
By Brian D. Taylor

© Copyright 2014, Pioneer Drama Service, Inc. 

Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that a royalty must be paid for every 
performance, whether or not admission is charged. All inquiries regarding rights should 
be addressed to Pioneer Drama Service, Inc., PO Box 4267, Englewood, CO  80155.

All rights to this play—including but not limited to amateur, professional, radio broadcast, 
television, motion picture, public reading and translation into foreign languages—are 
controlled by Pioneer Drama Service, Inc., without whose permission no performance, 
reading or presentation of any kind in whole or in part may be given.

These rights are fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America 
and of all countries covered by the Universal Copyright Convention or with which the 
United States has reciprocal copyright relations, including Canada, Mexico, Australia 
and all nations of the United Kingdom.

ONE SCRIPT PER CAST MEMBER MUST BE PURCHASED FOR PRODUCTION RIGHTS.

COPYING OR DISTRIBUTING ALL OR ANY PART OF THIS BOOK 
IN ANY MANNER IS STRICTLY FORBIDDEN BY LAW.

On all programs, printing and advertising, the following information must appear:

1. The full name of the play
2. The full name of the playwright
3. The following notice:  “Produced by special arrangement with   

Pioneer Drama Service, Inc., Englewood, Colorado”

   
            
           

            
        

            
     

           
  

         
            

  
        
 

           
           
  
    

For preview only



PHOTOCOPYING THIS  SCRIPT  BREAKS FEDERAL COPYRIGHT LAWS

ii

VILLAIN SCHOOL
By BRIAN D. TAYLOR

CAST OF CHARACTERS
# of lines

Evil Geniuses/The Order of Marvels
FRANK STEIN ............................new guy in school 200
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a toothpick
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Witches/The Order of Enchantment
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hungry
WEREWOLF ...............................smartest of the monsters 53
MUMMY ...................................uptight monster 17
Misfits
QUASIMODO .............................hunchbacked misfit who 56 

doesn’t want to be at this school
GARBAGE .................................Mal’s clone gone wrong 59
SANDRA ...................................just a normal kid 73
Adults
HEADMISTRESS ........................commands respect 22
PROFESSOR SNIDE ...................head of the Order of Marvels 48
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SETTING
Time:  Modern day.
Place:  Villains Institute for Learning Evil (a.k.a. V.I.L.E. or Villain 

School)

SYNOPSIS OF SCENES
ACT ONE

Scene One:  The dining hall, lunchtime.
Scene Two:  The Genius girls’ bedroom, that night.
Scene Three:  Campus grounds, the next day.
Scene Four:  Campus grounds, late.
Scene Five:  Campus grounds.
Scene Six:  Dining hall.
Scene Seven:  Campus grounds, Friday evening.
Scene Eight:  Headmistress’s office.
Scene Nine:  Campus grounds.

ACT TWO
Scene One:  Campus grounds, late.
Scene Two:  Campus grounds, the next day.
Scene Three:  Campus grounds.
Scene Four:  Frank’s room, later that night.
Scene Five:  Campus grounds, the next day.

SET DESCRIPTION

A generic, gothic castle wall provides the backdrop. It should work as 
both an exterior and interior backdrop, so windows may be a part of it, 
but nothing that would be specifically interior or exterior detail.

The dining hall scenes are created by adding tables and benches. 
The Genius table is DOWN RIGHT, the Convict table is UP RIGHT, the 
Witch table is UP CENTER, the Monster table UP LEFT, and the Misfit 
table is DOWN LEFT. From RIGHT to LEFT, the tables are positioned 
in order of each group’s rank within the school. Geniuses are the 
school’s best and the Misfits are the scraps. Thus, by also being 
placed DOWNSTAGE of the other tables, the Geniuses and Misfits are 
also the most separated from all other groups.

All scenes taking place on the campus grounds are simply played in 
front of the backdrop, but additional exterior details like a tree or park 
bench may help to suggest that these scenes are taking place at an 
outside common area.
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The scenes in the Genius girls’ bedroom, as well as the one in Frank’s 
room, are suggested with the addition of simple bedroom furniture. At 
minimum, a desk and a bed are needed for the Genius girls’ room and 
a bed is needed for Frank’s room.

The headmistress’s office requires a desk, a few chairs and a large, 
free-standing mirror frame.
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VILLAIN SCHOOL

ACT ONE
Scene One

LIGHTS UP on the dining hall at the Villains Institute for Learning 
Evil (V.I.L.E.). Students fill the room, each in their own groups:  the 
MONSTERS, the WITCHES, the CONVICTS, the GENIUSES and the 
MISFITS. Each group eats at their own table. (NOTE:  As this opening 
sequence relies on all groups being onstage at once with focus 
shifting from group to group, be sure to keep all other group action to a 
minimum so as not to detract. See PRODUCTION NOTES.) WEREWOLF 
and SASQUATCH ENTER DOWN RIGHT with food trays and cross UP 
LEFT toward the Monster table.
WEREWOLF:  (Howls.) Ah-ooo!
SASQUATCH:  (At the same time, loudly chants.) Lunch time! Lunch 

time! Lunch time! Lunch time! (Shouts.) Ahhh! Lunch time!
WEREWOLF:  (Howls.) Ah-ooo! (They stop. EVERYONE is looking at them. 

Beat. EVERYONE goes back to what they were doing.) So what you 
got?

SASQUATCH:  Pizza again.
WEREWOLF:  Ugh!
SASQUATCH:  Yeah. These lunches not good. You?
WEREWOLF:  (Shows his plate.) Corn dog.
SASQUATCH:  Whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa! You telling me you 

have corn dog?
WEREWOLF:  Yeah.
SASQUATCH:  And corn dogs filled with meat, aren’t they?
WEREWOLF:  Yeah.
SASQUATCH:  So you telling me there is meat today?
WEREWOLF:  Eh, not much, but… yeah.
SASQUATCH:  Oooh! Gimme, gimme gimme! (Runs OFF RIGHT to go 

back for corn dogs. WEREWOLF sits with other MONSTERS at UP 
LEFT table. SOUND EFFECT:  EXPLOSION. EVERYONE stops and 
looks at the Witch table. WITCHES cackle and continue to stir their 
cauldron with an oar. EVERYONE continues what they were doing. 
Focus shifts to the Convict table, where SHARKEY continues the 
story he was telling before the interruption.)

SHARKEY:  So our game’s over, we totally school the guy, and so I 
says to him, “Time to pay up.” What’s he do, but shows me empty 
pockets!

DAVY BACKSTABBER:  (Disappointed.) Arrr!
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PICK:  (Excited.) So what’d you do? Did you rough him up a little?
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  Make him walk the plank?
SHARKEY:  Nah! Didn’t have to.
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  (Disappointed.) Arrr!
SHARKEY:  Just listen to the story, will ya? My buddy and I, we take him 

out back, talk a little tough talk. It was just like what we learned in 
Intimidation class the other day.

PICK:  And it worked?
SHARKEY:  ‘Course it worked! What you think they’re teaching us here?
PICK:  Nothing. I always thought Intimidation class was a bunch of 

baloney. All talk and no action!
SHARKEY:  Nah! That’s real stuff there! It works! So we’s a-tough 

talking the guy and before you knows it we got our loot.
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  There’s my boy! It’s all about the booty! So 

what’d you get? A chest of gold doubloons?
SHARKEY:  Nah! Coupla Benjamins!
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  (Disappointed.) Arrr!
PICK:  Hey, loot’s loot, whether it’s gold or Benjamins. Nice going!
HEADMISTRESS:  (ENTERS LEFT. The room goes quiet and all eyes are 

on her. Tips her head slightly, as close to a greeting here as it gets.) 
Students.

STUDENTS:  (Loyal, respectful, fearful and in perfect unified obedience.) 
Yes, Headmistress.

HEADMISTRESS:  I have come—
SASQUATCH:  (ENTERS RIGHT with his food tray and munches on a 

corn dog happily.) Nom! Nom! Nom!
HEADMISTRESS:  (Clears her throat.) Ahem! (SASQUATCH looks around 

and notices he has interrupted the headmistress. Embarrassed, he 
shuffles to the Monster table. She resumes speaking.) Students, 
I have come to remind you that your time is almost up. (Fearful 
whispers among STUDENTS. HEADMISTRESS clears her throat.) 
Ahem. The school science fair will be held in just a matter of weeks. 
You may present an individual project or a group project. Awards 
will be presented for both. As you well know, the science fair is the 
premier talent showcase here at the Villains Institute for Learning 
Evil, so I’m pleased to see that most of you have made an early 
start on things. (GENIUSES high-five. There’s another EXPLOSION 
at the Witch table. Then, focus shifts back to HEADMISTRESS.) 
Still, I am well aware that some of you have not yet begun. (Looks 
out of the corner of her eye at MONSTERS, who howl and laugh. 
HEADMISTRESS eyes them carefully.) Nevertheless, participation 
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is mandatory (MONSTERS groan.), so if you wish to remain in this 
school, it is not to be taken lightly… (Looks at the Convict table.) 
…and due to the nature of this project, any cheating, however 
admirable, will be frowned upon. (CONVICTS groan.) Each of your 
parents sent you to this specialized school for a reason—to 
learn the ways of evil and deception and trickery so that you may 
someday rule the world. Scientific and technological pursuits are 
highly regarded in our society of villains. We expect nothing less 
than greatness out of each and every one of you and, of course, 
we expect each and every project to uphold the school virtues of 
selfishness, greed and power. Also, any science projects found to 
benefit society at large in any way, shape or form will be grounds 
for immediate expulsion. Do not disappoint us.

STUDENTS:  (Obedient and in unison.) Yes, Headmistress.
HEADMISTRESS:  Very well. As you were. (EXITS LEFT. STUDENTS 

return to their conversations. PROFESSOR BLACK ENTERS DOWN 
RIGHT with a food tray, followed by FRANK. [NOTE:  From this point, 
focus follows FRANK. All other groups should remain low key as they 
maintain their stage business.])

PROFESSOR BLACK:  (Bothered.) Here is the feeding area. You’ll be 
fed and watered here. Three times a day. Blah, blah, blah. Enjoy. 
(Hands the tray to FRANK.)

FRANK:  Fed and watered?
PROFESSOR BLACK:  You got a problem with that?
FRANK:  Yeah. I do. I’m no animal!
PROFESSOR BLACK:  What do you expect from me, kid?
FRANK:  A little bit of respect.
PROFESSOR BLACK:  (Laughs.) Where do you think you are, kid?
FRANK:  The most esteemed school of evil and wrongdoing, where 

only the worst of the worst are admitted.
PROFESSOR BLACK:  That’s right. You’re at V.I.L.E. now. Each and 

every one of us is the bad guy, kid. Remember that. (EXITS LEFT.)
FRANK:  (Shrugs and carries his food tray over to the Monster table UP 

LEFT. As he approaches, he trips. MONSTERS laugh. FRANK looks 
around.) Hey! What’s the big deal? Who did that?

WEREWOLF:  (Howls.) Ah-ooo!
SASQUATCH:  Yeah. Good one! (MONSTERS high-five the air above the 

seat nearest FRANK.)
FRANK:  So it was one of you. Which one of you tripped me? (MONSTERS 

stand and surround FRANK.)
WEREWOLF:  Wasn’t me.
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MUMMY:  (Muffled, from her wraps.) Mmmm-hmmm-hmmm-hmmm!
SASQUATCH:  Me neither. Was him. (Points to the air on the other side 

of FRANK.)
FRANK:  (Looks over.) So it was nobody. Very funny.
WEREWOLF:  Oh, it was somebody. (FRANK is “pushed” from that side, 

seemingly by no one.)
FRANK:  Hey! Cut it out! Who did that?!
SASQUATCH:  No-lookey, no-likey.
MUMMY:  Mmm-hmm-hmm-hmm-hmm-hmm! (FRANK appears confused.)
WEREWOLF:  She said, “You messed with the wrong guy.”
FRANK:  But no one’s… (He’s “pushed” again.) What the— ?!
WEREWOLF:  (Laughs.) It’s the Invisible Man, kid. He’s standing right 

there! You got on his bad side, and that’s not good.
SASQUATCH:  Yeah. That’s right! You cross into Monster territory, and 

he not happy about it.
FRANK:  Invisible Man? (Reaches out and touches the air in front of 

him trying to find the Invisible Man.)
SASQUATCH:  (Laughs.) He as dumb as we is!
WEREWOLF:  You never been to school or something? There’s rules 

you gotta follow. This is our territory. Monster territory. You don’t 
belong here. Got it?

MUMMY:  (Intimidating.) Mmm-hmm?!
FRANK:  Got it. (Hesitates, then moves along. Focus shifts to the Witch 

table UP CENTER as FRANK crosses to them. HETTY sprinkles 
something in the pot. SOUND EFFECT:  EXPLOSION. WITCHES cackle. 
FRANK cautiously skips the WITCHES and moves on to the Convict 
table UP RIGHT.) Hi!

SHARKEY:  Check it out! It’s the noob!
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  Arrr!
SHARKEY:  (Shuffles a deck of cards.) Come on over here and play a 

hand or two. We’ll deal you in. (FRANK sits. As each of the CONVICTS 
talks, the OTHERS steal food from FRANK’S tray, unnoticed.)

PICK:  Seven card stud.
SHARKEY:  One-eyed jacks are wild.
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  That’s me favorite!
SHARKEY:  Twenty bucks for a rack.
FRANK:  Oh, no. Sorry, I don’t gamble.
SHARKEY:  What’s a-matter, eh?
PICK:  Yeah. If you don’t gamble, what are you doing at our table, then?
FRANK:  Just trying to make some—
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PICK:  No! Don’t say it. Don’t say the ‘F’ word.
FRANK:  Friends?
PICK:  Shhh! I told you not to say it, didn’t I?!
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  There ain’t no making friends here in this 

school. Not allowed.
PICK:  It’s against the rules.
FRANK:  And gambling isn’t?
SHARKEY:  (Laughs.) This guy really is a noob!
FRANK:  (Toughens up.) I mean, of course. Who wants to make friends? 

But, uh, then again, who cares about rules, eh? (CONVICTS nod 
and laugh.) So, uh, any other rules I should know about here?

SHARKEY:  Sure. Every place has rules to follow. ‘Course, we don’t 
follow most of ‘em. (CONVICTS laugh.)

DAVY BACKSTABBER:  Most important rule you gotta remember is 
there ain’t no good-doin’. That’ll get you walkin’ the plank in no 
time.

PICK:  Rule number two. Remember who’s higher up on the food chain. 
You don’t wanna cross those in power.

FRANK:  You mean the teachers, right? (CONVICTS laugh.)
SHARKEY:  (Mocks.) You mean the teachers? (CONVICTS laugh.)
PICK:  Not just the teachers. It’s everyone, kid! The teachers are just 

as rotten as we are.
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  And rule number three, watch your back. They 

don’t call me Davy Backstabber for nothin’.
PICK:  Yeah. Rule number three is don’t trust anyone.
SHARKEY:  And no makin’ friends. It’s every man for himself here.
FRANK:  So if making friends is against the rules, why is everyone 

separated into their own groups?
PICK:  (Corrects FRANK.) Not groups. Orders. It’s their field of study.
SHARKEY:  And they’re not friends. They sits with their Order, like us. 

