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FANDEMONIUM

By CHRISTINA HAMLETT and JAMIE DARE

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Speaking)

# of lines

MARCI EVANS .....................teen girl; crazy and bubbly 124

CINDY ................................teen girl; athletic 50

JULIA EVANS .......................Marci’s mom 59

RADIO DJ/ANNOUNCER .......voice only 11

DOTTIE SMITH.....................Marci’s grandmother 108

KATE ..................................teen girl; bookish and introverted 20

BILL EVANS .........................Marci’s dad 58

NEVILLE PINSNAP ................Serafina’s uber-snippy manager 22

SERAFINA MOORE ...............teen rock star; diva 52

STAN ..................................Marci’s uncle; rabid sports fan 28

JOHNNY SWEET ..................baseball star 11

ELIZABETH GRANT ...............long-forgotten movie star in her 47 
80s

ANGIE MORGAN ..................retirement home activity director 18

MR. BERNA .........................high school chemistry teacher 4

EXTRAS (at least two) ..........as fans, concession vendors, 13 
students
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SETTING
Time:  The present.
Place:  Los Angeles.

Fandemonium is written to be presented without any scene breaks in 
each act. The set includes multiple locations onstage simultaneously, 
with additional scenes taking place in the theater’s center aisle. 
Changes in location are indicated with lighting shifts and the use of 
optional scrim curtains. As the lights fade and come up on another 
area, actors from the scene that just ended will exit unless indicated 
otherwise.

Two-thirds of the stage is the set of a suburban home in Los Angeles. 
DOWN CENTER is a traditional living room with two small couches or 
armchairs at right angles and a small coffee table in between. There’s 
a short staircase UP LEFT leading to a raised platform UPSTAGE. This 
is Marci’s bedroom, which has a bed, a dresser with a radio on it, 
and walls adorned with posters of her favorite rock star, Serafina. The 
room’s a mess with clothes, shoes, magazines, and a cell phone on 
the floor. An optional scrim curtain can be used to hide this room when 
not being used. DOWN LEFT is the kitchen. There’s a table with four 
chairs and a kitchen counter with cabinets or shelves beneath it and 
a window above it. A landline phone sits on the counter. The house’s 
back door is DOWN LEFT.

On the RIGHT third of the stage, there is a small platform with steps 
leading up to it. Ideally, an optional scrim curtain hides this area when 
not in use. The platform is backstage for Serafina’s concert in ACT ONE 
and has a small table. During intermission, this space is converted to 
seats at Dodger stadium. Benches are set up facing the AUDIENCE.
There is a separate DOWN RIGHT playing area in front of this platform 
which is used to represent various other locations. When a garden 
area, there are a few bushes and flowering plants and one patio chair. 
When a classroom, there are classroom chairs and a whiteboard with 
the periodic table.

No set pieces are needed for scenes taking place in the center aisle.
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FANDEMONIUM

ACT ONE
As the HOUSE LIGHTS DIM, we hear the final bars of a SERAFINA 
SONG on the radio. (See PRODUCTION NOTES.) The CURTAINS OPEN 
to reveal Marci’s messy UPSTAGE bedroom, strewn with clothes, 
shoes, and magazines. MARCI and her friend CINDY have clearly been 
dancing and singing along.
MARCI:  I totally love this song!
CINDY:  I love it more!
MARCI:  No way!
CINDY:  Way too!
JULIA:  (From OFFSTAGE.) Marci!
MARCI:  (Shouts back.) Yeah?
JULIA:  (From OFFSTAGE.) Dial it down! (With a heavy sigh of annoyance, 

MARCI turns the radio down… a little. The song ends.)
RADIO DJ VOICE:  Still at the top of the charts after 16 weeks, that 

was Serafina’s hit single, “Hands Off, Girlfriend, I Saw Him First.” 
(Or whatever title you choose. See PRODUCTION NOTES.)

CINDY:  That is so my fave song.
MARCI:  She wrote it herself, y’know.
CINDY:  She is so deep.
RADIO DJ VOICE:  As you’ve probably heard, America’s new queen of 

pop rock will be at the Staples Center this weekend, and one of 
you lucky listeners is getting the royal treatment with a backstage 
pass and a front row seat for the concert of the century.

CINDY:  Oooh! It’s the contest! Where’s your phone? (They frantically 
search for MARCI’S cellphone as the DJ continues.)

