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Martina: Lost and Found
A Play in One Act 

CHAR AC TERS

MARTINA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . an al most-teen age girl
MARIA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . her mom
BAD BOY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a com bat ive mon ster
VOO DOO GIRL . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a con trol ling mon ster
VIC TOR FRAN KEN STEIN . . . . . . . . . a pa ren tal mon ster
THE CREA TURE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . an ugly mon ster
LA SUEÑABA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a gor geous mon ster
MR. D . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a ped a gog i cal mon ster
THE CROW LADY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a gen tle mon ster
STREET KID . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a home less mon ster
ONE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a pack mon ster
ONE JR . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a youn ger pack mon ster
ZERO . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . an even youn ger pack mon ster

Though the play can be per formed by 13 ac tors, ide ally
MARIA, VIC TOR and CROW LADY should be played by 
the same ac tress.

It is pos si ble to add ex tras to the street, woods and class -
room scenes.

5

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



To fully cap ture Martina’s night mare world, a pro duc tion
may want to perform the play with 5 ac tors dou bled as fol -
lows:

MARTINA
BAD BOY/LA SUEÑABA/ZERO
VOO DOO GIRL/STREET KID/ONE JR
CREA TURE/MR. D
MARIA/VICTOR/CROW LADY/ONE

SET TING

Martina’s room—and world.

NOTE: All set pieces and props should be part of Martina’s 
room from the top of the play. The “wind” “blows” these
items off, on, or into dif fer ent con fig u ra tions to cre ate the
var i ous set tings.

6

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



Martina: Lost and Found

SCENE 1: Home

(MARTINA’s room. A bed. A chair. A closet door. A huge 
TV. MARTINA, a hat pulled tightly over her head,
stomps into the room.)

MARTINA. Stu pid, stu pid, stu pid. (She throws her self on
her bed. She pounds on her pil low.) Ahhhhh! (She
stops.) Oh no. (She takes a small, stuffed beanbag frog
from un der her pil low. She hugs it tightly.) Oh, Shel ley,
I’m sorry. I for got you were there. (She kisses the frog.)
Are you all right? (She has the frog kiss her back.)
That’s nice. You’re the only one who is n’t a jerk. I wish 
we could make them all just dis ap pear and it was just
you and me and we were liv ing in some beau ti ful place
and ev ery thing was clean and we were rich and there
was noth ing to do all day but—sleep. (Her voice gets
very quiet.) I’m glad you were n’t at school to day. I’m
not goin’ to mor row. I’m not ever goin’ again. (Dis tant
thun der. The phone rings.) That’s Mr. D, I know it. He’s 
gonna tell mom. I don’t care. It’s not my fault. He’s a
dumb teacher. And those two so-called friends of mine
are jerks. All the time, she’s tryin’ to get in my head and 
he’s pushin’ me. If it were you, you’d kick ’em, right?
Mr. D, too. You’d pro tect your self. Get them be fore they 
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get you. I mean, if you were out in the woods, you
would n’t let some bird gob ble you up. You’d smash it as 
hard as you could. (She laughs as she re peat edly
smashes the frog into her. Closer thun der.)

MARIA (off). Martina?
MARTINA. Oh no.
MARIA (off). Martina, I want to talk to you! 

(MARTINA grabs the re mote, flicks on the TV. Thun der
and hor ror movie mu sic from the TV as MARIA en ters.)

MARIA. Martina—
VIC TOR FRAN KEN STEIN (on TV). Lis ten to me, it is I,

Vic tor Fran ken stein, sci en tist and stu dent of life.
MARIA. Turn that off.
VIC TOR. I cre ated you.
MARIA. It’s go ing to give you night mares.
VIC TOR. I brought you into this world.
MARIA. Tina, we need to talk.
VIC TOR. I made you good!
MARIA. Martina!
VIC TOR. You are glo ri ous! (MARIA grabs the re mote.)

