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Pizza With Shrimp on Top re ceived its first full pro -
duc tion in Ar i zona State Uni ver sity’s Ly ceum Thea tre,
Tempe, Ar i zona, Feb ru ary 5-8, 1992. The di rec tor was
Nancy Perzan; the cast was as fol lows:

CAST

Steph. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . SHEELA SATPUTE
Dan iel . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . JOSHUA KNUDSON
Stu art . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . TYRONE GRAY
B.J. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . GREG FORAN
Lisa. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . KIMBERLY GIBBS
Muggy . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . OWEN KERR

Pizza With Shrimp on Top was fur ther pro duced by
Silverado High School, Henderson, Ne vada, De cem ber 3-5, 
1998. The di rec tor was Aaron Levy; the cast was as fol -
lows:

Steph . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . CARLY AVELLO
Dan iel . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . AARON LEVY
Stu art. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . WILL COLEMAN
B.J. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . JOSH PEREIRA
Lisa . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . CHRISTY WIL LIAMS
Muggy. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . STEPHEN ALBRIGHT
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Pizza With Shrimp on Top
A Play in One Act

For 4m., 2w.

CHAR AC TERS

STEPH A NIE . . . . . . . . . . 13 years old, Stu art’s lit tle sis ter
DAN IEL . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . dead, from the city
STU ART . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . se nior in high school
B.J. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . dead, stu pid and from the city
LISA . . . . . . . . . . . . se nior in high school, ex-prom queen
MUGGY . . . . . . very dead, for mer Eng lish mil i tary per son

AU THOR’S NOTES

SET: This play was orig i nally de signed to tour high
schools, so a min i mal set is all that is needed. The char ac -
ters should do as much to cre ate this world (if not more) as 
the set does by make-up and re spond ing to the “rules” of
the place.

Al though the play takes place in Stu art’s mind, we see the
story through his eyes. We are in a limbo-land where peo -
ple who com mit sui cide have to go un til their time to “re -
ally” die should ar rive. The rules, as we find out in the
play, are you can’t eat, sleep, cry, love or be loved, and no
sex. Pretty much no plea sure, but all your yearn ings for
these things in ten sify. Also, no wounds heal in this place.
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All char ac ters ex cept for Steph, who is just a vis i tor, should 
look dead and should am plify their ini tial sui cide wounds.
So have fun with make-up.

MU SIC NOTE: Some spe cific mu si cal se lec tions have
been sug gested through out the play. So as not to re strict
any production, how ever, sim i lar mu sic of pro ducer’s
choice may be sub sti tuted for those pieces which are not in 
the pub lic do main and/or for which per mis sion of copy right 
own ers can not be se cured.

Pro duc tions may up date POP-CUL TURAL REF ER ENCES, 
i.e., Hanson and Mar i lyn Man son com ments, to make them 
more cur rent for au di ence.
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Pizza With Shrimp on Top

(We are in the realm of dead peo ple who have com mit ted 
sui cide—a limbo. They must stay in this place un til their 
time to “re ally” die ar rives. It should am big u ously be
hinted that the play, al though set in limbo, is cre ated
and takes place in STU ART’s al tered mind. A flute fades
in, and an acous tic song is played—live. “Run ning
Away” by Pe ter Himmelman works well to create the
tone/mood of the play. Which ever song is played, gui tar
player should ap pear be hind a screen, al most in sil hou -
ette—sug gest ing a sym bol for who STU ART would like
to be come. The flute should be heard in a black out, and
a bare dim co mes once the gui tar be gins. As the song
ends, STEPH A NIE en ters, a girl of about 13.)

STEPH. Stu! Stu! Where are you, ya twit?! (She sings from 
parts of Joni Mitch ell’s “The Cir cle Game” as she
searches for STU ART. Still call ing:) Stu! Stu! (She is
look ing un der and around fur ni ture and clos ets that are
in her world, but not seen on stage, call ing for STU -
ART.) I know you’re hid ing, Stu…ya fart face. I’m
gonna find you. (Pause.) And if I don’t, Dad will. And
he said if he has to find you to take the trash out, he’s
throw ing you in the can! (Pause.) This is some thing I

7

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



would n’t mind see ing. (Pause, leans back and yells.)
STUUUUUUUUUUAAART!

