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THE FOR GIVING HAR VEST
 

A Play in Two Acts
 
For 3 men, 2 boys and 1 girl
 

CHAR AC TERS
 

MIKA (long “i” as in “Mike”) . . . . . . . . . . . . . a girl, nine
 

TEDDY. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  her brother, fif teen
 

AD DI SON . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  their fa ther, for ties
 

GREAT . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a class mate of Mika’s, also nine
 

MR. NEL SON . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . his fa ther, for ties
 

UN CLE TED . . . . . . . . . . . .Ad di son’s brother, thirty-four
 

TIME and PLACE:
 
At the end of the mil len nium on a farm in Min ne sota.
 

Note: No black outs be tween scenes. 
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ACT I 
  

Scene i 

(The barn, Fri day af ter noon. MIKA en ters. She talks to 
and pets STICKY, a two-year-old, thir teen-hun dred
 pound beef steer.) 

MIKA. Men, jeez. They’re go ing at it again—both of them 
talk ing at the same time, nei ther one of them lis ten ing. 

(NOTE: Through out the play, MIKA acts STICKY’s part 
and speaks STICKY’s lines.) 

STICKY. You’ve been known to not lis ten so good your 
self, Mika. 

MIKA. Hey, I al ways lis ten. This is me lis ten ing right now. 
What’s this junk on your back? Feels like tar. 

STICKY. Maybe it is tar. Maybe I was roll ing around in 
some road and got tar stuck on my back. 

MIKA. I’ll get it out later with the creme rinse—right now 
I gotta shovel. 

STICKY. “Gotta do this, gotta do that, gotta gotta gotta.” 
(MIKA shoots STICKY a stern look as she be gins to 
shovel ma nure into the wheel bar row. It’s much harder 
than she imag ined.) 

MIKA. I can feel my self get ting stron ger and stron ger as I 
go. Pretty soon these shov els full won’t even feel heavy. 
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10 THE FOR GIVING HARVEST Act I 

STICKY. Where’s the creme rinse—I’m all sticky. 
MIKA. Don’t make jokes. 
STICKY. Sticky with ers—no joke. 
MIKA. I gotta get your poop out side be fore it gets dark— 
STICKY. For get the poop—get the creme rinse— 
TEDDY (en ter ing). Mika… 
MIKA. I was n’t talk ing to any body. 
TEDDY. I did n’t say you were— 
MIKA. Don’t be sneak ing up on peo ple, Teddy. 
TEDDY. I’m not sneak ing— Jeez— I just— …Are you 

go ing to be all right on your own? 
MIKA. Where’s ev ery body go ing? 
TEDDY. Dad’s go ing to the field, and I’m go ing back to 

school. 
MIKA. Who’s help ing Dad with the bales? 
TEDDY. He’s on his own. I can’t stand him when he’s like 

this. 
MIKA. He’ll never get done. 
TEDDY. Sure he will. He can do it all—and then when he 

messes up he can yell at him self . 
MIKA. Why you go ing back to school? 
TEDDY. Be cause I am. Where’s Sticky’s hay? 
MIKA. He ate it. 
TEDDY. Are you sure you gave him enough? 
MIKA (shout ing) . Yes, I’m sure! 
TEDDY. Jeez—. I gotta go. (Exits.) 
MIKA. When you com ing home—? …What do you think 

he’s up to? 
STICKY. He’s older. He gets to be up to things. 
MIKA (  takes cel ery out of her pocket). Eat this if you’re 

hun gry. Cel ery’s fat free… You are one gor geous steer. 
STICKY. I’m a model of steer beauty. 
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11 Act I THE FOR GIVING HAR VEST 

MIKA. I gotta get your poop to the power plant.
 
STICKY. Get me a blan ket. I’m cold.
 
