
LADY DOROTHY is being too-too gracious to everyone.  She asks everyone to forgive the “rougher” 
elements there.  She is quite British, except for a twang that sometimes creeps into her voice.  She’ll be at 
a loss when asked about her British life and late husband and her answers will be halting and vague.  (And 
many will ask - LUCRETIA told them to.)  She’ll refer to her late husband, Lord Basil Knolls, but then 
immediately stop - it’s too painful to talk about him.  She is, of course, convinced that she will win the 
Award.  After all, romance novels are intrinsically British and she’s the only British author in contention.  
She also introduces DENIS to everyone.  He’s her dear, darling son - but don’t cash any checks for him.  
And she reminds him that they won’t have time to shop this trip.  She doesn’t always notice, at first, when 
he slips away - usually to “hit on” some “chicks.”  When she does notice, she goes into action, soliciting 
the aid of audience members.  This includes calling loudly for him, etc.  
DENIS obviously worships his mother.  That doesn’t, however, prevent him from displaying the playboy 
characteristics that have gotten him in trouble.  He tries to make dates with a number of women, married 
and not.  He also tries to get people to cash his check.  He tells LUCRETIA that she’s a rotten author and 
that ALL her books are trash, compared to his mother’s.  She finds this hilarious - ALL her books?  Isn’t 
at least ONE of them worthy?   DENIS is especially sure that his mother will  be given the Award - when 
he hears about the $50,000 cash prize. 

SCENE TWO - THE PLAY 
PLEASE NOTE: The staging described within the script is what we used at our original production and 
locale. 

The audience enters and is seated.  There are five seats, audience  left, with “Reserved” signs.  These are 
for MAUDE, MAYNARD, MITZI, MARTHA (who will, nonetheless go onstage with EDITH), and 
DENIS (who will try to sit next to MITZI.).  There will be steps leading onstage, also audience left.  
 JANE will take up her “post” against the wall, far stage left.    Stage right are six chairs for LUCRETIA, 
PRISCILLA, VERONICA, CHET, EDITH AND DOROTHY.  The curtain will be open in the center, for 
entrances and exits.  The center stage area and stage right will be used for the readings and specialty acts.  
Pre-show music is heard.  JANE comes onstage and takes her position.  MAUDE will enter from the 
center split, after we see her fumbling behind the curtain, looking for the opening.  Lights down, she is hit 
by a single spot.   

MAUDE:(emerging and then being taken aback, for a second to find herself onstage in the spot) Ooooh. .  
. oh, dear.  Um, hello. . .(She remembers where she is.)  OH.  Good evening and welcome, ladies and 
gentlemen, to the Loveknot Awards, sponsored tonight Heartthrob Books and FARN.  That is -  Fans of 
Romance Novels.  I am Maude Petry, the President of FARN, and I am just trembling with excitement.  I 
am.  I am simply all a-twitter.  But you’re not here to see me, are you?  Let me bring out our nominated 
authors.  Mr. Chet Farquirk, who, of course, writes as Alyssa Wentworth.  (CHET enters, salutes the 
audience, sits in the chair far stage right.)  Lady Dorothy Knolls of Wynchley.  (LADY DOROTHY enters, 
nodding and doing the “royal wave”.  She starts to sit next to CHET but then carefully moves one seat 
away.)  The Emberly Sisters, Priscilla and Veronica, who have both told me to call them Prissy and 
Ronnie.  I just may die.  (The EMBERLY sisters enter, and give identical little waves to the audience. They 
sit to LADY DOROTHY’s left.)  The versatile and just ever-changing Lucretia Dewitt.  (LUCRETIA makes a 
very grand audience, bowing and blowing kisses, even after the applause has died.  She sits in the 
furthest stage left chair.)  And, finally, our child prodigy romance writer, the very sweet and young, Edith 
Crumpowski.  (MARTHA enters, gives the audience a wave and then goes and sits next to CHET.  
MAUDE is flummoxed to see her.)   Uh, oh dear.  This is Edith’s mother, Martha.  Where is the precious 
Ivana, Mrs. Crumpowski.   

