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RIGHTS MUST BE PURCHASED BEFORE REPRODUCING THIS  SCRIPT

WRITING A WILL CAN BE MURDER

By EDDIE McPHERSON

CAST OF CHARACTERS
# of lines

BETTY/NETTIE CRAWFORD ...twins played by one actress. 110 
Betty is an aging movie star  
who rewrites her will; Nettie  
arrives after her sister’s murder

ROSE BUTTERCUP ...............Betty’s loyal maid 55
JOAN DAVIS ........................Betty’s neighbor who checks on 79 

her every day
DONOVAN ...........................Joan’s boyfriend who wants to 29 

secretly run away with her
MILDRED/CANDICE .............twins played by one actress. 130 

Candice is Betty’s favorite daughter; 
Mildred is the not-so-favorite

ALFRED STEPHEN LUCAS .....director who made Betty a 41 
movie star forty years ago

REPORTER THREE ...............reporter who keeps Betty in 35 
a positive light

PRODUCER ONE ..................produced Betty’s first movie all 36 
those many years ago

BARRYMORE .......................Betty’s butler; quit ten years ago 43
OFFICER GARFIELD ..............library cop who arrives to serve 145 

an over-due book citation, but 
ends up investigating the murder

FLASHBACK CHARACTERS
YOUNG BETTY ......................................................................86
YOUNG PRODUCER ONE. ......................................................18
PRODUCER TWO .....................................................................8
REPORTER ONE ......................................................................9
REPORTER TWO .....................................................................8
YOUNG ALFRED STEPHEN LUCAS ..........................................12
NERDY ACTOR ........................................................................5
YOUNG BARRYMORE ..............................................................9
YOUNG MILDRED/CANDICE ...................................................34
YOUNG REPORTER THREE .......................................................8
YOUNG ROSE .......................................................................15
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SETTING
Time:  Sometime in the 1980s, with frequent flashbacks to the golden 

age of Hollywood forty years earlier.
Place:  The Hollywood house of a wealthy movie star of yesteryear.

SET DESCRIPTION
Betty’s living room is in a somewhat dated, yet nicely decorated house 
owned by a wealthy movie star of yesteryear. A sofa, a chair, and a 
coffee table sit CENTER STAGE. A phonograph turntable sits on a table 
with drawers near the sofa. A desk with several drawers sits to one 
side. The entrance hall doorway that leads to the unseen front door is 
UP LEFT; there is a coat rack standing near it. The door leading to the 
kitchen is RIGHT, and the door leading to the back hall and bedrooms 
is LEFT. Flashback characters will always enter and exit DOWN RIGHT.
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WRITING A WILL CAN BE MURDER

ACT ONE
AT RISE:  Betty’s living room. BETTY ENTERS LEFT dressed excessively. 
She crosses to the turntable sitting on a small table. On the table, 
next to the turntable, is an LP record in its sleeve. She pulls the record 
out and places it on the turntable and music begins to play. (SOUND 
EFFECT:  Mozart’s Requiem:  Dies Irae.)
BETTY crosses to the middle of the room and picks up a small bell 
off the coffee table near the sofa and rings it. She sits in the chair 
next to the sofa and leans her head on the back of the chair. ROSE 
ENTERS RIGHT and stands at the kitchen door wiping her hands on a 
hand towel.
ROSE:  (Businesslike, looks none too happy.) You called, Miss?
BETTY:  Bring me my paper, Rose.
ROSE:  (Throws the hand towel over her shoulder, crosses to the arm 

of the sofa—which is only two feet from the chair and well within 
Betty’s reach—picks up the newspaper, turns, and hands it to 
BETTY.) Will that be all, Miss?

BETTY:  (Grumpy.) Yes, yes, away, away. (ROSE turns and EXITS RIGHT 
to the kitchen. After a few seconds, rings the bell again.)

ROSE:  (RE-ENTERS and crosses to BETTY.) You called, Miss?
BETTY:  My glasses, Rose. I can’t read without my glasses. (ROSE 

picks up the glasses off the arm of the sofa, turns, and hands them 
to her. Takes them, sets them on top of the newspaper and throws 
her head back again.) Has anyone called?

ROSE:  (Like a recording.) No, ma’am. No one has called. No one has 
stopped by. It has been very quiet.

BETTY:  Turn off that dreadful music. (ROSE removes the needle from 
the record. MUSIC STOPS.) I drove to the movie studio this morning, 
and they refused to allow me past the front gate.

