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To Tony Moreno— 
I’m so grateful  

that I named a horse  
after you. 
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Horsefeathers! 
 
MELODRAMA/PARODY.  Audiences will love this joke-
filled send-up of melodramas! At the Smith Family Horse 
Farm, the Smiths are still grieving the day poor, dear Billy-Jim-
Bob-Toby-Tom-Lou Smith climbed onto the back of a wild 
stallion and was carried off into the wilderness never to be 
seen again. And they’ll always remember his last word, 
“Heeeeeeeeeeeelp!”  After betting the farm in a card game and 
losing to the horse-hating villain, Jeffrey T. Devious, Mrs. 
Smith has until 6 p.m. to pay him, or he will take over the 
Smith Family Horse Farm and exact revenge on all of horse-
kind! And to top it off, Devious has a cunning plan to wed 
Mrs. Smith’s daughter, Mary-Sue-Bonnie-Ann-Alice-Mae 
Smith, and whisk her away to his home on What-the-Sam Hill.  
“I’ll get you, my pretty…and your little horsies, too!”  Who 
will save the day?  Will a strapping, flannel-wearing stable 
hand formulate a “brilliant” plan to save the farm and wed 
Mary-Sue-Bonnie-Ann-Alice-Mae? Will a mysterious stranger, 
wearing a fake mustache, read a theater textbook and 
understand what a soliloquy is? Will a literate, grammatically 
correct horse finally reveal his gobsmacking secret?  Or is this 
all just horsefeathers? Suitable for audiences of all ages.  Easy 
to stage. 
 
Performance Time:  Approximately 30 minutes. 
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Production Note 
 
This is a parody of turn-of-the-century melodramas, so ham it 
up!  You cannot play it too broadly.  In melodramas of the 
early 20th century, it was de rigueur for the audience to cheer 
the hero and “boo” the villain.  Your audience can interact by 
booing, hissing, cheering, gasping, groaning, etc.  In order to 
encourage audience interaction, you can include a note in the 
program, use audience cue cards, or put plants in the audience 
to start booing, cheering, etc.  If desired, pre-recorded sound 
effects of crowd interaction may be used. 
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Characters 
2 M, 1 F, 2 flexible 

(With doubling: 2 M, 1 F, 1 flexible) 
 
TONY:  Literate, grammatically correct horse that is keeping a 

big secret; wears an unconvincing horse costume; flexible.  
(A prop horse and sound effects may be used in place of an 
actor.) 

MR. SMITH/MRS. SMITH:  Owner of the Smith Family 
Horse Farm; overprotective parent of Mary-Sue-Bonnie-
Ann-Alice-Mae; also plays role of Mysterious Stranger; does 
not have a mustache; flexible.  (If played as male, change 
script accordingly.) 

MARY-SUE-BONNIE-ANN-ALICE-MAE SMITH:  Mrs./Mr. 
Smith’s daughter who loves Johnny Q. Niceguy with all her 
heart; understands Tony’s horse-speak; female. 

JOHNNY Q. NICEGUY:  Heroic, strapping stable hand who 
has his sights set on marrying Mary-Sue-Bonnie-Ann-Alice-
Mae; wears a flannel shirt with suspenders and looks like a 
cross between Curly on “Oklahoma!” and the Brawny Man 
paper towel mascot; described as tall in the script but can be 
any height as long as he is taller than Jeffrey T. Devious; 
male. 

JEFFREY T. DEVIOUS:  Horse-hating villain who suffers from 
repressed childhood trauma; wants to foreclose on the Smith 
Family Horse Farm and force Mary-Sue-Bonnie-Ann-Alice-
Mae to marry him; has an implacable hatred of all horses; 
has a villainous mustache, wears a black hat and cloak, and 
looks very much like Snidely Whiplash; male.   

MYSTERIOUS STRANGER: Attorney who specializes in 
“convenient revelations”; character played by the same actor 
as Mr. Smith/Mrs. Smith; wears men’s clothing, a hat and an 
obviously fake mustache; flexible.  
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Setting 
 
Smith Family Horse Farm, Kentucky, circa 1900. 
 
