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Synopsis

Michael returns home from school to find Roy in his bedroom, who is eagerly awaiting to hear how Michael’s first day at secondary school has been. Roy, who is a full-grown adult, is secretly resenting the fact that Michael did not take Roy with him to school. Michael, who feels he no longer needs Roy is conflicted between whether or not he needs Roy anymore and if it will hurt his feelings too much to tell him so. Eventually, Michael tells Roy of his decision and Roy retreats to the closet. Michael’s mum comes home from work and asks about Michael’s day, declaring that he is “too old to have an imaginary friend anymore.” 

Characters

Michael: A thirteen year-old returning home from his first day of school who feels he no longer needs Roy in his life

Roy: Michael’s insecure imaginary friend who feels his immanent dismissal from Michael’s life.

The Mother: Michael’s mother, who returns home from work at the end of the play and wishes to hear about Michael’s day.

Inside a boys bedroom. There is a bed in the middle of the stage, facing the audience, a closet door along the back wall and a desk on the right side of the stage. Clothes are scattered around the room. The closet door creaks open and Roy wanders out, pacing nervously across the front of the stage.

Roy: 
(to audience) He’ll be home soon. He’s never ever late. That’s what makes him such a good kid, always punctual, always on time. He’s just so thoughtful. Never has a selfish thought, he’s ALWAYS thinking about others. I don’t know what I’d do if I lost him. I mean that, I have no clue where I would go, who I would go to. If I lost him, I know it’ll just be the end of me. I’ve got to stop thinking like that! He’s not going anywhere, he still needs me. More than I need him. Yes, we need each other, which is why he won’t leave me. He’s going to stay, he has to. 


Thumping sound from off stage, sounding like a the front door. Roy races to the bedroom door and places his ear against it, listening for footsteps. There are none. Roy sighs, goes back to pacing, more out of boredom now than of anticipation.

Roy:
(continuing to audience) It was his first day today. At high school, that is. You should have seen him this morning. He was so nervous, but excited at the same time. I was so proud. Little Michael is growing up. I was so happy for him. But…I will admit, I was a little upset when he told me I wouldn’t be going with him. At first I thought he was joking and laughed. But he didn’t laugh back. That’s when I knew he was serious and I started to think that maybe he didn’t need me anymore. But he explained it to me. He knew if I went with him he wouldn’t make any new friends, so I let it go. Made him promise he’d take me tomorrow though. I can’t wait. Hope the other kids aren’t mean to him, he’s such a sweet boy. I am truly blessed to have a friend like him.


More thumping, Roy races to the door and listens again, this time becoming excited because he can hear Michael’s footsteps.

Roy:
(to audience) It’s him! It’s him! Shh! Shh! 


Roy races around the room anxiously, not sure what he’s doing or where he’s going. He stops in front of the bed, leans on it, fidgets nervously. The bedroom door opens and Michael enters in school uniform with school bag. 

Roy: 
(casual and indifferent) Hey.


Michael says nothing. Walks over to his desk, dumps his school bag on the floor, his blazer over the back of the desk chair and takes a seat. He begins taking his school bogs from his bag and placing them on the desk. There is an awkward silence. Roy uncomfortably begins to stroll around the room, clears his throat to get Michael’s attention, failing to do so. 

Roy: 
So…what’s been happening? 


Michael does not reply. Instead he begins writing in his schoolbooks, ignoring Roy.

Roy: 
Oh that’s right! It was your first day today? How did it go?


Still no reply. 

Roy:
That bad, huh? Oh well, school’s not for everyone. Did you make any friends?...(silence from Michael)…um…errr…is the campus nice?...(more silence)…ah, that doesn’t matter, I’ll see it tomorrow when I go with you. 

Michael: 
(under his voice)…no you won’t. 

Roy:
What’s that?


Michael swivels around on his desk chair, facing Roy by the bed. 

Michael: 
You’re…not coming with me tomorrow.

Roy: 
Oh…don’t you have school tomorrow? That’s weird, I thought all schools were open on a Tuesday. That’s funny. I’ll just go in with you next week then. 

Michael: 
No, Roy. You’re…never coming with me. 

Roy:
Oh. That’s…okay, like I said, schools not for everyone, if you want to quit after your first day…

Michael: 
Roy! You’re not hearing me. I don’t want you to come with me. Ever. I’m still going to school, just not…with you.

Roy: 
(stunned)…w…why?

Michael: 
I’m thirteen now, Roy, I have to start making new friends, ones who are my age. And if you’re there, then I know I won’t make any new friends. 

Roy: 
So…so what are you saying?


Michael goes silent, turns back to his work 

Roy: 
Are you saying…you don’t need me anymore?...(more silence)…oh, well that’s just great. 


Roy slumps on the bed, utterly depressed. Michael slowly looks over at Roy and pulls himself from the desk, taking a seat next to him on the bed. 

Michael:
Listen, Roy, I’m thankful for everything you’ve done for me, truly I am. Its just time for us to move on. 

Roy:
But why? Why is it time?

Michael: 
Because I’m not a kid anymore, I just don’t…

Roy: 
Need me anymore. 

Michael:
I guess. I’m sorry. 


Long silence.

Roy: 
Don’t be. You’re right, you don’t need me anymore, I’m better off letting you live your live your own life.

Michael: 
And you can go off and live yours.

Roy:
Yeah, right. 


Slowly, Roy pulls himself from the bed and staggers over to the closet, avoiding all eye contact with Michael. He opens the closet door. 

Michael: 
Roy!


Roy stops.

Michael: 
Thank you. For everything. 


Roy turns to face Michael.

Roy:
Thank you. 


Roy enters the closet shutting the door behind him. Michael sits for a moment silently. He gets up and moves back over to the desk and continues with his homework. There is a knock at the door. His mother enters, walks over to Michael and kisses his forehead. 

Mother: 
Hello darling! How was your first day? (noticing the state of his room) Urgh, would you look at your room? How do you live in this? 


The mother begins to snatch up the clothes on the floor all around Michael’s room. 

Michael: 
It was good, mum. My teacher’s pretty cool and a made a couple of friends. 

Mother:
(still tidying) Oh, that’s good. 


The mother stops suddenly, slowly looks at Michael who is still working on his homework.

Mother: 
Did Roy go with you today?


Michael looks at his mother

Michael: 
No mum, Roy’s retired. 

Mother: 
Oh thank God! (Goes back to tidying) I hate to say it, but you were getting far to old for an imaginary friend. Now you can be friends with kids your own age.

Michael: 
That’s what I said. (Turns back to work) 


The mother has worked her way to the closet holding a pile of Michael’s clothes. She opens to closest, which causes Michael to look over in anticipation. The closet is empty; the mother tosses the clothes into the closet and closes the door. Michael turns back to his books. The mother walks over to Michael at his desk again. 

Mother: 
So what you working on? 

Michael:
Homework. Getting it out of the way now. 



Mother: 
Oh, well, I’ll leave you to it. 


The mother kisses Michael once again before leaving the room. Michael continues working briefly, before turning to look at the closet door. Michael goes back to work but looks at the closet once again. He moves to the closet door and opens it up. There is no Roy. Disappointed, Michael closes the door and sits on the edge of his bed, facing the audience, with his head in his hands.

Michael:
(Under his breath) What have I done?


Lighting fades. 

The End.   
