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ACT |

Scene 1

Curtain opens to reveal a formal |iving room
There is a couch | ocated center stage upon which
i s seated MARAGARETHE CHATTENWORTH. It is obvious
that she was once a very elegant |ady, but the
years have been hard on her. MARAGARETHE is
dressed as if she has just left a funeral, all in
black with a veil over her face. Standing behind
t he couch over her right shoulder is one of her
daught ers, ANASTATIA. She is tall and then

and dressed in bluejeans and a bl ack shirt
featuring the logo of a punk rock band on the
front. Wen the curtain opens, ANASTATIA is busy
texting soneone on her cell phone. There is an
armchair located to the right of the couch upon
whi ch is seated MARAGARETHE s younger daughter
DRUCELLA. She is shorter and heavier than
ANASTATI A and is dressed sloppily in jeans, a
flannel shirt and baseball cap. DRUCELLA is
sitting across the chair with her feet dangling
over the side, facing away from her nother. Wen
the curtain opens, she is eating a hotdog and

tal king on her cell phone. MARAGARETHE is sitting
very stoically on the couch as her two daughters
chatter away, obviously bored.

DRUCELLA:
(speaking into the phone) Yeah, we just got back from
the funeral. God, what a total waste of tinme. (she
takes a big bite of the hot dog)

MARAGARETHE
Drucel | a!

ANASTATI A:
Well, it was, Mother. Al those boring speeches about
how your husband was such a great man.

MARAGARETHE
And your step-father!

ANASTATI A:
\Wat ever .

DRUCELLA:
(speaking into the phone) 1 don’t know. He was

colonel or an admral or sonmething. At least that’'s
what people called him You should have seen all the
sad ol d geezers that cane up to ne and Stacy at the
funeral and said how proud we nust have been of our

( MORE)
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DRUCELLA: (cont’d)
"father’. (pause) No, the old dude wasn’t
father. He was just sonme poor guy ny nother talked
into marrying her.

MARAGARETHE
Dr ucel | a!

ANASTATI A:
It’s the truth, ain't it. Wat was the
col onel ? Husband number five?

MARAGARETHE
(alittle enbarrassed) Six, actually.

ANASTATI A:
And, just like all the others, it didn't take long for
you suck himdry, did it?

MARAGARETHE
| will have you know that | | oved the col onel.
ANASTATI A:
Real | y? You | oved hinf? Then why didn’'t you cry at his
funeral. Ch, I know. You were too busy scanning the

crowd | ooki ng for husband nunber seven.

MARAGARETHE crosses her arns and lets out a | oud
si gh, know ng that her daughter has spoken the
truth. DRUCELLA continues to chatter away on her

phone.
DRUCELLA:
| don’t know what he left us, Bobbie. This drafty old
house, | guess. And a car. | don’t know. (turning to

her not her) Bobbie wants to know what kind of car the
General left us, Mn?

MARAGARETHE
Col onel, dear. He was a colonel. 1It’'s a Bentley. Now
pl ease, Drucella. Turn around, sit up and try to act
i ke a | ady.

ANASTATI A:

That’ s right, Dru. You never know when your first
sugar daddy nmay wal k through the living room
and you' Il hit the jackpot |ike Mther here.

MARAGARETHE:
Anastatia! Proper |adies do not speak of such things.

( CONTI NUED)
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ANASTATI A cl oses her phone and cones around the
end of the couch, sitting down next to her

not her. DRUCELLA continues to talk on the phone,
turni ng back sidesways in her chair, sw nging her
feet.

ANASTATI A:
Oh, really? You mean there’'s sone kind of rule book
for situations like this? Like the Oficial Goldiggers
Handbook or sonet hi ng?

MARAGARETHE:
How dare you speak to me in such a manner,
Anastatia. After all 1’ve sacrificed for you and your
sister over the years.
ANASTATI A:
Sacrificed? Really? Funny, |’ve never seen you wash

di shes, or run the vacuum cl eaner. And do you even
know how to turn on the washi ng machi ne?

MARAGARETHE
No, | don’t. But I’ve given up ny own happi ness j ust
so you girls could have everything. After your father
left us, | had to do sonething to nake sure that you
and Drucella grew into proper |adies, suitable for
marri age.

ANASTATI A:

| guess by ’doing sonething’” you nean marrying every
man that happened to get close enough for you to sink
your claws into, huh?

DRUCELLA:
(speaking loudly into the phone) Yes, it's a big
car. Al Brantley' s are big.

MARAGARETHE & ANASTATI A:
Bent | ey!

DRUCELLA ignores them and keeps tal king.

MARAGARETHE
| didit all for you, Anastatia. And your sister. |
sacrificed ny own happi ness just so you could grow up
with all the things | just couldn’t give you

MARAGARETHE begins to cry and pulls a handkerchi ef
fromher sleeve, lifts her veil and bl ows her nose
l oudly. ANASTATI A softens at the sight of her
nother’s tears and reaches out to grasp the other
woman’ s hand.

( CONTI NUED)
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ANASTATI A:
|’”’msorry, Mdther. | know you ve had to marry sone
| osers over the years just to keep a roof over our
heads. Me and Dru appreciate all you’ ve done for
us. Don’t we, Dru?

DRUCELLA:
(into the phone) Yeah, it’s got a CD changer. |It’'s a
Brentl ey, for heaven' s sake.

ANASTATI A:
Drucel | a!

DRUCELLA:

VWhat ? |’ m on the phone!

ANASTATI A:
| said, we appreciate all the sacrifices Mther has
made for us, don't we?

DRUCELLA | ooks over at MARAGARETHE and t hen back
at ANASTATI A.

DRUCELLA:
Yeah. Sur e. Thanks, Mal!

DRUCELLA swi ngs her | egs back over the arm of the
chair and continues to talk into her cell phone.
MARAGARETHE si ghs heavily, finishes w ping her
fake tears and puts the handkerchi ef away.

MARAGARETHE
| still have a ot of work to do with that one.

Suddenly, there is the sound of a doorbell com ng
fromstage left.

MARAGARETHE
(standi ng) That nust be the Colonel’s attorney. He said
that he was com ng over here today to go over the
estate.

MARAGARETHE crosses to answer the door.

DRUCELLA:
Hey, | gotta go, Bobbie. The old dude’'s |awer is
here with the noney. Yes, you can drive the
Bradley. 1’1l call you later.

Both girls stand and face the door. DRUCELLA

qui ckly finishes her hot dog, talking with her
mouth full.

( CONTI NUED)
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DRUCELLA:
You think the old man | eft us anything?

ANASTATI A:
| don’t know. | hope so. W could sure use sone
help around here. | amgetting really tired of
washi ng ny own cl ot hes!

There is the sound of |aughter fromoff stage as
MARAGARETHE greets the person at the door.

ANASTATI A:
Maybe that’s | uck Nunber Seven now

DRUCELLA:
| hope he’s better |ooking than the |last guy. And maybe
has a cute son

ANASTATI A:
That's gross!

MARAGARETHE enters the room She is holding the
armof MR N CHOLAS, her |ate husband s attorney,
who seens quite nervous. He has no briefcase, but
is holding his overcoat which her took off upon
entering the hone.

MARAGARETHE
Grls, girls. 1'd like for you to neet M. N chol as,
t he Col onel’ s attorney.

MR. NI CHOLAS:
Pl ease, call ne Nornman

MARAGARETHE
Certainly. (letting go of his arm and | aughing
i nappropriately) Norman her was just telling me how he
just lost his wife just last year. | guess that nakes
you single, huh?

MR. NI CHOLAS:
(unconfortable) Ah.. yes.

ANASTATI A:
Ch, brother!

MARAGARETHE turns to the girls and uses her eyes
and body | anguage to indicate that they should be
nice to MR N CHOLAS. She then sits in the chair.
Havi ng done this before many tines, the girls rush
over and fawn over the man. DRUCELLA takes MR

Nl CHOLAS s overcoat and each girl takes an arm

hel ping the attorney to the couch.

( CONTI NUED)
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DRUCELLA:
Oh, you are way too young to be an attorney,
Norman. Do you mind if | call you Norman?

MR. NI CHOLAS:
Ah, no.
ANASTATI A:

(wi thout nmuch enthusiasmand as if she is reading from
a script) Yes, it is so good to have a young, strong
man here in our home during our tine of need.

DRI CELLA drapes the overcoat across the back of
the couch and the three sit with MR N CHOLAS in
the center, who | ooks back and forth to each girl,
not sure what to say.

MARAGARETHE:
Oh, ny precious girls. They are such | adies.

DRUCELLA and ANASTATI A | ook at MR NI CHOLS and
smle sweetly, all part of the show

MR. NI CHOLAS:
Yes, | can see that. Ah, now, Ms. Chattenworth, if you
don't mnd, | amhere to discuss your |ate husband’' s

estate. (looking at the two girls who are stil
fawni ng over him Ah, nmaybe we should tal k about this
in private?

MARAGARETHE
Certainly. dGrls, if you don’t m nd?

DRUCELLA and ANASTATI A stand up and nove away from
t he couch, but do not |eave the room | nstead,
they cross up stage left and listen to the
conversation froma di stance. MARAGARETHE snpot hs
her dress and sits in the chair. She | ooks over

at the girls who both hold up crossed fingers
towards their nother, unseen by MR N CHOLAS.

MR. NI CHOLAS:
First, let me say that | amvery sorry for your |oss,
Ms. Chattenworth.

MARAGARETHE
Ch, please call nme Maragarethe.

MR, NI CHOLAS:

kay, Maragarethe. The Colonel was a fine man and a
very val ued client

( CONTI NUED)
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MARAGARETHE:
Thank you, Norman. He will be m ssed. (suddenly
serious) The estate?

MR. NI CHOLAS:
Yes. (pulling a sheet of paper fromhis coat pocket
and handing it to her) This is alisting of all of the
Col onel ’ s property and assets, which will naturally
pass to you.

The girls clear their throats loudly at not being
mentioned in the docunent. MR N CHOLAS turns
towards them and makes a correction.

MR. NI CHOLAS:
And your daughters, of course.

DRUCELLA and ANASTATIA smle and wave at him M
NI CHOLAS smiles awkwardly at them and then turns
back to MARAGARETHE

MARAGARETHE
(di sappointed) Huh? | just thought there would be
nor e.

MR. NI CHOLAS:
Vel |, the Col onel was quite wealthy when you and he
married, but over the last few years, he had ne sel
of f many of his assets for... ah, living expenses.

MARAGARETHE
Drucel | a needed braces.

MR. NI CHOLAS turns and | ooks over at DRUCELLA who
smles brightly.

MR NI CHOLAS:
| can see that. (back to MARAGARETHE) As you can see
fromthat listing, the Colonel did | eave you a few

savi ngs bonds, a small life insurance policy, this
house and the car. 1It’s nowhere nearly as |large of an
estate as it was before he net you... (she glares at
him | nmean, before the Colonel and you got married,
but it should be enough for you to live on for many
years to cone, if you and the girls are... shall we
say, frugal.

DRUCELLA:
What does that nean?

ANASTATI A:
Cheap.

( CONTI NUED)
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MARAGARETHE:
Grls.. this is a private conversation. M. N chol as,
t he noney doesn’'t matter to ne and the girls. Al we

care about is the love.. and the nenori es.
DRUCELLA and ANASTATI A nmake gaggi ng noti ons behi nd
MR. NI CHOLAS s back.
MR. NI CHOLAS:
Yes, | can see that.

He turns back towards the girls and they
i medi ately stop their antics and smle sweetly at
hi m

MR, NI CHOLAS:

Ch, |

al nost forgot. There is one other

thing. Sonething that your husband |eft you that I
think you wll be very pleased wth.

MR. NI CHOLAS stands and yells towards of f stage
left.

MR. NI CHOLAS:

kay,

bring her in, boys.

Excited, MARAGARETHE stands as two worknen enter
fromstage | eft pushing a | arge hand cart.
Strapped to the cart is a beautiful young

wonman in a crisply pressed dress with her hair
tied up in a bow. She is standing on the cart,
staring straight ahead and smling brilliantly
with her arnms held rigidly by her side. The
workers rolls the cart past the gawki ng DRUCELLA
and ANASTATI A and park it next to the couch. They
unstrap the girl, pull the hand cart from under
her and wheel it back off stage. DRUCELLA,
ANASTATI A and MARAGARETHE are dunbstruck by the
sight of the beautiful young girl standing at
attention in their living room None of the wonen
know what to say. Finally, DRUCELLA speaks up.

DRUCELLA:
VWhat is it?
MR. NI CHOLAS:

Ch, that is a gift fromyour |ate step father. He knew

t hat
to gi

ANASTATI A:

his days on this earth were nunbered, so he wanted
ve you sonething that would help you renenber him

VWhat ? A store mannequi n?

( CONTI NUED)
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MR. NI CHOLAS:
Ch, no, ny dear. This is not a mannequin. (He
approaches the standing girl) This young lady is a
Synt herel | a.

DRUCELLA:
A what ?

MR NI CHOLAS:
A Synthetic Relative. Syntherella for short. She is
the very latest, cutting edge technol ogy.

MARAGARETHE
So wat is she doing here?

MR. NI CHOLAS:
Ch, the Col onel knew that upon his passing, that you
and your daughters would suffer trenendous grief. So,
he had a Synthetic Relative built using sanples of his
DNA. She has been inprinted with all of the Col onel’s
best qualities and nenories. H s conpassion, his
ki ndness and generosity. Just so that, in a snall way,
he will continue to be right here with you. Synthetic
Rel atives are all the rage these days. Al of ny
clients are getting them

DRUCELLA:
(approachi ng SYNTHERELLA and poking her) Wat did you
call her?

MR NI CHOLAS:
Syntherella. |It’s short for Synthetic Rel ative.

ANASTATI A:
(com ng around the other side of SYNTHERELLA and
touching her face) |Is she a real person?

MR. NI CHOLAS:
Vell, yes.. and no. Your stepfather’s DNA was used to
grow her organically in a laboratory- kind of |ike a
housepl ant. So, she’'s nade of real skin and bone. But
instead of a brain, she has a m croprocessor in her
head that is stored with all of your father’s nenories
and personality traits. A service technician from
Synthetic Relatives Inc. wll cone by occasionally to
make sure she is functioning properly and with the
right care and the cycling of her batteries,
Syntherella is guaranteed to function flaw essly for
one hundred years, maybe even | onger.

LADY MARAGARETHA crosses behind the couch and
appr oaches SYNTHERELLA, pushi ng ANASTATI A out of
the way. She |ooks the girl over fromtop to
bottom and then turns to MR N CHOLAS.

