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  LARCENY AND OLD LACE
By Van Vandagriff

CAST OF CHARACTERS
  # of lines

HAROLD............................ good-hearted but unsuspecting 263  
nephew of Millie and Gertie

CHARLIE........................... his wacky, swashbuckling        69 
uncle who thinks he’s a pirate

GERTIE ............................. his sweet but larcenous aunt; 272 
casinos are her bread and butter

MILLIE ............................... his other just-as-sweet but  245 
just-as-larcenous aunt; also   
likes casinos 

MORDRED........................ his sinister, black-hearted,  89 
thieving cousin

LESTER ............................ Mordred’s sinister, black-hearted,  48 
thieving but reluctant sidekick

OFFICER MCNEALY......... friendly beat cop who can’t   48 
cover for Charlie’s crazy  
antics anymore

OFFICER LARSON........... new cop on the beat  61
AGENT KLICK................... FBI agent hot on Mordred’s  52 

trail
AGENT KLACK ................. Klick’s fellow agent 44
GLORIA............................. Harold’s unwitting fiancée 40
DR. SHORTANOAR .......... proprietor of the local insane  11 

asylum
NURSE WIDGET............... hard-nosed nurse who does  11 

Shortanoar’s dirty work
JUDGE TAYLOR................ takes care of the legal matters  34 

of commitment 
TAXI DRIVER .................... doesn’t mind waiting, but this is 10 

ridiculous
DR. PRETORIOUS............ signs papers to prove that  6 

Charlie’s crazy
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SYNOPSIS OF SCENES

ACT ONE, Scene One:  The present, late one morning.
ACT ONE, Scene Two:  Same day, lunch time.
ACT TWO, Scene One:  Same day, late evening.
ACT TWO, Scene Two:  That night.

SET

The set is the main floor of an old house. There are four EXITS:  UP 
RIGHT leads upstairs, UP CENTER leads to the kitchen, UP LEFT 
leads to the basement and DOWN LEFT leads outside. There are a 
few steps leading to the UP RIGHT EXIT; the other three EXITS have 
working doors. LEFT CENTER there is a small dining table with chairs 
around it. UP RIGHT there is a small couch and an end table displaying 
a series of trinkets to the LEFT. There is a telephone and notebook on 
top of a small stand with both a cabinet and a drawer STAGE RIGHT 
and a hollow window seat with a hinged top under a window STAGE 
LEFT. There are drapes hanging on either side of the window. A hat/
coat rack is between the DOWN LEFT door and the window.
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LARCENY AND OLD LACE

ACT ONE
Scene One

AT RISE:  The SPOTLIGHT COMES UP on HAROLD, sitting on the 
couch. He is hidden by the newspaper he is reading. After a moment, 
HAROLD drops a corner of the paper and realizes the AUDIENCE is 
there. 
HAROLD:  (To AUDIENCE.) Oh, hello. I’m Harold Peabody. (Looks 

around.) I love this old place. It’s been my home for as long as I can 
remember. (Stands up.) I don’t live here anymore. Moved out long 
ago. I have a nice place of my own downtown. A small apartment... 
comfortable, you know. Nothing fancy, of course, but I like it. But I’ll 
always think of this place as home. See right here? (Touches small 
end table LEFT.) This table with these very same knickknacks has 
been here for, well, as long as I can remember. This loveseat... (Pats 
couch.) hasn’t moved an inch from this spot over all the years... 
well, except for spring cleaning, of course. (Laughs.) Everything 
gets moved then. But when the work’s done, everything goes back 
into its own place. (Sits down and looks around fondly.) I really do 
love this old place. (CHARLIE sings a loud and boisterous song 
OFF LEFT.) That’s my Uncle Charlie. In fact, he’s why I’m here. You 
see, Uncle Charlie needs looking after. He’s... well, let’s just say he 
sees the world through a different set of glasses than the rest of us. 
(Twirls his finger at his head indicating UNCLE CHARLIE isn’t all 
there. The singing gets louder as UNCLE CHARLIE ENTERS UP 
LEFT. LIGHTS UP, SPOT OUT.)

CHARLIE:  (Dressed as a pirate and carrying a shovel. He sings with 
gusto. He sees HAROLD and stops.) Avast, there, matey! (Raises 
shovel threateningly.) Are ye friend or foe?

HAROLD:  It’s me, Uncle Charlie. Harold.
CHARLIE:  (Peers at HAROLD.) Ah! So ’tis, m’lad. Well, shiver me 

timbers! I thought you was a sneakin’ thief after my treasure. 
(Comes close and looks about suspiciously.) Have ya seen any 
suspicious types about?

HAROLD:  No, Uncle, the coast is clear. Your treasure is safe.
CHARLIE:  Good! Then I’ll go get cleaned up. Diggin’s hard work. 

