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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
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For the three an gels, Roni, Pe ter and Khadra,
who knocked on my door.

And for Mama Kate,
who opened hers.
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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”

In ad di tion, all pro duc ers of the play must in clude the fol low ing ac knowl -
edg ment on the ti tle page of all pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per -
for mances of the play and on all ad ver tis ing and pro mo tional ma te ri als:

“Orig i nally pro duced by Pre miere Stages at Kean Uni ver sity
and Play wrights Thea tre of New Jer sey”
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Lost Boy Found in Whole Foods was orig i nally pro duced
by Pre miere Stages, John Wooten, Pro duc ing Ar tis tic Di -
rec tor; and Play wrights Thea tre of New Jer sey, John
Pietrowski, Ar tis tic Di rec tor, in the Zella Fry Thea tre at
Kean Uni ver sity on Sep tem ber 5, 2010. The cast and cre -
ative con tri bu tors were:

Ga briel . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Warner Miller
Chris tine . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kim Zimmer
Alex . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Alexandra Rivera
Pan ther . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jamil A.C. Mangan
Mi chael Dolan . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Da vid Farrington
Segel Mo ham med . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Trish Mc Call

Di rec tor. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . John Pietrowski
Dramaturg . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Erica Nagel
Sce nic De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jo seph Gourley
Light ing De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Nadine Charlsen
Sound De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jeff Knapp
Cos tume De signer. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sa rah Cubbage
Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Danielle Con stance
Cast ing Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Carol Hanzel
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The Pitts burgh premiere opened in the Stu dio The ater at
the Pitts burgh Play house by The REP, the pro fes sional the -
ater com pany of Point Park Uni ver sity, Ron ald Allan-
Lindblom, Ar tis tic Pro duc ing Di rec tor, on Sep tem ber 30,
2011. The cast and cre ative con tri bu tors were:

Ga briel . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Da vid An thony Berry
Chris tine . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Laurie Klatscher
Alex . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Con nie Castanzo
Pan ther . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jamil A.C. Mangan
Michael Dolan . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ben Blazer
Segel Mo ham med . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Shammen McCune

Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sheila McKenna
Sce nic De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Steph a nie Mayer-Staley
Light ing De signer . . . . . . . . . . . An drew Da vid Ostrowski
Sound De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Steve Shapiro
Cos tume De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . Cathleen Crocker-Perry
Fight Di rec tor. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Randy Kovitz
Pro duc tion Man ager. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kim Mar tin
Pro duc tion Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . James Ogden II
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NOTE ON PRO NUN CI A TIONS:

Kakuma, the ref u gee camp in Kenya is prop erly pro -
nounced as KAK-oo-ma, al though at the be gin ning of the
play, Chris tine can mis pro nounce it as Ka-KOOM-a. Same
with Darfur, with cor rect em pha sis on the first syl la ble:
DAR-for. Kakuma is the Swa hili word for “No place.”

Segel is pro nounced SAH-gl drop ping the “e” when you
say it. Chris tine mis pro nounces it as “Say-GEHL” and later 
“Seh-GEHL. Cor rect em pha sis is on both first and sec ond
syl la ble and you swal low the “e” in the sec ond syl la ble.

In gen eral, when pro nounc ing the Dinka words all vow els
have Latin (new pro nun ci a tion) val ues.

The let ter “c” is pro nounced as “ch” as in “change”
The let ters “ny” are pro nounced as the Ital ian “gn” as in

“gnocchi”
“oo” is pro nounced as “oa” in goal
“ee” is pro nounced as “a” in “scale” 
“aa” is pro nounced as in “car”
“uu” is pro nounced as in “pool”
“g” is pro nounced as in “gain”
“a” is pro nounced as in “car”
“e” is pro nounced as in “ev ery”
“i” is pro nounced as in “kill
“o” is pro nounced as in “poll”
“u” is pro nounced as in “bull”
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TRANS LA TION OF DINKA WORDS and PHRASES:

nyang - croc o dile
Kene ee Deng. - This is Deng.
Yedi? - How much?
Ee ca lueel ye bi ya— - You said it would cost—
Yen ce keul. - I have been robbed.
E kenne ye di? - How much is this?
aguen - a term of af fec tion for a child
Yen ci maar. - I am lost.
Bunia - cat tle or cows
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Lost Boy Found in Whole Foods

CHAR AC TERS
(in or der of ap pear ance)

GA BRIEL: Early to mid-20s,
Su da nese ref u gee, mem ber of the Dinka of South ern
Su dan, one of the “Lost Boys of Su dan,” he at tends
com mu nity col lege part-time and works full-time at
Whole Foods.

