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ii PHOTOCOPYING THIS SCRIPT BREAKS FEDERAL COPYRIGHT LAWS

AUNT MAGGITY’S DARK AND STORMY NIGHT

By EDITH WEISS

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Speaking)

# of lines

JENNY .............................new maid; sweet, innocent,  50
hard working

AMELIA* ..........................middle-aged; has been working  44
for Aunt Maggity for years

AUNT MAGGITY ................ in a wheelchair; caustic and  72
seemingly hardened; writes 
horror novels; over 50

HUMPHRIES.....................her butler; a proper man who  49
has been in love with her for 
years; puts up with everything

DREARDON ...................... large, scary-looking man whose  41
soft heart is right under the surface;   
also has been with Maggity for years

LAVINIA............................Aunt Maggity’s oldest niece;  77
junior CEO of a pharmaceutical   
company; greedy and manipulative

RICHARD .........................environmental activist; sweet,  63
shy and easily manipulated

LOLA ...............................another niece; shallow, beautiful, 70
the center of attention; a fashion   
designer

CHLOE*...........................her fraternal twin, also a shallow,  54
not terribly bright fashion designer

FRANCINE ........................youngest niece; the nicest of the 30
four; wants to be a professional 
boxer

OZZIE ..............................Francine’s manager; a slacker;  33
a skater type

CHUCK ............................young woman dressed as a man  28
because she is pursuing her dream
of being a rodeo clown

*denotes can be played by male or female
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iii

SET DESIGN
Time:  A dark and stormy night.
Place:  Aunt Maggity’s house.
The stage depicts a cluttered living room with cobwebs and old pictures 
hanging crookedly on the walls. A dusty writer’s desk is UP CENTER 
with the following items on it:  an old typewriter, a bell, a foghorn, a pile 
of papers, a skull and a coiled cobra (the kind stuffed by a taxidermist). 
Inside the desk drawer is a photo. There is a small chair beside the 
desk. STAGE RIGHT is a couch. STAGE LEFT is a window seat with a 
hinged top, positioned so that someone can get into it from offstage 
unseen by the audience.
There are three exits:  UP RIGHT leads to Aunt Maggity’s room, the 
downstairs bathroom and storage room; STAGE RIGHT leads outside; 
UP LEFT leads to the kitchen, dining room, guest rooms and library.
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AUNT MAGGITY’S DARK AND STORMY NIGHT

At RISE:  JENNY stands anxiously in the middle of the large, cluttered 
room holding a feather duster. She picks up a piece of paper from 
a pile on the desk and reads it briefl y. She reacts with horror, puts 
down the page, then starts taking down cobwebs and raising dust. 
(THUNDER RUMBLES.)
AMELIA:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT.) Jenny! What are you doing?
JENNY:  I’m dusting.
AMELIA:  No! Never dust!
JENNY:  But these cobwebs—
AMELIA:  Never take down a cobweb!
JENNY:  I was just—
AMELIA:  (Looks at pile of papers, straightens it.) And never touch 

anything!
JENNY:  But… I was hired as a maid. I was trying to take initiative.
AMELIA:  Never take initiative. Not in Madame Maggity’s house. I’ll tell 

you what you can and can’t clean.
JENNY:  I’m so sorry, Amelia. But I was trying to make a good impression, 

so I was just cleaning everything. (In a tiny, tear strangled voice.) I 
really need this job. I spent all the money I had coming here from 
Alaska.

AMELIA:  You’re from Alaska?
JENNY:  Yes, and I don’t want to go back. It’s so cold there.
AMELIA:  Now, don’t cry. Follow my lead and you won’t lose your job. 

Most maids only last a week here. Come on, we have to clean the 
guest rooms. We’ve got company coming! (They EXIT UP LEFT.)

MAGGITY:  (From OFF RIGHT.) Push, Humphries, push!
HUMPHRIES:  (From OFF RIGHT.) I’m pushing this thing as hard as I 

can.
MAGGITY:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT in a wheelchair pushed by HUMPHRIES.) 

