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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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THE CRIMSON HOUSE MURDER

By TIM KELLY

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Appearance)

# of lines

BUM* .................................intruder n/a

REBECCA FITZWILLIAM ........landlady of Crimson House 163

JEEVES ...............................old butler; totally confused 49

SHIRLEY .............................young maid n/a

FAY STRANGE ......................strange young actress 82

ANGUISH CRISPIE ...............writes mystery plays 81

MARK PALEGRAVE ...............eccentric young man; interested 58 
in orchids and bugs

PENNY RUSSELL .................distraught young bride 82

DELIVERY PERSON ..............anyone for pizza? 21

HERCULES PORRIDGE .........the famous Hoboken detective 187 
(well, almost)

LEON RUSSELL* .................corpse 5

BRIDGET MORIARTY ............doomed visitor 30

DETECTIVE BOBBY ..............city police 99

OFFICER MULLIGAN .............Bobby’s partner 72

COLONEL CHUTNEY .............bizarre neighbor 36

STUDENT ONE ....................aspiring investigative reporter 16

STUDENT TWO ....................another 11

STUDENT THREE .................another 9

NURSE PAYNE .....................not what the doctor ordered 33

*Roles of BUM and LEON RUSSELL are played by the same actor.

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, doorbell, blow gun shot, optional gunfire, 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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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:  Crimson House, an old mansion converted into a boarding hotel.

Crimson 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 
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.

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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JEEVES:  (Jabs her with the hypo.) 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.)

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… CURTAIN.)

END OF PLAY

SET DESIGN 1
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THE CRIMSON HOUSE MURDER

ACT ONE
Scene One

SOUND EFFECT:  HEAVY RAIN.
AT RISE:  Main room of Crimson 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 
behind the sofa and pauses to take a long thirsty swallow of soda. 
RAIN SOUNDS FADE under the dialogue and OUT.
REBECCA:  (From OFF UP LEFT.) Do the best you can, Jeeves.
JEEVES:  (From OFF.) You know I will, madam.
REBECCA:  (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:  I’ll call the electrician in the morning.
REBECCA:  Won’t do much good. Everything here in Crimson House 

is so old and worn. Even the wiring. Not to mention the plumbing. 
(Notices the open French doors.) Who left those doors open?

JEEVES:  I’ll attend to them, Mrs. Fitzwilliam. (Walks slowly to the 
French doors, as if he had all the time in the world.)

REBECCA:  Mr. Russell wasn’t due until morning. It’s inconsiderate 
of new boarders to call up at the last moment and change 
things about.

JEEVES:  Yes, Mrs. Fitzwilliam. (Closes the French doors. The stage 
LIGHTING returns to NORMAL.)

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

JEEVES:  Shall I get you something, Mrs. Fitzwilliam?
REBECCA:  For what?
JEEVES:  Your creeps. (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. 

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.
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.) 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.

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40

For preview only



RIGHTS MUST BE PURCHASED BEFORE REPRODUCING THIS  SCRIPT

2 47

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

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.

JEEVES:  Most perceptive, Mrs. Fitzwilliam.
REBECCA:  You can say that again.
JEEVES:  If you don’t mind, Mrs. Fitzwilliam, I’d rather not. I don’t like 

to repeat myself. I tire easily. Once a thing’s been said, that ought 
to be the end of it. What’s the sense of going on and on about 
something? On and on. And on—

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.

HERCULES:  (Tosses it to JEEVES.) Catch.
PENNY:  Is Jeeves Dr. Throwback?
HERCULES:  Naw, but he put the bug spray in the soda bottle. Naturally, 

he didn’t think anyone would drink it.
JEEVES:  I always spray from a soda 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?
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. But my 
assistant was too smart for me and demanded that I keep a watch 
on Crimson 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?
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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.)

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

And Then They Were Numb?
REBECCA:  Since I never saw your performance, I can hardly be 

expected to recall it.
FAY:  I was brilliant.
REBECCA:  I’ll take your word for it.
FAY:  In The Bat Sings at Midnight, the critics said I was inspired. They 

said I was the best stage villainess in years.
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.

saw a bum stagger into the garden gulping on a bottle of soda. He 
dropped dead. I got a good look. He looked just like me.

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

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

PENNY:  I would identify the body.
LEON:  Then Penny and I would drop from sight.
PENNY:  Mrs. Fitzwilliam would think my husband was dead, and he’d 

be free of the blackmailing.
HERCULES:  Which explains the breadcrumbs by the chair. Mr. Russell 

here, a successful TV expletive, wouldn’t be walking around 
scattering breadcrumbs. Ipso facto, the corpus delectable had to 
be someone else. Most likely a slob. Ergo, the bum.

NURSE PAYNE:  Brilliant.
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.
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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:  You ought to know. You were on the stage yourself. You told me so.
REBECCA:  Not only was I on the stage, I was in one of Anguish 

Crispie’s plays. Amateur, of course. Long ago. I played the part of 
a ballerina with eleven toes.

ANGUISH:  Murder Delicious.
REBECCA:  Yes, Murder Delicious. That reminds me. I’m getting hungry.
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?
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.

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:  How can you say that?
HERCULES:  It’s as plain as the nose on your face. (All touch their 

noses.) Why would guests pay hundreds of dollars each week 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:  He knows! He knows!
REBECCA:  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:  The cat’s out of the bag. Now let’s make it meow. Fay is 
telling the truth. Rebecca is a blackmailer.

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

off with chow.
REBECCA:  There has never been a dog in this house. A chow or any 

other breed.
HERCULES:  I was speaking of food. A loaf of 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:  There! I was right. I did see him. It’s Mr. Russell!
HERCULES:  He made a big mistake. He came back for his wife, and 

I caught him.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  I helped.
REBECCA:  Then who was the dead man?
PENNY:  (To LEON.) I told you it wouldn’t work. Better confess. (JEEVES 

ENTERS UP LEFT and EXITS STAGE RIGHT.)
LEON:  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 
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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, 
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.
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:  We’re out of crackers. We don’t even have oyster crackers.
REBECCA:  Then use matzo.
JEEVES:  No matzo.
REBECCA:  Then serve dinner with carrot sticks or celery.

HERCULES:  (Calms down.) Yeah, two. (Professional tone.) Pay 
attention and learn something. You’re about to see a master 
detective at work.

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:  What are you knitting?
FAY:  It isn’t anything but therapy. Calms my nerves.
NURSE PAYNE:  I could fix you something. When I mix a sedative, you 

don’t feel a nerve in your body.
FAY:  No, thank you, Nurse Payne.
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 fully in character, 
acting and reacting to the sensational revelations.)

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

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

knew Palegrave embezzled a million dollars from his business. 
Unless he gave her a significant share, she was going straight 
to the police.

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

from prison.
NURSE PAYNE:  Then he is not mein patient.
HERCULES:  Afraid not, Payne. (As HERCULES continues to solve 

the case, he moves about the room. OTHERS are nervous, but try 
hard not to show it. [NOTE:  This is the classic scene found in most 
detective-mystery plays—“Suspects in the drawing room”—and 
should be played for atmosphere.]) I also overheard an interesting 
conversation between Fay Strange and Rebecca Fitzwilliam. (Moves 
to REBECCA.) You were blackmailing Miss Strange. (FAY, getting 
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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 Crimson House requires preparation. 
Besides, Jeeves doesn’t like surprises.

MARK:  (To PENNY.) Not even oyster crackers.
PENNY:  Sorry?
MARK:  No French bread and no oyster crackers.
FAY:  We’re having carrot sticks instead.
ANGUISH:  Carrot sticks or celery. Don’t overlook the possibility of 

celery. (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.

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.

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.
PENNY:  I feel so sorry about Detective Bobby. I hate to see anyone 

in pain.
FAY:  I hope he has health insurance.
NURSE PAYNE:  If he works for the police department, he has 

health insurance.
HERCULES:  (Losing his temper.) Will you cut out this idle chit-chat! 

This is serious business. None of you people seem to realize 
there’s been a murder here.

FAY:  Two.
HERCULES:  Huh?
ANGUISH:  Mr. Russell and Miss Moriarty.
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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. Did 
you ever read Dracula?

FAY:  I’ve heard of that! Did you write that one, too?
ANGUISH:  (Frowns.) Hardly. Dracula was written in the last century.
FAY:  (Embarrassed.) Sorry.
ANGUISH:  The point is, in Dracula, there is a character named 

Renfield, who is fascinated by bugs.
MARK:  Fascinated by bugs? (Pause.) My, my.
ANGUISH:  He ate them.
MARK:  (Thinks about this, then.) Isn’t that uninteresting.
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.

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.
FAY:  I wouldn’t pay any attention to what Anguish Crispie said. The 

dead don’t return from the grave.
PENNY:  Please.
FAY:  Forgive me. I forgot what a terrible time this must be for you.
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 Crimson House.” (Chuckles.)

ANGUISH:  How exciting!
HERCULES:  Trust me.
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.

REBECCA:  You’re not going to faint again, are you, Mrs. Russell?
PENNY:  I hope not, Mrs. Fitzwilliam.
REBECCA:  Splendid.
ANGUISH:  When do you solve the case, Mr. Porridge?
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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.)

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:  I ordered a pizza?
PENNY:  Yes.
JEEVES:  When?
PENNY:  A while ago, I imagine.
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. What kind of pizza 

is it?
PENNY:  The delivery person said it was baloney with pineapple chunks 

and coconut. Heavy on the poppy seeds. (JEEVES sticks a finger in 
his mouth to suggest he might upchuck, then moves RIGHT toward 
the library.) 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 

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.
HERCULES:  Obviously.
REBECCA:  You have no right to be here. I am asking you to leave.
HERCULES:  I do have a right.
REBECCA:  Oh?
HERCULES:  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 Crimson 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.
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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.
HERCULES:  What’s that? (Moves in front of the sofa and sits. Pushes 

his hat to the back of his head.)
PENNY:  Like I just said, I no longer need a detective.
HERCULES:  Hmmm. You sure changed your tune in a hurry.
PENNY:  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. (Reaches inside the trench coat 
and plucks out a manila folder. He flips it open, reads.) 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.) Your husband is a successful young TV 
expletive. Right?

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

8. STUDENTS run OUT UP LEFT. (SOUND EFFECT:  GUN SHOTS [optional].)
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! (PHONE continues to RING. BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene One

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

PENNY:  I wish you’d see yourself to the front door. That’s what I wish.
HERCULES:  (While studying the folder’s contents, he manages to step 

into the wastebasket and get his foot stuck.) 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:  You’re in it. This is it. (Gestures to the room.) Crimson House, 
but your foot is in the wastebasket.

HERCULES:  Huh?
PENNY:  (Points.) Your foot.
HERCULES:  (Looks.) What do you know? My gumshoe got stuck. It’s 

all clear to Hercules Porridge, Mrs. Russell.
PENNY:  What’s clear?
HERCULES:  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. Plainly, the moolah goes to a blackmailer, and there isn’t 
enough left over to live high on the hog.

PENNY:  Who’s talking about hogs?
HERCULES:  Ipso facto—blackmail. (JEEVES, again realizing he’s 

confused about direction, ENTERS STAGE RIGHT with the pizza box 
and looks about the room, bewildered.)

PENNY:  Crimson 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.
HERCULES:  Jeeves? What kind of a name is that?
PENNY:  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.

OTHERS:  (Alarmed.) Him? Him? Him? Who?
ANGUISH:  I know it sounds crazy, but it was Penny’s husband!
OTHERS:  Huh?
PENNY:  Leon?
HERCULES:  Where did you see him?
ANGUISH:  In the hallway. He went for the front door.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I don’t know what’s going on, but I’m going to find 

out! (Takes out his whistle and giving several blasts, he dashes OFF 
UP RIGHT. We continue to hear the whistle from OFFSTAGE.)

SIMULTANEOUS ACTION
From this point on, until the end of the scene, the action must be fast, 
frantic, and funny. However, it must not be cluttered. Whatever dialogue 
there is must be spoken loud and clear. (Consult PRODUCTION NOTES.) 
The sequence of events is as follows:
1. Blowing the police whistle, DETECTIVE BOBBY chases OFF UP RIGHT 

after the departed LEON RUSSELL.
2. Excited, ALL but PENNY stand and express their surprise with 

overlapping ad-libs:  “Leon Russell?” “It must have been a ghost!” 
“First he’s dead and then, he’s not!” “What can it mean?” etc.
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!
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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.
PENNY:  Hmmm. You might have said something when I first called.
HERCULES:  What difference does it make? One Hercules Porridge is 

as good as another.
PENNY:  How many cases have you solved?
HERCULES:  Actually, this will be my first case. Don’t be too hasty to 

discharge me.
PENNY:  (Reconsiders.) You really think my first impression was correct?
HERCULES:  Count on it. Let me have a few words with your husband. 

