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CAUTION: Professionals and Amateurs are hereby warned that 
performance of THE ABBEY is subject to payment of a royalty.  It is fully 
protected under the copyright laws of The United States of America, and of 
all countries covered by the International Copyright Union (including the 
Dominion of Canada and the rest of the British Commonwealth) and of all 
countries covered by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, the 
Universal Copyright Convention, the Berne Convention, and of all countries 
with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations. All rights, 
including without limitation professional/amateur stage rights, motion 
picture, recitation, lecturing, public reading, radio broadcasting, television, 
video or sound recording, all other forms of mechanical, electronic and 
digital reproduction, transmission and distribution, such as CD, DVD, the 
Internet, private and file-sharing networks, information storage and retrieval 
systems, photocopying, and the rights of translation into foreign languages 
are strictly reserved.  Particular emphasis is placed upon the matter of 
readings, permission of which must be obtained from the Author in writing. 
 
The English language stock and amateur stage performance rights in the 
United States, its territories, possessions and Canada for THE ABBEY are 
controlled exclusively by Next Stage Press. No professional or 
nonprofessional performance of the Play may be given without obtaining in 
advance written permission and paying the requisite fee.  
 

SPECIAL NOTE 
Anyone receiving permission to produce THE ABBEY is required to give 
credit to the Author as sole and exclusive Author of the Play on the title page 
of all programs distributed in connection with performances of the Play and 
in all instances in which the title of the Play appears for purposes of 
advertising, publicizing or otherwise exploiting the Play and/or a production 
thereof. The name of the Author must appear on a separate line, in which no 
other name appears, immediately beneath the title and in size of type equal 
to 50% of the size of the largest, most prominent letter used for the title of 
the Play.  No person, firm, or entity may receive credit larger or more 
prominent than that accorded the Author. 
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Cast in order of appearance 
 

Lena Muldoon, about 40—a course, gun-toting, bank robber 
 
Bulldog, about 30—Lena’s inept and dull-witted sidekick 
 
Brother Vincent, about 20-25—The timid and illiterate abbey  

       librarian 
 
Brother Filbert, about 20-25—The bossy abbey gardener 
 
Brother Bruno, about 70—The mute abbey housekeeper 
 
Brother Joseph, about 50—The no-nonsense abbot 
 
J.J. Huffley—an overly-efficient police inspector 
 
Officer Watson—Inspector Huffley’s Assistant Officer 
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THE ABBEY 
 
The action takes place in the day-room of The Abbey of the Little 
Flower somewhere deep in The Honeymoon Mountains. The stone 
walls of the room are basically in ruin—crumbling and well-
weathered. A gray slate floor supports two cracked and broken 
arches that fill the back wall. There is a door in the centre of the 
left arch, a stone bench in the other. A large wooden crucifix hangs 
on the wall between them. There is another, curtained opening in 
the R. wall that leads to a washroom. Just to the right of the left 
arch there is a small table on which rests a huge over-sized, very 
old book. Next to the table is another wooden door that leads out 
into the forest. There is a small round window in the wall beside it. 
Daylight comes in through two large overhead windows that slant 
into the room; these are cracked and dirty. 

The rest of room is sparse except for a second wooden table 
just R. of C. containing two candlesticks, a few cups, and a water 
pitcher. There are two benches running down either side of it. The 
only other sources of light are a few lanterns hung randomly 
throughout the room. Other incidental chairs, boxes and household 
items take up the remainder of the space. No evidence of modern 
conveniences—telephone, radio, etc.—is seen anywhere. 

 The three monks and their abbot who occupy this rude 
habitat have been here for several years. Having had no outside 
contacts during that time, the brothers have lapsed into a 
compliant, mundane routine, oblivious to the outside world. 
However…all might not be as it seems. 
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SCENE 1 
 

At rise, in the light of early dawn, the sounds of sirens, racing car 
engines, squealing tires, a grinding metal collision…and gunfire. A 
moment passes before distant, hurried footsteps are heard 
crashing through the underbrush. The footsteps get increasingly 
louder. LENA bursts suddenly into the room through the forest 
door. Dressed in a baggy one-piece mechanic’s coverall, complete 
with construction boots, she is not an unattractive woman but has 
a slick, tough, no-nonsense demeanor about her. She is in a foul, 
sarcastic mood, out of breath, and is brandishing a pistol. Taking 
her surroundings in quickly, she turns back to the door. Outside 
there is more stumbling, grunting and whacking through the trees.   
 
