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PLEASE BE AWARE THAT 

THIS PLAY IS FULLY PROTECTED BY COPYRIGHT 

 

All plays, books, music and other materials published by Heartland Plays, Inc. are fully 

protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America and all countries which 

the United States has reciprocal relations including, but not limited to, all countries covered 

by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, The Universal Copyright Convention and the 

Berne Convention.  All rights to the plays and materials on our website are strictly reserved 

including & without limitation, professional and amateur performance rights; motion 

pictures; public reading; radio and television broadcasting; audio and video recording and 

reproduction of any type known or yet to be invented; information storage and retrieval 

systems of any type known or yet to be invented; and the rights of translation into any and all 

languages.  No individual or organization whether amateur or stock may perform this or any 

play published by Heartland Plays, Inc. without first obtaining advance permission from 

Heartland Plays, Inc. and paying the appropriate fees including Royalties and Single-Use 

Copyright fees.  Heartland Plays, Inc. collects royalties on behalf of the Playwrights whose 

plays it publishes.  Unauthorized copying, transcribing or reproduction of this or any play or 

excerpt, or storage or transmittal in any form and by any means whether known or yet to be 

invented, is strictly forbidden except as provided by Agreement with Heartland Plays, Inc.  

Any unauthorized use is a violation of copyright laws and will be prosecuted to the fullest 

extent of the law. 

 

                               

                        FIVE SIMPLE RULES TO REMEMBER 

 

DO take advantage of the free online perusal of our plays to help you make the best choice 

for your particular needs or production. 

 

DO enjoy the convenience of our online purchase application for performance rights and 

single-use copyright. 

 

DO understand that this play and all plays and materials on our website are controlled by 

Heartland Plays, Inc. and fully protected by copyright. 

 

DO NOT attempt in any way to copy, transcribe or reproduce this play by any means or 

perform this play or use any play or material from our website without first receiving 

permission from Heartland Plays, Inc.  Any attempt to use this or any other work without 

first obtaining permission is a violation of copyright and punishable by law. 

 

DO NOT rob this Author or any of the Authors we represent of their right to be paid for the 

use of their property.  It is a crime and it is wrong! 
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Shadows 
by Greg Freier 

 
 

Characters 
 

RAY: Late 60’s; Father. 

 

WALT: 30’s; Son. 

 

IRENE: 60’s; Mother. 

 

Setting 
A bedroom in a nursing home.  There’s a bed stage right, a dresser stage left, a rocking chair 

center stage towards the back wall, with a window along the back wall. 
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Shadows 
by Greg Freier 

 

 

AT RISE: RAY is seated in his rocking chair.  He is 

dressed in pajamas and robe and has the 

general demeanor of one who is content, 

a bible rests in his hands.  After moment, 

his son WALT quickly enters stage right.  

He’s dressed for success. 

 

 

WALT 

I hate to talk and run but I’ve only got about ten minutes. 

 

RAY 

(With sarcasm) 

And that’s contingent on me being lucky I take it. 

 

WALT 

Can we please not start that…as I said I’m on a short leash here. 

 

RAY 

(In all seriousness) 

Well then, it’s good to see you too.  

 

WALT 

As you. 

 

RAY 

You look well…all things considered. 

 

WALT 

Thanks.  

 

RAY 

Although it could just be lighting in here.  I’m never quite sure. 

 

WALT 

(With sarcasm) 

Still with the brilliant quips I see. 

 

RAY 

(Smiles and shrugs) 

It’s one of the accidental perks of getting old…delusional sarcasm. 

 

WALT 

Well as I’ve said, I’ve only got about ten minutes. 
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RAY 

And you just missed your mother by five. 

 

WALT 

(Beat; speaks matter-of-factly) 

Mom’s dead, Dad.  She has been for almost seven years now. 

 

RAY 

That doesn’t mean she can’t come and visit. 

 

WALT 

Actually, yes it does. 

 

RAY 

Nonsense.  (Lifts bible) She just dropped me this book not minutes ago. 

 

WALT 

That’s the bible.  It comes with the room. 