MIKA (puts a quilt on STICKY) . You’ll never guess where
 

I found this. Teddy does n’t ap pre ci ate it at all. 
STICKY. Teddy does pretty good for a boy—don’t go 

blam ing Teddy. Walk me around. That’ll warm me up. 
MIKA. Okay, but just for a min ute. 
STICKY. It’s go ing to take lon ger than a min ute to warm 

up all this steer fat. 
MIKA. You’re not fat. Boney with ers— Steer beauty— 
STICKY. I am fat. Sup posed to be fat. Fat as a cow. Fat 

back. Wide body. Oh woe woe woe is me, one fat steer 
for eter nity. 

(En ter GREAT.) 

GREAT. I know how to play talk ing an i mals.
 
MIKA. Hey! What are you do ing here?
 
GREAT. Let me talk for your cow, then it’ll be more of a
 

sur prise. 
MIKA. Get out of my barn. 
GREAT (ap proach ing). When you talk for your cow, you 

know what you’re go ing to say. 
MIKA. Don’t hit me. 
GREAT. I don’t hit peo ple. 
MIKA. You hit Buddy Frain. 
GREAT. He would n’t walk the plank! 
MIKA. What are you do ing on my farm, Gra ham? 
GREAT. My fa ther is talk ing to your fa ther on busi ness. 
MIKA. We don’t need com put ers—we’re farm ers. 
GREAT. It’s not about com put ers. 
MIKA. What’s it about? 
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12 THE FOR GIVING HARVEST Act I 

GREAT. I’ll tell you if I can be the cow voice. 
MIKA. He’s a s  teer. 
GREAT (steer voice). “I’ll steer this steer in the right di

rec tion.” 
MIKA. Only the han dler can talk for the steer. 
GREAT (steer voice). “I have such boney with ers.” 
MIKA. Stop it! (Lying.) It is for bid den. I have to do the 

voice my self or I get dis qual i fied. 
GREAT. 4-H does n’t have rules about a voice. 
MIKA. How would you know?! 
GREAT. I went to the fair. 
MIKA (ly ing). The voice is an im por tant part of steer train 

ing. So the steer is n’t ner vous. 
GREAT. I don’t think you know what you’re talk ing about. 

You were n’t even there. 
MIKA. I had a cold. But Sticky would have won a blue 

rib bon if I had n’t been too sick to go. 
GREAT (takes quilt). My mother col lects these. 
MIKA. Hey! 
GREAT. She buys them through cat a logs. 
MIKA. My mother made them from scratch. 
GREAT. Mom bought one lit tler than that for two hun dred 

dol lars. You could sell it for a whole for tune. 
MIKA. Not for sale. 
GREAT. Why not? You need the money. 
MIKA. You don’t even know us. 
GREAT. All farm ers need money. It’s com mon knowl edge. 

Twenty dol lars. What do you say? 
MIKA. Not for sale. Why do you have so much money? 
GREAT. For a taxi if Mom can’t pick me up from school. 
MIKA. Take the bus. It’s free. 
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13 Act I THE FOR GIVING HAR VEST 

GREAT. I don’t like the bus. I don’t like any thing about 
Haw thorne. I’m go ing to go to a dif fer ent school. 

MIKA. There is n’t one. 
GREAT. There’s one in Min ne ap o lis. 
MIKA. Sleep-over school? 
GREAT. Ev ery body will miss me a real lot, of course, but 

noth ing is as im por tant as my ed u ca tion. 
MIKA. I won’t miss you. Buddy Frain won’t miss you. 
GREAT (grabs quilt, climbs the lad der to the hay mow. Pi 

rate voice). “Hey, hey hey, me heart ies. We’ll hide in 
this se cret loft from Her Majesty’s fleet.” 

MIKA. Any fi nal words you want me to tell your friends 
and fam ily? 

GREAT. “Pi rates have no friends.”
 
MIKA. If one of those bales falls on you, you’re dead.
 
GREAT. “The cargo of this ship is use less straw.”
 
MIKA. It is n’t straw. It’s hay.
 
GREAT. “Use less!”
 
MIKA. Tell that to a steer.
 
GREAT. “We’ll burn it later when we cook our cow.”
 
