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Characters

Jim Jimmystick- M

Frankie- F

Edna- F

Policeman- M/F

Coffee Bob- M

Director- M/F

Ricky- M

Jessica- F

Belle- F

Three Chorus Girls- F

Mom- F

Kelly- F

There are THREE SETS. 
CENTER STAGE is BREATHE DEEP, a store that sells air. There is a counter, and a few shelves with GLASS OR PLASTIC BOTTLES containing different types of air, such as CRISP MOUNTAIN AIR and SUMMER SEASHORE AIR, etc.

STAGE RIGHT is a DINER OR COFFEE SHOP, with a table set for four.

STAGE LEFT is Frankie’s APARTMENT. There is a small bed and a dresser.

LIGHTS COME UP in the STORE. MR. JIMMYSTICK, the eccentric owner of the business, sits drinking his coffee.

OFF STAGE we hear the sound of a CAR ACCIDENT, with screeching tires and a loud crash.

Mr. Jimmystick, hearing the crash, looks around, then picks up the phone.

JIMMYSTICK



Hello?...

Just then, FRANKIE, a twenty-four year old girl, enters. She is obviously shaken.

FRANKIE

Excuse me can you call 911? 

JIMMYSTICK



Sure can.

Jimmystick continues doing his paperwork, without dialing. Frankie looks confused.

FRANKIE

Hello? I said, can you call 911?? 

JIMMYSTICK

Yes, I certainly can. I have a phone right over there. Just bought it, too. It’s a good one.

FRANKIE



Okay, now? Can you call them now?

JIMMYSTICK



Call who?

FRANKIE

Emergency! The police! 911! I just had an accident in front of your store.

JIMMYSTICK



Oh my God! What kind!?

FRANKIE



What do you mean, “what kind”?

JIMMYSTICK



What kind of accident?

FRANKIE

A car accident! Didn’t you hear the crash? This guy just blew through a red light and smashed right into me!

JIMMYSTICK

Good God! You mean he ran over and punched you??

FRANKIE

No, no, he drove right into my van. It’s totaled.

JIMMYSTICK

Your van? But I thought you said it was a car accident.

FRANKIE

A van accident, a car accident, whatever! Look can’t you just call emergency, please?

JIMMYSTICK

Of course! I’ll call right now...What was the number again?

Audience laughs. Frankie looks towards them, squinting in the lights.

FRANKIE



Hey. What was that?

JIMMYSTICK



What was what?

FRANKIE

(walking to the edge 

of the stage, confused)



Who are all these people? 

JIMMYSTICK



You mean the audience?

FRANKIE



Audience?? What kinda store is this?

JIMMYSTICK



Well, it’s not really a store.

FRANKIE



What?
JIMMYSTICK

It’s just made up to look like a store, and poorly at that. I mean, there’s nothing here! No pencils in the drawers, no paper. Nothing! The set director is really cutting corners on this one.

FRANKIE

(still looking at the audience)



And what’s with those bright lights?

JIMMYSTICK

Don’t get me going on the lighting and sound guys.

FRANKIE



What the hell is this....?

JIMMYSTICK

Whoa, whoa, whoa!! You can’t curse in this play!

FRANKIE

What are you talking about?! This isn’t a play!

JIMMYSTICK

Yes it is, and for that matter, it’s rated PG, so no dirty words. Besides, it’s not in the script.

FRANKIE

(turning toward him, angrily)

Look, I don’t know what’s going on here, but I need you to call the cops, okay?

JIMMYSTICK

Good, now we’re back to the script. Whew! Now, I’m supposed to say...what’s my line?

FRANKIE

(screaming)



JUST CALL THE POLICE!

JIMMYSTICK



Right! Right, sorry.

Just as he picks up the phone, a POLICEMAN ENTERS.

POLICEMAN



You called about an accident?

JIMMYSTICK

No, no! That’s not your cue! You’re too early.

POLICEMAN



Oh, sorry.

The Policeman EXITS. Frankie looks confused again.

JIMMYSTICK

Stand-ins. You can never trust them to remember their cues.

Audience laughs.

FRANKIE

What is going on here!?! Where is he going?? (pointing to audience) And why are they laughing?

JIMMYSTICK



Because it’s a comedy.

FRANKIE



What is?

JIMMYSTICK



The play.

FRANKIE



What play?

JIMMYSTICK

This play. 

FRANKIE



This is not a play. This is real life.

JIMMYSTICK

Right. This is real life in a real play. Get it?

She LOOKS at him.

FRANKIE



You’re outta your coconut. I’m gone.

JIMMYSTICK



But I was just going to make the call!

Before she can leave, the Policeman ENTERS again.

POLICEMAN



You called about an accident?

JIMMYSTICK

You’re early again! I didn’t even dial the number yet!

FRANKIE



What the hell is wrong with everyone??

The DIRECTOR chimes in over the loudspeakers. Frankie looks around, STARTLED by his voice.

DIRECTOR

(off stage)

Ah, can we get serious here, please? It’s a little late to be forgetting your lines and cues. Thank you.

Everyone is SILENT. The Policeman takes out a script and begins to read.

FRANKIE



Who the hell was that?!
JIMMYSTICK

Shhhh!! Watch the “H” word, will ya? I told you, this is rated PG. And rated PG plays are not supposed to include...

She GRABS HIM BY THE SHIRT.

FRANKIE



WHO WAS THAT!?

JIMMYSTICK

(shocked, then confused)

Ahhh...is this part in the script, or you just improvising?

Frankie lets him go, confused by everything.

POLICEMAN

(pointing to his script)

Wait a minute, this says I’m supposed to come in when you pick up the phone.

JIMMYSTICK

How are you supposed to come to the store before I even call you? It says AFTER I put down the phone. AFTER I call you. Get it?

POLICEMAN

Oh, I guess you’re right. But can’t we change that? I don’t have enough lines anyway.

FRANKIE

(to Policeman)

Look, I don’t know what’s going on, but you need to help me. Someone just crashed into my van.

JIMMYSTICK

(to Policeman)

We can’t change the script! I’m sorry, but you have to come in later. 

POLICEMAN

What if we pretend I was coming to the store anyway? I could be looking for...

JIMMYSTICK

(interrupting, angrily)



Just stick to the script!

The Director chimes in again:

DIRECTOR

(off stage)



Can we pleeeease get it together??

FRANKIE



Who is that!?!?

POLICEMAN

(to Jimmystick)

Okay, okay. I’ll come in after you call. But I’m gonna improvise a bit. Deal?

JIMMYSTICK



Deal.

The Policeman goes to leave, but Frankie stops him.

