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Abstract 

 The failure of abstinence-only reformation programs regarding drug use (e.g., D.A.R.E.) 

points to a concrete need for effective and codified risk-taking behavior education. While many 

school districts have turned to “pop-up” programs such as the Red Ribbon Campaign, these 

systems have become highly mechanized to make up for the abstinence-only approach that 

D.A.R.E. left. In my experience as an avid theatre fan, I’ve found that conversations had through 

the art of theatre have a significant impact on perception and risk management processes while 

still providing an entertaining and emotional experience. This is especially true within the 

domain of Theatre for Young Audiences (TYA), in which younger and younger students are 

exposed to stories that inform them about real-world experiences, such as grief management 

(Harris’ The Arkansaw Bear) and even the AIDS epidemic (Saar’s The Yellow Boat). It is with 

this in mind that I started the process of analyzing the relationship and responsibility theatre 

artists must encourage through conversations surrounding real-world experiences and 

expectations. Starting in January during my student teaching practicum, I worked with my 

students to conduct discussion-focused lessons surrounding perspectives on recreational drug use 

and its presence in the lives of young people today. I took this knowledge and crafted a TYA 

piece with my students loosely inspired by these perspectives. I have found that creating 

dramatic art with youth in mind has shown the enduring strength of arts engagement in the 

classroom, and how real-world experiences can be explored and examined through the lens of 

art. 
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Process Analysis Statement 

 For years, it has been made very apparent that the prolific image of the high school 

environment is one linked with vulgarity. Recalling films like Booksmart (2017), Easy A (2010), 

Superbad (2007), and television shows such as Riverdale (2017-present)—not to mention the 

infamous American Pie series—it is evident that these shows portray the adolescent experience 

as one filled with sexual exploits, underage drinking, and recreational drug use. Overall, 

contemporary education has made strides in providing adolescents with the opportunities to learn 

more and more about safe and inclusive methods of navigating the former two components of 

“adult” life. The one outlier though, of recreational drug use, is a facet that has been pushed aside 

to be covered by abstinence-only programs such as D.A.R.E. or other adjacent programs. When I 

went through my school district’s related program (known as L.I.F.E.), I often found myself 

asking how the infamous transition occurred; students who used drugs recreationally were 

known as “stoners” and “deadbeats,” so does it only take one use? Is it a lifestyle that is built up 

over time? From my personal experience as I’ve aged, it is evident that a lifestyle including 

recreational drug use is not a signifier of a lowly lifestyle. Rather, the addictive dependency on it 

is the true calling card. So then, how do we communicate this context to students, much as we do 

with sexual education and alcohol? 

 The abstinence-only programs that have been programmed into primary and grades have 

routinely shown up as lacking any significant effective difference on adolescent drug use. This is 

most adamantly clear in the American Journal of Public Health’s “How Effective Is Drug Abuse 

Resistance Education? A Meta-Analysis of Project DARE Outcome Evaluations” from 1994, a 

meta-analysis conducted by Dr. Susan T. Ennett and associates. They conclude that not only is 

there no significant change in adolescent behavior that D.A.R.E. proclaims to offer, but that 
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“who teaches [the program] and how it is taught may provide other possible explanations for 

D.A.R.E.’s limited effectiveness” (Ennett et al, 1994). This evidence points me in the direction 

of my thesis at large; to solve the age-old question of how best to provide drug education to 

students free from bias and focusing intently on evidence-only approaches. Referencing the 

evidence supported by Dr. Ennett and her colleagues, though, if “the generally more traditional 

teaching style used by D.A.R.E. has not been shown to be as effective” compared to interacting 

teaching models, then something more is needed. Out with the antiquated systems that worked in 

the 1980s and 1990s, it is time to bring in a new wave of evidence-based programming that gives 

students a new perspective on their agency within drug education. 

 This is then where the concept for my play arose. I wanted to create a work of art that 

would help along the conversation about how we approach drug education, that also serves our 

young students in their understanding of recreational drug use as it radically changes over time. 

What I find most interesting about this concept is that it is not entirely new. There has always 

been pushes by various parties to curb the negative outcomes of drug consumption, like how 

groups and organizations fought against tobacco usage outcomes. In a 2015 article from 

Substance Use & Misuse entitled “Addiction and Other Reasons Adolescent Smokers Give to 

Justify Smoking,” Borderías and his colleagues identified the various attempts organizations 

have had to curb tobacco usage, such as “tax increases, or entirely new taxes” to increase prices 

altogether (Borderías et al, 2015). Borderías and his associates also take into consideration the 

level at which these changes have failed, as the World Health Organization, as of 2013, cited 

“tobacco as the leading global cause of the leading global cause of preventable death” (Borderías 

et al, 2015). Thus, I feel it incredibly necessary to work towards creating art—in which art is one 

of the most accessible and effective forms of communicating a need for change that speaks to the 
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level of reformation needed in drug education and how it allows students to critically assess the 

inputs and stressors of their lives. It is my belief that working through the art form of playwriting 

will produce better outcomes in how we engage in conversations about the way our modern 

world operates, but it all must start from somewhere. 

 Like any good theatre artist, one must start with the story. The plot that I developed in 

conjunction with my mentor teachers, my supervisor, and my students needed to be something 

that was engaging from a story perspective and impactful from a societal one. My first 

immediate thought process went into the effects of recreational drug use on a physical level—

how is one able to tell if another is under the influence of drugs? It is widely accepted that 

bloodshot eyes point to drug use, specifically marijuana. Pulling in information from the “2019 

National Survey on Drug Use and Health” from the Substance Abuse and Mental Health 

Services Administration, I knew that I wanted to cater to the 3.3 million twelve- to seventeen-

year-olds who were reported to have used marijuana in the past year and figured I would include 

physical traits often attributed to marijuana use (SAMHSA, 2019). Since this is easy to achieve 

technically in a theatrical setting, I wanted to keep this concept and roll with the idea of 

“rosiness.” How does an individual get rosy cheeks? It turns out, my answer was in the wording 

itself. Thus, our setting of a rose garden was established. By interacting with (touching, 

smelling) roses, the student would be participating in this allegorical drug use. With this setting, 

we were able to identify our “pro-drug” adult, Miss Biddleby. This kooky and colorful character 

helps to inform the students of the non-scary truths about recreational drug use that mimics the 

reformist phrasing used by those seeking legalization and decriminalization measures for 

recreational marijuana use. According to a study from 2015 by the Pew Research Center 

regarding the debate over marijuana legalization, this is not far off either — as over half of the 
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individuals surveyed advocated in support of the legalization process on the grounds of the 

probably medicinal benefits (41%), the lack of danger in comparison to other illicit drugs (36%), 

and the benefits of the codified regulation (27%), such as tax revenue (Pew Research Center, 

2015). 

 Needing this character’s foil, we turned to the opposite end of Miss Biddleby’s spectrum; 

where she was fun-loving and carefree, her foil needed to be strict and authoritarian. This is 

where Madame Parsons comes in; a force to be reckoned with as she works to impart the fear 

into our main characters away from the garden. These two adults and the arguments they have 

are the heart of the story; this is the real world depicted with two contrasting characters. They 

were designed in the same vein as Heat Miser and Snow Miser from The Year Without a Santa 

Clause, from Rankin/Bass Productions in 1974. In many contemporary theatrical conventions, 

contrasting characters with color pallets (Biddleby’s colorful outfits versus Parsons’ 

monochromatic garments) and personalities (Biddleby’s eccentric nature versus Parsons’ strict 

reserve) helps audiences of all ages identify the contrast between the two. As this piece was 

intended to be a Theatre for Young Audiences show, it was important to make the world of the 

play as identifiable as possible. Thus, we see simple sets, clear costuming choices (school outfits, 

colors, etc.) and consistent characters with interesting arcs. That way, our student audiences will 

not only track the story at hand, but they will stay invested to see everything come out alright at 

the end. As far as brainstorming goes, the process in generating this story was one I took very 

seriously, to ensure that the final product was one that spoke to TYA conventions but also 

provided audiences and performers the chance to conduct conversations that may previously 

have gone untouched. It’s now time, however, to think largely on how the impact of this piece 

will register, and ultimately see its impact at play. 
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 The development process began when I started student teaching. In January, I was 

introduced to a smaller group of students who would then make up my Introduction to Theatre 

class for the semester. I quickly assessed with my mentor teacher that this is the class I would 

have the most hands-on interaction with. I was to be introduced as their primary teacher for the 

semester and I would carry out all duties pertaining to the class. My mentor teacher would serve 

as a guiding hand in the process, ensuring that nothing came crashing down and that I would 

have an assisting hand if necessary. As I was introduced to these students, I observed that there 

was a wide variety of personalities and traits that I would have to work with and adapt from to 

make my project work efficiently and naturally. The predominant personality was that of the 

“sports kid,” who did not have nearly the same energy or drive to participate in arts activities 

and/or performances. This personality was easily identified with the first unit I assigned the 

students; that of a two- to three-minute monologue to assess performance capabilities. These 

performances were based on real testimonials from adolescents who experienced first-hand 

trauma from the events of September 11th as recorded in Annie Thoms’ prose, With Their Eyes. 

This project helped to ensure that the students knew the content covered in this class was not 

frivolous or lacking substance. Rather, the students were forced to reconcile with the fact that 

real-world events shape and mold are in new and engaging ways. This was, for all intents and 

purposes, my hook for the students; they needed to know what my intentions were in the final 

devising project, where we use real-world experience with recreational drug use to impact our 

own change. 