RADIO DJ VOICE:  Somebody out there is going to be picked up by 
a stretch limo, treated to pre-show snacks catered by Wolfgang 
Puck, then whisked behind the scenes for a special meet-and-
greet with Serafina herself.

CINDY:  I wonder if the winner gets to bring a friend.
RADIO DJ VOICE:  One backstage pass, folks. That’s how smokin’ hot 

this ticket is. I’m about to open the KOST phone lines for lucky 
caller twenty. (CINDY finds the phone in a shoe and scrambles to 
hand it to MARCI.) Let the countdown to fun begin… now!

CINDY:  (Anxious.) Do you need the number? It’s—
MARCI:  Got it on speed dial. (Punches the number and crosses her 

fingers. CINDY crosses her fingers. SOUND EFFECT:  PHONE RINGING 
ON THE OTHER END.) It’s ringing! I got through!
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RADIO DJ VOICE:  Hi! Who’s this?
MARCI:  Oh my gosh! I can’t believe it! It went through!
RADIO DJ VOICE:  Hello? Anybody there?
MARCI:  Um—yeah—uh—hi—wow— Am I on the radio?
RADIO DJ VOICE:  You’re not only on the radio but if you answer today’s 

question correctly, you’ll also be going to the concert of the century 
at Staples Center. (MARCI and CINDY squeal.) So, who am I talking 
to?

MARCI:  Right—oh yeah—this is—uh—uh—
CINDY:  Marci.
MARCI:  Marci.
CINDY:  Evans.
MARCI:  Evans. Marci Evans. That’s me.
RADIO DJ VOICE:  Well, Marci Evans, here’s your question to see how 

well you know your celebrity trivia. (SOUND EFFECT:  DRUMROLL.) 
Who, when, and where was Serafina’s first crush?

CINDY:  Oh, no. That one’s really hard.
MARCI:  (Excited.) But I know it. (Clears her throat. Into phone.) 

Serafina’s first crush was on Denny Ellerbreck. Second grade. 
Riverside Elementary. Mrs. Loring’s art class. (There’s a long, 
suspenseful pause.)

RADIO DJ VOICE:  Marci Evans… you are going to the Staples Center! 
(MARCI and CINDY squeal and hug each other as the LIGHTS 
CROSSFADE to DOWN LEFT. DOTTIE is seated at the table, frosting a 
cake. JULIA is unloading groceries from a bag on the counter.)

DOTTIE:  Good heavens! What’s going on up there? They sound like 
the mandrake in that Harry Potter movie.

JULIA:  I’m almost afraid to ask. (Shouts.) Marci!
MARCI:  (From OFF.) What?!
JULIA:  (Shouts.) Indoor voices!
MARCI:  (From OFF.) Okaaaaaaaay!
JULIA:  (Hands DOTTIE a package of birthday candles.) The cake’s 

looking beautiful, Mom. Martha’s going to love it.
DOTTIE:  I do hope so. (Tsks.) She was so looking forward to being 

out of rehab and back home for her birthday, but that pesky hip’s 
taking its own sweet time to heal.

JULIA:  Still, it’s nice you’re planning a little surprise party for her.
DOTTIE:  As long as none of the other residents let the cat out of the 

bag. They’re a pretty chatty bunch. (MARCI and CINDY rush ON 
down the stairs into the kitchen, giggling.)
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MARCI:  Mom! Nana! You’ll never guess what in a squillion years!
JULIA:  You got accepted to Stanford?
DOTTIE:  You won the Nobel Prize?
JULIA:  You cleaned your room?
MARCI:  (Hands on her hips.) Seriously, Mom.
JULIA:  Seriously, sweetheart, it could use it.
CINDY:  Marci just won a contest!
MARCI:  Cindy!
CINDY:  Well, they would have never guessed.
DOTTIE:  What sort of contest, dear?
MARCI:  It’s a radio call-in contest where you answer a question about 

your favorite celebrity.
CINDY:  And she won a backstage pass to the next concert!
JULIA:  Whose concert is that?
MARCI:  Only the greatest female rock star in the history of the entire 

universe.
MARCI/CINDY:  (In gleeful unison.) Serafina!
DOTTIE:  Hmmm… Never heard of her.
CINDY:  No way! Serafina has, like, the most mega superstar power 

ever!
JULIA:  (To MARCI.) Want to help me unload these groceries? (MARCI 

goes to help put things away as CINDY samples frosting from the 
bowl.)

