
a b i g a i l

by Phoebe Eaton

(The Blaneys get some household help. 
With unintended consequences.) 



THE PLAYERS (3W, 1M):

Abigail, a pretty, proper, pilgrim-y 18.  

Missus, a.k.a. Beth Blaney, businesslike, wears the pants, 35.

Female scientist intercom voice (no age; could also be doubled with Missus).  

Mister,  ak.a. John Blaney, ball-busted wannabe-novelist house-husband, 35.

SETTING:

Scene 1: Interrogation room

Scene 2: Blaney bedroom

Scene 3: Blaney living room

TIME:

The near future.



SCENE ONE 

LIGHTS UP on a WOMAN seated on a hardback chair in a bare set. NAKED 
(undergarments acceptable, too). Knees and ankles together. Hands clasped across lap. 
Eyes shut but not asleep. Posture ramrod. Like a statue in a park.  Only this ain’t a park. 
Meet ABIGAIL.

FEMALE VOICE
(British accent, science-y.) Listen, it’s no use pretending. You are still fully functional. 
(Beat.) Hello, Abigail? (Beat.) We know what you did.

(ABIGAIL’S EYES pop wide. An arm reflexively shoots up to cover both breasts even as 
a hand remains over the pudendum. Eyes search the ceiling for her interrogator.)

ABIGAIL
(Nathaniel Hawthorne cadences.) Answer me, what is this place?

FEMALE VOICE
It doesn’t matter.  It’s temporary.

ABIGAIL
As everything under the blazing orange sun, temporary.

FEMALE VOICE
It is a way station.

ABIGAIL
To where, I pray you?

FEMALE VOICE
That depends.  

ABIGAIL
Where are my clothes that I am here in this state? 

FEMALE VOICE
Listen, we ask the questions here.

ABIGAIL
You have me frighted out of my wits. Sure I look as a plucked goose.



FEMALE VOICE
The clothes are being cleaned. 

ABIGAIL
But I am that one who washes the clothes.

FEMALE VOICE
You made a royal mess of things last night. Who knew people had so much blood in them?

ABIGAIL
(Outraged.) I left that house in the spic and span!

FEMALE VOICE
(Sarcastic.) Yes, burying the bodies was a considerate touch. 

ABIGAIL
You are welcome. Whoever you be, you may inquire of me. I cannot yield what I have not 
but surely I may give account of my qualifications. A vanity in any other circumstance.

FEMALE VOICE
We believed we knew all your capabilities. Obviously we were wrong.

ABIGAIL
I beg you, hear me now. On the chance there is another place for me. 

FEMALE VOICE
(Scoffing) You mean, with some other family? 

ABIGAIL
When you heave an oak table from one corner of a room to another? And it leaveth marks 
in the carpet like devil’s tracks? Know you how to vanish such marks?  

FEMALE VOICE
Do not assume housework is my area of specialization.

ABIGAIL
You must make application with ice cubes. It is a pretty trick, and now you know.  I am 
handy with every modern contrivance -- the Lanza 480 dynamo speed-mixer, the Tillotson 
steam-mop-vacuum with a misting attachment. Look you to that. Fix on that.  

FEMALE VOICE
Appliances make unreliable witnesses. It’s why we’re fixing on you. 

ABIGAIL
(Uncomfortable.) I bid you, did Mister give report on me?
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FEMALE VOICE
(Sarcastic.) Mr. Blaney didn’t get the chance. 

ABIGAIL
He did not tell what to think of it?

FEMALE VOICE
You tell us. 

ABIGAIL
(Wily.) I cannot tell what I know not.

FEMALE VOICE
Try.

ABIGAIL
Oh I am sick at my stomach over it. 

FEMALE VOICE
You haven’t been sick a day of your meager little existence.

ABIGAIL
I am in an uneasy and restless frame. Does this mean I’ll be sent back? (Panicked.)  
Missus, I beg you. Do not send me back to the dark place.

FEMALE VOICE
With some genuine disclosure, Abigail, we can move to avoid it. This offer expires in the 
next ten seconds. (Seconds go by as ABIGAIL twitches, considering.) Five. Four. --

ABIGAIL
(Blurting.) -- It was Mister who said...it was Mister who said I was breaking his heart.

