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*** NO TICE ***
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IM POR TANT BILL ING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to Y York as the dramatizer of 
the play and Jerry Spinelli as au thor of the book in all pro grams dis trib -
uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in all in stances in
which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver tis ing, pub li ciz -
ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion. The names of Y 
York and Jerry Spinelli must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in
size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type.
Bio graph i cal in for ma tion on Y York and Jerry Spinelli, if in cluded in the 
playbook, may be used in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must
ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”

In ad di tion, all pro duc ers of the play must in clude the fol low ing ac -
knowl edg ment on the ti tle page of all pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion
with per for mances of the play and on all ad ver tis ing and pro mo tional ma -
te ri als:

“Eggs was first pro duced on April 22, 2009, at the
Peo ple’s Light and Thea tre Com pany, Malvern, Pa.,

Ab i gail Ad ams, Ar tis tic Di rec tor,
Grace E. Grillet, Man ag ing Di rec tor.”
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Eggs was com mis sioned and pro duced by Peo ple’s Light 
& Thea tre Com pany, Malvern, Pa., Ab i gail Ad ams, ar tis tic
di rec tor; Grace Grillet, man ag ing di rec tor. It was per formed 
April 23 – May 24, 2009, with the fol low ing:

CAST

Prim rose. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Claire Inie-Rich ards
Da vid . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Nathaniel Brastow
Mar ga ret . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Alda Cortese
Madam Dufee . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kittson O’Neill
Re frig er a tor John . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Brian An thony Wil son

PRO DUC TION STAFF AND CREW

Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mark Lutwak
Set De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . James F. Pine Jr.
Light ing De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Den nis Parichy
Cos tume De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Marla J. Jurglanis
Com poser/Sound De signer . . . . . . . . . Chris to pher Colucci
Dramaturg . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Eliz a beth Pool
Stage Man ager. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Pa tri cia G. Sabato
Pro duc tion Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . Charles T. Brastow
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EGGS

CHAR AC TERS

DA VID, 9

MAR GA RET, 55

PRIM ROSE, 13

MADAM DUFEE, 34

RE FRIG ER A TOR JOHN, 50s

THE TIME is the pres ent, al though it some times feels like 
a sim pler time, three days in April dur ing Easter week.

THE PLACE is a field, a bed room, a re pair shop, two
very dif fer ent front yards and along a train track; all are
some miles from Phil a del phia. The com plete world is
vis i ble in frag ments from the be gin ning, as if bulky rub -
bish has been laid out on the pe riph ery for pickup; a
dark woods lurks in the back ground and stays there.
Items emerge out of the clut ter as they are needed and
re treat af ter they have served their func tion: noth ing is a
com plete some thing—a room may be a sin gle panel; a
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bed may be a blan ket on the floor, a van is cut in half to 
show the in side; rec og niz able items might take on new
uses—as an iron ing board could be a work bench. Scene
changes are al ways vis i ble and can be done by the char -
ac ters, who are ac com pa nied by art ful shifts in light and
sound. Dark ness oc curs only at the end of the acts.

NOTE

An el lip sis “…” sig ni fies a breath, a thought, a very
short amount of time has passed but a shift has hap -
pened.

A dash “—” sig ni fies an in ter rup tion, usu ally by the
next speaker, but some times by the cur rent speaker.
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ACT ONE

(Scene 1. A field. Morn ing. DA VID gets up from the
ground to where he has been knocked. He dusts him self
off, rubs the sore spots, then fiercely whis pers to off.)

DA VID. You creep, creep—thief! I don’t care—I don’t
even like eggs. I hope you choke on a shell. I hope they
turn rot ten and smell up your house. I hope you have to
eat egg lunches for a year.

(MAR GA RET, Da vid’s grand mother, en ters from the
other di rec tion.)

MARGARET. Da vid, honey, sweet heart, who are you talk -
ing to?

DAVID. I’m talk ing to no one—I’m talk ing to my self.
MARGARET. The other kids are back al ready—where are

all your Easter eggs?
DAVID. I did n’t find any.
MARGARET. But there were doz ens— …What hap pened?
DAVID. Noth ing hap pened. There was an earth quake.

They got swal lowed up in an earth quake.
MARGARET. Davey—
DAVID. Don’t call me that. 

9
© The Dramatic Publishing Company



MARGARET. Don’t you want to find a nice Easter egg for 
your dad?

