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*** NOTICE ***

The amateur and stock acting rights to this work are controlled exclusively by 
THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY, INC., without whose permission 
in writing no performance of it may be given. Royalty must be paid every time 
a play is performed whether or not it is presented for profit and whether or 
not admission is charged. A play is performed any time it is acted before an 
audience. Current royalty rates, applications and restrictions may be found at 
our website: www.dramaticpublishing.com, or we may be contacted by mail 
at: THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY, INC., 311 Washington St., 
Woodstock, IL 60098.

COPYRIGHT LAW GIVES THE AUTHOR OR THE AUTHOR’S AGENT 
THE EXCLUSIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law provides authors 
with a fair return for their creative efforts. Authors earn their living from the 
royalties they receive from book sales and from the performance of their work. 
Conscientious observance of copyright law is not only ethical, it encourages 
authors to continue their creative work. This work is fully protected by 
copyright. No alterations, deletions or substitutions may be made in the work 
without the prior written consent of the publisher. No part of this work may be 
reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, 
including photocopy, recording, videotape, film, or any information storage and 
retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher. It may not 
be performed either by professionals or amateurs without payment of royalty. 
All rights, including, but not limited to, the professional, motion picture, radio, 
television, videotape, foreign language, tabloid, recitation, lecturing, publication 
and reading, are reserved.

For performance of any songs, music and recordings mentioned in this play that are in copyright, 
the permission of the copyright owners must be obtained or other songs and recordings in the 
public domain substituted.
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IMPORTANT BILLING AND CREDIT REQUIREMENTS

All producers of the play must give credit to the author of the play in all 
programs distributed in connection with performances of the play and in all 
instances in which the title of the play appears for purposes of advertising, 
publicizing or otherwise exploiting the play and/or a production. The name of 
the author must also appear on a separate line, on which no other name appears, 
immediately following the title, and must appear in size of type not less than 
fifty percent (50%) the size of the title type. Biographical information on the 
author, if included in the playbook, may be used in all programs. In all programs 
this notice must appear:

“Produced by special arrangement with
THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY, INC., of Woodstock, Illinois.”
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Driving
CHARACTERS

GINNY: w, 15.
CONE: either gender.
ZOMBIE HORDE: either gender.
MOM: w.
PROCTOR: either gender.
REGGIE: either gender.
DAD: m.
MATILDA: w.
RIDER: either gender.
POLICE: either gender. 
CANDACE: w.

SETTING
Time: Various afternoons and nights.
Place: The car.
Note: The car can be represented as simply as four chairs, or 
may include seat belts and a steering wheel, if desired. The 
stage may also be decorated with a collection of traffic signs, 
traffic cones and maybe even parts of cars. Be careful not to 
over-decorate or “junk up” the stage.
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ALTERNATE SCENE

Please note that this play briefly uses guns on page 21. An 
alternate scene has been provided on page 27 for producing 
organizations who do not allow weapons onstage.
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Driving
(As lights come up onstage, we hear sounds of traffic—
engines, car horns, cars being unlocked, etc.
GINNY, perhaps wearing pajamas, walks in. She looks 
around, clearly unaware of where she is. Lights come up 
on the car.)

GINNY. Hello? Um. Can somebody give me a ride home? I 
need to get home. I need a ride. Hello?!

(CONE, an actor wearing a traffic cone on their head, 
either walks on or emerges from the set. CONE holds out 
a set of keys.)

CONE. Here are the keys, Ginny. You can drive. 
GINNY. That’s OK. I’ll wait to find somebody. 
CONE. You are old enough. 
GINNY. I know but that’s OK. 
CONE. Drive!
GINNY. No. 

(GINNY turns. A ZOMBIE HORDE of crossing guards, 
living traffic signs, etc., slowly walk toward her.)

ZOMBIE HORDE. Drive. Drive! DRIVE! 
GINNY. Nooooooo!!!!!!!

(The ZOMBIE HORDE, still chanting, “Drive!” slowly 
circles her and swallows her whole. Lights out.
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8 Driving 

Traffic sounds increase. 
Lights up on GINNY and MOM in the car. MOM is wearing 
a business suit, and GINNY is wearing school clothes. MOM 
is intently focused on her driving and appears agitated. 
GINNY is looking over at the speedometer and is concerned. 
There is a moment before GINNY speaks.)

GINNY. Uh. Mom. 
MOM. Yeah?
GINNY. You drive too fast. 
MOM. No I don’t, Ginny. 
GINNY (pointing). Red light. 

(MOM puts on brakes. GINNY and MOM lurch forward.)

MOM (about light). Oh c’mon. (Looks at the light and shakes 
her head.) This has to be one of the slowest lights in town. 

