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Comedy.  By Darrah Cloud. Cast: 2m., 2w., 1 to 4 either gender. Thirteen-
year-old Greg Samsa wakes up one morning to discover that he has 
turned into a giant cockroach. His mother, in a panic, dials 911, thus 
beginning his adventures as they search for a cure for his “disease.” What 
will he tell his friends? How can he face his schoolmates? Can he still 
perform the lead in his school play? Will his mom ever hug him again? 
Or is he doomed to be a science exhibit for the rest of his life? Prodded 
by doctors, studied by a scientist, laughed at, screamed at and run from 
by his classmates, Greg copes with the changes—and the possibilities—in 
his new body. In this riotous comedy inspired by Franz Kafka and Shake-
speare, Greg comes to understand not only what true friendship is but 
also who he is. Premiered at Cincinnati Playhouse in the Park. Recipient 
of the  Macy’s New Play Prize for Young Audiences, 2011. Recommended 
for age 7 and up. One set. Approximate running time: 1 hour. Code: WG1.

“Darrah Cloud has turned  
the dark and twisted world of  
Franz Kafka inside out to create 
a fantastically funny exploration 
of what it means to be different  
—really different—in our unfor-
giving world. I’m not sure who’s 
going to enjoy it more, the kids 
or the adults,” said [Cincinnati 
Playhouse in the Park] Director 
of Education Mark Lutwak.” —
Broadwayworld.com
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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
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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 -
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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
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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.
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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 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:
“What’s Bug ging Greg? was com mis sioned by the Cincinnati Play house in
the Park through the gen er ous sup port of the Macy’s Foun da tion. Orig i nally
pro duced by Cincinnati Play house in the Park, Ed ward Stern, Pro duc ing Ar -
tis tic Di rec tor, Buzz Ward, Ex ec u tive Di rec tor.”
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The world pre miere of What’s Bug ging Greg? took place on Sep -
tem ber 29, 2001, at the Cincinnati Zoo. It was pro duced by
Cincinnati Play house in the Park, Ed Stern, Pro duc ing Ar tis tic
Di rec tor; Buzz Ward, Ex ec u tive Di rec tor; with the fol low ing art -
ists of the Bruce E. Coyle In tern Com pany:

CAST

Greg. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . GREG MALLIOS

Mom . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . LARA MILLER

Dar ius . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . MARK ST. CYR

Sophie . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . MAR GA RET IVEY
Dr. Bob, Dr. Theodora, Mercutio & Dr. Kunkel, Ph.D. . . . .

LORMAREV C. JONES

PRO DUC TION TEAM

Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . MARK LUTWAK

Set De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . JEN LAMPSON

Cos tume De signer . . . . . . . . . . MELANIE MORTIMER

Prop er ties. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ANNA GOLLER

Cho re og ra pher . . . . . . . . . KARIE-LEE SUTHER LAND
Sound De signer . . . HUNTER SPOEDE & MARK LUTWAK

from sam ples of Xique Xique by Tom Zé

Fight Con sul tant . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . JONN BACA

Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . SYD NEY RENEE KUHLMAN

Tech ni cal Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . VE RON ICA BISHOP

Cos tume Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . GORDON DeVINNEY
Drama Ed u ca tion As so ci ates . . . . . . TERAH HERMAN &

ANITA TROTTA

Pro duc tion En to mol o gist . . . . . . . . . RANDY MOR GAN

What’s Bug ging Greg? was also sup ported by read ings at the
Lark Play De vel op ment Cen ter in New York City.
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WHAT’S BUG GING GREG?

CHAR AC TERS

GREG SAMSA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 12-year-old boy
MOM . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . his mom
DAR IUS . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . his best friend
SOPHIE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . his other best friend
DR. BOB . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a gen eral prac ti tio ner
DR. THEODORA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a spe cial ist
DR. KUNKEL. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . an ex pert
MERCUTIO. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a pi geon

SET: Ba si cally, a bed which turns into a gurney which
turns into a car which turns into…Na ture.
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WHAT’S BUG GING GREG?

THE PLAY OPENS ON: GREG SAMSA, verge of 13,
sound asleep in his bed on stage. He sleeps cud dled up
with a gi ant stuffed dog.

MOM’S VOICE. Greg! Greggie! Time to get up! (He
moans. Pulls cov ers over his head.) Pan cakes, cin na -
mon rolls or Ninja Mu tants? (He re mains un der the
cov ers. No an swer.) Pan cakes, cinnamon rolls or Ninja
Mu tants? (No an swer, no move ment.) Greg!

