
 
 

 
  



 
 

 
 

THE PRETZEL MAKER 
 

A Radio Drama 
 

 

BY ROSE SCOLLARD 
 
 
 
 
  



 
 

 
 
The Pretzel Maker was commissioned by CBC and broadcast live from a tea dance 
at the Palliser Hotel in 1994. It aired on CBC’s Homestretch and was directed by 
Martin Fishman.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHARACTERS: 
 
 
 
CORNELIA  30 something, a wish therapist  
 
 
ERIC   mid thirties, Cornelia’s unwilling client,  
 
 
KELLY  mid twenties, triggers unstoppable metamorphosis in Eric  
 
 
ROCKY  mid thirties, Kelly’s boyfriend
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Scene One 

 
 SOUND: PARTYING, MUSIC, DANCING CROWD, GENTLE 

CHINKING OF CUPS 
 
 SOUND: CORNELIA ARRIVING NOISILY AND SITTING IN 

CHAIR 
 
CORNELIA: (APPROACHING) Excuse me. Can I just squeeze through 

here?   Do you mind?   Whff!  What a fanny bumper. I had no 
idea it would be so packed!    

 
 ERIC: Excuse me.  This table is taken. 
 
CORNELIA: You are Eric Brownstone, aren't you? 
 
 ERIC: How did you know? 
 
CORNELIA: I'm a mind reader, kiddo. Well actually a clairvoyante. I have 

a card here somewhere.  Anyway, to cut to the chase, I'm here 
to read your teacup. 

 
ERIC: In that outfit? 
 
CORNELIA: I suppose you want a turban and dangling earrings. 
 
ERIC: If you're happy in leather and fishnets that's ok by me.  Just 

wear them at another table.   
 
SOUND CORNELIA RUMMAGING THROUGH HER BAG 
 
CORNELIA: Didn't you hear me?  I'm here to do your leaves. Ah! Here it 

is.  Keep this on file.  You may want me again.  
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ERIC: This is the weirdest business card I've ever seen.  (Reads) 
Cornelia Mistral.  Soothsayer and . . .  Wish Therapist? 

 
CORNELIA: I don't just read the leaves, I kind of "arrange" them as well.  

It's not a conscious thing.  I just sit here in your presence and 
I twirl the cup around in the saucer and I kind of act like a 
lightning rod for your suppressed wishes.  And believe me 
you're suppressed.  There're some wicked vibes reaching out 
to me from your little libido.   

 
ERIC: My mother sent you, didn't she. 
 
CORNELIA: No.   
 
ERIC: It's just the sort of ditsy thing she'd do.   
 
CORNELIA: She's right to worry about you. 
 
ERIC: She did send you.  
 
CORNELIA: No.  Not that I'd blame her. Thirty-five and not married, any 

mother would worry.  Give me your cup.   
 
ERIC: No way.   
 
CORNELIA: Look at you! Chandeliers, flowers, hot music, and you're 

drinking tea.   
 
ERIC: This is a tea dance.   
 
CORNELIA: But don't worry.  I'm here to change all that.  Put a little 

aerobic zing in your life.  Give me your cup.    
 
 ERIC: No.   
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 CORNELIA: It's been written that I shall read your cup at this very 
moment in time so all the “No's” in the world won't make a 
bit of difference.   

 
ERIC: Written where?  Keep away! 
 
CORNELIA: Give me that!   
 
ERIC: No! 
 
 CORNELIA: I'm taking it.  Urgmmphh! 
 
SOUND  THEY STRUGGLE OVER THE CUP. CHINKING CHINA 
 
ERIC: No! You're not! Ow! Keep away!   
 
CORNELIA: Give me that.   Ughh! One, get away.  Two. Don't try and 

stop me.  Three! 
 
SOUND  AS THEY STRUGGLE WE HEAR THREE SCRAPES OF 

THE CUP  
 
CORNELIA: Ohhhh!  Now look what you made me do. It's supposed to 

turn clockwise. Three times in a clockwise direction.  You've 
made it go counterclockwise! 

