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CHARACTERS:

CLIFF TRUMBLE, M., 48

The principal of a grade
school in Iowa.  Lean,
dapper, expressive,
Caucasian without a hint
of ethnicity.

KATHLEEN MCPHEARSON, F., 35

Midwestern to her core. 
Above all else, a good
neighbor.  Buoyant,
energetic, conservative
values.  

DAVE MCPHEARSON, M. 38.

A little plump, kind face,
a bit of a loner, works
in a car repair garage.  

TIME:

11:00 IN THE MORNING. TODAY.

PLACE:

CLIFF'S OFFICE.
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Fluorescent lights pop on
inside the Ikea-furnished
office of Cliff Trumble. 
His desk is an exercise
in order; not a single
sheet of paper is out of
place.  Matching desk
trays, pencil holder,
tape dispenser, stapler,
Apple laptop computer all
give it a very cool, if
not cold, look -- maybe
too cool/cold for a grade-
school principal.

Two industrial chairs
face his desk, perfectly
placed for balance and
symmetry. 

Cliff and Kathleen enter
laughing.

KATHLEEN
  . . . And oh, my gosh, how you managed to keep a straight
face, I will never know.  I couldn't do it.  I could not do
it. But you did and I was impressed.  

CLIFF
It was broiling under those lights and the sweat was just
dripping off of me.  Pooling.  Poooooling.  And if you
remember, I had just finished . . . .

CLIFF (CONT'D)
"If I Were A Rich Man." 

KATHLEEN
"If I Were A Rich Man,"
which was, well, it was so
much better than when I
saw it on Broadway . . . 

CLIFF
And I told them, I told them . . . won't you sit down?

They sit.

KATHLEEN
 . . . I can't stand Harvey Fierstein!  Who is he?!  Ugh. 
He's so . . . big.  

CLIFF
I told them, "you better put more glue on the beard." But
would they listen?  No.  And what happened? It fell off IN a
performance. Well, I mean, it was disappointing, for all of
us because it broke the illusion.  
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KATHLEEN
Not for me.  Really.  It was like you were right there in
that stettle, uh, gettle...what's the Jews word, uh, Jewish
word?

CLIFF
(on her "gettle.")

The beard was too long, too dark and it needed more glue!
But they never listened to me.  Ever.  Anytime I opened my
mouth to say anything, it was like, "We don't hear you. 
We're deaf.  We're deaf to anything you say." But they're
all volunteers.  It's a community theater, you know.  Still,
I kept thinking, "I'm the one on stage, people, and I don't
want to pull rank or be a diva --" 

KATHLEEN
Of course not! Well, all the girls marveled, MARVELED at
your Tevye. We went to Applebee's after the show and all we
talked about for two solid hours was how professional you
were.  Clifford Trumble IS a professional.

CLIFF
Thank you.  That means a lot.  Even five years later it still
has a little sting.

KATHLEEN
Well, gosh, of course.  I don't know how you do it, Mr.
Trumble.  Being a principal of a school, and then having
every lead in every show at the Rapid City Civic Players for
the last -- what did the newspaper say -- five years?

CLIFF
Six. 

KATHLEEN
Six years!  Brava, Mr. Trumble, bra-va.

CLIFF
Well, it has not been easy.  But I do love it, and my wife,
God bless her . . .

(turning her picture
around)

. . . She helps.  She sews my costumes, she learns the dance
steps so I can learn them, she puts on my make-up, does my
wigs . . . 

KATHLEEN
I know! You came through that door, and I thought, gosh, he
has no hair.  Every show I've ever seen you in you've had
hair,and today you came through that door . . .

CLIFF
If you only knew how many times I've had to fight everybody
just to wear a wig!  

(MORE)
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CLIFF (CONT'D)
I mean, c'mon, people, my characters have hair.  I don't
have hair.  COME - ON.  That fight is exhausting.

Cliff gets lost in a
memory.  Silence.

KATHLEEN
I don't know where Dave is.  He's usually on time to
everything.  It's almost annoying.

CLIFF
Oh, sorry.  He called.  He's on his way.

