The Disappointing Son

A, vome surreal. Action takes place ina

SON Ages from 1040 15 during the lav Naive, bat not stupid.

DAD. Middle-aged.

{Uhe play apens. Dad is cownting several large stacks of bills
SON. Wow. Dad, where did you get all that money?
)
DAD. Oh, you know, a litde saving hore, a little marcenary work there. . it adds up.
SON. What does 1t add up fo?
DAD. A now, proftier monmuny for you and me.
SON. Huh?!
DAD. Just kadding! Dim swe Pl Blow dos woney at tie cockfighifiug riug by the ond of the woch.
SON. But you have lots more saved up so I can go to Harvard, or Georgetown, or Kansas State, right?
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work at a voung age these days.
LN Tk
DAD. I know several of my colleagues who already have children in the mines.
S Wuw, do ticy mieel monsters?

DAD. Monsters! What a silly boy you are. Those voung chaps die iong before they reach the monsters.
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DAD. If vou really want to see a monster, know what vou can do?

SON. (excited) What??

DAD. You can try waking up next to your mother every moming for 15 years. [t's hike medusa spawned
with a ball of kelp and deposited the afterbirth at my bedside.

SON Oh

DAD. Don't worry, you'll understand our relattonship someday, Son.

SO ik reached that point, Dad, when [ watched miam burn &l your socks, cae by ong, after
painting httle frowny faces on them.

DAD. That was just for show.

SON. So your marriage s just an act? A show?

DAD. Mot Your mother and T would never do that to you
SON. (relieved) Really?

DAD. Of conrse - we never do anvthing for vour benefit,

SON. Was Mom ever beautiful, Dad?

DAD. Yes she was. son. until I sobered up. Who knew a Mexican marniage license was so tricky to
escape? (He looks offstage.) Here comes your mother. Pretend we were talking about something
else.

SON. Ok... uh, gee, 1Jad, thanks for taiking me out of smoking! What an awful habit. What was
thinking,

om has entered during ithis line, visibly smoking a cigarette)

DAD. (whispering) No! No! Now you've screwed us. Red Alert, Captain Witless! (fo Mom) Hah! That
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MOM. It’s alright, go ahead and judge me. (she takes a long drag) | leamned to stop caring what your
father thouoht i won™t be that hard with von

SON. Mom! When did you start smoking?
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MOM Ay soon as T fipured out that iwenkd belp vou and your fuather die faster deor
DAD. Your mom’s great, son. She’s always thinking about our welfare.

SON. Do §get to jemn the make-a-wish-foundation?

PDAD. What could you want besides a loving home and full childhood?

SON Well 1 aness that aas my noing, Dad,

v
s

DAD. {taken uback) Oh. (For revenge) Remember when your cherished baby blankie “disappeared™?
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mseparable until [ made it into a milkshake, which I later... deposited on our neighbor’s porch.
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SN Bt the neighbor’s house bureed down 4 vears ape. Wait, thet"s right when | vy Blankie.

ho:liiinas

MOM. Shh... we're still not sure the Arson Unit didn 't bug the house,
oA Oh nght Mum's the word!

SON. At least I still have my uddlywinky doll! 1t laughs and jiggles, see! (He turns the doll on, and it
vibrotes )

MOM. Awww. (She takes the doll from him and puts her cigaretie out on its face. It stops vibrating. She
then hards if back)

SON. Tiddlywinky!

WOM. Whore &id ¥ou g‘{ that §i] ﬂl_\/ ncathesn zd\hj di]y}'ii‘fﬂ'?

DAD. It was my mistake. He got an A on a test, and | felt that | should reward him. It was a moment of
weakness, 1t won’t happen again.

MOM. An A, huh?

SUN. Yeah. Hero it ] The acher cven drow a smiley face.

MOM. Oh she did, did she? Let me take that.

SOUN. Are yuu gonna put i on de idge, aext v Juddy s bail boad”

DAD. Now that deserves a smiley face.
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bastard, burn.

SON Bt bat

MOM. Look at his little grin crinkle up as he dies his painful death.
SON. My AS

MOM. T guess it’s an A+ now.

SON. Can § have dic usbivs, of feast?

MOM. thands him the ashes) Here. Put that on your fridge and smoke it.
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Kitten’s remains.
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SON. What? Where’s Mr. Kitten?

TYATY T oL .a % ¥ g
LA RESL £EL wmdt BRKE. r

LA T nu -



SON. Did you kill him?
DAD. Sure T did
SON. Why?

DAD. 5o you would build cheracier wham § 6ld you about 1 a shocking svene, jeais laier,
Congratulations... you are now a man.

SON, But I'm only 10,

DAD. Whining already? Try not to be such a wimp, girlie man.

