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SWITCHING PRINCIPALS 

By PAT COOK 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(In Order of Appearance) 

# of lines 

ABIGAIL TROTTER ............ likeable vice principal in her 20s 119 
CONSTANCE THRUPP ...... pushy head of the school board 57 

in her mid-40s 
AMOS WOMPERS .............. amiable and helpful counselor, 71 

around 30 
JAKE HURLEY .................... not-too-bright security guard 107 
MYRON THRUPP ............... Constance’s mousy husband, 42 

about 40 
MADGE JUKE* ................... George’s wise-cracking sidekick 197 
GEORGE THURLOW ......... smooth talking con man, about 40 331 
DUTTON RILEY .................. overactive student 22 
MOM ................................... Abigail’s doting mother 6 
SUE YARNDELL ................. school board member, around 50 15 
EMMA CLONK .................... same as Sue, with an attitude 15 
JUNE HENKLESTON ......... another board member, around 40 11 
MRS. QUONSET ................ dry-witted cleaning woman 16 
JAY BLOUGH ..................... board member, into sports 16 
ONNA NILES ...................... another board member, loud 19 
PRINCIPAL DARLING ........ befuddled 40-year-old 51 
DONNA FLAGSTONE ........ superstitious lady in her late 30s 17 
TERRI LINTON ................... student, part of a committee 13 
CYNDI SOMERS ................ student on committee 12 
MARLA BURNS .................. student on committee 13 
JUDITH HIGHTOWER  ....... F.B.I. agent with a secret 28 

* MADGE can become CLYDE if a male actor is cast. 

 

For preview only



iii

SETTING

The reception area of the administrative offices at Marvin Gardens 
High School. The room, which is the secretary’s office, shows a 
once-proud establishment, now a bit tired and used. There are four 
practical doors with respective signs reading, “PRINCIPAL” (STAGE 
RIGHT), “VICE PRINCIPAL” (UPSTAGE RIGHT), “BOARD ROOM” 
(UPSTAGE LEFT) and “EXIT” (STAGE LEFT), which lead to the 
room implied by each sign. The STAGE LEFT door leads to the rest 
of the school and outside. A secretary’s desk sits STAGE RIGHT and 
faces the rest of the room. This desk has an accompanying chair 
and wastebasket. On top of the desk rest a telephone, lamp and 
other secretarial accoutrements. A large sofa, old but comfortable, 
rests near the CENTER of the room, flanked by two end tables. 
There are filing cabinets on the UPSTAGE wall between the VICE 
PRINCIPAL’S office and the BOARD ROOM. 
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SwItChINg PRINCIPALS
ACT ONE

Scene One
AT RISE: ABIGAIL stands near the desk, talking with CONSTANCE, 
who sits on the couch, and AMOS, who stands near the couch.
AbIgAIL:  We’re stretching our budget until it can’t give any more, 

Mrs. Thrupp. If that school bond had gone through—
CONStANCE:  This school has got to get by on what funds have 

already been designated as such, given its fiscal year and 
spending policies therein. Pay attention, Mr. Wompers!

AMOS:  Oh, I do, Mrs. Thrupp, I do. And I can usually follow you up 
to a point. But then… you just keep going.

CONStANCE:  (Jumps up.) And just what does that mean?
AbIgAIL:  He didn’t mean anything by that, I’m sure. (Glares at 

AMOS.)
AMOS:  (Gets the hint.) Oh, yes! I mean no! Which works here?
JAkE:  (ENTERS LEFT.) Everything all right in here?
CONStANCE:  You’re interrupting us.
JAkE:  Oh, I wouldn’t want to do that.
AbIgAIL:  Have you found out anything about that missing lab 

equipment yet?
JAkE:  I got some leads, and I’m following them up.
CONStANCE:  (Long-suffering.) We’ll call you if we need you. And 

you can bring the dragnet.
JAkE:  (Brightly.) I have one, you know.
CONStANCE:  (After a pause.) Wonderful.
JAkE:  Roger Wilco. (Gives a “thumbs up” signal and EXITS LEFT.)
AMOS:  Now. You were about to give your “head of the school 

board” speech?
CONStANCE:  Of course. As head of the school board, I am here 

to make the new principal welcome when he arrives. (Turns to 
AMOS.) And what, may I ask, are you doing here, anyway?