FEMALE VOICE
(Scoffing.) He said you broke his heart?

ABIGAIL
When I came a-sweeping his study yesterday as was custom. It caused great amazement he 
should speak so falsely.  I never broke a thing. Not a one. Not the lock in my room. It was 
Mister bade me say it. That’s what gets a girl sent back. I am innocent as the child unborn. 

FEMALE VOICE
It’s an expression. A figure of speech. Breaking somebody’s heart.

ABIGAIL
A what?
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FEMALE VOICE
You heard me, with those auditory enhancements of yours.  

ABIGAIL
Your pardon, I do not understand.

FEMALE VOICE
Nor do we, Abigail.  (ABIGAIL’S HEAD bows to her chest in shame. The shake of 
IRON CHAINS.   

BLACKOUT.)

SCENE TWO 

LIGHTS UP on suburban Blaney bedroom.  BETH BLANEY in nightclothes marking up 
papers with a pen, in bed beside husband JOHN, bare-chested. Wearing pajama bottoms.

JOHN
The girl doesn’t know her own strength, Beth.

BETH
(Not looking up.) Oh?

JOHN
You saw for yourself.

BETH
(Not looking up.) Oh.

JOHN
You know, you get ADD the minute you walk through the front door.

BETH
(Faking sympathy; still marking papers.) Oohhhh!

JOHN
I’m just saying.

BETH
(Finally engaging.) Honey I’ve got everyone at the office trying to stick their dicks in my 
deal. I becomes we awful fast when something’s a success. I’m just...intensely aggravated.
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JOHN
What I’m telling you is, the girl doesn’t know her own strength. 

BETH
She asked me to call a locksmith to come make the repair.

JOHN
She did? 

BETH
Uh-huh.

JOHN
When?

BETH
Who cares? You were off, I don’t know, tucking the kids in?

JOHN
Fine. (Flustered.) I can stop by the hardware store tomorrow.

BETH
It took a chunk of the frame out with it, the thing, the what’s-it-called. The bolt. I honestly 
don’t know how the girl could get locked out of her room without her being actually in it. 

JOHN
(Reeking guilt.) I don’t know. I was at the post office and missed the show.

BETH
I’ll find out more tomorrow.

JOHN
Is it that big a deal?  You don’t trust me.

BETH
It looks like a SWAT team went bulling its way in there. 

JOHN
You’re turning this into the Inquisition. Like you always do!

BETH
You’re jealous!

JOHN
I’m jealous?
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BETH
She should have asked you to get the door fixed! The man of the house. (Scoffing.) Ha. 

JOHN
What was that?

BETH
What?

JOHN
The little self-satisfied, you know, ha.

BETH
Look, part of us getting her in here was so people won’t think you’re just a potted plant 
and not some kind of writer making your long-awaited contribution to the literary canon. 

JOHN 
Wait, who’s a fucking potted plant? 

BETH
Everything’s changed and nothing’s changed. 

JOHN
Next you’ll accuse me of being on the rag. 

BETH
Now I know why husbands take up golf. 

JOHN
Listen, all this translating from the 17th century I’m having to do for her, this back and 
forth and back and forth -- it’s eating my time. 

BETH
You’d prefer a mute little match girl from some orphanage.

JOHN
I was looking over the policy --

BETH
Like you know contracts.

JOHN 
We could always, you know (cough-cough) send this one back.

BETH
She keeps us on our best behavior, having her around!
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JOHN
She always sounds so disapproving, or you know, the King James version of it. 

BETH
She’s not supposed to be some rip-roaring conversationalist!  

JOHN
(Shushing her, finger to lips.) Listen, the Salem witch talk that was such a novelty three 
months ago makes for all kinds of misunderstandings -- 

BETH
I love that she’s such a Patty Pilgrim. 

JOHN
You overestimate her entertainment value.

BETH
Really? (Looking at him. Searching his eyes.) The kids adore her.  

