HOME TO ROOST

A FARCE IN ONE ACT

By Ray Sheers

Copyright © MMIX by Ray Sheers
All Rights Reserved
Heuer Publishing LLC, Cedar Rapids, lowa

Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this work is subject to a royalty. Royalty
must be paid every time a play is performed whether or not it is presented for profit and whether
or not admission is charged. A play is performed any time it is acted before an audience. All
rights to this work of any kind including but not limited to professional and amateur stage
performing rights are controlled exclusively by Heuer Publishing LLC. Inquiries concerning
rights should be addressed to Heuer Publishing LLC.

This work is fully protected by copyright. No part of this work may be reproduced, stored in a
retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical,
photocopying, recording or otherwise, without permission of the publisher. Copying (by any
means) or performing a copyrighted work without permission constitutes an infringement of
copyright.

All organizations receiving permission to produce this work agree to give the author(s) credit in
any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the production. The author(s) billing must
appear below the title and be at least 50% as large as the title of the Work. All programs,
advertisements, and other printed material distributed or published in connection with
production of the work must include the following notice: “Produced by special arrangement
with Heuer Publishing LLC of Cedar Rapids, lowa.”

There shall be no deletions, alterations, or changes of any kind made to the work, including the
changing of character gender, the cutting of dialogue, or the alteration of objectionable language
unless directly authorized by the publisher or otherwise allowed in the work’s “Production
Notes.” The title of the play shall not be altered.

The right of performance is not transferable and is strictly forbidden in cases where scripts are
borrowed or purchased second-hand from a third party. All rights, including but not limited to
professional and amateur stage performing, recitation, lecturing, public reading, television,
radio, motion picture, video or sound taping, internet streaming or other forms of broadcast as
technology progresses, and the rights of translation into foreign languages, are strictly reserved.

COPYING OR REPRODUCING ALL OR ANY PART OF THIS BOOK
IN ANY MANNER IS STRICTLY FORBIDDEN BY LAW. One copy for
each speaking role must be purchased for production purposes. Single copies of scripts are sold
for personal reading or production consideration only.

PUBLISHED BY

HEUER PUBLISHING LLC
P.O. BOX 248 « CEDAR RAPIDS, IOWA 52406
TOLL FREE (800) 950-7529 « FAX (319) 368-8011
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HOME TO ROOST
By Ray Sheers

SYNOPSIS: Lou Pickens is a dastardly, unsuccessful private/detective who
thinks he’s quite the ladies man, (he’s as good at juggling women as he is at

detecting), and all the ladies get wise to his wily way: same day.
Furthermore, he’s about to be evicted, and he’s being Sued by hisjone and
only client, the wealthy Mrs. Cresspoole, who di that he’s been
concealing her cat Prince William while prete search for her

precious feline (who now needs extensive therap
seem to get any worse, Mama and Auntie arrive
tow. Rosa, the sweet young girl he left waitingia
brother, Tony, who’s out for blood. In in
chickens come home to roost.

things can’t
akre cousin Felice in
ar, arrives with her

CAST OF CHARA S

talking, and
( He considers
himself a ladies’ man, but he has quite a
lot to learn about women. (170 lines)

Lou Pickens’ secretary who tends to be
gullible when men are concerned, though
she’s not as gullible as she might at first
appear. (47 lines)

ELSIEAD)...cc. B, One of Lou Pickens’ (soon-to-be) former
girlfriends. (12 lines)
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MRS. GERTRUDE
CRESSPOOLE (f) coocovvvvvciceirene One of Pickens’ clients (possibly the
only one). She is a wealthy, no-nonsense
kind of woman. One doesn’t mess with
her or her precious cafy without dire
consequences. She may waar the finest
Italian leather shoe

tough as boot leat 0 lines)
DANIELLE (f) ..o One of Lou Pickens to-be) former
girlfriends.

