Calvin Coclidge vs. Tha Dincsauis

Characters.

SIMON. A mad scientist.

FI.VOR. Simon’s one-armed, omehbacked assistant
RONALD. An alcoholic. washed-up general.

BOOBY. A brown noser.

CALVIN COOLIDGE. President of the 11.S. Very stoic.
BILL CLINTON. Good ol’ boy.

RAPTOR TIM. A preppy, elitist snob. Also a dinosaur.
REXINA. A very feminine T-Rex.

VARIOUS OTHER DINOSAURS.

SOME OTHER PEOPLE.

Places.

The 1920°s and the prehistoric past.

SIMON. Elvor, ftch aie a beaker of spleca juice, will you?

ELVOR. Not [ won’t do it master, it’s not right!

SIMON. Not this again. Look, I'm a mad scientisl. [ have a Jifferent set of morals than you.

ELVOR. Elvor not care! What master do is evil.

SIMON. Letme spell it out. I tring the dead back to life. I build zamnbic hamsters out of pappy paits. 1
clone electric eels just to drop them in the neigbors’ koi pond. I listen to Mandy Moore. And I do that sort
of crazy, messed up crap because I'm a Mad Scientist. It’s my job.

ELVOR. Then why you no niske ERor dream come true?

SIMON. Nothing would justify removing your head from your neck and attaching it to your hips. I have
limits.

ELVOR. It would be so cool!
SIMON. Yeah, untl the frst nie you had an itch and you poked your eye cut.
ELVOR. Elvor no itch. Elvor use gold bond.

SIMON. Thank you for updating us all oit your pursonal liygane. Busides, | replavad your Guld Bond
with powdered sugar a long time ago.

FIVOR  That why hirds no leave Elvor alone.
SIMON. Is that why there’s a pelican in your shoe?

ELVOR. {pulls cut pelicassy 1le Thvar’s first fiond
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SIMON.

ELVOR.

SIMON.

ELVOR.

SIMON.

ELVOR.

SIMON,

ELVOR.

STMON.

FIL.VOR,

SIMON.

ELVOR.

SIMON.

Aww. Elvor. I'm sorry.
Me too.
Sorry thet vou’re 2 retchid mownd of ooze that bills throngh sheer hiderusmess
(sobs)
{<ighe)y P'm not 2oing to get my spleen juice now, am 17
Not untif Elvor feel special again.
How do we make Elvor feel special again?
You know how.
No, really, T den’t — wait, Flvar ao

Acid fight!

- Elvor, come on, Fonly bke acid Gglits when they 're between orphans.  Aund 1 oan bet monuey o

I vour face ain’t smokin, then you're not having fun! Acid! (he throws it onto Simom
I just washed this cape! And it was my most mysterious one...
Never put acid m your eye! (fhrows more)

Ow! Oooh, hey, actually that feels kinda cool. All tingly and stuff.

(itmoir ks, ien lukes ihe beaker aind pours some i Bis pants. He looks pleascd and shides his lead at
the audience while smiling )

ELVOR

SIMON.

Now Flvor try!

Uh...

{knrock on Adoord

SIMON.

SIMON.

Elvor, get the door.

Whatever.

{The deor cpens. Ronakd stands there, locking cerious )

RONALD. Hello, I'm General Ronald —

Pt vVomR

MeDyyraldM (o loone gond aornbs oo to the cosiorad s arm fevivio 1 oot himp ¥
eDomald™ (He foops and grohs on 1o the goneral’s arm, trying 1o oot him )

RONALD. (stares at Elvor for a moment) Is this thing contagious?

SN

Yoau'll want to wach vaur hande afterwarde The ann sometimee Yeaves 3 rach



ROMALD. |assume vou'te Doctor Tonguewart.
SIMON. Yes. Number one on the angry mob charts for two years running.

RONALD. Dx. Smnou Tuugucwait, 1 ain horchy commnandad 0 appoind you (o be thic Scerctary of Delense

of the United States of America.
SIMON. Ok (eilence. Fhor keeps trving 1o eat generaly Why?
RONALD. IU's what the president wants.
SIMON. President Coolidge?
RONALD. No, President Van Buren. Of course President Coolidge.
LYOR You o scerctary! Prosident awust be crazy!
SIMON. Now Elvor, I'm sure the president has a very good reason for appointing me secretary of War.
RONALD. Nao, aciua‘ily, be’s just a retard.
SIMON. Oh.

