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DEATH ABOARD THE DUCHESS

By CHELSEA PETTY

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Appearance)

# of lines

CAPTAIN COOPER ......................calm captain of the ship who 43 
takes her job very seriously

JAMES BUMBLE ........................sailor; clumsy and lovable 110
CHRIS TIBBONS ........................first mate with an attitude 64 

problem; wants to be captain
DR. GROVER CADIGAN ...............eccentric, very nervous 31 

professor who claims to be an 
alchemist

MADAM BETTINA
BAYOUHOU ...............................forgetful and demanding rich 51 

lady
GENTRY ....................................Madam Bayouhou’s faithful 38 

manservant; has a really horrible, 
unidentifiable accent

DANIEL REED ............................young newlywed with a huge 35 
sense of adventure

MARY ANN REED .......................young newlywed who is sweet, 34 
quiet and very loyal

SAMANTHA PETERS ...................bold, outspoken newspaper 48 
reporter

MANDY STARR ..........................confident and beautiful lounge 39 
singer for the cruise ship; never 
actually gets to sing
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SETTING
Time:  Present, over the course of one day.
Place:  On the Duchess, a small cruise ship.

SYNOPSIS OF SCENES
Scene One:  The lower deck of the ship near the gangway, early 

afternoon.
Scene Two:  The upper deck of the ship, that evening.
Scene Three:  The ship’s lounge, moments later.
Scene Four:  The upper and lower decks of the ship, a short while later.
Scene Five:  The upper and lower decks of the ship, minutes later.
Scene Six:  The lounge, later that night.

SET DESIGN
The set represents three areas of the ship that can all be onstage 
simultaneously:  the lower deck of the ship near the gangway, an upper 
deck of the ship and the ship’s lounge.
There are five entrances to the set:  UP LEFT, DOWN LEFT, UP RIGHT, 
DOWN RIGHT and UP CENTER. The lounge is on the LEFT side of the 
stage and has four small tables, each with two chairs, and a small 
platform stage for MANDY. The lounge stage is accessed by the UP 
LEFT entrance, the tables from DOWN LEFT or UP CENTER. The decks 
of the ship are RIGHT. The upper deck is UP RIGHT on a platform 
accessed by the entrance UP RIGHT. The lower deck is DOWN RIGHT 
with entrances both DOWN RIGHT and UP CENTER. Both decks have 
railings DOWN STAGE, which can easily be made with PVC pipe. Actors 
can stand at the railing and look out over the audience as if looking 
out to sea.
Be as elaborate or as simple with your ship design as your imagination 
and budget allows. At the very least, some sort of barrel or crate is 
need on the lower deck for a person to hide behind. You can add 
railings, port holes, deck chairs and nautical décor as desired.
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DEATH ABOARD THE DUCHESS

Scene One
LIGHTS UP:  CAPTAIN COOPER stands at the rail of the lower deck 
DOWN RIGHT and looks pensively across the AUDIENCE as though 
looking across the ocean. She closes her eyes and takes a deep 
breath. BUMBLE ENTERS DOWN RIGHT with a pair of binoculars and 
looks everywhere except at CAPTAIN. He bumps into her.
BUMBLE:  Sorry, sorry. (Recognizes her.) Oh, Captain Cooper! I’m so 

sorry. (Attempts to shake her hand, then changes his mind and 
attempts a bow, then changes that to a half-salute until finally he 
settles on standing at attention.)

CAPTAIN:  Quite all right. (Notices his stiff stature.) At ease, Mr. 
Bumble. (BUMBLE relaxes.) I’m fine, but I would like to know what 
you’re doing with those binoculars.

BUMBLE:  Just my job, ma’am.
CAPTAIN:  You need binoculars to be a deckhand?
BUMBLE:  Oh, no, ma’am. Mr. Tibbons told me this morning that I’m 

the new lookout for the ship.
CAPTAIN:  The lookout?
BUMBLE:  (Happy.) Yes, ma’am. It’s my job to alert the crew to other 

ships, land sightings and icebergs.
CAPTAIN:  I’m sorry to have to be the one to tell you this, Mr. Bumble, 

but ships no longer have lookouts.
BUMBLE:  (Disappointed.) They don’t?
CAPTAIN:  No. We use technology now to let us know what’s around 

the ship. Even the smallest cruise liners like our Duchess here 
have the most modern technology. I think Mr. Tibbons has been 
messing with you again.

