
BROOKLYN PUBLISHERS LLC 
P.O. BOX 248 • CEDAR RAPIDS, IOWA 52406 
TOLL FREE (888) 473-8521 • FAX (319) 368-8011

BY THE FULL OF THE MOON 
A Ten Minute Comedic Duet 

by Michael Soetaert 

Copyright © MMXXV by Michael Soetaert, All rights reserved. 
ISBN: 978-1-64479-305-3 

CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this Work is subject to a royalty. 
This Work is fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America and all 
countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations, whether through 
bilateral or multilateral treaties or otherwise, and including, but not limited to, all countries 
covered by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, the Universal Copyright Convention and 
the Berne Convention. 

RIGHTS RESERVED: All rights to this Work are strictly reserved, including professional and 
amateur stage performance rights. Also reserved are: motion picture, recitation, lecturing, public 
reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound recording, all forms of mechanical or 
electronic reproduction, such as CD-ROM, CD-I, DVD, information and storage retrieval systems 
and photocopying, and the rights of translation into non-English languages. 

PERFORMANCE RIGHTS AND ROYALTY PAYMENTS: All amateur and stock 
performance rights to this Work are controlled exclusively by Brooklyn Publishers LLC. No 
amateur or stock production groups or individuals may perform this play without securing license 
and royalty arrangements in advance from Brooklyn Publishers LLC. Questions concerning other 
rights should be addressed to Brooklyn Publishers LLC. Royalty fees are subject to change 
without notice. Professional and stock fees will be set upon application in accordance with your 
producing circumstances. Any licensing requests and inquiries relating to amateur and stock 
(professional) performance rights should be addressed to Brooklyn Publishers LLC. 

Royalty of the required amount must be paid, whether the play is presented for charity or profit 
and whether or not admission is charged. 

AUTHOR CREDIT: All groups or individuals receiving permission to produce this Work must 
give the author(s) credit in any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the production of 
this Work. The author’s billing must appear directly below the title on a separate line where no 
other written matter appears. The name of the author(s) must be at least 50% as large as the title 
of the Work. No person or entity may receive larger or more prominent credit than that which is 
given to the author(s). 

PUBLISHER CREDIT: Whenever this Work is produced, all programs, advertisements, flyers 
or other printed material must include the following notice:  Produced by special arrangement 
with Brooklyn Publishers LLC. 

COPYING: Any unauthorized copying of this Work or excerpts from this Work is strictly 
forbidden by law. No part of this Work may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or 
transmitted in any form, by any means now known or yet to be invented, including photocopying 
or scanning, without prior permission from Brooklyn Publishers LLC. 



2 BY THE FULL OF THE MOON  
 

BY THE FULL OF THE MOON 
A Ten Minute Comedic Duet 
by Michael Soetaert 

 
SYNOPSIS:  Allen is a well-liked, successful furniture salesman, except for 
once a month at the height of the full moon, when he changes back into what 
he once was… the assistant manager at the Health Food Emporium.  For that 
one day, it falls upon his wife to make sure he doesn’t do anything he might 
regret.  
 
TIME: The last few minutes before the sun sets, marking the end of the height 
of the full moon. 
SETTING: The basement of Allen and Cindy’s house.   
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(1 female, 1 male) 

 
ALLEN (m) ..................................... a 40ish something furniture salesman, 

except during the height of the full moon, 
when he reverts back to being the 
assistant manager at the Health Food 
Emporium. (77 lines) 

CINDY (f) ....................................... Allen’s wife.  Also around 40.  She’s 
tasked with making sure he doesn’t get 
loose during the height of the full moon.  
(78 lines) 

 
COSTUMES:  Casual attire for both. 
 
LIGHTING:  The stage should be dimly lit at open, and then when Cindy 
enters go to full light. 
 
