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FIGHTING WITH MOM 
by  

Judy Klass 
 
 
SETTING:    LAUREN's bedroom. There is a bed with a pretty quilt 
and stuffed animals, and a nearby table on which stands a small TV, 
a cell phone and a box of Kleenex. There are papers, notebooks and 
magazines lying on the floor near the bed. 
 
(LAUREN lies face down on her bed. SHE sits up, picks up a stuffed 
animal, looks at it, and then throws it on the floor. SHE goes to the 
door of her room, opens it, and looks around. SHE closes the door, 
goes to the phone, picks it up and punches in a number. SHE waits 
for her friend to pick up.) 
 
LAUREN:  Sandra? I am so sorry. So embarrassed and so sorry, I mean 

it! No, it's not okay, it was totally inappropriate... So, guess what 
happened after she kicked you out? Uh huh, practically. I'm 
grounded for, like, a month, maybe - she's keeping it "open-ended.” 
But she says definitely for next weekend... (there is a catch in her 
voice) So, I guess this means you have to find somebody else to 
go... Well, how could I know she’d pull this? I mean, how do you 
think I feel? I was the one who put the whole thing together, she said 
yes... I dunno. Find somebody. They can pay me what I paid for the 
ticket... No, I don't want to do that... Because, he was a creep, he's a 
scalper, and plus, I’ll bet he wouldn't buy it back. Look, it's just 
upsetting me talking about it now. I was looking forward to going with 
you guys so much... (paces with phone) and she knows it, too. I’ll 
bet she set me up for this, when she said okay in the first place. 
(listens to a suggestion that dismays her, that makes her halt) 
Well, yeah. Maybe, but she doesn't even want to talk to me ‘til I 
apologize. You know, just for cursing her out in front of you and 
Kerri... Because I can't. I'm not sorry. She said not to just hand her a 
line so I can go to the concert. It has to be a "sincere" apology. And I 
sincerely think I had every reason to say that stuff. It's like, she wants 
me to treat her with respect, and then she totally disrespects me in 
front of my best friends? She couldn't even wait until you guys left. 
She treats me like I'm five years old - and now we know it's because 
she thinks I'm stupid. (sarcastic) It's like, great, thanks, Mom. 
Thanks for all the "tough love.” Love you too... (serious again) No, 
she meant it. And I'm supposed to apologize? She just wants to 
break me, so I have no self-esteem left at all. (pause; SHE sits on 
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the bed) No, because she'd know I was just saying it to go Saturday. 
And besides, it's the principle of the thing. She could ground me for a 
year and I still wouldn't be sorry. She's a total witch; someone should 
burn her at the stake! (pause; more quietly) Don't worry; it’s my cell. 
And I don't think she listens outside the door. (glances at door) 
She's threatening to confiscate this phone, though, and take my last 
lifeline away... Look, right now, I just hate her. I'm so upset, I can't 
think straight... Well, but, you're lucky...You should be glad they don't 
interfere. At least you don't get smothered and publicly humiliated... 

 
(There is a knock at the door, and we hear MOM's voice) 

 
MOM:   (offstage) Lauren? Can I come in for a moment and speak with 

you? 
LAUREN:  (whispered) The secret police is knocking. I'll call you later. 

(SHE turns off the phone) 
MOM:   (offstage) Lauren? 
LAUREN:  (looking down) come in. (MOM enters the room. They face 

each other, both hurt and defensive, a little afraid of each other.) 
I thought you weren't going to speak to me till I came groveling to 
you. 

MOM:  I didn't say anything about groveling. But I do think you owe me 
an apology. 

LAUREN:  Why? Because I got angry instead of just dying of shame? 
Because I answered you back when you insulted me in front of my 
friends? 

MOM:  I did not insult you – 
LAUREN:  (gaining force) You insulted all of us, but me especially. You 

don't want me using that kind of language to my mother, then you 
shouldn't use that language to me. Calling me stupid. 

MOM:  (conciliatory) I didn't say you were stupid. I said smoking was 
stupid behavior –  

LAUREN:  You said I was stupid. 
MOM:  Well, I meant what you were doing was stupid. I meant I couldn’t 

believe you were involved in something so colossally dumb – 
LAUREN:  Thank you. Here we go again. 
MOM:  (gaining force) - As smoking cigarettes. If I thought that you, 

yourself, were stupid, I wouldn't have been so surprised to have you 
come home smelling like that, with a pack of poison sticks in your 
purse – 

LAUREN:  (near tears) Yeah, well, thanks for interrogating me and going 
through my purse and taking away something I bought with money I 
earned, and destroying it, and all in front of my friends. (trying for 
calm) Now, if me and my friends happen to choose to smoke – 
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MOM:  Oh, people don't "choose" to smoke, Lauren, any more than a 

crack addict lying in the middle of the sidewalk "chooses" to take 
crack cocaine.  

LAUREN:  (with sarcastic false patience) We are not talking about 
crack cocaine right now, are we, Mom? No. I am saying, if my friends 
and me – 

MOM:  Do their mothers know they smoke? 
LAUREN:  (exasperated) You're not even listening to me! Do their 

mothers know? I don't know. Probably. Who cares? Their mothers 
aren't the thought police, watching their every move, confiscating 
their stuff, calling them stupid if they happen to share a different 
opinion. 
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