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**% NOTICE ***

The amateur and stock acting rights to this work are controlled exclu-
sively by THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY without whose
permission in writing no performance of it may be given. Royalty must
be paid every time a play is performed whether or not it is presented for
profit and whether or not admission is charged. A play is performed any
time it is acted before an audience. Current royalty rates, applications and
restrictions may be found at our website: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be contacted by mail at: DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COM-
PANY, 311 Washington St., Woodstock 1L 60098.

COPYRIGHT LAW GIVES THE AUTHOR OR THE AUTHOR'S
AGENT THE EXCLUSIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro-
vides authors with a fair return for their creative efforts. Authors earn
their living from the royalties they receive from book sales and from the
performance of their work. Conscientious observance of copyright law is
not only ethical, it encourages authors to continue their creative work.
This work is fully protected by copyright. No alterations, deletions or
substitutions may be made in the work without the prior written consent
of the publisher. No part of this work may be reproduced or transmitted
in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photo-
copy, recording, videotape, film, or any information storage and retrieval
system, without permission in writing from the publisher. It may not be
performed either by professionals or amateurs without payment of roy-
aty. All rights, including, but not limited to, the professional, motion pic-
ture, radio, television, videotape, foreign language, tabloid, recitation,
lecturing, publication and reading, are reserved.

For performance of any songs, music and recordings mentioned in this
play which are in copyright, the permission of the copyright owners
must be obtained or other songs and recordings in the public domain
substituted.

©MMXI by
Y YORK
Based on the novel by
JERRY SPINELLI
Printed in the United States of America
All Rights Reserved
(EGGS)

For inquiries concerning all other rights, contact:
Bret Adams Agency, 448 W. 44th St., New York NY 10036
Phone: (212) 765-5630
ISBN: 978-1-58342-715-6

© The Dramatic Publishing Company


www.dramaticpublishing.com

For Jerry and Eileen,
with gratitude, respect and aloha.

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



IMPORTANT BILLING AND CREDIT REQUIREMENTS

All producers of the play must give credit to Y York as the dramatizer of
the play and Jerry Spinelli as author of the book in al programs distrib-
uted in connection with performances of the play and in al instances in
which the title of the play appears for purposes of advertising, publiciz-
ing or otherwise exploiting the play and/or a production. The names of Y
York and Jerry Spinelli must also appear on a separate line, on which no
other name appears, immediately following the title, and must appear in
size of type not less than fifty percent (50%) the size of the title type.
Biographica information on Y York and Jerry Spinelli, if included in the
playbook, may be used in all programs. In all programs this notice must
appear:

“Produced by specia arrangement with
THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY of Woodstock, Illinois’

In addition, all producers of the play must include the following ac-
knowledgment on the title page of al programs distributed in connection
with performances of the play and on all advertising and promotional ma:
terias:

“Eggs was first produced on April 22, 2009, at the
People's Light and Theatre Company, Malvern, Pa.,
Abigail Adams, Artistic Director,

Grace E. Grillet, Managing Director.”
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Eggs was commissioned and produced by People's Light
& Theatre Company, Malvern, Pa., Abigaill Adams, artistic
director; Grace Grillet, managing director. It was performed
April 23 — May 24, 2009, with the following:

CAST

Primrose. . ..................... Claire Inie-Richards
David............ ... .. .. ... Nathaniel Brastow
Margaret. . . ... Alda Cortese
MadamDufee...................... Kittson O'Nelll
Refrigerator John . . ............ Brian Anthony Wilson

PRODUCTION STAFF AND CREW

Director. . . ... Mark Lutwak
SetDesigner............c.ovii.. James F. Pine Jr.
Lighting Designer . .................. Dennis Parichy
CostumeDesigner . ................ Marla J. Jurglanis
Composer/Sound Designer . ........ Christopher Colucci
Dramaturg .. .......ccoovvvnn. .. Elizabeth Pool
StageManager. . . ............... .. Patricia G. Sabato
Production Stage Manager . . ........ Charles T. Brastow
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EGGS

CHARACTERS

DAVID, 9

MARGARET, 55
PRIMROSE, 13

MADAM DUFEE, 34
REFRIGERATOR JOHN, 50s

THE TIME is the present, although it sometimes feels like
asimpler time, three days in April during Easter week.