MAYBELLE PICKENS
(MAMA) (F) oo Lou’s

Despite appearances,
oman, the owner of
ens. She has come to
k up on her worthless son. Little
s she know she’s walked into the
where the chickens rule. She
ecides’ to take matters into her own

ds and get her no-good son back on

straight and narrow path. She knows

e has her work cut out for her, but
she’s probably up to the task - - as long
as she doesn’t let him out of her sight.
(63 lines)

AUNT TESS NTIE) (T)........ Lou’s aunt. She’s never had much use
for Lou. She calls things as she sees

them, and she always sees the worst in
Q Lou. (64 lines)

strong




HOME TO ROOST

FELICE () oo Auntie’s bizarre and morbid teen-aged
daughter. She has long fingernails
painted black. The rest of her outfit
should be equally bizarre. Despite her

MRS. HIGGLESBOTTOM (m/f) ...

a male Mrs. Higgleshottom. If the
e is Mr. Higglesbottom, he is an

igglesbottom needs to be able bully
ens, physically and verbally. (32

s)
ROSA (f) ..The girl Lou left waiting at the altar.
She’s pretty with a simple, trusting
nature. Tony’s sister. (15 lines)

TONY (M).cfeeiiiie R Rosa’s brother who’s out to avenge his
jilted sister, but finds romance along the
way. NOTE: Tony may be portrayed as
someone who’s genuinely infatuated with
Felice, or, more cynically, as just
another operator, a younger and less
practiced version of Lou. The wink and
smile at the audience at the end should
reveal which he is . . . either endearing
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and genuine or conniving and false. (35
lines)

SETTING: Lou Pickens’ shabby office

RUNNING TIME: Approximately 40 minutes i >
PROPS

0O Shabby office furniture: two desks, wasteet, sofa, end
table, coat rack, filing cabinet (gptional)f, phone, computer

(optional), etc. “

Typical office supplies: tape dispenserdstaples! pens, desk knick-

knacks, etc.

Shopping bag

Small bag with two doughnuts

Dictionary

Handkerchiefs (2)

Rings (2), one for Elsie4q thro for Felice to find

Large magnifying glas

Umbrella

Bougquet of plastjc

Throw pillow ( edo create cloud of dust)

Purses
Umbrella

a

cans’of cat food
yptional)

oooooooobooobobooooad
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SETTING:

Lou Pickens’ shabby office. There are two desks, a few chairs, a coat
rack, a waste paper basket, and a sofa with a throw pillow. The coat
rack might have Hortense’s coat hanging on it. These are the basics,
but the set may be more elaborate, if desired.

AT RISE:
Hortense is onstage emptying out her desk and

a shopping bag.
c<Carries a bag with
% at's seen better
hiat onto the coat rack.
PICKENS: Afternoon, Miss - - (He 'stops, his doughnut partway to
his mouth when he sees what sup is doing.) Miss
Jessup, what are you doing?
HORTENSE: (Continuing to p
PICKENS: Packing?
HORTENSE: I'm sorry, MrgRigkens, but | have to find another job.
PICKENS: What! Find a ok?
HORTENSE: I'm quitting!
PICKENS: Quitting? a minute, Miss Jessup - -
HORTENSE: |don't w it, Mr. Pickens, but | have to.

the items into

Lou Pickens enters, munching a doughn
another doughnut in it. He wears a tastel
days. He tosses the bag onto his desk a

Packing.

ective would always have clients.
PICKENS: We're in a temporary downturn, that’s all. Things will pick

up.
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HORTENSE: But you haven't paid me for three months. My landlord
is going to throw me out of my apartment if | don’t pay the rent this
month.

PICKENS: (Relieved.) Oh, so that's all it is! Well, that's no problem.
(He starts removing her things from the box.) No blem at all!
Why didn’t you tell me?

HORTENSE: You mean you can pay me?

PICKENS: I'll do better than that!

HORTENSE: You will?

PICKENS: Sure! Why don’t you move in here?

HORTENSE: Here?

