LORD CHAMBERLAIN’S
WOMEN

A COMEDY IN ONE ACT

By Robert F. Ciccotelli

Copyright © MMVII by Robert F. Ciccotelli
All Rights Reserved
Heuer Publishing LLC, Cedar Rapids, lowa

Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this work is subject to a royalty. Royalty
must be paid every time a play is performed whether or not it is presented for profit and whether
or not admission is charged. A play is performed any time it is acted before an audience. All
rights to this work of any kind including but not limited to professional and amateur stage
performing rights are controlled exclusively by Heuer Publishing LLC. Inquiries concerning
rights should be addressed to Heuer Publishing LLC.

This work is fully protected by copyright. No part of this work may be reproduced, stored in a
retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical,
photocopying, recording or otherwise, without permission of the publisher. Copying (by any
means) or performing a copyrighted work without permission constitutes an infringement of
copyright.

All organizations receiving permission to produce this work agree to give the author(s) credit in
any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the production. The author(s) billing must
appear below the title and be at least 50% as large as the title of the Work. All programs,
advertisements, and other printed material distributed or published in connection with
production of the work must include the following notice: “Produced by special arrangement
with Heuer Publishing LLC of Cedar Rapids, lowa.”

There shall be no deletions, alterations, or changes of any kind made to the work, including the
changing of character gender, the cutting of dialogue, or the alteration of objectionable language
unless directly authorized by the publisher or otherwise allowed in the work’s “Production
Notes.” The title of the play shall not be altered.

The right of performance is not transferable and is strictly forbidden in cases where scripts are
borrowed or purchased second-hand from a third party. All rights, including but not limited to
professional and amateur stage performing, recitation, lecturing, public reading, television,
radio, motion picture, video or sound taping, internet streaming or other forms of broadcast as
technology progresses, and the rights of translation into foreign languages, are strictly reserved.

COPYING OR REPRODUCING ALL OR ANY PART OF THIS BOOK
IN ANY MANNER IS STRICTLY FORBIDDEN BY LAW. One copy for
each speaking role must be purchased for production purposes. Single copies of scripts are sold
for personal reading or production consideration only.

PUBLISHED BY

HEUER PUBLISHING LLC
P.O. BOX 248 « CEDAR RAPIDS, IOWA 52406
TOLL FREE (800) 950-7529 « FAX (319) 368-8011



LORD CHAMBERLAIN’S WOMEN

LORD CHAMBERLAIN’S WOMEN
By Roberto F. Ciccotelli

SYNOPSIS: Lord Chamberlain’s Women is a classic farce with a
Shakespearean twist. It incorporates many classic comedic elements,
including mistaken identity, cross-dressing, innuendo, deceit, word play,
romantic entanglements, and also, a dog. Set in the backstage area of the
Globe Theatre in 1595, it focuses on a famous actor’s attempts to seduce a
beautiful French woman while avoiding various suitors, both male and
female. Performed with dizzying speed and multiAume changes, the

play rushes forward in a whirlwind of humor, lu chaos.

CAST OF CHARA @
(4 MEN, 2 Wu
JONATHAN ..o ous Elizabethan  actor

known  for  his  female
portrayals. (280 Lines)
Jonathan’s ~ Spanish  dresser.
(212 Lines)

Delilah’s obese father, from
France. (56 Lines)

The beautiful daughter of Sir
Gluttony. (39 Lines)

DUKE OF BESTMISTER..........ccccccevvnenee. Attracted to Fernando. (71
Lines)

LADY ANDRESS........cccoceieviiere e Jonathan’s former lover. (36
Lines)

DAIQUIRI .ot The Duke’s pet dog.
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PLACE:
The backstage area of the Globe Theatre in London, England.

TIME:
1595 A.D.

SETTING:

The stage is divided into three areas, at upstage centre, a large walk-in closet
full of various costumes, at stage right, a dressing ﬂ%nd at stage left, a
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receiving room.
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ACT ONE, SCENE 1

MUSIC: An English Tudor piece. This music can be used as a
transitional piece during the play when JONATHAN is changing from
one costume to another. LIGHTS: Full wash. JONATHAN and
FERNANDO rush in. JONATHAN quickly removing his Juliet
costume, throwing pieces all about, while FERNANDO frantically tries
to keep up with him, picking up pieces as they are thrown.
JONATHAN also struggles to pull a stage knife from his chest.

