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This book would not exist if it weren’t for donuts. Seriously. In high school, I had no identity—I was a chameleon. I just became whatever people wanted me to be as a defense mechanism. Having moved many times in my life leading up to that point, I never really felt like I had an opportunity to dig roots in anywhere and really discover who I was and what I liked, until one faithful day, Sophomore year. I was invited to attend a Drama Club meeting. I was a goofy kid, sure, I liked to get a laugh here and there, but, like, actually perform in front of people? No way. I was pretty adamant about not going until I was informed that there would be donuts there. It was an offer that I could not refuse.


My apprehension did not dissolve when I arrived in the auditorium. Once I spotted the box of donuts, I made a beeline for it, and with a mouth stuffed with glazed delicacies, I began to introduce myself to the other attendees. With the mission accomplished, I intended to just wait out things until my mom came to pick me up, but then they insisted we start playing games—improv games. Suddenly, I was invested. Back in elementary school, I watched exclusively cartoons, with the exception of one other TV Show: Whose Line Is It Anyway. Every episode, I couldn’t believe what I was watching. Some of the funniest people I had ever seen were making comedy gold out of thin air. It was magic, and I wanted so much to be a magician just like them.


When they called up people to join in the first game, I eagerly took the stage—all of my shyness and insecurity suddenly disappeared quicker than the donut I inhaled moments before. Party Quirks was the game we played, where one person was the host, as the other performers entered as characters for the host to guess who they were. I was tasked with playing one of the cast members of Queer Eye for the Straight Guy, a show I had never heard of, nor seen at the time (I would later come to love the show and binge it thoroughly). When someone explained it to me with more detail, I went on stage and put on what I’m sure was a very respectful and nuanced portrayal of a gay man seeking to improve the lives of straight men all over—or at least the best you could expect from a straight, cisgender, Black teenager in the mid 2000s. When the game was over, I was quickly approached by several of the Drama Club veterans and asked, “You’re joining right? You’ll be back, right?” I did. I was. In many ways, I’ve never left.


Ever since that day, drama and theater had become fundamental elements of my life. To my recollection, I was a part of every performance to follow: whether it was a part of the chorus, a supporting role, or even the lead, in a few instances. I became VP of the Drama Club and then the President. I helped organize a program where we went to elementary schools and acted out plays they’d written for them—bringing their unfiltered imaginations to life to the best of our abilities. Even outside of the club activities, I couldn’t stop thinking about performing. I would analyze the performances of actors in the movies I saw and admire their creative choices and impressive line reads. I would read Shakespeare and practice reciting some of his most legendary monologues—even though I barely understood them. I would listen to the songs from musicals endlessly, and some of my favorite moments of high school would be trading verses back and forth to those songs with my friends as we drove home from a performance. For the first time in my life, I had finally found something that felt like me, something I could say without any reservations was a part of who I am, and that I loved because it meant something to me and not because I wanted to like it for someone else.


And meant a lot to me, it did. A lot of the most emotional moments I have resolved around my love for theater and live performances. When I performed my last play, I cried on stage. When I had to leave the Drama Club when I was graduating, I cried. When the only college I applied to rejected me from their drama program, I cried in the shower like a scene from a movie. When my improv group that I performed with for over a year disbanded because we all couldn’t commit to changing our performance day, tears streamed down my eyes as I walked towards the L with Kanye West’s Street Lights playing in my ears.


As life has taken its twists and turns to develop into what it is today, my ability to perform has become nonexistent, but my love for the genre has not dissipated at all. And with the advent of AI blending the lines between art that was created with someone’s soul and art that was made with a random string of text, I feel like live performances are really going to be one of the last bastions for people to find organic, personable creative art—until androids become a thing, that is.


So this book is a collection of four plays that I wrote in my early twenties. At the time, I had no idea someone could just write a play and perform it; I thought you needed to be a part of some organization or something. It wasn’t until my friend invited me to perform in one of his plays that he had written himself that I realized there were not gatekeepers to this process. And once I started, I couldn’t stop. I wrote one play, then another, then another. There are several more half-written play ideas that did not make it into this book, but I was addicted to the format and put most of my creative energy into it for several years.


In reviewing the plays almost a decade after writing them, I was somewhat surprised to find a commonality in all of them: unrequited relationships where someone is wanting something from someone that that person is not willing to give. While not always at the core of the conflict of these stories, it exists in some capacity in all of them, hence the title The Unrequited One-Acts. A bit of me exists in all of these characters, and I’m able to somewhat relive my emotional turmoil at the time, while also seeing how far I’ve come from being the person I was when I found these stories necessary.


I love these plays. There are definitely things about them I probably would not have written today, but as a time capsule to the person I was at the time and the things I was consumed with, I couldn’t be happier that these plays exist. In many ways, the reason why I made this book is just so I could hold these plays in my hands and have them exists in a tangible format. If others find interest in these plays, that would really just be the cherry on top. If people would be so inclined as to perform these plays and actually bring them to life, I don’t know if my heart could take that level of joy. Whatever happens, I’m so happy to have made what I have made. And to anybody out there reading this, this book pairs great with a few glazed donuts and apple juice.




