Bad Vaudeville

Props: Ideally
2 vaudeville hat thingummies
2 canes
Piano maybe?

Doesn't need them at all

Comments: This tries to deliver with a sort of vaudeville feel. Ham it up as much as possible.

L1: Hey there Larry, wanna here a joke?

L2: Sure thing Larry, what is it?

L1: What's brown and sticky?

L2: I don't know Larry.

L1: A stick!

L2: Boy Larry that was a good one. How about this one? What is green and has wheels?

L1: Beats me Larry, what is green and has wheels?

L2: Grass! I lied about the wheels. How about another one Larry?

L1: Sure thing Larry.

L2: So two cannibals passed a missionary on the side of the road.

L1: Oh boy Larry, that's a killer. Hey, what do you call cheese that doesn't belong to you?

L2: Well Larry, I don't know... Stolen!

L1: Why Larry, that's right! What does Dracula eat when he goes to the ballpark?

L2: Nothing, he just drinks people's blood. What did the mayonnaise say when the refrigerator door was opened?

L1: Nothing! Hey Larry how many biz-tech majors does it take to screw in a light bulb?

L2: One, it's seriously not that hard. Larry, If the black box on an airplane is indestructible why don't they make the entire plane out of the same material?

L1: That's an easy one Larry, because it would be too heavy to fly.

L2: Hey Larry, what do you do when your performing a sketch and no one is laughing?

*both dance off* 

Homosexual Wednesdays

Characters

Guis 1-4

Intern

The comedy here is entirely in the Intern's reactions contrasted with everyone else's comfortablality.

Gui1: (slightly affected) And this is your cubicle, this is where you’ll be spending most of your time. I know it’s not the most homey of places, but with some curtains and a little feng shui, you’ll have yourself a little slice of heaven, now if you'll just follow me, I’ll introduce you to the rest of the team.
--they pass a cubicle with 2 guys making out, or whatever physical humor gui 2 & 3 are willing to go to; they get to be on stage the entire time doing this--
Gui1: This is Matt and Steve.
--they give a gay wave while still making out/physical humouring--
Gui1: They must be on break.
--Gui4 walks by and sees 2&3--

Gui4: Wait, is it Wednesday? Ohmigod! --instant liking to intern, slap on the ass, etc--
Gui4: --turning on the charm-- You an intern? Welcome to the team. What’s your name?
Intern: (obviously confused) Mark.
Gui4: Nice to meet you cutie. I'm... extension 4734 if you... need anything. (winks at mark and walks off).
--intern is obviously uncomfortable and confused--

--they keep walking. A man in a fancy dress passes them--
Gui1: And that’s Bob. He works in the cubicle across from yours. That’s the break room over there, and over here is the bathroom. Would you like me to show it to you? (obvious sexual come on).
Intern: No….no that’s all right.
--Gui1 gets closer, as if he’s going in for a kiss--
Gui1: Do you have any questions?
Intern: Umm, yeah. Please don’t be offended, but why is everyone who works here gay?
--Gui1 is taken aback.--
Gui1: Okay Lucy, I don’t know what you’re problem is (turn on the attitude) but haven’t you ever heard of homosexual Wednesdays?
Intern: No….should I have?
Gui1: (exasperated) Wednesday, is our day to be gay. Some companies have casual Fridays, to loosen up the tension at the office. We took that agenda one step further and, voila, homosexual Wednesdays. Got it?

Intern: ...um. What?

Gui1: (glare)

Intern: Ok, ok. No, yeah. Ok. No. Ok. Yeah. No. Ok. Ok. (continue as long as comfortable)

Gui1: ...ok?

Intern: (if kissing, stares at gui 2 and 3 for a long time) Ok.

Gui1: Anymore questions?

Intern: Well... since... since it's Wednesday... does that mean? (not uncomfortable, but treading lightly, staring into Gui1's eyes)

Gui1: Yes. (closer)

--Gui1 and Intern's face get closer and closer together as if to kiss; kiss is up to actors--

Mac vs. PC vs. Linux

Cast: Mac m/f
PC m/f
Linux m/f
Solaris m/f

Props: None

Comments: This is meant to be pretty much like one of those Mac commercials where they compare to Pc just gone terribly wrong, and with a significantly less clear bias.

M: Hi, I'm a Mac.

P: And I'm a PC.

M: Hey there PC, it looks like you've got a bit of a bug there.

P: Yeah, I caught a virus a bit ago but my user ran a virus scan a little bit ago so I'm okay.

M: Oh *awkward silence* I thought you were... you know, in pretty bad shape.

P: What do you mean?

M: You know. I thought you were...

P: Broken? You thought I was screwed up? I've had enough of this condescending shit from you!

M: *innocently* Why, what are you talking about?

P: You know exactly what I'm talking about. Acting all high and mighty like you are perfect or something.

M: Well, it's just that I don't catch viruses nearly as often.

P: Yeah, because no one uses you. Why the hell would the writer of a virus want to affect only 7 people when they could go after hundreds of thousands?

M: That is not true! Anyway I have better software.

P: Yeah if you want to spend a million bajillion dollars!

M: At least with me you get what you pay for, you are expensive and you're shitty.

P: Pfft. I've got one word for you. Games.

M: *is obviously very offended* You take that back!

L: *walks on* Hey guys, what's up?

P: Get the hell out of here Linux.

M: Yeah, get your open-sourced ass out of here.

L: Shove it Mac, at least I let you do what you want with your computer.

M: You can do what you want on me!

L: How about if I want to uninstall Java?

M: Shut the fuck up! PC is just as bad!

P: No, not really, my users can hack me really easily so I don't really stop anyone.

M: Yeah well at least I'm user friendly.

