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PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES ONSTAGE
Park bench, lamppost with sign reading “If you see something, say 
something,” black backpack containing crayons, a flashlight, strings,
an old-fashioned alarm clock, and a doll.

PROPERTIES BROUGHT ON
Phone (BETH)
Backpack containing action camera; football shoulder pads, baseball 

shin guards, metal bucket with camera strapped to it (EDDIE)
Phone, umpire chest protector, baseball face mask (PETE)
Phone (CHRIS)
Phone (MITCH)

FLEXIBLE CASTING
The roles of CHRIS and CASEY may be played as either male or female.

NOTE FROM THE PLAYWRIGHT
The play was written just after the horrific bombing at the Boston 
Marathon and was inspired by the immediate reactions and words of 
those around me—students and teachers in my school, people in my 
life, and others around the world. While some sequences may seem 
to take a lighthearted approach to the subject, there is an intentional 
undercurrent of discomfort.

The intent is to illuminate how one misplaced object can bring out 
the best—and the worst—in us. A moment of indecision can create 
a Pandora’s box of swirling evils and muddled good intentions. But of 
course, our teens, like our world, are left with hope.
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PANDORA’S BACKPACK

By LAURIE BRYANT

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Speaking)

# of lines

MAGGIE ..............................outgoing, image-conscious teenager 25

BETH ..................................sincere teenager; Pete’s crush 20

PETE ..................................regular guy with a crush on Beth; 29 
slightly nerdy

EDDIE.................................Pete’s best friend; well-intentioned,  29
but a bit dim and goofy 

CASEY ................................slightly paranoid teenager 13

CHRIS ................................wannabe journalist 15

MITCH ................................unflappable and slightly  12
sarcastic teenager 

RYAN ..................................calm voice of reason 28

LIZ .....................................Ryan’s girlfriend; fearful and  36 
quick to judge 

ANNIE.................................foreigner; wary of her new country 8

JOE ....................................Annie’s brother; obviously different,  8 
but eager to fit in

KATIE .................................young girl 9

WOMAN ..............................Katie’s grandmother 4

SETTING
A local park.

SET DESCRIPTION
A bench sits CENTER next to a lamppost bearing a sign that says, 
“If you see something, say something” along with a telephone 
number. Optional: The set may be decorated with additional benches, 
lampposts, shrubs, and trees.

KATIE:  You wanna hold her? She always makes me feel better when 
I cry.

LIZ:  Yeah. I’d like that. (Takes the doll and hugs it as she wanders 
DOWN LEFT, deep in thought. KATIE puts on her backpack and 
starts to skip RIGHT.) Katie! Wait! You forgot your dolly.

KATIE:  That’s okay. If you like her, you can keep her. I’ve got lots
of dolls.

WOMAN:  Katie! Now!
KATIE:  Well, I gotta go. Bye. (EXITS RIGHT with WOMAN. LIZ and ANNIE 

face each other. There is a long pause.)
MITCH:  Well this is awkward. And, frankly, a little disappointing. I was 

hoping for cash.
RYAN:  No. It’s fine. It was just a misunderstanding. So we’re all

good. Right?
CASEY:  Yeah, totally. It’s all good.
PETE:  (To BETH.) I’m sorry I embarrassed you today.
BETH:  It’s okay. (Laughs.) Mrs. Kramski got the worst of it. I saw the 

Pig Cam video.
MAGGIE:  So, let’s all just forget it. We move on.
JOE:  Like it never happened? (There is a pause while they all consider 

what has transpired.)
ANNIE:  (To LIZ.) So… what’s the doll’s name?
LIZ:  (Holds out the doll.) Hope. (Looks at ANNIE for a moment. They 

stand for a beat with the doll between them. Their mutual distrust 
fades. The group closes around them. EDDIE pushes PETE beside 
BETH. He stands awkwardly at her side. BETH puts her arm around 
him, and they smile at each other. CHRIS holds up his phone and 
takes a selfie of the group, with LIZ and ANNIE in front, each holding 
a hand of the doll. EDDIE holds out his bucket-cam, selfie-style, too.)

