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MR. ROACH, 24, war vet, bitter with anxiety

POLICEMAN, late thirties, rough, on the job

BALL, 28, a failure in romance, jealous, defensive

DOGMAN, 31, SANDY'S lover, a thinker

THE JAILER, mid-20's, friendly, charming, realistic 

SANDY, 32, DOGMAN'S girlfriend, youthful appearance 

MRS. PAM, 35, teacher, patient, enjoys her students

JOHN, 18, student, generous, always seeking answers

KATI, 17, student of music, intellectual

SILVIA, 18, student, broadminded, anxious, homesick

TINA, 18, student, romantic, part-time waitress

JOSE, 45, truck driver, father of MR. ROACH

MARIA, 44, mother of MR. ROACH and ANNIE, wife of JOSE

ANNIE, 20, daughter of JOSE and MARIA. In love With JOHN 

RABBIT, late 30's, close friend to parents of Mr. Roach 

ROBIN, 30, wife of RABBIT, genius, loyal

POT MOUTH, 50, broadminded, uncle of KATI, disabled vet 

MR. T., 40, hoarse voice, father of CINDY

CINDY, 21, deeply in love with MR. ROACH
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ACT I
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Urban jail cell, size 10' x 10', located down stage right. The cell door opens facing the audience. Cell block left is a wall separating the visiting room. Up stage left is a door leading off stage, and left of that is a turnkey station. In the center of the visiting room is a long couch facing the audience; on the right side of the couch is about four feet of passageway between the couch and the cell block. Up stage center cell is a toilet bowl with a sink built on top of it. On the left is a handle with toilet paper on it. Two double-deck bunk beds face each other. Down stage from the toilet is a small table in the center. The lights are dim during visiting hours.

SITUATION: 

For weeks, MR. ROACH has been receiving negative feedback from his slumlord, who keeps collecting rent money but refuses to repair his room. The stress eventually drives MR. ROACH to go out drinking and partying with his friends. As a result, he’s arrested and taken into custody on a drunk charge. As the curtain opens, the audience hears “Beautiful Morning” by the Rascals playing softly. The time is 5:00 A.M. The audience should not see light in the cell block; the darkness up stage left fades into a medium bright light. The JAILER sits behind the turnkey station reading a book when the buzzer rings on the ward door. The OFFICER opens the door and brings in MR. ROACH. They enter and stand by the turnkey station.

JAILER: Good morning, dude! How in the hell are you?

OFFICER: Fine. And you? (MR. ROACH looks at the JAILER.)

JAILER (to MR. ROACH): You look tired! Too much loving, hmm?

OFFICER: This old boy had too much wine.

JAILER: He give you any trouble?

OFFICER: No, this is one of those good old boys. He’s from the old school, not like these modern dudes.

JAILER: Yeah. (Music fades away.)

OFFICER: His record shows he just got back home. (To MR. ROACH) Tell him where you were.

MR. ROACH:  I was on my way to pick up some chicken.

OFFICER (snapping): Damn it! Tell him where you were stationed—in Vietnam, I mean! (Takes out nightstick.) Do you understand me, boy?

MR. ROACH (to JAILER): I told him once. The oppression from my slumlord drove me here.

OFFICER (mocking): You have some beautiful teeth! Want a few missing?

JAILER: I’ll talk to him later. He’s tired now.

OFFICER: This damn idiot will make me kill his— (MR. ROACH takes a deep breath and stares at the OFFICER.) young ass!

JAILER: Take him to the cell.

(The OFFICER escorts MR. ROACH to his cell, using the turnkey to open the door. MR. ROACH enters.)

MR. ROACH:  You damn stinking asshole! You’re louse and filthy, you know that? (Pauses, both hands on the cell door. The OFFICER walks to the turnkey station and ignores MR. ROACH’s foul language.) Your birdbrain’s been eaten by hog worms, hasn’t it? You damn dog-ass pig.

JAILER (overlapping): That’s enough. You want to go down to the rumpus room?

OFFICER: The angry bear’s out of that idiot!

(MR. ROACH climbs onto the upper bunk at the right side of the cell and lies down.)

JAILER: He’ll be all right.

(The OFFICER waits at the turnkey station for the JAILER to sign MR. ROACH’s social security number on the arrest report. The JAILER passes the report to him.)

OFFICER: Okay, see yah. (The OFFICER leaves the stage.)

JAILER: Will do.

(The JAILER writes on paper. Thunder and lightning rumble — a storm is near. The phone rings. The JAILER answers.)