That might clear things up.
PENNY:  He’s not here yet. (Thinks of something suddenly.) Jeeves!
HERCULES:  He went outside with the pizza.
PENNY:  What am I thinking of? The poor man. He might wander off. 

He’s looking for the freezer. He has no sense of direction. (Hurries 
to the French doors, calls OFF.) Jeeves! Jeeves! (EXITS STAGE LEFT, 
leaving the doors open.) Come back, Jeeves! You’ve gone the 
wrong way again. (She’s out of view.)

HERCULES:  (Tosses the manila folder on the sofa and seriously begins 
to work on freeing his foot from the wastebasket. It’s stuck tight. 
Hops about.) Come on, darn wastebasket! Owww… aaah… (As he 
struggles, REBECCA ENTERS DOWN RIGHT. She watches HERCULES 
through her monocle or lorgnette as if she thought he might change 
shape. He continues to struggle and hop about.)

REBECCA:  (To herself.) What a bizarre person.
HERCULES:  (Sees REBECCA.) Oh, hi.
REBECCA:  (Weakly.) Hi.
HERCULES:  I got my foot stuck.
REBECCA:  So I see. You, I take it, are Mr. Russell. We weren’t 

expecting you until morning.
HERCULES:  (Hops about.) You don’t have a shoehorn handy by 

any chance?
REBECCA:  If you damage that wastebasket, you’ll have to pay for it.

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Another gumshoe to gum up the works.
REBECCA:  (Using her lorgnette.) Whatever do you mean by creeping 

about on my Oriental carpet?
HERCULES:  Look what I’ve got, Booby. (Shoves the plant into DETECTIVE 

BOBBY’S hand.)
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  What am I going to do with this? Say, this isn’t 

poison ivy, is it? (Tosses the plant aside.)
HERCULES:  Look what I picked up from the floor. (ALL crane their 

necks to see. HERCULES holds out one hand to DETECTIVE BOBBY.)
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  What have you got?
HERCULES:  You’ve got eyes. Use them.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Snarls.) Suppose you tell me.
HERCULES:  Breadcrumbs. (Long pause.)
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Breadcrumbs?
HERCULES:  Don’t you get it? Jeeves told me. (As if he were offering the 

murder solution.) Someone stole a loaf of French bread. (Another 
long pause.)

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Flat.) Is that a fact?
FAY:  I don’t get it.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Likewise.
HERCULES:  These breadcrumbs were by the first corpse’s chair.
PENNY:  (Wails.) Poor Leon! (NURSE PAYNE puts the hypo down on 

the desk, crosses behind PENNY, and puts a comforting hand on 
her shoulder.)

NURSE PAYNE:  There, there. (To OTHERS.) Perhaps she is mein patient.
MARK:  I’m the patient. I’m not well.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  What do you want—an argument?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Mulligan.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Sir?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I told you before. No talking.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  I forgot.
HERCULES:  You’ve got to listen to me, Bobby.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (To NURSE PAYNE.) I think Porridge here is your 

patient. Breadcrumbs, ha ha. Did you bring a straitjacket? Ha, ha, 
ha. (As he speaks, LEON RUSSELL tiptoes into sight at the hallway, 
UP LEFT. In each hand, he carries a suitcase. ANGUISH sees him 
and screams. Immediately, LEON dashes OFF for the front door in 
the hallway, UP RIGHT.)

ANGUISH:  It’s him! It’s him! It’s him!
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HERCULES:  I don’t want to damage it. I want to get out of it.
REBECCA:  How did you get in it?
HERCULES:  Accident.
REBECCA:  Follow me. I’ll see what I can do.
HERCULES:  You’re on. (REBECCA EXITS DOWN RIGHT. Limping with the 

wastebasket, HERCULES follows after her and OUT. As he makes 
his EXIT, the LIGHTS FLICKER and DIM as before. SOUND EFFECT:  
RAIN. SHIRLEY APPEARS in the hallway, UP LEFT, notices the open 
French doors. She crosses and closes them. Next, she draws across 
the drapes or curtains. The LIGHTS continue to FLICKER and the 
SOUND of RAIN becomes heavy. SHIRLEY crosses to the vase with 
the floral arrangement behind the sofa and picks it up. She carries 
it as she EXITS STAGE RIGHT. LIGHTS FLICKER fiercely and, then—
BLACKOUT. We hear excited voices from OFF DOWN RIGHT.)

MARK:  (From OFF.) What’s happened to the lights?
FAY:  (From OFF.) What do you think’s happened? They’ve gone out.
ANGUISH:  (From OFF.) They’ll be back on. It’s the rain. (NOTE:  The 

purpose of the voices is to distract the AUDIENCE’S attention. Have 
OFFSTAGE characters speak loudly. In the blackness, the actor playing 
the role of LEON RUSSELL [who also plays the role of BUM] will get 
into position in the chair DOWNSTAGE of the small table, which is 
LEFT of the sofa. Also during the blackout, SHIRLEY will RE-ENTER 
STAGE RIGHT and position herself UP CENTER in the entry hallway.)

REBECCA:  (From OFF.) This old house is such a nuisance. Where’s Jeeves?
MARK:  (From OFF.) Who knows?
FAY:  (From OFF.) Who cares?
HERCULES:  (From OFF.) Anybody got a flashlight?
ANGUISH:  (From OFF.) That’s an intelligent suggestion. Who are you?
REBECCA:  (From OFF.) This is Mr. Russell.
FAY:  (From OFF.) Penny’s husband. We’ve been expecting you.
MARK:  (From OFF.) Here’s a flashlight.
REBECCA:  (From OFF.) For goodness sake, use it.
MARK:  (From OFF.) Will do. (Long pause. The BEAM from a FLASHLIGHT 

punctuates the blackness as MARK ENTERS with it DOWN RIGHT. 
ANGUISH, FAY, REBECCA, and HERCULES follow him ON.)

ANGUISH:  Where’s the fuse box?
REBECCA:  In the basement.
FAY:  Then why are we in here? (A scream from SHIRLEY pierces the 

gloom. ALL react. Swiftly, MARK throws the light in the direction 
of the scream, UP CENTER. The circle of light catches SHIRLEY in 

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I’ve got hard news for you, Mrs. Russell.
PENNY:  Not more dreadful news?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  It’s about your husband. Seems it wasn’t heart 

failure after all.
OTHERS:  (Ad-lib.) What? Not heart failure? Not more orchid juice? Was 

it murder? (Slowly, HERCULES crawls IN DOWN LEFT. Hoping not to 
be seen by DETECTIVE BOBBY, he holds a plant in front of his face, 
a feeble attempt at camouflage.)

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Yes, it was murder.
PENNY:  Murder! My poor Leon! (Buries her face in her hands, sobbing.)
MARK:  Who am I?
ANGUISH:  Was it poison? Was it orchid juice?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  It was poison, but it wasn’t orchid juice.
FAY:  What was it?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I’ll ask the questions if you don’t mind. Everybody 

wants to be a detective. Everybody wants to be a gumshoe.
NURSE PAYNE:  I don’t vant gum on mein shoe. (Inspects the soles of 

her shoes.)
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  The coroner said Mr. Russell had enough whitefly 

bug spray in his tummy to wipe out Buffalo.
OTHERS:  Bug spray? (Suddenly, ANGUISH sees HERCULES. Then 

REBECCA and FAY see him. OTHERS, too. DETECTIVE BOBBY 
wonders what they’re looking at. Holding the plant in one hand, 
HERCULES is busily picking up bits of something from the floor. 
DETECTIVE BOBBY finally notices the intruder. Silence as OTHERS 
continue to watch.)

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Looking for something? (HERCULES continues 
picking at the floor, unaware he’s been spotted.)

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Maybe he’s playing fifty-two card pickup.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Mulligan.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Sir?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Don’t talk. You make me nervous.
NURSE PAYNE:  Maybe he is mein patient.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Snarls.) Get up. (Unhappy about being discovered, 

HERCULES stands, forces a boyish smile.)
HERCULES:  Hi.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I thought I tossed you out, Junior.
HERCULES:  (Eager.) You’ve got to listen to me, Bobby. I can be a 

big help.
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the hallway UP CENTER. SHIRLEY, terrified, points DOWN LEFT, and 
MARK moves the flashlight’s beam to the body of LEON RUSSELL. 
He’s sprawled out on the chair like a rag doll, his head down.)

MARK:  Looks like we’ve got an uninvited guest.
ANGUISH:  Yes, but who is it?
REBECCA:  He didn’t make a reservation. (LIGHTS UP. General sigh 

of relief. MARK snaps OFF the flashlight. SHIRLEY EXITS UP LEFT. 
HERCULES stands UPSTAGE holding the wastebasket.)

FAY:  The lights. That’s better. (SOUND of RAIN FADES under dialogue.)
REBECCA:  (To LEON.) You there. Who are you?
FAY:  Why doesn’t he answer?
ANGUISH:  What’s the matter with him?
HERCULES:  Hold the wastebasket. (Hands the wastebasket to ANGUISH.)
ANGUISH:  Wastebasket? What do I want with a wastebasket? 

(HERCULES pushes through, crosses to LEON, and investigates.)
PENNY:  (Opens French doors and pulls aside curtains to ENTER STAGE 

LEFT.) Poor Jeeves. He’s really lost this time. I think we ought to 
organize a search party.

HERCULES:  We got more important things to worry about.
MARK:  Like what?
HERCULES:  (Points.) This corpse is dead.
OTHERS:  (Ad-lib.) Dead! What are you saying?! It’s not possible!
HERCULES:  And unless my instinct stinks, he’s been murdered!
OTHERS:  (Ad-lib.) Oh, no! Murdered! Impossible! (PENNY screams.)
ANGUISH:  Calm yourself, my dear.
PENNY:  (Nervous, points to LEON.) You don’t understand. That man in 

the chair. I’d know him anywhere.
HERCULES:  Why?
PENNY:  He’s my husband.
HERCULES:  You mean he was.
OTHERS:  Husband?
REBECCA:  Are you sure?
PENNY:  Of course I’m sure. Don’t you think I’d know my own husband?
REBECCA:  (Indicates HERCULES.) Then who are you?
HERCULES:  I am Hercules Porridge.
ANGUISH:  The famous Hoboken detective! I’d know you anywhere. 

Except that you don’t look like you.
HERCULES:  You have nothing to fear. Hercules Porridge is back on 

the case.

character? Someone ought to put a bell around his neck. (OFFICER 
MULLIGAN ENTERS UP LEFT.) Everybody nice and comfy?

REBECCA:  Now that you mention it, I’d rather sit there. (Points to 
where PENNY sits.)

FAY:  I’d rather sit there. (Points to where MARK sits.)
ANGUISH:  I’d prefer to sit at the desk.
PENNY:  (To REBECCA.) I have no objection if you wish to change.
REBECCA:  Let’s. (She and FAY stand and take the chairs occupied by 

PENNY and MARK. MARK and PENNY stand, cross, and sit on the 
sofa. ANGUISH crosses to the desk and sits. JEEVES ENTERS STAGE 
RIGHT and EXITS UP LEFT. This blocking is done quickly.)

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Looking LEFT and RIGHT.) Hey! What is this? 
What’s going on?

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  It’s like musical chairs, Booby. (Fast.) Bobby. 
Make that Bobby.

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (An order.) Everybody back where you were! (ALL 
stand and resume their previous positions.) Can’t have people 
moving all over the place when I’m trying to think. Gets too 
confusing. (Thinks.) Where was I? (Remembers.) Oh, yeah. The 
Moriarty dame. (To MARK.) She worked for you, Mr. Palegrave?

MARK:  (Faking madness.) Who are you? Who am I? (Points to REBECCA 
and FAY.) Who are they?

NURSE PAYNE:  A classic case of blocking out the past. I’ve seen 
it before.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  You mean he’s lost his memory?
NURSE PAYNE:  Ja, that is so.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  What kind of a funny farm is this place?! As 

if that Jeeves and that Colonel Mustard weren’t bad enough… 
(PHONE RINGS.)

