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The Chronicles of Jane, Book Seven was onginally produced at
Hartford High School, Hartford, VT on February 17th,
2000. It was directed by Alan Haehnel. The cast was as

follows:
Jane...e, Faith Wood
Norman Josh Abetti
Rhythm Coordinator...........covveinninresenrensenninnns Anthony Paino
Mis. Snipetly...ciinininninnne, Allison Cameron
Nymphs of Slumber................. Bridget Dornik, Jess Poludin
Hannah Lowes, Rachel Ladd
Computer............... ceveeeeeneJames Lamdin
Stewart. v, ] 0€ Guarino
CECEUA...cuvueenenieeeceeiceievciess b Emily Wood
Time..... «.eenne.Jacob Sotak
Procrastination...........c.ceceecuciecnniiiciencueeenenens Colin Kennedy
GIOUPIES....vvrrrrirrirrsniansisrssnens Christina Clark, Dan Wyzik
Chris Hamilton, Bethany Kent
Erin Riley, Molly Brown
Kat North, Mike Post
Liz Wyzik, Carma Gilcrist

Taylor Haynes, Angela Paladino
Cassie Fitch, Esther Garcia-Martin
Johannah Riling, Katie Sensenich
Ingrid Weiss, Maria Paino

Sarah Finney, Robin Clavelle
Hope Hayes, Julia Eddy



AUTHOR’S NOTE

My aim in writing “The Chronicles of Jane, Book Seven,”
was to create a vehicle for expressing, in its most vibrant
form, adolescent energy. Since I knew I would also be
directing “Jane,” I wrote with a directorial challenge in
mind as well: no set, no props, no mechanical sound
effects; just actors, light, and a space. My production of
‘Jane,” in order to fulfill both my writing and directing
goals, ended up being a very physical piece. Using a lot of
improvisation and calling on student expertise whenever
possible, our version of “Jane” had actors marching in
formations, chanting and singing, beating out rhythms of
the floor and on themselves, and climbing on one another.

I’m telling you this for two reasons: first, I hope you, too,
will try to achieve these goals as you produce “Jane” - to
make the show an expression of adolescent energy and to
create the play without using props, sets or mechanical
sound effects.

My second reason for including this note is to justify my
intentionally sparse stage directions. The script might have
been several pages longer and included diagrams and music
if 1 had wished to detail precisely how I directed “The
Chronicles of Jane, Book Seven.” However, my wish is
that every director and cast who undertakes “Jane” will
start as we did: with a concept, with a few words, with a
willingness to display as many talents and exciting ideas as
a cooperative group can discover. Let no “Jane” look like
another.



DEDICATION

To My Niece Maren
Who Died Young While ‘Jane” Was Being Born.
The Energy of Her Life Inspired Us.



CHARACTERS

JANE

NORMAN

MRS. SNIPERLY
NYMPHS OF SLUMBER
COMPUTER
STEWART

CECELIA

TIME
PROCRASTINATION
GROUPIES A-R
GROUPIES 1-26
JAZZ GROUPIES 1-4

If one were to cast “Jane” with a separate actor for each
character in the play (with four Nymphs of Slumber), the
cast size would be 59. However, the play lends itself well
to doubling and tripling of characters, so the show can
successfully be produced using as few as 30 actors. The
gender of most of the characters is also flexible.



THE CHRONICLES OF JANE, BOOK SEVEN

(The stage is empty except for an eight foot tall
book, downstage right. On its cover, ornately
printed:  “The Chronicles of Jane.” Under dim
light, the cast enters from the wings. They walk
to center stage and kneel in three tight rows,
running upstage to downstage. They raise their
hands and begin to bum as the lghts come up
slowly. Jane rises from wupstage of the rows and
settles, cross-legged, atop the hands. She seems to
Sloat along this bumming river of hands; two
attendants walk beside ber, providing balance.
When the cast has passed her to the front of the
bLnes, Jane is lowered so she can stand in front of
the rows. She claps ber bands once. The
bumming stops. Jane looks straight out at the
andience. She is wearing an orange and yellow
te-dyed sundress; other cast members are also in
te-dye--purple, blue and white shorts, long-sleeved
shirts, and knee-pads. After a moment, Jane

speaks.)

JANE. 1 am... (The hands come down suddenby,
thumping like a drum.) Jane. (The cast beats twice on the floor.)
One-two-three-four.

(The cast begins to chant ‘J-]-]-]” in time to the
cadence Jane has just established. Using crisp,
unison formations, the group makes a ‘v” with
Jane, still downstage center, as the tip. When the
Jormation bas been completed, the cast thrusts its
hands in the air and shouts “Jane!”)
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JANE (wn). Do it.

