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To my 
wonderful wife, Hedy,  

who for 52 years,  
has laughed and groaned  
at my attempts at humor. 

 
I’m grateful  

to have found someone  
who actually finds me funny. 
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Therapy Dog 
 
COMEDY.  In this “biting” comedy, a lonely bachelor forces 
his dog, Achoo, to fly with him on airplanes and accompany 
him to the store. Humiliated that he has to wear a vest with 
“Therapy Dog” on it, Achoo quits his job posing as Jerome’s 
therapy dog.  Sick of all the togetherness, Achoo tells Jerome 
he wants a new career and more me-time.  But as the two 
discuss Achoo’s future plans, they start bickering and airing 
out their grievances.  Jerome is sick of Achoo barking at 
squirrels during Zoom calls and refusing to put his dog toys 
away.  Meanwhile, Achoo is tired of Dollar Store dog toys, 
watching re-runs on basic cable, and burning his feet on 
asphalt because Jerome is too cheap to buy him doggie Crocs.  
Jerome declares Achoo an agoraphobic hypochondriac, while 
Achoo diagnoses Jerome as suffering from separation anxiety. 
In the end, Jerome realizes he doesn’t need a therapy dog, and 
Achoo doesn’t need dog therapy.  They need a therapist!  Male 
and female versions.  Easy to stage. 
  
Performance Time:  Approximately 15-20 minutes. 
 



Therapy Dog 
5 

Characters 
(Male version:  1 M, 1 flexible) 

(Female version:  1 F, 1 flexible) 
 
JEROME/JANICE:  A lonely bachelor/bachelorette who forces 

his dog, Achoo, to wear a therapy dog vest so he can take 
him on airplanes and into stores; flexible. 

ACHOO:  A “purebred” dog that is sick of pretending to be a 
therapy dog and feels like his life is meaningless because 
he’s living a lie; Achoo may be any dog breed and can speak 
or act according to his breed (e.g. if portrayed as a French 
poodle, he/she can speak with a French accent, etc.); flexible.   

 
NOTE:  For flexible roles, change script accordingly.  Female 
version of the play, page 21. 
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Setting 
 
Jerome/Janice’s living room. 
 
 

Set 
 
Living room.  There are two stuffed chairs, a footstool, and a 

squeaky dog toy on the floor.   
 
 

Synopsis of Scenes 
 
Scene 1:  Living room. 
Scene 2:  Living room, a week later. 
 
 

Props 
 
Squeaky dog toy 
Bandages or cast for Jerome’s leg 
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“This is your idea  
of therapy? 
A dog toy  

that you bought 
at the dollar store?” 

 

―Achoo 
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Scene 1 
(Male version) 

 
(AT RISE:  Jerome’s living room.  Jerome is seated in one chair and 
his dog, Achoo, is seated in another.) 
 
ACHOO:  Jerome, we have to talk. 
JEROME:  (Sighs.)  So what is it this time, Achoo? 
ACHOO:  I hate that name. 
JEROME:  It makes me laugh.  When people call you Achoo, I 

say, gesundheit. 
ACHOO:  Not funny when you’ve heard the joke a thousand 

times. 
JEROME:  Always gets a laugh, especially from the ladies. 
ACHOO:  Oh, sure, you’re a big hit with the ladies, Jerome.  

I’m a mutt magnet.  You can’t even get a date.  (Sighs.) I 
can’t keep pretending to be something I’m not.  I’m not a 
therapy dog. 

JEROME:  We’ve been through this before, Achoo. 
ACHOO:  Gesundheit.  (Laughs.) 
JEROME:  So it’s funny when you do it, but not me? 
ACHOO:  I’m just giving you a taste of your own medicine.  I 

hate the charade that I’m your therapy dog. 
JEROME:  It saves me from paying a fee on the airplane, you 

ungrateful dog.  Do you want to sit in a cage in the hold? 
ACHOO:  I’d rather stay home instead of traveling with you. 
JEROME:  Dog sitters cost $100 a day.  I can’t afford that.   
ACHOO:  It’s not just the plane.  You take me into stores with 

that ridiculous vest that says “Therapy Dog.”  
JEROME:  That outfit set me back $80 at Wags to Riches. 
ACHOO:  What’s next, Jerome?  You pretend to be blind and 

say I’m your service dog? 
JEROME:  Now, that seems really disingenuous.  Besides, you 

don’t have the skill set to be a service dog.   
ACHOO:  That hurts, Jerome.  You don’t support my dreams 

and my efforts to improve myself.   
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JEROME:  Don’t start, Achoo.  I’m not paying for you to take 
online courses at the [University of Phoenix].  We’re barely 
making ends meet now.  [Or insert another online university.] 

ACHOO:  All you do is whine about money, Jerome.  Getting a 
degree would improve my self-esteem. 

JEROME:  I’m trying to build your self-esteem by giving you a 
job. 

ACHOO:  I don’t want to work for you, Jerome.  And I 
certainly don’t want to be your therapy dog, especially since 
you don’t need one.  It’s an insult to all of the people who 
really do need a therapy dog.  Besides, I want a job that lets 
me express my creativity.  I’m an artiste.   

