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WIDOWS 
By Joe Godfrey 

 
SYNOPSIS: Two black widow spiders confront and battle each other over 
territory, prey, and husbands, eventually realizing that they have one big thing 
in common. 
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(2 females) 

 
ITSY (f) ........................................... Any age…but should look a bit older than 

Muffet. 
MUFFET (f) .................................... Any age…but should seem younger than 

Itsy. 
 
SCENE: Blank stage.  Perhaps some rocks or trees in background, but not 

necessary. 
TIME: The present.   
 

PROPS 
 

 Two balls of white string or ribbon 
 

COSTUMES 
 

Two females in costume as black widow spiders. Black tights and long-
sleeved tops or turtlenecks, perhaps black skull caps, etc. Each should have a 
reddish “hour glass” attached to the costume somewhere in the stomach area.  
NOTE: Muffet’s “hour glass” should be larger than Itsy’s. 
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AT RISE: Lights come up on a blank stage.  After a moment, ITSY 
appears from stage left and scurries quickly across to stage right and 
off.  She leaves behind her a trail of white ribbon or string from a supply 
hidden in her pocket. 
 
After a moment, MUFFET appears from stage right and does the same 
thing, exiting stage left. 
 
After another moment, ITSY and MUFFET run on at the same time 
from opposite sides, slightly up stage so that they and their trails cross 
each other.  Some stumbling occurs. Noticing each other, they stop, 
startled, and stare at each other hostilely. 
 
ITSY:  (Firmly.)  Excuse me! 
MUFFET:  (Also firmly.)  What? 
ITSY:  My silk! 
MUFFET:  Your silk?  What about my silk? 
ITSY:  I was here first. 
MUFFET:  Oh, really? 
ITSY:  Yes, really. 
MUFFET:  I don't think so! 
ITSY:  (Pointing to stage left.)  Look over there. 
MUFFET:  Fine. 
ITSY:  That’s my web. 
MUFFET:  And your point is? 
ITSY:  I've been working on this thing for five hours! 
MUFFET:  So? 
ITSY:  I'm not going to have it ruined by you! 
MUFFET:  Who's ruining anything? 
ITSY:  You've already twisted your silk around my main support. 
MUFFET:  Hello?  Who did the twisting? 
ITSY:  And I'm not going to have you this close to my food source and 

home. 
MUFFET:  Then you'd better start a new web somewhere else! 
ITSY:  (She goes toward MUFFET.)  Listen, miss thing… get your 

skinny abdomen out of here. 
MUFFET:  (Pushing ITSY to the ground.)  No, you get yours out of 

here! 
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ITSY:  (Staying on the ground.)  I’m sorry!  I’m sorry!  Stop it.  (After a 
pause, breaking down.)  It’s all too much.  I can’t take it anymore. 

MUFFET:  Girl, you have got a problem! 
ITSY:  I know.  I know.  It's so frustrating. 
MUFFET:  Hey.  Survival of the fittest, babe… 
ITSY:  Tell me about it.  You work your butt off building a web, and 

some deer or rabbit runs right through it.  Destroys the whole thing. 
MUFFET:  Or you finally hit the jackpot like this morning, when a giant 

water bug got snagged, and I pounced on it and wrapped him up for 
later... 

ITSY:  (Nervously.)  Uh-huh... 
MUFFET:  I was so exhausted after all that spinning that I retreated to 

take a little nap... 
ITSY:  Uh-huh... 
MUFFET:  And then I wake up and return to feast, and there's nothing 

left but a dried-out carapace!  Some low-life sneaked in and drained 
the whole humongous thing! 

ITSY:  (Burps loudly.)  Oh.  Excuse me... 
MUFFET:  (Skeptically.)  Wait a minute... 
ITSY:  (Burps slightly again.)  It's nothing... 
MUFFET:  Where were you this morning? 
ITSY:  Oh, I was... uh... out hunting. 
MUFFET:  Without a web? 
ITSY:  Yeah.  I thought, why not try it without a web for a change.  Other 

species do. 
MUFFET:  But not black widows! 
ITSY:  Never know unless you try. 
MUFFET:  You did it, didn't you?  
ITSY:  No. 
MUFFET:  Of course you did.  Only another arachnid could sneak along 

my web so lightly that I wouldn't wake up. 
ITSY:  I don't know what you're talking about. 
MUFFET:  (About to attack.)  Yes you do.  You did it, didn't you!  Didn't 

you! 
ITSY:  (Backing away.)  Okay, okay!  Yes, I did.  I'm sorry. 
MUFFET:  (About to attack.)  You'll be sorry all right. 
ITSY:  Hey, look, I've got a nice centipede back there all wrapped up.  

It's yours. 
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MUFFET:  I don't want your charity!  I want you out of here. 
ITSY:  (Defeated.)  All right.  All right.  I'll go. 
MUFFET:  Now! 
ITSY:  (Breaking down.)  What's the use of trying anymore... 
MUFFET:  I've had it with you. 
ITSY:  My life is a total freakin’ mess. 
MUFFET:  I'm not interested in your life. 
ITSY:  No one is, I guess... 
MUFFET:  Just go away. 
ITSY:  I'm going. 
MUFFET:  Good. 
ITSY:  (Breaking down sobbing.)  I'm so depressed! 
MUFFET:  Oh, please... 
ITSY:  And lonely. 
MUFFET:  Not my problem… 
ITSY:  My husband left me… 
MUFFET:  I don’t want to hear about it. 
ITSY:  A week ago… 
MUFFET:  (Nervously.)  Well, we all have our problems.  You’ll get over 