DOTTIE:  Now back in my day, celebrities really had star power.
JULIA:  They also knew how to have private lives. Not like some of the 

ones today who make everything an open book.
MARCI:  But that’s what makes them so completely authentic. It’s like 

you could be their instant cool bestie.
DOTTIE:  (To CINDY.) How’s the frosting, dear?
CINDY:  Delish, Mrs. Smith. What’s the occasion?
DOTTIE:  I’m taking it to my friend Martha for a surprise party.
CINDY:  How come it’s got eight candles?
DOTTIE:  One for each decade.
CINDY:  Eighty? I can’t imagine being that old.
MARCI:  Hellooo? She’s the same age as Nana.
CINDY:  Oops. Sorry.
DOTTIE:  Don’t worry about it, dear. I don’t feel a day over 75.
MARCI:  (Notices KATE outside the window and waves her IN through 

the back door.) Hey, Kate!
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KATE:  Hi, Mrs. Evans. Hi, Mrs. Smith. (To MARCI and CINDY.) I’m 
glad you’re both here. (Hands them each an invitation.) I’ve got 
invitations to my sixteenth birthday.

CINDY:  Ooh, thanks! We’ll be there, for sure!
DOTTIE:  Ah… sweet sixteen. That brings back memories, doesn’t it, 

Julia?
JULIA:  You and Dad took a bunch of us bowling in Eagle Rock and then 

for pizza at Sorrentino’s.
MARCI:  Wow. Livin’ large, Mom. (Eats some frosting.)
CINDY:  That sounds fun. Did you do anything exciting for your sixteenth, 

Mrs. Smith? I mean, that you can recall?
DOTTIE:  Because it was eons ago? (Winks at JULIA.) No, not really. 

After our neighbors discovered fire and invented the wheel, it was 
all pretty much downhill from there. (ALL laugh.)

KATE:  So, you guys want to come to my house and study?
MARCI:  No time. I’ve got to pick out the perfect outfit. Cindy’s going 

to help.
KATE:  Outfit for what?
CINDY:  Marci just won a backstage pass to Serafina’s next concert!
KATE:  Seriously? (MARCI and CINDY squeal.) I guess that means yes.
MARCI:  Want to troll my closet with us?
KATE:  I really need to hit the books. My math test is going to be 

brutal.
MARCI:  Okay, we’ll see you later. Thanks for the invitation. I’m sure 

it’ll be a great party. (Hugs KATE. CINDY waves with frosting fingers. 
As KATE is leaving through the back door, BILL ENTERS. As always, 
he wears a baseball jersey with his jeans.)

KATE:  Hey, Mr. Evans. Bye, Mr. Evans. (She’s OUT.)
BILL:  (Raises his arms triumphantly.) All hail the conquering hero!
MARCI:  (Nonplussed.) Yay. (Nudges CINDY.) Let’s split while we can. 

(BILL looks wounded as MARCI and CINDY EXIT upstairs with the 
invitations.)

BILL:  Was it something I said?
JULIA:  Girl stuff. Our daughter won a call-in contest. She can tell you 

about it at dinner. Speaking of which— (Looks out the window.) —I 
thought you said Stan was coming.

BILL:  Change of plans. (Notices the cake.) Oooh, is that for me?
DOTTIE:  (Hands him the bowl.) You can have what’s left.
JULIA:  Nothing wrong, is there? It’s not like your brother to ever miss 

an invite.
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BILL:  He wanted to get to the club to tell the guys the big news.
DOTTIE:  What big news?
BILL:  (Proudly pulls out two tickets.) You, my fair ladies, are looking at 

two dugout club seats to Dodger Stadium.
DOTTIE:  I take it that’s a good thing?
JULIA:  It is if you’re diehard fans like Bill and Stan.
BILL:  But wait—there’s more!
DOTTIE:  Thank goodness I’m sitting down.
JULIA:  I should join you. (Sits.)
BILL:  Hold on to your hats. (Does a finger drumroll on the table.) 

Stan and I will be seeing, up close and personal… (Delivers an 
echo of the name as if through a loudspeaker.) Johnny… Johnny… 
Johnny… Sweet… Sweet… Sweet! (Perplexed, DOTTIE and JULIA 
look at each other and shrug.)