JEROME:  (Sarcastic.)  Sure you are, Achoo.  Putting your paw 
print on a piece of canvas doesn’t make you an artist.  And 
I’m not buying you brushes, art lessons, and a beret.  You’re 
not going to be an artist.  You aren’t even good at this job. 

ACHOO:  No one’s buying that I’m your therapy dog, Jerome.  
Therapy dogs are supposed to ignore people and other dogs.  
I’m a people person. 

JEROME:  I thought giving you a job and a title would add 
meaning to your life. 

ACHOO:  My life does have meaning…when you’re not 
around, thank you very much.  You’re just too needy.  You 
really don’t need company to go to the grocery store.  If you 
have separation anxiety, call me on the phone as you walk 
up and down the aisles.  And would it kill you to pick me up 
a treat every now and then? 

JEROME:  You’re spoiled, Achoo.  Your [Chewy.com] bill is 
more than my mortgage.  [Or insert another online pet retailer.] 

ACHOO:  Thanks for not rubbing my nose in it, Jerome.  
Meanwhile, every other dog in the neighborhood gets a 
package every week with goodies from [BarkBox].  [Or insert 
another pet retailer.] 

JEROME:  Is this about you wanting [dog Crocs]?  [Or insert 
another type of dog shoe, WagWellies, Pawz boots, etc.] 
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ACHOO:  Every other dog in the neighborhood has them.  The 
pavement gets hot during the summer. 

JEROME:  We need to cut corners, Achoo.  Inflation and gas 
prices are through the roof. 

ACHOO:  So ask for a raise.   
JEROME:  I’m not sure my boss likes me. 
ACHOO:  (With a French accent, sarcastic.)  Quelle surprise!   
JEROME:  She liked me better when I worked from home.  

Plus, I’m much more handsome on Zoom than I am in 
person.  Those ring lights work wonders. 

ACHOO:  And you look even more handsome when the video 
is off. 

JEROME:  You say you’re a therapy dog, Achoo, but you’re 
very mean-spirited. 

ACHOO:  No, Jerome.  You say I’m a therapy dog.  I don’t. 
JEROME:  It didn’t exactly help my career when you started 

barking incessantly during my last Zoom call. 
ACHOO:  That squirrel was taunting me! 
JEROME:  Maybe the squirrel would like a job as my therapy 

animal.  At least he wouldn’t bark during my meetings. 
ACHOO:  Feel free to take the squirrel with you to work, 

Jerome. 
JEROME:  (Wistfully.)  I loved working from home.  Now, I 

have to be in the office four days a week. 
ACHOO:  I couldn’t wait for you to go back to work.  You 

were suffocating me, Jerome. 
JEROME:  When I was home, I could monitor your spending.  

Now I have to block the Home Shopping Network channels.  
You’re Amazon Prime’s customer of the month.  You get 
sucked in by every infomercial.  Last week, you bought a 
crate of Miracle Lake Water that guaranteed you would hit 
the lottery or win the jackpot on the slots.  And then you 
drank it and couldn’t wait to pee until I got home. 

ACHOO:  You’ve taken away all my activities.  You canceled 
our [Netflix] and [Apple TV] subscriptions, which leaves me 
with basic cable.  I’ve seen every [NCIS] rerun four times.  
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[Or insert other streaming companies.]  [Or insert another 
common TV rerun.] 

JEROME:  You need to get out of the house more…and not just 
for bathroom breaks. 

ACHOO:  I would, if you weren’t with me all the time.  I need 
me-time, not you-and-me-time.  Why don’t you go on a road 
trip and give me some space? 

JEROME:  You’re the only dog I’ve ever met that doesn’t want 
to ride in the car.  And heaven forbid I open a window and 
mess up your fur— 

ACHOO:  Excuse me for taking pride in my appearance, 
Jerome. 

JEROME:  I wish you’d take pride in your housekeeping.  That 
chew toy I bought you is always underfoot.  (Picks up a dog 
toy, dangles it in front of Achoo, and squeezes the toy.  The toy 
squeaks.)  For once in your life, could you put it away in the 
toy chest I gave you? 

ACHOO:  OCD and cheap…you’re a catch, Jerome. 
JEROME:  Says the dog who’s so anal, he has to poop at the 

same time every day! 
ACHOO:  I can poop in the house if you prefer.   
JEROME:  I’m tired of tripping over your things, Achoo.   
ACHOO:  Gesundheit!  (Laughs.)  I’m starting to like my name. 
JEROME:  Wanting to keep my bachelor pad neat doesn’t 

make me obsessive-compulsive. 
ACHOO:  I’m pretty sure you need to bring a date home once 

a millennium to call it a bachelor pad. 
JEROME:  Don’t get me started on your psychological issues, 

Achoo.  I’m starting to think you’re agoraphobic. 
ACHOO:  I like going out…just not with you. 
JEROME:  Ouch!  I thought being my therapy dog gave you a 

sense of purpose. 
ACHOO:  Maybe a raise would give my life more meaning.  I 

need a little walking-around money. 
JEROME:  You already get free medical care.  I’m going to end 

up in the poor house paying your vet bills. 
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ACHOO:  I’m a purebred.  We have more medical problems 
than mutts. 

