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UNCLE CHICK’S LAST WISH 
By Linda Oatman High 

 
SYNOPSIS:  Uncle Chick has passed away and his last wish is to have his 
ashes scattered on the beach by his family.  This request conjures visions of 
an ocean-side memorial, with a setting sun, full of heart-felt remembrances 
of Uncle Chick; however, there is one problem - - Uncle Chick has chosen a 
nude beach that he and his Army buddies visited and his surviving family 
now have reservations at The Naked Mermaid Motel.   
 
This play may be performed either as a ONE ACT play (20 minutes; 3 
women; 2 men) or as a TWO ACT play (40 minutes; 3 women; 3 men; double 
casting), where in Act TWO we learn the REAL and surprising story behind 
Chick and his army buddies escapades at the Nude Mermaid Hotel.   
 

ACT ONE:  Chick’s family includes Rose, his prim and proper wife, 
who is determined to make his last wish come true.  She is accompanied 
by her ex-hippie niece, Carly, and Carly’s pierced and tattooed college-
aged daughter, Amanda. 
 
Rose plans to scatter the remains at night, in the buff; however, that plan 
is shot down when Josh the bellhop informs Rose that in less than a hour, 
a city ordinance will be enforced, prohibiting the nude beach to operate.  
As the minutes tick toward 5:00 PM, the three generations of women 
reminisce about Chick, share laughter and tears, and gawk through the 
window at the naked lifeguard, Buck.  Rose’s regrets and reservations 
pull her in two different directions, but ultimately the devoted widow 
resolves to be true to her late husband’s last wish.  Assisted by Josh, 
Buck, Carly, and Amanda, the elderly Rose proves that life is indeed too 
short for modest hesitations.  She seizes the day, and it’s a day no one 
will soon forget.  
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ACT TWO:  This is the story behind the story, as we meet Chick and his 
two army buddies, Earl and Jimmy, at their first reunion at the Mermaid 
Hotel, which as of yet has not gone nude.  The antics of the three guys 
together on a weekend reunion are hilarious, and yet through it all, we 
learn of Chick's devotion to Rose and discover his secret.  

 
CAST OF CHARACTERS 

(2-5 MEN, 3-4 WOMEN) 

 
ACT ONE 

ROSE MEADOWS (f) ..............Recently widowed, Rose is 80.  
Conservative and well-groomed, she’s 
fond of pearls, hats, and seamed 
stockings. (65 lines) 

 
CARLY SMITH (f) ...................Rose’s niece; a middle-aged ex-hippie 

turned yuppie. (51 lines) 
 
AMANDA SMITH (f)...............Carly’s 20 year-old pierced and tattooed 

daughter.  She clomps through life in 
combat boots.  A Rutgers University 
student. (80 lines) 

 
JOSH (m) ..................................A 20-something bellhop at the Naked 

Mermaid Motel. (20 lines) 
 
BUCK (m).................................A tanned and muscled lifeguard on the 

nude beach. (1 line) 

 
ACT TWO 

CHICK (m)................................A 40-something man. (58 lines) 
 
EARL STOLTZFUS (m)...........Chick’s neighbor, also a man in his 40s.  

Very Dutch, with a heavy Lancaster 
County accent, Earl is facing a mid-life 
crisis. (48 lines) 
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JIMMY HENDERSON (m) ...... A middle-aged hippie from California.  
Tanned and fit and long-haired, Jimmy is 
the cool one of the bunch. (42 lines) 

 
ROSE (f)....................................40-something, she appears in CHICK’s 

dream. (1 line) 
 

SETTING 
 
ACT ONE: 
A first-floor suite at the Naked Mermaid Motel, an oceanfront property on a 
nude beach somewhere in Florida.  Paintings of mermaids adorn the walls, 
and a large picture window in the living room boasts a view of the beach.  It 
is the present day. 
 

ACT TWO: 
A suite at the Naked Mermaid hotel.  It’s 1974, and the music, decor, and 
clothing reflect that. 
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ACT ONE 
 
AT RISE: 
A first-floor suite at the Naked Mermaid Motel, an oceanfront property 
on a nude beach somewhere in Florida.  Paintings of mermaids adorn 
the walls, and a large picture window in the living room boasts a view 
of the beach.  The scene opens with ROSE, CARLY, and AMANDA 
entering the suite.  ROSE clutches a duct-taped shoebox. 
 
