PICNIC by William Inge
MADGE

Whenever | hear that train coming to town, [ always get a feeling of excitement —
in here. (Hugging her stomach). | always wonder, maybe some wonderful person
is getting off here, just by accident, and he’ll come into the dime store for
something and see me behind the counter, and he’ll study me very strangely and
then decide I'm the person they’re looking for in Washington for an important job
in the Espionage Department. (She is carried away). Or maybe he wants me for
some great medical experiment that’ll save the whole human race.



SONNY
THE DARK AT THE TOP OF THE STAIRS by William Inge

Mom. Look. Mom! Mrs. Stanford gave me five dollars for speaking my piece. See? Five whole
dollars. She said | was the most talented little boy she ever saw. See, Mom? Then she got out
her packetbook and gave me five whole dollars. See? And Mrs. Stanford sent me home with
her chauffeur, toe, Mom. (He gives the word its French pronunciation. That's the way you're
supposed to pronounce it, chauffeur. it's French. She had all kinds of little sandwiches. Gee,
they were good. And cocoa, too, Mom with lots of whipped cream on top, in littie whilte cups
with gold edges. Gee, they were pretty. And lots of little cakes, too, with pink frosting and
green. And ice cream, too. ijust ate and ate and ate.



THE CRUCIBLE by Arthur Miller

ABIGAIL

Now look you. All of you. We danced. And Tituba conjured Ruth Putnam’s dead
sisters. And thatis all. And mark this. Let either of you breathe a word, or the
edge of a word, about the other things, and | will come to you in the black of
some terrible night and | will bring a pointy reckoning that will shudder you. And
you know | can do it; | saw Indians smash my dear parents’ heads on the pillow
next to mine, and | have seen some reddish work done at night, and | can make
you wish you had never seen the sun go down! Now, you ~ sit up and stop this!



A A S HAN A

BRIGHTON BEACH MEMOIRS Neil Simon

1930s. A howse in Brighton Beach, Brooklyn, EUGENE (16) is
lying on HIS bed, making another entry in HIS "memoirs.” This
one conecerns a conversation benween HIS mother, KATE, and his
gunt, BLANCHE, chout a dreaded disease. All of EUGENE's
monologues are directly to the audience.

EUGENE: (Writing, says aloud) “That's-what-they-have-gutters-
for" ... (To audience} If my mother knew | was writing all this
dows, she would swuff me like one of her chickens . , . I'd benter
explain what she meant by Aunt Blanche's "situation” . . . You
see, her husband, Uncle Dave, died six years ago from.. . (He

looks around}...this thing ... They never say the word.
They always whisper it It was—He whispers)—Cancert . . . I
think they're afraid if they said it out loud, God wouid say, "I
HEARD THAT! YOU SAID THE DREAD DISEASE! (He points
fnger down) JUST FOR THAT, I SMITE YOU DOWN WITH
ITi". .. There are some things that grown-ups just won't dis-
cuss ... For example, my grandfather. He died from——(He

whispers}—Diptheriat . .. Anyway, after Uncle Dave died, he
left Aunt Blanche with no money. Not cven insurance . . . And
she couldn't support herself because she has—(He whispers) Asth-
ma. .. So my big-hearted mother insisted we take her and her
kids in 10 live with us. So they broke up our room intg two small
rooms and e and my brother Stan live on this side, and Laurie and
her sister Nora live on the other sids. My father thought it would
just be temporary but it's been three and a half years so far and I
think because of Aunt Blanche's situation, my father is develop-
ing—({He whispers)—High blood pressure!



THE CRUCIBLE

By Arthur Miller

MARY WARREN

When she come into the court I say to myself, I must not accuse this woman, for
she sleeps in ditches, and so very old and poor. But then — then she sit there,
denying and denying, and I feel a misty coldness climbin’ up my back, and the skin
on my skull begin to creep, and I feel a clamp around my neck and I cannot breathe
air; and then I hear a voice, a screamin’ voice, and it were my voice — and all at
once | remembered everything she done to me! So many times, Mr. Proctor, she
come to this very door, beggin’ bread and a cup of cider — and mark this: whenever
I turned her away empty, she mumbled. But what does she mumble? You must
remember, Goody Proctor. Last month — a Monday, I think — she walked away,
and I thought my guts would burst for two days after. Do you remember it? And
so I told that to Judge Hathorne, and he asks her so. “Sarah Good,” says he, “what
curse do you mumble that this girl must fall sick after turning you away?” And
then she replies, “Why, your excellence, no curse at all. T only say my
commandments; I hope I may say my commandments,” says she! Then Judge
Hathorne say, “Recite for us your commandments!” And of all the ten show could
not say a single one. She never knew no commandments, and they had her in a flat
lie!



