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PERUSAL SCRIPT — Escape from Madame Eleanora’s by Eric Samuelsen

ACT I 

SCENE ONE 

(The scene is a street in New Haven, Connecticut, in the year 1869. If desired, this scene could 
take place in front of the curtain, or with a small, minimal set, as long as it is clear that stage left 
is the office building housing the American Board of Missionaries. Enter William RICHARDS. 
He has a huge voluminous cape and is carrying a leather satchel. He is quite agitated as he 
strolls along. With him is BETSY Warner. Her dress is quite fine and looks expensive.) 

RICHARDS: And now, Betsy, my dear, we’re out of the alleys and backways and onto the main street 
where the danger is to an incalculable degree increased, and you really must be leaving. 

BETSY: And I tell you again, I refuse absolutely. How facile a creature do you take me for? 

RICHARDS: But if you don’t leave immediately, I shan’t have a chance of escaping the city. I shall be 
arrested, and you with me. 

BETSY: Me arrested? I hardly think so. Mayor Pulsipher may be a preposterous old fool, but even he’s not 
likely to be stupid enough to arrest a girl from Eleanora’s. Eleanora may be an autocratic old battleaxe, 
but she does know how to run her business. If I was arrested, Eleanora would raise a scandal in the party 
the likes of which has not been seen in years. Believe me, William, a Madame knows everything about 
everybody. 

RICHARDS: That’s all very well and good, but what about me? If you love me... 

BETSY: I do. 

RICHARDS: Well, then if you love me, you certainly would not want me thrown in prison! 

BETSY: Oh, I don’t know. I rather think I’d enjoy it. 

RICHARDS: Enjoy it?! 

BETSY: Oh, I wouldn’t like it permanently. But you forget how well I know you, William. You would be 
utterly despondent for a month or so, and then your devious little mind would contrive some means of 
escape, with my help, or course. 
 (She notices that he is slinking off) 
Not so fast, William. One more step, and I shall scream that you are raping me. 

RICHARDS: Why on earth would you want to do a thing like that?! 

BETSY: Well, you were trying to escape me. 

RICHARDS: Of course I was. I’ve got Mayor Pulsipher hot on my heels, and I can’t be dragging a blasted 
woman all over the place. 
 (Casting her an aggrieved look) 
If you would only leave me now, then I could leave this town and send for you later. You could then join 
me at your leisure and we— 

 1
© 1978, 2021 by Eric Samuelsen ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

The possession of this PERUSAL SCRIPT does not grant performance rights to this play. Proper application must be made to the 
publisher before performances may be given. Do not duplicate this script without license or written permission. 

Contact: Leicester Bay Theatricals



PERUSAL SCRIPT — Escape from Madame Eleanora’s by Eric Samuelsen

BETSY: Do you expect me to believe that tommyrot? 

RICHARDS: Can you doubt that I love you? 

BETSY: Certainly. I can even doubt that your name is William Richards. I make a habit, William, of 
doubting every word you say, or every work any man says, for that matter. That’s one of the lessons of 
the brothel. Besides, William, you’ve liked to everybody you’ve met, at least ever since I’ve known you, 
you have. You know and I know that if I leave you now, I’ll never see you again. And that I will not 
accept. If you really love me, then why are you so anxious for me to leave? 

RICHARDS: Look. The Mayor has undoubtedly blockaded all of the roads out of town. There can be no 
escape unless I adopt some disguise or another. Can’t you see what a confounded nuisance a woman 
would be? 

BETSY: Why can’t I disguise myself? 

RICHARDS: As a seaman? As a peddler? As a farmer in to sell his wares? Those are all the disguised I 
have. Besides, Mayor Pulsipher knows that I had a female accomplice. He’s bound to be on the lookout 
for a man and a woman traveling together. 

BETSY: I see. And separately... 

RICHARDS: Exactly. That’s why I would rather you left me now. But I’ll send for you later, I promise I— 

BETSY: Not a chance. 

RICHARDS: And to prove my sincerity, I’ll give you a guarantee. 

BETSY: What sort of guarantee? 

RICHARDS: I’ll give you the money. 

BETSY: The money? All of it? 

RICHARDS: Every penny. 

BETSY: (She thinks) Yes. You’d leave me without a qualm, but not the money. You’ve worked too hard for 
it. All right then, I’ll leave. How will you send for me? 

RICHARDS: I don’t know; I’ll think of something or other, never fear. Be prepared for anything. Now off 
you go my dear, I hear someone coming. 
 (She doesn’t budge) 
Hurry! 

BETSY: (Holds out hand) My guarantee? 

RICHARDS: Oh, the money. 
 (Hands her the satchel) 
Here you are, my dear. Ten thousand dollars. Now, off with you. 

BETSY: I want to count it. 

RICHARDS: Not now! Someone’s coming! 

BETSY: I don’t trust you. 
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RICHARDS: Count it later! 

BETSY: When you’ve gone? How big a fool do— 

RICHARDS: (Half screaming) Quiet! 

(He drags her to the side, under his cloak, and embraces her, wrapping the cloak around her. She 
counts the money under the cloak. Enter Rev. Francis HINKEL and Rev. Joseph PEABODY.) 

PEABODY: (Noticing RICHARDS) Look at that, Hinkel. It’s horrifying! Licentious lewdness in the streets 
of New Haven! This town is a veritable Babylon, Hinkel, let there be no mistake about it. 

HINKEL: (Speaking in a broad cockney) You couldn’t be righter, mate. 

PEABODY: (pointing a condemning finger) Repent! 

RICHARDS: Uh...hello. 

PEABODY: Good evening. Sinful tonight, aren’t we? Have you no shame! Comporting yourself with such 
shameless abandon! 

RICHARDS: But we’re not doing anything wrong. 

PEABODY: Not doing anything wrong. Behaving like that in broad moonlight! 

HINKEL: Disgustin’ it is. 

  (Takes a swig from hip flask.) 

RICHARDS: I assure you sir, there is nothing shameful about— 

PEABODY: Denying your sin! You Babylonian baboon, don’t you know that fornication is second in 
heinousness only to...to... 

HINKEL: Murder it is, ain’t it? 

PEABODY: Yes! Murder, second only to murder! Why, it’s despicable! I’ve got half a mind! 

RICHARDS: (A pause) Yes? 

HINKEL: ‘alf a mind to what? 

PEABODY: Half a mind to call for a constable! 

RICHARDS: Reverend, aren’t you being a bit harsh? Is it not written, “Judge not and be not judged?” 

PEABODY: Don’t you dare quote scripture to me, you licentious lizard. 

RICHARDS: But you don’t understand the full situation. You see, my wife and I— 

PEABODY: Your wife? 

RICHARDS: Yes. 

PEABODY: Then I owe you an apology, though, mind you, conjugal relations are not a matter for public 
display. 

RICHARDS: I’m about to explain that. You see, my wife and I were taking our evening constitutional when 
suddenly, ah...her gown became disarrayed. So she took the liberty of borrowing my cloak, you see. 
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PEABODY: Disarrayed? 

RICHARDS: (Gesturing) Yes. In front. If you understand— 

BETSY: (from under the cloak) It’s not all here. 

RICHARDS: You see, it’s not all there. 

PEABODY: (Shocked) Yes, I see. But how the devil could her gown become disarrayed there? 

BETSY: So you hear me? Some of it’s missing. You blackguard! 

PEABODY: (an “ah hah” moment) I see. 

  (Advancing on RICHARDS) 

RICHARDS: No. No. You don’t understand. I’m not the blackguard! You see, as we were walking along 
the street, a passing blackguard, a blackguard I’ve never seen before, a perfect stranger of a blackguard, 
leapt out at us and attacked my wife. By brisk application of my walking stick, which I have since 
misplaced, I was able to drive the culprit away, but in the scuffle, my wife’s gown was disarrayed. 
 (Wrapping the cloak around her, and turning her to face the preachers) 
Gentlemen, my wife. 

BETSY: (Smiling broadly) How do you do? 

PEABODY: Repent! 

BETSY: Have we been introduced? 

PEABODY: We have not had the honor. The Reverend Joseph Peabody, ma’am. And this gentleman is the 
Reverend Francis Hinkel. 

RICHARDS: And I am the Honorable William Rich...uh, Roberts. And this is my wife Betsy War...uh, 
Rich...uh, Roberts. 

PEABODY: Your servant. 

  (Bowing) 

HINKEL: (Bowing) Likewise. 

PEABODY: Well, madame, our felicitations on a successful escape. 
 (grimly) 
Well, Roberts, you’d best take her home. Where do you live? 

BETSY: In a girls’ boarding house not far from here. 

  (Bites her tongue) 

PEABODY: In a boarding house! I thought you two were married! 

RICHARDS: You see, she’s staying in a boarding hose until we get a place of our own. 

PEABODY: You didn’t answer my question. Are you married or not? 

RICHARDS: (together) Yes.  BETSY: (together) No. 
  (They look at each other) 

 4
© 1978, 2021 by Eric Samuelsen ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

The possession of this PERUSAL SCRIPT does not grant performance rights to this play. Proper application must be made to the 
publisher before performances may be given. Do not duplicate this script without license or written permission. 

Contact: Leicester Bay Theatricals



PERUSAL SCRIPT — Escape from Madame Eleanora’s by Eric Samuelsen

I mean, no.    I mean, yes. 

PEABODY: (Confused, he falls back on his favorite word) Repent! 

RICHARDS: But we’ve done nothing wrong. 

PEABODY: Of course you have. How or why, I don’t quite comprehend, but one thing is quite clear. You 
are a sinner. Repent! 

  (The PREACHERS exit into the office of the American Board of Missionaries.) 

RICHARDS: Goodbye! 

PEABODY: (As they exit, or from offstage) Repent! 

BETSY: Look at this money. You’ve shorted me five hundred dollars! 

