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Comedy/Drama. By Ric Averill. Cast: 4m., 3w. Roxxi loves gross foods. 
She loves them so much that she wants to start a restaurant of 
things no one else would eat. She’d really like to win a Wrigley’s 
Believe It or Else record for cooking and eating the most gross 
things. Roxxi enlists the aid of her reluctant best friend, Marie Rose, 
science-nerd neighbor Eugene, and dog Jack. Unexpected help also 
comes from Roxxi’s cousin, Karl, a recently returned veteran of the 
war in Iraq. Challenged by Alice, a rather privileged girl from their 
school, the quartet decides that their restaurant might even beat 
Alice’s Sweet Shop in a competition to see who makes the most 
creative and productive use of their summer. The competition is 
intense, the food is gross and the stakes get higher and higher. 
Threatened by the success of La Cabeza de Cabra (Goat Head) 
Restaurant, Alice stoops to calling Mr. Herman, the city health 
inspector, to pay Roxxi a visit which ultimately results in a serious 
confrontation between Herman and Karl. When the smoke clears, 
Roxxi understands more about the game of life than she ever 
expected to learn during her 11th summer. Single set. Approximate 
running time: 55 minutes. Code: TP8.
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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 LISH ING 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 LISH ING 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 COP IES. 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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For ev ery kid who ever ac cepted
“I dare you to eat that!”
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IM POR TANT BILL ING 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 LISH ING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”
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There’s an Eye ball in My Soup was de vel oped through a 
res i dency and pre sented as a staged read ing at Park City
High School in Park City, Utah, di rected by Nicole Mad i -
son. The res i dency was part of the 2009 Play wrights in our 
Schools pro ject, ad min is tered by the Playwriting Net work
of the Amer i can Al li ance for Thea tre & Ed u ca tion and
spon sored by Broad way Across Amer ica: Utah’s Ed u ca tion 
Foun da tion.

There’s an Eye ball in My Soup was also given a staged
read ing by the Pur ple Crayon Play ers at North west ern Uni -
ver sity in Chi cago. The fifth-grade class of Pat Domann
read the play twice and pro vided ex cel lent feed back.

There’s an Eye ball in My Soup gave its first full pro duc -
tion at the Law rence Arts Cen ter, Law rence, Kan sas, in
April 2009, with the fol low ing:

CAST

ROXXI GALLAGHER . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Chelsey Haden
MA RIE ROSE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ka ren McCain
EU GENE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Tristan Delnevo
KARL . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Travis Berkely
JACK . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jerry Mitch ell*
AL ICE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kelli Sturm
MR. HERMAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Da vid Sturm
UN DER STUD IES. . . Genevieve Prescher, Cal der Hollond,

Ian Pepin
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PRO DUC TION TEAM

Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ric Averill
Set De sign & Build, Light Design . . . . . . Danny Rogovein
Cos tume De sign & Build . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jennifer Glenn
Light Op er a tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mia Haden
Sound De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ric Averill

*Pro fes sional ac tor
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There’s an Eye ball in My Soup

CHAR AC TERS

ROXXI . . . . . . . . . . an imag i na tive, tough girl of 11 years

MA RIE ROSE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . her girly-girl best friend

JACK . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Roxxi’s St. Ber nard, who talks,
though no one re ally un der stands him

EU GENE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . their sci ence-lov ing neigh bor

KARL . . . . . . . . . . Roxxi’s older cousin, an Iraq War vet,
mid- to late 20s

AL ICE . . . . . . . . . a priv i leged and some what stuck-up girl
from Roxxi’s school

MR. HERMAN . . . . . . the city health inspector, Karl’s age

SPE CIAL RE QUIRE MENTS

This is a one-set play. The set ting needs to have a large
dog house, a back door and a toolshed, which in cludes a
burner for cook ing, a mi cro wave, a small fridge and other
things that will al low it to be come a “sort of’ res tau rant.
There is some cook ing on stage.

