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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 LISH ING 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 website: www.dramaticpublishing.com, or we may be con tacted by
mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St.,
Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S AGENT 
THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COP IES. 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 sub sti tu tions may be made in the
work with out the prior writ ten con sent of the pub lisher. No part of this work
may be re pro duced or trans mit ted in any form or by any means, elec tronic or 
me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma -
tion stor age and re trieval sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the
pub lisher. It may not be per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with -
out pay ment of roy alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes -
sional, mo tion pic ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, 
rec i ta tion, lec tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served.

For per for mance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this
play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers must 
be ob tained or other songs and re cord ings in the pub lic do main sub sti -
tuted.
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IM POR TANT BILL ING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the mu si cal 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 (50%) the size of the ti tle type. Bio graph i cal in for ma -
tion on the au thors and com pos ers, 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 LISH ING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”

In ad di tion, 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:

“Com mis sioned by and pre miered at the 2011 Humana Fes ti val
of New Amer i can Plays at Ac tors Thea tre of Lou is ville.”
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Promageddon pre miered at the 2011 Humana Fes ti val
of New Amer i can Plays at Ac tors Thea tre of Lou is ville.
The di rec tors were Amy Attaway and Mi chael Legg with
the fol low ing cast:

Gil . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Scott Swayze
Theo . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jor dan Brodess
Dot . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Havalah Grace
Alexis . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . El len Haun
Kimmy . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Dinah Berke ley
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PROMAGEDDON

CHAR AC TERS

GIL . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 18 years old
THEO . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 18 years old
DOT. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 17 years old
ALEXIS . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 18 years old
KIMMY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 17 years old
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PROMAGEDDON

(A stor age room in a pub lic school base ment. ALEXIS
and DOT are in for mal gowns. ALEXIS wears hers well, 
DOT sig nif i cantly less so. THEO and GIL are in tux e -
dos. GIL stands in front of the door, guard ing it. THEO
strums an acous tic gui tar and sings a sad folk tune.)

THEO.
WENT TO THE DANCE ALONE
TOOK A CHANCE, I SHOULD HAVE STAYED

HOME
NOW I’M TRAPPED IN RIVERSTONE
MMMMM-HMMMMM

(He fin ishes with a flour ish.)

ALEXIS. That’s it? The en tire song?
THEO. Songlet. They’re called “songlets.” I’m push ing the 

en ve lope of brev ity.
ALEXIS. Yeah? Well, try push ing some thing use ful—like

him. (Try ing to shove GIL aside.) Move it, meatbag.
GIL. I told you: no body’s go ing any where ’til I say it’s

safe.
ALEXIS. You may be the star quar ter back up there on the

field, Gil, but down here you’re not the boss of any -
thing ex cept in dus trial-sized rolls of toi let pa per, an ti -
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bac te rial soap, and…the jan i tor’s half-used can of
chew ing to bacco EW!

GIL. You’re a cheer leader, Alexis. You’re sup posed to
cheer me on, not like, off.

ALEXIS. If you’re so cheerworthy, how come you showed 
up to night with your lit tle sis ter on your arm? Oh wait,
that’s right, I dumped you for Zander Perkins.

GIL. She could n’t get a date. It’s called a fa vor.
ALEXIS. It’s called you got ar rested last week for streak -

ing around the neigh bor hood butt-na ked yell ing, “Look
at me! I’m a freak!” so now me and ev ery body else at
this school want noth ing more to do with you.

GIL. You can’t crush my spirit. I’m a nat u ral-born leader.
And I’m gonna lead us out of this.

THEO. I se ri ously doubt the playbook for the River stone
Civ ets has in any way pre pared you for what’s on the
other side of that door.

GIL. Shut that mopey lit tle face of yours, dude, or so help
me I will find the near est wa ter source and swirly you
into obliv ion.

LEXIS. Yeah, Theo. We don’t know what’s out there. It
could all be fine. Like a false alarm or some thing.

THEO. Did you not hear the wail ing screams half an hour
ago? Feel the earthshat ter ing thuds? En joy the de li cious 
buzz of a mild to mod er ate con cus sion as the floor
slammed up to meet your face?

ALEXIS. Okay, I know you like to think of your self as
some mu si cal poet…

THEO. Folk rock singer-song writer.
ALEXIS. …but I’d ap pre ci ate a lit tle less hy per bole and a

lit tle more “keep ing your pant ies dry.”
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THEO (sing ing with a snarl).
SHE TOLD ME TO KEEP MY PANTIES DRY
THINKS SHE’S THE QUEEN BITCH OF

RIVERSTONE HIGH

GIL. Enough, you two! We’re a team, and we’re gonna
start act ing like one. Now can I get a “Go Civ ets”?