THE PLACE is a field, a bedroom, a repair shop, two
very different front yards and along a train track; al are
some miles from Philadelphia. The complete world is
visible in fragments from the beginning, as if bulky rub-
bish has been laid out on the periphery for pickup; a
dark woods lurks in the background and stays there.
Items emerge out of the clutter as they are needed and
retreat after they have served their function: nothing is a
complete something—a room may be a single panel; a
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bed may be a blanket on the floor, avan is cut in half to
show the inside; recognizable items might take on new
uses—as an ironing board could be a workbench. Scene
changes are always visible and can be done by the char-
acters, who are accompanied by artful shiftsin light and
sound. Darkness occurs only at the end of the acts.

NOTE

An ellipsis “...” signifies a breath, a thought, a very
short amount of time has passed but a shift has hap-
pened.

A dash “—" dignifies an interruption, usually by the
next speaker, but sometimes by the current speaker.

8
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ACT ONE

(Scene 1. A field. Morning. DAVID gets up from the
ground to where he has been knocked. He dusts himself
off, rubs the sore spots, then fiercely whispers to off.)

DAVID. You creep, creep—thief! | don't care—I don't
even like eggs. | hope you choke on a shell. | hope they
turn rotten and smell up your house. | hope you have to
eat egg lunches for a year.

(MARGARET, David's grandmother, enters from the
other direction.)

MARGARET. David, honey, sweetheart, who are you talk-
ing to?

DAVID. I'm talking to no one—I’m talking to myself.

MARGARET. The other kids are back already—where are
al your Easter eggs?

DAVID. | didn't find any.

MARGARET. But there were dozens— ...What happened?

DAVID. Nothing happened. There was an earthquake.
They got swallowed up in an earthquake.

MARGARET. Davey—

DAVID. Don't call me that.

9
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10 EGGS Act |

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

DAVID. It'll just get rotten. | told you | didn’t want to
come.

MARGARET. | thought it would be fun for you—

DAVID. Wdll, it isn't. | shouldn’'t be here, | have a very
important appointment, and | should be going.

MARGARET. What appointment? ...David? What appoint-
ment do you have? You can't have some Sunday ap-
pointment that | don’t know abouit.

DAVID. | don't want to talk about it. It's private.

MARGARET. You're nine. You're not allowed to have
private appointments... Is this about that flyer you took
off the telephone pole? Madam somebody or other? Y ou
can't go see that woman.

DAVID. You don’t know her—

MARGARET. You don't know her either—you don’t, do
you? You haven't sneaked off behind my back to some
fortuneteller?

DAVID. She might be nice.

MARGARET. Yes, but | doubt it, and nice or not, she's a
phony, they're all phonies. They take advantage of peo-
ple's sadness.

DAVID. I'm not sad.

MARGARET. Honey—

DAVID. In fact, I'm glad. I'm glad. I'm so glad that I'm
going to go into the ground and dig up one of the eggs
the earthquake took and give it to you as a present. A
present for you, Gramma, for your Easter basket.

MARGARET. Come on, let's go—

DAVID. I'm not leaving this field until | find you an egg.
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Act | EGGS 11

MARGARET. Five minutes. Then | want to see your sweet
little self at the car.

(He stops looking as soon as she exits. Forlorn, he fol-
lows MARGARET, with a final glance at the field. A
sudden sunbeam alights on a previously overlooked egg
way over there. He approaches the beautiful golden egg
atop a blanket of leaves. He picks it up. There is a
sound, almost a popping, as if the egg has been released
from a sucking egg holder. Curious, he clears away the
|leaves—jumps back and gasps.)

DAVID. Help— (He cuts himself off, awed by the sight. He
kneels and clears away the leaves, then nervously bab-
bles.) Oh, you poor person—look at your poor smashed
face—don’'t worry ,I'll go get some big people to carry
you home. They're probably looking for you—you're a
missing person. A missing dead person. (Realizing.) Just
like my mother! Because she's dead and I'm missing
her. In case you meet up with her, my mother’s name is
Carolyn Sue Limpert. My name is David Limpert. We're
from Minnesota. (He stands and gets something precious
from his pocket.) This was hers. | gave it to her. She
made it into this pin and wore it all the time. She was
going to get buried with it, but | reached in and took it.
It's a memento. A memento is a thing that makes you re-
member. This pin makes me remember my mother. Do
you mind if | keep your egg? As a memento. Then | can
aways remember you, too. A big creep thief took al my
ones and then he knocked me down, but | didn’t tell be-
cause I'm not a baby. (As a cloud covers the sun, the
wind stirs the leaves on the ground and in the trees,
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12 EGGS Act |

frightening DAVID.) ...I’'m going to go...get somebody.
I’ll go get them. I'll be back.

