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LIGHTS FLICKER. SOUND EFFECT:  SPACESHIP WHIRRING, 
louder, closer. After SOUND STOPS, BLORP ENTERS, looking at a 
large map. BLOP follows ON.)

BLOP:  That is the last time I let you use that map.
BLORP:  Nothing like a good old-fashioned map to guide you through 

the galaxy. At least that’s what our point of contact said.
BLOP:  Yeah, well he’s from this planet. He understands those things. 
BLIP:  (Rushes ON.) I have to use the restroom.
BLORP:  What? Didn’t you just go when we got gas sixty-four and a half 

million light years back?
BLIP:  Yeah, but I had that jumbo drink.
BLORP:  (Points.) Just go over there, behind those bushes. (BLIP EXITS.)

PRESIDENT:  (To VICE PRESIDENT.) That is wrong and mean and 
horrible. Maybe we should think of another plan.

VICE PRESIDENT:  I’d rather not, Mr. President.
PRESIDENT:  Okay, good point. Let’s move forward with that plan. (To 

FAMILY.) Thank you for letting us use your home for our command 
post. (Begins to leave, then stops and turns back.) And I hope to 
see all of you at the party tonight. There will be fruit punch. Please,
feel free to bring your favorite dish. (EXITS.)

SECRET SERVICE ONE:  (Speaks into a hidden microphone.) Rubber 
Ducky is on the move.

SECRET SERVICE TWO:  (Speaks into a hidden microphone.) We are 
close behind. (SECRET SERVICE EXIT, followed by VICE PRESIDENT.)

MOM:  Well, they seemed nice.
DAD:  The president—in our house!
RONNY:  Grandpa, what are we going to do?
GRANDPA:  I don’t know if there is anything to do.
LUCY:  We have to do something, Grandpa! You’re always saying that 

they’re kind and peaceful aliens. We need to show them that we 
humans are the same.

GRANDPA:  You’re right. 
RONNY:  We need to come up with our own plan.
MOM:  What dish should I take?
DAD:  You should make your seven-layer dip.
MOM: What a great idea! And this is such a special occasion, I’m 

thinking of adding a layer. (EXITS.)
DAD:  An eight-layer dip? What a great idea! (EXITS.)
LUCY:  Grandpa, what are we going to do?
GRANDPA:  Well, we get to bring our own food to share, right?
LUCY/RONNY:  Right.
GRANDPA:  So we’ll bring our own dish—well, sort of our own. Just 

trust me. Come on. (They EXIT. LIGHTS DOWN.)
End of Scene Six

Scene Seven
LIGHTS UP on the Channel 45 newsroom. TED HANDSOME is looking 
at his thinning hair in the mirror. PRODUCER is in her usual spot just 
off-camera. Her eyes never leave her phone.
PRODUCER:  (Crosses in front of the desk.) In five, four, three… (Holds 

her free hand up, with two fingers extended, then one. She points to 
him as she steps aside.)

SIDE #3 - 3 PERFORMERS

BLOP:  Our point of contact was correct. This planet is very similar 
to ours.

BLORP:  Well, of course it is. It is a fact that Earth and Zordon are 
sister planets.

BLOP:  Oh yeah, that’s right. And Mercury and Venus are our 
cousin planets?

BLORP:  That is correct. 
BLIP:  (ENTERS.) I thought Neptune and Pluto were our cousins.
BLORP:  No, Neptune is our grandmother planet.
BLIP:  Then what does that make Pluto?
BLOP:  Pluto was our grandfather planet. Rest its soul. (They bow their 

heads and do spirit fingers.)
BLIP:  So, where do we go from here?
BLORP:  (Looks at the map.) Let’s see. Hmm... I think we go this 

way… (Begins to walk left. Stops.) …Or is it this way… (Begins to 
walk right. Stops.) We’re right here, so that would put our point of 
contact right… (Walks in a circle twice.)

BLOP:  Stop. You’re making me dizzy. 
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ADVISER FIVE:  I think we should wait, stay calm, and see if we can make
peace with them. (OTHER FOUR shake their heads in disagreement.)

PRESIDENT:  You have all brought up some valid arguments. Now, all 
in favor of attacking the aliens raise your hand and say “aye.”

ADVISERS:  (All but ADVISER FIVE raise their hands.) Aye.
PRESIDENT:  All in favor of not panicking, but instead, trying to make 

peace with the aliens, raise your hand and say “aye.”
ADVISER FIVE:  (Raises his hand.) Aye.
PRESIDENT: (Points to ADVISER FIVE.) You’re fired. (ADVISER FIVE runs 

OUT crying.) It looks like the decision has been made. We will 
attack the aliens. You are all dismissed. (ADVISERS EXIT as quickly 
as they entered.)

GRANDPA:  You’re making a big mistake.
VICE PRESIDENT:  We need to form a plan.
PRESIDENT: I’ve never been good at making plans. Could you do it 

for me?
VICE PRESIDENT:  Yes, sir. Give me a minute or two. (Steps away from 

the PRESIDENT to come up with a plan.) 
PRESIDENT:  (Turns to the family.) Do you have a restroom I could use?
GRANDPA:  You can’t attack those aliens. They don’t mean us any harm.
PRESIDENT:  Is that a no on the restroom?
LUCY:  It doesn’t seem to me that you’re giving the aliens a fair chance.
MOM:  Honey, don’t speak to the president that way.
LUCY:  Didn’t you always tell me that I shouldn’t be afraid to speak 

my mind?
DAD:  Yes, dear, but not to the president.
LUCY:  Actually, I think he’s the one I should speak my mind to.
PRESIDENT:  The young girl is right. (To LUCY.) I want to hear what 

you have to say. It is up to you, our youth, to guide our future. So 
please, I would love to hear your thoughts.

LUCY:  I was thinking—
VICE PRESIDENT:  I’ve come up with a plan.
PRESIDENT:  Great! (Pushes LUCY out of the way.) Let’s hear it.
VICE PRESIDENT:  I think we should form a welcoming party, make

them think we want peace, then, just when they think it’s safe,
we attack!

GRANDPA:  That’s wrong.
RONNY:  That’s mean.
LUCY:  That’s horrible!


