Act 1: Voices from the Heart
                   

Act 1 of the Jellybean Conspiracy Show is an anthology of songs, poems, dances, sketches, monologues, scenes, or video pieces. It is intended to help people see the world compassionately through the eyes of children and young adults with disabilities and their families. 

Directors should feel free to select the pieces they find most interesting and to add additional compatible materials found elsewhere, including original materials written by students.


Selections 3-7 represent the voices of children and young adults with 



   disabilities   


Selections 8-17 represent the voices of siblings and parents.
Act I offers performance opportunities for 10-30 students with and without disabilities. 

Welcome to the Jellybean Conspiracy Show (1)
(Can be presented as a monologue by a student with or without
              disabilities)

Good evening,  ladies and gentlemen. Welcome to (name of high school) and to our production of  

the Jellybean Conspiracy Show. What you are about to witness is not a play, not a musical, not a 

variety show.  It is something more. We offer you a glimpse at the world as it could be, images of  

a culture of kindness, where every person finds a place to belong.  This isn’t a Show about DIS-

abilities…..it is a show about each of us finding the ability to live in harmony with others no matter 

what our differences.  We invite you to join us in the Jellybean Conspiracy. 
We Are all like Jellybeans (2)
(May be presented as a choral reading or a readers’ theatre piece with 

different lines taken by different actors) 
We are all like different jellybeans

In the great glass jar of life.

Everyone has a  gift inside

A gift that’s precious and just right.

Every jellybean has a  place, 

Whether red or brown or yellow

Everyone’s life is important, they say;

Each has a right to grow. 

To have healthy communities and a peaceful world 

We must find a way for jellybeans

To be fully accepted for who they are

The purples, the oranges  and  greens.  

All our jellybeans have a right to know 

Their potential for love and delight

Every jellybean needs to  see

That blue is  not red yet both are light.   

We invite you now to see the world 

From a different point of view 

To see it through another’s eyes

And thereby see it new. 
Don’t Laugh at Me (3) 

(May be sung or spoken as a solo or by a group or presented as a video

 show with sound track from  a recorded version of the song)

I'm a little boy with glasses, 

the one they call a geek

a little girl who never smiles 

coz I got braces on my teeth

and I know how it feels 

to cry myself to sleep

Don't laugh at me, don't call me names

Don't get your pleasure from my pain

In God's eyes we're all the same

some day we'll all have perfect Wings

Don’t laugh at me

I am that kid on every playground, 

whose always chosen last

a single teenage mother 

trying to overcome her past

You don’t have to be my friend 

if it's too much to ask

Don't laugh at me, don't call me names

Don't get your pleasure from my pain

In God's eyes we're all the same

some day we'll all have perfect Wings

Don’t laugh at me

I'm a cripple on the corner

You pass me on the street

I wouldn't be out here begging 

if I had enough to eat

and don't think I don’t notice 

that our eyes never meet

Don't laugh at me, 

Don't call me names

Don't get your pleasure from my pain

In God's eyes we're all the same

Someday we'll all have perfect wings

Don’t laugh at me

I lost my wife and little boy 

when someone crossed that yellow line

The day we laid  them in the ground 

was the day I lost my mind

Right now I'm down to holding 

this little cardboard sign

Don't laugh at me, 

Don't call me names

Don't get your pleasure from my pain

In God's eyes we're all the same

Someday we'll all have perfect wings

Don’t laugh at me

I am that kid on every playground, 

whose always chosen last

a single teenage mother 

trying to overcome her past

You don’t have to be my friend 

if it's too much to ask

I'm fat, I'm thin

I'm short, I'm tall

I'm deaf, I'm blind

Hey aren't we all

Don't laugh at me, Don't call me names

Don't get your pleasure from my pain

In God's eyes we're all the same

Someday we'll all have perfect wings

Don't laugh at me

Jellybean World (4)
(Can be presented as an ensemble piece by students with and without disabilities. There are lines for 9 actors representing the different colors but others can be added .The colors can be represented by scarves or other costume  pieces or by large cut out jellybean shapes being dropped  into a very big “jar”. The line “I’m proud to be a Jellybean” can be spoken by an individual or as a chorus by the whole group. An actual banner can be unfurled on the last two lines.)   
Jellybeans symbolize togetherness, giftedness, and joy


Jellybeans speak of competence  in every girl and boy


Each Jellybean’s unique in color and in flavor


Each offers something that the world needs to savor.


