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Cast of Characters

40' s
40' s

Pl ace
Cabi n

Ti ne
There is no tine.



2.

Setting: The play takes place inside a small cabin on a |arge farm
There is no set tinme period, though the style of the cabin reflects
1900' s Anericana in the m dwest.

At Rise: The play opens with Trudy(nother), Sanuel (father) and M.
Hawl ey in the dining roomarea. Sanuel sits at the head of a snal
round wooden table wearing a checkered white/blue flannel patterned
shirt, blue jeans with disheveled hair and five o' clock shadow, M.
Hawl ey stands wearing a black three quarter |ength sumrer jacket, a
bl ack fedora and round eye seeing glasses. Trudy stands in front of
t he wi ndow, watching her son play in the front yard. Wen

Charl es(son) enters the play, he is to be wearing a black suit with
white shirt and black tie, hair conbed back and parted to one side.



Trudy stares out the w ndow, watching her son
Charl es pl ay.

Sanmuel is staring down at a docunent and
signs. He |l ooks up at M. Hawl ey and nods,
then | ooks to his w fe Trudy.

SAMUJEL: W need you to sign, Trudy.
Trudy takes a nonment before turning to face
Sanmuel . She doesn't nake eye contact with him
as she wal ks over and sits at the table.

Sanuel slides the docunent over to Trudy
with the pen on top of it.

SAMJEL: ...Go on, darling, it's the right thing for him
TRUDY: He's only seven years old. A boy that age needs his nother.
SAMJEL: Damm it Trudy, now we've been through this, sign the paper!
TRUDY: | won't sign it! (sulks)

Sanmuel | ooks at M. Haw ey.
SAMUEL: M. Haw ey —
MR HAWLEY: It's entirely understandable. What nother woul d ever
wi sh to part ways with their child under such conditions? Pl ease,
Ms. Klauster, sit and try to gather yourself. 1'Il nonentarily step
outside while the two of you discuss the matter further.

M. Hawl ey exits through the front door.
SAMUJEL: What in God's nane...we have discussed the hell outta this
thing. The boy is gifted. There ain't a damm thing we could do for
himhere. Hs abilities will only be wasting away on this dying
farm You know where we're headed! W' ve tried everything,
Trudy. .. haven't we? W' re gonna give our son the |ife he deserves,
the life he should have, reaching his full potential and doing sone
good in this world. W can be proud of himand watch over himfrom
afar.
TRUDY: | don't have a good feeling about any of this.
SAMJEL: That's on you. |It's got nothing to do with the program
TRUDY: M. Haw ey is a strange man.

SAMJEL: He ain't strange, he's only serious.



TRUDY: You don't think he seens a bit unnatural to you?
SAMJEL: He's a corporate fella. They're always standoffish.

TRUDY: | don't mean standoffish, Samuel. It's sonething nore,
something I can't quite put into ny limted vocabul ary.

SAMJEL: Your mnd is playing tricks on you.

TRUDY: And what if it's not. You pacify things. | don't. | |ook
things square in the eye.

SAMJEL: M. Hawl ey is a decent man.
TRUDY:
SAMUEL: Just sign on the dotted line and let's get through this.

TRUDY: [I'mtelling you...there's, sonmething ain't right about his
eyes, the way he looks, it's sonmething in his eyes.

SAMJEL: Ch hell, 1'm about to forge your nane on this here paper!
TRUDY: Don't you dare!

Trudy grabs the docunent and stands up
fromthe table.

"Il set this thing on fire!

SAMUEL:  Aww hell, Trudy...Trudy | thought we deci ded al
this...there's no need for all this acting up.

TRUDY: You wanted this to happen!
SAMUJEL: Don't say that.

TRUDY: You wanted this to happen, didn't you? So you can watch this
farm die, conme hone for supper and drink yourself to death along with

it. You don't |ove your son. You' ve never |oved your son. “Always
gettin' in the way.” 1Isn't that what you say, “That boy's al ways
gettin' in the way!”. Conplainin" 'bout himever since he was born,

how he's, how he's a financial strain hanging over our heads, mnaking

matters worse with this depression! Wat better tine to send himoff
to some progran? Of to a place we know not hi ng about, a place where
there is no public address, no additional information other than this
docunent and that man's word, no contact with our boy until he turns

twenty-one. M. Hawl ey found us...don't that nmake you suspect?

