Characters:
Mark Stern, the owner of Stern’s Funeral Home
Jenna Stern, his wife
Setting:
The preparation room of Stern’s Funeral Home
Jenna: So…you’re still working?
Mark: Yes. This is taking longer than I expected.
Jenna: I see that. It’s getting late.
Mark: You know what they say, “You can’t rush a masterpiece.”
Jenna: It’s not like people will see your work for very long.
Mark: (Slightly insulted) Thanks.
Jenna: I mean, how long does a viewing or funeral last anyway?
Mark: It’s important that this be as perfect as I can make it.
Jenna: She…she looks good.
Mark: Thanks.
Jenna: How did she…? What did they say was the cause of death?
Mark: Fracture of the skull…from a fall—internal bleeding and brain
hemorrhaging.
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Unsigned Paintings is a short play for two mature actors. This play
should be performed by a male and female performer and may be entered
in either Duo Interpretation or Duet Acting. The dynamics of the scene
will be determined by the performers’ ability to play moments. The
scene takes place in the preparation room of a funeral home where Mark
Stern, owner of the funeral home, is preparing a deceased person for
a viewing; therefore, it is important that the actor portraying Mark to
recreate realistic stage business for the task at hand. Each pantomimed
task should be performed with the slow precision and methodical
movements of an artist creating a masterpiece. Mark’s wife, Jenna, has
had emotional problems in the past. Being aware of this subtext will
help determine the tone as each actor delivers his/her lines of dialogue.
Oftentimes, the most engaging scenes are those that reflect moments
taken from real life. Overall, this is a dramatic scene; however, there is
a great deal of humor found within the script. Play that humor. Let the
characters react to one another with 100% honesty. The drama mask
icons are merely visible to show the performers where the ending of a
teaser could be placed, if a teaser is desired.

Gary: Oh, I was lost once, too. I got lost in the fog.
Doctor: And how did that make you feel?
Gary: Good, I guess. Being lost in the fog—I realized I was mist.
Doctor: (Interrupting) I think all of you are missing the point. You’ve
worked hard. You—people—are what make Halloween so great! Society
owes you a debt of gratitude! You make Halloween scary for the rest
of us. Without skeletons, vampires, ghosts, werewolves and mummies,
Halloween would be just another day on the calendar. I think all of you
have underestimated your self-worth in society. Don’t you see? The
anticipation of Halloween is so great for each of you—that once it’s over
and your work is done—you feel exhausted. Exhaustion can often be
mistaken for depression. I think each of you deserves a little vacation.
Count, what do you say? If you could take Darla anywhere in the world,
where would you take her?
Dracula: Well, New York City would be nice, I suppose. (Looking at
Darla) Would you like to fly up there this weekend, Sweetie?
Darla: (Touched by his offer) Oh, Dracula. I’ve always wanted to visit the
Vampire State Building.
Dracula: And maybe we could drop by the headquarters of the Wall Street
Journal. I hear it has a great circulation.
Darla: (To the group) You know, when we first met, my parents said our
love would be in vein. Little did they know it was love at first bite!
Doctor: Gary, what about you? Surely you get tired of the daily grind.
Gary: You’re telling me. Selling Home Moaners Insurance is murder
sometimes. And trust me. Collecting premiums from ghosts isn’t easy.
It’s like that guy who didn’t pay for his exorcism.
Doctor: What happened to him?
Gary: He got repossessed.
Doctor: Well, you’re a ghost. Where do ghosts like to go on vacation?
Gary: That’s easy—Mali-boo.
Doctor: Great! Harry, what about you? Where would a—werewolf—like
to roam?
Harry: (Howling with excitement)
Doctor: I’m sorry. I still can’t decipher what you’re telling us.
Darla: I think he wants to go to Howl-lywood, California.
Doctor: Of course, he does. And Martha, raising two little—mummies—
can’t be easy. Don’t you think you’ve earned a vacation?
Martha: Well, to tell the truth, I get so wrapped up with my job at the
bandage manufacturing plant that I think I could use a little down time to
unwind.
Doctor: So, where would you like to take little Matthew and Madison?
Martha: The kids love to swim. Maybe we’ll take a little trip down to
Lake Eerie—or maybe we’ll visit the Dead Sea. I think they’d like that.
