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The United States in Five Minutes
By Jaynie Curzi
11th Grade
American Heritage School
Teacher: Elizabeth Mignacca
Principal: Lisa LeFevre

Meet the Playwright

Jaynie Curzi

II would describe myself as an optimistic wallflower. Most of my life has been spent
observing the people around me and the real-life tragedies and comedies that
play out only a glance in front of us. As a little Cuban-American girl, the manner
in which I learned English was observing the people, media, and stories around
me, and soaking up the language like a sponge. As a teenager, most of the stories
I write are based on simple observations of life and giving them a larger-than-life
quality on the page. In the future, I hope to pursue my love of writing in college,
and continue to write to be published.
I would describe my writing as “escapism elysiums.” With my writing, I like to create a
more idealistic, simpler world that an audience can let their mind roam in for a little
bit to relax from the stresses of the real world. The United States in Five Minutes was
written as a short comedic piece meant to entertain based on the satire of stereotypes
I’ve observed in school. Of course, behind the comedic Wizard Of Oz-esque curtain,
there’s the more heartfelt plotline of a teacher truly putting the “heart” back into
teaching, which is something I’ve observed as missing in education today.
I was an avid reader in elementary and middle school, and my favorite books
included the Harry Potter series, the Percy Jackson series, and The Hunger Games
series. Many of the authors that published the books I read when I was younger,
like Rick Riordan, Suzanne Collins, and John Green, inspired my love for a good
narrative and strong, unique characters.
The PBD YPC experience was absolutely magical. It gave all of us a taste of what
a career in playwriting looks like. Being a part of the process of revising the work
and having another pair of eyes on my writing allowed me hear opinions and
thoughts that had never occurred to me during the writing process; and it only
improved my work. The most impactful part of the process, to me, however, was
seeing the director and actors engaged in the rehearsal process of the show, and
seeing the improvisations, additions, and theatrical magic they added to the script.
It was truly a great opportunity for all of us young playwrights to see our work
performed in a professional setting.
What is your favorite play?
My favorite play is Hamlet. Maybe a bit of a cliché choice, but Shakespeare never
fails to amaze. I adore how the play mirrors today, with its comedic moments and
its reflective, tragic soliloquies. The intrigue, the mystery, and the character depth
that Shakespeare put into his works serves not only as a precedent for plays today,
but also as an inspiration.
What is your favorite musical?
My favorite musical is Newsies. I love a good underdog story, especially one that’s
backed by a rousing soundtrack. Its inclusion of unique characters, a tear-jerking
plot, and a jaw-dropping score are all factors that make me never tire of listening
to it over and over again in the car with my mom. My favorite songs off the
soundtrack are “The World Will Know” and “Santa Fe.”
(Continued on next page)
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Meet Jaynie Curzi (Continued)
Who is your favorite band or singer?
My favorite singer is Taylor Swift. Admittedly, I’m not a fan that has all of her songs
memorized and rehearsed for an impromptu car-karaoke sessions with friends,
but I truly admire her brilliant songwriting ability. She has a genius ability to craft
a story from just about anything, and back it with a musical track that always
manages to get stuck in my head! My favorite songs are “All Too Well” and “Betty.”
Who is your favorite actor?
My favorite actress is Meryl Streep. She’s an absolute inspiration to me. Her ability
to transform into whatever the role demands is nothing short of miraculous. Her
wide range of talent, from her many accents and characters to her singing ability
shows that she’s truly one of the greatest actresses of the generation.
What would people be surprised to learn about you?
People would be surprised to learn that I spend a lot of my time daydreaming, even
in the middle of conversations. All of my story ideas, from plays to poems, come from
daydreams about certain characters in certain settings that entertain me when things
seem dull. I would say that my writing is as equally idealistic as my mind, and the
humor that I put on the page reflects my inner commentary on the world around me.
What is going on in the world that angers you?
I think the human capacity to hate is something that truly makes this world an
adverse place. Even in a pandemic we have seen an unprecedented show of
violence and hatred toward one another. As cliché as it sounds, the world would
be a kinder place if we could all learn to embrace one another’s differences
rather than target them. In these times, it is all the more important to Stop Asian
Hate, that Black Lives Matter, and to Protect Trans Lives.
What is going on in the world that inspires you?
I am very much inspired by the hardiness of the community that I’ve observed during
the pandemic. Attending online school for the year, I’ve been able to see firsthand
how the world has been able to reform and reshape into a new sense of normalcy.
The COVID-19 epidemic has truly shown how we can bounce back from adversity and
create groups, works, and inspirations to raise one another up in hard times.

Patti Gardner*, Krystal Millie Valdez*, Natalie Donahue McMahon, Marlo Rodriguez, Casey Butler*, and
Cheviyante Hill in The United States in Five Minutes.

*Member of Actors’ Equity Association
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THE UNITED STATES IN
FIVE MINUTES
By Jaynie Curzi
Copyright ©2021

Ms. Simmons…………Patti Gardner*
Megan Makioka………Krystal Millie Valdez*
Tasha Taylor………….Natalie Donahue McMahon
Britney Baldwin………Marlo Rodriguez
Garret Gupta………….Casey Butler*
Owen Ortega………….Cheviyante Hill

Cast of Characters
Mr/Ms. Simmons:
Megan Makioka:
Tasha Taylor:
Britney Baldwin:
Garret Gupta:

Owen Ortega:

An American history teacher who acts as the narrator. Simmons
has a flair for the dramatic and speaks in a movie-trailer-like voice
when narrating.
A junior at Hammond High School. Megan will use anything,
especially corny jokes and knitted puppets, to feel comfortable in
her own skin.
A junior at Hammond High School. Tasha is the top runner on the
track team. If she needs anything, it’s not another trophy, but a
friend who can keep her on track school-wise.
A junior at Hammond High School. Britney is one of the most
popular girls in her grade. She’s always on the hunt for a BFF to
share her favorite music with.
A junior at Hammond High School. Garrett is a huge germaphobe
and neat-freak. He yearns for Megan’s attention and would love
more than anything to join her at the bottom of Hammond High’s
social food chain.
A junior at Hammond High School. Owen is an aspiring rock star
with a love for the drums. He struggles with his grades, but nothing
gets in the way of his big dreams.
Scene

Hammond High School in a suburban Canadian town.
Time
December 18th, 1999; after school

*Member Actors’ Equity Association

3

SETTING:

Simmons’ history classroom.

AT RISE:

SIMMONS sits at their desk, reading a letter boldly
labeled “Two Weeks’ Notice.” SIMMONS picks up
a microphone and changes from a disgruntled
teacher to a charismatic showperson.

SIMMONS
(to the audience)
Excuse me for the wait, folks! I was just … uh … composing my two weeks’ notice.
We’ve all been there, right? You know, finishing the end of one chapter in hopes of
starting a new … but that can wait!
(in a dramatic ‘narrator’ voice)
Ah. It’s Friday, December 18th, 1999. It’s 3:36 p.m. at Hammond High School. As soon
as that bell rang at 3:35, students and teachers alike ran out of the building. Why? It’s
winter break, silly! You can feel the seasonal excitement in these old linoleum hallways.
But there’s a certain group of students, very special students, who’re still hanging around
the empty halls of Hammond High, because(a knock at the door)
Well! Looks like they’re already here. Let’s meet them, shall we?
(MEGAN enters anxiously, carrying a poster
board with lots of knitting decorations,
pictures, and a small stage for a puppet
show)
MEGAN
Good afternoon, (Mr./Ms.) Simmons! Sorry, I’m late! I was buying a “Casually Comical
Conversation Starters for Dummies” book from a shady guy behind the Petro-Canada,
but then he was all…
(speaking with a sock puppet)
“Ah! The economy is terrible! Give me fifty dollars! Ah!” And I was all like, “Will you
take a Twinkies wrapper instead? Ah! Please stop chasing me! Ah!”
(another knock. TASHA enters tiredly,
carrying a poster board scarcely decorated
with printer paper and minimal pictures)
Hey, (Mr./Ms.) Simmons. I’m here.

TASHA

MEGAN
Hi, Tasha! I like your shoes. Oh! That reminds me of a funny joke! So, get this. What
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MEGAN (CONT.)
kind of shoes does a ninja wear? Sneakers!
(TASHA groans. A knock at the door.
BRITNEY enters skipping, with a poster
board decorated with a bedazzled border,
pink stickers, and plenty of pictures)
BRITNEY
Hey, Tasha! What’s up? Hi, (Mr./Ms.) Simmons! Omigod. Sorry, I’m late, but I got
caught up listening to the Spice Girls on my MP3 player!
(singing)
Yo, I’ll tell you what I want, what I really, really want!
BRITNEY AND MEGAN
(MEGAN sings and mouths with her sock
puppet)
So tell me what you want, what you really, really want! I wanna, I wanna, I wanna, I
wanna ...
(TASHA stares at them judgingly.
GARRETT nervously enters, holding a
poster board neatly decorated with a border,
text, and pictures. MEGAN is the only one
to notice his arrival)
Hi, Garrett! How are you?

MEGAN

GARRETT
(Startled at MEGAN’s attention, he takes a
puff of his asthma inhaler)
Megan! Hi-hi, Megan! I’m not … uh … so good. We took a field trip to the Aquarium of
Canada during biology today, and Mrs. Fischer wanted me to help this old lady who fell
down the ramp near the shark exhibit. But that would have meant that I’d have to touch
her statistically filthy and definitely sweaty hands. Who knows where they’ve been? I
mean, right? Right?
(They stare incredulously at GARRETT,
who panics at the thought. OWEN enters,
drumming in the air and holding a poster
board lazily decorated with pencil and very
few pictures)
OWEN
How’s it going, (Mr./Ms.) Simmons? My band just burned our new demo in the computer
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lab. You should take a listen!
Sounds nifty! What’s it called?

OWEN (CONT.)
MEGAN

OWEN
“CD-R White Inkjet Printable 700 Megabytes.”
TASHA
Isn’t that just what the label says on the CD cover?

Oh…

OWEN
(Taking a moment, drawn out)
(kids freeze)

SIMMONS
Ladies and gentlemen, this is Hammond High’s fourth period American history class of
1999. They’re not my largest class or my brightest class … but I have to admit there’s
something charming about their quirky ineptitude.
(beat)
This is a real special group of kids. In my twenty-two years of teaching, I’ve never seen
students so … unique. Take Owen, for instance. You wouldn’t believe how many times I
had to say no to the question...
OWEN

(Un-freezing)
Um … (Mr./Ms.) Simmons? Is Beavis and Butt-head a good source for my essay?
SIMMONS
There’s something special I love about each of these kids. Britney loves anything in the
tabloids and Tasha’s won a quarter of the trophies in the case in the hallway. Garrett’s a
hygienic teenage boy; a walking oxymoron! And Megan, bless her heart, uses her class
presentation time like she’s doing a stand-up set at a laundromat. She always gets so
upset when her jokes don’t land, but there is something funny about her presentations …
she never seems to notice how Garrett just cracks up at them in the back of the
classroom! See, they always do something to make me smile … that’s why I decided to
give them this last chance to fix up their grades before the semester ends!
(The students anxiously line up. The clock
ticks)
SIMMONS
Watch as these particular students spend the first hour of their winter break giving a last-
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SIMMONS (CONT.)
minute presentation for their American history class in an effort to try and save their
grades before Christmas. Can they do it? They’ve got just five minutes to give a
presentation on theALL EXCEPT SIMMONS
Industrial Revolution! … American Revolution! … World War I! ... World War II! …
The Sick Rights Movement! ...
(beat. They slowly realize what’s happened)
That’s not right! … You’re wrong! … Couldn’t even hear anything! … We didn’t say
that! …
SIMMONS
(Dropping the ‘narrator’ voice)
Hold it! You’re telling me that you don’t have a cohesive topic for your presentation
today?
MEGAN
Gosh! The snow knocked out the power lines before we could agree on a topic last night
... oh no! What do we do?
GARRETT
Wait a minute! If we combine all our projects together, we pretty much have every
chapter from the textbook! (Mr./Ms.) Simmons said we only needed to describe a
historical event and say a fun fact about it, right? So we’ve got a couple of events and a
five-minute time limit … I think I know what we have to do.
(The students huddle, whispering. After a
few moments they break)
MEGAN
(Mr./Ms.) Simmons, we’ve decided that, in light of recent events, we will be changing
the topic of our presentation to just … well, “The United States.”
“In Five Minutes.”

GARRETT
(The students quickly run and align
themselves in the order of their
presentations. SIMMONS picks up a
clipboard and sits at their desk. GARRETT
looks at his watch and sets the time)
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SIMMONS
Alright-y. Good luck, kids! Time starts … now!
GARRETT
(Starting his watch, setting up his poster board)
The American Revolution, also known as the Revolutionary War. It was possibly the …
um … most revolutionary war in America.
Oh, my god.

TASHA

GARRETT
Um … uh … oh! Fun fact! George Washington, actually, was known for riding into
battle on the backs of a bunch of bald eagles that he strapped together with ropes.
Dude, no way. That’s sick!

OWEN

SIMMONS
…Enlightening, Garrett. Who’s next?
Me!

BRITNEY

(setting up her poster board)
Ok. So, like, I did the Industrial Revolution. Basically, it was about how the United States
got more technologically advanced as they headed into the nineteen-hundreds and started
to break boundaries in the modern world. You know, like Britney Spears!
(beat)
Fun fact! If Thomas Edison didn’t have the courage to wear his weird-button-coat thing
and invent the lightbulb, we would be totally living in the dark! It’s just like when
Britney wore that skirt in her “…Baby One More Time” performance. She’s a historical
icon, just like Edison. Only … cuter!
(beat)
‘Kay, I’m done! Your turn, Tasha!
TASHA
(setting up her poster board)
Um … World War I. The allies fought against the central powers. The allies won. The
United States was an ally. The end.
MEGAN
You forgot your fun fact, Tasha! You need to add something else…
GARRETT
…and hurry up too, will you? We’ve got three minutes left!
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TASHA
Fun fact? I don’t have any fun facts! Look, practice ran over, and my mom couldn’t pick
me up in time, and I got home late andBRITNEY
Omigod, Tasha! Remember what I told you today in class? You know, about British
royalty and pop royalty? You could use that as your fun fact!

I’m not saying that.

Three minutes!

(remembering)

TASHA

GARRETT
(tapping his watch in TASHA’S face)

TASHA
(realizing it’s her last option)
Um, fun fact. King George VI, the King of England during World War I, can be
compared to ... Celine Dion. He connected with his subjects … um, I guess kind of like
Celine connected with her fans on her Falling Into You album.
(gaining confidence)
Yeah, that’s right! It’s like Celine once said, ‘Near, far … wherever you are…”
BRITNEY
Woo! That was amazing, Tasha! You go, girl!
Yeah, yeah.
Thanks, Brit.

TASHA
(beat; smiling)
SIMMONS

(moved)
Very nice, girls … but the clock is ticking! Who’s next?
MEGAN
(setting up her poster board)
World War II! By me! Megan Makioka! And some friends of mine…
(She pulls out socks decorated as WWII
dictators. The kids react. GARRETT claps)
OWEN
Dude! Those are my missing gym socks! I’ve been looking for ‘em!
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MEGAN
(ignoring him; using her sock puppets)
“World War II was a war between Germany and … everyone!”
(switching sock puppets)
“The United States was one of the leading powers that helped win the war!”
(putting down the sock puppets)
As for my fun fact, here’s a historically-relevant joke! A kid asks his grandfather how
many years he served in World War II for the U.S. His grandfather says, “Nein!”
(No one laughs, except GARRETT … who
laughs hysterically. They have a moment.
He looks at his watch)
We have a minute left! Owen, go!

GARRETT

OWEN
(setting up his poster board)
I got you, dude! The Cymbal Rights Movement.
Civil, Owen! Civil!

ALL EXCEPT OWEN

OWEN
Time to fill you in on my rockumentary of the Good Doctor Reverend MLK. He was like
the Bon Jovi of the 60s, ‘kay? But like with social movements and not … classic rock. He
was a total rock star and it was only time until the rest of the country caught on to his
groove!
(Garrett’s watch beeps. Beat)
GARRETT
(To SIMMONS, anxiously)
Time’s up, (Mr./Ms.) Simmons. We’re ready for our grade.
SIMMONS
Well, after thinking about it long and hard, I’ve decided to give your group…
(dramatic pause)
A D minus.
A D MINUS?

ALL EXCEPT SIMMONS

SIMMONS
Well, what did you expect? Most of your presentations were lacking or extremely
inaccurate! And just to make sure we’re clear, George Washington never rode into battle
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SIMMONS (CONT.)
on the backs of a bunch of bald eagles. A D minus is your last grade for the quarter.
That’s final.
(They let the news wash over them.
SIMMONS notices)
SIMMONS
Alright, alright! You kids were creative; I’ll give you that. Creativity isn’t an easy feat
and, when it's done well, it should be rewarded. You kids acted fast and you whipped up
something innovative … and I did like those sock puppets. So I’ll make it a C minus. A
letter grade up. A passing letter grade up. But that’s it!
(beat. They celebrate and go up for a group
high-five. Everyone exits except for
MEGAN and GARRETT, who linger
behind.)
MEGAN
(Mr./Ms.) Simmons liked my sock puppets … no one likes my sock puppets!
GARRETT
I like your sock puppets! I like your socks puppets, I like your presentations, I like you—
(He stops himself, embarrassed. MEGAN
reaches for GARRETT’S hand in her
excitement and sees him cringe. She takes
out her sock puppets, putting one on her
hand and another on his. He gets it.
MEGAN notices SIMMONS. She rips a
knitted decoration off of her poster board,
and puts it on the desk before exiting with
GARRETT. SIMMONS waves goodbye to
the kids before crossing to their desk)
SIMMONS
You know, I … I’m sure they’ll get a great teacher in the spring.
(beat)
Of course, their new teacher … will have to make sure to talk to Britney before class
about whatever’s new on the music charts or she just won’t pay attention! Oh, and they
will have to give Megan a thumbs up when she puts on an impromptu puppet show for
them in the hallway … and clap for Owen when he does his air guitar solos as he walks
into class … and they will definitely have to hold the class five minutes before the period
to let Garrett sanitize the desks. And Tasha … well, someone will have to make sure she
keeps up with her assignments between all those track practices.
(softly)
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SIMMONS (CONT.)
I wonder what they’ll say when they find out I’ve left; what they’ll think. You know, I’m
just … a teacher to them. Kids don’t care about their teachers, right? Oh, I’m sure they’ll
just forget about me in time! Let’s be real, folks! A teacher is about as memorable as …
as a missing gym sock!
(finding the sock puppet)
Wow, is this a sock puppet … of me? This is … this is impeccable work! Just look at the
details! It has my hair and my clothes and … oh, look at the little buttons on my shoes! I
don’t think I’ve ever gotten a gift so specific and … thoughtful.
(beat)
Maybe even a missing gym sock has its place in life. A place where it should be … where
it needs to be.
(holding MEGAN’s sock puppet,
SIMMONS rips the two weeks’ notice and
tosses it. SIMMONS picks up their things
and walks to the light switch)
Class dismissed.