BUMBLE:  Oh, well, that’s all right. I’m easy pickings as my momma 
used to say. I just want to help where I’m needed. Besides, deep 
down I think Mr. Tibbons really likes me.

TIBBONS:  (From OFFSTAGE DOWN RIGHT.) Bumble!
BUMBLE:  (Unsure.) Very deep down.
TIBBONS:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT. Yells.) Bumble, where have you— 

(Notices CAPTAIN.) Excuse me, Captain Cooper. I was just looking 
for my shipmate to give him his orders for the cruise.

CAPTAIN:  Yes. Mr. Bumble has been sharing with me some of your 
more recent orders. Very interesting tactics, lying to those under 
you. (TIBBONS is embarrassed and angry.) Watch yourself, Mr. 
Tibbons. (Beat.) Carry on. (EXITS DOWN RIGHT.)
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TIBBONS:  (He and BUMBLE watch CAPTAIN leave, then he turns on 
BUMBLE.) What are you doing talking with the captain? And you’ve 
got some nerve reporting on me! When the captain gets like that, 
I could just… (Clenches his fists in anger.)

BUMBLE:  If looks could kill.
TIBBONS:  (Quick.) What’d you say?
BUMBLE:  I was just saying you look mad enough to kill somebody. 

(TIBBONS gives him a look.) Never mind. Sorry, Mr. Tibbons, sir. It 
won’t happen again, sir. I’ll be extra careful to stay out of her way. 
And your way, sir. (Tries to shake his hand, then attempts a bow, 
then a half-salute, finally settles at attention.)

TIBBONS:  (Angry, but tries to calm down.) Bumble, you really irritate 
me. Now, I have a job for you. What I need you to do is… (Notices 
BUMBLE is still at attention.) At ease, dang it, Bumble!

BUMBLE:  (Relaxes.) Yes, sir.
TIBBONS:  Now, the passengers will be coming onboard soon, so I 

have something very important for you to do.
BUMBLE:  You want me to greet the passengers?
TIBBONS:  (Turns in a panic.) No! No, don’t you dare talk to the 

passengers, Bumble. Deckhands are never to talk to the 
passengers. That’s an order! Do you understand that, Bumble?

BUMBLE:  Yes, sir. Of course, sir. What is the job then, sir?
TIBBONS:  (EXITS DOWN RIGHT, then immediately RETURNS with a 

broom, which he hands to BUMBLE.) Sweep the gangway.
BUMBLE:  (Disappointed.) Oh. Well, that’s an important job. (Starts 

sweeping UP CENTER.)
TIBBONS:  (Sarcastic.) Sure. (CADIGAN ENTERS UP CENTER. He has 

a briefcase handcuffed to his wrist and carries it very close to his 
chest in a protective manner. TIBBONS becomes very friendly.) 
Hello there, sir. (Reaches out his hand, but CADIGAN scoots away 
from him.) Welcome aboard the Duchess, the finest little ship on 
this or any ocean. (TIBBONS draws back his hand.) I’m Mr. Tibbons, 
the captain’s first mate. My job is to take over the ship if anything 
happens to the captain. I mean if she gets sick or something or 
whatever. (Clears his throat.) Anyway, if there’s anything I can do 
to make your cruise more pleasant, please let me know. (Notices 
CADIGAN ignores him and stares around the ship. Annoyed, TIBBONS 
EXITS DOWN RIGHT.)

BUMBLE:  (Continues sweeping as CADIGAN watches him. When 
BUMBLE sweeps towards him, CADIGAN backs away. When BUMBLE 
sweeps away from him, CADIGAN takes small steps forward. After 
a minute of this dance, BUMBLE looks all around to make sure 
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no one’s watching and steps quickly toward CADIGAN to introduce 
himself.) Hi there! I’m James Bumble.

CADIGAN:  (Screams as soon as BUMBLE steps toward him.) Help! 
Help! Get away from me! Get! Help! Don’t hurt me!

BUMBLE:  (Shushes CADIGAN and looks around, afraid that TIBBONS 
will hear.) Shhhh… shhhh… Please, sir… Don’t scream, sir… I’m 
not going to hurt you, I swear. I just wanted to introduce myself. 
(CADIGAN stops screaming.) I’m not really supposed to talk to the 
passengers. (To himself.) I guess this is why. (Picks up the broom 
and continues sweeping.)

