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NOTES

For those parents who search for original, recreational escapes for 
their children, it seems there are more and more “specialized camps” 
popping up each summer; however, how many of these camps actually 
deliver what their brochures promise?  This is the rhetorical question 
Gregory T. Burns asks in his send-up of children's summer camps.  
Camp Bigfoot may be performed by either a male or female and is the 
perfect choice for those actors who can portray a myriad of characters.  
Make each character vocally and physically distinct.  Don’t be afraid 
to really punch the humor, when appropriate.  Camp Bigfoot is a 
one-act comedy that may be entered in Humorous Interpretation, Duo 
Interpretation, or Duet Acting.  If performed in Duo Interpretation or 
Duet Acting, the actors have permission to divide and share Chris’ 
narrative transitions between scenes.  The italicized words should be 
emphasized by the performer(s).  This is a tour-de-force and is ideal 
for the talented comedian, who excels at quick exchanges of dialogue, 
creative blocking, and has great comic timing.
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Characters:  
Chris, a nine-year-old future photographer
Mother, Chris’ mother
Father, Chris’ father
Higgins, the Director of Camp Bigfoot
Sassy, Higgins’ assistant at Camp Bigfoot
Kyle, a counselor at Camp Bigfoot
Martha, a fellow camper 
Vu, a fellow camper 

Chris: (To the audience) Hi, my name is Chris, and when I grow up—I 
want to be a famous photographer.  I’ve already taken hundreds of great 
pictures from all over the country. I’ve traveled a bit, because my parents 
like to broaden my horizons by sending me to “camps.” Every year—my 
parents send me away to a different summer camp for two weeks. 

Father: Chris, as you know, summer is fast approaching. Your mother and 
I have been giving a lot of thought as to which summer camp to send you 
to this year.
Mother: Sweetie, there were a lot of interesting choices! But there were 
really only two that your father and I considered: Camp Guinea Pig—
Father: (Quickly interjecting, almost defensively) Now, Chris, we 

Jordan 2:  (To the audience) Tell my parents that I was giving up their 
first grandchild for adoption.  (Pause) Obviously, my parents love kids.  I 
mean, they have seven.  The idea of never knowing their grandchild was 
heartbreaking to them.  It wasn’t easy on Jordan’s parents either. 
Jordan 1:  (To the audience) Surprisingly—they all took the news much 
better than either of us expected.  (Beat) I wanted to talk with Jordan—to 
hang out—to make sure everything was okay.  I wanted to make sure 
that we—were okay.  But all I could get from Jordan was the occasional 
text.  I mean, it was by text—that we decided we should give up the baby 
for adoption.  How insane is that?  A life changing decision—affecting 
multiple lives—was decided through texting.  That’s ridiculous, and it 
made me almost hate Jordan.  (Pause) Finally, our parents made the two 
of us sit in the same room.  My parents and I went over to the Lawrences' 
house, and the moment I saw Jordan— (Beat) I was overwhelmed by the 
love I felt.  I loved Jordan more at that moment—than ever before.
Jordan 2:  (To the audience) At first, I was so angry at my parents for 
forcing us to get together; but when Jordan walked into my house that day, 
I just broke down and cried.  I was so happy to be together again.
Jordan 1:  (To the audience) Believe it or not, we actually started dating 
again.
Jordan 2:  (To the audience) It seems so stupid to call it “dating.”  I 
mean, we were expecting a baby.  That seems to go a little beyond dating, 
doesn’t it?
Jordan 1:  (To the audience) So, while our friends were trying to decide 
on what to wear to the prom—
Jordan 2:  (To the audience) We were trying to decide on a set of 
parents—who would eventually raise our child.

