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Introduction
2003. Mid-audition for The Wiz, I ask if I could possibly sing not for the Cowardly 
Lion as I had first specified but for Evillene, the wicked witch. I’m allowed to do 
so, and though I don’t get the part, something about her command, power and 
overall chutzpah stays with me.

2004. In one sitting I devour a copy of Charles Busch’s collected works. I find, by 
page seven, a striking affinity towards Busch’s heroines and their gumption.

2007. I have the day off sick from work, and to amuse myself I watch Whatever 
Happened to Baby Jane? and Mommie, Dearest. Later that night, caught in the 
midst of a fever dream, I dream that I’m in a Broadway production somehow 
combining the two films, as the lead: an imperious combination of Crawford, 
Davis and Dunaway.

2012. After a year long dry spell, I sit down to begin the first draft of what will 
become Third Reich Mommie.

The seed of this play came in no small part thanks to my teens spent reading the 
works of Busch, an obsession with John Waters and his muse Divine, and a desire 
to take to the stage myself with the self-actualized confidence of these countless 
people who helped to shape my current tastes. It wasn’t ’till the first draft was 
completed that I realised this was more than just an imagined star vehicle for 
myself — Mommie was much more concerned with something I’ve consistently 
been fascinated with in my playwriting — fear, family, history, and a sense of 
belonging. Yes, its jokes were rapid-fire and its camp was rabid, but in submerging 
myself into the script not as a writer but as an actor, I was surprised (and pleased) 
to find the heart of Mommie — alive, genuine, motherly and beating.

Chistopher Bryant 

Acknowledgements
Max Attwood, Nathan Burmeister, Ashleigh Goodison, Trelawney Edgar, Emily 
Keene, Daniel Lammin, Emma Palackic, Kathy Schoenjahn, Phoebe Taylor and 
Sarah Walker.
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Foreword
Most would assume that coming up with an effective trash or camp comedy is 
a relatively straight forward exercise. I mean, cross-dress a few people, throw 
in some dramatic music, some terrible one-liners and some bad sex jokes and 
that’s it, right? You can’t blame anyone for having this view because, for the most 
part, trash/camp theatre or film is often just that, an excuse to indulge in the 
ridiculous, the melodramatic and the disgusting. I’d argue though that these 
aren’t really examples of trash/camp, but pale imitations of something far more 
exciting and dangerous, a genre as rich as a tragedy or a musical.

Chris and I have known one another for many years, and for as long as I’ve 
known him, he has revelled in and experimented with the camp and the 
melodramatic. Much of his development as a writer had him learning, not from 
Arthur Miller or Samuel Beckett like the rest of us, but Charles Busch and John 
Waters. Plays like Die Mommy Die! and films like Pink Flamingos were what 
caught his imagination, but because Chris is a born storyteller and craftsman, he 
wasn’t interested in just passively observing — he wanted to make work just like 
his heroes.

Third Reich Mommie wasn’t the first camp/trash play Chris had written, but it’s 
easily his best. Chris has established two avenues for his writing — one is raw, 
unforgiving, intensely dramatic and theatrically daring, and the other revels in 
genre and the melodramatic and ridiculous. What makes Mommie unique, and 
what took my by surprise the first time I read it, was how it somehow manages 
to bridge the gap between the two. The tale of faded film star Bridgette Van 
Kamp and her sexpot teenage daughter Cassidy living in a run-down Hollywood 
mansion never apologises for being completely preposterous, especially when 
you throw in a German maid with a clipped British accent, a closeted football 
jock and a complicated Nazi subplot. And yet, there’s something strangely 
moving about it. Chris told me that all he had wanted to write with Mommie 
was something fun, fast, nasty and cheap, but to our surprise the fever with 
which he wrote it produced instead a story about parents and children, and the 
tension that exists when that relationship starts to tear at the seams. Third Reich 
Mommie might be silly as hell, but it isn’t without substance.

And this is down to one fact — Chris knows the rules of the genre. Constantly 
re-watching Psycho Beach Party and Whatever Happened to Baby Jane? 
had taught him that behind the veneer of the camp and melodramatic was 
something more immediate and intelligent. These forms of queer expression had 
been born out of oppression and revolution, and writers like Busch used them 
to shake up, not just queer politics but the world he observed around him. There 
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is nothing lazy about those works — each character is vital to the mechanism of 
the narrative and the theme, nothing is wasted, every detail is exacting whether 
its job is to make a statement or to make you laugh. For these artists, and 
subsequently for Chris, trash/camp theatre is about something. It’s all very well 
to gross your audience out with lamb’s brains and fake blood, but there still has 
to be a point to it, otherwise it’s just lazy theatre and lazy storytelling.

Third Reich Mommie is a testament to both Chris’ love and respect for this genre 
and his considerable skill as a writer. I’ve loved every chance I’ve had to step into 
Bridgette’s mansion, not just as a director but as a fan. It’s all the things Chris 
wanted it to be — fun, fast, nasty and cheap — but there’s an inescapable magic 
to it that has kept us coming back to it again and again, whether that be the 60s’ 
high school costumes, the gorgeous wigs or the endless references to Sunset 
Boulevard or The Omen. For genre fans, it’s an absolute blast.

And it also helps that it’s just so goddamn fucking funny.

Daniel Lammin.
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First Production Details
Third Reich Mommie was first produced at the Owl and the Pussycat Theatre, 
September 4 — 9, 2012.

BRIDGETTE VAN KAMP  Christopher Bryant
CASSIDY VAN KAMP   Trelawney Edgar
ADA WEISS    Ashleigh Goodison
JOCK HANCOCK   Max Attwood

DIRECTOR   Daniel Lammin
TECH OPERATOR   Emily Keene
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Production Photos
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Notes
Characters

JOCK HANCOCK 17 years old. Friendly, slightly dim school friend of 
Cassidy. Possibly gay, but very repressed.

CASSIDY VAN 
KAMP 17 years old. Blonde, bubbly school girl. Would’ve been 

prom queen if she didn’t have a slightly psychopathic streak.

ADA WEISS 40-something. The VAN KAMP’s maid. Severe & obviously 
German, though nobody seems to notice.

BRIDGETTE VAN 
KAMP 40-something. Cassidy’s ex-film star, now agoraphobic 

mother. Joan Crawford crossed with Miss Havisham and a 
dash of twisted dignity.

VOICE-OVER CHARACTERS:  AGENTS
    CLUB ANNOUNCER 
    HITLER
    CHILDREN
    DELIVERY MAN
    EVA BRAUN
    SOLDIER

The Place and Time

1963. The majority of the play’s action takes place in the Van Kamp Manor’s 
family living room — California, America. The setup (in theory) requires a 
couch, a record player and cabinet. The rest is up to you.

The Set

The living room of the VAN KAMP manor, where most of our action will take 
place. The décor is spartan, yet indicative of an old and decaying wealth — 
think “Miss Havisham” by way of a crack den. Stage left is an old chaise lounge, 
covered by a great white sheet. Stage right, a small table with a record player 
(also covered by a sheet), and a lava lamp (appearing from scene 3). Hanging 
dead centre, at the back of stage is an imposing, weather-beaten portrait of 
BRIDGETTE, looking austere yet somehow beautiful.
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Properties

SCENE ONE
CASSIDY A ribbon

ADA A coat-hanger
 A book

SCENE TWO
ADA A dustpan 
 A broom

BRIDGETTE A packet of cigarettes 
 A lighter

CASSIDY Two cups of lemonade
 A paper bag, a sheep’s brain inside

SCENE THREE 
JOCK A crate of potting mix

ADA A broom

CASSIDY A military cap

BRIDGETTE A blood-stained apron
 A bloody rabbit’s tail

SCENE FOUR 
No props required.

SCENE FIVE 
JOCK A German playbill with Bridgette on the cover

SCENE SIX 
ADA A gun 
 A pocketbook
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Glossery of Military Commands 

Kompanie stillgestanden: Heels together, toes pointed out at not quite a right angle. 
Shoulders squared. Arms are thrown slightly forward, with the hands flat, with 
the middle finger resting against the trouser seam. Eyes forward.

Kompanie das Gewehr über: Done in five counts, and only the hands and arms 
must move; the body stays absolutely rigid. 1) The rifle is swung up in the right 
hand. The left hand grabs the piece just under the right hand. 2) The right hand 
now moves down and grasps the top of the rifle’s action. 3) The rifle is placed 
on the left shoulder with the right hand, while the left hand reaches down and 
supports the buttplate. 4) A one count pause. 5) The right arm is returned to the 
position of attention. The rifle is supported so that it is almost vertical.

Kompanie kniebeugen: knee bends, done with a rifle in the following 
manner: from a standing position, the rifle is grasped in both hands and 
held horizontally in front of the chest. On the first count, the rifle is pushed 
away from the body as the knees are bent until the soldier is squatting on his 
haunches and the rifle is held at arm’s length. On the second count, the soldier 
rises up and pulls in the rifle. This completes one Kniebeugen.
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Third Reich Mommie

1.
The front door flings open, and JOCK HANCOCK, a 
strapping all-American teen, enters, giggling wildly. He 
looks around for a second, then dashes to the couch, hiding 
behind it. A beat. Hot on his heels enters CASSIDY VAN 
KAMP, seventeen years of age and incredibly mod. She 
looks around for a second or two, confused. Finally, she 
spots JOCK, hiding in plain view. Sneakily, she shuts the 
door and tip-toes over to his hiding place. A beat. With a 
triumphant yell, she jumps and straddles him.

CASSIDY Hah!

JOCK Alright! You got me.

CASSIDY Fuckin’ A, I got you. I could see your feet sticking out 
behind the couch! What a flake.

JOCK Hey, cool it already, I admitted defeat.

CASSIDY [Flipping him the bird] Sit on it, Tarzan. You’re just a 
sore loser.

JOCK [Faux-hurt] Rude.

CASSIDY Yep! I’m a mean-spirited individual. Mother always says so.

Beat.

JOCK What time is it? Is- is she here?

CASSIDY She’s always here. She never leaves.

JOCK Hey, I — I should probably ditch; I’ve got homework to do …
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He attempts to get up, but CASSIDY holds him down.