RICHARDS: Well, can’t I even keep a few dollars for expenses? 

BETSY: No. I won’t have you squandering it. Come on, out with it. 

RICHARDS: Very well. 
 (Reaches for wallet) 
You’re going to be the death of me, I hope you realize that. The way you shouted back there, it’s a 
wonder we weren’t found out. 
 (Mimicking her) 
“You blackguard!” If those preachers hadn’t been such bumble-headed fools, our goose would have 
been cooked. They were all ready to call for a constable. 

BETSY: Don’t blame me! You’re the one that shorted me, remember. 

RICHARDS: I suppose. 

BETSY: Well, I’m off. 

RICHARDS: All right. I don’t know what disguise I’ll be donning. So be prepared for anything. 

BETSY: You know, those preachers were such dolts, you may want to try the ministry. You’d make such a 
splendid reverend. 
  (Points her finger at him) 
Repent! 

RICHARDS: (laughs) I could hardly be less likely than those two. No, I think not. If I can find my 
eyepatch, I’ll try the seaman. 

BETSY: I think I’d like you as a seaman. 
 (Kissing him) 
Goodbye, William. 

RICHARDS: Goodbye. And Betsy? 

BETSY: Yes? 

RICHARDS: I do love you. 

BETSY: (Smiles broadly) Poppycock! 
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(She exits. He looks around. A figure  PULSIPHER, emerges from the shadows.) 

MRS. PULSIPHER: Mr. Richards. 

RICHARDS: Mrs. Pulsipher. I’m sorry that I haven’t your share of the money, but... 

MRS. PULSIPHER: I know. I heard your conversation with Miss Warner. 

RICHARDS: Two thousand dollars of the money is yours, I promise you. Without you, I would never have 
known ot the money, let alone the combination of Mayor Pulsipher’s safe. I don’t know how, but 
somehow, I will see to it that you get your share of the money. 

MRS. PULSIPHER: I believe you. I believe you because I know that you love me. And I know what it is to 
be in love. 

RICHARDS: Yes, Mrs. Pulsipher, I too, know what love is. 

MRS. PULSIPHER: It’s tragic, isn’t it. You so in love with me. And me so in love...with another. 
 (RICHARDS tries unsuccessfully to look tragic) 
How will you get the money to me? 

RICHARDS: Miss Warner, the girl you saw me with...? 

MRS. PULSIPHER: Yes. You’ve been deceiving her, William. It was false of you. 

RICHARDS: I know. But can’t you see how it was necessary? For your happiness even if mine is an 
impossibility? 

MRS. PULSIPHER: Yes. It’s tragic, isn’t it? 

RICHARDS: Yes. Anyway, the girl, Betsy Warner. She lives at a boarding house not far from here. 
Madame Eleanora’s. Do you know if? 

MRS. PULSIPHER: I believe so. It’s supposed to be quite exclusive. In any case, my lover, the man I’m 
going to escape with, he’ll know it. 

RICHARDS: Good for him. I’ll be there tonight sometime. Have your— 

MRS. PULSIPHER: Madame Eleanora’s. What was that word Miss Warner used to describe it? A brothel? 
What does that signify? 

RICHARDS: It’s a sort of finishing school. Will you please listen to me, Mrs. Pulsipher? We haven’t much 
time. 

MRS PULSIPHER: My apologies. 

RICHARDS: Accepted. I’ll be there tonight. Have your lover, whoever he is, show up there tonight. 

MRS. PULSIPHER: How will you know him? 

RICHARDS: Give him this ring. 
 (Gives her his ring) 
I’ll give the money to the man with the ring. 

MRS PULSIPHER: No. I’d rather you didn’t meet him, William. I know how passionate men are. With 
you both so much in love, I’m afraid you’d duel. 
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RICHARDS: Then I’ll have Miss Warner give it to him. Have him ask at the door for Betsy Warner. 

MRS. PULSIPHER: Meanwhile, I’ll be waiting in his rooms. And then, with the money, he and I can leave 
this town. I can escape the bestial ogre that is my husband, with the man I truly love...forever. 

RICHARDS: (Kissing her hand) I can only wish it were me. 

MRS PULSIPHER: Goodbye William, forever. I shall never forget you. 

  (She sweeps off) 

RICHARDS: I can only thank my luck stars it’s not me. Well, I’d best be off too.  

(RICHARDS starts to exit. Offstage voices shout “There he is” etc. He dashes back on stage, 
trapped. Finally, as a last resort, he steps into the offices of the American Board of Missionaries. 
We see two constables [HANKIE and RATTY] dash across the stage. They glance briefly at the 
offices and then exit. Blackout.) 

SCENE TWO 

(The offices of the American Board of Missionaries. It is an exceptionally Spartan room, with 
only one desk and a few wooden benches. PEABODY and HINKEL are sitting on two of the 
latter. Bishop Artemas BISHOP is opening a bottle of wine, then proceeds to pour a round of 
drinks for the other two and toasts.) 

BISHOP: Gentlemen. To the Sandwich Islands! 

  (PEABODY eyes his drink suspiciously. HINKEL, however, knocks his down.) 

HINKEL: To the Sandwich Islands, God save them. 
 (He looks at BISHOP appealingly) 

 Excuse me, Bishop, but could I... 

BISHOP: Certainly. 
 (HINKEL pours himself another) 
Now gentlemen, down to business. 

HINKEL: (Toasting) To your ‘ealth. 

  (And tosses it back) 

BISHOP: Thank you, Mr. Hinkel. Now, to business. 
 (quickly reading a letter, impatiently) 
First of all, on behalf of the Missionary Board, we’d like to express our deepest appreciation for your 
dedication in devoting the rest of your lives to converting the heathen nations, etc. etc. We’ll give you a 
fifty-dollar stipend to buy clothing and supplies, don’t drink it all in one place. 

  (Distributing money) 
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HINKEL: (Nodding at the wine) Which reminds me… 

BISHOP: What? Oh yes, help yourself. You’ll be leaving the 15th of this month, that’s tomorrow morning, 
which gives you a few hours to wind up all your affairs, 
 (grinning broadly) 
assuming you have any affairs to wind up. Let’s see, what else is there? Here are your sailing orders. 
Temptation sails tomorrow at nine o’clock, assuming the wind is fair. Are there any other supplies we 
can help you with? 

PEABODY: Bibles. 

HINKEL: Wine. 

  (They glare at each other) 

BISHOP: (amused) Ample supplies of both will be provided. 

HINKEL: Which reminds me... 

PEABODY: Yes, go ahead, have another. 

HINKEL: You’re ‘ealth. 

BISHOP: Thank you, Mr. Hinkel, but my health has been sufficiently toasted. Now, I understand that you 
both completed your theological training. Which leaves us only one more order of business. 

PEABODY: What is that? 

BISHOP: Are either of you married? 

PEABODY: (together) Good heavens, no! HINKEL: (together) Blimey! I should ‘ope not! 

BISHOP: Well, I’m terribly sorry about this. It was a quite unintentional oversight on my part, I assure you. 
But the Missionary Board’s instructions were quite explicit. You must both of you get married before 
Temptation sails. 

  (A long silence) 

HINKEL: Could I...? 

BISHOP: Be my guest, Mr. Hinkel. 

  (HINKEL takes a long swig from the bottle) 

PEABODY: Married? By tomorrow? 

BISHOP: I’m afraid so. 

PEABODY: Why? 

BISHOP: Well, the Board is of the opinion that since you will not only be bringing the little savages 
Christianity, but also all the advantages of Christian civilization; a wife is essential. 

PEABODY: But I’ve had no contact whatsoever with those of the opposite sex. It’s preposterous! How on 
earth am I expected to find a wife? Who could possibly introduce me to a suitably eligible girl? 

  (The door bursts open, and RICHARDS enters) 
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RICHARDS: I’ve repented! 

  (They all look at him in shock) 

PEABODY: Glory be! 

HINKEL: You ‘aven’t! 

RICHARDS: I’ve, uh...seen the light. 

BISHOP: Excuse me, but I don’t believe I’ve been introduced. 

PEABODY: My first convert! I’ve labored ten arduous years in the vineyard, and I’ve finally harvested my 
first grape. And for it to happen now! 

BISHOP: I take it this is a somewhat providential penitence. 

PEABODY: (Actually skipping with glee) Mr. Roberts, I want you to meet Bishop Bishop, Bishop Artemas 
Bishop, Bishop of the New Haven Diocese. Bishop Bishop, my very first convert, Mr. William Roberts. 

RICHARDS: Brother Roberts. 

BISHOP: (Unimpressed) Well, Mr. Roberts. Congratulations. I’d greet you with a holy kiss as Paul 
suggests, but I think at least one of us is the wrong gender for that sort of thing. 

RICHARDS: (Recognizing that BISHOP is a whole new kettle of fish) Imagine my relief. Tell me, Bishop, 
what exactly is the proper etiquette for this sort of thing? I’m afraid I’ve never been converted before. 

BISHOP: Etiquette? Well, as a general rule, a new convert feels compelled to give all of his earthly 
possessions to the church, and then devote the rest of his life to the ministry. But that does seem a trifle 
conventional, does it not? 

RICHARDS: Well, as a matter of fact, I— 

BISHOP: Then there’s the usual forsaking of all earthly pleasure, beatings of oneself with whips to drive 
away temptation, standing naked in cold rainstorms... 

RICHARDS: Yes, well... 

BISHOP: (Enthusiastically) And for the really dedicated, we have before us the example of Origen, who 
was stretched on a rack by the Romans, and then insisted that they behead him too, as he hadn’t suffered 
enough. 

RICHARDS: I see. Do I get a choice? 

BISHOP: Be my guest. 

RICHARDS: Well then, I think I’ll go for the surrender of all earthly possessions, since at present I have 
none, and joining the ministry. 

