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AMERICAN IDLE: MURDERING THE MUSIC

by
Randall

SETTING

A studio setting. Center stage is the performance/stage area. Stage right is the table where the JUDGES sit and
pass judgment on the CONTESTANTS, and stage left are a few rows of chairs (preferably on a slightly
elevated incline) for the STUDIO AUDIENCE.

A NOTE ABOUT THE STUDIO AUDIENCE

The STUDIO AUDIENCE can be as large or small as desired but should be, above all else, colorful. Some fans should
carry posters; some should have obvious favorites among the finalists, and all should be fairly hyper. During commercial
breaks, and until revealed, the STUDIO AUDIENCE should be behind an obvious miniature curtain that is open and
closed at appropriate times, totally and absolutely controlled and manipulated.

SCENE ONE

(Lively introduction music plays. RYAN SEASUNK jumps on stage and unveils the curtain for the STUDIO
AUDIENCE as BRIANNA DUNKLEFUNKLE makes her far more casual entrance.)

RYAN: Wowza! Hello there! Hiya! Hey hey hey hey hey! Welcome supercool fanzies! My name is Ryan Seasunk. Co-
hosting with me tonight is the lovely...

BRIANNA: ...and far calmer Brianna Dunklefunkle. (RYAN jumps up and down and waves at the STUDIO
AUDIENCE, yelling and screaming.) Ryan, you're up.

RYAN: I'm always up.

BRIANNA: Like a helium balloon. One that needs desperately to be popped. Read the prompter, surfhead.

RYAN: Oh yeah, how cool! We're your hosts for American Idle: Murdering the Music, the show where the singer who
blows the most gets decimated by industry professionals. My name is Ryan Seasunk.

BRIANNA: We've already introduced ourselves.

RYAN: Can you believe | get paid to do this?

BRIANNA: | spend a great deal of time trying not to think about it. Without further nonsense from my co-host, let's go
ahead and meet those esteemed industry professionals who make up our panel of judges. First off, a Grammy-
winning record producer, the dude who believes that just as there ain’t no mountain high enough, there ain’t no gold
chain thick enough... It's Randy Jackalacka!

(RANDY JACKALACKA enters, pumps his fist in the air.)

RANDY: Wassup dawgs?

(RANDY ambles to his seat at the JUDGES' table.)

RYAN: Next up, the always lovely and supportive Paula Abominable!

(PAULA ABOMINABLE bounds in dressed in a cheerleading outfit shaking her pom-poms.)

PAULA: S-T-R-A-I-G-H-T! Straight up! I'll tell ya if | really want to hear ya forever! Yeah! Yeah! Yeah!

BRIANNA: Enough. (PAULA cartwheels to her middle seat at the JUDGES'’ table.) Finally, last and least, all the way
from not-so-great Britain, the man who gave such hard knocks to Little Orphan Annie that she no longer believes the
sun will come out tomorrow, it's the one, and thankfully only, Simon Callous.

(SIMON CALLOUS enters.)

SIMON: Who hired you idiots?



(SIMON scowls at the hosts and takes his seat at the JUDGES’ table.)

RYAN: Wow. He's in a good mood. Exciting. Is it time for a commercial break?

BRIANNA: Not yet, Seasunk. But the good news is that tonight's show is live, so ho matter what happens, we keep
going till the last singer’s standing.

RYAN: Super cool! How are the singers?

BRIANNA: We're going to find out in just a minute when the first of our ten finalists comes out to face the judges.

RYAN: Let’s introduce the judges!

SIMON: We're already here, you noxious numbskull.

RYAN: Wow! | get paid for this.

BRIANNA: America truly is the land of opportunity.

RYAN: Also with us tonight in da house is our studio audience, randomly selected from the millions of you who faithfully
watch our show each and every week. How you guys doing?

(THE STUDIO AUDIENCE goes wild.)

BRIANNA: Lovely. In order to test the range of our top ten contestants, our esteemed judges have decided to surprise
the finalists with a different a cappella musical challenge in each round.

RYAN: Apple what?

BRIANNA: A cappella. That means they sing alone, without accompaniment.

RYAN: That's rough.

BRIANNA: That's right, Seasunk.

RYAN: Good thing Britney Spears was never on this show!

BRIANNA: She’s already famous, Seasunk.

RYAN: But if she were on this show, | wonder if she would, like, “Be a Slave 4 Me,” if you know what I'm saying.

BRIANNA: | never understand a word you're saying.

RYAN: You're really uptight for a co-host. Are all Canadians like that?

BRIANNA: Must we have this discussion again?

RYAN: Yo, chill. Just trying to make some convo.

BRIANNA: May | continue? Please? As | was trying to say, in the first round each contestant will be asked to sing the
first line from their favorite nursery song and then create the second line on their own.

RYAN: New lyrics. Retro rad cool.

BRIANNA: You obviously didn't attend rehearsal.