FRANKIE

Wait a minute! I just got into a car accident!

JIMMYSTICK 

But I thought you said it was a van accident.

FRANKIE

(loudly)

I DON’T CARE WHAT I SAID! I NEED HIS HELP!

POLICEMAN

I can’t help you until he calls the police. My hands are tied.

FRANKIE

But he doesn’t have to call! You’re already here!!

JIMMYSTICK

Yes, but he’s here too early. He forgot his cue, remember?

FRANKIE

(throwing up her hands)

Oh, this is ridiculous! Forget it! Forget the whole thing! You people are INSANE! 

She storms off stage. Jimmystick and the Policeman watch her leave in silence, then look at each other, not knowing what to do.
POLICEMAN



I think that went well, don’t you?

LIGHTS GO DOWN ON STORE. 
LIGHTS COME UP IN DINER. 

Sitting at a table are JESSICA, RICKY and COFFEE BOB, all Frankie’s friends. Coffee Bob, who is never without his coffee mug, is drinking coffee as he argues with Ricky. Jessica reads the paper, barely listening.

RICKY

What’s so difficult about it? It’s easy.

COFFEE BOB



Then you do it.

RICKY

That’s not my part. If it was, it would be easy for me. I don’t know why you’re worried about it.

JESSICA



Worried about what?

RICKY



Worried about the kiss.

COFFEE BOB

I’m not worried about that. I’m not worried about the kiss.

RICKY

Yes, you are. You just said it. You’re worried about the kiss.

JESSICA

You’re worried about the kiss? Why are you worried about the kiss? It’s just a kiss.

RICKY



It’s his first stage kiss.

COFFEE BOB



No, it isn’t. 

RICKY

Yes it is, or you wouldn’t be so worried about it.


COFFEE BOB

(takes out his script, 

studying it)

No, I just said it’s not that easy. And I don’t understand how I’m gonna get to that point anyway. There’s nothing that leads up to this. We have, what, like one scene together?

RICKY

(to Jessica)

See? I should’ve been the lead. I could’ve done a better job than Coffee Bob. At least I can read into a script.

JESSICA



Oh, don’t start that again.

RICKY



Start what again?

JESSICA

That stupid “I’m a great actor” thing. You got what you got. Just do your lines and be happy.

COFFEE BOB

(almost to himself)

I think I need to improvise a little. Let the audience know that I’m the one for her. Lay the foundation for later.

JESSICA

(to Bob)

Look, all you have to do is be nice to her. Give her compliments. That will set it up for later.

The Director chimes in, OFF STAGE.

DIRECTOR

Okay, get ready, please. Her cue is coming up. She’ll be here in a minute.

RICKY

(to Jessica)

Look, I’ve been in five different plays. FIVE! And I’ve been a lead three out of those five. I can act circles around either one of you.

JESSICA

(sarcastically)

I’ve got news for you, Tom Hanks- you’re not a lead this time, Coffee Bob is. He’s Coffee Bob, and you’re Ricky. He’s the lead, and you’re not. So deal with it.

COFFEE BOB

(to Jessica)

What kind of compliments? You mean like, tell her that her face looks nice?

RICKY

(to Bob)

Her face looks nice?? You are an idiot.

The THREE CHORUS GIRLS ENTER, DANCING:

CHORUS GIRLS



You are an idiot! You are an idiot!

They jump off as quickly as they came. The other characters barely notice.

JESSICA

(to Bob)

I don’t know, say nice things. Just be nice to her. 

RICKY

Oh, that’s great advice. Be “nice”? Did you even go to acting school?

JESSICA

Look, shut up and do your lines, okay? She’ll be here any minute.

DIRECTOR

(off stage)



Here she comes. Get ready.

COFFEE BOB

(to himself)

Improvise. Give her compliments...

RICKY

I still say I should have gotten a lead. You watch how good I am. Just watch.

Frankie ENTERS. She GRABS the newspaper out of Jessica’s hands and sits next to her.

JESSICA

(sarcastically)



Oh, sure! I was done with it.

FRANKIE



I’ve gotta find a new job.

RICKY

(standing up, over-acting, 

moving his arms wildly)

What’s up, Frrrrrrankie, baby? How’s life treating...YYYYYYYYOU!!!? 

Everyone looks at him.

JESSICA

(to Ricky)



Are you kidding me right now? 

RICKY



What? I’m acting. 

JESSICA

You call that acting? That was embarrassing.

RICKY

No it wasn’t! It was called improvising! It was called good acting!

FRANKIE



Hellooo?? Is anyone listening? 

JESSICA

(to Ricky)

That wasn’t acting, it was over-acting and over-acting is stupid.

RICKY



That’s your opinion.

FRANKIE

Someone crashed into my van this morning. Does anyone care?

COFFEE BOB

I do! I care! I really, really, reeeeally care. About...your van, I mean. I care, because I’m a caring person...And I’m single.

Everyone looks at him.

JESSICA

(drops her head in her hands)



Oh, my God.

RICKY

(to Jessica)



See what I mean?? He’s terrible!

FRANKIE

Well, if anyone else cares, I got in an accident this morning. My van is totaled, and now I’ve gotta get a job to get some money to fix it.

JESSICA

Why are you gonna fix that thing? It’s a piece of junk, Frankie.

FRANKIE

No, it isn’t. It’s my van and I’ve gotta fix it. It’s my van.

COFFEE BOB

I admire you, Frankie. I really do. You’re so...great. You’re great, great great! And your face looks...nice!
RICKY

(laughing)



Ha!! He’s pathetic!

FRANKIE

What? (to Jessica) What’s wrong with him?

JESSICA



He’s worried about the kiss scene.

COFFEE BOB



I am not!

FRANKIE

What kiss scene? 

RICKY

(to Jessica)

I’m telling you, he’s gonna ruin the whole play.

COFFEE BOB

(standing up)

I’m not gonna ruin anything! It’s you that’s ruining everything! I’m trying to create chemistry! Can’t you see that?!
RICKY

Chemistry! Ha! Maybe you should’ve been a scientist, instead, Bob.

FRANKIE

(noticing the walls 

of the Diner)

Wait a minute. Did they renovate this diner? (pointing) Wasn’t there a wall here last week?

JESSICA



Ricky, please.

The Director chimes in again. Frankie looks around again.

DIRECTOR

People, too much improvising can ruin the effect of the story. Frankie, it’s your line.

FRANKIE

Oh, don’t tell me: that was the Director, right?? 

JESSICA

(to Ricky)

Look Ricky, this isn’t a competition. Let’s just get on with it, okay.

