How to Cure a Trekker

Characters:

Jonathan Reese – science fiction fan

Elise O’Loughlin – unintelligent cheerleader

Brad Roberts – crude jock

Mrs Reese– Jonathan’s mother

Meagan Reese– Jonathan’s younger sister

Alien 1

Alien 2

SETTING: The stage is divided into two parts – the left part is twice as big as the right part. The right part of the stage is JONATHAN’S BEDROOM. There is a bed to the left, placed with the shorter end toward the audience. To the right of the bed is a bookcase, full of books, videotapes and small plastic figures. There is a television set in front of the bed, and to the right of the bookcase is a closed door. A metal bucket and a black plastic bag are lying on the floor among big piles of clothes.

The left part of the stage is THE SPACESHIP. In the middle is a cage with metal bars, big enough for a person to fit in it. There are all sorts of control panels to the left and right of the cage. There is a big table to the right.

SCENE 1

(Lights up on JONATHAN’S BEDROOM. JONATHAN REESE, a skinny boy wearing jeans, a T-shirt and glasses is sitting on the bed, watching television. MRS. REESE knocks on the closed door.)

MRS. REESE: Jonathan, may I come in?

JONATHAN: That’s not the accurate code, mom!

MRS. REESE (begging): Oh, c’mon Jonathan! You’re not gonna make me use that stupid bell thing, are you?

JONATHAN: I can’t let you in unless you do. That’s the rules.

MRS. REESE: (to herself): This is so ridiculous… I can’t believe I’m doing this…

(There is a sound; the door chime from ”Star Trek – The Next Generation”.)

JONATHAN (clears his throat): Come!

(MRS. REESE, a women in her late forties, enters through the door. She is a chubby woman with glasses, and she is wearing an apron.)

MRS. REESE: You could use a little bit more practice on that Captain Picard voice of yours. You still sound like Jonathan Reese with a mild cold.

JONATHAN (ironically): Thanks for your encouragement and ever-lasting support, mom. I really appreciate it.

MRS. REESE: That bell is the most stupid thing you’ve ever come up with, you know that? It’s even worse than the tractor beam you worked on last month!

JONATHAN: My tractor beam wasn’t that bad. It was almost usable until the small… errr… incident.

MRS. REESE: ”Small incident”? You almost killed yourself when you tried to move the car from the street into the garage! (sighs and takes a look at the television set) What are you doing? Watching Star Wars for the tenth time?

JONATHAN: No, it’s Return of the Jedi, mom. There’s a big difference, you know. In Star Wars, the plot is more…

MRS. REESE (interrupting): I don’t care what the difference is. You’re watching those stupid space movies constantly and you’re turning into a freak!

JONATHAN: That’s not true. Everybody has a hobby, mom. Just because I have a little more serious interest in mind doesn’t mean that’ I’m a freak.

MRS. REESE: Why can’t you have a normal hobby like a normal boy? Like… like tap-dancing or something?

JONATHAN: If I liked tap-dancing, I’d really be a freak!

MRS. REESE: All you ever do is watch those stupid shows, day and night. Why can’t you do something else? Like your homework, for example. You never study. And look at your room…! This place could really need some cleaning up. What is all this junk? (Bends down to pick up the bucket and the plastic bag.)
JONATHAN: Mom, don’t touch it! It’s my Darth Vader suit! (Jumps up from the bed and grabs the bucket and the plastic bag from MRS. REESE.) 
MRS. REESE: Jonathan, it’s a bucket and a black plastic bag!

JONATHAN (puts the bucket and the plastic bag on the bed, carefully): So, it might need some additional work.

MRS. REESE: Some additional work…! Anyway, I just wanted to tell you I’m going to the grocery store, and I want you to look after your sister when I’m gone, okay?

JONATHAN (upset): Oh c’mon! Meagan is such a drag!

MRS. REESE: It’s just for a little while.

JONATHAN: All right, all right, I’ll look after her. (sits down on the bed) What’s for dinner?

MRS. REESE: I don’t know. Why don’t you beam over to McDonald’s and buy a couple of Big Mac’s. 

JONATHAN: It’s not funny mom. I just wish you could have a little more respect for my hobbies.

MRS. REESE: And I wish that you could get a little more down to Earth! Literally!

(MRS. REESE walks out the door. JONATHAN puts the bucket on his head, stands up and holds an invisible light sable.)

