PICK NICK
________________________
A short dramedy by
Bradley Hayward

This script is for evaluation only. It may not be printed,
photocopied or distributed digitally under any circumstances.
Possession of this file does not grant the right to perform this
play or any portion of it, or to use it for classroom study.

www.youthplays.com
info@youthplays.com
424-703-5315

Pick Nick © 2016 Bradley Hayward
All rights reserved. ISBN 978-1-62088-656-4.
Caution: This play is fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States of
America, Canada, the British Commonwealth and all other countries of the copyright union
and is subject to royalty for all performances including but not limited to professional,
amateur, charity and classroom whether admission is charged or presented free of charge.
Reservation of Rights: This play is the property of the author and all rights for its use are
strictly reserved and must be licensed by the author's representative, YouthPLAYS. This
prohibition of unauthorized professional and amateur stage presentations extends also to
motion pictures, recitation, lecturing, public reading, radio broadcasting, television, video
and the rights of adaptation or translation into non-English languages.
Performance Licensing and Royalty Payments: Amateur and stock performance rights are
administered exclusively by YouthPLAYS. No amateur, stock or educational theatre groups
or individuals may perform this play without securing authorization and royalty
arrangements in advance from YouthPLAYS. Required royalty fees for performing this play
are available online at www.YouthPLAYS.com. Royalty fees are subject to change without
notice. Required royalties must be paid each time this play is performed and may not be
transferred to any other performance entity. All licensing requests and inquiries should be
addressed to YouthPLAYS.
Author Credit: All groups or individuals receiving permission to produce this play must
give the author(s) credit in any and all advertisements and publicity relating to the
production of this play. The author's billing must appear directly below the title on a
separate line with no other accompanying written matter. The name of the author(s) must
be at least 50% as large as the title of the play. No person or entity may receive larger or
more prominent credit than that which is given to the author(s) and the name of the
author(s) may not be abbreviated or otherwise altered from the form in which it appears in
this Play.
Publisher Attribution: All programs, advertisements, flyers or other printed material must
include the following notice:
Produced by special arrangement with YouthPLAYS (www.youthplays.com).
Prohibition of Unauthorized Copying: Any unauthorized copying of this book or excerpts
from this book, whether by photocopying, scanning, video recording or any other means, is
strictly prohibited by law. This book may only be copied by licensed productions with the
purchase of a photocopy license, or with explicit permission from YouthPLAYS.
Trade Marks, Public Figures & Musical Works: This play may contain references to brand
names or public figures. All references are intended only as parody or other legal means of
expression. This play may also contain suggestions for the performance of a musical work
(either in part or in whole). YouthPLAYS has not obtained performing rights of these works
unless explicitly noted. The direction of such works is only a playwright's suggestion, and
the play producer should obtain such permissions on their own. The website for the U.S.
copyright office is http://www.copyright.gov.

COPYRIGHT RULES TO REMEMBER
1. To produce this play, you must receive prior written permission from
YouthPLAYS and pay the required royalty.
2. You must pay a royalty each time the play is performed in the
presence of audience members outside of the cast and crew. Royalties
are due whether or not admission is charged, whether or not the play is
presented for profit, for charity or for educational purposes, or whether
or not anyone associated with the production is being paid.
3. No changes, including cuts or additions, are permitted to the script
without written prior permission from YouthPLAYS.
4. Do not copy this book or any part of it without written permission
from YouthPLAYS.
5. Credit to the author and YouthPLAYS is required on all programs and
other promotional items associated with this play's performance.
When you pay royalties, you are recognizing the hard work that went
into creating the play and making a statement that a play is something
of value. We think this is important, and we hope that everyone will do
the right thing, thus allowing playwrights to generate income and
continue to create wonderful new works for the stage.
Plays are owned by the playwrights who wrote them. Violating a
playwright's copyright is a very serious matter and violates both United
States and international copyright law. Infringement is punishable by
actual damages and attorneys' fees, statutory damages of up to $150,000
per incident, and even possible criminal sanctions. Infringement is
theft. Don't do it.
Have a question about copyright? Please contact us by email at
info@youthplays.com or by phone at 424-703-5315. When in doubt,
please ask.

