
Jonathan:  Just as we’d been warned, there was a shortage of vegetables.  
Salads became scarce—almost non-existent.  And with everyone gaining 
so much weight, the media turned its attention to exercise.

Richard:  (Doing aerobic excercises as he speaks.)  All right, everybody!  
Salads may not be an option anymore, but I’m here to tell you—you 
don’t need a salad!  Face it!  Who needs a salad, when there are rabbits 
everywhere?  That’s right!  Rabbits are a low-fat, high-protein, lean meat, 
and they taste just like chicken!  But if you’re not going to eat healthy, 
then you need some good old-fashioned exercise!  So go put those potato 
chips up!  Get up!  And sweat with me to some oldies!  Come on, Bertha!  
Fling a little sweat this way and show those bunnies who’s boss!  (A 
montage of video clips are shown as sound bites from the newly released, 
American Rabbit and Don’t Worry, Be Hoppy play in the background.) 

Jonathan:  (To audience.)  America’s waistlines may have been getting 
bigger and bigger, but the list of activities you couldn’t do at school was 
getting shorter and shorter. 

Miss Carmichael:  All right, children, are we ready to sing, Little Bunny 
Foo Foo?  Okay, everybody up!  (She leads the children in a song.)
Little Bunny Foo-Foo, (She holds up two fingers.)
Hopping through the forest, (She bounces her hand up and down.)
Scooping up the field mice, (She makes a scooping motion with hand.)
And bopping them on the head. (She slaps the top of her fist with her 
palm.)
Principal Thatcher:  Miss Carmichael!  Are my eyes deceiving me, or 
are you teaching your first-graders a song about—rabbits?
Miss Carmichael:  (She jumps at the loud voice of her principal.)  Oh, 
Prinicipal Thatcher, you startled me!  We were just singing Little Bunny 
Foo Foo.  It’s in our song book.  With Easter just around the corner, 
I thought it would be appropriate to teach the children a classic song 
about…(She suddenly realizes what she’s done and bows her head.) 
rabbits.
Principal Thatcher:  Oh, you thought it was appropriate, did you?  Well, 
Miss Carmichael, what exactly was this little, bunny foo-foo doing…as he 
was hopping through the forest?
Miss Carmichael:  (Ashamed of herself.)  Scooping up the field mice…
Principal Thatcher:  And…?
Miss Carmichael:  (Even more ashamed of herself.)  Bopping them on 
the head…
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The Art of Falling Apart is a short play about interracial dating, and 
it should be entered in either Duo Interpretation or Duet Acting.  Due 
to its sensitive subject matter, this play should be performed by two 
mature performers.  While the role of Marla could be played by a 
young woman of varying ethnicity; the role of Calvin should definitely 
be portrayed by a young African-American male.  There is a lot of 
humor found within this play—play it!  The one common denominator 
that both of these young characters possess—is likeability!  They 
both should have great personalities!  During the course of their 
relationship, Calvin and Marla obviously struggle with some important 
issues.  Play those dramatic moments with honesty and never 
underestimate the power of a well-placed pause.  As Calvin and Marla 
come to terms with their inner-most feelings and move deeper into 
the uncharted territories of interracial dating, the audience should feel 
as if they’ve been on an emotional roller-coaster!   This is a tour-de-
force play for two performers willing to take the time to invest in their 
characters.  This is a play about first dates, flirtation, romance, racial 
jokes, alienation, and the discovery of self; however, in that discovery 
lies an epiphany—while skin color may vary—everyone’s tears—
whether in sadness or joy—are the very same color.

Characters:
Calvin, a young black man
Marla, a young white woman

Time:  The present

Locations:  A park.  A picnic.  Calvin’s apartment.  Marla’s apartment.

Scene One: Marla taking pictures of Calvin in the park.

Calvin:  I know why you chose ‘taking pictures in the park’ as our first 
date.
Marla:  Why?
Calvin:  You, like many girls, just can’t seem to get enough of my super-
fly bod.  ( Calvin laughs.)   You’re smarter than the others though.  
Marla:  Smarter?
Calvin:  (Teasing.)  Oh, yeah.  As an aspiring artist, you’ve probably 
thought this through!  You take some pictures of me.  Have the best one 
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know how to use them!  You’ll see!  You’ll all see!  This could be the end 
of civilization, as we know it!

