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 Cast of Characters 
 
Trisha: Rich, spoiled, and in her middle 

twenties, dressed in jeans and a 
plain white tee shirt. 

 
TR Homeless man in his forties.  He 

is dressed in whatever he could 
find. 

 
 
Scene: A summer night in the city of New 

York.  The rooftop of the Gracie 
Terrace apartment building. 

 
At Rise: The lights come up slowly 

revealing the rooftop of the 
Gracie Terrace apartments.  The 
lighting should reflect the time 
of day: night.  The sounds of the 
city fill the stage: horns 
honking, sirens blaring.  In the 
corner of the rooftop is a rolled 
up piece of carpet with TR’s feet 
sticking out of the end.  Other 
than that, the roof is empty, 
except for a beat up newspaper, a 
few empty bottles of beer, a 
sandwich bag from McDonalds, and 
an old backpack.  TR makes a few 
low moans and then is quiet.  
Trisha climbs onto the roof and 
slowly crosses to the roof’s 
edge.  We should see her pain, 
her hesitancy at what she is 
going to do.  As she crosses, she 
accidentally kicks one of the 
beer bottles.  She ignores it as 
she stands up on a low wall and 
looks down onto the street.  TR 
pokes his head out and sees 
Trisha.  He gets out of his make-
shift tent and slowly and quietly 
crosses to her. 
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TR 

Jumpin’? 

(Trisha screams and begins 
to fall.  TR grabs her by 
the arm and pulls her back 
onto the roof.  Trisha pulls 
away from TR’s grasp.) 

TRISHA 

Get away from me.  I’ll scream again. 

TR 

Calm down, calm down. 

(Trisha slowly backs away.) 

TRISHA 

Don’t rape me.  Please? 

TR 
(hurt) 

Rape you?  Rape you?  Jesus Christ, Jesus Christ, lady. 
(TR crosses to his bag and 
carpet.) 

You want to jump, go ahead.  Shit, I’ve seen so many 

people do themselves in, one more ain’t gonna matter to 

me.  So hop up on that little wall and give it a go. 

TRISHA 

Really?  Oh, how sweet, how kind of you, sir.  Yes, you 

just scurry off now and leave me to my ultimate fate. 

(Trisha jumps back up on the 
low wall.  It should look 
like she is ready to jump.  
TR quickly crosses back to 
Trisha and grabs her before 
she can jump.) 
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TR 

Goddamn it, lady.  Jesus Christ, can you at least give me 

a minute?  I’d like to collect my things and get outta 

here. 

TRISHA 
(sitting on ledge) 

Oh, of course, kind sir.  How insensitive of me.  What 

was I thinking?  If I leap to my death while you’re still 

here, of course, the police will assume it was you who 

pushed me to my grizzly death.  I wouldn’t want to spend 

eternity with that on my conscience. 

TR 

Thank you, very much. 

TRISHA 

Now, you go collect your meager belongings and I’ll give 

you, what, five minutes?  Will that do? 

(TR crosses to his bag and 
piece of carpet.) 

TR 

Make it ten, just to be on the safe side. 

TRISHA 

Then ten it is.  We have an agreement. 
(TR picks up his bag and 
carpet and begins to exit.) 

You really don’t care if I jump, do you? 

TR 

Nope. 

TRISHA 

Yes, of course.  No one has obviously cared about you, 

so, why should you give a damn about anyone else.  You 

just run along now.  I’ll wait the ten minutes as agreed. 
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TR 

You looking for someone to save your ass, lady? 

TRISHA 

No, no of course not. 

TR 

‘cause if you are, it ain’t gonna be me. 

TRISHA 

As it should be. 

TR 

I’ll just leave you to do what you need to do. 

TRISHA 

Yes, thank you, sir.  Maybe you’ll read about it in the 

morning paper, if you can find a free one, that is.  I 

have some money.  I could give you a dollar, or so, so 

you could get a newspaper and a cup of coffee in the 

morning.  Give you something to look forward to during 

the long night. 

TR 

You keep it.  I’ll get along. 

(TR crosses to the roof 
exit.) 

TRISHA 

Just so you’ll know, if you happen to find a paper in the 

morning, my name is Trisha, Trisha Hancock.  From the 

famous Hancock family?  I’m sure you’ve heard of us: 

Hancock Foods, Hancock Telecommunications, 

Hancock...well, it goes on and on and on. 

TR 

It goes on for me too, lady.  Just a different on and on 

and on. 
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TRISHA 

Of course.  I’ve taken up enough of your time, sir.  And 

I have a date to keep. 