JOCK Hey!

CASSIDY Hey nothing. Firstly, there’s no need to worry, she 
always spends her afternoons out on her private balcony. 
[recitative] From 3.30 to 5.45 exactly. She’ll be completely 
none the wiser.

JOCK Really? What does she do out there?

CASSIDY She sunbakes. In the nude.

JOCK Oh.

CASSIDY She’s always talking about how the light is just perfect 
during that two hour stretch, how much cleaner the air is 
up there, how good the sun is for an older woman’s skin. 
She’s practically a nymphomaniac.

JOCK It sounds progressive to me.

CASSIDY It’s not progressive, it’s disgusting. Have you ever seen a 
leather jacket left out too long in the sun?

Beat.

 Never mind.

Beat.

 Anyway, secondly, you promised if I caught you that I 
could do anything to you.

JOCK I did, didn’t I … what exactly did you have in mind?

CASSIDY I hadn’t come up with anything just yet.

Beat.

 Why’re you so lily-livered, anyway?



15 Christopher Bryant

JOCK After all the stories you’ve told me? “My mom’s a total 
shut-in, she never leaves the house, even for Christmas 
or New Year’s.” “My mom’s got such an addictive 
personality she has to suckle Cuban cigars for breakfast 
just to set herself up for the day ahead.” “My mom’s such 
a psychopath, she stabbed our old maid Consuela in the 
jugular with an ornate Faberge cake-fork.”

CASSIDY Oh, I’m just fooling. None of that’s even true! She’s … she’s 
just, y’know … a little kooky.

JOCK Really?

CASSIDY [Confused] I … I don’t really know. I feel like there’s 
something off about her, but I don’t … I can’t … quite … 

 Beat. Snapping out of it. 

 In any case, she’s certainly not that old. She must’ve been 
young when she had me. [Darkening] Real young.

JOCK Wow.

Beat.

 D’you see your dad at all?

CASSIDY No. Never. I don’t even know his name.

JOCK Man, that’s rough. I don’t know what I’d do without my 
father around to judge my homework, or throw a pigskin 
at me. He’s basically the lynchpin of my whole family.

 Beat.

 He has such high standards.

CASSIDY [Harshly] I wouldn’t know.

Beat.
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 Mother told me Daddy was a Canadian grifter. They met 
for a singular night of passion high in the European Alps, 
in the dead of winter, and for five hours they made love on 
a bearskin rug in front of a roaring fire. When she woke up 
the next morning he’d already left to continue embezzling 
the Swedes. She says he doesn’t even know I exist. That he 
doesn’t even care. That I have his dazzling eyes.

JOCK Aw, now, I’m sure that’s not true.

CASSIDY Perhaps.

JOCK Besides, having a dad isn’t all it’s cracked up to be. 
Nothing’s ever good enough for my father. It’s ’cos he 
does psychiatry; he says he’s able to identify the best and 
brightest traits of human nature and refuses to accept 
anything less from his family.

Beat.

 He beats me something awful, sometimes.

CASSIDY Neat-o.

JOCK Like the other day at the public pool, we were getting 
changed and he caught me staring at one of the guys. 
A big policeman; a roadster in a leather jacket. He kept 
making eye-contact with me and stroking his handlebar 
moustache, it went down his chest hair and practically into 
his special place. Funny that he was wearing a jacket with 
no shirt underneath.

Beat.

 Anyway, dad took me aside and clocked me in the head 
and said if he ever caught me perving on the wrong kind 
again he’d use the butt of his gun, next time. I didn’t even 
know what that word meant; I had to look it up in the 
public library.
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CASSIDY Jock Hancock, you are thicker than a five-dollar malt.

JOCK What?

CASSIDY That was a … [Whispering dramatically] homosexual. He was 
trying to engage you.

JOCK Engage me? Like marriage?

CASSIDY No! In … [Whispering once more] homo-sex.

JOCK Oh.

CASSIDY You’ve gotta watch out for yourself more, honestly. The wrong 
kinda thing could happen, and that could just mess you up 
completely, believe you me.

JOCK It didn’t seem wrong to me at the time. It felt kind of 
empowering, in a weird way.

CASSIDY Say, Jock? Do you ever feel like there’s some kind of putrid rage 
just bubbling away inside you, just underneath the surface, 
and that if someone, anyone were to somehow unleash that 
within you, you’d just go completely spack-o and just, like, start 
trussing people up and chopping off their craniums?

Beat.

JOCK Uh. No.

Beat.

CASSIDY [Mildly] Hah, me neither.

Beat.

 I’ve decided what I want to do to you.

JOCK Oh? And, ah- what’s that?

CASSIDY I want to strangle you with my hair-ribbon. For … thirty seconds.
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JOCK Oh… Oh, I don’t think-

CASSIDY Don’t flake out. You promised.

Beat.

 You promised!

JOCK Okay. Okay, fine!

He flinches and closes his eyes as CASSIDY pulls out her 
ribbon. She daintily pulls the ribbon once, twice, around 
his neck, and takes hold of each end, clearing her throat.

CASSIDY Clock starts … now!

She begins to strangle him. he seems fine at first, but 
quickly turns red, his eyes bugging.

 Twenty more … eighteen, seventeen, sechzehn, fünfzehn, 
vierzehn —

The door flings open, and ADA WEISS, the comely, stern 
housekeeper enters. She wears a severe-cut dress from the 
neck to the wrists and ankles, and acts and speaks like Mrs 
Baylock’s younger sister. At the intrusion, CASSIDY lets go 
of the ribbon and JOCK falls to the ground, gasping for air.

ADA Cassidy Elsa van Kamp, what the devil do you think 
you’re doing?

CASSIDY Oh! I- You see, the ribbon —

ADA [Bustling over] A man in this house? You know your 
mother’s rules and yet you constantly seek to disobey them.

Kicking out at JOCK

 Get up. Didn’t your parents teach you any manners?

JOCK I — I —



19 Christopher Bryant

ADA Hush. [Sagely; adopting a sudden German accent] “Reden 
ist silber, schweigen ist gold.” [TRANSLATION: “Talking is 
silver, silence is gold.”] Now come on, let’s get you out of 
here. I think you’ve had enough of the girlie time for one 
afternoon, don’t you?

She ushers him out.

CASSIDY See you in school! … oh.

Beat.

 Guess he didn’t hear me.

ADA You scared that boy half to death, I’ll wager.

CASSIDY Hardly. He’s tough, he can handle it.

ADA [Pulling a wire hanger out of her utility bag & beginning 
to beat the couch-cushions with it] You better hope so, 
after what happened to the last boy you brought home. 
What was his name?

CASSIDY [Petulant] Joseph.

ADA Joseph. Well, I bumped into Joseph’s mother at the Stop-
and-Shop this morning.

CASSIDY And?

ADA Burns to 40 percent of his body. He used to be an honour-
roll student, I hope you realise, and now he’s failing on 
non-attendance. His mother says the gasoline fumes from 
the school bus send him into post-traumatic flashbacks.

CASSIDY We were playing “Salem”. It just got out of hand!

ADA Or in Joseph’s case, “out of stump.”

CASSIDY Hah.
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ADA I’ve half a mind to call this new boy’s parents to let them 
know the kind of girl you are.

CASSIDY You will do no such thing!

ADA Oh, won’t I?

CASSIDY [Dark and quiet] You will do no such thing.

Beat. Tense.

ADA Very well, Little Miss. [Beat] Say—

CASSIDY [Pleasant once more.] Yes, Ada?

ADA Your lessons.

CASSIDY [Severely pleasant] Which lessons?

ADA Your lessons. Unless I’m very much mistaken, you 
haven’t done them. You know your mother just wants 
you to be a lady.

CASSIDY And who says I want to be a lady, huh? It’s a man’s world, 
Ada. I’ve barely seen it but I know it to be true. I don’t want 
to waste my youth with vowels and standing en pointe so 
I can go marry some pig man, cook his dinner and grease 
his sweaty Johnson night after night. I’ve always felt like I 
was meant for bigger things than that, ya know?

ADA I know. But Rom ist auch nicht an einem Tag erbaut 
worden, my child. [TRANSLATION: “Rome wasn’t built in 
a day.”] All will come in good time, but in the meantime, 
you must do your lessons.

CASSIDY Why? Because mother wants me to?

ADA Correct. While you are under her roof, you are under her 
rule. [At this, CASSIDY lets out a “humph!”] Now, let’s 
look at that posture of yours. Stand up.
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CASSIDY does so. A beat. With a mighty “THWACK!”, 
ADA smacks CASSIDY across the back of the shoulders 
with the hanger.

ADA Schultern zurück! [TRANSLATION: “Shoulders back!”]

CASSIDY Jesus! What was that for?

ADA Nobody ever achieved anything with slumped shoulders. 
A square frame and broad square shoulders project an air 
of leadership and success.

CASSIDY You just tell yourself that to make yourself feel better at 
night, you box-stepping lezzie.

ADA Now, you’ll put this book on your head and walk from one 
side of the room to the other.

CASSIDY Or else what, huh?

ADA [Spluttering mad.] Or else — or else —

BRIDGETTE Or else your mother will deal with you.

ADA and CASSIDY turn to stare at BRIDGETTE, who has 
just breezed in. Without missing a beat, she pulls the wire 
hanger from ADA’s hands.

 [Inspecting the hanger.] And yet, I can’t think of anything 
to say.

ADA Ms van Kamp!

BRIDGETTE Don’t you worry, Ada, I’ll put the kibosh on this one.

ADA But it’s only 3.50. Shouldn’t you be out sunbaking?

BRIDGETTE I should be, yes. But a particularly severe nor-wester 
seemed entirely hell-bent on ruining my afternoon. I 
decided to pack it in early.
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ADA Oh.

BRIDGETTE Now leave us be.

Beat. ADA exits.

CASSIDY Don’t be mean to Ada. She means well.

BRIDGETTE Does she now? It’s so hard to tell, these days.

Beat. Perfunctory.

 How was your day.

CASSIDY Fine.

BRIDGETTE I’m glad. Mine was positively outta sight.

