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2 GOING UP?  
 

GOING UP? 
A Comedy about Big Personalities…in Small Spaces 

by Steve Franco & Dale Bayless 
 
SYNOPSIS:  Imagine you are suddenly trapped in an elevator and you cannot 
get away! Going Up? chronicles the hilarious struggles of passengers trapped 
in three separate elevator cars during a New York City power outage. From a 
fitness freak to an overly calm psychologist, to an OCD germ-a-phobe and a 
non-stop chatter box this show is filled with colorful characters and outrageous 
situations. Throw in an aggressive Nun, a few Catholic school girls, a left-over 
hippie, a soon-to-be mother, and an obnoxious UPS delivery guy––and you've 
got the recipe for non-stop laughter. You won't want to miss this fun-filled 
evening of theatre where everyone––except the audience––can’t wait to get 
out! 
 
DURATION: 75 minutes. 
TIME: Present, on a Thursday. 
SETTING: Three elevators in the Empire State Building in New York City. 
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(14 females, 8 males, 2 either) 

 
OUTSIDE THE ELEVATOR:  
 TOURIST 1 (m/f) ...................... Young & enthusiastic. (13 lines) 
 TOURIST 2 (m/f) ...................... Young & enthusiastic. (9 lines) 
 HELPFUL LADY 1 (f) .............. Elderly & bossy. (16 lines) 
 HELPFUL LADY 2 (f) .............. Elderly & hard of hearing. (18 lines) 
 MAINTENANCE (m) ............... Left over hippie, real burn out. (56 lines) 
 SUPERVISOR (f) ...................... Bold with plenty of Jersey attitude.  

(1 line) 
ELEVATOR CAR #1 
 CARL (m) .................................. Obnoxious UPS Delivery Guy. (78 lines) 
 CHANDLER (f) ........................ Chic & ultra-professional. (64 lines) 
 KELSEY (f) ............................... Pregnant with mood swings. (59 lines) 
 PRESTON (m) ........................... Smooth & professional. (67 lines) 
 EMMA (f) .................................. Young goth type. (40 lines) 
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ELEVATOR CAR #2  
 JILL (f) ...................................... Active & fitness obsessed. (33 lines) 
 JAKE (m) ................................... Plumber, rough around the edges.  

(64 lines) 
 STANLEY (m) .......................... OCD & many other “issues.” (70 lines) 
 BIZ (f) ........................................ Gen Z & judgmental. (63 lines) 
 MORGAN (f) ............................ Psychologist, cool & calculated.  

(68 lines) 
ELEVATOR CAR #3 
 SISTER MARY (f) .................... Nun with attitude. (59 lines) 
 LEXI (f) ..................................... Catholic school girl, flirtatious.  

(27 lines) 
 AMY (f) ..................................... Catholic school girl, nosy. (20 lines) 
 KATE (f) ................................... Catholic school girl, teacher’s pet.  

(19 lines) 
 JENNA (f) ................................. Catholic school girl, sneaky. (28 lines) 
 WALT (m) ................................. Young professional, still green. (53 

lines) 
 FDNY #1 (m)............................. Handsome, short, muscular. (4 lines) 
 FDNY #2 (m)............................. Handsome, tall, muscular. (4 lines) 
 

AUTHORS’ NOTE 
 
The characters in this show are complete works of fiction—any resemblance 
they might have to random strangers you have encountered, your co-workers, 
members of your extended family or close friends—is completely 
coincidental. 
 
…Unless you’ve been in an elevator with us recently—in which case: Yeah, 
we’re likely spoofing you.  
 
 

Production Notes for Costumes, Props, and Set can 
be found at the end of the script. 
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PREMIERE PRODUCTIONS 
 
Going Up? premiered at Theatre Glenvar in Salem, VA. Directed by Steve 
Franco and Dale Bayless with the following cast: 
 

CARL ..................................................................... Adam Kelly 
CHANDLER ..................................................... Lindsey Hanks 
KELSEY ........................................................... Haley Morrison 
PRESTON ............................................................... Jon Wilson 
EMMA .................................................................Abby Garland 
JILL ........................................................................ Susan Clark 
JAKE ................................................................... Eric Richards 
STANLEY ......................................................... Bryce Mallette 
BIZ ................................................................... Alexis Gliniecki 
MORGAN ........................................................ Madison Butler 
SISTER MARY ........................................................ Kim Eaton 
LEXI ................................................................. Shannon Moore 
AMY ................................................................. Kristin Lindsay 
KATE ............................................................. Allyson Topping 
JENNA .............................................................. Felicia Duncan 
WALT ........................................................................ Jon Clark 
TOURIST ............................................................. Claire Bailey 
HELPFUL LADY 1............................................. Marina Hafey 
HELPFUL LADY 2.........................................Kenna Chapman 
MAINTENANCE ....................................... Alex Dunkenberger 
FDNY #1 .......................................................... Omri Carpenter 
FDNY #2 ................................................................... R.J. Eaton 
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Going Up? staged at Theatre Glenvar in Salem, VA. Directed by Steve Franco 
with the following cast: 
 

CARL ...................................................................... Jakob Hale 
CHANDLER ............................................... Taylor Underwood 
KELSEY .............................................................. Emma Sloane 
PRESTON ........................................................ Austin Whitlow 
EMMA ................................................................. Callie Bourne 
JILL ......................................................................... Kira Pierce 
JAKE ......................................................... Churchill Wilkinson 
STANLEY ....................................................... Garrison Franco 
BIZ ................................................................ Emorie McClintic 
MORGAN ............................................................ Erika Murrill 
SISTER MARY ............................................... Giulia Franzone 
LEXI .......................................................................... Ali Lowie 
AMY ................................................................... Megan Painter 
KATE ..................................................... Magdalena Wuensche 
JENNA ................................................................ Kaysie Steele 
WALT .............................................................Adrian Sprunger 
TOURIST 1 ............................................................ Sarah Stultz 
TOURIST 2 ......................................................... Skyee Walker 
SUPERVISOR ................................................... Sierra England 
HELPFUL LADY 1............................................ Alex Saunders 
HELPFUL LADY 2.............................................. Glory Rogers 
MAINTENANCE ...................................................... Noah Alls 
FDNY FIREMAN ................................................ Rennie Bates 
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6 GOING UP?  
 
AT START:  As the scene opens, TOURISTS 1 and 2 are waiting 
patiently for an elevator. It is obvious that they are excited to be in New 
York City. 
 