CHRIS TINE: Mid- to late 40s, re cently di vorced,
at a turn ing point.

ALEX: 16, Chris tine’s daugh ter,
a soph o more at Pitts burgh Cath o lic School for Girls.

PAN THER: 30, Ga briel’s room mate,
also a Su da nese ref u gee. Works var i ous min i mum-wage 
jobs, al though he seems to carry around a lot of cash,
and a cell phone that rings con tin u ously.

MI CHAEL DOLAN: mid- to late 30s.
Stay-at-home dad, Cath o lic ac tiv ist. Works for dif fer ent
lo cal causes. He used to work for Cath o lic Char i ties,
now look ing for a new job.
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SEGEL MO HAM MED: Late 30s.
Director and founder of the Pitts burgh Cen ter for Ref u -
gee Re lief, So mali born, Arab raised, sin gle mother.

TIME AND PLACE

Sep tem ber 2004 to Oc to ber 2005. Pitts burgh, Penn syl va nia.

SET TING

Scenes take place in the pro duce sec tion of Whole Foods,
in the home of Chris tine and Alex, on a bench in a play -
ground where chil dren are play ing, in the down town of fice
of Segel Mo ham med, in Ga briel’s imag i na tion and in
Chris tine’s mem ory. The set should be fluid enough to
move from scene to scene seamlessly. Feel free to think
the at ri cally, in cor po rat ing light, sound, im age and mu sic to
push the ac tion for ward. As much as pos si ble, avoid black -
outs, to al low the play to move quickly from scene to
scene.

* * * *

For note on pro nun ci a tions and trans la tion of Dinka words
and phrases, see end of script.
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ACT ONE

PRO LOGUE

AT RISE: A young Su da nese man is stack ing pa pa yas.

GA BRIEL. “To un der stand met a phor,” my teacher says,
“you must imag ine.” (He smiles broadly.) I am Dinka. I 
want to say. I know what met a phor is. The Monyjang
think in met a phor. You say in your coun try, “sun rise.”
We say, “the cut ting of the earth.” Does the sun re ally
slice open the earth like a pa paya, spill ing its red juice
across the sky?” (Shrugs.) You must imag ine. (Clicks
his tongue against his teeth.) Imag ine. You are run ning
in the bush alone at night in your bare feet. You are a
six-year old boy, when fire burns the sky. When ev ery -
one in your family—sisters, broth ers, aunts, un cles,
grand fa ther, grandmother—run like ze bra, who sud -
denly see a lion among them, and your mother— (He
stops a brief mo ment, then con tin ues.) Your mother
shouts in your ear, “Go! Run! Find Your Own Way!”
Now you are cut ting the soles of your feet on the tall
grass and a lion is be hind you. You are the break fast of
that lion be cause she has not eaten all night and she is
com ing for you! (Shak ing his head, laugh ing to him -
self.) If I could use these met a phors in Eng lish com po si -
tion, be lieve me, I would have no prob lem!

9
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(He holds up a pa paya, pulls out a large shiny knife
from a sheath hang ing from his belt and slices it in two. 
LIGHTS SHIFT.)

SCENE ONE

(LIGHTS RISE on CHRIS TINE sit ting alone at her
kitchen is land. She’d been cry ing, now she’s done. She
wipes her eyes, blow ing her nose. She pours her self a
cup of cof fee. ALEX walks in half dressed in her Cath o -
lic school girl’s uni form. CHRIS TINE does n’t look up.
ALEX stares at her for a mo ment.)

ALEX. Do you know where my sweater vest is?
CHRISTINE. Good morn ing, Alex.
ALEX (a slight sigh). Good morn ing. (Half a beat.) My

vest?
CHRISTINE. It’s where you left it.
ALEX. And where is that?

(CHRIS TINE picks it up off the coun ter, holds it out to
her. ALEX takes it and puts it on, along with her socks
and shoes through the fol low ing.)

ALEX (cont’d). Thank you.
CHRISTINE. You’re wel come. It’s been sit ting there all

week end.
ALEX. Well, I was n’t here all week end.
CHRIS TINE (beat). And take an um brella; it’s rain ing.
ALEX. I’m fine.

10 Lost Boy Found in Whole Foods Act I
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CHRISTINE. You’ll be soak ing wet wait ing for the bus.
Take an um brella.

