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THE CHAMP
A Full Length Comedy
by Brianna Dehn

SYNOPSIS: Welcome to the 56th Semiannual Donut Eating Competition,
where Jaws is the top competitor and has always emerged victorious. Her
nemesis, Glazed, forms a plan to throw her focus by asking her out on a date
so he can charm Jaws and then crush her heart right before the competition.
Some other competitors, Cheeks, Tia, and Sprinkles help Glaged in his
scheme, all vying to overthrow Jaws. As the hilarious events unfold, some
competitors start to enjoy making friends, while others stayslaser-fogused on

.@ ill be crushed

d the champ?

the prize. What will come of Glazed and Jaws? Whose fe

in the hard-core donut eating world, and who will bg

DURATION: 90 minutes.
TIME: Present day.

SETTING: Small town in Tumbleweed, Io e 56th semiannual donut
eating competition and a small gas

CAS HARACTERS
(5 fema ales and 7-17 either)
JAWS () oo Wi Nicknamed Jaws because it is said she
can unhinge her jaw like a snake to eat the

optimal amount of donuts; Top prospect
to win the competition; serious, arrogant,
self-centered. (140 lines)

GLAZED (1) ....coooveeveieieerenne The second biggest competitor in the
competition; crazy jealous of Jaws; will
do anything to see her fall; bitter,
loathing. (240 lines)

SPRINKLES () ceeoveeiieiieieeieee Not the brightest; wants everyone to be
friends; doesn’t understand  why
everyone’s so tense; happy, ditzy, good-
natured. (144 lines)
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TIA () e New to the donut eating world; initially
attends for the free donuts, but quickly
gets wrapped up in competitive spirit;
sarcastic, sassy. (187 lines)

CHEEKS (M) ..eovieiiiiieiececee Always has his mouth full; everything he
says is garbled and muffled; Acts as
Glazed’s sidekick; while the audience
can’t understand most of what he says,
he’s very physically expressive and
dramatic with tone and volume of his

voice. (1 line, 75 lines as improv
speech)

STUFFED (M) «.ceovveveeieeieeiieeeenenn The underdog who h e in last place
g ompetitions, but is

way to the top;
0y. (105 lines)
MOM (£) e Stuffed?’s mother, who smothers him with
e and 1 number one supporter and
er in crime. (58 lines)
COACH (f)eeveeevieeiieeiieennn, Jaws% donut eating coach; constantly
shing and training her. (43 lines)

SUSAN (m/f) heesy commentary announcer; always
peppy and energetic; hates her job.
(106 lines)
BILL (m/f) . Cheesy commentary announcer; always
‘ peppy and energetic; hates his job.
(107 lines)
ought this was an Iowa State football game and can’t figure out

FAN [£3075 5 TS (5 lines)

FAN 2 (/) eiiiieiiiiiiieieree (4 lines)
FAN 3 (mM/f) i (4 lines)
FAN 4 (/D)oo (4 lines)
FAN 5 (m/f) i (4 lines)

FANS 6-10: Are “nutritionist” appalled by the contest.
FAN 6 (M/f).eeeiieiiiieiieieieee (5 lines)
FAN 7 (mM/f) v, (5 lines)
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FAN 8 (m/f).cvvieiiiieeieeeeee (5 lines)
SN\ N 175 ) (5 lines)
FAN 10 (m/f) e, (5 lines)

FANS 11-15: Attend the competition to make bets on the competitors passing
out from eating too many donuts.

FAN 11 (m/f)eeeeiieiiieeiiecieeeee (4 lines)
FAN 12 (/) ccvieiieieieieeee (5 lines)
FAN 13 (m/f).eeeeieiiieeiieciieeee (4 lines)
FAN 14 (/) ccvveiieieeieieieee (4 lines)
FAN 15 (m/f)eeeeieiiiieiiecieeene (2 lines)

CASTING NOTE: All FANS can be double or triple ca
SET

The main set is simple, consisting of a gianfisign that reads “56™ Semiannual

Donut Eating Competition” and someftables airs (the number depends

on your stage area and what works). re is only one mandatory table, and it
should be long enough to fit si

to look run-down and dingy (¥

COSTUMES

Almost everyone will be wearing everyday clothes, except:

BILL and SUSAN - should wear business professional reporter clothes.

SPRINKLES — clothes should be bright and vibrant.

MOM - should be wearing something out-of-date or an apron, something to
give her a motherly vibe.

STUFFED —should wear shoes that need to be tied.

JAWS and GLAZED - everyday attire except for their date in Act Two, Scene
2. Jaws should wear a sundress and Glazed a button-down shirt and tie
that’s tied wrong for their date.
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PROPS

2 microphones (SUSAN, BILL)

donut medal (1 Donut tied on a string like a necklace)

2 donuts (JAWS)

8 cell phones

box of a dozen donuts (CHEEKS)

small bag containing 2 opened lip balms and 1 fake mustache
(STUFFED)

lip balm (SPRINKLES)

19 string like necklaces (JAWS)

3 fake mustache of different shape and color tha e (S FED,
MOM)

small container of slime (GLAZED)

2 hotdogs in buns (JAWS, GLAZED)

6 large plates of donuts

sign that reads “Go Stuffed!” with hearts all over it (MOM)

o O O 0O O O

@)

@)

O O O O

DIRE ’S NOTES

@ ofy and exaggerated, so make sure the
i 1bfle about competitive donut eating. Make

All the characters in this pl
actors go big. There is n
sure Cheeks paces

DEDICATION

Dedicated to my favorite brother. I’m not going to say a name. You know who
you are. Or do you?
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ACT ONE, SCENE 1

AT START: Lights up. The stage is set for the donut eating
competition. JAWS is curling two donuts like weights with COACH
encouraging her, GLAZED is pouting, CHEEKS holds a box of donuts,
eating, TIA is texting and STUFFED is pushing away MOM, who is
fixing his appearance in a finicky way. BILL and SUSAN are smiling,
standing downstage left, and facing the audience, speaking into
microphones. SUSAN is holding the donut “medal.”

BILL: (Peppy with a wide smile.) Gooooooooood morfi merica!
I’'m Bill Lesterson.

SUSAN: (Peppy with a wide smile.) And I'm Susa

BILL: And welcome to the 56th semiannual d
We are here in Tumbleweed, lowa, whe
gathered to see WHO will be crown
champ.

SUSAN: That'’s right, Bill. In jus
fingered little heart-attack
have their eyes on th i

competition.
S of people have

o daysPone of these six grubby-
iting-to-happen will win. They all
the prize is this—(Holds up a

around it.
SUSAN: (Fake laug Oh, that's because it is.

BILL: (Fake'latighs.) Why that is some prize to be won!
SUSAN: | @ is!

BIL @ SAN let out fake, forced laughs.

BILL: (Still with a cheesy smile.) They are not paying us enough to be
covering this event, are they, Susan?
SUSAN: (Still smiling as well). No, no they’re not, Billl

SUSAN and BILL let out forced laughs again, their faces drop, they
sigh deeply. Go back to smiles.

SUSAN: Anyway, let's check out the competition, shall we, Bill?
BILL: Why, nothing would bring me more joy, Susan.
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SUSAN: The number one donut eater in the country, and possibly the
world, is Jaws.

