bartenders are bewitched by her 
beauty.)

LAURA:  (to Alex) Alex! Sorry I’m late. I got caught at work. (to the bartenders) A 
gin & tonic please! (Both bartenders still can’t believe their eyes and don’t react.) Tonight 
please! (They both react and start preparing it.) So… how are you holding up?

ALEX:  What can I do? I just… it feels… so, unimaginable? I mean Hoyt…? 
Hoyt! The guy is like my brother!

LAURA:  I can’t believe it either… I’m sure there’s a reason, he couldn’t do it 
like that, it’s Hoyt we’re talking about…!

ALEX:  I said horrible things to him… but I don’t even know who he is 
anymore… The guy does coke? Then I heard him sneak out the same night? 
And to go where? And now this…!?

LAURA:  I’m sorry, Alex…

ALEX:  No, no, it’s okay. I just…

LAURA:  (to the bartenders, who’ve been trying to listen) IS THE GIN FOR TONIGHT 
OR TOMORROW? (to Alex) Sorry, (chuckles) you were saying?

ALEX:  I’d honestly rather not talk about it now. I got fired, lost my best friend, 
I’d take a good laugh with open arms.

LAURA:  Alright, alright. Do you know what I was doing today? 
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ALEX:  No…? Anything worth mentioning? 

LAURA:  Hey, there’s always something worth mentioning! (Alex laughs) Okay 
so, there’s this old, old man, he’s like 80 or 90, could even be a veteran from 
WWII, anyways. (both laugh again) So he got married… for the seventh time 
today!

(A couple enters and sits near them.)

ALEX:  What? How come? (laughing)

LAURA:  He apparently is some rich sugar daddy. And he’s seen more pastors in 
his church than wives in his life!

ALEX:  (happily) What are you saying!?

BARTENDER 2:  (arriving with the gin) Here is your beverage, missy. (She looks at 
the bartender and doesn’t say a thing)

LAURA: (to Alex) Well, he’s been going to the same church since he was like, 
eight years old. And today, he met the 12th pastor for the first time. And to get 
married… for the seventh time, a state record!

ALEX:  (chuckling) Granny’s paradise. What a way to go to heaven!

LAURA:  Hah! Right! 

[The music is getting louder.]

BARTENDER 1:  Alright all you young, hormonal lovebirds, the clock strikes 10, 
and it’s time for some dancing!

BARTENDER 2:  (to his friend) Bets are on the table. 

BARTENDER 1:  (chuckling) Please, move the tables and chairs to the side, and 
make room for the bravest of you. (to bartender 2) You too. (they all make space) 
Now let the dancing begin!

[Plays Snap! - Rhythm is a dancer.]

[The three men decide to charm the ladies with their moves. They stand up, and dance 
very grossly, with weird disco moves. The ladies are not charmed at all, instead they feel 
repelled. The stand up, leave their pay, and get out of this place. The creepy guys look at 

one another; and decide to follow ’em - screaming]: “Wait!!!! Honey! Baby! Don’t go!”

The couple that entered have been dancing pretty cutely and well. Alex & Laura are still 
sitting, but Laura tries to make Alex dance a bit.]



| 175 |

LAURA:  Come on! Chug your drink and let’s have fun! 

ALEX:  No! I don’t wanna dance, forget it! 

LAURA:  You mean you don’t know how to dance. (chuckles)

ALEX:  (pouting) That’s not true. In fact, I rock the roll like no one else. 

LAURA:  Too sad this is some disco music. Come on, the night’s still young! 

ALEX:  Agh…

LAURA:  Bartenders, two tequila shots por favor! 

BARTENDER 1:  Mmm, let’s play that. (winks at bartender2)

(Famous voice: “Mmm, tequila”. Then, music changes to “MC HAmmer - U Can’t Touch This)
[Alex & Laura go to the bar, and drink the shots, while actors on stage start dancing.]

