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GREAT CAESAR’S GHOST 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(FIVE MEN AND SEVEN WOMEN) 

 
MRS. PENELOPE MAXWELL..She loves fads, and especially her most 

recent one, the séances of Mahjah the 
Mystic. Exceedingly scatter-brained, she is 
about fifty. Her clothing is in good taste.  
Her primary difficulty is keeping up with the 
affairs about her, both in her household and 
in her daughter’s life. (150 lines) 

 
MRS. PHOEBE DE ROYSTER ..Also loves fads and séances as given by 

Mahjah the Mystic. About fifty, she is 
impressed with her own social position. She 
is a trifle over-dressed for the best taste, 
wearing a few too many jewels and furs.  In  
other words, her appearance tends to be 
gaudy. (91 lines) 

 
DEBORAH DE ROYSTER .........The apple of her mother’s eye and the lemon 

of everyone’s else.  Sixteen, she is dressed 
as if she were twelve by her dominating 
mother. Her hair is in braids, and at first she 
wears no make-up. Her mouse-like 
appearance is heightened by heavy, dark-
rimmed glasses. But later, she emerges as a 
very pretty, cultured young lady with her 
hair done attractively, her glasses gone, 
make-up carefully applied, and clothing that 
befits her. (52 lines) 

 
PHINEAS FARTHINGALE ........An archaeologist fresh from the interior of 

South America. Small, thin, and forty-odd, 
he has a sense of wit and good fun. He is 
dressed in a sun helmet, khaki shirt, and 
khaki shorts. Laced boots and heavy 
stockings complete his ensemble.  Or, if 
preferred, corduroy trousers may be tucked 
into the tops of his boots, and his hat may be 
a battered affair.  He is the master of  “Great 
Caesar’s Ghost,” who has accompanied him 
everywhere since he left the land of the 
Incas.  The children fondly call him Uncle 
Phineas. (98 lines) 
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HELEN MAXWELL ....................Penelope’s daughter and the real manager of 
the house. A pretty, well-dressed young lady 
of twenty, she has no sympathy with her 
mother’s love of fads, and even less 
sympathy with her mother’s dislike of 
Tommy Tucker, whom she likes very much. 
(181 lines) 

 
TOMMY TUCKER ......................Who is the object of  Helen’s affection, and 

vice-versa. A good-looking young man of 
twenty-one, he has everything needed to win 
Helen’s hand—excepting her mother’s 
permission.  He wears stylish slacks and 
sport coat, or business suit .Later he emerges 
as a rather odd-looking swami, in colorful 
bathrobe with a bright tie around the middle, 
and a towel wrapped as a turban around his 
head. (96 lines) 

 
AUNT POLLY MAXWELL ........Penelope’s sister-in-law and her direct 

opposite. Calm, witty, unassuming, she is a 
good sport in every way.  About forty, she 
dresses well, but not expensively.  And she 
very definitely does not sympathize with 
Penelope’s ultra interest in fads. (92 lines) 

 
JOHNSON .....................................The Maxwell’s befuddled butler.  He is an 

ideal servant, courteous and patient, wearing 
the dark clothes—a cutaway coat, if 
possible—of a butler.  His manners are ideal 
and his prim attitude is very effective, even 
though his stiff formality bends sometimes 
at the strange goings-on around the house.  
He is about thirty-five. (129 lines) 

 
ESTHER .......................... .............The new maid and already has her eye on 

Johnson.  Twenty-three, she is small and 
cute—quite a contrast to Johnson’s 
formality.  But she knows men—and hence 
she knows him—at least well enough to 
know him better.  She is dressed in attractive 
black maid’s uniform with dainty white 
apron and white, lacey headband. (78 lines) 
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MAHJAH THE MYSTIC ...........An Oriental of dubious origin.  About thirty, 
he is dark and swarthy. He wears a turban 
with a jeweled clip in front, a bright sash, 
and other Oriental effects, perhaps a robe.  
His voice is deep and mysterious, and he 
speaks slowly and effectively—until 
surprised.  Then his true origin—definitely 
American—shows up in his speech.  His 
dark complexion is gained by make-up. (51 
lines) 

 
DICK O’DONNELL ....... .............  A lad around the neighborhood.  For some 

reason he has “adopted” the Maxwells, 
though for friendship or the cook’s ability to 
make cake, no one seems to know.   About 
fourteen, he wears a sloppy old sweater, 
unpressed trousers, scuffed shoes, and 
battered cap or hat. (59 lines) 

 
HATTIE........................... .............The Maxwells’ mistress of the kitchen.   

Short-tempered, but an excellent cook, she is 
well worth her spells of temperament.  
Forty, she is robust and healthy.  At all times 
she wears the neat, starched white dress, 
apron, and cap of a cook.  Indeed, she looks 
like a product of her own art. (25 lines) 

 
GREAT CAESAR’S GHOST ......Though unseen is a very real character in the 

play. He is the good-natured, humorous, 
protecting spirit of the Great Caesar, an Inca 
chieftain who Phineas Farthingale once 
befriended in his scientific travels.  He 
accompanies Phineas at all times, obeys 
every command, and seems somehow to 
have adopted his master’s love for jokes.  
Yes, he is a very funny ghost. 

 
Note:  All characters in this play are purely fictional.  Any resemblance to 
persons living or dead is entirely coincidental. 
P.S. And would be unusual, indeed. 

SYNOPSIS OF SCENES 
 

THE PLACE: 
The attractive living room of the Maxwell home, located in the suburbs of a 
large metropolitan city. 
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THE TIME 
 

ACT ONE: Early on a bright summer afternoon. 
ACT TWO: Later that evening. 
ACT THREE: That evening. 

 
SOUND EFFECTS 

 
Telephone ring, down left. 
Doorbell, off up right. 
Tapping on floor, off stage. 
  
 

LIGHTING EFFECTS 
 

Acts One and Two: Daylight through French windows.  A floodlight or 
powerful light bulb covered with a flesh pink or amber gelatine paper will give 
the desired effect.  Do not use inflammable paper. 
 
Act Three: Night outside the French windows. A blue gelatin paper should be 
substituted for the lighter one of Acts One and Two.  This effect is sufficiently 
impressive to warrant its use. Be sure to use non-inflammable gelatine, however. 
 
Act Three.  The séance.  The only light on stage should be the dim blue light 
coming from the inverted fish bowl which is being used as a  crystal ball.  A 
small bulb covered with blue gelatine on an extension cord will do very well.  
The staging will be more eerie and effective if this is the only light used.  The 
blue light through the French windows will give sufficient illumination, with 
this. 
 

PROPS 
Act One: 
Silver or similar tray, off down left, Esther. 
Tea pot and small plate of sandwiches, off down left, Esther. 
Napkin covering tea pot and sandwiches on tray, Esther 
Flowers on table, center right. 
Small bunch of flowers, off right, Johnson. 
Piece of cake, off down left, Dick. 
Frying pan, off down left, Hattie. 
Small suitcase, off up right, Deborah. 
Handkerchief, off right, Deborah. 
Towel, off down left, Dick. 
Piece of cake, off down left, Dick. 
Meat cleaver, off down left, Hattie. 
Pennies, scout knife, and odds and ends, Dick’s pocket. 
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Act Two: 
Flowers on table, center right. 
Piece of cake, off down left, Dick. 
Rolling pin, off down left, Hattie. 
Handkerchief, Johnson, off up right. 
Hat, Uncle Phineas, off up right. 
Handkerchief, Uncle Phineas, Aunt Polly, Tommy, Deborah, Helen, Penelope, 
Phoebe, Johnson. 
Tray on cabinet, up right. 

 
Act Three: 
Pen and paper on desk, up left. 
Card table and dark spread, off up left, Dick. 
Fish bowl, off up right, Deborah. 
Extension cord and blue bulb, off down left, Helen. 
Turban and note on thread, off up right. 
 

SPECIAL EFFECTS 
 

Each of these effects is so very simple to do, even for the most inexperienced 
director, yet so mysteriously funny, that they will amaze your audience with 
their realism.  In each, the thread will be unseen from the audience.  Any effect 
not desired may be cut with very minor changes of lines. 
 
Johnson’s tie and handkerchief flying out.  Two lengths of stout, dark thread, 

linen or shoemaker’s, are run through an eye at the top, right stage corner of 
the archway, off center.  When he exits, one is firmly pinned to the end of 
his tie, and one to the corner of his breast pocket handkerchief, folded to slip 
out easily.  When he enters after Phineas, he stands just inside the archway, 
facing down right.  On cue, the necktie and handkerchief are pulled out by 
someone off stage.  Johnson should not wear a vest for easy manipulation 
with the tie.  Then, as he exits, the threads are released by the person holding 
them, and he removes them when off. 

