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Copyright Basics 
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These laws ensure that authors are rewarded for creating new and vital 
dramatic work, and protect them against theft and abuse of their work.
A play is a piece of property, fully owned by the author, just like a house 
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royalty fee for the privilege—whether or not you charge an admission 
fee. Playscripts collects these required payments on behalf of the 
author.
Anyone who violates an author’s copyright is liable as a copyright 
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Cast of Characters

F. SCOTT FITZGERALD, male, tortured author, critical of himself 
and the world.

ZELDA SAYRE FITZGERALD, female, the often overlooked wife of F. 
Scott Fitzgerald, endlessly supportive while also keenly aware 
that she might be made for more than just the role of “wife.”

DAISY FAY, female, the most popular girl at Dalton Prep and also 
possibly . . . the least content. Unsure of what she truly wants, 
so maybe she just wants everything.

NICOLE (NICK) CARRAWAY, female, whip smart, unafraid, 
disturbed by the cruel and apathetic world around her.

JASON CARRAWAY, male, Nick’s brother, desperate to be someone 
more than who he is and to rise above his station. Absolutely 
in love with Daisy Fay.

SQUIRT (TONI), any gender, easygoing, marches to the beat of their 
own drum, doesn’t care what anyone thinks about them.

TOM BUCHANAN, male, the most popular boy at Dalton Prep, 
captain of the lacrosse team, insanely rich and privileged.

JORDAN BAKER, female, a student at Dalton Prep, very wealthy, 
sarcastic with a dry wit and a cutting sense of “humor.”

AMBER SPARKLEZZZ, female, beauty vlogger, obsessed with looks 
and all things pink and sparkly, boundless energy.

CARTER DAILY, any gender, a student at Dalton Prep, combats 
boredom through being a jokester.

CEE CEE PETERSON, female, a student at Dalton Prep, quiet, wants 
to fit in.

BRYLEE MATWAY, female, a student at Dalton Prep, fitness 
influencer, all smiles but she hides a dark secret.

MRS. CARRAWAY, female, mother to Nick and Jason. She’s tired and 
overworked, but she loves her children more than anything.

MRS. BUCHANAN, female, mother to Tom. Absurdly wealthy, and 
also absurdly into wine.

DOROTHY SHEARER, female, a 1920s model, so authentic she just 
might be a ghost.

EMMY (MYRTLE), female, the secret girlfriend of Tom, desperate 
for his affections.

MAKAYLA KADEN, female, a student at Dalton Prep, enjoys being 
mean in order to gain status among her peers.
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MR. BUCHANAN, male, Tom’s father, a voice offstage.
ACTOR 1, any gender, a member of the ensemble.
ACTOR 2, any gender, a member of the ensemble.
ACTOR 3, any gender, a member of the ensemble.
VOICES, the comment section.

Casting Note

Roles may be doubled as needed. Previous productions have doubled 
the following roles.
CARTER DAILY/ACTOR 1
AMBER SPARKLEZZZ/ACTOR 2
CEE CEE PETERSON/ACTOR 3
MRS. CARRAWAY/MRS. BUCHANAN/DOROTHY SHEARER
EMMY (MYRTLE)/MAKAYLA KADEN

Notes on Dialogue

A “—” is a cut off.
A “. . .” is a trail off.
A “ / ” between words indicates that the next person starts their line 
before the current line is finished.
A “ * ” indicates an actual quote from F. Scott Fitzgerald, his work, 
or other primary sources.
Words in brackets at the end of lines are words not to be said but implied; 
it’s what would be said if the character were to finish the sentence.

1920s Slang

Berries: the best
Dumb Dora: a stupid woman
Hotsy-Totsy: very pleasing

2020s Slang

Addies: Adderall
Cheugy: the opposite of trendy
Phubbing: snubbing someone in favor of your phone
No Cap: not lying
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Required Credit

On the title page of all programs, the following credit shall be given:

“This play was commissioned by Signature Theatre 
(Maggie Boland, Managing Director; Matthew Gardiner, 
Artistic Director; David Zobell, Education Director) in 
Arlington, Virginia, and was presented in January 2022 
as part of the Signature in the Schools program.”
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Just Great: A Retelling of Some Book 
by F. Scott Fitzgerald

adapted by Dani Stoller

(Darkness. Lights up on a single figure in shadow writing a letter.)
F. SCOTT FITZGERALD.� Dearest, they’re out. The papers. The 
book doesn’t belong to me anymore, but to the world. And the 
characters and the story I’ve lived with I am no longer the foremost 
expert on. However, as I sit here, sifting through other people’s 
opinions of my work, I am hit with the realization that, of all the 
reviews, even the most enthusiastic, not one has the slightest idea 
of what the book is about.*

(Silence. The light fades out. Darkness. And then . . . 
Music. Loud. Sensual. Thumping. Shadows stretching from the 
floor to the ceiling, slowly shortening as they turn from unformed 
shapes into the bodies of young people dancing. They move in 
unison, hands shaking, heads nodding, feet tapping, but never 
acknowledging one another. They seem to be dancing in their own 
private bubbles. And are those . . . drinks in their hands? They 
continue to move, to shake, sweat blooming on their foreheads, the 
music getting louder and louder and louder. In the center of the 
room, from above, a green light begins to glow. Like a flame, small 
at first, before bursting into a full-on fire, almost blinding in its 
brilliance. And as the green light reaches its full brightness, we 
see that the items in the hands of each dancer are not drinks at 
all, but cell phones. Each screen starts to glow, one by one by one. 
Until every dancer is still moving, but all the while looking down 
into their hands, their faces lit eerily by the glow of their phone 
screens. From the green light above comes a figure: DAISY. She 
is beautiful, transcendent even. She is decked out in a stunning 
1920s-era dress, her makeup impeccably done, a headband with 
a single feather around her head. She holds a long fake cigarette. 
There is no phone in her hand. She dances with them.)

NICK.� What are you doing?
(The music stops, everyone freezes, the lights shift, and we see 
NICK, eyebrow raised at JASON, who is staring at his phone, 
stopped middance. SQUIRT sits on the floor.)

JASON.� I . . . don’t you know how to knock?

*	 Letter from F. Scott Fitzgerald to Edmund Wilson
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NICK.� The door was open.
JASON.� . . . still.
NICK.� Hey Squirt.
SQUIRT.� Hey.
JASON.� We’re busy.

(JASON goes to close the door. NICK grabs Jason’s cell phone out 
of his hand.)

NICK.� Busy doing what?
JASON.� Hey! Give that back!
NICK.� What are you watching?
JASON.� None of your business!
NICK.� What’s got you so embarrassed?

(NICK presses play on the cell phone. All the cell phones onstage 
light up. The green light glows. DAISY comes “back to life.”)

DAISY.� And that’s how you do the Charleston! Thank you for joining 
me today, for part four of my Roaring 20s Series! I want my upcoming 
Gatsby-themed party to be totally legit and authentic as possible!

(NICK pauses the video on Jason’s phone. Everyone’s phones go 
dark. DAISY freezes and the green light dims.)

NICK.� Oh my God, this is what you’re watching?
JASON.� (Grabbing his phone back:) Whatever.
NICK.� Careful with that, we start school tomorrow, and you might 
not have any brain cells left.

(SQUIRT laughs.)
JASON.� Not funny.
SQUIRT.� It was kinda funny.
NICK.� Thank you, Squirt. What do you even get out of watching this?
SQUIRT.� Daisy—
JASON. 	 NICK.�
Don’t. 	 What?
SQUIRT.� He has a crush on her.
JASON. 	 NICK.
Dammit, Squirt! 	 Seriously?
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JASON.� What? What’s so wrong with that?
She’s . . . she’s . . . perfect.
NICK.� She’s also uber-famous, so you know, here’s to dreaming big.
JASON.� It’s not that crazy. She goes to Dalton Prep. Starting 
tomorrow, we’ll be seeing each other every day.
SQUIRT.� Yeah, but she still has a boyfriend.

(A new green light begins to brighten. In its beam, we see the 
silhouette of a figure. He holds a guitar. He plays the chords of 
something obnoxious and saccharine. Think “Your Body Is a 
Wonderland” but for Gen Z.)

NICK.� Oh, right! What’s his name? T something . . . 
SQUIRT.� Tom. Hashtag T Buchanan.

(The green light reaches full brightness. All the cell phones light up. 
In the glow of the green light, we now see the figure: TOM. He plays 
the last few chords of the song. Maybe he sings a little?)

