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manager as “one of the very best treatments of high-school age 
issues that I have read.” In Stardust, two young people—one trust-
ing, introspective and blind, the other suspicious, defensive and 
sighted—share a moment of intimacy and conflict while awaiting 
signs of life in outer space. Luanne insists this is not a date with the 
handsome Arthur. Yet she is attracted to him and curious about his 
preoccupation with astronomy, even jealous of his constant moni-
toring for a possible radio signal that might come at any time indi-
cating intelligent life light-years away. Arthur has loved the feisty 
Luanne all through senior year. He is overwhelmed being alone 
with her, even if it isn’t a date. Luanne, abandoned by her father as 
a baby, brought up by a hard-working waitress mother, has learned 
not to trust expressions of affection.  She almost believes Arthur’s 
spare but heartfelt confession but feels she must put him to the test. 
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*** NO TICE ***

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our website: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM -
PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St., Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro -
vides au thors with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn
their liv ing from the roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the
per for mance of their work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is
not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully pro tected by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or
sub sti tu tions may be made in the work with out the prior writ ten con sent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or trans mit ted
in any form or by any means, elec tronic or me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to -
copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma tion stor age and re trieval
sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the pub lisher. It may not be
per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with out pay ment of roy -
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes sional, mo tion pic -
ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, rec i ta tion, lec -
tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served.

For per for mance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this 
play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers
must be ob tained or other songs and re cord ings in the pub lic do main
sub sti tuted.
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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thor of the play in all
pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in
all in stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver -
tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion.
The name of the au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in
size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type.
Bio graph i cal in for ma tion on the au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may
be used in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”

* * * *

Stardust was pro duced Oc to ber 22–25, 2008 at the Pine
Crest School in Fort Laud er dale, Fla. The pro duc tion was
directed by Jim Pat rick with Pernell Myers play ing Ar thur
and Samantha Frankel play ing Luanne.

Stardust was de vel oped at South ern Il li nois Uni ver sity,
Chris tian Moe, The ater De part ment Chair, di rec tor of a
pre sen ta tion at the Amer i can Col lege The ater Fes ti val in
Car bon dale, Ill., and through staged read ings at Boxer Re -
bel lion The ater in Chi cago, Jeff Helgeson di rec tor, at the
Writers’ Bloc New Play Fes ti val, funded in part by grants
from the Dra ma tists Guild Fund, Inc., and at Ap pe tite The -
atre’s Bruschetta Fes ti val, Bill Bren nan, di rec tor, with
Ryan Mar tin play ing Ar thur and Via Os good play ing
Luanne.
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STARDUST

CHAR AC TERS

LUANNE. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . age 17, red headed, cu ri ous

AR THUR. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . age 18, blind, nice looking

TIME: The pres ent.

PLACE: Stillwater, Oklahoma. Ar thur’s room, an added-on 
room with its own en trance.
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STARDUST

(Twi light. In the shad ows, LUANNE and AR THUR en ter 
a dark room, AR THUR mov ing with con fi dence, LU -
ANNE feel ing her way. They each carry a grad u a tion
robe and mor tar board cov ered in plas tic.)

LUANNE. It’s not a date.
AR THUR. No, ’course not. We’ll just, just talk a lit tle, and 

work on Mem ory Lane.
LUANNE. Mem ory Lane. You’d think they’d come up

with some thing less corny for grad u a tion than “mem ory
lane.” I don’t know why you picked me to be your part -
ner, any way. My mem o ries aren’t so great.

AR THUR. I picked you, be cause…I knew you’d tell it
straight. You would n’t sug ar coat ev ery thing.

LUANNE (bump ing into a chair). Damn. (Trying to see if
AR THUR can find his way.) Be care ful, Ar thur.