KATHLEEN
That's so unlike him. Did he say where he . . .

Off-stage: "I'm right
here, Kathleen."

Dave enters wearing a
cap, greasy pullover t-
shirt, workman boots. . .
and a flowery, billowy
cotton skirt -- one of
Kathleen's.

KATHLEEN (CONT'D)
(on "here")

Dave, where have you been?  We can't keep Mr. Trumble waiting.

Dave takes the only chair
open, sits.  After a
moment:

CLIFF
That's good.  Well
done, Mr. McPhearson.

KATHLEEN
Dave, what are you doing? 
Where did you even get
that?

DAVE
One of yours.  Before Weight Watchers.  Before Jenny Craig.

KATHLEEN
What?  Where did . . . did you hang on to it?  I mean, what--

DAVE
It was in a plastic bag, in the garage, under the box of
broken dishes you never took to Goodwill, next to the
Christmas decorations you keep running over with your Mom-
mobile.  Next question.

KATHLEEN
WHY DO YOU HAVE IT ON, DAVE?! 
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DAVE
I think we both know why I have it on.

KATHLEEN
NO!  No, we don't.

(to Cliff)
I'm sorry.  I don't know what's he doing.

(to Dave)
What are you doing?!

CLIFF
He's being very clever. Point made, Mr. McPhearson. Now, if
we can dispense with the theatrics, we can get down to
business.

KATHLEEN
Go change, Dave, so we don't take any more of Mr. Trumble's
time. 

DAVE
This is it. I don't have anything to change to.  So if we're
going to talk, let's talk.  I gotta get back to work.  I
gotta whole engine broken apart all over the floor, parts
everywhere.  Danny -- the shop foreman -- is pissed.

KATHLEEN
You went to work like this?!

DAVE
Kathleen, we're not here to talk about me.  We're here to
talk about Chad, and why this school . . .

KATHLEEN
(standing to leave)

I'm sorry we've wasted your time, Mr. Trumble.
(exiting)

We won't bother you again.  Chad will be back at school
tomorrow and . . . 

DAVE
. . . He'll be wearing whatever he goddamn wants to wear.  

(standing, leaning into
Cliff's desk, loudly)

Because you, or your school board, or your PTA is not going
to tell me or my son . . .

CLIFF
(pushing back, standing)

Wait, wait, wait.  I think this all got started - somehow -
off on the wrong, loud note.  So, why don't you sit down,
Mrs. McPhearson, and you, uh, you, Mr. McPhearson, if you
could sit down.  And we'll just talk this through. I'm sure
we can come to a reasonable understanding.
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All three take their seats,
at their own pace.

KATHLEEN
(under her breath)

I'm so mortified. 

DAVE
Really?  That's a little disappointing, Kathleen.

KATHLEEN
(to Cliff)

This is not about the school, Mr. Trumble.  Or the PTA or
you.  See, when Dave was in junior high school he was expelled
because . . .

DAVE
This has to nothing to do with that, Kathleen.

KATHLEEN
Well, I think it does.  See, Dave smoked marijuana at a very
young age . . .

DAVE
Still do.

KATHLEEN
No, you don't!  

DAVE
Yes, I do.

KATHLEEN
Not in the house.  Not in front of Chad.  Believe me, Mr.
Trumble . . .

DAVE
Why are you kissing
his ass, Kathleen? 
Look, I smoke pot.  So
what?  What does he
care?  I smoke pot. 
Sometimes, a lot.

KATHLEEN
(on "kissing")

I have never seen him smoke
pot.  Don't believe that. 
He's just saying that
because he's upset about
some weird thing that happen
in junior high school with
the principal and the PTA
and they frightened him
and . . .

DAVE
That's enough about me, Kathleen. Can we talk about Chad?

CLIFF
Yes, let's talk about Chad.

(MORE)
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CLIFF (CONT'D)
(his best empathetic
training)

I hear your anger, Mr. McPhearson, and I want to acknowledge
it and bring it into the room where we can all address how
we've each contributed to that boil of anger that's festering
just beneath the surface and . . . 