CASEY:  Chris, what are you doing now?
CHRIS:  (Texting.) “Hope Found in Greenvale Park.” And posting… 

(Holds up his phone.) Hey! Can I get a “Like”? (CURTAIN.)
END OF PLAY
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PANDORA’S BACKPACK

AT RISE:  An unattended black backpack sits on the bench. BETH and 
MAGGIE ENTER RIGHT.
MAGGIE:  (Laughs.) I mean, a giant stuffed pig strapped to a 

rocket? Classic!
BETH:  It’s not funny. It was during a fire drill. The whole school saw it.
MAGGIE:  That poor pig!
BETH:  Poor Mrs. Kramski. And poor me! It can’t help my grade for 

my vegetarian health teacher to be chased around the football 
field by an enormous, low-flying pig wearing a sash that says 
“Prom, Beth?”

MAGGIE:  Serves her right. Who doesn’t like bacon? Best prom-posal 
ever! (They laugh.)

BETH:  (Spots the backpack on the bench. Looks at it and then around 
the empty area near the bench with concern.) See that?

MAGGIE:  Oh, wow. Somebody forgot their backpack. That’s unlucky. 
Let’s see if we know whose it is. (Reaches for the backpack.)

BETH:  Don’t touch it! Are you crazy?
MAGGIE:  What? If there’s an I.D. in it, we can give it back. If not, we 

can turn it in someplace.
BETH:  We should call the police.
MAGGIE:  For a backpack? Why? (BETH points at the sign.) Oh, come 

on. Don’t be such a drama queen. It’s just a backpack.
BETH:  Unattended bags or packages are suspicious nowadays, and 

that’s why we absolutely should not touch it and absolutely should 
call the police! (Reaches for her phone.)

MAGGIE:  (Stops her.) I am not calling the cops. And neither are you.
BETH:  It’s the right thing to do. It might be unsafe.
MAGGIE:  You know what’s unsafe? We call, they swarm the park and 

make a thing out of this, and if it turns out to be nothing, we’ll 
look ridiculous. We might even be on the news or something. I am 
in no condition to be on the news! I have a zit the size of a small 
country at the moment. (BETH looks closely, but struggles to see 
the blemish.) I can see the headline now. “Paranoid Pimply Teens 
in Backpack Scare.” It will be a mock-fest of epic proportions. We’ll 
never live it down.

BETH: I’ve got to live down the attack of the killer bacon-ator anyway. 
Who cares how we look? We’d be doing our duty.

MAGGIE:  Doing our duty? How old are you? For your information, I 
care how we look. And, by the way, so should you. How we look 

PETE:  The lines stand for minutes. The movement of the hands mean 
that every minute is different from the one before it and the one 
after it. And time always goes forward. See? And you can’t make 
it go backwards, no matter how much you wish it. (There is an 
awkward silence.)

KATIE:  (Sets down clock.) And I got my dolly. (Pulls out her doll.)
WOMAN:  (ENTERS RIGHT, calling.) Katie! Katie! There you are. You 

said you’d be right back. Little girls should not wander around 
parks all by themselves. It’s not safe. (Looks at the group around 
the bench.) Pick up your things and come away from there at once! 
What have I told you about talking to strangers?

KATIE:  They’re not strangers, Grammy. They’re my new friends.
WOMAN:  You don’t know them. They can’t be friends if you don’t know 

them. (Aside to KATIE.) A pack of wild teenagers? They could be 
bad people. We do not play with teenagers.

LIZ:  Hey, lady! We’re not all bad. Don’t lump us all together!
ANNIE:  But it’s okay when you do it? (This hits home. LIZ opens her 

mouth to answer, but retreats. RYAN comes to comfort her, but she 
pulls away.)

EDDIE:  (To PETE.) Hey, she thinks we’re wild.
ANNIE:  She’s not the only one.
LIZ:  (Looks around, embarrassed.) We didn’t mean any harm. I mean,

we were just being… careful. Right?
RYAN:  (To WOMAN.) We’re sorry. You’re not exactly catching us at our 

best here. (Glances at ANNIE and JOE.) And neither are you.
WOMAN:  Come along, Katie. (Crosses RIGHT, waiting for her

granddaughter. KATIE starts to leave, but stops and reaches in
her backpack. She runs back to LIZ and gives her a handful of
loose strings.)