MIKA. Stop fool ing around. We need ev ery sin gle piece of 


that hay and all the rest that’s bun dled in the field—if 
some body’s dad would go away and let my dad get back 
to work! 

GREAT. Your dad should n’t work so late. He should spend 
time with his wife and chil dren. That’s why we moved 
away from Se at tle. Your dad should get a life. 

MIKA. He does n’t need a life, he has a farm.
 
GREAT. Yes, but—. Yo!
 
MIKA. What?
 
GREAT. Mouse.
 
MIKA. The cat gets them.
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14 THE FOR GIVING HARVEST Act I 

GREAT. Call Pest Away. 
MIKA. Do you live on Mars? 
GREAT. I live in Crest View, gated com mu nity. 
MIKA. It’s Nature. Mice and cats are Nature. 
GREAT. We call Pest Away. No Nature allowed. 
MIKA. You can’t keep out Na ture. Na ture is too strong. 

You’d know that if you lived on a farm in stead of “Crest 
View gated, com mu nity.” It’s not citi fied and ex ter mi na
tors on a farm. This is the real world here. Our food
 comes in live an i mals not in cel lo phane from the gro cery 
store. 

GREAT. Is he food? (Points at STICKY.) 
MIKA. No. I mean…he is n’t food…un til he wins his blue 

rib bon. 
GREAT. We only eat free-range meat. 
MIKA. Sticky’s free range. 
GREAT. Okay. We’ll eat him. 
MIKA. I’m go ing to eat him my self, thank you. 
GREAT (waves quilt). “Slice him up into raw steaks for to 

feed me heart ies.” 
MIKA. Get down from there. Right now. 
GREAT. “I’ll fly this cap tured flag for ever over me pi rate 

ship.” 
MIKA. Put it down—! 

(En ter MR. NEL SON.) 

MR. NEL SON. Hey, what’s go ing on?
 
GREAT. “Hey hey, me heart ies.”
 
MR. NEL SON. Good God, Great, get down from there.
 
GREAT. “Six teen men in a deadman’s chest.”
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15 Act I THE FOR GIVING HAR VEST 

MR. NEL SON. We’re not go ing to be pi rates any more, re 
mem ber? 

GREAT. “Yo ho ho and a bot tle of rum.” 
MR. NEL SON. His mother will kill me if he gets hurt. 
MIKA. Did you call him Great? 
MR. NEL SON. Yeah. We call him Great. Hi. I’m Mr. Nel 

son, Great’s dad. 
MIKA. Get out of the mow, Great, or I’ll call Pest Away 

to come ex ter mi nateyou . 
GREAT. “Flying the flag of the skull and cross bones.” 
MR. NEL SON. Great. Down. Now. 
GREAT (brief pause). Sure. Catch. (Tosses the quilt to MR. 

NEL SON.) It’s dis gust ing up here. Ro dent in fes ta tion. 
MR. NEL SON. This is lovely. What’s it do ing up there? 
MIKA. Some body  took it up there! 
MR. NEL SON. It’s go ing to get all mil dewed. 
MIKA (  takes quilt from MR. NEL SON). I keep it in the 

house. I’m just air ing it out. 
MR. NEL SON. Where did you get it? 
MIKA. It’s not for sale! 
MR. NEL SON. Do you have more of them? 
MIKA. They’re not for sale ei ther. 
MR. NEL SON. Well, I’ll be sure to keep my wal let in my 

pocket. Is n’t this a swell barn, Great? Noth ing like this 
in the city. Smell that smell? 

GREAT. Pukey. 
MR. NEL SON. That’s real, that smell. That co mes from 

the land. That’s not die sel ex haust from some truck. 
That’s the smell of life. 

MIKA (cor rects him). The smell of ma nure… I’m get ting 
it out side. 

