MADHOUSE
By Shirlie Barrie
Copyright © 2000 by Shirlie Barrie, All rights reserved.
ISBN 1-931000-52-2
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 CDROM, 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 play
must give the author(s) credit in any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the
production of this play. 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 play. No person or entity may receive larger
or more prominent credit than that which is given to the author(s).
PUBLISHER CREDIT: Whenever this play 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.

Madhouse - Page 2

MADHOUSE
by
Shirley Barrie
CAST: one female

op
y

*If performed for contest, where additional props may not be used,
STEPHANIE may push a chair or table, representing the body.
A Hallway. A body in a body bag lies on a collapsible wheeled cart.
STEPHANIE (16) paces impatiently. SHE looks off.

tC

STEPHANIE

No

Come on, Mr. C., come on. What’s taking you so long, you old fart?
(SHE looks at the body and talks to it.) Gosh, you’re a huge son of a
gun. Big as well as mad. But wouldn’t hurt a fly, the orderly says. Well,
not now you wouldn’t. I would. If there was one buzzing around here right
now, I’d splat it flat against the wall. I’d catch it in my fist and pull off its
wings. I’m not a violent person. Not really. It’s just that my life is so the
pits.

Do

Mom could have come. She’s the one who wants to keep this
stupid business going. I thought - I thought the one good thing about Dad
dying was that finally we were going to get to live in a real house and be,
like, normal or something. But oh no! And she needs help and being the
oldest I’ve got to take responsibility yadda, yadda, yadda. My dumb dad
couldn’t even hire decent help. I mean, Mr. C. is like about 104 and his
eyes are so bad he can’t drive at night. So I get stuck driving him up here
to the nuthouse. And then he takes forever. Chat, chat. Gossip, gossip.
Oh my gosh! Glenna, my friend Glenna, is supposed to call me at ten.
Mom’ll blab where I am and it’ll be all overschool tomorrow. One more
nail in the coffin of my weird-dom.

It’s true. My whole life people have made fun or been scared or –
Grade One. Billy Matthews used to torment me. “Undertaker’s Kid,” he
always called me. And then he started following me home from school.
“Pee-Yew. What’s that stink?” I’d run and he’d be right after me. (Singsong) “Undertaker’s Kid! Sleeps in a coffin!” Day after day, didn’t matter
how fast I ran or how hard I cried – though I didn’t let him see any tears –
he was right behind me. Then one day – “Sleeps in a coffin! (SHE
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coughs) Cough, cough, cough.” He was having a great old time and I – I
got mad! I just stopped dead. Turned around. He almost ran right into
me. He’s like two inches away from my eyes and I say, “Ever seen a
coffin?” “No,” he says before he can catch himself. “C’mon then,” and I
start across the road. He doesn’t move. “Scared?” Well of course he
follows me then. In the side door, through the chapel and into the show
room. I take him right up to the really expensive oak casket with the
puffy silk pillow. “See that? You chase me home one more time, my
Dad’s gonna put you in there and screw the lid down. Tight.” Couldn’t
see him for dust he was out of there so fast. Bet he hasn’t said two
words to me since. Worse luck. ‘Cause Billy Matthews is only the most
gorgeous guy in the whole school!

tC

One date I’ve had in my miserable life. One! Last year. Sean. He
comes and picks me up and Mom and Dad are, like, almost normal. We
have a really good time at the party. He drives me home and we’re
parked outside and I get this feeling like he’s gonna kiss me. You know?
And all of sudden the garage door swings up and Dad backs out the
wagon. Pulls up right beside the car and says, “Hey, Sean. Want to
come out on a call with me?” Sean goes white as a ghost, mumbles
something about his curfew and that was the end of that.

Do

No

Dad thought it was funny. I could have died. (pause) That’s such a
dumb expression. Dad was the one who died. (leaning down) Youdied,
too. I just suffered horrible, insupportable, never-ending, humiliation.
Every guy in the school had a real good reason for not asking me out.
Maybe you know what I’m talking about – being crazy and all. Sorry.
Mentally ill.
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