
THE CHOSEN - SAMPLE SCRIPT (c) 2018 

CHARACTERS 
  
FRANCES STONICK : Sister of Dorothy, recent widow of James Stonich.  

ED CLOPSIC: Husband of Dorothy, Fran’s sister.  
  
DOROTHY CLOPSIC: Wife of Ed, older sister of Frances.  

DOREEN/CAROL/BILLIE/SANTI/DR. GORMAN/MRS. MORALES:  
Female Creditor/Friend/Receptionist  

MRS. FRIEDMAN/MRS. NIEMINSKI/ANN/MRS. BROWN/MARGIE SELBIN:  
Female Creditor/Teacher 

HENRY/AL WITENELI/MR. CONLEY/MR. THOMAS/DONALD SECULOVICH:  
Male Creditor/Mechanic  

CANTON FISHER/FRANKIE/RALPH/MR. HARRISION/FRANK TIBALL:  
Male Creditor/Mechanic 
  
VOICEMAIL MESSAGES: Pre-recorded, when noted. REPETITION: Repetition of words or 
phrases are a refrain; an effort to talk about anything other than what needs to be talked about. 

WALTER: Male, representative of “The Movement”.  
  
THE CHOSEN: With the exception of Walter, Ed and Dorothy, the above actors also represent 
the faceless; “The Chosen”. At the point at which we see them in the telling of the story, only 
Fran’s face is visible.  
  
LOCATION/TIMING: Fran’s living room, December 2008. Various offices and businesses. A 
town square. A small, middle-American town. 

MESSAGE MACHINE: An old-school, LED read-out projection that appears on the back wall 
of the stage; voicemail messages that have been collected over time. 

CREDITORS: On the phone with Fran, they appear (though are not actually) in her living room. 
All at once. Simultaneously. With lighting and sound, their conversations elevated over all 
others. Like a silent movie that, when necessary, speaks. 



1.   

PROJECTION: LED read-out blinks: December, 2008. Early morning. 

Lights up on the front door, covered in locks, upstage right. A cluttered living room. An 
old, brown couch, down stage center. A frayed armchair, downstage left. A dining room 
table with a tattered lace tablecloth, upstage, and covered in food, serving trays and dirty 
dishes from last night’s open house. On the coffee table, an avocado green phone with 
greasy finger stops. An answering machine rests on the floor and is connected to the 
phone by one too many cords. The room is cluttered. Children’s toys. Half-packed boxes. 
Wooden stairs with a banister, upstage center. The kitchen is offstage, stage left. 

Walter stands in the open doorway. Fran stands just inside, bundled in her winter coat. 
Long beat. Silence. 

WALTER 
Thank you. 

Walter leaves. Fran stands. Another long beat. The flash of her coat, a shoe and the front 
door closes. The chain locks swinging  and clanking in the silence. The living room is 
empty. Black out. 

2. 
In darkness, a message machine clicks.  

VOICEMAIL 
(prerecorded) 

Thank you for calling the Stonich residence. Please leave us a message and we’ll call you right 
back. Say goodbye, boys. Boys? (the boys pipe in) Bye! BYE! Bye! Bye! Bye-eeeee!!!   
Was that right, Dad? 

VOICEMAIL MESSAGE  
(prerecorded, Dorothy) 

Frances, we just got your message. It’s 8:30. We’re on our way. Stay where you are. Here’s the 
turn, Ed. Turn left. Oh, for goodness sake. Turn LEFT. It’s right around the corner. We’ve been 
here a thousand times. Fran? Frances? Pick up the phone. 

Ed’s muffled voice is heard in the background. 
  
Oh, Ed, please. Fran, if you’re sittin’ there listening to me go on - pick up the G-D phone. Left, 
Ed. Machine’s gonna cut me off. Turn the car around and make the G-D turn. Machine’s gonna 
cut me off. Pick up the phone, Frances – machine’s gonna cut me - 



Machine cuts Dorothy off. A car screeches into the driveway. The screen door opens. 
Slams shut. 

DOROTHY  
(in kitchen, unseen) 

Fran! Fraaaaaan! Frances? We’re here! FRAN?! Honest to Pete.  

Dorothy enters the living room. She wears a worn coat, dress and the shoes she keeps for 
working in the garden. Stumbles to the window. Opens the curtains. Morning light pours 
into the room. 

DOROTHY 
Frances?  

Picks up and reads a series of post-it notes on the coffee table. 

Huh, huh, huh. 

ED 
 (in the kichen, unseen) 

What did she say in the message? 
  

DOROTHY 
Nothing. 

ED  
(at the screen door, unseen) 

Because she doesn’t want you butting in. 