COFFEE BOB

It was working until you ruined it, Ricky.

RICKY

(sarcastically)

Oh, yeah. Tell her that her face looks nice again. That’s original.

FRANKIE

(standing up)

Okay, okay. You got me. Everybody stop this now. It was funny for a while, but now it’s getting annoying. Just stop.

JESSICA

(to Bob)

Great. Look what you did. Now Frankie’s improvising too much.

COFFEE BOB



Why are you yelling at me now?

FRANKIE



Okay, stop it now.

RICKY



You guys are losing it...

FRANKIE

I’ve had enough, okay? Just stop playing games! 

JESSICA

(to Ricky)



You’re not helping the situation!

DIRECTOR

(annoyed)

Can we get back to the script now, please!

FRANKIE

(standing up)



That’s it! I’m out!

Coffee Bob STOPS her.

COFFEE BOB



Wait, Frankie. I need to talk to you.

FRANKIE



What, Bob?

COFFEE BOB



I...I think...I think I like you.

Everyone looks at him.

FRANKIE



I’m outta here.

Frankie LEAVES. Coffee Bob stands there, silently.

RICKY



Good job, Romeo.

The Chorus Girls slide in:

CHORUS GIRLS



Where for art thou, Romeooo?

LIGHTS GO DOWN ON DINER.

LIGHTS COME UP ON STORE.

Mr. Jimmystick and his secretary, EDNA, a ditzy, naïve woman, are working on writing a classified ad. Edna takes notes as Jimmystick wanders the store, dictating.

JIMMYSTICK



Okay, are you ready?

EDNA

(in a squeaky voice)



Yes, Mr. Jim Jimmystick.

JIMMYSTICK

All right. “Help Wanted. Assistant needed to assist in assisting.” Read that back to me.

EDNA



Read what?

JIMMYSTICK



What I said.

EDNA



What you said when?

JIMMYSTICK



Just now, Edna. What I said just now.

EDNA



You said “Read that back to me”.

JIMMYSTICK

The classified ad, Edna! Weren’t you taking notes? 

EDNA

Oh, was I supposed to, Mr. Jim Jimmystick?

JIMMYSTICK



Just take this down, all right?? 

Write it down!

EDNA



Yes, Mr. Jim Jimmystick.

JIMMYSTICK

Why do you keep calling me Mr. Jim Jimmystick?

She begins writing his last line:

EDNA

(writing it down)



Why..do..you..keep calling me...

JIMMYSTICK

No, no, no. Not that! I was asking a question.

EDNA



Should I write that down too?

JIMMYSTICK

(frustrated)

No, no, no! Listen to me. My question was, “why do you keep calling me Mr. Jim Jimmystick?”

EDNA

(deadpan)

That’s your name, Mr. Jim Jimmystick. It’s written in the script: Mr. Jim Jimmystick.

JIMMYSTICK

I’m aware of that, Edna, but you don’t have to call me by both names. You can just call me Jim, or Jimmy, or Jimmystick. 

EDNA

But that’s not written in the script, Mr. Jim Jimmystick. That’s not what I’m supposed to say.

JIMMYSTICK

(puts his head in his hands)

Look, just forget it, forget the whole thing, okay? Just take this down, all right? Are you ready?? 

EDNA



Yes, Mr. Jim Jimmy...

JIMMYSTICK

(interrupting)

I know my name, Edna, just start writing: “Help Wanted- assistant to assist in assisting. Starting salary flexible...”

EDNA

(stops writing)



Excuse me, Mr. Jim Jimmystick?

JIMMYSTICK

(snapping at her)

What is it now?!

EDNA

Why are you putting a help wanted ad in the paper when you know Frankie’s gonna get the job anyway?

JIMMYSTICK

The audience doesn’t know that, Edna, and besides it’s what we have to do. It’s in the script. She’s gonna get the job, and then fall in love with Coffee Bob.

EDNA

But why do it when she’s going to get the job on page 23? 

JIMMYSTICK

She has to know that there is a job here, Edna! She doesn’t know it yet! 

EDNA

Doesn’t know it? Didn’t she read the script? She is a lead, you know.

JIMMYSTICK

(annoyed)

Look Edna, just write this down, okay? Just do what I say!

EDNA



Yes, Mr. Jim Jimmy...

JIMMYSTICK

(interrupting)

“Help wanted- assistant to assist in assisting. Salary flexible. Knowledge of air required.”

EDNA



“Air”? What do you mean, “air”?

JIMMYSTICK

Air, Edna. This is an air store, remember? All different varieties. We have Fresh Mountain Air, Oceanside Air, Summer Night Air, Autumn Morning Air, everything. 

EDNA

You can’t sell air. People can get it for free.

JIMMYSTICK

It doesn’t matter. People will buy anything.

EDNA

Well, how do you sell it? 

JIMMYSTICK

We sell them in little bottles. Each puff gives you a blast of the air of your choice. It’s refreshing. 

EDNA

Do you sell River Swamp Air? Or Barren Desert Air?

JIMMYSTICK

What? No, Edna! 

EDNA

Or Windswept Mountaintop Air? Or Pine Tree Forest at Sundown with a Light Breeze in the Late Summertime Air?

JIMMYSTICK

Edna! Why are you asking me all these questions? How long have you been working here?

EDNA

I don’t know. It doesn’t say in the script.

JIMMYSTICK

(annoyed)

Well, just assume you have been working here for a while, then.

EDNA



What’s “a while”?

JIMMYSTICK

A month! A year! Ten years! Who cares!?! Now just get on with writing the ad!

EDNA

Yes, Mr. Jim Jimmystick. Shall I write that down?

JIMMYSTICK

(frustrated)

No! Yes, I mean, just stop for a second. (deep breath) Just read me back what you’ve written.

EDNA



What do you mean?

JIMMYSTICK

Read me back what I said. Read what you wrote down!

EDNA

But I didn’t write anything down. I was just pretending to. I just have a few scribbles. I was actually starting to draw a butterfly, with purple wings and...

JIMMYSTICK



JUST DO YOUR LINES!!

EDNA



Sorry, Mr. Jim...

JIMMYSTICK



Now!! 

EDNA

Okay: (reading from paper) “Help Wanted”.

She looks up at him, smiling. He looks at her in silence.

JIMMYSTICK



That’s it!?

EDNA

Well, I didn’t know you were gonna quiz me on this. I didn’t write it ALL down. They’re your lines, you know, not mine.

JIMMYSTICK



Oh, forget it!

He GRABS the paper and RIPS it up, throwing it into the air. Edna stares at him in silence.

EDNA



Was that in the script?

