Nitrous Oxide: An Evening of Sketch 
Comedy 2011-2012 Callback Packet.

Callbacks will start directly after school on Wednesday, 10/26 at 3:00 in the Little Theater. 

All people who receive callbacks should familiarize themselves with the entire packet before callbacks begin.




Interrogation

[Lights up. ALFONSE sits, tied to a chair, in the center of the stage. MR. BLACK and MS. WHITE stand nearby.]
MR. BLACK. Time is running out, Mr. Richards, and Mr. Lama is not a patient man. We’ll ask you one more time: what is the difference between spirit and matter?

ALFONSE. Dalai can ask me whatever he wants. You can’t break me. I’ll never talk.

MS. WHITE. We can arrange another visit to Dr. Existential Anguish, Mr. Richards. Is that what you want? Then answer us: what is virtue?

MR. BLACK. And how does it relate to moderation?

ALFONSE. You’ve tortured me before and it hasn’t worked. I’ll never give in to scumbags like you and [air quotes] “His Holiness.” Where do you get the right to do any of this?

MS. WHITE. The real question, Mr. Richards, is where does an individual find purpose in a world devoid of inherent meaning?

ALFONSE [Breathing faster]. You’ll pay for this. I’ll make you pay.

MR. BLACK. But we will already be made to pay by the karmic cycle, will we not, Mr. Richards?

ALFONSE [Angry]. You don’t know anything about samsara. You have no idea what’s going on here.

MS. WHITE. Are you saying that true wisdom lies only in affirming one’s own ignorance?

ALFONSE [Desperate]. You’ll never make me talk!

MR. BLACK. This has gone on long enough. [He walks over and puts an arm around ALFONSE’s neck.] You have ten seconds, Mr. Richards. How many roads must a man walk down before you can call him a man?

ALFONSE [In tears]. Twelve! Twelve roads!

[A silence.]
MR. BLACK. Well, all right then.

[He and MS. WHITE untie ALFONSE. ALFONSE sobs quietly.]
MS. WHITE. You have a nice day now.

[She and MR. BLACK exit. Blackout.]
Draft Requirements
[Lights up on the U.S. Army draft board post, where a bunch of young 
Americans are enlisting to be shipped overseas. They stand up straight 
in a line upstage. SGT. KINGSLEY holds a clipboard under his arm.] 

SGT.: You maggots, one way or the other, are all here for the same reason. You think you’ve got what it takes to serve our country on the field of battle. Well I’ve got some possibly disheartening news for you: the U.S. Army only wants the best of the best, the warriors of their generation. Qualen! 


QUALEN: Yessir. 


SGT.: Height and weight, Qualen. 


QUALEN: I’m 5’11” and I weigh 152 pounds, sir. 


SGT.: Do you think you’re light enough to sprint across the Afghan mountains for days on end, with nothing but the butt of your gun to keep you warm? 


QUALEN: Yessir. 


SGT.: Good. [makes a note on his clipboard] You ever flown a kite, Qualen? 


QUALEN: [confidently] Yessir. 


SGT.: [pause] Good. [makes a note on his clipbard] Peabody! 


PEABODY: Yessir! 


SGT.: You play football in high school, Peabody? 


PEABODY: Yessir, outside linebacker. 


SGT.: Good. You play chess? 


PEABODY: [anxious] Occasionally, sir- 


SGT.: Say Ghost Bin Laden challenges the U.S. to a one-on-one match to decide the outcome of the war. Will they call on Pvt. Peabody to answer the challenge? 


PEABODY: I’m not sure, sir. 


SGT.: [makes disapproving clicks with his tongue and scratches a note on his clipboard] Ericson! 


ERICSON: Here, sir! 


SGT.: How’s your vision, son? 


ERICSON: 20/20, sir. 


SGT.: Excellent! Can you keep a beat, Ericson? 


ERICSON: ‘Fraid not, sir. 


SGT.: What?! Not even 5/4 time?! [claps out a complex rhythm to demonstrate] Can you improvise harmonies? 


ERICSON: Tone-deaf, sir- 


SGT. And you had the gall to come here today and take up my time!? Well listen pal, when you’ve been taken prisoner by IMU insurgents and you better sing Verdi’s Lacrimosa or else get your ass shot, YOU’RE the one getting left behind, soldier!


ERICSON: For what it’s worth, Sgt., I make a mean pizza! 


SGT.: [pause][claps him on the back]You’re in! 


[Blackout.]
Bare Hands

(Lights up on a living room, where a mother, Lynn, is introducing her

new boyfriend, Mark, to her six-year-old son, Freddie. Lynn buzzes

around nervously, but is clearly very fond of Mark. Mark is desperate

to impress Freddie, who has not had a strong male influence in his

life, and Freddie is quiet, but smart.)

LYNN: Sweetie, I want you to meet someone I’ve told you so much about–

this is Mark, mommy’s friend. Well, one of mommy’s friends.

