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DRESS REHEARSAL FOR MURDER
By EDITH WEISS

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Speaking)

# of Lines
MRS. PEABODY ....................... older woman, upper class,  28

never worked a day in her 
life; recently into mysticism 
and in love with Mr. White

MR. WHITE ............................... exuberant man, a bit  20
juvenile, kind

DR. PILZ .................................... incompetent, self-important  25
man, in love with Riviera

RIVIERA FITZ-CHARLTON ....... spoiled, ! irtatious young  44
American heiress, not unlike 
Paris Hilton

MINNIE ...................................... young housemaid who doesn’t 22
think before she talks

MRS. GREER ............................ owner of the inn, middle-aged, 34
sweet, unworldly

MR. BUTLER ............................. typical English-type butler,  30
except that he is really over it

BETTYE..................................... actress whose time has come  34
and gone; overly dramatic with 
a deep, well-trained voice; 
pronounces her name with the 
emphasis on the last syllable

LENNY ....................................... gardener; a scruffy, wild-looking,  22
scary man

AGNES COOK .......................... cook, Cockney accent, good- 30 
hearted and has a crush on the 
inspector

MISS WALLABYE ..................... Girl Guide leader, softer than  21
Willingford

MISS WILLINGFORD ................ gung ho, no-nonsense Girl  25
Guide leader

COLONEL MUTHART ............... retired army colonel, gruff,  24
formal and old-fashioned
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MOXIE ....................................... young housemaid, innocent  17 
and not very bright 

RONALD FITZ-CHARLTON ...... Riviera’s father and the wealthy  20
owner of the Fitz-Charlton Hotels; 
obnoxious with a bad temper that 
! ares out of control when he doesn’t 
get his way, reminiscent of Donald 
Trump

INSPECTOR BARISH ............... typical English-type inspector,  69
except that he’s recently gotten a 
gun and tries to emulate American-
type cop shows

BERNARD ................................. worst mime in the world, always 10
in mime makeup

SETTING
Time:  Present day.
Place:  The lobby of the Bide A Wee Bed and Breakfast Inn on a 
remote British isle. 
The set depicts a comfy bed and breakfast lobby. There are three 
EXITS:  UP RIGHT leads outside, UP LEFT leads into the kitchen, and 
LEFT leads to the drawing room and upstairs. There is also a drape or 
curtain along the STAGE RIGHT wall, behind which a few characters 
enter and exit.
Miscellaneous couches, chairs and tables are scattered throughout 
the room. CENTER is a couch with a coffee table in front of it on which 
rests a stack of tarot cards, a tissue box, magazines, books, etc. UP 
RIGHT there is a chair and reception desk, which has the following 
items on it:  a stack of papers, a telephone, a pen holder with pens 
and a ledger. DOWN RIGHT are two chairs and a small table with a 
checkers game on it. DOWN CENTER is a yoga mat laid out on the 
! oor. DOWN LEFT are two armchairs with a side table between—one 
chair is a little UP RIGHT of the other, and under that one is a purse 
with a stuffed dog peeping out. On the side table are a stack of scripts 
and a glass of water. There is a ! oor lamp UP CENTER, next to the 
butler’s station, which is a serving table holding a tray of glasses, a 
pitcher of lemonade and a tray of cookies (called biscuits in British 
English).
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Dress Rehearsal for Murder - Set Design
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DRESS REHEARSAL FOR MURDER
Scene One

LIGHTS UP:  The lobby of the Bide A Wee Bed and Breakfast Inn. 
MRS. GREER is working on invoices at her desk, UP RIGHT. MINNIE 
is going about the room, dusting the furniture and straightening books, 
magazines, etc. MRS. PEABODY is seated on the couch, shuf! ing her 
tarot cards. BETTYE is seated DOWN LEFT, practicing her lines from a 
script. DR. PILZ and MR. WHITE are playing checkers DOWN RIGHT. 
RIVIERA is seated on the ! oor mat doing a strange yoga exercise that 
involves humming and breathing loudly. Her “dog” is under one of the 
DOWN LEFT armchairs and is peeking out of her purse. The BUTLER 
is UP CENTER at his station " lling trays with cookies (biscuits) and 
pouring lemonade.
PEABODY:  Mr. White, would you like me to do a tarot reading for 

you? Perhaps there’s romance in your future.
WHITE:  Well, I don’t—
PILZ: (Interrupts him.) What a bunch of rubbish! We’re men of reason, 

Peabody, men of intelligence.
WHITE: (Moves the checkers gleefully.) King me! (Gets out of chair 

and begins a lively victory dance.) Go me! Go me! Who’s your 
daddy? Who’s your daddy? (Sits and returns to playing checkers
with PILZ.)

