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Cast of Characters

| vanka Trunp: m d- 30s, Donald Trunp’s

gol den child



A bare set, with one stylish chair facing the
audience and a little table with a glass of water.

| vanka sits in the chair, glanorous. She stares
ahead, enotionless. A spotlight fades on over her,
acconpani ed by a buzzing sound that grows | ouder
as the light becones brighter.

Suddenly, the anbient lights turn on and the hum
stops. Ivanka s countenance shaps instantly to
bri ght and approachabl e.

| VANKA
Thanks so nuch for having ne. Jared and | |ove the
show. It’s so hunbling to know how nuch the Anmerican
peopl e believe in ny father, and I know he’'ll prove

that they’ ve made the right choice.
The lights dimso there’s only a spotlight again.
| vanka changes, cynical, tense.

| VANKA
He got "emwith the sales talk. Anerica needs a
busi nessman. Run it |ike a conpany. Get strong, get
great again. He's your man. He is. He is...
disoriented. | feel disoriented. | don't like feeling
di sori ent ed.

Pause.

| VANKA
Anerica needs a busi nessnan.

The lights cone back up. |vanka's back to her
appr oachabl e sel f.

| VANKA
Anerica needs a businessman. You can’t pay your bills
with feel-good politics. My father knows the art of the

deal .
She | aughs, then listens to the interviewer’s next
guesti on.
| VANKA
No, | wouldn’'t say he considers ne the golden child at
all, he cares for all of us equally. Well, Eric, Don Jr

and | are all Executive VPs in the Organisation. No
better proof than that.

Pause.



| VANKA

Ti ffany?
Pause.

| VANKA
"Trunp" neans big business, certainly, but we’'re not
boxed in. | nodelled when | was younger, as |I’'msure
you know. Tiffany is barely out of college. There was -
and still is - a place for her inside the conmpany, but

she’s chosen a different path for now and we all think
that’'s great.

Spot I i ght on Ivanka, shift in her countenance.

| VANKA
Daddy’s soft on her. Did you know that she’s huge on
the internet? Half a mllion Instagramfollowers and

nothing to show for it. No brand. No plan. But what can
you expect froma girl naned after a jewellery store?
Twenty-three and still playing pretend. But as |ong as
she fucks her way into sonmeone else’s famly and sinks
her teeth in before he skin starts to sag, she can play
pretend forever. Just |ike her nother.

Li ghts back up

| VANKA
No, | think she’'s treated just the sane.
She keeps up an am cable front, but she tenses.
| VANKA

That’'s nonsense. Melania is very excited for her role
as First Lady and she has a | ot of good ideas. Frankly,
|’ mnot inpressed by the i nnuendo people |like to throw
around - while calling thensel ves fem nists, no |ess.
Take Vanity Fair. Calling nme Donald Trunp’s "proxy

w fe?" Saying I'’mthe "true First Lady?" My father has
been relentl essly condemmed for his words, even though
he’ s apol ogi sed nore than once - to ne, and to the
Ameri can people. The mainstream nedia sling nud at him
but they have no probl em maki ng these outrageous

i nplications about ne, ny father, Melania... |’'ve

al ways shrugged off what | read about ny famly, but
it’s the hypocrisy | can’t stand.

Pause.

| VANKA
Do | disagree?

| vanka opens her nouth, closes it. Lights dim
spot|ight on.



| VANKA
When | was si xteen, we nade a deal

Choate Rosemary Hall was a prison. |If you knew how to
smuggl e cigarettes into the dorns, you did okay, but it
was all about finding the right crowd and dodgi ng the
ki nd of backstabbing teenage girls do so well.

And there were boys.

|’d just done ny first cover feature for Seventeen, and
| was a rockstar. 1'd sit with the girls on our room
fl oor and pore over the pictures and they’ d conpare ny
skin and ny hair to the photos and be amazed. No
doctoring needed. Well, not nmuch, anyway. Annabe
invited me to a party - | think she’s related to the
Kennedys by sone | egal |oophole. A party. A real,
secret gathering on school grounds. There’ d be booze.
When | got there, there were boys. Soneone had a
stereo. One of those conbination radio, CD, cassette

pl ayers, and we bl azed through the charts. Spice Grls.
Destiny’s Child. TLC. G rl power!

