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4

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



LOST AND FOUND LING

DRA MA TIS PER SONAE

PRYCE, female, young
STACI, fe male, the nar ra tor and des ig nated Price Mart

greeter
JESSE, male, very, very old, Price Mart as so ci ate
CUS TO DIAN, male

The fol low ing parts can be dou bled (or tri pled, or so on), 
and can ac com mo date ei ther gen der:

SHADOWY FIG URE
AS SO CI ATES
P.A. AN NOUNCER
SLASHER
DE MANDING SHOPPER
NEVERENDING LINE
FREE SAM PLES
LOST
FOUND

The play can be per formed with a cast as small as six (at
least two fe male, at least two male), but more play ers will
in crease the stag ing pos si bil i ties.
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THE TIME

Now, or thereabouts.

THE PLACE

The Mega Price Mart.
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LOST AND FOUND LING

(Tight spot on the face of STACI, in ton ing in ter ri bly sig -
nif i cant fairy-tale-nar ra tor mode:)

STACI. Once upon a time there was a very spe cial land. It
was a place that time for got, where ev ery body smiled
and said “hello” and “ex cuse me” and it never ever got
dark. (Lights up full on STACI in her kha kis and brightly 
col ored mono chro matic Price Mart vest; she switches
into perky store-greeter mode:) And the prices were low 
and stock never ran out and on Tues days man u fac tur ers’ 
cou pons were dou bled and ev ery thing in aisle sixty-one
was half off, hello and wel come to Price Mart, I can
help you find any thing!

(Other CAST MEM BERS in Price Mart vests flood the
stage, cross ing back and forth be hind and in front of
STACI, fold ing clothes and mov ing in ven tory and count -
ing things and gen er ally keep ing busy.)

P.A. AN NOUNCER (off stage). I need a price check at reg -
is ter sev en teen. Price check at reg is ter sev en teen!

STACI. It was a glo ri ous and mag i cal place where ev ery
kind of per son un der the sun came when ever they
needed some thing and al ways left happy. Where bulk
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high-vol ume pur chas ing and dom i nance in the mar ket
trans lated into low whole sale costs for Price Mart buy ers 
and the sav ings were passed on to you, the cus tomer.
You think I’m ly ing. You doubt that a Price Mart can
pos si bly be such a grand and beau ti ful place. Well,
you’re right. This was n’t ac tu ally a Price Mart. It was a
Mega Price Mart. They’re a lot big ger! With a lot more
stuff. There are only sev enty-six of them in the coun try,
and this was one of them, and it was a very spe cial place 
where peo ple’s dreams came true and their shop ping ex -
pe ri ence was ex tremely sat is fac tory. (The peo ple criss -
cross ing be hind STACI dis si pate.) It was also, once, the
place where a very un usual thing hap pened. (A baby
starts to cry and wail.) Un usual things don’t usu ally
hap pen at Price Mart, but at this Mega Price Mart a
mega-un usual thing hap pened once: a lit tle girl was
born. Or left. Or got lost in the aisles and her par ents
never found her. What ever it was that hap pened, it was
her des tiny to be dis cov ered be tween Truck Mir rors and
Oil Fil ters by some Price Mart as so ci ates.

(The in fant is dis cov ered by AS SO CI ATES, in clud ing
STACI.)

P.A. ANNOUNCER (offstage). Assistant manager Brian to
the snack bar please, assistant manager Brian to the
snack bar.

AS SO CI ATE. This does n’t be long in this aisle.
AN OTHER AS SO CI ATE. Where, then, do you think?
JESSE. Um. Uh. “Min ia tures”?
CUS TO DIAN. “Noise makers”?
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AS SO CI ATE. Uh. “Kinda stinky things, that are also
damp”?

STACI. There are worse places to be found as a baby. (To
au di ence.) We fig ured.

AN OTHER AS SO CI ATE. A door step.
JESSE. A hand bag.
CUS TO DIAN. In the reeds and bul rushes.
AN OTHER AS SO CI ATE. In the for est to be raised by

wolves.
AS SO CI ATE. In the jun gle to be raised by apes.
JESSE. Some, uh, other…store, where the…floors aren’t

nearly so…clean.

(The AS SO CI ATES re treat into the re sumed foot traf fic
of the store’s AS SO CI ATES and CUS TOMERS, which
even tu ally dis si pate again to re veal PRYCE play ing with 
some thing—per haps a piece of Price Mart mer chan dise
you would n’t nor mally think of as a toy.)

STACI. But none of those things were this baby’s des tiny.
It was her des tiny to be dis cov ered by these Price Mart
as so ci ates and not get left, or ig nored, or priced to move 
like an ugly sweater, but rather bun dled up and loved
and treated like some one very spe cial, be cause things
like this usu ally hap pen to prin cesses and heroes, or so it 
seems. It was de cided, af ter a few weeks, that she prob a -
bly needed to have a name. So all things con sid ered, for
ob vi ous rea sons, she was given the most ap pro pri ate
name pos si ble. “Pryce.” (PRYCE gives a thumbs-up.)
And ev ery body agreed that this was good.

