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Mrs. Smith Goes to Washington was first produced by Out of the 
Box Theater, premiering in Lewiston, Maine, on February 10, 
2010. The role of Mrs. Smith was originated by Sally Jones.

There is an interesting story that came out of the original tour of this show through the state of Maine. 

Following the performance, the actress would exit at the end for a few brief minutes, then return, still in 
character, to chat with audience members, who were anxious to share their stories about how they had met her 
and how she had helped them. War brides, reporters, three different women who had served as secretaries for 
the senator... all sorts of people. At the very first show, a gentleman raised his hand and said "Senator, I was at 
your funeral." The actress (Sally Jones) didn't miss a beat, replying "How did I look?"

MRS. SMITH GOES TO WASHINGTON An Evening With Senator Margaret Chase Smith by Linda Britt. 
One somewhat contemporary costume. Simple office setting.  (Perfect for professional, amateur and 
educational production.) This wonderful 70 minute show is all about Maine’s long-time Representative and 
Senator. A	   powerful,	   funny,	   timely	   take	  on	   politics	   in	   a	   polarized	  era.	   Maine	   Senator	   Margaret	   Chase	  
Smith,	   a	   woman	   of	   =irsts,	   from	   her	   election	   to	   both	  houses	   of	   Congress,	   to	   speaking	   out	   against	   Joe	  
McCarthy,	   to	  her	  nomination	  for	  President	  at	  a	  national	  convention,	  comes	  back	  when	  we	  need	  her	  most.   
ORDER #3043

LINDA BRITT is a Maine playwright who has had plays produced on both coasts. Recent works include 
“What If…”, “I Smile, Of Course, and Go On Drinking Tea,” and “Chosen: Adoption Stories,” along with her 
ten-minute play “If Only in My Dreams”. Her current project is a series of monologs focusing on immigration.



Mrs. Smith Goes to Washington

At lights up, we see a nice wooden desk with a suitable chair. Upstage and on 
either side of the chair are a Maine state flag and a U.S. Flag. To the right of the 
desk and downstage a bit is an upholstered armchair. There is a small table to the 
side of the chair. 

MARGARET CHASE SMITH enters. She is wearing her customary blue suit, 
with several strands of pearls and a red rose on her left lapel. 

Oh, my! I wasn't expecting so many people!

  (Pause, shake head.)

I don't get many  visitors these days, you know. Not in quite a number of years... Well, never 
mind that. It's nice to see you. Are they treating you well? 

Welcome to my office. I spent a lot of time here over the years... It's rather nice to be back, I 
must say. Used to get a lot of visitors here from Maine. Are you from Maine? Well, thank you for 
coming. My visitors used to come here and give me lots of free advice. What to do, what not to 
do... 

You know, when people keep  telling you that you can’t do something, you kind of like to try  it, 
just to prove you can. 

I won’t say that’s my motto, exactly, but it is the way I’ve lived my life. Not that I’ve always 
been able to do just everything I’ve wanted to do, or tried to do, but it  does kind of sum up my 
philosophy. 

You see, first I wanted to be a gym teacher. Now those of you who’ve seen me in my public life, 
the last fifty years or so, probably  wouldn’t have guessed that. Look at me… see the pearls, the 
heels? But I was a pretty  good basketball player, even though I'm what you'd call nowadays 
vertically challenged. My senior year, I was the team manager, and captain, and we won the state 
championship. So I wanted to go to college and become a teacher and a coach. Trouble was, 
there was no money for college, so that particular dream never quite materialized. 

Truth was, there was no money for anything. My parents were working-class. We had warm 
clothes, and we never went hungry, my five brothers and sisters and I. But sometimes things 
were very hard. My father suffered from migraines. And sometimes he dulled his pain with 
drink. And that made things quite difficult for my mother. She worked several jobs, but that just 

PERUSAL SCRIPT -- Mrs. Smith Goes To Washington by Linda Britt

1
© 2010 by Linda Britt ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

The possession of this PERUSAL SCRIPT does not constitute permission to perform the play. It is a royalty play and permission must 
be obtained from the publisher. Do not duplicate this document in any way. 

