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PRESHOW

As	the	audience	enters,	PATCHY	THE	PIRATE	is	
set	up	in	a	front	corner	of	the	theater,	right	near	
the	FOLEY	ARTIST’s	rig.	Patchy	is	in	a	folding	
camping	chair,	surrounded	by	dozens	of	pieces	
of	SpongeBob	merchandise.	The	weirder	the	
merch	items,	the	better.	Patchy	is	getting	
pumped	up	for	the	show—almost	like	he’s	
tailgating,	Broadway-style.	He	chats	with	
various	audience	members	as	they	pass,	telling	
them	how	incredibly	excited	he	is	for	
SPONGEBOB	SQUAREPANTS	THE	MUSICAL.	He	
is	the	President	of	the	SpongeBob	Fan	Club,	after	
all.	He	has	a	big	sign	that	says	so.

As	house	lights	go	to	half,	Patchy	runs	up	onto	
the	stage.	He	could	not	be	more	excited.	He’s	got	
his	cellphone	out	(complete	with	SpongeBob	
case)	and	he’s	snapping	photos	of	anything	and	
everything.	

PATCHY
Excuse	me,	everyone!	Ahoy	up	there!	Before	the	show	starts,	can	I	get	a	
group	photo?	Smile!	(he	takes	a	selfie	with	the	audience)	Thank	you!	I	
want	to	remember	this	moment	forever.	I’m	about	to	see	SpongeBob,	
right	here	on...	

He’s	interrupted	by	TWO	SECURITY	GUARDS	
who	come	barrelling	down	the	aisle.

SECURITY	GUARD	1
Sir!	You	need	to	get	off	the	stage.	The	show’s	about	to	start.	

PATCHY
And	I	couldn’t	be	more	excited!	I’m	SpongeBob’s	#1	Fan.	Patchy	the	
Pirate.

SECURITY	GUARD	2
(gesturing	to	the	merch)	This	is	your	junk?

PATCHY
Those’re		my	collectibles	-	brought	all	my	favorites	with	me	from	Encino.	



Patchy	holds	up	his	cellphone.	Its	giant	yellow	
case	is	one	of	his	favorite	collectibles.

SECURITY	GUARD	1
Sir,	put	away	the	phone,	there’s	no	filming	allowed...	

PATCHY
But	I’m	making	a	pirate	copy!

SECURITY	GUARD	2
(to	Security	Guard	1,	disgusted)	Get	this	jokester	out	of	here.

Security	Guard	1	starts	toward	Patchy.

PATCHY
What?	No!	I	came	to	see	SpongeBob!

SECURITY	GUARD	1
Come	on,	one	eye.

Security	Guard	1	grabs	Patchy	to	drag	him	down	
the	aisle.	Patchy,	offended,	shouts	as	he	goes.

PATCHY
What	did	you	call	me?	This	is	pirate	discrimination!	Peg	leg	phobia!	Yo	ho	
we	won’t	go!	Yo	ho	we	won’t	go!	Yo	ho	we	won’t	go!

Security	Guard	2	stays	behind	to	address	the	
crowd.

SECURITY	GUARD	2
Alright!	It’s	time	to	turn	off	your	cellphones…	stop	your	facebooking	and	
your	instagrams…	And	no	pictures	or	videos	during	the	performance.	I	
can	see	your	screen,	ma’am,	don’t	even	try	me.	Now	y’all	enjoy	the	show.

Lights	shift…
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SPONGEBOB	(CONT’D)
LET	ME	SHOW	YOU,	LET	ME	MAKE	YOU	PROUD.

I’VE	BEEN	WAITING	PATIENTLY
TO	BE	THE	SPONGE	I’M	MEANT	TO	BE	-
WON’T	ANYONE	BELIEVE	IN	MEEEEE--

SpongeBob	is	interrupted	by	a	GIANT	RUMBLE.	
Everything	on	stage	shakes.	SpongeBob	tries	
again.

EEEEEE--

Another	RUMBLE.
EEEEEE--

Yet	another	RUMBLE.

SQUIDWARD
Um.	Is	that	something	we	should	worry	about?

SPONGEBOB
Nah.

But	then,	lights	snap	up	on	news	anchor	PERCH	
PERKINS.	He	speaks	with	urgency	and	intensity.	
Think:	cable	news	in	a	moment	of	crisis.

PERCH	PERKINS
Breaking	news:	that	is	something	we	should	worry	about!	After	today’s	
second	unexplained	tremor,	smoke	has	been	sighted	at	the	top	of	Mount	
Humongous—the	long-slumbering	volcano	of	doom.	

On	screen:	MOUNT	HUMONGOUS	is	revealed,	
looking	very	scary	indeed.	Smoke	is	rising	from	
the	top	of	the	mountain.	

PERCH	PERKINS	(CONT’D)
And	now,	a	live	statement	from	the	mayor	of	our	town.

Lights	rise	on	the	Mayor	of	Bikini	Bottom.	

MAYOR	OF	BIKINI	BOTTOM
Ladies	and	gentlefish,	if	this	mountain	erupts,	orange	rivers	of	steaming	
lava	will	obliterate	all	we	know	and	love.	(abrupt	beat	shift,	placid	smile)	
Don’t	worry,	your	government	has	everything	under	control.	
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MAYOR	OF	BIKINI	BOTTOM	(CONT’D)
I’m	starting	an	initiative	to	assemble	a	committee	to	identify	a	strategy	to	
evaluate	the	situation.	In	the	meantime,	all	citizens	must	return	home	and	
remain	indoors.	The	threat	level	is	now	Code	Orange.	

MAYOR OF BIKINI BOTTOM
All citizens report to the town square! All citizens to the town square!

MAYOR OF BIKINI BOTTOM (CONT’D)
Ladies and gentlefish, we only have until sundown tomorrow. But I 
will lead us through this crisis by setting meetings to encourage dialogue 
about drafting proposals for eventual action.

MRS. PUFF
SpongeBob, please, I almost spilled my kelp-accino.

MRS. PUFF
What we need is a task force.

MRS. PUFF
I’m going to do all the living I should’ve done before. (to a bartender)
Gimme another kelp juice, Johnny. Carpe diem!

MRS. PUFF
Clear off the road! I have a bender to go on!

MRS. PUFF
We won’t survive! Without the band, we’ll never raise enough money for 
the pod.

MRS. PUFF
How? The town is in ruins!

MRS. PUFF
We can’t have a concert without the band.




