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CHARACTERS
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ELEVATOR GAMES

by
Sean Abley

(LIGHTS UP. ALL three characters enter an elevator.)

STRANGER: (Fidgeting.) Twenty-seven, please.
BARB: (Reading a newspaper that is folded so the name is higlden.)
Twenty-nine.

(SCOTT pushes the buttons.)
STRANGER: Is that the Post?
BARB: No. O

(A beat.)

STRANGER: Is it the New York Times
BARB: No.

(A beat.)

STRANGER: Isit --
BARB: No.

(A beat. Another.)

STRANGER: What doesgit stal w
BARB: What?
STRANGER: What

BARB: It's the Weekly World*News, alright?
STRANGER: Ohg(Aybeat. To SCOTT:) What floor?

the floor lights at the top of the door.) Twelve.

those are the only two buttons lit up.

SCOTT: Good for you, you narrowed it down. Now butt out of my
elevator business.

STRANGER: Oh. Well. If you don't want to play, that's fine. Some
people just don't have the competitive spirit.

BARB: What?

STRANGER: | mean, I'm just trying to start a pleasant conversation...

SCOTT: In an elevator. People don't talk in elevators.
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STRANGER: Why not?

SCOTT: Because it's weird, and too close, and you can't get away if
someone is boring or crazy or whatever.

STRANGER: (To BARB:) And you?

BARB: Listen, I'm in no mood, alright? | have a headache and I'm late,
so could you keep your games to yourself? That would be
amazingly great.

SCOTT: Thank you.

BARB: You're quite welcome.

(A beat.)
STRANGER: (Looks into his lunch bag.) | spy with @ ea
sandwich made with...blank. Who can gues

(BARB and SCOTT give him dirty looks and tur

STRANGER: Seriously. Come on. Gué€ss. (S
lunch bag.)

BARB: Look --

SCOTT: Would you --

(The elevator stops. The lights fl J)
ello! Hello! Is someone out

BARB: (Quietly.) Oh, no.
O
% gs on the door.) Hey! Anybody

SCOTT: Perfect. (Presses bu
there? We seem to
enéybutton.) This says "Emergency,"” but
e supposed to be a phone in here?

and holds out his

out there? (Presses e
| don't hear anythi
BARB: The walls...
STRANGER: What an e
SCOTT: Man, | hope that cable doesn't break.
BARB: The cabl

all; looks around wildly, then throws herself to the floor.)

SCOTT: Whoa! What's wrong?!

BARB: I'm claustrophobic!

SCOTT: Claus...then what are you doing in an elevator?

BARB: This isn't an elevator! It's a trash compactor death trap!

SCOTT: Then what are you doing in a trash compactor death trap?

BARB: | can't walk up twenty-nine floors every day. I'd die!

STRANGER: Oh, right, you're on twenty-nine, and he doesn't know you,
so that means he's on twenty-seven. True? False?
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SCOTT: Who says | don't know her?

BARB: It's fine as long as it's moving. But as soon as it stops, the walls
get smaller. (Begins to scrunch herself into a little ball.) Smaller and
smaller until the spaces for the air all seal up. The ones down on the
floor are the last to go. Get down here so you can breath, you idiots!
Wait, don't! There's only enough air for one! (Snuffles along the
corners of the elevator, rooting for air.) Precious air! 11 you air!
Remember that one time when | breathed you?

STRANGER: Now guess what kind of sandwich.

BARB / SCOTT: (Panicked / Fed up:) Shut up!

STRANGER: Okay, okay. You're right. Sorry. (A 'Il start with
the bread.

BARB: Get me out of here before | lose my min

SCOTT: There has got to be a way out. Don't
hatches on the top?

STRANGER: Why? Why can't we use i get to know each
other? You're so terrified of humal
did your parents do to you?

BARB: Don't go near the top! There's no up there!

SCOTT: Why don't you just be quiet,and help me find a way out of here?

STRANGER: Oh, come on. We%the same building. We're

practically neighbors. | know troduce ourselves. Say your

@ t you. And then I'll guess where

tle cubes, the cable snaps and we
off a...very high...place for eggs...

name and one interesting
you're from.
BARB: After the walls pres
plunge to our de
STRANGER: That's

SCOTT: Look, don't start with"her. She's obviously --
STRANGER: Okaymwe'll start with you. Name and one interesting fact.

