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We open on a shot of RAY WORTHY sitting on a La-Z-Boy in front 
of the television. He is about thirty seven, unshaven, with a dirty t-shirt 
and a large salad bowl of cocktail wieners in his lap. In his other hand is 
a can of Braumeister. He stares intently at the television as his 8-year old 
son walks into the room behind him. 

SON

Dad, I got in a fight with Justin today. 

RAY says nothing, keeping his eyes trained on the TV 

SON

He said that his dad called you a lazy idiot. I told him 
you were the smartest dad in the world. 

RAY takes a slug from his beer

SON

Are you the smartest dad in the world, Dad? 

RAY jams a handful of cocktail wieners in his mouth, chews, swallows, 
and wipes his chin with a terry-cloth wristband

RAY

Fuckin’ A. 

THE END 

15 Second Theater Presents ... 
Father of the Year
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As the weather truly turned summer, the drinking accelerated. We 
usually met at the Grand Canyon hostel ’s sister hostel: the DuBeau. 
Kegs were continually renewed. Empty bottles of cheap whiskey littered 
our stuffy rooms. Hangovers were cured with cocktails. What we called 
cocktail hour began a bit earlier every day and lasted a bit longer every 
night. At times the end of one cocktail hour bled right into the onset of 
the next. When you work only a few hours a day, pay no rent or utilities 
and find yourself with a lively bunch of backpackers, a drunk can easily 
last three days. 

But we eventually learned that everything, including Camelot Years, can 
grow routine. We could only have but so many parties, only sleep with 
so many guests or so many friends before we wondered if we were just 
wasting time and acting ridiculous. I decided we needed to create some 
sort of monument to that time of our lives. So I came up with the wise 
idea of putting on a play.

Peter is a German. He is a hardworking bastard. His gruff demeanor 
disguises a healthy optimism and a twisted sense of humor. Most of all 
Peter is a German because he doesn’t get along with other Germans. I 
once asked him why the Germans I got along with so well with couldn’t 
get along with one another. “Because we know who we are.”

Peter was also a writer, so when I told him my plan he stayed up through 
night to write a short play. It was a quick dash together about a group of 
bad actors rehearsing for a play. Brilliant, I said. We could have our lines 
on stage with us, we wouldn’t have to act like we knew how to act, and 
we could dispense with any serious effort at making costumes. Let’s do 
it, and let’s do it quickly before we get distracted. Peter was even more 
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excited about it than I was. He quickly delegated the role of director 
to me, though, and began a quick stride for the door. I grabbed him. It 
was his play now. After all, hadn’t he once run a small theater group in 
Germany? “You get along with them, Chad,” Peter shook his head. “If I 
try to do it, they’ll crucify me before the thing is over.” But I insisted, and 
after loaning him cash for smokes he agreed to take the reins.

e first real grievances came when Peter and I announced that the play 
would be performed soberly. I got caught up in his plan and began to 
take the play quite seriously. Perhaps I thought that an amateur play 
performed on a rickety stage behind a $14-a-night hostel would make 
up for some of the goofing off I had been doing for so long. Peter looked 
much higher, however. I think he thought we might take it all the way 
to off-Broadway. Soon he was inviting perfect strangers in downtown 
Flagstaff to attend “e Performance” and started asking everyone to 
chip in on the cost of a professional flyer to be stapled on every telephone 
pole in town. I wanted to let him run with it, but everyone else put their 
feet down in a collective stomp. It was absolutely ridiculous, they said, 
to expect us to put on a play in front of a potentially large and outside 
crowd, and to do it sober. 

Michael is German too. He is a half-crazed manchild with a deep need 
for attention and affection. He makes his own catch phrases. In thick 
German accent he would relentlessly say “Ha, ha” or “I can hear you, 
dough.” Michael didn’t care for Peter. But Peter had no choice but to 
make Michael the star of the play. ey were engaged in some sort 
of dysfunctional father-son relationship, but any sort of warmth they 
ever showed one another was quickly blotted out by threats of serious 
violence. But Michael agreed to play the lead.

From the beginning, the play had been a sketchy proposition without 
much support from those involved. But I suppose everything truly ended 
when I wondered aloud what it would be like if the entire cast went 
to the local cantina for drinks while the play was scheduled to run.  A 
mix of stage fright and resentment towards a director makes a mean 
margarita. Very quickly my conscience got the better of me. No matter 
how he behaved at times, Peter was my friend and he did just want us to 
do something that might end up worthwhile. I confessed my plan to him. 
He of course said that it was to be expected, and he would have locked 
himself in his room as soon as he sensed we were a.w.o.l. 
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We see a tan, muscular man, reclined two feet above the ground. e 
scenery behind him speeds by in a blur. He holds a plexiglas steering 
wheel in his hand. His leather jacket creaks as he adjusts his aviator 
sunglasses.

GHOST CAR

Beep.

DRIVER

What is it, Ghost Car?

GC

ere’s trouble up ahead.

DRIVER

Trouble?

GC

An accident. Not serious, and the cars are pulled into 
the emergency lane, but it’s slowing traffic.

DRIVER

Got it.

GC

Richard?

15 Second Theater Presents
Ghost Car

UNIT18



 PAGE 10  HARD LEARNER PRIMER

DRIVER

Yes?

GC

Be careful.

DRIVER

I will, Ghost Car. (then, with a faraway look) I will.

DRIVER

Ghost Car?

GC

Yes, Richard.

DRIVER

I want to tell you about my idea for our TV show.

GC

A TV show? Seriously, Richard, TV is for the feeble 
minded.

DRIVER

OK, so my idea for the show opener: We come 
skidding into the frame, and suddenly the car 
explodes.

GC

I explode?

DRIVER

Well, it’s a special effect. You know, computer 
graphics.

GC

Nice effect. I’m on fire. When do you catch on fire?
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DRIVER

And then we cut to a courtroom and this judge is 
like: I sentence you...and everybody looks really 
nervous. ere’s Mr. Anthony, and Laura, and little 
Janie...and the judge says...to five years-serving your 
community.

GC

Good one.

DRIVER

Like I’m not doing that already, right?

GC

at’s a good one.

DRIVER

I know.

en a clear plastic hand appears from where the ashtray would be in a 
transparent sports car, and the two high five.

END