TR 

Then I’ll just be shoving off here.  Ten minutes, now. 

TRISHA 

Agreed. 

(Trisha sits on the ledge 
looking out over the city.  
TR starts to exit, but stops 
and looks back at Trisha.  
He puts his things down and 
slowly crosses back to 
Trisha.) 

TR 

You are something else, yes little lady, you are 

something else. 
(TR jumps up on the ledge 
and sits next to Trisha.) 

My friends call me TR.  (pause)  You can call me TR, if 

you’d like. 

(Trisha turns to TR.) 

TRISHA 

I thought you were leaving? 

TR 

Oh, hell, lady, you think I could face myself knowing you 

jumped?  Hell, I’d spend the rest of my life seeing your 

face as I fell asleep.  So you’re stuck with me until you 

get your butt off this roof. 

TRISHA 

Your name is TR? 
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TR 

Yep. 

TRISHA 

Just TR, nothing more? 

TR 

Yep, that’s it.  TR - nothin’ more, nothin’ less. 

TRISHA 

I like that.  Yes, I like that very much.  TR.  How 

wonderful to have a name like yours.  TR.  It leave so 

much to the imagination.  One can conjure up all sorts of 

possibilities.  While my name, Trisha MacDougal Hancock 

just sounds... 

TR 

Rich. 

TRISHA 

Yes, rich.  (pause)  TR, the man who sleeps on roofs. 

TR 

You got it. 

TRISHA 

I’ve often admired people like you.   

TR 

Well, aren’t I flattered. 

TRISHA 

In some ways it seems so liberating.  Just carrying what 

you need on your back, sleeping from place to place.  

There have been nights when I’ve sat in the dark looking 

out my window at the street below.  I’d see some 

unfortunate soul sitting on the sidewalk waiting for the 

cold to numb him to sleep.  There were times when I 

almost felt compelled to join him. 
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TR 

Street’s no place for someone like you...or me.  I 

decided along time ago, no more streets for me.  Did that 

for too long.  Nice and safe up here, usually.  Got about 

ten roofs that I call home.  Starts getting’ dark, I make 

my way to one of my roofs and set up home for the night.  

I’ve had enough of sleeping in the streets.  So, since 

this here is my roof, I say get your ass off that ledge 

before... 

TRISHA 

Before what?  Have me arrested?  Evicted?  Maybe push me 

off? 

TR 

I ain’t pushing you off, that’s for sure. 

TRISHA 

What do you care whether I jump or not?  I’m just some 

rich, spoiled bitch who doesn’t care anymore.  So leave 

me alone and go sleep it off on one of your other roofs. 

TR 

I ain’t letting you jump. 

TRISHA 

I could jump tomorrow. 

TR 

Tomorrow’s, tomorrow. 

TRISHA 

Yeah.  (pause)  Yeah. 

(Trisha and TR sit on the 
edge of the roof looking out 
over the city.  Trisha 
starts to laugh.) 



7 
 

 
Up On the Roof  03/05/2000 

TR 

What’re you laughing about? 

TRISHA 

I was just thinking how this would make a very 

interesting story. 

TR 

What would? 

TRISHA 

The two of us...jumping together. 

TR 

You and me play patty cake with the sidewalk? 

TRISHA 

Yes. 

TR 

Really?  That’s what you want? 

TRISHA 

Yes. 

TR 

Okay, goddamn it, let’s do it.  What the hell?  Who’s 

gonna miss a no good loser like me.  A guy who turned his 

back on his wife and kid.  Hell, I’ve turned my back on a 

million people: Gus, Big Joe, the Termite, Little Jewish 

Annie, the Dwarf, shit, so many.  So, what do I got to 

lose.  Nothing.  Just more days and nights of misery.  So 

come on, goddamn it, give me your hand and let’s have a 

go. 

TRISHA 

At least that way, we won’t die alone. 
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TR 

Lady, we always die alone, no matter what.  Ain’t 

something we can do together, that’s for sure.  And don’t 

think I haven’t thought about it, ‘cause I have.  

(cont’d) 

 
TR  (CONT’D) 

Hell, I’ve stood on this very roof, looking over the 

edge, thinking I’d be better off as a big, red Picasso on 

the sidewalk.  So let’s do it. Two losers, one poor, one 

rich, taking a dive off the fucking Gracie Tower 

Apartments. 
(TR grabs Trisha’s hand and 
tries to pull her up.) 

Come on. 

(Trisha jumps away from the 
ledge.) 

TRISHA 

No. 

(TR gets down from the 
ledge.) 

