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media.  This includes readings, cuttings, scenes, and excerpts. 
 
Royalty fees are set in accordance with your producing circumstances and must be 
paid whether the play is presented for charity or gain and whether or not admission is 
charged. 
 
When applying for performance rights, please include the name of the producing 
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production. 
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in all publicity, advertising and programs, immediately below the title and in a size of 
type equal to the largest typeface used for any other names associated with the 
production.  Also, the following notice must appear on all programs, printing and 
advertising for the play:  "Produced by special arrangement with the Author." 
 
All productions of this play must alsocarry the following program note: 
 
A Tradition of Service was the winner of the 1995 New Play Program, sponsored by 
the Waterloo Community Playhouse.  It was first produced by WCP at the Hope 
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SUGGESTED STAGE SETTING 
 
 
The living room of Crabtree Manor, home of the multimillionaire Jefferson Davis 
Crabtree II - furnished appropriately. 
 
A raised foyer, front door and front windows are UC.  A hall tree, an umbrella stand 
and a console table are by the UC front door.  A silver salver is on the console table.  
A hallway to another part of the mansion is SR of the foyer.  In the living room itself, 
a bar is UR, a swinging door exits into the kitchen SR and a door exits into the master 
suite SL.  There is a conversational grouping of furniture in the center of the room 
and a desk DL.  A telephone and Rolodex are on the desk.  A mirror is on the wall 
above the desk. 
 
 

ACT I  - SCENE i - Early on a Wednesday Morning 
 SCENE ii - Wednesday afternoon 
   
ACT II -  - Thursday morning 
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CHARACTERS 
 
OSWALD BILLINGTON: Majordomo at Crabtree Manor.  Late 50’s to early 60’s.  

Wears butler’s livery. 
 

ELIZABETH O’SHEA: Cook and housekeeper at Crabtree Manor.  Late 50’s to 
early 60’s.  Wears a large bib apron. 
 

SARAH RANDALL: J. D. Crabtree’s live-in nurse.  Late 20’s.  Wears a 
nurse’s uniform with cap. 
 

BUBBA THIGPEN: J. D. Crabtree’s lawyer.  50’s or 60’s.  A ‘good-old boy.’ 
 

MAVIS HITCHCOCK: Executive Vice-President of Operations at Crabtree 
Enterprises.  Mid-to-late 30’s.  Harvard MBA and the 
attitude that goes along with it. 
 

JEFF CRABTREE: Grandson of J. D. Crabtree.  Late 20’s. 
 

J. D. CRABTREE: Patriarch of the Crabtree clan.  He never appears on-
stage but his voice is heard from offstage in the master 
suite whenever that door is opened.  The voice should 
be that of someone in his 80’s, but not feeble.  There 
may be a cough or a wheeze but the voice should be 
authoritative. 
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ACT 1 - SCENE 1 
 
 

(At Rise:  The stage lights are up.  All the doors are closed.  
Billington’s suitcoat and a chauffeur’s cap are hanging on the 
hall tree.  No one is on stage.) 

 

O’SHEA 
(She enters at the SR kitchen door, carrying two vases of 
flowers.  She hums to herself as she crosses to the bar.  She sets 
one vase down where she wants it.  She sets the other down just 
to free up her hands.  She steps back and critically examines the 
first vase, slightly rearranges the flowers, then steps back 
again.) 

There, now, that’s much better. 
(She picks up the second vase and crosses to the console table 
with it.) 

 
(Sarah enters at the SL master-suite door, carrying a 
prescription container.) 

CRABTREE 
Get out and stay out! 

SARAH 
I’m going, Mr. Crabtree, but I’ll be back. 

(She closes the door.) 
Good morning, Mrs. O’Shea.  Lovely flowers.  So bright and cheerful. 

O’SHEA 
(She sets the vase on the console table and starts tidying up the 
room.) 

Thank you, Sarah.  Mr. Tokajima just brought them in from the garden.  Lord knows 
we can do with a little brightening up around here.  How’s our patient getting on this 
morning?  No worse, I hope. 

SARAH 
No.  He’s still the same.  No change at all. 

O’SHEA 
Well, thank the good Lord for that. ... And speaking of things being the same, dear, I 
noticed that you didn’t eat any breakfast again this morning.  I had a fresh batch of 
bran muffins setting out on the kitchen counter and they’re all still there. 

SARAH 
Oh.  I ... uh ... guess I didn’t see them.  Anyway, I wasn’t very hungry.  I just had 
coffee. 
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O’SHEA 
Sarah.  You young girls today.  So concerned about your weight.  Why, I think the 
cat eats more than you do.  You know what I always say about breakfast.  It’s the 
most important meal of the day. 

SARAH 
(Overlap.) Important meal of the day.  I know, I know.  You’re beginning to sound a 
lot like my mother, Mrs. O. 

O’SHEA 
Well, dear, a girl could do worse than listen to her mother, now, couldn’t she?  And, 
besides, one of these days you’ll be finding yourself a man.  Then what, hmm?  Men 
want more than just skin and bones ... if you take my meaning. 

SARAH 
Why, Mrs. O.  I’m surprised at you. 

O’SHEA 
You can go poking fun if you like, but I still remember what my dear departed Mr. 
O’Shea, 

(She raises her face toward the ceiling.) 
God rest his soul, 

(She lowers her face again.) 
used to tell me.  He’d say, “Lizzy, you’re a right pleasant handful of woman, you are.  
When I wrap my arms around you, I know I’ve got something there.”  When a man 
puts his arms around a woman, he doesn’t just want to hug himself.  Why, I mean, 
that would sort of defeat the whole purpose of it, now, wouldn’t it? 

SARAH 
You win, Mrs. O.  I’ll eat a bigger breakfast tomorrow.  I promise. 

(She crosses toward the UR hallway.) 
Do you know where Billington is? 

O’SHEA 
I think he’s back by the garage.  Polishing the Rolls, I suspect.  Why? 

SARAH 
One of Mr. Crabtree’s prescriptions is running low.  I was going to phone in for a 
refill and I thought maybe Billington could drive over and pick it up. 

O’SHEA 
I’m sure he’d be happy to.  You go ahead and make the call and I’ll fetch him.  It 
certainly wouldn’t do to have the medication run out, now, would it? 

(She exits at the SR kitchen door.) 

SARAH 
No, it wouldn’t. 

(She crosses to the desk, picks up the telephone receiver, fingers 
through the Rolodex and dials the phone.) 

(Into the phone.) May I speak to the pharmacist, please? ... Yes, this is Nurse Randall at 
Crabtree Manor.  We need a refill on one of Mr. Crabtree’s prescriptions. ... 
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(She looks at the container.) 
The number is 848647. ... 

(While she waits for the pharmacist to look up the prescription, 
she uses the mirror to check her hair.) 

That’s right, the Robazaxil. ... It can’t? ... 
(She looks at the prescription bottle again.) 

I’m sorry, I didn’t notice that. ... No, it’s all right.  I’ll have the doctor phone in a refill 
order. ... Yes.  Thank you. 

(She hangs up the phone.) 

O’SHEA 
(She enters at the SR kitchen door, carrying a tray.  The tray 
contains a cup and saucer, a plate with two bran muffins, and a 
napkin.) 

Here you are, dear. 
(She crosses to the coffee table and sets the items down.) 

SARAH 
Oh, Mrs. O’Shea, I couldn’t. 

O’SHEA 
There’s no point in waiting until tomorrow to start eating right.  And I spoke to 
Billington.  He’ll be in in just a few minutes.  Did you get in touch with the 
pharmacy? 

SARAH 
Yes, but Mr. Crabtree’s prescription has already been maxed out. 

O’SHEA 
Oh, dear. 

SARAH 
I’ll have to call Dr. Ridgedale’s office and get him to phone in a renewal. 

O’SHEA 
Well, now, you had just better go ahead and do that, hadn’t you? 

(She hands the plate of muffins to Sarah.) 
While you eat your breakfast, young lady. 

(She exits at the SR kitchen door.) 

SARAH 
Yes, ma’am. 

(She crosses to the desk, sets the plate of muffins down, picks 
up the telephone receiver, fingers through the Rolodex and dials 
the phone.) 

(Into the phone.) This is Sarah Randall, Mr. Crabtree’s nurse.  I need Dr. Ridgedale to 
authorize a refill on Mr. Crabtree’s Robazaxil. ... Yes, I’ll hold. ... 

(She picks up a muffin and bangs it on the desk.  It is as hard 
as a rock.) 

Oh, he can’t? ... I don’t know if Mr. Crabtree will agree to that.  You know how he is 
about examinations. ... No, I understand.  I’ll tell him. ... Yes, thank you. 
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(She hangs up the phone.) 

BILLINGTON 
(He enters at the SR kitchen door, carrying a half dozen or so 
muffins wrapped in a handkerchief.  He takes a quick look back 
into the kitchen to make sure that O’Shea hasn’t seen him, then 
quickly crosses to the umbrella stand.) 

Good morning, Miss Randall. 

SARAH 
Not so good, Billington.  We have a problem. 

BILLINGTON 
(He notices the muffin in Sarah’s hand.) 

Yes, I know. 
(He gestures with his bundle.) 

Bran muffin day again.  How quickly the week goes by. 
(He dumps his muffins into the umbrella stand, then picks up 
the umbrella stand.) 

Bring them here and put them with the others. 
 

(Sarah picks up the second muffin, crosses to Billington and 
drops the muffins into the umbrella stand.) 

 
(He sets the umbrella stand back down next to the hall tree and 
wipes his hands on the handkerchief.) 

There.  Problem solved.  Now, is it a good morning, Miss Randall? 
(He puts the handkerchief in his pocket and puts on his 
suitcoat.) 

SARAH 
(She helps Billington with his suitcoat.) 

I wasn’t talking about the muffins, Billington, not that they aren’t a problem.  One of 
Mr. Crabtree’s prescriptions is running out.  I called Dr. Ridgedale’s office, but since 
he hasn’t seen Mr. Crabtree in over three years, he said he wouldn’t renew the 
medication without a thorough examination. 

BILLINGTON 
I assume you reminded him of how much Mr. Crabtree hates examinations? 

SARAH 
Yes, but he insisted. 
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BILLINGTON 
Well, not to worry. 

(He crosses to the desk, picks up the telephone receiver and 
dials the phone.) 

(Into the phone.) Good morning.  This is Billington at Crabtree Manor.  Might I have a 
word with Dr. Ridgedale, if he’s not too awfully busy? ... Thank you. ... Yes, Doctor, 
that’s right.  Nurse Randall informed me.  I guess I don’t have to tell you that he 
won’t like it one bit, although I do understand your point. ... Yes, as crotchety as ever.  
But if you think it’s absolutely necessary, he’ll just have to fume and accept it. ... Mad 
as hell is probably understating it, but I shouldn’t worry too much if I were you.  He 
does respect you, you know. ... Oh, yes.  Why just this morning he mentioned it when 
we were discussing what size donation he should make for that new wing on your 
clinic. ... No, he hasn’t decided on the exact amount yet. ... Oh, really? ... Well, if you 
think that would be all right, Doctor, it would save such a lot of aggravation. ... Yes, 
thank you ever so much. 

(He hangs up the phone.) 
(To Sarah.) The good doctor has decided that an examination won’t be necessary after 
all.  He’ll phone the pharmacy right away and I’ll pick up the prescription a little 
later. 

SARAH 
Billington, you were marvelous.  Why can’t you work some of your charm on Mrs. 
O’Shea and get her to stop making those dreadful bran muffins? 

BILLINGTON 
Miss Randall!  I am shocked that you would even suggest such a thing. 

SARAH 
Don’t get me wrong.  I think she’s a wonderful cook.  Everything she makes comes 
out scrumptious ... except her bran muffins.  Couldn’t we ... I mean you ... tell her, 
tactfully of course, that her muffins are ... well, terrible?  Would it really be that 
traumatic for her?  Come on, Billington, we’re only talking about muffins here.  It’s 
not that big of a deal. 

BILLINGTON 
My dear, you don’t seem to grasp the enormity of what you’re proposing.  Do you 
wear that cap because it’s fashionable?  Do I dress like this because I’m going to a 
funeral?  Why do the Swiss Guards at the Vatican wear those pantaloons?  I’ll tell 
you why, young lady.  It’s ritual. ... Custom. ... Tradition, if you like. 

SARAH 
This is a put-on, right?  Mrs. O’Shea’s muffins are a tradition? 

BILLINGTON 
Every bit as much as your cap, my suit and the Swiss Guards. 

(He motions her to the furniture.) 
Here, let me tell you about tradition, Miss Randall. 
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SARAH 
I’m all ears. 

BILLINGTON 
Although he passed on years before you joined us, I’m sure you know that Mr. 
O’Shea-God-rest-his-soul (Pronounced as one hyphenated word) was the gardener here at 
the estate.  Well, he married Mrs. O’Shea on a Tuesday.  For breakfast the following 
morning, that would be Wednesday, the blushing bride fixed her new husband, and 
the rest of us, a very special treat. 

SARAH 
Bran muffins? 

BILLINGTON 
Right you are.  And every bit as terrible then, thirty years ago, as they are today.  But, 
being a newlywed, Mr. O’Shea dutifully complimented his bride on how they ... let 
me see ... Ahh, yes.  His exact words were, “All the angels and saints in heaven will 
never experience the taste of muffins such as these.”  Of course the rest of us agreed 
wholeheartedly.  Even Mr. Crabtree, sensing that propriety was in order, raved about 
the muffins. 

SARAH 
That is so beautiful. 

BILLINGTON 
Yes, it was.  When Mrs. O’Shea went about her chores, Mr. O’Shea gathered up the 
remaining muffins.  The next day, he buried them in the garden.  Of course, we all 
thought that was the end of it. 

SARAH 
But, obviously, it wasn’t. 

BILLINGTON 
Ritual, custom and tradition had been born here at Crabtree Manor.  Every 
Wednesday thereafter, Mrs. O’Shea would make her bran muffins and Mr. O’Shea 
would gather them up when she wasn’t looking.  You might say that twin traditions 
had been born a day apart.  Ever since then, Thursday has been the day when the 
gardener transplants bushes and shrubs. 

SARAH 
But Mr. O’Shea died years ago. 

BILLINGTON 
However, the tradition lived on.  Only it fell to me to perform the collection duties.  
Now every Wednesday, Mrs. O’Shea makes her muffins and I accumulate them in 
the umbrella stand.  On Thursdays I give them to Mr. Tokajima, the gardener. 
 

(The doorbell rings.) 
 
And speaking of tradition, Miss Randall, you had better see to your charge while I see 
to mine. 
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(Billington crosses to the UC front door and opens it.) 
 

(Sarah crosses to the SL master-suite door.) 
 

(Thigpen enters at the UC front door.  He is dressed in a 
business suit, wears a hat and carries a briefcase.) 

BILLINGTON (CONTINUED) 
Good morning, Mr. Thigpen. 
 

(Sarah opens the SL master-suite door.) 

CRABTREE 
Shut that damn door! 

SARAH 
(She exits at the master-suite door, closing the door.) 

I’m shutting it, Mr. Crabtree.  I’m shutting it. 

THIGPEN 
‘Mornin’, Billin’ton. 

(He hands his hat to Billington.) 
What’s the chances of me gettin’ to see the ol’ man today? 

BILLINGTON 
As you just heard, sir, I’m afraid they’re not very good at all. 

(He closes the door and hangs the hat on the hall tree.) 
Mr. Crabtree has insisted, as usual, that he is not to be disturbed. 

THIGPEN 
Confound that ol’ weasel!  I got some papers here that gotta have his John Han’cock 
on ‘em before the stockholders’ meetin’ tomorrow afternoon. 

