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draft) “In the beginning, somebody or other said, ‘Let there be light!’ and 
kerboom!—there was a big explosion.  This created the sun and the stars, 
which are incredibly immense masses of exploding matter trillions of 
miles away.  They rotate around the Earth separating night from day, and 
that was good.” (Looking up to gage his audience’s reactions) “Now Adam 
swam out of the sea, losing his gills along the way, and he crawled up 
through the primordial ooze to a place called Eden—which was filled with 
dinosaurs.”
Biff Rowback:  (Clarifying to the staff) So that students won’t be 
confused, Dr. Leaky will study the dinosaurs in a later chapter.
Dr. Leaky: (Continuing to read) “Adam was lonely in Eden, so somebody 
or other performed the first successful transplant in medical history by 
removing one of Adam’s ribs and—shazam!—creating a lady named 
Eve, who was the Mother of the Women’s Liberation Movement, and 
that was good.” (Looking up once again to gage his audience’s reactions) 
“Now Adam and Eve lived happily in Eden for a couple of million years, 
swinging from branch to branch and eating all the fruits and berries they 
wanted, except for apples, which had evolved from the giant ferns of the 
Carboniferous period.  Eating apples was against the law.  But one day, a 
snake left over from the Age of Reptiles whispered to Eve that the apples 
were Delicious—thus striking the first blow for Women’s Lib.  Eve bit the 
apple and persuaded Adam to do the same.  Somebody or other got sore 
and tossed them out of the Garden of Eden for committing a non-victim 
crime—and that was bad.  So Adam and Eve became cave persons.  Adam 
hunted woolly mammoths, and Eve invented fire—so she could bake 
cakes.  We call this the Stone Age.” 
Marilyn Conroe: (Raising hand) Um, excuse me.
Dr. Leaky: Yes?
Marilyn Conroe: Dr. Leaky, what happened to the dinosaurs and woolly 
mammoths?
Dr. Leaky: Excellent question, Ms. Conroe!  Well, there wasn’t room for 
them on the Ark. Thus, they perished in the big flood, which ended the last 
Ice Age of the Pleistocene epoch.  Otherwise, we would all be up to here 
in dinosaurs and woolly mammoths.”
Biff Rowback:  (Impressed) That—is—good.
Marilyn Conroe: That’s not just good, Chief.  That’s great!  But what 
about sex?
Biff Rowback:  Well, that’s our gravest problem.  Our second-grade text, 
Sex is Fun, Too, has come under fire from angry parents who are deeply 
concerned their little second-graders may become lustfully aroused.  We 
need a drastic revision that will instruct our little children in the mysteries 
of sex without offending anyone.
Wilbur Wasp: Listen, Chief, listen to this.  “Oh, Jack, look,” said Janet.  
“Look and see.  See me tremble when I look at you.”  “Oh, Janet, you 

notes

Love never has been, nor will ever be, synonymous with perfection; 
therefore, how is one expected to endure a long-term relationship?  
In her humorous, yet heartwarming play, Perfect, Bridget Grace 
Sheaff introduces us to Alan and Meg, a young couple, who strive for 
perfection in their day-to-day relationship.  Perfection, however, is 
a slippery slope, and it is virtually impossible to maintain such high 
standards, especially when expectations are unusually high while 
preparing an anniversary dinner.  This play should be performed by 
a male and female and may be entered in Duo Interpretation or Duet 
Acting.  Timing is critical when playing comedy.  Taking a beat before, 
after, or during a line’s delivery can often be the difference between a 
big laugh and a missed opportunity.  Work the dynamics of this young 
couple’s relationship.  The two have been dating for years.  They 
know each other; therefore, they also know how to push each other’s 
buttons. This is a tour-de-force for those performers adept at playing 
romantic comedy! 

Characters:
Meg, a 24 year-old sweet, slightly sarcastic, girl-next-door type of gal
Alan, a 25 year-old sweet, slightly sarcastic boy-next-door type of guy

SCENE: An apartment.
AT RISE: Meg walks back and forth between the kitchen area and the 
dining room, setting the table and preparing dinner. Alan walks in the door 
with flowers in his hand.

