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PRODUCTION NOTES

Lotto Date has many small sets. One area of the stage can be the studio,
which needs to stay as is throughout the play, as many of the characters
watch the action from there. The rodeo, the opera, and the restaurant
can all be on the same part of the stage, some simple backdrops or
resetting the chairs can set the scene. The commercials
a backdrop at all; on the other hand, a more elaborate st
up the studio, the opera, the rodeo, the restaurant,
sets. The company may also produce the play with minima
set pieces according to the company’s needs.

ing can play
ommercial

There are many “small skits” within the play, allo for doubling of

roles, and also casting many players in medi@ edjroles that give
them a chance to shine while onstage. As a % the familiar reality
L)

show format, much of the humor can be fou he characters act

like personalities already on TV, or in ot i how they deviate
from it. The many different scenes alloy the play to pace itself like a TV
show.

Opera music and country music, are ne for the background of

certain scenes, game show mumal.
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LOTTO DATE

by
Jerry Rabushka

ACT |
SCENE 1

Introduction

ate, LARIOPE,

AT RISE: The characters who will be gg )
and ZAK are

CASSIOPEIA, SAPPHO, QUENTON, X
onstage. They can be seated on chairs various alluring
positions, whatever works best. Lights can be a general wash, or
the players can be highlighted. These are all 20-something “hip”
people who are trying very hard to od impression on TV,
even if they come across as idiots. Mu the set for the “studio”
should be on one side of the e, so that the dating action can
take place on the other side, t by allowing actors in the “studio”
to watch and comment on the{dat TV monitors.

LARIOPE: I'm Lariope [prgt
who knows how to sho
time..

CASSIE: I'm Cassiopei
. .rock, maybe R.&B.
and plenty of it.

XANTHUS: I'm Xanth
these (pointing) lips!

LARIOPE: (intg ing) Well keep looking — ew!

XANTHUS: i gain to lips) These babies have built-in-GPS.

points
They know the exagt location of your lips.
LARIOPE: YoUiefixi’ to know the exact location of my boot!

céd La-RY-oh-pee], and | want a man
ountry girl a hootin’ hollerin’ good

Wwant a date that'll take me to a concert .
ing) But mainly, he should have money,
ould spend it all. . . on me.

and I'm looking for a girl who's crazy about

XANTHUS ne on. | thought that was a smooth line.

LARIOR gain

QUE Quenton, and (sings as the others wince) | love the
operaaaaal/l want to sinnnnnnnng my way into a girl's heart.
Operaaaaa. . .

SAPPHO: (stops him) I'm Sappho, and | want a man. . .

XANTHUS: (waits for her to continue) A man who. . .

SAPPHO: No, that's it.

ZAK: (a bit desperate) I'm Zak. I'm looking for a woman who
understands me. Who wants to look deep into my heart and soul and
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get to know the real Zak. The lonely, desperate, despondent Zak
who wants to reach out and understand what true love is. . . what
true love can be.

SAPPHO: (The other women aren’t impressed, but SHE is.) Oh, I'm
all about that!

ZAK: (sulking) I doubt it. I'm beyond anyone’s help.

XANTHUS: (trying to get a word in) I'm looking f likes to
have fun.

SAPPHO: I'm all about that, too.

XANTHUS: Locking lips. . . that's my kind of fun

SAPPHO: I'm not all about that!

JUKE: (The show host, enters jovial. Thg tes
men together and women together.)

0 pce, and chance is

all about Lotto Date, where love is left
by the luck of the

what we love. Where your partners decided

draw! And here’s our co-host, the loyely Aphrodite Gonzalez!
CASSIE: She’s not that lovely.
JUKE: (joking) Yes, she is.

CASSIE: No - she really isn't.

JUKE: (under his breath to her,
APHRODITE: I'm all about lovely!
CASSIE: You're all about plastic surge

(APRHODITE tries to atta IE but JUKE pulls them apart on
his next line.)