P: Me too.

L: *in a childish tone* Me too.

P: Oh yeah, about as user friendly as a bike to a goldfish.

L: What are you talking about?

P: I'm Linux, all you need to do to run this program is install 17 libraries and recompile 3 other programs. *points at Linux* That's you!

M: You do say that a lot.

L: Yeah, well raise your hand if all your components are interchangeable.

*they all raise their hands*

L: Ah ah, put your hand down Mac.

M: Come on guys!

P: Heh heh heh.

M: Hey Linux, guess who I am. *starts walking around really really slowly*

L: You're a PC!

P: Fuck the both of you. *points at Linux* Your primary users are smug fucking assholes who refuse to believe that you have any flaws and are bigoted against all other OS's and arrogantly condescend to anyone who uses something other than what they use.

L: Yeah, well... Hey Mac, my logo is a penguin, and your logo is an apple, what's PC's logo?

P: Fuck this, I don't have to put up with this shit. I'm out of here. *leaves*

L: Good thing we got rid of him.

M: Dude, we aren't friends and a lot of your user base pisses me off too. *leaves*

S: *enters* Hey, what did I miss?

L: Shut up Solaris, no one even remembers who you are! *leaves*

*Solaris hangs his head and walks off* 

Little Red

Just a little micro-skit with what I think is a cute twist ending. I am certainly open to criticism:

Little Red: Grandmother, what big eyes you have.

Granny: The better to see you with my dear.

Little Red: Grandmother, what big ears you have.

Granny: The better to hear you with my dear.

Little Red: Grandmother, what a big and horrible mouth you have.

Granny: The better to EAT YOU WITH my dear!

(LITTLE RED screams, GRANNY eats her. WOLF burst in and howls)

Wolf: RATS! That old lady beat me to it. 

Angry Dancing


Cast: Guy m/f


Props: Ideally
1 game controller

Nothing actually needed


Comments: It is very very important that the person not let up how angry they are during the scene at any point in time. All dance moves they do should be significantly faster than you would expect to see them, and there needs to be a furious and angry but controlled energy behind all of it, whithout it the sketch falls apart.


*Guy sets himself downstage center with controller in hand, and sits over the downstage edge of the stage*

*Pretends to play a video game. The audience is the "screen"*

*He is losing, and audibly letting everyone nearby know by cursing and such*

*Builds to a reasonable amount of anger and loses shortly afterwards. He spikes the controller and jumps to his feet*

(What ensues should be a series of curses and complaints about how difficult the game he was playing is, and how it's impossible to win and such, while starting to move around in what is more and more recognizable as dance moves. A modest example of what might happen is below)

*plants his feet, bends his knees and wobbles them back and forth quickly while waving his arms in a slow and controlled fashion*

Oh my god this game is so fuckin' hard. I just can't beat this level.

*moves into a furious improvised tap dance/feet stomping*

Why did they have to make it so freakin' hard? It just makes...

*proceeds to do some form of butt dance. Ideally bending over, grabbing his own butt through his legs and bouncing up and down in a barely contained rage*

me so mad. I just want to... I just want to...

*moves to a very fast chicken dance*

I just want to take the programmers and *clap clap clap clap*

*removes shirt and twirls it above his head while pelvic thrusting in a fashion accelerated by anger*

I hate this game so much. Why do I keep playing it! It just makes me want to kill someone!

*does the arm worm move type thing*

GOD. I'm so goddamn angry right now!

*does the worm if possible*

WHY THE FUCK DID THEY MAKE IT SO HARD!!!

*gets to his feet and plants them in some kind of primalintimidation kind of stance*

GRRAAAARRRG!!!

*starts panting and calming down*

*pant* *pant* Alright... *pant* I'm out of here.

*goes, picks up his controller and leaves* 

Useless Units Unanimous

FURLONG

DRAM

INCH

FOOT

KNOT

GALLON

POUND

PARSEC

CUBIT

FORTNIGHT (non-speaking)

LEAGUE (non-speaking) 
 

FURLONG: (Like the stereotypical AA meeting) Hello.  My name is Furlong, and I am a useless unit of measurement.

DRAM:  We all know how hard it is to be a useless unit of measurement, constantly enduring our feelings of inferiority while defending ourselves from the arrogant imperial units.  But that’s why we formed Useless Units Unanimous.  So why don’t you tell us a little bit about yourself, Furlong?

FURLONG: (While crossing the stage) Well I was walking down the street with my buddy, Knot.  We were minding my own business, when…

INCH: (In a gang with POUND, PARSEC, FOOT, and GALLON)  Hey!  You!

KNOT: Can’t you guys leave us alone?

GALLON: Knot – Furlong!

FOOT: Hey why the furlong face?

KNOT:  Shut up, creeps!  We don’t have to take this from you.  C’mon Furlong let’s get outta here. (FURLONG and KNOT return to the meeting)

PARSEC: He can talk? I thought for sure he’d be tongue-tied.  (Nudges INCH with his elbow)

INCH: (To PARSEC) Hey, who told you that you could hang with us?  We don’t associate with your type.

PARSEC:  Why not?  I’m cool.  I was in Star Wars.

POUND:  Yeah, so was Mark Hamil and who cares about him?

FOOT: Oh snap! He just analyzed your dimensions, son.

(Transition back to the meeting, PARSEC has now joined)

CUBIT:  Those rotten, no good punks.  Why, in my day, people respected their elders.  None of those rapscallions would even be around today if I didn’t help Noah build that ark.

DRAM:  It’s okay Cubit, we’re all in this together.

(INCH, FOOT, and POUND burst in)

FURLONG:  What do you want?  Came here to gloat some more did you?

