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Zombie…Party 1 
 

SYNOPSIS: A teacher’s best laid plans to engage students turns into a lesson for her.  

JANE: 40’s, a teacher, tries too hard at everything 

EUNICE: a student, a tween with some truth-telling abilities 

SETTING:  The outdoor quad of a small-town middle school 

TIME: First day of the 7th grade. Lunchtime. 

AT RISE: JANE, a teacher, dressed in a busy logo t-shirt, a “young” hairstyle for her 

age, Converse sneakers, and a fuzzy mini backpack (could be in animal form) is putting 

on her act. She displays an elaborately hip poster board sign next to her that has a 

variety of emojis adorned with glitter and prominently says “PARTY TODAY at 4PM”. 

She offers flyers to “students” passing on their way to lunch.  

     JANE 

Zombie Rainbow Unicorn Poo Pillow Emoji Party!  

 

       (defeated, then…) 

     JANE 

Zombie Rainbow Unicorn Poo Pillow Emoji Party?  

 

       (defeated, then…) 

     JANE 

(with super enthusiasm) ZOMBIE! RAINBOW! UNICORN! POO! PILLOW! Um… 

PooPILLOW! Emoji! Yes, there will be EMOJIS!!!!!  

 

(She does an awkward dance while 

EUNICE, a middle-school student, has 

entered. She is stone-faced – everything 

wonderful about a “Tween”) 

     JANE 

Hey Emoji. Hey Emoji. Hey, Hey, Party! Yes, Party!  

 

(JANE gets pummeled with a juice box, 

and maybe some other trash from 

offstage. The sound of giggling) 

 

     JANE 

Shit. I fucking saw that. I made this sign, you know. 

 

(EUNICE takes a picture – or records a 

snapchat -  of JANE on her cell phone. 

JANE quickly recovers)  
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     JANE 

(To Eunice) Zombie, Rainbow, Unicorn, Poo Pillow, Emoji Party?  

 

       (No response) 

 

     JANE 

Do you want to come? I’ve planned it for today at 4:00 PM. Yeah. Like… the sign. 

(upbeat) Kind of a get-to-know-ya-first-day-of-school thing. THANG. It’s a “thang”. 

These emoji’s – they’re my jam. 

 

(JANE runs out of “cool stuff” to say. 

Silence. EUNICE waits. Then looks to 

the other side of the quad. Then 

shuffles, uncomfortably. A beat.) 

 

     EUNICE 

I like your backpack. 

 

     JANE 

Really? Oh, thanks! It’s furry, so I like it. It was on sale, it was really reasonable, I got it 

at- 

 

     EUNICE 

Stop.  

                                                                                 

       (JANE stops.) 

 

     EUNICE 

Grown women don’t act like this. You are making a complete ass of yourself.  

 

       (A beat.) 

 

     JANE 

(Trying to recover, shaking) Wanna have lunch? (pulling at thrown garbage) I think I 

have a thing or two here... 

 

     EUNICE 

Look, I’m not here to stay and be your lunch date- Those girls over there-  

 

     JANE 

They seem nice- 
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     EUNICE 

They called you a “dried up old hag”. 

 

     JANE 

Great. And… what?  You want to continue the charade? Want to…throw some nachos 

all up in here? Or… something… 

 

     EUNICE 

I thought I would take this opportunity, to well… enlighten you. 

 

     JANE 

Ah. Yes. Right. Okay. “Enlighten me” then. Insult me some more. Get it over with. I have 

a party to plan. 

 

EUNICE 

I’m guessing I’m the first person today who’s actually come within five feet of you.  

      

JANE 

If you don’t want to come to the party, take a juice box, and tell your friends that –  

  

     EUNICE 

They aren’t my friends. I don’t have any friends. It’s seventh grade. 

 

(JANE stumbles a moment then 

sets down a juice box. EUNICE 

casually picks it up) 

 

     EUNICE 

The way I see it, you are approaching burnout. But you don’t know how good you got it. 

I mean, you probably have a pretty sweet life, getting to do what you want and push 

young kids around.  

 

     JANE 

I don’t push –  

 

     EUNICE 

You are a strong woman in your own right, although I’m kind of ashamed to be a female 

right now by the way you were acting. In addition to burnout and needing approval you 

are appropriating a stereotype that is not who you are. 

   

     JANE 

I love being a teacher - I really do.  
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     EUNICE 

But…? 