JUKE: (laughing it off) N
SAPPHO: No.

XANTHUS: Not redlly:
LARIOPE: (can’t believe®

tants take seats,
Rocker, and we're

reatening) | said lovely, now can it.

ou all know the rules. . .

Haven't you seen the show? It's on all the

time!

SAPPHO: M stuck on the history channel. | don’t really know
about an s happened since 1789.

LARIOPE: Fi E) Off with her head, please.

JUKE: In 0 , It all happens by chance.

ant) Hare Krishna, Hare Krishna. . .
g him) Chance!
- you said. Chants!
JUKE: Not chants, chance!
ZAK: That's the inner me. That's the Zak | want someone to find.
LARIOPE: | don't think anyone wants to find that Zak.
JUKE: Come now, you might find yourself kissing that Zak by the end of
the night.
LARIOPE: I'd rather drink out of a prison toilet.
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JUKE: (tired of her) Annnd you might find yourself doing that too, here
on Lotto Date! Here’s what happens: on our first nine episodes, three
couples vie for the crown of “best date of the evening.” The nine
winners play off in the next three episodes, and those winners come
on our show one more time for a chance to win t
marriage! (The contestants are aghast.) That's right. In a few short
weeks, one of you might find yourselves walkin
nuptial bliss with someone you barely know.
Gonzales will pass out a sheet of paper, a
name down and put it in the secret mixing b
pick your date for the evening.

SAPPHO: Good. | can't pick a man myself any
XANTHUS: 1 still want a woman who likes t@
(points to lips) Pucker up ladies.
CASSIE: (creeped out, as are the o

that?

LARIOPE: Do not make me go out with{this man

JUKE: You know the rules. You go out ate we select — and you
can't leave until the date is oveph(Contestants get scared again.)

APHRODITE: (collecting namgs from a frightened bunch) No. . .
matter. . . what.

XANTHUS: Now that's my ki
washes my car, and cle

LARIOPE: And you're sing

JUKE: Settle down. The fu

APHRODITE: (puts th
another) Because w
America is goin

CONTESTANTS: ¢

Il all write your
...bylot...we

— my kind of fun.

) Do you rehearse

eat time, as we play. . .
uppets) Lotto Date!

are they going, Aphrodite?

APHRODITE: (reaches into the third box and pulls out a slip of
paper) Well yippie-yi-yay they’re going to play cowboy, with a trip to
the rodeo and then an evening of country dancing!

XANTHUS: (upset) We're going to the what?
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LARIOPE: (excited) Cowboys! Now that's my kind of fun.

XANTHUS: That’s not fun at all. Rodeo.

LARIOPE: Yee haw. Buck up, bucko, we’re gonna have a good ol’ time.

APHRODITE: You better hope someone else doesn’t;rope your girl
away! If you lose the date, you don't get the prize.

JUKE: Our next couple. . .

APRHODITE: (drawing) Quenton. . . you're going (draws
out of the other box) .. .Cassie!

QUENTON: (kisses her hand and raises it up hij

JUKE: And where are they going?

APHRODITE: (picks out of another box) Me_me
To. .. the... opera!

CASSIE: | wanna go to a rock concert!

QUENTON: Bravo! Bravissimo! You'll love t

CASSIE: My mother was a soprano,
night they sang the love duet fro
accent) L’Incorinazzione di Poppe
Every night. (QUENTON takes a bre ing.) Don’t you dare!

