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Comedy. By Charlie Shanian and Shari Simpson.

Cast: 1m. 1w. may be expanded up to 14m. 11w. Maybe Baby It s You, , , , ’ is a

comedy about the search for that most elusive of entities the soul

mate and told in a series of 11 vignettes that cover ground from the

first kiss to the not-so-golden years of marriage. We take a raucous

ride through male-female relationships with two searchers with a

laundry list of must-have qualities for a mate that swiftly dwindles

down to warm and breathing as the only prerequisite a mild-

mannered Midwesterner whose blind date turns out to be the Greek

goddess Medea a film noir couple who realize that their razor-sharp

banter is hiding their fear and vulnerability a gorgeous charming

brain surgeon who is always Mr. Wrong due to his penchant for spas-

tic, arrhythmic club dancing a couple celebrating their wedding anni-

versary who realize that marriage may not have ended their search for

a soul mate an elderly divorced couple who entertain the fantasy of a

reconciliation at their grandson s soccer game and other would-be

and shouldn t-be couples trying to find each other. Maybe Baby It s
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*** NO TICE ***
The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY, with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM -
PANY, P.O. Box 129, Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro -
vides au thors with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn
their liv ing from the roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the
per for mance of their work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is
not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully pro tected by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or
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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the Play must give credit to the Au thor of the Play in all 
pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the Play and in
all in stances in which the ti tle of the Play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver -
tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the Play and/or a pro duc tion.
The name of the Au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no 
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in
size of type not less than fifty per cent the size of the ti tle type. Bio graph i -
cal in for ma tion on the Au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may be used
in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois

All pro duc ers of the play must in clude the fol low ing ac knowl edg ment on
the ti tle page of all pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances 
of the play and on all ad ver tis ing and pro mo tional ma te ri als.

“Or i ginally pro duced off-Broad way in New York City by
Madeline Aus tin, Roger Alan Gindi, Bruce Laz a rus,
Dana Matthow, Scott Ben e dict, Libby Anne Russler

and Allan Sandler.”
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AU THORS’ NOTES

Maybe Baby, It’s You has had an un usual pro duc tion his tory:
two sep a rate off-Broad way open ings within a year and two sep -
a rate Los An geles open ings within six months.

The first off-Broad way pro duc tion opened No vem ber 9,
1999, at the Soho Play house, New York City. All male roles
played by Char lie Shanian. All fe male roles played by Shari
Simpson. The pro duc tion was di rected by Jeremy Dobrish. Pro -
ducer credit (in cor rect or der) is as fol lows: “Pro duced by
Madeline Aus tin, Roger Alan Gindi, Bruce Laz a rus, Dana
Matthow, Scott Ben e dict, Libby Anne Russler and Allan
Sandler.”

Cos tumes . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ber nard Grenier
Lighting . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mi chael Gottlieb
Sound. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Chris Todd
Pro duc tion Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Joe McGuire
Mar keting. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Leanne Schanzer Pro mo tions, Inc.
Move ment/Cho re og ra phy . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Eliz a beth Roxas

The play then re-opened at St. Luke’s The ater in New York
on No vem ber 8, 2000, and was pre sented by En ter tain ment
Events, Inc. It again starred Shari Simpson and Char lie Shanian.

The first Los An geles pro duc tion opened on No vem ber 7,
2001, at the Cor o net The ater and was again pre sented by En ter -
tain ment Events, Inc. It was di rected by Pe ter Webb and starred
Shari Simpson and Char lie Shanian.

The play closed, then re-opened at the same the ater on Jan u -
ary 16, 2002, with Tori Spell ing in all fe male roles and Char lie
Shanian in all male roles.
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Au dio In ter views:
Re corded au dio interviews were played in be tween each

scene in the orig i nal pro duc tions. In these man-on-the-street-
style in ter views a va ri ety of peo ple were in ter viewed by the au -
thors and asked to ex press their own im promptu opin ions about
the themes ex plored in the play. Tran scripts of these re cord ings
are in cluded in this script. These re cord ings are not avail able for 
li cens ing, but if an in di vid ual pre senter so chooses, this ma te rial 
may be re corded by ac tors. How ever, this is not an op tion the
au thors rec om mend. A cre ative use of mu sic, pro jec tions or
even orig i nal in ter views con ducted by the in di vid ual pre senter
seem to be better op tions to cover scene changes.