JAILER: Yeah! (Pause.) Sure. (Writes on paper.) Okay. (Hangs up and leaves the stage to pick up the prisoners’ breakfasts. He returns with three trays and sets them on the counter. The JAILER goes behind the counter to turn on the lights in the cell block. As the lights come on, BALL is sleeping on the lower left bunk. On the lower right bunk, DOGMAN is half asleep. MR. ROACH lies restlessly on the upper bunk above DOGMAN.)*

DOGMAN (half asleep, yawning): Be still, man! You got crabs on your ass?

BALL: Both of you are spoiling my wet dream! (Looking at MR. ROACH.)

MR. ROACH (recognizing BALL’s voice): Well, they got me and my last thirty-five dollars. What the hell’s going on?

BALL: You, Mr. Roach—you’re what’s going on!

DOGMAN: I told you punks once, shut up and be still!

JAILER: You guys better get along. Breakfast will be here shortly.

MR. ROACH (cares less about the noise, begins to pray): Oh, my Heavenly Father, deliver me to Thee. How long before You’ll give me strength to be free from my enemies! (Medium tone.) I’m always fighting to be Your child, even though You are so far from me, my Lord. You sit so high above the heavens... (With tears in his eyes.)

JAILER (overlapping): Breakfast! Breakfast! (Carrying trays to the cell.) Wake up! (Opens the cell door and sets trays on the table. BALL and DOGMAN pick up their trays and sit on their bunks to eat while MR. ROACH sits on his bunk, looking up toward the audience.) You should eat your breakfast. (Friendly.) I’d eat my food. What do you expect in jail—steak and eggs?

MR. ROACH (smiles).

BALL (overlapping): Mr. Roach can’t eat dry oatmeal, hard scrambled eggs, sweet rolls, and black coffee like us. He’s got an ulcer from combat in Southeast Asia. I was in the brig with him in the P.I.

DOGMAN: This crabby jail serves two meals a day—breakfast at five A.M. and supper at five P.M. You better eat, man! Is your name Mr. Roach, or is that what Ball calls you?

MR. ROACH:  Yes, they all call me Mr. Roach.

DOGMAN: Okay. Call me Dogman. (A jet plane flies over.) What they got you for?

MR. ROACH:  It’s a long story.

(DOGMAN swallows his food. BALL finishes his breakfast, drinks his coffee.)

BALL: Well, tell us.

(DOGMAN gives MR. ROACH his tray.)

MR. ROACH:  Thanks.

(DOGMAN shakes his head.)

BALL: You had me put in jail when you were on duty in the Philippines, didn’t you?

MR. ROACH:  No! You were drunk on wine. (Pause.) I told you to take a taxi back to my place. You said, “No,” and kicked me in the ass—right on my hemorrhoids. The officer arrested you on what they saw, not what I said. You filed an assault charge against your own damn self!

BALL: Well, that’s true. However, I was with you when they arrested me two years ago. (Pause.) I was going with Mr. T’s daughter, Cindy, right?

(DOGMAN brushes his teeth.)

BALL: I’ll always love her, but she left me when I was in jail. You better eat your food!

(MR. ROACH eats while BALL lights his cigarette.)

DOGMAN: My girl Sandy’s supposed to visit me today. They said I’ll be released next week. I’ll be so glad.

(DOGMAN puts his tray on the table.)

BALL (overlapping): When I get out of this rathole, I’m heading back to California. Hope I see Cindy before I leave. But she’ll never forgive me, you know?

(MR. ROACH finishes his breakfast, puts both trays on the table.)

MR. ROACH:  Well, well, I’ll be released today sometime. I’ve already given them my last thirty-five dollars to post my bail. I don’t have any money until—

DOGMAN (overlapping): Now tell me, what do they have you in custody for?

(MR. ROACH and BALL begin to wash up.)

MR. ROACH (to DOGMAN): I’ll be right with you, okay?

DOGMAN: I hear you. (BALL passes out candy.)

DOGMAN: Good—thank you.

MR. ROACH:  Thank you. This is right on time! The reason they busted me this morning is because the wine on my breath made them think I was drunk.

BALL: Weren’t you? (Eats his candy, steps on his cigarette.)

MR. ROACH:  Late last night I was drinking ripple with some ladies I hadn’t seen in years. I’ve been angry since I came back from Southeast Asia. The slumlord refuses to kill the cockroaches, fix the sink, or put screens on the windows.

DOGMAN: Why don’t you move to a better place?

MR. ROACH:  I plan to—but I’ve been stuck there in the meantime.