ALEX:  Wow! (They end up dancing for a moment, before three or four people enter.) 
Oh! The place’s getting crowded! (The couple leaves, in a cute, in-love way, still 
dancing on their way out.)

BARTENDER 2:  Look at them now, it’s a 100% pure love! 

BARTENDER 1:  You don’t say! 

LAURA:  Oh shush up and focus on me!

(Now “Crystal Waters - 100% Pure love” plays.)

[When the dancing finishes, the four people ask the bartender if the upstairs is open for 
shisha. They leave, and only Alex and Laura are left.]

BARTENDER 1:  And now, time to play the odds.

(Now “Sexual Healing - Marvin Gaye” plays.)

BARTENDER 2:  Ooh…………Getting sensual. (checks his friend)

[Alex and Laura are dancing, looking at each other, getting closer and closer, until Laura 
does a backwards dance move and stumbles. She falls and tries to grab Alex, who falls 
with her. Both end up laughing, while sitting on the floor, and the bartenders look at 
each other, in confusion. The music fades out slowly.]

ALEX:  See, I dance better than you do.

LAURA:  I just stumbled on this!
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ALEX: That’s right! (sarcastically) We all know how great dancers… stumble all the time.

LAURA:  (pouting) I’m telling you. It’s the tequila shot! 

ALEX:  Haha, yeah… building up your tolerance right there! 

LAURA:  (pushing him) Hey, I have a high tolerance for alcohol… (Alex starts 
leaning towards her) In fact, I have the highest tolerance between the two of us. 
I’m Latina, remember?

ALEX:  (English accent) Sí, senorita. (silence) The most beautiful one I know. (silence)

LAURA:  Alex…

[He keeps leaning towards her, she doesn’t move. She trembles, looking right into Alex’s 
eyes. He gets closer and ends up kissing her… for two seconds.]

LAURA:  (in a sudden burst) No… I’m sorry… Alex, no, no. That’s not… You just 
got fired, got mixed up with Hoyt, and no… I’m sorry, I can’t. (She stands up, 
goes quickly towards the door, and tells the bartenders, breathlessly) Thank you.

ALEX:  Laura, no, wait! (He stands up too and follows her) 

BARTENDER 1:  (disgusted) Ugh! Here are your five bucks. 

BARTENDER 2:  (happily) Thaaaank you. 

[LIGHTS OFF]

[The stage is now plunged into darkness. A sofa is there, and Izzy is sitting on it. They 
both arrive at home. Alex is lost, knows neither what to think nor what to feel. Laura is 
very confused.]

(Only the voices of Alex and Laura are heard, with the scene totally plunged into the dark.)

LAURA:  Alex, about… It’s just… Not the time… Too much has happened… 
Don’t take it the wrong way, please… it’s just… (Sound of the lock turning - they 
enter the house, still in the dark)

ALEX:  (very calmly, with a little smile) I understand, it’s alright we’ll…(Izzy is heard 

crying) …Izzy? Izzy are you here? (Light slowly focuses solely on Izzy, who is crying 
increasingly louder.) Izzy (concerned) what’s wrong?

LAURA:  (goes to hug her)  Honey, what’s up? Whatever it is, it’s alright! I pro…

IZZY:  Hoyt… has… (more crying) …They found him… near the Brooklyn Bridge… 
dead [Laura froze, Alex falls off] …a car…in the river… [LIGHTS OFF] dead. (crying)



Chapter Eight
So Way Up We Go
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Chapter VIII: So Way Up We Go 

Confronting your realities is often one of the toughest things one can 
existentially go through. While hiding behind comfortable images and 
perceptions is reassuring, looking at the truth, facing it, takes courage. 
It brings change. Because moving forward is our nature... but at what 
cost?
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New York, United States.
Manhattan, Greenwich Village.
December 17, 1994.