Doctor: Cindy, you’re still in—skull—but is there anything exciting
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Mark: You’re not going to make a scene are you?
Jenna: Of course not. Have I ever made a scene at a funeral?
Mark: Yes.
Jenna: When?
Mark: Remember the time when they were about to conclude the
graveside service and that woman began to sing her hymn?
Jenna: (Laughing) I’d totally forgotten about that.
Mark: She started singing, “Jesus Is Calling,” and just as she said those
very words—your cell phone started ringing.
Jenna: Well, the real irony is that it was Jesus. He wanted to know if
we wanted our hedges trimmed the next time he and his crew mowed the
lawn.
Mark: (Laughing) It may have been the only service where technology
served a higher purpose and made a few of the mourners born-again
believers.
Jenna: I wonder how he’ll act.
Mark: Who?
Jenna: Her husband. If he did do it, I want to know how he’ll react at the
service. Will he be remorseful and cry the whole time—wishing he could
undo the crime? Or will he be reverent and try to act strong—all the while
thinking deep down inside—that he can’t wait until this funeral is over so
he can take all of the life insurance money and hightail it to some exotic
island?
Mark: What? You’ve already sentenced the guy? He’s guilty—no trial or
anything?
Jenna: They usually are guilty, you know…
Mark: You’ve been watching way too much television.
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Jenna: (Suddenly realizing) She’s the one, isn’t she? She’s the one
they’ve been talking about on the news. They think she might have been
pushed down a flight of stairs or something. Aren’t they investigating her
husband?
Mark: They’ve questioned him—yes. They haven’t pressed any charges
or anything.
Jenna: So, he’ll be there? For the funeral, I mean.
Mark: I don’t think it would bode well for him if he didn’t show up.
Jenna: No, I mean—I’ll get to see him. See if he looks like the type that
would…
Mark: You know, you don’t have to go to every funeral with me.
Jenna: No. I want to go. It’s important that I be there. You know that.
Mark: I do.
Jenna: So, I’m going.
Mark: Okay…
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Gary: Have you tried the new Ghost Toasties? They’re delicious.
Martha: No, I haven’t. I’ll have to get some the next time I’m at the
ghost-ery store.
Doctor: I think I’m beginning to understand what’s happening here.
All of you are depressed, because—for some reason—you only feel
validated on Halloween. So, the obvious solution should be for all of us
to brainstorm and find something that will occupy your time like—a new
hobby.
Cindy: I’m in a band.
Doctor: Cindy, that’s wonderful. What instrument do you play?
Cindy: Trombone.
Doctor: I shouldn’t have asked.
Cindy: I play a mean rendition of Bad to the Bone.
Doctor: Of course you do. Does anyone else enjoy music?
Gary: I’ve always been fond of anything with a haunting melody.
Martha: I know most older women don’t enjoy this kind of music, but I
really like Wrap music.
Dracula: I enjoy all music.
Darla: Oh, he says that now, but he hates the songs, You Are My Sunshine,
Sunshine on My Shoulder, and Another One Bites the Dust.
Doctor: Count, when you were younger, what did you enjoy doing?
Dracula: Well, my parents always wanted me to play casket-ball, but
I wasn’t interested. I wanted to play baseball. I joined a team, but the
coach made me the designated bat boy.
Darla: Doctor, I’ve told Dracula for centuries that I think he should
consider becoming a surgeon.
Dracula: And I’ve told you a million times I don’t think the world is
ready for a vampire doctor.
Darla: I even picked out a name for his practice—Fly by Night
Operations!
Doctor: That’s very—clever, Darla. Does anyone else have a hobby
they’d like to share?
Gary: I like the outdoors, but I was recently arrested by the game warden.
That kind of put a damper on my love for the wilderness.
Doctor: Gary, why—were you arrested?
Gary: I didn’t have a haunting license.
Doctor: Martha, surely there are things you enjoy doing on dates other
than October 31st.
Martha: Well, I do like to volunteer down at the Dayscare Center on my
days off.
Doctor: And what do you do there?
Martha: I read to the children. You know, Ghoul-de-lox and the Three
Scares, Sleeping Boo-ty, Romeo and Ghouliet—all the classics.
Doctor: I’m sorry, but I think you all have lost the point.
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mop up the floor?
Doctor: Okay. (Writing in his notebook) So you’re a skeleton—depressed
because you miss Halloween…and you do not have an eating disorder.
