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CRUMPLED CLASSICS

By CRAIG SODARO
# of lines

Frame Story
JASMINE (F) ..............................student in charge of the 76

production
BRIT (F) ....................................her best friend and assistant 38
SCOTT (M) ................................class hunk 53
SPEEDY (M) ..............................not the most motivated student 50
URSULA (F) ...............................doesn’t mind a fi ght or two 44
SOPHIE (F) ................................student who loves to read 31
MS. COLLINS (M or F) ................a young teacher 58
DR. DANVERS (M or F) ...............50s, the school principal 24
ABIGAIL (F)................................student playwright 39
CORY (M) ..................................shy, stage-frightened student 14
NOTE:  Unless otherwise noted below, any actor can play the various 
roles in the fi ve classic scenes. Doubling is fi ne!

Romeo and Juliet
(3 male [not CORY], 3 female)

GERI.........................................fast food counter girl 9
JULIET (JASMINE) ......................boss’s daughter 32
ROMEO (SCOTT) ........................teenager 24
BEN (SPEEDY) ...........................his best friend 10
MRS. CAPULET..........................Juliet’s mom 14
PARIS (not CORY) ......................teenage boy 9

Frankenstein
(1 male [not Cory], 4 female)

IVA (SOPHIE) .............................high school girl 46
FRANKIE (URSULA) ....................another 51
LOLA ........................................another 15
LANI .........................................another 9
MONSTER (SPEEDY) ..................teenage boy 16
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Phantom of the Opera
(2 male, 5 female, 1 male voice)

MADAME POMPADOUR ..............artistic director of the Paris 46
Opera

CHRISTINE DAIE (BRIT) ..............singer 43
GISELLE ...................................another 20
MARIE ......................................another 17
CHARLIE (CORY) ........................Christine’s agent 37
INSPECTOR ...............................investigator 9
COSETTE ..................................newspaper reporter 9

Sherlock Holmes
(1 male [not CORY], 3 female [not BRIT] plus 1 female voice)

JONI WATSON (ABIGAIL) .............young woman 39
SHIRLEY HOLMES (SOPHIE) .......her friend and roommate 35
VOICE OF MRS. HUDSON ...........offstage voice of their landlady 4
LADY LIVERMORE (not BRIT).......wealthy woman 32
LORD LIVERMORE (not CORY) ....her husband 33

Legend of King Arthur
(1 male [not CORY], 3 female [not BRIT])

MYRNA (not BRIT) .....................mother 49
ARTIE (not CORY) ......................her teenage son 34
SYBIL (not BRIT) ........................Myrna’s best friend 28
GUINNY (not BRIT) .....................stuck-up teenage girl 7
EXTRAS ....................................as townspeople n/a

SET DESCRIPTION
The play essentially takes place on a bare stage, with minimal props 
to establish simple, representational sets for each story. On the 
backstage wall, a handmade sign proclaims “Classics on Parade.” 
If desired, the UPSTAGE wall can also be decorated with various 
characters from classic literature. There is a counter or work table 
UP CENTER that can be used as a fast food counter, a dresser, a 
bookcase, a hiding place or whatever the various stories call for. In 
addition, several colorfully painted boxes are CENTER. These will be 
moved around for each story to create a couch, a bed and so on.
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CRUMPLED CLASSICS

ACT ONE
LIGHTS UP:  Played in front of the curtain, JASMINE and BRIT ENTER 
from the back or side of the auditorium.
JASMINE:  Hello? Where is everybody?
BRIT:  Gosh! You’d think everybody would be here by now! I’m so 

excited I can barely stand it!
SCOTT:  (ENTERS DOWN LEFT.) Hey! I’m here. Who else do you need?
BRIT:  Hi, Scott! It’s really cool you’re missing practice to be here.
SCOTT:  (Winks at JASMINE.) Anything for the theater. Right, Jasmine?
JASMINE:  (Ignores him, nervous.) Is anyone else here? Is the set 

done? Where is everybody?
SCOTT:  Speedy’s here, the set’s done and most everyone‘s in the 

dressing room. It’s all under control.
JASMINE:  I hope so! I mean, this is dress rehearsal, and Ms. Collins 

hasn’t seen it yet and—
BRIT:  Jasmine, she’s going to love it! Our student teacher gave us free 

reign, and you’ve worked so hard putting “Classics on Parade” 
together. It has to turn out great!

SCOTT:  Yeah, it’s got you written all over it, Jasmine.
JASMINE:  Scott, do me a favor, will you?
SCOTT:  Escort you to prom? Gladly!
JASMINE:  Right now just open the curtain and let me see the set, okay?
SCOTT:  That’s it? What about prom?
JASMINE:  Prom? Oh, please! Who has time to think about a dumb 

dance? I think I’m going to have a heart attack or maybe break out 
in hives. (SCOTT shrugs, EXITS DOWN LEFT.)