AMOS:  As a guidance counselor, I thought I’d be here to meet him 
as well.

AbIgAIL:  (Looks at her watch.) Where can he be?
CONStANCE:  (Moves to ABIGAIL.) He came highly recommended. 

Donna Flagstone hired the man personally, but since she’s out of 
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town, I am here to make sure he gets everything he needs. And 
when he does finally arrive, I want to make sure he knows the 
rules and follows them to the letter.

AbIgAIL:  (Indicates the STAGE RIGHT door.) He has a rulebook on 
his desk in his office. I placed one there personally. I also left him 
a fresh pot of coffee, fresh flowers and even opened the windows 
to air out his office.

CONStANCE:  As is your duty.
AbIgAIL:  Mrs. Thrupp, as the vice principal, my duties do not— 

(AMOS clears his throat.) preclude my making the new principal 
feel most welcome. (CONSTANCE is about to speak but just then 
MYRON looks IN LEFT, sheepishly.)

MyRON:  Constance?
AbIgAIL/AMOS:  Hello, Myron.
MyRON:  (Brightens.) Hello.
CONStANCE:  (Moves to MYRON.) Myron, I thought I told you to 

wait in the car.
MyRON:  But I got cold.
CONStANCE:  Oh, very well. (Looks at the OTHERS.) We are going 

down to the cafeteria to have a cup of coffee. You can page me 
there. 

AMOS:  Yes, your grace.
CONStANCE:  What?
AbIgAIL:  I’ll page you!
MyRON:  Nice to see you all. I never have time to visit because–
CONStANCE:  (Cuts him off.) Let’s go!
MyRON:  Yes, Poopsie.
AbIgAIL/AMOS:  Bye, Myron. (CONSTANCE shoves him OUT and 

EXITS LEFT after him.)
AMOS:  How much does it cost to hire a hit man?
AbIgAIL:  Don’t start. (Looks again at her watch.) Where is Mr. 

Darling, anyway?
AMOS:  Can you imagine? Going through life with a last name of 

“Darling”?
AbIgAIL:  Why are you here, Amos?
AMOS:  (Moves to ABIGAIL.) Oh, don’t you know? We guidance 

counselors are like psychiatrists or bartenders. We listen to all 
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sorts of problems. Like, say, if someone was passed over for a 
job. 

AbIgAIL:  I don’t know what you’re talking about.
AMOS:  You’ve done a good job as vice principal here for a long 

time. Then, when the board passes over you to be the new 
principal—

AbIgAIL:  They chose a new man, they… they must’ve had their 
reasons.

AMOS:  (Salutes her.) Ours is not to reason why, ours is but to do 
and die. 

AbIgAIL:  (Moves LEFT.) I’m going up to the front desk. Maybe 
he’s up there.

AMOS:  (Also moves to the door.)  I guess I need to get back to my 
office. I’m sure there’s some bleary-eyed student waiting there 
for me and wondering whether he should be a brain surgeon or a 
rock star. Call me when the guest of honor arrives.

AbIgAIL:  I’ll put out an all-points bulletin.
AMOS:  Yes, sir! (Salutes again.)
AbIgAIL:  Will you go?! (AMOS smiles and EXITS LEFT, followed 

by ABIGAIL. After a brief pause, MADGE looks in through the 
principal’s door, RIGHT. She looks around.)

MAdgE:  Coast is clear. (She and GEORGE ENTER and “size up 
the place.” MADGE carries a satchel.)

gEORgE:  Don’t act so suspiciously, Madge. Nothing makes people 
watch you more than looking around to see if people are watching 
you.