Common goals. Common skills. But they’re not friends.
PICK:  Every last one of ’em would turn on the other if the need arose.
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  (Leans in close and glares at FRANK with his 

good eye.) They’re all keepin’ a close eye on one another more 
than anything else.

SHARKEY:  (Points out each group.) You got the monsters over there, 
the witches over there, then the geniuses and the misfits.

FRANK:  Who are they?
PICK:  Nothing but nobodies who don’t fit in with any Order, don’t fit in 

with anyone else, and don’t deserve to be at this school.
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FRANK:  No. (Points.) I meant them, the geniuses.
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  Bunch a land-lubbin’ smarty-pantses there.
PICK:  They’re the smart kids takin’ an advanced track of studies. 

They’re in the Order of Marvels, but they call themselves the evil 
geniuses. Just a bunch of weaklings and nerds, if you ask me.

SHARKEY:  Then ya got us. We’re the convicts.
PICK:  (Proudly.) The Order of Anarchy.
SHARKEY:  Each Order has their own way, their own style of doing evil. 

But you oughta know that by now. Haven’t they made ya choose a 
field of study yet?

PICK:  Yeah. What Order do you like—Mayhem, Enchantment, Anarchy 
or Marvels?

FRANK:  I haven’t decided. I’ve got ’til tomorrow.
PICK:  Wow! That’s generous. All of us had to register up front.
FRANK:  My parents kinda made a donation.
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  So that explains it!
SHARKEY:  Yeah. So you’re well-off, are you?
PICK:  You better hang with us, then. Join our Order of Anarchy. (FRANK 

looks over at GENIUSES.)
SHARKEY:  Come on. Join us.
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  Yeah. What’re you afraid of?
FRANK:  Well, you’re the convicts, which means you… (FRANK finally 

notices his tray, which is now completely empty.) …aha. You’re a 
bunch of thieves! (CONVICTS laugh. FRANK stands and acts tough.) 
I’ll remember this! (CONVICTS laugh. FRANK EXITS RIGHT with his 
empty tray.)

PROFESSOR SNIDE:  (ENTERS LEFT and crosses RIGHT, ringing a hand 
bell.) Ten minutes! Classes resume in ten minutes. Finish up your 
meals and prepare to meet your doom. (As she approaches the 
Genius table, GENIUSES stand and move DOWN RIGHT to meet her.)

HEIDI:  Professor, which do you think will be the best way to win the 
science fair, chemistry or invention?

PROFESSOR SNIDE:  Invention.
BEATRIX:  That’s what I told her.
HEIDI:  But, Professor, I have an idea that could be a real winner, but it 

involves a little chemistry.
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  You’re a genius, Heidi. Leave the chemistry 

experiments to the witches. (Another EXPLOSION from the Witch 
table. WITCHES cackle.)

BEATRIX:  That’s what I said!
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PROFESSOR SNIDE:  Can it, Bea. Flattery will get you nowhere.
BEATRIX:  Well, you can count on me, Professor. I’m doing an invention 

for the science fair.
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  I said, “Can it!” (BEATRIX pouts.) No, Heidi. 

No chemistry. Invention is the way to go. All of the famous evil 
geniuses have used powerful machines to achieve their glory. 
Plus, you’ve seen how much luck your friend Mal here is having 
with her little chemistry experiment.

MAL:  Hey!
GARBAGE:  (Gets up from her place at the Misfit table and quickly 

crosses to them, excited.) Are you guys talking about me?
MAL:  No. Go away, you creep!
GARBAGE:  Hey, sis!
MAL:  I’m not your sister.
GARBAGE:  Sure, you are. I am your clone, after all.
BEATRIX:  She’s right. You cloned her. You share the same DNA.
MAL:  Ew! Not even close.
GARBAGE:  See? We’re sisters!
MAL:  Get away from me.
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  (To GARBAGE.) I’d do as she says.
GARBAGE:  Yes, Professor. (To MAL.) See you later, sis! (Returns to the 

Misfit table.)
MAL:  Ugh!
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  (To HEIDI.) See what I mean?
MAL:  Professor, just because I messed up the cloning formula the 

first time around doesn’t mean it’s a bad idea.
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  (Vile.) That clone is making you look like an idiot. 

Stop with the cloning and chemistry and start building a death ray 
or something.

HEIDI/MAL/BEATRIX:  Yes, Professor.
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  Now, listen to me. One of you is going to win the 

science fair. You must. And if you don’t, I’ll see to it that you’re out 
of this school faster than you can say Salazar Slytherin! Now, go 
build me a death ray! (EXITS RIGHT. FRANK ENTERS RIGHT with a 
full tray. He sees the empty Genius table and sits. [Focus remains 
on GENIUSES.])

BEATRIX:  Geez! That was a little intense.
HEIDI:  Give her a break. She’s got a lot riding on this science fair.
MAL:  She’s head of our Order, so she keeps her seat at the top of the 

food chain if one of us wins.
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HEIDI:  Plus, she’s made her annual bet with Professor Black that we’ll 
beat the convicts again.

MAL:  Twelve years in a row!
BEATRIX:  You’d think he’d stop taking that bet.
MAL:  Well, you know they’re a bunch of cheaters. They always cheat! 

He’s betting they’ll be able to pull something off this year without 
getting caught. (They turn to sit at their table and see FRANK for 
the first time.)

HEIDI:  Just what do you think you’re doing?
FRANK:  (Looks up, innocent.) Eating.
HEIDI:  This is our table.
MAL:  Yeah. So scram!
FRANK:  I didn’t see you sitting here.
HEIDI:  Everyone knows this is our table.
FRANK:  Looks like my table to me.
HEIDI:  I said move it!
FRANK:  And I said… “No.”
HEIDI:  (Grits her teeth.) You don’t want to get on my bad side.
FRANK:  Oh. Your bad side? So you have a good side? (HEIDI’S eyes 

light up fiercely.)
HEIDI:  No!
MAL:  You heard her. You don’t want to mess with her, man.
FRANK:  How do I get on your good side? (HEIDI steams.)
BEATRIX:  Whoa!
MAL:  You better watch it.
BEATRIX:  Yeah. You’re playing with fire, dude.
FRANK:  (To HEIDI.) And just who are you that I should be so afraid?
MAL:  Heidi Jekyll. She rules this school.
BEATRIX:  Rule number two. Remember who’s above you on the food 

chain.
FRANK:  Well, Heidi, I’m Frank. And I’m at the top of the food chain 

now, so you can move along. I’m going to eat.
MAL/BEATRIX:  Oooh!
HEIDI:  You just messed with the wrong girl! (Grabs FRANK by his 

collar.)
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  (ENTERS RIGHT and crosses to the Genius table.) 

What’s going on here?
BEATRIX:  The new guy just helped himself to our table.
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  Is that so?
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FRANK:  No one was sitting here, Professor.
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  You poor boy. Everyone knows this table is 

reserved for the students enrolled in the Order of Marvels.
FRANK:  This is my first—
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  Have you chosen your field of study yet, Frank?
FRANK:  No, Professor, but I have until tomo—
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  Then, move it. (GENIUSES smile.)
FRANK:  (Shocked, but grabs his tray and stands.) Yes, Professor. 

(Crosses to the side of the table as GENIUSES look at him smugly.)
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  (Aside, to HEIDI.) And consider yourself warned, 

young lady. You had better be careful who you cross.
HEIDI:  But, Professor—
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  (Aloud.) No buts. You heard me. (EXITS LEFT.)
MAL:  (To FRANK.) What are you still doing here?
BEATRIX:  You heard the professor. Move along!
FRANK:  What if I’ve made my decision? Maybe I’ve decided to join the 

Marvels. Maybe I’ll be a genius, like you.
HEIDI:  You still can’t sit here.
BEATRIX:  She’s right. You have to make it official with the headmistress.
HEIDI:  And even then, it’s not a guarantee we’ll let you sit with us.
MAL:  Yeah. So go sit with the misfits where you belong! (FRANK looks 

at them for a moment, but decides it’s not the time for a fight. Focus 
follows FRANK as he crosses to the Misfit table and sits.)

GARBAGE:  Hey! How’s it going?
QUASI:  Hey. Thanks for joining us!
SANDRA:  Aren’t you the new kid? (FRANK sighs.)
QUASI:  (Looks over at the Genius table.) Oh, yeah. Them. We know how 

that goes. But, hey, you can be in our gang. We’re the outcasts. 
The Misfits!

GARBAGE:  And we accept all parties.
QUASI:  I’m Quasi.
GARBAGE:  He’s got a hunchback.
FRANK:  (Looks at QUASI, who smiles nervously.) Yeah. I kinda noticed.
QUASI:  It’s okay. I’m used to it. I was born this way.
GARBAGE:  That’s why nobody likes him. Well, except for us.
QUASI:  (Shrugs.) That’s just the way it is. But I don’t mind it. I just rise 

above. I don’t want to fit in anyway. I don’t want to be evil. I prefer 
to be good.

FRANK:  Then why are you here?
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QUASI:  Got nowhere else to go.
GARBAGE:  He’s got no parents, and he’s homeless. Well, I mean, he 

secretly lives in the school’s bell tower.
FRANK:  How do you get away with that?
QUASI:  (Shrugs.) No one seems to care. Or they just don’t notice me. 

This here is Garbage.
GARBAGE:  I’m Mal’s sister. I think you met her over there.
FRANK:  Wait. Your name is Garbage?
GARBAGE:  Yeah. Isn’t it pretty? Mal gave it to me when she created 

me!
FRANK:  Wait. She’s your sister… but she created you? I’m confused. 

You look nothing alike.
SANDRA:  Right. Garbage is Mal’s clone-gone-wrong. They’re sisters, 

but they’re nothing alike.
QUASI:  And this is Sandra.
FRANK:  (To SANDRA.) So what’s your deal?
SANDRA:  Nothing.
QUASI:  Sandra’s about as normal as they come.
GARBAGE:  She’s just like one of those kids who go to regular public 

school. Perfectly normal in every way. That’s why she’s a misfit like 
us! At least at this school she is.

FRANK:  So let me guess... You’re not evil either?
SANDRA:  (Shrugs.) Meh. I don’t know. Could be. (SOUND EFFECT:  

DISMAL BELLS TOLLING. STUDENTS begin to leave.)
QUASI:  Ah! That’s the bell.
GARBAGE:  Uh-oh. Sorry to rush off, but I can’t be late to Torture class 

or something awful might happen. See you guys after school! 
(EXITS LEFT.)

QUASI:  Nice to meet you, Frank. (EXITS LEFT.)
SANDRA:  Yeah. What he said. (Smiles and EXITS LEFT. FRANK is now 

alone. He looks down at his still-full tray, picks at his food and sighs. 
LIGHTS FADE to BLACK.)

End of Scene One

ACT ONE
Scene Two

LIGHTS UP on the Genius girls’ bedroom. HEIDI works at her desk, 
which has a few vials and glass jars full of colored liquids. She takes 
careful notes in a notebook. BEATRIX and MAL sit on the bed nearby. 
BEATRIX sorts through a toolbox. MAL reads a book. GARBAGE sits on 
a plastic garbage bag on the floor.
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GARBAGE:  Hey, so, you know what I was thinking?
MAL:  We don’t care.
GARBAGE:  I was thinking that maybe I could have another garbage 

bag for my bed. Not the big kind like this one. Just a small one, 
like the ones they bag your groceries in at the store. Then, I could 
stuff it full of leaves and turn it into a pillow. I mean, if that’s all 
right with you, of course.

MAL:  Fine. Whatever.
GARBAGE:  (Jumps up and sits next to MAL on the bed.) Oh, thanks, 

sis! You’re the best!
MAL:  (Shouts.) Ew! No. Off the bed! Now! How many times do I have 

to tell you? No sitting on the bed!
GARBAGE:  Sorry. (Sits back on her garbage bag.)
MAL:  And I’m not your sister.
BEATRIX:  You are. (Looks through her toolbox.) Hey, has anyone seen 

my laser light? I need it for my project.
GARBAGE:  Ooh! I know! I know! It rolled under the bed. (Reaches 

under the bed and finds the laser light.) Here it is! (Hands it to 
BEATRIX and looks at her excitedly.)

BEATRIX:  (Weirded out.) Thanks. (GARBAGE continues to look at 
BEATRIX fondly and expectantly. BEATRIX isn’t sure what to do at 
first, then she rubs GARBAGE’S head like a dog. GARBAGE loves it.)

MAL:  Hey, let me see that. (Takes the laser light and shines it on the 
floor. GARBAGE’S eyes light up, and she chases after the light. MAL 
and BEATRIX laugh as GARBAGE runs around the room, until she 
bumps into HEIDI’S desk.)

HEIDI:  Would you three knock it off already? I’m trying to work here! 
(GARBAGE retreats to her garbage bag, hanging her head.)

BEATRIX:  Geez! Someone needs to relax.
MAL:  Yeah, we’re just having a little laugh.
HEIDI:  And stop treating Garbage like that. She’s your creation, not 

some animal. You should treat her with a little more respect.
MAL:  Respect? (To BEATRIX.) What’s gotten into her?
BEATRIX:  She’s still mad about You Know Who.
MAL:  Garbage? But she’s just a dumb clone.
BEATRIX:  No! Not Garbage. She’s all upset about the new boy. Frank.
MAL:  Oh, yeah. Him.
HEIDI:  I am not.
BEATRIX:  She’s been testy all afternoon.
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HEIDI:  (Snaps.) I have not. (Controls herself.) I mean… you’re wrong. 
Why would I let him upset me? You saw how quickly he backed 
down today. He won’t last long in this school.

GARBAGE:  I heard he talked to the headmistress this afternoon. He 
signed up for the Marvel track.

MAL/BEATRIX:  No!
GARBAGE:  Yep. And the headmistress approved it. He’s going to be 

a genius like you!
HEIDI:  No matter. Like I said, he won’t last long here. And I’ll make 

sure of it.
MAL:  Ooh! How are you going to make that happen?
HEIDI:  I have my ways. Now, enough of this. I have to focus on this 

project. (Pours a vial of liquid into one of the jars as the LIGHTS 
FADE to BLACK.)

End of Scene Two

ACT ONE
Scene Three

LIGHTS UP on the campus grounds the next day. FRANK walks with 
QUASI, SANDRA and GARBAGE. FRANK talks frantically and seems 
anxious.
FRANK:  So did you guys hear I’m a genius now?
QUASI:  Really? Good for you.
SANDRA:  So you’re one of them now? Well, it was nice knowing you.
FRANK:  Yeah. Same Order Heidi’s in. Now I can really show her who 

rules this school.
QUASI:  That might be a bad idea. She’s pretty well connected.
FRANK:  No. I can handle her. Besides, didn’t you hear she’s doing 

chemistry for her science fair project?
SANDRA:  No. We really don’t pay that much atten—
FRANK:  Yeah, well I’m doing an invention. That’ll show her.
QUASI:  Huh?
FRANK:  I mean… I’m going to beat her. Then she’ll see how tough I 

am.
SANDRA:  Dude. Are you okay?
FRANK:  Yeah, I’m fine.
SANDRA:  You don’t look fine to me.
GARBAGE:  Yeah. You’re all twitchy and stuff.
FRANK:  Oh, yeah, that. I just didn’t sleep at all last night.
GARBAGE:  Why not?
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FRANK:  (Clearly in love, but oblivious to it and trying to sound evil like 
he’s supposed to.) I couldn’t stop thinking about her. I mean, how 
I want to put her in her place, show her who’s boss, make her pay, 
you know?

