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CHAPTER I 

INTRODUCTION 

This paper is not comprised of sources that lead the reader to 

finding a category for the text. This thesis is the honest process of 

one artist's understanding of self and his life's work. Other theories 

are referred to merely as part of my continuing reflection and study. 

After ten years of performing commerciaUzed scripts, I became 

proficient at the basic skill of acting and was bored with the task. I 

"took a swing" at directing, and it too was fulfilling in the beginning; 

again I felt left out of the creative process. Although I was creating a 

message, it was not my message. 

I began writing monologues and plays in 1987, which led me to 

a psychiatrist's office. In turn, that led me to ask what I wanted 

from the venue of theatre. The answer was "self exploration." This 

answer has since remained the same. 

I have feelings about art. I have ideas about theatre. I have 

motives in performance. The freedom to speak and express in art 

allows these creative and stylized ideas within to become tangible on 

the "stage." Performance makes personal existence justifiable and 

shows the audience the truth that lives in each of us. Performance is 

the result of who I am and a window of whom I will become. This 

continual exploration of self is why I beHeve that God allows me to 

do what I do. 



CHAPTER II 

IDEAS FOR SOLO PERFORMANCE 

While working as an actor, I became disillusioned with the 

inconsistencies of performance values that audiences were accepting. 

I found no gratification in theatrical jargon and the "thespian" st\le 

of socialization. In this artistic soul searching, I have learned the 

importance of individuality, and I found that I had more than one 

individual inside of me. 

My father once told me that it was all right to be neurotic, as 

long as the neurosis had a home. In 1989 I decided that I would 

build "a home for my neurosis." I wrote my first one-man show. 

Decadence of Flying. I sold the work at an auction for the American 

Cancer Society. I performed in the buyer's home to an audience of 

sixty people, ages forty-five years and older. For transitions, Fritz 

Maquio played the accordion between each of the eight pieces. The 

entire performance lasted approximately fifty minutes. The illusion 

was that each piece was happening simultaneously in a fifteen-

minute period. 

This began my quest of the "One-Man Show" concept of theatre. 

Through this style of performance, I hoped to ignite in the audience a 

new perception of self and bring closer to people the idea of free, 

stylized expression in the terms of theatre and in the form of 

"psycho-introspection." 

My own use of "psycho-introspection" lead to this thesis 

project. I'm On a Log is a collection of eight performance pieces. 
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Each piece is the development of a one-person, multi-character 

performance that explores the cormnentary of the moment. Further, 

it is a voyeuristic approach to storytelling in which the performer is 

both the "peeping Tom" and the participant-what I call "Monster 

Acting." 



CHAPTER III 

CREATIVE PROCESS 

Irony has become the prevalent performance 
attitude, and is more often seen today than the 
raw emotional intensity and sincerity of earlier 
work. (Champagne, p.xii) 

There are two types of commentaries in LOG which develop 

into two monster acting styles. Each monologue grew from the 

circumstances in which it was conceived. The first four characters 

were inspired by real people. 

"Breona" is based on a woman whom I met on a flight to 

Lubbock one summer. I have always found that, while traveling on 

an airplane, I have an undying need to write. I think that it has to 

do with the fact that I am defying nature by flying in a tin can with 

large jets attached to its sides. I write so that I can divert my 

attention from the possibility that the plane may fall out of the sky 

at any moment. The woman who inspired "Breona" was sitting 

directly across from me. She had no problems with telling me her 

life story. As she spoke to me, I began to write. 

I only gave her enough attention to keep her talking. At the 

beginning of our conversation I asked her what she did for a living, 

and she said that she was a beautician. I told her that my sister was 

also a beautician, and from that moment on I could not get her to 

stop talking. I believe that the reason that people divulge so much 

personal information while on a plane is the fear factor involved in 

flying. By the end of the fifty-minute fhght from Dallas to Lubbock 
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I had seven pages of dialogue that became my primary source for 

"Breona." 

"Perry" is a based on a man that I knew as a youth. As a child 

my father took me to the Will Rogers CoUseum in Fort Worth, Texas, 

to see the Golden Gloves boxing competition every year. There was a 

man named "Perry" that sold programs at the entrance to the 

coliseum. He also attended the same church that we did. Perry had 

cerebral palsy; his speech and body movements were spastic. I 

remember being a littie afraid of him and asked my father if he was 

dumb or crazy. My father said, "No, he's not dumb or crazy, he just 

moves and talks a littie different than we do." My dad told me to go 

up and talk to him the next time we saw him. 

I did. I was astounded at this man's sense of humor and his 

ability to make me feel completely comfortable in his presence. That 

was the beginning of one of the most influential relationships of my 

life. Perry would tell me to imitate him. He said that he wanted to 

see what he looked like. At the age of seven I began to imitate my 

friend. Once he laughed at me so hard that he fell down. My dad 

told me not to make him laugh so hard. I had always wanted to do a 

monologue for Perry, to pay homage to him and the influence that he 

had on me. "Perry" was written while I was on a plane flight from 

New York to Dallas. I wondered what it would be like for Perry if he 

were on a fhght, thus creating "Perry" for performance. 

"Airbrush" and "Howard Gindoff' are people that I met in Los 

Angeles in the summer of 1994. 



