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THE SECRET CASE OF SHERLOCK HOLMES
A Comedy by CRAIG SODARO

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Speaking)

# of lines

1886 CHARACTERS
MISS PINCHLEY ........................Arthur Conan Doyle’s secretary 16
H.G. WELLS ..............................20-year old aspiring author 33
SHERLOCK HOLMES ..................young detective just 267

starting out
DR. JOHN WATSON ....................his friend and partner 219
VOICE OF MRS. HUDSON ...........gruff landlady 6

MODERN DAY CHARACTERS
INSPECTOR LESTRADE ..............gruff policewoman 93
DR. SYDNEY FREUDLEY .............psychiatrist 147
MRS. COBB ..............................cheerful cook 39
EDDIE NASH .............................handyman 60
RUBY ALLEN .............................believes she’s a film star, 40 

Marilyn Monroe
TOM SMITH ..............................believes he’s a very military 59 

George Washington
HENRY LEE ...............................believes he’s a cheerful but 34 

hungry Count Dracula
WINIFRED BROWNLOW...............winsome; believes she’s Emily 31 

Dickinson
NANCY DARLING .......................hatchet-carrying; believes she’s 30 

Lizzie Borden
CHARLOTTE HYDE-WHITE ...........regal; believes she’s 62

Queen Victoria
DR. CARLA YOUNG ....................another psychiatrist 49
MR. WILLOWS ...........................tree-loving; thinks he’s Tarzan 14
FIGURE .....................................masked, dressed in black n/a
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SETTING

1886:  The London-area laboratory of aspiring author H.G. Wells. This 

is played before the curtain and requires no set pieces.

Modern day:  The group room at the Freudley Institute, which is in 

the same building that housed H.G. Wells’s laboratory in the 19th

century. Wing entrances LEFT and RIGHT. RIGHT leads to the foyer and 

outside. LEFT leads to the dining room and game room. Upstairs can 

be reached either RIGHT or LEFT. UP CENTER is a door leading to Dr. 

Freudley’s office. It is marked “Private.” At RIGHT is a fireplace with a 

portrait of Sigmund Freud hanging over the mantel. A couch draped by 

a blanket and an easy chair with a table positioned in reach of them 

sit CENTER. There are several straight-backed chairs that are used for 

group sessions. UP LEFT is a decorative screen and a small bookcase, 

atop of which sits a skull and magnifying glass. Beside the screen is 

an umbrella stand holding an umbrella or two.

SYNOPSIS

ACT ONE

Scene One:  The laboratory of H.G. Wells, outside of London, 1886 

(played in front of the curtain).

Scene Two:  The Freudley Institute, modern times, afternoon.

Scene Three:  The same, half hour later.

ACT TWO

Scene One:  The same, a few minutes later.

Scene Two:  The same, later that night.

Scene Three:  The laboratory of H.G. Wells, 1886 (played in front of 

the curtain).
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THE SECRET CASE OF SHERLOCK HOLMES

ACT ONE

Scene One

LIGHTS UP:  The 1886 laboratory of H.G. Wells, played in front of the 

curtain. MISS PINCHLEY ENTERS RIGHT, carrying a closed umbrella. 

She checks her locket watch impatiently.

MISS PINCHLEY:  Mr. Wells! Mr. Wells! Are you here? (Takes a breath 

and moves LEFT determinedly.) Mr. Wells, I’m coming in there! And 

don’t you dare try to stop me!

WELLS: (ENTERS LEFT, excited and cheerful, in a well-stained work 

apron. His sleeves are rolled up, and he’s got grease on his face and 

hands.) Oh, why, Miss Pinchley, isn’t this a nice surprise? Lovely 

day out, isn’t it?

MISS PINCHLEY:  It will be a lot lovelier if you hand it over!

WELLS:  Hand what over?

MISS PINCHLEY:  You know what, you young whippersnapper! Dr. 

Doyle needs his manuscript back! He wants to see what revisions 

you’ve suggested.

WELLS: (Wipes his brow with a handkerchief.) Manuscript? Manuscript?

MISS PINCHLEY:  His detective novel! Why a doctor should want 

to waste his time writing such drivel is beyond me, but as his 

secretary, it’s my job to see that the manuscript is returned to him 

today. Now, hand it over!

WELLS:  Well, well… I’m not done reading it.

MISS PINCHLEY:  You’ve had it for months!

WELLS:  I’m a slow reader.

MISS PINCHLEY:  No, you’re not. You spend all your time in there, 

don’t you? What are you building in there?

WELLS:  Nothing! Absolutely nothing. That’s my… my… study. My 

office. I’ve been writing a bit myself.

MISS PINCHLEY:  Oh, not another one!

WELLS:  What’s wrong with writing? A lot of men have made an 

excellent living on what they write.

MISS PINCHLEY:  The only writing that really matters is a signature on 

a paycheck, Mr. Wells. How fortunate that you have a trust fund 

to enable you to act out your fantasies. Most of us have to work 

for our bread, and that’s exactly what I’m doing now. Hand it over!

WELLS:  I’ll have it at… let me see… what time is it?

MISS PINCHLEY:  Ten-thirty. In the morning, in case you’re confused.
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WELLS:  At the stroke of noon, it shall be in your hands. (HOLMES
and WATSON ENTER RIGHT, dressed like workmen. HOLMES wears 
a false beard and WATSON wears a large false mustache.) Ah, 
gentlemen! I’ll be with you in a moment.