LENA. (calling outside) Get in here, you idiot, before some cop 
spots you and shoots your stupid head off.  (BULLDOG, also 
dressed in the same mechanic’s garb, lurches through the door. 
LENA slams it shut behind him. Bulldog is big, awkward and slow-
witted, constantly in need of Lena’s supervision, and often the butt 
of her sarcastic contempt. He gets tangled up in a stool he doesn’t 
see because of a nylon stocking pulled over his face. Its tail flops 
around in front of him. He also carries a pistol and is disoriented 
from all the effort.) Who the hell taught you to drive a car? If you 
didn’t have that dumb thing pulled over your face you wouldn’t 
have run off the road. Couldn’t see squat, could you? Damn near 
killed us.  
BULLDOG. Jeez, Lena, take it easy, will ya. I didn’t have no time 
to take it off, there was cops everywhere. 
LENA. And do you know why there were cops everywhere, 
genius?  
BULLDOG. Ah, no, I don’t know why, Lena. 
LENA. Because in the middle of getting out of a bank robbery you 
stopped to put a dime in a stupid bubble gum machine!  
BULLDOG. I really like dem big round ones, Lena, I don’t hardly 
never see dem no more.  
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LENA. Just enough time for the cops to show up. That bank was a 
sitting duck just waiting for someone to pluck the feathers off it.  
My first real score, my first move into the big time. And who do I 
have backing me up?—the Jolly Green Moron! 
BULLDOG. Aw, come on, Lena— 
LENA. A moron who can’t even hang on to a bag of money! 
BULLDOG. I just set it down for a minute, Lena. I didn’t mean to 
leave it there. 
LENA. Pickle brain! 
BULLDOG. Aw, don’t call me names, Lena, you know I don’t 
like it. Call me Bulldog. 
LENA.  Pickle, pickle, pickle, PICKLE brain! We’re lucky we 
even made it to the car, never mind out of town. If it hadn’t been 
for you we’d have got clean away. Now we’ve got no money, no 
car, and cops looking for us. 
BULLDOG. Jeez, Lena, I’m getting’ dah impression you think dis 
whole thing’s my fault. 
LENA. Noooo, do you really think so? Tripping over tree stumps, 
can’t see where I’m going, stumbling around in the dark because 
you can’t drive a car in a straight line. (a beat) Take that thing off, 
you look like you got a condom on your head! 
BULLDOG. (pulls the mask up over his forehead) What if 
somebody sees me?  
LENA. Who? Who’s going to see you? Look around, do you see 
anybody, huh? 
BULLDOG. (starts to take the room in) Where are we? 
LENA.  (She has positioned herself at the round window.) How 
the hell should I know?  This joint just jumped out of nowhere. 
Thanks to you, I wasn’t paying much attention to where I was 
going, I was trying to get away without getting my ass shot off.  
BULLDOG. Do you think anybody lives here?  
LENA. Could be an old hunting camp or something—I don’t see 
anybody out there. I think we gave them the slip. Bubble gum! 
Jeez! 
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BULLDOG. (during this last, he’s been staring at the large 
crucifix) Hey, Lena, are hunters religious?                   
LENA. What?  What are you talking about?  (Somewhere off a 
door slams. Lena starts, gun poised. Bulldog yanks the stocking 
back over his face. They freeze. A very sleepy BROTHER 
VINCENT, dressed in a traditional monk’s habit, ambles in 
through the R. arch. He is carrying a chamber pot. Yawning and 
scratching his crotch, he stops in mid-scratch, staring stupidly 
back and forth from Lena to Bulldog. Unable to comprehend what 
he sees, he retreats back into the washroom. A moment later his 
wide-eyed face peers timidly around the curtain. Stunned, he edges 
timidly into the room.) 
BROTHER VINCENT. You—you’re a woman. 
LENA. Impressive observation. 
BROTHER VINCENT. Is that a gun? 
LENA. Yeah, it’s a gun. 
BROTHER VINCENT. Wh—why—why do you have a gun? 
LENA. In case I have to shoot somebody. 
BROTHER VINCENT. Ohhhh, d-d-did you shoot anybody 
today? 
LENA. (looking pointedly at Bulldog) Not yet.  
BROTHER VINCENT. (sees Bulldog) Oh, you’ve got one too. 
BULLDOG. Yeah, two of us, two guns. 
BROTHER VINCENT. I’ve only seen pictures of guns; I’ve 
never seen a real one. What’s that on your head?  
BULLDOG. It’s a mask so nobody can recognize me when I’m 
robbing a bank.    
LENA. Dimwit! Why not give him your social insurance number 
while you’re at it.  
BULLDOG. (puzzled)  I don’t think I got one of dem. 
BROTHER VINCENT. (starts for the door) I—I better get 
Brother Joseph, our Abbot, he’ll want to know you’re here. 
LENA. Stay where you are.  
BROTHER VINCENT. Bu-bu-but we’re supposed to tell Brother 
Joseph when we have guests. 
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BULLDOG. (removing his mask)  Oh, ain’t that nice, Lena, he 
called us guests. 
LENA. In addition to my name, maybe you should tell him where 
I’m from. Get up there, watch that door, and keep your mouth shut. 
BULLDOG. (going to the window, grumbling)  I didn’t think dis 
place was deserted. 
LENA. Shut up and keep one eye out that window. (to Brother 
Vincent) Now you, in the brown dress, get over here. 
BROTHER VINCENT. W-w-who, me? 
LENA. Yeah, you. (Brother Vincent moves cautiously toward 
Lena) Sit. (he sits)  Okay, buster, let’s make with the info. Where 
are we?  
BROTHER VINCENT. You don’t know where you are? 
LENA. Would I need to ask if I knew where I was? 
BROTHER VINCENT. This is the Abbey of the Little Flower.  
BULLDOG. Ain’t dat nice, Lena, a monsterary. 
BROTHER VINCENT. (becoming very enthusiastic about 
sharing his information)  Oh, you mean a monastery, this is not a 
monastery, this is an abbey. Abbeys and monasteries are quite 
different. You see, a monastery is bigger and— 
LENA.  (losing patience) Monastery abbey, abbey monastery, who 
cares! Where is it? 
BROTHER VINCENT. The Honeymoon Mountains. 
BULLDOG. (laughing) Hey Lena, did you hear that? 
Honeymoon, ha, ha, honeymoon. 
LENA. Yeah, yeah, very quaint. 
BROTHER VINCENT. (eager to display his knowledge of the 
abbey) This is a very old abbey, founded in the 1700s. Now back 
in those days— 
LENA. Never mind all that, who the hell are you? 
BROTHER VINCENT. I am Brother Vincent, the abbey 
librarian, but they just call me Vinny. 
LENA. (suddenly cautious) There’s more like you? 
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BROTHER VINCENT. Oh, yes, there are three other brothers—
including Brother Joseph, our Abbot. He’s the one I should talk to 
in order to get your needs properly looked after. 
LENA. What needs? 
BROTHER VINCENT. Well, the Abbey of the Little Flower is 
dedicated to serving any who come to our door. It’s our mission. 
BULLDOG. Hey, Lena, we better be careful, der must be people 
comin’ in and out of here all the time. 
LENA. Is that right, Vinny, there’s people coming and going out 
