Survivor: Wasteland
A play by Bob Whitely

E2001 The Drama Guild and Bob

02 | Whitely. All rights reserved.

SURVIVOGR ; Survivor logo and script inspired by
e f television series (copyrighted).

OuTLAST

Cast of 12 (7 male roles/4 female
adults and 1 child) + extras

Props: Skateboard, broken vhs tape, a few photos (subject matter isnft important), suitcase, sunglasses, cell
phone, a wad of fake money, coffee mug, water bottle, pile of vhs tapes, clipboard, hairbrush and 2 hand held
mirrors (1 small, 1 big), boombox, optional mining tool (shovel, rope or even mining hat), chairs, signage
0Stage 13 Survivor Audionso w/arrow (see website gallery for ideas). Itis also a nice touch to actually have do-
nuts available to the audience after the service as they are mentioned a couple times as being available.

Characters w/abreviations: Dumpster Boy (Boy), Luke Warm (Luke), llene Straight (llene), Bob Bender
(Bob), Rita Wayward (Rita - also doubles as the announcer of the PA), Shirley Church (Shirley), Ice Pop (Ice),
Molly Hopper (Mall), Mike Mift (Mike), Ivana Vine (Ivana), Max Minds (Max), Just Trent (Trent).

Scene |: Waiting room -a line of several empty chairs. A sign indicating 0Audition aread.

(Fade In)

Boy: (Walks up/glances around and takes the farthest seat away/sets skateboard on lap/plays drums with
hands/looks around a lot, candt sit still)

Luke: (Follows 10 seconds after Dumpster Boy/strolls up conpdently/sits down with a seat between them.)

Molly: (Leaves room/ walks up to look at sign then checks her pnger nails/Opens purse and takes out
small mirror/checks herself out/frowns/puts mirror away and takes out huge mirror/smiles happily/puts
mirror away and takes out brush/starts brushing hair/exits stage right.)

llene: (As Molly is exiting stage, Ilene enters, looks around hesitantly, nervously/recognizes Luke/smiles)
Didndt | see you at the Carmen concert last weekend? (Still smiling)

Luke: Maybe. Were you there? (sly smile)

llene: 1 wouldnit be asking if I (gives up) ... nevermind. So ... youdre a Christian too, huh?

Luke: If the shoe pts. . .

llene: Does it? (long pause) 16m sorry! 1om a little nervous. (standing awkwardly) My nameds llene. (warm smile)

Luke: Luke (nods/slight smile)

llene: (takes the last seat beside Luke after a concerned glance at Dumpster Boy.

Boy: (Hoots, acting a little strange, but happy. Hets in his own little world. His skate boardds on his lap and
he spins the wheels like mad for a moment, drawing the others attention)

llene: (Turning back to Luke) So... what do you think our chances are of getting on the show?

Luke: (Conpdent, sly) It all depends on how we play our cards.

llene: (Confused) What do you mean?

Luke: (Smiles knowingly) We need an angle.

Boy: (Howls) Dude! How about like 30 degrees? Yeah! (Nodding and grinning away, moves a seat closer)

Luke and llene stare at Dumpster Boy for a moment, then look at each other and move a seat further away from
Dumpster Boy, trying to ignore him).

Luke: If we want to get on Survivor, we need to stand out from the rest of the crowd.

Boy: (looking nowhere in particular) Million bucks, Yeah baby! Woo-hoo! (spins wheels on skateboard)

llene: Leans forward, concerned about Dumpster boy, then addresses Luke) Well, 1dm not going to do anything
stupid or pretend 16m somebody I0m not just to get on TV.

Luke: (Slight mocking tone) This is only TV, llene. ’0
V2.
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Boy: 1dd lie in a yash for some cash. Million bucks! Yeah baby!

Luke: You just donit get it, llene.

llene: Whatis to get, 1tds OK to sin as long as you can justify it?

Luke: Acting . .. pretending, NOT sinning. You donit have to dd

Rita: (Over the PA system - use hand held mike) Auditions for Survivor: Wasteland will resume in 5 minutes.

Boy: (Gets up and shufyes off stage right emitting an occasional hoot. Optional: Dumpster Boy drops his
skateboard and rides off on it. Caution - if actor isndt a skater, skip it - better not to skate than to
end up on your back or in someonegs lap!)

Luke: Thatds us.

Luke and llene stand - Luke prst, then hesitantly, llene/follows after Dumpster Boy exiting stage right.