The hat lifting from the desk.  Before the play, a length of stout, dark thread with 
a tiny hook on the end should be run over the stage wall above the desk.  As 
Phineas lays down his hat, he quickly attaches the hooked thread to an eye 
on top of his hat, while his back is to the audience.   At cue, a person off 
stage pulls the thread, and the hat rises in the air.  When the thread is 
released on cue, the weight of the hat will lower it again. 

The moving chair.   A piece of stout, dark thread is fastened to the upstage front 
leg of the rocking chair.  On cue, the thread is pulled by someone through 
the French windows off stage, and the chair will turn most mysteriously. 

 6



Peru
sa

l O
nly

 

Do N
ot 

Cop
y

BY WILLIAM D. FISHER 

The falling vase and tray.  An unbreakable vase and tin tray are best.  Fasten a 
length of stout, dark thread to each and run the thread off through the French 
windows, right, across the floor so they will be unnoticed and not interfere 
with action.  At the cue, someone off stage pulls the threads, and a hilarious 
mystery results.  Preparations can be made between acts for both Acts Two 
and Three. 

The knocking. Any heavy instrument will do, but it should occur at a point near 
the spot the ghost is supposed to be. 

The Mahjah’s coat flying up in back. Two lengths of stout, dark thread are 
fastened to the hem of his coat or robe.  As he enters, they are played out 
from off stage, and on cue they are pulled through the French windows.  The 
results will be most mysterious. 

The Mahjah’s turban flying off.  The turban must not fit too tightly.  A piece of 
stout, dark thread is fastened to it.  As he enters, he pulls the thread with him, 
and on cue, the thread is pulled through the French windows, sending his 
turban flying. 

The note appearing in the archway.  Hang a substitute note to a short pole with 
two lengths of thread so it holds steadily.  On cue, a person off stage moves 
the note into the archway with mysterious results.  After the note is taken, 
the pole is removed. 

The rocking chair.  A piece of stout, dark thread fastened to the upright of the 
chair and run off stage, right, between Acts Two and Three, will make the 
chair rock mysteriously when the thread is pulled from off stage. 
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ACT ONE 
 
At the opening of the curtain, the pretty interior of the Maxwell home is revealed. In the 
wall, right, are French windows, opening onto the terrace. Through them may be seen a 
white picket fence or trellis, covered with rambling roses. In the wall up center is an 
archway leading into the hall connecting the front door, to the right, and the upstairs 
rooms, to the left, with the remainder of the house.  In the wall, up left, is a door leading 
into the kitchen and the butler’s pantry.  The room is bright and cheerful, and daylight 
streams through the French windows.  Center right is a large, comfortable davenport.  
Just above it is a narrow library table upon which rest a vase of flowers, books and 
bookends.  At center, left, is a pretty easy chair. Down left is a telephone stand upon 
which rests a telephone.  Just above it, facing the audience, is a small chair.  Down right 
is a small, attractive rocking chair. At center, left, between the doors, is another straight 
chair.  Up left against the upstage wall are a desk and chair.  Writing equipment is on the 
desk.  Up right is a cabinet or whatnot, with bric-a-brac on it.  A colorful rug, pictures, and 
drapes finish the picture—one of wealth and taste. 
 
Discovered on stage is Esther, the maid, who is just closing the door to the kitchen, left, 
behind her.  On her hand rests a silver tray, which supports the vague outlines of lunch 
and a teapot, covered with a white napkin.  She starts up toward center, and spies the 
vase of flowers on the library table above the davenport, right.  Looking cautiously about 
to see that no one is looking, she tiptoes toward the flowers and sets the tray down on 
the table beside the vase.  Then she selects one of the flowers, turns with her back to the 
French windows, and starts to place it in her hair.  Just as she turns, Johnson, carrying a 
few more flowers in his hand held stiffly out in front of him, enters through the French 
windows, right, looking like a masculine Statue of Liberty.  He sees Esther putting the 
flower in her hair, stops, looks very stern, and clears his throat. 
 
JOHNSON: (Still holding the flowers formally, lifting his other hand to his mouth.) Ahem.  

(Esther, not hearing him, quickly sets the covered plate and teapot off the tray and 
uses it as a mirror in which to see how she looks.  She shifts and turns it here and 
there.  Johnson clears his throat more loudly.) Ahem! (Esther tucks and pats her hair, 
still peering into the tray-mirror. Johnson clears his throat very loudly.) Ahem! 

ESTHER: (Startled.) Oh! (She whirls towards Johnson and quickly thrusts the tray behind 
her. Seeing who it is, she assumes a coquettish attitude, her voice very sweet.) Oh 
Johnson! I didn’t know it was you! 

JOHNSON: (Frowning and haughty.) I dare say you didn’t know it was anyone! 
ESTHER: (Smiling at him.) But I hoped it was you! 
JOHNSON: (Haughtily.) I dare say! (Realizing what she meant.  He unbends for an 

instant.)  Oh! Ah—well—ah, I think that’s very nice. 
ESTHER: (Sidling toward him a step or two.) I thought you’d think so! 
JOHNSON: (Remembering himself.)  Oh, ah—well—ah yes.  Yes, of course! 
ESTHER: (Sweetly.) Where have you been all morning? I missed you! 
JOHNSON: (Brightly.) You did?  Really?  (Suddenly haughty again.) I have been paying 

attention to my duties, which is more that I can say for some employees here! 
ESTHER: (Smiling.) Oh, then you’ve been watching me? How sweet! 
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JOHNSON: (Flustered.) Yes. . . Ah, no! What I mean is, it’s my place to see that 
everyone is busy! 

ESTHER: (Going to him quickly and taking the flowers from his unresisting hand.) Oh, 
and now you’ve picked some flowers for me!  (With pseudo-surprise.) Why, Johnson! 
I didn’t know you cared! 

JOHNSON:  (Flustered and mixed up.) Of course I have…I mean I do! (Trying again.) No 
I don’t. But I did! 

ESTHER: (Smiling at him over the flowers.) It’s awfully sweet of you! 
JOHNSON:  (Amazed.) Sweet? Of me? (Adjusting his coat affectedly.) No it isn’t.  It’s 

sweet of you! 
ESTHER: (Smiling at him again over the flowers.) Thank you, Johnson.  I’ve been hoping 

you’d notice me. 
JOHNSON:  (Suddenly remembering his position, he quickly adjusts his coat.  Then with 

a single step he jerks the flowers out of Esther’s hand.) You seem to forget, young 
lady, that I am head of the servants in this household!  Notice you, indeed!  (Going to 
the vase and putting the flowers he holds among the others.)  Of course I did!  It’s my 
business! 

ESTHER: (Pouting, at right.) Then you mean—you mean you don’t like me? 
JOHNSON: (Working with the flowers.)  You are a very capable maid. 
ESTHER: (Coquettishly.)  And that’s all? 
JOHNSON:  (Flustered.)  It’s sufficient! 
ESTHER:  (Sidling close to him.)  Do you really think so? 
JOHNSON:  (Sidling away, but still reaching at arm’s length to fix the flowers.)  What I 

think and what I feel are two different things! 
ESTHER:  (Sidling closer.) Tell me more! 
JOHNSON: (Retreating around the davenport, kneeling on it, his back to the audience, 

and still working with the flowers.)  There is nothing else to say! 
ESTHER: (Going around the davenport after him, slowly.)  Oh, but there must be! 
JOHNSON:  (Now retreating around the opposite ends of the davenport.)  We cannot 

tolerate any close friendship between any of the employees.  You heard Mrs. 
Maxwell say it as well as I did! 

ESTHER: (Now following around the davenport.)  But you didn’t believe her, did you? 
JOHNSON:  (Running his finger around his collar.)  Mine is not to reason why. . . ! 
ESTHER: (Stopping left.) Now don’t tell me you’re going to be a big old bug-bear of a 

butler! (Smiling at him, her eyes half closed.)  I like you! 
JOHNSON: (Gulping.) That’s—that’s—very nice! 
ESTHER: (Coming closer.) Do you really think so? 
JOHNSON: (Holding his hand out, palm toward her.)  That’s close enough! 
ESTHER: (Stopping, pouting.)  But, you just said… 
JOHNSON:  (Gulping.)  What else could I say? 
ESTHER:  (Thoughtfully.)  Well, you could have said you’d take me to the picture show 

some night! 
JOHNSON:  (Unthinkingly.)  Yes, I could…!  (Realizing what he has said.) No!  What I 

mean is I .. 
ESTHER:  (Smiling at him and slowly shaking her head.)  Nope, you’re too late.  You 

already said  “Yes.”  (Brightly.) So, it’s a date! 
JOHNSON:  (Protesting.)  But it’s not the right thing. . .  
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ESTHER:  (Ignoring him.)  Oh yes it is!  (Smiling at him.)  And I think I’m going to call you 
Johnny! 