DOTTIE:  Is he the stadium announcer, dear?
BILL:  Oh, come on! Who hasn’t heard of the greatest major league 

pitcher in the history of the game?
DOTTIE:  (To JULIA.) I’m guessing maybe the same people who haven’t 

heard of Serafina?
BILL:  Seriously, this is epic! Stan and I have watched every game Johnny 

Sweet’s ever pitched. If he’s on TV, we’re in front of it. We’ve bought 
every product he’s ever endorsed. We’ve read every interview. We 
love this guy so much we’d give him the shirts off our backs.

JULIA:  But he’s just a baseball player. What makes him so special?
BILL:  He’s a real-life, flesh-and-blood legend. Game seven, World 

Series, Angels-Dodgers…
JULIA:  (Stands. She’s heard this before. To DOTTIE.) This is the part 

where he starts talking gibberish. (Crosses RIGHT.)
DOTTIE:  I’ll help with… whatever it is you’re doing. (She and JULIA 

EXIT UP RIGHT.)
BILL:  (Doesn’t notice them. In a sports trance.) Bottom of the ninth, 

tie score. Johnny bats for himself—and hits one out of the park! 
Complete game shutout, winning RBI. Dodgers win! Dodgers win! 
(Mimes winning the championship with cheers, fist pumping, etc., 
then realizes he’s alone. Kisses the tickets as the LIGHTS FADE OUT. 
SPOTLIGHT UP on the CENTER AISLE. SERAFINA MOORE, in yoga 
pants and a t-shirt, is doing yoga stretches as NEVILLE PINSNAP 
paces around her.)

NEVILLE:  (Reels off info from a tablet.) So after L.A., we head to Japan, 
China, and Europe. Forty shows in forty-three days. Love it!

SERAFINA:  Isn’t that a bit much? I hope my voice holds up.
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NEVILLE:  You’re Serafina Moore. You’ve got a five-octave range. Of 
course it’ll hold up. Just don’t talk when you’re not on stage.

SERAFINA:  Gladly. If you’ll stop booking interviews. (SOUND EFFECT:  
EMAIL NOTIFICATION.)

NEVILLE:  (Checks tablet.) Sweet. We’ve locked up three new gigs. 
Sydney, Melbourne, Perth. I smell a photo op with some koalas.

SERAFINA:  Neville, no! It’s too much. We have to cancel.
NEVILLE:  Feenie, you know how this works. The record drops, you hit 

the road.
SERAFINA:  I know that. We’re in a hotel room now. Just don’t ask me 

what city.
NEVILLE:  Shreveport. And you know why? The record company spent 

a fortune making this album. They want their dinero back.
SERAFINA:  Well, can we go to Australia straight from Japan? It’s on 

the way, sort of.
NEVILLE:  What am I, a travel agent? (SOUND EFFECT:  PHONE RINGS. 

Taps his earpiece.) Yeah? Yeah. Talk to me. Uh-huh. No, no, you 
listen to me, Bucko. We’re talkin’ top-of-the-line limo, thousand-
count Egyptian cotton sheets with the gold threads, and tell your 
guys to not mess up with the M&Ms this time. She found a green 
one in Rio and nearly freaked.

SERAFINA:  (Surprised.) What?!
NEVILLE:  Yeah, yeah, you got it. Totally doable. Love you back. (Ends 

the call.) New Zealand’s on board for two sell-outs. Man, I love this 
job!

SERAFINA:  Neville, we need to talk.
NEVILLE:  Scariest four words in the English language. No, Feenie 

sweetie, here are my four:  You. Need. To. Listen. Take the gigs 
while you can.

SERAFINA:  I am, I am. It’s the third leg of the tour.
NEVILLE:  Let’s hope there’s a fourth. Sad truth is, fans are fickle. They 

love you, they grow up, they move on to real music.
SERAFINA:  Ouch.
NEVILLE:  Just giving it to you straight, babe. You know who charted 

today? Aimee. Two E’s at the end.
SERAFINA:  Do I know her?
NEVILLE:  You will soon. Fourteen-year-old phenom from Norway. Her 

song “So There!” is already number six. Word’s out she’s playing 
Moscow for Christmas.

