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Characters

Wellington Washington III- M

Sondra- M/F

Mom- M

Dr. Slopper- M

Ferdinando- M

Ms. Fartingson- F

Mr. Baloney- M/F

Candy- F

Dylan- M

Dab- F

Fab- F

Several Townspeople

There are THREE SETS.

STAGE LEFT IS A CLASSROOM.

STAGE RIGHT IS A BAR/OFFICE.

CENTER STAGE IS A BRIDGE CONSTRUCTION JOBSITE.

THE CURTAIN IS CLOSED TO BEGIN. 

WELLINGTON WASHINGTON VII, a sort of MODERN DAY TRAVELLING MEDICINE MAN, ENTERS THROUGH MAIN CURTAIN TO SPEAK TO THE AUDIENCE. He is DRESSED IN BRIGHTLY COLORED CLOTHES.

WELLINGTON

Hear ye, hear ye! Ladies and gentlemen! Children of all ages! Dogs! Cats and bird and small furry rodents! Amphibians and reptiles of all colors! Turn your eyes to hear! Turn your ears to see! You are about to witness the most outradical, extradicious, wondertastic news of your entire lifespan!

The MAIN CURTAIN OPENS, revealing a CROWD OF ONLOOKERS WHO HAVE GATHERED. They are all DRESSED IN DRAB CLOTHING OF GRAYs AND BLACKS. They LOOK INTERESTED.

WELLINGTON

(cont’d)

Prepare to be preparable, commit to be committable! Design to be designable!! What I have to offer you will take your oxygen away! 

A girl in the crowd, SONDRA WILLIAMS, asks her mother a question:

SONDRA

Who is this idiot, Mom? He can’t even speak correctly.

MOM



Shhh! You’re gonna miss it!

WELLINGTON

(cont’d)

You will never again be the same as you were tomorrow, because I, The Great and Powerless, Modern-Day Marvelous, Wellington Washington the Seventh, has finally arrived!

The CROWD APPLAUDS.

SONDRA

(to MOM)

The seventh? What is that about?

MOM



Shut up!

WELLINGTON

(cont’d)

Your problematics I can remedy, your issues I can meander, your situation is now, sustainable!

The CROWD APPLAUDES. A WOMAN in the crowd asks a question:

WOMAN

(excited)

Can you fix my eyesight? I can’t see far away things any longer.

WELLINGTON

My dear woman, I have traveled the world for these specta-wondrous remedies and potions and products. I have visited with the Sultan of Swing, met with his ministers in the closet for hours, and finally came out with the gift of the Ancient Californians! And now, for the meager price of $39.99, yooooou...wiiiiiiill...SEE!!

He pulls out a PAIR OF ORDINARY READING GLASSES.

There are OOHS and AHHS from the crowd. He places them on the woman’s face. She NEARLY FAINTS. Her HUSBAND GIVES HIM MONEY.

ANOTHER MAN shouts a question:

MAN

I’ve thrown my back out! Can you help me??

WELLINGTON

Sir, you will soon rest no more. I have searched far and wide for this product, my false friend. Down in the jungles of the Sahara desert, up the mountains of the Atlantic Ocean, through the dreadful winter of the Caribbean I have searched, and I have finally found...the back brace of the Ancient Metropolitans! 

He pulls out a simple BACK BRACE and presents it to the man.

WELLINGTON

(cont’d)

For the paltry sum of $65.00, your back will be institutionalized!

The man GLADLY GIVES HIM CASH.

More OOHS and AHHS and APPLAUSE from the crowd.

SONDRA

(to MOM)



Oh my God. What idiots...

MOM

(ignores her, asks Wellington)



Do you have anything for insomnia??

WELLINGTON

My good lady, your sleepy nights have FINALLY come to an end. What I hold in my hand is a remedy especially made from the finest herbs and flowering fungus of far away Madagaseous! This ancient secret has been used for centuries by the ignorant people south of the border, and now, I bring it to you...(softer tone) for the small price of $49.99.

Out comes a small bottle of SLEEPING PILLS.

MOM seems THANKFUL and QUICKLY HANDS HIM MONEY. More OOHS and AHHS.

SONDRA

(almost to herself)



This is ridiculous.

WELLINGTON

(to crowd)

I do say, all your pain and securities, both monetary and emotional, whatever you desire, will be once and for all...GONE!

The crowd CHEERS AND APPLAUDES. Wellington SHAKES HANDS with a few people who are much appreciative. Sondra tries to PULL HER MOM AWAY.

SONDRA

MOM, what are you doing? 

MOM



I’m going to get an autograph!

SONDRA

For what? Fifty dollar sleeping pills? A sixty five dollar back brace? The guy is a fake!

The word “FAKE” SILENCES EVERYONE. All the people STARE AT SONDRA. Wellington has his BACK TURNED TO HER.

WELLINGTON

Pray tell, do my ears catch the sight of a non-believer? 

SONDRA

(a bit embarrassed)



Ah...

WELLINGTON

Do I suggest an anti-suggestor?? Be it indescribable??

The crowd looks ANGRY WITH SONDRA.

SONDRA



Well, I... 

WELLINGTON

A truth objector? A false notifier? A weightless waiter?

SONDRA

What are you talkin’ about? False notifier? Weightless waiter?? You’re talkin’ nonsense!

The CROWD GASPS. Many look to Wellington for a reaction.

MOM



Sondra, how DARE YOU!

WELLINGTON

(smiling slightly,

softer tone)

Well, well, well. There’s nigh a town that I travel to that lacks a proprosition-ist-ism. (approaches her) My dear girl, in time, you will see the darkness. (louder, to crowd) You will all see, dear ladies and gentlegood men! I will vanquish you of all your pain, all your troubles, your investments and securities! (points to Sondra) Even ones you didn’t know you had.


