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The Squad 

Mario Aguirre, 10th grade, Dos Pueblos,  

Characters 

Wyatt 

Michael 

Ethan  

Ricky 

Cory 

Bob 

Officer 

Scene I 

(Ricky appears to be fighting Bob in the middle of the street CS. Fight freezes and Ricky speaks 

toward the audience.) 

Ricky: When I was born, my dad told me,” Son you were born to do great things.” I’m kidding, 

he didn’t say that, I just wanted something cool to say. My dad actually said, “Screw this, I’m 

leaving.” Yeah he left, but that doesn’t hold me down though. I rested, I healed and I got back 

up, only to be knocked down. 

(Ricky returns to the fight and gets hit in the face a lot and Ethan and Michael call off the fight 

behind a camera placed CR.) 

Michael: (Turns off the camera and sets it down) That was a good clean fight guys. Good job, 

this is going to get so many views on Youtube.  

Bob: Hopefully, I literally bled for that video. (Wipes the blood off of his cheek) 



Ricky: Same fam. Why don’t we upload it to world star instead? (Pokes wound and takes a seat 

on the sidewalk.) 

Ethan: What is world star? 

Ricky: It’s like youtube but has videos of fights and other crazy stuff. 

Michael: Wait. Ethan you don’t know what world star is? 

Ethan: I asked what world star was didn’t I? 

Bob: Geez, this hurts. (Pokes wound.) Ricky, you beat me good. (Feels the back of his head and 

looks at some blood.) 

Ricky: I’m as good at fighting as I am spitting bars, right? (What is spitting bars?) (Ah… rap) 

Bob: No comment. Anyone wanna play some basketball? (Walks backstage and grabs a ball then 

passes it to Michael.) 

Ricky: Oh come on! You gotta admit I totally schooled all of those 4th graders at the 

Rapolympics. (Michael makes a 3 point shot and Ethan gets the rebound.) 

Bob: Ok. Fine. You were okay. (Talks to Ethan.) Pass to me. 

Ricky: Whatever. I’m going home guys. I need some sleepytime. (Hand shakes all of the other 

homies.) 

Everyone Else: Peace Homes. 

Scene II 

(Fades to black. Ricky is walking home and takes a stop to rite-aid to buy a couple smokes. He 

walks up to the cashier and plops down a pack.) 

Ricky: Hey, Cory what’s up? (Hands Cory money to pay for the cigarettes.) 

Cory: Hey. Nothing much. Just trying to earn some money for gramps. (Gives back change.) 

Ricky: Oh how’s he doing. (Opens the pack and smokes one.) 



Cory: Better. He’s still coughing up worms. 

Ricky: Good god, that’s disgusting. 

Cory: Not as disgusting as trying to be some old school rapper. 

Ricky: Hey listen I won the rapolympics to a bunch of 4th graders I’ll have you know. I totally 

schooled them. And what’s so wrong about aspiring to be a rapper huh? 

Cory: You only get hurt. Look at what happened to Tupac & Biggie. 

Ricky: Yes sure they died horrifically but they were rich and made some of the best music I’ve 

ever heard. 

Cory: Other than Barney and friends? (Snickers a bit.) 

Ricky: Hey don’t trash talk the big man ok? He’ll send hitmen out for you. No joke. 

Cory: Ooh I’m so scared. Please don’t kill me big purple dinosaur!! Please have mercy!! (Falls 

to the ground and pretends to die.)  

Ricky: Whatever dude. Tease me all you want. (Wyatt enters and looks for a red bull, goes to 

Cory and pays for it. Ricky moves out of the way.) 

Cory: Ok three dollars. (Talks to Wyatt.) 

Wyatt: (Hands Cory a five dollar bill.) Thanks. 

Ricky: (Tries to sell a mixtape to Wyatt.) Hey man wanna hear some pure heat? 

Wyatt: Umm…. ok.  

Ricky: Here put these in your ears. (Lets Wyatt listen to his mixtape on his ipod.) 

Wyatt: I’ve heard better. (Takes headphones out of ears.) 

Ricky: Six bucks fam. 

Wyatt: For what? 

Ricky: The mixtape. 



Wyatt: Screw that I could just listen to Future’s mixtape on soundcloud for free boi. 

Cory: Hey can you guys do your drug dealing somewhere else? 

Ricky: Cory you better back off I’m about to make a sale here. 

Wyatt: You’re not about to make a sale! I was talking about Future instead of your… whatever 

it is . 

Ricky: Oh my god dude, I schooled several prestigious 4th graders at the Rapolympics. 

Wyatt: Whatever man. (Leaves shop.) 

Scene III 

(Wyatt walks down the street and sees the group of homies playing basketball.) 

Wyatt: Hey can I join you guys. (Asks the homies.) 

Michael: Sure. (Passes ball to Wyatt.) 

(They play for awhile and stop and sit down to talk with Wyatt.) 

Ethan: Hey good job. You play on a team? 

Wyatt: Nah I just moved here. 

Bob: Oh really? From where? 

Wyatt: Massachusetts. 

Bob: Noice. 

Michael: Our other friend Ricky was also from Massachusetts. 

Wyatt: Cool. I think I saw him at rite-aid. He was trying to sell me his mixtape. 

Ethan: That’s him alright.  

Wyatt: He let me listen to it. It was a mistake. I even told him. (laughs) Oh yeah I’m Wyatt. 

(Reaches out for a handshake.) 

(Everyone introduces themselves.) 



Michael: Nice to meet you fam. 

Scene IV 

(Michael and Ricky are talking about Wyatt at the place where they played basketball.) 

Michael: So Ricky, How are sales? (Asks sarcastically.) 

Ricky: They’re booming. 

Michael: Oh really? Cause that guy you were trying to sell to came and played basketball with 

us. 

Ricky: Really? 

Michael: Yeah he said your mixtape was bad. 

Ricky: Awww what a jerk! 

Michael: You know he's a actually pretty cool. We've been hanging out with him. He's also from 

Massachusetts like you. 

Ricky: Whatever dude. If he won't buy the mixtape that's fine he's just one guy out of the 

millions of fans I will have.  

Michael: Ha I'm sure. Anyway he’s hanging out with us at Rustys wanna come? 

Ricky: Sure. 

Scene V 

(Michael, Ethan, Cory, Wyatt, Bob, and Ricky are sitting at a table at Rusty’s Pizza Parlor.) 

Michael: Hey Cory haven’t seen you in awhile what’s up? (Handshakes Cory.) 

Cory: Nada mucho fam nada mucho. 

Ethan: What should we order? A cheese pizza or a pepperoni and sausage? 

Bob: Get pepperoni and sausage. (Pulls out phone and looks at it for awhile.) 



Michael: Yeah get that and get some sodas too. Oh yes also Cory this is Wyatt (Wyatt shakes 

Cory’s hand. Ethan walks away to order the pizza.) 

Cory: Wassup sorry about my boi Ricky trying to sell you his mixtape that must’ve been 

annoying. 

Ricky: Hey back off Cory. It’s actually kinda good.  

Wyatt: Whoa whoa whoa “Kinda Good” (uses air quotes) it’s “Kinda terrible.” 

Ricky: Come on dude. Why you gotta be like that? 

Michael, Cory, Bob, and Wyatt: Because it is. 

Ricky: It is what? 

Wyatt: Oh my god, you’re stupid.  

Ricky: Hey Mike did you upload our fight to worldstar yet? 

Michael: Yeah people are already saying it’s fake. 

Ricky: Well we tried right? 

Bob: Yeah. At Least we made it to drama alert. 

Wyatt: Man I hate Keemstar bro. He’s the literal definition of cancer. 

Cory: I agree. He once sent a ton of hate to a 62 year old man because he believed he was a 

pervert who just got out of jail. 

Bob: That’s messed up.  

Wyatt: See what I mean? 

Michael: At least we got some attention.  

Wyatt: Have you guys seen the trailer for the movie Lights Out. Looks trippy. 

Michael: Nah man I ain’t into that horror stuff. 



Ethan: Please don’t talk to me about that. That two minute video scarred the rest of my 48 hours 

of living.  

Wyatt: (Looks at Michael.) I’m showing you the trailer. It’s so scary dude. 

Michael: Alright. 

Wyatt: My phone’s out of battery. Ricky can I borrow yours? 

Ricky: Why can’t you borrow someone else’s? 

Wyatt: Just give me your phone man. 

Ricky: No. (Wyatt grabs Ricky’s phone out of his pocket and Ricky struggles to get it back.) 

Wyatt: Chill fam. (Holds phone away from Ricky.) 

Ricky: Give it back. 

Wyatt: Chill I’m just gonna go on youtube and show Michael the trailer. (Shows Michael the 

trailer.)  

Ricky: Alright give me my phone back now.  

Wyatt: Chill chill. (Looks through phone.) Oh my god this is gold. 

Ethan: What? 

Wyatt: Mom did you pick up my baby lotion? 

Ricky: Hey!! Back off! That’s how I get my skin so smooth. (Grabs phone back. Everybody is 

laughing.) Forget this I’m leaving. (Walks out.) 

Scene VI 

(Ricky enters the stage DC and sits on his bed.)  

Ricky: Why did Wyatt have to go on my phone and look through all of my damn messages. That 

is private info that is only for my eyes and President Obama’s eyes. At least he said sorry. I 

didn’t accept because I felt violated of my privacy. I don’t give a crap about the government 



looking at my phone, but I do care when someone reads it outloud. I hate it when they roast me 

about stuff like this. He’s never as harsh to me as he is to Michael, Ethan, Cory, or Bobby. He 

really ticks me off.  I’m telling you, Wyatt better not screw up in the next few days…. Oh you 

don’t know about that. (Ricky talks directly to audience) Well let me tell you. So in a few days 

the whole squad and I will pull off the greatest sting yet. We are going to TP, Fork, Shaving-

Cream, and Spray-Paint Zach’s house and since Wyatt embarrassed me, the group has agreed to 

ditch Wyatt while he's still there as a way of getting back at him. The guys don’t know this but 

when we leave Wyatt, I, being the mastermind that I am, will call the police and rat out Wyatt. 

