
They all laugh out loud.

BERNADETTE scowls.

FATHER SHAWNASEE sighs, rolls his 
eyes, and shakes his head in 
disapproval.

RYAN:
(Smirking and ignoring the  
comments)

Well?... Paddy spent the better part of two days convincin’ 
Bernadette that Aidan was truly the better man.  And fer 
doin’ so, Aidan was so grateful, that he was more than 

willin’ to hand over that Jersey to Paddy in appreciation.

BERNADETTE gasps, and MAUREEN 
laughs. 

BERNADETTE:
(Curt)

Shut up, Maureen!

RYAN:
Of course... Paddy then gave the Jersey to Liam fer his boat 
and motor... traded the boat and motor to Connie in exchange 
fer the boxcar... brought that boxcar to me, and...

(Grinning wide)

I didn’t hesitate fer a moment.

And Paddy was now the proud owner of a brand spankin’ new 

bright red bicycle.

BERNADETTE:
(Visibly upset)

Tis a lie, I tell ya!  I would never allow meself to be 
played in such a way!

MAUREEN:
(Smirking, sarcastic)

Quiet!  Bernadette!... Let the man speak.

BERNADETTE sneers at MAUREEN.
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RYAN:
Of course, when me Da found out what I’d done, it was a trip 
behind the woodshed fer me, but...  Oh well!  It was surely 
worth it.

(Dreamily)
I still have that boxcar to this day.  

LIAM:
(Proud, reminiscing)

I had that Jersey framed!  It’s hangin’ over me fireplace 
still!

They all turn and look at CONNIE, 
questioningly.

CONNIE:
(Sighs, downtrodden)

What can I say?...  Last year me boat sank... and took the 
motor with it, I’m afraid.

ALL THE MEN ON STAGE:
(Sincerely simpathetic)

Awwwwww!  

LIAM:
What a pity!

MAUREEN and BERNADETTE roll their 
eyes in disgust.

MAUREEN:
Oh fer heaven’s sake!

RYAN:
(To audience)

Well?... Two weeks later, Paddy... bein’ the daredevil that 
he was, rode that bicycle down the tallest hill in the 
village to see just how fast he could be goin’, crashed it 
into Flannery’s Market, and smashed it into a million pieces.  

The end result was that all his friends got everything they 
ever dreamed of... But Paddy wound out with absolutely 

nothin’ at all... As usual.
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CONNIE:
Poor dear boy!

RYAN:
(To audience)

Of course, not every venture Paddy applied himself to was 
appreciated by the other party.

Like... The time he “borrowed” Mr. Duffy’s motor car one 
evenin’, so’s he could take Maureen McCleary up to Smoocher’s 

Hill to watch the sunset.

MAUREEN:
(Gasps)

Just a minute now!

BERNADETTE:
(Sarcastic, to MAUREEN)

HA!  Not so funny when you’re the brunt of it, now is it, 
Maureen.

FUNERAL DIRECTOR:
(Trying to maintain order)

Ladies!... Please!.

(To RYAN)
Please continue, Sir.

RYAN nods his head, looking 
haughtily vindicated, and 
continues. 

RYAN:
Mr. Duffy was only angry.

Maureen was furious!  It seems Paddy told her he was takin’ 
her out fer a bite after which they’d be goin’ roller skatin’ 
at the rink two towns over.

When, instead, Paddy pulled in to park on Smoocher’s Hill and 
Maureen realized he wasn’t even takin’ her out to eat first, 
Paddy experienced the real beauty of the feminine Irish 

temper.
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MAUREEN:
(Defensive)

Well?  What’d ya expect?...  Tis a lady I am!

BERNADETTE:
(Snickering, sarcastic)

Yes, well, that didn’t stop ya from stayin’ up there with him 
fer at least an hour and a half, now did it... “Me lady”?

MAUREEN gasps and sneers at 
BERNADETTE.

FATHER SHAWNASEE stands up and 
points his finger in the air as if 
he is about to make a proclamation.  
He keeps trying to say words but, 
none will come. 

The CAST just stare at him while he 
struggles.

Frustrated, he groans and sits back 
down as if feeling defeat.

LIAM:
(To FATHER SHAWNASEE)

Wise move, Father.  With what’s been goin’ on between those 
two lass’s all these years, yer better off stayin’ out of it.

FATHER SHAWNASEE:
(Standing, frustrated, to 
LIAM)

Those two “lass’s”, as you call them, are now grown women and 
it’s time all their previous tawdry misconduct stay concealed 
behind the closed doors of the confessional where they 
belong!

All gasp and look at FATHER 
SHAWNASEE in shock.

(Appalled)
Did I say that?...  
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MAUREEN:
(In wide eyed shock)

Yes ya did!

FATHER SHAWNASEE:
(Looking out at the audience 
with a deer in the 
headlights look)

I shouldn’t have said that. 

BERNADETTE:
(In wide eyed shock)

No ya shouldn’t have!

FATHER SHAWNASEE:
(Squirming)

I’ll thank ya all to show a little courtesy and... Please 
ignore... that!

FATHER SHAWNASEE slowly sits down, 
in wide-eyed shock.

FUNERAL DIRECTOR:
(Scolding)

Settle down!  All a ya!

MAUREEN and BERNADETTE give each 
other one more surly look and 
settle back down.

The FUNERAL DIRECTOR nods at RYAN 
and gestures politely for him to 
continue.

RYAN:
(To FUNERAL DIRECTOR)

Thank ya kindly, Sir!

(To FATHER SHAWNASEE, 
smirking, teasing)

Father?
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FATHER SHAWNASEE scowls at RYAN and 
just waves him off, embarassed.