He TURNS BACK TOWARD THE AUDIENCE, and pulls out an EMPTY JAR, HOLDING IT UP. 

OOWWS and AHHS.

WELLINGTON

(cont’d in a deeper, 

serious tone)

Ladies and gentlemen, it is very rare what I’m about to do. Since this young non-believer is in your midst, I must prove to her the value of my offerings. What I hold in my hand is my most treasured, most honorable asset. I have meditated with the mediators of the farthest reaches of inner earth to bring it here today. (looks at Sondra) And now, I offer to you, dear little girl, this rare gift: an IMAGINARY FRIEND.

GASPS from the crowd, followed by a HEARTY APPLAUSE.

SONDRA

(quieting the crowd)

Wait a minute! Quiet down! This guy’s a fake! Imaginary friend?? There’s no such thing! This is an empty jar!

MOM

(ignoring her, to Wellington)



How much is it??

WELLINGTON

Since she is your sire, I’ll let it go for half price: Twelve thousand dollars!

More OOWS and AHHS.

MOM



Sold!!

SONDRA

(hysterical)



WHAT!?! MOM, what are you doing!?!

MOM

I’ll mortgage the farm! I don’t care! It’s worth it!

WELLINGTON

(pulls out papers 

for MOM to sign)

Deal! Sign right here and I’ll do all the rest of the paperwork.

MOM SIGNS and Wellington HANDS SONDRA the EMPTY JAR.

SONDRA

This is insane! Doesn’t anybody see that!?

WELLINGTON

(to crowd)

And that’s not all, Ladies and Gentlemen! I’ll be in town all week long, selling only the finest and rarest antiques and inadequacies that your hard-earned money can buy! Adieu for now!!

CROWD APPLAUDS and FOLLOWS HIM OFF STAGE.

SONDRA

(grabbing MOM by the arm)

MOM! What the hell did you do that for!!??

MOM



Sondra, you don’t have to thank me now.

SONDRA

I’m far from thanking you, MOM! You just signed away our farm!

MOM

Sondra, remember when I told you I’d do anything for you to be happy?

SONDRA



Yes, but...

MOM

This is anything. I love you, Sondra. You need something like this. You’re an outsider in your own world. Enjoy this gift. 

SONDRA

But it’s all a fake, Mom! There is no such thing as an imaginary friend.

MOM

(holding her)

Sondra, what a difference you could make if you just...believed.

MOM LEAVES. Sondra LOOKS FRUSTRATED and WANDERS AROUND STAGE. She finally looks at the empty jar, looks around, and TRIES TO OPEN IT.

SONDRA



It figures...

Sondra EXITS.

LIGHTS GO OUT ON MAIN STAGE.

LIGHTS COME UP ON THE CLASSROOM.

We see a TYPICAL CLASSROOM, with a few CHAIRS and a BLACKBOARD.

The teacher, MR. SLOPPER, is just getting started with his class. There are SEVERAL STUDENTS AT DESKS.

He finishes writing the word CHICKENS on the board.

SLOPPER

Okay, class, please begin with me the lesson on chickens. Now, is there anyone who hasn’t completed his or her homework assignment?

A BOY’S HAND slowly goes up.

SLOPPER

I see a hand slightly up toward the back of this classroom. Is that you back there, Ferdinando?

FERDINANDO



Ah wha?

SLOPPER

I’m wondering aloud if that is you with the slender hand elevated toward the heavens? Is it you there?

FERDINANDO



Yes, Mr. Slopper. 

Over the LOUDSPEAKER we hear MS. FARTINGSON, the school Guidance Counselor.

FARTINGSON

(off stage)



Excuse me, Mr. Slopper?

SLOPPER

(annoyed)



Oh, what is it now, Ms. Fartingson?

FARTINGSON

Sondra Williams has just arrived late. 

Do you want me to send her in?

SLOPPER

(even more annoyed)

Certainly. That’s how we play by the rules isn’t it? Just because a student is late doesn’t mean he or she should be slighted in the least, or meant to meander the hallways in search of his or her daily dose of education, isn’t this correct?

SILENCE.

FARTINGSON



...Are you talking to me, Mr. Slopper?

SLOPPER

(frustrated, head in hand)

Yes, Ms. Fartingson, I was speaking to you, and otherwise was looking for a response adequate to clarification!

FARTINSON

(still over the loudspeaker)



Ah wha?

SLOPPER



Just send her in, please!

FARTINSON



Right away, Mr. Slopper.

SLOPPER

(to Ferdinando)

Now, as I was saying, you forgot to do your daily homework assignment, is this statement factual, Ferdinando?

FERDINANDO



Ah wha?

SLOPPER

(totally frustrated)



Forget it.

Just then SONDRA ENTERS. She seems VERY SAD.

SONDRA



Sorry I’m late, Mr. Slopper.

SLOPPER

That reminds me, class. From this point on, you will address me as DOCTOR Slopper. No longer will I answer to the name MISTER Slopper, since I have completed my training and achieved the height of my field. Say it with me, class: DOCTOR Slopper.

The class REPEATS.

FERDINANDO

(raises a hand)



Can I go to the bathroom, Mr. Slopper?

SLOPPER

Doctor. It’s Doctor now, my lightheaded student.

FERDINANDO



I’m sorry Mister Doctor...

SLOPPER

No, no, no. DOCTOR SLOPPER. It’s DOCTOR SLOPPER.

SONDRA



Can I sit down now, Mr. Slopper?

SLOPPER

(to Sondra)

I just got finished explaining my title, Ms. Williams, if you were half-listening! And before you sit you must explain your tardiness.

FERDINANDO

I might have an accident, Mr. Slopper...

SONDRA

(to Slopper)

I’ve got a lot to deal with right now, Mr. Slopper...