SERAFINA:  (Sarcastic.) And you expect me to go there, too, and freeze 
my—
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NEVILLE:  Already on it. Got you booked the week before. And chill with 
the snarkosity, okay? We cleared fifteen mill your first tour, and 
you’re not going to jinx it with a bad attitude. Just remember— if 
it weren’t for me, you’d be flippin’ burgers in Fresno for minimum 
wage. (Types furiously on the tablet. SERAFINA takes a deep 
cleansing breath. SPOTLIGHT OUT. LIGHTS UP on the bedroom, even 
more disheveled than before. Clothes are everywhere. MARCI holds 
up a stylish outfit as CINDY reads a magazine on the bed.)

MARCI:  Okay, this. This is what I’m going to wear. For sure. It’s 
Serafina’s favorite color, designer, and fragrance.

CINDY:  Fragrance?
MARCI:  Smell. (Offers her wrist.) Serafina’s perfume line. It’s called 

Arrogance.
CINDY:  (Takes a whiff and sneezes.) Fruity.
MARCI:  (Spins around, excited, and flops onto the bed next to CINDY.) 

Serafina’s gonna love me, I know it. We have so much in common. 
She likes fruit, I like fruit. She likes dogs, I like dogs.

CINDY:  Maybe she won’t want the meeting to end.
MARCI:  Maybe she’ll ask me to join the tour! (They squeal in unison.)
CINDY:  You’re so lucky. Too bad that radio station didn’t have two 

passes to give away.
MARCI:  Don’t worry. I’ll try to talk you in.
CINDY:  Not for me. I meant for Kate.
MARCI:  Why? Kate isn’t into Serafina. She likes that indie stuff. With 

the moody guys who play guitar.
CINDY:  But her birthday’s coming up, and she’s so hard to buy for.
MARCI:  I know. All she wants is books. Weird.
CINDY:  OMG. Kate. The invitations! (They search frantically under the 

heaps of clothes. CINDY finds an envelope and opens it.)
MARCI:  (Reads over CINDY’S shoulder.) “Please join us for my sweet 

sixteen party.”
CINDY:  (Points at the invitation.) Saturday. 7 p.m.
MARCI:  (Hopeful.) Two weeks from now?
CINDY:  No. This Saturday. Same time as the concert.
MARCI:  (Groans melodramatically.) It’s okay if we miss the party, right? 

We’ll celebrate with Kate later.
CINDY:  (Not at all sure.) I guess. I’m sure she’ll understand.
MARCI:  I mean, this concert’s a once-in-a-lifetime deal.
CINDY:  Yeah, but so is your sweet sixteenth.
MARCI:  (Grabs the invitation and takes a closer look.) Ooh. Moral 

dilemma. (Fans herself with the invitation, pondering, as the LIGHTS 
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CROSSFADE to DOWN LEFT kitchen where BILL is seated at the 
table while STAN stands over a bulging backpack.)

STAN:  (Pulling out various items.) So I got a couple jerseys, a cap… 
(Pulls out a mitt.) Hey, remember this?

BILL:  Wow! Do I ever!
STAN:  (Pulls out a baseball and tosses it to him.) And this?
BILL:  You really think we can get him to autograph all this after the 

game?
STAN:  Why not? We’re his biggest fans!
BILL:  Still, that’s a lot of stuff.
STAN:  And that’s not even all of it. (Pulls out Johnny Sweet’s 

autobiography, loose ticket stubs, and another jersey.)
BILL:  (Leans in.) What’s that in the bottom?
STAN:  The Johnny Sweet waffle iron! Remember getting those?
BILL:  Like it was yesterday. I know we still have ours somewhere. (JULIA 

ENTERS down the stairs with a laundry basket.) Hey, honey, what 
did we do with that waffle iron I bought off the Shopping Channel a 
couple years ago? The one with the baseball logo on the lid?

JULIA:  You mean the one that overheated, short-circuited, and burned 
every waffle you ever tried to make?

BILL:  That thing was the best.
JULIA:  It also nearly burned down the house. I gave it to e-Waste.
BILL/STAN:  (Aghast.) Nooo!
JULIA:  (As she continues walking RIGHT.) What? It was worthless.
STAN:  (To BILL.) Women. Completely irrational. (LIGHTS FADE OUT. 

