
 ‘DENTITY CRISIS 
by Christopher Durang 
JANE 
When I was eight years old, someone brought me to a theatre with lots of other children. 
We had come to see a production of Peter Pan. And I remember something seemed wrong 
with whole production, odd things kept happening. Like when the children would fly, the 
ropes breaking and the actors would come thumping to ground an they'd have to be carried 
off by the stagehands. There seemed to be an unlimited supply of understudies to take the 
children's places, and then they'd fall to the ground. And then the crocodile that chases 
Captain Hook seemed to be a real crocodile, It wasn't an actor, and at one point it fell off the 
stage, crushing several children in the front row. Several understudies came and took their 
places in the audience. And from scene to scene Wendy seemed to get fatter and fatter 
until finally by the second act she was immobile and had to be moved with a cart. The voice 
belonged to the actress playing peter pan. You remember how in the second act Tinkerbell 
drinks some poison that Peter's about to drink, in order to save him? And then Peter turns 
to the audience and he says that Tinkerbell's going to die because not enough people 
believe in fairies, but that if everybody in the audience claps real hard to show that they do 
believe in fairies, then maybe Tinkerbell won't die. and so then all the children started to 
clap. we clapped very hard and very long. my palms hurt and even started to bleed I 
clapped so hard. then suddenly the actress playing Peter Pan turned to the audience and 
she said, " that wasn't enough. You didn't clap hard enough. Tinkerbell's dead. " uh..well, 
and..and then everyone started to cry. The actress stalked offstage and refused to continue 
with the play, and they finally had to bring down the curtain. No one could see anything 
through all the tears, and the ushers had to come help the children up the aisles and out 
into the street. I don't think any of us were ever the same after that experience. 
 
 
DIARY OF ADAM AND EVE 
Eve 
(Staring our front, taking in the world for a moment) Sunlight? Hummingbirds? Lions? 
Where am I? I? What am I? (She looks down at herself) OH!! Whatever I am, I’m certainly a 
beautiful one. (She laughs suddenly) It’s very peculiar—but I feel like— an experiment. 
(Laughing again) In fact, it would be impossible to feel more like an experiment than I do. 
Then am I the whole experiment? (She carefully surveys herself again) I don’t think so. I 
better start making notes right now. Some instinct tells me these details are going to be 
important to the historians some day. Saturday. June 1st. Eden. Note: I arrived, feeling 
exactly like an experiment. Around me there is an incredible profusion of the most delightful 
objects. So many creatures and things, each is wondrous and beautiful. I see nothing that 
isn’t to my liking here in Eden. There’s plums and peaches and grapes, and the apples are 
especially inviting. It’s all so perfect and ideal, and yet I have one tiny reservation. There’s 
no one to talk to. Now, how did I get here? Where did I come from? What is my ultimate 
aim? I don’t know, but I’m glad I’m here. I just wish there was someone to talk to. 
(She sees Adam carrying in a fish) Drop that pickerel, you monster!! Put it back, do you 
hear me? If you don’t throw that pickerel back, I’m going to clod you right out of that tree. 
And don’t you ever do that again, you bully! I’m warning you! Now, I must talk to you. 
Please come down. There is something and I think it’s immensely important. I want to talk to 
you about us. What’s us? That’s a name I thought of. It means you and me. I think we’ve 
both been put here for a great and noble experiment! I think I’m the main part of this 
experiment, but you have a share in it, too. You see, you’re the only other animal that can 
talk! What? The parrot can talk, too? I didn’t know that! Well, I call it a parrot because that’s 
what it looks like. I just happen to have this talent. The minute I set eyes on an animal, I 
know what it is. I don’t have to think. The right name comes out by inspiration. So far, you’re 
the only exception. What is your name? Adam...Adam...  
  