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  That’s probably for Colonel Chutney. The 
War Office.

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Will you clam up?! (Moves to the desk.) It’s the 
coroner. I told him he could reach me here. (Picks up the receiver.) 
Detective Bobby here. Yes, I see… Thank you, Doctor… That’s 
more than interesting… My, my… tsk, tsk… I never would have 
suspected… Never jump to conclusions… You are so right, sir… 
Thank you for your trouble, Doctor… I’ll get on it right away… 
Goodbye. (Hangs up and turns to the OTHERS.) I have startling 
news. (Carries on.) That was the coroner’s office.

ANGUISH:  So we gathered.
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FAY:  Back on the case? What do you mean back on the case? 
What case?

REBECCA:  The Crimson House Murder. What else?
JEEVES:  (On cue, ENTERS STAGE LEFT. He holds up the pizza box 

as if it were a serving tray. Announces loudly.) Dinner is served. 
([NOTE:  If JEEVES rang a dinner gong earlier, have the actor 
dispense with the pizza box and end the scene with a loud 
sounding of the gong.] BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene One

ACT ONE
Scene Two

LIGHTS UP:  The following morning. The French doors stand open. 
The drapes are drawn apart and BRIGHT SUNLIGHT floods the scene. 
The wastebasket is back in position. SOUND EFFECT:  DOORBELL. 
SHIRLEY ENTERS UP LEFT and crosses OFF UP RIGHT. HERCULES 
steps IN DOWN RIGHT. He has a pad and pencil in hand. REBECCA 
ENTER DOWN RIGHT behind him.
HERCULES:  You say he was supposed to arrive this morning. You say 

he called up yesterday and said he was changing his plans. He’d 
arrive a day early.

REBECCA:  That’s right. Is it important?
HERCULES:  Everything’s important on a case like this. (Sits on the 

edge of the sofa.)
REBECCA:  Poor Mrs. Russell. So young, so tragic. (SHIRLEY ENTERS 

UP RIGHT, and indicates that whoever is following should step into 
the room.) Who is it, Shirley?

HERCULES:  (His attention on his notes.) Who’s Shirley?
REBECCA:  The maid.
HERCULES:  Better write that down. (Writes.) ‘‘Maid’s name is Shirley.” 

(SHIRLEY EXITS UP LEFT.)
BRIDGET:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT.) Hello.
HERCULES:  (Looks up.) Hi.
REBECCA:  May I help you? (BRIDGET steps to the LEFT of the sofa. 

She is an attractive young woman, but there’s an undercurrent 
to her personality that suggests she’s plainly up to no good. She 
carries a purse.)

BRIDGET:  Can you tell me where to find Mr. Palegrave?
REBECCA:  You mean Mark?
BRIDGET:  Mark Palegrave, yes. He’s a guest here, isn’t he?

MARK:  I can’t remember anything I’ve done. I have no past. My mind’s 
a blank. Who am I?

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  He’s got magnesia.
NURSE PAYNE:  There, there. You vill be okay. I vill prepare a 

strong sedative.
MARK:  Who are you?
NURSE PAYNE:  Nurse Payne. (Guides MARK to the chair closer to the 

couch. He sits. NURSE PAYNE crosses to the desk and opens her 
medical bag.)

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Runs IN DOWN RIGHT.) They’re coming. Mrs. 
Fitzwilliam and Miss Strange.

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I said all of them!
ANGUISH:  You’ll find Mrs. Russell upstairs.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Move!
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  I’m going! I’m going! (Dashes OFF UP LEFT.)
JEEVES:  (Wanders IN STAGE LEFT and announces with indignity.) 

Somebody has moved the kitchen!
ANGUISH:  He gets worse and worse.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Sit down, Jeeves. I have a few questions.
JEEVES:  Yes, sir. (REBECCA ENTERS DOWN RIGHT. FAY follows IN behind 

her. Instead of doing as he was told, JEEVES EXITS STAGE RIGHT.)
REBECCA:  You wanted to see us, Detective Bobby?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Park it. I’ve got a few questions. (REBECCA and 

FAY both move to the sofa and sit. NURSE PAYNE takes a hypodermic 
needle from the medical bag.)

FAY:  I only wish Dr. Throwback were here.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Who?
FAY:  Dr. Throwback.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Oh, yeah. The foot doctor.
FAY:  Dr. Throwback wasn’t a foot doctor.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I thought you said he was a podiatrist.
FAY:  I said he was a psychiatrist!
PENNY:  (ENTERS UP LEFT.) Officer Mulligan said you wanted to see 

me, Detective?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Take a seat. (PENNY moves to the chair DOWNSTAGE 

of the table, LEFT. Sits. Again, we see movement at the plant masking 
the DOWN LEFT ENTRANCE of HERCULES. He does his best not to 
be seen. DETECTIVE BOBBY looks around.) Where’s that Jeeves 
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REBECCA:  Definitely. He’s been here for months. I’m Rebecca 
Fitzwilliam. I own Crimson House.

HERCULES:  You a friend of Mr. Palegrave’s?
BRIDGET:  I am.
HERCULES:  (Checks his wristwatch, then writes.) “Friday a.m. visitor 

arrives to see one Mark Palegrave.” (Gives a fast appraisal of 
Bridget’s appearance.) “Not bad looking.” (Snaps.) What’s your 
name, sugar?

BRIDGET:  Whatever my name is, it isn’t “sugar.” (To REBECCA.) Who 
is this?

HERCULES:  Hercules.
BRIDGET:  Hercules? Ha, ha. No one is named Hercules. Ha, ha.
HERCULES:  Guess again. Hercules Porridge.
BRIDGET:  Porridge? You mean like Cream of Wheat? Ha, ha.
REBECCA:  He’s the famous Hoboken detective.
BRIDGET:  Never heard of him.
HERCULES:  (Offended.) Never?
REBECCA:  I hadn’t heard of him either, until the unfortunate event.
BRIDGET:  What unfortunate event?
REBECCA:  The news is all over the neighborhood.
HERCULES:  (Points to the chair where the corpse was sitting.) He was 

sitting in that chair.
BRIDGET:  You mean Mark Palegrave?
HERCULES:  The deceased.
BRIDGET:  (Misunderstands.) Deceased?
HERCULES:  Alive and kicking one moment, a dead pigeon the next.
BRIDGET:  (Horrified.) Mark Palegrave is deceased?
HERCULES:  Murdered most likely.
BRIDGET:  Murdered? Oh! Oh! This is terrible news. I’d better sit down. 

(Starts to sit in the “corpse” chair.)
HERCULES:  Not there! (BRIDGET leaps up, startled.) I may want to 

dust for fingerprints.
REBECCA:  That’s where we found him. The lights were out. What a night.
HERCULES:  Not a breath left in him.
BRIDGET:  (Sobs.) Oh, oh, oh.
MARK:  (ENTERS STAGE LEFT. He holds the magnifying glass in one 

hand and a small jar in the other.) What luck, Mrs. Fitzwilliam! 
I’ve trapped a spider mite and a mealy bug. Both look like rare 
specimens to me.

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  So no one would come in and no one would 
go out.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Yes, sir. (NURSE PAYNE sits at the desk.)
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Then what are you doing in here?
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Afraid to admit she was napping.) Uh, uh—
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Uh, uh what?
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Thinks fast.) It was Colonel Chutney.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  What about him?
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  He came in to use the telephone, and I had to 

throw him out.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Calms down.) That’s different. I’ve got a patrol 

car sitting across the street. But if l catch anyone in this house 
who shouldn’t be here, I’m going to arrest ’em.

ANGUISH:  Any news, Booby?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Sighs.) I’ll make it easy for you. Don’t call me 

“Bobby” and don’t call me “Booby.” Just call me “Defective.” 
(Fast.) I mean “Detective.”

ANGUISH:  What about Miss Moriarty? What have you discovered? 
What revelations have you to make? (Sits in front of the fireplace.)

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Miss Crispie, would you mind not talking like a 
character in one of your creepy mystery stories? It makes me nervous.

ANGUISH:  I have no idea what you’re talking about.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (To OFFICER MULLIGAN.) Get the others in here.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Like who?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Barks.) Like the suspects. That’s like who! I 

want Miss Strange, Mrs. Russell, Mark Palegrave, Jeeves, and 
Mrs. Fitzwilliam in here, fast!

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  I’m going! I’m going! (Runs OFF DOWN RIGHT.)
MARK:  (ENTERS UP LEFT. He’s in an emotional state—or pretends to 

be.) I think I’m losing my mind. That’s it. That’s why everything is 
going black. I’m mad. Ha, ha, ha. Mad.

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  The boy is definitely not well!
NURSE PAYNE:  Aha, this must be mein patient. (Stands, crosses 

to MARK.)
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Who’s the nurse?
ANGUISH:  Her name is Payne.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  How did she get in?
ANGUISH:  Through a door, I imagine.
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HERCULES:  Not as rare as you, Mr. Palegrave.
BRIDGET:  (Wide-eyed.) You’re alive!
MARK:  ’Course I’m alive. What are you doing here, Bridget? (Holds up 

the jar.) Would you like to see a spider mite?
BRIDGET:  (Angry.) No, I would not like to see a spider mite. These 

people said you were dead. They said you were probably murdered.
MARK:  Murdered? Me? I mean I?
REBECCA:  You misunderstood, my dear.
HERCULES:  The corpus delectable wasn’t Mr. Palegrave.
BRIDGET:  (Fuming.) I can see that for myself.
MARK:  It was Penny’s husband.
BRIDGET:  Penny? Penny who?
HERCULES:  Not Penny Who. Penny Russell. The sprouts of the 

dearly departed.
REBECCA:  (Corrects him.) Spouse.
MARK:  (Nods to BRIDGET.) Miss Moriarty used to work for me.
REBECCA:  How nice.
BRIDGET:  Is there some place we could talk? (Shoots a critical look to 

REBECCA and HERCULES.) In private?
MARK:  What better place than the garden? We can talk while I trap bugs.
HERCULES:  Sounds romantic. (MARK EXITS STAGE LEFT.)
BRIDGET:  (Starts to follow. Stops, turns to HERCULES.) Idiot. (EXITS 

STAGE LEFT.)
HERCULES:  (To REBECCA.) She must mean you.
REBECCA:  Mind your manners.
HERCULES:  Private detectives can’t afford manners. Good or bad.
REBECCA:  No one’s ever died in this room before.
HERCULES:  (Shrugs.) What can I say? Win some, lose some. Tell me, 

Mrs. Fitzwilliam, about your, uh, “hotel.”
REBECCA:  It’s a boarding hotel, a cross between a boarding house 

and wayside inn.
HERCULES:  That’s not what I mean. Why is it called Crimson House? 

The house is blue.
REBECCA:  When you look straight up from the bottom of the hill, the 

house looks red.
HERCULES:  I get it. It’s an optical delusion. (JEEVES ENTERS STAGE 

RIGHT. He is confused, doesn’t seem to know where he wants to be. 
He stands perfectly still for a moment, then EXITS again STAGE RIGHT. 
REBECCA and HERCULES ignore him as they continue to converse.)

ANGUISH:  I imagine it’s Penny Russell who needs the nurse. (To 
OFFICER MULLIGAN.) Poor child. She’s obviously not as strong as 
we thought. (NURSE PAYNE puts her medical bag on the desk, picks 
up the phone, and dials.)