JONATHAN (clears his throat, then): ”Luke, ah am youh fathaah!” (swings his invisible light sable.) –Hm, not too bad. A little deeper tone and I’ve got it. - ”Join us or daah!”

(MEAGAN, a small girl wearing a dress and holding a Barbie doll, enters through the door. JONATHAN quickly takes off the bucket.)

MEAGAN: Are you playing Darth Vader again, Jonathan?

JONATHAN: So?

MEAGAN: Can I play too?

JONATHAN: Sure! You can be Chewbacca.

MEAGAN: Chewbacca’s dumb. He just mumbles and drools all the time.

JONATHAN: That’s exactly why you can be him. You just need to use your natural, Neanderthal talents.

MEAGAN: That’s no fun. I’ll just borrow Peter and go play with him and my Barbie doll.

JONATHAN: Who’s Peter?

MEAGAN (walks over to the shelf and picks out one of the plastic figures): This is Peter. He and Barbie got marries yesterday, and now they’re going on their honeymoon.

JONATHAN: That’s Lieutenant Commander Data!

MEAGAN: Not anymore it isn’t. Now it’s Peter.

JONATHAN: Look Meagan, that’s Data, and he’s not going on any honeymoon with your stupid doll. (grabs the plastic figure from Meagan) Do you know how much this is worth? 39.99! If I ever see you touching this again, I’ll kill you! Now, I’m just gonna explain this to you once, okay? Get out of my room right now!

MEAGAN (whining): Why do you have to be so mean to me, Jonathan?

JONATHAN (mocking her): Why do you have to be so mean to me, Jonathan? Why do you have to annoy me all the time? 

MEAGAN (upset): I hate you! I wish those aliens came and took you and that you were gone forever and ever!

JONATHAN: Just get out!

(MEAGAN runs out and slams the door behind her. JONATHAN walks over to the bed and sits down, still with the plastic figure in his hand.)

JONATHAN (looking at the plastic figure): Married to Barbie, yeah right…! You’d never fall for someone like her, would you, Data? Someone with just good looks and no brains? Of course you wouldn’t.

(There is a sudden bright light on JONATHAN’S bedroom. JONATHAN gets to his feet and stares toward the light.)

JONATHAN: What the heck…?!

(Lights out.)
SCENE 2

(Lights up on THE SPACESHIP. JONATHAN is laying in the big cage. He wakes up.)

JONATHAN: My God… what happened? (looks around) Where am I? What is this place? (shakes the bars) Hello? Is there anyone here? If this is a joke, it’s not amusing! Hello? Let me out! Someone?

(ALIEN 1 enters the stage from the left. It’s wearing a big white caps and a white helmet. They walk up to the left of the cage.)

JONATHAN: Whoa, that outfit looks so authentic! You look almost like a real alien! You can really see the Stormtrooper influence, and you could have held back a bit on the plastic, but else than that… I’m impressed. Now, where’s the camera?

(ALIEN 1 says nothing.)

JONATHAN: This is ”Candid Camera”, right? I mean, this is not real. I’m not really on a spaceship? I’m not… abducted, am I?

(ALIEN 1 remains quiet.)

JONATHAN: I guess I am, huh? Well… do… do you communicate or something like that? Like… do you speak English? No? How about French? Spanish, maybe? German? (desperately) Japanese? Klingon? Okay, guess not. 

(ALIEN 1 still quiet.)

JONATHAN (worried): You’re not gonna operate on me, are you? Like, put a metal plate in my brain or something nasty like that?

(ALIEN 1 pulls JONATHAN out of the cage and brings him over to the table. ALIEN 1 straps him up to the table.)

JONATHAN (as he is being strapped up): You know, I’m not eighteen yet. You gotta have permission from my parents to operate on me. Otherwise you’ll be prosecuted. That may cause a big inconvenience for you, so you’d better let me loose here, Mr. Alien!

(ALIEN 2 enter from the left with ELISE O’LOUGHLIN. ELISE is a pretty, blonde girl dressed in a short skirt, a tight colorful shirt and she’s carrying a handbag. She is brought over to the table where JONATHAN is laying.)

ELISE (shakes off ALIEN 2’s hand from her shoulder): Get your hand off of me, you freak! Leave me alone!

(ALIEN 1 and ALIEN 2 exit to the left.)

ELISE (picks out her makeup compact from her handbag and start applying powder to her face): I can’t believe those guys. No sense of manners at all! (sees JONATHAN) You want some help there, buddy? That doesn’t look too comfy.

