
 

Characters 

 

SPEAKER 

Prison inmate speaking to a group of juveniles. Average looking guy. Deep thinker, but 

the killer comes out when needed. 

 

JUVENILE 1 and JUVENILE 2 

Smart-asses.  

 

GUARD 1 and GUARD 2 

Formal, but until needed, only there for formality. Effective when needed. 

 

SHERIFF 

An observer. Clearly a man of composure, but allows the SPEAKER to do his job. 

 

 

 

 

SETTING 

 

A large room in a prison for gatherings—a stark place, with signs, notices and posted 

rules the only decoration. 

 

 

 

 

TIME 

 

Modern times 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

ACT 1 

 

SCENE 1 

(Scene opens with the SPEAKER, wearing a prison jumper, in mid-sentence, mid-gesture, 

with only a chair, and a glass of water on a table close by. The GUARDS are standing 

against the walls, one on each side of the set. The two JUVENILES are sitting in the front 

row of the audience, near center. The SHERIFF, in uniform, is standing discretely off to 

the side in the audience seating area of the theater. The SPEAKER, who is wearing a mic 

and referring to a sheet of note, addresses his remarks to the crowd sitting in the rows 

nearest the stage and the JUVENILES.) 

 

SPEAKER 

… so that’s what I want to cover with you today, and that journey started when I was 

pretty young. I heard my mom say to one of her friends that sometimes she feels a hole 

where the boys' father used to be, but somehow just seeing them makes everything 

bearable for her. She said that every time she looks at my older brother she sees the 

moment when all their best laid plans for daycare and corporate advancement were 

forgotten because their love for that first baby “deafened” them to every practical voice in 

their heads. Yeah, they heard only what she called the, um, “primal call of parental 

instinct.” They gave up everything to raise their baby in the “safe bosom” of their 

hometown. Your town, as you probably know. 

 

Beautiful, huh? She said all that about my oldest brother.  

 

But then she also told her friend that when she looks at my other brother, she sees the 

“heartbreaking beauty” of a son “baptized in his father's love” so deeply that the man 

gave his life to save her and their unborn son from a burning car wreck. Yeah, it was 

crazy. They got into a wreck when my mom was almost nine months pregnant and the car 

caught on fire. He was badly burned, and she went into labor at the scene, at the wreck. 

Then, she said to the friend that he clung to the last breath of his life to “smile at his 

newborn son's first wailing cry”—right there beside the road with the paramedics hooking 

up tubes and wires and stuff in everybody.  

 

It was like poetry. Like Shakespeare or something. 

 

(The JUVENILES scoff at the SPEAKER, who notices them, but continues without 

reacting to them.) 

 

I stood there forever with the door to the house half-closed and my mouth half-opened. I 

was, I don’t know, dumbfounded by her words and the look of, something like, angels on 

her face.  

 

My two brothers had been distant, much-older annoyances in my young life until then,  

but with my mom's words they'd become fascinating, y'know. Heroic even. Best of all, for 

me anyways, I was their brother, right? I was joined with them by this beautiful vision in 

my mother's eyes, y’know?  

 



 

(The JUVENILES trade whispered comment as the SPEAKER is talking and laugh 

shortly and derisively loud enough for the SPEAKER to hear clearly, who notices them, 

again, but this time locks eyes with them for a few seconds when he speaks again.) 

 

Amazed at this new perspective, I blurted out, “What do you see when you look at me, 

Momma?” It seemed like the logical next question. It still seems like the logical next 

question. 

 

My mom's head swiveled around to look at me, interrupting when I shouldn’t be. I was 

dirty as all hell, just walked in from playing in the yard. I remember it like yesterday—her 

magical glow faded to middle-age, just that quick, as she barely managed a half-smile and 

then replied, “A little boy who shouldn't traipse through the house in dirty shoes to spy on 

his mother's private conversations. You go outside and take those shoes off on the front 

step.” 

