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LADY McSWINE is gaudily dressed with a scarf, heavy make-up and 
costume jewelry.

LADDIE WILLIAM McSWINE is dressed in an outdated suit.

SOUND EFFECTS
Sound of frying pan hitting head, sound of a large spoon hitting a stew 
pot, knocking on door

SPECIAL EFFECTS
FRYING PAN ACTION:  These scenes need to be rehearsed in slow 

motion until perfected to avoid injuries. To exaggerate the effect 
of MARTHA hitting WILLIAM and LADY McSWINE with the frying 
pan, they could each have a piece of metal about the size of a 
hammer head which they raise with the UPSTAGE hand slightly 
above the head so that when MARTHA hits them, it will make a 
loud noise and not hit either head. If this is too complicated, an 
alternative method of providing the sound for the blows to the 
heads is for an offstage assistant to strike a skillet with a hammer 
timed so that it appears to be the sound of the heads being struck. 
For an additional comic effect, when the “double header” blows 
are struck, the offstage assistant may strike two different skillets 
giving two different sounds.

FOR SÉANCE:  The crystal ball or round light can be created by placing 
a glow stick under an inverted fi sh bowl. Alternatively, the light may 
also consist of a small fl ashlight instead of a glow stick. If a fi sh 
bowl is not available, the bottom half of a two liter soda bottle may 
be inverted and used. To make a more elaborate display, place 
the light and its container on a board or thick cardboard and drape 
around the edges with a cloth. This will make it easier to carry on 
stage. Paint the inside of the bowl with a thin glaze of white water 
color paint sprinkled with glitter to add a ‘ghostly’ glow.

BOOKS:  The books on the table should be positioned at the end of the 
table. A stiff wire pushed through a small hole in the scenery may 
be used to push the books off.

FALLING PICTURES:  The pictures are hung on the walls by nails driven 
through from the back. The nails should be in holes slightly larger 
and be angled slightly up to hold the pictures. When they need to 
fall, the nails are withdrawn. Either a stage crew or the actors who 
are OFFSTAGE may be used to withdraw the nails.
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Dedication
For my one and only, Joann.

PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES
ONSTAGE: Two high-backed, overstuffed chairs; narrow table with 

a series of books on top; small side table between the chairs; 
framed pictures hanging on the wall (see SPECIAL EFFECTS).

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene One:
Letter (CICI)
Dust rag (MARTHA)
Shoes, socks (SAM)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Two:
Suitcases (MARY 1, MARY 2)
Cane (FRED)
Heavy suitcases (WILLIAM)
Frying pan (MARTHA)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene One:
Suitcases (MARY 1, MARY 2)
Frying pan, glass of water (MARTHA)
Pencil (GEORGE)
Small box (MARY 1)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Two:
Red-checked table cloth, folded card table [NOTE:  Make sure 

séance table does not block sight lines to books], pitcher of 
iced tea and cups on a tray (MARTHA)

Folding chairs (SAM, SAMMIE, MARY 2)
Crystal ball [See notes below] (BERTHA)
Piggy bank (SAMMIE)

COSTUMES
MARTHA wears a long, loose dark-colored skirt and colorful blouse.
FRED is dressed in an old-fashioned suit and carries a cane that he 

thumps loudly wherever he goes. He has a drawn-on thin moustache 
in ACT TWO, Scene Two.

GHOST LADY McBRINE is dressed in an old-fashioned fl owing (spirit-
like) dress.

GEORGE wears a button-down shirt and pants, and in ACT TWO, Scene 
Two, he sports a drawn-on thin moustache.

CICI is dressed in nice but casual clothes.
SAM and SAMMIE are dressed in casual adolescent clothing.
LADIES wear fl owing clothes fi tting for a séance.
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GEORGE:  (Crestfallen.) Oh. (Smiles at AUDIENCE.) And so good night 
unto you all. Give me your hands, if we be friends, and George 
shall restore amends. (Takes a small, courtly bow. CICI pushes him 
OFFSTAGE. BLACKOUT.)

END OF PLAY
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1 THE VISITORS

By VERN HARDEN

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Appearance)

# of lines

CICI McBRINE ...........................middle-aged lady with her  121
hands full

GEORGE McBRINE .....................inherently lazy, middle-aged  129
egotist; content to let others 
handle all problems

MARTHA ...................................maid who seldom changes  51
her expression, her tone of 
voice or her mind

MARY HOLIDAY #1 ....................older, logical one of the Holiday  98
twins; about 70 years old with 
strange habits and pets

MARY HOLIDAY #2 ....................fi ve minutes younger; fl ighty,  41
impulsive and possibly a bit 
simple; acts far younger than 70, 
with thinking that borders on the 
bizarre

GHOST LADY McBRINE ..............spirit of a long-dead relative  26
who is not too sure where she 
belongs; aka Theodosha

SAMMIE McBRINE .....................13-year-old girl; full of energy 60
SAM McBRINE ..........................Sammie’s twin brother; 52

has an active imagination
FRED ........................................the senior supervising spirit and  78

husband of Ghost Lady McBrine; 
“zaps” in and out of view

LADY McSWINE .........................descended from royalty, maybe; 31
thinks she’s a McBrine; intends   
to avoid the real world at 
all costs

LADDIE WILLIAM McSWINE ........Lady McSwine’s teenage son;   11
impressed with his own status; 
speaks with a slight accent

BERTHA ....................................loud, outgoing leader of the 13
ladies who investigate the 
paranormal

38
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ELIZABETH ................................timid, nervous soul who 11
prefers to watch instead 
of take part

SALINA .....................................perpetual worrier who is  12
always nervous and frightened

MITSIE .....................................snoopy, outgoing and erratic 17
airhead

FRANCES ..................................prim, proper lady who wants  14
to follow all rules

DORINDA ..................................serious, older lady full of  20
information

SETTING
Time: Modern-day.
Place: An old estate.
The stage depicts the main sitting room of the estate. There are two 
high-backed, overstuffed chairs, one LEFT CENTER and one RIGHT 
CENTER. There is a small side table between the chairs. A narrow table 
sits DOWN RIGHT against the wall holding a series of books. During 
the show, a folding table and a number of folding chairs are carried on. 
Framed pictures line the UPSTAGE wall. One picture is on the DOWN 
LEFT wall. RIGHT EXIT leads to the front door, while the LEFT EXIT leads 
to the other rooms of the house.
See set design on page 38.

SAM:  William saw another girl and went over to talk to her—
SAMMIE:  (Disgusted.) A girl without a bodyguard.
SAM:  And then his mother showed up. He’s the one who needed a 

bodyguard!
SAMMIE:  If you hadn’t been so obnoxious… (To CICI.) Why are brothers 

so… ?
SAM:  (Salutes.) Just doing my duty, ma’am.
SAMMIE:  Aunt Cici, we’ve been talking about it, and we know you 

need money… (Holds out the bank to CICI.) I’ve been keeping this 
out in our tree house… and I want you to have my money.