(The “v” collapses back into kines. Jane runs to
the back of the group and climbs on the shoulders
of several cast members. Standing high, she
proclaims herself again.)

JANE (wn). 1 am...

(She falls forward, landing in the arms of the rest
of the cast, bereafier referred to as Groupies.)

GROUPIES (as she falls). Janel (As they flip her over
to land seated in the arms of her Groupies) Jaaaanel
JANE. Nice to meet... me.

(The Groupies beat out a cadence on their bodies
as they move into a semi drcle around Jane.
During this next pattered segment, they fill in the
space between stangas with drumming, produced
on the floor or on their bodies. Jane dances
during these sections, the epitome of confidence.)

JANE (wnt). The name is plain, I am aware,
But don’t you be mistaken.
I’'m sixteen years chock full of nerve
and nowhere near to breaking.

I’m five foot five, 2 hundred and twelve
Every bit of it solid as steel.

My brain’s on fire with sparking thoughts
You better know I’'m the real deal.

This stage is mine for the next small bit
And I’ve got a story to tell,
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And if you don’t like it, well, listen to this,
Take your ticket straight down to...

ALL. Janel

JANE. Enough of the noise,
Enough of the beat;
You’ve had the hors d’oeuvres -
Now I'll serve the meat.

(Silence. Jane crosses to the book. The stage goes
dim except for the light on the book and on
Groupie A.)

GROUPIE A (o the audience).  Ladies and
Gentlemen, I ask for your reverence. Jane is about to open
one of this century’s most important documents - The
Chronicles of Jane. Within the covers of this magnificent
book one can find tales of horror and delight, evoking
every conceivable emotion from the lowest depression to
the highest ecstasy. These volumes do not document a
world, a nation, nor even a community. No, The Jane
Chronicles are by and about one person, one colossal
figure on the American landscape: Jane. Consider yourself
among the fortunate few in history to witness this
moment.

(As the Groupies sing a wordless song of awe,
Jane opens the ‘front cover,” revealing that the
book is actually a box. Jane begins to take out
and leaf through several smaller books from inside
the box; all are replicas of the large book.)

GROUPIE 1. Jane, will we tell them of your first
battle with your brother, the Evil Stewart?



JANE. Book Two of the Jane Chronicles, verses
five through fifty-five. Stewart eats dust. No. That will
not be the story tonight.

GROUPIE 2. What of the great journey to Wal-
Mart and the return of the heinous flared pants?

JANE. A worthy tale, a lusty tale, a frightening
tale, indeed. But no. That will not be the story tonight.

GROUPIE 3. Oh, Jane, let us tell them of your
struggle against the almost-unmentionable, the dark and
disgusting, the loathsome Monique.

ALL (spétting out the word). Monique!

JANE. The whole of Book Four of the Jane
Chronicles, devoted to my battle with that almost-
unmentionable hag. Nay. That will not be the story
tonight.

GROUPIE 4. How about... ?

JANE. Silence, my minions! I feel the story well
up in me like mozzarella boiling on a pizza pie. Tonight -
Book Seven of the Chronicles of Jane: The Term Paper.

(A general scream and bush from the group.)

GROUPIE 5. Do you think they can handle it,
Janer

GROUPIE 6. They look a little feeble for that
one, don’t you think?

GROUPIE 7. I'm not sure I feel quite up to it
myself.

JANE. We will begin. We have not come to
coddle. We will beginl (The Groupies begin to mouve, getting into
Dplaces to form Jane’s room. They freeze when they hear Jane say her
nexct words; some of them try to hide.) Who will be my stand-in?
You?

GROUPIE 8. Ah, Jane, I did it the last time; my
ankle is just a little tender.
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JANE. You?

GROUPIE 9. My mother really would rather I
didn’t, Jane. Sorry.

JANE. Who will be my stand-in?

(The group looks around, uncomfortable.)

JANE (wn7). Drop down, all of you who are
cowards!] Drop down, and let those remaining be they
who would nse to the lofty standard required of a Jane
proxyl Drop down, cowards!

(Al drop. Silence for a beat, then Norman
enters.)

NORMAN. I’'m here, I’'m here. 1 know I’m late,
but let me tell you why. See, I was on my way over when
this bus crossed right in front of me and, you wouldn’t
believe it, but 2 monkey jumped out the window, right
onto the front of my car. Seriously. (Crossing to Jane)
Janey, hi. Listen, I even got that drum stuff down. Look.
(He starts to beat out the cadence, but Jane silences bim with a hand
on his shoulder) What? (He looks around - everyome is staring at
bim.) What?

