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tray.
Bubba:  Those are good, (Staring at Shelby) but I’m hungry for some 
fried eggs.
Donald:  (Having had enough of his family’s inappropriate behavior) 
Ohhhh-kayyy, sorry to eat, have an allergic reaction and run, but we still 
have a nine hour drive ahead of us.  Plus, I’ll have to take Shelby to the 
emergency room at the county hospital on the way home, so I guess we 
should just gather our things and say goodbye.
Mrs. Erickson:  Oh, I hate to see you run off so quickly.  It seems like 
you two just got here.
Donald:  Well, Mom, it’s been—real.
Mrs. Erickson:  It’s been really great to see you, Sonny Boy!  And I’m 
so glad we finally got to meet your lovely bride.  Too bad you two can’t 
come back for Christmas this year.
Donald:  Well, we promised Shelby’s parents we’d spend Christmas with 
them this year.
Shelby:  Oh, I almost forgot.  Honey, grab my purse for me. (Donald 
hands Shelby her purse) Since we won’t see any of you at Christmas this 
year—
Bubba:  Hey, if you’re still blind, how will you see anybody?
Shelby:  Anyway, I had Donald stop off at Walgreens to get a different 
t-shirt, but they were out.  I did, however, get all of you a little something. 
(Fishing through her purse, she pulls out their gifts)
Mrs. Erickson:  You got us gift cards?  
Shelby:  Let’s see, there’s a $100 gift card for Bubba to Bass Pro.  
Bubba:  Thank you! I’m going to get a fire-retarded tent.
Donald:  Hey, Bubba, that’ll be just perfect for the smartest son in the 
Erickson clan!
Shelby:  There’s a $100 gift card for Dad to Home Depot.  
Mr. Erickson:  It’ll help me finish the new chicken coops!  Hey, Bubba, 
when those chickens start to lay, Momma can fry you up all kinds of eggs!  
Thanks, Shelby!
Shelby:  And I’m not sure if they have any—corn-inspired cheesecake, 
but I thought Grandpa might enjoy a $100 gift card to the Cheesecake 
Factory.
Grandpa:  Cheesecake gives me gas, but I don’t give a toot!  I’ll eat it 
anyway!
Shelby:  (To Donald’s grandfather) Well, aren’t you sweet. 
Grandpa:  Yeah, that’s me—smelly but sweet!
Shelby:  (To Donald’s mother) And I didn’t know which one to get you—
(Handing her a gift card)
Mrs. Erickson:  A $100 gift card to Macy’s?  Oh, you really shouldn’t 
have!
Shelby:  Actually, there are three of them.

notes

What is the worst punishment you’ve ever been given?  For Kevin 
and Will, two high school football players, one would think being 
benched for three games during the season would be enough; however, 
the coach has other ideas.  This one-act comedy is the perfect 
performance vehicle for two outgoing actors and may be entered 
in Duo Interpretation, Duet Acting, or Humorous Interpretation.  
This play contains several cheers; therefore, it would be ideal, if 
the two performers are adept at playing physical comedy.  When 
choreographing the cheers found within this play, do not be afraid 
to seek out assistance from actual cheerleaders or the cheerleading 
sponsor at your school.  The two protagonists should appear a bit 
awkward during their first cheer practice at the beginning of scene 
five; however, as the play progresses, the boys’ cheers should resemble 
the sharpness and precision of a polished routine.  Also, during the last 
scene, as Kevin and Will address the student body and confess they 
have learned their lesson, there should be an element of charm and 
a strong sense of honesty from both performers.  This is a feel-good 
piece of literature.  Play the comedy found within the various scenes; 
however, make sure to also play the warmth of the final scene.  If 
performed correctly, this selection should have the audience picking 
up their pom-poms and cheering for the two performers from the 
beginning to the end!