7

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



There’s an Eye ball in My Soup

Scene One: Sat ur day morn ing

(There is a large dog house R. UC is the back door to
ROXXI’s house. L is a larger ga rage/toolshed “cut -
away” that is shared by her older cousin KARL. Neigh -
bor EU GENE’s house is off L as well. ROXXI GALLA -
GHER, in her cus tom ary braids, is dressed for se ri ous
play—the kind of play that forces se ri ous bath ing. MA -
RIE ROSE is prac ti cally dressed for school even though
it’s a lan guid Sat ur day in June. They are play ing Life,
the board game. Brief mu sic, then si lence un til the sound 
of the board game’s spin ning de vice is heard in the
black out.)

ROXXI. Seven. (She moves her game piece as lights come
up.) Pay day. $40,000.

MA RIE ROSE. You should have gone to col lege. (Spins
the game spin ner.)

ROXXI. No way—I don’t want to pay back all those loans. 
You got a four, I get $10,000. I’d rather be a chef or
some thing.

MA RIE ROSE (lands on a space). Ew, I have to get mar -
ried.

ROXXI. Have to marry a girl. I’m out of the blue thingies.
(Spins, moves.)

9
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MA RIE ROSE. ’Cause you made your twins both boys.
Ha, you lose a turn. (Spins, moves.)

ROXXI. I can read. I’m too young for twins.
MA RIE ROSE (moves and reads). You win No bel Prize,

col lect $250,000.
ROXXI. You suck at Life.
MARIE ROSE. You only say that when I win.
ROXXI. You don’t win…un less you cheat.
MA RIE ROSE. I never cheat.

(From un der a pile of blan kets, JACK, a part St. Ber -
nard, part less than saint, stirs up and yawns. He looks
at the girls.)

JACK. Bicker, bicker and wel come to my sum mer. Bicker,
bicker, bicker. Roof! Some times I’d rather have fleas.

ROXXI. Don’t whine, Jack. (She scratches be hind his
ears.)

JACK. Food? Food?
ROXXI (whis pers to JACK as if he could un der stand her).

I’ll get you a treat if you knock the game over so Ma rie
does n’t win.

(MA RIE shoots dag gers at ROXXI. ROXXI scratches
JACK, gives him a swat and his paws scram ble the
game board.)

JACK. I love her, love her, love her.
MA RIE ROSE. Jack, you messed up the game. (She pushes 

JACK off the game board.) Stu pid dog. (JACK sticks out 
his tongue and pants at her.) Eww, don’t slurp at me. I
hate it when he licks.

10 THERE’S AN EYE BALL IN MY SOUP
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ROXXI. Good boy. (She reaches into her back pack and
gets out an old, half-black ened ba nana.) Here, Jack.

MA RIE ROSE. Dogs don’t eat ba nanas. Mon keys—

(ROXXI peels ba nana, JACK snug gles up and snarfs it.)

ROXXI. Good boy, good boy.
JACK. Good ba nana, murphle plooey—
MA RIE ROSE. Jack’s part mon key.
ROXXI (holds up gnarled peel). There’s a lit tle left, Ma rie

Rose.
MA RIE ROSE. You are so gross, Roxxi. Gross, gross. I

mean, re ally. Gross.
ROXXI. I thank you and Jack thanks you. 
MA RIE ROSE. You want to play again?
ROXXI. Life?
MA RIE ROSE. Yeah.
ROXXI. Nah. Let’s play “catch the spy.”
MA RIE ROSE. “Catch the spy”?

(ROXXI nods with her head to ward the shed. MA RIE
ROSE nods like a con spir a tor. ROXXI stands and starts
to ward the shed, JACK at her heels.)

MA RIE ROSE (cont’d). Gosh, Roxxi, I don’t re mem ber
the rules to “catch the spy.” Re fresh me, please?

ROXXI (as she walks to ward shed). Oh, it’s pretty easy.
Es pe cially if the spy hides where he al ways does! Ta-da!