QUASI:  Whoa, whoa, whoa. Take it easy there, killer.
SANDRA:  You can’t let her get into your head like that.
QUASI:  If just one of those girls can get you all riled up so easily, 

you’re not going to survive this school for very long.
SANDRA:  Yeah, man. You’re doomed.
FRANK:  No, no. I’m fine. I can handle her.
SANDRA:  Yeah, right. Look at you. You’re a mess.
QUASI:  Yeah. You should go see the witches. Maybe they can help 

you calm down.
SANDRA:  That’s not a bad idea.
QUASI:  They’re a bit weird, but they’re full of useful advice. Some 

say… (Mysterious.) …they can see the future.
SANDRA:  Oh, now, that’s a bunch of garbage. (To GARBAGE.) Sorry, 

Garbage. (To FRANK.) But at the very least, I’m sure they can give 
you something to help you sleep.

FRANK:  Yeah. Sure. Okay. (They EXIT as the LIGHTS FADE to BLACK.)
End of Scene Three

ACT ONE
Scene Four

LIGHTS UP on the campus grounds. It’s late and the WITCHES are 
brewing something spectacular in their cauldron.
HETTY:  (Stirs the cauldron with an oar. Chants.)

We’ve roasted and boasted!
They’ll say we’re bizarre!

NETTY:  (Chants.) We’ve minded and grinded
These beans from afar.

GRETTY:  (Chants.) We’ll hackle and cackle
’Til night becomes morn.

BETTY:  (Chants.) We’ll be stewin’ and brewin’
’Til the potion is born.

HETTY:  It’s just a bit quirky.
NETTY:  It’s certainly perky.
GRETTY:  It’s bitter and black.
BETTY:  It’ll put hair on your back.
HETTY:  (Stops stirring.) There.
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NETTY:  That ought to do it!
GRETTY:  Bottoms up, girls!
WITCHES:  (Take coffee mugs from their robes, dip them into the 

cauldron to fill them and take a drink. ALL savor it together.) Ahhh!
BETTY:  Now that’s good coffee!
GRETTY:  Mmmm…
NETTY:  One fine cuppa Joe!
HETTY:  Who needs Starbucks when you’ve got us around? (WITCHES 

cackle. FRANK ENTERS, just as anxious as before.)
NETTY:  Looky, looky, looky!
GRETTY:  We have a visitor.
HETTY:  Come on over here and let us have a look at you. (FRANK 

approaches them.) Ah, yes. The new boy. We had a feeling we 
might be seeing you sometime soon.

BETTY:  What brings you to our little gathering?
FRANK:  Well, I was hoping… I mean, I had heard… I have a problem 

that maybe you could help me with. Cast a spell maybe or give me 
some sort of potion.

HETTY:  Of course, of course.
GRETTY:  You’ve come to the right place.
NETTY:  We can help anyone.
BETTY:  With anything.
FRANK:  Great. That’s… that’s great! I just haven’t been feeling well 

lately.
HETTY:  Oh?
FRANK:  I mean I was hoping you could help me get some sleep at 

night.
GRETTY:  Sure we can.
FRANK:  (Impatient. Steps up to the cauldron.) Maybe some of this 

could help?
WITCHES:  (Pull him back.) No, no, no!
BETTY:  If it’s sleep you’re after, stay away from that!
NETTY:  What’s wrong with you, boy?
HETTY:  You’re sweating and panting and bouncing all over the place!
GRETTY:  And you say you haven’t been sleeping?
FRANK:  Well, no. I haven’t. I can’t sleep at all... (Grits his teeth.) 

...because I can’t stop thinking about this girl.
HETTY:  Ooh! A girl, is it?
GRETTY:  She’s gotten under your skin, has she?
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FRANK:  Yeah. My mind won’t stop racing and my heart won’t stop 
pounding, ‘cause I’m just so… (Pounds his fist.) …so…

NETTY:  In love with her?
FRANK:  What? In love? No! Ew! That’s disgusting! No! Of course, not!
HETTY:  Of course you are.
FRANK:  No, I assure you, I am not. That’s crazy talk.
GRETTY:  It’s the truth, mister.
BETTY:  It’s obvious you’re smitten with this kitten.
FRANK:  No, I am not. And she’s no kitten. (Shudders.) Ugh! She’s… 

she’s so…
BETTY:  Beautiful?
GRETTY:  Alluring?
HETTY:  Smart?
NETTY:  Aggravating?
FRANK:  Yes. That’s it. Aggravating! That’s exactly what she is!
NETTY:  Well, darling, love can feel that way sometimes.
FRANK:  I’m not in love.
NETTY:  Yes, you are.
FRANK:  No, I’m not.
NETTY:  Yes, you are. (Silence.)
HETTY:  But this isn’t good.
GRETTY:  No, it isn’t. Not good at all.
BETTY:  If the professors find out, you’ll be sent straight to the 

dungeons.
NETTY:  Love is not allowed in this school.
HETTY:  Maybe he should drop out.
GRETTY:  Yes. He’ll have to leave the school.
BETTY:  He’ll have to leave town.
NETTY:  He’ll have to leave the country!
FRANK:  No. I’m not leaving. That means she wins. I’m staying. I have 

to get even! I have to get revenge!
GRETTY:  No, no, no.
HETTY:  That’s nonsense!
BETTY:  Revenge won’t make you feel any better.
NETTY:  No. It’ll only make things worse. Maybe you should… talk to 

her?
HETTY:  Yeah! Ask her on a date.
GRETTY:  Maybe take a walk with her.
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BETTY:  Or go out for coffee!
WITCHES:  (Excited.) Oooh!
NETTY:  Yes, that’s just what you’ll do.
HETTY:  Heck, everyone breaks the rules here anyway.
GRETTY:  Yeah. Why not embrace love?
BETTY:  That’s what I would say!
FRANK:  Really? That’s your advice? Take her out for coffee?
GRETTY:  Get to know her.
HETTY:  Surprise her with gifts.
BETTY:  Little trinkets and whatnots.
NETTY:  And whisper sweet nothings in her ear.
FRANK:  Ew! You have got to be kidding me. Coffee? Love? Trinkets? 

Really? (WITCHES shrug.) I’m outta here. (EXITS.)
GRETTY:  What a sweet boy!
HETTY:  Yes. It’s so refreshing to meet someone with a heartbeat 

around here.
NETTY:  Let’s just hope that the professors don’t catch wind of this or 

he’s a goner.
BETTY:  You’ve got that right. Now, how about another cup? (WITCHES 

cackle and dip their mugs into the cauldron as the LIGHTS FADE to 
BLACK.)

End of Scene Four

ACT ONE
Scene Five

LIGHTS UP on the campus grounds. SANDRA and GARBAGE hold up a 
small cake for QUASI. QUASI wears a party hat and claps as they sing.
SANDRA/GARBAGE:  (Sing.) Happy birthday, dear Quasi. Happy 

birthday to you!
QUASI:  Gee, thanks, you guys! I’ve never had a birthday party before.
GARBAGE:  Me neither! I can’t wait until my first birthday! Just 11 

more months to go and then I’ll finally be one!
SANDRA:  (Stares at GARBAGE.) One? As in, one year?
GARBAGE:  Yes. One! Mal made me last month.
SANDRA:  (Shocked.) But you’re fully grown! (GARBAGE nods excitedly.) 

I’m afraid to even ask how that works. You’re so weird.
GARBAGE:  Thanks!
QUASI:  Well, what are we waiting for? Let’s have some cake! 

(MONSTERS ENTER. QUASI hides the cake behind his back.)
WEREWOLF:  What’s going on here?
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SANDRA:  Nothing.
SASQUATCH:  We smell something good.
MUMMY:  Mmm-hmm-hmm-hmm!
GARBAGE:  That’s the cake!
SANDRA/QUASI:  Shhh!
WEREWOLF:  Cake?
SASQUATCH:  Cake!
MUMMY:  Mmm?
WEREWOLF:  What cake? Where is it?
QUASI:  Nowhere. (Abruptly stumbles forward, as if he were pushed 

from behind.) Hey! Who did that? (Swirls around to see who pushed 
him, revealing the cake to the Monsters.)

SASQUATCH:  (Roars.) Cake!
WEREWOLF:  (Grabs it from QUASI.) Thanks. (Looks to the air behind 

QUASI.) And thank you, Invisible Man. I owe you one! (Laughs 
and does a complicated high-five with the Invisible Man—which of 
course means we just see him slapping the air. MONSTERS laugh 
and EXIT with the cake.)

QUASI:  Awww. I knew it was too good to be true.
GARBAGE:  Don’t worry. You probably wouldn’t have liked it anyway.
SANDRA:  Why’s that?
GARBAGE:  ’Cause I made it. I’ve never made a cake before. And I’m 

pretty sure I used too much mustard. (SANDRA and QUASI cringe.)
FRANK:  (ENTERS.) Hey, guys.
QUASI:  Hey, Frank.
SANDRA:  So did you get any sleep last night?
FRANK:  No.
QUASI:  The witches couldn’t help you?
FRANK:  No, they did. I mean, they figured out what was wrong with 

me, and they gave me some advice. I gave it some thought and I’m 
thinking maybe they’re right.

GARBAGE:  What’d they say?
FRANK:  They said I was in love. (MISFITS look at him, then burst into 

laughter.) No, come on, guys. It’s true. I mean, it makes perfect 
sense, doesn’t it?

SANDRA:  You? In love?
GARBAGE:  With her? (MISFITS laugh again.)
FRANK:  Come on, guys. It isn’t funny. It’s not like I can help it. This 

is serious.
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QUASI:  (Realizes Frank isn’t joking.) Frank is right. This is very serious. 
Love is strictly off limits here. He could get into a lot of trouble.

FRANK:  Maybe. But doesn’t everyone break the rules here anyway?
QUASI:  Not the big ones like that.
SANDRA:  So what are you going to do?
FRANK:  I’m going to ask her out for coffee. I hear the witches make 

an excellent brew. (MISFITS laugh again.) Come on, guys. Enough 
already. Are you going to help me or not?

QUASI:  Of course we will.
GARBAGE:  Sounds dangerous and exciting! I’m in! (They look at 

SANDRA.)
SANDRA:  Yeah. Sure. Why not?
FRANK:  Awesome! (They turn to go.) So, I’ve never done this before, 

so I need help with what I should say to her.
QUASI:  And so you came to us for advice?
SANDRA:  Yeah. It’s not like we’ve ever done this.
FRANK:  Seriously? I have no clue what I’m doing here. (Looks at 

GARBAGE.) What about you?
GARBAGE:  Don’t look at me. I’m only a month old! (FRANK sighs as 

he and the MISFITS EXIT. HEIDI, MAL and BEATRIX ENTER opposite.)
BEATRIX:  Are you sure this is a good idea, Heidi?
HEIDI:  Positive.
BEATRIX:  But how do you know the potion will work? You haven’t even 

done a trial run yet.
HEIDI:  I don’t need to. I’ve done all the necessary calculations. My 

formula is perfect.
MAL:  But what if it backfires? You saw what happened with Garbage.
HEIDI:  It won’t. Just consider this my trial run. (Pulls out a vial full of 

clear liquid.)
MAL:  So is it going to hurt?
HEIDI:  I don’t know. I will suffer some sort of change. That’s for 

certain. But I won’t know the extent of it until I’ve tried it.
BEATRIX:  But what if you turn into some sort of monster and can’t 

be fixed?
HEIDI:  It’s a chance I’ll have to take.
MAL:  Is it really worth it? Just to get revenge on some boy?
HEIDI:  (Looks at her.) Are you evil or aren’t you?
MAL:  I am. I just think this is a little extreme.
HEIDI:  It’s not. Think of this potion as a high-performance performance 

enhancer. Like a sports drink or a protein bar on steroids. I’m 
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already smart and powerful, but one sip of this will make me the 
most powerful, intelligent and unstoppable villain the world has 
ever seen. (Looks OFF.) Here he comes. It’s now or never, girls. 
(Drinks from the vial.)

BEATRIX:  Well?
MAL:  Is anything… different?
HEIDI:  (Takes a moment to check for any changes.) No. Not yet. But it 

could take a few minutes for it to kick in. You know, it has to get 
through the blood stream and all. (FRANK ENTERS.) Okay go. Now! 
(MAL and BEATRIX EXIT as FRANK approaches HEIDI.) What do you 
want?

FRANK:  (Stumbles.) Um, uh, hiya. (Cringes in embarrassment.) I 
mean… hello.

HEIDI:  I know what you meant.
FRANK:  I had something I wanted to ask you.
HEIDI:  I can’t imagine what that could be.
FRANK:  (Smiles nervously.) Um, no. You probably can’t. (Steps aside. 

To himself.) Come on, Frank. Just do it already!
HEIDI:  (Steps aside to check if the potion is working. To herself.) Come 

on! Work already!
FRANK:  (To HEIDI.) So I know how things work in this place. Certain 

rules. Certain expectations.
HEIDI:  Yeah. So? (Aside. To herself.) Come on, potion! Work!
FRANK:  And I know that you and I got off to sort of a rough start.
HEIDI:  Now there’s an understatement.
FRANK:  But I was thinking that maybe we could, you know, have a cup 

of coffee together sometime?
HEIDI:  (Coughs.) I’m sorry, what?
FRANK:  You know, like a date.
HEIDI:  Ew! No! Are you out of your mind?
FRANK:  Perhaps. But I thought if you could think it through logically, 

you know, then you’ll see that the rules don’t matter. We’re evil. 
We’re supposed to be breaking the rules.

HEIDI:  You think I’m worried about rules? You really are out of your 
mind. No. The answer is no. And not just no, but not in a million 
years no. (Coughs, convulses.)

FRANK:  All right. I had a feeling this was a bad idea. (HEIDI’S fit 
continues.) Gee. Relax, okay? I thought it was disgusting at first, 
too, but that’s overdoing it a bit, don’t you think? (HEIDI continues 
to cough and convulse.) Are you okay? Heidi? (HEIDI continues to 
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struggle and finally runs OFF.) Heidi, wait! (CONVICTS ENTER and 
prevent FRANK from following her.)

SHARKEY:  What’s going on here?
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  Looks like you’re up to no good.
PICK:  Yeah, what’d you do to her?
FRANK:  Nothing. We were just talking and—
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  You poisoned her, didn’t you?
FRANK:  No!
PICK:  What’d we tell you about crossing the wrong people?
SHARKEY:  The food chain? Remember?
FRANK:  Yeah.
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  Well, she’s a shark, and you’re nothing but a 

bucket of chum.
SHARKEY:  You don’t mess with Heidi.
PICK:  Or you’re messing with everyone.
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  The whole kit ’n’ caboodle is off kilter now, 

thanks to you!
FRANK:  No. It’s not like that. Look, she’d be fine if you’d just let me 

go and help her. (Starts for her.)
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  Oh, no you don’t!
PICK:  You don’t want to do that either.
SHARKEY:  Once you set the ball in motion, there’s no going back.
PICK:  What’s done is done.
SHARKEY:  Now, come with us before you ruin anything else. (CONVICTS 

lead FRANK OFF.)
MAL:  (ENTERS with BEATRIX.) Where’d she go?
BEATRIX:  I don’t know.
MAL:  I thought she was gonna… you know… (Pounds her fists.)
BEATRIX:  So did I. I guess the potion didn’t work.
HEIDI:  (ENTERS. Her fit is now done. She looks the same, but her 

demeanor is completely different. She’s now as sweet as a fairy tale 
princess.) Hello, ladies!