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  It’s a sad case.
ANGUISH:  Not as sad as the case of Bridget Moriarty. All those police 

photographers snapping pictures, asking questions and chalking 
up the floor. However, I must confess I find the murder fascinating. 
Imagine. Orchid juice. Truth copies fiction.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Doesn’t understand.) Yeah. I guess.
NURSE PAYNE:  Bah! (Puts down the phone.)
ANGUISH:  Something wrong?
NURSE PAYNE:  It vas the answering machine. I am made of flesh and 

blood. I refuse to talk to a machine. (SOUND EFFECT:  DOORBELL.)
ANGUISH:  Do you have a name, miss?
NURSE PAYNE:  Everybody has a name.
ANGUISH:  Yes, I know. But what is yours?
NURSE PAYNE:  I am Nurse Payne. Please, no jokes. (SHIRLEY ENTERS 

STAGE RIGHT and crosses OFF UP RIGHT.)
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  I dated a dentist once, and his name was 

Dr. Candy.
ANGUISH:  In my popular mystery play, Hot Chocolate Is No Place for 

Arsenic, I called the veterinarian Dr. Wolf. I thought it was amusing.
NURSE PAYNE:  Vhy? That does not seem funny to me. Volf?
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Oh, I get it. Dr. Wolf treated animals, so you 

gave him an animal name.
ANGUISH:  There you have it.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Also flat.) I don’t think it’s funny, either.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (From OFF UP RIGHT.) Mulligan!
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Oh, oh! It’s him.
NURSE PAYNE:  Who?
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  My superior. Detective Bobby.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Thunders IN UP RIGHT.) Mulligan!
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Comes to attention.) Sir?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Didn’t I give you strict orders to stand guard at 

the front door?
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Yes, sir. (SHIRLEY ENTERS UP RIGHT and crosses 

OFF UP LEFT.)
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REBECCA:  I’m not sure I understand, Mr. Porridge. You were 
here before any murder took place. Who hired you? (SOUND 
EFFECT:  DOORBELL.)

HERCULES:  Sorry. Confidential. (Sits on the sofa and bounces.) By the 
way, Mrs. Fitzwilliam, this sofa is the pits. It’s got more lumps than 
a dinosaur’s back. I didn’t get two winks of shuteye. Why don’t you 
have a garage sale and get rid of this junk?

REBECCA:  (Aloof.) I had no idea you were spending the night or I 
would have had a room made up for you.

HERCULES:  No sense in going back to Hoboken. It’s a long way. How 
long has the cook been with you?

REBECCA:  Why do you ask?
HERCULES:  Her bacon tastes like the inside of an old tennis shoe. 

Instead of toast I got a carrot stick, and the coffee was so weak it 
wouldn’t even stain my trench coat. (SOUND EFFECT:  DOORBELL.)

REBECCA:  I shall overlook your complaints since you’re not a paying 
guest. I suspect it was Mrs. Russell who hired you. (SHIRLEY 
ENTERS UP LEFT and crosses OFF UP RIGHT.)

HERCULES:  That wouldn’t make much sense, would it?
REBECCA:  Why not?
HERCULES:  I was here before the corpus delectable showed up.
REBECCA:  She might have hired you for some other reason.
HERCULES:  You’re a fast thinker. You ought to write mysteries.
REBECCA:  You’re confusing me with Anguish Crispie. If anyone can 

make sense out of what’s happened, it’ll be Miss Crispie.
HERCULES:  (Frowns.) Thanks. I appreciate your confidence in me. 

(SHIRLEY ENTERS UP RIGHT, indicates the room, then EXITS UP 
LEFT. DETECTIVE BOBBY bounces IN UP RIGHT. He’s dressed exactly 
like Hercules but is bigger and broad-shouldered. His manner is dry 
and methodical. He’s not the brightest detective on the force, and 
he has a temper. Like Hercules, he misuses words.)

REBECCA:  Yes, what is it?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  You Mrs. Rebecca Fitzwallace?
REBECCA:  There is no one here by that name.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Who are you?
REBECCA:  I am Mrs. Rebecca Fitzwilliam.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Fitzwilliam, Fitzwallace. (Moves LEFT of the sofa.) 

What’s the difference?
HERCULES:  They’re spelled different.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Who are you?

COLONEL:  Your loss is McDonald’s loss.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  She left you in the lurch.
ANGUISH:  Better lurch than lunch. Cook wasn’t much when it came 

to cuisine.
COLONEL:  Deserted, eh? She should be shot. Put up against the wall 

and shot. The traitorous swine. (SHIRLEY ENTERS UP RIGHT and 
indicates that NURSE PAYNE should follow her ON. She does so. The 
nurse is a stern-looking young woman carrying a doctor’s bag.) Good 
show! Headquarters has sent Florence Nightingale. Welcome, Miss 
Nightingale. Welcome! (SHIRLEY EXITS STAGE RIGHT.)

NURSE PAYNE:  (Steps to the sofa. She has a “German” accent.) I am 
not Florence Nightingale. Nein, nein.

COLONEL:  Ten, ten. I am Colonel Chutney. Have you brought supplies?
NURSE PAYNE:  Supplies?
COLONEL:  Bandages, iodine, jelly doughnuts. (NURSE PAYNE looks 

to OFFICER MULLIGAN, hoping for some explanation. OFFICER 
MULLIGAN taps her temple to indicate the COLONEL is bananas.)

NURSE PAYNE:  Ach, I see. Bats in the belfry. No, I have not 
brought supplies.

COLONEL:  Drat! One more obstacle in the path of victory. No matter. 
(To his “unseen” troops.) Come along, lads. We’ll fight the battle 
without medical supplies and jelly doughnuts. And we’ll win! (Steps 
to the French doors, peers out into garden. Then—) Attack! (Rushes 
OUT STAGE LEFT.)

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  There he goes again. I hope he doesn’t trip and 
break anything.

ANGUISH:  Last week he broke the birdbath. (To NURSE PAYNE.) I 
suppose you’re with the police department.

NURSE PAYNE:  Nein. I work for the Helping Hand Nurses’ Registry. 
(Walks to the French doors, looks OFF.) Who vas that kook?

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  His name is Colonel Chutney.
NURSE PAYNE:  He must be mein new patient.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  You’ve got your work cut out for you.
ANGUISH:  Colonel Chutney doesn’t need a nurse.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  He needs a keeper.
ANGUISH:  He doesn’t reside here. He’s a neighbor.
NURSE PAYNE:  Then he is not mein patient. I vill have to call the 

Registry. I lost the slip of paper vith my patient’s name vritten down.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Points.) There’s the phone.
NURSE PAYNE:  I vill call.
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HERCULES:  Hercules Porridge.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  The famous Hoboken detective?
HERCULES:  (Pleased the name is recognized.) The same.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Who are you trying to kid, kid? You don’t look 

anything like Hercules Porridge. Why, you’re young enough to be 
his son.

HERCULES:  I am his son. I’m Junior.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  It won’t be easy to live up to a name like Porridge.
REBECCA:  This isn’t getting us anywhere. (To DETECTIVE BOBBY.) Who 

are you? (DETECTIVE BOBBY takes out his wallet and flashes his 
badge so fast that neither HERCULES nor REBECCA can get a look.)

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Detective Bobby. City Police. (Takes out a whistle 
and blows an alert. Startled, HERCULES jumps up. OFFICER MULLIGAN 
ENTERS UP RIGHT.) This here is Officer Mulligan, my partner.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  And Detective Bobby is my partner. (Has a high-
pitched voice. Her speech sounds like a mouse talking. Like BOBBY, 
she’s a bit shy in the smarts department.)

HERCULES:  (To DETECTIVE BOBBY.) For all we know, you could be a 
phony. Can I get a closer look at that I.D.?

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Why not? You pay taxes. (HERCULES takes a step 
toward DETECTIVE BOBBY, who immediately pockets the wallet.)

REBECCA:  Won’t you sit down, Detective Booby?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Stiffens.) The name is Bobby. Detective Bobby. 

Not “Booby.”
REBECCA:  (Mocking the earlier comment.) Bobby. Booby. What’s 

the difference?
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Detective Bobby gets very upset when citizens 

call him Booby.
HERCULES:  I’m not surprised.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I will sit. It’s been a tough morning. (Starts to sit 

in the “corpse” chair.)
REBECCA:  Not there!
HERCULES:  No!
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Straightens up, alarmed.) Huh?
REBECCA:  Hercules Porridge might want to dust for fingerprints.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Fingerprints?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Why would you want to do that, Porridge?
HERCULES:  My gut feeling tells me Leon Russell was murdered.

COLONEL:  (From OFF STAGE LEFT.) Attaaaack!
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Startled, she falls from the sofa and rolls onto 

the floor. Completely disoriented, she jumps to her feet and draws 
her service revolver, looking nervously about.) Who? What? Up 
against the wall! Don’t move! You’re all under arrest!

COLONEL:  (ENTERS UP LEFT.) Blasted infernal hill bandits! The swine.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Oh, it’s you, Colonel Chutney.
COLONEL:  ’Course it’s me. Don’t I look like me? I’ve got to call the 

War Office. (Picks up the phone receiver.)
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  You’re not supposed to be here, Colonel Chutney. 

The house is off limits. Police procedure when there’s a murder.
COLONEL:  Silence! (OFFICER MULLIGAN cringes. Frightened of 

the madman, she holsters her weapon. COLONEL roars into the 
receiver.) War Office? “Hawkeye” Chutney here. The hill tribes 
are in rebellion. The bloodshed is awful. Only a short time ago 
a poor woman was ambushed and destroyed with a poisonous 
dart. Probably pygmies. Send in the troops… send in the heavy 
artillery… and don’t forget hot tea and jelly doughnuts. (Taps the 
mouthpiece.) Hello… hello… anybody there? (Pause.) Drat! We’ve 
been cut off. They’ve cut the wires. The swine… (Slams down 
the receiver. SOUND EFFECT:  DOORBELL. Like Jeeves, COLONEL 
mistakes the doorbell for the telephone. Calmly, COLONEL picks 
up the receiver, speaks with a smooth, crisp, professional tone.) 
Colonel Chutney here. “Hawkeye” Chutney. Are you there? (Pause.) 
Could you speak up, please? I can’t seem to get you.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  No, no, Colonel. It was the doorbell you heard. 
Not the telephone.

COLONEL:  Eh? (SHIRLEY ENTERS UP LEFT and crosses OFF UP RIGHT.)
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Points to the hallway.) It was the doorbell.
COLONEL:  (Stares blankly at the mouthpiece.) Well, why didn’t you say 

so? (Slams down the receiver.) Blasted inefficiency. That’s what’s 
wrong with the army these days. No discipline. None at all.

ANGUISH:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT.) Bad news for Mrs. Fitzwilliam.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Tense.) Not another body?
ANGUISH:  Good heavens, no.
COLONEL:  Then what’s the bad news?
ANGUISH:  The cook.
COLONEL:  The cook?
ANGUISH:  The cook has quit.
COLONEL:  That’s good news.
ANGUISH:  She has a new job. Cooking at McDonald’s.
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DETECTIVE BOBBY:  You private detectives all think alike. We have a 
perfectly ordinary case of heart failure, and you want to turn it into 
a murder. What a meatball.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  You said it, Bobby. What a meatball.
REBECCA:  Is that what it was—heart failure?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  That’s my guess. (JEEVES steps IN STAGE RIGHT, 

still wondering where he is.)
REBECCA:  Then why are you and Officer Mulligan here?
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  It’s all routine.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I want to speak with Mrs. Russell.
REBECCA:  Jeeves.
JEEVES:  Yes, Mrs. Fizzlestick.
HERCULES:  Fitzwilliam, Jeeves. Fitzwilliam.
JEEVES:  Whatever.
REBECCA:  Go upstairs and get Mrs. Russell.
JEEVES:  Upstairs. Mrs. Russell. At once, madam. (Moves for the 

French doors.)
REBECCA:  Jeeves.
JEEVES:  (Stops, turns.) Yes, madam?
REBECCA:  (Points to the hallway.) That way.
JEEVES:  Yes, of course. What am I thinking of? That way. (Moves into 

the hallway, but instead of turning UP LEFT, he heads for the front 
door, UP RIGHT.)

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I take it he works here?
HERCULES:  He gets lost here is what you mean.
REBECCA:  He’s the butler.
HERCULES:  You won’t get much out of him, Bobby. He’s got a mind 

like a cobweb.
COLONEL:  (From OFF STAGE LEFT.) Hello in there! What ho!
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Who’s that? (OFFICER MULLIGAN crosses to the 

French doors and looks out.)
REBECCA:  I’m afraid that could be my neighbor.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  It’s some old geezer with a rifle.
HERCULES:  What’s the problem?
REBECCA:  I’d better explain. (Quickly.) My neighbor is Colonel Chutney. 

He’s eccentric. He thinks he’s in England. He thinks it’s 1880. He 
can get “nervous.” Please don’t aggravate him.

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Gotcha.

STUDENT ONE:  It’s the outline of a woman’s body. In white chalk. Gross.
STUDENT TWO:  The police always do that when there’s a murder.
STUDENT THREE:  (Awestruck.) Turns my blood cold.
STUDENT ONE:  Write down your reaction. Otherwise, you might block 

it from your memory. (STUDENT THREE writes.)
HERCULES:  (Annoyed, he RE-ENTERS DOWN LEFT.) It’s not a good idea 

to keep Hercules Porridge, the famous Hoboken detective, waiting. 
Don’t forget what I told you. You’re here on borrowed time. You 
can’t afford to waste a moment.

