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MURDER AT CROOKED HOUSE

Book by TIM KELLY
Music and Lyrics by BILL FRANCOEUR

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Appearance)

# of lines

BUM* .................................intruder n/a
REBECCA FITZWILLIAM ........landlady of Crooked House 148
JEEVES ...............................old butler; totally confused 46
SHIRLEY .............................young maid n/a
FAY STRANGE ......................strange young actress 73
ANGUISH CRISPIE ...............writes mystery plays 65
MARK PALEGRAVE ...............eccentric young man; interested 55 

in orchids and bugs
PENNY RUSSELL .................distraught young bride 76
DELIVERY PERSON ..............anyone for pizza? 21
HERCULES PORRIDGE .........the famous Hoboken detective 165 

(well, almost)
LEON RUSSELL* .................corpse 5
BRIDGET MORIARTY ............doomed visitor 27
DETECTIVE BOBBY ..............city police 88
OFFICER MULLIGAN .............Bobby’s partner 63
COLONEL CHUTNEY .............bizarre neighbor 33
STUDENT ONE ....................aspiring investigative reporter 13
STUDENT TWO ....................another 9
STUDENT THREE .................another 8
NURSE PAYNE .....................not what the doctor ordered 30
*Role of BUM and LEON RUSSELL are played by the same actor.

SETTING
TIME:  In the good ol’ days… that is, modern times just before 
computers and cell phones were common. From one dark and stormy 
night to the next.
PLACE:  Crooked House, an old mansion converted into a boarding hotel.
Crooked House is a Victorian monstrosity. We see the main room, 
which has six entrances/exits. DOWN RIGHT leads to the dining room 
and kitchen. STAGE RIGHT leads to the library. Across the UPSTAGE 
space is the entry hallway with the UP RIGHT path leading to the front 

SET DESIGN
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door and UP LEFT leading upstairs. (If possible, we could see some 
stairs.) STAGE LEFT are French doors that lead to the grounds. Finally, 
the exit DOWN LEFT leads to a solarium, a room for growing tropical 
plants, ferns and orchids. This entryway is practically obscured by a 
large potted fern or bush.

A fireplace with an empty vase on the mantel is on the STAGE RIGHT 
wall. An ottoman or low upholstered bench is placed in front of 
fireplace. On one side of the entry hallway is a standing floor lamp with 
a large shade. A desk with a telephone and chair is STAGE LEFT. A sofa 
is RIGHT CENTER. Behind the sofa is a table with a vase of flowers or 
a fern arrangement. A wastebasket is to the RIGHT of the sofa. Two 
handsome chairs with a small table between them are LEFT CENTER.
The preceding describes only the basic stage properties required for 
blocking the play. To these basic items should be added “dressing”— 
that is, rugs, lamps, pictures, etc.—whatever enhances the stage 
picture. Everything looks as if it’s been in the shabby house forever—
elegance gone, faded and threadbare. The perfect setting for, say, a 
mystery by Agatha Christie.

SYNOPSIS OF SCENES

ACT ONE
Scene One:  A dark and stormy night.
Scene Two:  The following morning.

ACT TWO
Scene One:  That afternoon.
Scene Two:  That night. It’s dark and stormy again.

LEON, as the corpse, wears glasses, a business suit, and a vest.

BRIDGET MORIARTY wears a tailored suit and a tiny hat that looks 
both chic and expensive.
DETECTIVE BOBBY is dressed exactly like HERCULES in trench coat 
and fedora.

OFFICER MULLIGAN can also be dressed in trench coat and hat. Or, 
she can wear a full uniform including police revolver.

COLONEL CHUTNEY is dressed in tweeds and wears boots.
STUDENTS dress like your everyday college students.
NURSE PAYNE wears a white nurse’s uniform. May have braids on top 
of her head.

PACING
The SIMULTANEOUS ACTION scene that ends Scene One of ACT TWO 
deserves special rehearsal attention. The hilarious action must go 
like clockwork. The blocking will require drilling, but the end result will 
prove well worth the extra attention.

Throughout the play, there must be no dead spots, no pauses, no 
waits. Something is always happening on stage. As soon as one 
character exits, another character is making an entrance. Work on a 
brisk flow of action.

AUTHOR’S NOTE
The characters should all be exaggerated. Don’t try for subtlety. 
The dialogue should be spoken in a loud, direct fashion. We’re 
poking gentle fun at the classic stage mystery, and it’s the comedic 
elements that should be stressed. The “whodunit” aspects will 
take care of themselves.

FLEXIBLE CASTING
Even though BUM and LEON RUSSELL are played by the same actor, 
list two names in the program. Let the role of the BUM be played by a 
fictional actor, say “George Spelvin” for example. Use the actor’s real 
name for LEON.

DELIVERY PERSON, OFFICER MULLIGAN, and the STUDENTS can be 
played as either female or male by changing the pronouns that refer 
to them. If names for the students are wanted, simply identify them in 
the program as—MARY, LESTER, JENNIFER, etc.

For preview only.
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SEQUENCE OF MUSICAL NUMBERS

ACT ONE
MC1 Murder at Crooked
 House–Prologue ................................Ensemble
MC2 A Dilapidated Mess ...........................Rebecca, Jeeves
MC2a Hoboken Private Eye–Underscore .......Instrumental
MC3 Hoboken Private Eye ..........................Hercules, Penny
MC4 Whodunit? ........................................Hercules, Guests
MC5 Chutney’s Fighting Ragtime Band ........Chutney, Officer 

Mulligan, Rebecca, 
Detective Bobby, 
Hercules, Jeeves

MC5a Bridget Moriarty’s
 Demise-Underscore ...........................Instrumental
MC5b Whodunit?–Reprise ...........................Ensemble

ACT TWO
MC5c Entr’acte ..........................................Instrumental
MC6 On a Dark and Stormy Night ...............Anguish, Fay, 

Hercules, Jeeves, 
Mark, Penny, 
Rebecca, Detective 
Bobby, Officer 
Mulligan

MC7 What Kind of Funny Farm Is This? .......Detective Bobby, 
Officer Mulligan, 
Guests

MC7a Chase Music .....................................Instrumental
MC7b Hoboken Private Eye–Reprise .............Hercules, Guests
MC7c The Game’s Up .................................Instrumental
MC7d Murder at Crooked House–Epilogue ....Ensemble
MC7e Curtain Call–A Dilapidated Mess ........Instrumental

ACT TWO, Scene Two:
Vase with flower/fern arrangement (SHIRLEY)
Knitting bag with needles, four-foot panel of knitting (FAY)
Book (PENNY)
Magnifying glass (MARK)
Handcuffs (LEON)
Revolver (NURSE PAYNE)
Pizza box containing revolver (DELIVERY PERSON)
Bandage, sling, crutch (DETECTIVE BOBBY)

SOUND EFFECTS
Heavy rain, thunder, doorbell, telephone.

COSTUMES
BUM wears a ragged topcoat, large floppy hat, and dark sunglasses. 
He wears gloves with no fingers and overshoes that are plainly too 
large for his feet. Instead of trousers, he wears pajama bottoms.

REBECCA FITZWILLIAM wears an out-of-style dress that practically 
touches the floor. Around her neck is looped a lengthy strand of pearls. 
To compliment her dated persona, she uses a lorgnette or monocle, 
which is also draped around her neck.

JEEVES wears either formal attire (swallowtail coat), or dark trousers 
with a white steward’s jacket.

SHIRLEY wears a starched white apron over her black dress. Also a 
maid’s white cap.

FAY first appears wearing a raincoat and rain hat. Under the coat, she 
is dressed entirely in black as if she were in mourning and quickly 
dons a hat with a veil.

ANGUISH CRISPIE is a dowdy woman wearing a thick sweater and thick 
glasses. Her hair is pulled back in a bun. She wears heavy stockings 
and clunky shoes.

MARK PALEGRAVE wears a tropical sun helmet, short khaki pants and 
tube sox. He looks like a jungle explorer.

PENNY need not dress any particular way—young and modern, perhaps.

DELIVERY PERSON wears some kind of “uniform,” which means 
trousers, jacket and cap.

HERCULES PORRIDGE wears a fedora hat and trench coat or raincoat. 
Probably something from the 1940s found in a contemporary thrift 
shop. He also wears a wristwatch.
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MURDER AT CROOKED HOUSE

Prologue
HOUSELIGHTS DOWN, MUSIC CUE 1:  “Murder at Crooked House-
Prologue.” ENSEMBLE ENTERS in darkness during the pipe organ lead-
in and assembles on the forestage in front of the curtain. LIGHTS UP.
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) Murder! Murder! Murder in the night!

Best not stray too far from the light.
Mischief! Mischief! Who will misbehave?
One wrong step could send you to the grave!
Murder! Murder! What are we to do?
Who will be next? Is it you or you?
Mischief! Mischief! Everyone’s a mark.
Best not wander after dark.
Scheming, plotting, sneaking all about.
Lurking in the shadows, waiting to come out!
Cunning as a leopard, quiet as a mouse.
Sometime in the night, there’ll be a murder
At Crooked House!
Murder! Murder! Everyone is cursed!
One more soul to quench its thirst.
Mischief! Mischief! Who is on its plate?
One wrong move could seal your fate!
Murder! Murder! Who will be the next?
Legend says this house is hexed.
Mischief! Mischief! Hiding in our midst!
Who will turn up on its list?
Creeping, crawling, when you are asleep,
Roaming in the halls it never makes a peep.
Villainous rascal, violent louse,
Sometime in the night, there’ll be a murder
At Crooked House! (LIGHTS FADE to BLACK. MUSIC CONTINUES 
into next scene, ENSEMBLE EXITS LEFT and RIGHT.)