RYAN:
(To audience)

But... gettin’ back to me story... through it all, Paddy 
never had a mean bone in his body or a bad word toward 
anyone.  I suppose that’s why he got away with so much. 

 

(Reminiscing)
And, everyone loved him, no matter what he pulled.

RYAN looks toward the casket 
lovingly.

Paddy me boy?  We’ll be missin’ ya, and fer sure they’ll be 
many a tale keepin’ yer memory alive.

Just remember, me friend;

“There are good ships, and there are wood ships, the ships 
that sail the sea.  But the best ships are friendships, and 

may they always be.”

LIAM HARRIGAN takes his flask out 
of his coat pocket, at his seat, 
lifts it in a silent toast, and 
takes a swig.  He then returns the 

flask to his pocket.

While LIAM does so, RYAN picks up 
his papers, folds them, replaces 
them in his coat pocket, removes 
his glasses, puts them away, and 

begins to return to his seat.

The FUNERAL DIRECTOR returns to the 
podium.

Just before RYAN reaches his seat, 
the lights begin to blink on stage 

and around the casket.

STAGE LIGHTS BLINKING

FX: (TRACK 01) The sound of thunder #1.
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They all look around, surprised and 

confused.

FUNERAL DIRECTOR:
See here!  What’s this now?

Pause (TRACK 01)

STAGE LIGHTS STOP BLINKING

BLACKOUT THEN STAGE LIGHTS UP

Suddenly, from out of nowhere, the 
ghost of PADDY O’TOOLE appears, 
standing behind the casket 

(concealing his lower half).  

PADDY is wearing an ill-fitting 
suit jacket, white dress shirt, and 
bright green tie.  The back seam of 
the jacket is slit open almost to 
the top. (As customarily done by 
Funeral Directors).  Every time 
PADDY gestures we can see his suit 
jacket flapping in the breeze and 
he often struggles with it.

He is not wearing the suit pants.  
Instead he is wearing boxer shorts 
with shamrocks on them.  The 
supposition being that he was 
respectfully covered with a blanket 
up to his waist in the casket and 
no one would ever know he didn’t 
have any pants on.

He is also wearing a “newsboy” hat, 
bright green socks and no shoes.

As things go on, PADDY moves about 
all over but, never physically 
touches anyone. (He’s a ghost) 
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RYAN:
(Confused, hopeful)

Paddy?  

They all gasp in shock, confusion, 
and somewhat in fear.

At the same time, and while the 
others speak, LIAM, in shock, 
stumbles to pull out his flask, 
looks at PADDY, looks at the flask, 
looks at PADDY, takes a swig, and 
returns the flask to his pocket.

MICHAEL MCCOOLE:
It certainly looks like him!  

OFFICER O’ROURKE:
It can’t be!  I pronounced him dead meself!  I know he’s 
gone.

FATHER SHAWNASEE:
(Visibly shaken)

Saints preserve us!

PADDY:

Yes, yes...  Calm down me friends.  Tis me alright.

Pardon me fer showin’ up at me own wake, but I was just lyin’ 
there listenin’ to me good friend Ryan here, and it has 
become painfully obvious where this all may be goin’.  So I 
thought there might be the need of some additional... 
“explainin’” here and there so yer sure to understand all 
sides, as it were.

Ya see...  I’ve been told by...

PADDY points heavenward.

That traffic is a bit heavy today, and I may be in a sort of 
a holdin’ pattern fer a wee bit before I’m able to pass, so I 
thought it might be fun to listen in awhile to the send-off 
me good friends have chosen to give me.  
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FUNERAL DIRECTOR:
(Shocked and upset at seeing 
PADDY)

We can’t be havin’ this!  Totally unacceptable it tis!

PADDY:
(Defensive)

And why is that?  A man’s got a right to defend himself... 
doesn’t he?

PADDY pauses a moment, expecting an 
answer, but they all just stare at 
him in frozen, wide-eyed shock.  He 
then comes out from behind the 
casket showing that he is not 
wearing any pants.

(To FUNERAL DIRECTOR, really 
annoyed)

By the way...  Where’s me pants?

FUNERAL DIRECTOR:
(In shock, trying to adjust)

Ya had a respectable funeral drape coverin’ yer lower half. I 
simply didn’t see the need.

PADDY:
(To FUNERAL DIRECTOR)

Well that’s just dandy!  Is this the way I’m expected to go 
to meet me maker?

FUNERAL DIRECTOR:
(Stuttering and stammering)

I... Ugh!... Um!... Well?... There’s nothin’ there the Lord 
hasn’t seen before.  After all...  He’s the one what give it 
to ya.  Other than that, I... I... I just don’t know quite 
what to say.

PADDY:
(Indignant)

Yes, well ya might consider that when I arrive at me 
destination I hope to be meetin’ up with others and this...
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(Pointing to his lower half)

PADDY: (CONT’D)
... Does not exactly allow fer a good first impression, if ya 
catch me meanin’.  Ya might take that into consideration fer 
yer future customers.

FUNERAL DIRECTOR:
(Stunned, embarrassed)

I shall!  I truly shall!  Ya have me word on it.

PADDY:
(Annoyed)

Well, I certainly hope so.

PADDY looks around at all his 
friends and suddenly breaks into a 
big smile.

Ahhh!  Come now, me friends! Don’t let me bein’ here upset 
the festivities!  Let’s just continue on... Shall we?  

PADDY gestures fer them to 
continue.

They all sit there frozen.

PADDY:
Go on!... Go on!

FUNERAL DIRECTOR:
(Nervously wiping his brow 
with his handkerchief.)

This is all so highly unusual!...  Highly unusual!

PADDY:
Yes, yes!  “Unusual”!...  Nevertheless?...  Here I be!

Now!...  Surely there’s at least one of ya willin’ to speak 
up and give it a start. 
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