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CHARACTERS 
 
 
FRANCIE: A woman in her mid-20’s 
ANGELINA (Angel): Francie’s younger sister 
CAL: Francie’s older sister 
ROGER: A bug of an endangered species 
 

 
SPECIAL NOTE 

 
Roger the Bug is to this play what a flea is to a flea circus. No actor 
should play Roger. No items should be made to represent Roger. 
Roger should be created in the minds of the audience through the 
skill of the actors. 

PROP LIST 
 
Package of noodles  
Cooking pot and spoon  
Mop and mop bucket  
Kitchen towel  
Several small packages 
7-10 cans of insecticide  
Hammer and a few nails  
Rags and cleaning supplies 
Diary  
Box  
A couple of small wires  
Wire cutters  
A court order (piece of paper)  
Butter knife  
Fly swatter  
Small key (as to a desk drawer or strongbox) 
Small, but sturdy box with small openings 
A tissue 
 

SET 
 
Downstage right should hold a kitchen table with three chairs. 
Downstage left a couch or loveseat with several throw pillows. 
Upstage center there are two doors, one leading to the upstairs area 
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of the house and one leading outdoors. At least one window frame, or 
representation of a window frame, should be hanging. 

 
SYNOPSIS 

 
 

Squish is the story of three sisters living together in the family home 
years after their mother has died. Francie, the oldest, has taken over 
care of mother’s pet bug, Roger, and mother’s research into bug pain 
management (continuing the research as best she can). Cal, the 
middle sister and the most fragile of the three, has thrown herself into 
the almost museum-like preservation of mother’s house, making her 
life a series of scheduled moppings and cleanings and standing 
bodily in the way of the speedy march of time. Angel, the youngest, is 
also the most angry of the three sisters. Her mission, to discover the 
truth about mother, has unearthed some disturbing revelations. 
 
Angel attempts to get Francie and Cal to read the book she has 
written to expose mother’s faults, but they refuse to see anything but 
their own versions of mother. Desperate, Angel tries to blackmail 
Francie by holding her research hostage, but Francie does not budge. 
After an aborted attempt to recruit Cal to her side, Angel realizes that 
the only way to reach Francie is through Roger. Ignoring the 
restraining order that Francie has obtained, Angel sets up a bug 
bomb in the kitchen and blocks all avenues of escape. When they 
realize what the mysterious box on the table is, Francie and Cal work 
feverishly to diffuse the bomb and save both Roger and the décor. 
Despite their best efforts – the bomb goes off. Angel returns to gloat 
and watches Francie mercifully squish Roger to save him the agony 
of death by pesticide and, rather than thank her for forcing them to 
see mother’s faults (as she has imagined they would), Francie angrily 
attacks Angel as Cal laments the rip in the wall paper. As the play 
ends, the sisters begin to pick up the pieces, but their family, like the 
house itself, will never be the same again. 

 
PRODUCTION NOTES 

 
 
Probably the hardest prop you have is the homemade bug bomb. The 
temptation to spend your entire budget and all your time creating a 
glorious prop, but this is not necessary. In fact, if it takes you away 
from working with your actors or working on the other props and set, 
then it is more of a detriment than a help. After all, the bomb is fairly 
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well described in the dialogue, (at least all the parts that are revealant 
to the story are) and so even the plainest of boxes would do the trick. 
It has to be sturdy , so I would choose a wooden box, (the plainer it is, 
the better) as they don’t immediately recognize it as a bomb. You 
could even build your own box by hammering or screwing together a 
few pieces of scrap wood – just be sure to make one side slightly 
smaller to give Roger a hole to scuttle through. Don’t worry about 
creating the smoke and sound of a bomb going off either. Most ways 
to create that are more time-consuming, cumbersome, and costly 
than they are worth (for instance, the Fire Marshall would shut you 
down if you lit a firecracker under the box, and I don’t think your 
actresses would enjoy it much either). If you have the capability to do 
a sound cue of gas escaping, that might help clarify the situation, but 
for the most part, it’s pretty clear from the dialogue. The original 
production used no smoke effects at all. 
 