AMANDA:  I can’t believe that Uncle Chick is actually in that box. 
 
She stares at the shoebox as ROSE gently places it on top of the 
television. 
 
ROSE:  Uncle Chick is in Paradise, dear.  It’s his remains in the box. 
 
ROSE pats the shoebox lid.  AMANDA shrugs. 
 
AMANDA:  Ashes to ashes, dust to dust.  Whatever. 
CARLY:  Amanda, really.  You’re a college student, for God’s sake.  

I’m not paying all that money to Rutgers for you to learn to say 
stupid things. 

AMANDA:  Well, it’s in the Bible.  I just can’t believe that a 300-pound 
man could be condensed to fit inside a Nike box. 

ROSE:  Weighing less than the day he was born.  Isn’t that 
incredible? 

AMANDA:  Cool.  The ultimate weight loss program: cremation.  Burn 
fat.  Better than the South Beach Diet. 

 
ROSE perches on the sofa.  AMANDA clomps in combat boots 
around the room, studying the mermaid paintings. 
 
AMANDA:  Sweet.  Dad would love this one. 
CARLY:  Your Dad would love any one. 
ROSE:  Oh, Chick loved them, too.  There’s just something about 

naked mermaids that’ll catch a man’s eye every time. 
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AMANDA traipses to the window and peers out.  She leans forward, 
transfixed.  CARLY joins her and her jaw drops.  ROSE goes to see 
the beach view, too, and claps a hand to her mouth.  A man wearing 
only a red “Lifeguard” cap dashes past the window.  The audience 
sees him from the bare waist up, but the three women all lower their 
chins to chests and their eyes drop, heads swiveling as he runs away. 
 
AMANDA:  Wow.  There’s just something about naked lifeguards 

that’ll catch a girl’s eye every time.  We need a nude beach in 
Piscataway. 

 
There’s a knock on the door, and AMANDA trudges over to peer 
through the peephole. 
 
AMANDA:  Hey!  This dude’s cute!  Wearing clothes, but cute!  I like 

this place! 
 
AMANDA flings open the door to reveal the uniformed JOSH, lugging 
a cart of three suitcases: one adorned with bright flowers, one plain 
black, and one plastered with stickers of alternative and punk rock 
bands.  AMANDA lifts the stickered suitcase from the rack and JOSH 
smiles. 
 
JOSH:  You like Freak Magnet? 
AMANDA:  Love ‘em. 
JOSH:  Me, too.  How about Plastic Holiday?  Dead Mile Dance and 

Dilated Peoples? 
AMANDA:  Yep. 
 
ROSE takes her flowered suitcase; CARLY retrieves the plain black 
one. 
 
JOSH:  So where’re ya from? 
AMANDA:  Jersey.  Tomato capital of the world.   
JOSH:  You like it there? 
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ROSE:  Oh, yes.  It’s Bruce Springsteen country!  And Chick loved 
living there within a two-hour drive of the one-armed bandits in 
Atlantic City.  Slot machines were his favorite.  I certainly hope that 
they have them in heaven. 

AMANDA:  Right, Aunt Rose.  And Jesus is the blackjack dealer. 
JOSH:  So what’re you all doing here?  Concert? 
AMANDA:  Nah.  We’re here because of Uncle Chick’s last wish. 
JOSH:  Uncle Chick? 
AMANDA:  My mom’s uncle.  My great-uncle.  Her husband. 
 
AMANDA indicates ROSE, who is still staring out the window. 
 
ROSE:  Late husband. 
AMANDA:  Really late.  I’m surprised he didn’t miss his own funeral. 
 
JOSH is looking uncomfortable. 
 
JOSH:  He’s . . . dead? 
AMANDA:  Yep.  And inside that Nike box over there. 
CARLY:  Amanda, really. 
JOSH:  No kiddin’.  So what was his last wish? 
AMANDA:  Uncle Chick’s last wish was to have his ashes scattered 

on the nude beach. 
ROSE:  My husband loved this place.  He first came here with his 

World War II Army buddies, back in 1974.  They returned once a 
year after that, the same old group of fellas that got smaller and 
smaller as the years flew by. 

