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 SON: I don’t know if we should give that grass to the ox. It’s been making me real sick 
when I eat it. (The family all turn towards the son) Oops. 
MOTHER: You ate all of our grass reserves? 
SON: I don’t know. 
MOTHER: You just said you did! Why would you do that!? 
SON: I don’t know. 
MOTHER: Stop saying you don’t know! 
SON: Mom, I’m serious. I’m a kid. Don’t look too deep here for a reason why I do 
anything. Cause, I don’t know. Asking me, a seven year old, why I ate all that grass is 
like asking me why I throw our supplies off the back of the wagon when I’m bored. Is it 
to watch how stuff bounces? I don’t know.  
DAUGTHER:  Is that why you tried to pick me up and drag me towards the back of the 
wagon the other day? 
SON: Hm. Yeah. That seems like what I was doing. I can’t say for sure, cause I don’t 
know, but judging from the way you described it I’d say “yes”. I was gonna throw you 
off the wagon to see how you bounced. But, I’m a kid. I basically know nothing. I’m 
experiencing a lot of things for the first time and I gotta figure them out through trial and 
error… and sticking them in my mouth. 
MOTHER: God Lord, what else are you eating!? 
SON: I’ve literally put every item I’ve come across into my mouth. When I interact 
with a new object I’m gonna look at it for a little bit. I’m gonna reach out and poke it, 
see if it moves around. I’m gonna pick it up. Wiggle it back and forth. And then it goes 
all the way in my mouth. And if that thing doesn’t try to get out of my mouth, then it’s 
going down the hatch. If you ask me it’s a pretty smart way to do things. The other day I 
put a scorpion in my mouth. He jumped out. He knew the rules, he played the game. I 
respect him for that. Maybe this grass should have done the same. 

SON: Boy Dad, you’re really in trouble with Mom. Can I tell you something about 
myself? I hate being in trouble. As a kid, that’s my number one fear. I’d rather be dead 
then in trouble. Do you know how many times I’ve done something where I’ve just 
thought of not coming back to the wagon cause I didn’t want to get in trouble? I lost a 
shoe two months ago. I haven’t told anybody. No one’s noticed. I’ve been walking 
around with one shoe. If someone asked me, “where’s your shoe?” I’d say, “I don’t 
know”. Cause at this point, I honestly don’t. I knew where it was when I threw it off the 
wagon. I pointed at it for a while, nobody said anything, so I just put my hand down and 
forgot about it, man. All I know is that shoe bounced pretty good. Well, goodbye Dad. 
FATHER: Goodbye, (Insert Son’s Name). 
SON: Hey, Dad. Mom may have thrown you off the proverbial wagon but… sometimes 
you throw things off the wagon and they bounce back on. Maybe that’ll happen to you, 
Dad. Maybe that’ll happen to you. (Son exits, running after Mother; after a bit, Grandpa 
sits next to Father) 
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