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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 ev ery 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 audi ence. Cur rent royalty rates, appli cations and
restrictions may be found at our Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COM-
PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St., Woodstock IL 60098. 

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S 
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro­
vides authors with a fair re turn for their cre ative efforts. Authors earn 
their living from the royalties they receive from book sales and from the
performance of their work. Con scientious observance of copy right law is
not only eth ical, it encourages au thors to con tinue their cre ative 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 pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or transmitted
in any form or by any means, electronic or mechani cal, including photo­
copy, re cording, vid eotape, film, or any in forma tion storage and retrieval
sys tem, without per mis sion in writing from the publisher. It may not be
performed either by pro fession als or ama teurs with out payment of roy ­
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not limited to, the pro fessional, mo tion pic ­
ture, radio, televi sion, videotape, for eign language, tabloid, reci tation, lec­
tur ing, publi cation and reading, are reserved. 

For performance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this
play which are in copy right, the permission of the copy right own ers
must be obtained or other songs and recordings in the public domain
substituted. 
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For Suzi, Shea, my mom…
 
for giv ing me be long ings of my own.
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IMPORTANT BILLING AND CREDIT REQUIREMENTS 

All producers of the play must give credit to the author of the play in all
pro grams distrib uted in con nec tion with performances of the play and in
all instances in which the title of the play ap pears for purposes of ad ver­
tising, publi cizing or other wise exploiting the play and/or a production.
The name of the author must also appear on a separate line, on which no
other name ap pears, imme diately following the title, and must appear  in
size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the title type.
Biographical information on the author, if included in the playbook, may
be used in all pro grams. In all programs this notice must appear: 

“Produced by spe cial ar rangement with
 
THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY of Woodstock, Illinois”
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BELONGINGS
 

A Play in Two Acts 
For 3 women and 2 girls 

CHARAC TERS* 

AUNT ELLA . .  Grandma’s sis ter, Gene and Renny’s aunt, 
65-70 

GENE . .  . .  . .  .  Grandma’s daughter, Ella’s niece, mid-40s 

RENNY . Katy and Jimmie’s mother, Grandma’s daughter, 
Ella’s niece, early 40s 

KATY . .  . .  . . .  . .  . .  . . .  . .  . . .  . .  . .  Renny’s daughter, 14 

JIMMIE . .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  .  Renny’s daughter, 10 

*All characters’ ages ap proximate. 

SETTING: 

All action takes place on the front porch, the side porch, 
the yard and the living room of Grandma’s home. The 
house is in an urban area of older homes. Across the 
street is a park, former home of an the orphanage where 
Grandma and Ella grew up. Aunt Ella lives next door. 

TIME: Two weeks af ter Grandma’s death. 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



 

  
          

    
    

  
   

    
    

      
     

      
    

      
    

 

   
  
    

 

 
   

     

ACT ONE
 

SCENE: It is the dark hours of early morn ing. A quiet calm 
is interrupted only by the sound of crick ets and an oc ca­
sional dog bark. KATY is in the front yard of her grand ­
mother’s home. Her sis ter, JIMMIE, is stretched out 
asleep nearby, wrapped in a cover to con ceal the over ­
sized fur coat she is wear ing un der neath. JIMMIE has a 
stash of ob jects collected next to her—a fam ily por trait, 
a mega phone, a few pieces of silver and other as sorted 
“finds.” Beyond the steps, there is a wide porch fronting 
an older home. KATY looks at the sky and across the 
street as she talks. During her exchange, darkness be­
gins to fade slowly into daylight. 

KATY. I got you cov ered, Gram ma. Don’t you worry. 
You’re safe with us, huh, Jimmie? Jimmie… Jimmie, are 
you asleep again? Aw, nuts… 

(She contin ues to stare into the sky and across the street. 
Af ter a moment or two of si lence, she sings the fol low ing 
song, softly and to her self, alter nating the words with 
humming.) 