Contact Leicester Bay Theatricals.



kept food on the table. A college education would have been quite a luxury. So my life took 
another turn. 

I think I would have been a good teacher, though. Perhaps a bit strict, but I believe children need 
structure. Today’s children especially. 

I never had children. I married late, you know. Mr. Smith and I married when I was thirty-two, 
and he was … fifty-three. We had no children, but we had our careers, and that was enough. I 
suppose my friends and family had assumed by then I was destined to be an old maid. That is 
what people called unmarried women back then. Or spinsters. Though I certainly doubt anyone 
would have dared to call me that to my face. Would you? But then I did get married, which put 
an end to that kind of talk. Of course, I had first met Mr. Smith when I was still in high school. 
But my mother… 

  (She steps into lighting cue, becomes her MOTHER.)

Now, Margaret. He’s much too old for you. And you, for that matter, are too young for him. 
I just don’t trust his intentions. Yes, I know, he’s invited us to another picnic this Sunday, 
and perhaps we’ll go, because it’s a nice opportunity to get out a bit. But you’ll sit in the 
back seat with me. Your father can sit up front with him. There are just too many stories 
about him, about his libertine ways with the ladies. You don’t need to have people be 
thinking about how he’s spending his time with you.

  (MARGARET steps back.) 

And, for my mother, the subject was closed. But you know what I said about people telling you 
not to do something... 

Then again, Mr. Smith was quite a bit my senior, not to mention divorced, so there was more 
than a little talk around town. Oh, you know it’s true, there was. Gossip  abounded, and Maine is 
a very  small state. You can’t spit  in Maine without the newspapers reporting it. Though I can’t 
say I ever spit in public. If I had, I can guarantee you it would have been reported, quite probably 
on the front page. “Margaret Chase Smith spits on Skowhegan streets!” So yes, he was older, 
and there was talk. You probably know about that kind of talk. 

Would you like to know what I did before I went to Congress? Oh, I had more opportunities than 
you might think for someone of my era. I was born in the nineteenth century, imagine. 1897. But 
that was the same year as Amelia Earhart was born, so maybe that means something. Of course, I 
never had to take the risks she took. I was proud to support the Air Force, and the Space program 
after that, but no flying solo in airplanes for me! Yes, indeed, I admired that woman. 

But I said I was going to tell you what I did before politics.

  (Sits in arm chair.)
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I first went to work when I was twelve years old. I worked at Green Brothers, the five-and-dime 
store. When I first applied, they  told me I was too short. So I waited until I grew a little, and 
went back. And they hired me. And I worked on Saturday evenings, and they  paid me, I think it 
was, fifty cents a day. Later on, in high school, like most of the girls my age, I took secretarial 
classes. Secretary work was one of the few acceptable jobs for young ladies back then, a way to 
raise one’s social status. And the skills served me well a little later in life. 

But now, when I was a senior in high school, my  class planned a trip  to Washington, D.C. Oh, 
how I wanted to go. But I didn’t  have the $60. I was helping support my family  and only 
working a few hours a week. So I went to see my grandfather.

  (Stands; steps into light cue, becomes her GRANDFATHER.)

So, Margaret, you wish to borrow $60? What is it that you need the money for? A class trip. 
I see. Somewhere frivolous, I suppose? 

  (Slight pause.)

Oh, now that’s different. Our nation’s capital would certainly be a worthwhile destination. 
Sixty dollars, you say. Well, that’s a considerable sum. Are you good for it?

  (Another pause.)

Well, here’s what we’ll  do. I will  draw up a contract, which you and I will sign. I will lend 
you the money on the condition that you repay it all to me, plus six per cent interest.

  (And she steps back into MARGARET.) 