JOSH:  And so you’re gonna scatter the ashes? 
ROSE:  Darn tootin’ I am. 
 
She puts a hand to her mouth and whispers. 
 
ROSE:  In the buff.  At night. 
JOSH:  Well, I hate to tell ya this, but if you’re gonna do it, you’d 

better do it soon. 
ROSE:  Soon? 
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JOSH looks at his watch. 
 
JOSH:  Yeah.  Like less than an hour from now.  As of 5:00, this’ll no 

longer be allowed to be a nude beach.  Some city ordinance or 
somethin’. 

 
ROSE puts a hand to her mouth. 
 
ROSE:  Oh my stars.  I can’t do this in broad daylight. 
JOSH:  They say it’s gonna be a big fine if anybody tries to go nude, 

even at night.  It’ll be patrolled by cops 24/7. 
CARLY:  Maybe you could just throw the ashes out this window, Aunt 

Rose. 
ROSE:  There is no way on God’s green earth that I’m going to toss 

my husband out the window like yesterday’s coffee grounds. 
CARLY:  Well, I didn’t mean to be disrespectful, but the beach is 

three feet below the window, you know.  It’s not like you’re 
dropping him from the Empire State Building. 

ROSE:  I just don’t think that’s what Chick had in mind: to be dumped 
from a window like dirty dishwater.  Why, the whole idea was to 
get me in the buff.  He always did try to persuade me to 
accompany him to the nude beach. 

AMANDA:  So this is kinda like Uncle Chick’s last laugh, huh?  Ha.  
Ha. 

 
CARLY shoots AMANDA an icy glance. 
 
ROSE:  I just couldn’t imagine showing my privates in public: wearing 

my birthday suit and nothing else but goose bumps.  But you know 
what?  If Chick could come back in the flesh, I’d do it for him.  I 
would!  What would it have hurt me just to go one time?  It 
wouldn’t have hurt me one bit, that’s what. 

CARLY:  Regrets will get you nowhere, Aunt Rose.  No use brooding 
over what-could- have-been.  What-could-have-beens don’t count.  
Neither do what-should-have-beens or what-never-should-have-
beens. 
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ROSE:  Well, hindsight is 20-20, so they say.  And now I see that I 
should have thrown caution and modesty to the wind and bared 
my hind. 

JOSH:  So what’re ya gonna do?  After 5:00, there’ll be cops all over 
this beach, and it’ll be bye-bye behind. 

ROSE:  Maybe you should join us out there at 4:55, young man. 
CARLY:  Aunt Rose! 
 
AMANDA fishes in her pockets and pulls out a tip for JOSH.  She 
picks lint from the money, and then, with a mischievous grin and a 
shimmy of the hips, she sticks the money in the waistband of his 
pants. 
 
CARLY:  Amanda! 
 
CARLY shakes her head, eyes turned to the ceiling. 
 
CARLY:  I’m at a nude beach in Florida with a couple of hoochie 

mamas. 
AMANDA:  Bet this is a fun place to work, huh? 
 
JOSH nods. 
 
JOSH:  Yeah. 
 
JOSH smiles and exits, as AMANDA flops on the sofa and aims the 
remote control at the television. 
 
ROSE:  Oh, no!  Chick despised TV, especially the Oprah show! 
 
ROSE hurries to the television and lifts the box.  She sits on the sofa 
beside AMANDA, stroking the shoebox.  CARLY joins them, and all  
three women sit gazing at the television set. 
 
AMANDA:  See, Aunt Rose?  Even Oprah says that you’ve got to 

take a chance every now and then.  Do something crazy.  Seize 
life! 
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ROSE:  That’s easy for Oprah to say. 
CARLY:  But you don’t see Oprah taking off her clothes. 
 
AMANDA clicks off the television and the women are silent for a few 
moments. 
 
AMANDA:  So, Mom, are you going to do it, too? 
CARLY:  Do what? 
AMANDA:  Go out on the nude beach with Aunt Rose. 
 