I had gone to Los Angeles, to inquire about some work. A 

friend hves in a bungalow in West Hollywood, making Uving quarters 

tight in proximity to the neighbor's dwellings. During my visit 1 

spent a majority of my time on the front porch of the bungalow, 

reading, writing and pondering my existence. The second day of m\' 

visit was filled by "Howard Gindoff," who Hved in the bungalow next 

door to where I was staying. My portrayal of him, as well as the 

dialogue and costume are extremely close to his actual person. The 

only thing that he talked about was how the person who lived in the 

apartment that I was staying in had called him an "idiot Jew" to his 

face and how he really did not have much feeling about it. He 

thought of himself as the ultimate "Groovy Dude" and lacked a sense 

of reahty. 

The very next day I was graced by a visit from the man that 

had called "Howard Gindoff an "idiot Jew" to his face. His name was 

Alan. He was an effeminate fellow, oozing with sex appeal and was 

in desperate search for his cat, "Airbrush." During our conversation I 

foimd out that Alan had lived in the bungalow that I was staying in 

before my friend had moved in. He had moved up the road because 

his rent had gone up six percent. He struck me as a passionate 

person that had more commitment to his sexuality and his cat 

"Airbrush" than he had for conscious reahty. 

Encounters led me to character development making choices 

for the character 's physiological appearance and disposition in 

relation to their given environment. Their speech patterns are not 

replicated verbatim but are broken down to evolve obsessive 
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objectives; thus manifesting monster acting. 

For example, "Breona" wants to feel skinny and thin; "Perry" 

wants to share his world view; "Airbrush" wants affection; and 

"Howard Gindoff" wants to express his feehngs about "not having 

feelings." My objective is to have my audience connect the character 

on stage to a relationship in their past and to agree that everyone 

has met extraordinarily strange people. These characters are 

cartoon-like, and yet they are real and alive. They speak their own 

truths. 

The last four monologues ~ "The Pope," "Wrong," "The Nature 

of a Dog," and "Busted for Being Alone" -come from a type of 

transference. When I hear of a person's predicament, I will focus on 

the thought of my being in that person's situation and will adjust the 

story to suit the needs and objectives of the monologue/performance. 

The physiological disposition of the characters is outiined by the text 

and defined by the performer. 

After the funeral of my aunt in the fall of 1993, I had a six 

hour car ride back to Lubbock during which to reflect on the event. 

"The Pope" was written as a result of my imagining what it might 

have been like for me to offer my condolences to my uncle on the 

death of his wife. 

I wrote "Wrong" in May of 1993. One night I saw a man sitting 

in his truck alone in the parking lot of a convenience store. He was 

looking in his rear view mirror, talking to himself. I was sitting in 

the passenger seat of the car that was parked next to him. Both of 

our windows were down. The only thing that I ever heard him say 
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was, "Julie is gomg to have my balls," and "I am too old for this shit, 

man." I could not help but laugh at this man's remorse for what he 

had done, so 1 went home and began to write. I thought of what 

could make a man so paranoid and despondent. I remembered that 

he did not look like a "party guy"; actually he looked a Uttle on the 

"red neck conservative" side. He looked as if he had been to a poker 

party. Perhaps he had a few beers, and possibly he had smoked a 

Uttie pot for the first time in a long time. Maybe his wife Julie did 

not like his friends to begin with, and she did not agree with 

recreational partying. 

"The Nature of a Dog" comes from partial recall from my own 

past and part from observing a lazy dog laying on a sofa outside of a 

country store. I saw this dog one hot afternoon in south Texas. He 

was lying on a large sofa, watching people walk by, letting children 

pat him and pull on his long ears. He appeared quite harmless, when 

suddenly he saw a small cat dart under a parked car. He 

transformed into an "assassin." With great precision and strength he 

naturally moved from the sofa, circled the automobile where the 

small cat was hiding. With lightning speed the dog lunged under the 

car and re-emerged with the cat in his mouth. The dog shook the cat 

vigorously, but only for the briefest moment. He dropped the cat on 

the ground, smelled it to make sure that it was dead, and then 

resumed his harmless position on the sofa. I watched this action 

with amazement, as one animal exercised his nature. As shocking as 

it was, it all seemed completely natural. I then recalled my past and 

thought of various hunting expeditions in which I had participated. 
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I thought of the first time that I saw a dead deer and the events that 

came before and after. Then I took the physical disposition of the 

dog on the sofa and focused on his objective and thought of him as a 

man. The dog did not deny his nature by killing the cat; he is only a 

dog. 

The monologue "Busted for Being Alone" was written while in 

the class. Studies in the Production of Pre-Modem Drama, in the 

Spring, 1993. A person in the class was discussing the topic of job 

termination for reasons of sexual misconduct and how an 

administrative person at school had been asked to resign for these 

reasons. I asked with whom was this person demonstrating the 

misconduct. The reply was, "He wasn't demonstrating sexual 

misconduct with anyone; he was caught in his office alone." This 

provoked in me the thought of how people see masturbation as 

"unnatural," or wrong. I began writing, and by the class's end, I had 

"Busted for Being Alone." 

In the last four monologues, I reveal more of myself as the 

artist. I do not use the same acting style that I used in the first four. 

The objective in the last four is to apply conventional patterns of 

"topical realism," relating to the audience on an interpersonal level 

through my own personal perspective on experiences and opinions. 

The objective in the performance is to exhibit eight stylized 

pieces in the form of dramatic soliloquies that present comedic irony 

and provoke introspective thought in the audience. The subject 

matter is illustrated through archetypal narrative, which breaks the 

barrier of fear that the American culture has about topics such as 
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masturbation, drug use, homosexuahty and phobias/insecurities. 