( CONTI NUED)
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MARAGARETHE:
We don’t want her!

DRUCELLA:
Yeah, she’s too pretty. She nakes ne feel fat!

ANASTATI A:
And the way she just stands there, staring at us. She
gives nme the creeps.

MARAGARETHE
(crossing down stage right) Yes, just please take her
away, M. N cholas. |[|’malready going to have enough
trouble trying to feed those two on what the Col onel
left us. I can't afford another nouth to feed.

MR. NI CHOLAS:
I’mafraid | can’t do that, Maragarethe. It’s a
package deal

MARAGARETHE
(turning back to hin) A package deal ?

MR. NI CHOLAS:
Yes. Your husband’s will was very specific. If you
don’t accept Syntherella into your honme and treat her
i ke one of your very own daughters, you will forfeit
the entire estate. This house, the Bentley, the savings
bonds, |ife insurance.

MARAGARETHE
What ?

MR NI CHOLAS:
That’'s right, madam It’'s all of nothing.

At this, MARAGARETHE turns and approaches
SYNTHERELLA, wal ki ng around her a couple of tines.
She pokes the girl a couple of tinmes and then

| ooks at MR NI CHOLAS.

MARAGARETHE
Does she do anything other than just stand there?

MR. NI CHOLAS:
Ch, yes. Synthetic Relatives are fully functional in
every way. She can talk, sing, wite poetry...

DRUCELLA:
(interrupting) Does she know how to wash cl ot hes?

( CONTI NUED)
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MR NI CHOLAS: |
(taken aback) I’msorry?
DRUCELLA:

Can she run a washi ng machi ne?

MR. NI CHOLAS:
Well, | guess so.

ANASTATI A:
What about cook? O nop the floors?

MR. NI CHOLAS:
VWll, yes. But, vyour step father didn’t send her here
to be a mid. She's to be treated |ike your sister.

MARAGARETHE:
But she can do all those things, right? | nmean, ny
daughters are nuch too fragile and delicate to spend
their young, formative years cl eaning and
cooking. Ain't that right, girls?

MR. NI CHOLAS | ooks over at the girls.

DRUCELLA:
Yeah. [|I'’ma delicate flower.
MR. NI CHOLAS:
Well, yes, she can do all those things if you

wi sh. But, your husband wanted to | eave you sonething
that was a part of him Maragarethe. Sonething that
you woul d cherish and | ove |ike one of your own

daught ers.
MARAGARETHE

Uh, huh. But, she can cook and cl ean?
MR. NI CHOLAS:

Yes.
MARAGARETHE

(wal ki ng around SYNTHERELLA again) And she knows how
to wash w ndows?

MR. NI CHOLAS:

Well, | suppose.. but...
MARAGARETHE

And vacuunf
MR. NI CHOLAS:

Yes... but..

( CONTI NUED)
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MARAGARETHE:
(interrupting) Then we’'ll take her. Where's the ' ON
butt on.

MR. NI CHOLAS:

(in shock that they wish to turn SYNTHERELLA into a
servant, he pauses) Wat?

MARAGARETHE
Do you have to crank her or sonething?

MR. NI CHOLAS:
Oh, no. Once she is activated, she will function as a
perfect human in every way.

DRUCELLA:
Perfect? Ha! She’s got skinny ankl es!

MR. NI CHOLAS:
(rushing to SYNTHERELLA) | can assure you, Mss, that
she does not!

ANASTATI A:
(pionting) And her ears are shaped kind of funny!

MR NI CHOLAS:
Her ears, like the rest of her, are perfect!

MARAGARETHE
Just crank her up, M. N cholas. W’ve got a kitchen
full of dirty dishes and | ain’t washing them

MR. NI CHOLAS | ooks fromat the two girls and
MARAGARETHE i n horror, then shakes his head in
di smay and steps behi nd SYNTHERELLA.

MR NI CHOLAS:
You can activate, or deactivate, her by pressing this
button right underneath her hairline. Here goes.

He presses the button and SYNTHERELLA opens her
eyes. She | ooks down at her arns and | egs, testing
themto see if they work properly and then opens
her jaw several tinmes to nake sure it

wor ks. Everyone watches in fascination as she

wal ks towards ANASTATIA wth her arns

out. ANASTATI A backs up, unconfortable.

SYNTHERELLA:
Hello, |I'’m Syntherella. N ce to nmeet you.

( CONTI NUED)
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ANASTATI A:
W, dude!

SYNTHERELLA:
| recogni ze that voice. They are stored in ny nenory
banks. You nust be Anastatia. | amso glad to have

you as ny sister.

SYNTHERELLA puts here arns around the stunned
girl. ANASTATIA is unconfortable but allows
herself to be hugged. SYNTHERELLA then turns and
goes to DRUCELLA who backs away.

SYNTHERELLA:
Ch, cone here and give ne a hug, Drucella!l W are
going to be such great friends!

DRUCELLA:
VWhat ever! Get off ne, freak!

SYNTHERELLA t hen sees MARAGARETHE and runs to her,
al nrost knocki ng her down with a bear hug.

SYNTHERELLA:
Ch, nother. Father’s nenories of you are so beautiful.
He |l oved all of you so nmuch. | am so happy to be a

part of this famly.

MARAGARETHE i s shocked by the hug and clunsily
pats SYNTHERELLA on the back and | ooks over at her
daughters who are watching the scene with grow ng
] eal ousy.

MARAGARETHE
Wel |, thank you, Syntherella. W are happy you're
here, too. The girls are so excited about having a new
sister, aren’t you girls?

DRUCELLA:
Thrill ed!
ANASTATI A:
Yi ppee!
SYNTHERELLA continues to hug her stepnother
tightly as MR N CHOLAS grabs his coat, putting it
on and preparing to | eave.
MR. NI CHOLAS:

Oh, | amso happy to see this. (laughs
unconfortably) You really had nme going. For a mnute

there, | thought you were going to turn Syntherella
into sone kind of servant. But, now | see that you're
( MORE)
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MR. NI CHOLAS: (cont’d)
going to just be one big, happy famly. (he extends
his hand to MARAGARETHE) Well, | nust be getting back
to the office. Again, Mragarethe, ny deepest
condol ences. (turns and shakes the girls hands as he
begins to exit) And to you young | adi es as
well. (calling to SYNTHERELLA) Syntherella, | know
that you are going to love being a part of this famly
and that Maragarethe and your sisters are going cherish
you as they did your father. Good afternoon, | adies!

MR. NI CHOLAS exits. As soon a he | eaves, the npod

in the room changes. DRUCELLA and ANASTATI A cross
their arns and regard SYNTHERELLA as if she were a
poi sonous snake. MARAGARETHE pries the young girl
of f of her, pushing her towards the center of the

room roughly.

MARAGARETHE
Cet off nme, you | each!
SYNTHERELLA:
(hurt) But, Mther!
MARAGARETHE
And don't call me that! |’mnot your nother. Your

not her was sone scientist in a |ab somewhere who put
you together |ike sonme kind of Barbie Doll. (the girls
sni cker at this)

SYNTHERELLA:
(1 ooking around) But.. but, | thought we were going to
be a fam|ly?

MARAGARETHE
Vll, youre wong. The only famly here is ne and ny
daughters. Just because the Col onel had you built from
hi s DVA. .

ANASTATI A:
That ' s DNA.

MARAGARETHE:
What ever! We don’t need sone type of robot to rem nd
us of the Colonel. W have plenty of things around
here to rem nd himof us. (she gestures around the
roon) This house. The furniture and paintings. H's
preci ous Bentley. And his pitiful little life insurance
policy. That's all we need to rem nd us of that
| oser. Not sone Brats Doll with a brain from Radio
Shack!

( CONTI NUED)
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SYNTHERELLA:
(starting to cry) But... nother!

MARAGARETHE
| told you, don’t call nme that. |’ mnot your nother!

DRUCELLA:
And we’re not your sisters.

ANASTATI A:
Yeah, freak

MARAGARETHE
You shall address ne as Lady Magarathe or ma’am And
you shall address these young | adies as Mss Drucella
and M ss Anastati a.

DRUCELLA:

| like that!
ANASTATI A:

You can call me "Your Hi ghness."
MARAGARETHE

W are not your famly. W are your owners.
SYNTHERELLA:

But... nother?
MARAGARETHE

Just stay out of our way and do as your told and I’ 1|
t hi nk about not having you nelted down into a candle.

MARAGARETHE crosses and sits on the couch as
DRUCELLA and ANASTATI A | augh at her j oke.

MARAGARETHE
Now, M ss Drucella is going to show you where the nop
and bucket are. You can start on the kitchen.

SYNTHERELLA stands in the center of the room and
starts to cry.

MARAGARETHE
Go!

SYNTHERELLA junps at the |oud noise. DRUCELLA
crosses towards stage right and notions for her to
foll ow.

SYNTHERELLA:
Cone on, freak

( CONTI NUED)
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As the two exit, MARAGARETHE notions for ANASTATI A
to join her on the couch.

MARAGARETHE
And you and | are going to nmake a |list of prospects for
husband nunber ei ght.

ANASTATI A:
| thought it was seven.

MARAGARETHE
I I'ied.

CURTAI N
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ACT 1

Scene 2

Curtain opens to reveal the sane living rooma
week later. DRUCELLA is still dressed in jeans and
a oversized flannel shirt. She is sitting sloppily
on the couch tal king on her cell phone. Wile
DRUCELLA tal ks on the phone, SYNTHERELLA is busy
cleaning the roomwith a broomand duster. She is
no |l onger wearing pretty clothes, but instead is
dressed in dirty dress and has dirt snudged on her
hands and face. Her hair is no |longer held up in
a bow, but instead is a tangled and dirty mess on
top of her head. But even though she is dirty and
tired, SYNTHERELLA is happy, doing her work

qui ckly while hummng softly to herself. DRUCELLA
ignores her and tal ks excitedly on the phone.

DRUCELLA:
Yeah, you should see her go. In the past week, she has
scrubbed this house fromtop to bottom and then started
again at the top. This old place ain’t never been this
cl ean. (pause) Sure, she has to do anything we tell
her to do. That’'s what servants are for, ain't they?
Listen to this.

DRUCELLA hol ds the phone away from her nouth,
turns and yells at SYNTHERELLA.

DRUCELLA:
Hey, Syntherella! Drop that broomand go into the
kitchen and fix me a ham sandw ch

SYNTHERELLA:
(she props the broom against the wall and answers
cheerfully) Yes, Mss Drucella.

As SYNTHERELLA crosses towards the kitchen, which
is located off stage right, DRUCELLA turns and
calls after her.

DRUCELLA:
No mayo this time and bring me one of those big dill
pickles | |ike.

SYNTHERELLA:
Yes, Mss Drucella. (she exits)

DRUCELLA:
(speaking into the phone) You hear that, Bobbie? Every
since Syntherella noved into the place, | haven't had
tolift a finger. She does all the cooking, all the

( MORE)
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DRUCELLA: (cont’d)

cl eaning, all the washing. Last night, I nmade her iron
all ny clothes- even ny underwear. After she stacked
them neatly on ny bed, | wal ked over and knocked the

entire pile onto the floor and then | told her to pick
themup and go iron the whole | oad all over again. The
freak just smled and said, 'yes, ma’am and bounced
down the stairs |like she was heading off to Di sneyworld
or sonething. I"'mtelling you, Bobbie, we should have
got us a nmid years ago.

Just then, there's loud tal king and | aughter from
off stage left. [1t’s ANASTATIA arriving hone with
her friend, BRI TNEY.

DRUCELLA:
Hey, | gotta’ go, Bobbie. Stacy just got hone and |I’'m
dying to see what her and Britney got at the mall. No,
you can’t 'borrow Syntherella. Get your own
mai d!  Bye!
She clicks her phone shut just as ANASTATI A and
BRI TNEY enter the roomcarrying |arge bags from
mall. Both girls are dressed stylishly in torn
jeans, t-shirts and have | arge sungl asses perched
atop their heads.
ANASTATI A:
Ch, ny God, Dru. You should have conme with us to the
mal | . They were having a sale at Hollister and | naxed

out ny Visa card.

DRUCELLA:
Mom said that card was for energencies only, Stace. She
is going to blow a fuse when she sees all that stuff.

ANASTATI A:
What ever. The old bag hasn’t even put a dent in the
t hat Col onel dude’s life insurance yet. And if buy one,
great one free at Hollister ain't an enmergency, | don’t
know what is.

ANASTATI A wal ks over to the couch and drops her
bags besi de DRUCELLA. She starts pulling out
cl othes and showi ng themto DRUCELLA. BRI TNEY
just stands there, | ooking around puzzl ed.

BRI TNEY:
So, where is she?

ANASTATI A:
VWho?
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BRI TNEY:
The dirty little slave girl. You keep tal ki ng about
how she spends all day cooking and cl eaning while you
guys sit around and watch TV, so where is she?

DRUCELLA:
Syntherella? OCh, | sent her into the kitchen to fix ne
a sandw ch. You want ne to holler at her and have her
bring you sonet hi ng?

BRI TNEY:
No. | had a White Hazel nut Mocha Choca Latte at the
mal | . |"mstuffed. But | do want to see what she | ooks

like. I's she really pretty?

DRUCELLA:
Not really. Her feet are kinda bony.

ANASTATI A:
And she smles way too nuch. Creeps ne out.

DRUCELLA:
Yeah, ne too. Nobody should be that happy.

There’s a pause as the two sisters continue to

| ook through the clothes. BRI TNEY continues to
stand there, |ooking around. Finally, she stanps
her feet and whines.

BRI TNEY:
| want to see her!

DRUCELLA:
Okay. Don’t have a hissy!

DRUCELLA turns and calls into the kitchen.

DRUCELLA:
Synt herel |l al Wiere' s ny sandw ch?

SYNTHERELLA cal | s from of f st age.

SYNTHERELLA:
" mcomng, Mss Drucella. | had trouble with the
pi ckl es!

DRUCELLA:
Shake a leg! |I’m starving!

After a slight pause, SYNTHERELLA cones running
into the room carrying a plate with the sandw ch
She hands the plate to DRUCELLA, smling and
apol ogi zi ng.
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SYNTHERELLA:
|"msorry, Mss Drucella. | couldn’t get the Iid off
the pickle jar. Here you go. One ham sandwi ch with no
mayonnai se.

DRUCELLA snat ches the pl ate away, picks up the
sandwi ch and takes a |l arge bite. She nmakes a face
and talks with her nouth full.