 

Set 
 
The set may be as simple or elaborate as your budget allows.  
A bare stage or a simple backdrop of a Kentucky horse farm 
will suffice. 
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Props 
 
Lumps of sugar 
Handkerchief 
Small sack 
Large stick of deodorant labeled “Country Breeze” 
Coins 
Ledger 
Pencil 
Book entitled, The Fundamentals of Theater 
Sack with a dollar sign on it 
Business card 
Pair of eyeglasses, for Devious 
Penny 
Bundle of papers (attached to Tony) 
 
 

Special Effects 
 
Music, “My Old Kentucky Home”  
A poor-quality recording of a horse neighing (opt.) 
Sound of cheering and applause for hero (or audience can 

cheer and clap) 
Boos and hisses for villain (or audience can boo and hiss) 
Rim shot 
Trumpet blast (opt.) 
Dramatic sting 
Sad music 
Light bulb drops down and lights up over Tony’s head 
Melodrama-type music to play under dialogue, to introduce 

characters, etc. (opt.) 
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“A man 
who hates horses 
is hardly a man 

at all.” 
 

―Johnny Q. Niceguy 
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Horsefeathers! 
 
(AT RISE:  Smith Family Horse Farm in the heart of the Kentucky 
farmlands, circa 1900, a bright sunny day.  As lights come up, “My 
Old Kentucky Home” is heard.  Mary-Sue-Bonnie-Ann-Alice-Mae 
Smith is feeding sugar cubes to Tony.  Note:  A prop horse and sound 
effects may be used in place of an actor, if desired.) 
 
MARY:  (To Tony.)  Ah!  What a beautiful, bright sunny day it 

is here at the Smith Family Horse Farm in the heart of the 
Kentucky farmlands, circa 1900.  If only I could enjoy it.  But, 
alas!  I cannot!  For there is a terrible weight upon my heart! 

 
(Tony neighs, or a recording of a horse neighing is heard.) 
 
MARY:  Yes, Tony the horse.  A terrible weight!  Do you know 

what it is to love in vain, Tony the horse? 
 
(Tony neighs.) 
 
MARY:  (Surprised.)  Really?  You do?   
 
(Tony neighs.) 
 
MARY:  When was this? 
 
(Tony neighs.) 
 
MARY:  You never told me about that!  What happened to her? 
 
(Tony neighs.) 
  
MARY:  She left you?  For who? 
 
(Tony neighs, correcting her.) 
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MARY:  Sorry.  For whom? 
 
(Tony neighs.) 
 
MARY:  A steeplechase winner?  Oh, that is sad, Tony.  So, 

perhaps, you can relate to my own tragic tale.  You see, Tony 
the horse…I, too, am in love!   

 
(Tony neighs.) 
 
MARY:  Yes!  Love!  For real and for true!  His name is Johnny, 

and he is but a poor stable hand on my [mother’s] horse 
farm.  And I know my [mother] will never allow us to 
marry!  So you see, Tony…I, too, know the pain of 
impossible love!  [Note:  Or “father” if played as male.] 

 
(Mary bursts into tears and begins to sob outrageously.  She carries 
on loudly wailing for a few moments.  Tony neighs.) 
 
MARY:  What’s that, Tony? 
 
(Tony neighs.  Mary looks up and sees something offstage.) 
 
MARY:  (Excited.)  Oh, my!  Here he comes now!  The man I 

love with all my heart and the hero of this whole 
story…Johnny Q. Niceguy! 

 
(Johnny Q. Niceguy boldly enters to the sounds of cheering and 
clapping (recording) or the audience cheers and claps.  Johnny strikes 
a heroic pose for the audience.) 
 
MARY:  Oh, Johnny!  (Rushes into Johnny’s arms.)  I do love you 

so! 
JOHNNY:  And I love you, Miss Mary-Sue-Bonnie-Ann-Alice-

Mae Smith!  Good morning, Tony.  How are you today? 
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(Tony neighs.) 
 