JIMMYSTICK

(writing down on paper)

Help wanted... Air Salesperson needed. Inquire within.

He hands it to her quickly. She reads it.

EDNA



That looks good, Mr. Jim Jimmy...

JIMMYSTICK

(exhausted)

Thank you, Edna. Thank you verrrrrry little.

LIGHTS GO OUT ON STORE.
LIGHTS COME UP IN APARTMENT.

The apartment is simple, with a couch and a small coffee table.

Frankie is lying on her couch as her mother, MOM, a hyper woman with a Brooklyn accent, is heard OFF STAGE. 

We hear a LOUD CRASH, then Mom WHIMPERING.

MOM

Oww! Oww! Frankie! My toe! Oh, dear. Frankie, hunny? Are you home? 

FRANKIE



Yeah, Mom. I’m here.

MOM

There’s some kind of mess on your front porch, dear. I broke my toe on it! I don’t know what it is. It looks like some machinery. It looks like a broken bicycle.


FRANKIE

It’s the fender from my van, Mom.

MOM

You should call your landlord. Who would leave a broken bicycle in front of your house? It looks very horrible. Maybe you should call your landlord.

FRANKIE



No, Mom, it’s...

MOM

What are you doin’ home? How is the new job? Did you get that promotion? Are you sick? You sound sick.

FRANKIE

No, I’m not sick.

MOM

(not listening)

You shouldn’t push yourself too hard, Frankie, or you won’t get better. So how’s the new job?

FRANKIE

I’m still looking for one, Mom.

MOM

Are you on vacation already? Do they let you do that? How is the insurance package? Does it include dental, because your father’s doesn’t. His teeth are falling out. They’re falling out of his mouth!

FRANKIE



I didn’t find a job yet, mom.

MOM

That’s nice, dear. Are you goin’ to your brother’s house for Labor Day? We’re going to cook out on his new deck. It’s a beautiful deck! And he’s got a new grill in the back yard. It’s in the back yard!

FRANKIE



I don’t know, Mom.

MOM

You’re probably busy with the new job, I understand. Okay, I’ve got to go over to Kaufmann’s for some household cleaners. I’ll pick you up some placemats, okay? Some new placemats for the kitchen table, okay??

FRANKIE

Mom, I don’t have a kitchen table. This is a studio apartment. 

MOM

(starting to leave)

That’s nice, dear. Remember to call your sister, Frankie, and congratulate her on the new baby. You remember your sister, right?

FRANKIE

Ah...

MOM

(stepping over the fender)

You should call the landlord about this bicycle. It’s right in the middle of the way. It’s right in the middle of the way of walking. 

FRANKIE



Mom, it’s not a bicycle, it’s a...

MOM

Okay, dear. Get some rest and drink plenty of fluids. Bye.

Mom EXITS AND ENTERS THE STORE. Frankie COLLAPSES back on the couch.

LIGHTS GO UP ON THE STORE as she enters. Mr. Jimmystick stops Mom. We see Frankie still lying on her couch.

The Chorus Girls JUMP OUT.
JIMMYSTICK and CHORUS GIRLS



Wait, wait, wait! You didn’t give her the ad!

The Chorus Girls DISAPPEAR again.

MOM



What ad?

JIMMYSTICK

The ad for the job. You were supposed to give it to her in that scene.

MOM



But she said she had a new job.

JIMMYSTICK

No, she said she DIDN’T have a job, and she won’t have one until she hears about this job!

MOM



What job? 

JIMMYSTICK



This job.

MOM



Your job?

JIMMYSTICK

No! The job in my Air Store! This is where she’s gonna fall in love with Coffee Bob. She’s gonna sell air!

MOM

(to Jimmystick)

Air? How can she sell air? I don’t get it.

JIMMYSTICK

You don’t have to get it. The audience will.

MOM

But, how can you sell air? People can get it for free.

JIMMYSTICK

People will buy anything. It’s natural, drug-free and it’s healthy. It’s the wave of the future. Here- try it. This is called Mountain Ski Lodge Air.  Breathe deep.

He grabs a SMALL BOTTLE OF AIR off the shelf and GIVES IT TO HER. Mom takes off the lid and sniffs it. She looks at him.

JIMMYSTICK



Well? What do you think?

MOM



It smells like...air.

JIMMYSTICK

You can’t smell a Mountain Ski Lodge??

MOM

No, I just smell air. It’s very nice air, though.

Coffee Bob ENTERS.

COFFEE BOB

Hey, Boss. Is Frankie here? I’m gonna be her boyfriend.

JIMMYSTICK

I know that, Bob, but she doesn’t work here yet.

MOM

I think the whole idea is silly. You can’t sell something that people can get for free. 

JIMMYSTICK

Yes, you can. The guy that thought of the pet rock is a millionaire now.

COFFEE BOB



Frankie’s not here? 

The Director chimes in, OFF STAGE:

DIRECTOR

You’re gonna have to run this scene over from the beginning. Let’s start from page 22.

JIMMYSTICK

(to Coffee Bob)

She doesn’t know about it yet, because Mom over here forget to tell her in the last scene.

MOM

I didn’t forget to tell her. I just didn’t have the ad to give her.

COFFEE BOB

(frustrated)

Well, that’s gonna throw me off. If she’s not here, I can’t work with her, and if I can’t work  with her, the audience won’t know I’m gonna be her boyfriend, and if the audience won’t know I’m gonna be her boyfriend...

JIMMYSTICK

(interrupting)



Oh, you and that stupid kiss scene.

MOM

(to Coffee Bob)



You’re her new boyfriend?

COFFEE BOB

(frustrated)



What about the kiss scene??

JIMMYSTICK

It’s just a kiss! The more you worry about it, the more nervous you’re gonna be. Just forget about it!

MOM

(looking at both of them)

Wait a minute. You two are going to kiss each other??

JIMMYSTICK AND COFFEE BOB



NO!! 

JIMMYSTICK

She’s another one that didn’t read the script! This is getting ridiculous!

COFFEE BOB

Look, if she doesn’t work here, it’ll throw me off. The audience will never buy the ending if we don’t have any scenes together!

He looks at Jimmystick.

JIMMYSTICK

Don’t look at me! SHE’S the one who forgot her lines!

The Director CHIMES IN:

DIRECTOR

(getting aggravated)

People, please! Let’s just go back to the apartment scene and do it over. And this time don’t forget the Help Wanted ad, Mom! 

JIMMYSTICK

Yeah, Mom. You’re gonna screw it up for all of us. Now, get it right!

Mom walks off toward the audience and begins to cry, silently at first.