Maybe this is too much. (Thinks for a while.) Nope, he deserves it. But any who the last time we 

tried to do something like this, Ethan couldn’t stop laughing and almost got us caught by the 

cops. Luckily for us, our wagon was fast enough to escape the police’s grasp. I think we’ll just 

leave Ethan in the car with Bob. I’ll just let future me deal with Wyatt. Present me will just kick 

back and relax. I’m not sure what past me is doing. (Ricky looks off in the distance for a couple 

of seconds and hits his head with his wrist) Ow! That thought hurt my thinker!  

Scene VII 

(Michael, Ricky, Cory, and Wyatt enter the lawn of a house at night dressed in all black.) 

Michael: Ricky, you get the cars. Cory, get the trees, and Wyatt, you and I will get the backyard. 

Come on. Hop the fence with me. 

Wyatt: Oh my god you’re stupid. Nobody gets the backyard. 

Michael: Well we are. Now let’s go. 



(Wyatt and Michael hop the fence into the backyard.) 

Cory: (Whispers.) Ricky. 

Ricky: (Whispers.) Yeah, I know. (Pulls out a cheap flip phone and dials 911, but doesn’t call 

it.) 

Cory: Don’t call the cops yet. We’ll wait till Michael gets out here. 

Ricky: Got it let’s just chill here for awhile. (Both sit down on the lawn and set the toilet paper 

aside.) 

Cory: Maybe we shouldn’t be doing this. This seems a little messed up. (Ricky looks at Cory.) 

Ricky: Hey! He made me feel like crap. Like I know that you guys think my mixtape is bad, but 

you don’t have to roast me like that. 

Cory: I know. I’m sorry buddy. (Pats Ricky on the shoulder.) 

Ricky: It’s all good. We should probably tp this place so the cops think that Wyatt did it. (cory 

and Ricky start tp-ing and Michael and Wyatt run out of toilet paper.) 

Wyatt: Crap! We ran out of toilet paper! 

Michael: Chill. I got some back at the car with Ethan and Bob. I’ll go get it. 

Wyatt: Hurry, before someone sees you. 

(Michael hops the fence and gives Ricky a thumbs up. Ricky nods and calls the cops.) 

Ricky: Hi, there’s a young man vandalizing my neighbor’s…….(Ricky thinks for awhile and 

decides to stop the plan against Wyatt.) Yeah I’m messing with you. (Hangs up phone.) 

Michael: What happened?  



Ricky: This is too harsh. I’m just gonna hash this out with Wyatt. 

Michael: What about the cops? 

Ricky: What about the cops? 

Michael: You said there was a young man vandalizing a house. They will  track your phone and 

send the cops. 

Ricky: Whatever dude. (Throws cell phone offstage.) 

Cory: Forget this. I’m leaving. 

Michael: Yeah let’s go. (Ricky hops the fence and calls Wyatt’s name.) 

Ricky: Wyatt I need to talk to you. 

Wyatt: What? 

Ricky: When you read my messages to my mom at rustys, I didn’t feel so good about it. 

Wyatt: I’m sorry fam. I kinda feel bad about that. Sorry. 

Ricky: It’s all good. I just felt like shit since you were mean to me most of all. 

Wyatt: I know. I’m trying to work on that part of myself. 

Ricky: So we good? 

Wyatt: Yeah, we good. (Handshakes Ricky.) 

Ricky: Oh also, one more thing, I may or may not have called the cops. 

Wyatt: Wait what? (Looks at Ricky furiously.) 

Ricky: Just let me do the talking. (Both walk out in front of the officers.) 

Officer: What do you kids think you’re doing? 



Ricky: Uh officers, If you couldn’t tell we’re men. (Wyatt and Ricky raise hands.) Yeah we 

were sent here by Steve. (Wyatt looks at Ricky confused.) 

Officer: Steve? 

Ricky: Yeah, Steve. 

Officer: Oh you mean, Steve at the station. I gotcha. 

Ricky: Yeah, he wanted us to investigate the vandalism. He wanted you to relax, you know 

with... you having the graveyard shift and all. (Both lower hands.) 

Officer: Oh well that’s nice. It is kinda a chore patrolling at this time. 

Ricky: Yeah. I’m sure. (Feels pocket.) Oh officer do you have any smokes? 

Officer: Yeah here. (Gives Ricky a few cigarettes.) 

Ricky: Thanks officer. See you around. (Salutes to the officer as the cop walks back to his car 

and drives away.) 

Wyatt: Wait, wouldn’t he know if we were cops or not? 

Ricky: Some people just wanna relax instead of investigating something at 2 am. 

Wyatt: Huh. Okay. 

Ricky: Let’s go home fam. (They start walking for awhile.) 

Wyatt: You know your mixtape is actually decent. 

Ricky: Haha. I’m sure. (Both walk offstage. End of play.) 

Fin 

 



Amelia Mendro  

5th grade, Roosevelt Elementary 

Sisters 

Characters 

HELEN…………..11, OLIVIA’s sister 

OLIVIA………….13, HELEN’s sister 

MIRANDA………13, OLIVIA’s friend 

Setting: 2016, Santa Barbara, 8:00 am 

(HELEN is sitting outside her house doing chalk drawings to raise awareness about global 

warming, when OLIVIA enters from front door-up stage right) 

SCENE 1 

OLIVIA: (Stands next to HELEN and looks at drawings. A few moments pass) Good morning, 

Helen!  

HELEN: (Looks around, spots OLIVIA next to her) Oh, hi, sis. I’m sorry, I didn’t see you there.  

OLIVIA: That’s okay. So, what are you doing with the chalk?  

HELEN: Well, I’m actually drawing pictures on the sidewalk so people who walk by here will 

be informed about global warming and the effect it has on the world. I’m trying to raise 

awareness about global warming and how it destroys many animals’ habitats. It’s caused by 

burning fossil fuels and by all the cars people drive. (Points at a drawing) See, this one is people  



riding bikes, which is much better for the earth than driving cars. (Points at another) And this 

one shows how polar bears’ habitats are being destroyed, leaving many without homes.  

OLIVIA: (Squatting) Well, that sounds like something I’d like to help stop. What can I do? 

HELEN:  You can help by doing a couple more drawings. I can’t do them fast enough or do 

enough of them.  

OLIVIA: (Sits on right side of HELEN and starts drawing) So, are you doing anything this 

weekend? I mean, are you going to May’s start of summer barbecue?  I heard about the one she 

had last year, and it sounded epic!  

HELEN: (Subdued) Yeah, I heard about it.  

OLIVIA: Well, are you going or not?  

HELEN: No. 

OLIVIA: (Pause) Why not?  

HELEN: Because. (Clenches chalk. Breaks chalk in half) 

OLIVIA: Because why? (Looks sideways at HELEN) 

HELEN: (Stands up and leans over OLIVIA. Throws broken chalk across the road) Because I 

wasn’t invited, okay?! It’s none of your business anyways! Why do you always have to go 

sticking your big fat nose in my business?  

OLIVIA: (Stands up and leans towards HELEN) I was just asking, jeez! You don’t have to yell 

at me. And since when have I “gone sticking my nose in your business?”  

HELEN: You never leave me alone. You’re always poking around in my business. Can’t you 

leave me alone for just a second? I’m allowed to have things that are private.  

OLIVIA: (Puts hands on hips) I’m not sticking my nose into your “private business,” and I have 

definitely never done it before, brat.  



HELEN: Ha. Like that’s true. You’re going to have to come up with something better than that 

to fool me.  

OLIVIA: Fine, believe what you want. You’re just a stupid little sister anyways, who doesn’t 

have any friends, and can’t even get invited to the most popular person’s biggest event of the 

year!  

HELEN: I hate you! You’re the worst sister ever! Just leave me alone!  

OLIVIA: No wonder you weren’t invited to May’s party. (Exits)  

 
HELEN: (Picks up chalk, starts to draw, throws chalk) Why does Olivia have to be so mean? 

Why can’t she just leave me alone? She knows that May only invites kids that are in her grade or 

select others to her parties. It’s not like I asked to not be invited! (Exits)  

SCENE 2 

(Kitchen table)  

OLIVIA: Why did Helen get so upset when I asked her if she was going to May’s barbecue? I 

didn’t mean to hurt her feelings. Wait, (Grabs the invitation from table) this says 7th graders 

only! Oh, god, I’m a moron. No wonder she got so mad. She must of heard of it and felt bad that 

she wasn’t invited because I think May was inviting a bunch of younger kids. Ugh! I have to 

apologize to Helen later.  

 
OLIVIA: Hey, Helen. Look, I want to talk to you about earlier today. (Pause) Helen? (Pause) 

Hello, Earth to Helen. (Waves hand in front of HELEN’s face. Pause) Wow, you’re giving me 

the silent treatment. That is sooo mature of you.  

HELEN: (Stares out kitchen window, past OLIVIA) 



OLIVIA: (Stands up and throws hands up) You know, I don’t deserve this at all. I wanted to 

apologize to you, but no. You don’t deserve my apology. (Walks to front door and walks out, 

slamming the door behind her.)  

HELEN: (Continues to stare out window, but tears well in her eyes)  

SCENE 3 

(At school lunch the next day. OLIVIA has found new friends and parades around with them in 

front of HELEN, who hasn’t found any friends yet, to make her jealous.) 