PICKENS: Of course, my little pine nut. @ obody uses the
office at night. And | won’t charge pLChH

ent. What's this
landlord charging you anyway?
HORTENSE: (Looking around.) Nof\l don't think I could live here.
(She resumes packing.)

PICKENS: Why not? The bathr s right down the hall.

HORTENSE: It's filthy.

PICKENS: Well, try not to loek. | close my eyes whenever |
use it.

HORTENSE: That's prob

PICKENS: [I'll complai
cleaned more often.

HORTENSE: It's not ju

PICKENS: Now, ot do anything rash, Miss Jessup. Speaking of

ably partiof the problem.

PICKENS: e're back in the bathroom again. Listen, Miss
Jessup ational. Let's stop and look at the big picture.
HORT eyond the bathroom, you mean.

t, forget the filthy bathroom! Listen, if you lived here,
think of‘alhthe time and money you'd save traveling back and forth
to work each day. I'll even stop charging you for coffee.

HORTENSE: No ... Idon't think it would work.

PICKENS: And you've got the microwave. (Looking around.)
Where’s the microwave?
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HORTENSE: Don't you remember? It exploded.

PICKENS: It did?

HORTENSE: Months ago. Remember when | was almost
electrocuted?

PICKENS: Oh, right. How is your hand?

HORTENSE: Well, I've got the feeling back in most my fingers. (She
winces as she flexes her fingers.)

PICKENS: That's great! And remember, | never ed you for that
microwave.

HORTENSE: It was a piece of junk.

PICKENS: You're absolutely right, it was j 't you worry, we'll

get you another microwave.

HORTENSE: Another one?

PICKENS: Sure, when you move in, pring your microwave with you.
And if you have a small refrigeratof -

HORTENSE: No, no, | can't live here. ady applied for a new
job and - -

PICKENS: What! (He puts hj
her to the sofa. She brin
sofa.) Sit down, Miss Jessup. (She’sits.) Before you leave, | have
to tell you something
down on the sofa.)

HORTENSE: Well, y

PICKENS: Hortense. S

m around her shoulder and leads

think so? | never liked it.
ik it fits you like a glove, a boxing glove.

Y Are you sure you've never boxed? (He jumps
shadowboxing.) Oh, I'd love to go a few rounds with
ing. Speaking of rings, (He takes her hand.) I've

you yet,
HORTENSE: Corralled me? Mustang?
PICKENS: Do | have to draw you a picture? Have you no horse
sense, Hortense?
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HORTENSE: What are you talking about?

PICKENS: Hortense, | have to tell you something that's been eating
away at me like . . . like maggots.

HORTENSE: (Rising.) Maggots!

PICKENS: (He pulls her back onto the sofa.) Oh, Hors ... Imean
Hortense, can’t you see what I'm trying to tell you? | lovg you!

HORTENSE: What! (Flustered.) Oh, Mr. Pi iS/ IS SO
unexpected.

PICKENS: Unexpected? (Romantically.) Call . (He slips his

arm around her.)
HORTENSE: Lou, | never imagined you ang
PICKENS: Horse feathers! Don'’t play in w me. You mean
you haven’t noticed how | look at y my_big, brown, manly
eyes? (He flutters his lashes.) H@w couldyou not have noticed,
my sweet? Why, every time | get close to you | practically swoon.
HORTENSE: Swoon?
PICKENS: You heard mel
himself.)
HORTENSE: Loon?! (She
starts paging through it.
PICKENS: Yes, my love
little bird! (Moving, eV
tweet! - - Tweet! (
HORTENSE: (Lookin
several large,

on, swoon, you loon! (Catching

on the doughnut.)
h her dictionary.) Loon: (1) any of

into his mouth.) Oh, you can't leave me, Hortense! | could never
live without you!
HORTENSE: But - -
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PICKENS: Mrs. Hortense Pickens! Oh, the very sound makes my
spine tingle. (Elsie enters, unnoticed; she stands, arms crossed,
watching the scene in utter disgust.) I'll tell you a secret. It's not
every woman who can make my spine tingle, you little spine

tingler, you! (Cuddling her.)
Elsie approaches, standing behind them, still unnotié¢ed.