LIZ:  What’s this for?
KATIE:  For a friendship bracelet. I didn’t have time to make you one,

so you’ll have to do it yourself. And there’s enough for an extra one 
for your new friend. (LIZ and ANNIE exchange awkward glances.)

RYAN:  (Tries to lighten the moment.) Hey, Katie? What’s your
dolly’s name?

KATIE:  I didn’t name her. She came already named when I got her. 
See? It says it on her bracelet. (She shows RYAN and LIZ. LIZ is 
overwhelmed as she reads the tag.) I wanted to change it, only it 
doesn’t come off. My mom says it’s a nice name anyway, and I 
should let her keep it. Do you like it?

LIZ:  (Laughs as she wipes away tears.) I do. I like it very much.
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is all we have. You think being asked to prom by nerdy Pete’s 
flying pig was humiliating? Wait until we get labeled as part of 
society’s geek squad. The only invitations we’ll get will be from 
hall monitors, crossing guards, and those guys in airports who 
pull your grandmother out of line and strip-search her for carrying 
contraband knitting needles. Our lives will be flying pig festivals.

BETH:  My grandmother can read, so she is well aware of airline 
policies on restricted materials. And I can also read… (Points to 
the sign.) …and I will do what my country asks of me.

MAGGIE:  Okay, G.I. Jane. (Salutes.) At ease. There must be a 
compromise, something that doesn’t embarrass us if we’re wrong 
but allows you to do that civic duty thing or whatever.

BETH:  Okay. (A pause.) What?
MAGGIE:  I have no idea. (EDDIE and PETE ENTER LEFT. PETE 

immediately pulls EDDIE aside so that their backs are to the girls. 
MAGGIE spots them, but BETH doesn’t.) But sometimes an idea 
just presents itself.

PETE:  Oh, no. It’s Beth.
EDDIE:  (Looks.) Where?
PETE:  Don’t look! (Turns farther away from the girls and covers his face 

with his hand.)
MAGGIE:  (Calls, overly friendly.) Eddie, Pete! How are you?
PETE:  (Cringes and turns slowly towards them.) Hi, Maggie. Beth. 

(BETH waves awkwardly.)
MAGGIE:  Gee, it’s good to see you guys.
PETE:  It is?
EDDIE:  Yeah, what gives? The last time you were happy to see us was 

when I found your Hello Kitty necklace in the kindergarten playground.
MAGGIE:  And I appreciated it. Totally. You guys are true philanthropists.
EDDIE:  Huh?
MAGGIE:  Uh, good deed-doers, that’s what you guys are. Always 

looking out for others. I really like that. (Pretends she notices the 
backpack for the first time, but she’s a bad actress.) Hey, what’s 
this? Does it belong to one of you guys?

PETE:  Nope.
EDDIE:  Not me. (MAGGIE nudges BETH to play along.)
BETH:  (Reluctant and trying too hard.) Why, it’s a backpack.
MAGGIE:  (Leans in.) An unattended backpack. Somebody should 

do something about it. I wonder what? (Leans casually on the 
lamppost and points at the sign.)

LIZ:  At least I admit I’m scared!
ANNIE:  (Sarcastic.) Yes, on behalf of all foreigners, we prefer honest 

prejudice to phony tolerance. You all make me sick!
JOE:  Annie, please—
MAGGIE:  Who are you calling phony? (ANNIE starts to leave.)
LIZ:  (Steps to block ANNIE.) You’re not going anywhere! (Amidst the 

chaos, KATIE ENTERS RIGHT, skips to the bench, and sits down,
unnoticed. She innocently grabs the backpack and unzips it.)

CHRIS:  (Mumbles to himself.) Wait a minute! What am I doing? I’m 
not a spectator. I’m a journalist. (Starts to take pictures of the 
confrontation. EDDIE grabs his bucket-cam and holds it up, filming.
To EDDIE.) Hey, Tin Man! This is an exclusive! (They begin to argue 
and jostle for photo ops.)

MAGGIE:  (Notices them.) No! (Dives behind BETH, hiding her face.) No 
pictures! My zit!