OLIVIA: (Loudly) Hey, Miranda, want to go see that new movie, The Secret Life of Pets, when 

it comes out? It looks really good.  

MIRANDA: Sure. Let’s go Monday. 

OLIVIA: Can I invite my little sister?  

MIRANDA: (Laughs loudly) That freak, all alone like a loner? No way! 

HELEN: (Walks away quickly and leaves backpack) 

MIRANDA: Hey, there’s your freak of a sister. I bet she’s a friendless brat and really annoying, 

Olivia.   

OLIVIA: (Looks over shoulder at HELEN standing in line for the bus) She’s not a freak or a 

brat or friendless. You’re just jealous because she’s nicer than you and a better friend than you 

could ever be. So leave her alone.  

HELEN: (While getting backpack overhears OLIVIA. Looks at OLIVIA and smiles) 

SCENE 4 

(Back at her house, OLIVIA sees HELEN’s half finished chalk drawings. She sits down and 

starts drawing)  



OLIVIA: (Finishes last drawing, stands up and walks into house) Hey, Helen! Come down 

here, I have something to show you. It’s not a trick, I promise.  

HELEN: (Slowly walks down stairs, pause) What is it? 

OLIVIA: I just want to show you something. Come on, it’s outside.  

(Both walk outside)  

OLIVIA: (Walks in front of chalk drawings) I felt bad about what I said to you, so I finished 

your chalk drawings.  

HELEN: Oh my gosh! Thank you so much! 

OLIVIA: Aw, it was nothing. (Sits down) I also called May and asked if you could go to her 

start-of-summer barbecue. She said yes.  

HELEN: What? How did you...What...I...Ahhhhhhh!!! Thank you! I love you so much!  

OLIVIA: You’re welcome.  

HELEN: Thank you, thank you, thank you, thank you! (Squeals and sits next to OLIVIA and 

hugs her)  

OLIVIA: And, you and I are going to see The Secret Life of Pets on Friday. Miranda’s not 

going. And by the way, I don’t hang out with her anymore.What she said about you was really 

mean and not true.  

HELEN: (Squeals and wiggles) How can I ever thank you?  

OLIVIA: It’ll be enough to just forgive me. I was really mean to you and I’m sorry. I never 

should have said anything about the barbecue. Or about May for that matter. This is all my fault. 

Everything is my fault.  

HELEN: Oh, no. None of this is your fault. It’s all my fault. I thought you knew that only 7th 

graders and select others were invited. I shouldn’t have jumped to conclusions. I’m the one who 



should be apologizing, not you. I got mad at you for no reason, and you just reacted normally. 

So, this is all my fault. I’m sorry.  

OLIVIA: So you forgive me then.  

HELEN: There is nothing to forgive, but if it makes you feel better, yes, I forgive you. But, you 

have to forgive me for yelling at you and giving you the silent treatment. If it hadn’t been for me, 

this would all have been over faster.  

OLIVIA: I forgive you then.  

(Both walk inside talking and laughing)  

END OF PLAY 

  



Assume 

By Lauren Pimentel, 10th Grade, Rancho Campana High School 

Characters  

MIKE ALDERSON…………………….a flustered writer and father in his early forties   

JAMIE…………………………………………………………...a troublesome teenager, male  

SPOT…………………………………………………………………...a teenage artist, female  

HEATHER ROWAN……………………………………a female caretaker in her early thirties  

SETTING AND TIME: A bench at center stage and a sign that reads bus stop. The present, 

early evening.  

(JAMIE lies on the bench, texting. He is wearing all black. MIKE enters from stage left wearing 

a suit and holding a briefcase, talking loudly on his phone.)  

MIKE: I told you. I don’t care if the pitch is good, it just needs to be done. (pause) It’s too late 

for any of your genius ideas now. The pitch is tomorrow at ten o’clock. Bright and early. (pause. 

MIKE checks his watch.) We have waited until the last minute! We could not have 

procrastinated anymore! (pause. MIKE rolls his eyes and rubs his forehead.) Okay, you know 

what? Just get it done for tomorrow. Thank you. (MIKE hangs up his phone and turns towards 

the bench and then scoffs.) Unbelieveable! 

JAMIE: Having a rough day, buddy?  

MIKE: I’ll say. You would not believe the infinite amounts of unfortunate occurrences that have 

been brought upon me today!  

JAMIE: I’m sure I wouldn’t.  

MIKE: It’s just been an awful day.  

JAMIE: Mhm.   



MIKE: My business partner is the most indolent person on this planet! He doesn’t have a clue 

what he’s doing.  

JAMIE: Yeah.  

MIKE: And my car broke down this morning so I have to take the stupid bus back and forth to 

work until I can get it fixed.  

JAMIE: (bluntly) That’s unfortunate.  

MIKE: And worst of all, I haven’t seen my wife and kids all day!  

JAMIE: (sarcastically) So sad.  

MIKE: And…(looks at JAMIE) are you even listening to me?!  

JAMIE: Of course!  

MIKE: You little liar! (walks around bench and snatches phone away from JAMIE.) Give me 

that!  

JAMIE: (sitting up) Hey! That’s my phone!  

MIKE: (sets briefcase down and moves downstage with JAMIE’s phone) Not anymore, it’s not. 

Who are you so busy texting anyways? (scrolling through JAMIE’s phone.)  

JAMIE: (follows MIKE downstage) You can’t just take my phone! That’s stealing. (crosses 

arms over chest) It’s against the law.  

(There’s a buzzing sound indicating that JAMIE is getting a text. MIKE looks down at JAMIE’s 

phone and reads the text from it)  

 
MIKE: J, you liar! There’s nothing of any value in here. We’re taking the cash, but that’s it. 

(JAMIE makes a face as he feels like he’s been caught. MIKE looks JAMIE over) Yeah, you 

would know a lot about breaking the law, huh? (walks back to center stage and sits on the 

bench.)  



JAMIE: (follows MIKE and sits on the bench beside him) It’s not what you think.  

MIKE: Really? Because it seems to me that you and your friends are in the business of stealing. 

(pause) You do realize that’s a crime, right?  

JAMIE: (mumbles) So is stealing my phone. C’mon, just give it back!  

MIKE: What are you going to do about it? You do realize I could take this to the police and you 

could get into serious trouble.  

JAMIE: (rests his head in his hands) So this is it, huh? I’m pretty much dead. This is how it 

always is. Somebody’s always picking on me for one reason or another and then I get it. 

(pause. MIKE looks uncomfortable)  

MIKE: You know what? Here (hands JAMIE his phone back)  

JAMIE: Thank you. 

MIKE: I’d just like to advise you to be more careful with what you’re doing. I’m sure you have 

your reasons but… 

JAMIE: (cutting him off) Don’t tell me what to do. You don’t know everything.  

MIKE: I’m sure I don’t. (pause) What’s your name, kid?  

JAMIE: (picks up phone again and start texting) Why do you care?  

MIKE: (shrugs) Well I was just being polite. 

JAMIE: (looks at MIKE) You? Polite? Ha! You just stole my phone! (turns back to his phone.)  

MIKE: All right, all right. I’ll admit, that was a little outta line for me. I’m sorry.  

JAMIE: (looks at MIKE, skeptical) Sure you are.  

MIKE: All right, if you’re not going to accept my apology, I’ll at least introduce myself. I’m 

Mike Alderson. (sticks his hand out to JAMIE.)  

JAMIE: (doesn’t shake MIKE’s hand or look up) Nice to meet you, Mike Alderson.  



MIKE: Nice to meet you too. (pause.) You waiting for the bus too?  

JAMIE: Yes, sir.  

(awkward silence)  

MIKE: Cool.  

(SPOT, a teenage girl, enters from stage right carrying a sketchbook and her backpack. She 

wears a brightly colored skirt and a T-shirt with paint splatters all over it. She has a giant flower 

in her hair.)  

SPOT: (stops in front of MIKE) Is this for the six o’clock bus?  

MIKE: (smiles) Yes.  

SPOT: (twirls around and smiles) Wonderful!  

JAMIE: Oh boy. She’s a character, I can already tell.  

SPOT: (pouting) What’s that supposed to mean? Mother said I was bursting with personality 

from the moment I came out of the womb. She said I was like a ray of sunshine that lit up her 

and Father’s lives. She said I--  

JAMIE: (cutting her off) Okay, I just made a comment, I didn’t ask for your life story.  

SPOT: (moves to stand beside JAMIE) I wasn’t giving you my life story. But if you’d like to 

hear it, I’d be more than happy to-- 

JAMIE: (cutting her off) No!  

SPOT: Well you don’t have to be so rude about it.  

JAMIE: I wasn’t being rude.  

SPOT: You were being a little rude.  

JAMIE: Shut up. I know how I was acting and I wasn’t being rude!  

SPOT: Somebody’s in a mood.  



JAMIE: (enraged) I am not in a mood! I already had to hear about Mr. Mike Alderson’s terrible 

day over there. The last thing I want to hear is you talking about something nobody cares about.  

MIKE: (to JAMIE) You weren’t even listening to my story!  

JAMIE: (mumbles) Whatever.  

SPOT: (moves over to stand by MIKE) Oh, Mr. Mike Alderson. Did you have a bad day, too?  

MIKE: (in exasperation) Oh, the worst! I guess you wouldn’t want to hear about it either.  

SPOT: Oh, Mr. Mike Alderson. I wouldn’t mind. Not in the least!  

MIKE: (surprised) Really?  

SPOT: Really! I love stories! Mother tells me I’m a great listener. She says she would read a 

story to me every night and-- 

JAMIE: (cutting her off) We get it! You’re the golden child. Just tell her the story. (puts in 

earbuds.)  