COFFEE BOB

Look what you did! You made my future girlfriend’s mother cry!

JIMMYSTICK



I didn’t mean to. Look, Mom, I just...

Mom lets out a HUGE SCREAM, her face contorted in sadness.

COFFEE BOB

You better apologize. That’s Frankie’s mother, you know.

JIMMYSTICK



I’m sorry!

COFFEE BOB



Not to me! Say it to her!

JIMMYSTICK



I’m sorry!!

MOM



Everyone’s yelling at me!!

She RUNS OFF STAGE.

COFFEE BOB

(angrily)

You’re lucky I’m not Frankie’s boyfriend yet.

JIMMYSTICK



Look, I didn’t mean to...

COFFEE BOB

(grabbing him by the collar)

Just give her the job, or else.

JIMMYSTICK

You can’t talk that way to me! I’m your boss!

COFFEE BOB

I don’t care. Just give her the job, or you won’t see the end of this play.

Coffee Bob EXITS. Jimmystick begins flipping through his script.

JIMMYSTICK

(calling after him)

Hey, that last line isn’t in the script! Oh, forget it...

Jimmystick looks frustrated. He takes the Help Wanted sign off the wall and walks quickly into Frankie’s apartment. She is still lying on the couch, asleep.

JIMMYSTICK

(shaking her)

Here. (gives her the sign) You’re hired.

Jimmystick EXITS. Frankie looks confused, sits up on the couch.

FRANKIE
(screaming)
What is going on here!? That’s it, I’m calling the cops.

She picks up the phone but there is no dial tone. She looks at the receiver, hangs up, tries again. Nothing. 

FRANKIE

(worried, exhausted)

God, what is happening to me? I wish Kelly was here. 

KELLY, her friend, is SITTING IN THE AUDIENCE. She STANDS UP and begins speaking in a sweet, soothing voice:

KELLY



I’m over here, Frankie.

FRANKIE

(looking around)



What? Who said that? 

KELLY

(waving)



It’s me: Kelly. I’m over here.

FRANKIE

(squinting to look)

Kelly?? Is that you?? What are you doing here? I thought you moved to California.

Kelly begins to step up on stage.

KELLY

No, I never moved. That part was in the last rewrite.

FRANKIE

What do you mean? Where did you come from? 

KELLY

(sitting next to her)

Well, I’m an enigma.

FRANKIE

What are you talking about? 

KELLY

I’m here, but I’m not really here. I’m supposed to talk to you like ghost or a dream. So, pretend I’m here, but I’m not.

FRANKIE

(frustrated)

Is everyone crazy around here? This is not a script! It’s not a play! It’s my life!

KELLY



Calm down, Frankie. It’s all right. 

FRANKIE

I don’t understand any of this. Everything is crazy lately. It’s like, like everyone knows what I’m gonna do before I do it. I’m hearing voices in my head, and it feels like everybody is watching me.

KELLY

You see, your life, my life, everyone’s life is like a script. And the people in your life are like characters. Some come, some go, but they all have an effect on your character. Your life story is like a plot, with different twists and problems. The script is your life story.

FRANKIE



You mean like Fate?  

KELLY

We all have a life story, Frankie. It’s all a matter of how we choose to act in that story.

FRANKIE



I still don’t understand...

KELLY

You see, very soon you’re going to get a job and meet the guy of your dreams. And best of all, it’s someone you already know!

FRANKIE

Who? Who is it?

KELLY

I know I shouldn’t be telling you this, but...it’s Coffee Bob! 

FRANKIE

(with a disgusted look)

Coffee Bob?!? That annoying guy who smells like...like...

KELLY

Coffee? That’s the one! Isn’t that great?! Oh, I’m sooo happy for you Frankie! (hugs her)

FRANKIE

Wait a minute! What if I don’t like Coffee Bob? 

KELLY

What do you mean? Oh course you like him. It’s in the script. You’ve known him for years, but very soon, you’re gonna see him in a different way. It’s kinda like love at second sight. Then comes the kiss scene at the end!

FRANKIE

Kiss scene!? I’m not gonna kiss Coffee Bob!!

KELLY



Yes, you will. At the end of the story.

FRANKIE

I don’t even like Coffee Bob! How do you know I’m gonna kiss him?!

KELLY



Because, it’s written in the script.

FRANKIE

Then who wrote the script? That Director guy that keeps talking to me out of nowhere?

KELLY

Frankie, Frankie. You’re getting yourself too worked up over this. It’s not important. Listen to me. It’s the script. You can’t change the script. It’s your life.

FRANKIE

No, Kelly, you listen to me. I don’t want things planned out for me. I’m in control of my own destiny.

KELLY



What are you saying?

FRANKIE

I’m saying I don’t believe in the script. I don’t want to follow it anymore. I want to go my own way, do my own thing. I want to write my own life story. 

KELLY

(calmingly)

But Frankie, you don’t understand. You know what is written in the script? It’s happening already. 

It’s happening right now.

LIGHTS GO DOWN ON APARTMENT. 

LIGHTS COME UP IN THE DINER.

Coffee Bob and Ricky are at their table. Ricky is flipping through his script.

COFFEE BOB



Okay, start. It’s your line.

RICKY



All right: Yes he was. 

COFFEE BOB



No, he wasn’t.

RICKY

Yes, he was. He was the coolest of any of them. That’s why they called him Batman...(changes tone, looking for director) BATMAN!?? Why are we talking about Batman? 

COFFEE BOB



Oh, God.

RICKY

I mean it. What is this scene for? It’s stupid.

COFFEE BOB

Just do it, Ricky, you know? I’m getting annoyed.

RICKY

I’m serious. What are we talking about Batman and Superman for anyway? It’s stupid. It’s a stupid scene. 

The Chorus Girls JUMP in, SINGING:

CHORUS GIRLS



Stupid scene! Stupid scene!

The Director answers:

DIRECTOR

It’s not a stupid scene. It’s called a diversion. It’s a meaningless conversation designed to show characterization. 

RICKY

Well, if it’s meaningless, then why are we doing it?

COFFEE BOB

Ricky, why do you always do this? Just do your lines.

RICKY

I’m serious! Can’t we talk about something else besides Batman and Superman?

DIRECTOR

It’s important to show the audience your personality.

RICKY

The only thing it shows is how stupid we are. This is a stupid conversation.

COFFEE BOB AND DIRECTOR



JUST DO IT ALREADY!

RICKY

Okay, okay. Here we go. (takes a deep breath) That’s why they called him Batman. Bats are cool. 

COFFEE BOB

No, bats are disgusting, filthy, flying rodents. Bats are not cool and neither is Batman.