(JESSE ap pears.)
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JESSE. Except me.
STACI. Ex cept Jesse.
JESSE. I sug gested Marta.
STACI. Al most ev ery body agreed it was good.
JESSE. But no one lis tens to me.
STACI. He also rec om mended the name “Hypoallergenic

Pine ap ple Air Fresh ener.”
JESSE. She was found near the au to mo tive sec tion!
STACI. So “Pryce” it was.
JESSE. Some thing to be said for hav ing an un usual name,

dang it. But no one lis tens to—
STACI. Some as so ci ates who’ve been here a long time say

they can still re mem ber when Pryce said her first word.
PRYCE. “Af ford able”!

(Ev ery one oohs and aahs.)

P.A. AN NOUNCER (off stage). Store man ager Da vid to the 
snack bar please, store man ager Da vid to the snack bar.

JESSE. I re mem ber that. Her first word. That was a pip.
Sharp as a tack, that one.

STACI. And that’s how this Price Mart came to be the
home of a very spe cial girl. Lucky. Ev ery one has happy
mem o ries of Pryce grow ing up here. The film coun ter
has de vel oped hun dreds of pic tures from her birth day
par ties alone. (STACI flips through some pic tures.) I re -
mem ber this one…

EV ERY ONE. Happy mega birth day!
It’s your mega day!
Have a happy birthday
The Mega Price Mart way!
SAVE!
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(PRYCE blows out can dles on a Host ess-brand pastry as 
JESSE crouches near her. A FLASH.)

JESSE. Here you go, Marta—er, I mean Pryce. Happy
birth day now, child.

PRYCE. Thank you!! What is it?
JESSE. Nice pair of sus pend ers. Some thing to be said for a 

prac ti cal pres ent, dang it. A per son could do worse than
to keep his pants from fall ing down!

PRYCE. Oh, thank you, Jesse! I love them! Hey, Jesse…
have all my birth days been here in the Price Mart?

JESSE. Well, sure. Where else would they be, you crazy
per son?

PRYCE. I don’t know…I mean, have I al ways been here,
or did I come from some where else?

JESSE. Hey, look what else I got for you—a big bag of
baby car rots!

PRYCE (squeals). This is the best birth day ever! Thanks,
Jesse!

JESSE. And now I can’t stand back up. Dang-nab these
consarned knees. (JESSE wad dles away.)

STACI. And I re mem ber this one…
EV ERY ONE. Happy mega birth day!

It’s your mega day!
Have a happy birthday
The Mega Price Mart way!
SAVE!

(PRYCE blows out can dles on a Host ess-brand pastry as 
the CUS TO DIAN crouches near her. A FLASH.)
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CUS TO DIAN. Happy birth day, Pryce. I got you some -
thing.

PRYCE. My very own bucket! Thank you!
CUS TO DIAN. You’re get ting older now, and you should -

n’t have to wait around for some one else to come along
and clean things up for you. I think you’re old enough—

PRYCE. —for my own bucket? You sure??
CUS TO DIAN. Pretty sure. And be fore long I’ll be happy

to teach you all about the whole fam ily of cleans ers and
clean ing prod ucts.

PRYCE. I can’t wait! Hey…speak ing of “fam ily,” did I
ever have a—?

CUS TO DIAN. —Wanna ride on the rid ing mower over in
lawn care?

PRYCE. Do you even have to ask?? (PRYCE rides the
lawnmower.)

STACI. And of course I re mem ber this one:
EV ERY ONE. Happy mega birth day!

It’s your mega day!
Have a happy birthday
The Mega Price Mart way!
SAVE!

(PRYCE blows out can dles on a Host ess-brand pastry as 
STACI crouches near her. A FLASH.)

STACI. Happy birth day, Pryce.
PRYCE. Oh! My! Gosh! For me?
STACI. It’s all yours!
PRYCE. I feel so grown up! I’m go ing to try it on right

now! (PRYCE dons the pres ent: it’s a Price Mart as so -
ci ate vest, much much much much too big for her. She
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seizes STACI in an en thu si as tic hug.) It’s the best pres -
ent I’ve ever got ten!

STACI. Oh. Oh, now. That’s just silly. Some one, tis sues
from pa per goods…? Thank you. Ba sically, Pryce grew
up be loved by all the Price Mart as so ci ates ev ery where.
She fit right in and was as happy as a sat is fied cus tomer.