JONATHAN: It feels a little uncomfortable, yes.

(ELISE unties JONATHAN, who sits up.)

JONATHAN: I recognize you.

ELISE: Sorry, but I can’t say the same thing about you.

JONATHAN: you’re Elise O’Loughlin! You were in my math class last semester, remember?

ELISE: Er… I’m afraid I don’t.

JONATHAN (sighs): No, why would you. Every single guy in school has got a crush on you. You’re the most popular girl there. Why would you care about an unpopular geek like me?

ELISE (puts her makeup compact back in her handbag and takes out a lipstick): Yeah, why would I? Err… I mean… um… what was your name again?

JONATHAN: It’s Jonathan. Jonathan Reese.

ELISE: Jonathan Reese? I’ve heard that name!

JONATHAN (enthusiastically): Really?

ELISE: Yeah! You’re, like, the biggest dork in the school!

JONATHAN (disappointed): Nice to hear I’ve not a reputation.

ELISE: I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to, like, hurt your feelings or anything. So how long have you been here?

JONATHAN: I just arrived. At least I think I did. I woke up inside that cage a couple of minutes ago. (points to the cage)
ELISE: Whatever kind of joke this is, it’s not very funny. I bet it’s my friends who arranged this. It’s my birthday tomorrow, you know. The cheerleaders just love practical jokes.

JONATHAN: Well then, what am I doing here? I have nothing to do with you.

ELISE: Don’t you get it? Elise O’Loughlin and Jonathan Meese captured by some aliens? The post popular girl and the… um… the…

JONATHAN: …biggest dork…

ELISE: Thank you. And the biggest dork in school together on a spaceship. Dontcha think that’s kinda funny?

JONATHAN: No I don’t. And my name isn’t Meese, it’s Reese.

ELISE: Whatever.

JONATHAN: Well, I don’t think it’s a joke. I think this is for reals.

ELISE: Of course it’s a joke! C’mon! Those aliens don’t look very real! They look just like that dude in the new space movie. You know, the big guy dressed in black with the big helmet, who has asthma?

JONATHAN: Darth Vader, you mean. And for your information, those movies aren’t really new. They are about twenty years old.

ELISE: Are you stupid or something? We didn’t have the technology to make movies in space back then!

JONATHAN: Are you telling me that you think they actually make all the science fiction movies in space… in space?

ELISE: Yeah. How else would they do it?

JONATHAN: Did you ever hear of this handy little device called a computer?

ELISE: Yeah, what about it?

JONATHAN: Well, you see, they make it look like the movie really is in space with the help of a computer. It looks really authentic. And they use little models of the space ships, too.

ELISE: They do? How small?

JONATHAN: I don’t really know. Maybe like this. (holds up his hands with three feet between them)
ELISE: But how do they fit all the actors into it? Do they have, like, tiny actors too? Like dwarfs or something?

JONATHAN (stares at ELISE, astonished): Are you serious?

ELISE (puzzled): What? What did I say?

JONATHAN: Jeez, you must be the most stupid girl I’ve ever met!

ELISE: Oh yeah? And you’re ugly!

JONATHAN: Give me a break! (looks up to the sky) God, why didn’t You send me a normal human being here with me instead of some stupid cheerleader?

ELISE: I am not a stupid cheerleader! And they do have another guy here, you know.

JONATHAN: They do?

ELISE: Yeah. Brad Roberts, the big quarterback in the football team at school. The really big dude with all those muscles. You know who I’m talking about?

(ALIEN 2 enters from the left with BRAD ROBERTS, a tall, good-looking boy dressed in jeans, sweatshirt and a cap.)
ELISE (sees BRAD): Hey, here he is. (waves at BRAD) Yoo hoo, Braaaad!

BRAD: What the heck…?! Elise?

(BRAD walks over to ELISE and JONATHAN. ALIEN 1 exits to the left.)

ELISE: Jonathan, this is Brad Roberts. Brad, this is Jonathan Meese.

JONATHAN (irritated): It’s Reese!

ELISE: Well, he’s just gonna call you by your first name, ain’t he? (turns to BRAD) Jonathan is one of those really smart guys.

BRAD: I know. He was in my science class last year. (turns to JONATHAN) Maybe you can figure out a way to get us out of here with all those brains of yours.

JONATHAN: So you believe they’re real aliens?