DRUCELLA:
| thought | said | didn't like rye bread.

SYNTHERELLA:
Oh, that’s nultigrain. | baked it nyself. 1t’'s better
for you.

DRUCELLA:
(still chew ng) Whatever.

ANASTATI A:
Syntherella, this is ny friend Britney.

SYNTHERELLA rushes over and hugs BRI TNEY as if she
has known her forever.

SYNTHERELLA:
Oh, Britney. It is so nice to neet you. Any friend of
nmy sisters is a friend of mne.

BRI TNEY | ooks over at ANASTATI A, puzzl ed.

BRI TNEY:
Sisters? | thought you said she was your maid, Stacy?

ANASTATI A:
She is! Aren’t you, Syntherella?

SYNTHERELLA real i zes her m stake, |aughs awkwardly
and then turns to BRI TNEY.

SYNTHERELLA:
Ch, ah, yes. I'’mjust the "hired hel p’ around here. |
just love Anastatia and Drucella so nuch, | sonetines
get carried away and act like we're all sisters. But
we're not. |’mjust the naid.

DRUCELLA:

That’'s right. Just the naid.

ANASTATI A:
You want her to do anything for you, Brit?
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BRI TNEY:
Do anyt hi ng?
ANASTATI A:
You know, |ike pick up your dry cleaning or now your
lawn. She’'ll be glad to go out and wash your car while
we go check Facebook, won’'t you Syntherella?
SYNTHERELLA:
(her smle waivers for only a second and then she turns
to BRITNEY) Sure. |I'mhere to serve.

BRITNEY is a little taken aback by this young
sl ave girl and declines.

BRI TNEY:
That’s alright. That’'s why | have a little
brother! (she | ooks at ANASTATI A, eager to go
upstairs) Wiy don’t we go up to your room Stacy? [|I’'m
dying to see if Derrick is online.

ANASTATI A grabs her bag of clothes and turns to
| eave. BRITNEY follows her off stage, but turns
back to SYNTHERELLA before | eaving the room

BRI TNEY:
It was nice to neet you, Syntherella. The house | ooks
beauti ful .

SYNTHERELLA:
Thank you.

After the two girls | eave, SYNTHERELLA goes back
to her cleaning. DRUCELLA sets the plate down on
t he couch and | ooks around for the TV renote.

DRUCELLA:
Syntherella, where did you put the TV renote. | told
you, | like for it to be right here on the couch when |
cone home from school so | can watch Springer. Wat
did you do with it?

SYNTHERELLA:
| think you' re sitting on it, Mss Drucella.

DRUCELLA:
(getting up and finding the renote underneath her) Oh,
| found it. Don’t hide it frommnme again or you Il be

cleaning ny toilet with your toothbrush for a week.

SYNTHERELLA:
Yes, nma’ am
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SYNTHERELLA begins to sweep towards down stage

| eft as DRUCELLA points the renote at an inmaginary
TV set that is center stage. She ’'clicks’ the
butt ons and when she does, SYNTHERELLA j unps.
DRUCELLA notices, |ooks at the renmbte with
curiosity and then points the renote at
SYNTHERELLA and pushes a coupl e of

buttons. SYNTHERELLA lifts the broom above her
head and spins around, then goes back to

sweepi ng. DRUCELLA realizes that the renote
obviously not only controls the TV, but affects

t he m croprocessor in SYNTHERELLA' s head. She
sml|es w ckedly and then pushes anot her

button. In response, SYNTHERELLA puts the broom
bet ween her |legs and rides it around the roomlike
a cowboy. She pushes anot her button, and
SYNTHERELLA takes the broomand uses it to play
"air guitar.’ DRUCELLA junps up and down on the
couch, clapping her hands with joy and starts
punchi ng buttons randomy, causing SYNTHERELLA to
dance across the room then fall on the floor and
act |like she is swinmng. She presses anot her
button and SYNTHERELLA junps up and pretends to be
a chicken. Just as she is about to push sone nore
buttons, there is the sound of a door closing from
of f stage left and MARAGARETHE enters the

room She is also carrying shopping bags in both
hands, and upon seei ng SYNTHERELLA fl appi ng her

wi ngs and squawki ng Iike a chicken, drops the bags
to the floor, puts her hands on her hips and | ooks
over at DRUCELLA, who is |aughing and pressing
buttons on the renote furiously.

MARAGARETHE
Drucel la, what on Earth are you doi ng?

DRUCELLA:
It’'s

not me, Mot her. It’s the renote. It nmust be

interfering with her brain or sonething. Watch this.

DRUCELLA presses anot her button and SYNTHERELLA
suddenly starts hopping on one |l eg around the
room

MARAGARETHE
Drucella! That’s cruel! (she pauses for a second,
wat chi ng SYNTHERELLA and then runs over and snatches
the remote from DRUCELLA' s hand) Here, let nme try.

MARAGARETHE presses a coupl e and SYNTHERELLA falls
to the floors on all four hands and starts
pranci ng around the roomlike a pony, whinnying

| oudly.
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MARAGARETHE:
What happens when you press the fast forward button?

DRUCELLA snatches the renote away from her and
points it towards SYNTHERELLA.

DRUCELLA:
| don’t know. Let’'s try it!

Just as she is about to try it, there is a |oud
noi se from off stage as ANASTATI A and BRI TNEY
scream wi th excitenent.

MARAGARETHE
Turn it off. Quick!

DRUCELLA presses a button and SYNTHERELLA gets up
and starts to bounce |ike she’s on a pogo sti ck.

MARAGARETHE
| said turn it off. Turn it off!

DRUCELLA presses buttons furiously.

DRUCELLA:
l"mtrying. | don’t know which one is the ’off’
but t on.
She presses a few nore buttons and finally
SYNTHERELLA st ops bounci ng, strai ghtens her dress
and begi ns sweeping again |ike nothing happened.
MARAGARETHE crosses stage right and yells
of f st age.
MARAGARETHE

Anastatia? Wat’s going on up there?

ANASTATI A:
(calling fromoffstage) Mdther? You re hone?

MARAGARETHE
Yes, and | don’t |like comng hone to a house of full of
screaming girls! Get down here this instant!

There are nore excited screans fromoff stage
and t hen ANASTATI A and BRI TNEY enter the room

ANASTATI A:

Oh, ny God, Dru. You won't believe the text Britney
j ust got!
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BRI TNEY:
(waves timdly to MARAGARETHE, a little scared of the
worman) Hi!
The two girls hurry past MARAGARETHE t o DRUCELLA,
very excited.
DRUCELLA:
VWhat ? Did soneone at our school die? Onh, | bet it was
that fat kid, Stewart H nson, who' s always eating his
boogers.
BRI TNEY:
G oss!
ANASTATI A:
No! Nobody di ed.
DRUCELLA:
Then what ?
ANASTATI A:
Tell her, Brit.
BRI TNEY:
Vell, we were up there trying on sone new shirts and
stuff that Stacy got at Hollister.
MARAGARETHE
(stepping forward) Wat? Where’'d you get the noney?
ANASTATI A:
My VI SA card.
MARAGARETHE
That is supposed to for energencies, young | ady.
ANASTATI A:
It was a buy one, get one free sale at Hollister,
Mot her . Besi des, you’'re out spending the dead

Col onel’s nmoney so why can’t |? (pointing to the pile
of shoppi ng bags that MARAGARETHE dropped by the
door) Are those your bags?

MARAGARETHE
Yes! (she rushes over and picks themup) But, they're
things | really needed.

ANASTATI A:
Uh, huh. | forgot- bait for nunber eight!

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 26.

BRI TNEY:
Oh, | didn't know you liked to fish, me"am M dad and
me go fly fishing all the tine!

DRUCELLA:
Britney! The text!

BRI TNEY:
Ch, yeah. Anyway, we were trying on the clothes when
got this text fromMsty R vers. |’'ve always thought
she had a funny nane. Msty Rivers... sounds like the

nanme of a romance novel or sonething, don't it?

ANASTATI A:
Just tell her what it said, Britney.

BRI TNEY:
kay.. okay. Msty said that word just got out that
that dreany rich boy at our school, you know, Tayl or
Prince, was having a big party on Saturday night and
every girl in town is invited.

DRUCELLA:
Oh, ny God. W' ve been invited to a party at Tayl or
Prince’s house?

ANASTATI A:
Yeah.. but that’s not the best part... tell her, Brit.
BRI TNEY:
Wll, Msty said that the word is that Taylor’s dad
says he’s been single long enough. [It’s tinme Tayl or
got out and found soneone special. D d you hear

that? Someone special. That’'s the exact words she
said. Msty thinks that maybe his old man is dying or
sonet hi ng and maybe Tayl or needed soneone to hel p him
run the conpany.

MARAGARETHE
Wait a mnute! |Is Taylor Prince’s dad is Zachary Prince
of Prince Industries?

ANASTATI A:
Yeah.

MARAGARETHE
The sane Zachary Prince that was on the cover of
Fortune Magazi ne | ast nont h?

ANASTATI A;
Yeah. So?
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MARAGARETHE:
Do you know what Prince |Industries does?
ANASTATI A:
| don’t know. They own a couple of gas stations or
somet hi ng.
MARAGARETHE
A coupl e of gas stations? (laughs) 1’d say! Prince
I ndustries is the largest, privately held oil conpany
in the country. The Prince famly is worth billions.
DRUCELLA:
As in, like dollars?
BRI TNEY:
That’'s a lot, isnt it?
MARAGARETHE
Yes, Britney. That's a |ot!
ANASTATI A:
Well, all I knowis that rich or not, Taylor Prince is

perfect. Perfect hair, perfect teeth, perfect body.
And, he’s never had a girlfriend.

BRI TNEY:
The text said that the party will be at his father’s
estate and that everybody in town is

invited. Especially the girls.

ANASTATI A:
Oh, ny gosh. What am | going to wear?

DRUCELLA:
It don’t matter. Taylor will be too busy |ooking at ne
to notice that you' re even there.

ANASTATI A:
Yeah, noticing how nmuch it would cost to feed you.

DRUCELLA puts her hands on her hips and stonps her
feet, obviously quite sensitive to her size.

DRUCELLA:
Mot her! | thought you said Dru wasn’t all owed to ever
tal k about ny wei ght agai n!

ANASTATI A:

" mjust saying, you mght want to cut down on the ham
sandw ches if you want Taylor to notice you.
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DRUCELLA:

You know I’ m hypogl ycemi c!
BRI TNEY:

(whi spering to ANASTATIA) \What does that nean?
ANASTATI A:

That she outgrows her jeans every other week.
DRUCELLA:

Mot her!
MARAGARETHE

Now, now, girls. Let’s don't |ower ourselves to

bi ckering |li ke commoners. You two are the nost
beautiful, nore refined, nost cultured |adies in our
city. There sinply is no conpetition, so | amsure
that the young Prince will choose one of you.

BRI TNEY:
(clears her throat |oudly) Uh, huh. No conpetition?

MARAGARETHE
(coming forward and putting her arm around
BRI TNEY) OCh, ny dear. You are pretty, especially when
conpared to all the other girls in the trailer park,
but you can’t honestly think that you will be able to
beat out ny beautiful daughters for M. Prince’s
affections, do you?

The two sisters quickly forget their bickering and
both bristle towards BRI TNEY who i s suddenly no
| onger a friend, but just one of many rivals.

DRUCELLA:
Yeah, Britney, get real
BRI TNEY:
Stacy, are you going to let her talk to nme like that?
ANASTATI A:
(crosses and takes BRITNEY by the arm | eading her to
the door) | think it’'s best if you go hone, go back to
fishing with Daddy and | eave the inportant stuff to us.
BRI TNEY:
(1 ooks at ANASTATI A and DRUCELLA in shock) Well, |
never.
ANASTATI A:
(pushing her off stage) And you never will. Ta-tal
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ANASTATI A turns around and dramatically slaps her
hands together, as if brushing off dirt.
MARAGARETHE and DRUCELLA both cl asps there hands
with joy and | augh and three wonen huddl e toget her
for a quick hug.

MARAGARETHE
Well, we’ve got lots of work to do if we're going to
have you girls ready for the party Saturday
night. There' s shopping for new dresses, hair and
makeup to consider. And you, Drucella, need to go on a
crash diet. (she takes the ham sandwi ch away from
DRUCELLA)

DRUCELLA:
Hey, I'’mnot finished with that yet!

ANASTATI A sticks her tongue out at her sister,
then pulls out her cell phone.

ANASTATI A:
You know, | think I'll order a pizza!

DRUCELLA:
Mom

MARAGARETHE hushes them both and herds the two
sisters towards off stage right.

MARAGARETHE
Hush, now, both of you. And let’s get to work.

Just as they are about to exit, SYNTHERELLA, who
has been sweeping and dusting in the background,
steps forwards and calls to MARAGARETHE

SYNTHERELLA:
Lady Maragar et he?

The three wonen stop and | ook back at SYNTHERELLA.

MARAGARETHE
Yes, what is it, Syntherella.

SYNTHERELLA:
(crossing timdly towards MARAGARETHE) Well,
overhead Britney tal king about the party and how all
the girls in towm were invited. And | was just
wondering... well, | was just wondering..

MARAGARETHE
Spit it out, Syntherella?
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SYNTHERELLA:
(blurting it out) Wndering if I could go?

There is a pause as MARAGARETHE and her daughters
| ook at each other. Then the three |augh

boi sterously at the idea of SYNTHERELLA attendi ng
the party.

MARAGARETHE
Ch, no, ny dear. You sinply have too nuch work to do
around here. Besides, this party is for |adies. And
you're.. well, you're....

ANASTATI A:
A robot!

SYNTHERELLA:
| amnot! | ama Synthetic Relative. |'mjust as real
as youl!

DRUCELLA:
Oh really? Then why do we have to plug you in every
ni ght and charge your batteries, freak?

MARAGARETHE
Grls.. girls! Let’s act like |adies and speak to each
ot her respectfully.

DRUCELLA and ANASTATI A stick their tongues out at
SYNTHERELLA, united once again.

MARAGARETHE
But, | have to say the girls are correct,
Syntherella. You may have been built of real flesh and
bones and inprinted with the nenories of ny late
husband, but you' re not really a human. And you nost
certainly are not a lady, |ike nmy precious daughters
here. (The two girls stick out their tongues again,
very unlady like) So, the invitation to the party
doesn’t really apply to you. Besides, you would so
unconfortable around all those 'real’ people. (she uses
her fingers to nake invisible parentheses in the air on
the word real) | think you would just be so nuch nore
confortabl e here at hone, doing what you were built
for. Cooking, cleaning and taking care of us.