BILLINGTON 
If you’ll leave them with me, sir, I’ll be happy to see that he signs them. 

THIGPEN 
I know that, Billin’ton.  That’s not the point.  This Howard Hughes act is gettin’ 
outta hand.  I’m the man’s lawyer an’ I ain’t seen or talked to him face to face in nigh 
over three years, now. 

BILLINGTON 
But you handle his affairs so well, Mr. Thigpen.  I know Mr. Crabtree appreciates 
how you bear with his ... oh, shall we say, little eccentricities? 

THIGPEN 
Little eccentricities?!  Hellfire!  The man’s a danged hermit.  He’s always been 
difficult to see, but three years?  I got half a mind to barge right in there an’ 
reintroduce myself. 

(He starts toward the SL master-suite door.) 
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BILLINGTON 
But, sir, I’m sure in the other half of your mind ... the good half ... you know you can’t 
do that. 

THIGPEN 
Cain’t?  Cain’t?  I’ll show you cain’t.  By God, I’m gonna do it.  There’s a principle 
involved here and don’t y’all try and stop me, Billin’ton. 

(He crosses to the SL master-suite door.) 

BILLINGTON 
I wouldn’t even attempt to, sir.  No more than I tried ten years ago when Mr. 
Weinberg did the same thing you are about to do. 

THIGPEN 
(He turns from the master-suite door.) 

Weinberg? 

BILLINGTON 
Yes, sir.  Solly Ray Weinberg?  Your predecessor?  I hear his practice has even begun 
to pick up some.  Been doing quite a bit of divorce work lately. 

THIGPEN 
D.d.divorce work? 

BILLINGTON 
So I’m told.  How the mighty have fallen.  And after having such an elite clientele.  
But, I suppose when J. D. Crabtree says he’ll ruin someone, that someone stays ruined 
for quite a while. 

THIGPEN 
(He moves away from the master-suite door.) 

D.d.divorce? 

BILLINGTON 
You know, I can still remember the day Mr. Weinberg stormed into Mr. Crabtree’s 
quarters.  And that was after I had specifically told him that Mr. Crabtree wished not 
to be disturbed.  I also remember how he whimpered all the way out to his car after 
Mr. Crabtree was through with him.  I rather imagine he misses his Mercedes.  True, 
a Ford Escort is a very good automobile, but it doesn’t come close to a Mercedes ... or 
to your BMW either, Mr. Thigpen. 

THIGPEN 
(He falls to his knees.) 

A F.f.ford? 

BILLINGTON 
Escort.  But, I do admire your courage, sir.  Very few men these days would stand up 
for a principle. ... Albeit, yours is rather petty, if I may say so. 

THIGPEN 
D.d.divorce? 
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BILLINGTON 
How does Mr. Weinberg’s TV commercial go? 

(He tries to recall the words from the TV commercial.) 
“Does your spouse play? 
We’ll make him pay. 
Call Solly Ray 
Weinberg today.” 

THIGPEN 
Oh, my God! 

(He reaches up and takes Billington’s hand.) 
Billin’ton, thank you for helpin’ me to put things in their proper perspective.  I’ll just 
get them papers and leave ‘em with you. 

O’SHEA 
(She enters at the SR kitchen door, carrying a tray, and crosses 
to the coffee table.  The tray contains a cup and saucer, a plate 
with a bran muffin, and a napkin.) 

Ahh, Mr. Thigpen.  I thought I recognized your bellow.  Do get up off the floor.  
You’ll be ruining the crease in your trousers. 

(She sets the items on the coffee table.) 
And here, now, look at what I’ve got for you. 

THIGPEN 
(To Billington.) Oh, damn, it’s muffin day! 

O’SHEA 
What was that, Mr. Thigpen? 

THIGPEN 
(He stands.) 

I.I.I said “Oh, grand, it’s muffin day.”  Y’all don’t know how much I look forward to 
these here muffins of yours, Mrs. O’Shea. 

O’SHEA 
That’s awfully sweet of you.  Now, you just sit down and calm yourself.  I’m sure 
Billington will be able to handle whatever problem brings you here.  Oh, dear, you 
take cream, don’t you?  I shan’t be but a minute. 

(She crosses toward the SR kitchen door.) 
 

(Thigpen sits down and looks at Billington.) 
 

(Billington holds up a hand to Thigpen and mouths the word 
“wait,” as he backs up toward the UC front door.) 

 
(O’Shea exits at the SR kitchen door.) 

BILLINGTON 
Now, sir. 
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(Thigpen, in one motion, scoops the muffin from the plate and 
tosses it to Billington.) 

 
(Billington catches the muffin and slam-dunks it into the 
umbrella stand.) 

THIGPEN 
Two points!  The Hawks could use us, Billin’ton. 
 

(O’Shea enters at the SR kitchen door with the creamer and 
crosses to the coffee table.) 

 
(Thigpen wipes his mouth with a napkin.) 

O’SHEA 
Why, Mr. Thigpen, if I’d known you were that famished, I’d have brought you 
another muffin. 

(She pours some cream into his cup and sets the creamer on the 
coffee table.) 

THIGPEN 
Oh no!  Please!  No thanks!  One is just fine.  Watchin’ the ol’ weight, you know?  
Besides, I gotta get back to the office.  There’s a directors’ meetin’ this afternoon.  
Billin’ton, if y’all’ll han’ me my briefcase, I’ll get them papers that need the ol’ man’s 
signature. 
 

(Billington gets the briefcase from where Thigpen set it down 
and brings it to him.) 

 
Also, y’all gotta talk some sense into him about the proposed Federated National 
merger. 

(He takes a folder from the briefcase and sets the folder on the 
coffee table.) 

BILLINGTON 
Mr. Thigpen, there is not going to be any merger.  We’ve already covered that with 
Mr. Crabtree and the matter is closed. 

O’SHEA 
Mr. Crabtree was adamant about it.  He will not consider merging with Federated 
Whatever and giving up control of the company.  Why his father, Jefferson Davis 
Crabtree the First, started the business from nothing over eighty years ago.  It’s been 
family run ever since. 

THIGPEN 
I can appreciate that, Mrs. O’Shea.  Believe me when I say I can.  Come ‘round here 
and sit yourself down for a spell.  You, too, Billin’ton.  And I’ll explain to the two of 
y’all ‘bout mergers and why y’all gotta talk to the ol’ man one more time. 
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BILLINGTON 
I can assure you, Mr. Thigpen, there will be no merger. 

THIGPEN 
Now just listen for a minute, will you?  There are mergers and then there are 
takeovers.  Mergers are sort of friendly like.  Everybody usually comes out better off 
than they went in.  Takeovers, on the other hand, ain’t the least bit friendly.  With a 
takeover, someone usually gets gobbled up. 

O’SHEA 
But Mr. Crabtree has --- 

THIGPEN 
Let me explain it to y’all thisaway.  At the feedin’ trough of life, the biggest hog 
gobbles up the biggest share of the swill.  Do y’all foller me?  Now J. D. Crabtree may 
be the prince porker in these here parts.  Lord knows he’s gobbled up more than his 
share of the local swill.  But Federated National is sort of like Super Swine.  And 
when Super Swine bellies up to y’alls trough, y’all either move over or get gobbled up 
with the swill.  I don’t want to see that happen to J. D. 

O’SHEA 
Thank you for that picturesque explanation, Mr. Thigpen.  But, as Billington has 
already told you, there will be no merger. 

BILLINGTON 
Mr. Crabtree absolutely refuses to consider it. 

THIGPEN 
Y’all weren’t payin’ attention.  He may not have a choice in the matter.  Federated 
National has already bought up thirty percent of Crabtree Enterprises stock and is 
offerin’ top dollar for the other outstandin’ shares. 

O’SHEA 
Mr. Crabtree, himself, owns forty-five percent of the stock.  They certainly aren’t 
going to get all the remaining shares so it won’t be doing them one bit of good. 

THIGPEN 
If that were only true, Mrs. O’Shea.  But it ain’t the case is it, Billin’ton? 

BILLINGTON 
(To O’Shea.) Mr. Crabtree actually owns only forty percent of the stock. 

THIGPEN 
He went and gave away five percent to that good-for-nothing gran’son of his.  Over 
my ob --- 

O’SHEA 
Mr. Thigpen!  I’ll not be having you talk that way about Jeffy in this house. 
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THIGPEN 
Now, Mrs. O’Shea.  I know how y’all feel toward the boy.  Why you and Billin’ton 
practically raised him after his folks died in that car crash and he came here to 
Crabtree Manor to live.  Hellfire!  I kinda liked him myself.  He was the only one I 
ever saw who had the spunk to take on ol’ J. D.  But the fact remains.  On the night of 
his graduation from Auburn eight years ago, he got into one hell of an argument with 
his gran’daddy and stormed outta here.  Nobody’s seen him since.  Nor his five 
percent of the stock. 

O’SHEA 
He said he needed to find himself. 

THIGPEN 
Well I hope to goodness he’s done a better job of it than we have.  How many sets of 
private investigators have we hired over the years, Billin’ton? 

BILLINGTON 
A few. 

THIGPEN 
A few dozen.  And what did they find?  The first ones, eight years ago, traced him to 
a commune out in the woods in Californey. 

O’SHEA 
It was a religious retreat. 

THIGPEN 
Hellfire, it was.  A religious retreat is when y’all go to a monkery for the weekend to 
contemplate your evil ways.  Then on Monday mornin’ y’all go back to livin’ ‘em.  
They found the boy sittin’ there cross-legged in the dirt, head shaved and starin’ at 
some fool crystal pyramid.  He was wrapped in a bedsheet an’ chantin’ some nonsense 
about bein’ one with the universe.  Two months later he was gone. 

BILLINGTON 
That was a long time ago.  He was still very young and immature. 

THIGPEN 
Well then, what about three years ago?  It was you who insisted we renew the search.  
We had four teams of investigators workin’ for two months.  All they could come up 
with was that after that there commune episode, he had hired on some tramp steamer 
out of San Francisco bound for Shanghai or some such place. 

O’SHEA 
It was Singapore, Mr. Thigpen.  And besides, travel is educational.  It broadens the 
mind. 

THIGPEN 
Then he should be a freakin’ Einstein by now.  The boy’s irresponsible.  He’s a 
Crabtree.  He belongs here at Crabtree Enterprises, not gallivantin’ all over the world 
like some sort of gypsy. 
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BILLINGTON 
Yes, he is a Crabtree.  But he has to discover that for himself.  No one can force it on 
him. ... Now, Mr. Thigpen, back to the business at hand.  How does it really look for 
tomorrow afternoon’s stockholders’ meeting? 

THIGPEN 
Hellfire, Billin’ton --- 

BILLINGTON 
Plain and simple, please.  Without any of your little folksy homilies. 

THIGPEN 
All right.  Plain an’ simple, it’s thisaway.  The ol’ man’s got forty percent of the stock 
and Federated National’s got thirty percent.  Forget about the boy’s five.  If we cain’t 
find him, they cain’t neither.  Most of the twenty-five percent that’s outstandin’ is 
held by key employees at Crabtree Enterprises.  From what my sources tell me, most 
of them are undecided.  They know the ol’ man’s sick.  They certainly know he’s old.  
An’ right about now they’re askin’ themselves whether Crabtree Enterprises can exist 
without a Crabtree at the helm. 

O’SHEA 
But they’re loyal employees.  Mr. Crabtree has always treated them exceptionally 
well.  Surely they’ll be voting their shares with him. 

THIGPEN 
Loyalty’s a one-way street, Mrs. O’Shea.  It don’t matter how the ol’ man’s treated 
them in the past.  They’ll vote for their own future security.  Make no mistake about 
that.  Billin’ton, you’re the only one who could ever get through to J. D.  Y’all gotta 
talk to him again and get him to reconsider the merger. 

BILLINGTON 
I’m afraid it won’t do any good.  Mr. Crabtree will not even entertain that as an 
option. 

THIGPEN 
(He picks up his briefcase and crosses to the UC front door.) 

Then there’s just one other possibility, and it’s only a possibility, mind you.  Y’all 
gotta convince him to come to the stockholders’ meetin’ in person.  Maybe seein’ 
Jefferson Davis Crabtree the Second in the flesh will sway enough of that twenty-five 
percent to save the company. 

BILLINGTON 
That is even a more remote possibility then him accepting a merger. 

THIGPEN 
Then Mrs. O’Shea had better get out them beads of hers and do some marathon Hail 
Maryin’, ‘cause prayers are all I know that’s left. 

(He takes his hat from the hall tree.) 
I’ll be back later this afternoon to fill y’all in on how the directors’ meetin’ went. 

(He opens the UC front door.) 
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(Sarah enters at the SL master-suite door.) 

CRABTREE 
I swear I’ll fire the next person who bothers me! 
 

(Thigpen exits at the front door.) 

SARAH 
If you fired everyone who bothered you, Mr. Crabtree, you’d have no employees left. 

(She closes the master-suite door.) 

BILLINGTON 
(He closes the front door.) 

You heard? 

SARAH 
Had my ear glued to the door.  Is it really as bad as Mr. Thigpen makes it sound? 

O’SHEA 
Now don’t you go worrying that pretty little head of yours, dear.  Billington will 
think of something.  He always does, you know. 

SARAH 
Billington? 

O’SHEA 
(To Billington.) Do you think we should try and get in touch with Jeffy? 

BILLINGTON 
I was afraid that it might come to this so I sent him a letter over a week ago.  Just a 
short note, explaining that there might be a takeover attempt and how helpful it 
would be to have his proxy at the stockholders’ meeting. 

O’SHEA 
(To Sarah.) See, now?  Didn’t I tell you Billington would think of something? 

SARAH 
You know where Mr. Crabtree’s grandson is? 

O’SHEA 
Not exactly where, dear.  Just where to get in touch with him.  A few years ago he 
sent us a letter with a post office box in Boston.  Billington and I have corresponded 
with him ever since. 

SARAH 
Then he knows about his grandfather’s ... condition? 

O’SHEA 
Oh no, dear.  We couldn’t tell him that. 

BILLINGTON 
If he knew about that, he’d come home out of a sense of obligation.  That’s no good, 
Miss Randall.  He has to come home because he wants to. 
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O’SHEA 
I’m sure everything will turn out just fine.  Why don’t the two of you sit down and 
I’ll fetch fresh coffee and some bran muffins. 

BILLINGTON 
None for me, I’m afraid, Mrs. O’Shea.  I have to pick up that prescription at the 
pharmacy. 

(He grabs the chauffeur’s cap from the hall tree, exits at the 
UC front door, and closes the door.) 

SARAH 
And I really have to get those weekly reports done for the doctors. 

(She exits at the SL master-suite door, closing the door.) 

CRABTREE 
(As Sarah exits.) Can’t you people leave me be?! 

O’SHEA 
Well, I never.  If I didn’t know any better, I’d think they didn’t like my muffins. 

(She exits at the SR kitchen door.) 
 

(Blackout) 
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ACT 1 - SCENE 2 
 
 

(At Rise:  The dishes and Thigpen’s folder from Scene #1 have 
been struck.  A batch of envelopes sits in the silver salver on 
the console table.  The chauffeur’s cap has been reset on the hall 
tree.  All the doors are closed.  No one is on stage.) 

 
(Billington enters at the SR kitchen door, carrying a half dozen 
or so muffins wrapped in a handkerchief.  He looks over his 
shoulder, through the doorway, and quietly lets the door swing 
closed.  He crosses to the umbrella stand.) 

 
(Sarah enters at the SL master-suite door, carrying a manila 
folder.) 

CRABTREE 
Stay out of here if you know what’s good for you! 

SARAH 
We’re only interested in what’s good for you, Mr. Crabtree. 

