Monster in a Box

By Spalding Gray
Character: Spalding
Gender: Male
Age (range): 20s-30s
Style: Drama

Often, when you do a long run of a play, in this case Our Town, you have
what I like to call a unifying accident, in which something so strange
happens in the play, that it suddenly unites the audience in the realization
that we are all here together at this one moment in time. It's not television.
It's not the movies. And it probably will never be repeated ever again. It
happened as I was speaking of the dead and I say, "And they stay here while
the earth part of them burns away, burns out.... They're waitin’ for something
they feel is comin'. Something important and great...." As I say this, I turn
and gesture to them, waiting, and, just as I turn and gesture, the little
eleven-year-old boy playing Wally Webb projectile vomits! Like a hydrant
it comes, hitting some of the dead on their shoulders! The other dead
levitate out of their chairs, in total shock, around him and drop back down.
Franny Conroy, deep in her meditative trance, is slowly wondering, "Why is
it raining on stage?" The little boy flees from his chair, vomit pouring from
his mouth. Splatter. Splatter. Splatter, I'm standing there. My knees are
shaking. The chair is empty. The audience is thunderstruck! There is not a
sound coming from them, except for one little ten-year-old boy in the eighth
row. He knows what he saw and he is LAUGHING!At this point, I don't
know whether to be loyal to Thornton Wilder and go on with the next line
as written, or attempt what might be one of the most creative improvs in the
history of American theatre. At last I decide to be loyal to Wilder and
simply go on with the next line, and I turn to the empty chair and say:
"Aren't they waitin' for the eternal part of them to come out clear?”

Scooter Makes it to the Top of the World

By Peter Parnell
Character: Scooter
Gender: Male
Age (range): 20s

fe: Drama

Je hrist. What have I gotten myself into... Oh, Jeezo, jeezo, jeez... ( /
coméiyrward tentatively, looking around. He talks out beyond the # 7
audie eslie?.. Leslie Pinkus?...Are you still out there? I kno A
hear mé se I can hear you. [ can understand if you don't
come out ean 1 probably wouldn't either, but 1 jus (eu to
hear what | ~\ _ Just listen to the sound of voice, W
Okay? Because n is, ya see, I know you won't 46 &¢ this or
anything, but the tr¥ noever woulda tried to do B did with you if it
hadn't been for a stupid bet | made six we Pwith my idiot

friend Dennis Wright whd me he once trids your boobs
underwater and you let him. what he @IPBIC, that's the God's honest
truth, and I know I was an evel .- idi 169 believing him, but the thing
is he made it sound really good a WS no way out of it but for me to
tell him T could do the same thing a4 e even go farther, you
understand what I mean? Anyw3 tried to put my tongue down
your throat. I'm even sorrier i ck in your braces. It
wasn't too pleasant for meg Bll be friends and maybe
write letters to each ot %, Okay? You can stop
crying and come 0 NSy want, I'll go

away. Do you w o have to walk

0 andasg

hope we’
we go home tom
bushes now, Leslie. G
to go away? [ just don't wa

back through tii§8ods alone, that's all. See, I've gof aipass, so I'm
sure we won' hst. 1 know not to walk in circles, LeshenShywhy don't
you come OMEIgH . Or if you want, pretend like I'm not eVl ReroOkay?
Just pretgfidt &% 'm not even here. LESLIEE! All right, Pi at's the

way ygfl feelibout it, I'll just go away! And I hope you get lostiiiithe
waoglls i et caten by a grizzly bear so nobody else ever gets O he'

ghgue d@n your throat ever again because nobody would ever waRigp,
anyway! Nobody ever ever! Nobody nobody nobody...




