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Have you ever had one of those days where everything that could go 
wrong—does go wrong?  Inspired by Murphy’s Law, Locked In is a 
comedic farce of epic proportions!  This selection may be performed 
by a male or female and should be entered in Humorous Interpretation.  
With so many characters gracing the stage, it will be critical that 
each character be clearly defined both physically and vocally.  Pacing 
also plays a pivotal role in the overall performance of this selection. 
Deliver  the dialogue and keep the action moving at a rapid pace. 
Over-the-top facial expressions and sound effects will only add to the 
fun, while building the story to its ultimate climax.  This tour-de-force 
comedy is the perfect performance vehicle for the physical actor!
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Characters: 
Dad, Nate’s father
Nate, a young man
Manager, manager of a Mexican food restaurant
Waiter, a waiter named Brett
Man #1, a customer and father of a little girl needing to use the facilities
Little Girl, daughter of Man #1
Cop #1, Officer Douglas
Cop #2, Officer McCarthy
Mom, Nate’s mother
Ghost, a ghost who haunts the bathroom
Priest, a priest named Father O’Reilly
Nun, a nun named Sister Haven
Customer #1, another customer at the restaurant

Location: The scene takes place inside and outside the bathroom at a 
Mexican food restaurant

Dad: Hey, Nate, are you okay in there?
Nate: Dad? Dad, is that you?
Dad: Yeah, it’s me. Is everything all right? You’ve been in there for a 
long time. They’ve brought the food out and everything. You’re burrito’s 
getting cold.
Nate: Okay. I’m coming.
Dad: (Walking away) All right, see you soon.
Nate: Wait! I’m stuck.
Dad: What, what’s that, Son? (Comes back to the door)

Brenda: That’s it! A ghost, haunting our apartment, pooped on our floor to 
give us some kind of message from the after-life. 
Ricky: What kind of message? What could it be saying? 
Brenda: Are you serious? That was sarcasm. 
Ricky: (Pretending) I know. I know that. Ghosts aren’t real. No. 
Brenda: It had to be burglars. No animal can let itself out of an apartment 
and lock the door behind it.
Ricky: This sounds crazy, but what if it was always there and we never 
noticed. 
Brenda: No. 
Ricky: I’m just brainstorming here.
Brenda: A burglar is the most logical explanation, but I don’t see anything 
missing. Nothing is messed up either. The apartment might even be 
cleaner than before we left. 
Ricky: Wait! Where is my ashtray? They stole my ashtray! 
Brenda: They did not steal your ashtray! 
Ricky: Then where is it? I made that ashtray! 
Brenda: I got rid of the ashtray. It looked like a tiny, deformed bowl with 
a skin disease. 
Ricky: My ashtray? 
Brenda: You don’t even smoke. It was weird, and I threw it away. 
Ricky: I made that ashtray in art class, when I was twelve.  
Brenda: Okay! Sorry! I got rid of it. What do you want me to do? It’s 
gone. And stop ignoring me!  
Ricky: That ashtray meant a lot to me. I actually thought about becoming 
a smoker just so I could use it. 
Brenda: (Obsessed) What if I get fat, and you become a chain smoker? 
That sounds ideal. 
Ricky: I don’t want to smoke! I did, however, eat cereal out of it a few 
times, so that it was practical. 
Brenda: Do you think I’m getting fat? Be honest. 
Ricky: Where can I go to make an ashtray these days? Is there a craft store 
around here?
Brenda: Ricky! I’m talking to you seriously!  
Ricky: You’re being crazy. Something or someone has been using our 
apartment as a personal toilet, and you’re going on about being fat!
Brenda: I just feel ugly. 
Ricky: Brenda, guys are checking you out all the time! You look hot. 
Brenda: What guys?  
Ricky: What about that guy at the coffee house? He’s always staring at 
you. 
Brenda: Jason? He goes by Jay. 
Ricky: You know his nickname?  
Brenda: He works at the coffee shop. We go there all the time. 
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Nate: I’m locked in.
Dad: What do you mean you’re locked in?
Nate: Yeah, the door is stuck. I tried to unlock it, and it just won’t move. 
Dad, I’m scared!
Dad: Oh, it’ll be fine. Just try to open the door again. I’m right here.
Nate: No, no, no, no! It’s not working! And there’s something sticky on 
the door! Dad, I’m getting so hungry.
Dad: Nate, you’ve only been in there for fifteen minutes. You’re gonna be 
fine.
Nate: Slide me a chip under the door.
Dad: I think you can wait. Good, here’s the manager. (Beat) It seems my 
son, Nate, is locked inside your bathroom. The door won’t open.
Manager: (To Dad) I see. (To Nate) Don’t worry. We’ll get you out soon, 
Nat.
Nate: Nate.
Manager: What?
Nate: Nate! My name is Nate!
Manager:  Oh, okay. Sorry, Nate! You’re being really brave in there. Our 
doors keep locking around here. We might even have a ghost!
Nate: Not the best thing to tell me while I’m alone in this bathroom.
Manager: The lock is stuck, but if we can just get something sharp to 
stick in there.
Waiter: Hey, Boss, I have a knife.
Manager: Bring it over here, Brett. We can stick it in the lock.
Dad: Did you hear that, Nate? It’ll be over in a second.
Manager: Okay...it’s going in...give it a second...AHH! AHHH! Crap! 
Crap, crap, crap, crap, crap!
Nate: What? What’s happening??!
Dad: Nothing, Nate! Nothing at all!
Manager: You cut off my damn finger, Brett!
Waiter: That’s right, and I’d do it all over again! That’s what you get for 
treating the staff the way you do! Now, I’m going to stand here and watch 
you bleed out, you son of a—.
Nate: Bitching at each other isn’t going to get me out of here. Dad, what’s 
going on? Is everything okay?
Dad: Let them work it out, Son. It’s gonna be fine.
Nate: Just get me out of here!
Man #1: Is your son going to be much longer?
Dad: Hey, back off! He’s stuck in there.
Man #1:  Oh yeah? Well, my daughter’s just been potty trained. She needs 
to go this instant.
Little Girl: Daddy? Daddy, I gotta go teetee!
Dad: I’m sorry, but we’re in a bit of a crisis here.
Man #1: Well, I’m just trying to be a good father!

