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DNA: (appearing suddenly) Hello young wayfarer, he that wishes to cross this path must 
prepare to face a doom for all eternity! Or… at least for the next week or so. Honestly, 

you might not face any repercussions at all. Of course, it might be immediate—this one 

girl—WHOO!—she walked right through and BAM! Got hit straight in the eye with a… 
well that’s not important. Where was I? Oh! A doom for all— well for a while. Let’s leave 

it at that. Now, brave human— do you have a name? This would really be much easier 
if I could just call you...I don’t know—Brian or Chad or something. (Beat) John? Wow. 

Your parents sure went for the creative choice there didn’t they? Okay fine, John, in 

order to make this passage safely you must be prepared to make a great sacrifice. You 
know what? No. I can’t take it anymore. This is way too dramatic, even for someone that 

loves reality tv as much as I do. You wanna pass under the ladder? Be my guest. The 
worst that could happen is you go a couple weeks with slightly more problematic luck 

than usual. As long as you aren’t expecting like a big promotion or trying to propose or 

anything this week, you should be the bee’s knees—what’s that? (Beat) You’re getting 
what? (Beat) Married? And you were willing to risk walking under a ladder the week 

before that? Buddy, listen I don’t wanna criticize your life choices based on one dumb 
decision, but WOW. You’ve got guts. That’s all I’m saying. Your fiancé might spill those 

guts if she knew the kind of stunts you’re pulling but—(Beat) Excuse me?! Not a big 

deal? Not a big deal?! You might as well say The Rock is only a little fit. You might as 
well say Beyoncé is an okay singer. You might as well say Shakira’s hips mostly tell the 

truth. The point is, John, that you are in WAY over your head. I may not be the best or 
most passionate about my job, but you can’t just shunt it to the side. Now listen closely. 

You have a few options if you wanna get this thing right and save yourself from a 

bridezilla level disaster come altar day. Option number 1: the old reverseroo— You just 
have to walk backwards through the ladder after you’ve gone under it once. Easy. 

Done. Option number two: make a wish when you walk under—I’ll warn you, this one’s 
a little risky, the whole wish to bad luck ratio doesn’t always compute well with our 

communications staff and can get you into some...well inconvenient circumstances. 

Now option three I won’t even mention, because if you say “bread and butter” that many 



times and don’t have any to offer my associates… let’s just say hungry trolls don’t sing 
and dance on World Tours the way you might’ve seen on TV. Finally, there’s the good 

old standby option of crossing your fingers until you see a dog, but as this isn’t exactly 
the puppy playground, I’d suggest you just go for option one so you don’t end up like the 

little kid I saw three weeks ago who can’t use his 64 pack of crayola crayons anymore. 

So what’ll it be? (Beat) Backwards? Excellent choice. I just need you to sign this right 
here. It’s our warrant of protection. Well, John, pleasure doing business with you. 

Maybe next time you can just go around the ladder instead of making us go through all 
of this with you. Now, your timeline should resume any moment, and don’t worry, you’ll 

never even remember this. That last clause of the agreement accounts for that. Thank 

you for your time, and remember to call on us for all of your lucky ups and downs. See 
you ladder! (He disappears) 