Mu sic:
Through out the script, spe cific songs are sug gested by the au -

thors. In such cases, all ef forts should be made to ob tain the
rights to the orig i nal song sug gested and only upon fail ure to get 
per mis sion to use the orig i nal song should a re place ment song
be used. If a re place ment song must be used, the song should be 
as close in spirit to the orig i nal song sug gested as pos si ble. The
au thors take no re spon si bil ity for the use of copy righted ma te rial 
with out per mis sion.

Line Sub sti tu tions:
The fe male roles have been per formed by red heads, blondes

and bru nettes. There are lines and de scrip tions in the script that
re fer spe cif i cally to the color of the woman’s hair. This is the
“red headed” ver sion of the script. If a blonde or a bru nette were
to play the roles, here are line sub sti tu tions:

“Dreamlovers,” page 25. Diego en ters and sees Elaine. He says 
“El pelo rojo! Ex cuse me, red-headed lady...”

5
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For a blonde, he would say “El pelo blondo!” and then “ex -
cuse me, yel low-haired lady.” He pro nounces yel low as
“jello.”

For a bru nette: “El pelo ne gro!” and then “ex cuse me, black-
 haired lady.”

“Into the Fire,” page 49. Joe re fers to Lizette’s “flam ing red
hair.”

For a blonde: “golden blonde hair.” For a bru nette: “silky
black hair.”

Then, on page 52, Joe in sults Lizette with his “Save it for the
funny pa pers” line.

For a blonde: “Save it for the funny pa pers, blondie, or
should I say, nat u ral brunettie!”

For a bru nette: “Save it for the funny pa pers, blackie! Oh,
and by the way, did you mur der a squid in the sink last
night—or do you wanna fess up to your real hair color?!”

“Once upon a Time,” page 74. Frank says “You looked like
Rita Hayworth that night.”

For a blonde: “You looked like Lana Turner that night.”

For a bru nette: “You looked like Ava Gardner that night.”

Then on page 75, Frank says “Up and at ’em, Red.”

For a blonde or bru nette, sim ply elim i nate “Red.”

6
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MAYBE BABY, IT’S YOU
A Play in Eleven Vi gnettes
For 1 Man and 1 Woman*

Scenes and Char ac ters

“Wish List” . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Man, Woman
“Rhythm of My Heart” . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ron, Cindy
“The Eliminator” . . . . Aud rey, Ralphie, Vinny, Davey, Tommy,

Lin coln, Mrs. Burkee (V.O.)
”Dreamlovers” . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Elaine, Diego
“Blinding Date” . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Paul, Medea
“My Heart Will Go On” . . . . . . . . . . . . Ron, El len, D.J. (V.O.)
“I Do, I Do” . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Groom, Bride
“Into the Fire” . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Joe, Lizette
“An ni ver sary” . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mi chael, Anne
“Once Upon a Time” . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Frank, Ma rie
“Heart to Heart” . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ron, Har riet, D.J. (V.O)

* Or i ginally, all roles were played by two ac tors, one male
and one fe male. How ever, it is also an op tion to have dif -
fer ent sets of ac tors play the dif fer ent char ac ters from each
scene: from one to four teen males and from one to eleven
fe males.

Ap prox i mate run ning time: 90 min utes. Or i ginally per -
formed with out in ter mis sion; if in ter mis sion is de sired, it
should be placed af ter “My Heart Will Go On.”
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WISH LIST

A MAN and a WOMAN are stand ing on op po site ends of 
the stage, fac ing for ward. A TIMER can be heard
TICKING slowly to a steady beat.

MAN. Long blond hair, blue eyes, Sports Il lus trated swim -
suit model, re ally smart, sexy, funny, loves my friends,
my fur ni ture and foot ball, wants the man to make all the 
de ci sions, re solves never to gain more than twenty
pounds with any preg nancy, hates to spend money, re al -
izes that male mo nog amy is un nat u ral, adores me.

WOMAN. Long black hair, eyes the color of the sky, some 
sort of Eu ro pean ac cent, pub lished poet, in de pend ently
wealthy, spir i tual, bril liant, funny, loves my mother, an -
tic i pates my ev ery need and ful fills it, wakes up early
ev ery morn ing to watch me while I sleep be cause he’s
waited for me his whole life and can’t be lieve he’s been
this blessed.

(The TIMER SPEEDS UP a bit.)

MAN. Okay. Blond hair, blue eyes, has done some swim -
suit mod el ing, re ally smart, funny, lets me make all the
im por tant de ci sions, lets me keep some of my fur ni ture
and a few of my friends, but loves foot ball, re al izes that
male mo nog amy is very chal leng ing, adores me.