ROSE:  (No emotion.) That’s sad. (Sighs.) Will that be all, ma’am?
BETTY:  I will tell you when that is all. (Softens a little.) Sit and talk with 

me a while, Rose. Ms. Crawford is feeling a bit blue.
ROSE:  Whatever you say, ma’am. (Sits on the sofa.)
BETTY:  Rose, you have worked for me for thirty-five years, and I feel 

as though I hardly know you. Tell me about yourself.
ROSE:  (Taken aback.) Really, ma’am? You want to hear about my life?
BETTY:  Not really. Let’s talk about me instead. (YOUNG PRODUCER 

ONE, PRODUCER TWO, and YOUNG BETTY ENTER DOWN RIGHT for 
a flashback. [See PRODUCTION NOTES.]) It was forty years ago, and 
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I was at the height of my movie career. All the major movie studios 
were fighting for me.

YOUNG PRODUCER ONE:  (To YOUNG BETTY.) I want you for my 
next picture.

PRODUCER TWO:  (On the other side of YOUNG BETTY.) Come make a 
movie with me, and I will make you a star.

YOUNG BETTY:  Everyone is wanting me, me, me!
PRODUCER TWO:  My movie is destined to become a classic.
YOUNG PRODUCER ONE:  If you sign with me, you will be watched by 

millions of adoring fans.
YOUNG BETTY:  I don’t know.
PRODUCER TWO:  If you sign with me, you will be watched by billions 

of fans.
YOUNG BETTY:  I’ll think about it.
YOUNG PRODUCER ONE:  Trillions!
PRODUCER TWO:  Gazillions!
YOUNG BETTY:  I know how I will decide. Eeny meeny miny moe—my 

mother told me to pick you. (Points to YOUNG PRODUCER ONE.) 
You shall produce my next movie and continue to make Betty 
Crawford a star!

PRODUCER TWO:  But—
YOUNG BETTY:  (Points to PRODUCER TWO.) And you get out of my house!
YOUNG PRODUCER ONE:  (To PRODUCER TWO.) You heard the lady, out 

of her house! (PRODUCER TWO drops his head and EXITS DOWN 
RIGHT. Turns back to YOUNG BETTY.) I shall see you at the studio 
first thing in the morning. (Kisses her hand and EXITS DOWN RIGHT 
as YOUNG BETTY giggles. REPORTERS ONE and TWO run ON DOWN 
RIGHT, holding cameras.)

BETTY:  (To ROSE.) All the reporters in town were constantly vying for 
my attention.

REPORTER ONE:  (To YOUNG BETTY.) Could I get a picture of you, Ms. 
Crawford? (YOUNG BETTY poses. Snaps a picture.)

REPORTER TWO:  Could I get a picture of you, Ms. Crawford? (YOUNG 
BETTY turns and poses. Snaps her picture.)

REPORTER ONE:  This picture will appear on the cover of every major 
magazine in the country. (Runs OUT DOWN RIGHT.)

YOUNG BETTY:  (To REPORTER TWO.) And where will your pictures appear?
REPORTER TWO:  In a little newsletter called Chewin’ the Fat published 

in Dogtown, Alabama.
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YOUNG BETTY:  (Dreamily.) Dogtown, Alabama. My dreams are coming 
true. (REPORTER TWO runs OFF DOWN RIGHT as YOUNG LUCAS 
and NERDY ACTOR ENTER DOWN RIGHT.)

BETTY:  (To ROSE.) It’s true I was hard to work with.
YOUNG LUCAS:  (To YOUNG BETTY.) For this next scene, Betty, you will 

say, “Oh, John, I love you ever so much.”
YOUNG BETTY:  I can’t say that to him. (Points to NERDY ACTOR.)
YOUNG LUCAS:  Why not?
YOUNG BETTY:  He’s repulsive.
YOUNG LUCAS:  This is only rehearsal. He’ll look better after makeup.
NERDY ACTOR:  (Offended.) I’m standing right here.
YOUNG BETTY:  Out of all the handsome leading men in Hollywood, 

you cast him to play opposite Betty Crawford?
NERDY ACTOR:  I have feelings and everything.
YOUNG BETTY:  I demand another leading man.
YOUNG LUCAS:  But Ms. Crawford—
YOUNG BETTY:  I have spoken!
YOUNG LUCAS:  (Throws up his hands.) Okay, okay, we’ll get another 

leading man!
NERDY ACTOR:  (To YOUNG LUCAS.) Look, mister, I have a contract. 

(Holds up a document.)
YOUNG LUCAS:  (Takes it and rips it up.) Be quiet! (Shouts OFF RIGHT.) 