SLUG: (Getting right in POUND’s face) You think you’re so great.  We’re not that different.

(The imperial units look upset)

DRAM:  Is something wrong?

POUND: The US just switched over to metric.

INCH: Hi, my name is Inch, and I just became a useless unit. Fortnight, League, I know my gang and yours never really got off on the right foot... *Interrupted*

FOOT: Hey! You can't just blame everything on me!

(Enter METER and NEWTON.  They don’t actually enter the meeting area)

METER: Get a look at those guys.

NEWTON:  Yeah, how the mighty have fallen.

METER: Y’Know what Newton?

NEWTON: What Meter?

METER: This is our moment.  (They do one of those olde-style-forearm-grabbing handshakes)

Herpes

Props: just a pill bottle and a couple of chairs

Actor Gui: Thanks to herpenex I don’t let my outbreaks get in my way! I can still ride my bike along a scenic mountain trail, go rowing on this lake I happen to own at sunset, or even ride my horse along the beach (no need to actually act these things out further than the guy just miming them). THANKS HERPENEX! (cheesey smile and thumbs up)

Director: Great work now some skank will definitely choose herpenex to take care of their disease! Here you go take a free sample!

Actor Gui: uh sure… (leaves)

Actor Gui’s wife: How was work today sweetie?

Actor Gui: Ok you know just did a commercial but I know one day I’ll make it big!

Actor Gui’s Wife: Ok that’s nice lets watch some tv (both sit mime tv watching) hey that’s you! What the fuck! You have herpes! You let me find out like this you son of a bitch!!

Actor Gui: But I don’t have herpes I’m just a random actor they hired!

Actor Gui’s Wife: It says actual user portrayal in the corner of the screen! (picks up pill bottle and reads it) How long have you been lying to me!?!? (throws pill bottle at gui) I’m leaving you!! (storms offstage)

Actor Gui: Wait no!! (looks after the wife defeated) I need to take a walk to clear my head.

Gui 1: Hey you’re the herpes guy aren’t you?? Dirty mother fucker. (I’ll leave it up to the actor if they want to do a Dave Chappelle impression here)

Actor Gui: I don’t really have herpes!! I’ve lost everything!!

Prostitute: Hey big boy you look down on your luck… wanna have a good time to cheer you up? Oh wait aren’t you that herpenex guy?? Never mind… (Walks away)

Actor Gui: Even a hooker is disgusted by me now!! You know what fine! If every thinks I have herpes I might as well take my medicine!! (Opens bottle and swallows all the pills collapses and starts to convulse) 

High Fructose Corn Syrup Thanksgiving

Originally by: Nick Malaguti

Cast: HFCSM m
Mom m/f
DD m

Props: Don't know

Comments: We need to figure out how we are going to stage this. HFCSM's real name is Harvey Fetcher Corey Samuel Maynard.


Mom: It’s so nice of you to join me for Thanksgiving this year. Celebrating the holiday by myself just isn’t the same.

HFCSM: I know, I’m sorry I haven’t been around lately. I just spend so much time trying to right wrongs and stop Dr. Discomfort that I can’t make time for family like I should.

Mom: What do you mean stop Dr. Discomfort? He seems like such a nice man. And he’s a doctor.

HFCSM: Wait, you know Dr. Discomfort?

Mom: Why yes, I met him at the supermarket when I went shopping for the holiday. He told me you and him were great friends. He wanted to know when you would be around, and since he seemed so nice I invited him to dinner.

HFCSM: You did what!?

Mom: Is that a problem? He seemed so friendly and he said he went to school with you. I just couldn’t say no.

HFCSM: Oh, this is just great. I try to take a holiday but he never gives me a moments rest. It’s so irritating...

Mom: I’m sure it’ll be fine dear. He seemed so excited to be coming too. He even asked me what he could bring to dinner. Since I already had almost everything we needed I told him he could take care of the beverages.

--DOORBELL RINGS--

Mom: Oh, speak of the devil, that must be him.

HFCSM: <aside> The devil could learn a thing or two from Dr. Discomfort </aside>

--MOM ANSWERS DOOR—-

--DD is there with a bottle of soda. It is diet, but no one notices yet--

Mom: Why, hello Dr. Discomfort.

DD: Yes, hello Mrs. Maynard, and thank you for inviting me to Thanksgiving.

Mom: Come right in.

--DD and HFCSM see each other. There is an awkward pause. DD’s face lights up--

DD: So good to see you HFCSM, I bet you thought you’d be spending this holiday without me.

HFCSM: At least this way I’ll be right here if you try to do anything.

--DD STIFFELS A CHUCKLE__

Mom: Well this bird is cooked, why don’t we all sit down to eat.

--Mom goes to kitchen and brings out turkey--

HFCSM: Wow, it looks so good, but where is the cranberry sauce?

--light chuckle from DD--

Mom: I couldn’t find any. I looked everywhere for some. I drove to just about every supermarket within a 10 town radius but there was none to be had.

--Mom leaves to get something else to bring to the table--

DD: --Maniacal laughter--

HFCSM: DD did you have something to do with this!?

DD: Why yes I did. I went and bought all the cranberry sauce in the area. No one will be enjoying the delicious side dish this Thanksgiving.

--Mom comes back with something else--

HFCSM: But what will I have to offset the turkey? I guess I'll just have to drink something instead.

DD: Here you go.

--DD passes HFCSM the bottle--

--Mom looks like she's happy they are getting along and leaves to get something else--

--HFCSM pours himself a glass and takes a sip--

HFCSM: What is this!? Is this DIET soda? I hate diet soda. Nobody Likes diet soda!

DD: --Maniacal laughter-- I knew you would like it HFCSM.

