Letty from ST. VALENTINE’S DAY (Anna Smiley) 
Say, Aunt Elinor, I've been reading an awfully interesting book.  Oh, I've forgotten the name of it, but it is awfully interesting.  It's all about broken engagements and misunderstandings, and they go to the most elegant ball, and he sends her the loveliest flowers out of his own greenhouse, you know.  I've forgotten what kind of flowers it is, but it is some particular kind, you know, that means something.  It's a sort of queer name. I wish I could think of it, so if anybody ever sent me any I'd know what it was.  It was in England, you know, at a manor house.  I wish I could think of it. It isn't ylang ylang, you know, but--anyway, it's just as good. I've forgotten what it meant anyway, so I guess I wouldn't know.  Well, he sends them to her, you know, and she doesn't wear them -- oh! there's somebody else in the house that's in love with him too, and she interferes -- I think she mixes up the flowers, or something -- she's an awfully mean old thing, and I should think he'd have seen through her in a minute, and known she -- the other one -- wanted to wear the flowers -- I would, I know, wouldn't you, Aunt Elinor?  Well, it makes an awful lot of trouble anyway, and he quarrels with her, the nice one, you know, and goes off with the other.  She has the most perfectly lovely dress at the ball -- all kind of weird and serpent-like and glittering, you know, and oh! I was dreadfully afraid he was going to propose to her -- wouldn't it have been perfectly awful if he had, Aunt Elinor?  There’s just so much deception in those kinds of books.  Well, it makes an awful lot of trouble anyway, and he quarrels with her, the nice one, you know, and goes off with the other.  She has the most perfectly lovely dress at the ball -- all kind of weird and serpent-like and glittering, you know, and oh!  I was dreadfully afraid he was going to propose to her -- wouldn't it have been perfectly awful if he had, Aunt Elinor?   And, you know, all along you worry about this serpent one -- she’s the most deceitful thing; she’s a perfect schemer -- and you wonder if it will ever straighten out.  
Alice from ALICE IN WONDERLAND (Ava Neilsen)   
Why, how impolite of him.  That rabbit didn’t even acknowledge me!  I asked him a civil question, and he pretended not to hear me. T hat's not at all nice.  I say, Mr. White Rabbit, where are you going?  Hmmm.  He won't answer me.  He won’t even look at me!  I was just curious and I do so want to know what he is late for. Why is he in such a hurry?  And what is the thing he keeps looking at?  Ah, I think it is a clock?  I wonder if I might follow him.  Why not?  There's no rule that I mayn't go where I please.  I--I will follow him.  No matter what he says!  Or I guess what he WON’T say!  Wait up for me, Mr. White Rabbit.  I'm coming, too!  How interesting.  How curious.  I never realized that rabbit holes were so dark . . . and so long . . . and so empty.  I

can’t quite see him anymore.  Where did he go?  Oh no I've slipped!  Where am I going?  Look at that piano!  I believe I have been falling for five minutes, and I still can't see the bottom!  Why did I follow after that rabbit? I guess I was just so intrigued.  Hmph!  After such a fall as this, I shall think nothing of tumbling downstairs. How brave they'll all think me at home.  Alice the brave!  Alice the invincible!  Why, I wouldn't say anything about it even if I fell off the top of the house!  I can’t believe I am still falling!  I wonder how many miles I've fallen by this time.  I must be getting somewhere near the center of the earth.  It IS getting hotter ...I wonder if I shall fall right through the earth!  How funny that would be.  To follow a rabbit through the earth!  Oh, I

think I see the bottom.  Yes, I'm sure I see the bottom.  I shall hit the bottom, hit it very hard, and oh, how it will hurt!  Ouch!

