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CHARACTERS

Sandra A mother.
Darren Her son.
Warren The father.

SETTING

A coffee shop.

TIME

Now.
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SCENES

ACT I

Scene 1 In the coffee shop. Now

"Fathers. Mothers. With all their caring and attention. 
They will fuck you up, every time."

-- Chuck Palahniuk, Snuff
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ACT I
SCENE 1

(LIGHTS UP. On the stage is set a 
cafe table with three chairs set 
around it. On two of the chairs 
sit SANDRA and DARREN, mother 
and son. She is in her early 
forties, he seems just shy of 
eighteen. They both have blended 
beverages in front of them.)
SANDRA 

Would you stop fidgeting and just sit still?
DARREN 

I can't help it. I'm nervous. What if he doesn't like 
me?

SANDRA 
How could he not like you? You're his son, his own 
flesh and blood. Just because he doesn't know about you 
yet doesn't mean he doesn't love you. He just needs to 
learn of you, alright, Darren?

DARREN 
All right, mom.

(They sit quietly a moment, Darren 
drinking his beverage, Sandra looking 
at her watch. Enter WARREN, of an age 
similar to Sandra, perhaps just 
slightly younger. He is dressed in 
business attire and carries a 
briefcase.)

WARREN 
Sandra.

SANDRA 
Warren!

(She jumps up and hugs him tightly.)

WARREN 
Whoa, whoa, Sandra. Take it easy. That's my neck. I 
kinda need that.

(Sandra lets up.)
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SANDRA 
Sorry. I'm just so excited to see you. It's been so 
long.

WARREN 
What's it been, fifteen years?

SANDRA 
Sixteen years, eight months.

WARREN 
Thats...oddly specific.

SANDRA 
(laughing) 

You want the days and minutes too?
WARREN 

I don't doubt you could give me them, you were always 
good at time-tables. So...(indicating Darren)...who's 
this?

SANDRA 
Oh, this is my son, Darren.

(Warren offers him his hand.)

WARREN 
Hi there, Darren, I'm Warren. Your mom and I are old 
friends.

(Darren stares at the hand then looks to 
his mother, who gives him a look saying 
both "take it" and "don't spill the 
beans." Darren shakes.)

DARREN 
Hi....

WARREN 
Listen, I'm going to go get a coffee. I see you guys 
have drinks already. You want anything while I'm up 
there? Bagel? Danish? Scone?

DARREN 
I'm good.

SANDRA 
You remembered I like danishes! Aww. But that's fine, 
we ate just before we got here.
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WARREN 
Okay then. I'll be back in a moment.

(Warren exits opposite his entrance.)

DARREN 
That's him? That's my dad?

SANDRA 
Not so loud! Yes, that's him. Why?

DARREN 
I'unno. I just figured he'd be taller.

SANDRA 
He's plenty tall. Now keep mum about him being your 
father, okay? I need to break it to him gently. It's 
something you need to ease into. Just sit there and 
listen. You'll get a chance to talk once I break the 
news to him.

DARREN 
(beat) 

Okay.
(Warren re-enters with a hot cup.)

WARREN 
It's an adventure, getting a cup of coffee, you know? 
You ask for just a regular coffee and they look at you 
like you've got two heads.

(Warren sits.)

WARREN 
So, how's it going, Sandy?

SANDRA 
Oh. No one's called me "Sandy" in years. Not since you. 
It's like your nickname for me. (beat, staring at him a 
little uncomfortably) I miss you, Warren.

WARREN 
It...uh..has been too long. What are you up to these 
days?

SANDRA 
Oh, you know, this and that. Working, trying to bring 
up this one. He's going away to college after the 
summer.
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WARREN 
(to Darren) 

Oh yeah? Which one?
DARREN 

NYU.
WARREN 

No kidding! My alma mater!
DARREN 

Yeah. Apparently I'm a legacy.
WARREN 

(to Sandra) 
Oh, his dad went to NYU? Anyone I might know?

DARREN 
You might say that.

(Sandra shoots Darren a look of daggers.)

WARREN 
What does he mean, Sandra?

SANDRA 
(laughing uncomfortably) 

How's your coffee, Warren? Mine's too sweet, but that's 
what you get with one of these blended frappa things.

DARREN 
Quit trying to change the subject, mom. Either you tell 
him or I will.

WARREN 
Tell me what?

SANDRA 
(rising) 

I am your mother! You will not treat me...(relenting) 
okay. Warren...Darren is your son.

(Warren gives a concerted look between 
Sandra and Darren.)

WARREN 
That's not funny, Sandra.

SANDRA 
It's not a joke, Warren.
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WARREN 
But we never even had sex. Did we? I never got drunk 
and forgot about...

(A confused look washes over Darren's 
face.)

SANDRA 
Oh, no, you're right. We never did. Not that I didn't 
want you to, but you were always so handsome and 
sociable and you had all those girlfriends, I was 
always just too low on the totem pole to sleep with. 
You just came for biology homework help from the nerdy 
little girl from Columbia...