(SPOT throws her belongings on the ground and sits down on the ground in front of MIKE.)  

MIKE: Well, it all started this morning. I was getting ready to go to work and then my car 

wouldn’t start!  

SPOT: (covers her mouth with her hand and gasps) Oh my goodness, Mr. Mike Alderson, that’s 

terrible!  

MIKE: (enraged) I know! I could not believe it! And I had a very important meeting this 

morning and I was late because I had to take the bus!  

SPOT: Poor Mr. Mike Alderson!  

MIKE: But that’s not even the worst part. (stands up)  

SPOT: Oh no.  



MIKE: I have a pitch tomorrow for a huge publisher and my partner...well he’s crazy! He’s 

trying to completely destroy my career. I finished my part of the pitch, but has he done his part? 

No! He’ll be calling me at midnight asking me for assistance and of course I’ll have to help. 

Today’s just been the absolute worst! And on top of all that, I haven’t seen my wife and kids all 

day! (sits down.)  

SPOT: (stands up and puts hand on MIKE’s shoulder) Oh, Mr. Mike Alderson. You just look 

completely worn out.  

MIKE: I know.  

SPOT: It sounds like you had a miserable day.  

MIKE: I did!  

SPOT: But you should know that I’m here for you. If you ever need to talk.  

MIKE: Thank you.  

SPOT: Can I tell you about my horrible day too?  

MIKE: Sure, sure.  

SPOT: Okay, well…(sits on the bench in between MIKE and JAMIE. SPOT nudges JAMIE to 

scoot over who moves to the very edge of the bench. JAMIE rolls his eyes.) This morning I was 

in art class and I was painting. And oh, Mr. Mike Alderson, it was the most beautiful painting 

too! It was a landscape of the desert. It was dusk, so the sky was orange and yellow, and the 

sand, I had finally gotten it to be the perfect color! You know, the color that sand is. And there 

was a little green cactus right in the middle. And the mirage, oh the mirage! You know, when 

you’re out in the desert and you think you see water, but really it’s just your mind playing cruel 

tricks on you? (MIKE nods.) Well there was one of those in the painting and Mr. Mike Alderson, 

it was just the most beautiful painting I have ever created. Acrylic on canvas. I had been working 



on it for weeks and I was oh so proud of it! Even my teacher said it was a masterpiece. I was oh 

so close to finishing it, I was just adding some things here and there. But you won’t believe what 

happened! Some girl walked by and bumped the table. And Mr. Mike Alderson, my seat partner 

was painting an ocean scene and he had blue paint sitting on the table. And when that girl 

bumped into the table, well all that blue paint got knocked over. And guess where it landed? On 

my painting! The painting of the desert sunset with the little green cactus and the mirage. It was 

all covered in blue! There’s no blue in the desert! There certainly wasn’t any place for it in my 

painting. I was furious! I still am! Mr. Mike Alderson, I had been perfecting that painting for 

weeks! Weeks! And to have it all destroyed by the color blue. It was absolutely terrible! Blue 

used to be one of my favorite colors, along with mint green and mahogany, but now...well I can’t 

even look up at the sky without feeling pain. (SPOT looks up and then shudders. At this point, 

HEATHER enters stage left. S he carries a single book in her hands. None of the others notice 

her, as she hangs back around upstage left.) My teacher said that I was just going to have to start 

over, but I wasn’t happy about it. A glorious painting that I was oh so proud of, destroyed, just 

like that (snaps her fingers.) Out of all the other paintings, the ocean scene, a jungle, a carnival, a 

concert even, my teacher said that mine was the most impressive. (with a British accent.) 

“Simple and refined,” she said. “Yet very realistic. I’m proud of you, Spot.” she said. “You make 

me think that all the effort I put into teaching is not a total waste.” (melodramatically) Oh, Mr. 

Mike Alderson, if I could turn back time, I would! Only to get my precious painting back. It just 

isn’t fair! (SPOT begins to sob on MIKE’s shoulder.)  

MIKE: Hey, life isn’t fair. Let’s be honest, if life was fair, I wouldn’t be waiting here to take the 

bus home.  



SPOT: (giggles) I suppose your thinking is logical. My name is Spot, by the way. It just 

occurred to me I hadn’t made a formal introduction. (shakes hands with MIKE.)  

MIKE: Nice to meet you, Spot. Mike Alderson.  

SPOT: Mr. Mike Alderson, what’s his name? (gestures to JAMIE)  

MIKE: (shrugs) Don’t know. He wouldn’t tell me when I asked. He’s got a smart mouth on him 

though, I can tell you that.  

JAMIE: (taking out his earbuds) I heard that.  

MIKE: Wasn’t meant to be a secret.  

(HEATHER walks up to the bench and approaches MIKE.)  

HEATHER: Is this for the six o’clock bus?  

MIKE: (smiles) Yes. Take a seat, join our merry clan.  

JAMIE: (stands up) Correction. This is for the seven o’clock bus.  

HEATHER: Excuse me?  

SPOT AND MIKE: What?!  

JAMIE: It’s past six already. Next bus doesn’t come around until seven. I should know, I take 

the bus to work every night. It’s pretty unreliable.  

HEATHER: Maybe it’s just running late?  

SPOT: I promised Mother I’d be home by seven! Oh no no no, I’m going to be in so much 

trouble.  

MIKE: The kids are going to be asleep by the time I get home!  

JAMIE: Sorry, ladies and gentleman, but that’s the way the bus system rolls. In the words of a 

once great businessman, and I quote, “life isn’t fair.”  

HEATHER: Now who’s the genius who said that?  



(SPOT and JAMIE look accusingly at MIKE.)  

MIKE: (stands up) All right, all right, let’s not point fingers. (crosses over to JAMIE) What is 

this? You mean to tell me that the bus is late almost every night?  

JAMIE: (crosses arms over chest) Not late. It doesn’t come.  

MIKE: (confused) Well if the six o’clock bus never comes, only the seven o’clock, why are you 

sitting out here at six like you’re waiting for the six o’clock bus?  

JAMIE: (shrugs) Got nothing better to do. Don’t got any friends in this part of town. Work’s 

where I’m headed, but I don’t bother walking all the way there. Gotta save my energy for the 

walk back home.  

MIKE: Where do you work?  

JAMIE: Fun little place called the gas station. Takes about half an hour if I ride the bus. 

Walking though, it takes ages.  

HEATHER: (closing in on JAMIE) All right, listen to me, young man. Where is the bus? I need 

it to get here as soon as possible. My grandmother is extremely ill right now and I need to get to 

her house right away to make her dinner.  

SPOT: Yeah and I need to get home. I told Mother I’d be arriving at our residence at promptly 

seven o’clock. She’s going to be so worried when I’m not there.  

MIKE: (turns to JAMIE. Pleading) Come on, kid. Everybody wants to go home and I want to go 

home too. This must be some kind of joke. Where’s the six o’clock bus?  

JAMIE: I already told you, there is no six o’clock bus. The bus won’t get here until seven. What 

do you people not understand about that?  

MIKE: The least you could’ve done is told us that the bus doesn’t come at six when we first got 

here (motions to himself and SPOT)  



JAMIE: Um, I’m sorry? I’m not exactly sure what you guys want me to say. I have no control 

over what time the bus gets here!  

MIKE: I get here, so ready to go home and see my family after a long, horrible day, and you’re 

already here, sprawled out across the bench like you own the place! And you’re just now telling 

me that the bus doesn’t get here until seven?  

JAMIE: (JAMIE is getting extremely upset now. He almost sounds and looks like he might cry) 

I don’t know what else you want me to say! I’m sorry clearly isn’t good enough for you. This 

isn’t my fault at all. And you guys making me feel bad about it, well...UGH!  

MIKE: Unbelieveable! (sits down)  

SPOT: But my mother…(sits down)  

HEATHER: And my grandmother…(sits down on the bench also)  

(JAMIE remains standing. He circles the bench once, his arms crossed)  

JAMIE: What? You don’t think I wanna go home too? You think I enjoy working at a gas 

station, alone, when it’s cold and dark and creepy outside? (pause) Well, I don’t. But I don’t 

have a choice. And the bus, well that’s not something I have control over so you guys can just 

suck it up and deal with it like I do every night! (JAMIE exits stage left)  

MIKE: I guess we were kinda being jerks about the bus not coming. And we were taking it out 

on that kid. I mean, suppose I take driving my own car for granted and I’m just upset about 

having to take the bus home.  

HEATHER: We were being a bit selfish. I mean, people like that young man have to wait here 

for the bus every night. (pause) I’m Heather, by the way. Heather Rowan.  

MIKE: Mike Alderson.  

SPOT: My name’s Spot. And perhaps we were being selfish.  



MIKE: Selfish? We were acting like animals!  

SPOT: (shaking her head) Oh, Mother would be so disappointed in me. She always told me to 

put others before myself and not to make assumptions because you never know what somebody 

might be going through.  

MIKE: Jeez, seems like that kid’s got it hard.  

HEATHER: I know. He claims his parents don’t want him around, he’s working at a gas 

station...at night!  

MIKE: I stole his phone from him earlier too. I probably shouldn’t have done that.  

HEATHER: What? You stole his phone? (stands up)  

MIKE: Well I mean technically it wasn’t stealing. I gave it back.  

HEATHER: But you still took his phone.  

MIKE: In my defense, I was very frustrated at the moment. (stands up) 

SPOT: (stands up) Oh, Mr. Mike Alderson, it’s not good to steal. It’s against the law.  

MIKE: (mumbles) Now where have I heard that before?  

HEATHER: And didn’t I hear you say you have children? What’s that teaching them?  

MIKE: Oh, they’ll never find out about this.  