Y

Nice People Dancing to Good Country Music by Lee Blessing
JASON:

You only been here a few hours. I been here all summer, He’s nuts. He makes me work

in his crumby business. I'm on my vacation, and he makes me push beer cases around in

the back room down there. He’s a creepoid jerk. Today he told me to move twenty

cases of Schlitz from the front wall to the back wall, and restack ‘em. It’s the same
twenty cases I moved from the back wall to the front wall yesterday. He can’t decide
where they’re “the most efficient.” Efficient, my roaring butt, I’m going home
tomorrow --- what the hell do I care where they are?! I'm doing all this work for him,
and when I'm done he comes in and looks at it, and says he liked it better the other way.
Sol &umped three cases of Schlitz on his foot. He start screaming like crazy, and threw a
bottle at my head. He could’ve killed me, the stupid mother. You know, that’s the only
thing Jim ever did ] liked. Started calling me Jay Bob. Jay Bob is just as stupid a name

as Jason, but at least you can claim your folks didn’t know any better.



5™ OF JULY by Lanford Wilson
SHIRLEY

“{Quietly determined.) I'm going to be the greatest artist Missouri ahs ever
produced. No ~ the entire Midwest. There have been very famous people — world
famous people — Tennessee Williams grew up in Missouri. He grew up not three
blocks from where | live now! All his formative years. And Mark Twain. And
Dreiser! And Vincent Price and Harry Truman! And Betty Grable! But me! Oh God!
Mel Mel Me!l Me! | am going to be so great! Unqualified! The greatest single
artist the Midwest has ever known!

A painter. Or a sculptor. Or a dancer! A writer! A conductor! A composer! An
actress! One of the arts! People will die. Certain people will literally have cardiac
arrests at the magnitude of my achievements. Doing something astonishing! Just
astonishing!

| will have you know that | intend to study for ten years, and then burst forth on
the world. And people will be abashed! Amazed! Astonished! At the magnitude.

Oh, God! Look! Is that she? Is that she? Isit? IT ISV IT IS SHE! IT IS SHE!
AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH! (She collapses on the floor. Slowly getting to a
sitting position; with great dignity) She died of cardiac arrest and astonishment at
the magnificence of my achievement in my chosen field. Only Shakespeare,
Michelangelo, Beethoven, and Frank Lloyd Wright have raised to my heights
before mel”



YOU'RE A GO PAN, CHARLIE AROWN Ly Clark Gosner
Snoopy -~ an sptlean dog HALE -~ CrHMIC

sncopy_maokos clear that heing o World Wne Oue [lving aoe 18 not ao

wonder{ul,

llerc's the World War One flying acc high over Fronce Ln his Sopwith
ba:ncl, searching for the lafamous Red Baron., I must bring him down.
Suddenly enti-nirerafy fire, archie we cell it, beging to buret bescath my
plane. The Red faron has spotted me. Nyehh, ayahh, nyahh! You can't hit

me. 'il"arentheticailz.) Actueily, tough flying aces never say “nyehh,
nyahkh." I was just, wh . . ., {(Back to business,) Orat this fog. It'y

bad ecnough to have to fight the Red Baron withoud having to fly in weather -
like this. A}l right, Red Barenl Come on out. You can't hide from me
forever, Ah! The sun has booken thuough. I can se: the weads of Montsac

below, But, whet's this? I%'gz a Fekker triplane. Ha, I've got you. You

can't escape from me this time, Red Darani Aughl He's diving down out of

the sun. He's tricked me cgain. I've got to run. Cowe on, Sopwith Camel,
let's po. Go, Camel, gol I ean't shake him. Ha'g riddiing my plane with
bulleta, Curse you, Hed Baronf Cyrse you and your kindl Curse the avil
that causes this unhappiness. (Snoopy rolaxes, remeving his goggles end
fcarf.) Here's the World War Cne flying ace back at the aeredrome In
Frence, Ho is exhausted and yet he does not sinep, for ane thought con-

tinues o throb fn his broin:  Someday, someday I'lL get you, Red Baroni



OUR TOWN by Thornton Wilder
EMILY

“(Defensive.) 'm not mad at you. {Dreading to face the issue.) But, since you ask
me, | might as well say is right out, George — (Faces down again. Then finding it
hard to say) | don’t like the whole change that’s come over you in the last year.
(She glances at him.) I'm sorry if that hurts your feelings; but I've just got to — tell
the truth and shame the devil.

(Facing mostly out, on the verge of tears.) Well up to a year ago, | used to like you
a lot. And | used to watch you while you did everything — because we’d been
friends so long. And then you began spending all your time at baseball. (She bites
the word.) And you never stopped to speak to anyone anymore — not to really
speak — not even to your own family, you didn’t. And George, it's a fact — ever
since you've been elected Captain, you've got awful stuck up and conceited, and
all the girls say so. And it hurts me to hear ‘em say it; but [ got to agree with ‘em a
little, because it’s true. | always expect a man to be perfect and | think he should
be. {All innocence, yet firm.) Well, my father is. And as far as | can see, your father
is. There’s no reason on earth why you shouldn’t be too.

But you might as well know right now that I'm not perfect — It's not easy for a girl
to be perfect as a man, because, well, we girls are more — nervous. Now, I'm sorry
[ said all that about you. | don’t know what made me say it. {Cries.) Now | can see
it's not true at all. And | suddenly feel that it's not important, anyway. (Cries.)”



