
TEEN DAD
__________________________

EXCERPT (10PG) 10-06-2016
me@adriennedawes.com



SETTING
__________________________

Beach front property in Galveston, TX.
Police station, the wreckage.

CHARACTERS
__________________________

TANYA DAVIS - 34/f, Black:  a survivor in recovery

JOHN - 40s/m, Black: Tanya's fiance, social worker with a particular zen yogi flavor, he can see 
sound

ABBY - 16/f. mixed-race: daughter of Tanya and Thom, cheerful goth

THOM - 30/m, White: Abby's biological father, baby-faced punk rocker

ALISHA - 20/f, mixed race: Thom's girlfriend, dresses very clean-cut and preppy



ACT ONE

SCENE 1

Dusk. The Speyer beach house, very recently 
renovated. 

The living room is decorated in a suburban 
Southwestern style. Viva la Tex-Mex  
Americana.

The coffee table and side tables are covered with 
an odd collection of  delicate ceramic 
accoutrements. Huge art books stacked for 
presentation.

UPSTAGE, a small kitchenette with new, color-
coordinated appliances. Clearly, no one has 
cooked a meal there before. 

At RIGHT, two bedroom doors. 

At LEFT, sliding glass doors and a spacious 
deck with a view of the ocean. In the distance, the 
sound of crashing waves. 

At rise: Sound of someone fumbling with keys 
outside the front door.

TANYA 
(off)

John. Neighbors across the street - -

JOHN
(off)

I see them.

TANYA
(off)

She’s getting out her cell phone, we’ve been out here too long. Shit. Is that security driving 
by?
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ABBY
(off)

5-0 John, 5-0!!

Sound of Abby cackling quietly.

TANYA
Oh wait. He’s turning around. John - - 

JOHN
Let’s just take this slow and easy. I have Skipp’s key - -

TANYA
That’s right. Skipp gave you his key. We’re invited. We’re allowed in this gated community. 

JOHN
That’s right. Remember to breathe - -

TANYA
Breathe. Abby breathe!!! And smile. And wave!

(hisses)
 Honey! Wave!

JOHN
Do you want me to wave or do you want me to open the - -?

TANYA
Abby put your hoodie down! Hoodie down! Now!

ABBY
Seriously, Mom.

Click. The front door lock turns.

TANYA
(loudly)

“Ha ha  - we got it! There’s the door! There it is! Y’all have a blessed night!”
(normal voice)

Wave. Honey?

The front door flings open. JOHN, TANYA, and 
ABBY stand on the front porch, waving offstage. 
This takes a little bit longer than is comfortable.
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Abby turns away first, pulling her hoodie back 
over her head. Abby’s sixteen, surprisingly 
chipper for a gothy-emo kid. She wears heavy 
eye makeup.

Abby stops in her tracks at the sight of a 
decorative cow skull on the coffee table, 
entranced.

TANYA
(under her breath; to offstage)

 You see her still staring? Unbelievable - -

JOHN
Tanya - -

TANYA
I’m making direct eye contact and she is staring. Not seeing me. Staring.

JOHN
Tanya. Door’s open. Let’s just take a step back.

They step back together, squeezing through the 
door-frame. John slowly closes the front door.

JOHN
(waves, off)

“Byeeeeeeeee.” There. You’re on vacation now. Here we go.

They turn, taking in the room. John looks 
impressively young for his age, a yogi brother 
with long dreadlocks, dressed in beige linen. His 
shirt is always open.

Tanya is something of a reformed rocker, 
dressed older than her age and in clothes larger 
than her size.

JOHN
Wooooooaaaaahhh - - -

TANYA
What is this?!!!!
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JOHN
Who knew the Speyers were so - -

Abby holds the cow skull over her face like a 
mask.

ABBY
(growls)

METAL!

Tanya lifts the skull from Abby’s hands and 
carefully places it back on the coffee table.

TANYA
CAREFUL. Last thing we need is you breaking shit.

(at John)
 Are you seeing this? Are you looking? 

JOHN
I am both seeing and looking. Feeling and experiencing.  Shells and skulls . . . 

Abby explores the bedrooms, lugging her bag 
behind her. 

TANYA
This can’t be Skipp. He’s got a handlebar moustache and ponytail. Rides a bicycle to work 
. . . three wheels . . .

JOHN
Cargo trike . . .

TANYA
This has to be his wife. God. Is this being married for twenty years? Come home one day 
and it’s ceramic angel with deer hooves. What is this??!  

She holds up a hideous figurine, with deer hooves 
for hands.

TANYA
What does this even do - aesthetically? It has no function. No purpose.

JOHN
Its disturbs you. 
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TANYA
It’s a test - -

JOHN
This is an unfortunate hobby-craft - - 

He replaces the figurine, carefully.