WOMAN. A de cent head of hair, blue eyes, can be Amer i -
can as long as he does n’t have a Long Is land ac cent, has 
read po etry, in de pend ently wealthy, spir i tual, smart,

9
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funny, ful fills my ev ery need once I tell him what they
are, wakes up early to watch me sleep ev ery—some…
On the morn ings I set his alarm.

(The TICKING IN CREASES in speed and vol ume. They
are ner vous.)

MAN. Blond…ish, blu ish eyes, Sears model—
WOMAN. A de cent hair cut, eyes that look blue when he

wears the right shirt—
MAN. Smart, funny, lets me de cide which friend I get to

keep—
WOMAN. Spir i tual, smart, he’ll buy me flow ers if I leave

him money—
MAN. Lets me keep a foot ball in the ga rage—
WOMAN. If I cry loud enough, he’ll wake up early and

mum ble, “I love you”—
MAN. Okay, re al izes that whole dif fi culty of male mo nog -

amy thing is just an ex cuse, but lets me look at the gir -
dle ads in the K-Mart cir cu lar. (The TICK ING is now
very loud and ter ri bly fast. They are des per ate.) All
right! Hand model, any color hair—

WOMAN. I don’t care if he’s bald!
MAN. As long as it’s not a wig!
WOMAN. As long as he does n’t wrap that one re main ing

strand of hair around his head—
MAN. It would be good if she had a head—
WOMAN. He prob a bly should have a head—
MAN. And some kind of body—
WOMAN. A body, just to hold up his head—
MAN. As long as she’s ALIVE—
WOMAN. I’D WANT HIM LIVING—

10 MAYBE BABY, IT’S YOU
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MAN. AND BREATHING!
WOMAN. I’LL  TAKE ANY THING THAT HAS

BREATH IN IT!

(They stop and shut their eyes. The TIMER STOPS. Af ter 
a mo ment they look up. They’re all right.)

MAN. …But…smart.

(The TIMER starts tick ing again. Slowly.)

WOMAN. …and…and…
BOTH. …funny.
WOMAN. And spir i tual…
MAN (get ting cocky). And…adores me.
WOMAN. Puts me on a ped es tal—

(The pace and vol ume on the TICKING TIMER in stantly 
in crease. They throw up their hands in sur ren der.)

MAN. Just…loves me.
WOMAN. Just loves me.

(The vol ume drops to a bear able level but con tin ues to
tick on. They look re lieved. They wait ex pec tantly.
BLACK OUT.)

MAYBE BABY, IT’S YOU 11
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BLINDING DATE

PAUL, a ner vous and awk ward man, is sit ting alone in a 
res tau rant. He speaks to an un seen waiter who is pass -
ing by.

PAUL. Ex cuse me, ex cuse me! Hi. Has there been a young 
woman in here look ing for me? Oh, my name is Paul
Jensen. Um…I’m not re ally sure what she looks like.
You see, it’s a… (Mum bles.) blind date. (A bit louder.)
A blind date. (Loud.) I said, a blind date! (Em bar -
rassed.) Yeah, my friend Jack’s sis ter-in-law’s chi ro -
prac tor set us up. I’ve been hav ing a re ally hard time
find ing the right girl; all I want is some one who’s kind
and lov ing and gen tle and I know she’s out there, and
Jack— (Off waiter’s re ac tion.) This is a lit tle too much
in for ma tion, right? Yeah. Any way, if a woman co mes in 
named Maria…um, Maria— (He fum bles in his pocket
for a piece of pa per, pulls it out and reads.) Oh gosh,
I’m sorry. Her name’s not Maria, it’s— (A boom ing
voice from off stage in ter rupts him.)

MEDEA (O.S. ) .  OH! WHAT MI SERY, WHAT
WRETCH ED NESS! IF ONLY I WERE DEAD!

PAUL. —Medea.

(MEDEA en ters. She has long wild hair and is wear ing
a toga.)

MEDEA. COME FLAME OF THE SKY, PIERCE
THROUGH MY HEAD! OH, HOW I HATE LIVING!

32 MAYBE BABY, IT’S YOU
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PAUL (to waiter). Will you ex cuse me for a sec ond?
MEDEA. OH, LIFE! LIFE IS A SHARP KNIFE

THROUGH THE GUTS!!
PAUL (ever the good sport, ten ta tively ap proaches, taps

her on the shoul der). Hi! You must be… (Reads from
pa per.) Medea.

