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CHARACTERS 
 

HAYLEY. Blonde and pretty. Could be a cheerleader, but not. 18 years old 
MATT. Preppy, handsome and self-conscious. 18 years old. 
PETE. Glasses, short hair and more than a hint effeminate. 18 years old. 
TARA. Pale with a fondness for cardigans. 18 years old. 
ADAM. A football player who has renounced sports for pot. 18 years old. 
OFFICER DAN. In a losing battle with his bulge and receding hairline. Late 40s. 
THE NIBBLER. An alien with antennae, pinchers and many many eyes. Ageless. 

 
 

PLACE AND TIME 
 

Medford, New Jersey. A suburb in south Jersey, in the Pine Barrens, that 
untouched forest of pine where that there Jersey Devil he do live. Summer 1992. 

 
 

TEXT NOTES 
 

An asterisk (*)  indicates that the following line or speech begins to overlap at that 
point. 
 
Lines written entirely in italics are sung, while italicized text in brackets ([xxx]) is 
not to be spoken; it is information for the actors.  

 
An ellipsis (É)  separated as a line is a pregnant pause, a moment where the 
speaker gets to the next place. It can be filled with silence or sound, whichever 
seems appropriate. 
 
Stage directions written underneath a characterÕs name function as a line of 
dialogue. 
 
 

CASTING 
The play should be performed by 6 actors: 4 men, 2 women.  
The actor playing Officer Dan should also play the Nibbler.  

 
 

Nibbler is the second play of the New Jersey Trilogy. This version of the play 
should be used whenever Nibbler is produced outside of the Trilogy. 
 
Nibbler is a loving homage to Thornton Wilder and Mac Wellman.  
 
Thanks to the friends who shared side dishes and cigarettes with me at the 
Medport back in the day, wherever you are now. And as always, for Matthew. 
With love. 



SCENE ONE: A NIGHT IN MAY 
 

(An abandoned house in the Pine Barrens of 
southern New Jersey. Matt and Hayley are 
sucking face.) 

 
HAYLEY 

Sweet tongue, probe my mouth 
Let your manhands explore my girlflesh, its folds and creases, its skin and lips 
Let your manmeat probe, pierce and penetrate this furry and fragrant lair 

 
MATT 

ShhhhÉ 
 

HAYLEY 
Matt, now, take me, *take me 

 
MATT 

CÕmon, IÕm gonna miss you next year. 
 

HAYLEY 
Mommy dearest pays for the pill so plow away 
Take this now barren field and fertilize it 
Spray your potassium-based love juice designed for maximum pleasure and let it 
rip all over this ground that can bear no fetus.  
Yes, Come on 
Say it. 
Say it. 

 
MATT 

Hayley, my princess, lead me beyond my middle-class aspirations, um, allow me 
access into your, your holy portal tonight, and in return, IÕll eternally pamper your 
nubile flesh with jewels, ornaments, andÐ 
Listen, Hayley I want the first time to beÐ I donÕt knowÐ nice. And this isnÕt 
exactly what I had in mind. 
I donÕt knowÐ can we talk aboutÐ 

 
(A noise in the darkness.) 

 
MATT 

What was that? 
 

HAYLEY 
Nothing. Plow me. Now. 

 



MATT 
No, hold on, I heard something 

 
HAYLEY 

Matt, cÕmon, you think thereÕs a man in a ski mask wielding an ax over there? 
 

MATT 
NO but, I heard something 

 
HAYLEY 

Really? 
 

MATT 
Really. 

 
(There is another noise.) 

 
MATT 

Can we go? 
LetÕs go. Everyone will be waiting for us at the diner, OK? 
WeÕre going. Did you hear me? WeÕre going. Hayley, weÕre going. 

 
(Matt grabs Hayley and they leave. A squirrel 
scampers across the room.) 
 

*  *  *  
 
(A diner. Aluminum walls sparkle, desserts rotate in 
cases. Five teens Ð Adam, Tara, Pete, Hayley and 
Matt Ð sit in a booth. They eat side dishes and drink 
bottomless mugs of coffee. Fueled by caffeine, they 
speak with great speed.) 

 
TARA 

WhatÕs on them? 
 

PETE 
*She drove right over the divider 

 
HAYLEY 

Cheese and gravy 
 

MATT 
Her momÕs minivan 

 



ADAM 
Was she high? 

 
PETE 

That question answers itself 
 

MATT 
And heaven knows I’m miserable now 

 
TARA 

Shit, not the Smiths 
 

HAYLEY 
We listened to ÒStrangewaysÓ three times yesterday 

 
MATT 

Excuse me, but that songÕs not on ÒStrangewaysÓ 
 

TARA 
Does this cardigan make me look poor? I want nice clothes, like Hayley 

 
PETE 

Why do you like such faggy music, Matt? 
 