And that’s exactly  how it was. And I repaid that money, I certainly did, after I went to work for 
the telephone company. But that trip, oh, my, was it  exciting! My first time away  from home, and 
we took trains, and a boat... and we went to the White House and met President Wilson! My first 
brush with politics, and I must say my head was turned by  the glamour, by the grandeur, by  the 
history. 

But when I returned to Skowhegan and graduated, I had to make a living. I did teach, for a year, 
in a one-room primary school. One didn’t need a college degree to teach primary school back 
then. My salary was eight dollars and fifty cents a week. Probably about what you pay for a 
small pizza. And oh, was it cold in that little school! One year of that cold and that salary was 
about all I could afford. So I went back to being a telephone operator. One of the people who 
used to call me a lot was Mr. Smith.

  (Steps out; becomes MR. SMITH.) 

Is this Miss Chase? Miss Chase, would you be so kind as to give me the time? 3:17? Thank 
you very much, Miss Chase. I do hope you’re having a pleasant day.

  (Steps back.) 
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He’d call just about every day, asking for the correct time. He had a fascinating voice.

  (Pause)

But I left the phone company and then I was circulation manager for a newspaper for a while. It 
was during those days when I organized the Skowhegan chapter of Business and Professional 
women. I was just 24 years old at the time. I also spent some time as office manager for a mill 
(oh, there were so many  mills in Skowhegan then), and even the treasurer for a waste-processing 
firm. I went from garbage to Congress. I’m sure some people would not consider that a 
promotion, these days. 

Of course I didn’t  get there directly. No, what happened first was that  Mr. Smith, Mr. Clyde H. 
Smith, my husband, was elected to Congress. That was in 1937. I was working for the state 
Republican Party at the time, but when he went to Washington, well, I just went along with him. 
And I worked for him. I insisted on it, in fact. And I was going to get paid. He had to pay  me out 
of his pocket, though. His office staff budget was already used up, so he paid me himself. 

  (Pause)

Do you think I was going to do that work for nothing? I knew what I was worth. I was his 
secretary, his office manager, whatever he needed me to do. I got to know some of the ins and 
outs of Washington, some of the people there. And I thought that was a pretty good time. My 
husband was representing the good people from the state of Maine, and I was helping him. He 
had many supporters, particularly female supporters.

  (Steps to desk.)

But of course he had many  female constituents, and it was his duty  to serve them. And, to my 
knowledge, he did so. Repeatedly, from what I’ve heard.

  (Pause.) 

Why did I put up with it? With him, the way he liked the ladies and they liked him? I have to 
say... it was a partnership. He was going to run for governor, and he needed a wife.

  (Steps out again, becomes MR. SMITH.) 

Miss Chase, you and I have been keeping company for some time now. I admire you. You 
admire me. You are smart, you are politically aware, you will make a useful political asset. I 
want to be the next governor of Maine. I believe we will make a formidable team. Miss 
Chase, will you marry me?

  (And she steps back as MARGARET.) 

And that was that. No bended knee, no sparkling diamond… It was not a great love, not that 
kind. It was more a business arrangement. And he was my husband. And that’s enough about 
that.
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  (Afterthought.)

Though the Republican Party decided that instead of running for governor, he should try for the 
Congress. That race, he won. 

But you probably know what happened after that. In 1940 he had a serious heart attack. And he 
died. But before he died, he sent a message to the people of Maine.

(Retrieves paper from table, steps out, becomes MR. SMITH, reading his 
statement.)

I have been taken seriously ill with heart disease. Therefore, in loyalty to my friends, my 
district, to the state of Maine, and to my party, I have requested that my wife, Margaret 
Chase Smith, enter the primary. I ask, if I am unable to enter the campaign, that my 
friends and supporters support the candidate of my choice, my wife and my partner in 
public life, Margaret Chase Smith. 

So they did, in a special election in June. Then I was re-elected on my own, enough times to 
know they  liked me for what  I was doing in Washington, not for what Mr. Smith had done. He’d 
only been there for three years, after all. I served for eight before going to the Senate. And I 
never missed a roll-call vote. Not once.