SPOT: (looking off stage right) Guys, shut up! He’s coming back. Act normal.  

(HEATHER sits on the bench and pulls out a nail file. SPOT sits on the ground and starts 

drawing in her sketchbook. MIKE continues standing and casually whistles. JAMIE enters stage 

right. He stops halfway to the bench)  

JAMIE: What have you guys done?  

MIKE: (stops whistling) What makes you think we’ve done something?  



JAMIE: (crosses arms) Well for starters, you’re not yelling on the phone, or taking anyone’s 

phone for that matter, you’re not rambling on about a stupid painting (motions to SPOT). And 

you…(looks at HEATHER) well, I don’t know what you’ve done actually. Look, my point is… 

SPOT: (cutting JAMIE off) Excuse me? That was the best painting that the world has ever seen! 

I was… 

JAMIE: (cutting her off) Can it, girly! (SPOT gasps overdramatically. JAMIE walks to stand in 

front of MIKE.) And what do you have to say for yourself? You gonna take my phone again?  

MIKE: No. (pause) I just think we had a little misunderstanding earlier. Kid, we didn’t mean to 

make you feel bad.  

JAMIE: (bluntly) You didn’t make me feel bad.  

MIKE: Just hear us out. (MIKE and JAMIE sit down)  

JAMIE: (rolls eyes) Fine. But if this gets sappy and one of you guys starts crying, I’m out of 

here.  

MIKE: Kid, I just wanna get home.  

HEATHER: As do all of us.  

MIKE: And I had a rough day.  

SPOT: Same here.  

MIKE: And for some reason, we just took our frustration out on you. I’m sorry.  

HEATHER: I’m sorry too.  

(pause. MIKE looks at SPOT)  

MIKE: Spot, is there anything you’d like to say to him? (gestures to JAMIE)  

JAMIE: Don’t make her say anything to me. I’ll be just fine without hearing from Miss 

Chatterbox over there (motions to SPOT)  



MIKE: Aw, now you know you don’t mean that.  

SPOT: Mother said I have a gift for talking. Although it’s not talking, more of storytelling. 

That’s what Mother said. Ah yes, storytelling. A fine art, Mother said. She said my voice was so 

angelic. She could listen to me talk all day. She said…(SPOT looks up to see MIKE, JAMIE, 

and HEATHER staring at her, clearly annoyed) Although now that I think about it, I’m not so 

sure you guys could listen to me talk all day. (pause. SPOT stands up and starts walking to 

downstage right) Wow. I’ve never experienced this before. It’s never occurred to me, 

I’m….(pause) annoying. (gasps) But, Mother never said I was annoying! She said I was sweet 

and kind, I was intelligent, artistic, creative, a real good storyteller. She said I was honest and 

proud, but not in a bad way. She said I was beautiful, inside and out. She told me to always 

remember that. (pause. Walks over to JAMIE) I suppose there comes a time in everybody’s lives 

when they have to stand in front of the mirror and acknowledge what’s really there. Perhaps I am 

everything Mother tells me I am, but nobody’s perfect. I know I talk a lot, a lot about me, and 

perhaps sometimes I do look at myself as being better than everyone else. Miss Heather Rowan, 

Mr. Mike Alderson, you (motions to JAMIE) I am really, truly sorry. And I’m especially sorry to 

you (motions to JAMIE again) for being so rude to you.  

HEATHER: Apology accepted.  

MIKE: It’s all good, Spot.  

(pause)  

JAMIE: (stands up, moves to center stage left) This is stupid!  

(HEATHER, SPOT, and MIKE all stand up and follow him)  

MIKE: What do you mean this is stupid?  

SPOT: I said I was sorry.  



JAMIE: Well I don’t need you to say you’re sorry! (pause) I’ve been beaten, kicked out of the 

house, passed from family to family like the Olympic torch and nobody’s ever apologized to me! 

Separated from my siblings, taken from my Dad, bullied, pushed around, called names and 

nobody has ever said they were sorry! I’ve stolen things, cheated, lied about it, heck I even put a 

kid in the hospital, and I never apologized to anyone! So what’s with you? (looks at SPOT) Why 

are you of all people apologizing to me for something that I don’t even care about? You nearly 

pushed me off a bench, do you think that’s the worst anybody’s ever hurt me? (SPOT shrugs) 

Well it’s not. (pause. JAMIE walks back over to bench and sits down. HEATHER, MIKE, and 

SPOT follow) It’s just...it’s just so weird having someone apologize to me, especially someone 

that I barely know. It’s not that big of a deal, Spot. Here you are, apologizing for talking about 

yourself so much and being mean to me, and here I am going off on you guys and rambling on 

and on. It’s incredibly awkward, that’s all. Cuz nobody’s ever told me they were sorry and I 

could tell you genuinely meant it.  

SPOT: (sits down next to JAMIE) Well all I said was I’m sorry. I didn’t mean for it to get you 

heated. (JAMIE laughs)  

JAMIE: Don’t worry about it. It’s mostly my fault anyways (SPOT giggles) Hey, I said mostly 

my fault. I’m pinning about 12.7% of this on you (both laugh) Come here (JAMIE hugs SPOT) 

I’m sorry. I can be a real jerk sometimes, but you’re really something.  

(pause)  

MIKE: Aw, this is great. You two finally getting along. I think this is the beginning of a 

beautiful friendship.  

JAMIE: (moves away from SPOT) Ew, no.  

SPOT: I don’t need anymore friends.  



HEATHER: Does anybody know what time it is?  

MIKE: (looks at his watch) 6:25.  

(all groan)  

SPOT: We’re going to be here forever. I could be home already if I had walked!  

MIKE: Me too.  

HEATHER: Yeah same.  

(HEATHER, SPOT, and JAMIE all sit on the bench. MIKE paces behind the bench)  

HEATHER, SPOT, AND MIKE: (HEATHER stands up) I have an idea! (look at each other)  

MIKE: Well what’s your crazy idea, Heather?  

HEATHER: Well it’s not crazy at all. It’s perfectly logical. I don’t know why I didn’t think of it 

sooner. I’m gonna walk home!  

MIKE: Me too!  

SPOT: Me three!  

MIKE: Well let’s do it, let’s walk home! Surely, it can’t be that far.  

SPOT: Nah-uh.  

HEATHER: Not far at all.  

MIKE: Well let’s go! C’mon, c’mon, c’mon! I might be able to actually spend some time with 

my family. C’mon guys, we’re walking home!  

(SPOT picks up her belongings. MIKE, HEATHER, and SPOT are all talking over each other. 

HEATHER exits stage right. SPOT exits stage left.)  

HEATHER AND SPOT: (to no one in particular) Bye, goodbye, it was nice meeting you!  

MIKE: (picks up his suitcase and starts for stage left, but stops and walks back to bench) Hey, 

um, are you...you going to be okay?  



JAMIE: (looks up at MIKE) Yeah, thanks. I’ll be just fine.  

MIKE: (smiles) Okay. (starts for stage left again but stops. Doesn’t turn around) It was nice 

meeting you, kid.  

(pause)  

JAMIE: (quietly) It was nice meeting you, too.  

MIKE: (walks over to JAMIE and pulls a small card from his pocket and gives it to him) My 

business card. Feel free to call me anytime you might need something. I’m here for you.  

JAMIE: (examines card) Thanks, Mr. Mike Alderson. (pause) Oh, I have something for you too. 

(JAMIE stands up and reaches into his pocket, pulling out random items and tossing them on the 

ground) Gum wrapper, playing card, button, don’t know what that is, keys, pencil, oh…(pulls out 

folded piece of paper and hands it to MIKE) Here you go. (smiles) Have a nice life, Mike.  

MIKE: (smiles) Thanks. You too. (MIKE walks to center stage left. JAMIE picks up all his 

belongings off the ground. MIKE reads off the paper JAMIE gave him) Jamie Teel. Sixteen. 

Student, not by choice. Claim to fame: gas station employee of the month. Writer (MIKE laughs) 

Somebody help this young man. He’s going to do great things, I just know it. (MIKE turns and 

looks at JAMIE before he exits stage left)  

(JAMIE lies on the bench, texting.)  

(Blackout)  

 

 

 



To Stay a Child…. 

By: Shreya Rajappa 

7th Grade 

Characters 

Mo………………………...……………………………………………………….14, Young Girl 

Qwinzy……………………………………………………………………..….16, Wish-Granter 

Queeny Mortosa……….....…...20, Queen of The World of Hopes, Dreams, and Desires 

Young Boy and Young Girl………………Below 10-years old, residents of Success City 

Guard #1 and Guard #2…………………..……..Middle-aged, Queeny Mortosa’s 

guards                                                                                                                                  

Scene 1 

Setting: Modern day, A girl’s bedroom. 

(Mo, a 14-year old girl is sitting at her desk, in her room, writing. She is frustrated 

because she can’t seem to write anything good. A phone sits on the desk beside her 

piece of paper.) 

Mo: Ugh, no I hate that. (erases what she wrote and jots down something else. Leans  

back and reads it.) Oh man, that’s even worse. (shakes head and erases her writing 

once more. Stares at the page, looks around the room, and wiggles fingers and toes.) 

Ugh, why is this so hard?” (clutches head in hands.) Writing used to be my safe haven. 

Have I lost it? Is it gone? (Then the phone rings and Mo answers it.) Hello? 

Qwinzy: (enters and is talking on the other end of the phone call) Yes? 



Mo: Who is this? (spins the rotating chair, so she faces the audience.) 

Qwinzy: Someone you don’t know yet, of course. Why else would you not know who I 

am? (plops down on Mo’s bed.) 

Mo: Then, if we don’t know each other, why would you call me, if it wasn’t on accident? 