JOHNSON:  (Gulping.)  Oh, no!  Suppose someone should overhear you!  (He looks 
around that stage, frightened.) 

ESTHER:  (Brightly.)  Then they’d just know how much I like you! 
JOHNSON:  (Worried.)  But my position!  After all, you’ve only been here a short time! 
ESTHER:  (Smiling.)  I’m going to give you a new position.  (Going closer to him.)  And I 

think I’m going to like being here a long time!  (Sweetly.) Johnny! 
JOHNSON:  (Retreating a step or two.)  Good heavens!  What will Mrs. Maxwell think?  

And the other servants? 
ESTHER:  (Coquettishly.)  We don’t care, do we? 
JOHNSON:  (Becoming very formal all of a sudden.)  Yes we do!  At—at least I do! 
ESTHER:  (Peering at him.)  Why, Johnny, you’re perspiring!  (She takes the napkin off 

the tea pot and plate.)  Here!  (She hands him the napkin.) 
JOHNSON:  (Wiping his brow.)  Thank you, Esther. 
ESTHER:  (Lightly.)  Oh, don’t thank me.  Thank Mrs. Maxwell. 
JOHNSON:  (Puzzled.)  What do you mean? 
ESTHER: (Easily.)  It’s her napkin! 
JOHNSON: (Quickly jerking down his hand and looking at the napkin he holds.)  My 

word!  The napkin from her lunch!  (Growing very tall and formal.)  Esther, this is—
this is rebellion! Insubordination!  That’s what it is! 

ESTHER:  (Lightly.) Oh, don’t be silly! 
JOHNSON:   (Sputtering.)  Silly?  Silly you say!  (Marching to her and standing very 

straight.)  Young lady, I am still the head of the servants in this household. And I say 
it isn’t silly! 

ESTHER: (Smiling up at him.) Now Johnny!  You be a good boy or I won’t let you take 
me to the movie tonight. 

JOHNSON:  (Getting apoplectic.)  Johnny!  Movie!  Tonight! 
ESTHER:  Well, since you insist, perhaps I will let you take me! 
JOHNSON: (Pacing right, nervously, then turning at right.)  Now Esther, we must look at 

this thing rationally! 
ESTHER:  (Smiling at him.  With great emphasis.)  Uh, huh!  (She nods.) 
JOHNSON: (Pacing back toward Esther at center.) In the first place I want it understood 

that I am in charge of the servants’ activities. 
ESTHER:  (Coquettishly.)  Oh, of course, Johnny!  That’s why I like you! You’re so strong 

and military! 
JOHNSON:  (Staring at her.) Huh? (Gulping.) Oh, ah—ah—yes, of course!  (He paces 

back right again )  In the second place, you must not call me “Johnny”!  (He turns, 
right, and looks at her.) 

ESTHER:  (Smiling at him through lowered eyelids.)  Don’t you like it? 
JOHNSON:  (Gulping.)  That has nothing to do with it! 
ESTHER:  Hasn’t it? 
JOHNSON:  (Firmly and stiffly.)  Certainly not! (Starting back toward her.)  And if—mind 

you, I said “if”—I should decide some evening to accompany you to the cinema, such 
actions must in no way be carried over into our work here!  (Firmly.) Is that clear? 

ESTHER:  (Quickly.)  When are you going to take me?  Tonight? 
JOHNSON:  (Haughtily.)  I shall determine that! 
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ESTHER:  (Lowering her head and smiling up at him flirtingly.)  Yes, Johnny. 
JOHNSON:  (Exploding loudly.)  Johnson! 
ESTHER:  (Coquettishly.) Uh, huh!  (Sighing.) You’re so masterful! 
JOHNSON: And another thing.  (He is impressed with his own power.)  No more of this 

wearing flowers in your hair.  Now give it to me, at once! 
ESTHER:  (Pouting, but taking it out of her hair and handing it to him.)  Don’t you like it? 
JOHNSON:  (Accepting the rose.)  Whether I like it or not doesn’t matter.  How do you 

think I’d look with a rose behind my ear? 
ESTHER:  (Giggling.) I think you’d look cute! 
JOHNSON:  Oh, you do, eh?  Then I’ll show you.  (He puts the rose solidly behind his 

ear, making a strange contrast with his formal appearance.)  Now I suppose you like 
that! 

ESTHER:  (Giggling.)  Oh, Johnny!  You’re so cute!  (She laughs, and he forgets all 
about the rose behind his ear.) 

PENELOPE:  (Off left, calling very loudly.)  Johnson!  Johnson! 
JOHNSON:   (Quickly.)  That’s Mrs. Maxwell!  (Straightening his vest and coat and 

coming back to center.)  Quickly now, take her lunch to her!  (He hands the napkin to 
her.) 

PENELOPE:  (Off left, closer.)  Johnson, where are you!! 
JOHNSON:  (Starting to march up center toward the archway as Esther quickly re-sets 

the tray and puts the napkin over it.  He speaks with solemn formality.)  Coming, 
Madam! 

 
He has not yet reached the door, Esther has re-set the tray, picked it up and is following 
him, as Penelope enters up center from the left, in a hurry. 
 
PENELOPE: (Seeing the two of them.)  Oh, so there you are, Johnson!  And Esther, too.  

My!  Isn’t this nice!  Just like having company.  (She moves down right and eyes 
them happily.) 

JOHNSON:  (Chin high.)  Yes, madam.  You called, madam? 
PENELOPE:  (Surprised.)  Did I Johnson?  What was it I wanted? 
JOHNSON:  You—ah—didn’t say, madam! 
PENELOPE: (Frowning thoughtfully.)  I know it was something.  Now what could it have 

been? 
ESTHER: (Helpfully.)  Your lunch, Mrs. Maxwell? 
PENELOPE:  (Flightily.)  It might have been.  But I don’t think so.  (Frowning.)  Oh, my!  

What was it? 
JOHNSON:  (Very stiffly.)  Me, madam? 
PENELOPE:  (Brightly and rapidly.)  Oh, no, Johnson!  What would I want you for? 
JOHNSON: (Very formally.) I really don’t know, madam.  But there are some people who 

differ with you on that score. 
 
Esther giggles shrilly.  Johnson, stiff-necked, casts her a grim look. 
 
PENELOPE:  (Paying no attention to the by-play. She is very thoughtful.)  Well, did I call 

or ring for you? 
JOHNSON:  You called, madam. 
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PENELOPE: (Brightly.)  Then I know what it was! (Happily.)  Why, I’m a regular Sherlock 
Holmes! 

JOHNSON: What was it, then, madam? 
PENELOPE:  (Vacantly.)  What did I say? 
JOHNSON:  (Haughtily.)  You said you called, madam.  Like Sherlock Holmes! 
PENELOPE:  Did I? (Surprised.)  Why did I say that? 
JOHNSON:  Because you knew what you wanted with me. 
PENELOPE:  (Brightly.)  Don’t you know? 
JOHNSON:  (Sadly.)  No, madam. 
PENELOPE: ( Lightly.)  How silly!  You just said you did! 
JOHNSON:  Did I, madam? 
PENELOPE:  (Puzzled.)  Of course you did.  And now you have me all mixed up! 
JOHNSON:  (Sighing.)  And vice versa, madam. 
PENELOPE:  (Walking down stage.)  Don’t try to change the subject, Johnson.  You’re 

just hoping to confuse me. 
JOHNSON:  (Unhappily.)  I am very sorry, madam. 
PENELOPE:  You should be! 
ESTHER: (Hopefully.)  Was it your lunch, madam? 
PENELOPE:  (Turning to her.) How can I remember if you ask me a lot of questions? 

(Trying to re-enact the scene at the others stand stiffly by.  She talks almost to 
herself.)  I was coming downstairs because I remembered something. (She acts it out 
with her hands.)  I wanted to ask Johnson something, I’m sure.  Then I called . . . 
(Suddenly looking very happy and turning to the others.) That’s it! 