ACT ONE
Scene One

AT RISE:  Main room of Crooked House, evening. LIGHTS FLICKER 
and DIM, giving a shadowy look to establish a mysterious mood. BUM 
sneaks IN DOWN RIGHT and looks about warily. He doesn’t wish to 
be seen. From one pocket protrudes a long loaf of French bread. He 
carries a bottle of soda. The French doors stand open. He crosses 

PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES ONSTAGE
Empty vase, ottoman or low bench, floor lamp with large shade, large 
potted fern or bush, desk with chair and telephone, sofa, table with 
vase of flowers or ferns, wastebasket, two handsome chairs with table, 
additional stage dressing as desired (rugs, more lamps, pictures, etc.) 
All onstage properties should come together to create a rather shabby 
look.

PROPERTIES BROUGHT ON
ACT ONE, Scene One:

Long loaf of bread, bottle of soda (BUM)
Flowers or ferns (SHIRLEY)
Umbrella, cigarette holder, envelope with bills (FAY)
Orchid, magnifying glass, flashlight (MARK)
Book (PENNY)
Pizza box with order sheet taped on top (DELIVERY PERSON)
Optional gong and mallet (JEEVES)
Manila file folder (HERCULES)

ACT ONE, Scene Two:
Pad and pencil, wristwatch (HERCULES)
Purse (BRIDGET)
Magnifying glass, jar (MARK)
Wallet, whistle (DETECTIVE BOBBY)
Revolver (OFFICER MULLIGAN)
Rifle, knapsack with rubber chicken (COLONEL)
Handkerchief (PENNY)
Cup, saucer (ANGUISH)
Large candy box (DELIVERY PERSON)
Bamboo dart gun

ACT TWO, Scene One:
Handkerchief, revolver (OFFICER MULLIGAN)
Pads, pencils (STUDENTS)
Envelope with bills (FAY)
Towels (SHIRLEY)
Medical bag with hypodermic needle (NURSE PAYNE)
Plant (HERCULES)
Shrubbery (STUDENTS)
Two suitcases (LEON)
Whistle (DETECTIVE BOBBY)
Rifle (COLONEL)
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behind the sofa and pauses to take a long thirsty swallow of soda. 
MUSIC continues under dialogue.
REBECCA:  (Speaks from OFF UP LEFT.) Do the best you can, Jeeves.
JEEVES:  (Speaks from OFF.) You know I will, madam.
REBECCA:  (Speaks from OFF.) You’re a comfort. (BUM practically 

gags on the soda when he hears the voices, shoots a furtive look 
UPSTAGE, and escapes OUT onto the grounds via the French doors, 
STAGE LEFT. REBECCA ENTERS UP LEFT. JEEVES follows her IN. He’s 
very proper, very stuffy. Complete senility is near. The two look as 
if they were characters from a mystery or detective film from the 
1930s. Notices the dim lights.) Oh, dear. The lights again. Whenever 
there’s a storm or a hurricane, they flicker and fade.

JEEVES:  (Speaks.) I’ll call the electrician in the morning.
REBECCA:  (Speaks.) Won’t do much good. Everything here in 

Crooked House is so old and worn. Even the wiring. Not to 
mention the plumbing. (MUSIC SEGUES into MUSIC CUE 2:  “A 
Dilapidated Mess.”)
(Sings.) It’s dark! It’s cold!
It’s musty, and it reeks!

JEEVES:  (Sings.) It’s dusty and it leaks!
REBECCA:  (Sings.) It’s monstrous and it’s evil, so I’m told!

It cracks! It creaks!
It grumbles and it groans!

JEEVES:  (Sings.) It mumbles and it moans!
REBECCA:  (Sings.) It’s overrun with mice and little squeaks!

The roof is slowly crumbling,
And the chimney’s falling down.

JEEVES:  (Sings.) Perhaps a new solution—
Let’s burn it to the ground!

REBECCA:  (Sings.) This place is simply wretched.
Indeed, I do confess.

JEEVES:  (Sings.) It’s a blight upon the earth.
REBECCA/JEEVES:  (Sing.) A dilapidated mess!
REBECCA:  (Notices the open French doors, speaks.) Who left those 

doors open?
JEEVES:  (Speaks.) I’ll attend to them, Mrs. Fitzwilliam. (JEEVES walks 

slowly to the French doors, as if he had all the time in the world.)
REBECCA:  (Speaks.) Mr. Russell wasn’t due until morning. It’s 

inconsiderate of new boarders to call up at the last moment and 
change things about.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Detective Bobby!
REBECCA:  Poor man.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Never mind about me. I’m back on the case, 

and you’re all under suspicion. (SOUND EFFECT:  PHONE RINGS. 
ALL look to the desk. Thinking it’s the doorbell, SHIRLEY ENTERS 
UP LEFT and crosses OFF UP RIGHT. PHONE continues to RING until 
MUSIC CUE 7d:  “Murder at Crooked House-Epilogue.” ENSEMBLE 
lines up across Forestage.)

ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) Murder! Murder! Murder in the night!
Best not stray too far from the light.
Mischief! Mischief! Who will misbehave?
One wrong step could send you to the grave!
Murder! Murder! What are we to do?
Who will be next? Is it you or you?
Mischief! Mischief! Everyone’s a mark.
Best not wander after dark.
Scheming, plotting, sneaking all about,
Lurking in the shadows, waiting to come out.
Cunning as a leopard, quiet as a mouse,
Sometime in the night, there’ll be a murder at Crooked House! 
(CLAP of THUNDER.)

Murder! Murder! Everyone is cursed.
One more soul to quench its thirst.
Mischief! Mischief! Who is on its plate?
One wrong move could seal your fate!
Murder! Murder! Who will be the next?
Legend says this house is hexed.
Mischief! Mischief! Hiding in our midst!
Who will turn up on its list?
Creeping, crawling, when you are asleep,
Roaming through the halls, it never makes a peep.
Villainous rascal, violent louse,
Sometime in the night, there’ll be a murder at Crooked House! 
(CLAP of THUNDER. As the LIGHTS slowly DIM, the ENSEMBLE quickly 
and mysteriously EXITS RIGHT and LEFT through various doors and 
entranceways. The last ONSTAGE is JEEVES, who turns off the last 
remaining lamp or blows out a candle. Immediate BLACKOUT. CLAP 
of THUNDER. Rain continues to fade. MUSIC OUT. CURTAIN.)

END OF MUSICAL
CURTAIN CALL. MUSIC CUE 7e:  “Curtain Call—A Dilapidated Mess.”

For preview only.
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JEEVES:  (Speaks.) Yes, Mrs. Fitzwilliam. (Closes the French doors. 
LIGHTS return to NORMAL.)

REBECCA:  (Reacts and speaks.) That’s better. I don’t like it when the 
lights flicker and dim. It gives me the creeps.

JEEVES:  (Speaks.) Shall I get you something, Mrs. Fitzwilliam?
REBECCA:  (Speaks.) For what?
JEEVES:  (Speaks.) Your creeps, madam.
REBECCA:  (Speaks.) Don’t be ridiculous.

(Sings.) It’s damp! It’s dank!
JEEVES:  (Sings.) It shudders and it shakes!
REBECCA:  (Sings.) It sputters and it quakes.
JEEVES:  (Sings.) Madam, don’t forget the septic tank.
REBECCA:  (Speaks, disgusted.) Backed up again?

(Sings.) It’s drab! It’s flat!
It’s dreary and it’s dim!

JEEVES:  (Sings.) It’s eerie and it’s grim!
REBECCA/JEEVES:  (Sing.)

We might as well throw out the welcome mat!
REBECCA:  (Sings.) The walls are looking dingy.

They could use a coat of paint.
The floors are scuffed and weathered.

JEEVES:  (Sings.) The Sheraton, it ain’t!
REBECCA:  (Sings.) This place is simply morbid.

We need a new address.
JEEVES:  (Sings.) It’s a scourge upon the earth.
REBECCA/JEEVES:  (Sing.) A dilapidated mess!
REBECCA:  (Sings.) This place is simply vile.

It’s causing me distress.
JEEVES:  (Sings.) It’s a scab upon the earth.
REBECCA/JEEVES:  (Sing.) A dilapidated mess! (MUSIC OUT. SHIRLEY, 

the maid, ENTERS DOWN LEFT from the solarium. She carries a 
bunch of flowers or ferns that match those already in the vase behind 
the sofa. SHIRLEY moves in a world of her own, always oblivious to 
what’s going on around her. No one in the house pays the slightest 
bit of attention to her. As the dialogue continues, SHIRLEY crosses 
to the vase behind the sofa and swaps the old arrangement for the 
new one. She drops the old flowers into the wastebasket and EXITS 
UP LEFT.)

REBECCA:  There is no medication that I know of for “the creeps.” It’s 
not like having a headache or an anxiety attack.

