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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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IM POR TANT BILL ING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thors 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 names of the au thors 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 thors, 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”

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



ABOUT THE PLAY

The Third Wave is a true story about a high-school ex per i -
ment in fascism that went out of con trol. Set in 1967 Palo
Alto, Cal i for nia, dur ing the Viet Nam war and so cial rev o -
lu tion, the play cen ters around a young, pop u lar teacher,
Ron Jones, and his World His tory class. When a stu dent
asks how so many peo ple could be led to deny the Ho lo -
caust of World War II, Mr. Jones de cides to dem on strate by 
giv ing his stu dents an ex er cise in dis ci pline, not un like that 
of a to tal i tar ian so ci ety. To his sur prise, the stu dents de light 
in the or der and power of that dis ci pline.

Dur ing a five-day pe riod, the stu dents re lin quish their free -
dom in fa vor of the pros pect of sup posed su pe ri or ity over
other stu dents in the school. The class adopts the name The 
Third Wave, and soon many oth ers, even from neigh bor ing
schools, clamor to be a part of the “elite” group. What fol -
lows has been the sub ject of books, films, tele vi sion and a
re cent doc u men tary. Though a se ri ous drama, the play is
sprin kled with hu mor as it ex am ines the pas sions and vul -
ner a bil ity of a gen er a tion of youths at a crit i cal time in
Amer i can his tory. It also fol lows the tri als and trib u la tions
of the pop u lar teacher who is re spon si ble for The Third
Wave.
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THE THIRD WAVE

CHAR AC TERS

MR. JONES . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a high-school teacher
A MAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mr. Jones’ older al ter ego
STU DENTS . . . . . . . . . . . . . mem bers of Mr. Jones’ class

MALE                                 FE MALE

DOUG                                 EVE
EZC                                     ALENE
NOR MAN                           WENDY
ROB ERT                             DESHAY
BOMBER                            MARIA
                                            ALICIA
                                            GG
                                            BRENDA

*AD DI TIONAL STU DENTS . . . . . . . . from other classes

MALE                                 FE MALE

DANNY (DANIELLE) JEAN (GENE)
MARCUS (MARY) TONI (TONY)
TERRY (TERI)                   FREDA (FRED)

EX TRAS: Offstage voices and fi nal scene, if de sired.

*May be played by all M or F or any com bi na tion thereof.

THE TIME: Fall, 1967.

THE PLACE: A high school in Palo Alto, Cal i for nia.
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ACT ONE

SCENE: An empty class room—desks, black board,
teacher’s desk and chair, other typ i cal ac cou ter ments.
Post ers of the pe riod, such as The Bea tles, James
Brown, Pe ter, Paul and Mary, etc., hang on the wall. A
closed door to the class room is UC.

AT RISE: The chat ter ing voices of STU DENTS are heard
off stage mov ing closer to the door. A mo ment later, MR. 
JONES, the teacher, about 24, opens the door and leads
the stu dents into the class room.

MR. JONES. Okay, okay, hurry along. It’s al most time for
the dis missal bell, and I want to go over what we just—

EVE (as the STU DENTS en ter). Mr. Jones, can we have
class out side again to mor row. That is, if it’s a nice day.

DOUG. Eve, baby, it’s al ways a nice day in Palo Alto.
Even when it rains.

ALENE. Or snows.
EZC. It never snows here.
NOR MAN. How about an earth quake?
WENDY. We have n’t had an earth quake since 1959.
DESHAY. That was eight years ago. Could hap pen again.
ROB ERT (some what with drawn). Don’t talk about earth -

quakes, okay?

7

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



MR. JONES. All right. All right. Enough of the weather re -
ports. Yes, if it’s a nice day, we might go back out
again. That is if were you pay ing at ten tion. I saw a cou -
ple of you that were more in ter ested in watch ing the fall -
ing leaves and look ing at the stray dog that was wa ter -
ing the dan de li ons. (ALL laugh.) All right. Let’s re view
quickly. Name the Axis pow ers. (MARIA’s hand goes
up.) Maria.

