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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 
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down the aisles and check off the items as you place them in your carts.”  
Of course, in reality, I don’t say this.  Instead, I go get the customer the 
gallon of milk or onion.  I don’t mind retrieving forgotten grocery items 
for customers.  I don’t.  It just baffles me how everyone I meet seems to 
overlook the obvious.  I mean, if your cupboard is bare and you decide 
to make Hamburger Helper tonight, go to the store and pick up a box 
of Hamburger Helper.  Don’t, however, forget to pick up a pound of 
hamburger for the Hamburger Helper.  I don’t know.  Maybe this whole 
town is overwhelmed.  

I got the job this summer.  When school started again, the manager said 
he would accommodate me—giving me enough time to do my homework 
and such if I’d stay on.  It was a no-brainer.  Money’s tight, and my 
parents can’t afford to pay for my gas and insurance.  So I work thirty 
hours a week after school and on weekends, maintain an A-B average, 
and plan to go to college after graduation.  You might have noticed my 
collegiate vocabulary.  I do all of this, and yet, ironically, I seem to be the 
only person in town who is not overwhelmed.  

It was a Thursday evening.  I had been bagging groceries for the 
overwhelmed 19-year-old, Cathy, and I had just finished retrieving the 
umpteenth item for the umpteenth absent-minded customer.  Finally, I 
clocked out, walked to the parking lot, jumped in my car and was driving 
home, where I still had to finish two calculus worksheets and write a 
three-page essay over Gulliver’s Travels.  My parents and I live about 
sixteen miles from town.  It’s almost a straight shot, so it doesn’t take 
long to drive down the desolate farm road.  I remember it was dark, and 
there was a new moon.  This made the stars shine even brighter for some 
reason.  That’s the one thing I’ve always enjoyed about living in a small 
town—watching the stars.  Three years ago, my family took a vacation 
during spring break to visit relatives in Chicago.  Chicago was impressive, 
but you couldn’t really see the stars at night.  Not like you can see them 
out here.  

Anyway, I was driving home and had just tuned into my favorite radio 
station, when I saw a flash of light zoom directly over my car and then 
veer to the left.  At first, I thought it was a falling star.  I was trying to 
think of a quick wish to make, when I looked out through my driver’s 

who don’t have to remember. “Time heals all wounds.” Well, it doesn’t for 
me. Time is obsolete. I can remember the day after my 10th birthday like it 
was yesterday, and then easily move to the last day of my sophomore year 
in college. And I can remember this man as clearly as I can remember my 
father or my mother or Ella. In a strange way, Max was important to me 
and to my story. He’s in my brain, and, as hard as I try, I can’t erase him.

So we had the interview. I did my best to not let my disgust for him 
show at every joke he told or every qualification he claimed to have. He 
might have been the worthiest applicant we had, but my perception of 
him couldn’t change. It was the one time I could not force my memory 
back into the catalogue. As soon as we finished his interview, I wanted to 
shred his application. I never wanted to see or hear his name again, but, of 
course, I knew that would never be possible. It’s my curse, because that 
moment, that feeling, will always be preserved. You know, this thing—
this ‘remarkable brain function’ may be very useful, but it’s also very 
maddening. It’s maddening, because it comes with a personal challenge 
to live every moment with my undisputed, full intention. There is no 
such thing as a wasted moment for me, because I know that I am going to 
remember it. 

Every time I look back on this moment, every time I look back on how 
I reacted, I want to be proud of how I handled it. So I took the matter to 
my boss. I decided to let him deal with it, and I tried to let the matter rest. 
Maybe I can’t forget. And that sure makes it hard to forgive. I do know, 
however, that I have a lot of experiences stored in my memory from which 
to learn. 

Some therapists say that a healthy dose of forgetting is good for human 
beings. In fact, forgetting is vital for human beings. It’s hard to store all of 
this data about our lives and figure out what’s important and what’s not—
like a computer or something.  I can’t forget. I can only remember. For me, 
maybe remembering is more important. Maybe that’s my challenge. And I 
intend to keep it in mind.