DAVID. It’ll just get rot ten. I told you I did n’t want to
come.

MARGARET. I thought it would be fun for you—
DAVID. Well, it is n’t. I should n’t be here, I have a very

im por tant ap point ment, and I should be go ing.
MARGARET. What ap point ment? …Da vid? What ap point -

ment do you have? You can’t have some Sunday ap -
point ment that I don’t know about.

DAVID. I don’t want to talk about it. It’s pri vate.
MARGARET. You’re nine. You’re not al lowed to have

pri vate ap point ments… Is this about that flyer you took
off the tele phone pole? Madam some body or other? You 
can’t go see that woman. 

DAVID. You don’t know her—
MARGARET. You don’t know her ei ther—you don’t, do

you? You have n’t sneaked off be hind my back to some
for tune teller?

DAVID. She might be nice. 
MARGARET. Yes, but I doubt it, and nice or not, she’s a

phony, they’re all pho nies. They take ad van tage of peo -
ple’s sad ness.

DAVID. I’m not sad. 
MARGARET. Honey—
DAVID. In fact, I’m glad. I’m glad. I’m so glad that I’m

go ing to go into the ground and dig up one of the eggs
the earth quake took and give it to you as a pres ent. A
pres ent for you, Gram ma, for your Easter bas ket. 

MARGARET. Come on, let’s go—
DAVID. I’m not leav ing this field un til I find you an egg.
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MARGARET. Five min utes. Then I want to see your sweet 
lit tle self at the car.

(He stops look ing as soon as she ex its. For lorn, he fol -
lows MAR GA RET, with a fi nal glance at the field. A
sud den sun beam alights on a pre vi ously over looked egg
way over there. He ap proaches the beau ti ful golden egg
atop a blan ket of leaves. He picks it up. There is a
sound, al most a pop ping, as if the egg has been re leased 
from a suck ing egg holder. Cu ri ous, he clears away the
leaves—jumps back and gasps.)

DA VID. Help— (He cuts him self off, awed by the sight. He 
kneels and clears away the leaves, then ner vously bab -
bles.) Oh, you poor per son—look at your poor smashed
face—don’t worry ,I’ll go get some big peo ple to carry
you home. They’re prob a bly look ing for you—you’re a
miss ing per son. A miss ing dead per son. (Re al iz ing.) Just 
like my mother! Be cause she’s dead and I’m miss ing
her. In case you meet up with her, my mother’s name is
Car o lyn Sue Limpert. My name is Da vid Limpert. We’re 
from Min ne sota. (He stands and gets some thing pre cious 
from his pocket.) This was hers. I gave it to her. She
made it into this pin and wore it all the time. She was
go ing to get bur ied with it, but I reached in and took it.
It’s a me mento. A me mento is a thing that makes you re -
mem ber. This pin makes me re mem ber my mother. Do
you mind if I keep your egg? As a me mento. Then I can 
al ways re mem ber you, too. A big creep thief took all my 
ones and then he knocked me down, but I did n’t tell be -
cause I’m not a baby. (As a cloud cov ers the sun, the
wind stirs the leaves on the ground and in the trees,
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fright en ing DA VID.) …I’m go ing to go…get some body.
I’ll go get them. I’ll be back.

(DA VID runs off. Af ter the brief est mo ment, the dead
per son rises from the grave of leaves—a stock ing mask
and a hoodie ob scure our view, as the per son scur ries
away. The wind in creases. DA VID re turns, fol lowed by
MAR GA RET.)

MAR GA RET (start ing from off). I’m com ing as fast as I
can—good ness gra cious. What’s the big emer gency?

DAVID. Here, he’s right here.
MARGARET. Let me catch my breath. 
DA VID. Where…? (Amazed and ner vous.) Where did he

go?
MARGARET. Who, Da vid?
DAVID. The dead guy with the egg in his mouth.
MARGARET. What—?
DAVID. He had this egg in his mouth, and when I picked

it up, it made a pop ping, so I looked down and there he
was. Dead.

MARGARET. Oh, honey—
DAVID. I did n’t kill him!
MARGARET. That’s not what I meant. Come here, Davey.
DAVID. Don’t—
MARGARET. You’re up set. It’s nat u ral—
DAVID. You’d be up set, too, if you saw a dead guy.
MARGARET. There’s no dead guy.
DA VID. He was in the leaves. He was dead. (Amazed and

al most to him self.) And then he got up and walked
away.