SAM:  (Reaches into his pocket.) Me, too. Only I don’t have very much.
SAMMIE:  I thought you had plenty of money.
SAM:  I did. Only… I kind of spent most of it.
CICI:  Thank you, children. But we’re going to be all right, really.
MARY 2:  (Hurries ON RIGHT and crosses to SAMMIE.) Oh, Sammie, 

guess what? I went for a walk, and now I have a new friend.
SAMMIE:  Really? What is your friend like?
MARY 2:  (Bashful.) Well, fi rst of all, I think he’s cute.
SAMMIE:  You have a new boyfriend?
MARY 1:  Oh, dear!
SAM:  What’s your friend’s name?
MARY 2:  His name is Mr. Johnson. Actually, it’s Fido Johnson. At least 

that’s what it says on his collar.
SAM:  Your friend sounds like a real dog to me.
MARY 2:  Oh, he is. He’s a cocker spaniel.
MARY 1:  Thank goodness!
MARY 2:  You kids should come outside and meet him! (EXITS RIGHT 

with SAM and SAMMIE, who shrug.)
GEORGE:  (Saunters ON LEFT.) Well, ladies, did everything turn out all 

right?
CICI/MARY 1:  (Nod.) Perfect.
GEORGE:  Then, all’s well that ends well, right?
CICI:  With one small exception.
GEORGE:  And what might that be?
CICI/MARY 1:  (Point at him and speak in unison.) Lose the 

moustache!
GEORGE:  (In disgust.) Good night! (To AUDIENCE.) Would you like to 

vote on my moustache?
CICI/MARY 1:  No!
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THE VISITORS

ACT ONE
Scene One

LIGHTS UP: The sitting room. GEORGE sits in the LEFT CENTER chair, 
snoring.
CICI:  (ENTERS RIGHT, reading a letter.) I don’t believe it! I just do not 

believe it! George, wake up! (Slaps GEORGE on the back of his head 
and goes back to reading her letter. Shakes her head.) I see it with 
my own eyes, but I still do not believe it. George! (Raises her hand 
to strike again.)

GEORGE:  (Wakes and throws his hands over his head to protect himself.) 
What?

CICI:  (Shakes letter at him.) Do you believe this? (Turns away as he 
reaches for the letter.) I don’t. I just do… not… be… lieve… this! 
(Slaps the letter.)

GEORGE:  (Settles back and closes his eyes.) That’s nice.
CICI:  George!
GEORGE:  (Sits up quickly, blinks his eyes.) Huh? What? I’m awake. I’m 

listening.
CICI:  That would be a fi rst. George, I just got this letter.
GEORGE:  Good. Good. Everybody should get a letter at least once. 

(Closes his eyes and nods.)
CICI:  (Threatens.) George!
GEORGE:  (Snaps eyes open and sits up straight.) Yes! You got a letter. 

I’m very happy for you.
CICI:  Do you want to know what’s in the letter?
GEORGE:  (Thinks a second before answering.) No.
CICI:  (Glares at him, hands on hips.) George, where is your curiosity?
GEORGE:  Curiosity? (Pats his pockets, then shrugs.) Cici, I’m sorry. I 

think I lost it.
CICI:  (Throws up her hands.) You are the most irritating man I have 

ever met. And believe you me, if you weren’t my very own brother, 
I would throw you out the door so far you wouldn’t touch ground ’til 
a week from Wednesday.

GEORGE:  (Leans back, smiles and folds hands over his stomach.) 
Wednesdays. I always liked Wednesdays. That was my day off. Did 
you know I once slept for 24 hours straight on a Wednesday? Best 
day of my life.

FRED:  And if my sense of timing is right, she should be arriving 
about…

GHOST LADY’S VOICE:  (From OFF RIGHT as if from a great distance 
comes a scream of anguish.) Ayyiiieeeeee!

FRED:  Right on schedule.
MARY 1:  You know, I have an idea, Freddie. I think I’ll stay here to 

continue my studies. Will you be around? I’d like that.
FRED:  I like you, too. And, yes, I’ll be glad to stop by and visit. (Crosses 

to RIGHT EXIT.) I’ll see you.
MARY 1:  Excellent. Maybe I could introduce my sister to a friend of 

yours. I’ll let you know when I need your help. Oh, and Freddie…
FRED:  Yes?
MARY 1:  Lose the moustache.
FRED:  Humph! (EXITS RIGHT.)
CICI:  (ENTERS LEFT.) Is everything all right? (Crosses DOWN CENTER to 

MARY 1.) I thought I heard… oh, dear. They’re all gone.
MARY 1:  Everything is perfect. And Cici, I have an idea. I’d like to stay 

here. Rent your house on a permanent basis. And I’ll hire you and 
George and the children to be my caretakers.

CICI:  I—
MARY 1:  And I’ll even hire that lady… what’s her name? Your 

cousin.
CICI:  Lady McSwine.
MARY 1:  Yes. I’ll hire her and her worthless son to be your helpers. 

How does that sound?
CICI:  (Considers.) Maybe… once William’s head heals, and if we 

can convince Lady McSwine that it isn’t disgraceful to actually 
do something useful… (Pauses in thought.) But wouldn’t that be 
awfully expensive for you?

MARY 1:  As my friends say, “Piffl e!” My sister and I have plenty of 
money, and you might as well have some, too. Deal? (Sticks out 
hand.)

CICI:  It’s a deal.
SAMMIE:  (ENTERS RIGHT, followed by SAM, carrying her piggy bank. 

They cross to CICI as MARY 1 moves RIGHT.)
CICI:  Hello, children. Did you have a nice walk?
SAMMIE:  Sort of.
SAM:  (Smiles broadly.)  She got ditched.
SAMMIE:  (Instantly angry.) I did not!
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CICI:  (Shakes her head.) Lazy. Terminally lazy. (Starts towards him.) 
George, this letter says…

GEORGE:  (Startled, sits up and looks at his hand.) Wait! Cici, why isn’t 
my hand holding a cup of coffee?

CICI:  What?
GEORGE:  (Points at his empty hand.) That’s the only job that hand has. 

But look at it! It’s empty! (Leans back and calls loudly.) Martha! 
Marrrrrrrttthhhhaaa!

CICI:  (Hurries to GEORGE to quiet him.) Oh, George, don’t bother 
Martha today. This is her day to dust, and you know how she hates 
to be interrupted when she’s cleaning.

GEORGE:  Cleaning? Ha! That woman hasn’t done a lick of work since 
she came here ten years ago. Maaaarthaaaaaa!

MARTHA: (Shuffl es ON LEFT and stands beside GEORGE when he 
fi nishes.) You screamed?

GEORGE:  (Jumps up, startled.) Yes. (Points at his hand.) Why isn’t my 
hand holding a cup of coffee?

MARTHA:  (Looks at GEORGE’S hand, dusts it, then looks at him.) It’s 
too lazy?

GEORGE:  What is the matter with you, woman? Are you simple?
MARTHA:  Yep. And I’m good at it, too. What are you good at?
GEORGE:  That does it! (Points towards RIGHT EXIT.) You’re fi red!
MARTHA:  (Without changing her expression.) Okay. (Drapes dust rag 

over his hand and turns to leave.)
CICI:  No! George, you can’t fi re her. Martha, you’re not fi red.
MARTHA:  (Turns back.) Okay. (Reclaims her dust rag.)
GEORGE:  Go!
CICI:  Stay!
MARTHA:  (Pushes GEORGE away from in front of his chair and sits.) Let 

me know when you make up your minds.
CICI:  (Grabs GEORGE’S arm and drags him DOWN RIGHT.) George, you 

can’t fi re her. She’s the only one who will work here. Besides… 
(Looks around nervously.) …I think Lady McBrine likes her.

GEORGE:  Don’t start that again. There is no Lady McBrine! Your great 
grandmother died over 120 ago. She’s gone. Dead. Ka-put!

CICI:  (Looks around nervously and whispers.) George, don’t talk that 
way. It isn’t smart to irritate a… you know.

MARTHA:  With all of the tension around here, I really need my wages 
raised.