BRIT:  Gee, Jasmine, Scott wouldn’t have to beg me to go with him to 
prom! Half the girls would kill to go with him.

JASMINE:  Who would they kill?
BRIT:  The other half! (CURTAIN OPENS to reveal the stage. SPEEDY lies 

on top of the counter, asleep.)
JASMINE:  (Screams when she sees the set.) Oh, no! This is awful! 

Awful!
BRIT:  (Charges ON.) There’s a dead body on the stage!
SCOTT:  (ENTERS LEFT.) That’s not a dead body. It’s just Speedy.
JASMINE:  That’s worse than a dead body on stage! Speedy! Speedy!
SPEEDY:  Huh?
JASMINE:  Get up!
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SPEEDY:  Okay, Mom. (Rolls off the counter thinking it’s his bed. Falls to 
the fl oor.) Gosh, how’d my bed get so high?

SCOTT:  It’s not your bed, you dope!
BRIT:  You’re at school. On stage. Remember, Speedy?
SPEEDY:  Oh, yeah. (Stands up.)
URSULA:  (ENTERS RIGHT with SOPHIE, who reads a book.) Like the 

set, Jasmine?
JASMINE:  It’s… it’s… awful!
URSULA:  (Offended.) Well, thanks a lot! After all our hard work! What’s 

so awful about it?
JASMINE:  It’s so… so… bare!
URSULA:  You said you wanted a counter, some boxes and that sign. 

You said make it utilitarian!
JASMINE:  But it’s sooo utilitarian!
URSULA:  I might have known it wouldn’t be good enough for the 

Steven Spielberg (or other famous director) of (name of school).
SCOTT:  Look, it’s going to have to do because it’s just about time to 

get this show on the road, isn’t it?
JASMINE:  Sophie, what do you think?
SOPHIE:  (Sighs.) I think Heathcliff is doomed. And so’s Catherine.
JASMINE:  And so is this presentation.
MS. COLLINS:  (ENTERS LEFT.) Hey there. How’s it going?
URSULA:  Hi, Ms. Collins. Jasmine’s complaining, as usual.
JASMINE:  I just thought it would all look a little less… utilitarian.
MS. COLLINS:  I think you need to calm down a bit, Jasmine. I know 

you worked very hard on this year’s presentation. You all have. The 
student teacher said you went at it like a… a… well, he said you 
really worked hard.

JASMINE:  Like a what?
MS. COLLINS:  Like a bunch of loggers taking down a forest.
SPEEDY:  Timber!
BRIT:  You are such a dork, Speedy!
ABIGAIL:  (ENTERS RIGHT, carrying a page of a script.) Has anybody 

seen Cory? I’ve got a little line change for him.
SOPHIE:  You’re going to change a line on Cory now?
BRIT:  The show’s ready to start!
ABIGAIL:  I just don’t think I caught the nuance of his character in the 

third scene and I thought a few more lines might help.
URSULA:  I wouldn’t do that to Cory.

     
               

 
     

        
        

         
       

    
          

            
       

            
           

    
              

 
           
        

              
     

             
            

   
             
            

     
            

       
        

     
  

       
              

   
            
   
       

      
   

             
            

            
         

 
            

           
             

      
               

        
         

           
            
         

       
         

      
      

               
     

           
           

          
      

              
 

       
              

            
               

        
   

           
  

              
   

           
             

 

          
                
          

       
          

               
          
             

               
       
               

       
               

   
   

            
       
   
        

         
        
             

             
          
          
      

        
          
       
   

              

               
              

            
                
       
         

For preview only



3

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

JASMINE:  It’s just a word or two, right?
ABIGAIL:  It’s just this speech. (Shows them the page.)
SPEEDY:  Whoa! That’s like the whole Declaration of Independence!
MS. COLLINS:  I don’t think any of us could memorize that in fi ve 

minutes, Abigail.
ABIGAIL:  But I want the script to be perfect, Ms. Collins! The words 

are everything!
SPEEDY:  Hey! The set’s important, too.
JASMINE:  Oh, I could just cry!
DR. DANVERS:  (ENTERS LEFT.) Well, Ms. Collins, are we ready for 

rehearsal?
MS. COLLINS:  Principal Danvers!
JASMINE:  The show isn’t until tonight.
DR. DANVERS:  I’ve got a budget meeting with the superintendent 

tonight focusing on personnel, so I thought I’d catch the dress 
rehearsal. I wouldn’t want to miss this.