it. 
ITSY:  No, I don't think I will.  Do you have children? 
MUFFET:  Yes. 
ITSY:  How many? 
MUFFET:  482.  (After a pause.)  I think. 
ITSY:  Lucky you. 
MUFFET:  You don't have any? 
ITSY:  Nope.  
MUFFET:  How come? 
ITSY:  (Almost crying.)  I left my egg sack unattended…for a few 

minutes…and a rock fell on it. 
MUFFET:  Well, don't worry.  You'll have another. 
ITSY:  I don't know. 
MUFFET:  You're still young enough.   
ITSY:  Sure. 
MUFFET:  How old are you? 
ITSY:  Five months, two days. 
MUFFET:  Well, you're not even middle-aged. 
ITSY:  You? 
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MUFFET:  Not quite three months. 
ITSY:  Oh sure, you’ve got your whole life ahead of you.  You’re young. 

Attractive.  You can have any man you want. 
MUFFET:  Listen, I’ve got to get going and–– 
ITSY:  I’ll bet there’s a man in your life. 
MUFFET:  There was, but he’s gone. 
ITSY:  Just like my man.  Gone.   
MUFFET:  Yeah, well… 
ITSY:  He told me why he was leaving.  Just blurted it out! 
MUFFET:  I’m really not interested. 
ITSY:  Said he’d met someone younger… 
MUFFET:  Right… 
ITSY:  Whose “hour glass” was bigger and more beautiful than mine. 
MUFFET:  Oh. 
ITSY:  That’s the word he used, “beautiful.”  Sweet, huh?  Like I could 

do anything about the “hour glass” I was born with. 
MUFFET:  (Trying to calm her down.)  Hey, you’ve got a nice “hour 

glass.”  Really.   
ITSY:  Thank you. 
MUFFET:  Maybe not as fabulous as mine, but that’s okay. 
ITSY:  (Noticing her “hour glass.”)  That’s true.  You do have a fabulous 

one.  (It dawns on her.)  Just the kind he would have liked… 
MUFFET:  (Backing away.)  Yeah, well, I’m outta here. 
ITSY:  (Furious.)  It’s you!  Isn’t it?  You stole my husband! 
MUFFET:  (Being chased around.)  No.  No!  I didn’t do anything. 
ITSY:  Yes, you did, you’re lying…! 
MUFFET:  No. I didn’t do anything.  He came after me! 
ITSY:  I knew it.  I knew it! 
 
They fight briefly. MUFFET pulls away and puts her arms out to defend 
herself.  ITSY stops but is still livid. 
 
MUFFET:  I didn’t even want him! 
ITSY:  What? 
MUFFET:  He pushed himself on me.  Said he was single.   
ITSY:  That creep. 
MUFFET:  And he just wanted one night with me… 
ITSY:  Sure.  That’s what they all say. 
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MUFFET:  And I was a little… lonely. 
ITSY:  I’m sure you were, you tramp. 
MUFFET:  Hey, I didn’t know he was your guy.  I swear it. 
ITSY:  Not anymore, he’s not.  Even if he came back crawling on his 

knees.  All eight of them. 
MUFFET:  Maybe he will. 
ITSY:  Not if he’s taken up with you! 
MUFFET:  No, he’s not with me.  He’s… uh… gone. 
ITSY:  Are you kidding me? 
MUFFET:  No, I swear it.  He’s not around. 
ITSY:  I don’t believe you. 
MUFFET:  It’s true.   
ITSY:  What… just disappeared into thin air? 
MUFFET:  (Nervously.)  Yeah.  Something like that… 
ITSY:  Wait a minute… wait a minute… 
MUFFET:  I’ve got to go. 
ITSY:  Something’s fishy here.   
MUFFET:  I’ve said enough. 
ITSY:  (Going after her.)  You did it, didn’t you! 
MUFFET:  (Trying to escape.)  I don’t know what you’re talking about! 
ITSY:  (Choking her.)  Admit it.  Admit it! 
MUFFET:  All right!  All right!  
 
ITSY lets go. 
 
MUFFET:  Yes.  I ate him! 
ITSY:  I knew it! 
MUFFET:  And I don’t regret it for a minute! 
ITSY:  My husband! 
MUFFET:  He was just a male.  That’s all. 
ITSY:  How dare you? 
MUFFET:  Come on, you know it.  They’re only good for one thing. 
ITSY:  I thought it might be different with this one. 
MUFFET:  (Sarcastically.)  Did you really? 
ITSY:  Yes, I did.  I wasn’t even planning on eating him. 
MUFFET:  Right... 
ITSY:  Men!  Maybe they are all alike. 
MUFFET:  You got it, honey. 
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ITSY:  Maybe all us girls are better off without them. 
MUFFET:  Absolutely.   
ITSY:  I’m sorry I spun a bit out of control. 
MUFFET:  Well, I kind of overstepped my bounds a bit too… making a 

meal out of your guy and all. 
ITSY:  Oh, forget it.  He deserved it. 
MUFFET:  That’s better.  Hey, honey, why don’t you come over to my 

web.  I’ve got a nice katydid with your name on it. 
ITSY:  Men.  Can’t live with them.  Can’t live without them. 
MUFFET:  They have their uses. 
ITSY:  I suppose.  (They start to walk off stage together.) 
MUFFET:  And then you’re left raising 482 kids alone. 
ITSY:  Are you close to them? 
MUFFET:  Please!  They never write.  They never call… 
 
They exit.  Blackout. 
 
 

THE END 
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