Come on, I’ve got a deadline!
HUMPHRIES:  You had the brake on again. Why do you do that? I’m 

an old man.
MAGGITY:  I do it because you’re an old man and it’s the only exercise 

you get. (HUMPHRIES pushes MAGGITY to the desk.) Someone’s 
been messing with my things. The dust is not as thick as it was. 
I’m going to have to fi re that new maid.

HUMPHRIES:  Give her a second chance.
MAGGITY:  I hate giving second chances.
HUMPHRIES:  Do it anyway. She seems very sweet.
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PHOTOCOPYING THIS SCRIPT BREAKS FEDERAL COPYRIGHT LAWS

MAGGITY:  All right. Where’s Dreardon? (Yells.) Dreardon!
DREARDON:  (ENTERS UP LEFT. He is a large, dour, scary-looking man.) 

You called, Madame Maggity?
MAGGITY:  Yes. I’m ready to write. Stand quietly by the door and 

listen. We’re about to be invaded.
DREARDON:  Invaded, Madam? (MAGGITY glares at him.) As you wish.
MAGGITY:  (Opens a drawer on the desk, takes out a framed photo 

we don’t see, looks at it and wipes it gently with half of a pink 
handkerchief from her pocket. Then, she starts typing on an old 
typewriter. Speaks as she types.) On that dark and stormy night, 
Fiona crept through the silent, dank-smelling house. The cobwebs 
seemed to whisper as she wiped them from her face. The dead 
eyes of the stuffed animals seemed to follow her—the glassy 
stare of the deer, the beady glare of the fox, the crazed look of 
the cobra. She took a deep breath to steady herself. It was all in 
her imagination, of course. She had to stay strong. Upstairs, a 
murderer was hiding, waiting for her. Suddenly, the cobra twitched, 
and lightning swift it struck (DREARDON gasps.), and too late, with 
the snakebite swelling on her tender neck, Fiona realized she’d 
been outsmarted.

DREARDON:  The cobra? No! I thought it was stuffed! She’ll get out of 
it, won’t she?

MAGGITY:  I told you to keep quiet. (Glares at DREARDON, then 
continues.) As she slumped to the ground, her cry of despair was 
joined by laughter coming from up the stairs—the hearty, satisfi ed 
laughter of a murderer.

DREARDON:  Oh, Madame, the murderer put a real cobra downstairs 
amongst the stuffed animals. That’s awful! I never saw that 
coming!

MAGGITY:  Dreardon, how many times must I tell you not to talk? Now 
my concentration’s broken.

DREARDON:  I’m terribly sorry. But I was so caught up in the story, I 
forgot myself! This will be your best novel yet!

MAGGITY:  Zip it, Dreardon.
DREARDON:  Sorry.
MAGGITY:  Fiona heard the stairs creak and knew he was coming 

downstairs. As the poison raced through her bloodstream the 
room seemed to cloud over—

JENNY:  (ENTERS UP LEFT with a tea tray. Bright.) It’s teatime! Tea, 
anyone?

DREARDON:  I love tea.
HUMPHRIES:  Yes, please.
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MAGGITY:  If I had wanted tea, I would have called for it.
JENNY:  I’m sorry. (Tears up.) It’s just that I was taught at Meticulous 

Maids to go the extra mile. I was just going the extra mile. I really 
need this job. (Bursts into tears.)

MAGGITY:  Stop crying and get out! And never go the extra mile again! 
(JENNY EXITS UP RIGHT, still holding the tea tray and passing by 
AMELIA, who has ENTERED UP LEFT.)

AMELIA:  I see you’re yelling at the help again.
MAGGITY:  She tried to clean in here.
AMELIA:  She didn’t know. It’s her fi rst day.
MAGGITY:  And if she doesn’t stop that mewling and hiccupping right 

now it will be her last day. Not just in this house, but on this earth. 
(JENNY screams, then runs ON UP RIGHT.)