Jonathan:  (To audience.)  The media was scaring everyone. Rabbits 
became the topic.  The talk shows were filled with couples discussing how 
the rabbits were ruining their relationships.

Talk Show Host:  So George, you’re saying you might end your 
engagement to Sarah over the activities she’s planned at your wedding 
reception?
George:  It’s like this.  She wants everyone to do The Bunny Hop at our 
reception.  I totally disagree with her.  I don’t feel right about dancing 
like bunnies!  Especially when so many people are at home—suffering, 
because of all the rabbits running loose today.
Sarah:  George, it’s a dance!  A very important dance.  People come to a 
wedding.  They expect things.  They expect dry cake, cheap h’orderves, 
and to do The Bunny Hop! 
George:  That’s it!  Sarah, I can’t marry you! 

Jonathan:  (To audience.)  It wasn’t just talk shows!  Rabbits were 
changing everything on television!  MTV and VH1 stopped playing 
Hip-Hop videos.  The Cartoon Network would only show Bugs Bunny 
cartoons late at night. And the radio!  The Top 40 was filled with old songs 
that had been remade to reflect the times.  Lenny Kravitz re-recorded his 
big hit, American Woman.

Lenny Kravitz:  American Rabbit, stay away from me. 
American Rabbit, just let me be. 
Don’t come a hangin’ around my door 
I don’t wanna see your fluffy tail no more. 
I got more important things to do 
Than spend my time being scared of you. 
Now Rabbit, I said stay away. 
American Rabbit, listen what I say-ay-ay-ay-ay-ay!

Jonathan:  (To audience.)  In an effort to ease America’s tension, Bobby 
McFerrin remade his popular song, Don’t Worry, Be Happy.

Bobby McFerrin:  There is this little song I wrote.
I hope you learn it note for note.
Like good little rabbits,
Don’t worry, be hoppy.
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blown up life-sized.  Tack it to the ceiling.  Then you have me floating 
above your bed every night—thus assuring yourself you’ll have sweet 
dreams forever.  
Marla:  You are—
Calvin:  Humble?  Yes, ‘mam.  Humble as the night is dark! 
Marla:  You do that a lot, don’t you?
Calvin:  What?  Tease?
Marla:  No.  I mean, you have a tendancy to use—colorful references.
Calvin:  Colorful references?  Girl, you’re talking like a white girl now!
Marla:  There you go again!  No, seriously.  You tend to make a point of 
letting everyone know you’re—you know—
Calvin:  Black?
Marla:  Black.  Right.  I mean, I know you’re black.
Calvin:  And I know I’m black.  So what’s the big deal?  I’ve dated plenty 
of white girls before.  I’ve also dated a couple of Hispanic girls, one Asian 
girl, and one girl—I don’t know what she was.  The point is—
Marla:  You’ve dated a lot of girls!
Calvin:  No, the point is that color doesn’t mean anything to me.  True, 
I jive around sometimes, but that’s just me being silly.  (Looks Marla up 
and down.)  Now, you on the other hand—
Marla:  What’s that supposed to mean?
Calvin:  I think you’re cool.  But I also think you are a little nervous 
about this whole interracial-dating-experiment of yours.
Marla:  It’s not an “experiment.”  Okay.  I admit this is all new to me, 
(Defensively.) but I’m not prejudiced!
Calvin:  Prove it.
Marla:  How?
Calvin:  We’ll do a little test.  I’ll ask you a series of questions, and you 
answer as quickly as you can with the first thing that pops into your head.  
Game?
Marla:  (Pause.)  Game.
Calvin:  What’s your favorite cookie?
Marla:  Oreos.
Calvin:  Mine’s strawberry wafers.  What’s your favorite animal?
Marla:  Zebra.
Calvin:  (Surprised.)  Me too.  What’s your favorite sitcom from the 70’s?
Marla:  The Jeffersons.
Calvin:  Sandford and Son.  Although my mother’s favorite was also 
The Jefferson’s.  She’s watched that show so many times that she thinks 
the only way a black man can get ahead in life is to open a dry cleaning 
business.
Marla:  Okay.  Your turn.
Calvin:  Shoot.  Ask me anything.
Marla:  No.  (Laughs.)  I mean, it’s your turn to take pictures of me.  (She 
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