  (Pause; sit in armchair.) 

There was a time when I thought about changing my name back to just  Chase once I was a 
widow. My name was Chase. It’s a good New England name. I liked it. It had been mine for 
thirty-two years. But legally I was now Smith, and so I kept it that way. I do admire the women 
now who don’t change their names when they get married. Now I’m not a feminist and never 
was.

  (Stand.)

In fact, I definitely resent being called a feminist. So don’t think it’s about that. I just think if you 
have a name, and you like it, whether you’re a man or a woman, you shouldn’t have to change it. 
But of course I’m getting off the subject, which is to tell you what it was like in Washington. 

People in Washington knew me for a few things I’d fought for in the House of Representatives. 
Like the WAVES. You know, the Navy kind. “Women Accepted for Volunteer Emergency 
Service.” There was talk after the war of discharging all the women from the service. In my 
opinion, those women who had served their country  during the war deserved the chance to stay 
there if they wanted to. I didn’t think it right that they be forced out just  because the war was 
over. The arguments were full of holes.

  (Steps out; becomes OPPONENT.) 
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Senator, the war’s over. The women need to go back to their homes and tend to their 
husbands. It’s the man’s job to serve the country and support their families. It’s time for 
the women to go back to the kitchen, where they belong.

  (Steps back into MARGARET.) 

  (Takes a moment.) 

Tell me something: If these women were good enough to be in the Navy during wartime, how 
could they not be good enough to serve during peacetime? They had fought bravely  for their 
country. And their country needed to show its appreciation. So we passed the legislation, the 
Women’s Armed Services Integration Act, to make the women’s branches of the services, the 
WAVES and the WACS and so forth, permanent. And that was a good thing, I firmly  believe to 
this day. 

But that was in the House. In 1948, I ran for the Senate.

  (Sit in armchair)

I had help from Colonel William C. Lewis, a young man who had just become my Executive 
Assistant. Now, back home in Maine, the Republican Party, and the state newspapers, they 
weren’t too kind to me in that race. They called me the “little lady from Skowhegan.” “The little 
lady  has simply stepped out of her class,” they  said. I suppose you can imagine how I reacted to 
that... Well, I won that election. Beat three opponents in the primary, received more votes than all 
three of them combined, and then beat my Democratic opponent to take my rightful place in the 
Senate.

  (Stand; walk toward desk.) 

Of course, not everyone in Washington was ready for a woman Senator. There weren't even any 
ladies' rooms on the Senate floor. I had to wander the Capitol building, looking for restrooms. 
and stand in line along with the visitors. I was lucky not to miss any roll-call votes because the 
lines were too long! 

But people got used to seeing me, and I came to be known as the lady Senator, who always wore 
pearls and a rose. Though some folks thought  they  should call me Senatorette. I would have none 
of that. 

But there’s a story behind the rose, you know. Perhaps some of you remember Mr. Dirksen, 
Senator Everett Dirksen. He was well known for his booming bass voice and for his conservative 
politics. He is still quoted as having said, in discussions about the budget, “A billion here, a 
billion there, and pretty soon you’re talking real money.” He never said that, not all of it. But it’s 
a darned good quote. I wish I’d said it. 

These days, politicians spend a trillion dollars without blinking. I don’t know what happened to 
the conservatives. They could use a lesson in Yankee frugality. Did you know that except for that 
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first Senate race, I never took a dime in “campaign contributions”? Not one thin dime. My staff, 
they  used to complain. Used to tell me I had to advertise, I needed to let the people of Maine 
know what I was doing there off in Washington. I scoffed at  that. Let me tell you, I came back to 
Maine all the time, and I met the people. I talked to them in person. There was a saying: “ You 
need something done? Call Margaret.”

  (And she steps into light cue, becomes a CONSTITUENT.) 

