
A Readers’ Theater Adaptation of Clete Barrett Smith’s  

Al iens on Vacation 

by Amy Fuller 

 

Readers: 

Narrator 1  Narrator 2  Narrator 3             Narrator 4 

Scrub  Taxi Driver 

 

Scrub:  When the taxi pulled up to Grandma’s place, I wanted to burrow 
under the seat and cower in shame. I blinked a few times, but the view didn’t 
get any better. Of all the places my parents had dumped me for a summer, 
this was the dumpiest. 

Narrator 1:  The sign out front said it all:  THE INTERGALACTIC BED AND 
BREAKFAST. 

Narrator 2:  The three-story Victorian home had at least the potential to be 
normal, with its white picket fence and rocking chairs on the wraparound 
porch but…no.   

Narrator 3:  The house was jet black, with murals of comets and star and 
planets on each side, painted on with what looked like glittery nail polish. 

Scrub:  I wondered if I would have to submit a formal application to be the 
town freak, or if being related to Grandma meant I would be automatically 
awarded the title. 

Narrator 4:  The taxi driver filled his stubbly cheeks with air and blew it out 
as he studied the front entrance. 

Taxi dr iver:  This has gotta be the place, kid. 

Scrub:  Yep. 



Narrator 2:  He scratched his jowls with the back of his hand. 

Taxi dr iver:  You know, I saw a documentary one time with the nut jobs 
who obsess over those old Star Trek shows. “Trekkies.” This one guy, a 
dentist, he decorated his office like that ship…whadaya call it?...oh yeah, the 
Enterprise. Even made his assistants wear these crazy space uniforms.  Is 
this one of those kinds of places? 

Scrub:  Yep. 

Narrator 1:  He was quiet for a moment. 

Taxi dr iver:  Those people are kind of weird. 

Scrub:  Yep. 

Narrator 4:  Muttering to himself, the driver pushed his door open and 
walked to the trunk to grab Scrub’s suitcase. 

Scrub:  I stayed in the back of the taxi, not ready to accept the fact that I 
had to spend the next two months, three days, and fourteen hours of my life 
here. 

Narrator 3:  The place was a dead end. 

Narrator 2:  Just past Grandma’s fence the asphalt gave out, and the street 
turned into a narrow road of mud and gravel, twisting up into the hills to 
disappear into the forest. 

Narrator 4:  A mile or so back, the sign at the entrance to the town had 
read: WELCOME TO FOREST GROVE, WASHINGTON: YOUR OASIS IN THE 
WILDERNESS.   

Narrator 1:  They sure got the wilderness part right. 

Scrub:  My mind churned with escape fantasies. I could make friends with 
the driver and stay in the taxi as he shuttled tourists around all summer.  I 
could sleep in the trunk and buy meals from gas station vending machines.  I 



bet he’d even let me drive once in a while, maybe at night, out on the country 
roads with no cops around. Then we could— 

Narrator 3:  The daydream died with the taxi driver wrenched the door 
open with a screech of rusted metal. 

Taxi dr iver:  All right, fella, you can sit there all day if you want.  But I’ll have 
to start charging you by the hour. 

Scrub:  I willed my legs to push me out of the taxi, then dug into the pocket 
of my jeans for some cash. After carefully counting out a thick wad of ones 
and fives, I realized that I was blowing almost half the money my parents had 
given me for the summer just on the taxi ride. 

Narrator 1:  After all, it had taken over two hours to get to Grandma’s from 
the airport, every minute of travel time sucking Scrub deeper into the 
wilderness. 

Scrub:  This whole state was nothing but trees. They probably had to do 
some heavy logging this morning just to clear out a space for my airplane to 
land. 

Narrator 4:  The driver grabbed the cash, took one more look at the 
Intergalactic Bed and Breakfast, and shook his head. 

Taxi dr iver:  Lotsa luck, kid. 

Scrub:  I stared at Grandma’s place and snorted. There had already been 
lotsa luck for me since school let out for the summer last week.  It had all 
been bad luck. 

Narrator 2:  To find out if Scrub really does have bad luck or if things turn 
around for him, pick up a copy of Aliens on Vacation at the library. 

 

  