RONALD. Well, come on, lets got this pathetic goober circus an the road. Are you bringing that? (e
points to Elvor.) ‘

BLVOR. (fnoks at pamits) Yes, it's hest part of Tlvor.
SIMON. He goes where I goes.

ELVOR. Mot wue. Elvor sometunes go other place. Eivor go on tree, Elvor go w pool, Elvor go all over
neighbor’s kot pond. :

RONALD. Right whatever. Let’s get out of here.

ELVOR. Do you have... hemorroid cream? Long journey chafe Elvor.
RONALD. Treally hate my hife.

SIMON. To the white house! We’ll take my teleporter.

RONALD. [don’t believe in witcherafl.

SIMON. You don’t believe in SHUT UP. Teleporter on!

{(They weleport with cheesy scand effects the White Housey

ELVOR. Oooh, Fancy. This place must have real toilets.

SIVON. We have real toilets, Elvor.

ELVOR. We do? Elvor never find.

SIMON. That eaplains the stain on that sttoman
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RONALD. Please wait here. President Coolidge will be in shortly.

SIMON. Aren’t you staying?

RONALDL No, 'm way too drunk for that

(he leaves. HI'B man walks in.)

i3 man: fhstoric Fact Break! Pressdent Calvin Coolidge was the {ast of the ildar, the earliest race of
middle earth. Afler freemng the slaves, he transformed into Batman and liberated several other minorities,
who’s names I can’t recall because the all later were killed when Superman (he ’s elbowed in the chest by

Boohy)

BOOBY. We have an intruder in the President’s office, over. (pause) Yes, it’s him again, the historian.
(ranse) Bring mye the cpema oun.

HFB Man: Oh god, not the enema gun again.

SIMON. Th My President?

CALVIN COOLIDGE. Are you talking tome?

SIMON. 1 think so.

CALVIN COOLIDGE. That’s good, because I'm the president. How are you, Gentlemen.
SIMON. Guwd.

ELVOR. Homy.

CALVINCOOLIDOE. ¢

[

BOOBY. *Ahem*
CALVIN COCLIBGE. Who aie you?

BOOBY. Undersecretary for the secretary of the development of the secretary’s undersecretary, John B.
Boohy.

ELVOR. Booby! (fte reaches for them)

CALVIN COOLIDGE. Why arc you here, Booby?

BOOBY. Mr. President, I've been working on this plan with you for months. Dr. Tonguewart, it’s nice 10
Snally meet you. The Prestdent and I have been Jeveloping an executive course of action over the last fow
weeks, and -

CALVIN COOLIDGE. Tthought Pd been in 2 trphoid coma singe late lagt vear,

BOOBY. No, sir, youve been President. Yesterday you invaded Cuba.

CALVINCOOLIDGE. Didvon find my wateh?

BOOBY. Sir?

CALVIN COOE INGE - My aateh Rachy That was teft in Cuba.
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SOOBY. No.sin, you’ ve novar been o Cala,

CALVIN COOLIDGE. Then how could I leave myv watch there?
BOOBRY. Si, you're e commander in chicef

CALVIN COOLIDGE. Isee. (To simon) Have you found my watch?
SIMON. Cun't say that L have

CALVIN COOLIDGE. I'm sorry to hear that. Thank you for coming.
SIMON. Ok can we leave?

BOOBY. No! Mr. President, don’t you remember the threat? The plan?

CALVIN COOLIDGE. You'll have o ceanend me. Vi tecovering fom a bphiold coma. My menory’s

not what it used to be.

SIMON  That diseasze iz contagions.

BOOBY. No one has typhoid. No one’s getting typhoid. We have a much graver threat at hand.
CALVIN COOLIDGE. Well, spit il vul man. Um the President, T need 0 hoar these things.
BOOBY. We have evidence that the dinosaurs are in possession of weapons of mass destruction.
SIMON. Really?

BOOBY. Well, no. They have the matenials with which to prepare preparation for the consideration of
hmlding facilities with which they could construet weapons of mass destruction,

SIMON. Ah. Practically the same thing.
BOOBY. Dxacdy.
SIMON. So, what would you like us to do?