MARIA. Ger many, It aly and Ja pan.
MR. JONES. And who were the good guys? (NOR MAN

half-raises his hand.) Nor man.
NOR MAN. Us—of course, uh—Brit ain and France. China

and—Rus sia. 
MR. JONES. Close. (ALICIA raises her hand.) Alicia.
ALICIA. The USSR which in cluded Rus sia.
NOR MAN. Yeah, but ev ery body knows what you mean

when you say Rus sia.
MR. JONES. Tech ni cally, Alicia’s right, Nor man, but we’ll 

let you off with only a week at hard la bor in the Gulag
this time. (ALL laugh.) Okay, the month and date of the
sur ren der of the en e mies. I’m not wait ing for hands this
time. Let me hear it.

BOMBER. Ger many, March 1945.
GG. Ja pan—uh, uh 1945, too. But—May—May. 
MR. JONES. And what about It aly? Brenda.
BRENDA. They quit—two years ear lier, I think.
MR. JONES. They quit?
BRENDA. You know. Gave up.
MR. JONES. She needs a lit tle help, some body. (EVE

raises her hand.) Eve.
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EVE. The, uh, what-do-you-call-’em—allies, that’s it—
took over Sic ily and got rid of Mus so lini. Then a new
gov ern ment de clared war on Ger many.

MR. JONES. Okay, looks like you were pay ing at ten tion
pretty well out there. (DOUG holds up his hand.) Yes,
Doug?

DOUG. I have a cor rec tion to make.
MR. JONES. Oh?
DOUG. The dog peed on the dai sies—not the dan de li ons.

(ALL laugh.)
MR. JONES. You guys were pay ing at ten tion, were n’t

you? All right, we’ll go out side to mor row. (ALL ap prove 
vo cally.) I’ll tell Prin ci pal Mor ris in the morn ing… Any
ques tions about what we cov ered to day?

ALENE. I have one. How could so many of the Ger man
peo ple be so eas ily led to—deny the Ho lo caust?

MR. JONES. It’s not hard to lead peo ple when you in still
in them a herd men tal ity, make that herd feel su pe rior,
then struc ture its ev ery move… Good ques tion, Alene.
We’ll dis cuss that more to mor row—or the first of next
week.

(The school bell rings. ALL gather up their be long ings.)

WENDY. Mr. Jones, are you sure you never taught school
be fore?

MR. JONES. Just stu dent teach ing in col lege.
WENDY. We all think you’re just great.
NOR MAN (jok ingly). Speak for your self, Wendy. (Gen eral 

chuck ling.)

Act I THE THIRD WAVE 9

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



MR. JONES (pre tend ing to write in his grade book). All
right, that’s an “A” for Wendy and an “F” for Nor man.
(ALL laugh.)

NOR MAN. Okay, I ad mit you’re pretty good.
MR. JONES (again pre tend ing to write). Make that a “C”

for Nor man. (Gen eral laugh ter as ALL be gin to leave.)
Okay, re mem ber—chap ter five for to mor row. And keep
work ing on your post ers, drawings, po ems—in clud ing
your own. Be cre ative.

DESHAY. I’m hav ing fun with the poster.
MARIA. Me, too.
MR. JONES. Oh, and don’t for get—to mor row is Roll Call

Fri day.
ALICIA. What’s the topic this week, Mr. Jones?
GG. He’s not go ing to tell us till to mor row—like al ways.
MR. JONES. GG’s right. Have a good trip home, ev ery -

body. Be safe out there. (ALL leave, chat ter ing, some
turn ing to say “Bye” to MR. JONES who muses to him -
self af ter they leave.) Yeah…maybe we will deal with
Alene’s ques tion—in a very unique way.

(He be gins to straighten the room, eras ing the board,
etc., as an older MAN walks slowly down an aisle of the
thea tre, look ing at MR. JONES who is un aware of his
pres ence.)

MAN. First-year teacher. Only six weeks on the job. Be -
gin ning the ca reer he’s al ways wanted. Al ready pop u lar
with his stu dents. En vied, though re spected, by his col -
leagues. Well-liked by his prin ci pal—even at this early
stage.
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(MR. JONES picks up his brief case and starts for the
door. He stops, looks back at the class room and smiles,
then ex its as the MAN climbs up a nar row step at the
side of the stage, just out of the play ing area.)

MAN (cont’d). How do I know? I was that teacher way
back in 1967. If you don’t mind, I think I’ll go pull up a 
chair. Even though I know how it all turns out, I like to
re visit it ev ery once in awhile. I’ll be right back. (He ex -
its in the di rec tion of back stage.)