Notanothanoir




NOTANOTHANOIR1
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FORWARD






Notanothanoir was my first foray into playwriting. Before I wrote this play, I had no idea you could just write a play and put it on yourself—the closest I'd come was writing and performing a play in my creative writing class in high school. I figured you needed to work at a theater or be crowned an official playwright or something (whatever that entails). It wasn't until I came home from college that my views were expanded.


A friend of mine, with whom I had performed improv at my community college, had begun writing and putting on plays at a local nature preserve that happened to have a theater space. He cast me in a couple of his plays, and it was a joy to be a part of live performance again, and, since I was working with the playwright himself, we were able to find things in the performance that did not exist on the page when he originally wrote it, which was an eye-opening experience.


I’ve always had a fascination with noir films—despite, to this day, having only seen a handful. The idea of talking like a gangster from the 1940’s in modern day has always tickled me (this play not being the only piece that has incorporated this concept), so it does not surprise me that I made that a core element of this play.


Another topic that has always captivated me has been unrequited love. At the height of my emotional teens, I would rewatch raunchy romantic comedies by Kevin Smith and Judd Apatow. Going back and looking at most of my writing from my teens to early 20s, there was always an aspect of it somewhere—either being the main focus or at least a side plot.


Being my first one-act, this one is rough in many places—there are several moments that I would not incorporate in a play I would write today—but I love it for what it is: a snapshot of the budding playwright I was becoming, who watched way too many rom coms.




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








  	Trench coat (for RICKY)


  	Sunglasses (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)







NOTES








  	If AV is available, have a noir-sounding instrumental playing while RICKY performs his soliloquies. BILL should also be able to play this instrumental on the guitar during his scene with RICKY.


  	If not making a set, the whole play can be performed with 5 folding chairs and a collapsible table. They will be needed in each scene as follows:

  

    	Scene 1 - 1 folding chair, the table in front of the chair.


    	Scene 2 - the table in the center with 3 chairs surrounding it


    	Scene 3 - 2 chairs set up in the center. The table is off to one side, as the counter for the coffee shop.


    	Scene 4 - 4 folding chairs together side-by-side, making a couch.


    	Scene 5 - 5 chairs in a semi-circle.


  




  	MAX & THERAPIST can be any gender and have their pronouns adjusted to meet the actors’ preferences.







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 mobster 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 its 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 on the table) it was the goddamn dog! WITH A TOOTHBRUSH! Ah, I'm tellin' ya, it'd be somethin' to see. Anyways, I was craftin' this masterpiece when all of a sudden-


Knocking.


RICKY:	What?!


TRACY:	(offstage) 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.	 


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


MORGAN enters2 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.


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...3


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


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.


What?!


TRACY walks in.


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


TRACY takes a look around the room.


Doing nothing, apparently.


RICKY:	(out of character) Christ, Trace, didn't I tell you to wait a minute?!


TRACY:	Yeah, but-


RICKY:	If you're gonna come in here then at least stand over there and look sexy.


RICKY points over to where MORGAN was standing.


TRACY:	(clearly offended) Excuse me?


RICKY:	Just do it, and then you can say whatever the hell you want, okay?


TRACY stands for a moment with a disproving look, then sighs, walks over to where MORGAN was standing, and replicates her poses and movements.


As I was sayin', this fantastically mediocre broad walks in...


TRACY clearly looks annoyed.


And I'm talking blander than a box of Cheerios. If I hadta give her a number out of ten... (pause) I'd throw her a bone if she begged me for it.


TRACY:	Really, Ricky? I-


RICKY clears his throat loudly and points back to the spot. TRACY reluctantly goes back to posing.


RICKY:	She's got these legs she always keeps covered up, so I can only imagine they're hairier than Sasquatch.


TRACY:	Prick.


RICKY:	(ignoring her) She has dry lips, no hips, saggy tits, really just nothin' to get excited about. I mean, her eyes were kinda pretty, I guess.


TRACY snorts and begins walking over to the table.


I did my best to remain conscious as she walked over to my desk and...


TRACY winds back and gives RICKY a good slap across the face.


RICKY:	(out of character) Ow! What was that for?


TRACY:	For whatever the hell that was, you fucking pervert! And you may not think so, but my hips are mesmerizing!


RICKY:	(murmuring) One for three.


TRACY:	(raising her hand, preparing another slap) You want to say that again?


RICKY:	(flinching) No! Okay, okay, what do you want?


TRACY:	I just wanted to check on you. You know, after-


RICKY:	(interrupting) I'm fine.


TRACY:	Are you sure?


RICKY:	Positive.


TRACY:	Ricky, I...


RICKY:	(interrupting) I'm fine. Right as rain. Fit as a fiddle. Happier than a pig in shit having a 30-minute orgasm. Is there anything else I can do for you?


TRACY:	Alright, alright. I can  see you don't want to talk right now. I just wanted to make sure you were alright.


RICKY:	Peachy keen.


TRACY:	Fine.


TRACY turns and begins walking away, but stops before she reaches the door and walks back to the table.


Oh yeah, I almost forgot. Have you seen my keys?