(She flips up the win dow shade at the back of the shed to 
re veal EU GENE, who shares a birth day and much more 
with Al bert Ein stein. EU GENE is star tled.)
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ROXXI (cont’d). Hello, Eu gene.
EUGENE. Uh, I was tak ing out the trash, and, uh…
ROXXI. You were so spy ing on us.
MA RIE ROSE. He loves you, Roxxi.
ROXXI. That would be like…kiss ing a text book!
EUGENE. I don’t love any one. Well, my mom.
ROXXI. That’s so ju ve nile.
EUGENE. I brought you some thing.
ROXXI. Give it to Ma rie Rose.

(MA RIE ROSE cleans up the Life game.) 

EUGENE. It’s ed ible.
ROXXI. Then give it to me.
EUGENE. It’s kinda gross.
ROXXI. Like I care?
EUGENE. It’s a bug.
ROXXI. Awe some.
EUGENE. From South Amer ica. Peo ple eat them—fried.
ROXXI. Come on, give it up.
EUGENE. I know you like gross foods.
ROXXI. Does n’t ev ery one?
MA RIE ROSE (hold ing up her hand). That would be “no”

from the sane peo ple in the stu dio au di ence?
JACK (mov ing be tween MA RIE and ROXXI). Uh, yeah,

yeah, if it ever moved, I’ll eat it. Eat it!
ROXXI (nudg ing JACK out of the way). Not yours, Jack,

mine. Gimme.
EU GENE. OK. (He hands her a lit tle box. She peers into

it.)
ROXXI. Is it dead?
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EUGENE. Will be when you eat it. I bet my dad five dol -
lars you’d eat it.

ROXXI. Do I get to fry it first?
EUGENE. I’m not gonna do it.
ROXXI. I get the five dol lars if I eat it.
EUGENE. No way. What do I get?
ROXXI. You get to live even though you were spy ing on

us.
EUGENE. I’ll give you half.
ROXXI (sighs an ex as per ated sigh). Don’t you have some -

one else to an noy.
EUGENE. Okay, four dol lars, if you eat it—and Ma rie

Rose takes a pic ture for proof.
MARIE ROSE. I think I’m gonna throw up.
EUGENE. Go ahead, Roxxi will prob a bly eat it.
ROXXI. Shut the front door, Ein stein.
EU GENE. Eu gene. (She shoots him a glance.) I just share

his birth day, not his name.
ROXXI. Right, Ein stein. Turn on the burner.

(They go to the shed, which has a small burner and
fridge and cook-stove area. EU GENE fol lows ROXXI
and she turns on the burner, gets out a small fry pan.
She puts some oil in the fry pan and heats it. MA RIE
ROSE moves over with her cell phone, takes a pic ture.)

MARIE ROSE. Roxxi’s kitchen.
EUGENE. You’re re ally go ing to do it?
ROXXI (opens the box and drops the bug in). Look, Ma rie, 

it’s jump ing.
MARIE ROSE. Ewwwwww.
ROXXI. Don’t want to over cook.
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EU GENE. Are you sure you don’t take the gas tro in tes ti nal
tract out first?

ROXXI. It’s too small. You eat in sects, guts and all—they
just eat grass and flow ers and other bugs and stuff—it’s
not gross.

MA RIE ROSE. It’s gross. (Sound of fry ing.) I won der if I
can take a pic ture and not look at the same time. (Holds
her cell phone out and clicks. ROXXI fin ishes stir-fry ing
the bug.)

EUGENE. You gonna make it into a sand wich?
ROXXI. Nope. (She takes a tooth pick and spears the bug,

pulls it out of the fry ing pan.) Here goes—Wrig ley’s Be -
lieve It or Else, eat your heart out!

EUGENE. Yeah, maybe we’ll get on the same page with
the World’s Small est Shrunken Head…or the Boa That
Swal lowed a Whole Cow!