MS. COLLINS:  Well… uh…
BRIT:  Gee! You can be our test audience and tell us what you think.
DR. DANVERS:  It will be my pleasure. And, Ms. Collins, I trust it will be 

better than that thing the classes put on last year.
MS. COLLINS:  But I wasn’t responsible for the show last year.
DR. DANVERS:  That’s right. That was Ms. Harding’s doing. She never 

could get her students to understand the real meaning of the 
classics. I ran into her the other day at Burger Barn where she 
works. She seems happy enough.

BRIT:  (Quick, covering.) Well, these are different classics this year.
JASMINE:  And we’ve really tried to make them relevant to our own 

lives, Dr. Danvers.
ABIGAIL:  We’ve tried to make the words sing.
DR. DANVERS:  I hate musicals.
SOPHIE:  She’s speaking metaphorically.
DR. DANVERS:  I hate metaphors.
MS. COLLINS:  Oh, dear.
DR. DANVERS:  And Scott, why aren’t you at practice?
SCOTT:  I’m in this show, Dr. Danvers.
BRIT:  He’s spreading his wings.
DR. DANVERS:  I hate wings. Well, Ms. Collins, let’s see what you’ve 

gotten out of your students. The superintendent is always 
interested. (Walks OFF and sits at rear of AUDIENCE.)
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MS. COLLINS:  (Nervous.) Okay, let’s go ahead and get started, kids.
ABIGAIL:  But, Ms. Collins, we can’t fi nd Cory!
MS. COLLINS:  Does he come on right away?
JASMINE:  No, but pretty soon.
MS. COLLINS:  Speedy, as soon as the show starts, go look for him, 

will you?
SPEEDY:  You got it, Ms. C.
JASMINE:  Speedy, you’re in the fi rst scene!
SPEEDY:  (Scratches his head.) I am?
MS. COLLINS:  (Terrifi ed.) Oh! Guys, good luck!
BRIT:  Gosh, Ms. Collins, you’re not supposed to say that in a theater.
SPEEDY:  Or Macbeth. (ALL gasp and look around nervously.)
MS. COLLINS:  Go ahead, kids, get ready.
BRIT:  And it’s going to be great, right? Right?
SCOTT:  Let’s hear it for “Classics on Parade”! (ALL except MS. 

COLLINS cheer and EXIT RIGHT and LEFT. CURTAIN CLOSES as MS. 
COLLINS steps in front of it.)

MS. COLLINS:  (Takes out a note card and reads to AUDIENCE.) Yes, 
well… Good evening, family and friends. It’s that time of year for 
our annual presentation of “Classics on Parade,” by my various 
English classes. The students you will see performing tonight have 
all gone that extra literary mile for your enjoyment in bringing great 
scenes from the classics to life. I am particularly happy to be here 
since our recently departed student teacher has been in charge 
of this class for the last month. This entire production was written 
and directed by the students themselves, and they’ve promised 
to make the classics relevant to their own lives. We begin with 
one of my favorites, a scene from “Romeo and Juliet” by William 
Shakespeare. (EXITS DOWN LEFT.)

ROMEO AND JULIET
For “Romeo and Juliet,” the boxes are set here and there as if chairs 
and small tables at a fast food restaurant. The counter serves as the 
order/pick-up location. SCOTT plays ROMEO, JASMINE plays JULIET 
and SPEEDY plays BEN. CORY is not in this scene.
AT RISE:  JULIET, wearing a hat that says “Slick Chick,” stands behind 
the counter, wiping it with a rag.
GERI:  (ENTERS RIGHT.) How’s it hanging, Julie, old girl?
JULIET:  Dead as my date last night.
GERI:  No kidding? I thought Ty was hot stuff.
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JULIET:  Sure, for a cold fi sh. His idea of a good time was watching the 
Seahawks beat the Marlins.

GERI:  At least he’s into sports.
JULIET:  Sports? He took me to the aquarium at feeding time! (Keeps 

up an animated but silent conversation with GERI as ROMEO and 
BEN ENTER LEFT.)

BEN:  We shouldn’t be in a Capulet’s Slick Chick Chicken Chomper’s Deli.
ROMEO:  Why not?
BEN:  ’Cause your family owns Bust-A-Gut Burgers. You Montagues are 

the culinary enemies of the Capulets!
ROMEO:  But I’ve got a craving for chicken strips.
BEN:  That’s like… like… a vampire wanting to see the sun rise!
ROMEO:  Chill out. What’s the worst thing that could happen?
BEN:  You’d fall in love with the daughter of your mortal enemy and 

rather than part, you’d both… (Draws a fi nger across his throat.)
ROMEO:  Yeah, like that’ll happen! (Steps up to the counter.)
JULIET:  (Turned away from ROMEO, talks to GERI.) So, like, there are 