(A mo ment later, MR. JONES en ters, sets his brief case
down and writes on the black board: “A se cret that none 
of us knows, ex cept you.” The bell rings and VOICES
are heard ap proach ing the class room. The STU DENTS
en ter chat ting loudly.)

BRENDA. So, how do we an swer Roll Call Fri day to day,
Mr. Jones?

DESHAY. How about pet peeves?
DOUG. First-ever mem ory.
MARIA. Fa vor ite movie.
EZC. We did that three weeks ago.
MARIA. Oh, yeah.
MR. JONES. No. To day, some thing a lit tle more thought-

pro vok ing and per sonal. (He points to the black board.)
Some thing about your self that the rest of us don’t know. 
And keep it clean.

BOMBER. There goes mine al ready. (Laugh ter.)

(The MAN re en ters at the side of the stage. He car ries a
fold ing chair on which he sits.)
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MR. JONES (open ing the roll book). Okay, here goes. Eve.
EVE. I want to star in a Broad way mu si cal. (Sing ing.) “The 

hills are alive…” (A few groans are heard.)
ALICIA. Eve, it’s sup posed to be some thing we don’t

know about you.
EVE. Oh, right… Okay, some times I snore when I’m

asleep at night. (A few gig gles.) 
NOR MAN. If you’re asleep, how do you know?
EVE. My sis ter tells me. We sleep in the same room.
MR. JONES. GG.
GG. My boy friend, Freddy—
ALENE. We know who your boy friend is.
GG. I’m not fin ished. My boy friend, Freddy, calls me—

“Lit tle One.” (A few “ooo’s.”)
MR. JONES. Doug.
DOUG. I’m go ing to try out for the JV bas ket ball team that 

Mr. Jones coaches.
ROB ERT. That’s not a se cret.
DOUG. It is to Mr. Jones.
EVE. Not any more. (Laugh ter.)
MR. JONES. I’ll look for you, Doug…Wendy.
WENDY. When I was a lit tle girl, I told my mother I liked

horses. Now she gives me a lit tle toy horse ev ery birth -
day and Christ mas. I don’t even like horses any more.

BRENDA. Why don’t you tell your mother?
WENDY. I don’t want to hurt her feel ings.
MR. JONES. Jerry.
BOMBER. I like it better when you call me Bomber.
MR. JONES. You’re still Jerry in the roll book. But,

okay—Bomber.
BOMBER. Ev ery once in a while I bring a gun to school.

(”Ooo’s” are heard.)
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EZC. Have you got one to day?
BOMBER. That’s still a se cret.
MR. JONES. It’d better be a wa ter pis tol, or you’re outta

here. (ALL laugh as BOMBER uses his hands as “wa ter
pis tols” and mimes shoot ing with “swish ing” sounds.)
DeShay.

DESHAY. When they opened up the high school here to
kids like me who went to Palo Alto East, I did n’t want
to come.

GG. Then why did you?
DESHAY. My mama thought I’d be safer here.
BOMBER. Maybe you should still be at Palo Alto East.
MR. JONES. Hold on there.
DESHAY. Hey. NRA-man. I don’t like find ing my self here 

any more than you do.
MR. JONES. Let’s not get per sonal… Nor man.
NOR MAN (glar ing at BOMBER). I wanna pro tect peo ple

from other peo ple they might need pro tect ing from.
MR. JONES. Was that your orig i nal se cret?
NOR MAN. No. But this one’s even better.
MR. JONES. Alene.
ALENE. I want to be a fa mous writer—
MARIA. We know that.
ALENE. —of mur der mys ter ies! (She pre tends to choke

MARIA.)
MARIA. Hey, cut it out.
ALENE. They say to write what you know about. I’m just

prac tic ing. (ALL laugh.)
BRENDA. Why don’t you tell us your other se cret.
ALENE. What other se cret?
BRENDA. Well, it’s not re ally a se cret since she told it to

me and DeShay.

Act I THE THIRD WAVE 13

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



ALENE. Shut up, Brenda.
DESHAY. She said she thinks Mr. Jones is cute. (ALL re -

act with “ooo’s” and “aaah’s.”)
ALENE. DeShay!
MR. JONES. Thank you, Alene. That makes two peo ple

who think I’m cute—you and Mrs. Jones. (ALL laugh.)
Let’s move along. We’ve got lots to do to day. Alicia.