(She closes the door.) 
 

(Billington drops the muffins into the umbrella stand and 
pockets the handkerchief.) 

 
Are we safe now?  Is that the rest of the muffins? 

BILLINGTON 
I’m afraid not.  I couldn’t get them all at once without arousing her suspicions.  It’ll 
probably take two more trips. 

SARAH 
Would you like to check over these reports before they go to the doctor? 

BILLINGTON 
Yes, I’d better. 

SARAH 
(She hands the folder to Billington.) 

Look especially at the EKG.  Dr. Ridgedale was a little worried at last week’s results. 
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BILLINGTON 
(He looks through the reports.) 

This is much better.  A slightly irregular heartbeat, but not uncommon for a man of 
his age.  Blood pressure a little high, but nothing to worry about.  Respiration okay, 
but it appears as though he wheezes a bit at night.  All in all, not bad. 

SARAH 
I was going to suggest that we increase the night-time dosage of Benemine. 

BILLINGTON 
Excellent idea.  How’s everything else in there? 

SARAH 
Temperature’s fine.  No deterioration that I can see. 

BILLINGTON 
Good, good. 

(He hands the folder to Sarah.) 
I’ll deliver these on Friday when I stop by the clinic with Mr. Crabtree’s donation for 
the new wing. 
 

(The doorbell rings.) 
 

(Billington crosses toward the UC front door.) 

SARAH 
Oh, Billington, there’s one more thing. 

BILLINGTON 
(He stops and turns to Sarah.) 

What’s that? 

SARAH 
We’re due this week for the monthly blood and urine samples. 

BILLINGTON 
Ahh, yes.  Fun and games.  I’ll be in in a little while. 
 

(The doorbell rings.) 
 

(He crosses to the UC front door and opens it.) 
 

(Hitchcock enters.  She is wearing a business suit, carrying a 
briefcase and is in mid-conversation on a cellular phone.) 

 
Good afternoon, Ms. Hitchcock.  This is indeed a surprise. 
 

(Hitchcock all but ignores Billington as she listens to the party 
on the other end of the phone and pushes her briefcase at 
Billington as if he were a piece of the furniture.) 
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(Sarah exits at the SL master-suite door, closing the door.) 

CRABTREE 
(As Sarah exits.) I told you I didn’t want to be bothered! 
 

(During Hitchcock’s phone conversation, Billington will close 
the front door.) 

HITCHCOCK 
(Into the phone.) No, no, no, Mr. Prime Minister.  You listen here.  We negotiated the 
mineral rights to Mount Mojuba in good faith a year-and-a-half ago.  His Exalted 
Royal Highness can nationalize any damn thing he pleases, but not the mining 
operations on that mountain.  They’re ours for eight-and-a-half more years. ... No, I 
do not think you’re an ignorant savage.  I know for a fact that you were educated at 
the Sorbonne. 

(She covers the mouthpiece.) 
(To Billington.) That explains his rudeness.  (Into the phone.) And when you do talk to 
him, remind his Exalted Royal Highness that we are well aware of the unrest in your 
country.  What is it that they call themselves?  The Popular Democratic Front? ... We 
understand that all they lack is money.  Please also remind His Exalted Royal 
Highness that Crabtree Enterprises has quite a lot of money.  And, since you were 
educated in France, I’m certain that you can also explain to him the meaning of that 
very fine French word ‘coup.’ ... I’ll look forward to your call, Mr. Prime Minister. 

(She shuts off the cellular phone and drops it into the briefcase 
that Billington is holding.) 

(To Billington.) Mr. Prime Minister, indeed.  Mr. Prime Moron is more like it. 

BILLINGTON 
And what may I do for you, Ms. Hitchcock? 

HITCHCOCK 
Nothing, Billington.  I’m here to see Mr. Crabtree. 

BILLINGTON 
I’m afraid that won’t be possible.  As you well know, Mr. Crabtree never sees anyone 
unless he sends for them.  Perhaps I may be of service after all. 

HITCHCOCK 
I doubt that.  This is important company business.  I prefer to discuss it with Mr. 
Crabtree personally.  I’m sure he’ll make an exception for me.  Please tell him I’m 
here? 

BILLINGTON 
If you insist, ma’am.  But may I also tell him the nature of your business? 

HITCHCOCK 
No you may not.  I am the Executive Vice-President in charge of Operations at 
Crabtree Enterprises.  I’ll tell him myself.  I shouldn’t have to deal with ... the 
servants. 
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BILLINGTON 
Ahh, the servants.  I see.  Well, Ms. Hitchcock, try not to think of me as merely a 
servant.  Consider me ... oh ... the Executive Vice-President in charge of the Estate.  
That would put us on a more equal footing, so to speak. 

HITCHCOCK 
I hardly think so.  After all, I do run Crabtree Enterprises. 

BILLINGTON 
Begging you pardon, ma’am, but I was under the impression that Mr. Crabtree ran 
Crabtree Enterprises.  I’m quite sure he sees it that way. 

HITCHCOCK 
But, Billington, I only meant --- 

BILLINGTON 
Ms. Hitchcock.  We are both employees of J. D. Crabtree and, as such, both subject to 
his orders. 

HITCHCOCK 
I’ve never questioned his orders.  You know that.  Not ever. 

BILLINGTON 
No?  Your orders are to manage the business.  As Mr. Crabtree instructs you to 
manage it, I might add.  My orders are to manage the estate and to convey Mr. 
Crabtree’s instructions and wishes to the rest of his employees.  That, Ms. Hitchcock, 
includes you. 

HITCHCOCK 
I understand that, but I only --- 

BILLINGTON 
But nothing.  Mr. Crabtree’s wishes today are, as they have been for some time, that 
he is not to be disturbed.  Now, if you would like me to inform him that you do not 
believe his orders apply to you, so be it. 

(He crosses toward the SL master-suite door.) 

HITCHCOCK 
Wait, Billington!  I didn’t actually say that.  I just wanted ... 

(She lets the rest of the sentence remain unsaid, embarrassed, 
now, to bring up the subject.) 

BILLINGTON 
Just wanted what, Ms. Hitchcock? 

HITCHCOCK 
... To ... to discuss some of my thoughts with him. ... in regard to the Federated 
National situation. 

O’SHEA 
(She enters at the SR kitchen door and stands with the door 
open.) 

Hello, Miss Hitchcock.  Is there anything I can get for you, Billington? 
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BILLINGTON 
As a matter of fact there is, Mrs. O’Shea.  I think Ms. Hitchcock, here, could use a 
cup of your fine coffee and one of those delicious bran muffins. 

O’SHEA 
I’ll see to it right away.  (To Hitchcock.) You just sit down and make yourself 
comfortable, dear.  I shan’t be but a moment. 

(She exits at the SR kitchen door.) 

BILLINGTON 
(He gestures Hitchcock to the furniture.) 

Now suppose you tell me your thoughts with regard to the Federated National 
situation, hmm? 

HITCHCOCK 
Well, with the vote as close as it appears it will be, it occurred to me that ... well ... 
perhaps if Mr. Crabtree were to step down and name one of the younger executives as 
president, it might have a positive effect on the undecided voters. 

BILLINGTON 
Interesting premise.  Do go on. 

HITCHCOCK 
I mean, it would demonstrate that he was genuinely concerned with the future of 
Crabtree Enterprises.  Not that I doubt his concern, Billington.  I was thinking of 
some of the employees who aren’t as loyal as you and I. 

BILLINGTON 
Naturally.  And I suppose you also have some thoughts on who Mr. Crabtree should 
name as president? 

HITCHCOCK 
It should be someone younger, who will be around for a while to give stability to the 
management of the company. 

BILLINGTON 
Yes, I quite agree. 

HITCHCOCK 
Someone who will be as dedicated to the success of Crabtree Enterprises as Mr. 
Crabtree himself has always been. 

BILLINGTON 
Most definitely. 

HITCHCOCK 
And, of course, someone whom the employees will respect. 

BILLINGTON 
What about someone whom the employees will like? 
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HITCHCOCK 
You’ve heard the expression, “Nice guys finish last?”  Well, nice gals finish even 
further behind than that.  I’ll take ‘respect’ over ‘like’ any day of the week. 
 

(O’Shea enters at the SR kitchen door, carrying a tray, and 
crosses to the coffee table.  The tray contains a cup and saucer, 
a plate with a bran muffin, and a napkin.  She sets the items 
down on the coffee table.) 

BILLINGTON 
But couldn’t they go hand in hand?  Respect and like? 

HITCHCOCK 
Not in the business world, Billington.  Never in the business world. 

O’SHEA 
Here you are Miss Hitchcock.  Let me know if you’ll be wanting anything else. 

(She exits at the SR kitchen door.) 

HITCHCOCK 
Thank you, Mrs. O’Shea.  This is very thoughtful of you. 

(She picks up the muffin and feels how hard it is.) 
Very ... uh ... thoughtful, indeed. 

(She sets the muffin back down on the plate.) 

BILLINGTON 
Those muffins are Mr. Crabtree’s favorites, you know.  Mrs. O’Shea makes them 
especially for him once a week. 

HITCHCOCK 
Oh, really? 

(She picks up the muffin and tries to find something 
complementary to say about it.) 

I can see that it ... uh ... has quite a different ... uh ... texture than any I’ve ever had. 
(She gnaws off a piece of the muffin and almost chokes as she 
swallows it.  She quickly washes it down with a sip of coffee.  
At the first opportunity when Billington turns his back, she 
will pocket the muffin.) 

BILLINGTON 
Getting back to your thoughts, Ms. Hitchcock.  I suppose there are only a few people 
at Crabtree Enterprises who could be considered as presidential material? 

HITCHCOCK 
You’ve got that right, Billington.  Very few indeed. 

BILLINGTON 
Perhaps Mr. Overbrook, for one? 
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HITCHCOCK 
If it weren’t for his age, yes.  He is in his early sixties, you know. 
 

(Billington gives Hitchcock an ‘I beg your pardon’ look.) 
 
Of course I don’t think that’s old, Billington.  But some of the other employees might. 

BILLINGTON 
Quite so.  What about Mr. Enright, then?  He’s a much younger man and seems 
extremely competent. 

HITCHCOCK 
Yes, he is.  But then, he’s only been with the company for a relatively short while. 

BILLINGTON 
True, true.  Hmmmmm. ... Tell me honestly, Ms. Hitchcock, aside from yourself, is 
there anyone to whom Mr. Crabtree should give serious consideration for president? 

HITCHCOCK 
Well, I ... This conversation is in the strictest confidence, I hope? 

BILLINGTON 
Of course.  The strictest. 

HITCHCOCK 
In that case.  Since I have been run ... uh ... helping Mr. Crabtree run the company for 
over five years and with my MBA from Harvard, cum laude, I might add, I honestly 
think I’d be the only logical choice to replace Mr. Crabtree. 

BILLINGTON 
Somehow that doesn’t surprise me.  If the Federated National takeover were 
successful, would it be fair to assume that they would name Mr. Overbrook, Mr. 
Enright or yourself as president of the Crabtree Division? 

HITCHCOCK 
That’s probably a safe assumption, Billington. 

BILLINGTON 
So while you would stand a chance of becoming president if Crabtree Enterprises were 
a subsidiary of Federated National, it’s not a sure thing, is it? 

HITCHCOCK 
Not a hundred-percent sure.  But I do think I’d have the inside track.  Depending, of 
course, on ... how I vote my shares of stock. 

BILLINGTON 
Ahh, I see.  Well, I’ll tell you what, Ms. Hitchcock.  Let me broach the subject to Mr. 
Crabtree at the earliest possible convenience. 

HITCHCOCK 
I really would appreciate that. 
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(The cellular phone in the briefcase rings.) 
 

(Both Billington and Hitchcock look around.) 

BILLINGTON 
(He retrieves the briefcase.) 

I believe your briefcase would like a word with you. 
(He holds the case open.) 

HITCHCOCK 
Thank you, Billington. 

(She takes the phone from the briefcase.) 
(Into the phone.) Mavis!  And this better be important. ... That was a quick meeting. ... 
Both Patterson and Jenkins? ... Well, well, well.  Tell them to make themselves 
comfortable.  I’ll be there shortly. 

(She shuts off the phone, drops it into the briefcase, takes the 
briefcase from Billington and crosses to the UC front door.) 

An important meeting with two of the directors.  I have to be getting back to the 
office.  And, Billington, I’m sorry for our little disagreement earlier.  When 
something means as much to me as this ... the future of the company, I mean ... I 
guess I can get just a tad overbearing. 

BILLINGTON 
(He walks Hitchcock to the front door.) 

Think nothing of it, ma’am.  And don’t worry about a thing.  I’ll be sure to explain 
the true depths of your loyalty to Mr. Crabtree. 

HITCHCOCK 
You’re a good man, Billington.  Thank you so much. 
 

(Billington opens the front door just as Thigpen is about to ring 
the doorbell.) 

 
(There is an obvious mutual suspicion and dislike between 
Thigpen and Hitchcock.) 

THIGPEN 
(He enters into the foyer.) 

What are you doin’ here, Mavis? 

HITCHCOCK 
Just a business conference, Bubba.  And certainly none of your business.  (To 
Billington.) You’ll let me know? 

BILLINGTON 
Before the stockholders’ meeting tomorrow afternoon, Ms. Hitchcock. 
 

(Hitchcock exits, pushing past Thigpen.) 
 

(Billington closes the door.) 
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THIGPEN 
(He hands his hat to Billington.) 

What did Mzzz. Bitchcock want? 

BILLINGTON 
To be president. 

(He hangs the hat on the hall tree.) 

THIGPEN 
President of what?  The garden club? 

BILLINGTON 
Crabtree Enterprises, of course. 

THIGPEN 
Why on earth would she think the ol’ man would consider her for president? 

BILLINGTON 
You mean, aside from the fact that she has a Harvard MBA? 

THIGPEN 
Yeah.  Aside from that. 

BILLINGTON 
And aside from the fact that, as Executive Vice-President, she has proven herself to 
be quite capable? 

THIGPEN 
Yeah.  Aside from that, too.  Hellfire, Billin’ton, she’s a woman. 

BILLINGTON 
I beg your pardon? 

THIGPEN 
And to top it all, she’s a barracuda.  Ol’ J. D. has his rough edges an’ is aggressive as 
can be, but like Mrs. O’Shea said this mornin’, he’s always cared about the welfare of 
his employees.  This gal don’t give diddly about the employees. 

BILLINGTON 
On that point I do agree with you, Mr. Thigpen. 

THIGPEN 
J. D.’s gotta know that, too.  There must be some other reason she’d think he’d make 
her president. 

BILLINGTON 
How about in trade for her vote at the stockholders’ meeting. 

THIGPEN 
Huh?! 

BILLINGTON 
She didn’t come right out and say so, of course.  But the implication was crystal clear. 
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THIGPEN 
Why that little ... We’re done for, Billin’ton.  Things are even worse than I thought. 

BILLINGTON 
Well, let’s talk about it, shall we?  It may not be as bad as all that. 

(He gestures toward the furniture.) 

THIGPEN 
Y’all weren’t at the directors’ meetin’, Billin’ton.  Believe you me, it’s that bad.  Y’all 
just cain’t imagine. 

BILLINGTON 
You’re absolutely right, sir, I cain’t ... can’t.  You’re going to have to fill me in.  Now, 
what happened? 
 

(O’Shea enters at the SR kitchen door, carrying a tray.  The 
tray contains three cups and saucers, three plates with a bran 
muffin on each, and three napkins.) 

THIGPEN 
To begin with, Federated National has withdrawn their offer for a merger. 

O’SHEA 
(She crosses to the coffee table.) 