My beau ti ful, beau ti ful child!
MARIA (flick ing off the TV). Why do you watch that

stuff?!
MARTINA. It’s Fran ken stein. It’s scary. Just like you.
MARIA. What?
MARTINA. Noth ing.
MARIA (takes a deep breath, calm ing her self). Martina,

what’s wrong?
MARTINA. Who was the phone?
MARIA. What’s go ing on with you?
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MARTINA. There’s noth ing go ing on.
MARIA. You seem like there’s some prob lem.
MARTINA. Why do you al ways say that? Just ’cause you

see things at the hos pi tal does n’t mean there’s some thing 
wrong with me. There’s noth ing wrong.

MARIA. Then why did you stomp off and slam the door?
It’s like you turn into a mon ster some times.

MARTINA. Leave me alone.
MARIA. Did some thing hap pen in school to day?
MARTINA. No.
MARIA. Did some thing hap pen walk ing home?
MARTINA. Leave me alone!
MARIA. Maybe, you should just go to bed. 
MARTINA. I’ll go to bed when I’m ready.
MARIA. You need to calm down.
MARTINA. I don’t.
MARIA. You need to—
MARTINA. I don’t, I don’t, I don’t! (A huge crash of

thun der.) I’m not a baby any more. I’ll sleep when I
want. You can’t scare me with some story about a
woman who’ll drown me if I don’t go to bed. (The wind
starts to blow.)

MARIA. Martina, Mr. D’Andrey called.
MARTINA. I knew it!
MARIA. He’s at the end of his rope, Martina. He told me

you at tacked some one.
MARTINA. I did n’t.
MARIA. He said you flew into a rage—
MARTINA. I did n’t.
MARIA. Com pletely lost con trol.
MARTINA. I did n’t! I did n’t do any thing! Why is ev ery -

one al ways pickin’ on me?! Ev ery body! None of you
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un der stand! It’s ’cause you’re old and stu pid! There’s
noth ing wrong with me! Noth ing! You’re the mon sters!
You’re the freaks! Just get away from me! Get out! Get
out of my life! Get out!! Get out!! Get out!!!

(Wind swirls through the room as MARTINA throws a
mas sive tan trum, knock ing over and toss ing things ev ery 
which way. Fur ni ture even seems to move by it self. It’s
com plete chaos. At the height of the tan trum, huge thun -
der crashes and the power goes off. Pause. MARTINA’s
rage is spent. She tries to catch her breath. She looks
around the room, sur vey ing the dam age.)

MARTINA. Mom? Mom?

(She’s no where in sight. The TV flicks on. Ee rie mu sic.
VIC TOR’s voice is fe male.) 

VIC TOR FRAN KEN STEIN (on TV). Lis ten to me, it is I,
Vic tor Fran ken stein, sci en tist and stu dent of life.

MARTINA (star ing at the TV). Mom?
VIC TOR. I cre ated you. 
MARTINA. You’re on TV?
VIC TOR. I brought you into this world.
MARTINA. How can you be on TV?
VIC TOR. I made you good.
MARTINA. This is to tally nuts. (Call ing for her.) Mo-om?
VIC TOR. You are glo ri ous! 
MARTINA (grabs the re mote and tries to con trol the TV

to no ef fect). Stop it.
VIC TOR. My beau ti ful, beau ti ful child!
MARTINA. Mom!
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VIC TOR. You need not be fright ened. I shall not hurt you.
MARTINA. Are you talk ing to me?
VIC TOR. Yes. I—shall—not—hurt— you.
MARTINA. Shut up! (The TV flicks off.) How can the TV

be talkin’ to me? How can my mom be on TV turned
into Dr. Fran ken stein? No, I must have imag ined it. I’m
in my room. Ev ery thing’s okay. (The closet door slowly
starts to open.) Oh no. My closet door’s open ing by it -
self. (Louder squeak ing.) I’m goin’ crazy. (She pulls the
blan ket over her head.) Leave me alone.

(BAD BOY emerges from the closet. He bangs into
MARTINA. She screams.)