BEATRIX:  Hey! What happened back there?
MAL:  Yeah! You were supposed to… you know… (Pounds her fist.)
HEIDI:  What?
MAL:  Show him who’s boss.
BEATRIX:  Make him leave town.
HEIDI:  Oh. You mean the Stein boy? Frank? (Laughs.) Oh, heavens, no! 

I could never do that!
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MAL:  Um... Yeah, you could. You’re evil, remember? You do it all the 
time.

HEIDI:  But he’s such a sweet boy! (MAL and BEATRIX look at each 
other, stunned.)

BEATRIX:  Are you feeling okay?
HEIDI:  Never been better!
MAL:  ’Cause you’re acting really strange right now.
HEIDI:  Am I? I don’t feel strange. In fact, I feel wonderful. Like I’ve 

just woken up from a wonderful dream and I’m ready to face the 
day. Like life is full of rainbows and flowers and cupcakes and 
unicorns. Oh, what a wonderful day it is!

MAL/BEATRIX:  (Look at her, then at one another, stunned.) Uh-oh!
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  (ENTERS.) Heidi Jekyll! There you are.
MAL/BEATRIX:  (They shush at HEIDI, then step in front of PROFESSOR 

SNIDE.) Hi, Professor!
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  (Pushes them aside.) Out of my way.
HEIDI:  Oh, I’m so happy you’re here, Professor!
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  Oh, really? You’ve been avoiding me. I’ve been 

waiting for that update on your science fair project.
HEIDI:  Oh! I’d be happy to—
MAL:  (Steps in front of HEIDI.) Professor, maybe now isn’t such a good 

time. (HEIDI looks at MAL, confused.)
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  It’s now or never. I’ve waited long enough.
BEATRIX:  Professor, what she means to say is that, Heidi’s project is 

top secret.
MAL:  Yeah. Yeah. She’s keeping it under wraps so those convicts 

don’t find out about it. You know what a bunch of cheaters they 
are!

BEATRIX:  And she’d love to turn in her notes, but she… uh… she 
burned them.

PROFESSOR SNIDE:  Burned them?
MAL:  Yes. She didn’t want them falling into the wrong hands, if you 

know what I mean.
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  But I must have an update on her progress. I 

shouldn’t have to tell you again that this victory is very important.
BEATRIX:  We know. That’s why she’s keeping it top secret.
MAL:  Except from us. We know what she’s been up to.
BEATRIX:  Yeah. We can give you all the details.
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  But I want to hear it from her. Come on, Heidi. 

My office. Now!
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HEIDI:  Of course, Professor! I’d just love— (MAL and BEATRIX shush 
her.)

MAL:  She can’t.
BEATRIX:  No. She’s much too busy finishing it up.
MAL:  We must let her work. That’s why she’s entrusted us to tell you.
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  (Looks them over.) Fine. My office. Tell me 

everything you know. Now! (MAL, BEATRIX and PROFESSOR SNIDE 
EXIT. MISFITS ENTER.)

GARBAGE:  There she is!
SANDRA:  Hey, Heidi.
HEIDI:  Oh, hello there!
QUASI:  Now, we know you don’t like us.
SANDRA:  But just hear us out, okay?
HEIDI:  Don’t like you? Why wouldn’t I like you? You’re so sweet and 

honest and kind. (MISFITS look at one another, stunned.)
SANDRA:  Okay… We need to talk. It’s about Frank.
QUASI:  We heard you turned him down.
HEIDI:  Turned him down? For what?
SANDRA:  For a date.
GARBAGE:  He just wanted to talk to you.
QUASI:  Just a cup of coffee.
HEIDI:  With me?
GARBAGE:  Yeah, but you turned him down.
HEIDI:  I did? (MONSTERS ENTER.)
SASQUATCH:  There they are!
WEREWOLF:  (To MISFITS.) We’ve been looking for you.
HEIDI:  Oooh! It’s a puppy!
WEREWOLF:  Who me?
HEIDI:  Oh, yes, of course! Look at you! Why, you’re just adorable!
WEREWOLF:  I’m not a puppy. I’m a werewolf.
HEIDI:  No, you’re just a sweet wittle puppy. Yes, you are! Oh, yes you 

are! (SASQUATCH laughs.) Oh, and you have a friend. Your very own 
cute and cuddly teddy bear friend! (SASQUATCH growls.) Come here 
and give me a hug!

SANDRA:  Uh… I don’t think that’s such a good idea, Heidi.
QUASI:  Yeah. (To MONSTERS.) Did you guys want something?
MUMMY:  Mmmm-hmmm-hmm-hmm!
SASQUATCH:  Yeah. What she said.

               
  

  
    

             
   
             

   
              

          
            

            
              

  
             

              
          

       
    

    
             

             
       

            
            

        
        

             
            
     

           
           

               
        

    
         

       
              

For preview only



      

23

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

SANDRA:  And that would be…?
WEREWOLF:  More cake.
GARBAGE:  More cake? You mean you liked it? You really liked it?
SASQUATCH:  Where is it?
GARBAGE:  That’s all there is. You took all of it.
WEREWOLF:  Wrong answer.
MUMMY:  Mmmm-hmmm-hmm-hmm!
SASQUATCH:  Yeah. Me no likey either.
WEREWOLF:  (Steps toward them.) More cake.
MONSTERS:  (ALL join in and advance toward the MISFITS and HEIDI, 

becoming more and more aggressive.) More cake. More cake. 
More cake! More cake!

FRANK:  (ENTERS.) Heidi! Run! (Steps in front of MONSTERS ready to 
fight as HEIDI and MISFITS run to the far side of the stage, out of 
harm’s way.)

WEREWOLF:  (Laughs.) What do you think you’re doing?
SASQUATCH:  We squash you, then we eat cake.
MUMMY:  Mmmm-hmmm!
WEREWOLF:  (Looks off to the side.) Get him! (MONSTERS don’t move. 

FRANK waits for them to come at him and looks confused when 
they don’t, then appears to get knocked over by the Invisible Man. 
MONSTERS laugh.)

HEIDI:  Oh, no! Frank! (Starts for him, but the MISFITS pull her back.)
QUASI:  Look out, Frank! It’s the Invisible Man! (FRANK starts wrestling 

with the Invisible Man. The fight goes back and forth for a bit until 
FRANK gets the upper hand, holding his arms as if he has the 
Invisible Man in a headlock and gives him a noogie.)

FRANK:  Have you had enough? ’Cause there’s more where this came 
from! (FRANK lets the Invisible Man go and watches as he runs 
away.) Running away, then, are you? Well, I guess you’ve had 
enough. (Turns to MONSTERS, ready for a fight.) All right. Who’s 
next? (MONSTERS look at one another and run OFF.)

HEIDI:  (Rushes to FRANK.) My hero!
FRANK:  Oh, it was nothing. (MISFITS cross to him.)
QUASI:  Wow, Frank! That was really something.
SANDRA:  Yeah. No one has ever stood up to those bullies like that 

before.
FRANK:  It was nothing, believe me. All it took was a bit of brains.
GARBAGE:  What do you mean?
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FRANK:  I outsmarted them, that’s all. I had a feeling they’d let their 
invisible friend do the dirty work like they always do, but just a 
little while ago I saw Professor Murk talking to a tree over by the 
lake. Now, we all know Professor Murk is a little… (Spins his finger 
around an ear.) …you know, but I knew she must have been talking 
to someone, not the tree. It had to be the Invisible Man she was 
talking to. So I knew he wasn’t with them. I just hoped they didn’t 
know that and would chicken out once they thought they’d seen 
me beat their friend.

SANDRA:  You mean, the Invisible Man was never here? It was all an 
act?

FRANK:  Exactly. Now, who’s the shark and who’s a bucket of chum?
HEIDI:  Oh! Frank, you’re a genius!
FRANK:  You really think so?
HEIDI:  I do. (Grabs his arm.)
FRANK:  So… is coffee still off the table?
HEIDI:  Not at all. I’d love to have coffee with you.
FRANK:  Really?
HEIDI:  Really.
FRANK:  That’s great! You and me for coffee Friday after school. It’s 

a date.
HEIDI:  Okay. (She looks at FRANK with stars in her eyes as he EXITS 

and the LIGHTS FADE to BLACK.)
End of Scene Five

ACT ONE
Scene Six

LIGHTS UP on the dining hall. STUDENTS sit in their groups and eat. 
HEIDI, who appears to be back to normal, ENTERS with her tray and 
sits with the other GENIUSES.
MAL:  Hey, there.
HEIDI:  Hey.
BEATRIX:  You feeling okay?
HEIDI:  Yes. I’m fine. What’s it to you?
BEATRIX:  Yeah. She’s okay.
MAL:  You were acting really strange this morning.
HEIDI:  How so?
MAL:  Ummm… you were talking about rainbows and cupcakes.
HEIDI:  That’s impossible.
BEATRIX:  No. It’s true. We both heard it.
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MAL:  We thought something might have gone wrong with the potion.
HEIDI:  That’s not possible either. My calculations were perfect. I went 

over them several times.
MAL:  Well, we covered for you anyway. By the way, Professor Snide 

thinks you’re working on an electromagnetic pulse generator.
HEIDI:  Why’d you tell her that?
MAL:  We had to tell her something.
BEATRIX:  So then what happened with Frank?
HEIDI:  I told him to bug off!
MAL:  So is he out of here?
HEIDI:  Yeah. Good as gone.
FRANK:  (ENTERS with a food tray and approaches the GENIUSES.) 

How’s it going? (GENIUSES watch in disgust as he sits.)
HEIDI:  What do you think you’re doing?
FRANK:  (Confused.) Having lunch. With you. I thought that was the 

plan.
HEIDI:  I said nothing about lunch.
FRANK:  Right. I guess you didn’t.
HEIDI:  So move it.
FRANK:  But I can still sit here. I’m with the Order of Marvels now. I’m 

a genius like you.
MAL:  Hardly.
HEIDI:  You still can’t sit with us.
FRANK:  (Thinks he’s catching on.) Aha! I see. You’re playing hard to 

get now. Gotta keep up appearances, all that. I get it, I get it. No 
worries, hon. I’ll just see you for our coffee date this weekend. 
(Stands and crosses to the Misfit table.)

BEATRIX:  Coffee?
MAL:  Yeah. What’s that all about?
HEIDI:  I have no clue. (Secretly pulls a vial from her cloak and sips from 

it as the LIGHTS FADE to BLACK.)
End of Scene Six

ACT ONE
Scene Seven

LIGHTS UP on the campus grounds. It’s Friday evening, and FRANK 
walks with HEIDI. She’s back in princess mode.
FRANK:  I’m so glad you agreed to this date.
HEIDI:  Me too. I was hoping you’d ask me.
FRANK:  Really?
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HEIDI:  Of course! You’re so smart and clever. What you did to those 
monsters the other day was really something!

FRANK:  Yeah. Okay. It’s just that I’m kinda getting mixed signals from 
you.

HEIDI:  How so?
FRANK:  Well, you seem to like me one minute and hate me the next.
HEIDI:  No. Of course, I don’t hate you. I could never hate you.
FRANK:  Okay. Maybe I’m just imagining things. Boy, I gotta tell you, 

I’m not used to feeling like this.
HEIDI:  Like what?
FRANK:  Like my head won’t stop spinning. Like my stomach’s doing 

somersaults. I’ve never been in love before.
HEIDI:  You haven’t? I haven’t either. But it’s good, right?
FRANK:  Yeah. It’s… good. (WITCHES ENTER.)
HETTY:  There they are!
NETTY:  Oh, just look at the two lovebirds!
GRETTY:  They look so happy, don’t they?
BETTY:  Yeah. It’s kinda gross! (WITCHES cross to FRANK and HEIDI.)
GRETTY:  Surprise!
FRANK:  Oh, great. You’re here.
NETTY:  Hope we didn’t keep you waiting for very long.
HETTY:  We have something for you.
BETTY:  It’s our finest brew yet. (Gives a mug to FRANK and one to 

HEIDI.)
NETTY:  Beans from the deepest jungles of Brazil.
BETTY:  Roasted to perfection.
GRETTY:  Ground just right.
HETTY:  And served at the perfect temperature.
HEIDI:  Ooh! I just can’t wait to try it. (Sips.) Oh, yes! It’s delicious! Now, 

tell me if I’m wrong here, but do I detect just a hint of eye of newt? 
(WITCHES look at one another, suspicious.)

BETTY:  Yes.
GRETTY:  That’s my specialty.
HEIDI:  Oh, it’s just wonderful! I must say, I love your work! (WITCHES 

look at one another again, suspicious.)
NETTY:  Are you feeling okay, sweetie?
HEIDI:  Of course I am! Why does everyone keep asking me that?
HETTY:  Well, it’s just that you’ve always been so condescending and 

cruel.
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BETTY:  You’ve never appreciated us.
NETTY:  Yeah. Something’s up.
HEIDI:  I don’t know what it could be.
GRETTY:  Yes… that’s the question. What could it be?
NETTY:  What could it be?
BETTY:  Is she simply in love?
HETTY:  Or is it something worse?
FRANK:  What are you implying? She says she’s fine.
NETTY:  Oh, but she isn’t.
HEIDI:  Oh, but I am.
GRETTY:  No, no, no. Something is definitely different.
BETTY:  Yes. Look at her eyes. That’s not love.
HETTY:  No. It’s not. Are you thinking what I’m thinking?
NETTY:  Yep. She’s under a spell.
FRANK:  She said she’s fine. Thank you for the coffee, but I think it’s 

time you took off!
GRETTY:  Okay, okay. Suit yourself.
NETTY:  But we’re never wrong.
HETTY:  It doesn’t take a genius to see that your little girlfriend is not 

herself.
BETTY:  So beware, Frank. Beware! (WITCHES cackle and EXIT.)
FRANK:  Boy, they can be really strange sometimes, you know?
HEIDI:  I don’t think they’re strange at all. I think they’re lovely!
FRANK:  (Confused and shocked.) Really?
HEIDI:  Of course! (FRANK looks at HEIDI with a bit of concern as the 

LIGHTS FADE to BLACK.)
End of Scene Seven

ACT ONE
Scene Eight

LIGHTS UP on the headmistress’s office. A large, free-standing mirror 
frame stands to the side. (See PRODUCTION NOTES.) HEADMISTRESS 
and PROFESSORS SNIDE, BLACK and MURK are there.
PROFESSOR BLACK:  I’m telling you, her students are up to something 

good!
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  And I’m telling you, you’re a fool. Headmistress, 

surely you can see that this… this… pinhead is just trying to get 
my students expelled so his students will have an edge at the 
science fair.
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PROFESSOR BLACK:  Not even close. We’ll beat you fair and square.
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  Yeah, right. As if you and your crew are capable 

of fair and square.
PROFESSOR BLACK:  The fact of the matter is that your students are 

having a secret romance behind your back!
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  Where’s your proof?
PROFESSOR BLACK:  Right here. (Opens his arms to PROFESSOR 

MURK.)
PROFESSOR MURK:  It’s true, Professor Snide. Jeff saw everything.
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  Jeff? The Invisible Man? (To PROFESSOR BLACK.) 

