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A Note to Myself
A Thanksgiving Play in One Act

FOR TWELVE OR MORE PEOPLE, AS DESmED

CHARACTERS

STUDENT BODY PRESIDENT

Boy
GIRL
MOTHER
FATHER

SON

DAUGHTER

ANNOUNCER
FIRST READER

SOLOIST
SECOND READER
THIRD READER

PLACE: The stage of your high school auditorium.

TIME: Near Thanksgiving. The present.
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A Note to Iv!yself

The curtains are closed. After the us,ual auditorium prelimi­
naries, the STUDENT BODY PRESIDENT parts the curtains and
steps forward. He speaks as if in conversation.}

PRESIDENT. Well, I guess we can get along with our business.
I'm sorry that we don't have a regular program, but I'm
glad we're not about to ha¥e a Thanksgiving play. We'll
talk about that later, though. You ought to have a title for
anything that you give in an auditorium, I suppose.
---- people wrote this thing (that's our school pop­

ulation), and it's hard to get people settled on
anyone idea; Today, we're going to hav:e a sort of memo­
randum. If you have to caIl it something, you might as
well call it-well-let's say, "A Note to Myself." Yeah,
I guess that's pretty good. "A Note to Myself." [He calls
to the electrician.] You can turn on the spot now, Jim, and
we'l! get under way. [He calls backstage.] Okay, Ed. Pull
the curtains.

[The house lights go down and the curtains part slowly.]

PRESIDENT. A little more. Whoa!

[When the curtains are half opened tbe PRESIDENT calls.]

PRESIDENT, That's about right.

[The PRESIDENT leaves the stage. The spotlight reveals two
desks at center stage, at which are seated a BOY and a GIRL.

Both are writing. Left, in darkness now, is a piano; right,
also in darkness, a table with five chairs and a microphone.
The BOY and GIRL seem not to realize that the curtains have
parted. Even the VOICE (STUDENT BODY PRESIDENT), at the
microphone offstage, does not disturb them.]
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6 A Note to Myself

VOICE. Thursday is November -----" io the year of our
Lord, nineteen hundred and ----- --~__,

[The BOY raises his head slowly. As the BOY and GIRL speak
they look toward the audience.]

BOY. It all started simply enough. The Pilgrim Fathers, after
landing at Plymouth, had a very poor harvest in the summer
of sixteen twenty-one. You couldn't call thiogs good-but
you couldn't call th,= bad, either. After the harvest was
gathered, the people came together to thank God for what
He had done for them. They had corn and venison and
bread-and they prayed some and laughed some, and talked
about the next year, and the next, and the one after that.
Sixteen twenty-one! [He figures a moment.] That was just
-----'years ago. Three hundred and
----, It doesn't seem like anything when you thiok
about light years andl the glacial period, but it's a long time
when you're talking about the history of a single man, or
the number of years you get to spend being young, and
being middle-aged, and being old,

GIRL. Tomorrow is Thanksgiving Day. Not long ago a man
shot his neighbor because they had quarreled over a fence
lioe between their farms, In New York, a girl named Mary
Weeks jumped from the seventeenth story of a Broadway
hotel. She was cold and hungry and she didn't have a job.
This morning the [Name of loca/paper.] said:

[The VOICE on the offstage microphone reads am account of
some calamity from the paper. He begin's loudly, and then
gradually fades, ceasing when the GIRL speaks.}

GIRL. You see, that's the way itis. The calendars say that to­
morrow is Thanksgiving Day. I don't want to do any
unnecessary griping, and I don't want to go around being
silly about something I don't really believe, either. The
Pilgrim Fathers, and George Washington, and the people
of America giving thanks because the Constitution had ,been
adopted, and Lincolln asking the whole line of American
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A Note to Myself 7

civilization to keep this day of remembrance, and a man
shooting his neighbor, and a girl crushed on a New York
sidewalk. [She pauses.] They all h'.ve to go together some
way_ That's why I'm writing this note to myself. For once,
I want to get it all figured out straight.

[The BOY and GIRL write quietly for" moment. The BOY

looks up.]

BOY. We might as well start at the beginning. I've been get­
ting educated for eleven and a half years now-twelve, if
you want to count the summer I spent chewing my pencil
over Solid Geometry for the second time. I can't very well
take my hair down and twine willow leaves in it, but I
didn't feel very good about coming to school this morning.
It was bad enough to have to get up, but it was worse when
I remembered that it was auditoriwn day. That's why we
took over. Most of the things that people sayan Thanks­
giving are the words that somebody told them in the second
grade, and they never bothered to wonder about. All

[The school population.] of us like to believe
in things, but we want to be sincere about it. Living is too
important to hav,e to swallo~ any extra bilge water, and it's
good to decide what you don't believe in, as well as what
you do. We don't believe in the glorified soap opera sort of
philosophy where everyone sits around and says, "Oh, goody,
I don't have a broken leg!" We've rigged up a play to show
you what we mean. [He calls over tbe footlights.] A little
preparation there.

[From the orchestra pit comes a drum roll, a fanfare. J
BOY. Why, you might as well have an oily-voiced announcer~

and a commercial, and--

[The spotlight has already moved to the right, where an AN­

NOUNCER sits at the right end of the table. Behind the ta­
ble, facing the audience, are four characters, bearing tags in
large awkward lettering: MOTHER, FATHER, SON, and
DAUGHTER. Each is dressed in exaggerated fashion. The
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A Note to Myself

MOTHER, very much lined and powdered, wears large
glasses; the FATHER wears a flowing tie and frock coat,. the
SON and DAUGHTER exaggerate the current local fads. As
the characters speak in monotone, they do not address each
other; they stare idiotically into space. To give immediacy
to the play, asa whole, all national figures should be cur­
rent local favorites. Here, as in the BOY'S and GIRL;S

speeches later, contemporary high school idols should be
incorporated.]

ANNOUNCER. Good morning, you dear sweet people. I'll bet
that this is a big day for you. Yum and yum! Oh, gosh, oh,
boy. and gee whizz! We are going to give you drama, and
we just hope that that big old turkey and the red old cran­
berry jelly can wait for a minute. This is Thanksgiving Day,
and we are all going to stop in with our average American
family as they are brought to realize that this is~Thanks­
giving Day! I have a lot of goodies to tell you about my
product, too, but in honor of this precious little day, I'm
not going to say a word, except-eRe speaks sententiously.]
-do you wake up feeling tired and run down? Do you
suffer from pains around the gills? Do, do you, do you, do
you? Let me let you in on a little secret: If you will just
march right down to your corner coroner, you can find--

BOY [rising]. Cut it! Get on with your tripe. [He sit! again.]
ANNOUNCER. There's no need to be like that about it. [Reis

hurt.] Gee whizz! This is about a typical family. It is
Thanksgiving morning. So therei [He buries his face in
his hands, and remains disconsolate until his appearance as
the STRANGER.]

DAUGHTER. Oh, I am angry.
SON. Oh, I am angry, too.
MOTHER.Oh.

FATHER: Oh.
DAUGHTER. I do not have anything to be thankful for. I want

a mink coat.
SON. I do not have anything to be thankful for. I want a date

with (He names a glamorous movie star.]

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois




