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A DOZEN RAW EGGSAT THE AIRPORT
By Roy C. Booth

SYNOPSIS: Martin runs into his ex-girlfriend at the airport. Unfortunately,
Martin's forgotten exactly what he was doing there in the first place: Picking
up his mail-order bride from Azerbaijan! And his new bride has brought
some local gifts and customs with her, too, including a basket filled with a
half-dozen blessing eggs. When the two women megt, it's not just a series of

cultural misunderstandings that end up getti nNIO\ und!
CAST OF CHARA

S

CELESTE ... His ex-fiance, a'Stewardess,

SAFA . HisMani mail b :
TIME AND PLACE: Last T@afternoon irport.
MARTIN: A pad% d a pen’ O

CELESTE: A

SAFA: A Ithieggsin it.

QO
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A HALF-DOZEN RAW EGGSAT THE AIRPORT
Retitled: A Dozen Raw Eggs at the Airport

A Half-Dozen Raw Eggs at the Airport was originally produced by KG
Entertainment and the Paul Bunyan Playhouse, and was performed at the
historic Bemidji Chief Theatre on September 26, 2009. The original cast
and crew were as follows:

Playwright: Roy C. Booth

Producer: Greg Gasman \
Director: Catie Belleveau

Stage Manager: Cheryl Winnett Q
Lighting: Abbey Swafford

Sound: Mark Anderson

Set Design: Alex Ward
Stage Crew: Pam Austad, Karen do, LisaKnights, ‘ uklinski,

Jessie Ladig, and Mollle

MARTIN: Mike Hardin

CELESTE: Mary And
SAFA: Kari MunsonS
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AT RISE:

MARTIN, a struggling writer, is nervously killing time while waiting at
the airport, sitting in a row of chairs, scribbling on a notepad. Some
potted plants and a trash can round out the set.

MARTIN: (Holding up what he has written, reading.) “It was a dark
and stormy night...in the city ‘that doesn’t sleep’; a city that reeks
of sex, drugs, and...more sex; the devil's playground [Insert local
town, state].” (He stares at it for a bit.) Na ! (Crumples it up,

tosses it, stands.) \

So much for writing to keep my mindJoff
going to do? Oh, the suspen i
say? How am | going to say

gosh-wreck. And I'm talking to glf. Again. !
his head in his hands.)

Enter CELESTE, a very well ed stewakdess.J/In her hands is a
cake. She recognizes ¥and crosses .

CELESTE: Martin? M3win? Is that y \'

MARTIN: (Jumpi ahhh!

CELESTE: ltis

MARTIN: Ce I9What are oing here?
CELES ask the same™about you, silly. It's not very often

yo to your ex-fia t work in an airport.
MARTIN: "Hew did...?

CELESTE: | recog ur bald spot.

MARTIN: Oh.

CELESTE: How have y&l been, Martin?

MARTIN: Oh, well, I've been working on my novel and...

CELESTE: Ah, still plugging away at your epic zombie romance
novel?

MARTIN: Love is in the Hair or Lots of Guts and Chocolate?

CELESTE: Either one, darling.

MARTIN: Ah, quite well, thank you. (Pause.) What's with the cake?
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CELESTE: One of the pilots is retiring, so | brought a cake for his
party later on.

MARTIN: That’s nice of you.

CELESTE: Yes, yesitis. (Pause.) Martin?

MARTIN: Yes, Celeste?

CELESTE: | think | may have been too hasty.

MARTIN: What?

CELESTE: When you popped out of that closet shouting, “Surprise!”
and | nearly beat you to death thinking you € a mugger...

MARTIN: Yes?
CELESTE: | realize perhaps that was p@ best time for you to

propose to me, so | am willing to give you%another chance, seeing
as you didn’t press charges or
MARTIN: Well, jumping out at
Richard Nixon mask in our b€

may h 0 a bit too
much...
CELESTE: Exactly, you se int. Infany e , | would like to
r

make amends, start o ndle thatysparkjjthat passion that
drew us together, lik ths to a flame™{(Sets down the cake
on a chair.)

MARTIN: Do...do you y mean it, ookums?
CELESTE: Yes, lfte 0 meanyit, ka, hunka of burning love!
MARTIN: (Thr ide his arms.) ie!

oW
CELESTE: bunny! ( embrace and do that long, drawn
outy, Mweéa, mwaa nose- thing.)

MART , 'm so glad into you!
CELESTESNQh, Martin!
MARTIN: | wrote & ial poem for you, just in case this might

happen. 6

CELESTE: Really? Ohfiow romantic! Read it to me!

MARTIN: Okay. (Pulls out a really crumpled piece of paper.) Ahem.
(With dramatic flourish.) “After the love, the caress, the kiss, the
stars, the sun, the moon, the universe, these hands, this heart,
your embrace, my eyes, the day, the night, time, tears, blood, fire,
sand, the waves, bounds as Cupid withdraws — my love will
remain steadfast, faithful, to the very end.”

TOGETHER: Ahhhh...!
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CELESTE: It speaks to me. It truly does. Now | shall honor you, with
an inspired improvisational piece.

MARTIN: Yes!