DAVE
(standing again, loudly)

Why are we talking about me again, for fuck's sake?

KATHLEEN
He was never like this before that man was elected to the
White House.

DAVE
What the fuck are you talking about?

KATHLEEN
I know what I know.  

(turning on him)
Have you ever, EVER worn so much as a Halloween costume? 
No.  Not once.  Not to one Halloween hayride, not to one
Christmas Nativity . . . 

DAVE
I repeat: what the fuck are you talking about, Kathleen?

CLIFF
Mr. McPhearson, I'm going to have to ask that you monitor
your language.  There are children in the halls.

DAVE
Right.  There are children in the halls.  But not MY child,
not MY boy.  Because he decides one day that he wants to
wear a skirt to school.  I don't know why, but he does.  He
is here three hours - three different periods before an adult 
says something to him.  Three hours, Mr. Trumble.  Four hours
before we get a call.  What were you doing?  What was anybody
doing?

CLIFF
We were strategizing, Mr. McPhearson.  We were trying to
figure out the best course of action.  These matters can be
delicate.

DAVE
My little boy is not a "matter."  He is a 9 year old boy who
wore a skirt to school, and saw no reason why he shouldn't. 
And because of that, he got hit in the back of the head by
some kid with a brick.

CLIFF
That's yet to be proven, Mr. McPhearson.
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DAVE
My son doesn't lie, Mr. Trumble.  A young boy who decides
one day that it feels better or more right to wear a skirt
to school instead of a t-shirt and jeans is not lying to
himself or the world.  So I'll take my son's word on just
about anything.

(turning to her, slowly)
How about you, Kathleen?  Would you agree?  You're so quiet,
just sitting there.

KATHLEEN
I don't know what to say.  

DAVE
I REPEAT: what the fuck are you talking about?! He's our
son!  You should have plenty to say.

KATHLEEN
I don't know who you are.

DAVE
I am the proud father of a little boy who has more courage
than you . . .

(points to Cliff)
You . . .

(points to Kathleen)
Or me put together.  

CLIFF
I don't think I know what you're talking about, Mr.
McPhearson.

DAVE
We all have . . . I don't know what you call 'em.  Secrets. 
Secret desires.  I want to hide from the world.  And so I
do.  Under a car every day.  Or smoking pot in the cornfields
behind my house.  And you . . .

(pointing to Cliff)
You spend a lot of time at night with the guy I buy pot from,
tucked away in the dark where no one can see, especially
your wife.  And you . . .

(pointing to Kathleen)
You drive your Mom-mobile behind the public library almost
every day so know one can see you sneak in the back door,
sneak down to the basement and see someone, even for a moment,
that you'd rather be with than me.  And that's okay because
you . . .

KATHLEEN
Stop!

DAVE
Kathleen, I understand.  Your father's the mayor of this
town, and you're married to some stoner that . . .
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CLIFF
Aren't we here to talk about your son, Mr. McPhearson?

DAVE
Absolutely. It's a small town.  Hard to keep a secret.  Hard
to tap down a desire. 

(standing)
I don't want my boy to hide his desire.  It's not good for
you.  At least, not what I can see.  So I'm going to wear
this skirt every day my boy wants to wear his.  And when he
stops, I'll stop.  But not until then.  Courage like that
should be celebrated.

(walking towards the
door)

Thank you for your time.  Chad will be here tomorrow, Mr.
Trumble.  Whatever he walks in that door wearing, I'm sure
you'll find a way to make him feel okay.

CLIFF
Of course, Mr. McPhearson.  And just so we're clear . . .

(a step towards him)
I don't smoke pot.  I have never smoked pot.  And that young
man and I are just friends. 

DAVE
I didn't come here to ruin anyone's day; I just wantta make
sure that no one ruins another day for my boy.

(popping on his cap)
Well, I got pieces all over the floor.  Gonna catch hell for
that.  So I better get to it.

Dave exits.  Cliff and
Kathleen sit looking at
one another, lost in
thought.

CLIFF
I have never smoked pot.  And that young man and I are just
friends.

Lights slowly fade out. 

The end.
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