 To make this project work, I knew that I needed to meet the kids in “the middle,” or 

forego certain “advanced” higher-level thinking to present the material and assessments in a way 

that made sense. This would help to acclimate them to the natural classroom environment that is 
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inherently different than their other classes. Once this first monologue performance was 

complete, I worked them through a rather short technical theatre unit, and then we moved on to 

the devising project—the frame for this thesis project. I intentionally labelled this project as a 

“devised” project, as I wanted the students to recognize the devising process. In devised works, a 

group collaborates “in response to a stimulus leading to the creation of an original performance,” 

as defined by the United Kingdom’s General Certificate of Secondary Education’s “Guide to 

Devising” (Pearson, 2016). Through the recognition of this process, students are reinforced with 

the concept that this performance is inherently theirs, as it explores contemporary issues that they 

interact with and must contend with through real-world application. This devising project, then, 

started with a very general prompt for the class: to what extent of knowledge and/or experience 

do you have with recreational drug use, particularly marijuana? The last thing I wanted to do was 

identify any of the students to each other or to me, so I had them submit any voluntary responses 

to an anonymous chat-based program via Google’s Jamboard. On this Jamboard, they were able 

to write their responses for the class to see publicly, but the answer could not be traced to any 

one specific student. I believe this anonymity allowed the students to feel at ease surrounding 

this mature content, as this unit came swiftly after my school’s implementation of the Red 

Ribbon Week campaign, a pop-up program designed by the National Family Partnership that 

quickly followed suit with D.A.R.E. as an adjacent drug education system in 1985. 

 From these anonymous responses, I garnered some vital information for how in-depth the 

plot structure of this play needed to be. I found that a handful of students from this class had not 

only had first-hand experience of recreational drug use or conversations surrounding them, but 

they have also had close friends who either have exposed themselves to it or know a source to 

incite said exposure. Once the responses were all collected, I had students evaluate these 
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responses and think critically; what did it all mean? We concluded via discussion that 

recreational drug use is a very present factor in adolescents’ lives—it is not going anywhere 

anytime soon. I coupled this with plenty of students identifying the various cannabis clinics that 

were popping up around our metropolitan area. The discussion pointed to the revelation that 

students see and hear more about recreational drug use than preventative programs may permit 

them to believe. There was a surge of inspiration amongst the students to then work together to 

create this work of drama to add to this conversation and reconcile this double-edged sword that 

plagues drug education and the War on Drugs. 

 The next step was the real-time devising work. After this open-format discussion, I had 

the students read the written former half of the finished play, surrounding three young friends 

and their exploration of a mysterious garden with mysterious powers. For consistency’s sake, I 

knew that I would have to command the writing process—after attempting a mini-writing unit 

within the lens of playwriting, it was evident that playwriting would not allow the students to 

naturally write towards an established world in the vein of what we were going for. Hence, I 

completed the play with some final suggestions, such as the introduction of a tertiary adult 

character who would serve as the final hand in forcing our main character, Avery, to save her 

friends. I also went and included some worldbuilding suggestions that students had, such as the 

ages of our characters (where they were changed from tweens to older teenagers) and the 

locations within the world of the play (where we added an allegorical “hard place” for Avery to 

finally take her stand and discover her destiny). 

 With the script written, we began the rehearsal process for a staged production of Rosy 

Cheeks. Cooperating with one of my mentor teachers, we were slated to perform in front of the 

upperclassmen speech and debate students, who almost unanimously had a wide range of 
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experience within theatre and performance. It was important to impart on my performing 

students that the audience would be students who have seen theatre before, and that their goal 

should not be to impress them on a peer-to-peer level, but rather serve the purpose of telling our 

story as an opportunity to instill conversation surrounding drug education reform. Our first 

rehearsal got off to a bit of a rocky start; as these students have had little to no experience in the 

rehearsal space, it was hard to acclimate them to stage directions and blocking (or the director’s 

decisive stage movements and actions) shorthand. We had a remediated mini lesson on directions 

and the how-to’s of understanding a director’s blocking, which thankfully emboldened the 

students to work harder. In our first rehearsal we completed blocking the first of our four scenes, 

where Avery and her friends experience first-hand knowledge of the “roses,” or our allegorical 

drug of this universe. There were plenty of questions throughout this first scene, namely that of 

how we as an ensemble want to invest our audience in the world of the play. It was decided that 

instead of having realistic sets and blocking, we would direct the show in the style of a readers’ 

theatre performance, where scripts would be in hand and acting blocks and benches would serve 

as the only concrete set pieces. 

 Overall, I do believe the rehearsal and performance structure of a readers’ theatre 

ultimately benefitted the timeliness of mounting our production (with only two weeks total of 

rehearsals) but weakened the connection the students had with this as a theatrical activity, as 

readers’ theatre performances are often conducted in primary school classrooms and not at the 

high school level. Their hesitancy to make this connection was evident in our inability to block 

the second scene until our second rehearsal, wherein we were able to run our first two scenes! It 

was at this time that I began to employ more skills and methods developed through readers’ 

theatre performances, such as having my ensemble portray the “world” at large; bushes, 



 9 

background characters, trees, walls, etc. Not only did this keep the ensemble engaged while they 

were not actively “onstage,” but it gave them further agency as they felt they had to “rise” to the 

challenge of performing upwards of four different roles. This did, however, impart a negative 

reaction on one specific student, John, who outright refused to participate in the rehearsal process 

upon our third rehearsal. Knowing that we had to catch up to speed and begin rehearsing our 

third and fourth scenes, I re-emphasized the importance of all-in collaboration, to which John 

adamantly refused. When I pulled John aside and inquired about his future participation in the 

activity, he shrugged me off and proclaimed that he did not care about his grade in the class 

overall, nor his participation in this activity. Understanding the limitations at hand in terms of 

timeliness and effort, I ultimately decided to allow John the chance to sit out of the activity in 

exchange for a failing participatory score on this activity. 

 As I witnessed John leave the classroom to be monitored by my mentor teacher, I shifted 

my focus to my ensemble. We had to work overtime to ensure that we would have something 

resembling a well-oiled machine by the time of our performance. Knowing the static nature of 

our third scene, we agreed as a class that we would forego blocking our third scene, and instead 

work to block and rehearse our fourth and final scene; the ultimate stand-off between our 

warring adult companies and our main characters torn apart in the middle. Once more, we took to 

the developmental process of a readers’ theatre and had our ensemble portray the twisted thicket 

of rose bushes that served as our allegorical drugs; the more a student “smells” the roses, the 

worse off they will be to the point of addiction and eventual capture within the rose bush itself. 

We agreed during this rehearsal process that Sam—our main character’s best friend—would 

become one of the student addicts, to serve as something like a baited carrot to ensure our main 

character fought to resolve the war the adults had started. Through the power of compromise and 
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wisdom, Avery eventually brings the two adults closer together and earns her community the 

chance to come to terms with themselves; though the garden and its roses may not be going 

anywhere, they had to reconcile the odds these two factions are at. 

 This reconciliation came with it the saving of indentured students, caught in the snare that 

was their own addiction. When I asked the performing students what their interpretation of this 

trapping meant for their relationship to drugs, many of them had idealistic concepts in mind. For 

example, a rather quiet girl named Madison offered up that this was the clear sign of how 

dangerous it can be to clearly defy the rules and statutes set in place surrounding drug reform. 

This was the inverse assessment made regarding the analysis the students had of an earlier scene 

where the third friend of our main character (Ricky) is sent away to Detention to face 

punishment for his involvement in the garden. The students identified this as the clear and 

present danger that can be had with a resolute abstinence-only approach to drug education. These 

two instances of analytical identification helped to instill a sense of pride; this project is clearly 

bringing to light the conversations necessary of our students and their perspectives of the world 

around them. 

 And in a flash, we reached the day of the performance. The speech and debate students 

quickly hustled over to our theatre, our blocks and benches had been set, and we were ready to 

present the performance that we could. Our first scene went off rather well, almost entirely 

blocked according to plan and communicated from the students. It was the second scene, 

however, where we began to falter. I believe I had rushed this blocking, as the second scene is 

primarily made up of a flashback scene in which we see the genesis story of the adult who 

advocates for the abstinence-only drug reform. Madame Parsons, as she is known, muses about 

the discovery of the garden and the impact of what it does to students and youth on the 
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community at large. This flashback scene is dynamic, featuring many moving parts and students 

taking on different characters. Once a student had forgotten one cog in this working puzzle, it 

came slowly apart, with a large section of the scene taking place with just the characters 

speaking aloud their actions. What was most important, however, was the level of emphasis and 

impressive performative talent that the students had when they did not effectively know their 

blocking. The students brought a new level of emotional clarity to the characters, as Madame 

Parsons argues with Avery about how much control the school should have over her ability to 

think for herself. 

 The third scene, then, went off without a hitch. As we had identified this scene to be a 

“staged reading”-style performance, we did not emphasize any blocking or movement, except for 

standing or sitting when a character enters or exits respectively. This scene was one where we 

were able to profoundly dive into the nature of the beast at hand—how do we enfranchise our 

students to think wholly about their drug education, and what they need to cope with the 

changing legislation and social impacts surrounding it? Our new tertiary character, simply called 

the Old Man, was a joy to see on stage by one of my more enthusiastic and open personalities, 

Tony. This character approaches Avery with the sense that she alone can rationalize what drug 

education means to her. It is not enough for differing sides to spout truths or half-truths; it must 

be from a subjective decision about how you let drug education impact your life choices. This 

garnered a positive reaction from our audience, who collectively had a realization that this was 

not a one-perspective story.  

 Though we had rehearsed our fourth and final scene, during our production, we ran over 

time. I had intended all written scenes to be approximately ten minutes in length, but I believe 

we started our performance too late and had to call of the show at the end of our third scene. 
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After their bows, I allowed the students to have their bows as performers and we moved on to 

one last final discussion about our experiences in the class, referencing this unit specifically. 

Many of my students, including the sports-enthusiasts of the class, had something positive to say 

about how this actively encouraged them to think more broadly about how their understanding of 

drug education affects their social interactions and their comprehension of the moves our 

legislature makes to keep people safe or protected. This validation was a sigh of relief; I had felt 

bad about cutting the students off from their final scene, but I felt that the performance they gave 

was one for the books, especially knowing that some of my start performers had never even set 

foot on a stage in their lives. 

