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A Stranger’s Bequest 
 

Act I 
 
 

Sc. 1 A living room with 2 armchairs, coffee table and a small sofa.SFX A door bell 

goes off stage. SFX sound of woman crossing flat. A woman mid-thirties comes 

across stage right to left. Off stage we hear voices of woman and man (Police 

Officer) she comes back accompanied by a police officer. 

 

Police Officer: You may wish to sit down Ms Reisen, I’m afraid I have some very bad 

news for you.  

 

The woman gestures to the policeman to sit down in an armchair while she sits on the 

sofa looking  very worried. 

 

Police Officer: I am very sorry to have to inform you that there was a car accident at 

approximately 5pm this afternoon and I am afraid the driver, Mr Christian Michelthwite, 

was killed outright. I am really very sorry. 

 

A pause. 

 

Missy Reisen: (confused)  I don’t understand. Who is Christian Michelthwite?  

 

Sc. 2  Same living room. Missy Reisen looking harassed walks across the stage from 

stage left accompanied by her friend a  neat pretty blonde a bit younger wearing a 

brightly coloured coat.SFX: sounds of two women greeting each other and walking 

across flat 

 

Sarah Melling: I still don’t get it. You really don’t know who this man is? But you’re his 

next of kin? 

 

Missy Reisen: Yes. 

 

Sarah Melling: But you must know him! Think! 

 

Missy:  I don’t! I’ve never seen him before in my life. That bloody policeman insisted I 

go with him to identify the body even though I told him there must be some kind of 

mistake and I didn’t recognise him! It was horrible! In the end they had to get someone 

from his work to come down. The worst of it was I felt so guilty. They kept looking at me 

as if I was pretending or was just being heartless. Then they handed me his 

belongingsI His poor colleague looked as if he was going to be sick. And all I could say 

was there seems to have been some terrible mistake. I don’t understand!  
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Sarah:  Well that’s it then there has been a mistake. They’ve got the wrong Melissa 

Reisen! 

 

Missy:  Really and how many Melissa Reisens do you reckon there are, especially 

living at my address? They didn’t just pick me out of the phone book, you know. They 

went to his flat after the accident, found his passport and there I was on the emergency 

contact page. Name address and phone number! That’s why they came round! Look 

they gave it to me with his other belongings. 

 

Sarah:  Oooh he’s cute! What a shame you could have made a lovely couple!  

 

Missy:  Oh for God’s sake! 

 

Sarah: What! I’m just saying....look, are you sure you didn’t date him, shag him, cheeky 

wee snog? 

 

M.: Nooo! I’m telling you I don’t know this man! gesturing at the passport. 

 

S: I’m just saying. There have been a few. 

 

M: Not that many trust me and he definitely wasn’t one of them! Christ almighty I’m not 

that bad!! 

 

S; Well he must have some friends and family surely? Did you manage to speak to his 

colleague at least? 

 

M: I did. I had to chase after him down the corridor of the morgue into the men’s toilets 

whilst he went to throw up, but at that point I was past caring. Although he got a bit of a 

shock. I think he thinks there’s something wrong with me! He kept saying surely I must 

know all of this?  

 

S: Well, what did he tell you! 

 

M: Nothing. Apparently Christian had worked at the ad agency for about five years. He 

was a good worker and a nice guy by all accounts, but he wasn’t particularly close to 

anyone at the agency. They would go out for the odd drinks after work on a Friday. You 

know, the usual. As far as he’s aware he had no close family. Only child, both parents 

dead. Thinks he dated a few girls over those years, but apparently nothing serious. 

 

S: That’s it? 

 

M: That’s it. Never met any of his friends or his girlfriends and as far as he was 

concerned he was the closest to him at work which is why the poor bastard volunteered 

to come down and identify him when I couldn’t.  
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S: So you’re it. 

 

M: Apparently so. 

 

S: That’s it! 

 

M: I think we’ve already established that. 

 

S: No, that’s it! The police didn’t get you out of the phone book. He did! All alone one 

night with a bottle of wine and suddenly realises there was no one to take care of things 

if he died, so he grabbed the phone book opened it at random and eany, meany, miny, 

mo! Bob’s your Uncle or Missy’s your heiress. 

 

M: Charming! But that doesn’t work. There’s only an initial in the phone book. He had 

no way of knowing what my first name was or even if I was female. 