BILL: Jaws? Now Susan, how do you suppose you get a nickname
like that?

SUSAN: Well, you see Bill, she is such a fierce, highly trained
competitor who is said to be able to unhinge her jaw like a snake
while competing to consume the optimal number of donuts.

BILL: Wow, that's impressive. Let’s interview her now.

BILL and SUSAN walk over to JAWS, who is being intensely trained by
COACH.

BILL: Excuse me, Jaws, may we—

COACH: (Gets between JAWS and BILL ana
the champion before the competition. | do
her focus.

JAWS: (Arrogant.) It's okay, Coach, ||, can make time for the little
people.

SUSAN: (Still peppy but clear ittle agitated.) Well, thanks so much

iitlenpeoplBy

U the best of the best?

No talking to
you throwing off

't you?

JAWS: the best of the best, and literally no one can compare to
me or even start to reach up to my level. | sit on a throne of
powdered sugar and icing, and everyone needs to bow before it.

BILL: (Still peppy but sarcastic.) Wow, how incredibly humble of you
to say!

JAWS: Humble doesn’t win medals, kid.

SUSAN: What do you say to the naysayers out there complaining that
competitive donut eating is dangerous and making us lose control
of the health of the American people?
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JAWS: Look. | am not “losing control” by eating all these donuts.
Rather, I’'m raising my cholesterol at will. How controlling is that?
Eating a dozen donuts for dinner every night is not “dangerous.” It's
routine, and I've been told having a routine is actually quite healthy.

BILL: What does your health look like, by chance, Jaws?

JAWS: Every time | get my blood pressure taken, | get a new high
score, so even there, I'm a winner.

SUSAN: Well, best of luck to you, Jaws.

JAWS: | don’t need your “luck.” I'm going to win.

JAWS goes back to training with COACH.

BILL: (To SUSAN.) My, she is something, isn’t sh an?

SUSAN: She sure is, Bill, she sure is.

BILL: Our next competitor is Glazed, who
second place to Jaws in every don
talk to him.

SUSAN and BILL go over to D, who is glaring at JAWS.

GLAZED: (Bitterly.)
is? So you ca
again?

NOTM!
SUSAN: (Awkward.) Um, I'm... sure you won't.
BILL: (Quickly.) Well, thank you Glazed for your time.

BILL and SUSAN hurry away from GLAZED.

SUSAN: Well, he seems like quite the competitor.
BILL: You can say that again, Susan.
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SUSAN: You know, Bill, they say anger and jealousy are the best
motivators for maximizing donut eating abilities, so Glazed’s
outbursts may give him a competitive edge.

BILL: Really, I've never heard that before. Who says that, Susan?

SUSAN: They.

BILL and SUSAN let out a forced fake laugh.

BILL: Say, Susan, you want to see what the fans here have to say
about the competition?

SUSAN: (Still peppy but slightly bitter.) But of course! e would
| be doing after fifteen years of broadcasting e nce ata top
news station in the country but then asking ons to some

grubby little fans for a donut eating competific
BILL: Oh, oh, oh! Ouch! Looks like someo @

being picked as a reporter for the upgoming € i
SUSAN: (Bitter but still smiling.) Oh, you betcha, Bill.

bitter about not

FAN 1, FAN 2, FAN 3, FAN 4, AN 5 enter from stage right.

SUSAN: Let’s ask this g
You there, donut e

ans right here. (Calls over to FANS.)

FAN 1: What?

BILL: May we have ayfew minutes for a brief interview?

FAN 2: I g

FAN N 3, FAN 4, and FAN 5 all walk over to BILL and
SU

SUSAN: So, how excited are all of you about the 56" semiannual
donut eating competition that takes place in just two days!?

FAN 3: The what?

FAN 5: What are you talking about?

BILL: The donut eating competition. That is why you’re here, isn't it?

FAN 5: Is that what all of this is?

FAN 4: That sounds lame!

FAN 3: We thought this was the lowa Cyclones football game.
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FAN 2: (To FAN 1, angry.) | told you to ask for directions half an hour
ago at that one gas station! Now, look at the mess we’re in!

FAN 1: (With sass.) Um, did you see how sketchy that gas station
was? Nuh-uh. No way. Not stopping there.

SUSAN: ...So you're not here for the donut eating competition?

FAN 4: (Scoffs.) Donut eating competition? Sounds like something for
giant losers with no lives.

FAN 5: We’re outta here.

FAN 1: If we can figure out how to get out. (Looks at phone.) Okay,
GPS is saying to go (Points stage right.) This way.

FAN 2: That's the direction we came from!

FAN 3: Let's just sit in our car and figure this out.

FAN 4: Okay, but | don’t want to stay here for too can feel our
standing with society just dropping by d by being
associated with a waffle eating competitio

BILL: It's donut eating.

FAN 1: Yeah, whatever.

FAN 5: Who cares.

FAN 2: Let’s get out of here.

ar, I'M driving!
FAN 1, 2, FAN 3, FAN 4 and FAN 5 exit stage right.

SUSAN: (Back to the audience.) Yes, the fan support is booming down
here in Tumbleweed, lowa.

BILL: Our next competitor is Cheeks, who got his nickname for always
having cheeks full of food and talking with his mouth full. Let's
interview him now.

BILL and SUSAN go over to CHEEKS, who is holding a full donut box
in one hand, and a half-eaten donut in the other.
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BILL: Hello there, Cheeks.

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, muffled sounds.)

BILL: (Fake laughs.) Sounds like someone needs to learn to chew and
swallow!

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, muffled sounds.)

SUSAN: Any words you want to share with the tens of people watching
this back home?

CHEEKS: (Muffled sounds for a while, gestures around like he’s
saying something important or inspirational.)

SUSAN: Wow, well said, Cheeks.

BILL: (To SUSAN.) Did you understand any of that n?

SUSAN: Not a word, Bill. Now let’'s move onto our

SPRINKLES: (Enters stage right and runs
excited.) Ohhhhhh! A camera crew! We ha ad a camera crew
at one of these in, like, seven yeaps! The 'Spoft must be getting
popular, yes? (Starts waving at the alidience, excited, and mouthing
“Hi Mom!”.)

BILL: Actually, competitive cu king got canceled, so they sent us
here.

SPRINKLES: (Upbeat.) m still good to spread some light on the
sport!

SUSAN: (Smiling tic.) Yes. The “sport.”

BILL: Wait, are you Sprinkles?

e one and only! I'm just ready to go out there and

and eat as many donuts as | can before | hurl or

now?
BIL g but sarcastic.) Ah, yes, living the dream!
SPRI : It's all about the community of donut eaters we’ve made

here. We're competitors, but deep down, we’re really all friends.

SUSAN: Glazed doesn’t seem to like Jaws.

BILL: And Jaws doesn’t seem to like anyone.

SPRINKLES: Sure, we don’t talk to each other... or hang out... or act
like friends... or like each other... but that's what makes this
community so unique.

SUSAN: Well, best of luck to you, Sprinkles.

SPRINKLES: Oh, why thank you! (Exits skipping off stage left.)
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BILL: (To SUSAN.) You can say what you want about her, but she is
most definitely our most positive player.