of here? 
BROTHER VINCENT. Well…not exactly. We’re…still waiting. 
LENA. For what? 
BROTHER VINCENT. The poor. Brother Joseph says they could 
show up any day now. 
LENA. (starting to lose patience) Now look, Brother Vinny—                         
BROTHER VINCENT. Oh, no, you must never call me Brother 
Vinny, just Brother Vincent. If you’re going to call me Vinny, just 
call me Vinny, don’t put brother in front of it, because you see, if 
you call me Brother Vinny that’s not how Brother Joseph ordained 
me, he ordained me Brother Vincent and so calling me Brother 
Vinny would be  disrespectful and the other brothers don’t have 
nicknames. 
LENA. (getting frustrated) You remember I told you I hadn’t shot 
anybody yet today? You could be the first one. 
BULLDOG. Hey Lena, somebody’s comin’. 
LENA. (to Brother Vincent) Keep your mouth shut, understand. 
Bulldog, get out of sight. (They duck out of sight as BROTHER 
FILBERT enters. He is dressed in the same brown monk’s habit 
which has been hiked up over his knees to accommodate a pair of 
knee-high rubber boots. There is a colorful bandana wrapped 
around his forehead.  He flaunts an ever-present bossy, flippant 
attitude.) 
BROTHER FILBERT. Ah, Brother Vincent, here you are. 
You’ve missed breakfast again, the third time this week. Brother 
Joseph says this is absolutely the last time. I should tell you he is 
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not a happy monk. You never seem to be where you’re supposed to 
be. You know very well how much the abbot dislikes it when 
things are in disarray. I suspect you will spend a long time on extra 
duties to atone for your tardiness. What are you doing in here? 
(VINNY, wide-eyed, stares straight, saying nothing.) What’s 
wrong, has God struck you dumb? 
BROTHER VINCENT. (very loud whisper) I’m not supposed to 
say anything. 
BROTHER FILBERT. (also whispering) About what? 
BROTHER VINCENT. About our visitors. 
BROTHER FILBERT. (looking around, he sees no one) What 
visitors? 
LENA. (both she and Bulldog show themselves) These visitors.  
BROTHER FILBERT. (crossing himself quickly)  Oh my! A 
woman! 
LENA. Two out of two—not bad.. 
BROTHER FILBERT. (very flustered)  Wh—what are you doing 
here? How—how did you get in?  
LENA. Never mind that. Who are you? 
BROTHER VINCENT. (finding all the activity very exciting.) 
This is Brother Filbert. He’s the abbey gardener. Brother Filbert, 
meet Lena and Bulldog. They’re bank robbers. 
BROTHER FILBERT. B-bank robbers?! 
BULLDOG. Yeah, pleased to meet yous. 
BROTHER FILBERT. (crossing himself again) Ohhhh my, not 
good! 
BROTHER VINCENT. You’d better be careful, Brother Filbert, 
Lena has a gun, and she hasn’t shot anybody yet today. 
BROTHER FILBERT. Ohhh, Brother Joseph doesn’t like loud 
noises.   
LENA. We don’t want to upset Brother Joseph, now do we, Fil? 
So why don’t you just behave yourself and tell me what the other 
two are doing back there.    
BROTHER FILBERT. They’re waiting breakfast for Brother 
Vincent and me, and Brother Joseph sent me to find him. 
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BULLDOG. Breakfast? We could sure go for some of dat about 
now, eh Lena?   
LENA. Never mind breakfast. First, I’ve got to know where all 
you boys are so I can keep track of you.  
BROTHER FILBERT. (resigned) Oh, we’re all right here. We 
never go anywhere. (starts to exit) I’ll just go and get Brother 
Joseph— 
LENA. Stay where you are! Bulldog, take a look back there, see 
what’s going on. You two sit down. (Bulldog is about to exit when 
BROTHER BRUNO enters. He is elderly, meager in stature, and 
walks with a halting, rather comic, gait. He is barefoot and quite 
drunk. There is an apron draped over his monk’s garb with a 
duster hanging from the pocket. He stops abruptly, stares at the 
group, paying particular attention to LENA. Approaching her, he 
breaks into a broad lecherous grin before placing both hands on 
her breasts. Lena swats his hands away. He shrugs, turns and 
stumbles back out.) Who the hell was that? 
BROTHER VINCENT. That was Brother Bruno. He’s our 
housekeeper. He’s a mute. 
BULLDOG. (very concerned) Oh, the poor little guy, can’t see 
nothin’? 
BROTHER VINCENT. Oh, he sees all right, he can’t hear 
anything and can’t speak. 
BULLDOG. The poor little guy. 
BROTHER VINCENT. He’s quite used to it. He talks with his 
hands.  
LENA. Yeah, I noticed. (to Bulldog) Go get him, bring him back. 
(Bulldog exits, staring at his fingers, trying to figure this out. Lena 
is now quite frustrated.) Now let me get this straight. You four 
guys live here by yourselves?  
BROTHER FILBERT. Yes. 
LENA. How long’s it been? 
BROTHER VINCENT. Five years. 
BROTHER FILBERT. No, no, Brother Vincent, it’s been four 
years. 
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BROTHER VINCENT. Oh, you are quite mistaken, Brother 
Filbert. 
BROTHER FILBERT. I believe you’re the one who’s mistaken, 
Brother Vincent. Just yesterday I was looking through my garden 
journal and it quite clearly indicates that it’s been four years since I 
grew brussels sprouts…or was that beets?...no, it must have been 
brussels sprouts. 
BROTHER VINCENT. I don’t ever remember that you grew 
brussels sprouts, Brother Filbert. 
BROTHER FILBERT. Oh yes, four years ago. Aren’t those the 
little red ones with the leafy tops? 
LENA. (explodes) WHAT DIFFERENCE DOES IT MAKE! What 
the hell are you doing out here? 
BROTHER VINCENT. Well, as I told you, our mission is to care 
for those who need food or clothing—anyone who comes to the 
door—    
LENA. (frustrated) Yeah, yeah, you told me that already. What 
about the head guy, you know, the big cheese, the Mr. Pope dude? 
BROTHER VINCENT. Oh, you mean our Bishop. We’ve never 
met him. I don’t think he knows we’re here.      
BROTHER FILBERT. Brother Joseph says he’s forgotten about 
us and not to worry about it. 
LENA. Couldn’t you just make a quick phone call, you know, let 
him know you’re still around? 
BROTHER VINCENT. There’s no telephone here. Brother 
Joseph doesn’t like telephones. 
BROTHER FILBERT. Or radios. 
LENA. You don’t even have a radio? (considering) Well now, this 
setup could turn out to be a lot better than I first imagined. 
(Bulldog returns with Brother Bruno cradled in his arms, his 
wrists tied with the nylon stocking. He is putting up a fruitless 
struggle trying to get loose.) 
BULLDOG. He didn’t wanna come, Lena, and you told me to 
bring him, so I brung him for ya. 
LENA. Put him down before he bites you. 
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BULLDOG. Okay, Lena. (He lets go of Brother Bruno who drops 
to the floor.) 
LENA. Somebody should smack you.  
BROTHER FILBERT. Ohhh, Brother Joseph doesn’t like 
violence. 
BROTHER VINCENT. I suspect he’s not going to like you and 