CASSIDY “Outta sight”?

BRIDGETTE It means that I too had a wonderful day, thank you for 
asking. You’re behind the times, daughter of mine.

CASSIDY Speak for yourself. You may as well be from the dark ages. 
You certainly dress like you are.

BRIDGETTE I do so enjoy our verbal sparring. Have you gone to the 
shops today?

CASSIDY No, not yet. I’ve only been home an hour. I’m tired.

BRIDGETTE Well, you’ve got the list. Make sure you get there before it 
closes. I want to make lamb scallopine alla panna. I’m in 
the mood for a celebration.

CASSIDY What’s the occasion?

BRIDGETTE No reason in particular. I just feel like this might be the year.

CASSIDY [Incredulous] “The year”?

BRIDGETTE Yes, Cassidy. The year I finally make my comeback. The 
big one.
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CASSIDY It’s September.

BRIDGETTE I’m aware of the months, thank you dear. The passage of 
time blazes a cruel and unusual trail and I don’t need you 
to remind me. I’ve got these lines on my face to do so.

CASSIDY I just mean, you know. You’ve got three months to make 
your big comeback if it’s gonna be this year.

BRIDGETTE [Exploding.] Don’t you think I know that? Don’t you think 
I’m aware?!

CASSIDY Mother!

BRIDGETTE I wait and I wait and I wait by the telephone and for what? 
No good ever comes of it!

CASSIDY You know why, mother? Because nobody knows you exist 
anymore. Because you never leave the house. Nobody cares!

BRIDGETTE Of course people care. I still get fan-mail. I still get lip service.

CASSIDY Sure you do. Bridgette van Kamp, the loony actress who 
came down with a sudden case of agoraphobia and refused 
to leave the house for fifteen years!

BRIDGETTE My agent knows I exist. I’m still signed. That contract 
was bulletproof.

CASSIDY For all your talk, I’ve never seen him, mother. I’m 
beginning to think he doesn’t exist.

BRIDGETTE [laughing outrageously.] Doesn’t exist? My darling child, 
you may as well say the moon and the stars don’t exist. If it 
weren’t for that man —

CASSIDY You haven’t seen him in more than a decade. He deserted 
you after that Chinese flick you were meant to star in 
went balls-up.
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BRIDGETTE — if it weren’t for that man and his utter generosity, we 
wouldn’t have this house now, would we? If it weren’t for 
all the things I’d given up we’d be on the street, turning 
tricks like no tomorrow. I know a thing or two about how 
the world works, Cassidy. You may think my film work was 
shitty, but you’ve no idea.

CASSIDY No idea? The last film you made they had to lock the 
theatre doors just to keep the audience in for the duration! 
What was it, again? “Cleopatra’s Copasetic Capers”?

BRIDGETTE Let me tell you now, little miss, the world outside is a 
darn sight shittier than your mother and an aging Bela 
Lugosi propped up in front of an polystyrene replica of the 
Roman colosseum. I know a thing or two about the world. 
I’ve done things you could never imagine.

CASSIDY And you bring it out again. You were a spy, an espionage 
savant the likes of which nobody had ever seen. Mata 
Hari’s successor. Well you know something? She died for 
her country. Perhaps you should do the same.

BRIDGETTE Mata Hari could’ve learned a thing or two from me. I know 
how to kill a man. Or a woman. Or a child, as it were. How 
to do it slow. The pressure points to dig into, the right veins 
to slice to make it hurt just that little bit more, to bleed that 
little bit harder. She could’ve learned a thing or two from 
my fashion sense, too. Elegant. Refined. There is nothing 
subtle about a rainbow spray of two-bit costume jewellery 
and an orient-inspired ouroboros headdress.

Beat.

 Oh please, don’t let’s fight!

CASSIDY [Deadpan.] You’re right. All this fighting is taking up 
valuable supermarket shopping time. I should go.
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BRIDGETTE I suppose it is. Why, I —

Beat.

 What’s that smell.

CASSIDY Sorry?

BRIDGETTE What is that smell?

She moves towards the spot where JOCK had been, sniffing.

 Cassidy van Kamp, my senses are finely tuned. They’re tighter 
than Shirley Temple’s tap routine in Curly Top and let me tell 
you, they’re a lot less forgiving. So tell me truthfully: has there 
been a man in this house?

CASSIDY Of course not, mother.

BRIDGETTE [Triumphant.] Lies! All lies!

CASSIDY No, I swear!

BRIDGETTE Oh?

CASSIDY I promise! It —  it must’ve been Mister Biggles!

BRIDGETTE [Suspicious.] I suppose.

CASSIDY You know how he gets out of his cage sometimes. He must’ve 
escaped and accidently released his bowels.

BRIDGETTE All over my Persian shag-pile.

CASSIDY I’ll re-enforce his cage tonight. I promise.

BRIDGETTE That nasty Leporidae of yours ought to watch its back. If it 
keeps messing on my Persian carpets it might find itself on a 
one-way trip to the incinerator.

CASSIDY Oh, that’s your solution to everything; “put it in the incinerator.”
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BRIDGETTE It’s the only solution. The final solution!

CASSIDY Cool your jets, mom!

BRIDGETTE Oh, fine. Maybe I’ll skip the incinerator entirely. Get Ada to 
make up one of those lovely rabbit stews she does so well. 
You know she just adores cooking.

CASSIDY You wouldn’t dare. I —

The clock strikes 5PM. CASSIDY cuts herself off and 
immediately snaps, trance-like, to attention.

BRIDGETTE My, that’s the straightest posture I’ve ever seen you adopt.

CASSIDY, glassy-eyed and rigid, snaps to the side and 
goose-steps across the stage.

 Oh my. [Clicking her fingers] Cassidy? Cassidy! [She pulls 
on CASSIDY’s shoulder, who immediately spins around]

CASSIDY Ich frage euch: Wollt ihr den totalen Krieg? [TRANSLATION: 
“I ask you: do you want total War?“]

BRIDGETTE Cassidy. Snap out of it!

CASSIDY Wollt ihr ihn, wenn nötig, totaler und radikaler, als 
wir ihn uns heute überhaupt erst vorstellen können? 
[TRANSLATION: “Do you want it, even if it is more total and 
radical than we could ever have imagined?“]

BRIDGETTE Cassidy!

CASSIDY Nun, Volk, steh auf und Sturm brich los! [TRANSLATION: 
“Now, people, rise up, and let the storm break loose!”]

Dramatically, BRIDGETTE slaps CASSIDY across the face.

CASSIDY [Vulnerable] Mom- mommie?

BRIDGETTE [Tentative] Yes?
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Beat. CASSIDY drops all vulnerability and becomes 
deadpan and threatening.

CASSIDY It’s 5 o’clock. I’d better get to the grocery store, hadn’t I, Mother.

She turns and exits.

BRIDGETTE Yes. Yes, I suppose you should …

2.
Some days later. ADA is onstage, cleaning. As she cleans, she 
hums Die Wacht am Rhein (ala Casablanca) to herself. She 
gradually becomes more and more vigorous in both of these 
actions; vouge-ing and staring off into the distance.

BRIDGETTE Good morning, Ada.

ADA [Shocked] Oh! Ah- good morning, Ms van Kamp!

BRIDGETTE What a fine voice you’ve got.

ADA Thank you.

BRIDGETTE With a spot of training you could really be something.

ADA Oh, I certainly don’t think I could.

BRIDGETTE Don’t sell yourself short. Sing for me.

ADA I couldn’t.

BRIDGETTE [Dark] Sing.

A beat. Nervously, ADA begins to sing in a high and 
quavering voice.
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ADA Es braust ein Ruf wie Donnerhall, 
 Wie Schwertgeklirr und Wogenprall —
 [TRANSLATION: A call roars like thunderbolt
 like clashing swords and splashing waves]

BRIDGETTE [Cutting her off] My, you seem to know an awful lot about 
the European languages.

ADA Oh. Well, I —

BRIDGETTE And what lovely clothes you’re wearing. Terribly rustic.

ADA They’re traditional.

BRIDGETTE See, the issue with you, Ada, is that you’re completely out 
of style. Out of fashion.

ADA If I may speak freely, ma’am? The modern life is full of 
loose coochies and looser morals, the entertainment 
industry in particular. I know how it all works. I’ve flipped 
through Red Book. A snifter of coke for a half-and-half on 
the casting couch. I simply hold on to the old guard in a 
desperate attempt to bring about a sense of order from the 
chaos in this world.

BRIDGETTE Well, I’ll thank you kindly not to do so in my home. If I 
wanted my neuroses slapped in my face I’d buy a bottle of 
cheap scotch, give Rock Hudson a call and make a day of it.

ADA Yes, ma’am.

BRIDGETTE To be young and fancy free, Ada, as in the days of yore. I’m 
not as flexible as I once was, let me tell you. I do wonder 
what happened to my youth. My vivacity. One feels the 
memory lingering just out of reach, like the decayed ruins 
of some long-forgotten monument.

ADA Perhaps you lost yourself somewhere in this household.

BRIDGETTE These walls are my prison, yet I can never quite bring 
myself to leave.
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ADA Some fresh air would do you good. Clear out those lungs 
of yours. A woman of your age, they’re probably fit to 
burst with the dust in this place. Like two overripe vacuum 
cleaner bags.

BRIDGETTE I do have trouble processing large amounts of oxygen, it’s 
true. In fact, I —

[BRIDGETTE is cut off as offstage; we hear JOCK and 
CASSIDY talking excitedly; CASSIDY laughing hysterically 
at everything JOCK says.]

BRIDGETTE Is that —

ADA A male voice, yes. Certainly one I have never heard before.

BRIDGETTE She wouldn’t.

ADA She would.

BRIDGETTE [With steely resolve] I’m going to hide and catch her in the 
act. Stall for me.

She runs offstage. A beat later, CASSIDY and JOCK enter.

ADA [Paranoid & robotically cleaning as if she’s never done it 
before] Hello, Cassidy!

CASSIDY Good evening, Ada. You remember Jock?

ADA Jock? Who? No, certainly I’ve never met him before.