DOROTHY 
Good LORD it’s cold. 

Dorothy looks for and finds the thermostat. Turns it up. 
  
Get in here, Ed. 

Dorothy flips on and off the light switch. Doesn’t work. 
  
Honestly -- FRAN! 

ED 
(at the screen door, unseen) 

She doesn’t need you pokin’ around. 



DOROTHY 
Ed, I know my sister. 

ED  
(at the screen door, unseen) 

Dot? I wanna go home. 

DOROTHY 
Get in here. 

ED  
(at the screen door, unseen) 

Dot, tell me now before I come all the way. 

DOROTHY 
Ed, I have the keys.  

ED 
(at the screen door, unseen) 

Not gonna have time to replace ‘em. 

DOROTHY 
We don’t need both sets. 

The screen door slams shut. 

ED  
(in the kitchen, unseen) 

Hardware store closes at three. 

DOROTHY 
Ed. 

ED in the kitchen, unseen 
In eight months, you’ve lost three sets of keys, your pocketbook, four of your paychecks and our 
bankcard. Twice. 

We hear the refrigerator door opens. 

Well, hellooo there. 
  

The refrigerator door closes. Ed enters. Dressed for work. Janitor. His fingers jammed 
into a tall mason jar of homemade horseradish. 



ED 
Gosh dang. It’s like an icebox in here.  

DOROTHY 
She keeps it cold. 

ED 
In December? What’s with - ? 
  

Ed flips the light switch on and off. 

DOROTHY 
I did that. 

ED 
Huh. 

Ed flips the switch. 
  

DOROTHY 
Ed, I did that already. 

Ed flips the switch. 

ED 
Huh. 

DOROTHY 
You’re killing me, Ed.  

ED 
She’s not here. Let’s go. 

 Dot points at the horseradish. 

It’s Friday. 
  

DOROTHY 
I know what day it is.  

ED 
Where are the keys? 



DOROTHY 
Oh for goodness sake – they’re right -  

Dorothy begins rummaging through her purse. 

ED 
Don’t tell me they’re in your purse. That’s what you said last time and it cost me two hours and 
$3-59 three-fifty-nine to get a new set made. We can’t afford to replace what you keep losing.  
Cheese and rice (means “Jesus Christ”, but won’t say it). Why she put the heat so low?  

DOROTHY 
They’re here. I know I put ‘em in here - 
  

ED 
We need both sets.  

DOROTHY 
No, we don’t. 
  

Ed dips his fingers into the horseradish.  

ED 
Couldn’t find ‘em? 

DOROTHY 
Go to the kitchen. Get me some boxes.  
  

ED 
Dot, she doesn’t want you buttin’ in.  

DOROTHY 
Put that down (the horseradish) Boxes. Kitchen. Now. 
  

Ed his fingers into the jar, tastes. 
  

ED 
What is that – ? Dot, taste this here – tell me what it is. What’s that spice? 

DOROTHY 
Get those garbage bags from the counter, too. 
  

ED 
Where in the kitchen? 



DOROTHY 
It’s a small room, Ed.  

Ed dips his fingers in the horseradish, tastes again. 

Put that down. I don’t want her comin’ down, see you standin’ there, eating her horseradish. 

ED 
It’s Friday.  
  

DOROTHY 
I know what G-D day it is.  

ED 
Jimmy and I did this every Friday.  

DOROTHY in hushed tones 
I know very well what you and Jimmy did and so does Fran. You put that away right now before 
I lose what’s left of my patience. She wants us here to help - not to - I don’t want her comin’ 
down here - 

FRANCES! (shouts upstairs) 
  
(hushed whisper) I don’t want her comin’ down here and seein’ you with your G-D fingers in that 
G-D old mason jar. It’s gonna remind her - and I don’t want her to start - you saw how she was 
last night - seriously, Ed, where’s your head? 
  

Slowly, Ed dips his fingers in the horseradish. 

Edward. 
  

ED 
Gosh dang it, how could you not get this right? Just ask her for the recipe. She’ll give it to you. 

DOROTHY 
How am I supposed to get anything done if I’m standin’ in some G-D kitchen all day making G-
D horseradish.  FRANCES! 

ED 
Maybe she went to the store.  
  

DOROTHY 
She’s got casseroles stacked three foot high in the garage. A month’s worth of food out there. 
Neighbors been bringing ‘em around for weeks. 



ED 
What did she say in the message? 

DOROTHY 
(mumbling) Tells us to come over and she’s not even here. 

ED 
Is that what she said? Dot? She say she wanted us to come over? She buried the man yesterday. 
Give her a day at least before you start in. 
  

