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DOWNTON ZOMBIE

By WADE BRADFORD

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Speaking)

# of lines

MISS SARAH ...................... friendly, kind-hearted parlor maid 60
LADY BRAMPTON ............... wealthy, elegant woman who only 49 

respects those in her social class
LORD BRAMPTON ............... pompous, often oblivious lord of 75 

the manor
MR. HOPKINS .................... diligent butler 98
DURGAL ............................ gruff, sour-faced doorman 20
MARY ................................ mousy young maid 5
MRS. COOK ....................... feisty, strong-willed woman who 10 

knows her way around the kitchen
PETUNIA THE ZOMBIE ......... newly-hired servant 12
DOWAGER COUNTESS
 CREEPLEY ........................ old yet very flirtatious aristocrat; 28 

Lord Brampton’s mother
LORD GOSFORD ................. snobby friend of Lord Brampton 29
CHARLOTTE ....................... wife of Mr. Gosford 23

SETTING
Time:  Late 1800s.
Place:  The dining room of Brampton House, a lavish manor.

SET DESCRIPTION
At LEFT, there is a dining room table covered by a floor length tablecloth 
and surrounded by five chairs. There is a large cushioned armchair with 
an additional pillow RIGHT. A long rug is outstretched DOWNSTAGE of 
this chair. There is an entryway STAGE RIGHT that leads to the front 
door, coat room, parlor and other rooms. A door STAGE LEFT leads to 
the kitchen, wine cellar and servant’s entry. Other optional decorative 
items adorn the room to suggest a lavish appearance.
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DOWNTON ZOMBIE

AT RISE:  LADY BRAMPTON sits at the table, reading a newspaper. 
SARAH ENTERS LEFT with a tea tray.
SARAH:  Mrs. Cook says we’re fresh out of strawberries, but we do 

have raspberries, milady. I hope that will do.
LADY BRAMPTON:  It will suffice for today, Sarah, but do remind her 

to keep our pantry in better supply. I don’t want tonight’s guests to 
have opulence and variety.

SARAH:  (Pours and serves tea.) Yes, milady. (Glances at the newspaper.) 
Oh, dear, that’s a gruesome sort of headline.

LADY BRAMPTON:  “Mysterious plague strikes North America.” 
Dreadful news, dreadful. Well, that’s what comes from rebellion. I 
imagine those Yankee Doodle dandies wish they were still part of 
the British Empire.

SARAH:  You don’t think there’s a chance it will cross the pond, do 
you?

LADY BRAMPTON:  Fear not, my fragile little maid. I am certain that 
with the combined barrier of the Atlantic Ocean and English 
customs officers, the epidemic won’t worm its way into our quaint 
country manor. Besides, from what I understand, this illness is not 
as fearful as the headlines would suggest.

SARAH:  But I thought that people were dying.
LADY BRAMPTON:  That’s how it seems at first, but after a few 

minutes, they wake up again, right as rain and walking about.
SARAH:  Oh, well, that is a relief. Anything else, milady?
LADY BRAMPTON:  Get out the leashes and have the doorman ready 

the corgis. Tell them their mommy will be taking them for a walk 
around the garden.

SARAH:  Yes, milady. (Takes tea tray and EXITS RIGHT.)
LORD BRAMPTON:  (ENTERS LEFT, flustered. He is followed ON by 

HOPKINS.) These aren’t my original cufflinks, Hopkins.
HOPKINS:  I would never disagree with you, sir.
LORD BRAMPTON:  They are forgeries. Why, they might even be made 

out of fool’s gold, mightn’t they?
HOPKINS:  I am neither an expert in gold nor fools, sir.
LORD BRAMPTON:  True, Hopkins, but you are an expert when it 

comes to the servants. I want you to find out if someone has 
unscrupulously exchanged my genuine cufflinks with an imitation.

LADY BRAMPTON:  It was probably the doorman.
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LORD BRAMPTON:  Durgal is a loyal companion. I trust him with my 
life.

LADY BRAMPTON:  Yes, yes, he fought by your side during the War, 
running errands for you up and down those filthy trenches so that 
you could stay in your tent with the rest of the officers. And now he 
is ever so thankful to have a job polishing your boots. Why would 
he feel slighted?