CASEY:  How can you care about your appearance at a time like this? 
(ANNIE again turns to leave.)

LIZ:  (Grabs ANNIE by the arm.) You’re not going anywhere until we see 
what you left in that backpack! (They struggle and LIZ pins ANNIE’S 
arms behind her.)

RYAN:  Lizzie, stop it! Who’s being a bully now?
JOE:  What backpack? We have no backpack!
BETH:  That backpack! (EVERYONE turns and sees KATIE on the bench,

holding the backpack. ALL gasp and freeze except MITCH, who 
stands passively nearby. LIZ ducks behind ANNIE, using her as a 
shield. EDDIE leaps at MAGGIE and puts the bucket on her head to 
protect her. PETE steps protectively in front of BETH, who crouches 
and covers her head but tries to peek around him.)

MITCH:  (Steps forward.) Little girl, is this your backpack?
KATIE:  (Nods.) Uh-huh. It’s got my treasures in it. Wanna see? 

(EVERYONE slowly relaxes, a mix of relief and embarrassment.
KATIE reaches in and pulls out items one by one.) I got my crayons 
because I like different colors. I got a flashlight in case someone 
needs to see through darkness. I got these strings in case I wanna 
make a friendship bracelet for a new friend. And I got this… (Pulls 
out an old-fashioned alarm clock.) Listen. It ticks.

PETE: (Crouches beside her to listen. Embarrassed, he looks at EDDIE,
who shrugs.) Yeah. I heard it. So what’s the clock for?

KATIE:  To tell time, silly. See the hands? They go around and around 
these little lines. Only I don’t know what they mean. Maybe you 
can teach me?
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BETH:  Gee, I hope it isn’t a dangerous and suspicious package.
MAGGIE:  Beth, by virtue of it being abandoned here, it is already 

suspicious. Only the proper authorities can determine if it is 
dangerous, but there don’t seem to be any proper authorities 
around. Hmmm.

EDDIE:  (Gets an idea.) Hey, maybe we should do something.
PETE:  (Suspicious.) Wait. Is this some sort of trick or something? Like 

the bag is full of snakes, or Jell-O, or some embarrassing bodily 
fluid? (To BETH.) I’ve already apologized for the prom thing, but in 
my defense, you did once say you’d go out with me when pigs fly—

BETH:  Yeah, I know. But that’s not it. (Sincere.) I’m seriously concerned. 
We don’t know what it is, or whose it is. I really think someone 
should call the police.

MAGGIE:  And I… we… Beth and I… think that someone should be 
you guys.

EDDIE:  Why?
MAGGIE:  It’s just… uh… (Thinks and then snaps her fingers.) It 

sounds better coming from guys. It’s more authoritative. Nobody 
ever takes girls seriously, right? I mean, what with the giggling, the 
tickling, the hair, and the nail polish—

EDDIE:  Geez, she’s right.
BETH:  (Aside.) Maggie, they’re nice guys. You’re setting them up to 

look ridiculous.
MAGGIE:  You’re the one who said we should call the police. (To 

the guys. Challenges.) And aren’t you concerned about national 
security? Don’t you want to do your civic duty?

EDDIE:  Well, yeah. I mean we’re good citizens, same as you.
PETE:  If you really think it’s important, Beth. I’ll be glad to do it.
BETH:  Well, I—
MAGGIE:  That’s the patriotic spirit we wanted. We’re proud of you. 

Just call the number on the sign. And you don’t have to give us 
any credit at all. You’re the heroes here. (Starts to pull BETH away.)

BETH:  Remember, suspicious unattended bag. Greenvale Park, near 
the south entrance. And don’t touch it! (MAGGIE pulls BETH OFF 
LEFT. PETE watches BETH leave. EDDIE stares at the backpack.)

EDDIE:  You really think it could be dangerous?
PETE:  What? Nah. It’s just a plain black backpack.
EDDIE:  Unattended. In a public park. The girls are right. We should call 

someone. And being labeled a hero just might get you off the hook 
for the rocket pig. Not with the school, though. Or the FAA. Or the 
ham-hating health teacher. But Beth might forgive you. Someday.