TOURIST 1:  Does it always take this long for an elevator to arrive? 
TOURIST 2:  I really don’t know—this is my first time here. 
TOURIST 1:  In the Empire State Building or first time in New York? 
TOURIST 2:  Both. 
TOURIST 1:  Me too!  
TOURIST 2:  I am SO excited! 
TOURIST 1:  Me too––triple excited! 
TOURIST 2:  Triple? 
TOURIST 1:  Yes, excited to be in New York, excited to be in the 

Empire State Building, and excited that you didn’t know I was a 
tourist.  

TOURIST 2:  (Oblivious that they are both dressed exactly like 
tourists.) You look completely normal to me. 

TOURIST 1:  That is such a relief—I was so afraid I’d stand out. 
 
Lights fade to black, TOURIST 1 and 2 exit. Action switches to CAR 
#1.   
 
CAR #1 
In the darkness we hear SFX: sounds of an elevator dinging as it 
passes each floor. Lights come up, (in the DR area) we see the interior 
of a large and fancy elevator car as the door opens. CARL, a middle 
aged delivery man, steps in. CARL is dressed in clothing that suggests 
he is stuck in a different era. He has earphones on and is singing “Eye 
of the Tiger” somewhat loudly and off-key. When the doors close, he 
begins to bounce around the car and shadow box the air to the beat of 
the music. 
 
CARL:  (Singing.)  
 IT’S THE EYE OF THE TIGER, IT’S THE THRILL OF THE FIGHT 
 RISING UP TO THE CHALLENGE OF OUR RI-VAL. 
 AND THE LAST KNOWN SURVIVOR STALKS HIS PREY IN THE NIGHT 
 AND HE’S WATCHING US ALLLLL WITH THE EYYYYYYYYYE...  
 OF THE TIGER. 
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 BUH. BUH-BUH-BUH. 
 BUH-BUH-BUH— 
 
SFX: bell dings at the next floor, CARL stops and stands perfectly still 
as the next passenger enters the elevator. As the doors open, we see 
an attractive, young, female executive, CHANDLER, enter the car. 
CARL immediately slides into player mode... 
 
CARL:  Hey baby, you got the time?  
CHANDLER:  I’m not your baby— 
CARL:  —you could be— 
CHANDLER:  —you’re wearing a watch. 
CARL:  I’m not talkin’ ‘bout that––I was wonderin’ if you had the time 

for some brunch? 
CHANDLER:  Not a chance. 
CARL:  Ohhh, you’re “one of those girls...” 
CHANDLER:  Yes, I am. I’m one of those girls... that knows how to fill 

out a restraining order. 
 
Lights fade quickly to black and in the darkness we hear CARL. 
 
CARL:  Oooo, somebody thinks her POOP don’t stink! 
 
Action switches to CAR #2. 
 
CAR #2 
Lights come up revealing CAR #2 (its interior is identical to the first.) 
CAR #2 is empty and as the door opens, we see two men, JAKE and 
STANLEY, enter hurriedly. JAKE pushes the button for his floor then 
steps back. 
 
STANLEY:  (Points to the button panel.) Could you get that for me 

please? 
JAKE:  Yeah, sure. What floor? 
STANLEY:  Thirty-seven please. 
JAKE:  Thirty-seven?! You work on thirty-seven? 
STANLEY:  Yes, I do. 
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8 GOING UP?  
 
JAKE:  No wonder you’re in a hurry. This thing must stop a dozen times 

between here and there. 
STANLEY:  (Checks his watch nervously.) Yes, it does. 
 
SFX: a loud ding and the car stops. When the door opens we see 
TOURIST 1 in an “I Love NY” t-shirt, smiling broadly. 
 
TOURIST 1:  Good morning! Going down? 
JAKE and STANLEY:  NO!!!  (JAKE pushes the door close button.) 
TOURIST 1:  (Still enthusiastic.) I love New York! 
 
Lights fade to black, action switches to CAR #1. 
 
CAR #1 
Lights come up as the doors open and KELSEY, a pregnant woman in 
her late twenties, enters. 
 
KELSEY:  Excuse me. (Reaches over and pushes the button for her 

floor then takes a spot against the handrail.) 
CHANDLER:  Sure. (Steps aside.) 
KELSEY:  Thanks. 
CHANDLER:  Oh, cute top. 
KELSEY:  Thank you. I don’t feel cute in anything these days... just 

huge.  
 
Lights down on CAR #1. Action switches to CAR #2.  
 
CAR #2 
Lights up on CAR #2. The door opens and we see BIZ, who is talking 
nonstop to MORGAN as they enter the elevator. 
 
BIZ:  —and I’m just so nervous I can’t even think straight— 
MORGAN:  (To JAKE.) Twenty-two please. Thank you. 
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BIZ:  And I can’t help but think; why in the world did they design this 

building where you have to go up two stories on an escalator just to 
get to the elevators? (MORGAN is trying to ignore her.) I mean 
really; isn’t that the purpose of an elevator? To take you up? Isn’t 
that annoying?––Some things are just plain annoying?! Don’t you 
agree—that some things are just plain annoying?! (ALL look at BIZ.) 

STANLEY, JAKE, and MORGAN:  (Annoyed at BIZ.) Yes! 
 
Lights fade, action switches to CAR #1.  
 
CAR #1 
As the lights come up, we see PRESTON, a business man, and EMMA, 
a “goth girl,” enter the elevator. 
 
PRESTON:  Good morning. (Steps around CARL’S boxes.) Excuse 

me. 
CARL:  Sorry, I got a full load of packages this morning. 
KELSEY:  Busy day for the delivery man? 
CARL:  I’m not just a delivery man––I’m a “Pilot.”   
KELSEY:  You’re a Pilot for UPS? 
CARL:  Yes ma’am––I take stuff and I “pile it” here and I “pile it” there. 

Hahahahaha. 
 
ALL roll their eyes at the corny joke. Lights fade to black, action 
switches to CAR #2. 
 
CAR #2 
Lights come up on CAR #2 as JILL enters. 
 
JILL:  Didn’t think I was going to make it––every other car has been 

full. (Steps in and starts stretching against the wall.) 
JAKE:  Plenty of room here, lady. (Stares with his jaw dropped.) 
JILL:  (To STANLEY.) Could you press twenty-one for me please?  
STANLEY:  (Hesitates, nervous.) Uh... 
JILL:  If it’s a problem––I can do it––I don’t want to impose. 
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10 GOING UP?  
 
STANLEY:  NO. NO. No problem... it’s just a little dirty in here. (Slides 

his hand up into his sleeve and presses the button with his coat. 
After he presses twenty-one, he then begins to press every odd 
number in the twenties.) 