BOOBY. VYou're ussintial W vur proaciive disaimuimont sbrategy. M. Dicsiduit, would you hike (o ke
over the briefing from here?

CALVIN COOLIDGE. Ok

(Silence.)

BOOBY. 5u7?

CALVIN COOLIDGE. [ Iike puppies.
BOOBY. Moving on.

CALVIN COOLIDGE. Dead puppies.

Y vy 1 v w Triovrite oy tog!
ELVOR. That Ebva’s Lavorite puppy Wl
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CALVIN COOLIDGE. Good. Booby, these men will do.

BOOBY. Thank you sir. Gentlemen, we need to confront the dinosaurs head on. We must invade the
prehistoric earth! Something only you could arrange for us, doctor.

SIMION. You don't mean. .. .

BOOBY. [do. A timewarp device.

SIMON. A umcewarp deviee? hat's nidiculous. What do you dhink | am? 1'm a mad scientist, not some
crazy wacko like Emstem or Oprah.
r X vs L.

¥ (A o cant Beald us o Hme machin
3F . S0 YOI Cai L niihia U5 g e machine.

SIMON. Oh. Oh no, Isaid I don’t have a time warp device. 1do have a time machine. It’s right here.

(He activates iy

BOOBY. It didn’t work. We're still in the oval office.

SPMON. Ves_ bt we're in the oval office. . of the future!

ELVOR. You sure this future?

SIMON. Cempletely.

ELVOR. (sighs) I thought Elvor other arm would grow back in future. ..
BILL CLINTON  Mormn® kids You fost time travel n?

BOOBY. Yes... Mr. President?

BILL CLINTON. Tinow I ean’t believe 3t etther! Want some jerky?
SIMON. No thank you.

EILVOR Is it bitten jerky? Flvor hke that

BILL CLINTON. (chuckles)y Hey there, Iil’ Feller. What can I do ya for?
ELVOR  You have dend kitten? Elvor hungry

BILL CLINTON. No, but I got some hookers ‘round back.

TTY LT

™ b 3 * ¥
CLVOR Dead houkers?

BILL CLINTON. Nope, only live ones.

N Mo doad hookors? T oucss ot 06 ot ¢ Ropublican
Uiaw. ) UGAU HRITR Gy b E,Lh.-:sb J\tu U iUl G i\bi:hﬁ P EIVHTER

BILL CLINTON. Well this visit has been delightful, boys, but I gotta go feed the doggies. Can T offer you

aseuvenir? Mavbe g sno-zlobe?

SIMON. I'd like a Lollipop.

BT CTINTON  1love 2 gond eucker® Hore’s a grape one



ELVOR. Bye bye, smelly man.

BILL CLINTON. See va later, hil’ feller.

SIMON. Tie warp, activate! Ty wrrive back in e pust)

BOOBY. Ithought it wasn’t a timewarp machine.

SIMON.  Adctually, it's o shiad up machane. Balit's apparentdy broken.
CALVIN COOLIDGE. Ah, puppies.

BOORY. President Coolidge, Sir, the test wes successful. We can invede. . [ mcan, confront the
dinosaurs, just as we wanted.

CALVYIN COOLIDGE. Dinesaurs, eh?

BOOBY. Yes, sir.

CALVINCOOLIDGE.  Not pupyros?

BOOBY. No, sir. There are no puppies.

CALVIN COCLIDGE. [ maust sit hore and think. Make amall talk,
BOOBY. Uh...

(hey fidget for a while)

SIMON. So, Mr. Booby, did you always want to be undersecretary... of... the vice developed... of
inder, . down under . with the . guy and the underpants  whatever it is you do now.

BOOBY. It was high on my list of career options, ves, although I — well, can I trust you with a secret?
SIMON. Definitely not.

BOOBY. Ialways aspired to be a topleés dancer. A showgirl! I think if you can be a stripper, then you

can do anything!

SIMON. Your notions frighten and disturb me, which i turn arouses me. Perhaps you are on the right
track. Boobv.

ELVOR. Booby track!

SIMON, What

CALVIN COOLIDGE. Excellent, I'll have mine with mayo.

SOOBY. Esvugh of dus. We'te ready {0 go, s, M Presidend, say the word.
CALVIN COOLIDGE. Puppies.

