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*** NOTICE ***
 

The amateur and stock acting rights to this work are controlled exclu­
sively by THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY without whose
permission in writing no performance of it may be given. Royalty must
be paid ev ery 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 audi ence. Cur rent royalty rates, appli cations and
restrictions may be found at our Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COM-
PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St., Woodstock IL 60098. 

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S 
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro­
vides authors with a fair re turn for their cre ative efforts. Authors earn 
their living from the royalties they receive from book sales and from the
performance of their work. Con scientious observance of copy right law is
not only eth ical, it encourages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully protected by copyright. No alterations, deletions or 
substitutions may be made in the work without the prior written consent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or transmitted
in any form or by any means, electronic or mechani cal, including photo­
copy, re cording, vid eotape, film, or any in forma tion storage and retrieval
sys tem, without per mis sion in writing from the publisher. It may not be
performed either by pro fession als or ama teurs with out payment of roy ­
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not limited to, the pro fessional, mo tion pic ­
ture, radio, televi sion, videotape, for eign language, tabloid, reci tation, lec­
tur ing, publi cation and reading, are reserved. 

For performance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this
play which are in copy right, the permission of the copy right own ers
must be obtained or other songs and recordings in the public domain
substituted. 
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IMPORTANT BILLING AND CREDIT REQUIREMENTS 

All producers of the play must give credit to the authors of the play in all
pro grams distrib uted in con nec tion with performances of the play and in
all instances in which the title of the play ap pears for purposes of ad ver­
tising, publi cizing or other wise exploiting the play and/or a production.
The names of the authors must also  appear on a  separate  line,  on  which
no other name appears, imme diately following the title, and must appear
in size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type.
Biographical information on the authors, if included in the playbook, may 
be used in all pro grams. In all programs this notice must appear: 

“Produced by spe cial ar rangement with
 
THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY of Woodstock, Illinois”
 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



  
   

     

       

      
           

       
      

    
       

           
 

      

     
 

     
         

        
       

   
   

        

          
    

    

ANY BODY HOME?
 

A Play in Two Acts
 
For 2 Men and 3 Women
 

CHAR AC TERS (in order of appearance)
 

SUSAN STRATHCONA . . . . . . .  A struggling real estate agent 
who is trying to quit smoking. Tall, attrac tive, 40. 

COURIER (Pradeep Johanson) . . . . . .  A tur baned bicycle courier. 
Played by actor who plays Danforth. 

PRUDENCE WOBURN. . . . . . . .  The sweet old lady who lives 
next door. Has led a rather colorful life. 

JANITOR (Elvis Dundas) . . . . . .  The Elvis Presley-imperson ating
 
build ing su perin ten dent.
 

Played by actor who plays Danforth.
 

BROCK PALMERSTON . . . . . . . . .  A tall, dark and handsome 
male model. 

COUNTESS VON SPADINA . . . . . . . . .  A fabulously wealthy 
Ger man matron. Played by actor who plays Danforth. 

WARREN DANFORTH	 . . . . . .  A successful and unscrupulous 
real estate agent for a rival firm. Short. 

AGENT DANA HIGH WAY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Inter pol Agent.
 
A “nothing but the facts”-type
 

who has been in therapy all her life.
 

NOTE: This production also re quires a dead body. This should 
be a heavily weighted cloth dummy that can stand up to a great 
deal of manip u lation. 
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ACT ONE
 

SETTING: An elegant condominium on the penthouse floor 
of an expen sive high-rise. UC is a huge picture win dow 
overlooking a spectacu lar city view. To the right of this 
is the front door of the apart ment, and the hall closet. 
Descending two steps downstage brings us into the taste­
fully appointed liv ing and dining room. DR is a swinging 
door to the unseen kitchen. Left of the up per platform, 
there is a door to the bedroom. Exiting off stage left is a 
door to the un seen bath room. In the far DL cor ner of 
the room are double French doors leading to a terrace. 

There is a body sprawled across the living room sofa, 
par tially wrapped in an afghan. 

AT RISE: The French doors open and SU SAN STRATH -
CONA enters tentatively. She  is  an  attractive,  but  fraz­
zled woman, con ser va tively but tastefully dressed in a 
business suit. She car ries a large over-the-shoulder 
purse. 