HOLMES: (Looks around.) Gentlemen? Where? Where?
WATSON: (Whops HOLMES on the head with his hat.) He means us, 

nitwit!
MISS PINCHLEY: (Condescending.) Heavens! Don’t tell me, Mr. Wells, 

these are your editor and your agent.
WELLS:  You’ve got a good eye, Miss Pinchley. Now, remember, you’ll 

have it at noon.
MISS PINCHLEY:  Somehow I doubt that, Mr. Wells. I doubt it very 

much! (Crosses in front of HOLMES and WATSON.)
HOLMES: (To MISS PINCHLEY.) Most pleased and charmed to meet 

you, madam! I’m honored to be at your service! (MISS PINCHLEY 
whops him on the head with her umbrella.)

MISS PINCHLEY:  Cheeky ingrate! (EXITS RIGHT.)
HOLMES:  You hear that, Watson? She called me “ingrate”!
WATSON:  Holmes, I thought you got off lightly. I’d have punched your 

lights out.
HOLMES:  Oh, you would, would you? (WATSON hits HOLMES with his 

hat, HOLMES retaliates in kind.)
WELLS:  Holmes! Watson! Stop this! Now, hand over the manuscript.
HOLMES:  Well, ah…
WELLS:  You checked in the pubs, didn’t you? You asked to pick up 

what Mr. Wells left behind, right?
WATSON: (Pulls out a paper napkin and reads it.) We went to the Hairy 

Dog, the Queen’s Slipper, the Knight’s Table, the Bow and Arrow, 
the Fox and Hound, the Ghostly Galleon and… and…

HOLMES:  The Salt and Pepper.
WATSON:  No, that’s what I put on my sandwich. It was the Bread and 

Butter.
HOLMES:  That’s what you made your sandwich out of, you nitwit!
WELLS:  I don’t care if you went to the Dog and Cat!
WATSON:  That’s it! The Dog and Cat. Couldn’t read my own writing 

there.
WELLS:  So, it had to be in one of those places.
HOLMES:  Sorry, H.G., but it wasn’t. We didn’t find hide nor hair of it.
WATSON:  We also stopped at the Hide and Hare. But it wasn’t there 

either.
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WELLS:  It had to be!

HOLMES:  Never fear! Sherlock Holmes, private inquiry agent, will find 

it. Eventually.

WELLS:  Noon! I need it by noon!

WATSON: (Points OFF LEFT.) Maybe it’s in there!

WELLS:  My laboratory? No…

HOLMES:  We’d best take a look.

WELLS:  There’s nothing there but my time machine. (Catches himself.)

I mean, my new clock I’m making.

HOLMES:  You said time machine.

WATSON:  Blimey! That’s most peculiar!

WELLS:  As peculiar as you can get. It’s just in the experimental stages 

now… but I’ll be ready to test it soon.

WATSON:  We can do that for you, no extra charge.

WELLS:  You haven’t done the first thing I hired you for!

HOLMES:  Wait a second. If your time machine does work, why don’t 

you just go back to when you got the manuscript from Dr. Doyle, 

and then come back to now?

WATSON:  Holmes! That’s brilliant!

HOLMES:  My mother always told me I was above average.

WELLS:  But what if it doesn’t work? I could be… suspended in some 

kind of time warp somewhere… unable to return here.

WATSON:  Where’s your courage, man?

MRS. HUDSON: (From OFF RIGHT.) Holmes! Sherlock Holmes! I know 

you’re in there! I saw you go in!

HOLMES: (Terrified.) Mrs. Hudson!

WELLS:  What does she want?

WATSON:  The rent money!

MRS. HUDSON: (From OFF RIGHT.) Show your face, or I’m comin’ in! 

Got me nephew, Freddy, here. You don’t want to tangle with Freddy!

HOLMES:  Tell her we’re not here, Wells, please!

WELLS:  All right, all right!

MRS. HUDSON: (From OFF RIGHT.) Holmes! I’ll give you to the count 

of five!

HOLMES:  We’ll hide in there.

MRS. HUDSON: (From OFF RIGHT.) Four!

WELLS:  Just don’t touch anything!

MRS. HUDSON: (From OFF RIGHT.) Three!

WATSON:  You can trust us.
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MRS. HUDSON: (From OFF RIGHT.) Two! (HOLMES and WATSON race 
OFF LEFT.)

WELLS:  Coming, ma’am! Coming! (WELLS EXITS RIGHT. SOUND 
EFFECT:  MECHANICAL SOUNDS of the time machine operating OFF 
LEFT. LIGHTS FLASH. BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene One
ACT ONE

Scene Two
CURTAIN UP:  The group room at the modern day Freudley Institute. 
The room is empty for a moment until LESTRADE pushes HOLMES ON 
RIGHT, handcuffed and disheveled, fake beard in hand.
LESTRADE:  In you go, buddy!
HOLMES:  My name’s not Buddy. It’s Sherlock Holmes!
LESTRADE:  Yeah, and I’m the Queen of Sheba.
HOLMES:  Then undo these things, Your Majesty.
LESTRADE:  Not ’til the doc signs the release papers.
HOLMES:  I don’t understand any of this! What am I doing here?
LESTRADE:  How do I know? You wandered up from the basement, 

looking dazed and confused.
HOLMES:  That’s me, all right. But… where am I?
LESTRADE:  The Freudley Institute. I got a call that Dr. Freudley wants 

to examine you and keep you here under observation, but she 
wanted somebody official here just in case.