JOHNNY:  (Laughs heartily.)  Oh, that Tony!  Never know what 

he’s gonna say next! 
 
(Tony neighs.) 
 
MARY:  You know, Johnny, I have loved you since you first 

came to work on my mother’s farm all those many, many 
years ago! 

JOHNNY:  (Confused.)  It’s only been four months. 
MARY:  Has it?  Well, all I know is that I love you…and that is 

why I weep!  (Weeps loudly.) 
JOHNNY:  Do not weep, my beloved Mary-Sue-Bonnie-Ann-

Alice-Mae Smith!  (Takes out a handkerchief.)  Here…  (Hands 
it to Mary.)  Dry your lovely tears and wipe your lovely nose. 

 
(Mary takes the hanky and blows her nose like a trumpet blast, or a 
trumpet blast sound effect may be used.  Mary hands the hanky back 
to Johnny, who takes it from her gingerly and then tosses it away.) 
 
MARY:  Oh, Johnny!  I love you so very, very much!  But we 

can never be together if my mother will not permit us to 
marry! 

JOHNNY:  Yes, that is true.  I admire your mother, Mary-Sue-
Bonnie-Ann-Alice-Mae Smith.  She is a good woman.  But I 
do think that, at times, she is a little too protective of you. 

MARY:  But can you blame her, Johnny…after what happened 
to my poor, dear…estranged brother?! 

 
(Dramatic sting.  Confused, Johnny looks around to see where the 
sound came from.) 
 
JOHNNY:  Ah, yes!  Your poor, dear, estranged brother!  

(Dramatic sting.  Looks around to see where the sound came from.)  



Horsefeathers! 
13 

How long has it been since your poor, dear brother became 
so very, very…estranged? 

MARY:  Seventeen years, two months, four days, and eight 
minutes ago.  And yet it seems like only yesterday since he 
left us….when he was still just a golden-eyed, blue-haired 
child. 

 
(Pause.) 
 
JOHNNY:  I think you mean a blue-eyed, golden-haired child. 
MARY:  Yes, now that you mention it, that does make more 

sense.  (Bursts into tears and sobs.)  Oh, that day!  What a sad, 
sad day ‘twas! 

JOHNNY:  Yes, you’ve told me many times of that day―many, 
many times―the day your poor, dear brother, Billy-Jim-Bob-
Toby-Tom-Lou Smith climbed onto the back of that wild 
stallion. 

MARY:  Poor, dear Billy-Jim-Bob-Toby-Tom-Lou Smith!  He 
had no way of knowing that Mother hadn’t broken that 
horse yet! 

JOHNNY:  And so it carried him away…into the 
wilderness…and he was never seen again. 

MARY:  And neither was my brother!  (Slight pause.)  You 
know, I’ll never forget the last thing my poor, dear brother 
said to me on that fateful day. 

JOHNNY:  What did he say, my beloved? 
MARY:  He said…  (Screams.)  …“Heeeeeeeeeeeelp!”  (Long 

pause.)  Anyway, ever since we lost my poor, dear brother, 
Mother has been extra protective of me.  You see, I’m all she 
has in the world. 

 
(Slight pause.) 
 
JOHNNY:  Except for this very lucrative horse farm. 
MARY:  Well, yes, she does have that. 
JOHNNY:  And that nice big house you all live in. 
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MARY:  Well, sure, I guess you could say— 
JOHNNY:  And, come to think of it, don’t you have six other 

brothers? 
MARY:  I do, but― 
JOHNNY:  And four sisters? 
MARY:  Yes, but― 
JOHNNY:  And a pet tortoise called Gavin? 
MARY:  Yes, but apart from all of that, I am all she has left in 

the world! 
 
(Tony neighs, correcting her.) 
 
MARY:  And Tony. 
JOHNNY:  Fret ye not, fair Mary-Sue-Bonnie-Ann-Alice-Mae 

Smith!  For someday, I shall make my fortune!  And then we 
can be married! 