TOM.� Alright, that was (Whatever the song is here) by (Whatever the 
name of the artist / band is here). Just a little quick midday jam sesh for ya. 
Now, I’m gonna hit the gym, gotta keep it tight, yeah? (He takes a sip of 
something neon colored from a shaker bottle.) But before I do, I always gotta 
get that preworkout in, which, if you’ve been following me for a while, 
you know that GHOST BCAA preworkout is my JAM. It’s the GOAT 
of preworkouts. And their Sour Patch Kids flavor? Dude! It tastes just 
like Sour Patch Kids! Try it for yourself by heading to ghostlifestyle.
com and using my code TOMMYBOY15 for 15 percent off your first 
order. Seriously, bros, and . . . um . . . what’s the girl version of bros? 
Bras? Nah nah nah, just playin’. But seriously though, this shiz is for 
everyone so go get you some and get that workout done!

(Tom’s green light goes off. The cell phones go dark.)
JASON.� It doesn’t matter that she has a boyfriend. We have history.
NICK.� Oh God . . . 
SQUIRT.� What do you mean?
JASON.� Three years ago, we went to summer camp together.
SQUIRT.� Really?
NICK.� Yeah.
SQUIRT.� You were there too?
NICK.� Yeah. We were . . . friends.
SQUIRT.� Really?
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NICK.� Mmhmm.
SQUIRT.� (To JASON:) And you were friends with her too?
JASON.� More than friends. She and I . . . we just . . . connected.
SQUIRT.� What happened after the summer was over?
NICK.� Oh, you know, the usual. Our yacht was constantly in the 
shop so the timing never worked out.
JASON.� Come on, Nick . . . It’s . . . you know . . . Her parents work at 
that huge consulting firm and . . . I’m not . . . 
NICK.� Grossly wealthy?
JASON.� Shut up . . . Anyway . . . I couldn’t go to all the places she 
was going to, you know? Once camp was over, I mean. But we wrote 
each other. We wrote each other for the entire school year. We knew 
we were meant to be together. We promised we would be together 
once we got back to camp.
SQUIRT.� And what happened when you got back to camp?
JASON.� . . . Mom lost her job in January of that year . . . We couldn’t 
afford to go back.
SQUIRT.� Bummer.
JASON.� But then, when we got this scholarship to Dalton Prep, I 
mean, I just knew it was a sign! Daisy and I were right, we are meant 
to be. Daisy Fay and I are endgame. And this year, it’s gonna happen.
NICK.� Wow! That was good! I didn’t know you wrote fantasy.
JASON.� I’m serious! This is gonna happen. We’re gonna pick up 
right where we left off. We’ll start tomorrow and next thing you 
know, I’ll be standing by her side at her party. You’ll see.
NICK.� Can’t wait. (Beat.) Also, what the heck is a Gatsby-themed 
party? Does everyone, like, cover themselves in sequins and then 
get super depressed?
JASON.� No! It’s, like, you know . . . I don’t know . . . like . . . lavish 
and loud and . . . sexy.
NICK.� (Incredulous:) Sexy?
JASON.� Shut up.
NICK.� Did you even read the book?
JASON.� Yes.
NICK.� Liar.
JASON.� I am not!
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NICK.� Yes, you are! Because if you had you would know that it is 
inherently not sexy. It’s . . . sad.
JASON.� You’re sad.
NICK.� Good one. What about you, Squirt?
SQUIRT.� Huh?
NICK.� What are your thoughts?
SQUIRT.� Oh, we didn’t have to do that for summer reading.
JASON.� Lucky.
SQUIRT.� We had to read Of Mice and Men.
JASON.� Not lucky.
NICK.� (To JASON:) How come? With the way you see Gatsby, Of 
Mice and Men must be practically a rom-com to you.
JASON.� Ha ha.

(MRS. CARRAWAY enters holding a school uniform on a 
hanger. She wears the type of waitress uniform you’d see in a 
diner or a Denny’s.)

MRS. CARRAWAY.� All pressed and ready to go!
(JASON excitedly grabs the uniform from his mother and holds it 
up against himself.)

JASON.� Thanks, Mom!
MRS. CARRAWAY.� (To SQUIRT:) Toni, your mother called me, she 
wants you home. You really have to start charging your phone.
SQUIRT.� Oh crap! I totally forgot! Sorry, Mrs. C!
MRS. CARRAWAY.� You don’t have to apologize to me, but I would 
highly suggest saying sorry to your mother.
SQUIRT.� Right! See you later!
JASON. 	 NICK.�
See ya! 	 Bye!

(SQUIRT exits.)
(JASON stares down at the uniform, which he’s still holding 
against himself.)

NICK.� Look at Little Lord Fauntleroy over here.
MRS. CARRAWAY.� (Slightly admonishing:) Nicole . . . 
JASON.� Who?
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NICK.� Little Lord . . . Seriously? You don’t . . . ? Oh my God, nobody 
in this family reads!
JASON.� Um, I have lots of books!
NICK.� They don’t count if they’re just for show, Jason!
MRS. CARRAWAY.� Alright, alright, that’s enough! I ironed your 
uniform too, young lady, it’s in your closet. And that is the last time 
I do that for either of you.
JASON.� That’s fine, Mom, I’ll do it.
MRS. CARRAWAY.� Thank you. Nick?
NICK.� What?
MRS. CARRAWAY.� You heard me?
NICK.� Yes, I heard you. But—
MRS. CARRAWAY.� There’s always a “but” with you.
NICK.� But I don’t understand the point. We iron them and then we 
sit on the bus and then we stand up and voilà! Wrinkles! Why do we 
take the time to iron anything when we’re just gonna undo all our 
work in two minutes anyway?
MRS. CARRAWAY.� How about just to make your mother happy?
NICK.� Fine.
MRS. CARRAWAY.� Thank you. Oh, Jason, guess who I waited 
on today?
JASON.� Who?
MRS. CARRAWAY.� Mrs. Chase! She’s so thankful for how lovely 
you kept the house while they were gone. They asked if you could 
come this weekend, but I told them school was starting.
JASON.� I still could’ve done it!
MRS. CARRAWAY.� Your schoolwork comes first.
JASON.� Yeah, but, like . . . I don’t have money to buy stuff.
MRS. CARRAWAY.� Well, how much do you need? Maybe I / can help?
JASON.� It’s not like that it’s just—you know, sometimes money can 
just be for fun things, not like paying bills / and buying, like, socks!
NICK.� Jason!

(A moment.)
MRS. CARRAWAY.� Well, they leave over the weekend and get 
back the following Thursday, so maybe I can ask how often they’re 
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thinking they need someone and we can find a way for you to do a 
little work for them on the side. Not like over the summer.
NICK.� Where are they going this week?
MRS. CARRAWAY.� The Maldives. How does that sound?!
NICK.� Privileged.
JASON.� Amazing.
MRS. CARRAWAY.� Now, I’m working a double tonight, but I left 
some money for pizza—
NICK.� (Nervous:) 	 JASON.� (Excited:)
You did? 	 No way!
NICK.� Are you sure we can like . . . [afford that]?
MRS. CARRAWAY.� Yes, it’s a treat, in honor of you starting at 
Dalton tomorrow.
NICK.� Okay.
JASON.� Can we get mozzarella sticks and those cheesecake bites too?
MRS. CARRAWAY.� Um . . . just the one large pie, if that’s okay?
NICK.� It’s more than okay, Mom.
JASON.� Totally, absolutely.
MRS. CARRAWAY.� Great! Well, I’ll be back after you all are in bed, 
which means I expect you to be in bed when I get back. (She gives 
them both kisses and hugs.) Love you.
NICK.	 JASON.�
Love you. 	 Love you, Mom.

(MRS. CARRAWAY exits. JASON goes back to looking at his 
uniform.)

NICK.� Why do you do that?
JASON.� Do what?
NICK.� (Imitating him:) “Can we get mozzarella sticks and those 
cheesecake bites too?”
JASON.� It was just a question!
NICK.� Yeah, but Mom obviously had to save up to let us order in 
and then you make her feel like crap for not being able to get us 
“enough” or whatever!
JASON.� It’s just mozzarella sticks! I wasn’t asking for a private jet!
NICK.� God you don’t know anything, do you?
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JASON.� Yes, I do. And why are you even still in here? Don’t you 
have someone else you can be a jerk to?

(A moment. NICK starts to leave. She turns back around and sees 
JASON holding up the uniform and admiring himself, maybe he’s 
even started to put on the jacket.)

NICK.� They’re still gonna know you don’t belong, Jason.
JASON.� No, they won’t. A uniform levels the playing field.
NICK.� Yeah, until they see your shoes.