CADIGAN:  (Watches BUMBLE for a moment, decides he’s safe and 
steps cautiously towards him.) You… like to break rules?

BUMBLE:  Not usually. I just like to talk to people. I find them 
interesting.

CADIGAN:  Hmm. What’s your name again, son?
BUMBLE:  James Bumble, sir. (Holds out his hand.)
CADIGAN:  Dr. Grover Cadigan. (Holds out right hand which is chained 

to the briefcase. He switches hands, and they share an awkward 
handshake.)

BUMBLE:  Good to meet you, Dr. Cadigan, sir. (Continues sweeping.)
CADIGAN:  (Waits for recognition, but there is none.) I say, “My name is 

Dr. Grover Cadigan.”
BUMBLE:  Yes, sir.
CADIGAN:  Have you not heard of me?
BUMBLE:  No, sir. Can’t say that I have.
CADIGAN:  Young man, do you not watch television?
BUMBLE:  Not much, sir.
CADIGAN:  The news?
BUMBLE:  No, sir. Never anything positive on the news.
CADIGAN:  Well, I was on the news.
BUMBLE:  Really? You were on TV? That’s pretty cool. What’d you do 

to get on TV?
CADIGAN:  (Proud.) I am the world’s only living alchemist.
BUMBLE:  Really? So what’s that mean?
CADIGAN:  You’re not a very bright fellow, are you? I’m an alchemist. I 

can turn any metal into… (Conspiratorial.) …gold!
BUMBLE:  Really?! So that’s what you were on TV for? That’s pretty 

cool! Is that what you’ve got in the case?
CADIGAN:  (Tenses up. Suspicious.) Who told you about the case? Why 

are you asking questions? Who are you?
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BUMBLE:  James Bumble, sir. We just met.
CADIGAN:  (Scared.) I don’t know you. Stay away from me. Stay away 

from my case! (EXITS DOWN RIGHT.)
BUMBLE:  I might not be a very bright fellow, but that’s a strange old 

man. (Continues sweeping.)
MADAM:  (ENTERS UP CENTER dragging a toy poodle on a leash behind 

her.) Gentry!
GENTRY:  (ENTERS UP CENTER carrying two suitcases. Speaks with a 

strange accent.) Yes, madam?
MADAM:  Gentry, FruFru needs to be held. Will you hand her to me?
GENTRY:  Yes, madam. (Puts down suitcases and hands toy dog to 

MADAM.)
MADAM:  Thank you, Gentry. Did you get all the suitcases?
GENTRY:  Not yet, madam.
MADAM:  Well, get them, Gentry. FruFru and I will wait here.
GENTRY:  Yes, madam. (EXITS UP CENTER.)
MADAM:  (Talks to her toy dog in a baby voice.) Gentry went to get our 

things, my sweet little FruFru. Yes, he did. As soon as he gets 
back, we’ll go to our cabin and get you a little treat. Yes, we will. 
(Notices BUMBLE, who tries not to stare.) Look, FruFru, it’s a sailor. 
Say, “Hi, sailor. Hello!” Good girl, FruFru. (BUMBLE definitely stares 
now.) FruFru, I don’t think this sailor has any manners at all. He 
hasn’t even introduced himself to us.

BUMBLE:  I’m sorry, ma’am. I’m James Bumble.
MADAM:  Madam Bettina Bayouhou, and this is my darling toy poodle, 

FruFru. (In a baby voice.) My precious little FruFru. Say hi to the 
nice sailor who found his manners. (In a normal voice.) Gentry! 
Gentry, how long does it take to get a few bags? (Looks toward 
gangway, then EXITS DOWN RIGHT.)

GENTRY:  (ENTERS UP CENTER carrying several more suitcases and 
bags.) Coming, madam.

BUMBLE:  Welcome aboard, sir.
GENTRY:  Thank you.
BUMBLE:  Can I help you with all that?
GENTRY:  No, thank you. Madam prefers that only I touch her luggage. 

She’s afraid of thieves.
BUMBLE:  I can understand that. Where’s your accent from anyway? 

England?
GENTRY:  No.
BUMBLE:  France?
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GENTRY:  No.
BUMBLE:  Papua New Guinea?
GENTRY:  Absolutely not.
MADAM:  (From OFFSTAGE DOWN RIGHT.) Gentry, what cabin am I in?
GENTRY:  Fourteen, madam, and I’m right next door in thirteen. Lucky 

me. (Picks up the other suitcases and EXITS DOWN RIGHT with all 
of them.)