SUSAN: Well, | am absolutely positive you've never heard of this next
competitor.

BILL: Nice segway, Susan.

SUSAN: Thank you, Bill. Tia is new to the game of donut eating, so
new, she doesn’t even have a donut eating name. Let’s interview
her now.

BILL and SUSAN go over to TIA, who is texting on her phoné. To TIA.

SUSAN: Excuse me, may we ask you a few questi

TIA: (Looks at the audience.) |s this a camera cre n’t know this
find me here. The only things people look a are corn and
the field of dreams.

TIA: Not so much “hiding,” but thigfjust is usual type of thing, the
whole competitive donut e ou know?

would be public. | mean, it's in Tumblewegd, [Owa\No one would
s
SUSAN: Hiding from something, Tia?
BILL: Then why do it?

pig out on donuts. How great is that? And they're

donuts too. Like who wouldn’t do it?

t sure is one way to live life!

something’s free, then | have no shame.

ell, then, good luck.

TIA: Yeah, whatever.

BILL: (To SUSAN, peppy.) Wow! What a great crew of competitors!

SUSAN: Not so fast, Bill.

BILL: Not so fast?

SUSAN: Last, but certainly least is Stuffed.

BILL: Don’t you mean certainly not least, Susan?

SUSAN: No, | do not. See, Stuffed gets his donut eating name by
coming dead last in every competition from getting too full too fast.
Let’s check this loser out, shall we?
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BILL and SUSAN go over to STUFFED, who is with MOM. MOM is
being finicky with STUFFED—straightening his clothes, combing
through his hair, etc. while STUFFED keeps pushing her away.

BILL: Hello there, Stuffed!

MOM: (Looks out at the audience.) Oh! Cameras! (To STUFFED.)
Come here, sugar, let me fix your hair before they interview you.
(Reaches over and grabs at STUFFED'S hair.)

STUFFED: (Pushing MOM away, whining.) Mooooooooom! You're

embarrassing me! Just—(Points upstage right.) g in the
corner!

MOM: (Still excited.) You got it, honey! (To audien oohoo! Vote
for Stuffed!

STUFFED: (Whining.) Mooooooooooom! Ho imes have | told

you, there’s no voting in competitive gating.

MOM smiles and gives the “OK” sign the s upstage right. To BILL
and SUSAN.

STUFFED: Sorry about @ now how hard it is to find good help
these days.

SUSAN: Help? Is rmom?

STUFFED: | mean she helps me, so she qualifies as “the help.”

BILL: Whatfdoes,she help you with?

training. And making all my doctors’ appointments.

y lunch. And tucking me in at night. And holding my

n | cross the street. And—

SUSA hoa! Slow down there! Sounds like you are pretty
dependent on your mother.

BILL: You seem like a fully grown adult. Do you really need help with
things like crossing the street?

STUFFED: Hey, when you got your mind on the competition like | do,
it's hard to remember to look both ways when going across a busy
road. Just a precaution. She’s just a bit overbearing. (Looks back at
MOM.)

MOM: (Waves from where she is, excited.) Woohoo! Gooooooooo
Stuffed!
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BILL: (To STUFFED.) Speaking of your game, Stuffed, yours hasn’t
been too hot. What do you plan to do to change that during this
competition?

STUFFED: (Crossing arms.) Let’s just say I'll take them out one by
one.

SUSAN: Wow, that wasn’t at all creepy or ominous!

BILL: Let’s pretend we didn’t hear that one!

SUSAN: (To STUFFED.) Thank you for speaking to us.

STUFFED: (Smugly.) Thank you. And may the most fortunate of us
all, win.

STUFFED exits stage right with MOM. SUSAN face udie with
BILL, both smiling.

SUSAN: Well, it looks like it will be a pretty hea mpetition!

BILL: It sure does, Susan. We will be caVering tire event for you
for the next forty-eight hours leading\up to the big eat off. Soon, we
will see who has what it takes ipfthi itive donut eating world,

Blackout.

ACT ONE, SCENE 2

AT S : Lights up. COACH stands downstage right with JAWS,
who is curling donuts like weights while GLAZED and CHEEKS hide
behind a table stage left, watching them. CHEEKS has his full donut
box with him.

COACH: (Hyping JAWS up.) Alright, Jaws. This is your moment to
shine again. You've won this semiannual competition nineteen
times now, soon to be TWENTY. There’s no room for error. You've
trained so hard. You've worked YEARS for this.

JAWS: (Focused.) | know, coach.
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COACH: There are six competitors. One winner. Five losers. (Yells.)
Who are you going to be, Jaws!?

JAWS: (Yelling, pumped.) I'm going to be a winner!

COACH: Come on, let’s get you in shape.

JAWS silently lifts donuts like they’re weights as COACH encourages
her.

GLAZED: (To CHEEKS.) Can you believe this, Cheeks? She thinks
she’s such hot stuff.

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite of donut, muffled sounds.)

GLAZED: (Annoyed.) | know she keeps beating m hat'sbeside
the point. The point is that she is going down, d own!

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, muffled sounds.)

GLAZED: (Offended.) | have a plan! And it's '@ good plan too!

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, sassy muffled soundsy*qiving GLAZED a
look.)

GLAZED: ...Okay, so | don’t hay€ a plan®Phat's why we're here. To
find her weakness.

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite,

GLAZED: (Angry.) Itis n J, and it is not cheating. It’s just...

CHEEKS: (Takesab sounds.)

GLAZED: No, it’ oiting, either! Just hush up, I'm trying to
listen

COACH: ( AWS.) That's it, you’re doing great. Just remember: You
have to ect, all the time, always, forever.

ly.) 'm always perfect. I'm a flawless donut eating
hat crushes my enemies beneath my feet.
Just keep that focus, Jaws. You got this.

JAWS continues to curl donuts.

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, muffled sounds.)

GLAZED: Well, she has to have some sort of weakness! She’s human,
isn’'t she?! (More serious.) | mean, isn’t she? You don’t think she’s
some kind of donut eating robot, and—

CHEEKS gives GLAZED a look.
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GLAZED: You're right, you're right. Definitely human. Not a robot.
(Realizing.) But then she has to have some kind of weakness, then!

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, muffled noise.)

GLAZED: (Looks at CHEEKS.) Do you ever chew and swallow?

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, shakes head, muffled sounds.)

GLAZED: (Points to donut box.) How many of those have you eaten?
Just in the past hour?

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, muffled sounds.)

GLAZED: (Scoffs.) Seven? The number of amateurs. If you just eat

and eat all the time, you'll end up like Stuffed and n able to
finish anything. You know that?
CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, annoyed muffled sounds, eyes.)

GLAZED: It's all about consumption timing, @
need to learn.

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, sassy muffleq, nds:

GLAZED: (Angry, yelling loud.) Oh, yeah? Well, | know | need to learn
how to win, but what you—

JAWS: (Turns around, CHEE, d GLAZED duck.) What was that?

COACH: Don’t worry abougsi st fogus, Jaws.

mething you

JAWS continues to cu

GLAZED:
You al
CHEEKS:

is head back up with CHEEKS.) That was close.

(Popping

GLAZED: Oh, don’t be such a pain in the cinnamon twist. Just keep
watching with me. We gotta find something on her!