HAYLEY 
Thank you, Tara 
*Pete, change the topic 

 
MATT 

Fuck you Pete. What day is it? 
 

ADAM 
What day would you like it to be? 

 
PETE 

We should do something 
 

TARA 
Such as?  

 
HAYLEY 

For the record, Julie is a skank of epic proportion 
 

PETE 
Listen, it was just a suggestion 

 



TARA 
ItÕs not a suggestion, Pete, until you suggest a plan of action, then itÕs a 
suggestion 

 
HAYLEY 

Tara has a point 
 

MATT 
William, William, it was really nothing 

 
ADAM 

First off, Hayley, JulieÕs not a skank, and secondÐ 
Matt cut the Smiths shit, OK? 

 
MATT 

WhatÕs Julie doing next year?  
PS: Fuck you Adam 

 
PETE 

College in the South  
 

HAYLEY 
Any news, Tara? 

 
TARA 

She doesnÕt want me to go even if it works out which it wonÕt 
 

HAYLEY 
All the more reason to go 
But I donÕt *want you to 

 
ADAM 

WhatÕs the big deal anyway? 
 

HAYLEY 
WeÕll be roomies in the fall 

 
TARA 

LetÕs go drink beer somewhere 
 

MATT 
IÕll buy 

 
TARA 

Let me try 
 



ADAM 
Bullshit, Tara, you look 15 

 
TARA 

I do not 
 

ADAM 
IÕll buy 

 
MATT 

Fine 
 

PETE 
Where should we go? 

 
HAYLEY 

That house out past Creek Road 
We were there earlier and Matt thought he heard someone, a hobo or something 

 
MATT 

Hayley. 
 

(Beat.) 
 

PETE 
ItÕs supposed to be haunted. 

 
HAYLEY 

I bet some homeless guy lives there, Matt made us leave. 
 

TARA 
CanÕt you two just make out in a car? 

 
ADAM 

The playground? 
 

MATT 
You guys get the beer, Hayley and I will meet up with you in a bit 

 
PETE 

Why? We should all go. 
 

TARA 
Pete.  

 



PETE 
What? 

 
TARA 

C.A.T.  
Couple Alone Time 

 

PETE 
Oh. 

 
(Silence.) 

 
MATT 

Enjoy the silence. 
 

PETE 
Is there any faggy band you donÕt like? 

 
HAYLEY 

How many nights you suppose weÕve come here? 
 

TARA 
DonÕt get fucking maudlin. 

 
ADAM 

Maudlin, sounds like an SAT word 
 

TARA 
LetÕs go. 

 
ADAM 

Love, love will tear us apart again 
 

PETE 
Joy Division was amazing, how could New Order blow so bad? 

 
ADAM 

Hailing from Manchester, Joy Division captured the angst of existence. Their 
bass-heavy, skeletal sound was complimented by Martin HannettÕs sub-zero 
production. Quite simply, the foursomeÕs music is immediate and bracing, perfect 
for a night of suicidal thoughts. The bandÕs releases include ÒUnknown 
Pleasures,Ó ÒCloser,Ó and the posthumous ÒSubstanceÓ compilation. 

 
PETE 

Adam, I fucking love them. 
 



TARA 
Maudlin as fuck. Come on, letÕs go and wait for Medford to implode. 

 
ADAM 

See you two later. 
 

(Pete, Tara and Adam leave.) 
 

MATT 
Hayley. 
IÕm sorry. 

 
HAYLEY 

Matt, listen, itÕs not a big dealÐ  
 

MATT 
LetÕs go back to that house, OK? 

 
HAYLEY 

I know I sometimes get carried away. But you got so upset I didnÕtÐ 
 

MATT 
IÕm sure thereÕs no one there, I just got freaked, thatÕs all. 

 
HAYLEY 

I need to tell you something. Maybe itÕs not the right time butÐ 
 

MATT 
LetÕs do it.  

 
HAYLEY 

What? 
 

MATT 
Tonight. WeÕll go, have a few beers, and then. 
You want to. Right? 
DonÕt you? 

 
(Beat.) 

 
HAYLEY 

Yes, Matt. 
 
 

*  *  *  
 



(The woods. ChildrenÕs swings. Adam, Pete and 
Tara swing and chug beer.) 