GREG (un cov ers his head). Ninja Mu tants!
MOM’S VOICE. They’ll be out of the toaster in five min -

utes! Are you up?
GREG. Yes.
MOM’S VOICE. Are you re ally up?
GREG. Yes!
MOM’S VOICE. You don’t sound up!
GREG. I’m up! (He yawns. Stretches. Whips off his cov ers

and dis cov ers that he has be come a cock roach. He sees
his new hor ri fy ing legs. He sees his enor mous weird ab -
do men. He sees that he now has pin cers for hands. He
tries to scream. Can’t breathe, can’t scream. Slowly
finds his voice:) Mm—mmm—mmmmah—mmmmmm
maaaaaaah—Mom!… Mom…MOM! MOM! MOM!
MOM!—
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(MOM runs in. Freezes upon see ing him in ut ter fright.)

MOM. Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhh!
GREG. Is it se ri ous?
MOM. My baby! My baby!
GREG. Help?
MOM. I’m call ing 9-1-1! (She whips out her cell phone

and di als.)
GREG. Is it that se ri ous?
MOM. Yes! No! Noth ing to worry about! Cover up! Stay

still! Don’t move! Don’t panic! (To tally pan ick ing.)
Hello? Hello? I need an am bu lance right away! Two
am bu lances! And a fire truck! And the Army, the Navy
and the Na tional Guard! 123 Battaria Way. It’s my son! 
Some thing ter ri ble has hap pened to him! I don’t know
what it is! Just get here! Now! Hurry! Hurry! Hurry!
(She hangs up. GREG starts to cry.) Ev ery thing is go -
ing to be just fine, Greggie! Noth ing to worry about.
All right? Things like this hap pen to peo ple ev ery day.
We’re just go ing to take a fun ride to the emer gency
room and find out what this is.

(Fright ened, GREG holds his arms out for a hug.)

GREG. Mama!
MOM (freezes. Does n’t know what to do. Gags). Uhhh—
GREG. Mama?
MOM. Uhhh… You know I love you more than any thing

in the world, right? You know that, right?
GREG. Yeah.
MOM. Mom’s just a lit tle bit…barfy at the mo ment…
GREG. I’m scared! (He cries.)

8 WHAT’S BUGGING GREG?
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MOM. Please don’t cry. Please don’t cry. (She steels up
cour age. Tries to squelch her fear as well as her ut ter
dis gust. Ap proaches him de ter minedly and tries to hug
him: he has four arms to ne go ti ate; they’re sharp.)
Ouch!…

GREG. Try this way—
MOM. Owwww—
GREG. No this way—-
MOM. Owww! (SOUND of si ren com ing—sav ing her. She

jumps away from him.) Si rens! I hear si rens! They’ll be
here any min ute. It’s cold out side. You need a jacket.
(She grabs his cool school jacket.) You could catch a
chill and make this…worse— (She re al izes he has too
many arms for it. Gives up.) For get the jacket! I’ll wrap 
you up. Ev ery thing is go ing to be all right, do you hear
me? There is noth ing to worry about. (Freak ing out.)
What’s tak ing them so long, why aren’t they here yet?
(False calm.) Just stay calm.

(She wraps him tightly in his com forter. SI RENS grow
louder.)

MOM (cont’d., fren zied). They’re here! Hurry! Walk! Run!
(She drags him out with in cred i ble strength.)

GREG (muf fled by com forter). Gak pfiffle, cccck,
shshsht—

WHAT’S BUGGING GREG? 9

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



EMER GENCY ROOM

(GREG sits on the ex am in ing ta ble. DR. BOB en ters
look ing at chart.)

DR. BOB. Well now, what do we have here— (He stops
dead when he sees GREG. Gags.)

MOM. He was fine when he went to bed last night.
DR. BOB. Uh…
MOM. He takes a vi ta min ev ery day. Maybe I gave him

too many. All his vac ci na tions are up to date. Maybe
the one for the dreaded Tinky Winker’s dis ease was too 
much… Maybe he got too close to the mi cro wave—
Maybe he played too many video games—

DR. BOB. Er, I, uh…
MOM. Do some thing for him, Doc tor! Do some thing!
DR. BOB (spurred to ac tion but to tally un sure what to do). 

Uh… Can you say “ah,” young, uh…man?
GREG. Ahhhhh…

(DR. BOB whips out a flash light, looks down his
throat.)

MOM. I can’t even hug him! I’m his mother and I can’t
hug him!

DR. BOB. Now open your eyes— (GREG does so. DR.
BOB shines the flash light into them.)

GREG. Owwww!
MOM. What? What?
GREG. The light! It hurts!
DR. BOB. Hmmm… (He pops a ther mom e ter in GREG’s

mouth. Can’t de cide what to use for blood pres sure.
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Throws the cuff over his shoul der. Tries to find his
heart through his stetho scope. Then other parts of his
body: eye ball, foot. Gives up.) No one else in the fam ily 
has ever had some thing like this?