Qwinzy: Yet. I said someone you don’t know yet. You’re someone I want to know. 

Mo: Why? (begins to look exasperated) 

Qwinzy: Because I’ve been told you need help, fulfilling your dreams. And I know I can 

help you. (swings legs back and forth.) 

Mo: I do NOT need help, fulfilling my dreams. 

Qwinzy: Yes, you do. (says with sing-song voice.) 

Mo: Fine. What dreams do I need help with? 

Qwinzy: Shouldn’t you know this? You are the person with the dreams I’m fulfilling, 

after all. 

Mo: If I’m supposed to know what dreams I need help with, then I don’t need help with 

any dreams at all, because I can’t think of any dreams I need help fulfilling. 

(Silence) 

Qwinzy: (giggling) That’s very confusing. 

Mo: (cross) It makes perfect sense to me. 

(Qwinzy giggles once more) 

Mo: Cut it out! If you’re going to continue making fun of me, I’m going to hang up, 

RIGHT NOW. 

Qwinzy: (sighs) Fine. If you’re going to be that way about it, I guess we’ll have to figure 

out what dreams you need assistance fulfilling, along the way. 



Mo: Wait. (holds up a hand) Let me get this straight. You didn’t even know what dreams 

of mine needed a little push and yet, you (uses air quotes) “know” you can help. Isn’t 

that a bit… arrogant? 

Qwinzy: (jumps up from the bed and stares at Mo.) ARROGANT? How dare you! Take 

that back. (looks around for something to throw at Mo and spots a pillow on the bed. 

Throws it at Mo.) 

(The pillow hit’s Mo in the head.) 

Mo: (freezes and spins the chair toward Qwinzy. Stares at her in shock and then at the 

phone in her own hands. Then back at Qwinzy. Puts the phone down on the desk) I’m 

going to ask this question one more time. Who the heck are you? Bonus question: How 

did you get in and what are you doing in my room? 

Qwinzy: Answer #1: I don’t think anyone knows who they are really, but the acceptable 

answer would be, “My name is Qwinzy.” (puts out hand for Mo to shake. Mo does not 

shake it.) Answer #2: I’m here to assist you in fulfilling your dreams. ( jazz hands. Then 

she thinks for a moment.) Whichever ones they are. 

Mo: Okay, then. (looks a little rattled.) What’s it gonna take to get you out of my home 

as fast as possible? 

Qwinzy: (smiles angelically) A quick trip to The World of Hopes, Dreams, and Desires? 

Mo: (squints at Qwinzy.) Promise it’ll be quick? 

Qwinzy: Uh, sure. Why not? (does not mean it and does whatever she can to show the 

audience that.) 



Mo: I’m going to guess, for my own peace of mind, that The World of Hopes, Dreams, 

and Desires is a (ticks them off with her fingers.)  museum, new unheard movie or... 

(throws hands in the air) something. Am I right? Answer me. 

Qwinzy: (smiles) Now, why would I go and do that? Come on, Don’t you want to know 

what your hopes, dreams, and desires are? Cause this is the only way. (thinks for a 

moment) Fine, it’s the just easiest way. (motions at Mo to follow her.)    

(Mo follows Qwinzy offstage, the same direction in which Qwinzy entered from.)   

Scene 2 

Setting: The World of Hopes, Dreams, and Desires: A colorful land of 

magic. 

(Mo and Qwinzy enter. A bench and a throne sit at the other end of the stage.) 

Mo: (looks around the set in shock.) This is not a museum. 

Qwinzy: No, of course not. This is the home of the Wish-Granters. (looks smug) My 

home. 

Mo: (snorts) You? A Wish-Granter? You couldn’t even grant one of my wishes, let alone 

multiple. 

Qwinzy: That’s because you couldn’t think of a wish. Which is why, I brought you here. 

Also, so you can meet the queen. (squints at Mo) She ought to know what to do with 

you. (leads Mo to the bench diagonal to the throne.) 

Queeny Mortosa: (enters, staring into a hand-held mirror.) It’s a mighty pleasure to 

meet you. One question, who are you? 

Mo: I’m Mo and- (gets interrupted by Queeny Mortosa.) 



Queeny Mortosa: You have been talking for quite a while and not once have you talked 

about (points at self) me. Buh-bye. (waves and plasters a fake smile on face.) 

Mo: (grits teeth) Queeny Mortosa- (gets interrupted once more.) 

Queeny Mortosa: That’s much better, dear. Besides I already know who you are and 

what you’re doing here- (it’s her turn to get interrupted by Mo.) 

Mo: Why would you ask who I am, then? 

Queeny Mortosa: (appalled) Why it’s etiquette, dumplin’. One must always display 

good manners. 

Mo: (to Qwinzy) Why did you insist I meet Queeny Mortosa? (glares at Queeny) 

Obviously she’s a lunatic. 

Qwinzy: (to Queeny) Ahem, Your Majesty, I will be taking Mo on a brief tour of our 

world. She needs to learn what her dreams- (gets interrupted by Queeny Mortosa.) 

Queeny Mortosa: And I have one word to say. No. You will NOT take this human 

around our land. Humans are not permitted here. (looks back at mirror) End of story. 

Mo: You must be a human too. 

Queeny Mortosa: Yes, but you’re a MERE human. I’m a RULER human. There’s a 

difference, you know. Now run along. I’ve spent too much attention on Something That 

Doesn’t Involve Me. (Queeny exits) 

Qwinzy: (looks downcast) Of course, I’ll return her to where she belongs at once. (gets 

up and begins to exit.) 

Mo: (to Qwinzy) Wait, what about me? I need to know what my dreams are. (earnestly) 

How else will I keep my hope burning? How else will I taste bliss and satisfaction? 

Please? (begging tone) Recently, I haven’t been able to write. Anything. Normally, 



writing gives me the means to forget about my worries. To leave them behind. I feel I’ve 

lost writing; my muse and I don’t know where to look. I believe by learning what my 

hopes and desires are, I’ll be able to write once more. I believe then I’ll be able to lose 

my worries once and for all.  

Qwinzy: (sighs and teases) Begging. The key to getting me to do what you want. 

(smiles, hands Mo a map, and leads her offstage.) 

Scene 3 

Setting: The two of them enter into Success City, a town for hopes of 

success. It appears bright, cozy, and neat. 

(Mo and Qwinzy enter. Mo is reading the map. Qwinzy has a phone in her pocket.) 

Mo: According to the map, we’ve just arrived in Success City. (snorts) Who named this 

place anyway? It’s so terribly cheesy. 

Qwinzy: Queeny Mortosa of course. 

Mo: (rolls eyes) Why doesn’t that surprise me? Seriously that woman is a fruitcake. 

(makes circular motion around ear with finger.) If you get my drift. 

Qwinzy: (ignores her) Have you figured out what your dreams are, yet? Because that’d 

make my entire life easier. 

Mo: (snaps) Do you think we’d still be here (gestures around) if I had? 

Qwinzy: (mutters) No need to get your knickers in a twist. 

(A boy and a girl enter. They’re paying tag.) 

Mo: (watches the two rascals wishfully.) I think I know what my wish is. 

Qwinzy: (throws hands in the air) Oh finally! That’s got to be the longest wish wait of my 

life. 



Mo: (raises an eyebrow) This is your first wish granting, isn’t it? 

Qwinzy: (shrugs) Well, yes. But that’s beside the point. (giddily) What’s your wish? 

Hurry, so I can grant it. My very first wish granting, this is so exciting! Should I be 

recording this? (reaches for phone in pocket.)  

Mo: (looks at Qwinzy) My wish is to be a child again. 

Qwinzy: (face falls and hand pulls away from phone. She realizes she can’t fulfill the 

dream.) Are you sure? What about world peace? Ending world hunger? Equal rights? 

Mo: (laughs) What are you trying to do, make me feel guilty? But, no. I wish to be a 

child once more. 

Qwinzy: (squirms and stammers) I don’t think I can grant that dream. (Mo’s face falls) 

Maybe you could wish for something else? 

Mo: (sighs and sits down on a nearby bench.) No, it’s the only dream that requires help 

fulfilling. If it’s going to be any dream that gets granted, it’s going to be that one. 

Qwinzy: (sits next to her) What is it about that dream that’s precious to you? 

Mo: (smiles) Nowadays when you get older you’re in charge of your destiny. When you 

grow older so does the amount of stress and responsibility. When I was younger I never 

wanted to grow up. (chuckles) I was very intelligent back then. 

Qwinzy: The destiny part sounds nice. 

Mo: For some maybe. But what if I just want my parents to lead me on the road forever? 

What if I don’t think highly of walking my own path, unsure where it goes? 

Qwinzy: What about growing more mature? If you stay the same age forever, there are 

so many moments you’d miss out on. You’d miss out on dozens of birthdays and 

expanding your knowledge. And what about everyday moments with your family and 



friends? You’d lose those too, because they’d all be growing up steadily, while you 

wouldn’t be. (Mo nods, realizing Qwinzy’s right) Every moment, everyone else was 

experiencing, is another moment you wouldn’t get to call your own. You’d never get to 

call them memories. 

Mo: (turns toward Qwinzy and throws her arms around her.) Thank you. 

Qwinzy: For what? 

Mo: For listening to me and assisting. You were right. Even though you didn’t know 

what the dream was, you still were able to help out. Just not in the way you thought. 

Qwinzy: (grins and stands up.) Told you so. 

Mo: (jumps to her feet, rolling eyes) Seriously? After all that? 

Qwinzy: Yes, seriously. After all that. 

Mo: (grins, shakes head, and turns to exit.) 

Qwinzy: Wait, Mo? 

Mo: (turns back toward her.) Yeah? 

