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Both: Oh, Bigfoot lives.
What I’d give—
If he’d be my friend—
Higgins: No one knows
If he stubs his toes—
Sassy: To most he’s just pretend.
Both: Bigfoot’s real.
It’s no big deal
If he’d rather be alone—
Higgins: But know this now—
Sassy: Holy cow—
Both: I’ll hunt him till I’m grown!
Higgins: All together now! (The rest of the song is sung slowly)
Both: But know this now—
Holy cow—
I’ll hunt him till I’m grown!

Chris: (To the audience) Singing around the campfire was fun!  All night 
long, I had dreams about Bigfoot.  I dreamed I was the one—the very 
first one—to snap a real picture of the most elusive creature in the world. 
(Beat) But the next morning, just as everyone was starting to wake up—
the National Guard stormed into Camp Bigfoot and shut everything down 
immediately. Then two armed guards took Higgins and Sassy away in 
handcuffs!  (Beat) After being so disillusioned about Camp Guinea Pig, 
it seems my dad called in a few favors down at the State Office and had 
Camp Bigfoot investigated.  Turns out, Camp Bigfoot is really a cleverly 
disguised ‘sweat shop!’  Higgins and Sassy have been exporting all of our 
handiworks and—according to the State’s Attorney General—have made 
millions over the last few years.  (Beat) Right before they took Higgins 
and Sassy away, I snapped a few quick pictures.  (Proudly) My photograph 
of Higgins and Sassy being handcuffed and put in the back of a military 
vehicle appeared on the front page of every newspaper and magazine in 
the country!  (Incredibly pleased) But the real success at Camp Bigfoot—
my personal happy ending—was found hidden in the background of one 
of the final pictures I took that morning.  The photograph shows a large, 
ominous, hairy-looking creature—holding a king-size candy bar in one 
hand—and a bag of chips in the other. (Beat)  My apologies to Kyle. 
(Beat) As luck would have it, I don’t have to wait until I’m grown—to be a 
famous photographer after all.

NOTES

THIS SELECTION CONTAINS MATURE SUBJECT MATTER.  
According to statistics, there are an estimated one million adopted 
children living in the United States today, and it is also reported that 
there are approximately 750,000 teenage pregnancies in our nation 
each year.  Given those statistics, it might be surprising to learn that 
only an estimated 2% of those teenagers choose to give their babies 
up for adoption.  In Thirty Minutes with Julie, we are introduced to 
two teens, who both coincidentally are named Jordan. This selection 
should be performed by a mature male and female; and while the 
characters are pre-designated, with careful editing, the performers may 
wish to switch roles.  There are also two additional characters found 
within this play: A nurse and Jordan 2’s father.  It will be important for 
the actors performing these additional characters to portray them with 
both vocal and physical variety to distinguish them from their original 
characters. Also, there is a reference to the year in which the two 
Jordans were born; feel free to change that date to reflect the present. 
This play contains a lot of humor, and each performer should be adept 
at playing comedy, as well as drama.  While this play is fictitious, the 
reality of the situation is very true-to-life.  This play may be entered in 
Duo Interpretation, Duet Acting, or Dramatic Interpretation.  If entered 
in Dramatic Interpretation, the play may be performed by either a 
male or female; and it might also be advantageous to only have one 
character address the audience during the narrative transitions. If using 
a teaser, the drama mask icons are simply a suggestion as to when to 
end the teaser.

Characters: 
Jordan 1, a teenage male
Jordan 2, a teenage female
Nurse
Jordan 2’s Dad

Jordan 1:  (To the audience) When I think about it now, it unfolds in my 
mind like dialogue between two fictional characters in a play—instead of 
an actual conversation that I had with the nurse. 
                    
Nurse:  (Smiling, holding a newborn) So. Who am I holding?  (Gently 
handing the newborn over)    
Jordan 1:  (Taking the newborn from the nurse) I don’t—I don’t think we 



should say.                     
Nurse:  What do you mean you don’t think you should say?
Jordan 1:  (Looking down at baby) She’s not going to be ours. Whatever 
we call her—it doesn’t matter.  They’re just going to rename her anyway.
Nurse:  Well, yes, they’re going to rename her, and she will belong to 
them. But for right now, she’s with you.  If she were going to be yours, 
what would you name her?
Jordan 1:  (After a few seconds, smiles, then looks up at the nurse) Julie. 
(With a huge smile, slowly starts to look back at Julie) We’d name her 
Julie.
Nurse: (Smiling, pleased) Well then, Julie it is.