CAST OF CHARACTERS
NICK, male or female. High school outcast, teenager.
ACTOR, male or female. Plays multiple roles, listed below:
ISAAC, male. Jock, teenager.
CINDY, female. Drama student, teenager.
DAVID, male. Nerd, teenager.
MOM, female. Frustrated parent, 30-50.
DAD, male. Angry parent, 30-50.
SETTING
A bare stage.
PRODUCTION NOTE
One actor plays Nick (short for Nicole, if played by a female)
and a second actor plays all of the remaining roles. It is
important that each of these characters has a unique voice and
distinctive mannerisms. Resist the temptation to rely on
costumes or make-up for these quick changes, which will only
slow down the play. How the actor embodies each character is
far more important than his or her physical appearance. Have
fun with this!
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(NICK stands center stage. His eyes are closed as he whispers
quietly to himself.)
NICK: Pick me. Pick me. Pick me.
VOICE: (Off:) I pick Trevor.
NICK: Pick me. Pick me.
VOICE: (Off:) I pick Caitlyn.
NICK: Pick me.
VOICE: (Off:) I pick Isaac.
NICK: Please.
(ISAAC, a jock, enters. He wears a baseball cap and carries a
bat.)
ISAAC: Nick.
NICK: (Hopeful:) Yes?
ISAAC: What do you know about baseball?
NICK: (Deflated:) Oh. I, umm, uh…
ISAAC: That's what I figured.
NICK: No, wait! Can you repeat the question?
ISAAC: This isn't a game show.
NICK: I know. Although it kinda feels like Survivor.
ISAAC: (Slowly:) What. Do. You. Know. About. Base. Ball?
NICK: Not very much.
ISAAC: Then. Why. Should. I. Pick. You. To. Be. On. My.
Team?
NICK: Because I don't want to be picked last.
ISAAC: That's not a reason.
NICK: Trust me, it's a reason.
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ISAAC: A pathetic reason.
NICK: Please? I'm always picked last.
ISAAC: Look, nobody wants to be picked last.
NICK: Exactly.
ISAAC: But somebody has to be the one.
NICK: The one?
ISAAC: Yeah. The one.
NICK: The one who what?
ISAAC: The. One. Who. Nobody. Wants. (He laughs, then
points offstage.) I pick Cindy.
(He exits.)
NICK: Just because I want to be picked doesn't mean I want to
be picked on.
(CINDY, a boisterous drama student, enters. She wears a bright
red scarf and carries a script.)
CINDY: Nick!
NICK: Yes?
CINDY: Today is your lucky day!
NICK: It is?
CINDY: You have an audition to be my friend!
NICK: An audition?
CINDY: (Holds up the script:) See this?
NICK: I do.
CINDY: Do you know what this is?
NICK: I don't.

© Bradley Hayward
This is a perusal copy only.
Absolutely no printing, copying/distribution or performance permitted.