@ ing to ten.) Alright. If we tell you our names, will

5 enthusiastically.)
(Gives BARB a little nudge with his foot.) You. Go.

(THEY both wait a moment, expecting the STRANGER to tell them his
name.)

SCOTT: Well? At least be polite and tell us yours.
(STRANGER smiles and mimes zipping his lips.)
What? We told you ours, now tell us yours.

(STRANGER, smiling, points to his zipped lips and shrugs.)
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What are you doing? Tell us your name.

STRANGER: (Unzips his lips.) You asked me to be quiet if you told me
your names. Rules are rules. So... (Rezips.)

SCOTT: Don't be rude. Tell us.

(STRANGER shrugs, smiles and points to his zipped mouth.)
Do it.

(STRANGER mimes trying to open his zipped mouth, then mimes
laughing.)

Tell. Us. Your. Name.
STRANGER: (Unzips just the corner of his lips.) Gu

(SCOTT grabs the STRANGER by the shirt. B t Il him
away.)

SCOTT: I'm not going to guess. You'refgoing togell'me.
BARB: Stop it! You'll use up all the oxygen!
SCOTT: What's your stupid name?!

(BARB pulls SCOTT off STRANGER, then
breath.)

STRANGER: My name...begins wi
(SCOTT attacks him again.

BARB: Stop! We'll all su
SCOTT: Tell me!
STRANGER: (Weak :
BARB: Please, tell him floor number.

rops back to the floor to

out. You have to tell that first or the rest
e. It's like a story.
e stupidest thing...

SCOTT: Stubborn? Principled. Definition: One with principles.

BARB: "-ed" words can't be people. They're states of being.

SCOTT: (Ignoring her.) Used in a sentence: There is a principle involved
here. He started the game, and now he's changing the rules. | insist
he follow his own rules, therefore I'm principled. Or something.

BARB: Rules?! What rules? Grammar has rules, which, P.S., you're
not following. He just asked you a simple question.

SCOTT: And who are you to talk? You didn't even guess his sandwich.
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BARB: I'll have you know | was asphyxiating and being crushed into a
cube. Besides, that isn't part of the game and you know it.

STRANGER: To be fair, you didn't answer.

BARB: I'm trying to help you here. Don't | get some sort of loyalty along
with that? | did stop him from strangling you.

SCOTT: Unfair! Bribing the judge won't help!

BARB: Bribing?! I'm dizzy...I can't breathe...

SCOTT: Don't pull that...

BARB: (To STRANGER:) Look what he's doing to me!

STRANGER: You really should guess.

BARB: I'm defending you, and you just sit there and

SCOTT: Don'ttry to sway the judge...

BARB: I'm not swaying, I'm dying...

STRANGER: | mean, if you don't want to gues

BARB: | can't breathe...

SCOTT: She just doesn't want to lose.

STRANGER: I'd really like you to gue

SCOTT: Come on...

STRANGER: You'll feel better...

SCOTT: You know what would beg,funny? If this elevator was powered
by winning, and her losing ca it to stop and crush us all into

cubes.
BARB: TURKEY! TURKEY T TURKEY!! | GUESS TURKEY!!
(BARB grabs for the sandwi the STRANGER snatches it
away. SHE stands panting a TRANGER precisely opens the bag,
looks inside, then cl )

STRANGER: Wrong.

(BARB launches herself at the STRANGER, shrieking. SCOTT holds
her back.)

BARB: YO TER!! You're a devil monster person sent here
to tor ... die to death of... suffocating!! You're going
er!! Let go of me!l The monster must be destroyed!!

estles her to the ground and sits on her. SHE
struggles and‘§ereams, then finally collapses. SCOTT carefully gets up
and sits in a corner.)

SCOTT: You can dish it out, but you can't --

BARB: You SHUT UP!! (SHE grabs a nail file out of her purse and
threatens them with it.) Don't let me hear one word from you until we
get out. Notone. You either.

STRANGER: But...

BARB: I'll cut your heart out so fast you'll see it beating in my hands.
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(A moment of silence.)

STRANGER: | have a dessert, too.
(BARB leaps at him, but SCOTT grabs her and takes the nail file. HE
threatens her with it.)

SCOTT: Back off!

