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                                                 STAIRWAYS TO HEAVEN 

                                                         (2800 words) 

 

Characters 

 

AGNES PRESCOTT: aged 53, Ph.D. former university prof, now confined to her bedroom 

with MS. Her speech is clipped, cerebral, at times wooden, except when 

talking to the cat. 

COLIN PRESCOTT: aged 48, chief accountant at an engineering firm, genial but insecure. 

BELLA LAIDLAW: aged 37, a live-in nurse hired to care for Agnes, professional but 

willful, quick to take offence.  

LULU: a three-legged cat. 

 

Setting 

      Place: The stage is divided in two diagonally. The rear part is occupied by 

Agnes’ bedroom, (brightly lit); the front part is a sitting room (in semi-

darkness).  

                        Time: evening. 

 

At Rise, AGNES is cuddling LULU in an armchair partly covered by a blanket. Beside it is 

small table with a framed photo on it. 

AGNES (in a dreamy voice): Oh poor Lulu. Was it too much for you? That used to be your 

favorite spot . . . You’d sit up there in the sunshine and stare across at me 

with your chilly hauteur. Remember? . . . Now you can’t jump up there. You 

can barely climb onto the chair . . . Oh, dear! Life is so cruel . . . If ever we 

find the dog or the rat that chewed your leg, we’ll chop it to pieces. Yes, we 

will. . . . Colin has put rat poison out there ever since, but he’s still to find a 

corpse. . . . I’ll tell you what we’ll do. I’ll get the nurse to move the chair 

next to the dresser and that will make it easier for you. Up you’ll go, Lulu, 

just like in the old days . . . but in two stages. What do you say to that? 

      AGNES reaches out a hand and rings a bell on a side table.  

AGNES: I’m so tired. I hardly have the strength to do it. Old before my time.  

      AGNES settles back into position. LULU appears to protest. 
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AGNES: Oh dear, sweetie, did I touch a sensitive spot? Do you still hurt where they 

amputated? . . . You were such a snooty critter before . . . But you mustn’t 

give in. You must face up to life with three legs . . . Look at me. Four years 

confined here with MS and still fighting back . . . Well, sometimes . . . Not 

always. (laughs lightly.) There are moments when I stop caring. . . But then, 

don’t we all? 

      AGNES reaches out a hand again and rings the bell. 

AGNES (irritated):  Where is she? That slow-footed nurse? What excuse will she have this 

time? 

      AGNES strokes LULU. 

AGNES: You know you’ve put on a lot of weight lately. You’ve changed a lot, Lulu, 

since your operation. You’ve stopped playing and you’ve given up 

grooming. You’ve quit cleaning yourself after using the litter tray. Oh yes, 

I’ve noticed. And you don´t purr anymore, do you? I loved your purr.  

         BELLA appears in the sitting room and steps into the light of the bedroom.  

         She wears an apron. She has two packets in the pocket of the apron.  

 

AGNES (sharply): Finally! What kept you? 

BELLA (unapologetic): A delivery from the pharmacy 

AGNES: What is it? 

      BELLA takes the two packets from her apron pocket. 

BELLA: The new painkillers and the new sleeping pills. They’re very strong.  

     AGNES points to the side table. 

AGNES: They need to be. I deserve a decent night’s sleep once in a while. Put them 

there. 

BELLA: I should put ‘em with the other medicines. 

AGNES: You can do that later. I want to check the instructions. 

BELLA: I can do that. 

AGNES: Didn’t you hear? I want to check the instructions. 

     BELLA puts the packets on the side table. She looks at a framed photo on the table.  

BELLA (trying to be nice): Oh, is that Paris? Did you guys go to Paris? 
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AGNES (drily): As a matter of fact, it’s the National Museum of Prague. We spent three 

days in the department of numismatics. Mr. Prescott was fascinated. 

          BELLA smiles weakly and starts for the door.  

AGNES: Where are you going? I didn’t say you could leave. 

BELLA: Colin wants me cook up something spicy for his supper. 

AGNES: Colin? You mean Mr. Prescott. 

BELLA: He asked me to call him Colin. 

AGNES: Didn’t Mrs. Braithwaite prepare him supper before she left? 

BELLA: Her usual baked gnocchi with broccoli. He says he’s tired of it.  

AGNES: It was good enough for me at lunchtime. 

BELLA: He asked for something different.  

AGNES: Well, I suppose he knows.  

