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*xx NOTICE ***

The amateur and stock acting rights to this work are controlled exclusively by
FAMILY PLAYS without whose permission in writing no performance of it may
be given. Royalty must be paid every time a play is performed whether or not it is
presented for profit and whether or not admission is charged. A play is performed
any time it is acted before an audience. Current royalty rates, applications and re-
strictions may be found at our website www.FamilyPlays.com, or we may be con-
tacted by mail at: FAMILY PLAY'S, 311 Washington St., Woodstock, 1L 60098.

COPYRIGHT LAW GIVES THE AUTHOR OR THE AUTHOR’S AGENT THE
EXCLUSIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law provides authors with a fair
return for their creative efforts. Authors earn their living from the royalties they
receive from book sales and from the performance of their work. Conscientious
observance of copyright law is not only ethical, it encourages authors to continue
their creative work. This work is fully protected by copyright. No alterations, de-
letions or substitutions may be made in the work without the prior written consent
of the publisher. No part of this work may be reproduced or transmitted in any
form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopy, recording,
videotape, film, or any information storage and retrieval system, without permis-
sion in writing from the publisher. It may not be performed either by professionals
or amateurs without payment of royalty. All rights, including, but not limited to,
the professional, motion picture, radio, television, videotape, foreign language,
tabloid, recitation, lecturing, publication and reading, are reserved.

For performance of any songs, music and recordings mentioned in this play which are in
copyright, the permission of the copyright owners must be obtained or other songs and
recordings in the public domain substituted.

© 1983 by
BRIAN KRAL

© 1993 by
ANCHORAGE PRESS, INC.
Printed in the United States of America
All Rights Reserved
(ONE TO GROW ON)

ISBN: 978-0-87602-320-4
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IMPORTANT BILLING AND CREDIT REQUIREMENTS

All producers of the play must give credit to the author(s) of the play in all pro-
grams distributed in connection with performances of the play and in all instances
in which the title of the play appears for purposes of advertising, publicizing or
otherwise exploiting the play and/or a production. The name of the author(s) must
also appear on a separate line, on which no other name appears, immediately
following the title, and must appear in size of type not less than fifty percent the
size of the title type. Biographical information on the author(s), if included in the
playbook, may be used in all programs. In all programs this notice must appear:

“Produced by special arrangement with
Family Plays of Woodstock, Illinois”
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“Nature never sends a great man into the planet, without
confiding the secret to another soul.”

Ralph Waldo Emerson,

“Representative Men”
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One to Grow On was first produced May 16, 1980, by the Rainbow
Company Children’s Theatre In Las Vegas, with the following cast:

Timothy Kunz, at 16.....Joe Kucan
Timmy Kuriz, at 12.....Kirk J. Stowers
Grandtfather.....Charles McCrea

First Young Man.....Scott Davidson
Second Young Man.....Ron E. Leach
Third Young Man.....Danny Marre
Margaret Hartley.....Loy McCrea

Karl Kuriz.....David R. Sankuer

Directed by Jody Johnston
Scenety by David Sankuer
Costumes by Karen McKenney
Lighting by Michael Dorough

All technical crews (light board operators, sound technicians,
property crews, etc.) were made up of members of the Rainbow
Company Chiidren’s Ensemble. (The Rainbow Company is a
theatre training program for young people, and is a program of the
City of Las Vegas.)
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This play has appeared previously, In slightly different form,
In Dramatics Magazine and in West Coast Plays.
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Time: the not-disiant past, as seen from the present

Place: a small college town in Minnesota

Characters:
Timothy Kurtz
Timmy Kuriz
Grandfather
First Young Man
Second Young Man
Third Young Man
Margaret Hartley
Karl Kurtz
The play is divided into numbered scenes, but the action should be

continuous, without the interruption of blackouts except where
noted in the script. !

Vi
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TIMOTHY:

TIMMY;

TIMOTHY:

Scene One

(TIMMY KURTZ, a young man just this side of iwelve
Yyears old, and wearing light blue jeans and a pajama
iop, enters siealthily. He carries an old BB gun and is
concertrating on an unseen object in the middie of the
stage. TIMOTHY—Timmy at an older age—enters from
the opposite side, watching the younger version of
himself)

(to Timmy) Shhh. Don’t make a sound.
{The younger marn lowers himself slowly to the ground.)
Quiet, now. Or you'll scare it away.

(Lying on his stomach, Timmy aims along the barrel at
the object. Long pause. Finally Timmy lays the gun fiat,
fowering his face to the ground.)

| couldn't do it. (Timothy steps forward, talking directly to
the audience.) | lay there for over fifteen minutes in the
cold, wet grass, with the rusty old BB gun I'd found in the
garage pressed against and bruising my shoulder, and
still | couldnt do &. | just didn't have it in me.

