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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thor of the play in all
pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in
all in stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver -
tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion.
The name of the au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in
size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type.
Bio graph i cal in for ma tion on the au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may
be used in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”
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This ad ap ta tion of Peg o’ My Heart was first pre sented 
on March 19, 2004, at the Granbury Op era House, Gran -
bury, Texas, as part of their reg u lar 2004 season. This pro -
fes sional pro duc tion was pro duced by Marty Van Kleeck
and di rected by the au thor. Sce nic de cor was by Dion
Denevan, cos tumes by Drenda Lewis, light ing by Ana Pe -
tit, and it was stage man aged by Dwight Sandell. Orig i nal
cast:

Mrs. Chichester . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Gene Raye Price
Jarvis . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Larry Grigsby
Ethel . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Courtney Damania
Alaric . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Justin Hurt
Chris to pher Brent . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jeremy John son
Mr. Hawkes . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Larry Randolph
Peg O’Connell. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Leah An der son
Ger ald “Jerry” Adair . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Joshua Doss
Mi chael (Peg’s dog). . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Black jack
Pet (Ethel’s dog) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Tuffy
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PEG O’ MY HEART

CHAR AC TERS

MRS. MONICA CHICHESTER . . . . . . . . . . . . the mother
JARVIS. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . the but ler
ETHEL CHICHESTER . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . the daugh ter
ALARIC CHICHESTER . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . the son
CHRISTOPHER BRENT . . . . . . . . . a friend of the family
MONT GOM ERY HAWKES . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a lawyer
PEG O’CONNELL . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . the cousin
GER ALD “JERRY” ADAIR . . hand some young gentleman
PET . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ethel’s dog
MI CHAEL . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Peg’s dog

PLACE: The ac tion is set in the Chichester home out side
Lon don.

TIME: 1912.

     ACT I – A morning in June.
     ACT II – Scene i: A month later.

           Scene ii: Later that evening.
           Scene iii: The next morning.
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Peg o’ My Heart I love you
Peg o’ My Heart I love you
I always knew it would be you
Since I heard your lilting laughter
It’s your Irish heart I’m after

Peg o’ My Heart your glances
Make my heart say “How’s chances?”
Come be my own
Come make your home
In my heart

Words by Al fred Bryan
Mu sic by Fred Fisher
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ACT I

SCENE: The liv ing room. June 1912. Late morn ing.

The room is in a fash ion able coun try house that has
been ex panded over the years. This room has a de cided
Tu dor fla vor. The main unit is a stair case that goes from 
up stage of the French doors L, with a land ing across the 
back wall and a walk way that ex tends to far DR with
un seen ex its to the up per floors and bed rooms. The R
ground-floor exit is a set of dou ble doors un der this sec -
ond-floor walk way. In other words, if an ac tor en ters
from the sec ond-floor rooms he or she is stand ing above 
the dou ble doors to the liv ing room. The stair way it self
is bro ken up by sev eral small land ings. These are im por -
tant play ing ar eas. The room is fur nished in the elab o -
rate style of the 19th cen tury. DL, be low the French
doors which lead to the gar den is a sit ting ar range ment
of two arm chairs with a ta ble be tween them. Far R, be -
low the dou ble doors and against the wall is a small
writ ing desk and chair. A small sofa and two end ta bles
are against the back wall and be low the main stair land -
ing. An ac tor on the land ing would be di rectly above
this sofa. Two stained glass win dows are L— one in set in 
the wall above the French doors and one on the level of
the first land ing of the stair case. The fo cus of the fur ni -
ture ar range ment is a large round ta ble with two arm -
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less chairs placed in the area be tween the desk and the
L chairs and ta ble.

AT RISE: The room is empty. The French doors are open.
We hear MRS. CHICHESTER give a loud wail from the
gar den area. Soon she en ters through the French doors
and is read ing an of fi cial-look ing let ter. She gives an -
other wail, find ing it hard to be lieve what she is read -
ing. This is not un usual for MRS. CHICHESTER since
she finds it hard to be lieve a lot of the things that go on
around her. The world has a way of leav ing her per -
plexed. Right now, the world is do ing just that yet once
again. She starts to wail again but JARVIS, the butler,
en ters with a per sonal let ter on a sil ver sal ver. His en -
trance stops MRS. CHICHESTER in mid-wail and she
tries to com pose her self. She takes the let ter and ab sent -
mind edly opens it still hold ing the of fi cial-look ing let ter. 
It is im por tant that these let ters be in two dis tinctly dif -
fer ent en ve lopes—the per sonal one is col ored sta tion ary
ob vi ously from a lady. JARVIS starts to exit.

MRS. C. Oh wait, Jarvis. My son. Miss Ethel at once. I
must see them at once.