AMELIA:  What is it?
JENNY:  There—there are black widow spiders in the downstairs 

bathroom! They’re crawling all over the walls!
MAGGITY:  I know that. They’re my pets.
JENNY:  But they’re poisonous! Deadly!
MAGGITY:  That’s not their fault, is it? It’s just the way they’re made.
JENNY:  But—but—they could bite you…
AMELIA:  Come on, Jenny, you need a good cup of tea.
DREARDON/HUMPHRIES:  (Sigh.) Tea. (AMELIA and JENNY EXIT UP 

LEFT, taking the tea tray with them, as DREARDON and HUMPHRIES 
look longingly after the tea.)

MAGGITY:  I had hoped to fi nish this novel before the nieces arrived. 
I see that’s not going to happen. Humphries!

HUMPHRIES:  No need to shout. I’m right here behind you, as usual.
MAGGITY:  Get me out of here before the little monsters get here, 

would you?
HUMPHRIES:  Madame, is that any way to talk of the children? Little 

monsters? Your own nieces that you haven’t seen in over a 
decade?

MAGGITY:  You’re right. They’ll be big monsters now.
HUMPHRIES:  (Pulls her out from the desk.) Come on, you’ll always be 

their beloved Aunt Maggity. They’ll be excited to see you. And you 
know you love them.

MAGGITY:  No I don’t. I loathe them.
HUMPHRIES:  Then why have you called them all back here?
MAGGITY:  The reading of their parents’ will, Humphries.
HUMPHRIES:  Ah, yes. The will.
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MAGGITY:  Now take me to my room. Dreardon, stay by the door. We’re 
expecting company. And what are we to remember?

DREARDON:  That I’m deaf as a post, madam.
MAGGITY:  Right.
HUMPHRIES:  Oh, the games we play…
MAGGITY:  Zip it, Humphries. (On their EXIT UP RIGHT, MAGGITY puts 

the brakes on and off, causing much jerking motion.)
HUMPHRIES:  Will you stop that, you insane woman?
MAGGITY:  Go for the burn, Humphries.
JENNY:  (ENTERS UP LEFT with a cup of tea, looking to make sure 

MAGGITY is gone. Whispers.) Dreardon, I brought you some tea.
DREARDON:  Oh, thank you. (Sips quickly. DOORBELL CHIMES are 

heard. DREARDON doesn’t react.)
JENNY:  Aren’t you going to answer the door?
DREARDON:  No. I’m supposed to pretend to be deaf.
JENNY:  Why?
DREARDON:  Long story.
JENNY:  This house just keeps getting weirder and weirder.
DREARDON:  Just wait. It’s going to get weirder still. (DOORBELL 

CHIMES again. JENNY crosses UPSTAGE and watches.)
LAVINIA:  (From OFF RIGHT.) Richard, you’ll have to knock. (SOUND OF 

KNOCKING.) Harder! He has to see the door actually move.
RICHARD:  (From OFF RIGHT.) What?
LAVINIA:  Knock harder!
RICHARD:  All right. (LOUD KNOCKING.) Ow! (DREARDON quickly opens 

the door, anticipating RICHARD’S knock. RICHARD tumbles IN, 
followed by LAVINIA.)

DREARDON:  (Scowls.) Welcome.
RICHARD:  Ow. My knuckles are full of splinters.
LAVINIA:  (Loud.) Hello, Dreardon. Darling, this is Dreardon, the 

doorman.
RICHARD:  Hello. (Reaches out his hand, which DREARDON shakes 

tightly.) Ow! Imbedding! Imbedding the splinters! The splinters in 
my hand have become deeply imbedded!

LAVINIA:  He can’t hear you. (Pulls him towards the couch.) Sit down, 
darling, I think I have something in here somewhere for those 
splinters. (Pulls out a syringe from her purse.)