CASSIDY [Nonplussed] You met him the other day, don’t you —

ADA [Forcefully & obviously] I have never met this boy in my life.

Beat.

CASSIDY Ada, in this household we use our inside voices.

ADA Yes! Very good.
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CASSIDY So.

ADA Oh! Yes. Very good.

CASSIDY You’re acting mighty strange.

ADA Ha-ha! Strange.

 She begins to mechanically scrub the floor. A beat.

CASSIDY On second thoughts, Ada, perhaps you’d better vamoose.

ADA Vamoose?

CASSIDY Vamoose! Scram! Get out. [ferociously & quietly.] I am 
one toke and a handstand away from sealing the deal, now 
make yourself useful elsewhere.

A beat. ADA looks meaningfully from CASSIDY to JOCK 
and back again.

ADA Wie man in den Wald hineinruft, so schallt es heraus. 
[TRANSLATION: “Just as one shouts into the forest, so it 
echoes back.”]

CASSIDY [Sharply] That’s boss.

[ADA exists. Beat.]

 Now, where were we?

JOCK You were just telling me how you can put your legs behind 
your head. Gosh, I wish I could do that.

CASSIDY That’s right!

JOCK Will you teach me?

CASSIDY I’ll need to stretch first. [She pushes him onto the couch] 
Warm up my glutes and hammies. You got any “Tiger 
Balm”? I could use a good rub.
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She slams her leg down over JOCK. Just as she’s about to 
move down, BRIDGETTE enters holding a highball and 
dressed to the nines.

BRIDGETTE I see you’ve picked up everything I needed from the 
supermarket. How thoughtful of you.

CASSIDY Mother!

JOCK Ms — Ms, uh —

BRIDGETTE Bridgette. Van Kamp. Don’t get up. Wouldn’t want you to get 
sucked into the updraft.

CASSIDY and JOCK disentangle themselves.

JOCK My name’s Jock.

BRIDGETTE Of course it is. How scrumptious.

CASSIDY Have you been drinking again?

BRIDGETTE Just apple juice and soda water, dear. Don’t get your hopes up.

CASSIDY Well. Good. We wouldn’t want you to fall off the wagon.

BRIDGETTE No. We wouldn’t. Jock, I must apologise for my appearance. 
You caught me unawares; I was just in the middle of some 
‘me’ time. You go to school with my daughter?

JOCK I do, yes ma’am.

BRIDGETTE Is she a good student? Get a lot of good grades? Charm all 
her teachers?

JOCK I wouldn’t know, ma’am.

CASSIDY [Ushering BRIDGETTE back to the door] Go. Away.

BRIDGETTE No, I rather think I’ll stay. [Checking out JOCK’s body] 
Tonight’s entertainment seems to be shaping up quite … juicily.

CASSIDY You’re grotesque. You’re embarrassing yourself.
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BRIDGETTE I do believe the only person I’m embarrassing, dearest 
daughter, is you, and that I can live with. I don’t need 
brownie points from a sexpot eighteen year old who seems 
to believe a two-tone scrunchie and a smear of pastel 
lipstick equate to instant femininity. [Clasping her hands 
onto CASSIDY’s shoulders] Now —

CASSIDY Get your fucking sow hands off me!

JOCK [Suddenly aware] Is everything okay?

CASSIDY Super! 

BRIDGETTE Fine!

JOCK Oh. Alright then. Groovy.

BRIDGETTE My darling Cassidy just offered to get us a drink —

CASSIDY What?

BRIDGETTE — so that you and I can become more acquainted. Would 
you like anything?

JOCK Oh — a soda’d be just tops!

BRIDGETTE Did you hear that now, Cassidy? A soda would be just tops. 
You’d better make that two.

CASSIDY [Abruptly] You cunt!

Beat. BRIDGETTE and JOCK look at CASSIDY, stunned.

CASSIDY … expect me to get soda. Cause … cause, we’re out.

 Beat.

 Of soda.

Beat. Petulant.

 And the shops are so far away. And Jock is here.
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Beat.

BRIDGETTE [Violently polite] In that case, I’ll simply have whatever 
Jock’s having.

CASSIDY [Gritting her teeth] Super.

JOCK Oh. Ah. Just … just a water would be swell.

CASSIDY I’ll just get that for you both.

She exits. Beat.

BRIDGETTE We’re all alone.

JOCK I guess so.

BRIDGETTE It’s alright, pussycat. I don’t bite.

JOCK Oh … haha.

BRIDGETTE Unless you want me to bite.

JOCK awkwardly shuffles down the couch.

JOCK How … very … giving of you?

BRIDGETTE Oh, I’m extremely giving. Like a charity donation box.

JOCK Wow.

BRIDGETTE One that’s open 24/7. Maybe not on the main street, but 
down an alleyway or two — somewhere a little secluded; 
dingy on the outside. A box you have to really search to 
find, but once you do it’s worth it, ’cos it’s filled with the 
finest jewels and silkiest … clothes.

JOCK I … see.

BRIDGETTE Not like the other boxes; filled with last season’s cast off 
snoods and hypodermic needles, sullied by streams of 
hobos, the homeless and all the other unmentionable tax-



Third Reich Mommie by Christopher Bryant

34A Playlab Theatre Publication 

evaders slipping their fingers in and waggling them ’round 
just to see what they can dig out — no, this box is a pure 
original, waiting for the biggest donation of all.

JOCK … the biggest donation —

BRIDGETTE Love.

Beat.

 It’s love, dear.

JOCK You’ll find it. Someone like you; you’ve just gotta.

BRIDGETTE Oh, is everything alright, dear? You seem … tense.

JOCK Aw, it’s nothing, really.

BRIDGETTE I’m all ears. You’ll feel a lot better.

JOCK I wouldn’t want to bug you. [BRIDGETTE shakes her 
head outrageously.] Well, all right then.

Beat.

 It’s just I’ve been trying to get a part time job but I keep 
getting rejected.

BRIDGETTE A part time job? Goodness, what does a boy your age want 
with one of those?

JOCK I wanna buy Cassidy something nice so she’ll go out with 
me and my parents’ll stop hassling me. They want me to go 
to something called a “Conversion Camp”.

BRIDGETTE How barbaric.

JOCK I don’t know what to do! Nobody seems to want me.

BRIDGETTE I’m very certain that’s not true. Just keep searching, I’m 
sure you’ll find what it is you’re looking for.

JOCK Hey, that does feel a lot better. Thanks!
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BRIDGETTE Told you it would.

JOCK [Looking around suspiciously. A beat.] There’s something 
else, too. Promise you won’t tell?

BRIDGETTE ’till the day I leave this earth.

JOCK Cassidy’s been saying an awful lot of mean things about you.

BRIDGETTE She has now, has she?

JOCK And there’s not a lick of truth about them! You’re very 
pretty in person, and your dress sense is nothing like … 
how did she put it?

 “Marie Antoinette after they chopped off her head and the 
sansculottes had ransacked and spat all over her corpse.”

BRIDGETTE chokes on the last of her mocktail.

JOCK Are you alright?! I know the Heimlich manoeuvre.

BRIDGETTE [Controlling herself.] Thank you, dear, but I’m afraid you’d 
snap my spine in two. Your arms are so strong. And yet 
— you hold yourself with a specific brand of innocence. 
Fragile, yet somehow sexual.

JOCK Thank you — I, I think.

BRIDGETTE Oh, Cassidy?

CASSIDY pops her head in.

CASSIDY Yes, Mother?

BRIDGETTE I may have been a little hasty with my ‘no men around the 
house’ rule. What can I say, you pick them well.

CASSIDY Oh. Wonderful.

BRIDGETTE In fact, I was just about to ask Jock if he’d like a part time job.

JOCK Wow!
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CASSIDY You were.

BRIDGETTE Oh yes. He’s been telling me all about his employment 
problems. Don’t fret; it’d just be on weekends, and maybe 
a night or two after school. Lord knows Ada could use the 
help. She does her best, but there are some things even a 
Guinness-approved weightlifter can’t achieve.

JOCK That’d be amazing, Mrs Kamp!

BRIDGETTE Ms, Jock. I am, at present, completely single.

CASSIDY [Tightly] And also very old.

BRIDGETTE How about we start you off at fifty dollars a week, shall we?

JOCK Outta sight!

CASSIDY Yeah, outta sight.

BRIDGETTE Completely.

BRIDGETTE begins to caress JOCK’s biceps as CASSIDY 
re-enters the scene.

CASSIDY Two cold beverages, comin’ right up!

With vigour, she pours both cups down BRIDGETTE’s front.

BRIDGETTE How dare you!

JOCK Oh my god.

CASSIDY How dare I? How dare I?!

JOCK I should go.

CASSIDY I think that’d be for the best.

BRIDGETTE [Staring dead at CASSIDY] You start on Saturday, Jock. I’ll 
see you then.

JOCK Bye, Cassidy.
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He exits.

CASSIDY You’re so sleazy I could puke.

BRIDGETTE Yes, please do. This vintage chiffon hasn’t seen enough drama 
for one night. Are you high?

CASSIDY Excuse me?

BRIDGETTE Jacked up? Coked up? Shot, snorted, blitzed, baked, riding the 
buzz or chasing the effervescent dragon? Any of these ringing a 
bell, little lady? Or do you no habla ingles all of a sudden?

CASSIDY Stop it.

BRIDGETTE And I suppose you forgot to stop by the supermarket as well. I’m 
expected to starve to death, physically as well as emotionally.

CASSIDY [Deathly calm] Oh, no, Mother. I went the supermarket all 
right. I went to the supermarket real good, and I picked up 
something very special.

BRIDGETTE Where is it, then?

CASSIDY In the kitchen. Let me get it for you.

BRIDGETTE [Suspicious] Why?

CASSIDY [Still deathly calm] I’m sorry, Mother. I’ve been such a 
terrible daughter, and you’ve been so lovely to me, especially 
letting Jock into our lives so unexpectedly. You’re so kind.

BRIDGETTE I do try.

CASSIDY And pretty. [Exiting] Please. Let me get it for you.