CELESTE: (Dramatically.) “Majestically Eternity beckons, tugging at
our frail being, our very fiber of existence, to go it alone is to court
sheer tragedy — come with me, discover pleasure anew.”

TOGETHER: Ahhh...!

MARTIN: Ha, that’s...that’s — (Sniff.) — beautiful...

CELESTE: Of course. What inspired you to write yours?

MARTIN: It was a love poem challenge ce

t

CELESTE: (Non-plussed.) Ah, | see. h 0 use most of
those words? 6

MARTIN: Exactly! All of ‘em!

CELESTE: (Sarcastic.) Brilliant!

MARTINE: | thought so! O

CELESTE folds her arms, rm < ,
MARTIN: Come her@ (She gelents, they go into a long,
passionate kiss.)Q

Enter SAFA, a wgihan'@ressed i
scarf, et al.) — ars to

asant attire (dress, shawl,
for someone.

SAFA: ng MARTIN, coming up behind them.) Excuse me, |—
CELE | mean, you’v@ed up quite well since last | saw you,
but—

SAFA: Please, exg e...
CELESTE: But yoUgsophomoric behavior still leads much to be

desired. | can correct that.
SAFA: Excuse me?
CELESTE: No, I'm sorry, we don’t want to buy any flowers from your
cult, thank you...
MARTIN: (Seeing SAFA.) Ahgk! (He’s quite shocked to see her.)
SAFA: Flowers? No, | have eggs. Eggs. Six of them.
MARTIN: Wh-wh--hw-wh-wh—
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CELESTE: Well, we're not interested in buying any of those, either,
thank you. Now, run a long little gypsy lady, or whatever you are,
run along, and—

MARTIN: No, she’s not a gypsy, she’'s—

CELESTE: A hairy Krishna, or whatever?

SAFA: Hairy? (She looks at her arms.)

MARTIN: No, no, she’'s—

SAFA: | am looking for a man.

CELESTE: Aren’t we all sister, aren’t we all.
MARTIN: Celeste...(Turns to SAFA.) Sa ave any luggage,
or...?

SAFA: No, thank you, everything | brought i this basket.
CELESTE: (Snorts.) Everything?
SAFA: Yes, all | need is in here.
CELESTE: You've got a vibrator i /

n this unstylish

ragamuffin...] mean, really; poor m issance fair look

is so passe.
SAFA: (To MARTIN. @ my beloﬁ?\'
MARTIN: 1...
CELESTE: “Beloged?gMartin, j @ heck is going on here?
MARTIN: O-bo {
CELESTE: %eo, you C er by name, “Safa”...

SAFA: re.”

MART “innocent”!
CELESTENReally? C'm dsmith, spit it out...

MARTIN: She’s...

CELESTE: You k Q

MARTIN: Yes, she’s—

SAFA: Martin! (Puts down her basket, gives him a very hearty
handshake.) | am so glad to finally meet you, o beloved!

CELESTE: Again, “beloved”?!

SAFA: (Brightening.) I look greatly to marrying you, Martin!

CELESTE: Marrying!?! Marriage? To HIM!?! (To MARTIN.)
MARTIN!?! Explain yourself!

MARTIN: Um...

MARTIN: Celeste!!!
CELESTE: | don't see W% re so igterest
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CELESTE: Now!

MARTIN: Uhh, well, she’s...

CELESTE: (Stamps her foot.) NOW!!!
MARTIN: (Quickly.) She’smymailorderbride.
CELESTE: Your...what?

MARTIN: She’s my mail order bride.

SAFA: From Azerbaijan.

CELESTE: From...where?

SAFA: (Smiling.) Azerbaijan!

CELESTE: Azer-ber-where?

MARTIN: It's a country. \

CELESTE: | know that, you idiot! Isn’Qme little piss*ant Third
World country near...Portugal?

MARTIN: No, Azerbaijan is in Asia near Geor

CELESTE: n, tha ry much.

“‘Azerbaijan.” Hmp. No ou re just making @ s up. Is this
some kind of joke?

MARTIN:  Well, while | the hospital, overing from my
broken spleen, | saw,

SAFA: (Excited.) O nnot WMII down a hill for you,
beloved!

CELESTE: RoII o) rth is she talking about,

Martin?

MARTIN: W@
CELES , Martin. Now Why on earth would you want to roll

| for this—thi

MARTIN: "Mgckuva nice g

CELESTE: Two-tim Utz is waaay beyond me! Why?

SAFA: Martin say % old-fashioned girl,” and—

CELESTE: “Old-fashioned?!?” “Old-fashioned!?!” (To MARTIN.)
You thought | was “old-fashioned”?

MARTIN: Perhaps there’s a better way to put that...

SAFA: Ah, you are old friend of Martin’s, perhaps?

CELESTE: (Glaring.) “OId?”

SAFA: Well, in my country there are certain old rituals that we still
adhere to...

CELESTE: Which include rolling down hills...?
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MARTIN: Well, it is actually a certain sacred, consecrated hill, see,
and...

CELESTE thrusts out her hand over MARTIN’s mouth, and then
withdraws it.