I’m proud to be a Jellybean!


Black jellybeans are the night when day is done.


Yellow jellybeans bring warmth like the morning sun.


Browns are the chocolate that can change a bad mood


Orange creates energy like a very good food.


I‘m proud to be a Jellybean!


Pink jellybeans are soft tranquil flowers of spring


Purple is regal like a royal king


Passionate jellybeans are hot and fiery red


Blue ones soothe our fears and calm our dread


I’m proud to be a Jellybean! 



Green jellybeans can be envious and  even jealous


But more often than not they are jolly and zealous.


So watch as  this banner is joyfully unfurled


“We’re proud to be Jellybeans in a Jellybean world.”   

Walk in my Shoes (5)

(May be presented as a song as a poem. The writer, Kate Sullivan,

 invites Jellybean company members, if they so choose,  to compose 

 their own music to this song)              

Walk in my shoes for about  a mile

Sit in my chair for a little while

Look through my eyes, see what you see

Hear with my ears and listen to me

There are some that get the beauty

There are some that get the fame

There are some that just get pleasure

In the chance to play the game

Try on my skin for about an hour

Taste with my mouth, is it sweet or sour?

Touch with my hands and you will feel

Smell with my nose to smell what is real

Some of us are crippled

with doubt or grief or pain

Some of us are paralyzed

by the fears we cannot name

Talk with my mouth and try to speak

One day I’m strong, next day I’m weak

Try out my legs and feel them groan

Swim like a fish, sink like a stone

Walk in my shoes for about  a mile

Sit in my chair for a little while

Look through my eyes, see what you see

Hear with my ears and listen to me

When do we Gain Access to your Hearts? (6) 

   (May  be presented as a monologue or by a group that includes a performer with disabilities) 

Inclusion is more than access to a building. 
It’s more than ramps, accessible bathrooms, and parking places near the door, 
It’s more than Braille signs, TTY phones, and elevators to the second floor
Inclusion is access to your hearts.
Access gets is into the cafeteria, but doesn’t give us friends to eat lunch with.

Access gets us an accessible bathroom, but it doesn’t give us friends to fix our hair with.

Access gets us into the building and up to the second floor, but it doesn’t give us friends to walk down the hall with.

Access gets special education students a classroom in the public school, but it doesn’t give us a feeling of community.

Inclusion is access to your hearts. 

Some of us communicate by different means; some of us see a different world.

Some of us behave in different ways; some of us learn at different speeds;
Some of us fly on different wings; some of us do not fly at all;  
Some of us are waiting to be on your team; some of us are just left out.
Inclusion is access to your hearts

Inclusion is when we feel we belong; 
Inclusion is when we join in the song;
Inclusion is when we swing on a star;

Inclusion is when you like what we are.
Inclusion is access to your hearts. 

When do we gain access to your hearts?





Waiting for You (7)




  
 (May  be presented as a monologue or by a group that includes a performer with 



disabilities.)


 





My name is Kyle and I am 18 years old. 





I was born with PDD





Pervasive Developmental Disability.





A condition that makes that makes social interactions 

                                                
Much harder for me than for others.





But I am so much more than my disability.





I am a son, a poet, and a lover of life.





I wrote this poem with the help of my mom





To share how it feels to be me.





………………………………………..





I am a whole perfect being,




Who you cannot see.




You see only the outer self.




It is a facade.




That is not me.