(Fade Out)
Stage Hands quickly and quietly remove chairs, sign. Set up a table, preferably with survivor logo poster hanging
from it or displayed on top. Optionally, display logo on the projector. Contact info@thedramaguild.com regarding
prop ideas.

Scene 2: The studio with a table and 2 stools. Some kind of large display with Survivor logo or text banner, per-
haps saying 0Stage 136 or 6Survivoro.

(Fade In)

Bob: (Enters from stage left with cappuccino in hand and brief case/pulls out papers and cell phone)

Rita:  (Follows Bob into room, carrying clip board and a bottle of water/sorts through paperwork on table)

Bob: (Takes a sip of coffee and looks around, then down at watch, but forgot to wear one) What time is it, Rita?

Rita: (Checks watch) Youdve got about 5 minutes, Bob.

Bob: How many are left?

Rita: (Looks at clipboard then at him, slowly, calculating in her head) Letds see ... 43 before lunch, that leaves us . .

Bob: Too many. (Sighs/sits down on edge of table, then smiles) Can you believe these losers?

Rita:  All they can think about is the money, Bob. I know Idd love to have a million dollars (raises eyebrows/smiling)

Bob: (Returning the smile) Sure, but what are you willing to do to get it? (Sets coffee down on table)

Rita: (Yyashes a big smile at him, knowing hets plthy rich.)

Bob: (a wicked smile, almost laughing) Would you eat bugs?

Rita: (winces at the thought of eating bugs, shaking her head 0Nog)

Bob: (Stands up again walks off, then turns back) The real question is what are they willing to do?

Rita: They donft know what theydre getting themselves into. Theydve seen the shows, but . . .

Bob: (Nodding/interrupting) They candt stop thinking about the money. Theydre too busy trying to pgure out how
to get it how theydre going to spend it instead of considering what it will cost them. And the real beauty is
(licks lips - heds loving it). Once theyive compromised, theydll simply rationalize away their actions . . .
redepne their moral code if necessary, to soothe their conscience.

Rita:  (Smiling, knowing what game hefs playing) Youdre really enjoying this arendt you?

Bob: Oh, yeah! (Looks a little psycho here)

Rita:  (Picks up bottle takes a drink and as she does, notices the time/makes eye contact with Bob) Show time
(raises eyebrows, excited/sets bottle down on table)

Bob: (Smiles, then glances around) Jerry? Wherefs Jerry? Someone get the door. (Turns to Rita) Hit the music,
babe. Letds get them in the mood. (Straightens tie, then goes over to the table for another sip of coffee,
his back to stage right where the auditioners are forming a line).

Rita: (Nods, smiling/moves around table behind the brief case and pretends to activate the invisible control
panel, sheds surrounded by a stack of vhs tapes, etc.

(Fade Out)
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Scene 3: Basically, itis the same scene as Scene 2, but make sure you drop and raise the lights to help the transi-
tion. All of the auditioners should be lined up Stage Right by the time the lights are raised. If youdve got them, put
in a few extras to make the line look bigger. If you havendt turned on the projector with the logo on it yet, nowds
the perfect time! Music comes on with the little diddy from the Survivor show if you can get a hold of it! (Check
online or contact us for more information.)

Auditioners line up in the following order: Shirley/Ice/Molly/Dumpster/Mike/lvana/Max/Luke/llene, then any
extras plling up the line.

(Fade In)

Bob: (Makes a quick call on cell phone while pacing across stage. Ends call and waits by the table, his back to
the auditioners)

Rita: (Walks back to the table and waits in front of the table beside Bob, conpdent, arms folded)

Bob: (Moves to center stage facing auditioners) The place may be different, but the game is still the same: 16
new survivors competing in an arid, harsh environment for 42 days. Who will outwit, outplay and outlast
all the others to take home $1,000,000? Welcome to Survivor: Wasteland. My name is Bob Bender. 131l
be presiding over this pnal selection process. As 1dm sure yougre all very anxious to begin, 161l be brief.
Most of you will be going home today, knowing that you could have been somebody if only youdd allowed
yourself to be bendable. Only those of you with the guts to take what you want 80 be what | want 33 have a
shot at the million. As for the rest of you, thereds coffee and donuts in the foyer. Thank you for coming, but
please ... letds not waste any more of my time. Now then (rubs hands together) . . . impress me. (stands
back)

In turn, each auditioner walks up to the mike, states their case and once dismissed exits quickly/center isle.

Rita:  Shirley Church. (Waits to make eye contact) Youdre up prst. (Child may need prompting use hand mike as
necessary)

Shirley: | just know youdre going to pick me, cause 16m so cute! Now, where do | sign?