COACH: You are going to annihilate the competition, Jaws. You need
to stay hyper-focused. You can’t let anything distract you. Anything
or anyone. No family. No friends. No boys.

JAWS: (Focused.) Right. No distractions. (To COACH, less focused.)
But not even one friend? Or one date? Or what about—
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COACH: (Holds JAWS by both shoulders, looking her in the eyes.)
Jaws. You. Are. A. Champion. Anyone can go out and have friends.
Anyone can go out on dates. But not anyone can stuff their face with
donuts on a national level twenty times and be the champ. It's a
sacrifice you'll have to be willing to make to be the best of the best.

JAWS: (Refocusing.) You're right. This is all about me and my time.

COACH: Absolutely, Jaws. Now, let’s get you to the nearest donut
shop where you can practice.

COACH ushers JAWS off stage left.

GLAZED: That's it!
CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, confused muffled sounds.

GLAZED: Don’t you see? She can't let any he’ll lose her

focus!
CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, confused mu 0] g
GLAZED: (Annoyed.). Yes, | would bejthe one to have her lose her

focus. I'll just ask her on a date?} and her fall in love with me,
and before the competition eak her heart! It's that simple!
CHEEKS: (Stares with attitude, ar rossed.)
GLAZED: Don’t give me . Itis that simple! I'll just ask her out
and make her fall inYevew e! Just watch. This plan is foolproof!
Blackout.
ACT ONE, SCENE 3
AT ST. * Lights up. TIA is on stage, alone, talking on her cellphone.

TIA: Uh-huh... Uh-huh.... Yeah, they just give you the donuts. And
they're free! You just have to eat a lot of them.... Nah, | don’t really
care if | win, I'm just here for the free, you know? (Laughs.) Hey, the
cheap life is the only life as far as I'm concerned.

SPRINKLES enters stage left, watches TIA and listens from a distance.
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TIA: This place is just full of such weirdos, you know? Like they eat
donuts hard core. For real. | wouldn’t be caught dead with any of
these losers outside of this competition. (Pauses.) Yeah, | won’t get
sucked in or anything, | promise. I'm just here for the donuts, man.
Anyway, I'll see you when | get home. Love you. Bye. (Hangs up
and turns around, seeing SPRINKLES.) How long have you been
standing there?

SPRINKLES: Me? | just got here. Why?

TIA: No reason... (Quickly.) Welp, | should probably go back to my
motel room and do, like, jaw exercises or whatever you guys—I
mean us donut eaters—do. (Starts to exit stage righ

SPRINKLES: (Going after TIA.) What's your name?

TIA: (Looks back a moment.) Tia. (Starts to exit a

SPRINKLES: Ohhhh, a newbie! | rememb irsg, donut eating
competition!

TIA: (Spins around.) How do you know, e

SPRINKLES: Well, you're using your real name at a competition for
one. Rookie mistake. (Exten and, ry.) 'm Sprinkles!

TIA: (Grabs hand lightly and s shakes it.) I'm sure you are. Look,
| really don’t want peop ee here going by like Donut Head

or something—
SPRINKLES: Oh, Do sn’t competed in years.
TIA: Uh-huh. Loo go—(Starts to exit stage right again.)
SPRINKLES: (Grabs§TIA’S hand, drags her back to center stage.)
d is a donut eating mentor. | would love to assist you
t’s of the world that is donut eating—
nd.) Okay, no offense, Sugar—

: (Still peppy.) Actually, it's Sprinkles! Like you know, how

TIA: No, yes, | caught on. Look, | just really, truly, don’t care enough
about the donut eating world to get into the spirit of it all. To be
honest with you, it's lame. For losers. Geeks.

SPRINKLES: Then why are you here?

TIA:...l like free things?

SPRINKLES: That can’t be the only reason you’re here.

TIA: (Thinks for a moment.) No.... Yeah, that’s it. Free donuts.

SPRINKLES: Where are you from?

TIA: St. Louis.
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SPRINKLES: What is that, a four hour drive?

TIA: Five and a half.

SPRINKLES: So, you drove five and a half hours, wasted all the gas
money, money on a motel, plus the meals that aren’t in the
competition... just for some free donuts?

TIA: (Bashful.) Well, when you say it like that it makes it sound like I'm
wasting money.

SPRINKLES: | think you need to reevaluate your purpose and why
you're here, Tia. | mean you already put all this money out for some
“free” donuts. Isn’t there anything else you want to get gut of this
experience? | think, deep down, we both know whatuitsis'that you

want.
o)

TIA: Yeah... we do.
SPRINKLES: (Simultaneously with TIA.) Frie
d I've never really won anything

TIA: (Simultaneously with SPRINKLES.) To

SPRINKLES: Wait what did you say?

TIA: | said to win.

SPRINKLES: (Upset.) To win!?

TIA: Yeah, it's a competitio
before, and | want to wi

them all!
TIA: Dude, that is

everyone else is a threat. | didn’t come here to make friends; | came
here to eat free donuts, and now | want to win.

SPRINKLES: (Hands on head.) This isn’'t how | thought this talk would
go at all.

TIA: This isn’t your first rodeo. Do you want to show me some donut
eating tips?

SPRINKLES: (Sighs.) Sure, come on.
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TIA and SPRINKLES go downstage left and pretend to have a
conversation. STUFFED sneaks on stage right with a small bag with
MOM.

STUFFED: (Maliciously.) Aha! Look! We have two of the competitors
together!

MOM: Woohoo! That's super-duper puddin’ cakes! What's our next
plan?

STUFFED: (Pulls out two lip balms from his bag.) We will offer them

these two lip balms.
MOM: (Nodding.) Uh-huh... okay.... | see where yo ing with
STUFFED: Really?
MOM: (Head down, defeated.) No, | just wante portive. Why
STUFFED: This is no ordinary lip balm.gYou see ave infused it with
superglue, so when they use it, it will'\glue their mouths shut, making

this...
lip balm? ‘

it impossible for them to opengheir m to eat donuts! (Laughs
evilly.)
MOM: Rock on, pumpkin Thisyscheme will work for sure. How

will they get them tho

tache from his bag and applies it to
m as a “gift,” and they’ll have no idea it's
this!

STUFFED: Yes, yes, now step aside. It's time to set the stage to win.

MOM hides behind a table while STUFFED approaches SPRINKLES
and TIA.

STUFFED: Hello there, ladies.

SPRINKLES and TIA turn around.
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SPRINKLES: (Peppy.) Hi, there! My name is Sprinkles! And this is my
new best friend, Tial

TIA: (Interjecting quickly.) We’re not best friends—

SPRINKLES: What's your name?

STUFFED: My name... is not important.

TIA: (Flatly.) Really.

STUFFED: Really. Names are overrated anyway. But what is
important is that | have something for both of you.

SPRINKLES: (Excited.) Like a gift! (Clapping hands together.) Oh, |
just love gifts!

STUFFED: (Evil grin.) Yes... a gift.... (Let's out a small<«evikiieckle.)
TIA: (To STUFFED, grabbing SPRINKLES.) Will yi cuseis one
moment? (Drags SPRINKLES downstage.) uy is super

shady. Do you recognize him?
SPRINKLES: (Shakes head.) | don’'t know @ ith a mustache
like that.