PEABODY: Are you certain? Origen was, after all, one of the greatest Christian theologians. His example... 

RICHARDS: My dear Reverend Peabody, unfortunately we haven’t any Romans here in New Haven. 

PEABODY: True. 

HINKEL: Ministry, then. Well, guv’ner, you’ve come to the right plice, you ‘ave. ‘Ow would you like to be 

 9
© 1978, 2021 by Eric Samuelsen ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

The possession of this PERUSAL SCRIPT does not grant performance rights to this play. Proper application must be made to the 
publisher before performances may be given. Do not duplicate this script without license or written permission. 

Contact: Leicester Bay Theatricals



PERUSAL SCRIPT — Escape from Madame Eleanora’s by Eric Samuelsen

a missionary? 

RICHARDS: I was just going to suggest that. 

PEABODY: Really? Say, to a foreign country? 

RICHARDS: Such as? 

HINKEL: The Sanwhich Islands! 

RICHARDS: Certainly, for a few months or so. 

BISHOP: Oh no. You will serve the rest of your natural life. That’s why we only take married men. You are 
married, aren’t you, Mr. Roberts? 

RICHARDS: After a fashion. 

PEABODY: To a girl living in a boarding house? With other girls? 

RICHARDS: Yes. 

BISHOP: That’s why your coming is so providential. You see, these gentlemen have been called to serve as 
missionaries in the Sandwich Islands. And they are not married. 

PEABODY: Don’t even know any girls. 

HINKEL: And th’ship leaves tomorrow. 

BISHOP: And, as it turns out, we just happen to have an opening for a missionary just now. 

RICHARDS: Yes, but for the rest of my life! Isn’t that a bit permanent? 

BISHOP: I suppose so. Well, you do, of course have an alternative. Origen’s example... 

RICHARDS: Not here. No Romans, remember. 

BISHOP: True. There are no Romans here. But we do have quite an able and active constabulary. And an 
energetic and dedicated Mayor. Philemon Pulsipher is his name; he’s quite a good friend of mine. I’m 
sure he could be persuaded to act in the place of the Romans. 

RICHARDS: That, I don’t doubt for a minute. 

BISHOP: You see, Mr. Roberts, missionary work has been at a standstill ever since the war. It’s extremely 
difficult to find your men such as yourself with the zeal to serve. Your coming today is providential in 
more ways than one. The American Board insisted this year that we send at least three missionaries from 
New Haven by September. If I couldn’t find a third, I was to go myself. It is now September, Mr. 
Roberts. 

RICHARDS: But I can’t be a missionary. I’ve had no theological training. I wouldn’t know the first thing 
to say. 

BISHOP: In your case, I think I can waive that requirement. The voyage will take at least four months, 
ample time for Mr. Peabody here to tutor you. 

PEABODY: Count on it. Within four months your sermonizing will have all the lucidity and facility of 
expression of my own. 
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RICHARDS: You can’t imagine my relief. Tell me Bishop, what sort of ship will we be sailing on board? 

BISHOP: The brig Temptation. She sails with the morning breeze. 

RICHARDS: Would she be stopping to provision, do you think? Say, in San Francisco? 

BISHOP: (Grinning broadly) In San Francisco. Exactly. 

RICHARDS: Thank you, Bishop. I’ll be glad to serve. 

BISHOP: I’m pleased to hear it. 

HINKEL: An’ now, Mr. Roberts. About our wives. 

RICHARDS: Have no fear. I now of an extremely exclusive girls’ boarding house in the neighborhood that 
will answer to perfection. 

BISHOP: Whereabouts is this boarding house? 

RICHARDS: Not far from here. It’s run by a charming old dowager named Eleanora. 

BISHOP: It sounds exclusive. 

RICHARDS: It is most exclusive. Only the most genteel, refined and discreet girls live there. 

PEABODY: Well, what are we waiting for? 

RICHARDS: You’ll love it. 

  (RICHARDS, HINKEL, and PEABODY exit happily) 

SCENE THREE 

(Madame Eleanora’s boarding house. It is a huge, lavishly decorated parlor that greets our view. 
There is a staircase stage left that leads to the upstairs. The most noticeable features are the 
canopied door stage right, which leads to the hall leading outside, and a large window upstage 
right. There is also a closet under the stairs. In general, the room is opulent. Madame 
ELEANORA is entering. LOUISA Everest is plumping a pillow on a divan where she has been 
reclining. ELIZABETH Edmunds is picking up a book that has fallen to the floor. HELEN Tory is 
dusting. All of the girls are dressed in the same opulent fashion of the room. ELEANORA stops.) 

ELEANORA: What on earth do you think you are doing?! 

HELEN: We just— 

ELEANORA: You’re tidying!!!! 

HELEN: But we didn’t mean any harm. 

ELEANORA: It is not the place of proper young ladies like yourselves to tidy. If I’ve told you that once, 
I’ve told you a thousand times. Tidying is the work of domestics. Rosita! 
 (ROSITA appears) 
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Plump that pillow! Pick up that book! And dust that table! Now then, I don’t want to see you girls 
tidying again. 

LOUISA: Madame Eleanora, there isn’t anyone here to notice. 

ELEANORA: What has that to do with it? You must cultivate the habits of luxury. You must carefully 
develop every nuance, every gesture, every glance of the aristocracy. You must work to develop every 
habit of indolence, every well-turned phrase of mindless flatter, take every opportunity to abuse your 
inferiors. You must not appear to be of the Quality, you must be the Quality. 

ELIZABETH: For heaven’s sakes, Eleanora, this isn’t a finishing school. It’s a brothel. 

ELEANORA: But the most respectable brothel in all of New Haven. I take great pride in that. There is not 
a woman in all of New Haven who does no believe Eleanora’s to be an exclusive boarding school and 
nothing else; and not a man who does not know it to be the most exclusive bordello. Consequently, the 
women call daily for tea and gossip, and the men, for something else. Which is why you girls must not 
soil yourselves by working, not ever. Play your parts. With the habits of the aristocracy comes 
promiscuity; it’s quite inevitable. Now, I don’t want to see you girls working again, do you hear? Sit 
here quietly, and read, or chat, or lounge, or whatever you want, but whatever you do, don’t do anything!  

  (She exits) 

LOUISA: (Lounging on divan in exaggerated position of indolence) Well, Elizabeth, my dear, would you 
care for one of my chocolates? 

  (Waving an imaginary box of chocolates in the air) 

ELIZABETH: Darling Louisa, I should be delighted. 

LOUISA: Rosita, give Elizabeth one of my chocolates. 

ELIZABETH: Place it in my mouth, won’t you, Rosita? Louise, dear, have you ever read this wicked little 
French novel? 

LOUISA: No darling, I don’t believe I have. 

ELIZABETH: Rosita, give this novel to Louisa, won’t you? 

LOUISA: Turn the pages, won’t you, Rosita? I don’t feel up to it today. 

ELIZABETH: Well, dear, whom shall we call on today? Lady Wimsley, or Lady Scungely? 

LOUISA: Oh, Lady Chalksbottom, I think. 

ELIZABETH: Rosita dear, call away our coach? One of the horses sick? Well, dear, then you just take its 
place. 

HELEN: (Breaks forth with a truly miraculous laugh. High-pitched, nasal, and on the vowel “e”) 
HeeHeeHeeHeeHee! 

ELIZABETH: As usual, Louisa, our wit has induced paroxysms of merriment in our colleague, which, if 
not discontinued, may well prove deleterious to our mental health. 

HELEN: Wha—? 
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LOUISA: Helen, dear, must you laugh so loudly? 

HELEN: But ya’ll jist too funny fo’ li’l ole me. 

ELIZABETH: I guess we’d better contain ourselves. Rosita, go back to sleep...we don’t need you any 
longer. 

LOUISA: Well, there isn’t much funny about our situation anyway. 

ELIZABETH: There certainly ain’t. 

HELEN: Why, Ah lahk ou’ situation. 

ELIZABETH: You would. 

LOUISA: If there was just some way out of here. 

ELIZABETH: It’s hopeless. We’ve discussed it til we’re blue in the face. We’re stuck. At least, as long as 
Eleanor is here. 

LOUISA: Then let’s get rid of Eleanora. 

ELIZABETH: Haven’t we tried? 

LOUISA: Well, let’s try again. 

ELIZABETH: How? 

LOUISA: (Despondently) I don’t know. We’ve poisoned her. It had no effect. She’s impervious to poison. 

ELIZABETH: The old battle-axe was probably weaned on poison. 

LOUISA: I tried to shoot her. All the whalebone in her corset deflected the bullet. I even tried to stab her in 
her sleep. Can I help it if she’s a chronic insomniac? 

ELIZABETH: Well, and what if you did succeed in killing her? Where would we go? We are four 
unmarried, penniless, unaccompanied, penniless, friendless, orphan, penniless girls. We’re trapped. 
Especially in this town, where we are intimately known by the sheriff, the mayor and all of the leading 
citizens, bar none. We haven’t a chance. 

ELIZABETH: As we both know. From personal experience. 

HELEN: But Ah lahk it heah. 

LOUISA: Oh, it’s comfortable enough, I suppose. And Eleanora has a point. With indolence and luxury 
comes promiscuity. 

ELIZABETH: Out of sheer boredom, if for no other reason. 

LOUISA: But I’m sick of it! And I’m not going to stay one moment longer than I have to. The first chance 
that comes along, I’m leaving. 

ELIZABETH: Well, don’t you dare go without me. 

LOUISA: Don’t worry. 

ELIZABETH: How about you, Helen? 
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HELEN: Y’all know me. Ah lahk it heah. Ah ain’t evah leavin’. 

LOUISA: You’ve never known any other life, poor thing. 

HELEN: Wheah’s Betsy? 