(JASON looks down at his old, broken-in sneakers. One point to 
NICK. She exits. JASON looks at himself in the jacket. He thinks. 
He goes and grabs a piggy bank. He smashes it open, the cell phones 
light up, the green light begins to glow. He presses play on his phone 
and starts sorting through his money as DAISY comes back to life.)

DAISY.� For those of you asking about my hair and makeup, I’ve got 
you covered! Join me next time to chat all things 1920s style! There 
will obvi be affiliate links, buuuut, as you all know I only promote 
products I truly believe in, because, duh. See you next time! And 
don’t forget to rate, review, and subscribe! Kisses!

(DAISY blows a kiss. Everyone else blows a kiss at their phone 
screen. The phones go dark. As the green light fades, we see the 
mask of confident, optimistic beauty disappear from DAISY’s face.
And then, she is only darkness and shadow.)
(Lights shift. F. SCOTT FITZGERALD, writing at his desk. 
ZELDA, his wife, enters. She is putting on her earrings.)

ZELDA.� We’re going to be late.
FITZGERALD.� We’re always late. Consider it our trademark. Hey, 
which word do you like better: blossoming or blooming?
ZELDA.� In what context?
FITZGERALD.� “You’re the only girl I’ve seen for a long time that 
actually did look like something . . . ” And then either blossoming 
or blooming.

(ZELDA thinks for a moment.)
ZELDA.� Blooming.
FITZGERALD.� “You’re the only girl I’ve seen for a long time that 
actually did look like something blooming.”* Yes. I think that’s right. 
Thank you. Ugh. I need a drink.

*	 Tender Is the Night
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ZELDA.� There’ll be drinking at the party.
FITZGERALD.� I need a pre-drinking-at-the-party drink then.
ZELDA.� Can you wait until we’re there, please? When you drink too 
much you get so . . . maudlin.
FITZGERALD.� I need to do something to shake off the feeling that 
this next book will be a complete disaster and I’ve just wasted a 
whole day on a dud.
ZELDA.� Don’t say that. You’re brilliant! You’re published!
FITZGERALD.� Yes, but what is published anyhow? What is a writer? 
Great books write themselves, only bad books have to be written.
ZELDA.� God you really do need a drink.

(ZELDA takes out a bottle and two glasses. She pours them each a 
drink and brings FITZGERALD his glass.)

FITZGERALD.� To F. Scott Fitzgerald, the nobody everybody knows.
ZELDA.� No! Not to that. Never to that. Scott.
FITZGERALD.� Hm?
ZELDA.� What are we actually toasting to?
FITZGERALD.� You. You are the finest, loveliest, and most beautiful 
person I have ever known—and even that is an understatement.*

ZELDA.� Cheers to that.
(They clink glasses.)
(Lights shift. BRYLEE, CARTER, MAKAYLA, and other students 
in Dalton Prep uniforms mill about waiting for school to begin. NICK 
and JASON reach the entrance. You can still see who NICK is; even in 
her uniform, her personality still shines through. JASON, however, is 
totally transformed. He looks every bit the affluent student, including 
the brand new shoes on his feet. He walks with a slight limp.)

NICK.� Welp. Here we are.
JASON.� (In awe:) Yeah.
NICK.� Why are you walking like that?
JASON.� I . . . My shoes are . . . They only had one pair left and it was 
a size too small so . . . Do I look stupid?

(NICK sees how badly her brother wants this to all work out.)
NICK.� No. You look great.

*	 Letter from F. Scott Fitzgerald to Zelda Fitzgerald
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(We hear voices offstage, students arriving. One voice rises above 
all the others.)

DAISY.� What a beautiful day! Isn’t it?
(JASON immediately turns toward the voice.)

JASON.� It’s her!
NICK.� Who?
JASON.� Daisy.

(DAISY enters with TOM and JORDAN.)
DAISY.� A perfect day, I’d say!
JASON.� I’d know that voice anywhere, it’s so . . . 
NICK.� Indiscreet?
JASON.� No! It’s mellifluous. It’s so full of—
NICK.� Money. Her voice is full of money, Jason. That’s what 
you’re hearing.
DAISY.� Isn’t it a perfect day, Tom? Isn’t it a perfect day to be back here?
JASON.� I can’t see her yet.

(JASON runs and hides behind something.)
NICK.� Where are you going?
JORDAN.� It’s too hot to be back here.
DAISY.� Too hot?
JORDAN.� It’s stifling and it’s not even noon.
TOM.� You just live to complain, Jordan.
JORDAN.� Having a preference doesn’t make me a constant 
complainer, Tommy Boy.
TOM.� Then what does it make you?
DAISY.� Well, I love it! I’m paralyzed with happiness! (DAISY spins as 
she speaks, taking in the day and bumping directly into NICK.) Oh, I’m so 
sor—Oh my gosh! Nick? Nicky?
NICK.� Hi, Daisy.
DAISY.� Oh my gosh, Tom! It’s Nicky! Nicky Carraway! What are 
you—Are you going here now?
NICK.� Yeah.
DAISY.� That’s perfect! It’s literally perfect! Isn’t it perfect, Tom?
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TOM.� Absolutely. Hi, I’m Tom Buchanan.
NICK.� Nicole Carraway. Nick to my friends.
DAISY.� Nick and I knew each other ages ago, didn’t we, Nicky?
NICK.� Yeah . . . 
DAISY.� Jordan, come meet Nick!
TOM.� What year are you?
NICK.� Senior.
TOM.� I’m a senior too. Also, captain of the lacrosse team.
NICK.� Okay.
JORDAN.� Go Wildcats, rah rah rah.
NICK.� (To JORDAN:) Hi there.
JORDAN.� Charmed.
TOM.� What brought you here?
NICK.� Tested in. Me and Jason.

(The world stops. Lights flicker and change. It’s suddenly an old movie 
and you can hear your own heartbeat with the swell of the violins . . . )

DAISY.� Jason? What Jason?
(Suddenly, no one is themselves anymore except for JASON, who is 
still hiding behind something, and DAISY. Everyone else becomes 
words in a letter that DAISY lost long ago, but committed to memory.)

ACTOR 1.� My / Dearest
ACTOR 2.� My / Dearest
ACTOR 3.� My Dearest
ACTOR 1.� Daisy.
ACTOR 2.� I know that we can’t be together this summer
ACTOR 3.� But know that I will think of you
ACTOR 1.� Every / day
ACTOR 2.� Every / day
ACTOR 3.� Every day.
ACTOR 1.� You and I have been happy; we haven’t been happy just 
once, we’ve been happy a / thousand times*

*	 Letter from F. Scott Fitzgerald to Zelda Fitzgerald
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ACTOR 2.� A / thousand times
ACTOR 3.� A thousand times.
ACTOR 1.� When I think of you, I see not just a beautiful girl. But a 
swan. You are a swan, because by the exquisite curve of your neck 
the gods gave you some special favor. Forget the past—what you can 
of it, and turn about and swim back / to me.*

ACTOR 2.� Back / to me
ACTOR 3.� Back to me.
ACTOR 1.� I love you.
ACTOR 2.� My darling, darling.
ACTOR 3.� Jason.
ACTOR 2.� Jason.
ACTOR 1.� Jason.

(The world snaps back to reality. It’s as if we never left.)
NICK.� My brother.
DAISY.� Oh, yes, I didn’t . . . I didn’t realize that he’d be here too.
NICK.� Yeah, he’s actually right over . . . somewhere.
DAISY.� Oh.
TOM.� We were just discussing how to ring in the new school year. 
Daisy’s having a party, so it might be a little “kill two birds with one 
stone” sitch.
JORDAN.� Ugh do you have to use that phrase? It’s so morbid.
TOM.� Anyway, it’s this Friday—
DAISY.� Oh, yes, Nicky you have to come! You must!

(Tom’s phone dings, then Jordan’s, then Daisy’s. Then the phone 
of every other cast member present except for JASON and NICK. 
Everyone, apart from JASON and NICK, looks down at their phone.)

TOM.� Holy—
DAISY.� Oh my God—
JORDAN.� I told you this would happen, didn’t I tell you this 
would happen?
BRYLEE MATWAY.� Are you seeing this?

*	 Letter from F. Scott Fitzgerald to Zelda Fitzgerald
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JORDAN.� Yes, of course, I’m seeing it! Who isn’t seeing it?
NICK.� . . . um . . . I’m not.