Someone get me an Alka-Seltzer! (Storms OFF DOWN RIGHT.)
NERDY ACTOR:  (Points dramatically to 1980s BETTY, angrily.) This will 

ruin my career—
BETTY:  Talk to her. (Points to YOUNG BETTY.)
NERDY ACTOR:  Sorry. (Turns quickly to YOUNG BETTY.) This will ruin my 

career! Do you know what you are? You are… a very mean person. 
(Storms OFF DOWN RIGHT.)

YOUNG BETTY:  (Shouts after him.) And you are an ordinary person, 
and ordinary people give Betty Crawford a headache!

YOUNG PRODUCER ONE:  (Runs ON DOWN RIGHT followed closely by 
YOUNG LUCAS.) Ms. Crawford, I am the producer of this movie, and 
only I can fire an actor.

YOUNG LUCAS:  Only he can fire an actor!
YOUNG PRODUCER ONE:  I won’t stand for these tirades of yours 

another day.
YOUNG BETTY:  You won’t have to.
YOUNG PRODUCER ONE:  That’s more like it.
YOUNG LUCAS:  That’s more like it!
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YOUNG BETTY:  (To YOUNG PRODUCER ONE.) You’re fired, too.
YOUNG PRODUCER ONE:  You can’t mean it! (To YOUNG LUCAS.) Tell 

her she can’t mean it.
YOUNG LUCAS:  You can’t mean it! Can you mean it? I think she 

means it.
YOUNG BETTY:  (Points dramatically.) Out!
YOUNG PRODUCER ONE:  Out as in…?
YOUNG BETTY:  Go! Flee! Vamoose!
YOUNG PRODUCER ONE:  In other words…
YOUNG BETTY:  If you don’t get out, I will call the police.
YOUNG PRODUCER ONE:  Ohhh, that kind of out. (Points to 1980s 

BETTY.) I will get you for this, Betty Crawford—
BETTY:  You’re in a flashback!
YOUNG PRODUCER ONE:  (Quickly turns to YOUNG BETTY.) I will get you 

for this, Betty Crawford, if it’s the last thing I do. (Turns and storms 
OFF DOWN RIGHT.)

YOUNG BETTY:  You don’t scare me! And do you know why you don’t 
scare me? Because you’re a nobody, and nobodies don’t scare 
Betty Crawford! (Turns to YOUNG LUCAS.) Why are you still here?

YOUNG LUCAS:  I get it, I get it, I’m fired, too. (Turns and points to 
YOUNG BETTY.) I will get you for this, Betty Crawford, if it’s the last 
thing I do! (Turns and storms OFF DOWN RIGHT.)

YOUNG BETTY:  You don’t scare me! And do you know why you don’t 
scare me? Because you’re a nobody, and— (To herself.) Ah, 
he knows the rest! (To herself.) I am Betty Crawford, and Betty 
Crawford always gets her way. (EXITS DOWN RIGHT dramatically.)

BETTY:  (Laughs.) Oh, I was the little devil, that’s for sure. Rose, are 
you listening to me?

ROSE:  (Wakes up.) Yes, ma’am, every boring word.
BETTY:  You fell asleep?
ROSE:  I’m sorry, Miss, but I have heard that story over and over for 

the last thirty-five years. Every day you sit me down and tell me 
the same boring drama. You once were a big star. You were hard 
to work with. Blah, blah, blah.

BETTY:  (Stands.) What do you mean I once was a star? I’ll have you 
know I am still a star. Say it! Say it quickly before I fire you on the 
spot. Ms. Crawford, you’re a big star, say it!

ROSE:  (Has clearly been waiting a long time to say this.) I can’t say 
it, Ms. Crawford. You’re no longer a star. (BETTY grabs her heart.) 
People have forgotten you! (BETTY slumps over.) You haven’t made 
a movie in twenty-five years. (BETTY falls back into her chair.) I think 
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I owe it to you to be honest. If I hear your stories one more time, I 
might just jump out a window. I was hired to clean your house and 
serve your meals and do whatever else you need me to do. But 
I wasn’t hired to hear how mean you were to the world and how 
pathetic your life has become. You’re a bitter, lonely old woman 
who doesn’t have a friend in the world except for those who hang 
around waiting for you to die only to see if you included them in 
your will!

BETTY:  (Jumps out of her chair.) How dare you speak to me that way. 
(Picks up the bell and rings it loudly.) Barrymore! Barrymore, get in 
here at once!