(Looking back up at the group) I think we’re making progress! You know,
research tells us that our diet is often closely associated with our emotional
state of mind. Darla, could you tell us what you and the Count have been
eating lately?
Darla: Well, I’ll eat almost anything, but Dracula here has refused to eat
anything but candy since Halloween ended.
Doctor: So, Count, you’re a fan of chocolate, too?
Dracula: No—I only eat suckers and drink coffee. Darla brews the most
delicious coffee. It’s de-coffin-ated.
Gary: Me? I can drink any kind of coffee as long as I have some
evaporated milk.
Darla: Don’t let Dracula fool you. Usually, he has a hearty appetite and
will stick his fangs into just about anybody—I mean anything.
Dracula: (Raising his voice) Except steak! I detest, loathe and despise
steak!
Doctor: (Taken back by Dracula’s outburst, writing in his notebook)
Noted.
Darla: Truth be told, Dracula and I eat out for most of our meals. We like
to go to the local casket-eria.
Dracula: I like the soup there.
Darla: But he rarely eats his soup before it starts to clot.
Doctor: Gary, what about you? What have you been eating lately?
Gary: Well, I’m Italian, you know, so I eat a lot of spookghetti and
fettuccini-afraid-o. My girlfriend, on the other hand, rarely eats anything.
She’s always on a diet—something about trying to keep her ghoulish
figure. And I don’t know if this is the time I should mention this, but I
used to go to the bars a lot.
Doctor: So, you had a drinking problem?
Gary: No, I’d just go down there for the boos.
Doctor: Harry, what sort of food do you fancy?
Harry: (Howling and looking at Cindy)
Darla: He obviously likes a good bone.
Cindy: Should I be afraid here?
Doctor: No, Cindy. Something tells me that Harry here prefers something
with a little more meat. Martha, I’ll bet you’re a fantastic cook. Am I
correct?
Martha: Well, I try.
Doctor: I’ll bet you make the most delicious—wraps.
Martha: Sadly, no. Before I drop Matthew and Madison off at the Dayscare Center, they’re usually happy with just a bowl of cereal—topped, of
course, with boonanas and boo-berries.
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Jenna: Yes, I have! And that’s exactly why I’ll be able to tell if he’s guilty
or innocent when I watch him during the service!
Mark: That’s it. You’re not going.
Jenna: You’d be surprised at how much I’ve learned from some of the
detective shows on television today. CSI, Law and Order—even the old
reruns of Murder, She Wrote—they’re all very educational. You know,
most of those shows are based on real cases.
Mark: Says who?
Jenna: TV Guide!
Mark: Okay, you’re not going—and that’s final!
Jenna: Fine! (Pauses and picks up one of the instruments on Mark’s
table) I won’t go.
Mark: Good. And don’t play with any of my instruments! You know
how I don’t like anyone messing around with my tools down here.
Jenna: (Slowly putting the instrument down and picking up a photograph)
You know, you really are an artist. (Looking at Mark working) She looks
beautiful. (Looking back at the photograph) She looks just like the picture
her family gave you. You—you really are talented. She looks like…a
painting. You always make them look like paintings.
Mark: I think they look more like sculptures.
Jenna: No. They’re paintings. Sure, they’re three-dimensional, but what
you do for these people is amazing. What you do for their families. It’s a
gift.
Mark: Compliment accepted.
Jenna: Seriously. You and I both know what most of these people look
like when they come in here. I mean, some of them look—
Mark: (Joking) Dead?
Jenna: (Laughing) Stop it. I’m serious. Most people have no idea how
different their loved ones look when they’ve been sitting in a morgue for a
few days. Not to mention the ones who weren’t found for days—or even
weeks sometimes. The coloring…
Mark: Or lack thereof—
Jenna: You bring…I don’t know—life—back into their faces.
Mark: I try.
Jenna: You do more than try, and you know it. (Pause) I’m proud of
you.
Mark: Thank you. (Beginning to work on the eyes) This is always the
trickiest part—the eyes.
Jenna: I would have thought it would be the mouth.
Mark: The mouth?
Jenna: Well, you wouldn’t want the deceased to look ‘smiley’ or
anything, but you also don’t want them to look like they’re scowling
either. Yeah, I’d have thought the mouth would be the most difficult part
of any reconstruction.