RICKY

Then, who did you like? Don’t tell me Superman.

COFFEE BOB

I didn’t say that. My favorite was Aquaman. Now, HE was the coolest one.

RICKY

Ha! Aquaman!?! Are you serious? That waterlogged idiot?

COFFEE BOB

He was a lot cooler than Batman. Plus he could breathe underwater and communicate with all the fish. Could Batman do that? No!

RICKY

So what? Batman had that bad ride, the Batmobile. That’s the coolest car any of them had. In fact, it was the ONLY car any of them had.

COFFEE BOB

It’s not how cool the car is, it’s how cool the superhero is, and the coolest superhero was Aquaman. He could do things no one else could do. 

RICKY

Like what? Talk to fish? Big deal!

COFFEE BOB

Well what could Batman do? I mean, besides run around with that weirdo, Robin? 

RICKY



They were the Dynamic Duo! 

COFFEE BOB



They were the Dynamic Dumb-Asses!

Jessica ENTERS.

JESSICA



Frankie’s rewriting the ending!

RICKY

That’s not your line.

JESSICA

I know it’s not, but...

RICKY

You’re supposed to say, “Did anyone see Frankie today?” (to Coffee Bob) See? I know her lines better than she does. I know everyone’s lines!

JESSICA

Ricky, listen to me! Frankie’s rewriting the ending.

COFFEE BOB

What are you talking about? She can’t rewrite the ending.

JESSICA

Well, she’s doing it anyway. She says she doesn’t like it the way it is, and she’s gonna change it.

Coffee Bob slowly stands up.

COFFEE BOB



She wants to change...everything??
JESSICA



Yup. Everything. Even the kiss scene.

The Chorus Girls slide in:

CHORUS GIRLS

(sadly)



Awwwwwwww...

Coffee Bob looks disappointed.

LIGHTS GO DOWN ON DINER.

LIGHTS COME UP IN THE STORE.

Edna is at a desk, applying lip-gloss. Frankie ENTERS.

FRANKIE



Okay, where is he?

EDNA



Where is who, Frankie?

FRANKIE



How do you know my name?

EDNA

You’re the lead character, Frankie. 

FRANKIE

And who are you? 

EDNA



I’m Edna. I’m just a minor character.

FRANKIE

Well, I’m looking for your boss, Mr. Jimmy...

EDNA

Mr. Jim Jimmystick. He’s out at the moment, may I take a message?

FRANKIE



Yeah. First of all, tell him I quit.

EDNA



Who?

FRANKIE



Him. Jimmystick. 

EDNA

He can’t quit, Frankie. He owns the store.

FRANKIE

No, no, no. Tell him I quit. I’m not gonna work for him.

EDNA



You can’t quit, Frankie.

FRANKIE



Why not?

EDNA

Because you haven’t gotten the job yet, Frankie.

FRANKIE

Well, I’m quitting in advance. I can’t work here, or else I’ll fall in love with Coffee Bob. I don’t wanna kiss him.

EDNA

You’re going to kiss Mr. Jimmystick, Frankie?

FRANKIE



No! Coffee Bob. 

EDNA

Oh, Coffee Bob is going to kiss Mr. Jimmystick?

FRANKIE

No, no, no! I’m supposed to kiss Coffee Bob, but I don’t want to. 

EDNA



Why not?

FRANKIE

Because. He’s not my type. He’s always carrying around that coffee mug, and he smells of, of...

EDNA



Water.

FRANKIE



What?

EDNA

It’s only water. So actually, it’s just a water mug, not a coffee mug. The writer only called him Coffee Bob in the script.

FRANKIE

Well, it doesn’t matter! I’m changing the script. I’m rewriting the ending.

EDNA



It’ll never work.

FRANKIE



What? What do you mean? 

EDNA

You can’t rewrite the script. It’s already happening.

The Director BARGES IN, pointing to his SCRIPT.

DIRECTOR

People, please! This is getting out of hand! Now let’s start this scene again. Edna, you sit down and pick it up when Frankie comes through the door...

FRANKIE



Wait a minute! You’re the director?!

DIRECTOR

(pointing to the script)

Frankie, that’s not your line. You’re supposed to say...

FRANKIE

I don’t care what the script says! I’m not acting! 

DIRECTOR

It’s a little late for contract negotiations.

EDNA

Can I sit up on the table in this scene? I think I look better up here, don’t you think?

DIRECTOR

I don’t care where you sit, just do your lines!

FRANKIE

(threatening, walking 

toward him angrily)

So YOU’RE the one who wrote the script. YOU’RE the one who’s screwing up my life!
DIRECTOR



I...um...

FRANKIE



Well? Did you write it?

EDNA

Of course he wrote it! He is the director.

DIRECTOR



Not exactly...

FRANKIE



You DIDN’T write the script??

DIRECTOR



Not exactly...

EDNA

You didn’t write the script?? Isn’t that false advertising or something?

FRANKIE

(to Director)



Explain. NOW!

DIRECTOR

Look, I didn’t really write it. Anonymous did.

FRANKIE AND EDNA



Anonymous??

DIRECTOR

Yeah. It just said anonymous. I don’t know, I guess it’s a foreign name?

EDNA

Maybe “anonymous” is the name of the producer!

FRANKIE

(to Director)

So you’re telling me you didn’t write the script and you don’t know who did.

DIRECTOR



Right. Right. Uh, right. I think...

EDNA

Ooow! A mystery! I love mysteries! Do you think the butler did it? I do. I think he did it to get all the money and...

DIRECTOR

(to Edna)



Will you PLEASE stop doing that?!
FRANKIE

(holding her head, 

collapsing on the chair)



You people are all insane.

LIGHTS GO OUT ON STORE.

LIGHTS COME UP IN DINER.

Coffee Bob is pacing, nervously drinking his coffee. Jessica is trying to console him, but Ricky could care less.

JESSICA



Just calm down, Bob. It’s all right.

COFFEE BOB

What are you talking about? It’s not all right! The play is totally ruined!

JESSICA

No, it’s not. It’s just taken an unexpected turn.

COFFEE BOB

What am I supposed to do? The kiss scene will never happen now.

RICKY

Well, did you think she would like you just because it’s written in the script? 

COFFEE BOB



Yes, I did!

RICKY



What an idiot!

JESSICA



Ricky, you’re not helping.

RICKY

Well, it’s his own fault. He’s worried about something that he can’t control. If I was the lead, I’d improvise. I’d make things work out the way they are supposed to. 

COFFEE BOB

What does that mean? 

RICKY

Look. The script says that you’re gonna fall down and get knocked unconscious, right? 