SIMMONS
(SIMMONS flicks off the light switch)
END OF PLAY
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Frayed Ends
By Felicity Dillow
11th Grade
Royal Palm Beach High School
Teacher: Kayla Smith
Principal: Dr. Jesus Armas

Meet the Playwright

Felicity Dillow

I would describe myself as ambitious and creative. In the past I pursued dance,
art, and music. I have been writing since I was little but I have recently realized
that it is something I want to pursue as a career. I am so glad that I chose to get
involved with theatre because without it I would probably be really lost and
confused about what I want to do when I get older. I would like to be an actress,
screenplay writer, and a director in the future. I plan on moving somewhere like
New York or California after I graduate in order to accomplish this.
The biggest thing that drove me to write this play was misrepresentation.
Specifically, misrepresentation in the media. A lot of movies and TV shows
tend to romanticize drug addiction and suicide. And this doesn’t just occur in
fiction, it happens in real life as well. For example, drug addiction and mental
illness have been so glamorized when it comes to celebrities like Kurt Cobain
and Amy Winehouse and their tragic deaths. I really wanted to write something
that gives more insight into what it is actually like to struggle with addiction
and self-harm so that people reading might really understand. And I wanted
to challenge myself when it came to exploring the character dynamics and
the relationship between the two characters, Frey and Sam, and how their
struggles affect themselves and each other.
A lot of writers inspire me, like Aaron Sorkin, Sam Levinson, Gillian Flynn, etc.
But the writer who really changed my life is Michaela Coel, the writer and star of
the HBO series I May Destroy You. Her writing is so raw and real, and I am in love
with it. She is the writer that really made me see how writing can help people,
and I can’t wait to see what she does next.
My Palm Beach Dramaworks YPC experience has been such a great one. I was
so nervous going into it, and was scared that I would not be able to even write
a play, let alone a play that people would enjoy. The revision process really
taught me so much. I learned that I don’t always need to spell everything out
to the reader, and that subtext is extremely important when it comes to writing
for emotional impact. Seeing how other writers work and getting feedback
from them was a tremendous help as well. I am extremely grateful for this
experience and am definitely going to continue with writing.
What is your favorite play?
The Fainting Couch by Jill Elaine Hughes because I love the writer’s sardonicism.
What is your favorite musical?
The Rocky Horror Picture Show because I love Tim Curry’s performance as FrankN-Furter.
Who is your favorite band or singer?
My favorite band is The Deftones. I love the lead singer Chino Moreno’s voice.

(Continued on next page)
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Felicity Dillow (Continued)
Who is your favorite actor?
It’s hard for me to choose just one, so a few of my favorites are Angelina Jolie,
Zendaya, Riz Ahmed, and Robert Sheehan, because they are all so captivating,
and you can tell that they live and breathe their roles.
What would people be surprised to learn about you?
People would be surprised to learn that I like putting ketchup on my macaroni
and cheese.
What is going on in the world that angers you?
Something that really angers me about the world is the ignorance many
people have when it comes to human rights, and the lack of concern for
minority groups in this country and around the world. I feel as if a lot of
people think that human rights is something that is up for debate, when
that is not the case. People are being attacked and murdered for things they
cannot change and should not have to change, like the color of their skin and
where they come from, as well as their sexual orientation and gender identity.
And when the people that are supposed to be protecting and fighting for us
(police officers, politicians, etc.) are against us, it really frustrates me.
What is going on in the world that inspires you?
Something going on in the world that inspires me is people striving to change
and be better. During this difficult time, there have been millions of people
around the world trying to help others in need. People are still protesting
and donating and helping in any way they can. It gives me hope that we as
a human race can improve and be better and really change the world in a
positive way.

Casey Butler* and Marlo Rodriguez in Frayed Ends.

*Member of Actors’ Equity Association
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FRAYED ENDS
By Felicity Dillow
Copyright ©2021

Frey………….Marlo Rodriguez
Sam………….Casey Butler*

Cast of Characters
FREY:

A 16-year-old girl struggling with depression and self-harm. She is
witty and sarcastic, but fragile; she tends to take on other peoples’ issues
as if they were her own.

SAM:

A 17- year-old boy struggling with drug addiction; Frey’s best friend,
who was sent to rehab after a heroin overdose. He is stoic and tranquil, but
can get very angry when provoked.

NURSE:

A rehabilitation center nurse

Scene
A rehabilitation center.
Time
2019
*Member of Actors’ Equity Association
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SETTING:

An empty room with a table and two chairs.

AT RISE:

FREY stands in the doorway staring at her best
friend SAM. He is looking at his arm, picking
at a nicotine patch. He looks up and notices FREY.
SAM smooths down the patch and stands.
FREY

Well, shit.

Hello to you, too.

(bewildered)

SAM

(he walks to her and they hug awkwardly)

FREY
So … this is what the inside of rehab looks like. I would have expected there to be more
junkies throwing their shit around or something.
(she chuckles while SAM smiles awkwardly)
Sorry. Was that offensive? I was just trying toSAM
No, no don’t worry about it. It was funny. Remember the time at the zoo when that
monkey threw its shit all over you?
(they laugh)

That was so gross.

FREY
(shaking her head)

(beat)
How long are you in here for?
12 weeks.

SAM

FREY
(raising her eyebrows)
Wow … What do they even do here?
SAM
Just make us talk shit out, do group discussions, all that stuff.
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Sounds fun.

(nodding)

FREY

(they stand in awkward silence)
SAM
So, did you fall into a seven-week coma?
FREY

What?

SAM
I said, did you fall into a seven-week coma? Because that’s the only reasonable
explanation I can come up with as to why it took you seven weeks to come and see me.
Or maybe, you got into a car crash or something.
(looking her up and down)
I don’t see any bandages or casts.
What the fuck is your problem?

FREY

SAM
Oh, my problem? Do you know how long I’ve been waiting to see you walk through that
door? It felt like two fucking years.
FREY
Oh, my fucking God. Are you serious right now? You’re one to talk, Mr. Mark Renton.
Are you trying to take the moral high ground, when you stick needles in your arms for
fun?
SAM
My arms? Have you suddenly forgotten about that little broken pencil sharpener in your
drawer?
(beat)
You thought I never noticed that, huh? Why don’t you pull up your sleeves, little Miss
Perfect? I may be a burnout, but I’m not fucking blind.
Fuck you.

FREY

SAM
My own mother didn’t even call me until a week after I got in here. Excuse me for
wanting some support.
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FREY
Does it really matter how long it took me to get here?
SAM
Yes. It does matter. Here I am sitting in this shithole all day and having to tell “my story”
to people I don’t know. All of that and I don’t even get one fucking call from you!
FREY
I … I don’t know what you want me to say. I can’t just kick down a door and demand to
talk to you. I can't show up until they decide you're stable enough to have visitors.
SAM
Bullshit. You’ve been on my visitors list since last month. Just admit it. You don’t care.
FREY
How could you even think that? God, you’re such an asshole sometimes. I’ve always
been there for you, no matter what. When your parents were getting divorced, who was
there? When you almost got beaten to death by those assholes at school, who called for
help? When your dad kicked you out, who’s place did you stay at for weeks on end?
(SAM is silent)
I’m always taking care of you. I’ve done more for you than your own fucking family ever
has. So don’t you ever say that I don’t care.
(beat)
Do you think it’s easy for me to walk through that door and not know which version of
Sam is gonna be there waiting for me? Do you think it’s easy for me to hear that my best
friend was found on the floor of a fucking 7-ELEVEN bathroom with no pulse? The
worst part about all of this is that I knew … about everything. I’m an enabler.
SAM
(shaking his head)
I did this to myself. I made the stupid decision to do drugs, Frey.
FREY
Yeah. Well … I made the stupid decision of thinking you’d keep your promise.
(SAM notices a frayed bandage peeking out
from under FREY’s sweater sleeve. He
reaches out to touch the bandage and looks
at her. FREY looks down at her wrist and
starts crying)
What happened?
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SAM

Guess I’m just the same as you.

FREY

(beat)
SAM
I enable you, too. I know how long you’ve been hurting yourself like this, and I sat
around and didn’t say anything.
FREY
Exactly. We both know that if we say something, we’re both screwed.
SAM
Frey, come on. You know that’s not true.
FREY
Yes, it is. Like you said, we both hurt ourselves. It doesn’t matter how. Same shit,
different fonts. We’re both fucked up. So yeah, I drink a little … okay, a lot. It helps me
block things out sometimes. Would you rather have seen me get out my trusty little
pencil sharpener?
(beat)
That’s what I thought.
SAM
You’re not fucked up. I’m done for, but you … you can be somebody.
It’s not as easy as you think.

FREY

(FREY sits, bringing her knees to her forehead)
SAM
I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have brought this up.
FREY
(looking up)
No. Call me out on my shit. I’m being an asshole.
SAM
So am I. Let’s just … calm down for a minute.
FREY
(tearfully)
It’s just … so hard when all you see is people getting hurt or hurting themselves,
knowing you can’t help them because you haven’t even figured out how to help yourself.
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SAM

Yeah. I get it.

FREY
The day after your … you know, I went to the 7-ELEVEN and looked for the clerk that
was there the night before. How could he be so fucking stupid to let you use the
bathroom in the condition you were in? Of course, he wasn’t there. So, I took the flask I
stole from my dad and went into the bathroom, and I just sat in the stall for about an hour.
(beat)
I couldn’t help but imagine you laying there on the disgusting floor, gurgling, trying to
call for help but no one hearing you.
(SAM starts to cry)
And I thought, “this shit is so unfair.” People don’t know what it’s like to have all these
fucking thoughts keep you up all night. All they know how to do is villainize us.
They obviously don’t see it that way.
It’s bullshit.

SAM
FREY

(beat)
But anyway, I’ve been doing that every day. Going to the gas station to get wasted and
wallowing in self pity.
SAM
It’s okay. You’ll get better. Just … keep trying.
I know, but…
But?
I’m scared.
Of what?
Of you leaving.

FREY
SAM
FREY
SAM
FREY

SAM
Leaving? Where would I go? I’m stuck here for five more weeks, remember?
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FREY
No. I mean, you leaving me. Here. All by myself in this fucked-up world. When you get
out of here, are you gonna go right back to that dirty alleyway behind the townhouses and
do it all over again? Because Sam(looking him straight in the eyes)
I don’t know what I would do if I were to get a call telling me that my best friend was
just found dead from a heroin overdose. So, please tell me that you won’t do it again.
No, Frey. Of course not.

SAM

(FREY gives him a look)
Really, I want to get better. I swear to God.
(SAM holds out his pinky)
I promise. For real this time.
(FREY holds out her pinky as SAM pulls
his back)
But … you have to promise me that you won’t hurt yourself again.
(FREY scoffs)
I’m serious, Frey.
Fine.

Promise?
Promise.

FREY
(SAM looks at her skeptically and holds out
his pinky)
SAM
FREY
(They “pinky promise.” FREY wipes hers
and SAM’s tears with her sweater sleeves.
NURSE appears in the doorway clearing her
throat. FREY turns around noticing her)

That’s my cue.
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FREY (CONT.)
(beat)
I don’t know how often I can visit, so I’ll try to come by as soon as I can. Maybe I can
find a sewer to crawl through, and you can sneak me in.
SAM

(laughing)
I’ll find a spoon so I can dig a hole through the wall or something.
(FREY heads for the door)
SAM

Hey, Frey.

FREY

Hmm?
Don’t worry about me. Okay?

SAM

(FREY nods)
See you later, Sam.
See ya, Frey.

FREY
SAM
(FREY exits, leaving SAM by himself)
END OF PLAY
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Fall From Grace
By Alexa McCulla
12th grade
The Benjamin School
Teacher: Jason Peck
Head of School: David C. Faus

Meet the Playwright

Alexa McCulla

I was born and raised in a small town in Pennsylvania, and somehow I’ve always
had an incredibly strong imagination and a love of writing. In the second grade,
the entire class were given these notebooks to put our assignments in. Instead
of using it for that purpose, I filled three of those notebooks writing one story.
I had to keep asking my teachers for new ones! As for the present, writing is
still a huge part of my life. I’m constantly thinking up new ideas for books and
plays, and it’s one of my favorite pastimes to put them onto paper. In the future,
I hope to continue writing, be it as an author or a playwright. Even if I am not
able to make a career out of writing, I am certain that I will never stop.
I was inspired to write my play because I was asked to write a 10-minute, oneact play for a playwriting class at my school. So, naturally, I tried to come up
with an idea. I didn’t start this play with a specific inspiration in mind, but when
I came up with the general plot I figured it would be interesting to dive into.
As I continued writing this play, I became inspired. In this day and age, there’s
immense pressure put onto young adults to perform well, especially from their
parents. For most, a career in the arts is out of the question. I wrote this piece
with that struggle in mind.
I don’t have a specific writer who inspires me, instead every book I read inspires
me. I find myself reading books with a critical eye, concluding what I like and
what I don’t like, and applying it to my work. The books I read are the reason
why I write drama more than comedy. I’m much more familiar with that genre
and find it easier to write because I’ve read so many examples.
This experience at Palm Beach Dramaworks was completely new to me, and
was really enjoyable. It was my first time working with professionals on a piece
of my writing, and I was really nervous. However, I found the process to be
super enlightening, and it helped me make my piece stronger after every edit.
Though it was a lot of work, this process was absolutely amazing and a great
experience.
What is your favorite play?
Though it’s hard to pick a favorite, I would have to say The Importance of Being
Earnest. I first read this play in an English class at my school, and I thought it
was a perfect mix of comedy and drama. Oscar Wilde is also one of my favorite
playwrights.
What is your favorite musical?
My favorite musical is probably Beetlejuice. It’s a newer show but I find the songs
and comedy really refreshing and unique. I actually had the opportunity to see
it while it was still on Broadway, and the stage designers and puppeteers did an
absolutely incredible job. The musical was able to stray from the original plot of
the Beetlejuice movie, redeeming Beetlejuice and turning him somewhat into a
good guy, while at the same time keeping the most iconic moments from the
movie.
(Continued on next page)
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Alexa McCulla (Continued)
Who is your favorite band or singer?
The Arctic Monkeys is a band that I recently got into. I personally like songs that
are calm and have somewhat of a storyline. Their music also has a very specific
style that I enjoy a lot.
Who is your favorite actor?
My favorite actor is Alan Rickman. Every time I watch one of his performances, I
am amazed by his ability to bring a character to life and draw in the audience’s
attention. He’s the kind of actor who everyone takes seriously. He was an
amazing guy who passed away too soon.
What would people be surprised to learn about you?
I’m pretty well-rounded in the arts, except for anything music related! I cannot
play an instrument, make harmonies to save my life, or stay on beat while
dancing. Guess it’s just something I have to work on!
What is going on in the world that angers you?
I think that one of society’s biggest problems at the moment is social media.
Though there are a lot of positives, social media is a breeding ground for
insecurity. With celebrities posting about their immense riches and perfect
(photoshopped) bodies, it’s no wonder this generation has no self-confidence.
What is going on in the world that inspires you?
Something that really inspires me are acts of kindness. I’m not much of a crier,
but one thing that is guaranteed to make me shed a tear is the goodness of
society. Something as simple as sticking up for a stranger or helping an old
lady across the street just makes me smile, and instantly brightens my mood.

Gary Cadwallader*, Marlo Rodriquez, and Krystal Millie Valdez* in Fall From Grace.

*Member of Actors’ Equity Association
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FALL FROM GRACE
By Alexa McCulla
Copyright ©2021

Naomi Scott…………….Marlo Rodriguez
Dr. Howard Weaver…….Gary Cadwallader*
Hannah Goodman………Krystal Millie Valdez*

Cast of Characters
Naomi Scott:

A 22-year-old college student attending Brown University. She
comes from a wealthy family, and originally planned to study
medicine. She switched majors after meeting Dr. Weaver,
her personal hero, who eventually became a father-figure.

Dr. Howard Weaver: A 65-year-old professor teaching at Brown University. He is a
world renowned writer, recent winner of the Nobel Prize for
Literature, and seems to be a genuinely good man who cares
for his students.
Hannah Goodman:

A young woman who is in the same program as Naomi. She is a
sycophant who is envious of Naomi’s close relationship with Dr.
Weaver.

Scene
Brown University
Time
Spring, 2019

*Member of Actors’ Equity Association
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SETTING:

DR. WEAVER’S office, stacked with books
and papers.

AT RISE:

HANNAH sits opposite of WEAVER at his desk.
WEAVER is reading HANNAH’s paper when
NAOMI enters.

