
JANE BURGOYNE 
 

A Play [SCRIPT SAMPLE 20 pp.] 
 
CHARACTERS 
 

JANE, 70s 
 

ALLISON, 18 - 22 
 

KATHERINE, 40s  
 
 
SETTING 
 

Early winter: Late afternoon. Royal Oak, Michigan, an upscale Detroit 
suburb. The almost empty living room of a house. 

 
Two metal folding chairs lean against a wall. Sealed cardboard boxes. A 
cane leaning against a bookcase with the last of the most treasured books, 
the ones in the living room, the ones Jane wants to keep close, except she 
can’t keep them all. 

 
TIME 
 

Present day. 
 
NOTES 
 

1. The action of the play takes place over one afternoon, in one continuous 
scene. 

 
2. Pauses have distinct qualities. 

 
3. For the most part, JANE’s monologues are direct address to the 
audience. 

 
SYNOPSIS 
 

JANE BURGOYNE takes place over the course of one afternoon as a 
grandmother finishes moving from her home to an independent living 
facility. This drama explores the relationship between mother, daughter, 
and granddaughter, and how the past intrudes on the present in this 
pivotal moment for the three women.  
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JANE BURGOYNE 
 
As lights come up slowly, JANE and ALLISON are sorting through the few good volumes 
left in the bookcase. JANE has been putting it off, and putting it off. And now it must be 
done. We watch as JANE looks fondly at a volume or two, stops, remembers, opens to a 
particular page, reads a passage, points to something for ALLISON to read, takes the book 
back, continues to read. 
 
ALLISON   Library or take?  
 
JANE   What? 
 
ALLISON  “Take with” or “library”? 
 
JANE Oh. Which is that?  
 

(ALLISON hands her the book.)  
 
 \ Oh, this. Library. One of those books you mean to read, 

but never do. And never will. Gone!  
 
(Hands the book back to ALLISON.)  

 
ALLISON  I wish I could do that with calculus.  
 
JANE I’m amazed you’re taking calculus at all. Get that from your 

mother, not from me. Even if I had all the time in the world 
… 

 
(Pause.) 

 
(JANE begins to move back toward the bookcase. ALLISON quickly gets the cane 
and offers it to her. JANE stops, looks, controls herself, then takes the cane.) 

 
JANE   I’m fine. 
 
ALLISON  You need to be careful. 
 
JANE   I am careful. Stupid rug. 
 
ALLISON  All that physical therapy, you don’t /… 
 
JANE   …/ All that physical therapy has done me a world of good. 
 
ALLISON  But you don’t want to… 
  
JANE   I won’t.  
 
ALLISON  It’ll be better, over at… 
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JANE   I’ll be fine. 
 
ALLISON  All I mean is, it’s all on one level. 
 

(Pause.) 
 
JANE It’ll be fine. It’s done.  

(Pause.)  
Here, let’s look at these last…  
 

(Takes down a hefty volume; shows the title to ALLISON: “Shakespeare.”) 
 

This is definitely going with me. 
 
ALLISON  “What do you read, my lord?” 
  
JANE    “Words. Words. Words.” 
 
ALLISON 

(smiling) 
  “Do you see that yonder cloud?” 

 
JANE 

(smiling)  
“Tis very like a whale…” 

 
(THEY laugh.) 

 
ALLISON  “Oh, Hamlet, speak no more!” 
 
JANE … You know (referring to book), it’s in here somewhere…they 

kept moving around “To be or not to be…” Never in the 
same place, generation to generation. Makes a difference 
about Hamlet’s ability to get going. Like the people who 
want to eliminate the ghost from the first scene. Changes 
everything. 

 
 
ALLISON  You can take the teacher out of the classroom …  
 
JANE   “Speak no more.”  

(Pause.)  
 
ALLISON  You really are something.  
 
JANE I am, aren’t I? It just keeps coming. Sometimes I just wish I 

could stop it. 
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ALLISON  Oh, don’t. I like it. 
 