(Moves close.) Keep yer eyes peeled, lad. There’s trouble a’brewin’, 
I can feel it in the wind. (Licks his finger and holds it up.) Look out 
fer squalls. (HAROLD salutes. CHARLIE whirls around and sings 
as he EXITS UP RIGHT.)
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HAROLD:  (Looks after UNCLE CHARLIE fondly, looks back and 
remembers the AUDIENCE is there.) Oh, he’s quite harmless. 
Makes the neighbors nervous, though. He’s constantly digging. If 
we didn’t have the basement, he’d dig anywhere. Always burying 
treasure. Funny guy. (Thinks a moment.) But he’s family, and I 
love him dearly. (SOUND EFFECT:  PHONE RINGS.) Excuse 
me. (Goes to answer phone.) Hello... Gloria! How are you, honey? 
(Covers mouthpiece, addresses the AUDIENCE.) My fiancée... 
(Back to phone.) Yes, dear... no, they’re not back yet... I’m positive, 
their plane landed about an hour ago... I called the airport and 
confirmed it... yes... yes... uh-huh, I’ve got it right here. (Pats 
pocket of jacket.) Say, why don’t you come over here? (Pause.) 
Sure, they’d love to see you. (Pause.) I’ll see you then. Love you... 
bye. (Hangs up phone. To AUDIENCE.) Great girl, that Gloria. 
We’re flying to the coast to get married. Her family’s there. My 
aunts... hey, that’s right... you haven’t met them... (VOICES AND 
LAUGHTER of GERTIE and MILLIE are heard OFF LEFT.) Well, 
what do you know, here they are now! (Goes to open the front door 
DOWN LEFT. Arms open wide.) Aunt Millie! Aunt Gertie! (GERTIE 
and MILLIE, two elderly, colorfully dressed women, ENTER DOWN 
LEFT. They wear wildly colored pants suits and are overloaded with 
luggage, including a carry-on bag.)

MILLIE:  Harold, be a dear and take this bag... (HAROLD goes to take 
her carry-on bag.) No, no, no, not that one, this one. (Holds out a 
large suitcase. HAROLD takes the bag and gives MILLIE a kiss on 
the cheek.) Whew! Thank you, dear. These bags are heavy. 

GERTIE:  Hello, Harold, dear.
HAROLD:  Hello, Aunt Gertie. (Gives her a kiss. Takes another couple 

of bags and carries them UP RIGHT to the stairs and sets them 
down.)

MILLIE:  Oh, it’s so good to be home.
GERTIE:  Yes, it is. I missed being here.
MILLIE:  Traveling is so tiring.
GERTIE:  It is, yes, very tiring. I’m exhausted.
MILLIE:  Oh, you poor thing. Why don’t you go upstairs and rest? 

Harold and I can handle the luggage.
GERTIE:  Oh, pooh! Don’t be silly. I can help.
HAROLD:  How was the trip, girls? Did you win a bundle? (GERTIE 

and MILLIE give each other knowing looks.) Well? Don’t tell me... 
you lost all your life savings at the blackjack table. (GERTIE and 
MILLIE giggle like schoolgirls.) You two are very naughty.
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GERTIE:  Oh, go on! It’s just a little innocent fun.
MILLIE:  No harm in that.
GERTIE:  Besides those casinos can afford it.
MILLIE:  Heavens, yes! Harold, you should see it! It’s glorious!
GERTIE:  Just glorious!
MILLIE:  They’ll never miss the itsy bit we took.
GERTIE:  They’ll never miss it.
MILLIE:  They have millions.
GERTIE:  Just millions.
HAROLD:  (To AUDIENCE.) Aren’t they the cutest thing you’ve 

ever seen? (To AUNTS.) I’m glad to hear Vegas will survive your 
exploits. Now, let me take your bags upstairs for you. (Reaches for 
small carry-on bag again.)

GERTIE:  Not that one dear, I’ll take care of that. Just take these 
others up for us. That’s a dear. (HAROLD takes two of the larger 
bags and EXITS UP RIGHT. MILLIE and GERTIE watch him leave 
then take the small carry-on bag to the table and dump out wrapped 
money, lots of it.)

MILLIE:  Oh, my! It’s much more than I thought it would be.
GERTIE:  Yes, it is! I don’t think we’ve ever gotten this much before. 

You must have frightened that poor man terribly when you shoved 
that gun into his face like that.

MILLIE:  Do you think so? I really didn’t mean to frighten him. He was 
just going so slow. (Removes gun from the bag.) Perhaps next time 
you should have the gun.

GERTIE:  But you’re so much better with things like that. (Takes gun 
with two fingers, carries it to the phone stand and puts it in the 
drawer.) Besides, guns scare me so. Remember in Atlantic City 
when we robbed that casino just off the boardwalk? Why, my hand 
shook so badly I was afraid the gun would go off.

MILLIE:  I remember! (Giggles.) That poor man in the cash cage 
thought it would, too. But you did all right on that riverboat job we 
did last May.

GERTIE:  Well, if you must know... I’m so ashamed... (Whispers.) I 
had a couple of little drinks before that job.

MILLIE:  Gertie! You naughty girl! You broke the rules!
GERTIE:  I know. But I was so nervous.
MILLIE:  No drinking on the job.
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GERTIE:  I’m so sorry. I’ll never do it again, I promise.
MILLIE:  (Looks kindly at GERTIE.) Never mind, dear. No harm done. 

(HAROLD RE-ENTERS UP RIGHT. The AUNTS turn quickly and 
hide the money with their bodies. HAROLD grabs the last two bags 
and turns to go.) Harold?

HAROLD:  (Stops and turns.) Yes, dear?
MILLIE:  Where’s Uncle Charlie?
GERTIE:  Is he in the basement?
HAROLD:  He’s upstairs, dears. Cleaning up from treasure hunting.
GERTIE:  Oh, dear.
MILLIE:  He wasn’t any trouble, was he?
GERTIE:  Didn’t go and dig up Mrs. Barnes’s azaleas? 
HAROLD:  No, no trouble at all. He was happy as a clam the whole 

time you were gone.
MILLIE:  Oh, good. Thank you for staying with him, Harold. It’s such a 

burden off our minds when we travel if you stay with him.
HAROLD:  Why, Aunt Millie, I’m glad to do it. I’m just going to put 