(DAVID runs off. After the briefest moment, the dead
person rises from the grave of leaves—a stocking mask
and a hoodie obscure our view, as the person scurries
away. The wind increases. DAVID returns, followed by
MARGARET.)

MARGARET (starting from off). I'm coming as fast as |
can—goodness gracious. What's the big emergency?

DAVID. Here, he'sright here.

MARGARET. Let me catch my breath.

DAVID. Where...? (Amazed and nervous.) Where did he
go?

MARGARET. Who, David?

DAVID. The dead guy with the egg in his mouth.

MARGARET. What—?

DAVID. He had this egg in his mouth, and when | picked
it up, it made a popping, so | looked down and there he
was. Dead.

MARGARET. Oh, honey—

DAVID. | didn’t kill him!

MARGARET. That's not what | meant. Come here, Davey.

DAVID. Don't—

MARGARET. You're upset. It's natural—

DAVID. You'd be upset, too, if you saw a dead guy.

MARGARET. There's no dead guy.

DAVID. He was in the leaves. He was dead. (Amazed and
almost to himself.) And then he got up and walked
away.

MARGARET. I’'m sure you thought you saw something.
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Act | EGGS 13

DAVID (still amazed and almost to himself). | saw a per-
son with his nose bent and his mouth sguashed who was
dead. Lying right in the leaves. | saw it.

MARGARET. Did it look like your mother?

DAVID. I’'m not making this up! Why don’'t you ever be-
lieve me?

MARGARET. | believe you! | believe you are not making
it up. The mind and the heart are powerful forces. Pow-
erful enough to make the eyes see what isn't there.

DAVID. Oh, man, you are ridiculous. (He exits.)

MARGARET. Don't— (He is gone.) Don't talk to your
grandmother like that.

(MARGARET exits. An interior room in the house of
MADAM DUFEE emerges for Scene 2, later that after-
noon. The walls are covered in blankets. DAVID parks
his bike and enters the dark house.)

DAVID. Hdllo, I'm letting myself in your house because
your door isn't locked and | knocked. You need bigger
numbers on your door—I| amost rode my hike into the
woods. ...Helo? Do you mind if | turn on the light?
...I'm going to leave the door open to let the sun in,
okay? Okay?

MADAM DUFEE. You must never go into the woods.

(She appears from the darkness, speaks with a vague
European accent, bedecked in fabric and spangles.)

DAVID (startled). Oh, gee!
MADAM DUFEE. The woods are lonely. They might in-
sist you stay. Close the door, young sir.
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14 EGGS Act |

DAVID. Where did you come from? | didn’t see you at all.

MADAM DUFEE. Please enter... Feet inside the door...
Both feet. Close the door.

DAVID. Kinda dark.

MADAM DUFEE. The spirits do not like the light. The
light causes them to disperse.

DAVID. | sort of like it myself. To see and al. Nice walls.
| never saw blankets on walls before. Must keep the
place nice and warm.

MADAM DUFEE. You are here to discover your future.

DAVID. | need to speak to someone.

MADAM DUFEE. You could be silent for a moment?

DAVID. | could?

MADAM DUFEE. Silence, please. (She touches one hand
to her forehead, the other reaches out to the spirit
world.)

DAVID. It says on your flyer—

MADAM DUFEE. Shh...I’'m getting something. Y ou wish
to know if you will have along and happy life.

DAVID. Wdll not really—

MADAM DUFEE. | can help you. Please to remove your
shoe.

DAVID. My shoe?

MADAM DUFEE. Your left shoe. The shoe of your favor-
ite foot.

DAVID. | don't have a favorite—

MADAM DUFEE. The foot you favor, the foot you lead
with—every day starts with the left foot.

DAVID. | don't think so—

MADAM DUFEE. Which side of the bed do you sleep on?

DAVID. Right.
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Act | EGGS 15

MADAM DUFEE. A right-side-of-the-beddie is a left foot-
ie.

DAVID. No! | deep on the left. Or it's the left if I'm on
my stomach and the right if I'm on my back.

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

DAVID. Don't tickle.

MADAM DUFEE. | have no intention to tickle. Ah, | see.

DAVID. | took a bath last night.

MADAM DUFEE. | seein the future of this foot—

(The door swings open, letting in the light and letting
out the spirits. PRIMROSE stands in the light. She is
fully formed and fabulous. She wears tomboyish clothes,
her hair in braids, no makeup. Sheis rough and tumble.)