BRAD: Yeah! And I think they’re dangerous too! The sooner we get out of here, the better!

JONATHAN: I don’t really know if we’re able to escape. We’re locked up in here, aren’t we?

ELISE: Well, can’t you use the computers or something?

JONATHAN: How many times do you think I’ve been on a space ship? It’s not as if I visit on a regular basis!

BRAD: I have seen you in the computer lab. You must be able to do something.

JONATHAN: I don’t know. (slowly walks over to a control panel) These computers look very fancy. They may be thousands of years ahead of us.

ELISE: No they’re not. Just look at the way they dress! That cape this is, like, so last year!

JONATHAN: I am talking about technology, not fashion. These aliens are… aliens! They may be nothing like us. – Okay, I can take a look at the computers, but I don’t think I can do much. 

(ELISE and BRAD walk over to JONATHAN by the control panel. JONATHAN is pressing some buttons.)

JONATHAN: Wow, this is really neat.

BRAD (looks around): Why do I feel like I’m in the middle of Star Trek?

JONATHAN (enthusiastically): You like Star Trek?

BRAD: No, it’s stupid.

JONATHAN: It’s not stupid! It’s the best TV-show there is!

BRAD: Don’t tell me you’re a Star Trek fan!

JONATHAN: It’s called a trekker, all right?

BRAD: I don’t care what it’s called. It’s dorky. It’s just a bunch of aliens, traveling around in space, shooting at each other with their ray guys! There’s absolutely no point. And the actors suck, by the way!

JONATHAN: They don’t suck!

ELISE: Yes they do.

JONATHAN: So who’s your favorite actor?

ELISE: D’oh, Bart Simpson of course.

JONATHAN: He’s a cartoon! I mean real, human actors!

ELISE: Oh, OK. Well… let’s see, I like…um… Brad Pitt, Johnny Depp, Ethan Hawke, Leonardo DiCaprio – oh, he was SO fine in ”Titanic”! Did you see that? I cried all the time, he’s the biggest hottie in the whole world! Who else do I like? Um… Tom Cruise, George Clooney, David Duchovny…

JONATHAN (interrupts): I didn’t ask for cute actors, I asked for talented ones! All you care about it looks. I bet you don’t know one single person who’s ugly.

ELISE: Well, I know you now, don’t I?

BRAD: Elise that wasn’t very nice.

JONATHAN: Oh, I don’t care. I’d much rather be smart and ugly than stupid and good-looking like her.

ELISE: Good looks are much more useful than brains, you know.

JONATHAN: No it isn’t!

ELISE: Of course it is. Just look at all the top models, for example. How much do you think Cindy Crawford makes an hour?

JONATHAN: Not as much as Bill Gates, I tell you that.

BRAD: Will you two quit arguing? Try to get us out of here instead before those aliens come back. Whatever they want to do to us, I don’t think it’s very pleasant. Are you finding anything on that computer?

JONATHAN: Yeah, a lot, but nothing I understand. I can’t get much out of this.

BRAD: So we’re probably stuck here until they decide to let us out.

JONATHAN: What if we could obtain some kind of communication with them? That would be amazing! We would be pioneers!

ELISE: Jonathan, this isn’t an episode of Star Trek! I’m sorry to break this to you, but those shows aren’t real. It’s just faked!

JONATHAN: Oh yeah? Well I bet you didn’t know that everything in the show actually could work in theory.

ELISE (sarcastically): What are you gonna do? Look for a transporter so we can beam back home?

JONATHAN: Actually that’s not a bad idea.

BRAD (moans): Jonathan…!

JONATHAN: No, I’m serious! They must have used something like a transporter to get us here. I was in my room when it happened, and I don’t have a window or anything that they could have entered through. All I remember is this bright light and the next thing I knew, I woke up here. What do you remember?

ELISE (giggles): Oh that’s funny! I was making out with Rick Douglas in his car! Boy, he must have been sorta surprised. I must have disappeared right in front of him (snaps her fingers) just like that! We were just getting to the point where…

JONATHAN (interrupts): Okay Elise, no details, please. So, we know they use some kind of transporting device. I wonder where it is.

ELISE: If we find it, perhaps we can beam back home! (to herself) I can’t believe I just said that.

BRAD: I’ll go over here and look. Elise, why don’t you check on the other side. 

ELISE: Okay.