Roger the bug can be tricky because, as you know, there really isn’t a 
little bug on stage. The best way to convince the audience of his 
existence, though, is for Roger to be real in the minds of your 
actresses. They should know where he is whenever he is on stage 
and, when appropriate, follow his movement with their eyes and/or 
head movement. When Roger is being carried by Francie, the actress 
should cup her hand to draw the focus of the audience and help them 
believe she is really holding a small bug. When speaking to Roger, 
always look at the specific spot where Roger is. Avoid moving his 
spot excessively as it will appear that the actresses are looking at 
randomly chosen spots instead of at their tiniest cast member. Don’t 
feel like you must always shield Roger from the audience’s view – 
remember he is so small that even if her were real, most of the 
audience wouldn’t be able to see him anyhow. 
 
Above all, have fun with this play. It can be a bit dark, but it’s also 
very funny. Don’t miss the absurdity of the situation and the absurdity 
of the sisters’ obsessions. Remember, too, that we all have things we 
hold as dearly as Francie holds Roger or Cal holds cleaning. The 
sisters’ obsessions are a bit overblown and therefore funny, but you 
have to honor their feelings because we all have them, and, truth be 
told, we’re all just as absurd. 
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SQUISH 

by 
Marianne Hales Harding 

 
 
 
SETTING:  A modest home in the suburbs. On stage right is a kitchen 

with a spotlessly clean linoleum floor; on stage left is a small family 
room area with a couch, a small rug, a table with a vase etc. The 
home has the air of preservation that museums cultivate. 

 
AT RISE:  A kitchen/family room in a modest, but tasteful home. 

Three sisters, FRANCIE, CAL, and ANGEL are seated at the table 
and couch. 

 
FRANCIE:  It’s been three years since mother died, 10 years since we 

moved into this house. It will never get old, with its classic 
architectural lines and simple furnishings. It’s like a little black dress. 

CAL:  Navy blue. 
FRANCIE:  It’s not the same in navy. It may look nice, but it’s not the 

same. 
CAL:  I’m glad we buried her in navy blue. 
ANGEL:  Don’t you start going on about the buttons. Every year the 

buttons. 
FRANCIE:  You did a very good job on the buttons, Cal. 
CAL:  I didn’t think I’d be able to embroider the whole design, but it did 

turn out well. 
FRANCIE:  Mother would have loved it. 
CAL:  I meant to finish it long before Christmas. 
ANGEL:  Yes, Christmas. Do you realize we have this same 

conversation every year? Which is only slightly varied from the one 
we have at the six month mark? 

FRANCIE:  We owe our lives and our livelihood to her. 
ANGEL:  Being executor of the trust doesn’t mean you have final say in 

everything. Sitting around and discussing what she was buried in isn’t 
my idea of remembering her. 

CAL:  Maybe we should skip to the moment of silence. 
FRANCIE:  No, Angel wants to remember Mother. She wants to put her 

in a book and leave her on a shelf. 
ANGEL:  My book, now that it’s finished, would give us some closure. 
FRANCIE:  Whatever that means. 
ANGEL:  If you would let me publish my book— 
FRANCIE:  —I’m not stopping you from publishing your book— 
CAL:  —your chair is scraping the linoleum. 
FRANCIE:  I’m sorry, Cal. 
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CAL:  Mother’s linoleum. 
ANGEL:  Or if you would read it… 
CAL:  If you’re going to get violent with the linoleum, then maybe you 

should move to the other room. 
FRANCIE:  It’s normal wear and tear. 
CAL:  Exactly what we’re fighting against. 
ANGEL:  It’s only linoleum. 
CAL:  If something were to happen to this floor, there is no way I could 

replace it. They don’t make this pattern anymore and it was Mother’s 
favorite. 

ANGEL:  She didn’t pick this pattern. 
CAL:  Look at all of those little flowers. Remember mother scrubbing all 

of those little flowers? 
ANGEL:  You don’t remember mother. Your memories are all of June 

Cleaver. 
FRANCIE:  I read enough of your book to see your bias. Not only do you 

gloss over Mother’s homemaking skills, you entirely neglect her 
scientific ventures. Not one word about Roger. 