JONATHAN: That'sit. Thatisit. You can go tel\Will and Kemp and
Mr. Barbarge himself. Tonight was my la ance of Juliet.

| refuse to play Juliet ever again.
FERNANDO: But Yannithan . . .
JONATHAN: Stop calling my Yannithan
FERNANDO: Yanni.
JONATHAN: Yanni either. < )
FERNANDO: Yankme then.

JONATHAN: Don't be rude.

FERNANDO: Yannithan, please.

JONATHAN: It's Jonathan annithan nor Yanni nor Yankme.
Jonathan! You superfl perstitious, Spanish knave.

FERNANDO: Who you calli Spanish slave, Britian boy? | am no
slave to no one. | here like everyone else. | am principal

flat chested crossdresser. Brassier maker.
ke a master brassier shaker, you dirty old Latin

FERNANDO:

JONATHAN: More
lover.

FERNANDO: Well, what can | say. They don't call me Fernando,
The Farm Stud From A Small Village West of Seville, for nothing.

JONATHAN: That's idiotic.

FERNANDO: Sounds better in Spanish. It loses in the translation.

JONATHAN: As | was saying, | refuse to play Juliet again. Today
was my last and final performance.

FERNANDO: But Yannithan, joo are the best female character actor
in the Lord Chamberlain’s Company.
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JONATHAN: Someone else can do it.

FERNANDO: Who can do it?

JONATHAN: Somebody else.

FERNANDO: Yannithan.

JONATHAN: No.

FERNANDO: Yannithan.

JONATHAN: No. I refuse.

FERNANDO: Yannithan. Listen to me. Who make the Queen weep
with his performance of Ophelia? Joo. Who make the King wale
with his performance of Cordelia? Joo.

JONATHAN: And who make the Earl of Kent ractically rape me
after a performance of Katerina? Not joo.

FERNANDO: Rapey. Shmapey. The is a man of great
affection.

JONATHAN: The Earl is a man of great n.

FERNANDO: Yannithan. Be nice.
JONATHAN: The Earl of Kent is a h@d fart that'll boink anything

in a skirt. Including a man!
FERNANDO: But what does thigthave to do with Hooliet?
JONATHAN: Juliet? I'll tell you w his has to do with Juliet. Ever
since | took on this part, | %‘, anywhere backstage without the
entire Company pawin air, grabbing my ass, and cupping

my breasts! Do you k ow long it takes to get my boobies to
hang just right?
FERNANDO: Joo doit have to ‘splain to me, girlfriend. | make that

booby holder.

JONATHAN: | am
has-been t %

FERNANDO: Yar an. Just because they grab your boobies, that
don’t make them . . .

JONATHAN: | said thespians, you fool. Thespians!

FERNANDO: Oh, sorry. But what can joo do? Joo have a contract
with Senor Barbarge. You have to play Hooliet.

JONATHAN: Yes, | know. | know. But maybe | can get Will to
change the script. Maybe he can make Juliet less . . . | don’t know
... sensual.

g-0f being a sexual boy toy for these overrated,
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FERNANDO: Sure, Willy changes the play for joo. Willy loves
Yannithan. Maybe he make Hooliet a spoiled little Italian princess
who marries her gino boyfriend Romeo, who moves to a Casa
Loma near the Wood by the Bridge, who has six bambinos, and
who grows fat to the size of Falstaff before she’s twenty-five!

JONATHAN: All right. All right. Forget | mentioned it. At least | have
one consolation. We start rehearsing MacBeth tonight. Finally, |
get to play a great woman. The psychotic, homicidal bitch, Lady
MacBeth.

FERNANDO: You right, Yannithan. You can't find good psychotic,
homicidal bitch roles anymore. Not since 'Narlowe’s “Wife of

Noah” anyway.