SOUND EFFECT:  CHEERING CROWD. SPOTLIGHT UP on the CENTER 
AISLE, where JOHNNY SWEET is waving, grinning, soaking up the 
fans’ adoration. Two EXTRAS as young BOYS come running down 
the aisle from the back of the house. They’re both clutching an 
autograph book and a pen. JOHNNY ignores them until they start 
jumping up and down in front of him, shouting his name.)

BOYS:  Mr. Sweet! Mr. Sweet!
JOHNNY:  (Still smiling at the crowd.) Yeah? What do you little 

pipsqueaks want?
BOYS:  (Hold out their books and pens.) Can we have your autograph? 

Please! Please! Please!
JOHNNY:  So, you want the autograph of Johnny Sweet, do you?
BOYS:  Yeah! Yeah! Please? Yeah! Please!
JOHNNY:  The free autograph you expect me to write with this very 

hand? The hand that’s won three Cy Youngs? The hand that’s 
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insured for more moolah than you two brats will ever see in your 
lifetimes?

BOYS:  Uhhh… yes? (Look at each other, confused. Still, they hold out 
their autograph books and pens with great earnestness. JOHNNY 
takes a pen and scrawls briefly in each book.)

JOHNNY:  (Tips his cap to the crowd. To BOYS.) Now get out of my face 
and stay out! (Strides toward the back of the house, waving to the 
cheering crowd. BOYS glance down at their books.)

BOY ONE:  (Reads.) Loo.
BOY TWO:  (Reads.) Zer. (BOYS close their books and stare sadly after 

JOHNNY as the SPOTLIGHT GOES OUT. LIGHTS UP DOWN CENTER. 
DOTTIE is sitting on the couch, wrapping a present on the coffee 
table.)

MARCI:  (ENTERS from the stairs and flops on the other couch.) Hey, 
Nana. Doing anything important?

DOTTIE:  Just breathing, dear. I find it’s useful for staying alive.
MARCI:  (Indicates the present.) What’s that?
DOTTIE:  Martha’s birthday present for the party. (MARCI looks 

troubled.) Something on your mind?
MARCI:  Well, since you asked, I’ve got this friend at school who’s got 

a huge problem.
DOTTIE:  Ah, the ubiquitous conflicted friend.
MARCI:  Stop using such big words, Nana.
DOTTIE:  Sorry, dear. So, what’s your friend’s name?
MARCI:  Oh, she’s no one you know.
DOTTIE:  Still, it’s nice to put a name to these things. It makes it easier 

to follow a story, don’t you think?
MARCI:  It’s... um… Lucy.
DOTTIE:  Lucy! What a sweet name. Now, is that short for Lucinda or 

Lucille?
MARCI:  (Shrugs.) I don’t know. She’s... uh... just Lucy.
DOTTIE:  I see. And what’s Just Lucy’s dilemma?
MARCI:  Well, it turns out she’s been invited to two things on the same 

night, and she doesn’t know which one to go to.
DOTTIE:  Is that all? Well, that’s simple enough.
MARCI:  (Brightens.) It is?
DOTTIE:  She should go to whichever one she was invited to first.
MARCI:  Uh, that’s kinda the problem. You see, she gets invited to this 

one thing every single year, and she always goes.
DOTTIE:  You mean like a birthday?
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MARCI:  Kinda sorta. Anyway, this really huge thing suddenly happened, 
and it’s once in a lifetime, and she really, really wants to go.

DOTTIE:  Really? And how well does she know the party of the second 
part?

MARCI:  Huh?
DOTTIE:  The person with the second invitation. Has your friend known 

her as long as she’s known the first person?
MARCI:  Well, that’s just it. They haven’t even met yet, but it’s going 

to be majorly awesome when they do, and I—I mean, Lucy—just 
knows they’ll become besties forever.

DOTTIE:  And what about the first person—the one that your friend has 
known much longer and who’s expecting her to show up?

MARCI:  Okay, the thing of it is… is that if she was a really good friend, 
she’d want my friend to be happy meeting this other friend and 
everything would be all right, right?

DOTTIE:  (Sighs.) See how confusing this gets when you don’t ascribe 
names to people? Which friend are we talking about now?

MARCI:  That’s not important. I’m just saying this kind of thing happens 
all the time, right?

DOTTIE:  Of course it does, dear. Unfortunately, though, someone 
always gets their feelings hurt.