JOHNSON:  (Sighing happily.)  You have it, madam? 
PENELOPE:  (Brightly.)  I wanted you to find my bell for me! 
JOHNSON: (Puzzled.)  Your bell, madam? 
PENELOPE: Yes, so I could call you with it! 
JOHNSON: (Slowly.) I—ah—see, madam!  So you could call me!  Ah—what for, 

madam? 
PENELOPE: That’s why I wanted the bell.  (Explaining.)  So I could call you and ask you! 
JOHNSON: (Hesitating.)  I—I think I understand, madam. 
ESTHER:  You might have wanted your lunch, madam. 
PENELOPE: (Worried.)  Oh, dear.  I just don’t know!  (Waving her hand toward the 

upstage.)  But take it to my dressing room.  I may find time for it later. 
ESTHER:  (Nodding.)  Yes, Mrs. Maxwell.  (She walks past Johnson, giggles, he stiffens 

noticeably, and she walks on by, to exit up center to the left.) 
JOHNSON: (Coming down beside Penelope as Esther exits.) Perhaps if you sat down 

you could remember better, madam. 
PENELOPE: (Automatically going to sit left, talking as she goes.)  Perhaps that would 

help.  (She sits and looks up at Johnson, who is standing at center stiffly, the rose 
perched behind his ear.)  You know, Johnson, there’s something different about you 
today… 

JOHNSON: (Formally.) Different, madam?  How do you mean? 
PENELOPE: (Musing, her finger to her lip.)  About your appearance. 
JOHNSON: Perhaps it’s my new tie, madam. 
PENELOPE: (Musing.) No, it’s something about your face and head. 

 12



Peru
sa

l O
nly

 

Do N
ot 

Cop
y

BY WILLIAM D. FISHER 

JOHNSON: (Reaching up to his head.)  I—I really don’t know, madam.  (Feeling the 
rose, and taking it out from behind his ear.  He gulps.)  Unless—unless you mean—
this—rose, madam. 

PENELOPE:  (Happily.) Yes, that must be it!  (Sighing.)  My, what a quaint idea!  Where 
did you learn about that? 

JOHNSON:  (Stiffly.  Thinking very rapidly.)  Why—ah—when I worked for the Duke of 
Tiffingham, madam.  It—it was quite the vogue in Paris. 

PENELOPE:  (Pleased.)  So—so Parisian!  (Waving her hand at him.)  Put it back, 
Johnson.  What’s good enough for the Duke of Tiffingham is good enough for 
Penelope Maxwell! 

JOHNSON: (Objecting a bit.)  But madam…! 
PENELOPE: No, Johnson, you mustn’t feel hurt because I noticed it.  It’s just that it’s so 

new! 
JOHNSON: (Stiffly.)  If you don’t mind, madam…! 
PENELOPE:  (Happily.)  Oh, but I don’t a bit, Johnson!  So go right ahead and wear it.  

In fact, I think I shall insist that each of the servants wear a rose!  Esther, Hattie, 
you… 

JOHNSON: (Hesitating.)  And the chauffeur, madam?  (He gulps.) 
PENELOPE: (Brightly.)  Oh, of course!  Think how unusual it will look! 
JOHNSON:  (Gulping.)  That’s just what I was thinking! 
PENELOPE:  (Gaily.)  What does the Duke of Tiffingham have that we don’t have!  Why, 

Phoebe De Royster will fairly burn with envy because she didn’t think of it first.  
(Suddenly.)  That’s what it was! 

JOHNSON: (Hesitating.)  Uh—that’s what that was, madam? 
PENELOPE: What I wanted to ask you.  The time Mrs. De Royster said she would be 

here? 
JOHNSON:  At one-thirty, madam.  I left a note on your appointment pad. 
PENELOPE: (Rapidly.)  Oh, is that what it was.  I thought it was how much I weighed!  

(Laughing.)  And I was beginning to wonder if I shouldn’t reduce! 
JOHNSON: (Very stiffly.)  I see, madam! 
PENELOPE: (Surprised.)  What?  (Understanding.)  Oh, you mean you understand? 
JOHNSON: (Haughtily.)  Yes, madam! 
PENELOPE: (Lightly.)  Of course! (Changing the subject.)  Would you see if you can find 

my daughter for me?  I want to tell her something. 
JOHNSON:  Miss Helen? 
PENELOPE: (Brightly.) Don’t tell me Constance is back! 
JOHNSON:  Constance?  Why no, madam. 
PENELOPE: (Pouting.) Then why did you ask me if I wanted to talk to Helen?  She’s the 

only daughter I have at home now.  For a moment I thought Constance was here.  
And now I’m disappointed. 

JOHNSON: (Bowing.)  I’m very sorry, madam.  I’ll call her at once.  (He turns and starts 
up toward center.) 

PENELOPE:  Oh, Johnson! 
JOHNSON: (Stopping and turning toward her stiffly.)   Yes, madam? 
PENELOPE: The rose, Johnson.  (Motioning at her own ear.) Behind the ear.  (Happily.)  

My, will Phoebe be green with envy! 
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JOHNSON:  (Very haughtily.)  Yes, madam.  (With great disdain and delicate motion, he 
places the rose he carries behind his ear.) 

PENELOPE: (Happily.)  How very nice! 
JOHNSON: (Speaking very slowly with the nearest thing to anger possible in him.)  I am 

glad you like it madam!  (He turns and stiffly marches up toward center, to exit, 
toward the left. 

 
As Johnson exits, Penelope rises and starts toward the telephone, down left. 
Note: This telephone conversation may be typed and laid on  
the telephone stand so that it can be read if necessary. 
 
PENELOPE: (As she rises.)  Oh dear!  I must call Phoebe.  (She sits at the telephone 

stand, picks up the receiver, and dials.)  Hello, is this Phoebe?  (Short pause.)  Oh 
yes. I had a feeling I wanted to tell you something.  (Pause.)  Yes, that’s it!  When will 
you pick me up?  (Short pause.)  In five minutes?  That will be fine!  (Gushing.)  I 
hope Mahjah—or whatever his name is—will be good! (Pause.) Of course it will be all 
right.  Helen will be glad to take care of her!  And I have the nicest thing to tell you 
about the Duke of Tiffingham!  (Pause.)  No, I’ll save it as a surprise.  (Pause.)  All 
right, then.  I’ll be ready.  (With great sweetness.)  Goodbye, Phoebe dear!  (She 
hangs up the receiver and smiles to herself as Helen enters, up center from the left.  
Helen is looking back over her shoulder as she enters.) 

HELEN:  (Seeing Penelope and coming down center.)  What in the world has happened 
to Johnson? 

PENELOPE:  (Worried.) I don’t know, dear.  Is he ill? 
HELEN:  I mean the rose behind his ear. 
PENELOPE:  (Lightly.) Oh, that!  Just something I picked up from the Duke of 

Tiffingham.  Do you like it? 
HELEN:  He looks like a cross between an English butler and a Brazilian tango dancer. 
PENELOPE: I think it’s very chic. 
HELEN: It’s very something, anyway.   (Changing the subject.)  Did you want to see me? 
PENELOPE:  (Rising from the telephone chair and coming to center.)  It seems to me 

there was some reason I wanted to talk to you.  (Hopefully and quickly.)  Unless you 
wanted to see me? 

HELEN: (Shrugging.)  Johnson said you wanted to see me, and then marched off down 
the hall like an insulted general. 

PENELOPE: (Thinking hard, her finger to her mouth.)  Then I must have wanted to.  
(Thoughtfully.)  What can it be? 

HELEN: (Suggesting ideas.)  Was it about this afternoon? 
PENELOPE: (Frowning.)  That might be it.  Ask me something else. 
HELEN: (Hopefully.)  Phoebe? 
PENELOPE:  (Brightly.)  You’re getting warmer! 
HELEN: (Distastefully.) You’re not going to see that—that Mahjah the Mystic again 

today! 
PENELOPE: (Gaily.) That’s it!  Of course!  (Sighing admiringly.)  My, how intelligent you 

are! 
HELEN:  (Unhappily.) Oh, Mother, not again! 
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PENELOPE: (Paying no attention to Helen’s objections.)  And Phoebe is bringing 
Deborah over for you to take care of while we’re gone! Now be good to her, dear. 

HELEN: (Sighing.)  That does it! 
PENELOPE:  (Pouting.)  You should be very glad to help, dear. After all, séances are 

one of the few enjoyments I have in life! 
HELEN:  (Protesting.)  But Mother, it’s been going on for months! And you know how 

Dad objects to it. 
PENELOPE: He’s on a business trip, and what he doesn’t know won’t hurt him!  Besides, 

it’s doing me a world of good!  (Hopefully.)  Haven’t you noticed a change in me 
lately? 