PROPS:  If the play is fully staged, then Cindy will need a key and a folded 
note, and Allen will need ropes, and that’s it.   
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SET: Very minimalist.  We’re in the basement of Allen and Cindy’s house.  
There is a door Up Right, but other than that, there doesn’t need to be anything 
else except the chair Allen is tied to.  Heck, you could even fake the door.    
 
DIRECTOR’S NOTES: This play is designed for contests, where there are 
no props, no lighting, and no costuming.  All you have is one chair.  It will 
require some miming, such as locking the basement door, turning on the lights, 
and reading the note.  The biggest challenge will be not having the ropes that 
Allen is supposedly tied up with.  Even so, it shouldn’t be that hard. 
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AT START:  ALLEN, who is obviously passed out, is tied to a chair in 
his dimly lit basement.  He stirs a bit, slowly looks around, and then 
comes to the realization that he's tied up.  As he continues to wake up, 
he will begin struggling against his ropes, which will continue over the 
next few lines. 
 
ALLEN:  (Fully awake now.)  Hey!  What's going on?  Why am I tied to 

this chair?  Cindy?  Cindy! 
 
CINDY cautiously enters through the door UR and turns on the 
basement light. 
 
CINDY:  (Upset, but not overly so.)  Oh, dear! 
ALLEN:  Cindy!  Oh, Cindy.  Thank goodness you’re here.   
CINDY:  (Not making a move to help him.)  This is just awful! 
ALLEN:  I don’t know what’s going on.  I just woke up and… and 

somebody’s tied me to a chair in the basement.  Quick!  Help me 
get untied! 

CINDY:  Oh, Allen, this is horrible!   
ALLEN:  Why… why aren’t you helping me?   
CINDY:  Oh, this is really bad.  You weren’t supposed to wake up early.  

I expected you to be out until well past sundown.  You usually are, 
you know. 

ALLEN:  What?! 
CINDY:  (Now completely calm.)  Well, you see, after sundown it won’t 

really matter anymore. 
ALLEN:  What are you talking about? 
CINDY:  Oh, don’t worry about it.  It’s no use getting upset over nothing. 
ALLEN:  Nothing!  I’m tied to a chair in my basement!    
CINDY:  Well, I’d say that’s pretty obvious.  I hope I didn’t get the ropes 

too tight.   
ALLEN:  It was you?  You tied me up? 
CINDY:  Nobody else was going to do it.  You certainly weren’t.   
ALLEN:  Why? 
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CINDY:  Well… I tied you up because chains really don’t work.  I mean, 

you’d think they would, but they really don’t.  You just can’t get them 
tight enough, and then you need a padlock and… and all that 
nonsense.  When it gets down to it, ropes are just as strong, and 
they’re a lot easier to use.  I was really hoping it wouldn't matter.  I 
was hoping that you would sleep through the whole thing… like you 
usually do.  I'll have to make a note to give you more sleeping 
powder next time. 

ALLEN:  Sleeping powder?!  What?  You drugged me? 
CINDY:  Oh, I hope you didn't mind, but it was the only way.  I'm pretty 

sure you wouldn't've let me tie you down otherwise.  I was wanting 
to drug you in the basement.  It’s so much easier that way.  But I 
couldn’t get you to come down here, and I was running out of time, 
so I just slipped a little sleeping powder in your tea, and in no time 
at all, you were out like a light.  It was a bit hard, though, to drag 
you down the stairs.  I'm afraid I might've bumped your head a few 
times.  I tried not to.  I hope you didn't mind. 

ALLEN:  Don't mind!  You… you drugged me and then tied me up! 
CINDY:  Yes.  And dragged you down the stairs.  I thought about just 

leaving you upstairs, but it would’ve been really hard to explain if 
somebody just happened to drop by, and there you are, sitting in 
the front room tied to a chair.  (Beat.)  I tried to get you to go to the 
basement before I drugged you.  I really did.  But, like I said, I 
couldn’t come up with a good excuse, and I was running out of time, 
so I made do the best that I could.  I do so hope you don’t mind. 