Artists must continue to apply the craft of performance and to 

provoke audiences to engage in a psychological introspection. The 

presence of the performer alleviates guilt on the part of the viewer. 

The formerly passive audience member is now able to participate in 

what is usually categorized as "abstract, surreal" and, at times, 

"perverse" thoughts. This is the goal of my performance. 

People are products of their past. This past in contemporary 

culture is built greatly around the "mechanical monster called 

television." Many, if not all, of our first experiences as audience 

members were and are molded by the television screen. I grew up 

watching cartoons and shows like "The Three Stooges;" this past is 

reflected in my acting style. It is animated, reality-based conflict, 

characters consist of unreal elements, thus becoming grotesquely 

honest for the audience and, eventually, participants. 

Life is sustained by heartbeats. The drums that I use in the 

performance of Log are meant to project the pulse of the piece. This 

live pulse stimulates the audience to a point beyond modern, 

electronic, synthesized intervention and defines the primitive 

intention of the performance. 
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CHAPTER IV 

REHEARSAL PROCESS 

This style of performance is the result of a creative impulse 

that is defined in personal terms. I have attempted to investigate 

other styles and theories of peformance. A teacher in New York who 

had studied in Poland with Jerzy Grotowski revealed the Stanislavski 

System to me. After some personal apphcation of the Stanislavsky 

approach, I began to feel that his emphasis on character produced 

wasted thought in the actor. My interpretation of the Stanislavski 

approach to character was that the actor must first stimulate an 

emotional response (sense recall) and then let that psychological 

stimulus stimulate a valid (truthful) physical response. The physical 

response may be in the form of a physiological response, thus 

creating realistic characters. 

As an audience member, I began to notice enormous 

inconsistencies in performance due to the application of the 

American interpretation of The Stanislavski Method. An actor cannot 

continually replicate an emotion from scene to scene, much less night 

after night, without exhausting all spontaneity of faculties. This style 

requires too much focus in one area, depleting needed energy from 

other manifestations of physical concentration. 

A dancer can successfully replicate choreographed movements 

and extemahze the emotion of the piece at each performance. An 

actor who replicates a movement night after night while internalizing 

an emotion through recall wiU not effectively communicate with an 
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audience. The physicalization of the emotion can come first as 

illustration. The psychological emotion then naturally arises and 

attaches itself to the physical movement. 

Vsevolod Meyerhold's Theatre of the Grotesque was intriguing 

to me when I first discovered it in a graduate theatre course at Texas 

Tech University. In general, it is a 

genre of low comedy in l i terature, music and 
t h e plas t ic a r t s . Grotesque usual ly implies 
something hideous and strange, a humorous work 
which with no apparent logic combines the most 
dissimilar elements by ignoring their details and 
relying on its own originality, and its capricious, 
mocking attitude to life, (Braun, p . 137) 

Although the "Grotesque" acting style is applicable to the style 

that I use~"larger than life"~it was not specific to the solo 

performance. 

"Monster acting" is based on the ideology that identifiable 

psychological impulses on the part of the actor lead directiy to the 

experience of believability and, eventually, catharsis for the 

audience. This end can be achieved through means of a three-part 

rehearsal process. 

The first step in the rehearsal formula is reading the text. The 

actor must vocalize the script without punctuation of any kind 

(including capitalization). This allows the actor to learn the dialogue 

of the character in free style, with emphasis removed. All words 

within the text are given the same weight and force the text into one, 

"inflectionless" level. This style is rehearsed aloud until the actor can 

deUver the piece rapidly in a monotone, taking away preconceiv ed 
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word association and allowing the actor to free the memory of text 

and give focus to the physical possibiUties. 

The second step of the process requires the actor to recite the 

text facing a mirror, again in a rapid-fire monotone. After the first 

vocal run-through, the actor then intemahzes the text, as he purely 

physicalizes the composition. This is accomplished through 

exaggerated facial expressions and full body movements. This non-

vocal rehearsal continues until the actor can successfully convey the 

piece through physicalization of emotion only. These movements 

should be external. This step of the process can be repeated until the 

moment of performance. 

The last level in the rehearsal process is a combination of the 

first two steps. The vocal and physical delivery of the text is 

magnified into a caricature through melodramatic satire. The mirror 

may or may not be used in this action. The actor must not be 

inhibited in any way, but instead allow all ideas and feelings to flow 

while "performing" the monologue/script as explosive and ridiculous 

and necessary. 

Monster acting will emerge in rehearsal and re-emerge in 

performance if the actor allows this process to evolve through the 

text, mind, voice and body. This is a conscious effort but will 

eventually develop into a subconscious reaction to the text. 
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CHAPTER V 

THE TEXT : I'M ON A LOG 

The dialogue in these scripts is written for performance 

purposes and, therefore, some elements are not grammatically 

correct. 

"Breona" 

(Breona making her way down dark isle. Texas beautician, pissed. 

She is dressed in black stirrup pants, red sweat shirt with puff paint 

hearts, white Kedes tennis shoes with colorful painted designs, she 

wears a strawberry blonde wig w/a chip clip large silver purse, tiny 

bottie of wine. ) Excuse me - pardon me, I pay full coach fair -

excuse me -1 mean I was in 36-F when the plane took off. After we 

were in the air Mr. Anorexia decides he wants his assigned seat. This 

is ridiculous. God, I feel nauseated. He didn't need that seat. If he 

wanted to look out the window during take-off, well, he should have 

ordered that seat when he bought the ticket. I feel sick. Excuse me. 