RICHARD:  Uh… Lavinia? What’s with the syringe? (DREARDON’S head 
involuntarily swivels left to look at them. They swivel their heads 
right to look at him just as he faces front.)
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LAVINIA:  Syringe? Oh, that. It’s just animal tranquilizer from my trip to 
the Amazon. I forgot to take it out, that’s all. (Takes out tweezers.) 
Here we go. Let’s get those splinters out.

JENNY:  Shouldn’t you sterilize that fi rst?
LAVINIA:  Who are you?
JENNY:  Jenny, the new maid.
RICHARD:  Hi, I’m Richard. (JENNY crosses to RICHARD to shake his 

outstretched hand, but before that can happen…)
LAVINIA:  You don’t have to mingle with the help, Richard. (JENNY 

crosses back UPSTAGE.)
RICHARD:  I was just being polite. (LAVINIA pulls a splinter out.) Ow! 

Deep one! So this is the house you grew up in. It’s a little creepy.
LAVINIA:  No, it’s really creepy. Perched all alone on a mountaintop, in 

total isolation—Aunt Maggity’s House of Horror is what the kids in 
town called it. Her real name is Margaret, but she raises maggots 
as pets, so we called her Maggity. I’m just glad my sisters and 
I didn’t have to live here very long. I was 15 when I went off to 
boarding school. Never to return, until now.

RICHARD:  Never? You never came back for vacations, or holidays?
LAVINIA:  Well, to be honest, none of us wanted to come back. We 

were at the best boarding schools in Europe. I was in London, 
Lola and Chloe were in Paris, and Francine was in Switzerland 
staying with my dad’s side of the family until she was old enough 
for school. If you had your choice between any of those places and 
this horrible old house, what would you choose?

RICHARD:  So now, after all these years, you are all coming back.
LAVINIA:  Yes, we were called back by Aunt Maggity. It can only be one 

thing—the reading of our parents’ will. I’ve been waiting for this 
for years! I’ll be rich.

RICHARD:  What happened to your parents?
LAVINIA:  A winter night, an icy road… their car went off the road and 

over the mountain.
RICHARD:  I’m so sorry, Lavinia. I didn’t know.
LAVINIA:  Thank you. (DOORBELL CHIMES. DREARDON doesn’t react. 

Sarcastic.) Great. Here come the sisters.
RICHARD:  Won’t you be glad to see them?
LAVINIA:  (Quickly changes her tune.) Of course, Richard. I just wanted 

some quality time with Aunt Maggity, that’s all. I was always her 
favorite.

LOLA:  (From OFF RIGHT.) Is anybody home?
CHLOE:  (From OFF RIGHT.) Somebody open the door!
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RICHARD:  Should we get the door? (SOUND OF KNOCKING.)
LAVINIA:  Only Dreardon opens the door. (Waves her arms to get 

DREARDON’S attention. Then, she mimes knocking and points to the 
door. DREARDON answers the door. CHLOE and LOLA ENTER RIGHT. 
RICHARD starts when he sees LOLA, and then tries to be as unobtrusive 
as possible, picking up a newspaper and hiding behind it.)

CHLOE:  I don’t believe it. Dreardon is still here! No wonder it took so 
long to be let in.

LOLA:  Are you still deaf, dear Dreardon?
CHLOE:  That is so insensitive, Lola! Two words, Dreardon. Hearing aid.
LOLA:  It’s not like he can hear you, Chloe. Now who’s being 

insensitive?
LAVINIA:  Hello, sisters.
LOLA:  Lavinia! It’s been years! Give us a hug!
CHLOE:  (As LAVINIA starts to embrace CHLOE then LOLA.) Oh, don’t 

actually touch—
LOLA:  It’s chiffon, don’t crush it!
CHLOE:  Lavinia, what are you wearing? It’s so retro!
LOLA:  In a really unattractive and awkward sort of way.
CHLOE:  Yeah. Ew.
LAVINIA:  It’s called a business suit. It’s what women wear when they’re 

the successful junior C.E.O. of an international pharmaceutical 
company.