HELEN: (Sighing.)  Just that you’re out of this world! 
PENELOPE: (Happily.)  Oh, do you really think so, dear?  It’s so thrilling to hear the 

Great Mahjah call on the spirits of the dead.  (She shivers.) So—so unearthly! 
HELEN: (Hopelessly.)  That’s just what I said. 
PENELOPE:  (Rattling on.)  They’ll be here in a few minutes, so be sure to wait for little 

Deborah.  (Rising and going up center.)  I’ll run up and get my wraps.  (Turning as 
she exits.)  Now don’t go ‘way!  (She exits to the left.) 

 
As Penelope exits, Helen crosses to the telephone, down left.  She looks hurriedly 
around the room, lifts the receiver, and dials the telephone.   Note: This telephone 
conversation may be typed and laid on the telephone stand so that it can be read if 
necessary. 
 
HELEN:  (Into the telephone.) (Pause.)  Hello, Tommy?  This is Helen.  I’ll have to make 

this fast.  (Brief pause.)  Yes, she is going out again this afternoon, but she’s 
unloading Deborah De Royster on me.  (Pause.)  Well, we may be able to ditch her, 
but be careful when you come over.  If she sees us, she’ll tell Mother, and then I’ll 
really be in dutch.  (Pause.)  I’ll see what I can do. (Brief pause.) Oh, in about ten 
minutes, I think.  Better come in through the terrace.  (Pause.)  All right, then.  In ten 
minutes.  (She slowly hangs up the receiver.) 

 
During the last few lines of her speech, the back part of the body of Dick O’Donnell is 
seen slowly appearing through the door, down left.  He doesn’t see or hear Helen, for 
she hangs up the receiver, just as his head appears.  His reason for stealth is obvious 
from the very large piece of cake he carries in his right hand.  Helen sees him as he turns 
away from her toward up stage, and on tip-toe with exaggerated care starts toward the 
French windows, right. When he reaches center, there is a terrific commotion, off left, the 
stamping of feet, the crash of a  
kettle falling, and the raucous voice of Hattie.   
 
HATTIE:  (Off left.)  Help!  Thieves!  Stop him!  Burglars!  Thieves!  Help!  Stop! 
 
With this, Dick starts to bolt right.  But Helen stops him with 
her voice. 
 
HELEN:  (As Dick starts running.)  Dick!  Just a minute there, young man! 
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DICK:  (Stopping, gulping, and turning back.  He holds the piece of cake behind him.)  
Oh, he--hello, Helen! 

HATTIE:  (Entering left, a frying pan in her hand.  She sees Dick and slowly advances 
toward him, murder in her every step.)  So!  There you are, you young scamp!  I’ll 
teach you to steal the cake I was saving for dinner! 

DICK:  (Backing slowly right.)  Aw, now just a minute, Hattie.  It was only a little piece.  
See!  (He holds it out in front of him on his flat palm.) 

HATTIE:  (Still advancing.)  A Little piece!  Just a little piece, you say!  It’s a quarter of the 
whole cake if it’s a crumb! 

DICK:  (Complaining.)  But I’m hungry! 
HATTIE:  (Brandishing her frying pan.)  Tell that to your mother, not to me! 
DICK:  (Backing away again.)  Gee whiz!  You don’t want me to starve, do you? 
HATTIE:  Sometimes I wish you would.  Then I’d be rid of you!  There’s a law against 

stealin’, you rascal you! 
HELEN:  (From left.  The others are at center and right.)  Perhaps I can be of help here. 
DICK:  (Pleading.)  Don’t let her hit me, Helen! 
HATTIE:  (Embarrassed.)  Oh, hello, Miss Helen.  I didn’t know you were here. 
HELEN: (Firmly.)  So he was stealing your cake, Hattie? 
HATTIE:  (Sadly.)  The fine cake I was savin’ for dinner.  (Hopefully.)  You’ll make him 

pay, won’t you Miss Helen? 
HELEN: (Firmly.)  I most certainly shall, Hattie. 
DICK:  (Reaching in his pocket with his free hand.)  All I’ve got are three pennies, a scout 

knife, and five fish hooks.  (Brightly.)  Is that enough? 
HATTIE:  (Scoffing.)  Ha! Three pennies and a fish hook for that fine cake! 
HELEN: No, Dick, I’m afraid it isn’t enough. 
DICK:  (Fearfully.)  Then—then what do you want me to do? 
HATTIE:  (Hopefully.)  Make him pay, Miss Helen! 
HELEN: (To Hattie.)  What do you suggest? 
HATTIE:  (Brandishing her skillet.)  One swipe at that ornery head of his with this skillet is 

enough for me! 
HELEN:  (Slyly.)  Oh, but that’s too easy, Hattie. 
DICK:  (Gulping.)  T---T---Too easy?  That?  (He shudders.)  Then—then what do you 

want? 
HELEN:  (Explaining.)  Deborah De Royster is coming over to spend the afternoon.  I’ll 

be busy.  So you, Dick, can entertain her! 
DICK:  (Hopelessly.)  You mean that—that—(He can’t find words.)—girl! 
HATTIE:  (Laughing.) Now there’s a punishment that’s fit for anyone—even this young 

rapscallion! 
DICK:  (Beseechingly.)  All I did was take a piece of cake! 
HATTIE:  (Waving the skillet.)  And ruined the dessert I made for dinner! 
HELEN:  (Very seriously.)  Yes, Dick, that’s an offense you must pay for.  Very serious! 
DICK:  (Loudly and hopelessly.)  But what a price! 
HELEN:  It’s either that—(Suggestively.) –or Hattie! 
HATTIE:  (Sidling toward Dick.)  It’d be a pleasure! 
DICK:  (Swallowing very hard.)  We—well.  In that case I’ll take care of Deborah. 
HATTIE:  (Smiling satisfied.)  Sure, and that’s good enough for me! 
HELEN:  Then it’s all right, Hattie? 
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HATTIE:  (Marching toward left, pleased.)  Perfect, Miss Helen.  Perfect!  (She exits, 
down left, happily.) 

DICK:  (Coming back to center, complaining.)  Why don’t you ask if it’s all right with me? 
HELEN:  (Mimicking Hattie.)  Sure, and did you expect us to? 
DICK:  (Taking a bite of cake.)  But she’s such a---(Trying to get the right word.)—such 

an oyster! (Liking the sound of the word.)  Oyster De Royster!  That’s just what she is! 
HELEN: (Firmly.)  Now Dick, names won’t help a bit. 
DICK:  (Taking another bite of cake.)  Maybe not, but they sure feel good! 
HELEN:  You should be glad I kept Hattie from you. 
DICK:  (Taking another bite.  Thoughtfully.)  Yeah, she’s pretty dangerous, all right.  

(Shrugging.)  Okay, what do you want me to do? 
HELEN:  Well, Mrs. De Royster is bringing her over in a very few minutes.  When she 

and Mother leave, you venture in and ask Deborah if she wants to play games. 
DICK:  (Aghast.)  Games!  Gee whiz, what if the fellows in the gang see me?  Games! 

Ha! 
HELEN:  You should have thought of that before you took the cake. 
DICK:  (Complaining.)  But it was just a little piece.  (Starting left, grimly.)  I think I’ll let 

Hattie hit me! 
HELEN:  (Stopping him with her voice.)  Oh, no you don’t!  (He stops.)  You made a 

bargain! 
DICK:  (Unhappily taking a bit of cake.)  Yeah, but if the gang sees me, I’ll never live it 

down. 
HELEN:  If Hattie hits you, you’ll never live! 
DICK:  (Shrugging.)  Oh, all right.  (To himself, dejectedly.)  And to think I was going to 

the movies this afternoon! 
 
The doorbell rings, right. 
 
HELEN:  There they are now!  (Quickly.)  You run out on the terrace and when you see 

Mother leave, just venture in and do what I told you. 
DICK:  (Starting right.)  Yeah, I know.  (Disgustedly.)  Games!  (Skipping and singing as 

he goes out right, unhappily.)  “Here we go ‘round the mulberry bush, the mulberry 
bush, the mulberry bush!  Here we go phooie!”  (He exits, right through the French 
windows.) 

 
The doorbell rings again, right. 
 
JOHNSON:  (Entering down left, very stiffly, and minus his rose.)  I believe that was the 

doorbell, Miss Helen. 
HELEN:  (At center.)  Why, Johnson!  Where is your rose? 
JOHNSON:  (Very haughtily.)  It—ah—wilted, madam! 
HELEN:  (Starting up center)  Never mind the door, Johnson.  I’ll answer it. 
JOHNSON:  (Very formally.)  If you’d rather I would, madam…? 
HELEN:  If Mother saw you without your rose. . . ! (She leaves the sentence undone, 

suggestively.) 
JOHNSON:  (Weakly.)  Then you may answer the door—ah—thank you!  (He turns about 

stiffly and marches off, down left.) 
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At the same instant, the voice of Phoebe De Royster is heard 
 coming closer off right. 
 