{The younger Timmy geis to his feet and kicks a can in
the direction of the object)

Go on. Shoo! You've got better things to do.

{The younger Timmy putls a paperback book from his
backpocket, and sits down on the stage to read.)

(to the audience) That's the kind of summer it was—full
of the promise of hunting and fishing, and long hikes
through the woods. I was the kind of summer you find
in an Emest Hemingway book. And it was the kind of
summer my grandfather would've liked as a kid, instead
of having to work, which he did most of his life.

1
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TIMOTHY:

(Timothy steps forward, to sit on the edge of a low fence.,
Behind him, TIM CHRISTENSEN—Timmy’s
grandfather—can be seen inside the kitchen of his
home.)

Grandpa would have liked Ernest Hemingway. They
were cut from the same cloth. They could have spent
hours together, oiling their rifles and their boots, and
then tracking a fox or deer through the forest. That's
what my grandtather had in mind every summer | came
to visit.

(Slight pause, interrupted by the call of a wild bird.)

| don't think many people read Hemingway teday. They
figure he’s outdated. But I've read him. (With an
honest, deferential nod.) He was Ok.

{He stands up from the fence, just as the younger Timmy
rises to go info the house.)

But | couldn't have lived that kind of life any more than |
could have lived my grandtather’s life or he could have
lived mine. Each person's different, that much | know.
My grandfather and | were as different as any two
people should be and still be related. And we'd have
never succeeded living each other's lives. (He smiles.)
It was all we could do just to try and understand them.

Scene Two

(The kitchen is represented by a small kitchen table and
chairs, and a counter and sink. Skeletal walis meet to
form one comer of the kitchen; other than that, it is
suggested through props. Timmy enters the kilchen,
and sits at the table. His grandfather stands at the
counter dishing out two bowis of oatmeal. He has on his
work-trousers and a t-shirt, and is weanng a pair of
slippers.)

2
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GRANDFATHER: So! Did you get us a rabbil for dinner?

TIMMY: No.

GRANDFATHER: Good thing | packed a couple sandwiches, then.

TIMMY: How'd you know it was a rabbit?

GRANDFATHER: There hasn't been a deer in that front yard in over
fiteen years- -not since they put the highway through.
So that left it either a rabbit or a small dog.

TIMMY: 1t could've been a squirrel.

GRANDFATHER: No relations of mine ever shot squirrels for dinner.

{He sets the bowls of oatmeal down on the table, and
takes his seat.)

TIMMY: Why would | want to shoot a dog?

GRANDFATHER: |don't know. |thought all you Indians ate puppies for
breakiast.

TIMMY: is that true? Where'd you hear that?

GRANDFATHER: Don't ask me! Aren't you the local authority on
Indians?

TIMMY: Just ‘cause I'm part Indian doesn’'t mean | know what all
of them do. There are different tribes. | can't answer for
gvervbody.

GRANDFATHER: That's true. But maybe you shouid look into it, all the
same.

TIMMY: They've got a great book on Indians down at the Ben
Frankiin.
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GRANDFATHER: |told you before, don’t go dragging any more books in
the house. It's bad enough you brought a suilcase full of
‘emn from home.

TIMMY': Oh, Grandpa...

GRANDFATHER: Never see you go anywhere as it is without a book in
your back pockett

TIMOTHY: Mom likes me to read.
GRANDFATHER: Your mom aint here, though, is she?
(A definitive answer.)
And all that reading’ll ruin your eyes.
TIMOTHY: Reading is one of the best ways there is—
GRANDFATHER: You're not going to learn anything reading books!
The only way to leam is to get out and dg. Now eat your
breakfast before it gets cold.
(They eat in silence for the moment.)
You wani some toast?
TIMMY': (his head down) No, thank you.
GRANDFATHER: How about some orange juice?

TIMMY: (absent-mindedily eating) 'm fine.

(Pause. His grandfather slowly leans over the table to
get a closer look, then falls back in his seat.)

GRANDFATHER: Ho-ho! You little devil.

TIMMY: (raising his head) What? What'd ] do?

4
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GRANDFATHER: (laughing} You almost had me believing it.
TIMMY: What?

GRANDFATHER: 1 was sitting here, thinking I'd hurt your feelings.
TIMMY: Why'd you think that?

GRANDFATHER: Because your face hung so low, it was sweeping the
floor with your hair, that's why, Come to find out you've
just got your nose stuck in a book again. (He picks up
the open book from Timmy's lap and puts it on the
counter.) From now on we'll have both feet on the floor
and both hands on the table. There’ll be no more
reading during breakfast.