MARTINA. It’s you.
BAD BOY. Who were you ex pect ing, Fran ken stein’s mon -

ster?
MARTINA. Look, I don’t know how you’re here. I don’t

know if you’re a ghost or in my mind or what. But I just 
want to be left alone, okay? I’ll see you in school to mor -
row, okay?

BAD BOY. You broke my arm, to day.
MARTINA. I did n’t break your arm.
BAD BOY. You wanted to.
MARTINA. I just pushed you down.
BAD BOY. You’re ugly. (He tries to grab her hat.)
MARTINA (hold ing it on tightly). Don’t.
BAD BOY. ’Fraid we’ll see your hair?
MARTINA. Why do you have to has sle me?
BAD BOY. ’Cause you’re stu pid.
MARTINA. This is my room. I should be safe here. Please, 

please, leave me alone.
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BAD BOY (bangs into her). No can do. The Bad Boy’s
gotta get you. Gotta get the goody, goody girl. (He
bangs into her.)

MARTINA. I’m not a goody girl.
BAD BOY. You think you are. I gotta show you the truth.

(He bangs into her.)
MARTINA. Stop it! (She grabs him and flings him hard

across the room. He goes sprawl ing. She’s hor ri fied at
what she’s done.) This is to day all over again.

BAD BOY. See? See, Teeny Tina? You’re an gry, mean
and—

(VOO DOO GIRL pops out from un der the bed. She
wears de signer jeans, a fash ion able top and car ries a
metal lunchbox.)

VOO DOO GIRL. Bad! (MARTINA screams. BAD BOY
screams. VOO DOO GIRL screams, then laughs.) And
I’m the one who made her bad.

MARTINA. You’re here, too.
VOO DOO GIRL. Best friends.
MARTINA. If you were my friend, you would n’t be here.

You’d leave me alone. You would n’t call me bad. I’m
not bad.

BAD BOY. You’re not good.
VOO DOO GIRL. And I’m gonna make you even badder.

Look. (She takes a small doll from her lunchbox. She
be gins a rit ual with the doll.) My spell. You am she.
You am she and I the power. 

MARTINA. What?
VOO DOO GIRL. You am she, I the power, now you be

you be mine. 
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MARTINA. What are you doin’?
VOO DOO GIRL (doll voice). No, no, no. 
MARTINA. You’re crazy.
VOO DOO GIRL (rit ual voice). Yeh-es, I the power, you

be you be mine. Do that do that evil.
MARTINA. I’m not scared.
VOO DOO GIRL. The evil’s deep in side you and you know 

it. I’m gonna make it bub ble right out.
BAD BOY (bumps MARTINA). Gonna break my other

arm, right Teeny?
MARTINA. Why are you guys doin’ this?
VOO DOO GIRL. Do that do that evil.
MARTINA. I just wanna go to sleep. I just wanna do the

right thing.
BAD BOY. Like this? (He bumps her again, ex tra hard.)
VOO DOO GIRL. Hit him, Teen. Show your power. That’s

the right thing.
BAD BOY. Come on, Teeny. It’ll feel good.
MARTINA. I could do it.
BAD BOY. Hit me.
MARTINA. I could drop you easy. 
VOO DOO GIRL. He makes you mad.
MARTINA. I could hurt him.
VOO DOO GIRL. Do that do that do that.
MARTINA. But I—
BAD BOY. Do it.
VOO DOO GIRL. Break de break de arm.
MARTINA. I—
BAD BOY. Do it. Do it!
MARTINA. No! I don’t wanna do it again! Help me!

Some one stop me!
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(VIC TOR FRAN KEN STEIN pops out of the TV.)

VIC TOR. You need no help!

(The THREE KIDS freeze.)

MARTINA. What?!
VIC TOR. Yes, it is I, Vic tor Fran ken stein, sci en tist and

stu dent of life.

(BAD BOY and VOO DOO GIRL scream and es cape into 
the closet, slam ming the door be hind them.)

