
Parents Evening 

Ian Guy  

 

The Head (M or F) 

The Parent (Father) 

The Student (14/15yr old boy) 

 

The setting is the Head Teachers Study at an exclusive private school. A small side 

table holds a bottle of ‘supermarket’ sherry and an excellent bottle of malt whiskey 

together with a collection of glasses. The Head’s desk and chair with two chairs in 

front of it complete the required furniture however the set can be as minimal or as 

well dressed as is appropriate. There will need to be a telephone and some folders 

on the desk 

 

The Head is speaking on the telephone. 

 

Head: Couldn’t agree more. I said exactly the same to my Deputy this morning, not 

that it’ll have any effect at all you understand. Just waiting for retirement that one. It’s 

got to the stage where days are being crossed off on a calendar in the office. Bloody 

childish if you ask me. I should have got rid years ago along with most of the rest of 

the staff, useless the lot of them. 

 

There is a knock at the door 

 

Head: (to the door) One moment please. (to the phone) Look I’m going to have to 

go. Last interview of the day about to walk through the door. (Pause. Listening) Oh, I 

know. Total waste of time with some of them but, at the fees we charge, you have to 

go through the motions don’t you. Yes, yes. Most of them are going to go and work 

for Daddy in the City, doesn’t really matter what sort of grades they get. I always find 

that the brighter ones go into banking and the thick lot tend to end up in the Cabinet. 

See you at the club later? Jolly good. Bye. (to the door) Enter! 

 

The Parent and Student enter and are motioned to sit. The adult parent is well 

dressed, the student is slightly ‘scruffy’ with a hole in his trousers at the knee, shirt 

untucked, tie askew, ‘bumfluff’ on his chin and a haystack for hair. 

 

Head: Super, super. Lovely to see you again. I really can’t believe it’s been a whole 

year since we last did this. Do help yourself to a small sherry. 

 

Parent: (casting an eye over the drinks) I’d rather have a whiskey. 

 

Head: Awfully sorry but the whiskey is the Chair of Governors own personal bottle. 

He does like a little refreshment during his monthly visits. (Parent pours himself a 

small sherry and grimaces as he takes a sip). Now then, let’s take a look and see 



what young um, er…(she/he waves a hand vaguely in the direction of the student 

obviously not remembering his name) has been up to this year shall we. Very 

important year you know, finals coming up and then off into the big wide world (looks 

in folder). Oh dear. Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear. Not good. Not good at all I’m afraid. 

 

Parent: Look, I know there have been some problems this year…. 

 

Head: This year?! There have been problems with young um, er.. ever since he 

joined the us. Look! Reprimanded for this. Detention for that. Disrupting the school 

concert…. 

 

Student: The Trumpet Voluntary was being played wrong. It was a beat out and 

there were numerous flat notes. Not to mention sharps being where no sharp should 

ever be! 

 

Head: We are an inclusive school young master.. (she mumbles a ‘name’), we like to 

include everyone in the full curriculum. It’s not Wang Mei’s fault that he has a cleft 

lip. He was doing his best. There was no need, absolutely, no need for you to take to 

the stage and complete the performance by farting it. 

 

Student: It sounded a damn site better than it did with him playing it.  

 

Head: And this! Look at this. We had to call you Mr ..um, er well we had to call you 

three times last term when um (waves hand at student) was found in a bed that 

wasn’t his own. Once with Poppy Vandenburg, once with, oh my God, Matron and a 

final time with Julian Simmonds-Hepplewhite. Astonishing! 

 

Student: Look I was following the teachers instructions. We’d been doing Human 

Biology and were told that we’d enjoy the practical side in a few years’ time. I just 

thought, “why wait”. 

 

Parent: Enterprising I call it. And experimental. There’s no prejudice in our family. 

However people choose to live their lives is fine by us. 

 

Head: Yes. Well. Let’s move on. There was the fire in the cricket pavilion… 

 

Parent: I built you a new, state of the art one. 

 

Head: The missing funds from the tuck shop….. 

 

Student: Which was proved to be ‘creative accounting’ on the part of the Bursar… 

 

Head: Who had foolishly appointed you as his chief book-keeper. 

 



Student: He got parole. And a golden handshake from the School Board… 

 

Parent: Provided by me. 

 

Head: And look at these test results. Latin, F, English Literature, F, French, F. All 

very repetitive isn’t it. Physics, E, Chemistry, F… 

 

Student: Human Biology. A*,  I thank you. (mock bowing to an imaginary audience) 

 

Head: (ignoring him) Classics, D, Accounts, A, hmmm.. 

 

Parent: Yes, yes, I know all this. It’s nothing new. The child can’t help it if this 

establishment fails to recognise genius when they see it. 

 

Head: (outraged) Fails to….? This establishment….? I’ll have you know that we go 

back to King Athelstan. He was one of our first pupils. 

 

Parent: And, from what we can see, neither the teaching nor the lessons have 

moved on much since then. My boy is a genius; it’s not his fault if you can’t see that. 

So, to business…. 

 

Head: I’m sorry? Business? 