Ricky: Funny. (Frantically looking around) Did we get robbed? Look 
around. Do you see anything missing?
Brenda: Do I see anything missing?
Ricky: You know what I mean. 
Brenda: (Looking around) No. It looks like everything is here. 
Ricky: I’m going to call the cops. This is too freaky. 
Brenda: And say what? Someone broke into our apartment and let their 
dog poop on our floor then left without stealing anything? Maybe we 
should call a vet instead? Do a DNA test on it. Don’t call the cops yet!
Ricky: We aren’t thinking hard enough. There has to be a reasonable 
explanation. 
Brenda: Did we leave the door unlocked? Maybe someone got confused 
and came in thinking it was their apartment and left when they realized 
they made a mistake. That’s it. Some innocent little old lady goes to walk 
her dog. She thinks she’s going back to her apartment, but she accidentally 
walks into ours. The door was unlocked, so she walks right in. She 
realizes she’s in the wrong apartment and leaves, but not before her doggie 
poops on our carpet. 
Ricky: The door was locked. I unlocked it, when we got here. It might not 
have been a dog. 
Brenda: Then what could do this?
Ricky: Maybe a raccoon or squirrel came in through the window. Is 
the window closed all the way? Maybe it was a possum or something 
“climby-ish”. 
Brenda: (Checking window) It is shut and locked. This doesn’t make any 
sense. Think. Think. 
Ricky: Raccoons have little human-like hands. Maybe he closed it on his 
way out? 
Brenda: And locked it from outside? 
Ricky: Raccoons are very sneaky animals. This is just like them! People 
think they are so cute, but they are evil, always looking around (Ricky 
creates a mask with his hands) through those little masks! 
Brenda: It wasn’t a raccoon! They don’t close and lock windows behind 
them! 
Ricky: Maybe it was something that we accidentally let in earlier without 
noticing. Do you think it could possibly have run out of the apartment, 
and we didn’t see it? 
Brenda: I’ve heard of animals coming in through the drain pipes. 
Ricky: I guess a roach or bug couldn’t leave that. What if a snake or 
alligator came up out of the toilet? 
Brenda: Ricky? 
Ricky: You hear a lot about mutations from the sewers. 
Brenda: Only in comic books. 
Ricky: It could be something supernatural or something! 
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Dad: Well, so am I!
Man #1: Well, it isn’t good enough!
Dad: Well, you just go to hell!
Man #1: Why don’t you try to make me!
Dad: Brett, throw me that knife!
Manager: What?
Man #1: What?
Dad: Just do it! (Brett tosses him the knife. He, in turn, stabs the other 
father.) 
Man #1: (Screams) You stabbed me in the leg!
Manager: (Horrified) You stabbed him!
Little Girl: (Squirming) Daddy!
Manager: Ow, where is my finger?
Nate: What’s going on out there? Is everything okay???
Dad: You didn’t hear any of that, Son. We just have a man without a 
finger.
Little Girl: (Still squirming) Daaadddy!!!
Man #1: It’s okay, Honey.
Dad: And a little girl peeing on the ground.
Cop #1: Excuse me, I’m Officer Douglas, and this is Officer McCarthy.
Cop #2: Howdy.
Cop #1: There’s been a lot of activity over here. We were just over there, 
enjoying our tacos.
Cop #2: (Noticing the man on the floor) Oh goodness, is he dead? And 
where is your finger?
Dad: Hello, Officers. I assure you, this is not what it looks like.
Manager: Someone find my finger!
Waiter: You’ll never get it back! I’m going to put it in a burrito.
Manager: Screw you!
Little Girl: Daddy!
Man #1: I love you, Sweetie, come here and give me a hug.
Nate: Get me out of this bathroom!
Cop #2: Well, it looks like you’re in some deep doo-doo, sir.
Cop #1: We’re gonna have to take you in. You’ve broken several laws. 
Let’s go.
Dad: Whoa, put the gun away.
Nate: Gun???
Cop #2: Get on the ground!
Mom: (Quickly handcuffing the officers to the bathroom door) Take this 
you—you, pigs in uniform!
Cop #1: (Shocked at what just occurred) What in the—???
Nate:  Mom, is that you?
Mom: Yes, Honey, it’s me. I just handcuffed these cops together, and now 
I have both of their guns. Brett, grab one of these guns.