(MOM notices that GINNY is looking at her.)

MOM (cont’d). What? It is. 
GINNY. It’s green now. 
MOM. Finally. 

(MOM and GINNY drive. Silence.)

MOM (cont’d). You don’t have to focus on how I am driving, 
you know. You could get a head start on your homework. 

GINNY. Mom. I get car sick, remember? I had that burrito 
and then tried to read that book and just threw up all over 
the car and the seats smelled bad for a month and we tried 
to clean them—
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  Driving 9

MOM. OK, OK. Thanks no thanks for the memories. Slowing 
down? Why are we slowing down? Come on. 

GINNY. How do they decide what the speed limits are?
MOM. They figure out what speed is enough to make you feel 

like you are going absolutely nowhere. Then they take ten 
miles off of that. That’s the speed limit. 

GINNY. Seriously. 
MOM. How should I know? I do not drive too fast. 
GINNY. Dad doesn’t drive like this. 
MOM. Your dad is a wimp. 
GINNY. Mom!
MOM. We have to make it across the bridge before five or 

we’re going to be stuck in traffic. We’ve got to get dinner 
started. Your brother has homework … uggghh … look 
how slow this is going. Look. We’re probably gonna be 
stuck anyway. COME ON! (Honks her horn.)

GINNY. Mom. Nobody is moving. 

(MOM honks her horn again.)

GINNY (cont’d). Please don’t—
MOM. What?
GINNY. Nothing. 

(They drive. Silence.)

MOM. When are you retaking your driver’s test? This Friday? 
GINNY. I don’t know. It’s not this Friday but … I’m not sure. 
MOM. You need to study harder this time so you can pass. I 

don’t understand how a girl with straight As in every class, 
including AP classes, can fail a simple driving test. 

GINNY. Yeah … that’s a mystery. 
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10 Driving

(Lights change, and a desk is brought onstage. GINNY gets 
out of the car and sits at the desk. MOM freezes. PROCTOR, 
holding a test, enters.)

PROCTOR. Good afternoon, I am the proctor for the written 
portion of your driver’s exam. In an odd coincidence, my 
name is Proctor. You have thirty minutes. Good luck. 

GINNY. Eeny meenie miney mo. (Fills in an answer on her 
test.) Nineteen questions left. Eeny meenie miney mo. 

(Lights change. GINNY stands and gets back in the car. The 
desk is taken offstage. MOM comes out of her freeze.)

MOM. I don’t get it. Your older sister, who is dumber than a 
box of hair, had no trouble passing the test. 

GINNY. Candace probably cheated. 
MOM. If she did, good for her. 
GINNY. You would never say that about me. 
MOM. I don’t care how it happens but you need to pass and 

start driving. Find out the date for the next test please and 
text me so I can put it on my calendar. You can drive your 
brother to his soccer practice. Your family needs the help. 
You understand that, right?

GINNY. Yes. 
MOM. What is going on with this red truck? (Honks the 

horn.) Hey, look, look in that other lane. Look. Everybody 
is moving except you, red truck. HEY, FARMER BROWN, 
MOVE IT! (Honks horn again.)

GINNY. He’s gonna get mad, Mom. 
MOM. So what? Look, Farmer Brown found the gas pedal. 

Hooray!

(More driving in silence.)
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Driving 11

GINNY. You know they’re going to have self-driving cars soon.
MOM (not listening, absorbed by driving). Oh is that right … 
GINNY. The cars will come and pick you up. 
MOM (not listening). Really.
GINNY. You’ll punch in an address and whoosh, off you go to 

wherever—the store, soccer practice, anywhere. 
MOM. Slowing down. Again? No. No, no, no. 
GINNY. We saw a report on it in class. 
MOM (straining to look ahead). Is there an accident? That’s 

all we need. Look over on your side.

(GINNY tries to look then shrugs her shoulders. MOM tries 
to look again.)

GINNY. Maybe you’ll be the last, you know, generation to drive.
MOM (now listening). No we won’t. 
GINNY. All these companies are working on the technology. 

It seems like it’s just around the corner. 
MOM. What technology? What are you talking about, Ginny?
GINNY. Self-driving cars. We saw a report—
MOM. That’s crazy. You’re going to drive. It’s a skill you 

need. (Honks the horn.)
GINNY. What if I’m not cut out for driving? 
MOM. That’s ridiculous. 
GINNY. I don’t think so. 
MOM. You are very smart and very capable.
GINNY. I’m just going to wait for self-driving cars. It’s going 

to get here faster than you think, Mom. Don’t be a Luddite. 
Do you know what that word means? 

MOM. Yes, my darling scholar, your mother knows what a 
Luddite is. Ginny, robot cars or whatever aren’t realistic, 
and I think even you know that.
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