MEDEA. You’re Paul?
PAUL. Yep.
MEDEA. OH GOD, WHY? WHY?!
PAUL. Uh, I don’t know. Hey, I’ve got a great lit tle ta ble

over here. Would you like to have a seat? (He holds out
the chair for her. She eyes him sus pi ciously, then sits.
There is an un com fort able si lence.) So…I’m re ally
happy to meet you.

MEDEA. Ra vens peck out the eyes of li ars.
PAUL (al most to him self). Oh. I did n’t know that. (Si lence. 

PAUL tries again, eyes her toga.) Hmm…I’m guess ing
that you’re Greek.

MEDEA. Don’t men tion GREECE! WHY DOES EV ERY -
ONE AL WAYS HAVE TO BRING UP GREECE?!

PAUL. I’m sorry, I’m sorry! The toga, I just—
MEDEA. No! No, I’m sorry. My fault. I’m just a lit tle sen -

si tive. I was re cently ban ished from Greece.
PAUL. Ban ished? (MEDEA grunts. Then PAUL:) You

mean, like they kicked you out of the coun try?
MEDEA. Oh yeah.
PAUL. Why?
MEDEA (mat ter of fact). Well, I gave the prin cess a

golden dress coated in poi son that made her flesh catch
on fire and when the king tried to save her, he also ig -
nited and they both blew up in an un holy in ferno.
(Then.) Where are you from?
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PAUL (faintly). Mich i gan.
MEDEA. The Wolverine State.
PAUL. Yes.
MEDEA. Uh-huh. Will you ex cuse me for a mo ment? ARE 

THERE ANY WAITERS IN THIS PLACE?!
PAUL. Oh, Medea—
MEDEA. I WAS RE CENTLY BAN ISHED AND I WANT 

A DRINK—!!
PAUL (rises, try ing to calm her). Medea, Medea! I’ll be

glad to get you a drink. I’ll just run up to the bar. What
would you like?

MEDEA. Bloody Mary.
PAUL. Okay, I’ll be right back.

(PAUL ex its. MEDEA rises from the ta ble, slowly, dra -
mat i cally. LIGHTS SHIFT. An ee rie, mys ti cal MU SIC is
heard as she speaks.)

MEDEA. Oh, Zeus. This is surely the cruel end of my ac -
cursed life. Let scor pi ons sting me to death, let a
fire-breath ing bull melt my ten der flesh, let a gib ber ing,
drool ing woods man drop his ax and chop my skull in
two, BUT DON’T MAKE ME SIT THROUGH A
BLIND DATE!! Let a ser pent swal low me whole be fore 
I make small talk! Let the sun scorch me into a pile of
flaky skin be fore I hear, “My girl friend left me for an -
other guy, how about you?” LET THE EARTH BELCH
ME FROM ITS GRAV I TA TIONAL PULL, FLINGING 
ME OUT INTO THE ETER NAL NIGHT OF SPACE,
BE FORE I LET HIM ORDER MY MEAL, GROPE ME 
AT THE FRONT DOOR, AND SAY, “I’LL CALL
YOU” SO THAT I RUN HOME EVERY DAY AND
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THERE’S A LIT TLE ZERO ON MY AN SWERING
MA CHINE!! TAKE ME, GODS!! TAKE ME NOW!!

(PAUL en ters with the DRINKS. As soon as he hands
MEDEA the BLOODY MARY the LIGHTS SHIFT BACK 
to nor mal and the MU SIC CUTS OUT.)

PAUL. Here’s your drink.
MEDEA. Thank you. (She smoothly grabs it and sits...
                    
                        [Scene continues]
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INTO THE FIRE

A smoky set, dim light ing. Jazzy blues MU SIC plays in
the back ground. JOE and LIZETTE are in two pools of
light. He wears a fe dora and trench coat. She’s dressed
ev ery inch the ’40s dame, holds an un lit cig a rette. They
of ten speak di rectly to the au di ence.

JOE. The story of our mar riage starts like many oth ers. A
fella, a dame, and a slip pery lit tle fish called Pas sion. I’d 
seen her in the sa loon be fore. Flaming red hair, a pair of 
gams that’d make a monk re eval u ate, and lips as pouty
as a teen ager on a fam ily va ca tion. Oh sure, I’d had my
share of flames be fore, but this dame was pure heat. I
knew once I threw my self into her fire, all the drop ping
and roll ing in the world would n’t save my hide. No, this 
skirt was n’t for try ing on; this skirt was for wear ing.
And was just my size. (Dou ble take.) You know what I
mean.