Go deeper.




Dive deeper.




Beyond what you think you know,




Beyond what you think you see,




Beyond who you think I am,





I am here.




I am here,



            
Waiting for you


I’ve Been Able to Live a Great Life (8)


(May be presented as a monologue or by a group that includes a performer with 



disabilities.) 
My name is Jennifer and I am 22 years old. I was born with something called MPS or Mucopolysaccharide Disorder. I would like to share my life story with you and tell you some of what I have done.    

When I was younger, like you I played with friends, and went to school.   I had fun with my family and life was really good. As I got older, I noticed that my life started to become different than other kids. When I was in fourth grade, I noticed that I wasn’t writing well enough to keep up with my classmates. It was so hard sometimes, but I did my best: the best that I could do.  I also had a hard time in P.E. But I loved going to school and had wonderful teachers throughout my years there. 
After a few years, when I was thirteen years old, I found out that I had MPS.  I also found out that my sister Jill had it too.  I discovered that this illness was the reason I wasn’t growing taller anymore, why it was hard for me to move my legs and arms, and to see clearly. Sometimes it was hard for me to breathe easily when I was playing.  Even though it was hard for me to do physical things, I was still able to do lots of sport activities: swimming, baseball, running and snow skiing.  I was able to play on the Challenger baseball team with my sister who was the first to play and set the example for me to follow. I ran in two foot races in the Special Olympics and won two gold medals.  Even though I knew I had MPS, I didn’t let it stop me from doing things and being who I am.  

My parents found out about a medical study that was starting in 2001.  The doctors were searching for individuals with MPS1 to try a new medicine to see if it could help people feel better.  We flew to New York to meet the doctors and for medical tests.  While we were there, we also got to see the city.  We were accepted into the study and started getting the medicine a few days later.  We flew into New York from our home each week—a five hour flight each way.  So we spent a lot of time on planes and in airports.  New York City became like a second home to us. We love New York!  

After October 2001, we started getting our medicine in Salt Lake City, Utah. We still made a weekly trip, but it was a much shorter one.  We met other MPS patients there and became good friends.  Later when I was in high school, I was able to ski at Sundance Ski Resort. I skied in the Steve Young Classic at Snowbird and gave a talk at the Fundraiser that evening.  

I have learned to appreciate all the things I can do. Today I spend time on my computer, learning new things like typing and understanding the weather.  I teach a group of ten year old boys and girls each Sunday, I spend time reading good books, and work on crafts like latch hook,  needlepoint, weaving, and watercolor painting. Even though I have MPS, I have been able to live a great life.  

To all of you who can hear my voice, I want to say three things: have courage each day, live life to the fullest, and be grateful for the things you can do.

I Want You to Understand (9)
(May be presented as a monologue or by a group that includes a performer with 



disabilities.)
My name is Jessica and I’m eighteen years old. I have disabilities that 

cause me to be different from others my age. But, like them, and like you, 

I have feelings, I have strengths , I have hopes and dreams;

I just want you to understand.

I have feelings…..

Sadness--- when people laugh at me and call me names.

Frustration---when I try to do my school work and can’t stop twirling my pencil.

Anger—when people don’t see me for who I am.

I have strengths……

Kindness---I am a good friend

Compassion---I help others when they need me

Intelligence—I have an excellent memory

I have hopes and dreams….

The hope that one day I can drive

The dream of raising a family

The hope to have a job and live on my own

I want you to understand….

It is hard to deal with everyday life

I am no different than you 

I want you to be my friend. 
I Am Me (10)
(Sung as a solo with instrumental and /or choral accompaniment.   It’s especially effective

If sung by a student with disabilities or if the chorus includes at least one student from special education.)

Look in my mind 

And you will see 

I’m one of a kind

There’s only one me

Don’t be afraid

‘Cause I am different

I just need you

To realize…..