SLOPPER

It’s Doctor, and we’ve all got a lot to deal with, my dear unfortunate one. 

FERDINANDO



I have to go, Mr. Slopper.

SLOPPER

See what I mean? Ferdinando over here is unable to grasp the simple term “Doctor”, though I’ve instructed him, as I have the entire class, that...

OVER THE LOUDSPEAKER:

FARTINGSON



Ah, Mr. Slopper, are you there?

SLOPPER

What in the name of all that is holy is the issue now, Ms. Fartingson?

FARTINGSON

Can you send Sondra Williams to the main office please?

SONDRA



Thank God...

SLOPPER



BUT SHE JUST ARRIVED HERE!

FERDINANDO



Mr. Slopper, I gotta make water...

SLOPPER

No further shall you address me as Mister Slopper!

FARTINGSON



Mr. Slopper?

SONDRA

Mr. Slopper, can I go now, please? I’m having a rough day and it didn’t even start!

SLOPPER

It’s DOCTOR SLOPPER! Do you all lack the ability to hear with your ears??? Now I’ve had nearly enough! I will not stand for this ANY LONGER!

There is SILENCE. Finally:

FARTINGSON

(over loudspeaker)



Are you talking to me, Mr. Slopper?

SLOPPER

(collapsing on a chair, 

head in hands)



Oh, dear God...

SONDRA

Dear God is right. I’m going to the office.

Sondra LEAVES. There is another moment of SILENCE.

FERDINANDO



Excuse me, Doctor Slopper?

SLOPPER

(with head down)



What is it, Ferdinando?

FERDINANDO

Um, I don’t have to go to the bathroom anymore...

LIGHTS GO OUT ON CLASSROOM.

LIGHTS COME UP IN MS. FARTINGSON’S BAR/OFFICE.

Sondra ENTERS.

FARTINGSON

Hello, Sondra. How are you feeling?

SONDRA

Hey. Since when is there a bar in your office?

FARTINGSON

What an excellent question! I think it has something to do with chickens.

SONDRA



Chickens??

FARTINGSON

That’s not important now. I heard your father’s had some bad luck?

SONDRA

Bad luck? I’d say it’s bad decision making.

FARTINGSON



Well, I’d agree with you on that.

SONDRA

You would? You agree? I didn’t think anyone around here agreed with me.

FARTINGSON

Well, yes. I do believe it was a bad idea. I’m not EXACTLY like everyone else in this town, you know.

SONDRA

That’s the thing. I feel like I’m so out of place here. I just can’t understand how anyone functions here. Didn’t you ever feel like you were not meant for this world?

FARTINGSON

I think we all feel like that sometimes, Sondra. You’ve just got to find your own world sometimes, that’s all.

SONDRA

That’s the best advice I’ve heard in about three years.

FARTINGSON

Well, thank you dear. Now let’s get back to your father. Is he feeling any better? 

SONDRA

Better? He’s totally insane! 

FARTINGSON

Well I’d be mad as heckfire too! I guess he shouldn’t have bought it in the first place, right?

SONDRA

Bought it? You mean sold it. 

FARTINGSON



I meant the razor blade.

SONDRA



The what?

FARTINGSON

I thought she cut herself shaving her legs. 

SONDRA

Oh my God, that’s what you called me down here for? Because my Mom cut herself shaving??

FARTINGSON

An injury like that can be very traumatic for a family...

SONDRA

Traumatic!?! She sold our farm! We have nowhere to live now!

FARTINGSON

Yes, but you have an imaginary friend now! How does that feel?

SONDRA

Okay, okay. Are you insane like my Mom? Because there is no such thing as an imaginary friend. How many times should I say that? 

FARTINGSON

You can say it more if it makes you feel better.

SONDRA

It’s unbelievable! That guy actually sold an empty jar for $12,000! I can’t believe it! When I find that crook, I swear to God...

A SMALL BELL RINGS.

FARTINGSON

Time’s up! Wow, that went by quickly. 

SONDRA



What?!?

FARTINGSON

I’m glad I could help! Have a good day, Sondra.

SONDRA



But...

FARTINGSON

Come by anytime and we’ll talk again. Goodbye!

Sondra is FRUSTRATED and LEAVES. LIGHTS GO OUT on Ms. Fartingson’s bar/office. 

Sondra BUMPS INTO DYLAN, a new student. Sondra’s books FALL ON THE FLOOR. 

SONDRA

What are you doing!? Watch where you’re going!

DYLAN

(helping her)



Sorry, I’ll help you...

SONDRA

(pushes him away)



I don’t need help! 

DYLAN

Okay, okay, I know. Women’s Lib and all...

SONDRA



What?

DYLAN

You’re the type of girl that doesn’t like a guy helpin’ her, right? You can do it on your own?

SONDRA



Right.

DYLAN

...You probably never asked anyone to help you open a jar, even if you couldn’t do it.

SONDRA

(surprised)



That’s right...

DYLAN

Yeah, you’d break it open before you asked for help.

SONDRA



Yeah. How did you...

DYLAN

I could tell by lookin’ at you. I’m Dylan.

He EXTENDS A HAND.

SONDRA

(a little embarrassed now)

Sondra. Nice to meet you. Are you new to the school?

DYLAN



Yeah, kinda, but I’m really like lost.

SONDRA

Well, I guess I could show you around...

DYLAN

(gives a slight smile)

Na, that’s okay. I’m the type of guy who doesn’t accept help from anyone. See ya around.

Dylan EXITS into Ms. Fartingson’s office.

SONDRA



Ah...bye...

DAB AND FAB, two VALLEY GIRL classmates, ENTER.

DAB AND FAB



Hi, Sondra! Who were you talking to?

SONDRA

Oh, hey. I was just talking to...I don’t even know his name. He must be a new kid in school.