RIVIERA: (Under next lines.) Hmmmmmmm. Oooooooo. 
Ommmmmmm.

PILZ:  Is that necessary, that victory thing, every time you get 
kinged?

PEABODY:  Don’t feel bad for being such a loser, Dr. Pilz. Feel bad 
about being a sore loser.

PILZ:  It’s just checkers! You don’t have to celebrate when you win at 
checkers! It doesn’t take a genius!

MINNIE:  It must be awful to keep losing at something even dumb 
people can play.

GREER:  Minnie.
MINNIE:  Oh. Sorry. 
WHITE: (Gets up and crosses to RIVIERA.) Can I get you anything, 

dear Miss Riviera?
RIVIERA:  Ommmmmmm.
WHITE: (To PEABODY.) I think she’s in something “transcendental,” 

she called it.
MINNIE: (Sitting on arm of the couch.) Like a trance?
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PILZ:  What rubbish!
WHITE: (Returns to the table.) You might want to try it, Dr. Pilz. It’s 

wonderful to calm the nerves. 
PILZ:  I’m a surgeon! Nobody wants a calm surgeon!
MINNIE: (Gets up and crosses to peer at RIVIERA.) Wow. That is so 

cool.
GREER:  Minnie, it’s not polite to stare.
MINNIE:  Sorry. (Sits on arm of the couch, begins to ! le her nails.)
PEABODY:  Perhaps I’ll just do a general reading of the cards, a 

reading for the house, so to speak.
BUTLER: (Crosses DOWN RIGHT.) Biscuits, Mr. White?
WHITE:  I would love a biscuit! These are delicious!
PILZ:  Hello, I’m sitting right here and would like a biscuit!
BUTLER:  Of course, Dr. Pilz. (Offers PILZ a biscuit then crosses to 

RIVIERA.) Biscuits, Miss Fitz-Charlton?
RIVIERA: (Still in a trance, going through her vocal range.)

Eewwwwwww. (Loud breathing.) Huh. Huh. Huh.
BUTLER:  I’ll take that as a “no.” (Eats a biscuit as he returns to his 

station UP CENTER.)
PEABODY: (Lays down card.) The High Priestess! That stands for 

secrets, mystery, the future as yet unrevealed.
BETTYE: (Rises from her chair, obviously out of shape. She can 

barely lift her legs but is very dramatic, taking RIVIERA out of her 
trance.) I know karate and I’m not afraid to use it! (Does a very bad 
but dramatic position with each sound.) Hyahhh! Shhht! Ho! Ho. 
Ha! (Thoroughly exhausted, she falls into her chair.)

RIVIERA: (As if awakening from a trance.) Oh! Wow. I was so far 
away. I learned to meditate in India, from Guru Maharaja Mabeesh 
Stopaheeva.

BETTYE: (Rises from her chair.) Aeeeyah! (EVERYONE looks at her.)
Oh. I’m practicing my lines for my new television show, “Undercover 
Actress in Asia.” It’s about an actress who uses martial arts to ! ght 
crime in Asia. Actress by night… (Strikes a melodramatic pose.)
…undercover agent by day. (Strikes a sleuth-like pose.) Aeeyah! 
(Strikes a big—but none too " attering—karate position.)

RIVIERA:  You so did not warm up for that move, Betty. (Pronounces
it with the accent on the ! rst syllable.) If you’re not careful, you’ll 
shred your guts like carrots in a Waldorf salad. I learned that from 
my personal trainer.
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BETTYE:  It’s Bett-EYE, Riviera, accent on the last syllable. And, I’ve 
been in theater for years. I think I know what I’m doing. 

BUTLER: (Crosses to BETTYE.) Biscuit, Bettye?
BETTYE:  Thank you, I will have a biscuit. All this physical activity has 

made me very hungry.
RIVIERA: (Moves to BETTYE, grabs the biscuit out of her hand and 

tosses it to the BUTLER, who catches it.) Don’t do it! You’re going 
to get a sugar high, and then your energy’s going to sag like a 
bloated abdomen.

BETTYE: (With great sarcasm, which RIVIERA doesn’t comprehend.) 
Well, aren’t you helpful. (Sits back down.)

RIVIERA:  I know! I think it’s because I’m in such a great mood. Okay, 
I can’t hold it in anymore— My daddy got me my own television 
show, and Bernard proposed to me last night!

MINNIE: (Runs to RIVIERA.) Your own television show! You’re going 
to be even more rich and famous than you already are!