Bob: (Looks over at Rita enthusiastically and winks. Then turns back to Shirley) Arendt you a little short for a
survivor?

Shirley: Nope. 16m good to go.

Bob: (considers for a moment) Weéll be in touch. (Turns to Rita) Rita, whods next?

Shirley: (Exits stage)

Rita: Letds see (glances at clip board) Ice Pop?

Ice:  You know it (Nodding his head to the music, he does a jig just getting up the stairs, carrying his boom
box on his shoulder) You know it (never makes it to the mike wanders around oblivious) You know it!

Rita: (Canit seem to ever get his attention, tries to guide him off stage) Thank you Mr. . . . whatever. (Motions
him away) Next we have William . . . (squints, trying to read out name from clipboard)

Boy: (Pushes past Molly Hopper/walking up toward the mike-turning to Rita) Woah! Nobody calls me William!
Call me Dumpster Boy! (Remembering photos in his back pocket, he rushes forward and hands them to
Rita) Check out my bed room, man. Moms tried to get me to clean it for years, but I outplayed her, outwitted
her and outlasted her. Idve been living like a survivor for 17 years, man.

Rita: (looks at picture and is visibly shaken. Shows it to Bob)

Bob: (Shocked) 16m . . . (looks at picture again, pointing at something to Rita) 1om ... impressed, um . . .

Boy: I6ll be anyone you want me to be for a million bucks. 13d do it for free. Yeah, baby!

Bob: Thereds no skateboarding in Wasteland.

Boy:  Bummer. (Intense disappointment. Prolonged silence) Got any donuts left?

Rita: (Sighs) Sure. In the foyer. (Looks down at clip board)

Boy: (Exits stage enthusiastic Woo hoo! Alright ... donuts!)

Rita:  Molly Hopper . . . youbre up.
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Molly:

Bob:
Molly:
Rita:

Mike:
Rita:
Mike:
Bob:
Mike:

Rita:
Mike:

Bob:
Mike:
Bob:
Rita:

Ivana:
Bob:
Rita:
lvana:

Bob:

lvana:
Bob:
lvana:
Bob:
lvana:
Bob:
Rita:

All my friends call me Mall. (Pause as if waiting for them to say, 60Mall.6) Oh, I am so right for this. Once
my Mom dropped me off at the mall for like 6 hours, and 16d forgotten to bring my credit card It was the
worst day of my life. I honestly dondt know how | survived (sighs, serious) But I did, and itis prepared me
for this moment.

(Nods, pretending to listen patiently. Takes a sip of coffee) Next!

(Big sigh, then exits stage)

Mike Mift. (Walks over to the table looking for a video) We received your video submission, but as you
can see . .. (holds up damaged vhs tape with tape hanging down noticeably)

I had a little trouble with my VCR. Is there a problem? Steps up, into Ritads face.

Bob ... (Walks toward Bob looking livid) Heds all yours (Walks back to table and takes a drink)
(Forceful/angry/ tosses video aside) So, am | in?

Patience, Mr. Mift. Why don{t you tell us a little about yourself, hm?

Fine; pne. A friend of mine accused me one time of having an anger problem. (Holds up a pnger) One
time. Anyway, | dondt have an anger problem ...

(Under her breath, sarcastic) Really?

... But I am willing to pretend I do. After all, violence sells. Imagine, a survivor threatening everyone not
to vote him off. Survivor needs a bully (points at his own chest). 1ll be the survivor everyone loves to
hate!

(Sets cup down and turns to Rita) You know, | already hate this guy! Hels got potential. (Turns to Mike)
Weill think about it.

(Points his pnger at Bobds chest as he talks. Says 0Bob6 as if itds an insult) Dondt . . . dont brush me off,
Bob! (balls hands into psts as he walks away)

(Backs up a few feet, nervously. When Mift is gone, he brushes off his shirt where Mift poked and tries to
regain his composure, but getting upset).

(Trying to rush Mift away before things get worse) Thank you Mr. Mift. Wedll ... keep that in mind
(waits for Mift to leave) Next up, Ms. Vine. (Pause, waiting/looking around) lvana Vine?

Sorry, 1om . . . a little nervous. Letds see. Ok, ok . .. um, you need me because . . . Iom a fruitarian.

0A what?0 (looks over at Rita for help)

(Shrugs.)

10m a fruitarian. I only eat fruit. Fruit that hasndt been murdered. If it falls on the ground then its fair
game. The way | see it, my role would be crucial. | represent concerned fruitarians everywhere.