RYAN: (holding up a soft-drink bottle) That's because | was busy drinking Yummy-Cola, the most popular beverage
around the world. Yum yum goody! Yummy-Cola!

BRIANNA: Speaking of popular, let's hear it for our first contestant, straight from the churning bowels of a California
shopping mall... it's Tiffany Starmite!

(TIFFANY STARMITE enters wearing an outrageous outfit of stars and moons.)
TIFFANY: Twinkle, twinkle, little star, I like driving my new car.
(Loud clapping sounds as TIFFANY turns and faces the judges.)

BRIANNA: That's it?

TIFFANY: Big things come in small packages.

RYAN: Judges, shout it out!

RANDY: Tiffany, Tiffany, Tiffany! How’s it goin’'?

TIFFANY: Awesome, man.

RANDY: How'd you feel about your performance?

TIFFANY: | thought it was good, man. Really good. | mean, like, | got a product placement in and all.

RANDY: | thought it was okay. Not your best, but that outfit rocks.

RYAN: Paula!

PAULA: (while shaking her pom-poms) Take a T and double it please - for totally terrific!

RYAN: Simon!

SIMON: Just because you wear stars doesn’t mean you're going to be one.

TIFFANY: Thanks, man.

SIMON: | think you may be too relaxed to really compete on this show. | mean, not to be rude, but you're so laid back
you're practically horizontal.

TIFFANY: Like, thanks again, man.

BRIANNA: Next up, all the way from Hotlanta, it's Keneisha Gray!



(Loud clapping sounds as TIFFANY exits and KENEISHA GRAY enters, dressed in the tightest clothes and
highest heels possible. KENEISHA enunciates everything perfectly and renders highly dramatic readings to
everything SHE says and sings.)

KENEISHA:Itsy, bitsy spider climbed up the water spout.
Spout spout spout spout spout!
Down came the rain, and my heatrt...
It just gave out out out out out out.

(Thunderous clapping sounds as KENEISHA turns and faces the JUDGE.)

RYAN: Judges! Randy!

RANDY: Keneisha, Keneisha, Keneishal! It's all going on, girl. | mean, when | worked with Mariah, she sounded just like
that.

KENEISHA : Thank you. Like Mariah, | too have a vision of love.

RYAN: Paula!

PAULA: You have more than that! You have an infection! An infection of perfection! Perfection! Perfection! Yeah, yeah,
perfection!

KENEISHA: It's fun being perfect.

RYAN: Simon!

SIMON: No one in England has ever sung about spiders the way you just did. Brilliant. Just brilliant.

KENEISHA: Thank you, judges. It's okay to fear creatures with eight legs, so | dedicate this song to all the
arachnophobes back home in Hotlanta. That was for you. You're not alone. Peace out.

BRIANNA: Next up, JJ MacNeil!

(KENEISHA exits as JJ MACNEIL enters, stands stage center, and starts dancing.)

RYAN: What's up, dude? You haven't started singing yet.

JJ: | get nervous and my legs start shaking and | can’t control them, so | start to move like this and people applaud and |
pretend I'm dancing and...

BRIANNA: Sorry to interrupt, but we're ready to start when you are.

JJ: Well, | get nervous and my legs start shaking and | can't...

BRIANNA: Sing your song already!

JJ: London Bridge is falling down, falling down, falling down.
London Bridge is falling down. My fair lady!

RYAN: Judges, your comments!

RANDY: JJJJJJJJJ. | just lost count.

JJ: Hey, Randy.

RANDY: Yo, dawg, you were supposed to create your own second line.

JJ: I know. | forgot.

RANDY: That's okay. Bruce used to do the same thing when he first started out.

RYAN: Paula!

PAULA: (shaking one pom-pom) JJ is Ooooooooookay! Yeah!

RYAN: Simon!

SIMON: Thank goodness you Americans actually bought London Bridge in the sixties. Because after that horrible
rendition, | imagine it will indeed be crashing down to the ground. (JJ starts moving uncontrollably.) Stop moving.

JJ: You're making me nervous.

SIMON: Well, losers make me nauseous. I'm sorry, but they do, and you are a big loser. Next!

(JJ MACNEIL exits as DJ PLAY enters, cool as ice.)
RYAN: Next up, it's DJ Play!
(DJ strikes a pose. PAULA cheers spastically.)
SIMON: Control yourself.
DJ: Jack and his girl Jill went up the hill, BRO’,

To fetch a pail of H20, YO!

Jack fell down and broke his crown, BROKE IT,
So Jill dragged his butt to the house of slaughter.



SO LONG, JACKO!

RYAN: Randy!

RANDY: DJ, DJ, DJ... Why do all you guys have names with J in them?

DJ: Lack of creativity, yo.

RANDY: Well, you're one slamming dude. Good looks, smooth moves... and | like your efforts to compensate for a total
lack of a singing voice. Great job, dawg.

RYAN: Paula!

PAULA: Alll have to say is...

END OF FREE PREVIEW