MOM. No! No! You think he got it from me?
GREG (with ther mom e ter in his mouth). I’m thorry, Mom!
MOM. This is not your fault!
DR. BOB (takes the ther mom e ter out). Sixty-eight de grees.
MOM. What does that mean?
DR. BOB. Room tem per a ture. Try this… (He pops some -

thing into GREG’s mouth.) What does it taste like?
GREG. Good!
DR. BOB. It’s snot.
GREG. Yeah it is. Like po tato chips.
DR. BOB. It’s snot!
MOM. What is it then?
DR. BOB. It’s snot. Snot! Mine, ac tu ally. Now, lie on your 

back.

(GREG strug gles to stand. Then falls back ward. DR.
BOB jumps back ward in vol un tarily.)

DR. BOB (cont’d). Sorry. Good. Now try to get up.

(GREG tries might ily to turn over but can’t. Starts to
choke.)

GREG. Ahhh…ohhhhh…hmmmmm…eeesh…
MOM. What does that mean?
DR. BOB. Can I see you in pri vate a mo ment, Mrs.

Samsa?
GREG (stran gling; flail ing). Can I…get up?

WHAT’S BUGGING GREG? 11
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DR. BOB (to GREG). I need to talk to your mother, Greg.
We’ll just be a min ute.

(DR. BOB pulls MOM aside. GREG tries to sur vive.)

MOM. Tell me, Doc tor. Tell me what it is.
DR. BOB. I’m afraid your son is a gi ant cock roach.
MOM. Nooooo!
GREG. Help?
DR. BOB. Frankly, Mrs. Samsa, I don’t think your in sur -

ance will cover this.
MOM. But he’ll get over this, right? Please? Yes? He’ll

get better?
DR. BOB. No.
MOM. But…what am I go ing to do?
DR. BOB. Step on him. Go on with your life.
GREG. Glugggggg…!
MOM. I don’t want to go on with my life! I’m his mother!
DR. BOB. Then for good ness’ sake, Mrs. Samsa, don’t let

him see you like this.

(GREG keeps fight ing to live.)

DR. BOB (cont’d). He could lose hope.
MOM. You mean…there’s hope?
DR. BOB. No. It’s hope less. There’s noth ing we can do for 

him. Ex cept re main hope ful. If you let him know you’re 
dev as tated, you could make him worse.

GREG. Can’t…breathe…
MOM. There must be some thing I can do for him!
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© The Dramatic Publishing Company



DR. BOB. Keep him warm. Avoid di rect sun light. Fresh
air won’t hurt him, as long as he does n’t es cape. The
world could be a very dan ger ous place for him.

MOM. What should I feed him?
DR. BOB. Any thing he asks for. But what ever you do,

make sure he never rolls onto his back. He could die.
GREG. Hellllllpppppaaaaaagghhhhh…!

(They fi nally no tice GREG. Rush to save him.)

MOM. Oh!
DR. BOB. Get on the other side and lift—
BOTH. Eeesh…push!… Ow!… Yaaaahhh… Arrrrgh…

(They strug gle to turn GREG over. He gasps for air,
saved. They gasp for air, winded.)

DR. BOB. Mrs. Samsa, you had better face re al ity here.
MOM. I want a sec ond opin ion.
DR. BOB. I un der stand. I’ll re fer you to a spe cial ist I

know who spe cial izes in spe cial cases. (To GREG.) Feel 
better, Greg! (He leaves, shak ing his head sadly.)

GREG. Mom? What do I have?
MOM. Well…you have…a con di tion. That’s what it is, a

con di tion. And he said…if you rest and drink plenty of
flu ids… All of this will go away like a very bad dream.

GREG. Why did this hap pen to me?
MOM. Now you lis ten to me, Greg Samsa: you did noth -

ing wrong to de serve this. You are a very good lit tle
boy. And ev ery thing is go ing to be fine. Do you hear
me?

GREG. Yes.
MOM. What?
GREG. Yes.

WHAT’S BUGGING GREG? 13
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MOM. What?
GREG. YES!
MOM. Good! I don’t want to hear an other word! We’re

go ing for ice cream! (She strug gles un der his weight to
help him out and into:)

GREG’S BED ROOM - LATER

(GREG lies on his tummy in bed. MOM wraps him up
tight.)

GREG. I can’t move.
MOM. It does n’t mat ter as long as you’re warm.
GREG. Mom?
MOM. Yes, honey?
GREG. What about the school play?
MOM. Oh. Oh dear.
GREG. Can I still be in it?
MOM. I for got about the play…
GREG. I got the lead!
MOM. I’m sorry, honey. But that’s just not an op tion right 

now. You have to get well be fore you can go back to
school. Or any where, for that mat ter.