 Now that the show has finally finished, and the students have been handed off to my 

mentor teacher, I reflect on the “why” of it all, and the impact this project has had on my 

knowledge surrounding drug education and the War on Drugs. I believe that conducting a project 

like this— devising work to instill communication between schools, legislators, parents, and 

students about how drugs impact our socio-economic environments—can only lead to positive 

outcomes. It allows the students the chance to take the reins and make sure that adults hear them 

and their youthful perspectives. When we take the time to allow youth the chance to critically 

evaluate the different opinions, perspectives, choices, and stressors in their lives, they can 

eliminate the ones that are more likely to harm them. In turn, we encourage our students to 

practice advanced levels of self-image construction and self-actualization. The arts have been 

proven time and time again—and especially in the outcomes of this project—to build up the 

mental wellness of youth audiences and encourage change when something wrong or unjust is 

identified. To reinforce this narrative, I looked to other examples of participatory drama as a 

means of enacting conversation and change in response to great unrest. A fine example of this 
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was regarding the DramAidE (Drama in AIDS Education) program in South Africa, as outlined 

by the 2010 review of communication initiatives, “Communication, Participation, and Social 

Change” written by Chelsea Cooper, Lauren Goodsmith, Eve Lotter, and Tegan Molony with 

sponsorship by the American Refugee Committee (ARC), Communication for Change (C4C), 

and the United States Agency for International Development’s Office of Women in Development 

(USAID). In this review, DramAidE is outlined as a fusion between “forum theatre and peer 

education” to engage students. It is also implemented to “reduce the HIV infection rate among 

young people and to help promote... an understanding of equity and human rights” (Cooper et al, 

2010). This concept, of marrying drama with social change and justice is imperative to the 

success of a program like mine. It is proof that the arts have been instrumental in building up 

only the mental awareness of adolescents, but also their inclination towards change in their 

community.  

 By working through the art form of playwriting and devising, we can effectively produce 

better outcomes in how we engage in conversations about how the modern world works and 

thrives. But it cannot go understated; it must start somewhere. I set off in this project to direct a 

full-scale production of a pre-written show. Had I done that process, I do not think I could 

confidently say that I would have come to better conclusions about my processes as an educator, 

nor would I have connected with my students in the way we have this semester. While I lament 

the loss of John during the rehearsal process, I feel grateful for the changes that came out 

regardless. I feel honored to have created this new piece of art with such impressionable and 

impressive students. I love the power of storytelling, and the sheer immensity of developing new 

work. It is through this method, however, that we begin to see radical shifts in worldviews and 

perspectives and that all comes from the students. By approaching students first and asking them 
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to help educators in reforming the world they live in, we build a better society of equal merit and 

opportunity in the face of societal efforts, such as in reforming drug education. Having observed 

the ineffective nature of insular modes of drug education (i.e., D.A.R.E.), it is time now to bring 

in multi-faceted examples of youth-centric change. Utilizing the power of devised performance, I 

believe that we can begin to identify the possibilities of a world that brings adolescents to the 

front lines and encourages them to make an active difference. This refreshing perspective is the 

new wave of change that the youth of today are riding in on, and it is high time they get their turn 

in the spotlight to make it all happen. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

All student names referenced in this paper have been changed to protect the identity of the student. 
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Characters 
Sam (F) 
Ricky (M) 
Avery (F) 
Madame Parsons (F) 
Ensemble (M/F) 
 Miss Biddleby (F) 
 Past Students One, Two, and Three (M) 
 Young Girl (F) 
 Board Member (F) 
 Students One, Two, Three, Four, Five, And Six (M) 
 Old Man (M) 
 Trapped Students (M/F) 

 
Setting/Time 
 Here and Now.
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I. “Don’t listen to what they say. Go see.” — Unknown 
 

(AT RISE: A beautiful garden is revealed, with flora and foliage decorating every 
surface; hyacinths, peonies, sunflowers, violets, daffodils—flowers of every shape, size, 
and color. There are even some flowers that have never grown here on Earth. DR is a 
small patio of garden furniture (bench swing or wicker/iron chairs and a table, etc.). 
There is an entire wall of bright red roses adorning the back of the garden, covering a 
secret exit directly UC. Some hanging vines cover the entrance/exit off L. Various sounds 
of insects and birds call out as the light shifts over all of the greenery, before being 
interrupted with a loud shout from off L.) 

 
AVERY. (offstage) —16, 17, 18, 19... 20! Ready or not, here I come! 
 
 (A few giggles are heard nearby.) 
 
RICKY. (offstage) C’mon, Sam—she’ll never find us in here! 
 

(Shortly, a boy bursts through the hanging vines and into the garden. He is immediately 
captured by the beautiful scene before him.) 
 

RICKY. (con’t) Woah! 
 

(A girl enters in shortly behind him, clearly more nervous to intrude in this space, her 
eyes are shut tight.) 

 
SAM. Ricky, I’ve never seen that cave over here before... we shouldn’t be here! 
 
RICKY. Oh, but look, Sam! It’s incredible! 
 
 (SAM gradually opens her eyes, shocked by the sight of the garden around her.) 
 
SAM. What is this place? I don’t remember my dad talking about anything like this being 
approved... 
 
RICKY. I don’t know... but it’s so cool! Parks and Recreation outdid themselves. 
 

(RICKY begins walking amongst all of the different flower varieties, stopping to smell 
and admire. SAM follows.) 

 
SAM. That’s what I mean... if Parks and Rec approved this, I would know about it. I’ve got a 
funny feeling about this place, Ricky. 
 

(RICKY plucks a tulip or lily from a nearby patch, and offers it grandly to SAM.) 
 
RICKY. For you, m’lady. 
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SAM. (blushing) Oh... well, thank you. It is pretty, isn’t it? 
 
RICKY. I’ll say. But, hey... (turning to the wall of roses US) look at these! I’ve never seen roses 
grow like that before. My abuela has a huge rose bush out behind her house... it doesn’t look 
anything like this, though. 
 

(He moves closer to the roses, reaching out to touch. Just then, AVERY bursts through 
the vines—another girl—startling RICKY and SAM.) 
 

AVERY. Boo! Gotcha both! 
 

(SAM and RICKY are positively frightened, but RICKY is unbothered. SAM, on the other 
hand...) 
 

SAM. Avery! That’s not funny! You scared me half to death. 
 
AVERY. Well then, next time you two shouldn’t be talking so loudly so that it would be harder 
to find you! (she takes a look around) What even is this place, anyway? 
 
RICKY. I dunno. Looks like a new publicity thing or something pushed by Parks and Rec. Sam 
hasn’t heard anything about it though. 
 
AVERY. Well, probably all more of a reason that we leave this place alone. C’mon, it’s almost 
dinner time, anyway. 

 
SAM. With all those meetings he goes to, you’d think I’d know something about this place, 
though... right? 

 
AVERY. Yeah, he probably just didn’t think you’d be interested. We should get going. 
 
RICKY. Yeah, yeah... in a minute... 
 

(RICKY has moved closer to the roses, inspecting them.) 
 
AVERY. Ricky, you’ve seen one rose you’ve seen ‘em all, we really shouldn’t be here. 
 
RICKY. It’s just... there’s something about these things, like... hey, what is that...? 
 

(RICKY goes to reach between a few roses directly UC... and falls through the wall, with 
a yelp! The roses miraculously come back together, as if he was never even there. SAM 
and AVERY start at RICKY’s disappearance.) 
 

SAM/AVERY. Ricky! 
 

(They both crowd around where the boy just was.) 
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SAM. Ricky! Are you okay? Please tell me you’re okay! 
 
AVERY. Can you hear us? Ricky! (groaning with frustration) I guess I’m gonna’ have to go in 
and get him. He probably hit his head or something! Dumb boys... 
 
BIDDLEBY. (offstage) Be very careful, child... 
 

(The girls turn in time to see a bizarre looking woman enter R with an even more bizarre 
looking patched-together outfit, wearing a wide-brimmed sunhat and gardening gloves. 
She carries a wide-mouthed basket with dozens of fresh-cut flowers. Her cheeks are 
noticeably bright and rosy.) 
 

BIDDLEBY. (con’t) We can’t have everyone getting lost around here, can we? 
 

AVERY. Who are you? Did you do something with our friend? 
 
BIDDLEBY. Oh, Avery, now why would you think I’d do anything like that? 
 
SAM. How do you know her name? 
 
BIDDLEBY. Oh, people don’t just waltz in here by mistake, Samantha! Everyone comes into 
my garden for a reason. (she curtsies) Miss Beulah Biddleby, pleased to make your acquaintance. 
 
AVERY. Listen, Miss, uh... Biddleby... we’ll be on our way. Sorry to barge in here uninvited. 
We’ll just grab Ricky and— 
 
BIDDLEBY. No one ever said you were uninvited, my dear! On the contrary, you were destined 
to come here. (she crosses and sits at the patio furniture, smugly) Whether you believe it or not, 
you need my help. 
 
SAM. (aside, to AVERY) Avery, I don’t like this. Maybe we should go and— 
 
AVERY. Your help with what? 
 
BIDDLEBY. My dear, haven’t you always wondered something about this town you call home? 
About how... shut away it is? 
 
AVERY. I mean, sometimes, I guess... 
 
BIDDLEBY. How the Board hovers over you all with a firm grip, afraid of letting you explore? 
Letting you grow? 
 
SAM. Avery, please, we— 
 
BIDDLEBY. Aw, come now, Samantha—it’s alright! Why, I remember when you were just in 
diapers, toddling around on that playground out there. (she gestures off L through the vines) 
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SAM. I don’t know you... 
 
BIDDLEBY. (nurturing) Oh, but I know you! You children mean so much to me, and I just want 
you to grow up to be responsible, mature adults. 
 