ALEX. I could n’t find one. 
CHRISTINE. Look in the hall closet. 
ALEX. I did.
CHRISTINE. There are no um brel las in the house?
ALEX. Okay, I may have left a few at school. Is this re ally 

im por tant to fight about this morn ing?
CHRISTINE. Are we fight ing? All right. Let’s start over.

How about break fast. I’ll make you—
ALEX (in ter rupt ing). I don’t have time.
CHRISTINE. Have a piece of fruit.
ALEX. I’m not hun gry.
CHRISTINE. And then you’ll buy some sug ary candy bar

from that vend ing ma chine.
ALEX. I’ll have a gra nola bar.
CHRISTINE. Alex, why do you have to make ev ery thing

so dif fi cult? Eat some break fast.
ALEX. Why do you have to con trol ev ery lit tle thing I do? 

Dad does n’t.
CHRISTINE. No, he does n’t. 
ALEX. I’m late. I missed the bus al ready. (Beat, then an

en tirely dif fer ent tone.) Can you drive me to school?
CHRISTINE. Oh, Alex. I have things to do this morn ing. I 

have phone calls to make for that school fundraiser I
vol un teered for—which is an other thing your fa ther
does n’t do. 

ALEX. Oh no! I for got.
CHRISTINE. What now?
ALEX. I vol un teered you to make brown ies for the open

house this af ter noon.
CHRISTINE. What open house?

Act I Lost Boy Found in Whole Foods 11
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ALEX. There’s an open house for some thing, I don’t
know, I’m sup posed to bring them with me this morn -
ing.

CHRISTINE. When you vol un teer me for some thing, Alex, 
you have to tell me!

ALEX. I for got, Mom, I have a lot on my mind! I was at
Dad’s all week end, and then when I fi nally got back
here, I still had home work to do—

CHRISTINE. Well, why did n’t you do your home work at
your fa ther’s?

ALEX. I left my books here and he did n’t want to come
back for them. They give too much home work at this
stu pid school.

CHRISTINE. It’s a good school.
ALEX. I hate it. It’s too hard, and the other girls are hor ri -

ble.
CHRISTINE. Those girls you eat lunch with sound nice.
ALEX. Girls are herd an i mals. And to have a herd you

need some one pushed out side of the herd. And I am of -
fi cially out side the herd. But ob vi ously that does n’t
mat ter to you.

CHRISTINE. Of course, it mat ters, Alex. Do you think I
want to see you so un happy?

ALEX. No one likes me at that school. I have ZERO
friends. And still you sit there and say it’s a good
school, why don’t you love it?

CHRISTINE. It is a good school.
ALEX. Then you go there.
CHRISTINE. We’re not sup posed to live like this.
ALEX. Like what?
CHRISTINE. In par al lel lines—

12 Lost Boy Found in Whole Foods Act I
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ALEX. Oh no, don’t take me on that bore dom train again,
not at 7:30 in the morn ing.

CHRISTINE. We’re sup posed to live in cir cles, con cen tric
cir cles, cir cles within cir cles.

ALEX. Re ally?
CHRISTINE. Peo ple used to live in big ex tended fam i lies,

all in the same place. Like a tribe. Don’t roll your eyes
at me—

ALEX. I’m not roll ing—
CHRISTINE. Where ev ery body par tic i pates. It takes a vil -

lage, Hil lary said that. One per son can’t do it alone.
ALEX. Maybe you should n’t have got ten a di vorce. 
CHRIS TINE. That was n’t en tirely up to me, Alex. (Pause.) 

Your fa ther needs to par tic i pate a lit tle more. I can’t be
the only one re spon si ble for mak ing sure you get your
home work done on the one week end that you’re there.

ALEX. Okay, I’ll tell him. (Beat.) Will you make the
brown ies?

CHRISTINE. Fine. I need to go shop ping any way. Come
on. Let me get dressed. You’re com ing with me.

ALEX. What?
CHRISTINE. We’ll go to Whole Foods; it’s on the way to

school.
ALEX. No, not Whole Foods. We need brownie mix. 
CHRISTINE. They have it; it’s just healthy brownie mix.

We could use some healthy food in this house. Maybe
we can get an um brella there too.

ALEX. I’m not go ing to Whole Foods be fore school. I’ll
miss first pe riod!

CHRISTINE. Well then, I’m not mak ing your damn
brown ies.