MARTHA: She’ll be along.  (she yells) EDITH!  Get out here.   



(EDITH enters shyly and MAUDE gives her an encouraging hug.)  She goes to where MARTHA is sitting 
and obviously tries to explain that the chair is for her.  But MARTHA just as obviously shows her intention 
of staying on the stage.  Finally, EDITH concedes and stands behind her.   

MAUDE: And, finally, the man who makes it all possible.  The Editor-in-Chief at Heartthrob Books - Mr. 
Benton Fish!!  (BENTON enters through the split in the curtain).  Oh, thank you so much, Mr. Fish, for 
choosing our little town for this prestigious ceremony.  Now let’s see.  Is everyone here?  I am just 
speechless in the company of these wonderful, talented authors.  I really am just speechless. Speechless. 

CHET: Why doncha prove it, honey, and move it along. 

LADY DOROTHY: Oh, really, Chet, do hush up. 

BENTON: Hah, hah.  Our Chet is such a kidder.  Thank you, Mrs. Petrie, for organizing our awards 
ceremony.  It’s really good to be here in _________ 

MAUDE:(Immediately lost in her reverie).  I was fifteen when I read my first romance novel.  It was called 
Wings of Passion by Alethea Fullgood and it was all about this beautiful and spirited young heiress, 
Sydney, who was escaping from her sardonic brother -in-law, the dark and brooding Lord Darcy. . . 

PRISCILLA: I read that one too.  Very. . .passionate. 

VERONICA: Yes, a little too passionate to our liking. 

LUCRETIA: Hey, I thought this was supposed to be about our books. .  

BENTON: Yes, our books.   Heartthrob books.  And we are happy to. .  

MAUDE:(Interrupting him.)  Oh, goodness, you are right.  I am sorry, but you see, you have no idea how 
much your books mean to me.  Everything- that’s what they mean to me. I just live through the adventures 
of Malva, and Chartreuse, and  Sierra, and Lancome.    Oh, and Miss Crumpowski, I adore the Dijon 
books. 

MARTHA: Thank you. 

CHET: I always thought Dijon was a mustard.  You named your chick after a mustard?  Who was the 
hero?  Ketchup?  After he ravished her did she get pregnant with little Pickles?  Ha-ha.  Where do you 
guys come up with some of that crap?  Dijon.  Geez. 



BENTON: Now, Chet, heh-heh.  Let’s not get started, okay?  That Chet.  A kidder.  A real kidder. 

EDITH: (Indignantly) Mr. Farquirk!  Dijon is a section of France.  My Dijon was born in that area and, 
although she is actually the daughter of French nobility, she was kidnaped at birth by the evil Count Le 
Mans and brought up as a peasant. .  

CHET: Geez, I’m sorry I asked.   

MAUDE: Anyway, tonight we will honor each of you and hear selected readings from the nominated  
books before the winner of the Loveknot is announced.    (BENTON clears his throat.)   Oh, dearie me.  I 
guess I was doing your. . .   

BENTON: Thank you again, Mrs. Petrie.  I can take it from here.  (Pause) Really.  Thank you.  (He is 
obviously waiting for her to exit.  She doesn’t.  He may give her a little gesture indicating “offstage”.) 

MAUDE: (Starting to exit, then turning back.) Oh, I forgot.  In honor of your appearance here tonight, Mr. 
Fish, and all of your wonderful writers, we’ve got some wonderful  entertainment that we’ll kind of 
“sprinkle” throughout the evening. 

BENTON:   Sprinkle?  Oh, that’ll be nice, Mrs. Petrie.  We’re looking forward to it.  But now, if I may, I’d 
like to . .  

MAUDE: Oh, yes, of course, you must!  And, Mr. Fish, you just call me Maude.  Everybody does.  I’ll just 
go down there and sit and when it’s time for my acts I’ll just give a yoo-hoo, okay?  Right there..  I’ll be 
right there with Lucretia’s husband, Mr. Glick and . . . well, um. . . I’ll be right down there. 