JAKE:  Whoa, whoa, whoa––what’r ya doin’ buddy?! 
STANLEY:  Sorry––sorry... it’s my OCD. I had to press all the odd 

numbered buttons. 
BIZ:  Great, so we have to stop at every other floor because you’re a 

screwball? 
MORGAN:  Name calling isn’t necessary. Obsessive Compulsive 

Disorder is a very serious malady that can often be quite 
debilitating. (To STANLEY.) I’m very proud of you for venturing out 
to the Empire State Building. (Places hand on STANLEY’S 
shoulder.) I’m sure this is stressful for you, sir. 

STANLEY:  Yes, yes it is. (Wipes his shoulder with a handkerchief.) 
My therapist suggested that I ride up and down the elevators for one 
hour––to help me overcome my claustrophobia.  

BIZ:  (A little gruff.) Is it working? 
STANLEY:  (Jumps into JAKE’S arms.) Hardly! 
 
Lights quick fade to black, action switches to CAR #3.  
 
CAR #3 
As the lights rise, we see a nun, SISTER MARY; their tour guide, 
WALT; and a group of Catholic school girls. The group is being given 
a private tour by WALT. 
 
SISTER MARY:  Quiet ladies! Give Mr. Lindley your complete and 

undivided attention. 
WALT:  Well ladies, it’s— 
SISTER MARY:  Mr. Lindley, as you know, was once a student of mine 

as well––weren’t you, Mr. Lindley? 
WALT:  Yes, I was. As a matter— 
SISTER MARY:  Mr. Lindley was the valedictorian of his class––

weren’t you, Mr. Lindley? 
WALT:  Yes, Sister, I was. When— 
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SISTER MARY:  Of course when he was a student at Sacred Heart, 

I’m sure he never dreamed he’d be leading students from his alma 
mater on a tour––did you, Mr. Lindley? (Exasperated, WALT gives 
up trying to speak.) ...Well, what’s the matter, cat got your tongue?! 

WALT:  Oh no, Sister—I just wasn’t sure— 
SISTER MARY:  Isn’t it gracious of Mr. Lindley to take the time out of 

his day to give you all a private tour of the Empire State Building 
ladies? ...Well?! 

LEXI, AMY, KATE, and JENNA:  (Ad. Libbing.) Yes, Sister Mary. 
Thank you, Mr. Lindley. 

SISTER MARY:  That’s much better. (To WALT.) Good manners are 
so hard to teach these days. Most children don’t know when to shut 
up. 

WALT:  (Under his breath.) Some nuns either. 
 
Lights quick fade out, action switches to CAR #2.  
 
CAR #2 
Lights up. 
 
JAKE:  (Looks up at number panel.) Looks like I’m the first one off. 
 
JAKE steps toward door, when suddenly everything goes black. 
 
JAKE:  What the heck?!? 
STANLEY:  Uh, oh—dark. Uh, oh—DARK!! 
BIZ:  It’s really dark. 
STANLEY:  Oh, no! Oh, no! Oh, no! 
JILL:  Do you think the light burned out? 
STANLEY:  Light? I need light! 
MORGAN:  Hang on, sir. (Fumbles through her purse.) 
JAKE:  Here you go. (Turns on his flash light.) 
STANLEY:  (On the verge of hyperventilating.) Better. Much better. 
BIZ:  Somebody push a button. (JAKE does.) 
JAKE:  Doesn’t seem to be workin’. 
JILL:  Does that mean we’re stuck? 
MORGAN:  Looks like it. I thought these things had backup power. 
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12 GOING UP?  
 
JAKE:  The express elevators on the tourist side do, but these 

business elevators predate backup technology. 
STANLEY:  You mean we’re st— 
 
Lights quick fade on CAR #2. Action quick switch to CAR #1. 
 
CAR #1 
Blue lights up on CAR #1.  
 
KELSEY:  Stuck?!! 
PRESTON:  Like stuck, stuck? 
CARL:  What other kinda “stuck” is there? 
PRESTON:  I dunno, like sorta stuck. 
CHANDLER:  How can you be “sorta stuck?” Either you’re stuck, or 

you’re not. 
CARL:  Then in that case, I’d say we’re “stuck, stuck.” 
KELSEY:  Oh no, we’re not! I am not having my baby in an elevator. 
CARL:  That would be a good plan––hospitals and taxi cabs are always 

your best bet.  
PRESTON:  Taxi cabs? 
CARL:  What’s wrong with it?—I was born in a taxi cab. 
CHANDLER:  That explains a lot. 
EMMA:  If you’re havin’ a baby, I’ve got rubber gloves and a Swiss 

army knife. 
 
Lights fade out, action switches to CAR #3.  
 
CAR #3 
As the blue lights come up LEXI, AMY, KATE, and JENNA are huddled 
in the middle of the car. 
 
LEXI, AMY, KATE, and JENNA:  (Ad lib.) Get off my foot. Ouch. Move 

over. Don’t touch me. Get your elbow outta my ribs. I said quit 
touching me. 

WALT:  Whoa, whoa, whoa––who’s hand is that?! 
LEXI:  Is there a reason no one ever touches me? 
  

DO N
OT C

OPY



 STEVE FRANCO & DALE BAYLESS 13 
 
SISTER MARY:  Ladies—enough!! Okay we have to figure this out. I 

don’t want you girls to panic. (Panicking a little herself.) We’re 
completely safe. There’s no cause for alarm. We just need to call 
the authorities. Who has a cell phone? 

 
ALL open their phones and the car lights up. 
 
WALT:  Uh, Sister Mary? 
SISTER MARY:  Just a moment Mr. Lindley... (Looks at everyone’s 

phones.) I can’t believe this. Three iPhones, two Galaxys, and a 
Pixel and not one bar of service between them!  

WALT:  Uh, Sister Mary... don’t you think that maybe we should pray? 
KATE:  Oh, I’ve got an app for that!  
 
Blackout, action switches to CAR #1. 
 
CAR #1 
It is dark in CAR #1 except for the light from CARL’S iPod. 
 
CARL:  Hey––I’ve got the perfect song! (Begins enthusiastically 

singing Bruce Springsteen’s “Dancing in the Dark.”) 
 YOU CAN’T START A FIRE, YOU CAN’T START A FIRE WITHOUT A SPARK. 
 THIS GUN’S FOR HIRE, EVEN IF WE’RE JUST DANCING IN THE DARK 
 
CAR #3 
LEXI, AMY, KATE, and JENNA are holding cell phones to light the car. 
 
SISTER MARY:  Girls, I told you I did not want any cell phones on this 

field trip! 
 
LEXI, AMY, KATE, and JENNA close their phones and it gets dark. 
 
SISTER MARY:  Well don’t leave us in the dark!  
KATE:  Thank you, Sister Mary. 
JENNA:  (Mouthing what KATE said.) Thank you, Sister Mary. (Puts 

her finger in her mouth as if throwing up.) 
SISTER MARY:  Jenna, I trust that there’s a good reason for why you 

are sticking your finger in your mouth? 
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14 GOING UP?  
 
