Holiday Shopping

A Five Minute Fear

By Elie Hirschman

Cast:

Mr. Johnson – store owner

Mrs. Abernathy – local mom, exuberant type

Mr. Allen – patron feeling a bit sick

Mr. Jamison – a bit of a nut

Setting: A small corner store in a small New England town

Week of Halloween

<Sfx: broom sweeping up a store. Mr. Johnson hums>

<sfx: bell rings as door opens>

Johnson: Well, hello, Mrs. Abernathy! Wind whippin’ up a bit outside?

Abernathy: Yes, Mr. Johnson! Sorry, I seem to have let some leaves in to your store!

Johnson: <chuckles> ‘sarright, Miz Abernathy. Already had the broom out, so I guess I woulda been over that corner soon enough! <sfx: puts broom down> But first, to business. Here to stock up for Halloween, I take it?

Abernathy: Right as always, Mr. Johnson. 

Johnson: <sfx: picking up a plastic bag> And I’m guessing it’s the Hershey’s minis arrangement, so’s all the kids get a little sweet-

Both together: But not so much as to set them on edge!

Abernathy: Gosh, Mr. Johnson, if I didn’t know better, I’d say you were psychic!

Johnson: Pshaw! Just know my steady customers, is all.  I’m of a mind to say you’ve bought the same candies for the trick r’ treaters year in, year out, since little Johnny first wore his skeleton mask when he was five!

Abernathy: You’re right, you’re right! Thank you, Mr. Johnson. Oh, and some of that dried fruit for me and Bill.  I think we lost our taste for candy years back.

<sfx: wraps up bags>

Johnson: That’ll be $5.50 with the tax, Miz A. 

Abernathy: Here you are… ah, two quarters! Exact change! <annoying little titter>

Johnson: Much obliged. Regards to the boys and the man of the house, eh?

Abernathy: Will do. Have a happy Halloween, Mr. Johnson!

Johnson: You too! Bye now.

<sfx: bell rings, door closes as Abernathy leaves>

Johnson: Ah.. sweepin’s gonna need to wait s’more, it seems..

<sfx: bell rings, door opens and closes >

Allen: <sneezes wetly, blows nose> Ah Jeez. Good afternoon, Mr Johnson.

Johnson: Mr. Allen! Heard you were feelin’ a mite under the weather, so I dug out the ol’ fisherman’s remedy for ya.

Allen: Aw, Mister Johnson…

Johnson: Now, Now, Mr Allen… wouldn’t want that little fall cold to turn into a case of influenza, now would we!

Allen: <sniffs> I’ve had m’ flu shot…

Johnson: Flu shot, nothin’. This was good enough for your gran’pappy, it’ll knock the sick right out o’ ya. Boil this tea up nice and strong. Drink it down, follow it with the fish oil. And you can save the frowny face, Mr. Allen. What’s good for ya isn’t always sweet.

Allen: Thanks, Mr. Johnson. I also need to buy some Halloween candy.

Johnson: Certainly seems to be the day for it! Now- the little individually wrapped Twizzlers?

Allen: Yes sir, that’s what we always do.

<sfx: bell rings, door closes as  Mr. Jamison enters>

Johnson: Don’t I know it, Mr. Allen.  Ah, Good day to ya, Mr. Jamison. I’ll square up with Mr. Allen here, and be right with ya.  <pause, picks up a few bags> Here we are.

Allen: Actually, we’ll take one more bag.  Bobby’s cousins will be coming up and –

Johnson: <chuckles> Say no more. I understand the dire circumstances what could come from too many children and too little candy.  Put it on y’tab, Mr. Allen?

Allen: That’d be fine.

Johnson: We’ll settle it the end of the week then.

Allen: Have yourself a good evening, Mr. Johnson.

Johnson: Aye, ‘n you too.

<sfx: bell rings, door closes as Allen leaves>

Jamison: <nervously> Was he the only one here? 

Johnson: <chuckles> Arnie… relax y’self.  Fit to give yourself a neck cramp, way you keep whippin’ around, looking to see if the store’s empty. <pause> Store’s…empty. Don’t fret, Arn, I put together your order at first sun. Even if someone were to walk in now, I’d just hand ya the paper bag, all closed up as it is. Unless… you’d like to see the apples and – 

Jamison: Shhhh! Jesus, man!

Johnson: <raising voice> Like I said, store’s empty! And just because there’s razor blades in this here bag, doesn’t mean a thing! You could be in dire need of a shave, and mighty hungry for fruit, is all!  I know what my customers need… and I make sure they get it.

Jamison: I know, Mr. Johnson. I know. Thank you for – 

Johnson: Thank you, nothin’. Just doin’ my job as your friendly local shop owner.  Everybody has different needs for Halloween, Mr. Jamison, that’s how I look at it.  Just give me the $3.45 for this fine merchandise, and we’ll continue to enjoy our days, as we part company.

<sfx: cash register transaction noises>

Jamison: I- I – I don’t want anybody hurt, I just – 

Johnson: Shhhhh… now, I’m sure you’ve got a well-thought-out plan here, what you want to do with those apples and raz- <sfx: bag drops>   <Johnson, annoyed for the first time, says:>oh, for Christ’s sake!

Jamison: I’m sorry! <on the verge of tears> I just need to do this. You don’t know what it’s like. I need<low voice>… to put these razor blades in the apples and give them out to the children. 

Johnson: As I was trying to say, you do what you do.  I’m only your friendly local shop owner, filling your order and gratefully accepting your money. <pause> Anything else today, Mr. Jamison?

Jamison: No, that’s all… Have a good afternoon, Mr. Johnson.

Johnson: <loud and friendly> And you, too, Mr. Jamison! Come on back next week for that cider you like so well!

<sfx: Phone rings. bell rings, door closes as Jamison leaves>

Johnson: <picks up phone> Yello? Ah, Miz Carver… What’s that? Yu…Geee.. oh?  Well, I don’t think I have any masks like those. Are those anything like the Pokey-man ones Mrs. Sanders was  asking about? <pause> <chuckle> Not to worry, Miz Carver. It’s as I was just saying to ol’ Mr. Jamison - Everybody ‘s got different needs, and all my customers get something different out of Halloween. <chuckles><pause> Yes, Mrs. Carver. You watch those little ones tonight, ah? All right. See you then. <hangs up>

<sfx: begins sweeping again, humming a happy tune as he does. Fade out on the sweeping sound>

