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JENNY, a young girl, starts off on stage sitting at her homemade Italian Ice stand 
waiting for customers. A nice COUPLE walks on stage. 

PERSON IN COUPLE #1: Hello, little girl. What are you selling today?

JENNY (cheerfully): Oh, I’m selling Italian Ices!

As she says the stage is stormed by the CAPTAIN and at least five SOLDIERS, all 
screaming excitedly and positioning themselves around the stage. The CAPTAIN takes 
center stage and says into an ear piece, overdramatically:

CAPTAIN (Hamming it up): Sir, it’s worse than we thought (pause) The Italians have 
ISIS. 

PERSON IN COUPLE #2: Oh god, our dog is Italian!

PERSON IN COUPLE #1: Oh shit!

They run off stage.

CAPTAIN: Yeah, it seems that Italian ISIS has already started corrupting our youth 
sir. They’ve even started recruiting little girls. It makes me sick.

JENNY (innocently): I’m not a terrorist.

CAPTAIN: That’s funny, that’s something you only hear people I think are terrorists 
saying.

JENNY: Huh?

CAPTAIN: Alright enough lies little girl, how did you get involved with ISIS?

JENNY: My mom said it would be a good way to make some money.

CAPTAIN: Sickening. Now how long have you known this mom character?

JENNY: Uh… forever?

CAPTAIN: Dear god. This has been going on under our noses for years.

JENNY (trying to be helpful): I have a tissue if you need one

CAPTAIN (reacting violently): ROBERTS GET THAT TISSUE!



A SOLDIER quickly comes in with back up and point their guns at JENNY.

SOLDIER #1: You heard the captain. Give us the tissue. 

JENNY: Are you guys going to buy anything?

CAPTAIN: What the hell did you just ask? 

JENNY: I’m sorry I just wanted to go home before it got dark out.

CAPTAIN: Why? What happens at dark, huh?

JENNY: Uh uh, it gets hard to see, and I get scared.

CAPTAIN: What scares you? Freedom?!

SOLDIER #2: I’m scared that one day my French poodle might choke on her 
decorative scarves I bought on ETSY that just have embroidered pictures of George 
and Kramer from Seinfeld fucking. 

Everyone looks at him confused. 

JENNY: Just monsters. 

CAPTAIN: Right now, you’re the only monster I see little girl. And I go golfing with 
Dick Cheney. 

JENNY: I’m not a monster! I’m just trying to sell Italian Ices. 

CAPTAIN: Wait, you’re selling? What kinds of information do you have on Italian 
ISIS? We might be able to cut you a deal.

JENNY: Well um… it’s really tasty. It’s cold. There’s flavored syrup.

CAPTAIN (shocked): Syria?! Italian ISIS is in Syria?

JENNY: The other way around.

CAPTAIN: Sweet Christ!

Suddenly a man with a chef’s hat, a big mustache, and a pizza box runs on stage.

MAN: Linguini alfredo! A-now I’ve a-got you! A-Death to America. Spaghetti!!!!

Everyone ducks and hides. The captain pushes Jenny in front of him. Nothing happens.



SOLDIER 1: Wait a second. That’s not a bomb, it’s a pizza!

Everyone looks at the box. The ITALIAN MAN gives a big goofy shrug.

MAN: Holy CAnoli, I a-brought-a the wrong a-box. Ohh meatballs!

EVERYONE: Ohhhhh, ISIS.

Blackout