That is, indeed, good news, Mr. Thigpen.  Now, didn’t I tell you that things would be 
working themselves out? 

THIGPEN 
But, Mrs. O’Shea, y’all don’t under --- 

O’SHEA 
And look what I’ve got.  Another nice bran muffin for each of you. 

(She sets two cups and saucers, two plates, and two napkins 
down on the coffee table.) 

THIGPEN 
I didn’t think there’d be any left by now. 

O’SHEA 
Well, no thanks to Billington.  He’s been snitching them two and three at a time all 
day long.  (To Billington.) And don’t think I haven’t seen you.  I’ll be having to let 
those trousers out if you keep it up.  It’s a good thing I only make these muffins once 
a week. 

THIGPEN 
Amen. 
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O’SHEA 
But I shouldn’t be teasing him, Mr. Thigpen.  I know they’re his favorites.  Just like 
my poor departed Mr. O’Shea, 

(She raises her face to the ceiling.) 
 

(Billington and Thigpen raise their faces to the ceiling and 
silently mouth the ‘God rest his soul.’ with O’Shea.) 

 
God rest his soul. 
 

(All three lower their faces.) 
 
Yes.  Well, you two go on with your little chat.  I’ll take this muffin in to Sarah 
before Billington gets it, too. 

(She crosses toward the SL master-suite door.) 

BILLINGTON 
Mrs. O’Shea? 
 

(O’Shea stops and turns to Billington.) 
 
While you’re in there, would you tell Miss Randall that I think just one more trip 
should suffice?  She’ll know what I mean. 

O’SHEA 
Why, certainly, Billington.  I’ll tell her for you. 

(She exits at the SL master-suite door, closing the door.) 

CRABTREE 
(As O’Shea exits.) Can’t I have any peace in here?! 

BILLINGTON 
(He picks up both muffins, crosses to the umbrella stand and 
drops the muffins into the stand.) 

I really must agree with Mrs. O’Shea.  It does seem like good news, now that 
Federated National has withdrawn their merger offer. 

THIGPEN 
Bad news, Billin’ton.  With a capital ‘B.’  It means they think they got enough votes 
for a pure takeover. 

BILLINGTON 
Hmm.  What do you think. 
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THIGPEN 
It’s too dang close to call.  We’ve got forty percent of the stock an’ they’ve got thirty 
percent for rock-solid sure.  Plus, at the directors’ meetin’, Patterson and Jenkins 
appeared to be in their pocket.  If the ol’ man don’t make Mzzz. Bitchcock president, 
which ain’t likely, we can count her in their camp as well.  That totals another ten 
percent for the three of them in Federated’s favor an’ that means we’re at a dead-heat 
with forty a-piece each. 
 

(O’Shea enters at the SL master-suite door with an empty 
tray.) 

CRABTREE 
Now beat it!  And I mean it! 

O’SHEA 
Oh, Mr. Crabtree, you’re just upset because the doctor won’t let you have any of my 
muffins. 

(She closes the door, crosses to the console table by the UC 
front door and picks up the mail.) 

THIGPEN 
The rest of the directors an’ major stockholders?  They’re loyal to the ol’ man, but ... 

(He raises his arms in a ‘Who knows?’ gesture.) 

O’SHEA 
But nothing, Mr. Thigpen.  They’re loyal to Mr. Crabtree, period.  Everything will 
work out for the best.  Don’t you be talking gloom and doom, now. 

(She exits at the SR kitchen door.) 

THIGPEN 
Speakin’ of talkin’, did y’all talk to the ol’ man about comin’ to tomorrow’s meetin’? 

BILLINGTON 
Yes, but to no avail.  He absolutely refuses to leave his quarters. 

THIGPEN 
Hellfire!  Did y’all explain that he could lose the company? 

BILLINGTON 
Of course I did.  But he said that anyone with half a brain should be able to see from 
the profit-and-loss statement alone that he’s perfectly capable of continuing to run the 
company as is. 

THIGPEN 
The undecided voters ain’t so much interested in ancient history as they are in the 
future.  I don’t care what you or Mrs. O’Shea say, 

(He points to the SL master-suite door.) 
I’m a goin’ in there an’ I’m a gonna kick some sense into that ol’ reprobate. 

(He crosses toward the master-suite door.) 
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BILLINGTON 
(He crosses to the desk.) 

While you’re doing that, I’ll phone the Ford dealer for you and inquire about some 
prices. 

(He picks up the telephone receiver.) 
I presume you’d like an automatic transmission and air conditioning on that Escort? 
... What about a radio?  AM/FM stereo?  Tape deck or CD player? ... Or how about 
one with the police band?  That way you won’t miss any of the ambulance calls. 

THIGPEN 
(He turns from the master-suite door in defeat.) 

What are we gonna do? 

O’SHEA 
(She enters at the SR kitchen door, carrying a letter.) 

Billington!  It’s a letter from Jeffy.  It came in today’s mail. 

BILLINGTON 
Thank God!  Let me see it. 

(He takes the letter from O’Shea and opens it.) 

THIGPEN 
From the five percent?  I mean, the gran’son?  Hellfire! 
 

(Billington starts reading the letter to himself and holds up a 
hand for Thigpen to be quiet.) 

 
Well, don’t just stan’ there.  Read it out loud, man. 

O’SHEA 
Yes, Billington.  What does it say? 

BILLINGTON 
(Reading.) “Dear Mrs. O. and Billington.  Got your note about the Federated National 
matter.  Of course, I’ve been following the speculation in the Wall Street Journal.  
Never thought I’d see the day when Granddad would get caught with his pants down.  
I’ll bet he’s hopping mad.  As for the proxy you sent me, I’m not going to sign it.” 

THIGPEN 
Oh my God! 

BILLINGTON 
(Reading.) “I’m going to come to the meeting and vote my shares in person.” 

O’SHEA 
See, Mr. Thigpen.  Won’t that be nice? 

BILLINGTON 
(Reading.) “I told Granddad when I left that someday I’d show him.  It looks like that 
day has come, and do I have a surprise for him.” 
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O’SHEA 
Oh, dear! 

THIGPEN 
(Overlap.) Oh my God! 

BILLINGTON 
(Reading.) “See you on Thursday morning before the meeting.  Love to you both.  
Jeff.” 

O’SHEA 
There now, Mr. Thigpen.  You wanted Jefferson Davis Crabtree at the meeting and 
now you’ll be having one.  Jefferson Davis Crabtree the Fourth. 

THIGPEN 
Billin’ton?  He wouldn’t ... would he? 

BILLINGTON 
Well, Master Jeff did disagree violently with Mr. Crabtree about some of the 
company holdings.  The lumbering operations in the Pacific Northwest.  The mink 
ranch in Wyoming.  The off-shore drilling. 

O’SHEA 
But, Billington, Mr. Crabtree has divested himself of those in the last few years.  
Remember? 

THIGPEN 
How will he vote? 

O’SHEA 
Jeffy certainly wouldn’t do anything to harm his grandfather. 

THIGPEN 
Billin’ton?  How will he vote? 

BILLINGTON 
I don’t know, Mr. Thigpen.  I honestly don’t know. 

THIGPEN 
If that boy votes his shares for Federated National just to spite the ol’ man, we’re 
finished.  That’ll sway any undecided voters.  Y’all can make book on it. 

(He crosses to the UC front door.) 

BILLINGTON 
We’ll just have to wait until he gets here tomorrow morning to find out. 

O’SHEA 
Until then, there’s no point in worrying.  Jeffy’s a good boy.  He’ll do the right thing. 

THIGPEN 
(He opens the front door.) 

I just cain’t picture somebody who sits in the dirt wrapped in a bedsheet as knowin’ the 
right thing, much less doin’ it. 

(He exits and closes the door.) 
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O’SHEA 
Won’t it be nice to see Jeffy again after all these years? 

BILLINGTON 
Yes, it will.  But I wonder. 

O’SHEA 
Now don’t you go letting that Mr. Thigpen start you to worrying, too. 

(She crosses toward the SR kitchen door.) 
Come along.  Why don’t you go sit back by the pool and I’ll bring some fresh coffee 
out there. 
 

(O’Shea and Billington exit at the SR kitchen door.) 
 

(Pause.) 
 

(Sarah enters at the SL master-suite door.) 

CRABTREE 
Vamoose!  Amscray! 

SARAH 
I’m vamoosing, Mr. Crabtree.  And amscraying, too.  But I’ll be back in a little while 
to check on you. 

(She closes the master-suite door.) 
(Calling out.) Billington? 

(She crosses to the SR kitchen door and pushes the door open.) 
Billington? 

(She exits at the kitchen door.) 
We have to get those tests done. 
 

(Pause.) 
 

(The doorbell rings.) 
 

(Pause.) 
 

(The doorbell rings again.) 
 

(Pause.) 

THIGPEN 
(He enters at the UC front door.) 

(Calling out.) Billin’ton? ... Just came back for my hat. 
(He crosses to the hall tree and takes his hat.) 

(Calling out.) Billin’ton? ... Mrs. O’Shea? 
(He crosses to the UC front door, stops, looks toward the SL 
master-suite door and hesitates.) 
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THIGPEN (CONTINUED) 
(Calling out.) Billin’ton. ... (To himself.) Hellfire! 

(He closes the front door and crosses to the SL master-suite 
door.) 

If Federated National wins, I’m out of a job anyway. 
(He opens the master-suite door.) 

CRABTREE 
Scram!  Clear out! 

THIGPEN 
(He slams the door, thinks for a moment whether or not he 
really wants to go through with his plan, softly knocks on the 
door, then hesitates.) 

(Calling out.) Mr. Crabtree? 
(He slowly opens the master-suite door.) 

It’s Bub --- 

CRABTREE 
Get out and stay out! 

THIGPEN 
(He slams the door, crosses halfway back to the front door, 
regains his courage, crosses back to the master suite, then 
knocks again.) 

(Calling out.) It’s ... it’s Bubba Thigpen. 
(He hesitates, then opens the door slightly.) 

J. D.? 

CRABTREE 
Shut that damn door! 
 

(Thigpen slams the door, then realizes he’s heard that same 
phrase earlier.  He slowly opens the door.) 

 
I swear I’ll fire the next person who bothers me! 
 

(Thigpen closes the door, pauses slightly, then opens it again.) 
 
Can’t you people leave me be?! 
 

(Thigpen quickly closes the door and quickly opens it again.) 
 
Stay out of here, if you know what’s good for you! 
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THIGPEN 
What the holy hell is goin’ on in there? 

(He exits at the master-suite door, leaving the door open.) 
 

(Pause.) 
 
(Calling out from offstage.) J. D.? ... Are you ... Hellfire!  Oh my God!!! 

(He appears in the master-suite doorway in a state of shock.) 
 

(Sarah enters at the SR kitchen door.) 
 

(Thigpen is speechless.  All he can do is point into the master 
suite.) 

SARAH 
(Shouting over her shoulder.) Billington!  Come quickly! 

(She runs to Thigpen and helps steady him. 

THIGPEN 
J. D. ... he’s ... he’s d.d.dead! 

SARAH 
Yes, Mr. Thigpen, I know.  Just lean on me and let’s get you over to a chair. 

(She helps Thigpen cross to a chair.) 
 

(Thigpen collapses into the chair.) 

BILLINGTON 
(He enters at the SR kitchen door.) 

What is it, Miss Randall? 

O’SHEA 
(She enters at the SR kitchen door.) 

What on earth has happened? 

SARAH 
(She gestures toward the open SL master-suite door.) 

I found him in there when I came back.  I’m sorry, Billington, I thought he had gone. 

BILLINGTON 
Don’t blame yourself.  We knew it was bound to happen sooner or later.  You’d better 
get him a sedative. 
 

(Sarah exits at the SL master-suite door, leaving the door 
open.) 
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THIGPEN 
(He finds his voice.) 

He’s dead, Billin’ton!  The ol’ man’s dead! 

BILLINGTON 
Yes, Mr. Thigpen, we know. 

O’SHEA 
Just calm yourself, now.  Things like that happen.  After all, he was up there in years. 
 

(Sarah enters at the SL master-suite door, leaving the door 
open, and crosses to Thigpen.  She has a hypodermic syringe 
that she keeps out of Thigpen’s sight.) 

THIGPEN 
I ... I just came back to get my hat an’ I thought I’d try to --- 

BILLINGTON 
It’s all right, Mr. Thigpen. 

(He tries to slip Thigpen’s jacket off one shoulder so that Sarah 
can give Thigpen the injection.) 

O’SHEA 
He had a very full life, you know. 

THIGPEN 
(He shrugs Billington away.) 

Y’all talk like it just happened.  Hellfire, people!  He’s in a freezer chest in there.  He’s 
frozen solid like some giant freakin’ Popsicle. 

O’SHEA 
(She starts to pull up Thigpen’s sleeve.) 

Well, now that you mention it, I guess it has been a little while. 

THIGPEN 
(He pulls his arm away from O’Shea.) 

A little while?  A little while?  Hellfire!  How little a while, Billin’ton? 

BILLINGTON 
Just over three years, now, Mr. Thigpen. 

THIGPEN 
Three years?! 

(He pulls free and stands.) 
Do y’all know what y’all’ve done?! 

BILLINGTON 
(He bends Thigpen over a piece of furniture and restrains 
him.) 

Now, Miss Randall. 
 

(Sarah give Thigpen the hypodermic in his rump. 
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THIGPEN 
Eeyeow!! 

(He pulls free and sees the hypodermic.) 
What’re y’all doin’?  Y’all killed him, didn’t you, Billin’ton? ... 

(He tries to cross to the UC front door but gets woozy.) 
Now y’all’re tryin’ to kill me, too. 
 

(Billington and O’Shea get Thigpen seated again.) 

O’SHEA 
There, there, now. 

SARAH 
It’s just a little something to relax you. 

THIGPEN 
You’re all in on it together!  You’re all mad!  All of you!  Mad! 

(He passes out.) 
 

(Blackout) 
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ACT 2 
 
 

(At Rise:  The dishes from Act #1 have been struck.  There are 
four coffee cups, a creamer and a sugar bowl on the coffee 
table.  Thigpen’s briefcase is sitting on the floor by the coffee 
table.  All the doors are closed.  Billington is standing by the 
UC front windows, looking out. 

 

O’SHEA 
(She enters at the SR kitchen door, carrying a coffee pot.) 

More coffee, Billington? 
(She crosses to the coffee table.) 

BILLINGTON 
Yes, please, Mrs. O’Shea. 

(He crosses into the living room.) 
 

(O’Shea refills Billington’s cup.) 

SARAH 
(She enters from the UR hallway.) 

Mr. Thigpen’s starting to come around.  I heard some grunts and groans from his 
room. 

BILLINGTON 
It’s about time.  I was beginning to think we had given him an overdose. 

O’SHEA 
(She refills Sarah’s cup.) 

We should be hearing that unmistakable bellow of his any second now. 
(She refills her own cup.) 

THIGPEN 
(Shouting from offstage UR.) Where’re my clothes?!  Hellfire!  Somebody stole my 
dang clothes! 

O’SHEA 
(To Billington and Sarah.) See?  What did I tell you?  (Calling out to Thigpen.) Put on 
the robe that’s at the foot of your bed, Mr. Thigpen. 

SARAH 
(To Billington.) Should I get something ready, just in case? 

BILLINGTON 
No.  I’ll try reasoning with him first. 
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THIGPEN 
(He enters at the UR hallway, wearing underwear, socks and a 
bathrobe.  He is disheveled.) 

I guess I ain’t dead, after all. 

O’SHEA 
Of course not, you ninny.  Why ever would you think we’d want to kill you? 

THIGPEN 
‘Cause I know y’alls little secret now. 

(He gestures toward the SL master-suite door.) 
My God!  How could y’all do it? 