BUMBLE:  Geez. The passengers on this cruise are really strange. 
(Thinks a moment.) I bet he’s Russian. (Continues sweeping.)

DANIEL:  (ENTERS UP CENTER with a suitcase and hurries to hide behind 
a barrel or crate. MARY ANN ENTERS UP CENTER with her suitcase 
and looks around. DANIEL jumps out behind her and smiles as he 
grabs her.) Gotcha!

MARY ANN:  (Squeals.) Daniel, you scared me! I’m not talking to you 
anymore. (Pretends to be angry, but is obviously playing.)

DANIEL:  Don’t get mad, Mary Ann. I was just playing with you.
MARY ANN:  Well, I am mad. (Turns away from him.)
DANIEL:  No, you’re not. (Tries to tickle her.)
MARY ANN:  (Giggles.) Stop it! Okay, okay. I’m not mad. Now, stop it. 

(Looks OUT over the AUDIENCE like she’s looking over the ocean.) 
Oh, wow. Look at this. It’s beautiful.

DANIEL:  (Looks OUT.) It is nice.
MARY ANN:  Isn’t it romantic?
DANIEL:  Yup, it’s pretty cool, all right. I told you that a cruise was the 

perfect honeymoon.
MARY ANN:  I’ll bet we’ll see lots of newlywed couples.
DANIEL:  On a tiny ship like this? No, there aren’t that many passengers. 

That’s what makes this an exciting time. Once you get out on the 
open sea, who knows what could happen? (Teases her.) We might 
even run into some pirates!

MARY ANN:  (Lightly slaps at him. He dodges.) Daniel! Pirates? Really?
DANIEL:  (Grabs her suitcase and crosses RIGHT.) Sure! And the last 

one to the cabin walks the plank! (Runs OFF DOWN RIGHT, laughing. 
MARY ANN runs OFF behind him.)

BUMBLE:  (Stares OFF after them.) Awww… (SAMANTHA ENTERS UP 
CENTER, cautiously, and looks around.) He’s a lucky man. Wish I 
had a girl. (Stares OUT at the ocean and daydreams. SAMANTHA 
walks up to him during his reverie.) Someone pretty, smart, with a 
good job, who speaks her mind and isn’t afraid to just walk up to 
somebody she doesn’t know and—
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SAMANTHA:  Hi, I’m Samantha Peters. (BUMBLE jumps.) Is this ship 
the Duchess?

BUMBLE:  Uh… Hi, yes… uh, Duchess is this ship the… (Laughs. 
Nervous.) That doesn’t make sense, does it? I’m not making 
sense. Uh… you scared me. James Bumble. That’s me. (Holds 
out his hand.)

SAMANTHA:  (Shakes his hand.) Samantha Peters. And I’m sorry I 
scared you, James. There are three ships in this port, and I just 
wanted to make sure that this is the Duchess.

BUMBLE:  (Still nervous, but recovers.) Uh, yeah, it is. Samantha 
Peters? Your name sounds familiar. But not your face. I mean, 
I would have remembered your face. (Scrambles to make sense.) 
‘Cause I’m good with faces. I remember faces… but not yours. 
Definitely not yours. I’m rambling. I’ll shut up now. (Puts his hand 
over his mouth.)

SAMANTHA:  (Thinks he’s a little odd, but is amused.) That’s okay. I’m 
a newspaper reporter. You might have read some of my articles. 
They tend to make the front page a lot.

BUMBLE:  (Realizes.) Oh! Samantha Peters! You do all the real talk 
stories. Behind the scenes. Get the ungettable. Get it?

SAMANTHA:  Yeah. Look, it’s nice meeting you and thanks for your 
help. (Starts OFF DOWN RIGHT.)

BUMBLE:  Are you here doing a story?
SAMANTHA:  (Turns quickly.) No! I’m on vacation. Every reporter needs 

a vacation, you know.
BUMBLE:  Of course. I just thought it’d be really cool if you were here 

doing a story.
SAMANTHA:  And why’s that?
BUMBLE:  Why? Well… uh… ’cause when you do a story, you have to 

interview people and talk to them and spend time with them and… 
you know… stuff. And I think that’d be great to, you know… do 
stuff… with you. You know, like interview and…

SAMANTHA:  (Slowly advances towards him as he slowly backs away. 
Teases.) And stuff?