Ah, Ms. Scott!

WEAVER

(rising from his desk to greet her)
Thank you for coming by. You do have that short story, yes?
No, I don’t … Sorry.
I see.

NAOMI
WEAVER

(sighing)
Well, come in, will you? I want to hear your thoughts about Ms. Goodman’s work.
You’ve read it before, yes?
NAOMI
(smiling cheekily)
Sure have. Guess it’s a good thing I showed up. Trust me, Hannah, you need an
encyclopedia to understand anything this old guy says.
Old guy?

HANNAH

(snorting obnoxiously)
Dr. Weaver just won the Nobel Prize. You ought to show some respect–
WEAVER
It’s alright, Ms. Goodman. Your peer loves to belittle me. Even if it’s not quite
appropriate.
NAOMI
(as if she’s heard this lecture many times)
Sorry, sorry. I’m on my best behavior today, I promise. I came by to congratulate you.
Congratulations, Doc. You deserved it. I mean that.
WEAVER
Yes, well … It was a perfect finale to my career.
Finale?
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HANNAH

WEAVER
Oh, never mind me. Let’s talk about that paper you wrote. Your point was … something
along the lines of “once morals are corrupted, they cannot be purified,” correct?
HANNAH
Well, that’s not exactly what I had in mind–
NAOMI
(nonchalantly)
“Even the devil can come back from a fall from grace,” right?
(WEAVER and HANNAH look at her
surprised)
Though a bit cliché, your point was very clear. It’s … commendable.

Thank you, Scott.

(sarcastically)

HANNAH

NAOMI
It was nothing. I learned from the best … who hopefully still has those M&Ms in his desk
drawer?
(WEAVER laughs. He gestures NAOMI to
go ahead as he moves away from his desk)
WEAVER

Ms. Goodman?

(HANNAH hums in response)
I apologize but I must cut our meeting short. I have something I need to discuss with Ms.
Scott.
But … but I had an appointment.

HANNAH

NAOMI
(eating M&Ms)
Yeah, we can talk later, Doc. I don’t mind.
I’m afraid it’s not a choice.

WEAVER
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(NAOMI’S eyes widen as an M&M falls out
of her hand. HANNAH notices, and smiles
before nodding)
HANNAH
Then, of course, it can’t be helped. I’ll take my leave, Dr. Weaver.
(HANNAH grins knowingly at NAOMI
before she leaves)
Did … did I do something wrong?

NAOMI

WEAVER
Ms. Scott, you are aware of my internship, yes?
NAOMI
Yeah, of course. The one at Cambridge?
WEAVER
That would be the one, yes. Each year, Cambridge asks me to pick my most talented
student. Somehow, each year I have students more prodigious than the last. You are
someone I’m considering recommending.
Really?! I’d be honored–
However, I’m conflicted.

NAOMI
WEAVER
NAOMI

What? Why?
(A beat)

WEAVER
Well, after months of careful consideration, I found myself in a dilemma. You are the
best writer in my program but you’ve never been the most … dedicated. On the other
hand, there’s Ms. Goodman; someone who’s never turned in a single late assignment or
even missed a class but has weaker writing skills.
(A beat)
I’m utterly stuck. So, I was planning on deciding based on the piece you would be
submitting to me last Monday. The piece you never submitted.
NAOMI
Wait, you can’t mean that you’re writing me off because of that? Doc, you know my
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work. You know I’m good–

NAOMI (CONT.)

WEAVER
Of course I do. You’re remarkably talented but … Hannah Goodman is also a serious
contender.
(NAOMI huffs loudly, cursing under her
breath)
I don’t quite understand your considerable decline in effort this semester. Is it because
you don’t enjoy writing anymore?
No, it’s not that…

NAOMI

(A beat)
I love writing, more than you could possibly know … it’s just … agh, I don’t know …!
Sometimes, I just … shut down? I don’t know. It’s stupid–
Writer’s block, is it?

WEAVER

NAOMI
No, not necessarily. I just … I start writing; I like what I’ve written, like I think it’s really
good, and all … it’s just when …
(A beat)
When it comes to hitting that submit button, I … I get scared and I just … don’t. It’s like
there’s this little voice in my head telling me:
(in a funny, low voice)
“Naomi, this is garbage on paper!” I … I’m just as disappointed as you are.
Take a seat.

WEAVER
(NAOMI sits. WEAVER pulls out an essay
written by NAOMI)

“The woman sighs. Life cannot survive without art, like a flower can’t survive without
water; she sees that now. She only wished that she had seen it sooner, before it had
disappeared, leaving nothing but silence in its wake.”
(sitting in silence)
WEAVER
A dystopia where art has been extinguished … interesting concept. If you wouldn’t mind,
tell me, Naomi, where did the inspiration for this piece come from?
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NAOMI

Well … I dunno.

(pulling away)
I, um, wrote that piece during winter break, and, uh … well, I got into it with my dad.
He’s not very … supportive of my decision to be a writer.
(laughing dryly)
Did you know I originally came to Brown for pre-med? Yeah … I mean, it just made
sense for me to be a doctor. My dad’s one, my sister’s one, so’s my brother. But … but,
God, did I fucking hate it! The chemistry, the labs … it was all so blah, blah, blah all the
time. So, I quit. Decided to be a writer. Scandalous, I know.
(A beat)
Every time I go home, Dad brings it up: “Naomi, you’re wasting your time,” or “Naomi,
you’re going to be living on the streets!” But then do you know what the genius Dr. Scott
asked me the next morning? “Can you help me write this medical paper? It’s for the New
England Journal of Medicine.” So much for writing being useless, huh? It’s total bullshit.
WEAVER

I’m sorry to hear that.

NAOMI
Don’t be. My dad’s a jerk; always has been, always will be. I’ll prove him wrong. Even if
it kills me.
(A beat)
WEAVER
Ms. Scott, I recognize the quality of your writing.
(carefully choosing his words)
It … reminds me of my work.
NAOMI

That so?

WEAVER
Work like ours has a distinctive kind of character. It begs the reader to be valued, screams
at them to be understood … because we, the authors, desire more than anything to prove
to those who doubted us that we’re more than they thought we were; that we’re valuable.
(A beat)
NAOMI
Does … does that mean you had a bad relationship with your Dad, too?
WEAVER
No. Not exactly. I grew up with a single mother, you see, and the stress of raising three
children on her own was … was too much for my mother to handle.
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WEAVER (CONT.)
(hiding his emotions)
When I told her I wanted to be a writer … she burned my pages, packed my bags, and
threw me out. She said if I didn’t want to support the family, there was no point keeping
me around any longer.
I … I had no idea that–

NAOMI

WEAVER
No, it’s quite alright. It’s only those who witness life’s tragedies who can put it on a page.
Perhaps … I’ve forgotten how I used to feel back then. Maybe that’s why … this old
man’s lost his spark.
NAOMI

Lost your spark?
(A beat)

WEAVER
Naomi, I think we can help each other. I really hate to ask you this, but I have an … offer
to make.
NAOMI

An offer?

WEAVER
I’m in the midst of publishing a collection of short stories and … I’m running a bit
behind.
(A beat)
Okay…?
I want you to write it.
… I’m sorry, what?

NAOMI
WEAVER
NAOMI

WEAVER
I haven’t written anything decent in months … I … it seems I have nothing left to say,
Ms. Scott.
(NAOMI, shocked, opens her mouth to
speak but WEAVER speaks first)
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WEAVER (CONT.)
I would give you something in return: the internship.
NAOMI
(shocked; wide-eyed)
What …? But you said you can’t–
WEAVER
Perhaps I could … extend that due date. I’d still be able to decide fairly.
(A beat)
Naomi, try to understand this would be beneficial to both of us. I’d meet my dreadful
deadline, and you … well, what kind of father could deny his daughter’s talents when
she’s been scouted by a Nobel Prize winner?
(A beat. NAOMI laughs dryly)
NAOMI
When I told my dad I wanted to become a writer … he … ridiculed me. He almost pulled
me out of Brown, he still might and … I can’t even begin to tell you how excited I was
when I got accepted into this class. After all, you were teaching it. Dr. Howard Weaver,
winner of the Nobel Prize. When I told my dad I got accepted into your program, he told
me I’d last two weeks with the talented people. That’s what he said. But this class … ended
up being so much more than I could possibly have imagined because I … I met you, Dr.
Weaver. The first person to ever tell me that I had potential; maybe even real talent.
Suddenly, I had confidence in myself again, but now … well, now I have to know. Did you
… did you only become my friend, someone I thought of as my father just … just to use
me like this? To rip off my work?
(WEAVER struggles for words and decides
to comfort her, but she pulls away abruptly)
NAOMI
(tearfully and numb)
Incredible. Every man I’ve ever looked up to has done nothing but disappoint me.
Ms. Scott, please, it’s not like that…

WEAVER

NAOMI
(wiping her tears)
Spare me. Please. I’ll give you my work.
You … You will…?
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WEAVER

NAOMI

Yeah. I will.
Naomi, you don’t have to–

WEAVER

NAOMI
No. You said it yourself. How could my father deny my talent if you recommended me
above everyone else? Finally proving to him that I’m worth something. How could I say
no to an opportunity like that? You knew I couldn’t.
(NAOMI starts to leave)
Ms. Scott, please wait!

Yes, sir?

WEAVER

NAOMI
(stopping, but not facing him)

WEAVER
I … I really didn’t mean to … I didn’t want you to see it like this …
NAOMI
What? Did you think I’d thank you for manipulating me?
WEAVER
I … I want you to understand, Naomi, that I never tried to manipulate you. I … I really
do have your best interest at heart. This internship has been very beneficial for my
students and I … I want you to succeed because–
I remind you of yourself?
Yes.
You…

NAOMI
WEAVER
NAOMI

(NAOMI exits)
WEAVER

Shit. I … I only tried to…
(sitting; trembling)
“Even a devil can come back from a fall from grace” … God, please let that be true.
END OF PLAY
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Meet the Playwright

Amanda Miller

I would describe myself as a hard-working person, determined to reach all
of her goals. I was born and raised in South Florida, to a Nicaraguan mother
and an American father. Since I was young, I’ve pushed myself to be the best
at everything I set my heart to. Acting became my passion when I took a
class in sixth grade. I remember how it felt to be on a stage for the first time,
and it made me so happy. I have known since that moment that I wanted
to pursue acting. Theatre has been so beneficial for me in high school. It’s
extremely difficult for me to make friends at school, and theatre introduced
me to so many great people. It is a family, and I couldn’t ask for anything else
but that joy it brings me. The pandemic put a big blockade over a lot of the
theatre community. I tried to not let it stop me from practicing and working
on my craft. I got to participate in this incredible opportunity where I wrote
my own play, and watched it be performed! Even through these hard times,
I’ve been able to participate in shows, write music, write more plays, practice
piano, and practice singing. As for the future, I can never really tell where it’s
going to take me. I hope I’m able to attend a college for a degree in acting,
and to learn even more than I do now. I am really excited to put my best foot
forward into the real world and see where it takes me!
Lacuna is one of my favorite words. It means an unfilled space or interval; a
gap. This play began as I sat in my room searching for an idea for my play. To
others, I probably looked crazy, pacing and saying random words out loud
hoping inspiration would strike. I took the humor of me going crazy for a
play idea as the basis for my plot, and began to build my characters. I knew
I wanted to make my message about the love of friendship and the way
people can fill each other’s gaps in life. It’s a story about three friends who
all have their own gaps, or lacunas, in their lives and how they all helped one
another rise above it.
I really do feel as though I learn so much through just reading as much
as I can. It’s wonderful to see how creative authors write their stories and
characters. From a playwriting perspective, I have a lot of respect for William
Shakespeare. It is so mind-blowing how many plays he was able to write
in his time, and how amazing they are. He has a way with words that is so
fluid and within his own unique style, and his stories are so relevant even
to present day. His plays are still being done all the time around the world,
and affect massive amounts of people. It is so intriguing to contemplate
some of the questions presented in his work, and to see how he would leave
interpretation of his stories to his audience.
The experience at Palm Beach Dramaworks helped me learn a lot about
playwriting, which will be beneficial in the future. This whole process took
a lot of hard work from everyone. Writing my play was constantly fixing
my drafts as they progressed until I eventually felt good enough to submit
(Continued on next page)
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Amanda Miller (Continued)
it. The revision process was eye-opening since there were a lot of great
comments and suggestions to take in. It was a challenge trying to keep my
play under ten minutes when I was getting so many great suggestions about
what I could add to my storyline. My actors, director, and dramaturg were
very interactive and that helped clarify what I felt could be changed moving
forward. The performance felt so surreal, and it was such an honor to see
my play being presented on the screen. The whole experience was very
educational and enjoyable, and it helped improve my play to be the best it
could be.
What is your favorite play?
My favorite play is Dinner with Friends by Donald Margulies. I have always
loved this play because of its attention to detail and the character arcs. It
focuses on two couples who deal with relationship troubles. By keeping the
cast of this show small, it really helped create complex character arcs for the
reader. The characters are created in a way that is so real, and it feels like you
know them personally. I love the way the author uses flashbacks within the
show, and it gives the audience more background on the characters.
What is your favorite musical?
My favorite musical is Cabaret. This show brilliantly tackles a really tough
subject, all while using music that is beautiful and perfectly appropriate to the
story. I love the way the show uses symbols throughout the plot to somewhat
hide the darker tones that tend to appear as the show progresses. The
audience barely notices the danger that is growing until it is too late, and that
message still holds today! It is a timeless piece of art that I love going back to
watch, and there is always something new to look at.
Who is your favorite band or singer?
My favorite singer is Billy Joel. His music has always been there for me, even
when I was younger. I feel as though there is always a Billy Joel song for
whatever I’m going through. His lyrics are so fluid, and they have meaning
that I can think about for hours. Not to mention, the way he plays the piano is
so moving. You can feel every single note he plays.
Who is your favorite actor?
My favorite actor is Robin Williams. Watching any of his movies is such a
pleasure, and he was such a genius actor. It’s so interesting to see how much
diversity there was in his roles. He had me dying of laughter in The Birdcage,
and crying while watching Good Will Hunting. It is easy to see how much work
and thought he put into all of his characters, and I always try to mimic that
when I’m presented with an acting opportunity.
What would people be surprised to learn about you?
People would be surprised to learn that I have a love for photography. I bring
my camera with me just about everywhere, and when I can I snap photos of
all the things I see. My friends love planning days where we go places to take
photos. It is much more fun for me to be behind the camera then to be in
front of it.
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Amanda Miller (Continued)
What is going on in the world that angers you?
It really angers me to see a lack of understanding from so many people. In
this isolated reality we are currently living in because of the pandemic, it’s so
important to spread love. Yet, there seems to be a lack of sympathy for others.
Everyone in this world is fighting their own battles, battles that we might not
ever know about. I dislike seeing others not understand and not listen to a
person when they need to be heard.
What is going on in the world that inspires you?
It is inspiring to see how people persevere and adapt despite all the big
changes that happened in the past year. As a community, we came together
to fight this pandemic, and worked to find our way around it. Even at school,
it’s inspiring to see how we are still able to put on shows. It seems like a
daunting task at first, to produce a show where no one touches. Yet, it is still
accomplishable and it’s wonderful to see the ability we possess as humans.

Natalie Donahue McMahon, Marlo Rodriguez, and Casey Butler* in Lacuna.
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*Member of Actors’ Equity Association

Lacuna

By Amanda Miller
Copyright ©2021

Scarlett……………………Natalie Donahue McMahon
Finn……………………….Casey Butler*
Eleanor……………………Marlo Rodriguez

Cast of Characters
Scarlett:

A high school junior, 18, who is obsessed with all
things theatre and Shakespeare.

Finn:

A cocky high school senior, 18, who recently
developed a love for theatre.

Eleanor:

A high school junior, 17, who yearns for a sense of
family.

Scene
A large suburban home.
Time
Fall, 2019.

*Member of Actors’ Equity Association
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SETTING:

Inside ELEANOR’S spacious bedroom, which
holds a desk, a twin-sized bed, and a beanbag
chair.

AT RISE:

ELEANOR sits at her desk, staring at her phone.
There is a knock on the door.

Come in!

ELEANOR
(SCARLETT enters holding a Shakespeare
anthology and a small gift bag)

Hi Scar!
SCARLETT
Hey Ellie, happy birthday! Sorry we have to spend it working on a group project. At least
we got put together!
(SCARLETT hands ELEANOR the gift
bag)
Oh, by the way, I brought this anthology to return to your parents but I couldn’t find them
downstairs.
ELEANOR
Yeah, I can never find them either these days. Thanks for the gift.
SCARLETT
(SCARLETT puts anthology and gift bag on
the desk)
Everything okay, Ellie?
(ELEANOR shrugs sadly)
‘Is there no pity sitting in the clouds, that sees into the bottom of my grief?’
(ELEANOR laughs)
Somehow Romeo and Juliet ironically never cease to lift your spirits. Cheer up! You’re
officially the dancing queen! Young and sweet! Only seventeen!
(beat)
Is Finn here?
Not yet.
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ELEANOR

(SCARLETT rolls her eyes)
ELEANOR (CONT.)
You shouldn’t be so hard on him all the time. He probably just needed to get like ... gas
or something.
SCARLETT
Gas, my ass … I have to be hard on him. That kid wastes his natural talent on being a
doofus all the time. He’s probably not going to show up cause he’s a big, lazy, dumb…
(FINN bursts into the room)
WHO MISSED ME?!
I think Scarlett did.

FINN
ELEANOR

FINN
Of course she did. What can I say? It’s just my charm.
(SCARLETT picks up the anthology and
lightly smacks him on the head with it)
OW! What did I do?!
ELLIE
Scarlett, what did I tell you about hitting people with anthologies?
FINN
Ellie, guess what?! I got an 87 on that history test, all thanks to your genius tutoring.
That’s great, Finn!

