
A Readers’ Theater Adaptation of Brian Selznick’s  
 

Wonderstruck 
 

by Brian Selznick 
 
Readers: 
 
Narrator 1    Narrator 2    Narrator 3 
Narrator 4    Ben     Robby 
Mom 
 
 
Narrator 1: Something hit Ben Wilson and he opened his eyes.  
 
Narrator 2: The wolves had been chasing him again and his heart was 
pounding. He sat up in the dark room and rubbed his arm. He picked up 
the shoe his cousin had thrown at him and dropped it on the floor. 
 
Ben: “That hurt, Robby!”  
 
Narrator 4: Robby muttered a few words.  
 
Ben: “What?”  
 
Robby: “What? What? Can’t you hear me? Are you deaf?”  
 
Narrator 4: Robby, along with practically everyone else on Gunflint Lake, 
knew that Ben had been born deaf in one ear, but he still thought it was 
funny to ask Ben this all the time, even in the middle of the night. He 
repeated himself for Ben.  
 
Robby: “I said, stop yelling in your sleep!” 
 
Narrator 2: In the corner of the room, Robby’s hunting rifle glinted in the 
moonlight. Piled nearby were his fishing rod, pocketknife, bow, arrows, 
handmade spears, and slingshots of varying sizes.  
 
Narrator 4: Robby seemed to go out of his way to collect dangerous 
things. 
 
Narrator 2: Ben lay back down on the old cot squeezed between the 
dresser and the window. The electric fan was broken, and both boys were 
shirtless and sweating in the summer heat.  
 



Narrator 4: Ben’s hands were still shaking from the dream. Ever since 
the accident, the wolves had appeared, galloping across the moonlit 
snow, red tongues wagging and white teeth glistening.  
 
Narrator 1: Voices droned from Robby’s CB radio, which he insisted stay 
on all night. It didn’t bother Ben that much. Being deaf in one ear had its 
advantages: He could sleep with his good ear on the pillow to block out all 
the noise.  
 
Narrator 4: Ben used a similar trick in school. He’d lean his good ear on 
his hand when he wanted to tune out his teacher or his classmates.  
 
Narrator 2: The clock down the hall chimed midnight.  
 
Narrator 1: Unable to keep his eyes closed, Ben reached beneath his 
cot for his red plastic flashlight and the wood box he kept hidden there. 
Ben turned on the flashlight, pulled a key from the pocket of his pants, 
which lay folded on the floor, and opened the small brass lock on the front 
of the box. One at a time, he touched the little items inside. 
 
Narrator 2: He had organized them between cardboard dividers giving 
each one a special section.  
 
Narrator 4: Among other things, he had several oddly shaped twigs... 
 
Narrator 1: his last baby tooth... 
 
Narrator 2: a little plastic game piece he’d found behind the school with 
his friend Billy... 
 
Narrator 3: a bird skull... 
 
Narrator 4: ...and a fossil called a stromatolite that he’d discovered while 
hiking the ridges near Gunflint Lake.  
Narrator 1: In the bottom right-hand corner of the grid were two small, 
bumpy gray stones. Ben picked up one and turned it in his palm. When he 
had showed them to his mom, she told him that these stones were called... 
 
Mom: “...Ejecta.”  
 
Ben:  “Ejecta?” 
 
Mom: “That’s right. Did you know that these stones, as well as the entire 
area where we live, were created nearly two billion years ago, by a 
meteorite crash across the lake in Canada?” 
 



Ben: “A meteorite crash??” 
 
Mom: “Yeah.” 
 
Ben: “Two billion years ago??” 
 
Mom: “Yup.” 
 
Ben: “Wow!” 
 
Mom: “I’ll give you some books at the library tomorrow after school.” 
 
Narrator 4: Ben’s mom was the town librarian and the next day she 
showed him all the books about the night sky. She pointed to the bulletin 
board next to her desk. It had a quote taped to it. 
 
Ben: (reading) ‘We are all in the gutter, but some of us are looking at the 
stars.’ 
 
Narrator 1: Ben was used to being surrounded by quotes from books, 
many of which he didn’t fully understand. But this one struck him as 
particularly strange. 
 
Ben: “What does that mean?” 
 