Ed pauses to taste. 
  
Whatever it is, this spice, it’s delicate. 
  

DOROTHY 
(Looking around the living room) Throws a woman outta her house when she’s just lost - . 

ED 
That’s how they do, Dot. Bank needs their money. 

DOROTHY 
Two days off already this week and here I am.  

ED 
They’ll give you extra shifts, you ask. 
  

DOROTHY 
There aren’t extra shifts, Ed. Boxes. Now.  

ED 
Kitchen? 
  

DOROTHY 
Yes. 
  

Ed exits to the kitchen. Dot picks up and reads a series of post-it notes. 
(sighing) “Buy bulbs.” “Call Gas & Electric.“ “Shirts and socks.” 

 Ed re-enters with one box, still cradling the horseradish. 
  

ED 
Here. 



DOROTHY 
One box? 
  

ED 
That’s all there was. 
  

DOROTHY 
Put down the horseradish. 

ED 
It’s Friday. 
  

DOROTHY 
Go get the rest, Ed. I mean it. 
  

ED 
Show me the keys. 

DOROTHY 
We don’t need the extra set. 

ED 
Dot – 

DOROTHY 
ALL RIGHT.  

Dorothy grabs and rummages through her purse. 

All right. For goodness sake. Here are – the - G-D - honest to Pete – keys - 

ED 
Three pairs you lost this month. Not to mention - 

DOROTHY 
ALLRIGHT. 

ED 
Should wear ‘em on a chain ‘round your neck. 

DOROTHY 
I don’t know why you have to make such a big deal - 



ED 
Three pairs, Dot.  
  

Dorothy finds keys. 
  

DOROTHY 
Here. Here. Here. The keys. The goddamned keys. They were in my goddamned purse like I 
goddamned told you. Now get the rest of the goddamned boxes. 
  

Beat. 
  

ED 
(slowly) All right. 
  

Ed walks to the kitchen door, dips his fingers in the horseradish. Tastes. 

What the heck is that? 
  

Ed exits. 

ED 
(offstage) CUMIN! 

3. 

PROJECTION: LED read-out blinks: Ten months ago: February, 2008.  

Lights up on each of the debt collectors. Silently working in their offices.  Picking up 
phones. Their voices on mute, this is a slide show of their day. The messages play. The 
collectors, work. 

MESSAGE  
(automated voice) 

You have three, new messages. Message one. 

VOICEMAIL  
(Jimmy, prerecorded) 

Pick up the phone. It’s me. I’m in the car with Ed. We left work. Goin’ to the emergency room. 
Fell down; scraped myself up. No big deal. I’ll call you when we get there. 



MESSAGE  
(automated voice)  

Message two. 

VOICEMAIL  
(automated voice) 

If your name is automated James Stow-nick , please call CitiMortgage at 800-555-7731. It’s 
urgent that we speak to you immediately. Our associates are available Monday through Friday 
from 8am to 5pm. Thank you.  

MESSAGE 
(automated voice) 

Message three.  

VOICEMAIL  
(Woman, prerecorded) 

Oh for God’s sake – it’s not – the thing isn’t – it’s not recording – of course I know it’s not 
recording – it didn’t - (Beeeeeep) 

 The message is cut off. The sound of the machine fast forwarding. Lights out. 

4. 

PROJECTION: LED read-out blinks: December, 2008. Early morning. Thirty minutes 
later. 

Lights up. Fran’s living room. Dorothy bustles about. Ed sits on the couch cradling his 
horseradish. 

ED 
Dot, she may want to do this herself.  

DOROTHY 
Nonsense. Why else would she call? She knows how I do. We’ll start in the kitchen and work our 
way up. Put everything to throw out there (points upstage). Everything we want to keep, over 
there (points toward the kitchen). 
  

ED 
Dot, you’re buttin’ in.  

DOROTHY 
Oh nonsense, Ed. This is what family does.  
  



ED 
You should ask before you start pokin’ around. 
  

DOROTHY 
Good Lord. I don’t know where to start.  

ED 
Wait ‘till she gets back. She say she was coming back? What she say in the message? 

DOROTHY 
(looking around) I just don’t know where to start. 

ED 
Why don’t you just wait? 

DOROTHY 
Ed, she’s my sister. 

ED 
I know that, but if you had the last eight months she had, would you want someone pokin’ 
around - ? 

DOROTHY 
If “ifs” and “buts” were candy and nuts, we’d all have a happy Christmas. 

ED 
Cart’s before the horse, Dot.  

DOROTHY 
Candy and nuts, Ed. Candy and nuts. 