LORD BRAMPTON:  Precisely! Well said as always, my dear. Now, 
Hopkins, when you do find the culprit, see that he—

LADY BRAMPTON:  Or she—
LORD BRAMPTON:  —is properly dispatched.
HOPKINS:  Shall I notify the constable, sir?
LORD BRAMPTON:  Certainly not. I don’t want a scandal. What would 

people say if they found out that the Lord of Brampton employs 
thieves? Ah, and speaking of employment, has the new parlor 
maid arrived?

HOPKINS:  Not yet, sir.
LORD BRAMPTON:  Make certain you show me her credentials before 

taking her on. It is not that I don’t trust your management skills, 
Hopkins. It’s just that in light of this cufflink atrocity, I want to 
make certain we are hiring the utmost in servitude.

HOPKINS:  I understand, sir.
DURGAL:  (ENTERS RIGHT.) The hounds are leashed and ready for their 

walk, milady.
LORD BRAMPTON:  Mildred, are you to be stomping about with those 

beasts? Now? When guests will be arriving? What about all the 
arrangements?

LADY BRAMPTON:  I trust that Hopkins will see to everything, as per 
usual. (SARAH ENTERS RIGHT with a coat for LADY BRAMPTON.)

HOPKINS:  I will do my best, milady.
LADY BRAMPTON:  When do you anticipate the new parlor maid’s 

arrival?
HOPKINS:  In short time, milady. (SARAH helps LADY BRAMPTON with 

her coat.)
LADY BRAMPTON:  I am looking forward to her service. She comes 

to us from Downton Abbey, and you know how well-behaved their 
servants are. She might teach you a thing or two, Sarah.

SARAH:  Yes, milady.
LADY BRAMPTON:  At the very least, she should be better than the 

last one. What was her name?
SARAH:  Joan.
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LADY BRAMPTON:  Joan. Yes, that’s the one… always with her head 
in the clouds, talking nonsense about her dreams. And then she 
runs off for no reason at all. Not even leaving a note behind.

SARAH:  (Pulls out a crumpled letter.) But she did leave a note. 
Remember, milady? I tried to show it to you. It says, “Forgive me, 
but I must escape. The end is coming. We are all doomed. The 
dead have awakened and now they walk among the—”

LADY BRAMPTON:  That’ll do, Sarah. It’s too early for such 
ridiculousness. See that you throw that drivel into the trash, and 
let’s never of speak of that poor, demented girl again.

SARAH:  Yes, milady. (EXITS LEFT. LORD BRAMPTON sits in the 
cushioned chair.)

LADY BRAMPTON:  Are you joining me, Reginald?
LORD BRAMPTON:  But I just sat down.
LADY BRAMPTON:  Well, you can just stand up. A walk around the 

grounds will do you good.
LORD BRAMPTON:  Oh, very well.
DURGAL:  I gave the hounds a bubble bath yesterday afternoon. They 

are nice and clean for you, milady. Oh, and I took the liberty of 
clipping their nails.

LADY BRAMPTON:  They are not hounds, Durgal. How many times 
must I explain?

LORD BRAMPTON:  Corgis, hounds, they’re still dogs.
LADY BRAMPTON:  And they need fresh air.
LORD BRAMPTON:  Hopkins, while we’re out, please keep an eye on 

my mother and make certain she remains sober.
HOPKINS:  Of course, sir. (LORD and LADY BRAMPTON EXIT RIGHT.)
DURGAL:  I treat her poodles like royalty.
HOPKINS:  They are not poodles.
DURGAL:  And has she ever given me a single “Thank you, Durgal,” or 

“Keep up the good work, Durgal”? No, not one! (SARAH ENTERS 
LEFT.)

