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Twin boys are separated at birth because of their parents divorce. One lives with the mother in a rich suburb, while the other lives with an alcoholic father. After an argument, Clayton (the son with the dad) runs away and tries to hitch-hike a ride as a way to escape. He is picked up by his brother and the two find out they are brothers while talking in the car.

CHARACTERS:

Clayton Shotwell – male, late teens, growing up in a rural home with a single father, closed off and skittish. He is an introvert and doesn’t interact well with people. 
Peyton Whitaker- male, late teens, lives in a rich suburb with his mother and stepfather, athletic. He is respectful and is well liked by all people within the community and has everything going for him. 
Dad- (also played by same character as Peyton) Alcoholic, abusive father of Clayton and ex-husband of the boy’s mother. He never was a father figure and often left Clayton to fend for himself. 

SETTING:
Various locations around Denver, Colorado. It mostly takes place in a car on a rural road in the mountains shown by two chairs and a road sign as props. The play begins in the kitchen of a rundown home with a table and two chairs.  

ACT 1 
SCENE 1: DINING AREA OF A KITCHEN

Clayton comes home late, entering the stage to a yelling dad. There is a table with two chairs sitting onstage facing the audience. Clayton and his father get in a heated argument, which eventually ends with Clayton running away to escape his enraged father. 
DAD
(Drunkenly) It’s about time

CLAYTON

 I know I know… Sorry

DAD

 How long did you expect me to wait? 
CLAYTON

Why can’t you just be patient? 

(Pause- bottles clank)

DAD

What were you doing? 

CLAYTON

 (Yells) None of your business! 

DAD

 Get in here boy! 

(Clayton walks offstage. Sounds of a fight come from backstage.)

(Dim lights)
Clayton appears lying down on stage He gets up and throws a bag over his shoulder then bends over to write a note on the table, and exits the stage. (Table is removed between scenes)
SCENE 2: DRIVING A CAR
Peyton appears onstage swinging keys around his finger. He yells goodbye to his mother as he gets into his car and starts to drive. 

PEYTON
(Radio)…

Clayton, who is walking absent-mindedly across the road, narrowly misses the passing car being driven by Peyton. 
PEYTON

 (Yells) Hey! Look out! What the hell do you think you’re doing!!???

(Looking out the window) Are you alright, pal? 
CLAYTON

Sorry, sorry. No, I’m fine. It was my fault. Sorry (starts to walk away)

PEYTON 
Don’t pull any of that crap anymore man; you scared me half to death. Where are you walking to anyways, there isn’t anything or anybody around here worth walking to.
CLAYTON

I’m not walking to anywhere really. I’m just walking from a place not worth being at. (Whispers barely audible)

PEYTON

You have to have been walking a long time, there’s nothing around here. Where’d you come from anyway? 

CLAYTON

Just outside Denver. I’ve been walking through the mountains for a couple of miles… but I don’t know these parts that well and I have no clue where I am anymore.
PEYTON

Well right now you are somewhere on Route 70 and eventually, if you stay on this road, it can take you down out of these mountains and into Denver. It’s pretty much a straight shot down from here. 
CLAYTON
How far is that?

PEYTON

It’s about 35 miles to the bottom, but Denver itself is still a good stretch from here. I’m headed that direction if you want a ride. 
CLAYTON

Uhhhmmmmmmmm yeah. That sounds good. Thanks.
Clayton then enters the car with Peyton. There is an oh shit moment as they look at each other and notice the similarities in their looks. Peyton breaks the silence by starting the car and continuing down the winding mountain road.

PEYTON

I’ve never done this before… you know pick up a stranger… I mean I know it’s not a good idea, but something just told me you needed help. I’m Peyton by the way… Peyton Whitaker.
CLAYTON

I’m Clayton Shotwell.

PEYTON

(short pause) Are you still in school? 

CLAYTON

Yeah, I’ll be a senior this year at Boulder Central High. What about you?
PEYTON

I’ll be a senior at Colorado Springs Catholic.
(Pause…awkward silence)

PEYTON
Soo… You don’t talk much do you?
CLAYTON
Oh, sorry. No not really, I’ve got a lot on my mind.

PEYTON

If you don’t mind me asking, what’s going on?

CLAYTON

Nothing, I’m just getting away for a little bit. 

PEYTON
Seeing the mountains? 

CLAYTON

No, just headed away… wherever. 

PEYTON

That’s cool, but I kinda need to know where you’re going…I have to drop you off somewhere. I mean don’t you have someone to meet up with or something?
CLAYTON

Nope, I’m all alone. No one even knows I’m gone. 
PEYTON

Well didn’t you tell your parents before you left? 

CLAYTON

Parent… and no, he probably won’t even notice I’m gone till tomorrow.

(Peyton looks surprised and contemplates his answer) 

PEYTON
Shouldn’t you call him and let him know where you are?

CLAYTON

No that’s kind of the point… for him to not know where I am

PEYTON
So you’re running away or something?

CLAYTON

… yeah, or something I guess. I don’t know. 

PAYTON

Does this have anything to do with your eye?

(Clayton looks in visor mirror and touches his face and remains silent)

PEYTON
That thing is fresh too… it had to have happened right before you left. Who hit you?

