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CHARACTERS

	TREVOR
	A guy on a second date

	HEATHER
	A girl on a second date

	SERVER
	A server who soon wishes she (or he) was working a different section of the bar

	RIVAN
	A very animated, fast-talking oddity who may see the future, or may just be completely insane.






SETTING

A bar.
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SCENE

(Heather is sitting at a bar table.  Trevor is sitting down as lights come up.)

Trevor
Can’t believe how long it took that stupid Lyft driver to find this place.  Don’t they all have phones with GPS nowadays?  Did you order yet?

Heather
Just drinks.  I took a shot and got you a whiskey and coke.

Trevor
Perf—  A what?

Heather
(Laughs…)
Hold the coke.

Trevor
On the rocks?

Heather
Like Alcatraz.

Trevor
Perfect.  Definitely what I need after…

(A server comes over.)

Server
Can I get you two started with something to drink?

Heather
I already ordered something.

Server
I don’t think so.

Heather
No, I did.  With the other waiter.

Server
There is no other waiter working this section.

Heather
Oookay.  Well, I’d like a scotch and tonic, any label, and he’ll have a whiskey straight, on the rocks.

(Server nods and exits.  An instant later, Rivan rushes over to the table.)

Rivan
Thank god she left.  That was close, right?  Whew.

Heather
She said—

Rivan
Yeah, yeah.  Said I don’t work here.  Total BS.  She’s the one who doesn’t work here.  And that’s not the worst of it.

Trevor
Who the hell are you?

Rivan
Right, right.  Good question.  You must be the BFF, or maybe just the BFDJ.  Anyway, I couldn’t—

Trevor
B F D—

Rivan
Boyfriend de jour, you know?  Yeah.  Anyway, I couldn’t get the drinks.  They were watching.

Heather
Excuse me…

Rivan
Like a bunch of fucking hawks, right?  Am I right?  I’m right, right?  But don’t worry, I got you these.

(Rivan takes a couple of handfuls of beer nuts out of his pockets and dumps them in the center of the table.)

Trevor
I think you need to leave.

Rivan
I sure as hell need to hit the john.  But not right now.  Not at this particular moment.

Trevor
I’m getting the manager.

(Trevor starts to get up, but…)

Rivan
No, no, no.  I wouldn’t do that if I were you.  You see, you’ve got a gun right under the table, and it’s pointed at my, well, you know.  You know, right?

Heather
Oh shit…  A gun?  You’ve got a gun?!

Rivan
No.  No, I said you’ve got a gun.  Totally different situation.

Heather
I don’t have a gun.

(She looks at Trevor.)

Trevor
What the hell are you looking at me for?

Heather
I  don’t have a—

Trevor
I certainly don’t have—

Rivan
Shh shh shh.  Don’t make fuss.  Just settle down, and we’ll all get through this just fine.  Now be cool.  She’s coming back with your drinks.  Oh, and order some nachos.  She’ll know what it means.

(Server returns.)

Server
Here you go.  Scotch and tonic… whiskey.  Would you like—


Rivan
(A hushed whisper.)
Order the fucking nachos — quick!

Server
What?

Heather
I guess, uh, can we have some—

Trevor
What the hell are you doing?

Heather
Ordering nac—

Trevor
Don’t order that.

Rivan
Don’t make me make you make me do something that you may or may not regret.

(Rivan holds up both hands and makes quiet ‘shooting guns into the air’ gestures.)

Trevor
We… We’ll have some nachos.

Rivan
Big ones.  Like rabbit ears.

Server
(So ready to leave the table…)
O-kay.

(Server leaves.)

Rivan
That was close.  Now don’t pull anymore crap like that, Duncan, unless you wanna shoot someone.

Trevor
It’s Trevor.

Rivan
Not anymore, it’s not.  Now you and Belinda here need to just relax, and everything is going to be just fine.

Heather
Belinda?

Rivan
No, no.  You’re Belinda.  I’m Rivan.  Like the brand of duct tape.  Alright, we don’t have a lot of time.  This place pre-makes their nachos, which is why I picked that.  So here’s how this is gonna go down.  

Trevor
Stop!

(Rivan falls silent.  Trevor did not expect that to work, and is taken aback, realizing that he wasn’t sure what to say next.)

Rivan
Yeah?

Trevor
Nothing.  Go on.

Rivan
Here’s how this is gonna go down.  When she brings the nachos, we all say something in Spanish.  Not gracias, though.  She’ll expect that.  What with them being nachos.

Heather
I don’t speak Spanish.

