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The Keys To The Kingdom 

By Mark Mc Quown 

 

 

CAST 

 

SANDY:      White/American, owner of the house in 

                     his late twenties or early thirties.  Businessman. 

 

SYLVIA:      White/American girl friend to SANDY in her 

                      late twenties.  She shares SANDY’s house but 

                      has her own apartment. 

 

OTIS:            African/American male in his forties or early 

                      fifties.  He is a transient and one time businessman. 

 

JO ANNE:    African/American woman in her thirties or early 

                      forties.  She operates a house cleaning service and 

                      she cleans SANDY’s house. 

 

 

This is a modern day play where the scenes are set up much like a 

television soap opera.  The light and sound cues should flow into 

each other to show the progression of time.  The play is a four month 

period of SANDY’s life. 
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                       THE KEYS TO THE KINGDOM 

                                               BY 

                                    Mark Mc Quown 

 

 

                                            Act One 

 

 
(In a very conventional townhouse, that is well lived in.  There is a loud knocking at the 

front door.  Nothing happens.  Someone yells from the front door.) 

 

 SANDY (Off stage.) 

SYLVIA.  SYLVIA.  SYLVIA, SYLVIA.  SYLVIA.  I’ve lost my damn keys.  Lost 

my keys for God’s sake. 

 

(There is more pounding and more knocking and from in the house we hear a window 

open and a body drop to the floor.) 

 

 SANDY (Off stage.) 

Sylvia.  Sylvia. 

 

(SANDY enters the living room looking for something.) 

 

 SANDY 

Why?  Why today?  Why not tomorrow, is it a curse?  The only . . . huge 

meeting of the year and I can’t be there because. . . because. . . I lost my keys, 

I can’t find my keys. . . Jesus . . . what’s the point.  I know. . . I know . . . its  

rhetoric, its life, it’s . . . my existence. . . 

 

(Sandy bumps into the end table by the couch and we hear a set of keys drop to the floor.  

Sandy picks them up.) 
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 SANDY 

Great.   Great job SYLVIA.  No.  Don’t leave them where a normal person in 

crisis could find them.  NO.  LEAVE THEM WHERE NO ONE WOULD EVER 

LOOK.  Ok.  Ok.  Just get hold of yourself.   Try and think rationally.  Phone. 

Phone work.  Ok. . . I will.  But what am I going to say.  I know you’re not going 

to believe this but . . . I LOST MY KEYS. . . AGAIN. . .ok Sandy. . . easy. . . easy. . . 

put the phone down. . . take your keys. . . be a man and go to work . . . tell a lie. . . 

just get through it. . . just get through. . . 

 

(Sandy opens the front door, closes it and locks it.  All is quiet except for the television 

which is playing Mr. Rodger’s Neighborhood.) 

 

Pause 

 

(A key is inserted in the front door and the door opens but no one enters.  After a 

moment, a black transient enters and looks around slowly but carefully.  He turns off the 

television and closes the front door.  He walks around for a moment.) 

 

 OTIS 

Now this is urban America.  Here is a congested mind. . .  

 

(He finds some of Sylvia’s under clothes on the couch.) 

 

 OTIS 

. . . joined with a congested personality. 

 

(Otis moves through the house quickly and then returns for his bag.  He disappears 

somewhere in the house and there is a pause.  Another key goes in the front door and the 

door is kicked open.  A woman enters carrying groceries.  She kicks the door closed, puts 

her purse down on the entry table and rushes into the kitchen.  She comes out quickly and 

walks to the television and turns it back on. 

 

 SYLVIA 

Huh. 

 

(Sylvia goes back to the kitchen and slams the groceries away. She comes out of the 

kitchen and looks around the room for a moment and then walks to the mirror where she 

primps her hair and adjust her underwear.  She cruises out the front door and locks it.  

Otis sticks his head around the hall corner and looks.  He enters the living room and shuts 

off the television.  He walks quickly to the front window and sees that she is gone.) 

 

 OTIS 

This is all very charming.  This is a gift.  The future you plan to leave your children.  The 

mayhem of America. 
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(Otis goes into the kitchen and comes back out with a piece of celery.) 

 

 OTIS 

Now this is a good sign.  A fresh vegetable in the house. 

 

(Otis sits on the couch and puts his feet on the coffee table.) 

 

 OTIS 

You should be very careful these days who you live with.  There are 

international germs that break all barriers, including the death barrier.  

This all could have been mine . . . but. . . I lost interest. . . I lost. . . 

 

(Otis pulls out a list from his pocket and goes over it.) 