ANGEL:  Did you read it all the way through? 
FRANCIE:  I skimmed the chapter headings. 
CAL:  I won’t read it if it says bad things about Mother. 
FRANCIE:  It’s very negative. 
ANGEL:  It’s just the bare truth. No June Cleaver. Just rare bugs. 
FRANCIE:  The term is exotic bug. Roger is an exotic bug. 
ANGEL:  This is the fruit of years of research. I haven’t eaten. I haven’t 

slept. Ok, I’ve eaten. This pink-flowered linoleum is not our mother. 
This pink-flowered wallpaper merely covered what our mother was. 

CAL:  Time for the 4 o’clock mopping. 
 
(FRANCIE turns around quickly and looks down.) 
 
FRANCIE:  Roger. You took a very long nap today. 
ANGEL:  One day you’ll have to read the manuscript and learn the truth. 
FRANCIE:  Not in front of Roger. 
ANGEL:  What would it take to get you to listen? 
FRANCIE:  My world would have to be significantly indifferent. How can 

you look at Roger and not see the good our mother did? 
ANGEL:  He looks like a pretty ordinary bug to me. 
FRANCIE:  Yes, dear, I’ll count while you hide. 1…2… 
ANGEL:  You never wondered about those hushed conversations? 
FRANCIE:  3…4… 
ANGEL:  You had to know something was going on. 
FRANCIE:  7…8… 
ANGEL:  You can’t go on remembering a lie. 
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FRANCIE:  You’re allowed to have an opinion. You can even write it on 

every scrap of paper in this house. 
CAL:  Not the wallpaper. 
FRANCIE:  Except the wallpaper. But as long as Roger is here listening, 

I won’t hear a word of it.  9…10…ready or not, here I come. 
(FRANCIE looks around and then down at a spot near her shoe.) 
You’re supposed to hide while I count, Roger. Don’t get your 
antennae in a tither. I’ll give you three counts. 

ANGEL:  You’ll read my manuscript. 
CAL:  Get that thing off my floor. 
 
(ANGEL exits.) 
 
FRANCIE:  We were just playing. 
CAL:  He’s grinding little bug germs into the indentations of the linoleum. 
FRANCIE:  He’s uncommonly clean, for a bug. 
CAL:  He’s pacing back and forth, wearing a tiny groove into my floor. 
FRANCIE:  I don’t see a thing. 
CAL:  And I’m trying to mop. 
FRANCIE:  Can’t you mop around him? 
CAL:  If I mop around that spot it will remain, forever, because of the 

influx of little bug germs and little bug footprints, ever so slightly 
darker than the rest of the floor. Noticeable only to the trained eye, 
and yet. 

FRANCIE:  Mother always mopped around Roger. 
CAL:  And the floor began its slow descent into oblivion. I must stem the 

tide. 
FRANCIE:  Maybe you should be “It” this time, Roger.  
CAL:  You can’t play in here right now. In fifteen minutes the sun will be 

at just the wrong angle and the presence of water on the linoleum 
would only increase sun damage. 

FRANCIE:  I’ll mop later. 
CAL:  You haven’t been properly trained. 
FRANCIE:  It’s almost time for dinner, which just means another mop 

anyhow. 
CAL:  When will he learn to stay on the rug? 
FRANCIE:  He’s going to count. I have to hide. 
CAL:  You ought to let him out of the house more. Spread his germs in 

other places than my linoleum. 
FRANCIE:  Germs can be our friends. Like us, they’re living things that 

are part of the intricate web of life. One lost string can cause the 
whole web to fall. 

CAL:  Off my floor before I squish you, little bug. 
FRANCIE:  If you aren’t going to count, Roger, then there’s no use on my 

hiding. 
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CAL:  Take that thing upstairs. It’s distracting while I mop. 
FRANCIE:  Mother never found him distracting.  
CAL:  Francie. 
FRANCIE:  She didn’t. We’re going. 
CAL:   L is for the way you look at me— 
FRANCIE:  —if you must sing while you work, don’t sing mother’s song.  
 
(CAL continues the song by humming. ANGEL enters.) 
 
ANGEL:  If you don’t like my book, I’ll get rid of it. If we had a fireplace I’d 

burn it. 
FRANCIE:  And all of the disks. 
ANGEL:  Every copy. Every word. 
CAL:  Take your shoes off if you insist on standing on the linoleum. 
 