HOLMES:  In case of what? See here, there’s nothing wrong with me.
LESTRADE:  That’s what they all say.
HOLMES:  Who all say?
LESTRADE:  Look, buddy, you’re the one who started all this.
HOLMES:  I did nothing of the sort.
LESTRADE:  Why you’d break into the basement of this place is beyond 

me!
HOLMES:  I didn’t break in. We just stepped into Mr. Wells’s laboratory, 

and the next thing we knew—
LESTRADE:  Mr. Wells? Who’s he?
HOLMES:  H.G. Wells, young scientist and would-be author. He’ll vouch 

for us.
LESTRADE:  He will, will he? Do you know what year it is, buddy?
HOLMES:  I’m not your buddy! And of course I know what year it is.
LESTRADE:  So tell me. What year is it?

             
         

              
           

         
     

          

           

   
   

        
       

       
             

     
           

     
               

        
         

              

    
      

            
   

           
            

             
         

             
     

         
         

   
        

       

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

For preview only



5

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

HOLMES:  1886.

LESTRADE: (Knocks on the door of the office UP CENTER.) Dr. Freudley! 

We got a live one out here. (To HOLMES.) For your information, 

buddy, it’s the 21st century.

HOLMES:  Why, that’s… blimey! (Snaps his fingers.) It must have 

worked!

LESTRADE:  What must have worked?

HOLMES:  Wells’s time machine!

LESTRADE: (Calls to the office.) Yo, Doc! This one’s a basket case.

HOLMES:  Where’s Watson?

LESTRADE:  Who’s Watson?

HOLMES:  My flatmate. I don’t make enough to pay old lady Hudson 

her ridiculous rent.

LESTRADE:  Never saw a Watson.

HOLMES:  Figures he’d desert me when I need him most.

LESTRADE:  What you need is a good shrink, buddy!

HOLMES:  I tell you, my name’s not Buddy!

SYDNEY: (ENTERS from her office. She’s dressed in a professional 

short skirt and blouse. HOLMES is shocked and embarrassed to 

see her bare legs and tries to avert his gaze.) Of course, it’s not, 

Mr. Holmes. I’m Dr. Sydney Freudley. Welcome to the Freudley 

Institute!

HOLMES:  I thought this was Mr. Wells’s house.

SYDNEY:  Oh, not for many years. Inspector Lestrade, you can remove 

the handcuffs now. Mr. Holmes is in my care now.

LESTRADE:  Don’t know what you want with him, but he’s all yours.

SYDNEY:  Thank you.

LESTRADE: (Unlocks and removes the handcuffs and takes beard from 

him.) What does this make? Five, six Sherlock Holmeses for you?

SYDNEY:  The others were all fakes, Inspector. This is the real Mr. 

Holmes.

HOLMES: (To LESTRADE.) You see?

LESTRADE:  Yeah, I’ll bet you tell that to all the folks! Ciao! (EXITS

RIGHT.)

SYDNEY:  Bye, Inspector. (Notices HOLMES’S embarrassment.) Is there 

something wrong, Mr. Holmes?

HOLMES:  What… what happened to your…? (Gestures to her skirt.)

SYDNEY:  Oh! Oh, my clothes. Well, Mr. Holmes, times have changed. I 

assume someone told you it’s the 21st century. This is the fashion 
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now. You should have been around in the ’60s. Mini-skirts were 
all the rage. (Her CELL PHONE RINGS.) Excuse me. (Answers the 
phone.) Freudley here. Oh, hi, Carla. You found him? Good! Where 
was he? Up in a tree looking for a vine? I should have guessed. 
Well, bring him back, and we’ll start group in about 10 minutes, 
okay? Yeah. Bye! (Snaps her phone shut.)

HOLMES:  Who’s in that little box?
SYDNEY:  In this? Nobody.
HOLMES:  You were talking to someone.
SYDNEY:  Yes, this is a cell phone. I was talking to Dr. Young, who’s 

outside. She found Tarzan. Well, that is, Mr. Willows, who thinks 
he’s Tarzan.

HOLMES:  If she’s outside, how can you talk to her?
SYDNEY:  This is just a telephone, Mr. Holmes. When you woke up this 

morning, what year was it?
HOLMES:  1886.
SYDNEY:  Then you know about telephones. Ten years old already, 

aren’t they?
HOLMES:  That’s not a telephone! There aren’t any wires!
SYDNEY: (Walks around HOLMES, appraisingly.) You’re very good. 

Really. The dress, the haircut, the language… everything. I haven’t 
seen a patient as detailed as you since my last Henry VIII.

HOLMES:  Patient? There’s nothing wrong with me!
SYDNEY:  Oh, no, absolutely not, Mr. Holmes. I just… just need your 

help.
HOLMES: (Relieved.) Blimey! Why didn’t you just say so? Why all this 

flimflam?
SYDNEY:  I thought Inspector Lestrade made that clear.
HOLMES:  That Lestrade woman is an idiot!
SYDNEY:  No, she’s not. She’s a very skilled… well, I wouldn’t say 

skilled. She’s a very competent… no, I can’t really say that either. 
Yes, you’re right. She’s an idiot.

HOLMES:  And since when did they start making ladies constables?
SYDNEY:  Oh, since women got the vote.
HOLMES:  The vote? Women vote?
SYDNEY:  And one was actually a prime minister.
HOLMES: (Sits, befuddled.) Hell hath frozen over! I thought the 

horseless carriages were shocking. And lights that snap on with 
the flip of a switch. And strange machines flying overhead! But 
women voting! Ghastly!
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SYDNEY:  Poor Mr. Holmes. You’ve had quite a shock.