(Everyone looks up at NICK.)
DAISY.� Oh, Nicky, it’s just tragic.
NICK.� What happened?
DAISY.� Well . . . 
JORDAN.� So this guy.
CARTER DAILY.� Brian Michael Wilson.
MAKAYLA KADEN.� But everyone just calls him Wilson.
JORDAN.� He keeps telling everyone how he got this new car.
BRYLEE MATWAY.� Pictures of it everywhere.
CARTER DAILY.� At-ing frickin’ Rolls Royce!
DAISY.� And the pictures, well . . . We all knew it seemed . . . 
TOM.� Sus.
JORDAN.� Absolutely.
NICK.� Why?
DAISY.� Well, he’s . . . I don’t know if it’s . . . 
JORDAN.� Oh, please, Daisy, you’re too nice!
DAISY.� I just wonder if—
TOM.� He’s poor! That’s it. He’s, like, basically white trash.
DAISY.� Oh, Tom, don’t / you can’t say those things.
JORDAN.� People don’t even use that term anymore, “white trash.”
TOM.� Well, it’s true though, isn’t it? I mean, Nicky, you seem like a, 
like, like, a kind of a brainy individual, no offense.
NICK.� None taken.
TOM.� Is it wrong to, like, say the truth? Of what’s, like, actually there?
NICK.� I don’t . . . think so?
TOM.� Then I’m right! I can say it!
NICK.� Well, I mean—
TOM.� He’s poor! But he doesn’t want to be.
JORDAN.� Well, no one wants to be poor, Tom—
DAISY.� I don’t think it’s a crime to want to / fit in—
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TOM.� Of course not! But at least be honest about it! If not for us, then 
for yourself, you know? Like, you’ve got to acknowledge that there 
are different . . . you know . . . 
NICK.� What?
TOM.� Standards of breeding. I know that sounds harsh, but c’mon. 
C’mon, Nicky, you get it, the braniac gets it.
NICK.� I don’t know if I do . . . 
TOM.� So anyway, he keeps telling everyone, “I got this car,” “Oh, 
I’m a baller,” or whatever—
BRYLEE MATWAY.� Taking pictures of the car with his, like, 
thumbs-up in the frame.
MAKAYLA KADEN.� Like, how do you even know it’s his thumb?
JORDAN.� Exactly.
DAISY.� So naturally, people want him to, you know.
BRYLEE MATWAY.� Be in the picture.
TOM.� Not too much to ask.
JORDAN.� If you’re telling the truth.
TOM.� Right.
BRYLEE MATWAY.� So he finally takes a photo.
CARTER DAILY.� With him in it.
JORDAN.� And there they were, clear as day.
NICK.� There what were?
JORDAN.� Two telltale signs.
DAISY.� Poor guy.
NICK.� What?
JORDAN.� Well first, his shoes. Battered, scuffed, cheap.
BRYLEE MATWAY.� Like Saucony brand. Something like that.
DAISY.� And then . . . oh . . . 
TOM.� The name tag! He didn’t own the car! He worked at the rental 
place! Even the moderately okay clothes he had on weren’t his, it was 
a uniform!
DAISY.� Do you have to take so much delight in / other people’s 
misfortune?
TOM.� What? It’s not like he’s here.
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DAISY.� Even / so . . . 
JORDAN.� And naturally, the vultures saw, swooped in, and ate.
NICK.� So in this scenario . . . you’re all . . . what? The hungry vultures?
JORDAN.� I guess.
NICK.� And you’re . . . happy about that?
JORDAN.� It’s a very tasty meal.
TOM.� Freakin’ delicious. He’s so cheugy.
DAISY.� I hear his girlfriend is pretty much the same.

(Everything goes silent. Everyone discreetly looks at TOM.)
I’ve never met her though. I haven’t had the pleasure. What’s her 
name again? Do you know her name, Tom?
TOM.� Nope. Can’t, uh . . . no.

(Silence. Everyone looks back at their phone.)
JORDAN.� What’s your number, Nicky?
NICK.� Uh 310-693-8966.

(Nick’s phone buzzes. A spotlight on JORDAN.)
JORDAN.� Text message from Jordan Baker to Nick Carraway: Don’t 
look so confused, Nicky. Tom’s cheating on Daisy with Wilson’s 
girlfriend, some D-lister who’s obsessed with essential oils. Daisy’ll 
never actually call him out on it, but she likes to get a dig in every 
now and again.

(The lights go back to normal. Everyone is still staring at their phone.)
BRYLEE MATWAY.� Oh my God!
CARTER DAILY.� What?
BRYLEE MATWAY.� Wilson just posted something new!
DAISY.� Oh God . . . 
MAKAYLA KADEN.� He thinks he’s making it better!
BRYLEE MATWAY.� But he’s making it even worse!
JORDAN.� I want to comment something pithy and biting . . . What’s 
the opposite of a glow up?
DAISY.� Jordan!
JORDAN.� What?
DAISY.� Be nice!
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JORDAN.� It was a serious question.
DAISY.� Still.
NICK.� A glow down?
JORDAN.� Oh my / gosh—
TOM.� That’s / genius.
DAISY.� Oh you’re hilarious, Nicky! Absolutely hilarious!
NICK.� Uh . . . thank you?

(Everyone looks down at their phone besides NICK. They each 
type away. The stage is completely silent besides the sound of 
fingers tapping on screens. NICK looks toward JASON; JASON 
moves farther away. The silence goes on for a long time, except 
maybe someone laughs at their screen. NICK watches them with 
a mixture of horror and fascination. Finally . . . a bell chimes. 
Everyone makes sounds of general annoyance.)

NICK.� (Not annoyed, actually; relieved:) I guess we should . . . get to class.
TOM.� It’s ridiculous that I even have to go. I’m taking over my dad’s 
company anyway.
NICK.� What does your dad do?
JORDAN.� Who knows?
TOM.� Makes a shiz ton of money is what he does! Hey-oh!
CARTER DAILY.� What’s your first period, Tom?
BRYLEE MATWAY.� Yeah, what’s your first period?
CARTER DAILY.� I just asked that.
BRYLEE MATWAY.� . . . sorry.
TOM.� It’s chem with Mr. Simmons. What a snooze fest, amirite?
BRYLEE MATWAY.� Totally right.
TOM.� You coming, Daisy?
DAISY.� Yes. It’s so good to see you, Nicky. You look like a rose at my 
school. An absolute rose!

(TOM takes DAISY’s hand and leads her off, followed by BRYLEE 
MATWAY, MAKAYLA KADEN, and CARTER DAILY. 
JORDAN stays where she is, still furiously typing on her phone.)

NICK.� Hey, uh, do you mind, um . . . I don’t want what I said . . . 
about the glow down—
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JORDAN.� Oh, don’t worry! I gave you full credit! Hashtag Nicky 
Carraway, hashtag genius.
NICK.� No, I mean like . . . I don’t want to hurt anyone’s feelings.
JORDAN.� Oh. Well. It’s already up there.
NICK.� Can’t you . . . delete it?
JORDAN.� Oh, Nicky, you’re so adorably analogue! If I delete it now, 
it could cause even more of a stir. And worse, what would that say 
about me?
NICK.� That you changed your mind about being a vulture?
JORDAN.� No, I mean, yes, but no. It would . . . It would say that I 
don’t have a spine. And I do. I do have a spine, Nicky.
NICK.� Well, then, can you just take out the tag with, like, my 
name in it?
JORDAN.� Once you leave a comment you can’t edit it.
NICK.� Okay . . . 
JORDAN.� You’re cute when you’re stressed, you know.
NICK.� Thank you. I just . . . I don’t think . . . I get trying to be, like, 
funny or . . . whatever, I just . . . 
JORDAN.� What?
NICK.� My mom always says, ”Whenever you feel like criticizing 
anyone, just remember that all the people in this world haven’t had 
the advantages that you’ve had.”
JORDAN.� Oh my gosh, that’s even sweeter coming from someone 
who’s here on scholarship!
NICK.� I . . . 
JORDAN.� Oh, poor Nicky. Poor little Nicky with the big heart. 
Don’t worry, no one will remember it come tomorrow, so enjoy the 
notoriety today. All press is good press, right?

(JORDAN begins to exit.)
Au revoir, hashtag Nicky Carraway, hashtag genius!

(JORDAN exits. NICK stares. What world has she gotten 
herself into?)