Boy from I AM NOT BATMAN (Eric Larson) NEEDS A FEW INTERNAL CUTS
It’s the middle of the night and the sky is glowing like mad radioactive red.  And if you squint you could maybe see the moon.  And if you look up high enough you could see me.  Standing on the edge of an 8 story building. Up there, is a place for gargoyles and broken clock towers that have stayed still for maybe like 100 years- up there is me and I’m freaking Batman...and all it takes is a broom closet or a fire escape, and Danny’s hand-me-down jeans are gone.   my navy blue polo shirt?  The one that looks kind of good on me but has that hole on it near the butt but it isn’t even a big deal because I tuck that part in and it looks all good?  That polo shirt?  It’s gone too.   nobody calls Batman simple or stupid and nobody fires Batman‘s brother from the Eastern Taxi company neither, because they got nothing but respect, and not like a feared-respect.  Just like respect-respect.  Because nobody’s afraid of you.  Because Batman doesn’t mean nobody no harm.  Because all Batman really wants to do is save people and maybe pay Abuela’s bills, and die happy. Tonight, like most nights, I am all alone.  And I’m watching... And I am waiting and my cape is flapping in the wind, and the mask that covers like half my face is on too.  Because nobody, nobody-is going to come between Batman and justice.  From where I am I could hear everything.  Somewhere in the city there’s a old lady picking Styrofoam leftovers up outta a trash can and she’s putting a piece of sesame chicken someone spit out into her own mouth.  And somewhere there’s a doctor with a whack haircut in a black lab coat trying to find a cure for the diseases that are gonna make us all extinct for real one day.  And somewhere there’s a man, a man in a janitor’s uniform, stumbling home drunk and dizzy after spending half his paycheck onforty-ounce bottles of twist-off beer and the other half on a four hour visit to some lady’s house on a street where the lights have all been shot out by people who’d rather do what they do, in this city, in the dark.  And half a block away from JanitorMan there’s a group of good-for-nothings who don’t know no better waiting to beat JanitorMan with rusted bicycle chains and imitation Lousiville Sluggers, and if they don’t find a cent on him – which they won’t – they’ll just pound at him till the muscles in their arms start burning, till there’s no more teeth to crack out. But they don’t count on me.  They don’t count on no dark night.  Cause they’d rather believe I don’t exist,
Gretel from GRIMM GIRLS (Aurora Trevino)
"Before my mother died, my brother and I were rarely allowed to eat sweets.  Oh, we got cake on our birthdays, but Mother wanted us to have pretty smiles.  And pretty smiles meant no cavities.  She didn’t want Hansel and me to have a mouth full of fillings.  SO, we ate healthy!  When our mother died, however, our father remarried. Our new stepmother rarely gave us food at all!  She made dinner all right, but that was for my father and her only.  Out of desperation, Hansel and I ran away.  When we came to the house of candy, we couldn’t believe our luck!  We ate until our teeth hurt!  True, the witch was mean and locked us in a cage, but the way we saw it, we gave up one witch at home who wouldn’t feed us anything…for one that would let us eat all the candy we wanted.  As for “pushing the witch into the oven”, it really was an accident.  I feel bad about it, but like our father always said, “Play with fire and you’re bound to get burned.”  Well, he was right!  That oven cooked the witch like a thanksgiving turkey.  After eating cookies and candy for weeks on end, I couldn’t stop eating! Eventually, I got so fat that I just sat around the house all day.  I have tried Jenny Craig, weight watchers and Richard Simmons’ sweatin to the fairy tales, but nothing seems to help.  And poor Hansel, he’s now a diabetic and has to take insulin shots every day.  You know, they say, “revenge is sweet”, but let me tell you from experience, revenge is…overrated!