ELIZABETH: Mr. Richards, that stuffed shirt secretary to the Mayor that’s been spending so much time 
with her, took her home with him, poor thing. 

HELEN: Eleanora let him take her home? Well, she nevah did thayat befo’. 

LOUISA: Mayor Pulsipher insisted. You know Eleanora, she’s so mad about the mayor she’d do anything 
for him. I do believe she’s in love with him. 

ELIZABETH: And him a married man! Shocking! 

LOUISA: She’ll be back soon. You know, that’s the worst thing about this life—to be totally at the mercy of     
these...men! 
 (There is a knock on the door) 
Well girls, another customer. 

ELIZABETH: All right, everyone. Time to lounge. 

ELEANORA: (Hurrying to the door) Girls, I do believe it’s the Mayor himself! Can you believe—how 
exciting! 

ELIZABETH: I have a headache. 

(We are again treated to HELEN’s laugh. The door opens, and Mayor Philemon PULSIPHER is 
admitted. He is immensely angry.) 

PULSIPHER: Ladies, my humblest apologies for interrupting on such a lovely day. I have a matter of 
extreme import to discuss with you. 

ELEANORA: What on earth could it be, Philemon? 

PULSIPHER: Has my secretary, Mr. Richards, been here today? 

ELEANORA: Why no, I don’t believe so. 

PULSIPHER: The girl that was with him>? Has she come home yet? 

ELEANORA: No. 

PULSIPHER: Do you have any idea where either of them could be? 

ELEANORA: Girls? 

  (They ALL shake their heads) 

PULSIPHER: My sincerest apologies for disturbing you. 

  (Starts to leave) 

ELEANORA: Mayor, what is the problem? 

PULSIPHER: That miserable cur of a secretary of mine has stolen ten thousand dollars of my money. 
 (Suddenly breaking into a rage) 
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And a woman was him accomplice! 

LOUISA: Betsy! 

PULSIPHER: I very much doubt it, my dear. 

LOUISA: You’re quite right. It couldn’t have been Betsy. 

PULSIPHER: Oh, it wasn’t. His accomplice was not other than my wife. 
 (Furiously) 
And when I catch that cuckolding cad, I’ll rip him apart with my bare hands! 

ELEANORA: How do you know it was your wife? 

PULSIPHER: There can be no doubt. She has not been seen for two days. The woman who distracted the 
guard was wearing my wife’s dress. And she was seen by the servants leaving the house with that 
scalliwag. 

ELEANORA: (Why that’s wonderful!) Why, that’s terrible. 

LOUISA: Mayor Pulsipher, if your wife was this Richards fellow’s accomplice, why do you want to talk to 
Betsy? 

PULSIPHER: Because she may know something about his whereabouts. 

ELEANORA: You won’t hurt her? 

PULSIPHER: I would never harm a girl from Eleanora’s. 

ELIZABETH: (To LOUISA) Unless she was trying to escape. 

ELEANORA: We’ll keep an eye out for her. 

PULSIPHER: My heartiest and most heartfelt thanks. And now, ladies, with your permission, I must bid 
you a fond adieu. 

ELEANORA: So soon?  

PULSIPHER: I must go and coordinate the search for the rascal. In case Richards shows up here, I’m 
posting an armed guard here for your protection. With your permission, madame. 

  (Bowing) 

ELEANORA: Of course. 

PULSIPHER: (He shouts offstage) Hankie! 
  (HANKIE enters.) 
Hankie, you are to place yourself under the hospitality of Madame Eleanora. If the culprit makes his 
presence known, see to his immediate apprehension. Do you understand? 

HANKIE: NO SIR! 

PULSIPHER: If that miserable worm Richards shows his skinny yellow hide in the building, you are to 
beat him to within an inch of his life! 

HANKIE: YES SIR! 
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PULSIPHER: My humble thanks, madame. I’ll return as soon as I am able; to interrogate Miss Warner. 

  (He exits) 

ELEANORA: I’ll see you out. 

  (She exits) 

LOUISA: So Mr. Richards is a thief. How exciting! 

ELIZABETH: I never thought of him as...dashing enough, somehow. 

LOUISA: Of course not. Appearances are nothing. I’m awfully glad for dear Betsy. 

ELIZABETH: I’m not. Why should I be? If he were a real hero, he’d find a way to extricate all of us. Not 
just her. 

HELEN: (Sappily) She’s the only one he’s in love with. 

ELIZABETH: Stanger things have happened. 

(They hear a tapping on the window. ELIZABETH crosses to the window. LOUISA looks at 
HANKIE, vexed.) 

LOUISA: Mr. Hankie, are you quite comfortable? 

HANKIE: Quite comfortable, thank you. 

  (Sitting very much ill at ease) 

LOUISA: (Seductively) Are you sure? 

HANKIE: (Wide-eyed) Yes, ma’am. 

LOUISA: (Fingering his tie) Don’t you think you’d be much more comfortable lying down? 

HANKIE: No, ma’am. 

  (The tapping is heard again) 

ELIZABETH: Shoo, you birds. 
 (to the amazed HANKIE) 
If you tap on the window, they fly right off. Shoo. 

LOUISA: Mr. Hankie, if you’d like, I’m sure Helen would be happy to show you to a room upstairs. You’d 
be so much more comfortable. 

HANKIE: But ma’am, I’ve got my duties to attend to. 

LOUISA: All the more reason to go upstairs. The view is superlative. Helen, shy don’t you show your guest 
how the view is from the bedrooms upstairs. 

HANKIE: (Eyes lighting up) Is this that sort of boarding house? 

LOUISA: Yes indeed. Helen, why don’t you take our guest upstairs. 

HELEN: It’s yo’ ahdea. Whah don’ you show him? 

LOUISA: (Steel in her voice) Now, Helen. 
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HELEN: But... 

LOUISA: If you don’t, Helen, I promise I’ll tell Madame you’ve been tidying. I swear I will. 

ELIZABETH: And I’ll back her. 

HELEN: Oh, all raht. 
 (Grabbing HANKIE by the hand) 
Come on up, you . . . 

HANKIE: It is that sort of boarding house! 

HELEN: Do Ah have to pick you up and carry y’all? 

  (HANKIE and HELEN exit together) 

LOUISA: Elizabeth, go and find Eleanora. Make sure she doesn’t come in. I bet it’s Betsy outside. 
 (She opens the window. BETSY crawls in) 
Betsy! 

BETSY: Louisa! Do I have a story to tell you! 

LOUISA: If it’s the robbery, I already know. Mayor Pulsipher was just here. 

BETSY: Looking for William? 

LOUISA: William? Oh, Mr. Richards. Yes, and for you too. 

BETSY: Oh no. 

LOUISA: Only for questioning. They know it was the mayor’s wife. 

BETSY: But it wasn’t. It was me, wearing one of her dresses. William says he stole it from her closet. 

LOUISA: Where is she? 

BETSY: I have no idea. Why? 

LOUISA: Why, the mayor said she was with Richards. 

BETSY: But that’s impossible, I was with Richards. All except for a few minutes. 

LOUISA: Well, the mayor is certain she is with Richards. 

BETSY: It would be just like him, the two-timing blackguard. So that was why he wanted to get rid of me! 
Well, they won’t get far. 

LOUISA: Why not? 

BETSY: Louisa, I’ve got the money. Richards gave it to me. I’m to hide it until he comes for it. Louisa, do 
you realize what this means? 

LOUISA: Betsy, I wouldn’t be so— 

BETSY: Our freedom! The freedom of all of us. With this money I own William. He’ll concoct some plan 
that will save us all. You can’t believe how clever he is at that sort of thing. 

LOUISA: Oh Betsy, it’s too good to be true. 
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 (THEY embrace) 
Now tell me the details. When is he coming? What will be his disguise? 

BETSY: I don’t know. He hadn’t decided yet. We must be prepared for anything. He said he’d probably 
come disguised as a seaman. But he’ll come, all right. He’s far too greedy not to. 

LOUISA: Well, where shall we hide the money? 

BETSY: (Opens closet) Look. Another satchel just like the one the money’s in. We’ll simply put the money 
in here, and hide the other satchel under my bed. Then, if anyone comes... 

LOUISA: Especially the mayor. He’s coming. 

BETSY: Right. We’ll just tell him to look under the bed. All he’ll get for his trouble will be a satchel of my 
old petticoats. 

LOUISA: What will you tell him when he comes? He’ll want information. 

BETSY: Oh, I’ll just concoct some cock-and-bull story. I know, I’ll tell him Williams disguised himself as a 
preacher. 

LOUISA: Perfect. They’ll be looking for preachers, and maybe even arresting a minister or two, and all the 
time, Richards will be dressed as a seaman. 

BETSY: Or something else. Remember, he may be off with Mrs. Pulsipher. He’s fiendishly clever. 

LOUISA: Poor Betsy. 

BETSY: No, I’m all right. The important think is our freedom. Oh Louisa, I can’t believe we’re going to be 
free. Free! 

  (THEY embrace) 

  (Blackout) 
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ACT II 

(The same room, a few minutes later. BETSY is alone in the room, putting the satchel in the 
closet.) 

ELEANORA: (Suddenly bursting into the room) Ah hah! Tidying again, I see!! 

BETSY: Madame, please. I was only putting my bag away. 

ELEANORA: (Yelling offstage) Rosita, put this bag away for Betsy. 
 (Enter ROSITA to do just that) 
Another danger of tidying, my dear. That bag belongs to me, not to you, which you, bless your sweet 
stupid heart, would not possibly have known. But enough of that. 
 (Dragging BETSY to divan) 
Sit. And out with it! 

BETSY: Out with what? 

ELEANORA: The whole story! About you and Mr. Richards and the mayor’s wife and the whole affair. 
Tell me everything you know. 

BETSY: Hadn’t we ought to wait for the proper authorities? 