SU SAN. Hello? Anybody home? Ms. Bloor? Daphne? It’s 
me! Su san Strathcona? The front door buzzer didn’t 
seem to be work ing so that sweet old lady next door let 
me go through her apartment onto the ad join ing bal­
cony… 

7 
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 8 ANY BODY HOME? Act I 

(SUSAN has cau tiously made her way into the bed room, 
looking around.) 

I’m sorry to be so pushy, but the Open House is in less 
than an hour. Ms. Bloor? 

(As SUSAN be gins to move care fully up the stairs and 
out of the bed room onto the front landing, we hear a 
phone ring ing.) 

Phone! Daphne! Phone! Oh, wait. It’s me… 

(SUSAN reaches into her purse and pulls out a cel lular 
phone. Dur ing this phone call she wan ders around the 
liv ing/dining room area absent-mindedly straight ening 
chairs and pic tures. She does not notice the body.) 

Su san Strathcona, Sell-Mor Realty. We list for less. Oh, 
hello, Mr. Har ris, sir. Well—Ms. Bloor doesn’t seem to  
be here at the mo ment. Yes—I’m sure she knew the 
Open House was to day. You can count on me, Mr. Har­
ris—I am go ing to sell this apart ment, and I’m going to 
sell it to day—and that will be the end of my little slump. 
Well, no sir—I guess nine months is n’t exactly a lit tle 
slump but—all that is go ing to change with this listing. I 
plan on win ning top sales agent in the city. War ren Dan ­
forth is history. He al ways wins be cause he is com­
pletely ruth less and un ethical—even for a real estate 
agent. Of course I was joking. Ha. Ha. But War ren Dan­
forth is such a snake! And he has no sense of taste or 
decency at all. I mean, did you see him at the Realtor’s 
Masked Ball last week in that ridiculous Phantom of the 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



      
      
     

 
   

     
     

   

      
         

     
  

 

 
      

  

     

    
      
 

    
  

 9 Act I ANY BODY HOME? 

Op era get-up? He wore a full-length black evening 
cape? It was laughable. I mean, he’s too short to wear a 
cape. Par don me? No, I wasn’t Lady Godiva, I was Ma ­
rie An toinette. My wig came un done. Oh, yes, of course, 
sir—I’m sorry—no, you’re right, sir—idle chatter does ­
n’t move prop erty. Ab so lutely, sir—I will get right on it, 
sir. I will be ready for the on slaught of po ten tial buy ers 
by ten o’clock sharp, sir—and I am dead certain… 

(SUSAN fluffs a pil low that is di rectly cov er ing the 
corpse’s face. She doesn’t flinch, and continues to walk 
around the room. Suddenly, she stops dead, her back to 
the sofa. She speaks calmly.) 

Ex cuse me, Mr. Har ris, I have to hang up now. 

(She hangs up the phone and puts it back in her purse. 
Turn ing slowly, she retraces her steps to the sofa, picks 
up the pillow, fluffs it, and screams.) 

Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

(SUSAN leans close to the body and speaks in a whis ­
per.) 

Ms. Bloor? Please tell me that isn’t you… Oh, Daphne! 
Daphne! You look terrible. Are you breath ing? Where’s 
my compact? 

(She fishes her compact out of the purse and holds it up 
to Daphne’s mouth.) 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



  

    

  
      

 
 

 

    
     

          
 

  

        
       

   
    

            
       

 10 ANY BODY HOME? Act I 

You’re not breath ing. 

(She checks her self in the compact mirror be fore putt ing 
it away.) 

I don’t look so hot, ei ther. Maybe she still has a pulse. 
Oh, please have a pulse, please, please… 

(SUSAN reaches down to take a pulse, then re coils from 
the body.) 

Thanks a bunch, Daphne. 

(She covers the corpse’s face with the pil low and backs 
away across the room un til she falls into a din ing room 
chair.) 

Omigod, omigod, omigod! What am I go ing to do? Must 
have a cig arette, must have a cig arette, must have a cig ­
a rette… 

(She searches franti cally in her purse and then sud denly 
stops.) 

No. No. Stop. Breathe. They all say the most im portant 
thing is to breathe. Are you listening, Daphne?! 

(She reaches franti cally into her purse again, and stops 
her self once again and slaps her offend ing hand.) 

No! No, no, no, no, no. I can do this. I am strong. I am 
in control. I am a worthwhile human be ing. I… 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



 

   

  

     

   
  

   
      

      
  

  

  

      
       
 

 

        
     

   

 11 Act I ANY BODY HOME? 

(She breathes deeply and re laxes. Then she looks over at 
the corpse.) 