BRIDGETTE You know; I don’t mind you having friends around. Really I 
don’t. You’re old enough to make your own decisions, I just 
hope that you’ll include me in whatever it is that you do.

CASSIDY But of course, Mother. [Re-entering with a paper bag] It’s a 
surprise. Close your eyes and put out your hands.
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BRIDGETTE [Closing her eyes] A surprise from my daughter. Another 
twist in the road this night has brought us to.

CASSIDY Here you go.

With a flourish, she empties the contents of the bag into 
BRIDGETTE’s open hands: a bloodied lamb’s brain. 
BRIDGETTE opens her eyes and screams on impact, 
falling backwards in terror.

CASSIDY They didn’t have any back-strap like you asked. This was all 
that was left of the poor creature. It’s a few days late, but I 
know you so badly wanted lamb.

BRIDGETTE You — I — [Gagging and moving backwards]

CASSIDY I’d watch my back if I were you, Mother. You’ve taught 
me well.

3.
Later that night. Humming jauntily, BRIDGETTE enters 
with a flourish. As she moves about the stage, she begins 
to remove the sheets and general clutter from the stage, 
and polish the frame on her portrait. As she pulls the sheet 
from the lamp/record player, she shrieks: ADA is standing 
underneath the sheet, fiddling with the lamp.

ADA Good evening, Ms van Kamp.

BRIDGETTE Good — good evening, Ada.

ADA Enjoying a spot of late-night cleaning, I see. Any 
particular occasion?
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BRIDGETTE I … I can’t quite describe it, but all of a sudden it feels 
so invigorating having a man about the house again. 
Someone to …

ADA — make an effort for?

BRIDGETTE I suppose, yes. You and Cassidy are used to my little 
eccentricities, but Jock … I don’t fancy scaring him off. He 
feels fresh. Like a new start. Someone to cook for, to clean 
for. Someone to groom myself for.

ADA He is 16 years old, and you are not a dressage horse.

Beat. BRIDGETTE glowers at her.

 … with all due respect, ma’am.

BRIDGETTE That and he ate all those brains my daughter so 
thoughtfully dumped on me this afternoon.

ADA You didn’t!

BRIDGETTE [Dismissive] His palette isn’t fully developed yet; it’s not as 
if he could tell they’d hit the ground. Besides, half a quart 
of shortening’ll blast the taste out of even the toughest 
grime. I believe you taught me that.

ADA [Sharp] Ms van Kamp!

BRIDGETTE I’m sorry, Ada. Did I offend you?

ADA [Tightly] I think perhaps it’s time you were in bed, 
Bridgette. You seem very tired.

BRIDGETTE Ada, what exactly were you doing, hiding under that sheet? 
You gave me such a terrible fright.

ADA I was looking for my contact lens.

BRIDGETTE But you don’t wear contacts.
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ADA Because I can never find them.

BRIDGETTE Oh.

ADA I wouldn’t worry about the house, Ms K. I can take care of 
that. I always have.

BRIDGETTE I tire of these walls, Ada. This décor. This … dank 
existence. It’s time to open up — to really let some light in! 
What’d you say?

ADA It’s 11.30 at night, but I can certainly appreciate the 
sentiment. There’s a whole wide world out there, Ms K, full 
of wonderful people and places.

BRIDGETTE [Blanching] Ugh, I know. That’s what terrifies me.

ADA You can do it, Ms K. Carpe diem!

BRIDGETTE Oh — no thank-you, dear; I’ve always despised seafood. But 
I will think upon this.

ADA I’m glad. Oh, I know this has been a difficult time for you, 
and I don’t intend to intrude on your grief.

BRIDGETTE Every day is “a difficult time” for me, Ada. Sometimes I feel 
just like Sisyphus: pushing that boulder up that hill; up, and 
up, only to have it roll back down again, and again, and again.

ADA Except instead of a boulder, you’ve a teenaged girl.

Beat.

BRIDGETTE I feel a boulder would be easier to manage, somehow. More 
moss; less moxie.

ADA Let me spend some more time with her, Ms K. Let us get 
acquainted in our own way.

BRIDGETTE If you fancy her company, she’s all yours. I can’t say I 
understand the girl. Her flights of fancy. Men, women, 
children … [Spotting the lava lamp] … that.
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ADA Oops.

BRIDGETTE I mean … what is that? I don’t think I’ve ever seen that before 
in my life. Some new sort of neon phallus intended to get her 
up to her eyeballs in crack cocaine?

ADA It’s called a “lava lamp”, ma’am, and I believe the contents 
within would kill her swifter than a Polish sniper.

Beat.

 So I’ve heard. Chemicals these days.

BRIDGETTE A lava lamp. Wonderful. She’s got her own miniature 
luminescent Pompeii hovering next to my antique record player.

ADA I’ll talk to her. Perhaps we can move it into her room, eh? 
[Darkly] I’m sure she has no idea as to the deep-seated effects 
this lamp could have on her.

BRIDGETTE Well … good.

ADA I’m here to take away some of your troubles and anxieties. 
That’s why you hired me all those years ago, remember? Some 
housekeepers and nannies, they get homesick, or they have 
boyfriend problems. I left all that behind a long time ago. I’m 
completely devoted to your child.

Beat.

BRIDGETTE … well, now … I —

As ADA speaks, CASSIDY robotically goose-steps out 
behind BRIDGETTE.

ADA Little Miss! What a surprise!

BRIDGETTE And what the devil do you think you’re doing; up this late on 
a schoolnight?

Beat. CASSIDY does not respond, though her eyes flutter wildly.
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Hmm?

Beat.

 Oh, for goodness’ sake.

She whirls around to the lamp.

ADA What’re you doing, ma’am?

BRIDGETTE If I’m going to reprimand my daughter, I want at least to 
see the dirty faces she’s throwing my way.

ADA [Freaking out] Oh. Oh, I — I wouldn’t do that, ma’am — 
what’s the old parable about letting sleeping dogs lie?

BRIDGETTE Schlafende Hunde soll man nicht wecken.

Beat. ADA turns sharply to stare at BRIDGETTE.

ADA Say, Ms K, you —

BRIDGETTE Ada; at last count I’ve thrust out at least one of these 
little bastards into the world, which is more than I can 
say for you. Now if you’ll excuse me? I’m going to deal 
with my daughter.

She pulls the cord on the lamp. as the light bursts forth, 
CASSIDY springs to life.

CASSIDY Good afternoon, and welcome to Rhoda’s Pagoda Coda. 
How may I help you?

BRIDGETTE Cassidy?

CASSIDY Why yes, my name is Rhoda.

Beat.

 Why yes indeedy, we sell pagodas.

BRIDGETTE Cassidy!
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CASSIDY Well, sure I can book you in for a consultation. Come on 
down and have a soda — so long as you’re a voter, we’ll write 
your budget and your quota! See you then; I’ve got to motor.

ADA Little Miss!

CASSIDY ’ey! Check the toilet, someone left a floater!

ADA has leapt forward, and switches the lamp off.

BRIDGETTE That’s it. I have had it.

ADA She’s — she’s simply practicing for the school musical, 
ma’am — (auditions are on soon, and … )

BRIDGETTE There is something going on here, right under my nose. 
There is some kind of conspiracy and I’m going to sniff it out.

ADA Conspiracy? Ms K, you’re acting in such high temper. If I 
could only —

BRIDGETTE I am the adult here, and I will have order!

ADA You’re being paranoid!

She pulls the light once more. CASSIDY springs to life.

CASSIDY [Adopting a southern accent] — more on that later, but now 
to Jimmy Jee Jones for sports, trading and weather, where —

ADA Eek!

She turns the light off, then on again.

CASSIDY [Singing] Hello! Ma baby,
 Hello! Ma honey,
 Hello! Ma ragtime gal,

BRIDGETTE Oh!

CASSIDY [Singing] Send me a kiss by wire,
 Baby, my heart’s on fire!
 If you refuse me, Honey, you’ll lose — 
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ADA switches the lamp off, and CASSIDY falls silent.

ADA [Purposefully] So you see? There’s nothing to worry about.

CASSIDY [Dully] You see? Nothing to worry about.

Beat.

BRIDGETTE Well. Well, alright, I suppose.

ADA [Purposefully] Don’t you think it’s time for your beauty 
rest, Ms K?

CASSIDY It’s time for your beauty rest, Ms K.

Beat.

ADA [Quietly but purposefully] Mothe —

CASSIDY Mother.

Beat.

 Time for sleepy-time time. Sleepy-beepy-creepy-time.

She grabs BRIDGETTE by the elbow and begins to usher 
her out.

ADA Good night.

CASSIDY Good! … night.

Beat.

BRIDGETTE Cassidy?

Beat.

 Good luck with your audition, dear.

Slowly, she turns and exits. Beat. CASSIDY returns to 
ADA’s side.
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CASSIDY [Starting to wake up] Hello? Where — where am I? What’s 
that lamp doing?

ADA Shh, shh. Only a dream, my pet. A nasty dream.

CASSIDY [Groggy] Oh … oh. Okay.

ADA pulls out a pair of headphones and plugs them into 
the record player, before putting them on CASSIDY, who 
promptly zones out.

ADA [Menacingly] Have no fear, little one … I am here to 
protect thee.

She begins to flick the lamp systematically on and off, on and 
off. At the last rotation, CASSIDY’s hand shoots out. A beat. 
She flicks the lamp off and plunges the stage into darkness.]

4.
Several days later, in the front garden. JOCK moves a box 
across the stage, stopping in between movements to look 
to the horizon. he does this a few times before ADA enters 
with a broom.

ADA Young man, what on earth are you doing out in the garden? 
I asked you twenty minutes ago to finish bleaching Mistress’s 
unterwäsche, and yet they still remain in the laundry, 
stinking to the high heavens. [TRANSLATION: “underwear.”]

JOCK [Puffed] Oh — Ah —

 Beat.

 Bridgette’s watching me from the balcony. She’s been 
making me move this crate of potting mix back and forth 
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across the garden for two hours now. Every time I get it to 
one side, she decides that — (actually she much preferred it 
on the other.)

BRIDGETTE [Off stage] You know what, Jock? You’d better move it 
back again.