Alan: (Entering the apartment) Knock-knock.  Hey! Smells good in here.
Meg: (Continuing to set the table and prepare the meal) Thank you! I 
have to take the lasagna out of the oven soon and if I can find my pastry 
brush, there’ll be garlic bread to go along with that.
Alan: You are a true chef.
Meg: What can I say? I graduated from the Stouffer’s College of Frozen 
Food with a Master’s in French Bread Pizza.
Alan: Do you want me to set the table?
Meg: Already done.
Alan: Okay, how about if I toss a quick salad? You should see what I can 
do with a head of lettuce.
Meg: I have one in the fridge already. I’ll go grab it.
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Vasalai is a homosexual.  Vasalai is proud of it. 
Biff Rowback:  What does his daddy do, Edgar?
Edgar Alan Proe: Daddy is a Strategic Air Command General.  Daddy is 
a full-blooded Apache.  Daddy goes around beating up cowboys.  Daddy 
also does the dishes.  Mommy is a fireperson.  Mommy also belongs to 
the Socialist Worker’s Party.  Mommy is big and strong.  Mommy can lick 
Daddy in Indian wrestling.  Chiang and Chiquita want to grow up to be 
like Mommy and Daddy—or vice versa—they don’t care.
Biff Rowback: Edgar, those are all interesting characterizations, but what 
makes this family different?
Edgar Alan Proe: Well, the family has a cook.  The cook’s name is Aunt 
Jemima.  Aunt Jemima is fat and jolly and says things like, “Hmmm, 
honey-chile, have s’mo dese scrumptious pancakes.” (Beat) Aunt Jemima 
is a white, Anglo-Saxon Protestant.
Julio Explaineous: What about if Chiang and Chiquita have an uncle, 
too!  His name is Colonel Stonewall.  Colonel Stonewall wears a planter’s 
hat, a string tie and gaiters.  Colonel Stonewall is for segregation, racial 
purity and defending his womenfolk with guns.  Colonel Stonewall is a 
Black Panther.
Biff Rowback: They need occupations.
Julio Explaineous: What if Chiang wants to be a househusband when he 
grows up, and Chiquita wants to be a fireperson when she grows up.  Or 
vice versa. They don’t care.  Vasalai wants to work in a massage parlor 
when he grows up.  Valsalai believes all parents should be equal—as long 
as they are of the same sex.  (Pause) What do you think, Chief?
Biff Rowback:  Great characters, everyone, but what’s the first chapter, 
‘Chiang and Chiqita Run and Skip?’
Julio Explaineous: No, I was considering something more along the lines 
of ‘Chiang and Chiquita Rip Off Hubcaps and Skip.’
Biff Rowback:  Fine, fine.  Not only will this work accurately depict 
our glorious “American Way of Life,” but it should double sales.  Now 
then, ladies and gentlemen, let’s turn to the next problem—the origin of 
personkind.  As you know, a number of states, led by California, have 
demanded we give equal time in our textbooks to the theory of divine 
creation and the theory of evolution.  One minor difficulty, however, is 
due to the separation of church and state by our Constitution, we aren’t 
allowed to mention God.  I feel I have, however, discovered the one 
author equipped to solve our dilemma.  His name is Dr. Billie Joe Leaky, 
the distinguished anthropologist and fundamentalist agnostic evangelist.  
He has kindly consented to revise our textbook on the subject, which, 
by the way, will henceforth be entitled, Your Divine Cousin, the Divine 
Orangutan.  Dr. Leaky, would you mind reading an excerpt from your 
draft?
Dr. Leaky: It would be my pleasure, Mr. Rowback.  (Reading from his 

Alan: Well… is there anything that I can do to help?
Meg: You can stand there and look pretty.
Alan: Well, I have been compared to Jennifer Lopez, but I was thinking 
about something that required actual effort.
Meg: Believe me, you have your hands full with that. Where is my pastry 
brush?
Alan: I’m sure it’s around here somewhere. Let me help you find it.
Meg: No, no it’s okay. I know I had it around here somewhere—ah-ha! 
Found it.
Alan: In the microwave? You still keep your utensils in the microwave? 
You know they invented these nifty things called drawers, right? (Pulling 
one out) Wow, look at the convenience!
Meg: Well, I can’t do everything right, now can I?
Alan: But you certainly can do no wrong.
Meg: I beg to differ. I’m dating you, right?
Alan: If this is wrong, then I don’t want to be right. Am I right?
Meg: Mostly you’re a moron.
Alan: Yeah, but you love this moron.
Meg: Shhhh! Keep it down! I don’t want someone to find out!
Alan: Aw, great. What’s the point in having an amazing girlfriend, if I 
have to keep it a secret?
Meg: She cooks you dinner?
Alan: Bingo. Circle gets the square.
Meg: Do you want cheese on your garlic bread?
Alan: Why do you even ask?
Meg: Because you’re secretly a picky eater.
Alan:  I am not.
Meg: You are, too! You pretend to like everything to spare everyone’s 
feelings, but you only really like a very limited number of foods.
Alan: I love all food. I am not food prejudiced. I think all food should join 
hands and stand in a circle and sing Kumbaya, and there would be peace 
on earth.
Meg: All food?
Alan: All food.
Meg: Even chili?
Alan: Okay, chili’s invitation to the love pow-wow will mysteriously get 
lost in the mail.
Meg: And I suppose that broccoli’s invitation will also mysteriously 
disappear?
Alan: No, no, broccoli is not invited—period. Most people who have had 
broccoli hate it. Broccoli is the Justin Bieber of foods!
Meg: Well, I love broccoli.
Alan: And I love you.
Meg: Thank goodness. I was worried I wouldn’t be invited to the food 