ELEANOR

SCARLETT
We need to stop dilly-dallying and get started with this group playwriting assignment. As
Plato once said, ‘the beginning is the most important –’
FINN
Cool, cool, cool. Speaking of Playdoh ... does anyone have an idea for our group playtho?
(SCARLETT rolls her eyes)
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ELEANOR
I was trying to think of an idea but then my mom called me and she never calls me so
obviously I had to answer and then I just ... forgot.
SCARLETT
That’s okay. You’re still new to this whole theatre thing so I’ll cut you some slack …
because ‘the quality of mercy is not strained! It droppeth like the gentle rain from –’
Alright, we get it Judi Dench.

FINN

SCARLETT
Alright, Mister-You’ve-Got-Jokes … Do you have anything in mind, Finn?
FINN
Not yet, but I’m sure I’ll think of something genius.
Very reassuring.

SCARLETT

FINN
Excuse you. But there’s a reason I call myself Finn Manuel Miranda reincarnated.
SCARLETT
You make no sense ... cause he’s not dead, idiot. Did Ms. Drew say what time the
assignment was due?
(They both shrug. SCARLETT checks her
phone and suddenly flips out)
Oh, no!
What?

FINN

SCARLETT
I’m looking at the Google classroom!
And?

FINN & ELLIE

SCARLETT
The group play idea is due in thirty minutes!
FINN
Thirty minutes?! But we have nothing, zero, zip, nada!
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ELEANOR
(freaking out)
This is no time to freak out! We need one cohesive group play idea and we need it NOW.
And I need an A in this class to keep my GPA high so I get into a college that’s far away
from this shitty town and my shitty parents who just somehow forgot the day that their
daughter was BIRTHED.
(FINN and SCARLETT stare at ELEANOR.
She shrinks)
Let’s just move on and pretend that never happened...
SCARLETT
Alright. Okay. Play ideas. Our idea has gotta be something juicy, something interesting,
something to draw the people in.
FINN
Okay, okay, check this out … so, my first idea is about being a ruler of some big ass
country, right?
(to himself)
Yeah … I like that ...Yeah. okay. Let’s make him famous; and he keeps growing and
growing and growing with fame. And boom, now his friends are jealous.
(in a character voice)
“Why does he have to be famous?!”
(in another voice)
“Yeah, look at that shaggy toga”
(pretending to stab)
Stab! Stab! Stab! Stab! Stab! ... he's dead … curtain.
Finn?
Yeah?

SCARLETT
FINN

SCARLETT
That’s the plot of Julius Caesar. What, you thought you could just plagiarize
Shakespeare and no one would notice?
FINN
Oh, I didn’t realize. I’ll think of another; that’s no problem.
(beat)
Already thought of something. It’s genius.
(excitedly)
Picture this … nerd kid starts to gain fame because he grew this dope-ass plant … that
talks! Plot twist!!! Plant is a murderer who eats humans. Nerd kid starts killing people in

41

the show to keep the plant growing.

FINN (CONT.)

ELEANOR
That’s weird ... but I kind of love that…
SCARLETT
That's Little Shop of Horrors, you donut. Are you trying to get us in trouble with Ms.
Drew?!
FINN
What? How could I have known that!
SCARLETT
It was our fall musical! You were the plant!
Riiiight…

FINN

SCARLETT
‘You stock-fish ... Thou hast no more brain than I have in mine elbows.’
ELEANOR
Guys, please stop! We have to focus on finding an idea for our play.
FINN
Okay, I’ll say a title and then you tell me if it sparks an idea or something
Sounds good.

ELEANOR

FINN
(rattling off ideas)
How about, The Passing of a Business Person.
You mean Death of a Salesman?

SCARLETT

FINN
Damn it. Okay, how about Spirits in the USA?
Angels in America?

SCARLETT

FINN
Agh! Uhh ... a Road Vehicle Called Cravings!
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Nope, A Streetcar Named Desire.
No! I swear I don’t know these.

SCARLETT
FINN

SCARLETT
(sarcastically)
Yeah sure. You just happen to come up with the same ideas as some of the greatest
playwrights of all time.
FINN
At least I’m trying to come up with stuff over here. I’m not hearing any bright ideas
from you!
(ELEANOR’S phone dings. She checks her
phone and she gets up to leave quickly)
SCARLETT

You okay?

ELEANOR
Yeah. My parents just got home. They texted me to come downstairs, so give me a sec.
(ELEANOR leaves looking hopeful)
She seems really depressed.

SCARLETT

FINN
I know, I feel horrible. What can we do to help? Maybe I should show off my dance
moves.
SCARLETT
That’s the last thing you should do.
(beat)
Wait, I have an idea! I got a journal for her birthday and I wrote her a nice letter. Do you
wanna write something too? We can give it to her after we finish the project.
FINN
That’s perfect. I’ll think of something quick.
(SCARLETT grabs the journal from the gift
bag and a pencil, and hands it to FINN. He
opens it and writes)
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Hey, I feel like I should apologize.

SCARLETT

FINN
Yeah ... I’m sorry too, Scar. I shouldn’t have been so mean.
SCARLETT
We just need to have a good play idea. What if all the other groups have great play ideas
and my group is the one that sucks? I feel like Ms. Drew doesn’t think I stand out
enough. The audition for the next show is so close, and if we have a really good idea,
maybe I’ll get cast. I’ll do anything to get a lead.
FINN
There’s no need to base your worth on getting cast or not. There are so many reasons why
a director might not cast you. One time Ms. Drew told me I wasn’t funny, but come on!
I’m the next Jim Carrey in the makin’.
(SCARLETT chuckles at his joke)
All you can do is put your best foot forward in auditions, and the rest is up to fate.
SCARLETT
Yeah, you’re right. I just gotta work hard to put up a performance she can’t say no to. I’ll
stay up all night if I have to. Without theatre … I don’t know … I would be an untalented
loser.
FINN
Hey, don’t say those things about yourself. You have tons going for you. You seem to
forget how cool you are!
Cool? In what world? Star Trek?

SCARLETT

FINN
Scarlett, I think you’re very cool. And you’re such a great friend! Look how much you
care about Ellie’s birthday!
SCARLETT
Thanks, Finn. That means a lot. You’re right, I do care about making Ellie’s birthday
great and I know you do, too. How about this … for the rest of the day, what do you say
we stop our fighting?
FINN
(playfully leaning toward her)
Sounds good to me, Ms. Meryl Streep.

44

(SCARLETT playfully pushes him away as
he hands her the journal. She puts it in the
gift bag)
FINN (CONT.)
You’re gonna do just fine in the theatre world. And hey, if you need someone to practice
reading lines with for the upcoming audition ... I’ll need the practice, too, so I'm
available.
SCARLETT
WAIT! Finn Manuel Miranda ... Did I just hear you correctly? Are you auditioning for
the play?!
FINN
I think so. I mean, I know it was a fluke that I was Audrey II last year because Jack got
bad food poisoning last minute ... but you know what? I kind of had fun up there, even if
some girl in the ensemble was calling me a “donut” every ten minutes. So I think I’m
going to go out for this next show, too.
SCARLETT
Finn, that’s the best news ever! We’ll have so much fun!
(ELEANOR enters. She’s been crying)
Sorry, guys.
Eleanor?! What’s wrong?

ELEANOR
FINN

ELEANOR
My parents decided to just leave for Greece and wanted to say goodbye. That’s all.
FINN
Oh, that’s short notice ... on your birthday...
ELEANOR
(trying to smile through the pain)
Yeah, well, they always kinda do that to me. Family, am I right?
SCARLETT
Hey, who needs a family when you have us?
FINN
That might have been the cheesiest thing you’ve ever said.
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ELEANOR
(wiping away a tear, and composing herself)
You’re right, Scar. You guys will always be my family.
SCARLETT
And we’ll always be there to drive you crazy.
(SCARLETT and FINN share a look.
SCARLETT looks at her phone)
Crap. Now, we only have about five minutes to go. We have NO time to spare. Ellie, any
ideas?
ELEANOR
Wish I could give you something, but I’m done for today. All I can think of is how my
parents keep disappearing on me.
SCARLETT
Ellie … look how well it worked out for Hermia in A Midsummer Night’s Dream. She
got past all of her family troubles just fine.
Sure, but she had magical fairies.

ELEANOR

FINN
Wait you guys. That’s brilliant. Magical love … uh, what about a boy meets girl story.
They meet and then there’s a magician and he stops time, he can mess with the situation
and make them mistake their identities. It could be a cool modern story of love.
Yes, that’s good!
Done.

SCARLETT
(typing furiously)

ELEANOR
Guys! Did I just help come up with our group idea?
SCARLETT
Of course, Ellie! You saved the group!
FINN
We couldn’t have done it without you.
ELEANOR
At least one thing went right on my birthday...
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SCARLETT
Oh, wait, that’s right! You never opened your gift!
(ELEANOR picks up the gift bag and opens
it)
ELEANOR

Lacuna…

(looks at SCARLETT as she reads)
Fill in the gaps of your life through writing…
(ELEANOR flips open the journal)
A letter? A poem?! Scar, Finn, this is beautiful. How...
SCARLETT
Ellie, it’s your birthday! As Shakespeare said … friendship is constant in all things.
FINN
She’s right, Ellie. It’s the least we can do for our best friend.
ELEANOR

Finn...
Happy Birthday, Ellie.

FINN

(ELLIE hugs FINN and SCARLETT
simultaneously)
ELEANOR
Aww. I love you guys. Best birthday ever.
END OF PLAY
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Sinner
By Lauren Ortega
12th Grade
Alexander Dreyfoos School of the Arts
Teacher: Brittany Rigdon
Principal: Dr. Susan Atherley

Meet the Playwright

Lauren Ortega

I’ve loved writing for as long as I can remember. I’m primarily a poet, but
playwriting has been a fun change of pace. I’m currently working on a fantasy
children’s book. In my free time, I like to garden, paint, read, and make comic
strips. I’m going to college next year to study creative writing and literature,
and I want to make writing my professional career. It’s definitely something I
want to carry on for the rest of my life.
This play was inspired by my own questions about religion and what happens
after death. It might not be a very nice thing to think about, but I’ve found that
the best way for me to deal with the discomfort of the unknown is to write
about it. Injecting humor into an otherwise morbid topic was difficult, but also
led to a lot of interesting self-reflection.
My favorite author is Kate DiCamillo. The Tale of Despereaux might be a
children’s book, but it’s the one I find myself coming back to re-read year
after year. The lovable characters, loads of imagination, and whimsical worldbuilding were what first hooked me on the fantasy genre as a child. It’s a genre I
still love to read and write today.
This was my third year writing with Palm Beach Dramaworks, and I’ve enjoyed
the experience from beginning to end. When I wrote the first draft of this
play, I considered it mostly a comedy. The revision process when I was chosen
as a finalist really centered on bringing the conflict in the story to life and
deepening the relationships between the characters. The subsequent drafts
helped clarify the world the play was set it. One of the biggest challenges was
cutting it down, as it was originally fourteen minutes long! Attending rehearsals
has always been one of my favorite parts of the process, because it is often the
first time I hear the play out loud. Watching the performance was truly magical.
I think it translated really well to a digital setting (credit to our amazing actors
and director), and it was awesome to see my work on a new platform.
What is your favorite play?
The Curious Incident of the Dog in the Night-Time. I’ve always loved the dynamic
set design, and I think that the focus on only a few characters creates a
wonderful intimacy with the audience. The book is a great read as well!
What is your favorite musical?
Hamilton. I love the story and costume design, and the songs always get stuck
in my head, in the best way possible. I listen to the soundtrack all the time.
Who is your favorite band or singer?
Cavetown. A lot of Cavetown songs have soft guitar music in the background,
so I always played them on the shop radio at my job. The music is very gentle
and nostalgic.

(Continued on next page)
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Meet Lauren Ortega (Continued)
Who is your favorite actor?
Emma Watson. I loved her in The Circle! I also consider her work for womens’
rights as awesome, so she’s definitely someone I look up to.
What would people be surprised to learn about you?
I’m a competitive slam poet! I’ve been competing on my school’s team for the
past three years. It’s a really fun performance event, but also a great platform
to talk about social issues and what we can do to help. It’s a community of
supportive and passionate peers, and it’s been a powerful, creative outlet for
me.
What is going on in the world that angers you?
What angers me now is all the hate and intolerance in the world. Instead of
lashing out at people who are different from us, we should be embracing and
learning from each other’s cultures. Diversity is one of the greatest facets of life.
It is something we should all work together to protect, especially against the
threat of violence and discrimination.
What is going on in the world that inspires you?
I think that my generation’s passion for social justice is really inspiring. When a
problem arises, we are ready to listen, learn, and advocate for change. I think
young people’s willingness to be uncomfortable, and to address larger societal
issues, is something we can all learn from.

Casey Butler*, Natalie Donahue McMahon, Patti Gardner*, and Cheviyante Hill in Sinner.
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SINNER

By Lauren Ortega
Copyright ©2021

Aaron Mallory…………Casey Butler*
Charon…………………Patti Gardner*
Karma………………….Natalie Donahue McMahon
Anubis…………………Cheviyante Hill

Cast of Characters
Aaron Mallory:

A young man, 23, lost in the bureaucratic shuffle.

Charon:

A middle-aged woman, and one of the directors at
Afterlife, Inc. Pronounced “kair-uhn.”

Karma:

A young woman; director of morality.

Anubis:

Egyptian god of death, and weigher of souls.

Scene
Afterlife Inc., a bureaucratic agency.
Time
2015
*Member Actors’ Equity Association
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SETTING:

A waiting room not unlike an airport terminal. At
the center of the room are rows of chairs. There are
various reception desks against the walls.

AT RISE:

AARON MALLORY is shuffling his papers
impatiently, and sitting hunched in one of the
waiting room chairs. CHARON is sitting at one of
the reception desks. She leans over her desk and
speaks into a microphone.

CHARON
Calling passenger three billion, eight hundred and ninety-two; I repeat, calling passenger
three billion, eight hundred and ninety-two. Will passenger three billion–
AARON
(standing and rushing to her desk)
That’s me, that’s me. I’m … err, my name is Aaron–
CHARON
(reading curtly from a file)
Mr. Aaron Martin Mallory, twenty-three years old, from Ithaca, New York, is that right?
AARON
Yeah, that’s it. Listen, I need your help with–
CHARON
Date of death: December 7th, 2015, at 3:00 p.m. Eastern Time. Cause of death:
automobile accident. Next of kin–
AARON
I remember my own death well enough, thanks. I’ve only been over it a hundred times …
look, the lady in posthumous affairs said–
CHARON
Mr. Mallory, I am sure you are aware of the procedures we have in place here.
Right. Sorry …
Sharon.
That’s Charon.

AARON
(reading her name tag)
CHARON
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AARON
Like that dead dude from Greek mythology ferrying souls across the River of Styx, right?
CHARON
Well. We gods don’t ascribe to mortal restrictions like “dude.”
AARON
Right. Sorry. Look, I lost my little brother; his name’s Max … in the check-in thingy …
the big gateway; there were just so many people, and I got distracted, and I don’t know
where he is, and the lady at the front desk said I have to get “processed”–
CHARON
Alright, alright. Take a deep breath, we’ll find your brother. I’m sure he’s already
processed by now and waiting for you. We’re very efficient here. As we like to say,
“Afterlife Inc! The quickest ride to the other side.”
AARON
I just really, really need to find him. Like, now. He’s just a kid.
CHARON
I understand. You aren’t the first case with familial separation we’ve had, and we
wouldn’t want you slipping through the cracks, would we? Now, the first step is to get
you assigned to your proper afterlife, and then we can make contact. What is your
religious affiliation?
AARON
I … I don’t know. I don’t … I didn’t go to church.
CHARON
Okay, do you have any defining spiritual beliefs?
Uh…

AARON

CHARON
I see. Well, why don’t you fill out this short questionnaire, and take it to down to Uriel in
Religious Redirection?
AARON
No! No more forms or lines, please! I’ve already been here for … I don’t know, it feels
like weeks … it wouldn’t kill you to put a clock up somewhere.
CHARON
I’ll try to be more specific. Do you believe in a god, or the afterlife?
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AARON
I mean, I guess. I thought I’d end up somewhere, with someone, maybe … I wasn’t sure.
Not here. That’s okay, right? There’s gotta be a place for people like that. Like me.
CHARON
Of course. That gives us a few options. Why don’t you head down to Quadrant Four, and
think it over? We have churches, temples, synagogues, shrines, mosques, monasteries …
lots of places for some quiet reflection on what you need in an afterlife.
I need to find my brother.

AARON

CHARON
I’m not really supposed to be taking on these kinds of projects...
Charon, please.

AARON

CHARON
Well … maybe we could have a closer look at your case file.
AARON
That’s great. Thank you. Let’s do that.
CHARON
Truth be told, I sort of miss getting to know every passenger one-on-one … now they
want to bring in something called a computer! Ferrying souls has become so impersonal.
I’m afraid I’m becoming obsolete.
(she rifles through drawers for paperwork)
Let’s see … MacDonald, Maddox … ah, Mallory.
(opening a file)
Ooh … I’m sorry, Mr. Mallory, but it looks like you haven’t met your good faith
credentials. Not sure how no one caught that.
AARON
What’s that mean? Am I going to hell?
CHARON
(laughing)
Don’t be ridiculous! You simply don’t have the credits for me to redirect you to your
afterlife. Now, if you’d like to enter our one hundred-year-purgatory program–
AARON
I don’t have that kind of time! Can I take some kind of test to prove I’m a good person?
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CHARON
Well, I could redirect you to Mr. Anubis and have him weigh your heart against a feather,
but you might face eternal damnation. However, I do have the forms you filled out in the
lobby, so let’s call up someone on your reference sheet. It looks like your grandfather
used a Valhalla voucher from his military service.
(She dials a number on a rotary phone. The
phone rings and the outgoing message plays:
“You’ve reached the palace of Barnaby
Mallory. I’m too busy feasting to come to
the phone right now, so leave a message at
the tone!” The phone beeps)
Should I try your grandmother?
What, they aren’t together?