RIVIERA:  I know. I didn’t even think that was possible!
BETTYE:  You’re engaged to be married to Bernard the Mime?
RIVIERA:  Yes!
GREER: (Gets up and crosses to RIVIERA.) Bernard is a very nice 

boy.
BUTLER:  He’s a very bad mime.
GREER:  But he’s a nice boy, Mr. Butler. So, quiet!
BUTLER:  He’s been here for two weeks, and I’ve never even heard 

him speak.
RIVIERA:  That’s ’cause he’s really deep and committed to the art of 

mime. I’m going to marry him next week. My daddy’s so mad.
MINNIE:  Where’s the ring?
RIVIERA: (Sits in the chair next to BETTYE. During her next few 

lines, she might retrieve her purse from under the chair and mime 
feeding the “dog” cookies. She could also take the dog out of the 
purse and pet it, etc.) Bernard thinks that rings are materialistic. So 
even though I’m an heiress to billions, I don’t have a diamond ring. 
And even though Daddy told me he’s going to cut me out of the will, 
I’m still going to marry him. I think that’s very brave of me.

PILZ:  But is that wise, Riviera? You’re so young! How can a mime 
support you?

RIVIERA:  Money has nothing to do with love, Dr. Pilz.
WHITE:  Unless you don’t have any. (SOUND EFFECT:  PHONE 

RINGS.)
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GREER: (Crosses to her desk and picks up the phone.) Good afternoon. 
The Bide A Wee Bed and Breakfast, Mrs. Greer speaking. Come 
bide a while at the Bide A Wee. (Pause.) Oh, yes, I’d be glad to 
take your reservations. Your name? (Pause. Writes in the ledger.) 
For when? 

PEABODY: (Lays down a card.) The Moon! (Her voice hints of horrors 
to come.) Hidden enemies, danger, darkness and deception.

GREER: (Still on the phone.) Yes, some people spend weeks here. 
Why, the guests we have now have been here for two weeks. 
(Pause.) Yes, we are de! nitely the right place to get away from it 
all. We’re very isolated, on a small island you can only get to by 
ferryboat. Plus, it’s romantic! We’ve just had two of our guests get 
engaged!

BETTYE: (Gets up and does a karate kick/pose, as if motivated by the 
script she is reading.) Eeeeaaayyah! (Sits and returns to studying 
her script.)

PEABODY: (Lays down a card.) The Tower! Calamity, unforeseen 
catastrophe!

WHITE: (Gets up again and does his victory dance.) King me! Oh, 
yeah! Oh, yeah! I’m the king! I’m the king!

PILZ:  Oh! That is infuriating!
PEABODY: (Lays down a card.) The Fool—reversed. The card of 

negligence—carelessness.
LENNY: (Bursts ON UP RIGHT, very loud, with ! rewood, stomping. 

ALL jump. Has " ower in his pocket.) Ohhh! It’s cold out there. 
(Crosses DOWNSTAGE.) The wind is something ! erce.

BETTYE:  Has anyone seen Bernard? I’d love to congratulate him.
GREER:  Me, too. (Crosses to LENNY.) Lenny, Bernard and Riviera 

are engaged to be married!
LENNY: (Drops wood, very surprised and upset.) Married?
GREER:  Lenny, for heaven’s sakes! Here, I’ll help. (Begins picking 

up the wood.)
BUTLER:  Bernard said he wanted to go for a walk on the cliffs.
PEABODY: (Lays down a card.) The Hanged Man!
MINNIE:  Oh, that’s got to be a bad card!
PEABODY:  It’s the card of wisdom, intuition and prophecy. Unless, of 

course, it’s reversed, as this one is. Then it’s bad. Very bad. 
GREER: (Holds the wood and watches as LENNY stands 

dumbfounded.) Lenny, what’s gotten into you? And please don’t 
enter a room by kicking the door open with your foot.

LENNY:  My hands were full. How else could I get in the door?

      
   
            

         
        

             
      

              
              

  
      

   
             

              
       
          

      
            

       
  

   
         

            
      

    
               

         
         

       
             

            
   

             
            

          
   

         
          

  

      
    

   
       

             
            

           

         

             
             

   
              

         
          

   

             
          

            
               

        
           

              
           

               
      

       
            
    

     
       

         
              

           
        

           
               

   

         
        

            
  
    

      
           

      
   
            
     

           
        

             
              

    
           
            

           
             

           
             

             
             

            
             

          
    

For preview only



5

  
       

              
           

           
  

            
          

         
              

  
              

            
           

        
          

       
          

      
      
           

   

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40

MINNIE:  There’s a ! ower in your pocket, Lenny. I’ll bet that’s for 
Riviera, huh?