Through the following bit of dialogue, E DO begins to wax
JONATHAN'S back with candle wax an @ strips. JONATHAN'S

“scream” occurs each time FERNAND®-whips of the clothes and rips
JONATHAN'’S back hair off.

JONATHAN: “Wife of Noah"?
FERNANDO: Remember. A few yeat’'s ago. Christopher Marlowe’s

play, “Wife of Noah.”
JONATHAN: (Screams) No, t remember,”Wife of Noah”.
FERNANDO: In the pla , he no build the ark for the animals.
He build it to get away~rom his freakin’ nagging wife, Mrs. Noah.
And when Mrs. Noah find"out Noah take off on the boat, she have

a royal cow. .
JONATHAN: (Sckedfs You don't say.
FERNANDO: rs. Noah ripped out the heart of every man in

village is named Noah, like Smith in London, and the town is
massacred. Jesu, who needs forty days of rain and flooding when
you can have a menopausal woman on the verge of a nervous
breakdown. To this day, | don’t understand why the play was a
flop.

JONATHAN: (Screams) Yes. The theatre business is a mystery.
But Fernando, | forget to tell you. | am in love.

FERNANDO: Again bro.

JONATHAN: No, really. 1 amin love.
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FERNANDO: Yes, yes my mini-moochacho. Just like last week.

JONATHAN: No, you don’t understand. Today, during my
performance, | saw her right in the front row. The most beautiful
woman in all of Londonium.

FERNANDO: Master, the Queen herself was in the front row and
she’s uglier than a one eyed street dog from Barcelona. She’s
more hideous than a castrated bull from Toledo. She’s more
disgusting than . . .

JONATHAN: All right already. She was in the second row then. And
she is the most perfect vision of beauty that | have ever seen. She
is dark and mysterious and wore a white shimmering dress.

FERNANDO: A white shimmering dress'7

JONATHAN: Yes.

FERNANDO: She's dark?

JONATHAN: Yes.

FERNANDO: And she’s mysterious.

JONATHAN: Yes. Yes. Do you kn@

FERNANDO: No. Yes. our know her you wannabe
transsexual transvestite. Her me is . . . Delilah.

JONATHAN: Delilah?

FERNANDO: Delilah.

JONATHAN: Delicious.

FERNANDO: Delightful.

JONATHAN: Delirious:

FERNANDO:

JONATHAN:

FERNANDO:

JONATHAN:

FERNANDO:

JONATHAN: Imust meet her.

FERNANDO: But how?

JONATHAN: Somehow, | must. Let me think. (Pause) I've got it!
You must get the Duke to introduce us.

FERNANDO: Escuse me?
JONATHAN: You must get the Duke to introduce us.




FERNANDO:
goat!

Har you crazy men?
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No-hooway-hozay you freakin’ son of a motherless
| don't want to see the Duke ever

again, the way he undresses me with those bulging anglo eyes, let
alone ask the Duke for a favour.

JONATHAN:
FERNANDO:
JONATHAN:
FERNANDO:
JONATHAN:
FERNANDO:
JONATHAN:
FERNANDO:
JONATHAN:
FERNANDO:
JONATHAN:
FERNANDO:
JONATHAN:
FERNANDO:

ballinas. Then you play girlie

JONATHAN:

malicious moyle. I'min |

Please, Fernando. The Duke will do anything for you.
Are we not talking about the Duke of Bestmister?
Yes, mister.
No, mister.
Your mister.
My mister?
Go mister.

No mister.
Please mister.
Bye mister.

| kissed your sister. Q
Escuse me?
Just testing. < )

You touch my sister man and | chop off your

les real good.
o time to play the part of a
h Delilah, remember. | must meet

Calm down Zotfro.

her. But how?

SOUND: A door knock.

JONATHAN:
FERNANDO:

JONATHAN:

FERNANDO:
JONATHAN:
FERNANDO:
JONATHAN:
FERNANDO:
JONATHAN:
FERNANDO:

Ferni

Ho my God. It's Lady

What?
Andress.
Escuse me.
Andress!
Right now?
What?
Please Yannithan, just because | like to dance and

have a flair for interior design, does not mean . . .
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JONATHAN: No, you idiot. Lady Andress. You said, “Lady
Andress.” Is she out there?