TIA: Sprinkles, that is an obviously fake mustache in a lame attempt
to disguise himself.

aters in this competition?
all the competitors, the officials,

SPRINKLES: Well, it sure is ing, because if | knew him before, |
don’t know him now!

TIA: Do you know all the @

SPRINKLES: Do | ko
everyone in the @i

TIA: And you have lue who that guy is?

st try to picture him without the mustache!

: (Looks at him again.) Mmmmm, nope. Can't do it. It's a

TIA: (Frustrated.) Agh! Just let me do the talking to him. (Walks back
to STUFFED.) Hi there... sir. What do you want exactly?

STUFFED: 1 just wanted to offer you some free lip balms. (Holds up
the two lip balms.)

SPRINKLES: Oh, boy free things!

SPRINKLES leans forward to grab them; TIA stops her.

TIA: (Looks closely at them.) It looks like they were already opened.
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STUFFED: (Nervous.) Well, you know what they say... getting offered
already opened lip balms from a handsome stranger with a dashing
mustache is... good luck.

TIA: (Flatly.) No one says that.

SPRINKLES: No, no! He's onto something! | think that was in my
horoscope yesterday. Isn’t that freaky?

STUFFED: See? Good luck. (Tries again to hand over the lip balms.)

SPRINKLES: Oh, boy! What kind are they?

STUFFED: Kind?

SPRINKLES: Yeah, what flavors?

STUFFED: | don’t know. None. Generic.

SPRINKLES: That's too bad. | really like the vanill kind®That’'s
my favorite.

TIA: Hey, let’'s go to the nearest convenien
one. You know what they say... getting ¢
your best friend to buy you vanilla miat'i
luck.

SPRINKLES: That's so true! Jihey do that! (To STUFFED.)
Thanks anyway, mister. (T Hey, let's take my car. You can
ride shotgun! (Exits ski hoff stage right.)

TIA: Sure! (Exits stage ri g aggressively at STUFFED on the
way out.)

STUFFED: (Rippii stache, pouting.) Aw, for the love of long
johns! My plans always fail!

MOM: (R % er to STUFFED, putting her arms around his

shoulde sorry, shnookums.

STO @ ushes off MOM.

MOM: Maybe next time you'll get ‘em, tiger.

STUFFED: Oh, | will. And when | do, | WILL be the winner! (Laughs
evilly.)

MOM: That’'s my special boy!

STUFFED: Come, now, Mother, (Dramatically gestures to stages
right.) to my plotting lair!

MOM: You mean my minivan?

STUFFED: (Sighs deeply, disappointed.) Yes, Mom, your minivan.
Let's go. (Starts to head off stage right.)
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MOM: (Following him.) Alright, but no putting your feet up on the
dashboard.
STUFFED: (Whining.) Mooooooooom!

MOM and STUFFED exit. Blackout.
ACT ONE, SCENE 4

AT START: Lights up. GLAZED and CHEEKS enter stage lefft.
CHEEKS has his donut box with him.

GLAZED: (To CHEEKS.) Alright, alright, time to fi wSs | can
sweep her off her feet to ultimately crush her!

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite of donut, muffled soufia

GLAZED: Of course, | know what I’'m doing!
hard can it be!

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, sassy muffledisounds.)

she’s a girll How

GLAZED: (Bashful.) Well, you k , I've r actually talked to a girl
in that way... butitcan’tb ard!
CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, ed solipds.)

GLAZED: Practice? Whg h would | need to practice for?

CHEEKS: (Takesab sounds.)

GLAZED: Fair poi ' you be Jaws, and I'll be me.

CHEEKS: (Takes a , high pitch muffled sounds, tilting his head and
batting , trying to act very feminine.)

GLAZED: CHEEKS.) Cut it out! I'm being serious!

a bite, defensive muffled sounds.)

ou are not! Come on, for real this time. Be Jaws. Be mean,

CHEEKS: (Makes a mean face and takes a fighter’s stance.)

GLAZED: Now that looks more like Jaws. Okay, here we go. (Looks
down, takes a deep breath, then looks back up at CHEEKS. Very
nervous.) Hi, there, um, Jaws. Go out with me, now, please?

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, sassy muffled sounds.)

GLAZED: (Angry.) Well, | was trying the direct approach! And | did say
please, didn’t 1?

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, muffled sounds with a look of disapproval,
shaking his head.)
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GLAZED: Alright, | know, | know. No need to make me feel bad. Come
on, let’s try again.

CHEEKS: (Takes the fighter’s stance again with the mean face.)

GLAZED: Maybe something... less... ruthless. (Quickly.) But not as
girly as what you were doing before. That gave me the heebie
jeebies.

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, teasing muffled sounds, poking at GLAZED.)

GLAZED: (Offended). Are not!

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, teasing muffled sounds.)

GLAZED: (Yelling.) Are not!

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, loud teasing muffled sounds.)

GLAZED: (Frustrated.) Look, we have to ke ctici and
practicing so | can ultimately break Jaws’ heart in, ‘cause we

both know a loser like you ain’t gonna win. @
1 a

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, extremely offended ounds).

GLAZED: Oh, you know it’s true. Comefon, le ep practicing.

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, muffled sounds.)

GLAZED: Ask advice from whop? I'm dy asking you for help.
Isn’t that enough?

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, sass sounds.)

GLAZED: ified WAnother girl!? | don’t want to do that!

CHEEKS: ite, muffled sounds.)

GLAZED: se, | want to win! Ugh, fine! But where am | going to
fi

TIA an RINKLES enter stage right. GLAZED and CHEEKS try to
hide.

SPRINKLES: (To TIA.) Thanks for the lip balm, Tia! | just loooooooove
this vanilla mint! (Holds up the lip balm to TIA’S face.) Here! Smell
it!

TIA: (Lowering it away from her face.) No thanks. I'm good.

GLAZED: Aha! Them! It's perfect! I'll just ask them to help me win over
Jaws, and we’ll all have a better chance at that prize, but I'll be the
only real contender!
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CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, muffled sounds.)
GLAZED: (Annoyed.) Yes, because | kept coming in second to her.
Yes, | know, Cheeks. Come on, let’s go talk to them.

GLAZED Starts to head over to SPRINKLES and TIA, bringing
CHEEKS with him. JAWS struts on stage left, wearing nineteen string
loops around her neck.

GLAZED: (Backs up and hides, dragging CHEEKS with him.) Oh, no!
There’s Jaws!

GLAZED and CHEEKS hide again and watch.

SPRINKLES: (Waving over to JAWS.) Oh, lo
JAWS: (Dramatically looking in the opposite

%
Oh, Hi there, losers.

TIA: Look, Jaws. You don’t know you'rg,goingito win. You don’t—

aws! Hi Jaws!
, disinterested.)

JAWS: Oh yeah? (Holds up all thé 19 st .) See these?

TIA: ...Some string?

JAWS: No, these are do ting“@ompetition medals. Nineteen of
them.

