STAND-IN SISTER

A Ten-Minute Dramatic Duet

by
Deborah Karczewski

Brooklyn Publishers, LLC
Toll-Free 888-473-8521
Fax 319-368-8011
Web www.brookpub.com




Copyright © 2002 by Deborah Karczewski
All rights reserved

CAUTION: Professionals & amateurs are hereby warned that Stand-In Sister is subject to a royalty. This play is fully protected under the
copyright laws of the United States of America, Canada, the British Commonwealth and all other countries of the Copyright Union.

RIGHTS RESERVED: All rights to this play are strictly reserved, including professional and amateur stage performance rights. Also reserved
are: motion pictures, recitation, lecturing, public reading, radio broadcasting, television, video and the rights of translation into non-English
languages.

PERFORMANCE RIGHTS & ROYALTY PAYMENTS: All amateur and stock performance rights to this play are controlled exclusively by
Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. No amateur or stock production groups or individuals may perform this play without securing license and royalty
arrangements in advance from Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. Questions concerning other rights should be addressed to Brooklyn Publishers, LLC.
If necessary, we will contact the author or the author’'s agent. PLEASE NOTE that royalty fees for performing this play can be located online at
Brooklyn Publishers, LLC website (http://www.brookpub.com). Royalty fees are subject to change without notice. Professional and stock fees
will be set upon application in accordance with your producing circumstances. Any licensing requests and inquiries relating to amateur and
stock (professional) performance rights should be addressed to Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. You will find our contact information on the following
page.

Royalty of the required amount must be paid, whether the play is presented for charity or profit and whether or not admission is charged. Only
forensics competitions are exempt from this fee.

AUTHOR CREDIT: All groups or individuals receiving permission to produce this play must give the author(s) credit in any and all
advertisement and publicity relating to the production of this play. The author’s billing must appear directly below the title on a separate line
where no other written matter appears. The name of the author(s) must be at least 50% as large as the title of the play. No person or entity may
receive larger or more prominent credit than that which is given to the author(s).

PUBLISHER CREDIT: Whenever this play is produced, all programs, advertisements, flyers or other printed material must include the following
notice:

Produced by special arrangement with Brooklyn Publishers, LLC (http://www.brookpub.com)

TRADE MARKS, PUBLIC FIGURES, & MUSICAL WORKS: This play may include references to brand names or public figures. All references
are intended only as parody or other legal means of expression. This play may contain suggestions for the performance of a musical work
(either in part or in whole). Brooklyn Publishers, LLC have not obtained performing rights of these works. The direction of such works is only a
playwright's suggestion, and the play producer should obtain such permissions on their own. The website for the U.S. copyright office is
http://www.copyright.gov.

COPYING from the book in any form (in whole or excerpt), whether photocopying, scanning recording, videotaping, storing in a retrieval
system, or by any other means, is strictly forbidden without consent of Brooklyn Publishers, LLC.

TO PERFORM THIS PLAY
1. Royalty fees must be paid to Brooklyn Publishers, LLC before permission is granted to use and perform the playwright's work.

2. Royalty of the required amount must be paid each time the play is performed, whether the play is presented for charity or profit and whether
or not admission is charged.

3. When performing one-acts or full-length plays, enough playbooks must be purchased for cast and crew.

4.  Copying or duplication of any part of this script is strictly forbidden.

5. Any changes to the script are not allowed without direct authorization by Brooklyn Publishers, LLC.

6. Credit to the author and publisher is required on all promotional items associated with this play’s performance(s).

7. Do not break copyright laws with any of our plays. This is a very serious matter and the consequences can be quite expensive. We must
protect our playwrights, who earn their living through the legal payment of script and performance royalties.

8. If you have questions concerning performance rules, contact us by the various ways listed below:
Toll-free: 888-473-8521
Fax: 319-368-8011

Email: customerservice@brookpub.com

Copying, rather than purchasing cast copies, and/or failure to pay royalties is a federal offense. Cheating us and our
wonderful playwrights in this manner will be prosecuted to the full extent of the law. Please support theatre and follow
federal copyright laws.



