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Parkway Daddy
By Dave Carley

Cast:

Rick  – 40, probably trying to look younger.

Emma – 11. Voice only. Or can be on stage somewhere, with mic. If so, should be in a soccer uniform.

Setting:

Inside and outside a cherry red Porsche 911 Carrera Coupe on a busy urban Parkway. The car should be represented by a chair, preferably a designer one that swivels.

Time:

A warm weekday in September. About 5:30 pm.

Parkway Daddy

By Dave Carley

(Rick is sitting in his designer car seat/chair, facing the audience. As the lights come up on him, the throaty rumble of his car dies away. Irritated, RICK hits his speed dial.)

RICK:

(As the Boss.) Julie? I’m stuck on the Don Valley. Gridlock. Did the Woodbridge contracts go out? You’re an angel, I really appreciate you staying late. Any calls? Frances? Did she sound – oh. She’s worried I won’t pick up Emma in time. It’s Emma’s soccer night. Hey – a call’s coming through – it’s uh a business associate – talk to you tomorrow bye.

 (As the Lover.) Hello - Hey babe. Guess what I’m doing. (Dirty laugh.) Nooooo, I’m stuck on the DVP. In my brand-new-Porsche! Just picked it up. The one we looked at last Saturday. Actually, I got it in cherry, not black. I know you wanted black but Emma likes things bright, kids eh… So Tiff, about tonight. Of course we’re still on! It’s a celebration! The Woodbridge deal closed, I’ve got a new Porsche, you’re gorgeous… (Pause.) Emma’s game is at 6, up in Willowdale, it’s over at 7, we always stop for ice cream after, I’ll be back downtown by 8. (Starts changing in his car seat. It’s awkward.) What am I doing? Actually I’m taking my clothes off. (That dirty laugh again.) No, changing into my coach’s gear to save time. But this car’s a bit…cramped… So can you reserve us for 8:30, just to be on the safe side? You choose. Italian? (Pause.) Hey – a call’s coming through – uh a business associate – see you tonight bye. (Changes calls.)
(As the ex-husband in the middle of a nasty divorce.) Hello - Frances Yes, Frances I’ll be there in time. I’m stuck on the Parkway. Tell Emma not to worry - actually, can you put her on. Please. Frances, put-my-daughter-on! (Pause.) 

(As the loving Dad.)  Hi pumpkin. Yeah, I’ll be there, don’t worry. I know I was late last week - but remember? I had that big deal… Hey, guess what – Daddy bought a new car. No no NO NO don’t tell Mummy. Ahhhh. (Long sigh. Pause.) 

(As ex-husband.) Hello Frances. Yes I bought a new car. Well, you did tell the judge I was having a mid-life crisis. (Vague.) Just a cheap little thing… yeah, OK, it’s a sportscar. No, it’s not a red convertible. (Pause.) It’s a coupe. Tiffany helped me pick it out. Tiffany. Hot hot young young Tiffany Frances put Emma back on. 

(As the Dad.) Hi pumpkin. I’m putting you on speaker. 

EMMA:

(Treated; on speaker phone.) Why are you puffing, Daddy?

RICK:

I’m changing into my uniform in the car and it’s a bit squished 

EMMA:

We have to be there on time.

RICK:

I know.

EMMA:

Because you’re the coach and you were late last time.

RICK:

- Guess what. Daddy’s new car – it’s a Porsche.

EMMA:

What’s that.

RICK:

A sports car. A really really cool one.

EMMA:

Daddy, girls aren’t impressed by cars.

RICK:

But it’s got fancy spoke wheels, and a sun roof, and you can hear the stereo on Mars. Think how much fun it’ll be when we drive around.

EMMA:

Blasting out E-Z Power Rock? I’ll die.

RICK:

Porsches can go really fast.

EMMA:

(Not enthused.) Awesome.

RICK:

Come on, Emma. Remember how excited you were last Christmas when we bought you the pony?

EMMA:

Yes. 

RICK:

So can you act a little bit more excited for Daddy?

EMMA:

I don’t do excited anymore.

RICK:

Try, for Daddy.

EMMA:

(Tries.) What colour is it?

RICK:

Cherry.

EMMA:

(Horrified.) Like, the fruit?

RICK:

What’s wrong with Cherry.

EMMA:

(Muffled a bit.) Mummy, Daddy’s new car is a cherry red Porsche!/

RICK:

Don’t tell her!



(Sound of car sunroof opening.)

EMMA:

What’s that?

RICK:

That’s the sound of the sun roof gliiiiding open.



(Sound of door opening.) 

EMMA:

What’s that.

RICK:

I’m getting out of the car. 

EMMA:

Why?

RICK:

It’s too tight to change in here. I can’t get my pants off.

EMMA:

Too much information.



(Rick swivels in the chair. Gets out. He leaves the door swiveled open. He 



can stand now, and continues to get changed, reaching from above to 



retrieve clothing.)

RICK:

I can talk to you through the sun roof. You really have been practising your dribbling?

EMMA:

(A little more off.) Yes Daddy.

RICK:

Speak up, pumpkin. What about your corner kicks?

EMMA:

(Louder.) Every night. With Andr – in the backyard.



(Some horns.)
Why’s there honking?

RICK:

I’m getting changed and some people have no life.



(Sound of a wolf-whistle.) 

EMMA:

Did someone just whistle at you?

RICK:

It’s like they’ve never seen anyone in his boxers before. And they’re jealous of my car. Emma. Hey. Listen to this. 



(RICK swivels the chair – car seat – back into place. It makes a wonderful 

thunking noise.)

RICK:

D’you hear that pumpkin? That is the sound of a cherry red 
Porsche Carrera door shutting. What a thunk eh, let’s do that again. (Tries door – i.e. swiveling seat back. It won’t budge. RICK grabs at it frantically.) Oh God. Oh my God.
EMMA:

What Daddy?

RICK:

It’s locked.



(More engines honking.) 

Oh God. Oh lord. Emma, Daddy’s locked out of his car. Emma. EMMA?

EMMA:

I’m still here Daddy.

RICK:

I’m locked out. How could that happen – what can I do!?

EMMA:

Go through the sun roof?

RICK:

Good idea! (Goes into contortions.) It’s tight pumpkin.

EMMA:

Be careful Daddy. Are you back in?

RICK:

My top half.



(Honks etc.)

I’m stuck.

EMMA:

It’s the carbohydrates Daddy.

RICK:

I’m not fat! How can you call your father fat!?  I’m buff.

EMMA:

Daddy, if you were buff you wouldn’t need the car.

RICK:

I’m stuck pumpkin I’m stuck!

EMMA:

Daddy. Relax. Just breathe.

RICK:

I am breathing! If I wasn’t breathing I’d be dead!

EMMA:

No, breeeeathe. Think calm thoughts.

RICK:

I’m halfway through my sunroof in my boxcars on the Parkway! Your game is in fifteen minutes!

EMMA:

It’s OK Daddy. Andrew can drive me.

RICK:

(Pause.) Who’s Andrew?

EMMA:

(Pause.) Never mind.

RICK:

Who is ‘Andrew’, pumpkin?! Does Mummy have a new friend named ‘Andrew’? Emma?!

EMMA:

Daddy I have to go now.

RICK:

EMMA!

EMMA:

Bye Daddy. I love you.

RICK:

WHO THE HELL IS ANDREW! Don’t hang up. Oh God she hung up. (Continuing under.) Emma! Emma! EMMAAAAA! (Turns to audience.) What’re you looking at.

(Sound of cars honking and music up and black.)

The End