And the pnancial backing youdre receiving as a representative of the Fruit Growers Association isndt
hurting either, | bet.

(Brief smile) No comment.

16m afraid wedre looking for someone a little more 68

(Starts to warm up to Bob) | can be a little more &0

Therefs no fruit in Wasteland, Ivana.

(Confused/suddenly desperate) I . . . I look good in a two piece! (A pleading smile)

(Nods appreciatively) Wedll be in touch.

Max Minds. (Pause) Max?

Max: (Multiple Personality Disorder: Talking to himself, switching voices as he makes his way up, improv

Rita:
Max:
Bob:
Max:

as desired) This isndt about you. Itds about me. (New voice) You wouldngt last 5 minutes in 80

(Growing impatient) Mr. Minds? Youdre up!

Sorry ... Multiple Personality Disorder. Billy doesndt want to be here, but the rest of us do, so . . .

(looks at Rita somewhat concerned, then back at Minds) How many of you are there . . . inside?

Enough to pll all 16 slots on survivor, and then some! Now thatés potential! (Suddenly looks away, then
back/frowning - new voice) But | donit wanna do it. (Changing faces - new voice) Tough, Billy, youtre
outvoted. (Still another voice and face) Who needs them? 1m the athletic one (another face, does a few
weight lifting poses showing off muscles, then more monotone voice, conpdent intellect) Speak for your
self, besides, what Survivor needs is someone intelligent and witty ... like me!
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Bob: (Interrupting) Thank you, Max, but 63

Max: (Interrupting) 16m Tom, Max is my 80

Bob: (Interrupting) Whatever. Rita . . .

Max: (Whining) But Eric and Nick want to say something!

Bob: (Angry) Well they can say it out in the hall!

Rita: (Trying to help) We have donuts!

Max: | like donuts (New voice) You would! (New voice as he exits, more improv as desired) This is all your
fault! If you hadndt ... (New voice) donft even blame this on me!

Bob: (Walks off, shaking his head/rubs his temples, takes a sip of coffee and wishes he was elsewhere.)

Rita:  (Flipping a page on her clipboard, desperate to move on) Next up, Trent . .. um, how do you say your last name?

Trent: Just Trent. (Country accent/attitude problem) Let me ask you something. How many pahrumpians have
you had on your network? On previous Survivor shows? (Points accusingly at Bob)

Bob: Pardon? (Steps forward)

Trent: 101l tell you how many . . .none! Zip! Thatds discrimination. Unbalanced representation. (Pauses to
scratch his rear end for a moment) What you need ... is a pahrumpian!

Rita: Youdre from Pahrump, Nevada?

Bob: Pahrump is not a race of people. (Whispers something into Ritads ear. Looking wearily at the man).

Trent: | happen to be a full blooded pahrumpian, born and raised, (lowers voice) unless you count that summer
I spent lost in my mine, but that 886

Bob: (Interrupts/looking at clipboard with Rita) Next! (Looks around, moves quickly toward Rita and her
clipboard) Next!

Trent: You seen my Betsy?

Bob:  What?

Trent: Betsy. My mule. | left her around here some 80 ah, the foyer! (Rushes off stage still talking) Betsy ...
dondt you go and eat up all them donuts now ...

Bob: Youdve got to be kidding me (Shakes his head/paces impatiently)

Rita: (Shakes her head/looks down at clip board) Mr. . . . Warm?

Luke: Luke Warm. (Steps forward/smiles at both Bob and Rita.) 1dve got the attitude and the looks you want.
Bob: (Looks at Rita mischievously. Pulls out of his pocket a roll of hundreds). This interests you, does it? (He
shakes the money in front of the whole audience as if asking them also) Huh? You want some of

this? (Paces, generating energy and momentum)

Extras and actors whodve gone before shout and hoot their approval brieyy. 6'Yeah!4

Bob: (Pause for a moment to let the uproar fade) 10m tired of this. If you want this ... | want more, got it?
(Turns back to Luke, testing him) What are you willing to do?

Luke: What do you want me to do? (Looks eager to please). | know the game, and 16m willing to do whatever
it takes to win. Anything.

llene: Luke! (Last in line except extras: Steps forward a few feet from just off stage, warning him)

Luke: (Waves off llene/turns to Bob) Just tell me. (Speaks slow, powerfully conpdent) 16m the one you want.
Whatever it takes dd 16m the one!