LIZ:  (Moves toward them.) You! What are you doing here? Having 
second thoughts?

RYAN:  Liz, don’t.
ANNIE:  (Looks around, confused.) Are you talking to us?
RYAN:  No.
LIZ:  Yes! Who do you think you are, scaring people like this? Do you 

think this is some kind of joke?
JOE:  (Steps protectively in front of ANNIE.) A joke? We have made

no joke.
ANNIE:  Let’s just go. There’s nothing but trouble for us here.
LIZ:  Trouble you caused! What’s the matter? Forget to set the timer?
JOE:  I’m sorry. We don’t understand—
RYAN:  No, we’re sorry. She just… thought you were somebody else. 

(Holds out his hand.) You’re new, right? Um, I’m Ryan.
JOE: (Tentatively shakes RYAN’S hand.) Joe. And this is my sister Annie.
LIZ:  Those aren’t your real names, are they? I work in the guidance 

office, and I know for a fact that your names are… unpronounceable. 
Are you trying to hide your nationality?

JOE:  We hide nothing. We only want—
ANNIE:  Don’t explain to them! They don’t recognize or deserve our 

attempts to fit in and assimilate into their culture.
LIZ:  Assimilate? Don’t you mean infiltrate? Hey, everybody! They’re 

right here! Are we gonna let them get away with this? (There is a 
general hubbub during the next exchange as MAGGIE, BETH, CHRIS,
MITCH, and CASEY ENTER LEFT, and EDDIE and PETE ENTER RIGHT,
joining the argument.PETE and EDDIE no longer wear their protective 
gear, but EDDIE carries the bucket with the camera attached to it.)

JOE:  Get away with what? What have we done?
ANNIE:  We are here. That’s crime enough for people like you, isn’t it?
BETH:  People like us? What’s that supposed to mean? We are not 

like anything.
LIZ:  If any group of people are like something, it’s you!
MAGGIE:  Now let’s not make this personal. It’s probably nothing. And 

these are probably two very nice—though slightly different and 
newly arrived—totally nonthreatening people from our increasingly 
diverse community. We should welcome them. (Smiles awkwardly 
and gives a slight bow. She speaks a bit too loudly and slowly.) I. 
Welcome. You. (To BETH.) Now, let’s go—

BETH:  (To MAGGIE.) Really? Are you so afraid someone on this planet 
won’t like you?
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PETE:  Yeah. And, you know, if it really tips off the feds about something 
legit, there may even be a reward or something.

EDDIE:  A reward! We’d split it, right? Fifty-fifty?
PETE:  Sure, sure. (Dreams.) But I’d be the better front man for the media 

interviews. There’s always a front man. You know, like a spokesman.
EDDIE:  Why you?
PETE:  I’m better looking. And more refined. Look at you. Are you 

gonna wear that on television?
EDDIE:  I didn’t even know I was gonna be on television!
PETE:  You gotta be prepared for anything. That’s why your mom says 

to wear clean underwear every day.
EDDIE:  They’re gonna show my underwear on television?
PETE:  Maybe not right away. (Grows excited.) Maybe on the reality 

show. They could put us into one of those group houses with hot 
girls. Or maybe one of those survival shows on a tropical island. 
It’d be an underwear festival. And the girls won’t care how geeky I 
look on account of my being a hero and a TV star. Beth would have 
to notice me then, right?

EDDIE:  Whoa! I never thought of that. A hot girl could see me in 
my underwear. Cool! (Tugs out his waistband and peers down. He 
doesn’t like what he sees.) Oh. This is not a good underwear day. 
I’m kinda into the backups. (Takes another peek.) The backup 
backups. These are more like a loose association of threads that 
may or may not have once resembled Superman.

PETE:  Superman wears his red super jammies under every outfit every 
day, doesn’t he? He’s always prepared to be heroic and, more 
importantly, to be seen as heroic. Don’t you envy those regular 
guys who get famous for saving people? They go from zeroes to 
heroes in an instant.

EDDIE:  Yeah, but they get their fifteen minutes of fame, and then 
people forget about them again.

PETE:  And how many minutes of fame will we ever have if we don’t 
get involved?