 

RAY 

Then how do you explain those cookies on the dresser that she brought. 

 

WALT 

(Looks at dresser) 

Unless they’re invisible, there are no cookies on the dresser.   

 

RAY 

(Crosses to dresser) 

That’s odd.  She must have taken them with her.  Probably brought the kind with nuts.  Must 

have forgotten that I’m allergic to them. 

 

WALT 

She didn’t forget, Dad.  She’s dead.   

 

RAY 

Yes, I know.  We’ve already been through that. 

 

WALT 

Then you need to realize that she’s not coming here.  Her visits are all in your mind. 

 

RAY 

Well then, my mind’s a nice place to be.   

 

WALT 

I’m sure it is. 

 

RAY 

But your mother still visits.  Out here.  In the room. 
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WALT 

No, she doesn’t, Dad, she’s gone.  The only room she’s visits is the one in your head.   

 

RAY 

(Beat) 

That’s one thing I’ve always admired about you son, how realism dictates the world you live 

in. 

 

WALT 

That’s because the world ‘is’ real.   

 

RAY 

That’s a matter of opinion. 

 

WALT 

It’s not a matter of opinion.  It’s a matter of fact. 

 

RAY 

(With a big smile) 

Methinks you’ve got it backwards.   

 

WALT 

(Takes a deep breath) 

Okay look, if you want to play games, that’s fine, I can come back another day.  But I’m 

really not in the mood for this today, okay? 

 

RAY 

Fine, we’ll play it your way…what are you in the mood for then? 

 

WALT 

(Beat) 

This is all a game to you, isn’t it? 

 

RAY 

Why, because I was nice enough to ask you what you were in the mood for? 

 

WALT 

You enjoy this, don’t you? 

 

RAY 

What, our time together? 

 

WALT 

No, the jerking me around part.  The part where you try to make an ass out of me. 

 

RAY 

Why would I want to do something as arbitrary as that?   
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WALT 

(Beat) 

I think it might be best if I came back another day…one where you’re more mentally stable. 

 

RAY 

Then today’s your day.  I’ve never been more mentally stable than I am today. 

 

WALT 

According to who? 

 

RAY 

Your mother of course. 

 

WALT 

(Beat; with frustration) 

She’s dead.  Could you please mentally wrap yourself around that. 

 

RAY 

I have, that’s how we decided I was mentally stable. 

 

WALT 

And by ‘we’ I assume you mean dead mom? 

 

RAY 

Who else?  There certainly hasn’t been anyone else in here to talk to me today. 

 

WALT 

You’re sure about that?  

 

RAY 

Positive.  Would you like me to call her now to verify? 

 

WALT 

(Looks around the room) 

And how exactly are you going to do that, there’s not a phone in here. 

 

RAY 

I do it telepathically.  You’d be amazed how much easier it is to contact people that way. 

 

WALT 

(With sarcasm) 

Of course.  How stupid of me. 

 

RAY 

Plus, it simplifies things.  So, when I want to contact your mother, I just close my eyes real 

tight like this… (Closes eyes)…and think of her… (Opens eyes)…next thing I know, there 

she is. 
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WALT 

(Beat) 

And what do the doctors say about all of this? 

 

RAY 

One says I’m completely crazy, but he does that behind my back, so he doesn’t count.  But a 

few of the other ones, the ones with more tact, say they envy me. 

 

WALT 

They envy you? 

 

RAY 

Of course. 

 

WALT 

And why exactly do they envy you? 

 

RAY 

Because I still get to be with your mother whenever I want.   

 

WALT 

Even though you know she’s dead. 

 

RAY 

That’s the beauty of it.  Because one of these days you’re going to realize that death is just a 

different form of reality.  I mean just because it’s not yours, doesn’t mean it’s not there. 

 

WALT 

I’m afraid it does. 

 

RAY 

(Beat) 

You know what your problem is?  Your mind’s a dry sponge.   

 

WALT 

And I suppose if it was wet, I’d be living in your world.  Is that it? 

 

RAY 

Exactly.  Because a wet sponge absorbs things, and for some inexplicable reason…you don’t 

seem to absorb. 