MARK: Hey there, bucko! (he gingerly takes off his right glove and

looks lovingly at his hand for a moment before shaking Freddie’s hand.

MARK: How ya doin’, sport?

FREDDIE: (softly, looking a little confused) Ok. (Mark puts his gloves

back on)

LYNN: (nervously) Alright, guys, why don’t we sit down to dinner. Mark

was kind enough to make us his special star-shaped steak-

MARK: It’s really easy, you just have to shape them with your (taking

off his gloves, dramatic look to the audience)–bare hands–

FREDDIE: Did you wash them first?

MARK: Ahhahahahaha, Freddie, you jokester. (Freddie looks confused.)

LYNN: So, we have these delicious steaks, some potato salad I made,

and a cake for dessert, let me just get it out of the oven-

MARK: Honey, don’t you touch that, why don’t I just get it with–

(gloves, etc.) my bare hands.

LYNN: (giggles confusedly and nervously) Sure?

(Mark makes a big show of getting the cake out, then holds it to the

audience, smiling triumphantly, then screeches like a little girl as

his hands are burning.)

FREDDIE: May, we eat, please?

MARK: Of course, Freddie m’boy! (Freddie takes a bite of his burger as

Mark continues)  Hope you enjoy that delicious piece of angus beef

rubbed with black pepper. (Mark picks up his steak with his bare hands)

LYNN: Uh, sweetheart? Did I not get you a fork?

MARK: Oh, no, Lynniepie. I don’t use machines. Not even simple ones.

(Lynn and Freddie just kind of stare at Mark for a minute.)

MARK: Ever since I killed that rhinoceros with-

FREDDIE: Your bare hands?

MARK: No. With a gun. (A long pause.) Jesus Christ, Freddie.

(Blackout.)


Reggie Kleinberg: Conversational Momentum Killer

[Lights up on EARL and KURT playing basketball.]
EARL: [sits down, sighs] Whew! Finals week: over!

KURT: First time in a while we’re having a quiet moment to relax-- GODDAMMIT! Reggie Kleinberg is coming over.

[REGGIE enters with corn and Nalgene.]

REGGIE: Howdy fellas! What’s the haps?

EARL (cringing): Oh… nothing much Reggie…

REGGIE: Woah! Seismic! Say, hows about I sit with you guys?

KURT: I-

REGGIE: Who am I kidding? I don’t need to ask permission. The three of us are basically inseparable. (Reggie pulls up a seat.) Man! You guys are crazy! I bet you’ll never guess what I have for lunch.

EARL: You could keep that to yourself-

REGGIE: Close, but incorrect! My mom packed me creamed corn in a bag.

Also, we ran out of Tupperware, so for dessert, I have pudding in a

nalgene bottle!

EARL (trying to move on): Did you guys see the Celtics game last night?

KURT: Great game. I still can’t believe they won.

EARL: I know right! How did they even-

REGGIE: Ooh! Sportssportssportssportssports! Which one we talking about?

KURT: The Celtics, Reggie.

REGGIE: [realizing] Oh! Celticsball! Just a little observation from the game last night: I mean, we all knew Kevin Garnett was bald, but who knew he was black!?

KURT: Reg, you can’t really say that-

REGGIE: I know right. I am just TOO much with these fun facts today. Somebody get some iodine, because I’m on fire!

KURT: What?-

EARL: So…how about Jessica’s party last night?

KURT: Yeah, what a rager-

REGGIE: [excited] Was there alcohol?

EARL: Yes, Reggie-

REGGIE: Haha! [pinches Tom’s cheek, smiling] Jokes. [fans out invitations, blows noisemaker] Speaking of parties, who’s up for a Kleinberg birthday party?

EARL: You’re like…17…

REGGIE: A true man! First off, we’re gonna play a few quick rounds of ‘Smell the Gel-’

KURT: What is-

REGGIE: I have some gel…[bursting with excitment] and we smell the gel! And then if it’s not too late, my dad said we could watch Marmaduke, pending on the other parents approval of course, [whispers loudly] cuz we’ve run into some problems there before.

EARL: That’s it! Reggie, we’d really prefer if we just sat by ourselves and ate our lunch quietly…and alone.

REGGIE: Oh…All you guys had to do was say so. I’ll just eat with my girlfriend.

[LINDA, SMOKIN HOT, enters, pours an unidentifiable gel on her arm, and gives it a sensual sniff. They both exit. The duo is astounded]

KURT: I—I want…I want to smell the gel…

[blackout]

Box o’ Jane

[Hugh stands apron and all behind a counter with a cash register. May walks up to the counter.]

HUGH. Hello. How may I help you?

MAY. I’m looking for a big thing of coffee for my book club. Do you have something like that?

HUGH. [Pulling out a box] How would this do?

MAY. That would be great.

HUGH. One Box of Joe coming right up.

MAY. [Sarcastically] Oh. Of course.