(ANGEL removes her shoes.) 
 
ANGEL:  And along with my book, I’m also destroying every shred of 

your research. 
FRANCIE:  I keep my papers under lock and key. 
 
(ANGEL fishes a key from her pocket.) 
 
ANGEL:  And I have a copy of that key. Don’t worry. At this moment 

every word is unhurt. 
FRANCIE:  Those weren’t just my notes. Those were Mother’s notes too. 
ANGEL:  What if I didn’t like your additions to mother’s research? That 

isn’t the direction she was going at all. 
CAL:  This will never do. We’ll have to skip the 4 o’clock mop. 
ANGEL:  This is as offensive as my book is to you, Francie. 
FRANCIE:  This is years of research and not just mine. Objective 

scientific research that would take years to duplicate. Mother never 
wanted a tell-all book, but she did want to understand the Bug Pain 
Theory. 

ANGEL:  She certainly didn’t want everyone cloistered in this house. 
Have you ever seen the sky? 

CAL:  I have everything I could ever need right here in this house. It was 
good enough for Mother. 

ANGEL:  Mom left the house all the time. 
FRANCIE:  She didn’t have the internet. 
ANGEL:  If my manuscript has to be destroyed, then everything goes. 

Every shred of paper. 
CAL:  Not the wallpaper. 
FRANCIE:  Not the wallpaper. 
ANGEL:  The wallpaper. 
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CAL:  Francie won’t let you. 
FRANCIE:  Don’t worry, Cal. 
ANGEL:  The scientific papers, every little thing. Including Roger. If that’s 

the way you want it.     
FRANCIE:  Roger was the one who started it all. She started her 

research as a way to ease his suffering. And he made a full recovery. 
CAL:  Francie, it’s your turn to cook. 
ANGEL:  I’m going out to eat. 
CAL:  We’ll all support Francie in her cooking. 
FRANCIE:  She picked him up and said, “Little bug, what are you doing 

here on my doorstep?” She saw him shivering and said, “I just can’t 
stand the thought of you wandering through the haze and cold.” 

ANGEL:  (Simultaneously with FRANCIE.) Haze and cold. A 
completely apocryphal story. 

FRANCIE:  Which you won’t find in your book even though it epitomizes 
our mother. How would mother feel about a book that left that out?  

ANGEL:  I’d like to see what mother would think of your research. Are 
you heading for mass production? Painless flyswatters- what great ad 
copy. 

FRANCIE:  The Instrument of Insectile Mercy was never meant for mass 
production.   

CAL:  Are you going to cook dinner like I asked you to? 
FRANCIE:  This is a tool of mercy, a method of last resort, not a weapon 

to be tossed willy-nilly to the masses. 
CAL:  Do you want tomato ramen? 
ANGEL:  Don’t think I’m joking about this.    
FRANCIE:  You would never burn your book. 
ANGEL:  But I could still burn your stuff. 
CAL:  Not in the house. 
ANGEL:  I could peel the wallpaper off for tinder and start the biggest 

bonfire you’ve ever seen. Just using the things around here that paint 
the wrong picture of Mom. 

CAL:  Your finger oils will cause that paint to degrade. Mother painted 
those walls to match the little flowers on the linoleum. It’s an exact 
match and your finger oils will cause it to darken and finally chip. 

ANGEL:  I washed my hands. 
CAL:  (As SHE prepares a package of ramen noodles by gentling 

breaking up the noodles and setting them in a pan of water.) 
You’re always producing finger oils. It’s what makes your skin supple. 

ANGEL:  Sorry. 
CAL:  It’s bad enough to have the bug running around, but when even 

the humans can’t think their through their actions…it makes my job 
that much harder. 