(Chorus)

That I am me

I have a reason

Whatever I may be

I am a person

I am a child of God like you

I’ll live my life 

And I’ll survive

With just a little help from you.   

Look in my heart

And you will see

How much a smile

Can mean to me

If  I’m a burden

I beg your pardon

I just need someone

To understand…

(Repeat chorus)

Look in my soul

And you will see

I have a dream

The world will be

More understanding

Of people like me

We have our pride

Our dignity….

(Repeat chorus)

Someone Who Understands (11)

(May  be presented as a monologue or a group  performance piece . It has been 

arranged for five voices: two  male characters and  three narrators who could be male or female )
Narrator 1:  A farmer had some puppies he needed to sell. He painted a sign advertising the 

pups and set about nailing it to a post on the edge of his yard. 

Narrator 2: As he was driving the last nail into the post, he felt a tug on his overalls. He looked 

down into the eyes of a little boy. 

Boy:  "Mister," he said, "I want to buy one of your puppies."

Farmer: "Well," said the farmer, as he rubbed the sweat off the back of his neck, "these puppies 

come from fine parents and cost a good deal of money."

Narrator 2:  The boy dropped his head for a moment. Then reaching deep into his pocket he 

pulled out a handful of change and held it up to the farmer. 

Boy: "I've got thirty-nine cents. Is that enough to take a look?"

Farmer: "Sure," said the farmer. 

Narrator 1: And with that he let out a whistle,

Farmer: "Here, Dolly!" he called. 

Narrator 3: Out from the doghouse and down the ramp ran Dolly followed by four little balls of fur. 

Narrator 2: The little boy pressed his face against the chain link fence. His eyes danced with 

delight. As the dogs made their way to the fence, the little boy noticed something else stirring 

inside the doghouse.

Narrator 3: Slowly another little ball appeared: this one noticeably smaller. Down the ramp it slid 

Then in a somewhat awkward manner the little pup began hobbling toward the others, doing its 

best to catch up... 

Boy: "I want that one," the little boy said, pointing to the runt.

Narrator 1: The farmer knelt down at the boy's side and said, 

Farmer: "Son, you don't want that puppy. He will never be able to run and play with you like 

these other dogs would." 

Narrator 2: With that the little boy stepped back from the fence, reached down, and began rolling 

up one leg of his trousers. In doing so he revealed a steel brace running down both sides of his 

leg attaching itself to a specially made shoe. Looking back up at the farmer, he said,

Boy: "You see sir, I don't run too well myself, and he will need someone who understands."

Narrator 1:   The world is full of people  who need someone who understands.





All Voices: THE WORLD IS FULL OF PEOPLE WHO NEED SOMEONE WHO UNDERSTANDS
My Brother (12) 

      
(May  be presented as a monologue or as group piece with several performers. The writer, Emily      
Graham, had her brother accompany her on stage in his wheel-chair as she spoke.)

This poem about my brother who has severe physical disabilities 

and uses a wheel-chair to get around. 

My brother is so much more than his disabilities though

He’s a loving, caring, human being with hopes and dreams 

Just like yours. I just wanted you to see him as he really is,  

……………………………………………………………….

The boy you are mocking at the lunch table

The kid trying to fit in at any cost

The one dying to be friends with you

The kid who’s birthday party you wouldn’t be caught dead at

That’s my brother….

The person you stare at in public

The person you laugh at and call retarded

The one you pick last for the sports team

The kid you’re unsure about talking to

That’s my brother…..

The one you leave out for being different

The person you put down to fell better about yourself

The boy you ask sarcastic questions about

The boy you harass to his face thinking he’s too simple minded to understand

That’s my brother…..

The one you joke about not caring who’s listening,

The boy who loves everyone and ignores differences

 The kid who wants to accomplish goals and dreams

The boy who understands more than you would think

That’s my brother……

The boy who may never live alone

The one who will probably never be able to drive a car

The person who may never be offered the opportunity  to go to college

The boy who might never find a girl to take care of him

That’s my brother…..