absolutely no cool guys in this ‘burb.
ROMEO:  Excuse me. (JULIET turns. She and ROMEO gasp.)
GERI:  You were saying?
JULIET:  (To GERI.) Don’t you have a chicken to pluck?
GERI:  Anything for the boss’s daughter. (EXITS RIGHT.)
BEN:  Romeo! I’m getting out of here! (Runs OFF LEFT.)
JULIET:  So you’re Romeo, huh? Kind of a cool name in a romantic sort 

of way. Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou, Romeo?
ROMEO:  Wherefore, as in why? Because that’s who I am. So who are 

you? You got a name?
JULIET:  Juliet. But my friends call me Julie.
ROMEO:  What’s in a name? A burger by any other name would still be 

a burger. So, you’re the boss’s daughter, huh?
JULIET:  Daddy said I have to learn the business from the bottom up. 

How about you?
ROMEO:  My old man said the same thing. That’s why I fl ip burgers 

morning, noon and night.
JULIET:  Are you…
ROMEO:  Yeah. We own Bust-A-Gut Burgers.
JULIET:  Are they really as good as everybody says?
ROMEO:  Better.
JULIET:  Wow, I wish I could try one. So what’ll you have, Romeo?
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ROMEO:  You, Juliet. Only you.
JULIET:  You must believe in love at fi rst sight.
ROMEO:  It was good enough for Shakespeare!
JULIET:  Let’s blow this joint and run off to Taco Bell (or some other 

fast food place).
MRS. CAPULET’S VOICE:  (From OFF LEFT.) Juliet! I’ve got a surprise 

for you!
JULIET:  My mom! Get back here and hide!
MRS. CAPULET:  (ENTERS LEFT with PARIS, the ultimate nerd, as 

ROMEO slips around the counter and hides.) Oh, darling! I’m 
sooooo glad you’re not busy.

JULIET:  What’s the surprise, Mom?
MRS. CAPULET:  You’re engaged!
JULIET/ROMEO:  What?!
MRS. CAPULET:  Is there somebody else here?
JULIET:  No. Just me! And what do you mean I’m engaged?
MRS. CAPULET:  Honey, this is Paris.
JULIET:  Mom, you’re losing it! This is (name of town).
MRS. CAPULET:  No. (Pushes PARIS forward.) I mean, this is Paris. Say 

hello to Juliet.
PARIS:  Hello to Juliet.
JULIET:  Mom, I’m too young to get married! (ROMEO pinches JULIET.) 

Ouch! I mean unless it’s to some dreamy guy who just happens to 
walk in here and sweeps me off my feet.

PARIS:  I’ll sweep you off your feet.
JULIET:  Only with a snow shovel.
MRS. CAPULET:  That’s not fair! You don’t know anything about Paris.
JULIET:  Oh, no? It’s got the Eiffel Tower, and they eat snails!
MRS. CAPULET:  We’re not going to argue. Marrying Paris will merge 

Capulet’s Slick Chick Chicken Chomper’s with Oolala Hula Bula 
Polynesian Palace.

PARIS:  We’re going to call it the Slick Chick Chicken Chomper’s Oolala 
Hula Bula Polynesian Palace.

JULIET:  Mom, I’m not a business commodity to wheel and deal with!
MRS. CAPULET:  Well, I don’t see any other prospects lying around.
JULIET:  (Shoves ROMEO from behind the counter. He sprawls on the 

fl oor.) Just what do you call this?
ROMEO:  Hi.
MRS. CAPULET:  Juliet! Isn’t this… Romeo Montague?
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ROMEO:  (Rises.) That’s my name! Don’t wear it out!
MRS. CAPULET:  The son of our culinary enemy! Paris! You must 

defend us!
JULIET:  Give it a rest, Mom. I’m running off with Romeo!
PARIS:  You can’t do that!
ROMEO:  Why not?
PARIS:  Capulet’s Slick Chick Chicken Chomper’s Deli would have to 

merge with Bust-A-Gut Burgers!
ROMEO:  So?
JULIET:  Yeah! What’s wrong with Slick Chick Bust-A-Gut Burger 

Chomper’s Deli?
MRS. CAPULET:  Who’d ever remember all that?
PARIS:  Yeah!
ROMEO:  Look, nerdlinger, take a hike, or I’m going to kick your snails 

right out of here!
PARIS:  Oh, yeah? (Pulls a spatula out from inside his shirt.)
ROMEO:  Going to play tough, huh?
MRS. CAPULET:  Paris, be careful! (JULIET hands ROMEO a spatula 

from behind the counter.) Oh, no! He’s armed and dangerous!
PARIS:  En garde! (Launches into a spatula/sword fi ght with ROMEO. 

