Daddy’s Favorite 3.0

By: Dr. M. Shane Heard

Note about script: 	
1. Overall Meaning to World:	Grass is not always greener. Secrets can be killer. Sometimes murder 
may be justified.
2. Overall Meaning to Self:		Do not be too quick to judge, even when you THINK you know the
truth. 
3. Overall Meaning to Judge:	We never know what goes on behind closed doors. 
4. Fictional Work Notation:	This is a work of fiction. Though some of the characters are based on 
real individuals, the facts and focus of the true stories are only used as a base for this work.  
5. Blocking:			There are three sets of blocking assignments (all very basic): One is 
blocking assignment is for DUO, one for DUET, the third can be used for both DUO/DUET.

Note about the Song/Poem:

Note about the Character:		
1. Stacey Ann Lannert:		Stacey Ann is a very loud, in-your-face kind of a woman. She is bold, 
opinionated, smokes like a chimney, drinks heavily, and cusses like a 
sailor. Stacey Ann is Christy Lena’s older sister.
2. Christy Lena Lannert:		Christy Lena is the polar opposite of Rachel. She is quiet, reserved, 
afraid of loud noises. She usually will not speak up for herself. She is the younger sister of Rachel. She is eight years younger.

Note about the Language: 
I try, as I always do, to make the character as real as possible. Sadly, foul language seems to make most
characters more “believable.” If, however, you want to cut or slightly change the language to be more
“audience-friendly” (depending on your venue), go for it! Offer the alterations back to me in the form of a
revision for approval and publication.  Doc. H. 







We begin:

(Stacey Ann stands silently at an examination table in a holding cell, staring into space, smoking a cigarette.) 
(Stacey Ann sits SR silently in a holding cell, staring into space, smoking a cigarette.) 
(Christy Lena, holding herself, paces SL gently.)

Christy Lena:	I don’t know how to begin.

Stacey Ann:	(Grinding out a cigarette): So, don’t

(Crosses and sits in the other chair) 
(Crosses to Stacey)
Christy Lena:	Come on Stas (pronounced Stays, with a long “A”). Don’t be like that.

Stacey Ann:	Don’t be like what? I’m the one who is here, little sister, not you!

Christy Lena:	Well, I think you are in here for good reason…

Stacey Ann:	(mocking) A good reason? What good reason?

Christy Lena:	Stop it, you know what you did. You wouldn’t be in here if you 
hadn’t…hadn’t… if you, hadn’t

(Puts out Cigar on imaginary table, crosses SL) 
(Stands, crushes out cigarette on table, crosses SL)

Stacey Ann:	(very loud) Hadn’t what, Chrissy? (Christy turns away)  You can’t even say it, 
can you? Why am I in here, huh? Why the hell do I deserve to be in here?

(Crosses to Stacey) 
(Stands up, pushes in chair, walks to Stacey)

Christy Lena:	(Whispered) You killed him…(Flatly) You killed him. You took his hunting rifle, snuck up to him while he 
slept, and shot our dad in the chest. TWICE! Happy now? Happy I said it out loud?

(Crosses in front of Christy, Christy Counters, crosses back to imaginary table, likes another cigarette) 
(Shoulder Checks Christy, crosses back to table, lights another cigarette, sits on table)

Stacey Ann:	(smiles) Happy? (laughs) Am I happy now? No, not really. I am still in here, remember?

Christy Lena:	Forget it. I am not even sure why I am here (turns to leave).

Stacey Ann:	Why are you here, Chrissy? I have been locked in this 
fucking place for almost 20 years and now, now you come to visit?

Christy Lena:	You know why, “Now.” 

Stacey Ann:	I do. 

Christy Lena:	Then you say it!

(Sits on Stage) 
(Lies back on elbow on table)
(Takes a drag of the cigarette)
Stacey Ann:	I am about to take the final ride. A couple of little shots and I am gone forever, and you needed 
to see me? Why? 

Christy Lena:	Because…I need to know.

Stacey Ann:	Know what…Oh…you want to know why I did it?

Christy Lena:	Yes

Stacey Ann:	You know why I did it; everyone knows.

Christy Lena:	I know what you said in court.

(Takes a drag of the cigarette) 
Stacey Ann:	And you don’t believe what I said in court? 

Christy Lena:	There has to be more. You had everything. Your life was perfect…why would you... would 
you?

(Gets up, crosses DC) 
(Gets off table, crosses DC)
(Takes a drag of the cigarette)
Stacey Ann:	I had it perfect, all right. Lucky me.

