Fiddlesticks

The set should be pretty bare, with the exceptions of a standard wooden table and standard uncomfortable wooden chairs around it. These are a little downstage of center. Towards the back of the stage should be several shelves with a wide assortment of objects on them; board games, books, a ton of pencils and markers in one cup, a radio and several cardboard boxes. Coming from offstage right are a series of steps. 

The show opens to a blackout. Hopefully, the audience can make out a man, slumped against the table. He doesn’t move for some time. Then, at long last, he stirs.

[I don’t want to throw fits over your set up here, but it does bother me. Maybe I’m just used to the plays I read, but the beginning should be straight forward. “The set should be…” would better work as “The set is” and simplify things to just the visual. Of course when writing a play you have to consider readability and workability, but for me using “standard uncomfortable wooden chairs” seems like too much. You don’t have to change this, it’s only my opinion on this kind of thing. Same with “Hopefully, the audience..” either they do or don’t. Stage settings should be exact things. They’re there to help your directors. If you’re writing a play to be read, then make a note of that, but most plays have two versions. A director’s version, and a version to be read. I think I’m overused to the former, and so, like it more.]

Gordon: (low murmur, he has just woken up from a long nap) Jesus- Christ… What time is it?

No answer. Gordon sleepily looks around and shakes his head as if to clear it out. He stretches, and, using the table for support, brings himself into a standing position. Then, he pulls out a chair from the table and sits down. 

The second he sits a loud siren sounds and the stage lights immediately go to full.

Gordon: For the love of god! (His head falls on the table and his hands cover his head)

[Again, it’s just how like it and am used to, but why not put the characters name in all caps? GORDON. This isn’t me shoving things down your throat, dear no. ^^, these are opinions here.]

Very quickly the sound of feet coming down the ladder and then Mose enters. His momentum takes him to the table at which point he sees Gordon and is taken aback. [The first sentence is kind of chaotic. “Quickly the sound of feet are heard coming down a ladder and then Mose enters.” The a is just my thoughts, but I cut very out all together. How does very help your writing? It weakens it.]
Mose: Mister?
No answer. Mose hesitates, then pulls out a chair and sits across from Gordon. Silence for a while (of course, the siren is still ringing). Then, more footsteps, and a man and a woman come down the stairs. They stop and look at Mehmet and Gordon. [Who is mehmet?]
Mary: (yelling over the siren) Glad you got down here [comma] Mose.

Mose: I am glad that you made it too, Mary.

Chris: (to Mary) Who is this?

Mary: This is Mr. Mose, he lives on the floor below me. 

Mose: Pleased to meet you. (They shake hands) You’re Mary’s brother correct?

Chris: Ah, pleased to meet you…. Yes, I am. Ah…. Who is that? (motions towards Gordon) Another tenant?

Mary: Well, I’ve actually never seen him before… I really don’t know… who he is…

They all look at Gordon who peaks above his arms at them. Nods his head to the stairs.

Gordon: (muttered) Turn it off…

Mary: What?

Gordon: Turn it off! Turn the goddamn siren off! 

He nods again towards the stairs, and Chris runs back up the stairs and offstage. 

Chris: Which one?

Gordon: Hit them all!

Abruptly the siren stops and also the lights go off. Pause. 

Gordon: (calmly) Okay, turn them all except for the third one from the left back on!

Chris: (speaking to himself) Third… from…. the left… that’s…. this one!

Lights back on. Chris comes back onstage. 

Chris: (to Gordon, slowly) Okay, I’d like an explanation of this if you don’t mind. What is this crazy place? Who are you and why are you here? And what the hell is going on? 

Gordon: (He looks around at the others and sees them all staring at him. He takes a breath) Well….

Suddenly there are more footsteps. Three more people enter, breathing heavily.

Evan: Whew. 

Sid: (Looking at the assembled people watching him) Hullo folks…

Mose: (After a while) Hello. Who are you?

Sid: My name is Sid, and these two kids I picked up running for my life in the street. This one here…

Evan: (panting) My… name… is … Evan…

Amanda: (also panting) Amanda…

Mary: Running for your life?