JANE    Me too. But it makes it difficult. 
 
ALLISON  How so? 
 
JANE   Drop the “so,” honey. Remember… 
 
TOGETHER  Words are gold. Spend them wisely. 
 
ALLISON  I know. So… never mind. Just, you know, “How?” 
 
JANE   Oh, you know. … Them. My new “best friends to be.” 
 
ALLISON Well… New opportunities. Maybe they’ll like what they 

hear. 
 
JANE People with long faces, like a rainy Sunday in a bus station 

cafeteria. 
 
ALLISON  You don’t know that. 
 
JANE   And you don’t know not. 
 
ALLISON  Isn’t it easier to be positive? Isn’t that what you always say? 
 
JANE   No, it’s what you say, what people say. Me? I say… 
 

(Pause.) 
 
ALLISON  What? 
 
JANE   Nothing. 
 
ALLISON  No. Go on. This is me, remember? 
 
JANE   Is nothing sacred? How many times… 
 
ALLISON  All right, all right.  
 

(Pause.)  
This is I. 

  
JANE   Thank you. 
 
ALLISON  But it sounds…stupid. 
 
JANE   Not to my ears it doesn’t. 
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(Pause.) 
 
ALLISON You don’t think I’m going to let it go, let you go, do you? 

You started to say something and then you stopped. 
 
JANE   Did I? 
 
ALLISON  About new opportunities. 
 
JANE Oh. And then my mind skipped to your Uncle Roger. Does 

your mind skip around? 
 
ALLISON  Sometimes. 
 
JANE   Good. Not just aging. 
 
ALLISON  Nope. What about Uncle Roger? 
 
JANE I think he was hoping I’d be gone so he could get some 

money when the house was sold. He likes being off, away 
from his family. But he’s always full of need. 

 
ALLISON 

(Pause.)  
What new opportunities. 

 
JANE Oh. Well. The “new opportunities” I was introduced to 

didn’t strike me as very promising.  
 
ALLISON  But you’re approaching this with an open mind, yes? 
 
JANE Insofar as I can. Open. Accepting. All them there good 

things. 
 

(Pause.) 
 
ALLISON  Do you want anything? 
 
JANE   Of course I want something, everything, all things.  
 
ALLISON  I meant… 
 
JANE I know. You meant, I’m sure, “a glass of water,” or “some 

tea,” or “a baked potato for dinner,” or “a piece of cherry 
pie.” 

 
ALLISON I was mostly thinking of water. But all the rest…sure. I guess 

I could go to the corner and find some cherry pie. 
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JANE Cherry pie is the least of it.  
(Pause. Another book.)  

So much change. This current Town Council and their 
seeming hatred of the arts. It’s not just the library. Cutbacks 
everywhere. Did I tell you about casting my vote? 

 
ALLISON  Not this time.  
 
JANE The most important action a person can take living in a 

democracy.  
 
ALLISON  I know. 
 
JANE Even if the corporate oligarchs are trying to take the country 

their way with their ga-zillions of dollars. They’re 
everywhere now: Local council elections, PTA elections, 
Congressional races, Presidential… I’ve never missed. 
They’ll count my vote. … But I was afraid I might miss this 
time, the move and all. So I decided to vote absentee.  

 
ALLISON  And? 
 
JANE … Well, the actual voting part was fine. Filling in the blanks 

next to the best candidates. I’d applied on line. For the 
application. 

 
ALLISON  You’re very tech savvy, for…  

(Pause.) 
 
JAN You can say it, I know it. For an o… for a person my age, 

you were going to say. And it’s true. Abby—you know 
Abby—she’s just given up, won’t even do e-mail. I told her, 
she had to keep up with the times, but she said to me, “Let 
the times keep up with me.”  

 
ALLISON  And voting? 
 