GREER:  Lenny, we’ll need more wood.
LENNY:  But the wood is outside, in the cold.
GREER:  Yes, it is, in the woodshed.
LENNY:  I’ve just come inside, in the warm.
GREER:  Then go back outside and bring the wood inside so we can 

keep the " re in the dining room going. Use the kitchen door if you 
please, and make sure you lock the woodshed door. We don’t 
need furry little woodland creatures making their home in there. 
(LENNY puts his hand out.) I’m not going to tip you. I pay you. And 
I pay you to do what I say, so please, get the wood.

LENNY:  In and out, in and out, all day long. One thing after the other. 
(EXITS UP RIGHT.)

MINNIE: (Sits.) Poor Lenny. He was so in love with Riviera!
RIVIERA:  I know. It’s sad, really.
PEABODY: (Lays down a card.) Next card—Death! The card of 

mortality… destruction… the end. (ALL gasp in horror.) Oh, don’t 
worry, everyone. This card refers to a woman. (The WOMEN gasp 
again.) Don’t worry, my dears. It certainly doesn’t mean today, or 
even tomorrow necessarily. And after all, we’re all going to die 
eventually—so the card is essentially meaningless. (Puts cards 
away.)

GREER: (Sits on the couch next to PEABODY.) That’s comforting, in 
a small sort of way.

MINNIE:  Not really, Mrs. Greer.
COOK: (ENTERS LEFT and moves CENTER.) There’s tea in the 

drawing room. And it’s time to practice our sing-along.
BUTLER: (Crosses to COOK.) Oh, please, no, not the sing-along!
COOK:  The Village Talent Show bene" ting many charities is in two 

days, Mr. Butler, and the Bide A Wee Singers have committed to 
being there.

GREER: (Gets up from the couch and crosses LEFT.) Thank you all 
again for agreeing to be part of the Bide A Wee Bed and Breakfast 
talent portion of the show. And we’re so looking forward to your dance 
number, Bettye, along with all of you in the sing-along chorus.

BETTYE:  I’m only too happy to be of some small help.
COOK:  Come on then, Bide A Wee singers! (GUESTS, except 

for BETTYE, begin to EXIT LEFT talking about the sing-along, 
warming up their voices, etc. BETTYE lingers, straightening 
papers and scripts. COOK and BUTLER also EXIT LEFT.)
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PEABODY: (Gathering her cards.) Oh, wait for me, Mr. White! (EXITS
LEFT.)

GREER:  Come on, Minnie, let’s go into the kitchen and help get dinner 
ready. And where’s Moxie?

MINNIE:  I don’t know. I haven’t seen her all day.
GREER:  Some days everything is at sixes and sevens. Into the kitchen 

we go! (EXITS UP LEFT with MINNIE. From OFF LEFT, we hear 
sounds of a sing-along, the COOK singing loudly. They sing “Oh, 
My Darling Clementine.” LENNY ENTERS UP RIGHT with a letter. 
He overhears BETTYE’S next lines and quietly crosses behind 
her as she speaks.)

BETTYE:  How dare he? The deceit! I shall get even with you, Bernard! 
(Wheels around, ! nds LENNY right there.)

LENNY:  Hello.
BETTYE:  Oh! You startled me, Lenny! You shouldn’t creep up on 

people like that.
LENNY:  I got your mail from the village.
BETTYE:  Oh. Thank you, Lenny. (LENNY holds out his hand for a tip. 

BETTYE puts her glass in it. She notices that he is still there.) And
thank you again, Lenny.

LENNY: (Grumbles.) Bring her the mail through that wind, do I get a 
tip? No. (Crosses UP LEFT and listens, unseen by BETTYE.)

BETTYE: (Reads.) “Dear Bettye, you’ll forgive bad news in a letter…” 
(To herself.) Bad news? I fear to read on. How much bad news can 
I take in one day? (Leaves letter on armchair, walks away, but ! nds 
herself drawn back to it.) But I am compelled to read on. (Does
so.) “…but you asked to be incommunicado, so I had to write you. 
Your project, ‘Undercover Actress in Asia,’ has been dropped.” 
(To herself.) No, no, it cannot be! That was to be my comeback! 
(Glances again at the letter.) Oh. There’s more. (Reads.) “You 
have been offered another project, a reality show…” —Oh, thank 
goodness!— “called ‘Where the Heck Has This Has-Been Been?’ 
Let me know if you’re interested. Fondly, your agent, Tad Smalls.” 
Never! Never would I do a show like that! (LENNY quickly EXITS 
UP LEFT. BETTYE EXITS LEFT.) 