JANE. Brave and noble soul.

NORMAN. Oh, yeah? (Jane strips off her dress with
a single swipe and hands it to Norman.) Whoa. What’d you do
that for?

JANE. Wear this with pride, noble Norman.

NORMAN. Wear it? (Dawning reakigation.) Oh,
no, I’'m not doing this. (The Groupies cheer and gather around
Norman, congratulating him. Several quickly pull bim offstage,
despite bis protests. Meanwbile, two Groupies bave put a new dress
on Jane, identical to the one she just took off)) Whoa, wait a
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minute! I’'m a guy - this is against the law. You can’t do
this!

JANE (oser Norman). We will beginl (The Groupies
move, accompanted by a cadence, into position to begin.  They form
the walls, the desk, the chair, and so on. Throughout the play, the
group moves 1o represent what Jane narrates. They become the sets
and the characters suggested by ber words.) Has the scene been
readied?

GROUPIES. Ready!

JANE. Sound off.

GROUPIE B. Wall.

GROUPIE C. Wall.

GROUPIE D. Wall.

GROUPIE E. Chair, wooden, sturdy. A couple
of screws loose.

GROUPIE F. Wall.

GROUPIE G. Wall.

GROUPIES H AND 1 (full of cheerful energy). Here
she sleeps, here she dreams, here she lays her lovely head.
We’re just honored, pleased as punch, to be our Janey’s
comfy bed.

GROUPIE . Wall.

GROUPIE K. Wall.

GROUPIE L. Wall.

GROUPIES M AND N (dull as dir). We are
Jane’s desk.

GROUPIE M. We have no cutesy thyme.

GROUPIE N. We’re just the desk.

GROUPIE M. You can wiite on us.

GROUPIE N. You can stand on us.

GROUPIES M AND N. We’re just the desk.

TIME. One clock here. I’ll say more later.

GROUPIE O. Wall.

GROUPIE P. Wall.
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GROUPIE Q. I am a 2x4 in the wall, a support
beam, thus making me a stud. Grr.

COMPUTER (This kne should be modified to reflect the
current technology). One computer. Gateway E-3200 450.
Intel Pentium III Processor, 450 MegaHertz with 512 K
Cache. 6.8 Gigabytes 5400RPM Ultra Hard Drive, and a
fully functionally joy stick. Need I go on? I don’t think so.

GROUPIE R. And I am the power cord for the
computer. Here is my three-prong adapter where I attach
to the floor. I know what you’re thinking. You’re
thinking, big deal, a power cord. Well, let me tell you
something. I’'m important. I am integral to this
production. You’ll seel You just waitl You’ll see, all of
youl I may just lie here most of the time with my prongs
stuck in the floor, but you’ll seel

ALL REMAINING GROUPIES PLAYING
THE WALL. Walll

(Jane starts to read from Book Seven of the Jane
Chronicles.  Clearly, she knows the text well
enongh that she can often debver long passages
without reading.)

JANE. I am in my room. (She pauses, waiting for
Norman's appearance.) 1 am in my room! (Norman is suddenky
pushed on stage, wearing the ‘Jane dress,” looking extremely
reluctant) 1 am in my room, feeling the weight of my
situation chain me to my desk.

NORMAN. Jane? (He crosses to her, extremely self-
conscious,) 1 don’t want to be your stand-in.

JANE. Norman, do you have any idea what a
privilege it is to be me?

NORMAN. Well...

JANE. I am Janel

ALL. Janel
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JANE. Say it, Norman! Feel the power!

NORMAN. I am... really embarrassed.

JANE. Iam Janel

ALL. Jane!

NORMAN. Janey, look...

JANE (grabbing him). Norman, at last count over
thirty-seven thousand people in eighteen countries wanted
to be me.

NORMAN. That’s, uh, pretty impressive, Jane.

JANE. The power of me is electric, Norman.
Take it. I have more than enough to share.

NORMAN. Oh, I get that sense. Yes.

JANE. Be me, Norman! Be mel!

NORMAN. I am very close to being convinced.

JANE. Khneel, Norman! (She pushes him to bis knees.
She takes ber book and “dubs” him with i) Norman, by the
power and authonty of Jane, I hereby dub you my
surrogate, and grant you all the privileges and feelings that
come with that illustrious position. ($he drops the book and
pulls bim to her.) Will you take it, Norman? Will you?

NORMAN. Yes! Yes! Oh, Jane, yes!

(She pushes him away; he lands in a heap on the
Sloor, entirely daged and spent.  Jane crosses back
lo where she was and continues the marration.
This time, Norman attacks the part with gusto,
energetically acting out what Jane dictates.)