ROSE:  Barrymore doesn’t work here anymore. (YOUNG BARRYMORE 
and YOUNG BETTY ENTER DOWN RIGHT.) He walked out on you ten 
years ago because you treated him just like you treat me. Don’t 
you remember?

YOUNG BARRYMORE:  (To YOUNG BETTY.) I am walking out on you 
because you have treated me just as you have treated Rose for 
too long.

YOUNG BETTY:  Barrymore, if you leave me, I will take you out of my 
will. You will get nothing!

YOUNG BARRYMORE:  You wouldn’t dare.
YOUNG BETTY:  (In his face.) Try me.
YOUNG BARRYMORE:  (Points dramatically to YOUNG BETTY.) I will get 

you for this, Ms. Betty Crawford, if it’s the last thing I do. (Storms 
OFF DOWN RIGHT.)

YOUNG BETTY:  You don’t scare me! And do you know why you don’t 
scare me? Because you’re a nobody, and nobodies don’t scare 
Betty Crawford! (Dramatically out to AUDIENCE.) For I am the 
greatest movie star the world has ever—

BETTY:  (To YOUNG BETTY.) Yeah, yeah, flashback is over, honey. 
(YOUNG BETTY EXITS DOWN RIGHT dramatically.)

ROSE:  Don’t you see? I’m the only one who hasn’t walked out on you. 
I have been here every step of the way. (Crosses UP LEFT. Grabs 
her jacket and purse off the coat rack.)

BETTY:  (Concerned.) Where are you going?
ROSE:  I’m resigning, Ms. Crawford. You can mail my final check to my 

home address.
BETTY:  You can’t leave me. Where will I go? What will I do?
ROSE:  Frankly, ma’am, I don’t give a—
BETTY:  How will I live without you? I need you, Rose. I need you!
ROSE:  (Stops.) Do you mean that?
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BETTY:  Of course I do. Who will cook me those terrible omelets?
ROSE:  (Offended.) Goodbye, Ms. Crawford… forever.
BETTY:  If you walk out that door, you will never see another dime  

from me.
ROSE:  (Turns quickly and points dramatically.) I will get you for this, 

Ms. Crawford, if it’s the last thing I do! (EXITS UP LEFT.)
BETTY:  (Rushes UP LEFT to entrance hall opening.) You don’t scare 

me! And do you know why you don’t scare me? (To herself.) Blah, 
blah, blah. (SOUND EFFECT:   DOOR SLAMS from off UP LEFT.)

JOAN:  (ENTERS RIGHT from the kitchen.) Hello, Betty.
BETTY:  (Turns and rushes to her.) Joan, thank goodness you have 

come. Rose just walked out on me, never to return.
JOAN:  That’s the most terrible news I have ever heard.
BETTY:  Isn’t it?
JOAN:  I was hoping she’d cook me breakfast.
BETTY:  (Starts to cry.) You just don’t understand. (Throws herself down 

on the sofa and cries aloud.)
JOAN:  (Crosses behind the sofa and gently pats BETTY on the back.) 

There, there, Betty. Don’t be upset. I’ll just eat a Pop Tart.
BETTY:  Everyone in my life has deserted me.
JOAN:  I’m still here.
BETTY:  (Head pops up.) You are still here, aren’t you? Oh, Joan, you 

have been my one true friend throughout my life. Will you be honest 
with me? Are you my friend because you love me or because of 
what you might get from my will?

JOAN:  That cuts me deep. To think that you believe I’m only your friend 
because you may leave me a lot of money when you die.

BETTY:  I’m sorry.
JOAN:  (Beat.) So, are you leaving me a lot of money when you die?
BETTY:  (Taken aback.) What?
JOAN:  (Realizes.) I said how about that Pop Tart?
BETTY:  All right. (Shouts to the kitchen.) Rose, please bring my 

wonderful and caring neighbor a Pop— (Realizes.) That’s right, 
she’s gone. I’ll be back. (EXITS RIGHT to the kitchen.)

JOAN:  (Shouts after her.) I’d like it toasted, if you don’t mind. Oh, and 
some coffee would be nice. (Makes sure BETTY’S gone, picks up 
the phone, and dials.)

DONOVAN:  (ENTERS DOWN LEFT holding his own phone receiver.) Hello?
JOAN:  Donovan? She’s on the verge of a nervous breakdown.