 

Some things you don't forget, y'know? It wasn't the words. She had three boys we’d heard 

worse out of her. Earned worse. It was just— 

 

(The indistinct whispering and the snickering from the JUVENILES is worse, enough to 

break the SPEAKER’S train of thought. His body language gains some intensity, and he 

steps closer to the edge of the stage, closer to where the JUVENILES are sitting. They do 

a deliberately poor job of settling down and he maintains his attention on them a little 

longer than before as he returns to speaking.) 

 

Yeah, I turned and went back outside like she said, but I couldn't breathe to bend over and 

get those shoes off my feet. I don't know why, but in that very moment that her look 

changed, I'd realized something.  

 

Y'know, for all my life I'd somehow imagined that we were one family, that my brothers' 

father was somehow mine, too. I don’t know, as if a miracle had brought him back to life 

for just one night with my mom to make me. That despite our age differences we were 

brothers, right? But in that moment, standing there, heart-sore and limp-boned with my 

mother's wore-out face and the echo of those stories bouncing around in my head, I 

figured out the time line.  

 

I saw it finally, man, plain like. She had married a guy. They'd had two boys. And then the 

guy died. That's it. Years later I came along.  

 

(More disruption comes from the JUVENILES, and at this point the SPEAKER is 

standing at the edge of the stage studying the two boys intently as he speaks.) 

 

I realized I was outside of some magic circle. I was the son without a father. I don't know, 

just a mistake, an afterthought or a moment of weakness—I was half stranger. And, 

obviously, I was the son without a loving image in his mother's eyes.  

 

(The JUVENILES’ laughter and mocking sounds are quite loud now. The SPEAKER has 

stopped talking and moving. His body language, though he lacks physical stature, has the 



 

intensity of a feral dog or a rattlesnake, and he just stares intently at the boys until they 

stop, though they don’t quite recognize the threat. When the SPEAKER begins talking 

again, he starts casually, but builds in sharpness. The GUARDS are at full attention. 

GUARD 1 keeping an eye on the SPEAKER, and GUARD 2 scanning the crowd. The 

SHERIFF has upped his guard, as well, and slowly positions himself closer to the front 

row.) 

 

It’s not quite what you had in mind, this talk, is it, boys? I imagine you pictured someone 

with gang tats on full display, including teardrops for each of my three kills—all while 

incarcerated by the great state of Montana. You expected a big guy with lots of muscles. 

Thought I’d speak in a rough growl while I called y’all little bitches and pieces of shit. 

And I’d tell you about the violent and bleak hell of prison life—while you, you’d imagine 

yourselves in the thick of it. The goddamn heroes in every confrontation. 

 

JUVENILE 1 

(Sits forward, speaks with exaggerated toughness) 

Better’n you, ya fuckin’ poetry pussy. 

 

JUVENILE 2 

Fuck, yeah.  

 

(Both laugh sharply) 

 

(The SPEAKER jumps down from the stage. GUARD 1 and the SHERIFF close the 

distance between themselves and the SPEAKER to be within reach in case of a physical 

altercation. GUARD 2 speaks into his uniform mic and positions himself closer to the 

action, but where he can still keep an eye on the crowd.) 

 

SPEAKER 

Yeah, “fuck, yeah.” 

 

(The SPEAKER leans in to get face to face with the JUVENILES. GUARD 1 and the 

SHERIFF move in to his side. The JUVENILES are essentially trapped in their seats and 

grow increasing agitated.) 

 

SPEAKER 

Yeah, look at you boys feelin’ all gangster and shit. That what you see yourself doing? 

Rulin’ the the whole world from behind these walls? You gonna be his little prince, 

protectin’ his backside? “Fuck, yeah,” little bitches. You know what I see up close like 
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this? A couple of dumbasses. I haven’t seen this much stupid piled into a couple chairs in 

a long time. And the two of you stink of fear. (Talks to GUARD 1.) You smell that? These 

boys smell like urine.  

 

You two stupid-ass bed-wetters couldn’t take charge of your own bladders faced down by 



 

an angry little girl. 