Bulldog very much either. 
LENA. Yeah? That’s too bad because it looks like we’re going to 
be around for a while. And speaking of Brother Joseph, why don’t 
you go back there and get him. We need to have a little chat 
concerning how things are going to be run around here. 
BROTHER FILBERT. Ohhh, Brother Joseph doesn’t like being 
told what to do. 
LENA. Is there anything left that Brother Joseph doesn’t like? 
BROTHER FILBERT. (considering) Brussels sprouts. 
LENA. (waving her gun under Brother Vincent’s nose) Move it! 
And no funny business, understand? (Vinny exits.)  
BULLDOG. I dunno, Lena, dis place don’t look too good to me. I 
mean, what if somebody comes in here and sees us?   
LENA. You got to be kidding—a forgotten pile of stones out in 
the middle of nowhere? Nobody ever comes through that door, and 
four monks who don’t even know how long they’ve been here? It 
couldn’t be more perfect. 
BULLDOG. I dunno, what if one of these guys decides to run to 
the cops?  
BROTHER FILBERT. We’re not allowed to go anywhere. 
Brother Joseph says we have to be ready in case the poor show up 
one day. Besides, there’s no road coming into the abbey. If there 
ever was one it’s completely grown over. 
BULLDOG. (very worried) So, if there’s no road, how do you 
think the poor is gonna  find you? (This draws a blank stare from 
Brother Filbert.) 
LENA. See what I mean? Quit worrying about it. (BROTHER 
JOSEPH hustles in. Dressed in traditional monk’s garb, he is a 
matter-of-fact, strict disciplinarian who intends to take immediate 
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control of whatever situation presents itself. A nervous VINNY 
trails in behind, anticipating what is about to ensue.)    
BROTHER JOSEPH. Why is it that this place always seems to 
be in a state of utter confusion —(stopping abruptly at the sight of 
LENA) 
LENA. (with forced pleasantry)  Well, well, well, if it isn’t the “I-
don’t-like-anything” Brother Joseph.  
BROTHER JOSEPH. You’re a woman. 
LENA. Yeah…we’ve already established that.  
BROTHER JOSEPH. Women are not allowed in the abbey.  
LENA. In my case, we’ve made an exception. (Brother Joseph 
opens his mouth to protest) Oh, I know, don’t tell me—you don’t 
like it. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. I most certainly do not like it!  Who are 
you, how did you get in and what do you want?  
BULLDOG. We was in the neighbourhood, see, ‘cause we had 
dis…accident.   
BROTHER JOSEPH. (becoming suspicious)  What kind of 
accident? 
LENA. Ah, we got lost in the mountains. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. And what were you doing in the 
mountains? 
BULLDOG. We was in a hurry, see,  on account of— 
LENA. On account of we were hungry. (suddenly aware she is 
brandishing the pistol) You know, hunting, thought we might get a 
rabbit or something. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. (spies the trussed-up Brother Bruno lying 
on the floor. He has renewed his efforts to free himself.) Brother 
Filbert, why is Brother Bruno tied up on the floor? 
BROTHER FILBERT. Ah, well…he, ah came in and, ah, then 
went out, and ah— 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Untie him immediately! (Brother Filbert 
complies)  
LENA. Let’s just say the poor and the hungry have finally showed 
up at your door, Brother Joseph. 
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BROTHER JOSEPH. Uh huh. Let’s just say that’s a load of fresh 
donkey crap. 
BULLDOG. (shocked) Hey, Lena, can a religious person say stuff 
like that? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. (pointedly to Vinny) Someone is going to 
tell me what’s going on here.    
BROTHER VINCENT. (very nervous) Ohh, well, this is Lena 
and Bulldog, Brother Joseph, they’re…bank robbers. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Bank robbers!? Oh, The Abbey Of The 
Little Flower does not harbour criminals. You will have to leave 
immediately. 
BULLDOG. But what about da poor and da hungry? We’re 
definitely both of them, eh Lena? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. You have guns! You’re criminals! 
LENA. Never got so much as a parking ticket my entire life. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. You’re bank robbers! 
LENA. Not guilty. (pointedly to Bulldog) Didn’t happen, thanks to 
a certain assistant meathead who shall remain nameless. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Oh, no, no, no, this is simply not 
acceptable. As the head of this abbey I cannot sanction anything 
that has to do with breaking the law, because, you see, the Abbey 
of the Little Flower is dedicated— 
LENA. (During Brother Joseph’s speech, she puts her arm 
tenderly around his shoulders, her gun still in hand. Ever so 
gently, she leads him down to the bench at right.) Now look, Joey, 
you’re just not grasping the situation. You see, me and the   
Bubble Gum Kid here, we got no transportation, no money, no 
food, only the clothes on our backs, and nothing else. And, there’s 
a certain ‘element’ out there that would very much like to catch up 
with us. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. That would be the police, I presume. 
BULLDOG. We gave ‘em the slip real good, eh Lena? 
LENA. So you see, we’ve got no place else to go. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. So, you’re going to hold us at gunpoint 
while you use the abbey as a hideout.  
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LENA. (waving the gun around in front of her) Oh no, you got it 
all wrong. Nobody is going to be pointing guns at anybody, 
because everybody’s going to behave in a very civilized manner—
while we avail ourselves of your generous hospitality, that is—and 
while I figure out what we’re going to do next. 
BULLDOG. Yeah, Lena’s real good at thinkin’.  
BROTHER JOSEPH. Well, I don’t like it! 
LENA. What a surprise. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Guns or no guns, I will not have the daily 
procedures of this abbey disrupted with your—your—activities. 
No wandering around in places you don’t belong. I want that 
understood. We have a very strict and disciplined routine here.   
LENA. (surveying the brothers) Oh yeah, we noticed that right 
away. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Brother Vincent and Brother Filbert, I 
want you and Brother Bruno into the refectory for breakfast right 
now! We have already wasted valuable time in getting to our daily 
chores and duties. You may set two more places for our—guests. 
(He exits. As the group exits, Brother Bruno signs a vicious 
message to Bulldog.) 
BULLDOG. (to Brother Vincent) What? What was dat? What did 
he say? 
BROTHER VINCENT. My vows prevent me from repeating it. 
(Blackout.)                                             
 