ALLEN:  Are you out of your mind?!  Of course I mind!  I mind a lot!  
Now untie me!  Now! 

CINDY:  Oh.  I'm sorry.  But I can't do that.  It’s not sundown yet. 
ALLEN:  What? 
CINDY:  Well, you see, in just a few more minutes, after sundown, the 

full moon will have passed, and then it won't matter.  Then I can 
untie you. 

ALLEN:  What?  What are you talking about? 
  

DO N
OT C

OPY



6 BY THE FULL OF THE MOON  
 
CINDY:  You see, it's the full moon, and I knew you were going to 

change, like you always do.  So, to keep you from doing things 
that… well… that would be regrettable, I tied you to this chair.  And 
that’s just a whole lot easier, you see, if I knock you out with sleeping 
powder first.  But don’t worry.  It's only until the full moon passes.  It 
won't be very much longer. 

ALLEN:  Full moon?  What?  Are you telling me that I'm a… I'm a 
werewolf? 

CINDY:  (Laughing.)  A werewolf?  Oh, heavens, no!  How silly!  A 
werewolf!  No, dear.  You're a furniture salesman. 

ALLEN:  What? 
CINDY:  A furniture salesman.  You sell furniture.  It's what furniture 

salesmen do.   
ALLEN:  I'm a furniture salesman? 
CINDY:  Oh, yes.  And you're very good at it, too.  If someone comes 

in to buy just a sofa, they almost always leave with a full living room 
set, including the Fabric Guard, and the Platinum Protection Plan.  
And they almost always go with the twelve months’ interest free 
credit.  But they almost always end up paying the interest. 

ALLEN:  I just don’t understand. 
CINDY:  Well, you see, it’s because they almost always miss a 

payment, and when they do, then they have to pay back all that 
interest. 

ALLEN:  No!  I don’t understand any of this. 
CINDY:  I’m sorry.  I’ll try harder.  I mean, if you really want me to.  But, 

really, in a few more minutes it won’t matter. 
ALLEN:  This is crazy!  I’m not a furniture salesman.  I know I’m not.  I 

don’t even like going into furniture stores.  I work at the Health Food 
Emporium.  I’m an assistant manager.  I’m in charge of the 
supplements and the non-diary organic creamers, even though they 
should be in the diary department.  But they’re not.  And I’m not a 
furniture salesman!  I’m not!  Now let me loose! 

CINDY:  I’m sorry, Allen, but I just can’t.  (Beat.)  I know this all seems… 
well… a little bit crazy.   

ALLEN:  A little bit?! 
CINDY:  Yes, but it’s true.  You are a furniture salesman.  Except on the 

one day a month, during the height of the full moon, when you turn 
back into your old self.  The person you used to be.  
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ALLEN:  How… How is that possible?  How did this happen? 
CINDY:  Well, I'm really not sure.  You needed a job, so you applied at 

the furniture store.  And they gave you a job.  When you came home 
on the first day, you had changed.  You were a furniture salesman.  
You had a tie and a name badge and everything. 

ALLEN:  But I didn’t need a job.  I was working at the Health Food 
Emporium. 

CINDY:  Oh, I know.  But it wasn’t much of a job, now, was it?  We 
talked it over and decided that it would be best if you at least tried 
to find a better job. 

ALLEN:  But I liked my job!   
CINDY:  I know.  But it didn’t pay very much.  And there really was no 

advancement.  Even if they made you a full manager at the Health 
Food Emporium, it wouldn’t’ve paid that much more.  You said so 
yourself.  But now that you’re a furniture salesman, we can afford 
all sorts of things, like our brand new minivan. 

ALLEN:  (Disbelief, and a bit of disgust.)  A minivan?   
CINDY:  It’s blue.  You picked it out yourself. 
ALLEN:  Why? 
CINDY:  Well, I think because you liked it.   
ALLEN:  I did?  (Beat; with the distain of somebody who obviously 

doesn’t like blue.)  And it’s blue? 
CINDY:  Baby blue.   
 