JENNA:  Yes, Sister Mary... my tongue itches. (LEXI and AMY 

snicker.) 
SISTER MARY:  Enough, girls! Kindly refrain from scratching your 

tongue in the presence of a bachelor male. 
LEXI:  Is there such a thing as a “bachelor female?” 
AMY:  Isn’t that what a nun is? (LEXI and JENNA snicker.) 
SISTER MARY:  Hardly. A bachelor male is searching for a mate. I am 

neither a man, nor am I searching for a mate. 
LEXI:  I am. 
SISTER MARY:  Excuse me young lady––you are what?! 
LEXI:  Searching for a mate. 
KATE:  You’re only sixteen, Lexi. 
LEXI:  It might take a while... so I figure; start early. 
SISTER MARY:  Mr. Lindley, please forgive the indiscretions of young 

Alexis. She apparently needs to reevaluate the focus of her studies. 
JENNA:  She reevaluates it daily— 
AMY:  Every time a new boy walks by!  
 
LEXI, AMY, KATE, and JENNA giggle, lights fade to black, action 
switches to the OUTSIDE THE ELEVATOR.  
 
OUTSIDE THE ELEVATOR: 
Lights up, on TOURISTS 1 and 2 still waiting patiently for an elevator.  
 
TOURIST 1:  This is one tall building. 
TOURIST 2:  I know it’s really big— 
TOURIST 1:  —It’s bigger than anything we have back in Iowa— 
TOURIST 2:  But this is a really long time to wait for an elevator! 
TOURIST 1:  It’ll be worth it. 
TOURIST 2:  I hope so.  
TOURIST 1:  I hear you can see all five boroughs from the top–– 
TOURIST 2:  ––And the Statue of Liberty! 
TOURIST 1:  The Statue of Liberty?! I don’t care how long I have to 

wait—that sounds amazing. 
 
Lights fade to black, action switches to CAR #2. 
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CAR #2 
JAKE:  Usually when there’s a power outage, the elevators have  

backup batteries that keep the cars (Suddenly the lights come 
on.)...lit. Nice. 

JILL:  Does that mean we’re not stuck? 
BIZ:  I hope so––I’ve got a job interview. 
JAKE:  (Pushes the button.) We’ve got emergency lights... but we’re 

still stuck. 
STANLEY:  And it’s on an even floor! 
BIZ:  We wouldn’t be stuck at all, if you hadn’t pushed the button for 

twenty floors! 
MORGAN:  Hold it––let’s not start the blame game. There are lots of 

reasons that an elevator can get stuck. 
STANLEY:  Like what? 
MORGAN:  Well... I don’t know exactly, but I’m sure there are plenty of 

reasons.  
BIZ:  Like pushing all the buttons! 
STANLEY:  I’m sorry, I couldn’t resist. 
MORGAN:  Like... a power outage.  
JAKE:  (Points to MORGAN.) She’s got a point. 
JILL:  The lights did go out and then come back on. 
JAKE:  That’s a sure sign of a power outage. 
BIZ:  (Looking at JAKE’S tool belt.) Well, you’re a construction  

worker––can’t you fix it? 
JAKE:  What? 
BIZ:  You’ve got all those tools in your belt. Can’t you fix it and get us 

out of here? 
JAKE:  Lady, I’m a plumber. 
BIZ:  So? 
JAKE:  This is an electrical issue. 
BIZ:  Plumbing. Electrical. What’s the difference!? 
JAKE:  (Sarcastic.) Oh, I don’t know––why don’t you try plugging your 

hair dryer into your toilet? 
 
Lights out, action switches to CAR #1.  
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CAR #1 
Lights up on CAR #1. 
 
CHANDLER:  At least the lights came back on. 
KELSEY:  But, we’re still stuck. 
CARL:  And we’re gettin’ paid just to stand here. 
PRESTON:  Not as much as we’d be makin’ if we were at our desks. 
CARL:  Spoken just like a true “comp’ny man.” 
PRESTON:  Just what are you tryin’ to say? 
CARL:  That that’s what’s wrong with you commission guys—always 

gotta be on the move. 
PRESTON:  Spoken just like a slug. That’s what’s wrong with you 

salary guys—always sittin’ on your cans while the world passes you 
by.  

CARL:  I happen to enjoy a slower pace of life. 
PRESTON:  That’s apparent. 
CARL:  Whataya mean by that? 
PRESTON:  You don’t care about yourself. But, not me––I run five 

miles a day. I’m not sittin’ around waitin’ for anything! 
CARL:  Yeah, let me know how that whole “life in the fast lane” thing 

works out for ya’s.  
CHANDLER:  Boys... this elevator isn’t big enough for one alpha  

male––let alone, two. 
CARL:  Oh, there’s only one alpha male in this car— 
PRESTON:  And you’re lookin’ at him. 
EMMA:  Shut! Up! (ALL are shocked that EMMA has spoken.) 
CARL:  Ooo, Helen Keller speaks.  
 
Lights quick fade to black, action switches to CAR #2.  
 
CAR #2 
Lights come up on CAR #2. STANLEY is seated on the floor of the car, 
rocking back and forth. 
 
STANLEY:  I need out of here. I NEED OUT OF HERE.  
BIZ:  What’s wrong with you? Is it your OCD again? 
STANLEY:  I’m claaaaaus-trophobic.  
JILL:  (To BIZ.) He’s afraid of Santa Claus? 
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MORGAN:  No, claustrophobia is the fear of enclosed spaces. 
BIZ:  Ohhh, like elevators. 
MORGAN:  Yes, like elevators. 
BIZ:  So this whole being stuck thing must really be freakin’ you out, 

huh? Kinda creepy––like the walls are closing in?  
STANLEY:  YES!! 
BIZ:  Like— 
MORGAN:  (To BIZ.) That’s enough. (In a soothing voice.) It’s going to 

be okay, sir. What’s your name? 
STANLEY:  Stan-Stan-ley.  
JAKE:  Like the guy that wrote Spiderman? 
JILL:  That’s Stan Lee. I think he’s Stanley. Is that right? 
STANLEY:  Yes... Stanley. 
MORGAN:  Well Stanley, you don’t have any cause for panic. We’re 

just going to push the call button and someone will get us out of 
here very soon. (Motions to BIZ to call.) 

BIZ:  (Pushes the button.) Hello... hello…? 
JILL:  Maybe it’s broken. 
 
STANLEY gets very agitated. 
 
MORGAN:  Try again. 
BIZ:  Hello.... Hello, is anyone there? 
 
Lights up on MAINTENANCE in his office. 
 
