
THE DRUG PROBLEM 
By Monica Bauer 

 
Copyright © 2005 by Monica Bauer, All rights reserved. 
ISBN 1-60003-032-7 
 
CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this Work is subject to a 
royalty. This Work is fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America 
and all countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations, whether 
through bilateral or multilateral treaties or otherwise, and including, but not limited to, all 
countries covered by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, the Universal Copyright 
Convention and the Berne Convention. 
 
RIGHTS RESERVED: All rights to this Work are strictly reserved, including professional 
and amateur stage performance rights. Also reserved are: motion picture, recitation, lecturing, 
public reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound recording, all forms of 
mechanical or electronic reproduction, such as CD-ROM, CD-I, DVD, information and 
storage retrieval systems and photocopying, and the rights of translation into non-English 
languages. 
 
PERFORMANCE RIGHTS AND ROYALTY PAYMENTS: All amateur and stock 
performance rights to this Work are controlled exclusively by Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. No 
amateur or stock production groups or individuals may perform this play without securing 
license and royalty arrangements in advance from Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. Questions 
concerning other rights should be addressed to Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. Royalty fees are 
subject to change without notice. Professional and stock fees will be set upon application in 
accordance with your producing circumstances. Any licensing requests and inquiries relating 
to amateur and stock (professional) performance rights should be addressed to Brooklyn 
Publishers, LLC.  
 
Royalty of the required amount must be paid, whether the play is presented for charity or profit 
and whether or not admission is charged. 
 
AUTHOR CREDIT: All groups or individuals receiving permission to produce this play must 
give the author(s) credit in any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the production of 
this play. The author’s billing must appear directly below the title on a separate line where no 
other written matter appears. The name of the author(s) must be at least 50% as large as the 
title of the play. No person or entity may receive larger or more prominent credit than that 
which is given to the author(s). 
 
PUBLISHER CREDIT: Whenever this play is produced, all programs, advertisements, flyers 
or other printed material must include the following notice: 
 
Produced by special arrangement with Brooklyn Publishers, LLC 
 
COPYING: Any unauthorized copying of this Work or excerpts from this Work is strictly 
forbidden by law. No part of this Work may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or 
transmitted in any form, by any means now known or yet to be invented, including 
photocopying or scanning, without prior permission from Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. 



The Drug Problem – Page 2 
 

THE DRUG PROBLEM 
by 

Monica Bauer 
 
 

CHARACTERS 
 

LINDA 30s or 40s, plain but slender and stylishly dressed 
 
DIANE 20s, very pretty, slender but dressed in a plain pair of pants and 

a shirt 
 
 

TIME & PLACE 
 

The near-future, a late afternoon in the Spring. A deserted area of 
Central Park in Manhattan 
 
 
AT RISE:  Enter LINDA, who sits on a park bench, waiting for her 
dealer to appear. SHE glances around nervously. DIANE enters 
casually from the other side of the stage, sits next to LINDA, and 
gives her a meaningful look. 
 
LINDA:  “The pigeons eat lunch on your forehead”. 
DIANE:  “And have your Haagen Daz for desert”. (pause) What 

happened to Number Seven? I was expecting Number Seven! Who 
are you? 

LINDA:  I’m Number Nine. Seven is in the hospital.  
DIANE:  The hospital! 
LINDA:  The drugs finally caught up with her. 
DIANE:  Poor Seven. She was a great courier. I hope she has a 

spectacular funeral. 
LINDA:  Yes, I’m sure she will.  
DIANE:  One of the perks. I almost look forward to them. All you can eat 

buffet, sirloin, bacon burgers, six kinds of cakes, seven kinds of pies. 
And then, there’s the floor show. Last year, a supplier in Jersey City 
got Wayne Newton flown in just for her! Now THAT was a funeral. 