AVERY. That’s what Madame Parsons and the Board are always saying. They just want us to be 
responsible. But... you don’t seem anything like them. 
 
BIDDLEBY. No, of course not! I was never one for that strict authority life. I was always here 
in the garden, nurturing beautiful sprouts into lush flowers. 
 
SAM. Then how come we’ve never heard of you? 
 
BIDDLEBY. Oh, you’ve heard of me. You’ve heard of this garden, here, too! This is what the 
Board calls... (an air of mystery) dangerous. 
 
SAM. Dangerous?! 
 
BIDDLEBY. Oh, yes... you see, boring adults never really like to chat about the things they just 
simply don’t understand. It scares them. It makes them afraid to explore, to grow. Here, though, 
you can do all that and more! (she rises and crosses towards them) Won’t you stay for a while? 
 
AVERY. We... really should be going. We just need to get Ricky from— 
 
BIDDLEBY. Ricardo’s just fine, dear. I’m sure he’ll be out in just a tick. 
 

(The roses around the hidden exit at UC start shaking, slightly then more and more. The 
girls back away from it.) 
 

SAM. What’s through there? What are you doing to him? 
 
BIDDLEBY. I’m doing nothing! He went in there all by himself, and he’ll see himself out just 
fine. That’s the way things work around here, my dear. 
 

(Just as she says, RICKY emerges from behind the roses, dazed, and with his cheeks 
noticeably bright and rosy. SAM immediately goes to him.) 

 
SAM. Ricky! Oh, my goodness, are you okay? 
 
RICKY. (dazed and dopey) Yeah, yeah... I’m just fine. 
 
BIDDLEBY. See? He’s perfectly unharmed. How do you feel, Ricardo? 
 
RICKY. I feel... great. Everything’s just great. 
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AVERY. What happened to you? 
 
RICKY. I, uh... I tripped and fell, and then I looked up and just saw all those roses bright in the 
sun. They looked so... pretty. Then, I started to feel all light-headed and fuzzy. It was wild! You 
guys got to try it out. 
 
SAM. Are you hurt? 
 
RICKY. No! I’m just fine, dude. Just fine. 
 
BIDDLEBY. Really, now, you two are so tense! How about we all sit and have a nice chat 
together? This is all really just a big fuss over nothing. 
 
SAM. I’m not so sure... 
 
AVERY. Yeah, we really should get going. 
 
BIDDLEBY. Samantha, please don’t run away at the first sign of confusion! You don’t want to 
end up like your father, do you? All boring, and uptight? 
 
SAM. He— All of the rules he gives me are there to protect me... right? 
 
BIDDLEBY. Protect you from what, darling? What could you possibly need protection from? 
 
AVERY. I think that we’ve chatted for long enough, guys. Let’s go! 
 

(AVERY starts for the exit, dragging RICKY behind her. SAM doesn’t move, thinking it 
over.) 

 
BIDDLEBY. Haven’t you ever wanted to just breathe for a moment, Samantha? Let loose? 
 
SAM. I mean... I guess... 

 
BIDDLEBY. All I want to do is talk, dear. I would never put you in harm’s way! 
 
AVERY. (dragging SAM aside) Sam, we don’t even know her. We’re going to be late getting 
back, let’s go. 
 
SAM. Avery, stop telling me what to do! Ugh, you’re just like my Dad sometimes. 
 

(A beat. SAM then takes a somewhat nervous step towards the patio furniture and sits.) 
 
SAM. (con’t) So... what exactly is this place? 
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BIDDLEBY. Oh, my dear—this “place” is my garden! I have spent many years cultivating and 
growing the flowers here to be the most beautiful, the most wonderful of all time. It’s my life’s 
work! 

 
SAM. It really is quite pretty. 
 
BIDDLEBY. Why, thank you, my dear! (pointedly looking at AVERY) Some children are just 
too scared to take chances from time to time. 
 
AVERY. I’m not scared! I just— 
 
PARSONS. (offstage) Avery? Samantha? Is that you? Ricardo? 
 

(Everyone turns to see a tall woman in a drab, grey pantsuit, stern and intimidating, 
enter in from behind the vines at L She has sharp dark-colored gloves on both hands. She 
heaves a sigh of relief upon seeing the children.) 
 

PARSONS. Why, there you three are. You’ve had us worried sick! Really, what has gotten— 
 

(She eyes BIDDLEBY, both of them starting at seeing one another.) 
 

PARSONS. Aha! I should have known you were behind this, Beulah. 
 

BIDDLEBY. Oh, really, Petunia. There’s no need to start throwing wild accusations around. I 
was simply having a chat with some old friends of mine. 

 
AVERY. Madame Parsons... you know this woman? 
 
PARSONS. Oh, yes, Avery. Every Board Member knows all about Miss Biddleby, here. 
 
BIDDLEBY. Charming. It’s as if you were never a child yourself wandering through this garden 
with your— 
 
PARSONS. That is enough. Come, children, let’s— 
 

(She sees RICKY, who has been completely out of it this entire time, his cheeks as bright 
as they were when he first reappeared.) 

 
PARSONS. Ricardo! What on Earth is the matter with you? 
 
RICKY. Huh? Something wrong, Madame P.? 
 
PARSONS. Beulah, how could you?! 
 
SAM. She didn’t do anything wrong, Madame Parsons! Ricky just tripped and fell, that’s all. 
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PARSONS. Samantha, please, leave this matter to the adults. 
 

SAM. But... it’s true! We’ve just been sitting and talking. You only know half the story! 
 
PARSONS. Will you bite your tongue, Samantha? Unless you’d like me to alert your father that 
you’ve been caught talking back to your own teacher? 
 
SAM. No! I mean... no ma’am. 
 
PARSONS. That’s what I thought. Now, Avery, kindly take these two with you and report to the 
park gates. I will be with you all shortly. I must be off to alert the Board that this wretched 
place... (she pointedly looks at BIDDLEBY) has returned. 
 
BIDDLEBY. (sarcastic) Always a pleasure, Petunia. 
 

(With a haughty “harumph,” PARSONS exits the way she came.) 
 
BIDDLEBY. Well, perhaps it is getting a little late. I’d hate for you to be in the hottest of water 
when you get home. 
 
SAM. Well, thank you for having us, Miss Biddleby. It was nice to meet you. 
 
BIDDLEBY. Ah-ah... nice to remeet, dear. 
 
SAM. Right, of course. (turning to RICKY) C’mon, Ricky, let’s go. 
 
 
RICKY. Where are we going? I dunno’ if I can get there on my own. My feet feel all tingly and 
bubbly. 
 
SAM. Don’t worry, I got you.  
 

(She puts an arm around him and guides him towards the vines, but stops, noticing 
AVERY isn’t moving.) 
 

SAM. (con’t) C’mon, Avery, we don’t want Madame Parsons madder than she already is. 
 
AVERY. Yeah, I’m right behind you guys. 
 

(Reluctantly, SAM and RICKY exit L.) 
 
AVERY. (con’t) What really is this place, Miss Biddleby? It can’t just be a garden if the entire 
Board hates it. 
 
BIDDLEBY. Let’s just say it’s an opportunity, Avery. A choice. No more, no less. 
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(A beat. AVERY finally turns to leave.) 
 
BIDDLEBY. (con’t) Avery? Mind those choices you make, hm? After all, the choices are 
always yours... and yours alone. Do you understand? 
 

(Considering this, AVERY makes her way through the vines and exits. Blackout.) 
 

II. “For safety is not a gadget but a state of mind.” — Eleanor Everet 
 

(AT RISE: The interior of the Parsons School for Exceptionally Exceptional Children, 
large double doors dominate USC. DL is a small chair and side table, with a reading 
lamp on top. Next to the chair is a child-size ottoman stool. UR is another side table, 
holding various books and other odds and ends, including a large vase, currently with 
rather plain greenery. UL is a large bookcase, with two cabinet doors on top, locked. All 
of the visible books are boring neutral tones with presumably even more boring titles. 
Suddenly, PARSONS storms through the double doors with AVERY, SAM, and RICKY 
trudging along. PARSONS crosses towards the small table at UR and removing her 
gloves.) 

 
AVERY. With all due respect, Madame, I do think you owe us somewhat of an explanation! 
 
PARSONS. Avery, bite your tongue! How dare you talk back to your Administrator that way... 
 
SAM. Please, Avery, just let it go. 
 
RICKY. (giggling) Let it goooo. Let it gooOOOooOO! Look, Abuela, the cold never bothered— 
 
PARSONS. Oh, dear boy. Whatever has that wicked woman done to you? 
 
AVERY. Like we said, Madame Parsons, Ricky tripped and— 
 
PARSONS. Avery, I think it would be best if we dropped the matter altogether. 
 
SAM. Madame Parsons, I think we ought to send Ricky to bed. 
 
PARSONS. Well, now we have some fine thinking taking place! Samantha, will you please 
ensure that Ricardo makes it upstairs safely? 
 
SAM. Yes, Madame. C’mon, Ricky... 
 
 (AVERY dejectedly begins to follow, before:) 
 
PARSONS. Ah-ah. Not you, Avery. A word, if you will? 
 
 (SAM takes the giggling fool that is RICKY off R, leaving PARSONS and AVERY alone.) 
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PARSONS. (con’t) Avery, how long have you attended our School? 
 
AVERY. I just started last year, Madame. 
 
 (PARSONS sits at the reading chair DL.) 
 
PARSONS. And what brought you here? 
 
 (A beat.) 

 
AVERY. After my Mom passed away, Dad said this would be the best option for us both. 
 
PARSONS. Indeed. Will you come have a seat, dear? 
 
 (AVERY goes, awkwardly sitting on the too-small stool.) 
 
PARSONS. (con’t) My... our School is a safe place, you know that, right? You’re well fed, well 
educated, well kept... but still, you continue to push and pull, and poke and prod. Why is that? 
 
