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CHARACTERS


RICKY	A delusional fool.


TRACY	His roommate, a punk-ish hardass.


GREG	Their roommate, a charming jabberjaw.


MAX	His best friend, the silent type.


MORGAN	A bubbly barista.


BILL	Aspiring rockstar.


THERAPIST	Therapist. 




SETTING






1. RICKY, TRACY, GREG & MAX’s shared home.


2. Coffee shop down the street from their place where MORGAN works.


3. BILL’s apartment above the coffee shop.






TIME






Present day: events take place over the course of one day.






SCENES


Scene 1	The House: RICKY’s room.    Morning.


Scene 2	The House: Family Room.     Noonish.


Scene 3	Coffee Shop.              Afternoon.


Scene 4	BILL’s Apartment.           Evening.


Scene 5	The House: Family Room.       Night.




PROPS








  	Sunglasses (for RICKY)


  	Trench coat (for RICKY)


  	Pen & Pad (for RICKY)


  	Playing Cards (for GREG)


  	Name tag (for MORGAN)


  	Rag (for MORGAN)


  	Apron (for MORGAN)


  	Guitar (for BILL)


  	Cell Phone (for BILL)


  	Remote Control (for GREG)


  	Keys with a Goofy key chain


  	Clipboard (for THERAPIST)


  	5 folding chairs (for a minimal set)


  	Collapsible table (for a minimal set)











SCENE 1 - THE VERY IMPORTANT PRIVATE INVESTIGATOR


(RICKY's room. In it sits a cheap table with a folding chair in front of it, with RICKY's COAT draped over the back. RICKY sits in the chair with his feet up on the table and a PEN and NOTEPAD in hand. RICKY is acting like a private eye and speaks in a cartoonish accent.)


RICKY


In my line of work, you see a lot of strange shit. And I don't mean, "Look! There's a squirrel with a Halloween decoration on his head scarin' all the neighborhood kids. Ain't that messed up?" strange. I mean, "This guy's dead! And you know what killed him? A goddamn toothbrush!" I'm talkin' that kinda strange. For instance, it was a day like any other day. What day? Couldn't tell ya. My calendar fell off the wall months ago, and I'm one of those guys what won't pick up a calendar for nobody! 


(aggressively)


NOBODY, ya hear me?! 


(pause)


Anyways. It was a day, alright. I was ruminatin', or whatever, in my head about some play I was plannin' on writtin'. Woulda been a real classy joint, too. A murder mystery with a smarter-than-Sherlock private eye, a buncha dirty wiseguys, n' a flock of downright sexy dames. There'd be this crazy twist ending, too! You'd never see it comin': the P.I. n' the fed's'll be all stumped, tryin' to get to the bottom of things until the end when they figure out...


(smacks fist onto the table)


It was the goddamn dog. WITH A TOOTHBRUSH! Ah, I'm tellin' ya, it'd be somethin' to see. Anyway, I was craftin' this masterpiece when all of a sudden-


(knocking)


RICKY


What?!


TRACY


(off stage)


Hey, Ricky, do you have a minute?


RICKY


(a bit out of character)


I'm in the middle of something right now, can ya wait?


(silence)


RICKY (CONT’D)


Sheesh. As I was sayin', all of a sudden this crazy hot doll walks in...


(MORGAN enters1 and stands across the stage from RICKY's table, making a sexy pose. As RICKY speaks about her, she accentuates the parts of her body he talks about.)


RICKY (CONT'D)


And I'm talkin' crazy hot. If I hadta give her a number outta ten, I'd give her a FUCK, if you know what I mean. She had these lollipop legs... 


(pause)


Nah, that doesn't make sense. She had these candy cane... 


(pause)


Pixie stick... 


(pause)


Reese's pieces...


(pause)


Forget it, she had these really long fuckin' legs is what I'm sayin'. But that wasn't all--big lips, big hips, and big tits--she was a dream of a woman, I tell ya. When she came into my office, I went completely Looney Tunes. You know what I mean, straight up...


(RICKY makes a lot of exaggerated and cartoony gestures and noises: "AOOGAH, AOOGAH", "HONKA, HONKA", bug eyes, stomps feet, bangs on table, howls, ect. When he finishes, MORGAN starts sauntering over to his desk.)


RICKY (CONT'D)


It was nuts. My heart was bangin' damn near out of my chest as she moseyed over to my desk, leaned over, and said...


(Knocking; MORGAN runs offstage.)


RICKY (CONT'D)


What?!


(TRACY walks in.)


TRACY


Listen, Ricky, I know that you're busy...


(Pause; TRACY takes a look around the room.)


TRACY (CONT’D)


Doing nothing, apparently.