APHRODITE: And finally, Sapphaeand Zak, you're going to (picks one
more paper out of a box) L’Haute Cuisine. . . only the finest French

or of our show. . . along with of

ellissimo!

meeeeeeee!

y stepfather. Every
Monteverdi’s (in a very lItalian

audience) Now, we're going tofollow our couple through their dates,
and we’re going to record everything for you at home to watch and
vote on.
CASSIE: What if we nee
JUKE: You'd better
ZAK: (meekly) I'm

ZAK: (scared) No, | am.
JUKE: Just pyetend
“Rate-A-Date” guest analyst is Priscilla Valentine, editor of Whiny
Girl Magazine. (PRISCILLA enters as they all applaud her.) She’s
ess”our couples and rate their chances for success. If

2ctly predict the audience vote at the end of the night,
¢ hundred thousand dollars. If she’s wrong. . . well. . .

it wrong, you don't get squat. (back in character) Now, tell us a bit
about Whiny Girl, and what qualifies you as an expert in the dating
habits of today’s young people?
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PRISCILLA: (very educated, almost snooty) Whiny Girl magazine was
developed for the young lady who's extraordinarily selfish. Who
thinks it's all about her. We give her the means and the motivation to
continue in her quest for money, career, and expensive gifts, no

top. Needless to say, we have a circulation of 17
APHRODITE: Okay. . . (to the audience) Let's he
best! (As SHE names people, SHE gets each woman, JUKE gets

each man, and they bring the couples tg r.) Xanthus and
Lariope (applauds and encourages t lence to do the

ame) Quenton and Casseopia. . plause) and
finally, Zak and Sappho. Off you go, to p Date! (nobody

(The contestants finally exit.)

JUKE: Now, Priscilla, your anaIyS|s
PRISCILLA: (confused) I think thi
Super Bowl was fixed, and i
win an Emmy Award for thisfe
JUKE: The couples! Analyze the‘coup

year’s elections are in the bag, the
ere’s any justice in television, | shall
e of “Lotto Date.”

sports, on a dating
sportscaster) Xanthu

did like each other, they wouldn’t know
ow, Quentin and Cassie. Opera. It might be a
tragedy in the seats.

JUKE: It's a trag onstage.
PRISCILLA: W

JUKE: The o
PRISCILLA:
ght say I'm a coloratura analyst. (far too amused
o JUKE has to cut to commercial)

inute — as we play. . . Lotto Date!

(Blackout.)

SCENE 2
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AT RISE: The contestants are onstage, talking as if to a
cameraman/interviewer before their dates. Again, they can be
positioned any way for maximum effect.

CASSIE: He loves the opera. | don’'t want to seem like
frankly I'd rather take my brother to the high school,pro

QUENTIN: (tries to put an arm around CASSIE, w
She hates the opera. Now. But I'll change her.
for it.

CASSIE: I'll thank him to take me home at inter

QUENTION: Which intermission? There’s four a
acts!

SAPPHO: French. Can you eat French if yo
pate?

ZAK: (smiles) French food is so fine. (|
make me look bad.

XANTHUS: | don't care — A rodeo is\mot my kind of fun. I'm urban —
sophisticated — debonair. | should be"g@i that French joint.

LARIOPE: (pulls him off stage)sGit your high-falootin’ self in the car
and let's go rooooo000deeeeef00000000000000. Yeeeee Hawww!

ak it? Parlez vous

tF ile) It's just going to

(Blackout.)

E3

AT RISE: Lights back up the show set.

PRISCILLA: The ensure a successful date is to dress for it. Dare
to dress for it. You ca o0 to the rodeo dressed for the opera, any
more than you.can wear white at a Goth wedding.

APHRODITE: /And™@, help the couples look their best, we've supplied
] a killer wardrobe to go with their evening out.
\

each of t
Priscilla, ake them more compatible?

APHRODITE: JAnd we’re all about having fun.

JUKE: And what our couples don't know is, tonight we're sending in
special guests — people to rattle their mettle. To sabotage the date.
You've done that yourself, haven't you, Aphrodite?

APHRODITE: You've heard of two's company, three’s a crowd. Well,
company may be pleasant, but a crowd stirs up the action. And
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action we will have. The dark green eye of jealousy is just around the
corner. It always works. . . even on the great Aphrodite. (getting
angry) I'll never forget it. Her walking away, hand in hand with my
boyfriend. Who cares if he was her fiancé before | stolg him.