MAdgE:  Sorry, George. Something about running from the cops 
that makes me forget my manners. (Drops the satchel on the 
desk.) 

gEORgE:  (Sits in the desk chair, puts his hands behind his head 
and leans back.) Ah, this is more like it.

MAdgE:  Make yourself at home, why dont’cha? We’ve been 
passing around phony stocks all morning to some company that 
doesn’t exist—

gEORgE:  We don’t know that for sure. We bought those in good 
faith.

MAdgE:  Good faith? We bought those at a yard sale! And here 
you’re sitting up like the governor.
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gEORgE:  If anybody comes in, we’ll tell them we’re the health 
inspectors or visiting from another school. You still have those 
business cards, don’t you?

MAdgE:  (Pulls out some business cards.) Don’t I always? Which 
one does you want to use? (Looks at the cards.) We could be 
building inspectors, Tupperware salesmen, I.R.S. auditors, horse 
doctors… (Looks fondly at the last card.) …and, my all-time 
favorite, Committee to Re-elect, and we never say who or what 
for who or what. Politics is so easy to run a con with.

gEORgE:  True, Madge, true. If we had a bit more ambition, we 
could be senators,

MAdgE:  Hey! I have some ethics, you know.
gEORgE:  We’ll get by. We’ll do fine, you’ll see. We can hide out 

here until everything has died down.
MAdgE:  (Moves to the desk.) Need I remind you we just ran away 

from a car wreck?
gEORgE:  (Sits up.) Which you caused. Here I was, taking a gentle 

siesta, and next thing I know we’re banging fenders in the middle 
of town.

MAdgE:  I was checking out a bank, and next thing I know, we 
rammed this Buick!

gEORgE:  That was a Buick?
MAdgE:  A late model blue Buick. Beautiful car, too. Well, it was.
gEORgE:  Hope that fellow wasn’t injured in any way.
MAdgE:  Yeah, well, with us carrying all those phony stocks and 

those warrants out for our arrest, I wasn’t gonna hang around for 
the boys in blue.

gEORgE:  (Rises and looks around.) We try to get away for our 
one vacation a year, dropping in to see our old friend, Doc, and 
this happens. 

MAdgE:  We can call Doc later. (Shivers.) This place gives me the 
creeps.

gEORgE:  (Looks around.) Madge, the fates are on our side. Here 
we’re hoofing it to get out of the limelight, and suddenly there 
was this open window, beckoning us to enter. And being in an 
institution of higher learning is a step up for us.

MAdgE:  (Indicates the window.) Yeah, more than just a step up. 
It was quite a climb! But don’t get too cuddly and cozy. We need 
to get wheels outta here!
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gEORgE:  Will you relax for two minutes?  You worry too much. 
(Unseen by GEORGE, JAKE ENTERS LEFT.) Do you have any 
idea what the odds are on someone walking in on us the very 
minute we arrive?

MAdgE:  (Sees JAKE.) You mean like, oh, say, a security guard 
with a curious expression on his face?

gEORgE:  Now, where else would he have a curious expression?
JAkE:  How about right here?
gEORgE:  (Jumps and wheels around.) Yee-haw! 
JAkE:  Who are you, and what’re you doing in here?
gEORgE:  Who are we?! (Tries to laugh it off and looks at MADGE.) 

Who are we? 
MAdgE:  Don’t explain it to me. I didn’t ask.
JAkE:  Okay, now, don’t nobody move.
gEORgE:  Now, now, sir, that’s improper. 
JAkE:  Oh, I wouldn’t—what?
gEORgE:  The correct grammar is “Don’t anybody move.”
JAkE:  Huh?
gEORgE:  You said, “Don’t nobody move.” We are here to mold 

young minds, remember.
JAkE:  I—
gEORgE:  And you can’t mold if you don’t mind.
JAkE:  But I don’t mold.
MAdgE:  I don’t mind.
gEORgE:  And here you are, a bastion of law and enforcement.
JAkE:  (Eyes narrow.) What’d you call me?
gEORgE:  (Turns to MADGE.) Take a letter.
MAdgE:  Shoot! (Grabs a pen and paper from the desk.) Ready 

when you are.
gEORgE:  To whom it may concern. We must impress upon all 

our employees the need for proper discipline and decorum. And 
here, upon my arrival, I find that our security guard, by the name 
of— (Looks at JAKE.)