HOLMES:  But as my mum always said, keep a stiff upper lip and carry 

on. What’s my job, Dr. Freudley?

SYDNEY:  Your job?

HOLMES:  You said you wanted to hire me. That’s why I’m here.

SYDNEY:  Yes, yes, of course. Your job. Well, it’s very… very secret.

HOLMES:  How secret?

SYDNEY:  It’s sooo secret…

HOLMES:  That you can’t even tell me what it is.

SYDNEY:  Exactly!

HOLMES:  One of those “I’ve got to figure it out by myself” jobs?

SYDNEY:  I’m afraid if I told you anything, I’d endanger your life.

HOLMES:  Hmmm… life and death! Right up my alley.

SYDNEY:  I knew you would know what to do. Just keep your eyes and 

ears open.

HOLMES:  I never shut them. I sleep with one eye open and one ear 

out of the covers.

MRS. COBB: (ENTERS LEFT, carrying a plate of cookies.) Oh, well, now, 

who have we here?

SYDNEY:  Why, Mrs. Cobb, this is—

MRS. COBB:  Let me guess… Victor Hugo!

HOLMES:  A Frenchman? Certainly not!

MRS. COBB:  Jack the Ripper.

HOLMES:  Never heard of him! Disgusting name, anyway.

SYDNEY:  This is Sherlock Holmes, Mrs. Cobb.

MRS. COBB:  Oh, my goodness! The world’s greatest detective!

HOLMES:  Well, I wouldn’t exactly say that. I mean, I’ve only had one 

case.

MRS. COBB:  And here I thought you had a big head. Glad to see you’re 

just folks like the rest of us. Cookies for the group, Dr. Freudley. 

(Sets the plate of cookies down on the table.) And a package has 

arrived for Her Majesty. (EXITS LEFT.)

HOLMES:  Her Majesty?

SYDNEY:  Oh, yes, she’ll be down very soon.

HOLMES:  Whatever is Her Majesty doing here?

EDDIE: (ENTERS RIGHT with a big picture wrapped in brown paper and 

tied with string.) Here we go! Another gift for Her Majesty! I’ll take 

it right up.

SYDNEY:  Who is this one from?
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EDDIE:  Her sis out in Westport. She’s always sending stuff. And 
who’ve we got here?

SYDNEY:  Mr. Sherlock Holmes.
EDDIE:  Well, pleased to meet you, Mr. Holmes. Where’s Watson?
HOLMES:  I have no idea! We were tossed here in Wells’s time machine, 

but as soon as the door opened and we tumbled out, I lost sight 
of him.

EDDIE: (Winks at SYDNEY.) Time machine, ha? Well, that’s a new slant 
on this case, ha, Doc?

SYDNEY:  Refreshing, isn’t it?
EDDIE:  I’ll say! I hate it when they say it was all their mother’s fault, 

you know? That’s way too pat.
SYDNEY:  Why don’t you take that up to Her Majesty and then escort 

her down for group?
EDDIE:  Righto, Doc. (EXITS RIGHT.)
HOLMES:  A servant is going to escort the queen?
SYDNEY:  Oh, no! Eddie’s the handyman. (SOUND EFFECT:  CLOCK 

CHIMING THREE.)
RUBY: (ENTERS LEFT with TOM. She’s fingering his hair.) I do say, for a 

general, you’re awfully cute, Georgie.
TOM:  My dear Miss Monroe, what would Martha say if she saw you 

playing with my hair like that?
RUBY:  She’d want me to give her lessons.
TOM:  Scandalous! As president, I must stand firm against scandal!
RUBY:  Hey, look! Somebody new. And he’s awfully cute.
TOM:  I thought I was cute.
RUBY:  I’m fickle.
SYDNEY:  This is Mr. Sherlock Holmes.
RUBY:  Well, aren’t you just hot off the press! (Puts her arm around 

HOLMES and plays with his hair.)
HOLMES:  Oh, I say! What are you doing?
RUBY:  Just getting acquainted.
HOLMES:  Can’t we just shake hands?
RUBY:  I think your starched collar’s too tight, honey.
HENRY: (ENTERS RIGHT with WINIFRED.) I vant you to recite another 

of your poems, Miss Dickinson.
WINIFRED:  Oh, but I find that too embarrassing.
HENRY:  All right, then, I bite your neck again.
WINIFRED:  Oh, stop that! It makes me giggle.
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HENRY:  Giggle? I inspire fear! Horror! Trembling!

WINIFRED:  You just make me giggle.

HENRY: (To HOLMES.) Perhaps I should bite your neck. I see a nice, 

juicy vein right there.

HOLMES: (Grabs his neck.) I only stick my neck out for clients.

HENRY:  Are you a lawyer?

HOLMES:  Certainly not!

HENRY:  Oh. I thought we had something in common.

NANCY: (Runs ON LEFT.) Oh, dear! I wish those reporters would leave 

me alone. (Overly innocent.) I don’t know what happened that day. 

I didn’t have anything to do with it. Honest! (Flops into a chair and 

takes out a small hatchet that she wipes with a handkerchief.)

EDDIE: (ENTERS RIGHT.) May I present Her Majesty. (CHARLOTTE ENTERS 

regally. She wears a crown and a cape. ALL but HOLMES bow. EDDIE 

sits in a chair UPSTAGE and plays a handheld video game.)

SYDNEY: (Curtsies.) Your Majesty!

CHARLOTTE:  Oh, come, come, rise! Rise! We’re all friends.

HOLMES: (Stage whispers to SYDNEY.) That’s not the queen.