these bags upstairs. (Starts to EXIT UP RIGHT.)
MILLIE:  Harold?
HAROLD:  (Turns.) Yes, Aunt Millie?
MILLIE:  Could you ask your Uncle Charlie to come down?
HAROLD:  Glad to. (Starts to EXIT again.)
GERTIE:  Harold?
HAROLD:  (Turns.) Yes, Aunt Gertie?
GERTIE:  You really are so sweet to us.
HAROLD:  Aunt Gertie, you’re very sweet for saying so. (AUNTS 

giggle. HAROLD finally EXITS UP RIGHT.)
GERTIE:  He really is such a good boy.
MILLIE:  Yes, he is. What would we do without him?
GERTIE:  Do you think we should tell him?
MILLIE:  Tell him what?
GERTIE:  You know, about our little... business.
MILLIE:  (Thoughtful.) Well, I don’t know... do you think we should?
GERTIE:  He’s such a nice boy.
MILLIE:  I’m not sure he’s ready yet.
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GERTIE:  No, I suppose not.
CHARLIE:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT.) Avast, there, maties! (The AUNTS 

jump.)
GERTIE:  Hello, Charlie.
MILLIE:  Charlie. We have more treasure to be buried.
CHARLIE:  (Puts fingers to lips and rushes over.) Shhhhh! Do you 

want those scurvy knaves to hear? Blow me down!
GERTIE:  What scurvy knaves?
MILLIE:  (Nudges GERTIE.) We’ve scanned the horizon, Charlie. 

There is no enemy in sight.
GERTIE:  Oh, yes, no enemy in sight.
CHARLIE:  Errrr! I’ll keelhaul any o’ them scurvy knaves. Shiver me 

timbers!
MILLIE:  Charlie.
CHARLIE:  Arrrrgh!
MILLIE:  We have some treasure for you to bury. (Shows him the 

money.)
CHARLIE:  Arrrrgh!
GERTIE:  It’s quite a bit of treasure this time, Charlie.
CHARLIE:  Arrrrgh!
HAROLD:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT.) Well, girls, all set. (The AUNTS turn 

in panic and hide the money. SOUND EFFECT:  DOORBELL.) I’ll 
get it. (Crosses LEFT and looks out the window.) Why, it’s Officer 
McNealy.

GERTIE:  Oh, dear.
MILLIE:  Oh, Harold, dear, please tell him we’ve just returned from a 

trip and can’t see visitors right now.
GERTIE:  We’re very tired, Harold. He’ll understand.
HAROLD:  (Opens front door. The AUNTS quickly scoop the money 

into the window seat LEFT.) Hello, Officer McNealy. Nice to see 
you.

MCNEALY:  (Steps IN DOWN LEFT.) Good morning, Mr. Peabody. 
Are your aunts home?

HAROLD:  As a matter of fact, they just returned from a trip to 
Vegas.

MCNEALY:  Vegas. How nice. I was wondering if I might speak to 
them?

  
    

    
        

             

    
       
    

      
             

    
           
        

     
            

        
         

    
             

   
  

       
    
  

  
      
   

          
     
            

     
   

        
            

      
          

     
             

  
         
            

      
           
          

         
           

           
   

               
             

        
            

 
           

            
   
       

       
      

             
  

         
         

       
    
    

     

      
              

              
          
        

         
           

     
          

          
           
   

           
           
     
   
          
         
        

   
            

 
          

   
            

          
          

            
         

         
             

         
   

     

For preview only



6

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

HAROLD:  They’re not seeing visitors right now. They’re awfully 
tired.

MCNEALY:  It’s not exactly a social call Mr. Peabody.
HAROLD:  Is there a problem, Officer?
MCNEALY:  (Quietly to HAROLD.) Well, I hate to bother the ladies 

about this, to be honest, but we’ve been getting complaints about 
your Uncle Charlie.

MILLIE:  (Steps forward.) Hello, Officer McNealy. May I help you?
MCNEALY:  Oh, hello, Miss Peabody. I’m very sorry to bother you so 

soon after your return.
MILLIE:  Not at all. Please come in.
GERTIE:  (Steps forward.) Yes, do come in, Officer McNealy.
MCNEALY:  Thank you. Hello, Miss Peabody.
GERTIE:  Would you care for some refreshment?
MILLIE:  An iced tea perhaps?
MCNEALY:  Please don’t bother.
GERTIE:  Oh, it’s no trouble at all. (Trips OFF to kitchen UP 

CENTER.)
MCNEALY:  (Moves toward couch.) Thank you. An iced tea 

sounds—
CHARLIE:  (Drawing a plastic scimitar.) Avast! You scurvy knave!
MCNEALY:  And good day to you, Mr. Peabody.
HAROLD:  (Steps between MCNEALY and CHARLIE.) It’s okay, Uncle 

Charlie, he’s a friend. (CHARLIE eyes MCNEALY suspiciously.) 
I’m sorry, Officer McNealy, but Uncle Charlie... well, (Quietly to 
MCNEALY.) you see, he’s not quite right in the head.

MILLIE:  He’s quite harmless.
HAROLD:  Wouldn’t hurt a fly.
MILLIE:  He’s... well, a little eccentric.
MCNEALY:  Yes, ma’am, I know.
MILLIE:  Charlie, please.
CHARLIE:  Arrrgh! (Puts sword in belt loop.)
HAROLD:  There! Now what can we do for you, Officer?
MCNEALY:  Well, it’s actually about your uncle that I came by.
MILLIE:  He hasn’t been digging in Mrs. Barnes’s azaleas again, has 

he?
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GERTIE:  (ENTERS UP CENTER with a tray of glasses.) Here we are! 
(Stops.) Oh, dear, what’s the matter?