JANE. It is night. Oh, the agony of my situation!
I cry to the gods, “How could you? Oh, why have I been
so cursed?” (Ewery time Jane quotes herself, Norman mouths the
words) 1 feel as if I am chained to my desk with the
shackles of my responsibility. The paperl

ALL. The paper!

JANE. The paper!
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ALL. The paper!

JANE. The ever-accursed paper. A specter arises
behind me - vile, insistent, breath reeking of coffee and
chives, the bane of my existence - Mrs. Sniperly. “Mrs.
Snipetly!” I cry to the specter, “why must we do this?”
And she replies...

MRS. SNIPERLY (formed by Mrs. Sniperly and
Groupies 10-12). Well, Jane, why must anyone do anything?
Growth requires challenges, and, as your teacher, my
mandate is to encourage growth through challenges.

JANE. “Nol!” I scream. “Be gone, wretched
specter!” But still, it speaks further.

MRS. SNIPERLY. When you have accomplished
the writing of this paper, I feel that you will look back on
the experience with satisfaction, knowing that you have
tackled a tough task and overcome it.

JANE. And then she begins to torture me with
The Dreaded and Awful Requirements.

MRS. SNIPERLY. The topic of the paper is The
Moral Dilemma of Huckleberry Finn and Its Relationship
to Current Day Situations. Length: 2500-3000 words.
Your thesis should be found at the end of the first
paragraph. All paragraphs should consist of at least seven
complete sentences...

JANE. On and on the specter spouts her
incessant list - requirement after requirement, stinging,
slapping, jabbing, bumning.

GROUPIE 10. Complete sentences, Jane.

GROUPIE 11. Back up your thesis.

GROUPIE 12. Appropriate diction.

GROUPIE 10. No spelling errors, Janey.

GROUPIE 11. Cortrect punctuation.

GROUPIE 12. Cite your page numbers, Jane.
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JANE. “Be gone, foul spirits; for the love of all
that is holy, leave me in peacel” I plead. But no. Instead,
the specter speaks on:

MRS. SNIPERLY. Remember, Jane, the paper is
the final major grade of both the marking period and the
year. Given your marks thus far, you've placed quite a lot
of pressure on this project. But you’ll come through. It’s
due Friday morning, without fail. And Jane...

JANE. “Don’tl” I plead. “Don’t say it; not... the
word.” 1 hear it coming like a bullet train down the tracks,
like a bowling ball down the lane. And I am tied to those
tracks. And I am the number one pinl “Please don’t say
1t]” But she does.

MRS. SNIPERLY. ... don’t procrastinate.

ALL (moving in to surround Norman as they chani).
Procrastinate, procrastinate, procrastinate, procrastinate.

JANE. Noooool

MRS. SNIPERLY. Because if you procrastinate...

ALL. Procrastinate, procrastinate, procrastinate,
procrastinate.

MRS. SNIPERLY. ... you may (sudden change in the
speech and the nature of the Sniperly Specter, becoming menacing) fail
the paper and the class and all chances of success will swirl
into the sewer and you, Jane, will be finished!

JANE. “Save mel” 1 scream to whatever god
might listen. “Oh, save me, save mel” The specter
dissolves (As Mrs. Sniperly fades away, all of the other Groupies
return to their positions as fixtures in Jane's room.) and 1 am
thankful for that, but nothing can melt the icy realization
that the paper still lies before me, not a word done, and the
deadline looms a mere ten hours away. I sit in dazed
silence, then reach for the on button of my computer. As
I turn it on and it boots up, I hear and sense a sinister
presence, far off but palpable, drawing ever nearer: Time.
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TIME (with others). Tick-tock, tick-tock, tick-tock,
tick-tock.

JANE. I tumn to the computer, ignoring the sound
and the sense of impending time, using all of my will to
focus on the words in front of me. I type.

COMPUTER. The Moral Dilemma of
Huckleberry Finn and Its Relationship to Current Day
Situations.

JANE (oser the sound of the computer). The words as
they appear on the screen soothe my disquieted spirit for a
moment. I feel ennobled by the work, hopeful that, yes, I
will conquer after all.

COMPUTER. A Report by Jane.

JANE. T sit back and read what I have written,
pleased. I have a title. If I can only persevere, I will soon
have more words, and then more, and more, until I am
finished. I hear singing, a celebration of my name, and I
let it engulf me in a pleasing reverie.

NYMPHS OF SLUMBER (as ¢f singing a radso ad for
soap, adrca 1930). Janey, Janey, Janey, Jane,

Too much work makes you insane,
You should get some sleep right no-ow.