BILLINGTON 
Come over here and sit down and we’ll try to explain everything. 

O’SHEA 
(She pours coffee into the fourth cup, adding cream.) 

Things always look so much better after you’ve had your morning coffee. 

THIGPEN 
Where’re my clothes?  Y’all cain’t hold me prisoner forever.  My secretary knows I 
came here yesterday. 

BILLINGTON 
We have no intentions of imprisoning you, Mr. Thigpen. 

SARAH 
Mrs. O’Shea just washed and ironed your shirt and pressed your suit, that’s all. 

O’SHEA 
You can’t be going to the stockholders’ meeting looking like you slept in your clothes, 
now, can you? 

THIGPEN 
Y’all ain’t gonna keep me here? 

O’SHEA 
Of course not. 

THIGPEN 
Then I wanna leave.  Right now. 

BILLINGTON 
Perhaps you should consider getting dressed, first.  Come and sit down, Mr. Thigpen.  
After we’ve had a little talk, you’re free to do whatever you like.  If you want to leave, 
no one will stop you. 

THIGPEN 
Then start talkin’.  Why did y’all have to go an’ kill him? 

SARAH 
No one killed him, Mr. Thigpen.  He passed away from a stroke three years ago. 
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THIGPEN 
But why all the secrecy?  Why freeze him?  Hellfire, Billington!  Why not just 
announce it an’ be done with it? 

BILLINGTON 
You alluded to it yourself. ... Yesterday.  You said the employees were concerned 
whether Crabtree Enterprises could exist without a J. D. Crabtree at the helm. 

SARAH 
We were concerned with that very same thing when Mr. Crabtree passed away. 

O’SHEA 
And more importantly, we were concerned with what might happen to those 
thousands of employees if the company couldn’t survive without Mr. Crabtree. 

THIGPEN 
How long did y’all think you could keep this up?  It had to come out sooner or later? 

BILLINGTON 
Originally it was only to be a temporary stop-gap measure.  Until we could locate Mr. 
Crabtree’s grandson and have an orderly transfer of power, so to speak. 

O’SHEA 
That’s why Billington had you hire those detectives. 

SARAH 
But after a few months and they still couldn’t find him ... Things seemed to be 
running along smoothly enough.  The months went by and then it was a year and, 
well ... 

THIGPEN 
But who’s been runnin’ Crabtree Enterprises in the meanwhile?  Makin’ all the 
decisions? 

O’SHEA 
Why Billington, of course. 

THIGPEN 
Oh, of course.  A multibillion-dollar company bein’ run by the butler. 
 

(Billington gives Thigpen an “I beg your pardon” look.) 

SARAH 
And being run quite well, Mr. Thigpen.  You’ve seen the figures for the past three 
years.  Record profits.  Stable employment.  Steady growth. 

O’SHEA 
Billington’s done marvelously.  We’re so very proud of him. 

THIGPEN 
But why, Billin’ton?  Why would y’all do it? 

BILLINGTON 
Tradition, Mr. Thigpen. 
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THIGPEN 
Huh! 

BILLINGTON 
Although Miss Randall has only been with us for a relatively short time, Mrs. O’Shea 
and I have had a tradition of service to the Crabtree family for over thirty-five years.  
We did what we thought best for the family. 

O’SHEA 
And we’ll continue to faithfully serve the family interests, regardless of whether the 
family is living or dead. 

SARAH 
Speaking of service.  I had better see how Mr. Crabtree is doing this morning and 
finish up those charts. 

(She crosses toward the SL master-suite door.) 

THIGPEN 
Y’all talk like he’s still alive.  Y’all’re crazy.  You know that don’t you? 

BILLINGTON 
It’s a matter of discipline, Mr. Thigpen. 

O’SHEA 
Billington says that by keeping to the exact same routine as when Mr. Crabtree was 
with us, we lower the risk of getting careless and letting the cat out of the bag. 

SARAH 
It’s also had some side benefits.  Why if we hadn’t been using Billington for the 
monthly blood and urine samples, we never would have discovered that little serum 
cholesterol problem he had. 

THIGPEN 
Serum cholesterol? 

O’SHEA 
Oh, yes.  That was fortunate indeed.  But do you know, Mr. Thigpen, that by just 
altering his diet slightly, we were able to bring it back down to normal again. 

(Sarah opens the SL master-suite door.) 

CRABTREE 
I told you I didn’t want to be bothered! 

SARAH 
I know you did, sir, but I really need to check your temperature. 

(She exits at the master-suite door, closing the door.) 
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THIGPEN 
(He throws up his hands at the idea of Sarah carrying on with 
the charade.) 

I just don’t understan’ you people.  Well, it’s over now.  What y’all’ve done is illegal.  
I’m a sworn officer of the court.  Y’all cain’t expect me to go along with this scheme 
of yours. 

BILLINGTON 
You really don’t have much choice, Mr. Thigpen. 

THIGPEN 
Hellfire, I don’t!  As soon as I get my clothes on I’m goin’ right down to the 
municipal buildin’. 

O’SHEA 
But don’t you care about what happens to Crabtree Enterprises and all the people who 
work there? 

THIGPEN 
Of course I do.  But I cain’t be a party to a conspiracy.  It’s illegal.  It’s also downright 
dumb.  And it’s gonna blow up in y’alls faces.  I’ll represent the three of y’all an’ do 
what I can, but I cain’t promise anythin’. 

BILLINGTON 
I’m not schooled in the law, Mr. Thigpen, but I wouldn’t think that the court would 
allow a co-conspirator to represent the rest of us. 

THIGPEN 
Whadaya mean co-conspirator?  I didn’t have anythin’ to do with this.  I didn’t even 
know about it. 

O’SHEA 
But who will believe you, Mr. Thigpen? 

THIGPEN 
Huh? 

BILLINGTON 
What Mrs. O’Shea means is that we’d have no choice but to tell the court how it was 
your idea in the first place. 

O’SHEA 
And that you told us that it wouldn’t be wrong. 

BILLINGTON 
With you being a high-powered attorney, we naturally assumed you were right. 

THIGPEN 
But I didn’t --- 

O’SHEA 
Really, Mr. Thigpen.  Who would believe that a butler, a cook and a nurse ... mere 
servants ... could plan and carry out such an elaborate conspiracy? 
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BILLINGTON 
Whatever would we have to gain?  You can audit the books for yourself.  We haven’t 
embezzled any money or anything like that. 

O’SHEA 
Oh, we did give ourselves Christmas bonuses every year, but Mr. Crabtree would 
have wanted us to do that.  After all, he always gave us bonuses at Christmas. 

BILLINGTON 
But you, Mr. Thigpen, were Mr. Crabtree’s personal attorney.  Would anyone believe 
that you hadn’t seen your client in three years?  Three years in which you negotiated 
numerous acquisitions, divestitures and mergers?  And, I might add, collected a six-
figure salary in every one of those years? 

THIGPEN 
But that’s ... that’s ... 

BILLINGTON 
Blackmail, Mr. Thigpen? 

THIGPEN 
You’re dang right it is.  You cain’t ... You wouldn’t ... 

O’SHEA 
Oh, but we can.  As a matter of fact, I believe we are, aren’t we Billington? 

BILLINGTON 
Yes, Mrs. O’Shea, I suppose we are.  Now just sit down and compose yourself, Mr. 
Thigpen. 

THIGPEN 
(He slumps down where Billington directs him.) 

Whadaya want me to do? 

BILLINGTON 
What you’ve been doing so very well these past ten years.  Represent the interests of 
the Crabtree family.  Now, Master Jeff will be here soon and we have to decide on a 
strategy for this afternoon’s meeting. 

THIGPEN 
Good God!  The gran’son!  I’d clean forgot about him.  How’re y’all gonna break the 
news to him about his gran’daddy? 

BILLINGTON 
Oh, that’s quite simple.  We aren’t. 

THIGPEN 
But you have to.  Hellfire!  He’s gotta step up to his responsibility an’ take his place in 
the company. 
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BILLINGTON 
I thought so, too, initially.  That’s why I had you try again to find him three years 
ago.  But, then, the more I thought about it ... Well, it just didn’t seem fair to Master 
Jeff. 

O’SHEA 
He’ll come home eventually, Mr. Thigpen. 

THIGPEN 
Eventually?  But what --- 

O’SHEA 
Jeffy’s a good boy.  Some morning he’s going to wake up and realize he’s a Crabtree.  
When that happens, he’ll be back in short order. 

BILLINGTON 
But it has to be his choice.  Until then, we’ll continue to serve his interests in the 
tradition that we’ve always served the Crabtree family.  All of us.  Including you, Mr. 
Thigpen. 

THIGPEN 
But what about --- 

O’SHEA 
No buts. 

BILLINGTON 
That’s the way it will be. 

THIGPEN 
... Well, hellfire.  I guess I’ve been takin’ orders from y’all for the last three years.  
What the hey. 

O’SHEA 
That’s a much better attitude. 

(She picks up Thigpen’s briefcase and hands it to him.) 
Here.  Billington brought your briefcase in from the car last night.  You two go on 
about business and I’ll see to my chores ... and get ready for Jeffy. 

(She exits at the SR kitchen door, carrying the coffee pot.) 

BILLINGTON 
How do we handle the stockholders’ meeting?  What are the best and worst-case 
scenarios? 

THIGPEN 
The worst case is simple.  If the boy shows up with the idea that he’s gonna stick it to 
the ol’ man, the ballgame’s over right then an’ there.  If he votes his shares with 
Federated National, so will most of the undecided voters. 

BILLINGTON 
And the best case? 
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THIGPEN 
Now that gets a bit iffy.  If young Jeff decides to support his gran’daddy, that gives us 
forty-five percent goin’ in.  All we need then is six percent of the uncommitted 
twenty-five. 

(He takes a sheet of paper from the briefcase.) 
I had prepared a sort of pep-rally-type speech for Mr. Crabtree to give in case y’all 
managed to talk him into attendin’ the meetin’. ... I guess that’s totally out of the 
question now. 

BILLINGTON 
Yes.  Quite. 

THIGPEN 
Yeah.  Well, if we can get the boy to deliver this speech an’ if he don’t show up 
wrapped in a bedsheet or something, that might just do the trick. 

BILLINGTON 
And in between? 

THIGPEN 
The boy’s gotta be convincin’.  Without the ol’ man there, people’re gonna be lookin’ 
at young Jeff as the future of Crabtree Enterprises.  If they don’t like what they’re 
seein’, they’re gonna go with Federated National. 
 

(The doorbell rings.) 

BILLINGTON 
Well, we should soon know. 

(He crosses to the UC front door and opens it.) 
 

(Jeff enters, carrying a suitcase.  He has shoulder-length hair, 
an Indian headband and is wearing cut-off bluejeans, a 
sweatshirt with the sleeves ripped off at the shoulders and dirty 
sneakers with no socks.  He is somewhat of a jerk.) 

BILLINGTON 
M.m.master Jeff? 

THIGPEN 
Oh my God! 

(He rips the speech in half, tosses it into the open briefcase and 
buries his head in his hands.) 

JEFF 
(He drops the suitcase and grabs Billington by both shoulders.) 

Billi-dude!  You haven’t changed a bit.  You look as extinguished as ever. 
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O’SHEA 
(She enters at the SR kitchen door.) 

Jeffy! 
(She runs to Jeff.) 

JEFF 
Mrs. O! 

(He picks up O’Shea in a bear hug and whirls her around.) 
How’s my favorite girlfriend? 

O’SHEA 
Oh, go on with you and your blarney.  Let me have a look at you.  You’re so skinny.  
Aren’t you well?  Haven’t you been eating properly? 

JEFF 
Still the same Mrs. O.  If I ate everything you pushed on me over the years, I’d weigh 
more than three-hundred pounds by now. 

O’SHEA 
Nonsense, Jeffy.  And I’ll bet you haven’t even had any breakfast this morning.  I’ll 
get you something right away. 

(She crosses toward the SR kitchen door.) 
How many times have I told you that breakfast is the most important meal of the 
day. 

(She exits at the SR kitchen door.) 

JEFF 
(Overlap.) Most important meal of the day.  (To Billington.) I sure have missed you 
guys. 

BILLINGTON 
It’s good to have you home, Master Jeff. ... You remember Mr. Thigpen, don’t you? 

JEFF 
Yeah.  You took poor old Weinberg’s place, didn’t you?  Nice to see you again, 
Thiggy-dude. 

THIGPEN 
Likewise, son.  Likewise.  I don’t think I’ll ever be able to thank Billi-dude, here, 
enough for sendin’ for you. 

JEFF 
(To Billington.) Where’s Grand-dude?  All the way here I’ve been trying to picture the 
look on his face when he sees me.  Knowing that old stoneface, though, he probably 
won’t even bat an eye. 

THIGPEN 
Let’s hope n-- 

BILLINGTON 
Your grandfather hasn’t been too awfully well lately, Master Jeff.  Come and sit 
down and we’ll talk. 
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(Sarah enters at the SL master-suite door.) 

CRABTREE 
Can’t I have any peace in here?! 

SARAH 
We’re just concerned with your health, Mr. Crabtree. 

(She closes the door.) 
Oh, I’m sorry, Billington.  I didn’t realize --- 

JEFF 
Whoa, Billi-dude!  Things are looking much better around here since I left. 

THIGPEN 
Maybe you’d consider leav--- 

BILLINGTON 
(To Jeff.) This is Sarah Randall, your grandfather’s nurse.  (To Sarah.) Miss Randall, 
Master Jeff. 

SARAH 
So ... so ... 

(She tentatively extends her hand to Jeff, knowing she must be 
polite but not really wanting to be.) 

very ... nice to meet you? 

JEFF 
Not half as nice as it is for me, babe. 

(He takes Sarah’s hand.) 
I can hardly wait to get sick. 

(Instead of shaking Sarah’s hand, he turns it over and bends 
forward as if to kiss the back of her hand.) 

 
(Sarah glances at Billington in disbelief and mouths the word 
‘babe.’) 

 
(Jeff licks the back of Sarah’s hand.) 

 
(Sarah pulls her hand away in revulsion, backing away from 
Jeff and wiping her hand on her dress.) 

 
(To Billington.) The old boy sure knows how to pick ‘em, doesn’t he? 

BILLINGTON 
Um, yes, Master Jeff.  Now please come over here.  Mr. Thigpen and I have some 
business to discuss with you and there isn’t much time. 

JEFF 
(To Sarah.) I feel a fever coming on fast.  Catch you later, babe. 
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SARAH 
It was surely ... interesting making your acquaintance, M.m.mr. Crabtree. 

(She exits at the SL master-suite door, mouthing the word 
‘babe’ as she closes the door.) 

CRABTREE 
(As Sarah exits.) Now beat it!  And I mean it! 

JEFF 
(To Billington.) I’ll bet Grand-dude hardly notices her.  He always was a little cold 
toward women. 

THIGPEN 
Much more so now, son.  Much more so. 

JEFF 
Hey, Thiggy-dude, you look a bit under the weather yourself.  Maybe you should 
have that cute little nurse-babe of ours fix you up. 

THIGPEN 
She already has, son. 

(He rubs his rump.) 
Believe me, she has. 

BILLINGTON 
Why don’t you sit there, Master Jeff. 

JEFF 
(He sits where Billington directs him.) 

When can I see Grand-dude? 

BILLINGTON 
He can’t have any excitement right now.  Perhaps in a day or two.  We’ll have to see. 

O’SHEA 
(O’Shea enters at the SR kitchen door, carrying a tray.  On the 
tray is a coffee pot, a glass of milk and a plate with a muffin.) 

Look what I’ve got for you, Jeffy.  Your favorite. 