I can't see a thing. Is this row twelve? Where is G.? This is the 

flight to Amarillo, isn't it? Good. I was hopin' it was. Get her please. 

Get her. Miss. Is anyone assigned to seat 36-F back there? Well, 

yes, I know someone is sitting there, (looks back at seat, sees no 

one) Well, no one's in it now. (defeated) Well if he wanted to look 

out the window, why didn't he request a window seat when he 

bought his ticket? Huh? I know, I know. Well, if Mr. Jenny Craig 

moves for some reason, can that be mine? Thank you. 
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Oh...oh...oh, oh, oh,... get her... get her...Barbie! I feel sick; can I please 

get a drink? Anythmg. Give me a-Mary. Amary. A Bloody-Nlar\! 

How much...two dollars? Two dollars for fuU price coach. Ridiculous. 

Bring me two then. Is it in those tiny botties? Good. I save them. 

(digging through purse for money, several small bottles, chewing 

gum, Saratoga cigarettes) Are you from Amarillo? Really, why, I 

know some people from Tahoka. You probably don't know *um. 

They're kinda hackers. I guess it's kinda hard to be a hacker from 

Tahoka since there aren't any trees up there. Flat land, pretty 

sunsets though. Guess that's why they call it God's country. Maybe. 

Huh? Oh, their name is Mosser. M-O-S-S-E-R. It's German I c h U b o 

dish. Well, you're not missin a thing, (looking out window) The world 

is rotating while I'm flying. It's almost romantic. I'm like an angel 

for a second, lookin out this littie round window, across those clouds 

so soft, seein the sun without that ground glare, you know that 

ground glare? You know, it comes up under your face, off the 

ground. Just seeing colors that you don't see from the ground. 

Knowin' inside all that beauty and color, Death. Death inside all that, 

makes you think doesn't it? Does me. I am an angel in this tin can. 

It's like a sneak preview of the rapture. Probably. I mean if it really 

is all that physical...the rapture. I wonder what would happen, I 

mean, I know it sounds corny, but what would that pilot say, do you 

suppose, if some nutso blew up the world while we were in the air? 

I mean disintegrated it to smithereens. What do you suppose would 

happen to us? Right! Agreed. Who gives a shit what the poht would 

say. Most people say, "well, if I knew the plane was going down, I'd 

15 



grab the closest thing or person and I'd well you know do the big 

nasty." Those statistics are taken from all those homy toad men. It is 

a man's world you know. Bastards. Huh? No, not you, those men, 

remember in the 70s, why flying was like going to a "Tit Bar." Well, I 

don't know anything about them. I don't; but I have heard my 

brother call them that, "Tit Bars." My brother, not Stephen; Stephen 

is my husband. It seems, (giggling) It was so funny when we got 

married. Why Stephen had never slept with anyone, and I had only 

slept with 6 guys, that counted. Nerves, nerves that first night; even 

the next morning he was still just shaking nerves. He has this littie 

problem. He had well, he had had, has, he he, quicker than 

premature ejaculation. Not quicker than premature ajactulation, just 

premature ejaculation. That was it; I mean that is it. Huh? That's 

normal? Why of course it is. I later found out that some 39 million 

Americans suffer from it. I also found out that they are not the 39 

million Americans who are suffering. Ladies Home Journal. Aug.ll, 

'84. 

My Mom brought me to the airport, on the way I had a bitch 

session about Stephen, and she said "Breona, you will never know 

how much you appreciate someone until they are dead. I can't wait 

to start appreciating your father." 

I like those airplane chairs that don't have the raise up arm 

rest. The ones that go all of the way down solid, I mean no, you can't 

he down on the whole row. But as long as you don't have a real early 

or a real late flight, they're good. You know if you're not sleepy, I'm 

not. (to stewardess) No! No I do not. Peanuts, I hate those damn 
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peanuts. Fat, fat. Pure fat, that's all that is. That littie bulimic 

Barbie doll wouldn't know. (beat) When I sit there in that airplane 

seat, I'm going somewhere. Somewhere to be seen, discovered, 

admired. I don't know who I'll meet or who will see me, I don't 

know. I mean you never really know who's going to be on an 

airplane, right? Especially when you're going to New York City. Are 

some such place, like I do twice a year to see my brother who is an 

artist and lives in the city. On the upper West side, at 90th and 

Columbus or Madison, one of the two. But it's right by the Park, 

Central Park. Listen to me, I love the energy there, it's just electric! 

I sit and I ride on that airplane, there's hardly any dream that's ever 

felt more real to me. I just fly and think, I think about all these 

other people sittin around me. And I wonder what their doing with 

there lives, and I wonder if they're wonderin what I'm doing with 

mine. Then I think that their lives are too exciting to wonder what's 

going on with mine. I worked for ten years to look like a beautician 

and to be a beautician, and now I look like one, and they know it, 

and they know that's not exciting, (beat) How long have you and 

your wife been married? Whaf s her name? Cindy. Pretty, pretty. 