JULIET and MRS. CAPULET ad-lib screams and shouts.)
GERI:  (Runs ON RIGHT as BEN runs ON LEFT.) What’s happening?
JULIET:  Oh, Romeo! Romeo, wherefore art thou, Romeo?
ROMEO:  Why do you keep saying that?
JULIET:  Because it sounds so cool!
BEN:  Give me a panini press, and we’ll make quick work of him!
PARIS:  Hey! That wouldn’t be fair!
MRS. CAPULET:  So like a Montague. Of course, what do you expect 

from people who race horses in the afternoon, then serve them 
for dinner?

ROMEO:  That does it! (Swats PARIS’S spatula away and holds his own 
spatula at PARIS’S throat.) So, nerdlinger, ready to get fl ipped from 
the frying pan into the fi re? (PARIS screams and runs OFF LEFT.)

MRS. CAPULET:  Oh, no! Oh, no! This better not be the last time I see 
Paris! (Runs OFF LEFT.)

JULIET:  (Moves to ROMEO.) Wow, Romeo, you can sure handle a 
spatula.

BEN:  You ought to see what he can do with a waffl e iron.
GERI:  Gee, Juliet, you’re going to be in big trouble now.
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JULIET:  Like, who cares? I’ve got Romeo to protect me.
BEN:  What are you guys going to do now?
ROMEO:  I say we break with tradition, bag the unhealthy fast food and 

open someplace where we serve organic meals.
JULIET:  Tofu Trattoria!
ROMEO:  You guys want in on the ground level?
BEN:  I think Geri and I have a better idea.
GERI:  We’re going to make ice cream and call our place Geri and Ben’s.
BEN:  I still think Ben and Geri’s is catchier.
GERI:  Ben, we’ve been over this before.
JULIET:  Hey, guys, that’s much ado about nothing.
ROMEO:  Yeah, as you like it. All’s well that ends well! (BEN, GERI, 

JULIET and ROMEO are joined by PARIS and MRS. CAPULET for a 
bow at CENTER STAGE. End of “Romeo and Juliet.” JASMINE and 
SCOTT step DOWNSTAGE as the CURTAIN CLOSES.)

SCOTT:  (In front of the curtain.) Wow, Jasmine, that was a pretty hot 
scene.

JASMINE:  It’s just the lights, Scott.
SCOTT:  C’mon, didn’t you feel anything?
JASMINE:  Of course. I felt like we were off to a good start.
SCOTT:  (Triumphant to himself.) All right!
MS. COLLINS:  (Runs ON DOWN LEFT. Bewildered.) Oh, students! What 

can I say?
SCOTT:  Sheer genius?
MS. COLLINS:  Sheer madness! You’ve twisted the beauty of Romeo 

and Juliet into some kind of pretzel.
SPEEDY:  Pretzels are always twisted, Ms. C. Except for those little 

sticks that you can stick up your nose and act like a wild bull. (ALL 
stare at him, speechless.) Sorry.

JASMINE:  We’ve made the story relevant to us, Ms. Collins!
SOPHIE:  It’s so much happier this way. Shakespeare was probably 

going through a divorce or something when he wrote it.
MS. COLLINS:  Shakespeare never got a divorce! He wrote a sad play 

because it’s a tragedy!
SCOTT:  That’s just it! We’ve got to lighten up these days, right?
ABIGAIL:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT with SOPHIE.) Guys, I still can’t fi nd 

Cory! Anybody seen him?
URSULA:  (ENTERS DOWN LEFT, dragging IN a terrifi ed CORY.) Here he 

is! The one and only Cory.
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SCOTT:  Where’ve you been, dude?
URSULA:  I found him hiding in a closet.
MS. COLLINS:  Cory, you look kind of pale. Do you feel all right?
CORY:  I’m better since I threw up. But I don’t know. My head’s still 

spinning and my stomach’s doing fl ip-fl ops. I think I better go home.
SPEEDY:  I can give you a ride.
JASMINE:  Speedy! You can’t leave! You’re on again soon!
SPEEDY:  I am?
MS. COLLINS:  And Cory, your grade depends on this.
CORY:  But… but… I’ll mess up. I know I will! I’m no good at this stuff!
JASMINE:  Cory, you can’t do this!
CORY:  That’s what I keep telling myself. I… I think… I’m going to… 

(Runs OFF DOWN RIGHT.)
URSULA:  I’ll go see if he needs any help.
JASMINE:  But you’re on in the next scene, Ursula.
SOPHIE:  I’ll go.
JASMINE:  No, you’re on, too! Scott? Would you go talk to Cory?
SCOTT:  Me? Why do I… (JASMINE smiles at him.) Well, okay. (EXITS 

DOWN RIGHT.)
MS. COLLINS:  Kids, please be more faithful to the next classic. 