Qwinzy: Trust me. You will be so proud of who you grow to be. 

Mo: How do you know I’ll be proud of Future Me? 

Qwinzy: I don’t. But based on the young lady who stands before me today, I know she’ll 

be strong, a great leader, and have seriously awesome dreams. Granted and otherwise. 

(The girls smile at each other, an unspoken moment between them. Then they exit.)  

Scene 4 

Setting: They enter into Queeny Mortosa’s personal section of her world. 

It’s very prissy, with many mirrors hanging. 

(Mo is still reading the map and they are trying to find their way back to the gates.) 



Mo: (looks around) I have an idea where we are. 

Qwinzy: (raises an eyebrow) Oh yeah? Shoot, where are we? 

Mo: (walks up to a mirror.) I believe we’re in some other dimension, which Queeny 

Mortosa created. 

Qwinzy: (laughs) Missed. 

Mo: (rolls eyes) Fine, so we’re not in another dimension. But I seriously doubt (gestures 

at the set around them.) we’re not in a place created by Queeny Mortosa. So really, I 

half-missed. 

Qwinzy: (grins) Fine. I’ll give you that. 

(While they’re giggling, two of Queeny Mortosas guards enter and sneak up to them. 

They grab Mo’s and Qwinzy’s wrists.) 

Mo: What the-? (tries to wriggle free.) 

Qwinzy: (defeated) Don’t bother. Now that they’ve got us they won’t let us go. 

Mo: (to guard) You sir, are violating my personal bubble. I advise you to back off. That 

is if you still WANT your hands after this ordeal is over. 

Guard #1: And you young lady, are trespassing on the queen’s private section of this 

world. I suggest you come without much of a fuss, if YOU still WANT to live. 

Qwinzy: Good sir, I know once Queeny Mortosa gets her hands on us, she’ll punish me 

for disobeying her. If I could have a moment alone with Mo here, I’d appreciate it. 

Guard #2: (warily) I don’t know about this… the queen commanded we bring you 

straight away. 

Guard #1: What’s the harm in it? We’re still taking them to see the queen. It’s not like 

WE’RE disobeying orders. 



(the guards nod and walk over to the wings. They pretend they’re not listening.) 

Mo: What do you mean, punish you? You did a good deed, surely that’s praised here. 

Qwinzy: Not as much as listening to the queen. 

Mo: But this wasn’t your fault. It was mine. I forced you to. If anyone should be 

punished, it should be me. 

Qwinzy: No, you’re not to blame. You were perfectly happy, scribbling away, when I 

waltzed in and thought I could assist with your dreams. 

Mo: But I wasn’t “perfectly happy”. The stress was getting to me and you came along 

and whisked it away. For the first time, I was carefree and spontaneous, getting 

wrapped up in an adventure. And I don’t mean the way you feel when you’re reading an 

adventure. This was different, it was me encountering obstacles and learning from 

them. You took me to a world of fantasy that banished the worries from my head and I 

doubt they’ll be back.  

Guard #1: Time’s up. Time to meet your worst nightmare: Queeny Mortosa, when she’s 

angry. 

(The guards grab their wrists again and push them offstage, following behind.) 

Scene 5 

Setting: Queeny Mortosa sits on her throne. The girls enter and sit on the 

bench.) 

(Mo and Qwinzy enter, hostages of Guard #1 and Guard #2. The guards lead them to 

the bench and sit them down. Then they stand behind the queen.) 

Mo: (angrily) Let’s skip the small talk, shall we? Why do you need to punish Qwinzy? 

Queeny Mortosa: But small talk’s etiquette! Would you like something to eat? Drink? 



Mo: Listen here, Qwinzy’s not to blame for any of this. I forced her to disobey you. 

Queeny Mortosa: Ah, but you see, I can’t punish you, no matter how much I want to. 

You’re a human. You do not belong here. Therefore I have no authority over you. 

Mo: Really? You can’t do anything to me? Even if I insult you? 

Queeny Mortosa: Even if you insult me. 

Mo: ( stands up) In that case, I have a few things to say… (rolls up sleeves.) 

Qwinzy: Woah there, my dashing knight- (gets interrupted by Mo.) 

Mo: Shut up. 

Qwinzy: Whatever you’re gonna say, won’t help this situation. 

Mo: We’ll never know unless I try. (turns to Queeny Mortosa) Qwinzy was doing what 

she thought was right. And what she did WAS right. She helped, when no one else 

could. She brought me out of my head, something I needed. She understood me and 

LISTENED. That’s all I needed. You don’t know how long I’d stressed over growing up. 

She gave me a venting session and she didn’t judge. She gave me someone who truly 

cared about me. Herself. 

Queeny Mortosa: Maybe that’s why I can’t understand. I never could connect with 

others. I was born with a silver mirror in front of my face. (looks down) I’ve always been 

self-absorbed. I was never able to care about others. Maybe I wasn’t raised quite right. 

I’m sure somebody’s to blame for (gestures at self) this monstrosity. 

Qwinzy: (puts hand on the queen’s arm.) I’ll help you. I’ll help you learn empathy. I 

know I can. 

Mo: There you go again. Making promises that “you know you can help.”  

Qwinzy: (laughs) And it starts all over again. 



Queeny Mortosa: Really you’ll help me learn empathy? You’d do that for me? 

Qwinzy: On one condition. You set me free and allow me to take Mo back. (smiles at 

Mo) It’s the least I can do. 

Queeny Mortosa: Done. (Qwinzy and the queen shake hands.) 

Qwinzy: (to Mo) Never forget me. 

Mo: (squeezes her) How could I? 

Qwinzy: For the magic to work, you need to say that returning to your world is your 

wish. Then I could grant it. 

Mo: (closes eyes) I wish to go home. 

Qwinzy: Now click your heels together. 

Mo: (eyes pop open) What? 

Qwinzy: (laughs) I’m just kidding. (magical motion) 

(Blackout) 

Scene 6 

Setting: Mo’s bedroom. 

(She’s at her desk the piece of paper in front of her, pencil in hand.) 

Mo: (opens eyes and looks around. She smiles and looks at the pencil. Then she bends 

over the piece of paper and writes. She sits back and reads over what she wrote. She 

nods, smiles, and bends over the paper again. She writes more.) 

(Blackout and curtains close.) 

Bows  

 



Insanity 

(The Jack and Jill Murder Mystery)  
By: Kateryna Socolovska 

9th Grade, Santa Ynez Valley Union High School 
 
Narrator: “Jack and Jill went up the hill to fetch a pail of water. Jack fell down and broke his 

crown and Jill came tumbling after.” 

(Curtain open)  

(Setting is in a little cabin in a small village in England. Jack is sitting in his armchair, stage 

right, close to center, when Jill walks in stage walks in, stage left) 

Jill: Jack, we’re almost out of fresh drinking water. I’m going to get some. Would you like to 

join me? 

Jack: No. (voice blunt) 

Jill: Suit yourself. (leaves stage right, smiling. She is very carefree)  

Jack: (looks up at the audience and smirks evilly) Oh, stupid, stupid, Jill. You do not see it, do 

you? You don’t see how much you annoy me. Oh, but do not fear. This annoyance will stop. 

(stands. Jack is insane) Ever since our parents left, I have been stuck with her. Every second of 

every minute of every hour of every day of every week of every month of every year. She 

touches my stuff with her filthy little hands. I always have to do what she wants. It is never what 

I want. (knocks over a glass that is on the small table located center stage) Look! She’s done it 

again! That little brat has done it again! She’s broken the glass. My precious glass. So beautiful 

and pure. So simple...And she broke it! (starts looking around the room) Come out, Jill. I know 

you’re hiding. It’s finally time to do what I want. (sits down in his chair, exhausted. He closes his 

eyes. Jill reenters the room stage right)  

Jill: Oh, silly me! I forgot the pail. Jack, do you know where it is? 

Jack: In the closet, where it always is. (bored tone again) 



Jill: I can’t find it! (whines) 

Jack: (sighs angrily and stomps off stage left to find the pail) 

Jill: (looks at the audience) Oh, he thinks he is so clever. He thinks I don’t see. I see. I see his 

every move. (gets distracted by the broken glass) Oh! What’s this? (looks sad then quickly 

becomes angry) I bet it was him. He was planning to stop me. No! He is here to do my bidding. 

For too long have I had to deal with his boring monotone ways. I will end it.  

Jack: (returns with the pail) I might as well join you. 

Jill: (smiles sweetly) Oh good! I’ve lost my way again, anyways.  

(Both actors exit stage right.) 

Scene 2 

(The scene is changed to a very green and grassy hill. Jack walks behind Jill. Jill is skipping 

happily while Jack is completely expressionless)  

Jill: It’s such a lovely day? (begins to fill the pail) 

Jack: (monotone) Yes.  

Jill: (begins to fill the pail with water) We should go look for bunnies! I want a pet bunny. 

Jack: (looks around silently then takes the pail and redoes Jill’s actions because she did not do it 

properly) 

Jill: No! No! I want to do it! (whines loudly)  

Jack: No, Jill, let me do it! 

Jill: (snatches the pail and pushes Jack who trips her as he falls. They both disappear down the 

hill and a long bonk is heard)  

Maid: (hears the noise and runs over from stage right with a farmer) Oh my! Jack, Jill! Are you 

hurt?  



Jack: (stands up and he, the maid, and the farmer walk center stage, the maid and the farmer 

helping Jack who is rubbing his head) Hurt? Of course n- (he pauses for a moment, voice turns 

weak) O-of course I am. I have hurt my head. It was Jill. She pushed me! She tried to kill me. 

She is a monster, a criminal, a-a thief!  