KATY (humming). 
…don’t say a word. 
Gramma’s gonna buy you a mock ing bird. 

7 
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 8 BE LONG INGS Act I 

And if that mock ing bird won’t sing. 
Gramma’s gonna buy you a diamond ring. 

And if that diamond ring turns brass… 

(She gets emotional, but works to hide it.) 

I spread your ashes in the park. Right under the maple 
tree you planted there. I thought you’d like that. I’ll be 
able to talk to you that way. And you can look across 
the street at your house. (She pauses as if waiting for an 
answer.) You hear me?  I’m  banking on you being able  
to hear me, Gram. If you can, I sure wish you’d say 
something…tell me you’re proud of me, maybe. If I 
could just hear you say something… or see your face… 
for just a minute…
   Even just to hear you sing that song…the way you  
sort of whispered it. It made me feel so, I don’t know… 
safe. (Beat.) Don’t be dead. I don’t have anybody. 

(She sees Mrs. Werthmeyer down  the  street  looking  out  
her win dow. She stands abruptly and ad dresses her an ­
grily as she wipes away her tears. She is embar rassed 
that anyone would have seen her cry. She adopts a 
fighter’s instinct and her words jab like a boxer as she 
yells across the street. Lights ease up slowly to indicate 
the dawn of a new day.) 

What are you looking at, Mrs. Werthmeyer? Oh, don’t 
hide now. I saw you. Why don’t you open your drapes 
so you can get a better view? Matter of fact, why don’t 
you come on down… 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



 
      

       

   
 

 
   

    
        

 
         

     
  

  
    

   
     

 
   

  
   

  

 
  

  
    

 
 
       

 9 Act I BE LONG INGS 

JIMMIE (awakened). Katy… 
KATY. Better yet, why don’t you send that bully of a 

daugh ter down? Yeah, because if you send her down 
now, Mrs. Werthmeyer, I tell you what, I’ll beat the life 
out of her! How about that, Mrs. Werthmeyer? 

JIMMIE. Katy, you’re go ing to wake every one up. 
KATY (to JIMMIE). Leave me alone. (About Mrs. Werth ­

meyer.) Nosy witch!  (Yelling again.) I’ve listened to  all  
of Jamie Werthmeyer’s meanness. “Look everybody.  
Katy brought her Gramma on the field trip.” I’d like to 
pound her. 

JIMMIE. You’re scared of her. 
KATY. Not today, I’m not! Send her down now, Mrs. 

Werthmeyer, and I’ll send that sissy daugh ter of yours 
home crying. 

JIMMIE. You’re go ing to ruin it! 
RENNY’S VOICE  (from off). Katy, what’s going on? Is 

everything all right? 
(JIMMIE and KATY look at each other.) 

KATY. It’s fine. 
(We hear a phone ring next door.) 

JIMMIE. I tried to tell you. 
RENNY (off). What are you yell ing about? It’s six o’clock 

in the morning. 
KATY (loudly, to RENNY). Sorry! 
RENNY (off). You’ll be sorry when your Aunt Ella gets 

through with you. 
KATY (as she and JIMMIE scramble). Here they come. 

Now you take my lead. 
JIMMIE. If I took your lead, we’d both be screaming at 

Mrs. Werthmeyer. 
KATY. Just act casual. Do what I do. 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



 
     

          
       

 

      
  

     
   

 
   

   

   
    

   
   

  
        

    
    

          
 

       
   

 10 BE LONG INGS Act I 

JIMMIE. I’m start ing to ques tion your lead er ship. 
KATY. Look, you knew what you were getting into. 
JIMMIE. I don’t think I thought it through. 

(Lights are up full now. We hear a door slam. RENNY 
enters with a cup of cof fee, a clipboard and a metal box. 
She sets her keys down on a bench out front along with 
the rest of her things.) 

RENNY. Robina Werthmeyer is on the phone right now  
with your Aunt Ella. What has gotten into you? 