JAkE:  (Thinks a minute.) Uhhhh… Jake.
gEORgE:  You sure?
JAkE:  Yeah.
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gEORgE:  (Back to MADGE.) —name of Jake enters unannounced 
and fails to use the King’s English.

JAkE:  Hey, this is America! We ain’t got no king.
gEORgE:  You ain’t got no English, either. Now, stand up straight! 

(JAKE follows orders.) Chest out! (JAKE throws out his chest.) 
Chin up! (JAKE raises his head.) Both of them! (JAKE raises his 
head higher.) Suck in that stomach.

JAkE:  (Gasps.) It is in!
gEORgE:  Now, go out and come in again.
JAkE:  What?
gEORgE:  Go out, and this time, knock before you enter.
JAkE:  Yes sir! (Moves LEFT. As soon as he turns, GEORGE and 

MADGE begin tiptoeing RIGHT. JAKE catches himself.) Hey! Wait 
a minute! (Wheels around.) Now, you two, wait right there!

gEORgE:  Where?
JAkE:  (Grabs them both.) I think it would be a good idea if we all 

go down to my office, and I’m going to get some answers, you 
get me?

gEORgE:  Now, sir, I can explain if you’ll just give me a chance— 
(JAKE ushers GEORGE and MADGE LEFT. Just then, ABIGAIL 
ENTERS.)

AbIgAIL:  What’s going on here?
JAkE:  Miss Trotter, I’m glad you got here. I caught these two 

peculiar characters sneaking around.
AbIgAIL:  In here?
gEORgE:  I resent that. I am not peculiar.
MAdgE:  And I wasn’t sneaking. (Slaps JAKE’S arm.) So, that’s 

two on you!
AbIgAIL:  (To GEORGE.) Oh, no! I am so sorry, sir! 
gEORgE:  What? Oh! That’s quite all right.
AbIgAIL:  Will you let go of them?
JAkE:  But I caught them in this office, and they—
AbIgAIL:  They were expected! (Pulls JAKE’S arms off GEORGE 

and MADGE.) I am terribly sorry. You must be the new principal.
MAdgE:  She knows you.
gEORgE:  So it would seem. (Brushes his jacket off.)

For preview onlyFor preview only



7

AbIgAIL:  I hope you’re not hurt in any way, Principal Darling.
MAdgE:  She knows you real good. (ABIGAIL goes to the desk and 

dials the phone.)
JAkE:  Him?! He’s the new principal?
gEORgE:  Why are you so surprised?
JAkE:  Then why didn’t you say nothing?
MAdgE:  That’s all we’ve been saying! Nothing!
JAkE:  Huh?
gEORgE:  Hey, it’s my first day. (Pats JAKE on the shoulder.) 
AbIgAIL:  (Into the phone.) Doris, will you page Mrs. Thrupp in the 

cafeteria and tell her Principal Darling has arrived? Thank you. 
(Hangs up the phone.)

MAdgE:  (Aside.) Your name is Darling?
AbIgAIL:  (Moves to the GEORGE and MADGE.) Mrs. Thrupp will 

be here shortly. I’d better prepare you. 
JAkE:  (Eyeing GEORGE.) I think I’ll hang around for a bit, if you 

don’t mind.
AbIgAIL:  I thought you were trying to find that missing lab 

equipment?
JAkE:  I got it on my list. (To GEORGE and MADGE.) I got you on 

my list, too.
MAdgE:  Why? We’re not missing.
AbIgAIL:  Did Mrs. Flagstone warn you about Mrs. Thrupp?
gEORgE:  I haven’t heard a word. (MADGE pulls on his sleeve.) 