JASON.� (Sneaking back on:) Are they all gone?
NICK.� Yes. And what the heck was that? You left me there!
JASON.� I couldn’t see her. Not yet.
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NICK.� Well, you’re going to, I mean, we’re in the same building.
JASON.� Not if I’m strategic about it.
NICK.� Oh my God . . . 
JASON.� I need you to do something for me.
NICK.� What?
JASON.� I need you to invite Daisy to chill today.
NICK.� Why?
JASON.� Because, I just . . . because!
NICK.� . . . fine. I’ll invite her over after school.
JASON.� No! She can’t come to the house!
NICK.� Why not?
JASON.� Because she needs to . . . I mean . . . she needs to think that 
. . . Just invite her to the park or something!
NICK.� Why can’t you?
JASON.� I’ll meet up with you there. I need to head over to Mrs. 
Chase’s. I’m gonna watch their house this weekend.
NICK.� Mom said you can’t with school.
JASON.� What she doesn’t know won’t kill her.
NICK.� But if she finds out, she’ll kill you.
JASON.� Just invite Daisy to hang out, okay?
NICK.� If you need to do all this work to not be yourself, do you 
think this is really worth it?
JASON.� Oh my God, please don’t get all philosophical on me, will 
you do it or not?
NICK.� . . . 
JASON.� . . . 
NICK.� Fine.

(A chime sounds.)
C’mon, we don’t wanna be late.

(NICK and JASON exit. The green light begins to glow and all the 
cell phones light up. We see BRYLEE wearing athleisure, smiling 
and filming a video for YouTube. She speaks directly to us.)
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BRYLEE MATWAY.� Hey fit freaks, it’s me, Brylee! If you’re new 
here, welcome welcome welcome! So today, we’re gonna talk all 
things OMAD! Now, you might hear that and be like, “Whatchu 
talkin’ bout, Brylee?” Ha ha ha, hashtag throwback, amirite? But 
really though, since I legit get the question, “What do you eat in a 
day?” more than, like, anything else, I figured I would make a video 
on it. So first, what does OMAD mean? OMAD is a . . . Oh my God 
. . . What is it called? Like . . . a parabola? No . . . like . . . Oh my 
God, what is it? Umm . . . you know like when each letter stands for 
something? Oh my gosh, you guys probably think I’m such a ditz 
lol! But, like, I actually am, like, I’m smart, guys, I promise! Like, I 
studied psychology in school and my fave book is 1984 because I 
love the 80s, so! Anyway, OMAD stands for One Meal A Day! And 
truly? It has changed my life! Because, like, meal planning? Is hard! 
Like, oh my God, figuring out what to eat? Every day? Like, ugh! I 
am not about that life! Whereas with OMAD, it’s like, oh, just one 
meal? Easy AF! So some of you might be like, “Omg Brylee, how do 
you workout and eat only one meal a day?” Guys, your body? Can 
survive? Like . . . days without food! It’s WATER that’s important! 
And a lot of the time? When you’re hungry? You’re actually? Just 
thirsty! Like, have some water, fix your ponytail, and deal with it! 
Also, the hunger pangs go away eventually. Like, because, like, your 
body? Goes into something called ketosis and it’s like . . . basically 
eating your fat . . . so like . . . c’mon! You know? And, like, I never 
feel hungry anymore. And if I do, like, get dizzy? I just have three 
sprouted almonds and my fave green juice powder, shout out to my 
sponsor, Mighty Greens! Legit guys? This stuff is gold. And, like, I 
would never ever ever ever promote something that I didn’t believe 
in wholeheartedly. Like, if you’ve been following me for a while? You 
know? That I’m, like, literally, the most authentic person, like, ever. 
So. So, yeah! I mean! Just give it a try! What do you have to lose but 
those extra pounds? Okay! That’s all for today! Don’t forget to hit 
the thumbs-up and subscribe! And next week, I’ll be answering a 
question from RunnerGirl636 all about how to keep on exercising 
during a weeklong water fast! Oh my God, acronym! That was the 
word I was thinking of! DUH! Xoxo, Brylee out!

(The green light dims, the cell phones go dark. BRYLEE’s face 
falls. She grabs a box of cookies. She eats one. Then another. Then 
another. Then another. Then another . . . )
(FITZGERALD and ZELDA enter, taking off their coats after the 
party. FITZGERALD has a black eye. They are midconversation.)

ZELDA.� (Almost amazed and charmed:) I don’t know how you thought 
that was a good idea.
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FITZGERALD.� It wasn’t about good idea vs. bad idea, it was 
about honor.
ZELDA.� Ever the romantic.
FITZGERALD.� I hated the way he was looking at you.
ZELDA.� You hate the way every man looks at me.
FITZGERALD.� Not true.
ZELDA.� No?
FITZGERALD.� I love the way I look at you.
ZELDA.� What a charmer. I will say, at the risk of enabling your 
proclivity for fighting in public, you pull off cuts and bruises quite well.
FITZGERALD.� Do I?
ZELDA.� Indeed.
FITZGERALD.� Good, you should get used to them. Because there’s 
a good chance I’m going to be spending the rest of my life defending 
your honor.
ZELDA.� How gallant. I’m sorry I’ve made so much extra work for you.
FITZGERALD.� I would have thought you’d written the book on 
how to ensnare a man . . . if I hadn’t written it for my sister.
ZELDA.� For your sister?
FITZGERALD.� Well, someone had to help her escape a spinster’s life.

(The scene stops cold. Maybe there’s a sound.
ACTOR 1 enters.)

ACTOR 1.� Hi, uh, sorry to interrupt, I’m here because, um . . . Well, 
I wanted to let you know that all the stuff Scott, uh, Mr. Fitzgerald, 
is about to say, the letter he wrote, I mean, to his sister Annabel, it 
is absolutely real. Like. This is actually the truth. And I know that 
we haven’t really done anything meta or, you know, direct address-y 
in the show yet and honestly, that’s not even really the vibe that the 
playwright was intending, but I just felt like, well, it’s important for 
you to know that this next part, when Scott is talking about the letter 
he wrote to his sister, that’s all true. And, uh, you might be like, um, 
hey (Insert actual name of actor here). That’s my actual name, by the way, 
hello, hi, nice to meet you. So you’re like, “Hey (Insert actual name of 
actor here), why do I need to know that?” And the reason is that, um, 
Fitzgerald was . . . kind of a jerk, woman wise, sort of . . . I mean, he 
based a lot of the materialistic, spineless, unattainable women in his 
books . . . off of women he knew and loved. I mean, Daisy Buchanan 
was based off of Ginevra King, a woman Fitzgerald fell in love with 
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and, you know, couldn’t have because he was . . . not wealthy. And 
he based the character of Rosalind Connage in This Side of Paradise on 
Zelda, his wife, who we see here. He also plagiarized Zelda’s diaries 
and letters to use as material for his books. But, like, when she tried 
to do the same and use their relationship as part of the basis for her 
book Save Me the Waltz, he was friggin’ incensed. Like, not to get, like, 
too into it, but, like, a very common theory was that Zelda Fitzgerald 
experienced all her mental health issues due to Fitzgerald’s treatment 
of her. Some people even went so far as to say she faked her psychosis 
to get away from him. Now, let me be clear, that whole claim was 
debunked in a 2002 book from Jackson R. Bryer and Cathy W. Barks, 
and also by Scott and Zelda’s granddaughter, Eleanor, but still, like . . . 
crazy, right? That that was even what people thought? Also, did you 
know that, like, Zelda, who we’re watching right now, burned to death 
in a mental hospital in Maryland while waiting to get electro-shock 
therapy? Nuts, man. Seriously. (A long pause.) Anyway, I just wanted 
to come out and mention that because I think it’s good to know. And 
I was standing in the wings thinking, you know, “Ugh, should I come 
out and say this? Should I not come out and say this?” And it was 
like, “You know what? Let’s do it, right?” Because, seriously, when you 
know the backstory? This whole thing? It just hits different.

(The lights shift. ACTOR 1 disappears.)
ZELDA.� What did the, uh, “book” you wrote say?
FITZGERALD.� Well, actually! (He digs around, and oh my gosh, would 
you believe it? He has a copy! He hands it to ZELDA.) See for yourself.

(The cell phones light up. Every single female character sits rapt 
in front of their phone. The green light begins to glow. We see 
AMBER SPARKLEZZZ sitting at a table with makeup and 
beauty products perfectly organized. The scene between ZELDA 
and FITZGERALD and the video being filmed by AMBER should 
be performed in almost a split screen [or stage, rather]. As the scene 
progresses, the female actors in front of their phone must try to 
follow every “rule” they are given.)

