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Family gatherings are often filled with high-spirited anxiety, especially 
during the holidays.  In this one-act comedy, Giving Thanks, we meet 
a young newlywed, Shelby, as she meets her husband’s family for the 
very first time at Thanksgiving.  This play may be performed by either 
a female or male and should be entered in Humorous Interpretation.
It is important that the two protagonists, Shelby and Donald, be 
portrayed with honesty; however, Donald’s family should contrast 
the normal qualities found in the newlywed couple and be as off-the-
wall, stereotypical, or as dysfunctional as the performer desires.  Much 
of the humor found within this play stems from the reactions of one 
character to another.  The performer should use that comic timing to 
his/her advantage.  Remember, it’s hard to put one’s best foot forward 
when dealing with a backwards-type family.  After all, sometimes, even 
during a special holiday such as Thanksgiving, the thing we are most 
thankful for—is that it only comes once a year!

Characters:
Shelby Erickson, a newlywed
Donald Erickson, a newlywed
Mrs. Erickson, Donald’s mother
Grandpa, Donald’s grandfather
Mr. Erickson, Donald’s father
Bubba, Donald’s older brother
Corndog, the Erickson’s pet

Scene One: Donald and Shelby Erickson’s home

Shelby:  Are you sure your family is okay with us coming to dinner?
Donald:  Of course, they are dying to meet you.  After all, we’re married 
now.
Shelby:  They aren’t mad that we eloped?
Donald:  No.  At least, I don’t think they’re mad.  
Shelby:  I just can’t help but think about your mother’s wedding gift.
Donald:  It was very thoughtful of her.
Shelby:  She sent us used dish towels!
Donald:  We’re using them, aren’t we?
Shelby:  Who sends used dish towels for a wedding present?
Donald:  She’s getting older.  She probably just got confused.
Shelby:  The note said, “These are to wipe up the mess of a life you’ve 
made for my son.”
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(All of the cheerleaders, including Will, leave the gymnasium floor.  That 
is, everyone leaves but Kevin, who stays behind and holds his hands up, as 
if to quiet the student body.)

Kevin:  Listen.  I know the cheerleaders usually just do their cheers and 
leave the floor, but I’d just like to say a few words.
Will:  (To himself on the sidelines of the gym) Oh, no.  He’s going to get 
us kicked off the squad.  Coach will never let us play football again.
Kevin:  If I can have everyone’s attention, I’d just like to say a few words 
to the student body.  Most of you know who I am.  My name’s Kevin 
Wright, which is ironic, because lately I’ve been acting like Kevin Wrong.  
Will:  (Joining Kevin in the middle of the gym floor) It’s okay.  You can 
laugh.  He meant for it to be funny.  
Kevin:  Some of you may or may not know this, but my friend, Will 
Simon, and I are temporary members of the Pantherette Cheer Squad.  
Coach Wilcox benched Will and me for three weeks because of something 
I said to the cheerleaders.  What I said is irrelevant, but what I’m telling 
you today is relevant.  I just want everyone here to know that what we 
say—matters.  I, unintentionally, made a few comments that were hurtful.  
They were hurtful to others, and, ultimately, they were hurtful to me.  Over 
the last week and a half, I’ve learned a lot.
Will:  (Raising his pom-pom in the air) I can vouch for that!  Kevin’s 
learned Geography!  And last night, I learned he could be a substitute 
teacher for Home Ec—no offense Mrs. Varner!
Kevin:  I just want all of you to know that we’re a family. Okay, so maybe 
we don’t all live at the same house, but we all do live under the same 
roof—at least here at school.  And while we may not like every single 
person in our family—
Will:  And while we may not even like every single person at this 
school—
Kevin:  We should at least be respectful of each other.  That’s what 
families do.  They respect and stand up for each other.
Will:  (As if memorized) Conduct Code Number Six: Keep any negative 
opinions to yourself.  
Kevin:  After all, tonight, on that football field, it’s all of us against our 
rivals, the Hawks.  
Will:  So, I hope everyone comes out to the game tonight and cheers for 
our team.  The team needs our support.  
Kevin:  Our football team works hard!  They train hard!  (Looking over 
to the sidelines at the other members of the cheer squad)  —just like the 
Pantherettes!  
Will:  (Looking out into the bleachers of the gymnasium) And just like the 
band!  
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Donald:  (Pause) She has a weird sense of humor.
Shelby:  That’s not funny.
Donald:  It’s hysterical.  Listen, don’t worry about it.  We’ve got a nine 
hour drive ahead of us.  We can talk about it in the car.
Shelby:  Donald, would you do me a favor?
Donald:  Of course, Sweetie, what is it?
Shelby:  Would you lead me out to the garage and help me get into the 
car?
Donald:  (Teasing) Why?  Have you forgotten where it is?
Shelby:  (Afraid to tell him the truth) No, I’m just feeling a little dizzy, 
that’s all.  
Donald:  Sure.  Here, take my hand.  Remember, no matter what happens 
today—I love you, Shelby.  It’s you and me against them.
Shelby:  (Giggling) You make it sound like a battleground.
Donald:  (Smiling, trying not to alarm her) No, it’s just another 
Thanksgiving holiday with an atypical family of corn farmers.