--Mom comes back with something else--

Mom: Okay, that's everything. Let's dig in.

--They sit and start serving themselves--

DD: Could you please pass the turkey?

--HFCSM passes the turkey--

DD: Thank you.

--More serving themselves--

DD: Could you please pass the stuffing?

--HFCSM passes the stuffing--

DD: Thank you, could you pass the cranberry sauce while you are at it?

HFCSM: --clenching his teeth-- We don't have any.

DD: Oh you are right, I forgot. I still have to thank you Mrs. Maynard for trying so hard to get some.

Mom: Why you're welcome dear. You're such nice boy.

--HFCSM silently fumes--

--Continue with asking for passing things: salt, pepper, green bean casserole, cranberry sauce again, tells him to take the salt back--

--They begin to actually eat and DD's chews with his mouth open--

--HFCSM silently fumes more--

HFCSM: --loud outburst-- Would you stop chewing with your mouth open it's obnoxious.

DD: I'm sorry, I didn't mean any harm. It's just that where I come from chewing with your mouth open is a sign of appreciation for the food.

Mom: Harvey! That was uncalled for, let the poor man eat in peace, and thank you very much doctor for telling me you appreciate the food.

--HFCSM stands--

HFCSM: I’ve had it with you screwing up my holiday. I want you to leave!

Mom: No dear, that’s not very nice. You would be inconveniencing him. DD, you can stay. My boy always was especially irritable, I’m sure he’s just over reacting.

HFCSM: You know what, that’s it! If he won’t leave, then I will. I’ll miss out on this delicious turkey, that delightful green bean casserole, even those disgusting garlic pickles you always insist on buying. I’ll leave all of this just to get away from DD.

Mom: Don’t you think you’re taking this a little far?

HFCSM: No Mom, I don’t. I’ll see you on Christmas.

--HFCSM leaves--

Mom: You’ll have to forgive my son.

DD: That’s all right, I’ve seen it all before.

Mom: He always gets so irritable. When he was little he always hated (INSERT FUNNY STUFF THAT HE HATES – ex. Clowns, pistachio ice cream, the Eiffel tower, soap operas, skits with no real ending….). (suggestion: artificial sweeteners)

DD: Thank you so much.

Mom: Anytime, its so nice of you to keep me company on this holiday. Would you perhaps like to come to Christmas?

DD: Oh I would love to. Absolutely love to.

--fin-- 

Blind Date Rape


Jamie: Um... hello? You, you wouldn't happen to be Cathy, would you?
Cathy: Haha, you're Jamie, then?
Jamie: The one and only!
Cathy: Well, it's a pleasure to meet you.
Jamie: Charmed. I hope you haven't been waiting long...?
Cathy: No, just got here, actually.
(enter) Waiter (annoyed): I see your date has finally arrived madam. 
Cathy: Haha... (grins weakly at Jamie) Um, yes can I just get a glass of chardonnay?
Waiter: Yes, and for you sir?
Jamie: Twenty shots of the house's cheapest Vodka.
Waiter: Right away.
Cathy: Wuh?--wait! (turning to Jamie) What on Earth do you need twenty shots for?
Jamie: ...ok, look. I'll be honest. I only go on blind dates to date rape people.
Cathy: ...oh God.
Jamie: Look. I just want to have sex with your face. Is that so much to ask?
Cathy: Try it and your hips will possess a bloody stump instead of a cock.
Jamie: Yeah, well, rope + your hands = fun.
Cathy: My ex-boyfriend tied me up all the time. I've gotten really good at getting out.
Jamie: Or I could just drug you.
Cathy: ...Ok, I'm going to go now.
Jamie: Just a quick five minutes; though I mean, if that's all you'll resign yourself to, you'll at least have to swallow.
Cathy: Ok, let me make this perfectly clear. Here is a list of things I don't want in my mouth: 1. Your dick. 2. Your cum.
Jamie: Mean girls suck, nice girls swallow.
Cathy: Yeah, you wouldn't think that if you've ever sucked down any. You'd be thinking, "Hey! Don't do that. Gross. GROSS. NO STOP," and then you'd vomit on her.
Jamie: Oh come on, I've tasted my own cum, it's not that bad.
Cathy: Try swallowing a whole load.
Jamie: Well, I'm not that flexible.
Cathy: Well, I mean that and your cum is not equal to not your cum. That is, it's a lot different when it's someone else's. ...are you getting hard talking about this?!
Jamie: I'm getting hard because you got me thinking about my ex-girlfriend's heavenly blow jobs. She's much less bitchy about swallowing that you.
Cathy: Cumslut, she. You're not allowed to get uppity with someone not liking cum until you've given many a blow job.
Jamie: You're just a pussy afraid too of a taste to give me a blow job and you know it.
Cathy: No, I won't give you a blow job because I choke on small bones.
Jamie: Do you need me to whip it out and show you? I can't have anal sex with it it's so big.
Cathy: Look, Jamie, I don't know how the hell you get off on acting like this on blind dates, but you need some help.
Jamie: Well, if you're so disturbed about our discussion and disgusted by me, why the hell haven't you left?
Cathy: *stunned* *resigned* *gets on knees*

~Fin~ 

Ped Ped Ped Ped Ped

Cast: John m/f
Carlos m/f
Andrea m/f
Samantha m/f

Props: Ideally
2 white gloves
2 wooden dowels

Can be done with none

Comments: Very minimalist sketch where is it important to know that anyone can take any role. The only speech is the word "ped" and sentences are made of 5 "peds" no more, no less. Subtext is written in parenthesis, and is never spoken.

J: Ped ped ped ped ped!
(Andrea, I love you so!)