BARB: What? | was just going to kill him. We can share hi

SCOTT: Move over by the game show host over there. Nows
your cheating --

BARB: What?

SCOTT: Back off or you lose a limb. And I'm sick o
We're gonna sit tight until this box starts moving
Good. (Silent for a moment.) It's getting hot j

BARB: Yeah, I'm thirsty.

STRANGER: | have a soda.

(SCOTT moves to kill him with the nail file.)
It's a diet Coke! Here! Take it!
(BARB grabs the soda.)

SCOTT: Whoa, wait. Is thatall y got?
STRANGER: Uh huh.
SCOTT: | hate diet. ButI'mt @ p death. This is the worst day on

Earth!
BARB: More for me!
SCOTT: Wait, why s
thirsty, too, and b
BARB: I'm alady. A thir dy.
SCOTT: Don't make me say#t. Let's splitit.
BARB: Alright, b t first drink.
SCOTT: Uh, fal !l drink it all and | won't get even a sip. Give it to
me!

all of that disgusting soda? I'm
ooks of it we may be here a long time.

won't do the same. Not on your life, buddy. And
2, I'll spill this everywhere so no one gets any.
at!

(SCOTT grabsiBARB in a headlock. SHE opens the can of soda and
pours it over BOTH of them as THEY fight.)

SCOTT: Look what you did!

BARB: Me? You attacked me! |told you what | would do, and you did,
and so | did!

STRANGER: She set up the rules, and followed them. Fair is fair.

BARB: Remember, we'd still have a delicious soda if you had just told us
what floor you were going to.
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STRANGER: Even though | did pretty much figure it out.

BARB: But you didn't. And now you don't have soda, and you're losing.
You're the ruiner of everything!

SCOTT: Forgetit. I'm not playing anymore. | quit.

BARB: Whoa, quitter? Really? Sorry, but you can't quit while you're
losing! That's unfair.

SCOTT: Losing? I'm not losing. | haven't answered any q
wrong. | haven't cheated. Besides, if | quit while I'm win
anyway. What's the point?

BARB: That doesn't make any sense. The point is yo
Poor sport! Poor sport!

SCOTT: | may be a poor sport, but at least | didn't a
Turkey was wrong. I'm a poor sport, but yo

BARB: Alright, fine. | was wrong. | can admit

sport. So, what's the mystery sandwi 1 Just whisper it in
my ear and it will be our little secre
STRANGER: | can'ttell. You have to guess. You have two more.
(SCOTT laughs.)

BARB: (To SCOTT:) | think the em with you is you don't know what

floor you're going to. Is that it u can't tell because you don't

know. You're atemp, or it's yeu fi ay, or you're just a moron.
But the bottom line is - yo @ pow. Isn't that right? Hmmm?
Isn't it?

SCOTT: | know it.

BARB: Prove it.

SCOTT: | know.

BARB: Prove. It.

SCOTT: | don't have to.

BARB: Because an't. Prove it, prove it, prove it...

SCOTT: Shutu
BARB: Provei proveitproveit....

SCOTT: grhirty4first! e thirty-first floor! There, happy?! Happy now?!
: got him to tell! 1win! I'M A WINNER!!

(SCOTT snatches the lunch bag from the STRANGER.)

SCOTT: You don't win until you tell me what kind of sandwich this is.

BARB: | don't care! | win the contest of making you tell the number of
your floor! Ah, ha ha ha ha!

SCOTT: No, you don't! | lied!

BARB: Hah!
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SCOTT: | did. |lied about the floor. It isn't thirty-one, or twenty-seven,
or twenty-nine. When | pushed the button the light malfunctioned, so
you don't know what button | pushed. | lied about the floor, my
name, everything! And you'll never know what they really are!

(BARB reaches into SCOTT's back pocket and pulls out his wallet. SHE
yanks out his driver's license.)

Hey! Give me that back! That's cheating!
BARB: “Scott Harrison." Hah! I'm not cheating, I'm con
SCOTT: That proves nothing. Maybe | mugged this "
here. Maybe I'm a murderer who was waiting to
pushed so | could follow you and kill you at your'@
BARB: I don't care! Kill me! Murder me! It doe
DIE A WINNER!
SCOTT: If you're such a winner, then whatis;hi I (Points to the
STRANGER.)

because I'll

>
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