 
DIARY OF ANNE FRANK 
ANNE 
Look, Peter, the sky. (she looks up through the skylight) What a lovely, lovely day! Aren't 
the clouds beautiful? You know what I do when it seems as if I couldn't stand being cooped 
up for one more minute? I think myself out. I think myself on a walk in the park where I used 
to go with Pim. Where the jonquils and the crocus and the violets grow down the slopes. 
You know the most wonderful part about thinking yourself out? You can have it any way you 
like. You can have roses and violets and chrysanthemums all blooming at the same time? 
It's funny. I used to take it all for granted. And now I've gone crazy about everything to do 
with nature. Haven't you? (softly) I wish you had a religion, Peter. Oh, I don't mean you 
have to be Orthodox, or believe in heaven and hell and purgatory and things. I just mean 
some religion. It doesn't matter what. Just to believe in something! When I think of all that's 
out there. The trees. And flowers. And seagulls. When I think of the dearness of you, Peter. 
And the goodness of people we know. Mr. Kraler, Miep, Dirk, the vegetable man, all risking 
their lives for us everyday. When I think of these good things, I'm not afraid any more. I find 
myself, and God, and I... We're not the only people that've had to suffer. There've always 
been people that've had to. Sometimes one race, sometimes another, and yet...I know it's 
terrible, trying to have any faith when people are doing such horrible things, but you know 
what I sometimes think? I think the world may be going through a phase, the way I was with 
Mother. It'll pass, maybe not for hundreds of years, but some day I still believe, in spite of 
everything, that people are really good at heart. Peter, if you'd only look at it as part of a 
great pattern? That we're just a little minute in the life? (she breaks off) Listen to us, going 
at each other like a couple of stupid grownups! Look at the sky now. Isn't it lovely? 
 
 
 
IDEAL HUSBAND 
Well, Tommy has proposed to me again. Tommy really does nothing but propose to me. he 
proposed to me last night in the Musicroom, when I was quite unprotected, as there was an 
elaborate trio going on. I didn't dare to make the smallest repartee, I need hardly tell you. If I 
had, it would have stopped the music at once. Musical people are so absurdly 
unreasonable. They always want one to be perfectly dumb at the very moment when one is 
longing to be absolutely deaf. Then he proposed to me in broad daylight this morning, in 
front of that dreadful statue of Achilles. Really, the things that go on in front of that work of 
art are quite appalling. The police should interfere. At luncheon I saw by the glare in his 
eyes that he was going to propose again, and I just managed to check him in time by 
assuring him that I was a bimetallist. Fortunately I don't know what bimetallism means. And 
I don't believe anybody else does either. But the observation crushed Tommy for ten 
minutes. He looked quite shocked. And then Tommy is so annoying in the way he proposes. 
If he proposed at the top of his voice, I should not mind so much. That might produce some 
effect on the public. But he does it in a horrid confidential way. When Tommy wants to be 
romantic he talks to one just like a doctor. I am very fond of Tommy, but his methods of 
proposing are quite out of date. I wish, Gertrude, you would speak to him, and tell him that 
once a week is quite often enough to propose to any one, and that it should always be done 
in a matter that attracts some attention. 
 
  



QUILTERS 1 
My ambition is to become a doctor like my father. I'm my father's girl. My greatest 
accomplishment was when I was ten years old and was successful in chopping off a 
chicken's head and then dressing it for a chicken dinner. My mother tries to make me do 
quilts all the time, but I don’t want nothing to do with it. I told her, ‘Never in my life will I stick 
my fingers 'till they bleed!’ My sister Florry is a real good quilter, I guess. Mother says so all 
the time. Florry's favorite pattern is the Sunbonnet sue. Mother taught her how to do 
applique blocks and since then she’s made prob'ly a dozen Sunbonnet Sue quilts. You seen 
'em, they're like little dolls turned sideways with big big sunbonnets on. Florry makes each 
one different. In one her little foot is turned this way or that, or she'll give her a parasol or 
turn the hat a little bit. People think they're soo cute. She made one for everyone in the 
family, so now there are little Sunbonnet Sue quilts all over the house. She made a couple 
of ‘em for her friends, and last spring when we all got promoted at school, she presented 
one to our teacher. I nearly died. And she's still at it! Let me tell you, she's driving me crazy 
with her Sunbonnet Sues. So I decided to make one quilt and give it to Florry. Like I said, 
I'm not such a good quilter as her, but I knew just what I wanted to do with this one. It's real 
small, twin bed size. I finished it and put it on her bed this morning, but I don't think she's 
seen it yet. I guess I do some new things with Sunbonnet Sue. I call it the Demise of 
Sunbonnet Sue. Each little block is different, just like Florry does it. I've got a block of her 
hanging, another one with a knife in her chest, eaten by a snake, eaten by a frog, struck by 
lightning, and burned up! I'm sorta proud of it. You should see it ...it turned out real good! 
 