Scene Two: Inside Donald’s car 

Donald:  (Driving) Are you still thinking about that wedding gift?
Shelby:  I can’t get it out of my head.  Donald, the dish towels had stains.
Donald:  They were probably just my mom’s tears.  She’s a nut.  She 
might even be bipolar.  It’s just like the time she gave one of my old 
girlfriends a gift card to Macy’s.
Shelby:  Now, see.  I would have appreciated a gift like that.
Donald:  There was nothing on the card.  She just took one of the gift 
cards near the register, stuck it in her purse and gave it to Jennifer for her 
birthday.  
Shelby:  That’s awful.
Donald:  No, what’s awful is she wrote $300 on the inside sleeve of the 
gift card.  Jennifer picked out all of these items from the store.  She was so 
excited.  She spent nearly half a day trying to get the most out of that gift 
card.  
Shelby:  What happened?
Donald:  She got to the register.  The salesgirl rang up her purchases.  
Jennifer handed her the gift card, and she found out it had never been 
activated.  Jennifer called my mother and wanted to know if she still had 
the receipt for the gift card.  Mom told her there was nothing on the card.
Shelby:  Just like that?
Donald:  Mom told her that the $300 was what she would have put on the 
card, if she had had the money.
Shelby:  Well, I guess the thought was sweet.
Donald:  Sweet?  Are you kidding me?  No way.  Mom just wanted to 
see how Jennifer would react.  My mother’s mean.  Most of my family 

Will:  Are you nervous?
Kevin:  Nervous?  Why would I be nervous?
Will:  (Surprised) Well, it’s our first pep-rally.
Kevin:  Are you kidding?  We’ve been to dozens of these.
Will:  Yeah, but we were always sitting with the players before.  You 
know, just enjoying the pep rally.  We’ve never had to actually cheer or 
anything.
Kevin:  Are you kidding me?  (Determined) I’m going to kill our routine 
today!
Will:  (Noticing their sponsor on the sidelines) Okay, Miss Evans is 
waving us onto the floor.  Break a leg, buddy!
Kevin:  (Sarcastic) Yeah, like shaving them isn’t enough!

(Both boys walk out onto the middle of the gym floor and turn their backs 
to the audience as though getting into formation)