 

S: So what? All he needed was a name and address, the police probably checked you 

out before coming to speak to you, so they knew what to expect. 

 

M: No, look at the entry in his passport. He has my full name: Melissa Elisabeth 

Reisen. He even has my middle name spelt correctly with an ‘s’ not a ‘z’. It’s so strange! 

 

S: (looking at the passport) You’re telling me! Why do you spell Elisabeth with an ‘s’ 

anyway? 

 

M: Because my grandfather was German. 

 

S: Your grandfather was called Elisabeth? 

 

M: Oh for goodness sakes! 

 

S: Maybe you’re related? 

 

M: To my grandfather? 

 

S: Now who’s being silly? No, to this Christian guy. 

 

M: Trust me I am definitely not related to anyone called Christian Michelthwite! I can’t 

even pronounce his name properly for God’s sake. 

 

S:  So what now? 

 

M: It gets worse! As his next of kin I am in charge of all the arrangements. 
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S: Like what? 

 

M: Registering his death, funeral arrangements, you name it. 

 

S: Well, can’t someone else do this? 

 

M: Who? There is no one else; otherwise I wouldn’t be in this mess! 

 

S: Well who deals with things if there’s no one then? 

 

M: Social Services apparently. I tried them. They didn’t sound too impressed. They kept 

asking me why I couldn’t just do it. And in the end I couldn’t go through with it. I felt bad 

getting some complete strangers involved. 

 

S: As opposed  to you his nearest and dearest. 

 

M: I know it sounds weird, but at least he chose me. I mean what are these people 

going to do with his things? How will they know what he might want? 

 

S: What are you going to do with his things? How will you know what he wants? This is 

insane! 

 

M: He trusted me. 

 

S: He didn’t know you! He got you out of a phone book! 

 

M: He can’t have! He must  have known me. 

 

S: Well, if he knew you. You must have known him. 

 

M: Not necessarily. 

 

S:Oh I give up. I need a drink. 

 

M: Well help yourself.There’s beer in the fridge. Can you get me one? 

 

SFX: Footsteps to kitchen, sound of fridge opening and closing and beer bottles 

being opened. exits stage right. Returns with two bottles of beer and hands one to M. 

They clink bottles. S raises her bottle and looks at M. 

 

S: To Christian Michelthwite whoever you were and wherever you are.SFX: Bottles 

clinking. 
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Act II 

 

Sunday afternoon in Missy’s flat. Sarah is slumped in an arnchair, Missy is lying on the 

sofa propped against a man also in his mid-thirties Josh Philips. Food and drink is on 

the table and  they are all lethargically reading the Sunday papers. They all look pretty 

rough Missy is clearly distracted.SFX: papers being flicked over, soft music in the 

backround. Food being munched 

 

M:  Thanks again you guys for coming to the funeral. I don’t think I could have gone 

through with it without you. 

 

J: No worries there’s nothing I like best than going to a complete stranger’s send off. 

Especially when there’s a free bar at the end of it. 

 

M: It was the only way I knew you’d show up. 

 

S: You really didn’t give us much choice. Including poor Christian who you said had 

clearly stipulated in his will that he just wanted a quiet cremation with no ceremony. I do 

think it was a bit off in that case to insist on having a ceremony anyway despite not 

even knowing what religion, if any, he was. 

 

M: Well, I couldn’t face just shoving him in an oven! It all seemed so casual and I 

wanted to give people he knew the opportunity of saying goodbye. 

 

S: Let’s face it, you were just desperately hoping that some long lost relative or love 

would come rushing in, throw themselves on the coffin and instantly relinquish you of 

any responsibility. 

 

M: It seemed like a good idea at the time. I don’t understand. I set up a Facebook page 

and tried to contact everyone in his mobile, but I didn’t think we would just get his 

colleagues from the ad agency, a couple of mates from footy and one ex-girlfriend who 

was really no help at all. I mean how do you date someone for nearly a year and know 

so little about them? I call that heartless. And then she had the cheek to give me filthy 

looks all night as if she seemed convinced somehow I must have had an affair with him 

and had somehow usurped her rightful place! 

 

J: Oh, I don’t know I thought she was quite sweet. 
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S: You’re only saying that because you were hoping to get into her knickers. 