FERNANDO: Oh yes, she’s out there. | think she wants to, you
know, play with your...props again.

JONATHAN: Oh God. Oh God. Not again. That woman is
insatiable. Last week, we made love for eight hours straight.
Afterward, she said, “Ok, enough with the foreplay, let's get to
business.”

FERNANDO: And your point is?

JONATHAN: | have to get out of here. | have to,get out. But | can't.
I'm trapped. What to do? What to do?

FERNANDO: (Throwing him a female costumé: , throw this on.
We'll let her in and tell her you're not her

JONATHAN: What? She’ll never believe

FERNANDO: She won't believe Jan the greatest female
impersonator since Joan of Arc is e

JONATHAN: Joan of Arc wasn'ta . .

FERNANDO: (Dressing JONATHAVS”; y, wake up and smell the
paella. Do you really think liftle Joany was some warrior goddess
with an armour breastplate?

JONATHAN: Well, | never rought much . . .

FERNANDO: You should now,better. She was a French drag queen

with a messiah comple ave it to the French to come up with a
New neurosis.
JONATHAN: Of co Stall her while | finish getting changed.
FERNANDO lets i ANDRESS.

FERNANDO: Lady/Undress. Please come in. How may | stall
you/serve you?

LADY: Good afternoon, Fernando. I'm here to see . .. Jonathan. Is
he in?

FERNANDO: Yannithan. No, I'm afraid he’s not here. It's just me
and...and...

JONATHAN enters wearing an elaborate Queen’s costume.



LORD CHAMBERLAIN’S WOMEN

FERNANDO: Princess . .. Espania, daughter of . . . Queen Espania
of . .. Espania.

LADY: Your highness. Please excuse my interruption.

FERNANDO: Escuse me Lady Andress, but the Princess does not
speak any English.

LADY: Su reina. Por favor, excusame por la interupcion.

FERNANDO: Or Spanish.

LADY: Votre Majeste. Veuillez pardonner cette interruption.

FERNANDO: Or French.

LADY: Principessa. ..

FERNANDO: She’s mute actually.

LADY: I'm so sorry. (She begins to sign lang .

FERNANDO: She’s blind too.

LADY: Oh my. How tragic. Well then, um, Prigcess, | guess | shall
be departing. Please excuse me. F, do tell Jonathan that
| wish to . . . speak to him.

FERNANDO: Of course, Lady Andress. A$ soon as | see him.

LADY ANDRESS exits. &

JONATHAN: (Hitting him.) are you crazy? Mute and blind?
It's hard enough playi an. Let alone, a mute and blind
woman.

FERNANDO: Well, did you expect? You had to wear the
Queen Gertrude cestume?

JONATHAN: Firstave it to me! And second, | like the way it
accents my figuke e others make my bottom look big.

FERNANDO: @ 0) | have to serve the only actor in England with
a body image preblem.

JONATHAN: Hurry. Help me out of this. We have to leave quickly.
She may come back.

10
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FERNANDO begins to take JONATHON'’s costume off. When he’s
half finished, JONATHAN remaining in bra, garters and panties, SIR
GLUTTONY enters. Throughout the rest of the play, SIR. GLUTTONY
continuously eats French éclairs. His table manners are horrible,
often talking with his mouth full, whipped cream smeared over his
face, at times eating entire éclairs in one mouth full. SOUND: A door
knock.

JONATHAN: Oh God, she’s back. Hurry, stall her. Stall her.

FERNANDO: Yannithan, it's not the Lady Andress. It's .. .it's. ..
Sir Gluttony.

JONATHAN: Who?

FERNANDO: Sir Gluttony of Brittany.

JONATHAN: Who the bleedin’ hell is Sir

FERNANDO: He’s...well...he's Sir Glutto

JONATHAN: | know he’s Sir Glutton

of Brittany?
Brittany.