MAINTENANCE:  Is anybody where? (ALL get excited when they hear 

a voice.) Hey, are you havin’ a party? 
BIZ:  At 8:30 in the morning? Who’d have a party at 8:30 in the 

morning? 
MAINTENANCE:  ...I would. 
JILL:  Must be from New Jersey. 
MAINTENANCE:  Listen, if I’m not invited to your party––I won’t bother 

ya. Later. 
MORGAN:  (Into call box.) No, wait—wait! We need your help. 
MAINTENANCE:  Oh, so ya don’t invite me to your party, then ya want 

me to help ya. 
MORGAN:  Sir, there is no party. We’re stuck in the elevator. 
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MAINTENANCE:  Whoa, far out man. Which one? 
BIZ:  Whataya mean “which one?” 
MAINTENANCE:  There’s seventy three elevators in the Empire State 

Building. Can ya tell me which one you’re stuck in? 
BIZ:  We have no idea––can’t you look at your little panel thingy and 

tell which one we’re calling you from? 
MAINTENANCE:  Not really, no. 
MORGAN:  Why not? 
MAINTENANCE:  Cause the panel’s not working right. The power’s 

out in the whole building. 
MORGAN:  Oh, for the love of Pete! 
MAINTENANCE:  Who’s Pete? 
MORGAN:  No one, it’s just a saying. 
MAINTENANCE:  Oh, is Pete who you were talkin’ to? 
MORGAN:  (To others.) Seventy three elevators in the building and we 

had to get the one that calls a simpleton. 
MAINTENANCE:  Did you say Simple Man?—Dude I looove Skynard!! 

(Starts to sing Leonard Skynard’s “Simple Man.”) 
 “AND BE A SIMPLE KIND OF MAN 
 OH BE SOMETHING YOU LOVE AND UNDERSTAND 
 BABY BE A SIMPLE KINDA MAN.” 
 
Lights quick fade to black, action switches to CAR #3.  
 
CAR #3 
Lights come up. 
 
SISTER MARY:  Mr. Lindley, can’t you do anything about this  

elevator––you work here?! 
WALT:  Sister Mary, I’m a financial analyst. I’m afraid “elevator repair” 

wasn’t in my curriculum. The only numbers I could crunch in here 
are the floor buttons. 

SISTER MARY:  (Arrogant disappointment.) Oh Mr. Lindley... I had 
such high aspirations for you as a young man. 

WALT:  You wanted me to be an elevator repair man? 
SISTER MARY:  No, a priest––but right now “elevator repair man” is 

looking pretty lofty. 
KATE:  What do you think I should be when I grow up, Sister Mary? 
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SISTER MARY:  Less of a suck up.   
 
Lights fade to black, action switches to CAR #2.  
 
CAR #2 
Lights come up, JILL is pacing side to side in the car with STANLEY 
walking in a pattern as the others watch this bizarre ritual. 
 
JAKE:  They’ve been doing the same thing for ten minutes, how can 

you look so interested? 
MORGAN:  This is completely fascinating.  
BIZ:  I don’t get it. 
MORGAN:  She’s a typical fitness buff. Ear buds in, athletic attire— 
JAKE:  Running shoes.  
MORGAN:  And an uncontrollable need for constant motion.  
BIZ:  Why’s she doing it? 
MORGAN:  She doesn’t even realize she is––it’s an addiction. She 

couldn’t stop if she tried. 
JAKE:  (Motioning to STANLEY.) What about him? 
BIZ:  He’s just a fruit loop. 
MORGAN:  Careful, no voting. 
BIZ:  What? 
MORGAN:  Anytime we say something negative, or pass judgment on 

ourselves or someone else––we are casting a vote. 
JAKE:  Like “Survivor.” 
MORGAN:  Exactly. 
BIZ:  How can you vote on yourself? 
MORGAN:  Have you ever looked in the mirror and said “my hair looks 

terrible today” or “I hate my nose?” 
BIZ:  Sure, everybody does. 
MORGAN:  Then you’ve just voted against yourself.  
JAKE:  So we’re just supposed to watch somebody do something 

weird and think it’s normal? 
MORGAN:  What’s normal? What’s weird? 
BIZ:  You want us to name all of it? 
MORGAN:  No, I’ll make it easy for you. To the vast majority, what’s 

“normal”––is what we do. What’s weird––is what everyone else 
does. 
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JAKE:  So weird is really just relative? 
MORGAN:  Absolutely. 
BIZ:  Yeah, you ever wonder what weird people think is weird?! 
JAKE:  (To MORGAN.) You sound like a shrink. 
MORGAN:  I prefer psychiatrist, but I supposed shrink isn’t so bad in a 

small, enclosed space. 
JAKE:  So, you’re a real shrink?! 
MORGAN:  Yep. 
BIZ:  PhD and everything? 
MORGAN:  Absolutely. 
JAKE:  No wonder you like those two. 
BIZ:  Oh no, what habits have you been watching in me? What neurosis 

do I have? 
MORGAN:  Careful, you’re voting again. 
BIZ:  I can’t help it! Does that mean I’m like him? (Motions to 

STANLEY.) 
MORGAN:  Not at all. Part of his Obsessive Compulsive Disorder is 

the need to follow a pattern. He’s just following the tiles on the floor. 
JAKE:  When will he stop? 
MORGAN:  When he reaches his optimum number. 
JAKE:  His what? 
MORGAN:  His optimum number. Many OCD patients have a favorite 

number to which they correlate everything. Let’s say for instance his 
is thirty-one. When he’s walked thirty-one tiles, or he’s gone from 
one side of the car to the other thirty-one times––he’ll stop. 

JAKE:  Sorry, but I’m voting for “cuckoo-cuckoo.” 
STANLEY:  (Loudly.) Thirty-one! 
 
Lights quick fade down on CAR #2. Action switches to CAR #3. 
 
CAR #3 
Lights slow rise on CAR # 3 and MAINTENANCE. 
 
MAINTENANCE:  Hey, you guys still there? 
WALT:  Where else would we be! 
SISTER MARY:  Mr. Lindley, this is no time to be rude. 
WALT:  Sorry, Sister. 
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MAINTENANCE:  Sister? Are you guys a family? Man, I love my sister. 

She lets me sleep on her couch, in the basement.  
JENNA:  We’re on a school trip. 
MAINTENANCE:  Oh, home schoolers! I help tutor my nephew.  
LEXI:  You’re a tutor? 
MAINTENANCE:  Yeah, we’re studying the philosophy of Pink Floyd. 

That guy was a genius! 
AMY:  What is he talking about? 
MAINTENANCE:  Seriously, listen to this: It says so much about 

modern life. “How can you have any pudding if you don’t eat your 
meat.” 