MARY:  Oh, Johnny! 
JOHNNY:  Oh, Mary! 
MARY:  Oh, Johnny! 
JOHNNY:  Oh, Mary! 
MARY:  Oh, Johnny! 
JOHNNY:  Oh, Mary! 
 
(Mrs. Smith enters.  Note:  She does not have a mustache.) 
 
MRS. SMITH:  What’s going on here?  Why, Johnny―strapping 

and able-bodied, young field worker who has worked on my 
farm nigh these four months―are you taking advantage of my 
precious daughter? 

JOHNNY:  Nay, Mrs. Smith!  I say thee, nay!   
 
(Tony neighs.) 
 
JOHNNY:  (To Tony, correcting.)  No, not “neigh.”  “Nay”! 
MARY:  You see, Mother…Johnny and I are in love! 
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JOHNNY:  (To Mrs. Smith.)  We are.  And it is our wish to be 
married. 

MARY:  Married! 
MRS. SMITH:  Married?   
JOHNNY:  Married. 
MRS. SMITH:  Married?! 
MARY:  Married! 
MRS. SMITH:  (Shouts.)  Married?!  You cannot get married!  

Why, Mary, you are but a child of thirty-two-and-a-half.  
And, Johnny, heaven knows you cannot support a wife on 
what I pay you. 

JOHNNY:  Yes, er…I was going to talk to you about that later, 
but— 

MRS. SMITH:  Why, of all the colossal impudence!  You dare 
ask for my daughter’s hand and a raise on the same day?!  I 
should sack you right now!  But I haven’t got a big enough 
sack.  (Holds up a small sack, opt.) 

JOHNNY:  Please, Mrs. Smith, you know I would be good to 
your daughter and that I would take care of her.  And I 
would treat her as the wonderful girl she is, and I am tall 
and strapping and wear only flannel shirts.   

MRS. SMITH:  Yes, yes, you do.  (Indicating Johnny’s flannel 
shirt.)  Does that not get a little warm in the summer? 

JOHNNY:  It does, ma’am.  But it’s okay.  (Steps forward, in a 
TV commercial voice.)  I wear Country Breeze brand 
deodorant…  (Takes a stick of deodorant out of his pocket and 
holds it up to the audience.  Smiles broadly.)  …the brand of 
personal antiperspirant preferred by stable hands, farm 
boys, and agricultural workers across the country.  Now 
available as a roll-on or spray.  And it comes in a variety of 
pleasing aromas, including Fresh Rain, Magnolia, Green 
Bean, Floor Wax, and Leonard! 

MRS. SMITH:  (Confused.)  What are you talking about? 
JOHNNY:  (Puts stick of deodorant in his pocket.  Embarrassed, 

under his breath.)  Theater is expensive, Mrs. Smith.  You 
know how it is. 
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MRS. SMITH:  I see.  Well, that’s all very well, but darn it, 
Johnny Q. Niceguy, let us be realistic.  How would you 
support my darling daughter? 

JOHNNY:  Well, first, I’d get a good grip on her, then lift with 
my legs instead of my back— 

MRS. SMITH:  You know what I mean! 
JOHNNY:  I will take good care of Mary-Sue-Bonnie-Ann-

Alice-Mae, Mrs. Smith.  I am planning on starting a horse 
farm of my own, you know. 

MRS. SMITH:  A farm?  You?  What kind of horses do you 
have? 

JOHNNY:  Quarter Horses, ma’am.   
MRS. SMITH:  How many Quarter Horses? 
JOHNNY:  I have three Quarter Horses, ma’am. 
MRS. SMITH:  Good, then you almost have one.  (Rim shot.  

Everyone looks around to see where the sound came from.)  Well, 
be that as it may— 

JOHNNY:  And it may! 
MRS. SMITH:  You must remember that Mary-Sue-Bonnie-

Ann-Alice-Mae is all I have in the world ever since the loss 
of my poor, dear…estranged son!  (Pauses for dramatic sting.  
No sting is heard.  Confused.)  Huh.  So, you see, I could not 
bear to lose her the way I lost her poor, dear…estranged 
brother!  (Dramatic sting.  Isn’t ready for sting.  Realizes.)  Oh, I 
get how that works now. 