FEPPT S Y

TEach Me How 70 Cey

WILL:  Nothing s so very temibie. (Corner begins 1o play. He
89€s over (o her speaks honestly and Jorcefully.y There was 2
house once down By a lake near where we useqd (o live. The
house was afl boarded up and deserted, and the kids al! said i
%8s haunted and wert afraid of iz, { was too. More afmid thag
any of ther. And thep MY molher and dad decided we'd live
W that hovse, and ! Acarly ran away. { was going to, but |

tere | was being afraid of nethiag at ).

{MELDA begins 10 cry, looking ar him, The weeping becomes
G tearing sobbing, and she PUts her head down gnd conlinuas
10 506 for & long time. She $inks dowa onig the eSS, Wi,
stands guietly, watching her. Once he $IrS 10 reach out his

hand 10 her, bur 1gies i1 back. When the Cying has subsided o
lierle)

WILL: Soms peeple say men don't liks it when girls cry, bug
. they'm the kind of people thar don't fike 2izls 10 tavgn either.
Cr anvtody, | think if you can do gne. then it's easier o 4o

the other. and both of them make you feef goed, WiTl you



THE DIARY OF ANNE FRANK

Adapted by Francis Goodrich and Albert Hackett

ANNE

Look, Peter, the sky. What a lovely, lovely day. Aren’t the clouds beautiful? You
know what I do when it seems as if I couldn’t stand being cooped up for one more
minute? I think myself out. I think myself on a walk in the park where I used to
go with Pim. You know the most wonderful thing about thinking yourself out?
You can have it any way you like.

I wish you had a religion, Peter. Oh, I don’t mean you have to be Orthodox. T just
mean some religion. It doesn’t matter what. When I think of all that’s out there,
and the goodness of the people we know, all risking their lives for us every day,
when I think of the good things, I'm not afraid anymore.

I know it’s terrible, trying to have any faith, when people are doing such horrible
things... But I still believe, in spite of everything, that people are really good at
heart.

Listen to us, going at each other like a couple of stupid grown-ups. Look at the sky
now, isn’t it lovely?



'TALES FROM THE ARABIAN MICE
Will Averill

Rock, a perenniial bit player, belicves there are smail paris jor actors. He pripes
7o the andiense,

ROCK. Hi I dog’t know if you remermber me or not, but I was the
kid who played the Crocodile last vear in Peter Pan? Do vou re-
membez? Probably not. It was a Litte pait, and although I've
trained for vears for a life in the theatze, three years running hese at
the [name of venue], they have neglected w0 use me to my fullest
poteadzal...again. You know what T am this vear? I'm. a. rock. Nor
the professional wresder and famious actor in such cinematic clas-
sics as “The Scorpion King’, no, I'm Just a roudne lousy geologieal
formadon whick our protagonist {that’s a big word for hero tiar |
learned in my three years of professional theatre training, all of
which did me NO good when it came to casting), finds himself
collapsing against in his time of wouble. Can' walt for school
start agzin—"We went to Disneyworld this suminer, oh, wow, we
went to Burope. Hey, what'd vou do this summer kid’s name).
Who, me? Oh. I stayed at home AND PLAYED A LOUSY
ROCKY Not that P'm bitter. Cause jt’s—

(Clber-sarcastic:)
“—ir’s great training,”
{PIPSQUEAK songhs.)

Oh. Excuse me. Gotta go LIE ON THE FLOOR AND DO
NOTHING now for a while,

(ROCK resurns to his pasition.)

Read dis play at DWW PLErcTID. cony 129



THE MEMBER OF THE WEDDING by Carson McCullers
FRANKIE

Did you hear what Jarvis said? They were talking about whether to vote for C.0.
MacDonald. And Jarvis said, “Why | wouldn’t vote for that scoundrel if he was
running to be dogcatcher.” | never heard anything so witty in my life. And you
know what Janice remarked. When Jarvis mentioned how much I've grown, she
said she didn’t think | looked terribly big. She said she got the major portion of
her growth before she was thirteen. She said | was the right height and had
acting talent and ought to go to Hollywood. She did, Bernice. She said she
thought | was a lovely size and would probably not grow any taller.

FRANKIE

Don’t bother me, John Henry. I’'m thinking. About the wedding. About my
brother and the bride. Everything’s been so sudden today. | never believed
before about the fact that the earth turns at the rate of about a thousand miles a
day. | didn’t understand why it was that if you jumped up in the air you wouldn’t
fand in Selma or Fairview or somewhere else instead of the same backyard. But
now it seems to me | feel the world is going around very fast. | feel it turning and
it makes me dizzy.

FRANKIE

| just now thought of something. | know where I'm going. It's like I've known it all
my life. Tomorrow | will tell everybody. After the wedding I’'m going with them to
Winter Hill. 'm going off with them after the wedding. The trouble with me is

NIH

that for a long time | have been just an “I” person. All other people can say “we.”
All people belong to a “we” except me. Not to belong to a “we” makes you
lonesome. | know that the bride and my brother are the “we” of me. So 'm
going with them, and joining with the wedding. I love the two of them so much

and we belong together. Because they are the we of me.