SIMON, Good ancugh for med (e activates the machine)

(The atmosphere changes. Mugginess, swamp sounds, trees. They have arrived in the past. Elvor’s stump
bus switebed arms, byt he onfy nofices the rogrows ope)
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ELVOR.

ROORY

ELVOR.

324, e
SIMON.

BOOBY.

STMONM.

BOOBY.

BOOBY.

SIWICH.

ELVOR.

SIMON,

BOOBY.

SIMON.

BOOBY.

STMION,

BOOBY.

FLYVOR.

SIMON.

ROORY.

ELVOR.

BOOBY.

ELVOR.

BOORY.

ELVOR.

IV A NT
X P LN

ELVOR.

I am cured! Elvor’s arm come back!
Naot really Tt lonks ke vour stump just switched sides.
(sarcastically) Oh. Thanks for pointing that cut, Mr. Boobypants. Now Elvor even happier.
What do we do now?
You're the mad scientist. You tell me.
I zeneratly just mutate thinps Like orchids, or orphans.

Well, it could look hke anything... like... that rock. Oh my god! That rock!

Ax ¥2 A0 S N 1
- What about i@

It might be a bomb!
Doubtful.
Here dino dino dino...
Good, Elvor Great manative m the “gettimg us 2l slanshtered immediately” department.
We need to find the dinosaurs, though. As much as that makes me sweat.
Thave a feehng we won’t have to.
What do vou mean, doctor?
Do vou gee this? Reer cans. ¥Kid Rock ODg
What does it mean?
Dhnoeaurs trashy Like netghbors m frarler?
No. See this? Plaid Dinosaur pants. [t means... they 're hunting us.
Oh and . Oh my ged | ¥ ean feel one’s breath right now! He's nevt ta me!

Ah!!!!

Oh, no, that was just Elvor being friendly.
Ry breathing in my ear?

Ear full of dehcious wax!

Eivor! Dowil

But...

£VNT AT LI N
i V. DNO WAX BOLIEC JHHRET.

N
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CLYVORD Awwwo
BOOBY. Don’t do that agamn.
ELVOR. Ebvur ool need tou. Read dinusaur vver ticre.

(Tricera’s head appears, then disappears)

BOOBY. Augh! IUs « raplor, T hoow it They e moving w fur Uic hall stalegically, s just hike dhat
moviel

SIMON. What movie?

BOOBY. You know, Citizen Kane.

SIMON. The dinsaurs in that scared the orup sut of me koo
TRICERA. (roars)

BOOBY. Don'tcaime! I have warts!

ELVOR. Mmmmm, hairy ones?

TRICERA. Nm a velocuaptor! Look at wac! Um a raptor! Roar! Um sipact and [ taik! Roar! Raptor! Yesh
i
Go Raptors!

SIMON  Wair, vou're not 3 rapfor.

TRICERA. YesIam. I'm a raptor. A greatone. Evil and cunning. Working in groups. Shut up. I hate
you. ’

SIMON. You're a triceratops.

TRICERA. Yos, ok? There are no velociraptors. Some aanoying pansy director made thom up because
the rest of us JUST WERENT GOOD ENOUGH for him, were we? Three homs to gore you? No, better
make them SMART too. What a cocky bastard. Anyway, we didn’t want to disappomt guests from the
future. . sohere Iam. Roar. Watch as § devour yvou. . with my broins,

SIMON. Why do you care about disappointing us? You could just gore the lot of us.

BOOBY. Shhhh.. . Maybe he’s forgotien!

TRICERA. Yes, it’s really easy to forget horns when they 're constantly getting stuck mn trees all day.
Anyway, we need the futtre to have a good impression of ua. Otherwise, it horte book sules,

BOOBY. You care about book sales?
TRICERA. Most of us Iive off of the phioto royallies.
SIMON. I didn’t know your society was so advanced.
TRI

RICERA. Mok Just Icause w'ie rich Jousii ' mvan we're siart.

BOOBY. So are you going to eat us?
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TRICERA. No, 'm a vegan.

FLVOR. Flvor is virgin too!

TRICERA. I'm sure the T-Rex behind you will fulfill all your devouring needs.

REFIMA. Roarrrr!

BOOBY. The secretary’s undersecretary has wet his pants, sir.

FLVOR. Ooch, now pants delicious.

REXINA. You all are so cute, I could just gobble you up!

