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Cast of Characters

JUNIOR (7):       7

JUNIOR (16):       16

GREGORY:       40's

ADRIANNA:          30's

Place
Long Island, New York

Time
Fluctuates
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Setting: A small one level sized home 
in the suburbs of Long Island, New 
York.  Furniture is modern but rundown. 

Upstage there is a wall with two 
windows.  To the left of this wall is a 
front entrance door.  Downstage left is 
a dining room/kitchen.  Further left 
center is a couch facing at stage right 
a fireplace/chimney.   Above the 
fireplace rests a painted portrait 
framed of a man.  Must be a few hundred 
years old.

 

At Rise:  JUNIOR (7) plays with his
action toy figures sitting on the rug
in front of the fireplace/chimney.  He 
is engaged in an epic one on one 
fighting battle.



3.

GREGORY enters the living room
carrying a wooden chair and he bashes
it through the upstage wall window.  He 
exits.

ADRIANNA enters the living room 
carrying a bundle of laundry.  She sets 
the laundry down on the couch and 
begins folding clothes.

ADRIANNA
This is the unfortunate nonsense your father puts on us.  Never on 
time.  Told him two o'clock and it's almost four.  (she stares at her 
son playing)  ...Supposed to eat with him; I should feed you, you're 
going to be starving by the time he ever shows up...you hungry? 
(beat)  Junior, are you hungry dear?

Junior doesn't respond to Adrianna.

ADRIANNA
I gave you a nice full breakfast.  You love my french toast. 
Especially when I had cinnamon.  It's like eating candy.  (she 
laughs)  I'll never forget when you said that to me.  Felt my face 
beaming with delight.  Nothing makes a mother more happy than when 
she sees her son eating her food and making such positive comments as 
that.  Wonderful way to start the morning.  (she looks at him)  Oh, 
such an active imagination you have young man.  (she marvels)  Yes, a 
profound imagination is what it takes to make it in this world.  

Gregory enters the living room
carrying another wooden chair.  He 
stares at Adrianna.

Your father always lacked imagination.  He always had ideas abound 
but imagination, well, that's a different level of the brain, isn't 
it darling?  One can be filled with ideas but if you don't have the 
imagination to present those ideas to the world, what is the point?

Gregory bashes the second wooden
chair through the second upstage 
window and exits.

Anyone can have an idea.  Lord knows the world has them in abundance. 
Remember that Junior, whenever you have an idea, be sure you follow 
through with it.  That's where your father always went wrong.  He'd 
get worked up and excited about an idea and I'd watch it fade from 
him the moment after he told me.  If ideas were currency, we'd be 
filthy rich.  (she laughs)  But we are nothing of the sort, but 
that's okay dear.  You hold promise.  That's enough for me.  (she 
looks at her son)  You sure you aren't hungry, Junior?

Junior ignores Adrianna.
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ADRIANNA
Such a polite young man you are turning out to be.  Proud of you. 
Cute little button nose.  You get that from me, well, from a long 
line of the DellaRossi's.  How do you like that?  I've seen pictures 
going back hundreds of years, well, maybe not hundreds of course, but 
very old, old, old black and white photos and PAINTINGS from that era 
that were commissioned from old nobility.  Did you know that? Did you 
know that we come from nobility?  Our ancestors once held a 
family seat in a village, which means we were given an elegant 
country mansion, usually designated when a family member held 
political or economic influence.   Yes, we come from a line of 
medieval lords, like a royal family name.  It's true.  I've 
researched it.  Same nose.  Same button nose runs throughout our 
blood's heritage.  You are a DellaRossi if I've ever seen one.  

Gregory enters the room with an axe.
He begins repeatedly slamming it into 
the upstage wall.

ADRIANNA 
All the things your father never came from.  What would he know about 
class.  He's a barbarian, comes from a long line of crooks, thieves, 
hustlers...it's where he gets his gift for gab.  Charmed me, didn't 
he?  I was young and dumb and he swept me off my feet because I fell 
for his words.  Such words.  He does have a way with words, I'll give 
him that, the charmer, but could never back it up.  

Adrianna turns to Gregory and 
directs the following to him.  He 
reacts by continually slamming his axe 
into the wall with more intensity.

ADRIANNA
Always saying things that you would swear to yourself were true, but 
then after a while, after a substantial amount of time had passed, it 
would slowly dawn on you that nothing the man said would ever 
manifest into reality.  It was always lies, lies, lies.  Always 
emotionally believable, but intellectually poor!  Always a build up 
and never a finish!  Lies, lies, God awful LIES!!!