CICI:  (Starts towards MARTHA.) Now, Martha…

GHOST LADY:  (Waves her arms slowly over head.) Ohhhhhhhhhhh!
SALINA:  (Screams and stands.) Ahh! There’s a ghost!
MARY 1:  Yes. A real live, dead ghost.
ELIZABETH:  Is she going to eat us? She looks hungry.
DORINDA:  (Stands.) Piffl e! I do not believe she is a ghost.
GHOST LADY:  (Points dramatically at books on table DOWN RIGHT. All 

of the LADIES turn and look at books.) Books… bounce! (BOOKS 
FALL off table. [See PRODUCTION NOTES for details on special 
effects with books and pictures.])

MARY 1:  Now do you believe?
DORINDA:  That was just a… a coincidence.
GHOST LADY:  (Points to picture on wall LEFT.) Picture… down! (The 

PICTURE FALLS.)
DORINDA:  I… I… (LADIES begin to stand nervously, watching GHOST 

LADY.)
FRANCES:  What is she going to do next?
GHOST LADY:  (Points UPSTAGE to a line of pictures as one after another 

falls.)
DORINDA:  (Shouts.) I believe! (Knocks over her chair and dashes OFF 

RIGHT. LADIES, except MARY 1, scream, push each other, knock 
over chairs as they dash OFF RIGHT.)

GHOST LADY:  (Turns to FRED.) There. I’ve done my part.
FRED:  Excellent. And now, it’s off to Chicago for you. (Claps three 

times.)
GHOST LADY:  (Drifts towards RIGHT EXIT.) Farewell! Parting is such 

sweet… oh, never mind. Good-bye, Frederick. I truly hope I never 
see you again. Free at last! (Floats OFF RIGHT.)

FRED:  (To MARY 1.) Was that good enough for you?
MARY 1:  (Crosses DOWN CENTER to FRED.) Perfect. But if you’ll 

forgive an old lady with a suspicious mind, just why did you agree 
to transfer your wife so easily?

FRED:  (Smiles blandly.) Because I’m a nice man.
MARY 1:  Bull feathers. I want the real reason.
FRED:  Well, I did transfer her to Chicago. What I forgot to mention was 

the address.
MARY 1:  Which is where?
FRED:  (SmiIes happily.) Are you familiar with the Chicago stock 

yards?
MARY 1:  You didn’t.
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MARTHA:  Tension isn’t good for a person. It’s even worse than 
smoking. Did you know that?

CICI:  I’m sorry. We’ll try to keep the tension down.
MARTHA:  And my wages up?
CICI:  Now, Martha, don’t worry about money. Everything will come out 

all right in the end.
MARTHA:  In the end, I’ll be dead. I won’t need any money.
CICI:  Exactly. Now if you would be so good as to bring George a cup 

of coffee…?
MARTHA:  (Stands and folds her arms.) Why should I? He doesn’t 

appreciate a thing I do around here.
CICI:  Oh, yes, he does. He just doesn’t show it very well.
MARTHA:  If he wants any more coffee from me, he’d better start doing 

a little showing and telling, right now.
CICI:  (To GEORGE.) George, tell Martha how much you appreciate her.
GEORGE:  (Holds up two fi ngers about an inch apart where she can’t see 

them and speaks fl atly.) I appreciate you… about this much.
CICI:  George, say it like you mean it. Show her you care.
GEORGE:  (Dances over to MARTHA, waves his arms and sings.) I 

appreciate you! I appreciate you! Oh, boy, do I appreciate you! 
(Kneels, arms spread, and gives his widest artifi cial smile.)

MARTHA:  (Steps up to face him.) I don’t like you.
GEORGE:  What’s not to like? (Grabs her hand and kisses it.) I think I 

love you!
MARTHA:  (Shoves dust rag in his mouth.) Stuff it! (Turns and marches 

OFF LEFT.)
GEORGE:  (Stands, wipes his tongue and spits.) Did you see what she 

did to me?
CICI:  Your charm is wearing a little thin. Maybe it needs a new battery, 

George. Now I’ll have to go calm Martha down. Oh, dear. (Hurries 
OFF LEFT.)

GEORGE:  (Mocks CICI.) “Your charm is wearing a little thin.” Ha! I’ve 
still got it. I’m just out of practice. (Shuffl es to chair and sits.) There 
was a day I could charm any woman on the face of the earth. I still 
could if I wanted to. Guess I’m going to have to practice some. 
Yes, sir. The very next woman I see, I’m going to charm her socks 
off. Or maybe the next two women I see. Why be stingy? Heh! Heh! 
Heh! (Slumps and is soon snoring.)

MARY 1:  (Cautiously pokes her head IN RIGHT and looks around before 
calling softly.) Yoo-hoo.

MARY 1:  There you are!
FRED:  I’m just visiting.
MARY 1:  My friends want to see a ghost. And you are going to show 

them one.
FRED:  Not me. I don’t make public appearances.
MARY 1:  Then someone else.
FRED:  (Smiles.) Theodosha. Lady McBrine. She’s the resident ghost 

here.
MARY 1:  She would do nicely. But she’ll have to prove herself.
FRED:  Agreed. Now go back to your ladies, and I’ll wake them up.
MARY 1:  (Returns to her position at the table.) Are you going to stick 

around?
FRED:  No. It’s time for me to… fade away.
MARY 1:  What about…
FRED:  (Lifts his hands above his head and claps.) Teddy!
GHOST LADY:  (Storms ON RIGHT and crosses to FRED.) Frederick, 

I told you never to call me that horrible name. And what do you 
mean shouting at me? (Sees LADIES.) Who are these people?

FRED:  Teddy, I’m going to make you an offer you can’t refuse. 
Remember that transfer you wanted? Well, I’m going to grant it on 
one condition.

GHOST LADY:  (Folds her arms and glares at him.) What?
FRED:  These good ladies want to see a real live ghost in action.
GHOST LADY:  Ha!
FRED:  And you are going to be it.
GHOST LADY:  I am not!
FRED:  (Smiles.) You are if you want a transfer to beautiful downtown 

Chicago.
GHOST LADY:  Chicago! Bright lights. Parties. Handsome men.
FRED:  You haven’t changed, have you?
GHOST LADY:  I’ll take it. What do I have to do?
FRED:  Appear. Do a few tricks. Disappear.
GHOST LADY:  Will they see you, too?
FRED:  Nope. I’m saving myself.
GHOST LADY:  Let’s do it!
FRED:  On the count of three. One. Two. Three. (Claps his hands.) Awake! 

(Crosses to the DOWN LEFT corner and leans against the wall.)
LADIES:  (ALL open their eyes, move and talk.) Oh! Is it over? Did we 

see anyone?
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MARY 2:  (Walks IN past MARY 1.) Is anyone home?
MARY 1:  (ENTERS RIGHT.) Oh, look! Someone is sleeping in that 

chair.
MARY 2:  It’s Papa Bear. And isn’t he cute? (Giggles. Hurries over to 

the side of GEORGE’S chair and leans over to look at him.)
MARY 1:  (Hurries to GEORGE’S chair.) Mary, that man is a perfect 

stranger. Don’t look at him like that. He might be a… fi end.
MARY 2:  (Happy and excited.) Do you really think so? I’ve always 

wanted to meet a fi end. (Looks at him, smiles and nods.) I think 
I’m in love.

MARY 1:  Mary, you haven’t even met the man.
MARY 2:  (Runs her hand through GEORGE’S hair.) I think it’s love at 

fi rst sight. Isn’t that romantic? (Giggles hysterically. GEORGE opens 
his eyes and rolls them up towards her hand.)

MARY 1:  Mary, we have to remember why we’re here. Why we bought 
that house next door.