JOCK See what I mean? I think she’s blown a gasket.

BRIDGETTE [Off stage] Be sure to lift entirely with your behind, dear. 
You’ll get the most support for those bulging muscles of yours.

ADA She’s certainly blown something.

JOCK I’ll say. [Sitting down] I need a break.

ADA You seem like you need one. Poor dear. It’s like I always say; 
Nur tote Fische schwimmen — [TRANSLATION: “Only dead 
fish swim — ”]

JOCK [Abruptly] Do you know if Cassidy’s coming round today?

ADA [Slightly miffed] I do not.

Beat.

 You like her, don’t you?

JOCK Ya-huh. She’s swell. I really wish I could pull pastels off with 
that much flair.

ADA You think she’s very special, don’t you?

JOCK She’s somethin’ else entirely!

ADA Oh, she definitely is. [Darkly] God has big plans for that one.

JOCK Can you believe she doesn’t want to follow in her mother’s 
footsteps? I think she’d make a wonderful actress.

ADA Oh, I wouldn’t be so sure about that.

[CASSIDY enters, completely rigid. she wears some 
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variation upon a Nazi-themed uniform (think “bargain 
basement Eva Braun”).]

JOCK Cassidy! That hat is fabulouso.

CASSIDY Silence!

ADA [Desperately] Oh — this — this must be one of her famous —

CASSIDY Achtung! Kompanie stillgestanden! [TRANSLATION: 
“Attention! Company stand still!”]

Almost automatically, ADA snaps to attention.

JOCK Wow.

CASSIDY Achtung! Kompanie das Gewehr über! [TRANSLATION: 
“Attention! Company take arms!”]

ADA begins to march around the garden, using her broom 
to perform a series of complicated rifle positions.

JOCK What the hell’s going on?

CASSIDY [In a German accent] Pay no attention to the mischling. 
[TRANSLATION: “Halfling.”]

JOCK [Perplexed] Oh — okay.

CASSIDY [Accented] What’re you doing this Friday night?

JOCK This Friday? Why, that’s the Spring Fling dance, I guess …

CASSIDY [To ADA] Kompanie kniebeugen! [TRANSLATION: 
“Company knee-bend!”]

ADA begins to do knee-thrusts in the background.

CASSIDY [Accented] I know. You’re going with me.

JOCK Oh — Actually, I —

CASSIDY [Accented] I could give a fuck. You’ll go to the Fling with 
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me, or I —

BRIDGETTE [Entering hurriedly] — simply won’t go at all, isn’t that 
right, dear?

CASSIDY [As if waking up] I — wha? Huh?

BRIDGETTE [Slightly desperate] I’ve told her myself not to be so silly, 
Jock, but she simply refuses to go to the dance without a 
date, and she really is set on you, a-hah-hah-hah.

CASSIDY Where’d this cap come from?

BRIDGETTE Ada, stand down!

JOCK Oh — well, I wouldn’t want her to miss out entirely …

CASSIDY What’s going on? Where am I?

BRIDGETTE [Forced] You were playing a trick on us all, sweetie.

ADA A trick, yes!

BRIDGETTE Almost made us seem like a bunch of loons in front of 
poor, innocent Jock here, didn’t you?

ADA What a stunt!

CASSIDY What exactly are you two insinuating?

BRIDGETTE Jock, here’s twenty dollars. Be a dear and go down the 
street, pick me up some Alka-Seltzer? I feel a bitch of a 
headache coming on.

JOCK Sure thing, Ms — [BRIDGETTE turns sharply towards 
him] Bridgette.

He leaves.

BRIDGETTE You’d better straighten yourself out, missy, before I do it for 
you. Now, unless you’ve another stunt to pull … I’m going 
to go prepare lunch.
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 [She exits. A beat.]

CASSIDY Ada?

ADA Yes, Miss Cassidy?

CASSIDY Have you … have you ever felt like maybe your mother 
isn’t your real mother, but an imposter?

ADA My, that’s very specific. Whatever do you mean?

CASSIDY We don’t look anything alike, Mother and I. We have 
such different temperaments. I’ve never felt a connection 
between the two of us. Even as a child, the only thing she’d 
give me was a cold stare. She used to pay Conseula to give 
me physical affection so she wouldn’t have to touch me. 
Even now, I automatically associate the act of hugging with 
crisp blue linen uniforms and the faint scent of quesadillas.

ADA She’s a harsh woman to know, it’s true — but that doesn’t 
mean she doesn’t love you, in her own very specific way.

CASSIDY I —

ADA A way that is buried deep down, beneath her aging, 
leathered skin.

Beat.

CASSIDY I —

ADA Deep inside her.

CASSIDY I used —

ADA Six feet under, you might say.

Beat.

CASSIDY You —

ADA Repressed, even. Darkly so.
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Beat. they look at each other. CASSIDY opens her mouth 
to speak.

ADA In fact —

CASSIDY I used to have these dreams … except somehow they feel 
more like memories. I remember being a baby, and looking 
up out of my crib … grey all around, stone and mortar … 
a tall, black haired, handsome man and a buxom blonde at 
his side …

ADA Nonsense. Let’s not get away from ourselves.

CASSIDY And, more than that. I — I keep changing.

ADA [Obviously trying to divert] Turn and face the strange!

Beat.

 Ch-ch-changes!

Beat.

CASSIDY Don’t … don’t play coy with me, Ada. I was just speakin’ 
clear as day in a German accent. I don’t know what’s been 
happening to me, but it’s starting to occur more and more 
these days … It’s like I’m stuck in my own head, and 
someone else is running the show.

ADA Mein goodness.

CASSIDY And that someone else is mean. Large and in charge. 
[Beat] And raving mad for sauerkraut.

ADA [Quietly threatening] Little Miss. Do you have any idea 
where this this, ‘someone else’ has come from?

CASSIDY Not a clue! It’s like- one minute I’m all there, fine as you 
please, and the next I’m a backseat driver in my own life.

ADA Terrifying.
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CASSIDY And then there’s the fact that Mother flatly refuses to tell 
me about my father. Every time I ask she brushes me away. I 
need to know more!

ADA Might I suggest something to you, Little Miss?

[Beat. CASSIDY nods.]

 Your mother hasn’t touched alcohol in more than a decade. 
Do you know why that is?

CASSIDY Because she’s a raging booze-hound from hell?

ADA More specifically, because when she’s under the influence, 
she gets chatty.

CASSIDY Chatty?

ADA Chatty.

[Beat. The penny drops.]

CASSIDY Oh.

ADA Allow me to do you a favour. I am due to start dinner in 
about half an hour. I’ll make it something … extra special. 
Betrunkenen Huhn, my famous drunken chicken. Ask her 
then, see what she says.

BRIDGETTE enters, wearing a frilly apron stained with blood.

ADA Is everything okay, Ms? Your apron —

BRIDGETTE [Grandiose] Lunch is served. Cassidy, be a lamb and set the 
table, won’t you?

CASSIDY looks at ADA, who nods.

CASSIDY Certainly, mother. It’d be my pleasure.

She exits.
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BRIDGETTE My, my, my. You two seem to be getting along so well. After 
all these years.

ADA She’s becoming her own woman. She’s going to grow to 
surprise you.

BRIDGETTE Oh, I very much doubt I’m the one who’ll be surprised.

ADA What do you mean by that?

[On cue, CASSIDY screams and runs back onstage, hysterical.]

CASSIDY You didn’t!

BRIDGETTE Rabbit on a spit, a la Bridgette.

ADA Ms van Kamp, no!

CASSIDY You killed him! You killed Mister Biggles!

BRIDGETTE Were you aware, Cassidy; that rabbits have the capacity to 
scream when they feel pain? Such an interesting animal. So 
much meat on them.

CASSIDY How could you!

ADA [Bending down to comfort her.] There, there. It’s going to be 
okay, I promise.

BRIDGETTE [À la Faye Dunaway.] Don’t fuck with me, Cassie! I push you, 
you push me back and that’s the way it’s always been, but if 
you want to play hardball, baby, you’d better suit up because 
I’ve got a mean pitch. I’ve been playing this game since before 
you were a glimmer in your mother’s eye, and, darling? I know 
all the rules. [At this, CASSIDY forces herself to stop crying]

BRIDGETTE Goodness me. You’re stronger than I thought you were.

CASSIDY You killed my best friend.

BRIDGETTE And he was delicious.
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 Beat. CASSIDY does not flinch.

 I looked in to his little bunny eyes as the life was sapped 
from them.

 CASSIDY slaps BRIDGETTE’s face.

 And I’ve saved the best for last.

Looking CASSIDY dead in the eye, BRIDGETTE pulls a 
bloody lump from the depths of her apron.

 The lucky rabbit’s foot! … think it’ll still be lucky if I eat it?

CASSIDY No!

With a flourish, BRIDGETTE drops the tail into her 
mouth, chews, and swallows.

BRIDGETTE Mmm. Piquant.

CASSIDY You’re evil.

BRIDGETTE I am what you need me to be.

ADA With all due respect, madam, I think you’d better go 
back inside.

BRIDGETTE I’ll save some of the spit for you. Just like a frat party, 
really, there’s more’n enough to go around.

Beat.

 You ought to watch yourself, my girl. The strangest things 
seem to happen the moment you let down your guard.

She laughs pointedly, then exits. a beat. CASSIDY lets out 
a scream of rage.

ADA Let it out, Miss Cassidy. She that conceals her grief will 
find no remedy of it.
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CASSIDY Oh no, Ada. I’m beyond grief, now. She’s got it coming. 
I’m going to — I’m going to … [She dissolves into 
another scream]

ADA Did you notice something about that exchange, Cassidy?

CASSIDY Notice something? Notice something?! I just about noticed 
my manicured hand ripping into her weathered face like a 
hot knife through wet tissue paper.

ADA Halt den verdammten Gesicht! [TRANSLATION: “Shut 
your goddamn face!”]

CASSIDY [Shocked] Oh- okay.

ADA Quiet now, and listen to Ada. She used a very particular 
turn of phrase at one point. “Since before you were a 
glimmer in your mother’s eye.”

Beat.