[13 days later. The news of Hoyt’s death is still on everyone’s minds. The first couple 
of days after hearing about the news were the hardest. Yet, Laura and Izzy are doing 
better, getting back on their feet. Laura is still working at the same local newspaper, 
while Izzy… is still Izzy. Alex, nonetheless, has been the most affected by this situation, 
and having been fired does not help. The scene takes place at home, Laura is at work, 
while Izzy is at home. Alex is seen depressed, wearing his 10 days old pajamas, as if he 
gave up on everything. He just vegging out in front of the TV. It’s around 4pm. Izzy leaves 
her room to go to the living room and cook something. She is wearing a brightly colored 
dress. There she meets Alex, who’s on the couch watching “The Maury Povich Show,” 
which he obviously isn’t interested in. He stares at the TV while Izzy’s talking to him.] 

IZZY:  Want me to make you anything? 

ALEX:  (monotonous voice) Nah, I’m fine. 
IZZY:  (concerned) Okay, I’m not sure I’m getting this right. Are you going to sit 
there wasting your time for the rest of the year or worse, doing nothing?

ALEX:  (monotonous) I’m not doing nothing. I’m watching a show. 
IZZY:  Yes, the same episode you watched three days ago, of the same show 
you hated so much.

ALEX:  What’s to hate? It’s funny. 
IZZY:  Funny? You were the one who always said how Povich’s mimicking made 
you wanna puke.

ALEX:  Guess I don’t want to puke anymore. 
IZZY:  (firmly) Okay that’s it. Turn this crap off. (Alex not reacting) NOW!

(He turns off the TV, in a more scared than convinced way.)

ALEX:  What is up with you? 
IZZY:  What is up with me? Have you seen yourself, vegging out here for the 
past two weeks? I mean look at you. You haven’t even shaved in like years!

ALEX:  I don’t have a beard. 
IZZY:  And now we can see three hairs pointing out, exactly my point! 
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ALEX:  Okay what do you want ? Cause I was chilling in front of the TV before 
you came barking at me.

IZZY:  Oh, that’s how you see it? Me barking at you? Because I don’t want 
anything except to see the old Alexander I know.

ALEX:  What are you saying? 
IZZY:  What I’m saying is, what do you want? Because you’ve been depressed 
here for the past two weeks.

ALEX:  Oh excuse me if I’m not fartin’ pep & enthusiasm these days. 
IZZY:  You think your whole world collapsed, but think again! You gotta keep 
going or else…

ALEX : Well it is like my whole world collapsed! At least the world I care about! 
My world! I lost my best friend, who died in a car accident after I told him that 
he’s a failure and that he should fuck off! (to himself ) Is that how karma works? 
Because the pattern is here! - and oh, got rejected by Laura. And to top it off, I 
got fired! Could it get any better than this?

IZZY:  It could get much worse. And yet, that’s not even an excuse to just be the 
way you are right now.

ALEX:  (outburst) I don’t care how much worse it can get. I don’t care if the 
world is burning right now or if the Soviets launch 7,000 retaliation nukes on 
my head. I just don’t care about it all. Can you understand that?

IZZY:  You know what? Now I get why Lau’ rejected you. You’re just a spongy, 
mushy loser. (she walks away)

ALEX:  (more energized by the anger) What did you just say to me? 
IZZY:  You heard me! I can’t even look at you right now, talking the way you 
do! I have met so many people who’ve got it 10 times worse than you, and still 
they keep on going. Because that’s what we’re meant to do.

ALEX:  I don’t want to listen to other people’s trauma stories. Bravo to ’em, 
they got through it. (Izzy is speechless) What? You think that’s going to make me 
feel better? People die every day, yay! Others lose everything, big yay! All this is 
like an exclusive-crap lottery. Just when you think it can’t suck any more, it does.

IZZY:  Are you going to stop complaining about your fate? If this lottery 
continues sucking it’s because you want it to. I mean, are you doing anything 
for it to stop being the miserable, depressing, stinking way it is? NO! Cause 
you keep watching this stupid, stupid show thinking it’ll make it better. 
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Nothing comes or leaves like that, with no fight, no desire to push it or change 
it. Hah! You think life would be this fair to ya? To any of us? That we get all that 
we want by just snapping our fingers? No one is going to bring it for ya! No 
one will fight for yourself more than you must. And all I see in you now is this, 
a desolated, gloomy boy who’s just afraid to take his fate in his hands and be 
called a man.