TANYA
Skipp gives you the place for a weekend - -

JOHN
He’s a good guy - -

TANYA
A weekend. Not enough time to settle in but just enough to feel us out. Will we break shit?  
Will the neighbors complain? Will you be able to run the Housing Division when he retires  
. . . ?

JOHN
(smiles)

I think you may be reading more into it - -

TANYA
(smiles)

Oh, I’m reading. Every word! 

JOHN
Skipp just wants me to use my vacation days. I’m always working overnight at the shelter. 
Burn out is real and it’s a real risk - -

TANYA
So they tell me - -

JOHN
Good for you to take time off too Ton. Look. Just take a moment. Look at this view. 

He leads her to the sliding doors. They take a 
breath together. Take it in.

TANYA
(beat)

Wow. The . . . beach is right there. Right down the stairs.  
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JOHN
Beach front. Like beach directly in front. Like it’s ours. Like we own this. Sun’s almost set. 
House next door is - -

(seductive)
Totally empty.  

TANYA
(laughs)

You say that like - -

JOHN
Like nudity. In a body of water. Yes we will. Later.

He pulls her close for a kiss. 

Abby reenters. She watches them kiss for a 
second, staring intently. Tanya finally notices her 
and jumps back. Her fists are raised, instinct. She 
quickly drops her hands.

TANYA
(sternly)

Don’t do that. Remind me of your father. 

JOHN
You pick your room?

ABBY
Yeah. You’re in the smaller one. 

JOHN
Cool. We cool.

John takes their bags and exits into the smaller 
bedroom.

JOHN
(off)

Uh - - you sure you don’t want this room? There’s two beds here, bunk bed  - -?

ABBY
(at Tanya)

I’m sure.
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TANYA
(quietly)

You’re doing this to me? On my vacation? 

ABBY
Surely you can survive one weekend apart . . . 

(mutters under her breath)
You’ll still be under him.

TANYA
Excuse me?

ABBY
What?

TANYA
You know what. 

ABBY
I picked a room. He shouldn’t have offered - - 

TANYA
You took advantage. You know he’s desperate for your approval - -

ABBY
I know.

TANYA
But you told me you liked him - -

ABBY
I said he’s OK - -

TANYA
Then why make him work so hard - - ?!

JOHN
(off, yells)

- - Honey, you pack my rose quartz?! Can’t find it anywhere - - 
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TANYA
(yells)

Velvet pouch!

JOHN
(off)

Which one? Ohhh it’s here. Mr. Red Pouch! Cool,  we cool.

Abby and Tanya share a quiet laugh.

TANYA
It has a soothing energy - -

ABBY
(smiles)

 - - Need to know basis, Mom - -

TANYA
- - You might need to know. Rose quartz has a number of  - -

They laugh. 

TANYA
(whispers)

He’s good to me. Good for me. Finally letting go of some of that anger poison. Shit’s toxic. 
Can’t carry that forever. My suitcase - -

ABBY
(rote)

I know, your emotional suitcase.

TANYA
Well.  I’m carrying a lot. Heavy stuff. It’s my suitcase but . . . he’s helping me unpack. 
Leave some of the past behind. Deal and heal.

(beat, smile)
Look. I know can’t make you love John but I am going to make you like him. 

Tanya gives her a creepy look. Abby laughs.

JOHN
(off)

So where’s Thom sleeping? Couch?

Tanya’s face drops.
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ABBY
(to Tanya)

He wanted to invite him. 

John emerges, a cell phone in each hand. 

JOHN
You getting any reception? Only getting two bubble circle thingies  - -

Abby checks her phone.

ABBY
Shit. 

TANYA
John?!? Best friend - -

JOHN
Yes?

TANYA
Love of my life.  My partner. Eternal.

JOHN
Official title - -

TANYA
You invited Thom? Here?

JOHN
Yeah. Yes. Yes I did.

John looks up at her.

JOHN
Was that not cool?

(at Abby)
I thought family vacation - -

TANYA
Family is you, me and Abby. That’s it. Not him. Never him!!!

JOHN
Oh. Ohhh. I’ll call him right now - -
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He fumbles between the two phones.

TANYA
You have two bubble circle thingies John!!!

(beat; calmer)
Alright. Alright. You know what? I can control - -

JOHN
(prompts)

Yeah. “You can control - -”

TANYA
(deep breath)

Only myself and my journey. That’s it. That’s all. 

JOHN
And - -

TANYA
(calm breath)

And fuck him. Fuck Thom. Every day. Every way.

JOHN
(winces)

And you control your experience. 

TANYA
(nods)

I control my experience. 

JOHN
You do. You really do. 

Abby checks her phone again.

ABBY
He hasn’t texted. He probably forgot.

Tanya peers out of the front window suspiciously.

END OF EXCERPT - 
for full script contact me@adriennedawes.com 
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