ELEANORA: Bother the authorities! I want to hear it now! You can’t believe what a stroke of luck this is 
for me. With this, I’ll have the mayor right in the palm of my hand. 

BETSY: There is really nothing to tell. I went to Mr. Richard’s apartment where he told me to put on my 
night dress. I did, and then he said he was going out. He said that if anyone called, I was to leave the 
curtains a-gap, and giggle loudly, but not open the door. Then he left. I sat in his apartment all night 
long, giggling like a perfect idiot, and bored to distraction. In the morning, he came back, told me to get 
dressed and go home and he said he’d pay you when he returned. The man is an absolute lunatic. 

ELEANORA: But can that be all? You simply giggled all night long? You didn’t follow him anywhere, or 
overhear an incriminating conversation, or anything? 

BETSY: Heavens, no! I just giggled. I felt like a perfect ninny. 

ELEANORA: And rightly so. You are a perfect ninny! 

BETSY: Well, could I help it if he didn’t say more than that? All he did was forgive me of my sins, and then 
he and the lady he was with— 

ELEANORA: Forgave your sins? 

BETSY: Yes. Did I forget to tell you? Silly me. He was dressed as a preacher. 

ELEANORA: A preacher! And he was with a lady? 

BETSY: Yes. 

ELEANORA: Mrs. Pulsipher! 
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BETSY: Well, I don’t know about that. She was heavily veiled. 

ELEANORA: I must talk to Philemon at once. Where’s Mr. Hankie? 

BETSY: Mr. Hankie? 

ELEANORA: A young constable. He was just here. 
 (Dashing upstairs) 
Mr. Hankie? 

BETSY: Mr. Hankie! The guard I seduced last night! What lousy luck. 

  (She looks around in desperation, and finally ducks into the closet.) 

ELEANORA: (Enters with HANKIE, who is half-dressed) Mr. Hankie, you must go to Mayor Pulsipher at 
once. Tell him I have the best possible news. Tell him...no, I’ll gell him when he gets here. Hurry, now. 
 (A knock is heard at the door) 
Customers! Get your clothes on, Mr. Hankie, it may be women. Oh no, there isn’t time. 

HANKIE: I could go back upstairs. 

ELEANORA: No, there isn’t time. Quick, into the closet with you. 
 (Crossing the hall, as HANKIE enters closet) 
Good morning, gentlemen. 

  (RICHARDS, PEABODY and HINKEL enter) 

PEABODY: Repent! 

RICHARDS: Madame, so good to see you again. Recognize me? 

ELEANORA: I don’t believe... 

RICHARDS: Roberts is the name. I’ve become a minister, isn’t that grand? 

ELEANORA: I don’t know any... 

RICHARDS: May I introduce my colleagues. The Reverend Francis Hinkel. 

HINKEL: (Quickly putting away the hip flask) Your servant. 

RICHARDS: And my dear friend and brother, the Reverend Joseph Peabody. You can’t believe the change 
that has come over me since I met this remarkable man. Why, it’s like night and day. 

PEABODY: Repent! 

ELEANORA: But I don’t know any Robert... 

RICHARDS: Dear Eleanora, you will have your little joke, won’t you? Now, where is my dear little Betsy? 

ELEANORA: Look, what is... 

PEABODY: Madame, allow me to tender you a brief explanation. We three have been called as 
missionaries to serve in the Sandwich Islands for a period equalling the rest of our lives. We have come 
seeking girls who will be willing to share— 

RICHARDS: Share a last few hours before our departure. You do understand, don’t you? 
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PEABODY: Ahem. Actually madame, our intent was that they would share a good deal more time than that. 
We want to marr— 

RICHARDS: Start as soon as possible so as not to waste time. Right, Mr. Peabody? 

PEABODY: Well, I— 

RICHARDS: Then we’re all agreed. 

ELEANORA: I think I understand. 
 (She has been watching RICHARDS closely) 
Louisa! Elizabeth! 
 (THEY enter) 
Company! 

ELIZABETH: (To PEABODY) How do you do? 

  (Slinking up to PEABODY) 

PEABODY: Well, rather well, considering my age and so forth. 

LOUISA: (To HINKEL) How do you do? 

  (Seductively) 

HINKEL: (Flustered) Cor Blimey! 

  (Takes a big swig from flask) 

ELEANORA: Mr. Peabody, meet Elizabeth. Mr. Hinkel, meet Louisa. 

ELIZABETH: Mr. Peabrain, a minister, how very charming. I’m fascinated by ministers. Won’t you come 
upstairs? I’m dying to talk to you. 

PEABODY: Peabody, ma’am. 

ELIZABETH: Of course. How stupid of me. 

  (She leads him upstairs) 

LOUISA: Mr. Hinkel. What a fascinating name. Would you care for some refreshment? I’ve got a lovely 
bottle of wine upstairs. 

HINKEL: You don’t say. 

LOUISA: Oh, but I do say. 

  (She leads him upstairs) 

RICHARDS: Well, Eleanora, where has my little Betsy gone off to? 

ELEANORA: (Appears with a huge and menacing blunderbuss) Be so kind as to get away from the 
window, Mr. Richards. 

RICHARDS: Is that any way to treat a man of the cloth? 

ELEANORA: Don’t try and fool me. You’re Richards, aren’t you? The thief? 
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RICHARDS: And here I had such a clever disguise, too. 

ELEANORA: Don’t you dare move an inch. It won’t be long. Mayor Pulsipher will be here soon enough. 
Mr. Hankie . . . 

RICHARDS: I wouldn’t send for the good mayor just yet, if I were you, Eleanora. 

ELEANORA: What reason could I possibly have not to send for the mayor? 

RICHARDS: I believe I could come up with ten thousand rather convincing reasons. 

ELEANORA: The money? 

RICHARDS: Yes. 

ELEANORA: Let me see it. 

RICHARDS: I don’t have it. 
 (She raises the gun) 
I gave it to Betsy. I don’t know what she’s done with it. But when I find her, I’ll have it. 

ELEANORA: Ten thousand dollars? It’s tempting, I must admit. But no, I think not. 

RICHARDS: Why not? 

ELEANORA: I am in love, Mr. Richards, with the mayor. Now, with his wife gone for good, I finally have 
my chance to have him all to myself. With your capture, I will have his gratitude, and that is worth far 
more to me than ten thousand dollars. 

RICHARDS: Madame, I know the mayor. He has only one passion in the world, one and one alone. Money. 
Your ten thousand dollars will be far more impressive to him than my capture. Besides, if the mayor 
catches me, it will defeat your purpose. 

ELEANORA: And how is that? 

RICHARDS: I’ll tell him where his wife is. 

ELEANORA: I hadn’t thought of that. 

RICHARDS: Do we have a deal, then? My freedom for the money? 

ELEANORA: I’m not sure. What will I tell the mayor? 

RICHARDS: Tell him that I’ve left town with his wife. Tell him that I had two accomplices in the crime, 
the other one being Betsy. He’ll be able to vent his revenge on her, you’ll have the money, which you’ll 
be able to give to him, and everybody will be satisfied. 

ELEANORA: You have a deal, Mr. Richards. 

RICHARDS: So, now the first step. 

ELEANORA: Betsy? 

RICHARDS: Yes. We’ve got to find her, and quickly. The mayor could come at any minute.  

ELEANORA: I’ll try the other rooms of the house. You search the upstairs. 

RICHARDS: Search thoroughly. She could be anywhere. 

 22
© 1978, 2021 by Eric Samuelsen ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

The possession of this PERUSAL SCRIPT does not grant performance rights to this play. Proper application must be made to the 
publisher before performances may be given. Do not duplicate this script without license or written permission. 

Contact: Leicester Bay Theatricals



PERUSAL SCRIPT — Escape from Madame Eleanora’s by Eric Samuelsen

ELEANORA: I shall. 

  (RICHARDS and ELEANORA exit. BETSY and HANKIE emerge from the closet.) 

BETSY: Mr. Hankie! I’ll trouble you to keep your hands to yourself. 

HANKIE: Last night you was willing enough. 

BETSY: Last night was different. 

HANKIE: Yes. Last night, you was trying to keep me from doing my duty. You was distractin’ me from 
guarding the treasury, you was! 

BETSY: No, not at all. 

HANKIE: That’s what the mayor told me. 

BETSY: No, the mayor was mistaken. Last night, I was simply strolling the streets to take the air. Now, I 
live a very lonely life; you must understand that, Mr. Hankie, because of the early death of my parents 
and my subsequent orphanage. And so I was extremely lonely last night. This being the case, you must 
simply imagine my reaction when I saw you standing there, all alone in front of the building; strong, 
virile, the living embodiment of all my fantasies. Why, I simply couldn’t help myself—I had to make 
your acquaintance. And after we were acquainted, it was simply impossible not to suggest that we step 
into that nearby café for some slight refreshment. You must understand, Mr. Hankie, that it was entirely 
spontaneous on my part. It was a sudden driving compulsion that led me, and eventually you, away from 
your post. The fact that you were robbed shortly thereafter is simply coincidental. 

HANKIE: Well, what happened to that compulsion or what it may be? Did it go? 

BETSY: That’s it, Mr. Hankie, it vanished as quickly as it came. 

HANKIE: Not for me. I’m as compulsed as ever. 

  (Reaches for BETSY) 

BETSY: Not now, Mr. Hankie. Don’t you understand? I am in grave danger. 

HANKIE: Last night I was in grave danger. 

  (Tries to kiss BETSY) 

BETSY: But more people than just you are in danger now! 

HANKIE: Like who? 

BETSY: Well...me for one. 

HANKIE: Am I? 

BETSY: No, I suppose not. 

HANKIE: (Tries to kiss BETSY) I didn’t think so. 

BETSY: Mr. Hankie, will you please let me go! 