AMBER SPARKLEZZZ.� Hi beauty babes! It’s me, Amber Sparklezzz!
ZELDA.� “‘On the General Subject of Conversation’: Conversation, like 
grace, is a cultivated art. Only to the very few does it come naturally.”
AMBER SPARKLEZZZ.� And today I’m back with another makeup 
tutorial!
ZELDA.� “You are, as you know, not a good conversationalist. Here 
are some leading questions for a girl to use.”
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AMBER SPARKLEZZZ.� I get asked all the time, Amber, what’s 
your go-to no-makeup makeup look? Well, today, I’m gonna break 
it down for you!
ZELDA.� “a.) You dance so much better than you did last year.
b.) How about giving me that sporty necktie when you’re thru with it.
c.) You’ve got the longest eyelashes! (This will embarrass him, but he 
likes it.)”
AMBER SPARKLEZZZ.� And shout out to the sponsor of this video: 
Blossom Cosmetics, a completely vegan, cruelty-free line of makeup 
that donates one brick to a hut in, like, some third-world country I 
can’t remember the name of every time you make a purchase of $150 
or more! So, you know, amazing, right? Totally great! You all know 
how much I am all about philanthropy.
ZELDA.� “Always pay close attention to the man. Never affect 
boredom. Learn to be worldly. You can not be lazy.”
AMBER SPARKLEZZZ.� So, let’s get started! First, you’re going to 
take your Blossom Cosmetics matte foundation in your preferred 
shade, I’m using I Feel Like I’m Failing which is a peachy beige. And 
you’re just going to apply that liberally with your beauty blender.
ZELDA.� “A good smile is an absolute necessity. You smile on one 
side which is absolutely wrong. Get before a mirror and practice a 
smile and get a good one.”
AMBER SPARKLEZZZ.� And then, we’re gonna apply highlighter. I’m 
using the shade Body Dysmorphia 4 Lyfe, which looks gorgeous on 
every skin tone. And then blush in I’m Afraid All My Friends Actually 
Hate Me, which is a super cute peachy pink that I’m ob-ses-sed with.
ZELDA.� “You have beautiful hair—you ought to be able to do some-
thing with it. When it’s unkempt, it looks like the devil.”
AMBER SPARKLEZZZ.� And then, we’re gonna apply mascara, 
don’t forget to curl those lashes first, beauty besties! I’m using Why 
Do I Even Bother? which is waterproof!
ZELDA.� “I’ll line up your good points against your bad physically. 
Good: hair, good general size, good features. Bad: teeth only fair, 
pale complexion, only fair figure, large hands and feet. Now you see 
of the bad points, only the last cannot be remedied.”
AMBER SPARKLEZZZ.� And finally, a little tinted gloss, because 
everyone needs a go-to gloss! I’m using Please Help Me, Seriously, 
which has a teeny bit of glimmer that really gives you that pouty 
look that I am living for right now!
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ZELDA.� “General summing up: Cultivate deliberate physical grace. 
You’ll never have it if you don’t. The person you’re with likes to feel 
that the person they’re sponsoring is at least externally a credit.”
AMBER SPARKLEZZZ.� Aaaaaaaand, that’s it! How cute is that? If 
you like the video, don’t forget to rate, review, and subscribe! And 
remember to grab all these products at the link below and use my 
code Sparklezzzlife20 for 20 percent off!

(The green light dims. The phones go dark. Everyone touches their 
faces until they are in complete darkness, except for ZELDA and 
FITZGERALD.)

ZELDA.� That’s quite a manifesto. You really said that? To your sister?
ACTOR 1.� (Running onstage:) YES!

(ACTOR 1 exits.)
ZELDA.� Does it work the other way? For you to attract women, I mean?
FITZGERALD.� What a funny thing to say!
ZELDA.� What’s that?
FITZGERALD.� Does it work the other way! My darling, darling . . . 
It doesn’t need to.

(Lights shift. DAISY and NICK stroll through the park. They 
drink from Starbucks cups. NICK has a black coffee; DAISY has 
something supremely elaborate. She hands NICK her phone.)

DAISY.� Can you take a video of me?
NICK.� Uh, sure.

(DAISY poses holding the cup.)
DAISY.� Thanks!
NICK.� Um . . . how do I?
DAISY.� Just keep your finger on the . . . 
NICK.� Oh, I see. Okay. Uh, rolling.
DAISY.� Living for the Squid Game Frap from Starbucks! Unsure how 
to get your fix? Ask for a Grande Strawberry Crème Frap with one 
scoop dragon fruit, two pumps of white mocha and top it off with a 
drizzle of mocha. Thank me later! XO!

(DAISY immediately drops her “act.” DAISY takes her phone back 
from NICK and then holds out her drink.)

And do you mind holding this for a sec?
(NICK takes Daisy’s drink. DAISY types furiously on her phone.)
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Hashtag favorite drink. Hashtag obsessed. Hashtag Squid Game. 
Posted!

(She takes the drink back from NICK and takes a sip, grimaces.)
Ugh, these are disgusting. It tastes like cough syrup.

(She tosses the drink into a trash can.)
NICK.� Then why did you order it?
DAISY.� Because it looks cute and, like, who cares?
NICK.� But people might order it and they’ll be super disappointed.
DAISY.� Oh, Nicky . . . you’re so . . . refreshing.

(A moment.)
I’m so glad you’ll be at school with us this year. We need more 
people like you.
NICK.� Like me? What does that mean?
DAISY.� I, well . . . Nice, I guess.
NICK.� Your friends seem . . . nice?
DAISY.� Oh, Nick, stop it. You’re a terrible liar.
NICK.� . . . sorry.
DAISY.� It’s fine! It’s . . . what it is. And they are what they are. Just 
like their parents. Look at me! Talking as if I’m any different!
NICK.� I think you could be different if you wanted to be.
DAISY.� Maybe. But that sounds very lonely.
NICK.� I don’t know, I think spending all day on a screen and calling 
that connection sounds pretty lonely.
DAISY.� Hm. Maybe. But who would I be without it?
NICK.� Daisy. You’d still be Daisy. Just Daisy.
DAISY.� That’s the problem, then, I guess. I don’t think I know who “just 
Daisy” is anymore. (Beat.) God I sound like such a depressive, don’t I?
NICK.� Sorry, I didn’t mean to / upset you.
DAISY.� No, no, it’s . . . whatever. (Beat.) Do you think we all become 
our parents, Nicky?
NICK.� I mean . . . no? And yes? I’m sure some of it is inescapable.
DAISY.� Mmm. Do you know what my mother said when I was born?
NICK.� What?



	 Just Great: A Retelling of Some Book by F. Scott Fitzgerald	 31

DAISY.� She looked down at me. Still in her hospital bed. And she 
said, “I hope she’ll be a fool—that’s the best thing a girl can be in this 
world, a beautiful little fool.”
NICK.� That’s . . . I . . . How do you know that?
DAISY.� My father. When he’s feeling especially “spirited,” he loves 
to remind me of that. And then he smiles and says, “Well, hey, it 
looks like your mother got her wish.”

(DAISY looks around the park.) 
Oh, that tree looks so nice in the light!

(DAISY jumps up and takes a photo of it.)
Hashtag nature lover. Hashtag golden hour.

(NICK has no idea what to say. DAISY continues to scroll.)
NICK.� Do you ever just, like, enjoy things?
DAISY.� What do you mean?
NICK.� Like . . . you know . . . see a tree, see the light on the tree . . . en-
joy the seeing of the light on the tree. And, like, that’s it? No hashtags 
or . . . you know?
DAISY.� What’s the point of enjoying anything if you can’t share 
it with others?
NICK.� But are you really sharing the enjoyment or just, like, 
projecting that, you know, you live a life of constant beautiful trees 
in beautiful light?
DAISY.� I don’t think that’s all I do. Why, just last week I posted a 
video of myself crying after a particularly hard day set to a song by 
Olivia Rodrigo.
NICK.� Oh . . . okay . . . I . . . ex-excuse me.

(NICK gets up and walks a few feet away. DAISY goes back to 
scrolling. NICK takes out her cell and dials.)

Hey, it’s me. Where are you? Why did you have me ask her here if 
you’re just not gonna show? That’s absolutely—

(And suddenly, JASON appears. He looks terrified. DAISY sits 
up. They stand in complete silence. NICK hangs up her phone. 
Finally, DAISY speaks.)

DAISY.� I certainly am awfully glad to see you again.
(More silence.)