ALEX:  (upset) Like I chose for all of this to happen! 
IZZY:  Who chooses anything, really? Come on, grow up a bit. Most of what’s 
ahead of you is predestined at your birth. But it’s not all up to fate. You think 
those with no electricity, no water, not a bed to sleep in decided to live that 
way cause  “why not”?  God, if you’d have given them the choice...  bam!...  two 
billion people just stopped existing right now, and another two billion are 
seriously weighing both options. That, simply, could make all the difference 
cause... tadaaaa... you’d be free from this... system... this life! They call it 
natural selection, I call it natural segregation. Be born in the North and you 
got your life pretty much figured out. Be born in the South and hah! You most 
likely gotta pray to a divine, invisible figure for water. And the irony is, that 
divine figure, God or whatever that is, tells you that you should be “thankful”  
for being here? Come on,  (to God) is anyone in there? ANYTHING?  If that’s not 
the worst form of fatalism, or delegation of your power over yourself, over 

your life, then what is? And even with all that, they just keep going...  (in disgust) 
while you’re here merging with this ugly sofa.

ALEX:  Izzy…
IZZY:  No! No Izzy this time. Cause it’s never “ is what it is,”  it is what you want 
it to be. Only dead fish follow the current. If you don’t do anything, you’re just 
gonna be swallowed in oblivion by this whole system we call life. Disappear 
under a mass of inertia. And you shouldn’t, you owe that to yourself. So, you 
have a choice now: to live, or not to live; to stand up, or be swallowed. (She 
comes close to him and hugs him) I love you. (She leaves the house) 

[Alex is left alone, he’s still sitting down, looking far away. Thinking. The light is getting 
brighter and brighter. He calmly but confidently stands up and goes to his room. He 
brings out a piece of paper and a pen, and he goes to the dining room table.]
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(Alex’s voice, while he’s writing):

“  

[…]

And all this hasn’t been so easy on me, I have to admit it. It is hard 
to say. It all happened so fast…it shocked me, profoundly. My whole 
being, shattered. It all feels like a big slap in the face to me, who always 
tried to foresee patterns of fate in anything I do. Nothing is like what I 
envisioned it to be – was it all wrong, immature maybe? It all changed. 
And I could not see it. Was that meant to happen? Is anything? 

Perhaps, you can only understand it right after. That’s life, after all. An 
acquaintance you only meet for a while. Most of what’s ahead of you is 
predestined at your birth. But it’s not all up to fate. Cause what’s ahead 
of you, only depends on you. Only dead fish follow the current; only the 
blind follow… fate.

I hope to see you there, it would mean a lot to me, to the girls. And 
I’m sure, to him too. Despite all that occurred, I love him like my own 
brother. 

To a 1,995th fresh start.

Your buddy, 

Alex          

 ”

[LIGHTS OFF]



Chapter Nine
Talkin' Bout a 

Revolution
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Chapter IX: Talkin‘ Bout a Revolution. 

“For the truth only shall be buried under its witnesses”... yet, it always 
comes back, haunting the living. Because the truth only rises 
and never dies.
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New York, United States.
Heritage Memorial Chapel, Brooklyn.
December 31, 1994.

[It is a very sad, rainy afternoon. The sound of the sky’s tears makes a tumultuous noise 
in the chapel, giving rhythm to a heavy, painful silence. The ceremony has ended, with 
all guests starting to leave.] 

[Quietly in the back, Von Normon, accompanied by the chief of police, arrives and waits 
for the appropriate moment to talk the bereaved. Everyone except Hoyt’s close friends 
and family members leaves the stage. Now alone, the father goes up to the grave and 
kneels down in tears, with the mother behind him, supporting him. This is when Von 
Normon decides to come over. Yes, he isn’t the most socially intelligent person… but 
oh well. Hoyt’s friends are standing in the back, crying and mourning their friend, but 
attentive to the situation & what will be told.]