FERNANDO: Why? | don't know. B@tetvho? Well, | do know he’s
Delilah’s father.
JONATHAN: Delilah’s father?

FERNANDO: %

JONATHAN: al

FERNANDO: lilah.

JONATHAN: i ilah?

FERNANDO: ightful’ Delilah?

JONATHAN: .

FERNANDO: s+’ Your freakin’ Delilah. The one you're in love
with this weg

SIR GLUTTONY enters. JONATHAN is half dressed, wearing only his
panties, garters and bra.

SIR: Excuse moi monsieur, | was just looking for . . . Oh excuse moi
madamaselle. | didn't mean to barge in on a lady in her private
chamber. Please excuse my intrusion. I'm terribly sorry.

FERNANDO: Sir Gluttony. What brings you into our humble
presence?

11
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SIR: | just wanted to congratulate Jonathan on his excellent portrayal
of Juliet this afternoon.

FERNANDO: Yannithanis. ..

JONATHAN: Not here at the moment, Sir Gluttony. He stepped out
for some supper. 1 am his, um ... his. .. sister.

SIR: | thought | noticed a resemblance. Sir Gluttony of Brittany, at
your service madam.

JONATHAN: Thank you. It is an honor. I'm sure you could service
me quite well. Did you come to the theatre alone Sir Gluttony?

SIR: Alone? Why yes, alone. I've been widowed now for five years.

JONATHAN: Widowed?

SIR: Oui, | haven’t had a woman in a long time.

JONATHAN: Excuse me?
SIR: | mean | haven't had a serous relatio i a long time.
JONATHAN: Serious relationship? @
SIR: (Forcing JONATHAN onto his Igp-
we can get to know each other a hit better?
FERNANDO: Oh my, where has the t one. | must be going.
JONATHAN: Fernando! Wheredare you going?
FERNANDO: Oh, Mr. Barbage w me to fit him for a brassiere,
who can understand the r@‘ and their cross-dressing fetishes?
JONATHAN: Fernando!
FERNANDO: Oh, I'll be ri ck Lady Yannithan.

FERNANDO exits.

Jat=a’unique name.
mother was . . . Greek.

don’t you sit here and

JONATHAN: Fern
SIR: Yannithan.
JONATHAN:

A

JONATHAN: Exotic?

SIR: She must have been a beautiful woman.

JONATHAN: Not really. She was fatter than a Franciscan friar and
hairier than a Greek orthodox priest. Look, | inherited her traits.

SIR: How beautiful. | love a woman with very fine . . . facial hair.

JONATHAN: Please, Sir Gluttony. | am still a maiden.

SIR: And you are the prettiest maiden | have ever seen . . . after my
daughter of course.

JONATHAN: Your daughter, Sir Gluttony?



BY ROBERTO F. CICCOTELLI

SIR: Yes, my daughter. Delilah. She was with me ... oh my. She’s
waiting for me in the town square. | apologize Lady Yannithan.
But | must be leaving.

JONATHAN: I'm so sorry. Please come back. And | would love to
meet your daughter some time. Please drop by, together,
sometime.

SIR: I'll take that as an invitation.

JONATHAN: Yes. No. | mean, yes.

SIR: Very good. Good day then my lady.

JONATHAN: Yes, yes. Good day.

SIR GLUTTONY exits.

JONATHAN: Fernando! :Q

FERNANDO rushes in.

FERNANDO: Yes boss.

JONATHAN: (Hitting Fernandog), How dare you leave me with that
bloated French eclair! What weréyou thinking?

FERNANDO: Please Yan | thought you could get some
information about Delil em him. Please.

JONATHAN: Get informati He was too busy messaging my face.

| should . ..
SOUND: A door kn@
JONATHAN: hat? What? Who is it now?

JONATHAN opens the door. DELILAH stands there alone.

JONATHAN: Delilah?

DELILAH: Do | know you madam?

JONATHAN: Madam? Oh, madam. Um. No. But | know of you.
DELILAH: Excuse me?

JONATHAN: Your beauty proceeds you my Lady. Please come in.