BELLA: Okay then? 

AGNES: Before you go, give me one of those painkillers. My hips and legs are really 

hurting. 

BELLA: When the muscles and ligaments are immobile for a long time, it’s to be 

expected. 

AGNES: Don’t treat me like a child. I know exactly why. Give me a painkiller.  

       BELLA checks her watch. 

BELLA: It’s a bit early. 

AGNES: I said: give it to me! 

BELLA: Well, yes, if you insist. 

AGNES: I do insist.  

     BELLA takes a pill from the packet and gives it to AGNES, who swallows it.  

BELLA: I notice the cat is in your chair. You should wash your hands before 

ingesting anything after handling the cat. Specially when your immune 

system is as compromised as yours.  

AGNES: You don’t like cats, do you? 

BELLA: As a matter of fact, I don’t. I’ve always been a dog person. Dogs can do so 

many things— from guarding your house to detecting drugs and diseases. 

And they’re so, so loyal.  
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AGNES: You can go and prepare Mr. Prescott’s spicy supper.  

       BELLA starts to leave. 

AGNES: Oh, Nurse! Before you go, move that chair close to the dresser, so that Lulu 

can climb up there. 

        BELLA moves the chair. 

       Exit BELLA to the sitting room. COLIN is waiting for her. They embrace. 

AGNES: Ignore her, Lulu. She’s a nobody. Oh, I’m so sleepy. . .  You too, 

sleepyhead? . . . Lulu, my world is so narrow these days. It’s shrunk to the 

size of my body. To think that I used to speak at international congresses. 

Can you believe it? Sometimes I wonder if it’s worth waking up.  

      AGNES falls asleep. Lights down on the bedroom. Lights up on the sitting room. 

COLIN: How is she? 

BELLA: No change.  

COLIN: I don’t suppose there could be. Not for the better, anyway. 

BELLA: Maybe the new medication will help a bit. 

COLIN: Let’s hope so. 

BELLA: Her tongue is so sharp. Never a please or thank you.  

COLIN: She’s always preferred to be right than to be kind. 

BELLA: Never smiles, either. Not even a glimmer. A patrol officer in the fun police.  

COLIN: With all her chronic aches and pains, she hasn’t the extra energy you need to 

smile.  

BELLA: She said you’d been to Prague. That you really enjoyed it. 

COLIN: It was okay, I suppose. I loved Czech food. The goulash. The roast pork 

with dumplings. Even the sandwiches are a knockout. The rest of the visit 

was kinda boring. 

      BELLA looks at Colin with a knowing smile. 

COLIN: That’s a thing I love about you, Bella. Your smile goes from cheek to cheek. 

So few women smile that big.  

       BELLA smiles again from cheek to cheek. 

COLIN: Exactly like that! 

     COLIN kisses her cheek. They go sit.  
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COLIN: I enjoy having you live here. 

BELLA: I enjoy living here. I enjoy living. Which is more than poor Agnes can say. 

COLIN: You’re so much fun, Bella. 

BELLA: I’m more fun than doing gigantic jigsaws? 

COLIN: Ten times better. Twenty times! 

BELLA: So what are we going to do? 

COLIN: You mean, apart from supper? 

BELLA: Get serious, Colin. How long can this go on for? I’m tired of the cat-and-

mouse game.  

COLIN: I’ve looked into it. There’s no easy answer. 

BELLA: She could survive for another six or seven years. The doctor said her heart’s 

still strong.  

COLIN: Poor thing! Trapped in that body for another seven years. Shriveling away. 

Life is so unfair. She was once a star athlete. She put me to shame. As a 

teenager, she excelled at hurdling. She still has a couple of silver cups 

somewhere in the house.  

BELLA: I’m not going to put up with this for another seven years. Sorry, Colin, but 

I’m not. 

COLIN: You’re asking me to divorce her? 

BELLA: No, of course not. That would be cruel. 

COLIN: I promised to love her forever. 

BELLA: You should have said “possibly forever.” 

COLIN: You think so? 

BELLA: My father used to say that promises are good intentions based on ignorance. 

You never really know what you’re promising. So you can’t be held to it. 

COLIN: Where does that leave us? 

BELLA: Bring the situation out into the open. I’m sure she’s already guessed that 

something’s going on. She’s no fool. 

COLIN: You can say that again! 

BELLA: But neither am I.  

COLIN: What will people say? 