MARGARET. I’m sure you thought you saw some thing.
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DA VID (still amazed and al most to him self). I saw a per -
son with his nose bent and his mouth squashed who was 
dead. Ly ing right in the leaves. I saw it.

MARGARET. Did it look like your mother?
DAVID. I’m not mak ing this up! Why don’t you ever be -

lieve me?
MARGARET. I be lieve you! I be lieve you are not mak ing

it up. The mind and the heart are pow er ful forces. Pow -
er ful enough to make the eyes see what is n’t there.

DA VID. Oh, man, you are ri dic u lous. (He ex its.)
MAR GA RET. Don’t— (He is gone.) Don’t talk to your

grand mother like that.

(MAR GA RET ex its. An in te rior room in the house of
MADAM DUFEE emerges for Scene 2, later that af ter -
noon. The walls are cov ered in blan kets. DA VID parks
his bike and en ters the dark house.)

DAVID. Hello, I’m let ting my self in your house be cause
your door is n’t locked and I knocked. You need big ger
num bers on your door—I al most rode my bike into the
woods. …Hello? Do you mind if I turn on the light?
…I’m go ing to leave the door open to let the sun in,
okay? Okay? 

MADAM DUFEE. You must never go into the woods.

(She ap pears from the dark ness, speaks with a vague
Eu ro pean ac cent, be decked in fab ric and span gles.)

DA VID (star tled). Oh, gee!
MADAM DUFEE. The woods are lonely. They might in -

sist you stay. Close the door, young sir.
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DAVID. Where did you come from? I did n’t see you at all.
MADAM DUFEE. Please en ter… Feet in side the door…

Both feet. Close the door.
DAVID. Kinda dark.
MADAM DUFEE. The spir its do not like the light. The

light causes them to dis perse.
DAVID. I sort of like it my self. To see and all. Nice walls.

I never saw blan kets on walls be fore. Must keep the
place nice and warm. 

MADAM DUFEE. You are here to dis cover your fu ture.
DAVID. I need to speak to some one. 
MADAM DUFEE. You could be si lent for a mo ment?
DAVID. I could?
MADAM DUFEE. Si lence, please. (She touches one hand

to her fore head, the other reaches out to the spirit
world.)

DAVID. It says on your flyer—
MADAM DUFEE. Shh…I’m get ting some thing. You wish

to know if you will have a long and happy life.
DAVID. Well not re ally—
MADAM DUFEE. I can help you. Please to re move your

shoe.
DAVID. My shoe?
MADAM DUFEE. Your left shoe. The shoe of your fa vor -

ite foot.
DAVID. I don’t have a fa vor ite—
MADAM DUFEE. The foot you fa vor, the foot you lead

with—ev ery day starts with the left foot.
DAVID. I don’t think so—
MADAM DUFEE. Which side of the bed do you sleep on?
DAVID. Right.
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MADAM DUFEE. A right-side-of-the-beddie is a left foot -
ie.

DAVID. No! I sleep on the left. Or it’s the left if I’m on
my stom ach and the right if I’m on my back.

MADAM DUFEE. Give me your shoe! Sock… Hand me
your left foot. (Sty mied for a mo ment, he lies down on
his back and holds up his foot, which she takes.)

DAVID. Don’t tickle.
MADAM DUFEE. I have no in ten tion to tickle. Ah, I see.
DAVID. I took a bath last night.
MADAM DUFEE. I see in the fu ture of this foot—

(The door swings open, let ting in the light and let ting
out the spir its. PRIM ROSE stands in the light. She is
fully formed and fab u lous. She wears tomboyish clothes,
her hair in braids, no makeup. She is rough and tum ble.)

PRIMROSE. Whose bike is that—? What’s go ing on?
MADAM DUFEE. You are up set ting the spir its. They have 

all fled. 
PRIMROSE. He’s just a kid—
MADAM DUFEE. He longs to know his fu ture.
PRIMROSE. Get up, kid. 
DAVID. You are in ter rupt ing my ap point ment.
PRIMROSE. Who are you?
DAVID. I’m Da vid Limpert. Who are you?!
PRIMROSE. Who—?
MADAM DUFEE (trancing). Da vid, Da vid, I am get ting

some thing about a Da vid.
PRIMROSE. Okay, Da vid Limpert, you’re done here.
MADAM DUFEE. Da vid Limpert will have—
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PRIMROSE. ”A long and happy life.” Come on, you. Let’s 
go.