(Crossing to Stacey)
Christy Lena:	Yes, lucky you. Mom and I had nothing. We damn near starved, but you, you got to live in 
the house, you had Dad’s money. We had nothing, but you were always Daddy’s favorite, so 
you got to keep Dad, of course.

(Takes a drag of the cigarette)
Stacey Ann:	That’s right, I GOT to keep Dad…got to keep Dad…You will never understand, Chrissy, and 
nothing will change…so go home. 

Christy Lena:	Tell me, Stas. Please tell me. I do not believe you were just “stoned out of 
your mind” and had a “crazy moment” as you said in court. There had to be more. 

Stacey Ann:	(long pause) Fine…you really want to know the truth, not that it matters now?

Christy Lena:	Yes, please… I need to know why you left me alone…why you got to have everything I had 
nothing, but still, still you couldn’t be happy and had to take the one man I loved, the only father I had.

(Puts out Cigarette on floor, crushes with shoe) 
Stacey Ann:	You will not like what I have to say…
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Stacey Ann:	I did not leave you alone, you know? Well, I wasn’t thinking that when I had to stay with 
Dad.

Christy Lena:	“Had to”? You didn’t have to do anything, Stas. You were older, so you got to “choose” who 
you went with, and you “CHOSE” Dad, and I got stuck with Mom. Why?

(Crosses back to table, lights another cigarette)
Stacey Ann:	I had my reasons. And what do you mean by “stuck with Mom”?  Mom is fine. Mom is great. You 
had it good.

(Following)
Christy Lena:	We had it “good.”  You know how many jobs Mom had to work to barely keep us alive? Do 
you know how crappy the apartment was we lived in? The roaches, the bums, the crackheads? 

(Sits in SR Chair)
(Takes a drag of the cigarette)
Stacey Ann:	It could have been worse, trust me. It was fine.

(Sits in SL Chair)
(Poking finger into table)
Christy Lena:	Trust you? I quit trusting you when you left me! And if it was so “fine,” why did you never 
come to visit? Ever?

Stacey Ann:	I had my reason, Chrissy, ok?

Christy Lena:	No, Stac, that’s not good enough. Not anymore. You had the great house, you had a college 
education, well, you would have had, had you not decided to take my father away from me, you had everything, and I had shit. So, I am going to need a little bit more to help me understand why you needed to end it all with two damn shots to the man’s chest while he slept. 

Stacey Ann:	No.

Christy Lena:	No, what do you mean no? Living in your Ivory Tower … you owe me!

Stacey Ann:	I don’t owe you shit. 
(Pounds her fist on the table)
(Deep drag on cigarette. Gets up and walks to the door.) 
Just leave …. just go home.

Christy Lena:	(Following Stacey). 
No, no, you don’t get to do that, Stac. You do not get to shut me out. Not this time. You always do that! Tell Me.

Stacey Ann:	(Pause, slow walk DC)
		He drank, you know. Dad. He drank.

(Following)

Christy Lena:	I know he drank. I remember.

Stacey Ann:	Yeah, but what you don’t remember, because you were too young to notice, he drank a lot.

Christy Lena:	A lot? Well, many people…

Stacey Ann:	No, Chrissy, he drank a lot…all the damn time…he was drunk more often than he was 
sober.

Christy Lena:	So, that is still not a reason for you too…

Stacey Ann:	And he was mean when he drank…Real mean… what you also would not remember is that he hit Mom, and 
he hit me.

(Crossing DSL)
Christy Lena:	No, no. That is not the Dad I remember; that is not the dad I…

(Following her)
Stacey Ann:	Because YOU DO NOT WANT TO REMEMBER…You are like Mom, always making excuses 
for him. 

Christy Lena:	No.

(Takes a drag of the cigarette)
Stacey Ann:	Yes. And that is why, finally, I talked Mom into leaving him, divorcing him, and taking you 
with her. To somewhere you would be…

Christy Lena:	Be what? (pause) Be what, Stac?

Stacey Ann:	Be safe. Safe from him. Safe from his fists…And safe from…from.

Christy Lena:	From what? What else?

(Crossing DSR)
Stacey Ann:	Nothing.

(Following) 
Christy Lena:	No... No... NO... Mom left because of you.

Stacey Ann:	Me?

Christy Lena:	Yes, you had to have Dad all to yourself, so you made us leave...You were Daddy’s 
Favorite…and you made us leave…

(Crossing DC)
Stacey Ann:	(growing impatient) How could I make anyone do anything? They got a Divorce…I knew 
this was a waste of time…you need to leave.