 
ERIC: So big deal.  Turn it back.  
 
CORNELIA: It can't be turned back.  It can't be reversed. You'll have to 

take what you get and don't blame me if you don't like it.   
 
ERIC: As if I care.   
 
CORNELIA: Oh, you'll care.  You'll definitely care. (SIGHS) It was going 

to be such a nice little read. A charming waltz, a saucy blonde 
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and thou tripping the light fantastic.  Now it could be 
anything.  Counterclockwise!  Scary... Oh well.  Better see 
what it says...  Hmmm… Well, well, well.  

 
ERIC: What?  What do you see in there?   
 
CORNELIA: This is a kick!   
 
ERIC: It's just a teacup… Are you going to read it to me or not? 
 
CORNELIA: I certainly am.  Listen up.  Exactly two minutes from now, a 

woman is going to bump into your table and… spill her tea 
all over you.   

 
ERIC: Great. I can hardly wait.   
 
CORNELIA: She's stunning!  
 
ERIC: Really. 
 
CORNELIA: Flaming red hair. . . white sequinned dress.  She looks just 

like Ginger Rogers.  You… leap out of your seat and grab 
her round the waist! 

 
ERIC: As if. 
 
CORNELIA: You are possessed by the spirit of Fred Astaire.  Your hair 

line recedes. Your feet shrink to nine double A.  You have an 
irresistible urge to put on the ritz.   

 
ERIC: And then? 
 
CORNELIA: I dunno. It gets a little murky… Ummm…   I see a horse…  
 
ERIC: A horse? 
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CORNELIA: (Defensive) Yes, a horse.  And a… pretzel maker.   
 
ERIC: Look could I have my cup back.  (Pours himself more tea) 

Look at this.  The pot's cold.  I'm going to have to order 
more.   

 
CORNELIA: You don't have time. You need to prepare yourself.  
 
ERIC: Prepare myself to dance with a girl like Ginger Rogers. Right. 
  
CORNELIA: It will happen in about… thirty seconds.   
 
ERIC: It won't happen if I'm not here.   
 
CORNELIA: What do you mean?  Where are you going? 
 
ERIC: It's been nice knowing you.  Bye. 
 
CORNELIA: Watch out!!  
 

KELLY BUMPES INTO ERIC, SPILLING TEA ALL 
OVER HIM.   

 
KELLY: Oh!  Ohh!  I'm so sorry!  Here, let me wipe that up.   
 
ERIC: Wow… You look like… I don't… Holy crumoley! (MAKES 

STRANGE NOISES OF METAMORPHOSIS) My feet! 
 
 KELLY: Did I spill some on your shoes? 
 
 
SOUND           METAMORPHIC SOUNDS CONTINUE 
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ERIC: No.  My feet are… Wooh…  just kind of…Yipes… nimbling 
up!   

 
KELLY: (Surprise and delight) Oh!  
 
ERIC: What? 
 
KELLY: (Intimately) Well, you're grabbing me round the waist.  
 
ERIC: Jeez!  Sorry! 
 
KELLY: No!  I like it.  It's kind of masterful? 
 
ERIC: You think so? 
 
KELLY: What's happening to your hair line? It's rolling back like a 

sardine tin!  
 
ERIC: Oh. . .  Yeah. . . it does that when the girl of my dreams spills 

tea all over me.   
 
KELLY: Girl of your dreams?   
 
ERIC: Did I say that?   Cripes!  Let's swing it baby! 
 
 
SOUND DACE MUSIC SWELLS AND DANCING FEET ARE 

HEARD 
 
KELLY: Wicked! 
 
CORNELIA: Wicked is right!  I think you've done it, Cornelia.  I really 

think you've done it. Roll on the pretzel maker! 
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SOUND SHORT INTERLUDE OF DANCE MUSIC AS TIME 

MOVES ALONG.  
 
ERIC: This is fantastic, Kelly. 
 
KELLY: I know!  I've never had such great time! You are one terrific 

dancer, Eric.  
 
ERIC: You think so? 
 
KELLY: It's swell to be with a good dancer.  Those guys that step all 

over you!  This is a real treat.  
 