JANE Oh. The ballot. Well, you know, after you fill it out, you have 

to put it in the mail, but it says on the envelope, right where 
you put the stamp, “Extra postage required.” But they don’t 
say how much. Which I still think is very strange. I mean, 
voting ought to be easy. Not a big problem of finding extra 
stamps and such.  
At any rate, there I am with my ballot ready to be mailed 
and no idea how much extra postage it might need. So I 
managed to get outside when George, next door, was on his 
riding mower, I held up the envelope to show him the size 
and asked him and he said, “Just put an extra stamp on it. 
Or two. Or three.” So obvious. Made me feel a bit thick.  
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I always wanted to try one of those riding mowers, but I 
never had a reason, I thought it would be one of those things 
that was difficult but would be fun. Did you ever do it? 

 
ALLISON We have a yard service. They wouldn’t … I never thought 

about it. 
  
JANE See? That’s your trouble. You need to expand your mind, 

expand your possibilities, think of impossible things you can 
possibly do.  

(Quoting from memory)  
“One can't believe impossible things." 

 
ALLISON 
  (quoting)  

Said Alice. 
 
 
JANE 

 (quoting)  
"I daresay you haven't had much practice."  

 
ALLISON 

 (quoting)  
Said the Queen.  

 
JANE 

 (quoting)  
"When I was younger, I always did it for half an hour a day. 
Why, …  

TOGETHER 
(quoting)  

“sometimes I've believed as many as six impossible things 
before breakfast."  

(THEY laugh.) 
  
ALLISON  I’d forgotten.  
 
JANE You must never forget your “Alice.” It’s full of very useful 

life lessons. 
 

(Pause.) 
 
ALLISON  Did you want some water? 
 
JANE   A nice glass of water, yes. 
 
ALLISON You want me to bring in one of the TV trays so you’ll have 

something to put it on? 
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JANE   I thought we were taking those. 
 
ALLISON  We are, but only two. The whole set was five, remember? 
 
JANE Well, of course I remember. Who could forget us all 

gathered around the electronic fireplace watching your 
grandfather’s football?  

 
ALLISON  So you said you only needed two. 
 
JANE  In case of company. I want to be prepared. Should anyone 

 ever knock.  
 
ALLISON  I’ll be right back.  
 

(Exit) 
 
JANE Henry in the lounger. Katherine and Roger sitting on the 

dining room chairs, because they’d spill if I let them use the 
coffee table. Why is it called a coffee table? Everyone puts 
coffee cups everyplace. Everything could be a coffee table, 
couldn’t it? I’ll ask Katherine. Political operatives know 
everything, and tell you about it.  
And, of course, the other chair… She was so …  
Stop it. You can’t go there. …  
I should have given away that fifth TV tray. But that’s not 
the only thing. There were … the bicycle … the lemonade 
pitcher … Henry…Henry said …  

(Pause.) 
At least we didn’t let the room stay the way it was. That 
would have been awful. … There was that girl, that Sally, 
Sally what was her name? Nelson? Norfield? Something 
with an N, back when Mama and Daddy were still living in 
Ridge Creek before Daddy got fired and we had to move, 
and that girl Sally just fell when we were playing Kick The 
Can, tripped on a little rock or something, hit her head on 
the curb and didn’t wake up, and we all cried and ran to tell, 
but even when the ambulance came there was nothing they 
could do, she was still just all still, and then after the funeral 
her mother and father wouldn’t change her room, kept 
everything the way it was and Mama made me go over, 
even though I knew they thought it was my fault, because 
I’d been there, standing almost right next to her, but it 
wasn’t me, but they hated me anyway because I was alive 
and Sally was, you know, dead. And Mama stayed down on 
the sidewalk and told me to be a big girl, walk up, ring the 
bell, speak nicely, because Sally’s mother had asked me to 
come, come into their house and look at it, at Sally’s room, I 
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never liked her anyway, I was sorry she died, but I wasn’t 
sad … They wouldn’t let me touch anything, I didn’t want to 
touch anything anyway, except that doll’s house her father 
had built, because Daddy was always promising to build me 
a special doll’s house, but he never did.  