DELIVERY PERSON:  You’re bonkers. I don’t know what you’re driving 
at. (To COLONEL, accusing.) Did you say anything?

COLONEL:  The game’s up. Hercules Porridge knows everything.
DELIVERY PERSON:  (Leery.) You mean everything?
OTHERS:  Everything.
DELIVERY PERSON:  (Growls at COLONEL.) You’re going to pay for this. 

The world will soon know the famous Dr. Throwback was a crummy 
foot doctor! (To HERCULES.) Sure, I murdered that Bridget Moriarty. 
She was trying to get money out of Palegrave for herself, cutting in 
on my racket. And a sweet racket it was, too.

HERCULES:  Until it went sour. (JEEVES walks to the desk and picks up 
the hypo that NURSE PAYNE left during the previous scene.)

DELIVERY PERSON:  (To REBECCA.) You!
REBECCA:  (Timid.) Me?
DELIVERY PERSON:  You heard me. (Nervous, REBECCA steps to her.)
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (To DELIVERY PERSON.) You’re under arrest. 

(Attempts to draw her service revolver. MUSIC CUE 7c:  “The Game’s Up-
Underscore.”) My revolver’s stuck in the holster. (Tugs at the revolver.)

DELIVERY PERSON:  (From the pizza box, produces a revolver and 
grabs the terrified REBECCA to her side.) If you try anything, the 
little old lady gets it.

HERCULES:  Little-old-lady who?
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  I didn’t know you could yodel.
DELIVERY PERSON:  (Backs up UPSTAGE with REBECCA.) Remember 

what I said.
JEEVES:  (Jabs her with the hypo on last chord of music. MUSIC 

OUT.) Bingo!
DELIVERY PERSON:  Auuuuugh! (Drops to the floor. ALL react.)
HERCULES:  (Moves to her and investigates.) She’s out cold. (To NURSE 

PAYNE.) What did you put in that hypo?
NURSE PAYNE:  Knockout drops. (To ANGUISH.) When I live a part, I live 

it down to the smallest detail.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  I’ll make the arrest.
ANGUISH:  Hercules Porridge has solved another case.
HERCULES:  I have? (Beams.) I mean, yes, I have. Hoboken’s Pride, 

that’s me.
LEON:  No more blackmail. We’re free. (DETECTIVE BOBBY staggers IN 

DOWN RIGHT. He’s in terrible shape. There’s a bandage wrapped 
around his head, one arm is in a sling, and he hobbles with the aid 
of a crutch.)
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JEEVES:  Most perceptive, Mrs. Fitzwilliam.
FAY:  (From the hallway, OFF UP RIGHT.) Yoo-hoo!
REBECCA:  Now who can that be?
JEEVES:  Sounds like that strange Miss Strange. Shall I let her in?
REBECCA:  Don’t be idiotic, Jeeves. She’s already in.
JEEVES:  I’ll see how Cook is getting on with dinner. (Ever so slowly he 

moves DOWN LEFT. FAY appears UP RIGHT, wearing a raincoat and 
rain hat. She shakes out an umbrella.)

FAY:  I’ll get rid of these wet things here in the hallway. (Steps from 
view, UP RIGHT.)

REBECCA:  Jeeves.
JEEVES:  (Stops, faces REBECCA.) Yes, madam?
REBECCA:  (Points DOWN LEFT.) That way leads to the solarium. (Points 

DOWN RIGHT.) That way leads to the dining room and kitchen.
JEEVES:  I have a poor sense of direction.
REBECCA:  Any fool knows that, but I overlook it because you’re kind.
JEEVES:  Thank you, Mrs. Fitzroy.
REBECCA:  (Corrects him.) Fitzwilliam.
JEEVES:  Whatever. (EXITS DOWN LEFT, despite the directions. REBECCA 

gives an audible sigh.)
FAY:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT. She now wears a hat with a veil, having 

removed her rain gear. She also carries a long cigarette holder, but 
there is no cigarette in it. She speaks and acts like a villainess from 
some creaky stage thriller.) A dark and gloomy night.

REBECCA:  All nights are dark. And when it rains, they’re gloomy.
FAY:  I knew it would rain. That’s why I took my umbrella. That’s why I 

wore a raincoat.
REBECCA:  That hat and veil are hardly appropriate for rain. (FAY sits 

in the chair to the LEFT of the sofa. REBECCA moves in front of 
the sofa.)

FAY:  (Touches her hat.) This? I put this on in the hallway. I always keep 
it on the hook by the mirror. I consider it part of my personality. 
(Crosses her legs, affecting a pose.) I feel incomplete without my 
hat and veil.

REBECCA:  No doubt it comes from playing the murderess in so many 
bad plays.

FAY:  (Irritated.) I’ve never been in a bad play in my life. A lot of flops, 
yes, but no bad plays. (JEEVES, having realized his mistake in 
direction, ENTERS DOWN LEFT, crosses UPSTAGE of the sofa and 
OUT DOWN RIGHT. REBECCA and FAY ignore him.)

COLONEL:  I put up bail. (Moves into the room.) I know it’s hard to 
believe, but I am not a villain. I am innocent. My young assistant 
got hold of my files and decided to blackmail my patients. If I 
didn’t do exactly as she demanded, she would reveal my secret 
to the world.

PENNY:  What secret?
COLONEL:  (Sad.) I’m not a psychiatrist. I’m a podiatrist who 

masqueraded as a psychiatrist.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  You’re a foot doctor? Booby was right.
FAY:  Rubbish! You don’t look anything like Dr. Throwback.
MARK:  Not a bit.
COLONEL:  (Fingers to his face.) I gave myself a facelift. I’m clever about 

things like that. I thought I could drop from sight. My assistant was 
too smart for me and demanded that I keep a watch on Crooked 
House. She said if I pretended to be an eccentric, no one would 
pay any attention to me.

REBECCA:  You made me do the dirty work so no one would 
suspect you?

COLONEL:  What choice did I have? The money you gave me I gave to 
my former assistant.

NURSE PAYNE:  (To ANGUISH.) Do I get the part?
ANGUISH:  Please be quiet. This is serious business.
PENNY:  Who is this mysterious assistant?
DELIVERY PERSON:  (From OFF UP RIGHT.) Pizza! Where do you 

want it?
HERCULES:  There is no such outfit as Speedy Delivery Service. “Don’t 

quiver. We deliver. Day or night.”
ANGUISH:  How do you know?
HERCULES:  The delivery person never collected payment for the 

box of chocolates, which aroused my suspicions, so I looked 
it up. Jeeves was telling the truth when he said he never 
ordered anything.

DELIVERY PERSON:  (Bounces IN UP RIGHT, carrying a pizza box.) 
Delivery! How are you folks tonight? (ALL stare. DELIVERY PERSON 
doesn’t like what she sees and can tell something’s wrong. Puts the 
pizza on the sofa table.) Anything wrong? (Silence.) Why are you all 
staring at me? What did I do?

HERCULES:  You want to know what you did?
DELIVERY PERSON:  Yeah. What did l did? l mean—do?
HERCULES:  The bum died from bug spray, but you murdered 

Bridget Moriarty.
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REBECCA:  You’re talking nonsense, Fay.
FAY:  Have you forgotten my performance in… (With great feeling.) …

And Then They Were Numb?
REBECCA:  First nonsense and now gibberish. I’m not interested 

in foolish talk. (Hard tone.) Have you got it? (Has undergone a 
complete change in character. No longer does she seem the classic 
dowager. Instead, she’s cold, menacing.)

FAY:  (Sobs.) You’re so hateful.
REBECCA:  (Emphasizes each word.) Have you got it?
FAY:  Yes. A part of it, at least.
REBECCA:  I want it all.
FAY:  (Fights back tears.) Hateful and greedy. (Takes an envelope 

from some pocket and hands it to REBECCA. From the envelope, 
REBECCA takes the bills and quickly counts.) I’ll need a little more 
time for the rest.

REBECCA:  (Puts the money back into the envelope and resumes her 
former demeanor.) It’s entirely up to you, my dear. If you feel the 
“rent” at my boarding hotel isn’t worth it—

FAY:  (Quick.) I didn’t say that. All I said was I would need a little more 
time to get the rest.

REBECCA:  Very well. I’ll give you until tomorrow. Noon. Otherwise, you 
know what will happen.

ANGUISH:  (ENTERS through the French doors STAGE LEFT.) Not 
intruding, am I? (Neither REBECCA nor FAY want her to know anything 
of their brief discussion—consequentially they’re all smiles.)

FAY:  Ah, there you are. Anguish Crispie. My favorite mystery playwright. 
I just got through telling Mrs. Fitzwilliam that the critics loved me 
as the villainess in your famous play, And Then They Were Numb.

ANGUISH:  (Matter-of-fact.) Were you in that? (FAY pouts. REBECCA sits 
on the sofa. ANGUISH steps RIGHT.) Anyway, I’m writing a new play.

FAY:  (Brightens.) Oh, good.
REBECCA:  I hope there’ll be a part in it for young Miss Strange. She 

could do with work. She needs money. Acting is such a nervous 
profession when it comes to making a living.

FAY:  What do you call your new play, Miss Crispie?
ANGUISH:  I’m thinking of calling it, Murder in Progress.
FAY:  Murder in Progress? I like that. I hope the murderer turns out to 

be a woman. I’m so good at being bad.
ANGUISH:  (Stares at her.) Are you sure you were in And Then They 

Were Numb?