MARCI:  But they get over it… don’t they?
DOTTIE:  What do you think?
MARCI:  I think this hasn’t helped at all.
DOTTIE:  (Stands with the wrapped present, admiring her handiwork.) 

Well, that’s what I’m here for—to dispense totally useless advice. 
(Moves toward the kitchen.)

MARCI:  Uh… I still love you, Nana.
DOTTIE:  I love you too, dear. And I’m glad you’re not as woefully 

superficial as Just Lucy. (LIGHTS FADE OUT as MARCI contemplates 
what DOTTIE just said. SOUND EFFECT:  BIRDS TWEETING. 
SPOTLIGHT UP on the CENTER AISLE. ELIZABETH GRANT, 80-ish but 
still glamorous, sits in a wheelchair. ANGIE MORGAN stands next to 
her, writing on a clipboard.)

ELIZABETH:  (In a thin, reedy voice.) In my day… (Clears throat, tries 
again.) In my day… (Voice trails off.)

ANGIE:  (Waits patiently for a beat.) You were saying, Miss Grant? In 
your day what?

ELIZABETH:  (Voice now clear as a bell.) Oh, nothing, Angie. I was just 
having a bit of fun. Isn’t that what people my age who are in a 
nursing home are supposed to say? (Thinks.) It doesn’t suit me, I 
don’t think.
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ANGIE:  (Laughs.) No, Miss Grant, it most certainly does not.
ELIZABETH:  (Tries to peek at ANGIE’S clipboard.) Is that next week’s 

activity schedule?
ANGIE:  It is. Any requests?
ELIZABETH:  Yes. Anything but bingo, bridge, or shuffleboard.
ANGIE:  I’ll do my best. (Resumes writing and sneaks a look at 

ELIZABETH.) You know, last night I caught one of your old movies 
on TV. The musical starring you and Gregory Hudson?

ELIZABETH:  Ah, yes, the dapper Mr. Hudson. He was actually quite 
clumsy. Not many people know that. Three left feet.

ANGIE:  But what a singing voice. Both of you. Perhaps we could 
show some of your old films during movie night. (As if reading a 
marquee.) An Elizabeth Grant film festival!

ELIZABETH:  Oh, I don’t think we’re looking to bore people to death. 
Oh! (Laughs.) Are we allowed to say “death” in a nursing home?

ANGIE:  I wouldn’t. But I think the residents will get a kick out of your 
career. They have no idea there’s a celebrity amongst them.

ELIZABETH:  A piece of trivia I like to keep under wraps, please. I’ve 
had my day in the sun. Now I like blending in with the scenery.

ANGIE:  But you must have some fascinating stories.
ELIZABETH:  No one wants to hear an old biddy going on and on about 

the olden days. (Changing the subject.) Is it time yet for baking 
club?

ANGIE:  Almost. Care to help me set up?
ELIZABETH:  Only if I get to lick the spoons afterwards.
ANGIE:  (Moves behind the wheelchair.) I have to admit, I’m disappointed 

about the movie idea. But I do admire your lack of pretension.
ELIZABETH:  It’s how we did things back then. (Smiles.) In my day. 

(SPOTLIGHT FADES OUT. LIGHTS UP DOWN LEFT. MARCI and CINDY 
are studying at the kitchen table. JULIA is stirring a pitcher of 
lemonade at the counter.)

MARCI:  Oh, another thing! I like pie.
CINDY:  (Confused, flips through her books.) Pi isn’t part of our math 

homework.
MARCI:  Not P-I. I mean P-I-E, as in dessert. Teen Beat says Serafina 

likes apple. Tiger Beat says blueberry. Which type should I bring 
to the concert?

CINDY:  (Sighs, a bit frustrated.) Do you think maybe you’re taking this 
super fan thing a bit too far? (SOUND EFFECT:  LANDLINE PHONE 
RING.)

JULIA:  (Answers phone on the counter.) Hello? Oh, hi, Kate.

         
         

      
            

    
        

            

     
              

            
         

          
           

          
  

        
             
      

          
            

    
         

            
     
             

           
    

             
   
     

           
              

      
           

         
       
       
             

         

End of script sample.
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PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES ONSTAGE
ACT ONE

Marci’s bedroom:  Bed, dresser, radio, posters of Serafina, clothes, 
shoes, magazines, cell phone.

Living room:  Two sectional couches, small coffee table with magazines 
on it.