JOHNNY:  Mrs. Smith, did you ever find out what happened 
to your son, Billy-Jim-Bob-Toby-Tom-Lou? 

MRS. SMITH:  No, Johnny.  We searched for days, and days, 
and then…we stopped searching. 

JOHNNY:  Because all hope was lost? 
MRS. SMITH:  No, because we got tired of looking. 
JOHNNY:  Oh. 
MARY:  Mother!  I, too, mourn the loss of my poor, 

dear…estranged brother!  (Dramatic sting.)  But Johnny and I 
are in love!  Would you stand in the way of true love? 
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MRS. SMITH:  Yes, I would!  Have I not made that clear?  That 
is, literally, exactly what I intend to do!  And, besides, we 
have bigger problems to worry about than you being in love 
with this fine, strapping, flannel-clad youth. 

MARY:  Have we?   
MRS. SMITH:  We have.  You see, my child…we may be in 

danger of…losing the farm! 
 
(Dramatic sting.  Big reactions from Johnny, Mary, and Tony.) 
 
JOHNNY:  (À la W.C. Fields.)  Godfrey Daniels!   
MARY:  Oh, say not so, Mother, dear! 
JOHNNY:  (To Mrs. Smith.)  Losing the Smith Family Horse 

Farm in the Kentucky heartland?  To who? 
 
(Tony neighs, correcting him.) 
 
JOHNNY:  (To Tony.)  I beg your pardon.  (To Mrs. Smith.)  To 

whom? 
 
(Jeffrey T. Devious enters, cackling with devious glee.  His entrance 
is accompanied by “boos” and “hisses.”)   
 
DEVIOUS:  Me-em!  That’s whom!  (Reacting to “boos” and 

“hisses.”)  Okay, well, that seems uncalled for! 
JOHNNY:  Mr. Devious!  The wicked local landowner who 

takes wicked satisfaction by foreclosing on mortgages and 
casting poor people out into the cold!  What a wicked man! 

DEVIOUS:  It’s no use!  Flattery will get you nowhere!  (Cackles 
with devious glee.) 

MARY:  I don’t understand, Mother.  How could you lose the 
Smith Family Horse Farm to this terrible, awful man? 

MRS. SMITH:  I-I don’t know if you will understand, Mary-
Sue-Bonnie-Ann-Alice-Mae…you, with your innocent, 
virtuous nature and all.  But the truth of the matter is…I lost 
the mortgage to Devious in a card game! 
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MARY:  A card game?!  You were gambling with Mr. Devious? 
MRS. SMITH:  I was!  To my eternal shame, I was, Daughter, 

dear!   
MARY:  And you lost? 
MRS. SMITH:  I did!   
MARY:  But how? 
MRS. SMITH:  Well, he had a full house, and I was going for 

an inside straight, but I lost it on the draw. 
MARY:  Oh, Mother!  You and your inside straights!  I always 

knew they would bring nothing but trouble!  And now it 
seems we may lose the farm! 

MRS. SMITH:  The farm…  (Goes CS.  Lights fade.  Spotlight on 
her CS.  Sad music.)  My father worked this farm his whole 
life.  He inherited it from his mother, who inherited it from 
her mother, who inherited it from her Uncle Louie, who 
inherited it from his second cousin 2 ½ times removed, who 
bought it off a guy called Dan.  In those days, it was just a 
couple of acres and a single mare with a wooden leg.  But 
my family built it up into the single greatest horse farm the 
Bluegrass State has ever seen.  And my father…my dear, 
departed father, Rufus J. Smith, was the greatest horse 
farmer in all of Kentucky and parts of Indiana.  He worked 
his fingers to the bone making this farm what it is today.  He 
worked so hard, his legs fell off from exhaustion.  He 
worked so hard, my mother had to lasso, hogtie, and drag 
him into the house to get him to go to bed.  He worked so 
hard…well, you get the idea.  Anyway, Rufus may be gone 
now, but this farm is his legacy and it will live on…forever. 