 
 
BARBARA 
Barbara is put off by her mother*s outrageous dietetic demands. 
My mother has this totally insane attitude about food. She eats like a bird—a hummingbird. 
For breakfast, she*ll have a piece of dry toast and coffee. For lunch, a salad with no 
dressing. For dinner, a thimble-full of chicken. It*s like her whole life is a diet, you know. 
When we go to a restaurant, she pulls out this little booklet that tells you how many calories 
there are in food, how much fat, how many carbs and stuff. Sitting down to eat with my 
mother is like sitting down at the table with a scientist. She analyzes everything. And of 
course this means I have to eat rabbit food, too. The last time we had lunch, she insisted I 
order a cucumber salad and a tomato stuffed with tuna. Oh yeah, and iced tea. Cucumbers 
and iced tea. Real appetizing, huh? Puke-ola! This is why I try to avoid eating with her at all 
costs. She*s constantly bugging me about what I eat. "Don*t eat fat. Don*t eat meat. Don*t 
eat sweets. Don*t eat processed food." Don*t is a big word in my mom*s dietary vocabulary. 
And I*m not fat. Hey, I*m not even overweight. I mean, if I was like this balloon or 
something, it*d be different. She*s always jumping on my dad for what he eats, too. The 
poor guy can*t enjoy a meal without hearing how unhealthy everything he*s eating is. She 
gets into all kinds of facts and figures: about how many of the calories you*re eating are fat; 
about how pesticides cause cancer; about how meat-packing plants aren*t sanitary; about 
these laboratory experiments on rats. She*s like this walking, talking, food horror picture. 
Her conversation alone could cause a person to lose weight. I mean, how can you possibly 
eat when someone*s sitting talking about rats shriveling up and dying because they don*t 
get enough protein? Hey, the thought of rats healthy is gross enough. Mom used to be 
overweight. I guess this is the reason she*s flipped on diet. Because she*s a former fatty. 
She*s a reformed food junkie. Which is okay to a point, all right? But she*s really taken the 
whole thing out of sight. To the point where she*s paranoid about food. I*ll bet if you hid a 
Twinkie in her purse she*d have a stroke. I think eating right is sensible and being healthy is 
important. But like who needs taking it to extremes? It*s important to enjoy life, too. I mean, 
hey, we*re not supposed to put our life in a Ziploc bag, you know. I think common sense is 
the answer. With food and everything else, it*s just a matter of balance. Besides, how about 
the thought of going through life without another cheeseburger? 



Nothing But Nonsense 
Ima is a very enthusiastic weather girl who is explaining the temperature with much 
excitement. She’s very into her job and kind of silly. 
Good afternoon. This is Ima Cutey , your Television Weather reporter, and I hope it’s a 
wonderful for you wherever you may be-- 
Now first, I’ve had several requests from you viewers, wanting to know how it’s possible to 
predict the weather with such uncanny accuracy- you’d like to know just how it’s done. Well, 
actually, there’s nothing so very mysterious about it, and I think I can explain it to you in a 
few simple words. (Picks up the pointer and points it to the blackboard) Now, here we have 
a typical weather map. You see these cute little squibbles up here? Well, that’s the high 
front. And when they get together right here and start waltzing around like this- arent’ they 
sweet?- well, that’s what gives us our weather. See? Isn’t that simple so far? Now, when the 
high front dominates the low, that’s good. But when the low front dominates the high – that’s 
nasty! That’s when we get rain and sleet and snow and-ooohh, I just hate those lows! And 
then of course, you can have a low low, a high high, and a high low and game-Oh, pardon 
me! I was thinking of something else- Well now, just for an example, I’m going to 
demonstrate to you exactly how the weather people make their predictions. Now, here’s a 
high-pressure front; this little fellow was born waay up there in Canada and he’s coming 
down. And here’s a low-pressure front; he’s coming up from the Gulf Coast-- (giggles) Silly 
thing- doesn’t know when he’s well off! Well, high and low keep advancing on each other, 
slowly, but surely, and when they get together- look out! Something’s going to happen. One 
of them has to win- will it be high, will it be low? Well, we’ll soon know. Meantime, we 
mustn’t forget the other factors that have a bearing on our weather. This is a cumulous 
cloud, and this is a cirrus cloud, and this is a—I’m not sure looks like something my Auntie 
Minnie doddles when she’s talking on the telephone. Here they come, closer, closer—Get 
ready now—get all set, they’re about to crash—(rapidly) 
There they go! High’s down! Low’s up! High’s low! Low’s high! High’s lower—oh, the poor 
thing! Low’s higher—still higher—it looks like a walk; l it looks like high hasn’t got a—No, 
wait a minute, wait a minute! Here comes high again—he’s not licked yet, folks! He’s 
coming up, up , he’s slowly gaining on low—Will he make it? Higher—higher—Can he do it? 
(shrieking in her excitement) Yes, yes! He did it folks he did it! High wins—It’s high by a 
whisker and we’ll have a wonderful day! There! You see how simple it really is to predict the 
weather? And now, to conclude this educational session, I’ll give you today’s forecast: Much 
warmer, with bright sunshine and gentle, variable winds. Isn’t that wonderful, folks? We’re 
going to have a really beautiful day. Tune in tomorrow, folks, for more scientific and 
accurate information about the weather. `Bye now! 
 