HORTENSE: (Giggling.) Oh, Mr. Pickens!

PICKENS: (Wagging his finger.) Ah, ah, ah! L r all, we're
practically engaged!

HORTENSE: Engaged?

PICKENS: Of course! If we're going t , don’t you think
we should get engaged first?

HORTENSE: Married?

PICKENS: Let's not put the wagon be horse, Hortense. First

we'll get engaged, then . . .
ELSIE: (From behind, she k

you are the scum of the edrth!
PICKENS: (Looking up at b Q
ELSIE: Don’t you sweethe
HORTENSE: Who's this?
PICKENS: Weasel? ,
HORTENSE: Oh, |

him off the sofa.) Lou Pickens,

the/floor.) Elsie! Sweetheart!
ou weasel, you!

ELSIE: Ugly, i Lou Pickens, you're nothing but a two-
timing . . .
HORTENSE: iekens covers his head with his hands. She hits him

on the ba er purse.) Snake in the grass!

PICKENS:

ELSIE: with her purse.) Oh, “snake in the grass” is too
goaad

2, I'm surprised at you - - hitting an unarmed man.

HORTEN ere’s another surprise. (She hits him.)

ELSIE: And another! (She hits him.)

PICKENS: Ow! And you told me you never boxed! (Getting up.)
Look, Elsie, there’s an explanation.

ELSIE: Explanation! Ha! Lou Pickens, | hope | never see you again!

10
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PICKENS: What about our honeymoon? Our plans . ..

ELSIE: Honeymoon! Ha! | wouldn't go to Viagra Falls with you if
you were the last man on earth!

PICKENS: Not Viagra! Niagara! Niagara Falls!

ELSIE: And here’s your cheap ring! (Pulling it off her finger and
throwing it to the floor.)

PICKENS: Cheap? Cheap! Do you know what th e?

ELSIE: A lot of cereal box tops.

PICKENS: Oh, so you save them too.

ELSIE: And don't try calling me either! It's Over! (To
Hortense.) Oh, why do | always pick losg

HORTENSE: Men! They're all alike!
bag.)

Hortense puts on her coat, then p
both begin to exit.)

PICKENS: (Approaching the ey, my coat rack!

HORTENSE: (Stopping.) It's“my c ck! 1 bought it so I'd have a
place to hang my coat, yeueheapskate!

ELSIE: A miserable, two eapskate!

HORTENSE: Right! (The

PICKENS: (He pic
respect the man, at

the coat rack as they

at and brushes it off.) If you can't
espect the hat! (He puts on the hat.)

Great! Now I’ t a secretary, a girlfriend, and a coat rack! |
really liked that coal k! Women! Now where is that cheap
ring? (He ta the doughnut from the bag on the desk. With his

back to diehce, he puts the doughnut between his teeth as

dor searching for the ring.)
Enter | de Cresspoole.
CRESSPOE€

: Mis-ter. Pic-kens!

Pickens turns to look at her, the doughnut poised in his teeth. He
might have powdered sugar on his face.

11
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PICKENS: (Removing the doughnut.) Oh, Mrs. Cresspoole, what a
delightful surprise.

CRESSPOOLE: Surprise, yes. Delightful, | couldn’t disagree more.

PICKENS: (Offering her the doughnut.) Doughnut?

CRESSPOOLE: What are you doing on the floor?

PICKENS: Uh, - - dusting for fingerprints. (He takes a\magnifying
glass and pretends to examine the floor for fing .

CRESSPOOLE: (Looking around.) There’s som ust in here you
hardly need to add more. There are proba il War soldiers’
fingerprints preserved in all this filth.

PICKENS: Anyone you recognize?