Oh, allow me to introduce my… my secretary.
AbIgAIL:  You’re a stenographer?
MAdgE:  Well, if the wind is just right.
gEORgE:  She’s been with me for years. My girl Friday. Her name 

is Madge. She can do 80 words a minute.
MAdgE:  (Hand out.) Even more if I get mad.
AbIgAIL:  (Shakes MADGE’S hand.) Pleased to meet you. I’m 

Abigail Trotter, the vice principal.
gEORgE:  Charmed. I know we’ll get along famously. Now, what 

were you saying about this Mrs. Thrupp?
AbIgAIL:  She’ll be watching your every move—a real stickler for 

regulations.
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JAkE:  You make that sound bad.
gEORgE:  (Corrects him.) “You make that sound badly.” 
MAdgE:  (To JAKE.) Are you still here?
AbIgAIL:  She’s head of the school board, and she runs this school.
gEORgE:  I shall be on my best behavior. I’m noted for that.
MAdgE:  That’s how we got out of the last place—good behavior. 
gEORgE:  She means we always place manners above everything 

else. (Takes ABIGAIL’S hand.) Good manners always go hand 
in hand with civility. And that is always the start of any good 
relationship.

AbIgAIL:  (Looks into GEORGE’S eyes for a moment. Sighs.) Ah.
gEORgE:  (Sighs.) Ah.
MAdgE:  Ah! (Puts her head on JAKE’S shoulder.)
JAkE:  Stop that! (Nudges MADGE off his shoulder.)
AbIgAIL:  (Catches herself.) Yes! Yes, of course. I couldn’t agree 

more!
AMOS: (ENTERS LEFT with DUTTON.) I have a real problem for 

you, Miss Trotter.
AbIgAIL:  Oh, Amos. You’re just in time. Amos Wompers, this is 

Principal Darling.
gEORgE:  (Extends his hand.) How do you do?
AMOS:  Pleased to meet you. (Shakes GEORGE’S hand.) And this 

is one of your students, Dutton Riley.
gEORgE:  And this is my secretary, Madge.
AMOS:  (Shakes MADGE’S hand.) Amos Wompers. And this is 

Dutton Riley.
MAdgE:  Hello. (Indicates JAKE.) And this is Attila the Hun.
JAkE:  (Extends his hand.) Hello.
AMOS:  (Smiles.) Hi, Hun. (Shakes JAKE’S hand.)
JAkE:  (Catches on.) Wait a minute! (Pulls his hand back.)
AbIgAIL:  Dutton, what have you been up to now?
duttON:  Well, that depends upon your point of view. I see it as 

my inquisitive mind, thirsting for knowledge.
AMOS:  And I see it as Mrs. Pomeroy sending him to me because 

he keeps disrupting her class.
duttON:  She doesn’t like me.
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AbIgAIL:  (Looks at GEORGE.) Sounds like a problem for our new 
principal. (ALL turn to GEORGE.)

MAdgE:  You’re on.
gEORgE:  Uh-huh! (Moves to DUTTON.) Dutton, maybe you’d 

better tell me your side of the story.
duttON:  I don’t know why this is such a big deal. I was just making 

a point about our out-dated science equipment. (GEORGE leans 
into him and eyes him.) I just need better stuff for an experiment 
I was working on.

gEORgE:  I think we can clear this up in a hurry. 
CONStANCE:  (ENTERS LEFT.) Okay, where is he?
AMOS:  So much for clearing it up.
AbIgAIL:  So much for doing it in a hurry.
CONStANCE:  I was just sitting down for a nice cup of coffee when 