HERCULES:  Thanks.
NURSE PAYNE:  Except for one thing.
HERCULES:  I’m listening.
NURSE PAYNE:  (Draws a small revolver from her uniform pocket.) You 

think you’re so smart, Hercules Porridge. (OFFICER MULLIGAN 
attempts to draw her service revolver. NURSE PAYNE sees her and 
aims her weapon.) I wouldn’t. (Melodramatic.) I did it! I’m the guilty 
one! Look no further! I’ve murdered! I’ve blackmailed! I’m no good! 
(OTHERS stare at her in shock. NURSE PAYNE enjoys the reaction 
she’s caused. Smiles. To ANGUISH.) How was I?

ANGUISH:  What?!
NURSE PAYNE:  I know you’re casting a new mystery play, and I know 

there’s a part in it for a German nurse.
ANGUISH:  (Angry.) Young woman, do you mean to say you’re an 

actress auditioning for a part in my new play?
MARK:  I think she showed initiative.
NURSE PAYNE:  (Shows the revolver.) This is only a toy. Plastic. (Pockets 

the revolver.)
REBECCA:  (Stands.) I’m not taking the blame for any of this. You 

all think I’m the blackmailer. I’m not. I’m only working for the 
blackmailer. I work for Dr. Throwback. He’s the criminal mind.

MARK:  He’s disappeared. Maybe dead.
REBECCA:  Not so. He’s alive. Throwback lives!
LEON:  Where is he?
JEEVES:  (Steps IN STAGE RIGHT. Points.) That’s my rogue chicken.
HERCULES:  (Tosses it to JEEVES.) Catch.
PENNY:  Is Jeeves Dr. Throwback?
HERCULES:  Naw, but he put the bug spray in the soda pop bottle. 

Naturally, he didn’t think anyone would drink it.
JEEVES:  I always spray from a soda pop bottle.
HERCULES:  Let me get this straight. (To REBECCA.) You’re not 

the blackmailer?
MARK:  She already told you—she’s working for Dr. Throwback.
PENNY:  But where is this Dr. Throwback?
COLONEL:  (From OFF UP RIGHT.) Allow me to answer that. (APPEARS. 

He no longer acts eccentric. He is calm and perfectly controlled.) I 
am Dr. Throwback.

OTHERS:  You!
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  How did you get out of jail?
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MARK:  (ENTERS DOWN LEFT. In one hand he holds an orchid, in the 
other a magnifying glass through which he studies the bloom.) 
Orchids are peculiar flowers, aren’t they?

REBECCA:  Why are you studying my orchids?
MARK:  I’m not studying your orchids, Mrs. Fitzwilliam. I’m studying 

what’s on them.
ANGUISH:  On them?
MARK:  Bugs.
REBECCA:  Bugs?
FAY:  Ugh.
MARK:  No, no. Bugs on orchids are quite interesting. What attracts 

them to orchids? That’s what I’m trying to find out. Most orchids 
have no scent. (Sniffs the orchid.) This one for example.

REBECCA:  That’s a misconception, Mr. Palegrave. Most orchids do 
have scent. Sometimes the scent is pungent and overpowering.

ANGUISH:  You’re absolutely right, Mrs. Fitzwilliam. In my famous play, 
Crime After Crime, Or… Who Murdered Herbert Fish?, the killer’s 
weapon was a vile glass of iced tea made from the squashed 
blossom of a rare Amazon orchid.

FAY:  Fascinating.
ANGUISH:  My detective was able to solve the case by sniffing 

what appeared to be innocent ice cubes, thereby identifying the 
murder weapon.

MARK:  Orchid juice.
FAY:  Orchid juice? My, my. That is a clever weapon. You’re so inventive, 

Miss Crispie.
REBECCA:  (Uneasy.) Orchid juice? I don’t like the sound of that. 

(Lightly.) I hope it doesn’t give anyone any bad ideas. Ha, ha.
FAY:  (Pointed.) It’s a thought. (REBECCA shoots FAY a dirty look.)
JEEVES:  (Totters IN DOWN RIGHT.) Beg pardon, Mrs. Fitzwilly.
REBECCA:  What is it?
JEEVES:  There’s been a disappearance.
FAY:  A disappearance? Who?
JEEVES:  Not “who”—what.
REBECCA:  What are you babbling about this time?
JEEVES:  Cook says a loaf of French bread has disappeared.
REBECCA:  French bread?
JEEVES:  It was on the dining room table. Next to the Imperial 

margarine. Cook put it there. Now it’s gone.

PENNY:  (Speaks, to LEON.) I told you it wouldn’t work. Better confess. 
(JEEVES ENTERS UP LEFT and EXITS STAGE RIGHT.)

LEON:  (Speaks.) It’s true. I was a patient of Dr. Throwback. Rebecca 
Fitzwilliam said I would have to live here, so she could watch me. 
So she could blackmail me. When I was coming to the house last 
night, I saw a bum stagger into the garden gulping on a bottle of 
soda pop. He dropped dead. I got a good look. He looked just 
like me.

PENNY:  (Steps beside her husband. Speaks.) When I went after Jeeves, 
I saw Leon and the dead man. Leon told me everything.

LEON:  (Speaks.) The idea came to me real fast. I would change clothes 
with the bum and put his body in the house.

PENNY:  (Speaks.) I would identify the body.
LEON:  (Speaks.) Then Penny and I would drop from sight.
PENNY:  (Speaks.) Mrs. Fitzwilliam would think my husband was dead, 

and he’d be free.
HERCULES:  (Speaks.) Which explains the breadcrumbs by the chair. 

Mr. Russell here, a successful TV expletive, wouldn’t be walking 
around scattering breadcrumbs, would he? No, no, no! Ipso facto, 
the corpus delectable had to be someone else. Most likely a slob. 
Ergo, the bum.

GUESTS:  (Sing, distraught.) I need an aspirin!
I need a drink!

HERCULES:  (Sings.)
You need to keep it quiet,
People, and let me think!

GUESTS:  (Speak in rhythm.) We know! (Sing.)
You’re Hercules Porridge, the famous Hoboken private eye.

HERCULES:  (Sings to AUDIENCE.)
No need to worry. I’m on your side.
It’s in the bag, and honey, you’ll be glad when you confide
In Hercules Porridge, the Hoboken private eye!
I’m Hercules Porridge!

GUESTS:  (Sing.) The man belongs in storage!
HERCULES/GUESTS:  (Sing.)

I’m/This Hercules Porridge, the famous Hoboken private eye!
The Hoboken private eye!
The Hoboken private eye!

HERCULES:  (Speaks in rhythm.) That’s me! (MUSIC OUT.)
NURSE PAYNE:  Brilliant.
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REBECCA:  Obviously, it’s been misplaced.
ANGUISH:  Don’t be silly. One doesn’t misplace a loaf of French bread. 

Perhaps someone ate it.
MARK:  The whole loaf?
JEEVES:  Yesterday a beef potpie disappeared from the refrigerator.
FAY:  Hardly the crime of the century.
JEEVES:  It was all-beef. No vegetables. Last week someone drank 

half a bottle of milk and left what was remaining outside the back 
door, where it went sour. Even the cat wouldn’t touch it.

REBECCA:  If there’s no French bread for dinner, put out crackers.
JEEVES:  As you wish, Mrs. Fizzleroy. (EXITS DOWN RIGHT, mumbling.) 

No French bread at dinner? A scandal… that’s what it is, a scandal! 
I ought to give notice. (He’s OUT.)

MARK:  Poor old Jeeves. His mind does wander.
REBECCA:  One day it will wander so far it will never come back.
PENNY:  (ENTERS STAGE RIGHT, carrying a book.) Time for dinner?
MARK:  There’s no French bread.
ANGUISH:  In the library again, Mrs. Russell? You’re turning into a 

scholar. (Sits in front of the fireplace.)
PENNY:  The house doesn’t have television, and I’m not much for 

listening to the radio. Reading helps pass the time. (Moves to 
the desk.)

REBECCA:  I wish you had told me your husband was arriving this 
evening instead of tomorrow morning.

PENNY:  What difference does it make?
REBECCA:  The maid has to get out fresh towels, clean linen. The 

arrival of a new boarder at Crooked House requires preparation. 
Besides, Jeeves doesn’t like surprises.

MARK:  (To PENNY.) Not even oyster crackers. (PENNY simply stares at 
them, not having the vaguest idea what they’re talking about. She 
smiles courageously, picks up the phone, and dials.)

REBECCA:  To whom are you calling?
PENNY:  How’s that?
MARK:  She asked whom you are calling. (Happy.) I love the way Mrs. 

Fitzwilliam talks. (To FAY.) Don’t you? (To PENNY.) Whom? Whom? 
What kind of a word is whom? Rhymes with tomb. Hee, hee.

REBECCA:  (Icy.) You, Mr. Palegrave, are an odd young person. And I 
will thank you not to pluck orchids or any other bit of flora from the 
solarium. If you wish to study bugs, I suggest you go outside into 
the garden and play in the dirt.

to stay in a dump with bad food and no TV? I’ll tell you why. Because 
they weren’t paying “rent,” they were paying blackmail. (Notices 
something in the wastebasket, picks it up. It’s the rubber chicken.)