 
(Spotlight down.  Lights up.) 
 
JOHNNY:  It sounds like the Smith Family has horse farming 

in their blood, ma’am.   
MRS. SMITH:  They certainly do, my boy…  (To herself, under 

her breath.)  …among other things.  (Out loud.)  This farm is 
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my life.  And now, just because I couldn’t make that inside 
straight, I’m going to lose it all! 

DEVIOUS:  That’s right!  I am now the rightful owner of the 
Smith Family Horse Farm!  All the land, all the horses, even 
this guy!  (Jerks a thumb toward Johnny.) 

JOHNNY:  What do you mean?  Just because I work on her 
farm doesn’t mean she owns—  (Mrs. Smith looks at him.  
Awkward moment.  Realizes.)  Oh, that explains why you 
made me sign my contract in blood— 

MARY:  Oh!  You are an evil, evil man, Mr. Devious! 
DEVIOUS:  And you are a lovely, lovely lady, Miss Mary-Lou-

Betty-Sue-Elsie-Mae—  (Stops.)  No, hang on.  Is that right? 
MARY:  Close.  It’s Mary-Sue-Bonnie-Ann-Alice-Mae. 
DEVIOUS:  Geez!  (To Mrs. Smith.)  Why in the world did you 

name her something like that? 
MRS. SMITH:  I’m indecisive. 
DEVIOUS:  So, I see.  But, worry not, Smiths!  You see, I am 

not here to take your farm away from you.  In fact, I am here 
on a mission of mercy!  I am in a generous mood upon this 
day of all days, and I am prepared to return the mortgage to 
you, Mrs. Smith. 

MRS. SMITH:  You are? 
JOHNNY:  (To Devious.)  Really? 
MARY:  (To Devious.)  Do you really mean it? 
MRS. SMITH:  (To Devious.)  You’re giving me back my farm? 
JOHNNY:  (To Devious.)  Honestly? 
MARY:  (To Devious.)  For realsies? 
DEVIOUS:  That’s right, Mrs. Smith!  I will give you your 

horse farm back free of charge…  (Dramatic pause.)  …if— 
MRS. SMITH:  Yes!  Anything!  I don’t care what the “if” is!  

There is nothing I possess that is more valuable to me than 
my farm.  So as long as you don’t ask for my daughter’s 
hand in marriage, we should be fine. 

 
(Awkward pause.) 
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DEVIOUS:  Oh.  Well, this is awkward… 
MRS. SMITH:  What? 
DEVIOUS:  That’s right, old woman!  If you allow me to marry 

your daughter, I shall give you back your horse farm.  
Refuse me, and the only chance you’ll have of working with 
horses is at a dog food factory!  (Cackles with devious glee, but 
this time he begins to choke since the laugh is a terrific strain on 
his voice.  Johnny pounds him on the back.  To Johnny.)  Thank 
you.  Being evil is a terrific strain on the voice, you know.  
Now then, where were we?  (Remembers.)  Oh, yes!  The 
choice is yours, Mrs. Smith! 

MRS. SMITH:  Oh, my poor heart…torn between the desire for 
my daughter’s happiness and my lifelong commitment to 
my family’s farm!  What is a woman to do?! 

JOHNNY:  (Admonishingly.)  Mrs. Smith!  You cannot be 
considering this man’s offer! 

MARY:  (Pleading.)  Please, Mother, do not make me marry 
that terrible, terrible man. 

JOHNNY:  (To Mrs. Smith.)  How can you even think about 
losing Mary-Sue-Bonnie-Ann-Alice-Mae the way you lost 
her estranged brother, Billy-Jim-Bob-Toby-Tom-Lou! 

 
(Mary sobs.) 
 