I got my page.
gEORgE:  (Extends his hand.) Well, maybe you should see the 

whole book.
CONStANCE:  You? You’re the new principal?
JAkE:  (To ABIGAIL.) See, it’s not just me.
CONStANCE:  You certainly don’t dress like a principal.
gEORgE:  Now, now, you should know you cannot judge a book by 

its cover, an intelligent woman such as yourself.
CONStANCE:  (Visibly pleased.) Oh. Well, of course. (Takes his 

hand.) I’m Constance Thrupp.
gEORgE:  Charmed. (Kisses her hand.) 
CONStANCE:  Oooh! (Giggles.)
AMOS:  (To ABIGAIL.) Did she just giggle, or have the pipes backed 

up again?
duttON:  Can I go back to class now?
AbIgAIL:  You’ll get your turn.
duttON:  He’s going to kiss my hand?
gEORgE:  I always kiss the hand of educators, woo the muse of 

higher learning and become the champion of all that elevates us 
to that Mount Olympus of the literati.

MAdgE:  (After a slight pause.) Don’t he talk good, though?
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CONStANCE:  Well, just as long as you can put some order back 
into this slap-dash administration.

gEORgE:  I beg your pardon?
AbIgAIL:  (Hurt.) That was aimed at me.
CONStANCE:  Now, now, let’s not get into personalities here. I just 

meant—
AbIgAIL:  We all know what you meant! I… I’m sorry. (Turns away. 

GEORGE watches her.)
CONStANCE:  Now you see what you’re up against. We need to get 

down to business, get this school back on its feet and… (Notices 
GEORGE isn’t paying attention to her.) Mr. Darling?

gEORgE:  Hmm?  (Looks back at her.) Oh, I heard every word. But 
I must point out that these people I have met so far have been 
doing a remarkable job.

CONStANCE:  I’d like to hear just how you arrived at that 
conclusion.

gEORgE:  (Puts an arm around JAKE.) Well, your security guard 
here is diligent and on his toes.

JAkE:  I am? (Catches himself.) I mean, of course I am!
gEORgE:  (Indicates AMOS.) Why, these two have found that 

missing lab equipment.
AMOS:  Me? And Jake?  We did?
duttON:  (Edges LEFT.) I think I left something on the stove.
gEORgE:  Now, hold it there, young man. You were using that 

equipment, weren’t you?
AMOS:  Dutton?
gEORgE:  (Moves to DUTTON.) And being the inquisitive student, 

wanting to follow up, he took some of it home with him. Isn’t that 
right, son?

duttON:  I… I… (ALL look at him.) I just borrowed it! I had no idea 
it would cause such a problem. Then when I found out—

gEORgE:  You clammed up. 
duttON:  I clammed up.
gEORgE: (Moves to CONSTANCE.) Case closed. And your own 

people did that.
CONStANCE:  I… (Looks at the OTHERS.) So it would seem. 

(Thinks.)
JAkE:  Okay, Dutton, you better come with me.
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gEORgE:  Now, now, Jake, no need for that. The lad will return 
the equipment, and I believe we can all see it was just a 
misunderstanding.

duttON:  Yeah! What he said! (The PHONE RINGS. Nobody 
moves.)

AbIgAIL:  Shouldn’t your secretary get that?
gEORgE:  Of course. (For a moment, MADGE doesn’t catch it. ALL 

look at her.)
MAdgE:  (Finally.) I’ll get it. (Moves to the desk and picks up the 

receiver.)
CONStANCE:  I can see you are a man of action, sir. At our board 

meeting this afternoon, you can meet the other members and go 
over your plans for your new administration.

MAdgE:  (Into the phone.) Hello. Principal’s office.
gEORgE:  I shall look forward to that.
CONStANCE:  I can’t wait to see all your new ideas and programs 

to revitalize our system.
gEORgE:  I look forward to that, too.
MyRON:  (Looks IN LEFT.) Sugar beet? 
CONStANCE:  What is it now, Myron?
MyRON:  I’m tired of blowing on your coffee.
CONStANCE:  I’m coming. (Moves to the door. To GEORGE.) ’Til 

then?
gEORgE:  Ta-ta. (CONSTANCE and MYRON EXIT LEFT.)
AMOS:  Let’s go, Dutton. I’ll talk to Mrs. Pomeroy.
duttON:  Watch her. She’s got a mean right hook. (They EXIT 