JEFF 
A bran muffin?  But today’s Thursday.  (To Billington.) Muffin day was always 
Wednesday.  I thought it was a tradition. 
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O’SHEA 
(She sets the muffin plate and milk in front of Jeff.) 

Oh, I know.  But when I found out you were coming home, I put one away so 
Billington wouldn’t eat it up like he does all the rest. 

(She sets the coffee pot down.) 
And here’s some fresh coffee for the two of you while you see to business. 

(She exits at the SR kitchen door.) 

THIGPEN 
Very kind of you, Mrs. O’Shea. 

JEFF 
(He holds up the muffin to Billington.) 

After all the lectures you used to give me about responsibility.  Billi-dude, I’m 
surprised at you. 

BILLINGTON 
(He takes the muffin from Jeff and crosses to the umbrella 
stand.) 

I’m sorry, Master Jeff.  I never dreamt she’d hide one on me. 
(He drops the muffin into the umbrella stand.) 

JEFF 
I would have come yesterday if it hadn’t been muffin day.  I thought today would be 
safe.  What would Grand-dude say about this lapse of duty? 

THIGPEN 
Yeah, Billin’ton.  An’ what would the late Mr. O’Shea-God-rest-his-soul say? 

BILLINGTON 
All right.  Enough levity at my expense.  Now, Mr. Thigpen, would you please brief 
Master Jeff on the Federated National situation. 

JEFF 
Gimme a break.  I just got here.  I don’t want to talk business.  Brief me on the 
Grand-dude situation.  I really would like to see him before we go to the meeting so 
that I can spring my surprise on him. 

BILLINGTON 
There’s more than just your ... your ... presence? 

THIGPEN 
We thought that you just showin’ up was the surprise. 

JEFF 
Oh, no.  There’s plenty more.  Can’t I see him now? 

BILLINGTON 
I’m afraid not.  He really isn’t up to it. 
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JEFF 
(He becomes less of a jerk with the seriousness of the topic.) 

Billington, have you been holding out on me in your letters?  Level with me.  Just 
how bad off is Granddad? 

BILLINGTON 
He is not a well man, Master Jeff. 

JEFF 
Is he in much pain? 

THIGPEN 
None whatsoever, son. 

JEFF 
But if he --- 

BILLINGTON 
What Mr. Thigpen means is that Dr. Ridgedale has your grandfather on some rather 
strong medication.  I assure you, Master Jeff, he feels no pain. 

THIGPEN 
And that’s the honest-to-God’s truth. 

O’SHEA 
(She enters at the SR kitchen door.) 

You’d better start getting ready, Mr. Thigpen.  Your clothes are laid out in the guest 
room and there’s shaving gear in the adjoining bathroom. 

THIGPEN 
Thank you, Mrs. O’Shea. 

O’SHEA 
And, Jeffy, your room is just the way you left it. ... Well, not exactly the same way.  
It’s quite a bit cleaner than the way you left it.  You can change in there. 

JEFF 
(He is back to being a jerk.) 

Change?  What for?  Naw, this’ll be just fine.  I think I will lie down, though, and 
catch a few Z’s before we go.  My flight left at the crack of dawn. 

(He crosses to the foyer.) 
And since I can’t see Grand-dude before we go, I’ll just have to share the rest of my 
surprise with you guys.  Later, dudes. 

(He picks up the suitcase and exits down the UR hallway.) 

THIGPEN 
Well, Billi-dude, what have y’all gone an’ done?  We sure don’t have to worry about 
them undecided votes any more.  One look at hippie-boy an’ there won’t be an 
undecided voter in the whole dang place. 

BILLINGTON 
You may be right.  Perhaps I shouldn’t have written to him, after all. 
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O’SHEA 
Now, Billington, don’t you be so hard on yourself.  Or on Jeffy, either.  You did what 
you thought was best for the family.  No one can ask any more than that.  Besides, it 
is nice that he’s home. 
 

(Sarah enters at the SL master-suite door.) 

CRABTREE 
Vamoose!  Amscray! 

SARAH 
(She ignores Crabtree.) 

Billington, you’ve got to do something. 

BILLINGTON 
(He gestures toward the SL master-suite door.) 

Now is not the time to get careless, Miss Randall. 

SARAH 
(Yelling through the master-suite doorway.) In just a matter of hours this whole thing is 
going to blow wide open, you old goat, and then we’ll all be vamoosing and 
amscraying! 

(She slams the door.) 
Unless, of course, there’s something you can do, Billington. 

BILLINGTON 
I’m not sure there are any options left. 

THIGPEN 
If the boy shows up at the meetin’ lookin’ like some weirdo, we’re gonna lose, 
Billin’ton.  That’s all there is to it. 

SARAH 
Then let’s keep him from attending the meeting.  Think of some excuse.  Anything.  
Maybe we could drug him like we did Mr. Thigpen. 

THIGPEN 
Hellfire, Billin’ton!  Better yet.  Since he’s so dad-blamed anxious to see his 
gran’daddy, let’s get another freezer an’ have him join ol’ J.D. 

O’SHEA 
Now both of you just stop that!  And don’t you be talking like Billington’s to blame 
for all of this, either.  He’s only done what he thought was right.  He’s served this 
family well for over thirty-five years.  Why, if it hadn’t have been for him, 
everything would have fallen apart three years ago. 

(She takes Billington’s arm.) 
He’s held it all together. 

BILLINGTON 
It’s all right, Mrs. O’Shea. 
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SARAH 
Billington?  Mr. Thigpen may be half right. 

O’SHEA 
Now, Sarah, don’t you --- 

SARAH 
No, Mrs. O’Shea, please listen to me.  Both of you.  On the very first day I got here 
you began your indoctrination of what service to the Crabtree family meant.  How it 
was our responsibility to look after them and their interests.  It wasn’t just a job, you 
said.  It was a charge.  You made it sound ... almost sacred.  And I believed in the two 
of you because you were so dedicated.  I even went along with this whole scheme of 
yours, Billington, after Mr. Crabtree died because of your belief that it was right for 
the family.  That some day his grandson would find himself.  You set yourself up 
almost as a regent, until the crown prince could come of age.  It was good.  It was 
right.  And it was noble.  Well, the prince has come, Billington.  And even though 
he’s turned out to be a clown prince rather than a crown prince, it’s time for you to 
step down and him to step up to his responsibilities. ... He wants to see his 
grandfather? ... Let him. 

(She exits at the SL master-suite door, closing the door.) 

BILLINGTON 
Miss Randall --- 

CRABTREE 
(As Sarah exits.) Scram!  Clear out! 

THIGPEN 
She’s right, you know.  Y’all gotta do it, Billin’ton.  For the boy’s own good.  After 
listenin’ to Sarah, here, I gotta say I agree with her.  What y’all did was noble.  But 
I’m tellin’ you straight out.  If y’all let that boy show up at the meetin’ the way he is, 
you’ve as much as flushed your whole thirty-five year tradition of service down the 
toilet.  Lookin’ after someone’s interests sometimes means forcin’ ‘em to see things 
they don’t always want to see an’ to do things they don’t always want to do. 

(He exits down the UR hallway.) 

O’SHEA 
Billington? 

BILLINGTON 
Maybe they’re right, Mrs. O’Shea.  Maybe we have been too overprotective of Master 
Jeff. 

O’SHEA 
Whatever you think is best. 

(She exits at the SR kitchen door.) 
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(Billington stands there for a few moments, then sees someone 
outside through the picture window [at the back of the 
audience].  He looks at his watch, then holds up one finger in a 
“just a minute” gesture at the unseen person.  He crosses to the 
UC front door, picks up the umbrella stand and exits, closing 
the door.  He crosses in front of the UC windows as he heads 
toward the side of the mansion.) 

 
(Pause.) 

O’SHEA 
(She enters at the SR kitchen door.) 

Billington, I was just thinking ... Billington?  Now where could he have gotten 
himself to. 

(She crosses to the UR hallway.) 
Billington? 

(She crosses toward the SR kitchen door but spots something 
through the picture window [at the back of the audience].) 

Why, there he is, heading toward the rose garden.  But what on earth is he doing with 
the umbrella stand?  This needs some looking into. 

(She exits at the SR kitchen door.) 
 

(Pause.) 
 

(The doorbell rings.) 
 

(Pause.) 
 

(The doorbell rings.) 
 

(Pause.) 
 

(The doorbell rings.) 

JEFF 
(He enters at the UR hallway and crosses to the UC front 
door.) 

I’ll get it. 
(He opens the door.) 

 
(Hitchcock is standing in the doorway.  She is carrying her 
cellular phone in a pocket of her suit.) 

 
May I help you? 
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HITCHCOCK 
(She enters into the foyer.) 

I seriously doubt it.  I’m here to see Billington.  Be a good boy, now, and run along 
and fetch him for me, will you? 

JEFF 
And you are? 

HITCHCOCK 
Ms. Hitchcock.  He’ll know what it’s about. 

JEFF 
Sure, babe.  No problema. 

(He offers his hand.) 
Oh, I’m Jeff, by the way. 

HITCHCOCK 
(She doesn’t take Jeff’s hand.) 

How nice for you. 
(She taps her wristwatch.) 

But I am --- 

JEFF 
(Overlap.) Jeff Crabtree? 

HITCHCOCK 
(She grabs Jeff’s hand.) 

--- so very pleased to meet you.  Well, well, well.  Mr. Crabtree’s long-lost grandson.  
No one told me that you had come home.  How very, very, ... very.  Sorry about that 
“running and fetching” bit. 

JEFF 
Hey, like I said, no problema. 

(He closes the front door.) 
My looks can be a bit deceiving. 

HITCHCOCK 
Oh no, not in the least, Jeff.  You’re sort of ... deliciously, delightfully scruffy. 

JEFF 
I’ll take that as a compliment.  And you’re not half bad yourself, babe.  What is it you 
do? 

HITCHCOCK 
I’m the Executive Vice President in charge of Operations at Crabtree Enterprises. ... 
Although I suppose I really should get used to calling it the Crabtree Division of 
Federated National Corporation. 

JEFF 
(He becomes less of a jerk with the seriousness of the topic.) 

You think the takeover will succeed? 
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HITCHCOCK 
It seems inevitable, Jeff.  Unless, of course, Billington has convinced your grandfather 
to step down and appoint someone else as president of Crabtree Enterprises.  
Someone younger, with more energy and more modern ideas. 

JEFF 
I don’t know, Ms. Hitchcock.  Do you really think I’m ready for all that responsibility 
so soon.  It’s been a wh--- 

HITCHCOCK 
You have such a whimsical sense of humor, Jeff.  I like that in a man.  And call me 
Mavis.  Ms. Hitchcock seems so formal.  Do you happen to know if Billington has 
talked with your grandfather? 

JEFF 
No, I don’t.  If he said he would, though, you can make book on it.  Billington’s a man 
of his word.  But if Granddad were to step down, who would be the logical choice to 
take his place? 

HITCHCOCK 
I don’t mean to brag, but as Executive V.P. of Operations, I do know every facet of 
the company.  And I also have an MBA from Harvard.  Cum laude, by the way.  That 
means “with honors,” Jeff.  The way I see it, either your grandfather names me as 
president to show the undecided voters that he’s planning for the future or he loses 
Crabtree Enterprises to Federated National.  I’m afraid it’s that simple. 

JEFF 
But Crabtree Enterprises has always been a family-run company.  My great-granddad 
started it.  If my dad hadn’t passed away, he’d be president now.  I always figured that 
someday ... Well, the point is, Federated National can’t be allowed to win.  It just 
can’t. 

HITCHCOCK 
I couldn’t agree with you more, Jeff.  We really do have to think of oursel--- 

JEFF 
They’d sell off most of the divisions piecemeal.  Thousands of people would lose their 
jobs.  Loyal employees. 

HITCHCOCK 
We really do have to think of our thousands of loyal employees.  I don’t want to be 
president just for myself.  After, all, I’ll still have an important position with 
Federated National after the takeover.  What I want to do is secure the future for all 
the little people at Crabtree Enterprises.  I only hope your grandfather listened to 
Billington. 

JEFF 
Let me go find him and see if he’s talked to Granddad yet. 
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HITCHCOCK 
Hold on just a minute, Jeff.  There’s no need to drag Billington into this.  Something 
as important as the future of Crabtree Enterprises shouldn’t be left in the hands of a 
servant. 

JEFF 
But Billington’s not just a servant.  Granddad has always listened to him on 
important matters. 

HITCHCOCK 
He’d listen to you more.  You’re family.  And you impress me as a man of action.  I’ll 
bet if you talked to your grandfather, it would be much more effective. 

JEFF 
I don’t know. 
 

(Hitchcock’s cellular phone rings.) 

HITCHCOCK 
(She grabs the phone from her pocket.) 

(Into the phone.) Not now.  I’m busy. ... Have him sit on his Exalted Royal 
Hindquarters and wait.  This is more important. 

(She turns off the phone and sticks it back into her pocket.) 
(To Jeff.) Think of all those people who will be out of work if the takeover goes 
through.  And think of their families. 

JEFF 
Maybe you’re right, Mavis.   No, you are right.  No maybes about it.  Let’s you and I 
go in there and talk to Granddad together. 

(He takes Hitchcock by the arm and crosses toward the SL 
master-suite door.) 

HITCHCOCK 
Oh, no, no, no, no, no.  This is something you should do all by yourself.  One 
Jefferson Davis Crabtree to another.  In fact, don’t even mention that you and I have 
discussed it.  Let your grandfather think it was totally your idea. 

JEFF 
Are you sure? 

HITCHCOCK 
I’m positive.  Trust me on this, Jeff. 

JEFF 
That’s awfully generous of you.  But what ... what if he won’t listen?  What if he 
refuses? 

HITCHCOCK 
Then why don’t you come along to the stockholders’ meeting? 

JEFF 
I was planning on being there anyhow.  But what good will it do? 
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HITCHCOCK 
If your grandfather doesn’t agree with our ... your plan, Jeff, it’s doubly important 
that the undecided stockholders be made to see the future.  Let them see you speak out 
and vote your shares against the takeover. 

JEFF 
All right. 

HITCHCOCK 
And, Jeff.  Come just as you are.  It’ll make a bold statement. 

JEFF 
Okay.  And if Granddad does approve the plan, I’ll be there to congratulate you. 

HITCHCOCK 
That might not be such a good idea.  We don’t want to confuse the voters, now, do 
we? 

JEFF 
Confuse them? 

HITCHCOCK 
Your grandfather stepping down and naming me president will be a enough trauma 
for them to absorb for one day.  Seeing you might be ... well, I think it’s best if they 
don’t.  Not until after the voting takes place, anyway 

JEFF 
You know these people a lot better than I do, Mavis.  If you really think that’s the 
best way to go about it. 

HITCHCOCK 
Oh, I do, indeed.  Believe me, I do.  Now, I’d better get going.  I’ve got some calls to 
make.  And you’d better get in there and talk some sense into your grandfather.  
Here’s a little something for luck. 

(Hitchcock kisses Jeff on the lips.) 
 

(Sarah enters at the SL master-suite door.) 
 

(Hitchcock steps back from Jeff.) 

CRABTREE 
Get out and stay out! 

SARAH 
(She is so taken aback at seeing Jeff and Hitchcock kissing, she 
hesitates for a second, then collects herself.) 

(Calling out back into the master suite.) I.I.I’m getting out, Mr. Crabtree. 
(She closes the door.) 

(To Jeff.) I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to intrude. 
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HITCHCOCK 
No harm done, Nurse Randall.  I was just leaving, anyway. 

(She takes her cellular phone from her pocket and punches in 
some numbers.) 

(To Jeff.) I’ll stop by a little later on to find out how everything went. 
(She crosses to the UC front door.) 