ANGEL:  And where is that little bug? 
CAL:  He’s probably in the corner scraping all the finish off my linoleum. 
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ANGEL:  Or maybe he went outside.  
FRANCIE:  He doesn’t go outside. 
ANGEL:  Isn’t that what bugs do? 
FRANCIE:  You know he’s special. (CAL puts the pot on the stove and 

turns the burner on. FRANCIE turns the burner off.)I’ll fix dinner. 
CAL:  No, not fix. Cook. I said cook. 
FRANCIE:  I’ll handle it. 
CAL:  I am not eating raw ramen noodles one more time this week. 
FRANCIE:  How would you like it if someone boiled you in your bed 

simply because they didn’t want crunchy noodles? 
ANGEL:  If I lived in tap water, I think I’d want to die. 
FRANCIE:  The wisdom of the ages. Everything that isn’t exactly like us 

doesn’t deserve to live. 
ANGEL:  I have no qualms about practical killing. We’re bigger. We’re 

stronger. We’re hungry. 
CAL:  I always boil my mop water. It’s us or them, Francie. Ouch. 
 
(CAL brushes ROGER away.) 
 
FRANCIE:  Good for you, Roger. 
CAL:  He bit me. 
FRANCIE:  It didn’t break the skin. 
CAL:  If Mom could see all of this she’d just cry. We can’t even make 

dinner without violence. And we can’t even make a decent dinner. 
FRANCIE:  He only has a limited number of ways to communicate. He 

did a good job of letting you know how he feels. 
CAL:  How would you like it, Roger, if I returned the violence? 
FRANCIE:  You’re not hurt. 
CAL:  I’ll never be as lovely as mother, as even-tempered, as clean.  
FRANCIE:  You clean just as much as mother did. More. 
ANGEL:  Do you want to know the real reason mother mopped three 

times a day? 
CAL:  A clean floor reflects a clean heart. 
ANGEL:  You never wondered why hers needed so much scrubbing? 
FRANCIE:  She had three children tracking dirt in.  
CAL:  And that bug. 
 
(ANGEL retrieves her manuscript from a hidden spot.) 
 
ANGEL:  If you won’t read this, I’ll read it to you.  
FRANCIE:  We’ve all been through enough today. 
ANGEL:  Skip the introduction and the table of contents. 
CAL:  Is that paper acid free? I’m trying to keep acid out of this 

environment. 
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ANGEL:  When I was a little girl, I overheard a phone call that didn’t 

make sense to me. 
FRANCIE:  Give that to me. 
 
(ANGEL deftly evades FRANCIE.) 
 
ANGEL:  When I asked her about it she explained that it was a business 

call, but I couldn’t figure out why she would say the things that she 
had said to a business associate. 

FRANCIE:  It obviously wasn’t your business. And it isn’t ours.  
ANGEL:  My discovery of mother’s diary after her death led to years of 

research— 
CAL:  What about dinner? 
ANGEL:  —trying to understand what I was discovering. Ouch. 
FRANCIE:  Good job, Roger.  
ANGEL:  That bug is a menace. 
FRANCIE:  Roger, come here please. 
ANGEL:  What, do you think I’m going to squish it? 
 
(FRANCIE picks up ROGER.) 
 
FRANCIE:  Not while I’m around. 
CAL:  Are we ready to eat yet? 
ANGEL:  You have to know the truth and the only good way to tell you is 

this book. Documented proof. 
CAL:  Can we eat? 
FRANCIE:  (Dipping her finger into the pot of noodles.) I think these 

noodles are about as done as they’re going to be. 
 
(ANGEL exits.)  
 
CAL:  We’ve been long enough with dinner that it’s just about time to 

mop. 
FRANCIE:  You don’t have to eat it.   
CAL:  There just isn’t time. I’ve got to prepare new mop water. 
FRANCIE:  Angel’s gone and I won’t talk about mother. 
CAL:  Do you have any idea how time-consuming it is to keep a house in 

perfect condition? There is a certain tide to housewares. Things are 
supposed to wash in and out-throw pillows, decorative tiles, plastics. 
It’s taking all my energy to keep it at high tide all the time. I’m just 
about to give up the throw pillows. But then Angel starts yammering 
on and I can’t bear to part with them. Did you know that print was 
from the 30’s? Mother was so distinctive. It’s as if you could know her 
by her fabric choices alone. 

FRANCIE:  Don’t worry about Angel’s book. 
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CAL:  She’ll do anything to get your attention. 
FRANCIE: She wouldn’t. 
CAL:  Do you know where he is? 
FRANCIE:  Roger? 
 
Thank you for reading this free excerpt from SQUISH by Marianne Hales 
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