…am in deep caca. Omigod, omigod, omigod! 

(She stands up and begins pac ing around the room.) 

What do I do…what do I do…what do I do. Ob viously, 
I call the po lice. 

(She takes her phone out of her purse, be gins di al ing, 
and then stops.) 

I call the po lice. What do I tell them? Hello. Hate to 
bother you, but there’s a dead body in the apartment so 
would you please come over and take it away. Thanks 
so much. You see, I’m try ing to have an Open House. 
My Open House! 

(She greets imag i nary purchas ers.) 

Come on in. Yes, is n’t it lovely? The owner took such 
good care. Why is she selling? Well, she’s…she’s… 
she’s DEAD, that’s why! 

(She con tin ues pac ing.) 

Okay, okay, okay. So maybe I can’t have my Open 
House. I’m okay with that. I’m fine with that. I’ll just 
call Mr. Har ris first and explain. 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



    
  

             
     

       
   

      
  

   

   
    

       
  

   
    

      
     

      
  

      
       

         
      

 12 ANY BODY HOME? Act I 

(She takes out her phone and “prac tices” the con versa ­
tion while dial ing.) 

Mr. Harris—I’m terribly sorry I hung up on you. Lis­
ten—I just thought you might like to know that my 
Open House is postponed indefinitely because—be­
cause—there’s a CORPSE ON THE SOFA! How could this 
be hap pen ing? I’ve only had it a day and already it’s a 
dead listing. 

(She throws the phone on the sofa and rushes into the 
bed room.) 

Breathe. Breathe. Breathe. Okay. Face the facts. It’s 
over. My life is over. Oh, my god, I have such a head ­
ache. Oh, my GOD—it’s spreading right down to the 
nape of my neck. And my eyes—ev ery thing is so blurry, 
OMIGOD! 

(She searches fran ti cally in her purse, pulls out a small 
fat book, and be gins leaf ing through it.) 

Where is it, where is it—here it is—pulsating head ache, 
blurry vision, dif ficulty swallowing—OMIGOD—I knew 
it. I’ve got a brain aneurysm. It could burst at any mo­
ment. Why is this hap pen ing to me—I’m so young. At 
least, I look young. Oh, who am I kidding? I’m not go­
ing to die from a brain aneurysm—I wouldn’t be so 
lucky. I’m going to die from a knife in my back when 
War ren Danforth finds out that I’ve lost this sale and 
fig ures out some way to steal the list ing away from me! 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



    

      
       

       

     
      

       

  

         
     
     

  

    

       
 

  
     
 

  

 13 Act I ANY BODY HOME? 

(She goes back to the living room and kneels be side the 
body.) 

Oh, Daphne, Daphne, Daphne. How can you just lie 
there, so cold and unfeel ing? Oh, why couldn’t you just 
be out jog ging? We could all stand to lose a few pounds. 

(She sits on the floor, buries her head in her hands, and 
begins moan ing. Then she suddenly stops and looks up.) 

Wait a min ute—why could n’t you just be out jog ging? 

(She jumps up and stands be hind the sofa, star ing at the 
corpse.) 

Noth ing to it. All I have to do is hide the body, sell the 
apartment—then I can call the police. I’ll just tell them I 
did n’t no tice her un til after I made the sale… Get out of 
the way, War ren Danforth—I’m BACK. 

(She be gins to lift the body and starts to drag it off the 
sofa.) 

Who needs nico tine when there are so many natu ral 
highs in life? 

(She starts to drag the body to ward the front door. Sud ­
denly, there is a very loud and in sis tent knocking on the 
front door.) 

Omigod! A cus tomer! (Call ing.) Just a minute. I’ll be  
right with you. 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



   
       

     

 
  

 

  
   

 

         
      
          

     
 

    
  

    
     

           
    

       

  
    

     
       

    
        

 14 ANY BODY HOME? Act I 

(She looks around franti cally, and drags the body to the 
kitchen door, dumping it into the kitchen. She then runs 
back to the front door. The knocking con tin ues through ­
out.) 

I’m com ing, I’m com ing—just wait un til you see this 
fab ulous apart ment—it’s got ev ery thing you al ways 
wanted…and then some… 

(She opens the door with a flourish. Stand ing in the 
door way, in mid-knock, is a short man with turban, 
black beard and mus tache.) 