Woman from LAUGHING WILD (Faith Winkley)
I tried to buy a can of tuna fish in the supermarket, and there was this person standing right in front of where I wanted to reach out to get the tuna fish, and I waited a while, to see if they’d move, and they didn’t—they were looking at tuna fish too, but they were taking a real long time on it, reading the ingredients on each can like they were a book, a pretty boring book if you ask me, but nobody has; so I waited a long while, and they didn’t move, and I couldn’t get to the tuna fish cans; and I thought about asking them to move, but then they seemed so stupid not to have sensed that I needed to get by them that I had this awful fear that it would do no good, no good at all, to ask them, they’d probably say something like, “We’ll move when we’re goddam ready you nagging b****” and then what would I do?  And so then I started to cry out of frustration, quietly, so as not to disturb anyone, and still, even though I was softly sobbing, this stupid person didn’t grasp that I needed to get by them, and so I reached over with my fist, and I brought it down real hard on his head and screamed:  “Would you kindly move asshole!!!  And the person fell to the ground, and looked totally startled, and some child nearby started to cry, and I was still crying, and I couldn’t imagine making use of the tuna fish now anyway, and so I shouted at the child to stop crying—I mean, it was drawing too much attention to me—and I ran out of the supermarket, and I thought, I’ll take a taxi to the Metropolitan Museum of Art.  I need to be surrounded with culture right now, not tuna fish.
Dog from SYLVIA (Ella Waggoner)  
Hey!   I’m looking around.   I gotta get used to things.   I’m not ready to sit.   I’m too nervous to sit.   I’m worried about where I sleep.   Do I sleep on this couch?   Ouch.   I’m sitting, I’m sitting.   You don’t have to hit, you know.   It most certainly did hurt.   You ought to be sorry.  O.k.   I love you.   I really do.  Even when you hit me, I love you.   I think you’re God, if you want to know.   I want to sit near you.   Nearer, my God, to thee.  You saved my life.   You did.   You saved my life.   I never would have survived out there on my own.   Oh no, not just anyone would have done the same thing.   Someone else might have ignored me.   Or shooed me away.   Or even turned me in.   Not you.   You welcomed me with open arms.   I really appreciate that.   I hardly knew where to turn.   I was beginning to panic.   I thought my days were numbered.   Then there you were.  I  felt some immediate connection.   Didn’t you?   I feel it now.   I know you will try to give me a good home.   And I’ll try to show my appreciation.   Hey!  Hey!  Hey!  Hey! Hey!  Hey!   Someone’s there!   This is your wife, Kate?   Hello, Kate.   I’m just trying to make friends.   You don’t like me, do you?  Y ou don’t like dogs.   You’re prejudiced.   I think you’re prejudiced against dogs.   O.k., fine.   No problem.   I’ll just stay out of your hair.   Off?   Me?   You speaking to me?   I’m just relaxing.   Can’t I even relax?   Easy!   Take it easy! ....Jesus!   I’ve sat on couches before, you know.   I’ve sat on plenty of couches.   Can’t I at least sit on a chair?  No!?   What do you mean this is not going to work?   The pound???   Hey, I’m sitting, aren’t I?  I ’m sitting on the floor.   Look how quickly I sat.  O.K.  I get the picture. I ’ll avoid the furniture.   I’m not dumb.   I don’t mind.   I’ll sleep.   I’ll chew things.   All right, I won’t chew things.  Just show me the rules and I’ll follow them, I swear.   Dig her!   She doesn’t like me.  She makes me nervous.   I sense the clock ticking away.   It took her two years to say she’d marry you?!?   Two years!?   Jesus, Greg!   If you multiply that by seven why that’s...um...carry the two...I make that fourteen years, dog time!   That’s too long, Greg!   Can’t I do something to speed things up?   I’m tired of being just a houseguest around here.   I want to feel totally at home.   Yeah.  Nice moon.....I suppose you’d like me to sit down and howl at it?   Well, I don’t think I can do that, Greg.   Sorry.   I like to think I’ve grown beyond that kind of behavior.   I think I’ll just take my nap. 