DEVIOUS:  Oi, this again?!  I, for one, am sick and tired of 

hearing about this estranged fella, Mrs. Smith.  Face it!  The 
boy you knew is gone forever!  Now make your choice! 

MRS. SMITH:  I’m sorry, Devious, the answer is…no!  I won’t 
trade my daughter for my farm! 

JOHNNY:  (Delighted.)  Hooray! 
MARY:  (Overjoyed.)  Hoorah! 
DEVIOUS:  (Disappointed.)  Hurroo. 
MRS. SMITH:  Now, if you all will excuse me, I have to spiral 

into uncontrollable, inconsolable, unbelievable, 
inconceivable despair.  (Bursts into tears and exits.) 
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MARY:  Johnny, whatever shall we do?  My mother is 
wallowing in despair…rhyming despair.   

JOHNNY:  And that’s the worst kind! 
MARY:  We cannot let her down. 
JOHNNY:  I know, Mary, but what can we do?  You can’t 

marry this, this…  (Indicates Devious.)  …guy! 
DEVIOUS:  But how else are you to save the Smith Family 

Horse Farm, Mary-Ellen-Susan-Becky— 
MARY:  (Correcting.)  It’s Mary-Sue-Bonnie-Ann-Alice-Mae. 
DEVIOUS:  Whatever!  All that matters is that you will be 

mine!  I will have the horse farm and your petite hand in 
marriage as sure as my name is Jeffrey T. Devious!  I’ll get 
you, my pretty…and your little horsies, too!  (Cackles with 
devious glee, exits.) 

MARY:  (Crying.)  Oh, Johnny!  What shall we do?   
JOHNNY:  There, there, Mary-Sue-Bonnie-Ann-Alice-Mae.  

Jeff Devious may be an evil, mustachioed villain, but we will 
not allow him to take your mother’s farm, or you.  For, you 
see, I have formulated a brilliant idea!  One that will not only 
allow your mother to keep the farm without forcing you to 
marry Devious, but will make her like me so much she will 
immediately consent to our marriage! 

MARY:  Oh, that’s super! 
JOHNNY:  Yes, it is, isn’t it? 
MARY:  And what, pray tell, is thy plan, Johnny? 
JOHNNY:  Simply this…I will find out how much is due on 

the mortgage and pay it off myself! 
MARY:  You?  Pay off the mortgage on the Smith Family 

Horse Farm?  But how?  You’ve not a dime to your name! 
JOHNNY:  Not yet I haven’t!  But I will find a way to raise the 

money to save the farm and earn your hand in marriage! 
MARY:  And I shall do what I can to help!  Let’s see…  

(Removes some coins from her pocket and counts them.)  I’ve got 
$11.60.  Will that help? 
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JOHNNY:  Yes, Mary-Sue-Bonnie-Ann-Alice-Mae.  Yes, it will 
help…just not a whole heck of a lot.  Now, to find out how 
much your mother owes…  (Calls.)  Devious! 

 
(Devious enters, unrealistically quickly.)   
 
DEVIOUS:  Yeah, what? 
JOHNNY:  How much is owed on the mortgage? 
DEVIOUS:  Oh, lemme see.  (Takes out his ledger.)  Your mother 

owes me exactly…$5,000! 
JOHNNY:  Five thousand dollars?!  Why, that sum is 

astronomical! 
MARY:  But, Johnny, however will you raise $5,000 in one 

day? 
JOHNNY:  Simple.  I will— 
MARY:  Without subverting your principles? 
JOHNNY:  Oh.  Er…  (Thinks.)  Then I have no idea.  But we’ll 

think of something.  (Gets an idea.)  Gallopin’ grizzlies!  We 
don’t need to raise $5,000 in one day! 

MARY:  We don’t? 
JOHNNY:  Don’t you remember?  You said you had $11.60! 
MARY:  That’s right!  We don’t have to raise $5,000.  We only 

have to raise $4,988.40!  Hope is restored!  How clever you 
are! 