MARY 2:  (Looks around.) This very house is inhabited by the spirit of 
Lady McBrine.

MARY 1:  Oh, I do hope she’ll come to visit. Do you really think we’ll 
get to see her?

MARY 2:  (Clenches her hand in GEORGE’S hair and pulls up.) Thrilling! 
I am all atwitter just thinking about it. (GEORGE’S eyes open wide, 
his mouth opens and he rolls his eyes up and starts to rise.) It’s 
all so… thrilling! Seeing a real live ghost that is over a hundred 
years old! (Releases GEORGE’S hair and lets him drop back into the 
chair.) I’m atwitter. Absolutely atwitter! Mary, if a ghost has been 
dead for a hundred years, can you call it a “real live ghost”?

MARY 1:  The fi rst time we see her, we’ll have to ask her. (GHOST 
LADY McBRINE drifts ON LEFT and stands behind the SISTERS.)

MARY 2:  (Grabs GEORGE’S hair and pulls him up with both hands.) I’m 
so excited!

GEORGE:  (Eyes and mouth open wide, he screams.) Owwwwwww! (They 
recoil from his scream, turn towards each other, and see GHOST 
LADY.)

GHOST LADY:  (Waves her arms slowly over her head.) Ooooooooohhh!
MARY 1/MARY 2:  (Both scream and scurry towards door RIGHT.) 

Ooooooooh!
MARY 1:  (As MARY 2 crosses RIGHT.) I don’t think we made a very 

good fi rst impression. (EXITS RIGHT.)
GEORGE:  (Looks around.) Who were those old hags? A dream. It had 

to be a dream. (Settles back into his chair. GHOST LADY begins 

BERTHA:  (ENTERS LEFT and pauses. Holds a crystal ball. [See 
PRODUCTION NOTES]) I bring… the light. (Crosses DOWN RIGHT 
and sets it on the table, then takes her chair.)

SALINA:  (Hurries ON RIGHT and takes a chair.) Sorry I’m late. I had to 
stop and change shoes. Do you know all that running melted the 
soles right off my shoes?

FRANCES:  Hush! We’re starting.
MARY 1:  Could one of you turn off the lights? (The LADY closest to the 

LEFT EXIT makes the motion of turning off a light switch. [NOTE: As 
she does this, the STAGE LIGHTS should DIM.] MARY 1 extends her 
hands over the table and intones solemnly.) Spirits from another 
place…

LADIES:  (MITSIE giggles hysterically. ALL turn to her and snap.) Mitsie! 
Be quiet! Shhhh!

MITSIE:  Sorry. (LADIES close their eyes and begin to chant/hum 
“Ohhhmmmmmmm,” which they continue throughout MARY 1’s 
speeches.)

MARY 1:  (Intones and waves her arms slowly over the light on the 
table.) Spirits from another place,
Come before us face to face.
Fears away like wind be blown.
Appear now! Make yourself known! (There is a moment of silence.) 
Stir now from other earthly plane,
Freed from life and toil and pain.
Arise and walk with us again. (LADIES continue to chant/hum 
“Ohhhmmmmmmmm” with their eyes closed.)

GEORGE:  (Sneaks ON RIGHT, closely followed by FRED, who now wears 
a painted-on moustache, too.) Come on. You’ve got to see this. 
(They sneak around GROUP and end up DOWN LEFT.) By the way, 
I like your moustache. (Waves at LADIES.) I haven’t seen so many 
nuts in one place since I visited a peanut factory.

FRED:  At least they appear well intentioned.
GEORGE:  Are you going to put in an appearance?
FRED:  Not unless I have to. I hate crowds.
MARY 1:  (Opens her eyes and sees GEORGE.) You. I’m going to break 

your—
GEORGE:  No! No! I’m going! (Hurries OFF LEFT. LADIES fall silent but 

sit with eyes closed.)
MARY 1:  (Stands slowly, stares at FRED.) I smell ectoplasm. (Walks 

slowly toward FRED, sniffi ng.) I know you are here. Where are you?
FRED:  (Claps his hands.) Zap!
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to smooth his hair. Wriggles and smiles.) Ah. This is much better. 
(Relaxes for a moment, and then his eyes roll up. Sits up, turns and 
looks around as GHOST LADY sinks back behind chair.) Another 
dream. What were those women talking about? Ghosts? Stuff 
and nonsense. (Settles down and sighs. GHOST LADY rises and 
smoothes his hair.) This is more like it. Dream lady, I like you. 
(GHOST LADY sinks back behind chair.)

CICI:  (Marches ON LEFT, reading the letter. Crosses LEFT to GEORGE 
and slaps his head.) Wake up, George.

GEORGE:  Again?
CICI:  (Shakes letter in GEORGE’S face.) What are we going to do about 

this letter?
GEORGE:  (Shrugs.) Read it?
CICI:  George, don’t be fl ippant.
GEORGE:  Well, what’s it say?
CICI:  Oh! Did I forget to tell you? George, we are going to have 

visitors.
GEORGE:  I don’t like visitors. They interrupt my day.
CICI:  This time we don’t have any choice. They are already on their 

way. Listen to this. (Reads.) “Lady McBrine and her son William are 
pleased to announce that they will be visiting their cousins, George 
and Cici McBrine,” that’s us, “on Friday, the…” George! They’re 
going to be here today! What are we going to do?

GEORGE:  Lock the door. Leave a note saying we’ve moved to an 
unlisted state.

CICI:  (Crosses DOWN RIGHT.) George, there’s something else I’ve 
been meaning to tell you. We can’t afford to have visitors.

GEORGE:  Why?
CICI:  It seems our fi nancial advisor, my cousin Herbert, made an… 

unwise investment. On a dark horse in the third race, as I recall.
GEORGE:  (Bounds out of his chair.) He what? How could he do that to 

us?
CICI:  It wasn’t just our money. He lost everyone’s.
GEORGE:  Oh, well in that case… (Realizes.) He what?!  Wait until I get 

my hands on him! Where is he?
CICI:  I think the judge said visiting day is Thursday. Otherwise you’ll 

have to wait three to fi ve years to talk to him. (SAMMIE and SAM 
slip ON LEFT and begin to slide along the wall UPSTAGE. They giggle 
and move quietly in step sideways.)

GEORGE:  (Waves his arms in frustration.) Then we’re broke?

GEORGE:  (Strides up to her, smiles broadly.) And may I wish you every 
success. What ghost could resist spending time with a lady as 
attractive as you? (Tries to tickle her under her chin.)

CICI:  George!
MARY 1:  I warned you once! (Makes a grab for GEORGE’S fi nger.)
GEORGE:  (Jerks fi nger away and inspects it.) You might have hurt my 

tickle-fi nger! Shame on you. (Edges around MARY 1, keeping out of 
her reach. Begins “charming” the OTHERS.) And you, lovely ladies, 
may I welcome you to my humble home. (Tickles DORINDA under 
the chin.)

DORINDA:  (Both startled and thrilled.) Ohhhhhh!
GEORGE:  I would think someone like you would be out dancing, 

breaking the hearts of every young swain you met.
DORINDA:  (Confused, she speaks to the LADY next to her.) What is he 

doing? Am I being charmed?… (Smiles suddenly.) I like it. (Giggles 
hysterically and stands.)

GEORGE:  (Takes her hands.) The fairest in all the land. (Kisses her 
hands.)

DORINDA:  Marry me! (Throws her arms around his neck, nearly 
strangling him.)

GEORGE:  (Struggles to free himself.) Wait! Wait! I made a mistake! 
(Mutters to himself.) I should have known better than to use all 
of my charm. Half-strength would have been enough. (Poses and 
smiles.) I’ve still got it.