(beat) I'm not trying to live in the past, I'm really not, but I used to 

have a pretty good body, and I liked to party. I did used to party 

alot, I did. Then I married Stephen. And we had Blinda, and I had 

Katie, and boom! Now look. (beat) What? Oh, three and a half, Blinda 

is three and a half... littie bitch... Cinderella! From the top of the 

stairs. When the buzzer goes off, Cinderella, Cinderella, Cinderella, 

that means its time for me to go fold the laimdry. 
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That goddamn Stephen brought her that video tape home from 

Scaggs Alpha Bata, and now look what it's done to me. Cinderella. 

(beat) You're right, that does suck. I aught to go right back home and 

pack his bags and send him on about a httle two week guilt trip. 

(beat) I love Blinda so much, she's so funny and smart, she's just like 

him. (beat) I just want to stay on this airplane sooo bad sometimes. I 

only want to go somewhere like New York City. Sittin' there in that 

seat where the arm rests go all the way down, with my hips tighth' 

pulled in and feelin skinny and thin, with people walkin' by and 

lookin' and wonderin' who I am. And me lookin' some other 

direction or readin', actin' like I don't notice. Feelin confident just 

sittin', just sittin', confidentiy sittin'. (beat to attendent) Where's that 

damn Mary I ordered, (beat) Huh? Why it's 36-F, why? Woo! That 

would make a real nice surprise birthday present for your wife 

Cindy. I like that seat, it really helps lift me. My spirits, (beat) 

Your wife should feel so lucky to have married such a fine 

conversationalist. Can I have some of your peanuts, please? 
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"Perry" 

(Young man with cerebral palsy, sitting in chair, gray polyester 

pants, hght gray T-shirt, thongs. During poem he puts on "Groucho 

Marx" glasses with nose. He is a comfortable cynic.) You know me? 

I'm Perry. Hi. I don't walk Uke that, I know me and I don't walk 

like I have a gun in my pocket. You know with one hand almost 

trying to enter in my side pocket. I don't damn it, I know I don't. 

Nor do I walk with my head down, so that I don't see where I am 

going. You know as if I am afraid to see what's in front of me, I just 

don't walk that way. I don't drag my feet or pick them up 

excessively high, nor do I swing my arms. I hate when people swing 

their arms hke some jackass toy soldier, not me. I don't walk with a 

dumb stare on my face, like I am trying to be intense or serious. But 

then on the other hand I don't walk in a star gaze or daze. I don't 

even think I strut at all, not a bit as a matter of fact. Well, 

occasionally I wish I could still use my legs, so I could show you how 

I walk. It's really cool, I think you would like it, I mean look, no one 

ever criticized it. I swear to God, not a soul, not to my face at least. 1 

am a poet. You want me to read some of my poetry? Good. I call it 

picking. 

PICKING 

Cover your face with a magazine. 

Pick your nose like, hke nobody knows 

Be a white man and do your thing with a black baby. 

Lean against the window and sleep, sleep, sleep. 

And pick pick pick lady cuz I nose, I know. 
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See her out of the comer of your eye mister, but don't let her knows 

knows knows. 

And pick pick pick. 

Well just go ahead and tell the altitude witii that oh so nice attitude 

And pick. 

Yoiu- dumb fat ethnic husband's asleep so you start to pick pick pick 

Walk down the isle like your the Pope of Greenwich Village. 

Be the type Dude your not 

You bought the ticket for the low fare, so hey dumb ass you know it's 

none none none refundable. 

So picket picket picket, it's yours. 

I you cant own your own airplane you might as well wipe your 

buggers on someone else's. 

The end. Huh? Well yea I wrote it. Well thanks. I do not hope this 

airplane crashes, knowing my luck I'd be the only survivor. 
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"Howard Gindoff' 

(Mr. Groovy, wearing gray double net pants, gray rayon 1970s print 

shirt, brown horn rimmed glasses, zip-up disco ankle boots. He is 

''Mr. Groovy,"If ya know what I mean?) Sure if s bad. Ozone. If s a 

fucking catastrophe, (beat) When I was painting last year. Oil. Self 

portrait. I mean three years ago. See those snails? I read that they 

hve twenty years. Yes. Twenty. I used to put paint on their backs, 

their shells, I marked them to see if I, (pause) could outUve them, 

I'm only kidding, I marked them to see how long they stick around. 

I'm a bit scientific. And well anyway. Alan, the guy that hved in 

this place before you. Alone. Planted that tree. Around the time 

that I moved here, (beat) Snails like it under trees. It's moist. I put 

either red, blue or yellow on their shells. I saw one blue and six red 

last year... Gosh! I hope that yellow wasn't poisonous. Toxic! I 

didn't work in my flower beds last year, at all, except once. Only 

once did I garden last year. If s not that I didn't want to, believe me. 

Maybe I'll start working in mine, now that I don't have neighbors 

that try to take charge of the entire yard? You really got your beds 

looking good. Really fine. Alan, the guy that lived here before you? 

Well, we didn't get along. I mean I got along with him. But he, well 

you know was just really hard to get along with. I really don't have 

much feeling about it. I feel sorry for him. I reaUy do. He called me 

an idiot Jew to my face one night, out of the blue I guess, woke me 

up from watching TV to say that to my face. I'm Jewish. He drank 

too much. He wrote me a letter a couple of days later. You know, "a 

letter." Said he was not sleeping enough lately. "Insonmia." 
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And that the not sleeping combined with the cocaine and alcohol was 

pushing himself a httie too hard. And that I shouldn't take it 

personal. Said he was sorry. I feel sorry for him. I still have the 

letter if you want to see it. Oh! Well, I didn't figure that you did, 1 

only wanted to make it available, I mean since he used to live in 

your house. You know "karma." (beat) 1 had forgotten all about 

tagging the snails with paint until I saw you doing this. Working in 

your garden, (beat) Hey look. There is one. See it? The snail. 