A: Ped ped ped ped ped.
(And I you, John.)

J: Ped ped ped ped ped. Ped ped ped ped ped.
(Andrea, these past few days have been the most beautiful of my life. Please I beg of you, make love to me this instant.)

A: Ped ped ped ped ped.
(Oh, I have been longing for this moment for so long.)

*They begin to make out*

A: *Crying out in pure ecstasy* Ped ped ped ped ped!
(Oh Carlos!)

*John pushes away*

J: Ped ped ped ped ped?
(Carlos, have you been with that blackguard?)

A: Ped ped ped ped ped.
(No, I swear it was nothing.)

J: Ped ped ped ped ped.
(He must pay.)

*John storms off stage*

A: Ped ped ped ped ped! Ped ped ped ped ped.
(John no! One of you will surely die.)

*defeated, Andrea sulks off*

*Carlos wanders on, minding his own business*

*John charges on*

J: Ped ped ped ped ped!
(You sir have soiled my honor and I demand satisfaction!)

*John pulls out a white glove, slaps Carlos with it and drops it*

C: Ped ped ped ped ped.
(I accept.)

*Carlos also pulls out a white glove and slaps John*

J: Ped ped ped ped ped.
(Choose your weapon.)

C: Ped ped ped ped ped.
(Foils.)

*John and Carlos get foils somehow*

*Swordfight ensues*

C: Ped ped ped ped ped?
(Not so good with a sword are you?)

J: Ped ped ped ped ped.
(Not as bad as you.)

C: Ped ped ped ped...
(Quite full of yourself aren't...)

*Carlos has been run through*

J: Ped ped ped ped ped.
(The battle is mine.)

S: Ped ped ped ped ped?
(Carlos, what has happened to you?)

*Samantha runs on stage to Carlos' body and begins to cry*

S: Ped ped ped ped ped?
(How could this happen?)

*Samantha looks angrily at John*

S: Ped ped ped ped ped. Ped ped ped ped ped?
(I hope you are happy. Does your honor feel better now?)

S: Ped ped ped ped ped? Ped ped ped ped ped?
(How many people must die this way? 10, 100, 1000?)

*Samantha picks up the foil and points it at John*

S: Ped ped ped ped ped!
(How many!)

*Samantha drops the foil and cries over Carlos' body.*

*John and Samantha leave separate from one another, both very sorrowful* 

Anti-Internet Sermon

Props: Ideally
White flowing robes
Lectern

Ladies and Gentlemen, I am so happy to see many of you here on this day under the roof of the ministry of Offcenter. Today I will, nay, must tell you all about something of grave importance to mankind, the internet. Never before in the history of man has the devil planted among us such an insidious tool of moral decay and degradation than when the internet was created. The internet has got to go, and I will be returning to that from time to time. The internet has got to go. I do believe you all know what I'm talking about when I say that. Deep inside your soul you know it's true.

Can I get a hallelujah?

Now I know what some of you are thinking. "But reverend, the internet is a wonderful thing," but surely you must all know by now that evil takes a form far from foul. I am sure that you have all used the internet to become closer to your lord, but I am also _certain_ that you all know that the internet is used to exchange pornography, rock music, video games, and _black magic_! That's right; the devil sells witchcraft right over the internet. The internet has got to go.

And with the invention of computers came the invention of... the zip drive, which provides _easy_ access to pornographic material due to easy and efficient transport. The internet has got to go.

Can I get a hallelujah?

Also as you all know with the advent of the internet forum a truly nasty creature has spawned. That is right; I am talking about the troll, the troll who burns people with flames. That's right flames from hell from a monster of Satan! The internet has got to go.

I am certain that many of you have also seen, or have heard about the very website of Satan, the homepage of the devil himself. You all know what I'm talking about, and that's Myspace. A veritable nexus of rock music, Myspace is pulling in poor unsuspecting souls to join and not only be available for stalkers and pedophiles alike, but also to listen to the music of Satan. Ladies and gentlemen, the internet has got to go.

Now I don't even need to begin to tell you about pornography. The internet is an utter spawning ground for it. They are so closely related they are very much one in the same! The internet has got to go folks. Reject the internet and embrace Jesus. Praise the lord! Can I get a hallelujah? CAN I get a hallelujah?

Thank you ladies and gentlemen, there will be an internet burning outside after the show. Bring your internet, your computers, your pornography, your D&D manuals, your rock music and you homosexuals and cast them into the cleansing holy flames where they will be purged of evil! There will be a barbeque afterwards. Praise the lord.

*leaves* 

RPS Arms Race

Cast: LOTS O' PPL

Props: Ideally
20+ pairs of scissors
20+ rocks
20+ peices of paper

Actually
3-5 pairs of scissors
3-5 rocks
3-5 peices of paper


Comments: Absolutely no dialogue. This should be played up as either a Jets vs. Sharks type of thing, or some other street gang fight.


*Two gangs, each on appropriate sides of the stage. They see each other. There is tension until SLG Leader pulls out a pair of scissors*

*SLG chase SRG off stage right*

*SLG takes and enjoys owning center stage*

*SRG leader and members 2 and 3 get rocks and entire SRG comes on and chases SLG off stage left*

*SRG takes and enjoys the center stage*

*entire SLG comes on each with a piece of paper and chase of SRG off*

*SRG comes on all with scissors and the leader is dual wielding*

*SLG comes on with most dual wielding rocks*

*SRG comes in an absolute flurry of paper*

*SLG comes all dual wielding scissors and before they chase SRG off the SLG leader trips and falls on his scissors*

*All actions halts, and everyone looks really scared*

*Everyone runs off in a frenzy* 

Repopulating the Earth

Father
Mother
Sister
Brother

Props needed:
None

Props wanted:
The planet Earth scorched by the breath of nuclear warfare.