BENTON: Thank you again, Mrs. Petrie.  

MAUDE: Tsk, tsk, tsk. 

BENTON: Sorry...Maude.   

CHET: If ya don’t mind, Maudie, could ya sit with my Mitzi?   Lady Dorothy’s kid is hangin’ on her like Dijon 
on a hot dog. 

LADY DOROTHY:  If you are intimating, Mr. Farquirk, that my son, Denis, is propositioning your little 
“friend” I will have you know that he is a gentleman and a product of the very best public schools in Britain 
and (she looks into audience.)  Denis!!  Stop that!  You don’t know where she’s been. 

CHET: She’s been with me, Lady Doo-Doo.    

LADY DOROTHY: Oh, like that’s supposed to make me feel better.  Denis, I mean it.  Hands to yourself!  
This minute! 

BENTON: (clearing his throat) Please!!  May we begin.  The first Loveknot nominee is Lady Dorothy Knolls 
of Wynchley.  Lady Dorothy’s books have always been on the top ten lists of every fan of the romance 
novel.  Books, such as Mistress of Canary Manor,Love’s Forgotten Passion, and Lord of the Marsh have 
made her a household name. 

LUCRETIA: Particularly in Arkansas.  HA! 



VERONICA: Oh, do be quiet, Lucretia.   

BENTON: (looking at her before continuing.) But at Heartthrob Books, we think her latest book may be her 
very best.  Lady Dorothy, would you tell us a little bit about how you came to write The Yancys of 
Yorkshire? 

LADY DOROTHY: I’d be happy to.  But, first, may I tell all of you Yanks - that’s what we call you - Yanks  
well, it is just positively jolly to be here?  The people in the States have always been so very welcoming.  
Now, about “Yancy” - actually, the inspiration for that story came about in a most interesting way.  I was 
on the train with my son, Denis - the next Lord Knolls of Wynchley (she gives him a little wave.) - on 
holiday - or “the hols” as we call them .  The weather was beastly - cold, rainy and foggy - thank God we’d 
remembered the bumbershoot, ha-ha.  I happened to look out the window as we crossed the moors and 
there, high on a bluff, I saw the most remarkable thing - a magnificent ruin of a home.  Now that alone is 
not peculiar - England is absolutely riddled with ruined manor houses.  But parked outside this burnt shell 
was a late model Bentley.  “How queer,” I thought, “What would bring someone - especially someone of 
obvious substance - to a wreck of a house - on such a day?”  And I decided only one thing - 
remembrance.  Remembrance of a lost love.  And from there “Yancy” was born. 
   
EDITH: It’s a wonderful book, Lady Dorothy.  I wept when I read it. 

PRISCILLA: So did I.  So romantic.  Without descending to sleaze. 

VERONICA: We hate sleaze. 

PRISCILLA: That’s right.  Hate it.  HATEITHATEITHATEIT!!! 

BENTON:(Interrupting her tirade against “sleaze.”  And at Heartthrob books we’ve taken a strong stand 
against sleaze.  We sell love, and romance and. . . 

CHET: Oh, yeah, me too.  I hate sleaze.   Sleaze makes me wanna upchuck, y’know. 

LUCRETIA: It’s a nice effort, Lady Do. (Pronounced “doe”.)  It won’t win the Loveknot, HA - but it’s ain’t a 
bad book. 

LADY DOROTHY: (losing the British accent in favor of a “twang” - she’s furious.)  What the heck you 
mean it ain’t a bad book?   Why, you no talent. . .(a shouting match ensues.) 

BENTON: Ladies!  Ladies!  Ladies!!  Remember - you’re all in the Heartthrob family and. . .(He gets out 
his handkerchief. . .he knows he’s starting to lose control of the situation.) 

LUCRETIA: Oh, dear, Lady “Do” - what would Dr. Ramon say?  You’d better schedule a nice, long session 
on the couch with him, HA! 

MARTHA: A nice, session on the couch.  OOOh, sounds  like my high school years. 