Kitchen:  Table, four chairs, counter, landline cordless phone.
Garden:  Bushes, flowering plants, patio chair.
Serafina’s backstage:  Small table with a notepad.

ACT TWO
Baseball stadium:  Bench, optional Dodgers banner.
Classroom:  Whiteboard with the periodic table, chairs.
Kitchen:  Same. Plates in cabinet.
Garden:  Same.
Living room:  Same.
Marci’s bedroom:  Same except without Serafina posters. Diary, hairbrush.

PROPERTIES BROUGHT ON
ACT ONE

Unfrosted cake, bowl of frosting, knife, box, gift wrap, tape, fancy 
frosted cake (DOTTIE)

Bag of groceries containing a package of birthday candles, laundry 
basket, pitcher, wooden spoon, checkbook, pen (JULIA)

Invitations, cell phone (KATE)
Two tickets (BILL)
Tablet (NEVILLE)
Backpack containing a book, ticket stubs, jerseys, cap, baseball mitt, 

baseball (STAN)
Autograph books, pens (TWO EXTRAS)
Wheelchair, book (ELIZABETH)
Clipboard, pen (ANGIE)
Books (MARCI, CINDY)
Small gift bag containing a bottle of Perrier, homemade wind chime 

(MARCI)
Cell phone (SERAFINA)



 
             

          
         

           
   
      
     
   
   

    
    

             
         

               
           

       
       
      
     
            
             
           

           
           

       
              

          
         
   

           
            
             

            
          

        
             

          
        

ACT TWO
Small bags of popcorn [optional] (CONCESSION VENDORS)
Softball, mitt, jersey, pass on lanyard (BILL)
Jersey, book, waffle iron, pass on lanyard (STAN)
Magazine, cell phone, scarf (MARCI)
Cell phone (CINDY)
Two large, foil-covered containers, cell phone (JULIA)
Snorkel, book, tray of cookies (DOTTIE)
Dry erase marker (MR. BERNA)
Note (STUDENT MESSENGER)
Cell phones (STUDENTS)
Wheelchair, book, unfrosted cake, frosting, knife (ELIZABETH)
Cell phone, guitar (SERAFINA)
Party hats, noisemakers (MARCI, KATE, CINDY)

SOUND EFFECTS
End of Serafina song, phone ringing on other end, drumroll, email 
notification, cheering crowd, birds tweeting, landline phone ringing, 
heavy rock drumbeat, “Take Me Out to the Ballgame,” ominous musical 
sting, school bell, cell phone ringing.

SERAFINA’S MUSIC
Fandemonium is written so that only a few bars of an original composition 
that sounds like modern pop rock is needed at the opening of the 
show. The song title given by the radio DJ can be changed as desired.

If desired, however, the music in the play can be expanded, offering a 
wonderful opportunity to showcase a female vocal soloist or a band 
with a female vocal lead who plays Serafina. In addition to expanding 
the song played “on the radio” at the top of the show, both the first 
and second acts can end with a full song performed live rather than 
just the suggestion that a song is about to begin, as it is currently 
written.

COSTUMES
MARCI, CINDY, KATE, JULIA, and EXTRAS all wear modern, age-

appropriate clothes with changes as indicated. KATE dresses a 
bit more conservatively than MARCI and CINDY. For Serafina’s 
concert, MARCI wears the outfit she held up earlier in ACT ONE.

SERAFINA first wears a t-shirt and yoga pants, later a dazzling concert 
outfit and wig, then very trendy teen clothes. She returns to her 
concert attire for the very last scene.
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NEVILLE wears all black and an earpiece.
BILL and STAN wear jeans and baseball jerseys.
DOTTIE wears normal everyday clothes in ACT ONE. In ACT TWO she 

first wears a wetsuit or swimsuit, flippers, snorkel, and goggles, 
then Chinese pajamas, then an apron.

ELIZABETH GRANT should look elegant even in everyday clothes. In 
ACT TWO she also wears an apron.

JOHNNY SWEET wears a baseball uniform.
ANGIE wears a blouse and skirt.
MR. BERNA wears a sweater vest and slacks.

FLEXIBLE CASTING
ANGIE MORGAN, MR. BERNA, NEVILLE PINSNAP,  RADIO DJ, and 
EXTRAS could be played either male or female.
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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!