DEVIOUS:  (Sarcastic.)  Yeah, what a genius.  (Takes the coins 
from Mary and makes a note in his ledger.)  Look, do what you 
want, but the mortgage is due by 6 p.m. tonight.  If I don’t 
get every penny by then, I keep the farm and Dear Old 
Mother will have to choose between losing the farm and 
letting me marry you!  Then I shall whisk you away to my 
home in the old sawmill on What-the-Sam Hill! 

MARY:  The old sawmill on What-the-Sam Hill? 
DEVIOUS:  Yes, the old sawmill on What-the-Sam Hill! 
 
(Devious performs a little tap dance and poses with jazz hands.  
Johnny and Mary clap appreciatively.) 
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JOHNNY:  I don’t care what you say, Devious…or how good a 
dancer you are!  I won’t let you—  (Realizes.)  Wait, you live 
in the old sawmill? 

DEVIOUS:  Yes.  Why do you ask? 
JOHNNY:  No, it’s just…aren’t you rich? 
DEVIOUS:  Rich?  No, why would you think that? 
JOHNNY:  Well, you’re always going around foreclosing on 

mortgages and taking people’s land.  I sort of thought that 
would be more…lucrative.  Seems like a big hole in the plot, 
if you ask me. 

DEVIOUS:  (Scoffs.)  You think that’s a plot hole?!  Mrs. Smith 
is supposed to be a successful horse farmer, but she had to 
mortgage her farm?  How does that make sense? 

JOHNNY:  Seems like some pretty lazy writing, if you ask me.  
(“Punches” himself in the face.) 

MARY:  Why did you do that, Johnny? 
JOHNNY:  It said to in the script.  And now, if you’ll excuse 

me, I must go into town and earn $4,988.40 before six 
o’clock!  Farewell, my beloved Mary!  And farewell, you evil 
Mr. Devious!  (To Tony.)  Tone.  

  
(Tony neighs.  Jonny exits.) 
 
DEVIOUS:  (To Mary.)  Ah!  Alone at last! 
MARY:  I have nothing to say to you, Mr. Devious! 
DEVIOUS:  Oh, why so formal?  Why not call me Jeff?  After 

all, we’re going to be married soon. 
MARY:  We will never be married, you fiendish fiend! 
DEVIOUS:  That’s what you think!  But unbeknownst to you 

and your fine, strapping boyfriend, I have a cunning plan 
cooking in my evil, evil brain, which will guarantee that I 
end up with the farm and your hand in marriage by the end 
of this play! 

MARY:  Why are you doing this, you devil?  Why do you do 
such evil things? 
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DEVIOUS:  I can’t help it!  I have always been an evil 
mastermind, as far as I can remember, which isn’t altogether 
far, honestly.  Much of my early childhood is a blur, and I 
suspect I was the victim of some trauma that I have 
repressed as I grew into maturity, and this may indeed be 
the root cause of all my criminalistic tendencies.  (Long 
pause.)  What the heck am I talking about?  (Shakes it off.)  But 
now, one thing is clear:  I am Jeff Devious, villain-at-large!  
And I promise you will be my bride, Mary-Sue-Ann-Billy-
Jean-Ki—  (Can’t remember her name.  Tries again.)  No, I 
mean, Mary-Joe-Sonny-Bob…Carol-Ted-Alice…Grumpy-
Sleepy-Sneezy…  (Adlibs more name combinations but keeps 
getting her name hopelessly wrong.  Exasperated.)  Oh, never 
mind!   

 
(Perturbed, Devious stalks off and exits.  Pause.) 
 
MARY:  What a strange, evil man. 
 
(Tony neighs.) 
 
MARY:  Oh, Tony!  Doesn’t everything seem bleak and 

hopeless?  My mother is going to lose the Smith Family 
Horse Farm!  And I will never be able to marry my fine, 
strapping, flannel-clad, good-smelling boyfriend, Johnny!  
And you!  What will become of you if the Smith Family 
Horse Farm goes under? 

 
[END OF FREEVIEW] 

 