ROOBY  Don't zat me! 'm having an identity crisrs and Inever got to fake pole-danemng lessons,
REXINA. Pole-dancmg? You don’t say! Let’s see it.

BOCBY. W.. what?

SIMON. You have got to be joking.

BOOBY. No, no, I'm not ready.

REXINA. Ok, well then, get ready to be digested! Finally, some low-carb snacks that taste good!

SIMON. {(sigh) Booby... I ncver thought I'd say thus to anyonc, but you're going to noed to pole-dance to
save our lives.

ELVOR. You say that to Elvor before.

SIMON. I’ve never said it sober.

ELVOR. Flver fecl uscd.

BOOBY. I'm not sure. I’ve never tried it since | was a little girl — I mean boy. In my mom’s closet. She
had this leather corset. And these spiked collars. And I put them on and [ felt {ree, in a new world. 1 was
just ready, T oould take on anything,  Fvil, Hatred, or a bar full of sweaty fivefighters. | eould beat
anything.

SIMOM. Lven a strangely aroused tyranosavrus rex?

BOOBY. Anything. (He looks at the Dinosaur, then to Elvor) Hit it, freak boy.

FLYOR  Ome block rockin” beat, comin® up! (He beat hoxes )

(Simon pole dances for Rexina, who is impressed.)

REXINA. Weil, that got me ail hot n” bothered. I have to cat something more substanual now. Mavbe
some ribs. Skedaddle, you little goblins.

RATPTOR TIM. {on s cedlplioniey Oh yeah, §was hooking up with this sicgasaurus chich the oihier Jday

Man she had the biggest plate armor ever!

REXTINA Oh nat The raptors!



BOOBY. What should we do?

REXINA. You're basically dead. See ya! (She leaves.)

BOOBY. Well, are we gomg to die?

RAPTOR TIM. Oooh, fresh meat. Get in my belly! Ahahahahah I am so funny!

ELYVOR. This dinosaur annoying.

BOOBY. I thought there weren’t supposed to be any real raptors?

SIMON. IUs a dinosaur stury. People don’t care about continuity.

BOOBY. Maybe...

SIMON. So, Mr. Dinosaur. How do we know jou're a Raplor?

RAPTOR TIM. Cause my collar’s flipped up! [ must be the most awesome dinosaur ever!
BOOBY. Ohmy god, he is 5o hot. Can | hiook up with you in your mest?

SIMON. Booby! Stop being a tramp. He’s probably got diseases.

RAPTOR TIM. You know it! Who brouglt the keg?

SIMON. There’s no keg.

RAPTOR TIM. Guddenly chuanging moodsy No Kug, ch?

SIMON. I'm sorry.

RAPTOR TIM. (snarling and tapping zaléns) Not as sorcy as you e about to be, geck.
ELVOR. Here, look!

RAPTOR TIM. (snorts flask) Tequila! You're lucky, nostradamus.

SIMON. Nostradamus?

RAPTOR TIM. Wasa't hie the huachback of notre dame?

SIMON. You’re an english major, aren’t you?

RAPTOR TIM. [ 50 wasted! Let's go wateh the O.C. Because that is so like my life.
SIMON. The O.C. is so last year. Or, in this case, that is so 64 million years in the future.
RAPTUR TIM. What was hat? (@ dezen or so raplor heads appear from the bushes, tireatening.)
SIMON. Nothing.

RAPTOR TIML Well It locks like we're at an impass.

SIMON. We are?
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RAPTOR TIM. I want to eat you, and [ assume you don’t want to be eaten.
BOORY. No, 'm quite bitter.

RAPTOR TIM. We'll settle this the old fashioned dinosaur way, then?
SIMON . And how is that? A mauling? Disembowhing?

BOOBY. A dangly-parts severing?

RAPTOR TIM. Not quite, 1

RYAN. Hello I'm Ryan Seacretaceous, and welcome to Dinosaur Idol!
ROORY . Puve glanys wanted to be on this show!

RYAN. Who will be participating from your group?

SIMON. ¥ only knew Mandy Meore sengs.

RYAN. So definitely not you! Who else?

BOOBY. Can [ stinp?

RYAN. Absolutely not.

CLVOR. Fivor do it... he sing in colicge Giee Club.