EDDIE:  So we agree. We call.
PETE:  I guess. But we can’t just dial some number we saw on a sign. 

Nothing heroic about that. We need a better story. We need action. 
And proof of our bravery.

EDDIE:  I’m on it. (Pulls an action camera out of his backpack and 
straps it to his forehead.) I’ll film you calling. They’re right about 
these things. Indestructible. Took a ride on a pig rocket, and it’s 
still good as new.

RYAN:  Who? My parents? You don’t even know them. I mean, I know 
them, so it’s okay for me to—

LIZ:  No! (Points at the backpack.) Them! The people who did this! 
The people who make us afraid, even if nobody did this. And the 
people like you who aren’t ever afraid and just go about their lives 
as if nothing bad is ever going to happen. And it doesn’t… until it 
does, and then it’s always to somebody else!

RYAN:  That doesn’t make sense.
LIZ:  Nothing makes sense! Being afraid of some kid’s school bag 

doesn’t make sense. (Kicks the bench and then recoils in fright at 
what she has just done, practically jumping into RYAN’S arms. They 
both cower, holding each other in fear of the backpack. They slowly 
release each other and back away.)

RYAN:  You don’t hate anyone.
LIZ:  Okay, I… I hate not knowing who to hate. My parents knew who 

to hate. So did my grandparents, and my great-grandparents. 
They put on uniforms and went to war against people in different 
uniforms. People are supposed to know which people they hate. 
And I know what you’re thinking, that maybe we’re not supposed 
to hate anybody, and I get that. I really do. But they never get that 
memo, do they? And if they ever did, we wouldn’t have to worry 
about stupid things like backpacks or unattended packages or 
airplanes or neighbors who aren’t what they pretend to be, would 
we? (Near tears.) I only want to know who to hate because they 
hate me first, and I don’t know why.

RYAN:  (Comforts.) Maybe they aren’t a “them.” Maybe they’re just 
guys, like a… a bully in gym class. Sure, he’s a jerk and nobody 
likes him, but we know he’s outnumbered in the world. He’s just 
louder than everyone else.

LIZ:  We’re not talking about pantsing someone out on the soccer 
field. No one dies from that.

RYAN:  Don’t they? That happened to my brother, and he died that 
day. Inside. Humiliated, scared to go to school, and suddenly 
suspicious of people he grew up with his whole life. He never 
dressed for gym again, and he never told the teacher why. He just 
failed and went to summer school. For gym. He’s never looked at 
the world the same way again. He altered his life because of that 
stupid, mean kid from the ninth grade, and that’s wrong. Don’t you 
see? The bully won. You shouldn’t change who you are for anyone. 
(JOE and ANNIE ENTER LEFT. They are dressed a little differently 
than the others and stand out as “foreign” in an unspecified way.)
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PETE:  (Circles the backpack, thinking.) Well, the backpack is probably 
perfectly safe, but… What if we look like we’re prepared to disarm 
it? That’s proof, right?

EDDIE:  (Backs away.) Isn’t that dangerous? They have special squads 
for that. Big trained guys with armor and helmets and stuff.

PETE:  It’s only dangerous if it really is… you know. And odds are, it 
isn’t. Come on, they do it all the time on TV and movies. (Quickly 
scrolls through his phone and shows it to EDDIE.) Here’s one on 
YouTube. Watch. See the two wires? You just roll up your sleeves, 
sweat a little to show everybody how stressful it all is, and snip! 
You just cut the right wire.

EDDIE:  Do you mean the correct wire, or the one literally on the right? 
‘Cause they are not necessarily the same thing. Unless the one 
on the right is actually the correct wire, but I mean, what are the 
odds of that?

PETE:  Actually the odds are one in two. You are clearly not up to this 
task. (Puts his phone away.)

EDDIE:  Okay, okay. I’m sorry. But… and it’s probably nothing, like you 
said, but I do think we need some sort of protection. Just in case. 
(Points to the camera.) And it’ll look better on the video. People 
love costumes. The pig sash was a hit.

PETE:  (Looks around and gets an idea.) The storage shed! Come with 
me. (EXITS RIGHT, followed by EDDIE. CHRIS, MITCH, and CASEY 
ENTER LEFT. CHRIS sits beside the backpack and checks his phone. 
MITCH leans on the back of the bench.)