 

 OTIS 

. . . wood, hammer, nails . . . saw. 

 

(He stands quickly and looks around one more time.  He grabs his keys and goes out the 

front door and locks it.) 

 

(The lights shift to night time and the television comes on.  It’s the nightly news.  Sandy 

enters from the kitchen carrying a plate of food and a drink.  He comes to the couch and 

sits while talking to Sylvia who is still in the kitchen.) 

  

 SANDY 

. . . and I walked away from the new stand and down the street and then. . . I realized it . . 

. oh my God my keys were gone . . . again. . .and I went. . . I mean I just went . . . well 

you know. . . I told you the rest of the story . . . coming home . . . new keys from the key 

place . . . because they weren’t where any normal person could have ever found them. . .  

 

(Sylvia enters with her food and crosses to the stuffed chair and sits.) 

 

 SYLVIA 

. . . don’t get started on me. . . I didn’t lose your keys . . . again. . and what 

about the television? 

 

 SANDY 

What about it? 

 

 SYLVIA 

I thought we were leaving it on to scare away burglars? 

 

 SANDY 

I thought it was rapists? 
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 SYLVIA 

Well maybe that’s what I need . . . a little forced entry. . .  

 

Pause 

 SANDY 

I didn’t . . . touch . . . touch . . . the television. 

 

 SYLVIA 

We’re not talking about television right now.  We’re talking about our lives together here 

and I get the feeling lately that I’ve stayed too long and that 

maybe I should go back to my own apartment. 

 

 SANDY 

No.  I mean don’t. . . I’m just having a hard time lately and. . . it doesn’t make 

me want to. . .                                          

  

 SYLVIA 

. . . have a hard time. 

  

(Sylvia collects her food and moves off toward the kitchen.) 

 

 SYLVIA 

It wasn’t like this in the beginning. 

 

(Sandy collects his food and follows her toward the kitchen.  He repeats her last line with 

sarcasm.) 

 

(The lighting shifts to later in the evening.  The television changes to a night movie with 

tons of violence.  A key enters the front door and the door opens slowly.  Otis looks in 

and then drags some wood through the living room into the hall.  He returns and turns off 

the television.  He gathers his tools and disappears down the hall.) 

 

(The lighted shift to morning and are greeted with bird calls.  Sylvia enters from the hall, 

glazed, in a T shirt and crosses in to the kitchen.  Sandy enters from the hall, glazed, 

wearing pants, shoes, shirt half on and tie part way on.  Sylvia comes out of the kitchen 

with a cup of coffee.  They bump into each other, kiss, Sandy takes the coffee and exits in 

the kitchen.  Sylvia continues down the hall.  Sandy returns from the kitchen, turns on the 

television, a morning soap, crosses to the couch where he picks up Sylvia’s underwear.  

Sylvia emerges from the hall, pulling on a dress, crosses to him at the couch where he 

hands her the things.  She immediately drops them back on the couch and crosses to the 

bar shelf to gather her purse and keys.  Sandy watches her as she goes to the mirror and 

does a primp.  He crosses to the bar shelf and picks up his briefcase and they meet at the 

front door and leave.  Otis peers around the hall corner and then crosses to the kitchen.  

He returns with coffee and toast which he puts on the coffee table.  He turns off the 

television.  He sits on the couch and holds up her under things as he talks.) 
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 OTIS 

Just needs a brain . . . to go along with that over supplied body.  

Of course, you have to pay the price for that.  There’s a price tag 

on everything.   Now look at him.  He puts his keys down on the  

New York Times. . .Israel was making a pack with the PLO. . . 

and another lake somewhere was discovered to be polluted. . . and 

of course, there were more cops beating up more people in the name 

of the law. . .and. . . that was where he put his keys.  Right there.  

Now I said to myself . . . you should return that man’s keys but I 

couldn’t . . . because I was mad to see the inside of his house.  

Now I can’t explain that . . . so who cares anyway . . . who would 

understand?   He walked away.  I watched him.  I rolled up his keys 

in the New York Times and followed him . . . and here I am.  I guess 

the price tag was just too big.   But look . . . now I have it all . . . for 

free. 

 

(Otis walks into the kitchen with his food and returns with a towel tied around his waist 

and a broom.  He sweeps into the hall and disappears.) 

 

(The lights change to the night time.  The television comes on with endless commercials.  

Sylvia comes in wearing a T shirt and socks and crosses down to the stuffed chair with 

her book.  Sandy comes in shortly in T shirt and Bermuda shorts and socks.  He watches 

Sylvia for a moment.) 

 

 SANDY 

I thought we made a deal . . . about my drawers. 