ERIC: It's the feet you see.  You have to get the right feet. 
 
SOUND TAPPING TOES AS HE DEMONSTRATES HIS SKILL. 

TAPPITY-TAP TAP TAP, TAP TAP TAP. 
 
KELLY: Wow!  Definitely! 
 
ERIC: Wanna go round one more time?   
 
KELLY: Are you kidding?  I'm worn out!   
 
ERIC: You are?  But we've only been dancing thirty minutes.   
 
KELLY: Thirty minutes?  Oh my God! Rocky!  I forgot all about him.     
 
ERIC: Rocky? 
 
KELLY: My date.  I'm actually here with another guy. It was his tea I 

spilled all over you.  
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ERIC: Yeah well, you're with me now. It's predestined.  
 
KELLY: Oh, you say such cute things.  Predestined.   
 
ERIC: It means that we're meant to be together, and nothing can 

separate us 
 
KELLY: Well, I think Rocky could.  He's kind of a…    heavyweight.  

You know what I mean?   
 
ERIC: Hey!  Leave Rocky to me.  
 
KELLY: Really?   
 
ERIC: No problem.  I can handle him. Look you sure you don't want 

to dance some more.   
 
KELLY: I can't! I need a break.  Powder my nose. You know.   
 
ERIC: Well maybe we could have some tea.   
 
KELLY: (Moving off) That would be swell.  
 
ERIC: Darjeeling or Earl Grey?  
 
KELLY: What?  Oh.  Earl Grey.   
 
ERIC: You know where my table is.   
 
KELLY: (FROM AFAR) Yeah, I'll just be a second.  
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SCENE THREE 
 
SOUND:  LAID BACK MUSIC. ERIC SITS DOWN. 
 
 CORNELIA: Pretty nimble on your feet for a wall flower.   
 
 ERIC:     Was I OK?    
 
CORNELIA: Fred would have been proud. 
 
 ERIC: I just took one look at Kelly and something came over me. I 

couldn't help myself.   
 
CORNELIA: It was Ballroom at first sight.   
 
ERIC: I turned cold and then hot. I couldn't resist the impulse.   
 
CORNELIA: Where is she, anyway? 
 
ERIC: Powdering her nose.  I got to order more tea.   
 
CORNELIA: I ordered you fresh, with sandwiches and cakes. So, you're 

having a good time?   
 
ERIC: I'm having a spectacular time.  I don't know how to thank 

you.  Should I be paying a fee for this?  
 
CORNELIA: Heaven’s no.  I'm taking enough chances as it is.  They'd take 

away my licence if I charged you too.  
 
ERIC: Who would? Look who did send you here? 
 
 CORNELIA: I can't tell you.   
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 ERIC: Come on, who?   
 
CORNELIA: I can say it wasn’t your mother.   
 
SOUND: CRASH AS ROCKY LURCHES AGAINST THE TABLE 
 
ORNELIA: Well, hello there.  
  
 ERIC: Watch it! 
 
 ROCKY: No. You watch it buddy.  I've gotta bone to pick with you.   
 
 CORNELIA: Oh! Pick it with me, lover boy! 
 
 ROCKY: Where do you get off, dancing with my girl?   
 
ERIC: Kelly's . . . your girl? 
 
ROCKY: Yeah.  And I'm mad as hell.  And when I'm mad, I feel like 

taking things apart. You get me?   
 
ERIC: Well, I didn't know she was your girl.  
 
ROCKY: She didn't mention me? 
 
ERIC: Why should she? Look, I'm not into the male territorial thing.  

I'm only here for the tea. OK? 
  
CORNELIA: That's not what you said before.   
 
ERIC: Cornelia! 
 
ROCKY: What did he say before?   
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CORNELIA: (Suggestively) That she made him turn all hot and cold.   
 
ERIC: Cornelia!  Look I didn't know Kelly was spoken for. She's all 

yours.   
 
ROCKY: Yeah well, she'd better be. ‘Cos if I catch her with you again, 

you wanna know what I'll do?   
 