AVERY. My Mom always told me to stand up for what is right. 
 
PARSONS. Oh, pish-posh. What could you possibly know about right and wrong? That’s what 
we adults are here to teach you, dear! You’re only a child, so impressionable. 
 
AVERY. Is it wrong to be kind to others? To listen to others? 

 
PARSONS. That all depends on who you listen to dear. 
 
 (PARSONS rises, going to grab her gloves.) 

 
AVERY. But isn’t it your job as an Adult to show us children how to think for ourselves? 
 
PARSONS. Yes, to show you to think better for yourselves. That... woman is not better. That 
place is a hazard and a disease. (aside) Oh, and right in our own backyard, not again... 
 
AVERY. How would we know that? We should come to our own conclusions— 
 
PARSONS. Avery, I think I’ve heard enough of this nonsense— 

 
AVERY. Why are you so scared of whatever is in that garden? Of that lady— 
 
PARSONS. Scared? I think not! But regardless, that is none of your business, young lady— 
 
AVERY. You’re not helping us, you’re controlling us— 
 
PARSONS. I am doing what I can to protect you. 
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AVERY. Well, that’s what you think, what you say! 
 
PARSONS. Yes! And what I say goes! 
 
 (A beat. PARSONS puts on her gloves.) 
 
PARSONS. (con’t) Forgive me, dear, I lost my head, there. 
 
AVERY. Madame Parons, what is that place? Who is that woman? 
 
 (PARSONS thinks for a moment, before sighing and walking over to the bookcase. 
 Pulling a key from a chain from around her neck, she unlocks the cabinets on top,  
 showing several books of bright colors and patterns. PARSONS pulls one of the tomes,  
 probably green or red, and carries it over to AVERY, sitting once again at the chair.) 
 
PARSONS. The Garden of Losentia... about as old as me, if not older. (opening the book, and 
pointedly not letting AVERY see any pages herself) It... appeared one day, a day they say was just 
like any other. I remember running around that very playground behind the School, long before 
the Board even came together to put a school here. 
 
 (Behind the duo, upstage, the back wall is transformed back into the beautiful wall of  
 roses seen in the garden, complete with hidden trapdoor.) 
 
PARSONS. (con’t) No one truly knew what occurred within its hedged walls, but once you went 
in... you changed. 
 
 (Three PAST STUDENTS enter US, they marvel at the wall of roses, one following in  
 RICKY’s footsteps and falling into the trapdoor through the roses. After a brief moment,  
 they re-emerge, with the same tell-tale spots on their cheeks. During this BIDDLEBY  
 saunters back on, in silhouette, nodding approvingly. Seeing their friend in a state of  
 what appears to be euphoria, the other two follow suit and get lost in the roses, before  
 coming back out with similar rosy cheeks. They depart, waving at BIDDLEBY.) 
 
PARSONS. (con’t) The older children would talk of incredible sights, smells, tastes—from the 
sweetest of sweets to the sourest of sours. All of us younger children were thrilled. They spoke 
of a kind old woman who would tell them of fantasies beyond your wildest dreams. Naturally, 
everyone had to take a peek. It wasn’t long before the desire came not from the older children, 
but from us young ones. 
 
 (A YOUNG GIRL enters US, holding onto a stuffed animal in one hand. She tentatively  
 takes a step towards the wall of roses, BIDDLEBY extending a hand—is she encouraging  
 her? Or telling her to be cautious? To stop? Before the YOUNG GIRL can reach the back  
 wall, a BOARD MEMBER, in equal silhouette, reaches out and stops her, dragging her  
 back and off. BIDDLEBY, dejected, sneaks away offstage.) 
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PARSONS. (con’t) The Adults, of course, wanted nothing to do with this way of life, with this 
“rosiness” that the older students kept going on about. And so, they started this School, passing 
hands so that the Board would always keep watch over any outside influence that could change 
or shake up the order they had establised. 
 
 (PARSONS snaps the book shut, and promptly returns it to its shelf, locking up the  
 cabinet. AVERY rises.) 
 
PARSONS. (con’t) But that’s enough of that, I say. 
 
AVERY. But... what changed? What made them so nervous about the “rosiness?” 
 
PARSONS. It was different, Avery. It was something the Board hadn’t intended. Those that 
came back rosy acted different; they weren’t themselves. Soon enough, they became addicted to 
it. They couldn’t go a single day without their rosiness. Some even thought they were better for 
it, that they acted better with it. But... as I said, that’s enough. 
 
AVERY. I just don’t understand— 
 
PARSONS. I said enough. 
 
AVERY. But you’re not even listening to reason, Madame Parsons! 
 
PARSONS. I have done my fair share of listening, now it’s time that you listen. There will be no 
more discussion of that forsaken place in this School, do I make myself clear? (AVERY 
hesitates.) I said, do I make myself clear, young lady? 
 
AVERY. Yes, Madame. 
 
 (PARSONS observes the girl for a moment, before moving towards her and kneeling at  
 eye-level.) 
 
PARSONS. I am only doing what is best for you, Avery. For all of you, all of my students. The 
Board has invested in me the power to ensure your safety. You understand that, right? Have you 
ever known me to lead you astray? 
 
AVERY. No, Madame. 
 
PARSONS. This is what is best, Avery. Follow the Board’s rules and you will stay happy, safe, 
and healthy. 
 
 (SAM runs on, then, from R, frantic.) 

 
SAM. Madame Parsons, sorry to interrupt. But... it’s Ricky. Something’s not right. 
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 (Three STUDENTS bring on RICKY, one arm over each of their shoulders. He is still just  
 as dazed, with his cheeks as rosy as ever.) 
 
RICKY. I’m telling you—you guys have to try this. It literally feels like I’m floating on air. I’m 
as light as the breeze! 
 
AVERY. Will he be alright, Madame? 
 
PARSONS. Oh, eventually. (she moves over to him, observing his rosy cheeks) Though we’ll 
have none of his babble, hm?  
 
SAM. Maybe that woman in the garden knows a way to help him, Madame Parsons? Maybe we 
could— 
 
PARSONS. No, definitely not, Samantha. No, I believe that Ricardo here needs some well-
earned discipline, don’t you? After all, he got himself into this... mess, the least he can do is see 
himself through it. 
 
RICKY. Whaaaat? I didn’t do nothing. 
 
AVERY. Madame Parsons, we told you. It was an accident! 
 
PARSONS. Regardless, this is his doing. Gentlemen, please take him directly to Mister Grady’s 
office in the cellar. He’ll be looked after quite nicely down there. 
 
SAM. Detention? But Madame Parsons, Ricky doesn’t even know what— 
 
PARSONS. Samantha, if I need your opinion or insight into this matter, I will ask for it. 
 
AVERY. This isn’t fair! 
 
PARSONS. Has it ever occurred to you children that perhaps your safety and health isn’t about 
fairness? Boys, now. 
 
 (The three STUDENTS, with RICKY slung around them, head off L. RICKY protests all  
 the way.) 
 
RICKY. C’mon, guys, let me go! I’ll take you to that garden, you’ll see what I mean! Let me 
go! Hey! 
 
SAM. (quietly) Avery, do you know what happened to him? 
 
PARSONS. Samantha, dear, would you please go and find Mister Grady? I need to have a word 
with him about Ricardo’s arrangements. Do be hasty, child. 
 
 (Hesitant, SAM makes her way off R, looking back at AVERY.) 
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PARSONS. I’m sure I don’t need to emphasize the importance of you keeping... our little story 
to just us, right Avery? 
 
AVERY. But I— 
 
 (PARSONS throws a glare at AVERY, shooting down whatever thought she might have  
 had brewing.) 

 
AVERY. (con’t) Yes, Madame. 
 
PARSONS. Good. Remember, Avery; the mark of a proper Student is one that knows when to 
ask the right questions. The mark of a better Student is one that is able to ask no questions at all. 
 
 (PARSONS finally turns and stalks off R after the STUDENTS and RICKY. AVERY is left  
 alone. She dejectedly sits on the stool, thinking. Before long, SAM enters back from R,  
 shouting back.) 
 
SAM. Yes, Mister Grady, she’s looking around for you. I think she went downstairs already! 
(re:AVERY) Avery! What is going on in this School? What was that garden place? Did Madame 
Parsons tell you anything? 
 
AVERY. Nothing that you don’t already know. 
 
SAM. But I don’t know anything. Do you think Ricky’s going to be okay? 
 
AVERY. Eventually. (A beat.) Sam, what did you think of that garden? 
 
 (SAM goes to sit on the chair, next to AVERY.) 
 
SAM. Well... it looked awfully pretty. But I read once in a book that some rare flowers, like the 
ones in the Amazon, can be really pretty and still be poisonous, or toxic... to the point of death. I 
don’t know why, but the garden sort of feels like that. 
 
AVERY. Even though you know nothing about it? 
 
SAM. It’s just a feeling, I guess. That’s why I’m worried so much about Ricky. What if those 
rosy cheeks of his never go away, and he’s just all loopy forever? 
 
AVERY. (Rising and moving away) I don’t think that’s gonna’ happen. 
 
SAM. How do you know? (realizing) Madame Parsons did tell you something, didn’t she? 
(moving to her) Oh, please tell me, Avery! I promise, I won’t tell a soul! I just want to make sure 
Ricky’s going to be okay! 
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AVERY. I told you, I don’t know anything you don’t. And I think that Ricky’s going to be fine. 
Just... lay off, will you? 
 
SAM. (frustrated) Ugh! Why do people always do that? You, Madame Parsons, my Dad; you’re 
all the same! Every time I try to get to the bottom of something there’s always something in my 
way. It’s like no one even wants me to figure anything out for myself. 
 
AVERY. Sam, it’s not like that, I just— 
 
SAM. What? You don’t think I can handle it? Look, I know I come off a little nervous, or 
scared, or timid, or whatever, but I’m just as old as you. If you can handle it, so can I! 
 
