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CHARACTERS

LOUIS	Supporting Character.

DONALD	Antagonist.

ZELDA	Leading Lady.

JONATHAN	Leading Man.

AMANDA	She Who Must Not Be Named. Oops.

JANITOR	Custodial Official.


SETTING




A high school auditorium during a 10-year class reunion.




TIME




Late Night/Evening (Post 8pm).


PROPS





  	Flask (for LOUIS)

  	Purses (for ZELDA & AMANDA)
  
    	Bottle of Water (for ZELDA)

    	Cell Phone (for AMANDA)

  


  	Emerald Hootch
  
    	Pouch

    	Green Drink

    	Five shot glasses

  


  	Fedora

  	Ties (for JONATHAN & LOUIS)

  	Folding Chairs

  	Broom (for JANITOR)







(The stage is empty with a couple of FOLDING CHAIRS set up to the side. LOUIS enters from the back of the auditorium. He is wearing a snazzy suit that's slightly disheveled, and he has a FLASK in his hand. He is buzzed: moderately intoxicated, but not sloppy drunk. He enters singing the first four lines of the chorus of "Graduation" by Vitamin C as he slowly makes his way to the stage.)

LOUIS

(singing)1

Bla bla blaa blaaa/bla bla blaa blaaa/bla bla blaa blaaa/bla bla blaa blaaa.

(LOUIS stops singing as he makes it to the stage and climbs onto it. As he stands on the stage, he looks down at it with awe and nostalgia on his face. He walks back and forth and admires it: taps on spots with his toe, leans his weight on some of the boards to hear them creak, bends down and rubs his fingers against it, ect.)

LOUIS (CONT'D)

Wow. This place is a piece of crap. The creaky boards. The broken seats. The ridiculous carpet on the walls. Damn.

(shakes his head with a smile on his face)

I really missed this place. Oh--

(LOUIS leaps off the stage and runs over to an unoccupied seat and sits in it.)

LOUIS (CONT'D)

This seat. This was ALWAYS my seat! Even after I graduated from this godforsaken hellhole, I'd still sneak in before curtain call and make sure I was right here as I watched the new generation of misfits play pretend on that stage.

(LOUIS gets up from the seat and climbs back on the stage. He turns around to face the audience and takes several steps backwards, looking up at the curtain.)

LOUIS (CONT'D)

And right about...

(LOUIS stops walking.)

LOUIS (CONT'D)

Here. Here's where I stood as I waited for the curtain to rise for my first play. I was terrified. You could've held a gun up to my head and I'd be shaking all the same. I... 

(laughs)

 I messed up my first line and, thankfully... Wow, what was his name? Phil! Oh, God, yeah, Phil. Thankfully, Phil backed me up and put us right on track. Oh!

(LOUIS runs over to a spot close to the front of the stage.)

LOUIS (CONT'D)

And here! Here's where my shoe landed when I kicked it off in the scene just before intermission! 

(laughing)

I was freaking out! I was all like, "Oh no! How am I supposed to go on without a shoe?!" 

(laughing)

But-but I was able to get it back before the next scene.

(LOUIS gets down on his knees and acts like he's reaching underneath something.)

LOUIS (CONT'D)

Luckily, I was able to reach underneath the curtain and grab it before the curtain opened.

(LOUIS gets up laughing. He slowly walks towards another spot, almost center stage.)

LOUIS (CONT'D)

And here. Here, where I got my first on-stage kiss. With... Tiffany Sherwood: the hottest girl in the senior class. And I was only a sophomore! I remember having the conversation with my girlfriend at the time, and when she said she was cool with it, I thought I had won the lottery! 

(sigh)

I never did thank Mr. Popp for that. I can still remember the old bastard laughing like a hyena right there.

(LOUIS points to a seat in the audience, toasts to it with his FLASK, and takes a long swig from it. He wipes his mouth and caps it, putting it back into his inner-jacket pocket. He puts his hands on his hips and looks around, confused.)

LOUIS (CONT'D)

Now what was that damn monologue I did for my senior acting final?

(LOUIS takes time to think about it and then snaps his fingers as he remembers.)

LOUIS (CONT'D)

Yes! That's right! Shakespeare: Two Gentlemen of Verona - Proteus.

(LOUIS clears his throat does some exaggerated gestures to loosen himself up. He strikes an "actor" pose and stumbles his way through the monologue.)

LOUIS (CONT'D)

Even as one heat anotha heat goes out/or as one dude nails so does another/and I quickly forget one chick for the beauty of one more hot/Is it me or the fact that V keep on talkin' 'bout the girl that makes me crazy?/She is hot! And so is Julia, but whatever/I thought she was hot, but now I think she's colder than Ice-T's stare on SVU/And Me and V we supposed to be homies and all, but his girl got that booty, though!/How doth I get me some o dat when in reality tis only a pic on his celly I have beheld?/but low resolution and all she was foine as a motha!/If she shant walketh in mine path than I shall stay mum/but if ol' girl come around? I'm gon' git me some!

(LOUIS fist pumps triumphantly at the successful delivery of his lines and takes a deep bow with his arms dangling. DONALD applauds loudly and excitedly from the back of the auditorium. DONALD is wearing a more eccentric suit that is a little disheveled, but not as much as LOUIS'. LOUIS looks up with surprise and excitement on his face as he notices.)

DONALD

Oh! Bravo! Bravisimo! I swear, I've heard many perversions of Shakespeare's work, but that will always be my favorite!

LOUIS

ROBIN!

DONALD

BATMAN!

(DONALD sprints up to the stage with great enthusiasm. When he reaches LOUIS, they embrace tightly and swing around. DONALD kisses LOUIS, and he rears back away from it with a mixture of disgust and humor.)

LOUIS

(laughing)

Knock it off, King of Queens!

DONALD

Now, Mister Wayne, remind me, which Robin am I? Dick Grayson? Tim Drake? Jason Todd? Damian Wayne? Oh! Or maybe you're thinking of me as Stephanie Brown or Carrie Kelly? Oh, please tell me I'm Carrie Kelly!

LOUIS

You, doll? You're my own personal Joseph Gordon-Levitt.

DONALD

That'll do. Ah, Louis, Louis, Louis. It's been a while, my dear, it has. Turn around, let me get a good look at you.

(LOUIS raises his arms and spins around a little.)

DONALD

Wow. I see you got the memo that everyone was putting on pounds for this little party. I'm glad I never check my email.

LOUIS

Whatever, Donald. You look less like the lean talent show winner of four years and more like the trench-coat perv in the back row watching him with his tongue out.

DONALD

How dare you. I'll have you know that I could still tear this stage up like I did in those days, while it looks like the only things you've been tearing up are McDonald's wrappers and the muscles in your wrists.

LOUIS

Oh yeah, Donny? Then show me?

DONALD

Excuse me?

LOUIS

You heard me. If you're as nimble as you used to be, then why don't you prove it.

DONALD

Really? Right here?

LOUIS

As if there were a better stage.

(DONALD snorts and smirks. He takes off his jacket and throws it to the side.)

DONALD

Give me room, Porky. Wouldn't want to pop you.

(LOUIS backs away. DONALD performs an intricate dance routine.2 As the routine ends, LOUIS smiles and claps as DONALD bows, breathing heavily.)

LOUIS

My oh my, little Donny's still got it!

DONALD

Thank you. A thank you. Not as though I need your approval, but thank you.

LOUIS

It's nice to see you haven't missed a step, my friend.

DONALD

Yes, well, it looks as
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