(Father, Mother, sister and brother are onstage)

Brother: Well, we’ve searched everywhere. Looks like the bombs took everybody else out. We’ve got enough food in the shelter to last us 50 years…after that…well, after that I guess humanity will die with us.

*Pause as everybody considers this sober reflection.*

Father: No! I won’t have it!

Brother: Dad?

Father: We can’t let this be it!

Mother: Honey, we’ve been searching for survivors for weeks, I don’t think we’re going to find any others…

Father: Then we’ll have to do it ourselves!

Sister: Do what, daddy?

Father: *with dramatic tone* REPOPULATE THE EARTH!!!

*pause*

Father: *to son* Shotgun your sister!

Everybody: *Appropriate objection*

Father: What? You’ve got a better idea? You guys want to let humanity be lost forever? Just because of a societal norm? This is no time for etiquette! This is about saving humanity!

Mother: Well? Why not start with me then!

Father: Listen, I’m the alpha male now. And not just the alpha male of this family, oh no, I’m the alpha male of the entire species! And that means I get to choose the best mate!

Mother: WHAT? YOUR DAUGHTER?!?

Father: You’re no spring chicken anymore, *pinches cheek*

Brother: Well, what about me? Maybe I want to mate with my sister!

Father: Too bad, beta dog! Get your beta dog ass over there *Points to Mother* with the toss aways and go do your beta dog thing!

Brother: I’m challenging you!

Father: Oh? Oh? You’re challenging the alpha dog? Well, taste some alpha dog justice, *slaps brother*

Brother: I submit…*heads over to mother*

Father: Alright, now we’ve got the social structure settled, and we’re all in agreement, so now to commence the mating! 

Sister: All in agreement!? I don’t want to have sex with my dad!

Father: Listen honey, you’ve no looker yourself, *whispers* though you’ve got your mother beat… But this is about who wants or doesn’t want to sleep with who, or who is related to who, it’s about the future of the human species honey! Don’t you see that! Stop being so selfish and think of humanity.

Sister: …

Father: Alright then, everyone, back to the shelter! Let us reseed the Earth with humanity!

*As they all leave, the father goes to give a creepy pedo-kiss to the daughter who cringes away.* 

Segue 3

Yeah Yeah, I decided to write one myself...

Paul: So Keane, how are we going to segue into the next skit

*Keane slides a bat from beneath his jacket*

Paul: Oh shit! *Starts to run. Shaffer clotheslines Paul to the floor*

Shaffer: Man, that was an awesome idea, Keane!

Keane: I know.

Shaffer: And now onto the next skit. 

Hall of Heroes 2

OK, it's finally finished!!!!

There's no real reason for it to be Dr. D and HFCSM, and since we already have a skit with them in it, I've made it a generic villain. Plus I think it's funnier for the skit.


Characters:
NG: Normal Gui (or Guillette)
Vill: Villian
Spe: Speedster
JUGG: Really Slow Moving Juggernaut
WSM: World’s Strongest Man

Props: wheelchair for the WSM (It’ll be explained)



NG: I’m so glad that a league of superheroes actually responded to my calls for aid!

WSM: We’re glad to help.

NG: I didn’t think that people with superhuman abilities would actually respond to a Facebook bulletin.

Spe: You’d be surprised how much valuable information Lex Luthor will give away just by posting it on the Penguin’s Wall.

JUGG: Yeah, can you believe Shredder puts the address of his hidden lair on his homepage?

WSM: The funny part was that he wasn’t even paying enough attention to deny Donatello’s friend request!

(Spe, WSM, JUGG all share a hearty chuckle)

NG: Well, let’s get down to business. There is an evil super-villain about. He must be stopped, and I can’t do it on my own.

Spe: Sounds familiar.

NG: Well, let’s see what we’ve got... you wanna tell us your power first? (points at JUGG)

JUGG: I am a Juggernaut! Once I get moving, nothing can stop me!

NG: Wonderful! You can smash open the walls to the evil villain’s fortress and kill him.

JUGG: I sure can!

NG: OK, then, what can you add to the team, sir?

Spe: I'm the Speedster, and I've got superhuman Speed.

NG: Weren’t you in a sketch we did last semester?

Spe: No.

NG: Yes, you were. I distinctly remember it. It was the skit with High Fructose Corn Syrup Man and Doctor Discomfort. He recruited you, a guy who could open jars, and some obnoxious jerk. And you got kicked off of the team.

Spe: Oh that! That wasn’t me. That was my twin brother, the QUICKster. I'm the SPEEDster. I'm better.

NG: Let me guess, you can run at forty-ONE miles an hour instead of forty.

Spe: No way man, I can run 200 miles an hour!

NG: OK, you'll actually be useful, then.

Spe: Hells yeah.

(Villian enters)

NG: It’s the evil villain! Get him!

JUGG: CHARGE!!!!!
(JUGG begins charging very slowly at him, conversation continues)

NG: What … the … hell?

Spe: Looks like we got the really slow moving version of the Juggernaut.

JUGG: Jay You Double Gee!

Vill: (ignoring him) So, I see you’ve enlisted a league of superheroes to help you. It will do you no good, fool!

NG: (trying to think of a good insult) Listen you … evil … villain … y … person … I’ve got superheroes and I’m gonna stop you!

WSM: Oh, snap! You just got burned, evil guy!

Vill: No, the only thing that’s going to get burned here is your pathetic little world--

Spe: Damn, good comeback. 

JUGG: (still slowly charging) You’re mine, bitch!

Vill: You see, my henchman is already in the Babbio Center, and in 5 minutes he will be finished casting the magic spell I’ve prepared that will open the gates of Hell!