OVER THE TAVERN
Tom Dudzick

The year is 1959. 12-year-0ld Rudy Pazinski rushe: into charch and &necls in
s pew. Oops, he fargst ts genuflect. He jumps ont of the pew, gennflecis quickly
and jumps back in, Fle makes a guick sign of the cross and folds bis hands,
poinsing them to Fleaven.

RUDY. Please, please, please Dear Jesus, please make her ease up
on me. T promise I’ll learn my catechism and get confirmed and all
that, but piease, I mean, c’'mon, look at that! (Shows the stinging pabs
of bis band to heaven.) Please just make her not so mean, that’s all.
And Tll be a soldier for you, 1 promise. Whatever that means, I'll
do it. Thank vou. (Makes a guick sign of the cross, geis up, then suddenty
kneels agarn.) And the spaghettl! (Quick sign of ie eross.) The spagherti!
Please don’t let Daddy forget the spaghett tonight. Please, please,
that’s very important. The spaghetd. Don't let him forget the spa-
ghertti. Okay? The spaghetti. Very importanat. 3o, it's Sister Clarissa
and the spaghetti. Thank you.

(Makes  quick sign of Hhe cross, gets up, genwflects, almosi makes it
ot, but he runs back again, swshes a gennflection, kneels and makes
the sign of the cross.)

And the bad mood! Ple-e-eze dear Jesus, don’t let Daddy be in a
bad mood tonight. Please, just no bad mood! Supper would be
great without that. No bad mood, please. And I'll leatn my cate-
chism and get confirmed. Okay, so it’s a nicer Sister Clarissa, the
spaghetti, and no bad mooed, and I'll get confirmed. Okay, thank
vou, dear Jesus, thank you!

34 Actor’s Chaice: Monolopses for Teens (Ma.le§



THE EFFECT OF GAMNA RAYS ON MAN-IN-THE-MOON MARIGOLDS by Paul
Zindel

TILLIE

He told me to look at my hand, for a part of it came from a star that exploded too
long ago to imagine. This part of me was formed from a tongue of fire that
screamed through the heavens until there was our sun. And this part of me — this
tiny art of me —was on the sun when i itself exploded and whirled in a great
storm until the planets came to be.

And this part of me was then a whisper of the earth. When there was life,
perhaps this part of me got lost in a fern that was crushed and covered until it
was coal. And then it was a diamond millions of years later — it must have been a
diamond as beautiful as the star from which it had first come. Or perhaps this
part of me became lost in a terrible beast, or became part of a huge bird that flew
above the primeval swamps.

And he said this thing was so small — this part of me was so small it couldn’t be
seen — but it was there from the beginning of the world. And he called this bit of
me an atom. And when he wrote the word, | fell in love with it. Atom. Atom.
What a beautiful word.



OVER THE TAVERN
Tom Dudzick

Fhe year is 1959, 12-year-old Rudy Pasinski fneels in a charih pew.

RUDY. Jesus, what did you do? Sister Clarissa’s in the hospitai! 1
just asked that you make her ease up on me, I didn’t sav rub her
outl ...And now Daddy’s bad mood is worse. And we never did get
the spaghetd. Is this a punishment? Al ’cause I'm looking for
something else? How can you blame me, Jesus? All 1 get from vou
is rules. No miracles, no fun, just rules. And crazy rules! Like don™t
eat meat on Friday. 1 can’t believe you came all the way down o
Earth to say that. What's it for? Eddie says vou might've done it for
the Apostles, to help their fish business, That [ could sce. Buay,
okay, they’re dead now, and I'm still eating fish sticks on Friday.
And T hate fish sticks!

And other stuff, like giving vp things for Lent. Last vear, because
you died on the cross, I gave up TV for a month. 'm not com-
plaining. But in the end you came back from the dead, and I saw
everything on teruns anyway, so what was the poiat? ...I've got 10
keep looking, Jesus, But you understand. I know this kid, Agnie
Silverman; 1 always see him at the Sunday matinees. And he savs
you switched seligions, too. You started out Jewish! And vou said iz
yourseli— “Go thou and do likewisel”

Read this play at amwplayserspis.com
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Nora. ACT L

Nora, Bluncke's premy sixteen-yenr-old daughter, hax just been cho-
fen o appear in a musical thar will ultimately be produced on
Broadway, She is ecstatic and has refurned home in g much elevaied
state i impart the good news to the Jamify,

NORA

(A fitle breathless,) Okay! Here goes! ... I'm going 10 be in &
RBroadway show! (They look at her in stunned silence.) It's a musicat
caiied Abracadabra . . This man, Mr, Beckiman, he's a producer,
came to our dancing class this afternoon and he picked out threg
girls. We bave to be at the Hudson Theater on Monday morning at
er o'cluck to audition for the dance director. But on the wav out he
tock me aside and said the Jjob wes good as mine. T have to call him
twemorrow, I may have to go into town o talk to him about it, They
start relicarsing a2 week from Monday and then it BOGS to
Philadelphia, Wilmingten and Washington . . . and then it comes to
New York the secend week in December., There are nine big musical
numbers and there's going to be 2 big tank on the stage that you can
see through and the big finale all rakes place with the entire cast all
under water . . . I mean, can you beliove it7 I'm going to be in a
Broadway show, Momma! (They are all stilt stunned.)