Scene One: The boys’ locker room

Kevin:  (Furious) I can’t believe Coach did that to us!
Will:  Yeah, well, you better believe it.
Kevin:  What was he thinking?  What’s the big deal?  So I yelled from the 
sidelines.  Who cares?
Will:  Kevin, the coach was trying to talk to the ref about that bad call, 
and then you yelled to the cheerleaders, “The ref is already blind.  Why 
don’t you girls really help us out by yelling loud enough to make him deaf, 
too?”   
Kevin:  So?
Will:  The ref called us on bad sportsmanship!  Plus, Coach thought you 
were making fun of the cheerleaders!
Kevin:  Three games?  We’re going to have to sit out three games?
Will:  It could be worse.  Coach could’ve benched us for the rest of the 
season.
Kevin:  Would it make a difference?  The team’s so bad this year.  
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Thanks, Sweetie.  
Mrs. Erickson:  (Irritated, but trying to be polite) Shelby, I’m sorry 
Donald didn’t tell me you were on a special diet.  If he had, I could have 
abandoned all of our traditional family Thanksgiving favorites.  We could 
have just grilled some organic, tofu hot dogs outside.
Shelby:  Don’t be silly, Mrs. Erickson.  I’m fine.  I love devilled eggs, 
celery, and pimento cheese.  (Taking a bite of celery with pimento cheese) 
This is delicious. (Screams in surprise) Oh, something is on my leg!
Mrs. Erickson:  (Looking under the table) Oh, that’s just Corndog.  He’s 
just a little Heinz 57 that showed up on the steps one day.
Bubba:  We call him Corndog, because we raise corn…and he’s a dog.
Mrs. Erickson:  (Looking under the table again) Well, he’s certainly 
taken a liking to your leg.  Hasn’t he, Shelby? (Corndog continues to 
attack Shelby’s leg)
Grandpa:  (Looking under the table) I think he’s trying to turn Shelby’s 
fried eggs into scrambled!
Mrs. Erickson:  Grandpa, that’s enough!
Donald:  (Noticing Shelby’s discomfort) Honey, are you okay?
Shelby:  I’m not sure.  I’m feeling a little weak.
Donald:  (Concerned) Shelby, your face—it’s starting to swell up a little 
bit.  
Shelby:  I don’t understand.  I haven’t eaten any corn.
Mrs. Erickson:  Of course, you have, Shelby.  What do you think gives 
that homemade pimento cheese its extra crunch?
Donald:  (Worried) Mom, Shelby is allergic to corn!
Mrs. Erickson:  What?  She’s temporarily blind!  She can’t eat corn?  
(Irritated) Just what kind of city freak did you bring into our family, 
Donald?
Donald:  (Raising his voice) I’m sorry!  Shelby’s had a rough day!  Cut 
her some slack, Mom!
Mrs. Erickson:  (Exploding) Well, excuse us for being corn farmers!  
Excuse us for trying to eek out a meager living!  And excuse me for trying 
to utilize the food we have and turn it into something delicious and special 
for Thanksgiving!
Shelby:  (Scared) I think I’ll be okay.  I’ll just try to drink a lot of water.
Mrs. Erickson:  (Upset, but trying to be gracious) Shelby, have I told you 
how glad I am that you came?
Shelby:  (Finishing her glass of water) Mrs. Erickson, I am so sorry for all 
of this. I just would never have thought anyone would add corn to pimento 
cheese.
Mrs. Erickson:  (Smiling) Yeah, it’s an old family recipe.  We all like the 
surprise and the extra crunch.  
Bubba:  Momma, I’m hungry for some eggs.
Mrs. Erickson:  Well, Bubba, just grab some devilled eggs from the relish 

There’s no way we can possibly make it to the playoffs.  It’s the stupid 
cheerleaders’ fault!  If they were better cheerleaders, we’d be better 
players!
Will:  Do you even hear yourself?
Kevin:  What?
Will:  If they were better cheerleaders, we’d be better players.  That’s like 
saying that if they were better singers, we’d be better musicians.
Kevin:  I’d stay in tune!
Will:  You’re a moron, and it’s because of you that I’m in trouble, too!
Kevin:  What?  You weren’t laughing?
Will:  Yeah.  I laughed.  I laugh at lots of stupid stuff.  I laugh when I 
see a baby spit up.  I laugh when I hear a fart in study hall.  I laugh when 
someone snorts and milk comes out of his nose.  Just because I laughed 
doesn’t mean I deserved to get benched!
Kevin:  And what did Coach mean when he said, “Sitting out three games 
will start your punishment?”  What else do you think he has in mind?  Do 
you think he’s going to make us pick up all of the trash left in the stadium 
after the games?
Will:  I don’t know, but knowing Coach—it’s going to be bad.  It’s going 
to be really bad.

Scene Two: The high school commons area

Kevin:  We have to be cheerleaders?  Are you kidding me?
Will:  I told you it was going to be bad!
Kevin:  We’re never going to live this down.  We’ll have to transfer to 
another school!
Will:  Come on, now.  You’re acting like we’re going to be marked with 
scarlet letters or something.  
Kevin:  Yeah!  That’s exactly what we’ll have—scarlet letters. They’ll 
make us wear big letter P’s on our shirts!
Will:  Well, we are the Panthers.
Kevin:  Yeah, but everyone in school will say our P’s stand for something 
else!
Will:  Like what?
Kevin:  Like—Pansies, or Peanuts for Brains, or—Pretty boys, or—
Will:  Trust me.  No one is going to call you a ‘Pretty boy.’
Kevin:  They might.
Will:  Look, I don’t know how to break this to you, but you—you’re 
definitely not a ‘Pretty boy.’
Kevin:  What are you saying?
Will:  I’m not trying to hurt your feelings, but you are one of the ugliest 
guys at school.
Kevin:  I’m what?
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Mrs. Erickson:  (Giving Donald a look) And I want them clean enough to 
eat on again for Christmas!