HANKIE: No. 

BETSY: I’ll scream. 
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HANKIE: No you won’t. 

BETSY: You’re right, I won’t. Mr. Hankie, why are you kissing me? 

HANKIE: Well, you see, I get this here compulsion... 

BETSY: (Kisses HANKIE passionately, then quickly steps on his toe) Now, will you get away from me! 

HANKIE: You broke my toe! 

BETSY: Oh. Poor Mr. Hankie. 
 (Seductively) 
Do you want me to make it feel better? 

HANKIE: Yes. 

BETSY: Good. Then you must do exactly as I tell you. 

HANKIE: And if I do? 

BETSY: (Seductively) Then I’ll do exactly as you tell me. 

HANKIE: And if I don’t? 

BETSY: Then I’ll never kiss you again. I’ll never even speak to you. I’ll have nothing whatsoever to do 
with you. Every time I see you I’ll stomp your broken toe. Do you understand? 

HANKIE: Never kiss me again? 

BETSY:  Never ever. 

HANKIE: But if I do? 

BETSY: Good, Mr. Hankie, you do understand! Now listen carefully. You must go at once and find Mayor 
Pulsipher. Tell him Richards is here. Tell him that if he wants his money back again, he must come 
immediately. Do you have that? 

HANKIE: Richards here, come immediately. Got it. 

  (Starts to exit) 

BETSY: Mr. Hankie? 

HANKIE: Yes? 

BETSY: Hadn’t you better put your shirt on? 

HANKIE: Oh. 
 (Winks) 
Right! 
 (Puts his shirt on and staggers out the door) 

RICHARDS: (From staircase, where he has been watching) You do that well. 

BETSY: (Starts, then says indifferently) Do what? 

RICHARDS: Feminine wiles. Entangling the hapless male in your web. 
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BETSY: Call it a professional necessity. 

RICHARDS: I suppose so. In any case, it’s quite flawless. 

BETSY: I wouldn’t say that. Some men are quite impervious to it. 

RICHARDS: I daresay. Well, enough tete-a-tete. I’ve sent Madame on a wild goose chase, but she won’t be 
engaged forever. We haven’t much time. 

BETSY: (Stalling) No, I suppose not. 

RICHARDS: First, my cover. I’ve signed on as a missionary. To the Sandwich Islands, no less. It’s a good 
disguise for both of us. Apparently, wives are required on this venture. Remember those two imbeciles 
that stopped us on the street? I’ve brought them along as local color. Camouflage. 

BETSY: How did you persuade them to come with you? 

RICHARDS: They’re finding wives. They think this is a boarding house. 

BETSY: That won’t last long. This is only a temporary disguise, then. 

RICHARDS: Not at all. The day I can’t hoodwink a pair of dolts like these two is the day I retire. The 
world cannot exist without idiots and those two are priceless. They’ll do anything I want. 

BETSY: Well, what use could you possibly put them to? 

RICHARDS: The best use imaginable. Your friends Louisa and Elizabeth? When we go, we’re taking them 
with us, that is, unless they have too strong objections to marrying Peabrain and Finkel. 

BETSY: (Not buying a word of it) That’s wonderful. 

RICHARDS: I thought so. I’m glad to see you so enthused. 

BETSY: Well...I’m just thinking of the jolly time the six of us will have, preaching to the natives in the 
Sandwich Islands.  

RICHARDS: Heaven forbid! The ship provisions in San Francisco, and that is as far as we’re going. You’ll 
like San Francisco. Don’t worry, Betsy, once we get out of Eleanora’s we’re all right. The disguise is 
perfect, and the ship is waiting. It’s leaving here with our heads intact that worries me. That’s why I need 
the money. Do you have it? 

BETSY: Why do you need it? 

RICHARDS: I’m going to give it to Eleanora. 

BETSY: You what? 

RICHARDS: I’m giving it to Eleanora. Oh, don’t worry, I’ll steal it back. Betsy, the feared and dreadful 
Eleanora is as big a dupe as any of them. She actually believes that I’m going to give her the money in 
return for my life. Also, I am to turn you in to Mayor Pulsipher. 

BETSY: Me. Why? 

RICHARDS: To get in her good graces, of course. The point is, you may be in danger. That’s why you must 
go and find the mayor and tell him— 
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BETSY: Then what you said to Eleanora...you didn’t mean it? 

RICHARDS: Don’t be ridiculous. I was in a tight spot was all, and said the first thing— 

  (BETSY runs into his arms and kisses him) 

BETSY: I’ve been so stupid. For one awful moment, I thought that you had told the truth. 

RICHARDS: That was silly of you. 

BETSY: (Composed again) But it really is inconvenient. The mayor is coming... 

RICHARDS: I know. I was eavesdropping. 

BETSY: Shameless as ever. 
 (Laughing) 
Of course, I’m just as bad. 

RICHARDS: Now, when the mayor gets here, you must get rid of him. Also, I’m expecting company. 

BETSY: Who? 

RICHARDS: His wife’s lover. Without here the robbery would have been impossible. . . her lover will be 
here soon. He’ll identify himself with my ring. Give him two thousand dollars; she earned it. Where is 
the money, by the way? 

BETSY: In a satchel in the closet. 

RICHARDS: The same satchel? 

BETSY: Yes. Also, I’ve got another one, identical to the first, in my room. It’s filled with old petticoates. 

RICHARDS: That will be handy. 
 (A loud scream is heard from upstairs) 
What on earth?! 

(PEABODY appears at the top of the stairs. He dashes down the stairs holding his hat and shoes. 
When he reaches the bottom, he turns around and shouts upstairs.) 

PEABODY: REPENT!  

HINKEL: (Follows him down) Cor Blimey! 

PEABODY: (Sees RICHARDS) You! 

RICHARDS: Reverend! Good to see you! 

PEABODY: Are you aware what sort of house this is? 

RICHARDS: Why, no. What sort of house is it? 

PEABODY: It’s a bleeding whorehouse! 

RICHARDS: No! How about that? 

PEABODY: You think this is pretty amusing, don’t you? To humiliate two dedicated men of the cloth. To 
make dirt of our profession. To give us prostitutes when we are in desperate need of wives. Well, I can 
promise you, you’ll laugh out the other side of your head when I’m through with you. You pusillanimous 
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poltroon! Do you remember Origen? Well, tonight I feel like a whole Roman legion. With some people, 
crying repentance isn’t enough. With some people, it’s necessary to enforce it!!! 

RICHARDS: (Backed against wall) Betsy, dear? 

BETSY: Yes, William? 

RICHARDS: Help! 

BETSY: Mr. Peabody, really! 

PEABODY: Stand thee behind me, Satan! I’m going to strike a blow for righteousness. 

(Closes his eyes and raises his fist. We hear a loud knock at the door. PEABODY and 
RICHARDS form a tableau.) 

BETSY: (Crosses to door) Who is it? 

PULSIPHER: (Through door) Mayor Philemon Pulsipher at your service. Is Richards in there? 

PEABODY: His name is Roberts and you can’t have him. 

PULSIPHER: You had better save something for me, or there will be hell to pay. 

RICHARDS: Mr. Peabody, you had better kill me quickly before he gets here. 

PEABODY: You stay out of this. 

PULSIPHER: Open this door, I say! 

HINKEL: Shan’t! 

RICHARDS: Look, you can’t keep him out forever. 

PEABODY: That’s so, someone will hear. 

HINKEL: Look, Reverend Peabody? 

PEABODY: Yes? 

HINKEL: Why don’t we jus’ open the door. ‘E obviously wants Mr. Roberts ‘ere, same as we do, and for 
the same reasons. 

PEABODY: Mr. Hinkel, sometimes you surprise me. 

  (HINKEL crosses to door. BETSY prepares to try and fight him.) 

RICHARDS: By all means. Open the door. 

PEABODY: What do you mean? 

RICHARDS: Open the door. You’re above reproach. I’m certain the good mayor, friend that he is to the 
Bishop, won’t at all question the presence of two minters of the gospel in a bordello. 

HINKEL: Damn. 

RICHARDS: Nor will your presence in a brothel, in any way, prejudice your impending voyage as 
missionaries. 

PEABODY: Blast. 
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HINKEL: Forgot that, I did. 

PEABODY: Admit him! Not on your life! Bishop Bishop would have us flayed! We’ve got to hide. 

BETSY: Into the closet, then. 

  (PEABODY and HINKEL hide in the closet) 

RICHARDS: Is there another closet? 

BETSY: What’s wrong with that one? 

RICHARDS: We all know how familiarity breeds contempt. 

PULSIPHER: Are you going to open this door, or do I have to remove it forcibly? 

BETSY: Behind that curtain. 
 (RICHARDS hides. BETSY crosses to the door) 
Why Mayor Pulsipher, so good to see you. 

PULSIPHER: The pleasure is all mine, and how are you today? 

BETSY: Couldn’t be better. 

PULSIPHER: Where is he? 

BETSY: Where is who? 

PULSIPHER: I heard Richards in here. I know it. Where did he go? 

BETSY: Oh, him. Oh Mr. Pulsipher, I tried to hold him, but he was too strong for me. We fought, and well, 
he escaped. 

PULSIPHER: (Actually hopping with rage.) Where did he go? 

BETSY: Out the window. If you hurry, you might catch him. 

PULSIPHER: Hankie! 
 (HANKIE enters) 
I heard other voices in here, including some cretinous cur who refused to open the door for me. They’ve 
got to be here somewhere. I want you to stay here until they’re found. Do you hear me? 

HANKIE: YES SIR! 

PULSIPHER: And no monkeying around with women, do you hear? 

HANKIE: YES SIR! 

PULSIPHER: (Bowing) Well, my best regards to you all, but I must be off. I extend my solemnest 
apologies for not staying, but duty calls. Goodbye. 