Nora. ACT 1. -

L~ " B 4 ;r K //-]', . ‘e/ ”; , .{/{:’
_-\"or:z;)‘s %?n!in_x-s‘{asm jbr‘ app‘aajlinlgfin!a E?’oact‘w?)f n us(g_éaj Is poi
shared E%y ker iﬁmodwr,}' Biqhd} e, She f*z‘g{i’r!y S els thdr Nor ].';lrfs 00
yang aéd‘,nai\é’e eed that geming'a propér edidtion ‘s(;banﬁno it
Bt sl;hr;‘ éu‘u noIF given 18!;5 decision. Rathier, dugito thi facr ihat her
brmiimr-'}':i—!a L Jack iis' the gl]{eaa’ ! the fz;;u.s‘ch 1, .sg_fze jlas
r'ezirzqz:isf:\réd !:211(5::}10?{{'@ fo f'zi%\rj. Nora's fate regts in Jack’s Bands.
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THE KATRINA PROJECT:
HELL aND HIGH WATER

Michael Marles and Mackenzie Westmoreland

Billy, a bigh sehoof student cannol forger the seraarms drring his first night pol.
anigering in New Orfeans.

BILLY. I gor permission to skip high school! for a week o goona
rescue mission in New Orleans. All oy teachers requived is that §
write a repart about what I saw and did. Sounds like 2 good deal,
nght?

I artived in New Otleans to the sounds of peopie sCreaming for
help. But it was too dark and the pelice wouldn’t let us go in. The
aext morning while boating around the flooded oty 1 saw severs]
children with their heads sticking our of the attic—dead—ihose
were the screams I had heard,

I rescued 4 woman who handed me a bloody pillawcase. She told
me her baby son was in it. That she had given birth to him on 2
zcof and that while she was waiting to be rescued, he died.

I saw dozens of bloated bodies foar past my boat. I almost chrow
p from the smell. T watched many people drown. 1 saw =2 giti
<linging to 2 piece of plywood, oaly o be pushed off by 2 man
wrving to save himsclf, grabbed her and pulled her into the bost.
But when we arrived ar the evacuation site I had no choice but 1o
‘zave her there, even though there were no government officials ro
zelease her to and mobs of people fighting oves supplies, I wanred
" stay with that litde giel. She was too small and too weak 1o take
<are of herself. Prawse, Takes boitls of pills fromt pocket) 1 have tor take
medication to help me sleep now. I have ver o wrire that school
zeport. I'm reelly having & hard time. I know we couldn’t save
everyone, but I won't ever forget the screaming.

Read this play at BERDLAYCrED, o 23



MULLEN’S ALLEY

Timothy Mason

eheseat, a poor Jewish garl, exults over ber new plasses and sestored s1phi

REBECCAH. Yes, he gave them ta mel Terry Dolan! He ook me
to the Childeen's Aid Society and a man there put so very fnany
ghasses on my face and then, all of a sudden, I could see—T can see,
Lilyl And the charge was two dollars and Terry Dolan paid it right
then and there! I've beea all over, looking, You know the great tree
on Mott Streel, near the church?

['ve been living my Life seeing only a blur of green, But thousands
and thousands of leaves, each leaf sharp and clear and different
from every other? This T did not know! And grass &5 not a ¢ pet
painted one color only, grass is blades, ther 1

: i 5t Patnck’s chur
vard, ameng the praves, millions of litde green soidicts, waving at
me, Hello, kicin Beceah! Lily, I wught myself to read

Powith the
books this close to my face, but now T can walk along the Mulberry
Bend and read the signs from where I stand, thousaads of werds,
everywhere I lool!

REBECCALT moves off] looking ar all she can ses, teading the
Hgns as she feavey )
“Dutch’s Dy Goods.” *Hammetstein's Stables.” “Rosen’s Diner.”
“Klein and Company, Knickerbockers,” I never was so proud|




FEEDING ON MULBERRY LEAVES

Lucinda McDermaott

17-year-old Jeb Siuart Flint desires io escape the confines of the Virgimia
montains and spin his dream of becoming a fashion designer it the canyons of
New York City. He offers ap a prayer fo whs ever may be lstening.

JEB. Hello? Anybody out there? Jeb here. Guess you know rthat
being zll knowing and powerful, right7 I'm not sure about this God
thing. I like the idea of a fairy godmother. Yeah, Or godfather—
hey, 1 ain’t prejudiced. I mean, it worked for Cinderelia, right?
Guess T'm Jookin’ for a litde divine interventon here. See, my fam-
ily runs this store near the Namral Bridge of Vitginia, Guess you
know that, too, Seventh Natural Wonder of the World, by God—
ot, whatever, Yeah, we buy squitrel wils and ginseng, Gort black
and gold ceramic plaques of The Last Suppet. It's the Land "o Litde
Debbies, cigarettes and gasoline. Something for everybody, right?
Nah. What 1 need ain’t here. Now, if you don’t mind, this is where
I'm hoping yow'll come in. I need...magic, a miracle... 1 need...
See, 1 got this dream. On a clear night, outside my bedroom win-
dow—you can see a huge slice of sky with a slight hump of
Stoner’s Mountain. The sky is a delicious cobalt blue, and I'm 2
Madsse cut-out. Rupning. Looking for others to hold hands with—
to dance over hills shaped like the curves of a woman—to dance to
the hum of the industral revolution. Needle and thread marrying
with cloth. The hum of coming together. All us separare, cocooned
heings join in the dance. Over the hills, up the mountain. For once,
no longes alone. We rise. We float. Up, up, into that might sky.