JUKE: Ok, ok. The question is, will our surprise gueststear our dates
apart — or bring them closer together? We’'ll be right back with a trip
to the rodeo.

LARIOPE: (offstage) Yeeeeeeeeeee haaaaaaaa

XANTHUS: (runs onstage and LARIOPE
Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh nooooooooooooooo0

him back off)

SCENE 4
Commerci

AT RISE: NORA, GINA, and GREG %are onstage. They will play all
the commercials.

NORA: Do you have extreme body odor?
GREG: No.
GINA: (enters) Yes you do.

GREG: | do not!
NORA: (approaches quic backs off) Do.
GREG: Don't.

GINA and NORA: Do.
NORA: But you don't kn
antiperspirant f

it. Now, there’'s a new doctor prescribed
e you, who suffer from extreme body

odor.
GREG: I'm not suffering.
GINA: We are. Now ask your doctor about it.
NORA: Now!
GREG: | can e runs away when | go into his office.
GINA: Phone g your cell.

ytime minutes! (wistful) So precious.
up a small can) By taking Odoflux, you can go out in
ven Wal-Mart, where you wouldn’t think they'd notice.

. fholdi
dlie, again.
it's*€ithe

GINA: (goes Up to GREG and hangs on him) Ooooo!

NORA: Or. ..

GINA: (gets repulsed) Eeeewww!

NORA: Ask your doctor. And if you have to phone him, do it on. . .
Phonex! After 7 PM, of course.

GREG: He’s closed after 7 PM.



Lotto Date - Page 11

NORA: Leave a message!

SCENE 5
The Rodeo

AT RISE: The rodeo can just be three chairs on
LARIOPE is in the middle, and XANTHUS is
dressed in western wear, LARIOPE is havi
miserable and looks a bit ridiculous. Be care
cowboy hats as they can cast shadows @
the other side of the stage, in the studio
PRISCILLA are “watching” the proceedi ommenting. The
general idea here is that if this were cameras would be
splicing back and forth between the date and e studio.

ide of the stage.
e side. They're
I, XANTHUS is
ing people in
eone’s face. On
A\PHRODITE, and

LARIOPE: This is one hootin’ hollerin’ co i’ heck of a good time!
XANTHUS: What's the big deal ut a bunch of guys getting thrown
around by a bunch of cows? Ifs just like our family get-togethers.
LARIOPE: These are real me men. Xanthus, you are so cute in

LARIOPE: I can’t wait to g ncing after the rodeo!
XANTHUS: (Iamen

LARIOPE:
Xanthus. €Come on§\Your kind of fun, you know.
XANTHUS: |
LARIOPE; afraid. (different attitude) Maybe we can have
: all. First, try acting like a human being.
want to act like a human being. It's not in my nature.

PRISCILLA le’s not willing to open up. It's not a good sign.
LARIOPE: Come on. Tell me a secret only | can know. It'll be fun . . .
your kind of fun.

(XANTHUS starts to whisper something, LARIOPE is intrigued, but
much less so as HE goes on.)
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APHRODITE: Here he goes — what’s he telling her?

LARIOPE: (shocked) Oh? You still live with your mother?

XANTHUS: (defensive) Hey. . . that's still cool. . . isn't it?

LARIPE: (sarcastically) Oh yeah. . . your kind of cool.

JUKE: (gleefully) I think it's time for a little action. Ti
into the wheel!

PRISCILLA: Xanthus is such a dead-head. | don’t

handle this.
An overzealous cowboy,
and outgoing, just

JUKE: (happy about it) Me, either.

CHARLIE: What is goin’ on here? This fis an outrage! It's a shame! If this
was opera it'd be a tragedy!

LARIOPE: What?

XANTHUS: What, what?