The person who takes for granted all of the things they can  do

The person who takes for granted their ability to read

The one who is blessed with strong motor skills and intelligence

The person who has the ability to affect my brothers’ life in a positive way

That’s you……,

The girl who you don’t realize is hurt when  you make fun of someone with a disability

The girl who wants you to understand  the hope you can add to someone’s life with 




just a friendship

The girl who prays you learn to ignore my brother’s differences

The girl who wants you to know that kids with special needs can’t help the way they are




 or change it .

That’s me. 

Name Calling  (13)
(Each actor reads a different line, gradually getting louder and more dramatic. All speak the last 

line.)  

People laugh when my sister tries to read. If they could only see how hard she tries.

My brother came home from school today in tears. If only they knew how much he wants to belong.
Some people call my brother a moron.

Some kids say my sister is stupid.

There are kids who call my brother a retard.

They say She’s dull.

He’s a wierdo.

She’s soft in the head.

He’s a freak.

They use terrible words like feeble-minded

Nitwit

Dumb

Backward

Mutant

Loser

Idiot.
DO YOU NOW HOW MUCH THESE WORDS HURT?

DO YOU KNOW HOW THEY MAKE PEOPLE FEEL?

(Improvise repeating the words at random

              then repeat, with high intensity)


DO YOU KNOW HOW MUCH THESEWORDS HURT?
DO YOU KNOW HOW THEY MAKE PEOPLE FEEL?
My Son Sings for the First Time(14)

(May be performed as a monologue or as arranged as  group theatre piece)  

 My name is Amy Leonard  Goehner and  I’m a writer for Time Magazine. One of my sons, Nate, has a developmental disability and, over the eight years of his life, I have become so accustomed to his world 

I was that I was, until recently, oddly unfamiliar with the world of normal or typically developing kids. 
Two and a half years ago, my husband and  I adopted our second child, Joey. And as he has grown to be a typically developing toddler, every milestone he has reached has been bittersweet. As we have celebrated 
each of his accomplishments we have also been painfully aware of all the milestones our 8-year-old son never reached
Before Joey could even talk, he would point — as if to say "Hey, Mom, look at that dog  over there" — the way kids do to engage you.  Nate never pointed at anything. 

 Last week Joey took a long noodle from his bowl of soup, dragged it across the table and said, "Look, it's a train. There's the freight car."   Nate took a noodle from his soup and tossed  it onto the ceiling. 

.
Yet maybe because I entered motherhood through the special-needs world, I somehow feel 

more a part of it than I do the "normal" one. The challenges in this world are greater, but the accomplishments — those firsts — are that much sweeter. 
I remember that when Nate was 6, I was invited to hear his class put on a concert.  I had no idea what to expect, as Nate doesn't sing. What he does do is make loud repetitive noises, occasionally while rocking back and forth.  But I went anyway. And when the music teacher approached  Nate and began  to  sing a 

song Nate loved to listen to, Nate looked down, stared at his hands and very quietly chimed in. 

The other moms rushed to hand  me tissues as tears streamed down my face. I was listening to Nate sing 

for the first time.
Wind Dancer: A poem for my Autistic Daughter (15)
(One performer speaks the poem; the second, a girl with 

or without autism,  dances while the words are spoken and

music plays. The music and dance may continue when 

the poem is over.)   

This poem is for my daughter

who was  born with something called autism

but who runs and dances  

like any other little girl

anywhere in the world.

……………………………..

She had come home, 

with so much joy 

the house could not contain her. 

So we went out onto the hillside. 

  

A cold wind swept across the prairie 

running its fingers through the grass. 

She pointed to the road and said “walk”, 

so we ran, 

scattering the cattle before us. 

  

At the top of the hill 

she put out her arms 

and slowly began to dance 

for the light and the air. 

  

She has not seen Rainman, 

no one has told her how to think or feel, 

this is the dance of her soul. 