MARTINA. You’re not Vic tor Fran ken stein. You’re my
mother dressed up like him try ing to drive me crazy.

VIC TOR. Martina, lis ten to me.
MARTINA. This is to tally out of con trol.
VIC TOR. You did not trans gress.
MARTINA. All I want is to be left alone.
VIC TOR. You did not do vi o lence to his arm. 
MARTINA. To have my room back to my self.
VIC TOR. You are good. 
MARTINA. What?
VIC TOR. So very, very good.
MARTINA. I am?
VIC TOR. You rec og nized your de struc tive pas sion.
MARTINA. I wanted to hurt them both.
VIC TOR. No, no, no. You wanted to be gen tle. That is

why you called for me. You are pure and good. I know
be cause—I cre ated you.

MARTINA. What?
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VIC TOR. I, Dr. Vic tor Fran ken stein, am your cre ator. I am 
the foun tain of your life.

MARTINA. You’re crazy is what you are.
VIC TOR. Just like all the oth ers! Doubt ers of my pow ers!

Dis be liev ers in the pos si bil i ties of the world! Gaze upon
this and tell me I can not cre ate life.

(The CREA TURE en ters. He has spiked hair and a dog
col lar around his neck. Pierces stick out of his face like
bolts. He walks with an awk ward gait and speaks with a
gar bled, al most in com pre hen si ble speech. He car ries
some belts and other leather goods. He’s un aware of
MARTINA and VIC TOR and tries to sell his belts to
imag i nary cus tom ers.)

CREA TURE. U uhn oo eye? [You want to buy?]
MARTINA. I know him.
CREA TURE. Iz ood suf. [It’s good stuff.]
MARTINA. He’s that ugly punk who’s al ways has sling

peo ple on the street.
CREA TURE. O ook, iz ee-lee ood suf. [No look, it’s re ally 

good stuff.] (He ex its.)
MARTINA. Peo ple say he’s crazy, that he burned down his 

fam ily’s house, that he, he—does stuff to kids.
VIC TOR. He is a mon ster. And I cre ated him. I cre ated an

un bear able, hid eous hor ror. But that is all in the past, be -
cause now, now I have cre ated you. I have cre ated per -
fec tion.

MARTINA. I’m not per fect.
VIC TOR. You are won drous, child. Ex traor di nary. Mag nif -

i cent.
MARTINA. Really? I’m all that?
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VIC TOR. Yes. And I want the whole world to see.
MARTINA. The whole world, wow.
VIC TOR. But first, we must go to class. I must show my

pro fes sor what I have achieved. 
MARTINA. You want me to go to school?
VIC TOR. I must prove to him that it is pos si ble to cre ate a 

child like you, a child of pure good ness.
MARTINA. I was in a fight to day. They’re gonna sus pend

me, I think.
VIC TOR. Do not be afraid, child.
MARTINA. I’m not afraid.
VIC TOR. We will go to gether. They will see how glo ri ous

you are.
MARTINA. Glo ri ous?
VIC TOR. Glo ri ous!
MARTINA. That is so awe some.
VIC TOR. In deed.
MARTINA. All right. I’ll give it a try. I’ll go to school.

But it’s not gonna be easy. You don’t know all the stuff
I gotta deal with. Even just to walk out the door. (She
looks in the mir ror. She lifts her hat a lit tle, try ing to
peek un der.) Like this. Come on, be good to day. Please.
(She tries to slowly re move her hat. Her hair seems to
ex plode out, two tons of frizz prac ti cally knock ing the
hat out of her hands.)

VIC TOR. Aaahh! Gor gon, Medusa! Hid eous, hid eous hair! 
(He flees.)

(MARTINA tries to hold back her tears. She clutches her 
frog.)
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MARTINA. Oh, Shel ley. How can I be so ugly? Why does 
ev ery body think I’m so aw ful?