13
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DELILAH: Yes, well, | was just looking for my daddy. He said he
was coming to thank a Monsieur Jonathan for his powerful
performance today.

JONATHAN: Your father is Sir Gluttony of Brittany is he not?

DELILAH: Yes. Yes. Was he here?

JONATHAN: Yes. He just left moments ago. Please sit down.

DELILAH: Oh, no thank you madam. | must be leaving.

JONATHAN: Oh no, please. | must speak with you. | have a huge
crisis on my hands and only you can save me.

DELILAH: Moi? A crisis? But what crisis can | save you from?

JONATHAN: Well...um...my, my, well, my panties are giving me
the most painful . . . wedgie. That's it. je. How do the

French relieve these undergarment enta ents?
DELILAH: A wedgie?

JONATHAN: Yes, a wedgie?

DELILAH: Butwas is a wedgie?
JONATHAN: Well ... a wedgie is Qhen your panties slide right up
your . . .
DELILAH: Please madam. | dmelieve | can help you with your

wedgie. | must be going now. daddy will be worried sick. Au
revoire Madam.

DELILAH exits.

JONATHAN: Delil
They keep gettin
Great help yous

FERNANDO: M ght you were doing fine.

JONATHAN: Do Yed think she liked me?

FERNANDO: Oh yes. But she thought you were from Lesvos.
Besides, wedgies and garters are not exactly appropriate topics
for romantic poetry.

JONATHAN: Damn. How could | have been so stupid?

FERNANDO: The good news is that she hasn't met you yet.

JONATHAN: What?

FERNANDO: Delilah has not yet met Yannithan, the great female
impersonator.

JONATHAN: That's right. She hasn't. Good thinking Fernando.

please. Come back. What about garters?
k on my . .. oh forget it. (To Fernando.)

14
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FERNANDO: | have my moments.
SOUND: A door knock. FERNANDO goes to open it.
FERNANDO: Did you know that the Spanish . . .

FERNANDO opens the door, sees the DUKE, and slams the door in
the DUKE's face.

FERNANDO: Shit.

JONATHAN: Yes, yes. And so do the English and the French and
the Italians too. The Germans, on the othe release most of

their bodily waste through their belches.

FERNANDO: Oh shit, shit, shit.

JONATHAN: Oh diarrhea. Well, what d xpect? With all those
spicy foods you Spanish eat.

FERNANDO: No, master. At the do@r. It's the Duke. The Duke has
come to see me.

JONATHAN: Oh my. The Dukegg, How tragic. Now it's my turn to go
for a walk.

FERNANDO: Oh please @ You must stay. You must protect
me.

JONATHAN: Oh really, th you protected me from Sir Gluttony.

FERNANDO: Oh masters_I'm so sorry. But | am finished without
your help. He is a-Ruke. ‘I, a humble dresser. He'll spank me and
thank me, if you

JONATHAN: ermando. You're on your own.
FERNANDO: | | will do anything. Anything. Please.
JONATHAN: g.

FERNANDO: Please.

JONATHAN: Delilah.

FERNANDO: Yes, Delilah. | will get you Delilah. Please. Do not go.

JONATHAN: Are you sure? Delilah for the Duke.

FERNANDO: Absolutely. Delilah for the Duke.

JONATHAN: Very well then. Come with me. | have an idea. But
first . . . (Through the door with a Spanish accent.) We'll be a
right there. Hold a your horses.

15
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JONATHAN and FERNANDO exit and quickly return dressed as two
old Spanish women.

FERNANDO: Coming Senor. Coming.
The DUKE enters, holding his white dog.
JONATHAN: Please come itin, Senor.

DUKE: Good afternoon, Ladies. | am Duke Bestmister of Edinburgh
and this is my cat, Blackie.

dog.

DUKE: It's not a white dog!
FERNANDO:

JONATHAN: Your cat, Blackie? But that's not a&at. That's a white

It's a black ca

(Taking JONATHAN aside.)_Jo an, trust me on this

one. Don’'t mention the poochie.