SON Ves sir. 'l try to be more manly. (He mokes wp attempt ) So, woman, any meat for di{m;’r‘?
MOM. We’ve got some Mr. Kitten pie left over in the frnidge.

NADY. funcontrollably lrmghing) Oh my dirty Bittle ferret, Tlove it when you're sadishe

MOM. There’s more where that came from, if you can ditch the Mr. Whiny here.

DAD. Of course. (thinks quicaly) Son, I belicove its time for you o gu 10 your clectroshook theiapy.

SON. Awww, but Dad, I don’t wanna (twitches) | don’t wanna (fwitches) I don’t wanna ge to my
clectroshock therapy.

DAD. Nonsense. It builds character.

SON. T do feel more prepared for the pamful thmge m Hfe . and Bife 1o pretty pamfnl around here

DAD. You should get better at wildly convulsing and flaihing.

SO Fven if T hit neople?

DAD. That’s how you’ll meet the girl of your dreams!

SON. How did you and Mom meet?

DAD. Well, that’s a sad story. [ was young, careftee, and had my whole life ahead of me. So, of course, I

was playing the tield. Youwr mom got pregnant... and, well, when it became clear that there
weren’t any buyers for you, we bit the bullet and got married.
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SON. Wow, you changed your whele Life for Mom? Th

hit soureds reatly hurd.

DAD. Nah, [ was drunk. Still am, really. So it’s not too bad. [’d compare it too... being run over by a

fuvury eruise ship while hornet larvae simuoltancously devour vour brain
SON. Am I the ship, or the hornets?
DAD Yowre g httle of everythme 2d

(Lights down)

A BOOMING VOICE . Five years later!
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the son’s hat.  Dad and Son are 1ow smoking as well)

SON - Muan T ean’™ wait for dessert

MOM. T guess laying all that concrete for our gazebo makes you hungrv.

Sweadoidy, Pad slans his dimner plaie wiidey

DAD. Let the Ritual of Dessert begin!

o sers out e pudding Jishes, The; gather around the 1abls, Inilding fisids.y
DAD. Smng the carol of thanksgiving, son.

SON. Girginig to the tine of Dok the Halls )

Deck the Halls with Gasoline,

Light 2 mateh and wateh it sleam

See your school burn down in ashes
Aren’t you glad you played with matches?

DAD. That's cuough. Sugarthighs, will you bless the pudding?

MOM. In the name of Hulk Hogan, The Rock, and the spirit Stone Cold Steve Austin, I pepper this

pudding (She sprinkloe same pepper on each puddivg

DAD. Amen! Dig in, you filthy swine!
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pudding)

DAD. Mo oo! Fal up sen!
MOM. Yes, all that healthy vitamin C.
SON. (be Il € H gugguis; A% u_aiiiiu [ tuo.}\C Y ciwkc‘.

MOM. It does when the C stands for Cyanide!

SONL Yo poisencd my pudding? What in the name of mache man wandy savage
DAD. Ican explain. If you’ll just give me ume to gather a rag and some chloroform, I can explam

o ery ,hw g

SON. No! I'm not spending another fortnight in the basement. This poisoned pudding 1s t. This fanuly is

too stupid to Hve 1.
DAD. It was just a little joke. son. Totally harmless. Well, except for vou dying,
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DAD. Your Mom and I had a bet to see which of us could off you first. Looks like my hitle sugarbum
here almost won!

MOM. Darn it.

SOMN. (suddenly calmy . Yes. May ! be excused. have some homework to do.

DAD. Sure.

SON. I need the key te vour gun rack.

DAD. Why?

SON. i ]leA my homework in 1l

DAD. Dumb kid. Here ya go. (He tosses him the keys.)

SON. Thanks! (He exits guickh )

MOM. Do you think we did the right thing?

DAL. Yes, my little parsnip. But it was a wemendously good thing that we got drunk before we did.

MOM. Mavbe it’s the Mezeal talking, but have you grown a foot taller and started to look hike a Caucasiun

Mattoni Banderas?
DAD. Younoticed. 1 wanted to surprise you.
MOM. Come here, my great white Zorro
(They begin to canoodle.)
DAN. Careful! You don’t want to aggravate my hemorrhoids!
(Canoodling continues. Son re-enters, carrying a shoigun.)
DAD. By the spirit of stone cold Steve Austin, what are you domg?
SON. P'm becoming a man, like you always wanted me to be, Dad!

DAD. No! That's not tue! § didn’t want anything for you. I was jusi {aking to gel you 0 g0 away and
stop bothering me.

SON. Wall vou had me fooled! And My, Kittens, too.
DAD. Mr. Kittens is here?

SON. Yvah, (cocks shotgudy remanbor what o Jid 1o your toustar T What W sue sov whiat hic dous with

vour other co- (He is struck from behind).
MOM (hnkding o big stick) Got lam!
DAD. Oh no! You’ve become a horrible stick monster!