MARY 1:  (Slaps table and stands.) George! (Starts stalking toward him.) 
Go away.

GEORGE:  Me? Go away? Never! I’m just getting started.
MARY 1:  Broken tickle-fi ngers can be very painful.
GEORGE:  (Hugs hand to chest.) Broken tickle—you wouldn’t!
MARY 1:  If you aren’t gone by the time I count to three, you are going 

to fi nd out.
GEORGE:  No! (Backs away from her.)
MARY 1:  (Stomps her foot, shouts, speaking as rapidly as possible.) 

One! Two! Three! (Reaches for him.)
GEORGE:  No! (Runs OFF RIGHT.)
CICI:  I apologize for my brother’s behavior. Please excuse me. (EXITS 

LEFT.)
MARY 1:  Now, where were we?
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CICI:  No, dear. We’re beyond broke. We’re… ka-put.
GEORGE:  Ka-put?
CICI:  Actually, we’re ka-put-put.
GEORGE:  (Shakes his head sadly.) Ka-put-put. (SAMMIE and SAM have 

progressed along the UPSTAGE wall to the far UP RIGHT corner. 
SAMMIE stops moving sideways around the room and turns to 
whisper to SAM, who nods.)

CICI:  And now that we have my cousin’s twins to take care of… George, 
we need to think about getting a job. (Pats him on the shoulder.)

GEORGE:  I agree. What kind of work can you do?
CICI:  I was thinking of… you.
GEORGE:  Me? I haven’t worked in 20 years. There’s not much demand 

for a retired song and dance man. And my jokes, they’re all 20 
years old.

CICI:  (Nods.) At least. And now with the visitors coming… I’m not sure 
we can even feed them. (SAMMIE grabs SAM, points to CICI and 
GEORGE and whispers to him.)

GEORGE:  Who did you say these visitors are?
CICI:  They’re our cousins… distant cousins from the old country. 

Ireland or Scotland or England or one of those places with water 
around it. I can’t think. (MARY 1 and MARY 2’s heads APPEAR 
through RIGHT ENTRANCE.)

GEORGE:  (Suddenly determined, crosses DOWN RIGHT.) If they want to 
stay here, they can pay rent. Just like everybody else.

CICI:  (Crosses to GEORGE.) George, we don’t rent out rooms.
GEORGE:  We do now. We have all of those extra rooms…
CICI: (Looks around.) I don’t think the spirit of Lady Grandma McBrine 

would like that.
GEORGE:  Who? Cici, how many times have I told you? Your Grandma 

McBrine is dead. She’s ka-put-put, too. (MARY 2 giggles, claps a 
hand over her mouth and the two LADIES’ heads WITHDRAW.)

CICI:  (Takes GEORGE’S arm and leads him LEFT.) Come out to the 
kitchen, George. I’ll fi x you some fresh coffee.

GEORGE:  Can we afford it?
CICI:  I’ll re-grind the old grounds. Maybe I can squeeze out another 

cup for you.
GEORGE:  I don’t believe it. (Postures.) George C. McBrine, King of the 

Great White Way, drinking used coffee. (They EXIT LEFT.)
SAMMIE:  Did you hear that? Aunt Cici and Uncle George are broke. 

They don’t have any money!

SAM:  (Marches ON LEFT stiffl y and stops suddenly.) Home Guard 
reporting for duty, ma’am.

CICI:  (Points at SAMMIE and WILLIAM.) Guard!
SAM:  (Marches to SAMMIE and WILLIAM.) Forward, march! (Marches 

behind and between them as they EXIT RIGHT.)
CICI:  Enjoy yourselves, children! (Smiling, she moves LEFT as the 

LADIES—MARY 1, MITSIE, FRANCES, DORINDA, ELIZABETH and 
BERTHA—ENTER.)

MARY 1:  (Briskly crosses CENTER. The OTHER LADIES follow her.) Are 
we ready, ladies? (LADIES group around her.)

MITSIE:  I’m so nervous I’m afraid I’m going to laugh.
FRANCES:  You’ll have to control yourself, Mitsie.
DORINDA:  I don’t believe there’s ever been a case of anyone laughing 

at our friends from the spirit world. It just isn’t done!
ELIZABETH:  If you laugh, they might get mad and do all sort of things. 

Really bad things.
MARTHA:  (ENTERS LEFT, carrying a pitcher of iced tea and cups on a 

tray and sets it on the side table.) Is there anything else I can get 
you?

MARY 1:  No… Oh, wait. No one brought our light. Mitsie, would you 
go to my room and get it?

MITSIE:  (Giggles.) I’m so nervous, I might drop it.
BERTHA:  I’ll get it. (Hurries OFF LEFT.)
MARY 1:  Now if we can just arrange our chairs. (MARTHA helps MARY 

1 move table slightly DOWN RIGHT. CICI and LADIES pick up chairs 
and arrange themselves in a semi-circle slightly back from table. One 
chair is set directly UPSTAGE of table.) Please be seated, ladies. 
And begin to concentrate on what we’re doing.

MARTHA:  (Moves LEFT to EXIT.) You ladies have fun, now.
MITSIE:  We plan to!
MARY 1:  Calm down, Mitsie, and focus! (MARTHA EXITS LEFT. 

MARY sits at table. LADIES take their seats. CICI stands UPSTAGE, 
observing.)

GEORGE:  (Strides ON LEFT and poses for the LADIES, then speaks in 
his best “charming” voice.) Good evening, ladies. (As he turns, we 
see he now has drawn on a thin handle-bar moustache, which he 
strokes with the back of the fi rst knuckle of his fi rst fi nger.)

CICI:  (Aghast.) George!
GEORGE:  Quiet, my dear. The master is at work.
MARY 1:  George, we are about to begin our séance.
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SAM:  I’ll starve to death before lunch.
SAMMIE:  We have to fi nd a way to help them.
SAM:  I wonder if cannibalism is against the law if you’re really, really 

hungry? (MARY 1 and MARY 2 sneak IN RIGHT without seeing 
SAMMIE and SAM.) And did you hear Aunt Martha? They’re going to 
have to take in boarders.

MARY 1:  (Reluctant.) I don’t think it’s very polite for us to be 
eavesdropping on them when we haven’t even met them.

MARY 2:  (Crosses CENTER.) Just think of all the fun information you 
get that way. I think she called him George. He’s a cute one. Mary, 
let’s move in with them! We can see Lady McBrine’s ghost if she 
ever shows up.

MARY 1:  But we just bought that house next door. We haven’t even 
fi nished moving in yet. The cost…

MARY 2:  Now, sister, it’s only money. Besides, if you don’t live it up 
while you’re alive, when will you? (SAMMIE and SAM quietly cross 
to stand just UPSTAGE of MARY 1 and MARY 2.)

SAMMIE:  Hello!
MARY 1: (Startled, she gasps and pats her chest.) Ohhh!
MARY 2:  Ohhhh! (Jumps and runs in a small circle, fl apping her hands.) 

I didn’t do it! I didn’t do it!
SAM:  Do what?
MARY 1:  Who are you?
MARY 2:  What do you mean, sneaking up on us?
SAM:  Look who’s talking about sneaking!
MARY 1:  I didn’t… we didn’t… Mary, say something!
MARY 2:  (Stops fl apping her hands and in a little girl’s voice recites.) 

We Marys had a little lamb, its fl eece was white as snow. And 
everywhere we Marys went…

MARY 1:  (Grabs MARY 2 and pulls her to toward the RIGHT EXIT. 
Finishes the rhyme with the next line.) …I think we’d better go. 
I’m sorry about my sister. She has a condition. When she gets 
frightened, or nervous, she seems… much younger.

