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SHE DOESN’T SELL SEASHELLS 

by 
Marla Crowe 

 
(This scene is written for 2 girls, but the names could be changed to 2 boys, Justin and Michael. The scene is 
acted without the audience realizing that all the action has taken place in the mind. The scene closes with MEGGI 
in her wheelchair where SHE has actually been the whole time. The audience realizes this as MEGGI comes back 
to reality.) 
 
EMILY:  Meggi, isn’t this just a delightful day? I told you the beach would be a perfect escape for us. We needed an 

adventure. It has been precisely 3 months since we have gotten away. I couldn’t have stood another minute. Not one 
more minute, I tell you. 

MEGGI:  The beach. Yes, the beach. I see miles of it stretched out in front of us. It is especially clean for this time of the 
year. I smell the salt. In fact I can almost feel it on my face and taste it with my tongue. Come on…I’ll race you to the 
water. 

 
(The girls race to the edge of the water, laughing as women do when they get off by themselves, ready for a day 
of fun.) 
 
EMILY:  I beat you Meggi. I always beat you. So that means I get to splash you first.  
MEGGI:  Oh, no, you do not! (SHE pulls at EMILY who loses her balance and falls into the ocean, laughing). You 

may have won the race, but I have won the war. 
EMILY:  Speaking of war, I have something I want to talk to you about. 
MEGGI:  What is it now, Emily? If it’s about Cale and my secret crush on your boyfriend, forget about it. I’m over it, and he 

never knew about it, so don’t worry your legally blonde head about it. 
EMILY:  Oh Meggi, I knew about it and never even cared. How could any boy ever come between sisters? You are better 

than a best friend and you know it. 
MEGGI:  And it doesn’t hurt that I have completed your Calculus homework for most of the semester. 
EMILY:  That is necessary. How else could we go to the same college? I’d never get in without you. 
MEGGI:  And I could never go without you. You know that. I depend on you, Emily. 
EMILY:  And I you! 
MEGGI:  So what war are you talking about, Emily? 
EMILY:  I have an ulterior motive for bringing you to the beach today. In fact, it is a really big secret and somewhat 

dangerous. 
MEGGI:  Are you sure you haven’t been watching too many spy shows on TV? 
EMILY:  (Getting up, brushing the sand and water off) Well, if you don’t want to know, I’ll be back in about 15 minutes. 
MEGGI:  (Getting up) Wait Emily, I’m sorry, What is going on? 
EMILY:  I’ve made a discovery. Come with me over to the seashell stand…I never have. 
EMILY:  You mean you have never liked the seashell lady….don’t you Meggi? You have never liked Isabelle. We have 

been coming to this beach since you were 7 years old. You have always stayed away from Isabelle, making me buy 
your shells for you. 

MEGGI:  I never even wanted seashells, but mom thought it would be the nice thing to do. She thought it would help 
Isabelle. 

EMILY:  And I’m sure it did help her. But knowing you were afraid of her didn’t help…did it, Meggi? 
MEGGI:  I’m sure it didn’t, Emily. What do you want from me? We haven’t been to the beach in years. I doubt she is even 

here anymore. She seemed so old back then. I didn’t want to be afraid of her; I just didn’t like the way she looked, the 
way she looked in her… 

EMILY:  In her chair. Right? She was in a wheelchair and it scared you, didn’t it? She had a mild form of cerebral palsy 
and couldn’t walk. She could barely sell her seashells. But she did. I wasn’t afraid of her then…..or now. 

MEGGI:  What do you mean, “or now?” Of course you wouldn’t be afraid of her chair. Why should YOU (stress you) be 
afraid? (Change of mood) I don’t think I like this adventure or war as you so correctly named it. I don’t like this 
conversation and I’m not going to help you at all. (Start to walk off) 

EMILY:  You’re running away again, like you always do. Don’t you want to know why …why….I brought you here? It’s 
worth it. It really is. 

MEGGI:  Why fight it…You’re going to tell me anyway. Why now, Em…What’s that big secret? 
 

END OF FREE PREVIEW 
 