That’s how you’re going to play this one?
PROFESSOR MURK:  He did. He witnessed them on a date last week. 

They were having coffee. Here’s his account, Headmistress. He 
wrote it all down. (Hands a piece of paper to HEADMISTRESS.)

HEADMISTRESS:  You’re sure this is from Jeff?
PROFESSOR MURK:  Yes, Headmistress.
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  How can you be sure? He’s invisible!
PROFESSOR MURK:  He’s my student. I know his tricks all too well. 

And I might add, and I’m sure you’ll agree, that a pen that just gets 
up and writes a note all by itself is evidence enough! I witnessed 
it myself. He wrote this before my very eyes.

HEADMISTRESS:  Very well. (Looks over the paper.) It is certainly 
convincing. Heidi has seemed rather distracted lately. And I think 
we’ve all noticed how her grades have been declining over the last 
few days. Professor Snide, have you been able to meet with Heidi 
yet about her project for the science fair?

PROFESSOR SNIDE:  (Defeated.) No, Headmistress.
HEADMISTRESS:  Then, it seems clear to me that Professor Black and 

Professor Murk may be on to something here. And you know we 
can’t have—

PROFESSOR SNIDE:  Yes, Headmistress, I know. We can’t have our 
students falling in love. It would be good. And that is very wrong.

PROFESSOR MURK:  It’s against the rules.
PROFESSOR BLACK:  The cardinal rule. The most important rule! If 

the students fall in love, the next thing you know they’ll become 
charitable and forgiving and respectful and… and… (Shudders.) 
…and kind! (PROFESSORS sigh heavily, each of them reminded of 
how serious this is.)

PROFESSOR MURK:  What would you suggest we do about this, 
Headmistress? Shall we send them to the dungeons?
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PROFESSOR BLACK:  No. I say we give them the boot! Expel them 
both and get them out of here before it’s too late!

HEADMISTRESS:  No. No. That will not do. Not at this point at least.
PROFESSOR BLACK:  But something must be done! We can’t let them 

get away with this.
HEADMISTRESS:  And they won’t. Something will be done. And as 

the head of their Order, Professor Snide shall be enforcing their 
punishment.

PROFESSOR BLACK:  No! That’s not fair!
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  Headmistress, if I may. I think it best if we begin 

by getting Miss Jekyll’s parents on the phone. Have a conference 
call?

HEADMISTRESS:  That’s very well. You’re her advisor, so you make the 
call. I’ll call Heidi in.

PROFESSOR SNIDE:  Yes, Headmistress. (HEADMISTRESS nods and 
EXITS. PROFESSOR SNIDE hisses at PROFESSOR BLACK, then 
crosses to the empty frame.)
Mirror mirror on the wall,
Would you promptly connect a call?
Marcella and Drake Jekyll you shall dial,
Connect them quickly to us at V.I.L.E. (She waits. SOUND EFFECT:  
PHONE DIALING. MARCELLA and DRAKE JEKYLL ENTER into the 
frame.)

MARCELLA:  Hello?
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  Good afternoon, Marcella. Drake.
DRAKE:  Oh, Professor Snide! A dreadful day to you!
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  And to you.
MARCELLA:  Is everything okay?
PROFESSOR BLACK:  Not even close!
DRAKE:  Oh, that’s good to hear!
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  (To PROFESSOR BLACK.) I’ll handle this! (TO 

JEKYLLS.) I’m sorry to have to contact you like this, but we have 
some troubling news, Mr. and Mrs. Jekyll. It’s about Heidi. She 
seems to be having a bit of trouble lately.

DRAKE:  Has she killed another student?
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  No, sir.
MARCELLA:  Has she set the facilities on fire?
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  No. I assure you it’s much worse than that. We 

have reason to suspect that she might be… in love with another 
student.
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DRAKE/MARCELLA:  (Shocked.) Oh no! This is terrible. (JEKYLLS hold 
one another in terror. HEADMISTRESS ENTERS, followed by HEIDI, 
who sullenly approaches the frame.)

HEIDI:  Hi, Mom. Hi, Dad.
MARCELLA:  Heidi, how could you?
DRAKE:  You’re in deep trouble, young lady.
HEIDI:  Mom, Dad, listen.
DRAKE:  No. You’ll fix this, Heidi. You hear me? You’ll fix it at once.
HEIDI:  Dad, it’s not what you think. It was just an experiment and 

things got out of hand.
MARCELLA:  Heidi! You have no time to be experimenting with… (Finds 

it difficult to say the word.) …with love!
HEIDI:  But I wasn’t, Mother. I was just trying to—
DRAKE:  Heidi Jekyll, you know I’ll come down there and—
MARCELLA:  Drake, no. She’s just confused. She has to be. Go easy 

on her.
DRAKE:  (Serious.) Fine. But that boy, whoever he is, you’ll ignore him 

and forget him. Do you hear me? You have too much going for you 
to be throwing it all away like this. Do you hear me?

HEIDI:  Yes, Father. (LIGHTS FADE to BLACK.)
End of Scene Eight

ACT ONE
Scene Nine

LIGHTS UP on the campus grounds. HEIDI looks at her reflection in 
a hand mirror. She is clearly in a grumpy mood and frustrated with 
herself. MAL and BEATRIX ENTER.
MAL:  Hey.
HEIDI:  Hey.
BEATRIX:  We heard what happened with the headmistress.
MAL:  It’s for the best, you know.
BEATRIX:  Yeah. You really need to break it off with him. It’s… weird, 

you know?
HEIDI:  Yeah, weird. It’s nothing, okay? I’ll take care of it.
MAL:  You okay?
HEIDI:  Yeah.
MAL:  Really? You don’t look it.
HEIDI:  (Looks at her reflection again. Her demeanor changes to princess 

mode and she fusses with her hair, trying to make it pretty. MAL and 
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BETRIX watch her until she has it the way she wants it.) Hey, can I 
ask you something?

BEATRIX:  Sure.
HEIDI:  Am I… pretty?
MAL:  Okay. That’s enough. Give me the mirror before you hurt yourself. 

(Takes the mirror away.)
BEATRIX:  Heidi, Mal has a hypothesis. I think she may be onto 

something.
HEIDI:  What’s that?
MAL:  I think maybe your potion is beginning to show its long-term side 

effects.
BEATRIX:  You haven’t been yourself since you started taking it.
MAL:  And you’ve still been acting weird, even though you stopped 

taking it. It’s like you’re shifting back and forth, between bad and 
good all the time, but I think… well, I think it’s causing you to 
become permanently… good.

HEIDI:  (In normal mode.) You’re way off. Not a chance. The potion 
may have backfired, but I’m taking care of it. In fact, I plan to 
end my… (Searches for the right word.) …acquaintance with Frank 
immediately. (FRANK ENTERS. HEIDI notices and perks up.)

MAL:  Speaking of Frank!
BEATRIX:  Now’s your chance.
HEIDI:  Right. Excuse me, I’ll be right back. (Crosses to FRANK, who 

also crosses to her. HEIDI touches up her hair a bit as she crosses.)
FRANK:  Heidi, I was looking for you.
HEIDI:  Were you? (Looks back at her friends, then regains her strength.)
FRANK:  Yeah. Look. I’ve been thinking about what the witches said. 

You’ve really been acting strange the last few weeks.
HEIDI:  Strange? You think I’ve been acting strange?
FRANK:  Well, yeah. You’ve been… different. I mean, the first time I 

met you, you were so… strong and unafraid and certain of yourself. 
But now, you’re kind of… not.

HEIDI:  (Shocked, then strong again.) Yeah. Well, what’s it to you?
FRANK:  I think it’s best that we don’t hang out anymore.
HEIDI:  Good. I was coming to tell you the same. I have ambitions and 

dreams, and you’re getting in the way of them.
FRANK:  Yeah. Same here.
HEIDI:  And my parents are not happy about it!
FRANK:  You told your parents? About us?
HEIDI:  No! Of course I didn’t. The professors did, and I’m in big trouble.
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FRANK:  You mean… they knew?
HEIDI:  Yeah. So if you know what’s best, you’ll stay away from me.
FRANK:  Okay. I guess that’s what we’ll have to do.
HEIDI:  Fine.
FRANK:  Fine.
HEIDI:  (Shouts.) Fine!
FRANK:  So we’re good, then?
HEIDI:  Yeah. Whatever. (Crosses to MAL and BEATRIX, who give her 

high-fives. HEIDI looks back at FRANK as they EXIT. FRANK watches, 
confused. LIGHTS FADE to BLACK.)

End of ACT ONE

ACT TWO
Scene One

LIGHTS UP on the campus grounds. It’s late and the WITCHES are 
brewing. FRANK ENTERS.
HETTY:  Ah, well. Look who we have here.
NETTY:  We thought you’d be back.
GRETTY:  What can we do for you tonight?
FRANK:  Heidi broke up with me.
BETTY:  Ah, interesting. Very interesting.
HETTY:  But isn’t that what you wanted to happen?
GRETTY:  We had a feeling you’d have a change of heart.
FRANK:  Well, yeah. I did, but now I’m not so sure.
NETTY:  Oh, you poor boy.
HETTY:  It’s true love, that is.
FRANK:  But you were right. Heidi’s been acting so strange at times, 

nothing like the smart and tough girl I met on my first day here. 
She’s not the same. It’s really like she’s under some sort of spell.

GRETTY:  Not a spell. A potion.
BETTY:  She was. But she’s not anymore.
FRANK:  She isn’t?
NETTY:  No. She stopped taking it after your date.
HETTY:  Yeah. Her friends made sure of it.
FRANK:  So she’ll be back to normal soon?
GRETTY:  We never said it would be soon.
BETTY:  It may take some time to wear off, but she’ll eventually get 

back to normal.
HETTY:  But it may get worse before it gets better.
FRANK:  It could get worse?
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BETTY:  Yes, but only while the potion runs its course.
GRETTY:  From the looks of it, that was a pretty nasty potion she took. 

It’s possible we haven’t seen the worst of it yet.
FRANK:  Oh, no. Who could’ve done this to her? (WITCHES laugh.)
NETTY:  Boy, you’ve got it bad.
HETTY:  I’ve never seen such a thing! You must’ve fallen hard, boy!
GRETTY:  A potion may wear off, but true love doesn’t go away so 

easily.
BETTY:  You’ve got to go after her. Win her back.
FRANK:  No. That’s impossible. She hates me and her parents have 

forbidden it.
HETTY:  You shouldn’t let that stop you.
GRETTY:  Yeah. Her parents can be won over.
FRANK:  No way.
BETTY:  Sure they can. Haven’t you learned anything in your Powers of 

Persuasion class?
HETTY:  You can get what you want. All you need is to persuade her 

parents a little.
FRANK:  And how am I supposed to do that?
NETTY:  That’s easy.
HETTY:  You just have to know what will impress them.
BETTY:  And you know that they’re evil. So…
FRANK:  So…?
GRETTY:  The answer is clear. To win her parents’ affection, you must 

do something truly evil. (LIGHTS FADE to BLACK.)
End of Scene One

ACT TWO
Scene Two

LIGHTS UP on the campus grounds the next day. CONVICTS are talking 
with GARBAGE.
SHARKEY:  So, are you in, or are you out?
GARBAGE:  You really think I should do this?
PICK:  Yeah. All you have to do is grab the notebook when she’s not 

looking. She’s been so absent-minded lately, she’ll just think she 
misplaced it.

GARBAGE:  But if you have Heidi’s science fair notebook, isn’t that, 
like, cheating?

DAVY BACKSTABBER:  No, no, no!
SHARKEY:  (Plays innocent.) We just need it so we can study it, is all.
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PICK:  Yeah. We just want to learn more about science so we can be 
smart like her.

DAVY BACKSTABBER:  We’re really dumb. We just want to study and 
get smart. Not much wind in these sails, if you know what I mean.

GARBAGE:  And if I bring it to you, you’ll give me two new garbage 
bags?

DAVY BACKSTABBER:  Honey, if you pull this off for us, we’ll give you 
ten garbage bags!

GARBAGE:  Deal! (Shakes hands with CONVICTS.) Oh, this is wonderful! 
Ten garbage bags! Why, I’ll have enough bedding to sleep like a 
queen! (Runs OFF.)

DAVY BACKSTABBER:  What a piece of work that one is!
PICK:  Yeah, we need to get Mal to clone herself a few more times! 

(CONVICTS laugh.)
HEIDI:  (ENTERS. She’s in princess mode.) Hi, fellas!
SHARKEY:  Well, look who it is. We were just talking about you.
HEIDI:  Oh, stop. You weren’t.
PICK:  As a matter of fact, we were.
HIEDI:  Well, I hope it was something good.
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  Sure. Sure it was. (To CONVICTS, confidentially.) 

Good for us, that is. (CONVICTS laugh.)
HEIDI:  You guys haven’t seen Frank around, have you?
PICK:  No. Heard he’s been in the lab, working on his science project.
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  He’s been in there for days. Out to sea, that 

one is.
SHARKEY:  Why do you care?
HEIDI:  (Dreamy.) Oh, because we’re in love. I miss him ever so much! 

(CONVICTS are shocked.)
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  You mean you and him…?
HEIDI:  Oh, yes. He and I. Us! (Sighs adoringly. CONVICTS laugh. MAL 

and BEATRIX ENTER and cross to HEIDI.) Oh, hi, girls!
MAL:  Heidi, we need to speak with you. Privately.
BEATRIX:  (To CONVICTS.) Yeah. So move along, you crooks.
HEIDI:  Oh, now, that isn’t very nice. These kind people were just 

helping me find Frank. (Sighs.)
SHARKEY:  (To PICK.) Is she talking about us?
PICK:  Not likely. She said we were kind! (CONVICTS laugh and EXIT.)
MAL:  Heidi, we think we’ve figured out what’s wrong with your potion.
HEIDI:  You have? Now, that is kind of you.
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BEATRIX:  Yeah. Sure. It’s simple math, really. You’ve merely mixed up 
your volumes.

MAL:  You must have added too much green and not enough of the 
blue.

BEATRIX:  Exactly. Your potion needed less pheromone extract and 
more venom.

HEIDI:  Oh. So the pheromone is what makes me…
MAL:  Disgustingly sweet? Yes.
BEATRIX:  So if we just mix your ingredients correctly, then we’ll have 

an antidote!
HEIDI:  (Sighs.) But what if I don’t want to change?
MAL:  Trust us, you do. Come on. (MAL and BEATRIX pull HEIDI OFF. 

MONSTERS ENTER.)
WEREWOLF:  (To MUMMY.) So… what are you doing for science fair?
MUMMY:  (Goes into a long explanation with lots of hand motions.) 

Mmmm-hmm-hmm-hmm-hmmmm. Mmm-mmm-mmm-mmm mmm-
mmm mmm-mmm. Mmm-mmm mmm-mmm mmm-mmm. Mmm-
hmm mmm-hmmm hmmm!

WEREWOLF:  How about you, Fluffy?
SASQUATCH:  I dunno.
WEREWOLF:  The fair’s tomorrow. You gotta have something.
SASQUATCH:  Me don’t know! Me was thinking about comparing and 

contrasting expiration dates of me most favoritest foods. You 
know, which tastes good for longest time… pizza or baloney? It’s 
important question!