TIA: Where'’s the me
JAWS: (Snotty.) donuts, so | ate them, rookie.
TIA: Hey, | won'’t be'ayrookie for long, I'll—
rpRand coldly.) You all are a bunch of nothings. You'll

hing, and you'’ll never be good enough, while | am

good enough. I’'m the only one who'’s truly worthy to eat
5oon you'll realize who you really are: failures. In the donut
world in life. That’s all you'll ever be. Nothing. But. Losers!

JAWS struts off stage right before TIA can reply.

TIA: (Infuriated.) Oh! | can’t believe her! | have to beat her! | just do!
SPRINKLES: Or we can all be best, donut eating friends!

TIA: Um, no. She needs to be beaten. Hard.

GLAZED and CHEEKS quickly run over to SPRINKLES and TIA.
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GLAZED: (To TIA and SPRINKLES.) Hi there! | couldn’t help but
overhear—

TIA: Overhear or spying?

GLAZED: Overhear, spying, isn’t that all the same today?

TIA: No.

SPRINKLES: Oh, don’t mind Glazed here. He’s a bit—

TIA: Glazed? So, you’re also a donut eater?

GLAZED: Sure am! (Gestures to CHEEKS.) This here is my
henchman, Cheeks!

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, angry muffled sounds.)

GLAZED: Oh, you know that’s basically what you do.

TIA: You can understand what he’s saying?

GLAZED: You can’t? He just said he’s happy to he me any day.

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, muffled sounds, arms around
wildly, shaking his head.)

SPRINKLES: Looks like he disagrees ou, ed.

GLAZED: Nah, that’s just his sign for Glazed isithe best and will totally
win.

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, ann muffled sounds while rolling eyes
and crossing arms.)
GLAZED: Look here, lad
help get rid of Jaws?®

TIA: I'm listening.
SPRINKLES: Oh no:

Nave a proposition for you two. It's to

really know how to talk to a girl.

TIA: Oh, | can help with that. 'm in.

SPRINKLES: What! No! What about friendship, the best donut of them
all?

TIA: Yeah, no. Don’t care about that. | just care about winning. We
can still be friends though, Sprinkles.

SPRINKLES: (Touched.) Really?

TIA: Yeah, ‘cause you're not a threat. (Turns back to GLAZED.) I'm
on board. (To SPRINKLES.) Are you going to help, too?
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SPRINKLES: (Sighs.) | will emotionally support you through this
process because that is what friends do.
ACT ONE, SCENE 5
AT START: Continuing action from SCENE FOUR.

TIA: (Turning to GLAZED.) Alright, so tell me what you do know about
women.

GLAZED: (Thinks for a moment.) Well, they love the nk, they
all want to be a princess, they hate football, and a ably¥obots.
CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, muffled sounds, sm the side of

GLAZED'S arm.)
GLAZED: Okay, maybe not robots but defin @ another planet

or a different species.
TIA: You know that girls are people justlike yau, right?
GLAZED: That has yet to be verified.

TIA: (Rolls her eyes. To SPR S.) We got a lot of work to do.
GLAZED: Look, | am & hat "9ad, okay? Sure, women are
complicated, but they pne thing. Well, two things, really.
TIA: Exactly—

SPRINKLES: Oh; is too!
GLAZED: (Simultaneously with TIA and SPRINKLES.) Medieval

SP : (Simultaneously with TIA and GLAZED.) Friends and
ne es.

TIA: Whoa, whoa, wait. (Turns to SPRINKLES.) What did you say?

SPRINKLES: Friends and new shoes.

TIA: New shoes? Really?

SPRINKLES: ...Do you want new shoes?

TIA: (Looks down at her shoes.) ...Yeah... (Shakes head and looks at
GLAZED.) What did you say?

GLAZED: Medieval weaponry and slime.

TIA: What! No!
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GLAZED: What? If | gave you a medieval sword and shield you
wouldn’t think that’s cool?

TIA: | mean, | would, but—

GLAZED: And when was the last time you played with slime?

TIA: | don’t know, when | was ten?

GLAZED: (Pulls out a small container of slime from his pocket.) Here.

TIA: (Opens up the slimes and starts to play with it.) Look, Glazed,
you’re missing the point. It's that it's not always about how things
are—(Stretches the slime wide.) Whoa! Look how far it stretches!

GLAZED: (Cross arms, smirking.) Case closed.

TIA: (Puts away the slime.) Glazed, it’s not about just givi m slime
or talking about medieval weapons. That's som you'ean do
with a friend. You're trying to get her to fall in | h you in one
night and then break her heart. Slime is no#/g tokeut it.

GLAZED: Then what will? %

SPRINKLES: You'll have to be a gentleman.

GLAZED: A gentle what?

SPRINKLES: A gentle-man. Yo ve to lite and treat her kindly.

GLAZED: What if she isn’t ki k? | don’t want her to think I'm no

wuss or nothing.
TIA: Do you want this plg @ k or not?
GLAZED: Yeah, but
TIA: Then you'll out on a limb here.
CHEEKS: (Takes a , teasing muffled sounds, poking at GLAZED.)

GLAZED: {EEKS.) | am not! | can do this!
CHEEKS:

ly way you could do this is if you ever learned to
swallow! All our hope is pinned on me now. (To TIA.) Is

TIA: Not by a long shot. You'll have to share feelings with her.

GLAZED: (Shocked and appalled.) Eeelings!?

TIA: They don’t have to be real feelings, you just have to convince her
that you feel whatever you're saying.

GLAZED: See, I've never been a... “feelings” guy. | don’t know if | can
do that.

SPRINKLES: Oh, no! Now we have to give up and all be friends!
Because friendship is the best—
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TIA: —The best donut of them all, we’ve been told. (To CHEEKS.) Do
you think you can chew and swallow long enough to get Jaws to fall
in love with you?

GLAZED: (Stepping in front of CHEEKS.) Oh, no, no, no! I'm the one
doing this! If anyone’s getting all the glory for this master cheating
plan, it's me!

TIA: Then step up your game, man. Have some feelings. Girls like
that.

GLAZED: (Bitter.) ...fine. But I'm not happy about it.

TIA: You don’'t have to be happy about it, you just have to dg it.

GLAZED: What else?

TIA: Let's practice asking her out. Just pretend Spri is Jaws—

GLAZED: Sprinkles is far too human to be Jaws. kles actually
has a heart and a soul.

TIA: | said pretend, didn’t 7 Come on.

SPRINKLES and GLAZED move downsta left while TIA and
CHEEKS watch from a short distafice.

TIA: Alright. Go on.

GLAZED: (Nervous.)U
SPRINKLES: (Sharp
GLAZED: (Angry

GLAZED.)

GLAZED: Shut up, Cheeks! Your mockery isn’t helping!

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, sassy muffled sounds.)

GLAZED: You really need to learn to watch your language.

SPRINKLES: Why, what did he say?

GLAZED: I'm trying to be a gentleman, and a gentleman wouldn'’t
repeat such foul language. (Glares at CHEEKS who shrugs.)

TIA: ...Anyway, keep going.
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GLAZED: (Nervous again.) Oh, um, right. (To SPRINKLES.) So, uh,
Jaws—

SPRINKLES: (Mean.) What.

GLAZED: Uh, | was wondering if | could ask you out on a, you know,
a date?

SPRINKLES: (To TIA.) Do | say yes?

TIA: Do you think Jaws would say yes to that?

