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WATCH IT BURN

A ten minute dramatic monologue
By Bobby Keniston

CAST OF CHARACTER
(1 male or

JOEY or JOANNE (M/f) c.ocvveeiiievevni sold. He orsheis
talking to the police, having just
been arrested for arson. Here,

e or she talks about the first
time setting a fire, and why it
has been so addictive.

DEDICATION
Fo 4@ Sue, who always likes my stories.
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AT RISE: JOEY (Or JOANNE.) alone onstage, dressed like an
average teenager. He (Or SHE.) has a strange sense of calm at the
beginning of the monologue, but may become increasingly manic as it
progresses. He (Or SHE.) is in a police station, and should act as if
talking to a police officer.

JOEY or JOANNE: Yes. Itwas me. | broke into the old elementary
school building and set it on fire.

Pause.

Why did | do it? Why? (A small sigh.) | wish i
explain, but it really isn't. | would have to go a
the beginning. (Slight pause.) But | suppo
time, huh?

I'm not even sure why | did it that fifst time. But | was hooked after
that. | couldn't stop. Didn't want to m going to be

completely honest, though, the first time was kind of an accident.
The accident that made me 0 keep doing it on purpose.

It was only four years ago @ mer after sixth grade, and | was
riding my bike up by delementary school. It was deserted,
ore teachers, no more students, the

empty, no longer in use.
actual school ha ved across town, and this was just a building
ept up the playground outside for the

now. Butthe town h

community. Two big slides, a jungle gym, swing sets, even a
sandbox.

he evening, still light out, but no one was

ot'off my bike and braced it with the kickstand. | took a
@ double check, make sure | was all alone, then
steppedover to the trash barrel near the edge of the green grass,
right before the playground's lawn met the deserted school's
driveway and parking lot. It was one of those metal trash barrels,
painted a pale blue, but near its base you could see wide patches
of rust where the paint had chipped off.

Rust is simply a chemical reaction. Just like fire.
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When | looked inside the barrel, it was only a quarter full or so.
Papers, banana peels, even a few plastic soda bottles, which are
supposed to be recycled, not thrown away. Strange how people
always disobey that law, isn't it?

| took the matchbook | swiped from the kitchen cupboard out of my
pocket.

Pause.
No, | didn't bring the matches along with any inte starting a
fire. | brought them because... (Trails off i all h.) It's

so stupid. I'm almost embarrassed 2 of my friends
had said to me that if you light a it out, and then suck
the smoke up through you nose, y t a buzz, kind of like
smoking without the cigarette. | wa rious kid and |

wanted to try it. Let's be honest, huh? We all do really stupid
things when we're kids. ’K

. I'tossed the dead match into the trash
and smoke making its way from my nose

little of the smell of burning leaves, a smell that
ade me feel happy and warm. This Autumn family
ritua ke a big event in my household growing up. Turning
the leavesiwe had worked so hard to rake into floating sparks in
the air, little fireflies of black ash.

| only lit the second match for the sound.

Pause.



BY BOBBY KENISTON

You know that sound a match makes when you strike it, and it
ignites and flares up for a second? That sizzle sound? Like this;
(Making a sizzle sound.) Ttssssssssss. Oh, | love that sound! |
love it SO MUCH. My own little symphony.

So | struck the second match to just enjoy the sound. But then,

instead of blowing it out like | had with the first one, | just shook my
hand back and forth, assuming the flame wouldn't survi
believing it had gone out, and | dropped it into the tr

Then | just climbed on my bike and started to ri
ride around the empty school building, checki
closely. | was bored and didn't really want
loop around, and | guess it's good t i
pulled around the corner on my way back agund, back in view of
the playground, | saw huge cloudsief dark gray smoke billowing
from the trash can. | was so surpris ost fell off of my bike.

My first instinct was to take Mme as fast as | could. Not
my problem, right? It's not i N to start a fire. But then my
paranoid sixth grade brai @ er, and | thought, “What if

someone sees the s and,ealls the fire department? Will they
find out? Is it possible fo
think so, but, |
was an accident?

m to find out it was me?” | didn't
they found out, would they believe it
it even matter that | didn't mean to do it?

| rog ack®onto the playground and jumped off of my bike. |
ly to the trash barrel. The smoke was thick, and it
sme . I tried to keep it from blowing into my face, without
much suceess. | could feel heat radiating from a few feet away. |
stood on my tip toes to try to look into the top of the barrel. | could
see flames licking at the sides of the interior, but they were
nowhere near the top opening. Since the barrel was metal, it
obviously didn't catch fire. Only the trash was burning.
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| wasn't sure what to do. | didn't see any kind of hose anywhere,
and there were no fire extinguishers to be found. | was at a loss
until I remembered the sandbox. It was about thirty yards from the
burning trash, so | sprinted over there. By some miracle, an
unlucky kid had forgotten to take home their little toy bucket, so |
grabbed it, scooped it full of sand, and sprinted back. | had to get
closer to the barrel this time, and as | did, being very careful not to
touch the hot metal or inhale too much of the rancid sm
something strange happened.

| got a closer look at the fire inside, dancing. |
consumed the trash, turning it into nothing.
grow, shake and move. | heard its sounds
It was like | was in a trance. Hypnoti

forced change onto its surrounding
And all that was going throuMd was, “It's beautiful. |
made this, | did this, and it' tifal:
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