ALLEN shutters with disgust. 
 
CINDY:  When you left to buy a new car, I really thought you were going 

to come back with a shiny new red convertible sports car. 
ALLEN:  (Dreamily.)  I’ve always wanted a convertible sports car. 
CINDY:  I know.   
ALLEN:  Why would I want a minivan?  We don’t have any children… 

do we? 
CINDY:  Oh, no.  We don’t even have a dog. 
ALLEN:  Then why a minivan? 
CINDY:  I asked you the very same thing.  And you said it was for the 

cupholders.   
ALLEN:  The cupholders? 
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CINDY:  You know, those things in a car that hold your cups?  

Cupholders.  You said that your big cups just won’t fit in those little 
cupholders they put in smaller cars, much less in a convertible 
sports car’s.  And I suppose you’re right.  (Beat.)  I can’t see why 
you couldn’t just get a smaller cup, but you really like your big cups.  
So, you got a minivan. 

ALLEN:  I have big cups? 
CINDY:  Oh, yes.  Lots of them.  Really big.   
ALLEN:  Why? 
CINDY:  It’s probably because you like them, too.  But I really don’t 

know.  I think it might be because they’re so popular.  But that 
doesn’t make much sense to me, either.   

ALLEN:  But… but that’s just stupid. 
CINDY:  Well, there you have it.   
ALLEN:  So, I took a new job just so we could afford a minivan… 

instead of a sports car? 
CINDY:  Oh, no.  You also bought a lot of suits. 
ALLEN:  (Once again, with distain.)  Suits?   
CINDY:  Nice suits, with ties and sportscoats and the little hanky in the 

breast pocket, and matching trousers and socks… and shoes.   
ALLEN:  But I hate suits! 
CINDY:  Well, you’ve certainly got a lot of them.  The closet in the guest 

room is full of them.   And shoes.  You do have a lot of shoes.  You 
told me… (Changing her voice.)  “You’ve got to look the part if you 
want to be the part.”  (Changing back.)  Dress for success, you 
know. 

ALLEN:  But I hate suits. 
CINDY:  Not when you’re a furniture salesman.  And you do look really 

nice in them.   
ALLEN:  And that’s it?  I was turned into a furniture salesman just so 

we can afford a… minivan and a bunch of suits? 
CINDY:  Oh, no.  Heavens, no.  Now we can afford to go on vacations. 
ALLEN:  We went on vacations before. 
CINDY:  Oh, I know.  And I know how much you enjoyed going to the 

lake.  I did, too.  But now we can afford to go on cruises.  It’s kind of 
like going to the lake… only a lot bigger. 

ALLEN:  I don’t remember going on any cruises. 

DO N
OT C

OPY



 MICHAEL SOETAERT  9 
 
CINDY:  Of course not.  You never remember anything about being a 

furniture salesman during the full moon.  But that’s OK.  You don’t 
remember anything about the full moon when you turn back into a 
salesman.  Here in just a few minutes, you’ll recall all the fun we 
had on our last cruise, and you’ll be looking forward to our next one. 

ALLEN:  But I hate cruises. 
CINDY:  Not when you’re a salesman.  And that’s a good thing.  

Because I do so enjoy a good cruise.  We have so much fun on the 
boat that we never get off.  If the buffet is good, it doesn’t matter 
where we are.  You said so yourself. 

ALLEN:  I don’t like buffets!  I never have.  They’re disgusting! 
CINDY:  Not if you use a new plate every time you go back.  Really, 

though, it’s because the buffet is on a boat.  That makes all the 
difference.  You said that, too.   

ALLEN:  This is all so crazy.  I don’t believe any of it.  (Beat.)  Please, 
Cindy.  Untie me.  I promise not to be angry.  We can go back 
upstairs and… and… laugh about it all.  (Laughing, poorly.)  Ha!  Ha!  
Ha!  See?  I’m laughing already. 

 
Thank you for reading this free excerpt from BY THE FULL 
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