Both:  Our legs are smooth, rock the boat!
           We’ve got our groove, rock the boat!
           And we’ve got spirit, rock the boat!
           We’ll let you hear it, rock the boat!
Kevin:  (He steps forward and out of the line to do his solo portion of the 
cheer) My name is Kevin!
Will:  (Along with the other cheerleaders) Chick-a-boom!
Kevin:  I’m five-foot-seven! (Or say eleven, whichever is closest to his  
actual height)
Will:  Chick-a-boom!
Kevin:  When I cheer for the Panthers!
Will:  Chick-a-boom!
Kevin:  I’ve gone to Heaven! (Takes a step backwards to rejoin the line)
Will:  Chick-a-boom!
Will:  (Stepping forward to perform his solo portion of the cheer) My 
name is Will!
Kevin:  Knock-it-out!
Will:  And I’ve got skill!
Kevin:  Knock-it-out!
Will:  When we play the Hawks!
Kevin:  Knock-it-out!
Will:  We’re gonna kill!
Kevin:  Knock-it-out!
Both:  We are the Panthers, say it loud!
           We’re mean and lean, say it loud!
           We are the best team, say it loud!
           Those Hawks have seen, say it loud!
           Goooooo Panthers!  Go! Fight! Win!
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is crazy.  They’re corn farmers from Iowa!  Why do you think I’ve never 
introduced you?  Why do you think I was adamant we elope?  I’ve got 
a confession to make.  I never introduced you to my family, because I 
knew if I did you would never go out with me again—let alone consider 
marrying me.
Shelby:  Well, I’ve got a confession to make, too.  I can’t see.
Donald:  What do you mean you can’t see?
Shelby:  I can’t see.  Remember when we were dating, and I told you that 
I have a nervous condition that sometimes poses a problem?
Donald:  Yes, but I thought it was just a feminine thing.
Shelby:  Well, when I get extremely nervous, I lose my eyesight.  It’s a 
temporary thing.  
Donald:  When did you lose your sight?
Shelby:  I woke up this morning, and bingo.  I was blind as a bat.
Donald:  Sweetheart, why didn’t you say anything?  We could have 
cancelled.  We could have sent our regrets and…
Shelby:  I didn’t want to ruin our trip.  You haven’t seen your family in 
over a year.  I’ve never met any of them, and it’s Thanksgiving and…
Donald:  Wait a minute.  If you can’t see, that explains the outfit.
Shelby:  What do you mean?  I thought this might happen, so I laid out all 
of my clothes last night.
Donald:  You really can’t see, can you?  (Pause) I thought you were just 
being…funny.
Shelby:  What are you talking about?
Donald:  I switched your shirt.
Shelby:  What do you mean you switched my shirt?
Donald:  When I got up this morning, I thought it would be funny to look 
through the closet and pick out a shirt that was similar in style to the one 
you had laid out.  
Shelby:  My long-sleeved, pink Anne Klein, cotton blend…
Donald:  Yeah, I switched it with the fried egg, rugby t-shirt.
Shelby:  Do you mean the one with two strategically-placed eggs?
Donald:  Yes.  When I saw you were wearing it, I thought you were 
being—casually eclectic.
Shelby:  (Visibly upset) Pull over!
Donald:  Honey, we’re on the highway in the middle of nowhere.
Shelby:  When we get to the next town, I want you to pull over and find 
me the nearest Walgreens!
Donald:  (After a long pause) This is going to be one memorable 
Thanksgiving.

Scene Three: Donald’s parents’ home

Donald:  (Opening the door to his parents’ home) Mom?  We’re here!

I don’t think my deodorant is working. I told you. There’s nothing for it to 
hold onto anymore.
Will:  Well, we’d better shower and get home.  We’ve got a lot of baking 
to do tonight.
Kevin:  Baking?
Will:  Conduct Rule Number 14: Cheerleaders will always make goody 
bags filled with treats for football players on game days. Why do you 
think Miss Evans made us draw player’s names at the end of practice 
today?
Kevin:  I thought those were the players we were supposed to focus on 
during the game tomorrow night.
Will:  Whose names did you draw?
Kevin:  Trey Wilkins and Chandler Simms.
Will:  Uh-oh.
Kevin:  What do you mean, “Uh-oh?”
Will:  Trey Wilkins is a diabetic.  You, my fellow Pantherette, have a 
problem.
Kevin:  So?
Will:  So?  He can’t eat brownies or chocolate-chip cookies.  You’re going 
to have to go buy him something from the sugar-free aisle at the store!
Kevin:  What?  I have to spend my allowance on him?  That bites!
Will:  Better not let Miss Evans hear you talk like that.  Conduct Rule 
Number Three: Never use slang, or other inappropriate, socially 
unacceptable words.
Kevin:  I’m so depressed.
Will:  That’s too bad, because (Moving his pom-poms with the words) I’ve 
got spirit!
Kevin:  What?
Will:  (Continuing his pom-pom routine) Yes, I do.  I’ve got spirit—how 
‘bout you? 
Kevin:  (Showing Will who is the better cheerleader) I’ve got spirit.  Yes, I 
do.  I’ve got spirit—how ‘bout you?
Will:  (Trying to outdo his friend by changing the motions and intonation 
of the cheer) I’ve got spirit.  Yes, I do.  I’ve got spirit—how ‘bout you?
Kevin:  (Trying to top Will’s best effort) I’ve got spirit.  Yes, I do.  I’ve got 
spirit—how ‘bout you?
Both: (Together in unison) We’ve got spirit.  Yes, we do.  We’ve got 
spirit—how ‘bout you?
Will:  (Laughing) Come on, Betty Crocker.  Let old Martha Stewart here 
help you out with your baking.  

Scene Seven: The high school gymnasium before and during the pep 
rally 
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