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Tree Huggers is a comedic one-act play and should be entered in 
Humorous Interpretation.  The diversity of the characters found within 
the play allows it to be performed by either a male or female.  Be creative 
with the characters and the blocking.  The storyline of the play follows 
three individuals on a crusade to save a tree.  The very idea that, at 
times, the protesters must surround or ‘hug’ the tree in order to protect 
it should allow the performer to create some difficult technical aspects 
in the physical performance of the selection.  This character-driven play 
allows the performer to make a choice.  The performer may choose to 
‘branch’ out and play the humor ‘over-the-top,’ or the performer may 
choose to be somewhat more realistic in ‘nature’ with the performance 
aspects of the selection.  Regardless, the ‘root’ of this play should ‘leaf’ 
the audience remembering the ‘nutty’ antics of the characters as we 
discover just how far environmental protesters are willing to go in order 
to save a tree. 

Characters:
Forrest Summers, an eco-warrior
Nate Flowers, a Biker-guy who wants to be a part of a protest
Fern, Nate’s girlfriend and lover of trees
Construction Guy, a New Yorker who works for Lopez Contractors
Reporter, an on-air television news reporter named Maria Juanita Rosita 
Sanchez Lopez Gonzalez
Little Girl, a young girl who is being interviewed for the local news 
broadcast
Stan Lopez, owner of Lopez Contractors

Setting: A local park  
Time: The present

Nate:  Hey, are you the guy that put up the flyers asking for people to 
come down and help save this tree?
Forrest:  (Elated.)  Yes.  Thanks for coming!  The excavation crew will be 
here any minute.  I’m Forrest, by the way.  Forrest  Summers.
Nate:  That’s a great name for saving trees.  I’m Nate Flowers, and this is 
my girlfriend, Fern.
Fern:  Hi.
Forrest:  It’s great to see you guys!  As you know, there’s strength in 
numbers.  They’ll be less likely to come at us with a bulldozer, if there’s 

Gina:  Well, if one of those synchronized swimmers were to drown, all of 
the others would too.
Marcie:  Or worse!  One of them could pee!  (Both girls laugh 
hysterically, then Marcie changes the subject.) Oh, look at these night 
shirts!  These are way cool.  They’re decorated all over with little super 
heroes.  (Holding one up.)  How ‘super’ would I look in this, huh?
Gina:  I don’t know.  How smart do you think Superman is if he wears his 
underpants on the outside?
Marcie:  Well, maybe it’s harder to get dressed in a phone booth than 
you’d think, or maybe it’s just because he’s always in a hurry.  
Gina:  (Quickly looks at her watch.)  Like us.  Marcie, did you realize it’s 
almost time for our movie? 
Marcie:  I just love those Twilight movies.  I’d let a vampire suck on my 
neck anytime!  Have you ever wished Thad was a vampire?
Gina:  No.
Marcie:  Why not?
Gina:  Because if we ever got married, I wouldn’t want to have to tell our 
kids that it was love at first bite!