RYAN. Great. Now, let’s get things fired up with our first contestant. He’s a stylish competitor from the

heart of the immale — and the oirls love him for his big bram! Please welcome Raptor Tim!

Il dait =
RAPTOR TIM. (sings some annoying song)
RYAN Jodges, what do you think. Simon?

SIMON THE JUDGE. Not bad, but why is your collar flipped up? Honestly, you look like a total tool.

PAULA. And simon knows tools!

RYAN. Oh, Paula! What did you think?

PAULA. You showsed a lot of cournge, Tim, and vour vodee has really improved. Great job!
RYAN. And our last judge, the blood thirsty Allosaurus?

ALLOSAURUS. Raaaaaarrrr!

RYAN. Not bad, Tim. We'H see if you “collared” the other contestants! They don’t even wrile this stull
toiks, i 'm just that funny. Now, our next competitor hails irom the mner city. iic's a pubiic elevision
performer looking for a basic cable break! Let’s give him a nice round of applause.

Ty o TRER YT

BARNLY. 110ve vou, you love me, we'ic a happy family with a gicat big hug.

SIMON THE JUDGE. I've heard enough. You are absolutely the most horrible singer ever. Did you

swallow a hag of phlegm before vou came?

.
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PAULA. Yedh, I thought he sucked wo.

ALLOSAURUS. RAAAAAARRR (He bites off Barney's head.)

RYAN. Oh! Come va guys, Jon't bite his head off. And now, for ow {inal contestant, Elvor!
ELVOR. L. not sing... much good. ... yeah.

RYAN. [t boys!

(The Music starts. Elvor proceeds with a perfect rendition of “I wanna dance with somebody” by Whitney
Honstony

SIMON. America needs more humped stars. You remind me of a young Justin Timberlake, but with less
drool.

PAULA. You have a big heart and a beautiful voice, I really hear how much you love this song. Great
job!

RYAN. Two for two. But what do you say, bloodtilirsty allosaurus?

ALLOGSAURUS. (perfectly cloguenty It was medioere, but 'd let him through to the next n”xtmi
PAULA. You can talk?

ALLOSAURUS. RAAAARRRR (He bites off her head)

RYAN. Oh you two, get along! That does it for this edition of Dinosaur Idol. Seacretacious, out!
{(They leave. Raptor Tim stares dejectedly )

SIMON. Well ?

RAPTOR Tiv. Whatever, dude. I'in gonna go race poor people i my BMW. Puace out.

SIMON. [ never thought dinosaurs could be as annoying as humans. I'm glad I didn’t take that job as an
evil paleontology professor at Brown.

ELVOR. We go. Elvor hungry, but no kittens to eat,
SIMON. [ coucur. Lot wc turn this on. (He geds vail the time machine)
BOOBY. No! We can’t go yet.

SIMON. We've detormined the dinosaurs 1o be as inscoure as college froshmen. They couldn't win a
wout fight with a haddock. I think the threat has evaporated.

BOOBY. Yes, the threat for me But the threat to you has grown ta prehistoric proportions, Tonguewart.
SIMON. What an ommous thing to say!
BOOBY. Theonly way you're geliing back 1o the future

HFB Man: The phrase back to the future is copyright steven speilburg. It is used without permission. If
product gets in eye, flush them immediately.
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BOOBY. The only way you'll return to the present is as a fossil. Haha!
SIMON.  What are you saying?

BOOBY. [am actually Sleezius Booby, your archnemesis from your days in the Malevolent Chemistry

Jepariment at Yale!

SIMON. I suppose I should have realized that, since you look hike, act hike, and have the same name as
Boohy. You evern has his painfully obvicus imflamed reck glands.

BOOBY. These are hickies! I got them scoring with twenty chicks last might.

SIMON.  That was always youwr eaplamion, Booby. T4 imight have scomed plausible tack of Yale, which
has plenty of drunken floozies, but now 1t’s just ridiculous.

ROOBY  Well vour neck glmds are inflamed ton,
SIMON. No, that’s an oversized jurassic leech. (lle pulls it off) See?
BOUBY. Youalways had to act hke vou were beiter than me.

