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Type the following one-act play. 

THE ANGEL INTRUDES  
a play in one-act  

by Floyd Dell 

 

CHARACTERS 

THE POLICEMAN  
THE ANGEL  

JIMMY PENDLETON  
ANNABELLE  

 
 

[Washington Square by moonlight. A stream of Greenwich Villagers hurrying across to the Brevoort 
before the doors are locked. In their wake a sleepy policeman. The policeman stops suddenly on seeing 
an Angel with shining garments and great white wings, who has just appeared out of nowhere.] 

THE POLICEMAN: Hey, you! 

THE ANGEL: (haughtily, turning) Sir! Are you addressing me? 

THE POLICEMAN: (severely) Yes, an' I've a good mind to lock you up. 

THE ANGEL: (surprised and indignant) How very inhospitable! Is that the way you treat strangers? 

THE POLICEMAN: Don't you know it's agen the law of New York to parade the streets in a masquerade 
costume? 

THE ANGEL: No. I didn't know. You see, I've just arrived this minute from Heaven. 

THE POLICEMAN: Ye look it. (Taking his arm kindly) See here, me lad, you've been drinkin' too many of 
them stingers. Ye'd better take a taxi and go home. 

THE ANGEL: What! So soon? 

THE POLICEMAN: I know how ye feel. I've been that way meself. But I can't leave ye go traipsin' about in 
skirts. 

THE ANGEL: (drawing away) Sir, I'm not traipsing about. I am attending to important business, and I must 
ask you not to detain me. 

THE POLICEMAN: (suspiciously) Not so fast, me laddie-buck. What business have you at this hour of the 
night? Tell me that. 
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THE ANGEL: I don't mind telling you. It concerns a mortal called James Pendleton. 

THE POLICEMAN: (genial again) Aha! So you're a friend of Jimmy Pendleton's, are you? 

THE ANGEL: Not exactly. I am his Guardian Angel. 

THE POLICEMAN: Well, faith, he needs one! Come, me b'y, I'll see ye safe to his door. 

THE ANGEL: Thank you. But, if you don't mind, I prefer to go alone. 

[He turns away.] 

THE ANGEL: The fact is, madam, I am his Guardian Angel. 

ANNABELLE: An Angel! Oh! 

THE ANGEL: Tell me, have I intruded? 

ANNABELLE: No, not at all! 

THE ANGEL: Thank you for reassuring me. I feared for a moment that I had made an inopportune 
entrance. I was about to suggest that I withdraw until you had finished the--er--ceremony--which I seem to 
have interrupted. 

JIMMY: (surprised) But wasn't that what you came for--to interrupt? 

THE ANGEL: I beg your pardon! 

JIMMY: (bewilderedly) I mean--if you are my Guardian Angel, and all that sort of thing, you must have 
come to--to interfere! 

THE ANGEL: I hope you will not think I would be capable of such presumption. 

JIMMY: (puzzled) You don't want to--so to speak--reform me? 

THE ANGEL: Not at all. Why, I scarcely know you! 

JIMMY: But you're my--my Guardian Angel, you say? 

THE ANGEL: Ah, yes, to be sure. But the relation of angelic guardianship has for some hundreds of years 
been a purely nominal one. We have come to feel that it is best to allow mortals to attend to their own 
affairs. 

JIMMY: Ordinarily I wouldn't mind your flirting with strangers, but... 

ANNABELLE: (indignantly) Jimmy! How can you? 

THE ANGEL: It was my fault, I'm sure--if fault there was. But what is it--to flirt? You see, I wish to learn 
everything. 
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ANNABELLE: I hope you never learn that. 

THE ANGEL: I put myself in your hands. 

JIMMY: Er--would you like a--drink? 

THE ANGEL: Thank you. I am very thirsty. (Taking the glass.) This is very different from what we have in 
Heaven. (He tastes it. A look of gratified surprise appears on his face.) And much better! (He drains the 
glass and hands it back.) May I have some more? 

ANNABELLE: Be careful! 

THE ANGEL: (blandly) Has something happened to annoy you? (Jimmy shakes the clothes at him in an 
outraged gesture.) Oh, my new costume. Thank you so much! 

[He takes the clothes from Jimmy, and examines them with interest.] 

JIMMY: (bitterly, to Annabelle) I suppose I've no right to complain. You can make love to anybody you 
like. In fact, now that I come to think of it, I predicted this very thing. I said you'd fall in love with the next 
man you met. So it's off with the old love, and-- 

ANNABELLE: (calmly) I have never been in love before. 

JIMMY: The fickleness of women is notorious. It is exceeded only by their mendacity. But Angels have up 
to this time stood in good repute. Your conduct, sir, is scandalous. I am amazed at you. 

THE ANGEL: Never! 

JIMMY: Then take these tickets--and I hope that I never see either of you again!  

[He holds out the tickets. Annabelle, after a pause, steps forward and takes them.] 

ANNABELLE: That is really sweet of you, Jimmy! 

[The blast of an auto-horn is heard outside.] 

JIMMY: (bitterly) And there's my taxi. Take that, too. 

THE ANGEL: Farewell! 

[He opens the door. Annabelle, at his side, turns and blows Jimmy a kiss. Stonily, Jimmy watches them 
go out. Then he picks up his suitcase and goes, with an air of complete finality, into the other room. There 
is a moment's silence, and then the door opens softly, and the Angel looks in, enters surreptitiously, 
seizes up the wings, and with them safely clasped to his bosom, vanishes again through the door.] 

CURTAIN 
 

Reprinted from The Provincetown Plays. Ed. George Cram Cook & Frank Shay. New York: D. Appleton and Company, 1921. 