 
ADAM 

ThereÕs just some music that when you listen to it, you imagine yourself in the 
band. YouÕre playing the guitar, youÕre the lead singer. And itÕs not because you 
want to be the center of attention, itÕs because the music touches you so much. 
The musicÕs about you. And you realize youÕve spent the last few hours lost in the 
music. And in your head, youÕve played on every single song. Because youÕre in 
the fuckin band. And it doesnÕt happen during just any music, just that special 
stuff, the stuff that touches you. 

 
(Long beat. All three laugh.) 

 
TARA 

Way too fucking sincere man. 
 

ADAM 
Yup. 

 
PETE 

Ready? Ozone 
 

TARA 
Oblong 

 
ADAM 

Um, Ozarks 
 

TARA 
Oblivion 

 
PETE 

Ovary 
 

TARA 
Osculate 

 
ADAM 

What? 
 

TARA and PETE 
To kiss 

 
PETE 

Yup 



 
TARA 

Osculate 
 

ADAM 
Shit 

 
TARA 

Osculate 
 

ADAM 
Um, um 

 
PETE 

CÕmon on Adam 
 

TARA 
Osculate 

 
ADAM 

Oviparous 
 

PETE 
Hot damn Adam 

 
TARA 

You nailed that one 
 

ADAM 
Oviparous 

 
TARA 

Ostrich 
 

PETE 
And  
Ozone. 

 
(All three laugh.) 

 
PETE 

Good one. 
 

TARA 
Oviparous? 

 



PETE 
Things that lay eggs outside their bodies. 

 
TARA 

DoesnÕt look like Hayley or Matt are gonna show. 
 

ADAM 
More beer for us. 

 
PETE 

IÕm already drunk. 
 

(Beat.) 
 

TARA 
Why am I all alone in the woods with two virile 18 year old boys, and nobodyÕs 
once made a passing comment about my bosoms, or asked me to do an exercise 
routine, or forced me onto a wooden picnic table. Have their way with me, no, 
take turns having their way with me, while I mock cry for help as you lovely boys 
make me pant and pulse in delight, as I turn my head, gazing at the red-chipped 
painted wood and dream of the rest of my life and feel the encroaching loneliness 
of age? 

 
(Long beat. All three laugh.) 

 
ADAM 

Way too fucking sincere man. 
 

TARA 
Yup. 

 
PETE 

Ready? 
ÒLocust Abortion TechnicianÓ 

 
ADAM 

ÒHairway to StevenÓ 
 

TARA 
The Butthole Surfers 
OK 
ÒAtomizerÓ 

 
PETE 

ÒSongs about FuckingÓ 
 



ADAM 
Easy 
Big Black 
HereÕs one 
ÒGreen MindÓ 

 
TARA 

ÒYouÕre Living All Over MeÓ 
 

PETE 
Um, Dinosaur Jr? 
Yes, Dinosaur Jr 

 
TARA 

Yup 
 

PETE 
HereÕs a good one 
ÒSisterÓ 

 
(Hayley and Matt arrive. The others donÕt see 
them.) 

 
TARA 

Wait, I know this 
É  
Shit, I know this 

 
HAYLEY and MATT 

ÒDaydream NationÓ 
 

PETE 
Hayley 
Matt 

 
ADAM 

Best record of the Ô80s, case closed 
 

TARA 
Sonic Youth 

 
HAYLEY 

ÒThe Mind Is A Terrible Thing to TasteÓ 
 

PETE 
ÒThe Land of Rape and HoneyÓ 



 
ADAM 

That would be Ministry 
ÒBummedÓ 

 
TARA 

ÒPills, Thrills and BellyachesÓ 
 

ADAM 
Tara 

 
HAYLEY 

ÒPills and Thrills and BellyachesÓ 
 

ADAM 
IÕm a stickler for album titles 

 
MATT 

The Happy Mondays 
 

ADAM 
Correct. 

 
MATT 

Nice. 
 

(Long beat.) 
 

PETE 
You hope that feeling can be overcome, that some act can purge the urge. It 
doesnÕt, itÕs in your genes, your internal organs, ingrained in the DNA, youÕd 
have to destroy yourself to make that shit go away, to get rid of that guilt your 
bastard parents make you carry for life. Oh, the guilt. 

 
(Beat. All five laugh.) 

 
ADAM 

Way too fucking sincere, man. 
 

PETE 
Yup. 

 
(The five teens drink their beers. Quiet.) 

 
MATT 

CanÕt believe it. 



 
TARA 

What? 
 

MATT 
ItÕs May. 

 
ADAM 

Yeah, and? 
 

HAYLEY 
Almost June. 

 
MATT 

We graduated. 
 

ADAM 
This is true. 

 
MATT 

I mean we graduated. 
 

TARA 
Yup. 

 
PETE 

Kind of thought itÕd be different. 
 