KATE:  That is pretty deep... 
 
Lights fade to black, action switches to CAR #1. 
 
CAR#1 
Lights up on CAR #1. 
 
KELSEY:  I’m sorry, but my back is killing me. I have to sit. 
CARL:  Here, try this. (Slides two boxes off of his dolly as a makeshift 

chair.) 
KELSEY:  Oooooh, aren’t you sweet. Thank you! 
PRESTON:  As long as we’re stuck––maybe we should introduce 

ourselves. 
CHANDLER:  Great idea. Do you want to go first? 
PRESTON:  Sure, I’m Preston. 
CHANDLER:  I’m Chandler. 
CARL:  (Points at name on his shirt.) Carl... okay quiet one––it’s your 

turn. 
EMMA:  Emma. 
CHANDLER:  And you? 
KELSEY:  Kelsey and baby. 
CHANDLER:  Do you know what you’re having? 
KELSEY:  No, we’re a little old-fashioned. We decided to wait until the 

baby’s born to see what we’re blessed with. 
EMMA:  Do you have names picked out that you like? 
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KELSEY:  We’ve been keeping them secret from our family––because 

everyone always has to throw their two-cents worth in, but since you 
are total strangers, I guess I can tell. 

CARL:  It’s nothing crazy like Horatio is it? 
KELSEY:  See what I mean?! What if we like Horatio? Is it that bad of 

a name!? 
PRESTON:  Seriously, who’d name their kid “Horatio?” 
CHANDLER:  Guys, be quiet and let her talk. 
KELSEY:  Well if it’s a girl; we’re going to call her Ann Malone. Ann’s 

my grandmother’s name and Malone is an old family name that 
everyone uses. 

CARL:  What if it’s a boy? 
KELSEY:  ...Horatio Phillip (CARL and PRESTON look gunshot.) 

...Gotcha! 
 
Blackout, action switches to CAR #2.  
 
CAR#2 
Lights up, with JILL starting to jog in place and do calisthenics.  
 
STANLEY:  Is all that jumping around gonna dislodge this elevator and 

send us plunging to our deaths? 
JAKE:  Maybe. 
BIZ:  What is it that you are doing, exactly? 
JILL:  I don’t want to cramp up.  
BIZ:  I just take Midol.  
MORGAN:  Actually, exercise can decrease the stress levels of most 

anyone. She has really good coping skills.  
JAKE:  (Stares as JILL stretches.) That’s exactly what I was thinking; 

good... coping skills. 
MORGAN:  Could you lead us all in some yoga?  
JILL:  I don’t think we have room for everyone to lay down. 
JAKE:  Oh, I think we wouldn’t mind a little closeness. I don’t really 

have any issues with personal space. 
STANLEY:  I do! 
BIZ:  Is there anything you don’t have issues with? 
STANLEY:  ...Fish tanks.  
MORGAN:  Oh, you have fish? 
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STANLEY:  No, I don’t like fish––just the tanks.  
JAKE:  (Under his breath.) Freakazoid…. 
BIZ:  Hey, we agree on at least one thing. 
MORGAN:  No we don’t––you guys are not helping. Stanley is trying 

to overcome some serious issues and all you can do is berate him? 
He is probably the bravest person in this car. 

JILL:  Um, I think he’s crying. 
MORGAN:  What’s wrong, Stanley?  
STANLEY:  (Toward JILL.) She’s sweating on me. 
MORGAN:  And how is that a problem?  
JAKE:  Let’s trade places. She can sweat on me all she wants. 
JILL:  I have mace.  
MORGAN:  This is a very small space for such measures. Maybe we 

all just need to face the wall and meditate for a moment. 
BIZ:  You get paid for this kind of advice? 
MORGAN:  Quite well. 
STANLEY:  Don’t put me in the corner. It reminds me of grade school.  
JILL:  You are a sad man. 
STANLEY:  Thank you. 
BIZ:  How’d you get put in the corner in school? 
STANLEY:  It was nap time and I’m a bed wetter. 
ALL:  EWWWW. 
 
Lights fade, action switches to CAR #1. 
 
CAR #1 
Lights up on CAR #1. ALL are sitting, looking bored, when PRESTON 
starts singing out loud Journey’s “Don’t Stop Belivin’.” 
 
PRESTON:  (Singing.)  
 JUST A CITY BOY, BORN AND RAISED IN SOUTH DETROIT. 
 HE TOOK THE MIDNIGHT TRAIN GOING ANYWHERE. 
 
CAR #3 
Lights up on CAR #3. 
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LEXI:  (Singing.)  
 JUST A SMALL TOWN GIRL, LIVING IN A LONELY WORLD. 
 SHE TOOK THE MIDNIGHT TRAIN GOING ANYWHERE. 
 
CAR #2 
Lights up on CAR #2. 
 
JAKE:  (Singing.) 
 A SINGER IN A SMOKEY ROOM  
 THE SMELL OF WINE AND CHEAP PERFUME  
 FOR A SMILE THEY CAN SHARE THE NIGHT  
 IT GOES ON AND ON AND ON AND ON 
 
PRESTON, LEXI, and JAKE:  (Singing.) 
 STRANGERS WAITING, UP AND DOWN THE BOULEVARD  
 THEIR SHADOWS SEARCHING IN THE NIGHT  
 STREETLIGHTS PEOPLE, LIVING JUST TO FIND EMOTION  
 HIDING, SOMEWHERE IN THE NIGHT. 
 
ALL CAST:  (Singing.) 
 DON'T STOP BELIEVIN'  
 HOLD ON TO THAT FEELIN'  
 STREETLIGHTS, PEOPLE  
 
 DON'T STOP BELIEVIN'  
 HOLD ON TO THAT FEELIN’ 
 STREETLIGHTS, PEOPLE 
 
Lights up on MAINTENANCE. 
 
MAINTENANCE:  Man, now the party has karaoke.  
 
Blackout (full stage), action switched to CAR #1.  
 
CAR #1 
Lights slow fade up on CAR #1. Knocking on door. 
 
CARL:  Did you hear that? I think we may be saved! 
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EMMA:  Have you never watched a horror film? It’s a trap. 
CHANDLER:  You are such a ray of sunshine. 
KELSEY:  (Yelling.) If you’re out there, we’re stuck in here and I’m 

pregnant! 
PRESTON:  Any louder and my water will break. 
 
They knock again. 
 
HELPFUL LADY 1:  Why won’t they open the door? The light is on? 
HELPFUL LADY 2:  You know New Yorkers aren’t very friendly. I don’t 

even think they like tourists. 
ALL IN CAR #1:  Please help us get out of here! 
HELPFUL LADY 1:  Did they just tell us to get out of here? 
HELPFUL LADY 2:  I think they did! I told you we should have gone to 

Atlantic City! 
 