CHARLIE: (still can’t believe An empty seat next to a beautiful
young lady. This is a crime an ice must be done. So ma’am, itis
my duty as a cowboy to relieve yo his unfortunate indignity.

e tq throw a cog

(CHARLIE enters into the rodeo, HE's
speaks with an overstated drawl, and ver
about knocking them out of their seats.

CHARLIE: (sitting down er, so SHE's in between CHARLIE
and XANTHUS) I'm C
LARIOPE: I'm Lariope.
CHARLIE: Xanthus. (loo im over and laughs) You ain't a cowboy,
are ya?
XANTHUS: I'm a che

Chemical £ngi hmmm? (to LARIOPE) And what’s a purdy girl
like you dp for a livin?

LARIOPE: (flattered) Well. I—

CHARLIE; p with a great idea) | bet you're an author. (to
XA on't you think she’s an author?

LARIO akes you think that?

you sure wrote the book on goooooooooood lookin’!

XANTHUS Okay, okay. Stop that. You're moving in on my girl.

CHARLIE: Well you ain’'t movin’ in nowhere except a mansion of misery
and self depreciation. | think it's for her to decide who she wants
doin’ the movin’. Hah! Chemical engineer.

XANTHUS: Yes | am. Now you just start movin’ on out, buster.

CHARLIE: Look now. Don't get your knickers in a knot.
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(LARIOPE laughs.)

XANTHUS: (losing his temper) | do not have my knickers in a knot!

CHARLIE: (shocked) You've got knickers?

XANTHUS: No, | don't.

CHARLIE: Well you just said they weren’t in a knot. 't pot be in
a knot unless you have ‘em.

XANTHUS: (flustered) Well, | don't. They're no
Oh, never mind.

CHARLIE: (short pause) Well they need some a
wound up like a social worker at an/orphaha
morning. (LARIOPE still thinks CHARLIE's fu
ever get such a pretty girl to go out witRga sourp
sirloin like yourself?

XANTHUS: Luck of the draw | guess.

JUKE: Luck of the draw. He’s funny.

APHRODITE: But she’s not buying it u think they’ll make it
through this date alive?

PRISCILLA: He looks uncomfortable in those clothes. She’s a natural.
She’s taking to the rodeo liKe to slop. Factor in Charlie — and
frankly — someone’s knickers are g to be knotted very, very tight.

JUKE: (again, trying to ge the §cene) We'll be right back — with
a trip to the opera!

n not in a knot!

ing cuz you're
on Christmas
y.) How did you
ss piece of stale

g

SCENE 6
Commercial #2

NORA: Up next after Lotto’Date — Caught In The Act. Guys who cheat

riendsy Students who cheat on their tests. Teachers who
finals without reading them. When we expose a cheater,

a gogd time!

three days of my life and now it’s ruined! Ruined!
GREG: (confused) Who are you?
GINA: Now you deny we ever met!
GREG: Yeah. We never met.
GINA: Billy!
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GREG: I'm not Billy, I'm Greg.

GINA: You look like Billy.

GREG: | get that all the time. He sounds cool. But. . . nope, not Billy.

GINA: Well. . . sorry. Have you seen him around?

GREG: | don’'t know who he is.

GINA: (to NORA) Well if | ever see Billy with you, yaur face’ll be
plastered on the radiator, do you hear me? (exit)

NORA: (relieved) Whew! That was close. . . Billy.

GREG: (to the audience, as NORA puts her round him and
GINA comes in and scowls from the si ught In The Act!
Next, after Lotto Date!

SCENE 7

The Opera

AT RISE: The same chairs can be m the rodeo, but this
time, put one chair behind the other two. CASSIE and QUENTON are
seated together at the opera i front. An OLD WOMAN is seated
behind them. Some opera can be playing quietly in the
background to set the mood. yone is dressed formally,
QUENTON in a tux, if po CASSIE in a long gown that SHE
doesn’t enjoy.

CASSIE: (whiny) I canfun a thing!
QUENTON: It's in Italian.