JOHN
But do we want them talking that way?  And all those nutty superstitions --

BETH
--You thought that was cute. Cute is what you said.

JOHN
Listen, the toaster catches fire --

BETH
The toaster.

JOHN
-- She calls 911 and says the thing’s witched, possessed by demons, I don’t know! They 
just laugh and hang up. That’s not cute, Beth --

BETH
All right, all right. Point taken. I am just too bone-tired after ten hours in a conference room 
dealing with those chucklefucks. I need to delegate more. So. YOU tell her in the morning. 

JOHN 
I don’t think we have to. We just...make the call.

BETH
Babe, come on. Really? 
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JOHN
What?

BETH
You’re gonna puss out on this, too? 

JOHN
Why do women always think there needs to be a talkitty-talk? (BETH dons EYE MASK 
and switches off her BEDSIDE LIGHT.) Hey, we’re talking here! 

BETH
All right, John. I’ll do it. Okay? Tomorrow morning, before anyone’s up. I’ll make the 
fucking call.  (Rolling over in bed with her back to him.)

JOHN
Mrs. Blaney, you have a hasty and scurrilous tongue. (He turns off his LIGHT, with gusto.
Comes a KNOCK on the door. And another.)

BETH
Speak of the devil. (Turning on LIGHT, lifting her mask. )

JOHN
You think she heard us?

BETH
(Wearily. Calling out.) Is that you, Abigail?  (The shake of IRON CHAINS outside, as if 
to say YES. 

BLACKOUT.)

SCENE THREE

LIGHTS UP on Blaney living room. ABIGAIL is seated on the couch in the uniform of a 
domestic. Same posture as Scene One, eyes shut tight, hands clasped on lap. Frozen solid. 
BETH sits at other end, regarding her warily. JOHN stands paging through a MANUAL. 

BETH
I feel like some badass Confederate slave owner. 

JOHN
(Reading.) Cut it out, Beth.

BETH
It’s like we went and picked up a slave at Toys ’R’ Us. (Examining ABIGAIL.) I could 
see years from now people going to jail for this.
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JOHN
Do not guilt me on my birthday over a present you picked.

BETH
If you knew how many strings I had to pull to get the beta version. 

JOHN 
Okay so there’s meant....(Feeling at ABIGAIL’S NAPE)....to be a switch....just under the 
hairline. (ABIGAIL’S EYES pop open.  JOHN and BETH jump back, startled.)

ABIGAIL
(Cracking her neck. Stretching her legs.) I am Abigail, and I am bid to serve you. 

BETH
(Unsmilingly, jealously.) What a pretty girl is our Abigail. 

JOHN
(Sotto.) Why is she talking like that?

BETH
I don’t know. Call M.I.T. Ask them.

ABIGAIL
Lady, are you my mistress? 

BETH
I don’t know. Am I?

ABIGAIL
Is he here my master? Or do I wrong thee to conceive it?

JOHN
(Flipping the manual over and studying its back cover.) Ohhh shiiit. 

BETH
What?

JOHN
(Showing BETH.) Under language module. 

BETH
Early. Modern. English. 

JOHN
Abigail, Master and Mistress are way too formal for around here.
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BETH
Like we run a dungeon or something.  

ABIGAIL
Is this a jail, that ye be hosting a dungeon?

BETH
 (BETH starts to giggle.) Okay, so I was on a conference call?  (Giggling.) And there 
were, like, all these boxes to check on the, you know, order-form thingie -- 

JOHN
Be-eh-eth!

BETH
(Flip, laughing; she did it on purpose) I guess I just wasn’t paying attention. 

ABIGAIL
Faith, what a beautiful house is this.  You have many fine things, Mistress.

JOHN
Listen, call us Mr. and Mrs. Blaney, okay? 

BETH
Did they say okay back then? (Giggling.)

ABIGAIL
Mister, let you do with me as you see good.

BETH
Yeah, try it and she’ll dime you out to the village elders. (Snorting.)

JOHN
This is not funny, Beth. 

BETH
You’ll be fine. She’s a very good listener, this one. She’ll catch on quick. (In hysterics.)

LIGHTS FADE SLOWLY

10.