NICK.� I’m gonna . . . I . . . I . . . um . . . I don’t know.
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(NICK stands awkwardly. DAISY and JASON stare at one another.)
DAISY.� You look the same and different. You look wonderful.
JASON.� You look . . . You . . . You . . . 
DAISY.� Thank you.
JASON.� I . . . I bought new shoes for the occasion. For the first 
day, and all.
DAISY.� Right.
JASON.� They’re Burberry. Real leather and suede.
DAISY.� That’s wonderful.
JASON.� I hope to have a new pair to match each season.
DAISY.� Yes.
JASON.� I posted a photo of them and tagged Burberry. There’s a 
chance that I . . . well . . . If an affiliate link was sent, you know, I 
wouldn’t say no.
DAISY.� Of course not.
JASON.� They’re a very high-end company.
DAISY.� Very.

(DAISY hides her face.)
JASON.� Are you . . . Oh, Daisy are you . . . are you crying? Don’t 
cry, Daisy.
DAISY.� Oh, I’m fine, I’m perfectly fine. They’re just such beautiful 
shoes. It makes me sad because I’ve never seen such—such beautiful 
shoes before.

(Nick’s phone suddenly buzzes, startling DAISY and JASON, 
who had forgotten she was even there.)

Oh, you must forgive me I . . . I had no idea how late it’s getting! I’m 
sorry, I have to—
NICK.� It’s cool.
DAISY.� But I’ll see you at school. And at the party! You’re coming right?
NICK.� Yeah.
DAISY.� (To JASON:) And you too. Yes? It’s this Friday.
JASON.� Yes. I wouldn’t—I wouldn’t miss it for the world.
DAISY.� I should probs mention that I have no idea how fun it will 
be, now that Wrecky Eckie got sent off to rehab.
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NICK.� Wrecky Eckie?
DAISY.� T.J. Eckleburg. Best supplier in town. (She puts two fingers to 
her lips and inhales from an invisible joint.) With no Eckie and my mother 
taking to locking the liquor cabinet, this whole thing could be a bust.
JASON.� I can get stuff.
NICK.� You can?
DAISY.� What?
JASON.� Well, I mean, I know a guy.
NICK.� Oh, Jason, that’s fantastic! You’re a lifesaver.
DAISY.� Who?
JASON.� I swear it!
NICK.� Who do you know?
JASON.� Don’t worry about it.
DAISY.� And it’s not too much trouble?
JASON.� Not at all.
DAISY.� Oh, you’re such a dear! You’re such a darling dear! Isn’t he 
just magical, Nicky?
NICK.� Sure.
DAISY.� I’ve always thought . . . I . . . You’ve made my day!

(DAISY kisses JASON on the cheek.)
See you all in the AM!

(DAISY rushes off.)
NICK.� So you’re selling drugs now?
JASON.� I’m not selling them. I’m giving them to her.
NICK.� And where might you be getting these drugs from?
JASON.� Squirt’s sister.
NICK.� You’re getting these drugs from Maya Wolfsheim?
JASON.� Yes. And she goes by Wolf now.
NICK.� Oh, whatever.
JASON.� You whatever! She’s cool.
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NICK.� Oh, really? Cause last time I checked, Maya, sorry, Wolf 
was a twenty-five-year-old two-time college dropout living in her 
parents’ basement, do you really want to use her as your barometer 
for coolness in adulthood?
JASON.� She’s not just some loser or anything, she’s got a job.
NICK.� Yeah, selling drugs.
JASON.� AND she’s the manager of an Au Bon Pain.
NICK.� This is a really bad idea, Jason. Something could happen to you.
JASON.� No, it won’t.
NICK.� What are you, psychic? How do you know?
JASON.� Because you’re coming with me.

(The cell phones light up. The green light glows, revealing 
DOROTHY SHEARER, straight out of the 1920s. Not a 
Halloween costume, not a modern interpretation of the Jazz Age, 
this woman is so authentic she might just be a ghost.)

DOROTHY SHEARER.� Ladies, imagine this: You’ve just received 
an invitation to a party that is sure to be absolutely berries! You 
find the perfect dress, but when you try it on . . . uh oh! Those 
stockings! Stark white and just not right! What’s a gal to do? I’ll tell 
you! Get yourself a pair of McCallum Silk Hosiery! No matter what 
style, color, or weight of silk, McCallum has the perfect pair for any 
occasion! Slip them on and you’ll go from Dumb Dora to Hotsy-
Totsy in a snap! Receive an interesting booklet upon request with 
your purchase. Remember the name and win the game, McCallum 
Silk Hosiery: You just know she wears them.*

(Lights shift. TOM sits before a ring light, his cell phone recording 
him. JORDAN and other students sit on the sidelines, all of them 
on their cell phones. TOM is midway through an Insta Live AMA.)

TOM.� That was a great question, BunnyBae22! Seriously, super 
great. Okay, um . . . next question is from QTCarly, oh, it’s not really 
a question, more of a comment: I love you, Tom! Aw, I love you too, 
QTCarly. Okay and from SissyStealYaMan!

(DAISY enters; no one notices.)
What are you and Daisy’s favorite holidays? Great question! Um, 
so mine is definitely Thanksgiving, ya boi loves some turkey and 
siiiiiiides. And for Daisy . . . um . . . I don’t know, probably like her 
birthday? Or something? Anyway! That’s all the time I got for today, 

*	 McCallum Silk Hosiery ad from 1921
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but thank you for coming to this AMA and if ya hopped on late, 
don’t worry, I got you, imma upload this to my feed, my highlights, 
and my YouTube channel. So don’t forget to follow and subscribe. 
Smash those buttons, y’all! Kk, bye.

(He ends the live and begins fiddling with his phone.)
CARTER DAILY.� That was amazing!
BRYLEE MATWAY.� Totally amazing!
CARTER DAILY.� I just said that.
BRYLEE MATWAY.� . . . sorry.

(Everyone goes back to looking at their phone. DAISY watches 
them: Is this what disenchanted and over it feels like?)

DAISY.� It’s New Year’s Eve.
(Everyone looks up.)

My favorite holiday. It’s New Year’s Eve.
TOM.� Oh, sorry.
DAISY.� How did you not know that?
TOM.� It’s not my job to know everything about you.
DAISY.� That’s not what I’m saying, I just . . . 
TOM.� And if you had been here, like you were supposed to be, you 
could’ve answered it yourself.
DAISY.� What do you mean?
TOM.� Our AMA? That was today.
DAISY.� Oh. Oh, crap. I’m . . . shoot, I’m . . . I lost track of time.
TOM.� Where were you?
DAISY.� I was . . . I . . . I walked Nick home.
TOM.� Nick?
DAISY.� You met her this morning?
TOM.� Uh, okay, whatever.
DAISY.� It was her first day so . . . I wanted to . . . you know . . . 
TOM.� Well, you missed the AMA, so I don’t think you really get to, 
like, dump on me for not, like, remembering your favorite holiday 
or whatever.
DAISY.� Okay . . . 

(Everyone looks down at their phone except DAISY, who just stares.)
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MAKAYLA KADEN.� (To BRYLEE:) You want some of my Sour 
Patch Kids?
BRYLEE MATWAY.� Um, that’s okay. I had a big lunch.
CARTER DAILY.� (Taking some Sour Patch Kids from MAKAYLA:) 
Your loss. Stuff is delicious.

(Everyone continues to look down at their phone except DAISY, who 
continues to stare.)

DAISY.� Hey, babe?
TOM.� (Still looking at his phone:) Wassup?
DAISY.� Do you ever think . . . When I was younger . . . I went to this 
summer camp.
TOM.� (Still looking at his phone:) Uh huh.
DAISY.� And there were no cell phones. Or computers. Or anything, 
like, technological, really.
TOM.� (Still looking at his phone:) Uh huh.
DAISY.� And I was the happiest I’d ever been and . . . Babe, can you 
look at me please, like, you’re phubbing.
TOM.� What? Oh. Okay. Sorry. What?
DAISY.� I was saying that the happiest time of my life was when, 
like, I didn’t constantly have a phone in my hand.
TOM.� Okay . . . meaning?
DAISY.� Meaning maybe we should do that for a little bit? Like 
. . . unplug?
TOM.� From our phones?
DAISY.� Yeah.

(TOM thinks. He gets an idea.)
TOM.� You’re totally right.
DAISY.� Really?
TOM.� This could be great. We could do, like, an unplug challenge.
BRYLEE MATWAY.� Hashtag unplugged30!
TOM.� Yes!
CARTER DAILY.� And we do, like, a whole challenge about going 
unplugged.
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TOM.� Totally! And, like, upload vlogs throughout talking about 
how it’s going.
DAISY.� Well, that’s still using your phone . . . 
TOM.� But we’re not interacting with anyone.
DAISY.� But it’s still, like . . . I mean . . . I . . . 
TOM.� You’re so cute when you’re confused. Don’t worry, I’ll set it up 
and explain it better later.