 

     JANE 

But, nothing. Why do you think I’m doing this? 

 

     EUNICE 

I don’t really know. Guilt? Feeling like you can become “one of us?” 

 

     JANE 

And what’s wrong with that? I’m making an effort to get to know you -  

 

     EUNICE 

We don’t need some middle-aged women who makes a point of stealing the way we do 

things - 

 

     JANE 

I’m hardly “middle-aged”. 

 

     EUNICE 

I get that it’s not like you can take over what we got with your body or anything, I mean I 

can basically run a marathon without being sore, do the splits and can still pull off the 

short shorts and micro top – not that I’d want to, but I could.  

 

     JANE 

And yet, if you are going for the escort look, that makeup is right on point.  

 

     EUNICE 

Just being honest, but the meanness and biting sarcasm? I mean, I could not even 

begin to fathom the hatred you must feel for yourself to come up with that?  

 

     JANE 

And the snotty tween-burnout-I-don’t-give-a-shit attitude is working really well on you. 

Since we’re “just being honest”. 

      

     EUNICE 

And we don’t want to know where you got something or how much it costs either, it’s 

kind of an “old-lady” thing...  
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     JANE 

Sorry. But it’s just like fashion is really key with all of you. For your information, we 

invented “vintage”! And… I don’t get this backpack, I mean all the fur, it’s like what if it 

gets dirty and it’s like wearing a pet. There’s no way all of my shit will fit in here except 

maybe a ham sandwich and a tampon. It doesn’t make sense! 

 

EUNICE 

It’s not supposed to make sense! And quit apologizing all the time and take a 

compliment once in a while. It’s annoying. And… kind of weak. Always asking for 

approval.  

 

     JANE 

The way you bait each other to go against each other, I can see why your boldness is a 

primer for being rude. Sometimes I overhear conversations in the coffee shop by girls 

who want to be mean to others sending a text – or snap-talk – snapchat  - I know what it 

is - and I want to come over and call them collectively “a little cunt” because I know what 

it is like to be in that spot. You girls are all mean. Just mean. 

 

     EUNICE 

“You girls?” Fine. Put us all together in one big category.  

 

     JANE 

And you can tell your people to stop saying “like” and “oh my gawd” and “Boring”. I hate 

“BORING”. Grow a vocabulary while you grow some breasts –  

 

     EUNICE 

Wow. Really? Your people need to stop hating everything. Because what does that 

solve. Aaaand. You can YOU tell YOUR people to stop coloring your hair to look hip- 

 

     JANE 

Always about the hair! 

  

     EUNICE 

AND please for the love of it all, STOP posting pictures of us when we are babies on 

Instagram?  You are always telling us how the internet is going to affect our futures and 

you don’t even know that I have a blueprint of my life since birth out there. Not my 

choice. Nothing I can do. (Exasperated, under her breath) No wonder we think we’re 

some sort of invisible generation.  

 

     JANE 

Your generation hasn’t been defined yet. It takes a few years.  
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     EUNICE 

See? And we’re constantly getting lectured about what we don’t know. And basically, I 

don’t have a few years because everything is pretty fucked up. Shit, sorry. 

 

     JANE 

It’s okay. I say it, too (handing her a unicorn) Here. 

 

     EUNICE 

(points to an image of a disgusting doll face) I like that one better. What is that? 

 

     JANE 

 This? Oh, just…something I made up. 

 

     EUNICE 

You drew that? It’s good. 

 

     JANE 

And… that? (Notices drawings – on her clothing and arm) You did all that?  

 

     EUNICE 

Yeah. The tattoos of course are not real. My mom won’t let me get one yet -  

 

     JANE 

They’re good.  

      (EUNICE is quiet. Shuffles a bit) 

 

     JANE 

(overly sappy) You know someone once told me to take a compliment once in a while… 

      

     EUNICE 

(deadpan serious) Hmmm. I wonder who said that. 

 

     JANE 

No – they’re good. Really. 

      

EUNICE 

I was so afraid you were going to see me do them in class earlier. 

 

     JANE 

What? 
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     EUNICE 

But then, you probably would have made a spectacle of me…  

 

     JANE 

You were…?  (a lightbulb - cringing) You were in my class. 

 

     EUNICE 

You were kind of out of it.  First period English. Hadn’t had your morning coffee. Kind of 

grunting the lesson plan. (smiling wide) Third row from the left. I’m Eunice. 