  

 As I watched I began to see 

that as she danced with the wind 

the wind danced with her. 

Aidan’s Way (16) 
(May be presented as a monologue or adapted as a group  theatre  piece) 

 It is most  effective when a student with severe disabilities appears on stage with 


the actor)

My name is Sam Crane. I’m a university professor, a writer, and the father of a son with 

profound multiple disabilities.  My son’s name is Aidan and I have written about his life in a book  called  Aidan’s Way.  

There’s a lot I don’t know about  living with  a child like Aidan.. There is much that is beyond my powers to comprehend. My son is blind, and mute, and subject to seizures and often in terrible pain. I don’t know why he was born this way nor do I know why I was chosen to be his father.  But there is one thing I do know—I have come to see his life as a gift.   My son is alive. He moves along in his own season and on the currents of life’s way. He is carried along by something greater than  he and I  and all of us and his life brings  daily wonders from that other place for me to behold.  

What is a life?  What makes any life, even one so limited, worth it?  Strangers have come up to us on crowded streets, touching Aidan’s shoulder or tousling his hair, giving their abbreviated answers. 

Usually they say something about love or grace, something well beyond the material concerns of everyday life. We are constantly reminded of these sublime things because, with Aidan, it’s never about utility

or efficiency or productivity, it’s about humanity. 

There are other children in the world like Aidan —boys and  girls with Cerebral Palsy, or Down Syndrome, or Asperger’s,  or Tourette’s, many more who are blind,  or deaf, or unable to use their arms or legs.  I do not know why they were born that way  nor do I know why you were chosen to be in their classroom 

or in their neighborhood.  But I do know this—you  can choose to see them as gifts to you. 

You will see that they  too move along in their  own seasons—own seasons and bring daily wonders for you to behold.

Look around you. There are many children and young adults like Aidan in or world. If you choose to look upon them with the eye of kindness--- you will see what I mean.

He’s My Son (17)
 (May  be presented as a vocal solo, monologue,  dance piece, video montage or slide show with song as background. It’s most effective when a  boy with severe disabilities appears on stage as the son.) 

I’m down on my knees again tonight



I’m hoping this prayer will turn out right


See there is a boy that needs your help

I’ve done all that I can do myself



His mother is tired






I’m sure you can understand



Each night as he sleeps





She goes in to hold his hand




And she tries not to cry

As the tears fill up her eyes




Can you hear me?

Am I getting through tonight

Can you see him?

Can you make him feel all right?

If you can hear me

Let me take his place somehow

See he’s not just anyone

Sometimes late at night I watch him sleep

I dream of the boy he’d like to be

I try to be strong and see him through

But God who he needs right now is You

Let him grow old

Live life without this fear

What would I be

Living without him here

He’s so tired and he’s scared

Let him know that You’re there

Can you hear me?

Am I getting through tonight

Can you see him?

Can you make him feel all right?

If you can hear me

Let me take his place somehow

See he’s not just anyone

Can you hear me?

Can you see him?

Please don’t leave him

He’s my son

Reprise: I Am Me 
(Sung as a choral piece with the whole Act 1 cast involved).

Look in my mind 

And you will see 

I’m one of a kind

There’s only one me

Don’t be afraid

‘Cause I am different

I just need you

To realize…..

(Chorus)

That I am me

I have a reason

Whatever I may be

I am a person

I am a child of God like you

I’ll live my life 

And I’ll survive

With just a little help from you.   

Look in my heart

And you will see

How much a smile

Can mean to me

If  I’m a burden

I beg your pardon

I just need someone

To understand…

(Repeat chorus)

Look in my soul

And you will see

I have a dream

The world will be

More understanding

Of people like me

We have our pride

Our dignity….

(Repeat chorus)

I AM ME!!! *

*These last words are spoken in a shout of  

   acclamation by a combined chorus  of performers 

   with and without disabilities.  
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