Lights fade down on CAR #1. Action switches to CAR #3. 
 
CAR #3 
Lights up on CAR #3 and MAINTENANCE. 
 
MAINTENANCE:  Okay, I gotta tell you guys something important. I 

think... your elevator is stuck. 
SISTER MARY:  Thank you for that insightful bit of information. I was 

confused about why we weren’t moving up or down.  
MAINTENANCE:  Hey, glad I could help you out. 
LEXI:  How old are these elevators? 
MAINTENANCE:  They’ve been around quite a while.  
SISTER MARY:  So have I, but I’m still working. 
WALT:  Sister, your temper. 
SISTER MARY:  Mr. Lindley, I am in control of this tour and I will not 

be spoken to in that manner. (To MAINTENANCE.) Young man, 
what exactly are you doing to get us out of this predicament? 

MAINTENANCE:  Are you a psychic?  
KATE:  I can’t wait to see where this is going. 
SISTER MARY:  Whatever are you talking about? 
MAINTENANCE:  You said something about a prediction and I thought 

you could see the future. 
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SISTER MARY:  I do see the future and it involves my Doc Martens 

being placed very deeply into your— 
ALL:  SISTER MARY! 
 
Quick fade to black, action switches to CAR #1. 
 
CAR #1 
Lights come up, ALL are leaning in various poses, looking agitated. 
 
KELSEY:  What time is it? 
CHANDLER:  Eleven forty-three. 
KELSEY:  We’ve been in here over three hours. 
CARL:  Somebody’s a math major. 
CHANDLER:  Surely they’ll get us out soon. I’m starving. 
KELSEY:  Me too––I was feeling sick this morning so I didn’t eat. 
PRESTON:  I ate and I’m still hungry. 
EMMA:  (Reaches in her back pack.) I’ve got a nutri-grain bar. 
KELSEY:  Thank you. (To PRESTON.) Want half? 
PRESTON:  Oh, no––you go ahead––you’re eating for two. 
CHANDLER:  Wow, I really wish I’d packed my lunch today. 
CARL:  (Singing again.) Peanut butter, jel-ly, peanut butter, jel-ly— 
PRESTON:  Do you ever stop singing? 
CARL:  Only when I sleep. 
CHANDLER:  Could you take a nap?! 
 
Blackout, action switches to SUPERVISOR’S OFFICE.  
 
SUPERVISOR’S OFFICE 
Lights up on the SUPERVISOR seated at a desk. 
 
SUPERVISOR:  (Speaks in a very thick Jersey dialect with a lot of 

attitude.) Hello, Wendy Carroll, Empire State Building… I am the 
Supervisor––how can I help you? …I see… yes… yes, we are 
aware that there has been a partial brown out on this portion of the 
power grid. (Getting irritated and becomes more sarcastic with each 
line.) That’s very insightful, sir… well you’re just full of ideas aren’t 
you… perhaps you should call down to the NYC Energy Department 
and offer to help out…. No… no… no sir, we haven’t…. It is a very 
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large city, sir—these sorts of things take a while to sort out… we’ve 
been working to solve the problem since it occurred, sir…. Well if I 
knew the answer to that sir, I wouldn’t be Wendy—I’d be—God…. 
Yes, as a matter of fact, I did mean for that to sound sarcastic… 
because it was a stupid question… well, I’m sorry, but your third 
grade teacher was wrong—there are plenty of stupid questions—
and that one’s on the list…. Well I hope you get hit by a bus too, but 
with my luck––you’d probably survive. Have a great day. 

 
Hangs up. Blackout, action switched to CAR #2.  
 
CAR #2 
Lights up, JAKE is hitting the call button. 
 
JAKE:  There has to be someone out there somewhere. I hope we 

haven’t been forgotten.  
 
MORGAN shushes JAKE. 
 
MORGAN:  Let’s not jump to conclusions––it may not bode well for––

all involved. 
BIZ:  You mean coddle Stanley, so he doesn’t freak out. 
MORGAN:  In so many words, yes, that is exactly what I mean. 
STANLEY:  Really, I’m feeling better. I think I’m having a little 

breakthrough.  
JILL:  Very good for you, Stanley. (Starts stretching.) 
STANLEY:  PLEASE DON’T LET THIS LADY SWEAT ON ME 

AGAIN!!! 
MAINTENANCE:  (On the call box.) Hey folks, did you call? 
JAKE:  You are aware that we are still confined in a very small space 

with a very long drop?  
MAINTENANCE:  The cars are bigger than my office. 
BIZ:  Yeah, but you have the option of stepping out. 
MAINTENANCE:  (Eating as he speaks.) That is true. I just went out 

for some frozen yogurt. Today they had red velvet cake—my 
favorite dude! 

MORGAN:  Could you give us some information on this car? 
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MAINTENANCE:  Sure. Could you tell me the number of the car that 

has taken you prisoner? The number is on the little pad with all the 
other numbers. 

JILL:  Looks like number nineteen.  
MAINTENANCE:  Seriously? You’re in number nineteen? 
BIZ:  Is that a problem? 
MAINTENANCE:  No, no... not a real problem. Is there still a stain in 

the back corner? (Begins to chew on thumbnail.) 
JAKE:  Yeah, it’s there right beside Stanley. 
JILL:  (Looking at STANLEY, who is now sucking his thumb.) Holy cow, 

is he sucking his thumb?! 
MAINTENANCE:  (Pulls thumb from mouth.) Can you see me from 

there? 
MORGAN:  I think her question was rhetorical. 
STANLEY:  What’s wrong with the stain? 
MAINTENANCE:  Is it a little cooler in that corner, Mr. Lee? 
BIZ:  Who’s Mr. Lee? His name is Stanley. One word.  
MAINTENANCE:  My bad, Mr. Oneword. 
STANLEY:  Yeah, it feels pretty good back here. Almost like a hug from 

my grandma. 
MORGAN:  You see your grandmother’s hugs as cold?  
BIZ:  Let’s save the head shrinking for later, please. What’s up with the 

stain? Is there a leak? 
MAINTENANCE:  No, not a leak. It’s a ghost. You’re elevator car is 

haunted.  
STANLEY:  (Mumbling to himself.) Mommy, mommy. Please, come 

get me mommy. 
MAINTENANCE:  This place was used by mobsters back in the 1920’s. 
JAKE:  Are you serious? 
MAINTENANCE:  That car was favored for backroom deals. One of 

them went bad, and on opening the door…. BAM!  
BIZ:  No way! 
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MAINTENANCE:  Yeah, this guy, Mopsy Goldstein, was taken down 

by a hail of bullets from a Thompson 45. The spot where you are 
sitting was three inches deep in blood. (ALL look a little 
uncomfortable.) They say it’s so cold there because his soul is still 
waiting for revenge. I bet you can still smell the cologne lingering in 
that corner (STANLEY starts sniffing the air.) mixed with a slight 
smell of sulfur from the spent bullets. 