  (Exits through the window) 

HANKIE: (When PULSIPHER is gone) Betsy? 

BETSY: Yes, Mr. Hankie? 

HANKIE: I did it. 
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BETSY: I know you did, Mr. Hankie, and you can’t imagine my gratitude. 

HANKIE: Perhaps not. But I can imagine my reward. 

BETSY: (Backing away) Reward? 

HANKIE: Yes. Reward. Remember what you said? 

  (LOUISA and ELIZABETH appear at top of stairs)  

BETSY: Oh that. 
 (Laughing) 
But you can’t be expecting that now? 

HANKIE: Oh, can’t I? 

LOUISA: (Loudly) Elizabeth, where is dear little Helen? 

ELIZABETH: Upstairs. Crying her eyes out. She’s been crying all morning. 

BETSY: Did you hear that, Mr. Hankie? 

HANKIE: (Advancing on BETSY) What of it? 

LOUISA: Why is she crying, Elizabeth? 

ELIZABETH: She’s been crying ever since Mr. Hankie, that rugged, powerful, handsome, young 
constable, left and broke her heart. 

LOUISA: Not Mr. Hankie. The virile, tough, irresistible Mr. Hankie? 

ELIZABETH: That’s the one. She hasn’t stopped crying once since he left. 

HANKIE: Really? 

ELIZABETH: Of course. And she’s just waiting upstairs, just pining for your return. 

HANKIE: Pining? 

LOUISA: Longing rapturously. Aching, craving, dreaming... 

ELIZABETH: Hankering, hungering... 

BETSY: Sighing, suspiring... 

LOUISA: Thirsting, yearning... 

ELIZABETH: Brooding, fretting, moping, grieving... 

BETSY: Mourning, agonizing... 

HANKIE: You mean she misses me? 

  (Heading upstairs) 

BETSY: While you’re up there, you might want to search the room. 

HANKIE: If I can find time. 

  (HANKIE exits) 
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RICHARDS: Is the coast clear? 

  (Emerging from behind the curtains) 

BETSY: Temporarily, yes. Although there are two thunderstorms on the horizon. 

PEABODY: Roberts! 

  (PEABODY and HINKEL emerge from closet) 

RICHARDS: Reverend Peabody! And Mr. Hinkel. 

HINKEL: Reverend Hinkel. 

PEABODY: (Sees the WOMEN and bows) Dearest ladies. Please excuse me, but I have some business to 
take care of. 
 (To BETSY) 
How much time do we have? 

BETSY: Only a few moments. 

PEABODY: Ample time, then. 

  (Grabs RICHARDS) 

RICHARDS: Mr. Peabody, wouldn’t it be more Christian to give me a moment to explain myself? 

PEABODY: (After a beat) I suppose. 

RICHARDS: It is true that I knew this house to be a brothel when we came. But… 
 (Hurriedly) 
…not an ordinary brothel by any means. This is the most puritanical lupanar in the entire city. Here, girls 
ply their trade in a way reminiscent of the highest Christian ideals, and strive to inculcate feelings of the 
utmost virtue in all their clientele. Look around you, gentlemen. Does this home look like a 
whorehouse? Far from it, sir, it has the appearance of the most respectable of boarding schools. Mr. 
Peabody, Mr. Hinkel, you have both misjudged these young ladies. 

PEABODY: Perhaps so, but it’s still a brothel, and— 

RICHARDS: Mr. Peabody, do you want to convert the heathen natives at the Sandwiches? 

PEABODY: Most indubitably. 

RICHARDS: Then what better way to convince them of your sincerity than to have as your constant 
companion and soulmate, a wife who is a converted prostitute?  

  (A long pause) 

HINKEL: I get the one in red. 

  (Starts toward LOUISA) 

PEABODY: (Pulling HINKEL back) You blithering idiot, that’s not how you approach a young lady. 
Besides, I saw her first. 

HINKEL: Guv’ner, it was me what saw ‘er first! 
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PEABODY: Well, what’s wrong with the other one? 

HINKEL: (Looks) Not me type. But the one in red... 

RICHARDS: I’ll tell you what. Why don’t you spin a coin for her? 

LOUISA: (To BETSY) What is this? 

BETSY: Our big chance, that’s what. 

ELIZABETH: Those two? 
 (Sarcastically) 
Hold me back! 

BETSY: Elizabeth, those three are going to get us out of here. All of us. 

HINKEL: Ha. I won. 

PEABODY: Oh, all right. I’ll settle for the skinny one. 

RICHARDS: Now, gentlemen. Hurry! 

PEABODY: (Bowing to ELIZABETH) Madame. May I first humbly ask your most respectful apologies. 
The purpose of our calling this afternoon has been obviously misinterpreted. We are here as missionaries 
and ministers, to ask for your hand in matrimony, to travel across stormy seas and to gain the tropical 
paradise called the Sandwich Islands, to preach with fervor and conviction, to convert as many of the 
little heathens aw will listen to reason. Madame, I prostrate myself! Won’t you accept? 

ELIZABETH: Well, I really don’t... 

HINKEL: Madame. I...do you . . .blimey. Look, won’t you marry me? I’m a missionary, and they won’t let 
me go without a wife. 

LOUISA: I suppose I...Could we confer? 

ELIZABETH: Yes, could we? 

PEABODY: Certainly. 

LOUISA: Betsy, the Sandwich Islands! As preacher’s wives? 

BETSY: Only temporarily. The boat provisions in San Francisco, and that’s as far as we need to go. 

ELIZABETH: San Francisco? With Peabrain? That’s a six-month trip! 

BETSY: Exactly! Plenty of time to talk them out of this Sandwich Islands foolishness. 

LOUISA: I don’t know . . . 

BETSY: Louisa! This may be our only chance. At least this way we’ll be free of Eleanora, and we’ll be 
together. 

LOUISA: He’s just so...Oh, all right. 

ELIZABETH: Do you want to trade? 

LOUISA: With Betsy, maybe. 
 (To HINKEL) 
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Mr. Hinkel, I accept your proposal. 

HINKEL: Then you’ll marry me! 

LOUISA: Yes, I will. 

HINKEL: (Pulling out hip flask) This calls for a celebration. 

ELIZABETH: Mr. Peabrain, I’ll do it. 

PEABODY: Then you’ll come to the Sandwich Islands. 

ELIZABETH: As Mrs. Peabrain. Yes. 

PEABODY: That’s Peabody, madame. And what was your name again? 

ELIZABETH: Elizabeth. Elizabeth Peabody. 

ELEANORA: (She has entered during the last bit, holding her blunderbuss) Elizabeth Edmunds, Mr. 
Peabody, and destined to remain so. 
 (Shock from everyone) 

PEABODY: I demand to know the reason for this, Madame, this unwarranted intrusion into the future 
connubial bliss of three such devoted couples. 

ELEANORA: The explanation, Mr. Peabody, is that these are my girls, and they’re not going anywhere. 
Mr. Richards, I thought we were partners. Are you trying to ruin me? 

RICHARDS: Eleanora, I’m only interested in making your fortune. 

ELEANORA: Making my fortune? These girls are my only means of livelihood. How will their departure 
make my fortune? 

RICHARDS: My dear Eleanora, you are still laboring under the misconception that these men are 
ministers. Dear, dear, how very naïve of you. 

ELEANORA: What are they, then? 

RICHARDS: Young adventurers. Rich young adventurers. You see, a little while back I happened upon 
these young roisterers in a tavern. Hearing of my predicament, they agreed to don the disguise of two 
ministers. They selected these ludicrous costumes and ridiculous names, and accompanied me here. As a 
sort of lark, you see. But while here, they were smitten by the beauty of Miss Everest and Miss 
Edmunds, and vowed that they must have them for their very own, no matter what the cost. 

ELEANORA: (To PEABODY) Is this true? 

PEABODY: Certainly not. I’ve never heard anything so 
 (ELIZABETH kicks him) 
I mean, why, er, yes, I’m a rich young man. 

ELEANORA: (To HINKEL) At any cost, you said? 

HINKEL: Er, yes. 

ELEANORA: How high would you be willing to go? 
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PEABODY: Well, I have here fifty dollars which was actually intended for clothing and supplies. You may 
have thirty dollars of it. 

ELEANORA: That’s awfully generous of you. 

RICHARDS: No, nonsense. They’ll be willing to pay ten thousand, Eleanora. Apiece. 

HINKEL: Blimey! 
 (Takes a swig from hip flask) 
Ten thousand? 

  (Looks at RICHARDS in shock) 

ELEANORA: It’s tempting. 

RICHARDS: You’d still have Helen. And besides, there are always other girls. 

ELEANORA: That’s also true. On the other hand... 

RICHARDS: (Quietly) Eleanora. That’s thirty thousand dollars in one day. And you’ll still have Helen. 
And… 
 (Winking) 
…Betsy. Remember? 

ELEANORA: True. Very well then, Mr. Peabody, Mr. Hinkel, place ten thousand dollars each in my hand 
tonight, and you may have your brides. But I’m warning you, I’ll not be trifled with. I’m quite good with 
this. 

  (Pats blunderbuss) 

RICHARDS: (To PEABODY) Hmph. Ten thousand. A mere bagatelle. Right, Mr. Peabody? 

PEABODY: Hinkel, is there anything left in that flask? 

PULSIPHER: (Crawling in through the window) You! 

RICHARDS: Well, if it isn’t Mayor Philemon Pulsipher. So good to see you again. 

PULSIPHER: (Bowing) Ladies, my sincerest apologies for this intrusion and for unspeakable and barbaric 
behavior which will soon follow. I trust I will be excused due to the exigencies of the situation. 
  (Bodily picks up RICHARDS and shakes him) 
What have you done with my money? 

RICHARDS: (With remarkable aplomb) I stole it. 
 (Points to BETSY) 
With her aid and your wife’s connivance. 