STUDENTS:  Sorry. (They hurry OFF DOWN LEFT.)
HERCULES:  (Calls after them.) Don’t touch anything. I may want to 

dust for fingerprints.
STUDENTS:  (From OFF DOWN LEFT.) Fingerprints! (Happy with his 

“audience,” HERCULES rubs his hands gleefully. Ready to expound 
on the subject of crime, he EXITS DOWN LEFT. OFFICER MULLIGAN 
snores. FAY ENTERS UP LEFT and looks around the room. She holds 
a small envelope. Not seeing OFFICER MULLIGAN, FAY starts to turn 
back into the hallway.)

REBECCA:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT.) Looking for me, dear?
FAY:  (Turns again.) Looking for you and hoping I wouldn’t find you.
REBECCA:  Have you got it?
FAY:  Every last penny.
REBECCA:  Good.
FAY:  (Crosses to REBECCA.) You’re the only woman I know who can 

get blood from a stone. (There’s movement at the shrubbery 
DOWN LEFT which the WOMEN do not notice. It’s HERCULES. He 
parts the leaves like a jungle explorer scouting dangerous terrain 
and eavesdrops.)

REBECCA:  How you talk. Referring to yourself as a stone. (Grabs the 
envelope from FAY’S hand. SHIRLEY ENTERS DOWN RIGHT with a 
stack of fresh towels. No one pays any attention. SHIRLEY moves to 
the hallway. SOUND EFFECT:  DOORBELL. SHIRLEY ignores it and 
EXITS UP LEFT. REBECCA counts some money from the envelope.)

FAY:  Blackmail is a dirty game.
REBECCA:  (Indifferent.) I’m not interested in your opinion. Only your 

money. Come with me. I’ll write you a receipt.
FAY:  There’s already been one murder in Crimson House. Aren’t you 

afraid there might be another? (REBECCA scoffs and EXITS DOWN 
RIGHT. FAY follows her OFF. HERCULES scoots back out of sight and 
OFF DOWN LEFT.)
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HERCULES:  (Writes on his notepad.) “Neighbor is Colonel Chutney. A 
nut case.”

COLONEL:  (ENTERS STAGE LEFT. He is, indeed, a nut case. He carries a 
hunting rifle. A knapsack is slung over one shoulder. He speaks in a 
phony but thick British accent.) Hi ho, one and all. A fine day for a 
constitutional, eh? Nothing like a brisk walk for one’s health. Good 
Queen Victoria, bless her, advocates exercise for the liver.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  And onions.
REBECCA:  I’m afraid you’ve come at a bad time, Colonel Chutney.
COLONEL:  Bad time? What on earth are you talking about, old girl?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  A gentleman died in this house last evening.
COLONEL:  (Furious.) Shot down by some treacherous bandit, no doubt. 

The hills are full of them. The swine. I shall inform Calcutta. They’ll 
send troops to put down the uprising.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (To HERCULES.) You’d better underline “nut case.”
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  In red pencil.
COLONEL:  It’s been a good hunt, Rebecca. (Slaps his knapsack.) Look 

what I’ve brought you for din-din.
REBECCA:  What is it, Colonel? (COLONEL steps to the desk and 

puts down his knapsack. Once again realizing he’s confused about 
direction, JEEVES ENTERS UP RIGHT and crosses OFF UP LEFT.)

COLONEL:  With the first light, I said to myself, I said, “Good day for 
hunting, Chutney. Out of bed, old boy. Shoot something.”

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  You got a license for that rifle?
COLONEL:  Don’t need one, sir. I’m a retired officer in Her Majesty’s Army. 

Royal Munster Fusiliers. When I squeeze the trigger, I never miss. 
They call me “Hawkeye” Chutney. (HERCULES is busy underlining the 
words “nut case” on his pad. COLONEL pats the knapsack.) This was 
sitting on a log in my fish pond, and I said to myself, “Chutney, be a 
good neighbor and bag this bird for Rebecca.”

REBECCA:  How thoughtful.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  What kind of a bird is it, Colonel?
COLONEL:  I’m not sure, but I’ll wager it’s tasty. (Dips into the knapsack, 

pulls out and holds high a rubber chicken. OTHERS nervously look 
around at one other. No one knows quite what to say. JEEVES 
ENTERS UP LEFT.)

REBECCA:  Jeeves.
JEEVES:  Madam.
REBECCA:  Colonel Chutney has brought us a chicken.
JEEVES:  A chicken, madam?

STUDENT ONE:  Are you a policeman?
HERCULES:  (Strikes a pose.) Close. But not close enough. (Pause.) 

I am—Hercules Porridge. (No reaction.) The famous Hoboken 
detective. (STUDENTS exchange a look. The name is meaningless.) 
You must have heard of Hercules Porridge. (STUDENTS shake 
their heads.) Hmmm. Doesn’t matter. You’ve heard of me now. 
When you write up the crime, focus on Hercules Porridge. He’s 
colorful, masterful, and determined. Hercules Porridge is always 
good for circulation.

STUDENT ONE:  You don’t work with the police?
HERCULES:  I work alone. I’m in complete charge of this baffling case. 

Like Sherlock Holmes, I like a weird mystery. And if a man likes 
“weird,” then this is the place to be. (STUDENTS write and write.)

STUDENT TWO:  We’ll be happy to feature you in the article, Mr. 
Porridge.

HERCULES:  Feel free to ask me anything about crime and detective 
work, but make it quick. Even though the maid let you in, you’re not 
supposed to be here. Keep out of sight.

STUDENT ONE:  Who discovered the body?
HERCULES:  I discovered the body. I discovered the murder weapon, 

and I, Hercules Porridge, will discover the murderer—or murderess, 
as the case may be.

STUDENT ONE:  You’re a real find.
HERCULES:  Whoever murdered the corpse came from (Points to the 

solarium.) that direction.
STUDENT ONE:  What’s in there?
HERCULES:  Orchids.
STUDENTS:  Orchids?
HERCULES:  It’s a solarium.
STUDENT TWO:  What’s a solarium?
HERCULES:  Students are all alike. Show and tell. Follow me. I will 

expound on the theory of criminal detection. (Delighted to show 
off, HERCULES motions for the STUDENTS to follow him as he EXITS 
DOWN LEFT. STUDENTS follow, but stay ONSTAGE.)

STUDENT THREE:  What a break!
STUDENT ONE:  How’s this for a lead in? Murder in the Solarium.
STUDENT TWO:  I like The Crimson Corpse better.
STUDENT THREE:  Boy, are we going to score extra credit. (Notices the 

chalk outline.) Look! (STUDENTS look.)
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DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (To HERCULES.) More like a cuckoo bird.
REBECCA:  Give it to Cook. Tell her to make me a sandwich. Hold 

the mayo.
JEEVES:  Whatever you say, madam. (COLONEL holds out the rubber 

chicken, and JEEVES crosses for it.)
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (To REBECCA.) We’ll have the autopsy report in 

a few hours.
REBECCA:  I wonder what the neighbors thought when the paramedics 

showed up?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Like I said. Someone had a heart attack and 

croaked. No need to make a federal case out of it.
COLONEL:  Nonsense. It was hill bandits, I tell you. They’re a 

bloodthirsty lot. The swine. (JEEVES takes the rubber chicken 
and gives a disapproving look. Holding the poultry straight out, as 
if it smelled bad, he EXITS STAGE LEFT. Only OFFICER MULLIGAN 
notices that he’s heading in the wrong direction.)

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  No offense, Colonel Mustard, but I’ve got work 
to do.

COLONEL:  Who’s Colonel Mustard?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  You’re Colonel Mustard.
COLONEL:  I’m Colonel Mustard?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  You must be. You just admitted it.
HERCULES:  No, no, Booby. He’s Chutney.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Bobby! Bobby! The name is Bobby. Why can’t 

people get it straight?
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Looking out French doors. To REBECCA.) Didn’t 

you tell your butler to take the chicken to the cook?
REBECCA:  I did.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Then why is he going into the potting shed?
REBECCA:  He’ll realize his mistake in time.
HERCULES:  Jeeves ain’t much when it comes to a road map.
COLONEL:  I’ll leave at once for the Foreign Office. I shall file a report 

about the hill bandits. The swine.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  You do that, Colonel.
COLONEL:  (Moves to the French doors.) You have nothing to fear, 

Rebecca. Colonel “Hawkeye” Chutney is on the case. (A battle 
cry.) Attack! (Dashes OUT STAGE LEFT.)

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  My goodness. That man shouldn’t be allowed 
out without a leash.

answering the door.) Speak up, please. I can’t hear you. (Shakes 
the receiver.) Anybody on the other end? (Getting no reply, he hangs 
up.) Must have been a wrong number. I’d better spray the kitchen 
for whiteflies and roaches. (Shuffles toward UP LEFT.) It’s going to 
rain again soon. It’s going to be a dark and stormy night. I can tell. 
(He’s OUT.)

STUDENT ONE:  (From OFF UP RIGHT.) This is the chance of a lifetime!
STUDENT TWO:  (From OFF.) Imagine!
STUDENT THREE:  (From OFF.) Murder! (STUDENTS hurry IN UP RIGHT 

and look about. They’re enthusiastic and alert. Each one carries a 
pad and pencil. SHIRLEY steps ON behind them, UP RIGHT.)

STUDENT ONE:  (To SHIRLEY.) Miss, can you tell us where they found 
the body?

STUDENT TWO:  (Crosses to the French doors and looks into the 
garden.) It’s a nice garden. (Gleeful.) Just the sort of place to 
bury someone.

STUDENT ONE:  Gruesome thought. (STUDENTS busily write. SHIRLEY 
crosses DOWN RIGHT.)

STUDENT THREE:  (To SHIRLEY.) We don’t want to trouble anyone. 
(SHIRLEY EXITS DOWN RIGHT. To OTHERS.) Maybe she doesn’t hear 
well. (OFFICER MULLIGAN snores loudly. STUDENTS look.)

HERCULES:  (ENTERS DOWN LEFT.) Aha! Don’t tell me. Let me 
guess. Reporters.

STUDENT ONE:  Student reporters. We’re from Mountebank.
HERCULES:  Huh?
STUDENT TWO:  The college at the foot of the hill. Everybody 

knows Mountebank.
HERCULES:  Oh, yeah. Sure. Mountebank.
STUDENT THREE:  We have to come up with something sensational 

for our journalism class.
STUDENT ONE:  When we heard about a woman killed with a poisoned 

dart, we knew this was it.
STUDENT TWO:  You have to admit, a murder with a poisoned dart is 

pretty sensational.
HERCULES:  How did you get in here?
STUDENT THREE:  We rang the doorbell.
STUDENT ONE:  The maid didn’t say anything.
STUDENT TWO:  Anything wrong?
HERCULES:  There was supposed to be a police guard. (Loud snore 

from OFFICER MULLIGAN.)
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DETECTIVE BOBBY:  In my racket I’ve seen them all, but the colonel 
is unique. He’s living in the ozone.

FAY:  (From OFF UP LEFT.) There, there. You’ll be all right.
PENNY:  (From OFF UP LEFT.) I wish you’d stop babying me.
FAY:  (From OFF.) But you’ve had a terrible experience.
PENNY:  (From OFF.) There’s no need to remind me.
REBECCA:  That’s Mrs. Russell now.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Good. (PENNY ENTERS UP LEFT, handkerchief in 

hand. FAY ENTERS behind her.)
HERCULES:  Sit here, Mrs. Russell. (Indicates sofa.) This is Detective 

Bobby, Officer Mulligan. (PENNY moves to the sofa and sits. Positions 
at this point are as follows:  REBECCA stands DOWN RIGHT, PENNY 
on the sofa, HERCULES to the LEFT of the sofa. DETECTIVE BOBBY 
stands behind the “corpse” chair, OFFICER MULLIGAN by the 
French doors. FAY works her way to the desk chair as the dialogue 
continues, and sits.)

PENNY:  If you have questions, I’ll do the best I can to answer them.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I appreciate your willingness to cooperate. I’ll 

be brief.
FAY:  Penny is so brave. She reminds me of the character I played in 

Where There’s a Will There’s a Murder. (To DETECTIVE BOBBY.) I 
played the part of an axe murderess.