(Dyxd tikes stick, strikes mony with it)



SADL Lt pusitively omaneipated. To thie Brooi oleset!
iHe picks up shotgun, cocks it, and leaves. Son groggily awakes.)
SN Where . what . My Kiitens.

(Dad enters, his arm around a donkey. He is trying to sneak past the son.)

SN B YOur gt arcuand o Jonk

DONKEY. Hee-haw!

DADL This is awkward.

SON. It does look uncomfortable.

DAL o, no, et the Jdenhey. He's actually Guite plush,. What s avkseard is that Ui leaving,
SON. For the store?

DAD. For Mexico, Son.

SON. Ona trip?

DAL Yes!

SON. Oh, ok.

OAD. What {mican i3, [Us quite a &ip that Ui feaving my old le behind tw go dive vin & Mezcal fuim i

Guadalajara. Ha ha’
SON. Sa yon're oufta here, just Hike that. 1 eaving me and mom behind.

DAD. Oh, your mother’s coming too! (He hoists her up on the donkey.) It's you we’re leaving.
SON. Nooyoucan't! D stillsuaking a stand. Din still flled with a murderous rage. 105 patoable. Feel
y & B! pa

W? (Puts Dad'’s hand on his forehead)
DAD. Hmmme seems to be just a slight fever, Mayhe you came down with meastes,
SON. 1It's palpable rage! I'm steaming with it. It’s practically boiling off of my groin.

DAL s nutuial 105 & boy your age 1o go tuoagh perivds of awkwardiness. | wouldin'¢ woiiy about it if |
were you. Of course, if | were you, I would have killed me ages ago to get my priceless
assortment of collectible screwdrivers and rickshaws. But I guess | didn’t raise you well enough
to bk advantags of sour siaation

SON. Raise me well enough to kill you, you mean?
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SON. Actually, | did just try.
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SON. Your donkey’s about to feel my awkward measles. (nakes threatening gestures)
DONKEY. Hee haw?

DAD. It's ok, Mr. Honkeybutt. I won't let him touch you or your luscious, luscious donkey coat. (strokes
durkey very thuroughlyy Olewow . now fral’s Tving,

MOM. (waking up) What, what’s going on? Why am I riding this shag carpet? (strokes donkey) Ooooh...

<oy plush.
DAD. You're riding our new son, dear. Let’s be off, the flight for Cancun leaves in an hour.

Ok, Dormer ik, take care of e h"_)iisﬁ, or burn i -}&W\rﬂ, or someibing. Aud abandon tiis Joukey
‘:
somewhere that [ won’t have to see 1t again.

DAD  Twas geing to take that donkey with me To tequitatown.

MOM. Just leave them. We’ve almost shook the boy.

NAD Mo no, it’s clear to me now. We'll have to stay, all of ng men, women and beasts.
MOM. Are you crazy? 1 hate it here!

DAD. Thate it here too, sugarplum. But a map must stick to his decision.

MOM. You're not sticking to anything. You're waffling like a hungry minority outside of Denny’s.
DAD. Look, we il compromise. Let's take a vacation together.

MOM. Vacation! The last vacation you took us on, you drugged the boy and I and spent 3 days at an

Indian casmo.
SON. So I didn’t have a vicious case of Alzheimer’s that miracujously receded!
DAD [ was thinking of 2 more. . wholesome frip. Maybe we can all stay swake this tme.
SON. Then we can get to know each other.
DAD (trning te Mem) Or, at least you and f can stay awake.
MOM. Let’s go to the holy land.
DAD 'l mount vour temple moant
MOM. 'l wail at your wall.
DAD. il
MOM. Ilove it when you pray dirty.
S00N. What aboat me?
DAD. Sit down, son.

SO T am aittng dean



DAL Wl ticn oit downt sOe . (S {rics fo du Hids s Yo ve ot @ gihl sull bu s,
MOM. Reallv, quite tolerable.

. 1 ¥ R A . RIS N
ougn, though, 43 you ve seen Grsthand.
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DAD. Aud you've learned a lot of usceful skills.
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SON. I'll say.

DALY ‘)dy whial?

SON. ... That times are tough.
DAD. Prve already suid that. Don’Crepeat things 10s annoying,

MOM. He’s always doing annoying things like that, from wetting the bed to starting puberty! Growing all
that hair... the nerve of this kad.

DAD. It’s ok, my potato pie. I'm taking care of it. (back to son) I think it’s best we moved on, son. All
of us.

SON. So what you’re saying is...
DAD. This is hard  You utter it Juwn.
SON. (scrunches down even more) Ok.

DAD. Son... You're fired.

(Lights down immediately.)
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