FAY:  (Speaks.) He knows! He knows!
REBECCA:  (Speaks.) Shut up, Fay.
FAY:  (Stands.) I’ve had enough! What difference does it make? I 

have no more money. (To HERCULES.) We were all patients of Dr. 
Throwback. When he disappeared, somehow or other Rebecca got 
his files. She knows all our intimate secrets and indiscretions.

ANGUISH:  (Speaks.) The cat’s out of the bag. Now let’s make it meow. 
Fay is telling the truth. Rebecca is a blackmailer.

HERCULES:  (Proud of himself, speaks.) Yes! (GUESTS FREEZE. LIGHTS 
DIM on GUESTS. SPOT on HERCULES. Sings to AUDIENCE.)
I’ve got some victims. I’ve got a clue.
I’m not just another worthless penny-ante gumshoe.
I’m Hercules Porridge, the famous Hoboken private eye! (SPOT OUT 
on HERCULES. LIGHTS UP. GUESTS UNFREEZE.)

PENNY:  (Speaks.) I was never a patient of Dr. Throwback.
REBECCA:  (Speaks.) Your husband was.
HERCULES:  (Speaks.) Which brings up another point. The breadcrumbs.
FAY:  (Distraught, sits. Speaks.) Breadcrumbs again.
HERCULES:  (Speaks.) Jeeves told me he saw some bum in the house, 

making off with the chow.
REBECCA:  (Speaks.) There has never been a dog in this house. A 

chow or any other breed.
HERCULES:  (Speaks.) I was speaking of food. French bread, to be 

precise. (Toward DOWN LEFT.) Okay, Mulligan, bring him in. (LEON 
RUSSELL is pushed IN DOWN LEFT. His hands are cuffed in front of 
him. OFFICER MULLIGAN is behind him.)

ANGUISH:  (Speaks.) There! I was right. I did see him. It’s Mr. Russell!
HERCULES:  (Speaks.) He made a big mistake. He came back for his 

wife, and I caught him.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Speaks.) I helped.
HERCULES:  (GUESTS FREEZE. LIGHTS DIM on GUESTS. SPOT on 

HERCULES. Sings to AUDIENCE.) I’ve got a body. (Quickly.)
I don’t mean me!
Some live, dead bodies, and maybe now they will see
I’m Hercules Porridge, the famous Hoboken private eye! (SPOT OUT 
on HERCULES. LIGHTS UP. GUESTS UNFREEZE.)

REBECCA:  (Speaks.) Then who was the dead man?
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MARK:  It’s been raining. There won’t be any bugs in the rain.
FAY:  Wait until morning.
MARK:  Smart thinking.
PENNY:  (Puts down the receiver.) I’ll call some other time.
REBECCA:  I wasn’t being rude, Mrs. Russell. I only wanted to ascertain 

that the call was a local one.
MARK:  That’s another good word. Ascertain. Sounds like something 

you’d put on an insect bite.
ANGUISH:  There you go again, Mr. Palegrave. Talking about bugs.
DELIVERY PERSON:  (From OFF UP RIGHT.) Delivery!
REBECCA:  (Stands.) Now what?
FAY:  It’s that delivery person again. In and out, out and in. All hours.
MARK:  I wonder what she’s delivering this time? (DELIVERY PERSON 

appears in the hallway from UP RIGHT, a young woman about 
Penny’s age. She’s a no-nonsense type, street wise, with a loud 
voice. She’s holding a large pizza box. [NOTE:  The role of DELIVERY 
PERSON can be played by a male, if desired.])

DELIVERY PERSON:  Where do you want it?
REBECCA:  Don’t tell me. Let me guess. It’s a pizza.
DELIVERY PERSON:  You got it. (Moves behind the sofa, checks the 

order sheet taped to the box top.) “One baloney pizza with pineapple 
chunks and coconut. Heavy on the poppy seeds.”

REBECCA:  (Almost apologetic. To the OTHERS.) It’s Jeeves again. He’s 
always ordering these things. He orders and forgets.

DELIVERY PERSON:  I can’t stand here holding this all night. It drips. 
I’ve got other deliveries to make. (JEEVES ENTERS DOWN RIGHT. He 
ignores ALL and is ignored. Slowly, he makes his way UP CENTER.)

FAY:  How is it you’re delivering a pizza? I thought you delivered flowers 
and boxes of fruit.

DELIVERY PERSON:  The Speedy Delivery Service will deliver anything. 
Our motto is “Don’t quiver. We deliver. Day or night.”

REBECCA:  (Takes a bill from the envelope and passes it to the 
DELIVERY PERSON.) I will have to do something about Jeeves. 
This can’t go on.

JEEVES:  (His back to the room, he announces to the hallway.) Dinner 
is served. (NOTE:  For an over-the-top comical touch, JEEVES 
might carry in a small gong and strike it with a mallet after the 
dinner announcement.)

PENNY:  (To OTHERS.) He isn’t the famous Hoboken detective. He’s 
the son.

HERCULES:  Like father, like son.
MARK:  (Peers through the magnifying glass.) There’s a mole on 

my kneecap.
FAY:  Knit one, pearl two.
HERCULES:  Let’s get back on track.
MARK:  Track? What track?
HERCULES:  (To himself.) Bunch of coconuts. (Once again, the 

professional tone.) I know why Bridget Moriarty was murdered. 
(MARK looks uncomfortable.)

REBECCA:  Indeed. (NOTE:  Make sure everyone stays in character, 
acting and reacting to the sensational revelations. MUSIC CUE 7b:  
“Hoboken Private Eye-Reprise.”)

HERCULES:  (Speaks.) Don’t forget, that was me in the lampshade. I 
heard an interesting discussion between Mark Palegrave and the 
dead Miss Moriarty. (JEEVES ENTERS UP RIGHT, then crosses OFF 
UP LEFT.)

MARK:  (Speaks.) It’s not polite to listen in on other people’s conversations.
HERCULES:  (Shrugs. Speaks.) So I’m rude. (To OTHERS.) Bridget 

Moriarty knew Palegrave embezzled a million dollars. Unless he 
paid her off, she was going straight to the police.

MARK:  (Speaks.) Who am I? Where am I?
HERCULES:  (Speaks.) This magnesia act is phony. He hopes it’ll save 

him from prison.
NURSE PAYNE:  (Speaks.) Then he is not mein patient.
HERCULES:  (Speaks.) Afraid not, Payne. (GUESTS FREEZE. LIGHTS 

DIM on GUESTS. SPOT on HERCULES. Sings to AUDIENCE.)   
I have a motive. I have a crime.
I’ll never go back to my old job at the Five ’n’ Dime.
I’m Hercules Porridge, the famous Hoboken private eye! (SPOT OUT 
on HERCULES. LIGHTS UP. GUESTS UNFREEZE. Speaks.) I heard 
an interesting conversation between Fay Strange and Rebecca 
Fitzwilliam. (Moves to REBECCA.) You were blackmailing Miss 
Strange. (FAY, getting more and more nervous, knits faster and 
faster. Click, click, click.) As a matter of fact, I think everyone in this 
house was involved in blackmail.

ANGUISH:  (Speaks.) How can you say that?
HERCULES:  (Speaks.) It’s as plain as the nose on your face. (ALL touch 

their noses.) Why would guests pay hundreds of dollars each week 
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REBECCA:  I suggest we go in. (In stately fashion, EXITS DOWN RIGHT. 
She is followed OUT by MARK, who continues to look for bugs on the 
flower through the magnifying glass, then ANGUISH and FAY.)

PENNY:  (Points to JEEVES.) He ordered the pizza.
DELIVERY PERSON:  (Moves UP CENTER and shoves the pizza box at 

JEEVES.) Here you go, Pops. Enjoy. (EXITS UP RIGHT.)
JEEVES:  Pops? (Turns around.) What’s this?
PENNY:  It’s the pizza you ordered.
JEEVES:  How extraordinary. I don’t like pizza. I never eat pizza. Where’s 

the French bread? (SOUND EFFECT:  DOORBELL.)
PENNY:  If you don’t want the pizza, why don’t you put it in the freezer. 

(SHIRLEY ENTERS UP LEFT and crosses OFF UP RIGHT.)
JEEVES:  That’s a good idea. I’ll put it in the freezer. (Moves toward the 

library, RIGHT.)
PENNY:  Jeeves.
JEEVES:  (Stops, turns.) Yes, miss?
PENNY:  (Points DOWN RIGHT.) The freezer is in the kitchen. You don’t 

want to put the pizza in the library.
JEEVES:  Certainly not. Whoever heard of putting a pizza in the library? 

Makes no sense at all. (EXITS STAGE RIGHT into the library, 
nonetheless. Alone, PENNY realizes this is the time to make her 
phone call. She starts to dial as SHIRLEY ENTERS UP RIGHT and 
indicates PENNY to someone who is, as yet, unseen. SHIRLEY EXITS 
UP LEFT. Pause for effect, then—)

HERCULES:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT.) Mrs. Russell? (Startled, PENNY slams 
DOWN the receiver and turns to face this new arrival.)

PENNY:  Who are you?
HERCULES:  (Boasts.) I am—Hercules Porridge. The famous Hoboken 

detective. (He is about the same age as PENNY, and not bad 
looking. He talks out of the side of his mouth. He could be imitating 
the famous film star Humphrey Bogart. He has a tendency to misuse 
words, and keeps his hands in his pockets.)