STANLEY:  (Loudly.) MOMMY!!! 
MORGAN:  There, there now Stanley. You know that ghosts are not 

real. 
BIZ:  Yes, they are! Lincoln is still in the White House!  
JAKE:  At Graceland in 1982, my aunt saw Elvis peeing in the bushes! 
JILL:  Why would a ghost have to pee? 
BIZ:  Why wouldn’t he? 
JAKE:  You said in the 1920’s? Is that right?  
MAINTENANCE:  Yeah, my grandfather told me all about it. It’s been 

a secret in this building for years. 
JAKE:  Hate to break it to you, but there’s no ghost. The Empire State 

Building didn’t open until 1931.  
MAINTENANCE:  Really? 
JILL:  Yeah, it’s on a plaque in the lobby. 
MAINTENANCE:  Sorry man, my bad. That must have been on a CSI 

the other night. I get confused really easy.  
STANLEY:  (Hyperventilating.) You people are NOT helping me!! 
 
Lights fade to black, action switches to CAR #1.  
 
CAR #1 
Lights come up. 
 
PRESTON:  THAT’S IT!!! 
KELSEY:  What do you mean; “that’s it?” 
PRESTON:  I can’t take it anymore! (Loosens tie as he paces.) 
CHANDLER:  (Smart aleck.) Oh, of course—that’s what we forgot to 

do!  
EMMA:  (Sarcastically.) We just needed to decide we’re sick of being 

stuck in here and then voilà—the door will magically open! 
CARL:  (Sarcastically.) Why didn’t we think of that before? 
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PRESTON:  (Irritated.) That’s not what I’m talking about!! 
KELSEY:  Ooooo, tes-ty. 
PRESTON:  I need a cigarette!! 
CHANDLER:  You smoke?! 
EMMA:  Mr. “I run five miles a day” smokes?! 
PRESTON:  It’s my vice okay?! Everybody has a vice. 
CARL:  (To CHANDLER, sleazy.) Hmmm, what’s yours? 
CHANDLER:  Shut up, Carl. 
PRESTON:  At first it was no big deal, but I can’t take it anymore! I 

NEED TO SMOKE!!!! 
EMMA:  You can’t smoke––we’re in an elevator. 
KELSEY:  You can’t smoke––I’m pregnant. 
PRESTON:  No, you can’t smoke––you’re pregnant. My gynecologist 

doesn’t care. (Pulls out his cigarettes.) 
CARL:  Do you see that sign? It says; “In case of fire, do not use 

elevator.” 
PRESTON:  The sign means if the building’s on fire. There isn’t a fire. 
CARL:  And there’s not gonna be one either–– ‘cause you ain’t lightin’ 

up in here.  
CHANDLER:  The last thing I want is to burn alive so you can satisfy a 

nicotine craving. 
PRESTON:  It’s one cigarette––there won’t be an elevator fire! 
CHANDLER:  Right, because there’s not going to be any smoking. 
PRESTON:  You people don’t understand! I HAVE TO HAVE A 

CIGARETTE!! 
KELSEY:  No, YOU don’t understand––you’re not lighting up in here!! 
CARL:  Too bad you don’t dip. 
EMMA:  You’re not gonna be spitting in here either––that’s disgusting. 
PRESTON:  (A light-bulb moment.) Heeeey, hey wait a minute. Wait-

a-min-ute. 
CARL:  (Looks at watch.) We’ve been waitin’ for lots of ‘em... what’s 

one more. 
PRESTON:  Smokeless tobacco and cigarette tobacco are the same 

thing right? 
EMMA:  Well not exactly— 
PRESTON:  They don’t grow a special kind for dip—they just add some 

flavoring. 
CARL:  I don’t think it works that way. 
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KELSEY:  What are you talking about? 
PRESTON:  (Takes out a cigarette and begins peeling the paper.) I 

should’ve thought of this before.  
EMMA:  Hey, if you’re gonna do that, try one of my clove cigs. They 

have more flavor. 
KELSEY:  (To EMMA.) What’s he doing? (PRESTON starts to shove 

the dry tobacco down into his lip.) 
CHANDLER:  You are waaay more twisted than I thought. 
PRESTON:  (Speech impaired.) I don’t have to smoke––all I need is a 

little nicotine. (Leans back against the wall, smiling.) Hey––wait, this 
burns!––My gums are on fire!! 

EMMA:  You are seriously desperate, dude.  
CARL:  What would you expect from a guy that has a gynecologist?   
 
Lights quick fade to black, action switches to CAR #3. 
 
CAR #3 
Lights come up and ALL are in the center of the car, while SISTER 
MARY paces from corner to corner around them 
 
AMY:  Sister Mary, why are you pacing? You’re making us nervous. 
SISTER MARY:  I’m thinking. 
KATE:  Do you have to move to think. 
SISTER MARY:  Then, I’m exercising. 
JENNA:  Looks like “March of the Penguins.”  
KATE:  Could be worse, she could be tap dancing. 
WALT:  Oooh––I love “Happy Feet.” 
LEXI:  If it gets any hotter in here––Greta Thunberg’s gonna start 

ranting about global warming. 
JENNA:  (Mockingly, in a British dialect.) How dare you?! 
AMY:  How long have we been here anyway? 
SISTER MARY:  Two hours, forty-nine minutes, and seventeen 

seconds.  
KATE:  Kinda creepy... 
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SISTER MARY:  You wanna know what’s creepy? I’ve spent my entire 

adult life dedicated to you little brats. And now I am going to die in 
this cracker box with you. This is not how I planned to go out. Do 
you know what it’s like to be thirty-seven years old and never kissed 
a man?!  

LEXI:  I’m starting to identify... 
SISTER MARY:  I will not die old, lonely, and bitter––I need a kiss––

come ‘ere Walter! 
WALT:  Sister Mary––I’m engaged! 
LEXI:  You have a girlfriend?! 
JENNA:  This just went “Jersey Shore.” 
SISTER MARY:  (Stalking.) I won’t tell if you don’t. 
ALL:  Sister Mary!! 
 
SISTER MARY begins to chase WALT around the car as the SCHOOL 
GIRLS attempt to intervene. SISTER MARY grabs him––LEXI breaks 
them up. 
 
JENNA:  Back off! 
LEXI:  I saw him first!! 
 
Blackout.  
 

END OF ACT ONE 
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