SAFA: (Clapping her hands together.) Exactly!
CELESTE: To qualify for your nation’s Olympic gymnastics team?

MARTIN: Ummm...
CELESTE: To test the durability of your
MARTIN: No, see...

CELESTE: Shut up, Martin.

SAFA: No, we roll down the gre e mor: e (Pats
self.)

CELESTE: To be more — what?

SAFA: (Smiling.) To have babies! O

MARTIN: See... n\

CELESTE: You mean to | that you \believelthat if roll down a
hill....

MARTIN: A certain,
CELESTE: That it
SAFA: (Nodding.

I cred, co rated hill, mind you...

e you...
i s.) Yes!

CELESTE: W|sh|n

SAFA: And here, : e blessed sash | will wear when we walk
under the arched brafiChes to cleanse our souls...

CELESTE: (Glaring.) Oh, Martin’s soul definitely needs a cleansing,
all right...

MARTIN: Uh...Celeste...

SAFA: And here, ah, here are the eggs, the eggs from my father’s
own chickens, for you to inspect and to give your blessing upon, o
beloved future husband.

CELESTE: Good grief!
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MARTIN: Heh. Talk about keeping all of your eggs in one basket...

CELESTE: Martin, no bad jokes or puns right now, I'm serious...

MARTIN: (Reaches over, takes an egg.) Six of one, half a dozen of
another...

CELESTE: Martin...

MARTIN: Oh, I'm just eggstatic...

CELESTE: That does it. (Reaches over to the basket.) May 1?

SAFA: (Handing her an egg.) Why of course, here, good old friend of
my beloved. Partake.

CELESTE: (Taking it.) Thank you. Marti

MARTIN: Yes, Celeste? \

CELESTE: Your jokes aren’t what they%cracked up towe. (And
with that she breaks the egg o WARTIN’s head. P .

SAFA: | see your old friend has % ou, 0’ belo

MARTIN: Yes, well, the yolk’s on 1e in turn break
CELESTE's head.) ’

CELESTE: Why, you...!

SAFA: Oh good, then | less her§too! (Fhrows an egg at
CELESTE, hitting he !

CELESTE: What!?! \'
Pause. CELEST Qs M Ih@, marches up to SAFA,

Al
grabs an egg, &t over SAFA ad, and then marches back to
her spot. @

b
CELE mp! O

Pause. SAFA app be on the verge of bursting into tears,
until...

egg over

SAFA: Yay!l
CELESTE: What?
SAFA: Oh, thank you Martin’s old friend for accepting me with your
egg-breaking ritual! Thank you!
MARTIN: Uhhh...
SAFA: Am | now American? Yes?
CELESTE: No, dear, you're...
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SAFA: (Pointing to egg on head.) This very good for hair, no?

MARTIN: Well...

SAFA: | now more fertile, too? Joy!!!

CELESTE: Omigod.

SAFA: (Shaking CELESTE'’s hands.) Thank you, thank you! Thank
you for welcoming me to America! | am so honored! So honored!

CELESTE: You know, | am having strong second thoughts about
taking you back, now, Martin.

MARTIN: Celeste, I...

SAFA: Oh, | am so happy! Happy, hap Thank you, thank
you both! Now | go to find the great o flew, the plane
and give him this last blessed e@how him_myj thanks!
(Prepares to scurry off.)

MARTIN: Wait!

CELESTE: Oh, for crying
MARTIN: That only ac

CELESTE: Now what?
SAFA: Yes, beloved? O
MARTIN: What about the o ?

five eggs!

SAFA: Ah. | see you om, future hgsband, | see. (She takes the
other egg, and %it over he ad.) Now | am doubly
blessed! Oh, bélo lams a@She runs offstage with her
basket. Pau

CELESTE:
MARTI S, ste?

CELE ever, ever s 0 me again.

MARTIN: , Celeste. Q

CELESTE: And ngV aler let me see you ever again, or so help
me, I'll break %3 else of yours other than your spleen.

Something else you@an't put a cast on.
MARTIN: (Horrified.) You—you mean my...?
CELESTE: (Makes a large pulling apart gesture.) In two.
MARTIN: Eep!
CELESTE: Exactly!
MARTIN: Um...okay. Deal.
CELESTE: And Martin?
MARTIN: (Backing up.) Y-yes?
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CELESTE: Here. (She picks up the cake.) | hope you and your
bargain-dressed hippie mail order bride are happy together.
MARTIN braces himself.

CELESTE: | truly do. (Hands him the cake.) Here.

MARTIN: (Holding the cake in front of him.) Thank you, Celeste.

CELESTE: Remember, Martin, we’ll always have [Insert local city,
state]. Have a nice life, kid. (She exits.)

MARTIN: You, too, Celeste, you, too. (Pauséy Looks down at the

cake.) Whew! \

CELESTE storms back onstage, slarn@ke into

then stomps off for good. O

CELESTE: JERK!! (Pause.)

MARTIN: (Sighs.) Maybe n use that lin if my zombie
romance novels after all gglt a darl¢’and y night...in the
city ‘that doesn’t sleep’; rugs, and...more

’

sex; the devil’s play

BLACKOUT. 0

is e, and
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