DAB AND FAB

There’s a new kid in school? Is he like reeeally hot??

SONDRA

I...guess so. What’s with the talking together 

thing?

DAB



We don’t talk together.

FAB



Yeah, we don’t talk together.

DAB



So, what’s he look like?

FAB



Yeah, what’s he look like?

SONDRA

I don’t know, he’s kinda tall...kinda cute I guess. It just feels like I know him somehow, but I never met him before.

DAB AND FAB



Oh my God! It’s your imaginary friend!

SONDRA

It’s not my imaginary friend, because there is no such thing as an imaginary friend.

DAB AND FAB



Yes there is!

SONDRA



And how do you know that?

DAB AND FAB



Because we didn’t see him!

SONDRA

You idiots, he’s inside Fartingson’s office!

DAB



Then open the door and let’s see.

FAB



Yeah, open it and let’s see.

SONDRA



I’m not doing that.

DAB 



Because he’s your imaginary friend!

FAB



No! He’s her imaginary boyfriend!

DAB

Is invisible and imaginary the same thing?

FAB



Maybe he’s invisible AND imaginary!

DAB

But, what if he can’t see her, and like she’s imaginary to him?

FAB

Oh my God! Maybe they’re BOTH INVISIBLE!

SONDRA

Shut up, you! He’s not invisible and he’s not imaginary because I just talked to him and he’s right behind that door and I’m gonna prove it to you idiots right now.

As she OPENS THE DOOR, LIGHTS COME UP on Ms. Fartingson’s bar/office. She is sitting at her desk, writing. She is alone.

FARTINGSON

Oh, hi Sondra! Did you want to talk some more?

SONDRA

(confused)



What? Where is...the guy?

FARTINGSON



Excuse me? What guy?

SONDRA



Dylan.

FARTINGSON

There’s no Dylan on my list... Are you sure you have the right name, dear?

Sondra SHUTS THE DOOR SLOWLY, CONFUSED.

DAB AND FAB

(singing)

“Sondra’s got an invisible boyfriend, Sondra’s got an invisible boyfriend...”

SONDRA

Shut up, both of you. Now let me tell you so it’s perfectly clear: there is no such thing as an imaginary friend.

Sondra EXITS.

LIGHTS GO OUT ON SCHOOL.

LIGHTS COME UP IN MR. BALONEY’S BRIDGE JOBSITE.

WE SEE MR. BALONEY, a professor and engineer who is BUILDING A BRIDGE. The BASE OF THE BRIDGE CAN BE SEEN, and the ROPES DOWNWARD TOWARD STAGE RIGHT.

Mr. Baloney is highly intelligent and very dedicated to his work.

BALONEY

No, no, no. That’s not it. The load bearing principle calculations are not correct! Miss Candy! Where are you!?

MISS CANDY, HIS ASSISTANT, SHOUTS FROM OFF STAGE. 

CANDY

(O.S.)

What is it!?? I just broke a nail on this stupid steel bar thingy!

BALONEY

Get me the codebook from the steel manufacturer!

CANDY

(O.S.)



Get it yourself!

BALONEY

(frustrated)

Candy, what do I pay you for?? I swear I cannot find ANY adequate help these days! Your job is not a difficult one, Miss Candy! I can pay a monkey to do your job!

There is SILENCE.

BALONEY



Miss Candy?

We HEAR CANDY CRYING OFF STAGE.

BALONEY

Okay, okay, I’m sorry. Can you PLEASE get me the codebook??

CANDY

No!

BALONEY



I’m asking nicely, Miss Candy!

CANDY



Still no!

BALONEY

Miss Candy, I DO NOT have time for this! This bridge must be finished by the projected date! I’ve got a lot riding on this. 

Candy ENTERS.

CANDY

(carrying the codebook)

You should have some sympathy for me, Mr. Baloney! I was injured on YOUR jobsite!

BALONEY

Miss Candy, can I please have the codebook?

CANDY



Say you’re sorry.

BALONEY



I’m sorry.

CANDY



Say it like you mean it.

BALONEY



I’m sorry, now give me the codebook!

CANDY



You don’t have to scream at me!

She gives him the codebook.

BALONEY

Thank you! Now, let me see here...Ah, 3.54 times the formula for weight ratios, plus a span of...

CANDY



I already called. They’re out of them.

BALONEY



You called the steel manufacturer?

CANDY

(checking her nails)



Yup. All out. No more steel thingys.

BALONEY

How could you possibly know the calculation ratios? I don’t believe you.

CANDY



You don’t believe me?

BALONEY

No I don’t believe you. By my estimates, the calculations are...

BALONEY and CANDY

2.567 pounds per square inch over a quarter mile.

Baloney looks AMAZED.

CANDY

Which means you need new fabricated steel that is 2.2 feet in thickness, divided by the earth’s gravitational pull per square inch, times the span of the bridge, which is...

BALONEY

(amazed)



74.99 squared...

CANDY

So your calculations were wrong. You need new steel thingys. Thank you!

BALONEY



Miss Candy. You are brilliant.

CANDY



I know!

Wellington ENTERS.

WELLINGTON

Harken, thou, mindless mathematician! Do I suspect the expectable??

BALONEY

Mr. Washington, what a sight for sore eyes. 

CANDY

(sliding up to him)



Hiiiii, Mr. Welterweight.

WELLINGTON

Ah-hem! That’s Washington, my angelic demon.

CANDY

Whatever. My name is Candy. MISSSSSSS Candy... As in, “Unmarried” Miss Candy. As in, “Available” Miss Candy. As in, “Not-Dating-Anyone-At-All-So-We-Can-Go-Out-Anytime-You-Want” Miss Candy. As in...

WELLINGTON

Point taken, my flirtatious dunce! But business before pain, as I seldom say. I’m here to speak to a Mr. Baloney. Am I to assume it is you I seek?