CASSIE: Well that's [

QUENTON: It was in ltaly.

CASSIE: Then why are th oing it here?

QUENTON: Logk. It's translated up at the top of the stage. They're

) gion?
‘%‘ with some guy and everyone else is trying to

trying to figure out how to save his life. It's kind of
Texas Ranger set in 1600.

CASSIE: Wh
QUENTON:
Kill hirg

CASSIE: | mean our outfits. | feel like a stuffed grouper.

QUENTON: You're more like a large mouth bass. Now just let me enjoy
the performance! (they continue to argue in pantomime)

JUKE: (to PRISCILLA) What do you think, Priscilla? Is her outfit
appropriate for a trip to the opera?
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PRISCILLA: For the opera, yes. For Cassie, no. Quenton is right at
home. The tux, the bowtie. He's happy in formal wear. Cassie. . . hot
so much. Stuffed grouper, filet of salmon. She’s definitely a fish out
of water, and if she doesn’t watch it, she’s going to,be gutted and
filleted by the old lady behind her.

CASSIE: Well | hate it.

WOMAN: (tapping CASSIE) Excuse me, but I'm
performance! (to QUENTON) She’s such a loud

QUENTON: (offended) That's my favorite sopran

WOMAN: | mean your date!

QUENTON: Oh yeah. Can it, Cassie.

CASSIE: (gets a great idea) Hey, isn't some

QYENTON: What do you mean?

CASSIE: They say the opera isn’t over until

QUENTON: That's only in sports. They

CASSIE: She’s too thin. We’'ll never get out of here!

WOMAN: (admonishing) Young lady!

CASSIE: Cool your jets y’old biddie! He

QUENTON: Who?

CASSIE: Her! Third from the left! She’s kind of hefty. Maybe she can
belt out a number, and we can

WOMAN: (mortally offended) This opera!l We don't “belt out a
number” in opera.

QUENTON: She’s in the ci

ear the

n, what about that one?

’ll never have a solo!

WOMAN: Where did yodfi I? At a motorcycle rally?

's disruptive. | can barely enjoy myself

CASSIE: Whining? Wit that screeching on stage you think I'm
whining?

QUENTON:
WOMAN

finished. (stands up and applauds, along with
ote: Brava is often said instead of bravo when

QUENTON: (looks back at WOMAN, and they “connect”) Me, too.

(THEY start to sing together operatically.)

QUENTON and WOMAN: La la la laaaaaaaaaaaaaaa.
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CASSIE: (singing loudly over them) Silenciooo00000000000.

(THEY sit back down, embarrassed, blackout on the opera.)

them. He’s a pompous mule and she’s an uncouth
APHRODITE: Have you ever thought that maybe
opera! | hate the opera! | don't like the rodeo

she just hates it. Is there a problem with that?

JUKE: Aphrodite. . .

APRHODITE: (on a tirade) Maybe she does! Ha ou had to sit
through something you hate? Like a Chrig ageant of four-year-
olds? Or a wedding when the guy you love S\some loser? Or—

JUKE: Girlfriend! What is with you?

APHRODITE: Or aroller derby?

JUKE: Calm down!

APHRODITE: I'm just saying we shoul mpathize.

JUKE: (apologizing) I forgot. Her husba eason tickets.

APHRODITE: (still out of cont My ex husband. He married that
soprano. Every time she dieg in the end | keep hoping it's for real,
but noooo, she gets up eve — every single time — and it's back
into his arms!

(JUKE and PRISCILLA tr e her.)

it to a French restaurant.
te French opera, too!

JUKE: We'll be right b
APHRODITE: (shouting)

(Blackout, as JUK PRISCILLA try to calm APHRODITE down.)

SCENE 8

Commercial #3
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AT RISE: GREG and GINA are talking on cell phones. Some sad
music can play in the background.

GINA: (depressed) | can't talk to you any more.
GREG: But Gina. . .