CRESSPOOLE: (Glaring at him.) And | w uld you need to
dust for fingerprints in your own offic

PICKENS: We've, uh, had a break-ifi last night. (He rises and puts
the doughnut on the desk.)

CRESSPOOLE: Not much of a prival tive if you can’t even
protect your own office from k-ins.

PICKENS: Oh, this sort of thi appens from time to time, even to
the best of us. Some very items are missing.

CRESSPOOLE: My cat am :

PICKENS: Oh, no, for Prince William continues
uninterrupted, | assyreyou. Buty we're making progress. | have an
operative working e € as we speak, and | expect a break-
in any minute - -1 me eakthrough.

CRESSPOOLE: u needn’'t bother teling me any more
preposterous lies, MrRickens. Prince William has been returned,
no thanks tg

PICKENS:

(Looking under the desk with his magnifying

ontinues to look under his desk.)
Looking for something? Perhaps the cat you've

PICKENS: (Holding the magnifying glass in front of her eye.) Why,
Mrs. Cresspoole, has anyone ever told you what lovely eyes you
have? (She pushes his hand away.) I'll have you know I've been
working day and night, night and day, to recover your Willy Nilly.

12
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CRESSPOOLE: Prince William to you!

PICKENS: | assure you, Mrs. Cresspoole, I've left no stone unturned.

CRESSPOOLE: Speaking of stones, from under which one did you
slither?

PICKENS: What?

CRESSPOOLE: And don't try anything with me. 'm armed. (She
pats her purse.)

PICKENS: (Frightened.) Armed?

CRESSPOOLE: You heard me! Armed! And %
know I'm here!

PICKENS: Mrs. Cresspoole, may | call you

CRESSPOOLE: You most certainly may n

PICKENS: Gertrude! Such a lovely n ! please sit down,
Gert - - (She gives him an ugly Igok.) I mean, Mrs. Cresspoole.
(He fluffs the pillow, creating a cloud of dust.)She backs away from
the dust and opens her purse. Thin 's taking out a gun, he
leaps over the sofa and s behind it. She takes out a
handkerchief and sneezes slowly peeks up from behind the
sofa. Seeing it's safe, h , wipes the sweat from his
brow, and brushes himsg , Mrs. Cresspoole, there must
be some misunderstal

CRESSPOOLE: Ther
you miserable sc
hired to find my cat

PICKENS: Why

CRESSPOOLE: And it
him to turn i

are people who

nderstanding! You listen to me,
poke to the little neighbor boy you
told me everything.

rolling.eve is’grave.

CRESSPOOLE: And what | didn't learn from the neighbor boy | got
from your secretary.

13
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PICKENS: What! Miss Jessup? And she told me she was on a diet!
No wonder she rejected my doughnut! She’'d already stuffed her
face with your chocolate chips.

CRESSPOOLE: Miss Jessup called me this morning and said she
would bring Prince William home. She told me she félt horrible that
you've been making me suffer and charging
dollars a day to search for a cat you've been ke
your desk for the past two weeks - - bleeding s
you had Prince William all along, thanks to li Q

PICKENS: You can't trust anybody. | should have§iknown. The kid

had shifty eyes.
CRESSPOOLE: And what did you pay hi ) my cat?

PICKENS: The standard rate.

CRESSPOOLE: Two bucks.

PICKENS: And let's not forget | bought him a rgot beer as a bonus.

CRESSPOOLE: I gave your secretary afi ndred dollar bonus for
returning Prince William.

PICKENS: What!

CRESSPOOLE: And I'm s S ake a wonderful witness in
court.

PICKENS: Court?

CRESSPOOLE: Thanks . Pickens, Prince William will need

his'psychiatrist.

extensive therapy
PICKENS: His psychiatri
CRESSPOOLE: are a crook, Mr. Pickens, a despicable crook,
and | will see to it thaty/ou pay for your hideous crimes. And pay
dearly!

Thank you'fe g this free excerpt from HOME TO ROOST by
ot performance rights and/or a complete copy of the
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Heuer Publishing LLC
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