RICKY:	Your keys? You come in here and assault me because you can't find your keys?


TRACY:	I came in here to ask if you've seen them. I assaulted you because you're a freak.


RICKY:	How the hell should I know where they are?


TRACY:	(angrily) I don't know, Rick. Maybe you took them so you could smell them and help you fulfill whatever sick fantasy you're trying to pull off here?!


RICKY:	(cowering) I haven't seen your damn keys, alright? Where did you have them last?


TRACY:	I don't know. I didn't take my car out yesterday, but I did go to the coffee shop and Bill's place. Could you check around and help me find them?


RICKY:	Why should I?


TRACY:	Because if you don't, I'll let the guys know you're playing porno investigator in here. I'm sure they'll take to that as well as I have.


RICKY:	Fine, fine, fine. I'll look around and see if I find them. How will I know they're yours?


TRACY:	They've got Goofy on them.


RICKY:	What's that, some kind of lube?


TRACY raises her hand for another slap while RICKY cowers.


TRACY:	It's Goofy, you freak! The Disney dog.


RICKY:	He's not a dog.


TRACY:	What?


RICKY:	He's not a dog. Pluto's a dog. Goofy's a goof.


TRACY:	I don't give a damn if Goofy's a friggin' albatross, just help me find my keys! And try not to look at my ass as I walk out, you perv.


RICKY recoils as TRACY turns around and leaves. His eyes are wide and follow the sway of her hips as she walks out. RICKY collects himself.


RICKY:	(back in character) And so it was. Y'know, it's not every day a dame like that comes into your office and gives you an offer you couldn't possibly refuse, no matter how bad you wanted to. We had a mystery, alright, and I had a really weird feeling about this one. A burning sensation, right around here.


RICKY puts a hand up to the spot where TRACY slapped him and rubs it. He then grabs the COAT that was sitting on the back of his chair and throws it on.


Yeah, this boxcar had fallen off the rails and was now making a pitstop...


RICKY grabs a pair of SUNGLASSES out of one of the pockets of his COAT and puts them on.


In Strangeland4.


RICKY runs off stage.









***






SCENE 2 - WISEGUYS


A table sits in the center of the room with 3 chairs around it. There is a DECK OF CARDS at the table. GREG and MAX are sitting at the table playing cards across from one another.


GREG:	So you're really serious about doing this whole "vow of silence" thing, huh, Max?


MAX nods their head.


Crazy. And you say you're not gonna talk until they cancel Keepin' Up With the Kardashians?5


MAX nods their head defiantly.


I mean, don't get me wrong, the show was good at first, but then it just kinda started getting ridiculous. I mean, they didn't need to out T-Swizzle6 like that, you know?


MAX shakes their head as if to say "Damn shame".


Yeah, I hear you. I don't know about the whole silent protest thing, though. I mean, you don't really leave the house much, so I don't see who's going to really realize you're protesting except for us.


MAX shrugs.


Either way, I'm all for you standing up for something you believe in, man. More power to you. You know...


GREG continues talking as RICKY enters and begins talking off to the side--soliloquy style7. GREG and MAX look up at him, confused as he speaks.


RICKY:	As my search for clues began, I happened to find myself in quite the wiseguy den. Now let me tell you, these cats were the wisest of guys: never catch the bastards without shiteatin' grins or somethin' up a sleeve, I tell you. The guy on the-


GREG:	(interrupting) Hey, Ricky!


RICKY pauses for a second, then continues as if he did not hear GREG.


RICKY:	I says the guy on the left is-


GREG:	Hey, Ricky! The hell are you doing, man?


RICKY rips his SUNGLASSES off his face and glares at GREG and MAX.


RICKY:	(out of character) Can't you assholes see I'm in the middle of something?! Why don't you shut your mouths until I'm finished, huh?!


GREG and MAX both look at RICKY, shocked. They raise their hands submissively and wait for RICKY to continue. RICKY slips his SUNGLASSES into his COAT pocket.


RICKY:	(turning back towards the audience, back in character) As I was saying. The guy on the left is Greg. Got a mouth on him, this one does. He'll talk you into anything. And a real poonhound, too. Rumor has it he once talked his way into the skirt of every skirt on his high school's cheer squad.


GREG:	(standing up proudly) Not a rumor, actually.


RICKY:	(out of character) GODDAMMIT, Greg, do you ever shut the hell up?!


GREG dejectedly sits back down and lowers his head.


(back in character) Anyway. The other one here is Max.


MAX waves to the audience.


The kid's new to this little crew of jackasses, so I don't know much about 'em. What I do know is that they've got an ugly mug, and if the dames on Downer's Street have told me... (pause) I mean taught me anything, it's that you can't trust someone with an ugly mug!


MAX makes a sad face and looks down.


I know Tweedle-dee and Tweedle-dum here are two peas in a pod, a two-headed dipshit is what we call 'em down at the precinct. The key to takin' down of these dipshits is gettin' rid of the main head. Ya do that, and the other one just kinda flails around like a soft Willie.


RICKY makes an obscene gesture meant to represent a dangling member, letting his arm limply wiggle between his legs.
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