EDDIE:  Shhh! You wanna end up in the Tower?

SYDNEY:  Everyone, let’s have a seat now and begin. Mrs. Cobb baked 

some delicious cookies for us. And before we do anything else, I’d 

like to introduce our new member, Mr. Sherlock Holmes.

CHARLOTTE:  Of 221B Baker Street?

HOLMES:  You know my address?

WINIFRED:  Everybody knows where Sherlock Holmes lives.

HOLMES:  Funny… I didn’t know myself ’til we moved in last week.

RUBY:  We? Don’t tell me you’ve got a gal pal. Oh, really, don’t.

HOLMES:  Watson and myself. We… share expenses.

TOM:  Must be nice having a place like that. At Valley Forge, we had 

tents. Just tents. I shared a tent. Got mighty cold! Feet froze like 

ice cubes.

RUBY:  Poor George.

SYDNEY:  Let’s introduce ourselves to Mr. Holmes. Tell us where you’re 

from and one important fact about yourself.

RUBY:  I’ll start. I’m Marilyn Monroe… film star. I’m gorgeous. Don’t 

you agree?

HOLMES:  You are smashing, Miss Monroe. I have no idea what a film 

star is, but you are smashing!

TOM:  Playing it to the hilt, ha? Well, I’m General George Washington, 

first in war, first in peace and—
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HENRY:  First in line at the buffet table.
TOM:  We nearly starved at Valley Forge, sir!
WINIFRED:  The general’s just making up for lost time.
HOLMES:  And you are…?
WINIFRED:  I’m Nobody.
SYDNEY:  Emily…
WINIFRED:  That’s one of my poems… I’m Nobody, who are you? Are 

you Nobody, too?
HOLMES:  I’m Holmes, Sherlock Holmes.
WINIFRED:  I’m Emily Dickinson. How do you do?
HENRY:  I hardly need an introduction, do I?
HOLMES:  I’m afraid I’m at a loss.
SYDNEY:  You weren’t born until 1897, Count Dracula.
HENRY:  Ah, but of course! Mr. Holmes predates me. But he still has 

a nice vein in his neck.
HOLMES:  Why do you keep talking about the veins in my neck?
RUBY:  Because you’re so cute!
NANCY:  He’s a vampire, Mr. Holmes. He can see the blood pulsing 

through the vein… throbbing… salty… delicious.
HENRY:  Stop it! I won’t last until dinner.
SYDNEY:  You’re being cruel, Lizzie.
NANCY:  I’m not. I just cut to the chase! Lizzie Borden, Mr. Holmes.
TOM:  Notorious axe murderess!
NANCY: (Waves her hatchet at TOM.) You take that back! I was found 

not guilty. You hear that? Not guilty!
TOM:  Then why do you keep that hatchet around?
CHARLOTTE:  A symbol of the injustice heaped upon the poor woman, 

no doubt, General.
SYDNEY:  Wisely put, Queen Victoria.
HOLMES:  That’s not Queen Victoria. I’ve seen Her Majesty, and she’s 

about this tall and this wide and that… that’s definitely not that 
tall or that wide.

CHARLOTTE:  What are you saying, Mr. Holmes?
SYDNEY:  He’s just saying how young and vibrant you look in person.
CHARLOTTE: (Pleased.) Thank you! I never did photograph well.
SYDNEY:  Now that we’re all acquainted, I’d like Mr. Holmes to give us 

a bit of background on himself, and, if you don’t mind, Mr. Holmes, 
I’d like to record this.
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HOLMES: (Rises.) I… I… don’t really understand anything that’s 

happened in the last few hours. Watson and I were doing a job 

for a young writer named H.G. Wells, and then Mrs. Hudson, our 

landlady, came and made a royal nuisance of herself—sorry, 

Your Majesty. We ran into his laboratory and hid inside his time 

machine and pressed a couple of buttons. Suddenly everything 

was spinning around, and we tumbled out into a dark, misty 

room… and Watson was gone.

RUBY:  Oh, he’ll turn up, just like a bad penny.

SYDNEY:  Where were you born, Mr. Holmes?

HOLMES:  I’d prefer it if you called me Sherlock.

SYDNEY:  Oh, yes, well, whatever you prefer, Sherlock.

HOLMES:  It sounds awfully nice when you say it.

RUBY:  I can say it nice, too. Sherlock. Sherlock! My little Sherlock.

SYDNEY:  Ruby, let’s let Sherlock tell us about himself.

HOLMES:  Well, I was born in Yorkshire, in a little village nobody’s 

ever heard of. My father was a farmer and had six milk cows. My 

mother had her hands full with my brother Mycroft and me. She 

taught us at home, and at a very early age she had us reading 

a great deal of classical literature… (LIGHTS FADE to BLACK, 

indicating the passage of time. When the LIGHTS COME UP again, 

ALL except SYDNEY are asleep. HOLMES paces DOWNSTAGE.) …I 

thought being a detective would be a fine way to make a lot of 

money without having to do a lot of work. Kind of like being a lion. 

I’d be able to sleep for 22 hours of the day and hunt for only two. 

Anyway, Mr. Wells stopped by and gave us our first job—

SYDNEY: (Rises, moving to HOLMES.) Mr. Holmes?

HOLMES:  Sherlock.

SYDNEY:  Yes, of course. Sherlock. I think you’ve lost your audience.

HOLMES:  Do you know what I think?

SYDNEY:  No, what?

HOLMES: (Sotto voce.) They’re all… (Indicates crazy with a gesture.)

…cuckoo.

SYDNEY:  I know.