KATY. She was spy ing on us. 
RENNY. It’s six o’clock in the morn ing. What are the two 

of you do ing out here at six o’clock in the morn ing? 
KATY. We could n’t sleep. 
RENNY. You’ve wakened the whole neigh bor hood. 

What’s every one go ing to think? 
KATY. I lost my head. 
RENNY. I hope that works for your Aunt Ella. 
KATY. Mrs. Werthmeyer needs to mind her own business.  

Just like ev ery one else on this block. 
RENNY. All we have to do, and you start off the day by 

threat ening Robina Werthmeyer. As if we need her as an 
enemy! (Switching gears, she is fran tic with her in struc ­
tions.) Katy,  I’m  counting  on you  today.  Your Grand­
ma’s es tate sale starts at two o’clock. And ev ery thing 
from that porch needs to come out to the yard. (JIMMIE 
is still wrapped in a cover and is try ing to stay awake.) 
Jimmie, I need you to get ta bles from the ga rage. Do 
you hear me? What are you do ing just sitting there? It’s 
time to get started. We’ve not got a minute to spare. 
(RENNY heads for the porch and then turns back.) Wait  

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



      
 

     
      
         

      
         

  
   

   
     

  
     

        
 

   

        
     

  
   

   
         

      
    

  

  
   

      

 11 Act I BE LONG INGS 

a minute! Have you two been up all night? (Pressing 
KATY.) Have you? 

KATY. It did get dark and then light again. 
RENNY. Look at Jimmie. She can’t even stay awake. 

(Turn ing back to KATY.) How could you do this? In just 
a few hours, we’re going to have a yard full of people. 
Your Aunt Gene and Un cle George will be here any 
minute. And the realtor! 

KATY. I could n’t sleep. 
RENNY. Jimmie will be exhausted today. 
KATY. She slept like a log. 
RENNY. You’ll both be ex hausted. When we have so 

much to do, you two will be no help at all. It’s a good 
thing we spent yester day get ting everything sorted and 
onto the porch. (She points back with out see ing the 
empty porch.) 

JIMMIE. Yeah, it’s a good thing. 
(KATY gives JIMMIE an evil look.) 

RENNY. Get up, Jimmie! Get up! And don’t you breathe a 
word of this to your Aunt Ella. Do you hear me, not a 
word? (KATY gets up. JIMMIE yawns and stretches. She 
pulls off the cover and is wear ing Gram ma’s fur coat. 
RENNY starts  for the house  and then turns  back to the  
girls.) Now let’s get  busy  and maybe she won’t notice.  
Go get the tables. And remem ber, we still have to move 
all of our things next door. I re ally need you to pitch in. 
(They stare at her blankly.) Good, then. Okay…I’m glad 
we had this talk. Right? 

JIMMIE. Sure. 
KATY. Whatever. 

(RENNY sighs, then  quickly composes herself. She  
leaves for the porch, then turns back to KATY.) 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



 
 

     
    

  
   

     
     

   
   

    
    

   
      

    
    

 
        

       
   

  
 

   
     

   
   

 

     
         

 12 BE LONG INGS Act I 

RENNY. Katy, what’s got ten into you? (KATY and 
JIMMIE look at each other.  RENNY passes the porch  
and en ters the house, then realiz ing that noth ing is on 
the porch, she screams from inside the house.) Aaaaaah! 
(Running back out side the house.) This…this porch was  
full. Ev ery thing. All boxed and… Last night when we 
left. And now, it’s… It…it… what…I…oh… (Turning 
back to JIMMIE and KATY.)  WHAT HAPPENED TO ALL 
THE THINGS ON THIS PORCH?! 

KATY. I don’t know. 
RENNY. Katy, your Aunt Ella is go ing to be here any min ­

ute. She’s go ing to be furious. (From in side the house, 
loudly.) Oh, don’t, please God, don’t… (She co mes back 
onto the porch.) What have you two done? 

JIMMIE. We could n’t sleep. 
RENNY. You moved ev erything back into that house. 