(Into the phone.) Good morning, Mr. Prime Minister.  Sorry to keep you and His Royal 
Exalted Highness waiting but I was on a conference call with the State Department. 
... 

(She exits and closes the door.) 

SARAH 
I really do apologize, Mister Crabtree.  I just needed to talk to Billington.  Have you 
seen him? 

JEFF 
(He is back to being a jerk.) 

Naw, babe.  Not me.  I was in the other wing, taking a nap and dreaming about you.  
Of course, in my dream, you had on a much shorter skirt. 

(He sees something through the picture window [at the back of 
the audience] and points DS.) 

Wait a sec.  There he is, out in the rose garden with Toka-dude the gardener and 
Mrs. O.  And it looks like she’s reading them the riot act.  I wonder --- 

SARAH 
Thank you. 

(She crosses toward the SR kitchen door.) 
 

(Jeff crosses to the SL master-suite door and opens the door.) 

CRABTREE 
Shut that damn door! 

SARAH 
(She turns around and races to the SL master-suite door.) 

(Calling out.) I’m sorry, Mr. Crabtree!  I’m shutting it! 
(She grabs the door from Jeff, slams it and stands with her 
back against the door, barring Jeff’s way.) 

(To Jeff.) What were you thinking?! 

JEFF 
I was just going in to see Grand-dude. 

SARAH 
Did Billington say you could? 

JEFF 
Well, no, babe.  But I had --- 
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SARAH 
But, nothing!  Things have changed some since you lived here.  Let me fill you in. 

(She leads Jeff away from the SL master-suite door.) 
Your grandfather’s welfare is our prime concern.  Period.  End of story.  No 
discussion.  If Billington doesn’t feel that he is up to seeing you, then that’s how it’s 
going to be.  Until Billington gives his permission, you stay out.  Understood? 

JEFF 
I guess so, ba--- 

SARAH 
And don’t call me “babe!”  I am not your babe or anyone else’s babe or sweetie or any 
other sexist pet name your Neanderthal pea-brain might think up.  I am Nurse 
Randall, Miss Randall or just plain Randall.  To my friends, I am Sarah.  You may not 
call me Sarah.  Is that understood? 

JEFF 
(He gives a stomp of his foot and a British flat-handed salute.) 

Yes, ma’am, Miss Nurse Randall, ma’am!  Perfectly, ma’am! 
(He drops the salute.) 

But, come on, now.  Cut me a little slack, here.  How can you say that I’m not your 
friend when you don’t even know me? 

(He crosses closer to Sarah.) 
Of course we could remedy that situ --- 

SARAH 
(She sticks out an arm and keeps Jeff at arm’s length.) 

Seeing you in a liplock with Mavis Bitchcock tells me all I need to know about you.  
Mr. Thigpen was worried that you might be coming home to stick it to your 
grandfather, but conspiring with that power-hungry, double-dealing, back-stabbing 
harpy is lower than even he could imagine.  And he’s a lawyer. 

JEFF 
(He is less the jerk.) 

Seriously, Miss Randall, you’ve got Mavis all wrong.  All she wants is to help stop 
Federated National from taking over Crabtree Enterprises. 

SARAH 
She told you that? 

JEFF 
Yes.  That’s why I was going in there to talk to Granddad, not to, as you put it, 
“stick” it to him.  If he were to step down and appoint her as president, it might just 
sway some of the undecided voters that are worried about the future.  We could save 
the company from being dismantled and protect the employees and their jobs. 

SARAH 
But, then, who would save the company from Mavis Hitchcock? 

JEFF 
What? 
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SARAH 
Do you honestly think Mavis gives a rat’s patoot about the employees? 

JEFF 
She seemed so --- 

SARAH 
Mavis Hitchcock cares about just one thing - Mavis Hitchcock’s career.  Her only 
concern for the employees is for how much she can squeeze out of them to enhance 
that career.  To her way of thinking, God put ordinary working people on this earth to 
do just one thing - follow orders.  And, as is the case with all Harvard MBA’s, Mavis 
thinks God put her here to give those orders.  Talk to Billington, if you don’t believe 
me.  She’s playing both sides against the middle in this takeover.  If your grandfather 
doesn’t name her as president, she’ll vote her shares with Federated National. 

JEFF 
You’re just flat out wrong, Miss Randall.  In fact, Mavis said if Granddad didn’t agree 
to the plan to make her president, she wanted me at the meeting so that the undecided 
stockholders could see me vote against the takeover.  Now, if she were going to vote 
for the takeover, why would she ask me do that?  Huh?  Huh? 

SARAH 
(She takes Jeff by both shoulders and marches him over to the 
desk so that he can see himself in the mirror.) 

Behold the future of Crabtree Enterprises.  Why, I’m half tempted to vote my own 
shares for Federated National. 

JEFF 
(He is no longer a jerk) 

(Almost to himself.) So that’s why she didn’t want me there if she were going to be 
named president. 

SARAH 
What? 

JEFF 
Nothing.  I’m sorry I doubted you Miss Randall.  And thanks for helping me see 
things more clearly. 

(He looks at his watch.) 
If you’ll excuse me, I’d better go wash the egg off my face and get ready for that 
meeting. 

(He exits down the UR hallway.) 

SARAH 
(Calling out after Jeff.) A change of clothes wouldn’t hurt, either. 

(She crosses toward the SR kitchen door.) 
(To herself.) I only wish you were half the man Billington and Mrs. O’Shea thought 
you ---. 
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O’SHEA 
(She enters, quickly and distraught, at the SR kitchen door and 
almost collides with Sarah.) 

Ohh! 

SARAH 
Mrs. O!  Have you --- 

O’SHEA 
Don’t you “Mrs. O” me, you ... you ... you Benedicta Arnold! 

(She pushes past Sarah and crosses toward the UR hallway.) 

THIGPEN 
(He enters, fully dressed, from the UR hallway and almost 
collides with O’Shea.  He reaches out to grab her shoulders and 
avoid the collision.) 

Whoa, there, now, Mrs. O’Shea. 

O’SHEA 
(She slaps Thigpen’s arms away.) 

Don’t you dare touch me.  You and your (She mimics Thigpen.) “Oh, grand, it’s muffin 
day.  Y’all don’t know how much I look forward to these here muffins of yours.”  
(Normal voice.) Well, I certainly know now, don’t I?  (To Sarah.) Don’t I, little Miss 
(She mimics Sarah.) “I wasn’t very hungry.  I just had coffee?” 
 

(Billington enters at the SR kitchen door, holding the umbrella 
stand.) 

THIGPEN 
I honestly don’t have the foggiest --- 

(He sees the umbrella stand.) 
Hellfire! 

SARAH 
I don’t understand, either.  What --- 
 

(Thigpen motions toward Billington.) 
 

(Sarah turns and sees the umbrella stand.) 
Uh-oh. 

O’SHEA 
Yes.  “Hellfire and uh-oh,” indeed.  All the co-conspirators here together.  And what 
about Jeffy?  Is he in on your little muffin-gate caper, too? 

BILLINGTON 
We can explain, Mrs. O’Shea. 
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SARAH 
If ... 

(She crosses to O’Shea and guides her to the furniture 
grouping.) 

if you’ll let us. 
 

(Thigpen crosses into the living room.) 
 

(Billington resets the umbrella stand by the front door and 
crosses into the living room.) 

O’SHEA 
(She goes grudgingly with Sarah.) 

What’s there to explain.  It’s obvious you hate my muffins. 
(She sits where Sarah puts her.) 

SARAH 
(She sits.) 

Well, yes, but --- 

O’SHEA 
So now it all comes --- 

SARAH 
But we love you, Mrs. O. 

BILLINGTON 
We never wanted to hurt you. 

THIGPEN 
Hellfire, Mrs. O’Shea.  That’s why everybody went to all this trouble for all these 
years.  So y’all wouldn’t get hurt feelin’s and all.  I mean, I may be speaking out of 
turn, here, but surely you had to have known that y’alls muffins were bad - really bad. 

BILLINGTON 
Mr. Thigpen! 

O’SHEA 
Well, of course I knew, you ninny.  I’ve always known.  I remember the very first 
batch of muffins I ever made in this house.  They were simply terrible.  So hard, you 
could use them for cobblestones.  But everyone else thought they were wonderful.  
My late husband, 

(She raises her face to the ceiling.) 
God rest his soul, 
 

(Billington, Thigpen and Sarah mouth the “God rest his soul,” 
with O’Shea) 
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O’SHEA(CONTINUED) 
(She lowers her face.) 

Billington, here, even Mr. Crabtree himself.  They all raved about them.  Well, what 
was I to think?  Everyone liked those awful muffins so much, I’ve kept on making 
them the exact same way ever since.  Then there was Jeffy’s parents and then Jeffy 
and now you, Sarah.  You all seemed to like them so blasted hard.  Baking them that 
way has been sort of like a ... a ... 

BILLINGTON 
Tradition? 

O’SHEA 
I guess so, Billington.  Like so much else around here. 

THIGPEN 
How’s about startin’ up a new tradition next Wednesday, Mrs. O’Shea? 

O’SHEA 
And what would that be, Mr. Thigpen? 

SARAH 
Soft, moist, and tasty muffins, Mrs. O. 

O’SHEA 
(She looks at Billington.) 

 
(Billington gives O’Shea a hopeful nod.) 

 
Oh, I think that could be --- 
 

(Jeff’s arm is seen from around the corner of the hallway.  He 
tosses the long-haired wig that he had been wearing into the 
living room.  It lands on or in front of the coffee table.) 

 
(O’Shea jumps up, screams and climbs onto a chair.) 

It’s a rat!  Dear Mother of God!  It’s a rat! 
 

(Sarah overlaps O’Shea with a shriek as she pulls her legs up 
under her where she is sitting.) 

THIGPEN 
(Overlap.) Hellfire! 

BILLINGTON 
What on earth? 
 

(They all look at the wig.) 
 

(Thigpen crosses to the wig.) 
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BILLINGTON 
What is it? 

O’SHEA 
Don’t touch it!  It’s a rat!  I just know it is! 
 

(Thigpen prods the wig with his foot.) 

SARAH 
It isn’t moving. 

THIGPEN 
(He picks up the wig.) 

Well I’ll be danged.  It’s a wig. 
 

(They all look around.) 

JEFF 
(He enters from the UR hallway.  He has short hair, neatly 
combed, and is dressed in a three-piece suit.  He is carrying a 
rolled up piece of paper.) 

Surprise! 

BILLINGTON 
Master Jeff? 

THIGPEN 
Well I’ll be dipped in --- 

O’SHEA 
Jeffy! 

(She crosses to Jeff) 
You scared me half out of my wits.  I ought to take you by the scruff of ... 

(She takes a good look at Jeff and softens.) 
Why, Jeffy, you look so nice all dressed up.  (To the others.) Doesn’t Jeffy look nice?  
(To Jeff.) Don’t you ever do anything like that again, young man.  I nearly had 
apoplexy. 

JEFF 
Okay, okay.  I’m sorry, Mrs. O. 

THIGPEN 
Why the masquerade, son? 

JEFF 
I just couldn’t help myself.  I had to do it. 

SARAH 
So this is the surprise you mentioned in your letter? 
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JEFF 
Part of it.  Since you won’t let me see Granddad, I might as well share the rest of the 
surprise with the three of you. 

(He hands the rolled up paper to Billington.) 

BILLINGTON 
(He unrolls the paper.) 

Masters in Business Administration. ... Summa cum laude. ... From Harvard. 
 

(Jeff winks at Sarah.) 

SARAH 
(To herself.) Oh, good God.  A Harvard man.  (To Jeff.) I’m so sorry about what I said 
earlier, Mr. Crabtree.  I really am. 

THIGPEN 
Well I’ll be dipped in --- 

O’SHEA 
That’s wonderful, Jeffy.  Come over here and sit down and tell us all about it. 

BILLINGTON 
I’m at a loss for words, Master Jeff.  When did all this happen? 

JEFF 
After five years or so of being away, I had become pretty disenchanted with the 
nomad life.  What I really wanted to do more than anything was to prove myself to 
Granddad.  I guess all I succeeded in doing was proving him right.  I was 
irresponsible, just like he said. 

BILLINGTON 
Sounds like you grew up, Master Jeff. 

JEFF 
Yeah, I guess so.  I had saved plenty of money, so I enrolled in grad school.  I finished 
up a year ago and have been working with Vanderburg Consulting since then. 

SARAH 
That’s terrific. 

O’SHEA 
We’re so proud of you, Jeffy. 

THIGPEN 
But why didn’t you let someone know? 

JEFF 
I was going to.  Helping those other businesses had got me to thinking.  I’m a 
Crabtree.  I should be using my talents to benefit Crabtree Enterprises.  (To 
Billington.) Your letter gave me the excuse I’d been looking for to come home.  
Besides, maybe I can have more influence over the direction of the company from the 
inside. 
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O’SHEA 
We’re so happy to have you back. 

THIGPEN 
But why come lookin’ like a hippie? 

JEFF 
I guess I couldn’t resist pulling Granddad’s chain one last time.  But, then, Billington 
told me I couldn’t see him.  Well, I had gone to all this trouble so I decided to play out 
the joke on all of you.  It was stupid, I’ll admit it.  And Miss Randall, I’m especially 
sorry for the way I acted toward you.  

SARAH 
No harm done, Mr. Crabtree. 

JEFF 
I really appreciate you rescuing me before I went in there and made a complete fool of 
myself in front of Granddad and I’d like to apologize to you properly for my actions.  
Would you consider coming with me to the stockholders’ meeting and then out to a 
late lunch afterward? 

SARAH 
Why, Mr. Crabtree, that’s extremely --- 

JEFF 
Please come, Miss Randall.  And call me Jeff? 
 

(Sarah looks at O’Shea for permission.) 

O’SHEA 
Go ahead, dear.  Billington and I will look after Jeffy’s grandfather for you while 
you’re gone. 

SARAH 
In that case, I’d love to ... Jeff.  And I guess maybe you can call me Sarah, after all. 
 

(The doorbell rings.) 

BILLINGTON 
(He crosses to the UC front door.) 

Now who could that be? 
(He opens the front door.) 

 
(Hitchcock enters.  She is carrying her cellular phone in the 
pocket of her suit.) 

 
Ms. Hitchcock.  This is a surprise. 

(He closes the door.) 

HITCHCOCK 
Hello, Billington.  And I see Bubba’s here, too.  That’s good. 
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THIGPEN 
Wadaya want, Mavis? 

HITCHCOCK 
I just dropped by to see if Jeff Crabtree had talked to his grandfather about a proposal 
we had discussed earlier this morning. 

JEFF 
I haven’t had the ... the right opportunity, yet, Mavis. 

HITCHCOCK 
Who are ... Why, it’s you, Jeff!  But I thought ... I mean you look so ... so ... 

JEFF 
Deliciously, delightfully presentable? 

SARAH 
Speaking of presentable, I’d better go change into something a little more appropriate 
for the occasion. 

(She crosses to the SL master-suite door and opens it.) 

CRABTREE 
I swear I’ll fire the next person who bothers me! 

JEFF 
But maybe I should make my own opportunity. 

(He crosses toward the SL master-suite door.) 
No one should have to take that kind of abuse, Sarah. 

SARAH 
(She blocks Jeff’s way.) 

It’s all right, Jeff.  Really it is.  We’re all used to his cantankerous ways.  It doesn’t 
mean --- 

JEFF 
But you shouldn’t have to get used to them.  I’m back to stay and it’s time I had a 
word with him about the way he treats people. 

BILLINGTON 
But, Master Jeff, your grandfather’s health is --- 

JEFF 
If he’s well enough to yell insults at his employees, Billington, he’s well enough to see 
me. 