AVERY. It’s dangerous, Sam. Just let it go, will you? 
 
 (A beat.) 
 
SAM. You know, you don’t know everything, Avery. I wish you’d stop acting like it. 
 
 (SAM flings open the doors at USC and storms off, with AVERY calling after her.) 
 
AVERY. Sam, wait! It’s not like— ugh! Why does everything have to be so complicated? 
 
BIDDLEBY. (ethereal, off) It certainly doesn’t have to be, child... 
 
 (The vase UR begins to shake to and fro, before the greenery slips into the vase! After  
 some more shaking, a beautiful rose shoots up from the vase BIDDLEBY’s voice is heard,  
 enticing AVERY towards the flower.) 
 
BIDDLEBY. (con’t) Adults are all the same... they never let you figure things out for yourself, 
do they? 
 
AVERY. What... What are you? 

 
BIDDLEBY. (con’t) Come find out for yourself, dear! 
 
 (Some more shaking, and then as quick as it appeared, the rose is gone, replaced by the  
 greenery once again BIDDLEBY’s giggling is heard before it trails off.) 
 
PARSONS. (off) Avery? Child, are you still out there? I’d like to have a word. 
 
 (AVERY is unsure. Does she stay with PARSONS? Does she go and seek out  
 BIDDLEBY? Torn between two exits, the US doors or off R. In a flurry, she darts off L.) 
 
PARSONS. (off) Oh, speak up, child! 
 
 (PARSONS enters from R, looking around.) 
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PARSONS. Avery? Good heavens, child. Where have you gone? 
 
 (The three STUDENTS who carried RICKY in enter at R, miming animatedly about the  
 state of RICKY; cheeks, dopiness, “rosiness.”) 
 
PARSONS. (con’t) You there! 
 
 (The STUDENTS fight over who is the “you” in question, before one loses and gets  
 pushed forward.) 
 
STUDENT ONE. Y-Yes, Madame? 
 
PARSONS. (sickly sweet) Go off to the dormitories and find Avery for me, will you, dear? 
 
STUDENT ONE. Y-Yes, Madame! 
 
 (STUDENT ONE exits off L.) 
 
STUDENT TWO. Madame Parsons? Is it true about Ricky? Is he really— 
 
PARSONS. I believe I said not to mention anything about Ricardo, didn’t I? 
 
STUDENT THREE. We only meant to— 
 
 (STUDENT ONE enters from L in a flurry!) 
 
STUDENT ONE. Madame Parsons, she’s not there! The only sign she was here was her open 
window, and a torn sheet leading out. I think she’s escaped! 
 
 (Blackout!) 
 
III. “We are our choices.” — Jean-Paul Sartre 
 

(AT RISE: It is the next morning, the sun rising to see a very tired and quiet AVERY 
sitting alone at the edge of a stone retaining wall. This spot overlooks a sizeable pond, 
with birds, crickets, and other critters singing the start of a new day. AVERY has a small 
knapsack with her, but it doesn’t look like much. She has a small blanket around her 
shoulders, but she’s wearing the same clothes—a restless night, to be sure. However, it 
isn’t long before:) 

 
RICKY. (offstage) Avery? Avery? 
 
 (Panicking, AVERY thinks as quickly as she can and throws the blanket over herself,  
 maybe a misshapen rock? Regardless, RICKY enters from L, very quickly seeing her and  
 grinning. He no longer has bright and rosy cheeks, back to normal. RICKY crosses over  
 to her.) 
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RICKY. (con’t) See, this is why you are always It for hide and seek. (he bends down and throws 
the blanket off of her, where she is in fetal position, not noticing him) You couldn’t hide to save 
your life. 
 
 (AVERY cautiously turns and sees him.) 
 
AVERY. Ricky! (she throws her arms around him, before pulling away) And hey, shut it, I 
panicked. 
 
 (RICKY sits next to her, throwing his legs over the retaining wall.) 
 
RICKY. Yeah, that’s why I knew you’d be out here. We always do your best thinking out here, 
right? 

 
AVERY. Yeah, when I have the time and energy to think. Everything has been so crazy lately... 
but hey! Enough about me—you’re okay! What happened to you? 
 
RICKY. I’m still not really sure, Avery. It all happened so fast; I can hardly remember. 

 
AVERY. Do you remember falling into that rose bush in the garden? 
 
RICKY. Something like that, yeah. I remember everything going dark and... then this warmth 
started radiating all through my head, my back and my stomach, all the way down to my toes. It 
was fine at first... but then it didn’t end. I just kept on feeling that way. 
 
AVERY. Did it hurt? 
 
RICKY. No, not really, but I did feel kinda’ woozy. Like, I could barely stand, and all I wanted 
to do was sit there and be still. 
 
AVERY. Huh... well, it doesn’t sound too bad, does it? 
 
RICKY. I dunno. When I woke up this morning, I felt completely normal. Madame Parsons, 
though, she was furious. She said I’d have Detention with Mister Grady for the next week. But I 
don’t even remember doing anything, y’know? 
 
AVERY. I think so. But how did you make it all the way out here? 
 
RICKY. I managed to sneak out when no one was looking. Figured I needed to find you. 
 
 (A beat.) 
 
AVERY. You know, my granddad always said that this pond has a way of revealing a thing or 
two just when you need it the most. 
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RICKY. What do you need revealed? 
 
AVERY. Uh, everything? Nothing has made sense since we went into that garden. It seems like 
every adult thinks they are right... but two people can’t be right at the same time... right? 
 
RICKY. You would think so, huh? 
 
AVERY. I just don’t get it. I mean, you seem perfectly fine now. 
 
RICKY. Yeah, definitely. But... I don’t know that I want to feel that way again. 
 
AVERY. Well, what matters is that you’re safe now. 
 
PARSONS. (offstage) Avery?! 
 
 (The two look off, fear looming over them.) 
 
AVERY. Oh, no—I can’t face Madame Parsons yet. Not after everything! 
 
RICKY. Then you stay here, I’ll go distract her and throw her off your scent. Give you some 
time to think, huh? 
 
AVERY. Ricky, you’re a genius! 
 
RICKY. I wish more people would realize that. Sit tight. (rising, and starting off L before 
stopping) Avery? Use your head. You’re smart, you’ll figure it out... whatever you need to figure 
out, that is. 
 
AVERY. Thanks, Ricky. 
 
 (RICKY looks back for a second before heading off, shouting after PARSONS. AVERY  
 thinks for a moment, solemn, as she gazes over the water.) 
 
AVERY. Granddad? I... I don’t know if you can hear me, but I need your help. There’s 
something weird here in town. It changes people, in more ways than one. It makes some people 
feel... fuzzy, I guess, but it makes other people mad, furious even. I just want everyone to stop 
fighting, stop trying to tell us what to think, or do. Granddad, what do I do? 
 
OLD MAN. (offstage) Hoo, golly! 
 
 (From R enters an OLD MAN, carrying a fish tackle box and a fishing pole. He’s  
 wearing patchy coveralls, with a fishing hat on top of his head, which in turn is framed  
 by a coarse gray beard. At the end of the fishing pole is a large, brightly colored fish.  
 AVERY, startled, stands when he enters.) 
 
OLD MAN. I tell you what, this here fish just about sunk me! 
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AVERY. Wow... are you okay? 
 
OLD MAN. I’m just fine—why you askin’? 
 
AVERY. You just said— 
 
OLD MAN. Aw, pish-posh. Gettin’ near sunk is half the fun! (he unhooks the fish and tosses it 
back into the pond) Didn’t yer grandpappy teach you no fishin’? 
 
AVERY. What? How do you know my Granddad? 
 
OLD MAN. Say, what are you doin’ out here all by your lonesome? Ya’ git scared, or 
somethin’? 
 
AVERY. No! I just... needed to think. 
 
OLD MAN. Hm. Thinkin’ ain’t good for much, y’know. 
 
AVERY. What’s that supposed to mean? 
 
OLD MAN. Think too much and your brain’ll go pop! Don’t want that happenin’, now do ya’? 
 
AVERY. I think I’d better be going, sir. 
 
OLD MAN. Aw, Avery, runnin’ away again? Run too much you’ll wear the soles right off yer 
feet! 
 
AVERY. Why does everyone seem to know me before I even know them? 
 
OLD MAN. Well, when yer thinkin’ that loud, it’s hard not to hear it. It’s got Avery written all 
over it. 
 
AVERY. You can hear my thinking? What am I thinking right now? 
 
OLD MAN (“angry”) Sure can! Fer example, I know you think I’m an ol’ coot! 
 
AVERY (apologetic) What? Oh, sir, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean— 
 
 (The OLD MAN bursts into a fit of cackles, much to AVERY’s chagrin.) 
 
OLD MAN. You youngsters sure can get wound up in a knot, can’t ya’? It’s alright—yer 100% 
correct in knowin’ I’m an ol’ coot! 
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 (Feeling more at ease, AVERY lets out a laugh or two, before sitting back down. The  
 OLD MAN casts out his fishing pole, settling next to her. A comfortable silence falls  
 between them for a moment before:) 
 
OLD MAN. (con’t) Sure are thinkin’ an awful lot ‘bout that there garden, huh? 
 
AVERY. I can’t help it. Nothing seems to make sense. All of the Adults, even Miss Biddleby 
seem to have the “right” answer, but I’m not even sure what the “right” answer is! 
 
OLD MAN. I’ll let you in on a lil’ secret, Avery—no Adult has the “right” answer. 
 
AVERY. Then why—? 
 
OLD MAN. ‘Cause every person born ‘neath that sun wants to be right! They gots to have it 
their way or the highway. That’s why I take the back road, the one less travelled. 
 
AVERY. But isn’t that just you saying you think you’re “right” by taking it? 
 