LINDA:  I hear the Big Momma shows up at every funeral. I sure would 
be honored to meet her. She’s such a… 

DIANE:  Legend. She’s a legend, all right.  
LINDA:  Have you ever met her? 
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DIANE:  I thought so, once, but I wasn’t sure. Rumor was she had 

changed her gender. Several times. Back and forth. All this just to 
keep the cops off our tail. Bastards!  

LINDA:  Yeah, the bastards! 
DIANE:  Whose business is it what we put into our bodies! 
LINDA:  Nobody’s business! 
DIANE:  They’re getting sneakier every day. They found an undercover 

cop in Brooklyn, she penetrated almost up to the top of the 
organization. 

LINDA:  What happened to the lousy snitch? 
DIANE:  Took her to a warehouse somewhere in the Bronx, and started 

stuffing her. Cheesecake, chocolates, you know, the usual treatment. 
LINDA:  Why not just knock her off and be done with it? 
DIANE:  Because death isn’t good enough for them. They need to be 

stuffed. You sure ask a lot of questions… 
LINDA:  Well, I’m new to this. 
DIANE:  How long have you been using? Looks like quite a while, from 

the looks of you. Yet you say you’re new to this… 
LINDA:  I said I’m new to THIS part, the distribution end. Seven’s been 

supplyin’ me steady for the last three years now. I always thought 
about becoming a Dealer, but I didn’t do anything about it until, all of 
a sudden, she calls me from the hospital. 

DIANE:  Yeah, they tell me that’s the way it happens. Not much warning. 
One day, you’re out on the beach, showing off your new bikini wax, 
and then, BAM, right into intensive care. So, you’ve got the stuff, 
right? 

LINDA:  Sure. Here it is. (hands over a baggie full of pills) 
DIANE:  Since you’re a new supplier, you don’t mind if I check out the 

merchandise, do you? 
LINDA:  Absolutely, check it out. It’s the same stuff Seven was supplyin’. 

Nothin’s changed. 
DIANE:  (looks at a capsule carefully, breaks one open, sniffs it, 

tastes it with her little finger) You sure nothing has changed? 
LINDA:  Absolutely. 
DIANE:  And Seven told you to meet me here. 
LINDA:  That’s right. 
DIANE:  (grabs her by the throat) These aren’t my custom order; these 

are normal. Seven knew I needed my special dose, double strength. 
I have to be a size six by June to fit into a bridesmaid’s dress. So you 
have just a few minutes to explain yourself, before I use my cell 
phone to call the Enforcers. 

LINDA:  (choking, blurting out) No! Please don’t kill me!! 
DIANE:  Killing’s too good, remember? I think you need to be…stuffed! 

Are you wearing a wire? (pats LINDA down with her free hand) 
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Good. It’s just you and me, then. (flips open her phone) Thought 
you could fool me just because you know the password? Hope you 
enjoy being fat, because when the Enforcers take you… 

LINDA:  Wait! Stop! I couldn’t take it! I couldn’t take being stuffed! 
Please, you can’t turn me in! 

DIANE:  Now why should I give you special treatment? When you came 
out here to bust me? And I bet you busted Seven, too. Where is 
she? 

LINDA:  She’s at a re-education camp on Long Island.  
DIANE:  Poor Seven’s probably going through withdrawl right now. 

Dreaming of Haagen Daz double chip mocha, breaking rocks in the 
hot sun…All because of YOU! 

LINDA:  It’s not so bad. She can lose a lot of weight breaking rocks like 
that. All we really want to do is help! We only bust you to protect you! 

DIANE:  You really believe that, don’t you? Bet you’ve been thin all your 
life. Miss All-You-Can-Eat-Buffet-Natural-Size-Six. You people are 
freaks of nature! You have no idea what life is like for us without 
these pills. That’s why, whatever your name is, you need to be 
stuffed. Good and stuffed. So you know just how it feels. 

LINDA:  NO! My name is Linda. Look, I’m a woman, just like you; I’m not 
just a cop! And I already know how it feels to be fat! 

DIANE:  How can you possibly know what it feels like to be fat?  
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