(JARVIS ex its. MRS. CHICHESTER sits in one of the
chairs L. She has a let ter in each hand. She tries to read 
the per sonal one but is dis tracted by the of fi cial one. Ev -
ery time she reads from the of fi cial one she lets out a
wail. In re sponse to the wail ing, ETHEL en ters onto the
land ing above the dou ble doors. She is car ry ing a news -
pa per. ETHEL is MRS. CHICHESTER’s daugh ter. She
is, as we will dis cover, one of the un happy prod ucts of
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her so ci ety. She is at trac tive, self ish and bored. Need less 
to say, she is ex tremely well dressed.)

ETHEL (from the land ing). Why, Mother!

(ALARIC en ters through the dou ble doors. He is
ETHEL’s brother and has got ten through life by do ing
ab so lutely noth ing that re sem bled a day’s work. He also 
has a very ir ri tat ing laugh.)

ALARIC. Hello, Mater. Did you want to see me?
MRS. C (be tween sobs). Oh, my dear Ethel!
ALARIC. What’s up?
MRS. C. Oh, my dear boy. Oh, Ethel!
ETHEL. Mother!
MRS. C. We’re—we’re—ru ined. (This last word co mes out 

in a large sob.)
ALARIC. Ruined? Go on! (We hear that ir ri tat ing laugh

for the first time. As he laughs, he looks from his mother 
to ETHEL and back to his mother. Even ALARIC
catches on that some thing is amiss. He stops mid-laugh.)
Are we re ally?

MRS. C. Our bank has failed. Ev ery penny your poor fa -
ther left me was in it. We’re— (she can hardly bare to
say the word) b-b-beg gars!

ALARIC. Oh tush, tush and non sense. It can’t be true.
MRS. C. Read! (In her con fu sion she hands ALARIC the

let ter with the col ored sta tion ary.)
ALARIC (read ing). “My dear est Monica…”

(MRS. CHICHESTER catches her mis take, grabs the
per sonal let ter and hands ALARIC the let ter from the
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bank. ALARIC starts to read but is a bit slow on the up -
take. ETHEL has by this time moved into the fam ily cir -
cle and hands ALARIC the copy of the Morn ing Post.)

ETHEL. Look!
ALARIC (reads the head line). “Fail ure of Gifford’s Bank!” 

(He looks at the let ter from the bank.) “Gifford’s Bank
sus pended busi ness yes ter day.” (He looks quickly be -
tween the pa per and the let ter and the light dawns.)
Gifford’s Bank has closed its doors, eh?

MRS. C. Yes, we’re ru ined.
ETHEL (with a strange lack of emo tion. It’s a state ment

not a com ment). Beg gars.
ALARIC. Now that’s what I call a down right rot ten black -

guardy shame. Closed its doors in deed. Why should it
close its doors? That’s what I want to know. Why—
should—it? What right have banks to fail? Why is n’t
there a law against it. They should be made to open their 
doors. And keep ’em open. That’s what we give ’em our 
money for—so that we can take it out when we want to.

MRS. C. Ev ery thing gone.
ALARIC. Nice ket tle of fish. That’s all I can say, eh,

Ethel—
ETHEL. Pity!
ALARIC. Don’t worry, Ma ter. I’ll go down and tell ’em

just what I think of ’em. They can’t play the fool with
me. You’ve got a son, thank God, and one no bank can
take lib er ties with. What we put in there we’ve got to
have out. That’s all I can say, we’ve sim ply (he stresses
the next words by slap ping the pa per on top of the cen -
ter ta ble) got—to—have—it —out. There, I’ve said it.
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MRS. C (even she un der stands the sit u a tion better than
ALARIC). It’s bank rupt!

ETHEL. Failed!
MRS. C. We’re beg gars. I must live on char ity for the rest

of my life. The guest of re la tions I’ve hated the sight
of—and who’ve hated me. Oh!

ALARIC. Don’t you think we’ll get any thing?
ETHEL. Noth ing!
ALARIC. I al ways thought bank di rec tors were blight ers.

Good Lord, what a mess. What’s to be come of Ethel?
MRS. C. Who ever shel ters me must take Ethel as well.
ALARIC. Shockin’ tough, old girl.
ETHEL. No!
ALARIC. No? No what?
ETHEL. Char ity.
ALARIC. Cold-blooded word. What will you do?
ETHEL. Work.
ALARIC (that laugh again!). What at?
ETHEL. Teach.
ALARIC. Teach? Who in the wide world can you teach?
ETHEL. Children.
ALARIC. A Chichester teach! (He starts to laugh again.)
ETHEL (cuts him off, thank fully). Set tled.
ALARIC (not to be out done). Very well then. I’ll work too.
MRS. C (the shame of it all!). Oh, Alaric.
ALARIC. I’ll put my hand to the plough. The more I think

of it, the keener I am to be gin. From to day on I’ll be a
workin’ man.

