
ON ONE CONDITION 
(Comedy, A simple conversation over planning turns quite complicated.) 

GRACE:  Are you ready for the big dance is this weekend. 

JOSIE:  Yes! Where can we all go to eat beforehand? 

GRACE:  Oh, I don’t know. I hadn’t thought about it. I will ask my mom. 

JOSIE:  I’m a vegetarian. I can’t eat meat. 

GRACE:  That’s no problem. 

JOSIE:  Good. And no dairy. I’m lactose intolerant, so no milk or cheese. 

GRACE:  I think we can work around that. 

JOSIE:  And nothing wheat based either…my allergies…I’ll blow right up. 

GRACE:  What can you eat? 

JOSIE:  Not seafood! If there is shellfish within 35 feet of me, I’ll need to go 
to the emergency room. I could die. 

GRACE:  (Confused). Oh, okay. 

JOSIE:  And not Mexican. The last time I had Mexican food I was in the 
bathroom all night. Fruits and vegetables are okay, but they have to 
be pureed into a complete liquid form. Even then, no green or 
orange vegetables and no red or blue or green or yellow fruits. 

GRACE:  Maybe we’ll just skip dinner and go straight to the dance. 

JOSIE:  Deal. I hope there is no slow dancing. Or country music. Yuck.! Did I 
mention I’m not much of a dancer? And I hate music. 

GRACE:  You know what? Forget I asked. (Presses the decline button) 

JOSIE:  What happened? Was it something I said? 



EASY OUT 

(Talking to her father): 

 

Dad, I like softball. Really. I’ve played since I was 6. Remember you called 

me your six-year-old slugger. Well, I’m 14 now, and I’ve just got other 

things I want to do after school. No big deal. Dad, why are you looking at 

me like that? I didn’t ask if I could die my hair blue, I just wanna quit the 

team. Don’t look so disappointed. We can still play, you and me on 

Saturdays. But no pickup games at the park, or with anybody, OK? I don’t 

want to hear it anymore: (yelling out) “Move in everybody. Michelle is up to 

bat. Easy out. Easy out.” Please, dad, I can’t stay on the team. Don’t make 

me. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 