DARREN 
Wait a minute. You two never had sex?

(Sandra shakes her head.)

DARREN 
Then how the hell is this guy my father?

SANDRA 
You will not talk to me that way!

WARREN 
Despite his tone, I'm afraid he has a point, Sandra. 
Can you explain this please?

(Sandra buries her head in her hands.)

SANDRA 
Oh God. Why did I decide to do this? I should have just 
kept it a secret. Oh god...(quickly) I took your skin 
cells!

WARREN 
What?

SANDRA 
(slowly, as though each word were a 
knife stabbing her) 

I took your skin cells. Stem cells. I converted them in 
my lab to young sperm cells. I matured them...and 
impregnated myself.

WARREN 
You what!



"Papa Was a Rolling Genome" I-6

SANDRA 
Please don't be mad!

DARREN 
I'm a...I'm a...science experiment?

SANDRA 
No! You're my son! That's why I wanted you to be here. 
So I could tell the two of you about...what I've done! 
Oh God. Oh God.

WARREN 
I'm...having a hard time wrapping my head around this. 
(beat) Why did you do this?

SANDRA 
Because...because I loved you and you wouldn't give me 
the time of day, except when you needed something. I 
wanted to be close to you, and this is the way I could 
think of.

WARREN 
Do you know how...demented that sounds...?

SANDRA 
I know!

WARREN 
...What an invasion of privacy that is?

SANDRA 
I know!

WARREN 
How could come to terms, rationalize something like 
that? How could you come to term with a child you'd 
stolen from me!?

SANDRA 
People can rationalize worse things than this. And I 
almost didn't. I'd thought about abortion. But I didn't 
want to lose what little of you I had.

DARREN 
Oh. So not only am I a freak of nature, you also wanted 
to abort me! What an awesome day this is turning out to 
be!

SANDRA 
I didn't want to abort you! I was just considering your 
father's...
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DARREN 
He's not my father! Not really. He didn't want you so 
you made sperm cells from his skin! You're my father, 
you twisted cunt.

WARREN 
Hey. Don't talk to your mother like that.

SANDRA 
No, no. I deserve it.

WARREN 
You...you did something horrible, yes. But you don't 
deserve that. No one deserves that.

(Sandra reaches out to touch Warren's 
arm.)

SANDRA 
Thank you.

(Warren recoils. Sandra brings back her 
hand and wrings it with the other.)

SANDRA 
For saying that, even if you don't mean it.

DARREN 
Look, you don't just get away with this feeling peachy 
keen, mom. You seriously fucked up.

SANDRA 
Don't you think I know this?

DARREN 
I mean, he could sue you, mom!

SANDRA 
I know, Darren! Shut the fuck up already!

(A silence falls over the table.)

WARREN 
(beat) 

Don't worry. I'm not going to sue you. Truth be told, 
this is kind of a relief.

DARREN 
A relief? How the hell are you relieved?
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WARREN 
Because I had tuberculosis as a kid. I thought I was 
sterile. Guess there's a way for me to have children 
after all. My wife would be relieved, except there's 
bound to be one hell of a conversation on how I found 
out about this procedure in the first place.

SANDRA 
Oh, you're married? I had hoped...

WARREN 
Hoped what, Sandra?

SANDRA 
That...nothing, forget about it.

WARREN 
You hoped you'd tell me you essentially raped me and 
I'd what, come swooning into your arms?

SANDRA 
I just thought...

DARREN 
You are seriously insane. I knew as much growing up 
with you, but I had no idea the depth of it. I'm out, 
Sandra, I'm done - I'm going off to school; don't 
expect to ever see me again, and don't call!

(Darren exits.)

SANDRA 
I...have to go...after him.

WARREN 
I understand.

SANDRA 
I hope you won't stay mad at me. If you have any 
questions, or you wanna talk or whatever...

WARREN 
I have your number. Yeah. You should go.

(Sandra gives a curt little nod then 
exits. Warren sits in silence a moment 
then pulls out his cell phone, dials, 
puts the phone to his ear.)
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WARREN 
Hey honey. Yeah, done with work and that meeting. 
(beat) Yeah, it was strange; stranger than I thought it 
would be. (beat) Yeah - I'll tell you about it when I 
get home. There's some good news in it. (beat) Yeah. I 
love you. See you soon. Bye. 

(He hangs up, contemplates his coffee a 
moment. Gets up, leaving the cup on the 
table. He takes his briefcase and 
exits.)

(BLACKOUT. END.)


	Would you stop fidgeting and just sit still?
	I can't help it. I'm nervous. What if he doesn't like me?
	How could he not like you? You're his son, his own flesh and blood. Just because he doesn't know about you yet doesn't mean he doesn't love you. He just needs to learn of you, alright, Darren?
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