
Baggage - A 20 minute Play  
Baggage by Terry Miles.
An empty flat landscape with two women and eight suitcases. 

A dirt track leads into the distance. Both women are sitting on two suitcases. One is Mrs Blaydon the other is her companion and maid, Jane. It is very sunny. 

Mrs B:
He should be here by now. 
Jane:

We’ve been here almost an hour. 
Mrs B: 
I can’t think why he hasn’t arrived. 
JANE:
Are you sure you got the right date? 

Mrs B: 
Of course I am. There are only two trains a week 



stopping at this station in this direction.  The train in the 

other direction arrives and departs before the one we 

were on. 
JANE:
How far away is the house from here? 

Mrs B:
30 or 35 miles or something like that. 


It’s been a long time since I was here. 

JANE:
Don’t you have a map? 

Mrs B:
What do I need a map for; he’s coming to pick us up. 

JANE:
To find out which direction we should be walking in 


should we need to walk. 

Mrs B:
Walk! He’ll be here soon.  He’s very dependable. 
JANE:
You’ve been saying that and still there’s no chauffeur. 
Mrs B: 
Can you get me my pills? 

JANE

Where are they? 

Mrs B:
In my blue bag. 

JANE:
Where’s your blue bag? 

Mrs B looks around but doesn’t see her bag.

Mrs B.
Where’s my blue bag, Jane.? 

JANE:
You know you have to look after that bag, it has all 


your important documents in it.  
Mrs B:
It isn’t here! It has my pills in it. My God! 



It’s still on the train. What am I to do? 
JANE: 
You can get some more pills when the chauffeur takes  

us to the house.  You said it was a big house built for  

an aristocrat, didn’t you?  

Mrs B:
Yes. She’s very old now but she still has her chauffeur.  
JANE: 
Do you know which side of the tracks we’re supposed 

to be for the chauffeur?  

Mrs B:
Not really. The chauffeur said he would be here to pick 

us up and we can see across the tracks if he comes 



the other way.  
JANE: 
You made no contingency plans? 

Mrs B:
Whatever for? 

JANE: 
For a situation like this. 

Mrs B: 
And what situation is that? 

JANE: 
The situation we’re in. Stranded with no sign of a 


chauffeur or any one else if it comes to that.  
Mrs B: 
It’s only a matter of time. 

JANE: 
The sun is hot. 

Mrs B: 
Did you pack my parasol? 

JANE:
It’s in one of the suitcases. 

Mrs B: 
Which one? 

JANE: 
Number 4. 

Mrs B: 
Jane, can you get it for me?  And while your at it can 

you get me my Journal, it’s in a paper bag with some  

pens. 
JANE: 
Of course. 
Jane looks for the number four suitcase. 

JANE:
I think you’re sitting on it.  Here, sit on these two cases.  

Mrs B. sits on the other two piled up suitcases.  

Jane opens the suitcase and hands Mrs B a small parasol. 
She searches for the bag containing the journal and pens. 

She hands the bag to Mrs B.  
JANE: 
It’s a very small parasol. 

Mrs B: 
It’s only to keep the sun off my face. I have very 



sensitive skin you know.  
JANE:
I know, I order that special soap for you. Perhaps if you 

got more sun your skin would become acclimatised. 

Mrs B:
What do you mean? I have sensitive skin and that’s 


that! 

JANE: 
Did you bring your camera?   

Mrs B: 
It’s in the same suitcase as the parasol was. 

Jane opens suitcase number 4 again and takes out the camera. 
Jane stands with the camera pointing at Mrs B.  

JANE:
Smile. 

Mrs B: 
I don’t smile for photographs, you should know that by 

now. Smiles are so vulgar unless you’re meeting a 


president or royalty, then you should appear happy.  

It’s your duty. 
Jane takes a photograph of Mrs B holding her parasol. 

Jane puts the camera back in the suitcase. Mrs B. puts the 
parasol down, takes the journal and pens out of the paper bag 
and starts writing in her journal. Whenever there is an 
opportunity she will write in her journal. 
Mrs B.
Have you got anything to drink? I thought the chauffeur 

would be here by now.  
JANE:
Only a bottle of vodka. 