ETHEL. Ha!
ALARIC. And may I ask why that “Ha”? There’s noth ing I 

could n’t do if I was re ally put to it. Not a sin gle thing.
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MRS. C. I know that, dear, but it’s dread ful to think of
you— (she can hardly say it) w-w-work ing!

ALARIC. Not at all. I’m just tin gling all over at the
thought of it. Only rea son I have n’t so far is be cause
I’ve never had to. But now that I have, I’ll just buckle
on my ar mor so to speak and as ton ish you all.

ETHEL. Ha!
ALARIC. Jerry’s al ways tell ing me I ought to do some -

thing; that “The world is for the worker” and all that.
Now I’m go ing to show him. He’s com ing to day. All his 
fam ily. They’ve taken “Noel’s Folly” on the hill. He’s
sure to look in here. Could n’t be better. I’ll put it to him 
as man to man.

(JARVIS has en tered with a card on the tray. ALARIC’s
back is to him. JARVIS clears his throat. ALARIC turns,
looks at JARVIS and turns back.)

ALARIC. I’ll… (JARVIS clears his throat again. ALARIC
turns to him.) What is it? (JARVIS in di cates the card.)
Oh. (ALARIC takes the card.) Chris Brent?

MRS. C. Oh, I can’t see any one. (She starts up the stairs.)
ALARIC. Nor I. I’m all strung up. Tell Mr. Brent that—
ETHEL. I’ll see Mr. Brent here. (JARVIS ex its.)
MRS. C (as she is go ing up the stairs and out). My head’s

throb bing. I’ll go to my room.
ALARIC. All right, Mother, and don’t worry. Leave ev ery -

thing to me. I’ll thrash the whole thing out; ab so lutely
thrash it out. Aw ful busi ness, Ethel.

ETHEL. Pretty bad.
ALARIC. Really goin’ to teach?
ETHEL. Yes.
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ALARIC (as he starts to ward the hall doors, leav ing the
news pa per and the let ter from the bank on the large ta -
ble). Right. I’ll find some thing, too. We’ll pull through
some how. (He is at the doors.)

ETHEL. Mr. Brent’s com ing.
ALARIC. Oh yes. (He turns at once and heads to ward the

gar den.) Jolly good of you to let him bore you. Hate the 
sight of the beg gar my self. Al ways looks like the first
con spir a tor in a play.

(He ex its as JARVIS shows in CHRISTOPHER BRENT
then leaves. Actually, ALARIC has dis played a bit of un -
com mon in sight: CHRISTOPHER BRENT does look like 
the first con spir a tor in a play. He is also hand some,
slick and has “Dan ger—Be ware” writ ten all over him.
ETHEL has fol lowed ALARIC to the French doors and
now turns to look at BRENT. They are al most a room
apart. He pauses and then quite steadily ap proaches
ETHEL. She seems not to re act. As he reaches her, he
takes her in his arms and kisses her. She does not ob ject 
but nei ther does she par tic i pate very much. Af ter the kiss 
he holds her at arm’s length, but is still hold ing her. She 
keeps a steady gaze on him.)

BRENT. How are you?
ETHEL. Fair.
BRENT. Your mother?
ETHEL. Lying down.
BRENT. Alaric?
ETHEL (in di cat ing with her head but not look ing away

from BRENT). Out there.
BRENT. We’ve a mo ment or two alone?
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ETHEL (her gaze still con stant). Yes.
BRENT. Glad to see me?
ETHEL. Why not?
BRENT. I am to see you—more than glad.
ETHEL. Good.
BRENT (blurt ing it out). I’m at the cross roads!
ETHEL. Really?
BRENT. It came last night.
ETHEL. Oh?
BRENT. This is the end be tween me and my wife.
ETHEL (this is a story she’s heard be fore). Is it?
BRENT. Yes, the end. It’s been wretched. We’ve not one

thought in com mon. There’s not a word of mine, not an
ac tion she does n’t mis un der stand.

ETHEL (breaks away from him and crosses into the room). 
How bor ing.

(In the scene that fol lows we get a much clearer pic ture
of ETHEL. She is ca pa ble of toy ing with BRENT, even
ca pa ble of tak ing the up per hand—how ever, she also
finds it hard to break away from his spell. And he is ca -
pa ble of cast ing a very strong spell!)