WALLABYE: (ENTERS UP RIGHT with COLONEL MUTHART, MISS 
WILLINGFORD and BERNARD, in the midst of the GUESTS 
and COOK singing “Old McDonald Had a Farm” OFF LEFT. ALL 
except BERNARD carry backpacks, which they drop to the " oor. 
BERNARD always mimes what is being said or sung and moves 
with the deliberate motions of a mime. He crosses to BETTYE’S 
chair DOWN LEFT. WALLABYE jogs LEFT.) My, that was bracing! 
(BERNARD mimes over-enthusiastic jogging.)
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WILLINGFORD: (Also jogs.) I do so love the wind! (BERNARD mimes 
the wind.)

WALLABYE:  Are you all right, Colonel Muthart?
COLONEL: (Weak, blustering, collapses on the couch.) Of course! A 

bit of wind does a man good!
WILLINGFORD:  I beg your pardon?
COLONEL:  I meant outside—bracing oneself against the wind 

outside. It’s good! Wind makes a man feel like a man! (BERNARD
mimes all of this dialogue.) 

BUTLER: (ENTERS UP LEFT.) I’ve got to hide. The pigs come next. 
SINGERS’ VOICES: (From OFF LEFT. Sing.) With an ”oink oink” 

here, and an “oink oink” there… (BERNARD mimes a pig.) 
BUTLER: (Crosses RIGHT; aside to COLONEL.) I’m hiding in the 

drapery. Tell no one. (Opens the drapes. MOXIE tumbles ON into 
his arms. [NOTE:  Drape should be accessible to backstage so 
that MOXIE can take her position just before her appearance.] 
BERNARD goes into a pose of alarm.) Oh, good heavens! I need 
some help here!

WALLABYE:  Is she dead? (BERNARD goes into “The Scream” pose.)
BUTLER:  No, she’s just unconscious. (BERNARD goes back to the 

pose of alarm.)
WILLINGFORD:  This calls for the Girl Guides. Come, Miss Wallabye, 

let’s get her onto the couch. (They ALL help pick MOXIE up and 
carry her to the couch. She is still unconscious.)

WALLABYE:  There we go! Head between the knees! (Puts MOXIE’S 
head between her knees.)

WILLINGFORD:  No, no! We have to raise the legs to get blood to her 
head. (They put MOXIE on her back and put her legs up.)

WALLABYE:  They won’t stay up. (They stand on opposite sides of 
the couch, pushing and pulling MOXIE as her legs continue to go 
up and down.)

BUTLER:  Why don’t we—
COLONEL:  In the army, we learned to walk it off!
WALLABYE:  How can you walk it off when you’re unconscious?
BUTLER:  Perhaps we should—
COLONEL:  Pick her up. We’ll walk her around until she comes to. 

(They attempt to with no success. Finally BUTLER speaks up.)
BUTLER:  We have a doctor in the kitchen. Perhaps we should have 

him help?
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COLONEL:  We didn’t have doctors in the kitchen in the army. We 
helped ourselves.

WILLINGFORD:  Please get the doctor, Mr. Butler.
BUTLER:  Dr. Pilz! We need you! (EXITS UP LEFT.)
WALLABYE:  Perhaps we should put her back on the couch. (They do 

so as BUTLER, PILZ, LENNY, GREER and MINNIE ENTER UP 
LEFT. COOK, WHITE, PEABODY and RIVIERA follow.  BETTYE 
ENTERS LEFT. ALL rush ONSTAGE and surround the couch. 
RIVIERA and BETTYE end up standing DOWN LEFT on either 
side of BERNARD.)

COOK:  What’s going on here? We were just about to sing “Edelweiss.” 
That’s my personal favorite.

RIVIERA: (On one side of BERNARD.) Bernard, I’ve missed you!
BETTYE: (On the other side of BERNARD.) Bernard, could I see you 

privately, please? (BERNARD shakes his head “no.”)
BUTLER:  Moxie tumbled out of the drapes.
BETTYE:  What?
PEABODY:  I knew something bad would happen! (Dramatic pause.)

It was in the cards. (They ALL crowd around the couch.)
WHITE:  Give her air! (They ALL back off and begin fanning air towards 

the couch. PEABODY fans with her scarf, a GUEST might grab a 
magazine, COOK, a spoon from her apron pocket, etc.)

PILZ:  She’s dead! (ALL crowd in.)
WHITE:  She’s not dead! Give her air! (ALL back off, fanning her—

BETTYE possibly fanning herself.)
PILZ:  Mr. White. May I speak to you privately?
WHITE: (Crosses DOWNSTAGE to PILZ!) Dr. Pilz, Moxie needs our 

help.
PILZ:  She’s beyond our help. She’s dead! (ALL crowd in and surround 

her.)
WHITE:  I don’t think she’s dead. Back off, I tell you! (ALL pull away.)
PEABODY:  Listen to Mr. White, everybody. He’s the smart one.
PILZ:  Cut off one wrong leg one time, and your reputation is ruined!
MOXIE: (Comes to.) What? Where am I?
MINNIE:  She’s alive! (ALL crowd in.)
PILZ:  I’ve brought her back to life!
PEABODY:  Shut up, Pilz.
GREER:  Are you all right, dear?
MOXIE:  I—
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BUTLER:  What were you doing in the drapes? That’s my hiding 
place!

