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Fat her Seacrest:

Si st er Bl anche:

The Police Oficers:

Cast of Characters

A priest, dressed as such.
Any age, race, etc.

A nun, now dressed in a

chi cken drunsti ck costume and
bri ght red hi gh heel shoes.
Any race, age, etc.

Two officers, in traditional
police attire. Any race, age,
et c.



ACT |
Scene 1

Setting: Amldly-well dressed office. A "desk"
center-stage is made of an oversized coffin, with
a hi gh-backed chair behind it. Tubing cones out
fromthe coffin, |leading offstage. A sinple floor
| anp and potted plant sit on either side of the
"desk."

Fat her Seacrest sits behind the "desk," reading a
newspaper.

FATHER SEACREST.:
People with high chol esterol have about twi ce the risk
of heart disease as people with | ower |evels,
conparatively.

Fat her Seacrest |aughs and throws the newspaper
back into the coffin, then brings out a nanepl ate,
turning the non-lettering side to the audi ence.

FATHER SEACREST:
They clock out straight into a bow of potato salad at
Sunday brunch, and then they cone here. 1’| |eave the
ot her part up to you, |ord.

Fat her Seacrest | ooks up at the ceiling, then back
at the audience.

FATHER SEACREST:
Fat her Seacrest, founder of Seacrest Hone for the Dead,
Mortuary and Funeral Planning Services | NC.

Si ster Blanche stunbles in, conplete in a fried
chi cken drunstick costume, her red high heels
cl i cking.

S| STER BLANCHE
Don't forget this god-awful food you re making nme sell!

FATHER SEACREST:
Don't call it awful, sister. W do have awards, you
know.

S| STER BLANCHE
Since when do they call barely-passing health code
grades awar ds?

FATHER SEACREST:
Now, now, sister. You can’'t have such a sour attitude
whil e selling honey-batter fried chicken! You re our
spokes | ad- chicken |eg.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 2.

SI STER BLANCHE
Everybody knows it’s Count C uckin s recipe.

FATHER SEACREST:
It isnt their recipe, | added a vital ingredient to
make it that nuch better (he taps on the "desk")
snmeared and deep fried in pure fat!

S| STER BLANCHE
(Panting, clicking her shoes together) There are a | ot
of places better than here, there are a |ot of places
better than here, there are a |ot of places better than
her e.

FATHER SEACREST:
Fat, sucked out fromthe best of god s creatures-

SI STER BLANCHE
Who is it today-

Fat her Seacrest gets a | ook of trepidation, and
t hen searches through his pockets. He pulls out a
t ag.

FATHER SEACREST:
Bett e- Loui se, Count C uckin’s ex-best custoner.

Fat her Seacrest files the tag away.

S| STER BLANCHE
| thought that was you-

FATHER SEACREST:
No, | was the best fan (he points at the desk) she was
t he best custoner, hence the casket. The super-size
casket. 450 pounds of cooking grease.

Fat her Seacrest pops open and | ooks under the lid.
FATHER SEACREST:
And it’s all comng out |ike a toothpaste tube under a
brick. Smells a bit |ike hanburgers, too.
Fat her Seacrest closes the |lid and sits back down.

S| STER BLANCHE
Can | take ny lunch break now?

FATHER SEACREST:
Sure, go ahead.

Si ster Bl anche awkwardly | eans agai nst the "desk,"
unable to sit on it.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 3.

FATHER SEACREST:
Hungry, sister? You' re free to go out front and get
yoursel f some chicken

S| STER BLANCHE
You | ose your appetite after knowing what is in the
stuff, nmuch less dressed as it.

FATHER SEACREST:
Dust to dust, sister.

SI STER BLANCHE
Dust to gut, you nean. | never knew, when | becane a
nun, that 1'd be the object of affection for a priest
turned funeral honme and chicken joint proprietor.

FATHER SEACREST:
The lord gives us strange gifts sonmetinmes, sister.

SI STER BLANCHE
When | was a girl, | had this auntie, she was old. Very
old. Getting in danger of being used as (she | ooks down
at the "desk") getting fried up, old. She woul d al ways
buy strange gifts, because of her whol e brain not
whirring properly situation. Wnen's sweaters for ny
father, a makeup set for ny brother, drill bits for
not her - (she | ooks at Father Seacrest) | think this is
that type of situation. | could do without the gift.
Then again, father did have that funny turn, took ny
brother’s makeup and left for a special convention
after that. ..

FATHER SEACREST:
Now, now, sister. There are sone things innocent young
m nds nmusn’t ponder.

S| STER BLANCHE
Did you ever throw out those natches and the lighter,
father? You probably should get around to that. After
torching a restaurant it isn't a good idea to keep the
weapon.

FATHER SEACREST:
Sister, you know as well as | do, all nmatches are the
sanme, and nobody knows what color the lighter was.

S| STER BLANCHE
| do. Red.

FATHER SEACREST:
Don't worry, they' re being kept safe.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 4.

SI STER BLANCHE
What ever you say, father. You know you' re a suspect in
t he burning of the original Count Cluckin's. If they
find those things on you, you' re going to be in
trouble. They can figure out that those matches and
lighter were what was used to burn the place down. This
isnt the 1700's, they have what you call forensic
sci ence, you know

Fat her Seacrest sits at the desk, behind Sister
Bl anche, where she can’t see him

SI STER BLANCHE
Don’t you have a barrel of grease to finishing, father?
You need to get this body back to the funeral hone.

FATHER SEACREST:
Needn’t you worry, dear Bl anche. This body has a while
to go, then we’ll head hone.

S| STER BLANCHE
How nany tinmes do | have to tell you, father, |’ m not
going to hone with you

FATHER SEACREST:
The funeral hone!

SI STER BLANCHE
How many tinmes have | told you that threatening to kil
me isn't going to work? I"’ma nun, | listen to that
sorta’ thing every day. Working with you, that is.

S| STER BLANCHE
Fat her, don’t those people out in the restaurant | ook
famliar, and a little, brassy?

FATHER SEACREST:
What are you tal king about, sister?

Fat her Seacrest rises and wal ks to the exit,
| ooki ng.

FATHER SEACREST:
Si ster, disconnect those w res, quick.

SI STER BLANCHE
| told you, | didn’'t get ny nortician’s license, | only
t ook one community college class in it! That’s not even
real coll ege!

FATHER SEACREST:
It’s-

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 5.

Fat her Seacrest is interrupted as he is pushed
back. He quickly noves to the desk and
dramatically | eans against it, |looking at the two
pol i cenen who have entered.

The policenen, one on the right and the other on
the left of the entrance, hold up their service
pistols Pl style, looking as if they’ ve just
barrel-rolled out of a 1980's action film

POLI CEMAN #1:
It’s a pleasure seeing you again, father!

FATHER SEACREST:
| wish | could say the sane.

POLI CEMAN #2:
It’s a nice operation you ve got here, sir! Yes indeed!

POLI CEMAN #1:
Shanme that Count C uckin's burned down and all.

POLI CEMAN #2:
Looks like you ve filled the hole quite nicely, though!

SI STER BLANCHE
Isn’t the only hole he's tried to fill.

POLI CEMAN #1:
America at it’'s finest!

FATHER SEACREST:
Policed by Anerica’ s finest...

PCLI CEVAN #2:
Funny that the first tine we net was because they
t hought you two were holding the original joint up!

FATHER SEACREST.:
We’ ve put that behind us!

SI STER BLANCHE
Along with throwi ng down sone bail noney and attorney’s
f ees.

FATHER SEACREST:
What brings you all here, boys?

POLI CEMAN #1:
We’ve got a report in, father-

( CONTI NUED)