BUMBLE:  Yeah.
SAMANTHA:  Well, I like to do stuff, so maybe I will do a story.
BUMBLE:  Yeah?
SAMANTHA:  Yeah.
BUMBLE:  Well, that’d be cool.
SAMANTHA:  (Smiles slyly.) I think so. (Turns. Over her shoulder.) See 

you around, James. (EXITS DOWN RIGHT.)
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BUMBLE:  (To himself in disbelief.) She likes me. (Excited.) She likes 
me. She likes me! (Celebrates.) Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes—

TIBBONS:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT.) Bumble!
BUMBLE:  Yes, sir. (Drops the broom, picks up the broom, tries to shake 

hands, then bows, then salutes and then stands at attention with 
the broom over his shoulder like a rifle.)

TIBBONS:  (Exasperated.) Bumble, does your incompetence know no 
end?

BUMBLE:  No, sir. I mean yes, sir. I mean… (Confused.) What was the 
question again, sir?

TIBBONS:  Don’t talk to me anymore, Bumble.
BUMBLE:  No, sir. I mean yes, sir. (TIBBONS gives him a look.) Shutting 

up now, sir.
TIBBONS:  All the passengers are onboard. It’s time to cast off. Let’s 

go, Bumble. You’ve got a lot of work to do. (EXITS DOWN RIGHT.)
BUMBLE:  Yes, sir. Coming sir. (Celebrates one more time very quickly, 

then EXITS DOWN RIGHT. SOUND EFFECT:  SHIP’S HORN. LIGHTS 
FADE.)

CAPTAIN:  (From OFF RIGHT.) Cast off, Mr. Tibbons!
TIBBONS:  (From OFF RIGHT.) Right away, Captain. Cast off, Mr. Bumble!
BUMBLE:  (From OFF RIGHT.) Yes, sir, right away, sir.
TIBBONS:  (From OFF RIGHT.) Don’t talk to me, Bumble.
BUMBLE:  (From OFF RIGHT.) Yes, sir. (BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene One

Scene Two
LIGHTS UP:  MARY ANN stands on the upper deck, looking OUT at the 
ocean.
DANIEL:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT.) Hey.
MARY ANN:  Hey, did you see him?
DANIEL:  Yeah.
MARY ANN:  Is it really him?
DANIEL:  Yeah, it is.
MARY ANN:  Are you sure?
DANIEL:  Of course, I’m sure.
MARY ANN:  (Relieved happiness.) Wow, I can’t believe it. So, when do 

we do it?
DANIEL:  I think sometime tonight would be good. Get it over with, you 

know.
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MARY ANN:  (Nervous.) I’m really scared, Daniel. I mean, what if—
DANIEL:  What if what? If we do everything exactly as we planned, it’ll 

be fine. I promise.
MARY ANN:  I can’t believe this. We’re so close to having it all. 

Perfection.
DANIEL:  No such thing.
MARY ANN:  Do you think he’s a good man?
DANIEL:  Does it really matter? We’re going to do what we came here 

to do, no matter what. Don’t worry. I’ll take care of everything.
MARY ANN:  I know you will. I trust you.
DANIEL:  You shouldn’t, you know. (Puts his arm around her. She laughs 

and hugs him back.)
TIBBONS:  (From OFF, over a PA system.) Attention, passengers. Tonight’s 

entertainment will begin in five minutes in the ship’s lounge. 
Everyone is encouraged to attend a very special performance by a 
surprise guest aboard the Duchess this evening. Thank you, and 
we hope you enjoy your cruise. (DANIEL and MARY ANN EXIT UP 
RIGHT as the LIGHTS FADE to BLACK.)