Christy Lena:	Then why didn’t you come with us?

Stacey Ann:	What?

Christy Lena:	THEN…WHY…DIDN’T…YOU…COME…WITH…US…

Stacey Ann:	I had to stay with Dad, he needed me.

Christy Lena:	Needed you? If he was so bad, what did you care if he needed you? You should have come 
with us. NO. You needed him. You needed to be his favorite

Stacey Ann:	Never mind…He needed me.

Christy Lena:	Aren’t you quite the little Martyr?

Stacey Ann:	Screw You!

Christy Lena:	SCREW YOU! No, there was nothing more; you need to be Daddy’s Favorite; you needed 
him to love you more than HE LOVED ME, support you, worship you like his perfect little 
angel, don’t you! And then you killed him. KILLED HIM!

(Crushes out Cigarette)
Stacey Ann:	That is not it.

Christy Lena:	It is.

(Crossing to Table for another Cigarette)
Stacey Ann:	NO, IT IS NOT IT!

Christy Lena:	Then what? You tell me. You tell me Stac, why THE HELL YOU NEEDED TO LEAVE ME 
ALONE!

Stacey Ann: (Very quiet) Because he was doing things to me…	

Christy Lena:	What things?

Stacey Ann:	Sex things…

Christy Lena:	Sex things? What? No way, not Dad.

Stacey Ann:	Yes, Chrissy, Dad. 

(Crossing to Stacey)

Christy Lena:	Oh, God.

Stacey Ann:	There is no God. Anyway, when I was about 9, he stopped hitting me and began to “explore”  

Christy Lena:	Oh, God. 

Stacey Ann:	He would come into my room late at night, very, very drunk, and do things to me…he 
would…

Christy Lena:	Shhh, you don’t need to say anymore; I get it.

Stacey Ann:	Get it? 

Christy Lena:	I mean, I understand what you are saying; you don’t have to go into detail.

Stacey Ann:	You don’t get shit, but just understand what he did to me, even to this day, even after I did 
what I did, I still feel….

Christy Lena:	Unclean?

Stacey Ann:	Yeah….” unclean”. Like a million showers, can not get the smell of him off me, the feel of 
him off me, GET HIM OFF OF ME!

Christy Lena:	Shh, it is ok Stac, I am here.

Stacey Ann:	Thanks.

Christy Lena:	But I still don’t understand…

Stacey Ann:	Jesus…

Christy Lena:	No, I understand, but I still don’t understand…

Stacey Ann:	Why I blew a hole in his chest?

Christy Lena:	Gross, but..Right. 

Stacey Ann:	Chrissy, I really rather not…

Christy Lena:	Please, Stac, I am going to lose you in a few hours and…	

Stacey Ann:	That’s right… I am about to die…Funny, I keep forgetting

Christy Lena:	So why?	

Stacey Ann:	Fine, final words and all: Do you remember shortly before it happened, before I…killed 
dad… you came to his house for a visit. 

Christy Lena:	I do remember that. You were gone on a College Visit, so I could actually go see Dad. So, I 
talked Mom into finally letting me go see him. I was about to start Middle School, and I wanted to show him my new school clothes. Mom and I had talked about me maybe moving in with Dad after you left for college. 

Stacey Ann:	Yeah, I had heard you were planning to move in with him after I left. 

Christy Lena:	So, what? Who cared if I did? I also remember you threw a fit about something, and I had 
to go. Mom came and got me. 

Stacey Ann:	I came home a little early from the visit. I did not like the college. So, I came back early, let myself in the 
back door. No one knew I was home for a bit. Lucky for you. 

Christy Lena:	Lucky for me? Why? Why did you kill Dad? I get it. He was a horrible person and did terrible 
things to you. Things I cannot even begin to imagine, but why, after enduring all that shit, did you finally break? 

Stacey Ann:	I broke, Chrissy, because….because….when I came down the hall, you were in your old 
room changing…and Dad…Dad was in the doorway watching you change…and turns to me as I come down the hall…and he smiles…Chrissy…he smiles as he walks up to me…and with liquor on his nasty breath, he whispers in my ear…“Soon, you will be gone. But no matter. Soon, very soon,  I’ll have another Little Princess coming home.”

Christy Lena:	Oh no, me….

Stacey Ann:	That’s right, Chrissy, you. And I knew then, my path lay toward Hell, because I needed to 
do something, SOMETHING, before Dad had another “Daddy’s Favorite.”
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