Act I Lost Boy Found in Whole Foods 13
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ALEX. Then don’t make them! Okay, don’t do any thing
for me, I don’t care! In two more years I’ll be out of
this house and you won’t have to do any thing for me
ever again. And then we can all be like Dad—and pre -
tend we don’t have a fam ily. I’ll walk to school. In the
rain.

(ALEX ex its, door slams. CHRIS TINE sits frozen, not
mov ing. Then she puts her cof fee cup down, too hard—
and bursts into tears. Briefly. She wipes her eyes and
starts to write a list.)

CHRISTINE. Eggs, milk, bread…brownie mix.

(LIGHTS SHIFT.)

SCENE TWO

(SOUND of au to matic doors whoosh ing open. LIGHTS
BUMP UP in the pro duce sec tion of Whole Foods.
CHRIS TINE watches as GA BRIEL slices a pa paya in
half.)

GABRIEL. Can I help you?
CHRISTINE. Ex cuse me?
GABRIEL. Do you need help find ing ev ery thing you are

look ing for to day?
CHRISTINE. What am I look ing for? That’s a good ques -

tion. How about that?
GABRIEL. Pa paya. Want to taste?

14 Lost Boy Found in Whole Foods Act I
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CHRIS TINE. Okay. (He holds the knife with a piece of
fruit up to her mouth. She reaches up and takes it, eats
it, still look ing at him.)

GABRIEL. In Af rica, this was my fa vor ite. What do you
think?

CHRISTINE. De li cious.
GABRIEL. The meat—the flesh—is very good, very juicy. 

But don’t for get the seeds.
CHRISTINE. Re ally?
GABRIEL. You must eat the seeds. Amer i cans al ways

throw away the seeds. It is the best part. Lots of pro -
tein. These grow wild in the jun gle in my coun try.
When I find them they keep me alive. 

CHRISTINE. In Af rica?
GABRIEL. Eat the seeds.
CHRIS TINE (takes a seed, puts it in her mouth, chew ing).

In ter est ing…pep pery. Re minds me of tree bark.
GA BRIEL. Better than tree bark. I know, be cause I have

eaten tree bark. (He re turns to stack ing fruit. CHRIS -
TINE watches him.)

CHRISTINE. Where in Af rica are you from?
GABRIEL. South ern Su dan.
CHRISTINE. Is that in Darfur?
GA BRIEL. Darfur is more north and to the west. We are

south. What is hap pen ing now in Darfur, hap pened first
in our vil lages. It is very very bad. (Beat.) Thank you
for stop ping by to day.

CHRIS TINE. You’re wel come. (Read ing his name tag.)
Ga briel. (Ges tures with pa paya.) And thank you for the
taste. Hard to be lieve, but I’ve never had pa paya.

GABRIEL. Prom ise me you will eat the seeds. Feed them
to your chil dren. Very nu tri tious.

Act I Lost Boy Found in Whole Foods 15
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CHRISTINE. Be lieve me, Ga briel. My daugh ter will not
eat these seeds. They look too much like bugs.

GABRIEL. Lots of pro tein in bugs. 
CHRISTINE. That would not con vince her.
GABRIEL. Maybe she likes mango, my other fa vor ite.
CHRISTINE. She likes brown ies.
GABRIEL. Ah. Yes. Choc o late. And sugar.
CHRISTINE. I don’t mean to keep you. I don’t want to get 

you in trou ble.
GA BRIEL. Oh, no, it is no trou ble. They like us to talk to

the cus tom ers. But— (winks) they want us to keep
work ing too.

CHRISTINE. It was very nice to meet you. I’m Chris tine. 
GA BRIEL (sticks out his hand, one hand still pack ing pa -

paya). Nice to meet you, Chris tine. You are wear ing a
cross. Are you Chris tian?

CHRISTINE. Oh, yes. Cath o lic. 
GABRIEL. Cath o lic Char i ties helped me when I first ar -

rived here.
CHRISTINE. How long have you been here?
GABRIEL. We ar rived be fore Sep tem ber 11th. It is three

years this week.
CHRIS TINE. Oh…well…happy an ni ver sary. Take—take

care, now. (She starts to walk away, hes i tates.)
GABRIEL. If your daugh ter does not want the seeds, feed

them to your sons. They’ll grow strong and tall. I know.
CHRISTINE. I don’t have sons. Just my daugh ter.
GABRIEL. Only one child. That’s a shame. You must

have sons next.
CHRISTINE. Be lieve me that would be a med i cal mir a cle,

Ga briel.
GABRIEL. You should be lieve in mir a cles, Miss Chris tine.