MR. NEL SON. No need on my ac count, miss. 
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16 THE FOR GIVING HARVEST Act I 

MIKA. Mika . 
GREAT. Talk about weird names. 
MIKA. Yeah, Great?! 
MR. NEL SON. Mika is a good name from the Good Book. 
MIKA. No. It’s from Mom’s brother Mike, but I was a girl. 
MR. NEL SON. Well…what ever. Come on, Great; your 

mother is go ing to be look ing for us. 
GREAT. Did you get what you wanted? 
MR. NEL SON. We’ll see. Come on, let’s go. Bye, Mika. 

(They exit.) 
MIKA. Great. Great Great Great Great Great. (Hugs 

STICKY.) I’m sorry he said that about the steaks, Mom. 
What a creep. 

(En ter TEDDY.) 

TEDDY. Boy—. 
MIKA. Are you still here? 
TEDDY. Some peo ple don’t have the sense they were born 

with—. 
MIKA. Who? 
TEDDY. “I want my son to grow up on the land.” 
MIKA. Oh, him. 
TEDDY. Yeah. Right when he was step ping up to his an 

kles in cow plop. 
MIKA. He likes cow plop. We should send him some. 
TEDDY. Is Gra ham in your class? 
MIKA. Don’t you mean Great? 
TEDDY. What are you do ing with this? (Quilt.) 
MIKA. Sticky was cold. 
TEDDY. Don’t put it on Sticky. 
MIKA. It was all jammed in the back of your closet. 
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17 Act I THE FOR GIVING HAR VEST 

TEDDY. Don’t go in my closet. 
MIKA. I hadda go in your closet. 
TEDDY. What for? 
MIKA. I hadda find the quilt. 
TEDDY. …Take it in side and put it away. 
MIKA. So it can stay all alone in the dark? 
TEDDY. At least it won’t get ru ined. 
MIKA. This was par tic u larly and es pe cially made for you, 

and you just hide it away. 
TEDDY. I can do what I want with it. 
MIKA. “The per son who is go ing to use a thing is the per

son who should own  a thing.” 
TEDDY. Yeah, Mika, Mom also said that you should stay 

out of my stuff. 
MIKA. I gave her the idea for it! 
TEDDY. You were too lit tle. 
MIKA. No, I did. She was all out of ideas for you, and I 

said how she should put the Wil son col ors on it. I 
should get to get it. 

TEDDY. You can play with it, but you don’t get to get it. 
MIKA. I’m not play ing. Why do you say I’m play ing; I’m 

work ing re ally hard. I’m tak ing care of it. I’m let ting it 
see daylightness in stead of closet dark ness. I’m be ing re 
spon si ble. 

TEDDY. You can’t have ev ery thing that was Mom’s. I like 
to re mem ber her, too, you know. 

MIKA. Re mem ber her in your closet? 
TEDDY. How do you know I don’t go in my closet ev ery 

day and re mem ber her? 
MIKA. Be cause I took it a week ago! (TEDDY turns away 

in ex as per a tion, starts to wheel out the wheel bar row.) 
Leave it. 
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18 THE FOR GIVING HARVEST Act I 

TEDDY. What are you do ing with it? 
MIKA. …I’m mak ing an herb gar den. Just like Mom’s. 
TEDDY. We don’t need an herb gar den. No body cooks. 
MIKA. I’m go ing to cook. 
TEDDY. You hate to cook. 
MIKA. Hot dishes from Mom’s rec ipe box—. 
AD DI SON (en ter ing). Never met the man in my life, he 

co mes on my farm un in vited wav ing a check book. In tro
duces me to his check book be fore he in tro duces me to 
him self. “Howdee, Ad di son, like you to meet my check 
book.” 