ALLISON 
  (enters with TV tray and a glass of water.) 

 Here you go. 
 
JANE   Not a doll’s house, but this house. 
 
ALLISON  What? 
 
JANE   Just me … murmuring …  
 
ALLISON  You shouldn’t dwell. 
 
JANE   If I can’t dwell a little at my age, I wonder when I can. 
 
ALLISON  Here’s your water. 
 
JANE   Well, darling girl, so kind. Thank you. 
 
ALLISON  Mama’s back. Well, almost. She texted me… 
 
JANE   Not while she’s driving, I hope. 
 
ALLISON  No, she stopped for gas, just off the Expressway. 
  
JANE   So, about 10 minutes then. 
 
ALLISON Well, five, the way she drives. The text came while you and I 

were talking, but I didn’t hear the beep. 
 
JANE You know, that’s very thoughtful of you. Not hearing the 

beep. Something I don’t expect most of the time from people 
your age. I mean, I’m not surprised that you, especially, 
would ignore the beep, since you know me and my likes and 
dislikes. But others, I’ve noticed, why they just drop 
everything to get at their phone. Cashiers at the drugstore, 
people in the parking lot. I expect they think it’s a text about 
the apocalypse.  

 
ALLISON We’re conditioned. And people like to keep in touch, most of 

the time.  
 
JANE   I appreciate the phone thing you got me. 
 
ALLISON  I didn’t want you to feel, you know, out of it. 
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JANE I’ll take some lessons. Find out about … Snap Chat and … 

Instagram. … And Twitter, of course. I’ll figure out how to 
Tweet and amaze you all. 

 
ALLISON  I think I hear Mom’s car. I’ll go check.  

 
(Exit.) 

 
(JANE sits, looks.) 

 
JANE This used to be a pleasant room. What does it take, I wonder, 

I really do, to make somewhere pleasant? (Pause.) What do 
you say when your daughter says, looking directly into your 
eyes with that terrible direct stare you’ve come to despise, 
“Do you really want to keep this, Mother?” (Pause.) You say 
“Yes, I do,” but you instantly feel you’re being, what’s her 
word? …Recalcitrant. Because then she’ll say, as she’s said 
over and over and over again, “You can’t keep everything, 
Mother. There just isn’t enough space.” In that tone. … She’s 
been waiting years to settle those old scores. And there I am, 
bowing down, hearing myself say, “No, of course not, dear. 
You’re absolutely right, dear.” When what I want to say is 
“Get out of here and leave me alone.” 
Would have been … I was about to say “fun,” except that 
none of this is in any way fun. But at least with Henry, he 
would have known what was what. He would have pushed 
back without me having to say anything. Pushed back some 
at least. 
Oh, Henry. You sonofabitch, dying like that without even 
pausing to say goodbye. Easy for you, out of your car in the 
driveway after your … golf and not even making it to the 
front door. So strange, how much I love you, now that 
you’re gone. 

 
(Pause.) 

 
KATHERINE 

(Enters. Pause.)  
 Hello, Mother. 

 
JANE Hello, Katherine. I’ve just been having a remarkably 

pleasant conversation with your daughter. My, she is a fine 
young woman. 

 
KATHERINE Sometimes. 
 
JANE Well, to me she is at all times. I always enjoy conversation 

with her. I just wish it could be more frequent. 
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KATHERINE The way of the world these days. Raise ‘em up, and then 
they fling themselves to the far corners of the universe, or at 
least far enough away that you’re out of their consciousness 
for as much time as possible. 

 
JANE   Sounds familiar. 
 
KATHERINE Does it? Was it?  
 
JANE You were on your way out the door from the time you were 

eleven. 
 
KATHERINE Making me get those braces was very unfair, Mother.  
 
JANE   Braces were fashionable. And good for your teeth. 
 
KATHERINE I didn’t really need them, did I? Roger didn’t have to get 

them. 
 
JANE   I wanted you to have every advantage. 
 