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Disinterested.) Is that a fact?
REBECCA:  Miss Strange is an actress.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I figured as much.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  The butler has just left the potting shed. I can’t 

see the rubber chicken.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (To PENNY.) I understand you made the identification. 

(PENNY nods.) Did your husband have a history of heart problems? 
(PENNY shakes her head.) I figure your husband came into this room 
and sat down because he wasn’t feeling so hot.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Then he kicked the bucket.
PENNY:  (Aghast at the insensitivity.) Kicked the bucket! Ooooh.
REBECCA:  Kicked the bucket? What a crude thing to say. (Steps to 

the sofa, sits beside PENNY, and pats her hand.) There, there, Mrs. 
Russell. (Looks to OFFICER MULLIGAN.) Ignore that police creature. 
She has no heart.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  What’d I say? What’d I say?

FAY:  (Points to HERCULES.) Who’s that?
REBECCA:  (Studies the scene through her lorgnette.) I don’t know who 

it is, but he’s wearing one of my lampshades. (HERCULES removes 
the lampshade from his head and stands.)

WOMEN:  Look—it’s Hercules Porridge! (Only now does MARK look up.)
HERCULES:  I don’t want to alarm anyone, but this corpse is dead. 

(OTHERS react.)
MARK:  (Leaps up.) Dead!
FAY:  Another one?
ANGUISH:  Are you positive?
HERCULES:  There’s a poisoned dart sticking out of her neck. (WOMEN 

gasp. HERCULES kneels again beside the body, then mimes taking 
the “dart” from the body. Sniffs.) I know that poison.

FAY:  What is it?
HERCULES:  (Stands, “dart” in hand.) It comes from the Amazon. This 

dart was dipped in venomous… orchid juice!
OTHERS:  Orchid juice?! (ALL look to ANGUISH, realizing this is one of 

her “methods.”)
ANGUISH:  It’s like a page torn from Who Murdered Herbert Fish?
HERCULES:  You’re wrong, Miss Crispie. It’s like a page torn from life. 

Or, in this case, a page torn from murder. The question is not who 
murdered Herbert Fish, but who murdered Bridget Moriarty?

FAY:  Who’s Bridget Moriarty?
ANGUISH:  Whodunit?
JEEVES:  (On cue, ENTERS STAGE LEFT. To AUDIENCE.) I don’t know 

whodunit, but it wasn’t the butler. (To OTHERS.) Has anyone seen 
a runaway chicken? (CURTAIN.)

End of ACT ONE

ACT TWO
Scene One

CURTAIN UP:  That afternoon. The lampshade is back on the standing 
lamp. OFFICER MULLIGAN is stretched out on the sofa, asleep. She 
has a handkerchief over her face to block out the light. Every now and 
then, she snores—loudly. A white chalk outline of a body is on the 
floor where Bridget fell. SOUND EFFECT:  DOORBELL. JEEVES ENTERS 
DOWN LEFT. DOORBELL RINGS again. JEEVES, mistaking the doorbell 
for a telephone ring, picks up the receiver.
JEEVES:  Crimson House, Jeeves the butler speaking. How may we be 

of service? (SHIRLEY ENTERS UP LEFT and crosses OFF UP RIGHT, 
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ANGUISH:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT, holding a cup and saucer. To PENNY.) 
Here, Penny. I’ve made you a nice cup of hot tea. It will make you 
feel better.

PENNY:  That’s kind of you, Miss Crispie. I couldn’t swallow it. Not 
a drop. All I want to do is go back to my penthouse apartment 
and forget the terrible event at Crimson House. (SOUND 
EFFECT:  DOORBELL.)

HERCULES:  Murder ain’t easy to drop from memory.
ANGUISH:  (Rather pleased by the prospect.) Murder? Who’s talking 

about murder?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (To REBECCA.) Why is Junior Porridge here?
PENNY:  I asked for his assistance. Or, rather, his father’s assistance.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (To HERCULES.) How come?
HERCULES:  Confidential. The code of the private eye. My lips are 

sealed. (“Zips” his lips.)
PENNY:  I no longer have use for his services.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  In that case, Hercules, pack your duds and get 

lost. You private detectives only water the mud.
ANGUISH:  Water the mud? You have a colorful way of turning a phrase.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I may not be too smart, but I ain’t dull.
HERCULES:  I don’t have any duds to pack. (SHIRLEY ENTERS UP LEFT 

and crosses OFF UP RIGHT, answering the doorbell.)
PENNY:  Anything else, Detective Bobby?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I want you to stick around until the autopsy 

report comes in.
PENNY:  I understand.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Still looking outside.) He’s gone back into the 

potting shed.
HERCULES:  I’m never wrong about my guts. My gut’s smell murder.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Assertive.) I want you out of this house, and I 

want you out now.
HERCULES:  (To ANGUISH.) Boy, is he rude.
DELIVERY PERSON:  (Bounces IN UP RIGHT, carrying a large candy box 

tied with colored ribbon.) Delivery! Where do you want it?
REBECCA:  Not another pizza?
DELIVERY PERSON:  Naw, this time it’s a box of chocolates. Imported. 

All the way from Pennsylvania.

BRIDGET:  (From OFF.) Don’t give me any orders.
MARK:  (From OFF.) I always thought you were a nice secretary.
BRIDGET:  (From OFF.) I am a nice secretary. I’m a nice secretary who 

knows what she’s doing and knows what she wants. (HERCULES 
remains perfectly still, his arms stiff by his sides.)

MARK:  (ENTERS STAGE LEFT, followed IN by BRIDGET. Nervous.) I 
shouldn’t be upset like this. I’m not well! (Sits in the “corpse” chair. 
BRIDGET stands DOWN LEFT of the chair.)

BRIDGET:  You don’t fool me. (As BRIDGET continues, a long staff 
of bamboo slowly inches its way through the large plant that is 
positioned at the entrance to the solarium, DOWN LEFT. The bamboo 
staff is actually a deadly blow gun. We can’t see who is holding this 
unusual weapon. As BRIDGET states her case, the bamboo gets 
closer and closer to her—like a treacherous, creeping vine.) I know 
exactly what you’re planning. When your father discovers you’ve 
embezzled over a million dollars from the family business, you 
plan to fake a nervous breakdown.

MARK:  You’re wicked. That’s what you are. (To hear better, HERCULES 
creeps a few steps forward.)

BRIDGET:  That’s why you wear those stupid clothes. So people will 
think you’ve gone mad. I can help you, Mark.

MARK:  How? (HERCULES takes a step closer.)
BRIDGET:  I’m in charge of the accounting department now. I can 

juggle the books, and no one will be the wiser. You’ve hidden the 
money, haven’t you?

MARK:  Have I?
BRIDGET:  I want a share. A big share.
MARK:  If l don’t agree? (HERCULES takes another step forward.)
BRIDGET:  I’ll inform the police.
MARK:  You wouldn’t dare. (In the chair, turns his back to her.)
BRIDGET:  Wouldn’t I? Think of the scandal, the shame, the publicity. 

You’ll be ruined. Ruined! (SOUND EFFECT:  BLOW GUN SHOT. Slaps 
her hand to her neck, screams.) Auuugh! (Drops to the floor, dead. 
HERCULES, still wearing the lampshade, moves to her. He kneels 
beside her and investigates. The bamboo is withdrawn. MARK 
doesn’t notice because he’s too preoccupied with his woe.)

MARK:  To think I’m the one who hired you. I’ve created a Frankenstein 
monster. Yes, that’s what I’ve done. I hired the one person who 
could destroy me. Oh, what am I going to do? (Buries his face in his 
hands. ANGUISH, FAY, and REBECCA rush IN DOWN RIGHT.)

ANGUISH:  Who screamed?
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REBECCA:  Oh, dear, oh, dear. No telling what you’ll deliver next. 
(SHIRLEY ENTERS UP RIGHT and crosses OFF UP LEFT.) Give it to 
Cook. She’ll know what to do. And let yourself out the back. We’re 
busy here.

DELIVERY PERSON:  Will do. Though I might as well just move in. 
(EXITS DOWN RIGHT.)

REBECCA:  (To DETECTIVE BOBBY.) My butler keeps ordering things, 
and he always forgets.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Still studying Jeeves’s progress out the French 
doors.) Good news. He’s found the chicken.

PENNY:  If you’ll excuse me. (Stands and EXITS UP LEFT.)
FAY:  She’s holding up magnificently. Such courage, such bravado. 

I wonder if she’d like to borrow one of my black veils? What a 
shame Dr. Throwback is no longer in practice. (On the name 
“Dr. Throwback,” both REBECCA and ANGUISH react with a gasp. 
DETECTIVE BOBBY and HERCULES notice.)

HERCULES:  Who’s Dr. Throwback?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I told you to get lost. I’ll ask the questions. (To 

FAY.) Who’s Dr. Throwback?
FAY:  A psychiatrist.
ANGUISH:  (With hidden meaning.) The last thing Mrs. Russell requires 

is a psychiatrist.
HERCULES:  (Points to the “corpse” chair.) Aren’t you even going to 

dust for fingerprints?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Patience exhausted.) That does it. Mulligan?
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Sir?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Take Mr. Porridge to the front door and kick 

him out.
HERCULES:  All right, all right. I get the message. I’m going. (Strides 

UP CENTER with as much dignity as possible, considering the fact 
he’s being booted out. ALL watch. HERCULES turns and announces.) 
My guts are never wrong.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  If you don’t get out of here, your guts are going 
to be spilled. Detective Bobby has a short temper.

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  It’s getting shorter.
HERCULES:  What do cops know? (EXITS UP RIGHT.)
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I won’t trouble you folks any longer. Have a 

nice day.
REBECCA:  (Nods goodbye.) Detective Booby.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Sighs.) It’s not Booby. Aw, forget it. (Moves UPSTAGE.)

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Watch out, Bobby! It’s a flying chicken! (OFFICER 
MULLIGAN and DETECTIVE BOBBY duck as the rubber chicken 
comes flying on LEFT from the garden. FAY screams.)

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Picks up the chicken and hands it to REBECCA.) 
Here’s your sandwich meat. (Nods to OFFICER MULLIGAN. They 
EXIT UP RIGHT, leaving ANGUISH, REBECCA, and FAY ONSTAGE.)

FAY:  I hope there’ll be a funeral for Mr. Russell. I’m fond of funerals.
REBECCA:  That was a stupid thing to do. Mentioning the name of Dr. 

Throwback. (Throws the chicken behind the sofa.)
FAY:  I didn’t mean to do it. The name just slipped out.
REBECCA:  (Once again, her demeanor has undergone a change. She’s 

stern, insistent, and dangerous.) It’s almost noon, Fay. Have you got 
the rest of my “rent” money?

FAY:  (Nervous.) I’ll have it, never fear.
REBECCA:  I’m not worried. You’re the one who has to worry. Do you 

have your “rent,” Anguish?
ANGUISH:  Don’t I always? (Bitter.) A thousand dollars a week for “rent.”
REBECCA:  A fair price for a stay at Crimson House.
ANGUISH:  My checkbook is in the dining room. In my bag.
REBECCA:  Excellent. (Stands.) Come along, Fay. We’ll all have a cup 

of tea and a little chat. Like old friends. (FAY stands.) Bring the 
chicken. (Walks OUT DOWN RIGHT.)

FAY:  (Picks up the rubber chicken.) One of these days there will be 
murder in this house.

ANGUISH:  Shhh! She’ll hear you. (EXITS DOWN RIGHT.)
FAY:  (Looks at the rubber chicken with an expression of disgust.) Ugh. 

(Defiantly, she drops it into the wastebasket and marches OFF 
DOWN RIGHT. The room is deserted for a moment, then we see the 
head of HERCULES pop IN from the hallway, UP RIGHT. He scans the 
room. Satisfied the coast is clear, he tiptoes IN. Approaching voices 
from OFF LEFT cause him to FREEZE.)

MARK:  (From OFF LEFT.) You won’t get away with this.
BRIDGET:  (From OFF.) Want to bet?
MARK:  (From OFF.) You’re a crook, that’s what you are.
BRIDGET:  (From OFF.) Then I’ve come to the right place, haven’t I? 