Please! (EXITS DOWN LEFT.)
JASMINE:  Places, everybody! (ALL EXIT except JASMINE. To AUDIENCE.) 

And now, ladies and gentlemen, our next classic comes from the 
pen of Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley, a tale of terror written during 
the strangely cold and forbidding summer of 1816. We give you 
“Frankenstein”! (EXITS DOWN LEFT.)

FRANKENSTEIN
For “Frankenstein,” the boxes can be arranged as tables and chairs in 
a school science lab. The counter now serves as a laboratory table. 
URSULA plays FRANKIE, SOPHIE plays IVA and SPEEDY plays the 
MONSTER.CORY is not in this scene.
AT RISE:  FRANKIE and IVA ENTER LEFT. FRANKIE drags a large, stuffed 
canvas bag, while IVA carries a laptop. They move to the lab table. 
SOUND EFFECT:  THUNDER. LIGHTS FLASH.
IVA:  Did you see anybody, Frankie?
FRANKIE:  Not a living soul.
IVA:  Yeah, just the two of us.
FRANKIE:  Soon to be three!
IVA:  Oh, Frankie, I’m scared!
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FRANKIE:  Look, don’t you remember what Mr. Newton said? The only 
way man can advance is to step off the abyss into the unknown.

IVA:  Well, what does he know? He’s only a science teacher. He just 
doesn’t know what kind of unknown is waiting down there.

FRANKIE:  (Puts the canvas bag behind the lab table.) If I didn’t know 
better, I’d say you’re a chicken.

IVA:  Yeah! I’m a chicken, and proud of it! Cockadoodledoo!
FRANKIE:  I said chicken, not rooster.
IVA:  Speaking of which, I don’t see why we couldn’t have put a chicken 

together.
FRANKIE:  That’s not our hypothesis.
IVA:  What’s our hypothesis again?
FRANKIE:  That we can create the perfect guy.
IVA:  There are lots of perfect guys just hanging around.
FRANKIE:  Sure—on our locker doors. But are any of them walking 

around?
IVA:  No.
FRANKIE:  Have any of them ever called you?
IVA:  No.
FRANKIE:  Do you even know any of them?
IVA:  My cousin’s old roommate’s friend’s mother-in-law worked in the 

school cafeteria where Johnny Depp (or other popular star) went to 
seventh grade.

FRANKIE:  I rest my case.
IVA:  I still think we’re playing with fi re.
LOLA:  (ENTERS LEFT with LANI.) Well, look who’s here!
LANI:  Frankie Frankenstein and little Iva Gore.
FRANKIE:  Hi, Lola.
IVA:  Hi, Lani.
LOLA:  Working on some extra credit?
FRANKIE:  As a matter of fact, yes. We’re working on our science fair 

project.
LANI:  Totally geeky.
IVA:  Have you started yours?
LOLA:  Mine’s all done.
FRANKIE:  That’s right. You’re bringing your baking soda volcano you 

did in fi fth grade.
LOLA:  It won fi rst place.
LANI:  You gals got dates for the Winter Wonderland Dance?
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FRANKIE:  As a matter of fact, we’re working on it.
LOLA:  What are you going to do? Whip one up in the science lab?
LANI:  That’s not nice, Lola. If that’s the only way they can get dates, 

we shouldn’t laugh at them.
IVA:  Our dates will be cooler than yours.
LOLA:  Cooler than Johnny Keats?
LANI:  And Georgie Byron?
FRANKIE:  Way cooler.
LOLA:  (Laughs.) Well, good luck!
LANI:  And keep dreaming!
IVA:  Don’t you two have to go get your skin scaled or something?
LOLA:  Oh, gosh! We’re late for our facials. Bye!
LANI:  Tata! (EXITS RIGHT with LOLA. SOUND EFFECT:  THUNDER. 

LIGHTS FLASH.)
IVA:  (Opens the laptop and sets it on the lab table.) Well? What are we 

waiting for?
FRANKIE:  I thought you were having second thoughts.
IVA:  They just walked out of the room! Is everything ready?
FRANKIE:  I think I remembered everything. Two legs, two arms, two 

eyes, two ears, two noses—
IVA:  Two noses?
FRANKIE:  Just kidding.
IVA:  Not funny!
FRANKIE:  Forgive me. Lab humor. (Hooks the wires from the computer 

to the canvas bag, unseen by AUDIENCE.)
IVA:  I know I shouldn’t ask, but… where did you dig up all the… parts?
FRANKIE:  Dig up?
IVA:  Yeah… like a cemetery?
FRANKIE:  Oh, gosh, Iva, I’d be way too scared to do anything like that! I 

just went to my Uncle Herman’s warehouse and picked everything up.
IVA:  Your uncle has a warehouse of spare parts?
FRANKIE:  He’s the biggest supplier of mannequins in the city.
IVA:  Mannequins?!
FRANKIE:  Well, sure. We want a perfect guy, and those mannequins 

are always soooo handsome.
IVA:  And you think a little electricity is going to bring all that wood to 

life?
FRANKIE:  It worked for my dog, Fluffy.
IVA:  Your dog Fluffy was never a mannequin.
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FRANKIE:  No, he was stuffed. We’re ready! Let me just enter a 
password or two… (Types on the laptop.) And now we jump into the 
unknown abyss. (IVA moves away.) Where are you going?