SYNTHERELLA:
But, | promse | will have all ny work done by the tine
for the party.

MARAGARETHE
But what would you wear? That is your only dress.
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DRUCELLA:
And you ain’'t borrowi ng one of m ne!

ANASTATI A:
O m nel

SYNTHERELLA:
(pleading) I’'Il nmake ny own dress.

MARAGARETHE
And how wi || you get there? The Bentley | ooks big from
t he outside, but has a deplorable | ack of | egroom on
t he inside.

SYNTHERELLA:
1" 11 wal k!

MARAGARETHE
No, Syntherella. | think it’s best if you just stayed
here and did your chores. W’Il|l make sure we take sone
pictures for you so it will alnost be |like you were

there, won’t it girls?

DRUCELLA:
(hol ds up her hands and acts |li ke she’s taking a
pi cture) Snap! (she hands the inmaginary photo to
ANASTATI A who takes it, shakes it like a Polaroid and
then | ooks at it)

ANASTATI A:
Ch, would you look at that. |It’s me and Tayl or ki ssing
on the dance fl oor.

DRUCELLA:
(taking it back) Let ne see that!

MARAGARETHE
Alright, girls. The subject is closed. Let’s go start
pi cki ng out your dresses. And you, Syntherella....

SYNTHERELLA:
(she tenses with hope that MARAGARETHE has changed her
m nd) Yes?

MARAGARETHE
(suddenly no | onger sweet) Get back to work!

The girls laugh and exit, followed by
MARAGARETHE. SYNTHERELLA i s di sappoi nted, but
true to her nature, smles and brushes her hair
from her eyes, then begins to sweep again. After
a second, DRUCELLA sneaks back on stage. She
grabs the renote fromoff the couch and presses a
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button. SYNTHERELLA suddenly stops sweeping,
l[ifts the broomand hits herself in the head with
it. DRUCELLA | aughs.

MARAGARETHE
(fromoff stage) Drucella! Get back in here!

DRUCELLA:
Com ng, Mot her!

DRUCELLA presses another button on the renote and
SYNTHERELLA stops hitting herself and begins to
sweep again. DRUCELLA turns to exit and says one
final word before she | eaves.

DRUCELLA:
Fr eak!

CURTAI N



33.

ACT 1

Scene 3

The day of the big party has arrived.
SYNTHERELLA' s wi cked step not her has spent the

| ast four days and over $10,000 of the Colonel’s
Iife insurance noney preparing her daughters for
the big event. The finest designer clothes have
been purchased, hairstylist and makeup artists
flown in fromaround the country- even a

mani curi st fromone of the nost exclusive sal ons
in Hollywood. Through all the fuss, not another
word has been said about SYNTHERELLA attendi ng the
event. Instead, she has spent the | ast week
washi ng cl ot hes, running errands and pi cking up
after her inconsiderate step sisters. As the
curtai n opens, MARAGARETHE, ANSTATI A and DRUCELLA
are in various stages of getting ready for the big
party at the King Mansion. There are a couple of
chairs and nmakeup tables in the room a
full-length mrror and privacy screen stage

right. DRUCELLA is standing in front of the
mrror adjusting her bright green dress, while
eating a slice of pizza. The dress is very tight
and it is very obvious that she is unconfortable.
ANASTATI A is sitting in one of the chairs, being
attended by her nother and a hair stylist that has
been flown in for the occasion. As the curtain
opens, DRUCELLA is scream ng at her nother.

DRUCELLA:
Do | have to wear a dress?
MARAGARETHE
Yes, Drucell a.
DRUCELLA:
But | hate this dress. It’'s way too tight. It makes ne
| ook.. (turning around and | ooking at her
reflection)... fat.
ANASTATI A:

Then go on a diet!
At this comment, DRUCELLA turns and throws a
hai rbrush at her sister, which barely m sses her
head.

ANASTATI A:
Mom did you see that?
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MARAGARETHE:
Grls, renenber. W are refined and cultured
| adies. That’s why you're wearing the dress,
Drucella. And that’s why you' re going to keep your
coments to yourself, Anastati a.

DRUCELLA:
You woul d think paying $2000 for a designer dress would
meke you | ook like a novie star.

ANASTATI A:
You do | ook like a nmovie star. Shrek! (yelling at the
hair stylist) Quch! Watch what you’ re doing, you
clunsy idiot!

TI FFANY:
|’mso sorry, Mss Anastatia, but your hair is so
tangled, | can hardly run a brush through it. D d you
use the conditioner | sent you?

ANASTATI A:
Yes. And the shanmpoo and the detangl er and the speci al
conb-t hrough solution. There' s enough chem cals on ny
head to find a cure for cancer. Wy not just try to
pay attention to what you're doing. M nother is
payi ng you enough to make ne beautiful, so shut up and
earn your pay.

Tl FFANY:
Yes, nma’ am

DRUCELLA turns and | ooks towards the 'door’ on
stage left. She is conpletely dressed, but
bar ef oot .

DRUCELLA:
And where is that lazy Syntherella? | sent her to pick
up ny shoes an hour ago.

MARAGARETHE
You' re the one who insisted on having di anobnds sewn on
t hem

ANASTATI A:
She’s trying to keep Taylor Prince |ooking at her feet
i nstead of your big fat head!

DRUCELLA:
Mom

MARAGARETHE
Grls.. girls..
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Just then, SYNTHERELLA rushes in carrying a |arge
box contai ni ng DRUCELLA' s shoes and two ot her
| ar ge sacks.

DRUCELLA:
Well, it’s about tinme you got back. Wat did you do,
stop to see a novie?

SYNTHERELLA:
|’ msorry. They didn’'t have themready and | had to
wai t.. and then..

DRUCELLA:
(interrupting) Save your excuses! Just give themto
me. And ny bag of candy?

SYNTHERELLA:
(handing the | arge sack to DRUCELLA) Right here. |
got the Mounds bars, the bag of Snickers, two boxes of
Whoppers and the M&M s

DRUCELLA:
Wth peanuts?

SYNTHERELLA:
Yes. Wth peanuts.

ANASTATI A:
And you wonder why your dress doesn’'t fit.

At this comment, TIFFANY snickers which brings a
harsh | ook from both DRUCELLA and MARAGARETHE

ANASTATI A:
And where’s ny neckl ace and earrings? | hope that
whil e you enptying the candy aisle at Wal-Mart, you
didn’t forget to pick them up.

SYNTHERELLA:
Ri ght here. (she holds out the bag to ANASTATI A)

ANASTATI A:
Well, don't just stand there. Help ne put them on.

SYNTHERELLA obedi ently wal ks around ANASTATI A and
puts the necklace around the girls

neck. ANASTATI A snatches the earrings fromthe
bag and puts them on herself, throwing the bag on
the floor. SYNTHERELLA bends over and picks up
the bag and sone of the other trash on the floor
and takes it into the kitchen, off stage right.
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TI FFANY:
Hold still, Mss Anastatia. You're ruining your hair.

ANASTATI A:
My hair was ruined the nonent you set your greasy hands
onit. (she brushes her away) Just stop it. Maybe

Tayl or won’t notice how hideous | | ook.

DRUCELLA:
| f he notices you at all. He'Il be too busy | ooking at
me!

The sisters finish their final preparations with a
flourish. MARAGARETHE cl aps for joy and has the
girls stand side by side while she admres them
ANASTATI A's hair is a nmess and DRUCELLA has
managed to smear candy bar across her face.
SYNTHERELLA cones back in the room

MARAGARETHE
You both | ook beautiful. Don’t they SYNTHERELLA?

SYNTHERELLA:
Yes.

MARAGARETHE
Ti ffany?

TI FFANY:
(wth sarcasn) Gorgeous!

MARAGARETHE hands a digital canmera to SYNTHERELLA
and rushes over between the two sisters.

MARAGARETHE
Here, Sutherella. Take our picture before these two
angel s unfold their wings and fly away.

The threesonme pose for several pictures, ANASTATIA
and DRUCELLA never smiling. MARAGARETHE hugs her
two daughters close and smles brightly.

MARAGARETHE
You know, | heard that Taylor Prince’s father is a
wi dow.

ANASTATI A:
Ch, no, Mother. The Colonel isn't even cold yet.

MARAGARETHE

| " mjust saying that | know how devastating it can be
to | ose a spouse..
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ANASTATI A:
Or, in your case, seven spouses...

MARAGARETHE:
... and how I understand just how lonely it nust be for
him Up there in that big mansion, all alone.

DRUCELLA:
Mom please tell ne that you are not considering
hitting on Taylor’s Dad at this party tonight. Please,

tell ne..

MARAGARETHE
O course not. | just thought that nmaybe he and I
could get to know each other a little nore intimately
and share each other’s... you know, grief.

ANASTATI A:

(breaki ng away from her LADY MARGARETHE s grip) Oh, no!
You are not going to enbarass nme in front of Tayl or by
pl aying the "poor widow and trying to snare husband
nunber eight. This party is not for you, Mdther, it’s
for us. This is our chance to grab a hold of the good
life. You had your chance- seven tines- and you bl ew
it.

DRUCELLA:
(pulling away from her nother) Anastatia is
right. It’s our turn. Wait a mnute, | thought the
Col onel was only husband nunber six?

MARAGARETHE
(to DRUCELLA) Six.. seven... what difference does it
make? (to ANASTATIA) It will be several nore years
before either one of you is ready to trap... | mean,
marry a husband. So who do you think will have to feed

and clothe you until then? Me. The Col onel’ s noney
won’'t | ast forever, you know, and making the right
inpression on M. Prince is the first step to nmaking
sure that you girls will be able to keep on weari ng
fancy clothes, go to college and can afford to have
people like Tiffany over there to wait on us hand and
f oot .

TI FFANY:
(standi ng and angry) Hey!

MARAGARETHE wal ks over and rushes Tl FFANY t owar ds

t he door.
MARAGARETHE
No offense, Tiffany. |’ msure you had dreanms once.

(hands her a check) Here you go dear. You can |et
yoursel f out.
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MARAGARETHE gi ves Tl FFANY a final push off stage
and then turns towards the girls. SYNTHERELLA has
cleaned up a little nore and exits into the

ki t chen agai n.

MARAGARETHE
You're both growing up into beautiful women. And with
t hat beauty and poi se cones certain.... skills.
DRUCELLA:

(wal ki ng over to ANASTATI A, confused) Skills?

ANASTATI A:
She neans we can use our looks to trap nen into
marrying us, just |like she has.

DRUCELLA:
Ch.  Cool.

ANASTATI A:
You really want to be |ike her?

DRUCELLA:
Wiy not? She's never had to work a day in her life and
we’'ve always lived in big houses, drove fancy cars..
had everythi ng we want ed.

MARAGARETHE
(wal ki ng over and putting her arns around the girls)
And that’s just the life I want for you girls. That’s
why it’s so inportant that you make a good i npression
on Taylor Prince tonight. Now, | think our lino has
arrived, so let’s get going or we’'ll be |ate.

They start to wal k towards the door.

DRUCELLA:
You did get the stretch Hunmer, right?

MARAGARETHE
Yes, Drucella. Only the best for ny girls.

As they near the door, SYNTHERELLA cones runni ng
back into the roomfromthe kitchen. She has
changed out of her rags and is wearing a sinple,
homemade dress and is pulling on her shoes.

SYNTHERELLA:
Wait. |I’mjust about ready!

MARAGARETHE and her daughters, stop and | ook back

at SYNTHERELLA, not believing what they
see. MARAGARETHE st eps towards her.
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MARAGARETHE:
But, Syntherella, dear. | thought | nade it clear that
you were not going to the party.

SYNTHERELLA:
Yes, | know. But the invitation said all the girls in

town were invited. And you said that | couldn’t go
because | had nothing to wear, but you see. |
do. (looking down at her dress) | nmade it nyself.

MARAGARETHE
My, how resourceful of you, but I'"mafraid this party
isonly for real girls. Not...

DRUCELLA:
(wal ki ng over) Not freaks! Besides, your dress has a
big stain on it.

SYNTHERELLA | ooks down at her dress

SYNTHERELLA:
Wher e?

DRUCELLA takes her partially eaten candy bar and
snears it across the front of SYNTHERELLA s dress.

DRUCELLA:
Ri ght there!
DRUCELLA and ANASTATI A | augh and then | ock arns
and exit.
MARAGARETHE:
Drucella s right, I'"'mafraid. That dress is sinply

filthy. And besides, you wouldn’t enjoy the
party. There will none of ’'your kind there.. just us
humans.

SYNTHERELLA:
(near tears) But, you said if | had a dress,
coul d. ..

MARAGARETHE
(1 eadi ng SYNTHERELLA to the couch) It’s not ny fault
that you m sunderstood ne. Wiy don’t you just conme have
a seat, dear, and we’'ll see if we can work sonething
out. I'msure that if you think about it, you’l
realize that 1’'monly doing what’s best for you.

SYNTHERELLA sits in the mddl e of the couch,

conpl etely dejected. MARAGARETHE st ands behi nd
her.
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MARAGARETHE:
Just sit down and rel ax. You' ve been working hard and
deserve a night off. And just to nake sure you don’t
do sonething stupid like trying to sneak into the
party, | think it would be best if | deactivated you
for a few hours...

SYNTHERELLA:
(protesting) No! Please don't...

Bef ore SYNTHERELLA can react, MARAGARETHE reaches
behi nd her and presses the button at the base of
her skull and SYNTHERELLA instantly slunps down on
the couch, conpletely |ifeless.

MARAGARETHE
There. You just sit here and rest and nme and the girls
will be back before you knowit. (she starts to
exit) And who knows, if things go well, you just may
have a new step father soon

MARAGARETHE exits | aughing, |eaving SYNTHERELLA
sitting lifeless on the couch. There is the sound
of a car driving away. After a few seconds of
silence, the doorbell rings, followed by a shout
from someone out si de.

GODFREY:
Hel | o, anyone hone.

The doorbell rings again, then there is a | oud
knock on the front door and the man’s voice yells
agai n from out si de.

GODFREY:
Hel 1 0? 1"mhere from Synthetic Relatives, Inc. My |
cone in?
A few seconds go by with no response, then GODFREY
sticks his head out from behind the curtain,
| ooki ng around.
GODFREY:

| hate to barge in, but the door was open.