Farmer: (skeptical, but nods as they lead Jack off stage left)  

Scene 3 

(Set is changed back to Jack and Jill’s home. Jack is in his armchair, faking severe pain. The 

Farmer is standing by Jack, watching his closely) 

Maid: (rushes in from stage right with some tea and ice) Drink this, dear. And put this on your 

head.  

Jack: (sighs and places the tea on his head and attempts to drink the ice)  

Farmer: (sighs loudly, annoyed. He switches them for Jack) 

Jack: (smiles innocently and weakly) O-oh Thank you, sir.  

Maid: We should let you rest, dearie. Come along, George. (exits stage left) 

Farmer: (looks Jack up and down before following the Maid)  

Jack: (smirks and takes a sip from the tea) Ah, silence. So pure. So simple. So underrated. How 

I love silence. With Jill, there was never silence. Never. Oh how I love silence. (sips his tea and 

smiles, closing his eyes for a moment. Lights dim as his eyes close and rapidly come back on as 

he opens them suddenly. His voice is now panicked) I can still hear her. I can hear her breathing 

and her voice, her laughter and her cries, her voice, her obnoxious, loud, disturbing voice. I hate 

it! I hate it so much. (gets up and throws the cup down along with the ice) No, Jill! Get out! 

Please! Please! Please! (falls back into his chair, crying) Oh, Jill! I am so sorry for killing you, 

but I still do not understand who it was that tried to kill me.  



(lights off on Jack and come on on the Maid who is standing stage right) 

Maid: In this tragic time, I weep. Another young soul has been lost, like my own two. I must 

believe Jack because I did not believe that truth of my own children’s murder.  

(lights dim on her and come back up on Jack) 

Jack: (sitting in his armchair, staring at an empty glass) What am I to do now? No friends to go 

and see. No dreams I wish to achieve. What am I supposed to do now, now that this murder has 

been completed. (lights dim and return to where the Maid was, but standing in her place is the 

Farmer) 

Farmer: All this murder business and all these lies, I do not believe it, I cannot believe it. Too 

many times did I believe the lies. They were just that. Lies. Fiction. False. No, I will not believe 

Jack, even if Jill herself tells me that he is telling the truth. (lights dim and reappear on Jack) 

Scene 4 

Jack: Maybe I should be King. Yes, King Jack. I enjoy the sound of those words on my lips. 

King Jack...But how do I become King Jack? The village must fall in love with me. I must find a 

bride. I must be rich. I will be rich! (jumps up onto his chair and grins) I will stand before my 

subjects and tell the story of how I single handedly escaped being murdered. They will believe I 

have been sent from the heavens. (smiles dreamily then looks panicked) Oh, but what if they 

discover it was I who killed Jill, that I am a fraud. (sighs) Oh, Jill. Thank you for trying to 

murder me. Now I can become King. (jumps down from the chair and runs off stage right)  

Scene 5 

(Scene changes into a courtyard with small houses. Jack is standing in the center upon a platform 

to be seen. There is a crowd gathered around him. The Maid and the Farmer are standing closest 

to him) 



Jack: My people! My village, my friends, my people. I am Jack and I have escaped murder!  

(crowd murmurs and talk to one another) Silence! Yes, you heard correctly.  

(then mumbles to himself) Idiots. (now speaks up) My sister and I went up the hill to get a pail of 

water. She pushed me down the hill and fell along with me. She hit her head on the rock I was 

supposed to land upon. She tried to murder me. And I escaped! Me! Simple, handsome, 

intelligent, Jack. Now, what do you make of that?  

(crowd continues to murmur with one another then the Maid speaks up, getting up on the 

platform with Jack. She grabs his shoulders gently and smiles out at the crowd) 

Maid: Jack shall be our King! He will lead us through the wrong and through the right. He will 

give us strength in times in pain and happiness in times of peace. He will protect us from hunger 

and pain. He will save us all! 

(crowd whoops and cheers. Jack grins. Lights dim) 

Scene 6 

(This scene is at the hill where Jill died. It is midnight, raining, and the Farmer slowly sneaks on 

from stage right) 

Farmer: (kneels by the hill to examine Jill’s body and sighs) I don’t know. Oh, I don’t know. I 

really don’t know. (keeps examining then stands) How did she fall? Was the grass slippery? 

(paces as he talks) Did Jack pull her down? Did she trip? Did Jack trip her? How did she fall? 

Why did she fall? Was there a third person involved? I see footprints here in the mud, but I do 

not know whose they are. The rain has begun to clear them away. (kneels by the mud and 

examines the grass) Nothing. There is nothing here at all. No evidence. (sighs and stands as he 

hears a wolf howl) Jack shall never be King. I will make sure of it. He is a murderer. I can sense 

it. I just need to prove it. I just need more time. (exits stage left)  



Scene 7 

(Scene takes place in the courtyard of the village. There is a beautiful throne center stage and 

flowers surrounding it. There is a crowd gathered around. Jack is being crowned King and the 

ceremony has not yet begun. The crowd is talking amongst themselves and Jack is looking 

around, dressed very much like a King. His robe is blood red. A ghost like memory of Jill 

appears upstage right and stands by Jack)  

Jill: King, huh? Sounds fun. Sounds like something we could have done together. (sighs) But 

you just had to go and kill me. Me, your own sister. I don’t really understand why. What will you 

do when they find out that you’re a cold blooded murder? What will they say when they hear of 

the story of how their very own King and his sister went up a hill to retrieve a pail of water then 

you fell down and pulled me with you. Oh, but that wasn’t what killed me. Was it Jack? No no. 

You picked up the pail and hit my head. One must ask themselves what it is they did to deserve 

being murdered. I did not harm you in any way, now did I? Of course not. So what do you think 

these good, innocent, happy people will say when they hear their King is a killer. You’ll be 

feared. People will try to get you off the throne. They’ll fight for the throne and there will be 

more bloodshed and more terror. Is that want you want for your people? Do you care about them 

at all? Is it all just pure selfishness? I think it is. (giggles then walks over to a red rose that is 

lying close to the throne. She picks it up and smiles) It must have fallen out from one of these 

beautiful bouquets. I like it. What do you think Jack? It’s red. Blood red. (she hands it to him. 

He’s been silent the whole time, just watching her, but he does take the rose) Blood red, Jackie. 

(she grins and leaves upstage right. The ceremony begins and is very quick. The Farmer shushes 

the crowd and approaches Jack with the crown) 

Farmer: (sighs and speaks in a bored tone) Kneel.  



Jack: (grins and kneels before him. Just as the crown is placed on his head, there is loud banging 

noise coming from upstage right where Jill had exited. The crowd begins to murmur and Jack 

stands, walking towards upstage right) Fear not, my good people! I am here to protect you! (as 

he takes one step closer, there is a loud bang as there had been when Jack and Jill disappeared 

behind the hill. Jack is dead, laying on the ground on his front. The crowd screams and begins to 

panic) 

Farmer: (steps onto the throne which causes everyone to stop and look at him) The King is 

dead! Yes, it is very tragic, but we only had a King for a minute! We’ve lived years without a 

King. We’re a small village of fifty people, perhaps even less. Somehow, we’re all related. Why 

do we need a King to ourselves when the King of England has never harmed us and has allowed 

us to live here peacefully without any fear. Go home! Jack is dead. He was never King. Go 

home! (the crowd boo at him as they exit stage right or left, depending on their location)  

Maid: (sighs and walks over to him from next to Jack’s body) I disagree with you, but that is 

beside the point right now. Who was it? 

Farmer: That killed Jack? Can’t say. Wasn’t any of us. It’s not hunting season and we don’t use 

our weapons for anything else. (walks over to Jack and kneels by him. When he is taking his 

pulse, he takes a piece of paper out of Jack’s hand where the rose had been previously)  

Maid: What is it? (asks in a worried tone as she hurries over) 

Farmer: Probably his speech. (shrugs and unravels it)  

Maid: What’s it say?  

Farmer: Looks like a suicide note. You think he planned this?  

Maid: Doubt it. Who plans to be King and the day of their coronation kill themselves? No one. I 

think it was murder. 



Farmer: But we were all here. It couldn’t have been anyone in the village. It wasn’t you. It 

wasn’t me. It most certainly wasn’t Jill.  

Maid: (sighs) I guess you just can’t trust anyone anymore.  

Scene 8 

(The entire stage is dark. A figure, whose face cannot be seen, steps out. It is clothed in all black. 

The lighting become very dim and there is a bit of a spotlight on the figure. It lights a cigarette 

and is silent. After about two puffs, he speaks) 

IT: I am the murderer, if you must put a label on me. I killed Jack and Jill’s parents. I killed Jill. 

I killed Jack. I am not just a murderer. I do so much more than that. I venture into your mind and 

mess with your thoughts and your mind. I alter your perception and your thoughts. I change the 

way people think and view a situation. The Farmer thought Jack was a murderer. The Maid was 

convinced it was Jill. And Jack? He didn’t know what happened. He was just one of my puppets 

in my game of torture. (takes another drag and chuckles) Still don’t know who I am? People 

blame me quite a bit when a murder happens, that the killer was associated with me. Still don’t 

know. Mmmm, tough crowd. (takes another puff then puts it out) I played Jack like you would 

play a violin, with care and precise movements. I got into his mind long ago and he let me take 

over each and every one of his thoughts, molding them to be like mine. I killed Jack and I killed 

Jill. I turned an accident into a murder. I’m crazy. I am Insanity. I thrive off of pain and fear. I 

crawl into your mind and after careful planning, have full control over you. I am Insanity. Watch 

out. (lights out)  

Narrator: “Jack and Jill went up the hill to fetch a pail of water. Jack fell down and broke his 

crown and Jill came tumbling after.”  

End 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