COFFEE BOB



Yeah?

RICKY

...And Frankie is supposed to save you, then she realizes what kind of person you are. Then comes the kiss scene, right?

JESSICA



We know that, Ricky. Get to your point.

RICKY

My point is that you have to improvise. Find an alternate way of getting her to notice you. Find a different way of getting to the end of the script.

COFFEE BOB

I see. So, I change the future so that it matches the past.

RICKY

Now you get it! Maybe you’re not as dumb as I thought.

Everyone is silent. Ricky sits down and puts his feet up on the table.

RICKY

And THAT, ladies and gentlemen, is why I should have been the lead.

COFFEE BOB

Okay, then I tell her face looks nice again, right?

RICKY
(deadpan)
I take it back: you are dumber than I thought.

Mr. Jimmystick WALKS IN.

JESSICA

Hey! You’re not supposed to be in this scene.

JIMMYSTICK



I know that, but I’m late for my scene! 

RICKY

I hate to tell you this, dude, but your scene is already over.

JIMMYSTICK

It is? But I didn’t give Frankie the job yet!

JESSICA

It doesn’t matter anymore. She’s changing the whole play.

COFFEE BOB

Yeah, and the kiss scene is getting cut.

JIMMYSTICK

What? She can’t do that! That’s what everyone is looking forward to.

RICKY



Yeah, everyone except Coffee Bob.

JESSICA

We’re trying to figure out what to do now. We have to figure out how to get to the end a different way.

JIMMYSTICK

That’s it! That’s how we’ll do it! We change the past to match the future.

COFFEE BOB

No, we have to change the future to match the past.

JIMMYSTICK

No, no, I mean we have to change the past. Look, somebody crashed into Frankie’s van, right? And the only thing she wants to do is fix it, right?

JESSICA



Right. So?

JIMMYSTICK

So, it’s simple. If we change what happened in the past, the script will change the present and that will change the future. Get it?

They look at him, CONFUSED.

COFFEE BOB

You mean, the script is written in reverse?

JIMMYSTICK

(frustrated)



No, no, no.

RICKY

But how do you change what hasn’t even happened yet? We don’t know what the new script is gonna be like. How can we change it?

JIMMYSTICK

Look, just follow my lead, okay??

He WALKS OUT OF DINER SCENE as the LIGHTS GO DOWN. SPOTLIGHT FOLLOWS HIM AS HE RUSHES INTO STORE SCENE.

JIMMYSTICK

Frankie! Thank God you’re here! You’re hired!

FRANKIE



No, I quit.

JIMMYSTICK

What? You can’t quit! Coffee Bob will be here in half a page!

FRANKIE

I don’t care. From now on, I’m in control. There are gonna be some changes around here, starting with you two.

EDNA



Us? What do you mean?

FRANKIE



You’re gonna fall in love.

EDNA AND JIMMYSTICK

(looking shocked)



What?!!?

FRANKIE

So, you two are now the main characters. And you’re gonna fall in love. 

EDNA

But, Frankie, that’s not the way it’s supposed to be. 

JIMMYSTICK

Frankie, Frankie. I heard about what you’re trying to do, and I understand, but you can’t change the future. It’s just impossible. The script is what it is. That’s it. And the script says you’re gonna fall in love with Coffee Bob.


The Policeman RUSHES IN.

POLICEMAN



Okay, people, stand back! Stand back!

JIMMYSTICK



Oh, no...

EDNA

Ah, I think you’re too early, Mr. Policeman.

POLICEMAN

Wait a minute. Where’s the body? What happened to him?

FRANKIE

What body? (to Jimmystick) What’s he talking about? I don’t remember this in the script. Who gets hurt?

POLICEMAN

Wait a minute. There’s no body here. Am I too early again? 

JIMMYSTICK

Yes, you are too early. He didn’t get hurt yet. 

FRANKIE



Who? Who is supposed to be hurt?

JIMMYSTICK



Coffee Bob.

FRANKIE

Coffee Bob? Why? That wasn’t in the original script.

EDNA

It was in the last rewrite. You never read it.

POLICEMAN

Should I wait until he comes, or should I go off and then come back when I hear him fall?

The Director CHIMES IN.

DIRECTOR

You’re gonna have to go off and then come back later, Policeman. He’s not hurt yet.

FRANKIE

Hurt? (to Jimmystick) What’s he talking about? I thought you said this was a comedy!

JIMMYSTICK



It is.

FRANKIE



I never read that Coffee Bob gets hurt. 

POLICEMAN



Okay, I’m gonna go now. Goodbye.

The Policeman and Edna LOOK AT EACH OTHER. EDNA SMILES AT HIM.

JIMMYSTICK

(to Frankie)

It was in the last rewrite. Look, Frankie, you’ve got to understand. It’s going to be an accident. You didn’t mean to do it.

FRANKIE

What are you talking about? I’m not gonna hurt anybody. 

JIMMYSTICK



Yes, I’m afraid you will.

FRANKIE

Is this in real life or just in the script?

JIMMYSTICK



Real life IS the real script.

POLICEMAN

(to Edna)

Ah, if you’re not busy...maybe we could go to lunch.

EDNA



I’d love to. Goodbye Mr. Jimmystick.

She takes the Policeman’s arm and EXITS WITH HIM.

JIMMYSTICK

Now, where is she going? (calling after her) That wasn’t in the script, Edna! (to Frankie) I don’t understand. She wasn’t supposed to leave with the Policeman!

FRANKIE

See that? Sometimes things don’t always work out the way they’re supposed to. Even if it IS written in the script.

Coffee Bob ENTERS.

COFFEE BOB



Frankie!

FRANKIE

There you are! They told me were going to get hurt!

COFFEE BOB

Well, they told me you were going to change the ending.

FRANKIE

That’s what I wanted to talk to you about. You see, I know what the script says, but, I don’t want my life to be planned out. I want to be in control of my destiny.

JIMMYSTICK



She doesn’t understand.

FRANKIE



Yes, I do understand.

COFFEE BOB

No, you don’t, Frankie. Listen, I have to tell you something. I was the one who crashed into your van that day. 

FRANKIE



You were??

COFFEE BOB

Yes. It was in the script. I crashed into your van and took off. 

Frankie PUNCHES HIM, KNOCKING HIM OUT. The Chorus Girls ENTER and this time STAY ONSTAGE.

CHORUS GIRLS



Oh my God!

JIMMYSTICK



That definitely wasn’t in the script.

Frankie’s Mom ENTERS, CARRYING THE FENDER FROM THE CRASHED VAN. 