Jordan 1: (To the audience) My mom is fit.  In fact, she has worked out 
for thirty- minutes—every single day—for as long as I can remember.  She 
says that’s why she’s in such good shape—even though she had a baby 
after the age of 40.  (Pause, smiling and raising hand) I’m that baby.  
(Pause) When I was younger, I used to practice the piano in thirty-minute 
intervals. Thirty-minutes of practice— followed by a ten-minute break.  
Even when I practiced for hours at a time, I’d never go longer than thirty-
minutes before taking a ten-minute break.  If I napped for more than thirty 
minutes after school in the afternoon, I was useless until the next morning; 
but a thirty-minute nap was just right.  Thirty-minutes has always been the 
perfect amount of time for so many things.  I wanted to spend some time 
with her—with Julie.  I wanted to know her—at least a little.  I felt thirty-
minutes would be the perfect amount of time.  Thirty-minutes would 
be just enough time enough to know her—but not so much time that I 
wouldn’t be able to say goodbye.

Jordan 2: (To the audience) Being number five in a family with seven 
kids—came with its advantages.  I discovered I was often—invisible—to 
my parents; and believe me, this was a great advantage.   My parents 
weren’t ignoring me on purpose.  It’s just that when you’re the kid who 
never makes waves in your family’s ocean—it’s easy to be washed away 
with the tide.  Because I didn’t get in trouble, my parents didn’t—glue 
themselves to me—like they did to the twins.  And not thinking of me as 
the overly responsible type, they didn’t expect me to help out as much 
with my younger siblings—the way they expected help from my older 
sisters.  It was kind of a sweet deal.  I, as they say, was left to my own 
devices.  And at the age of 16, my favorite device—was Jordan—

Jordan 1: (Interrupting Jordan 2, but still addressing the audience) 
Lawrence.  Oh yeah, Jordan Lawrence. (Pause) We met when we were 
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Vu: And two—if all this fabric comes from Freddy Garcia’s Fabric Shop 
and Fajita Shack—why does Freddy not care if we starve in forest?  Why 
does he not make us some fajitas???
Chris: Hmmm…fajitas would be so delicious.  I would give anything for 
a taco right now.
Vu: A taco would be nice, but right now—I would be happy to eat bugs.
Chris: Bugs? (Beat) You’d really rather have ‘bugs’ instead of ‘tacos?’
Vu: You, Americans, are so picky about what you put in your stomachs.  
In my country, we eat many things.
Chris: (Intrigued) Like what?  
Vu: Lots of good things, but one of my favorite treats—is guinea pig.  
Chris: (Shocked) Guinea pigs? (Reflective) I used to have two guinea pigs 
as pets.
Vu: Guinea pigs—they are cute, yes—but when you cook them with just 
the right spices and for just the right amount of time—their skin gets so 
nice and crispy. They are delicious!  

Chris: (To the audience) That night, my nightmares returned.  In reality, 
though, my nightmares were just beginning.  (Disappointed and upset) 
Higgins and Sassy cancelled all of our scheduled activities for the next 
three days! (Upset, but trying to calm down and rationalize “why” 
Higgins and Sassy would do such a thing) On one hand, every camper 
in Camp Bigfoot was exhausted—and starting to feel the pangs of real 
hunger, including myself—because my remaining candy bars and bags 
of chips were stolen from my cabin. (Beat) The name Kyle came to mind. 
(Beat) On the other hand, all of us at Camp Bigfoot were becoming 
quite proficient with a needle and thread and were learning practically 
everything there is to know about the textile industry.  I think even 
Higgins and Sassy must have sensed our frustrations and despair, because 
that night, just before turning in for the day—they led the whole camp in a 
big sing-along around the campfire.

Higgins: Okay, campers, is everyone ready to sing along?
(The following is sung to the tune of “Jingle Bells” beginning with 
the word “Dashing,” as Higgins plays the guitar and Sassy plays the 
tambourine)
Both: Who’s that hairy man?
Higgins: Why is he so tall?
Sassy: Does he know I’m here?
Both: Does he like to play ball?
Higgins: No one knows his name.
Sassy: Is it Rick or Paul?
I would like to know.
Higgins: He might want to play ball.
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such as the proper techniques of installing zippers into garments—
Sassy: Making straight hemlines—
Higgins: Learning how to cut out your fabrics using patterns—
Sassy: And making these items of clothing—well, good enough to sell!
Higgins: (Reacting to Sassy’s poor choice of words and trying to cover) 
Not that we expect Bigfoot to have any money to purchase any of your 
clothing items!
Sassy: (Realizing the poor choice of words used earlier) Noooo!  Bigfoot 
doesn’t own any credit cards!
Higgins: And, please—understand. We’re making these clothes as a 
friendly gesture—as a peace offering, if you will, to show Bigfoot that—
we really care.
Sassy: (Nodding head ‘yes’) We do.  We really care.
Higgins: (No more Mr. Nice-Guy) So we want all of you campers to stop 
acting like a bunch of amateurs—and make some clothing items worthy of 
being sold!
Sassy: (Realizing Higgins poor choice of words and trying to cover 
again) Higgins meant to say, “Make items of clothing worthy of being 
sold—IF—Bigfoot were—to have money or credit cards—and wanted to 
purchase fine items of clothing made by the precious campers—right here 
at Camp Bigfoot.
Higgins: Yeah—(Irritated)—what Sassy said.