18 Aitor’s Chafee: Mowolegues far Teans (Ma.[e:\‘




OVER THE TAVERN

Tom Dudrck,

The year is 1955, Appie Pagineki, 16, makss a midnipht

SRS

morher. It vancerns a rupror going arsand thai some givl n S nesiborioed

BGS SHER WNGTONNE i fromt of FHp G far

HENE
poss!

roreden ar wighi, with M i

ANNIE. /Upset; Okay, here’s whal heppened. The miher :
and Tina, we sor of took a fong lanch hour 2t schoal, How lone
3 &

OF.about the length of 2 movie, 'Uina said that these two bovs

would meet us At the thearre. From Bishop Cleary. They take long
haneh hours, wo, somedmes. It didn’t seem like o great idea, bu:
since boys haven’t exactly been beating down my door. Anyway,
dhey never showed up, They got caught by the school janitor 3o,
me aned Tina weat in. And, this movie, it was sort of artstic, For-
eipn, actusile, T don't think it was an the Legdon of Decency &
Bur it wasn’ ene of dhase dirty movies! Ok, na, 1t was beau
really win! And so romande, §iust wented w d
avin fraly, And the
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I+ rool place o
was s one part wheze this @el's

v Lozbids her wo see her lover and he locks her in ier room, So.

. while her lover is outside, she gows to her windew and.
vort of. gets ready for bed, . Bur they didn’t show an
covered most of it with irees and stall and showing
g wp at her. Ir was so artistic] And, so anyway, 2l
siop thinking about that patt. And that night T conldn
all I conidd think shont was how she lo

all alone. And then, lying chere in b

cam the girl. T got up out of bed, and, Ob, Mama, T never
wArbody would he warchin 7, I swe
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THE 1ST ANNUAL ACHADAMEE AWARDS
{full-length version)

Alan Haehnel

Normar rueives a nominafion for the best wmale actor (kar) ai Achadamze
High School. This monologne shows bim af work.

NORMAN, I ain’: afraid of you, man. No way I'm afraid of you
You want to fight me? I'll ght you. Don't you even think I won't
fight you, man. Bring it on——any tme! Right now? Uh, now’s not
actually 2 good time for me. A chicken? Me? You calling me a
chicken? Is that what you’re saying? Oh, man, you're not going to
get away with that. Nobody calls me 2 chicken. Nobody. It don’t
matter to me that you're taller by five inches or that you outweigh
me by a hundred pounds. Don’t even think it bothers me that
you're three times Golden Glove champion and that you've been
invited as a guest commentator for the Ultimate Fighting League.
So what? That's nothing! If you get me mad—and let me tell you,
vou're getting closel—then you just better watch out! I don’t care if
vou're Superman. Or the Amazing Hulk. Or any of those *cause T'll
ke you on just the same. I ain’c afraid of you; T ain’t afraid of no-
body! Nobody! You heating me? So you just better back off. Right
now! Just back away and you won’t have to get trounced! I'm teli-
ing you, you take one more step and I will not be held responsibie
for what I dot (Her watches, as if bis adversary bas sigpped closer. Fle looks
up.} Oh, yeah? I ain't afraid of you, and if my mother didn’t need
me home right now, you'd be dead meat.

{He runs away.)

o

Aczor's Choics: Moriologuies for Teens (Male)



THE 18T ANNUAL ACHADAMER AWARDS

{full-length version)

Alan Haehnel

Conpie is nominated as the bist fomale actor (lar) al ~\chadamee High Schood
This sanologre shows ber at prork,

CONNIE. Mom, please sit down. Listen, I know you've heen dis-
appointed with my behavior in the past. T haven’t always made wise
choices. When T had Bill Raymond drive his motoreyele inte our
living room, that was a bad choice. When | shoplifted those cmes,
those were bad choices, especially when T ser up my on-line clath-
ing business with the stolen goods and made over sixieen thousand
dolizrs selling brand-name ltems for a siguificant discount. |
shouldn’s lave done that. The thing with the esplosives and the
police breaking through our windows at 1wo in the morming, that
was wrong L can see that aow, But Mom, I need vou 1o know that
Thave changed. T truly have. T am not the same girl T was last week
when I tried to market my unigue brand of cigarettes, You can be-
fieve me now. You can rrust me, Please. T am a changed person. 1
am back ro being rhat innocent, wrust-worthy lirde girl you sent off
1o kindergarten so many vears age. So when 1 sk vou if T can bor-
row our few jetta for the next week and a half, and 10 corapletely

;
disregard that odd chemical smell coming from the tank, you can
believe me now, I wili not jet vou down.




