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Prologue 

Spot light goes up to reveal ELIZABETH sitting at her dressing table with her maid, MILDRED, 

clumsily brushing her hair.  ELIZABETH is trying to apply jewellery and make up.  She 

addresses the audience. 

 

ELIZABETH: I don’t want to talk about it.  It’s just... it’s just too distressing.  I enjoy the 

delights of high society as a young woman in her prime should.  And I am in my prime.  Just 

look at me.  Beautiful face, the most perfect body... 

 

MILDRED rolls her eyes as if she’s heard this many times before and brushes a little too hard. 

 

... Ouch!  Mildred, you clot, have a care!   

 

MILDRED: Beggin’ your pardon, milady. 

 

ELIZABETH: The parties, the balls!  I catch every man’s eye and heads turn wherever I go.  

I ask you, who would not care for a life like that?  (Sighs) I believe the problems began when 

my maid disappeared two weeks ago without so much as a by your leave.  That was the first 

warning that things were about to go horribly wrong for me.  It was an omen, that’s what it 

was.  Mildred, have you seen my pearl earrings? 

 

MILDRED looking a little awkward: No, milady. 

 

ELIZABETH:  But they were right here.... anyway, where was I?  Oh yes, my maid.  I 

imagine she allowed one of the delivery lads to have his wicked way with her in the pantry 

and disgraced herself.  I cannot think of any other reason why she could possibly want to 

leave my service.  I am, without a doubt, the best employer a servant could have.  Aren’t I, 

Mildred? 

 

MILDRED just gives the audience a look.  

 

ELIZABETH breezes on: As fate would have it, because it most certainly wasn’t luck, 

the day after my maid ran away Mildred arrived at the tradesman’s entrance looking for 

work.  Father thought she would suit me and now here I am, having my head pummelled by 

the most ham fisted servant I have ever had the misfortune to meet.   Mildred!  What are 

you doing up there?  I’ve seen better hair styles created with a pitchfork!  You’re giving me a 

headache.  For the love of God, leave me be and go fetch my green velvet dress.   

 

MILDRED starts to leave. 

 

And find my emerald earrings to go with it or there will be trouble! 

 

MILDRED frowns, fishes in her apron and produces the earrings, clearly torn about whether 

to hand them over or not.  She gives in and leaves them on the dressing table.  ELIZABETH 

hardly notices.  MILDRED exits. 
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ELIZABETH: And then, to make matters worse, there’s my father.  Mother says he only 

ever thinks of his family and what’s best for us.  I know he only ever thinks of his bank 

account and how best to divert money into it.   Ha!  The wily old coot doesn’t see me as a 

daughter but a means to lure more money into his estate.  I suppose I always knew the day 

would come.  I always knew that I couldn’t escape it.  But when the day did come and my 

fate was finally announced... 

 

Spot light behind ELIZABETH.  Enter CHARLES BENNETT – a rotund, rosy cheeked man with 

an overbearing countenance.  He is holding a glass of wine in one hand and a cigar in the 

other. 

 

CHARLES: Lizzy, my dear girl!  I have been speaking to your mother and we both agree it 

is high time you were married! 

 

Spot light fades off CHARLES.  ELIZABETH glares into the audience. 

 

ELIZABETH: What?  What is this?  A husband?  What would a young heiress such as 

myself want with a husband?   Why would I want to marry someone whose sole desire is to 

launch me into motherhood, whether I want it or no, and then spend the rest of his time at 

Madam Giselle’s brothel on Chadwick Street whilst gambling my inheritance away?   Well, 

let me tell you, I am having none of it.  Such designs on me will swiftly be nipped in the bud.  

Mildred!  Do not make me come looking for you, woman!  Where is that dress! 

 

Lights out. 

 