LEFT.)
JAkE:  I guess you’re on the up and up. (To ABIGAIL.) You know 

where to find me. (EXITS LEFT.)
AbIgAIL:  If you have any questions, my door is always open.
gEORgE:  I hope we can work closely together.
AbIgAIL:  I don’t know if I can be of any help. No one seems to 

think I’ve been doing my job and… (Gets choked up.) excuse me. 
(EXITS UP RIGHT.)

gEORgE:  Poor kid. Somebody needs to help her. A little confidence, 
that’s all she needs. (Thinks.) I wonder…  
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MAdgE:  (Hangs up the phone.) Wait a minute! Are you thinking 
what I think you’re thinking?! (Moves to GEORGE.)

gEORgE:  What’m I thinking? 
MAdgE:  That we’re gonna hide out here, and you can help that 

lady?
gEORgE:  Madge, what a great idea! (Shakes MADGE’S hand 

vigorously.)
MAdgE:  (Pulls her hand away.) Don’t con me, I’m with the band, 

remember?
gEORgE:  Madge, this is the perfect place.
MAdgE:  Are you out of your mind?! I won’t listen to this! (Puts both 

hands over his ears.) La la la la la la la…
gEORgE:  Only until we can help out that Abigail person. Madge, 

listen to me! (Pulls MADGE’S hands away from her ears.) Just a 
little while, that’s all I’m asking. All we need is a little time.

MAdgE:  Well, for what it’s worth, we have it. Just a little.
gEORgE:  How come?
MAdgE:  (Indicates the phone.) That was the real Principal Darling. 

He just called.
gEORgE:  We gotta stall him! Is he on his way over?
MAdgE:  Not for about a day. He’s in the hospital.
gEORgE:  What?
MAdgE:  He ain’t hurt, just being held overnight for some tests.
gEORgE:  The hospital? How come?
MAdgE:  Put it this way. He drives a late model blue Buick… (Looks 

at GEORGE.) Principal Darling. (GEORGE smiles as the LIGHTS 
DIM OUT.)

End of Scene One

ACT ONE
Scene Two

LIGHTS UP:  It is now afternoon. MADGE is leaning back in the 
chair, looking at a racing form and talking on the phone.
MAdgE:  Okay, Harry, give me the odds on number four. In the fifth 

race? Right. What do you mean he’s scratched?  A lot of horses 
are near-sighted. Give him a pair of glasses!

End of Script SampleFor preview only
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PROduCtION NOtES

PROPERTIES

ONSTAGE: telephone, lamp (on desk); pen, paper, notepad, whistle 
(in desk).

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene One: Satchel, business cards 
(MADGE).

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Two:  Racing form (MADGE); 
trash can, stock certificate (QUONSET); book (thrown on from 
OFFSTAGE).

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Three:  newspaper, lottery ticket 
(MADGE); clipboard (ABIGAIL).

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO:  Plastic notepad and pen, satchel 
containing budget ledger (JAKE); wrist watch (MADGE); auction 
tickets (TERRI); wallet with badge, leather notepad and pen 
(JUDITH); wallet (MYRON); wallet (DARLING).

SOUND EFFECTS

Telephone ringing, loud offstage crashes (each can be live or taped).

For preview onlyFor preview only



We hope you’ve enjoyed    
this script sample. 
We encourage you to read the entire script before making 
your final decision.

You may order a paper preview copy or gain instant 
access to the complete script online through our E-view 
program. We invite you to learn more and create an 
account at www.pioneerdrama.com/E-view.

Thank you for your interest in our plays and musicals. If you’d 
like advice on other plays or musicals to read, our customer 
service representatives are happy to assist you when you call 
800.333.7262 during normal business hours.

www.pioneerdrama.com

800.333.7262
Outside of North America 303.779.4035 
Fax 303.779.4315

PO Box 4267
Englewood, CO  80155-4267
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