IVA:  I’m afraid of high places!
FRANKIE:  Here goes! (Dramatically, she pushes “Enter.” SOUND 

EFFECT:  THUNDER. LIGHTS FLASH. FRANKIE runs to IVA, and they 
hold one another. SOUND EFFECT:  A LOUD ELECTRONIC SOUND. 
Slowly, the canvas bag rises from behind the lab table. It is clearly 
a guy [SPEEDY as the MONSTER] with a canvas bag over his head. 
The NOISES STOP. LIGHTS RETURN TO NORMAL.)

IVA:  Is it done yet?
FRANKIE:  I don’t know.
IVA:  Why not?
FRANKIE:  It’s not like I can stick a cake tester in and see if it comes 

out clean. We’ll just have to walk up to it. Him. And see.
IVA:  You fi rst. (Pushes FRANKIE toward the fi gure.)
FRANKIE:  Don’t push!
IVA:  I thought you were ready to jump into the abyss.
FRANKIE:  You’re right. I’m sure he’s turned out just fi ne.
IVA:  I said that about my gingerbread men last Christmas, but they 

were all twisted and fell apart.
FRANKIE:  I’m sure he’s just perfect. Exactly the kind of guy I’ve always 

dreamed about. Ready?
IVA:  Did they have to unveil the Statue of Liberty like this?
FRANKIE:  I don’t think so. You take that side, and I’ll take this side.
IVA:  Do I have to?
FRANKIE:  What kind of scientist are you?
IVA:  I’m a chicken, remember?
FRANKIE:  C’mon. Just grab the bag.
IVA:  What if he grabs me?
FRANKIE:  We should be so lucky! Ready? On the count of three. One, 

two, three! (She and IVA lift the canvas bag off the MONSTER, who 
is a very nicely dressed young man with no discernable scars or 
marks; he looks like a movie star.)

IVA:  Oh, gosh! Your uncle sure has some nice parts in his warehouse.
FRANKIE:  He’s just like I’ve always dreamed about! (Clears her throat.) 

My name is Frankie. What is your name?
MONSTER:  Me Tarzan, you Jane.
IVA:  Whose brain did you put in there?
MONSTER:  Got you! Just kidding!

             
            
 
       

          
  

                
        

         
            

           
             
          

           
              
          

         
             

             
            

 
    
             

  
          
     
  
   
      
               

                 
        
       
               

    
          
         
          

          
         
        

            
            
    

  
            

           
        

           
 

      
      
         
       

   
         

    
        

            
            

  
    

              
      
      

         
   

     
         

            
         

            
        
           

         
      

For preview only



      

      

13

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

 

 
             

       
     

             
     

            
            

          
            
   

            
     

              
    

              
          

      
          

        
      

              
      

             
              

      
               

         
     

             
     

             

          
           

           
  
   

FRANKIE:  Wow! You not only talk, you’ve got a sense of humor.
MONSTER:  And that’s not all. I can sing, dance, catch a 75-yard pass 

and spell antidisestablishmentarianism.
IVA:  Oh, Frankie, can we share him?
FRANKIE:  He’s all mine, Iva.
IVA:  You’ve got to make me one!
MONSTER:  Wow, you two are really, really gorgeous!
FRANKIE:  Really?
MONSTER:  And what’s that fantastic perfume you’re wearing? It’s 

driving me wild!
FRANKIE:  Do you really like to dance?
MONSTER:  And how! (Grabs FRANKIE and spins her around with some 

snappy dance steps.)
FRANKIE:  You’re taking my breath away.
MONSTER:  How about you sit down and I’ll whip up a chocolate fudge 

cake?
IVA:  I’m drooling! I’m drooling!
MONSTER:  No problem! I’ll clean that up in a jiffy!
FRANKIE:  Do you have a name, other than incredible?
MONSTER:  I’m yours to name, sweetheart.
FRANKIE:  We need a name, Iva. The perfect name!
IVA:  Zack…
FRANKIE:  Jordan…
IVA:  Aaron…
FRANKIE:  Adam! That’s it! I’ll name him after the very fi rst man.
LOLA:  (ENTERS RIGHT with LANI.) Sorry, but we forgot our—well, now, 