Hello? Yes, is this Senator Margaret Chase Smith? It is? Well, I live here in Lewiston, and I 
can’t get my pension. And I’m supposed to get my pension, and I haven’t gotten it in two 
months, and I’m running out of money, and they told me you could help me. And so I’ve 
called you, and I’m sorry to bother you, but everyone said to call you.

  (And she steps back.) 

And if I could help  them out in any way, I would. Yes, sir, they knew me. And they re-elected me 
to three more terms in the Senate, so I must have been doing something right. So what did I need 
campaign money for? 

Oh, but I was talking about my rose and about Mr. Dirksen. You see, his nickname was Mr. 
Marigold. Seems he had a passion for marigolds. He thought they  ought to be our national 
flower. And I don’t have anything against  marigolds, to set the record straight. I don’t want 
anyone to think that I am prejudiced against a flower. But I was a strong advocate of the rose, its 
beauty and delicacy and fragrance. 

But my little argument with Mr. Dirksen wasn’t finally decided until 1986, believe it or not, long 
after both of us had left the Senate. And guess which flower won? Mr. Ronald Reagan signed 
that act into law in the White House ... Rose Garden. I must say I was very, very pleased. And 
some time afterwards, they even named a rose after me. You should get one of those bushes for 
your garden. The Margaret Chase Smith Rose. It’s a double-flowering red rose, like the one I 
wear. And it survives in temperatures down to fifteen-below zero. I hear you can order one 
online. 

  (Pause.)

There was a day when I didn't know if I should wear my rose. It was when we returned to session 
after President Kennedy was shot. I thought it might be too... frivolous, after something so 
terrible had happened. But my colleagues insisted that I wear it. When I entered the Senate 
chamber that day, and I walked past the desk that had been Mr. Kennedy's, I removed the rose, 
and left it there on his desk. 

Mr. Kennedy wasn't yet in the Senate back in 1950. I was new there myself. And there were 
things going on that were making me highly  uncomfortable. Now you’ve all heard about the Red 
Scare, I suppose. Oh, and there were reasons for the fear. After World War II, when Europe was 
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divided up into Eastern and Western Blocs, why, many  of us thought the Communists were 
trying to take over the world. And we had spies, and they had spies, and oh, it  was a tense time, 
the beginning of the Cold War. So of course measures were taken, and investigations were 
conducted, all in the name of fighting communism. 

Now I’m no lover of communism, as my record shows. But as I watched Mr. Joseph McCarthy, 
as his tactics became more and more draconian, I was afraid for my  country. He was …. He was 
frightening. 

  (And she steps out and becomes MCCARTHY, retrieving a paper from the table.) 

I have here in my hand a list of 205 names… names of members of the Communist Party 
who are still working and shaping policy in the State Department. What we need… what 
we need is a moral uprising that will end only when the whole sorry mess of twisted, 
warped thinkers are swept from the scene so that we may have a new birth of honesty and 
decency in government.

  (And she steps back.) 

Honesty and decency… hah! Black lists, groundless accusations… the civil liberties of our 
citizens, the very same constitutional freedoms millions of our service members had just fought 
and died for, were under attack. He was accusing people and he had no evidence. And no one 
was saying anything! 

Can you imagine? The very  foundation of our government, of our nation, the Constitution and 
the Bill of Rights, were under attack, and no one was saying anything. And do you know why? 
Because if someone did, if anyone dared to speak out against Mr. McCarthy, or against the 
House Unamerican Activities Committee, they were immediately accused of being traitors or 
communist sympathizers themselves. There was no room for dissension. Careers were ruined, 
lives were being destroyed, and no one was speaking out. The only way the accused (in other 
words, people who belonged to a union or had friends who did, for example) could do anything 
to save themselves was to accuse other people of a similar offense. I tell you, I was horrified. 

Take the case of Mary Knowles. She was a librarian, accused of having been, at  one time, a 
member of the Communist Party. And she was fired from her job, not for anything she had done 
or said, but for exercising her constitutional rights not to answer certain questions, such as if she 
was acquainted with a certain Herbert Philbrick, who had made the accusation.

9 more pages to the end
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