(She sobs. Overly dra matic mu sic. The closet door
opens. A woman [LA SUEÑABA] in a fi esta dress is
there. Gor geous. Huge, per fect hair.)

LA SUEÑABA. I don’t think you’re aw ful, chica. I just
think you’re a girl who don’t know what to do. And cry -
ing ain’t goin’ to help, bebé. It just goin’ to give you
those blood shot eyes.

MARTINA. I don’t care.
LA SUEÑABA. You got to care.
MARTINA. Wait a min ute. I don’t know you. What are

you doin’ here? Why does ev ery one keep comin’ into
my room? Why don’t you all just leave me alone?

LA SUEÑABA. ’Cause your hair is a mon ster, chica. It de -
vours your head, then your head de vours your mind and
your mind de vours your life. Look at me. You need to
do what I do. See? Would n’t you like to look like this?
(Glam or ous pose.) La Sueñaba.

MARTINA. La Sueñaba?
LA SUEÑABA. Lady of Your Dreams.
MARTINA. My mother told me about you. You drown lit -

tle girls in the river.
LA SUEÑABA. Yes—but big girls I make beau ti ful for -

ever. Come to me, bebé. Come to me and find out.
MARTINA. You’re cra zier than I am.
LA SUEÑABA. Yes. (She makes a sound like she’s

breath ing fire.) But I look so good. That’s your prob lem, 
you know? If you looked like me, you would n’t be so
un happy. You would n’t be so nasty all the time.
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MARTINA. I’m not nasty.
LA SUEÑABA. You wanna get them all, don’t you? That

Bad Boy, your doll friend, your hos pi tal mother and
mon ster teacher? Come here, cariña, I’m gonna help
you. I’m gonna make you one big, hot girl.

MARTINA. Yeah?
LA SUEÑABA. When I get through with you—ev ery -

body’s gonna love you. No body’s gonna tell you when
to go to bed. When to go to school. Nothin’. They just
gonna say—ai yai yaiiii!

MARTINA. Ai yai yaiiii! All right!
LA SUEÑABA. Sit, sit, sit.

(MARTINA sits on the bed. LA SUEÑABA puts the blan -
ket over her like a cloth in a sa lon and pulls her kit from 
un der the bed. Dur ing the fol low ing, LA SUEÑABA
gives MARTINA a “makeover.”)

LA SUEÑABA. This won’t take no time at all. Just got to
bring out the nat u ral high lights in your skin and get rid
of the frizz in your hair. You got ev ery thing you need,
lit tle one. You got a big voice, sharp words, shiny teeth.
No body’s gonna mess with you. They try, just for get
about it, right?

MARTINA. Yeah, I’ll bite ’em right where it hurts. (She
bites the air and laughs.)

LA SUEÑABA. You’re a hand ful. A bad, bad girl.
Cuidado, mami!

MARTINA. Are you makin’ me look better?
LA SUEÑABA. Whata you think?
MARTINA. Lemme see.
LA SUEÑABA. Just a min ute.
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MARTINA. No, come on, I wanna see.
LA SUEÑABA. Wait, wait, wait.
MARTINA. Am I good now?
LA SUEÑABA. Miss Thing! You stop. Just let me put

these last—there. Now you look.
MARTINA. Hmm.
LA SUEÑABA. Soo baaaddd.
MARTINA. Yeah?
LA SUEÑABA. Oh, yeah.
MARTINA. I feel bad.
LA SUEÑABA. You are baaaddd.
MARTINA. Good.
LA SUEÑABA. So now you ready. 
MARTINA. For what?
LA SUEÑABA. To strut your stuff. To go where the wind

blows. (There’s a knock on the closet door.) Oh, yes.
Gawhead, chica, open it. You ready.

(MARTINA opens the door. A man is there.)