Seei ng SYNTHERELLA sl unped on the couch, GODFREY
cones fully into the room He is a short, round
man with white hair and a thick, bushy

mustache. He is wearing a pair of coveralls with
the logo for Synthetic Relatives on the breast
pocket which is large heart with the letters *SR
in the mddle. GODFREY is carrying what | ooks Iike
a large doctor’s nedical bag in one hand. He's
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jolly and has a twinkle in his eye which rem nds
us of Santa C aus. Upon seeing SYNTHERELLA, he
crosses over to her and stands behind the couch.

GODFREY:
Oh, hello there. | said, hello.
When GODFREY gets no response, he taps SYNTHERELLA
on the shoul der and she pronptly falls over onto
her right side. GODFREY sets his bag down next to
t he couch and strai ghtens her back up.
GODFREY:
Ch, ny. I'"'msorry dear, | didn't know you were
dormant. | guess soneone found your 'off’ button,
huh? Well, | can take care of that.
GODFREY tilts SYNTHERELLA s head forward slightly
and presses the "button’ that reactivates
her. SYNTHERELLA cones awake i mmedi ately, her
head poppi ng up and chirping her standard ’start
up’ greeting cheerfully.
SYNTHERELLA:
Hello, 1"m Syntherella. N ce to neet you.
GODFREY comes around the couch and sits next to
SYNTHERELLA, shaki ng her hand.
GODFREY:
Vell, it’s nice to neet you, ny dear. |’ m Godfrey.
SYNTHERELLA smi | es.
SYNTHERELLA:
| recogni ze that voice. Do | know you?
GODFREY
Well, you should, ny dear. |I'’mthe one who nade you.
SYNTHERELLA:
Made nme?
GODFREY:
At the Synthetic Relatives lab. | was there when the

Col onel canme and ordered you. He said that he wanted
you to be perfect in every way- beautiful, poised and
polite. And | can see that he certainly got his w sh

SYNTHERELLA:
You net ny father?
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GODFREY:
Ch, yes, ny dear. He was a wonderful man. It was so
sad when he died. But at |east the best of himlived
on... in you.

SYNTHERELLA:

(clutching her torso as if trying to feel her father
underneath the skin) In ne.

GODFREY
Yes, Syntherella. He's in there sonmewhere. | can see
himin your eyes. (he stands and picks up his bag and
goes behind the couch) Now, |I’mhere for sone regular
mai nt enance, just to nake sure you're functioning up to
specs. It won't take but just a few nonents and then
[’11 out of your hair and on ny way.
GODFREY opens his bag and pulls out a screwdriver
and cl i pboard.
GODFREY:
Where is your step nother and step sisters?
SYNTHERELLA:
They went to a party. For Taylor Prince.
GODFREY:
Ah, the Prince Famly. | know themwell. Very nice
f ol ks.
GODFREY tilts SYNTHERELLA s head forward slightly
and uses the screwdriver to open an 'unseen’ panel
on the back of her head. The audi ence can’t see
the panel, but assune fromhis actions that it is
t here.
GODFREY:
Ckay.. let’s take a | ook here.
SYNTHERELLA:

What did you say your nanme was?

GODFREY:
Godfrey. But nost of ny creations just call
me Godf at her.

SYNTHERELLA:
Godf at her ? \Wy?

GODFREY:
Well, a godfather is the person a parent chooses to
take care of their children in case they can’t. And,
that’s kind of what | do. So, everyone just calls ne
Godf at her. And you can, too, if you w sh
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SYNTHERELLA:
kay. . Godf at her.

GODFREY smi |l es and then gets back to work at the
back of SYNTHERELLA' s head for a nmoment in
silence, using various tools fromhis bag.

SYNTHERELLA:

Godf at her ?
GODFREY

Yes, ny dear?
SYNTHERELLA:

Can | ask you a question?
GODFREY:

Certainly, sweetheart.
SYNTHERELLA:

Am | real ?

GODFREY stops for a noment and | ooks at
SYNTHERELLA.

GCODFREY:

Real ? What do you nean?
SYNTHERELLA:

Am 1 a real person, |ike you?
GODFREY:

Wel |, how do you know I’ mreal ?
SYNTHERELLA:

Vell, | can see you
GODFREY

And | can see you. You're sitting right in front of ne,
aren’t you?

SYNTHERELLA:
Yes, but, | nean, aml| a real girl?
GODFREY:

(puts down his tools and comes around the couch,
sitting beside SYNTHERELLA) Wiy do you ask? Has
soneone been making fun of you?

SYNTHERELLA:
Yes.
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GODFREY:
VWho?

SYNTHERELLA:
My step sisters and step nother. They call nme a freak.
And a nonster.

GCODFREY:
Unh, huh. And how does that nake you feel?

SYNTHERELLA:
Sad. And al one.

GODFREY:
(he holds up the tool in his hand) You know, this
screwdriver here said the very sane thing to ne just
t he ot her day.

SYNTHERELLA:
No it didn"t. Screwdrivers can’t talk.
GODFREY
Sure they can. | was putting himaway when this very

screwdriver |ooked up at me and said that he got real
sad |lying down at the bottom of ny tool bag al

alone. He said that the other tools knew he was ny
favorite and wouldn’t talk to him He said it made him
feel very sad.

SYNTHERELLA:
Real | y? The screwdriver talked to you?

GODFREY:
Wl |, what do you think?

SYNTHERELLA:
| think you re making it up.

GODFREY:
You' re right, Syntherella. He didn't talk to ne. He's
a screwdriver. He doesn't talk or walk or feel
anything. He s an inaninmte object. But you, on the
ot her hand. You can talk. Let’s try alittle
test. Repeat after ne, "Peter Piper picked a peck of
pi ckl ed peppers. A peck of pickled peppers Peter Piper
pi cked. "

SYNTHERELLA:
(she |l ooks curiously at Godfrey, then repeats the
tongue twister) Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled
peppers. A peck of pickled peppers Peter Piper picked.
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GODFREY:
Very good. (he nakes a note on his clipboard) Your
vocal skills are excellent. And unlike this
screwdriver, you can wal k. Stand up and show ne.

SYNTHERELLA stands and wal ks towards stage |eft,
then turns and wal ks back to GODFREY. She sits on
t he couch.

GODFREY
Ah, very good. Excellent motor skills. (he nakes a
note on his clipboard, then holds up the
screwdriver) Now, Syntherella, which one of you is

nore real. This screwdriver or you?
SYNTHERELLA:

Well, I guess | am
GODFREY

Exactly. You can run, you can skip, you can read a
book or sing a song. You feel happi ness and sadness,
pl easure and pain just |ike your step sisters do. |If
you can do all those things and feel all those things,
just like a 'real’” human, who's to say you're not.

SYNTHERELLA:
Vell, ny stepnother for one. That's why | didn't get
to go the party. She says it’'s because |'mnot really
real .

GODFREY:
(standi ng and crossing right) Huh, so you want to go
the party at the Prince Mansion, huh?

SYNTHERELLA:

(getting up and foll owi ng GODFREY) More than anyt hing
GCODFREY:

Then.. why don’t you?
SYNTHERELLA:

| can't. It’s a formal ball and I have nothing to

wear. (pointing to the stain on her dress) Drucella
saw to that.

GODFREY
(crossing behind the couch and openi ng his bag) You
know, this old bag has been known to store a lit
magi ¢ way down in the bottom Let nme see what |
find down there.

tle
can

He reaches deep into the bag and mracul ously
pull's out a beautiful red dress and hands it to
SYNTHERELLA.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 46.

GODFREY:
See if this fits.

SYNTHERELLA takes the dress and holds it up in
front of her.

SYNTHERELLA:
It's perfect. | never dreaned | woul d have sonet hi ng
so beautiful. How did you know ny size?

GODFREY:
Ch, | guess that’s what us Godfathers are good at-
meki ng dreans cone true. (he reaches back into the
bag) And the matching shoes, size 8?

SYNTHERELLA:
(grabbing them OCh, yes! (she junps up and down with
j oy)
GODFREY:
Well, don't just stand there, go change. You ve got a

party to go to.

SYNTHERELLA runs qui ckly of f stage and changes
whil e GODFREY pulls out his cell phone and nmakes a
qui ck call.

GODFREY:
Hell o, Yellow Cab. Yes, |I need a car at 222 C nder
Crlce. kay, thank you. (calling offstage) You know, |
was up at the Prince Mansion one tine. Called up there
by M. Zachary Prince hinself. Poor man had just | ost
his wife and was beside hinself with grief. |
remenber, he cane to the door in nothing but his robe
and slippers, his hair a mess and | ooking |like he
hadn’t shaved in a nonth. He swung open that big front
and then turned around and just wandered back down the
hallway like | wasn't even there. | found himin this
huge library that had one wall filled fromthe floor to
the ceiling with books and another wall covered with
all kinds of nounted game trophies... deer, elk and
t his huge noose head. | asked hi mwhy he had called ne
up there and he said..

SYNTHERELLA runs back into the room interrupting
GODFREY’ s story. She has changed into the dress
and shoes, cleaned her face and put her hair

up. She | ooks beautiful.

GODFREY:
Ch, Syntherella. You |Iook stunning!

SYNTHERELLA runs to GODFREY and ki sses his cheek.
He pulls a red bow from his pocket.
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GODFREY:
Just one final little touch.
He puts the bow in SYNTHERELLA' s hair and she hugs
hi m agai n.
SYNTHERELLA:
Oh, Codfather. Thank you, thank you. VWen | put on this
dress, | felt like | was finally whole. Like |I was
just like all the other girls out there. It was |like
magi c.
GODFREY:

It is magic, Syntherella. Putting on that dress nade
you just as real as anybody at that party. But |ike
all magic, it can't |ast.

SYNTHERELLA:
Can't last?

GODFREY:
Yes, ny dear. You see, at the stroke of mdnight, the
dress loses it’s magic and turns back into the pile of
dirty, grease stained rags that have been in the bottom
of nmy bag for nonths. Go and enjoy the party. There's
a cab just out front, waiting to take you there and
bring you home. But renenber, you nmust be gone by
m dni ght or everyone will see you for who you really
are. Do you understand?

SYNTHERELLA:
| think so. | have to | eave by m dnight.

GODFREY
Yes, Syntherella, or risk having young Tayl or Prince
seei ng you dressed |ike a beggar in rags.

SYNTHERELLA:
(runni ng and huggi ng hi m agai n) GCh, thank you,
Godfather. I’'Il not forget, | prom se.

SYNTHERELLA runs for the door and then turns
t owar ds GODFREY.

SYNTHERELLA:
Godf rey?

GODFREY:
Yes, ny dear.

SYNTHERELLA:
Do you think nmy father would have been proud of ne?
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GODFREY:
| think the Col onel would have consi dered you his
greatest acconplishment, Syntherella. Now, go and have
fun. But renenber...

SYNTHERELLA:
| know.. m dnight.

She runs out the door, excitedly. GODFREY fini shes
packing the tools in his bag and notices the
renote control sitting on the couch. He picks it
up, | ooks around the room

GODFREY:
This coul d be dangerous.

After dropping the renote into his bag, GODFREY
exits.

CURTAI N
| NTERM SSI ON
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ACT 2

Scene 1

Lights cone up with curtain drawn. After a
nmonent, Zachary and Tayl or Prince enter from stage
right. Both are dressed in suits and ties for the
party. They stop center stage and Zachary reaches
over and straightens Taylor’'s tie and | apels.

ZACHARY:
Hol d still, son.

TAYLOR
| can do that nyself, Dad.

ZACHARY:
| know you can, but first inpressions are very
inmportant and | want to make sure that everything is
perfect when you open the front door and greet your
guests. This night is very inportant for you, Taylor.

TAYLOR:
You nean, it’s inportant for you, Dad. | don’t want to
have a party and | certainly don't want to feel
pressured into finding a girlfriend.

ZACHARY hol ds his hands up defensively and steps
back from TAYLOR The two have had this argunent
several tinmes in the |ast few days.

ZACHARY:
No pressure. | just want you find soneone that wll
make you happy.

TAYLOR:
| don’t need a girlfriend to make ne happy.

ZACHARY:
| know, | know. But |I’'mnot getting any younger, you
know, and who's going to take care of you after I'm
gone?

TAYLOR:
| can take care of nyself. Besides, | want to find

soneone who likes ne for who | am soneone who doesn’t
care about the noney.

ZACHARY:

And who knows. Maybe that special soneone will be at
the party.
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TAYLOR:
It’s that inmportant to you?

ZACHARY:
Yes, Taylor. It’s that inportant. Before |’ m gone, |
want to nake sure that you have soneone that | oves you
as much as | do. Soneone that will take care of you.
don’t care if they ' re rich or poor, high society of
not. All | want is for you to be happy. So, what you
say you hunor your old nman and be a good sport about
this. Who knows? Maybe that special soneone will be
here tonight. O maybe not. Either way, you get to
show of f your new suit, huh?

TAYLOR:
|"d rather be wearing shorts.

ZACHARY:
Then we’ || have the next party by the pool. But right
now, we’'re going to put on a big smle and nake
everyone feel welcone, okay?

TAYLOR:
kay.

ZACHARY:
That’s the spirit! Now, let’s open the doors and get
our groove on.

ZACHARY does a little dance as he wal ks towards
stage left, holding up his hands and ’raising the
roof’ as he wal ks.

TAYLOR:
Pl ease don’t do that in front of ny friends.

The two nen exit and after a few seconds, the
curtain opens to reveal a |large ballroom There
are several chairs along the outside of the room
and two tables set upstage and covered with food.
There is dance nusic playing in the background

t hroughout the scene. ZACHARY is standi ng near the
"door’ and to his right is TAYLOR They

are welcomng guest as they arrive. Two girls in
dresses enter and ZACHARY shakes their hands.

ZACHARY:
Wl cone, ladies. W are so glad you' re here. (nudging
TAYLOR) Aren’'t we, Taylor?

TAYLOR:
Oh, yeah. Hi, Kayla... Gabby.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 51.

KAYLA:
H, Taylor. You | ook very handsone.
TAYLOR:
Thank you.
GABBY:
This is your house? (looking around) Boy, you nust be
rich.
KAYLA:
(pushing her friend on into the room
enbarrassed) Gabby! [|I'msorry, Taylor. She doesn’'t

get out rnuch.

TAYLOR:
That’ s okay. Please make yourselves at home. There’'s
pl enty of refreshnents and punch.

The two girls cross towards one of the tables.

GABBY:
Good, |'’mso starved, | could eat the saddle out from
under neath a cowboy.

KAYLA:
Gabby! That’'s gross!

Several nore young people enter and are greeted by
ZACHARY and TAYLOR. W hear a |oud commotion and
voi ces fromoff stage as DRUCELLA, ANASTATI A and
MARAGARETHE have arri ved.