ERIC: No. 
 
ROCKY: See this chair?   
 
ERIC: Yes. 
 
ROCKY:            Describe it to me. 
 
ERIC: Well, uh, it's a standard hotel chair.  Simple but sturdy, metal 

frame, wooden fretwork.  Plush seats.  Ohhh! 
 
SOUND: EXCRUCIATING SOUNDS OF METAL AND WOOD 

CRUNCHING AND BENDING.   
 
ROCKY:            There. Now what does it look like? 
 
ERIC:            (SCARED OUT OF HIS POTATO) Like a pretzel?   
 
ROCKY: You got it.  They don't call me the Pretzel Maker for nothing. 

(MOVING OFF) So hands off, right?  
 
ERIC: Like I said, I'm here for the tea? . . . Brother! 
 
CORNELIA: Woo-ee!  What a centre fold!  
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ERIC: You think he's good looking? 
 
CORNELIA: Totally carnal.  Oh boy, you're really sweating.   
 
ERIC: Its hot in here.  Fff.   My brow is soaking! 
 
CORNELIA: Here, have a napkin. 
 
ERIC: Thanks.    Hey.  My hairline's still rolled back.  When'll it go 

back to normal?   
 
CORNELIA: Hard to say.   
 
ERIC: You mean I could be stuck with this? 
 
CORNELIA: Listen Sunshine, your hairline's the least of your problems.  

What are you going to do when Kelly gets back? 
 
ERIC: You're the soothsayer. You tell me.  
 
CORNELIA: Well, it's doesn't take a Rhodes Scholar to see that he's going 

to make bow ties out of you if you dance with her again.   
  
ERIC: Yeah well, he can't make anything out of me if I'm not here.  
 
SOUND:  ERIC'S CHAIR SCRAPING 
 
CORNELIA: You tried that before. It won't work. And anyway, how can 

you be such a chicken! 
 
ERIC: Chickening out is the better part of valour.   
 
KELLY: Hi Eric.   
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ERIC: Kelly!  Oh my god!  Look  uh Kelly. . . I hate to dance and 
run  but  you . . . like . . . Holy Crumoley!  

 
CORNELIA: There goes the hairline again.  
 
ERIC: (MAKES STRANGE NOISES OF METAMORPHOSIS) 

Oomph .   Werfff! 
 
KELLY: I just love it when you look at me like that.   
 
ERIC: And do you like it when I hold you like this?   
 
KELLY: Ahh!    Yes! 
 
ERIC: Well then.  Let's go for it! 
 
KELLY: Wicked! 
 
ROCKY: Hey!  That joker's dancing with Kelly again.   
 
CORNELIA: Have a seat, big boy.   
 
ROCKY: Is he out of his mind? Doesn't he know what I'll do to him?  

Hey!  Hey I warned you! Come back here!   
 
 CORNELIA: Rocky!  (SIGH) I thought this would be easy. 
 
 

SCENE FOUR 
 
SOUND:  ERIC AND KELLY OUT OF BREATH   
 
KELLY: Sooner or later he's going to catch us, you know.   
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ERIC: Yeah, but until he does, I'm in heaven.  
 
KELLY: You dancing fool! 
 
ERIC: Are you tired? 
 
KELLY: Not anymore.  I could do this forever.   
 
ERIC: Me too.   
 
KELLY: Oh, I love it when you hold me close like this. You sure are a 

passionate dancer. 
 
ERIC: Passion's my middle name.   
 
KELLY: When you danced me across the tabletops. Wow!  It was like 

being on the silver screen. Like an old movie or something.   
 
ERIC: It was the only way to give Rocky the slip. He could keep up 

with us on the floor but not on the tables. The poor guy has 
no sense of balance.   

 
KELLY: Whereas you could probably do this on a tight rope.   
 
ERIC: It's all your doing, you know.  Until I met you, I was just 

another klutz.  A real fumblefoot.  My toes were all thumbs.  
 
KELLY: I find that hard to believe.   
 
ERIC: I thought I was destined to spend the rest of my life as a wall 

flower.  
 