MILLIE:  It’s Charlie.
GERTIE:  Oh, Charlie! Not Mrs. Barnes’s azaleas. Harold, we told you 

to watch him.
HAROLD:  I swear he never left the yard. I locked the gate.
MCNEALY:  (GERTIE offers a beverage. He takes one.) No, we got 

no complaints about Mrs. Barnes’s azaleas.
MILLIE:  What is it then?
MCNEALY:  (Pulls out notebook, opens it and looks at it.) It seems 

he’s been lying in wait behind the bushes, and when someone 
walks by, he jumps out and says...

CHARLIE:  Avast, you scurvy knave! (EVERYONE jumps.)
MCNEALY:  Yeah, what he said.
GERTIE:  Oh, dear.
MILLIE:  Charlie!
CHARLIE:  Arrrgh!
MILLIE:  Officer McNealy, we are so sorry.
GERTIE:  We’re mortified. We had no idea. Charlie, how could you?
MCNEALY:  Like I said, the neighbors are complaining. They feel 

Uncle Charlie is a threat. Now, I think if you can give me some 
assurances.

MILLIE:  Oh, yes. You have our full assurance that Charlie will behave 
himself. Isn’t that right, Charlie?

CHARLIE:  Raise the mizenmast! Set the jib sail and batten down the 
hatches! (Charges from the room and EXITS UP RIGHT.)

MCNEALY:  He’s crazy!
MILLIE:  Well, he certainly isn’t like normal people.
GERTIE:  But quite harmless, I assure you.
HAROLD:  Wouldn’t hurt a flea.
MCNEALY:  Wellll... okay. I have your guarantee that he won’t bother 

the neighbors?
CHARLIE’S VOICE:  (From OFF UP RIGHT.) Avast, me maties! 

Prepare to repel boarders!
GERTIE:  Oh, dear.
HAROLD:  We’ll keep him under wraps, Officer McNealy.
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MCNEALY:  Okay. I’ll tell the sergeant that everything’s been taken 
care of. But you keep him indoors! Understand?

MILLIE:  Yes, Officer. Thank you.
MCNEALY:  (Crosses DOWN LEFT and turns.) I almost forgot...
MILLIE:  Yes?
MCNEALY:  Keep your doors locked tonight.
GERTIE:  What in heaven’s name for?
MCNEALY:  The bank was robbed earlier this morning, and the police 

have reason to believe the perpetrator is still in the area.
GERTIE:  Oh, my! A bank robber!
MILLIE:  Right here in town? Well, I never.
GERTIE:  The nerve of some people.
MILLIE:  What’s the world coming to?
MCNEALY:  Well, I’m sure there’s nothing to worry about. Just be a 

little extra careful and report anybody you see acting strange—
CHARLIE’S VOICE:  (From OFF UP RIGHT.) Well, shiver me timbers 

and blow me down! (There is embarrassed SILENCE as they all 
look to the UP RIGHT stairs.)

MCNEALY:  Well, you know... I mean, I didn’t mean... uh... thanks for 
the tea. (Quickly hands glass back, turns to go.)

MILLIE:  Thank you, Officer McNealy, we’ll be careful. Good-bye.
MCNEALY:  Good-bye. (EXITS DOWN LEFT.)
GERTIE:  (Crosses UP RIGHT and looks up.) What are we going to 

do with him?
MILLIE:  He’s hopeless.
GERTIE:  But he’s such a sweet man, really.
MILLIE:  Harold, what are we going to do?
HAROLD:  I’m sure everything will work out.
GERTIE:  But, with you getting married and all...
MILLIE:  You’ve always been so good to us. What will we ever do 

without you?
HAROLD:  Why, my dear sweet ladies, I’m not going anywhere. Gloria 

and I are going to live in town. I’ll be close by.
GERTIE:  Oh, Harold, how can we ever thank you?
MILLIE:  You’re such a comfort to us.
GERTIE:  Such a comfort.
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HAROLD:  Gloria!
MILLIE:  What is it, Harold?
HAROLD:  She’s coming here. We’re leaving for the airport in a few 

hours.
GERTIE:  The wedding!
MILLIE:  Oh, Harold. We’re so happy for you. Gloria’s such a sweet 

girl.
GERTIE:  And lucky.
MILLIE:  Lucky to get you.
GERTIE:  You’re such a sweet boy.
HAROLD:  And you’re the sweetest aunts anybody could ask for. 

Now, you two run upstairs and freshen up. Gloria will be here any 
minute. Go on scoot... scoot... (Scoots the AUNTS from the room 
as they giggle and skitter OFF UP RIGHT. To AUDIENCE.) Aren’t 
they the sweetest couple of ladies you’ve ever met? I’m the luckiest 
guy in the world. (Talking as he puts glasses on tray and tidies up.)
They’ve raised me all my life. At least since my mother died. I was 
too young to remember my mother. (Picks up the carry-on bag, looks 
around for someplace to put it, sees the window seat and heads to 
it.) But they’ve been the best mothers I could ever have hoped for... 
(Lifts lid of window seat and tosses bag in, turns and starts away.) 
...probably spoiled me... (Stops suddenly, turns slowly back to the 
window seat, walks to it like it was a wild animal, slowly lifts the 
cover, looks in, slams it shut and looks at the AUDIENCE. He slowly 
opens the cover and looks in. He takes a couple of bundles of 
money out and stares at them, riffles them, throws them back in as 
if they were a snake, slams the cover shut and sits on the window 
seat.) Uncle Charlie! (SOUND EFFECT:  DOORBELL. HAROLD 
starts to trace the air with his hands as if to retrace the steps of his 
uncle to try to remember when he could have possibly gotten out 
to rob the bank. SOUND EFFECT:  DOORBELL. HAROLD slowly 
rises and walks to the front door. SOUND EFFECT:  DOORBELL.)