        
     
         
  
     

             
           

   
           
              

            
 

    
     

            
            

         
         

       
         

             
    

             
        
          

               
           

         
       

     
              

            
 

  
          

          
             

  
    

For preview only



       

7

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

DONOVAN:  Never mind that. Have you found the will?
JOAN:  I’m at her house now.
DONOVAN:  You must find a copy before we can proceed.
JOAN:  I’ll look for it while she’s taking her nap.
DONOVAN:  How do you know she’ll take a nap?
JOAN:  (Holds up a small bottle.) Don’t worry. She’ll take a nap.
BETTY:  (From OFF RIGHT.) Here we are.
JOAN:  She’s coming now. (Slams down the receiver.)
DONOVAN:  Ow! (Shouts into the phone.) That hurt my ear! (Rushes OFF.)
BETTY:  (ENTERS RIGHT carrying a Pop Tart on a small plate and a cup 

of coffee with a spoon.) Here we are, a nice, toasted Pop Tart for 
you and a hot cup of coffee for me. I would have been quicker, but 
that was my first time in the kitchen.

JOAN:  Have a seat and relax, Betty dear. (Both sit. Points behind BETTY.) 
Is that picture hanging crooked? (BETTY turns to look. Pours the 
contents of the bottle into BETTY’S cup of coffee.)

BETTY:  So it is. Fix it for me later, won’t you? (Turns back to JOAN.)
JOAN:  Better drink your coffee while it’s hot. Come on, now, drink it up. 

What are you waiting for? (Beat.) Drink it!
BETTY:  Okay, okay. (Takes a sip.) Oh, my, but that is a good cup of 

coffee. Joan, have I ever told you about my life? (YOUNG PRODUCER 
ONE, PRODUCER TWO, and YOUNG BETTY ENTER DOWN RIGHT and 
take their places.) It was forty years ago, and I was at the height of 
my movie career. All the major movie studios were fighting for me.

YOUNG PRODUCER ONE:  (To YOUNG BETTY.) I want you for my 
next picture.

PRODUCER TWO:  (On the other side of YOUNG BETTY.) Come make a 
movie with me, and I will make you a star.

YOUNG BETTY:  Everyone is wanting… (Yawns.) …me, me, me!
PRODUCER TWO:  My movie is destined to become a classic. (Yawns.)
YOUNG PRODUCER ONE:  If you sign with me… (Yawns.) …you will be 

watched by millions of adoring fans.
YOUNG BETTY:  (Yawns big.) I can’t do this right now.
PRODUCER TWO:  Neither can I, I’m so sleepy. (Yawns.)
YOUNG PRODUCER ONE:  (Yawning.) Let’s do this later. (They EXIT 

DOWN RIGHT.)
BETTY:  My, I’ve become sleepy so fast. (Hands JOAN the cup.) Would 

you hold this for me, please? (Throws her head on the back of the 
sofa and snores.)
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JOAN:  (After a second, sets the coffee on the coffee table.) Betty? 
(Shakes her gently.) Betty, are you awake? (After a short pause, 
stands and begins looking around the room for the will.)

MILDRED:  (ENTERS UP LEFT at the the entrance hall opening holding 
a suitcase. Stands for a second watching JOAN, who opens a drawer 
in the table and starts pulling papers from it, throwing them to the 
floor. Sets her suitcase down, crosses to JOAN, stands behind her 
and leans toward her.) Hello?

JOAN:  (Startled, throws a handful of papers into the air and places her 
hand on her chest.) You startled me.

MILDRED:  I’m sorry.
JOAN:  Who are you?
MILDRED:  I’m Mildred Crawford.
JOAN:  I’ve heard about you. (In one breath.) You’re Betty’s long-lost 

daughter who walked out on her years ago after a quarrel, and you 
vowed never to return unless it was to attend her funeral.

MILDRED:  (Smiles.) That’s me. And I’ve heard of you. (In one breath.) 
You’re Joan Davis, Mother’s nosy neighbor who stops in every day 
hoping to trick my mother into leaving her some money after my 
dear mother bites the dust.

JOAN:  (Defensive.) I have been your mother’s trusted friend and 
neighbor for the last thirty years. Yes, I visit her every day. Every 
single day. Rain or shine. Monday through Friday.

MILDRED:  I get it, geez. Why were you going through my mother’s drawers?
JOAN:  For your information, I was looking for a fork with which to eat 

my Pop Tart.
MILDRED:  I didn’t come today to make small talk with you. I came to 

see my mother.
JOAN:  (Points to BETTY.) There she is, dead to the world. (To herself.) 

In more ways than one.
MILDRED:  Dead? (Runs to BETTY and shakes her wildly.) Mother? 

Mother, wake up! You can’t be dead! Oh, Mother! (Throws herself 
on BETTY and sobs.)