(She lis tens for a re sponse and then ges tures as if to say, 
“Oh well.” She ex its hum ming from the same song. En -
ter DAN IEL as STEPH A NIE ex its. He sports a head
wound, which bleeds down his face, un der neath a cap
per haps. He looks to be in his 20s or 30s. He speaks
with a city-street ac cent, very loud.)

DAN IEL. Go on, kid, scram! (Pause, to au di ence.) I don’t
care much for kids. I don’t care for kids much the same
way I don’t care for lima beans. Ex cept lima beans you
can pick out of your soup and put ’em on a nap kin. You
can’t do that with kids—you just gotta leave ’em in the
soup. That was Steph a nie, Stu art’s lit tle sis ter. Now Stu -
art, there’s a funny im age. The kid just gulped down a
whole bot tle of vi ta min C, tryin’ to off him self. It’s hys -
ter i cal. He de cides to off him self, end it all. So he goes
scamperin’ through the house like blind mice look ing for 
some kind of pill that’ll do the trick. He’s throwin’ open 
cab i net doors and draw ers, and all he can find is some
Visine and vi ta mins. He’s pissed that his mom don’t
have any rat poi son in the house. But he thinks if he
takes enough pills, vi ta mins or not, that he can still die.
So he chugs down the vi ta min C. Then he gulps down
what was left in the vi ta min E bot tle. (Chuckles.) Guess
he needed a vowel, he’s tryin’ to spell somethin’.
(Laughs.) Then he swal lows down a brand new bot tle of 
Robitussin Cough and Cold. Grape. Go fig ure. No, Stu -
art ain’t dead yet, but his mind’s all mushy, like a pizza
with too much cheese stuck to the box. (Quick pause.) I
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hate that. Which does n’t help those of us (points to him -
self) who have to swim around this guy’s brain. Kind of
makes us the oily spots left over when you fi nally peel
the cheese off the box. (Pause.) Any way, it’s the fun ni -
est thing you ever saw. Stu art’s in this state of mush,
and for the life of ’im, ex cuse the pun if you will, he
can’t fig ure out where he is—the power of the as so ci a -
tion com pletely es capes him. (Laughs.) Then…then, all
of a sud den he starts thinkin’. I guess that’s what you do 
if you don’t take enough pills ta off your self, you start
thinkin’. You lay there in some hos pi tal and “pon der.”
(Beat.) I hate kids. They’re all over this place. Lima
beans ev ery where.

(STU ART, dressed in pa ja mas, en ters af ter DAN IEL’s
“he’s tryin’ to spell somethin’.” STU ART is lit er ally cast 
wea rily on stage, with an acous tic gui tar in his hand.
While in real time STU ART is in a co ma tose state, the
au di ence en ters his mind and takes this jour ney with
STU ART’s sub con scious. He moves wea rily about “the
place” still on his butt, un able to stand just yet. He
moves to avoid DAN IEL, while try ing to fig ure out ex -
actly where he is. B.J. en ters, bleed ing from both sides
of his neck. ALL CHAR AC TERS are ex tremely pale.
DAN IEL and B.J. talk with city-street ac cents. B.J. is
play ing with one of those pad dles with the rub ber ball
at tached to the string. He gives a spare one to DAN IEL.
STU ART, still not to tally aware, tries to avoid B.J. as
well.)

STU ART. Where am I?
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DAN IEL. It’s no big deal, kid. I’ve been dead for years.
Ex cept over here ev ery thing seems like one long night.
What? You don’t talk? B.J. here did n’t talk for months
when he first got here. He was like a moan ing door mat,
just layin’ there stiff, holdin’ his stom ach in place
(Laughs.).

B.J. Yeah. (Pause.) Then the guys started wipin’ their feet
on me. So I got up.

DANIEL. He was feelin’ all sorry for him self. You don’t
feel sorry for your self, do ya, kid?

STU ART (fac ing down). Uh-uh. Where—
DAN IEL. Good.
B.J. Yeah, good.
DAN IEL. Ev ery body’s got their sto ries, you know. From

the looks of your face, I sup pose you’ve got yours. But
who cares, re ally?

STU ART. When’s din ner? (DAN IEL and B.J. laugh hys ter -
i cally.)