AARON

CHARON
It looks like she went to Christian Heaven, but every passenger receives a travel visa
immediately after verification, so they’re all connected, really.
Fine. Let’s try it.

AARON
(CHARON dials another number. This time,
the message says “Please hold! An angel
will be with you momentarily!” Choir music
begins to play through the phone)

CHARON
(hanging up)
Well then…why don’t we go over your existing credentials while we wait?
(into the microphone)
Will Karma please come to Quadrant Three … calling Karma to Quadrant Three.
Karma?

AARON

CHARON
Yes, she’s one of my co-workers. She’ll help you sort out the decisions you made in life
and the consequences of your actions.
KARMA
Ooh, I heard somebody hasn’t met his good-faith credentials! What are you in for?
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I haven’t done anything, I swear!

AARON

KARMA
(looking through her own file)
We’ll see about that. My notes say you took three packs of Double Bubble Bubblegum
from your next-door neighbor’s candy dish on Halloween, even though the sign explicitly
stated, “please take one.”
AARON
I think ‘please take one’ is really more of a suggestion.
KARMA
That doesn’t discount a moral obligation. You deprived two other children of candy! Not
to mention poor Mrs. Butterfield. She slipped and fell on the way back to the pantry,
checking for extras. Let’s give her a call, Char.
(CHARON dials the phone. It goes straight
to voicemail: “the person you are calling no
longer exists. Goodbye.”)
CHARON
Ooh, it looks she chose the reincarnation wheel. You’ll have to wait until she dies again
of natural causes.
AARON
But that’ll be like, eighty years! I don’t understand why I can’t just go look for Max now.
CHARON
Mr. Mallory, this place is like one big labyrinth. Your brother could be anywhere, and if
you get lost out there without a proper afterlife certification, there’s no telling where
you’ll end up! No, our best course of action would be … maybe, to call … well, let’s
see…
AARON
We’re just going around in circles! I want to find Max right now, and I don’t care what it
takes. You know what? I’m gonna go weigh my heart with the Anubi- guy.
CHARON
That is a very serious decision, Mr. Mallory. I understand that–
AARON
No, you don’t understand. I killed him! I killed Max!
KARMA
But you couldn’t have killed him. I just went through your whole file.
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AARON
It was a car accident. I was driving, and we were running late, and we were fighting, and
I looked away from the road at him, and someone pulled out … and I killed him. I killed
both of us. It’s my fault we’re dead and it’s my fault we’re here and … god, he’s just a
little kid.
CHARON

I’m so sorry.

AARON
Yeah, well, what’s done is done. I just need to get to him as fast as possible.
KARMA
If your heart isn’t lighter than the feather of Ma’at on Anubis’ scale, it’ll be eaten by
Ammit the devourer.
AARON
I promised my mom and dad I’d look after him, and I already failed once. Let’s go.
(A beat)
CHARON
(into the microphone)
Will Mr. Anubis please come to Quadrant Three … Mr. Anubis to Quadrant Three.
(ANUBIS appears, waving away his many
assistants)
(growling)
Who dares interrupt my lunch break?
I’m sorry, but this is a special case.

ANUBIS

CHARON

ANUBIS
Hmph. Mortals are nothing special. Young man, come forth, and I shall weigh your
feeble heart.
(He takes out a feather and a stethoscope.
He places the diaphragm against AARON’s
chest, weighing the feather in his hand)
I sense a heavy heart filled with mortal sin … but also kindness and compassion. Unless
something shifts this balance–
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(CHARON sneezes)
AARON

Bless you.

ANUBIS
(unimpressed)
Hmph. Perhaps … there is just a drop more good than evil here.
AARON
So, I’m good? I passed? We can get on with the whole afterlife-assignment thing?
With haste. I tire of you.

ANUBIS

KARMA
Good news, gang. I just got a call from security. It looks like they found some kid in a
Star Wars shirt out by the vending machines and get this, he was buying a pack of Double
Bubble Bubblegum.
AARON

That’s him! Let’s go!

KARMA
You’re not going; you’d only get lost. Mr. Anubis and I will go get him.
ANUBIS
Mr. Anubis will go back to his lunch break.
(KARMA and ANUBIS leave)
AARON
Thanks for the help back there. I hope he’ll … do you think … I know I don’t deserve it.
I just hope, is all.
He’ll forgive you. They always do.

CHARON

AARON
Thanks, really. And, if it means anything … I don’t think you’re obsolete at all.
CHARON
(smiling)
Sometimes, I forget. I’ve been here for so long myself. Humans … you have such
beautiful souls … such depth and capacity for change, and for forgiveness. It reminds me
why I do all this. For the happy endings. You know–
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(The sound of a door opening. In the
distance, MAXWELL yells, “Aaron!”
AARON turns, beaming. CHARON smiles
and nods. Blackout)
END OF PLAY
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In the Wake of Fermin De Los Santos
By Murleve Roberts
12th Grade
Alexander Dreyfoos School of the Arts
Teacher: Brittany Rigdon
Principal: Dr. Susan Atherley

Meet the Playwright

Murleve Roberts

I’m shy, but I might be extroverted; I can be very productive but only when I’m
passionate or into it; I am very political; I love colors, stories, and my friends. I’ve lived
in the same house for 18 years, but I’m only occasionally bitter about it. My dad is
from New Jersey, my mom is from Curaçao. I’m their youngest, and I learned to love
reading and music from my brothers’ interest in both. As a kid, my ambitions changed
a lot, but creative writing is something I always wanted to do, and in high school I
embraced it as a future career path. I plan to study screenwriting in college, and write
for film and TV; but I hope to continue writing poetry, prose, and plays in my free time.
I was inspired to write this play from the depiction of prostitutes in mainstream film
and TV. They are typically people who enter men’s lives to foster male character
development, whilst lacking their own self-purpose. Women and girls’ experiences
with racialized sexualization and sexual violence also inspired me, as well as the
struggles immigrants and their children often face in the United States. My goal
was to give a voice to stories I feel very much already exist, especially in the US and
in white supremacist regions, and I wanted to write it without centering whiteness
or white characters.
I think I’m inspired by seeing writers who share my identity because it’s reassuring
to see people I can not only relate to, but see that they are acclaimed and wellregarded. It feels like confirmation that my voice is valuable, even though it’s
marginalized. Audre Lorde is someone who especially makes me feel this way.
Novelists and screenwriters generally inspire me by telling stories uniquely and
resonantly, because that’s what’s inspired me since I was little.
I really enjoyed the process and found it very valuable. It wasn’t easy, and it was
sometimes frustrating to revise one piece so much, but it taught me how necessary
it is to continue to put time into one piece so it can really blossom. It also taught me
that “writing is rewriting” through and through. It was useful to get so much feedback
on my writing, especially as it developed between drafts, and it was really fun to read
and critique my fellow playwrights’ plays in real time, even over Zoom. Watching my
characters come to life during rehearsal and the final performance was also incredible,
as was being able to reach an audience and see my play resonate with them. Overall,
I’m truly thankful to Palm Beach Dramaworks for giving the ten of us this opportunity,
and I’ll carry it with me as I move forward artistically and professionally.
What is your favorite play?
I haven’t seen many plays, but Indecent is so beautiful. Its symbolism, imagery,
music, and other facets make it such a layered, evocative story that not only
displays the beauties of love and hope, but also the struggles and rejection artists
face for being too progressive, too limited, or anything true to themselves. It
also creates empathy and intimacy with Jewish people around and during the
Holocaust. I was more deeply connected to the characters and the play more than
most plays I’ve seen. I was also amazed to see something centered around a play
from over a hundred years ago that I related to so much.
(Continued on next page)
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Meet Murleve Roberts (Continued)
What is your favorite musical?
Heathers, because I adore the use of harmonies and the overall sound of the
musical.
Who is your favorite band or singer?
Currently, my favorite singer is SZA, but it changes every few months to years.
Frank Ocean and Phum Viphurit are also up there; and for bands, so is Nothing
But Thieves. The sound of their music is obviously paramount, and I adore all of
their voices. But SZA’s music also explores vulnerability and insecurity in a way
that really resonates with me right now.
Who is your favorite actor?
This also changes frequently, but as of very recently, Gong Yoo. I’ve really
enjoyed what I’ve seen him in so far, and I appreciate and admire his dedication
to telling powerful stories and bringing awareness to injustices.
What would people be surprised to learn about you?
I can’t think of what would surprise others because all I know is I’m wholly me.
What is going on in the world that angers you?
Racial injustice and the way the United States functions.
What is going on in the world that inspires you?
Early this school year, my psychology class looked at an award called the
Carnegie Hero Fund, which recognizes “persons who perform extraordinary
acts of heroism in civilian life in the United States and Canada,” and financially
assists those left disadvantaged because of those selfless acts. We learned
that since its establishment in 1904, the criteria to receive a Carnegie Medal
has become highly specific due of the volume of nominees the commission
receives. People tend to focus on the negativity in the world, but there’s a lot
of good that is overlooked and forgotten, and the wealth of goodness people
put out every day is something that inspires me: the wealth of goodness that
overwhelms a commission so it struggles to award it.

Krystal Millie Valdez*, and Cheviyante Hill in In The Wake of Fermin De Los Santos.

*Member of Actors’ Equity Association
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IN THE WAKE OF FERMÍN DE
LOS SANTOS
By Murleve Roberts
Copyright ©2021

Prostitute………………Krystal Millie Valdez*
Client………………….Cheviyante Hill

Cast of Characters
Prostitute:

A 29-year-old Arab-American sex worker. She’s jaded but
well-adjusted to her job.

Client:

A 27-year-old, self-made Hispanic software engineer. He’s never
imagined himself in a brothel, and is highly uncomfortable.

Scene
A “sauna-spa” in a metropolitan area, USA.
Time
The present. Night.
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SETTING:

A drab, private room with a bed, nightstand, and
wall clock.

AT RISE:

A PROSTITUTE sits on the bed, staring at the
clock. A CLIENT enters, and the PROSTITUTE
smiles and stands, leaning against the bed frame.
She takes a long look at him.

PROSTITUTE
Well, aren’t you a breath of fresh air.
(striding up to him; reaching for his tie)
How old are you, baby boy?
I’m not here to sleep with you.

CLIENT

PROSTITUTE
(cozying up even closer)
No? You here to arrest me, officer?
CLIENT
Goddamnit. Get your hands off of me!
(The CLIENT grabs her wrists and shoves
her away. She lands, sitting on the bed)
Fuck you. Get out.
Wait–

PROSTITUTE
CLIENT

PROSTITUTE
For what? The actual bruises? My job isn’t to be abused by the nouveau riche.
(The CLIENT looks at the door)
CLIENT
Please don’t make me go. I just … I found your picture in the shit my father left behind
after my mom finally kicked him out–
PROSTITUTE
You can’t seriously expect me to remember every man who comes to see me–
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His name is Fermín de los Santos.

CLIENT

(The PROSTITUTE places his name
instantly. The CLIENT sees her reaction)
CLIENT
Please. I know I shouldn’t have touched you. I’m sorry, but … please.

Fine.

(beat)

PROSTITUTE

CLIENT

Really?

PROSTITUTE
You paid to come in. I’m obligated. And I don’t need you leaving complaints.

Thank you.

Sit.

(shocked)

(shrugs)

CLIENT

PROSTITUTE

(The CLIENT awkwardly sits on the bed)
So, you and him, um. How…

CLIENT

PROSTITUTE
How did I start having sex with your daddy?
(snorts)
He was my first regular. I hadn’t been working here for long. I didn’t go to college and I
found out what this place was in high school, so…
And you just … stayed, all this time?

CLIENT

PROSTITUTE
Left a few times, came back. It works. It pays. Anyway, Fermín was my client for a
while.
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CLIENT

For how long?

PROSTITUTE
At least half a year? At first it was pretty sporadic, but eventually he started to really like
me. He got jealous, possessive, gave me gifts.
CLIENT

And?

PROSTITUTE
And … he was relatively normal. Kind of attached, but he eventually stopped coming.
Maybe it was sudden, but it’s not like I would’ve looked into it. I had plenty of clients by
then.
(gesturing to herself)
Exoticism will do that for you.
…Did he ever talk about me?

What?

CLIENT

PROSTITUTE
(caught off guard)

(she shakes her head fervently; laughs)
No. No – never. He saw me to forget about you.
(sobering)
I don’t even think it was about sex. I was his fantasy, you know? This virgin sultana in
his private harem. No obligations to meet, no regrets to confront, just dreams to indulge
in. I was everything he wished he had in one pretty, weekly package.
(The CLIENT seethes)
I’m sorry, I…
CLIENT
No, you were saying? He was fucking his Princess Jasmine to forget his disappointment
of a life? He was showering you with his non-existent savings so he could feel better
about himself? God, you know, I don’t even remember having a father back then. He
didn’t even look at me. He only ate with us on Sunday nights … which stopped sometime
around when you entered the picture, I’m sure. And I spent all my energy on him, trying
to get out of the shithole of an American Dream he dug. I do remember how, when I
wanted to try out for the basketball team, my mom said we couldn’t afford new shoes.
“Tu papá fue degradado.” That’s what she told me. “Ayúdame a buscar cupones,” but
for things we needed to survive, like groceries. Like food. And I’m not mad about that.
I’m not mad we were poor. I’m mad we could have kept our refrigerator full if that piece
of shit wasn’t paying your wage!
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CLIENT (CONT.)
(beat)
No wonder he hated me. Like you said, I was his regret, and you were his escape. You
were his Arabian getaway while I sorted coupons with mamá, while I got rejected from
my first job interviews for being brown, while I taught myself pre-calculus because the
teachers in my shitty neighborhood couldn’t be bothered to teach! How many nights was
I up doing homework while you fucked?! During how many of my breakdowns was he in
here … happy? How many times did he pay you before I found my mom in my room …
(his voice breaking)
crying …“No seas como tu padre. Y no seas como yo.” Like I haven’t always tried to be
more for them.
(beat)
That pig convinced my mother she failed everyone … him, her parents, her god …
because, what? She wasn’t a literal whore?!
(long beat. He tries to calm himself)
I’m sorry, but–
I know.

PROSTITUTE
(beat. The PROSTITUTE goes to comfort him)

CLIENT
(weakly)
Why couldn’t you have gone to college? Why couldn’t you have picked another life so
you wouldn’t ruin mine?
PROSTITUTE

(angry)
Because I was a teenager! I was a stupid teenager who didn’t have parents to tell her to
try anything else!
(The PROSTITUTE twists the CLIENT’s
face towards her)
I didn’t know school was worth it! I didn’t know college could actually get me
somewhere! All I knew was that men loved looking at me, and that meant they’d love
touching me, and that that was a fucking industry! I was a girl and you don’t get to come
to my job and blame me for your father’s choices when you know just as well as I do he
would’ve come here anyway and picked out whatever sixteen-year-old made him feel the
way I did!
(The PROSTITUTE realizes she’s revealed
too much)
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CLIENT

What?

(beat)
You were sixteen when he…? You were sixteen–?!

Yes, I was!

(snappish)

CLIENT

You were a girl.

PROSTITUTE

No … really?
He took advantage of you.
I chose this job.
He raped–
SHUT UP!

PROSTITUTE

CLIENT
PROSTITUTE
CLIENT
PROSTITUTE

(beat)
Just stop. I didn’t ask you to come here and I didn’t mean to tell you that, so just … stop.
And let me do my job.
I’m sorry–
I don’t want that.

CLIENT
PROSTITUTE

CLIENT
But, I am. I’m sorry my father took so much from you.
(The PROSTITUTE slams her fist on the
nightstand)
PROSTITUTE
I don’t think you get it! My life isn’t about Fermín. My problems don’t revolve around
him like yours do. To you, he was a father, but to me, he’s just another man who wanted
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PROSTITUTE (CONT.)
me, and got me. Who got me over and over just so I could have a roof over my head and
warm food to eat and stupid, nice clothes once in a while.
(beat)
It’s not about him. He’s just the one client I had who you happen to know. And I’m just
someone who didn’t know what I was getting into. I thought, since sex is supposed to be
fun, getting paid to have it must be the dream. I didn’t even know it could hurt. I didn’t
know my wage would just scrape livable. I just didn’t know…
CLIENT

Didn’t know what?

PROSTITUTE
Nothing. It’s fine. It’s been fine for a while. But you aren’t. You’re all sorts of messed
up. Because he’s your father, and you don’t deserve what he put you through.
CLIENT

I … know that.

PROSTITUTE
Of course you do. But you blame yourself anyway, don’t you? You think his choices are
your fault, right? And it’s hard to convince yourself otherwise.
CLIENT
You’re deflecting. You’re not “fine.” You hate your life.
PROSTITUTE

That’s not true.

CLIENT
Then, what? You hate the decisions you made?
(beat)
You regret ever letting men like my father inside of you.
PROSTITUTE
And what can you do about it? I thought you paid me to talk through your daddy issues.
(The CLIENT huffs a laugh ironically,
breaking some of the tension)
CLIENT
That was pretty stupid, wasn’t it? Just … looking for the nearest person who was fucked
up by him?
(sighs)

PROSTITUTE
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PROSTITUTE (CONT.)

You need a therapist.

CLIENT
I have one. She helps, but it’s not like I’m over it. I don’t know why it’s so hard. I moved
on financially, I moved out physically…
PROSTITUTE
Do you think you’ll ever get over it?
(beat)
I don’t. You can move on, like you said, and you’ll get there. But ‘getting over it?’ Being
genuinely unaffected? I think some things just screw us over for life. But you have to
accept it was never your fault. There’s gonna be a hole in you, forever fighting for your
attention, constantly threatening to swallow you whole … and you’ll need to keep it
small. With … whatever shit optimists say. Positive affirmations, therapy pets, quality
people and relationships. Things that take power away from it. You manage it.
CLIENT

And what about you?