BALL: Yeah. That’s why I’m locked up now, too. The moronism from the slumlord helped drive me over the edge.

DOGMAN: I know what you mean! My brother and I used to stay there years ago.

MR. ROACH:  I pray every night, but the cockroaches are so thick, I swear they’re programmed to oppress me.

DOGMAN (overlapping): Slums are always infected with cockroaches.

BALL: This jail has cockroaches too.

(The JAILER sits at the turnkey station drinking coffee. The buzzer rings. He answers the phone, writes something down, and walks over to the cell.)

MR. ROACH:  That pretty woman I was with last night knew about the oppression too.

(Sound of thunder.)

JAILER (at cell door): Dogman! You’ll have a visitor in about an hour. Be ready.

DOGMAN: Sounds sweet to me.

JAILER: Ball, your visitor will be here at seven tonight. (Pause.) A lady. Mr. Roach will be released in about two hours. Listen to that rain.

BALL: That’s gotta be the girl I met two weeks ago.

MR. ROACH:  Why—

BALL (overlapping): Because no one knows I’m in custody except my father and her.

DOGMAN: What about Cindy, or your ex-wife?

BALL: No! They wouldn’t come here — no way.

MR. ROACH (looking at BALL): We’ll see.

(DOGMAN claps his hands.)

DOGMAN (to MR. ROACH): How did the officer arrest you? What made him stop you to smell the wine on your breath, I mean?

MR. ROACH:  I left my friend’s house, walked about two blocks to pick up a bucket of fried chicken, and noticed a police car pass me. He made a U-turn, came back, and stopped. Jumped out of his car, shining his flashlight in my face, you know. He smelled the wine on my breath — to him, I was guilty. I asked, “What did I do?” He said, “You look like a guy that fits the description. A woman was raped about six blocks from here. But since you don’t have a fresh scar on your neck where the victim scratched him, you’re clear.” (Pause.) “However, you’re under arrest for being drunk. If you don’t have a record, you’ll be out when you post thirty-five dollars bail.” Well, that’s why I’m here with you guys. Now tell me — what are you two in for?

DOGMAN: I was driving home —

(Pauses as the JAILER approaches.)

JAILER: I’ll need one of you guys to sweep and mop the floor before visiting hours.

(He comes to the cell to pick up trays; BALL hands them over.)

BALL (to JAILER): What time you got?

JAILER: About nine.

(MR. ROACH empties his bladder and flushes the toilet.)

DOGMAN (to JAILER): I’ll clean the area in a few minutes, okay?

DOGMAN (to MR. ROACH): I was driving Sandy’s car. I had about two drinks —

MR. ROACH (overlapping): Two drinks!

DOGMAN: Yeah. I saw a dog crossing the street — the damn thing ran right under the car. I stopped, and the owner came running, yelling, “You asshole! You killed my daughter’s dog!” I tried to explain what happened, but the fool wouldn’t listen. Then his fist hit me right in the mouth — busted my lips. I lost my cool and hit him back, knocked him out. Then the cops came.

MR. ROACH:  Bet there was a lot of spectators.

BALL: What did you say?

DOGMAN: I told those idiots the truth, but they lied — “He hit the old man first,” they said. I explained my defense to the officer, and he listened, but he had to arrest me for driving under the influence and assault. They dropped the assault charge though. Now I just have to serve two weeks — one down, one to go.

JAILER: You ready?

(DOGMAN gets up and stands at the cell door.)

DOGMAN: I better mop this floor.

JAILER: Okay.

(Unlocks the door; DOGMAN walks into the visitors’ area and begins to sweep and mop.)

MR. ROACH (to BALL): What they got you for this time?

BALL: My ex-wife had me locked up two weeks ago.

MR. ROACH:  For what?

BALL: I mailed her a fifty-dollar money order.

MR. ROACH:  I don’t get you.

DOGMAN (looking at cell walls): You got roaches over here!

JAILER: What do you expect in hell — a good time?

DOGMAN: I hear you, man.

BALL (to MR. ROACH): If you’ll listen, I’ll explain.

MR. ROACH:  Forget it, man.

BALL (to MR. ROACH): Okay, let me finish. The money I mailed her last month never reached her.

MR. ROACH:  Bull. Man, knowing you, I don’t believe everything you say or do.

BALL: Since she didn’t receive the money, they locked me up. I’m supposed to send or bring it to the court. I don’t hate my ex-wife for doing this to me. She was really a nice girl — loved me, cared for our eight-year-old son, and stayed by my bedside when the dogs I called friends wouldn’t even give me a bone.
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