who do we have here?
MONSTER:  Why, you two are really, really gorgeous!
LANI:  Where have you been hiding?
MONSTER:  In a bag.
LOLA:  Well, it’s time somebody let the cat out of the bag.
MONSTER:  What’s that fantastic perfume you’re wearing? It’s driving 

me wild!
FRANKIE:  You two go on and get! He’s mine! He’s all mine!
LOLA:  Can you dance, handsome?
MONSTER:  Can I dance? (Grabs LOLA and repeats his moves with her.)
LOLA:  Say, are you doing anything Saturday night?
MONSTER:  My calendar is wide open.
LOLA:  Then pencil in that you’re taken for the Winter Wonderland Dance.
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SPEEDY:  No homework for the rest of the year?
BRIT:  (Runs ON LEFT.) Jasmine! Oh, gosh! You won’t believe it!
JASMINE:  Right now I’d believe anything.
URSULA:  Look, if Cory’s bothering you, I’ll paste him one.
SPEEDY:  And I’ll be right behind you when you do.
BRIT:  Oh, guys, you’ve got Cory all wrong.
SOPHIE:  Look, Brit, he went from Mr. Shy Guy to Mr. Stalker in two 

seconds fl at.
BRIT:  But that was until he got into the costume room. Then he 

changed for the better.
JASMINE:  Brit, are you trying to tell us something?
BRIT:  Cory and I are going to prom.
JASMINE:  You are? Wow! I didn’t see that coming.
BRIT:  Neither did I, but, isn’t he cute?
CORY:  (ENTERS LEFT, dressed as a cowboy, complete with hat boots, 

neckerchief and lasso.) Why, shucks! There you are, sweetpea!
URSULA:  Cory?!
SPEEDY:  You look like the Lone Ranger.
CORY:  Smile when you say that!
SOPHIE:  Somebody’s been reading “The Virginian.”
CORY:  I don’t got time for books, l’il lady. I just got time for punchin’ 

cattle, ridin’ the range, ’n’ square dancin’ with my darlin’! (Drops 
the lasso over BRIT and pulls her to him.)

SCOTT:  I don’t know which is worse… the Phantom or Buffalo Bill!
JASMINE:  What difference does it make? They’re both classics! 

(CURTAIN CLOSES.)
END OF PLAY

PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES LIST
ONSTAGE, ENTIRE PLAY:  Counter or work table, several boxes, 

handmade sign reading “Classics on Parade.”
BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Frame Story:

Page of a script (ABIGAIL)
Note card (MS. COLLINS)

ONSTAGE, ACT ONE, Romeo and Juliet:  Spatula.
BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Romeo and Juliet:

Hat reading “Slick Chick,” rag (JASMINE)
Spatula (PARIS)
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BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Frankenstein:
Canvas bag large enough for a person to hide in (FRANKIE)
Laptop with wires (IVA)

ONSTAGE, ACT ONE, Phantom of the Opera:  Black cloth covering the 
counter.

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Phantom of the Opera:
Gum, purse containing a voice changer (CHRISTINE)
Sunglasses, checkered jacket, contract, phantom mask, hat, cape 

(CHARLIE)
Ball, paper airplane (THROWN FROM OFFSTAGE)
Scarf (MARIE)
Whistle, pen (INSPECTOR)
Pen, notebook (COSETTE)

BROUGHT ON:  ACT TWO, Frame Story:
Flowers (SCOTT)

ONSTAGE, ACT TWO, Sherlock Holmes:  Two old-lady masks, two 
fl owered hats, bottle of tonic, spoon.

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Sherlock Holmes:
Piles of paper, pen (JONI)
“London Times” newspaper, mirscham pipe, deerslayer hat (LORD)
Sewing basket containing thread, gold toothpick and pair of 

glasses (LADY)
Old lady mask, hat (JONI, SHIRLEY)

ONSTAGE, ACT TWO, Legend of King Arthur:  Plastic sword.
BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Legend of King Arthur:

Rag (MYRNA)
Broken sword, large sword, crown, red cape (ARTIE)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Frame Story:
Flowers (SCOTT)
Cowboy outfi t including hat, boots, neckerchief and lasso (CORY)

SOUND EFFECTS
Thunder, loud electronic sound, operatic aria, operatic duet, knock on 
door.

COSTUMES
All performers should wear similar plain outfi ts, such as t-shirts and 
dark pants or jeans. To establish various characters, add hats or 
accessories such as sunglasses and jackets.

44 PHOTOCOPYING THIS SCRIPT BREAKS FEDERAL COPYRIGHT LAWS

For preview only
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