ED 
Look what you’re doin’. C’mon. She’s not gonna want all this. Stop for a second, would ya?  

DOROTHY 
Let me tell you  somethin’. 

ED 
(softly) All right, Dot. All right. 

DOROTHY 
I’ve been here most every night since Jimmy took sick.  



ED 
I know you have. I know. 

DOROTHY 
I’ve washed clothes. Cleaned the kitchen. Took out trash. I have worked and cleaned, loved and 
organized this home like it was my own. And had Fran thank me for it.  

ED 
Yes, I know, Dot. I know. 

DOROTHY 
I’ve known Jimmy since the sixth grade. And I know my sister. 

ED 
Dot – 

DOROTHY 
And I’m not goin’ stop just because you have some cockamamie notion about what I should and 
shouldn’t be doin’ right now. She knows how I do. And - and - she would want this. 

ED 
I wanna go home, Dot. Can’t we just go home? I wanna go home. 

Ed aggressively jams his fingers into the horseradish and eats until his eyes tear, he 
coughs and can no longer speak. 

DOROTHY 
No we can’t, Ed, we have work to do. 

ED 
God dammit! 

DOROTHY 
(softly) Ed. 

ED 
It’s Friday, Dot. I wanna go home. I just want to go. Can’t we just go? 

The phone rings. Once. Twice. CLICK. BEEP.  Dorothy and Ed’s voices overlap with the 
 outgoing message. 



  Beat. 

Gosh-dang it, why is it so cold in here? Why she got the heat so low? It’s like a – it’s like an – 
icebox in here. 

Ed jumps up. Aggressively switches the light on and off. 

DOROTHY 
The bulb’s burnt out. Ed. Edward. Ed, sit down. Ed. Eddie. Stop. 

 Ed flips the switch. 

ED 
Why does nothing – work?! Why – god-dang it – it’s a god-danged light – why doesn’t it god-
danged – work -  

VOICEMAIL MESSAGE  
(prerecorded) 

Thank you for calling the Stonich residence. Please leave 
us a message and we’ll call you right back. Say goodbye, 
boys. Boys? (the boys pipe in) Bye! BYE! Bye! Bye! 
Bye-eeeee!!!   
Was that right, Dad?

DOROTHY 
Oh my God. Oh my God. Oh my 
God. Get it. Get it. Get it.  

ED 
Where the hell is the button?  

DOROTHY 
Make it stop, Ed. 

ED 
I can’t find the – the thing – 

DOROTHY 
Ohmygod, Ohmygod.   

ED 
How the hell did he rig this?  

DOROTHY 
Edward!  

ED 
He’s got sixteen thousand cords, 
here -



DOROTHY 
(softly) Ed, please. 

ED 
You see this here, Dot? The lights aren’t working. 

DOROTHY 
I know, Ed. 
  

ED 
There should just be a point where  somethin’ in this gosh-danged house WORKS. What am I 
supposed to do with this here? 

 Ed flips the switch. Nothing.  

DOROTHY 
Ed, let’s just get ready for the garage sale.  

ED 
The what? 

DOROTHY 
The garage sale. Pete’s sake. The garage sale. 

ED 
Dorothy, you are not going to have a garage sale.  
  

DOROTHY 
Now Edward, we talked about this.  

ED 
We did not. 

DOROTHY 
That’s why she called. That’s why we’re here. We talked about this last night.  

ED 
We did not. 

DOROTHY 
She wants me to organize –  



ED 
That’s not what she said. 

DOROTHY 
Don’t you shush me, Ed.  

ED 
Dorothy.  
  

DOROTHY 
I hate when you shush me.  

ED 
Sit down.  
  

DOROTHY 
We can bring those tables we used last year for the - oh my gosh – the big, long, metal ones, you 
know – that we used for the reunion – OH - and we can set up everything just like Mr. 
Napolitano (pronounced NAH-PAHL – EH – TAH-NO) did. And post-it notes, we’ll get post-it 
notes. Oh, she’d like that. 

ED 
Napolit - what’re you taking about?  
  

DOROTHY 
A garage sale. Havin’ a garage sale. Gosh sakes, Ed. Pay attention.  

ED 
What do you know about Joe Napolitano? 

DOROTHY 
He had a garage sale just last month.  
  

ED 
A garage sale is not going to help Fran.  

DOROTHY 
But she could use a little money to get back on her feet.  

ED 
A little money’s not going to make a difference, Dot. She has to leave. The bank’s gonna come 
and - she can’t stay here. We been over this. 



  
DOROTHY 

But Joe Napolitano -  

ED 
Did you tell Fran about Joe Napolitano? 