STAND-IN SISTER

by
Deborah Karczewski

CAST: MAGGIE and EMMA

(The scene opens as MAGGIE pantomimes holding a flashlight and squinting while trying to discern shapes in a
dark room. EMMA is cowering behind MAGGIE, clutching her sister for comfort.)

MAGGIE: Emma, would you quit yanking on me? If you make me trip, we could fall right back down the ladder.

EMMA: (frightened) Don’'t move. | can’t see a thing up here!

MAGGIE: Well, duh! Who's the moron who dropped her flashlight half way up?

EMMA: | told you | was scared of heights!

MAGGIE: Then you should have stayed downstairs. | swear, you are such a chicken!

EMMA: | was not about to let you climb up here all by yourself, Maggie. Be real!

MAGGIE: (pointing her “flashlight” above her head) Wait! Is that a light bulb? | can’t reach the chain. Give me a
boost, will ya?

EMMA: Hold on Maggie, what if the chain is for something else?

MAGGIE: Something else? Like what?

EMMA: (Realizing that SHE has been overreacting, EMMA starts giggling playfully.) Remember in the old horror
movies what happens when someone pulls a mysterious cord?

MAGGIE: No, what?

EMMA: (imitating Dracula) The hulking butler arrives with electrical bolts sticking out of his neck.

MAGGIE: (giggling) You're such a goof. Come on, try boosting me up on your leg.

EMMA: OK, on the count of three, you step on my leg and I'll lift you up by the waist. One...two...three!

(The attempt ends up with MAGGIE and EMMA falling awkwardly.)

MAGGIE: Owwww!

EMMA: You OK?

MAGGIE: Yeah, but remind me never to try to make a pyramid like those cheerleaders at school.

EMMA: How do they do that stuff anyway?

MAGGIE: Beats the heck outa me! They're like human pretzels. Emma — wait! Here, take the flashlight and point it over
there. | think | see a chair. (MAGGIE drags the chair under the “chain,” climbs on top of it, and pantomimes
pulling the chain. The girls gasp and look around in awe.) Voila! Light!

EMMA: This is sooooo cool! Maggie, | take it all back. We should have climbed up to the attic years ago!

MAGGIE: (beginning to explore) Well, Mom has always freaked us out with all of her warnings. | guess she pretty much
brainwashed us against it.

EMMA: (imitating their mother) “No girls! Absolutely not! Who knows what's up there? There could be rats!”

MAGGIE: (joining in on the imitation) “Rats with rabies!”

EMMA: “Bats!”

MAGGIE: “Bats with rabies!”

EMMA: “Wasps!”

MAGGIE: “Wasps with rabies!” (The ridiculousness of this concept elicits a peal of laughter from the sisters.) And
you actually believed her!

EMMA: Me? Hey, you're a year older, big shot. | never heard you volunteer to climb up to the attic!

MAGGIE: (pantomiming looking in boxes, etc.) Boy, if | had known how great it was, I'd have sneaked up here a long
time ago!

EMMA: Look at all of this stuff! It's like a giant yard sale!

MAGGIE: | don't think Mom’s ever thrown anything out! She just stuffs all our old things into the attic!

(As the girls “dig” for treasures, they pantomime touching and playing with various items.)

EMMA: Oh look! My old tricycle! And Mr. Chubby, my teddy bear!

MAGGIE: My violin! I haven't thought about it in years! Think | can still play it?

EMMA: (winces while MAGGIE pantomimes playing the violin) Yeow! Now | remember why you quit the band in fifth
grade.

MAGGIE: Very funny.

EMMA: (kneeling center stage) Maggie, look at this fabulous trunk. It has carving all over it. Help me move all of the
junk off of it.



MAGGIE: (helping) Oh how beautiful! It must be an antique!

EMMA: So why do you think Mom and Dad keep it way up here? This has got to be worth a whole lot of money, don't ya
think?

MAGGIE: Definitely! Do you think we should open it?

EMMA: | guess so. | don't know... | feel like maybe we should ask first.

MAGGIE: 1 told you that you were chicken.

EMMA: Maggie, Mom did tell us to stay out of the attic.