PROSTITUTE

What about me?

CLIENT
This is your attention-demanding, screw-over hole?

One of them.

(snorts)

PROSTITUTE

CLIENT
And you’re just gonna keep brushing it off because it’s in the past? Because that doesn’t
sound like accepting and managing to me.
PROSTITUTE
(sighs)
Why do you care about some prostitute?
(simply)
Because you’re a person.

CLIENT

(beat. The PROSTITUTE looks
over at the clock)
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PROSTITUTE

Your time’s up.

It isn’t.

CLIENT
(looking at the clock)
PROSTITUTE

I know.

CLIENT

…I’ll go.

(beat)
Can I leave a tip? I didn’t know how much you’d charge, so I have extra.
(He hands her a wad of money. She doesn’t
refuse it. He walks to the door, then turns
back)
This. It works for you?
…Goodnight.

You, too.

PROSTITUTE
CLIENT
(nods, acquiescing)
(He exits. The PROSTITUTE sighs, tucks
the money inside the nightstand, and sits on
the bed. She watches the clock)
END OF PLAY
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The Terathe Tribe
By Carlyn Serpone
12th Grade
Jupiter High School
Teacher: John Day
Principal: Dr. Colleen Ianitti

Meet the Playwright

Carlyn Serpone

I grew up in a practically microscopic town in New Jersey, and although I loved
everything I had there, I did not feel like I belonged. The summer before my
freshman year I moved to a town in Florida that is about twenty times the size
of my old town. It was here that I started to figure out the person I wanted
to be, and was able to find people that made me feel like I was more than
just the weird theatre girl. They made me feel like I finally had a place where
I could be unapologetically myself. My goal for the future is to succeed in the
world of professional theatre, and to one day start a foundation that helps
underprivileged kids and underfunded programs receive the money and
resources they need to be successful in the performing arts. In addition, I would
like to one day open up a studio of my own, and provide students with a place
where they, too, can be unapologetically themselves; a space where they will
feel safe, loved, and accepted.
My group of friends and my experiences as a theatre kid in a public high school
is what inspired me to write my play, The Terathe Tribe, for on more than one
occasion people stare at me with looks of immense confusion when I talk about
theatre things.
A writer that inspired me throughout this process was my good friend and
fellow playwright, Barrett Vargas. Barrett has been a major help and inspiration
throughout this entire process, helping me every step of the way. I could not
have done it without her (thank you, Barrett).
This experience, as a whole, was truly amazing and eye-opening, giving
average high school students, like myself, a glimpse into the world of
professional theatre. The process of taking an idea and turning it into so much
more is something I could never have dreamt it could be.
What is your favorite play?
My favorite play is Romeo and Juliet by William Shakespeare. The reason I love
it is because I feel that it had a major influence on storytelling as a whole, and
without it we would not have some of the classic tales that we know and love.
What is your favorite musical?
Next to Normal. The reasons for which I love this show are endless, but the two
biggest reasons would be the sentimental value this show has for me, and the
memories I associate with it, including meeting the original Diana, Alice Ripley,
and the fact that it opened up the floor to conversations about things like
mental health, grief, and addiction. Not only within the theatre community but
within individual households.
Who is your favorite band or singer?
My favorite singer is Taylor Swift. The reason I love Swift’s music so much is
because every song tells a story and gives you something to connect to; she
(Continued on next page)
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Meet Carlyn Serpone (Continued)
is unapologetically honest in her writing, and isn’t afraid to branch out and try
new things, while also staying true to herself.
Who is your favorite actor?
My favorite actress is Meryl Streep. Throughout my life, Streep has been a major
role model, showing me, and people everywhere, that one person doesn’t have
to be confined to a specific style in their art form. She inspires me daily to go
after my dreams, and never stop until I reach them.
What would people be surprised to learn about you?
Something that people might be surprised to learn about me is that I don’t
consider myself a writer; I have very little experience in writing and I have always
stuck more to the performance and directorial sides of theatre.
What is going on in the world that angers you?
Something that is going on in the world, especially in the United States, that
angers me is the idea that our differences are tearing us apart. No one should
be judged because of the way they look, where they come from, who they
identify as, who they love, or what they believe. People should be measured by
who they are as a person and their character. We are all people. No one should
be looked at as ‘less than’ because of something they can’t control, just like no
one should think that they are superior because of the ideas people who lived
hundreds of years ago had; ideas that should hold no relevance today. I believe
that our world will never be peaceful until people realize that we are all human
beings, no one is better than anyone else, and if someone is happy and not
hurting anyone or themselves then how they live their life is nobody’s business
except their own.
What is going on in the world that inspires you?
Something in the world that inspires me is the optimism, strength, and power of
the youth. In the past year, especially, I feel that younger generations have truly
decided to take a stand, make a change, and not let the outdated and irrelevant
ideas of our ancestors dictate our lives, our country, and our world. This gives
me hope for the future and hope that one day our world will find peace.

Cheviyante Hill, Krystal Millie Valdez*, Natalie Donahue McMahon, and Casey Butler* in The Terathe Tribe.
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THE TERATHE TRIBE
By Carlyn Serpone
Copyright ©2021

Brent…………….Cheviyante Hill
Amy……………..Natalie Donahue McMahon
Sarah…………….Krystal Millie Valdez*
Josh……………...Casey Butler*

Cast of Characters
Brent:

Teenage boy who, like Josh, can appreciate a good story but really enjoys
the shock factor and attention it brings. Tries to come off as tough, but is
not.

Amy:

Teenage girl who scares easily and is not the sharpest knife in the drawer.

Sarah:

Teenage girl with a sharp and witty humor who, like Brent, will never
admit to being scared.

Josh:

Teenage boy who has a creative mind and enjoys the art of a good story.

Scene
The forest of a summer camp in Pennsylvania.
Time
Present-day; night.
*Member of Actors’ Equity Association
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SETTING:

A campfire in the woods.

AT RISE:

Brent, Amy, and Sarah are sitting around a campfire
while Brent tells the end of a scary story.

BRENT
...the group of teens ran as fast as they possibly could until they hit a dead end in the
forest; a cliff far too high to climb and much too wide to find a way around; they were
trapped!
AMY
OMG, what are they going to do? Maybe they’ll find like a vine or something and figure
out a way to climb up.
SARAH
A vine? This is the forest, not the jungle Amy; I have a feeling this isn't going to end
well.
BRENT
The longer they stood there, the quieter the forest seemed to get. The only thing they
heard was the sound of leaves being crushed under the beast’s killer paws. Louder and
louder the sound grew, and then, all of a sudden, it stopped.
AMY
Maybe the monster decided to go home.
SARAH
(sarcastically)
Yeah, maybe he had a change of heart or something; decided to go be with his little
monster kids, sit on the couch and watch HGTV with his monster wife because that’s
totally how all scary stories end.
BRENT
That’s exactly what the group thought, too. They waited to see if anything happened;
minutes went by without a sound. The kids figured they were safe and started to walk
back to camp, but as they were walking back, they heard a rustle in the bushes.
AMY
Probably just some sweet woodland creature, right, Sarah?
SARAH
Sure, Amy. While they were getting chased by a killer monster a bunny decided to stop
by to say hello.
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BRENT
Thinking it was just their minds playing tricks on them, the group brushed it off, and
continued on their way. Then, out of nowhere…
(making a loud monster sound)
…the Mountain Monster jumped out from the bushes!
(JOSH enters through the bushes)
Hey, guys!

JOSH

AMY & SARAH
(screaming)
IT’S THE MOUNTAIN MONSTER!
JOSH
Wow! I know I look kinda rough right now, but I feel like “monster” is a little harsh,
don’t you?
Ladies, calm down, it’s just Josh.
What are y’all up to?

BRENT
JOSH

SARAH
Brent was trying to scare us with some stupid story.
BRENT
Based on what happened five seconds ago, I would say I succeeded.
SARAH
We only screamed because Josh scared us. Just face it, no story or urban legend could
ever make us fear these woods.
AMY
Yeah, like, we have been coming here since we were, what, five? I know these
campgrounds better than my own backyard; not that it wasn’t a great story, though,
Brent. It was super spooky; really great job!
JOSH
Well, if you know it so well, then I guess you’ve heard the legend of the Terathe people
who, years ago, roamed these very woods.
SARAH
The Terathe people? Josh, my main job as counselor is to literally teach campers about
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SARAH (CONT.)
the campground’s history, and I’ve never once heard of the Terathe people.
Oh, trust me, they exist.

JOSH
AMY

How do you know?
Because I have met one.
(Gasp)

JOSH
AMY & SARAH

BRENT
You really expect us to believe that you’ve come in contact with some ancient tribe or
whatever, and didn’t bother to tell your best friends? Like, how gullible do you think we
are?
JOSH
Very, but that’s not the point. The Terathe people are real, and probably one of the most
unique group of individuals to ever walk the planet.
Then tell us about them.

BRENT

SARAH
What do you think he was about to do, Brent? Josh, the floor is yours.
JOSH
Thank you, Sarah. The Terathe people … I mean, where do I even start? The thing about
this group is that one is not born into it like with other tribes, oh no, one is consumed into
it, like a black hole, and it can happen to anyone. You see, these people are like shape
shifters: they can blend into any crowd, and will often use this ability for their rituals.
Rituals?
Yes, Amy, rituals.
What kind of rituals?

AMY
JOSH
AMY

75

Oh, all kinds of rituals.

JOSH

BRENT
Can we stop saying “rituals?” The word doesn’t sound real anymore.
JOSH
The rituals consist of peculiar movements paired with a unique style of vocal incantations
and the occasional use of sacred relics that must only be touched by the one the great
keeper bestows them upon.
AMY
Did you say vocal incantations? What do they sound like?
JOSH
There are a few different kinds, but the ones I heard kinda sound like…
(JOSH does various vocal warm ups, but in
a distorted fashion. Ex: nya nya nya nya; lip
trills; vocal sighs, etc.)
SARAH
(cutting JOSH off)
Okay, can we please stop with the dying animal noisesVocal incantations.

JOSH

SARAH
Okay, whatever, can we please stop with the
(mockingly)
“vocal incantations,” and get back to the story now?
JOSH
Yes, we can get back to the legend; now where did I leave off?
AMY
You were telling us about their rituals.
JOSH
Ah, yes! Some of them are planned, and meticulously thought out, right down to the
slightest movements. These are often quite enjoyable for all involved, but there is another
kind: a more deadly kind. Sometimes their rituals are spontaneous and unexpected by
anyone, even themselves. All it takes is for one member to start. Then, without even
thinking about it, each and every one of them will join in, all perfectly in time; without
question.
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SARAH
Psh, what, are they under some sort of mind control thing?
JOSH
No one knows; not even them. The wildest part is that sometimes others will come to
view the rituals.
BRENT
Wait, what?! People go to see this stuff?
JOSH
All the time! Sometimes, they’ll even go to see their battles where they try to determine
which tribe is superior based on the strength of their rituals. They only see what the
Terathe people want them to. The viewers see the good, but not the pain or the suffering
the tribe is facing.
That is horrible! These poor people.

AMY

JOSH
That’s not all, though; it gets wilder. There are rules to the rituals, and God help anyone
who tries to break them. You see, the Terathe people are very superstitious, and before
each ritual, one must only wish bad fortune upon another. If they dare grant them words
of positivity, there will be a disruption in their energy force. They believe that this will
ruin the ritual.
Their energy force?

SARAH

JOSH
Oh yes, they feel very strongly about their energy force. Before each ritual, they’ll all
stand together and inflict pain through the hands as a way to connect them to this force;
this is a crucial part of the tribe's preparation and must not be disturbed.
Wow, that sounds dreadful.

AMY

JOSH
You think that is dreadful? Remember how I said that some rituals could be deadly?
Well, let me tell you about the forbidden Scottish ritual.
BRENT
(starting to catch on)
Forbidden Scottish ritual?! Woah, this just got interesting!
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JOSH
There is one ritual that, according to legend, if the Terathe people participate in it,
everyone in their tribe will die a horrible death. I shouldn't even be talking about it now.
The very name of it could kill us all!
What’s the name of it?

SARAH

AMY
Did you not just hear him? The name could kill us all!
That’s a risk I am willing to take.

SARAH

BRENT
You know, now that you say that, I actually think I remember hearing about the Terathe
in a TikTok or something. They're the ones who, like, only use opposite directions, right?
JOSH
That would be correct, Brent. In their sacred space: what’s up is down and what’s left is
right. This is of major importance when preparing for their rituals.
BRENT
If I remember correctly, I believe they use some kind of sorcery to lure people in and
transport them, or at least make them think they have been transported, to any spot on the
globe; that’s the main reason why so many people attend the rituals despite the horrors
that go on behind closed curtains.
AMY
I can’t believe that people could be so cruel that they would support these vicious people!
SARAH
I can. People watch crime shows all the time and find interest in murder and mystery,
nothing from this shocks me.
JOSH

(To BRENT)
Wow, and she doesn't even know about the shoes with the steel bottoms.
(To JOSH)
Or the voice amplifiers
(To BRENT)
Or the forbidden whistle.
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BRENT

JOSH

BRENT
(To JOSH)
Or the blinding stolen sun rays guarded by the alpha feline.

Or the-

(To BRENT)

JOSH

SARAH
Hold on! Okay, so the Terathe are obviously some pretty freaky people, but where are
they now?
JOSH
Well, that’s the thing ... they’re everywhere.
(Gasp)
What do you mean everywhere?

SARAH, & AMY
AMY

JOSH
I mean everywhere. They’re all around us. They use their ability of shape shifting to
blend in with everyone else … they can be anywhere and anyone, even one of us.
SARAH
Josh, didn't you say you've met one before? Who was it? Do we know them?
JOSH
You know them. You are closer than you think, but we go by a different name now.
AMY

Wait, we?
Yes, Amy, we. I am one of them.
(Gasp)

JOSH
SARAH & AMY

BRENT
I have a confession guys … I’m one, too.
(Gasp)

SARAH & AMY
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Josh, Brent, no! Say it isn’t true.

AMY

JOSH
It’s true. We are part of the Terathe tribe.
But nowadays we call ourselves...
(beat)

BRENT

BRENT & JOSH

Theatre Kids!

(BLACKOUT)
(Scream)

SARAH & AMY

END OF PLAY
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Invisible Demarcations
By Sunaina Singh
11th Grade
Alexander Dreyfoos School of the Arts
Teacher: Andrew Gilbert
Principal: Dr. Susan Atherley

Meet the Playwright

Sunaina Singh

I tend to describe myself as a tad odd for my age. I’ve always been interested in expanded
thought (philosophy), writing, the sciences, economics, etc. Anything that makes me think
beyond simplistic pleasures and wants. I suppose this makes me a bit of an existentialist, except
I’ve never really attempted to answer the meaning of life.
I was the odd one out amongst my peers for most of my life. It wasn’t until I began high school
that I finally settled around people and became more socially adept. I am a bit introverted, and
often rely on my imagination to get me through boring situations, and for a while when I was
younger, it was my closest companion. I made up stories for my sister when we played with
dolls or at night when she couldn’t sleep. Of course, that ended when she turned 13, and now
it’s just weird and totally uncool for her (granted she’s 14; lots of stuff becomes very uncool at
that age). So writing became an outlet to express some of my more daring tales.
I study technical theatre at Dreyfoos. Whilst it isn’t writing, visual design and art are definitely
another outlet for my creative expression. The arts were almost a missing piece for me, and
when I found it I became a lot more confidant and happier. I also write plays, short stories, chart
out novel plots, and I’m in charge of the Writing Club at my school. Hopefully, in the future, I
can pursue writing. I am still a bit unsure of what the future holds, but hopefully, writing will be
part of that.
In this current climate, especially in the racially charged environment we live in now, many
stories aren’t written about the bond beyond race, or how some aspects of life are lived
beyond race. And of course, in appropriately calling out discrimination, I simply wanted to write
a story about two people of different races who became friends in a society where race and
what class you’re born into is oppressive and restrictive.
At first, I wanted to talk about skin color and the caste system in India, but the analogy
wouldn’t really work for an American audience. So I looked for a similar society where race
relations resembled ours, and I stumbled across Apartheid in South Africa.
A spiral into research led me back to a 7th-grade civil rights writing assignment in which my
inspiration was a photo of a white girl and a black girl holding hands and supporting each
other during an onslaught of firehose water. Eventually, I found photographs from Apartheid
and looked into the Soweto Student march.
I finished writing this play in 9th grade so it has gone through many revisions. Eventually, I
decided to submit it for the PBD Young Playwrights competition, and here I am!
I have always admired Margaret Atwood, Harper Lee, Tennessee Williams, Aaron Sorkin, and
Agatha Christie. I tend to like elevated dialogue and love its nuance. I like how elevated speech
can sometimes perpetuate the suspension of imagination like technical theatre and other
design aspects. Of course, for this play, I wanted to downplay that due to the characters’ ages
and certain immaturities that come with that (I’m 17 and I totally get it). The use of history and
the past to tell stories is something I often do as well. It’s why I look up to Margaret Atwood.