DOROTHY 
Joe used those long, metal tables. The ones I’m talking about.  

ED 
Dorothy, did you tell Fran about Joe Napolitano? 

DOROTHY  
No. One of his daughters, oh, she was nice. Saw her on the street the day of. Nice woman. Not 
very bright, mind you, but she sure did take care of Joe. Put all his things in boxes and on tables. 
Marked ‘em with these cute little post-it notes. Tiny, pink post-it notes on all his things. Of 
course he was there, too, but didn’t lift a finger. That’s what she said. 
  

ED 
Dot, did you tell Fran about Joe Napolitano last night?  

DOROTHY 
Oh Ed, I don’t remember. What does it matter? 
  
 Dorothy wanders to dining room table. Sees the paper’s “want-ads”. Fran’s circled a few  
 jobs opportunities. 
  

DOROTHY 
Wait a minute. Wait just a gosh-danged minute. Lookit here, Ed. Lookit here. Here’s  somethin’. 
And you thought she wasn’t trying. 
  

ED 
I never said that. 
  

DOROTHY 
Look. You see? I told you - 

 Ed grabs the paper from Dorothy. 
  

ED 
 (reads) “Clerk”…” Waitress”…” Babysitter”… ”Nanny”…” Counter Clerk”. $8 an hour. $15 an 
hour. $10 an hour. 



DOROTHY 
Counter clerk. She could do that. She used to work at a candy store in high school. 
  

ED 
“Clerk”…”Bakery”… “Bank teller.” 
  

DOROTHY 
She couldn’t do that. Bakery sounds good, though. 
  

ED 
$8 an hour. 
  

DOROTHY 
She could do that. Bake. 

ED 
Bake?  

DOROTHY 
Sure.  

ED 
She could bake?  

DOROTHY 
Why not? 

ED 
(beat) You know, Dot, a man works all his life – 

DOROTHY 
Oh my gosh. All right. All right. 

ED 
- and for what? For what, Dot? He’s gone and the best his wife can do is eight dollars an hour? 
Who can afford to live on that? 

 Ed moves to the dining table, begins clearing it off. 

(in a rush; mumbling) Sick nine, ten months and everything gone in less time than it takes the rest 
of us to figure out what the hell’s goin’ on. Eight dollars an hour? Who the hell can live on that?  



DOROTHY 
Ed. 

ED 
They should be ashamed, puttin’ an ad like that in there. Ashamed. Jimmy worked since he was 
fourteen. Twelve years old. We all did. Scrapin’ by. How hard did Jimmy work? How hard have 
we all worked? And for what? 

DOROTHY 
(softly) Ed - 

ED 
You listen to me. I am not movin’ her G-D stuff from here to there (points upstage and down). 
I’m not touchin’ a thing. And neither are you. It’s gonna stay here until she’s ready to move it. 
We’ll help clean up from last night and that’s it. 

 Ed gently touches the lace tablecloth on the dining table. 

DOROTHY 
EDWARD. THE TABLECLOTH. THE TABLECLOTH. THE TABLECLOTH. 
  

ED 
What? 

DOROTHY 
Put it down. 

ED 
Why? 

DOROTHY 
Mommy gave it to Fran when she and Jimmy got married. 

ED 
All right. Well, I’m not gonna rip it in half. Just gonna put it over on the shelf there so we can 
clean this here table off. 

DOROTHY 
(softly) Mommy gave it to Fran. She got the tablecloth.  

ED 
You said. 



DOROTHY 
(small voice) I wanted the tablecloth. I was the one said so. But Mommy -  

ED 
All right. 

DOROTHY 
I was oldest.  

ED 
Dot, that was years ago. 

DOROTHY 
Mommy didn’t give us a thing.  

ED 
Gave us plenty. All right, c’mon. Sit down. C’mon Dot. Stop putterin’ and sit. 

DOROTHY 
Here I am working so hard and she didn’t – she isn’t even here. I do all this and – and I don’t 
even get – I didn’t even get – the tablecloth. 

 Beat. 

ED 
You wanna know what I think? 
  

DOROTHY 
No. 

ED 
Here you are in this room – 

DOROTHY 
I said “no”, Ed. 

ED 
And you have no idea what to do. 
  
 Long beat. 

Every week we were here since they got married. I walk in here now - 



 Dorothy grabs the tablecloth from Ed. Folds it up and clutches it to her chest. Beat. 

DOROTHY 
Where’s she gonna keep it? 

ED 
Dunno. 

DOROTHY 
… 

ED 
… 

DOROTHY 
(looking about) I don’t recognize a thing. 

Lights out.