Janey, Janey, pretty one,

The moon is up and not the sun,

You should get some sleep right no-ow.
Do-do-do-do do-do-do...

JANE (over the do-doing). The Nymphs of Slumber
have come, surrounding me, wafting their pleasing sounds
like the mild scent of vanilla. My eyes begin to close. 1
almost surrender to their wiles, but far, far away, I can still
hear Time.

TIME (and others). Tick-tick, tick-tick, tick-tick...

JANE. Time, marching ever closer. 1 awake
suddenly, dispelling the Nymphs of Slumber. “Be gone,

17



Nymphs! T’ll not cavort with you until my work here is
done.” I return to my computer, but something has
happened. The words I had written before, about which I
had felt vast accomplishment, now seem to mock me.

COMPUTER. The Moral Dilemma of
Huckleberry Finn and Its Relationship to Current Day
Situations. A Report by Jane.

(The room erupts in derisive laughter. Sections of
the wall ridicule Norman-as-Jane as he runs
around the room, looking for escape.)

WALL SECTION 1. A report? It’s a stupid title,
that’s alll

WALL SECTION 2. Only twenty-five hundred
more words to go, Janey!

WALL SECTION 3. What do you know about
the moral dilemma of Huckleberry Finn? What do you
care?

WALL SECTION 4. What are you going to write
next, Janey, huh?

JANE. And Time creeps closer and closer. I can
hear the demon whispering in my ear:

TIME. Nine hours, four minutes, twelve seconds
left, Jane. Eleven seconds. Ten seconds. Tick-tock, tick-
tock.

JANE. Think! I urge myself. You just need a
beginning, some sort of angle... just one good idea. The
ideas begin to come, but, one by one, they are killed.

GROUPIE 13. Okay, we could start like this:
Huckleberry Finn is a character filled with conflict. The
most important conflict that faces him is...

GROUPIE 14 (wery sarcasti). Oh, that’s bolliant.
That'll definitely work. Oh, yeah - that’s just the way to
go.
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GROUPIE 15. How about this:
There once was a boy named Huck
His pap didn’t...

GROUPIE 16. Censor that! Filthl Sicknessl!
Thank you so much for your contribution to the downfall
of American morals.

GROUPIE 17. How about beginning with a
personal experience? Like, “When I was about Huck
Finn’s age, I had a dog named Bluebird.”

(The Groupies raise their thumbs as if in favor of
the idea, then suddenly turn their thumbs down

and give it a big raspberry.)

GROUPIE 18. Here it is: If Huckleberry Finn
were my friend, here is the advice I would give him. And
then I make the whole paper into this letter to Huck, this
real personal thing. (Groupie 19 walks over to her as she
speaks,) What do you think? And at the end, I sign it,
Your Good Friend, Jane. Huh? Huh? What do you say?

(Groupte 19 punches 18 in the stomach, then
steps on her toe, then delivers a mighty blow to the
chin, sending ber flying back into her place in the
wall. The rest of the Groupies add appropriate
sound effects.)

JANE. Nothing occurs to me. The angels of
inspiration have apparently folded their golden wings (bird
call sound effect) and croaked (loud bekh). Then, I hear the
voice I both despise and adore.

PROCRASTINATION (@ boy, very handsome).
Hiya, Janey.

JANE. Procrastination!

PROCRASTINATION. You hungry, sweetheart?
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JANE. “I.. I am feeling a bit... famished, come to
think of it,” I say. My resolve is weakening in the face of
my arch-friend, my beloved enemy, Procrastination.

PROCRASTINATION. Tl tell you what. Why
don’t we... ?

(Norman-as-Jane has been getting increasingly
bothered by Procrastination’s aggressive romantic
advances. When Procrastination skps bis arm
around him, Norman can bear it no longer.)

NORMAN (making a time out sign with bis hands).
Uh, Jane? Jane?

JANE. Norman, what are you doing?

NORMAN (% Procrastination). Back away from
me. Go lie down. Jane, I feel extremely privileged to be
you, I want you to know that. But this... this is really not
working well for me, this particular part.  Could
Procrastination be played by, you know, a girl?

(Jane looks to Procrastination, questioning.)

PROCRASTINATION. Wouldn’t hurt my
feelings. He’s ugly.

JANE. Okay. But no more substitutions.

NORMAN. Oh, no. No, no. Just this one.

JANE (to a Groupie). Cecelia, would you... ?

(Cecelia comes over and puts her arm around
Norman, as Procrastination bhad been trying to
earlier. She obviously bas no problem with the
role.)

NORMAN. Oh, this is a lot better. Thanks, Jane.
JANE. Can we go on?
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