Jenny from A THING FOR NERDS (Victoria Gonzales) 
I’ve always had a thing for nerds.  All kinds… Geek, Weirdo, Freak, Techie, Trekkie or Dork.. you name it… I want to catch them all… Sorry for the Pokemon reference… I am a bit of a nerd myself.  I hung out with nerd-lings as a kid.  We played Dungeons and Dragons and I loved being dungeon master… holding their fates in my hands.  It doesn’t matter how pretty you are, just the fact that you’re female/male and like something nerdy makes you very attractive to them other kinds of guys/girls couldn’t care less about me… but to nerds… I was hot.  The more I hung out with girl/boy nerds, the more I realized the power I have over them… There’s nothing they want more than First Contact with the female/male of their species.  But with great power comes great responsibility and I tried not to take advantage… Much.  You get a nerdy guy’s/girl’s full attention.  The rest of the world slips away and you’re his/her entire universe, because not Death Star, Tardis, or warp drive is more exciting than a girl/guy who gives him/her the time of day.  That’s why I like these nerds… I feel special… important… and not alone anymoreI’ve always had a thing for nerds. All kinds… Geek, Weirdo, Freak, Techie, Trekkie or Dork.. you name it… I want to catch them all… Sorry for the Pokemon reference… I am a bit of a nerd myself.  I hung out with nerd-lings as a kid  We played Dungeons and Dragons and I loved being dungeon master… holding their fates in my hands.  It doesn’t matter how pretty you are, just the fact that you’re female/male and like something nerdy makes you very attractive to them other kinds of guys/girls couldn’t care less about me… but to nerds… I was hot.  The more I hung out with girl/boy nerds, the more I realized the power I have over them… There’s nothing they want more than First Contact with the female/male of their species.  But with great power comes great responsibility and I tried not to take advantage… Much.  And the best thing about nerds is that they give you their full attention.  Pretty boys/girls are too worried about their looks and compete for the fairest of them all…. There is always a fight for the mirror.  With tough guys/girls and jocks… They always want praise or worship.  It’s all about them and they turn romance into a competition. Nerds are the kindest type of guy.  They have the biggest heart.... If you get past the over drawn comic book heroines and overly aggressive Sci Fi babes... You get a nerdy guy’s/girl’s full attention. The rest of the world slips away and you’re his/her entire universe, because not Death Star, Tardis, or warp drive is more exciting than a girl/guy who gives him/her the time of day.  That’s why I like these nerds… I feel special… important… and not alone anymore
DANI from CHEMICAL BONDING (Gillian Griffis)
Congratulations class of 2010!  We have officially made it!  Thirteen years, and for some of us, more, I’m talking to you Jacob, have culminated in this moment.  I never thought I would be standing here today.  When one thinks about education, one is often struck by how… I believe it was Plato who said “the unexamined life is not worth living.”  That was Socrates?  Socrates. Okay. To be fair, I didn’t say it was Plato, I said I believed it was Plato, there’s a difference.  Well I am not a good comment on the American educational system apparently.  Back to my speech. I believe it was Socrates who said “the unexamined life is not worth living” and we have been examined a lot.  From Standardized tests in fourth grade, to standardized tests in fifth grade, to that mile time trial we all had to do in sixth grade, to standardized tests in seventh grade… we have been examined.  And what have we learned?  Well… Actually I’m not going to read this.  This speech is terrible.  They made me write this in my communications class and it’s awful.  I just wanna talk to you, okay?  You ever do that?  You ever think you’ve got something deep to say and then it turns out there’s absolutely nothing in your brain?  I just had that moment and I am beginning to freak out.  Um… but… getting on with it.  Graduation.  Crap. Is anybody else out there like totally terrified?  I know I shouldn’t because I’m like salutatorian and all; I would have been valedictorian except for Mr. Jackson’s long-term sub, but I’m not going to get into that.  But it’s like:  part of me just wants to stay in homeroom forever, you know?  And then part 

of me is like, no, you should burn everything to the ground and then spit on the ashes, you know?  I’m not going to do that, Officer Weeks.  I’m totally over that.  But um… we’re done with high school.  And we’re moving on.  Yeah.  So okay that wasn’t better than what I had on the cards.  Do I have time to do that over? 