GERTIE’S VOICE:  (From OFF UP RIGHT.) Harold! Door!
HAROLD:  Yeah... I’ll get it... (Walks to the front door, opens it and 

leans on the jamb facing the AUDIENCE still tracing the air. 
GLORIA, an attractive young woman, ENTERS and looks around. 
She carries a purse. Her eyes come to rest on HAROLD, who is 
vague and distracted throughout this scene.)

GLORIA:  Harold?
HAROLD:  Huh? Oh, hi, Gloria.
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GLORIA:  Oh, hi, Gloria? (Laughs.) What’s the matter, Harold? It 
looks like you’ve seen a ghost.

HAROLD:  Ghost? Uh... no... no, thanks. (Heads back to window 
seat, still very puzzled. GLORIA follows, looking amused.)

GLORIA:  That’s not much of a greeting for the girl you’re going to 
marry. Did you get the marriage license?

HAROLD:  Huh? What?
GLORIA:  The marriage license?
HAROLD:  Oh, yeah, the marriage license. (Takes it out of his pocket 

and hands it to her.)
GLORIA:  (Takes the license, puzzled and a little irritated.) Harold! 
HAROLD:  Please, Gloria, I’m trying to think!
GLORIA:  (Shocked and angry.) Harold!
HAROLD:  I’m sorry, Gloria. I didn’t mean to speak harshly... but I’ve 

got a lot on my mind right now... uh... something’s come up.
GLORIA:  What?
HAROLD:  I can’t explain right now. Listen, why don’t you go and get 

packed.
GLORIA:  I am packed.
HAROLD:  Oh... well, then go to the travel agent and get the... 

(GLORIA pulls tickets from purse.) ...oh, you’ve got the tickets. Isn’t 
there something you can do before we leave?

GLORIA:  Why are you trying to get rid of me? What’s going on 
here?

HAROLD:  (Looks quickly at window seat.) Here? Why, nothing. Don’t 
be silly, Gloria. I’m not trying to get rid of you. 

GERTIE:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT along with MILLIE. They are dressed 
in dowdy housedresses.) Why, it’s Gloria! Millie, Gloria’s here.

MILLIE:  Gloria. What a pleasant surprise! We’re so glad to see you. 
Aren’t we, Gertie?

GERTIE:  Oh, yes. We’re always so glad to see you.
GLORIA:  Well, at least someone is glad to see me. Hello, Aunt 

Gertie. (Kisses her on cheek.) Aunt Millie. (Kisses her.) Apparently 
Harold isn’t quite so pleased.

GERTIE:  (Shocked.) Harold! Aren’t you glad to see Gloria?
HAROLD:  Of course I’m glad to see Gloria. (Angry.) She’s my 

fiancée, for gosh sakes. Why wouldn’t I be glad to see her?
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GERTIE:  Oh, dear.
MILLIE:  My, my.
GLORIA:  What’s the matter with you, Harold?
GERTIE:  You seem... upset.
HAROLD:  I’m not upset. Now, Gloria, isn’t there something you can 

do for a couple of hours while I take care of a few things? (Takes 
GLORIA’S arm and heads to the front door.) Why don’t you go 
shopping or something? Get a few things for the trip.

GLORIA:  I have everything I need, thanks. (Pulls arm away.) But 
I can tell when I’m not wanted. Aunt Millie, Aunt Gertie, it’s been 
nice seeing you again. Maybe I’ll see you later before I leave for 
the coast.

GERTIE:  Oh, but don’t you want some refreshment? I could make us 
some iced tea.

GLORIA:  (Angrily to HAROLD.) Don’t bother.
MILLIE:  Please stay for a while and chat. We haven’t seen you for 

so long.
HAROLD:  (Propels GLORIA to the front door.) Gloria can’t stay, she 

has so much to do before we leave.
GLORIA:  (Yanks her arm away again. To AUNTS.) No, thank you! I’ll 

be on my way.
HAROLD:  (Quietly to GLORIA.) Please, darling, don’t be angry. I just 

need to take care of a few things before we leave, and I promise 
you everything will be okay.

GLORIA:  I don’t understand, Harold.
HAROLD:  I’ll explain everything later. I can’t talk right now.
GLORIA:  (Looks around suspiciously.) What’s going on here, 

anyway?
HAROLD:  It’s a long story. Please just trust me. I’ll have an 

explanation later.
GLORIA:  (Looks at HAROLD and considers.) It had better be a good 

one. (HAROLD leans forward to kiss GLORIA on the lips. GLORIA 
turns her head and gets one on the cheek.) I’ll see you later. (Turns 
and EXITS DOWN LEFT.)

HAROLD:  (Watches her go, then springs into action. Claps his hands 
and rubs them together.) There! That’s taken care of. Where’s 
Uncle Charlie?

MILLIE:  Why, he’s upstairs.
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HAROLD:  Right! Now, girls, we have a serious problem on our 
hands.

GERTIE:  Oh, dear! (Looks around.) Whatever could that be?
MILLIE:  Harold, do we have to have a serious problem right now? 

We’re so tired from our trip.
HAROLD:  Now, Aunt Millie, we need to attend to this as soon as 

possible.
MILLIE:  If you say so, Harold.
GERTIE:  If you think we must, then we will. You know we’d do 

anything for you, Harold.
MILLIE:  You’ve done so much for us. What is it you want us to attend 

to?
HAROLD:  Well, you see, it’s about Uncle Charlie.
MILLIE:  Has something happened?
GERTIE:  Oh, Charlie. (Moves UP RIGHT.) Nothing’s happened to 

Charlie, has it? I could never live with myself if something had 
happened to dear, sweet Charlie.