Crimson House? Besides, who are you to talk?
MARK:  (From OFF.) Keep your voice down. (HERCULES desperately 

looks for someplace to hide. He spots the large lampshade on the 
standing lamp. He takes it from the lamp and puts it on his head. 
Thus, he now becomes the “standing lamp.”)
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REBECCA:  Oh, dear, oh, dear. No telling what you’ll deliver next. 
(SHIRLEY ENTERS UP RIGHT and crosses OFF UP LEFT.) Give it to 
Cook. She’ll know what to do. And let yourself out the back. We’re 
busy here.

DELIVERY PERSON:  Will do. Though I might as well just move in. 
(EXITS DOWN RIGHT.)

REBECCA:  (To DETECTIVE BOBBY.) My butler keeps ordering things, 
and he always forgets.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Still studying Jeeves’s progress out the French 
doors.) Good news. He’s found the chicken.

PENNY:  If you’ll excuse me. (Stands and EXITS UP LEFT.)
FAY:  She’s holding up magnificently. Such courage, such bravado. 

I wonder if she’d like to borrow one of my black veils? What a 
shame Dr. Throwback is no longer in practice. (On the name 
“Dr. Throwback,” both REBECCA and ANGUISH react with a gasp. 
DETECTIVE BOBBY and HERCULES notice.)

HERCULES:  Who’s Dr. Throwback?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I told you to get lost. I’ll ask the questions. (To 

FAY.) Who’s Dr. Throwback?
FAY:  A psychiatrist.
ANGUISH:  (With hidden meaning.) The last thing Mrs. Russell requires 

is a psychiatrist.
HERCULES:  (Points to the “corpse” chair.) Aren’t you even going to 

dust for fingerprints?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Patience exhausted.) That does it. Mulligan?
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Sir?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Take Mr. Porridge to the front door and kick 

him out.
HERCULES:  All right, all right. I get the message. I’m going. (Strides 

UP CENTER with as much dignity as possible, considering the fact 
he’s being booted out. ALL watch. HERCULES turns and announces.) 
My guts are never wrong.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  If you don’t get out of here, your guts are going 
to be spilled. Detective Bobby has a short temper.

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  It’s getting shorter.
HERCULES:  What do cops know? (EXITS UP RIGHT.)
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I won’t trouble you folks any longer. Have a 

nice day.
REBECCA:  (Nods goodbye.) Detective Booby.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Sighs.) It’s not Booby. Aw, forget it. (Moves UPSTAGE.)

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Watch out, Bobby! It’s a flying chicken! (OFFICER 
MULLIGAN and DETECTIVE BOBBY duck as the rubber chicken 
comes flying on LEFT from the garden. FAY screams.)

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Picks up the chicken and hands it to REBECCA.) 
Here’s your sandwich meat. (Nods to OFFICER MULLIGAN. They 
EXIT UP RIGHT, leaving ANGUISH, REBECCA, and FAY ONSTAGE.)

FAY:  I hope there’ll be a funeral for Mr. Russell. I’m fond of funerals.
REBECCA:  That was a stupid thing to do. Mentioning the name of Dr. 

Throwback. (Throws the chicken behind the sofa.)
FAY:  I didn’t mean to do it. The name just slipped out.
REBECCA:  (Once again, her demeanor has undergone a change. She’s 

stern, insistent, and dangerous.) It’s almost noon, Fay. Have you got 
the rest of my “rent” money?

FAY:  (Nervous.) I’ll have it, never fear.
REBECCA:  I’m not worried. You’re the one who has to worry. Do you 

have your “rent,” Anguish?
ANGUISH:  Don’t I always? (Bitter.) A thousand dollars a week for “rent.”
REBECCA:  A fair price for a stay at Crimson House.
ANGUISH:  My checkbook is in the dining room. In my bag.
REBECCA:  Excellent. (Stands.) Come along, Fay. We’ll all have a cup 

of tea and a little chat. Like old friends. (FAY stands.) Bring the 
chicken. (Walks OUT DOWN RIGHT.)

FAY:  (Picks up the rubber chicken.) One of these days there will be 
murder in this house.

ANGUISH:  Shhh! She’ll hear you. (EXITS DOWN RIGHT.)
FAY:  (Looks at the rubber chicken with an expression of disgust.) Ugh. 

(Defiantly, she drops it into the wastebasket and marches OFF 
DOWN RIGHT. The room is deserted for a moment, then we see the 
head of HERCULES pop IN from the hallway, UP RIGHT. He scans the 
room. Satisfied the coast is clear, he tiptoes IN. Approaching voices 
from OFF LEFT cause him to FREEZE.)

MARK:  (From OFF LEFT.) You won’t get away with this.
BRIDGET:  (From OFF.) Want to bet?
MARK:  (From OFF.) You’re a crook, that’s what you are.
BRIDGET:  (From OFF.) Then I’ve come to the right place, haven’t I? 

Crimson House? Besides, who are you to talk?
MARK:  (From OFF.) Keep your voice down. (HERCULES desperately 

looks for someplace to hide. He spots the large lampshade on the 
standing lamp. He takes it from the lamp and puts it on his head. 
Thus, he now becomes the “standing lamp.”)
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ANGUISH:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT, holding a cup and saucer. To PENNY.) 
Here, Penny. I’ve made you a nice cup of hot tea. It will make you 
feel better.

PENNY:  That’s kind of you, Miss Crispie. I couldn’t swallow it. Not 
a drop. All I want to do is go back to my penthouse apartment 
and forget the terrible event at Crimson House. (SOUND 
EFFECT:  DOORBELL.)

HERCULES:  Murder ain’t easy to drop from memory.
ANGUISH:  (Rather pleased by the prospect.) Murder? Who’s talking 

about murder?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (To REBECCA.) Why is Junior Porridge here?
PENNY:  I asked for his assistance. Or, rather, his father’s assistance.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (To HERCULES.) How come?
HERCULES:  Confidential. The code of the private eye. My lips are 

sealed. (“Zips” his lips.)
PENNY:  I no longer have use for his services.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  In that case, Hercules, pack your duds and get 

lost. You private detectives only water the mud.
ANGUISH:  Water the mud? You have a colorful way of turning a phrase.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I may not be too smart, but I ain’t dull.
HERCULES:  I don’t have any duds to pack. (SHIRLEY ENTERS UP LEFT 

and crosses OFF UP RIGHT, answering the doorbell.)
PENNY:  Anything else, Detective Bobby?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I want you to stick around until the autopsy 

report comes in.
PENNY:  I understand.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Still looking outside.) He’s gone back into the 

potting shed.
HERCULES:  I’m never wrong about my guts. My gut’s smell murder.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Assertive.) I want you out of this house, and I 

want you out now.
HERCULES:  (To ANGUISH.) Boy, is he rude.
DELIVERY PERSON:  (Bounces IN UP RIGHT, carrying a large candy box 

tied with colored ribbon.) Delivery! Where do you want it?
REBECCA:  Not another pizza?
DELIVERY PERSON:  Naw, this time it’s a box of chocolates. Imported. 

All the way from Pennsylvania.

BRIDGET:  (From OFF.) Don’t give me any orders.
MARK:  (From OFF.) I always thought you were a nice secretary.
BRIDGET:  (From OFF.) I am a nice secretary. I’m a nice secretary who 

knows what she’s doing and knows what she wants. (HERCULES 
remains perfectly still, his arms stiff by his sides.)

MARK:  (ENTERS STAGE LEFT, followed IN by BRIDGET. Nervous.) I 
shouldn’t be upset like this. I’m not well! (Sits in the “corpse” chair. 
BRIDGET stands DOWN LEFT of the chair.)

BRIDGET:  You don’t fool me. (As BRIDGET continues, a long staff 
of bamboo slowly inches its way through the large plant that is 
positioned at the entrance to the solarium, DOWN LEFT. The bamboo 
staff is actually a deadly blow gun. We can’t see who is holding this 
unusual weapon. As BRIDGET states her case, the bamboo gets 
closer and closer to her—like a treacherous, creeping vine.) I know 
exactly what you’re planning. When your father discovers you’ve 
embezzled over a million dollars from the family business, you 
plan to fake a nervous breakdown.

MARK:  You’re wicked. That’s what you are. (To hear better, HERCULES 
creeps a few steps forward.)

BRIDGET:  That’s why you wear those stupid clothes. So people will 
think you’ve gone mad. I can help you, Mark.

MARK:  How? (HERCULES takes a step closer.)
BRIDGET:  I’m in charge of the accounting department now. I can 

juggle the books, and no one will be the wiser. You’ve hidden the 
money, haven’t you?

MARK:  Have I?
BRIDGET:  I want a share. A big share.
MARK:  If l don’t agree? (HERCULES takes another step forward.)
BRIDGET:  I’ll inform the police.
MARK:  You wouldn’t dare. (In the chair, turns his back to her.)
BRIDGET:  Wouldn’t I? Think of the scandal, the shame, the publicity. 

You’ll be ruined. Ruined! (SOUND EFFECT:  BLOW GUN SHOT. Slaps 
her hand to her neck, screams.) Auuugh! (Drops to the floor, dead. 
HERCULES, still wearing the lampshade, moves to her. He kneels 
beside her and investigates. The bamboo is withdrawn. MARK 
doesn’t notice because he’s too preoccupied with his woe.)

MARK:  To think I’m the one who hired you. I’ve created a Frankenstein 
monster. Yes, that’s what I’ve done. I hired the one person who 
could destroy me. Oh, what am I going to do? (Buries his face in his 
hands. ANGUISH, FAY, and REBECCA rush IN DOWN RIGHT.)

ANGUISH:  Who screamed?
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DETECTIVE BOBBY:  In my racket I’ve seen them all, but the colonel 
is unique. He’s living in the ozone.

FAY:  (From OFF UP LEFT.) There, there. You’ll be all right.
PENNY:  (From OFF UP LEFT.) I wish you’d stop babying me.
FAY:  (From OFF.) But you’ve had a terrible experience.
PENNY:  (From OFF.) There’s no need to remind me.
REBECCA:  That’s Mrs. Russell now.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Good. (PENNY ENTERS UP LEFT, handkerchief in 

hand. FAY ENTERS behind her.)
HERCULES:  Sit here, Mrs. Russell. (Indicates sofa.) This is Detective 

Bobby, Officer Mulligan. (PENNY moves to the sofa and sits. Positions 
at this point are as follows:  REBECCA stands DOWN RIGHT, PENNY 
on the sofa, HERCULES to the LEFT of the sofa. DETECTIVE BOBBY 
stands behind the “corpse” chair, OFFICER MULLIGAN by the 
French doors. FAY works her way to the desk chair as the dialogue 
continues, and sits.)

PENNY:  If you have questions, I’ll do the best I can to answer them.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I appreciate your willingness to cooperate. I’ll 

be brief.
FAY:  Penny is so brave. She reminds me of the character I played in 

Where There’s a Will There’s a Murder. (To DETECTIVE BOBBY.) I 
played the part of an axe murderess.

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Disinterested.) Is that a fact?
REBECCA:  Miss Strange is an actress.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I figured as much.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  The butler has just left the potting shed. I can’t 

see the rubber chicken.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (To PENNY.) I understand you made the identification. 

(PENNY nods.) Did your husband have a history of heart problems? 
(PENNY shakes her head.) I figure your husband came into this room 
and sat down because he wasn’t feeling so hot.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Then he kicked the bucket.
PENNY:  (Aghast at the insensitivity.) Kicked the bucket! Ooooh.
REBECCA:  Kicked the bucket? What a crude thing to say. (Steps to 

the sofa, sits beside PENNY, and pats her hand.) There, there, Mrs. 
Russell. (Looks to OFFICER MULLIGAN.) Ignore that police creature. 
She has no heart.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  What’d I say? What’d I say?

FAY:  (Points to HERCULES.) Who’s that?
REBECCA:  (Studies the scene through her lorgnette.) I don’t know who 

it is, but he’s wearing one of my lampshades. (HERCULES removes 
the lampshade from his head and stands.)

WOMEN:  Look—it’s Hercules Porridge! (Only now does MARK look up.)
HERCULES:  I don’t want to alarm anyone, but this corpse is dead. 

(OTHERS react.)
MARK:  (Leaps up.) Dead!
FAY:  Another one?
ANGUISH:  Are you positive?
HERCULES:  There’s a poisoned dart sticking out of her neck. (WOMEN 

gasp. HERCULES kneels again beside the body, then mimes taking 
the “dart” from the body. Sniffs.) I know that poison.