AR THUR (set ting down his pack age). I’ll turn on the light.
LUANNE. I should n’t have told you to be care ful. I’m real 

sorry. I mean, I was the one who bumped into…

(AR THUR switches on the lights. Var i ous radio equip -
ment is re vealed, in clud ing huge headphones, a TV mon -
i tor, CD player, CD col lec tion. AR THUR is re laxed and
com fort able in his sur round ings. LUANNE is a lit tle un -
easy.)
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LUANNE. Jeez… Look at this stuff. It’s Ein stein’s lab o ra -
tory or some thing.

AR THUR. Just some equip ment I put to gether.
LUANNE (set ting down pack age and touch ing head -

phone). What’s this? I’ve never seen head phones like
these.

AR THUR. You can lis ten on them to a spe cial fre quency.
LUANNE. Why? Does it pick up al ter na tive mu sic? 
AR THUR. It’s not mu sic I’m wait ing for. This is beamed

be yond Oklahoma, be yond… Well, usu ally you don’t
get much, but, well, some thing could be out there.

LUANNE. Out there? Some thing in outer space? Oh Ar -
thur, come on now. That’s crazy.

AR THUR. It’s not crazy. It’s per fectly log i cal. Af ter the
big bang…

LUANNE. I’m no “Na tional Merit Scholar,” so don’t get
fancy with me.

AR THUR. OK. Think of it this way. There’s lots of stars
out there—like the sun. I mean lots of them, bil lions of
them—as many as the grains of sand on the Biloxi
Beach. And each one has its own plan ets, just like the
sun does. So now we’re talk ing about multi-bil lions of
plan ets. Why should the earth be the only one that has
the right ecosphere?

LUANNE (im pa tiently). “Ecosphere”?
AR THUR. The right dis tance from their sun star—you

know, not too hot, not too cold. Just…
LUANNE. Just right. I did read Goldilocks. So you be lieve 

there are lots of E.T. char ac ters run ning around and
they’re all try ing to get in touch with lit tle ole Ar thur
Lyman in Stillwater, Oklahoma?
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AR THUR. They’re not try ing to get in touch with me, es -
pe cially. But if there are be ings—maybe not like E.T.,
maybe dif fer ent—well, they would be very far—light
years away, so ra dio would be the fast est way to com -
mu ni cate.

LUANNE. So you lis ten all day?
AR THUR. Not all day… But (he puts on the head phones

and lis tens while he speaks) I lis ten, while I do home -
work, or read…or dream. (He rather re luc tantly takes
them off.)

LUANNE. Do you wear these when you go to bed?
AR THUR. I’d hate to miss them. How would you feel if

you were out there try ing to get through and no one ever 
an swered?

LUANNE. Oh my Lord. Ar thur, this is re ally crazy. We’re
talkin’ Na tional En quirer crazy. I can’t be lieve I came
here.

AR THUR. Don’t you want to lis ten? They’re sort of our
rel a tives. We’ve all got a lit tle stardust from the orig i nal
big bang.

LUANNE. Hey, I’m re lated to my mom—and my dad—
wher ever the heck he is. And my Aunt Agnes in Nor -
mal. But I am not re lated to green things or brown guys
with big heads and scaley bod ies.

AR THUR (hand ing her the head phones). Just lis ten.
LUANNE (puts on head phones). Oh all right… Never felt

so silly in all my life…noth ing…noth ing… See…just
noth ing… I might as well be wait ing to hear from my…
(She fid dles with an over sized ID brace let she wears.)
Wait… Oh… Oh, I don’t be lieve it. There is some thing.
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That’s not it, is it? Could that be them? Oh my Lord, I
don’t be lieve it.

AR THUR. Are the head phones lit up?
LUANNE. No, but I heard them.
AR THUR (tak ing the ear phones and lis ten ing). Sorry. No.

That’s cos mic gar bage.
LUANNE (dis ap pointed). Oh. These guys have gar bage?

Like cof fee grounds and cans and stuff?
AR THUR. No—well, we would n’t be pick ing up that.

