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Dad is TINKERING AROUND UNDERNEATH THE SECRET INVENTION SHEET. We HEAR him TALKING TO HIMSELF, and we HEAR THE SOUND OF CLANKING METAL.

DAD



C’mon...That’s it...OUCH!

Jack ENTERS.

JACK



You all right, Dad? 

DAD

(under the sheet)



I’m fine! I’m fine.

JACK



Where are you?

Dad STEPS OUT INTO SIGHT.
DAD



Nowhere, son! I’m nowhere.

JACK



What’s under the sheet, Dad?

DAD



Sheet? What sheet?

JACK

(goes to lift up the sheet)



This sheet.

DAD

No, no, no! Don’t touch that! That’s my secret invention!

JACK



Secret invention?

DAD

Yes! I can’t let anyone see it until it’s done.

JACK



What does it do?

DAD

I can’t tell you that. It’s not allowed.

JACK

C’mon, Dad. I’m your son, remember? What is it? What does it do?

DAD



You promise not to tell anyone?

JACK



Scout’s honor. I won’t tell a soul.

DAD

Okay. (looks around) It’s a shrinking machine.

Jack looks at him like he’s crazy.

JACK



A wha?

DAD

It’s a shrinking machine. And it works too! I already shrunk the dog! 

JACK



You shrunk the dog?

DAD

(looking around the junk)

Except, I really can’t locate her right now...But I did shrink her! Be careful where you step!
JACK

(not believing him)



You shrunk Misty? Our dog? 

DAD

(on his hands and knees)

Here Misty! (changes to a whisper) Oh! I shouldn’t yell. I might hurt her tiny little eardrums. Here Misty...

JACK



Dad, are you insane?

DAD

(stands up)

Insane? I don’t think so...am I?

JACK

I don’t understand. Why are you here? Why did I write you into this story if you don’t do anything? You’re supposed to CREATE A STORY here, Dad, remember??

DAD

I understand, son. I’m sure there’s a GREAT story here somewhere! Look, I’m a good character, right? I do a lot around here! I just don’t know why!

JACK

Ah, just forget it. I’m goin’ to the diner.

Jack EXITS.

DAD

Bye, son! I’ll let you know when I find the dog!

Dad gets on his knees searching again, then FINDS A TINY DOG, ABOUT THE SIZE OF A TIC-TAC, and PICKS IT UP in his palm GENTLY.

DAD

There you are, Misty...good dog. I’ll get you back to regular size, I promise. 

We hear a TINY DOG’S BARK.