*Member of
Actors’ Equity Association

This experience was a bit surreal to be honest. Writing was a hobby of mine, but I never really
considered my potential until now. Writing and working with others in the writing world was
definitely new, but everyone was super supportive along the way! I was given a lot of fresh
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Meet Sunaina Singh (Continued)
perspectives during the revision process which further embellished my script. I love how
everything came together and I would definitely do it again!
What is your favorite play?
I’m going to be typical and say Hamlet because the script is so free to interpret, and a lot of
the intrigue is trying to figure out and portray.
What is your favorite musical?
This is tough. I’d have to say Aladdin simply for nostalgia. It was the first show I performed
in (elementary school of course), and I also saw it on Broadway. It’s also my family’s favorite
Disney film.
Who is your favorite band or singer?
Florence + The Machine. I like her style of vocalization, and she kinda has a woodwind
tonality without the extreme soprano lightness of a flute. Like a pipe organ.
Who is your favorite actor?
Stella Adler. She essentially taught a new method of acting adapted from Stanislavski’s
method (which can lead to insanity), and fought with Lee Strasberg (who followed
Stanivslavski’s original method) about it for years. Her school produced Robert De Niro and
Marlon Brando, and is world-renowned.
What would people be surprised to learn about you?
I actually don’t act anymore! I used to, but after a while I got sick of being typecast. In my
8th grade year, I got into the technical aspects behind the scenes, and now it’s my major at
Dreyfoos. I tend to get pegged as a music or communications person, so people are often
surprised when I mention theatre, acting, or tech!
What is going on in the world that angers you?
It’s the use of religion to justify or aid in oppression, bigoted opinions, genocide, and rule.
It’s stupid and affects many people around the world, be it Theocracy, Divide and Rule (or
false consciousness), or other scare tactics. My family comes from a country that has had this
problem for a long time, and it has only gotten worse. It is definitely frustrating when my
family (who are of a minority faith) is in danger due to media rhetoric and policy.
What is going on in the world that inspires you?
I am pro-globalization, in terms of expansion of culture and trade of ideas. I love seeing
people of different backgrounds fuse their minds, backgrounds, and cultures to create
something beautiful. It is often in the merging and appreciation of different things that make
this world beautiful.

Natalie Donahue McMahon and Marlo Rodriguez in Invisible Demarcations.
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Invisible Demarcations
By Sunaina Singh
Copyright ©2021

Zuwena…………..Marlo Rodriguez
Charlotte…………Natalie Donahue McMahon

Cast of Characters
Zuwena:

An 18-year-old South African girl living under apartheid.

Charlotte:

An 18-year-old Afrikaner (Dutch ancestry) girl, whose milieu is a wealthy
family benefitting from apartheid. She despises apartheid and has secretly
befriended Zuwena.

Scene
A wealthy South African home.
Time
June, 1976, just before the Soweto Student March.

1
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SETTING:

The expansive kitchen in Charlotte’s family’s home
with an island counter, stools, up-to-date kitchen
technology, and an open window.

AT RISE:

CHARLOTTE sits on a stool at the kitchen island
eating soup. A thud is heard offstage.
CHARLOTTE grabs her utensil as a weapon.
CHARLOTTE

Hello?

(CHARLOTTE moves to the door. Another bump is heard from
outside and CHARLOTTE jumps. ZUWENA crawls through the
window)
ZUWENA

Sorry to barge in.
Zuwena?! What are you doing here?

CHARLOTTE

ZUWENA
There is a whole crowd of policemen down your street, I can’t afford to be arrested right
now. Also, could I borrow the next edition?
(ZUWENA holds up a magazine)
CHARLOTTE
Yes. Wait. You can’t stay in Johannesburg without a passbook, ZuZUWENA
I have it! Have more faith in me Charlotte!
You should stay here overnight.

CHARLOTTE

ZUWENA
I will, but only if your parents don’t see me.
(sarcastically)
I’m only allowed here to do garden work during the day and feed your mother’s ego.
(beat; sudden whisper)
Wait! Are they home?
CHARLOTTE
No, they’re out. We have a couple of hours. But when they come-
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ZUWENA
I’ll hide in the outer quarters and wait till morning.
CHARLOTTE
But hide further out; all the way in the back. Last time, my neighbor nearly saw you!
Even so, you’ve come close before then, too. If I hadn’t covered for you with the officer
when we first met; well, you could have been arrested, or worse.
ZUWENA
It was my first time working and my boss kept me late. I was sixteen, alright? Besides, I
don’t take risks that often.
CHARLOTTE

(sarcastically)
So climbing through my window is safe and not risky at all?
All right, all right, you got me.

ZUWENA

CHARLOTTE
But seriously, my parents were out of town last time.
ZUWENA
Hey, if I can deal with the police, I think I can take your parents.
CHARLOTTE

Always ready to fight.
Rich coming from a pushover.

ZUWENA

(CHARLOTTE shoves ZUWENA gently)
ZUWENA
I won’t be here two days from now, to do the garden work. Just thought I’d let you know.
Why?
You have to keep this quiet.
Alright.

CHARLOTTE
ZUWENA
CHARLOTTE
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ZUWENA

Promise?

CHARLOTTE

Of course!

ZUWENA
I just graduated, but my brothers are still students. They’re protesting the language
change in our schools in Soweto. My mother wants me to keep an eye on them.
CHARLOTTE
What could happen this time? It's only schoolchildren, right?
ZUWENA
It is different for you Afrikaners. You have the government on your side. We, on the
other hand, don't. We have to be wary during protests. Anything can happen: the best, or
more likely the worst.
I wish I could do something for you.

CHARLOTTE
ZUWENA

You’re one girl.

CHARLOTTE

So are you.

ZUWENA
So you’ll march to Pretoria and cast a spell on the government?
Like Wonder Woman!

CHARLOTTE
ZUWENA

Who?
The superhero? Diana Prince?

CHARLOTTE

(CHARLOTTE spins in a circle and throws
her hands on her hips, imitating the Wonder
Woman TV series transformation.
ZUWENA laughs. CHARLOTTE looks at
her sharply)
Come on! Really!
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You looked ridiculous!

ZUWENA

(ZUWENA imitates CHARLOTTE.)
CHARLOTTE
It's your loss. Doesn’t know Wonder Woman…
(ZUWENA trips. CHARLOTTE laughs)
What were you saying?
We both looked stupid.

ZUWENA

(CHARLOTTE laughs again)
CHARLOTTE
(suddenly)
I wish I had met you earlier; befriended you sooner.
Why?

ZUWENA

CHARLOTTE
I hate this, this separation and division. I wish I could attend classes with you, or just
laugh with you in public.
It's far more complicated than that.

ZUWENA

CHARLOTTE
But also, I want to do something, too, you know? I could write essay after essay on why
this government and these policies are just so revolting.
ZUWENA
Move to a different country before publishing them in a newspaper, Charlotte.
Well, I suppose that’s a given.
Anywhere is better than here.

CHARLOTTE
ZUWENA

CHARLOTTE
Hopefully; depends on where you go.
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ZUWENA
Maybe I could go to Switzerland and live in the mountains. I’d be alone and no one
would climb those mountains to bother me.
People can be persistent.
The police certainly can...

CHARLOTTE
ZUWENA

CHARLOTTE
I’d think they’d draw the line at the Alps.
ZUWENA
(mockingly)
Are you saying I'm not a dangerous native, with radical ideology, who must flee…
CHARLOTTE

Zuwena!

ZUWENA
(crescendos in volume)
…to the Swiss mountains because the government will not stop till…
CHARLOTTE

Zuwena

ZUWENA
…they have my head hanging in parliament?!
Zuwena, the neighbors-

Oh, shut up! I do not care!

CHARLOTTE

ZUWENA

(Men shouting and police sirens are heard in
the distance. CHARLOTTE shuts the
window)
CHARLOTTE

(beat)
You’re not just chaperoning your brothers are you?
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ZUWENA
I'm prideful Charlotte. That'll kill me someday, for sure.
CHARLOTTE
Don’t change the subject; you’re protesting, aren’t you?
ZUWENA
Fine! I’m protesting, but you’re not stopping me.
CHARLOTTE
(beat)
Y’know, when we first met, you were standing your ground against an officer, risking
your life. I admire you, but I am also scared, you know? We can’t always meet, or talk, or
just keep each other safe.
ZUWENA
I know … I have been through a lot in the past year, and talking to you about stupid
things like Wonder Woman. It almost felt like the world disappeared. I’ll try to stay safe.
But, you never know Charlotte.
CHARLOTTE
I just … I like to know that you’ll be okay, since I can never be there.
(ZUWENA hums in agreement.
CHARLOTTE speaks suddenly)
Well! To change the subject, I have got news, too.
Alright, go on.

ZUWENA

CHARLOTTE
As you know, I am going to university.
ZUWENA

(sarcastically)
Yes, Charlotte, I know. You're going to the very fancy university in Johannesburg.
(beat)
Wait, did you get into the law program?
There was … a change of plans.
What? But you liked-

CHARLOTTE
ZUWENA
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CHARLOTTE
Zuwena, I … I applied for university in England.
ZUWENA

(long beat)
How long have you known? How long have you known you won’t be staying here?

Three months.

(hesitantly)

(tightly)
When are you leaving?

In two days.

(muttering)

What?
In two days.
Two days?!
I know it’sWhy didn’t you tell me?
(stuttering)
I needed to find the best time.

CHARLOTTE

ZUWENA

CHARLOTTE

ZUWENA
CHARLOTTE
ZUWENA
CHARLOTTE
ZUWENA
CHARLOTTE

ZUWENA
So, the best time to tell me is when you leave in two days?
I didn’t want toWant to what?
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CHARLOTTE
ZUWENA

Start an argument!

CHARLOTTE

ZUWENA
Keeping that secret from me isn’t fair, Charlotte.
CHARLOTTE
You knew I wanted to study abroad, I hate it here!
ZUWENA
What do you mean you hate it here?! You can do anything here!
It’s just suffocating!

CHARLOTTE

ZUWENA
Suffocating? You can’t complain about this place to me! I have had it worse and you
know it!
CHARLOTTE
So, I am going to waste my life moping because my life isn’t as hard or suffocating
compared to yours?
ZUWENA
God! I am not saying that! I am happy for you, really! I just wish you wouldStay.
Yeah, stay.
Why?

CHARLOTTE
ZUWENA
CHARLOTTE

ZUWENA
I feel like I can … I can be who I want to be. As big, and loud, and crazy as I want to be.
And you, an Afrikaner! Just taking it in stride! Laughing and looking at me like I am
someone, not something. And now, you’re leaving…
CHARLOTTE
I like to hope that race won't matter in the future.
ZUWENA
Hoping won't do anything; you’re still one girl.
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I still care-

CHARLOTTE

ZUWENA
(sharply)
Well caring and hoping certainly kept you here to help.
CHARLOTTE
First, I'm one girl, and now I'm the biggest helper. What do you want me to do Zuwena,
cast a spell like you said?
I'm sorry.
You said you wanted to leave, too...

ZUWENA
CHARLOTTE

ZUWENA
Charlotte, I'm just upset. I’m angry, that’s all.
I could write you?
What?

CHARLOTTE
ZUWENA

CHARLOTTE
While I'm gone. I could write you letters.
ZUWENA
My home isn’t exactly … established. I am not even sure if I have a proper postal code.
(beat)
I’m sure we’ll figure something out.
Are you going to come back?

CHARLOTTE

ZUWENA

CHARLOTTE
Maybe. Probably only to visit my parents.
So, tonight's it.

ZUWENA

(beat)
I never thought I would miss an Afrikaner.
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I wouldn’t expect you to.

CHARLOTTE

ZUWENA
Thank you for just being … someone worth talking to, someone worth caring about.
CHARLOTTE

The feeling is mutual.

(the noise of shouting policemen echo in the
distance)
CHARLOTTE
My parents will be home soon. You might want to head over to the outer quarters.
Are you sure? Do I have to go now?
Zuwena-

ZUWENA
CHARLOTTE

(ZUWENA rushes and hugs CHARLOTTE.
Gun shots and men shouting are heard, but
neither girl moves)
END OF PLAY
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Ghosts of Graduation Past
By Barrett Vargas
12th Grade
Jupiter High School
Teacher: John Day
Principal: Dr. Colleen Ianitti

Meet the Playwright

Barrett Vargas

I grew up around music, and I was shy and loved to read. As I’ve grown, I have
become more passionate and outspoken. In the future, I hope to continue
writing and being creative. During the pandemic, I feel like academic stress
has become a bigger issue than usual. I wanted my play to highlight the
importance of balance of life with school, and to spark a conversation about
school and the toll it can take on one’s mental health.
My favorite author is Ned Vizzini. His books are always so funny and wellwritten. It is very easy to get immersed in his work. For songwriting and
storytelling, I am inspired by other women such as Taylor Swift and Olivia
Rodrigo.
This is my second year in the Palm Beach Dramaworks young playwrights
contest, and I always love the process. Writing my play was very stressful at
first, but after I saw that I was a finalist, I began to see more of how I wanted
my story to progress, and I loved the revisions I was making. Everyone
involved was so supportive, and it was a great environment to be in. Watching
the performance was such a different experience than reading and visualizing,
and I am so grateful to have had this opportunity.
What is your favorite play?
My favorite play is probably Elsewhere by Adam Szymkowicz. I read it for
a school assignment, but ended up immersed and loving the piece. It is
suspenseful while also being dry and humorous.
What is your favorite musical?
My favorite musical is Beetlejuice. I saw one of the last shows before it closed,
and I am so grateful for it. It has the perfect blend of emotions, comedy, and
visuals.
Who is your favorite band or singer?
My favorite singer is Taylor Swift. Her songwriting is so beautiful and I have
grown up listening to her music. I admire her so much as an artist.
Who is your favorite actor?
My favorite actress has to be Jameela Jamil. Her acting is so impressive, and
she is such an inspiration for using her platform to talk about important issues.
What would people be surprised to learn about you?
People would probably be surprised to learn that I write more poems and
songs than stories or plays. Ideas for lines just come to me, and I always make
sure I have something available to take notes in just in case I get an idea for
something I want to write.
(Continued on next page)
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Meet Barrett Vargas (Continued)
What is going on in the world that angers you?
All of the recent injustices in our communities angers me. This past year has
been a restless and difficult one, and division and hatred is stronger now than
ever. It frustrates me, but also motivates me to do everything I can to change
it, no matter how big or small the impact.
What is going on in the world that inspires you?
Humanity inspires me. Seeing people coming closer after tragedies, helping
others, and kindness in general always inspires me to be a better person.

Abbey Hagensick, Krystal Millie Valdez*, and Patti Gardner* in Ghosts of Graduation Past.

*Member of Actors’ Equity Association
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GHOSTS OF GRADUATIONS PAST
By Barrett Vargas
Copyright ©2021

Alex Martinez……………..Krystal Millie Valdez*
Mrs. Martinez……………..Patti Gardner*
Principal Smith..…………..Cheviyante Hill
Young Alex……………….Abbey Hagensick

Cast Of Characters
Alex Martinez:

A high school senior.

Mrs. Martinez:

Alex’s stern mother who wants her to be the very best.

Principal Smith:

Alex’s principal.

Young Alex:

Alex’s younger self, both in elementary and middle school.

Scene
Suburbia, U.S.A.
Time
Present-day.

*Member of Actors’ Equity Association
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SETTING:

A graduation stage with a podium.

AT RISE:

Alex is introduced at graduation to give a
speech.

PRINCIPAL SMITH
Now, as part of today's graduation ceremony, I am pleased to welcome our valedictorian,
Alex Martinez!
(PRINCIPAL SMITH shakes her hand and
shows her to the podium. Applause)
ALEX
Thank you, guys, really. It’s an honor to be up here.
(ALEX looks down at the speech. Beat)
Except … the more I think about it … it really isn’t. I had this big speech planned for
today about the fun I’ve had these last four years, and how great it was to be a student
here. But today, I wanted to do something a little different and tell you guys what these
years have REALLY been like. I’ve been the top of my class for years. I never have free
time, I never miss an assignment, I never skip school. Today, I’m going to talk about
what it’s really been like to get where I am. A 4.0 GPA, a 1600 SAT score. Ten college
acceptances, 400 community service hours, dual enroll credits. Does this sound normal to
any of you? You don’t get these stats while having fun. You get them by doing nothing
but studying; and it’s not a good thing. I’m here to talk about what it’s really like to be
the valedictorian. Some of you envy me, but I envy you. I envy your childhoods, your
friends, the parties you went to. I never had that. Picture me … young … elementary
school … full of hope for my future…
(Flashback. YOUNG ALEX, elementary
school-aged, appears)
YOUNG ALEX
I can’t wait for middle school. I’m gonna get a puppy, a best friend, and make cool
bracelets with my mom!
Who are you talking to, sweetie?
Nobody. Just myself.

MRS. MARTINEZ
YOUNG ALEX

MRS. MARTINEZ
Turn off those cartoons. I need to talk to you about something.
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(YOUNG ALEX turns off TV)
MRS. MARTINEZ (CONT.)
For the rest of the summer, we’re going to watch a little less TV and read more books.
I’ve also found some fun math problems that we can do.
YOUNG ALEX
Why? That sounds awful! It’s summer, mom!
MRS. MARTINEZ
Alex, look at all the other kids! Jimmy already reads at a sixth grade level. Why can’t you
be more like him?
I don’t want to...

YOUNG ALEX

MRS. MARTINEZ
Well, people don’t want to do a lot of things; that doesn’t mean they shouldn’t. We’re
going to start with some math problems tomorrow morning, and I hope you’ll be happy
about it. All I want is the best for your future. You know that, right?
(YOUNG ALEX nods and exits)
ALEX
Maybe you went through this, too. A lot of kids have to stay academic all year long. But
that's how this all started. All the arguments, the comparisons, the lectures, the pressure
to be better than I ever could. Today, my mother will be in some random seat in the
middle of this huge crowd. She’ll be here to make sure everybody knows how intelligent
her child is, and keep an eye on how I present myself. To you, she’ll seem nice, gentle,
and sweet. Then we’ll get home, and I’ll be criticized for how I spoke to you all: I was
informal, or I had too much attitude, or how could I ever betray her like this. I’ve decided
it’s worth it to finally tell the truth. After all that’s happened these 18 years, I’ve lost so
much of my past already.
(Flashback. YOUNG ALEX returns as a
middle school student, complaining to a
friend on the phone)
YOUNG ALEX
This is so unfair. She won’t let me do anything! I just want to hang out with my friends
but I have stupid SAT prep all day tomorrow. I never have fun. I’ve been in middle
school for two years now. No birthday parties, no hanging out on weekends, and above
all, no B’s. Nobody else’s parents care this much. Why should mine?
(MRS. MARTINEZ enters)
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Sorry. I have to go.
Alex!