JOAN:  (Crosses, takes BETTY’S cup of coffee, stirs it with the spoon, and 
offers it to MILDRED.) Here, drink this. It’ll calm you down.

MILDRED:  (Cries.) I didn’t get a chance to tell her I was sorry.
JOAN:  Your mother isn’t dead. She’s only napping.
MILDRED:  (Suddenly calm.) In that case, I’ll take it. (Takes the cup and 

begins to roam the room, looking around but never taking a sip of 
the coffee though she stirs it continuously with the spoon.) Look at 
this dreadful house. I grew up in this house, you know.
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JOAN:  What was it that caused you to walk out on your mother all 
those years ago?

MILDRED:  It wasn’t a what. It was a who. (Shows a picture in a locket 
hanging around her neck.)

JOAN:  A locket?
MILDRED:  The picture inside.
JOAN:  (Looks at the picture in the locket.) Why, isn’t that you?
MILDRED:  She’s my identical twin sister, Candice.
JOAN:  Your mother never mentioned that you and Candice were 

identical twins. How nice that you keep her picture in your locket 
to show your deep love and attachment to her.

MILDRED:  I hate her guts.
JOAN:  Or because you hate her guts.
MILDRED:  My twin sister Candice was the apple of my mother’s eye. 

(YOUNG BETTY and YOUNG MILDRED ENTER DOWN RIGHT.) She 
could do no wrong, and I was jealous.

YOUNG MILDRED:  (Holds up a card, excited.) Mother, Mother, we got 
our report cards today!

YOUNG BETTY:  (Sarcastic, files her nails.) Whoopee.
YOUNG MILDRED:  It was a glorious day, dearest Mother. I got all A’s.
YOUNG BETTY:  (Grabs it from her hand.) Let me see that. (Reads.) 

Math, A plus… Science, A plus… English, A plus… Gym, A plus… 
Theatre, A minus— What’s this? You got an A minus in Theatre? 
An A minus?! Your mother is the biggest movie star in Hollywood, 
and her daughter gets an A minus in Theatre?!

YOUNG MILDRED:  But, Mother—
YOUNG BETTY:  (Turns dramatically away.) I can’t look at you. Go to 

your room and think about the embarrassment you have brought 
to your family. Go! (YOUNG MILDRED takes the report card, drops 
her head, and EXITS DOWN RIGHT. Shouts out after her.) You don’t 
see your identical twin sister bringing home A minuses in Theatre. 
Your identical twin sister is a star like her mother! Where is my 
precious little Candice?

YOUNG CANDICE:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT. [See PRODUCTION NOTES.]) 
You called, Mummy?

YOUNG BETTY:  My precious, how was school today?
YOUNG CANDICE:  It was a great day, Mother, for we got our report 

cards. (Holds up report card.)
YOUNG BETTY:  Let me see that. (Takes the card.) Math, F…
YOUNG CANDICE:  Keep reading.
YOUNG BETTY:  Science, F…
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YOUNG CANDICE:  Keep reading.
YOUNG BETTY:  English, F…
YOUNG CANDICE:  Keep reading…
YOUNG BETTY:  Gym, F minus…
YOUNG CANDICE:  Keep reading.
YOUNG BETTY:  Theatre, A plus.
YOUNG CANDICE:  That’s the one!
YOUNG BETTY:  Oh, Candice, my precious, precious daughter, you have 

made your mother so very proud. A plus in Theatre! (Hugs her.)
YOUNG CANDICE:  I also landed the lead in the school musical.
YOUNG BETTY:  This is the happiest day of my life. Call your sister in 

at once so I might rub this in her face.
YOUNG CANDICE:  (Curtsies.) Oh, goody. (Runs OFF DOWN RIGHT and 

speaks from OFFSTAGE.) Mildred, Mother wishes to speak with 
you. (Changes voice to YOUNG MILDRED’S.) What about? (Changes 
voice back.) You’ll see.

YOUNG MILDRED:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT, still sad.) You wanted to see 
me, Mother?

YOUNG BETTY:  (Holds up YOUNG CANDICE’S report card.) Mildred, do 
you see this? This is your twin sister’s report card. And do you 
see what grade your sister received in Theatre? She received an 
A plus. An A plus! And she landed the lead in the school musical 
again. And did you get a part in the musical?

YOUNG MILDRED:  (Head still down.) Yes, ma’am, Third Girl from the Left.
YOUNG BETTY:  (Shouts.) Third Girl from the Left?! I can’t look at you. 