PULSIPHER: I know you stole it, you moron. What I want to know is, where is it now? 

RICHARDS: I haven’t the foggiest. 

PULSIPHER: Oh, you haven’t, have you? 
 (Brandishing a pistol) 
Perhaps this will jog your memory. 
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RICHARDS: You wouldn’t shoot it. 

PULSIPHER: Oh? Why wouldn’t I? 

RICHARDS: Because then you’d never see your wife again. 

PULSIPHER: Bother my wife! I’ve endured her melodramatic odiousness for the ten longest years of my 
life, and if I only had my money, I’d rejoice at her absence now. Now, are you going to tell me where the 
money is, or not? 

RICHARDS: That’s my only trump card. Do you think I’m going to play it now? 

PULSIPHER: All right then, We’ll start with your toes. One at a time. 

  (Aims pistol) 

HINKEL: (To PEABODY) This even beats Origen, don’t it, Reverend! 

BETSY: You wouldn’t dare! 

PULSIPHER: What’s to stop me? 

BETSY: Well for one thing, he’d never tell under duress... 

PULSIPHER: I’ll wager he will. 

BETSY: Because he can’t! He doesn’t know it himself. I’m the only one that knows the whereabouts of the 
money! 

LOUISA: And you won’t lay a hand on her, unless you take care of me first. 

ELIZABETH: And me before her. 

ELEANORA: (Raising her blunderbuss) And I shan’t allow you to harm any of them. They’re worth too 
much to me. 

PULSIPHER: Madame Eleanora! Whose side are you on? 

ELEANORA: (Grimly) Which ever appears to be winning. 

PULSIPHER: Need I remind you, Madame Eleanora, that your survival in this town is solely due to my 
good will and favor? 

ELEANORA: Need I remind you, Mayor Pulsipher, of the political repercussions if certain documents 
presently in my possession, including various receipts for services rendered by members of this 
household, singe by yourself, were to be released to the evening newspaper? 

PULSIPHER: You’ll not have a chance. I’ll simply arrest the lot of you, and lock you up till you rot. 
Incommunicado. 

RICHARDS: I’ve got a plan worth two of that one. We’ll return the money, Betsy and I, together with our 
sincerest apologies for the trouble we’ve causes you, in return for our freedom and the freedom of our 
friends. 

ELEANORA: And my money? 

RICHARDS: I’m certain my good friends will be more than happy to make good the additional ten 
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thousand I owe you. 

ELEANORA: Ten thousand? Cash? 

RICHARDS: Done! Right, Mr. Hinkel? Mr. Peabody? 

HINKEL: Thirty thousand? 

RICHARDS: (Dismissively) A bagatelle. 

PULSIPHER: Wait just one moment please! I have been robbed, in case you weren’t aware of it, and in 
being robbed, was subjected to the severest and most protracted mental anguish. This is simply not 
enough, Richards. I’m afraid I must insist on justice being served. I demand your bodily 
dismemberment, Richards. 

RICHARDS: Mr. Pulsipher, to coin a phrase, you can’t have my body and dismember it too. I’ve promised 
to return the money, and I will. But if you arrest me, you’ll never see it. 

PULSIPHER: Why not? 

BETSY: Must we go through all that again? Because I have the money. And I have hidden it where you’ll 
never find it. 

PULSIPHER: (Weakening) But what about the law? You’re a criminal. Shouldn’t you be punished for your 
crime? The courts— 

RICHARDS: Oh by all means, let’s take it to court, Mayor. You testify how I stole it, and I’ll testify how 
you obtained it in the first place. 

PULSIPHER: Oh, all right. I’ll go along with it. You go get the money, Miss Warner... 

ELEANORA: Rosita will get the money. Betsy, you show her where you hid it. 

PULSIPHER: ...and Mr. Hankie can... Where if Mr. Hankie? 

BETSY: Why, he was just here. Elizabeth, where did Mr. Hankie go? 

ELIZABETH: Oh, in hot pursuit of somebody. 

  (HELEN’s laugh is heard from upstairs) 

PULSIPHER: That’s a fine how-do-you-do! Don’t think for a moment I will leave you unguarded, 
Richards, not till this deal is complete. I don’t trust you. 

ELEANORA: I’ll guard them, Philemon. They won’t escape me. 

PULSIPHER: I don’t trust you either. 

  (She is crushed)  

RICHARDS: Well, what shall we do, then? 

PULSIPHER: We’ll wait for Hankie. When he returns, I’ll have him stand guard. Then, Miss Warner, I’ll 
personally escort you to where you have hidden the money. 

RICHARDS: Wait for Hankie? That could take hours. I suggest— 

PULSIPHER: I don’t want to hear your suggestions! 
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RICHARDS: But Mayor Pulsipher, why should we sit here for hours waiting for Hankie? Would it not be 
expedient to handle the whole affair as expeditiously as possible? 

PULSIPHER: No! I’d rather wait! 

RICHARDS: As you wish. 

  (Sits. A long pause) 

PULSIPHER: Oh, all right. What is your plan? 

RICHARDS: It’s very simple. Instead of just you and Betsy going, leaving the rest of us behind, why don’t 
we all go? 

PULSIPHER: All right. We’ll do it that way. 
  (A knock on the door is heard) 
I’ll get it. 
 (Crosses to door) 
Who is it? 

BISHOP: Artemas Bishop. May I come in?  

PULSIPHER: Certainly! 
 (BISHOP enters) 
My dear Bishop Bishop, so good to see you again. 

BISHOP: Yes it...What on earth! Mr. Peabody! Mr. Hinkel! 

HINKEL: Bishop! We can explain! 

BISHOP: I certainly hope so! Do you know what this place it? 

PEABODY: Well, it’s a rather puritanical— 

BISHOP: It’s a bawdy house! What are you doing here? 

HINKEL: We din’ know! ‘E brung us ‘ere, ‘e did. 

  (Towards RICHARDS) 

BISHOP: Mr. Roberts! I’m shocked 
 (To PEABODY) 
The missionary board is going to take a serious view of this. 

ELEANORA: Bishop Bishop? Do you mean to tell me these men are really ministers? 

BISHOP: Of course they are. They’re signed on as missionaries. They’re due to leave tomorrow morning 
for the Sandwich Islands. 

ELEANORA: So they’re frauds, are they? No thirty thousand, eh? Take your money and leave, Philemon, 
and then leave them to me. 
 (Hefting blunderbuss) 
I needed some target practice, anyway. 

RICHARDS: (Laughing jovially) Dear Bishop Bishop. Dear Artemas! You will have your little joke, won’t 
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you? 

BISHOP: What do you mean? 

RICHARDS: Enough is enough, Artemas. Come, the lady here is quite serious about using that 
blunderbuss. 

ELEANORA: What is this? 

RICHARDS: Oh, when the three of us were planning this whole escapade back in the tavern, the Bishop 
was kind enough to lend us the clerical garb necessary. 

BISHOP: I shouldn’t have, I know, but I couldn’t resist the joke of it all! I really shouldn’t make such fun 
of the Missionary Board, Mr. Roberts. You know how precious it is to me. I went along with you for the 
lark of it, but know I wouldn’t let anything get in the way of the proselyting efforts. 

RICHARDS: How well I know. 

ELEANORA: Then these men are rich adventurers after all? 

BISHOP: Bona fide. 

ELEANORA: (Still suspicious) All right, then. 

PULSIPHER: So what brings you here, Artemas? 

BISHOP: Nothing really. A mere trifle. It can wait. Actually, I’m more curious as to the situation here. 

PULSIPHER: It’s quite simple, Artemas. Mr. Richards here burgled the city treasury last evening. Having 
found out the safe combination from my ex-wife, he stole ten thousand dollars of my personal funds. He 
is now going to return it. 

BISHOP: I see. Interesting. And your wife? 

PULSIPHER: Do you think that I would want her back? After the scurrilous scum she’s been associating 
with? 

BISHOP: To err is human, Philemon. 

PULSIPHER: Some humans have that weakness, yes. 

BISHOP: I see. 

PULSIPHER: In any case, we are going to retrieve the money now. Would you care to join us, Artemas? 

BISHOP: I would be honored. 

RICHARDS: (Sotto voce to BETSY) Look, lead them on a bit, if you can. I’ll try and slip away. 

BETSY: I’ll try. Where will you be? 

RICHARDS: I’ll be trying to conjure up forty thousand dollars out of thin air. 

BETSY: That should be easy enough. I understand you preachers specialize in miracles. 

PULSIPHER: What are you two talking about? 

RICHARDS: Rhapsodizing, my dear Philemon. Just a few sweet nothings to pass the time. May I continue? 

 37
© 1978, 2021 by Eric Samuelsen ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

The possession of this PERUSAL SCRIPT does not grant performance rights to this play. Proper application must be made to the 
publisher before performances may be given. Do not duplicate this script without license or written permission. 

Contact: Leicester Bay Theatricals



PERUSAL SCRIPT — Escape from Madame Eleanora’s by Eric Samuelsen

Betsy, words cannot express my adoration for you. I worship you; I kiss the ground beneath your feet! 

BETSY: And so do I! 
 (Aside) 
Tommyrot and poppycock! 

PULSIPHER: If you’re quite finished! 

BETSY: I am. Shall we go? 

  (BETSY heads up the stairs) 

PULSIPHER: Eleanora, aren’t you coming? 

ELEANORA: Mayor Pulispher, need I remind you that this is a business establishment? What if a customer 
should come? 

PULSIPHER: Very well. But no monkey business. I don’t trust you, Eleanora. 

ELEANORA: Betsy! Make sure Rosita does all the work! 

  BLACKOUT 

THE FOUR SCENES IN ACT III WILL ADD AN ADDITIONAL 22 PAGES TO THE SCRIPT
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