 

Parent: Yes. Business. Excellent grades are what we need at the end of the year 

and, how shall I put this, it has come to my attention that you’re not averse to a little 

‘exaggeration’ of marks if there’s a sweetener in it for you. 

 

Head: What?!! Now look here, this is.. 

 

Student: What? Blackmail? Bribery? I’m not quite sure what you’d call it but we call 

it ‘insurance’. We’ve been keeping an eye on your, um, shall we call them 

’transactions’ over the last couple of years and we think we’ve got your card marked. 

 

Parent: Now, unless we see a dramatic increase in marks to, shall we say, A*s… 

 

Students: With distinctions… 

 

Parent: With distinctions in every subject we may have to leave our evidence where 

it could fall into the wrong hands. 

 

Head: Evidence? I’ve no idea…. 

 



Student: (producing a notebook) This evidence. All the thicko’s from the last two 

years seem to have had their marks ‘upped’ by you, in return from their ever so 

grateful Mummies and Daddies. 

 

Head: I’ve no idea…. 

 

Parent: Jonty Bolt, two years ago. Ring any bells? Without doubt the stupidest boy 

on the planet but somehow he passed everything with flying colours. Grandad one of 

the biggest car dealers in Italy and you suddenly have a new Porche. 

 

Student: Ludmilla Peranstrovska. Mother in charge of costumes at the Bolshoi and 

you get a box for every opening night. Plus flights. And poor, dear, stupid Ludmilla 

suddenly the toast of the school. 

 

Parent: Heston Morgan-Morgan destined for the Cabinet after inheriting Daddy’s 

seat yet he left here barely able to tie his shoelaces together. Duncan and Dulcie 

Carey, imbecile twins of the head of Coutts Bank and you get access to preferential 

banking and rub shoulders with many a passing HRH. 

 

Student: And then there’s Pieter Hough. Doesn’t his Daddy own a diamond mine? 

 

Head: Stop. Please. Enough. Can’t we sort this out amicably? 

 

Parent: (Soothingly) But of course. But I must warn you, my ‘business’ is not so 

obvious. I am an International Dealer but you might not want to flaunt my ‘product’. 

Might get you a lot of awkward questions. 

 

Head: (searching through the files) Your business is, um, let me see….. I can’t find 

any reference to it, I….. 

 

Parent: You won’t. 

 

Student: My family likes to keep things private. 

 

Parent: We keep ourselves out of the papers. Away from the paparazzi. 

 

Student: Not a Hello magazine in sight. 

 

Parent: My trade is, shall we say, not something that you’d want to flaunt. In fact 

you’d probably not want one of my ‘products’ anyway. 

 

Head: (puzzled) I’m sorry, I’m not sure I understand. If there’s no, ah, ’sweetener’ 

then what’s in it for me. You call yourself an International dealer. But a dealer in 

what? 



Parent: Arms. 

 

Head: What?!!! 

 

Student: Dad’s an International Arms dealer. Any type you want, he’ll get it. Flown in 

from anywhere in the world. Yours within days. 

 

Head: Oh my God! But I don’t want…. 

 

Parent: ….one of my ‘products’. No, I didn’t think you would, nice lady/gentleman 

like you. I’m just letting you know that I supply them and the manpower that goes 

with them. 

 

Student: And could be suggesting that if my marks don’t skyrocket then you might, 

one dark night, notice a large black car following you home… 

 

Parent: With three… 

 

Student: Or four, tough looking individuals in it all brandishing… 

 

Parent: Well, ‘Arms’. And in your direction. 

 

Student: None of us would want an accident would we? 

 

Head: (terrified) No, no…. 

 

Parent: Can I have a whiskey now please? 

 

Head: What? 

 

Parent: Whiskey. Can I have one? 

 

Student: Make that two Dad. 

 

Head: (in desperation) Yes. Of course. Have the bloody bottle. 

 

Parent rises and pours a whiskey 

 

Parent: So? The grades…? 

 

Head: Oh. Yes. Well I’m sure it’s just an administrative error by my Secretary. Easily 

sorted out with a few clicks of the mouse. I’ll just need to pop into her office and 

access the student files on the computer, shouldn’t take more than a minute or two. 

 



Parent: So kind. 

 

Head: And this will ensure that I have no unwanted visitors won’t it? 

 

Parent: Oh my dear Head teacher do, please, put all thoughts of dark nights and 

dark men and even darker alleyways out of your mind. This conversation never took 

place. 

 

Head: (brightly) Well, as I said, just a computer glitch. I can post you the correct 

forecast of final grades in the morning. If you’ll excuse me I’ll just pop through to the 

office. There’s another bottle of that splendid whiskey in the drawer of my desk, do, 

please help yourself. 

 

Parent: Thank you so much for your time this evening, we’ll show ourselves out. 

 

The Head Teacher exits to ‘the office’  

 

Student: (raising his glass) And all is well with the world! 

 

Parent: Yes, but remember, if they ever find out that the ‘Arms’ we provide are for 

shop window dummies (strikes a shop window dummy pose) we’re screwed! Fancy 

some chips? 

 

Blackout. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