We’re get ting stuff that’s ac ci den tally gone into or bit.
Ya know. Like when the as tro nauts first went to the
moon and they maybe dropped a Tef lon glove or a
moonscooper. When it co mes, I fig ure it will have a pat -
tern. The guy who put this to gether told me when sound
co mes through this spe cial fre quency, the head phones
will light up, but I can only hear the sound pat tern.
That’s why I have to lis ten, as much as pos si ble. (He
sneaks one more lis ten and then sets them aside.)

LUANNE. You do be lieve it, don’t you? Lord… (She
moves away from the head phones.) I’m not go ing to
waste my time lis ten ing to ce les tial gar bage. No sir. (A
beat of si lence.)

AR THUR. Do you want some lem on ade? I can get some.
It’s no trou ble.

LUANNE. No, thanks. I’ve got a mint, though. Here. (She
care fully places a mint in the palm of his hand.) I’m
putt ing it in your hand.

AR THUR. Yes, I know. Thanks.
LUANNE. There I go again. I should n’t be treat ing you

dif fer ent. And I don’t think of you as dif fer ent. Lord
knows you’re smarter than I am, maybe the smart est
per son I know. Well, dif fer ent in a way, but not in a
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freaky way. More like dif fer ent with some one you can’t
ever…you know, like, like Arlo Turner. He’s cute. He’s
nice, but he’s one foot shorter than me. I would n’t go
out with him, be cause it would be, well, a dead end.
Like Taft Street when it goes past the dump. Dead end.
That’s why this is n’t a date.

AR THUR. OK. OK, so it’s not a date. I said it was n’t. (He
lis tens again to the head phones, then forces him self to
set them aside. LUANNE watches him closely.) We can
work on the mem ory stuff. I guess we should start with
fresh man year, the most im por tant mem ory of—

LUANNE. You are nice look ing, though, much better look -
ing than Arlo…and at least a foot taller. I mean, well, do 
you know how you look?

AR THUR. Brown hair, brown eyes, Mom says. Five feet,
ten and a half inches. I think I’ve stopped grow ing.

LUANNE. But do you know how it all fits to gether?
You’re better look ing than most. Just a lit tle thin, that’s
all.

AR THUR. I know how you look.
LUANNE. How could you—
AR THUR. I know you have red hair and—
LUANNE. How did you know that?
AR THUR. I heard Bubba Stevens call you “Red” and he

whis tled, too, and then I heard you slap him.
LUANNE. I hate that Bubba Stevens. He is so crude.
AR THUR. But you would n’t have slapped him if you

were n’t pretty. You’d have been too shy, or too em bar -
rassed.

LUANNE (im pressed). Well, I’m not so ugly you’d have to 
put a pa per bag over my head. But I’m not countin’ on
my looks. My mom did that, and look where she is. I’m
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get ting my nurs ing de gree and I’m not de pend ing on any 
guy. I’ll never have a man see me cryin’ over him like
my mom cried over my— (She ner vously jig gles her
brace let.) How did that…thing hap pen any way?

AR THUR. Well, there was a big bang, kind of a gi gan tic
ex plo sion, and…

LUANNE. No, I mean with you. Your eyes.
AR THUR. Oh.
LUANNE. You don’t have to tell. I’m just cu ri ous is all.

Mom’s al ways say ing, “Cu ri os ity killed the cat.” Well, I 
see plenty of cats. I think cu ri os ity saved the cat. But I
guess you’re not sup posed to ask about stuff like that.
Julie Presser said you were al ways that way, but she
was n’t sure ’cause she moved here in fifth grade. And I
did n’t see you un til high school… (AR THUR grabs a
quick lis ten on the head phones.) So… How’d it hap pen?

AR THUR (un com fort able). I was born, early, you know,
pre ma ture. Only two pounds.

LUANNE. Lord. I weighed eight. Two. That’s not any big -
ger than a cou ple of those Granny Smith ap ples. Did
they have to put you in one of those in cu ba tor things?