Jordan 1:  We’re doing the right thing, aren’t we?
Jordan 2:  Jordan, I don’t know.  I think we are.  I mean, I’m like Peter 
Pan, remember?  I can’t be someone’s parent right now.
Jordan 1:  (Beat, super-serious) I have a confession to make.
Jordan 2:  Okay?
Jordan 1:  Well—(Pause) I don’t totally hate Shakespeare.
Jordan 2:  (Laughs) I knew I loved you for some reason. (Pause) Well, 
since we’re “confessing,” I have a confession to make, too.
Jordan 1:  (Intrigued) Okay, let’s hear it.
Jordan 2:  I went to the doctor two days ago. (Beat) I know the sex of our 
baby.
Jordan 1:  (Really intrigued) And—?
Jordan 2:  (Smiling) It’s a girl.
Jordan 1:  (Smiling) A girl. (Beat) Wow. (Pause) We’re doing the right 
thing, Jordan.  We’re giving our child—our little girl—the best chance she 
can have.
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know how much you loved guinea pigs—that is, until that overbearing 
neighbor’s boa constrictor got loose—crawled into our ventilation system, 
found its way into your room, knocked over your guinea pigs’ cage and 
devoured the two of them before you got home from school.
Mother: Poor Miley and Justin—they just didn’t stand a chance, did 
they? They just—didn’t stand a chance. (Visibly hurting for her child) Oh, 
remember how you came home from school, rushed into your room, found 
the snake and thought we bought you a new pet?
Father: We, of course, didn’t get you a snake. Or—at least—I knew that 
I hadn’t purchased you a new pet, but to make sure your mother hadn’t 
bought you a snake—I looked at her and said, “Honey—did you—?”  She 
said no, so your mom and I ran to your room as fast as we could, saw the 
empty cage and immediately put two and two together. But not you—no, 
Chris—not you.
Mother: (Trying not to upset Chris with painful memories) You kept—
pointing—to the two big lumps—in the snake’s body.
Father: Then, you ran and hugged us!  
Mother: (Trying to make it sound like a happy memory) You said, “Thank 
you, Mommy!  Thank you, Daddy! You got me something really rare!  
You got me a “Camel-Hump” snake.” (Touches her breaking heart) It was 
so cute.
Father: (Touched) Out of the mouths of babes.
Mother: Anyway, your father and I thought attending Camp Guinea Pig—
well, attending a camp dedicated to members of the rodent family—might 
stop your nightmares.  
Father: (Disgusted) Then I read in the newspaper this morning—that 
Camp Guinea Pig—is actually a scam. (Getting angry while thinking 
about it) It was appropriately named all right.  Camp Guinea Pig has 
been using its little campers—as actual guinea pigs—for the medical 
community! 
Mother: (Also visibly angry and/or upset) Is nothing sacred anymore?
Father: So Camp Guinea Pig is out! (Beat, still huffing and puffing) Camp 
Guinea Pig is OUT!!
Mother: (Trying to diffuse the situation by really building this up) Chris, 
don’t worry, because this year—we’re sending you to the one camp—
whose sole purpose for existing—is to dispel the myth—
Father: The myth—surrounding the mysterious Sasquatch—running loose 
in every backwoods town in America!  
Mother: (Excited) Chris, have you guessed yet?
Father: (Really excited) Do you know—Do you know…where you’re 
going to go??? 
Both: (Super excited) Camp Bigfoot!

Chris: (To the audience, impressed) Camp Bigfoot! Let’s face it. For 

Jordan 2:  (To the audience) Jordan and I got into trouble—real trouble.  
Not stealing golf carts and blowing up potted plants type of trouble.  
Jordan 1:  (To the audience) We found ourselves in the type of trouble 
that would literally change us—forever.

Jordan 2:  (Looking at the test strip) It’s pink.
Jordan1:  (Shocked, also looking at the pregnancy test strip) Yeah, that 
is definitely pink.  Two pink lines. (Beat) In a tiny window.  (Beat) Yeah.  
(Beat) Two pink lines.
Jordan 2:  Why did this have to happen? 
Jordan 1:  (Pause) How did this happen? 
Jordan 2:  (Giving a stern look) You’re kidding – right?
Jordan 1:  No. (Beat) I mean, yes! (Beat) I mean—I know how it 
happened.  (Beat) I just can’t believe it’s happening. We were so careful.
Jordan 2:  Look, I’ve got to get out of here.
Jordan 1:  That’s a great idea! Where would you like to go?  How about 
we get our bows and go shoot some arrows?  I mean, maybe it would help 
release some of our stress.
Jordan 2: No, Jordan.
Jordan 1:  Okay, we don’t have to do that.  We can go wherever you like.
Jordan 2:  (Pause) Jordan, you’re not understanding. I need to get out of 
here.  I need to get away—from you.
Jordan 1:  (Hurt and confused) What?
Jordan 2:  I’m sorry.
Jordan 1:  Jordan, come on; don’t run from me.  We can figure this out 
together.  I love you.  We both have good heads on our shoulders.  I know 
we can figure out how to make this work.
Jordan 2:  I’m sorry, Jordan, but you know me—I love Shakespeare.  And 
I don’t just understand the Peter Pan Syndrome—I think I live it. (Exits)
Jordan 1:  Jordan, don’t go!

Jordan 2:  (To the audience) Well, one thing was for certain.  (Beat) I 
wasn’t going to be invisible at home anymore.  (Long pause) You know, 
it’s funny.  All my life—I’ve hated living in a large household.  I’ve hated 
being surrounded by so much chaos and noise.  But right then—right at 
that very minute—all I really wanted to do was just—drown myself in 
all of that noise.  I just wanted to go home and curl up in a big blanket of 
denial.