(Lights out)

SCENE 3

(Lights up on THE SPACESHIP. JONATHAN is standing by a control panel to the left, and BRAD is standing by a control panel to the right. ELISE is sitting on the table, combing her hair.)

JONATHAN: I give up! I can’t find anything on this computer that indicates how we can get back home!

BRAD: We’ve been looking for hours. I think we should give up.

JONATHAN: I wonder where the aliens are doing.

ELISE: Don’t remind me of them. (looks at her wrist watch) Man, I gotta be home by nine. Jimmy Collins is supposed to call me tonight.

JONATHAN: I think you should worry about other things than your dates. Like surviving this, for example. 

BRAD: I wish I could just fin a button labeled ”transporter”.

ELISE: Oh yeah? There is one right over there. (points to a control panel to the left)
JONATHAN and BRAD: What?!

ELISE: A button labeled ”transporter”. There is one right over by that control panel.

BRAD: Why didn’t you tell us?! (walks over to the control panel)
ELISE: I didn’t think it was important!

JONATHAN: What did you think we were looking for? (walks over to BRAD) A beauty parlor? (looks at the control panel) This isn’t too bad. I can understand this.

BRAD: Really? You can take us home?

JONATHAN: I think so. This shouldn’t be too difficult. If I got this straight, we’re t stand right over here, and then a push on this button will send us right back to where we came from.

BRAD: What if something happens to us when we do it?

ELISE: Yeah. What if my hair gets all messed up or something?

BRAD (irritated): Elise, you can either stay here and be pretty, or go back and risk getting your hair messed up. Take your pick.

ELISE: Well, these aliens probably can’t appreciate my worth anyway.

JONATHAN: Yeah, they might actually think you’re worth something. I suggest we get on with this right now. Are you ready? I’ll press the button on the count to three. One…

ELISE: Wait! If I die, please make sure that I’m buried in my red evening gown and not the blue satin dress I got for Christmas. That would just be too embarrassing.

BRAD: Please Elise, don’t worry. The blonde stupid chick always survive in the movies, don’t you know that?

ELISE (relieved): Really? That’s reassuring.

JONATHAN: Are you ready? One… two… three!

(As JONATHAN pressed the button, there’s a flash of light and then a sudden black out. A second later  the lights are up at JONATHAN’S bedroom, where JONATHAN is standing.)
JONATHAN (looks around): I can’t believe this! I made it! It’s amazing! Mom! Meagan! I’m back!

(MEAGAN looks in through the door.)

MEAGAN: What are you yelling about? Did the Enterprise get blasted or something?

JONATHAN: Meagan! I’m back! (walks up to her and hugs her) Oh, I’m so glad to see you again!

MEAGAN: Boy, you sure change your mind fast. First you tell me to get out, and now you suddenly love me?

JONATHAN: I was abducted. Didn’t you miss me?

MEAGAN: I think those movies are really getting to you. You need help, Jonathan.

JONATHAN: Didn’t you notice I was gone?

MEAGAN: I was right here out in the hallway! You didn’t leave the room.

JONATHAN: But I did. I was abducted by aliens. 

MEAGAN: Okay okay, I’ll believe you if I can borrow Peter. Barbie is really ticked off at him since he left her on their honeymoon. She’s sorta the jealous type.

JONATHAN: Sure, take him! (walks over to the shelf and takes down all the plastic figures and hands them to MEAGAN) Take all of my figures! I don’t ever wanna see another science fiction thing again! Here, you can have all my movies and books! (takes out a couple of books from the shelf and hands them to MEAGAN)
MEAGAN: What? What’s wrong with you?

JONATHAN: These things just make me sick, is all. Just take it. It’s all yours.

MEAGAN: Wow. Thanks Jonathan.

(MEAGAN exits.)

JONATHAN (to himself): I can’t believe this. It actually happened. I have to call Elise and Brad and see how they are doing.

(MRS. REESE enters through the door, carrying a shopping bag)

JONATHAN: Mom! I’m so glad to see you!

MRS. REESE (ironically): Sorry for leaving you for ten minutes. I’ll never do it again.

JONATHAN: What do you mean? I’ve been gone for hours!

MRS. REESE (long look at JONATHAN): You might need some sleep. Well, I just got home from my shopping, and guess what I bought for you?

JONATHAN: What?

MRS. REESE: This!

(MRS. REESE pulls out a Darth Vader suit from the shopping bag. JONATHAN screams in horror.)

(Blackout. Curtain.)