NG: Quick—

Spe: (corrects him) SPEEDster.

NG: No, I mean quickLY. Run down to Babbio and stop his henchman.

Spe: Wait a minute... isn't that like ALL the way across campus?

NG: Sure, but with your super speed, you’ll be there in like 10 seconds!

Spe: Hold on. I told you I had super SPEED. I didn't say anything about super ENDURANCE. I'll get winded.

NG: Are you kidding me? It’s a COUPLE OF BLOCKS! _I_ can run that far without getting winded!

Spe: Good for you. Maybe I should quit smoking...

NG: How far CAN you run?

Spe: I dunno... I had to stop for a breather after walking up the stairs to get here, though.

NG: We’re on the FOURTH floor, for Chrissakes!!

JUGG: (still slowly charging) I’m coming for you!

NG: Oh whatever. Professor X, use your mind abilities on him!

WSM: What? Professor X? Mind powers? What are you talking about?

NG: That’s your power, isn’t it?

WSM: Why does everyone assume that just because I’m in a wheelchair, my power is some telepathic crap?

NG: Well, what is your power, then?

WSM: I’m the World’s Strongest Man.

NG: You’re … paraplegic.

WSM: Well, I was in a fight a few weeks ago, and I was throwing tractor trailers … and … they all were loaded with bricks, except for one. So when I lifted it, I put wayyyy more force into it than necessary, and snapped a vertebrae.

NG: You’re the lamest superhero I’ve ever heard of, and given the present company, that’s saying quite a bit.

WSM: Hey! I can still head butt harder than anyone else on the planet.

NG: Oh yeah, but you know what I can do? This! (moves his arm around)
(NG then exits)

Vill: Looks like the end of the world. MUAHAHAHA!

(Spe and WSM look dejected, walk/roll offstage)

JUGG: (who has at this point almost reached Vill) You can’t escape the JUGGERNAUT, bitch! The Juggernaut is about to get you!!

(Vill casually walks off)

JUGG: You can run, but you can’t hide!!

(JUGG is left slowly charging across the stage)
(NOOO man walks in)
(You can see where this is going) 

Death and DDR

Cast: Player 1(m)
Player 2(m)

Prop: None 


Comments: Okay this one is meant to be a physical skit I want lots of pantomine. Get creative but still try to convey that you are playing DDR. For my trick with the lights we can either ignore it and just hope the audience will buy the dialougue or we can have someone standing at the back of the room ready to flip off the lights. Finally feel free to throw a few ideas at me. 



Death and DDR

Two people are side by side jumping and mimicking the motions of playing DDR. One of the players is a bit slow and is struggling 

Player1. Try dancing just a little bit faster 
Player 2. I’m dancing as fast as I can. You’re the one who decided to start me off on expert!!!
Player1. Twitchy fingers man! Sorry
Player 2. I’ll *pant* get *pant* you *pant* for this 
Player 1. Sure whatever
Player 2. You *pant* always do this *pant* to me when we play 
Player1. Geeze man could you be anymore whiny? 

Player 1 hits the restart button 

Player 2. You did it again! 
Player 1. Sorry
Player2. I hate you!
Player1. Hate yourself for being lame.

They start up dancing again 

Player1. Hey what did you do?
Player2. Whaddya mean 
Player1. The screen started flickering 
Player 2. I didn’t do anything 
Player1. Hey the arrows are going faster

He begins to panic and step faster and faster as the arrows speed up. There’s an electrical crackle.

Player1. The lights!
Then the lights flicker back on. Player 2 has collapsed on the floor. 

Player2. Dude? Dude!

Player 1 tries shaking him and checks his pulse. He then looks around and runs away.
As soon as time passes Player 2 gets up and looks around. 

Player2. Sucker! 

He mimes dancing in doubles mode where you use both pads. 

Yet another cannibalism skit from Keane

Hoo-ray! Cannibalism is hiliarious!

I'm not sure if the one joke is good enough to carry this skit, but at least it's pretty short.

*Two guis are onstage*

*Hungry Gui enters, looking haggard*

HG: Hoo-ray! I’ve finally found civialization! I’ve been lost in the desert, it was terrible! TERRIBLE!

G1: It’s okay, you’re fine now

G2: Yeah don’t worry. You’re okay.

HG: Thank you, thank you.

G1: That’s amazing though, surviving in the desert by yourself until you found civilization!

HG: *looks down*

G2: What?

G1: Oh my

HG: I wasn’t alone to begin with…

G1: I’m sorry…

HG: There wasn’t any food…I needed to eat…

G2: It’s okay…we understand…

G1: I can’t imagine what it’s like to go so long without food…how long were you out there?

HG: Well, we got lost on 4/(Two days before show) 

G1: That was only two days ago!

HG: I needed to…I have low blood sugar! If I didn’t eat, I would have become sluggish and cranky!

G2: That’s…

HG: Listen, you haven’t been around me when I’m cranky! I cut through a good mood like nothing else! If I didn’t eat him, it would have been a fate worse than death!

G1: YOU ATE YOUR FRIEND BECAUSE YOU WERE KIND OF HUNGRY?

HG: I HAVE LOW BLOOD SUGAR! DO YOU NOT UNDERSTAND WHAT THAT MEANS! I WOULD HAVE BECOME IRRITABLE AND LETHAGARIC! YOU CAN NOT UNDERSTAND MY PLIGHT!

G2: Hey, hey, Gui, take it easy there. The guy has a medical condition, and you need to respect that.

G1: But

G2: It’s a medical issue! I don’t judge you for your puppy and kitten sandwiches, do I?