HOPKINS:  (Noble.) We do not do this for the praise.
DURGAL:  (Gruff, playful.) Right! We do it ’cause it pays!
HOPKINS:  That is quite enough, Mr. Durgal. Would you please summon 

the rest of the servants?
DURGAL:  (As he EXITS LEFT.) Gather ’round, everyone. Time for yet 

another inspirational speech by our one and only butler. (He’s OUT.)
HOPKINS:  He seems more sarcastic than usual.
SARAH:  Never mind him, Mr. Hopkins. I admire your speeches.
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HOPKINS:  Do you? (DURGAL ENTERS LEFT with MRS. COOK and 
MARY. As HOPKINS speaks to them, DURGAL becomes bored and 
fiddles with something in his jacket pocket.) Ah, good, here we 
are. As you know, the master’s guests will be arriving in due time, 
and we are to make certain we provide everyone with the level 
of professionalism I have come to expect from all of you. (Sees 
DURGAL fidgeting.) Mr. Durgal.

DURGAL:  What? I’m listening. I’m professional!
HOPKINS:  Then why are you fiddling about with your pocket?
DURGAL:  (Stops fiddling.) Nothing. Sorry. Please continue.
HOPKINS:  And as you may or may not know, we are expecting a new 

parlor maid.
MARY:  Does this mean Miss Joan won’t be returning to us?
MRS. COOK:  Good riddance, I say! Always cluttering up the kitchen, 

pestering me about those dreams of hers, and then the worst of 
it is that letter that you showed me, Miss Sarah. Can you believe 
the girl’s insanity?

HOPKINS:  Miss Sarah, have you shown the letter to the entire staff?
SARAH:  They were all so curious— (She is interrupted by several thick, 

slow KNOCKS from OFF RIGHT.)
HOPKINS:  Who could that be? (Checks his pocket watch.) It is too 

early for the guests to arrive.
SARAH:  Perhaps it’s the new maid.
HOPKINS:  (Crosses RIGHT to answer the door.) Someone of her 

experience would know better than to… (He’s OFF. PETUNIA, 
wearing a maid’s outfit and a traveling coat, lurches IN RIGHT. She 
has a ghoulish, dead look on her face and makes a guttural noise. 
HOPKINS follows her ON, flustered.) I’m sorry, miss, but you can’t 
simply walk into som— (PETUNIA turns and stares at him. He and 
the other SERVANTS do not realize she is a zombie. She grips a 
crumpled piece of paper.) Are you Miss Petunia?

PETUNIA:  Urrrgg-ggg-ggg-ggghhhhh.
HOPKINS:  (To OTHERS.) Oh, dear, I think she’s Scottish. (To PETUNIA.) 

Miss Petunia, I am certain you are aware that a dignified house 
such as this does not condone potential servants just barging 
in through the front door. You should have used the servant’s 
entrance, and you should have waited to be invited into this 
household.

PETUNIA:  Brrrains.
HOPKINS:  Yes, use your brains next time, young lady. You want to 

make a good first impression, don’t you? Now, go back out and 
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round to the servant’s entrance, and Miss Sarah will attend to you 
presently. (Guides her OFF RIGHT.)

DURGAL:  Oh, she’s a feisty one! I like her. (HOPKINS RE-ENTERS 
RIGHT.) And what is that fragrance she was wearing?

MRS. COOK:  She smelled like a dead cat.
HOPKINS:  Well, she has traveled a long way. Let’s not get too attached, 

though. Her employment is the decision of Lord Brampton. Now, 
let’s all attend to our duties.

MRS. COOK:  That fish ain’t going to cook itself. (DURGAL, MRS. COOK 
and MARY EXIT LEFT. SARAH is about to leave as well, but HOPKINS 
motions for her to stay.)

HOPKINS:  Miss Sarah.
SARAH:  Yes, Mr. Hopkins? (As they speak, DOWAGER COUNTESS 

CREEPLEY ENTERS RIGHT and slowly tiptoes up toward HOPKINS, 
unseen.)

HOPKINS:  I thought we had agreed not to fret about Miss Joan’s 
unfortunate note. Surely, the poor girl was driven to madness by 
those strange dreams.

SARAH:  But what if they weren’t dreams, Mr. Hopkins? What if 
they were premonitions? (Unnoticed, DOWAGER moves behind 
HOPKINS.)

HOPKINS:  My dear Miss Sarah, if the world were to come to an end, 
I can think of no better place to hide away than Brampton House. 
Here, everything is safe, secure and there are rarely any surprises. 
(DOWAGER pinches or hugs HOPKINS.)