 

SCENE TWO:  
THE NEXT MORNING 

 
Brother Joseph is seated, completely engrossed with studying the 
contents of a worn-looking diary. He frequently consults the large 
volume that rests on the table, comparing the two. After a few 
moments Lena enters unnoticed. Brother Joseph’s activity does not 
escape her attention. She is dressed in a monk’s habit, her hair 
pinned up in tufts. She has a chamber pot which she carries into 
the bathroom before returning. Still wearing the construction 
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boots, she yawns, stretches, trying to straighten her back which is 
obviously quite sore. Brother Joseph closes the diary quickly, 
hiding it in the folds of his habit.  
 
BROTHER JOSEPH. (very testy) What happened to your 
clothes? 
LENA. They disappeared. Somebody left me with this. (rubbing 
her back) How the hell do you sleep on those beds? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Everything here is quite satisfactory for 
our needs. 
LENA. (stretching, yawning) So, what time is breakfast? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Two hours ago. This is an abbey, not a 
Holiday Inn. 
LENA.  Oooo, did someone get off on the wrong side of his plank 
this morning? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. You are more than aware that I am not 
happy with your presence here. The sooner you leave, the sooner 
we will be able to get back to our normal obligations. 
LENA. (Her voice carries a note of suspicion.) Yeah, looking after 
the needs of any who come to your door. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Exactly. 
LENA. You don’t find it a little odd that after all these years 
nobody has ever come to your door?  
BROTHER JOSEPH. That is none of your concern. 
LENA. Want to know what I think?  
BROTHER JOSEPH. No! 
LENA. I think you’re a looney tune. You’re shacked up in a 
forgotten, broken-down pile of rocks with three other guys who 
aren’t sure what year it is. And you’ve had no contact with the rest 
of the world for God knows how long. I think all four of you have 
gone off a little sideways.                                              
BROTHER JOSEPH. Think whatever you like, it’s of no 
consequence. 
LENA. Nice Christian attitude. 
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BROTHER JOSEPH. What would a person with your 
background know about Christian attitudes?   
LENA. What the hell would you know about my background? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. You’re a common criminal and probably 
belong in jail. 
LENA. Jails are full of people who are too stupid to know how 
they got there. And let me tell you something else, brother, there’s 
not that big a difference between us. Maybe a bolt of lightning 
didn’t go off one day telling me I belonged in a dilapidated nut 
house out in the middle of nowhere. But I got shoved into the 
world at a very early age with no money, no job, and no place to 
go.  
BROTHER JOSEPH. To become a criminal. We have choices in 
life. 
LENA. Yeah, you chose what you wanted to do, I did what I had 
to do in order to survive. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. If you’re expecting me to work up any 
kind of sympathy for you and that gun-toting fruit cake you 
brought with you, it’s not going to happen. 
LENA. No one’s asking for your sympathy, but a little charity 
might be nice. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. You are receiving all the charity you’re 
going to get. You don’t belong here and the sooner you leave, the 
better. Take that under advisement. (stands abruptly) I have work 
to do. (exits) 
LENA. Work to do…right. (First making sure that Brother Joseph 
is gone, Lena crosses to the large book that rests on the small table 
beneath the arch. She glances curiously through several pages 
before something catches and holds her attention.) 
BULLDOG. (enters excitedly)  Hey Lena, you should see what 
dey got out there! There’s chickens and ducks and a goat and a big 
garden full of vegetables and stuff. They even got an old one-eyed 
donkey what wandered in out of the forest one day. It’s a real 
mangery. 
LENA. You’re going to fit right in. 
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BULLDOG. Yeah, Brother Filbert let me clean out the pig pen. 
(suddenly very serious) Those little guys got big turds.  
LENA. C’mere, take a look at this. (points at the book)  What do 
you think that is right there, huh? What is that? 
BULLDOG. (crosses to Lena) Ah, geez, Lena, ah…ah….a big 
book. 
LENA. Not the book, stupid, the drawing. 
BULLDOG. Oh. Looks like a cave under the ground or somethin’.  
LENA. Yeah, a cave...or more likely a crypt.  
BULLDOG. I dunno what dat is, Lena. 
LENA. A basement, my boy, a vault under a church—or an abbey, 
just like this one maybe—where they bury dead monks…and 
where they keep stuff. 
BULLDOG. What kind of stuff? 
LENA. You remember what Vinny said about this abbey? 1700s. 
I’m betting that’s a drawing of the crypt right under our feet. See 
that writing right there.  
BULLDOG. I never seen no writing like that before. 
LENA. That’s because it’s old, maybe Latin or something, and I’m 
betting this place is loaded. 
BULLDOG. Yeah?...loaded with what? 
LENA. The religious things that monks squirrel away—old relics. 
BULLDOG. (disappointed ) Ah geez, Lena, what do you want 
with a bunch of old religious stuff? 
LENA. You idiot, they could be worth a lot of money.    
BULLDOG. Yeah? Well, what are waiting for? Let’s go get ‘em.  
LENA. Whoa, whoa, it isn’t that easy. We got to play things cool 
here, make sure we don’t make anybody suspicious. Besides, we 
don’t know for sure if there is anything, and if there is, how to find 
it.  
BULLDOG. Hey, speakin’ of that, I forgot to tell ya. Somebody’s 
been diggin’ holes out there. 
LENA. Holes? What kind of holes? 
BULLDOG. A whole bunch of ‘em, all over the place. Vinnie said 
they was lookin’ for archie. 
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LENA. Who the hell is Archie? 
BULLDOG. I dunno. 
LENA. Archie…archi—artifacts? 
BULLDOG. Yeah, yeah, that’s it, archie-facts. 
LENA. I knew it! They’re looking for something. All the more 
reason why we’ve got to take our time and scout this joint out 
properly. 
BULLDOG.  That ain’t goin’ be so easy, Lena. Dat Brother 
Joseph, he told us he don’t want us snoopin’ around, remember? 
LENA. (her suspicions rising to the surface) Yeah, no snooping 
around, no visitors, no radios, no telephones, no roads—for four 
years. Doesn’t that seem a little too convenient? 
BULLDOG. What are you getting’ at, Lena?   
LENA. Something doesn’t add up around here. 
BROTHER VINCENT. (enters carrying a piece of paper.)  Ah, 
there you are. Brother Joseph expects that you will earn your keep 
while you are here. He has asked me to deliver your list of duties. 
LENA. What? Let me see that. (reading aloud) ‘Make your bed 
each morning, empty your chamber pots, sweep the floors, take 
your turn washing dishes, doing laundry and garden chores—’ 
Who the hell does he think we are, the hired help? 
BROTHER VINCENT. Brother Joseph doesn’t like idleness, and 
he’s very worried that if you don’t have something to do, you’re 
going to disrupt our routine. 
BULLDOG. Yeah, we already figured dat one out. 
BROTHER VINCENT. I’m just delivering the message. (turns to 
go) 
LENA. Wait a minute, I got a question for you. Tell me about this 
book over here. 
BROTHER VINCENT. (very helpful) That’s a history of our 
abbey, right from its very founding in 1750. 
LENA. 1750, eh? So, tell me what this writing says, right here, 
what does that say? 
BROTHER VINCENT. (flustered) I—I don’t know. 
LENA. You’re a monk and you can’t read that? 
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BROTHER VINCENT. I—I, well…no…actually—I—can’t 
read...anything. 
LENA. I thought you said you were the abbey librarian. 
BROTHER VINCENT. I am. 
LENA. Just out of curiosity, you understand, how do you run a 
library if you can’t read? 
BROTHER VINCENT. Oh, that’s easy. There are not very many 
books, so I just line up the red ones with white titles, and all the 
blue ones that have red titles, and then all the black books— 
LENA. Never mind, this place gets weirder by the minute. How 
did you end up here in the first place? 
BROTHER VINCENT.  Well, I lived with my father on our farm. 
I wanted to go to school but I was needed to work at home so there 
was nobody to teach me. We were very poor and my father was 
sick most of the time and there was a lot of work to do. I had a 
little sister but she died when she was only four and my mother—
well, I never really got to know her ‘cause she ran off with the 
butcher right after my sister died. 
BULLDOG. (During VINNY’S story, he pulls his nylon mask out 
and starts sobbing into it.) Geez, Lena, that’s the saddest story I 
ever heard. A poor sick daddy, no mommy and a dead baby sister. 
LENA. Yeah, Yeah, very sad. So how did the monk thing happen? 
BROTHER VINCENT. One day Brother Joseph came to the 
farm. He told my father that he would be taking over an abbey in 
the mountains and he was looking for novices. I was just the right 
age, he said, and he would be happy to take me off his hands, that I 
would be very well looked after while I was in God’s service. 
There was money that changed hands and, well, here I am. 
LENA. You got sold into an abbey? 
BROTHER VINCENT. I guess so. (There is loud renewed 
sobbing from Bulldog.) 
LENA. For crying out loud, quit your blubbering! What about the 
others? What’s their story? 
BROTHER VINCENT. Well, Brother Filbert was a novice, same 
as me. Brother Joseph put us to work right away. He made us 
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promise not to say anything to anyone while we made several trips 
at night back and forth getting the stuff we needed.  
LENA. (with renewed suspicion) Very interesting. (Brother Bruno 
enters in his usual inebriated state. He carries Lena’s washed and 
folded coverall which he hands her with a lecherous grin. He signs 
something to Vinny, then sits on the bench facing Lena.)  What’s 
this all about? 
BROTHER VINCENT. (very embarrassed) Ah—well, ah—
Brother Bruno wants, ah—he wants to watch you get dressed. 
LENA. What the hell! (chasing Brother Bruno from the room) Get 
out of here, you horny old bastard! (turns on Vinny.) Well, what 
are you waiting for? (Vinny makes a hurried exit. To Bulldog.) 
Make yourself useful, will you, find us something to eat. And 
while you’re out there, you can tell the good Brother Joseph we’re 
bank robbers, not housemaids! 
BULLDOG. Yeah, okay, Lena, I’ll tell him. (He exits. Lena pulls 
off the habit, changes into her mechanic’s garb and secretes her 
revolver into one of the pockets. She finishes just as Brother 
Joseph steams into the room.) 
BROTHER JOSEPH. All right, that’s it! I’ve had just about 
enough! Let me tell you something, madam, I’m in no mood to be 
trifled with. I expect you will carry out the chores you are assigned 
or you will be free to leave. (During this speech, Lena crosses 
slowly to the bench where she sits, making herself comfortable. She 
removes her revolver from her pocket and lays it carefully on the 
table.)   What, you’re going to shoot me now? 
LENA. It’s time to cut the bull crap. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. (indignant) What are you talking about? 
LENA. You bro, are no more a monk than I am a nun. Who are 