Pause.
It took nme mnute to realise the sound was gone. Sone
guy was fiddling wwth the dials, eyes glued to ne.
(m m cking a cocky teen boy)
"You’' re lvanka Trunp, right?
Yeah. Who're you?
"Paul O Fl aherty.
Cool .
"l got, uh, famly in JP Morgan.
Neat .
(Take a swig of JD...)

" Yeah. Yeah. Hey, your dad’s on Howard Stern tonight,
right?

Uh- huh.

"Figured we’'d listen in. If it’s cool with you. He's a
funny guy. Howard Stern, | nean.

Yeah. So’s ny dad.

Pause.
It was a pretty typical Stern interview Daddy was on
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| VANKA (cont’ d)
form He d just bought the rights to Mss Universe.
M ss Teen Uni verse.

An audio clip fromthe Howard Stern Show pl ays:

Trunp And everyone is getting dressed and ready
and everything el se and, you know, no nmen are
anywhere, and I’'mallowed to go in because |I’'mthe
owner of the pageant and therefore |’ minspecting
it. You know, I"minspecting it, | wanna nmake sure
that/ everything is good.

Stern You're |like a doctor.

Trunp ‘1s everyone okay?’ You know they’ re
standing there with no clothes, ‘is everybody
okay?’

| VANKA
They tal ked about girls. How they thought wonen who get
breast reductions are crazy. How he’ d fucked wonen with
bot ched Frankenstein boobs and fl oppy pancake tits. How
proud he was of nme.

An audio clip fromthe Howard Stern Show pl ays:

Trunp My daughter’s beautiful, |vanka, she..
Stern By the way, your daughter?

Trunp She’s beautiful.

Stern Ap... can | say this? A piece of ass.
Trunp Yeah.

Stern Boy, | would back up the bridge truck.

Pause.

| VANKA
The boys’ gazes felt hot and sticky all night. The
girls looked tiny, pre-schoolers in oversized sweaters
and dai sy dukes. Sipping whiskey that night in a
cl assmate’s dormroom ny thighs spilled out from under
my skirt and ny chest felt swollen and painful, Iike
two pinples about to burst. The party fizzled out fast.
Most of themcouldn’t handle their liquor. The
exci tenment over ny cover feature blew over. Around
Christmas, just before | went hone, soneone knocked on
my door and | opened it to find a copy of Seventeen
Wth a sneeze of tepid jizz across the glossy surface

of mny dress.
Pause.
| VANKA
| was polite to Marla over the holidays. Tiffany was
still a baby. Daddy was busy, as always, but as al ways,
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| VANKA (cont’ d)
he made tine to see ne. | knocked on the door to his
office and he smled big and white.

"There’s ny beautiful princezna!’

That's the only Czech he picked up fromnom | sat on
his Iap, and he give ne a |loud kiss on the cheek, I|ike
| was five, six.

But | wasn't.

We tal ked about his work and ny grades and then |
sai d. .

When speaki ng as her younger self, |VANKA does not
"play’ younger.
Daddy. | wanna nmake a deal

She smi | es.
He loved that. He likes when I'’mjust |ike him

For Christmas, | was thinking... what 1'd really like
is, nowthat, um.. now you run Mss Teen Universe, if
you and Marla break up... please prom se ne you won't
go out with girls younger than nme. Like, in the future,
when | get older, too. Never younger than ne.

Hi s hand was wet on ny |leg. H's cologne nmade ny head
SW m

"What’s in it for ne?
| am | said. I'll be there for you. Forever.

Pause. If she’'s strayed too far from her seat, she
goes back to it.
It was Paul O Flaherty. The one who dropped the stained
Sevent een at ny door.

He works for nme, now.