VON NORMON:  Doctor Davies… Our most sincere condolences for the sudden 
and tragic death of your son, an employee who was beloved by all, and… (gets 
interrupted) 

FATHER:  (with a broken voice) Excuse me, who are you?

VON NORMON:  I am Morgan Von Normon, and I must apologize for this 
intrusion in such short notice… but I’m afraid I have recent news to share that 
cannot be delayed any longer.

FATHER:  (to his wife) What is this about?

VON NORMON:  Doctor, this is Chief Inspector Bollock of the New York Police 
Department, who ran a thorough investigation of the apparent accident of 
your deceased son.

FATHER:  (upset and confused) Why is the NYPD involved in this matter?

MOTHER:  (seeing her husband trembling) Honey…

FATHER:  It’s fine. Please, tell us. (the friends get closer to hear better)

BOLLOCK:  I know this is a difficult time, so if you allow me, Doctor. (father 
agrees, nodding his head) Our medics ran several autopsies on your son’s body, 
and the results revealed that he died not of drowning, but of choking. With 
marks around his neck. (all are shocked)

FATHER:  Our son... was murdered? (looking at his wife, in tears) Murdered…! 

(She holds him tightly against her chest.)
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MOTHER:  (angry & crying) Who…Who did this? Why?! (heavier breathing) 

BOLLOCK:  The car was not your son’s, he didn’t own one. In fact, it was stolen 
from an old lady in Queens three weeks ago. We at first had no clue who could 
have an alibi to mask your son’s murder as an accident. We then went to his 
previous workplace and talked to Mr. Von Normon to get some clarification…

FATHER:  Could you get to the point?! (outburst) This is unbearable! Who did 
this to my son, who did this to MY son!?  (the mother comes closer to him, holding 
his hand to calm him down)

BOLLOCK:  We ran a background check on all current employees, and 
confirmed them all… except one. One who is now under arrest at one of our 
precincts after an attempt to flee the country four hours ago.

VON NORMON:  Jonathan Stanislas Smith, known as John. Or as I later on 
discovered, Raúl Sánchez Medellín.

(The friends are speechless and completely shocked. The mother doesn’t know what to say.)

 

FATHER:  (very unsettled) What…What is this masquerade all about?! How could 
you be so careless with your background check, Von Normon?!

VON NORMON:  (sorrowfully) Raúl Sánchez Medellín spent seven years 
impersonating John S. Smith. He moved to New York when he was 21, from 
a village near Bogota, in Colombia. He was found by the police to be part of 
a drug smuggling ring, a business that unfortunately operates across Latin 
America and has infiltrated our borders, our country. (to Alex) He was the man 
responsible for sabotaging your investment strategy and money laundered $3 
million dollars, as far as we know.

BOLLOCK:  We believe that he did not aim to stop there, and all recent cash 
acquisitions of major stakes in companies are being investigated for potential 
money laundering.

VON NORMON:  (to Alex) I’m sorry, Alexander. And Doctor Davies, that was indeed 
my mistake. An unpardonable one for which I must take full responsibility. This 
is why I submitted my resignation two days ago as head of the company I built.

(A heavy silence is now heard. The lighting focuses slowly on the father, who goes 
towards the grave and looks at his son. He is standing up.)
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FATHER:  Do you believe for one second that this makes me feel any better? 

VON NORMON:  Of course not… but I’m afraid that is the truth, Doctor.   

FATHER:  Do you think I have any goddamn interest in what the truth is? 
Whatever it is, death is the one holding my son (angry & hurt) away from me; 
that’s all I care about! [break]  (mournfully) It is not an easy thing being a father… 
(voice getting louder, looking in the grave) Do you have kids, Von Normon?

VON NORMON:  (sounding sorry) Yes, I do. 