MILLIE:  What has happened to Charlie, Harold?
HAROLD:  Well, nothing has happened—
GERTIE:  Nothing has happened? But, Harold...
MILLIE:  You frightened us, Harold. You shouldn’t frighten us like that. 

You know how much we adore Charlie.
GERTIE:  Yes. If anything should happen... well, I just couldn’t live 

with myself.
HAROLD:  It’s not like that. You see, it has to do with Officer McNealy’s 

visit.
GERTIE:  Officer McNealy? Oh, dear, has Charlie been bothering the 

neighbors again?
HAROLD:  No, no, no.
MILLIE:  Well, that’s a relief.
GERTIE:  He really is a sweet man.
HAROLD:  Yes, he’s very sweet, but... don’t you see? We have got to 

do something before the situation becomes more serious.
MILLIE:  More serious?
HAROLD:  Yes! Before Uncle Charlie really becomes a menace.
GERTIE:  A menace? (MILLIE and GERTIE laugh.) Oh, Harold, don’t 

be silly.
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MILLIE:  Harold! You naughty boy. You had us frightened. Charlie? A 
menace? (More laughter.)

HAROLD:  I’m serious.
GERTIE:  But, Harold, Charlie?
MILLIE:  You said yourself he wouldn’t hurt a fly.
GERTIE:  It was a flea, darling.
MILLIE:  A what?
GERTIE:  Harold said Charlie wouldn’t hurt a flea.
MILLIE:  How silly of me. Harold, you said he wouldn’t hurt a flea.
GERTIE:  He means no harm, Harold.
HAROLD:  Yes, I know he means no harm, but what if?
MILLIE:  What if what, Harold?
HAROLD:  What if he does cause harm?
GERTIE:  Not Charlie!
HAROLD:  But what if he does, even though he doesn’t mean it?
GERTIE:  Oh, dear. I hadn’t thought of that.
MILLIE:  Do you think it’s possible?
HAROLD:  Oh, it’s possible.
GERTIE:  But Charlie?
HAROLD:  Yes, Charlie.
MILLIE:  (Worried.) What must we do?
GERTIE:  We can’t lock him in his room. That would be cruel.
MILLIE:  Oh, my. And we have been so happy. Now this. Harold, what 

are we to do?
HAROLD:  Now, girls, don’t you worry your pretty little heads. I’ll take 

care of everything.
GERTIE:  Thank you, Harold.
MILLIE:  But what will you do?
HAROLD:  Serenity Hills Rest Home.
MILLIE:  The sanitarium?
GERTIE:  Oh, Harold, how could you? Uncle Charlie at a sanitarium?
MILLIE:  We couldn’t. Not Charlie!
HAROLD:  Now, girls, it’s for the best. It’s a very nice place. I’ll call 

Judge Taylor and make all the arrangements.
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MILLIE:  I don’t know, Harold.
GERTIE:  Our Charlie in a sanitarium?
HAROLD:  I’ll just call Judge Taylor, and he can work up the papers.
MILLIE:  If you really think it’s for the best.
GERTIE:  You do think it’s for the best?
HAROLD:  In light of the latest events...
GERTIE:  What latest events?
HAROLD:  Girls, I’m afraid I’ve got some bad news.
GERTIE:  What is it, Harold?
HAROLD:  Well, you remember what Officer McNealy was saying 

about the bank robbery this morning?
MILLIE:  Oh, yes. It’s just awful.
GERTIE:  My, yes, what’s the world coming to?
HAROLD:  I don’t know how it happened.
GERTIE:  How what happened, dear?
HAROLD:  I watched him very closely.
GERTIE:  Yes, dear.
HAROLD:  I can’t even think when he got out.
MILLIE:  When who got out?
HAROLD:  When Charlie got out.
GERTIE:  When did he get out?
HAROLD:  This morning. Now, girls, prepare yourselves for a shock... 

Charlie’s robbed the bank.
GERTIE:  The bank? Oh, that’s just silly.
MILLIE:  Charlie robbing a bank? Why, Harold, what’s come over 

you?
HAROLD:  I know this sounds crazy, but look. (Goes to window seat 

and opens it.) Here’s the money to prove it.
MILLIE:  (AUNTS giggle.) Oh, Harold, that’s not Charlie’s.
HAROLD:  It’s not?
GERTIE:  Why, no.
HAROLD:  (Confused.) Then whose is it?
MILLIE:  Why, it’s ours.
HAROLD:  Yours?!
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GERTIE:  We brought it back from Vegas with us.
HAROLD:  (Looks in awe and wonder at the money.) You mean, you 

won all of this at Vegas?
MILLIE:  Won? (Giggles.) Don’t be silly, Harold.
GERTIE:  We stole it.
HAROLD:  Stole it?
MILLIE:  Why, yes. From the casino.
HAROLD:  You stole it from the casino?
GERTIE:  Of course.
HAROLD:  You robbed the casino?
MILLIE:  Yes, dear.
HAROLD:  Not Charlie?
GERTIE:  Charlie? Oh, no, dear.
HAROLD:  You?! You robbed the casino?
MILLIE:  Yes. I hold the gun, and Gertie here holds the bag while the 

teller puts the money in.
GERTIE:  It’s all very simple, really. Do you remember the first one, 

Millie?
HAROLD:  The first one? You mean, there’s more?
MILLIE:  Why, yes.
GERTIE:  I believe...
MILLIE:  Haven’t we done twelve?
GERTIE:  I think this is thirteen.
MILLIE:  No, I don’t think so.
GERTIE:  Yes, I think it’s thirteen. The first one was on that riverboat 

in Mississippi.
MILLIE:  I was forgetting that one. Yes, I believe you’re right. This 

would make it thirteen.
HAROLD:  Thirteen... you’ve robbed thirteen casinos... great... 