BALONEY

Mr. Washington, you couldn’t have come at a better time! I’m looking for the right cable formulas to finish my bridge, and...

WELLINGTON

Come, come, dear half-wit. You’re building a bridge, dare I say?

BALONEY



Yes, I... 

WELLINGTON



And this bridge leads to...?

BALONEY

Well, upon completion, it will lead to...the planet Mercury.

Wellington is SILENT.

WELLINGTON



Come again?

BALONEY

The planet Mercury. You know, the one closest to the sun.

WELLINGTON

You’ve built a bridge to Mercury. Is this factual?

BALONEY



Right. Mercury.

WELLINGTON

And exactly WHY did you build a bridge to the planet Mercury, Doctor Dim-Wit?

BALONEY

I don’t know. But I think it has something to do with chickens.

Wellington is SILENT.

WELLINGTON

(laughing to himself)

I see...A fantastic achievement! A bridge that will span the heavens! It can’t get any easier! It’s like stealing candy from a baby!

CANDY

You can steal me anytime, Mr. Wilkerson...

BALONEY

In fact, this bridge will span further than any other bridge in history. When I get the right steel cables, it will span 48 million miles.

WELLINGTON

You need not bore me with such idiotic ramblings, my calculating kook! Just allow me a moment to think how this bridge can aid me in relieving you and your townspeople of their precious savings and investments...

Wellington WANDERS AROUND, THINKING. Candy FOLLOWS HIS EVERY MOVE, SMILING.

CANDY

Are you done thinking, Mr. Washing Machine?

WELLINGTON



Oh, the horrors of an empty noggin...

BALONEY



Did you say, savings and investments?

WELLINGTON

My good man, do you understand the wonders that await you on the planet Mercury, so close to the infernal sun? Have you ANY idea?

BALONEY



Well, no. I just built the bridge...

WELLINGTON

You shall be written in the history books! You have saved your town! And I will help take these puny townspeople to their graves! I mean, to their destiny! Off to the Planet Mercury!!

CANDY

(excited)

I bet it’s warm and toasty there! Like a Carry-a-bean island!

BALONEY

But it’s not finished. I need the new steel cables to complete it and...

WELLINGTON

Say no less, you pathetic pencil pusher! I have the items you seek! I’ll help you complete the traverse and rescue the town! Tell the townspeople to gather here at your silly bridge tomorrow at 7 in the PM! WE SET OUT FOR THE PLANET MERCURY! Adieu!

CANDY



He’s my new hero!

LIGHTS GO OUT ON JOBSITE FOR A FEW LONG MOMENTS.

LIGHTS COME UP ON JOBSITE. IT IS NIGHT.

Mom ENTERS, carrying a suitcase and some clothes. She places them under the bridge, and BEGINS SWEEPING around a bit.

Sondra ENTERS.

MOM

Sondra, hunny! How was school? Did you meet your imaginary friend today?

SONDRA

Mom, c’mon! I don’t wanna talk about that. I wanna talk about how we’re gonna get our farm back.

MOM

Oh, Sondra. We didn’t need that old farm anyway. 

SONDRA

Mom, listen. You got conned. That Wellington guy stole our farm right out from under us. There is no such thing as an invisible or imaginary friend. Now we’ve got to get the deed back from that crook.

MOM



No-can-do, sweetie.

SONDRA



What do you mean??

MOM

He’s already bulldozed it. He’s putting up condos.

SONDRA



WHAT?! Where are we gonna live, MOM!?

MOM

I’ve got it all taken care of, Sondra. Mr. Baloney has agreed to let us sleep under his new bridge! Isn’t that nice of him??

SONDRA

Mom, you don’t get it! That guy is trying to swindle everybody in town! He’s selling stupid ideas for thousands of dollars! 

MOM



But the people are happy, aren’t they?

SONDRA



Yeah, but they don’t know any better.

MOM

Well, what’s the difference? As long as you’re happy, what does it matter?

SONDRA

Mom, they’re too stupid! They don’t know how to be happy!

MOM

Hunny, happiness comes from within your heart, not from anywhere else. No one has the power to make you happy or not happy. You control it all from inside. 

SONDRA

You’re missing the point. Wellington Washington the Seventh is selling nothing! NOTHING! And you bought it.

MOM

That’s where you’re wrong, Sondra. Wellington Washington the Seventh is selling freedom. He’s selling hope. He’s selling life.

Mom EXITS.

Sondra LOOKS FRUSTRATED, and WANDERS AROUND THE STAGE.

Dylan ENTERS.

DYLAN



Hey.

SONDRA



Oh, hi. You scared me.

DYLAN

Sorry about that. I over heard voices. Was that your mother you were talking to?

SONDRA

Yeah. She’s just as blind as the rest of the people in this town. They just don’t see the big picture.

DYLAN

Some people only see what they want to see. Sometimes I think my mom doesn’t understand me. It’s like we speak different languages or something.

SONDRA

That’s exactly how I feel. I’m totally out of place here.

DYLAN

I know what you mean. You’re feeling like there are two different worlds, and you’re the only one who doesn’t belong. Like you were meant for better places, better things.

They look at each other.

SONDRA

Dylan? I know I just met you and all, but somehow I feel like I’ve known you all along. 

DYLAN

Well, if you believe in fate, maybe something is pulling us together. Everything happens for a reason, right? 

SONDRA

I believe it. It’s about the ONLY thing I believe in.

DYLAN

Well, I gotta go. See you in school?

SONDRA



Okay.

Dylan BEGINS TO EXIT. Sondra GRABS AND HUGS HIM.

SONDRA

(awkwardly)

Sorry, sorry. I just, um, wanted to see if you were real.

Dylan TAKES HER HAND AND KISSES IT.