Pick Nick

7

CINDY: I'll tell you what this is! This is a play. A play about
two friends. Two best friends. I wrote it, so it's very good.
NICK: Since when do you write plays?
CINDY: Since when are you in drama class?
NICK: Since I flunked gym.
CINDY: He who hath flunked gym doth not ask questions.
NICK: Sorry.
CINDY: As I was saying, this is a play about two best friends.
One is beautiful and talented. The other is ugly and boring.
NICK: That doesn't sound very friendly to me.
CINDY: Who died and made you Shakespeare?
NICK: Sorry.
CINDY: I forgiveth.
NICK: And you want me to audition?
CINDY: (Nods enthusiastically.) For the ugly friend.
NICK: Of course.
CINDY: Good! (Shoves the script in his face:) Now take this
script and memorize all the lines. When you've finished that,
design and build a set. Then I need you to pick out costumes
for both of us and submit your bio for the program. You have
one minute. Go!
NICK: One minute?
CINDY: Tick tock, tick tock, tick tock.
NICK: Nobody can do all that in one minute.
CINDY: I can.
NICK: That's impossible.
CINDY: Nothing is impossible.
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NICK: You are.
CINDY: Listen! I only offered to pick you as my scene partner
because Miss O'Grady gives extra credit for showing pity
upon those less fortunate. If you don't want me to pick you,
just say so.
NICK: So.
CINDY: Then I guess you're not as desperate as everyone says
you are. (She laughs, then points offstage:) I pick David.
(She exits.)
NICK: David? Are you kidding me? He's even more of a geek
than I am.
(DAVID, a geek, enters. He wears dark rimmed glasses and
carries a papier-mâché volcano on a piece of plywood. Next to the
volcano is a bottle of Diet Coke and a roll of Mentos.)
DAVID: Nick.
NICK: Yes?
DAVID: Will you be my partner for the science fair?
NICK: Do you really want to pick me?
DAVID: Yes.
NICK: Is anyone making you pick me?
DAVID: No.
NICK: Okay, then! I'll be your partner.
DAVID: Good. (Sets the volcano on the floor.) Have you ever
seen a volcanic eruption?
NICK: Sure. Every time my parents have an argument.
(He laughs. David stares blankly back at him.)
DAVID: Why are you laughing?
NICK: That was a joke.
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DAVID: Oh.
NICK: I crack jokes when I'm trying to hide my true feelings.
DAVID: I don't like jokes.
NICK: I see.
DAVID: See what?
NICK: Never mind.
DAVID: Never mind what?
NICK: Nothing... You were saying something about a volcanic
eruption?
DAVID: Yes, I was.
(Pause.)
NICK: You may continue.
DAVID: Oh. (Deadpan:) Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha.
NICK: What the heck was that?
DAVID: I thought maybe you were hiding your feelings
again. So I laughed.
NICK: Let me speed this up or else we could be here all day.
You want to simulate a volcanic eruption by causing a
chemical reaction. Am I right?
DAVID: No. But you are correct. (He opens the Mentos.) I'm
going to put one Mentos in the volcano. (He does.) I'm going to
put a second Mentos in the volcano. (He does.) Then, I'm going
to open this bottle of Diet Coke and pour it on top of the two
Mentos. (He opens the bottle of Diet Coke.) If everything goes as
planned, there will be a chemical reaction that triggers an
explosion.
NICK: That reminds me of home.
DAVID: You live in a volcano?
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NICK: No. But the first Mentos is like my dad. The second
Mentos is my mom. And I'm the Diet Coke. (He takes the Diet
Coke bottle.) Put us all together and—
(He pours the Diet Coke into the volcano and it erupts.)
DAVID: Hey!
NICK: Kaboom.
DAVID: Why did you do that?!
NICK: You told me to.
DAVID: I did not.
NICK: Did too.
DAVID: Did not!
NICK: I just did as I was told.
DAVID: You did what I said, not what you were told. There's
a difference.
NICK: I'm sorry.
DAVID: Look at the mess you've made!
NICK: Story of my life. I do what people say, never what I'm
told, and I make mess after mess after mess. I make a mess of
everything.
DAVID: No wonder nobody ever wants to pick you. I'm
telling my mom!
NICK: What's she going to do about it?
DAVID: (Points offstage.) I pick my mommy!
(He exits.)
NICK: Aren't you a little old to go running to your mommy?
(MOM enters. She wears a curly blonde wig.)
MOM: Nick.
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NICK: Mommy!
(He rushes to Mom and hugs her.)
MOM: Aren't you a little old to go running to your mommy?
NICK: That's my line.
MOM: Close your mouth and open your ears. I need to you to
pick up your room.
NICK: Why?
MOM: Don't pick a fight. Just do as I say.
NICK: I'm not picking anything—
MOM: And stop picking your nose. It's gross.
NICK: I haven't picked my nose since kindergarten.
MOM: Your father is on his way home and I need your room
to be neat as a pin when he gets here.
NICK: Why?
MOM: He's angry. And you don't want to make it worse.
NICK: Why is he angry?
MOM: Because we're getting a divorce.
NICK: You are?
MOM: We are.
NICK: But if I clean my room, you won't get a divorce?
MOM: That's not what I said.
NICK: Then why do I have to pick up my room?
MOM: What did I say about picking a fight? Because I said so,
that's why!
(She exits.)
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NICK: If you're getting a divorce, then I don't want to live
with you. I pick Dad!
(DAD enters. He wears a straight brown wig.)
DAD: Nick.
NICK: Dad!
(He rushes to Dad and hugs him.)
DAD: You can't live with me.
NICK: Why not?
DAD: Pick out some clothes and put them in a suitcase.
NICK: Where am I going?
DAD: Iceland or Africa. Take your pick.
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