thirteen... the first was a riverboat...
MILLIE:  So you see, Harold, Charlie has nothing to do with it.
GERTIE:  To think that you thought Charlie robbed a bank. (AUNTS 

giggle.)
MILLIE:  So you see, there’s nothing to worry about.
HAROLD:  Nothing to worry about? Girls, you’ve robbed thirteen 

casinos.
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GERTIE:  Yes, dear.
HAROLD:  But how?
MILLIE:  With a gun, silly.
GERTIE:  We tried winning at the tables…
MILLIE:  But it was so much work.
GERTIE:  We’d work all night and have so little to show for it.
MILLIE:  You know, Harold, sometimes we actually lost money.
GERTIE:  It was so discouraging.
MILLIE:  So we decided one time to take your grandfather’s old 

service revolver…
GERTIE:  …the one he kept in his desk drawer…
MILLIE:  ...and cut to the chase and take the money directly.
GERTIE:  It was so much more convenient...
MILLIE:  ...and we made lots more that way.
GERTIE:  So you see, Harold, Charlie didn’t rob the bank.
MILLIE:  No. So now you can relax and forget all about sending 

Charlie away.
GERTIE:  Charlie robbing a bank! Why, Harold! (Starts to cross UP 

CENTER.) Who ever heard of such a thing!
MILLIE:  You see? Nothing to worry about at all. (Follows GERTIE.) 

It’s all taken care of. (GERTIE and MILLIE EXIT UP CENTER.)
HAROLD:  All taken care of... thirteen casinos... nothing to worry 

about...  (To AUDIENCE.) They really don’t think they’ve done 
anything wrong. They’ve robbed thirteen casinos—with a gun—and 
they think it’s perfectly normal. It’s larceny! They’d get twenty years 
at least. (Gets idea, snaps fingers.) Unless they think Charlie did it. 
He’s crazy. They’d never convict him. I’ll call Judge Taylor and get the 
papers made up to commit Charlie to Serenity Hills, return the money 
and— (Loud boisterous SINGING from OFF UP RIGHT. HAROLD 
moves to the phone as CHARLIE ENTERS UP RIGHT, checks the 
room for scurvy knaves, then heads for the basement UP LEFT.)

GERTIE:  (ENTERS UP CENTER with MILLIE.) Charlie.
CHARLIE:  Aye.
GERTIE:  Where are you going, dear?
CHARLIE:  (Looks around suspiciously, goes to GERTIE.) There’s 

been too many landlubbers about. The coast is clear now, so I’m off 
to bury the treasure.

   
              

                
            

 
              
           
  
     
   

         
            

   
   

    
  

       
  

              
          

    
              

  
     

        
          

          
         

           
  

           
      

        
    
             

           
          

        
         
            
        

        
      
               
           

         
      

      
     

      
           
             

        
             
       
           

              
     
     

   
         

           

   
        
     

            
 
               

           

For preview only



17

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

   

 
 

            
             

            
 

          
                

           
             

             
            

           
             

            
         
           
             
           
             
            
              

           
          
    

             
          
      
      
            
           
          

  
           
            

          
                

         
    

GERTIE:  But, Charlie, where did you put it?
CHARLIE:  I haven’t put it anywhere. I’ve not dug the hole yet. That’s 

where I’m a’goin’ now... to dig the hole.
MILLIE:  You haven’t dug the hole for the treasure? Oh, Gertie, we’ll 

have to get it buried soon.
GERTIE:  Do you think it’s safe... you know... where it is? (Tilts head 

toward window seat as if to point.)
MILLIE:  I don’t see why not. Charlie, go dig the hole for the 

treasure.
CHARLIE:  Keep yer eyes peeled, girls. I smell trouble. (Looks 

suspiciously at HAROLD.) Who’s that?
MILLIE:  Why, that’s just Harold. 
CHARLIE:  Arrrgh! (Not convinced.) You just keep an eye on him. Yer 

sure he’s okay?
GERTIE:  Of course, Charlie, it’s just Harold.
CHARLIE:  Rrrrr. (EXITS UP LEFT.)
MILLIE:  Come along, Gertie, we’d better get supper on. (MILLIE and 

GERTIE EXIT UP CENTER.)
HAROLD:  (Into phone.) Yes, Judge... I see... then you’ll prepare 

the necessary papers? Yes... I’ll come down there this afternoon 
and get them... about one? Yes, thank you. That’s Serenity Hills 
Rest Home... Charlie Peabody... as soon as possible... today? Is 
that possible? I see... yes, I understand... I would appreciate that, 
thank you. I’ll see you later. Good-bye. (Hangs up, addresses 
AUDIENCE, relieved.) Well, that’s taken care of. What a mess! (We 
hear SINGING from OFF UP LEFT.) What the devil is he up to now? 
(Walks to window seat and peeks in. MILLIE and GERTIE ENTER 
UP CENTER.)

MILLIE/GERTIE:  Harold!
HAROLD:  (Sits down quickly.) Wha... what?
GERTIE:  What are you doing?
HAROLD:  No... nothing.
MILLIE:  Well, come away from there and help with supper like a good 

boy.
HAROLD:  Certainly. Glad to. I’ll just set the table. (Quickly goes to 

EXIT UP CENTER. MILLIE and GERTIE wait until HAROLD EXITS 
and then go and peek into window seat. HAROLD ENTERS UP 
CENTER.) Aunt Millie! Aunt Gertie! What are you doing?
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MILLIE/GERTIE:  Nothing.
HAROLD:  Well, come away from there and let’s get supper on.
MILLIE:  Of course. Gertie?
GERTIE:  By all means. (HAROLD, MILLIE and GERTIE EXIT UP 

CENTER. BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene One

ACT ONE
Scene Two

The LIGHTS COME UP on the table set for lunch. SOUND EFFECT:  
DOORBELL. 
GERTIE:  (ENTERS UP CENTER.) I’ll get it. (Trips LEFT and looks 

out window.) I wonder who that could be. (Opens front door.) Yes?
KLICK:  (Steps IN DOWN LEFT.) Ma’am. I’m Agent Klick,  FBI. 

