MOM TOOK MY PHONE AWAY AND I’M
GOING CRAZY!
By Kelly Meadows
Copyright © 2015 by Kelly Meadows, All rights reserved.
ISBN: 978-1-60003-821-1
CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this Work is subject to a royalty.
This Work is fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America and all
countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations, whether through
bilateral or multilateral treaties or otherwise, and including, but not limited to, all countries
covered by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, the Universal Copyright Convention and
the Berne Convention.
RIGHTS RESERVED: All rights to this Work are strictly reserved, including professional and
amateur stage performance rights. Also reserved are: motion picture, recitation, lecturing, public
reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound recording, all forms of mechanical or
electronic reproduction, such as CD-ROM, CD-I, DVD, information and storage retrieval systems
and photocopying, and the rights of translation into non-English languages.
PERFORMANCE RIGHTS AND ROYALTY PAYMENTS: All amateur and stock
performance rights to this Work are controlled exclusively by Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. No
amateur or stock production groups or individuals may perform this play without securing license
and royalty arrangements in advance from Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. Questions concerning other
rights should be addressed to Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. Royalty fees are subject to change
without notice. Professional and stock fees will be set upon application in accordance with your
producing circumstances. Any licensing requests and inquiries relating to amateur and stock
(professional) performance rights should be addressed to Brooklyn Publishers, LLC.
Royalty of the required amount must be paid, whether the play is presented for charity or profit
and whether or not admission is charged.
AUTHOR CREDIT: All groups or individuals receiving permission to produce this play must
give the author(s) credit in any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the production of
this play. The author’s billing must appear directly below the title on a separate line where no
other written matter appears. The name of the author(s) must be at least 50% as large as the title
of the play. No person or entity may receive larger or more prominent credit than that which is
given to the author(s).
PUBLISHER CREDIT: Whenever this play is produced, all programs, advertisements, flyers or
other printed material must include the following notice:
Produced by special arrangement with Brooklyn Publishers, LLC
COPYING: Any unauthorized copying of this Work or excerpts from this Work is strictly
forbidden by law. No part of this Work may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or
transmitted in any form, by any means now known or yet to be invented, including
photocopying or scanning, without prior permission from Brooklyn Publishers, LLC.

PUBLISHED BY BROOKLYN PUBLISHERS
1-888-473-8521

2

MOM TOOK MY PHONE AWAY AND I’M GOING CRAZY!

MOM TOOK MY PHONE AWAY AND I’M
GOING CRAZY!
A Ten Minute Comedic Monologue

By Kelly Meadows
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SYNOPSIS: Raquel crumbles slowly right before your very eyes. This is the
horrific story of a young lady being forced to live without her smart phone,
paying the penalty for texting during family dinner. You’ll watch helplessly
as she regresses to 1965 while all her friends are gossiping on the latest social
media. Will she actually read a book? Do her homework? Worst of all, she’s
forced to speak to people–face to face. This comedy is NOT for the squeamish!
And remember–unlike Raquel, you can use your smart phone to order this
play!
CAST OF CHARACTERS
(1 female)

Do

No

RAQUEL (f) ................................................. A student.
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RAQUEL: (A little sheepish, doesn’t want to admit what happened.) I
was punished for texting at the dinner table. Yeah right, like what’s
family dinner for but texting your friends while you’re–oh wait, what’s
family dinner to begin with? (Exasperated.) My mother decided we
were going to start having it, after which my life tuned to splat.

“We’re not in Spain.”
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(As mother.) “I don’t care if no one gets home until 10 P.M. We’ll eat
then, like they do in Spain.”

(As mother.) “You’re going to be if you don’t join us for dinner.”

Do

No
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So I ate. At 10. And I texted. “Family dinner,” said my friends, “what
is this, 1970?” You know all those articles around how smart
phones, computers, and texting are ruining my generation? Well
they’re wrong. They define my generation. Last generation was
video games, generation before that was disco, and the generation
before that was Gilligan’s Island. Before you smile and fist pump,
look at the world we inherited and thank Gilligan. Nonetheless, here
I am, disciplined for texting, with a week of no phone. It was
amputated–without anesthesia–and my social life was left bleeding
and writhing on the floor without a tourniquet in sight. Things were
happening right next to me that I wasn’t aware of. People were
talking–probably about me. They were pouring their hearts out in
blogs, Facebook, and texts. They were telling false rumors,
spreading malicious gossip, fomenting ill will and distributing
unsubstantiated propaganda, and I was missing all of it. I am still,
if you notice, free of social media…my father, who randomly took
my mom’s side, had prepared responses to my cries of loneliness
and isolation. What if someone wants to ask me on a date?
(As father.) “He can ask you. In person.”
No one does that. They’re all afraid of me saying no.
(As father.) “How often do you say no?”
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Uh…sometimes?
(As Father. Stern, very protective.) “Because if you don’t say no, I’m
going to do it for you!”
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That “discussion” got me another week without the phone, or as I
called it, solitary confinement. But I couldn’t call it because I didn’t
have a phone! “I’ve been trying to get ahold of you for three days.”
That was my best friend. “My mom took my phone,” I cried. “I’m not
allowed to communicate by any means developed since 1965.”
Sadly, no one had a short wave radio.
(As friend.) “Oh, that’s too bad, I had something to tell you.”
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“Can’t you just talk to me?” I begged. I was desperate to be plugged
in.
(As friend, confused.) “Talk to you, like face to face, like right here
right now?”

Do

No

I wasn’t sure how that worked. I mean, I had friends and all, but talk
to each other, face to face, right here, right now? (Give audience a
look of total confusion, then a “light bulb” goes off.) Then I decided
a way around it. I turned it into an alpha–RHRN. (Excited!) Suddenly
everyone was telling me everything. “Do you want to know RHRN?”
Sure! It was like girl talk from the days of Dobie Gillis and Gilligan.
Soon everyone was talking and I knew everything. Face to face.
You’re probably thinking: what next, is she going to read a book? Is
she doing to discover the wonders of expressing herself through
speech? Is she going to finish this monologue, ever, and say she
doesn’t need a phone? Uh…no. I said a few things, RHRN, about
a few people where were RIFOMF–right in front of my face–that got
put on blast to lots and lots of people. Just like in the old days.
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Sometimes we teenagers think we invented gossip, and that we’re
the first generation who devised and conceived the insult. Anyone
who’s read the Iliad knows that people have been insulting each
other at least for 2,700 years, and anyone who’s read the Bible
knows it goes back even farther than that. (As Eve.) “Eat the apple.”
(As Adam.) “I hate your cooking.”

Thank you for reading this free excerpt from MOM TOOK MY PHONE
AWAY AND I’M GOING CRAZY! by Kelly Meadows. For performance
rights and/or a complete copy of the script, please contact us at:
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