MIKA. What’s his check book’s name, Dad? 
AD DI SON. Hefty. He wants to buy the rise. 
TEDDY. You should sell it; it’s just sit ting there—. 
AD DI SON. You know better than that—. 
TEDDY. Lots of farm ers don’t even have tree breaks any

more. They’re ei ther seeded or sold. 
AD DI SON. Yeah, with no top soil left at the end of the 

win ter. 
TEDDY. That was a good of fer—. 
MIKA . “You don’t sell off land to solve your fi nan cial 

woes.” 
AD DI SON. I could n’t have said it better my self. 
TEDDY. That’s be cause she’s quot ing you. 
AD DI SON. You want the Nel sons for neigh bors? 
MIKA. I don’t. 
AD DI SON. Did you see the in side of his car? 
MIKA. What was in side his car?! 
AD DI SON. It was pris tine. Not even dust. 
TEDDY. Do you want some body to judge you by the in 

side of your car? 
AD DI SON. Noth ing wrong with the in side of my car. 
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19 Act I THE FOR GIVING HAR VEST 

TEDDY. No back seat. Smells like ma nure. 
MIKA. Maybe Mr. Nel son will buy your car. He likes the 

smell. 
AD DI SON (sees ma nure pile). Hey, what’s that? 
TEDDY (brief pause). For Mika’s herb gar den. 
AD DI SON. Oh. Well, mix in some straw be fore you 

spread it. 
MIKA. I know. 
AD DI SON. And get it out side. It’s an of fense to in door 

aroma. (Turns to STICKY.) What’s this guy do ing back 
in here? 

MIKA. …Sham poo. 
AD DI SON. Sham poo? Why? Fair’s over, you missed it. 

Too bad. You might have won a rib bon. Fine fat steer. 
MIKA. He’s ac tu ally skinny. 
AD DI SON. He does n’t look skinny. 
MIKA. Very un der weight. 
AD DI SON. Well, give the boy some hay. Of course he’s 

un der weight if you don’t feed him. Ev ery pound’s an 
other dol lar. 

MIKA. He’s al ready had his food for the day. Don’t you 
go feed ing Sticky with out my per mis sion. 

AD DI SON. That is the look of a hun gry steer. 
MIKA. He does n’t want it. 
AD DI SON. Looks like he wants it to me. 
MIKA. He’ll be plenty fat when I show him next year. 
AD DI SON. What next year? 
MIKA. Yeah, we’ll com pete next year. I de serve to have a 

chance to com pete and I missed my chance on ac count 
of I had that bad cold. (Brief pause.) It was a ter ri ble 
cold I had. 

AD DI SON. …Are you all better now? 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



20 THE FOR GIVING HARVEST Act I 

MIKA. …Yeah. (MIKA starts out with her wheel bar row.) 
AD DI SON. Don’t get mushy about this steer, Mika. You 

know better than that. (MIKA ex its.) 
TEDDY. Ter ri ble cold with no symp toms. She did n’t want 

to auc tion Sticky, that’s why she had a fake cold. 
AD DI SON. I re mem ber you get ting mushy about a steer 

get ting shipped. 
TEDDY. I did n’t ever have a steer was born the night my 

mother died. 
AD DI SON. …Sticky goes when the herd goes. 
TEDDY. I’m not tell ing her. 
AD DI SON. You don’t have to tell her, she knows. 
TEDDY. I think some body ought to tell her. 
AD DI SON. It’s a steer. It’s not a pet. It’s food. Steer get 

shipped. That’s how it is. That’s how it al ways is. She’ll 
be all right. 

TEDDY. I don’t think she’ll be all right. I think she’ll be a 
mess. 

AD DI SON. She’s a farmer. 
TEDDY. She’s not a farmer. The only farm ing thing she 

does is Sticky—and that’s more beauty par lor than farm 
ing. 

AD DI SON. Keeping the house clean is part of farm ing. 
She’s a lit tle house keeper. 

TEDDY. No, she is n’t, Dad. Mom hol lered at her ev ery 
day to clean up her room. Don’t you re mem ber? 

AD DI SON. I spend twenty-four hours a day work ing this 
land. If I don’t go back out and work all night, I can’t 
feed my cat tle this win ter. I don’t have any hours left to 
be your mommy, Teddy. You’re go ing to have to learn 
to do with out. (Exits.) 
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TEDDY. It’s not for me—. What are we go ing to do with 
that guy, Sticky? He won’t stay in a room five sec onds 
af ter the con ver sa tion gets real. 
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