ALEXIS. Oh, I’ll give you a “Go Civ ets.”
DOT. Please.
ALEXIS. In fact, if you don’t step two feet to the left and

get out of my way…
DOT. Ev ery body, please.
ALEXIS. …I’m gonna take my hotly man i cured tensies

here and claw the words “Go Civ ets” right into your—
DOT. COULD EV ERY BODY PLEASE SHUT UP? (They

stare at her.) We all could have died. We all could have 
died and we all still could die and we ought to have re -
spect enough for the sledge ham mer of that fact to be
quiet for five fucking min utes. I mean Christ: THERE
WAS A NU CLEAR WAR ON OUR PROM NIGHT.
(Beat.)

GIL. So what does that mean for like, tux rental?

(ALEXIS pulls out her cell phone and starts texting.)

ALEXIS. “Sta tus up date: Trapped in base ment stor age
room with ex-bf, emo freak, and a prom dress that ap -
pears to have eaten 1990s Janeane Garofalo. Please ad -
vise.”

DOT. Do you re ally think any one’s gonna get that?
ALEXIS. Send. (She stares down at her phone.) Come

on… Come on… (Noth ing. She hurls her phone to the
floor. Si lence.)
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THEO. God. Nu clear war? It’s so… (with dis dain) retro.
ALEXIS. I know, right? That’s our par ents’ apoc a lypse.

Can’t we have any thing of our own?
DOT. Okay. I’m not sure the re al ity is sink ing in with you

guys. So I’m gonna try one more time: Up above us,
ev ery one that used to be alive is ei ther dead or dy ing.
The heat from the blast has turned many peo ple into a
fine atomic mist and given many more peo ple burns
from which they can not pos si bly sur vive. Build ings are
now rub ble. Wa ter is now steam. The sky is in per pet -
ual twi light. Civ i li za tion has ended. (Pause.)

ALEXIS. Or… Up above us, peo ple are danc ing. Mu sic is
thump ing. Booze and pot and other amaz ing things are
se cretly trick ling into the bod ies of all our class mates
like an swered prayers. Zander is look ing for me.
Squeez ing his tightly mus cled frame through a crush of
vel vet and se quins and ill-ad vised hair. The world is
turn ing. All is rad. And any min ute, they’re go ing to
an nounce the king and queen. I have to go. I have to
go! (She wres tles with GIL.)

DOT. Alexis. We all heard the si rens. We all got the texts.
We all saw Mr. Havister stop the band, get up on stage, 
and make the an nounce ment. And then we all did ex -
actly what he told us not to do: run. There’s noth ing up
there now.

ALEXIS (stops wres tling and gives a howl of frus tra tion).
I was sup posed to be queen! Fucking China!

THEO. Well, more ac cu rately, Iran. Then Is rael. Then Pa -
ki stan. Then In dia. Then China.

ALEXIS. Then Us. Then fucking Us. (Pause.) I’m a cheer -
leader. I have a 4.0. I have a new boy friend so hot his
tweets burn my ret i nas. This can’t be how it all ends for 
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me. If I’d have known I was go ing to spend my last
days on earth stuck in a stor age room with three of the
big gest freaks ever to roam the River stone halls, I’d
have taken Kimmy Whit man’s hand when she jumped
off that bridge last year and gone with her, all the way
down.

THEO. Wow. Where do I be gin? First, if you think be ing a 
cheer leader with a hot boy friend is a guar an tee against a 
bleak and mean ing less fu ture, check out our par ents’
facebook pro files. Sec ond, you only have a 4.0 be cause
pa thetic geeks are will ing to let you cheat off them in
ex change for a cou ple of lousy sexts. And third, shal -
low, self-ob sessed peo ple like you are the rea son
Kimmy Whit man jumped in the first place. (Quiet.)

DOT. That was the worst day ever. Well, be sides…
THEO. Yeah. It re ally was.
DOT. And that YouTube video? Of the guy find ing her?
ALEXIS. He throws up like for ever. It was dis gust ing.
THEO. Not the point, Alexis.
DOT. Sea weed and al gae and stuff drip ping off of her. Her 

skin was the color of the moon. And the weird est ex -
pres sion on her face. Like the ti ni est smile. Like she
knew some thing we all did n’t.

THEO. Are we ever gonna see the moon again?
GIL. Yes. I’m gonna make sure of that.
ALEXIS. Well I know I’m re lieved.
THEO. The point, Alexis, is that none of us would have

cho sen this as our way to go out. But none of us knew
this was go ing to hap pen.

GIL. Well… Maybe one of us did.
DOT. Gil. Don’t.
GIL. Are you gonna tell them, Dot, or am I?
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