LADY DOROTHY: How’d you like a nice long session with my fist, Lucretia!  (Notices audience suddenly.)  
Oh, dear, I am sorry.  I forget how dear Lucretia loves to tease.  Another  little American custom.  Teasing.  
Do go on, Mr. Fish. 



BENTON:  I’m trying, I’m trying.  Here to read a selection from the latest Lady Dorothy Knolls novel, 
written under her pen name, Portia St. Regis, is . . .is who, Mrs. . .Maud? 

MAUDE: (from the audience) What. . .OH, our first reader is (she has a stack of index cards which she 
begins shuffling through) Well, the first one, from the Portia St.Regis book, oh, I’m sorry, the Lady Dorothy   



book.  

LUCRETIA: That’s alright, Maude dear.  Her ladyship answers to a lot of names.  HA! 

CHET: Yeah, well I can think of a few names  for you, too, sweetheart. 

VERONICA:   But not here, Mr. Farquirk, not here. 

PRISCILLA: Later. 

VERONICA: Yes, we’d love to hear your other names for her later, Chet. 

BENTON: (Stage whisper.) Maude.  Help me out here. 
   
MAUDE: (Finding the correct card and holding it aloft triumphantly.)  The first reading will be performed by 
a dear, dear friend of mine. . (she introduces the local celebrity, or volunteer, whose “biography” can be gr 
andly  inflated. ) 

Reader #1 enters from the split curtain with a stool and places it center stage.  The lights  dim.  The reader 
is illuminated by a single spot. 

READER #1:   From The Yancys of Yorkshire by Portia St. Regis.  (Underscoring music, suitable to the 
reading, is heard.  It continues and then gets softer.  The reading begins.) 

Stephanie blinked her clear turquoise eyes in an attempt to clear the mist from them as she 
scanned the moors desperately.  As far as she could see, the wind rippled the sea of heather.  
Her heart pounded madly as she wondered if he would keep his promise and deliver the brooch 
and letter.   The black steed, lucifer, pawed the ground impatiently and whinnied as her long 
skirt whipped his huge flanks.  she stroked his glossy neck and spoke to him soothingly.   The 
moon was rising and stephanie knew she must leave soon as her presence would be missed at 
evensong.   She couldn’t face the questions and searching glances at the convent - not again.   
Her throat tightened with fear at the thought of mother mary corelle’s last threat.  Oh, she was a 
fool - to trust a yancy!  But just as she turned lucifer’s head to go back, ready to admit defeat, 
through the purple light of twilight she saw him.   Riding madly across the moor, his golden hair 
streaming behind him and his clothes all but torn from him by the galing wind,  brad yancy gallop 
ed as if the devil were at his heels.  Reaching stephanie,  he flung himself to the ground, and in 
a quick, catlike movement, took the horse’s reins and pulled stephanie from the saddle.  “I have 
something for you, sister,” he breathed, before tearing the veil from her head and crushing her 
body to his.  (Applause) 

BENTON: Thank you, (name).   The Yancys of Yorkshire by Portia St. Regis.  Our next nominated author 
is . . . 

MAUDE:  Oh, Mr. Fish.  Excuse me for interrupting, but I thought we might showcase some of our 
entertainment now.  (Musically) Time to sprinkle. 

BENTON: (Also musically) Sprinkle?  (Straightforward again)  that’s right.  Would you like to introduce 
them, Maud? 

(MAUDE does.  They perform.  Following the applause.) 



BENTON: (Joining the applause.)  That was wonderful.  Thank you.  And now, if I may, I’d like to put the 
spotlight on another wonderful Heartthrob writer.   Or, rather, writers.  Priscilla and Veronica Emberly first 
enchanted us with their Victorian romances in The Lace and the Crown.  Since then, these lovely sisters 
have collaborated on ten romance novels, the latest of which is Love’s Sweet Ransom which is a nominee 
for Best Romance of the Year. 

LUCRETIA: Too bad your other books can’t be nominated, girls. HA! 

(PRISCILLA and VERONICA glare at her.) 