 

WALT 

I like to stay dry, all things considered.  Makes things in my world a tad more comfortable. 

 

RAY 

Totally up you…but knowledge is the liquid to eliminate all that ignorance you seem to be 

carrying around. 
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WALT 

(Trying to stay patient) 

That’s one opinion. 

 

RAY 

And it’s a good opinion.  It’s mine. 

 

WALT 

(With frustration) 

You’re impossible. 

 

RAY 

Diverted opinion.  My point. 

 

WALT 

(Takes a deep breath) 

You know what would be fun…how about if I try to communicate with you telepathically. 

 

RAY 

I like that.  I like that a lot.  That’s absorption thinking. 

 

WALT 

(With a big smile) 

Are you ready? 

 

RAY 

Think away. 

 

WALT 

(Closes eyes) 

Okay…I’m sending…now. 

 

RAY closes his eyes as well. He 

pauses, then crosses to WALT 

and slaps him. 

 

RAY 

You bastard.  Don’t you ever think like that to your father again. 

 

WALT 

(Pause) 

You actually heard that? 

 

RAY 

Of course I did, I’m not as crazy you think. 
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WALT 

(Shocked) 

You really, in all honesty, heard that? 

 

RAY 

I certainly wouldn’t have hit you had I not. 

 

WALT 

(Starts pacing) 

That’s true…you’ve never hit me before… 

 

RAY 

(Smiles) 

Been wanting to do that for years…you’ve more than had it coming you must admit. 

 

WALT 

(Still pacing) 

No, you’re right…I have…. 

 

RAY 

Although I probably shouldn’t have slapped you. 

 

WALT 

(Still pacing) 

I could have done without it. 

 

RAY 

What I should have done was balled up my hand and punched you in the head.   

 

WALT stops pacing and looks at 

 RAY somewhat confused. 

 

WALT 

You would have broken your hand. 

 

RAY 

(With enthusiasm)  

More likely than not. 

 

WALT 

(Beat) 

But you really heard what I thought to you? 

 

RAY 

If you want to try it again, I’d be more than happy to hit you. 

 

WALT 

No, that’s fine.  Once is more than enough. 
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RAY 

(With fist raised) 

Are you sure? 

 

WALT 

Positive, your bones are soft. 

 

RAY 

(Dejectedly) 

As are all my good parts. 

 

WALT 

(Slowly) 

So, you really do see mom. 

 

RAY 

Of course I do.  Haven’t missed a day since the moment I met her. 

 

WALT  

This is unbelievable.   

 

RAY 

The best things in life usually are. 

 

WALT 

(Beat) 

Do you think you could call her now? 

 

RAY 

I can call her whenever I want, that part’s irrelevant. 

 

WALT 

How can calling my dead mother be irrelevant?   

 

RAY 

Because there’s no guarantee that it’ll be relevant to you.  

 

WALT 

(Beat) 

You’ve lost me. 

 

RAY 

(With a calm warmth)  

No, I haven’t.  You just don’t realize it yet. 

 

WALT’s cell phone rings.  He 

removes is from his pocket. 
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WALT 

(To RAY) 

Give me one second. (Into phone) This is Walt…what do you mean it fell through…no I 

don’t want to hear that…I thought everything was signed…since when…you’ve got to be 

kidding me…all right, just don’t do anything until I get there…and by anything, I mean 

anything…I’ll be there in about fifteen minutes…. (Hangs up) I’ve got to go. 

 

RAY 

(Smiles) 

That’s okay.  One must always go where they are, that’s just the way it all works.  

 

WALT 

But I promise I’ll be back, okay? 

 

RAY 

I know you will. 

 

WALT 

And then we’ll talk to mom? 

 

RAY 

If that’s what you want. 

 

WALT 

It’s definitely what I want. (Heads for door) I love you, Dad. 

 

RAY 

I love you too, son. 

 

WALT nods and exits stage right.  

After a 5 beat, IRENE enters 

stage carrying a plate of cookies. 

 
 

This is Not the End of the Play 

Ending Intentionally Omitted for Security Purposes 

 