 

A pause. 

 

S: Oh my God that’s where you went afterwards. You went home with her!  

 

J: What! She needed consoling. She’d just cremated her ex. And you two didn’t help. 

Especially Special Agent Missy here with her rather unsubtle interrogation techniques.  

 

M: Oh you’re a regular knight in shining armour aren’t you! And I’m sorry, but I thought 

she might be my best shot at finding something out. How was I to know she was going 

to be so self-absorbed she obviously had very little interest in the poor man and was 

clearly much more interested in reeling in the next poor sucker. 

 

S: (looking at J.) I think they’ll be very happy together. 

 

J: For your information I was doing it for Missy. I thought maybe I might get 

somewhere! 

 

M: And did you? 

 

S: Oh he got somewhere all right! 

 

J: No Missy it would seem she really is that shallow. She just seemed upset over the 

fact she wasn’t mentioned in the will!  I think she thinks there is something very fishy 

about you inheriting everything, by the way. 

 

M: Well she’s right there! The whole thing stinks if you ask me. 

 

J: What did his solicitor say anyway? 

 

M: Nothing. It seems Christian Michelthwite turned up about 6 months ago and wanted 

to make a will. He explained he had no immediate family and wanted to leave 

everything to me! 

 

J: Did he say why? 

 

M: Well no, apparently it’s not one of the stipulations. I mean he could have left 

everything to a cats’ home if he wanted. The solicitor did seem a little surprised though 

when I explained the situation. 

 

J: So what now? 
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M: Well, now I have to start winding up the estate I suppose. I mean nothing could be 

done until the police investigation into the accident was concluded and the powers that 

be were satisfied that there was no foul play. 

 

S: Oh my God, do you mean they thought it might not have been an accident? 

 

M: No, the police seemed fairly certain all along that it was caused by black ice. 

 

J: Just as well or you would have been their prime suspect. 

 

S: Josh! 

 

J: Well, we all agree the whole thing is most peculiar. I mean a young guy in the prime 

of life decides to write a will and leave all his worldly possessions to a complete 

stranger and then 6 months later bang wallop he’s suddenly killed in an accident . If 

there had been any suspicions over how he died Missy would have really been up the 

swanny! How the hell would you have explained your way out of that one? 

 

M: Stop it that’s a horrible thought! Anyway I told the solicitor I had strong reservations 

about accepting the inheritance. 

 

S: You did what! 

 

M: The whole thing is just so peculiar. It just isn’t right. 

 

J: Well, what did he say? 

 

M: He explained that if I refused the inheritance they would have to put adverts out to 

see if there were any relatives and if that didn’t work the money would eventually go to 

the government.  

 

J: Jesus, you don’t want that!  

 

M: He also pointed out that Christian, for whatever crazy reason, he didn’t quite put it 

like that mind you, ‘for reasons best known to himself’ I think were his exact words 

clearly wanted me to inherit, so ultimately if I didn’t accept I would be going against his 

last wishes. 

 

J: Quite right! Sensible fellow! Well, come on then what are you getting? 

 

,M: I don’t know, everything! His flat, some savings, his life assurance, oh and a small 

pension. And guess what? Melissa Elisabeth Reisen figures as beneficiary on all the 

paperwork. He was certainly very thorough. 

 

J: Yay you’re rich? 



  

A Stranger’s Bequest 8 
 

 

M: Well he didn’t leave a fortune if that’s what you mean. The main asset is the flat 

after death duties etc, but I can’t sell that! 

 

J: Why ever not? You’ve got a perfectly good pad here.  

 

M: It just feels wrong going through all his things and deciding what to get rid of. Trying 

to piece together a life that no one seems to know anything about. It’s just so pathetic. 

 

S: Oh Missy you haven’t been to the flat all by yourself have you?  

 

M: I had to, the funeral parlour needed a suit for him to wear.  

 

S: Well, what’s it like? Any clues? 

 

M: A bit like him really - anonymous! I just don’t get it; a whole life and no memories. A 

few family photos of when he was a kid I suppose, some photos of him with some 

friends, bills and current paperwork, but nothing that could tell me much about who he 

was or who his family were, his likes and dislikes. No family heirlooms. Just the usual 

pine furniture. A modern flat in a modern block. I don’t get it. Why do men always leave 

so little? 