CHLOE:  Well, I guess we all have to make sacrifi ces.
LAVINIA:  By the way, the man sitting here? (Takes the newspaper 

away.) The one you’ve paid absolutely no attention to?
LOLA:  Oh, look, it’s a man.
CHLOE:  Sitting right there. Cool.
LOLA:  Is he yours?
LAVINIA:  This is Richard. We just got engaged on the train. It was so 

spontaneous—he didn’t even have a ring.
LOLA:  No ring? What are you, cheap?
CHLOE:  Maybe he’s poor.
LOLA:  Poorly dressed, that’s for sure. Who are you wearing?
RICHARD:  What?
LAVINIA:  Never mind, Richard. These are my sisters, Lola and Chloe.
LOLA:  We’re twins.
CHLOE:  Fraternal. You could probably tell we don’t look exactly alike.
RICHARD:  Yes, I did notice that.
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LOLA:  Richard… wait a minute. I know you. (DREARDON’S head 
involuntarily swivels left to look at the group. They ALL swivel their 
heads right to look at him just as he faces front.)

RICHARD:  (Nervous.) You do?
LOLA:  We went out on a blind date last year. You said you would call, 

but you never did.
CHLOE:  (To LOLA.) I remember you telling me about that! (To RICHARD.) 

You macho scum.
LAVINIA:  Richard, you never told me.
RICHARD:  It was before I met you. I didn’t know she was your sister. 

I didn’t even know her last name. And—and—it was just dinner. A 
short dinner, as I recall.

LOLA:  Why didn’t you ever call me?
RICHARD:  I thought it was pretty obvious that we weren’t compatible.
LOLA:  Oh?
CHLOE:  Yeah, oh? Why’s that?
RICHARD:  Well, ah, you were wearing toreador pants, a kilt and a 

black hood… and ah… I was wearing a three-piece suit.
LOLA:  So?
CHLOE:  Yeah, so?
RICHARD:  A hood. Not attached to anything, just a hood. I thought it 

was odd. I don’t do well with odd.
LOLA:  Well what you call “odd” is known in the wider world as high 

fashion.
CHLOE:  Yeah. We just had our fi rst fashion show in SoHo. SoHo, New 

York. We were a major hit. The label of Lola & Chloe has arrived.
LAVINIA:  So you designed what you’re wearing?
CHLOE:  Yeah, duh.
LOLA:  It’s from our Urban Primitive collection.
CHLOE:  “Up” for short. Get it? Urban Primitive. U. P. Up.
RICHARD:  Like the singing group “Up With People”?
LOLA:  No. We don’t like people.
CHLOE:  Yeah. We wish they’d stay down.
RICHARD:  Um… some of those prints and furs look like they come 

from animals on the endangered species list.
LAVINIA:  Richard is an environmental activist.
LOLA:  They are endangered. That’s why we can charge such high 

prices for them.
CHLOE:  It’s our way of being edgy and making a statement.
RICHARD:  What statement are you making?
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LOLA:  That we don’t care if they go extinct.
RICHARD:  (Weakly.) Oh. Well, at least you stand for something.
LAVINIA:  (Looks at her watch, opens her purse and pulls out her cell 

phone.) You’ll have to excuse me. I have to call the offi ce.
RICHARD:  (Whispers.) Don’t leave me with them.
LAVINIA:  (Ignores RICHARD and talks into phone.) Hello, Wallace? Hi. 

Lavinia. You know that project we talked about? I’m on it. (Goes 
UPSTAGE, and we don’t hear her anymore.)

AMELIA:  (ENTERS UP LEFT, with trays of disgusting looking appetizers—
a pile of dark gummy worms, Jell-O cubes with olives in them, things 
that look like fi ngers. She hands a tray to JENNY. They offer the trays. 
No one takes anything.) Good evening, all. You must be hungry 
after your long trips.

CHLOE:  I can’t believe you’re still working here, Amelia.
AMELIA:  The job got a great deal more pleasant after you all left. 