G1: It does help with my digestion problems…

G2: Yes. It does. 

G1: You’re right. I’m sorry. Let’s go out for ice cream.

HG: It’s okay. And I LOVE ice cream!

*everybody dances offstage* 

The Man With No Social Graces
“I could make change, but I won’t”

--MWNSG enters a convenience store--
MWNSG: (to the shopkeeper) Wow, this is a really dirty establishment you have here. There floor over by the slushy machines is all sticky, and those cobwebs in the corner really don’t help the place at all. You might want to think about getting a new neon sign, the flickering is just so irritating. (feel free to adlib here)
Shopkeeper: Excuse me (obviously offended), can I _help_ you?
MWNSG: Well I came in here looking for a gallon of non-fat milk, but judging by the state of those refrigerators I don’t know if it’ll keep very long. To be honest I don’t know if I’d want to buy anything here that has an expiration date.
--Shopkeeper steams as a girl walks in--
Girl: Hi, I’d like to buy a lottery ticket.
--Shopkeeper busies himself behind the counter. MWNSG grabs girl’s ass--
Girl: EXCUSE ME!
--MWNSG retracts his hand--
MWNSG: Oh, my mistake.
--MWNSG gives a disarming look and girl furiously turns back around--
--MWNSG grabs her ass again--
Girl: Okay! What is your deal!?
MWNSG: Sorry, once you cop, you just can’t stop.
--MWNSG Smiles--
--Girl gives him a full arm slap in the face, pays for her lottery ticket, and storms out--
Shopkeeper: Okay, amusing as that was, if you don’t buy something I’m going to have to ask you to leave.
MWNSG: Okay, (Grabs a candy bar and puts it on the counter). How much is that?
Shopkeeper: $1.25.
--MWNSG looks in his wallet, pulls out a five--
MWNSG: All I have is a five. Can you make change?
Shopkeeper: I _could_ make change, but I won’t.
MWNSG: Well then, you’re just an asshole.
--MWNSG storms out--

Cue jingle. 

The nooooooooo man

This skit needs to be done seamlessly. I don't care if you adlib or anything, but absolutely no pauses are allowed in this skit. 

Note for nooo guy- there are 3 spots where you say "get out of the way." Pay attention to them.

Manager: Alright, gentlemen, I think we can all agree that this new business strategy that I have is going to cause our department to soar. But as my employees, I want your input.

Yes Man 1: It's a great idea, boss!

Yes Man 2: I'm sure the CFO will love it!

Yes Man 3: Absolutely genius boss!

(Note: overlapping and adlibbing can occur, if desired)

Manager: Great. So all in favor of the plan say aye.

Yes Men (in unison: Aye

Manger (smug): all opposed?

Noooo Guy: Noooooooo!

Manager: What? How dare you oppose my plan! I want you to clear your desk this instant.

Nooooo Guy: Nooooo!

Manager: Who the hell do think you are, stop this instant.

Nooooo Guy: Nooo!

Manager: Fine, we'll have my boss deal with you!

*All yes men leave, Top manager comes on*

Top Manager: Is there a problem gentlemen?

Manager: Yes, this bastard is rejecting my brilliant business plan.

No Guy: Nooo!

Top Manager (reviewing the plan): He's absolutely right to reject this plan, this wouldn't work at all. How would you like to be my assistant sir?

No Guy: NOoooooo!

Top Manager: Ha ha, you're right, you deserve better, you're going places kid!

Noooo Guy: Noooooo

*Manager leaves, CEO comes on (played by Yes man 1)*

CEO: Top Manager, what do you want. I'm the CEO of this company and my time is precious!

Top Manager: I know sir, but you absolutely MUST talk to our new fast track employee.

Nooo guy: Nooooooo!

CEO: Heh, what, you don't want to talk to me?

Noooo Guy: Nooooo!! Get out of the way!!

CEO: HAHAHA This guy's a laugh riot. Ahhh, tell you what. I was thinking about resigning as CEO and opening up a ice-cream parlor. How would you like to take my place.

Nooo Guy: Noooooo!

CEO: Wow, you're humble too! Don't worry kid, I'm sure you'll do fine.

*Top manager and CEO leave, Board of trustees (Yes man 2 and three and Manager) come on*

Board member 1: Ok, as the Board of Trustees, it is our job to make sure you're a good candidate as our CEO. Any questions so far?

Nooo Guy: Noooooo!

Board member 2: I know you're anxious to start, sir, but could you stop moving towards us?

Noooo Guy: Noooooo! Get out of the way!!!

Board member 3: Wow, this guy can't wait to start

Board member 1: Well I'm sold. All in favor of making him our new CEO

*In unison* Aye

All opposed?

Noooo Guy: Nooooooo!!!!

Board Member 1: Hahaha, you're a laugh riot! C'mon, I'll show you your executive office.

Board members leave, CFO (played by Top Manager) comes on.

CFO: Sir, since you came here, our stock has gone up 10 points, you're incredible! In all my years as CFO, I've never seen anything like it.

Nooo Guy: Nooooo!!!

CFO: Aww don't be modest. you're really moving this company foward!

Noooo Guy: Get out of the way!!!

CFO: Right, didn't mean to interupt sir, keep up the good work.

*CFO leaves, Japanese businessman (played by CEO, originally Yes Man 1) comes on*

Japan man: Excuse a me gentlemansan. I come from Japan to give you suitcase full of money in exchange for your company. 

Nooo Guy: Nooooooo! 

Japan man: You drive a hard bargain. Please take this sack of money too then. What do you say?

Nooo Guy: Get out of the way!

Japan man: Hahaha! Enjoy your retirement, sir.

Nooo Guy: Whew! That was a close one. 