CASEY:  (Looks around and sees the backpack.) Hey, let’s move. 
Someone must already be sitting here. (MITCH scans the area.)

CHRIS:  (Stares at his phone without looking up.) I don’t see anyone. 
Just move it. Hey, my link to that editorial I wrote on the lack of 
student parking just got favorited! (Pause.) And retweeted! Yes!

MITCH:  (A bit sarcastic.) That’s great. Columbia School of Journalism, 
here you come.

CASEY:  It’s weird that backpack is just sitting there. I mean, there’s 
no one around.

CHRIS:  I told you, just move it. (MITCH reaches for the backpack.)
CASEY:  No! Ick. Don’t touch it. You don’t know what could be inside. 

It’s creepy.
MITCH:  What? Come on, you don’t think—
CHRIS:  (Suddenly jumps up.) You’re right! We don’t know what could 

be inside. It could be anything. Back up. Back up! (Pushes MITCH 
away and steps between them and the backpack.)

LIZ:  But what about the backpack?
RYAN:  He said it wasn’t theirs.
LIZ:  That doesn’t exactly inspire confidence. That means it was left 

by someone else. What if it’s a… you know? (Points to the sign.)
RYAN:  (Laughs.) It isn’t.
LIZ:  What if it is?
RYAN:  It’s not.
LIZ:  But it could be, right?
RYAN:  I suppose it could be. (Pause.) But it isn’t.
LIZ:  Why?
RYAN:  Why?
LIZ:  Why isn’t it? They sometimes are. (RYAN and LIZ’S following 

conversation about the backpack should be slow and halted, as if 
they don’t really want to say or talk about what they are talking about.)

RYAN:  Well, sometimes. But this one isn’t.
LIZ:  Why?
RYAN:  Because it’s here, that’s why. They aren’t in places like this.
LIZ:  They were never anywhere once… until they were.
RYAN:  Look, this is stupid. It’s just a…
LIZ:  (Whispers frantically.) I think I saw him.
RYAN:  Who?
LIZ:  Him. The new kid. The one from, you know, over there someplace.
RYAN:  What?
LIZ:  (Looks around.) He was right around here a little while ago.
RYAN:  (Looks around, in spite of himself.) Are you sure?
LIZ:  Yes. I’m sure.
RYAN:  (Suddenly gets very uncomfortable.) No. I… I don’t think we 

should be talking about him. Or any of this. It’s not right. We 
should just go.

LIZ:  And just leave it?
RYAN:  Yes.
LIZ:  But what if it is? What if he is?
RYAN:  Don’t. (Lowers his voice.) Do you know what that makes us, 

for just thinking it? It makes us my parents, who drive with the 
windows up and go around locking doors in broad daylight and 
carrying special wallets lined with lead because everyone from 
everywhere else is either out to kill them or steal from them.

LIZ:  I hate them.

End of script sample.
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PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES ONSTAGE
Park bench, lamppost with sign reading “If you see something, say 
something,” black backpack containing crayons, a flashlight, strings, 
an old-fashioned alarm clock, and a doll.

PROPERTIES BROUGHT ON
Phone (BETH)
Backpack containing action camera; football shoulder pads, baseball 

shin guards, metal bucket with camera strapped to it (EDDIE)
Phone, umpire chest protector, baseball face mask (PETE)
Phone (CHRIS)
Phone (MITCH)

FLEXIBLE CASTING
The roles of CHRIS and CASEY may be played as either male or female.

NOTE FROM THE PLAYWRIGHT
The play was written just after the horrific bombing at the Boston 
Marathon and was inspired by the immediate reactions and words of 
those around me—students and teachers in my school, people in my 
life, and others around the world. While some sequences may seem 
to take a lighthearted approach to the subject, there is an intentional 
undercurrent of discomfort.

The intent is to illuminate how one misplaced object can bring out 
the best—and the worst—in us. A moment of indecision can create 
a Pandora’s box of swirling evils and muddled good intentions. But of 
course, our teens, like our world, are left with hope.
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