KATHERINE You were feeling guilty. Braces were visible. “Look, I’m 

doing something motherly, something parental, for my 
daughter. She needs them, you see. After the braces, she will 
be perfect.” 

 
JANE   That’s unfair. 
 
KATHERINE Probably. I think I’ve earned the right to one or two 

“unfairs” every year or so, given what we’ve been through.  
 
JANE   Do you. 
 
KATHERINE Yes. When I choose.  
 
JANE And today it was the braces. What will tomorrow bring, I 

wonder. 
 
KATHERINE Wonder away, Mother. Give you something to live for. 
 

(Pause.) 
 

So. We need to get on the road here. They’re expecting us at 
Windemere. And then tomorrow’s the closing. … Turning 
the page; a new chapter awaits.  

 
JANE Windemere. Makes me think of one of those desolate Dutch 

landscapes, with a lonely windmill and gloomy clouds. 
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KATHERINE You’re paying, we’re paying, a substantial amount. You 
could think of it in summer. Independent living. You could 
choose to think of it as Positive Independence. If you’re 
going to paint mind pictures, why not use a positive brush? 

 
JANE Because the reality is the reality, Katherine. You know that, 

with all your “data sets” and your “projections.” I was there. 
I saw it. Behind that Crown Molding the walls are hollow. 
Death is lurking.  

 
KATHERINE 

Those “data sets” aren’t real, Mother. They represent 
different realities. 

 
JANE As I said.  

(Pause.)  
They told me to take the photographs with me, that they 
would make it more homey. But there’s nothing like pictures 
of your children when they were little to make you realize 
how old you are and the closeness of death. One gone early, 
the other two on their way. And Henry? I know the endings 
of all those stories. … Pictures. … I suppose the next thing is, 
I should have taken the piano so you could play for me. 

 
KATHERINE Let’s not have this discussion right now. Braces was enough 

for one day. We both know I was never really the musician 
you thought I was, wanted me to be. My technique was 
rotten, still is, why I don’t play chamber music.  

 
JANE   You could have practiced. 
 
KATHERINE And watched Daddy leave the room more often? 
 
JANE   He had work to do. You always took things so personally. 
 
KATHERINE Don’t you dare.  

(Pause.)   
Anyway, I don’t play because I don’t have the time. To 
practice. 

  
JANE   You are a perfectionist. I know. And John. 
 
KATHERINE My husband has nothing to do with whether I play or not. 
 

(Pause.)  
That was only once. He had a headache. Beethoven can 
be…loud. 

 
JANE   That boisterous Beethoven. 
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KATHERINE I do play, Mother. When I have the time. Just not around 

you. 
 

(Pause.) 
 

Are you ready, Mother? 
 
JANE   Not quite. Not just yet.  
 
KATHERINE Well, all the final boxes are packed, the books, what about 

these you’ve left on the shelf here? 
 
JANE   I’m taking all of those. 
  
KATHERINE Why didn’t Allison pack them for you? Never mind. I’ll do 

it. Which box are you taking? 
 
JANE   The one on the left. 
 
KATHERINE  

(…as she puts the last few volumes into the box…) 
And the kitchen is all done. All those special kitchen things 
you wanted to take. All labeled. I still don’t … 

 
JANE I told you. I’m going to start baking again. Best way to make 

a new friend is with a plate of cookies. 
 
KATHERINE That’s the spirit. 
 
JANE   They aren’t going to like me there.  
 
KATHERINE Whatever gave you that idea? 
 
JANE I saw them, the last time we were there, that “intake 

interview.” 
 
KATHERINE Saw who? 
 
JANE    “Whom,” darling. 
 
KATHERINE 

(Pause.)  
Whom. 

 
JANE Those four women at the table closest to the salad bar. I 

could tell they were the queen bees. They gave me a look. 
 
KATHERINE What kind of look? 
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JANE When you and I were talking about that candidate you’re 

working for, that… what’s his name. 
 
KATHERINE And? 
 