LIZETTE. The big lug just stood there at the end of the bar 
night af ter night. I looked, but I did n’t touch. This joe
was an il le gal fire cracker and I’d seen too many dames
get their fin gers blown off play ing with cherry bombs
like him with out adult su per vi sion. I did n’t want a
Fourth of July spar kler re la tion ship; you know, the kind
that siz zles and sparks and throws off its heat for an in -
stant be fore it burns down to a dead, dry, ashy stick you
can’t even roast weenies on.

JOE. She stood there with a Pall Mall in her mouth. But it
turned out to be my lucky strike. (He ap proaches and
speaks di rectly to LIZETTE.) Say, need a light?

50 MAYBE BABY, IT’S YOU
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LIZETTE. I can see just fine, thanks. (He turns away.
LIZETTE holds out cig a rette.) But I could use a match.

JOE. Sure, sure, I got plenty of matches: black and blue,
Abbott and Costello, cof fee and cream. Take your pick.

LIZETTE. Very funny, but when I want a crack, I’ll look
down at the side walk. (She starts to walk away. He
grabs her arm.)

JOE. Hold on, Ju nior. I got one more match for ya: you
and me. But you’d better be care ful; when struck prop -
erly, flames will ig nite. (She slaps him, hard. They both
like it.)

LIZETTE. Say, you’re right. I’m warm ing up al ready.
JOE. Versa-visa. (Pulls her close.) Say, I got a hunch

there’s some thing about you that’d go aw fully swell
with some thing about me.

LIZETTE. Yeah? And what do you do when you get a
hunch?

JOE. I lay down a bet.
LIZETTE. Even if the odds are long?
JOE. That’s how I like ’em. See, I’m a go-the-dis tance

kind of guy.
LIZETTE. And who says I’m a go-all-the-way kind of girl? 

You’re bark ing up the wrong tree, Fido. (She pulls
away, starts off. He grabs her again. This time he’s se ri -
ous.)

JOE. You got me wrong, Kitten. This dog stopped bark ing
a long time ago. I’m whim per ing and look ing for a good 
home to take me in.

LIZETTE. Sure, sure you are. I’ve got your li cense num -
ber, Rover. You’re tired of cat ting around and now
you’re ready to set tle down and stud, but I’m the one
who gets stuck at home with a pack of pup pies, see?
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JOE (wry smile). You know what your prob lem is?
LIZETTE. What?
JOE. You use your mouth for talk ing. (He grabs her and

dips her back in a long pas sion ate kiss. They come up
for air, both pant ing a bit.) Pass me the but ter, baby, I
just got a third-de gree burn on my heart.

LIZETTE (pro test ing faintly). Who do I look like, Flor ence 
Night in gale? Fetch your own oleo. (She puts the CIG A -
RETTE in her mouth. JOE grabs the cig a rette, throws it
to the ground, and dips her back in a lon ger pas sion ate
kiss. They come back up for air, swoon ing.)

JOE. Sorry, baby, but smok ing’s bad for you any way.
LIZETTE (dream ily). I know. But women live lon ger than

men. I fig ure if I play my fags right, we’ll drop dead at
the ex act same time. (She dips him back in an in cred i bly 
long pas sion ate kiss. They come up for air. He’s weak-
 kneed. She walks off stage, smil ing. He turns to the au di -
ence.)

JOE. So we kept kiss ing. We smooched like starv ing beg -
gars whose fa vor ite meal is lips. We kissed all the way
to Sausalito to meet her par ents, take a few min utes of
Rev er end Wil son’s time, and hon ey moon in a bed and
break fast—where we never got to the break fast. We
were so close our shad ows got con fused. We were so
moony we threw off the earth’s tidal sys tem. We were
so hot for each other they could have used us to weld.
We were ready for a life time of ver bal gym nas tics and
con nu bial bliss. And then— (Jazzy MU SIC cuts out.)
—we started liv ing to gether.
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(MU SIC hits om i nous chord. LIZETTE re en ters wear ing
a house coat with curl ers in her hair. He tosses off his
trench coat to re veal a dirty white tank.)

LIZETTE. And the hon ey moon glow lasted about as long
as an al bino’s day at the beach.

 
                            [Scene Continues]
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