KELLY: Oh, go on! 
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ERIC: Really. This is my fourth tea dance. The other three times I 

just sat hiding behind my teacup, wishing I could get up the 
courage to ask someone to dance.   

 
KELLY: But you're a terrific dancer! 
 
ERIC: Well yeah.  With you. You know what they say about hearing 

the earth shake?  Well, it's true. From the first minute I saw 
you the earth's been jazzing and jitterbugging under my feet.  
The only way I can cope with it is to dance along.   

 
KELLY: I love the things you say.   
 
ERIC: Well, I gotta couple of other things I want to say too. 
 
KELLY:            You do? 
 
ERIC: Yeah, while I still have the nerve. Why don't we just go 

behind this pillar here.   
 
KELLY: Okay. 
 
ERIC: So, um… Do you like cats? 
 
SOUND:  MUSIC BRIDGE   
 
 

SCENE FIVE 
 

CORNELIA: Did they give you the slip? 
 
ROCKY: Yeah.  I'll say one thing for that Bozo.  He sure is fast on his 

feet.  I've been chasing them for over half an hour.   
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CORNELIA: You must be exausted.  Have some tea.   
 
ROCKY: Thanks. (Slurps and chokes) What is this.   
 
CORNELIA: It's Earl Grey.   
 
ROCKY: Am I supposed to drink it or dab it behind my ears?  
 
CORNELIA: All that muscle and witty too.  So tell me, how did you get to 

be so…  rugged.   
 
ROCKY: Hey, it wasn't easy, you know.  
 
CORNELIA: I'll bet. You must've worn out a whole fleet of Nautiluses. 
 
ROCKY: And for what. To get thrown over for that rabbit-faced 

pipsqueak.   
 
CORNELIA: Hey, don't take it so bad. There's lots of other turkeys in the 

straw.  
 
ROCKY: Uh…   What exactly is your role in all this?  
 
CORNELIA: I'm a wish therapist.   
 
ROCKY: Wish therapist?     
 
CORNELIA: It means that I can make your wishes come true.  But, and 

this is the kick, I can also change what you wish for.  Why 
don't I read your teacup?  

 
ROCKY: I dunno. I don't go in for that extra sensory junk.   
 
CORNELIA: What's wrong with extra sensory?   



17 
 

 
ROCKY: Uh. Well, if you put it that way.  Uhm, don't you need my 

cup?  
 
SOUND:  CUP SCRITCHING 
 
CORNELIA: Oh yes.  Silly me. Now, lets see.  Yes, lots of leaves in there.     

So.  I'll just turn your cup three times in a clockwise 
direction… and… ah yes.  Hmhm. 

 
SOUND:  DANCE MUSIC SWELLS 
 
ROCKY: Hey! There they are!   
 
SOUND:  ROCKY RISING NOISILY 
 
CORNELIA: Where?  
 
ROCKY: I can see them. Halfway behind that pillar over there.  
 
CORNELIA: I don't think that's them.   
 
ROCKY: I'd know that balding brow anywhere!  (MOVING OFF) I’ll 

fix him. 
 
CORNELIA: Now wait.  Don't be too hasty.  Rocky!  Hold on. Rats!   
 
SOUND:  MUSIC BRIDGE 
 
  

SCENE SIX 
 
ERIC:             You mean you will?  
 



18 
 

KELLY: Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes! 
 
ERIC: I don't believe it.  This is fantastic.   
 
SOUND: JAUNTY LITTLE TAP DANCE RHYTHM TAPPITY-TAP 

TAP TAP, TAP TAP TAP. 
 
ERIC: You realize you're totally out of your mind.  You've known 

me for less than two hours and you're saying yes!!! Daddly-
da dah dah, dah dah dah! 

 
SOUND: ANOTHER JAUNTY LITTLE TAP DANCE –  TAPPITY-

TAP TAP TAP, TAP TAP TAP 
 
KELLY: Of course, I'm saying yes.  You can't fight predestination.  

Will you teach me how to do that?   
 