WEREWOLF:  Well, I’ve got a killer project.
MUMMY:  Mmm-hmmm?
WEREWOLF:  I’ve created an invisibility cloak.
SASQUATCH:  No way!
WEREWOLF:  Yeah. It’s right here! (Holds out his hands.)
SASQUATCH:  Whoa!
MUMMY:  Mmm-hmmm-hmmm!
SASQUATCH:  Does it work?
WEREWOLF:  Yeah. Watch. (Motions to the side.) Hey, you! Yeah, you, 

Invisible Man, come over here! (Acts as if to throw the cloak over 
the Invisible Man.) See? Works like a charm!

SASQUATCH:  Wow! That’s amazing!
MUMMY:  Mmm-hmm-hmm-hmm-hmm!
SASQUATCH:  I know! Me can’t see him either!
WEREWOLF:  Go ahead. You can say it. I’m awesome!
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SASQUATCH:  Can I try it on?
WEREWOLF:  (Hesitant.) Oh, well, I don’t know. I mean, it’s only a 

prototype and all…
SASQUATCH:  Come on!
MUMMY:  Mmm-mmm-mmm mmm-mmm mmm!
WEREWOLF:  Okay. Well, why don’t you both try it on? Yeah. Both of 

you at the same time. That’ll work! (Grabs the thin air and then 
acts as if he’s draping the invisibility cloak over SASQUATCH and 
MUMMY. WEREWOLF steps back to observe.)

SASQUATCH:  Well?
WEREWOLF:  (Plays it up.) Whoa! Where’d you go? (Looks around, as if 

he can’t see them. SASQUATCH and MUMMY laugh.)
SANDRA:  (ENTERS. To WEREWOLF.) Hey, Wolfie. What’s up?
WEREWOLF:  Oh, nothing. (Hopes she’ll catch on.) You know, just 

hanging out here all alone, just looking for the other monsters. 
I can’t find them anywhere, you know, if you know what I mean. 
(Winks and nudges her with his elbow.)

SANDRA:  Who? Them? (Points to SASQUATCH and MUMMY.)
SASQUATCH:  Hey!
MUMMY:  Mmm-hmm-hmm!
SASQUATCH:  She can see us! (Acts as if he’s angrily pulling the cloak 

off of them.) Invisible cloak don’t work! (Holds out his hand, as if to 
give back the non-existent cloak. He’s still mostly fooled.)

WEREWOLF:  (Takes it.) Well, it’s like I said—it’s a prototype. It still 
needs a little work. (Glares at SANDRA and EXITS. SASQUATCH and 
MUMMY follow him OFF.)

SANDRA:  (Rolls her eyes.) Wow, it’s really a wonder how those three 
make it in this world. (QUASI ENTERS, holding a coffee mug. He’s 
different, as if he might take flight at any moment.) Oh, hey. I was 
looking for you. Have you seen Frank?

QUASI:  (Quick.) No.
SANDRA:  Do you know where he might be?
QUASI:  (Quick.) No.
SANDRA:  Well, you’re no help at all. What’s in the cup?
QUASI:  (Jerks it away from her.) Nothing.
SANDRA:  No. Seriously. What is it?
QUASI:  You stay away from it!
SANDRA:  Okay, weirdo, I’m not going to take it from you. I just want 

to know what it is.
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QUASI:  (Relaxes and takes a sip.) Coffffffffeeeeee! (Then, quickly.) You 
know, java, cuppa joe, jitter juice, daily fix, day starter, mojo, rocket 
fuel?

SANDRA:  Okay! Whoa there, rocket man! Where’d you get it?
QUASI:  From the witches. Boy, do they know how to brew!
SANDRA:  Maybe you’ve had enough.
QUASI:  No! No, no, no, no, no, no, no!
SANDRA:  Okay, whatever. But, look, we’ve got to find Frank. He’s been 

MIA for days.
QUASI:  Yeah, yeah. Good idea. Just let me make a quick run for a refill 

and then we’ll—
SANDRA:  (Grabs him by the collar.) No! Now.
QUASI:  All right, all right. Frank first, then more coffee. (Runs OFF. 

SANDRA shrugs and follows him OFF as the LIGHTS FADE to BLACK.)
End of Scene Two

ACT TWO
Scene Three

LIGHTS UP on the campus grounds. HEIDI ENTERS and looks around 
everywhere. She’s back to her normal self but is in a bit of a panic.
HEIDI:  Where is it?! (Stomps.) I would never just leave it lying around. 

Ugh! What is wrong with me?!
FRANK:  (ENTERS, carrying a metal contraption with buttons and an 

antenna.) There you are! Look, Heidi, I know we broke up and all, 
but I—

HEIDI:  (Turns on him.) You!
FRANK:  Me?
HEIDI:  Yes, you! You took it!
FRANK:  I have no idea what you’re talking about.
HEIDI:  It had to be you. You’re the one who wants to take my place at 

the top of the food chain.
FRANK:  What?
HEIDI:  Where is it?
FRANK:  What?
HEIDI:  You know what I’m talking about. Where is it?
FRANK:  Heidi, look, I was just going to show you this thing that I—
HEIDI:  (Grabs him by the collar.) Where is it?
FRANK:  (Sighs desperately. He’s a combination of confused and scared 

and swooned. This is the assertive Heidi he initially fell for.) I don’t 
know. I wish I knew, but I don’t. What are we talking about again?
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HEIDI:  My notebook! You took it! Now where is it?
FRANK:  I didn’t take your notebook. I didn’t know you had a notebook. 

What notebook?
HEIDI:  (Sees his innocence and lets him go, defeated.) But it had to 

be you.
FRANK:  Why would I want your notebook? What, did it have my name 

scribbled in it or something?
HEIDI:  No! Ew!
FRANK:  Right. Ew. Exactly what I was thinking. But, Heidi, I want to 

show you something. Just, for once, just give me one chance, 
okay? I’ve made something for you.

HEIDI:  For me?
FRANK:  Yeah. Well, it’s technically for the science fair, but I did it 

mostly for you. Look. (Holds up the contraption.)
HEIDI:  What is it?
FRANK:  It’s a… it’s a… Well, I don’t know what I’d call it yet, but I’m 

sure you’ll love it. And your parents will, too!
HEIDI:  Okay. That’s weird. (Beat.) What does it do?
FRANK:  Oh, right. Well, I’m glad you asked. That’s what I wanted to 

show you. It—
SANDRA:  (ENTERS with QUASI, who is holding his mug tight.) There 

you are!
QUASI:  (Quick.) Frank! Frank! It’s Frank! We found him!
FRANK:  Hey, guys, I was just showing Heidi my— (HEIDI begins to 

convulse and cough, transforming once again.) —Heidi?
QUASI:  (Quick.) Frank, I gotta tell you about this coffee. Oh, man! Let 

me tell you! The witches made it, and it’s just the—
FRANK:  Not now.
QUASI:  But you gotta hear this. It’s just the best thing I’ve—
FRANK:  Not now, Quasi! Heidi? Are you okay?
HEIDI:  (Convulses a bit more, then perks up. In princess mode.) Yes! 

Never been better. What were you going to show me?
FRANK:  (Confused.) Right. It’s my science fair project. I know you’re 

going to love it.
HEIDI:  Oh, that sounds wonderful!
FRANK:  Yeah. I thought you’d feel that way. I made it for you. And 

I’m sure even your parents would be impressed, too. (Stressing.) 
Perhaps you’d like to tell them about it. Here, let me show you. 
Just one push of this button, and I can destroy any building of my 
choosing.
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HEIDI:  What?! You’re going to destroy something?
FRANK:  Yeah! See, I knew you’d love it! Now, I just have to set the 

coordinates… (Punches a few buttons.) …push this button… 
(Pushes another button.) …and bam! (LIGHTS FLASH. SOUND 
EFFECT:  THUNDER. LIGHTS RETURN to FULL. QUASI grabs his 
chest, desperately.) The dining hall is gone!

SANDRA:  (Watches intently, doesn’t notice QUASI.) Hmmm… try again, 
dude. Nothing happened. (Points OFF.) The dining hall is still there.

FRANK:  (Looks at the contraption and shakes it.) Well, I must not have 
pressed the button all the way. Let’s try this again. (Pushes the 
button again. LIGHTS FLASH. SOUND EFFECT:  THUNDER. LIGHTS 
RETURN to FULL. QUASI grabs his chest in even greater pain, though 
only HEIDI notices.) There! (Looks OFF.)

SANDRA:  Still nothing, dude.
HEIDI:  Frank! What are you doing?! Stop!
FRANK:  No. You’re gonna love this, I just know it. (Looks at the 

contraption.) Let me see… It’s gotta be something. The coordinates, 
perhaps. Just let me… (Punches several buttons.) …there! And 
then I just push this button, and… (Pushes the button. LIGHTS 
FLASH. SOUND EFFECT:  THUNDER. LIGHTS RETURN to FULL. QUASI 
collapses in front of them.)

HEIDI:  (Gasps.) Frank! What have you done?!
SANDRA:  (Sees QUASI.) Uh-oh.
FRANK:  (Still fussing with his contraption.) It’s gotta be the coordinates. 

Nothing else would—
SANDRA:  No, Frank. It’s Quasi.
FRANK:  (Finally sees QUASI.) Uh-oh.
HEIDI:  You... You… You’ve killed him!
FRANK:  No!
HEIDI:  You killed him! With your… destruction thingy!
SANDRA:  Maybe not. Maybe it’s just a coffee crash. (Kneels down and 

shakes QUASI.) Hey! Rocket man, wake up! (Lets him go and QUASI 
falls back to the floor. Realizes.) Uh-oh. (Looks up at FRANK.) Frank, 
I think you might have actually killed him. (HEIDI gasps.)

FRANK:  No. But… How could…? (Realizes and kneels at QUASI’S 
side.) Oh, no! Quasi! Quasi, come on, man! (HEIDI, still in princess 
mode and in complete shock, runs OFF.) Heidi! No! Wait! (Starts to 
run after her, but stops just as he reaches the edge of the stage. 
Turns back to QUASI and runs to him.) Oh, Quasi, what have I done? 
(Kneels at QUASI’S side as the LIGHTS FADE to BLACK.)

End of Scene Three
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ACT TWO
Scene Four

LIGHTS UP on Frank’s room, later that night. SANDRA and GARBAGE 
are there. FRANK works with his device, attaching two long cables with 
clips at the end. QUASI lies on Frank’s bed. Two large metal bolts are 
now attached to his head below his neck. (See PRODUCTION NOTES.)
SANDRA:  Are you sure this is going to work?
FRANK:  It has to.
SANDRA:  I mean, you know, your little machine malfunctioned once 

already.
FRANK:  I know. It was just the GPS goofing up the coordinates. The 

target was off, but the machine worked perfectly. (Indicates QUASI.) 
See?

SANDRA:  And what’s stopping it from goofing up the coordinates 
again?

FRANK:  I disabled the GPS. (Holds up the wires.) But a direct 
connection to the target ought to work perfectly! (Snaps the clips 
on the ends of the wires.)

GARBAGE:  But I thought it was meant to destroy things.
SANDRA:  Yeah. What if something bad happens to him?
FRANK:  Like what? I mean, he’s dead. What harm can it do?
SANDRA:  Touché.
FRANK:  Don’t worry. I’ve repurposed it. Instead of destroying life—like 

it did, sorry, Quasi—it will now give life.
GARBAGE:  Ooh! Like me! Like me!
FRANK:  Exactly.
GARBAGE:  But isn’t giving life a good thing?
FRANK:  Doesn’t have to be. Just think of all the wonderfully evil things 

they could do with such technology. We could bring back all of the 
evil geniuses of the past. We could create armies.

SANDRA:  All right. Now you’re starting to freak me out.
FRANK:  (To GARBAGE.) But you ought to know that, being a clone and 

all. Surely, Mal told you why she made you.
GARBAGE:  No. Mal doesn’t talk to me. And when she does, she just 

tells me what a giant mistake I am.
SANDRA:  Oh, Garbage, don’t listen to her. I think you’re an awesome 

mistake.
GARBAGE:  Thanks, Sandra.
FRANK:  Okay, let’s do this. (Attaches the clips to the bolts on QUASI’S 

neck, then crosses to the contraption and pushes the button. LIGHTS 
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FLASH. SOUND EFFECT:  THUNDER. LIGHTS return to normal. QUASI 
slowly rises on the bed. FRANK laughs with the thrill of success.) 
He’s alive! He’s alive!

GARBAGE:  Quasi?
SANDRA:  Are you okay? Say something.
QUASI:  (Sings.) Beautiful dreamer, wake unto me.

Starlight and dewdrops are waiting for thee. (OTHERS, excited, 
high-five and cheer.)

SANDRA:  All right, Frank!
GARBAGE:  You did it! It worked. It really worked!
FRANK:  So glad to have you back with us, Quasi!
QUASI:  (Jumps up for a GROUP hug and sings.) Hail! Hail!

The gang’s all here!
Never mind the weather.
We’re all here together!
(Sings and dances.) Hail! Hail!
The gang’s all here,
We’re a bunch of live ones,
Not a single dead one!

SANDRA:  Whoa! Okay. That’s different.
GARBAGE:  Yeah! I didn’t know he could sing!
SANDRA:  Or dance! Looks like you’ve given him a little too much life, 

Frank.
FRANK:  It’s nothing. Probably just a side effect from the electricity. 

And maybe all that coffee he drank. Don’t worry, it should pass.
GARBAGE:  (Disappointed.) Rats! I like his singing. (To QUASI, sweetly.) 

You have such a velvety voice.
QUASI:  (Sings to GARBAGE.) Let me call you sweetheart.

I’m in love with you.
Let me hear you whisper
That you love me too.

GARBAGE:  (Giggles.) Oh, my! (Whispers in QUASI’S ear.)
QUASI:  (Smiles big, then bursts out in triumphant song.)  

Hello! Ma baby!
Hello! Ma honey!
Hello! Ma ragtime gal!
Send me a kiss by wire.
Baby, ma heart’s on fire!
If you refuse me,
Honey, you’ll lose me,
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Then you’ll be left alone.
Oh, baby, telephone
And tell me I’m your own! (The OTHERS are stunned silent. GARBAGE 
smiles.)

SANDRA:  Okay, then. (To FRANK.) And what if it doesn’t pass? The 
science fair’s tomorrow.

FRANK:  It will. It should. It… Look, we’ll just have to keep him quiet.
SANDRA:  Oh, well, that should be fun!
QUASI:  (Sings and dances as the LIGHTS begin to FADE.)

Every morning!
Every evening!
Ain’t we got fun?
In the meantime.
In between time.
Ain’t we got fun? (LIGHTS OUT.)