GINA: | can't, Greg. Sorry. It's goodbye.

GREG: (desperate) But Gina! What about. . . Us?
GINA: Sorry. ..l havetoendit. | love you! But... I’
GREG: Wait! I'll give you mine!

GINA: It doesn’t work that way. (tearful) Not on

ut of minutes.

(SHE hangs up, then HE, slowly, quietly, }
tears.)

well, both in

NORA: (enters) Greg?
GREG: (like a new day has dawned) Nora!
NORA: My minutes are unlimited.

GREG: (enthralled) Unlimited?
NORA: We can talk forever. Minu
GREG: Oh, Nora!
NORA: Greg!
GREG: (to the audience) Phonex! If

. by. .. minute. ..

ant to keep the girl!

EQ

e Restaurant

AT RISE: ZAK a
table where the opera

PPHO are seated at a small elegant dining
s earlier. The other contestants are

elsewhere on the stage, talking into a camera.
JUKE: (to audience) Before we go to our third couple, let's recap what
we've seempso far/Pay attention, you'll need this information when

you ph in‘yetr vote later! And remember: if you use Phonex, your
ice! (the contestants act as if they're talking to a

ca

LARIOPE:m,caught in a battle between a cowboy and a city slicker! I'm
in heaven!

CASSIE: He’s singing along and flirting with that old lady behind me. I'm
in—

JUKE: Yep, we know where you are. . . Act one, scene nine.
QUENTON and WOMAN: (applauding wildly) Brava! Bravissima!
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XANTHUS: Oh, just take your (sarcastic) bravissima and stick it up
your ltalian dictionary.

JUKE: Come on, Xanthus. Your kind of fun, remember?

XANTHUS: | am not going to lose her to some country bumpkin.

PRISILLA: He’s going to lose her unless he loosens up abit. You know,
gets the knot out of his knickers.

XANTHUS: Stop saying that!

bimbo, but. . . Xanthus? What ever you have/
out on the other contestants, or they exj

ed? Cutit! (Lights
et's look in on

our third couple, Zak and Sappho. Wh prognosticate for
them, Priscilla?

PRISCILLA: | don’t have much hope. Zak — elf-esteem issues.
He doesn't think he deserves her. about this big. Like a

ZAK: Stop it already. . .
PRISCILLA: --that gets picked up by a p
ZAK: All right!
PRISCILLA: --only to be dropped on the concrete pavement, cracked,
with yolk running all over, i
whence came the one that was—

ZAK: Gooo away!!!l (curlings@iplimto a ball)
PRISCILLA: squished on % s before. (sighs with happiness)
[}

And that is Zak’s brain
APHRODITE: Wow, thatwa
ZAK: Even I'm not that bad®
JUKE: What do you,thi

. . moan in agony!
MARLIESE: (a waitresSiyeénters ready to take their order, she’s

trying to be_elegant, but is a bit too hard boiled to pull it off) My

name’s I and I'll be serving you today. Can | start you off
with a drink, or an appetizer?

ZAK: (lookinghever the menu) | don't think | deserve anything that's on
here.

e audience) If you think he’s that bad.

pme on. (points to something on a menu) This looks

g to ZAK) You look good. (to MARLIESE) Don't you

think helleoks good?

PRISCILLA: We wanted Zak to look debonair, so we ditched the usual
coat and tie, and—

ZAK: I'm ugly.

SAPPHO: Stop that. You are not that ugly!

PRISCILLA: We went for upscale casual. Let him show it off a little.
But—
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APHRODITE: (with mock sympathy) But it doesn't seem to be
working, does it?

PRISCILLA: My prediction is that Sappho’s outfit will give her an
unnecessarily elevated self image and she’ll most likely tire of having
to rescue him from his constant self-deprecation.

APRHODITE: In her getup, any man should be thrilled,to sitnext to her.

JUKE: Any man but Zak.