CASSIDY Not “my eye”.

Beat.

 You don’t think …

ADA “A glimmer in your mother’s eye.”

CASSIDY That’s it. That’s it!

ADA The lady is hiding something.

CASSIDY A dirty little secret.

ADA Wo rauch ist, da ist auch Feuer. [TRANSLATION: Where 
there is smoke, there’s fire.]

CASSIDY And after tonight, there’s going to be a whole forest’s worth 
of fire.
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ADA Little Miss! I didn’t know you spoke the mother tongue.

CASSIDY Well, I don’t believe I do.

ADA “Where there is smoke, there’s fire.” I just spoke, in German, 
and you replied clear as day in English.

CASSIDY [Concerned.] Oh — do… do you think I’m turning again? 
Oh please don’t let me!

ADA Not to worry. Let Aunty Ada take care of it all for you.

CASSIDY Yes. Yes … you are like my Aunt, aren’t you? Like my kind 
Aunt who looks after me. Who takes care of me.

ADA [Coddling CASSIDY] You let Auntie take care of 
everything. She’ll fix it for you. She’ll make it up nice and 
good. Shh, shh. You just focus on your mother.

CASSIDY If she even is my mother.

ADA Think of the lies. Such dirty, filthy lies! The kind that 
won’t wash off. All over her; like some sort of perverted 
chimneysweep of deceit. Let your hatred fuel you. It’s the 
best way. Ze only way.

CASSIDY You’re right. I am done mourning. There’s no use in it. 
From this moment on, vengeance becomes me.

 Beat.

 I’ve got to make a phone call. I think we’ll need Jock in on 
this one.

ADA You do what you need to do. I’ll go prepare the dinner.

[CASSIDY exits. a beat. ADA presses an invisible earpiece 
and begins to speak, furiously and quietly.]

 Hallo?



Third Reich Mommie by Christopher Bryant

56A Playlab Theatre Publication 

Beat.

 Yes. Yes, Mein Fuhrer, ze iron is sehr hot. And I am happy 
to announce zat ze operation was a complete success …

Dramatic music swells as the lights BLACKOUT.

5.
After dinner that night. The lounge-room. CASSIDY 
enters, followed by BRIDGETTE, with JOCK on her arm.

BRIDGETTE Thank you, dear. So kind of you to help me; I’ve no idea 
where that hot flush came from. [To CASSIDY] And don’t 
you start; my flow is still as regular as the ebbing tide.

CASSIDY I wouldn’t dare.

BRIDGETTE I could pop ’em out like gobstoppers from a two-cent 
machine, had I still the desire to do so.

CASSIDY Mother!

JOCK You should sit down on the couch. Conserve your strength.

BRIDGETTE Oh, I’ve got plenty strength, mister, don’t you worry.

CASSIDY [Guiding BRIDGETTE to the couch.] You fell off your seat 
three times, and when Ada tried to help you, you grabbed 
her by her dowager’s hump and yelled out “conga central!”.

BRIDGETTE [Wearily] I remember.

JOCK Just have a sit-down. Get nice and comfortable.

BRIDGETTE Thank you both for looking after me so well tonight. I 
know things have been a bit strained between us lately, but 
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I do so appreciate it.

CASSIDY How’re you feeling, mother?

BRIDGETTE Just topsicles!

Beat. she bursts out into shrill laughter, and burps. 
Suddenly, the energy drains from her body and she begins 
to fall asleep like a sleepy kitten.

 Just … tops …

CASSIDY Oh, shit! [Slapping BRIDGETTE.] Wake up! [Slipping 
into a German accent] Wake up, damnit, I’m gonna 
eviscerate you!

JOCK Calm down!

He pulls CASSIDY aside. A beat. She contains herself.

CASSIDY This wasn’t part of the plan!

JOCK What was the plan?

CASSIDY What’d you mean?

Beat. JOCK looks towards the audience quickly, then back 
towards CASSIDY.

JOCK Um. I —

CASSIDY We just went through the plan half an hour ago, we both 
know what the plan is. There’s no legitimate reason we’d 
need to talk through, or maybe describe our plan at all.

JOCK I just think that, maybe, um —

Looking to the audience again.

 — maybe we would benefit from going over it once more 
for clarity’s sake.
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CASSIDY For clarity’s … ?

The penny drops. she stares at the audience for a split second.

 Oh. Oh! Um. You said you started reading your Father’s 
books, right?

JOCK Yeah! Once I’ve worked my way through all he’s got to offer 
I’ll impress him with my knowledge, and then he’ll truly 
love me.

CASSIDY Neat-o!

JOCK And — and in any case, it sounds to me like Bridgette’s 
latent guilt over whoever your father is must be causing 
violent episodic bouts of homicidal sleepwalking, during 
which she’s somehow brainwashing you to act out in that 
creepy European personality you so confusingly snap into 
now and again.

CASSIDY Right, yes.

JOCK There’s only one way to be sure, though. I’ve been reading 
up about the new science of Hypnotherapy.

CASSIDY That sounds legitimate!

JOCK I can put her into a sort of a trance state, and can take her 
back to the year 1945, and figure out what exactly went 
down. But first, we’ll need a catalyst. Something to blast 
her back to 1945. And we’ll need her lucid. Real lucid. 
Which reminds me! A nice man in the gym showers gave 
me a bottle of smelling salts, maybe that’ll help!

He runs out.

CASSIDY We’re going to get you, mother. We’re going to get you good, 
and then you’ll see. [slipping into a Germanic accent once 
more.] Zen you’ll see who’s ze boss hog in zis haus.
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JOCK returns, waving a bottle of amyl around.

CASSIDY Quick. Hurry!

He tries to make BRIDGETTE smell it. a beat. 
BRIDGETTE springs to life.

BRIDGETTE Argh! I — where am I?

CASSIDY You fell asleep, mother.

JOCK We were looking after you.

BRIDGETTE Looking after me, were you?

She stands up, heavily, and begins to advance on the kids.

CASSIDY Jock. Jock, think of something.

BRIDGETTE Fell asleep, was it?

JOCK I’m trying.

BRIDGETTE And what’re you two love-birds twittering on about, huh? 
Are you keeping secrets?

JOCK No, Mrs K! Not at all!

V.O All … all … all …

BRIDGETTE Good lord, what’s going on?

V.O On … on … on …

CASSIDY Is everything alright, Mother?

V.O Other … other … other …

BRIDGETTE [Delirious] You … you! You’ve done something to me. 
Poisoned me!

 I — I can’t think straight! I can’t think!
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CASSIDY You’re getting over-excited.

BRIDGETTE Don’t you ever use that tone of voice with me, missy. Who- who 
do you think you’re talking to? Over-excited? Over-excited?

CASSIDY Mother, please.

BRIDGETTE [Advancing on CASSIDY] I’ll show you over-excited, you 
ungrateful little shit. I’ll smack the smart right off your pretty 
little face.

CASSIDY No!

BRIDGETTE I … I …

CASSIDY Jock, now!

BRIDGETTE Huh?

JOCK, in the background, adjusts the record player. “Das 
Deutschlandlied”, the German national anthem, begins to 
blast out of the speakers. Immediately, BRIDGETTE spins on 
the spot and begins to rock back and forward as if under a 
trance, her eyes fluttering wildly.

JOCK Bridgette. Bridgette, are you there?

BRIDGETTE Hello?

Beat.

 Who may I say is speaking, please?

JOCK The year is 1945.

V.O Forty-five … five … five … 

BRIDGETTE Oh- oh, no. Oh no.

JOCK There’s nobody else here. It’s just you and me.

BRIDGETTE What’s going on? Who’re all these people?
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JOCK Everything’s going to be okay, but you need to tell me 
exactly what’s going on.

Beat.

 You’re in Germany, aren’t you?

V.O Forty five … five … five …

BRIDGETTE Germany. Yes, that’s right.

V.O Five …

BRIDGETTE Over the past few months I’ve been living a double-life. A 
five picture deal at MGM with benefits, they promised me. 
Before then I’d done two commercials, a tonne of cattle 
calls and a stint with Ed Wood. I never seemed to be quite 
what the legitimate artists were looking for.

AGENT 1 [V.O.]  Her chin is much too square. Look at that thing. It oughta 
have its own post-code.

BRIDGETTE I’m standing right here.

AGENT 2 [V.O.]  Sorry, toots, there ain’t enough dental work in the world can 
save that face.

AGENTS [V.O.] Next!

BRIDGETTE It was simple; they promised. I had the particular look 
they were after. A — European face, they called it. A bottle 
of bleach and a milk-maid’s outfit and I’d fit right in, fine 
as you please. Five pictures at MGM for a year’s worth of, 
what’d they call it?

Beat.

 Oh, that’s right. Espionage.

JOCK What is she talking about?

CASSIDY I thought she was making this all up …
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BRIDGETTE They fly me as far as England and smuggle me into the 
Motherland. I’ve been practicing my accent for days. [In a 
German accent.] I think I’ve got it just right.

CASSIDY Oh god.

BRIDGETTE I start up in smoky bars; joints where the liquor is as cheap 
and as strong as the men who frequent them. Five nights a 
week I take to the stage:

EMCEE [V.O.] Introducing the incomparable, the indescribable, the 
utterly sensual, Frauline Brigitta Gummibaerchen and her 
Totenkopf Dancers!

BRIDGETTE Brigitta is a different person entirely. She is confident. 
Brash. [In a German accent.] No two-bit Johnny’s gonna 
step on her toes, ya hear?! [In her regular voice.] It’s a 
regular night. A Tuesday. The floor is clear and above the 
clam-shell footlights I see him.

CASSIDY “Him”?

BRIDGETTE The smoke clears. I begin.

 A recording of a woman singing a sensuous 20s’ jazz 
number plays.

 He stands, thirty seconds into my performance. His eyes 
bore into my skull and a shiver of terror and sensuous 
passion barges down my spine. I push on.

 Beat.

 After the show, he comes up to me.

HITLER [V.O.]  Zat was inspiring.

BRIDGETTE We hit it off right away. Within two months I’ve penetrated 
the Fuhrer’s inner circle. They say he’s not a trusting man, 
but he seems to take a liking to me.
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HITLER [V.O.]  You have a strong face. A face I can trust. A good, 
square chin.