JANE   I could tell they were judging me, they were on the other  
   side.  
 
KATHERINE I’m sure they weren’t. And even if they were, there are 

others. You’ll make your own set of friends. You’ll probably 
turn out to be the queen bee of queen bees.  

 
JANE   The view from those windows is very depressing. 
 
KATHERINE Which windows? 
 
JANE   The ones in that apartment. 
 
KATHERINE That’s not the apartment you’re getting. That was only the 

model apartment. 
 
JANE   I hated that furniture. 
 
KATHERINE Your apartment is the one I showed you on the plan. It 

overlooks the lake. You said that was fine for you. 
 
JANE   Don’t you speak to me in that tone of voice.  

(Pause.)  
I remember. 

 
KATHERINE And we waited all this time because that was the apartment 

you said you wanted, and there it was, suddenly available. 
 
JANE   Suddenly… 
 
KATHERINE The way things happen, Mother. You know that.  
 
JANE Don’t you dare lecture me about death, young lady. I don’t 

care how many smarty-pants statistics you want to throw 
around about this or that or the other. You weren’t the one 
home on that dreadful Sunday when your father collapsed 
and died in my arms. (Pause.) Walk a little in my moccasins, 
Missy, before you start to talk about “sudden availability” of 
an apartment. How do you think I feel going to a place 
where death is the only smell, and the only outcome? How 
many bingo games and excursions to the mall can I possibly 
endure?  
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Independent living. Fine thing to have to wait til now to live 
with “my cohort” until I need some help and move to the 
next phase. First step on the conveyer belt to my coffin.  
Pretending that each day is full of summer sunshine when 
we all know—I know, those queen bees know, those 
eternally smiling people in that dining room and in that so-
called library, in that…place know—that all any of us who 
live there are doing, every single day, is putting one foot 
closer to the grave each time we leave that dining room with 
its secrets and whispers and barely warm food, and stand, 
waiting for that elevator to take us to our empty rooms, with 
furniture we used to cherish because each chair held a 
memory, and now they sit in a strange place looking like 
aged elephants, standing at the edge of a dried up watering 
hole that used to be full of life and possibilities. 
Stop staring at me with that statistical stare of yours, trying 
to will me into your universe of facts and figures.  
If I choose to sit here a little longer, in this chair that used to 
be one of four around the card table we’d bring in from the 
garage for neighborhood cards, where your father and I had 
virtually psychic communication and whupped the tar out 
of the O’Neill’s who could never communicate about 
anything… You didn’t think a folding chair mattered, did 
you? Didn’t think there was anything more than worn metal 
and a scratched seat. Did you know the scratches were from 
the rivets in your sister’s jeans when she couldn’t sit still that 
one Thanksgiving before she… before she … and your father 
sent her upstairs to eat turkey and mashed potatoes by her 
little lonesome self?  
There’s resonance in the history of this house, this room. 
And if I choose to sit another moment and wallow in the 
verdant ooze of my own past at this particular waterhole 
that’s now being forsaken, then that’s what I am going to do. 

 
(Pause.) 

 
KATHERINE Are you finished with your water? I’m going to check those 

last boxes, make sure they’ll fit in the van. I’ll be right back. 
(Exit.) 

 
JANE 

(… as she stands, takes cane, walks to the cartons, uses the cane to poke open a 
cardboard flap, peers into the box)  

“What if you fall again?” What if…anything? Well, what if 
pigs could fly, what if there were six impossible things I 
wanted to think about. … 

 
ALLISON enters and watches. 
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… Before breakfast. Maybe I don’t want breakfast. Maybe I 
don’t want to do anything. So what if I replay the past, don’t 
envision the future, stay in the present with a tray of 
homemade brownies with the chocolate syrup and walnuts. 
For breakfast. And lunch. 

 
ALLISON Those apartments have nice kitchens. You can make just 

about anything, I bet. But chocolate syrup’s not that 
nutritious. At least not in the long run. Short run, I agree.  

 
JANE   You do, do you? 
 