Chris: (To the audience) Higgins and Sassy meant business.  Before we 
knew it, we were placed into small groups—and each group was given 
a sewing machine.  Each group was then required to make no less than 
three dozen garments before sundown—or they threatened to take away 
everyone’s nuts! Me? I was still okay.  I still had three candy bars and two 
bags of chips left.

Vu: In my country, there are no Bigfoots.
Chris: How can you be so sure, Vu?
Vu: Because—if there were Bigfoots—my people would have found 
them—and made some very good delicacies out of them.
Chris: You’d actually eat—a Bigfoot.
Vu: Of course, Bigfoots—Big Mac’s—if it’s ‘big’—it’s all good.  
(Continuing to work as they talk) Chris, I have two questions that must be 
answered.
Chris: Okay, maybe I can answer them for you. What are the two—Vu?
Vu: First, where is this Freddy Garcia’s Fabric Shop and Fajita Shack?  
From where do they get so much fabric for so many young children—to 
make clothes for Bigfoots we never even see?  
Chris: (Quickly understanding the logic behind Vu’s statement) I see your 
point, Vu. (Looking around) There are a lot of campers here.

16 and camp counselors. (Beat, smiling) I know.  You don’t need to say a 
word.  It doesn’t get cornier or more cliché—than meeting your first true 
love at a summer camp.  But hey, that’s where it happened.

Jordan 2:  (Looking off, yelling at someone offstage) Hey!  Come back 
here! Come back here right now!  (Beat) Oh, no. Don’t you dare give me 
that look. (Beat) Wait, what are you going to do with that brick?  Put that 
down!  Don’t you dare throw that at me!  I’m warning you! (Dodging the 
brick) Why, you little— (Almost calling the child a bad name)
Jordan 1:  (Entering the scene) You’re not really going to call a six year 
old girl a bad name, are you?
Jordan 2:  She threw a brick at me!  (Beat) And that’s no kid.  That’s a 
demon!
Jordan 1:  She’s six years old. She’s not a demon. (Pause) She just—
admires you; that’s all.
Jordan 2:  Admires me? Well, I hope it never goes beyond admiration.  
If I end up as her new best friend, she’ll probably throw an entire house 
of bricks at me!  (Pause) Wait a minute.  Why are there bricks out here 
anyway?  This is a kids’ camp!
Jordan 1:  (Laughs) Well, lucky for you, you ducked at precisely the right 
time.  (Pause) By the way, I’m Jordan.
Jordan 2:  Why does that not surprise me?
Jordan 1:  You got a problem with the name Jordan?
Jordan 2:  (Sighing and extending hand for introduction) Pleased to meet 
you, Jordan.  Allow me to introduce myself. I’m Jordan Lawrence.
Jordan 1:  Let me guess.  You must have been born in—
Both: (In unison) 1995.
Jordan 2:  Ah, yes, the year of the Jordans.
Jordan 1:  Do you think we’ll run into any more Jordans here?
Jordan 2:  Think?  No.  I don’t think we will. I know we’ll run into more 
Jordans.

Jordan 1:  (To the audience, almost flirty) Jordan Lawrence was … 
awesome.  (Pause) We were both assigned to the archery range at camp.  
(Beat) What that basically meant—was that we had to run and pick up all 
of the arrows—after the kids shot at and usually missed all of the targets.  
You have no idea how lucky we were to escape that camp with our vision 
still intact!  (Smiling big) But it was worth it— because I got to spend so 
much time with Jordan.  Spending time with Jordan on the archery range 
was great, but spending time at night with Jordan—after all of the little 
campers were in bed—was even better.

Jordan 1:  (Returning to their campfire, after investigating a strange 
noise) It was nothing – probably just some fish jumping in the lake.