SPRINKLES: (Shakes head.) Probably not.

GLAZED: What!? Why not! | was a gentleman and everything!

SPRINKLES: Yeah, but you didn’t have any confidence.

GLAZED: (Angry.) What? Now | need to have confide 0? Girls
are too demanding!
TIA: If you asked Jaws out like that, all nervous an ering—

GLAZED: (Quickly interjecting.) | wasn’t cowefing

TIA: (Finishing her sentence.) —she’d che @
so fast. You know how mean she is.

SPRINKLES: But don’t have too much confidence, where you're
acting like you're demanding to go ith you.

TIA: Yeah, girls hate that.

SPRINKLES: Just be yours

TIA: ...Or someone else )W, cause you kinda suck.

SPRINKLES: Oh! An t to—

GLAZED: (Frust h! This all is just too hard! I'll just do

whatever | want.

and spit you out

their conversations silent. STUFFED and MOM enter from stage right.

STUFFED: (Rubbing hands together diabolically.) Aha! We have four
of them together now! This is perfect! We can knock out almost all
the competition in one hit!

MOM: Woohoo! That’s great, my little muffin man. What'’s the plan this
time?
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STUFFED: | will tell them they all have been entered in a random
contest and have won all-inclusive trips to Hawaii, but they must
leave immediately to redeem their trip. They'll all be gone, and Ill
just have one competitor left to knock out! (Laughs evilly.)

MOM: But isn’t Jaws the best of all of them?

STUFFED: One jelly-filled problem at a time, my mother, one at a time.

Now, (Pulls out from his pocket another fake mustache of different
into my trap! (Laughs evilly.)

MOM: You go, buddy boy! Super proud! (Hides on stage right.)
Congratulations! All of you have won!

SPRINKLES: Won what?

p balm Before?

STUFFED: Me? No. | have a totally different @ e than him.

TIA: How do you know who I'm talking about?

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, urgent m sounds, pointing at
STUFFED.)

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite,

GLAZED: | don’t kno

shape and color than before and puts it on.) | will go and lure them
STUFFED: (Walks up to SPRINKLES, TIA, GLAZED, EEKS.)
TIA: Aren’t you the same guy who offered us
STUFFED: (Nervous.) Uhhhhh...
TIA: (To CHEEKS.) Wait,

random man wi . i ustache telling us we won something.

SPRINKLES: (Clapping hands together, excited.) Ohhhh! Hawaii! I've
never been there before! How exciting!

GLAZED: All-inclusive, huh? Like everything’s paid for?

STUFFED: That's right! You just have to leave right now to catch your
flight!

SPRINKLES: I'm ready, let’s go!

GLAZED: Say, how did we get entered in this contest?

STUFFED: (Nervous.) Uh... uh... you just did?
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GLAZED: Welp, can’t argue with that logic. I'm sold! How do we get
to the airport?

TIA: (Coming back to the group, dragging CHEEKS with her.) Look,
guys. Don’t. Sign. Anything. Both me and Cheeks know there’s
something weird about this guy.

SPRINKLES: Oh, he doesn’'t want us to sign anything.

GLAZED: He wants to give us an all-inclusive trip to Hawaii.

SPRINKLES: We just need to leave right now to catch our flight.

TIA: Oh, yeah? What company are you with, Mr. Mysterious
Mustache?

STUFFED: (Nervous.) Um... that one?

SPRINKLES: (to GLAZED.) | think I've heard of i a good one.
(GLAZED and SPRINKLES both nod.)
TIA: (Frustrated.) He didn’t even say a name!
SPRINKLES: Yeah, but | could tell which one

TIA: Which one?

SPRINKLES: You know, the one.

talking about.

TIA: (To STUFFED.) Look, “sir”, are ing anywhere with you.
STUFFED: But this trip ha much to offer! Parasailing, hula
dancing—

SPRINKLES: Parasailing
STUFFED: All the tim
GLAZED: Andis of hula dancing?
STUFFED: Tons!

hey do that a lot there?

TIA: (To GLAZED.) ...You're afraid of dancing?

GLAZED: It's unnatural! Feet weren’t meant to move in counts of four!

STUFFED: (Desperate.) But, but—you guys can still go! It's really
okay! You can—

MOM: (Joins all of them, also wearing a mustache. Speaks in a low
voice.) Excuse me, but my travel colleague here has offered you
the wrong trip.

TIA: Hello there... woman with a mustache.

STUFFED: (To MOM, hushed.) What are you doing?
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MOM: (Hushed, back to STUFFED.) I'm helping, sweetums. (Back to
the rest of the group.) What my colleague meant to offer was a trip
to Italy, where there is no parasailing and no dancing!

SPRINKLES: Wow sounds perfect!

GLAZED: And we have to leave right away?

MOM: That's right!

SPRINKLES: Too bad | don’t have a passport!

GLAZED: Me neither!

MOM: (Flustered.) Oh, um—

GLAZED: Now, if you'll excuse us, we have a very well thought out

and planned scheme to cheat that has a high pr ility to be
successful. (Exits with SPRINKLES, TIA, and C stage left.)

STUFFED: (Ripping off mustache. To MOM, ang at was that,
Mom?!

MOM: (Sadden.) I'm sorry, pookie. | was jus [0 be helpful. You
looked like you were struggling—

STUFFED: | know what I'm doing Mo

MOM: ...Really?

STUFFED: (Head down.) N really. (Looks back at her.) But |
i y's Relp. Just to cook my meals and

s, and—

shoes untied! (Bends over to tie his

any ear. And double knot it.
foes.) There we go! Now, my dashing boy is all ready
e!

MOM: Do you mean—
STUFFED: (Angry.) Yes, | mean your minivan! Let's go! (Marches off
stage right, MOM happily follows.)

Blackout.
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ACT ONE, SCENE 6

AT START: Lights up. BILL and SUSAN are downstage left, facing the
audience, speaking into microphones.

BILL: (Very peppy.) Hello again, America! I'm Bill Lesterson.

SUSAN: (Peppy.) And I'm Susan Burch.

BILL: And we have just reached the twenty-four-hour mark until the
56t semiannual donut eating competition!

SUSAN: We absolutely have, Bill! You can just feel the lack af nutrition

in the air as our competitors prepare for what ma e most
important or most shameful day of their lives dep on how they
view it.

BILL: Thatis so true, Susan. Now, how would fans’ energy
impacts each competitor's performance?

SUSAN: Well, Bill, as soon as some fag§ sho #T'll let you know!

SUSAN and BILL both let out a for€ed, fa gh.

BILL: Now some may
“ridiculous” and “a was

on ating on a competitive level
erfectly good donuts” and the—

FAN 6, FAN 7, F. 9, and FAN 10 enter stage right looking
around.

SUSAN: @ Oh, look! Fans!
BILL:

at the rarest sight you’ve ever seen at a donut eating
lon? So rare and impossible, it's almost like a four-leaf

SUSAN: Or a unicorn.

BILL: Or you, Susan, broadcasting at the upcoming Olympics.

SUSAN: (Clearly very bitter but still smiling.) Ouch! Open that wound
back up, why don’t we, Bill?

BILL: Oh, you betcha Susan. (Calls over to FAN 6, FAN 7, FAN 8,
FAN 9 and FAN 10.) Oh, you there! Donut eating fans!