CARLY’s jaw drops. 
 
CARLY:  I don’t think so. 
 
She pats her stomach. 
 
CARLY:  One too many babies; one zillion too many Twinkies.  No 

sit-ups, no tummy tucks.  No spunk. 
AMANDA:  I’ll bet you took your clothes off at Woodstock. 
CARLY:  That was 1969.  This is a different century. 
ROSE:  You took off your clothes at Woodstock? 
 
CARLY nods, abashed. 
 
CARLY:  We slid in the mud, danced with daisy chains on our heads.  

Oh, those were the days. 
ROSE:  I always knew those hippies were up to no good! 
 
The women giggle, then fall silent.  AMANDA reaches out and 
touches the shoebox. 
 
AMANDA:  Can I hold it? 
 
ROSE hands over the box as if passing a newborn baby.  AMANDA 
takes it gingerly and bounces it on her legs. 
 
AMANDA:  I never thought that I’d ever hold Uncle Chick on my lap! 
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CARLY:  Amanda, honestly. 
 
AMANDA lifts the box and shakes it.  She shakes it again, grinning.  
Then, using the maracas-like sound for rhythm, she begins to sing, 
loud and off-key. 
 
AMANDA:   
YES, WE HAVE NO BANANAS, WE HAVE NO BANANAS TODAY.   
YES, WE HAVE NO BANANAS . . . 

 
CARLY is rolling her eyes. 
 
CARLY:  Sometimes I just can’t believe that you actually came from 

me.  Good lord, Amanda. 
AMANDA:  Well, Uncle Chick always sang that to me when I was 

little. 
 
ROSE nods, remembering.  She finishes the song. 
 
ROSE:   
. . . BANANAS IN SCRANTON, PA. 
 

AMANDA:  And then there was the ever-popular . . . 
 
She rattles the box again, starting the beat of a song. 
 
AMANDA:   
YOU’RE IN THE ARMY NOW; YOU’RE NOT BEHIND A PLOW . . . 

 
The other two join in. 
 
ROSE AND CARLY:   
DA, DA, DA, DA DA; DA, DA, DA, DA, DA.   
YOU’RE IN THE ARMY NOW. 

 
ROSE takes the box and begins a slow shuffling percussion. 
 
ROSE:   
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WISE MEN SAY, ONLY FOOLS RUSH IN, BUT I CAN’T HELP . . . 

 
The other two raise their voices in unison with ROSE. 
 
CARLY AND AMANDA:   
. . . FALLING IN LOVE WITH YOU. 

 
ROSE:  Chick adored Elvis.  He always kind of fancied himself to look 

a bit like him. 
AMANDA:  Which one?  The young hunky Elvis or the old fat white-

jumpsuit Elvis? 
 
AMANDA moves near the window and glances out every now and 
then. 
 
ROSE:  The young one.  Chick did somewhat resemble Elvis, back 

before he lost his hair and found some pounds. 
AMANDA:  Wow.  I can’t picture that. 
 
ROSE leans forward and softly kisses the shoebox. 
 
ROSE:  I even bought him some blue suede shoes one Christmas.  

Size 13, triple E. 
AMANDA:  You were really crazy about him, huh, Aunt Rose?  Like 

in the movies.  Sorta like Bogie and Bacall. 
  
ROSE nods. 
 
ROSE:  Head-over-heels.  He was the best thing since Six Flags. 
AMANDA:  I wonder if I’ll ever love anybody like that.  (Glancing out 

the window again.)  Well, I could definitely love that lifeguard. 
ROSE:  Love comes when you’re not looking, dear.  And it leaves in a 

shoebox. 
 
ROSE stares off into the distance. 
 

12 

DO
 N

OT
 C

OP
Y



BY LINDA OATMAN HIGH 

ROSE:  You know what we really loved to do: Chick and I?  We 
adored dancing.  There was something about swaying, arm-in-arm 
and lost in the music, that was like floating.  Or flying. 

 
ROSE stands, holding the shoebox to her and moving in a slow 
awkward waltz.  She stops, sad, shoulders slumped. 
 