SIMON. LeUs play a game. It’s called: catch the giant prehistoric leech with your face! (he furls a huge

leech at Buoby, and it lutches vn to his fuce)

Dr. BOOBY. Ahbh! It burns! Ouch, ow! Although, it’s doing wonder for my pores. Oh God, the pain, the
pamn! {rips it off, foce is somewhat disfigured) U'm ruimed. How can | ever dance topless now?

SIMON. Alone in your jail cell?

Dr BOOBY  You poppyenck! oan’ believe T was thinking of asking vou ot mstead of killing voun.
SIMON. [ can’t believe it either.

Dr. BOOBY. Looks like you won dus time.

SIMON. Yes... just like last time, when I thwarted your attempt to clone the biology professors at Yale
and have them fight to the death in a ring full of jello. ’

Dr. BOOBY. But there’s one difference, this time.

SIMION. Thig ime you're wearing pants?

Dr. BOOBY. NO! Well, yes. Whatever. The difference is... this ime... [ have your time machine.
ELVOK. bbb, now we m some deep shi-

(Booby actives timewarp device, cutting him off. They reappear in the same place, next to their clones from
Sive aiisiites ugo. The enly diffcrence is thai ifie old Buoly has not yet revedaded fiimself and been
disfigured. The older Elvor has his stump on the opposite side, as well.)

FLVOR FIMTTIRE, Hay, nice stump.

ELVOR PAST. Thanks.

SIMON PAST. Oh my god.



SIMON FUTURE. Oh my god

SIMON PAST. Do Ireally. ..

SIMON FUTURE. Did Treally. ..

SIMON PAST. Look so fatin ﬁle future?

SIMON FUTURE. Look su fat i past?

BOOBY FUTURE. Yes, we're all quite fat. But now.... wow, am I this smokin’ hot in the future, too?
BOOBY PAST. Of course you are, you handsome devil.

ELVOR PAST. Oooh, Elvor itch. But Elvor can’t seratch, until now!

ELVOR FUTURE. You suratch Elvor tou?

ELVOR PAST. Oooh.

{They scrutch each other s bucks and moan i ecstasy.)

SIMON FUTURE. What on earth was tl;e purpose of bringing us back five minutes in time?
BOOBY PAST. Now, you see, thae’s two of ust

BOOBY FUTURE. We’re almost too beautiful. It should be a sin.

SBVION PAST. Ul, thue's two of us now, wo.

SIMON FUTURE. Yeah, and now Simon Past has the time machine.

BO()BY FUTURE. {lLave vic too!

SIMON PAST. But you don’t know how to use it!

BOCBY FUTURE. Besides, now [ have four arms, instead of two!

SIMON F UTURE ... And we have eight.

ELVOR PAST. S

SIMON FUTURE. Close enough.

IMON PAST. Face it, Bavobyﬂ You serewed up. You didin’t waist to aad ap here.
BOOBY FUTURE. Alright, I admit it. I was trying to warp you into an active volcano.

SIMON PAST. Well, sou'll have plenty of time w practice. Um taking Ebvor aad T badk o i vval
office. (He fiddle with machine.)

BOORBY FUTURE. Ohreally . wel, Thave one thing to way about that.

SIMON PAST. What’s that?



BOOBY FUTURE. Catch! (He throws the time machine at Simon, who bobbles the one he is holding and
drops it. Booby Past catches Simon’s machine. Simon himself is left holding the Boobies’ device.)

BOOBY PAST. Now we'll be back in the oval office.

SINMIOIN PAST  You sure willl

SIMON FUTURE. Ohno! Get them! (Simon Past restrains him.)
BOORY FITTURE Emoy the Ieeches, gentlemen?t (They warp )
SIMON FUTURE. Why did you let them get away?

SIMON PAST. { figwred they d try and steal my tme wurp Jevice, s f set it o the year 3000, I hiope they

enjoy doing strip teases for robots.
SIMON FIITHIRE YVou clover airl!
SIMON PAST. Hey, I know an evil scheme when [ see one.

SIMON FUTURE.  We must leave you aow, past schves. Bol dor’t worry. In five smutes you'll be luck
here again.

SIMON PAST . Flook forward to mecting vou again.

SIMON FUTURE. For the first time.

SIMON PAST. Indeed.

ELVOR PAST. I want to give you gift, other-armed brother

FLVOR FUTHRE. Yo always know my soft spot.

ELVOR PAST. It very hard to miss. But there’s something I won’t need anymore. ..
ELVORTUTURE. What that?