HOLMES:  You do?

SYDNEY:  I’m their doctor. They suffer from what psychiatrists call 

grandiose delusions. It’s a rare condition.

HOLMES:  Are they… dangerous?

SYDNEY:  Oh, no! Not at all. Even Lizzie Borden. No one really knows 

if Lizzie Borden committed any crime at all. It could have been 
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any number of other people. So poor Ms. Darling doesn’t know 
herself.

HOLMES:  Ms. Darling?
SYDNEY:  Oh, they all have real names. Lizzie’s name is Nancy Darling. 

Queen Victoria is Charlotte Hyde-White, Marilyn’s Ruby Allen, 
General Washington’s real name is Tom Smith, Count Dracula’s 
name is Henry Lee and dear Emily Dickinson is Winifred Brownlow. 
And your real name?

HOLMES:  Sherlock Holmes. I told you.
SYDNEY:  Of course.
HOLMES:  So we just kind of… play along with them?
SYDNEY:  Absolutely. We use cognitive therapy at times… trying to 

pull out real information from their backgrounds to help them 
remember who they really are. Once in a great while, a traumatic 
event particularly relating to the subject of their delusion will force 
them back to reality, but it’s not often.

HOLMES:  Well, you don’t have to worry about me. I am exactly who I 
say I am.

SYDNEY:  I’m so glad to hear that, Sherlock.
HOLMES: (Picks up the plate of cookies.) Cookie? (A scream OFF LEFT. 

Tosses the cookie plate up and the cookies fly everywhere. ALL 
wake up.) Wait here! (Races OFF LEFT.)

CHARLOTTE:  Guards! Guards!
RUBY:  Somebody must have spotted King Kong!
WINIFRED:  Oh, Count, I’m frightened.
HENRY:  Please, don’t let your blood run cold.
TOM:  To arms! To arms! The British are coming! The British are coming!
CHARLOTTE:  We’re already here, General.
TOM:  Well, somebody’s coming.
SYDNEY:  Please stay calm, everyone. I’m sure it’s absolutely nothing.
CARLA: (Runs ON LEFT, followed by MRS. COBB.) Help! Murder! Police!
MRS. COBB:  What is it, Dr. Young?
CARLA:  Out… out there…
EDDIE:  I’ll go take a look! (Runs OFF LEFT.)
SYDNEY:  Where’s Mr. Willows?
CARLA:  He was jumping from branch to branch so we could come in 

the back way, and that’s when I saw him—
MRS. COBB:  Who?
CARLA:  He’s dead!
SYDNEY:  Who’s dead?
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NANCY:  I didn’t do it! I was in here with everybody else. You all saw 

me! You’ll testify at my trial.

TOM:  My good woman, I seem to have dozed a bit, so I can’t verify 

your whereabouts for the time while I was sleeping.

WINIFRED:  Me neither, Lizzie.

NANCY:  But you have to tell them I had nothing to do with it. You have 

to!

SYDNEY:  Don’t worry, Lizzie. I was awake the whole time, and I’ll 

vouch for you.

NANCY:  Nice to know who your real friends are!

HOLMES: (ENTERS wrestling with MR. WILLOWS, who wears a union 

suit and a leopard-skin caveman outfit.) Got him, Doc!

MR. WILLOWS:  Me Tarzan! Get hands off Tarzan!

HOLMES:  Not ’til you’re in the clink.

MR. WILLOWS:  Let Tarzan go!

SYDNEY:  It’s all right, Sherlock. This is Tarzan.

HOLMES:  What’s a Tarzan?

MR. WILLOWS:  Me live in jungle. Me friend of Cheetah.

HOLMES:  Yeah, well, he’s your man. At least, he’s not dead, so you 

don’t have to go screaming about a murder anymore, madam.

CARLA:  He’s not the victim.

MR. WILLOWS:  Me Tarzan, not victim.

SYDNEY:  Apparently, there’s somebody else out there.

HOLMES:  Dead?

EDDIE: (ENTERS LEFT.) As a doornail. I’ll call the coppers.

HOLMES:  No need. Sherlock Holmes is on the case.

CHARLOTTE:  Splendid! It will be solved in no time.

SYDNEY:  Dr. Young, do you have any idea who the victim is?

CARLA:  I’ve never seen him before in my life.

EDDIE:  Me neither.

MRS. COBB:  And to be on the safe side, Eddie, you’d better call 

Inspector Lestrade.

HOLMES:  But she’s an idiot!

TOM:  The proper authorities must be notified, Mr. Holmes.

HENRY:  I don’t like the police.

WINIFRED:  They make me nervous.

RUBY:  I don’t know. I’ve met a few cops who’ve got a little life in 

’em. (MR. WILLOWS beats on his chest and yowls like Tarzan. 
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HOLMES whops MR. WILLOWS on the head with the cookie plate. 
MR. WILLOWS staggers and falls.)

MRS. COBB:  Oh, gracious me!
HOLMES:  The man’s balmy!
WINIFRED:  Oh, Count, help me! (Moves to help MR. WILLOWS, who 

staggers to his feet.)
HENRY: (Helps MR. WILLOWS.) Must be anemic.
CHARLOTTE:  I say, good show, Mr. Holmes!
SYDNEY:  Your Majesty, that was not a good show. We practice empathy 

at the Freudley Institute. Have you forgotten what that means?
CHARLOTTE:  No, Dr. Freudley. I’m very sorry.
HOLMES:  Your Majesty! You owe no one an apology! If you really are 

a queen.
CHARLOTTE:  Of course, I’m the queen!
SYDNEY:  But Her Majesty has always been a gracious monarch.
HOLMES:  My apologies, Doctor. And, Sir Tarzan, I have no idea why 

you yelled like a madman, but if you warn me next time, I’ll not 
react with my lightning-fast fury.