YOUNG ALEX (CONT.)
MRS. MARTINEZ
(YOUNG ALEX wipes tears and stands up straight,
attempting to act unaffected)

Yes, mom?

YOUNG ALEX

MRS. MARTINEZ
I just checked your grades. Would you like to explain your 87 in math?
Mom, it’s not that ba-

YOUNG ALEX

MRS. MARTINEZ
Not that bad!? Honey. Harvard doesn’t accept B’s. They don’t care about your little
friends, and how they’re all failing because their parents let them do whatever they want.
They care about you not being good enough.
I’m not good enough?

YOUNG ALEX

MRS. MARTINEZ
Look, do you want me to sugarcoat things and lie to you? I might as well hand you a
participation trophy. Wipe your tears and come downstairs. You’re going to do an hour or
two of math until you get it right. IF you can.
(MRS. MARTINEZ exits angrily)
PRINCIPAL SMITH
Okay, Alex, I think we’ve heard enoughALEX
No. I’m not done. Nobody at this school listens. The faculty, the administration … you
didn’t think anything was off when my mom called you twice a week to ask about my
grades? When I came to school sick? I never missed a day! I always did well on tests. But
I wasn’t happy. Couldn’t you see that? Didn’t you care?
(beat)
I didn’t plan on spilling my life story to all of you today. But when I locked eyes with my
mom in the crowd, I thought about all that she put me through. And for what, some
bragging rights to her peers about her perfect child? What about our relationship? What
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ALEX (CONT.)
about happy family memories? Nothing was worth the pain I went through. Frankly, I’m
sick of it. So here it is.
(ALEX pulls out a piece of paper from her pocket)
Here’s my high school transcript. On this piece of paper, you’ll see years of hard work.
All four years, condensed onto a tiny piece of paper. According to colleges, nothing else
matters, right? So what’s the point?
(ALEX rips her transcript into pieces)
It is here that I would like to announce to all of you, that while I have committed to
Harvard University, from now on I will choose my own path. That is why I have declared
my major for the next year as “undecided.” I don’t even know what I want, but when the
time comes, it’s my decision and nobody else’s. You are you and nobody can take that
away. I don’t know how many of you are feeling the same way, but from now on, I want
all of us to promise ourselves that we will find a perfect balance in life. Above
everything, we should always strive to be happy. That’s all I have to say today, everyone.
Class of 2021, thank you.
(ALEX throws the bits of paper onto the floor and
walks offstage)
END OF PLAY
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The Party Bathroom
By Emma Young
12th Grade
Oxbridge Academy
Teacher: Tyler Grimes
Head of School: Dr. Ralph Maurer

Meet the Playwright

Emma Young

I would describe myself as an ‘un-bloomed flower.’ I am able to grow past a lot
of hardships in my life. Whether it be self-made obstacles or things out of my
control, I use hardships as a tool to learn and better myself as a person and as
an artist. Right now, I am still learning about what kind of writer I want to be,
but I have faith that my passion for writing will take me far.
I was talking with a friend about a hypothetical film that would only take place
in one room, but a complete story is told within those four walls. Then the idea
came to me: what if that room was the bathroom? It’s a common space that
nearly every building in the world has, and the people that go in and out all
have stories to tell; it’s just a matter of uncovering the truth. So, I decided to
peel the curtain back on an average suburban bathroom during a party.
A writer than inspires me is Allan Scott, the screenwriter of The Queen’s Gambit.
He wrote the script to the series based on the book by Walter Tevis. He held
onto his script for thirty years before Netflix decided to produce it. I think he
shows how a great writer should act toward their work: if you believe that it is
going to be loved, never give up on it. I think it is a great lesson, especially as a
young writer, to have faith in your abilities.
I thought this experience at Palm Beach Dramaworks was an amazing learning
opportunity for an aspiring writer. I learned how to take constructive criticism
and use it to improve my work with each draft. It also taught me the depth to
which I am expected to go in developing characters, and knowing why they are
who they are. It also affirmed that I would love to do this for the rest of my life.
What is your favorite play?
Noises Off! The comedy of this show is so well-written and entertaining from
beginning to end. My favorite parts are all the entrances and exits that make
characters just miss each other.
What is your favorite musical?
Mamma Mia! This musical has such a near and dear place in my heart, as I grew
up listening to ABBA with my grandparents. When the movie version of the
musical came out, I vividly remember the three of us dancing and singing to all
the songs and playing our favorite characters.
Who is your favorite band or singer?
Adam Melchor. He has such a beautiful way with words, and inspires me to be
a better writer. He can tell a story in three-minutes, leaving you with a warm
feeling in your heart.
Who is your favorite actor?
Emma Stone. She has such versatility when it comes to acting, and my favorite
role of hers was in La La Land. She is perfectly sarcastic and relatable, and
morphs into any character she plays.
(Continued on next page)
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Meet Emma Young (Continued)
What would people be surprised to learn about you?
I am a self-produced musician with an album on all streaming services! I wrote
eleven songs and recorded, edited and produced them all by myself.
What is going on in the world that angers you?
I think the continual mistreatment of women angers me because I am a
woman who is just as capable as any man. Especially in the entertainment
industry there is an extreme deficit of women writers and directors.
What is going on in the world that inspires you?
I think all the people who used the time spent quarantined during Covid-19
doing good deeds. There were countless people who helped others without
a second thought. I also love to see all the positive changes people made to
better themselves during the pandemic.

Krystal Millie Valdez*, Marlo Rodriguez, Natalie Donahue McMahon, Casey Butler*, and Cheviyante Hill in
The Party Bathroom.

*Member of Actors’ Equity Association
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THE PARTY BATHROOM
By Emma Young
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Sarah………………Marlo Rodriguez
Peter……………….Cheviyante Hill
Ethan………………Casey Butler*
Melanie……………Krystal Millie Valdez*
Clara………………Natalie Donahue McMahon

Cast of Characters
Sarah:

A conflicted teenage girl who doesn’t have strong sense for good choices.
She always has the right intentions but her inability to control her impulses
gets her into trouble.

Peter:

A kind, boy-next-door who has his head squarely on his shoulders. He
genuinely wants to be a nice person without the recognition of others, but
always wishes for Sarah’s attention. Ethan’s childhood friend.

Ethan:

A narcissistic, spoiled teenage boy who just wants to get drunk, high, and
hook up. He has no regard for the feelings of others, and will have a good
time no matter the cost.

Melanie:

An upbeat, life-of-the-party teenage girl who has a knack for knowing
when someone needs a hug, and when someone needs a slap in the face.
Clara’s partner in crime.

Clara:

A party-loving teenage girl whose confidence, strong personality, and love
for her friends often gets her stuck in the middle of other people’s
conflicts … and she loves it. Melanie’s partner in crime.
Scene

A house party in a suburban neighborhood.
Time
March, late evening.
*Member of Actors’ Equity Association
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SETTING:

A bathroom and a connecting hallway. On one side of the
door: an empty, average suburban household bathroom
with a sink and mirror, and a toilet hidden to the audience.
On the other side of the door: a hallway where partygoers
enter; colorful disco lights from the party in the distance.

AT RISE:

SARAH runs down the hallway and busts into the
bathroom. She sits on the ground, crying softly.
SARAH

What is wrong with me?! One look from him and I’m a snotty, crying mess. I ruined the perfect
girl’s night.
(Lights shift. SARAH looks at the audience)
Ethan. It’s always Ethan. Why do I take one look at him and decide, yeah … that’s someone I
want to hook up with. Sure, he’s handsome. Sure, he’s popular. Sure, it’s always a party when
he’s around. But he turns me into a confused mess of a girl who doesn’t know where she’s going
or who she’s going with. It’s all too much.
(MELANIE and CLARA, in cocktail dresses
and heels, enter the bathroom. Lights return)
Oh, no, Sarah…

MELANIE
(MELANIE crouches down next to
SARAH)

You’re going to ruin your make up, babes. I spent an hour on that. Here.
(MELANIE snaps at CLARA to sit with
SARAH while she finds tissues)
CLARA
Ethan is a jerk, Sarah; I don’t know why you keep getting your hopes up.
(SARAH looks up to CLARA with an Iknow-I’m-being-stupid-but-I-can’t-help-it
stare. MELANIE returns with tissues.
SARAH pats her eyes)
MELANIE
We are going back out there and find you a new HUNK! No more time for boys who won’t text
you good morning.
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CLARA
How about no more boys? Men. We are looking for men.
(SARAH takes a moment)
SARAH
I don’t know guys … I think I’ll just go home–
MELANIE
And miss our girls’ night out?! That is out of the question. Now stand up–
CLARA

Fix your girls–

CLARA
…and let’s go partayyy!

MELANIE
…and let’s go partayyy!

(PETER enters, tries to open the locked
bathroom door. He knocks)
CLARA
Occupied!

MELANIE
Occupied!
SARAH

I really don’t think–

MELANIE
Not another word! I’ll distract you so hard with my epic dance moves you’ll have no idea anyone
else is even here.
(MELANIE proceeds to bust a funky move)
CLARA
Please, for the sake of everyone in this house … do not bust a single move.
(PETER knocks again)
CLARA
DO YOU NOT KNOW
WHAT OCCUPIED MEANS?

MELANIE
DO YOU NOT KNOW
WHAT OCCUPIED MEANS?

(SARAH stands and walks to the mirror)
Come hither, girls, gather round.

CLARA
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(The girls gather around the mirror for a
picture. Pose. Click!)
CLARA (CONT.)
Perfect! Let’s go get our party onnnn!
(SARAH leads the way, looking at her girls
as she opens the door, and walks directly
into…)
PETER

Ow!
Oh, my God! I’m so sorry!

SARAH

(PETER and SARAH pause, staring at one
another)
No worries.
I’m–

PETER
(he holds out his hand with a smile)

CLARA
Let’s go before the spiked punch disappears!
(CLARA grabs SARAH by the arm,
dragging her away)
MELANIE
Oooo, spiked punch. You know me too well.
(MELANIE turns and waves at PETER as
she leaves. PETER enters the bathroom. He
walks to the sink and looks at himself in the
mirror)
PETER
(to himself)
Hi, Sarah. I’m Peter, the guy who’s been in all of your English classes since freshman year. Hi,
Sarah. I’m Peter, the guy who you have no idea exists. Hi, Sarah. I’m–
(Lights shift. PETER turns to the audience)
What’s the point? I’ve only been in love with her since freshman year. I only watched her catch
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PETER (CONT’D)
feelings for the worst guys. If only I could just walk up to her and say, “Hi. I’m Peter,” then
maybe she’ll see someone other than the awkward, silent dude in the back of the classroom that
never speaks. I wish I could just–
(ETHAN knocks on the door. Lights return)
PETER

Uh … Occupied.

(ETHAN enters)
Oh, it’s you.
ETHAN

Hey! P-dawg!

PETER

Hi, Ethan.

ETHAN
How’s the fam? I haven’t seen you since Christmas Eve.
PETER
Everyone’s great! My sister Lacey got into NYU, so we’re all celebrating.
ETHAN
Good for Lacey! Hey, I’m glad you’re here, you never go out.
PETER
Yeah, I guess I was hoping to meet someone here…
ETHAN
Hey! That’s my guy! You’re here for the right reasons.
Yeah … if I can even talk to her.

PETER

ETHAN
You just have to wait till she’s had a couple drinks and swoop in and boom a successful party.
(ETHAN pulls out a baggie of pills. PETER
looks uncomfortable)
Here, you gotta loosen up, Peter; you’re always so uptight.
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PETER

I’m good, E.

ETHAN
Come onnnn, Peter. Don’t be a buzzkill. Some uppers will help you talk to the ladiessss.
PETER
I said, I’m good. Say hi to your mom for me.
(PETER leaves the bathroom)
ETHAN

Whatever, dude…

(ETHAN pops a pill into his mouth as
SARAH enters the corridor)
SARAH
(turning over her shoulder)
Yeah, I’ll be right back. I just left my phone in the bathroom.
(entering the unlocked bathroom)
Oh! My bad!
(A beat)
Ethan?
Oh, hey babe; long time no see.
Don’t call me babe.
Why not? Babe.
I don’t want to–

ETHAN
SARAH
ETHAN
SARAH

ETHAN
You and I both know I’m the best you’re gonna get, so why not just let it happen, Sarah. No one
is going to know.
I’ll know.
So what?
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SARAH
ETHAN

Just let me get my phone and leave.

SARAH

ETHAN
Okay, okay. If you’re not gonna hookup with me, at least have some fun…
(ETHAN holds up the baggie of pills and
takes one)
SARAH
Stop being an idiot, Ethan. You know I don’t do that stuff.
You and I both know that’s not true.

ETHAN

(Lights shift. SARAH looks at the audience)
SARAH
Okay, Sarah, think. You know he’s not good for you. Those pills are not good for you. But he
treats you well sometimes. He’s fun and sweet sometimes. But he’s also a jerk and manipulative.
And yet you always go back to him. He’s like a drug. He is a drug. So then do I take the pills? Is
that even the better option? You don’t want to be the girl popping Adderall like tic tacs in fourth
period. And Melanie and Clara will be disappointed if I choose Ethan, yes, so Ethan is not an
option. And pills aren’t an option ‘cause they’ll just lead back to Ethan. So, say no to the pills.
Say no to Ethan.
(Lights return)
ETHAN
Little Miss Perfect is finally breaking a rule? Should I call the buzzkill police?
(CLARA and MELANIE enter, aka the
Buzzkill police)
CLARA
Yo, Sarah, are you in there? We found your phone. You can stop looking.
(SARAH jumps with fear. ETHAN laughs at
the irony. ETHAN is about to speak when
SARAH shushes him)
MELANIE
Maybe she’s back out there looking for us.
CLARA
Or maybe she’s gone rogue and is living it up on her own!
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(MELANIE looks at CLARA)
CLARA (CONT.)
Oh, no.
(MELANIE and CLARA exit. SARAH
breathes a sigh of relief. ETHAN holds the
bag of drugs)
SARAH
What’s your goal here? Get me high so I can’t resist another one-night stand with you? Or is it so
you could fulfil your savior complex when I eventually find myself in some sort of trouble?
ETHAN
Woah, woah, woah. I don’t know what you’re talking about!
I’m out of here.

SARAH
(SARAH flips ETHAN off, and exits
looking satisfied)

ETHAN
Savior complex? Who the hell does she think she is?
(pausing to think)
If anything, I have a God complex.
(flexing in the mirror)
Zeus ain’t got nothin’ on this thunder and lightning!
(CLARA and MELANIE enter looking for
SARAH)
Where the hell could she have gone?

MELANIE

CLARA
Maybe if we just stay in one place, we’ll run into her.

Hey, sexy ladies!

ETHAN
(stumbling out of the bathroom)

CLARA
Get lost before I turn these acrylics into ten perfectly manicured knives.
(CLARA waves her nails toward ETHAN)
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Fine. I’ll just go talk to Sarah again.

ETHAN
MELANIE

You’ve seen Sarah?

ETHAN
Yeah, she was just with me when I popped these…
(ETHAN pulls out his bag of pills. CLARA
grabs the bag and chucks it down the
hallway)
ETHAN
Hey!!! I paid for those with my own dad’s money!
(ETHAN chases his bag down the hallway)
CLARA
It’s times like this I wish I didn’t know arson is a felony.
You just had to remind me…

MELANIE

(PETER enters. CLARA and MELANIE
look at each other)
PETER

Have you–
Who are you? Hold that thought.

CLARA

(CLARA runs into the bathroom clutching
her stomach. MELANIE looks at PETER)
MELANIE
I should go … um … hold her hair … or something. By the way, you smell AMAZING. Uhm …
yeah … bye!
Alright, then?

PETER
(MELANIE enters the bathroom, CLARA is fine)
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Okay, what’s the plan?

MELANIE

CLARA
One, figure out the best way to roast Ethan’s ass over a pit fire.
MELANIE
Two, find out where the hell Sarah went.
CLARA
Three, get that guy’s number for Sarah.
Cologne?
I call dibs!

MELANIE
Three, ask that guy about his cologne.
Number?
I call dibs!

(SARAH enters the hallway)
Oh! Hey Sarah!

PETER
(CLARA and MELANIE bust through the
bathroom door, fighting to stand next to
PETER)

MELANIE
Where have you been? We’ve been worried sick.
CLARA
So help me God, if Ethan laid a hand on you … IF YOU LAID A HAND ON ETHAN…
SARAH
Guys, guys! It’s okay. I flipped him off.
(CLARA and MELANIE subtly fist bump each other)
Um, by the way–

PETER
(ETHAN enters)

Hey, babe!

ETHAN
(ETHAN gives SARAH an uncomfortably
close bear hug)
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SARAH
Stop! No! Get off of me, Ethan! Get off!
(PETER pries ETHAN off of SARAH and
holds him firmly. PETER turns to SARAH)
Would you like to do the honors?
It would be my pleasure.

PETER
SARAH

(SARAH punches ETHAN square in the
nose. ETHAN hits the ground. MELANIE
and CLARA take a photo. PETER holds out
his hand for a handshake)
Hi, I’m Peter.

I’m Sarah.
I know.

PETER
(SARAH slowly holds her hand out)
SARAH
PETER
(MELANIE and CLARA smile widely, fist
bumping each other. Lights shift. PETER
and SARAH turn to the audience, smiling;
their hands still together)
END OF PLAY
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