PENNY:  Hercules Porridge! The famous Hoboken detective.
HERCULES:  I just said that.
PENNY:  A moment ago I dialed your number. I’ve been trying to get 

you all day. Why don’t you have an answering machine?
HERCULES:  (Steps into the room.) Whatever you’ve got to say to me, 

you can say in person.
PENNY:  (A step toward him.) I have nothing to say to you, except 

this—I no longer have need of your services.

ANGUISH:  (Steps into the room.) If I don’t get one or two best sellers 
from all this, my name isn’t Maud Clunk. (Pause.)

FAY:  Maud?
REBECCA:  Clunk?
HERCULES:  Maud Clunk?
ANGUISH:  Anguish Crispie is my pen name. After all, I don’t think 

I could sell many mysteries with a name like Clunk. (Smiles at 
HERCULES.) Do you?

HERCULES:  I wouldn’t know. (Hint of criticism.) I’m glad to see everyone 
is so affected by the murders. The sorrow is, uh, overpowering.

ANGUISH:  When do you solve the case, Mr. Porridge?
HERCULES:  The sooner you sit, the faster I solve.
ANGUISH:  (Thrilled.) Delicious! Murder Delicious. (Sits in the chair to 

the LEFT of the sofa.)
PENNY:  That’s one of your titles, isn’t it?
ANGUISH:  It is.
NURSE PAYNE:  (From OFF UP LEFT.) Now, now, Mr. Palegrave. There’s 

nothing to fear.
MARK:  (From OFF UP LEFT.) Why do you keep calling me Mr. Palegrave? 

Who’s Mr. Palegrave? (ALL look UPSTAGE as NURSE PAYNE ENTERS 
UP LEFT, pulling MARK by the hand.)

HERCULES:  One more piece to the puzzle. (Pats the “corpse” chair.) Sit 
here, Palegrave. In the corpse chair.

MARK:  Why does everyone keep calling me Palegrave?
HERCULES:  You think about it.
NURSE PAYNE:  Do as the man says, Herr Palegrave.
MARK:  Where am I? (NURSE PAYNE guides MARK to the “corpse” chair 

and he sits. As the scene journeys on, he takes the magnifying glass 
from his pocket and investigates his kneecap. NURSE PAYNE stands 
by the French doors.)

HERCULES:  (Checks the suspects.) All here. Good.
ANGUISH:  Cook’s not here. She’s at McDonald’s.
HERCULES:  Forget about the cook.
FAY:  That won’t be easy. We’ve all eaten her food.
REBECCA:  Jeeves isn’t here.
HERCULES:  I don’t worry about Jeeves. He’ll show up. Sooner or later.
REBECCA:  True.
HERCULES:  Pay attention and learn something. You’re about to see a 

master detective at work.
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HERCULES:  What’s that? (Moves in front of the sofa and sits. Pushes 
his hat to the back of his head.)

PENNY:  I just told you. It’s a woman’s prerogative to change her mind.
HERCULES:  Hmmm. There’s probably less here than meets the private 

eye. Let me scan your file. (MUSIC CUE 2a:  “Hoboken Private Eye-
Underscore.” HERCULES reaches inside the trench coat and plucks 
out a manila folder. He flips it open and reads. Speaks.) Hmmm.

PENNY:  Please stop saying that.
HERCULES:  What?
PENNY:  Hmmm.
HERCULES:  According to this report, you suspect your husband is 

being blackballed.
PENNY:  Blackmailed.
HERCULES:  (Squints at the report.) That’s right. Blackmailed.
PENNY:  It’s a mistake. I overreacted.
HERCULES:  He’s been drawing out large sums of moolah from your 

joint bank account.
PENNY:  I have a vivid imagination. Sometimes it gets out of control. 

Simply because a man draws out large sums from the bank, 
there’s no reason to suspect blackball.

HERCULES:  (Corrects her.) Blackmail.
PENNY:  I think you’d better go now. My husband would be furious if 

he found out.
HERCULES:  (Ignores her request. His interest on the report, he 

stands, moves RIGHT.) I can’t do that, kiddo. Not until the case 
has been solved.

PENNY:  (Flustered.) But you haven’t been hired!
HERCULES:  (Nonchalant.) A minor detail. (MUSIC SEGUES into MUSIC 

CUE 3:  “Hoboken Private Eye.” Sings, acting ever more like a 1940s 
sleuth.) I need a motive.
I need a crime.

PENNY:  (Sarcastic, speaks.) Imagine that.
(Sings.) Why don’t you go back
To your old job at the Five ‘n’ Dime?

HERCULES:  (With pride, sings.) I’m Hercules Porridge,
The famous Hoboken private eye!

PENNY:  (Speaks.) I’m not impressed.
HERCULES:  (Confident, speaks.) You will be.

(Sings.) I need a victim.

HERCULES:  Obviously. Detective Bobby has left me in charge.
REBECCA:  That’s preposterous. Besides, the last time I saw Booby, 

he was in no condition to communicate anything to anyone.
HERCULES:  Take a seat, Mrs. Fitzwilliam. I expect the others any 

minute. (FAY APPEARS in the hallway, UP LEFT. She carries a 
knitting bag.)

REBECCA:  I suppose it’s best to humor you. (Sits in front of the fireplace.)
FAY:  (Steps into the room.) You wished to see me?
HERCULES:  I am about to solve the mysterious murders at 

Crooked House.
REBECCA:  Ha!
FAY:  Is this some kind of hideous joke?
HERCULES:  You’ll find out. (Points to the sofa.) Sit.
REBECCA:  Better do as he says, Miss Strange. It might be amusing.
FAY:  (Crosses to the sofa and sits.) I feel awfully sorry about that 

policeman. It’s a wonder he wasn’t killed.
REBECCA:  Thankfully, the Colonel’s a terrible shot.
FAY:  Let’s be grateful for small favors. (Opens the bag and tosses out 

a long panel of a vaguely-shaped knitted item. [NOTE:  The panel 
is about four feet long and looks ridiculous. It can’t possibly be a 
sweater or anything to wear.] As the scene progresses, FAY knits. 
PENNY ENTERS STAGE RIGHT, carrying a book.)

REBECCA:  Another book, my dear?
PENNY:  I’ve got to keep my mind occupied.
HERCULES:  If the “grieving widow” will take a chair. (Steps LEFT and 

points to the “corpse” chair.)
PENNY:  I’d rather sit somewhere else.
REBECCA:  That’s where her husband died, Mr. Porridge.
HERCULES:  It slipped my mind. (We can tell from the way that he’s 

said this that it didn’t “slip.”) How about that chair? (Indicates the 
desk chair.)

PENNY:  Fine. (Crosses and sits. She opens the book and pretends 
to read.)

ANGUISH:  (ENTERS UP LEFT but remains in the hall.) I’m here. Would 
you mind telling me what all this is about?

REBECCA:  Hercules Porridge says he’s about to solve the “mysterious 
murders at Crooked House.” (Chuckles.)

ANGUISH:  How exciting!
HERCULES:  Trust me.

For preview only.
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I need a clue.
I’m not just another worthless penny ante gumshoe.

PENNY:  (Speaks.) You said it.
HERCULES:  (Sings.) I’m Hercules Porridge,

The famous Hoboken private eye! (Speaks.) Your husband is a 
successful young TV expletive. Right?

PENNY:  (Exasperated, speaks.) Leon is in television, yes, but he’s not 
an expletive. (Emphatic.) He’s an executive.

HERCULES:  (Squints at the report again. Speaks.) So my eyes are getting 
bad. Can’t read my own writing. Maybe I should see an octopus.

PENNY:  (Speaks.) I wish you’d see yourself to the front door. That’s 
what I wish.

HERCULES:  (Speaks.) In due time, Mrs. Russell. In due time. (While 
studying the folder’s contents, he manages to step into the 
wastebasket and get his foot stuck. Sings.) I need a body.

PENNY:  (Sings.) Don’t look at me!
HERCULES:  (Sings.) A live, dead body,

And maybe then you would see
I’m Hercules Porridge,
The famous Hoboken private eye! (Returns to studying the folder’s 
contents, seemingly unaware of his foot in the wastebasket.)

PENNY:  (With hand to forehead, sings.) I need an aspirin!
I need a drink!

HERCULES:  (Sings.) You need to keep it quiet,
Sister, and let me think!

PENNY:  (Quickly, speaks.) I know…
(Sings.) You’re Hercules Porridge,
The famous Hoboken private eye! (Rolls her eyes.)

HERCULES:  (Speaks.) You said he made you give up a lovely penthouse 
apartment, complete with microwave, and move into a dump of a 
hotel. Where is this dump?

PENNY:  (Speaks.) You’re in it. This is it. (Gestures to the room.) Crooked 
House, but your foot is in the wastebasket.

HERCULES:  (Speaks.) What do you know? My gumshoe got stuck. It’s 
all clear to Hercules Porridge, Mrs. Russell.

PENNY:  (Speaks.) What’s clear?
HERCULES:  (Speaks.) That your first impression was right. (Struggles 

to get his foot from the wastebasket.) No young TV executive takes 
his money from the bank and moves to a low-rent hotel without 
good reason. Ipso facto… blackmail.