DAN IEL. When’s din ner?
B.J. When’s din ner?
DAN IEL. Hey, get this load.
B.J. When’s din ner?
DAN IEL. Would you look at this kid. (To STU ART.) What

are ya? Slow?
B.J. We don’t eat here, kid. It just don’t hap pen like that.
STU ART. Here? What’s—what if I’m hun gry? (ALL ex -

cept STU ART break out in laugh ter.)
B.J. What if I’m hun gry? (Laughs.)
DANIEL. You ain’t hun gry, kid. We all got our sto ries to

tell.
B.J. Dan iel, did n’t you tell the kid the rules? You should

tell him the rules.
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STU ART. What rules? Where the heck am I?!
DAN IEL. Why should I tell him? He does n’t know if he

wants to stay or not. (To STU ART.) You don’t know a
lot of things, do ya, kid? Prob a bly suck at Jeop ardy.

B.J. (raises hand). Aye, yo, I suck at Jeop ardy, Dan iel.
That don’t prove notin’. It’s a back ward game.

(DAN IEL walks up to STU ART and wipes the cor ner of
his mouth.)

DAN IEL. You got blood on ya lip, see? You don’t got a
head wound, do ya? I got a good one. See? (He shows
him quickly, laughs.) A beaut, huh?

B.J. Yo, Dan iel, easy.
DAN IEL. What? He does n’t know if he wants to stay or

not.
B.J. How ya feelin’, kid?
STU ART. I’m just hun gry, that’s all. Can you tell me

where I am? Please?!
B.J. He’s stayin’ all right. (Laughs and points.) I’m lookin’ 

at ’im, Dan iel. He brought his gui tar. Just look at ’im.
I’m lookin’ at ’im.

DAN IEL. You ain’t re ally hun gry, kid. Well, you may be a 
lit tle, but in es sence you’re just emp ty ing out like we all 
did. You don’t re al ize it, but your whole in sides are be -
ing vac u umed out. (Laughs.) Oh sure, Dom inos pizza
with da works sounds great, but you got no stom ach to
keep it. You’d still be hun gry. You’ll al ways be hun gry.

B.J. Vac uum. That’s a very good way ta put it, Dan iel. We
had a dog named Aunt Jemimah—used to bark at the
vac uum ev ery time my modder tried to run it. Have to
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stick her out in the back yard. (Pause.) Aunt Jemimah,
see, not my modder.

DAN IEL (to B.J.). Why don’t you go fetch Muggy while I
ex plain to him the rules. Looks like he might be stayin’.
(B.J. starts to exit.) I don’t think Mug knows we got a
new one yet. (To STU ART; B.J. ex its.) He’s our boss so
to speak, like a cap tain gen eral of all the stu pid dead
peo ple here. (Laughs.) Ahh, (sigh) we all got our sto ries
to tell, kid. But it does n’t mat ter—you’ll see. I’m gonna
tell you the rules ’cause you and me got a bunch of time 
to kill, (laughs) get it? Kill? (Beat.) Any way, rule num -
ber one is—

STU ART. What is this place?! Am I dead or what?!
DAN IEL. You know, per son ally I think you’re bein’ very

rude to cut in on me like that. (Pause.) You ain’t from
Cleve land, are ya, kid?

STU ART. Please, just tell me where I am! Am I dead or
alive here?!

DANIEL. Whadya wanna be?
STU ART. I don’t know.
DAN IEL. Then that’s what you are, and where you are—a

big stu pid, “I don’t know.” Any way, back to the rules:
You can’t eat, that’s first off—

STU ART. Then where am I?
DAN IEL. Can’t sleep—
STU ART (over lap ping). Am I dead?!
DAN IEL. Can’t cry re ally.
STU ART. I’m dead, right?
DAN IEL. Can’t love or be loved, and you can’t have

S-E-X, you know, sex. (Beat.) But you could smoke.
(He takes a smoke from be hind his ear and sucks on it.)

STU ART. I don’t smoke.
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DAN IEL. Good, ’cause smokin’ll kill ya. (Laughs at own
joke, a lot.) It’s no big deal any way ’cause you can’t
light ’em up, so they don’t taste like notin’, see. We just 
suck on ’em, that’s all—basic rule you gotta keep in
mind is there ain’t no plea sure, not here. So let’s re -
view—can’t eat, sleep or cry—

STU ART. So then where the hell am I?!
DAN IEL. What is this, kid? You don’t wanna hear the

rules? I’m startin’ to feel un hos pit able, you know?
STU ART. I just want to know where I am.
DAN IEL. You’re in limbo, kid. Limbo in your own mind.