MARY 2:  I want to play hop-scotch. Can I play hop-scotch? (Starts 
hopping toward the door.) One, two, three. Whee!

MARY 1:  She’ll be all right. It just takes time. Come, Mary. Let’s have 
a tea party. (Takes MARY 2’s arm and leads her RIGHT.)

MARY 2:  Can I bring my dolly? She likes tea.
MARY 1:  (As they EXIT RIGHT.) Yes, you can bring your dolly. Come 

along.

SAMMIE:  Just set them up anywhere. They can move them around.
MARY 2:  I’ll put mine right down here. (Crosses DOWN LEFT and sets 

up her chairs.)
SAMMIE:  Let’s put these by the table. (Crosses DOWN RIGHT CENTER 

and sets chairs near the table.)
SAM:  I’m going to go see if the iced tea is ready. (EXITS LEFT.)
SAMMIE:  I’ll come, too. (Starts LEFT.)
MARY 2:  Sammie, could I ask you a question?
SAMMIE:  (Pauses.) Sure.
MARY 2:  (Crosses slowly up to stand CENTER with SAMMIE.) Sammie, 

have you ever had a… boyfriend?
SAMMIE:  I guess so. Kind of.
MARY 2:  I had one once. (Lowers her head.) I still think about him 

sometimes.
SAMMIE:  (Uncomfortable with the discussion.) That’s… nice.
MARY 2:  You don’t think it’s wrong, do you? We were just… friends. 

And then, after my accident, he didn’t want to see me anymore. 
(Looks at SAMMIE seriously.) Why is that?

SAMMIE:  You had an accident?
MARY 2:  (Nods.) I wasn’t always so… nervous. But after those doctors 

put that metal plate in my head… sometimes I just can’t control 
what I do. Or the way I am. Do you think I’ll ever have another… 
friend?

SAMMIE:  (Holds MARY 2’s arm.) Sure you will, Mary. I’m your friend. 
And maybe sometime, you’ll fi nd another boyfriend, too.

MARY 2:  Thank you, Sammie. (Crosses RIGHT.) I think I’ll go for a walk 
now. And maybe, someday, I’ll fi nd another friend. (Pauses near 
RIGHT door.) I’m not really unhappy, you know. I’m just always so… 
alone. I guess when you think about it, everyone is, aren’t they. 
(EXITS RIGHT.)

SAMMIE:  That poor woman. (Crosses LEFT and meets WILLIAM as he 
ENTERS.)

WILLIAM:  Shall we go now, Sammie?
SAMMIE:  Well… you know what my aunt said.
WILLIAM:  (They start RIGHT.) Maybe we could just go a little way.
SAMMIE:  I don’t think—
CICI:  (ENTERS LEFT.) Sammie, where is your brother?
SAMMIE:  We were just… looking for him… sort of.
CICI:  (Steps to doorway LEFT and calls OFF.) Samuel! You are on 

duty.
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MARY 2:  I like that Georgie boy. Can he come, too?
MARY 1:  Maybe another time. Come along, dear. (They EXIT RIGHT.)
SAMMIE:  What was that all about?
SAM:  That one is nuttier than a candy bar.
SAMMIE:  Don’t say candy bar. You’re making me hungry. And without 

any money for food…
SAM:  I’m starving to death right now, before your very eyes. (Grabs 

stomach.) Sammie, when I’m gone, if you want to cook me up into 
a stew…  with lots of potatoes and carrots…  I’ll understand.

SAMMIE:  Don’t talk that way! (Smiles.) With potatoes and carrots?
SAM:  And catsup. I always liked catsup. Let’s go see if we can fi nd a 

pot big enough to hold me. (Staggers LEFT.) I’m feeling faint. We’ll 
have to hurry. I haven’t had a thing to eat for over two hours!

SAMMIE:  (Follows him LEFT.) Oh, Sam, I’ll never forget you. You were 
always a good brother.

SAM:  (Dramatic at doorway LEFT, hand to forehead.) I’d like to be 
remembered as good old Sam McBrine. Good to the last bite. 
(Staggers OFF LEFT.)

SAMMIE:  And Sam, remember to take off your shoes before you get 
into the pot. They might spoil the taste of the stew.

CICI:  (ENTERS LEFT, followed by GEORGE.) What did you say, 
Sammie?

SAMMIE:  Nothing. Sam is just going to get himself into hot water. I 
was just… Oh, there were a couple of older ladies here a minute 
ago. I think they wanted to rent a room. And, Aunt Cici, one of them 
seemed a little… strange. (Calls LEFT.) Wait for me, Sam. I’ll get 
the salt and pepper for you. (Hurries OFF LEFT.)

GEORGE:  Is it me or are young people even crazier than they used to 
be?

CICI:  They’re children, George. You have to make allowances.
GEORGE:  Allowances, my hind foot! Young people are crazy. Old people 

are crazy. Everybody’s crazy but you and me. (Mutters.) And some 
days, I’m not too sure about… (Plops into his chair.)

CICI:  George! Behave yourself! I wonder what Sammie meant when 
she said one of those ladies was strange?

GEORGE:  They want to rent a room, we’ll rent them a room.
CICI:  Oh, I hope they like us. First impressions are so important.
GEORGE:  (Stands and strikes a pose.) Never fear! George McBrine 

will turn on the charm. Those ladies don’t have a chance. (Smiles 
broadly.)

DORINDA:  She was probably going home by way of the freeway. They 
have a fast lane, you know.

FRANCES:  But that’s over three miles!
DORINDA:  (Smiles sweetly.) Terror doth lend wings to the feet of 

angels.
MITSIE:  I didn’t know Salina was an angel.
BERTHA:  There are several things you don’t know, dear.
MARY 1:  Well, ladies, are we ready for our séance?
ELIZABETH:  (Wrings her hands.) I don’t know. I’m still so nervous.
CICI:  Why don’t you ladies take a few minutes to freshen up? There 

are two bathrooms right at the end of the hall.
MARTHA:  I’ll show them. (EXITS LEFT.)
MITSIE:  (As the LADIES begin to EXIT LEFT.) I hope I’ll be able to 

concentrate tonight. I always want to giggle.
FRANCES:  Concentration is very important, you know.
DORINDA:  We simply must succeed. This will be our best chance 

ever to probe the … unknown. The great beyond. (ALL LADIES EXIT 
LEFT.)

GEORGE:  (Starts to follow LADIES OFF.) I think I’ll—
CICI:  George, I want to talk to you. (Crosses DOWN CENTER.)
GEORGE:  (Crosses to join her.) What’s the matter?
CICI:  These ladies are counting on seeing a ghost. We have to make 

sure they get what they want. Have you seen Ghost Lady McBrine 
lately?

GEORGE:  Not since Fred threw her out.
CICI:  (Paces RIGHT.) Oh, dear. George, could you stay and talk to 

them? Try and calm them down? If they enjoy themselves, maybe 
they won’t mind so much if no one materializes.

GEORGE:  (Smiles broadly, snaps his fi ngers.) I’ll charm them. I wish I 
had Fred here to help me.

CICI:  No charm! Just be pleasant. Smile at them. I don’t think these 
ladies are interested in charm.

GEORGE:  Nonsense! Every woman is interested in being charmed. I’ll 
do it! (Strides purposefully LEFT, pauses at doorway and turns back, 
posing manfully.) George C. McBrine on stage again! Front and 
center. (Strides OFF LEFT.)