(YOUNG MILDRED bows her head. Calls OFFSTAGE.) Oh, Candice, 
dear, what would you like for dinner? For we shall celebrate! (EXITS 
DOWN RIGHT, followed by YOUNG MILDRED.)

MILDRED:  I cried myself to sleep that night. Just as I had so many 
nights before.

JOAN:  That’s a terribly sad story. I can’t believe you got an A minus 
in Theatre.

MILDRED:  That’s not the point.
JOAN:  Please hurry. I’m getting bored.
MILDRED:  The point is I tried my best, but my best was never good 

enough for my mother.
JOAN:  Why are you here today?
MILDRED:  I have returned to make amends with her at last.
JOAN:  Or could it be that you heard she rewrote her will, and you have 

come to see if you’re included?
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MILDRED:  That is not true! (Protests too much.)
JOAN:  I wouldn’t count on getting any of her money if I were you. Your 

mother never spoke very highly of you. Watch, and I’ll demonstrate 
in a quick flashback scene. (Plops down beside BETTY, who quickly 
sits up.) Betty, do you ever talk to Mildred?

BETTY:  Who?
JOAN:  Mildred Crawford. Your daughter.
BETTY:  Oh, her. No, but I do have a sweet and beautiful daughter 

Candice whom I love dearly and speak with on a daily basis. She’s 
the apple of my eye, the cream in my latte.

JOAN:  (To MILDRED.) Anytime I brought up your sister’s name, Betty 
would light up like the sun. (Back to BETTY.) Candice. (BETTY sits up 
straight and smiles.) Mildred. (BETTY slumps and frowns.) Candice. 
(Sits up and smiles.) Mildred. (Slumps and frowns.) And scene. 
(BETTY falls back on the sofa and closes her eyes as JOAN returns 
to MILDRED.) You see, your mother—how do I put this nicely?—
hated your guts.

MILDRED:  (Starts to cry.) Why must you torture me so? (EXITS RIGHT 
to kitchen [and changes to CANDICE, crossing backstage to UP LEFT 
entrance]. JOAN rushes to the phone and dials.)

DONOVAN:  (ENTERS DOWN LEFT with phone receiver.) Hello?
JOAN:  Donovan, it’s me.
DONOVAN:  (Sarcastic.) And here I thought it might be the queen. Have 

you found the will?
JOAN:  I’m getting close. Listen, I was thinking. Even if Betty has left 

me something in her will, I can’t get the money until she dies.
DONOVAN:  (Smiles ominously.) Exactly.
JOAN:  You’re not implying…
DONOVAN:  Shhh. I’ve got to go. Keep me posted. (EXITS DOWN LEFT.)
JOAN:  Hello? Hello? (To herself.) Surely, he can’t be serious.
CANDICE:  (OFFSTAGE from the main entrance hall UP LEFT.) Hello? 

Anyone home? (ENTERS UP LEFT carrying a suitcase.)
JOAN:  (Aloud to herself.) What is this, Grand Central Station? (Rushes 

to CANDICE.) Wait, didn’t you just go into the— (Points to the 
kitchen, then turns back to CANDICE.) I get it, you must be Candice, 
the identical twin sister.

CANDICE:  You forgot to mention I’m the favorite twin.
JOAN:  My name is Joan Davis. I’m your mother’s neighbor who has 

dropped in to check on her every day for thirty years just to make 
sure she is all right.
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CANDICE:  (Sets the suitcase down.) I don’t really care. (Looks around 
the room.) Where’s Mother?

JOAN:  (Points to the sofa.) Taking a nap.
CANDICE:  (To BETTY.) Wake up, Mother, for I have returned.
JOAN:  (Shakes BETTY’S shoulder.) Betty, wake up. There’s someone 

here to see you.
BETTY:  (Stirs.) What? Where am I? (Sees CANDICE, rises, and stares at 

her.) Candice? You have come home at last? (Gives her a big hug.) 
Mother has missed you so.

CANDICE:  Mother, please, you’re wrinkling my blouse.
BETTY:  (Straightens CANDICE’S blouse.) I’m sorry, dear.
CANDICE:  I’m not here for long. I only dropped in for the night.
BETTY:  Can’t you stay for a few days and spend some time with me? 

I get so lonely.
CANDICE:  I said I’m here for the night, and that’s what I meant. 

(There’s a SCREAM from the kitchen.)
BETTY:  (Turns sharply.) Oh, my!
JOAN:  What was that? (BETTY and JOAN EXIT to the kitchen. CANDICE 

makes sure they’re gone, then begins looking around as though she 
were searching for something important.)