THE 1ST ANNUAL ACHADAMEE AWARDS
{full-length version)

Alan Hachnel

Nigel recedves a nomination for the best mak: actor (har) at Achadamee Hugh
School. This monologue shows hint at work,

NIGEL. Before I begin my oral presentation on the play Ham/, 1
wouid like ro take just a moment to clear the air abour 2 few thmgs.
I understand thar some nasty rumors have been going around
about me. Rumor one: [ have never even tead the play Hantes. The
boek hzs been in the bottom of my locker, unopened siace the first
day we got the assignment. Rumor two: 1 don’t know a thing ahout
Hamier. Up umil vesterday moening, I thoughr a Hamler was a clever
name for a small breakfast item. According to that remar, T even
weat to Denny’s and tried to order a Hamler with 2 side of home
fres. Rumor three: T am completely unprepared for this presenta-
tion, and all I plan 1o do is get a barely passing grade by stznding up
here and bluffing my way through nndl my time is up. And rumeor
four, the most sickering one of alk: I, Nigel Thorburn, have no 2¢z-
demic motivation whatsoever, 1 expend the least zamount of energy
possible to squeak by, using only my nawral charm and extreme
talents in the art of slinging the bull. T want to sav, right here and
right now, that I highly resenr these rumors. If any of you have
been spreading them, I say—pardon my language, please—damn
rou. Damn yowr conniving hearts and your lying mouths. To those
of you who have begun to doubt me because of these rumors, | say
isten! For | am about to deliver z presentation on Hamér that will
erase all doubt, all fear, all worry, all.. .excuse me? What? Afy dme is
up? Do you mean to say Vil be getting 2 D- for simply using up my
ame even though I haven't yet begun to reveal the great mysicries
of the play Hamke? 1 wdll? T am appalled. Bur, I accept my fate
without complaint. Hey, that almost thymed. I am good!

Read this play at swnplayscripts.ion 3



18 MORE REASONS NOT T0 BE IN 4 PLAY

Alan Haehnel

High-sivnng Julie tlie s une of the 18 Reasons w I dan-

gErnees aelea. A pionolope’s end, she fatnts.

-
.

JULIE. Because you're a fast tatkst, You come from a family of

ing as a gene for fasratking vou

fast ralkers and i rhere’™s such o o
inkerited it and if vou wese in q play vou'd memo-
‘@ say them too fast and voo

have definic
rize vour ines and all that but you
know the director would say. ..

Take It slower,

And you'd know youw're supposed o tzke is slower and vou would
say to vourseif over and over, “Tatk siower. rafle slower,” but when
vou worried about it you'd get tense and when you gor tense you'd
tall even faster so the direcroy would siaen to get mad and he’d
54V...

e

Yo have w0 ik slower!

And you'd practicaily be screaming al vourself inside yoursel! and

beadng yoursell un because vou'd know vou were still talldne oo
) H ) )] 5

fasr bur vou'd be fewng o fervous zhout it vou'd be gering laster
and faster so the ditvctor would lose his patience Snally and v

wn

lower!

And that would make you go so fast that you never even wok a
breath and you'd go and go and go and go and go and g so b
that you ran completely cut of air bur wrill you'd be telling yourse]
to siow down so the director wouldn’ vell ar vou because you
baled that bur you couldn’t stup racing and racing unul finalfy you
usr. ..

Read this plav ae sl



IAY
LOST IN YONKERS by Neil Simon

Don't do it, Arty...Leave him alone, Uncle Louie. You want the bag open, do it yourself [He takes
the bog from Arty and tosses it at Louie’s feet). Maybe you don’t rob banks or grocery stores or
little old women, You're worse than that. You're a bully. You pick on a couple of kids. Your
own nephews. You make fun of my father because he cried and was afraid of Grandma. Well,
everyone in Yonkers is afraid of Grandma...And let me tell you something about my father. At
least he’s doing something in this war. He's sick and he’s tired but he’s out there seiling iron to
make ships, and tanks and cannons, and I'm proud of him. What are you doing? Hiding in your
mother’s apartment and scaring little kids and acting like Humphrey Bogart...Well, you're no
Humphrey Bogart...And I'll tell you something else - No. That's all.
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THE EFFECT OF GAMMA RAYS ON MAN-IN-THE-MOON MARIGOLDS

by Paul Zindsl

RUTIH:

I thought she’d telf the whole world,
Imasine, ikt in feont of (he assens.
piee, 0y

. . . . '
hiy, with c%‘g:‘m:ﬁ%ﬂu"lu_u: at frer,
heavens., she

was & sight. She had that old jumper
an—the {aded one wiph that lew cole
fsr—and = raggy sii[; that showed
all over and her hair looked like she
was struck by Hehiming
She was eranking this maodel of some-

-
thing——
This model of the atom . . . you

knew, it had this ¢rank and a leng
tower 5o that when you turned it

these ltile eoloced halls went spin-
ning around like crazy. Aud therv
was Tillie, cranking away., loeking
weird as a cout . . . that old jumper
with the raggy slip and the lightuiong
hair . . . cranking away while some

with glassas was reading this
stupid speech . . . and everyimidy
uest into laughter until the teachers
velled at them. And all day long, the
kids kept coming up to me saving,

“Ts that really vour sister? How can

o

you bear 1177 And you kuow, Chris
Burns says to me— She looks {ike
the ens that went to the leensy doo-
tors.” T could bave kissed him there

and then.