(There is no an swer. RENNY sits  down  on  the step  with  
her head in her hand.) Oh,  my Lord, a whole day’s  
work. We killed ourselves. We literally killed ourselves. 
All of those things! Oh, please Lord, help me… 

AUNT ELLA (from off stage). Good morning! 
RENNY (stand ing up, wip ing her eyes). There she co mes. 

There she is. You’d better think of some thing. Do you 
hear me? You better think of something fast! (An grily.) 
You’ve sab otaged me. How could you do this? Some­
day, when I’m old and feeble, you will look back on 
this… (Completely composed, sweet as pie.) Good  
morn ing, Aunt Ella. 

(AUNT ELLA en ters from next door; she car ries a sign 
that reads “Estate Sale” and posi tions the sign in the 
ground.) 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



         
  

     
  
      
    

     
 

       
     
      

  
      
  
   

        
        

   
  

    
  

  
   

    
  

   

 13 Act I BE LONG INGS 

AUNT ELLA. There now. That’s a start on the day! (She 
goes to hug KATY and JIMMIE.) So the  two of you  
have been up all night, have you? 

KATY. Mrs. Werthmeyer’s crazy. 
AUNT ELLA. Beyond crazy. But there’s noth ing wrong 

with her hearing…or mine. 
RENNY. What did she tell you? 
AUNT ELLA. The scream ing told me a lot. 
RENNY. She was spy ing on them. 
JIMMIE. Katy lost her head. 
AUNT ELLA. Up all night. The two of you could have 

been hurt. Do you know that? In this neigh borhood, 
Katy? It scares me to death that you don’t have better 
judgment than that. 

KATY. I just wanted to be out here with Gram. 
RENNY (qui etly, to ELLA). I let Katy spread Mother’s 

ashes in the park last night. 
AUNT ELLA. I don’t think even your Grandma Doro thy’s 

safe in that park at night… (Then hugging KATY 
tightly.) …but she loved that park. That’s what she  
would have wanted. Right, Renny? 
(ELLA gives RENNY the nod to hug KATY as she moves 
to JIMMIE. RENNY hugs the  girls halfheartedly and  
with distance.) 

RENNY. I just wor ried what the neigh bors would think. 
AUNT ELLA (look ing out at the sky). Ah, the neigh bors! 

Who cares about…? (No ticing Mrs. Werthmeyer and  
yell ing.) Everything is under control, Robina! Not to  
worry! (Un der her breath.) Old busybody. 

JIMMIE. Nosy witch! 
AUNT ELLA. Watch your mouth! 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



 
       
 

      
     

 

         
  

  
       
   

       
     

 
     

    
 

     
   

   
        

 
      

 
   

  
   

  

 14 BE LONG INGS Act I 

RENNY. That’s right! If you two would n’t have been… If 
she had n’t have seen… She was only… You just watch it. 

AUNT ELLA (star ing at her, then…). Well, it looks to be 
a good day for an estate sale. That’s one good thing. Af ­
ter yester day, I don’t think I could make it in the rain. 
(She starts for the porch, but RENNY stops her.) 

RENNY. What are you do ing?
 
AUNT ELLA. Well, we’d best get started, don’t you think?
 

(She con tin ues on, RENNY stopping her.) 
RENNY. Aren’t you tired? I am just beat af ter yes ter day. 

And break fast, did you eat something? You’re go ing to 
need to eat something. 

AUNT ELLA. Maybe you should lie down for a bit, Renny. 
You don’t act like you’ve had enough sleep. 

RENNY (grab bing the por trait sit ting by the step among 
JIMMIE’s stash). Look at our old family pic ture. 

AUNT ELLA. Yes, I’ve seen it. 
JIMMIE. Who’s the fat girl? 
AUNT ELLA. That was your Aunt Gene. 
JIMMIE (with the mega phone among her stash). Hey ev ­

erybody, look how fat Aunt Gene was! 
AUNT ELLA. Put that down. You’ll wake the neigh bors. 
RENNY. I think they’re up. (ELLA takes the mega phone. 