Yellow. Yellow painted last year, no, year before last. See it. Life is 

a miracle. There is a yellow one under his tree. What? Oh yeah, I 

mean your tree, Holse. Gosh. Yeah, this is Hollywood, anything can 

happen. Gosh. 
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"Airbrush" 

(A man dressed in white short shorts with brown ribbon belt, tight 

green tank top, love bead necklace, black sandals, white basebaU cap 

with a brunette pony-tail. He is in a frantic state of mind over the 

loss of his cat. He is genital minded. When the lights come up, he is 

posed, standing in second position.) Airbrush. Airbrush. Airbrush! 

Five years of loyalty and this is what I get in return. Airbrush! 

(beat) Hola! I moved up the road from here. This house. I miss it. 

Air! ... He thinks we still live here, (to cat) I guess this is what it's 

going to come to, you'll just be gone, and that's it, you wont li\ e with 

me. Anymore. Airbrush! (beat) You're making alot of changes? I 

planted this tree, three years ago. With my hands I planted it. Deep. 

It offers shade. Yes, it is nice ... its growing, (beat) Have you seen 

him around? Airbrush, black face Siamese, medium to long hair, has 

a slight floating left eye? You did? When? Can I ask \ou 

something? You would tell me if you feed him, wouldn't you? Yes? 

Yes if you feed him or yes you feed him? O.K., fabulous, well look I'll 

tell you what, if you see him again give me a call? On my phone. I'll 

leave you my numbers. So this way if you see him you can just call. 

If I'm not at the 4678 number, then just leave a message, then tr\ 

me at the 4778 number. Because I may be there. Please don't feed 

him. If you could capture him, he wouldn't bite or hurt you. I hand 

raised him. He just misses this house ... I do to. My rent went up 6%. 

I couldn't do it, I mean it was legal, California land lordlaw, and all. 

(beat) Airbrush! Sarah, my other kitterson has handled the move 

just fine, no problemas. But not Au-brush. Ok, well please call me at 
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the 4678 or 4778 niunbers if you make a capture. Please don't feed 

him. Ok ... I didn't know the blond-haired man that hved here before 

me. (long pause) Airbrush...! 
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"The Pone" 

(Kakhi pants, running shoes, blue/orange rugby shirt. He is brother) 

He's not cynical... he's uhh ... he's not cynical. If s just tiiat one da\ 

tiiat we were driving past that cemetery and he just followed it as 

we passed, and as his head was all the way turned he says in a ver\' 

nice voice, "lucky bastards." And then puts in BiUy Joel, "Don't go 

changing." But he's not morbid either. When our Aunt Pat died last 

year of some really gross cancer. She was 53. I came in for the 

funeral from out of town Lear was already there. So we go over to 

offer our condolences to our uncle. Uncle BiU. An anal mother 

fucker. Very chilly, if you know what I mean. But nonetheless his 

kind wife had died. Well right when we walked in the house, our 

two cousins Christi and Cindy are standing there with big, red, puffed 

eyes, holding in their arms two babies apiece, three of them are 

spitting up, the babies. And just to the right of these relatives stands 

Southern Baptist uncle Bill. Well I immediately approached him and 

stuck out my hand and said, while shaking his hand, to all of them, 

panning my head across, starting with Uncle Bill to cousin Christi 

then to cousin Cindy and ending with the four babies. I planned it so 

that I could end with the four babies because ... well I preferred 

their eyes. But anyway I said, "I am so sorry, I will miss her ver\ 

much, very much." I had to say "very much" twice because I had not 

finished my head-pan movement to the babies. This is all in the 

doorway, just inside the foyer. I turn to see where Lear is, to gi\ c 

him my position, you know, to say something to these ... people. 

There he stands in the doorway. In silhouette, he's got on this 
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basebaU cap and these sunglasses. Everyone was silent. He sa\ s, 

"God".(beat) "The moment that we make a commitment to lo\e we 

make a commitment to pain. I offer you my love." Then he walks up 

to Uncle BiU, with both hands straight down to his side, and he stops 

just in front of him, standing face to face. He bends at the waist, 

forward, and ever so lightiy, kisses Uncle Bill on the Ups. Uncle Bill 

had always treated Lear like shit. He then, kissed our cousins Christi, 

Cindy, and touched all of the babies tenderly on their heads. And he 

turned and walked out of the unclosed door. As we walked to the 

car I just looked at him, I had such a large feehng. 1 looked at him 

and I said, "Lear you make me proud to be your brother." And he 

says in that same voice, "I am not your brother John, I'm the fucking 

Pope." We both lost it. That mother fucker, the fucking Pope. I miss 

him. 
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^^rong" 

(A man entering his car, keys in hand. He is wearing red, purple, 

white, black western print, "Garth Brooks" shirt. Black jeans, black 

boots, western belt. He is extremely "STONED" and paranoid) I ought 

to tum myself in. I'll be thirty years old in thirty days. I am to old 

for this shit. Man! I am to high. God... This is wrong, so wrong 1 am. 