MOXIE:  The last thing I remember—
WALLABYE:  There’s a note on the couch here! (Picks up the note.)
WILLINGFORD:  Good eye, Miss Wallabye! It must have been in 

Moxie’s pocket.
WALLABYE:  Thanks to my Girl Guide training!
WALLABYE/WILLINGFORD:  “Girl Guides:  Always at the Ready— 

Willing, Strong and Steady!” (They do an elaborate “Girl Guide” 
salute.)

BETTYE: (Aside to BERNARD.) I need to speak to you. (BERNARD
shakes his head “no.”)

COLONEL: (Looks over WALLABYE’S shoulder.) The note says, 
“Death is nigh.” (PEABODY screams and faints. BERNARD and 
OTHERS carry her to the couch.)

MINNIE:  Nigh? What does “nigh” mean?
COOK:  Near. Death is near. (MINNIE screams and faints. They bring 

her to the couch. SOUND EFFECT:  A KNOCK on the UP RIGHT 
door. Mounting panic.) Death is at the door!

LENNY:  Mommy! (Faints. ALL scream, gasp, etc. They carry him to 
the couch, squeeze him in with MOXIE, PEABODY and MINNIE. 
The more awkward they look the better—a pile of bodies!)

COOK:  Oh, good heavens, they’re dropping like ! ies. (SOUND
EFFECT:  MORE KNOCKING.)

GREER:  Get the door, Mr. Butler. That is your job.
BUTLER:  No. (SOUND EFFECT:  MORE KNOCKING. ALL are too 

afraid to answer the door.)
BETTYE: (Steps DOWN LEFT to take focus.) I am reminded of a 

particularly dark Swedish film in which I starred. It was called, 
“The Seventh Knock.” The seventh knock was fatal! (SOUND
EFFECT:  KNOCKING AGAIN!)

GREER:  Get the door, Butler, for goodness sakes!
BUTLER: (Scared.) No. (SOUND EFFECT:  KNOCKING.)
WALLABYE:  How many times was that?
WILLINGFORD:  Knock number " ve. They’ve knocked " ve times. 

(SOUND EFFECT:  KNOCKING.)
MOXIE: (Counting on her ! ngers. Whispers.) Six times. They’ve 

knocked six times!
COOK:  l’ll get the door! (Opens the UP RIGHT door. FITZ-CHARLTON 

ENTERS, furious.)
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RIVIERA:  Daddy! What are you doing here?
GREER: (Crosses UP RIGHT to greet him.) Hello, I’m Mrs. Greer. I 

run the—
FITZ-CHARLTON:  Where’s the mime? (BERNARD hides behind 

BETTYE, DOWN LEFT.)
BETTYE:  Get off of me, you louse!
FITZ-CHARLTON: (Crosses DOWN CENTER.) Get over here and 

face me like a man, you itinerant street busker! 
RIVIERA: (Brave, puts herself between FITZ-CHARLTON and 

BERNARD.) Daddy, don’t kill him, I love him!
FITZ-CHARLTON:  Over my dead body will you marry my daughter! 

At least not without a pre-nuptial agreement! (Goes after 
BERNARD, who keeps putting people between himself and FITZ-
CHARLTON. They circle around the room, weaving in and out of 
the GUESTS.)

GREER: (Tries to regain order and calm.) Mr. Fitz-Charlton, 
please—

COLONEL:  There are better ways to settle this. A duel, perhaps, at 
sunrise.

WHITE:  A duel? Are you insane?
FITZ-CHARLTON:  Get out of my way, you! You’re ! red!
WHITE:  What?
RIVIERA:  Daddy, stop it, none of these people work for you! And don’t 

beat up Bernard! Daddy, no! 
FITZ-CHARLTON: (Grabs BERNARD, who starts screaming. 

Finally notices the bodies on the couch, but still doesn’t release 
BERNARD.) Wait a minute. (BERNARD stops screaming.) Are 
those dead bodies? What kind of a place are you running here? 
You’re ! red, Mrs. Greer!

WHITE:  They’re not dead, they just fainted! (SOUND EFFECT: 
ANOTHER KNOCK.)

BUTLER:  I’ll get it. Things can’t get any worse. (Crosses UP RIGHT 
and opens the door.)