TR 

Whadda mean, no.  I thought that’s what you wanted.  So 

let’s get with the program here.  Off into the wild blue 

yonder. 

TRISHA 

I’ll give you a hundred to leave, right now. 

TR 

A c-note?  Just like that?  Just so you can take a dive 

alone? 

TRISHA 

Yes. 
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TR 

Nope.  Can’t do. 

TRISHA 

When was the last time you had a hundred dollars?  I bet 

years. 

TR 

Longer than I can remember. 

TRISHA 

Then I’ll make it two, two hundred dollars. 

TR 

Two hundred dollars?  And all I have to do is take a hike 

off this roof? 

TRISHA 

Yes. 

(TR thinks for a moment.) 

TR 

Listen, lady, ‘bout 12 years ago, bunch of us set up a 

little camp, somewhere south of Albuquerque.  It was 

about sunset and we were all sitting around telling 

stories, laughing, and drinking some joe when this big-

ass diesel come rumbling up.  We all stopped to take a 

look.  And there, standing in the middle of the tracks 

with his arms spread like Jesus on the cross, was my good 

friend Alvin, Alvin Rickets.  Just standing there, arms 

spread, ready to hug that train to death.  Worst thing I 

ever seen and I’ve seen some shit, believe me.  Ever 

since then, when I start to fall asleep, I see that train 

barreling down on Alvin.  So, sorry, lady, but I don’t 

need no more nightmares.  Keep your money.  Let’s get 

down from here. 
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(Trisha reaches into her 
pocket and pulls out a large 
wad of cash.) 

TRISHA 

Here, take it all.  Just get out of here. 

(She hands him the money and 
he begins to count it but 
stops.) 

TR 

Jesus Christ, lady, I bet there’s over six hundred here, 

maybe seven.  I haven’t seen this much cash since, well, 

hell, I don’t remember. 

TRISHA 

Keep it.  Have some fun on me. 

(TR looks at Trisha.) 

TR 

I stuff this cash in my pocket, take a hike out of here, 

and I’m a rich guy.  I can go sleep in one of those nice 

hotels, eat a great meal at some fancy restaurant.  Just 

like all those normal people in the world.  Get to try 

that on for a few days.  It’s like a dream come true. 

TRISHA 

Pretty easy, huh? 

TR 

So that’s it?  I stuff this cash in my pocket and we’re 

done, just like that? 

TRISHA 

Everyone has their price. 
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TR 

That’s what I’ve heard.  I just never thought I’d get a 

chance to find out what my price was. 

TRISHA 

Well, now you know. 
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TR 

Six, seven hundred.  Lot of cash for a guy like me.  I’ll 

tell you what, I’m keeping this money, putting right here 

in my pocket.  But I’m not like the rest of the people in 

your life, where a little cash goes a long way.  You 

probably throw this kind of money around all the time, 

get what you want: cabs, clubs, people.  You’re a sad, 

little rich kid, who, for some reason, isn’t getting her 

way.  So, you’re ready to take a dive off the roof just 

to piss someone off.  I am taking a hike otta here, but 

you’re coming with me. 

TRISHA 

You’re crazy. 

TR 

Yeah, yeah I am.  Now that I’m this rich guy all of a 

sudden, I want to spend some of it.  And you want to know 

what’s even crazier?  I want to take this sad, beautiful 

young woman out for dinner.  I’ll tell her my story and 

she can tell me her’s.  Deal? 

TRISHA 

Me? 

TR 

Yeah, you. 

(Trisha stares at TR for a 
moment.) 

TR 

You gonna turn me down? 

TRISHA 

No. 

TR 

Good, that’s good. 
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TRISHA 

But I’ll probably be back up here tomorrow night. 

TR 

Maybe.  If so, leave me a note saying goodbye. 

TRISHA 

Yeah, I will. 

TR 

You are something, little lady.  Come on, take my arm.  

Make me feel like a regular guy.  It’s been a long time. 

TRISHA 

Yeah, sure. 

(Trisha puts her arm around 
TR’s.) 

TR 

Hey, look at that.  Moon’s coming up.  Nothing more 

beautiful than a big old moon rising up over a big ass 

city.  (pause)  You ready? 

TRISHA 

Yes. 

(Trisha and TR start to 
exit. Trisha tries to break 
away but TR grabs her by the 
arm.) 

TR 

Trisha. 
(She turns back to TR.) 

Tomorrow. 

(The two stare at each other 
for a moment.) 
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TRISHA 

Yes, tomorrow. 

(She charges off the roof, 
leaving TR behind.  He runs 
after her.  The lights 
slowly fade to blackout.) 
 

THE END 
 