Bob: (Getting scary serious - looks into Lukeds eyes, moves to only inches away as if ready to pounce if Luke
so much as blinks, turns back to Rita) He means it. Good. Very good (rubs his hands together/nods to Rita)
Sign him up.

Rita: (Scribbles on the clipboard) Youdre on, Luke. Weéll be in touch.

Luke: Yes! (Sees Irene and looks away, losing his smile. Exits stage)

Bob: (Looks around at the others) Maybe we should just send the rest of these home and get a fresh batch tomorrow,
Rita, what do you say? Frankly, | dongt think they want it bad enough. (An uproar to continue) (turns
back to Rita and smiles) Alright. Whods next?

llene: (Turns around as if to leave) Excuse me (extras standing around blocks her momentarily)

Rita: (Notices llene/moves toward her a few feet, raising a hand to get her attention) llene Straight?
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llene:
Bob:

llene:

Bob:

llene:

Bob:

llene:

Bob:

Rita:

llene:

Bob:

llene:

Bob:

llene:

Bob:
Rita:
Bob:

Rita:
Bob:
Rita:

I donét think ... (Approaches, looking more nervous than ever) (mutters off the mike, nervously) 1dm not sure I . ..
(Seemingly oblivious to her hesitancy) Go on. (Motions impatiently) Impress me.

16m sorry if 16m wasting your time, but if you ask me to pretend to be something Im not, It isndt going to happen.
So what youdre telling me is youdre good to go as is? Youdre so perfect you dondt need my special touch?
(He tries to touch her on the shoulder)

(Avoids Bobis touch) No, 1dm saying 16m not sure | want to do this, but If I do, | wonit leave my morals at
the door.

(Turning to speak to Rita as if privately) Shebs got spunk. I like her. Now listen closely, Rita. They dondt
call me 0The Benderd for nothing. (Turning back on Ilene) Are you ... religious, llene?

I16m a Christian. And a $1,000,000 isndt worth compromising on my relationship with Jesus.

A $1,000,000 isndt worth it? No offense, Ilene, but your no apostle Paul ... he wouldnit have come here.
Youdre here because you want it. | can see it in your eyes. (Turns to Rita) Sign her up. Sheds in. (Speaks to
Rita as if privately) The viewers will get a kick out of watching her fall apart. (spins around) Listen, llene,
youbve got the look we want, and your stubbornness just might be the edge you need to win the prize money.
Dondt screw this up. Work with me. (Picks up cup and takes a sip, eyeing Rita)

(Stepping forward to coach Ilene, placing an arm around her as if counselling a friend). Dondt think about
it. Just go for it, girl. (Smiles) Millions bucks. (backs away to let Bob move in).

(Turns from Rita to face Bob) Donit you get it? Compromising on what | believe in . . . thatds nuts.

I said youdre in! Win the million and donate it to the church for all I care, lady. Just dondt get holy on
me. People compromise every day. Christians included. Ités what we do. What makes you any different?
Just my choices. (Nearly to tears/shakes her head/takes a deep breath) | have to take a stand sometime. Jesus
didndt compromise. | wont either. Not anymore. 1tds just not worth it. (Looks down for a moment, then
starts to exit stage. She should be addressed directly by Bob before she exits entirely).

(Stunned silence. Almost trembling with anger) Where does she think sheds going? (Turns to llene who
should be near the edge of the stage by now) | said your in, lady!

Find somebody else! From now on . . . no compromises (tells herself nearly to tears as she exits center isle)
(Furious) I didndt dismiss you yet! (Turns to Rita) Rita!

(Shrugs apologetically and mimes confusion 0What do you want me to do?0)

(About to blow/throws cup or slams briefcase closed (if on table, if not, knocks a vhs tape pile over and
storms off stage left)

(Frantic. Moves a few feet toward Bob) Bob . . . what do you want me to tell them?

I dondt care. Just deal with it. (keeps walking)

(Audible sigh/turns to face remaining auditioners) Auditionds closed. Sorry people, youdre on your own.

(Fade Out) Wait 3 seconds and kill the projecter if on. If you have access to it, play Survivor End theme song.

The End

E2001 The Drama Guild and Bob Whitely. All rights reserved. Even if you modify this script, the logo, copyright
information, website and email address must remain intact. For Terms and Conditions of Use, go to:
www.the dramaguild.com. Questions? Email: info@thedramaguild.com.

Note: The announcement in Scene 3 line 4 is inspired by Survivor ad material and is therefore not part of this
copyright. The original Survivor logo is a trademark of CBS.