CICI:  Oh, dear! This is going to be a disaster. I can feel it coming. 
(Hurries OFF LEFT. SAM, SAMMIE and MARY 2 ENTER LEFT, carrying 
seven folding chairs.)

SAM:  I wonder where they want them?
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CICI:  Yes, George. Charm. We need all of the help we can get. Only 
don’t… overdo it.

GEORGE:  Maybe not all of my charm. Wouldn’t want to sweep them 
off their feet. Heh! Heh! Heh! Do you think I’d look better with a 
moustache? I’ve always wanted to have a moustache. And maybe 
a cane. Canes are dignifi ed.

CICI:  I don’t think you need a moustache. Or a cane. Just a little of 
your best behavior should be enough.

GEORGE:  (Lifts his hand to drink and fi nds he doesn’t have a coffee 
cup.) Drat! (Shouts.) Martha!

CICI:  George, you’ve bellowing again. I think that might frighten our 
guests.

GEORGE:  You’re right. From now on, pure charm. (Crosses LEFT and 
speaks gently.) Martha, my dear… (Reverts to yelling.) …where is 
my coffee? (Stomps OFF LEFT.)

CICI:  (Sighs heavily as she crosses UP CENTER and looks around.) Lady 
McBrine, I know you’re here somewhere. I just want you to know 
that having strangers come to stay in your house isn’t my idea. I 
hope you won’t be upset. We do need the money and… oh, dear, 
I don’t know what to do. (Hurries OFF LEFT.)

MARTHA’S VOICE:  (Shouts from OFF LEFT.) Samuel McBrine, what 
are you doing sitting in my best stew pot? Get out of my kitchen! 
(SOUND EFFECT: A LOUD CLANG of a stew pot being hit with a large 
metal spoon.)

SAM:  (Hobbles ON LEFT, barefoot. His pants are rolled up and he 
carries his shoes and socks.) Ow! Ow! Ow! (Sits in chair and puts on 
socks and shoes.)

SAMMIE:  (Follows ON LEFT.) Maybe making a people stew isn’t such 
a good idea.

SAM:  Not with me. I think I’m allergic to hot water. Did you see how 
red my feet got?

SAMMIE:  If we can’t make people stew, we’re going to have to come up 
with another way to make money for Aunt Cici and Uncle George.

SAM:  Maybe people would pay to come see our ghost. We could 
collect money to let her scare them.

SAMMIE:  Grandma McBrine? But what if she doesn’t show up?
SAM:  We could ask her. (Rises from the chair and walks toward 

SAMMIE.)
SAMMIE:  How do we call a ghost? I don’t think she has a cell phone. 

And we can’t write her an e-mail.
SAM:  Calling all ghosts! Calling all ghosts!

MARTHA:  (Scratches her head.) Now what was that all about?
GEORGE:  (Pulls off table cloth and sits up.) What happened?
MARY 1:  (Pats MARY 2’s shoulder to calm her.) Calm down, dear. 

They’re gone now. (To MARTHA.) I’m afraid some of my friends 
mistook George for a ghost.

MARTHA:  How? His snore would chase off a dead man. (Crosses 
CENTER.) Will this table do? (Unfolds and sets up table.)

MARY 1:  Perfect.
MARY 2:  (Hurries to GEORGE, grabs the cloth and puts it around her 

shoulders for a cape and trots around stage.) Wheee! I’m Wonder 
Woman!

MARTHA:  I do wonder about that woman sometimes.
MARY 1:  (Retrieves table cloth and takes it to table.) This will do nicely. 

Now if I can just fi nd my friends. (Crosses to door RIGHT.) Mary, 
come help me. Who knows where they are by now. (EXITS RIGHT, 
followed by MARY 2.)

MARTHA:  (Smoothes the cloth on the table.) I think I’m living in a 
mental institution and the patients have escaped.

GEORGE:  Did Fred escape?
MARTHA:  Funniest thing. I saw him go in that room at the end of the 

hall. When he didn’t come out, I went looking for him. He was 
gone. Poof!

GEORGE:  Maybe he did one of those disappearing things ghosts do.
MARTHA:  Maybe. But I’ve never seen a ghost act more human.
CICI:  (ENTERS LEFT.) Oh, there you are, George. Listen, those ladies 

will be here soon and—
MARTHA:  They’ve already been here and gone.
CICI:  Gone? Why?
GEORGE:  They got excited. Real nervous bunch from what I saw.
MARTHA:  They seemed to think they saw a spotted ghost. (Glares at 

GEORGE.)
CICI:  I didn’t know there were spotted ghosts. Oh, dear. I hope we 

didn’t scare Mary and Mary away. We need that money.
MARY 1:  (ENTERS RIGHT, followed IN by MARY 2, BERTHA, ELIZABETH, 

MITSIE, FRANCES and DORINDA.) We’re back.
MARTHA:  Did you catch all your friends?
MARY 1:  All except Salina.
BERTHA:  The last I saw of her, she had passed a taxi, two police cars 

and a fi re truck. And she was still gaining speed.
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SAMMIE:  I don’t see her.
SAM:  Maybe she’s hard of hearing. She is kind of old.
GEORGE:  (ENTERS LEFT.) What are you brats up to?
SAMMIE:  Uncle George, if we wanted to, how would we call a ghost?
GEORGE:  (Sits in LEFT CENTER chair.) Ghost? There is no such thing 

as a ghost. You’re getting as bad as your Aunt Cici. Now go away. 
It’s time for my nap.

SAMMIE:  Come on, Sam. I have an idea. (EXITS LEFT with SAM. 
BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene One

ACT ONE
Scene Two

LIGHTS UP:  Moments later. GEORGE still sits in the LEFT CENTER 
chair.
GEORGE:  Too much going on around here. Kids to raise. Money all 

gone. Can’t get a decent cup of coffee. A man could worry himself 
to death if… (Begins to snore. A sudden LOUD KNOCKING from 
OFF RIGHT startles GEORGE awake.) Huh? What’s that? What’s the 
matter?

CICI:  (Hurries ON LEFT and crosses RIGHT.) Someone is at the door. 
I’ll get it.

GEORGE:  (Calls after her.) Tell them to go away. (Settles down and 
closes his eyes.)

CICI:  (Hurries back on.) George, wake up. (MARY 1 and MARY 2 ENTER 
with suitcases.) It’s those two ladies who want to rent a room.

GEORGE:  (Doesn’t open his eyes. Waves his hand.) Tell them to come 
back during visiting hours. I’m busy.

CICI:  (Slaps GEORGE’S head.) George!
GEORGE:  What?
CICI:  (Whispers to GEORGE.) We need the money! Come talk to them.
GEORGE:  Interrupting my nap… I am going to throw them both out.
CICI:  Money, George. Food for the children. Coffee for you.
GEORGE:  All right, they can stay. (Stands.) But I don’t have to like 

them.
CICI:  Charm, George. Remember your charm.
GEORGE:  Right. Charm. (Straightens up, smoothes his hair, smiles 

broadly and crosses briskly to MARY 1 and MARY 2. Pauses mid-
stride and spins back towards CICI.) It’s the hags from my dream!

CICI:  Those ladies have money.

BERTHA:  Quiet! It’s one harmless little ghost. Come on. (Locks arms 
with MITSIE and ELIZABETH and begins a slow approach. DORINDA, 
FRANCES and SALINA lock arms and follow closely behind them.)

GEORGE:  (As the LADIES reach the chair, he moves and gives a 
tremendous sneeze.) Ah—choooo!