 

     JANE 

Eunice? 

 

     EUNICE 

Yeah, chalk one up for my parents, right? Doomed since birth. 

 

     JANE 

Burn out or not - I can’t expect to learn everything there is to know on the first day. 

 

     EUNICE 

Which is what the majority of us believe you expect us to learn. Everything. And most of 

it accompanied by eye-rolling. Oh, and a tip for the future: when our grandmother dies? 

Believe us. We’re not just trying to get out of homework.  

 

     JANE 

Oh, god. I’m a bad teacher.  

 

EUNICE 

You’re probably just overworked. Kind of like my mom. You’re a good artist. You should 

really teach that. English is just too… stuffy for you. 

 

     JANE 

So, tell me what I can do to get people to notice and come to the party. 

  

     EUNICE 

How should I know? 

 

JANE 

Because you do. 

 

EUNICE 

Okay. You know those kids who threw garbage at you?  
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     JANE 

Yeah. 

 

     EUNICE 

They like you. 

 

     JANE 

Really?  

 

     EUNICE 

No.  

 

     JANE 

Great. Thanks.  

 

     EUNICE 

(laughing) I’m sorry. I really am. But seriously. I don’t think having a party with snacks is 

going to be the answer. 

 

JANE 

So ignore it? 

 

EUNICE 

Don’t do that, either. (Serious now) Be a role model. Don’t try to take on what you think 

is cool, or what you think we will like. Stand on your own.  And take a joke once in a 

while. It means we like you. Seriously. 

 

     JANE 

Okay.  

 

     EUNICE 

And send those little bastards who threw shit at you to the counselor to get some help. 

Fucking bullies, I already can’t stand ‘em. If you really want to learn. Observe us. Listen 

to us. Don’t try to be like us. Simplify.  We have too many choices as it is out there. It 

contributes to the anxiety. Puts people on edge.  

 

     JANE 

Just casual. A simple hook up will do?  

 

     EUNICE 

Don’t say “hook up”. 
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     JANE 

Okay. How about a slogan. Something like “Want to understand how to navigate 

through Junior High? Ask a teacher!” 

 

     EUNICE 

Look. Don’t push. Be kind. Be… available. We will come when we are ready. And listen. 

No… “Bueller? Bueller?” kind of embarrassment in class. Its demeaning and cold. Sure 

fire way to show that you are burnt out and don’t care.  

 

     JANE 

How do you know that movie?  

 

     EUNICE 

I do my research too.  

 

     JANE 

You are pretty awesome, Eunice. Oh, “Awesome” - It’s something I used to say in 

Junior High.  

 

     EUNICE 

I know. I occasionally use it. It’s retro. Well – I gotta go. I’m actually starving today. I’ll 

see you around. And don’t try so hard.  

 

     JANE 

Wait! Eunice! 

 

(Eunice stops and takes off the 

backpack. A moment – then 

JANE puts the sign in EUNICE’s 

hands) 

 

     JANE 

Here.  

 

     EUNICE 

Wait. I don’t want to –  

 

     JANE 

You want to make friends? Here’s your chance. Oh, and there’s a pretty dope lunch in 

the backpack. 

 

     EUNICE 

Don’t say “dope”. Ever. And thanks. But, where are you going? 
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JANE 

I’m going to ask the administration if I can teach art. No. I think I’ll tell them I’m teaching 

art. Which may or may not get me fired. Or I don’t know… maybe I’ll quit teaching and 

become an artist. No. I AM an artist. You throw the party.  

 

     EUNICE 

 But, I don’t know how to throw a party. I’m new here -  

 

     JANE 

So is everybody else. 

 

     EUNICE 

What am I supposed to say? 

 

     JANE 

I don’t know. Make it your own. Say… you don’t know where it’s going to go, but you 

know it will be great. (Walking away, but then to Eunice, sincere) You are going to be 

great. And you don’t need me or anyone else but yourself to make sure of that. But 

occasionally, you need others to tell you what you are capable of. And… maybe you’ll 

see me after class. I’ve always wanted to start an afterschool art club. But… for now this 

party is yours. Nice to meet you, Eunice.  

 

(JANE exits, with confidence. A new woman. EUNICE 

takes her black marker and alters the upbeat looking 

party poster and makes it her own. Tearing off the 

glitter part it so it just says PARTY – 4PM TODAY. A 

school bell rings. Blackout). 

 

END OF PLAY 

 

 