PHOEBE:  (Off up right.)  Yoo hoo!  Penelope!  Are you home?  We’re coming in, ready 

or not! 
 
Helen starts upstage, and meets Phoebe and Deborah, just as they 
come through the archway, up center.  Phoebe is her usual 
effervescent, overdressed self, and Deborah looks meek and timid 
in her adolescent dress and horn rimmed glasses. 
 
HELEN:  (Apologetically.)  I’m sorry you had to ring twice.  I—I didn’t hear you the first 

time! 
PHOEBE:  (Walking to Helen, her hand outstretched at high level, affectedly.)  Oh, think 

nothing of it, Helen dear!  We just walked right in! 
HELEN:  (Taking her hand briefly.)  Yes, I—ah—see! 
PHOEBE:  (Strutting her way downstage to sit at left, her furs and jewelry fairly dancing.)  

Say “Hello” to Helen, Deborah, dear. 
DEBORAH:  (Standing, pigeon-toed, awkwardly, her head low and her eyes on the floor.)  

Hello, Helen. 
PHOEBE:  (Without letting Helen answer.)  Now come here, dear, and sit on the sofa. 
(Deborah, head still low, walks to the davenport and sits, very 
 straight and primly.) 
HELEN:  (As Deborah goes to sit.)  I think Mother will be ready in a moment. 
PHOEBE:  (Brightly, as Deborah sits.) That’s a good girl.  (To Helen, in the same breath.)  

That’s quite all right, dear.  Just so we don’t miss the Great Mahjah! 
HELEN:  (Doubtfully.)  That would be a calamity, I’m sure. 
PHOEBE: (Rattling on at great speed.)  Oh, my dear, you have no idea!  (Breathlessly.)  

Why, the things that man can’t do with his staring eyes and crystal ball! 
DEBORAH:  (Giggling.) He sounds like a fish!  (She giggles shrilly.) 
PHOEBE:  (To Deborah.)  I said ball, not bowl!  (To Helen with great mystery in her 

voice.)  And today, right in front of our very eyes, he’s going to make someone 
disappear! 

HELEN:  (Doubtfully.)  Oh surely now, you don’t think… 
PHOEBE:  (Gushingly.)  You may scoff, if you wish.  I did too, at first!  (Just overflowing)  

But, my dear, if you could only see him and hear him—you’d never doubt again. 
DEBORAH: (Wide-eyed.) Can fish talk? 
PHOEBE:  (Bluntly.)  I was speaking of the Mahjah, dear, not a fish! 
DEBORAH:  (Innocently.)  Oh.  (She giggles.) 
PHOEBE:  (To Helen.)  Yes, believe it or not, he’s going to make someone disappear!  

(Confidentially.)  Penelope and I are going to see if he’ll make us--ah—evaporate! 
DEBORAH:  (Giggling.) Just like you do Dad’s money! 
PHOEBE:  (Haughtily.)  Never you mind that, young lady.  I feel well repaid when I see 

the power of the Mahjah!  He already has what your father hopes golf will give him! 
PENELOPE:  (Entering, up center from left, dressed in coat and hat.  She fairly bounces 

into the room, brightly.)  Here I am!  (She strikes a pose like a flighty model.) 
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PHOEBE:  (Rising.)  Oh, Penelope, my dear! What a stunning outfit. Something new? 
PENELOPE:  (With great effervescence.)  Oh, just some rags I got at Joseph’s.  

(Brightly.)  Well, shall we go? 
PHOEBE:  (To Deborah.)  Now you be a good girl, Deborah, and Mama may bring you 

something real nice!  (To Helen.)  I hope you don’t mind taking care of her, Helen 
dear. 

HELEN: (Not too enthusiastically.) Oh, of course not! 
PHOEBE: (As she moves upstage past Helen.)  If we don’t come back, you’ll have to 

apologize to the Mahjah!  (To Penelope.)  I just told Helen about our hopes that he 
can make us disappear! 
(They start up center, arm in arm, gaily.) 

PENELOPE:  We could certainly learn a lot of things if no one could see us, couldn’t we? 
PHOEBE: Perhaps we should insist that the Mahjah make us disappear! 
PENELOPE:  (As they exit, up center, to the right.)  Oh, if only he will!  (Looking back 

over her shoulder and waving.)  Ta! Ta! (They leave, talking happily.) 
DEBORAH: (Giggling.)  Isn’t that silly!  (She giggles shrilly.) 
HELEN: Why Deborah, what do you mean? 
DEBORAH:  All that hocus-pocus about that Mahjah guy and disappearing. 
HELEN:  Don’t you believe it? 
DEBORAH:  (Scoffing.)  You must think I was born yesterday! 
HELEN:  (Hesitating.)  Well. . .  
DEBORAH:  (Pouting.)  Well, maybe I do look like it.  But not if Mom didn’t make me 

wear these silly clothes, and these glasses, and pig-tails.  (She tosses them 
disgustedly.)  How old do you think I am? 

HELEN:  (Doubtfully.) Oh, about—12 or 13? 
DEBORAH:  (Unhappily.)  You see?  That’s what it does to me.  Why, believe it or not, 

I’m sixteen, going on seventeen. 
HELEN:  (Unbelieving.)  Deborah, not really? 
DEBORAH: Yes, and here I am—wasting the best years of my life behind—behind pig-

tails and cheaters.  (She jerks off her glasses and throws them to the davenport.)  I 
want to do like other girls—have fun, and dates, and fellows! 

HELEN:  (Sadly.)  I don’t blame you.  I wouldn’t mind having a certain fellow I know 
myself! 

DEBORAH: (Viciously.)  And I want to be called “Debby.”  (Reflecting.)  I hate the name 
“Deborah,” don’t you? 

HELEN:  Well, I do prefer “Debby.” 
DEBORAH:  (Thoughtfully.)  But you know, Mom doesn’t seem to realize I’m growing up.  

(Expansively.)  Why I’m practically and old maid—at sixteen! 
HELEN:  (Brightly.)  Then I know just what you need.  (She walks quickly to the French 

windows, right, and calls off.)  All right, Dick, you can quit hiding and come on in, 
now. 

DEBORAH:  (Interested.)  Who is Dick? 
HELEN:  (Turning back from the window.)  Dick O’Donnell, a boy who lives in the 

neighborhood.  He said he’d keep you company this afternoon. 
DEBORAH:  (Happily.)  Gee, a fellow! 
HELEN:  (Calling out the window.)  Dick, I know you’re out there, so come on in this 

minute! 
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DEBORAH:  (Doubtfully.)  He doesn’t seem very anxious, does he? 
HELEN:  (To Deborah.)  He’s just a little shy, that’s all.  (Off through the windows again.)  

Dick!  We’re waiting! 
DICK:  (Off right, calling unhappily.)  Okay, I’m coming.  (Helen moves back to center, 

and Dick slouches sadly through the French windows, right.  Helen introduces them.)  
Debby, this is Dick O”Donnell.   Dick, this is Debby De Royster. 

DEBORAH:  (Sweetly.)  Hello, Dick! 
DICK:  (Unhappily.)  Hy ya! 
HELEN:  Now you two run along.  I won’t expect you back until later. 
DICK:  (Sadly.)  Whatta ya want us to do? 
HELEN: I thought we had that all settled. 
DICK:  (Distastefully.)  Ya mean games? 
DEBORAH:  (Brightly.)  I have a couple dollars.  That would buy three sodas down at the 

drug store. 
DICK:  (Brightening noticeably.)  Yeah? 
DEBORAH:  (Sighing.)  In fact, you can have all three is you’ll take me! 
DICK:  (All action.)  Then let’s go!  (He walks very rapidly to Deborah, takes her arm, 

making a circular move toward the French windows, moving quickly, and they start 
out, she almost running to stay with him.) 

HELEN:  (As they near the French windows.)  Well, Dick, what do you think of your old 
gang now? 

DICK:  (With a sweeping motion, suddenly remembering the gang, turns Deborah around 
in a curve, and walks, still just as rapidly, toward the archway up center.  As they go, 
he is still holding her arm.)  On second thought, maybe we should go down the alley.  
It’s shorter that way!  (Still going fast, they exit, up center, to the left.) 

HELEN:  (Laughing and calling after them.)  Have a good time!  
 
Tommy Tucker appears in the French windows, right. 
 
