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By Jake Barton

notes

Do you believe in UFOs?  For centuries, skeptics have debated the ex-
istence of life on other planets; however, for those few individuals who 
claim to have been abducted by aliens, there is no debate—aliens ex-
ist.  In the following short story, Jake Barton introduces us to a young 
man living in a rural area, and whose life is forever altered by an alien 
encounter. This selection may be performed by a male, or with careful 
editing, a female, and be entered in Prose Interpretation.  A performer 
might also choose to perform this selection in Dramatic Interpretation.  
The key to performing this selection lies within the performer’s ability 
to portray the drama, as well as the humor, with 100% honesty.  This 
character is multi-faceted with a slight sarcastic streak, a strong sense 
of likeability and a certain amount of curiosity mixed with a longing for 
adventure.  There are three dynamics to consider when performing this 
selection: life before, during, and after the alien abduction.  Each facet 
of the character’s life should be performed with a variety in pacing and 
energy to make each part of the character’s life more distinct.  After all, 
wouldn’t you look at the world a bit differently, if you were abducted?  
The drama mask icons are simply visible to show the performer when 
to turn the pages of the manuscript.

I’m not a liar.  Despite what anyone may think, I’m not.  Sure, I’ve told 
the occasional white lie.  No, that outfit looks good on you.  No, I don’t 
think you’re gaining weight.  No, Mom, the chicken isn’t dry at all.  But 
I’ve never had a reason to lie about things that really matter—like being 
abducted.  Why would I lie about something like that?  I wouldn’t.  That’s 
the bottom line.  I wouldn’t.

I work at the local grocery store in town.  I mainly stock the shelves, 
but they also have me work as a bagger up front when the cashiers are 
overwhelmed.  The truth is most of the cashiers aren’t ‘overwhelmed.’ 
They simply hate bagging the groceries.  I guess, picking up twenty or 
so items and scanning them, too, is simply too much.  Then, there are 
always the customers who say ‘I forgot to get a gallon of milk’ or ‘I forgot 
to get an onion for tonight’s meatloaf.  Would you be a dear, and go grab 
that for me?”  I want to scream, “There are things called lists, people.  If 
you’re going to the store, make a list.  Write down what you need.  Go 

notes

In recent years, bullying has become one of the most difficult social 
issues facing our nation.  In the following two alternating monologues, 
we witness bullying from two different perspectives: the bystander, 
who witnesses the bullying, and in a small way, is a participant in 
the act, and we meet the target of the bullying.  This selection should 
be performed by a male and be entered in Dramatic Interpretation, 
or this play could be performed by two males and be entered in Duo 
Interpretation.  Bullying is a mystifying activity concerning today’s 
youth.  The psychological impact this activity has on all involved is far 
more unsettling than merely two people at odds with each other.  This 
play could be a tour-de-force for the right performer(s), and careful 
thought should be given to how best to illustrate the internal dynamics 
of both characters involved.  The ending should leave the audience 
members pondering what they would do when encountering bullying 
themselves.  It’s an important subject, so play it with 100% honesty.

Dave:  I have lived in this small town all my life.  Like a lot of towns 
in West Texas, the population may be small, but the lay of the land is as 
far as you can see.  Gives a guy a lot of room to spread out, you know?  
I’ve had the same friends since I was in first grade.  And we’re tight, you 
know?  Really tight.  There’s me, Jack, Kevin, Tommy, Calvin, and Mike.  
The six of us have played football together since we were old enough to 
run with a ball.  Everyone in town knows we’re destined for a football 
championship before we graduate, and we expect to deliver!   Mr. Phillips, 
down at the Pump and Go gives us free fountain drinks every time we 
come into the store.  And Mr. and Mrs. Hill, who run the local Dairy 
Queen, never charge us for burgers and shakes after the game—even when 
we lose…which, by the way, has only been once this season.  Shoot, the 
people in town treat us like we’re celebrities or something.

Tag:  When my parents told me we were moving from Los Angeles to 
Texas, I thought, ‘Great!  It will be just like in the movies!’  Besides, going 
to such a large school, it’s hard to make friends.  Everyone has his or her 
clique, and it’s really hard to get to know anyone.  Going to a big school is 
like going to a department store. (Laughs) No, really.  It’s like…Preppies 
over here…Jocks over there.  Stoners outside…Gothic kids in the back… 
I looked forward to being able to know everyone in the school by their 
first and last names.  My parents said the change of environment would be 



Q
u

e
e
n

 o
f 

th
e
 R

iv
e
rd

a
le

 R
e
ti

re
m

e
n

t 
H

o
m

e
’s

 a
n

n
u

a
l 

V
a

le
n

ti
n

e
’s

 D
a

y 
D

a
n

ce
By

 c
el

es
te

 l
eB

ea
ux

la
b

e
ls

By Jam
es Blaylock

As the other residents at Riverdale wave to their newly crowned Queen.
Sam, who’s lost so many memories of Mary, takes her hand in his.
You’ll always be my valentine, Mary, says a smiling Sam, and I mean it.

good for all of us.  My sister has a lot of allergies, and Dad said the fresh 
air would cure her in no time.  It was going to be a new beginning for all 
of us.

Dave:  Our senior year was going just as we had planned.  It was almost 
time for the playoffs, and our coach said if we stuck to the game plan, our 
state championship was just four games away!  Then this new kid shows 
up.  He looked like he was dressed for Halloween or something.  His hair 
was all spiked up; he wore metallic shirts, and had an earring.  Talk about 
Hitchhiker from Another Galaxy…we thought an alien had invaded!  His 
name was Taylor, but he wanted everyone to call him by his nickname, 
Tag.  I think he was from California or something…but he might as well 
have been from Mars as far as we were concerned.

Tag:  It was harder than I thought to make friends at a small school.  The 
teachers were nice, but the kids at school kept their distance.  My mother 
suggested I get involved in some school activities, but it’s hard to join 
anything halfway through a semester.  The cheerleaders were asking 
students to make “spirit gifts” and present them to the team on Friday 
before their big area championship game.  So, I decorated the boxes with 
all we had in Mom’s box of craft supplies—puffy paint—then filled the 
boxes full of Mom’s chocolate chip cookies.  Looking at my finished 
‘spirit gifts,’ I thought…they’ll probably laugh and think they’re “gag 
gifts.”  Honestly, the boxes looked like the Teletubbies made them.

Dave:  So it’s Friday at lunch, and people are giving us stuff left and right.  
Then, the new kid walks over to our table and hands us these boxes.  He 
said his mother made the cookies, so they’re edible.  Then he said, “Good 
luck at the game tonight,” and starts to walk away.  Mike shouts back, 
“Thanks, Fag!”  The guy turns around slowly and says, “It’s Tag.”   Mike 
says, “Whatever.” And the other guys start laughing, while Jack and 
Tommy are giving each other high fives.  I just get up and put my tray 
away.  I felt sorry for the guy.  I really did.

Tag:  That night, my parents decided to take my sister and me to the game.  
Since it’s in town, we can watch the game and afterwards, go eat dinner 
at the downtown café.  During the game, I notice the guys looking up in 
the stands to where my family is sitting.  Dad asks me if these are my new 
friends.  I just stare at the field and say, “Yeah.”  

Dave:  During half time, the guys in the locker room start making “after-
the-game” plans.  Then, Calvin starts saying something about the “fag in 