1 swear to God if I wasn't so baked, I would, I would go down to the 

police station and tum myself in. No shit. I can't beUeve I am this 

way. Right now. Oouugg... God I promise. I... I won't ever I won't 

EVER... I wont ever get... oh. Shit I can't go doing that. Ougg, I am too 

old to be making deals with God. I am. Aren't I...? Shit. God. JuUe 

would have my balls. She's right, this stuff is just... Wrong! God help 

me, don't let me be this way... forever. Please. Juhe is right. She is 

right. She is clear. Clean, (beat) Those guys are just immature turds, 

that won't ever grow up. Just like she said. Smokin' pot is immature. 

And BiUy and Jay are just what she says, "GOLD COVERED TRASH." 

They are, I am not. I am different. Not like them. I love Julie 

because she's clear and clean. Smokin' pot is good for nothin' sept 

makein' ya' stupid, and,... well PARANOID. I don't smoke it enough to 

get that way... PARANOID!!! But those turds Billy and Jay, are that 

way. WRONG. PARANOIDS. I got more going for me than that. I do. 

They don't. I got Julie. And I am not one of those "GOLD COVERED... 

PARANOIDS" GOD! (he looses it) This is reefer madness...!!!. 
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"The Nature of a Dog" 

(A man lying on a sofa, wearing army camo-pants, no shoes. He is 

lounging, he moves slowly) I am a man, I ha\ e a menstrual 

fascination, if s called war. It is my very nature. I justify it b\ 

calhng it protection. Protection of those that do not wish to partake 

in my activity. War. The only real reason that I can find to fuck, is 

war. I fuck in order to remind my narrowed mind that there is more 

of this and these where this came from. Until I had offspring of my 

own, I was suicidal, yet not in the traditional sense of one self 

inflicted fatal wound. Gun shot, pills, carbon monoxide, etc I was 

continually trying to destroy my life, by slowly destroying my bod\'. 

I've heard other men express these same feelings. Where they want 

to kill their lives, not their existence. 

When I was seven in 1970, my father taught 10th grade 

Sunday school, at the church where my mother's father was the 

preacher... Mom and Dad would have their Sunday school class over 

to cook out and to watch television. Once everyone came over and 

watched "Psycho," great movie. Alot of the women got scared and 

had to cover their eyes or leave the room. My mother was one of the 

ones that left room, I stayed and watched. At the end of the mo\ ie, 

everyone was acting giddy and happy, (beat) A few weeks later one 

of the kids from the Psycho Sunday School party came by the house 

in his Volkswagen Bug, it was black. He was honking as he came 

down the street. My dad was in the front yard raking leaves, it was 

cold. I was on the front porch watchmg dad and pla\ing with a 

homy toad and my GI Joe. Suddenly I hear my dad, he said 

28 



"look if s Ted Kitchens, look, he's done some good, he's been hunting." 

I looked up and saw this black Volkswagen Bug coming down my 

street, with two deers strapped across the hood. The V.W. came 

rolUng down JeweU St., straight toward my house, pulled up in the 

drive way, and I got to teU ya, I had never seen that look on m>' 

dad's face, he looked proud and envious, and a httie bit thirsty. Dad 

mumbled to himself, "a six point and a eight point." Ted Kitchens 

leaned out of the window and said, "look what I hit." My dad started 

clapping, real hard. And Ted shouted out, "ran right out in front of 

me." Dad hurried over to the living room window and banged on the 

window, and said to my Mom, "Susie, take those burgers off the 

stove, Ted Kitchens brought dinner," then began to giggle. I walked 

over to the front of the Volkswagen, I could smell the deer. 1 looked 

at their eyes, they didn't blink. So I touched one, it still didn't blink. 

It reminded me of that Psycho movie, and that ladies eyes when she 

was laying in the bottom of that shower. I looked at my Gl Joe's face, 

he wasn't blinking. I looked at my horny toad, and he wasn't 

bUnking, I thought he was dead, until I blew in his face, he blinked. 

And I started laughing. That night we were eating chicken pock pies 

on t.v trays in front of the console t.v. The list of names, of those 

boys that died in Veitnam were being shown on the t.v., while the 

news man read them. I always listened to see if they said mine. Or 

one hke mine. They never did. Dad told me to tum it up. Mother 

just started humming "O' Lord my God."I felt her hand on my back, 

kinda gave me the creeps. Then she bent down and whispered in m\ 

ear. "Don't worry son, the war will be over by the time \'ou're old 
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enough to go. You won't have to go. My heart sunk to m\ stomach, 

my face got hot and I wanted to vomit. I thought, "How could she 

say that to me. I better not get cheated out of getting to go o\ er 

there and do some good. Legally kill the enemy." I accept \ ou for 

not wanting to hurt, or kiU. So you ought to give me the same 

respect for wanting to. Don't worry, it ain't gonna be you I hurt. I'll 

protect you. I won't hurt you. (Suddenly slaps his cheast w/ left 

hand, lunges w/right hand) Pussy! 
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"Busted for Being Alonp" 

(Man wearing choclate brown hnen pants, tan/tweed brown blazer, 

white shirt, tie, brown rock port shoes. He is telling the truth.) The 

reason tiiat anyone communicates in a relationship is so tiiey can get 

laid. Fucked. Sucked. Eaten or hcked. Our very existence is cored 

by our undying need to cum. Catch a nut. Orgasm. We want to fuck, 

you and me, we do, and you two want to fuck, or at least lick or suck. 

We do. I do. "I want to fuck you." But see thaf s legal, it is. I can 

say that. "I want to fuck you." It's getting crazy as hell out there. 