End of Scene Four

ACT TWO
Scene Five

LIGHTS UP on the campus grounds. The science fair is underway. A 
line of tables crosses the stage with the various project boards of the 
characters. At a minimum, the group project boards for the Convicts 
and Witches are there. The cauldron sits below the Witches’ board, 
where there are also several mugs on the table. Several vials of colored 
liquid are set up with the Convicts’ board. CONVICTS gather around 
their project board, playing cards. At the end of the tables, where 
WEREWOLF stands, there is no project board. PROFESSOR BLACK, who 
holds a clipboard, is in the process of judging WEREWOLF’S project.
PROFESSOR BLACK:  Where’s your project board?
WEREWOLF:  It’s hidden!
PROFESSOR BLACK:  Just as I thought. You don’t have a project. Can’t 

say that I’m surprised. (Begins to mark his clipboard.)
WEREWOLF:  No, no! I do have a project, but it’s like I said, it’s hidden.
PROFESSOR BLACK:  Where?
WEREWOLF:  (Indicates the empty table.) Right here. Underneath my 

project.
PROFESSOR BLACK:  And what, pray tell, is that?
WEREWOLF:  It’s an invisibility cloak.
PROFESSOR BLACK:  Very well. Proceed. (Takes notes.)
WEREWOLF:  (Points to the air next to him.) And as you can see, I 

mean, as you can’t see, that is, Jeff is wearing one, too.
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PROFESSOR BLACK:  The Invisible Man?
WEREWOLF:  Yes. Who else could model an invisibility cloak with such 

mastery? (Speaks to the air.) Go on, Jeff, walk around and show 
the professor how it works. (WEREWOLF moves his head left and 
right as if to watch the Invisible Man’s modeling.)

PROFESSOR BLACK:  Nice try. (Waves his hand through the air above 
the table.) No project. No grade. (Marks the clipboard.)

WEREWOLF:  But I do have a project, Professor. Look! You just can’t 
see it because it works so well!

PROFESSOR BLACK:  You’ve wasted enough of my time. Now where’s 
your Sasquatch friend? I hear he actually did his project.

WEREWOLF:  (Points, disappointed.) He’s over there. Just follow your 
nose. You’ll find him.

PROFESSOR BLACK:  Yes. I heard it has something to do with baloney. 
(EXITS. WEREWOLF angrily “packs up” his invisible project and 
storms OFF.)

FRANK:  (ENTERS with SANDRA and QUASI. FRANK carries his 
contraption.) She’s got to be around here somewhere!

SANDRA:  Maybe she’s looking for you, too, and we’re just running 
around in circles.

QUASI:  (Starts to sing.) She’ll be coming ‘round the mountain—
SANDRA:  (Fierce.) Quiet, you!
FRANK:  I doubt she’s looking for me. She’s still mad at me for what 

happened to Quasi. I’ve got to show her that he’s alive.
MARCELLA:  (ENTERS along with DRAKE.) Pardon us, but have you 

seen Heidi Jekyll around?
FRANK:  (Looks at them, untrusting.) I’d ask you the same question.
DRAKE:  Well, that was perfectly rude.
FRANK:  Thanks.
DRAKE:  Your professors have trained you well. What’s your name, 

boy?
FRANK:  Stein. Frank Stein.
MARCELLA:  Oh, how fortunate! We were hoping we might run into 

you.
FRANK:  Why’s that?
MARCELLA:  You’re the boy who’s after our daughter’s heart.
DRAKE:  We’re Heidi’s parents.
SANDRA:  Uh-oh.
MARCELLA:  We also heard something else about you.
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DRAKE:  Yes. Heidi was quite upset last night. She called us and told 
us that you created a device that causes death and destruction.

FRANK:  Oh, Mr. Jekyll, I can explain that. I was only—
DRAKE:  No need to explain. (Extends a hand to shake.) Fine work, 

son. (FRANK reluctantly shakes his hand.)
MARCELLA:  Yes. Perhaps we were wrong about you all along. (QUASI 

is about to protest at this celebration of his death—and in song of 
course—so he takes a deep breath and poses as if to belt out a 
giant note, but SANDRA slaps a hand over his mouth.)

SANDRA:  Well, we were just looking for Heidi, too. We’ll let you know 
if we run into her. Come on, boys. (EXITS, followed by FRANK and 
QUASI.)

MARCELLA:  What do you think of him, husband?
DRAKE:  If what we hear of him is true, wife, I suppose he’ll do.
MARCELLA:  Yes. I approve as well. But only after they’ve finished 

their schooling. (They mill about, looking at a few of the boards. 
PROFESSOR SNIDE ENTERS with her judging notebook.) Oh, 
Professor Snide. How are you?

PROFESSOR SNIDE:  Terrible. Just terrible.
DRAKE:  I would expect nothing less.
MARCELLA:  How’s Heidi’s project? Have you seen it yet?
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  Unfortunately, no. Not yet. I’m sorry, but if you’ll 

excuse me, I’m supposed to review a group project.
MARCELLA:  May we join you?
DRAKE:  Yes, we’re always game to see a good work of evil.
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  As you wish, but I can’t promise you’ll be 

impressed. I’m judging the convicts’ projects next.
DRAKE:  Even better. It shall be just as good to revel in the miserable 

failure of such cheaters. (Crosses to CONVICTS table.)
SHARKEY:  Hey, Professor!
PICK:  Ready to have your world turned upside down?
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  What do you have for us today?
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  Only the finest concoction the world has ever 

known.
PICK:  We like to think of it as a high-performance performance 

enhancer.
SHARKEY:  It’s a mixture of carefully selected pheromones and 

venoms.
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  And what, pray tell, does it do?
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PICK:  It makes the evil nature in any living soul ten times greater. You 
can read all about it in here. (Holds out Heidi’s notebook.) We’ve 
taken copious notes, Professor.

DAVY BACKSTABBER:  But the real proof is in the results. Go on, try 
it! (Hands bottles to PROFESSOR SNIDE and the JEKYLLS.) Bottoms 
up! (They take a drink.)

PICK:  Well?
MARCELLA:  Is something supposed to happen?
DRAKE:  I feel no different than before.
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  Neither do I. Just as I thought, your Order is 

nothing but a bunch of failures.
SHARKEY:  You’re wrong.
PICK:  You’ll see.
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  Just give it a minute.
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  No. My work here is done, and I’m not impressed. 

I’ll not waste any more of my precious time in your presence. 
Come, Marcella and Drake. (EXITS followed by the JEKYLLS.)

DAVY BACKSTABBER:  Well, blow me down! I thought for sure she’d 
be as pleased with it as Black and Murk were!

PICK:  Yeah. Even the headmistress said it was brilliant.
SHARKEY:  Don’t worry about her. We’ll have plenty of votes. Plus, the 

headmistress will see how great it is once the potion kicks in.
PICK:  And no one will have to know our little secret. (CONVICTS laugh.)
GARBAGE:  (ENTERS.) Okay, time to pay up.
SHARKEY:  Sure. Anything for our little pawn. (Rolls out two garbage 

bags, rips them off and hands them to her.) One. Two.
GARBAGE:  No, the deal was ten.
PICK:  Go on. Give them to her.
SHARKEY:  (Aside, to PICK.) Are you kidding me? We could’ve done this 

for free if you’d have done it. What kind of thief are you?
PICK:  Lay off. She stays in their room. You know as well as all of us it 

was less risky to have her steal the notebook and not us.
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  Besides, a bargain’s a bargain, and you must 

always honor your trade. Them’s the rules of parlay!
SHARKEY:  Whatever. (Unrolls a long section of bags and hands it to 

her.)
GARBAGE:  (Thrilled.) Oh, boy! Thanks! It’s a pleasure doing business 

with you! (Proudly wears them like a feather boa around her neck 
and EXITS.)
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MAL:  (She and BEATRIX storm ON, followed by HEIDI, who’s in princess 
mode.) There they are!

BEATRIX:  And there’s the notebook!
MAL:  Just how do you think you’ll get away with this, you bunch of 

cheaters?
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  Them’s strong words, you little bilge rat!
PICK:  Yeah. We didn’t cheat.
BEATRIX:  Did so!
SHARKEY:  Prove it.
MAL:  (Grabs the notebook.) Heidi, is this yours?
HEIDI:  (Unsure.) Why, it looks somewhat familiar.
BEATRIX:  See? Cheaters!
HEIDI:  Now, Bea! What have I said about saying such nasty things?
BEATRIX:  Not now, Heidi!
HEIDI:  But maybe they’re right. How could this be my notebook? After 

all, I would never use such heavy penmanship as this. Where are 
the little curlies? And why aren’t all the ‘I’s dotted with cute little 
hearts?

MAL:  Just can it, princess. You’re not helping!
BEATRIX:  Well, you just wait until Professor Snide finds out! She’ll set 

the record straight.
SHARKEY:  And what’s she going to do about it, eh?
PICK:  Yeah. As far as she knows, your girl Heidi here’s been working 

on an electromagnetic pulse generator.
BEATRIX:  Oh, no. That’s right!
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  Because that’s what you told her, isn’t it?
MAL:  It doesn’t matter, anyway. We have the notebook now so we 

can fix Heidi. By the way, your formula doesn’t do what you think 
it does.

SHARKEY:  Of course, it does.
MAL:  ’Fraid not, pal. Look what it did to Heidi here. (HEIDI smiles and 

innocently bats her eyes.)
PICK:  No! You mean that’s what’s causing her to be so…
HEIDI:  Joyous? Hopeful? Benevolent?
PICK:  Batty?
BEATRIX:  Yeah. That. You haven’t given it to anyone have you? 

(PROFESSORS MURK and BLACK and HEADMISTRESS ENTER, 
crossing the stage. ALL are very different now as they have previously 
taken the potion. They are bubbly and cheerful.)
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HEADMISTRESS:  Hello, students! Isn’t it a lovely day for a science 
fair?

PROFESSOR MURK:  I say, it is, it is! The warm sun! The birds singing! 
Perfectly delightful!

PROFESSOR BLACK:  Why, we should have science fairs every day! 
(They laugh and EXIT.)

CONVICTS:  Uh-oh.
BEATRIX:  This is bad.
MAL:  Please don’t tell us you gave out samples to the judges!
SHARKEY:  Of course we did. It’s supposed to make them even more 

evil than they already are! That’s what the notes said!
PICK:  They couldn’t resist!
BEATRIX:  This is really, really bad!
MAL:  Come on, we’ve got to warn Professor Snide before she drinks 

it. (Races OFF with BEATRIX.)
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  Shiver me timbers!
PICK:  What have we done to Professor Black?
SHARKEY:  It’s probably just a fluke, but come on—we better check it 

out. (CONVICTS EXIT, going after PROFESSOR BLACK.)
FRANK:  (ENTERS.) Heidi! (Runs to her.)
HEIDI:  Stay away from me, Frank Stein. I don’t want to talk to you.
FRANK:  I know, but if you’ll just give me one minute, I can make 

everything right again.
HEIDI:  No. You’ve done something terribly vile. You killed Quasimodo! 

It’s over! (Starts to leave.)
FRANK:  But, Heidi, look. (QUASI ENTERS, followed by SANDRA.) I 

revived him!
QUASI:  (Hums to find his note. Then, sings to the tune of “Daisy Bell.”) 

Heidi, Heidi, give him your answer, do,
He’s half crazy all for the love of you.

HEIDI:  (Runs to FRANK.) Oh, Frank! You saved him! He’s alive! He’s 
alive!

FRANK:  (Looks at QUASI, who hums and dances.) Yeah, he is. Alive 
and kicking.

GARBAGE:  (ENTERS.) There you are, handsome! (Crosses to QUASI 
and gives him a big smooch on the cheek.)

QUASI:  (Sings to the tune of “Pretty Baby” and gives GARBAGE a twirl.)
Oh, I want a pretty baby,
And it might as well be you.
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Pretty baby of mine! (Dips her.)
Pretty baby of mine!

SANDRA:  Yeah. And he’s apparently quite the ladies’ man.
HEIDI:  What a wonderful couple they make! (To FRANK.) And what a 

wonderful couple we’ll make.
FRANK:  So you’re not mad at me anymore?
HEIDI:  Oh no! How could I be? You’ve fixed everything. Well, except for 

the trouble with my parents, that is.
SANDRA:  Oh, don’t worry about them. We met them just a while ago, 

and they seem quite pleased with Frank right now, odd as it is.
HEIDI:  Really?
SANDRA:  Yeah, really pleased. Your dad even called him son.
HEIDI:  Oh, Frank, this is wonderful! Now, we can be together and 

nothing can stop us. (Runs to him and hugs him.)
SANDRA:  Except for the professors, that is. You’ll still have to keep 

things hush-hush, you know.
FRANK:  (Releases the hug, but still holds her hands.) Yeah, the rules. 

We can’t let them find out, or else something terrible could happen.
HEIDI:  Like what?
FRANK:  Well, like… like… (PROFESSORS ENTER with HEADMISTRESS 

and the JEKYLLS, laughing and having a grand time. ALL, including 
PROFESSOR SNIDE, have been changed by Heidi’s potion. MAL and 
BEATRIX race ON opposite.)

HEADMISTRESS:  (Sees FRANK and HEIDI, and QUASI and GARBAGE. 
BOTH COUPLES are still holding hands.) Well, look at that! I say, it 
appears that romance is in bloom! (FRANK panics, but just freezes. 
He’s caught and doesn’t know what to do.)

MAL:  Oh, no! We’re too late!
MARCELLA:  (To DRAKE.) And look, dearest! It’s our Heidi!
DRAKE:  Yes, it is, cupcake. And that Stein boy, too. My, what a fine 

pair they’ll make!
PROFESSOR MURK:  (Sighs.) Ah! Young love!
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  Isn’t it lovely?
PROFESSOR BLACK:  Lovelier than starlight and moonbeams!
SANDRA:  (Shocked.) Well, that was unexpected! What’s up with the 

professors today?
BEATRIX:  They took Heidi’s potion.
MAL:  Yeah. Now, they’re all about sparkles and butterflies and 

sunshine!
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FRANK:  (Senses an opportunity.) Forgive me, Professors, Headmistress, 
but I just can’t hide it any longer. Mr. and Mrs. Jekyll, like it or not, 
I’m in love with your daughter.

DRAKE:  Aha! I knew it!
MARCELLA:  Like it or not? Of course we like it! This is wonderful 

news! Absolutely wonderful!
HEIDI:  (Rushes to her parents’ arms.) Oh, Mother, Father, I knew you 

would come around!
FRANK:  (To PROFESSORS and HEADMISTRESS.) I’m sorry. I know 

we’ve broken the rules, but we just couldn’t help it.
HEADMISTRESS:  Tell me, what rules have you broken?
FRANK:  You know, the ones about love and how terrible it is, because 

it makes you want to do good things.
HEADMISTRESS:  Oh, that foolish rule?
PROFESSOR BLACK:  How could anyone think love is terrible?
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  I think love is just… lovely! (MONSTERS and 

CONVICTS ENTER.)
HEADMISTRESS:  I say forget about the rules. Follow your heart!
MONSTERS:  What?
CONVICTS:  Follow your heart?
MAL:  Professor Snide, we have to speak with you at once!
BEATRIX:  It’s about Heidi’s project.
MAL:  Someone stole her—
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  (Steps forward.) Oh, no you don’t! Not a word, 

ya deck wench!
SHARKEY:  They love our project and you’re not going to change her 

mind!
PICK:  Yeah. We won fair and square!
BEATRIX:  Yeah, right, you crooks! You’ll win fair and square when pigs 

fly! (MAL and BEATRIX are now toe-to-toe with CONVICTS.)
PROFESSOR SNIDE:  (Interferes.) Now, students. That’s no way to 

speak to one another!
PROFESSOR BLACK:  (Steps in. To CONVICTS.) She’s right. You should 

be more kind to your schoolmates.
SHARKEY:  What’s gotten into you, Professor?
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  Yeah! (To PROFESSOR BLACK.) Come on, 

Professor. What are you waiting for? Let’s send ’em to Davy Jones’ 
locker!