BRIDGETTE It’s not long before I start performing at private dinner 
parties and soirees. I’m something special: a rare jewel in 
his hatpin of oppression and doom.

EMCEE [V.O.]  Ladies and Gentlemen, a very special treat for you all 
tonight. An intimate performance with Brigadoon Brigitta 
and the Schadenfreude Sextet!

HITLER [V.O.]  My Brigitta. My own … Own … own …

BRIDGETTE The weeks go on. Their family take me in, as one of 
their own —

HITLER [V.O.]  Own …

BRIDGETTE Eva and I become girlfriends. We gossip and laugh. She 
teaches me to fix my hair in the braided fashion that is so 
popular. The children begin to look up to me.

CHILDREN [V.O.] Wir liben dich, Tante Gitta! [TRANSLATION: “We love 
you, Aunty Gitta!”]

CASSIDY What’d you do?! Traitor! Drug freak!

JOCK Cassidy, calm down!

BRIDGETTE A strange dilemma falls over me. Every night I lock 
myself in the depths of my room and record my 
surroundings. I have enough information to bring the 
entire Third Reich crashing down around its ears. But … 
I start not to want to.

CASSIDY You’re sick.

BRIDGETTE I’ve felt more love from these people than I ever felt in 
the U.S. of A. How could I possibly betray them?
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CASSIDY Tell me who my parents are, you hussy!

BRIDGETTE April 30th, 1.30 pm. I’m due to perform in just over an 
hour. To debut a new performance. A raunchy striptease 
to Es zittern die morschen Knochen by Hans Baumann. I 
haven’t seen Adolf or Eva in over 40 hours, but I’m not 
concerned. They often disappear for days at a time. It’s 
very romantic.

Beat.

 I’m warming up the pastie-glue over a small Bunsen 
burner when there’s a knock on my door.

MAN [V.O.]  Roses for Ms. Gummibaerchen, from Ms Braun.

BRIDGETTE I read:

EVA [V.O.]  To my darling Gitta. Meet me in the bunker in ten minutes. I 
have a surprise for you. Love always and forever, Eva.

BRIDGETTE How strange.

Beat.

 I attach the pasties and slip into my costume — a 
rhinestone garter belt and feather headdress with matching 
pantaloons and sash — and head down the hallway.

We hear muffled voices and the sound of an air-raid siren.

 Something is definitely not right.

We hear the sound of dull, far-off explosions and feet 
running by.

SOLDIER [V.O.]  Hilfe! Oh Gott, hilf mir! [TRANSLATION: “Help! Oh god, 
help me!”]

BRIDGETTE The soldiers stream past me in either direction, but I pay 
no notice. I’ve got to get to the bunker.
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We hear the sound of a gun-blast.

 I reach out and, trembling, open the door. The room is set 
up perfectly. Adolf, slumped over his desk, pistol in hand; 
Eva on the ground next to him. And behind them, in a 
modest crib: a darling blonde baby.

The sound of a baby’s cry.

 Without hesitation, I pick up the child. A baby girl. [beat.] 
In my heart I know what I must do.

BRIDGETTE [V.O.]  My darling girl. My Cassidy …

The siren starts up again. explosions, closer this time.

BRIDGETTE With the rule of the Third Reich decomposing around me, 
I slip out into the night and back to the Western World, 
records and baby in hand.

SOLDIER [V.O.]  The whore traitor has taken the Fuhrer’s child! Find her. 
Find her, and kill her!

BRIDGETTE Once I reach America, I set up shop in old L.A. I dye my 
hair back and vow to forget all notions of stardom; of my 
own happiness. I’ll never leave the house again. They’ll 
never find us. It’s the only way we’ll be safe. Just me and 
my precious daughter. The perfect little family. But it’s 
too much to ask, it’s too much. I’ll always be that blonde 
Brigadoon Brigitta at heart, singin’ for a purpose, singin’ 
for a crowd.

BRIDGETTE pulls off her wig, slowly, to reveal short, 
pinned blonde hair underneath. in a trance, she drops the 
wig to the ground and collapses, a wreck. 

CASSIDY rushes to her side.

CASSIDY Oh!

BRIDGETTE They’ll never find us. They’ll never find us. They’ll never find 
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us.

The door bursts open and BRIDGETTE screams. ADA stands, 
manic, brandishing a gun. She speaks from now on in a thick 
German accent and sports an impressive monobrow.

ADA But we did find you, Gitta.

CASSIDY Who’re you?

ADA You don’t recognise? It’s me. Ada. Your Aunty.

JOCK Cassidy. Cassidy, step away, you’re in great danger.

ADA I’ve been searching for you for a long time, Little Miss.

CASSIDY For me? Why?

ADA All I needed was for this — this verräter here to confirm what 
I thought is true. [TRANSLATION: “traitor.”]

CASSIDY What’s true? What’s going on?

ADA Little Miss, you are the chosen one. You are the Grand Dragon.

CASSIDY No- no, I’m not, I’m just a teenager from Southern California. 
A school girl!

ADA [More manic.] We both know that isn’t true. I’ve been slipping 
things into your food, Little Miss. LSD. Shrooms. To expand 
your mind. To open you up. To unlock your true personality. 
And it’s been working!

CASSIDY I guess that explains all those wacky dreams I’ve been having 
… and that strange desire to visit Roman Polanski.

ADA Your feeble mind is putty in the axis’s collective hand. Give in!

JOCK That’s enough!

JOCK attacks ADA but she easily blocks it and overpowers him. 
She punches him in the guts and he falls to the ground.
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ADA Do not put your nose where it isn’t belonging! Cassidy. 
Look at this wreck of a house. This pitiful woman who 
calls herself your mother.

 You said it yourself, you’re meant for more than this.

CASSIDY Yeah, but I meant like — maybe one day I’d be a vice 
senator, or own a Chevy or something!

ADA This is more than any worthless American car. This is your 
chance at true power. Your chance to be vice senator of the 
whole world!

JOCK Don’t do it!

ADA Silence!

Beat.

 Take your place, Little Miss. [Pulling out a hand-gun and 
holding it out to her.] Kill the traitor pig and take your 
place as the Grand Dragon Supreme. Aunty will be by your 
side, to help you. Guide you. Aunty will help you to lead.

CASSIDY [Conflicted.] I don’t know —

JOCK Cassidy, please!

ADA White is right! Take your place!

CASSIDY Yes. Yes, you’re right. [She takes the hand-gun.] I will fulfil 
my destiny.

JOCK No!

ADA begins to laugh manically.

CASSIDY I am the Grand Dragon! I am the leader of a new dark 
age! I am —

BANG! she shoots ADA in the chest. a beat. ADA falls to 
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her knees, surprised.

 … the head of my class in theatre studies.

ADA falls down, dead.

BRIDGETTE [Coming to.] Cassidy? Darling, is that you?

CASSIDY [Faltering.] Bridge —

Beat. with conviction.

 Mother.

BRIDGETTE Darling!

They hug. beat. BRIDGETTE grabs the gun from 
CASSIDY’s limp hand, spins around and shoots ADA 
many times.

 It’s done.

JOCK What’s done?

BRIDGETTE My fingerprints are all over this weapon. The police will 
assume it was me who killed her.

CASSIDY Mother …

BRIDGETTE You’ve always known you were destined for big things, 
Cassidy, and for once in my life I’m going to make damn 
sure I’m not in the way of that. I didn’t steal you out 
of a collapsing Nazi bunker for you to waste away in 
prison. [She strides over to ADA’s body and pulls out a 
pocketbook.] Yes, I thought so.

CASSIDY Mommy, what’re you doing?

BRIDGETTE At the back of this book is written a name and a number. I 
want you to call that number and explain that yes, you are 
ready to take your place.
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JOCK But after all that —

BRIDGETTE I know my daughter better than you might think, Jock. I know 
she’s always been interested in fringe politics. I know she 
wanted her own Quonset hut at ten years old. I know she used 
to play “death camp” with her Strawberry Shortcakes.

CASSIDY This is all so confusing!

BRIDGETTE And I myself have always wanted you to be a star; to follow 
in your mother’s footsteps. Maybe this, in a way, will allow 
you to do so. To fulfil your destiny.

JOCK This would make for a fascinating case of nature versus nurture.

CASSIDY Maybe you could write about it for the school paper. I’m sure 
your dad would like that.

JOCK Hey, I guess he would!

BRIDGETTE But first things first: to the police station. I do believe I’ve 
killed a woman.

Beat.

 Looks like I’ll finally get my picture in the papers again. 
I can see the headlines now: “THIRD REICH MOMMIE 
… KILLS BRITISH HOUSEKEEPER … TO PROTECT 
BELOVED DAUGHTER.”

CASSIDY Beloved. You mean …

BRIDGETTE “ … more at six.”

CASSIDY … we could’ve been friends, all along?

BRIDGETTE Yes, my dear. I do believe we could have.

She kisses her on the forehead. they take a step forward.

CASSIDY I just realised. You’re finally going to leave the property.
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BRIDGETTE Not just the property. The county. The state, if I have to. If 
it wins me your respect.

CASSIDY Please don’t! Come with me- you too, Jock! If I end up 
with anywhere near as much power as everyone keeps 
saying I’ll have, I’ll be able to look after you. To protect 
you!

JOCK We’ll back you up, Ms K! We’ll say she killed herself in a 
horrific hunting accident. It’ll work out!

BRIDGETTE So sweet, both of you. But I’m afraid that this is the way it 
must go.

CASSIDY [Genuinely distressed.] But … you’ll be all alone.

BRIDGETTE No. I won’t.

Beat.

 For once in my life, I’ll have love. The love between a 
mother and a daughter. And, darling?

BRIDGETTE turns to the horizon. Beat. Slowly, a smile 
spreads across her face.

 Darling! That is the greatest love of all.

Whitney Houston’s The Greatest Love of All plays.

BRIDGETTE, her smile threatening to split her face in two, 
descends the stage and exits, arms outstretched, towards 
her future.

THE END.
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