HOPKINS:  Oh! Madam!
SARAH:  Why, Mr. Hopkins! You seem to have stumbled into the path 

of the Dowager Countess.
DOWAGER:  (Gives HOPKINS a squeeze, not letting go.) Oh, my little 

Hoppykins! My clumsy little butler. What am I to do with you?
HOPKINS:  You could unhand me, dear lady. I am afraid, as usual, that 

I must point out that this is not appropriate behavior.
SARAH:  He’s right, madam. You shouldn’t carry on this way in public.
DOWAGER:  (To HOPKINS.) She’s right. Let’s go carry on this way in 

private.
SARAH:  Splendid idea, don’t you agree, Hoppykins?
HOPKINS:  (Untangles himself from her embrace.) Oh, madam, my 

heart wants to say yes, but my stomach says no.
DOWAGER:  Fine! If you insist on jilting me yet again, then at least 

ease my pain and bring me a drink.
HOPKINS:  Miss Sarah will serve you a cup of tea.
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DOWAGER:  Oh, but I want a beverage, a libation, a spirit, a— Oh, how 
do the French say it? I want some booze.

SARAH:  (Leads her away.) We promised your son that we would keep 
you away from alcohol.

DOWAGER:  Fine. No alcohol. Just bring me a beer. (Follows SARAH 
OFF LEFT.)

HOPKINS:  (Composes himself, wipes off his brow with a handkerchief. 
There are more loud, thick KNOCKS from OFF RIGHT. Checks his 
pocket watch.) Now, who in the devil— (Crosses RIGHT. PETUNIA 
APPEARS in the entryway RIGHT with the same creepy expression 
on her face. Before she can fully ENTER, HOPKINS stands in the 
doorway, blocking her path.) Miss Petunia? Did you not understand 
my instructions? You were to enter through the servant’s door. 
(Looks around.) The lord and lady of the house will return any 
moment, so you best come in, just this one time. (PETUNIA staggers 
IN.) Not the most graceful maid I’ve ever seen. And you don’t seem 
to follow directions. You are not off to a good beginning here at 
Brampton House. (PETUNIA wanders around the place, smelling the 
air. By the time HOPKINS has finished his sentence, she senses him 
as prey and lurches toward him with her hands out.)

PETUNIA:  Urrrrrggggh.
HOPKINS:  (Notices the paper still in her hand.) Ah, you want to give me 

your references. Let’s have a look. (Tries to take the piece of paper, 
but she does not loosen her grip.) It’s all right. You may show me 
your credentials. If you would simply loosen your— (The paper rips. 
PETUNIA tumbles past him, flailing her arms about, and stumbles 
into a chair, knocking it over.) Was that really necessary? (Races to 
put the chair upright again.)

PETUNIA:  (Snarls.) Auuggggrrrhhhhh! (Crawls around on the floor.)
HOPKINS:  Don’t be cross with me, young lady. Miss Petunia, it is as 

clear as a crystal goblet, that you are unsuitable for this position. 
Therefore, it is my sad duty to—

LORD BRAMPTON:  (ENTERS RIGHT.) Excellent, our new parlor maid 
has arrived! (Notices PETUNIA crawling toward him.) Already 
scrubbing the floor! That’s a good lass. (She claws at his boots.) 
No need to shine my boots. That’s Durgal’s job.

HOPKINS:  (Lifts PETUNIA to her feet, containing her as she lurches 
about.) Unfortunately, sir, I have determined that Miss Petunia will 
not make an acceptable parlor maid.

LORD BRAMPTON:  That’s jumping to conclusions, don’t you think?
PETUNIA:  Uuuggggghhhhh!
LORD BRAMPTON:  See, now you’ve gone and upset the poor lass.
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HOPKINS:  Sir, she stinks of rotten flesh.
LORD BRAMPTON:  Most servants do, Hopkins. You’ve just grown 

accustomed to the smell. Now, I told you, dear butler, that I wanted 
to see this person’s references before a decision is made. Where 
are they?

HOPKINS:  (Hands over the ripped paper.) Here is half of them.
LORD BRAMPTON:  Where’s the other half? (Spots them on the floor.) 