MARTINA. Mr. D?
MR. D. Oh, my good ness.
MARTINA. Mr. D’Andrey, I—
MR. D. You are so naughty.
LA SUEÑABA. Oh yeah, she sizzlin’. So get out the way,

paco.
MR. D. I don’t think so. I’m tak ing her to school.
LA SUEÑABA. Not this one.
MR. D. This one most of all. She was a bad girl. She hurt

some one. She’s got to make up for it.
LA SUEÑABA. That right? You gonna let this burro tell

you what to do, bebé?
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MARTINA. You just called him a burro.
LA SUEÑABA. Lay him out and let’s fly.
MR. D. Fly? That’s the most ri dic u lous thing I’ve ever

heard. How could you pos si bly fly?
MARTINA. I don’t know.
LA SUEÑABA. Oh, I see, you don’t wanna ride the wind.

Maybe that’s ’cause you scared, scared you gonna fall.
Well, you gonna fall whether you fly or not, bebé. You
gonna land flat on your salsa-cov ered pan cake face just
like ev ery body else.

MARTINA. Why are you be ing so mean? I thought you
were help ing me.

LA SUEÑABA. No body can help you, self ish. Go ahead.
Do what you want, go with this burro, go to school.

MR. D. And good ad vice that is. Your test scores, your
quiz zes, your tem per, ev ery thing needs im prov ing.

LA SUEÑABA. Sure, that’s no sur prise look ing like she
do.

MARTINA. Lookin’ like what? You said I looked good.
LA SUEÑABA. No, I said you looked baaaddd.
MARTINA. But that’s good.
LA SUEÑABA. Yeah, if you like lit tle things all over your 

face.
MARTINA. Lit tle things?
LA SUEÑABA. Yeah, like that spot, that pim ple, that zit,

that red and white Popocatepetl moun tain that’s growin’
and growin’, about to erupt all over your face. You want 
me to squeeze it and watch the lava run?

MARTINA. Stop it! I hate you!
MR. D. Why do you as so ci ate with de gen er ates like this?

That’s pre cisely why you’re do ing so poorly.
MARTINA. Why do you all keep rippin’ on me?!
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MR. D. You know, young lady, if you had a better at ti tude,
LA SUEÑABA. And you were n’t so fea
MR. D. If you com pleted your home work on time,
LA SUEÑABA. With your mon ster hair
MR. D. If you stud ied for tests,
LA SUEÑABA. And vol cano skin
MR. D. And if you did n’t dress like such a hood lum—
MARTINA. Aaahhhh! (She throws an other tan trum. The

wind be gins to blow.)
MR. D. You’ve got to keep your room clean. 
LA SUEÑABA. ’Cause ev ery body love to look at you.
MR. D. Hang up your clothes. 
LA SUEÑABA. Love you like a diet.
MR. D. Get rid of that make-up. 
LA SUEÑABA. You make them sick to their stom ach.
MR. D. And watch only ed u ca tional TV.
LA SUEÑABA. They lose so much weight.
MR. D. You need to act like a civ i lized hu man be ing.
MARTINA. Get out! Get out, both of you! This is my

room! My own room!
MR. D. I am try ing to help you.
MARTINA. I don’t care. 
LA SUEÑABA. ’Cause you so scared.
MARTINA. I’m not! I’m not, I’m not, I’m not! I’m gettin’

away from you. Gettin’ outa here. I’m leavin’.
LA SUEÑABA. Good! Now, you gonna see!
MARTINA. Get outa my way.
MR. D. You don’t have to run, Martina.
MARTINA. Let me go.
LA SUEÑABA. Now you doin’ it. 

(The wind is blow ing MR. D and SUEÑABA around.)
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MR. D. Come with me to school.
MARTINA. I’m out!!
LA SUEÑABA (as she’s blown off). Bye, bye, pim ple

baby an gel face!
MARTINA. I’m doin’ what I want!

MR. D (as he’s blown off). I won’t give up on you! 
MARTINA. What I want! Ha hah! (She grabs her hat and

stuffs her hair in as best she can. The wind blows the
rest of her room away.) Yeah!! Where the wind blows!!
I’m free!! Free!! (She is out in the el e ments.)
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