ADAM 
How? 

 
PETE 

Thought IÕd feel different. But it just happened. 
 

ADAM 
What you expect? Just a stupid ritual. I didnÕt even go. 

 
TARA 

There was like nine hundred people in your class. 
 

ADAM 
Yeah, well, public school. We expect less. 

 
PETE 

Your dad mad about you not going? 
 



ADAM 
Nah. 

 
HAYLEY 

You think our parents would make a bigger deal. They just act likeÐ I donÕt 
knowÐ they act *l ike 

 
PETE 

Like they expected it. OK, fine, you graduated high school, now go to college. 
 

TARA 
NothingÕs ever done. ThereÕs always more to do, something else to prove. 

 
MATT 

Weird to think we wonÕt all be here in a few months. 
 

HAYLEY 
None of us are going far. 

 
MATT 

I know but I feel kind of, lost 
 

ADAM 
(Belches.) 

 
TARA 

Adam 
 

ADAM 
Pardon. 

 
(Beat.) 

 
HAYLEY 

I walk to my sisterÕs room. The doorÕs shut, but I open it and go in. I got this 
frying pan, carrying it in my left hand. ThatÕs it. IÕm gonna whack her, Mafia-
style. With a frying pan. This is it. No more, your sisterÕs just made the 
cheerleading squad. No more, your sisterÕs majoring in accounting. No more, 
your sisterÕs now a Tri-Delt. [Delta Delta Delta] No more, your sisterÕs engaged. 
No more, cause I got a frying pan and a mean left hand. SLAM, you scrunchie-
wearing bitch. 

 
(Long beat. All five laugh.) 

 
PETE 

Way too fucking sincere man. 



 
HAYLEY 

Yup. 
 

MATT 
The other day the Accord was in the shop, and so my dad had to drive me to the 
mall for work. And heÕs listening to this fat guy on talk radio, and *he turns  

 
ADAM 

Your dadÕs an ass 
 

TARA 
He has a moustache 

 
PETE 

He always makes me take off my shoes when I come into your house cause heÕs 
buffing the wood floors. ThatÕs weird. 

 
ADAM 

Remember when he grounded you for giving money to Greenpeace. 
 

MATT 
No, he grounded me because I stole money from his wallet. I gave the money to 
Greenpeace. 

 
TARA 

Why? 
 

MATT 
DonÕt know. They piss people off. Figured that money would help them piss off 
more people. 

 
HAYLEY 

My mom and dad, for graduation, you know what they gave me? A savings bond. 
What kind of gift is that? ItÕs like, hey, sweetie, hereÕs five hundred dollars. Catch 
is you canÕt actually have it until youÕre like fifty. Oh thanks, thatÕs really great. 
IÕm not thinking about what I need when IÕm fifty. I need money now. I mean 
they have five hundred dollars. ItÕs not like they donÕt have five hundred dollars 
to give me. 

 
MATT 

My dad, he turned to me, he turned down the fat guy on the radio, and he said, 
Matt what are you gonna do with the rest of your life? Just like that. Matt, what 
are you, gonna do, with the rest, of your life. I never used to think about the 
future. I mean IÕd think about next week or next month. That kind of future. But 



now thereÕs all this pressure to think about the next four years, the next ten years, 
the rest of my life. 

 
ADAM 

Way too fuckin sincere man. 
 

MATT 
No no IÕm serious. 

 
TARA 

I worry, what if IÕm not smart enough, yÕknow? 
I donÕt know. I mean, thatÕs what I think about. 

 
ADAM 

Fuck that. 
 

HAYLEY 
No, MattÕs right. Decisions we make now, theyÕll affect us for years. 

 
PETE 

That freaks me out. 
That totally freaks me out. 

 
(There is a weird sound coming from the woods.) 

 
MATT 

You hear that? 
 

TARA 
What is it? 

 
MATT 

I donÕt know. 
 

TARA 
Plane maybe? 

 
HAYLEY 

DoesnÕt sound like a plane. 
 

ADAM 
Hey, Pete. You OK?  

 
PETE 

Yup. 
 



MATT 
Sounds like it is coming from over there, maybe. 

 
ADAM 

Pete, you canÕt predict whatÕs gonna come next. No point losing sleep over it, 
OK? Man, you look like you did that time you chugged that bottle of Robitussin. 

 
PETE 

You made me do that 
 

ADAM 
I didnÕt make you do shit 

 
PETE 

Thought I was going to die 
 

HAYLEY 
ItÕs getting louder 

 
ADAM 

Said you had a vision of the future 
 

TARA 
What the hell is that sound? 

 
ADAM 

Did it come true? 
 