ZAK: (leaves the table and walks onto the show,set) Logk, | have
issues. Issues with my looks, my clothes, an air. You people
make me sick. (returns to his seat)

PRISCILA: How does he do that?

JUKE: Shhh!

PRISCILLA: (suspicious) Something’s unreg

JUKE: You can be replaced!

PRISCILLA: You can be cancelled.

JUKE: You can be dragged throughfthe mud\along with that trashy
magazine you edit.

PRISCILLA: You can be the subject unpleasant reality TV

is reality show!

ZAK: (cowed) | guess so.
h end of the night, we're going to clear
% a teenager who finally finds an
ZAK: Well, ok. But | do e grfe pimple on my—
SAPPHO: Sure. I'll have the/ . . cheese soup for starters, and he’ll have

expose.
SAPPHO: You can all be quiet s@ we can order. He has problems. Don't
SAPPHO: | know so! But

things up. Clear thing
SAPPHO: (assertive) Justs,, say. . . cool.
ZAK: Ok. (hesitate O smiles threateningly) Cool.

the—
MARLIESE: I)h sureyour date can order for himself.

Marlies®, he can’t. He really can't.

MARLIESE: disbelief) He can't?
SAPPHO: : . Are you taking orders, or are you taking college

you Zak? ( ZAK is quiet) | 't you, Zak???
effective acne treatme

MARLIESE: Now. take your order?

SAPPHO: Nc

F is a full service restaurant.

SAPPHO: y date. I'm taking care of him.

MARLIESE: Are you his date or his mother?

SAPPHO: Excuse me? (calling the waitress by name as a put-down)
Marliese.

MARLIESE: | said—

SAPPHO: (things start to escalate) | know what you said.

MARLIESE: Then answer the question.
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SAPPHO: | am not going to answer the question.

MARLIESE: You are, lady, if you want any service!

SAPPHO: Look, Zak is a co-dependent, self-loathing depressive who
(ZAK starts to cry, SAPPHO rubs his head.) needs someone to
look after him.

MARLIESE: | hope you're his mother because you're ‘tertainly one
dreadful date.

SAPPHO: That's because you started a hoo-ha ove

MARLIESE: A hoo-ha?

SAPPHO: (stands up) A hoo-ha. You starte o-ha, and you're
escalating it into a brouhaha.

MARLIESE: | did not turn it into a hoo-ha!

SAPPHO: A hoo-ha, a brouhaha, and now
All we wanted was. . .

ZAK: (can’t hold back any longer) navé”some potato skins?
(They look at him, amazed; HE's[proud of\ himself.) There. | said
it.

MARLIESE: (pause —she’s shocked) e?

ZAK: Potato skins. (pause) Pleas

SAPPHO: (proud of him) Zak!

e ordering!

gping it to a dealie!

skins.
ZAK: | don't want to st 0
SAPPHO: (patting his armyJhat’s right. You do.
MARLIESE: Who a:

MARLIESE: Who brough
SAPPHO: Who hired you?
MARLIESE:
SAPPHO: Nd

and
(MARLIESE S off in fear, SAPPHO sits back down.)

ZAK: Gee, you're aggressive.
SAPPHO: Assertive. We're nowhere near aggressive.
ZAK: 1 hope I didn't start the hoo-ha.
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SAPHO: Zak, you're fine. You're just delicate. Like a barf bag made out
of cheesecloth. But | won't let her bully you. If you want potato skins,
you should have potato skins.

ZAK: Well, they're not really on the menu.

SAPPHO: What?

ZAK: | couldn’t pronounce anything in French. So |, asked for potato
skins.

SAPPHO: So you did start a hoo-ha.

ZAK: (smiles a bit, bashfully) I guess.

SAPPHO: It takes a real man to start a hoo-ha i ic place.

ZAK: Oh, you!

JUKE: We'll be right back.
MARLIESE: (shouting from offstage) | dof they’re not on the

menu. (aggressive) Make some potato skig
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