16 Lost Boy Found in Whole Foods Act I
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CHRISTINE. Ga briel. Like the an gel.
GABRIEL. It is a very com mon name among the boys I

grew up with. Gabriels, Daniels, James and Pe ters, all
from the Bi ble, you know. 

CHRISTINE. Are you—one of the “Lost Boys”? I saw this 
pro gram on TV about boys in Af rica—

GABRIEL. Yes, I am one of the for mer Lost Boys. But I
am no lon ger a boy and I am not lost, right? I am here
stack ing pa paya in Pitts burgh, Penn syl va nia, and I am
talk ing to Chris tine, a very nice cus tomer, with one
daugh ter, no sons.

CHRISTINE. Well, I, I hope to see you again. Next time
I’m here, I’ll look for you.

GABRIEL. May I ask you a ques tion?
CHRISTINE. Oh sure, sure.
GA BRIEL. Are you a teacher? (He pulls a folded up piece

of pa per from his pocket.)
CHRISTINE. No. Just a mom, sorry.
GABRIEL. A mom is very im por tant. 
CHRISTINE. Are you look ing for a teacher? I mean, your

Eng lish is ex cel lent. 
GA BRIEL. Thank you. We learned Eng lish at Kakuma.

But now, I am go ing to com mu nity college (taps the
pa per) and I am hav ing trou ble. If you were a teacher— 
you could give me some ad vice.

CHRISTINE. What are you study ing?
GA BRIEL. Busi ness management, some day I want to be

the black Don ald Trump. That is if I can pass Eng lish
com po si tion. I have to write this es say. (Hold ing up his
es say.) Ooo, boy. That is tough for me. 
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CHRISTINE. I’m afraid I’m not a good teacher. Or so my
daugh ter tells me. She does n’t let me help her much.
She gets frus trated; then I get frus trated.

GABRIEL. She is lucky to have her mom.
CHRIS TINE. I will tell her that. (Beat.) Do you have any

fam ily in Af rica…that you are in touch with?
GA BRIEL (as he care fully refolds the pa per and puts it

back in his pocket). Some guys have found their fam i -
lies. When I was at Kakuma, a man there say he see my 
mother alive. But I have not seen her since I was a
small boy.

CHRISTINE. Oh. That’s—I’m so sorry.
GABRIEL. I have hope some day. Tch. Some day.
CHRIS TINE (af ter a pause). Good luck, Ga briel.
GA BRIEL. Please stop by again. (He re turns to work,

CHRIS TINE watches him a few mo ments, then im pul -
sively:)

CHRISTINE. You know what. Maybe my daugh ter can
help you with your es say. What are you do ing to night?
Why don’t you come over to the house when you get
off work? She can help you with your es say, then you
can stay for din ner?

GABRIEL. I don’t want to im pose on your kind ness.
CHRISTINE. No, no, you’re not at all. Don’t worry, I’m

not crazy, I prom ise. I don’t make a home-cooked meal
that of ten and I’d like to share it with you. 

GABRIEL. You are very gen er ous to in vite me.
CHRISTINE. I live around the cor ner. You could walk

there. It’s a short walk. When do you fin ish work ing to -
night?

GABRIEL. Seven o’clock.
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CHRIS TINE. Then come at seven. (She writes down her
ad dress on her gro cery list.) It’s just a few blocks east.
Do you know how to get there? There’s my phone
num ber, if you change your mind. Or…get lost.

GABRIEL. I will find it.

(GA BRIEL pushes his cart off stage. CHRIS TINE
watches a mo ment, then she ex its with her bas ket in the
other di rec tion. LIGHTS SHIFT.)

SCENE THREE

(LIGHTS UP on ALEX stand ing be tween GA BRIEL and 
an other Su da nese man, PAN THER. PAN THER, in con -
trast to GA BRIEL, is quiet and dark as a cave. He is
miss ing his six bot tom teeth and bears six ini ti a tion
scars on his fore head, cre at ing a look of both an noy -
ance and sur prise. They are both soak ing wet.)

ALEX. My mom should be home, like any sec ond.
GABRIEL. No prob lem.
PANTHER. Do you have ca ble?
ALEX. Yeah…

(PAN THER plops down on the couch, picks up re mote
and starts chan nel surf ing.)

GABRIEL. Pan ther loves TV.
ALEX. She did n’t say you were com ing to din ner to night.
GABRIEL. She said, ar rive at seven o’clock. We are a lit -

tle early. I hope you don’t mind.
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