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THE NAPLES ’ NEY
PLAYERS ODd

RS#1 Sweeney Todd & Mrs. Lovett

The Judge has repented, she thinks,

POOr' thing.

«Oh, where is Judge Turpin?” she asks.
(During the following, the yupce appears, tears off
his mask, then his cloak, revealing himself naked.
She screams as he reaches for her, struggling
wildly as the BEADLE hurls her to the floor. He
holds her there as the yupGe mounts her and the
masked dancers pirouette around the ravishment,

iogling )

Heg \frgs tl{fere, all right—

Only not so contritel

She wasn’t no match for such craft, you see,

And everyone thought it so droll.

They figured she had to be daft, you see,

So all of ’em stood there and laughed, you see.

Poor soul!
Poor thing!

TODD
(A wild shout)

Would no one have mercy on her?
(The dumb show vanishes. TopD and MRS. LOVETT

gaze at each other)

MRS. LOVETT

(Coolly)
So it is you—Benjamin Barker.

TODD

(Frighteningly vehement)
Not Barker! Not Barker! Todd now! Sweeney Todd! Where
is she?

MRS. LOVETIT

So changed! Good God, what did they do to you down
there in bloody Australia or wherever?
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TODD
Where is my wife? Where’s Lucy?

MRS, LOVETT

She poisoned herself. Arsenic from the apothecary on the
corner. I tried to stop her but she wouldn’t listen to me.

TODD
And my daughter?
MRS. LOVETT
Johanna? He’s got her.
. TODD
He? Judge Turpin?
MRS. LOVETT

Even he had a conscience tucked away, I suppose. Adopted
her like his own. You could say it was good luck for her . .
almost.

TODD
Fifteen years sweating in a living hell on a trumped up
charge. Fifteen years dreaming that, perhaps, I might come
home to a loving wife and child.

(Topp strikes ferociously on the pie counter with

his fists)
Let them quake in their boots—Judge Turpin and the Bea-
dle—for their hour has come.

MRS. LOVETT
(Awed)

You're going to—get 'em? You? A bleeding little nobody of a
runaway convict? Don’t make me laugh. You'll never get
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His ‘igh and Mightiness! Nor the Beadle neither. Not in a
million years.
(No reaction from Toop)
You got any money?
(Still no reaction)
Listen to me! You got any money?

TODD
No money.

MRS. LOVETT
Then how you going to live even?

TODD
I'll live. If T have to sweat in the sewers or in the plague

hospital, I'll live—and I'll have them.

MRS. LOVETT
Oh, you poor thing! You poor thing!
(A sudden thought)
Wait!
(She disappears behind a curtained entrance lead-
ing to her parlor. For a beat Topp stands alone, al-
most exalted. Mrs. LOVETT returns with a razor
case. She holds it out to him)
See! It don’t have to be the sewers or the plague hospital.
When they come for the little girl, I hid em. I thought, who
knows? Maybe the poor silly blighter'll be back again some-
day and need ’em. Cracked in the head, wasnt I? Times as
bad as they are, I could have got five, maybe ten quid for
‘em, any day. See? You can be a barber again.
(Music begins. She opens the case for him to look
inside. Topp stands a long moment gazing down at
the case)

My, them handles is chased silver, ain’t they? 4— End