(He takes Sarah by the shoulders, gently moves her aside, and 
exits at the master-suite door.) 

SARAH 
(She follows him into the master suite.) 

But, Jeff, you really ... 

O’SHEA 
(Overlap.) Jeffy! 
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THIGPEN 
(Overlap.) Hellfire! 
 

(Horror registers on Billington’s, O’Shea’s, and Thigpen’s 
faces.) 

HITCHCOCK 
What’s the big deal?  So the old man threatened to fire the nurse.  It’s not like nurses 
are hard to find, right?  Dime a dozen. 

BILLINGTON 
(To O’Shea.) I’ve failed in my duty. 

O’SHEA 
Nonsense, Billington. 

THIGPEN 
Remember what I said earlier about lookin’ after someone’s interests sometimes 
means forcin’ ‘em to see things they don’t always want to see an’ to do things they 
don’t always want to do.  Well he’s seein’ it big time. 
 

(Pause.) 

JEFF 
(He enters slowly from the master suite and closes the door.) 

... Well ... that went somewhat differently than I expected it would. 

O’SHEA 
Jeffy? 

JEFF 
You’ll all be happy to know that granddad is not going to fire Sarah, after all. 

THIGPEN 
G.g.great.  That’s great, son. 

HITCHCOCK 
Yeah, swell.  But did you talk to him about our proposal? 

JEFF 
As a matter of fact, I did, Mavis.  Briefly. 

HITCHCOCK 
And? 

JEFF 
I thought he seemed rather cool to the idea at first, but then he told me that Billington 
had the matter well in hand.  Billington? 

HITCHCOCK 
Billington?! 

O’SHEA 
Billington? 
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THIGPEN 
(Overlap.) Billin’ton? 
 

(Billington whispers something to Thigpen and O’Shea, 
gesturing to Jeff and to Hitchcock - a clear “It’s either him or 
her.”  Thigpen shrugs his shoulders and gives a gesture that 
says “Since you put it that way, go ahead, then.” 

BILLINGTON 
(To Jeff.) I had promised Ms. Hitchcock that I would discuss her proposal with your 
grandfather.  In fact Mr. Thigpen and I spoke with him earlier.  Your grandfather 
told us that he partially agrees with Ms. Hitchcock’s assessment of the takeover 
situation.  Due to his health, he hasn’t been able to devote the necessary time to the 
business nor will he ever be able to again.  (To Thigpen.) Mr. Thigpen, as Mr. 
Crabtree’s attorney, perhaps you’d care to explain the situation in more detail to Ms. 
Hitchcock? 

THIGPEN 
Oh, would I ever.  Thank you, Billin’ton.  Thank you ever so much. 

(He rubs his hands together and grins at Hitchcock.) 
Here’s the deal, Mavis.  Mr. Crabtree has decided --- 

BILLINGTON 
No, no, Mr. Thigpen.  Don’t rush into it.  Savor the moment.  Here, let me start you 
off.  (To Hitchcock.) For some time, now, Mr. Crabtree has been considering stepping 
down as president of Crabtree Enterprises.  Many factors have entered into that 
decision.  Some of them you touched on yesterday in your conversation with me and, 
again, this morning when you discussed the situation with young Mr. Crabtree, here. 

HITCHCOCK 
Is that so? 

BILLINGTON 
There, Mr. Thigpen.  You see? 

THIGPEN 
Ah-ha!  Yeah, Billin’ton.  I think I do.  Yeah.  (To Hitchcock.) The ol’ man realizes he 
needs somebody younger at the reins. 

HITCHCOCK 
Isn’t that nice? 

THIGPEN 
Somebody who will be as selflessly dedicated to the success of Crabtree Enterprises 
an’ to the welfare of the employees as he’s always been. 

HITCHCOCK 
You don’t say? 

THIGPEN 
The only problem has been findin’ the right person.  However, that problem seems to 
have resolved itself. 
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HITCHCOCK 
Of course it has, Bubba.  Was there ever any doubt? 

THIGPEN 
The long an’ short of it is, the ol’ man’s gonna step down as president. 

HITCHCOCK 
Excellent decision on his part.  When will all this happen? 

BILLINGTON 
Mr. Thigpen will make the announcement this afternoon at the beginning of the 
stockholders’ meeting. 

HITCHCOCK 
And when will the new president be appointed? 

THIGPEN 
It’ll all be part of the same announcement.  I’ll tell ‘em the ol’ man is retirin’, 
introduce the new president an’ turn the meetin’ over to him.  I’ve even written a 
little state-of-the-company speech for him to start off with. 

(He looks into his briefcase.) 
If Mrs. O’Shea’ll be kind enough to get me some Scotch tape. 
 

(O’Shea crosses to the desk, gets the tape dispenser, and crosses 
to Thigpen.) 

HITCHCOCK 
Don’t you mean “her,” Bubba?  And writing the speech was sweet but totally 
unnecessary.  I’m perfectly familiar with the state of the company. 

THIGPEN 
(He points to Jeff.) 

But he ain’t, Mavis. 

HITCHCOCK 
So? 

O’SHEA 
(She hands the tape dispenser to Thigpen.) 

I’ll just go hurry Sarah along. 
(She exits at the SL master-suite door, closing the door.) 

HITCHCOCK 
Why would Jeff have to be. 

CRABTREE 
(As O’Shea exits.) Can’t you people leave me be?! 

BILLINGTON 
As your new boss, Ms. Hitchcock, he most certainly does have to be. 

HITCHCOCK 
New boss? 
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THIGPEN 
That’s assumin’ y’all continue to remain employed at Crabtree Enterprises, Mavis. 

HITCHCOCK 
(To Billington.) I thought you said Mr. Crabtree had agreed ... to what we discussed. 

BILLINGTON 
Ahh, Ms. Hitchcock, he has.  To the basic principle, that is.  Mr. Crabtree will turn 
over the presidency to someone younger.  To someone who will be as selflessly 
dedicated as he has always been.  And Jefferson Davis Crabtree the Fourth, here, is 
the someone who has those qualifications.  (To Jeff.) Assuming, of course, that you’re 
willing. 

JEFF 
That’s fantastic!  I’m more than willing. 

THIGPEN 
In addition, he’s got one of them Harvard MBA’s to match your own, Mavis. 

BILLINGTON 
Not quite a match, Mr. Thigpen.  Mr. Crabtree’s is Summa cum laude. 

JEFF 
Oh, uh, Mavis?  That means “with highest honors.” 

HITCHCOCK 
But, Jeff, I thought --- 

THIGPEN 
I’d strongly suggest throwin’ in the occasional “sir” or a “Mr. Crabtree,” Mavis.  Y’all 
know what I mean? 

HITCHCOCK 
Do you mind, Bubba?  I’m trying to have a conversation with --- 

JEFF 
Your new boss. ... Now, listen, Mavis, we probably should get going to that meeting 
and I’m a little pressed for time right now.  Why don’t you call my secretary ... (To 
Billington.) I do have a secretary, don’t I? 

BILLINGTON 
Brenda McCabe.  An excellent woman. 

JEFF 
Why don’t you call Brenda and set up an appointment for, let’s say, nine o’clock 
tomorrow morning.  We’ll have a long talk then.  And, Mavis, one of the things we’ll 
be discussing is your continued employment at Crabtree Enterprises.  While I will 
need people with experience to advise me, I really intend to build a management team.  
You can be a team player, can’t you? 
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HITCHCOCK 
You ... you can count on me Je--- 
 

(Thigpen loudly clears his throat.) 
 
... sir.  I assure you, you’ll have my full cooperation. 

JEFF 
Glad to hear it.  Now, let’s walk out to the car so that I can look over Mr. Thigpen’s 
speech.  Mr. Thigpen? 

(He takes Hitchcock by the elbow and crosses toward the front 
door.) 

 
(Thigpen follows, briefcase and tape in hand.) 

 
There are some questions I have about the operations, Mavis.  You can ride over to 
the meeting with us and get a lift back here later to pick up your car.  That’s all right 
with you, isn’t it? 

HITCHCOCK 
Certainly, Mr. Crabtree.  No problem at all, sir. 
 

(O’Shea enters at the SL master-suite door, carrying a 
briefcase.) 

CRABTREE 
Stay out of here, if you know what’s good for you! 

O’SHEA 
We’ll all be out of your hair in just a little while, Mr. Crabtree. 

(She leaves the door open and crosses to Jeff.) 
Sarah will be ready in a few minutes, Jeffy.  You know how girls like to look their 
best on a first date. 

JEFF 
That’s fine, Mrs. O., but what I’ve already seen will be hard to improve on.  Have her 
join us in the car when she’s ready, will you?  Mr. Thigpen and I’ll get some business 
out of the way while we wait. 

O’SHEA 
Oh, Jeffy, it’s so nice to see you take charge of a situation.  Here, this is for you. 

(She hands Jeff the briefcase.) 

JEFF 
A briefcase?  And with my initials on it.  Why, thank you, M--- 
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O’SHEA 
It belonged to your father, 

(She raises her face to the ceiling.) 
God rest his soul. 

(She lowers her face.) 
Billington and I have been saving it all these years.  He’d be so very proud of you 
today. 

(She kisses Jeff on the cheek, wipes a tear from her eye and 
hurriedly exits at the SL-master-suite door, closing the door.) 

 
(Jeff looks at the briefcase for a moment as memories of his 
parents return.) 

 
(Hitchcock’s cellular phone rings.) 

 
(Hitchcock answers the phone, cups it in her hands and talks 
quietly.) 

BILLINGTON 
(He, too, had been caught up in the emotion of the briefcase 
presentation.) 

I’ll ... uh ... just get my cap, Master Je ... I mean, Mr. Crabtree. 
(He crosses to the hall tree and gets his chauffeur’s cap.) 

JEFF 
What for, Billington? 

BILLINGTON 
To drive you to the meeting in the limousine, of course. 

JEFF 
That won’t be necessary. 

BILLINGTON 
But you’re the president of Crabtree Enterprises, now.  You really should --- 

JEFF 
Oh, no, don’t get me wrong. 

(He takes the chauffeur’s cap from Billington.) 
I agree about the limo. 

(He takes the cellular phone from Hitchcock and pushes the 
disconnect button, then places the chauffeur’s cap on 
Hitchcock’s head.) 

Mavis, here, can drive it while Mr. Thigpen and I discuss the speech.  (To Hitchcock.) 
Get the car started, please.  Let’s go, Mr. Thigpen. 
 

(Billington opens the UC front door and takes the car keys 
from his pocket.) 
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(Thigpen and Hitchcock exit.) 
 

(Billington hands the keys to Hitchcock on her way out.) 

JEFF 
(To Billington.) How am I doing so far? 

BILLINGTON 
Splendidly, Mr. Crabtree.  Just splendidly. 

JEFF 
Billington, save the “Mr. Crabtree” stuff for when there’s an audience, okay?  I feel 
like a stranger in this house when you call me that. 

BILLINGTON 
As you wish ... Master Jeff. 

JEFF 
That’s better.  And, Billington, I’ll never be able to thank you and Mrs. O enough for 
everything you’ve done for me and my family.  Especially for taking such good care 
of things these past few years during ... uh ... uh ... 

BILLINGTON 
Your grandfather’s illness? 

JEFF 
Right.  His illness.  Thanks, Billington.  I hope I can count on both of you for many 
more years to come. 

BILLINGTON 
Of course you can.  And I know I speak for Mrs. O’Shea as well. 

JEFF 
Well, before I embarrass the heck out of you by hugging you, do you suppose you 
could come out to the car with me for a second?  I’d really like your opinion on that 
speech.  If Mr. Thigpen writes anything like he talks ... (Mimicking Thigpen.) “Y’all 
know what I’m sayin’?” 

BILLINGTON 
I’ll be happy to help out in any way I can, Master Jeff but, if you really would like my 
opinion, I do think making Ms. Hitchcock your chauffeur is a bit of an overkill.  
After all, she --- 

JEFF 
It’s just until we get to the meeting.  I know I’ll need people with Mavis’ business 
talents if I’m going to successfully manage Crabtree Enterprises, but I’ll need them 
with just a tad more humility.  Call it an object lesson. 

(He drops the cellular phone into the umbrella stand.) 
And have Mr. Tokajima bury this extra deep, okay. 

(He exits.) 
 

(Billington smiles, nods and exits, closing the door.) 
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(O’Shea and Sarah enter at the SL master-suite door.  Sarah is 
all dressed up.) 

CRABTREE 
I told you I didn’t want to be bothered! 

O’SHEA 
I don’t think we’ll be bothering you for the rest of the day, Mr. Crabtree. 

(She closes the door.) 

SARAH 
Or the evening, either, if things work out right. 

O’SHEA 
As lovely as you look, dear, things can’t help but work out. 

SARAH 
Thank you, Mrs. O.  You know, he is very nice.  I think I’m going to like him. ... A 
lot. 

O’SHEA 
Didn’t I say you would? 

SARAH 
And you were right, as usual. 

(She kisses O’Shea on the cheek.) 

BILLINGTON 
(He enters at the UC front door, leaving it open.) 

Miss Randall, everyone’s waiting. 

SARAH 
I’m on my way, Billington. 

(She crosses toward the UC front door.) 

O’SHEA 
Have fun, dear. 

SARAH 
Oh, I intend to.  Don’t wait up for us. 

BILLINGTON 
It’s only a luncheon date, Miss Randall. 

SARAH 
A late lunch, Billington. 

(She exits at the UC front door, leaving it open.) 
 

(Billington stands there looking out through the doorway.) 
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O’SHEA 
(She crosses to Billington and looks out through the doorway.) 

We did a good job raising that boy after all, didn’t we, Oswald? 
(She waves to the departing limousine.) 

BILLINGTON 
(He closes the door.) 

We did, indeed, Elizabeth.  We can be proud.  He’s turned into a fine young man. 

O’SHEA 
Did you notice the way the two of them looked at each other? 

BILLINGTON 
The two of whom? 

O’SHEA 
Oh, Oswald!  Sometimes you men can be so dense.  Jeffy and Sarah, that’s who. 

BILLINGTON 
Oh.  They did seem to hit it off, didn’t they?  After a somewhat rocky start.  I only 
hope that Master Jeff doesn’t intend to ... you know, become involved with her. 

O’SHEA 
Why?  Sarah’s a lovely girl.  Jeffy could do a whole lot worse, mind you. 

BILLINGTON 
But she’s one of the staff.  It would be highly inadvisable for Master Jeff to --- 

O’SHEA 
Maybe back when we were their age, but times, they are a changing, Oswald.  You 
mark my words.  We’ll be working for Sarah and have a whole new generation of 
Crabtrees to look after before very long. 

BILLINGTON 
Another generation of Crabtrees.  Our fourth.  We’re getting old, Elizabeth. 

O’SHEA 
Well, not so old that we can’t get them started off on the right foot. 

(She crosses toward the SR kitchen door.) 
Come on.  Haul those ancient bones of yours into the kitchen and I’ll make us some 
fresh coffee. 

BILLINGTON 
(He crosses toward the SL master-suite door.) 

I’ll be along in a minute, Mrs. O’Shea.  There’s something I have to do first. 

O’SHEA 
And what would that be, Billington? 

BILLINGTON 
Turn the freezer on defrost. 
 

(O’Shea smiles, nods and exits at the SR kitchen door.) 
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(Billington opens the SL master-suite door.) 

CRABTREE 
Can’t I have any peace in here?! 

BILLINGTON 
Yes, sir, you can. 

(He reaches up and pulls off a short piece of wire from on top 
of the door.) 

Finally, you can. 
(He exits and closes the door.) 

 
(Blackout) 

 
(End) 

 