Scene Four: The dining room at the Erickson’s home

Grandpa:  (Impressed by the amount of food on the table) Look at all of 
that food!
Mrs. Erickson:  (To everyone) Well, we’ve been very Blessed this year.
Grandpa:  Corn, corn, the musical fruit, the more you eat the more you 
toot.  The more you toot, the better you feel.  I love corn at every meal!
Mr. Erickson:  Dad, I think you mean beans.
Grandpa:  Doesn’t mean a hill of beans to me.  Everything I eat wreaks 
havoc on my digestive system!
Mrs. Erickson:  (Pointing to the various dishes on the table) Let’s see.  
We’ve got hot cornbread, corn salad, corn on the cob, creamed-style corn, 
cornbread dressing, corn relish, corn fritters—
Shelby:  (Under her breath, to Donald) Honey, I think this might be a 
good time to mention that I’m allergic to corn.
Donald:  (Under his breath, to Shelby) You’re what?
Shelby:  (Whispering) I’m allergic to corn.
Donald:  (Whispering) Don’t worry, Mom made some homemade 
pimento cheese stuffed celery sticks and devilled eggs.
Mrs. Erickson: —miniature-corndogs, and of course, our guest of 
honor—our very own corn-fed turkey.  
Bubba:  (Tearful) I’m gonna miss Mr. T.
Mrs. Erickson:  Bubba, don’t make a scene.  We let you say goodbye 
before Daddy got the axe.  (To Shelby) You know boys and their pets. 
Daddy, would you like to say grace?
Mr. Erickson:  (Bowing his head) Through the teeth, over the gums, look 
out belly, here it comes!  Amen!
Mrs. Erickson:  Dig in everybody!
Bubba:  (Looking at the turkey on his fork, ala Mr. T. ) I pity the fool who 
gobbles me up!  (Taking a bite) Hmmm.  Mr. T’s delicious, Momma.
Shelby:  Mrs. Erickson, with my temporary blindness, I can’t see 
anything, but it all smells delicious.
Mrs. Erickson:  Thank you, Shelby, but I think you smell Grandpa.
Grandpa:  Well, excuse me for living.  I think I ate too much Chex-Mix 
during the game.
Shelby:  (Not sure how to react) Oh.  
Donald:  (Fixing Shelby’s plate for her) Mom, Shelby’s on a very special 
diet, but luckily you have two of the items on her specialized…diet list.  
(To Shelby) Honey, I hope you’re ready for some devilled eggs and celery 
stuffed with homemade pimento cheese!  
Shelby:  (Over-exaggerating) Oh, I am!  They’re two of my favorites.  

Will:  No offense.  But you are nowhere in the same league as say—Brett 
Farmington.
Kevin:  Oh, yeah?  What does he have that I don’t have?
Will:  Well, for starters, a girlfriend.  
Kevin:  (Rolling up his sleeves) You’d better make a correction to that 
statement or face the consequences!
Will:  Ok, a pretty girlfriend.
Kevin:  Yeah, like you’re so hot.  
Will:  And what’s that supposed to mean?
Kevin:  Like you have the smoldering eyes of say—Taylor Williams.
Will:  (Hurt) Yeah, well, they only look smoldering, because he wears that 
black war paint under his eyes—game day or not.
Kevin:  Would you listen to us?
Will:  What?
Kevin:  We’re talking about the players like a couple of school girls!  
We’re sounding like cheerleaders already!  Coach is diabolical!  
Will:  You’re right.  We’d better stick together and get through this 
punishment before we start painting our nails with pink nail polish!
Kevin:  Or blue!
Will:  Why blue?
Kevin:  (As if saying ‘Duh’) School colors.

Scene Three: A high school hallway

Will:  Okay, according to Coach, we have to do everything the 
cheerleaders do.  And believe it or not, the cheerleaders have rules.  Coach 
said if we break one rule, then we don’t get to come back to the team this 
year.
Kevin:  (Scoffs) Rules.  How many rules could they possibly have?
Will:  Well, let’s see.  (Picks up the Cheerleader Manual of Rules and 
Codes of Behavior) According to this cheerleading manual, there’s a 
section on grooming.  There’s a section on conduct.  There’s a section 
on—  
Kevin:  (Interrupting) Wait.  What does it say about grooming?
Will:  (Reading) “Panthers may be furry, but Panther Cheerleaders are not; 
therefore, Pantherettes—“
Kevin:  Wait a minute!  We have to be called Panther-ettes?  No guy wants 
‘ettes’ at the end of his name!
Will:  What’s the big deal?  
Kevin:  ‘Ettes’ is for girls!  We’re not girls!
Will:  What’s your favorite kind of car?
Kevin:  A Corvette.
Will:  I rest my case.  (Back to the manual) “—therefore, Pantherettes 
must shave their legs and underarms for a silky-smooth, sleek 

IvoryBook_LAYOUT DB.indd   10 9/22/2010   4:30:33 PM