EDDIE:  And I’m callin’ the cops right now.
SYDNEY: (Gives him her phone.) Here, Eddie, use my phone.
HOLMES:  And I am going to study the crime scene!
WINIFRED: (Picks up a large magnifying glass from the bookshelf.) 

Here, Mr. Holmes, you’ll need this, of course.
HOLMES:  What for?
TOM:  To look closely at the clues, of course!
HOLMES:  Clues! Yes! Absolutely! (Takes the magnifying glass.)
CHARLOTTE:  Oh, and Mr. Holmes, I have something that might 

interest you.
HOLMES:  Another case?
CHARLOTTE: (Moves to the bookcase and takes out an old manuscript.) 

You may wish to read this once you’ve checked out the crime 
scene. Mr. Eddie found this in the basement one day hidden in an 
old trunk. I think you’ll find it most entertaining.

HOLMES: (Takes the manuscript.) Blimey! I haven’t read that much 
since primary school!

SYDNEY:  Your Majesty, you’re not giving away your retirement, are 
you?

CHARLOTTE:  I should say not.
MRS. COBB:  Got another little deposit today, didn’t you?
CHARLOTTE:  “The Girl with a Water Jug.”

             

             
         

              
              

            
              

     
      
            

              

           

       
         
           

   
         
            

   
      
        
    
     
               

       
     
            

           
          

   
   

          
            

       

For preview only



15

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

RUBY:  Hey! I played her in a movie… “Hawaiian Luau for Losers.”

CHARLOTTE:  This is by Rembrandt.

HOLMES:  Well, thanks, Your Majesty. I’ll give it a whirl… right after I 

check out the corpus delecti. (EXITS LEFT.)

EDDIE:  The dispatcher said Inspector Lestrade’s on her way. 

(LESTRADE ENTERS, pushing WATSON, no longer wearing his false 

mustache, ON RIGHT.)

RUBY:  I’ve heard of service, and I’ve heard of service, but this is 

ridiculous.

LESTRADE:  Got another one for you, Doc.

WATSON:  I told you, I’m John Watson, medical doctor.

SYDNEY:  Dr. Watson?

WATSON:  Ha?

SYDNEY:  I’ve been expecting you.

LESTRADE:  Caught him lurkin’ around outside. Real suspicious like. 

So there. Duty done… now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ve got a nice, 

bacon-wrapped, double-cheesy, super-duper burger waiting for me 

with a super-sized order of fries.

CARLA:  But what about the body?

LESTRADE:  What body?

EDDIE:  That’s why we just called.

LESTRADE:  You just called? Ain’t this a weird kettle of fish?

EDDIE:  What else is new?

LESTRADE:  So, who’s the stiff?

SYDNEY:  We don’t know.

LESTRADE:  You don’t know? C’mon!

CARLA:  He’s just lying out there.

LESTRADE:  Okay, sister, show me.

CARLA:  Do I have to?

TOM:  We’ll all go.

CHARLOTTE:  Exactly! The queen must know.

MRS. COBB:  I’ll put on some coffee. (EXITS LEFT.)

LESTRADE:  Looks like a long night!

EDDIE:  I’ll go get that burger of yours, Chief. (EXITS RIGHT as CARLA 

leads LESTRADE, CHARLOTTE, HENRY, TOM, NANCY, MR. WILLOWS 

and WINIFRED OFF LEFT. RUBY hangs around WATSON.)

RUBY:  Say, there, Dr. Watson… you’re almost as cute as Sherlock.

WATSON:  So Holmes is here?

RUBY:  He’s out viewing the corpus delecti.
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WATSON:  Oh, dear… he doesn’t know anything about murder.
SYDNEY:  Ruby, would you go see if there’s a room for Dr. Watson?
RUBY:  Sure thing. Glad you’ll be staying for a while. (EXITS RIGHT.)
WATSON:  Staying? Here?
SYDNEY:  Look, I know who you really are.
WATSON:  You do?
SYDNEY:  This has happened before, Doctor. You’ve been treating Mr. 

Holmes, but he’s spiraling into an even deeper level of delusion, 
and you want to continue to help with his treatment, correct?

WATSON:  Huh?
SYDNEY:  Doctor, you don’t need to play country bumpkin with me. 

I know you’ve got a wall full of degrees from highly prestigious 
institutions.

WATSON:  I do.
SYDNEY:  Holmes will be lost without you, and since we value empathy 

as part of our treatment plan, I will support you in any way.
WATSON:  Well, I say, that’s very nice of you.
SYDNEY:  We want all of our patients to feel success.
WATSON:  Patients?
SYDNEY:  Of course.
WATSON:  Isn’t this the Ritz-Carlton?
SYDNEY:  You know, a sense of humor is always welcomed.
HOLMES: (Races ON LEFT. He still holds the manuscript.) Oh, my! Save 

me!
WATSON:  Holmes!
HOLMES:  Watson!
WATSON:  What’s wrong, Holmes?
LESTRADE: (From OFF LEFT.) Where is he?
HOLMES:  That is! (Slaps the manuscript against WATSON’S chest.)