SCHROEDER
YOU'RE A GOOD MAN, CHARLIES BROWN by John Gordon

I'm sorry to have to say it right to your face, Lucy, but it’s true. You’re a very crabby person. |
know your crabbiness has probably become so natural to you now that you're not even aware
when you're being crabby, but it’s true just the same. You're a very crabby person and you're
crabby to just about everyone you meet. Now [ hope you don't mind my saying this, Lucy, and |
hope you'll take it in the spirit that it's meant. | think we should all be open to any opportunity
to learn more about ourselves. 1 think Soerates was very right when he said that one of the first
rules for anyone in life is “Know thyself.” Well, | guess I've said about enough. | hope | haven’t
offended you or anything.
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{From YOU'RE A GOOD MAN,CHARLIE BROWN) =Y Clark Gesner
LUCY: Excuse me a.moment Charlie Brown,But I was wondering if vou'd
mind answering a few guestiong. I'm conducting a survey to enable
me to know myself better,and first of all I'd iike to askion & scale
of zerc te one hundred.using a standard of Fifty as average,seventy-five
as above average and ninety as exceptional,where would you rate me in
regards to crabbiness? VYour ballats nesd not be signed and sll answers
will be held in strictest confidence. You may have & few minutes to
think it over if you want,or we can come hack to that question later.
This next question deals with certain character traits you may have
obsarved. Regarding personality,would you say that mine is A forceful,
B pleasing,or C objectionable,which one would you say, hum? Charlie Brown,
um? (Listens to his response] “Forcefiul." Well, well make a check mark at
the letter A then. The next guestion deals with physical appearance.
In referriny to my beauty,would you say that I was "stunning,” “mystarious,
or "intoxicating"? {listens again} "Stunning." Very well then,that
about does it. Thank you very much for helping with this survey,

Charlie Brown. Your cooperation has been greatly apprecilated.



CHARLIE BROWN
YOU'RE A GOOD MAN, CHARLIE BROWN by John Gordon

Yau know, [ don’t know if you'll understand this or not, but sometimes, even when I'm feeling
very low, 'll see some little thing that will somehow renew my faith. Just something like that
leaf, for instance - clinging to its tree in spite of the wind and storm. You know, that makes me
think that courage and tenacity are about the greatest values that a man can have. Suddenly
my old confidence is back and | know things aren’t half as bad as | make them out to be,
Suddenly | know that with the strength of his convictions a man can move mountains, and | can

proceed with full confidence in the basic goodness of my fellow man. 1 know that now. | know
it.



LINUS

YOU'RE A GOOD MAN, CHARLIE BROWN by John Gordon

In examining a work such as Peter Rabbit, it is important that the superficial characteristics of
its deceptively simple plot should not be allowed to blind the reader to the more substantial
fabric of its deeper motivations. In this report | plan to discuss the sociological implications of
family pressures so great as to drive an otherwise moral rabbit to perform acts of thievery
which he consciously knew were against the law. 1 also hope to explore the personality of Mr.
McGregor in his conflicting roles as farmer and humanitarian.



ANNE OF GREEN GABLES
Adapted by R.N. Sandberg

ANNE

Marilla’s trying to teach me to cook, but it’s uphill work. There’s so little scope
for imagination 1n cookery. You have to go by rules. The last time I made a cake I
forgot t put the flour in. I was imagining a lovely story about you and me. You
had smallpox and I was nursing you back to health. The cake was a dismal failure.
Flour is so essential to cakes, you know. Marilla was very cross, and I don’t blame
her. I'm a trial to her. Last week, Marilla made a pudding sauce to serve to Mr.
and Mrs. Chester Ross. She told me to put it on the shelf and cover it, but when I
was carrying it [ was imagning a nun taking the veil to bury a broken heart and 1
forgot about covering the sauce. When I finally remembered to cover it, I found a
mouse drowned In it. | took the muse out, of course, but Marilla was milking at
the time and I forgot to tell her until I saw her carrying the sauce to the table. I
screamed, “Marilla, you mustn’t use that pudding sauce. There was a mouse
drowned in it, and [ forgot to tell you.” Marilla and Matthew and Mrs. Ross all
Just started at me.



SAMMY
THE DARK AT THE TOP OF THE STAIRS by William Inge

! always worry that maybe people aren’t going to like me, when | go to a party. Isn't that crazy?
Do you ever get kind of a sick feeling in the pit of your stomach when you dread things? Gee, |
wouldn't want to miss a party for anything. But every time | go to one, | have to reason with
myself to keep from feeling the whole world’s against me. See, I've spent almost my whole life
in military academies. My mother doesn’t have a place for me, where she lives. She...she just
doesn’t know what else to do with me. But you mustn’t misunderstand about my mother.
She’s really a very lovely person. | guess every boy thinks his mother is very beautiful, but my
mother really is. She tells me in every |letier she writes how sorry she is that we can’t be
together more, but she has to think of her work.
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