TARA 
WhereÕs it coming from? 

 
MATT 

Guys 
 

(The sound grows incredibly loud and an unnatural 
light floods the woods. Then quickly everything 
return to normal.) 

 
MATT 

Weird. 
 

TARA 
Yeah. 

 
HAYLEY 

What do you think it was? 



 
ADAM 

Helicopter? 
 

TARA 
Possible, I guess. You think? 

 
MATT 

Weird. 
 

(The five teens drink their beers. Quiet. A spell falls 
over the fivesome.) 

 
ADAM 

Show me a mousehole and IÕll fuck the world 
 

TARA 
Let p equal any prime number 
 

MATT 
Let a equal any whole number less than p 

 
PETE 

Subtract one from a raised to p minus one power 
 

HAYLEY 
And then divide it by p 

 
TARA 

YouÕll discover thereÕs no remainder 
 

ADAM 
Show me a mousehole and IÕll fuck the universe. 

 
PETE 

Ozone 
 

ADAM and TARA 
Oblong 

 
PETE 

Ozarks 
 

HAYLEY and MATT 
Oblivion 

 



PETE 
Ovary 

 
ADAM and TARA 

Osculate 
 

HAYLEY and MATT 
Os-cu-late? 

 
PETE 

To kiss 
 

ADAM and TARA 
Osculate 

 
HAYLEY and MATT 

Oviparous 
 

ADAM and TARA 
O-vip-a-rous? 

 
PETE 

Laying eggs outside the body 
 

HAYLEY and MATT 
Oviparous 

 
ALL (but PETE) 

Ostrich 
 

PETE 
Ozone. 

 
(The spell begins to wane.) 

 
TARA 

Oblivion. 
 

MATT 
Oblivion. 

 
HAYLEY 

Oblivion. 
 

ADAM 
Oblivion. 



 
(Long beat.) 

 
PETE 

I dream about falling in love and when I see my loverÕs face itÕs mine and I give 
that face a big wet sloppy kiss full of tongue and juice and we just go at it for 
hours, man, man on man, pure face love. 

 
(Pete expects laughs. No one laughs. Awkward 
silence.) 

 
PETE 

Hell-o? I was kidding, I was being, what we call, ironic 
 

ADAM 
*Y eah, shit itÕs late 

 
TARA 

Damn look at the time 
 

MATT 
Hayley, we should go 

 
HAYLEY 

You guys need a ride? 
 

TARA 
Nah *weÕre good 

 
ADAM 

Catch you later, Matt 
 

PETE 
Hey, cÕmon I was *ki dding. 

 
HAYLEY 

Bye guys 
 

TARA 
Adam, can you drive? 

 
ADAM 

IÕm drunk enough to drive babe 
 

TARA 
Cool 



 
PETE 

Listen. You know I donÕt wanna kiss myself, right? I mean that would be totally 
faggy, OK? OK?  

 
(Pete is alone.) 
 

PETE 
Hello? 

 
 

*  *  *  
 

(The abandoned house. Hayley and Matt are 
seriously sucking face.) 

 
HAYLEY 

Sweet tongue, probe my mouth 
Let your manhands explore my girlflesh, 
Let your manmeat probe, pierce and penetrate this *l air 

 
MATT 

Hayley 
 

HAYLEY 
Matt, now, take me, take me, take me now, bind us forever, now. 
Princess wants penetration now 

 
MATT 

Stop. Stop. Just stop. 
 

HAYLEY 
What? 

 
MATT 

Look at me, OK, Look at me. 
Hayley, tell me. Am I fat? Tell me the truth. Am I fat? 

 
HAYLEY 

Wait. What? Are you serious? 
 

MATT 
I know my bodyÕs not perfect, but is it fat? Am I a fat fuck? Am I a big fat 
fucker? Am I, Hayley? Tell me, Tell me, Am I a fucking *fat-faced fugly fucker? 

 



HAYLEY 
Matt, Matt, Listen, Matt, youÕre not fat, look at you, youÕre notÐ 

 
(Something moves in the darkness. The weird noise 
begins.) 

 
MATT 

What was that? 
 

HAYLEY 
Shit. I saw something. There. ThereÕs *someone 

 
MATT 

WhoÕs there? We see you. Hello? 
 

(A figure stands in the dark. It does not look 
human.) 

 
HAYLEY 

LetÕs go Matt, Matt, *letÕs go, MATT 
 

MATT 
Show yourself. We can see you. SHOW YOURSELF. 

 
(The weird noise stops and the room is plunged into 
darkness.) 

 
MATT 

OHMYGOD WEÕRE GONNA DIE. 
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