Everyone: (look at Narrator 2) 
 
Mom: (smile and shrug) 
Narrator 4: He was sure she knew exactly what it meant, but she liked 
him to figure out things for himself. 
 
Narrator 1: Ben thought of all the time he’d spent at his mom’s library 
after school.  
 
Ben: (whispering, to himself) “If only I’d been there the day of the 
accident instead of sick at home. I could have done something to help her. 
At the very least I would have seen the snow and ice on the road and I 
could have reminded her to put on her seat belt.”  
 
Narrator 4: How he wished he could go back in time. 
 
Narrator 2: After his mom’s funeral in March, Ben had figured he’d be 
able to go back into his own house whenever he wanted, considering it 
was only eighty-three steps away from his cousins’. But the more time 
passed, the more afraid he was to walk through the front door again 
without his mom there to greet him on the other side. 



 
Narrator 4: He’d never known anything about his dad. The one time he 
had hinted around the subject to his mom, her eyes filled with tears. Ben 
had never seen his mother cry before, and it startled him, so he didn’t ask 
again.  
 
Narrator 1: Right afterward she’d put on her favorite record and played a 
mysterious song called “Space Oddity,” about an astronaut named Major 
Tom who gets lost in space.  
 
Narrator 2: Ben leaned out the window and looked up at the sky. The 
mysterious quote from his mom’s bulletin board echoed again in his mind. 
 
Narrator 3: “We are all in the gutter, but some of us are looking at the 
stars.”  
 
Narrator 1: Ben leaned against Robby’s windowsill until it made a red 
line across his chest.  
 
Narrator 2: A sudden streak of light interrupted Ben’s memory. Wide-
eyed, he watched from the ledge of Robby’s window as a shooting star 
blazed between the clouds and disappeared.  
Narrator 4: He made a wish about his mom, one that he knew could 
never come true. 
 
Narrator 1: That’s when Ben noticed something very strange. In the 
black silhouette of his house, eighty-three steps away... 
 
Ben:  “...a light!”  
 
Narrator 2: The curtains in his mom’s room glowed a bright yellow. 
 
Narrator 1: Ben stared in disbelief. 
 
Narrator 4: Feeling dizzy, he put on an old tank top and slid into his 
sneakers without bothering to lace them up. He grabbed the red flashlight 
and slipped silently out of his cousins’ house. 
 
Everyone: (wind sounds) 
 
Narrator 4: (whispering) The woods at night were always spooky, and 
the weak beam of the flashlight didn’t stretch very far. Ben kept moving 
toward his house, where the one glowing window beckoned, staring back 
through the darkness like an unblinking eye.  
 
Narrator 2: Under a vault of shaking black branches, he ran. 



 
Narrator 1: The doors to his house, like nearly all the doors along the 
lake, were unlocked. Ben quietly entered through the back, into the 
kitchen. He moved his small beam of light around the room.  
 
Ben:  “It’s like entering a museum of my old life.” 
 
Narrator 1: Ben realized that he could hear music playing softly in the 
distance. He turned his head to hear it more clearly and a chill went down 
his spine. 
 
Narrator 2: (singing softly) “This is Major Tom to ground control; I’m 
stepping thro’ the door, And I’m floating in a most peculiar way. And the 
stars look very different today For here am I sitting in a tin can far above 
the world. . . .” 
 
Ben: “Footsteps!”  
 
Narrator 1: Ben continued to tiptoe slowly down the hall to his mom’s 
room.  
 
Narrator 2: He inched closer until he was right outside her door. 
 
Narrator 4: The door was open a crack.  
 
Narrator 1: Ben thought about the shooting star and the impossible wish 
he’d made. With a trembling hand, he slowly pushed open the door. 
 
Ben: (quiet, terrified) “Mom?”  
 
Narrator 4: She was standing with her back to him, wearing her favorite 
skirt, dancing slowly to the music.  
 
Narrator 1: Ben felt his knees buckle, and when he tried to steady 
himself, the door suddenly opened wider, making a loud creaking sound. 
 
Narrator 4: His mother whipped around.  
 
Ben:  (gasps)  
 
Narrator 2: It wasn’t his mother at all… 
 