Brenda: I just think there is something going on here. You don’t just come 
home and find dog poop on your living room floor, when you don’t have a 
dog! 
Ricky: Maybe we have a mouse or a rat living in here? 
Brenda: That would have to be the biggest mutant rat in the world to 
leave that! 
Ricky: I know! I know! Besides, don’t they do little pellet things? That 
was a─ 
Brenda: Who has a key to our apartment? 
Ricky: No one. 
Brenda: Not even you’re Mother? 
Ricky: Are you kidding? I’d never give her a key. You know how she is! 
Brenda: I know how she is. She hates me. 
Ricky: (On the phone) Yeah, maintenance? (To Brenda) I’m calling the 
main office. 
Brenda: So she does hate me? You didn’t deny it. 
Ricky: They won’t be open right now, but maybe they have an emergency 
number. 
Brenda: You aren’t even going to try to deny it.  
Ricky: (Calling) Someone better be on call. Isn’t it a rule or something 
that someone has to be on call? 
Brenda: Why aren’t you talking to me?  
Ricky: (Covering the phone) Shhh. I’m leaving a message! 
Brenda: Don’t tell me what to do! 
Ricky: (Talking to answering service in a very odd professional voice) 
Yes. Hello. I’m calling from apartment 122. 
Brenda: Why doesn’t your Mom like me? 
Ricky: (To Brenda) Hush! (Into phone)  I was wondering if any 
maintenance men or workers or anyone came into our apartment tonight, 
while we were gone? 
Brenda: Don’t tell me to “hush”! 
Ricky: (Abruptly) Apartment 122. Sorry to bother you. Just let me know, 
as soon as you can. Thank you very much. Bye. Thank you. Bye. 
Brenda: Talk to me! 
Ricky: Brenda, I don’t think you understand! We just had to clean up 
some dog poop in our apartment, and we don’t have a dog! This is serious! 
Someone has been in our apartment! Should we call the police or wait to 
hear back from maintenance? I feel like I’m about to lose it! 
Brenda: Your mother told me I had a great figure but I needed to be 
careful, because people with my body shape tend to get fat. 
Ricky: Brenda, she talks like that to everybody. When I was a kid, she 
told me that I would eventually ‘grow’ into my looks. I was always self-
conscience after that. 
Brenda: Maybe you will grow into you looks one day. (Beat) I’m joking! 