DRUCELLA:
" mgoing in first!

ANASTATI A:
No, you're not. |’mthe one he’'s going to want to
marry. | should go in first.

DRUCELLA:
And ruin ny grand entrance with your |oud nouth. No
way!

MARAGARETHE

Grls, girls. Renmenber, we're | adies!

DRUCELLA:
Well, this "lady’ is going in first.

ANASTATI A:
Ch no, you’ re not!
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There is the sound of fighting and then DRUCELLA
and ANASTATI A tunbl e onto stage, scream ng and
fighting. They stunble and |and on the floor at
TAYLOR s feet.

DRUCELLA:
Let go of ny hair, you wtch!

ANASTATI A:
Not until you get off ny foot, |ardo!

MARAGARETHE rushes in and yells at the girls who
continue to fight on the floor in front of TAYLOR

and ZACHARY.

MARAGARETHE
Grls.. girls! Not in front of our hosts!

DRUCELLA and ANASTATI A | ook up and see TAYLOR
standi ng over them enbarrassed. The immedi ately
stop fighting, smle at TAYLOR and attenpt to get
up. TAYLOR bends over to hel p DRUCELLA to her
feet.

TAYLOR:
Here, allow ne.

He Iifts DRUCELLA fromthe floor and she bats her
eyel ashes and responds as if nothing has happened.

DRUCELLA:
Ch, thank you, Taylor. M, you are so strong.

ANASTATI A drags herself across the floor and hol ds
her hand up to TAYLOR, asking for his help.

ANASTATI A:
Wul d you ever so nind, Taylor?
TAYLOR:
Certainly.
He |ifts ANASTATIA to her feet and she acts Ilike
she stunbles and falls into his arns.
ANASTATI A:
Ch, Taylor. | amso sorry. I'"mnot used to high heels.
DRUCELLA:
P. .l ease. ..
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TAYLOR:
That’ s okay. | see that you are quite graceful in
t hem

ANASTATI A gathers herself and steps away from
TAYLOR, not sure if he has given he a conplinment
or insult. As she steps close to DRUCELLA, she
sticks out her tongue and the two get into a brief
shovi ng match. MARAGARETHE has nai nt ai ned her
cool throughout the entire incident and extends
her gl oved hand to ZACHARY PRI NCE and curtsies.

MARAGARETHE
Pl ease excuse ny girls, M. Prince. Proper breeding
al ways makes young girls... ah, high strung. |I’msure
you under st and.

ZACHARY:
(taking her hand and shaking it) No problem Ms....

MARAGARETHE
That’s Mss... Mss Maragareth Chattenworth. And may |
present my two lovely... and quite eligible
daughters... Drucella and Anastati a.

Both girls curtsie akwardly and extend their hands
to TAYLOR at the same tine, slapping each other to
be the first to shake his hand.

ZACHARY:
Niced to neet you MARAGARETHE. And you, young
| adi es. You both know ny son, Taylor?

ANASTATI A:
Yes, we do. From school

DRUCELLA:
(she reverts to being a tomboy for a nonent, hitting
TAYLOR on the shoul der) \What's up, bro?

TAYLOR
(unconf ot abl e) Not hi ng.

MARAGARETHE:
(to ZACHARY) You have a |lovely hone here, M. Prince.
| can see that Ms. Prince does a wonderful job as a
host ess.

ZACHARY:

Oh, there is no "Ms." Prince. | ama widower, |I'm
af rai d.
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MARAGARETHE:
Oh, | amso sorry. |, too, amjust recently
wi dowed. But | find that getting out and socializing
really helps me with ny grief.

MARAGARETHE r eaches over and takes ZACHARY by the
armand |l ooks at himalluringly. There is an
audi bl e groan from her daughters at this bl atant
attenpt at seduci ng ZACHARY PRI NCE.

MARAGARETHE
Wul d you be so kind as to show nme where the
refreshnents are, M. Prince. Unfortunately, our
| i rousi ne was poorly stocked with beverages and I am
si nply parched.

ZACHARY:
Why cerainly.
The two exit towards the food tables, |eaving
TAYLOR to stand unconfortably wi th DRUCELLA and
ANASTASI A.  There is an akward nonent of silence
and then DRUCELLA reaches into a pocket of her
dress and pulls out a candy bar, unwaps it and
takes a big bite.
DRUCELLA:
(with her mouth full) Cool party, Taylor.
TAYLOR:
Thanks.
DRUCELLA:
| hear your old man is trying to get you married off.
ANASTATI A:
Dru! I'msorry, Taylor. M sister is a barbarian.
DRUCELLA:

| amnot! (she turns to TAYLOR) | eat neat all the
tinme! Rare! (she takes a big, exxagerated bite of the
candy bar and TAYLOR j unps)

ANASTATI A:
Not a vegetarian, you idiot! I'msorry,
Taylor. Drucella has a lot to |learn about being a
proper | ady.

TAYLOR:
|’msure that’s not true. You both |Iook quite..
ah...ah... beautiful.
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DRUCELLA:
Yeah, ny step dad just kicked the bucket and we got
this Iife insurance check. So, we got sone noney now.
(wavi ng around the room) You know, not YOUR kind of
nmoney, but it was enough to help ne and Stacy get al
dol l ed up for your big party. (Anastatia is horrified
by this speech)

TAYLOR:
| can see that.
DRUCELLA:
Yeah, |'’mactually wearing panty hose. Can you believe

it? (she reaches back and tugs at the fabric of her
dress) And let ne tell you, those suckers are tight!

TAYLOR:
How i nteresting.

DRUCELLA:
So which one of us do you |ike?

ANASTATI A:
(hitting DRUCELLA with shock) Drucell a!

DRUCELLA:
Vel |, Mther says he has to pick one of us before the
dance is over, so | just wanted to know if it’s me or
not. Because, if it’s not, |I’m heading over to the
buffet table and nmaking a ness of nyself.

ANASTATI A:
(to Taylor) | amso sorry.

TAYLOR
That’s quite alright. | like both of you just fine.

DRUCELLA:
But you like nme "finer’ don’t you?

ANASTATI A:
Dr u!

DRUCELLA:
|’mjust trying to get the guy to commt. Jeez, Stacy.
Chill ax, why don’t you.

TAYLOR:
You know, it is way too early in the evening for anyone
to start 'pairing up’. Wy don't we see what happens,
okay?
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DRUCELLA:
kay. But, listen... if | were to head over to the
buffet table and were to accidently spill sonething..
like, I don’t know.. hot wings or chili all down the

front of my dress, that wouldn’t knock ne out of the
running to be your girlfriend, would it?

TAYLOR:
Absol utely not! Go ahead and enjoy yourself. (he
gives thema little push towards the tables) Both of
you!

DRUCELLA:
Ckay. (over her shoulder) Save ne a dance!

ANASTATI A:
Me, too.

TAYLOR:
It shall be the hightlight of ny evening! (after they
| eave, TAYLOR shakes his head and | ooks up towards the
ceiling) God, please take ne now

A few nore people enter and greet TAYLOR who is
beginnig to | ook increasingly nore unconfortable.
As he is standing al one and wat ching his guest eat
and m ngle, SYNTHERELLA steps through the

door. She is dazzling is her |Iong gown. She
approaches TAYLOR sheepishly and taps himon the
shoul der to get his attention.

SYNTHERELLA:
H, there. 1'’mnot sure I'’mat the right address. |Is
this the Prince residence.

TAYLOR:
(he perks up when he sees this beautiful young
girl) Yes, it is.

SYNTHERELLA:
Good, then I’mat the right place.

TAYLOR:
(extends his hand) Hi, I'’m Taylor Prince. Wl cone to

nmy party.

SYNTHERELLA:
(shaking his hand) N ce to neet you, Taylor. And thank
you.

SYNTHERELLA stands and fidgets a little. She has

never been to a party or around boys and is not
sure what to say.
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TAYLOR:
Are you fromaround here? | don't think |I’ve ever seen
you at ny school .
SYNTHERELLA:
Well, I don't go to school. But | was built here..
TAYLOR:
" msorry?
SYNTHERELLA:
Qops.. | nean, born here. | get those two words m xed

up all the tine.

The mnusic changes and a sl ow song begins to

pl ay. Several of the kids 'pair up’ and start

sl ow danci ng. TAYLOR and SYNTHERELLA just stand
and watch the coupl es nervously.

TAYLOR:

Say.. ah, would you |like to dance?
SYNTHERELLA:

| don’t know. |’ve never danced before.
TAYLOR:

You’ ve never danced?

SYNTHERELLA:
Nope. Two left feet. And, anyway, | don’'t think I was
progranmed for it.

TAYLOR:
Pr ogr anmed?

SYNTHERELLA:
| meant |’mnot 'prepared’ for it. There | go again,
getting nmy words mi xed up.

TAYLOR:
Well, that’s okay. 1’mnot nmuch of a dancer nyself,
but | can teach you. It’s easy. Here... take ny hand.
TAYLOR reaches out and takes SYNTHERELLA s hand
and then pulls her close to himand they start to
dance.
TAYLOR:

Just watch nmy feet. That’s right, just like that.

SYNTHERELLA:
This isn't so hard.
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TAYLOR:
Told ya'. Just nove with the nusic. Cone on, let’s
make all the other girls jeal ous!

They dance into the center of the room and
everyone stops to |look at them DRUCELLA and
ANASTATI A step forward and watch the coupl e.
DRUCELLA is holding a | arge sandwi ch and tal ks
with her nmouth full.

DRUCELLA:
Hey, | thought Tayl or was saving the first dance for
me?

ANASTATI A:
Vll, maybe he would have if you hadn’t decided to eat

your way through entire menu at Subway.

DRUCELLA:
| wll have you know that this is only ny third
sandwi ch. They have a |l ot nore than that on the nenu
at Subway.

ANASTATI A:
Ww, she’'s pretty.

They both look a little closer and realize TAYLOR
is dancing with SYNTHERELLA.

ANASTATI A:
Ch, ny God. |Is that who | think it is?

DRUCELLA:
No. It can't be. Mther said she turned her off and
|l eft her on the couch.

TAYLOR and SYNTHERELLA dance in a cirle around the
room and when they pass by DRUCELLA and ANASTATI A,
SYNTHERELLA sniles and waves at her step sisters.
Both are enraged and scream for their nother.

DRUCELLA & ANASTATI A:
Momi !

MARAGARETHE is still holding ZACHARY' s arm and
tal king in the opposite corner of the room She
has so been so focused on this potential new
husband that she has not noticed SYNTHERELLA.

MARAGARETHE

Grls, can't you see I'mtalking to the handsonme M.
Prince here.
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She | ooks at her daughters and all they have to do
is point at SYNTHERELLA. Upon seeing who it is,
MARAGARETHE excuses hersel f from ZACHARY and
rushes over to the girls.

MARAGARETHE
What is SHE doi ng here?
ANASTATI A:
| was about to ask you the sanme question. | thought

you turned her off before we l|eft.

MARAGARETHE
| did!l (she notices DRUCELLA who is stil
eating) Ddn't | tell you that your dress was way too
tight for you to be eating in it?

DRUCELLA:
Yeah. (she takes another bite)

MARAGARETHE
(pointing at the sandwi ch) Then, what in the world is
that, Drucella?

DRUCELLA:
| think it’s hamand swiss. M ght have sone salam in
it. | can’t tell.

ANASTATI A:

Mot her! Forget her. Wat are we going to do about
(poi nting) HER?

MARAGARETHE:
(she ponders this for a nonment) Well... we can’t nake a
scene. Not when |’ m nmaking sonme real headway with
Zachary Prince. D d you know that he owns his own
island in the Carribean? H's own island!

ANASTATI A:
Mot her, now is not the tine to try and reel in Nunber
Eight. Can’'t you see that we have a nmuch bi gger
probl em on our hands. (pointing to SYNTHERELA)

DRUCELLA:
Does anyone have a renote?

ANASTATI A:
VWhat ?

DRUCELLA:
Never m nd. (she goes back to eating her sandw ch)
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The three wonen stand and watch TAYLOR and
SYNTHERELLA dance for a few seconds and then
MARAGARETHE has an i dea.

MARAGARETHE
| got it!

ANASTATI A:
What ?

MARAGARETHE
W' re going to have to turn her off again.

DRUCELLA:
Yeah, because that worked so well the first tine.

MARAGARETHE:
We' || just have to turn her off where nobody can see
it. And when everyone thinks that Syntherella has
fainted, we'll say we know her and will be glad to take
her hone.

DRUCELLA:
But, if we leave early, I won’t be able to get mnmy dance
wi th Tayl or.

MARAGARETHE
Do you really think he’s still interested in you,
Drucel | a? Especially with nustard all over your face?

DRUCELLA tries to lick the nmustard from her I|ips
and then w pes her face furiously to get it off.

ANASTATI A:
Not fromthe way he’'s eyeballing Synthrella. He ain’t
interested in nobody el se!

The song ends and anot her sl ow song

begi ns. TAYLOR and SYNTHERELLA are so enraptured
wi th each other, they do not notice and continue
to dance together.

MARAGARETHE
kay, here’s what we’re going to do. You two are going
to get up close to Syntherella and press that litte
button on the back of her neck right where her hair
ends.

And to denonstrate, MARAGARETHE presses her thunb

into the back of DRUCELLA' s neck. The girl yelps
in pain and drops her sandw ch.
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DRUCELLA:
Ow. Dang, Mom You made me drop ny sandw ch

She picks the sandw ch up, brushes it off and goes
back to eating it.

MARAGARETHE
Yeah? Well, it’s gonna’ hurt even worse if Syntherella
steals that rich Prince kid away from either one of
you. |’ve hit his old man with everything | got, but

the old coot is pretty stuck on being single for the
rest of his life. So, it’s up to you two to stop this
madness and snatch Tayl or away from your crazy robot

sister.
ANASTATI A:
Al we have to do is press the button?
MARAGARETHE
Yep. Find it, press it real hard and I'll do the rest.

Now get out there! Go!

DRUCELLA and ANASTATI A | ook around for partners,
but don’t see any boys nearby.

DRUCELLA:
There’s no boys. W are we supposed to dance with?

MARAGARETHE
Wth each other! (she takes the sandw ch away from
DRUCELLA and then shoves them onto the dance
floor) Now get out there!

DRUCELLA and ANASTATI A gi ve each other a di sgusted
| ook, but finally face each other and start
dancing. They imredi ately start to argue.

DRUCELLA:

Hey, |’ m | eading!
ANASTATI A:

No you aren’t! | aml
DRUCELLA:

W'l |l see about that!