Rivan
Okay, just Oliver here will be fine.  The timing is what matters anyway.  The server is going to nod, give a weak smile, then walk away.  At this point we do not touch the nachos.  Is that clear?  What don’t we do?

Trevor
Don’t touch the nachos.




Rivan
NO!  No no no.  We do don’t touch the nachos.  What we don’t do is touch the nachos.  I will then offer a prayer.  That’s important.  After that, you may… and when I say may, I mean may, then touch the nachos.  Are we clear?

Heather
I want you to leave.

Rivan
When the time is right.

Heather
No, not when the time is right.  I want you to leave right now.

Rivan
So you agree that now is not the right time to leave.

HEATHer
What?

Rivan
(Far too rapidly to process…)
Do you, or do you not, admit to not disagreeing with the confirmation that the present moment is precisely the right time to not acquiesce to a hasty departure?

Heather			Trevor
What?				I…

Rivan
Good.  Well spoken.  Oh, here she comes.  Order some cashews.

(Server returns with a plate of nachos and puts them on the table.)

Server
Here you go.  Will that be all?

Heather
Can you please help with—

Rivan
(Sing-songy)
I don’t have a gun…

Server
Okay.

Heather
Can we get some cashews?

Server
We don’t have those.

(Server turns to go.)

Rivan
Excuse me!

(Server turns back.)

Lo siento.  Yo tengo un sombrero muy muy poco y marrones.  Uh, marron.

(Rivan stares at Trevor.)

Trevor
Chinchilla.

(Server shakes her head and walks away.)

Rivan
Chinchilla.  Nice.  Didn’t see that coming.

Trevor
Look, this is all too weird.  I don’t unders—

Rivan
Oh Lord, if there is a Lord, we ask most humbly that You might bless these here, our wayward nachos, if such a blessing should prove both useful and non-offensive to You in Your nacho-blessing ways.  Unless You should find such a request unreasonable, in which case we humbly ask that You do not bless the nachos, and that You forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who force us to watch unwanted YouTube advertisements.  But holier.  And with cheese.  Amen.

(Stunned silence.)

Go on.  You can eat them now.


Heather
What the fuck is going on here?

Rivan
Alright.  I’m going to come clean with you.  You… you two… as a couple… not a prayer.  Weren’t gonna make it.  I could see that.  Plain as day.  So, you know, you’re welcome.

Heather and Trevor
What?

Rivan
Think of me as like an agrarian spirit guide along the uncertain maze of modern romance.

Trevor
Agrarian?

Rivan
You know, like ducks and a blow torch.  I see things.  Big things.  Real things.  Things that are real big.  And sometimes they’re important.  Real big important things.  Like you two.  You’re big.  And real.  

Trevor
And important?

Rivan
I wouldn’t go that far.  But I could see that you needed help.  Real big important help.  Without me… (Laughs humorlessly.)  Without me, this… this whole relationship might as well have been flushed down the inner tube, if you know what I mean?

Heather
I really don’t.

Rivan
You were headed to a dead end.  Like dwarves on a railcar into an unlit mine with no parking brake, just a short steep track into solid concussion-inducing rockness.  You needed something to turn the tide, switch the lane, upset the status quo.  You know what the Butter Effect is, right?

Heather
You mean Butterfly Effect.



Rivan
No.  Butter.  How a piece of toast will always land butter side down if dropped on the second date by some guy who couldn’t call an Uber five minutes earlier?  No, what you needed was something to rewrite the future, alter the past, adjust the now.  What you needed was the right flapping of the wings that make a tiny change that builds and builds until the whole universe suddenly heads off in a new romance-sustaining direction.

Heather
The Butterfly Effect.

Rivan
Fuck butterflies.  Tiny little worms with big stupid flappy ears.  No, no.  You didn’t have time to wait for a little rainbow sneeze of a gust of nothing.  You needed something big.  Something fierce, something prehistorically mighty.  Something with fangs that could haul a pickup truck.  You needed… the Pterodactyl Effect.  And that’s what I did for you today.

(Rivan stands, ready to leave the table.)

Remember me.  Remember this moment.  And remember the name...  Rivan.  Rhymes with given… and striven… and… and… well, that’s about it.  But it’s a good name for your kid.  Just saying.  Not necessary, of course, but it would be a nice gesture.  After everything I did for you.

(Rivan picks up a nacho, gestures with it meaningfully at Heather and Trevor, then walks off.  Heather and Trevor just stare at each other in utter confusion.)

Trevor
We’re going to need a third date to figure out what the hell just happened.

Heather
Definitely.

(They reach for the nachos.  Lights out.)
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