RENNY grabs it.) Jimmie, where did you find this mega ­
phone? Is n’t this something? What did Mother need with 
a mega phone? Tell us the story! 

AUNT ELLA. What story? 
RENNY. About the megaphone. 
AUNT ELLA (pulls away from RENNY). I don’t know the 

story! 
RENNY. Don’t go up there! 
AUNT ELLA. Why not? 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



  
   

    
  

  
   

   
    

 
    

    
        
     
 

  
        
     

   
 

        
        

  
  

       
     

      
     
      

       

 15 Act I BE LONG INGS 

RENNY (look ing at KATY and JIMMIE). I…I don’t know. 
(ELLA goes to the porch and into the house. RENNY, 
KATY and JIMMIE wait apprehensively. ELLA lets loose 
a yell louder than RENNY’s.) 

AUNT ELLA. Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah! 
(She co mes back on to the porch and fiercely, but with ­
out a word, spreads her outstretched hands to her side 
and glares at RENNY, KATY and JIMMIE, de manding 
an expla na tion.) 

RENNY (looking at JIMMIE and KATY). They could n’t 
sleep. 

AUNT ELLA. Katy, Jimmie, did you do this? Did you? 
Did you take ev ery thing that we labored over yes terday 
and just unravel it? Oh, my heart. I don’t think my heart 
can take this. 

RENNY (rush ing to ELLA). Ella, sit! Please. 
AUNT ELLA. I want someone to ex plain this. Do you hear 

me? I want someone to ex plain. (Beat.) 
RENNY (next to her as she sits on the step). I found the 

silver. 
KATY. You want an ex planation! Okay. Okay, I’ll give 

you an ex planation. I’m not go ing to let you sell her 
things. 

AUNT ELLA (af ter a beat). Katy, honey, we’ve been 
through this be fore. 

KATY. Ev erything about her. Ev ery thing we have to re­
member her by you just want to sell off to strang ers! 

AUNT ELLA. Katy, your grandmother’s death has been 
hard on all of us. I know you’re hurting. 

KATY. No, it’s not right. She’s been gone two weeks and 
you just want to put ev ery thing out here in the yard for 
sale. 
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 16 BE LONG INGS Act I 

AUNT ELLA. Honey, I said you could take whatever you 
wanted. 

KATY. That’s not the point! 
AUNT ELLA. Any thing you want to remem ber her by. 
KATY. I want the house. 
AUNT ELLA. Katy! 
KATY. …and all her things. 
AUNT ELLA. Katy, we can’t do that. We can’t. 
KATY. I’ll stay here then. I will stay here. And ev ery thing 

will be just like it used to be. 
AUNT ELLA (look ing at RENNY for help, then…). Katy, 

we’re just go ing next door to my house. You and 
Jimmie will have your own rooms. 

KATY. I don’t want my own room. I want the room I’ve 
al ways had. 

AUNT ELLA. Renny…? 
RENNY. Katy, we’re go ing to sleep at Aunt Ella’s tonight. 
KATY. I’m go ing to sleep where I always have—in Gram ­

ma’s bed. 
RENNY. Katy, the es tate sale starts in… 
KATY. I don’t care about the es tate sale! 
JIMMIE. Why do we have to have an es tate sale? 
KATY. So a bunch of greedy strang ers can come and scav ­

enge through Gramma’s things! 
AUNT ELLA. Katy, that’s a terrible thing to say. We have 

to sell the house. (KATY storms off to the porch, where 
she sits down. ELLA looks at RENNY and then  at  
JIMMIE.) Jimmie, why are you wear ing that fur coat in 
this heat? 

JIMMIE. It cov ers up my un der wear. (Opens the fur coat 
to re veal a pair of old-fashioned long-underwear.) 

AUNT ELLA. Take it off. 
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