It’s like you’re un der the limbo pole, archin’ your back.
Stay with me, kid, this is good. You’re un der the limbo
pole and ei ther you make it with out your nose hittin’ the 
pole, or your spine breaks like a tooth pick, and you’re
on the ground, and you can’t re mem ber how to count to
ten for the life of ya.

STU ART. If I’m in limbo, how come I can’t eat a pizza?
DAN IEL (laughs). You are con fused, kid. Don’t worry,

Muggy will straighten ev ery thing out like he al ways
does. Like I said, he kind of runs this place. And it ain’t
easy run ning the sui cides. You gotta have a cer tain
“Suave”…or what ever that fancy French word is. Or is
it Span ish? It’s been so long, you know? Ahh, we all got 
our sto ries, kid. You know what I’m say ing?

STU ART. No. I don’t care ei ther—would n’t be lieve any
story you told any way.

DAN IEL. Oh yeah?
STU ART. That’s right.
DAN IEL. Yeah? Well, quite frankly there ain’t no sto ries

here worth believin’, we just tell ’em anyways. Like old
la dies playin’ bridge or what’s that other one with the
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“m,” marginon or somethin’? (Beat.) There is somethin’
you can be lieve, kid. Here. Take a look-see at this up
close. (DAN IEL shows STU ART his head wound up
close. STU ART is dis gusted by it.) Hap pened three years
ago, but it never stops bleedin’. I shot my self—was in
style back then.

STU ART. Does it hurt?
DAN IEL. Nothin’ hurts. You’re just al ways hun gry, that’s

all. (Pause—a bit pen sive.) What I would n’t do for a
pizza with shrimp on top. (DAN IEL sighs, looks around, 
then maybe to his wrist where there is no watch.)
Uuuuppp, gotta go, it’s time.

STU ART. Time?
DAN IEL. Yep, time.
STU ART. Time for what?
DAN IEL (leav ing, chuck les). Just time. It’s al ways time,

kid.

(DAN IEL ex its. STU ART checks out this world and then
sits down. LISA, dressed in nice black jeans and a fash -
ion able shirt en ters. She is about 17, very shapely and
pretty with much makeup. She is, how ever, ex tremely
pale and bleeds a bit from her lips as well. STU ART is
sit ting with his gui tar in his lap, and at this time seems
very in volved in pick ing a toe nail from his foot. LISA ap -
proaches STU ART as if lost. STU ART does n’t re ally look 
up at her for any length of time. STU ART may put gui tar 
down be side him.)

LISA. Can you tell me where the kitchen is?
STU ART. Uh-uh.
LISA. What?
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STU ART. There is no kitchen.
LISA. Well “dude,” or who ever you are, can you point me

to the near est “diner” of some type? I’m new here.
STU ART. Why?
LISA. What do you mean, “Why?” Why? Be cause I’m

hun gry? (Pause.) Look, I don’t mean to be rude. (Looks
around and then:) Yes, yes I do. I’m hun gry, and small
talk does n’t cut it with me any more.

STU ART (a lit tle an noyed). They don’t have food here.
LISA. I hate men.
STU ART. I’m not tryin’ to pick you up. And even if I was, 

where would I take you? Look, there’s a lot of space
here so if you don’t mind, I’d like to pick at my toe nails 
in pri vate. I don’t know any thing ex cept that there’s no
food, and even if there was it would n’t (looks up at her)
mat ter—hey, I know you—

LISA. Oh, right. Here it co mes—
STU ART (over lap ping). You’re that one girl—that girl

who killed her self—you go to George, I mean went to
George Wash ing ton High School. We went to the same
school—

LISA. What?
STU ART. You offed your self with a drill.
LISA. I did no such thing!
STU ART. They said you could n’t take it any more so you

took a power drill to your wrists. That’s gross. I mean
that’s cre ative, but that’s as sick as it gets.

LISA. That’s what they said? Did they say I was easy too?
STU ART. They said that when you were alive.
LISA. Look, I over dosed on Advil, not a drill. Why does

ev ery body have to lie?! (Beat.) I am so de pressed. Do
you have like a tis sue or some thing?
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STU ART. You can’t cry here for more than like thirty sec -
onds. Your eyes go dry and they burn like some one’s
usin’ your pu pils for ash trays.