End of Scene Two

Scene Three
LIGHTS UP:  The ship’s lounge. DANIEL and MARY ANN sit at a table 
UP LEFT. SAMANTHA ENTERS DOWN LEFT with a notepad and pen, 
crosses and sits at a table UP LEFT, looks around and writes. MADAM 
BAYOUHOU, holding her toy dog, and GENTRY ENTER DOWN LEFT. 
GENTRY pulls out her chair for her and then sits across from her. 
They sit at a table DOWN LEFT, diagonal to SAMANTHA. As each of the 
passengers sit, BUMBLE ENTERS UP CENTER, brings them a bread 
basket and then EXITS UP CENTER.
MADAM:  I don’t know why we have to come in here with people I don’t 

know. This whole cruise idea was ridiculous.
GENTRY:  Madam, I told you. It’s good for you to get away once in a 

while.
MADAM:  I’d rather stay in the cabin. I don’t like being in public without 

my jewels.
GENTRY:  You have your jewels.
MADAM:  Not all of them. That ring is my absolute favorite. My 

husband gave it to me before we were married. Now that he’s 
dead, it reminds me of him. Are you sure you didn’t see it in my 
jewelry chest?

GENTRY:  Positive, madam. You’ve probably misplaced it.
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MADAM:  Probably. I lose so much these days. I don’t know where my 
memory’s gone.

GENTRY:  (Notices SAMANTHA.) Madam, look. Do you know who that 
is?

MADAM:  (Looks at SAMANTHA.) A lost and lonely little girl.
GENTRY:  No. That’s Samantha Peters.
MADAM:  Who?
GENTRY:  You know, the one who wrote the article about… (MADAM 

knows.)
MADAM:  (Realizes. Obviously not pleased.) Oh! Her! Really. Well, I 

guess I do know someone on this ship. Of course, if I had my 
choice, I’d prefer to know someone else other than her. (CADIGAN 
ENTERS DOWN LEFT, still cuffed to the briefcase.) Well, look here! 
Dr. Cadigan!

CADIGAN:  (Recognizes her and comes over.) Madam Bayouhou, it’s 
been years.

MADAM:  Not since my husband died.
CADIGAN:  I was sorry about your loss.
MADAM:  Don’t be. I only married him for his money, you know.
CADIGAN:  (With regret.) Yes, I remember.
MADAM:  (Struggles with the toy dog.) Well, my goodness, FruFru is 

acting strangely. FruFru, this is Dr. Cadigan. Oh, my goodness! I 
don’t think she likes you, Doctor. Here, Gentry. Take FruFru to the 
cabin.

GENTRY:  (Takes the toy dog. Calm.) Yes, madam.
CADIGAN:  (Stops him.) Your accent sounds familiar. Are you from 

India?
GENTRY:  No.
CADIGAN:  Poland?
GENTRY:  No.
CADIGAN:  Guatemala?
GENTRY:  Absolutely not. (EXITS DOWN LEFT.)
CADIGAN:  Hmmm. I could have sworn I’ve heard that accent before. 

So what do you do these days?
MADAM:  Travel mostly. I’d ask about you, but I recently read all 

about you in the paper. (CADIGAN looks embarrassed.) It’s quite all 
right, Doctor. I never believe anything I read in the paper. They’re 
terrorists, you know.

CADIGAN:  (Confused.) Excuse me? What?
MADAM:  I’m sorry, Doctor. I’ve forgotten my manners. Please sit down.
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CADIGAN:  I really can’t, madam. I’m actually looking for someone.
MADAM:  Really? Who?
CADIGAN:  I… I better just wait for them. (Looks around.)
MADAM:  She’s over there.
CADIGAN:  Who?
MADAM:  The person you’re looking for. Samantha Peters. The reporter.
CADIGAN:  (Suddenly very nervous.) What! Where? I… I have to hide. 

I mean go. Uh… good to see you again, madam. Uh, goodbye. 
(Runs to the empty table and hides from SAMANTHA, holding up the 
briefcase to cover his face.)

TIBBONS:  (ENTERS UP LEFT as a SPOTLIGHT [OPTIONAL] focuses on 
the lounge stage. Passengers turn to face him.) Now, ladies and 
gentlemen, passengers of all ages, shapes and sizes, the Duchess 
proudly presents the beautiful, the talented, the incomparable 
Mandy Starr! (Steps off the platform and EXITS DOWN LEFT. UPBEAT 
MUSIC PLAYS. MANDY ENTERS UP LEFT dramatically. She is all “rock 
star.” The passengers clap for her. She does a few dance moves to 
the music. Suddenly, she notices someone in the lounge and runs 
OFF UP LEFT. MUSIC STOPS. TIBBONS runs ON UP LEFT. Nervous.) 
Sorry about that, ladies and gentlemen. It appears that… uh… 
we’re having, uh… technical difficulties. So uh… good night. (EXITS 
UP LEFT. SPOTLIGHT is OUT. Passengers turn back toward AUDIENCE.)