MEETING FOR LUNCH

Susan:  This salad is delicious!  And the dressing is to die for!  How’s 
your roast beef?
Pam:  (Picking at her roast beef.)  It’s fine.
Susan:  Hey, Pam, are you okay?  You look upset.
Pam:  It’s Meagan.  Susan, I don’t know what to do.  She’s decided she 
never wants to eat meat again.  
Susan:  Oh, no.
Pam:  Yesterday her class went on a field trip to a meat-processing plant, 
so now she’s a vegetarian.  
Susan:  Well, you know how popular being a Vegan is these days.    
Pam:  No, this isn’t about fitting in.  Meagan told her teacher that she 
needed to go to the restroom.  The teacher excused her, and Meagan, not 
knowing her way around the plant, opened the wrong door.
Susan:  She accidentally went into the men’s room?
Pam:  Worse.  She walked into the area where they were slaughtering the 
cows.
Susan:  Well, I suppose it could have been worse.
Pam:  It was.  Some of the blood splattered onto her new white sweater.  It 
was just a few drops, but to hear her scream, you’d think she came home 
looking like Sissy Spacek in that 1980’s horror film, Carrie.
Susan:  Poor thing.  I’ll bet she was terrified.
Pam:  I told her that if she wants to become a vegetarian then it’s fine 
with me, but I thought she should know that I was going to hold her 
accountable for everything she puts in her mouth.
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any possibility of hurting anyone in the process.
Fern:  Umm, Nate?  You said we were just going to chant things.
Nate:  Well, babe, I didn’t know.
Forrest:  Chant things?  Like what?
Fern:  You know, things like, “Leaf the tree alone!  Leaf the tree alone!” or 
“If you think you’re going to take this tree, you’re barking up the wrong…
tree!”  I don’t know.  (Pause.)  That one sounded better in my head.
Forrest:  Well, those are very sweet sentiments, Fern, but I’m afraid we’re 
going to have to be a little more pro-active in this case.  I’ve tried every 
politically correct way to save this tree, and no one at City Hall seems to 
care.  Lopez Contractors intends on building a new shopping center here, 
and the only hope this tree has left is a stand-off between us and the hard-
hats.
Nate:  So, what do you think we should do?
Forrest:  Well, when the excavation crew gets here, I think we should all 
surround the tree and put our hands around it.
Nate:  You want us to hug the tree?
Forrest:  And whatever you do, don’t…let…go!
Construction Guy:  (Talking through a bullhorn.) Attention loonies!  
Fern:  Who is he talking to?
Forrest:  That would be us, Fern.  Quick, assume your positions!  (Forrest, 
Nate, and Fern all gather around the tree and begin hugging it.)
Construction Guy:  You crazy-in-the-head, lunatic, eco-warriors!  I’m 
going to count to 75 and give you one minute to get away from that tree!  
And if you don’t get away from that tree, then I’m going to come after you 
with my little friend.
Nate:  (Sizing the construction guy up.)  He doesn’t look so scary.  Forrest, 
I’ll bet you and I could take him easily.
Fern:  Where is his little friend?
Forrest:  I’m pretty sure he’s referring to the Caterpillar behind him.
Fern:  Oh, I love caterpillars.  They are so cute and fuzzy.  And, of course, 
they turn into the most beautiful butterflies.
Forrest:  Fern, I think the man is referring to that large piece of yellow 
equipment that weighs about 45 tons.
Nate:  Sweetie, it’s a brand of equipment called Caterpillar.  Forrest, you 
really think he’d bulldoze us?
Construction Guy:  And just so’s you guys know.  I’m an ex-con who 
served four years in prison for breaking the legs of a guy who owed me 
$12.50.  
Forrest:  Umm, yeah.  I think he would.
Construction Guy:  And then I cut off the little finger of his girlfriend for 
collateral.
Fern:  (Scared.)  Nate, I just had my nails done!
Construction Guy:  And if you guys don’t believe me, I’ve still got that 
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Gina:  Nice.  You know, Marcie, I don’t get it.  Why do we refer to a bra 
as singular and panties in the plural?
Marcie:  I don’t know.   If love is blind, why is lingerie so popular?  Hey, 
check out these new swimsuits!
Gina:  Oh, no!  That’s the last thing I want to be shopping for!
Marcie:  Why?  You need a new suit, and summer’s just around the 
corner.
Gina:  No thank you.  
Marcie:  What?  You mean, you’d rather go au natural?
Gina:  What, skinny-dipping?  (Thinks about it for a second.)  I don’t 
know.  Isn’t it an oxymoron for a fat person to go skinny-dipping?
Marcie:  Gina, you’re the last person on this earth I would call ‘fat.’
Gina:  Besides, I don’t think women who refuse to shave their arm pits 
should wear strapless swimsuits.  (She holds up her arms as if to prove a 
point.)
Marcie:  (Looking at her underarms.)  I don’t know, Gina.  If you were to 
braid it just right, you might start a new craze.
Gina:  Sure, Marcie.  Women will see my hairy armpits all braided with a 
barrette at the end, and some hot shot from Sports Illustrated will see me 
and they’ll put me on the cover of their swimsuit edition.
Marcie:  I don’t know.  Stranger things have happened!  Besides, lots of 
female athletes don’t shave.
Gina:  Not the swimmers!  Last night I went over to Thad’s apartment, 
and he was watching ESPN on television.  They were showing 
synchronized swimming.  He wanted to change the channel, but he 
couldn’t get the remote control to work.  I told him that his batteries were 
low, but he wouldn’t listen.  So, Thad just started pushing the button on 
the remote control harder.  Honestly, men can be so stubborn. 
Marcie:  Did he ever get it to work?
Gina:  No.  I told you.  The batteries were low, so I just walked over and 
turned the channel for him manually.  
Marcie:  Isn’t it funny how women do more ‘manual’ labor around the 
house than men?
Gina:  Well, to be honest, I was happy to turn the channel.
Marcie:  Oh, you don’t like Thad watching all of those women in 
swimsuits?
Gina:  Oh, I could care less what Thad chooses to watch, but I tell you, 
Marcie, that sport scares me to death. 
Marcie:  Synchronized swimming?
Gina:  Absolutely!  
Marcie:  You’re afraid to watch synchronized swimming?
Gina:  Well, in synchronized swimming, everyone does exactly what the 
others do in the water, right?
Marcie:  Right.
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