DRUCELLA yanks ANASTATI A rudely onto the dance

fl oor, draggi ng her around roughly and they nearly
collide with TAYLOR and SYNTHERELLA. As they
pass, DRUCELLA reaches out and takes a sw pe at
SYNTHERELLA' s head, but m sses.
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ANASTATI A:
Okay. You lead. Just get ne closer. |[|’ve got better
aim

The two sisters follow TAYLOR and SYNTHERELLA
around the dance floor. Everytine they get close,
ANASTATI A reaches out and tries to press at the
back of SYNTHERELLA' s neck. On one attenpt, she
m sses and pokes DRUCELLA in the eye.

DRUCELLA:
OM Watch who you’ re poki ng.

ANASTATI A:
| can’t help it. You ve got to get nme closer!

They | ook over at MARAGARETHE and shrug. She uses
the sandwi ch and notions for themto get closer.

MARAGARETHE:
Get in there. Now

The two sisters whirl around and dance back
t owards TAYLOR and SYNTHERELLA who are obli vi ous
to those around them

ANASTATI A:
That's it. Just alittle closer.

She reaches out her hand.

ANASTATI A:
Closer. Ckay. |’ve just about got it. C oser.

ANASTATI A reaches out to touch the back of
SYNTHERELLA' s neck and just as she starts to press
the button, there is the sound of a clock striking
twel ve. SYNTHERELLA pulls away just as her step
sister finds the button causi ng ANASTATI A and
DRUCELLA to nearly stunble and fall

SYNTHERELLA:
(to Taylor) 1Is it mdnight?

TAYLOR | ooks at his watch and nods.

TAYLOR:
Yes. \Vy?
SYNTHERELLA:

|’ ve got to go!

She pulls away from himand starts towards the
door. TAYLOR foll ows.
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TAYLOR

Where are you going? You just got here.
SYNTHERELLA:

|’ msorry. |’ve got to go hone.

The cl ock continues to strike twelve and TAYLOR
grabs SYNTHERELLA's armand tries to pull her

back.

TAYLOR:

Please. Stay for just alittle while longer. | didn't

want to have this party. | knew that there was no way

| would find the girl of ny dreans at sonme stupid dance

party. But, then... you showed up. Please don't |eave.
SYNTHERELLA:

|’msorry, Taylor, but | have to. Please, let ne go!
TAYLOR:

But when can | see you again? Were can | find you?
SYNTHERELLA:

(frantic) | don't know. |’ m not even supposed to be

here. Please, Taylor, | have to | eave NOW

TAYLOR rel eases her arm and SYNTHERELLA dashes
towards the door and exits. TAYLOR calls after

her.
TAYLOR:
But... | don’t even know your nane!
TAYLOR stands and wat ches the door, hoping that
SYNTHERELLA wi | | come back. \Wen she doesn’t, he
turns towards his guests. Everyone has stopped
dancing and is staring at him He begins to cross
towards his father and is intercepted by DRUCELLA.
DRUCELLA:

|’ mready for ny dance now, Tayl or.

He wal ks past her in a haze.

DRUCELLA:
Tayl or ?
Tayl or crosses to his father
TAYLOR

(to his father) She was the one, father.
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ZACHARY:

| told you she might be here. What’'s her nane?
TAYLOR:

(he |l ooks towards the door) | don’t know. And now

she’ s gone forever.

Before his father can confort him TAYLOR crosses
the roomand exits stage right. Everyone watches
hi m| eave, and then ZACHARY steps forward, trying
to be cheerful.

ZACHARY:
Everything is okay. Taylor is not feeling well but
that’s no reason for the party to end. Pease, enjoy
yourselves. There's plenty of food and drink. (he
waves of fstage at an unseen DJ) Let’s get the nusic
goi ng. Everyone... please, dance!

The nusic starts back up and peopl e begin to dance
hal f heartedly as ZACHARY runs off stage afer
TAYLOR. DRUCELLA crosses to her nother and

snat ches back her sandw ch, taking a big bite.

DRUCELLA:
VWll, at least now | don’'t have to worry about spilling

stuff on ny dress!

She continues to eat the sandwich as the |ights
f ade.

CURTAI N
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ACT 2

Scene 2

The curtain opens to MARAGARETHE s |iving room
It’s after the party and everyone is still dressed
in their party dresses, except SYNTHERELLA is
sitting on the couch, once again dressed in rags.
The only sign that she was once at the party is
her red hair bow which is sitting on the table
besi de the couch. DRUCELLA and ANASTATI A are
standi ng beside the chair, arns crossed and very
angry at SYNTHERELLA. DRUCELLA is eating a corn
dog. MARAGARETHE i s paci ng behind the couch and
scol di ng SYNTHERELLA when the |ights conme up.

MARAGARETHE:
What were you thinking?

DRUCELLA:
(poi nting her corn dog) Yeah? What were you thinking,
freak?

SYNTHERELLA:
| don’t know. |I’'msorry.

ANASTATI A:
(stepping forward) And how did you start yourself? (to
MARAGARETHE) Are we even sure that on/off button
really works, Mother?

MARAGARETH:
That’s what M. Nicholas said. Push it in once to turn
her on and push it in again to turn her off.

DRUCELLA:
(fl opping down in the chair with her |egs over the |eft
side) | think we should should send her back to the
factory and have themtake her apart.

SYNTHERELLA:
No!

DRUCELLA:
Yeah. W coul d have the robot people take her apart and
maybe use what’'s left of her to nmake sonmething that’'s a
little nore obedient. Like a dog. O a pony. That
woul d be cool .

MARAGARETHE
Yeah? Do you think your little pony could clean the
house? O cook? O wash the clothes? You want to do
it, Drucella?
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DRUCELLA:
No!

MARAGARETHE
And besides, the will said we have to keep her or we
| ose everything.

ANASTATI A:
Well, we just about |ost everything last night. |If she
had opened up her big nouth and told everybody at the
party who and what she is...

DRUCELLA:
An evil robot!

ANASTATI A:
No.. that’s not what | neant. |If she told everybody
that she’s supposed to be our sister... but instead,
that we’ve turned her into our... donestic servant,
then Tayl or would never want to marry ne.

DRUCELLA:
You never had a chance in the first place. 1’mthe one

he was interested it.

ANASTATI A:
Oh really? You sure he just didn't want to take a bite
of your sandw ch.

At that remark, DRUCELLA tries to kick ANASTATI A
with one of her feet. ANASTATIA responds by

sl appi ng at her. MARAGARETHE cones between them
pusi ng ANASTATI A behi nd t he couch.

MARAGARETHE
kay, break it up. [|I’msure that both of you inpressed
young Taylor Prince quite sufficiently tonight. W
just have to nake sure we get rid of any....
di stractions.

DRUCELLA:
Li ke Stacy’s bad breath?

ANASTATI A tries to hit DRUCELLA again, but their
not her stops her.

MARAGARETHE
No... like a certain young synthetic step sister.

The two sisters | ook at SYNTHERELLA sinultaneosly.
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ANASTATI A:

You nean we’'re going to kill her?
DRUCELLA:

(hol ding up her corndog) | vote for that.
MARAGARETHE

No. We're not going to kill her. But, from now on,

Syntherella does not | eave this house. For anyt hing!
SYNTHERELLA:

You nean, | can’'t see Tayl or agai n? Ever?
MARAGARETHE

No, Syntherella. Never!
SYNTHERELLA:

Not even to say goodbye? (she begins to cry)
MARAGARETHE

(softening her tone and sitting by SYNTHERELLA on the

couch) |I'msorry, dear, but it’'s just not fair for

Drucella or Anastatia. They have pinples and bl ack
heads. Split ends.. and Drucella has that big wart on
her. ...

DRUCELLA:
Hey!

MARAGARETHE
All 1"msaying is you |l never had to worry about that
kind of stuff. You re perfect. (pointing at her two
daughters) They' re not. You see how unfair that is,
don’t you? Drucella and Anastatia will never be able to
conpete with you

SYNTHERELLA | ooks at her step sisters and then at
MARAGARETHE synpat hetically.

SYNTHERELLA:
Vll, | guess you're right. I'msorry, Drucella. |I'm
sorry, Anastatia. | shouldn’'t have gone to the party.
MARAGARETHE:

Apol ogy accept. Right girls?

DRUCELLA and ANASTATI A | ook away, ignoring
SYNTHERELLA and not answeri ng.

MARAGARETHE
Grls?
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ANASTATI A:
Oh, alright.
DRUCELLA:
Just don’t let it happen again or 1'll get a
screwdriver and take you apart nyself. | bet you'd
make a ki cki ng | pod.
MARAGARETHE
Ckay. Now, | think that we’ve all |earned a val uable
| esson. And that is that Synterella will be nuch
happi er if she just renenbers her place around here.
DRUCELLA:
Vll, just in case, | think we should chain her up.
MARAGARETHE:
Drucel | a!
DRUCELLA:
You know, so she doesn’'t get |oose and tries to hook up
wi th Tayl or.
MARAGARETHE

W don’t have to worry about that, do we
Syntherella? You' re going to stay right here and do
your chores and | eave the 'real’ girl stuff to your
sisters, right?

SYNTHERELLA:
Yes, ma’' am

ANASTATI A:
Just in case, we need to nmake sure that on/off button
wor ks. Maybe we shoul d spray sone WD-40 in her ear or
sonething. So it won't stick.

MARAGARETHE
|’msure that we will have no further problenms with
Syntherella. WII we, dear?
SYNTHERELLA:
No, ma’ am
MARAGARETHE
But, | amgoing to call the Synthetic Rel ative people

and schedul e a tune up, just to be sure.

DRUCELLA:
Make sure they change her oil and rotate her tires
while they at it. And maybe change out one of her arns
for a cappuci no machi ne.
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DRUCELLA and ANASTATI A | augh at her joke and
SYNTHERELLA just sits on the couch, m serable.

MARAGARETHE
Very funny, Drucella. Hunor can be a powerful weapon
when attracting a young gentleman |ike Tayl or
Prince. Renenber that.

DRUCELLA:
Yes, nother.

MARAGARETHE st ands and strai ghtens her skirt and
| ooks down at SYNTHERELLA.

MARAGARETHE
Vell, now that we've settled that, | think it’'s tine
for you to get back to work, Syntherella. The
girl’s dresses need to be washed and pressed, their
bat hroons need to be cleaned and |’ msure that both
Anastatia and Drucella’s roons are a w eck.

ANASTATI A:
Mne is. And after that little stunt tonight, 1’msure
it’s only going to get worse.

MARAGARETHE
Well, don't just sit there, Syntherella. Get to work!

SYNTHERELLA stands up and bows a little to
MARAGARETHE

SYNTHERELLA:
Yes, nma’' am

She exits towards the kitchen with her head down.
DRUCELLA calls after her, getting in one |ast jab.

DRUCELLA:
Make sure you take the plunger. M toilet is stopped
up sonet hing awf ul!

SYNTHERELLA:
Yes, sister.

After SYNTHERELLA exits, all three of the women
| ook at each other and | augh. ANASTATI A cones
around and sits on the couch.

ANASTATI A:

After that little stunt, | think she needs to be
hobbl ed, Mbt her.
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DRUCELLA:
| still think its a good idea to chain her up.

MARAGARETHE:
(sitting beside ANASTATIA) | going to look into getting
one of those ankle bracelets they put on people who are
on house arrest. Just in case.

DRUCELLA:
Maybe they conme in pink.

As they all |augh again, the doorbell rings.
MARAGARETHE | ooks at her daughters.

MARAGARETHE
Are either one of you expecting soneone?

ANASTATI A:
No.

DRUCELLA:
Not ne.

MARAGARETHE notions for ANASTATIA to go to the
door .

MARAGARETHE
Well, go see who it is.

ANASTATI A gets up and crosses to the "door.’ She
qui ckly runs back on stage, frantic.

ANASTATI A:
It’s Britney. And she’s got Taylor Prince with her. And
hi s Dad.

MARAGARETHE and DRUCELLA junp off the couch as the
doorbel | rings again.

MARAGARETHE
What are they doing here?

ANASTATI A:
| don’t know. Maybe they want Dru to pay for all the
food she ate.

DRUCELLA:
| was hungry!

Just then, SYNTHERELLA enters fromthe kitchen.

She is wearing Latex gloves and carrying a toil et
pl unger.
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SYNTHERELLA:
l"msorry. | was upstairs working on Drucella’s
toilet. Was that the doorbell?
All three wonen yell "No!" at the sane tine just
as the doorbell rings again.
SYNTHERELLA:
There it is again. Don't worry, I’'Il get it.

SYNTHERELLA begi ns to cross towards the door.

MARAGARETHE
Grab her, Drucell a.

DRUCELLA runs around and grabs SYNTHERELLA from
behind, as the girl struggles. MARAGARETHE runs
around the couch to "direct’ the situation.

MARAGARETHE:
Cet her in the kitchen and keep her quiet,
Drucella. Anastatia.... go see what Taylor wants and
get rid of them quick.
SYNTHERELLA:
Tayl or ?

DRUCELLA puts her hand over SYNTHERELLA' s nout h
and drags her towards the kitchen. In the process,
SYNTHERELLA manages to hit her a couple of tines
with the plunger as DRUCELLA

protests. MARAGARETHE notions for ANASTATIA to go

to the door.

MARAGARETHE
Ckay. . go.

ANASTATI A goes to the door while MARAGARETHE
strai ghtens her dress and pinches her cheeks to

give them sonme color. There is the sound of people

tal king offstage and then BRI TNEY enters the room
foll owed by ANASTATI A, TAYLOR and ZACHARY

MARAGARETHE:
Hell o, Britney, Taylor, M. Prince. Wat a pleasant

surprise. If I had known you were comng, | would have

set out some refreshnents.

BRI TNEY runs around the room obviously | ooking
for sonet hi ng.
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BRI TNEY:
VWhere is she?

MARAGARETHE:
Where is who, ny dear?

BRI TNEY:
The slave girl.

MARAGARETHE
| " msorry. Slave girl?

BRI TNEY:
The maid. The maid that was here the other day.

MARAGARETHE
|’ msorry, dear. You nust be m staken. W don’t have
mai d. As you can see, M. Prince, we have a very hunble
but happy hone.

BRI TNEY:
| saw her here. Tall, pretty? You kept calling her
Cynthia.. or Barberella or sonething. You ever bragged
about her at school, Stacy. Wiere is she?

ANASTATI A:
| don’t know who you’re tal king about.