JEROME:  You’re a hypochondriac.  The pet insurance 
company canceled your policy. 

ACHOO:  Your buddy, Melvin, worships his dog, even though 
she’s costing him an arm and a paw.   

JEROME:  And that dog worships him.  She doesn’t take a step 
without looking up lovingly at Melvin.  You, on the other 
hand, act like a teenager who’s embarrassed to be seen with 
his father.   

ACHOO:  I’m not one of those dogs who needs his owner’s 
approval, Jerome.  I’m a free spirit. 

JEROME:  All I’m asking for is a little respect and some 
appreciation.  I pay more for your prescriptions than my 
own. 

ACHOO:  Look at your cousin Marsha.  She cuts her own pills 
in half so she can afford to pay the vet bills for her dog.  
Marsha gives that dog shots every morning for his diabetes.  
And in return, he pees on her.  Count your blessings, 
Jerome. 

JEROME:  You’ve given me a great idea to make some extra 
money.  (In a mobster voice.)  “Marsha, I’m making you an 
offer you can’t refuse.  For $1,000, I can make your dog’s 
health problems go away.  Don’t ask any questions.  Just 
leave the money in small bills in one of those green poop 
bags.” 

ACHOO:  (Shocked.)  So that’s my future?  When I get really 
sick, you’ll hire a hit man…or a hit dog!  I don’t even know 
who you are, Jerome. 

JEROME:  I’m the only guy in the world whose dog needs a 
pill organizer. 

ACHOO:  And you cut corners by ordering my drugs from 
[India].  All my pills taste like [curry], and who knows 
what’s in them.  [Or another country and cuisine like Canada 
and poutine, etc..] 

JEROME:  Marsha’s dog loves [Indian] food. 
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ACHOO:  Why don’t you date a pharmaceutical rep, so she 
can hook you up with samples?  Oh, wait.  I forgot.  You 
can’t get a date, let alone a hot pharmaceutical rep. 

JEROME:  (Exasperated.)  You know, Achoo, you can be 
replaced.  There’s a federal law that allows all kinds of 
emotional support animals.  Maybe I’ll buy a miniature 
horse or a pot-bellied pig.  (Dryly.)  They probably won’t eat 
as much as you. 

ACHOO:  That hurts, Jerome.  Are you trying to make me 
anorexic?   

JEROME:  Last I checked, Achoo, you’ve never passed up a 
meal. 

ACHOO:  So now you’re body-shaming me?  Don’t I have 
enough problems already?  My eyesight isn’t as good as it 
used to be. 

JEROME:  Maybe you have dog-a-racts.  (Achoo doesn’t laugh.)  
Dog-a-racts, get it?  It’s the canine version of cataracts… 

 
(Achoo doesn’t even crack a smile.) 
 
ACHOO:  (Dryly.)  How are you still single? 
JEROME:  Lighten up, Achoo.  Tell you what…I’ll change your 

title from “therapy dog” to “emotional support dog.”  I’ll 
even buy you a new vest.  Satisfied? 

ACHOO:  You can’t put lipstick on a dog by giving me a fancy 
title.  (À la Emma Thompson in “Love Actually.)  “You’ve made 
the life I lead foolish.” 

JEROME:  Please don’t quote “Love Actually” to me, Achoo. 
ACHOO:  (Chokes up.)  Here I am…a therapy dog— 
JEROME:  (Correcting.)  Emotional support dog, Achoo.  Get a 

job and move out if you’re unhappy.  Maybe you could be a 
bomb-sniffing dog or a police dog. 

ACHOO:  That sounds dangerous.  I’m a people person. 
JEROME:  I know.  You told me.  You have an excuse for 

everything, Achoo.  I paid for that day-trading course, and 
you never made a dime in bull markets or bear markets.   
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ACHOO:  Here we go again!  You’re going to throw up the 
$10,000 I lost day trading! 

JEROME:  Why shouldn’t I?  I’m going to end up in the 
poorhouse. 

ACHOO:  Maybe you should just drop me off at the animal 
shelter. 

JEROME:  I would never do that.  I’m just saying you could 
contribute a little more to this household by doing your job 
and not thinking every headache is a brain tumor. 

ACHOO:  All you do is complain about money.  You’ll miss 
me someday… 

JEROME:  Have you been hanging out with my mother, 
Achoo?  Don’t play the guilt card on me.   

ACHOO:  Maybe you could spring for me to get some therapy.  
I’m just not happy. 

 
(Jerome picks up the dog toy.) 
 
JEROME:  (Offering Achoo the dog toy.)  Play with your toy, 

Achoo.  That always seems to cheer you up. 
 
(Achoo just stares at the dog toy.)   
 
ACHOO:  This is your idea of therapy…a dog toy that you 

bought at the Dollar Store?  (Takes the toy.  Sarcastic.)  I’m 
touched.  I have issues, Jerome, and I need your support. 

 
[END OF FREEVIEW] 