ROXXI (pops the bug into her mouth and chews). Hmmm.
Crunchy.

EUGENE. Wow.
MA RIE ROSE. I re ally am gonna barf!
ROXXI. Get a pic ture of it in my mouth. (Opens wide.)
MARIE ROSE. I can’t!
EUGENE. I’ll take it—gotta show it to Dad any way.
MA RIE ROSE. Here.

(Hands him cell phone. ROXXI opens her mouth wide.
EU GENE takes the pic ture.)

ROXXI. Ahhhhh… (He flashes an other pic of her open
mouth. She chews and does a lit tle “Fergie” dance.)
Bugalicious. I’m bugalicious. It’s nutricious, so de li -
cious! I’m bugalicious!
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EU GENE (tries a dance move). You are so cool. Like, ex -
treme cool. (But it does n’t work. She stops, stares at
him, he stops.) I mean, you re ally ate it?

ROXXI. Gas tro in tes ti nal tract and all, Eu gene.
JACK. Me, me, you save any for me?
EU GENE. Down, boy! (Brushes JACK away, then re turns

cell phone to MA RIE ROSE.) Send me the jpeg, Ma rie. I 
gotta show it to my dad and get the five bucks.

ROXXI. Four of which are…
EU GENE. Yours. I know. (He runs off. ROXXI looks at

MA RIE.)
ROXXI. Hun gry?
JACK. I am. I am.

(A dark shadow emerges from the side of the shed,
dressed in black T-shirt and camo pants, The of ten-
 brood ing KARL, looks at the two girls, does n’t speak.)

MA RIE ROSE. Roxxi. (She nods to ward KARL.)
ROXXI (turns and sees KARL). Sneak up, why don’t you,

Karl?
KARL (shrugs). Gotta work. (He stares at the girls. ROXXI 

stares back for a min ute, then she turns off the burner
and moves to help MA RIE.)

ROXXI. We’re done in here, any way.
KARL. Cook ing?
ROXXI. I ate a bug.

(KARL “snorts”—an al most amused sound. He walks to
the shelf and pulls down some fish ing things, starts to
make some lures. MA RIE whis pers to get ROXXI away.)

THERE’S AN EYE BALL IN MY SOUP 15

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



MA RIE ROSE. Roxxi?

(ROXXI helps MA RIE but shouts over her shoul der to
KARL.)

ROXXI. I’d rather use live bait.

(KARL shrugs, keeps work ing. JACK goes to them,
watch ing ROXXI closely.)

ROXXI (cont’d). Did you know that af ter it rains you can
find worms right up on the side walk? Wig gling around.
Bass love to eat them, and crappie.

MA RIE ROSE. And prob a bly you…love to eat them.
JACK. Worms. Hmmm. Not so much. Worms.
ROXXI. De pends on how they’re pre pared.
KARL. When’d you ever go bass fish ing?
ROXXI. With my dad…Mary’s Lake. On that “free-don’t-

need-a-li cense day.”
KARL. Crap pie fish ing, Roxxi—it’s a kid’s lake.
ROXXI. So, I was a kid.
KARL. Bass’ll eat a worm, but it’s lure like this that’ll get

their at ten tion.
ROXXI. So when are we go ing?
KARL (sar cas ti cally). Next time your dad’s in town.
ROXXI (hurt but bit ing back). Like that’s go ing to hap pen.

(MA RIE stands ready to leave the ten sion. JACK nuz zles 
up to ROXXI.)

MA RIE ROSE. I gotta go home, Roxxi. See ya, later. (She
takes her game and leaves.)
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ROXXI. Ma rie Rose, come back af ter, lunch, OK? (She
looks at KARL.) You comin’ in…for lunch? I’ll make
you grilled sneeze.

.nwot ni gniht emos barg tsuj ll’I .waN .LRAK

).krow ot seu nit noc LRAK sa edis ni seog IXXOR(
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