(Timmy props his chin in his hand.)
Don't think you'll change my mind, either. | spent ail last
week staring at Jacob’s Two-Two, and | don't plan to do
it again. It got to the point | didn't know if you was still
sitting there. Thought maybe you'd propped the book up
on the 1able and snuck off somewhere. (Grandfather
resumes eating.)

TIMMY : You left out “the Hooded Fang.”

GRANDFATHER: ] what?

TIMMY: The name of the book was Jacob Two-Two Meets the
Hooded Fang. You left out the- -

GRANDFATHER: What kind of a book could it be with a name like that
anyway?

TIMMY: I was reading it over. | liked it when | was younger.
GRANDFATHER: Well, it won't make much difterence then. H you read
them ali twice, | guess you can lay off one summer

without losing anything. Now, let's change the subject.

5
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TIMMY; (dejectedly) To what?

GRANDFATHER: (picking up the b-b gun) Where'd you find this
blunderbus?

TIMMY: It's a b-b gun.

GRANDFATHER: | know it's a b-b gun- -1 bought it for your mother when
she was eight years old. (He turns it over in his hands,
studying it,) Canm't remember the last time | saw il. It's
spotted wilh rust. _

TIMMY: It was in the garage.

GRANDFATHER: Needs oiling. They don't make them like this
anymore. Hmph. (He leans the b-b gun against the
edge of the tabls, and seems saddened by its condition.
Fause.)

TiIMMY: Your oatmeal’s getting cold. (Timmy gets up from the
table.) You want some more?

GRANDFATHER: (subdued) No. You finish it.
(Timmy goes fo the counter, and scoops out the last of
the oatmeal. He turns to stan back with his bow! but
stops, smiling with an idea. He picks up the emply pan,
then very loudly scrapes and clanks the spoon in the
pan, until:).

What the heck is all that racket? You're going to wear
that pot clean out with....

(Timmy begins to laugh.)

What's so funny?

6
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TIMMY: Mom says you used to drive her crazy in the mornings
by always eating your oatmeal out of the pan. She says
you'd glang-clang-glang, all morning long, until every dog
in the neighborhood was barking, and people were
calling up to complain.

GRANDFATHER: (faughing to himself, he begins lo eat his oaimeal)
She said that, huh?

TIMMY: {still laughing) She sure did.

GRANDFATHER: (shaking his head) Your mother had a few bad habits
hersell, as | recall.

TIMMY: Like what?

GRANDFATHER: Never you mind. If she’d wanted you to know, I'm
sure she'd have told you....She say anything else about
me?

TIMMY: Not much. Except that, when she was a girl, you

wouldn't tell anyone she was part Indian. Like it was a
secret or something.

GRANDFATHER: | reckon maybe it was.

TIMMY: Why?

GRANDFATHER: (eating his oatmeal) Reasons you wouldnt
understand.

TIMMY: Mom say it was because you were embarmassed.

GRANDFATHER: Well, your mother doesn't always remember things
the way they were.

TIMMY: She remembers when you knocked Grandma over the
back of the couch. (As soon as he's said it, he realizes
he shouldn't have. Grandfather sets down his spoon
deliberately.)
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GRANDFATHER: Did she tell you that?... Well?

TIMMY:

Yes, sir.

GRANDFATHER: (shaking his head) The heck! What kind of thing is

TIMMY:

that to... (He stands up from the table.) We all do things
we regret later. Your mother would have a fough time
denying that. Oh, well, | got to gst ready or I'll be tate for
work. (He starts oul, towards the bedroom.) You know,
she tends to forget a few things. I'll bet she never
mentioned how hard | worked for her.

She says you went to work when you were ten years old.

GRANDFATHER: I'm glad she remembers that much, anyway. (Ha

TIMOTHY:

exits the kitchen, to get ready.)
My mother remembered quite a few things, actually.

{The older Timothy addresses the audience, birt is free
to move within the visible area of the past scene, where
Timmy has remained, finishing his breakfast. In many
respects, Timothy- -like us- -is an observer of the actions
taking place.)