you really? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. That’s none of your business. 
LENA. What have you been studying in that little book of yours? 
You’re looking for something, that’s it, isn’t it? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. You’re crazy! 
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LENA. That book’s got something to do with what you’re looking 
for, right? Something big, something really big? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Why should I tell you anything? 
LENA. Perhaps we can be of benefit to one another. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. This is nonsense! If you’re quite finished, 
I’ll be getting back to my duties. (rises) 
LENA. Let me see if I got this right. You’re a Nervous Nelly 
living in an isolated abbey with no radio, no telephone, no road 
coming in or going out, you haven’t had a single visitor since 
Adam and Eve discovered the apple, you’ve got a librarian who 
can’t read, a drunk housekeeping sex maniac who can’t speak, and 
a gardener who doesn’t know the difference between a radish and 
watermelon. 
BROTHER JOSPEH. You have no idea what you’re talking 
about. 
LENA. Oh, by the way, did you know somebody’s been digging 
holes in your back yard?  It’s pretty obvious something’s going on 
around here, and it doesn’t have anything to do with Matthew, 
Mark, Luke, or John. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. It also has nothing to do with you.  
LENA. Not yet. Let’s say Bulldog and I were to get out of here—
it’s just a matter of time—and let’s say that we were to let it slip to 
certain interested parties that we know about this “monk” who has 
his spiritual butt parked over something valuable. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. That’s blackmail! 
LENA. Do you know how many of the poor and hungry would 
suddenly show up at your door? Think about it, maybe we can help 
you find what you’re looking for. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. (angry) What is it you want? 
LENA. That depends on what you’re looking for. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. What makes you think I can trust you? 
LENA. Given the circumstance a better question might be ‘do you 
have a choice?’ 
BROTHER JOSEPH. If robbing banks doesn’t work out for you, 
you can always become a blackmailer. (There is a long pause 
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while Brother Joseph paces, considering his options. Lena remains 
seated, her arms crossed, waiting patiently.) 
BROTHER JOSEPH. (finally resigned) Research assistant. 
LENA. Aha! University professor! I knew you were no monk. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Research assistant! 
LENA. Same thing. (another pause) Well? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. All right, all right. (a beat) I was doing 
work on early American religious groups and discovered a diary 
that someone had donated to the library. (produces an old, worn 
book from his habit) It’s in bad shape, barely readable. It was kept 
by a priest, a very eccentric Father Elias, sent by his order in 1748 
to what is now Detroit. The church he worked in burned to the 
ground a few years later under very suspicious circumstances. 
Completely disillusioned with his life, Father Elias persuaded a 
few monks to follow him into these hills and build this abbey. The 
diary records the whole story including a detailed description of 
the abbey’s location. And it seems that when the reverend father 
took to the hills, monks were not the only things that went with 
him. 
LENA. Meaning…? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Research done on the church in Detroit 
suggested Father Elias was, by all accounts, a very strange priest—
odd habits, unconventional interpretations of Christianity and 
religion. He was never really accepted by the religious community, 
accused of speaking in heavenly languages, languages of the 
spirits—it’s called speaking in tongues. They were languages that 
only he understood.  
LENA. A nut bar. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Maybe. There were certain charred 
religious artifacts found in the ruins of the fire from which 
hundreds of precious stones had been removed—rubies, pearls, 
emeralds, and diamonds—all belonging to the church and all worth 
a great deal of money. I’m convinced that Father Elias and the fire 
were not coincidental. 
LENA. And you think he brought those stones here. 
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BROTHER JOSEPH. Yes. 
LENA. You sure you got the right place?  
BROTHER JOSEPH. Oh, it’s the right place. The good father 
was kind enough to leave his remains at the bottom of the stone 
steps leading to the crypt. He must have lost his footing. His leg 
and a couple of his ribs were broken. He was probably unable to 
move and starved to death. I buried his skeleton in the forest 
behind the abbey. 
LENA. What about the other dudes who were here with him? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Listen to this. (reading from the diary) 
Those who followed have abandoned me, wretch that I am…now 
comes to me a gray and troubled sleep… an ending to the 
unaccepted soul who from His sanctuary has taken and to His 
sanctuary brings His tiny works concealed… 
LENA. The gems? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. That was my guess. (continues reading)  
look well…for what was put in will come out…and the sides will 
deliver… 
LENA. Sides of what? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Good question. There is no more, last 
entry, probably made just before he died. 
LENA. It doesn’t make any sense. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Not to you and me, but it does if you’re 
Father Elias. Unfortunately, we can’t ask him. 
LENA. And you think that message is a clue to where the gems are 
hidden? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. For a priest, a gray and troubled sleep is 
death without absolution. And I think the rest of the entry is a self-
confession, admitting to stealing the stones from the church after 
the fire and bringing them here. 
LENA. (crossing to the big book) What about this book you’re so 
interested in? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Abbeys, monasteries and churches all keep 
historical records of their existence—the lives and activities of 
those who lived in them and their spiritual journeys. Father Elias 
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and his monks kept this one. I keep looking in it for references, 
clues, but there’s nothing.  
LENA. But if this guy was goofy— 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Not goofy, eccentric, there’s a difference. I 
suspect the other monks took his accident as a punishment from 
God and they fled before the same happened to them. One of them 
must have taken the diary and that’s why, eventually, it was found 
by someone else who didn’t know what it was, so just donated it to 
our library. 
LENA. It doesn’t say anything else about the stones? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Nothing. The crypt in this abbey is very 
small and it’s empty. I’ve searched every square inch of it—
several times—along with every other nook and cranny. 
LENA. And that’s why you’ve been digging holes outside. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Well, if the stones aren’t in here they must 
be somewhere else. 
LENA. (takes the diary) Let me see that. (reads) look well…for 
what was put in will come out…and the sides will 
deliver…You’re a university professor, can’t you figure this out? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Research assistant! I’ve studied the 
drawings of the crypt in the book, read the descriptions of the 
abbey looking for something that might relate the diary entry to 
some hiding place. Nothing. 
LENA. Four years? You’d have found something by now. My 
guess is somebody found this place, took the stuff—if it ever 
existed in the first place—and vanished. You, brother, are wasting 
your time. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. There is no reference to the existence of 
this abbey anywhere in the historical record except in that diary. 
The only people who could have known about its existence were 
Father Elias and his monks. The description of its location is very 
specific, but if you didn’t know where it was you could walk 
within ten feet of this place without seeing it. We practically had to 
dig it out of the forest. Besides, if those gems were found by 
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somebody there’d be something, anything, even just a rumour 
would have surfaced.  
LENA. Which tells me you’re wasting your time. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. That diary entry suggests otherwise.    
LENA. And you’ve got these boys you’re living with convinced 
there’s something here? 
BROTHER JOSEPH.  Oh no, as far as they’re concerned they 
really are monks. As their “abbot” I conferred holy orders on them 
personally. And Brother Bruno is an ordained Franciscan Friar, my 
assistant at the university.  He got himself into some, shall we 
say—difficulties—with an overly endowed judge’s wife, and was 
only too happy to be recruited. We located the abbey and made 
several trips back and forth, always at night, gathering the supplies 
we needed—farming tools, a few animals. There were several 
containers of seeds left behind which we’ve planted to grow 
vegetables— just a few simple monks living in a secluded abbey 
that no one knows exists…until now. 
LENA. Those boys have no idea why they’re here?  
BROTHER JOSEPH. They know they’re looking for religious 
artifacts—in the name of the church, of course.  
LENA. And you have no intention of telling them otherwise.   
BROTHER JOSEPH. Actually, I think Brother Filbert might be 
getting a little suspicious. He’s been huddled together with Vinnie 
lately—I’m not sure what they’re up to. 
LENA. (stands suddenly) Okay, okay, let’s go on the 
assumption—for the moment—that you might be right. We’re 
obviously not looking in the right places. 
JOSEPH. Excuse me, when did the ‘we’ come into this picture? 
LENA. Now, now, Joey, don’t be getting up tight with your new 
partner. Rocks or no rocks, I’m willing to lend a hand. And if you 
don’t want the place overrun with treasure hunters— 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Yeah, yeah, blackmail, don’t remind me.  
LENA. (feigning insult) Opportunity, dear brother, opportunity. 
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BROTHER JOSEPH. Do you think now that you’re here a 
treasure map is suddenly going to appear with an X marking the 
spot?  
LENA. Absolutely not. But you know what they say about two 
heads being better than one…well, two and a half if you count 
Bulldog. (Brother Bruno enters wearing an apron, a sickly looking 
chef’s hat, and napkin draped over his arm. He carries a large pile 
of gray hash heaped on a plate. There is a carrot sticking from the 
middle of the pile that has been carved into what looks  
suspiciously like a phallic symbol. Bulldog follows close behind. 
With a drunken, lecherous grin Brother Bruno hands the plate to 
Lena. She sniffs it suspiciously) What is it?  
BULLDOG. I dunno, Lena, you said you was hungry. It’s 
somethin’ Brother Bruno cooked up for ya.  
LENA. I think it moved. (Blackout.) 
 
