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    Characters


    BOB TREUHAFT, American


    JESSICA MITFORD, British, also known as DECCA (and by UNITY, as BOUD)


    NANCY MITFORD, British, also known as NAUNCE


    DIANA MITFORD, British, also known as HONKS


    UNITY MITFORD, British, also known as BOUD, by JESSICA


    DEBORAH MITFORD, British, known as DEBO


    The action of the play runs between the 1930s, 1940s and 1969, and between England, the USA and France, and very briefly, Germany. The characters age accordingly.


    
      Mitford Words and Pronunciations


      Hon – an honourable person; pronounced with a hard H, as in ‘hen’


      Counter-hon – the opposite; pronounced as above


      Extrorder – extraordinary


      Wondair – wonderful; pronounced ‘wundare’


      Muv – Mother


      Farve – Father


      On speakers – speaking to


      Hilaire – hilarious


      In pig – pregnant


      Strongling – strong


      Lumpular – lump

    
  

  
    
      
    


    


    
      ACT ONE


      
        Scene One


        September 1942, Washington DC.


        It is early evening, not yet dark. JESSICA (twenty-five) and BOB (thirty) stand by a fire escape outside the fashionable Troika nightclub. JESSICA’s manner is brisk, superficially friendly but firm. BOB squints at her, shiftily.


        JESSICA. Business or pleasure?


        BOB. Huh?


        JESSICA. Is that your car?


        BOB. Why? Want a ride?


        JESSICA. Did you drive here tonight for business or pleasure?


        BOB. Say, that depends.


        JESSICA. Shall we assume pleasure?


        BOB. You bet, baby!


        JESSICA. In that case, sir, you’re in violation of the Ban on Pleasure Driving. According to which, as I’m sure you’re aware, no gasoline ration may be used for the purposes of attending places of amusement –


        BOB. Yeah, yeah –


        JESSICA. Recreation or entertainment, such as theatres, concerts, dance halls –


        BOB. Okay, lady –


        JESSICA. Skating rinks, bowling alleys or nightclubs. You’re squandering fuel at a time of international need and hampering your country’s contribution to the war effort. We have a marvellous streetcar service in DC; I suggest you use it. (Taking out her ID badge.) I’m here on behalf on the OPA –


        BOB. Behalf of-the-hell-what?


        JESSICA. The federal Office of Price Adminstration, sir, to request that you hand over your ration book.


        BOB. My –


        JESSICA. Ration book, you heard me. Now.


        She holds out her hand expectantly. BOB bursts into delighted laughter.


        BOB. Terrific, Mrs Romilly! You got the job!


        JESSICA. I thought I had the job.


        BOB. You can have mine too; I’m keeping schtum.


        JESSICA. Keeping what?


        BOB. You’re in charge! Your accent, your moxie –


        JESSICA. Please, Mr Treuhaft, translate as you go!


        BOB. Spirit, Mrs Romilly! Moxie. You are – dauntless. Those pleasure drivers will be quaking in their dance shoes.


        JESSICA. I hope they’re not all as seedy as him.


        BOB. That’s where I come in. Not that you need me. But if you did –


        JESSICA. What would you do?


        BOB steps into the shadows and out again, gumshoe-style.


        BOB. ‘Hold it there, mister, unless you want to see what a short-sighted Jew can do with a flask of joe and a slab of Hungarian cake.’


        He slams down his briefcase on the fire escape and produces, with a flourish, a flask of coffee and two slabs of cake. JESSICA watches, intrigued, as he decants the little picnic.


        JESSICA. Golly. None of the other lawyers provide cake.


        BOB (mock-hurt). You do this for all the lawyers?


        JESSICA. Usually only in daylight.


        BOB. Well, the others are regular guys, see? Home by six, pot‑roast with the wife and kids, head hits the pillow and bang, they’re on a tropical island with Betty Grable.


        JESSICA. And you? Not a fan of Miss Grable?


        BOB. Me, I’m grinding my teeth all night, wondering if the pleasure drivers of DC are complying with my little edict. It’s my nature, Mrs Romilly. I can’t give up.


        JESSICA. Mr Treuhaft – did you draft the Pleasure Driving Ban?


        BOB (wry). Hippest
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    A Nick Hern Book


    The Party Girls first published in Great Britain in 2025 as a paperback original by Nick Hern Books Limited, The Glasshouse, 49a Goldhawk Road, London W12 8QP, in association with the Marlowe Theatre, Canterbury


    This ebook first published in 2025


    The Party Girls copyright © 2025 Amy Rosenthal


    Amy Rosenthal has asserted her moral right to be identified as the author of this work


    Cover artwork by Muse Creative


    A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library


    ISBN   978 1 83904 475 5 (print edition)

    ISBN   978 1 78850 905 3 (ebook edition)


    CAUTION   This ebook is copyright material and must not be copied, reproduced, transferred, distributed, leased, licensed or publicly performed or used in any way except as specifically permitted in writing by the publishers, as allowed under the terms and conditions under which it was purchased or as strictly permitted by applicable copyright law. Any unauthorised distribution or use of this text may be a direct infringement of the author’s and publisher’s rights, and those responsible may be liable in law accordingly. This book may not be used, in whole or in part, for the development or training of artificial intelligence technologies or systems.


    Amateur Performing Rights   Applications for performance, including readings and excerpts, by amateurs in the English language should be addressed to the Performing Rights Department, Nick Hern Books, The Glasshouse, 49a Goldhawk Road, London W12 8QP, tel +44 (0)20 8749 4953, email rights@nickhernbooks.co.uk, except as follows:
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    United States and Canada: Casarotto Ramsay and Associates Ltd, see details below


    Professional Performing Rights   Applications for performance by professionals in any medium and in any language throughout the world should be addressed to Casarotto Ramsay and Associates Ltd, email rights@casarotto.co.uk, www.casarotto.co.uk


    No performance of any kind may be given unless a licence has been obtained. Applications should be made before rehearsals begin. Publication of this play does not necessarily indicate its availability for performance.
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