AR THUR. Uh-huh. My folks, well, they were scared. I was 
the last—a change-of-life baby. I’m not sure they ex -
pected to have me. And then, they thought I would n’t
make it.

LUANNE. Two pounds—and look at you now.
AR THUR. They kept me in the in cu ba tor for—
LUANNE. Is that why you were blind—be cause you were

so small? Sorry. It’s none of my busi ness, but I’ve never 
talked to a blind per son—re ally blind—not like Otis
who plays at O’Mal ley’s, ’cause he got that way later
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from cat a racts, so that does n’t count… So did your eyes
come out bad be cause you were born too soon?

AR THUR. I guess my eyes—ev ery thing—was nor mal—
just that I was so small.

LUANNE. So how’d it hap pen, I mean, if you don’t mind
tell ing me.

AR THUR. They turned up the ox y gen high, too high I
guess. It burned my ret i nas.

LUANNE (fu ri ous). What dumb-ass fool did that? She
should be fired and—

AR THUR. It was the doc tor’s in struc tions, I sup pose.
LUANNE. You sup pose? Well did n’t you sue? I mean,

did n’t your folks sue that stu pid doc tor for mal prac tice?
They give big money for those things. I mean, well,
eyes. Your sight. That could be worth a mil lion dol lars.
Maybe more… Oooo, I’d like a mil lion, would n’t you?

AR THUR. Well…
LUANNE. If I had a mil lion, I would n’t have to go to

nurs ing school. I would n’t have to work at the Kappa
House… (Im i tating the so ror ity girls.) “Get me some
more chicken, Luanne.” “I need the po ta toes, Luanne,
honey.” “You for got a fork, Luanne.” “This cup is dirty, 
Luanne honey.” “Get me a lit tle ole nap kin, darlin’. ”
“Wipe my lit tle ole butt, Luanne darlin’.” I would sue.
That’s for damn sure! I mean, darn sure.

AR THUR. My folks were glad I lived. They did n’t want
trou ble. They’re kinda quiet.

LUANNE. And you’re not even bit ter. I would be. Some -
one cheated me out of my eyes. Heck, I would n’t let
’em for get it. I’d shout un til they took my tongue. And
then I’d jump up and down. And if they took my legs,
I’d smack ’em across the face with my hands. And if
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they took them, I’d bite ’em. Lord, I would n’t let ’em
get away with it. No sir. No way. Uh-uh. (She fiddles
with ID brace let.)

AR THUR. We don’t have to talk about it if it up sets you.
LUANNE. Who says it up sets me?
AR THUR. Seems like when you’re up set, you fid dle with

your brace let.
LUANNE. I should have let Mom throw it out, like she

wanted to. Said it was the only thing my dad ever gave
her—ex cept me. I took it out of the gar bage, started
wear ing it. Comes in handy. Peo ple see you wearin’ a
man’s ID, they think you’re go ing with some one.

AR THUR. But you’re not, are you? I mean… (scram bling
to change the sub ject) you were n’t, uh, you were n’t a
sick baby, right? You were a big, healthy baby. Eight
pounds, right?

LUANNE. I was n’t in an in cu ba tor. I was just out there, I
guess, with the other ba bies. You’d think he would have 
been cu ri ous. You’d think he would have come to see
me, once at least. Mom says he did n’t even come once.
Mom says I was kind of a scrawny, homely baby. A few 
red hairs, she said, stickin’ out of my baldy head, wrin -
kled, like an old man. You think maybe he came and
saw me? You think he took one look and said, “That
ugly thing could n’t be no child of mine.” You think he
could have just taken one look at my ugly face and then
never came back? (She fid dles with the brace let.) Nah. I
bet he did n’t come. He never came. He never did…
When I get to be a nurse, I could snoop around the hos -
pi tal for you. I could maybe check some re cords and
find out who’s re spon si ble for—

AR THUR. You don’t have to do that.
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