ALLISON  Sure. Chocolate syrup. Happens all the time at school. Plus, 

of course… 
 
JANE I thought you were on a meal plan, eating healthy salads and 

gorging on tripe. 
 
ALLISON  What’s tripe? 
 
JANE   Cow stomach. 
 
ALLISON  Yuck! 
 
JANE The French like to cook it with vegetables and add apple 

liqueur. 
 
ALLISON  Can I have the veggies without the tripe? 
 
JANE   Are you now a serious vegan? 
 
ALLISON  I just … watch what I eat, that’s all. But not too much. 
 
JANE It’s four years now. We’ve never talked about it. Should 

we…? I never wanted to be intrusive. But you are, aren’t 
you? Over … everything … ? And all your allergies? 

 
ALLISON Not the allergies. But yes. Over…it. Fourteen was…a hard 

year. But now… 
 
JANE Your mother used to worry. She used to fuss at me about 

what I was cooking and had anything been around peanuts. 
 
ALLISON  The allergy thing is serious. 
 
JANE    I know.  
 
ALLISON  Still. I could choke to death. 
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JANE   I know.  
(Pause.)  

I do know about death, darling. 
 
ALLISON  I forgot. I’m sorry. 
 
JANE Twice close up. No real reason for you to remember. All 

before your time. Before your entrance into this particular 
slice of life that’s called Your World. (Pause.) How’s that 
going, by the way? What are you and what your mother 
would call “your cohort” up to? Going to save us all from 
drowning as the sea rises? Going to make us all comfy cozy 
with our new kind of air? Are we ready, yet, all of us, to 
gather round the campfire (if we’re allowed to have a 
campfire) and sing Kumbaya?  

 
(Pause.) 

 
ALLISON  I’m an English major, remember? 
 
JANE Of course I remember. English teachers always remember 

everything about English majors. And you. Because you love 
words, the same way I do. Why I became a teacher. You 
should think about that. I expect you’d make a great teacher. 
Giving your students the gift of words, helping to sharpen 
their thoughts to the diamond pin point of the 
exact…right…word. 

 
ALLISON  What was your favorite? … Book, your favorite book? 
 
JANE Well, Shakespeare for plays, of course. But for books? Hands 

down, “Great Expectations.” Surprise, deception, deceit. 
And Miss Havisham, sitting in the midst of the wreckage of 
her past, all those cobwebs. You should have seen that room 
full of sullen faces, year after year, turn into smiles of 
enthusiasm after I read that scene for them. I think I could 
have been a great actress. 

 
ALLISON Miss Havisham. She’s the one who never got over being 

jilted on her wedding day. I always thought that was 
unrealistic. She should have moved on. 

 
JANE I hope you never have to face something like that. A crisis 

that knocks you down. But you, if you do, my odds are on 
you moving forward.  
Are you eager to participate in this future you’re creating? 
It’s my future, too, you know. Insofar and inasmuch as I 
might have one. A bit of a one. For a while.  
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ALLISON   I’ve signed petitions. 
 
JANE   Well, that’s something. I’d hate to think you were oblivious. 
 
ALLISON I’m not oblivious. I do what I can. But what about you? 

What have you done? 
 
JANE I write. I e-mail. I write checks. I donate on-line.  

(Pause.)  
Don’t let’s fight. 

 
ALLISON  I’m not fighting. 
 
JANE    You have your prune face on. 
 
ALLISON  I do not. 
 
JANE   You do. Is this about us or the world? 
 
ALLISON Not us. Kind of. I mean … letters and money … well, I 

understand, you’re … older… 
 
JANE   Marching with a sign…not for me these days. 
 
ALLISON  I march. Sometimes.  
 
JANE Good. You can take me with you. Metaphorically. In your 

pocket. Then write me an e-mail. 
 
ALLISON  I will.  
 
JANE And maybe more than marches. And letters and money. 

And voting. Maybe run for office. 
 
ALLISON  I’ll think about it. 
 