 

SCENE THREE: 
SATURDAY AFTERNOON, TWO WEEKS LATER 

 
Bulldog is sitting on the corner bench with the big book in his lap. 
Intent on his task, his finger carefully traces each line. LENA is on 
her hands and knees crawling across the floor, looking in the 
corners of the room. Occasionally, she stops to tap the walls along 
her route.  
  
LENA. (frustrated) Precious stones, secret diary messages, goofy 
priests! Scrounging around on my hands and knees, under rocks, 
between cracks, up to my ass in dirt for two weeks! Two bloody 
weeks! Looking for what? Who the hell knows? 
BULLDOG. (bewildered) I’m doin’ exactly what you told me, 
Lena, I`m lookin’ at  every line and every picture just like you 
said. (a beat)  What am I lookin’ for, Lena?    
LENA. What do you mean, what are you looking for? You’re 
looking for a secret hiding place. 
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BULLDOG. Ohhhh, oh, yeah, a hiding place, yeah. (another beat) 
Ah, what kind of hiding place, Lena? 
LENA. You remember that discussion we had about the basement? 
BULLDOG. Oh, yeah, where they keep that old stuff you was 
telling me about, down in the cripes. 
LENA. Yeah, the cripes. What you’re looking for is a clue to the 
hiding place for a large collection of very valuable gemstones.   
BULLDOG. Okay, Lena, but I ain`t found nothin` yet and I’m 
already on page two. 
LENA. Don’t hurt yourself.v(There is a sudden commotion off 
stage—laughter, voices singing off key. The brothers enter dressed 
in habits altered to make party costumes. Brother Vincent carries a 
platter of what looks like d’oeuvres. Brother Filbert enters 
clutching a beat-up accordion. He is followed by Brother Bruno 
who staggers in with a jug in one hand and several mugs in the 
other. These he sets on the table. Brother Joseph brings up the 
rear—it’s a party in the making.  A forced whine that at one time 
might have passed as music, wobbles from Brother Filbert’s 
attempt at playing the accordion. Bulldog, now dressed in a 
monk’s habit with the nylon stocking dangling behind his head, 
immediately starts a ridiculous dance with Brother Vincent who is 
wearing a contrived-looking dress. Production Note: the actors 
can treat this as improv.) Hey! Wait a minute! Wait a minute! Just 
calm down here. HOLD IT! What the hell’s going on?    
BROTHER JOSEPH. We like to have a little get together once in 
a while, loosens everybody up, you know, relaxes things. 
LENA. Oh, I get it, a party after looking for—and finding—
absolutely nothing. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Relax, have a swig of Brother Bruno’s 
home brew.  
LENA. (takes a mug that BROTHER BRUNO hands her) And just 
exactly what does he use to make this? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Don’t have a clue, don’t want to know. Try 
it.   
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LENA. (sniffs it, sips, coughs) Good God! This stuff’d take rust 
off a dump truck. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Yup. (Brother Bruno grabs Lena, plasters 
himself against her, hands on her rear end, and begins shuffling 
her around the room. She pushes him away.)  
LENA. Hey! Hey! Hands off! I don’t dance, understand! I don’t 
dance! 
BROTHER JOSEPH. A couple more shots of that and you’ll 
dance just fine. 
BULLDOG. (He and Brother Vincent are dancing.) Hey look at 
me, Lena. Vinnie says I’d make a great monk. I think I’m gonna 
like it here.   
LENA. Marvelous, knock yourself out. (referring to the 
accordion) Where’d he get that thing?  
BROTHER JOSEPH. It’s Brother Bruno’s. When we first moved 
here he insisted on bringing it with him.  
LENA. Just what every deaf mute needs. (The party is now in full 
swing with everyone dancing, drinking and generally carrying on. 
(see previous production note) LENA has helped herself to a 
second mug of BROTHER BRUNO’S brew and is parked on the 
bench, leafing through the big book. Suddenly, there is loud 
pounding on the abbey door. Everyone else freezes except 
BROTHER BRUNO who continues to dance. There is a second 
pounding and a loud voice: This is the police! Open up! Open this 
door!) 
LENA. (whipping out her pistol she grabs a very distressed 
Brother Filbert, holding the gun to his head) One wrong word out 
of anybody and Fil here gets the first bullet! Understand? (They 
duck through the closest stone arch. There is a sudden flurry of 
activity as Brother Vincent, hugging the accordion, tries 
desperately to rearrange his habit.  Brother Joseph gives Brother 
Bruno the brew jug and mugs and pushes him into the washroom. 
Bulldog pulls his cowl up over his head, folds his hands into his 
sleeves, doing his best to appear inconspicuous, and fades into a 
corner. Finally, Brother Joseph opens the door to admit the 
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extremely overly officious police INSPECTOR J. J. HUFFLEY. 
Dressed to the nines in a smart uniform, he is armed with a 
shoulder holster from which protrudes the handle of a ridiculously 
large pistol. He wears a patch over one eye. His speech is clipped, 
monotone, devoid of any humour. He never speaks in complete 
sentences and might have an unknown foreign accent. There is a 
uniformed officer with him.) 
BROTHER JOSEPH. (with flawless, forced sanctity) Welcome 
my friends, I am Brother Joseph, the abbot. How might I be of 
service? 
INSPECTOR. (enters, flipping his badge wallet open and closed) 
J.J. Huffley, Chief Inspector. Doing investigative work in the area. 
(walks through the room giving it careful scrutiny) Never realized 
this place was here. No road.  
BROTHER JOSEPH. We are indeed honoured, Chief Inspector, 
you are the first visitors we’ve had in several…ah, in quite some 
time. How did you find us? 
INSPECTOR. Heard…noises. Sounded quite distressful.                                        
BROTHER JOSEPH. Yes, yes, that would be Brother Vincent’s 
blessed music to the Creator…he’s quite a talent. So, what brings 
you to our humble cloister? 
INSPECTOR. Bank robbers. 
BULLDOG. Ooooooooo.     
BROTHER JOSEPH. Ah…Brother Baldwin—not been well—
indigestion we think.  
BULLDOG.  Ooooooooooo. 
INSPECTOR. Indeed. More to the point. Seeking two 
malfeasants. Rough looking woman. Dull looking sidekick—
stocking over his head. Tried to make unauthorized withdrawal 
from bank in the area. 
BULLDOG. Ooooooooahhhooeeeee. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Heh-heh, poor fellow. 
INSPECTOR. Hmmmm. Unusual activity hereabouts? Anything 
out of the ordinary?  
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BROTHER JOSEPH. Nothing, nothing at all out of the ordinary. 
Wouldn’t you agree Brother Vincent. 
BROTHER VINCENT. (with forced politeness) We are far too 
busy with our daily chores to have noticed anything out of the 
ordinary. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Exactly. 
INSPECTOR. Strangers lurking about?  
BROTHER VINCENT. Oh, no, we would certainly notice if 
there were any strangers, wouldn’t we Brother Joseph? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Indeed. We are but poor abbey monks 
living quietly in the service of God. Ah, tell me, inspector, are they 
dangerous criminals? 
INSPECTOR.  (with an annoying, snorting laugh) Oh, not at all, 
not at all. Quite harmless. Seems in their haste to get away, left 
their bag of money leaning against the wall outside the bank. A 
little on the stupid side’s my guess.  
BROTHER JOSEPH. It certainly sounds that way. Are you 
making any progress with the case? 
INSPECTOR. (crosses to Bulldog, gives him a scrutinizing once 
over) Ran their car off the road. Reason to believe they are still in 
the area, likely on foot. Disappeared—for the time being—couldn’t 
have got far. Certain to catch them.  
BULLDOG. Ooooooooneeeeahhhoooooeeeee. 
INSPECTOR. Brussels sprouts. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Pardon? 
INSPECTOR. Brussels sprouts. Brings on the flatulence. For the 
indigestion. Good flatulence clears the bowel. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Oh, yes…of course. We’ll certainly give it 
a try. Is there anything else we can do for you, inspector, anything 
at all? 
INSPECTOR. See no reason to bother you further—for the time 
being. (turns to exit, hesitates, embarrassed) Actually…one thing.  
BROTHER JOSEPH. Yes?                                
INSPECTOR. Haven’t—that is—haven’t—been to confession for 
several years. 
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BROTHER JOSEPH. C-c-confession? 
INSPECTOR. You’re available? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Well, I’m not really—that is, I’m a mere 
monk—and really don’t— 
INSPECTOR. Man of the cloth, are you not?                                                    
BROTHER JOSEPH. Ah, yes, of course…in a manner of 
speaking, but—I  
INSPECTOR. (dropping to his knees he removes his cap) Get it 
done. (makes an exaggerated show of crossing himself) Well? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Ah, yes, ah, what is the nature of your 
sin…my son? 
INSPECTOR. How much time do you have?  
BROTHER JOSEPH. Oh, I see, well, just give it to me in general 
terms.  
INSPECTOR. You name it, I’ve done it. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Uh-huh. Well…how does twelve Hail 
Marys sound? 
INSPECTOR. (considers for a moment) Satisfactory.  
BROTHER JOSEPH. Fine, fine. (attempting a benediction) Go 
in peace and sin some more, ah—no—no more! (The Inspector 
rises, puts his cap back on, crosses himself, and with a great sigh 
of relief, exits with his assistant.) 
LENA. (Steaming through the arch she pushes Brother Filbert in 
front of her, then checks the window.) ‘Rough looking woman,’ he 
says! ‘A little on the stupid side,’ he says! Who the hell does he 
think he’s dealing with? That hayseed country cop, I should’ve put 
a bullet in that bozo—   
BROTHER JOSEPH. You’re welcome! 
LENA. What? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Did I happen to mention that you were 
hiding in the next room with a gun to Brother Filbert’s head? 
LENA. Oh, that. Yeah, well, I suppose I owe you one. 
BROTHER FILBERT. Would you really have shot me? 
LENA. Don’t bet on it, buddy boy. 
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BULLDOG. Geez, Lena, what are we gonna do? I think the cops 
might be on to us. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Yeah, bank robber genius, what are you 
going to do now that the police know about this place?        
LENA. They got their money, they got nothing on me.                
BROTHER JOSEPH. Well, I don’t like it! Eventually that 
inspector’s going to figure something’s not right and you can bet 
he’ll be back. 
BROTHER VINCENT.  (Completely out of character, he tries to 
imitate a tough gangster.) Yeah, I tink ya better pack up your rods, 
see, and take a powder before the fuzz shows up again, see. (This 
draws quizzical stares from the rest.)  
LENA. Don’t give up the monk thing. (Suddenly, a very drunk 
Brother Bruno reels through the washroom curtain hugging the 
home brew jug. He has acquired Bulldog’s pistol. He waves it 
around pointing at everything and nothing. Expecting the worst, 
everyone ducks for cover. Lena finally wrestles him to the floor 
and grabs the gun. Brother Bruno is left lying on top of her and 
quite happy to be there. Lena pushes him off. She goes up to 
Bulldog, dangling his pistol under his nose) Did you lose 
something? 
BULLDOG. Geez, Lena, I wondered what happened to dat, I 
couldn’t find it nowhere. 
LENA. You couldn’t find a penny in a one-penny piggy bank. 
BULLDOG. I musta just set it down for a minute.                                               
LENA. You got a bad habit of ‘just setting things down for 
minute.’ Do everybody a favour and get this drunk out of here. 
(shoves the gun into Bulldog’s hand) If he tries to get back in, 
SHOOT HIM! I’ve had enough of this crap for one day. Beat it, all 
of you! (They exit with Bulldog dragging Brother Bruno out by his 
arm pits. Brother Vincent sets the jug down before making a hasty 
exit with Brother Filbert. Lena pours herself a healthy shot. She 
sits, rubbing her butt where there is a red tear.) 
BROTHER JOSEPH. What happened?  