For example, how Grandpa ook her out shooting almost
as soon as she was old enough to wak. (He smiles.)
Well, maybe a little older. But not much, to hear her tell
it. And how they were the talk of the town at one poim,
having won every shootin’ match in the county three
years in a row. She even has some of her old medals.
Not that she’s proud of them, we just came across them
when we were looking in an okl shoe-box. She wanted
to throw them out, but | wouldn't let her. There was also
a very funny picture of the two of them all dressed up in
baggy hunting clothes, like they were going on a safari in
the jungle or something. She looked so silly, it made her
blush. | kept that, too. (He hesitates, moving restiessiy.)
My own memories were quite a bit differeml. For one
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thing, 1 cant remember much about my grandfather
before Grandma died. I'd spent the summer with them
several times when | was younger, but, up untit then,
Grandpa didn't stick out in my mind. 1t was kind of like
he was a stranger, living in Grandma’s house: he'd sit
with us for meals, glance at the moming paper, but
never really say much. it's funny, thinking back, but the
summer | turned twelve was a big change for both of us.
My grandmother had died; mom had remarried and was
on her honeymoon; and all of a sudden, Grandpa and |
were just kind of stuck with each other.

GRANDFATHER: (reenfering, buttoning his work-shirt.) Speaking ot
memories, you must think mine is slipping.

TIMMY : {putting his bowl in the sink) Why do you say that?

GRANDFATHER: Well, | can't think of any other reason for the big star
someone put on my calendar.

TIMMY: {avoiding his grandiather’s eyes) Astar?

GRANDFATHER: That's right. Somebody drew a great big star, smack
dab in the middle of today. You can't miss it, that’s for
sure. {He chuckles to himself,) What's the matter? You
think I'd forget your birthday? (Pouring hirmself a cup of
coffee.) You don't have much faith in your old granddad,

do you?

TIMMY: {returning to his seat) It wasntthat. ltwas so...|
wouldn't forget. I'm not very good with dates or
numbers.

GRANDFATHER: ({stiring in sugar) Uh-huh,

TIMMY: It's true. Math is my worst subject. {Changing the
subject.) Could | have a cup of cotfee?
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GRANDFATHER: (fooks at him) | guess it wouldn't hurt anything. Just
don't tell your mother. (He comes over lo the table with
the coffee pot.) And it's only because it's your birthday.

TIMMY: (watching him pour if) Okay.

GRANDFATHER: You want some sugar?

TIMMY: (nodding) And cream,

GRANDFATHER: (shaking his head) Why don't just you run down to
the drugstore and have yourself a milkshake?

TIMMY: This is the way my father always drank it.
GRANDFATHER: That's true. | had forgotten.

(Pause. Timothy begins to reach across the table for the
cream.)

Onh, the milk. Sorry. (Grandfather passes it to him.)
TIMMY: (stirring his coffee) Am | much like my father?

GRANDFATHER: (sitting at the table) Oh, | don't know. In some ways,
I guess. (He rises fo retum the coffee-pot to the
counter.} You can tell me later. (He stops at the sink,
rinsing out the grounds.} | can tell you one thing about
him: he wasnt any good with guns. Infact, he had the
worst luck of any man | ever met.

TIMMY: in what way?

GRANDFATHER: Well, all right. (Me retums to his seat, and sefifes in
for a story. While telling it, he puts on and laces his
work-shoes.) One time he and | drove up to Dundas for
an auction. Some poor old fellow had died up there and
his relatives were selling everything in the house,
including some very nice firearms he had coliected over

10
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TIMMY:

the years. Well, we looked through what they had to
offer. And | pointed out oné gun to your dad that was a
real beaut. '

Did he buy it?

GRANDFATHER: Nope. When the time came to start the bidding, your

TIMMY:

father put his money on an antique Army surplus, bolt-
action Japanese rifle from the Second World War.

Was it a good gun?

GRANDFATHER: It was probably among the worst guns I'd ever seen.

TIMMY:

It had a cracked stock, and was so full of dust and grit
that you couldn't see sunshine through the barrel. We
spent the rest of that day trying to polish it up, then come
to find out 1 didn't have a bullet in the house that'd fil it.

What'd you do?

GRANDFATHER: Well, we went down 1o O’'Callaghan’s, showed him

the gun, and asked him what he suggested. Said he
didnt have anything exacily like that, but thought maybe
a Swedish builet might fit her. By now, | didn't have
much confidence in the old gun, and | thought we’d
better test #. So we drove out until we tound a deserted
spot, and ) Jashed that rifle to the frunk of a big oak tree
with some baling wire your father had in the car. Then
we ook cover. With some strong twine I'd tied to the
trigger, | fired thal old gun... (building suspense with
each word.) and it went off like a cannon! The sound
shook the trees, knocking acoms down for a mile around
us. It had such a temible kick, it snapped all twelve feet
of wire I'd used on it. And the barrel- -well, you couldnt
even recognize it. it had blown up like an exploding
cigar, sending pieces in every direction. Why, l'libet a
couple pieces made i all the way back to Dundas. (He
laughs at the idea.)
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