OLD MAN. Oh, I ain’t saying it’s the “right” way... but it sure is the way I’m goin’. And it gets 
me where I’m goin’ pretty darn well! 
 
AVERY. Then what’s so special about this back road, then? 
 
OLD MAN. Because it’s mine, and mine alone. 
 
 (A beat. The OLD MAN reels in his fishing pole; no fish. He sets it to the side, scoffing.) 
 
OLD MAN. (con’t) I’mma tell you the secret to this life, Avery, that might tell ya’ somethin’ or 
other about this here garden yer so worked up over; there may be people along the way who push 
and pull you this way n’ that, but the road you walk on is only fer you. Sure, there’ll be a kind 
face or a kind heart down the way, but that don’t mean they’ll be walkin’ ‘long side you. 
Waypoints, all of ‘em. Thing about a waypoint, is that it stays where it’s at—you can’t take it 
with you. 
 
AVERY. So, I’m just supposed to forget about everything I’ve seen, heard, felt? That doesn’t 
make any sense! 
 
OLD MAN. Come on, now, you ain’t listenin’! Who said anything about forgettin’? You’ll do 
best to mind what you’ve been told, from everyone. That there’s the only way you can figure out 
what you need to do, and where you need to go. They can’t follow you, or tell you where to go, 
though—that’s all on you. 
 
AVERY. But I don’t even know “where” I need to go! 
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OLD MAN. Sure, you do! I reckon you’ve been spending too much time focusin’ on what 
everyone else is sayin’ that you’re forgettin’ to listen to your heart. What is your heart tellin’ you 
to do? 
 
AVERY. Well... I have a friend who’s mad at me, and two Adults who want me to be just like 
them. 
 
OLD MAN. Now, see, that there is the issue—if you were supposed to have a twin, or a look-
alike, you’d have one. You can only just go out and be Avery, nobody else. 
 
 (A beat. AVERY stands.) 
 
AVERY. I need to find the middle road. 
 
OLD MAN. (standing after her) Whassat? 
 
AVERY. The middle road: the one where Miss Biddleby and Madame Parsons are at peace with 
one another. It’s their fighting that needs to end. 
 
OLD MAN. Al’ight, gettin’ somewhere now! What does this fighting do to you? 
 
AVERY. It... it confuses us. On one hand, we’re supposed to follow this straight and narrow 
course, but we also have to breathe and think for ourselves. We can’t do that with those two at 
war. 
 
OLD MAN. Look at you go! Keep goin’—how do you stop ‘em from gettin’ at each other’s 
throats? 
 
AVERY. I have to... I have to get them to see reason. To see each other. They both need to be 
each other’s waypoints—they don’t even have to get along. They just have to recognize that each 
has a guiding hand for the other. 
 
OLD MAN. (proud) By golly—keep it up, girl! 
 
AVERY. Once they see that the other isn’t going anywhere—that they have to at least recognize 
the other—then we can move on. We can come up with a plan to coexist together, with the 
School and the Garden! 
 
 (Suddenly, RICKY comes running on from L, out of breath.) 
 
RICKY. Avery! Th-They’re coming. I stalled as long as I could. 
 
AVERY. That’s okay, I think we figured out a plan! 

 
RICKY. We? What’re you talking about? 
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AVERY. We! Me and— 
 
 (AVERY turns to reference the OLD MAN, but he has disappeared, tackle box and all.) 
 
RICKY. Are you okay? 
 
AVERY. Yeah, I just... he was right— 

 
PARSONS. (offstage) Avery?! 
 
 (PARSONS stalks on from L, glaring down the two students. She is flanked by three other  
 male STUDENTS, ready to act.) 
 
AVERY. Madame Parsons, I have to— 
 
PARSONS. Ah-ah! Not another word out of you, young lady. You have dragged this whole 
affair on long enough. (observing her appearance) Good heavens, and you’re all filthy! Well, it 
serves you right, running away like that. Boys, will you please escort Avery back to her room? 
 
AVERY. Please, you have to listen to me! 
 
RICKY. I’m sure we can all come to a— 
 
PARSONS. Should I remind you, Ricardo, that you are staring down a whole week’s worth of 
Detention? I shall not hesitate to extend that sentence if necessary. 
 
 (RICKY moves to say something, but he shrinks back, satisfying PARSONS and deflating  
 AVERY.) 
 
PARSONS. That’s what I thought. Boys? 
 
 (The STUDENTS move towards RICKY and AVERY, placing hands on their shoulders  
 and keeping them in line. They begin to lead the two off, when:) 
 
AVERY. (quiet) You have to be a waypoint. 
 
PARSONS. What did you just say? 
 
AVERY. You won’t be able to follow over our shoulder forever. You have to be a waypoint on 
the way. 
 
PARSONS. Who told you anything about waypoints? 
 
AVERY. If I tell you, will you finally listen to me? 
 
PARSONS. Young lady, that book is off-limits, how did you— 
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AVERY. Book? No, I was told it by... a friend. 
 
PARSONS. A friend? What was their name? 
 
AVERY. He never told me. 
 
PARSONS. A likely story. I don’t know how you got ahold of my grandfather’s book, but I 
promise you— 
 
AVERY. Your grandfather? 
 
PARSONS. I... I’ve said too much. Boys, take these two away, now. 
 
AVERY. What? No! We have to— 
 
RICKY. Avery! What are you talking about? 
 
AVERY. Just follow my lead! 
 
 (Thinking on her feet, AVERY stamps on the foot of the STUDENT restraining her,  
 causing him to yelp. RICKY follows suit.) 
 
AVERY. Come on! 
 
 (They bolt off L, with the two STUDENTS nursing their smushed feet. PARSONS is livid.) 
 
PARSONS. What on Earth?! Well, don’t just stand there—after them! 
 
STUDENT FOUR. Give us a minute, Madame Parsons—you don’t just walk on a smushed foot 
right after it’s been smushed! 
 
STUDENT FIVE. Ow, ow, ow—I think we’ll have to amputate it. 
 
PARSONS. Sometimes I wonder why I even bother. (aside) But how did she find out about the 
waypoints? 
 
STUDENT SIX. I don’t know anything about waypoints... but could you point the way to the 
nurse’s office? 
 
PARSONS. Oh, come on already! 
 
 (The four hurry off L after RICKY and AVERY... well, at least PARSONS does. The two  
 Injured STUDENTS probably limp, aided by their friend. As the lights fade, we hear the  
 ethereal chuckle of the OLD MAN. Blackout.)  
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IV. “Not all those who wander are lost.” — J. R. R. Tolkien 
 

(AT RISE: Back in the garden, the red roses even more prominent, as if they know 
something is about to happen and are ready for the show. AVERY and RICKY run on 
from behind the vines at L.) 
 

AVERY. I think we lost them! 
 
RICKY. Yeah, for now! They’ll know to come here right away, though. 
 
AVERY. I’m not so sure. Madame Parsons needs to have everything her way, she needs to come 
up with a plan. Meanwhile, we already got ours. 
 
BIDDLEBY. (offstage, ethereal) Is that so? 
 

(RICKY and AVERY turn their attention US to the wall of roses, as they begin to shake 
and sway, gradually faster and faster until: SWOOSH! The roses part to reveal MISS 
BIDDLEBY, her cheeks as bright and rosy as ever.) 
 

BIDDLEBY. I can’t wait to hear this plan of yours. 
 
AVERY. I sure hope so. We need your help. 
 
BIDDLEBY. Well, of course you do! You need to learn to let go, Avery! Stop listening to all 
these adults and make your own choices for once! Ricardo, here, knows exactly what I mean, 
don’t you, dear? 

 
RICKY. It’s Ricky. And you don’t know anything about me! 
 
BIDDLEBY. Oh, I know plenty, dear. I know how much you long to jump right back through 
those roses there and forget all this nonsense. 
 
AVERU. Is that true, Ricky? 
 
RICKY. What, no! I mean... maybe? I dunno. 
 
BIDDLEBY. This is what that School, those Adults do to poor children like yourselves. They 
make you think you have to have all these grand plans and ambitions. Come and take a walk on 
the rosy side, huh? 
 

(BIDDLEBY gestures to the roses, which part elegantly as AVERY inches closer, 
reaching a hand out. But something is different here, as AVERY gets closer and closer, 
it’s as if the roses have a mind of their own, looking more and more menacing, 
dangerous, sharper, thornier.) 
 

AVERY. Maybe I should...? 
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RICKY. Avery, wait a second— 
 

(CRACK! Quick as a whip, the roses come back together, nearly taking AVERY’s hand 
with them.) 
 

AVERY. Hey! (re:BIDDLEBY) What’s that all about? 
 
BIDDLEBY. I’m sure it doesn’t need to be said, but those aren’t any ordinary roses, dear. And 
they can sense doubt, sadness... fear... if you approach them with that mindset, you’re not going 
to have any of the fun! 
 
AVERY. I knew it! There’s always a catch with you adults. 
 
BIDDLEBY. There’s no catch! You just have to want it! 

 
RICKY. Don’t listen to her, Avery, she’s nuts. 
 
BIDDLEBY. I’m only trying to protect you, Avery! Just trust me and live a little! 
 
AVERY. You’re just like all of those Adults, always trying to tell us what to do just because you 
want to “protect” us, when actually all you do is put us in danger! 
 
BIDDLEBY. I would never! See, that’s the trouble with you lot. You never listen! Soon enough, 
you babble on about this and that, needing space, needing time, needing a chance to live. Then, 
you have it right there and you spoil it! 
 
RICKY. What are you talking about?! 
 
BIDDLEBY. The others. They couldn’t learn. They never learn. Why is that do you think? 
 
AVERY. The others? 
 

(From behind them, the rose bush starts shaking again, more sinister this time. They 
slowly part to reveal a small gathering of TRAPPED STUDENTS, trying to claw their 
ways out of the bush. They are wrapped in the thorny vines and stems of the roses, crying 
out in sadness and in fear. In the middle, however, is:) 
 

RICKY. SAM! What are you doing to her? Let her go! 
 