 

(A disturbance ensues. Swearing angrily, JUVENILE 1, followed closely by JUVENILE 

2, shoves at the SPEAKER, who steps out of the fray with his hands up. GUARD 2 stays 

on stage, with one hand on a  night stick, telling the audience members to stay put, stay 

calm, etc. GUARD 1 and the SHERIFF subdue the boys, who are eventually handcuffed 

with zip ties, and they escort the boys toward the exit. GUARD 2 takes over for the 

SHERIFF.) 

 

SHERIFF 

Everybody just settle back down. We’re going to return to the talk here in a moment, 

while your two friends get sent to spend some one-on-one time with the least popular 

inmate in this prison. 

 

GUARD 1 

(Speaking to someone on the other side of the exit door) 

Take these two to see Wilson. Wait. Know what? parade ’em through C Block on the way 

there. Them fellas haven’t seen any fresh meat in a while. That oughtta be fun. 

(Unpleasant laughter from the GUARDS, who then return to their original posts. The 

SPEAKER has made his way back onto the stage during all the JUVENILES’ exit.) 

 

SPEAKER 

Before I get started again—Sheriff? I owe you a quarter. You were right, those two 

needed a, um, stronger talk. They’re gettin’ it now, hey? 

 

Any of you all want to join them two? No? Smart choice. Wilson’s a little out there, 

y’know. 

 

I hate to give you boys any tips on how to succeed in prison but, for the record, you don’t 

live long, or at least very easily, if you lose your shit over a little teasing from a two-bit 

convict like me. 

 

Nothing changes in prison, but yet everything changes, too often and sometimes when 

you’re not looking. The people, of course, they come and go, prisoners change, guards, 

administration they all change. Alliances change, power structures change. It takes a 

special person to stay on top, and most of us are, well, the rest of everyone. We have to 

find a way to fit in, adapt, survive.  

 

So where was I? 

 

(Refers to his notes on the table) 

 

Oh, that’s right. I was five years old and I just realized that, unlike my brothers, I’m a 

bastard, one that my mother did not expect or necessarily want. 

 

I don't know which of those thoughts was the worst, but I do know that I just started 

finding my own way after that. And I was nine years old before I bothered to look back to 



 

find out just what my mother saw when she looked at me.  

 

I'd left the house one night with my sleeping bag and a change of clothes to spend the 

night with my friend Jimmy. He and his parents were waiting in their car in our driveway 

laughing over some joke like they were always doing. I could see them in the glow from 

their car's headlights reflecting off our garage door. Big grins, gentle rough-housing, easy 

laughter. Really, watching them was like seeing some cornball commercial come straight 

to life, but—aaah, man—I wanted what they were selling. Y'know?  

 

So I turned in the darkness at the front step to see my mom still standing in the light of 

our entryway looking out the storm door window at me. God she looked tired. And while 

I watched, the corners of her mouth slowly stretched to the sides. Like a smile, like this. I 

smiled back at her with a sigh, like my insides had just unclenched, y’know, to see her 

watching me go and smiling.  

 

Then like a slow motion movie scene her lips kinda peeled away from her teeth like she 

was kinda of grimacing—like this. And, looking at her reflection in the window, she 

casually picked a bit of food from her teeth, then she turned and walked away. 

 

I never looked back again. Nope.  

 

Never.  

 

Y'see though, the trouble with never looking back is that it becomes a habit. I never 

looked back for anyone or anything, no matter what. It really wasn't fair, but I never 

looked back.  

 

If I'd've only— 

 

Well, shit, man. I didn't, so I didn't see that the trouble I caused actually hurt others, hurt 

myself. I didn't look back at a red F, a detention slip, a defeated enemy, a victim, a lost 

friend, a citation, or a sentencing. I didn't need to. And for damn sure, I didn't look back 

when I walked away from a girl named Jennifer as she stood there under the bleachers 

crying. I never looked back again to see what decision she made about that baby she 

carried in her belly.  

 


