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Set is the kitchen of the Oyance family home. MOM is cooking breakfast. DAD, is reading the paper. ANN, their teenage daughter, is sitting at the table with hands on her lap.

ANN

Dad, I was thinking...

DAD

(looks at Mom)

Oh, here we go again.

MOM

Don’t look at me, she’s your daughter.

ANN

I didn’t even say anything yet.

DAD

Yes you did. You said you were thinking.

ANN

So? I can’t think?

MOM

Don’t argue with your father, Ann.

DAD

You know how we feel about thinking.

ANN

What do you mean?

MOM

(to Dad)

Why can’t she be more like her brother?

DAD

It’s her school. That new school of hers is putting

IDEAS into her head.

ANN

I like my school. I’m learning there.

DAD

(outraged)

I don’t pay for you to go to school to learn!

MOM

I can’t believe you, Ann!

ANN

What are you talking about?! That’s what a school is for! For learning things and thinking in new directions! They’re teaching me to be an individual.

MOM

Ann Oyance! Don’t you swear at your father!

ANN

But, I didn’t!

Mom and Dad LOOK AT EACH OTHER a moment as if to say “What should we do?” Then:

DAD

Ann, go to your room!

ANN

Why?

MOM and DAD

Because we said so!

ANN

That’s not a reason!

DAD

We don’t have to have a reason!

Just then Ann’s brother, Billy, ENTERS. 

BILLY

What’s going on in here??

DAD

You see, Ann? Why can’t you be more like your brother?

ANN

Because I’m not my brother. I’m an individual.

MOM

There’s that word again!

ANN

What word? “Individual??”

BILLY
She must have learned it at that new school of hers. Such crazy teachers over there.

DAD

That’s it, Ann. You either follow orders, or...

ANN

Wait a minute, Dad. Don’t you realize what’s going on here? You, Mom, Billy? You’re all the same, all doing what you’re told, what you’re used to.

DAD

What do you mean?

ANN

Dad. You’re a pencil maker, right?

DAD
(proudly)

Best darn pencil maker in the state! I’ve been making pencils...

Ann MIMICS HIS SPEECH, showing him how much he repeats himself:

ANN and DAD

...since before you were born. My father was a pencil maker, my father’s father...

Dad lets his speech die, realizing. He LOOKS at Ann, then Mom, then finally Billy.

BILLY

Don’t look at me. I don’t go to that school.

ANN

You see? You’re all just following in a line.

MOM

But Ann, what you’re saying is dangerous.

ANN

No, what I’m saying is healthy. Think about it: We sit here at the same table every single morning and eat scrambled eggs with toast and juice. We never eat anything else! It’s like we’re stuck in a time-warp or something. I don’t even like scrambled eggs!

MOM

(gasps)

I knew she was going to grow up this way. I just knew it.

DAD

That’s what we do, Ann. That’s what we’re SUPPOSED to do! Why are you being a problem?

BILLY

I knew there was a reason you guys named her Ann Oyance.

ANN

Hey Billy, let me ask you a question: when was the last time you did something on your own, without following someone else?

DAD

Ann, that’s an unfair question!

ANN

Dad, did you ever think that life could be so much more than making pencils, eating scrambled eggs and reading the newspaper?

This makes Dad THINK.

MOM

Ann, I don’t understand why you’re doing this...

ANN

Mom, did you ever once try to make something different for breakfast? Like FRENCH TOAST??
The idea is shocking to Mom.

ANN

(cont’d)

You see? It’s all about making your own way in the world, creating new ideas and thinking in new directions. Why don’t you try it?...for a change.

Ann EXITS. The three look at each other for a few moments, thinking.

BILLY

Hey Dad? Maybe we could start making...pens?

Dad thinks about it, then starts to smile.

DAD

...Yes...with different colors!

Dad and Billy EXITS. Mom is thinking, and begins to get it.

MOM

I think tomorrow we’ll have...eggs over easy!

Mom EXITS.