BENTON: Um, ladies.  The Misses Emberly.  What served as the inspiration for Love’s Sweet Ransom.? 

PRISCILLA: Well, actually we’re a little embarrassed to admit it. . .but, well, the idea was really Veronica’s   
She had gone shopping for some new doilies and on her way out of the store. . . 

VERONICA: I was behind this lovely young lady who dropped her glove.   I picked it up, came home and 
told Priscilla.  We both decided it could make a lovely theme for a book. 

EDITH: Isn’t it funny how little incidents like that can just set your ideas racing?  What did the lady say 
when you returned it?  

VERONICA: Returned it?  (VERONICA and PRISCILLA look at each other, puzzled.) 

PRISCILLA: What do you mean?  We didn’t return it.  We added it to our collection. 

LADY DOROTHY: What collection?  Never mind, I don’t want to know. 

BENTON: (continuing) And here, with a selected reading from the latest Emberly romance is. . oh, oh, oh.  
..   Who, Maud? 

MAUDE: (Jumping up.)  I’ve got it!!  Right here in my hot, little hand.  It’s (she introduces celebrity reader 
OR volunteer.) 

Reader #2 enters from the split curtain with a stool and places it center stage.  The lights  dim.  The reader 
is illuminated by a single spot. 

READER #2: From Love’s Sweet Ransom by Priscilla and Veronica Emberly.  (Musical underscoring is 
heard, suitable to the reading.  It gets even softer and the reading begins.) 

The Duke of Fenwick threw down the letter contemptuously.   “The devil take him!” he thundered  
just as the Duchess entered the room, leaning heavily on her silver-headed cane.    “Ransom!” 
she exclaimed, “Your language.”  “I’m sorry, Mother, it’s that damn whippet, Cornwall.  He has 
the gall to write to Chantal without securing my permission.”  “Oh, son,” murmured the Duchess,  
“You know how high-spirited the girl is.”  Just then the girl in question burst into the room.  “Your 
Lordship,” Chantal said, “Bentley informs me that I received a letter in today’s post.  I would like 
it, please.”  Imperiously, she held out her kid-gloved hand.  The Duchess limped to the door, “I 
think it best if I leave you with your ward, Ransom.  I shall be in my salon.”  As soon as the door 
closed behind her, Chantal whirled to the Duke, her copper hair flying free from it’s p ins and her 
emerald eyes blazing!  “How dare you!” she hissed.  “That letter was for my eyes only.”  “How 
dare I!!” stormed the Duke, his face darkening and his eyes like live coals.  “How dare you 



disgrace this family with a scandal!”  Chantal ripped off her gloves and flung them to the ground.  
“I never asked to be in this family!  I never asked to have you for a guardian!  And I’ll run away!  
Just see if I don’t!”  With that she burst  

into tears and ran sobbing from the room, slamming the door behind her.  Ransom started after 
her, paused, then leaned his tall frame to pick up her gloves.  Silently and reverently, he sniffed 
them, before pressing his lips to them and nibbling gently on the fingertips. 

BENTON:(Joining in the applause.) Thank you, ______________.    Next we have. . .(We here loud 
sobbing from MAUDE.)  Maude, dear, are you all right? 

MAUDE: (On her feet and applauding, in tears, very moved.)   Brilliant!  Oh, Mr. Fish!  Benton! I need a 
moment to compose myself before we hear a word more..  May  we have some more of our 
entertainment? 

BENTON: Of course, Maude.  You’ll be okay?   

(Speechless, MAUDE silently waves that she is okay.  But she hands BENTON the card so he can 
introduce the next act.)   

BENTON: You want me to sprinkle?  (MAUD nods wordlessly.  He introduces them.   They perform.  
 Following the applause...) 

BENTON: Are you composed now, Maude?   May I go on to the next. .  

MAUDE: I’m sorry about that.  It’s just that particular selection moves me so.  I really enjoyed Love’s 
Sweet Ransom.  Oh Miss Emberly.  And,  Miss Emberly.   

VERONICA: Ronnie. 