FATHER:  (holding back his tears) So you know… how much, from the first 
moment, how much that small, little, chubby red thing, piercing you with 
that penetrating look, represents for you. (looking away) And how much that 
scares you. To help someone become their own person is the most noble and 
complex job of all. You accompany them, put them through school, hope they 
won’t be bullied or fail their classes. You talk to them, advise them, see them 
make their mistakes, have their successes. See them grow! (heavy breathing)…
Hoping that one day you’ll leave this place with them being… happy. Simply 
happy! With a house of their own, a family of their own, a respectable life! 
It costs your life’s work! Countless hours at the office… at home… on the 
phone… alone, your energy, the money you earn with your sweat and tears. 
(angrily) It costs you everything! And all of this for what? (looking at his wife) 
What now? (intensity grows, the father becomes hysterical) To see them leave 
before you do? My own son! (looking at the grave) To feel him right next to me, 
(softly) just here… (increasingly loud & angry voice) yet so far away? (outburst) 
Laying down without a breath right under me!!!! And I should accept that? 
Accept this fate?! This injustice! How could one have peace with such pain in 
his chest?! With such emptiness within himself! (angrily) A… a black hole that 
sucks his soul away! (screaming even louder) How can this be fair? (crying angrily 
and pushing away his wife, who tried to calm him down. Now kneeling down beside the 

grave, hands touching his son.) This… (crying now, in a hoarse, deep voice) This is the 
most horrid crime against fatherhood. (silence)

MOTHER:  (hopelessly, crying too…) Honey… (crying). We have to go now… we 
have… (gets interrupted)

FATHER:  (shouting, hurt) No! (crying) How can I leave him? (crying, pulled up by his 

wife) How?! (crying, then hopelessly) God… Why!… why… (more crying)

MOTHER:  I know… (crying) Our little baby… (crying) …We… (lost) …have to 

go… Come… Honey…
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FATHER:  (in a goodbye tone) Hoyt… My son… (crying) … (leaves, but wife stays 
back a minute)

MOTHER:  Police chief, Mr. Von Normon, thank you for… (crying) …your help 
in unraveling the truth. (she cannot look at them in the face any more, cries a bit 
more, and tells Hoyt’s friends:) You all… you were the brothers and sisters we 
never could have given him… (touching the friends on their shoulders, their cheeks) 
Friends are the family you choose, and he chose you. Thank you… (crying) …
You were his family… too… (crying) I… (crying; she leaves, replaced by silence)

VON NORMON:  (to Alex) Once again, I know the timing is inappropriate, but I 
have to leave. I had sent to your address an official job offer at my new firm. 
I need people I can trust, good people. I will wait for your call. I… apologize 
for the way I treated you. I was not… fair. (looking at Bollock) Our condolences, 
gentlemen. (they leave)

[The friends are now alone at the grave. The light is softer on their skin. They seem lost.]

ALEX:  (painfully) He always wanted to die surrounded by smiles.
 

[The others are perplexed. He leaves a moment and comes back with a guitar.]

 

[Talkin ‘Bout a Revolution - Tracy Chapman singing for a minute or two. It’s followed by 
12 chimes of the clock at midnight]

GRAHAM:  Now the Earth has revolved. To a wonderful 1,995th year. And to Hoyt. 

ALL:  To Hoyt.  

(They stand up, and around the grave, smile at each other.)



The End



Epilogue
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Laura, got promoted after writing about Hoyt’s death & how drug 
trafficking was involved. Ultimately ended up with Alex, who now 
runs a VC Investment firm.

Izzy , continues to live her carefree life. 

Graham, after he finished his mandatory military service, joined 
his friends and is finishing his PhD in Nuclear Physics. 

Von Normon, after an unsuccessful run at the VC firm, decided to 
focus on his kids and to get back together with one of his wives. 

Raúl Sánchez Medellín, after being arrested, killed himself in jail 
by poisoning himself.
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Notes