Ah! (Bends down to pick up the paper. HOPKINS has let go of 
PETUNIA, who seems to have steadied herself. She makes a hissing 
sound and leans forward to bite LORD BRAMPTON’S head as he 
reaches for the paper. HOPKINS, alarmed by this, yanks her back, 
standing her up straight. LORD BRAMPTON stands back up and 
puts the pages together.) Did you rip up these pages, Hopkins?

HOPKINS:  Inadvertently, sir.
LORD BRAMPTON:  (Moves DOWNSTAGE of them as he reads and nods 

approvingly.) Oh, I see. You’re jealous, Hopkins!
HOPKINS:  Jealous? (PETUNIA is now, slowly but surely, trying to overtake 

HOPKINS. During this scene, HOPKINS is keeping her away, all the 
while paying complete attention to his master.)

LORD BRAMPTON:  According to this, she comes highly recommended. 
So, I suspect you saw her glowing recommendation and ripped up 
the letter because you were afraid of a little friendly competition.

HOPKINS:  (Grabs a chair from the dining table and uses it like a lion 
tamer to keep PETUNIA at bay.) That is not what happened, sir.

LORD BRAMPTON:  (Still without looking at Hopkins.) Hopkins! I thought 
you said you would never disagree with me.

HOPKINS:  (Still struggling with the chair and PETUNIA.) I am not 
disagreeing with you—

LORD BRAMPTON:  (Looks at the paper, not paying attention to 
PETUNIA.) Glad to hear it. Then, we agree that we should at least 
give her a chance. Tell me, Miss Petunia, what is your strongest 
quality as a servant?

PETUNIA:  Brrrraaains.
LORD BRAMPTON:  Ah, very good. I do like my servants to be intelligent. 

What personal quality of yours needs the most improvement?
PETUNIA:  Brrraaains!
LORD BRAMPTON:  (To HOPKINS.) You see how humble she is? She 

knows she still has much to learn. Hopkins, she’ll make a perfect 
addition to this house.

HOPKINS:  (Pushes her up against the wall or table.) She is full of 
energy, sir, however—

           
           

  
           
    

          
         

       
              

         
             

           
        

         
      

   
           
             

            
       

          
        

              
          

    
      

       
     

            

          
        
          

             
       

         
          

         
              

End of script sample.



23

             

             
            

               
             
  

           
         

    
     

       
            

            
          

 
    

           
             

             
        
    

            
 

            
           

             
         
       

           

           
 

            
           

          
   

             
     
  

PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES ONSTAGE
Large table with tablecloth, several chairs, large cushioned chair with 
pillows, large rug, optional other decorative items.

PROPERTIES BROUGHT ON
Newspaper (LADY BRAMPTON)
Tea tray with teapot and cup and saucer, coat, crumpled letter, tray of 

silverware, medicine bottle, spoon (SARAH)
Pocket watch, handkerchief, bottle of champagne, bottle of brandy, 

umbrella (HOPKINS)
Crumpled paper (PETUNIA)
Gold cufflinks, two fake arms (DURGAL)
Large covered tray of hors d’oeuvres (MRS. COOK)
Fake leg (MARY)
Bottle of medicine (DOWAGER)

SOUND EFFECTS
Doorbell.

COSTUME SUGGESTIONS

HOPKINS and DURGAL wear stuffy tuxedos and white gloves. Both 
servants will later need matching, but disheveled tuxedo coats.

MRS. COOK should wear an apron. After she is “zombified,” she should 
have an apron with knife handles and blades sticking out of it.

SARAH and MARY should wear maid uniforms. MARY’S skirt should be 
fairly long and full to allow her to hide one leg and appear one-legged.

LORD and LADY BRAMPTON, DOWAGER, GOSFORD and CHARLOTTE, 
should be wearing opulent evening wear of British aristocrats of the 
late 1800s.

PETUNIA should wear a disheveled maid uniform. She also wears a 
traveling coat when she first appears.

All characters that become zombies should have disheveled, ripped 
clothing and makeup to reflect their zombie state. DURGAL will have to 
do this under the table while onstage. Have fun with this as the more 
zombie-like they are, the more funny the non-zombies’ obliviousness 
to their state of being is.
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