 

 SYLVIA 

What about it? 

 

 SANDY 

You folded all my T shirts and put them in nice perfect piles. 

 

 SYLVIA 

I did no such thing . . . and speaking of deals, why did I get such a round of 

hooey about the television when every time I come home now, it’s off.  

  

 SANDY 

I haven’t touched the damn TV. 

 

 SYLVIA 

I haven’t touched your damn drawers . . . except to get this T shirt . . . 

to wear to bed. . . do you want it back?                                               

   

 SANDY 

No. . . . not just yet.  See. . . I’m trying to understand how my shirts  

got folded. . .  
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 SYLVIA 

You didn’t do it? 

 

Pause 

 

 SANDY 

I . . . can’t remember. 

 

 SYLVIA 

Why not.  Maybe you just need a little help.  A little help from mother 

helper, does Sandy want me to be mother helper. . . 

 

 SANDY 

. . . I . . . huh. . . I. . . 

 

 SYLVIA 

. . . shall Sylvia be little nursery like we did before? 

 

(She leads him out and down the hall.) 

 

 SYLVIA 

. . . let Sylvia help Sandy . . . you know I can . . . 

 

(Otis peers briefly out the kitchen then enters eating cookies and drinking milk.  He looks 

down the hall and then disappears in it.) 

 

(The lights change to morning with birds chirping.  The front door opens and Otis brings 

in a potted plant.) 

 

 (In a moment, Sylvia enters dressed and walks into the kitchen.  Sandy emerges from the 

hallway and walks to the mirror to adjust his tie.  Sylvia comes out of the kitchen with a 

milk container.) 

 

 SYLVIA 

When did you start drinking milk? 

                                                      

 SANDY 

I didn’t. 

 

 SYLVIA 

What’s this? 

 . 

 SANDY 

I don’t know, maybe it’s Jo Anne’s. 

 

 SYLVIA 

Why would Jo Anne leave food in our refrigerator? 
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 SANDY 

(Trying not to be late.)  I don’t know.  How the hell should I know?  She 

cleans the house one day a week, she must eat here. She probably forgot. 

I’ll leave her a note. 

 

(They pick up their things and move quickly to the front door.  They fight for getting out 

the door first and are gone.  The sound of the vacuum comes on and Otis enters from the 

hallway and cleans into the kitchen and then down to the couch where he turns off the 

vacuum and turns off the television.  He sits on the couch and contemplates his 

surroundings.) 

 

 OTIS 

Cars and television . . . that’s where America went wrong.  They believed the 

car would take them somewhere faster and this . . . is where they ended up. 

 

(He picks up the newspaper off the end table and looks down the columns.) 

 

 OTIS (Cont’d) 

Today the air will be unhealthy to breathe.  Am I surprised?  Tomorrow the 

water will be unhealthy to drink.  Will the world be surprised?  No.  Surprise 

is gone.  That’s the price we paid for advancement. 

 

(Otis gathers the mail off the end table and begins looking through it.) 

                                                  

 OTIS 

Credit cards.  That’s the other thing right behind TV and the car.  Look at 

the APR on this sucker.  God.  What a sin.  My God thirty-five dollars for 

cable television.  Why?  Oh . . . more credit cards, more bills. . . look at 

all this junk.  This is what he gets the keys to, his castle and all this junk  

and he’s probably got radon in the basement.  I better get a test kit.  I  

would never forgive myself if I got sick in one of these houses.  I better 

get one right now. 

 

(Otis takes off down the hallway.  We hear the back door open and close just as the front 

door opens.  Jo Anne enters with her cleaning equipment and puts it down as she sees the 

vacuum.) 

 

 JO ANNE 

I wonder if they got somebody else? 

 

 (She picks up the opened mail and throws out the envelopes.  She picks up Sylvia’s 

underwear and takes the vacuum back to the hall.  She collects her cleaning supplies and 

disappears down the hall.) 

 

Pause 

(Otis opens the front door and enters carrying a small brown bag.  He takes out a pair of 

reading glasses to read the kit.  Jo Anne enters from the hall and suddenly sees Otis.)  
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 JO ANNE 

Ahhhhhhhh. 

 

 OTIS 

Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh.  

  

 OTIS and JO ANNE  

AHHHHHHHH.  AHHHHHH.   

 

 JO ANNE 

Who are you? 

                                                        

 OTIS 

Who are you? 

 

 JO ANNE 

What are you doing in this house? 

 

 OTIS 

It’s a test. . . I mean to test . . . radon.  In the basement. 

 

 JO ANNE 

There’s radon in this house? 