ERIC: Sure.  Just put your feet like this. Dah Dah 
 
SOUND:  TAP TAP 
 
KELLY: Like this? Dah Dah. 
 
SOUND:  TAP TAP. 
 
ERIC: Then like this. Daddly dah dah 
 
SOUND:  TAPPITY TAP TAP. 
 
KELLY: Daddly dah dah. 
 
SOUND:  TAPPITY TAP TAP. 
 
 ERIC: Then you just let your feet take it.   
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SOUND:  TAPPITY TAP TAP TAP, TAP TAP TAP 
 
KELLY: Let your feet take it. 
 
SOUND:  TAPPITY AP TAP TAP, TAP TAP TAP 
 
ERIC: You got it! What a team.   
 
ROCKY: SNARL OF A MAN IN A WHITE RAGE. 
 
KELLY: Rocky! 
 
ERIC: Uh, Hi Rock! 
 
ROCKY: I don't believe I'm seeing this. My best girl dancing with a 

rabbit! Well, you've danced yourself into a corner, Chump! 
 
ERIC: Now just hold on a minute.   
 
ROCKY: You hold on.  Hold on to everything you got because I'm 

going to take you apart limb by limb.   
 
KELLY: Rocky!  Don't hurt him!   
 
ROCKY: Nobody messes with the Pretzel Maker.   
 
SOUND: CHASE SCENE.  TABLES OVERTURNING. DISHES 

BREAKING. ERIC YELLING OUT LIKE STAN LAUREL.  
ROCKY ROARING WITH RAGE. ENDS WITH CRY 
FROM ERIC AND DOORS SLAMMING.   
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SCENE SEVEN  
 
KELLY: I should have followed them.  I should have gone outside.  

But I just couldn't bear to see it! Oh Cornelia, what am I 
going to do? 

 
CORNELIA: Now Kelly, calm down! Eric can take care of himself.  
 
KELLY: But they've been out there for hours!   
 
CORNELIA: He'll be all right. 
 
KELLY: You don't know Rocky. He's a killing machine. Do you know 

what they call him at the gym? The Pretzel Maker! 
 
CORNELIA: It's just a metaphor, ok?   
 
KELLY: A metaphor for murder! 
 
CORNELIA: Oh… here he comes!  
 
KELLY: Eric? Thank God!  
 
CORNELIA: No, Rocky!  Man is he built!   
 
ROCKY: MARCHES BACK GRUNTING AND MUTTERING WITH 

SATISFACTION.  Guess I fixed him.   
 
KELLY: Rocky! What did you do to him?   
 
ROCKY: You can scratch his name from your list of admirers.   
 
KELLY: Admirers!  He's my fiance, you big boob! 
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ROCKY: How can he be your fiance?  You haven't known him for 
more than an hour.   

 
KELLY: One hour and thirty-seven minutes.   
 
ROCKY: I don't get it.  I thought you and me… that we… 
 
KELLY: He's he only one I've ever loved! 
 
ROCKY: The only one! But what about me?   
 
KELLY: You?  You murderer!  I hope I never see you again!   
 
ROCKY: But why?  What's he got that I haven't got? 
 
KELLY: Well in the first place he's got cats. Three of them. You never 

liked my cats! 
 
ROCKY: They make me sneeze. Aw come on Kelly. How could you 

love that scrawny little ferret?  I bet he doesn't weigh 150.   
 
KELLY: That's all you ever think about, working out.   
 
ROCKY: But you're the reason I worked out in the first place.   
 
KELLY: Oh, what am I going to do, Cornelia?  I'm never going to see 

him again. 
 
CORNELIA: Don't give up hope.  I read his teacup you know. 
 
KELLY: Eric's cup? Was I in it?  
 
CORNELIA: Yeah.  You were pretty prominent at the beginning.   
 



22 
 

KELLY: And then? 
 
CORNELIA: It got a little murky.  It had a horse though.   
 
KELLY: A horse? What's a horse got to do with anything.  
 
ROCKY: Horses make me sneeze.   
 
KELLY: Ohhhh!  He said it was predestination. That nothing could 

ever separate us.   
 