ROSE:  It’s just not the same.  I’ll never dance again. 
AMANDA:  You’ll dance again, Aunt Rose.  Someday you’ll hear the 

coolest music, and you’ll start to move. 
 
ROSE pats AMANDA’s hand. 
 
ROSE:  You’re young and hopeful, just as I was many years ago.  But 

nothing stays the same.  Why, even our bladders go downhill. 
 
ROSE toddles to the bathroom, off-set, absentmindedly still clutching 
the shoebox.  The sound of a flushing toilet is heard, then ROSE’s 
gasp. 
 
ROSE:  Oh, my stars!  I dropped Chick in the hopper! 
 
CARLY and AMANDA look at one another. 
 
ROSE:  Never mind.  Got him. 
 
ROSE re-enters, the shoebox dripping, a piece of toilet paper stuck to 
the bottom. 
 
AMANDA:  Uncle Chick would get a kick out of this. 
 
ROSE waves one hand. 
 
ROSE:  He always did enjoy a good swim. 
AMANDA:  Let’s look inside; see if he got wet. 
CARLY:  Amanda. 
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ROSE is slowly peeling the duct tape from the box.  She and 
AMANDA peer inside.  CARLY, horrified, keeps her distance as 
ROSE dips a finger into the ashes. 
 
ROSE:  High and dry. 
 
ROSE touches the tip of her finger with her tongue, then re-applies 
the duct tape. 
 
AMANDA:  Ew.  What’s it taste like? 
 
ROSE thinks for a minute, smacking her lips. 
 
ROSE:  It tastes like . . . lemons and cigars and . . . fire-blackened 

marshmallows.  With a slight aftertaste of Old Spice. 
AMANDA:  Yum.  Tasty.  Next Ben & Jerry’s ice-cream flavor. 
 
ROSE shrugs. 
 
ROSE:  After folks have been married as long as Chick and I, we 

become one: part of one another’s flesh and blood and bones and 
soul. 

 
ROSE, suddenly heavy with sadness, sinks to the sofa.  She presses 
the box to her chest. 
 
ROSE:  I couldn’t imagine a beat of the heart or a breath passing 

between my lips without Chick.  Not one step or meal or dream or 
sleep.  A world without him is like watching black and white 
television when you’ve become accustomed to color. 

AMANDA:  Or like listening to Perry Como when you’re used to Freak 
Magnet. 

 
CARLY shoots AMANDA a glance.  ROSE is gazing into the distance 
with a faraway look on her face.  She lowers the box to her lap. 
 
ROSE:  Have you heard of suttee? 

14 

DO
 N

OT
 C

OP
Y



BY LINDA OATMAN HIGH 

AMANDA:  Settee?  Like a loveseat? 
ROSE:  No.  Suttee.  It’s the practice of women throwing themselves 

onto their husbands’ funeral pyres.  Hindu women used to do it in 
India. 

CARLY:  They threw themselves in the fire? 
 
ROSE nods. 
 
ROSE:  I felt like doing that: burning . . . turning to smoke and ashes 

right along with him.  Lucky for me, I couldn’t drive on the highway 
to the cremation place. 

CARLY:  Lucky for us.  I couldn’t imagine a world without Chick or 
Rose. 

AMANDA:  Unfortunately, nobody gets off the planet alive. 
 
ROSE sighs.  CARLY and AMANDA swipe tears from their eyes. 
 
ROSE:  I just wish that we could click on a special television station 

that gives us a glimpse of what comes after.  If I could just see him 
having fun somewhere wonderful, that would make it okay. 

AMANDA:  Kinda like a sneak preview of a movie. 
CARLY:  Coming attractions. 
AMANDA:  Cool idea, Aunt Rose.  Hey, maybe Uncle Chick is on the 

Pearly Gates Nude Beach.  Wouldn’t he love that? 
 
ROSE nods. 
 
ROSE:  He would.  I’m sure he’d appreciate naked angels as much 

as he did naked mermaids. 
 
CARLY glances at her watch. 
 
CARLY:  Aunt Rose, it’s getting close.  4:35. 
ROSE:  Oh my heavens.  I haven’t been this nervous since my 

wedding night. 
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