Don't that make you scared for our son? For all we know we could be

| egal Iy handing himto the devil! You aren't strong enough to be the
father you are supposed to be. Oh, you turn ny stomach you do, this

is your way out and I say NO To hell wth you! And to hell with

t he programn



Sanuel grabs Trudy by the wi sts.
SAMUEL: Listen here now, one way or the other that paper's gonna get
si gned and our boy's gonna have a future. There ain't no future for
hi m here! Look what happened to McDougal's kid? O M. and Ms.
Johnsons? \What about the Anderson's and how they got w ped out,
never to be heard fromagain...they were our closest, our dearest
friends, like famly...vanished. Charles is special. He has a
chance. M. Hawl ey cane into our lives for a reason. It was fate.
Charles is gonna make good all because you | oved hi menough to sign
that docunent. G ve that boy what he needs, what he deserves
Trudy. ..
TRUDY: Go to hell
SAMUEL: SI GN THAT DOCUNMENT! !
TRUDY: |'d rather DI E than give our son away!!!

Sanuel lunges for the docunent that

Trudy holds. The two of them struggle,

each fighting to hold their son's future

in their hands.

Enter Charl es.
CHARLES: (calmy) Wiy are you forcing the issue?

Samuel and Trudy freeze as if caught by
their own parents doing sonething bad.

SAMJEL: Charles...(clears throat) Son..thisis alittle nore
conplicated than you —

CHARLES: |'ve read the document over.
SAMJEL: You have?

CHARLES: Yes.

SAMUEL: How?

CHARLES: Don't be silly.

SAMUEL: | nmean, sure, | know you can read but how did you get your
hands on it?

CHARLES: (lgnoring his father) Are you okay, Trudy?
TRUDY: |'m okay, darling.
CHARLES: Did Sanuel strike you?



TRUDY: Not at all.

Charles gently takes the docunent from
hi s not her.

CHARLES: There, there, Trudy.
Charles turns to his father.

Samuel ... Trudy's wist is sore. | told you what woul d happen if you
laid a finger on her.

TRUDY: No, no! Charles, dear. Father and | were fighting and
thi ngs got out of hand. He did not approach nme to hurt nme. This is
nmy fault just as much as it is his..

Charl es stares Sanmuel down, who | ooks at the

fl oor.
SAMUEL: | woul d never hurt your nother.
CHARLES: Trudy...Mther...I"mgoing to be alright. Shed no nore
tears. | prom se you, the program| amentering is necessary work.

| have been chosen and | nust honor ny responsibility. M. Haw ey
and | had a detailed conversation, we spoke at |ength about the

i nportance of ny purpose. | wll be serving for the good of manki nd.
My life, ny sacrifice, ny duty, it will benefit billions of people
worl dwide. You wll mss ne, as | will mss you equally, terribly,
but this cause is bigger than all of us and we nust bow our heads and
act on what's right.

TRUDY: Charles, ny son, are you sure this is what you want?

CHARLES: Yes.

TRUDY: And you believe M. Haw ey?

CHARLES: He is trustworthy, nother.

TRUDY: Then I will sign.

Charl es hands the docunent to his nother,
she signs it.

M. Haw ey enters the front doorway.
TRUDY: Take care of ny son.

M. Hawl ey enters the room and hands
an envel ope of noney to Sanuel.

Charl es and Trudy hug.



CHARLES:

Charles breaks it off. Trudy sul ks.
Charl es shakes hands wi th Sanuel .

Remenber...renenber...renenber. ..

Sanuel puts his head down and Charl es
pats it.

Charles turns and picks up his tiny
sui t case | uggage.

Charl es holds hands with M. Hawl ey and the
two wal k out fromthe house front door
t oget her.

There are the sounds of an unfanmiliar engine
turni ng on.

A burst of light and wi nd push through the
entire house, knocking things over.

The engine sound trails off, the wind and
[ ight do the sane.

Everything is quiet but the cries of Trudy.

END OF PLAY