PRISCILLA: Prissy. 

BENTON: Ronnie and Prissy.   Sounds like a . . .never mind.  Thank you for Love’s Sweet Ransom.  
NOW. . .moving right along.  

EDITH: (Interrupting) I loved the part where Chantal is drugged and kidnapped and ravished by the Irish 
revolutionaries. .  

LADY DOROTHY:  Ssshh.  We don’t want to give anything away to our friends who haven’t read the book 

CHET: What?  You’re kidding right?  All their books are strictly formula.  Broad falls in love, broad runs 
away, broad gets caught, broad in disguise, broad in danger, broad rescued by the guy she loved in the 
first place.  And all HE gets for his trouble is a couple of lousy kisses.   Or, he gets to chew on her glove.  
We got a name for dames who tease like that.  One of my guys woulda given her what-for.  Lemme tell 
you, that Chantal was beggin’ for it. 

VERONICA: How dare you speak of our Chantal like that!! 

PRISCILLA: Just because our heroines don’t wallow in the mud like some characters we could mention. 



CHET: Hey, I only had one mud scene - and it was perfectly valid.  And, for your information, it wasn’t mud 
- it was tar.   

MARTHA: Gotta tell you, Chet, I loved it.  Edith’s books are ART but yours really get to me, you know.  Lift 
my arches.  So - this tar book - that your latest?    

BENTON: (Attempting again to get control of the event.)  Yes, it is.   The Pit of Passion, set at the LaBrea 
Tar Pits, is the latest in a long list of best-selling novels from the pen of Chet Farquirk, writing as Alissa 
Wentworth. . .  

VERONICA: I don’t know why you bother with a woman’s nom de plume, Chet.  Anyone with a scrap of 
taste would know those disgusting books have to be written by a man.  Would a woman write a male 
character named Ram? 

PRISCILLA: Oh and remember that awful gaucho named  Breech.   

MARTHA: I loved Breech.  Almost lost my dentures reading the part on the pampas.  And the llamas. . .wh 
o’dda thunk those animals could. . .   

BENTON:(attempting to continue) . .Okay, everyone.  Let’s get something straight.  I am the Editor.  I am 
in charge.  I am. . .(Everyone is sitting angelically.  BENTON makes a concerted effort.)  I am. .. I am. . (th 
e congenial host is back) I am going to continue.  Chet Farquirk, writing as Alissa Wentworth, proves, 
once and for all, that romance novels can have spice as well as sugar.  And though I have a feeling I’m 
going to regret asking this - tell us, Chet, what inspired The Pit of Passion? 

CHET: I was there.  At the Tar Pits.  With my little squeeze, Mitzi. (He waves to her.)  Hi, ya, Mitzi, baby. A 
nyways,  we were. . .we were. . .ah, c’mon, you know what we were doin’. . .  

EDITH: Right there?  In the Tar Pits?? 

LADY DOROTHY: How positively revolting.  It’s a wonder you weren’t  arrested. 

CHET: Not IN the Tar Pits.  Geez, lady, whatdya think I am?  We were in the car.  Overlooking the Tar 
Pits.  (To LADY DOROTHY) Hey, you may get inspired by moors and big houses and all that crap, but not 
hin’ gets my creative juices flowing like the backseat of a ‘93 Cutlass. 

MARTHA: Is anybody else warm? 

LUCRETIA: I read it, you know, Chet.  And I have to be honest.  The Pit of Passion was. . .well, the pits. 
HA!  Don’t save a space on your mantel for the Loveknot, Chet, ol’ boy.   

CHET: Y’know, Lucretia, one of these days someone is going to close that big mouth of yours. 

LUCRETIA: OOH.  I am so frightened, Chet.  Not as much as Mitzi will be - IF. . HA!   Well, never mind. .  
. 

BENTON: Boys and girls. . .Remember my ulcer.  Maude, oh, Maude, do you have our reader? 

MAUDE: Oh, yes, Mr. Fish.  It’s (she introduces celebrity reader OR volunteer.) 