PRYCE. I’m the luck i est per son in the world.
STACI. We do have ev ery thing you could ever pos si bly

need.
JESSE. Au to mo tive needs, aisle eleven.
AS SO CI ATE. Kitchen ap pli ances? Aisle twenty-seven, just 

past the restrooms!
STACI. Lit tle boys’ un der shirts right around the cor ner.
JESSE. La dies’ un men tion ables— Uh. Well, I’ll let some -

one else—
STACI. Aisle six!
JESSE. Pro pri ety, you know. I’m a gen tle man. Prob a bly

why no one lis tens—
AS SO CI ATE. Bat teries and flash bulbs, aisle sev enty-one,

quad rant two.
JESSE. Pro duce along the side wall.
STACI. Frozen foods down the cen ter.
AS SO CI ATE. Toi let pa per and pa per needs, aisle num ber

two! (Num ber two: tee-hee.)
STACI. Ahem.
AS SO CI ATE. I’m sorry.
STACI (point ing). Dust pans.
AS SO CI ATE (point ing). Nov elty lamps.
JESSE (point ing). Con vo luted mat tress pads.
STACI (point ing). Sham poo and lo tions.
JESSE (point ing). Blowing and prun ing.
AS SO CI ATE (point ing). Al lergy re lief.
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JESSE (point ing). Elim i na tion of heart break.
AS SO CI ATE (point ing). Anti-dis ap point ment.
STACI (point ing). Hap pi ness. Aisle twenty, right by the

gummy can dies.
PRYCE. Is n’t it awe some?
STACI. But don’t think that life at the Price Mart was all

about Pryce get ting pres ents from us. We all got a lot
from her, too. Not pres ents, not mer chan dise, but…other 
things.

JESSE. Pryce, you’re the only one around here who lis tens
to me.

PRYCE. Oh, Jesse. I like lis ten ing to you.
STACI. Pryce would lis ten to ev ery thing Jesse had to say,

and in re turn he would fix her hair. As a bo nus, Pryce
did n’t say any thing about the fact that Jesse knew noth -
ing about fix ing a lit tle girl’s hair.

JESSE. …and that’s when the fella says to me, he says,
“Your shoes don’t match!” And I says, “Says you!” This 
is gonna be one heck of a pig tail, Pryce old pal.

PRYCE. Mm, goody.
STACI. Mean while, Pryce would keep the cus to dian com -

pany even when he was do ing jobs no one else wanted
to see him do, like clean ing toi lets.

CUS TO DIAN. Thanks for hang ing out with me, Pryce.
PRYCE. It’s fun. And I learn all sorts of stuff.
STACI. Like what?
CUS TO DIAN. Like how to clean up vomit!
STACI. Yes, good.
PRYCE. “Saw dust is your friend.”
CUS TO DIAN. Good girl. Smart one.
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STACI. But I think I had the most fun of all with Pryce.
Did I men tion she taught her self to read? Books and
mag a zines, aisle nine teen.

PRYCE. I taught my self to read as soon as I could, be cause 
there were mil lions of things here wait ing to be read.

STACI. Some times I’d read to Pryce. Some times Pryce
would read to me. And some times—this was the most
fun of all—I’d help Pryce act out stuff she read in the
books. (On my breaks, of course.) (STACI com plies with 
the fol low ing, as best she can.)

PRYCE. Okay, now you be a cat er pil lar! Now a cat er pil lar
in a co coon! Now you’re a steam en gine! Now you’re
an el e phant! Now you’re an ad jec tive! Now you’re
Arch duke Ferdinand!

STACI. The things Pryce liked to read the best were ad -
ven ture sto ries, and travel books.

PRYCE. Now we’re tak ing a trip!
STACI. Full-speed ahead, Cap tain Pryce! Where are we

go ing?
PRYCE. To deep est…dark est…Can ada!
STACI. Ooooooooooooooooooooooo!
PRYCE. Look out! On tario, dead ahead! (Beat.) Hey,

Staci? How would we get to Can ada?
STACI. How? Why I sup pose we’ll do it in this imag i nary

ve hi cle of ours. Look out: geese!
PRYCE. No, I mean for real. How would we get there for

real?
STACI. For—real? Well. Uh. I sup pose first you’d have to, 

you’d have to leave, leave the—er…uh…look out, tickle 
fight! Tickle fight!

PRYCE. Wheee hee hee!
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STACI. Ob vi ously, Pryce’s ed u ca tion was thor ough. Price
Mart has a wide range of read ing ma te rial. With the ex -
cep tion of some ran dom in ven tory-re lated holes, like as -
tron omy.

PRYCE. Astrono-what?
CUS TO DIAN. It’s like stars and plan ets.
STACI. The Price Mart cus tom ers don’t de mand a lot of

books on as tron omy, for what ever rea son, go fig ure. But 
that’s okay.

PRYCE. At least I know what a con vo luted mat tress pad
is. And what it costs. More than I can say for some peo -
ple. Hey, what’s this thing?

JESSE. Looks like a com pass.
PRYCE. Com pass. That’s a di rec tional in stru ment.
STACI (Out doors mag a zines).
JESSE. It’s on a key ring. With keys. A cus tomer must

have dropped it.
CUS TO DIAN. Lost and Found.
STACI. Yep, send it to Lost and Found.
PRYCE. What’s Lost and Found?
JESSE. Pretty much what it sounds like. Where stuff that

once was lost now is found?
CUS TO DIAN. In the ory.
STACI. Some times cus tom ers come in and leave stuff, ac -

ci den tally, and we fig ure they might want it back.
PRYCE. Leave stuff. Yeah, okay. Where’s Lost and

Found?
STACI. You’ve never been there. It’s way over, way way

over.
CUS TO DIAN. West ern end of the store. I’ll ar range to

have this sent over there.
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