ALICIA. I know I’m usu ally quiet (softly) but when I get
real ex cited I can be very—LOUD! (ALL cover their
ears and laugh.)

MR. JONES. Brenda.
BRENDA. I know I don’t re ally fit in, but my se cret is—I

don’t care if I fit in or not. (A few “aah’s.”)
MR. JONES. EZC.
EZC. My se cret is brand new…I want Wendy to give me

all her lit tle horses. (ALL laugh.)
MR. JONES. Rob ert.
ROB ERT. I—I don’t have any se crets—that I want to

share.
OTH ERS. Come on, Rob ert… Just one… He’s so shy, etc.
MR. JONES. That’s enough now. I think Rob ert did just

share a se cret. And that is—he’d rather not share one.
(ROB ERT seems re lieved.) Maria.

MARIA. I—love—to ma toes. I even eat them for break fast.
(Laugh ter.) My mother let’s me grow them in our gar -
den. And they’re the best in the world. Yea, to ma toes!
(ALL laugh.)

MR. JONES. All right. We got through that pretty well,
even though it did take a lot of time. I think for next Fri -
day’s roll call, I’ll ask you to name your fa vor ite
one-syl la ble word. (ALL laugh.) Now, on to busi ness.
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(He mimes teach ing as the STU DENTS open their
books.)

MAN. Pretty good stuff, huh? Things were run ning
smoothly in the early go ing. There was no rea son to
think it would n’t last for ever. Oh, sure, I knew there
would be a few speed bumps along the way. But this job 
seemed about as per fect as pos si ble in the early days.

MR. JONES (as the bell rings and all close their books).
Okay, for Mon day, re view chap ters three through five.
Study the map on page thirty-one and an swer the ques -
tion: If you were in vad ing Czecho slo va kia, which way
would you en ter and why? At least one hun dred fifty
words. Have a good week end, ev ery body.

WENDY. Hey, Mr. Jones, you did n’t tell us your se cret.
MR. JONES. My se cret is—I’m not go ing to tell my wife

one of my stu dents thinks I’m cute. (ALL laugh and
start to leave.) Oh, and Alene—your ques tion about why 
so many of the Ger mans were led to dis avow the Ho lo -
caust—we’ll deal with that on Mon day. (The STU -
DENTS leave as MR. JONES ti dies up the room.)

MAN. Oh, yes. We would deal with it, all right. I could n’t
let an op por tu nity like this go by. But be ing the
ever-cau tious first-year teacher—

MR. JONES (turn ing to the au di ence, as though talk ing to
the prin ci pal). So, I thought I’d run it by you, Prin ci pal
Mor ris, be fore I went ahead with it.

MAN (as PRIN CI PAL MOR RIS, stand ing and cross-fo cus -
ing with MR. JONES). Sounds like a pretty good idea,
Ron.

MR. JONES. I just want to try and make it real for them—
let them ex pe ri ence it—so they can un der stand it better.
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MAN. I like your meth od ol ogy, Ron. Good luck with it.
Let me know how it turns out.

MR. JONES. Thanks. I will. (He picks up his brief case and 
ex its.)

MAN (now him self again, turn ing to the au di ence). I
would spend sev eral hours over the week end plan ning
the les son—which would be more like an event. In struc -
tive, il lu mi nat ing, dy namic. And the ge nius who put it
all to gether—would be fired by the end of the year. (He
sits.)

(MR. JONES en ters and be gins tak ing down sev eral
post ers of con tem po rary icons: James Brown, the Bea -
tles (“Ser geant Pep per”), Pe ter, Paul and Mary—as
well as a cou ple of sports post ers: the San Fran cisco
Gi ants [base ball] and ’49ers [foot ball].)

MAN (as MR. JONES works). It was n’t an easy ques tion to 
an swer—or to build a les son plan around: How could a
large part of the Ger man pop u lace claim ig no rance of
the whole sale slaugh ter of Jew ish peo ple? How could
doc tors, teach ers, rail road con duc tors, towns peo ple—
even friends and neigh bors of Jew ish cit i zens—deny
what was hap pen ing?

(MR. JONES be gins re ar rang ing the desks into dis tinct
rows.)

MAN (cont’d). I had de cided to take two days—maybe
even three—to let the ex per i ment play out. In the end, it
would last a full week.
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