MARAGARETHE
Britney, are you sure it was her? Maybe you're
t hi nki ng about visiting one of your other, wealthier
friends.

BRI TNEY:
No, she was here. (to ANASTATIA) You called her your
dirty little slave girl, Stacy. Renenber?

ANASTATI A:
Dirty little slave girl. No... doesn’t ring a bell

BRI TNEY:
(running over and pointing to a spot on the stage) She
was standing right here, dressed in these dirty clothes
and | ooking |like she just got finished cleaning the
boy’s | ocker room at school .

MARAGARETHE crosses to BRI TNEY and hugs her
gently.

MARAGARETHE
Ch, Britney. (to ZACHARY) She has always had such a
vivid imagi nation, even as a child. D d she ever tel
you that when she was a little girl, she saw Santa
Claus fly over her house?
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BRI TNEY:
He did. | swear!
MARAGARETHE
Such a precious child.
ZACHARY:
M ss Chattenworth. .
MARAGARETHE
Oh, please call nme Margie.
ZACHARY:
Yes.. ah, Margie. W re here because of the girl that
Tayl or was dancing with at the party last night. [’ m

sure you must have seen her

MARAGARETHE
Hum . let nme see. Anastatia, do you renenber seeing a
girl dancing with Tayl or |ast night?

ANASTATI A:
Ah.. (stepping forward)... yes. Short and kind of

ugly?

TAYLOR:
No, she wasn’t. She was beautiful and gentle and
sweet .

ZACHARY:
Taylor is absolutely obsessed with this girl and we
can't seemto | ocate her anywhere.

TAYLOR:
| have to find her!

MARAGARETHE
Vell, I"'msorry | can’'t help you. | do recall seeing
you a rather unattractive young |ady, dancing. A girl
t hat was obvi ously beneath you... socially. But
neither 1, nor ny daughters know who she was.

TAYLOR:
Britney says you do.

BRI TNEY:
She does! She’'s the maid. | saw her.

MARAGARETHE:

Now, Britney. Wiy would you say that when you know
it’s not true?
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ZACHARY:
Vell, I"’mafraid | amresponsi bl e.

MARAGARETHE:
You, M. Prince? | don't understand.

ZACHARY:
Well, Taylor is just heartbroken. And he is so
insisten on finding this young nystery woman, that |
t hought | would prinme the punp a little bit with a
rewar d.

ANASTATI A:
A reward? How nuch?

ZACHARY:
Fifty thousand dollars?

MARAGARETHE
What ?

ANASTATI A:
(speechless) Fifty thousand dollars? Just to find sone
randomagirl?

TAYLOR:
She’s not sonme 'random girl to me, Stacy. She is the
one I want to spend the rest of ny life wth.

ANASTATI A:
How do you know that after just one dance?

TAYLOR:
| just know. There was sonething special about her.
Sonet hi ng none of the other girls |I’ve ever net have.

ANASTATI A:
(under her breath) Yeah... batteries.

TAYLOR:
What ?

ANASTATI A:
Ch. . not hi ng.

ZACHARY:
| just figured that if anyone m ght know who she was or
where she cane from a reward mght bring themforward.

MARAGARETHE
You want to pay fifty thousand dollars to soneone to
tell Iies about ny househol d? And | thought you were a
man of principals, M. Prince. Making a young girl lie

for noney.. and betray her friends. How appalling.
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ANASTATI A:
Fifty thousand dollars? Ww

BRI TNEY:
That’'s right, Stac. And it’s all mne when we find
your mai d.

MARAGARETHE
| keep telling you. W don’t have a maid, do we
Anast ati a?

ANASTATI A:
(in deep thought) Fifty thousand doll ars.

ZACHARY:
Maybe you were m staken, Britney.

BRI TNEY:
|’mnot. She was right here in this room (Il ooking at
ANASTATI A) Wy are you hiding her, Stacy?

MARAGARETHE
| can assure you that we are not hiding anyone... or
anything. (beginning to nove the group towards the
door) MNow, if you don't mnd. 1It’s a long, tiring

evening and we all need to get our rest.

ZACHARY:
| amsorry for the intrusion, MARAGARETHE. W' Il be on
our way. Cone on, Taylor.

TAYLOR i s not convi nced. He | ooks around the
room not wanting to | eave.

TAYLOR
But, Dad...
ZACHARY:
Conme on, son. W’'Il find here..
TAYLOR starts to | eave, but as he passes by the
couch, he sees the bright red bow on the
table. He runs over and grabs it excitedly.
TAYLOR

Wait a mnute! This is her hair bow The one she was
wearing tonight.

He holds it up for ZACHARY to see.

BRI TNEY:
| told you. She’s here sonepl ace!
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MARAGARETHE:
Oh, that belongs to our... our dog.
BRI TNEY:

You don’t have a dog. Stacy is allergic to them

TAYLOR:
Wiere is she? Mss Chattenworth, please tell nel!

TAYLOR runs around the roomfrantically I ooking
for SYNTHERELLA behind the furniture and in the
corners of the room MARAGARETHE foll ows him

continuing to claimthat the girl is not there.

MARAGARETHE
| told you. It belongs to our dog, Taylor. Not sone
mystery girl you net at the dance.

TAYLOR:
(shouting) Hello? It’s nme. Taylor! | don’t care if
you're a maid or a servant or whatever. Just please
cone out!
MARAGARETHE
I"’mtelling you, there is no one here. Tell them
Anast ati a.
ANASTATI A has been surprisingly quiet throughout
this entire exchange, pondering the reward.
ANASTATI A:
How nuch did you say the reward was again, M. Prince?
ZACHARY:
Fifty thousand doll ars.
ANASTATI A:
I n cash?
ZACHARY:
Yes, dear. In cash. Wy?

ANASTATI A exits determnedly into the kitchen.
MARAGARETHE i s suddenly overcone with fear of
bei ng di scovered and foll ows her.

BRI TNEY:
Uh, huh. I knew it.
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There is a loud commption in the kitchen, foll owed
by shouts from DRUCELLA, ANASTATI A and
MARAGARETHE. Suddenly, ANASTATI A cones back on
the stage, draggi ng SYNTHERELLA behi nd

her. SYNTHERELLA s nouth has been covered wth
duct tape.

TAYLOR:
She is here! That's her, Dad!

TAYLOR starts to run over to SYNTHERELLA, but
ANASTATI A hol ds out her free hand and stops him

ANASTATI A:
Uh, uh. Not until | get ny fifty thousand doll ars.

MARAGARETHE and DRUCELLA stunble into the room
out of breath from struggling wth ANASTATI A

MARAGARETHE
| can explain, M. Prince.

ZACHARY:
Well, | hope so.

MARAGARETHE
That’ s just Drucella and Anastatia’ s cousin... visiting
for a few days. (to SYNTHERELLA) Isn’'t that right?
Tell them

DRUCELLA:
The duct tape, Mother.

MARAGARETHE
Ch. Sorry. (she rips off the tape in one swift notion)
Now, tell themyou re just ny neice visiting for a few
days. Tell them

There is a slight pause as everyone waits for
SYNTHERELLA to respond.

SYNTHERELLA:
Tayl or ?

TAYLOR:
Yes?

SYNTHERELLA:
You cane for me?

TAYLOR:

| told you | would. But it would have sure been easier
if you had just told ne your nane.
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SYNTHERELLA:
It’s Syntherella.

TAYLOR:
Syntherella. Cone on, let’s get out of here.

ANASTATI A st eps between then, hol ding up her hand.

ANASTATI A:
Wait a mnute? M noney?

BRI TNEY:
You nean, ny noney. (she |ooks to ZACHARY) I|I'mthe
one that brought her here. |I’'mthe one that shoul d get

t he reward.

ZACHARY:
Don't worry. You will both get the reward.

ANASTATI A:
Fifty thousand dollars for each of us. Me and Britney?

ZACHARY:
Yes, fifty thousand for each of you. Seeing the way
those two are together, it’'s worth every penny.

TAYLOR reaches out his hand to SYNTHERELLA and she
runs to him

TAYLOR
Conme on, let’s go.

They start to exit, when MARAGARETHE rushes
f orward

MARAGARETHE
VWait! You can’'t marry her!

TAYLOR:
Why not ?

DRUCELLA steps towards them and shouts.

DRUCELLA:
Because she's an evil robot.

TAYLOR:
VWhat ?

DRUCELLA:

She’'s an artificial life form Like a big gumy bear
stuffed with a couple of Energizer batteries.
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TAYLOR:
Gummy bear ?

MARAGARETHE
That’'s why | didn't want to let you find her. | knew
that it would break your heart when you found out.

ZACHARY:
What on earth are you tal king about?

MARAGARETHE
She’s not real, Zachary! M late husband, the Col onel,
had this crazy idea of taking some of his DNA and using
it build a clone. Syntherella is not a real person.
She’s what they call a Synthetic Relative. M husband
got her for us, thinking it would help us cope with his
death. But all she’s done is nake us m serabl e!

ZACHARY:
A Synthetic Relative?
MARAGARETHE
| didn’t want the thing. | told that to ny husband’s

attorney. But he said we had to keep her or |ose
ever yt hi ng.

DRUCELLA:
And she can clean and cook and stuff really good, so we
kept her.
TAYLOR:
You turned Syntherella into a slave?
MARAGARETHE
No. It wasn't like that at all.
ANASTATI A:
Yes it was! M nother and sister forced Syntherella
into slavery. | tried to stop them
MARAGARETHE
What ?
ANASTATI A:
Oh, yes. | think it’s horrible to take advant age of

people. (holds out her hand to ZACHARY) 1°'d like ny
fifty thousand dollars in twenties, please.

TAYLOR

(1 ooki ng at SYNTHERELLA) |Is it true,
Syntherella? You're really a Synthetic Relative?
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SYNTHERELLA:
Yes. (she steps toward him and they face each other,
standi ng behind the couch) I'"msorry, Taylor. | should
have told you. | didn't nean to | ead you on.
MARAGARETHE
So, as you can see, the girl is not a proper candidate
for your son. He'll just have to choose soneone
el se. (pushing DRUCELLA forward) Like nmy daughter,
Drucella. She's beautiful, and smart... and unlike her
sister... (shooting an evil | ook at ANASTATIA)...
| oyal .
DRUCELLA:
That’s right. 1’ma 100%real Anmerican girl. Not sone

bucket of spare parts from Radi o Shack

TAYLOR:
| don't believe it. The way you felt in nmy arnms.. the
t hi ngs you whi spered in ny ear..

SYNTHERELLA:
Oh, Taylor. I'msorry.
TAYLOR

| just can't believe it.

MARAGARETHE:
You want proof ?

MARAGARETHE wal ks up to SYNTHERELLA and with one
deft novenent, presses the button on her

neck. SYNTHERELLA goes linp and falls face first
across the back of the couch. BRI TNEY screarns.

BRI TNEY:
You killed her!
MARAGARETHE
No, Britney. | just turned her off. (to Zachary) Now,

do you believe me? She’'s not a human. She’'s just a
toy. Now, Drucella here is areal Al Anerican
girl. She likes Chevrolets, Momand apple pie.

DRUCELLA:
Especially the apple pie.
MARAGARETHE
She will nake a splendid girlfriend and wi fe, Tayl or.

wn’'t you, Drucella?
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DRUCELLA:
Yup! |I’m a good ki sser.

DRUCELLA | ooks at TAYLOR and puckers her
lips. TAYLOR reacts with revul sion, then wal ks
over and | ooks down at SYNTHERELLA. ZACHARY wal ks
over and joins him putting his armaround his
son.

TAYLOR:

| knew there was sonet hing about her, Dad. But | never
expected this.

TAYLOR | ooks over at his father and suddenly
breaks into a bright smle. ZACHARY sniles back
and they both start to | augh.

DRUCELLA:
What’ s so funny? What’'s the matter with you two?
ZACHARY:
Oh, nothing ny dear. In fact, things could not be nore
perfect.
ZACHARY t hen reaches up towards TAYLOR s neck
presses the unseen ’'button’ at the base of his
skull and the boy falls, face down across the back
of the couch, beside SYNTHERELLA. At this sight,
all of the girls scream and DRUCELLA backs away.
BRI TNEY:

This is like a horror novi el

ANASTATI A:
Oh, ny God. He's one of themtoo?

ZACHARY:
Yes, ny dear. Taylor is also a Synthetic Rel ative.

DRUCELLA:
(slaps her nother’s arm) You tried to marry ne off to
a zonbie? What’s wong with you?

MARAGARETHE i s dunbstruck and just stamers.
ZACHARY wal ks over to them

ZACHARY:
She didn’t know, ny dear. Nobody did. You see, after
my wife died, | was absolutely devastated. W had no

children and | just didn't think | could go on w thout
her. Then one of ny business partners told ne about
this new conpany called Synthetic Relative and I had
them grow Tayl or using ny wife’s DNA. Mst people

( MORE)
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ZACHARY: (cont’d)
think I adopted himand, well, | just let themthink
that. Taylor is so nmuch like nmy sweet wife. He's the
only way | can face each day. But |I’mnot going to be
around forever and | had to nake sure that Tayl or found
soneone that could take care of himafter |’ m gone. |

never thought he’'d neet....well..

DRUCELLA:
His evil robot tw n?

ZACHARY:
No, ny dear. They’'re not robots. They' re alive, just
i ke you or ne. They can feel |ove, happiness... (he
| ooks at MARAGARETHE).... and cruelty. They' re rea

alright, but just in a different way.

DRUCELLA:
They’' re freaks! Like Freddy Krueger neets... the Bride
of Frankenstein.

ANASTATI A:
Well, I don't care what they are. Just give nme ny
nmoney and you can have her. W’Il|l even throw in an

extra set of batteries.

ZACHARY:
Mar gar et he?

MARAGARETHE | ooks at SYNTHERELLA and then at
ZACHARY. Her face softens a little and she slowy
wal ks over to stand behi nd SYNTHERELLA whi |l e
ZACHARAY st ands behi nd TAYLOR

MARAGARETHE
Wiy not? My girls could never nake your son
happy. He's too perfect.. and they're.. well, they're
not even cl ose. These two were nmade for each other.

ZACHARY:
Yes, they were.

MARAGARETHE and ZACHARY reach down and press the
buttons on the back of SYNTHERELLA and TAYLOR s
necks. The two 'cone alive instantly, stand up
and face each ot her.

TAYLOR:

Hello. 1'm Taylor. Nice to neet you.
SYNTHERELLA:

Hello. 1"m Syntherella. N ce to neet you.
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The two hug each other as the lights dimto dark.
CURTAI N
THE END