MITSIE:  (Breaks free and runs backwards.) Ayyiiieeee!
BERTHA:  Disease! (Starts backwards.)
ELIZABETH:  Plague! (Backs up.)
SALINA:  (Screams and runs DOWN LEFT and fl attens herself against 

the wall.) Noooooo! My horoscope said to beware of serial killers 
on Friday!

FRANCES:  (Runs toward RIGHT EXIT.) Perhaps I should wait 
outside…

DORINDA:  Nonsense! This is a fi rst class opportunity to fi nd out once 
and for all… (Motions the OTHERS forward.) Come back here! All 
of you! (LADIES all gather in a semi-circle UPSTAGE of GEORGE’S 
chair.) First of all, you will notice that it has not moved since that… 
eruption. (MARY 1 and MARY 2 ENTER LEFT and move UP CENTER 
unnoticed, watching the LADIES curiously.)

FRANCES:  That was a sneeze. Our subject is defi nitely sick. And I 
must insist—

BERTHA:  If you’re that frightened, maybe you should leave. Drop out 
of the group.

FRANCES:  Absolutely not! I only say that all due precautions—
SALINA:  Look! I think it’s breathing.
ELIZABETH:  Ghosts don’t breathe, do they?
DORINDA:  Someone should ask it.
MITSIE:  I’ll ask it.
SALINA:  Be careful, Mitsie. Don’t get killed or swallowed or anything. 

(LADIES all lean forward expectantly, tense with excitement at what 
MITSIE is going to do. MARTHA ENTERS LEFT and stops short to 
watch them. She carries a folded card table.)

MITSIE:  (Taps GEORGE on top of head with her fi nger.) Mrs. Ghost, do 
you have anything you would like to communicate from the great 
beyond? (There is a moment of silence. No one moves or speaks.)

MARTHA:  (Crosses RIGHT CENTER.) Boo! (ALL SIX LADIES straighten 
up, scream and turn RIGHT.)

MARY 2:  (Stomps her feet and screams and waves her arms.) Mary had 
a little lamb. Mary had a little lamb. Ohhhhhhh! (ALL SIX LADIES 
scream again and stampede OFF RIGHT.)

End of Script Sample



GEORGE:  (Crestfallen.) Oh. (Smiles at AUDIENCE.) And so good night 
unto you all. Give me your hands, if we be friends, and George 
shall restore amends. (Takes a small, courtly bow. CICI pushes him 
OFFSTAGE. BLACKOUT.)

END OF PLAY
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1 THE VISITORS

By VERN HARDEN

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Appearance)

# of lines

CICI McBRINE ...........................middle-aged lady with her  121
hands full

GEORGE McBRINE .....................inherently lazy, middle-aged  129
egotist; content to let others 
handle all problems

MARTHA ...................................maid who seldom changes  51
her expression, her tone of 
voice or her mind

MARY HOLIDAY #1 ....................older, logical one of the Holiday  98
twins; about 70 years old with 
strange habits and pets

MARY HOLIDAY #2 ....................fi ve minutes younger; fl ighty,  41
impulsive and possibly a bit 
simple; acts far younger than 70, 
with thinking that borders on the 
bizarre

GHOST LADY McBRINE ..............spirit of a long-dead relative  26
who is not too sure where she 
belongs; aka Theodosha

SAMMIE McBRINE .....................13-year-old girl; full of energy 60
SAM McBRINE ..........................Sammie’s twin brother; 52

has an active imagination
FRED ........................................the senior supervising spirit and  78

husband of Ghost Lady McBrine; 
“zaps” in and out of view

LADY McSWINE .........................descended from royalty, maybe; 31
thinks she’s a McBrine; intends   
to avoid the real world at 
all costs

LADDIE WILLIAM McSWINE ........Lady McSwine’s teenage son;   11
impressed with his own status; 
speaks with a slight accent

BERTHA ....................................loud, outgoing leader of the 13
ladies who investigate the 
paranormal
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Dedication
For my one and only, Joann.

PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES
ONSTAGE: Two high-backed, overstuffed chairs; narrow table with 

a series of books on top; small side table between the chairs; 
framed pictures hanging on the wall (see SPECIAL EFFECTS).

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene One:
Letter (CICI)
Dust rag (MARTHA)
Shoes, socks (SAM)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Two:
Suitcases (MARY 1, MARY 2)
Cane (FRED)
Heavy suitcases (WILLIAM)
Frying pan (MARTHA)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene One:
Suitcases (MARY 1, MARY 2)
Frying pan, glass of water (MARTHA)
Pencil (GEORGE)
Small box (MARY 1)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Two:
Red-checked table cloth, folded card table [NOTE:  Make sure 

séance table does not block sight lines to books], pitcher of 
iced tea and cups on a tray (MARTHA)

Folding chairs (SAM, SAMMIE, MARY 2)
Crystal ball [See notes below] (BERTHA)
Piggy bank (SAMMIE)

COSTUMES
MARTHA wears a long, loose dark-colored skirt and colorful blouse.
FRED is dressed in an old-fashioned suit and carries a cane that he 

thumps loudly wherever he goes. He has a drawn-on thin moustache 
in ACT TWO, Scene Two.

GHOST LADY McBRINE is dressed in an old-fashioned fl owing (spirit-
like) dress.

GEORGE wears a button-down shirt and pants, and in ACT TWO, Scene 
Two, he sports a drawn-on thin moustache.

CICI is dressed in nice but casual clothes.
SAM and SAMMIE are dressed in casual adolescent clothing.
LADIES wear fl owing clothes fi tting for a séance.
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LADY McSWINE is gaudily dressed with a scarf, heavy make-up and 
costume jewelry.

LADDIE WILLIAM McSWINE is dressed in an outdated suit.

SOUND EFFECTS
Sound of frying pan hitting head, sound of a large spoon hitting a stew 
pot, knocking on door

SPECIAL EFFECTS
FRYING PAN ACTION:  These scenes need to be rehearsed in slow 

motion until perfected to avoid injuries. To exaggerate the effect 
of MARTHA hitting WILLIAM and LADY McSWINE with the frying 
pan, they could each have a piece of metal about the size of a 
hammer head which they raise with the UPSTAGE hand slightly 
above the head so that when MARTHA hits them, it will make a 
loud noise and not hit either head. If this is too complicated, an 
alternative method of providing the sound for the blows to the 
heads is for an offstage assistant to strike a skillet with a hammer 
timed so that it appears to be the sound of the heads being struck. 
For an additional comic effect, when the “double header” blows 
are struck, the offstage assistant may strike two different skillets 
giving two different sounds.

FOR SÉANCE:  The crystal ball or round light can be created by placing 
a glow stick under an inverted fi sh bowl. Alternatively, the light may 
also consist of a small fl ashlight instead of a glow stick. If a fi sh 
bowl is not available, the bottom half of a two liter soda bottle may 
be inverted and used. To make a more elaborate display, place 
the light and its container on a board or thick cardboard and drape 
around the edges with a cloth. This will make it easier to carry on 
stage. Paint the inside of the bowl with a thin glaze of white water 
color paint sprinkled with glitter to add a ‘ghostly’ glow.

BOOKS:  The books on the table should be positioned at the end of the 
table. A stiff wire pushed through a small hole in the scenery may 
be used to push the books off.

FALLING PICTURES:  The pictures are hung on the walls by nails driven 
through from the back. The nails should be in holes slightly larger 
and be angled slightly up to hold the pictures. When they need to 
fall, the nails are withdrawn. Either a stage crew or the actors who 
are OFFSTAGE may be used to withdraw the nails.

PHOTOCOPYING THIS SCRIPT BREAKS FEDERAL COPYRIGHT LAWS
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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!