Cynthia from GOODBYE CHARLES (Ashlyn Dahl)

 Don’t do it!  Don’t open that little box one more crack!  Don’t ask me to marry you.  Shh, shh, shh.  Don’t say another word.  Just listen.  I can’t let you do this to me.  I mean, before I met you I used be such a bitch.  I mean, seriously, everyone at work thought I was a huge bitch.  No one actually liked me.  Those people I introduced to you as my friends.  They're not my friends.  They're scared of me.  Or they were...before I met you.  Before you, I never said please or thank you at restaurants.  I never smiled or laughed at anyone's jokes but mine.  I never used to tip more than 10%.  I was quick with insults.  I always had a cruel word.  I was cold, cross, crass, falsely compassionate.  But since being with you, I’ve begun to feel all...warm inside.  Fuzzy.  I find myself wanting to stroll in the park and whistle! I have these thoughts, these urges to donate to charities and help out in soup kitchens, and hug people.  Since being with you, I’ve given nearly ten dollars to homeless men, helped three old ladies cross the street, and I bought one of my so called "friends" a present at full price. And it was something I knew she'd like.  Don’t you see?  Don’t you see you’ve made me NICE!?  And what really scares me is that you’ll open that box and ask me to marry you, and I’ll...I’ll just nicely say “yes,” and then I’ll be nice for life.  Please, for the love of God, put that box away.  I mean, the planet already has millions of nice people.  It doesn’t need me too. I am a bitch!  And I want to stay that way!  Please, stop, don’t—I’m asking you – No, I’m begging you – I’m getting down on my knees.  Will you please, please not marry me?
Student  from PLEASE DON’T FLUSH MY HEAD DOWN THE TOILET (Liz Cluchey)

There’s a birdbath in my yard.   In the back.  We get robins, sparrows, pigeons.   A lot of pigeons.   Sometimes there’s a cardinal.   I like watching the birds.  The way they all kinda twitch their heads forward.  It’s like they’re talking to each other.   Saying how’s your day and how’s the weather?   Sometimes when I’m bored, I make up what they’d say.   Like this one pigeon, he’s complaining about his taxes to a sparrow, and the sparrow’s like, “dude, maybe if you spent more time working and less time looking for handouts in the park...”   I’m supposed to put water in the birdbath once a week.   Today's my day.  And the birds are there talking about the weather and their kids and there’s a duck talking about how his cousin bought the farm and got served up in orange sauce last week.   Only this one bird’s not talking.  He’s not even in the bath.  He’s wet, but he’s not in there.  He’s on the ground under the bath, and he’s trying to hop up, only he can’t.  There’s something wrong with his left wing.   He can’t flap it like the right one.  I go over to the bath, and they all scatter when I get close.  Except for this bird.  It’s a bluebird -- he’s beautiful.  He’s flapping his right wing like crazy, but the poor little guy can’t go anywhere.   And he’s going nuts when I pick him up in my hands.  I hold him real tight so he doesn’t scratch me, and I’ve got my thumb and finger around his neck to keep him from biting.  “Don’t worry, little bird. I’ve got you.”  And I hold him.  The phone rings in the house.  I’m the only one home, but I don’t move.   I’ve got this beautiful, living thing in my hands, and the longer I hold him, the less he fights.  He knows he’s safe.   And then I start to squeeze my finger and thumb together.  Around his neck.  Around its neck. Tighter and tighter.  The bluebird starts going crazy.  I know it can’t breathe, and I don’t stop.  I keep going--because I can.  I keep going until it-- It feels good.  It feels good, because for once in my life, I’m not the bird.