JANE But you have to be out in the world. Be there so you can do 

your part. Fight the good fight.  
 
ALLISON I guess. It’s just so hard these days. There’s so much. And I 

don’t want to have to go to work for one of those start-ups 
where you have to eat and sleep and live whatever they’re 
doing 24 hours a day. 

 
JANE   Drink the Kool-Aid. 
 
ALLISON  Yes. What? 
 



JANE	BURGOYNE	[SCRIPT	SAMPLE]	

R.	MOULTHROP	|	RMOULTHROP@ROBERTMOULTHROP.COM	

19	

JANE Drink the Kool-Aid. (Pause.) Back in the late 70s, there was a 
cult, in Guyana… 

 
ALLISON  Where’s that? 
 
JANE Northern South America, next to Venezuela. Their leader 

thought the end of the world was coming, and pretty much 
all his followers, over 900 of them, they killed themselves by 
drinking Kool-Aid laced with cyanide. Now “drinking the 
Kool-Aid” just means that when you get a bunch of people 
believing something that other people might not believe, and 
they all believe it.  

 
ALLISON Going to work for a company when you’re not really sure 

about it. 
  
JANE   Giving your all for something you might not really believe. 
 
ALLISON  Did you ever do that? 
 

(Pause.) 
 
JANE   Do what? 
 
ALLISON  Come on, Grandma. This is me. 
 
 
JANE   I. 
 
ALLISON  I. … And? … You’re avoiding. 
 
JANE   I am, aren’t I. 
 
ALLISON  Yes. Tell me. About your drinking the Kool-Aid. Did you? 
 
JANE   Yes. 
 
ALLISON  About what? 
 
JANE   Life. 
 

(Pause.) 
 
JANE After your Aunt Rita died, she was four, so beautiful… I just, 

my life just, stopped. Uncle Roger was five, and your mother 
was seven. Your mother was … very capable, even then. 

 
ALLISON  What happened? 
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JANE I stayed in bed. Your grandfather told everyone I had 
“lingering pneumonia,” but it was really a case of the good 
old-fashioned vapors. Depression, darling. Just me and the 
four walls of that upstairs bedroom and a house that creaked 
and moaned in the wind. One week became two, two 
became four, a month, then two months, then six.  

 
ALLISON  What happened? How did you…? 
 
JANE I decided that I had to come to terms with the life that was 

going on around me. Your mother and Uncle Roger going 
off to school every day. Your grandfather with his job at the 
insurance company. It was actually a fairly easy decision: 
either kill myself or pretend I believed in life. So, I drank the 
Kool-Aid of pretense. I told myself I believed in life. Even 
though I knew it was all a lie, that breath was tentative and 
could stop at any minute for no reason, that order was a 
sham, that planning was a pretense, that darkness and 
despair were all the future held.  

(Pause.)  
I just made myself believe. One morning. They’d all left, and 
the house was quiet, it had been about six months, and I 
thought I’d just go downstairs and make myself a peanut 
butter and jelly sandwich on squishy white bread and have a 
glass of milk. And then I did it again. After a couple of days 
I forgot I was pretending. For a while. It was “drinking the 
Kool-Aid” in a good way, for a good cause. 

 
ALLISON   Mom never talks about Aunt Rita. 
 
JANE Your Aunt Rita is a fading childhood memory for your 

mother. They weren’t that close. Your mother was … a little 
jealous. 

 
ALLISON  How did Aunt Rita…? 
 
JANE Die? Pneumonia. We thought it was just a bad cold. It was 

very quick. I thought you knew. 
 
ALLISON  No. I’m sorry. 
 
JANE Me, too.  

(Pause.)  
Speaking of squishy white bread, how about a peanut butter 
and jelly sandwich before we hit the road? … Or grilled 
cheese. And soup. 

 
ALLISON I’ll see about the cheese, but not peanut butter. I just like to 

… be careful.  
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[END OF SAMPLE] 
 

[BLANK PAGE] 