ROCKY: Yeah well, he didn't reckon on . . . the Pretzel Maker! 
 
KELLY: Oh, dry up!  You've ruined my life.  I never want to see you 

again!   
 
ROCKY: Never?  But Kelly! 
 
SOUND:  DOORS BURSTING OPEN 
 
ROCKY: What's that? 
 
CORNELIA: There seems to be some sort of commotion over there.  
 
KELLY: The doors just burst open.   
 
ROCKY: What's all the fuss about? 
 
KELLY: It's Eric. . ..He's on a horse.   
 
CORNELIA: Really?  Maybe I went a little too far this time.   
 
SOUND: WHINNEY 
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KELLY: He's headed this way.   
 
SOUND: HOOFBEATS GALLOPING THROUGH THE ROOM, 

CRIES OF AWE.   
 
ROCKY: He's gonna trample us. Ahh! 
 
KELLY: Na, he's just going to sweep me off my feet.  Over here, Eric! 
 
ERIC: Hang on, Kelly.  I'm coming!   
 
SOUND: GALLOPING CLOSER AND CLOSER. WHINNEY.   
 
KELLY: Eric!   
 
ERIC: Here!  Grab my hand! 
 
SOUND: SWOOSH AND CRIES OF DELIGHT AS KELLY IS 

SWEPT UP ONTO THE HORSE.  THEN HORSE 
GALLOPING OFF 

 
ERIC: (MOVING OFF) Thanks Cordelia! 
 
KELLY: Goodbye! 
 
SOUND:  DOORS SLAMMING 
 
ROCKY: Jeez I'm depressed! How could she fall for a little bald guy 

like that? I mean look at my hair, thick, luxuriant.  People 
would die for hair like this.  

 
CORNELIA: I know I would.  Let me run my fingers through it.  Ooohh 
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ROCKY: And do you know how long I've been working out? Look at 
that bicep.  I mean you don't see biceps like that every day.   

 
CORNELIA: Hmm. Your pecs are pretty good too.   
 
ROCKY: I turned myself from a 98 lb weakling into a major hunk just 

for her.  What am I going to do now? . . . Say! What about 
this wish therapy?  You think you can do anything for me?  

 
CORNELIA: Well, I still have your cup here.  Let me just have a look.   
 
ROCKY: What do you see, suicide?  
 
CORNELIA: I see. . . a ship.  You're on a ship.   
 
ROCKY: Are you sure? I get seasick.   
 
CORNELIA: (Losing patience a little) So take gravol. It's like a romantic 

cruise, ok? …I see a woman.  
 
ROCKY: Tell me more.   
 
CORNELIA: Very dark, very tall.   
 
ROCKY: Dark and tall is good. 
 
CORNELIA: Spiky red heels.   
 
ROCKY: Really.  Hey… You've got spiky red heels.   
 
CORNELIA: Black leather.  Fishnet stockings … 
 
ROCKY: So, let me get this straight. You re-arranged the tea leaves?   
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CORNELIA: Uh huh. 
 
ROCKY: Messed up my head. Made me wish for something or should I 

say someone different.    
 
CORNELIA: You're gonna report me, aren't you.   
 
ROCKY:            Well, there are some things you could never make me want.   
 
CORNELIA: (In a rush) This is the first time I've used my powers to my 

own advantage.  I swear! It's just that the minute I laid my 
eyes on you tonight, pushy and brassy and built like a Mac 
Truck, I knew I had to get my hands on your teacup.   

 
ROCKY: You can push my tea leaves around till the cows come home 

but there are some things you're never gonna get me to do.  
Like you'll never get me on a ship.  Right? 

 
CORNELIA: Right.   
 
ROCKY: So . . .  could you maybe take out the ship and put in a Harley 

Davidson?   
 
CORNELIA: Well yeah. . . No sweat.   
 
ROCKY: But keep the fishnets, Okay?   
 
CORNELIA: OKAY!!! 
 
SOUND DANCE MUSIC SWELLS DRAMATICALLY 
 
 

The End 
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