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The Vain Zone

by Dale Haas

premiered July 15th, 2001

Horizon Community Church, Woodridge, IL


Theme:
God’s Top Ten List: What’s in a Name?

Characters:
The Narrator, a Rod Serling clone



Kristina, one ditz



Britney, another ditz



Mandy, the final ditz


Props:
purse with latching top for Mandy

Lighting:
center stage lighting, plus a second spotlight for the narrator, preferably with a lot of toplight added


Sound:
lav mic for the narrator, 



pzm or omni for the ditzes



music cue, a la “Twilight Zone”


Production Note:
Bold dialog refers to names taken in vain. Take special care when delivering these words to clearly communicate them as names in vain.

________________________________________________________________________



Theme music suggestive of “The Twilight Zone” begins, loud at first, then ducking quiet as we see the Narrator of to one side:


Narrator:
Do not adjust your theatre seat. We have taken control of what you see and hear. You are about to enter a different reality, a different space and time, where people and places twist and turn in unexpected ways. It’s a place we like to call. . .



The Vain Zone.



Music swells and stops.



Lights come up on Kristina and Britney, standing frozen at center stage as if in the middle of a conversation.



Imagine, if you will, a place where there is no God. It’s a place where people seem ordinary enough on the outside, but there is one crucial difference. Since there is no God, people can no longer take His name in vain. 



Kristina and Britney “come to life” in conversation, but are only mouthing words at this point.



Instead, they must resort to the next best thing . . .taking OTHER PEOPLE’S names in vain. It may seem warped and distorted to us, but it’s just another everyday occurrence in. . .the Vain Zone.



The lights dim on The Narrator as he freezes in place.


Britney:
So like, Oh my Greg! It was the weirdest thing! I was just walking through the mall yesterday and, it was like, “Oh my Tom!” there was Eric!

Kristina:
Oh my Gary!

Britney:
I know! Phil! 


Kristina:
 Oh my Dave! So like, what did you do?


Britney: 
Well, what could I do? I mean, oh my Mark, he was right there, and I know he saw me!


Kristina: 
Oh my Bob! I can’t believe it!  


Britney: 
I mean, I tried to look the other way and everything, but good Tim, he got up and started walking toward me!


Kristina: 
Oh my Joan!

Britney: 
I know, I know! I mean, like Mandy was there with me and that helped some because we just started like talking together and everything, acting like he wasn’t there or anything, but oh my Sam!



Mandy enters, carrying a purse.


Kristina, Britney: 
Mandy! 


Mandy: 
Hey guys!


Kristina: 
Oh my Walt!


Britney:
Oh my Gail! We were like JUST talking about you!


Mandy:
Oh my Steve! You’ve got to be kidding!

Britney:
I was just telling Kristina about yesterday when we saw Eric!


Mandy:
Oh my Mike!


Britney:
And how we were like, “Oh my John!”  and he was like, “Oh my Jane!” and everything.

Kristina:
Oh, Dave, that is like a beautiful purse! Where did you get it?


Mandy:
Oh, I got it from Claire’s. Get this! It was only like fourteen dollars!


Kristina:
(at same time as Britney) Oh my Mary!


Britney:  
(at same time as Kristina) Oh my Martha!



They all look at each other and laugh at the ridiculousness of this coincidence.

Mandy:
Well, anyway, (she goes to open the purse, which has a sticky latch at the top) it has all these neat compartments and. . .



She breaks a nail on the latch, and it stings a little.



Oh! JJJJJJJJJJJJJJJJ . . . . . . .



Britney and Kristina stare in horror, as if Mandy is about to say something awful.



JJJJJJJJJJune Cleaver!



Britney and Kristina are relieved.



I broke a nail!


Britney:
Whew!


Kristina:
Yeah, for a minute there I thought you were going to say a bad word!

Their voices trail off as the lights dim on their scene and come back up on The Narrator.


Narrator:
We’ll leave these pitiful creatures for now, trapped in a world without God, where anyone’s name can be spoken in vain at any time. 



Music starts again.



And is it any wonder that in a world such as this, few ever escape from . . .The Vain Zone?



Lights down as music swells to ending.
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