MOM

Frankie, I found this broken bicycle in front of the store! I keep finding it everywhere... (looks at what happened) Oh, dear! Did that boy fall asleep?

Jessica and Ricky RUN IN.

JESSICA



Frankie! You killed Coffee Bob!

RICKY

Whoa, dude! Does that mean I can be the lead from now on?

FRANKIE

I didn’t kill him. I just knocked him out.

MOM



Knocked him out? Why? 

FRANKIE



Because he crashed my van, Mom!

MOM

He did? But dear, your van is...

JESSICA

Frankie, that’s not the way it’s written in the...

FRANKIE

(interrupting)

I know! I know! I’ve been telling everyone this: things aren’t planned out! Forget about the script!

MOM

(trying to get her attention)



Frankie, dear?

FRANKIE

(ignoring her)

There isn’t any life script for me or for anyone. Nothing is planned out. Things happen not because they were written in a script, but because they were...

MOM



Frankie?

FRANKIE



What is it, Mom?!!

MOM



Your van is outside.

This STOPS Frankie.

FRANKIE



What did you say?

MOM

Your van is outside. It looks very clean, like someone just washed it. And it’s nicely decorated, too. Nicely.

FRANKIE



What are you talking about?

MOM

It’s got this big red bow on it, like you get for your happy birthday! Is today your happy birthday?

Frankie goes to the window and looks out.

FRANKIE

(amazed)

But, but it’s new. It’s fixed! Who did this?

Kelly SPEAKS FROM THE AUDIENCE.

KELLY



It was Coffee Bob.

She slowly COMES up on stage.

FRANKIE



Kelly? Is that you? 

KELLY

Congratulations, Frankie. You changed my script. It wasn’t supposed to be this way, but somehow you changed it.

FRANKIE

YOUR script? You mean, you wrote the script??

KELLY

I only wanted the best for you, Frankie. After I left for California, I remember how sad you were. I wanted you to find someone to talk to like we used to talk. So, I wrote your life story so that you would be happy.

FRANKIE

You mean, you wrote that someone crashed into my van?

KELLY

That was only the reason for you to walk into this store. You were supposed to get hired here, where Coffee Bob works. Then you were supposed to get to know him better and fall in love with him. Only it didn’t work out that way. 

FRANKIE

Wait. Coffee Bob fixed my van for me?

KELLY

Yes. But I never wrote that part. This has now become your story, Frankie. I can’t help you anymore. As you can tell, the Director’s already gone. It’s all up to you now.

Kelly TURNS to leave.

FRANKIE



 But, Kelly, what do I do now?

KELLY

That’s something I can’t tell you. I think you have to write the end of this story yourself. Goodbye, Frankie. 

Kelly HUGS HER, then EXITS. The other characters STARE AT FRANKIE.

FRANKIE



Well? Somebody help me get him up.

JESSICA

Frankie, we’ve been friends for a long time, and I love you like my own sister. But I have to leave you now.

FRANKIE

Jessica, you can’t just leave me alone with him.

JESSICA

Kelly is right, Frankie. You have to write the end of this story yourself. I’ll talk to you later.

Jessica EXITS.

FRANKIE



C’mon, Ricky. Help me get him up.

RICKY

I gotta jet too. I got an audition for a play in about an hour. 

FRANKIE



Ricky!

RICKY

Sorry, Frankie, it’s a lead role. I gotta go. Gimme a call tomorrow.

Ricky EXITS.

FRANKIE



Mom, help me out here, huh?

MOM

Sorry, Frankie. I’ve got to go to Kaufmann’s and return those placemats. They have a special on household cleaners! You know, the stuff that cleans houses?!

FRANKIE



Mom, but...

MOM

See you later, dear. Oh, and maybe you could get that boy to fix this bicycle, too! Buh-bye!

Mom EXITS.

FRANKIE



Well, how about you singing people?

CHORUS GIRLS

(singing)

We gotta go, gotta go gotta go!  Gotta GO!!
The Chorus Girls EXIT, DANCING as they go.

JIMMYSTICK



Well, I guess I’m gonna go too.

FRANKIE

No, no. You’re the one who started all this in the first place. You’ve gotta help me.

JIMMYSTICK

Listen, Frankie. There are happy endings, and there are sad ones. But all stories have one thing in common. You know what that is?

FRANKIE



What?

JIMMYSTICK



They all have to end.

Jimmystick EXITS. Frankie LOOKS FRUSTRATED, then begins SHAKING COFFEE BOB.

FRANKIE



Bob! Bob, wake up!

She listens to him breathing, then stands up, LOOKING AROUND. She approaches the SHELVES OF BOTTLES. She starts looking for something to give Coffee Bob. 

FRANKIE

(naming the bottles as 

she holds each)

Cool Summer Breeze...Campfire in Autumn...Here’s one! (insert town name) in Spring.

With any luck, the audience will laugh.

FRANKIE

(to audience)



You think this will work? Huh??

Hopefully, the audience will applaud their approval.
Frankie OPENS THE BOTTLE OF AIR AND HOLDS IT UNDER COFFEE BOB’S NOSE.


FRANKIE



Here, Bob. Breathe deep.

Suddenly, Coffee Bob begins COUGHING, then finally SITS UP.

COFFEE BOB



Frankie...what happened?

FRANKIE

(thinking quickly)



Um...you fell down, Bob.

COFFEE BOB



Wow...my jaw really hurts.

FRANKIE

Bob, I need to ask you a question. Did you really fix my van?

COFFEE BOB

Oh, well, that was supposed to be a surprise. You see, in the script it said...

FRANKIE

I don’t want to hear about the script. I want to hear what YOU did.

COFFEE BOB

Yes, Frankie. I fixed your van. I know you really love that van. I just want to make you happy.

FRANKIE

You want to make me happy because it’s written in the script?

COFFEE BOB

No, because I really like you, Frankie. I guess, I’ve never been the best actor, and sometimes I don’t say the lines the way I should. But I know what’s in my heart.

FRANKIE



What’s that, Bob? What’s in your heart?

COFFEE BOB



You are, Frankie. 

Frankie smiles at him. They MOVE TOWARD A KISS, then COFFEE BOB STOPS HER.

COFFEE BOB

Wait! If this is the kiss scene, I’m supposed to be nervous, and if I’m nervous, I won’t do the scene right, and if I don’t do the scene right... 

FRANKIE

(interrupting)

Bob, this scene isn’t in any script at all.

She KISSES HIM.

ALL THE CHARACTERS ENTER THE MAIN STAGE, APPLAUDING. Frankie helps Coffee Bob up to his feet.
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