(Shows badge.) This is my partner, Agent Klack. (AGENT KLACK 
steps IN, flashes badge.)

GERTIE:  You’re police?
KLICK:  Yes, ma’am, FBI.
GERTIE:  Well, that’s all been taken care of. Thank you for stopping. 

(Tries to shut door.)
KLICK:  (Holds door open.) Ma’am, we’re here about—
GERTIE:  Yes, yes, Officer McNealy told us all about it. He said he’d 

take care of it.
KLACK:  Take care of what, ma’am?
GERTIE:  That whole business about Charlie.
KLACK:  We don’t know anything about that, ma’am.
GERTIE:  Well, you’ll have to talk to Officer McNealy about it, then. 

He’s taking care of the whole matter. (Tries to shut door again.)
KLICK:  (Holds door open.) Ma’am, we aren’t here about... that 

matter.
GERTIE:  Yes, well, Officer McNealy knows all about it, so you’ll have 

to see him about it.
MILLIE:  (ENTERS UP CENTER.) Who is it, Gertie?
GERTIE:  It’s the police about that business with Charlie.
MILLIE:  Oh, heavens, I thought that was all taken care of.
GERTIE:  That’s what I’ve been telling them, but they won’t go away.

            
       

             

     
           

      
          
       

        
           

           
          

     
      

     
              

         
         

           
  
         

    
          

   
    
   
        

              
     

        
    

     
      
       

           
   

            
           

             
        

           
         

    
               

          
          

      
         

         
 

   
    

            
   

     
           
  

      
        

             

            
         

      
         

     
           

   
   

     
     

End of script preview.
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PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES
ONSTAGE: Small dining table with four chairs, small couch, end 

table  
with trinkets, window seat with seat that doubles as a   
compartment, small cabinet with door and a drawer containing   
a notebook and pen, telephone on top of cabinet, hat/coat rack   
with hat.

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene One:  
Four large suitcases, carry-on bags, one with bundles of money  
     (NOTE: This can be newspaper cut to bill size and bundled by  
     rubber bands. The more bundles the better.) and one with a  
     pistol (MILLIE, GERTIE)
Shovel, scimitar (CHARLIE)
Purse with plane tickets inside (GLORIA)
Tray of glasses (GERTIE)
Newspaper, marriage license, watch (HAROLD)
Notebook (MCNEALY)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Two:  
Tray with dishes (HAROLD)
Broom (MILLIE)
Badge, small notepad, picture of Mordred (KLICK)
Badge, business card (KLACK)
Sword (CHARLIE)
Official-looking papers (JUDGE)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene One:  
Carry-on with bundles of money (NOTE:  It must look identical    
     to the one from ACT ONE, Scene One), pistol (MORDRED)
Folder, papers (LARSON)
Badges (KLICK, KLACK)
Sandwiches (MORDRED, LESTER)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Two: 
Flashlight, large duffle bags stuffed to look full (MORDRED)
Pistols (MCNEALY, LARSON, KLICK, KLACK)         
Papers (PRETORIOUS) 
Papers (LARSON)

For preview only
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ABOUT THE DIALOGUE
The AUNTS engage in a lot of “nice” dialogue that does little to advance 
the plot. This “nice” dialogue should run together fairly seamlessly to 
create the impression of two sweet old spinsters. The impression is 
humorous, but if the lines are spoken as if they are important, the 
dialogue bogs down.
There are scenes where the dialogue is sequenced so that there are 
two parallel lines of information being presented. An example of this 
is at the beginning of ACT TWO, when AGENTS KLICK and KLACK 
have arrived and HAROLD, fearing his AUNTS will be implicated in 
the bank robbery, tries to shift the blame to CHARLIE. The AGENTS, 
however, are there to ask about MORDRED. These lines must be 
spoken quickly, smoothly and very clearly to both appear natural, and 
for the audience to follow what is happening.

COSTUMES
The costumes for this play are, overall, relatively simple. However, 
CHARLIE should be dressed as a pirate from head to foot. He could 
wear a bandana, an eye patch, have bare feet and a bright piece of 
cloth used as a belt to hold up his short frayed pants. MORDRED is 
dressed in “punk” fashion (or some other current “shocking” style). 
His clothes are black, and he wears heavy black boots. Chains hang 
all over his costume. His spiked hair is bluish in color, and his face 
is a grotesque mask of makeup. LESTER should be in an equally 
ridiculous costume. The original production had LESTER dressed as 
Dorothy from Kansas.
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We hope you’ve enjoyed    
this script sample. 
We encourage you to read the entire script before making 
your final decision.

You may order a paper preview copy or gain instant 
access to the complete script online through our E-view 
program. We invite you to learn more and create an 
account at www.pioneerdrama.com/E-view.

Thank you for your interest in our plays and musicals. If you’d 
like advice on other plays or musicals to read, our customer 
service representatives are happy to assist you when you call 
800.333.7262 during normal business hours.

www.pioneerdrama.com

800.333.7262
Outside of North America 303.779.4035 
Fax 303.779.4315

PO Box 4267
Englewood, CO  80155-4267
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