BIDDLEBY. I can’t! This isn’t any of my doing, this is all hers. Once they have something so 
sweet, so good, you become addicted. You ruin it for yourself and everyone around you. No, I’m 
afraid she’ll have to see herself out of this on her own, just like the rest of them. 
 
AVERY. You’re not even going to try to help them? 
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BIDDLEBY. I’ve done everything I can! This is their war to fight. I have my own matters to 
attend to. Like that School, always getting in the way of all our fun. 
 
RICKY. This doesn’t look like fun, Miss Biddleby. Can’t you see that? They’re miserable, 
they’re sick! 
 
BIDDLEBY. Oh, a small price to pay for the ability to be free and to think for oneself, don’t you 
think? 
 
AVERY. No... no! We can’t just leave Sam and the others like this. And you can’t just let us end 
up like them! 
 
BIDDLEBY. And what do you suppose we do, hm? 
 

(From the vines at L, enters PARSONS with some STUDENTS. At the same time, the rose 
bush closes again, concealing the TRAPPED STUDENTS and silencing them.) 

 
PARSONS. I believe I have an idea. 
 
BIDDLEBY. Petunia, you know you’re not wanted here. I suggest you leave. 
 
PARSONS. Oh, no—it’s time someone put an end to this place once and for all. 
 
AVERY. Don’t you get it, Madame Parsons? You can’t get rid of this place. It’s always going to 
be here, whether you like it or not. 
 
PARSONS. Silence! I believe I’ve heard enough of you on this matter, Avery. 
 
RICKY. Will you just listen to her? We have to— 
 
PARSONS. You too, Ricardo? I thought you knew better. And you should be in Detention right 
about now. 
 
RICKY. But we have to help Sam, and all the other students! 
 
PARSONS. Samantha? Have you seen her? We’ve been looking for her for some time now. 
 
AVERY. She’s here, Madame Parsons. She went too far... 
 
PARSONS. I see. Well, in any case, Ricardo, you shouldn’t be here. (turning to one of the 
STUDENTS) See to it that he gets back to the School and into Mister Grady’s care, will you?  
 

(One of the STUDENTS approaches RICKY and restrains him.) 
 

RICKY. Hey! Let me go! We need to— 
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PARSONS. So, Beulah, leading more children astray, I see? 
 
AVERY. No, Miss Biddleby didn’t— 
 
BIDDLEBY. I believe I can handle this myself, dear. (re:PARSONS) I’m sure I don’t know what 
you’re talking about, Petunia. This is a place of joy, of freedom. Freedom, at least, from you and 
your rules. 
 
AVERY. You’re not listening, please— 
 
PARSONS. These rules keep these children safe! They stop them from destroying their lives 
altogether. 
 
BIDDLEBY. The only lives being destroyed are those of the students you’ve kept on leash all 
this time, instead of letting them think for themselves! 
 
AVERY. Enough! 
 

(A beat. All eyes are on AVERY.) 
 
AVERY. (con’t) Will you listen to yourselves? Both of you think you’re the right one, but both 
of you are hurting us in your own ways. Don’t you see that? 
 

(The women contemplate this for a moment, neither able to deny it.) 
 

AVERY. (con’t) All this time, both of you have wanted the best for the students and kids of this 
town, right? (the women grumble in agreement) But neither of you can really win over the other. 
Don’t you know what that means? 
 
PARSONS. That this town will never be big enough for the both of us? 
 
AVERY. No! It means that you two need to set aside your differences and do what is right; work 
together and reach an agreement. 

 
BIDDLEBY. An agreement? 

 
RICKY. Avery, where are you going with this? 
 
AVERY. This garden changes people, right? And it’s shown to be at least a way of life for some 
people, but it’s definitely not the way of life for kids. 
 
BIDDLEBY. Really, child, I— 
 
AVERY. Hear me out. You two need to see that the other is always going to be there. Madame 
Parsons, instead of denying us the chance to know what this place is and how it works... work 
with Miss Biddleby to show us the reality of things. 
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PARSONS. (realizing) Be the waypoint... goodness, why didn’t I see it before? 
 
AVERY. When you believe you’re always the right one, and when people you care about get 
hurt along the way, it’s hard to see the truth of the situation. 
 
RICKY. Man, when did you get so wise, Avery? 
 
BIDDLEBY. Oh, I think she’s been wise all along. It only took a moment of confusion and fear 
to bring it out of her. 
 
AVERY. So... what do you say? Miss Biddleby will ensure that anyone who comes here knows 
the consequences and the truth of this place, and Madame Parsons will teach it to her students. 
That way, students can make those choices for themselves and know how to be safe! 
 
PARSONS. What say you, Beulah? 
 
BIDDLEBY. I’d say that is the best option we have. We have to do right by these children, 
wouldn’t you agree? 
 
PARSONS. Completely. Shall we? 
 

(PARSONS extends a hand to BIDDLEBY, who firmly takes it, and grabs two sets of 
nearby gardening shears, handing one to the other. They turn and approach the rose 
bush, which begins shaking and shivering before them. The two women hold up their 
shears, and the rose bush parts, allowing them to enter and closing behind them. All of 
the STUDENTS react in shock.) 
 

STUDENT ONE. What’s going on? 
 
AVERY. They’re doing right by us; they’re saving those trapped kids! 
 
STUDENT THREE. Does that mean they’re coming back? 
 
STUDENT FOUR. Yeah, but what is that gonna’ change? They’re still going to want to go in 
there, right? 
 
RICKY. Yeah, maybe... but Miss Biddleby and Madame Parsons are gonna’ get them out of 
there to start recovering.  
 
STUDENT FIVE. This sure ain’t gonna’ be all over tomorrow, huh? 
 
RICKY. Nah, man—it’s gonna’ take time. 
 
STUDENT SIX. Wait a second, do you guys hear that? 
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STUDENT TWO. Look, I think I see something! 
 
(Before long, there is a sharp ZING! of the shears cutting their way, eventually making 
their way through to the garden, cutting apart the roses. Pouring out from the torn bush 
are the TRAPPED STUDENTS and SAM, led by PARSONS and BIDDLEBY. AVERY and 
RICKY embrace SAM, while the other STUDENTS are tended to by ONE, TWO, THREE, 
and FOUR. Their cheeks are bright and rosy, but they quickly work to pop/scrub/peel 
them off, removing the rosiness.) 
 

AVERY. Sam, are you okay? 
 
SAM. Yeah, I think so. Ricky, I don’t know how you managed in there, that was wild. 
 
RICKY. Hey, I’m just glad you’re okay. 
 
SAM. Me too! 

 
(The trio move towards BIDDLEBY and PARSONS, who are in a private conversation.) 
 

BIDDLEBY. But really, I think we would do much better to have those classes here! 
 
PARSONS. Absolutely not! They should be as far away as possible, so not to be persuaded or 
tempted! 
 
AVERY. What is up with you two now? 
 
PARSONS. (chuckling) Oh, just a small disagreement between us two. 
 
BIDDLEBY. We may not agree on every factor of this new arrangement, but we will reach a 
compromise. 
 
PARSONS. Our children depend on it, really. 
 
BIDDLEBY. I completely agree. (leading her off R) Which is why this would be the perfect 
space for class right over here... 
 
SAM. So, what do we do now? 
 
RICKY. Well, I don’t know about you, but I’m going with (re:adults) those two, and make sure 
a kid’s voice is there with them making those decisions. 
 
AVERY. And since when did you get so wise, Ricky? 
 
RICKY. Oh, I dunno. I think a certain someone taking a stand for once gave me a push. 
 

(He gives a fond smile before heading off R.) 
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AVERY. So... what was it like in there? 
 
SAM. I feel like I can barely explain it. At first, I came here to see what Ricky had experienced. 
I was a little mad at you and all the Adults—it just seemed easier to feel a little lighter about 
things, and not have to worry. But I just kept going, and going, and going... and soon enough I 
couldn’t get out. 
 
AVERY. Does it make you want to go back? 
 
SAM. I think there’s a part of me that is still thinking about it, but I have to learn to control it, 
y’know? Make it safer? We all do. 
 
AVERY. Definitely. 
 

(A beat.) 
 

AVERY. (con’t) Hey, I’m sorry about saying all that... stuff. I know things are rough with your 
dad. I didn’t mean to be so controlling. 
 
SAM. No, no, I lost my head. You were just looking out for me. Really, I should be thanking 
you. 
 
AVERY. What else are friends for? 
 

(They hug. STUDENT THREE approaches them.) 
 

STUDENT THREE. We got to clean up this mess—get everything back to something like 
normal. 
 
STUDENT ONE. Are you kidding? Things aren’t going to be normal for a long time. 
 
AVERY. I wouldn’t say that. We all just got a lot of learning and work ahead. 
 
STUDENT TWO. Are (re:adults) those two really going to get along enough to figure this out? 
 
STUDENT FOUR. They’re going to have to, one way or another. 
 
SAM. Well, don’t just stand there, boys—let’s get to work! 
 
STUDENT TWO. Yeah, I think I saw a shed over this way. 
 

(STUDENT TWO leads them off R, SAM following along before stopping and realizing 
that AVERY is still behind, her attention on the hole leading to beyond the roses.) 
 

SAM. You coming, Avery? 
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AVERY. Yeah, just a second. I want to see something. 
 
SAM. Sure. Just be careful, okay? 
 

(They nod at each other before SAM heads off R, leaving AVERY alone. The energy 
changes in the garden, leaving AVERY and the roses as the only things left. There seems 
to be a shifting, evolving light beyond the roses, colorful and frantic. AVERY takes a step 
closer to investigate, as music begins to play. She’s silhouetted by this crazy light, before 
taking confident steps off R, and...)  
 
(Blackout. End of play.)  
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