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Excerpt from the full-length stage comedy FATHER’S DAY. The setting for FATHER’S DAY is a very nice 

five bedroom cabin just north of Grayling, Michigan. Four of the main characters are upper-middle class 

African-American men—Mike, Laurence, Ford and Chase--and one upper-middle class gay white man 

named Lyle. While most of the men are husbands and perhaps even neighbors, all of them are fathers. 

They have decided to take a “dad’s weekend”—a chance to get away from the rigors of being husbands 

and fathers and just be guys drinking beer or, in Lyle’s case, Disarrono. This is a play that explores the 

trials, triumphs and occasional failures of marriage, fatherhood and manhood. It is also an exploration of 

relationships between men and the destructive nature of stereotypes. The stage is three-quarters 

interior living room and kitchen of the house while one quarter is exterior, i.e., a front porch with 

rockers facing a thicket of trees in early Fall mode. The men have just arrived at the cabin. 

 

Mike: (Offstage. Angry.) Don’t you say it! 

Laurence: (Offstage) Well, it’s true—it’s killing me— 

Mike: (Offstage) Swear to God! 

Laurence: (Offstage) My lumbar— 

Mike: (Offstage) And there we have it, ladies and gentlemen! “Lumbar”! Bingo!  

Laurence: (Offstage) Well, it was a long ride and my— 

Mike: (Offstage) For the love of God! Don’t you say it! 

 

THE MEN ENTER STAGE RIGHT CARRYING SUITCASES, BACKPACKS, COOLERS 

 

Laurence:  --lumbar muscles are— 

Ford:   You mean your “back.” Just say “back.” 

Mike: (Angry) It doesn’t matter! “Back”! “Lumbar”! Whatever! He’s been whining like a damn 

baby for the last hour! 

Lyle:   Wow. This is the place? 

Chase:   Yep. 

Lyle:   Nice. Real nice. Not as kitch Americana as I thought it might be. 

Laurence:  Did the ad say if the mattresses were very supportive? 
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Mike:   Oh. My. God! 

Laurence: I know you don’t care, Mike. But I do. I mean if the mattresses have been 

affected by long periods of the last renter’s body mass and shape, then the 

material memory of the mattress won’t accept my body mass and shape which 

will throw my whole sleep cycle off. 

Mike: Do you realize I could kill you and bury you up here and they wouldn’t even be 

able to find you even during the Rapture? 

Chase:   What say we don’t kill each other until after the first hand of poker? 

Ford: I wouldn’t worry about the beds, Laurence. Maybe the last person to sleep in 

your bed was a Victoria’s Secrets model modeling this year’s line of camo 

panties and hunter’s orange bras. It’ll be like being on top of a really hot ghost. 

And I usually just fall right off to sleep after laying on top of a really hot ghost.  

Lyle: I’m sure the bed is fine, Laurence. Why don’t you check ‘em out. Pick the one 

that accepts your body mass and shape. 

Chase:   And if your back is— 

Lyle: (Assessing the cabin interior) Oh, God! Gingham? Who decorates with gingham anymore? 

Mike:   Don’t be goin’ all gay on us right now, Lyle. 

Lyle:   Ya know, that might be a little hard to do, Mike, ‘cause, uh, maybe you didn’t,  

   like, get the memo? 

Chase: (To Laurence) Just take some ibuprophen for your back, Laurence. 

Laurence: Do you know have any idea how much damage ibuprophen can do to your liver? 

It’s a fact! See-- 

Ford:   And speaking of damage to your liver, did you guys stop for the booze? 

Mike: Yeah. A case of Honey Brown, a litre of Grey Goose, a litre of Jack Daniels, a fifth 

of Courvasier, a two-litre of Coke and Disarrono for the lady. 

Ford: (To Lyle) Disarrono? Seriously, Lyle? You want the world to stop stereotyping gay people 

and your preferred drink is Disarrono? 

Lyle: Tell you what, Ford. Why don’t I stop drinking Disarrono when the brothas stop 

drinkin’ Courvasier and Coke. I mean, honestly! Who was the first Nuevo-riche  
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Lyle: (Cont’d.) Negro who got it into his head to mix French cognac with soda pop! Why not 

squeeze Hershey’s chocolate syrup over a fillet while you’re at it! 

Ford: Did you suddenly forget that you are significantly out-numbered by “the 

brothas”, Lyle? Even the butt-scratchin’, single-toothed, pig-humpin’ 

backwoods-ass crackas up here would look the other way at black guys beating 

the living nonsense out of a gay white man. 

Lyle:   But you wouldn’t, would you. Because you all love me. 

Ford, Chase, Laurence: We do. 

Chase: Okay, our wives do. And they would kill us if we killed you and that just wouldn’t 

work out well for the week I’ve got coming up. 

Ford: (To Lyle)  By the way, Mimi says “thanks” for the job you did on the kitchen. 

Lyle:   I absolutely love Mimi. I’d do anything for your wife. 

Ford:   Yeah, well, that makes one of us. 

Mike:   Just don’t be doin’ no—you know—gay shit while we all up here. 

Lyle:   Too late. Those throw pillows must be thrown out. Can you say “hideous”? 

Ford, Chase, Laurence: (Sing-songy, laughing)  Hideous! 

Lyle:   Do I sound like that? I don’t sound like that! Seriously. Do I sound like that? 

Mike: Hey, you know what? Between his gayness and Laurence’s whining, I don’t 

know what in the hell I’m doin’ up here. 

Ford: Well, you may not know, but I’ve got a pretty good idea why I’m here: Two 

menstruating teenaged daughters and a menstruating wife all up under a roof 

whose market value has plummeted while the mortgage payment has stayed 

the same. That’s what the hell I’m doin’ up here, man. I ain’t lyin’. Daddy needs 

him a beer and a breather fo damn sure. 

Chase: Amen and I say amen, ma brotha. Only substitute the teenaged girls for one 

teenaged boy who can’t understand why Mommy and Daddy won’t substitute 

the mortgage note for a pair Sean Jean jeans.  

Lyle: (To Ford)  Bring that cooler over here will ya? 

 