Jordan 1:  (To the audience) And that’s just what Jordan did—for three 
months.  (Beat) We each told our parents, and it was hard—for both of us.  
In fact, the fourth hardest thing I’ve ever had to do—was tell my parents 
that Jordan and I were going to have a baby.  The third hardest thing I’ve 
ever had to do was— 
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an aspiring photographer, it’s a dream come true.  Who knows? I might 
be the first person in history to take a legitimate picture of a Bigfoot.  
(Realizing how incredible that would actually be) Then I would no doubt 
be a guest star and possibly a new cast member—on the reality television 
series, Finding Bigfoot!

Chris: (To the audience) When we arrived at Camp Bigfoot, my parents 
were surprised.  It looked like a fortress.  There was a big wall built 
around the entire camp, and there was an armed guard at the entrance.  My 
parents started to worry, until the guard explained that there is not a safer 
camp in the country.  His explanation eased my parents’ worries, so we 
drove through the gate and continued down a long, winding road until we 
arrived at the actual camp site.  As soon as we stepped out of the car, my 
parents’ jaws—dropped. 

Father: (Dumbfounded) Look at how many kids are here.
Mother: (Almost speechless) I don’t understand. The brochure proudly 
boasted of the limited number of applicants that were accepted for each 
camp.
Father: There must be hundreds of them.
Mother: (Shocked) It looks like—a Democratic convention.

Chris: (To the audience) Mom wasn’t joking. Seriously, it looked like one 
of those opening ceremonies you see at the Olympics! (Pause) Once all of 
the parents left, the two directors of the camp announced there would be a 
welcoming assembly.

Higgins: Good morning, Campers! I’m Higgins, the Camp Director here 
at Camp Bigfoot.  
Sassy: And I’m Sassy!  They call me Sassy, because I like those Sassy-
Squaches out here in the woods!  And we’d like to welcome each and 
every one of you to—
Both: Camp Bigfoot!  
Higgins: We’re excited you’re here, and we promise—
Both: (In unison) This is going to be one of the best experiences of your 
life!  
Higgins: Now, some of you may have noticed…that we had each of 
you—
Sassy: And your parents!
Higgins: Sign a waiver…releasing Camp Bigfoot of any and all damages 
to any of your personal property…or to your person…throughout the 
duration of this camp.  But we want to tell you something.
Sassy: And what we tell you is the truth!

Jordan 2:  (Playfully pushing away Jordan 1) Is your mom excited about 
being a bridesmaid in her cousin’s wedding?
Jordan 1:  (Smiling) I guess. Dad’s been teasing her all week about her 
bridesmaid’s dress.
Jordan 2:  (Intrigued) Have you seen it yet?
Jordan 1: (Laughing) Yes, and I can honestly say—it’s hideous!  It’s 
super-short, and my aunt is making Mom wear purple fishnet hose! It’s 
awful! 
Jordan 2:  Yeah?  Well, it sounds awfully (Beat) FANTASTIC!
Jordan 1:  Please, don’t get me wrong.  While I’m thrilled we’ve got 
some time to spend alone here together (Beat) in this house (Beat) 
unsupervised (Beat) just you and me (Beat) with no parents (Beat) to do 
whatever we might think sounds like (Pause) fun—I doubt I’ll ever have 
another chance to attend a Rocky Horror Picture Show inspired wedding!
Jordan 2:  Yeah, about all of this fun you keep mentioning…
Jordan 1: What? Have you changed your mind?
Jordan 2:  It’s not my mind I’m worried about.
Jordan 1:  Look. It’s okay.  We don’t have to— 
Jordan 2:  It’s not that I don’t want to.  It’s just that—I mean, my mind 
tells me that this is stupid and I should just go home; but my body is 
saying it really wants this—that it needs this.
Jordan 1:  Look. I’ve got a true story that I think might make you feel 
better.  (Beat) Do you want to hear it? 
Jordan 2:  Well—sure.
Jordan 1:  Okay—so, one time, I drank an entire gallon of milk in less 
than ten- minutes.
Jordan 2:  (Confused) What?
Jordan 1:  Mom said the reason I drank all that milk so quickly—was 
because my body needed it.  (Beat) I think your body knows what it needs.  
(Beat) And who are we—to deny your body what it needs?
Jordan 2:  (Laughing) Oh, Jordan.  (Pause) But what if something 
happens?
Jordan 1:  Well, I’m kind of hoping something does happen.
Jordan 2:  (Serious) No, I mean—I just want us to be responsible, you 
know?
Jordan 1:  We will be. (Beat) Have you ever heard of the rhythm method?  
And as you know—I’ve got rhythm! (Dancing silly around the room)
Jordan 2:  (Laughing) I must say—you— you’re one of a kind. 
Jordan 1: (Stops dancing) I love you, Jordan.
Jordan 2: (Pause) I love you, too. 

Jordan 1:  (To the audience) When you’re teenagers—hormonal—and 
thinking you’re in love—you can get into trouble.  And that’s just what we 
did.