I'm trying to understand this. Used to, the whole issue was about 

being queer. Your boss could walk in and say "You're a queer dick 

sucker and you hke to get butt fucked; and I don't, and you're fired!" 

But see they just don't do that any more, they can't! It's illegal. So 

every one decided that you can screw who ever you want to screw, 

guys and guys, girls and girls, it doesn't matter. The law reads "fuck 

suck or lick who ever you want." It's legal. It's illegal to 

discriminate against persons that don't share your desires toward or 

with however. Not to say that that type of discrimination doesn't 

exist, because it does, but it's not legal. But that's ok with them, ' cuz 

that's not really what they didn't like. They really weren't concerned 

with the type of sex partner that you have. A man at my school got 

busted, lost his job because the word got out that he wasn't catching 

a nut hke the rest of them. It didn't matter that he was a married, 

family man, that paid his bills on time, with no record. He wasn't 

taking it up the ass by a secret homo lover. And he wasn't fucking 

his secretary. 'Cuz see, even if thaf s what he was doing, it wouldn't 
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matter, because tiiaf s not what tiiey're concemed witii. W hat he lost 

his job for is what they're concemed witii. What he lost his job for 

was, spendmg trnie alone. Thaf s it, just being alone. Sounds crazy 

doesn't it. A coUeague of tiiis man, opened the closed door to this 

man's private office, unannounced, during this mans private lunch 

hour, and proceeded to this mans private bathroom, opening also 

that door, unannounced, and viewed this man spending time alone 

with himself in a way that he, the coUeague, never had. So he sa\'s. 

So he, the coUeague took it upon himself to mform the highest of 

power in the organization of his findings. So he's busted! Fired. 

Advised to resign. Now remember this fellow wasn't fucking, licking 

or sucking anyone or anything, he was spending time alone. Simple. 

Only not in the way that his colleague spends his time alone. So see 

we must be careful, 'cuz nowaday's their real concern is not who 

you're fucking, licking or sucking, but their real concern is how we as 

individuals, we as solo me'as, ejaculate! I swear to God. That's what 

will get you busted, it is. They are no longer concerned with whom 

you are cumming in, they are concerned with what your thinking 

about while your cumin'. So next time your at work, on your private 

lunch hour, and you have the urge to take your break from the 

interactive world that you're attempting to exist in, and you slip 

away into your private bathroom to spend time alone, make love to 

yourself, whatever you want to call it. A.) Just make absolute sure 

that you have interviewed a few of your trusted coUeagies. On their 

masturbation styles, you know so you know, what is an isn t 

excepted. And B.) make damn sure that you have locked the blood\ 
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door for Christ sake. 'Cuz they'U bust ya! Oh, about what I said 

earher, I do want to fuck you. 
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CHAPTER VI 

THE PERFORMANCE 

On 25 October 1994, I performed I'm On A Log in the 

laboratory theatre space at the Phoenix Theatre as partial fulfillment 

for my thesis requirement for a Master of Fine Arts degree. For me 

it was a wonderful evening and met all of my preconceived 

expectations and more. There were thirty-one people in the 

audience that consisted primarily of Texas Tech students, faculty and 

friends. The show started at eight o'clock and lasted fifty-five 

minutes. 

Much of the weight of the production was carried by Amy 

Maner, who designed the wardrobe and acted as my "quick change" 

person between monologues. Amy was somewhat the silent assistant 

director toward the last days of rehearsals. Michael WaUing was the 

lighting/technical director, as well as my "line caUer" during the first 

stages of rehearsal. The co-star of the show was Kenny Lachnicht, a 

drummer. Kenny and I have worked together on several theatrical 

productions, using drums for transitions. 

As eight o' clock came, the house lights dimmed, and Kenny 

Lachnicht took the stage and seated himself at his drum set, facing 

up-stage. He played an introductory beat that evolved into abstract 

beats and untraditional sounds. I entered and took my position on 

the dark stage. Kenny ended his beats, and the stage hghts came up 

as my monologue began. At the end of the monologue, the lights 

went down, and the drums began. 
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This was the pattern for each of the eight monologues and the 

conscious rhythm of the show. 
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CHAPTER VII 

CONCLUSION 

I began writing monologues as a result of my not being able to 

complete a full-length play. I would begin work on a character-

filled, realistic, full-length play and would get so caught up in 

monologues for each character that the play would result in a large 

series of one-man performance pieces. It was frustrating because, 

although I had not finished the play, I had in hand six or eight 

monologues that I really liked but had no idea what to do with them. 

At this time, I was living in New York City and working as a 

bartender. I was engulfed with monstrous characters on a daily 

basis. I learned that there is no limit to character, especially when it 

is taken into account that everyone has a past. That past is created 

from a biological and psychological disposition, depending on a given 

environment. 

Once I began to open up to this philosophy by dissecting my 

own past, I realized that people are abstract, surreal beings that 

make enormous efforts to exist. People justify their existence by 

placing names and labels of importance to man-made properties so 

that they may have a social identity. This identity is necessary so 

that people are able to have some true understanding of who they 

are as replicas of their past. 

The one-man performance theory relevant to this thesis is only 

a beginning of a Ufe's work. The moment after the conception of a 

performance piece is where the rehearsal process begins. 
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The performance is the result of "the monster" within aU of us. 

It will be important that I continue to address the issues that pertain 

to selecting topics to fuel this style of performance. I hope to convey-

to fellow actors and audiences the vital message of seU-realization. 
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