CLAYTON
It doesn’t matter… It’s not important right now... I just need to get away 

PEYTON

I don’t understand you… someone hit you hard enough to give you that shiner and you won’t even give up the name of the person who did it? 

CLAYTON
I told you it doesn’t matter who did it.

PEYTON

It does since you’re in my car. If you’re in a bad situation then you’re dragging me into it... if you want to get to where you’re going to you better answer me this time… who hit you? 

CLAYTON
My dad, ok? Is that a good enough answer for you?? My dad hits me.

(Awkward pause…)

PEYTON

Look man I’m really sorry, I didn’t mean to bring that up. I didn’t think it was anything like that. Are you ok? Or do you just want me to shut up right about now. 

CLAYTON

No, it’s alright. I’m pretty used to it by now. You’re actually the first person I’ve said anything about it to. 
PEYTON

Do you need help? I’m sure there are people out there who can change things… I know your mom’s not around, but doesn’t she care about what happens to you? 

CLAYTON

My mom left when I was one or two… I really can’t remember much about her and my dad never brings her up… the only thing I have from her is a little pocket watch with my birthday engraved on the back. 
PEYTON
Hey! My family is lame like that too. I have a little watch with my birthday on the back too. March 22, 1991. 
CLAYTON

No way!? We have the same birthday. What are the chances of that?
PEYTON

I thought it was bad enough I had to look like you, but now this too?

CLAYTON
(Loses some of his serious nature and cracks a smile) Thanks man. 
PEYTON

Well my mom always says you can fix any situation with some humor…

CLAYTON

I wish I had someone like that in my life… My dad could care less about what I do.
PEYTON

Things haven’t always been like that for me… It was just me and my mom up until 5 years ago when she met my step-dad. 
CLAYTON

So you only had one parent too… what happened to your dad? 

PEYTON

My mom took me and left when I was really young. He was an alcoholic and did nothing for our family. He’d go out every night and waste whatever money we had. Eventually she couldn’t take it anymore and got out. 
CLAYTON

He sounds just like my dad… I know exactly how that is… Before he even comes home with his pay check, he’s already spent some on beer…  Do you still talk to your dad at all? 

PEYTON

Why would I? We’re doing just fine without him and now I have my step-dad. 

CLAYTON
I can’t say I blame you… Sometimes I wish I knew my mom… I try to imagine what she’d be like.

PEYTON

I’m sorry… I really am.

(In the silence Clayton pulls out his keys and starts to fiddle with them. Something on the keychain catches Peyton’s eye.)

PEYTON

Hey! Where’d you get that?

CLAYTON

Get what?

PEYTON

Get that watch…. I have one just like it. Except mine has my birthday and initials engraved on it. 
CLAYTON

They’re not that uncommon I guess… I’ve seen some other people with them… And mine has all that too…
PEYTON

No way, let me see it. (Reaches and snatches keys from Clayton) Absolutely no way! I don’t think that we just have the same birthday. What’s your last name again?
CLAYTON
Shotwell.

PEYTON

I didn’t even think of this when you told me earlier, but that used to be my mom’s last name before she re-married. My initials were PMS when I was born, when my mom gave me that watch.

CLAYTON
Wow, that’s the weirdest coincidence I’ve ever heard of.
PEYTON

I don’t think it’s a coincidence that we both have the same birthday, last name, and heirloom. Our parent’s stories match up… Your dad is an alcoholic and my mom left an alcoholic before I could even remember. Neither one of us knows our other parent. 

CLAYTON

I think I know where you’re going with this, and you are out of your mind if you think that we’re brothers simply because of a couple of coincidences in our life… There are a million alcoholics and a million situations just like ours out there.

PEYTON
Actually, since we have the same birthday then that would make us twins, not just brothers. It’s crazy but it makes sense. I mean, just look at me then in the mirror for God’s sake.
CLAYTON

Its just similarity….maybe… I mean who knows. Why wouldn’t either of our parents tell us about a brother if we had one? 
PEYTON

Custody issues these days are a crazy train bro. Your dad didn’t re-marry so you didn’t have to go through them to get legal guardianship from someone else. Maybe each of them got a child in the divorce. That makes sense right? And, I mean, I wouldn’t tell my kid about a long lost brother that he’d never get to see either. Why cause those kinds of problems for no reason?
CLAYTON

Well… how could we ever know?

PEYTON

My mom would know. We’re going home.

(Something about the “We’re going home” causes Clayton to completely change his mood for the better. He directs himself to the audience as Peyton walks off stage. Clayton is alone on a dark stage under spotlight.)
CLAYTON
Apparently I’m meeting the family. I don’t think I’ve ever been more nervous, happy, or excited in my life. Good things do happen to good people I guess. I wonder what my mom looks like. What will she think of me? Will she remember how I looked, or my name? What if she doesn’t like me? (Starts to lie down onstage and is talking with his eyes closed) What if I don’t fit in with the family? I have a new dad! What if he doesn’t accept me like his other kid? 
(Pause) 

(Muttered like sleep talk) Mooommm!
DAD

(Yells) Didn’t you hear me boy? I’m talking to you… I said, “Wake up and get in here!” This isn’t over yet…