BRENT. She’d see harm even in this.
ETHEL. Why?
BRENT. She’d think I was here to—to—
ETHEL. What?
BRENT. Make love to you.
ETHEL. Well, aren’t you?
BRENT. Does it of fend you?
ETHEL. Ah, then you ad mit it.
BRENT. Oh, I wish I had the right to—
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ETHEL. Yes?
BRENT. Make love to you straight for wardly.
ETHEL. It’s be cause you have n’t the right that you do it— 

by sug ges tion.
BRENT (a slight pause—is this a line, or what?). What a

con tempt ible opin ion you must have of me.
ETHEL. Then we’re quits, aren’t we?
BRENT. How?
ETHEL. Ev ery mar ried man has a con tempt ible opin ion of

the woman he co vertly makes love to. If he had n’t, he
could n’t do it.

BRENT. I don’t fol low you.
ETHEL (by her change in at ti tude it’s pos si ble to see that

she does care for this man, poor girl. Her ques tion is a
se ri ous one). What hap pened last night?

BRENT. I sound like a cad, blam ing a woman.
ETHEL. Never mind how it sounds, tell me.
BRENT. The more I look at you and lis ten to you, the

more I re al ize I should never have mar ried.
ETHEL. I’m sorry.
BRENT. For me?
ETHEL. For your wife.
BRENT. My wife?
ETHEL. Yes, aren’t you? No? Just sorry for yourself!
BRENT. You think me purely self ish?
ETHEL. Nat u rally. (With a laugh.) I am.
BRENT. We quarreled last night—about you.
ETHEL (does not re act well to this). Really! (Pause.)

Well?
BRENT. Ethel!
ETHEL. Oh, take some of the blame! Don’t put it all on

the woman! (Pause.) What do you in tend do ing?
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BRENT. Sep a rate. The only thing left. You don’t doc tor a
poi soned limb—you cut it off. When two lives gen er ate
poi son, face it as a sur geon would. Am pu tate!

ETHEL. And if we gen er ate poi son—what will you do.
Am pu tate me?

BRENT. Don’t say that!
ETHEL (de liv er ing a di rect hit). The new has all the vir -

tues?
BRENT. Don’t say that! We have a com mon bond—un der -

stand ing. I tell you I’m at the cross roads. (Pause.)
Would you risk it?

ETHEL. What?
BRENT. The snubs of your friends, life in some lit tle con -

ti nen tal vil lage. No, it would n’t be fair to you.
ETHEL. No, I don’t think it would. (She moves away.)

How ever, I’ll think it over and let you know.
BRENT. Would you marry me?
ETHEL. I never cross bridges un til I reach them, and we’re 

such a long way from that one, aren’t we?
BRENT. Then I’m to wait?
ETHEL. Yes do. When I have to choose be tween char ity

and la bor, some lit tle con ti nen tal vil lage may beckon
me.

BRENT. Char ity and la bor?
ETHEL. A tire some bank has failed with all our six pences

locked up in it. (Shows him the let ter from the bank.)
 Isn’t it stu pid?

BRENT. Is all your money gone?
ETHEL. Ev ery thing.
BRENT. Good God!
ETHEL. Dear Mother knows as lit tle about busi ness as she

does about me. Un til this morn ing she’s al ways had a
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rooted be lief in her bank and in her daugh ter. If I bolt
with you, her last cher ished il lu sion will be de stroyed.

BRENT. Let me take you out of it all.
ETHEL. No. Not just now. I’m not in the bolt ing mood to -

day. Some time per haps in the dead of night, some thing
will snap in me and the long ing for ad ven ture will come, 
then I’ll send for you.

BRENT. I love you. I need you.

(He tries to kiss her and she holds him off. PEG ap pears 
at the French doors. She car ries a bat tered suit case,
some par cels and a dog with hair that goes ev ery which
way. This is MI CHAEL. Actually the same can al most be 
said of PEG. Much will be made of the fact that her un -
ruly mop of red hair needs a lot of tend ing to sim ply
keep it out of her eyes. The irony is, her hair would have 
been quite in fash ion in this cen tury but not in the so cial 
world of 1912. In spite of this and her hand-me-down
clothes she is ob vi ously a very pretty girl from an Irish/
New York neigh bor hood. She watches ETHEL and
BRENT briefly then qui etly en ters the room and sits L
with her back to them. ETHEL has just evaded BRENT’s 
kiss.)

ETHEL. Un til the time co mes for am pu ta tion? I don’t want 
you to have il lu sions about me. I’ve none about you. Let 
us be gin fair any way. It will be so much eas ier when the 
end co mes.

BRENT. There’ll be no end. I love you. (Kisses her hand.)
I love you. (Em braces her.)
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ETHEL (push ing him away). Please don’t. It’s so hot this
morn ing. (Sees PEG and crosses to her.) How long have 
you been here?
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