HUGH. Excuse me?

MAY. A box of JOE. Of course coffee has a man’s name. Women drink coffee too! Did that ever occur to you? Why can’t it be a box of Jane or something?

HUGH. [Startled] I- I’m sorry? I don’t come up with the names. Here you go. Here’s the Bill.

MAY. Huh. Really? 

HUGH. May I help you?

MAY. The BILL? Of course only men pay for things. The women just sit back and say, “thank you darling. I clearly have no income of my own. I hope your strong masculine arms will always be here to pay for my coffee!” Is that not offensive!

HUGH. Well I didn’t quite-

MAY. Is that not offensive!!!

HUGH. Ma’am, I apologize. I’m sorry. Here at Dunkin’s we strive-

MAY. Wow.

HUGH. Wow what?

MAY. Just wow. Your Whole freaking establishment has a men’s name. WELL DUNCIN! I HOPE YOU’RE PROUD OF YOURSELF YOU DEMEANING BASTARD!

HUGH. Ma’am please! Here just- take a free bagel!

MAY. [Practically foaming at the mouth] I knew a MAN named Bagel once!

HUGH. Oh my lord! Please woman! Just take your whatever-you-want-to-call-it!

MAY. Don’t you dare! Can you even imagine what it’s like to bleed-

HUGH. Oh no! Security!!!

MAY. Oh you only called security because I’m a woman. Fight me yourself! Come on! Fight me like a man!!!

[Security enters and drags her off screaming.]

MAY. FIGHT ME!!!

[Blackout.]
Coming Out European 
[Lights up on a typical American living room, MRS. HARMON sits on the 
couch, while MR. HARMON nervously paces around the room chewing his 
pipe. ALEX enters, dressed in very tight jeans, a fútbol shirt, and 
Dutch clogs.] 

MRS. H: Alex, there you are. 


MR. H: You said you wanted to talk to us, son? 


ALEX: Mom. Dad. I’m glad you’re here. There’s- uh, there’s something I 
want to tell you. 


MR. H: Yes, well, what is it? 


ALEX: It’s just that, this has been on my chest for a long time, and 
it’s really hard to tell you both, that………[breathes deeply] I’m 
European. 


MR. H [Gasping.]: What?! What do you mean, son? 


ALEX: You know what I mean! I’m European! I’ve bought a moped! I love 
gelato! Sometimes I drive on the wrong side of the road, but it feels 
like the right side! 


MRS. H: You can’t be serious, Alex. You know we don’t condone that 
sort of thing! 


ALEX: I don’t care, mom! And I don’t want you to call me Alex anymore. 
I want you to call me Pierre. Or maybe Franz. 


MR. H: Have you been drinking?! 


ALEX: Yes! But it’s okay, because I’m 16, and it was just watered down 
wine at dinner. [MRS. H bursts into tears] 

MR.H: I can’t believe I’m hearing this. Alright, go to your room! It’s 
11 o’clock—

ALEX. Twenty-three.

MR. H. Twenty-three, and way past your bedtime, so go to bed and we’ll talk 
about this nonsense tomorrow. 


ALEX: It may be your bedtime dad, but it’s my mealtime, and I’m going 
to have a nice waffle! 


MR. H: Oh no you won’t, not under this roof! 


ALEX: I’m telling you this now because, there’s someone I want you to 
meet. 


[ARABELLA enters] 


ALEX: Mom. Dad. This is Arabella, and we’re in love. 


ARABELLA: Ciao. 


MRS. H: No! It’s not right! 


MR. H: This is crazy talk son, and I can’t allow it, not while I’m 
head of this household. Get out! Get out of my house! 


ALEX: Fine, dad! I’ll be okay! 


MR.H: Really!? How will you live?! Who’s going to take care of you!? 


ALEX: I can ask my government for a loan Dad, and they’ll probably be 
okay with that! Come on, Arabella, let’s go watch an all right 
gameshow. 


[They start to exit.] 


MR. H: [Calls after him] YOU’LL BE BACK IN A WEEK, PIERRE! 


MRS. H: [Shocked] Henry! 


MR. H: I’m sorry, he’s gotten into my head! 


MRS. H: Alex, wait! [They turn around] This is just a lifestyle 
choice! You could choose not to do this! 


ALEX: You always told me to follow my own path, and to be my own man. 
Even if I’m doing that in a decidedly more efficient car, is it any 
less beautiful? [Pause] 


MRS. H: Of course not, honey. We’re sorry, and we love you no matter who 
you decide to…[winces] “shag.” [MR. H nods] 


[They all hug] 


MR. H: And Arabella, you are free to stay here with Alex—excuse me, Pierre—as long as 
you like. 


ALEX: Actually, I was thinking we would get our own place. I’m really 
into the whole expansionist nationalism thing. 


MRS. and MR. H: [the two freeze, shocked, with fake smiles] Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh. 


[Blackout.]