COURIER. I am ob jecting to the treatment I have been re­
ceiving. First, I am ringing the buzzer over and over 
again and am re ceiving no answer. Then I am forced to 
be knock ing on this hard wooden door repeatedly until 
my knuck les are nearly bleed ing. Look. 

SU SAN. I don’t see any blood. 
COURIER. I said “nearly”! 
SU SAN. I beg your pardon? 
COURIER. A little joke… 
SU SAN. Oh, I see. A sense of humor is a fine thing. Fine. 

Well, I’ll be hon ored to show you around this beau tiful 
property—you are here for the Open House aren’t you, 
Mr.—ah… 

COURIER. Johanson. 
SU SAN. Johanson? Are you Scandi navian? 
COURIER. My father was. I am a Sikh. 
SU SAN. What are you seek ing? A one bed room, I hope? 
COURIER. No, I am a Sikh. 
SU SAN. Yes, I got that bit. But what do you seek? 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



      
       

     
  

     
        

   
      
 

           
    
     

    
  

       
         

      
      

 
 

     
 

     
       

      
      

      
   

  
        

       

 15 Act I ANY BODY HOME? 

COURIER. It is a religion. 
SU SAN. Ah. You’d like to turn the apartment into a tem ­

ple of some sort? This is a nice big room. And there’s 
tons of closet space. 

COURIER. I don’t want a tem ple. 
SU SAN. Well, it makes a lovely home. Can’t you just pic­

ture yourself living here? 
COURIER. No, I can’t. Not enough room. I have a family, 

you know. 
SU SAN. Oh, of course. Well, if you’ll give me your phone 

number I’d be pleased to find you something else. We 
have all sorts of listings. How big is your family? 

COURIER. What are you im ply ing? 
SU SAN. I’m not im ply ing any thing. 
COURIER. You’re all the same. You are all think ing I am 

living in some base ment flat with an extended family of 
thirty-five. Well, this is not the case. I am living in a 
pretty split-level in the sub urbs with my wife and two 
kids. Okay? Okay?! 

SU SAN. Okay. 
COURIER. Now, where is the package? 
SU SAN. Pack age? 
COURIER. Yes. I’ve come for the pack age. 
SU SAN. I’m sorry, I don’t un derstand. What pack age? 
COURIER. I-P-S—In ter national Parcel Ser vice. 
SU SAN. You’re not here for the Open House? 
COURIER. No. I am here for the pack age. I have been sent 

by my com pany to pick up a pack age. Please to be giv ­
ing me the package. 

SU SAN. I’m sorry, Mr. Johanson—but I don’t know any­
thing about a package. I am just trying to have an Open 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



    
  

       
    

 
    

   
  

       
     
     

  
  

       
   

     
 

        
      

  
        

   
       

        
    

 
   

       
    

 

 16 ANY BODY HOME? Act I 

House. Ms. Bloor, who ac tu ally lives here—so to 
speak—is out right now. 

COU RIER. Out? She asked I.P.S. to send a cou rier 
A.S.A.P., and she is A.W.O.L? That is D.T.L. 

SU SAN. D.T.L.? 
COU RIER. Darn the luck. An other little joke. All right. 

Now, where is she? 
SU SAN. Ah, jog ging. 
COURIER. Jogging? That is very odd. Why would some­

one send for a cou rier and then go jog ging? She must 
have left the pack age somewhere. 

(He walks into the room and heads di rectly for the desk. 
SU SAN follows him.) 

SU SAN. Wait a min ute—wait a min ute, Mr. Johanson! I’d 
really rather that you did n’t come into the apart ­
ment—you see, I’m trying to keep ev ery thing just so for 
my Open House… 

COURIER. But this is not a house. It is a condo. Now, 
don’t worry. I only want to find my pack age and go on 
my way. (He be gins to search the desk.) 

SU SAN. Please, Mr. Johanson—I’m sure that if Ms. Bloor 
had in tended for you to pick up a pack age, she would 
have left it in plain sight. I really must ask that you… 

COURIER. Please, madam, do not be telling me how to do 
my job. If any one can find a package—it is Pradeep 
Johanson. (He turns the waste basket up side down and 
begins search ing the con tents.) 

SU SAN. Mr. Johanson! Oh, look what you’ve done! What 
a mess! Can’t you just come back later? I’m sure Ms. 
Bloor will be back this evening. 
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