PRIMROSE. Whose bike is that—? What's going on?

MADAM DUFEE. Y ou are upsetting the spirits. They have
all fled.

PRIMROSE. He's just akid—

MADAM DUFEE. He longs to know his future.

PRIMROSE. Get up, kid.

DAVID. You are interrupting my appointment.

PRIMROSE. Who are you?

DAVID. I'm David Limpert. Who are you?

PRIMROSE. Who—?

MADAM DUFEE (trancing). David, David, | am getting
something about a David.

PRIMROSE. Okay, David Limpert, you' re done here.

MADAM DUFEE. David Limpert will have—
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16 EGGS Act |

PRIMROSE. "A long and happy life.” Come on, you. Let's
go.

(PRIMROSE takes the shoe and sock and guides DAVID
outside to the front yard, as the interior room fades into
the clutter. Scene 3, immediately following, the Dufee
front yard.)

DAVID. She was going to give me a message.

PRIMROSE. How did you get here?

DAVID. | rode my bike.

PRIMROSE. How did you find us? How do you even
know about us?

DAVID. | saw your flyer. “Madam Dufee, reader and advi-
sor, visit with your loved ones from the Other Side.”
Y ou should put your telephone number on it. There's no
number.

PRIMROSE. We don't have a phone.

DAVID. Not even a cell phone?

PRIMROSE. No phone.

DAVID. How are people supposed to make appointments?

PRIMROSE. You got here, didn't you? Suckers are very
determined.

DAVID. People need to be able to call for directions. | al-
most didn’t knock. Y our house looks more like a garage
than a house—

PRIMROSE (insulted). Gee, thanks a lot.

DAVID. | need to talk to my mother.

PRIMROSE. Y ou need to go home.

DAVID. She's on the Other Side. | saw the TV show. The
guy talks to dead loved ones on the Other Side and the
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Act | EGGS 17

people cry. He's a reader and advisor—just like Madam
Dufee.

PRIMROSE. Maybe you should go talk to him.

DAVID. | don't know how to get there. It's TV.

PRIMROSE. You have to leave. Office hours are over.

DAVID. ...Could you give me aride? It's far to my house.

PRIMROSE. Give you aride in what? Y ou're the one with
the bike.

DAVID. Isn't that your van?

PRIMROSE. What van? (Looks, instantly annoyed.) Oh,
man— We are the garbage dump for the entire universe.
(She walks to an abandoned van.)

DAVID. | didn't know how far it was when | started. |
biked for along time before | 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 inertia.

DAVID. | don't have that.

PRIMROSE. Inertia means it has wheels. Come on. (They
push it into place.) See, see? | told you we could do it.
DAVID. Yeah, okay, but now that | see it up close | don’t
know why you want it. You can't drive it. It's too old

and rusted.

PRIMROSE. It's not for driving. It's for living. Meet my
future abode.

DAVID. ...Is an abode a bathroom?

PRIMROSE. It's a bedroom. My bedroom.

DAVID. | know how to take out the seats. We helped our
friends in Minnesota do that. We lived in Minnesota.

PRIMROSE. The seats come out?!

DAVID. Yes, for when they went ice fishing.

PRIMROSE. | can put in my dresser.
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18 EGGS Act |

DAVID. No, it'll be too crowded for your bed.

PRIMROSE. It won't be as crowded as the room | share
with “Madam Dufee.”

DAVID. You get to share aroom with your mother?!

PRIMROSE. Why do you think she's my mother? | didn’t
say that.

DAVID. You look like her.

PRIMROSE. | don't look like her. | don't look anything
like her. I am nothing 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 |
am like her.

DAVID. I only said you look like her.

PRIMROSE. Just because you live with somebody does
not mean you are like her.

DAVID. I'm going home.

PRIMROSE. You have to show me how to take out the
seats.

DAVID. Actualy, | don't have to. | came to see her, and
you won't let me. Plusit’s late and it’'s far, so goodbye.

(He exits with his bike... Suddenly, urgently, PRIMROSE
puts her hand to forehead, other hand to the spirit
world:)

PRIMROSE. ...Wait—I'm getting something—I’m getting
something. (Brief pause as he returns.) “Carolyn.”

DAVID. What did you say?

PRIMROSE (amazed). | don't know.

DAVID. You said “Carolyn”—you said it right now.

PRIMROSE. It suddenly came to me...out of the air.
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