LISA (sees that he is right and rubs her eyes dry. Quickly
col lect ing her self). Can you play any Doors on that
thing?

STU ART (puts gui tar down). No. Uh-uh. I’m not re ally
that good—

LISA. Play some thing.
STU ART. No. I don’t re ally—
LISA. You’re bor ing. Are you from Cleve land?
STU ART. You re ally don’t re mem ber me?
LISA. Yes I do.
STU ART. No you don’t.
LISA. Well, who are you then?
STU ART. Jeez, I was in the same Eng lish class with you

our whole ju nior year—
LISA. Ex cuse me if things look a lit tle pale.
STU ART. Mrs. Drew’s class.
LISA. Ohh, ohh! You’re—you’re that kid who used to sit

in the front all the time. Cor ner seat against the wall…
ex cept I for got your—

STU ART. Stu art—
LISA. Right, Stu art. I re mem ber you. I used to dig your

po etry, thought it was deep. The whole met a phor and
sym bol thing—

STU ART. Really?
LISA. I don’t know. I could never do that with my stuff.

(Beat.) Al though, Mrs. Drew was prob a bly the only
teacher at Wash ing ton that I ever re ally liked…be sides
Coach Ches ter.

STU ART (pause). How come you never…
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LISA. What?
STU ART (looks down, backs off). Noth ing.
LISA. C’mon, play somethin’. Please?
STU ART. Naah.
LISA. You are like re ally, re ally, re ally de press ing.
STU ART (sar cas tic). Oh I’m sorry. I’m sure you were re -

ally, re ally happy be fore you met me.
LISA (pause). My cat’s dead.
STU ART. Your cat’s dead. I’m sorry.
LISA. I killed it.
STU ART. You killed it?
LISA. On ac count of Sylvester. My bird.
STU ART. A bird named Sylvester?
LISA. Do you have to ask so many ques tions?! Fine. My

par ents have this cat named De troit ’cause they love that 
movie, you know Doc tor De troit. They’ve never been
any where close to the ac tual city. (Beat.) One day I
come in my room and see Sylvester in the cat’s jaws. He 
was n’t mov ing or mak ing a sound… I thought he was
dead.

STU ART. The cat or the bird?
LISA. The bird.
STU ART. The cat ate your bird?
LISA. De troit was chew ing on him for God knows how

long be fore I came in. But I saved him. I pulled the cat’s 
jaw like a sling shot… (she makes a proud sound of the
cat’s screech) broke his jaw. (Pause.) Sylvester plopped
out of his mouth into my palm… I ran him un der the
drip of the fau cet, put him on my shoul der and he stood
up, thank God. He tried to flap his lit tle wings. (Pause.)
My mother made me let him go the next day, kind of
like a pun ish ment for kill ing the cat. That’s not what she 
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said. She said it was n’t fair to keep him cooped up in a
cage. Things are never fair with her, at least as far as
I’m con cerned.

STU ART. Wow.
LISA (feels head). I don’t feel so good…

(En ter DAN IEL and B.J., who qui etly sneaks up and
scares STU ART and LISA.)

DAN IEL (no tic ing LISA). An other one. What’s this world
com ing to? They’re never gonna learn.

B.J. Nope, they’re never gonna learn.
DAN IEL. Hi, I’m Dan iel.
B.J. Hi.
DAN IEL. And this here’s B.J.
B.J. Hi.
DAN IEL. We all got our sto ries, ah—
LISA. Lisa.
B.J. Hi.
DAN IEL. Lisa. Now, Lisa, why are ya here? This is not

where you want to be. You gotta know that.
B.J. You gotta know, you gotta. (Pause, to DAN IEL shak -

ing his head.) Nope, I don’t think she knows, Dan iel.
DAN IEL. What? Was it some thing with a boy friend, your

par ents, school, sex?
LISA. Yes. (Quick pause.) All of the above.
B.J. Ooh, Muggy is re ally gonna like her.
STU ART. Who is this “Muggy”?
LISA. Maybe you know where a girl could get some food

around here.
DAN IEL (laugh ing, to B.J.). Food.
LISA. No body eats around here?
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