THE ABBEY 
 

 36 

LENA. Caught it on a nail or something, it’s nothing. (Brother 
Joseph fetches a cloth from a drawer, pours another shot of 
Brother Bruno’s brew into a cup then dips the cloth into it before 
returning to Lena.) What do you think you’re doing? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Lay down on that bench. 
LENA. What?! (He forces Lena face down on the bench, rips the 
tear wide open and begins cleaning her wound.) What the hell! 
That’s stuff liable to give me blood poisoning. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Keep still.  
LENA.  Owwwwww! Don’t rub so hard. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Here, have a shot of this. (hands her his 
cup). Would you really have shot Brother Filbert if I’d said 
something to the inspector?. 
LENA. Damn right!...no, probably not. But I’ve met plenty of 
people who needed to be shot. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Want to know what I think? 
LENA. No. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. I think you’re a wannabe big-time crook 
who’d have trouble knocking over a parking meter.  
LENA, Really. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. (takes another shot of Bruno’s concoction 
as he finishes with Lena’s wound. The brew has started to kick in) I 
think you’re not the big bad broad you’re pretending to be. I think 
that underneath that gangster exterior there may be hiding a 
different person—a little makeup here, a change of wardrobe, 
some bangles and baubles—voila!—a lady. You know, you’re not 
an entirely unattractive woman—as bank robbers go. (He begins 
studying her eyes— first one then the other.) 
LENA. What are you looking at? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Did you know your eyes are different 
colours, one blue, one brown? 
LENA. Yeah, so what? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Well, it makes you kind of unique. They’re 
very pretty. 
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LENA. Don’t start saying nice things to me, I get suspicious real 
easy. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Only if you’ll start showing signs of being 
human. (taking another shot from Brother Bruno’s jug, he is 
getting a little drunk) And your hair, a nice subtle shade of red. 
I’ve always liked redheads.  
LENA. (suddenly on her feet) Okay, that’s it! You’ve had enough 
of that manure water. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. And I’d really be interested in what kind of 
figure is hiding under that shapeless pile of rags you’ve got on. 
LENA. Oh, I wondered when that was going to come up. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. What? When what was going to come up? 
LENA. Well…four years…you know, no female 
companionship…and, well— 
BROTHER JOSEPH.  Dammit! Don’t you get it?  I’m paying 
you a compliment. 
LENA. (a beat) Why? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. What kind of question is that? I’m a man, 
you’re a woman. 
LENA. If that’s your best come-on, you really suck.  
BROTHER JOSEPH. Why do you find it so strange? Have you 
never had a relationship? 
LENA. Oh, I’ve had relationships—an abusive grandmother, a 
brother who beat me up on a regular basis, a school teacher who 
called me an idiot every time I opened my mouth. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. I’m talking about being in love. Have you 
ever been in love? 
LENA. Yup, been down that rocky road. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. (drunker now, he takes another shot of 
BRUNO’S juice) Well?  
LENA. Damn near got married once. A beautiful man. I called him 
Mickey the Moustache. He had these flowing handlebars on his 
upper lip. Always carried a comb so he could smooth them out, 
real pretty. Nice big car, expensive restaurants, bought me stuff, 
even took me dancing. 
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BROTHER JOSEPH. Dancing! Oh, yeah, do you know how long 
it’s been since I went dancing. (suddenly on his feet, he grabs 
Lena) Come on, let’s do it, let’s dance! (starts twirling her around 
the room.) 
LENA. (pushing him away) What the hell! I told you I don’t 
dance. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. I thought you said he took you dancing. 
LENA. That was then, when it was different, when… 
BROTHER JOSEPH. When you were in love.       
LENA. Yeah, until I found out he was already married—to three 
other women. A small detail he neglected to tell me. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Oh, too bad. 
LENA. Not the kind of loving relationship every woman dreams 
of.  
BROTHER JOSEPH.  Mmm, yeah, the every-girl-wants-a-
prince-to-walk-into-her-life, right?  
LENA. Something like that. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. One unfortunate incident does not a 
disaster make. 
LENA. Little fires, big fires—they all burn you. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. So, the alternative was a life of crime.  
LENA. What is this, twenty questions? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Just curious. (takes another shot) 
LENA. I went into a donut shop one night to get a coffee. I told 
the guy I wanted a small one and he says we don’t have small 
ones, just medium and large. Okay, I say, just give me the smallest 
one you’ve got. Well, he says, the smallest one we’ve got is really 
a medium. So, I say to him that if the medium is the smallest 
you’ve got, it’s really your small one, isn’t it? No, he says, it’s 
really a medium. Okay, I say, give me a medium  
coffee. So then he says that the large one is a better deal because it 
is only twenty cents more than a medium. But I don’t want a large 
one, I tell him, I just want a small coffee. Again he starts on not 
having any small ones. So, I jumped over the counter and punched 
him in the head. The judge gave me 30 days. That’s where I met 
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Bulldog. He got caught stealing hubcaps off parked cars…except 
one of them wasn’t parked, it was moving and rolled onto his foot. 
And that’s where he was when the cops showed up. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Seems like a pretty lame reason to become 
a criminal. 
LENA. How lame is being horney for four years in a broken down 
church looking for a bag of rocks that don’t exist? 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Not the same thing. I had a job but I 
wanted something better. I was stuck in a rut doing work for a 
bunch of ungrateful history professors who took credit for my 
research—pouring through books in a basement that had so much 
dust in it you had wear a gas mask. 
LENA. And then you found the diary. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Yeah, the diary. My ticket to wealth and 
freedom and—and… nothing. 
LENA. Well, look at us, two rejects, one from the land of 
romance, the other from the land of wealth and prosperity—two 
peas in a pod. Let’s drink to that. (She pours another glass of 
Bruno’s brew for herself, one for Brother Joseph and sits beside 
him.) 
BROTHER JOSEPH. Sounds like the plot to a bad Harlequin 
novel. (There is a sudden commotion off stage. Bulldog enters 
dragging a tattered black cassock which has several pieces of 
human skeleton clinging to it—arm and leg bones dangle from the 
cloth. A skull tumbles out of the mess and rolls across the stage.)    
BULLDOG. Hey, Lena look what I found. 
LENA. (jumping into Brother Joseph’s arms) What the hell?! 
BULLDOG. Oh, don`t worry, Lena, it`s okay, he’s dead. 
(Blackout.)  

  
THE PLAY IS NOT OVER!! TO FIND OUT HOW IT ENDS— 

ORDER A COPY AT WWW.NEXTSTAGEPRESS.COM  
 