INSPECTOR: (ENTERS UP RIGHT, gun drawn. Shouts.) Everybody
freeze! (They do, except for GREER. FITZ-CHARLTON lets go 
of BERNARD, who starts to fall then freezes in a funny position 
mid-fall.)

GREER:  It’s the inspector!
ALL:  The inspector! (They ALL relax. BERNARD completes his fall, 

then stands up again.)
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INSPECTOR:  I said freeze! With your hands up! (ALL put hands up, 
except FITZ-CHARLTON, who grabs BERNARD as he puts his 
hands up.)

COOK: (Crosses to the INSPECTOR and begins to ! irt. FITZ-
CHARLTON drops BERNARD, who then tries to hide behind 
furniture, under the desk, etc.) Oh, Inspector, how nice to see you. 
Would you like a spot of tea?

INSPECTOR:  Not right now, thank you. All right, put your hands 
down slowly. (ALL put hands down. FITZ-CHARLTON looks for 
BERNARD, who continues to evade him.)

COOK:  Nice gun, Inspector. Maybe a liver and sausage sandwich?
INSPECTOR:  No, I don’t want a liver and sausage sandwich! I heard 

screaming and— (Sees bodies.) Egad! A pile of dead bodies! Put 
your hands up! (They do.) Back away from the bodies! (ALL start 
to back away.) Nobody move! (ALL stop, uncertain, mid-stride.)

BUTLER: (Aside to GREER.) Somebody’s been watching way too 
many American cop shows.

MOXIE:  I’ve never seen him carry a gun before.
GREER:  I’m pretty sure this is his ! rst time.
WHITE:  Inspector, they’re not dead, they’ve just fainted.
INSPECTOR:  All right, everybody. Put your hands down. It seems 

no one is in immediate danger. (ALL put their hands down. Puts 
gun in holster. Doesn’t see that FITZ-CHARLTON has found 
BERNARD and has gotten his hands around his neck. BERNARD 
makes some desperate sounds, and FITZ-CHARLTON lets him 
go when the INSPECTOR turns around. BERNARD immediately 
hides.)

PILZ:  We need something strong-smelling to wake them up.
BUTLER:  Cook’s potato and sardine stew is particularly pungent 

today.
COOK:  Why, thank you, Mr. Butler. That’s sweet. I’ll get it. (Begins to 

EXIT UP LEFT.) Would you like some, Inspector?
INSPECTOR:  No, thank you, Mrs. Cook. I’m on duty here.
COOK:  It’s a ! ne man who puts his duty ! rst. A ! ne, ! ne man. (EXITS

UP LEFT, then RE-ENTERS with a large pot of stew.)
GREER:  Inspector Barish, we’ve been threatened.
COLONEL:  With a death note!
MOXIE:  That’s why people were fainting. And I was kidnapped and 

thrown into the drapes. Then I tumbled out with that note in my 
pocket.
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INSPECTOR: (To WALLABYE.) Let me see that. (WALLABYE gives 
him the note.) Hmmm.

COOK:  Here you go. (Holds the bowl under the noses of PEABODY, 
MINNIE and LENNY, who immediately come to, reacting to the 
nauseating smell by coughing, saying “eww” or “gross,” etc.)

INSPECTOR:  Tell us what happened, Moxie. (Pulls out a pad and pen 
from his pocket and begins taking notes.)

MOXIE:  The last thing I remember, I was dusting the drapes. And the 
next thing I remember, I was on the couch. And that note fell out 
of my pocket.

FITZ-CHARLTON:  Come on, Riviera, we’re leaving!
RIVIERA:  But, Daddy—
INSPECTOR:  I’m afraid no one can leave. The wind has whipped the 

sea into frenzy. I was on the last ferryboat to the island. The last 
for the day. (Dramatic pause.) No one can leave.

COOK: (Flirts.) Which means you’ll be spending the night, Inspector?
INSPECTOR:  Yes, it does, Mrs. Cook.
FITZ-CHARLTON:  We can leave. I ! ew my helicopter here. Come 

on, Riviera. (SOUND EFFECT:  TREMENDOUS CRASHING from 
OFF UP RIGHT.)

INSPECTOR: (Whips out his gun.) Freeze!
BUTLER: (Peeking behind curtains as if looking outside.) It’s just 

the old oak tree, Inspector. I’m afraid it has fallen onto Mr. Fitz-
Charlton’s helicopter.

FITZ-CHARLTON:  Oh, no! Butler, you’re " red!
RIVIERA:  Daddy, you’re embarrassing me!
INSPECTOR:  Now then. We’re all staying, and I will start with a tour of 

the premises. (LIGHTS GO DOWN. Alarmed reactions from ALL.) 
Don’t panic! The wind probably knocked down a power line.