Leo from 4000 MILES (Kamryn Morales)
We were in Kansas, because even though that was way out of the way we wanted to hit the center of the country. Wwe were approaching gypsum, our small-town America of choice, one bar, one diner, 17 churches or whatever.  Western Kansas is flat, so you’re basically just riding the wind, and if you pedal even a little bit, no problem.  So it’s morning and the sun is pretty low… Between the low sun and the flat ride in the good wind, it’s the perfect time to take shadow pictures.  That means you take a picture of your own shadow while you’re riding, totally a staple of the cross-country bike trip.  We were both taking shadow pictures , and we hear a truck coming behind us, or I hear it.  I assume Mika does.  I think he does, because we both hold the shoulder a little bit, still taking our shadow shots, and the truck gets louder and closer and passes us and I see it’s a Tyson truck full of crates of screaming chickens packed together,  their feathers flying out of the truck bed, and I scream up to Mika.  He started to say something but the truck bed separates from the cab and flies backward and and takes him off the road.   Before the ambulance came, this PR lady from Tyson came.  I didn’t realize I was still holding my camera.  She said, “I’m sorry sir but I have to confiscate your camera”.  I said, “my best friend is under 3000 chickens”.  She said, “I understand you’re upset, but this will be easier for both of us if you just give me your camera now”.  And so I threw my camera on the ground.  So what  if I don’t have these pictures from Wyoming.  We did the stupid corny timer shot at the top of the continental divide, in front of the sign that says the altitude and all that.  It took them about 45 minutes to get him out.  He hadn’t sustained any trauma to his head. Hhe had suffocated.  So the part that everyone is mad at me about is that after I filled out all the paperwork at the police station, called his mom and my mom, I got back on my bike and I kept riding.
Cindy from Lonely Hearts Club: Now with Extra Murder (Chris Lamm)
So can I just tell you that I almost didn’t make it here today?   So I’m driving, and my tires are bald, and I hit a patch of ice and I was sliding like crazy!   Like spinning around?  Oh my gosh!  So exciting!  And there was like a lot of smoke and I was fine!   So good!  I may have hit my head, but I don’t even remember that part, which is the best part of head trauma, right?   You don’t even remember it!  But I’m just lucky I guess!  I am just so blessed.  Soooo blessed.  I mean, once I got the flesh-eating virus it could have been a real downer, but I don’t let things like that bring me down, you know what I mean?   I mean, yes, I lost most of the skin on my back, but I’ve still got my front!  How many people can say that after they get infected like I did?  And okay yes, once my house was foreclosed and my children were taken away from me, that could have been a bummer.   But the way I look at it:  I still have a van!  And I can sleep there!  Which is great.  Like, my house moves.  If we were living in caveman times they would think I was pretty awesome.  So you just have to have perspective, you know.  Some people see the glass as half empty, and I’m like, “hey, I get to have a glass.   Bonus!”  But life is so good!  I still have most of my dogs left and they are wonderful.  They live in the car with me, they’re like little furry heaters.  It’s wonderful!  A few of them have diseases, but I figure, look on the bright side, they still have their eyesight.  Most of them do.  One of them is blind, but he’s great!   So what do you do?
Roberta from DANNY AND THE DEEP BLUE SEA (Liz Cluchey)
Yeah, there it is.   It’s not a block over like that, but the ocean is right out there.   See, that’s a big boat going down some river to the ocean.  That’s what it is, there’s boats right up by Westchester Square.   What’s that?  20 blocks?  Sometimes you’ll see them, not the real big ones, but big boats.  When we got married, me and Billy, that was my husband.   We smoked a bowl of opium one night, it really knocked me out I fell asleep like immediately, and I dreamed about the ocean  It was real blue, and there was the sun, and it was real yellow, and I was out there right in the middle of the ocean, and I heard this noise.   I turned around and whaddaya think I saw?  Just about right next to me a whale.  A whale came shooting straight out of the water, and he opened up his mouth and closed it while he was up there in the air, and people on the boat said, look at the whales jumping, and these whales started jumping out of the water all over the place, and I can see them through one of those round windows, whales gushing out of the water and the water gushing out of their heads, you know spouting!   And then after a while they all stop jumping.  It got real quiet, everybody went away, the water smoothed out but I kept looking at the ocean.  So deep in blue and different. It was different then because I knew it had all them whales in it.