PROFESSOR BLACK:  Now, why would I do that?
SHARKEY:  ’Cause that’s what we do. We’re evil! So crush them!
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MUMMY:  Mmm-hmm!
WEREWOLF:  Yeah. Crush them!
PROFESSOR BLACK:  Oh, my. No, I couldn’t. That’s preposterous!
WEREWOLF:  Fine. (To PROFESSOR MURK.) You do it, Professor. You 

know everything about mayhem and destruction.
PROFESSOR MURK:  Me? Never. That would be bad.
MUMMY:  Mmmm-hmmm-hmm-hmm!
WEREWOLF:  Yeah! Is this a school for villains or isn’t it?
HEADMISTRESS:  You know, I think you have a point there. Let me 

settle this once and for all. This school shall no longer be known 
for its evil deeds! (HEIDI coughs and convulses, transforming again.)

MUMMY:  Hmmm?
WEREWOLF:  What?
SASQUATCH:  No more Villain School?
CONVICTS:  Are you serious? Are you kidding me? (Etc.)
FRANK:  Heidi, are you okay?
HEADMISTRESS:  (To PROFESSORS.) I mean, seriously. A school for 

villains? Who needs it? In fact, let’s call the whole thing off, shall 
we?

PROFESSORS:  Yes. Great idea! That’s exactly what we’ll do. (Etc.)
WEREWOLF/CONVICTS:  No!
SHARKEY:  (To MAL.) Look at what you did!
PICK:  You’ve gone and ruined the professors!
FRANK:  Heidi! Heidi, speak to me! Do something!
DAVY BACKSTABBER:  And lost us our school!
MAL:  We didn’t lose it, you did!
PICK:  You’re the ones that made it!
BEATRIX:  You’re the ones that gave them the potion!
MAL:  You have no one but yourselves to thank for this, you crooks. 

(Utter chaos breaks out. MONSTERS and CONVICTS are shouting 
at GENIUSES and PROFESSORS. Fingers are pointed, fists are 
pounded, threats are made, etc. It’s crazy and loud. QUASI and 
GARBAGE, unfazed by it all, dance happily in their own little world 
as the shouting continues.)

HEIDI:  (Finally recovers, straightens up and grabs the contraption from 
FRANK. She pushes the button. LIGHTS FLASH. SOUND EFFECT:  
EXPLOSION. When the LIGHTS RETURN to NORMAL, ALL but HEIDI 
have hit the deck. HEIDI is back to normal.) There. Are you happy 
now?
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QUASI:  (Sings to GARBAGE, in the tune of “London Bridge.”)  
Villain School is falling down, falling down, falling down.
Villain School is falling down, my fair lady.

GARBAGE:  Oh, I love it when you sing to me! (WITCHES ENTER.)
BETTY:  We heard an explosion.
HETTY:  What’s going on over here?
NETTY:  Seems like something wicked.
GRETTY:  Wicked, indeed!
DRAKE:  I’ll say!
MARCELLA:  Heidi! You blew up half the school!
DRAKE:  Why would you do such a thing?
HEIDI:  I thought that’s what everyone wanted. No more evil. No more 

Villain School. So I blew it up. (MONSTERS and CONVICTS are 
disappointed. WITCHES cackle with glee. HEIDI shrugs.) Seemed 
like the obvious solution to me. Now, would you all stop arguing 
already and do something useful?

FRANK:  (Excited.) Heidi! You’re back! (Hugs her, then steps back.) I 
mean… you’re back to normal, aren’t you?

HEIDI:  Yeah. That should be the end of it. And if it isn’t, Mal and 
Beatrix have figured out the antidote.

FRANK:  No. I mean… you’re still the same Heidi, aren’t you? The 
determined, intelligent, independent girl I met on my first day here?

HEIDI:  Yeah.
FRANK:  So… has anything changed? I mean, between us?
HEIDI:  No.
FRANK:  So we’re still…
HEIDI:  Yeah. Sure. I’m fine. We’re fine.
FRANK:  (Grabs her hand.) And this doesn’t gross you out anymore?
HEIDI:  (Takes a deep breath.) No. It’s… nice.
FRANK:  Wicked!
HEIDI:  (Smiles.) Oh, Frank! You still don’t get it. I always loved you. The 

potion worked. It was a high-performance performance enhancer. I 
didn’t make a mistake. The fact is… the potion would never have 
made me like you unless I was already capable of liking you.

MAL/BEATRIX/SANDRA:  (Surprised.) What?
HEIDI:  It’s true. It’s like we learned in Brewology class. (To WITCHES.) 

A potion can only bring out what is already within you. Right, girls?
WITCHES:  Right.
HEIDI:  So even though I wanted the potion to make me even more 

evil, it ended up making me friendlier and more loving. But I must 
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have had that inside of me all along for that to even be possible. 
So… I love you, Frank. And now that the school is destroyed and 
we have no rules, we can do what we like. (FRANK smiles. HEIDI 
toughens up.) So, everyone, Frank and I are a thing now. Anyone 
got a problem with that? (Waves FRANK’S contraption around, just 
daring someone to speak up. Silence.) That’s what I thought.

PROFESSOR MURK:  Oh, young love! It’s just so lovely!
WEREWOLF:  But, Professor, what about the school? All our evil plans?
SHARKEY:  Yeah! What are we going to do now?
HEADMISTRESS:  You’ll have to go out into the world and make your 

own way. The Villains Institute for Learning Evil is no more.
CONVICTS/MONSTERS:  (Disappointed.) Oh! Come on! This is terrible! 

What a joke! (Etc.)
HEADMISTRESS:  Enough. Enough. No more complaining! The sun is 

out, the birds are singing and love is in the air. We should all be 
happy and thankful! (CONVICTS and MONSTERS groan.)

SHARKEY:  Fine.
PICK:  Whatever.
SASQUATCH:  But, Headmistress, can’t you at least tell us who won 

science fair?
WEREWOLF:  Yeah, my project was a sure thing!
HEADMISTRESS:  Oh, yes, of course! In all this excitement, I almost 

forgot. First prize for the individual project goes to… Sasquatch! For 
showing us how baloney is, in fact, better than pizza! (MONSTERS 
cheer for SASQUATCH.)

SASQUATCH:  Aw, shucks! Thanks, you guys.
HEADMISTRESS:  And for the group project…
CONVICTS:  Please be us, please be us, please be us…
HEADMISTRESS:  The winner is… the witches! For their outstanding 

brew of fresh coffee!
PROFESSORS:  Here, here!
CONVICTS:  No! (WITCHES cackle, cheer and hand out mugs of coffee 

from their table as EVERYONE surrounds them with cheers. FRANK 
takes HEIDI’S hand. She smiles. QUASI spins GARBAGE around and 
dips her as the LIGHTS FADE to BLACK.)

END OF PLAY
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PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES ONSTAGE
ACT ONE

Scene One:  Dining hall set, consisting of tables, cauldron, oar.
Scene Two:  Genius girls’ bedroom set, consisting of desk, vials and 

glass jars full of colored liquids, notebook, pen, bed, toolbox, 
plastic bag, laser light.

Scene Four:  Cauldron, oar.
Scene Six:  Dining hall set.
Scene Eight:  Headmistress’s office set, consisting of a desk, some 

chairs and a large mirror frame.
ACT TWO

Scene One:  Cauldron, oar.
Scene Four:  Frank’s bedroom set, consisting of a bed, metal box and 

two long cables with clips at the end.
Scene Five:  Science Fair set, consisting of a line of tables with the 

various project boards, cauldron, bottles, vials of colored liquid, 
several mugs.

PROPERTIES BROUGHT ON
ACT ONE

Scene One:
Food trays with plates (SASQUATCH, WEREWOLF, FRANK, 

PROFESSOR BLACK, OTHER STUDENTS)
Corn dog (SASQUATCH)
Deck of cards (SHARKEY)
Hand bell (PROFESSOR SNIDE)

Scene Four:
Coffee mugs (WITCHES)

Scene Five:
Small cake (SANDRA)
Vial of clear liquid (HEIDI)

Scene Six:
Food trays (HEIDI, FRANK, OTHER STUDENTS)
Vial (HEIDI)

Scene Seven:
Two mugs (WITCHES)

Scene Eight:
Paper (PROFESSOR MURK)
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Scene Nine:
Hand mirror (HEIDI)

ACT TWO
Scene Two:

Mug (QUASI)
Scene Three:

Metal box with buttons and an antenna (FRANK)
Mug (QUASI)

Scene Five:
Playing cards (CONVICTS)
Clipboard, pen (PROFESSOR BLACK)
Metal box with buttons and an antenna (FRANK)
Notebook (PROFESSOR SNIDE, PICK)
Roll of garbage bags (SHARKEY)

SOUND EFFECTS
Explosion, tolling bells, phone dialing, thunder.

COSTUMES

The MONSTER costumes can be a lot of fun, but they needn’t be a 
hassle. Do what your budget and creativity allows. They can be simply 
accessories that are enough to get the idea across or even fully realized 
character costumes. Have fun with them, but don’t stress over them!

Otherwise, the costume requirements are as follows:

In ACT ONE, Scene Five, QUASI wears a party hat.

In ACT TWO, Scene Four, QUASI has metal bolts attached to his neck. 
This can be accomplished quickly and easily by attaching the bolts to 
a clear headband. QUASI can simply slip on the headband between 
scenes.

For the science fair scene, it would be fun to have everyone in t-shirts 
identifying them with their own Order:  Witches are in the Order of 
Enchantment, Monsters in the Order of Mayhem, Convicts in the Order 
of Anarchy, Geniuses in the Order of Marvels, and then Misfits’ just say 
Misfits. The fronts of all shirts have the V.I.L.E. school logo and the 
school rules (see below) and each Order is identified by a certain shirt 
color. Not only do they work as a costume, but make great mementos 
for your group’s performance. Contact Pioneer Drama Service to order 
your group shirts today!
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VILLAIN SCHOOL RULES
Apart from being on the shirts as mentioned above, the school rules 
may be posted as part of the set decoration, or listed as a fun reference 
in the program.

1. Good deeds will not be tolerated.
2. Remember your spot on the food chain.
3. Don’t trust anyone. Not even your professors.
4. Friendships are frowned upon.
5. Love is strictly forbidden.

FLEXIBLE CASTING
SANDRA, SHARKEY, PICK, DAVY BACKSTABBER, SASQUATCH, 
WEREWOLF, MUMMY, PROFESSOR SNIDE, PROFESSOR BLACK, 
PROFESSOR MURK and HEADMISTRESS could be played by male or 
female actors. Name changes and wording changes may be made to 
accommodate this flexibility.

AVOID UPSTAGING IN SCENE ONE

Scene One requires all social groups to be onstage at the same time. 
For most of this scene, the action follows FRANK, but be sure to 
keep the focus on the group that needs it even when FRANK isn’t on 
stage. The way to do this is to keep the action of all other groups to a 
minimum so that they do not draw the audience’s attention away from 
those who are currently speaking. As the scene is set in a cafeteria, 
the other groups can eat, work on projects, pass notes, trade food, 
text, or engage in any other typical teen lunch break activity that makes 
sense, as long as it is done quietly and discreetly to keep the focus 
where it belongs.

SPOTLIGHTS or other LIGHTING can also be used to shift the audience’s 
focus as needed during this scene.

THE HEADMISTRESS’S MIRROR
This should be a free-standing frame large enough to frame the Jekylls. 
If possible, an actual mirror can be used to backdrop the frame, with 
space between the reflecting glass and the frame for the actors 
who “appear” in the frame. Otherwise, a silver cloth may be used to 
backdrop the mirror frame set piece.
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PUBLIC DOMAIN MUSIC NOTE
The songs QUASI sings are from the public domain, many of which 
are available for free online listening or download. For reference, the 
songs are listed below in the order of their appearance in the script:

“Beautiful Dreamer,” music and lyrics by Stephen C. Foster
“Hail! Hail! The Gang’s All Here,” music by Theodore F. Morse and 

Arthur Sullivan, lyrics by D.A. Estrom
“Let Me Call You Sweetheart,” music by Leo Friedman, lyrics by 

Beth Slater Whitson
“Hello! Ma Baby,” music and lyrics by Howard and Emerson
“Ain’t We Got Fun!” music by Richard Whiting, lyrics by Gus Kahn 

and Raymond Egan
“She’ll Be Coming ’Round the Mountain,” uncredited American 

folk song
“Daisy Bell” (Bicycle Built for Two), music and lyrics by Henry Dacre
“Pretty Baby,” music and lyrics by Tony Jackson, Egbert Van Alstyne 

and Gus Kahn
“London Bridge,” uncredited folk song
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Thank you for reading this E-view. 
This E-view script from Pioneer Drama Service will stay 
permanently in your Pioneer Library, so you can view it 
whenever you log in on our website. Please feel free to save it 
as a pdf document to your computer if you wish to share it via 
email with colleagues assisting you with your show selection.

To produce this show, you can order scripts for your cast and 
crew and arrange for performance royalties via our website or 
by phone, fax, or mail.

If you’d like advice on other plays or musicals to read, our 
customer service representatives are happy to assist you when 
you call 800.333.7262 during normal business hours. 

Thank you for your interest in our plays and musicals. 

www.pioneerdrama.com

800.333.7262
Outside of North America 303.779.4035 
Fax 303.779.4315

PO Box 4267
Englewood, CO  80155-4267

We’re here to help!



DRAMA WITHOUT THE DRAMA
Words on a page are just words on a page. It takes people to turn them into plays and musicals. At Pioneer, we want 
the thrill of the applause to stay with you forever, no matter which side of the curtain you’re on. Everything we do is 
designed to give you the best experience possible:

WHy PIOnEER:

Maintain control of your casting. 
We know you can’t always control who auditions. Take advantage of our many shows that indicate flexible casting and switch 

the genders of your roles without restrictions. And with Pioneer, you also get access to scripts that were written for the entire 

cast, not just a star lead performer like so many other mainstream musicals and plays.

adapt and custoMize.
Pioneer helps you manage the number of roles in your production. We indicate where doubling is possible for a 
smaller cast, as well as provide suggestions where extras are possible to allow for additional actors. Both options will 
help you tailor your play for your specific cast size, not the other way around.

Be original.
Get access to fresh, new musicals that will let your actors develop their characters instead of mimicking the same 
personalities we see on stage year after year. 

take advantage of our teaching tools.
Pioneer’s CD Sets include two high quality, studio-produced discs – one with lyrics so your students can learn by ear, 
the other without so they can rehearse and perform without an accompanist or pit band. You can even burn a copy of 
the vocal CD for each cast member without worrying about copyright laws. And with payment of your royalty, you have 
permission to use the karaoke CD in your actual production.

it’s like having an assistant.
Use our Director’s Books and benefit from professional features designed by and 
for directors. Line counts, scene breakdowns, cues and notes – you’ll love our 
spiral-bound, 8½” x 11” books with the full script only on one side of the page to 
leave plenty of room for your own notes.

videotaping? We’d Be disappointed if you didn’t!
With Pioneer, you’ll never have to worry about videotaping your production 
and posting it on YouTube. In fact, we encourage it. We understand that your 
production is about your performers, not our script. Make the experience the 
best it can be, take pictures and videos, and share them with the community. We 
always love seeing our scripts come to life.