TOMMY: The Shadow at your service, ma’am! 
HELEN:  (Turning, surprised.)  Tommy!  How are you?  (They cross toward each other, 

meeting at center.) 
TOMMY:  (Smiling.) I’m fit as a fiddle, but is seems like a long time since yesterday. 
HELEN:  (Taking his hand and leading him to the davenport, down right where they sit.)  

At least Mother’s meetings with the great Mahjah let us see each other. 
TOMMY:  I can’t think of a better way for her to spend her money. 
HELEN:  (Laughing.)  Today he’s going to make someone disappear.  Mother hopes it 

will be she. 
TOMMY:  (Brightly.)  And that would be best of all! 
HELEN:  Then I’d be an orphan! 
TOMMY: Which is all the excuse I need for taking care of you. 
HELEN:  (Laughing.)  As though you need an excuse! 
TOMMY:   (Frowning.)  Seriously, though, Helen.  What has she against me? 
HELEN:  (As though surprised.) Why Tommy, don’t you know? 
TOMMY:  (Pseudo-sadly.)  Not even my best friends will tell me! 
HELEN:  You’re a failure, young man. 
TOMMY:  Because I have a few million dollars? 
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HELEN:  Because you don’t do anything constructive. 
TOMMY:  I suppose running a ten million dollar business isn’t constructive? 
HELEN:  (Doubtfully.)  Well. . . 
TOMMY:  (Going right on.)  Though I must admit I’ve been so unhappy about not seeing 

you that I’ve neglected my work lately. 
HELEN:  Mother can be a problem, can’t she? 
TOMMY:  (Sadly.)  Can be—and is! 
HELEN:   Now if you were someone really important—like the Mahjah. . . 
TOMMY:  (Exploding.)  Important?  That faker! 
HELEN:  Fakir, Tommy, not faker. F-A-K-I-R.  (She spells it.) 
TOMMY:  It’s still spelled F-A-K-E-R.  And he’s still a fake! 
HELEN:  But Mother thinks he’s wonderful. 
TOMMY:  (Sadly.)  And she thinks I’m awful. 
HELEN:  Oh, it isn’t that so much.  She just thinks you’re uninteresting. 
TOMMY: (Rising to the bait.)  Oh, she does, eh?  And what about her daughter? 
HELEN:  (Teasing him.)  Well, the Mahjah has his points. 
TOMMY:  (Viciously.)  And as far as I’m concerned, he can go sit on a point—of a tack! 
HELEN:  (Teasing.)  Why, Tommy!  I think you’re jealous! 
TOMMY:  (Unhappily.)  No I’m not. I’m just good and mad! 
HELEN:  (Frowning.)  We should be able to think of someway to make her like you. 
TOMMY:  Such as what? 
HELEN:   (Brightly.)  Maybe you could become an Indian mystic, too. 
TOMMY:  (Sourly.)  That’s great!  The only trick I know is making a dime stand on edge. 
HELEN:  (Nodding sadly.)  And the only thing I can make disappear is money! 
TOMMY:  (Leaning forward, his chin on his hand.)  Gee. 
HELEN:  (Thoughtfully.) Yeah. 
 
Aunt Polly Maxwell bursts through the archway, up center, wearing a  
coat and hat, and carrying a small suitcase.  She sees the dejected two,  
and comes downstage rapidly. 
 
AUNT POLLY:  (All energy.)  Here, what’s this—the Jolly Juveniles Society?  (She sets 

down her suitcase.)  I walked right in! 
HELEN:  (As she and Tommy rise, surprised.)  Aunt Polly!  (She runs to meet her at 

center and throws her arms around her affectionately.)  Where did you come from? 
AUNT POLLY:  (With lots of cheerfulness.)  My plane was passing overhead, so I took a 

parachute and just bailed out!  (Going to Tommy, her hand extended.)  And this must 
be the Tommy you’ve written so much about.  Hello, Tommy. 

TOMMY:  (Taking her hand, impressed by her energy.)  How do you do, Mrs. Maxwell. 
AUNT POLLY:  (Smiling.)  Better call me “Aunt Polly.”  Everybody does. (To Helen, who 

has come down left.)  You’re a good picker, Helen.  (Sitting on the davenport.)  Now, 
what seems to be the trouble? 

HELEN:  (Frowning.) Trouble? 
AUNT POLLY:  (Impatiently.)  Yes, trouble.  Two young people don’t sit around moping 

unless there’s something bothering them.  (Wisely.)  I suppose it’s Penelope again. 
TOMMY:  (Going to sit, left.)  Not “again”. . . Yet! 
AUNT POLLY:  And I assume she’s still tinkering around with mystics and oriental fakirs? 
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HELEN:  (Sitting beside her.)  She’s never stopped. 
AUNT POLLY:  (Nodding wisely.)  Uh huh.  I thought so.  Well, it’s a good thing I stopped 

by. 
HELEN:  (Hopefully.)  You mean you’ll help us persuade Mother that Tommy’s all right? 
AUNT POLLY:  (Scoffing.)  Persuade her?  I’ll exterminate her if necessary.  (All 

business.)  But we’ll have to work fast.  Tomorrow I leave for China. 
HELEN:  (Amazed.)  China? 
AUNT POLLY:  (Explaining.)  There seems to be a little trouble in their production 

system.  It’s my job to straighten out the kinks. 
TOMMY:  (Taken aback.)  But—you’re a woman! 
AUNT POLLY:  You men are all alike—even you young ones.  Have you ever heard of  

“Enterprises, Incorporated”? 
TOMMY:  (Impressed.)  It’s the biggest firm of business analysts in the world. 
AUNT POLLY:  (Shrugging.)  There you are. 
TOMMY:  (Looking at them blankly.)  Huh? 
HELEN:  (Pointing at Polly.)  She is  “Enterprises Incorporated”. 
TOMMY:  (Amazed.)  Holy smokes! 
AUNT POLLY:  (All business again.)  Never underestimate a woman, young man. That’s 

a common mistake in men.  Now, what seems to be the trouble around here? 
HELEN:  Mother doesn’t like Tommy. 
AUNT POLLY: (Rapid-fire.)  Why not? 
TOMMY:  I don’t know. 
AUNT POLLY:  Have you anything to offer Helen? 
TOMMY:  Just me—and—and a few million dollars. 
AUNT POLLY:  Either one by itself ought to be enough. 
HELEN:  Mother thinks Tommy should be doing something constructive. 
AUNT POLLY:  (To Tommy.)  What are you doing? 
TOMMY:  I run my plant.  And it’s a big job, too. 
AUNT POLLY:  (Nodding wisely.)  By “constructive,” then, Penelope means some such 

foolishness as mysticism.  (She rises and goes left.) 
HELEN:  That’s right. 
TOMMY:  (Sadly.)  And all I can do is make a dime stand on edge! 
AUNT POLLY:  Well. That’s a good trick—but not very mysterious. 
TOMMY:  (Unhappily.)  That’s the trouble. 
AUNT POLLY:  (Firmly.)  Well, my work is to fix people’s troubles.  And if I can’t handle a 

little thing like this, I’ll turn in my spurs.  (Deborah enters through the French 
windows, right, crying loudly.)  Oh, oh!  Looks like something else needs fixing! 

 
Deborah runs down right and sits on the davenport, crying. 
 
HELEN:  (Crossing to sit beside her consolingly.)  Debby! What’s the matter? 
DEBORAH:  (Wailing.)  Dick—Dick got in a fight. 
HELEN:  (Aghast.)  With you? 
DEBORAH:  (Wailing into her handkerchief.)  No!  With some boys in his—gang! 
HELEN:  (Unhappily.) Leave it to Dick! 
DEBORAH:  (Wiping her eyes.)  He—he was so brave! 
HELEN:  (Amazed.)  You mean he didn’t start it? 
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DEBORAH:  (Brightening.)  Oh, no!  He—he protected me!  (She sighs.)  That’s the first 
time anyone every fought for me! 

TOMMY:  (Proudly.)  That’s a man for you!  (Aunt Polly moves down right and stands 
examining Deborah carefully.) 

HELEN:  (Puzzled.)  Well, what happened? 
DEBORAH:  (Starting to sob in remembrance.)  We—we were walking down to the drug 

store, and some—some boys saw us.  And when they did, they started laughing and 
yelling at us! 