GREER:  What do we do now, Inspector?
INSPECTOR:  We are going to stay put. Until I inspect the premises, 

no one goes anywhere. It’s late. Maybe we should all just bed 
down for the night.

MINNIE:  Let’s move the couch to the window so there’s room for 
everyone to lie down on the ! oor. (MINNIE, MOXIE and GREER 
move the couch. EVERYONE is stumbling around in the dark 
during the following lines.)

FITZ-CHARLTON:  Riviera, where are you? Where’s that mime? 
(BERNARD changes his hiding place, despite the fact that the 
room is dark.)
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PEABODY:  Oh! I beg your pardon!
INSPECTOR:  What’s going on?
FITZ-CHARLTON:  I’m sorry—excuse me—
WILLINGFORD:  Get your hands off of me!
INSPECTOR:  I have a gun! (SOUND EFFECT:  GUN GOES OFF in 

the dark. ALL scream.) I’m okay! It’s just a ! esh wound! Ow.
COLONEL:  Riviera, get over to your dad before someone gets 

killed!
RIVIERA:  No.
FITZ-CHARLTON:  I’ll buy you a chateau in southern France.
RIVIERA:  Okay.
BERNARD:  Hey!
RIVIERA:  Bernard, you spoke! For me! That is so romantic. But I’ve 

always wanted a chateau in southern France, so I’ll see you in the 
morning. Good night, Bernard!

INSPECTOR:  Oh, that smarts. No one else move the rest of the night. 
(LIGHTS DIM to BLACK. SOUND EFFECT:  LULLABY MUSIC 
PLAYS. In the darkness, BERNARD moves behind or under the 
couch, unseen.)

End of Scene One
Scene Two

LIGHTS UP:  INSPECTOR sleeps in the chair at the UP RIGHT desk, 
then suddenly wakes up and looks sharply around. EVERYONE is 
sleeping in very awkward positions in chairs, back to back on the 
couch, on the ! oor, etc. BERNARD is out of sight behind or under the 
couch.
INSPECTOR: (Crosses to GREER and whispers.) Mrs. Greer, wake 

up. The electricity’s back. Before anyone wakes up, let’s tour the 
premises. Maybe we’ll " nd a clue as to who wrote that note. Or, 
perhaps we’ll " nd a villain lurking upstairs. (COOK and COLONEL 
wake up.)

GREER:  All right. (Gets up and begins to cross LEFT as if to EXIT, 
then stops to witness the following exchange.)

COOK: (Crosses to the INSPECTOR.) I’ll come too, Inspector.
INSPECTOR:  No. Everyone else is to stay here. You make sure 

everyone stays in this room!
COOK: (Awe-struck.) You mean, like a deputy?
INSPECTOR:  Yes, Mrs. Cook, like a deputy.
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PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES
ONSTAGE:  Drape or curtain, reception desk (which holds papers, 

telephone, pen holder with pens, ledger), two arm chairs with side 
table (which holds a stack of scripts and a glass of water), purse 
with stuffed dog peeking out, couch big enough to ! t four people, 
coffee table (which holds a box of tissues concealing a small video 
camera, a stack of tarot cards, magazines, books, etc.), " oor mat, 
two chairs, table with checkerboard and pieces, " oor lamp, serving 
station (which holds tray of glasses, pitcher and tray of cookies).

BROUGHT ON, Scene One:
Duster, nail ! le (MINNIE)
Firewood, letter, " ower [in his pocket] (LENNY)
Backpack with rope (WILLINGFORD)
Backpack with ski cap and gag (WALLABYE)
Backpack (COLONEL)
Note (MOXIE)
Gun in holster, pen, writing pad (INSPECTOR)
Spoon, pot of “stew” (COOK)

BROUGHT ON, Scene Two:
Tray and coffee mugs, tissues (COOK)
Note (BERNARD)
Axe, large key ring with tag that reads “WOODSHED” in large 

letters (LENNY)
Ski cap, gag, rope (INSPECTOR)
Two tissues (COOK)

SOUND EFFECTS
Phone ringing, knocking, crashing sounds, gun! re, lullaby music.

COSTUMES
COOK wears an apron.
FITZ-CHARLTON dresses like a business man—think Donald Trump.
INSPECTOR wears a badge on his shirt. Might wear trench coat.
COLONEL dresses in military garb and has a whistle around his 

neck.
PEABODY is very richly dressed, with scarves and artsy wear.
RIVIERA is very stylishly attired and always carries her dog around as 

if it were an accessory to her out! t.
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this script sample. 
We encourage you to read the entire script before making 
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