Mrs B: 
That will do. 

JANE: 
It’s very bad for you without water especially when it’s 

so hot.  You can have some later when it gets cold. 

Mrs B:
I want some now. 

JANE: 
It will only dehydrate you. 

Mrs B: 
I want some now, do you hear?  

JANE: 
Yes Mrs B. 

Jane opens another suitcase and takes out a bottle of vodka. 
She hands Mrs B. the bottle. 
Mrs B: 
What am I supposed to do with this?  

JANE: 
Open it and drink what you want. But keep some for 

later. 
Mrs B: 
Haven’t we got any glasses? 

JANE:
I didn’t pack any glasses. We had too much baggage 

already and they could break – you know how porters 

handle luggage. 

Mrs B: 
Can you take the cap off?  
Jane opens the bottle and hands it to Mrs B. 

Mrs B drinks and coughs a choking cough. 
She hands the bottle out for Jane to take. 

Jane takes the bottle and puts it back in the case.  

Mrs B stops coughing. 

Mrs B:
Have you always been a spinster, Jane?  
JANE: 
I’ve always been in service.  
Mrs B:
I see! Where do you think the chauffeur’s got to, Jane? 
JANE: 
I can’t think, Mrs B. 

Mrs B: 
When my second husband was alive we didn’t have  

these kinds of problems. But times were different then. 

JANE: 
How many husbands have you had, Mrs B? 

Mrs B:
Just the four. They’ve all been very indulgent. I was very 

beautiful in my day. Men were queuing up to propose 

to me. Some men go through money as if it’s confetti.  

I knew plenty of men who have blown a fortune on 


gambling and horses. I was very particular you know. 
JANE:
Did any of them make you happy? 
Mrs B: 
In those days if you came from a good family like I did 

they had an influence on who you should marry. After 

the first husband it got much easier of course. It was a 

battle for survival in a cruel world. You know that don’t 

you?  

JANE: 
Yes, Mrs B. 

Mrs B: 
The mosquitoes are beginning to bite me. 
JANE: 
Have you got some insect repellent? 

Mrs B: 
It’s in my blue bag.  Where can that chauffeur be? 



My throat feels dry. I think I’m going to cough.  
JANE: 
Do you want another  drink? 
Mrs B: 
I think I’d better. 

Jane takes the bottle of vodka out of the suitcase. 

She hands it to Mrs B. 

JANE: 
Keep it by you and take what you want.  

Mrs B:
I think I’m going to cough again.  I feel thirsty. 
JANE:
It’s getting dark. Shall I start walking and get some 


help. If the chauffeur comes you can tell him I’ve gone 

down that road. I don’t think he’s coming. How old is 

he?  

Mrs B:
Eighty or was it eighty-five.  

JANE: 
What! He could have had a heart attack. He could have 

died of old age!  
Mrs B: 
My aunt depends on him.  
JANE: 
Does she have a maid?  

Mrs B:
Not any more; she died last year. 



She only has the chauffeur. 

JANE: 
Do you want me to go and get some help? 



I’m not sure the chauffeur is coming. 



We could starve to death out here waiting. 

Mrs B: 
I think you should; I’m getting cold.  


Can you take my mink coat out of the grey suitcase,  

please? 

Jane takes the fur coat out of the suitcase and puts it around 
Mrs B. Jane walks silently into the night.  

The stage darkens and lightens gradually. A morning newspaper headlines are projected onto a drop curtain :

HEIRESS DIES

 WAITING FOR CHAUFFEUR. 

Below the headline is the photograph that Jane took. 
Alternative ending for students without a projection facility or screne. 

Lowering of lights. 

Curtain.

As dawn breaks: Lights gradually light up Auditorium. 

A newspaper seller enters through the audience.

He is holding some Newspapers in one hand, 
and waving a single copy in the other.

Newspaper seller:  

(shouting)


Read all about it. Heiress dies waiting for chauffeur. 


Exclusive!  Final photo of heiress on page three.  

Read all about it.  
Newspaper seller exits.

The End.  
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