DYLAN



We’re both real.

Dylan EXITS.

LIGHTS GO OUT ON JOBSITE.

LIGHTS COME UP IN THE CLASSROOM.

Only Ferdinando is seated in the classroom.

SLOPPER

Okay, class, please begin with me the lesson. Now. There are two types of chickens in the world: The ones you eat, and the ones you don’t. Are there any questions?

FERDINANDO

Mr. Slopper? Why do we always learn about chickens?

SLOPPER

Because everything has to do with chickens, dear Ferdinando. Say it with me: “Everything has to do with chickens.”

FERDINANDO



Everything has to do with chickens...

SLOPPER

Right. Now, furthermore, a chicken is...

FERDINANDO



Excuse me, Mr. Slopper?

SLOPPER

Oh, what is it now, Ferdinando? And why must you insist on forgetting my proper social title?

FERDINANDO



Wha?

SLOPPER

Your question, my dim-witted student, what is your question!?

FERDINANDO

Oh, right. Why am I the only one in class today? And is there really such a thing as an imaginary friend? 

SLOPPER

(thinking)

Two questions, two answers: I don’t know, and I don’t know! Shall we go on!?

OVER THE LOUDSPEAKER WE HEAR MS. FARTINGSON:

FARTINGSON

(O.S.)



Excuse me, Mr. Slopper?

SLOPPER

It’s DOCTOR Slopper, my dear Miss Fart-so-ever!

FARTINGSON

Sorry, Dr. Slopper, but is Ferdinando there?

SLOPPER

Yes, he is present. Is there a chance you will be needing him in your barroom slash office today, therefore leaving me to teach only the empty desks?

FARTINGSON

(after a pause)



Are you talking to me, Mr. Slopper?
SLOPPER

Well, I’m not talking to my one and only student! I am simply asking if you are going to remove him.

FARTINGSON



Who?

SLOPPER



Ferdinando! Ferdinando!

FERDINANDO



Yes, Mr. Doctor?

SLOPPER



Shut up, dear boy!

FARTINGSON

Mr. Slopper? I’d just like to know if Ferdinando is present.

SLOPPER



Yes, yes he is!

FARTINGSON



Are you sure, Mr. Doctor Slopper?

SLOPPER

I’m quite sure, Ms. Far-From-Smart. He’s tangible. 

FARTINGSON

Can you see him?

SLOPPER

Has a small mouse run off with your brain, Ms. Fartingson? Ferdinando is present! I see him with my eyes! He sits before me!

FARTINGSON

We’re just checking, Mr. Slopper. There seems to be some imaginary students in the building. Thanks, and sorry to bother you.

SLOPPER



Oh, dear God, help me...

FERDINANDO



Mr. Slopper?

SLOPPER



What is it now, Ferdinando?

FERDINANDO



Am I imaginary?

SLOPPER

Oh, what a gift if you were, my light-brained pupil. (a pause) But you do give me an idea. Class dismissed! Follow me, my dopey boy!

LIGHTS GO OUT ON CLASSROOM.

LIGHTS COME UP IN BAR/OFFICE.

Dab and Fab ENTER.

DAB

Ms. Fartingson isn’t here. What should we do, Fab?

FAB

I don’t know! I hope she’s not invisible too. (calling) Ms. Fartingson..! Where are you!

DAB

(calling)



Ms. Fartingson..! Hellooo!?

The WAITRESS ENTERS.

WAITRESS



Can I help you?

FAB



Who are you?

WAITRESS

I’m the Guidance Secretary Waitress. I handle all the paperwork and the drink orders. Ms. Fartingson is at a meeting so, I’ll get you drinks while you wait.

DAB

Great! I’d like a lightly-sweetened Mongolian Iced Tea with exactly three drops of freshly-squeezed lime juice and three grains of sugar, no more, no less. 

WAITRESS

(annoyed)



Wha?

FAB

(to Dab)

Oh! What a great choice! I can’t believe I didn’t think of that! I must ask you, how do go about choosing so correctly every time!?

DAB

Like, I don’t know! I think it’s just my natural ability!

FAB

Really?? I wish I could order like you do. You know just what to say, like, every time!

WAITRESS



Hello? Orders please?

DAB

You can’t think about it, you have to just like, say it, ya know? Like how we do our homework!

FAB



You do homework?

DAB

Well, no, but I think about it sometimes!

WAITRESS

(looking at her watch)



Can you please order??

FAB

You know, Dab, I really think you’re just like, awesome!

DAB

Thank you! So are you, Fab! You’re like, so, so, awesome!

WAITRESS



It would be awesome if you ordered!

FAB

But I mean it, Dab. You’re like my super-best friend in the whole wide world.

DAB

Awwww! You’re my best friend too, Fab! And any time you want me to help you order, I’ll be here for you. I’ll always help...

WAITRESS

Look, you two idiots! If you don’t gimme your order in the next five seconds, you’re both gonna be eating your lunch with a straw. Got it??

Dab and Fab are FRIGHTENED. A LONG PAUSE.

FAB

(scared)



I’ll have what she’s having.

Mr. Slopper and Ferdinando ENTER.

SLOPPER



Girls! Have you seen Sondra Williams? 

DAB AND FAB



Like, no. Like, why?

SLOPPER

Because I have some information about her imaginary boyfriend!

DAB AND FAB



What is it!?

WAITRESS



Yeah, what is it?

SLOPPER

I know who it is! And, he’s REAL! But, it’s SONDRA that’s imaginary! 

They LOOK AT HIM LIKE HE’S CRAZY.

WAITRESS



Huh?

FERDINANDO



I think it has to do with chickens.

SLOPPER

Now, all we have to do is get Wellington to turn us all into imaginary people, and we’ll be FINE!

They all are SILENT.