GREG. But…it’ll all be over by then!
MOM. Greg—
GREG. I know all my lines al ready. Mrs. Havel is mak ing

my cos tume. You should see it. It has gold on the
sleeves. And a sword. This is the most im por tant thing
that’s ever hap pened to me!

MOM. Get some rest and we’ll talk about it later, all right?

14 WHAT’S BUGGING GREG?
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GREG. “But soft, what light through yon der win dow
breaks—”

MOM. That’s beau ti ful, honey. Just beau ti ful…
GREG. And what’s more, I un der stand what I’m say ing.
MOM. You might have been an ac tor some day…
GREG. Might have?
MOM. Could! Still! Be! Any thing you want!
GREG. I want to be in the play. More than any thing else in 

the world.
MOM. And you will! Ab so lutely! When you get better!

I’m go ing to go call the school now and tell them
you’re a lit tle…un der the weather. Then I’m go ing to
make you some lunch. Is there…any thing you’d like in
par tic u lar?

GREG. A ham burger. Raw. With mouse hair on top. Did I
see french fries in the gar bage?

MOM. They spoiled. I threw them out.
GREG. Great! I’ll take those and… Got any old cheese?

Rot ten ap ples like, from un der my bed? Re ally stale
choc o late? Got any mold?

MOM (dis turbed). Um…I, uh…I’ll see what I can find…
GREG. Thanks, Mom.

(She goes to the kitchen. KNOCK KNOCK. DAR IUS,
GREG’s best friend, is at the door.)

DAR IUS. Hi, Mrs. Samsa! Is Greg home?
MOM. Dar ius! Oh. Oh dear. Uh… He’s not…feel ing very

well.
DAR IUS. Is that why he was n’t in school to day?
MOM. I’m afraid so.
DAR IUS. Can I see him?

WHAT’S BUGGING GREG? 15
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MOM. That would n’t be a good idea at the mo ment.
DAR IUS. Will he be in school to mor row? I need to know

be cause I al ways save him a seat in the caf e te ria.
MOM. No, honey. No school to mor row.
DAR IUS. What’s he got? Be cause if it’s chicken pox,

pink eye, head lice, mea sles, whoop ing cough, tet a nus,
po lio or ra bies, I’ve ei ther had it or been vac ci nated for
it, so, I’m cool.

MOM. No, no, it’s none of those.
DAR IUS. Is it bad?

(MOM chokes up, can’t an swer.)

DAR IUS (cont’d). Re ally bad?
MOM. It would be best if he did n’t have any vis i tors right

now.
DAR IUS (doubt fully; wor ried). Oh. OK. Sure, Mrs. Samsa. 

Bye!

(DAR IUS leaves and MOM goes off to the kitchen.
DAR IUS goes around and climbs in GREG’s win dow.)

DAR IUS (cont’d., whis per ing loudly). Yo! Gee!
GREG. Dar ius!
DAR IUS. Your mom says you’re sick. She won’t let me

see you. What’s wrong with you?
GREG. No body knows.
DAR IUS. You sound OK.
GREG. I feel OK.
DAR IUS. Does it hurt?
GREG. Not re ally.
DAR IUS. Then what is it?
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GREG. It’s kind of hard to talk about.
DAR IUS. Gee, dude, I’m your best friend. I’m here for

you. What ever. You can tell me any thing.
GREG. I’m not tell ing you un less you prom ise you won’t

tell any body else.
DAR IUS. I prom ise.
GREG. Promise…you prom ise?
DAR IUS. Yeah, what ever, just tell me!

(GREG rises from the cov ers and sits up, ex pos ing his
bug body. DAR IUS shrieks.)

DAR IUS (cont’d). Dude!
GREG. Mom says I’ll get over it.
DAR IUS. Why… What…how did it this hap pen to you?
GREG. I just woke up like this.
DAR IUS. You—you look like a—
GREG. What?
DAR IUS. You’re a—
GREG. What?
DAR IUS. You’re so… Cool!
GREG. No! I’m not!
DAR IUS. Yeah you are. You got wings, man!
GREG. I got the lead in the school play!
DAR IUS. So? You’ve got six legs now! You can play soc -

cer!
GREG. I never could be fore. I did n’t even make the bench.
DAR IUS. We could re ally use you on the team. We’ve

never even scored.
GREG. I’m sup posed to rest.
DAR IUS. Rest later! Let’s prac tice your field goals—
GREG. I don’t re ally feel like play ing soc cer right now.
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