(PRIM ROSE takes the shoe and sock and guides DA VID 
out side to the front yard, as the in te rior room fades into
the clut ter. Scene 3, im me di ately fol low ing, the Dufee
front yard.)

DAVID. She was go ing to give me a mes sage. 
PRIMROSE. How did you get here?
DAVID. I rode my bike.
PRIMROSE. How did you find us? How do you even

know about us? 
DAVID. I saw your flyer. “Madam Dufee, reader and ad vi -

sor, visit with your loved ones from the Other Side.”
You should put your tele phone num ber on it. There’s no 
num ber.

PRIMROSE. We don’t have a phone.
DAVID. Not even a cell phone?
PRIMROSE. No phone.
DAVID. How are peo ple sup posed to make ap point ments?
PRIM ROSE. You got here, did n’t you? Suck ers are very

de ter mined.
DAVID. Peo ple need to be able to call for di rec tions. I al -

most did n’t knock. Your house looks more like a ga rage
than a house—

PRIM ROSE (in sulted). Gee, thanks a lot.
DAVID. I need to talk to my mother. 
PRIMROSE. You need to go home.
DAVID. She’s on the Other Side. I saw the TV show. The

guy talks to dead loved ones on the Other Side and the
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peo ple cry. He’s a reader and ad vi sor—just like Madam
Dufee. 

PRIM ROSE. Maybe you should go talk to him.
DAVID. I don’t know how to get there. It’s TV. 
PRIMROSE. You have to leave. Of fice hours are over.
DAVID. …Could you give me a ride? It’s far to my house.
PRIMROSE. Give you a ride in what? You’re the one with 

the bike.
DAVID. Is n’t that your van?
PRIM ROSE. What van? (Looks, in stantly an noyed.) Oh,

man— We are the gar bage dump for the en tire uni verse. 
(She walks to an aban doned van.)

DAVID. I did n’t know how far it was when I started. I
biked for a long time be fore I found your street.

PRIMROSE. Help me push this.
DAVID. We can’t push that, it’s too big, you need men.
PRIMROSE. We can do it. We have in er tia.
DAVID. I don’t have that.
PRIM ROSE. In er tia means it has wheels. Come on. (They

push it into place.) See, see? I told you we could do it.
DAVID. Yeah, okay, but now that I see it up close I don’t

know why you want it. You can’t drive it. It’s too old
and rusted.

PRIMROSE. It’s not for driv ing. It’s for liv ing. Meet my
fu ture abode.

DAVID. …Is an abode a bath room?
PRIMROSE. It’s a bed room. My bed room. 
DAVID. I know how to take out the seats. We helped our

friends in Min ne sota do that. We lived in Min ne sota.
PRIMROSE. The seats come out?!
DAVID. Yes, for when they went ice fish ing.
PRIMROSE. I can put in my dresser.
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DAVID. No, it’ll be too crowded for your bed.
PRIMROSE. It won’t be as crowded as the room I share

with “Madam Dufee.” 
DAVID. You get to share a room with your mother?!
PRIMROSE. Why do you think she’s my mother? I did n’t

say that.
DAVID. You look like her.
PRIMROSE. I don’t look like her. I don’t look any thing

like her. I am noth ing like her!
DAVID. Okay.
PRIMROSE. She would never wear her hair like this, and

she would never wear clothes like this. Don’t ever say I
am like her.

DAVID. I only said you look like her. 
PRIMROSE. Just be cause you live with some body does

not mean you are like her. 
DAVID. I’m go ing home.
PRIMROSE. You have to show me how to take out the

seats.
DAVID. Ac tu ally, I don’t have to. I came to see her, and

you won’t let me. Plus it’s late and it’s far, so good bye. 

(He ex its with his bike… Sud denly, ur gently, PRIM ROSE 
puts her hand to fore head, other hand to the spirit
world:)

PRIM ROSE. …Wait—I’m get ting some thing—I’m get ting
some thing. (Brief pause as he re turns.) “Car o lyn.”

DAVID. What did you say?
PRIM ROSE (amazed). I don’t know.
DAVID. You said “Car o lyn”—you said it right now. 
PRIMROSE. It sud denly came to me…out of the air.
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