WAITRESS



That’s a pretty good idea.

DAB AND FAB



Yeah! What a great idea!

FERDINANDO

Yeah! And everything has to do with chickens!

SLOPPER

Right you are, my miniature idiot! Let’s go!

Sondra ENTERS.

WAITRESS

There you are, Sondra! We were just talking about you. We have good news!

DAB AND FAB



You’re imaginary and Dylan’s not!

SLOPPER

It’s true! Think about it. Your friend Dylan is real, am I right?

SONDRA



I hugged him. He’s real, all right.

SLOPPER

Yes, but you didn’t hug yourself, so you don’t know if you’re real, and to him, you’re imaginary and not real! Get it?!

Sondra STARES AT HIM IN SILENCE.

FERDINANDO



It all has to do with chickens.

LIGHTS GO OUT ON BAR/OFFICE.

LIGHTS COME UP ON JOBSITE.

We see Mr. Baloney PUTTING SOME FINISHING TOUCHES ON THE BRIDGE.

BALONEY

Miss Candy! Miss Candy! Come here please! 

Candy ENTERS.

CANDY

What is it now!? Oprah’s got Jennifer Aniston on and I’m on Team Aniston!

BALONEY

I don’t care if you’re on Team Ignoramus! Just help me with this steel bolt.

CANDY



Eww! I’m not getting my hands dirty!

BALONEY

Please, Miss Candy! Mr. Washington is bringing the new cables and I want to be ready.

CANDY

Okay, but only because it’s a commercial.

They STRUGGLE A BIT, THEN FINISH.

BALONEY

Thank you. 

CANDY

(thinking)

Mr. Baloney? Does this bridge REALLY take you to the planet Mercury?

BALONEY

Of course! Mercury is nothing. Back in the day, I built bridges to Venus, Mars, even Pluto!

CANDY

Oh! The little doggie!? I love him! I used to watch Mickey Mouse cartoons all day.

BALONEY

No, no, no. The PLANET Pluto. It has nothing to do with cartoons. Now let’s clean up. Mr. Washington will be here soon.

CANDY

Okay. (thinks a moment) Mr. Baloney? What happens when you get to Planet Mickey?

BALONEY



Mercury. The Planet Mercury.

CANDY

Oh, right. What happens when the people get to the Planet Mercury?

Baloney is THINKING.

BALONEY

Well, I don’t know. I never thought about that. Maybe it has to do with...chickens.

CANDY

Mr. Baloney, you always know how to explain things so I can understand them. Thank you. 

BALONEY



You’re welcome, Candy. Now, let’s go.

Candy and Mr. Baloney EXIT.

Sondra ENTERS.

Dylan ENTERS.

DYLAN



Sondra?

SONDRA

Dylan! I’ve been looking for you. I heard that idiot Wellington has somehow convinced everyone to pay five hundred dollars each for a ticket to the planet Mercury! Can you believe that! Boy, if it wasn’t for you I’d be the only normal person in this town.

DYLAN

Sondra, I have to tell you something. I’m leaving town too.

SONDRA



You’re what?

DYLAN



Yes. It’s time for me to go.

SONDRA

But where are you going? Why are you leaving? You can’t leave me here, please!

DYLAN

I’m sorry. I really like you, Sondra. I’ve never felt like this before.

SONDRA

So then why are you leaving!? You can stay and we can...

DYLAN

No, Sondra. I’ve got to go back home. I’ve spent too long here.

SONDRA



Where is home? I’ll come with you! 

DYLAN

I wish you could, but I don’t think it’s possible. Listen, I really enjoyed our time together. I’ll never forget you, Sondra.

SONDRA

No, Dylan. I will come with you, you’ve got to let me come with you!

DYLAN

Sondra, listen. It doesn’t matter where I am or how far apart we are, you will always be by my side. Do you believe that?

SONDRA



Yes. Yes, I do believe.

They HUG FOR A LONG MOMENT. Then Dylan SLOWLY BREAKS AWAY. Sondra FALLS TO THE FLOOR, with her HEAD IN HAND.

Wellington ENTERS, FOLLOWED BY THE TOWNSPEOPLE.

WELLINGTON

(calling the townspeople)

Good townspeople! Come hither! There is need of a miracle, and you’re all the martyrs! Mr. Baloney, oh craftsman of intergalactic causeways! Come to me!

The Townspeople ENTER. 

Mr. Baloney ENTERS to STAND NEXT TO WELLINGTON.

WELLINGTON

My dear slow-witted people, I have just been called by the Bridge-Building Gods to appear behind you at this time! Our own dear Mr. Baloney here by my side is in need of steel something-or-others to help him complete his bridge, and for the small fee of forty thousand dollars, IT WILL BE DONE!

Wellington PULLS A LONG STEEL CORD FROM HIS CART.

BALONEY

(pays him the cash)

Forty thousand is a small price to pay! Sold!

Mr. Baloney INSTALLS THE NEW STEEL CORDS.

WELLINGTON

But that is far from all, dear people! For the sum of a measly five hundred dollars each, you all will be transported, via this glorified pile of stones, to a wondrous place called “the planet Mercury!”

WOMAN



What’s the planet Mercury?

WELLINGTON

It’s a spectra-wondrous place filled with the most extradicious, magnificious, beautaeous thingamagiggers, you’ve ever seen!

WAITRESS



Is it better than where we live?

WELLINGTON

Multiply by three zillion and you’ll have an idea.

FARTINGSON



Do they need guidance counselors there?

WELLINGTON



All they can get, my good lady. 

SLOPPER

How about teachers who teach about chickens?

WELLINGTON

Well, I’m sure they’d welcome you. For all those who require happiness and security, come forward. For the entrance fee, you may traverse the bridge, to a new life!