 

 OTIS 

I’m going to test it. . . here.  This is the kit.  My name is. . . 

 

 JO ANNE 

. . . where are you from? 

 

 OTIS 

The neighborhood. 

 

 JO ANNE 

This neighborhood? 

 

  

 OTIS 

No.  Around . . . the neighborhood.  Local. 

 

 JO ANNE 

A huh. 

 

 OTIS 

Now. . . I’m going down in the basement so . . . don’t you go scaring me again. 
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(Otis and Jo Anne eye each other as Otis slowly disappears down the hallway.  Jo Anne 

moves quickly to the hallway and peers in.  She comes back and with a shrug enters the 

kitchen.  The television changes channels to a later TV show.  Jo Anne comes out of the 

kitchen with her sweater and wraps it around her shoulders as she prepares to leave.) 

 

 JO ANNE 

Otis.  Otis?  You still here?  OTIS.  Sure hope he locks the door. 

 

(She collects her cleaning supplies and leaves through the front door.  Otis comes in from 

the hallway and turns off the television and then looks out the window to see that she is 

gone.) 

 

 OTIS 

Oh God, finally.  It’s off.  She’s gone.  No radon.  I don’t know what’s worse, that 

television or radon gas . . . they’re both killers. 

 

(Otis shifts his attention to across the room.) 

 

 OTIS 

Speaking of killers, I thought I smelled your little habit. 

 

(He walks across to the bar shelf and picks up a cigarette from the ash tray.) 

 

 OTIS 

Now . . . which one. . . hers.  Will you look at this?  (He picks up cigarette package.)  

This is how far we have really come.  It says right here on the side of the package by the 

surgeon general that you could die from doing this.  This is right up there with cars and 

television.  Cigarettes.  We should change this and we have to be very careful how we do 

it.  She can never know.  So goes the plot. 

 

(Otis keeps the cigarettes and leaves down the hall.) 

 

(The lights change to signal a little later in the day.  The front door opens and Sylvia 

walks across the room quickly to get her cigarettes but they are gone.  She is quietly 

desperate.  As she looks all over the room, Sandy enters from the front door carrying his 

briefcase.) 

  

 SYLVIA 

Where are my cigarettes, why is the television not on, I’m not in the mood for any jokes 

so just tell me why. . . you keep turning off the television and where. . . ARE MY 

CIGARETTES?  WHERE?                                                  

 

Pause. 

 SANDY 

I have not touched the set in three days. . . I don’t know where your cigarettes 

are and I don’t appreciate the tone when I just get home from a miserable day 

in that miserable office in this miserable heat of this miserable town. 
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 SYLVIA 

Are you trying to get me to stop? 

 

 SANDY 

I don’t care right now.  Right now, I just want to hide . . . hide from the world 

. . . from life . . . from you and. . . everything.  And I just got home.  Give me 

a few minutes will you so I can. . . . so I can. . . I just need a little time . . . alone. . . 

 

(Sandy disappears briskly down the hallway.  Sylvia collects her purse and goes out the 

front door.  After a moment, Sandy appears from the hall dressed in Bermuda shorts, T 

shirt and socks.  He looks for Sylvia and then flops on the couch.  He sits up, leans over 

and puts his hands in his face and gives out a huge sigh.  He stands and enters the kitchen.  

In a moment, Sylvia comes in from the front door and puts her purse and cigarettes down 

on the entry hall table.  She disappears into the hallway.  In a moment, Otis enters from 

the hall dressed in a nice suit.  He sees her cigarettes on the table and takes them.  He 

quickly goes out the front door.  Sylvia comes out of the hall in a lose cotton dress and 

walks to the table for her cigarettes.  She is angry beyond belief.  Sandy comes out of the 

kitchen with some food.) 

 

 SYLVIA  

Ok!  Ok!  Just tell me plainly that you want me to go back to my own apartment. 

 

 SANDY 

What is the matter now? 

 

 SYLVIA 

Don’t play this stupid little game with me.  I’m tired of your stupid little games. 

                                                     

 SANDY 

I can’t take this anymore.  They are trying to move me . . . down . . . at my job.  I am 

fighting for my life to stay above water but when I come home I found you. . . Miss 

Riddle with an attitude.  

   

 SYLVIA 

Where are my cigarettes? 

 

 SANDY 

I don’t know. 

 

 SYLVIA 

I just brought a pack in from the car.  I put them right there on the table, just seconds ago, 

and now they are gone.  Where in the hell did a whole pack of cigarettes disappear to? 

 

(Sandy moves away shaking his hands in the air.) 
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