FAN 9: Us?

SUSAN: Yes, you! What has brought you all to this competition today?
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BILL: ...Or do you not know where you are? (Points upstage.)
Because the interstate is right over—

FAN 6: No, no. We know where we are.

FAN 10: We sure do.

SUSAN: So, you're here... on purpose? You really meant to be here?

FAN 7: Yes, we meant to be here at this disgusting abomination.

BILL: Disgusting abomination?

FAN 8: We’re from the Nutritionist Opposing Donuts, or NOD for short.

SUSAN: | see, and I'm guessing NOD isn’'t pleased with the
competition then?

FAN 9: Absolutely NOT!

FAN 6: It's a disgrace!

FAN 10: We are here to do everything in our pow op this awful
competition and provide healthy options fo

BILL: ....so they can competitively eat that?

FAN 6: (Yelling.) No!

FAN 7: Do you know how many donutskelated|deaths there are each
day alone?

FAN 8: It causes clogged art

FAN 9: High blood press

FAN 10: Swollen hands.

FAN 6: Lack of rhyth

FAN 7: An obses ' e color lavender.

FAN 8: Inability to s the word “Sassafras” correctly.

to cover things with googly eyes.

fidaytime television.

oa there! Sounds like you guys are just spitting stuff

an’t all be true!

FAN 7: (Offended.) We are nutritionists!

FAN 8: We cannot lie. Legally.

FAN 9: What? Do you think we’re not really nutritionists and we're just
here, grabbing attention to get on TV?

SUSAN: You know there are only thirteen people watching this, right?

FAN 6: Thirteen! That’s nothing!

BILL: (Sighs.) We know.

FAN 7: Come on guys, let’s go to Des Moines.
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FAN 10: Yeah, there’s bound to be more going on there with a news
station or something that'll notice us.
FAN 8: Let’s get out of here.

FAN 6, FAN 7, FAN 8, FAN 9 and FAN 10 exit stage right.

SUSAN: (Back to the audience.) Well, there you have it, the fan
enthusiasm here today is... something!

BILL: It sureis Susan. It sure is.

SUSAN: Let's see if we can get in one more interview with the top
competitor and her Coach: the one and only Jaws!

BILL: (Still smiling but sarcastic.) Jaws! Coul @
talk to us “little people” again?

COACH: (To JAWS.) You won’t lose yaur focus over this, will you?
JAWS: (Scoffs.) What is this, amateur hotir?*l got this.

JAWS and COACH enter stage left.

are a moment to

COACH and JAWS walk o BILand SUSAN. Arrogantly.

JAWS: Want to hear esome glory again?
SUSAN: And the mble attitude that we like!
JAWS: (Snaps.) | doRit need your attitude! I'm a champion! | could be

JAWS: (Smugly.) Good.

BILL and SUSAN continue to interview JAWS and COACH, their
conversation silent. SPRINKLES, TIA, CHEEKS, and GLAZED enter
from stage left. CHEEKS is carrying his donuts. The group watches
from a distance.

SPRINKLES: There she is!
TIA: (To GLAZED.) You know what to do?
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GLAZED: Just be myself... if myself was good with women.

TIA: There ya go.

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite of donut, muffled sounds, poking GLAZED.)

GLAZED: (Shoving CHEEKS, angry.) | will not mess this up! (To
himself.) Or at least | hope | won't.

SPRINKLES: Just relax.

TIA: Yeah, ‘cause if you get nervous, you'll get all sweaty, and that’s
gross.

GLAZED: (Angrily.) That's not helping, Tia!

TIA: (Shrugs.) Just being honest. Don’t forget to smile.

SPRINKLES: And laugh at her jokes.

CHEEKS: (Takes a bite, quick muffled sounds.)

TIA: Ask questions about her.

SPRINKLES: And pay attention to what she

CHEEKS: (Quick muffled sounds.)

TIA: Also, don'’t forget to—

GLAZED: Agh! You guys are freaking me out!

SPRINKLES: We're just trying toghelp.

GLAZED: Well, don't. | need his by myself.

GLAZED walks away fro @ PRINKLES and CHEEKS and heads
downstage.

JAWS: (Walking upstage.) Well, that's enough questions for now,
Pll—

JAW, AZED. SPRINKLES, TIA and CHEEKS all hide.

JAWS: an.) Watch it, second best.

TIA: (Hand on head.) Oh, this is never going to work.

COACH: A competitor problem? (Laughs slightly.) I'll let you handle
this, Jaws.

COACH exits left. GLAZED stands there a moment, tongue-tied.
JAWS: What's the matter, loser? Not ready to go crying home to your

mommy yet?
GLAZED: (Spits out.) Your hair looks pretty.
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JAWS: (Unsure of how to take that.) ...My what? My hair looks pretty?

GLAZED: (Awkwardly.) Yeah, | like how... you have so much of it...
and it’s... that color... and it’s... all coming from your... head.

TIA: (Shaking head, to SPRINKLES and CHEEKS.) We trained him
so much better than this.

JAWS: (Playing with her hair.) You really like it?

GLAZED: (Very nervous.) Yes... | uh, Jaws, you know, um, (Wipes
forehead, messing with shirt’s neckline.) s it getting hot in here?

TIA: | knew he’d get sweaty.

JAWS: (Defensive.) Glazed, | don’t know what you’re doingibut if you
have something to say, then say it.

TIA: | can’t watch. (Covers her eyes.)

GLAZED: (Quickly.) Jaws, will you go out with me?

JAWS: (Taken aback.) Um... |... yeah. Yeah t.

TIA: (Uncovering eyes.) It worked? (To SPR That worked?

SPRINKLES: (Shrugs.) | guess so.

GLAZED: (Smiling.) Okay!

JAWS: (Smiling.) Okay!

GLAZED: That's good.

JAWS: That is good.

Awkward silence.

GLAZED: Um, I'll pi ou up at your motel later? (Nervous, quickly.)
Kr where your motel is or anything, | don’t—

small town. There are only so many motels in the

one with all the empty donut boxes outside of it.

t.
kay.
JAWS: Okay.

Awkward silence.
GLAZED: | will see you at six then?

JAWS: | will be ready! Okay... bye.
GLAZED: Bye.
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JAWS exits stage left. GLAZED, freaking out, turns back to TIA,
SPRINKLES, and CHEEKS.

BILL: (To the audience.) Were we rolling for all of that? We were?
Yes!

SUSAN: Well, well, maybe this donut eating competition won’t be so
dull after all!

BILL: Just as exciting as the upcoming Olympics, huh, Susan.

SUSAN: (Smiling tightly.) Oh, Bill. If we weren’t on camera, I'd have
some choice words for you.

BILL: But we are on camera, so I'm safe another da ed fake
laugh.)

SUSAN: (Darkly.) Yes, but we can’t keep rolling fo

BILL: (Smiling but nervous.) ...Anyway, this competiti
to be like none other.

SUSAN: That's right, Bill. With this romgntic plG

happen!

BILL: I'm Bill Lesterson

SUSAN: And I’'m Susan Bureh,signing off until tomorrow—the big
day.

Blackout.

END OF ACT ONE
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