The townspeople ONE BY ONE PAY HIM AND GO OVER THE BRIDGE INTO THE LIGHT.

Sondra comes and STOPS HER MOM, WHO IS WAITING ON LINE.

SONDRA



Mom?

MOM



Now, don’t try to stop me, Sondra.

SONDRA

I wasn’t, Mom. I just wanted to thank you. Thank you for believing in me, even when I didn’t believe in myself.

MOM

Oh, hunny. You are my daughter. I’ll never stop believing in you.

THEY HUG.

SONDRA



I love you, Mom.

MOM

I love you too, Sondra. Now, are you coming to the planet Mercury?

SONDRA

No thanks, Mom. I think I’ll find my own little world to live in. Bye...

MOM



Goodbye, Sondra.

Mom IS THE LAST TO GO. Wellington is COUNTING HIS MONEY.

SONDRA

Well, you pulled it off, Mr. Washington the Seventh. You swindled every dime out of these people, and now they’re off to the planet Mercury.

WELLINGTON

My dear girl, you wouldn’t know a swindler if you bumped into one. I’m merely a traveling salesman who sells...

SONDRA

I know exactly what you sell, but I’m too much of a lady to repeat it. Just answer me one thing: was anything you sold real? Anything at all??

WELLINGTON

(thinking)



Did it feel real to you?

SONDRA

(thinking)



Yes.

WELLINGTON

Then it was real. You see, it didn’t matter what I said to those people and it didn’t matter what I sold. The only thing that matters is if they believed in it. I see you as a girl who has spent her whole time here not believing in hope, not believing in life. Maybe if you stopped thinking about it, you would see that life is only what you make of it. Nothing more, nothing less.

Wellington STARTS TO PUSH HIS CART UP THE BRIDGE.

WELLINGTON



Boy! Assist me here! I’m getting old...

Dylan ENTERS, and BEGINS HELPING HIM.

SONDRA



Dylan! 

DYLAN



Sondra, I can explain...

SONDRA

So, you got paid to be my imaginary friend. It was a joke the whole time, wasn’t it!?

DYLAN



You don’t understand.

SONDRA

I completely understand. I understand that you’re a liar! You played me the whole time, and you...

DYLAN



Sondra, I love you.

SONDRA



What did you say?

DYLAN

I said I love you. I never played you, Sondra. Wellington was just the reason to get you into my life, and me into yours. I’ve got to go with him, but you have the chance to follow.

SONDRA



Dylan, I...

DYLAN

Sondra, I can’t make you believe in me and I can’t make you come with me. You have to do that yourself. I can only tell you what I feel inside. I love you, Sondra. You are my ultimate.

SONDRA



I, I don’t know if I believe...

DYLAN

But I know what you do believe. You told me the other day. Do you remember?

SONDRA



No...

DYLAN

You believe that everything happens for a reason. Everything...

Dylan FOLLOWS WELLINGTON OVER THE BRIDGE.

Sondra LOOKS CONFUSED AND SAD. SHE WANDERS THE STAGE, THEN LOOKS AT THE BRIDGE. SLOWLY, SHE CROSSES IT.

LIGHTS GO OUT ON THE BRIDGE.

CURTAIN CLOSES.

LIGHTS COME UP ON CENTER STAGE.


CURTAIN OPENS TO REVEAL Mr. Washington’s Antique Shop.

Wellington Washington is busy FIXING A PAIR OF OLD GLASSES.

Dylan ENTERS.

DYLAN



Hey Mr. Washington.

WELLINGTON



Dylan, how are you this morning?

DYLAN

I don’t know. I feel like I had this really intense dream, but I can’t remember it all. 

WELLINGTON



What was it about?

DYLAN

Well, you were in it, and so was this girl, and there was something about a huge bridge that brought you to another planet.

WELLINGTON

Sounds like a crazy dream, kid. But you know, sometimes dreams come true. Your imagination is very powerful, and it can make you believe things are real when they’re not. 

DYLAN

My imagination is pretty strong. It’s my regular life that’s got me down.

WELLINGTON

What’s bothering you? Lately you seem out of sorts.

DYLAN

I don’t know. Didn’t you ever feel like you were not meant for this world? 

WELLINGTON

Yes, Dylan. I think we all feel like that sometimes. You’ve just got to find your own world sometimes, that’s all.

DYLAN

That’s the best advice I’ve heard in years.

WELLINGTON

Heck. Maybe all you need is an imaginary friend.

Dylan is SILENT, LOOKING AT THE AUDIENCE.

DYLAN



What did you say?

WELLINGTON

An imaginary friend. I had one when I was young. Got me through some tough times. You see, Dylan, sometimes the imaginary world and real world connect. It’s like going over a long bridge. And when you go over that bridge, you find where you belong.

Dylan is SILENT.

WELLINGTON

Okay, I’ve got a meeting. Just wrap up these things in this box. A customer is coming in soon to pick them up. See you later.

DYLAN



Bye, Mr. Washington.

Wellington EXITS.

Dylan is GOING THROUGH THE ITEMS. He HOLD EACH ONE UP TO THE AUDIENCE.


A PAIR OF GLASSES.

A BACK BRACE.

A BOTTLE OF SLEEPING PILLS.

And the last thing he holds: AN EMPTY JAR.

The DOORBELL CHIMES. Sondra ENTERS. 

SONDRA



Dylan? 

DYLAN



Sondra!

SONDRA

(confused)



Dylan, where am I? What is all of this?

DYLAN

I don’t know. I, I thought it was a dream at first, but...

SONDRA



I went over the bridge, and...

DYLAN

The bridge... That’s it! They said the bridge takes you to where you belong. So...

SONDRA



So then, I belong...

DYLAN



With me, Sondra. You belong with me.

THEY HUG.

CURTAIN SLOWLY CLOSES.
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