JONATHAN:
FERNANDO:
JONATHAN:
FERNANDO:
JONATHAN:
FERNANDO:
JONATHAN:
FERNANDO:

No poochie?
No poochie.
No poochie?
No poochie.
Poochie?
Poochie.
Poochie?
Poochie.

O
&

DUKE: I'm sorry to intérr
FERNANDO: Oh noselry.

your afternoon but . . .
e just having . . . siesta. Afternoon nap

nap. .
JONATHAN: Yo for someone?
DUKE: Yes, | t coming to speak to . . . Fernando.

FERNANDO: Fe

DUKE: Yes, Fernando.

FERNANDO: You mean Fernando Juan Manuel Jesu Rodriques des
Cortes?

DUKE: Yes, Fernando One Minwell Hey-you Rodriguess des
Corteese, Mr. Barbage’s principal dresser.

JONATHAN: Oh, Fernando. My nephew.

DUKE: Your nephew?

JONATHAN: Ci, my nephew, Fernando.

DUKE: Yes, Fernando.

16
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FERNANDO: Fernando no here.
JONATHAN: Fernando just step out.
FERNANDO: Fernando visiting . . .
JONATHAN: Visiting . . . boyfriend.
DUKE: Boyfriend?

FERNANDO: No boyfriend.
JONATHAN: Yes boyfriend.
FERNANDO: No boyfriend.

DUKE: No boyfriend?

JONATHAN: Yes boyfriend.

FERNANDO: No boyfriend. But boy friend.
JONATHAN: Oh, boyfriend.

DUKE: Fernando has a boyfriend?
JONATHAN: Oh yes, many boyfriend.
FERNANDO: Oh no, not too many boyf
JONATHAN: Not too many?

FERNANDO: Not too many. < )
DUKE: Well, he only needs one.

JONATHAN: That's true. Only gpe?

FERNANDO: No, one no good.
DUKE: One no good?

JONATHAN: More than ope ?
FERNANDO: No, not one. more than one. None.
DUKE: None?

FERNANDO: None?
DUKE: Then he's @
JONATHAN: OhuyeSwHe
FERNANDO:
JONATHAN:
FERNANDO: Oh no.
JONATHAN: Oh yes.
FERNANDO: Oh no.
JONATHAN: Oh yes.
FERNANDO: Oh, why don’t you shut your mouth before | cut off your
tongue and shove it in your ear so you can taste your own brain.

JONATHAN: You can't taste your brain through your ear.
FERNANDO: Have you tried?

's single.
ot single.
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JONATHAN: | have all right and you can't taste your brain through
your ear.

DUKE: Very well, then. | think Blackie and | will be leaving. | may
return later. Please pass on my regards to the lovely Fernando.

JONATHAN: Yes, absolutely.

DUKE: Tell him that his master, the Duke Bestmister, called and I'll
return shortly. Come on kitty.

JONATHAN: Hokay. No problem, Duke Best-bastard.

DUKE: That's Bestmister! Not Best-bastard. (DUKE exits.)

JONATHAN: So sorry. No worry. | tell him. Bye, bye Mister Best-
Bastard.

FERNANDO: Bye, bye, Dukey wooky. (To J N.) You are a
bitch master! (Hits Jonathan.)

JONATHAN: Oh, relax. | have to have M@%

SOUND: A door knock.

FERNANDO: Oh God, he’s back. uke. The Duke. Master,

please. &
Thank you for reud free excerpt from LORD
CHAMBERLAIN’S MEXN by Roberto F. Ciccotelli. For
performance rights a complete copy of the script, please

ntact us at:

Qeuer Publishing LLC

: @ 248 * Cedar Rapids, Iowa 52406
Toll Free: 1-800-950-7529 ¢ Fax (319) 368-8011
HITPLAYS.COM

18



	PUBLISHED BY
	FERNANDO:   Yes.  Mrs. Noah ripped out the heart of every man in the village named Noah.  Except, in her town, every man in the village is named Noah, like Smith in London, and the town is massacred.  Jesu, who needs forty days of rain and flooding when you can have a menopausal woman on the verge of a nervous breakdown.  To this day, I don’t understand why the play was a flop.
	JONATHAN:  Serious relationship?