Here! (Runs OFF RIGHT just as LESTRADE runs ON LEFT.)
LESTRADE:  Where’d he go?
WATSON:  Who?
LESTRADE:  Sherlock Holmes! He contaminated the crime scene! I’m 

gonna kill him! (Runs OFF RIGHT.)
WATSON:  She’s a rather dangerous patient. Shouldn’t she be locked 

up?
SYDNEY:  She’s the police inspector. (BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene Two
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WELLS:  So it worked?!
HOLMES:  Wells! I’ve never been happier to see anybody in my life!
WELLS:  Tell me—did it work?
WATSON:  Only too well!
WELLS:  Did you go forward or backwards?
HOLMES:  Into the future! But, I wouldn’t recommend it, Wells.
WELLS:  But the future is everything!
HOLMES:  Too many nut cases running around.
WATSON:  We did have a stroke of luck. We found Arthur Doyle’s 

manuscript.
WELLS:  I say! Good show!
HOLMES:  Watson made a few changes. If you can believe it, Doyle 

named the greatest detective in the world Sheridan Hope.
WELLS:  What did you change it to?
HOLMES:  Sherlock Holmes, of course. That’s a name that will sell!
MISS PINCHLEY: (ENTERS RIGHT.) Mr. Wells? It’s exactly noon.
WELLS:  Ah, Miss Pinchley! Mr. Holmes and Dr. Watson will help you. 

I’m going back to the future! (Races OFF LEFT.)
MISS PINCHLEY:  Well?
WATSON: (Hands her the manuscript.) The manuscript.
MISS PINCHLEY:  Hmph! Looks like it’s been through the wringer! And 

what are all these notations?
HOLMES:  Mr. Doyle does want people to read his tale, doesn’t he?
MISS PINCHLEY:  Of course, he does! And just how would you know 

anything about a good, rousing adventure?
HOLMES:  Elementary, Miss Pinchley, elementary! (BLACKOUT.)

END OF PLAY

PRODUCTION NOTES
PROPERTIES

PROPERTIES ONSTAGE
The group room at the Freudley Institute:  fireplace, portrait of Sigmund 
Freud, couch draped by a blanket, easy chair, several straight-backed 
chairs, table, decorative screen, small bookcase with a plastic skull, 
magnifying glass and manuscript, an umbrella stand holding an 
umbrella or two.
In Act Two, Scene One, the manuscript is preset on the floor by WATSON.
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PROPERTIES BROUGHT ON

ACT ONE

Scene One:

Umbrella, locket watch (MISS PINCHLEY)

Handkerchief (H.G. WELLS)

Scene Two:

Handcuffs, fake beard (HOLMES)

Key to handcuffs (LESTRADE)

Cell phone (SYDNEY)

Plate of cookies (MRS. COBB)

Picture wrapped in brown paper and tied with string, handheld 

video game (EDDIE)

Hatchet, handkerchief (NANCY)

Scene Three:

Manuscript, pencil (WATSON)

Folded paper map, magnifying glass, wallet (HOLMES)

Cell phone (LESTRADE)

Handkerchief (FIGURE)

ACT TWO

Scene One:

Hatchet (NANCY)

Famous painting (EDDIE)

Manuscript, pencil (WATSON)

Magnifying glass (HOLMES)

Hatchet (MRS. COBB)

Scene Two:

Manuscript, pencil (WATSON)

Ticket stub, magnifying glass, violin case containing violin and bow 

(HOLMES)

Meerschaum pipe (CHARLOTTE)

Mug of milk (MRS. COBB)

Suitcase/duffel bag filled with various small art pieces, paintings 

and jewelry; pistol (TOM)

Banana, coconut with straw (MR. WILLOWS)

Scene Three:

Manuscript (WATSON)

DOUBLING

The roles of H.G. WELLS and MISS PINCHLEY can be doubled with any 

of the “present day” characters.
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SOUND EFFECTS

Mechanical sounds of the time machine operating, SYDNEY’S cell 

phone ring (if not live), clock chiming three, police sirens, LESTRADE’S 

cell phone ring (if not live), thunder, gunshot.

LIGHTING EFFECTS

Lights flash when time machine is operating; lights dim and rise to 

indicate passage of time when HOLMES is droning on; lights flicker 

when thunder is heard.

COSTUMING

MIS PINCHLEY and H.G. WELLS wear 19th century attire. WELLS’S 

costume should include a stained work apron.

WATSON is disguised in the clothes and hat of a workman circa 1880. 

In ACT ONE, Scene One, he has a false mustache.

HOLMES, too, is dressed like a workman for all of ACT ONE. In ACT 

ONE, Scene One, he wears a bushy, fake beard. In ACT TWO, Scene 

One, HOLMES is dressed in the black cloak of FIGURE. In ACT TWO, 

Scene Two, he wears a deerstalker hat and overcoat and is disguised 

with the fake beard, wig and glasses.

SYDNEY wears a professional short skirt and blouse. The remaining 

STAFF of Freudley Institute can dress in a contemporary style that 

reflects their role.

The patients at Freudley Institute should each have elements of their 

costume to suggest their delusional character, but these don’t need 

to be complete costumes by any means. For instance, CHARLOTTE 

can wear a queen’s crown and/or cape, RUBY a fitted dress from the 

1950s, TOM a powdered wig, HENRY a black cape, WINIFRED a dark 

dress of the 1850s and NANCY a high-collared, Victorian styled blouse.

Have fun with MR. WILLOWS’ Tarzan outfit, which can be accomplished 

in more modest ways if your actor is uncomfortable wearing just a loin 

cloth. For instance, a caveman garment that goes over one shoulder 

would also work fine. Wearing a union suit under a loin cloth would be 

hysterical.
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