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SET: The entry to a theatre in a movie multiplex. At rise, the USHER stands there, bored.
GEORGE enters and walks up to the USHER.

GEORGE
Is this the free showing of “Undercover Brother?”

USHER
Yes, sir.

GEORGE
Okay.  (He starts walking in.)

USHER
Can I see your stamp?

GEORGE
What?

USHER
Your stamp, can I see it?

GEORGE
Yes, but… why do you care? It’s free, right?

USHER
They stamped your hand downstairs, I need to see it.

GEORGE
There were none of you people at the other doors. I could be sneaking in to seeing “Spider Man”
without paying RIGHT NOW. But I’m here, going where I’m supposed to… (he peers inside)
That theatre isn’t even half full. Why do you care?

USHER
Can I see your stamp?

GEORGE
At least say please.

USHER
Please.

GEORGE
Fine, fine.

(He shows his hand to the USHER and storms in.)

USHER
(muttering)  It’s only half full because everyone else IS seeing “Spider Man.” You fucking idiot.
(turns to audience) Can I see your stamp… please?