 

J: Because women love saving junk and men live for the moment, not weighed down by 

the past. That’s what makes us so enigmatic and sexy! 

 

S: Or just plain crap! (Throws a cushion at J.) 

 

J: Ouch. 
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ACT III 

 

Christian’s flat. A living room very neat and bare with two armchairs facing each other 

across a coffee table (pine wood) and a chest of drawers stage right with some plants 

on it. An old lady is watering the plants.SFX: Lady singing to herself (40s tune) 

sound of watering can Missy walks in from stage left  struggling backwards with two 

heavy suitcases.SFX: sound of keys in the door and struggling through door with 

suitcases bumping. Startled sound and clatter of suitcases and swearing. She 

jumps when she sees the old lady and one of the suitcases falls on her foot and  she 

swears. The old lady turns round startled. 

 

M: Jesus Christ, ow! Jesus! Who are you? 

 

Mrs Grandon: Oh I’m so sorry my dear. I was worried about Christian’s plants. 

 

M: (sounding very hopeful) Oh are you a relative? 

 

Mrs Grandon: Oh no dear I’m Mrs Grandon I live next door. 

 

M: (disappointed) Oh I see. But you knew Christian? 

 

Mrs G: Oh yes, he was a lovely boy. I was so sorry to hear about his death. You must 

be a relative or a close friend? 

 

M: No. Were you at the funeral? 

 

Mrs G: No I don’t go out very much nowadays. It was a bit far for me, but I was really 

very, very sorry. 

 

M: Did you know him well then? 

 

Mrs G: Not really. He would help me with my shopping and take my rubbish out. Things 

like that. He was very kind. He’d pop in for the odd cup of tea and a chat. But I mustn’t 



  

A Stranger’s Bequest 10 
 

keep you my dear, you must be the new tennant then and will want to get settled in. 

(Starts to leave). 

 

M: Oh no please don’t leave! Please is there anything you can tell me about Christian, 

his friends or family? 

 

Mrs G: (Looking a little surprised) Well my dear there’s not much to tell. He didn’t really 

have any family so to speak of poor lamb. He had a few friends and I saw him with the 

occasional lady friend, but he was quite a private person. He would ask me things, but 

he never really spoke much about himself. Didn’t seem too keen to be honest, so I 

didn’t want to press him on the subject. Of course I never thought this would happen. 

Reckoned it would be me he’d find dead one day! 

 

M slumps down on the armchair nearest her and puts her head in her hands.SFX: 

sound of stifled sobs. 

 

Mrs G: Oh my dear I am so sorry I thought you didn’t know him. 

 

M: I don’t! I don’t! 

 

Mrs G: I’ll get us a nice cup of tea. I’ll be right back. Leaves stage left. 

 

M wipes her eyes, sits back and looks round the flat despondently. SFX: sound of Mrs 

G. returning with two cups of tea on tray. Sound of tea being drunk and placed 

on table. Hands one to M who smiles up at her and sits down in the chair opposite M’s. 

They both drink their tea in silence.  

 

M: The thing is I have just had the strangest few months. You see Christian left me 

everything, but I don’t know who he is. He isn’t a relative, a friend or even an 

acquaintance. He’s a complete stranger. 

 

Mrs G: Shrugs she doesn’t look surprised – Oh I see. (she smiles reassuringly). 

 

M: Why do you think he would do a thing like that? 

 

Mrs G: Why are you here? 

 

M: Because he left me the flat along with everything else. 

 

Mrs G: Yes, but you said he was a complete stranger. You could have got someone in 

or just cleared the stuff out and sold the flat. (Looking at the suitcases). You clearly 

intend to stay. 
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M: Well, I just thought it might give me a sense of who he was if I were to stay here a 

little while. I might find some more papers or maybe some friends or family might finally 

show up looking for him. There really wasn’t anyone at the funeral you know. 

 

Mrs G: Stands up and takes the empty cups. She smiles down at M. You’re not going 

to forget him are you? 

 

M: Well it’s hardly likely after all this! 

 

Mrs G: Well there you are then, that’s really all any of us can ever truly hope for. To be 

remembered when we’re gone. SFX: Sound of Mrs G leaving and closing the door 

behind her.She squeezes M.’s shoulder as she leaves stage left. Lights out. 

 

 

The End 


