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THE GUN SHOW 
 
SETTING — A room in FRIEND 1’s parents’ house. 
 
CHARACTERS — FRIENDS 1 and 2. Male or female, probably in their late teens.  
 
AT RISE — Just chillin’. Maybe they’re playing a video game? Oh yeah. They’re totally 
playing a video game. 

 
  FRIEND 1 
 (pausing game) 
Hey, this is kind of random, but... Want to know what makes 
me the most happy? You’re— 
 
  FRIEND 2 
—MOM! HA! 
 
  FRIEND 1 
...not going to believe...  
 (recalibrating to the joke) 
Wait, oh, is... is that what she said? 
 
  FRIEND 2 
She did mention something to that effect.  
 
  FRIEND 1 
That’s great. I mean, it’s just a casual thing on my part, so I 
hope she’s not getting the wrong idea, but we’re really 
having a lot of fun together.  
 
  FRIEND 2 
Wow. I didn’t just set you up. I, like, gave you the whole joke. 
Instead of beating you to the punch I just gave it all to you. 
 
  FRIEND 1 
...You know who else gave it all to me...? 
 
  FRIEND 2 
...Was it my mom? 
 
  FRIEND 1 
It was your mom!  
 
  FRIEND 2 
Jesus, okay. You win! What makes you the most happy? 

   
  FRIEND 1 
This. 
 
  FRIEND 2 
What this? 
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  FRIEND 1 
 (revealing a handgun) 
This doesn't belong to me, but I like to pretend it's mine. 
 
  FRIEND 2 
...Is that a real...? 
 
  FRIEND 1 
It is. 
 
  FRIEND 2 
But—... 
 
  FRIEND 1 
I know. 
 
  FRIEND 2 
You’re a pacifist! 
 
  FRIEND 1 
I know! 
 
  FRIEND 2 
No, seriously. 
 
  FRIEND 1 
I don’t know! It just feels good to hold it. You want to...? 
 
  FRIEND 2 
Oh nooo no no no! Hell no. 
 
  FRIEND 1 
I totally used to feel the same, but—I don’t know why—I 
unlocked the case and just held it one time, and... It has this 
weight. You know? There’s just something primal about it. I’d 
never shoot anyone of course— 
 
  FRIEND 2 
—on purpose... 
 
  FRIEND 1 
I know. I know all about guns, how this guy is much more 
likely to injure or kill someone I know than it is to stop a 
robbery or whatever. I know all that! But I just... I like it. It 
feels good to hold it. I know it sounds stupid, but it's true. 
 
  FRIEND 2 
You’re right. 
 
  FRIEND 1 
Yeah? 
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  FRIEND 2 
It does sound incredibly stupid. 
 
  FRIEND 1 
Yeah. I know. 
 

FRIEND 1 is lost in thought for a beat. 
FRIEND 2 looks increasingly 
uncomfortable. 

 
  FRIEND 2 
...Can we put the gun away now? 
 
  FRIEND 1 
Oh! Sure. Sorry. 
 (returns it) 
 
  FRIEND 2 
So who does it belong to? 
 
  FRIEND 1 
Hmm? 
 
  FRIEND 2 
Your new lover, the sleek murder machine. 
 
  FRIEND 1 
My dad. 
 
  FRIEND 2 
Oh. Cool. 
 

Awkward beat. 
 
  FRIEND 2 (cont.)  
...Why aren’t there any “Your Dad!” jokes? 
 
  FRIEND 1 
Yours could be the first! 
 
  FRIEND 2 
Nah. Guess I don’t really feel like joking around. 
 
  FRIEND 1 
 (a stretch) 
...You know who else doesn’t feel like joking around...? 
 
  FRIEND 2 
Still me. 
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  FRIEND 1 
...And also your mom...? 
 
  FRIEND 2 
 (relents) 
...And also my mom. She really has no sense of humor. 
 
  FRIEND 1 
None at all. It’s kind of a problem between us. 
 
  FRIEND 2 
I know you’ll work it out. 
 
  FRIEND 1 
Thanks, man... I appreciate your support. 
 

They smile... but something has been 
lost. 

 
  END OF PLAY. 