 
 
  



LEARNING TO DRIVE 
A student, well over sixteen, and a teacher, a driving instructor of any age. 

I pretended that I was all right. That I didn’t mind having to go through this. That this 
hideous feeling of incompetence didn’t bother me. I tried to appear eager, and 
pleased to be gaining a new and useful skill. There’s a good reason why most 
people learn to drive when they’re sixteen. When you’re sixteen you don’t know you 
can die. If you’re much older than that, not only do you know you’re going to die, you 
also know that this is probably where. Lesson three. I approached the third lesson 
confidently. Nothing much to this driving thing, really. I am a smart, competent 
person. Lots of people who are much more stupid than me can drive; I can certainly 
learn to drive. I was feeling cocky and expansive. My teacher and I chatted. (Looks 
over towards Teacher.) Do you like teaching? I don’t know. Out of the corner of my 
eye I could see the teacher shaking his head. What had I done? I suppose this was 
when it came home to me that what I had to learn was potentially deadly, and I had 
better pay attention. For the next lesson, I decided that my problem was that I was 
too tense and if I could just relax the whole thing would come naturally. I made 
stupid jokes and counted to three in a different language at each stop sign. I 
blathered on about the psychology of learning. I realize now that I was, of course, 
trying to sound smart because he knew how to drive and I didn’t. (To TEACHER.) 
You know, I think the problem with driving is that all of a sudden you’re, like, two 
thousand pounds heavier, and what I think you have to do is you have to sort of 
re-learn the boundaries of where you end, you know? The powers that be have told 
that you you can go ahead. You have the required skills. Freedom! And you realize 
with painful clarity that you are alone, you are in control of a powerful machine and 
you do not know ho to drive. The powers that be know nothing. There is only one 
brake and you’re the only one that can use it. You must make all the decisions. Is it 
now safe to make this left-hand turn? There is no one to remind you able speeding 
and its dire consequences. No sign on the top of the car that says: “New at this. 
Thank you for getting of the way.” And there, suddenly, you are. This is lesson six. 
Time passes and I’m not dead yet. Although driving in traffic still causes a certain 
amount of indigestion, what I now love is to take my little car very late at night or 
early in the morning and just drive when no one knows I’m gone. I wonder if other 
people do this? What I do not like is driving with passengers in the car. 
 
 
 

 
 
 

  



FINAL DRESS REHEARSAL 
The director is loud, frustrated, the distraught type, trying to be orderly and 
businesslike and tries to keep everything going smoothly, but the lights are lagging, 
stage crew and cast members arrive late, and the sassy stage crew is noisy. The 
degree of humor of what goes wrong is largely dependent on the director’s reactions 
to the frustrations. 
 
All right! All right! Let’s get this show on the road! Let’s get started! Hey, stage 
manager, let’s turn on some lights! (lights off) Now quit that! I said I want light, stage 
manager, liiiiights! (lights on) There! That’s better! All right, Stage Manager, nobody 
likes a smart aleck! We’ve got to get this rehearsal started. Hear me, Stage 
Manager? Or are you hiding from me again? Stage Manager, we’re in a hurry! 
Where is my stage manager!! Oh. Now look!-We’re running late and this is the final 
dress rehearsal. Turn on some more lights. Now get the cast on stage for roll call. All 
ready for roll call. We’ll start with the technical crew. Stage Manager? Is all your 
crew here? Good…good. Prompter? Prompter! I’m calling roll. No one ever talks 
while I’m calling roll. Sound effects girl? Wardrobe and Props girl? Oh okay, Makeup 
Girl? All right, now for the cast members. The Stepmother? What’s wrong with your 
nose? It looks terrible! You look like a big silly bird. Moving on…Younger Sister? 
Godmother? Fairy Godmother! What is wrong with your dress?! It looks horrid! No 
Fairy Godmother would ever look like that. And, Fairy Godmother, adjust your 
crown-it looks silly. Okay, good! (Like a football coach) All right, cast. This is it. This 
is the final dress rehearsal. It’s important that you concentrate and stay in character. 
Keep the show moving at all costs. Remember, I’ll be out front watching. Watching 
every move you make. Pulling and rooting for you all the way down the line. 
Tonight’s the night-the final dress rehearsal. So give it the old stuff! The old oompa! 
(With gesture) All right-places! 
 