ELVOR PAST. Take my arm.

ELYORTUTURE. You mean i

ELVOR PAST. Now, you have arm, where before there was only stump.
CLVORFUTURE. Oh Elvor o happy! (He takes arm amd attaches it fo croth)
ELVOR PAST. Elvors happy!

SIMON. Lats go, happypants. (A activates the wanp

ELVOR FUTURE. It have new meaning now... (time warp finishes. all is restored. they are sitting in
the prosident’s office )
r - A s

CALVIN COOLIDGE. Gentlemen, welcome back. Where’s my sandwich?

SIMON T thev were oot of condwiches Bot we did disormy the dinosaure

A
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CALVIN COOLIDGE. Aad the pathetic siripper Lig-along? Where's he?
SIMON. Caleulating pole dances for cruel mechanical masters.
CALVIN COOLIDGE. Splendid. That's just what [ mteadad.
SIMON. What do you mean? You wanted to get rid of Booby?
CALVIN COOULIDGE.  Definitely. {hat’s why { developad this whole fake WM™ threut.
SIMON. Why did you send us back in time to do it?
CALVIN COOLIDGE. 1 sont you somcwheie?
SIMON. To the past. To fight dinosaurs.
CALVIK COOLIDGE. Oh, yes. Did you find my watch?
SIMON. No.
CALVIN COOLIDGE. Are you sure, [ lell it there.
SIMON. No offense, Cap’n, but how could you leave your watch 65 million years in the past?
| CALVIN COCULIDGE. Atmy girlfricad’s house
SIMON. Your girlfriend is 65 million years old?
CALVIN COOLIDGE. Mect my wife, Rexina.
REXINA. Mwah! Good morning, Mr. President! Oh I just love saying that.
CALVIN COOLIDGE. [ aig very Jeeply moved
SIMON. This doesn’t look like love to me.
ELVOR. Whatis love?
(Rexina takes a bite out of Pres. Coolidge)
CALVIN COULIDGE. Baby doa’t bt me, oo axoie.
REXINA. Sorry.
CALVIN COOLIDGE. Gentlemen, the mystery s solved. The weapon of mass destruction. . is love.
SIMON. Oh God, no.

CALVIN VCOOLIDGE. 1t has brokea Jown bairices, mclied aay heart, and biought mc back my watch.

And this 1s a damn fine waich.

SIMON. T eannot believe Twas invobved with such a non-evil enterprise.

ELVOR. Elvor think it sweet. Llvor going to cry.

N LE_ e rimn oy ke e ng
REXDNA. ficeg, (a1 a Lsste.
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ELVOR. (taking giant tissue) Thanks!

SIMON. I need some cheering up. I’m going back to mv lab to clone Martha Stewart so I can feed her to a
miant, mutated clope of Oprah

ELVOR. Ooh, Elvor having koi for dinner.

(Ronald stumbles in, drunkenh )

RONALD: Do you guys have any grain alcohol?

ELVOR: Smelly mun! Why vou so extra-smally?

RONALD. [I've been fired.

SIMON. For drinking on the ioh?

RONALD. Apparently, I used the entire first armored division to invade an orphanage.
SIMON. What's wrong with that?

RONALD. It was an orphanage for crippled deaf-mutes.

SIMON. T'm sorry ¥ missed that

RONALD. They tried to raise the white flag .. but they didn't have any arms.
ELVOR. Flvor feef their pain.

RONALD. I may need a place to sleep tonight.

ELVOR. Awwww  Elvor give vou his hed.

SIMON. Elvor, Just because you sleep in that ditch doesn't mean it's yours.
RONALD. That’s ok, Ithink Ul fust poss out here. (He does 30.)

SIMON. (sighs) I guess there’s only one worse way this could have ended. ..
REMINA - Don’t cay it

RAPTOR TIM. Pop the collars, yo! That is hot!

CALVINCOOLINDGE . Vou lnae. (Cocks shorgrn hlows mogy Roptor Tinn)
RAPTOR TIM. Bury me.... in a polo shirt... .

CAI,VW! COOINGE. Oh veaht Can von emell what the Caslidae is 2ockin’?
(There is a silence. Elvor creeps over to Tim'’s corpse.)

BELVOK. Anybody going o eat that?

The end.
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