The lights fade back on, and |vanka goes back to
her public face.

| VANKA
| do disagree with what people say. It’s just not fair,
and it goes back to the hypocrisy issue. W wouldn’t be
open season if we were part of the Denocratic circle.

And as for why ny father speaks and Tweets the way he
does... you' d have to ask him |I’mnot his keeper any
nore than he’s m ne.



She listens to a question.

| VANKA
Yes, ny nother did phone to congratulate us on el ection
night. They’'re still very -

She |istens, eyes w dening. She starts to becone
rattl ed.

| VANKA
No, the divorce didn't ruin his first canpaign. A lot
of things were happening. The political clinmte was
conpletely different in the 90s, and he was in the
m ddl e of divorcing Marla too - yes, you could argue
he’s had to deal with worse this tinme round, but...

Pause.
| VANKA
There’s no resentnment between ny parents. They're
friends.

He - he and ny nother have al ways

had a good
had a
Lights dim spotlight. Ivanka is very still for a
nonment .
| VANKA
Daddy’ s bald spot was growing. It was getting hard to
cover it up, and he was in his forties, so... why not

fix it? Mom encouraged him Recommended the surgeon
who’' d given her and her friends a nip and tuck. She
knew how nuch it mattered to him The hair.

The buzzing noi se begins to fade in, slowy.
| VANKA
| was on another floor. | think. Trunp Tower’s a big
pl ace and nom and daddy always |iked their privacy. But
| swear | heard the
BANG
when he storned into their room H's head was red and
his cheeks were red and his eyes were red and he
scr eaned

"Your fucking doctor’s ruined ne!’

( MORE)



| VANKA (cont’ d)
And he closed his fist tight in the roots of her hair,
and pulled hard until it ripped out in big blonde
clunps that drifted down onto the bed.

The bed.
Momis tall, but daddy’s taller, and he’'s strong too,
and there was scarl et rage behind every nove, and he
tears off her clothes and then he jans his -

She gasps. She has trouble getting the words out.

| VANKA

He... he forced his way through tense nmuscl e, hissing
about the pain in his scalp while he -

She pauses agai n.

| VANKA
until she, she managed to slip out from under him
and -
| VANKA ducks behind the chair, and remains there
for slightly |onger than the audi ence woul d
expect. When she gets back up, she’s unenotional .
| VANKA
It’s all in the deposition.

When she went back into the roomthe next norning,
daddy was sitting on the bed. Monis | oose bl onde hair
scattered around himlike straw. And he | ooked at her
and he | ooked at her hair, and his touched his head,
scabbi ng over fromthe fresh transplant, and he said

The buzzing noi se, which has been getting | ouder,
stops abruptly.

| VANKA
"Does it hurt?

Pause.

| VANKA
| was six. Maybe seven. It was dark and | was scared
and | wanted nommy and daddy. Everything was quiet. The
hal |l s stretched out |Iong and black, and I wal ked to
their roomin bare feet. | stepped in sonething wet.
The carpet was sticky. Squishy. My toes were stained
red. A closet door.

Mom



Bl ood on her head. Bl ood between her |egs. | gasped.
When she | ooked at ne, her eyes were blank. In Czech,
she said

"G back to bed.’

And | didn’t cry. And | went back to bed. Because
that’s what | always did.

She doesn’t nove. Then, just for a second, she
al nost starts to cry, dry sobbing, but she shakes
it off.

| VANKA goes back to her seat. The lights fade on.

| VANKA
| know people are worried about a Trunp presidency. And
|I’d like to say that | understand. It's going to be
different. I'ma nother and busi nessworman, and | know
t hat change can be scary. But | know ny father, and |
know that his actions speak | ouder than his words.
Reporters don’t know him They don’t know what he’s
capabl e of.

She smles, back to nornal.
| VANKA
But they’'ll have four years to get to know him And
he’s got a whole lotta pl ans.

She grins. The lights fade off to the beginning of
the Spice Grls’ ’'Wnnabe.

End.