Thank you for never coming back.
RICHARD:  That’s so mean. Why is everyone so mean?
JENNY:  (To RICHARD.) Would you like an appetizer?
RICHARD:  Sure— (JENNY puts the tray right under his nose.) No. I 

mean, no thank you. They do look delicious, but I’m on a diet. A 
uh… no food diet. (DOOR BELL CHIMES. DREARDON, as always, 
doesn’t react.)

CHLOE:  Who could that be? Nobody but family ever comes here.
AMELIA:  Probably your little sister Francine.
LOLA:  Francine! I forgot all about her.
JENNY:  You forgot you had another sister?
LOLA:  So?
CHLOE:  Yeah. So? It doesn’t make her a bad person. I totally forgot, 

too. Although now, it’s coming back to me. She was so annoying.
FRANCINE:  (From OFF RIGHT.) Hey! Open up!
LOLA:  Yeah, I remember her now. Always running around with a bat.
AMELIA:  She played T-ball.
CHLOE:  She was dangerous.
AMELIA:  She was four! You can’t be dangerous when you’re four years 

old.
FRANCINE:  (From OFF RIGHT.) Open up or I’ll pound the door down! 

Open up! (LOUD KNOCKS and GRUNTS.) Uh! Uh! Uh!
JENNY:  Well, she sounds dangerous now. (ALL THE SISTERS wave arms, 

call “DREARDON!”, mime knocking, point at the door. DREARDON 
doesn’t seem to notice.)
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PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES
ONSTAGE:  Writer’s desk with drawer, framed photo in drawer, chair, old 

sofa with pillows, window seat with hinged top, old pictures, skull, 
stuffed cobra, piles of paper, cobwebs, old typewriter, foghorn, bell, 
newspaper

BROUGHT ON:
Feather duster, tea tray, cup of tea, two folding chairs, ice packs, 

bandages, spoons, half of a pink handkerchief (JENNY)
Half of a pink handkerchief (MAGGITY)
Purse with syringe, tweezers, cell phone and diary inside 

(LAVINIA)
Trays of disgusting appetizers including dark-colored gummy 

worms, Jell-O cubes with olives inside, things that look like 
fi ngers; two folding chairs (AMELIA)

iPod (DREARDON)
Wheelchair, handkerchief (HUMPHRIES)
Water bottle, boxing gloves (FRANCINE)
Bandages, tube of ointment, large bandage (RICHARD)
Book (CHUCK)
Large black bag that appears to have a body in it (CHLOE)
Rolling cart with dishes, napkins (JENNY, AMELIA)
Gag (LOLA)

SOUND AND LIGHTING EFFECTS
Doorbell chimes, knock on door, loud knocking, foghorn, loud scream, 
crash, optional storm effects (roll and clap of thunder, lightning fl ashes, 
rain falling)

COSTUMES
CHLOE wears a chiffon dress. She also needs baggy black clothes, 

black high-heel shoes and a black mask.
LAVINIA wears a business suit and a watch.
LOLA wears an animal print outfit trimmed with fur.
CHUCK wears cowboy clothes and a clown hat attached to a man’s 

wig.
JENNY could wear a maid’s outfi t and a half apron.
HUMPHRIES and DREARDON wear dark suits.
OTHERS wear everyday outfi ts befi tting their characters.

For preview only



We hope you’ve enjoyed    
this script sample. 
We encourage you to read the entire script before making 
your final decision.

You may order a paper preview copy or gain instant 
access to the complete script online through our E-view 
program. We invite you to learn more and create an 
account at www.pioneerdrama.com/E-view.

Thank you for your interest in our plays and musicals. If you’d 
like advice on other plays or musicals to read, our customer 
service representatives are happy to assist you when you call 
800.333.7262 during normal business hours.

www.pioneerdrama.com

800.333.7262
Outside of North America 303.779.4035 
Fax 303.779.4315

PO Box 4267
Englewood, CO  80155-4267

We’re here to help!