The upstage wall goes crashing down.
Gregory exits.  Adrianna turns to her
son.

ADRIANNA
So, you see son, it was destined to fail.  How can something ever 
grow into beauty when it's rotten from the core.  You need sincerity, 
honesty, ambition, passion, things that define character.  Don't you 
see Junior?  That is where you come from...

Junior runs to Adrianna and hugs her.
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ADRIANNA 
Oh, I love you too son.  I love you, I love you.  (singing)  Would 
you like me to make you a grilled cheese sandwich?

Junior nods yes.

Adrianna enters the kitchens and fires
up a pan.

Gregory enters the room and downs
a beer.  He tosses it and grabs another
from the six pack of beer he holds.  He
stares at his son in bewilderment.

Junior continues playing with his 
action figures at the couch.  He plays 
on top of the clothes, tumbling on top 
of them, deep into his action battle. 

Gregory looks on and grunts.  He walks 
up to Junior and takes one of the 
action figures out from his hands.
They stare at one another.  Gregory 
stares violently, Junior stares back
frightened.  

Gregory throws the action figure 
against the chimney.  Junior runs to 
pick it up all the pieces from the 
floor.

Gregory downs another beer.  He takes
the coffee table in front of the couch
and exits.

Junior exits the living room.

JUNIOR (16) enters the living room and 
he is now 16.  He comes in by stepping 
over the fallen upstage wall.

JUNIOR
Mom?

ADRIANNA
Oh perfect honey, I have your grilled cheese all ready to go.  Sit 
down.

Junior sits.
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JUNIOR
Thanks Mom.

Adrianna kisses Junior on the 
forehead.

JUNIOR
Is Dad stopping by?

ADRIANNA
He said he was going to drop off the money.

JUNIOR
Oh.

ADRIANNA
What's wrong?

JUNIOR
I was hoping I could get that guitar we've been saving up for.  You 
think we'll have enough?

ADRIANNA
If your father drops it off like he said he would, we should just 
have enough to cover it.

Gregory enters.  He heads straight for 
the rug, rolls it up and carries it 
out over his shoulder.

JUNIOR
I hope so...

ADRIANNA
Eat honey.  We'll get your guitar one way or another.

Junior eats his grilled cheese 
sandwich.

Phone rings.  Adrianna picks it up.

ADRIANNA
Hello?  Hi Mom.  Just having some lunch with Junior...

Adrianna's voice trails off.  As she
steps foot into the kitchen the lights
dim over her, leaving Junior in light.

Gregory enters and watches his son
eating.  Junior slowly acknowledges his
father and stands up.
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Gregory and Junior hold a staring 
contest.  This time, they are on more 
equal ground.  

Gregory turns his attention to the 
couch.  Junior watches him.  He drags 
the couch across the floor, until 
finally taking it out the front 
entrance.

Adrianna enters.

ADRIANNA 
How was your grilled cheese sandwich?

JUNIOR
It was delicious, Mom.

ADRIANNA 
Good honey.

Adrianna clears the plate from the 
table and puts it in the kitchen sink.
She comes back in and looks around the
home.  She slowly approaches the 
fireplace/chimney and places her hands 
on the red brick gently.

Almost as if she's remembered something
terrible.

ADRIANNA
Wouldn't you know it?  (she smiles)  There's a crack in the 
chimney...

Junior walks to and stands behind 
Adrianna.

JUNIOR
There's always been a crack in the chimney, Mom.  

ADRIANNA 
Has there been?  Don't be silly.

JUNIOR
It's been there for a long time.

ADRIANNA
I've only just noticed it.

JUNIOR
I know.
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ADRIANNA 
What am I supposed to do?

JUNIOR
There's nothing you can do.

Adrianna turns to Junior.

ADRIANNA
But you're my son!

JUNIOR
I know.

ADRIANNA 
I'm not going to stand for it!

JUNIOR
But this is the way things are.

ADRIANNA 
It isn't fair!

JUNIOR
Of course it isn't fair.

ADRIANNA 
You come from a long line of nobility.  Did you know that?  I looked 
back on our family history.  You have royalty in your veins.  With 
you there's hope.  Things can be restored.  We can all live normal 
again.  You are the link in a long chain of, of, of...you can bring 
it all back to us, the way things were, the way things ought to be.  

JUNIOR
Mom?

ADRIANNA 
...Yes.

JUNIOR
...I just want to play guitar.

Adrianna and Junior stare at one 
another. 

Greg enters and takes the old framed 
portrait painting above the fireplace 
off the wall and exits.

Lights slowly fade to black.

END OF PLAY