ACT TWO
Scene Two

SOUND EFFECT:  HEAVY RAIN. LIGHTS UP:  Later that night. The lamps 
in the room glow dimly, giving a shadowy effect. The drapes are shut at 
the French doors to establish a “closed-in” feeling. SHIRLEY ENTERS 
UP LEFT, steps into the room, and EXITS STAGE RIGHT. HERCULES 
ENTERS DOWN LEFT. A nervous OFFICER MULLIGAN trails IN behind 
him. RAIN SOUNDS FADE under dialogue and OUT.
HERCULES:  (Moves in front of the sofa.) Trust me, Mulligan. I know 

what I’m doing.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  I never should have let you talk me into this.
HERCULES:  Stop worrying. You’ll get a promotion.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  I only agreed to help you because of Detective 

Bobby. Unless this baffling case is solved, it’s going to look bad 
on his record. (As the scene progresses, SHIRLEY will ENTER STAGE 
RIGHT, carrying the vase with flowers or ferns, which she puts back on 
the table behind the sofa. Next, she gets the vase from the fireplace 
mantel and puts it on the sofa table. She transfers the flowers in the 
sofa vase to the mantel vase and returns this vase to the mantel. 
She gets the trampled flowers from the wastebasket and puts them 
in the sofa vase. She fusses a bit with this arrangement, trying to 
make it look as it did in the beginning of the play. When this stage 
business is completed, she EXITS UP LEFT. As far as OTHERS in the 
scene are concerned, she might as well be the invisible woman.) 
HERCULES:  I wonder how Bobby’s doing. He didn’t look so good 
to me.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Colonel Chutney got him in the arm and in 
the foot. A bullet grazed his forehead, too. It’s Detective Bobby’s 
dignity that’s been outraged. Brought down by a genuine nut case 
who thinks he’s fighting bandits in the hills of old India.

HERCULES:  Like I say, it’s a weird case.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  I’m supposed to be in charge until they send 

another detective.
HERCULES:  Stop worrying, I tell you.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  I know, I know. I’ve got to trust you.
REBECCA:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT.) What a night, what a night. Another 

storm. Flickering lights and shadows.
HERCULES:  (To OFFICER MULLIGAN.) Stay out of sight ’til I need you.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Whatever you say. (Moves toward DOWN LEFT.) I 

hope I know what I’m doing. (She’s OUT.)
REBECCA:  (Through her lorgnette.) Still here, I see, Mr. Porridge.

For preview only.
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(Sings.) No need to worry.
I’m on your side.
It’s in the bag, and honey, you’ll be glad when you confide
In Hercules Porridge,
The famous Hoboken private eye! (Gets down on one knee and 
holds his arms out to PENNY. Sings with gusto.)
I’m Hercules Porridge!

PENNY:  (Can’t believe her eyes. Sings to the AUDIENCE.)
The man belongs in storage.

HERCULES/PENNY:  (Sing.) I’m/This Hercules Porridge,
The famous Hoboken private eye!
The Hoboken private eye!
The Hoboken private eye!

HERCULES:  (Speaks in rhythm.) That’s me! (MUSIC OUT. JEEVES, again 
realizing he’s confused about direction, ENTERS STAGE RIGHT with 
the pizza box and looks about the room, bewildered.)

PENNY:  Crooked House isn’t inexpensive. It costs a lot of money to 
stay here. A small fortune.

HERCULES:  Food must be great, huh?
PENNY:  It’s dreadful. The only advantage is that you can lose weight. 

(A smile breaks on JEEVES’S face. He believes he now knows where 
to find the freezer. He crosses LEFT to the French doors, opens them 
and EXITS STAGE LEFT into the garden.)

HERCULES:  Who was that?
PENNY:  (Hadn’t noticed JEEVES.) Who?
HERCULES:  Some character with a pizza box.
PENNY:  That must have been Jeeves. He’s the butler.
HERCULES:  A place like this has a butler? I didn’t know butlers existed 

outside of mystery stories.
PENNY:  He’s forgetful.
HERCULES:  Like my father.
PENNY:  Your father?
HERCULES:  My father, yeah. Hercules Porridge. The famous 

Hoboken detective. (Realizing he’s said something wrong, he 
quickly covers.) Oops.

PENNY:  You mean you’re not Hercules Porridge?
HERCULES:  Of course I’m Hercules Porridge. (Pause.) Junior.
PENNY:  Junior!
HERCULES:  Pop’s been on vacation for the last six months. He needs 

the rest. His nerves are shot. I’m taking his cases.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Draws her service revolver.) Don’t anybody 
move! I’ll be right back!

3. OFFICER MULLIGAN follows after DETECTIVE BOBBY, EXITING 
UP RIGHT.

4. STUDENTS, holding shrubbery in front of their bodies in an attempt 
to escape unseen, ENTER DOWN LEFT and “BACK OUT” through 
the French doors STAGE LEFT and into the garden.

5. SOUND EFFECT:  DOORBELL. All in the room react to each new 
business, like spectators at a tennis match.

6. JEEVES APPEARS in the hallway, UP LEFT.
JEEVES:  I’ll get the telephone. (EXITS for the front door OFF 

UP RIGHT.)
7. From OFF STAGE LEFT we hear the screams of STUDENTS.

STUDENT ONE:  Run!
STUDENT TWO:  Where?
STUDENT THREE:  Back inside!
FAY:  Who can that be? (STUDENTS run back IN STAGE LEFT.)
STUDENT ONE:  There’s a madman out there!
STUDENT TWO:  He’s got a rifle!
STUDENT THREE:  He’s going to use it!

8. STUDENTS run OUT UP LEFT.
9. As STUDENTS EXIT, COLONEL, rifle at the ready, thunders IN 

STAGE LEFT.
COLONEL:  Hill bandits! I chased them from the garden!
FAY:  It’s the mad Colonel! He’s got a rifle!
ANGUISH:  He’s going to fire!

10. FAY, REBECCA, and ANGUISH scream and run OFF DOWN RIGHT. 
MARK darts behind sofa and drops from sight. HERCULES dashes 
OFF DOWN LEFT. NURSE PAYNE, on the run, escapes OFF STAGE 
RIGHT. COLONEL “reloads” his weapon.

COLONEL:  Never fear. Chutney’s on the attack! (PENNY faints with 
a spiraling wail, thuds to the floor. DELIVERY PERSON ENTERS UP 
RIGHT. In each hand, she holds a large box, bounces into the room, 
and announces—)

DELIVERY PERSON:  Delivery! I got two king-size papaya pizzas. Where 
do they go? (SOUND EFFECT:  PHONE RING.)

COLONEL:  (Aims his rifle at the DELIVERY PERSON.) Don’t move, 
you swine! (MUSIC OUT. PHONE continues to RING. LIGHTS FADE 
to BLACK.)

End of Scene One

End of script sample.
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MURDER AT CROOKED HOUSE

Prologue
HOUSELIGHTS DOWN, MUSIC CUE 1:  “Murder at Crooked House-
Prologue.” ENSEMBLE ENTERS in darkness during the pipe organ lead-
in and assembles on the forestage in front of the curtain. LIGHTS UP.
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) Murder! Murder! Murder in the night!

Best not stray too far from the light.
Mischief! Mischief! Who will misbehave?
One wrong step could send you to the grave!
Murder! Murder! What are we to do?
Who will be next? Is it you or you?
Mischief! Mischief! Everyone’s a mark.
Best not wander after dark.
Scheming, plotting, sneaking all about.
Lurking in the shadows, waiting to come out!
Cunning as a leopard, quiet as a mouse.
Sometime in the night, there’ll be a murder
At Crooked House!
Murder! Murder! Everyone is cursed!
One more soul to quench its thirst.
Mischief! Mischief! Who is on its plate?
One wrong move could seal your fate!
Murder! Murder! Who will be the next?
Legend says this house is hexed.
Mischief! Mischief! Hiding in our midst!
Who will turn up on its list?
Creeping, crawling, when you are asleep,
Roaming in the halls it never makes a peep.
Villainous rascal, violent louse,
Sometime in the night, there’ll be a murder
At Crooked House! (LIGHTS FADE to BLACK. MUSIC CONTINUES 
into next scene, ENSEMBLE EXITS LEFT and RIGHT.)

ACT ONE
Scene One

AT RISE:  Main room of Crooked House, evening. LIGHTS FLICKER 
and DIM, giving a shadowy look to establish a mysterious mood. BUM 
sneaks IN DOWN RIGHT and looks about warily. He doesn’t wish to 
be seen. From one pocket protrudes a long loaf of French bread. He 
carries a bottle of soda. The French doors stand open. He crosses 

PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES ONSTAGE
Empty vase, ottoman or low bench, floor lamp with large shade, large 
potted fern or bush, desk with chair and telephone, sofa, table with 
vase of flowers or ferns, wastebasket, two handsome chairs with table, 
additional stage dressing as desired (rugs, more lamps, pictures, etc.) 
All onstage properties should come together to create a rather shabby 
look.