MADAM:  Well, that wasn’t very professional. (Loud.) Dr. Cadigan, 
have you ever seen anything like that before? (At the mention 
of CADIGAN’S name, SAMANTHA stands up and sees him. They 
obviously know each other. CADIGAN jumps up and runs OFF DOWN 
LEFT. SAMANTHA runs OFF after him.)

MARY ANN:  (With DANIEL, stands to see the commotion.) What’s 
happening?

DANIEL:  I don’t know, but we need to do it now.
MARY ANN:  Now?
DANIEL:  Yes. Go. (EXITS DOWN LEFT. MARY ANN EXITS UP CENTER.)
MADAM:  Well, I don’t know where everyone else is going, but it’s just 

rude to leave a full bread basket on the table. (Eats the bread. 
LIGHTS FADE to BLACK.)

End of Scene Three

Scene Four
LIGHTS UP:  BUMBLE appears UP RIGHT, standing on the upper deck. 
He is eating bread. SAMANTHA ENTERS UP RIGHT, running. BUMBLE 
tries to hide the bread by sticking it all in his mouth, so his cheeks 
puff out.
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PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES ONSTAGE
Four small lounge tables, eight chairs, barrel or crate.

PROPERTIES BROUGHT ON
Scene One:

Binoculars (BUMBLE)
Broom (TIBBONS)
Briefcase with handcuffs (CADIGAN)
Toy poodle* on leash (MADAM)
Two suitcases, additional baggage (GENTRY)
Suitcase (DANIEL)
Suitcase (MARY ANN)

Scene Three:
Notepad and pen (SAMANTHA)
Toy poodle (MADAM)
Briefcase with handcuffs (CADIGAN)
Three bread baskets with bread (BUMBLE)

Scene Four:
Piece of bread (BUMBLE)
Briefcase with handcuffs, watch, broken handcuffs (CADIGAN)

Scene Five:
Broken handcuffs (BUMBLE)

Scene Six:
Toy poodle filled with (fake) money and shiny jewelry (MADAM)
Whistle, badge, two sets of handcuffs, Cadigan’s briefcase filled 

with chocolate gold coins (BUMBLE)
Hand brace (CADIGAN)

*You can actually find toy poodles that are purses to make FruFru or 
you can simply buy a stuffed toy dog and cut a small opening for the 
secret pouch, using snaps or a button to keep the pouch closed.

FLEXIBLE CASTING
CAPTAIN or GENTRY (GENEVA) could be played by the opposite gender 
with a few pronoun changes.
BUMBLE could be played by a female (JANE BUMBLE) with a male 
playing SAMANTHA (SAMUEL).

SOUND EFFECTS
Ship’s horn, upbeat music, loud thump (hitting the stage with the 
briefcase works well), splash, footsteps (actor playing Cadigan can 
loudly run offstage), alarm.

For preview only
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LIGHTING
An optional spotlight can be used whenever MANDY is about to 
perform. In addition, if it is within your means, it would be effective to 
light only the areas of the stage used in each scene.

PRODUCTION HISTORY

Death Aboard the Duchess premiered at Columbus Middle School in 
Columbus, MS on November 3, 2011. It was directed by Chelsea Petty. 
The original cast and crew were as follows:
JAMES BUMBLE ........................Henry “Tre” Womack
CHRIS TIBBONS ........................Christopher Williams
CAPTAIN COOPER ......................Mary Williams
MADAM BAYOUHOU ...................Maya Bogan
GENTRY ....................................Aidan Dunkelberg
DR. CADIGAN ............................Alvin Hunter
SAMANTHA PETERS ...................Tenesha Washington
MANDY STARR ..........................Syerra Harper
DANIEL REED ............................Donovan Stewart
MARY ANN REED .......................Vamiya Singleton
COAST GUARD ..........................Robert Bradley, Mahogani Leonard
STAGE MANAGER ......................Annalia Avila
SOUND OPERATORS ..................Mikaela Cohen, Tamia Williams
LIGHTBOARD OPERATORS ..........Kristian Silas, Katelyn Winston
DECK CREW ..............................JaQuavia Spencer, Briann Waggoner, 

Mackenzie Rymond
HOUSE MANAGERS ...................Tia Turner, Gabrielle Taylor
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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

We’re here to help!