MAGGIE: Emma, she started all that talk when we were little kids. She just didn’t want us to get hurt. You know? She
didn’'t want us to break our necks on the ladder...and...besides, she’s always such a worry wart. And you're starting to
sound just like her!

EMMA: Well...OK...but if something flies out of this trunk, | swear I'll have a heart attack.

MAGGIE: Mom junior!

EMMA: So open the trunk already!

MAGGIE: (“opening” the trunk and inspecting its contents) Picture albums! Lots of them!

EMMA: Cool! Why don’t Mom and Dad keep them in the family room with all of the other albums?

MAGGIE: | don’t know. That's weird, isn't it?

EMMA: Sure is. (*opening” an album) Oh look, Maggie. Here’s a picture of Mom holding you right after you were born!
Have you ever noticed that in all of the albums downstairs, you're already ... like ... a year old? (giggling) You look
like a little tadpole with those buggy eyes. Thank God your face grew or you'd still look like a frog!

MAGGIE: (playfully hitting her sister) Very nice! Here's one with Dad holding me. I look like I'm howling, don't I?

EMMA: (laughing) You always did have a big mouth!

MAGGIE: Here's one with all four of us! Grandma must have taken it. It's funny seeing Dad with all that hair!

(EMMA looks confused and there is a long pause.)

MAGGIE: Emma? ... Em? ... Earth to Emma!

EMMA: Huh? ... Oh, sorry.

MAGGIE: What's up?

EMMA: Uh...nothing You know, Maggie... | think we’'d better go back downstairs, now. Mom wants us to start making
dinner before she gets home. I'm getting kinda hungry.

MAGGIE: Why are you acting all creepy all of a sudden?

EMMA: I'm not. Come on, let's put the album back, OK?

MAGGIE: No, it's not OK. | want to look at the rest of the pictures.

EMMA: Maggie, | want to get out of here!

MAGGIE: Would you let go? You are being such a brat! (yelling)What's up with you?

(There is along uncomfortable silence.)

EMMA: (quietly) Look at the picture.

MAGGIE: Yeah? So?

EMMA: How can that be the four of us? Mom and Dad adopted me a year after you were born.

MAGGIE: And?

EMMA: And those babies are both newborns.

MAGGIE: Oh...that's odd... Well, let's look for some close-ups. (“flipping” the pages) Here's one! ... (whispering)
Omigosh.

EMMA: (gently) That's what | thought.

MAGGIE: ...Two little tadpoles...Two sets of buggy eyes...

EMMA: Two little Maggies. Identical.

MAGGIE: (Lying down on her back in shock, SHE continues slowly.) ...It all makes sense... Why would anyone
adopt a baby only one year after giving birth? People adopt when they can’t have babies of their own, don’t they? You
hear about it all the time. A couple gets married...They try to have a baby... After a few years they go to a fertility
specialist... No luck... so, they decide to adopt. It fills their emptiness... It's a way to make a family. (SHE sits up.)
But...but why adopt so soon if you have a new, little baby girl? | mean, they already had a family. They had a baby girl.
Why would they need to go out and get another one? (MAGGIE is so overwrought that SHE doesn’t see the pain
SHE is inflicting on EMMA.) Unless...unless...you have two of everything. (Figuring it out as SHE talks, MAGGIE
stands.) Of course! What if you already had two cribs? Two high chairs? Two sets of clothes? What if you were used
to two baby girls and then something happened to one of them? Didn't Grandma mention a couple of times that she
lived here for a while after | was born? That someone was sick or something? Darn, why didn’t | pay more attention?
That's why I've never seen any pictures of me when | was a newborn! All of the photos in the house were taken after
YOU arrived. They're of you and me together! | can’'t believe that they kept this a secret from me! That's gotta be it!
Something happened to that other baby...that other Maggie...my twin... She died. | can ...feel it!... (crying) | can feel



it! | always feel... like I'm... like I'm waiting for someone. | always feel... incomplete...like...like | want to reach out and
share with someone...someone like me who'll...understand...someone who will always be there for me...
EMMA: (standing to interrupt in a sudden rage) — | hate you!

END OF FREE PREVIEW



