When You Wish Upon a Fear
By Vera Sanchez

Elliot -man in his 30’s
Andy- man in his 40’s
Setting: a busy bus stop, roadside bench

Props: bench, newspaper, winter hat, white gloves, sunglasses, small brush, can of Lysol, thermometer, small paper bag (doggy bag), bag of chips
Andy is sitting on the bench when the scene opens. He is holding a newspaper with a doggy bag on the bench next to him. The newspaper is covering his face. He is wearing shorts (i.e. casual wear). He doesn’t notice the man walking up to him.
Elliot enters the scene looking very nervous. He has a winter hunting hat on. The hat covers his entire head. He has on sunglasses, and white gloves. He is covered in clothes from head to toe. He looks very nervous. 

Elliot: (pulls a small broom out of his pocket and sweeps the seat. Then he pulls out a small can a Lysol and sprays the seat before he sits down). Is anyone sitting here?

Andy: (Keeps the newspaper up to his face. He doesn’t answer.)

Elliot: Because if anyone is sitting here, I won’t. (He continues to inspect the seat)

Andy: (Turns the page of his newspaper and continues to ignore Elliot)

Elliot: (shrugs his shoulders and sits down) (He continues to brush the seat and then himself. As he is brushing his arms off he begins to lean toward Andy. He continues to get closer and glances toward a headline inside the paper that Andy is reading and let’s out a scream) AHHHHH!!!!!

Andy: (Throws the paper in the air.) Are you all right?

Elliot: (panicked – puts his head in his hands) OH NO! I can’t believe it! It can’t be true. Not another one. 

Andy: What is wrong? (He is very concerned)
Elliot: 401K! 401K! Oh, it’s over. It’s over!  (Looking very upset)

Andy: (starting to get a little perturbed) What is over?
Elliot: It’s the end. (Head in his hands) I should have listened to him! I just should have listened to him!

Andy: (more than a little perturbed) Should have listened to whom?
Elliot: E.F. Hutton. 

Andy: E.F. Hutton?

Elliot: (looks at Andy) YES! E.F. Hutton was talking and I wasn’t listening. (He starts to sob again)
Andy: I’m sorry – what are you talking about? 

Elliot: NO-NO-NO 

Andy: Look, whatever it is, it can’t be that bad. Every one invests a little crazy. Stocks pick up and then they drop. It’s all part of the game we call life. You’re still young. I’m sure what ever it is you’ll be just fine. (As Andy is saying this he picks up his newspaper, folds it, and sits down. He pulls out a bag of chips) Now, just relax. Here, care for any? (Elliot’s head is still in his hand)(Andy reaches into the bag to pull out some chips.)
Elliot: (Lifts up his head. Looks up toward Andy to say a response – He glances at the bag of chips. He lets out another scream) AAAHHHH!

Andy: (tosses the bag of chips in the air. They go flying everywhere.) Now what is it?!
Elliot: (very panicked) Do you know what’s in those things? 
Andy: (sarcastically enunciating the word potatoes) Uh, Yeah, potatoes.

Elliot: Of course it’s potatoes. I mean the amount of fat and cholesterol. Do you know what that stuff can do to you?
Andy: Yes, I do. And if I’m lucky I’ll eat just the right amount to clog ALL my arteries at the same time. What is it with you?

Elliot: I’m sorry. It’s just that our world is such a scary place to be – take the ozone layer – fading away slowly just waiting to burn my body to a crisp.

Andy: Do you get out much?

Elliot: Then there’s terrorism. 

Andy: Terrorism? 

Elliot: YES! How do I know you’re not a terrorist just waiting for this bus to come so you can blow it up with your suitcase bomb! (Gets right in Andy’s face.) CABOOM!

Andy: Somebody’s been watching way too much CNN. 

Elliot: (Ignoring Andy) There’s also asteroids.
Andy: Asteroids?

Elliot: You know, large rocks in space, flying through the air on a collision course with earth.
Andy: Yes, and strange aliens coming to earth waiting to suck your brains out.
Elliot: What? Oh no, I knew it could happen.
Andy: (sarcastically) Yes, this is the new outfit for Men in Black.
Elliot: Oh the horror, strange aliens with big bulging brains waiting . . . waiting to suck my brains out. I’ll turn into an alien!
(Andy gives Elliot a look like he’s already an alien.) 

Elliot: It’s all just out there waiting to put me six feet under.
Andy: (Looks at him like he is an idiot). But we’re all going to end up six feet under some day.
Elliot: (starts too really panic) Oh, NO, (falls down on the ground and looks up to heaven) it can’t be my time!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! (sobs profusely)
Andy: Hey hey, take it easy death boy – we’re all dying. It’s a part of life. (Andy shakes his head in disgust, then pulls out a book from his pocket and starts reading.)
(Elliot pulls out a thermometer and sticks it in his mouth. He then takes his pulse. Andy slowly looks down from his book over at Elliot. Andy stares at Elliot.)
Andy: What are you doing now?

Elliot: SARS.

Andy: Excuse me?

Elliot: SARS, SARS, I’m checking for SARS. Have you been to China lately?
Andy: Okay that’s it. Yes, as a matter a fact I have been. Better than that, I just came back from Chinatown where I sat with a big, green alien, who was holding a button. And that button controlled a launch pad with huge asteroids pointed straight at earth. He said he’d just come back from China where he terrorized millions of earthlings and stole all their 401K plans. Then, we sat down outside next to big, huge power lines putting off electromagnetic radiation, where we shared a couple of steaks, a stick of butter and a hot fudge sundae. With chopsticks. And now, if I’m really lucky, I’ll eat this (holds up doggy bag) and become an alien, too!
Elliot: (confused) What is it?

Andy: Leftovers!  (Andy exits the scene in a huff.) 
Elliott: Hey fella, what’s the matter? (takes Lysol and sprays it where Andy was sitting) You don’t have to take off like that! (to himself) Gees, I wonder what he’s so afraid of. 
BLACKOUT