PROPERTIES BROUGHT ON
ACT ONE, Scene One:

Long loaf of bread, bottle of soda (BUM)
Flowers or ferns (SHIRLEY)
Umbrella, cigarette holder, envelope with bills (FAY)
Orchid, magnifying glass, flashlight (MARK)
Book (PENNY)
Pizza box with order sheet taped on top (DELIVERY PERSON)
Optional gong and mallet (JEEVES)
Manila file folder (HERCULES)

ACT ONE, Scene Two:
Pad and pencil, wristwatch (HERCULES)
Purse (BRIDGET)
Magnifying glass, jar (MARK)
Wallet, whistle (DETECTIVE BOBBY)
Revolver (OFFICER MULLIGAN)
Rifle, knapsack with rubber chicken (COLONEL)
Handkerchief (PENNY)
Cup, saucer (ANGUISH)
Large candy box (DELIVERY PERSON)
Bamboo dart gun

ACT TWO, Scene One:
Handkerchief, revolver (OFFICER MULLIGAN)
Pads, pencils (STUDENTS)
Envelope with bills (FAY)
Towels (SHIRLEY)
Medical bag with hypodermic needle (NURSE PAYNE)
Plant (HERCULES)
Shrubbery (STUDENTS)
Two suitcases (LEON)
Whistle (DETECTIVE BOBBY)
Rifle (COLONEL)
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SEQUENCE OF MUSICAL NUMBERS

ACT ONE
MC1 Murder at Crooked

House–Prologue ................................Ensemble
MC2 A Dilapidated Mess ...........................Rebecca, Jeeves
MC2a Hoboken Private Eye–Underscore .......Instrumental
MC3 Hoboken Private Eye ..........................Hercules, Penny
MC4 Whodunit? ........................................Hercules, Guests
MC5 Chutney’s Fighting Ragtime Band ........Chutney, Officer 

Mulligan, Rebecca,
Detective Bobby,
Hercules, Jeeves

MC5a Bridget Moriarty’s
Demise-Underscore ...........................Instrumental

MC5b Whodunit?–Reprise ...........................Ensemble

ACT TWO
MC5c Entr’acte ..........................................Instrumental
MC6 On a Dark and Stormy Night...............Anguish, Fay,

Hercules, Jeeves,
Mark, Penny,
Rebecca, Detective 
Bobby, Officer 
Mulligan

MC7 What Kind of Funny Farm Is This? .......Detective Bobby,
Officer Mulligan,
Guests

MC7a Chase Music .....................................Instrumental
MC7b Hoboken Private Eye–Reprise .............Hercules, Guests
MC7c The Game’s Up .................................Instrumental
MC7d Murder at Crooked House–Epilogue ....Ensemble
MC7e Curtain Call–A Dilapidated Mess ........Instrumental

ACT TWO, Scene Two:
Vase with flower/fern arrangement (SHIRLEY)
Knitting bag with needles, four-foot panel of knitting (FAY)
Book (PENNY)
Magnifying glass (MARK)
Handcuffs (LEON)
Revolver (NURSE PAYNE)
Pizza box containing revolver (DELIVERY PERSON)
Bandage, sling, crutch (DETECTIVE BOBBY)

SOUND EFFECTS
Heavy rain, thunder, doorbell, telephone.

COSTUMES
BUM wears a ragged topcoat, large floppy hat, and dark sunglasses. 
He wears gloves with no fingers and overshoes that are plainly too 
large for his feet. Instead of trousers, he wears pajama bottoms.

REBECCA FITZWILLIAM wears an out-of-style dress that practically 
touches the floor. Around her neck is looped a lengthy strand of pearls. 
To compliment her dated persona, she uses a lorgnette or monocle, 
which is also draped around her neck.

JEEVES wears either formal attire (swallowtail coat), or dark trousers 
with a white steward’s jacket.

SHIRLEY wears a starched white apron over her black dress. Also a 
maid’s white cap.

FAY first appears wearing a raincoat and rain hat. Under the coat, she 
is dressed entirely in black as if she were in mourning and quickly 
dons a hat with a veil.

ANGUISH CRISPIE is a dowdy woman wearing a thick sweater and thick 
glasses. Her hair is pulled back in a bun. She wears heavy stockings 
and clunky shoes.

MARK PALEGRAVE wears a tropical sun helmet, short khaki pants and 
tube sox. He looks like a jungle explorer.

PENNY need not dress any particular way—young and modern, perhaps.

DELIVERY PERSON wears some kind of “uniform,” which means 
trousers, jacket and cap.

HERCULES PORRIDGE wears a fedora hat and trench coat or raincoat. 
Probably something from the 1940s found in a contemporary thrift 
shop. He also wears a wristwatch.
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door and UP LEFT leading upstairs. (If possible, we could see some 
stairs.) STAGE LEFT are French doors that lead to the grounds. Finally, 
the exit DOWN LEFT leads to a solarium, a room for growing tropical 
plants, ferns and orchids. This entryway is practically obscured by a 
large potted fern or bush.

A fireplace with an empty vase on the mantel is on the STAGE RIGHT 
wall. An ottoman or low upholstered bench is placed in front of 
fireplace. On one side of the entry hallway is a standing floor lamp with 
a large shade. A desk with a telephone and chair is STAGE LEFT. A sofa 
is RIGHT CENTER. Behind the sofa is a table with a vase of flowers or 
a fern arrangement. A wastebasket is to the RIGHT of the sofa. Two 
handsome chairs with a small table between them are LEFT CENTER.
The preceding describes only the basic stage properties required for 
blocking the play. To these basic items should be added “dressing”— 
that is, rugs, lamps, pictures, etc.—whatever enhances the stage 
picture. Everything looks as if it’s been in the shabby house forever—
elegance gone, faded and threadbare. The perfect setting for, say, a 
mystery by Agatha Christie.

SYNOPSIS OF SCENES

ACT ONE
Scene One:  A dark and stormy night.
Scene Two:  The following morning.

ACT TWO
Scene One:  That afternoon.
Scene Two:  That night. It’s dark and stormy again.

LEON, as the corpse, wears glasses, a business suit, and a vest.

BRIDGET MORIARTY wears a tailored suit and a tiny hat that looks 
both chic and expensive.
DETECTIVE BOBBY is dressed exactly like HERCULES in trench coat 
and fedora.

OFFICER MULLIGAN can also be dressed in trench coat and hat. Or, 
she can wear a full uniform including police revolver.

COLONEL CHUTNEY is dressed in tweeds and wears boots.
STUDENTS dress like your everyday college students.
NURSE PAYNE wears a white nurse’s uniform. May have braids on top 
of her head.

PACING
The SIMULTANEOUS ACTION scene that ends Scene One of ACT TWO 
deserves special rehearsal attention. The hilarious action must go 
like clockwork. The blocking will require drilling, but the end result will 
prove well worth the extra attention.

Throughout the play, there must be no dead spots, no pauses, no 
waits. Something is always happening on stage. As soon as one 
character exits, another character is making an entrance. Work on a 
brisk flow of action.

AUTHOR’S NOTE
The characters should all be exaggerated. Don’t try for subtlety. 
The dialogue should be spoken in a loud, direct fashion. We’re 
poking gentle fun at the classic stage mystery, and it’s the comedic 
elements that should be stressed. The “whodunit” aspects will 
take care of themselves.

FLEXIBLE CASTING
Even though BUM and LEON RUSSELL are played by the same actor, 
list two names in the program. Let the role of the BUM be played by a 
fictional actor, say “George Spelvin” for example. Use the actor’s real 
name for LEON.

DELIVERY PERSON, OFFICER MULLIGAN, and the STUDENTS can be 
played as either female or male by changing the pronouns that refer 
to them. If names for the students are wanted, simply identify them in 
the program as—MARY, LESTER, JENNIFER, etc.
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MURDER AT CROOKED HOUSE

Book by TIM KELLY
Music and Lyrics by BILL FRANCOEUR

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Appearance)

# of lines

BUM* .................................intruder n/a
REBECCA FITZWILLIAM ........landlady of Crooked House 148
JEEVES ...............................old butler; totally confused 46
SHIRLEY .............................young maid n/a
FAY STRANGE ......................strange young actress 73
ANGUISH CRISPIE ...............writes mystery plays 65
MARK PALEGRAVE ...............eccentric young man; interested 55 

in orchids and bugs
PENNY RUSSELL .................distraught young bride 76
DELIVERY PERSON ..............anyone for pizza? 21
HERCULES PORRIDGE .........the famous Hoboken detective 165 

(well, almost)
LEON RUSSELL* .................corpse 5
BRIDGET MORIARTY ............doomed visitor 27
DETECTIVE BOBBY ..............city police 88
OFFICER MULLIGAN .............Bobby’s partner 63
COLONEL CHUTNEY .............bizarre neighbor 33
STUDENT ONE ....................aspiring investigative reporter 13
STUDENT TWO ....................another 9
STUDENT THREE .................another 8
NURSE PAYNE .....................not what the doctor ordered 30
*Role of BUM and LEON RUSSELL are played by the same actor.

SETTING
TIME:  In the good ol’ days… that is, modern times just before 
computers and cell phones were common. From one dark and stormy 
night to the next.
PLACE:  Crooked House, an old mansion converted into a boarding hotel.
Crooked House is a Victorian monstrosity. We see the main room, 
which has six entrances/exits. DOWN RIGHT leads to the dining room 
and kitchen. STAGE RIGHT leads to the library. Across the UPSTAGE 
space is the entry hallway with the UP RIGHT path leading to the front 

SET DESIGN
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