HELEN:  (Nodding.)  And then? 
DEBORAH:  Dick—Dick said to just ignore them.  So we did until they—they—(Crying 

loudly into her handkerchief.)  Ohhhh! 
HELEN:   (Angrily.)  What did they do?  Tell me, Debby! 
DEBORAH:  (Wailing loudly.)  They called my Oyster! 
HELEN:  I might have known it. 
DEBORAH:  (Crying.)  Do—do I look like an oyster? 
HELEN:  (Angrily.)  Of course not.  And they should be punished for it! 
DEBORAH:  That’s what Dick said—only not in those words.  The next thing I knew, he 

was fighting the whole bunch of them. 
TOMMY:  (Proudly.)  There’s a lad after my own heart. 
HELEN:  Well, where’s Dick now? 
DEBORAH:  (Sobbing.)  I—I don’t know.  I got scared and ran home.  (She begins to wail 

again.)  Maybe—maybe he’s dead! 
HELEN:  (Putting her arm around Deborah comfortingly.)  If I know young Richard, he’s 

able to take care of himself.  Now you just run along upstairs and wash your face.  
Your eyes are all red. 

DEBORAH:  (Rising, still sobbing.)  All right.  Only—only—I wish they wouldn’t call me 
Oyster! 

HELEN:  (Rising.)  I think Dick has taken care of that, all right. 
DEBORAH:  (Going upstage toward center.)  He was so brave! Just—just like a knight in 

shining armor.  (She exits, through the archway, up center, to the left.) 
HELEN:  (Unhappily.)  Poor child! 
TOMMY:  (Angrily.)  It’s a crime to raise a child that way!  No wonder they call her Oyster! 
AUNT POLLY:  (All business.)  That’s Phoebe De Royster’s girl, isn’t it? 
HELEN:  Unfortunately, yes.  She’s really a nice person—when she’s away from her 

mother. 
AUNT POLLY: I thought so!  (Firmly.)  Well, I can see I’m needed around here more than 

I thought.  (Definitely.)  Helen, I’m going to do a little fixing for that child. 
HELEN:  What do you mean? 
AUNT POLLY:  (Rapidly.)  Are all of your things in your closet?  Shoes, dresses, 

stockings, and all the rest? 
HELEN:  (Surprised.)  Yes, of course! 
AUNT POLLY:  (Going up center.)  Then just watch your Aunt Polly make an oyster into 

a pearl!  (With firm, rapid steps, she exits, up center, to the left, taking her suitcase.) 
TOMMY:  (Amazed.)  Wow!  What a woman! 
 
Dick enters right, slowly.  He is a completely bedraggled-looking 
sight.  His cap sits sideways on his head, his hair stands out from  
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under it all around, his clothes are even more mussed and dirty than 
before, his hands are blackened.  He has scratches on his face— 
and most of all, his right eye is a nice purplish-black, obviously a 
scar of his victory. 
 
DICK:  (Entering.)  He—hello. 
HELEN:  Enter the conquering hero! 
DICK:  (Sadly.)  Has anybody got a piece of steak? 
TOMMY:  (Laughing.)  Boy, what a shiner! 
DICK:  (Grinning.)  You ought to see the rest of them! 
TOMMY:  (Smiling.)  It’s the first time I ever saw a knight in shining armor with a black 

eye! 
DICK:  (Embarrassed.)  Aw, it was my own fault. I should have dipped when I ducked. 
HELEN:  (Seriously.)  I think you did a very fine, brave thing, Dick. 
DICK:  (Lightly.)  Brave, nuthin’!  I just had to show those guys who’s boss around here, 

that’s all. 
HELEN:  Well, you run on out to the kitchen and tell Hattie I sent you.  She’ll fix it up for 

you. 
DICK:  (Crossing rapidly toward left.)  Oh, sure.  Thanks. 
HELEN:  (As he reaches the door, down left.)  But remember, hero or no hero—no cake 

unless she tells you you can have it. 
DICK:  (Grinning, and making an oval with his thumb and forefinger.)  Roger!  (He exits, 

down left.) 
TOMMY:  (Smiling.) What a boy! 
 
The telephone rings, down left. 
 
HELEN:  (Going toward the telephone stand.)  Now who can that be? 
TOMMY:  (Laughing.)  Why don’t you answer it and find out? 
  
Note: This telephone conversation may be typed and laid on the  
telephone stand so that it can be read if necessary. 
 
HELEN:  (Making a little face at him.)  All right, smarty!  (She picks up the receiver.)  

Hello.  (Pause.)  Yes, this is the Maxwell residence.  (Brief pause.)  This is Helen 
speaking.  (Pause.)  Who?  (Pause.)  Uncle Phineas!  Well, what in the world are you 
doing here?  I thought you were in South America with all your Indian friends!  
(Pause.)  Why, of course you can stay over night!  You’re always welcome!  (Pause.)  
Why, yes, your friend is welcome, too.  There are twin beds in the guest bedroom.  
(Pause. Amazed.)  Yes, there’s a nice dark closet in the room.  (Pause.)  Your friend 
will sleep in the closet?  But—But—(She pauses, her eyes becoming wide.)  He 
always sleeps in dark closets?  But Uncle Phineas. . .  (She pauses.  Doubtfully.)  All 
right, then.   We’ll expect you soon.  Goodbye.  (She turns toward Tommy, who is 
looking at her quizzically.)  That was Uncle Phineas. 

TOMMY:  The archeologist? 
HELEN:  (Blankly, almost automatically.)  Yes.  He’s just in the country for a day or two 

before returning to South America and he has a friend with him. 
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TOMMY:  To keep him company, I suppose. 
HELEN:  (Dumfounded.)  But—but he only wants one bed—for himself.  And then—and 

then he said he would like a nice dark closet for his friend, because his friend always 
sleeps in a dark closet! 

TOMMY:  (Puzzled.)  Say, that sounds awfully strange! 
HELEN:  (Rising, worried.)  Do you think he’s gone crazy? 
TOMMY:  (Thoughtfully.)  I don’t know—but those scientists are plenty screwy, some 

times! 
HELEN:  (Starting upstage.)  We’d better tell Aunt Polly.  She’ll know what to do!  
TOMMY:  (Going upstage with her.)  It’s too much for me! 
 
Dick enters, down left, holding a bunched-up towel over his right eye  
and a piece of cake in his left hand.  He sees Helen and Tommy just  
exiting. 
 
DICK:  (His mouth full of cake, mumbling.)  Say, I just. . .  
 
But Helen and Tommy do not see him, and they exit up center 
 through the archway, to the left.  Dick shrugs.  And then, there is a 
 loud crash of many pans and utensils falling off left, followed by the 
 angry voice of Hattie, shouting. 
 
HATTIE:  (Off left.)  Who cut up my new cake! Help!  Robbers!  Thieves!  (Dick looks 

about startled, and starts sneaking right, as the door down left opens with a rush, and 
Hattie enters, a huge meat cleaver in her hands.  She sees Dick)  So!  There you are, 
you—you robber!  Steal the cake from the hand that helps you, eh?  I’ll help you—
right into any early grave.  (She starts after Dick, waving the cleaver madly.  Dick 
ducks about the furniture, defensively.) 

DICK:  (Running around out of Hattie’s reach.)  But I’ve been in a fight, and I’m hungry! 
HATTIE:  (Breathing heavily and angrily.)  This fight you’ve had is like nothing you’ll get 

when I catch you. 
 
They continue ducking around, when Johnson, looking very stiff 
and formal, enters, up center.  He sees what is going on, and takes 
several paces into the room.  Then, very haughtily, he speaks. 
 
JOHNSON:  (Clapping his hands delicately.)  Here!  Here!  What is the meaning of this? 
HATTIE:  (To Dick, paying no attention to Johnson, still bent only on catching Dick.)  

That’s the second cake you’ve ruined for me today, and I’ll make you pay for it! 
JOHNSON:  (As they continue to duck around the stage, almost running into him.  He 

retains his formality, however.)  Stop it!  Stop it this instant!  Do you hear?  I Demand 
it!  After all, I am the head of the servants in this house! 

 
During this speech, Esther enters, down left.  She sees Johnson, at  
center, upstage. 
 
ESTHER:  (At the door, down left.)  Oh Johnny, I’ve been wanting to talk to you! 
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JOHNSON:  (Seeing Esther.  Startled, he walks right, very rapidly, his legs stiff.)  Now 
Esther, you mustn’t bother me! 

ESTHER:  (Walking after him, as he goes down right.)  But, Johnny! 
(Hattie is still chasing Dick, murder in her every action, he is 
 keeping just out of reach, Johnson, flustered, is striding right, Esther trotting after 
him.) 

HATTIE:  (Violently.)  An eye for and eye, and an ear for a piece of cake!  (She swings 
wildly at Dick, and Esther and Johnson are about to exit, right, Johnson well in the 
lead as there is a quick curtain. 
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