(TOM goes back to his phone.)
DAISY.� No, I get it, I just . . . 

(Everyone is staring at their phone except for DAISY.)
BRYLEE MATWAY.� Woah, Daisy, your last vid about the party? It’s 
gotten over seventeen thousand likes.
JORDAN.� (With a smile:) Well, smell you, Nancy Drew.
CARTER DAILY.� People are already calling it the party of the century!
TOM.� Yeah, but without Eckie, I mean, who knows how this 
party’ll go . . . 
DAISY.� I’ve solved that problem.

(Everyone looks up at her.)
TOM.� How?
DAISY.� Jason Carraway.
TOM.� Who is that? I don’t know him.
DAISY.� You will.

(DAISY exits. Everyone watches her go.)
(Lights shift. The green light begins to glow. The cell phones light 
up. We see someone dancing, recording themselves with their 
phone. It’s not great, but they’re having so much fun and they’re 
smiling. They finish the dance. They grab their phone and begin to 
scroll through the comment section.)

VOICE 1.� Oh my God, get a life.
VOICE 2.� Do you think this is actually good?
VOICE 3.� This legit made me sad.
VOICE 4.� I feel bad for you.
VOICE 5.� C’mon, it’s not that bad.
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VOICE 5.� Um, I don’t know what video you were watching, but it 
def was that bad.
VOICE 6.� You should do yourself a favor and take it down.
VOICE 7.� That would be doing us a favor, actually.
VOICE 8.� Ugh, kill yourself.

(The dancer’s face falls. The green light dims, the cell phones go out.)
(Lights shift. Outside the Buchanan mansion. MRS. BUCHANAN 
wobbles across the front lawn holding a glass in one hand and a pill 
bottle and her cell phone in the other.)

MRS. BUCHANAN.� (Squinting to read it:) Is that a two or a three?
(She stares at the bottle . . . a light-bulb moment! She wants to open 
her cell phone, but it’s hard with the bottle in her hand too. She 
awkwardly maneuvers to put the glass down and opens the phone. 
She makes a call.)

Hi, Dr. Murphy, it’s me, um . . . I’m . . . I can’t seem to read the . . . um 
. . . the bottle of the . . . um . . . you know . . . the . . . Loraza . . . the 
. . . you know, um . . . I can’t see if it says I can take this two times 
or three times a day and I just . . . I think . . . I just . . . I need another 
one and I didn’t wanna . . . um . . . overdo it . . . You know what! I’m 
gonna just—because you’re probably busy—I’m gonna just take one 
now and then I won’t take any tomorrow! . . . Until, like . . . bed . . . 
like usual. Okay! Uh. Thank you! Happy, uh, happy . . . Saturday? 
No. Is it? No . . . Friday! Happy Friday! Bye now!

(She hangs up. She opens the pill bottle, she takes it with her wine. 
She enjoys the moment.)

MR. BUCHANAN.� (A voice offstage:) Denise! Where are my Sperrys?
MRS. BUCHANAN.� Oh, I’ll show you! Coming!

(MRS. BUCHANAN exits.
JASON, SQUIRT, and NICK enter. They all wear 1920s costumes 
that look homemade.)

SQUIRT.� Jeeeesuuuussss . . . This place is insane.
JASON.� Yeah . . . 

(JASON takes out his phone and holds it up.)
NICK.� Stop taking selfies.
JASON.� I’m just commemorating the moment.
NICK.� You’ve done enough commemorating for every moment of 
the rest of your life.
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(SQUIRT makes a sound.)
JASON.� What’s wrong with you?
SQUIRT.� My pants are too tight. I feel terrible.
NICK.� Well, you’ll fit right in with the theme of the party.
JASON.� If you’re just gonna dump on everybody, why are you 
even here?
NICK.� For more material to dump on everyone.
JASON.� Aloof isn’t a cute look just so you know.
NICK.� I’ll keep that in mind.

(JASON looks up nervously at the house.)
SQUIRT.� Should we go in?
JASON.� . . . yeah.
NICK.� You okay?
JASON.� Of course I am, why would you ask that?
NICK.� I—

(Suddenly, TOM comes bursting out of the house followed by 
literally everyone except the actress who plays EMMY. MRS. 
BUCHANAN, Tom’s mother, brings up the rear, a very large 
glass of wine in her hand. All the teens are dressed in a modern 
version of 1920s fashion. Think Party City but high-end.)

TOM.� I can’t believe this! I ask so little of you! SO little! And then 
you go and do this!
MRS. BUCHANAN.� Tommy, please don’t be upset with Mommy!
DAISY.� It’s not that bad, Tom!
TOM.� It is that bad! And how could I not be upset, Mother?! You 
completely ruined everything!
JORDAN.� Oh, hi Nick, nice to see you.
NICK.� Hi . . . 
JORDAN.� Do you like Tom’s favors for Daisy’s party? He’s giving us 
all a meltdown for the ages.
MRS. BUCHANAN.� The chalkboard in the kitchen clearly listed 
that tonight is one of Daddy’s fundraising events!
JORDAN.� (To SQUIRT:) And you are?
SQUIRT.� Squirt.
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JORDAN.� Oh. Is that a family name?
SQUIRT.� No, it’s just a sound.
JORDAN.� I see.
TOM.� I told you tonight was Daisy’s party! I told you there was 
going to be a party!
MRS. BUCHANAN.� But you didn’t tell me it was going to be here!
TOM.� Because you should’ve just known, Mother!
MRS. BUCHANAN.� How was I supposed to have “just known” 
that when you said Daisy was having a party, it would be happening 
at my home!
TOM.� I told you it was happening here because they’re having the 
floors in their ballroom restained!
MRS. BUCHANAN.� Well, shame on me for being such a terrible 
ogre of a woman!
TOM.� Oh, don’t be so dramatic!
MRS. BUCHANAN.� I try to make you happy and this is how you 
repay me? THIS?! On the night of your father’s fundraiser?!
DAISY.� (Kindly:) There has to be a solution, Tom, right?
TOM.� Wrong! There’s nothing to be done! This is the worst day 
of my life!
JORDAN.� (Drolly, to NICK:) I guess money can’t buy everything, hm?
JASON.� I have an idea.

(Everyone goes silent and looks at JASON.)
DAISY.� Jason.
TOM.� Who are you?
DAISY.� This—this—these are my friends, this is Nick and her brother—
TOM.� I know who Nick is, we met. Who are you?
JASON.� I’m Jason. Nick’s brother.
DAISY.� I told you about Jason, remember? He brought the party 
favors since Eckleburg is . . . indisposed.
TOM.� Oh yes, Jason. Of course. Well, you’re just a regular Mr. Fix-
it, aren’t you?
JASON.� I try to be helpful when I can.
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(TOM and JASON stare at each other, sizing one another up. The 
air is tense. No one knows whether TOM is going to smile or sock 
JASON right in the face.)

TOM.� (Extending his hand and shaking JASON’s:) Well then, let’s see 
what you’ve got.
JASON.� I figured we could go to my house.
NICK.� What?
TOM.� Your house, huh.
JASON.� Yes, I think it could . . . work.
TOM.� Okay! Let’s do it! Seems tonight will be alright after all. (To 
MRS. BUCHANAN:) No thanks to you. I’m taking the Jag.
MRS. BUCHANAN.� You know what your father says—
TOM.� He owes me for ruining my night. (To everyone:) Let’s go.

(Everyone begins to exit. DAISY stops, turns, and waits for 
everyone else to have gone. She goes to JASON and hugs him.)

DAISY.� I’m so glad you’re here.
JASON.� You mean that?
DAISY.� Of course I mean that. You’re a lifesaver. My lifesaver.

(DAISY exits. JASON watches her leave. NICK hits JASON 
in the arm.)

JASON.� Ow! What?
NICK.� Our house?
JASON.� Chill out! We’re not really going there.
NICK.� Then where are we going?
JASON.� The Chases’ place. I’m still watching it until they get back 
at the beginning of next week.
NICK.� So we’re gonna sneak into their house with a bunch of people 
and throw a party? That sounds great!
JASON.� It’s not sneaking in if you have the keys.
NICK.� Are you out of your mind?
JASON.� It won’t be a problem if they don’t know.
NICK.� They’ll know when they see the house is a disaster!
JASON.� Don’t worry. I’ll clean it before they get back.

(NICK is stunned. JASON exits.)
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