Sid: Yeah, what do you think we’d be doing? 

Mary: I don’t know, is it real? 

Sid: Would it make sense to wait and find out? 

Mary: I guess not. 

Chris: Did you see any signs of a missile? 

Sid: No. We didn’t. 

Mary: But can you see these things? 

Chris: (pause) I don’t know. 

Mary: I hope- [Cut this: (everyone else is okay…) nothing goes into brackets but characters actions. This is something that should be aware through how she moves, what she says, or what someone else says.]
Gordon: (Strides importantly to DSC [to what?] and orders) Very well. Shut the doors. The rest will have to remain outside, and except(accept their fate. 

There is finality to this. All the doors to the theater shut violently. Let the sound ring in the silence, before Gordon turns back to the stage. [Again you put something here that isn’t a stage direction “there is finality to this” and maybe I’m just going overboard because you are writing this to be read, so pardon me for that.]
Gordon: Listen! (He stands on a chair and pulls out a little piece of paper which he reads from formally. He speaks slowly- [cut: this moment should be long]) You are in US Fallout Shelter #20252 which serves the building it is under and the surrounding area. Now we’ve got a radio here (motions to the radio) which is supposed to put us in contact with other Fallout Shelters. We’ve got a code name, chosen randomly. Our radio code is Fiddlesticks. Got it? Fiddlesticks. Anyhow, my name is Gordon, and I am the manager of said shelter. I have been living here for the past year in preparation for this day; the day when a nuclear war would erupt. (gasps) And as you may have guessed, it has…… It is my job to prepare you for the rigors of life in this shelter, because you will likely be spending several years of your life here until the radiation dissipates to safe levels. Any questions so far? 

There are none, almost everyone is shocked. Mary starts to quietly cry. 

Gordon: (unfazed) Do not worry about your life in this shelter, for every need has been provided for by the government. As for me, I am a certified in almost all branches of medicine from elementary brain surgery to midwifery. I am required to read you the rules of this shelter, and we can agree to make others should we wish. The rules are divided up by the way, and are really easy to understand. 

(takes a piece of paper off the bookshelf and begins to read)

Rule #1: NEVER inflict harm upon any person

Rule #2: NEVER steal from the community

Rule #3: NEVER tell a lie

Rule #4: NEVER insult others, or attempt to cause divisions within the community

Rule #5: ALWAYS respect the property of the community

Rule #6: ALWAYS respect each other

Rule #7: ALWAYS execute the tasks assigned to you by the community

Rule #8: ALWAYS share

There is silence after the reading of the rules, each person is still trying to grasp what has just happened to the world, let alone these new rules.

Gordon: Now these are actually posted in every room of the shelter, so you’ll always be able to reference them. Alright? (another long silence, so Gordon decides to keep speaking, but quieter)So ah…. Speaking of the other rooms, I need to give you a tour. Ummmmm…. If you want you should…. follow me…

Everyone except for Evan and Amanda (who are too tired) wander automatically offstage left.  Evan and Amanda sit at the table in awkward silence. [cut: VERY awkward silence.]
Evan: (quietly) So…

Amanda: (suspicious) So what?

Evan: What about tonight?

Amanda: No. (Evan looks hurt)

Gordon: (from offstage) This is the can room. All our food for years is stored right here!

Evan: I thought it went okay. 

Amanda: I beg to differ. 

Evan: Amanda, you need to give me one more chance!

Amanda: Why the hell should I do that?

Gordon: (from offstage again) These are your bunks. As you can see, we have many more then(than the amount of people here… 

Evan: Amanda, do you know… that because of the nuclear war… well we might be the only people left on earth. And well… for future generations… it’ll be up to us to… (earnestly) repopulate the planet…

Amanda: (dawning on her) Are… Are you…ARE YOU KIDDING?! THE WHOLE WORLD JUST BLEW UP AND YOU WANT TO…. TO……
Amanda hurriedly gets out of her chair and backs away from Evan to stage right and almost runs into Gordon. The entire exploring party reenters, some people take seats at the table, Gordon sits this time on his chair. Chris should be standing. The awkwardness is instantly erased.  