CANDICE:  (To herself.) It must be around here somewhere. (There’s a 
KNOCK from OFF UP LEFT.) Come in!

LUCAS:  (ENTERS UP LEFT.) Excuse me, but could you tell me if Miss 
Crawford is home?

CANDICE:  (Continues to look around.) She’s in the kitchen.
LUCAS:  (Follows CANDICE around as she continues to search.) Allow 

me to introduce myself. I am Alfred Stephen Lucas, the great 
movie director of yesteryear. Your mother and I had a falling 
out at first, but then made up, worked together, and the rest is 
cinematic history!

CANDICE:  (Not looking at him.) I don’t mean to be rude, but I’m a little 
busy to make small talk. If you’ll excuse me, I will look in here. 
(EXITS RIGHT to kitchen.)

LUCAS:  (Shouts after her.) But I needed to see your— (Pauses, to 
make sure she’s gone, then begins frantically looks around.)

JOAN:  (ENTERS RIGHT with BETTY, helping a hobbling MILDRED.) 
Careful, dear, that was a nasty fall.

BETTY:  Someone could have at least told me she was here.
LUCAS:  (Throws his arms out, smiling big.) Miss Crawford, it is I. Your 

favorite Hollywood movie director who made you a star!
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PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES ONSTAGE
Sofa, chair, coffee table holding hand bell and hand mirror, table with 
drawers containing papers, phonograph turntable (real or one you 
make yourself, since it doesn’t have to work), LP record and sleeve, 
desk with several drawers containing papers, telephone, coat rack with 
jacket and purse hanging, newspaper and pair of eyeglasses.

PROPERTIES BROUGHT ON
ACT ONE:

Hand towel (ROSE)
Document (NERDY ACTOR, PRODUCER ONE)
Cameras (REPORTER ONE, REPORTER TWO)
Telephone receiver (DONOVAN, REPORTER THREE)
Small bottle of liquid (JOAN)
Pop Tart on a plate, coffee cup with spoon, handkerchief (BETTY)
Suitcases, photo locket (MILDRED/CANDICE)
Report cards (YOUNG MILDRED/YOUNG CANDICE)
Nail file (YOUNG BETTY)
Baby wrapped in a blanket (BARRYMORE)

ACT TWO:
Snow globe, copy of the will (JOAN)
Large can of peaches, copy of the will, iron, hand towel, apple 

(MILDRED/CANDICE)
Fist-sized rock (REPORTER THREE)
Dumbbell (LUCAS)
Candlestick, handkerchief (ROSE)
Monkey wrench (DONOVAN)
Suitcase containing a small brass lamp, stroller holding baby doll 

(BARRYMORE)
Leaded glass ashtray, purse (NETTIE)
Heavy bookend (PRODUCER ONE)
Index card, small notebook, pen, small tube (GARFIELD)
Addressed envelope, Christmas gift bag containing a whisk, red 

gardening glove (YOUNG BETTY)
Small bowl containing a dark liquid (YOUNG MILDRED)
Microphone (YOUNG REPORTER THREE)
Drinking glass, hand towel (YOUNG BARRYMORE)

SOUND EFFECTS AND MUSIC
Mozart’s Requiem:   Dies Irae, phone ring, doorbell, door slam, bonk.
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DOUBLE CASTING
The NERDY ACTOR in Act One could be played by the same actor as 
YOUNG REPORTER THREE.

COSTUMING AND FLASHBACKS
Seven of the characters are portrayed in both “young” and 1980s 
versions. To maintain clarity for the audience, the costumes for the 
young versions should have elements in common with the costumes 
for the 1980s versions, e.g. both Barrymore and Young Barrymore 
could wear red bowties.

Twins:  There are three sets of identical twin sisters in the show (Betty/
Nettie, Mildred/Candice, Young Mildred/Young Candice). Each set of 
twins is played by one actress. The costume changes between the 
characters of Candice and Mildred (and their young versions) should 
be minimal since some of the changes happen in a matter of seconds. 
Since Betty is only in Act One and Nettie only in Act Two, this actress 
has it somewhat easier. Betty should wear a wig in a color different 
from the actress’s natural color, whereas Nettie is played without a wig. 
Young Betty can wear a similar wig, helping establish the character in 
the audience’s mind.

After Betty Crawford is murdered, a stand-in (or dummy) lies on the 
sofa all of Act Two, so that the actor playing Betty can now double as 
her twin sister Nettie. Again, the wig can help establish that it is Betty 
lying on the couch.
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