FAY:  What is it?
HERCULES:  (Stands, “dart” in hand.) It comes from the Amazon. This 

dart was dipped in venomous… orchid juice!
OTHERS:  Orchid juice?! (ALL look to ANGUISH, realizing this is one of 

her “methods.”)
ANGUISH:  It’s like a page torn from Who Murdered Herbert Fish?
HERCULES:  You’re wrong, Miss Crispie. It’s like a page torn from life. 

Or, in this case, a page torn from murder. The question is not who 
murdered Herbert Fish, but who murdered Bridget Moriarty?

FAY:  Who’s Bridget Moriarty?
ANGUISH:  Whodunit?
JEEVES:  (On cue, ENTERS STAGE LEFT. To AUDIENCE.) I don’t know 

whodunit, but it wasn’t the butler. (To OTHERS.) Has anyone seen 
a runaway chicken? (CURTAIN.)

End of ACT ONE

ACT TWO
Scene One

CURTAIN UP:  That afternoon. The lampshade is back on the standing 
lamp. OFFICER MULLIGAN is stretched out on the sofa, asleep. She 
has a handkerchief over her face to block out the light. Every now and 
then, she snores—loudly. A white chalk outline of a body is on the 
floor where Bridget fell. SOUND EFFECT:  DOORBELL. JEEVES ENTERS 
DOWN LEFT. DOORBELL RINGS again. JEEVES, mistaking the doorbell 
for a telephone ring, picks up the receiver.
JEEVES:  Crimson House, Jeeves the butler speaking. How may we be 

of service? (SHIRLEY ENTERS UP LEFT and crosses OFF UP RIGHT, 
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DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (To HERCULES.) More like a cuckoo bird.
REBECCA:  Give it to Cook. Tell her to make me a sandwich. Hold 

the mayo.
JEEVES:  Whatever you say, madam. (COLONEL holds out the rubber 

chicken, and JEEVES crosses for it.)
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (To REBECCA.) We’ll have the autopsy report in 

a few hours.
REBECCA:  I wonder what the neighbors thought when the paramedics 

showed up?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Like I said. Someone had a heart attack and 

croaked. No need to make a federal case out of it.
COLONEL:  Nonsense. It was hill bandits, I tell you. They’re a 

bloodthirsty lot. The swine. (JEEVES takes the rubber chicken 
and gives a disapproving look. Holding the poultry straight out, as 
if it smelled bad, he EXITS STAGE LEFT. Only OFFICER MULLIGAN 
notices that he’s heading in the wrong direction.)

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  No offense, Colonel Mustard, but I’ve got work 
to do.

COLONEL:  Who’s Colonel Mustard?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  You’re Colonel Mustard.
COLONEL:  I’m Colonel Mustard?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  You must be. You just admitted it.
HERCULES:  No, no, Booby. He’s Chutney.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Bobby! Bobby! The name is Bobby. Why can’t 

people get it straight?
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Looking out French doors. To REBECCA.) Didn’t 

you tell your butler to take the chicken to the cook?
REBECCA:  I did.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Then why is he going into the potting shed?
REBECCA:  He’ll realize his mistake in time.
HERCULES:  Jeeves ain’t much when it comes to a road map.
COLONEL:  I’ll leave at once for the Foreign Office. I shall file a report 

about the hill bandits. The swine.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  You do that, Colonel.
COLONEL:  (Moves to the French doors.) You have nothing to fear, 

Rebecca. Colonel “Hawkeye” Chutney is on the case. (A battle 
cry.) Attack! (Dashes OUT STAGE LEFT.)

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  My goodness. That man shouldn’t be allowed 
out without a leash.

answering the door.) Speak up, please. I can’t hear you. (Shakes 
the receiver.) Anybody on the other end? (Getting no reply, he hangs 
up.) Must have been a wrong number. I’d better spray the kitchen 
for whiteflies and roaches. (Shuffles toward UP LEFT.) It’s going to 
rain again soon. It’s going to be a dark and stormy night. I can tell. 
(He’s OUT.)

STUDENT ONE:  (From OFF UP RIGHT.) This is the chance of a lifetime!
STUDENT TWO:  (From OFF.) Imagine!
STUDENT THREE:  (From OFF.) Murder! (STUDENTS hurry IN UP RIGHT 

and look about. They’re enthusiastic and alert. Each one carries a 
pad and pencil. SHIRLEY steps ON behind them, UP RIGHT.)

STUDENT ONE:  (To SHIRLEY.) Miss, can you tell us where they found 
the body?

STUDENT TWO:  (Crosses to the French doors and looks into the 
garden.) It’s a nice garden. (Gleeful.) Just the sort of place to 
bury someone.

STUDENT ONE:  Gruesome thought. (STUDENTS busily write. SHIRLEY 
crosses DOWN RIGHT.)

STUDENT THREE:  (To SHIRLEY.) We don’t want to trouble anyone. 
(SHIRLEY EXITS DOWN RIGHT. To OTHERS.) Maybe she doesn’t hear 
well. (OFFICER MULLIGAN snores loudly. STUDENTS look.)

HERCULES:  (ENTERS DOWN LEFT.) Aha! Don’t tell me. Let me 
guess. Reporters.

STUDENT ONE:  Student reporters. We’re from Mountebank.
HERCULES:  Huh?
STUDENT TWO:  The college at the foot of the hill. Everybody 

knows Mountebank.
HERCULES:  Oh, yeah. Sure. Mountebank.
STUDENT THREE:  We have to come up with something sensational 

for our journalism class.
STUDENT ONE:  When we heard about a woman killed with a poisoned 

dart, we knew this was it.
STUDENT TWO:  You have to admit, a murder with a poisoned dart is 

pretty sensational.
HERCULES:  How did you get in here?
STUDENT THREE:  We rang the doorbell.
STUDENT ONE:  The maid didn’t say anything.
STUDENT TWO:  Anything wrong?
HERCULES:  There was supposed to be a police guard. (Loud snore 

from OFFICER MULLIGAN.)

For preview only



20 29

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40

HERCULES:  (Writes on his notepad.) “Neighbor is Colonel Chutney. A 
nut case.”

COLONEL:  (ENTERS STAGE LEFT. He is, indeed, a nut case. He carries a 
hunting rifle. A knapsack is slung over one shoulder. He speaks in a 
phony but thick British accent.) Hi ho, one and all. A fine day for a 
constitutional, eh? Nothing like a brisk walk for one’s health. Good 
Queen Victoria, bless her, advocates exercise for the liver.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  And onions.
REBECCA:  I’m afraid you’ve come at a bad time, Colonel Chutney.
COLONEL:  Bad time? What on earth are you talking about, old girl?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  A gentleman died in this house last evening.
COLONEL:  (Furious.) Shot down by some treacherous bandit, no doubt. 

The hills are full of them. The swine. I shall inform Calcutta. They’ll 
send troops to put down the uprising.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (To HERCULES.) You’d better underline “nut case.”
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  In red pencil.
COLONEL:  It’s been a good hunt, Rebecca. (Slaps his knapsack.) Look 

what I’ve brought you for din-din.
REBECCA:  What is it, Colonel? (COLONEL steps to the desk and 

puts down his knapsack. Once again realizing he’s confused about 
direction, JEEVES ENTERS UP RIGHT and crosses OFF UP LEFT.)

COLONEL:  With the first light, I said to myself, I said, “Good day for 
hunting, Chutney. Out of bed, old boy. Shoot something.”

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  You got a license for that rifle?
COLONEL:  Don’t need one, sir. I’m a retired officer in Her Majesty’s Army. 

Royal Munster Fusiliers. When I squeeze the trigger, I never miss. 
They call me “Hawkeye” Chutney. (HERCULES is busy underlining the 
words “nut case” on his pad. COLONEL pats the knapsack.) This was 
sitting on a log in my fish pond, and I said to myself, “Chutney, be a 
good neighbor and bag this bird for Rebecca.”

REBECCA:  How thoughtful.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  What kind of a bird is it, Colonel?
COLONEL:  I’m not sure, but I’ll wager it’s tasty. (Dips into the knapsack, 

pulls out and holds high a rubber chicken. OTHERS nervously look 
around at one other. No one knows quite what to say. JEEVES 
ENTERS UP LEFT.)

REBECCA:  Jeeves.
JEEVES:  Madam.
REBECCA:  Colonel Chutney has brought us a chicken.
JEEVES:  A chicken, madam?

STUDENT ONE:  Are you a policeman?
HERCULES:  (Strikes a pose.) Close. But not close enough. (Pause.) 

I am—Hercules Porridge. (No reaction.) The famous Hoboken 
detective. (STUDENTS exchange a look. The name is meaningless.) 
You must have heard of Hercules Porridge. (STUDENTS shake 
their heads.) Hmmm. Doesn’t matter. You’ve heard of me now. 
When you write up the crime, focus on Hercules Porridge. He’s 
colorful, masterful, and determined. Hercules Porridge is always 
good for circulation.

STUDENT ONE:  You don’t work with the police?
HERCULES:  I work alone. I’m in complete charge of this baffling case. 

Like Sherlock Holmes, I like a weird mystery. And if a man likes 
“weird,” then this is the place to be. (STUDENTS write and write.)

STUDENT TWO:  We’ll be happy to feature you in the article, Mr. 
Porridge.

HERCULES:  Feel free to ask me anything about crime and detective 
work, but make it quick. Even though the maid let you in, you’re not 
supposed to be here. Keep out of sight.

STUDENT ONE:  Who discovered the body?
HERCULES:  I discovered the body. I discovered the murder weapon, 

and I, Hercules Porridge, will discover the murderer—or murderess, 
as the case may be.

STUDENT ONE:  You’re a real find.
HERCULES:  Whoever murdered the corpse came from (Points to the 

solarium.) that direction.
STUDENT ONE:  What’s in there?
HERCULES:  Orchids.
STUDENTS:  Orchids?
HERCULES:  It’s a solarium.
STUDENT TWO:  What’s a solarium?
HERCULES:  Students are all alike. Show and tell. Follow me. I will 

expound on the theory of criminal detection. (Delighted to show 
off, HERCULES motions for the STUDENTS to follow him as he EXITS 
DOWN LEFT. STUDENTS follow, but stay ONSTAGE.)

STUDENT THREE:  What a break!
STUDENT ONE:  How’s this for a lead in? Murder in the Solarium.
STUDENT TWO:  I like The Crimson Corpse better.
STUDENT THREE:  Boy, are we going to score extra credit. (Notices the 

chalk outline.) Look! (STUDENTS look.)
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DETECTIVE BOBBY:  You private detectives all think alike. We have a 
perfectly ordinary case of heart failure, and you want to turn it into 
a murder. What a meatball.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  You said it, Bobby. What a meatball.
REBECCA:  Is that what it was—heart failure?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  That’s my guess. (JEEVES steps IN STAGE RIGHT, 

still wondering where he is.)
REBECCA:  Then why are you and Officer Mulligan here?
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  It’s all routine.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I want to speak with Mrs. Russell.
REBECCA:  Jeeves.
JEEVES:  Yes, Mrs. Fizzlestick.
HERCULES:  Fitzwilliam, Jeeves. Fitzwilliam.
JEEVES:  Whatever.
REBECCA:  Go upstairs and get Mrs. Russell.
JEEVES:  Upstairs. Mrs. Russell. At once, madam. (Moves for the 

French doors.)
REBECCA:  Jeeves.
JEEVES:  (Stops, turns.) Yes, madam?
REBECCA:  (Points to the hallway.) That way.
JEEVES:  Yes, of course. What am I thinking of? That way. (Moves into 

the hallway, but instead of turning UP LEFT, he heads for the front 
door, UP RIGHT.)

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I take it he works here?
HERCULES:  He gets lost here is what you mean.
REBECCA:  He’s the butler.
HERCULES:  You won’t get much out of him, Bobby. He’s got a mind 

like a cobweb.
COLONEL:  (From OFF STAGE LEFT.) Hello in there! What ho!
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Who’s that? (OFFICER MULLIGAN crosses to the 

French doors and looks out.)
REBECCA:  I’m afraid that could be my neighbor.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  It’s some old geezer with a rifle.
HERCULES:  What’s the problem?
REBECCA:  I’d better explain. (Quickly.) My neighbor is Colonel Chutney. 

He’s eccentric. He thinks he’s in England. He thinks it’s 1880. He 
can get “nervous.” Please don’t aggravate him.

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Gotcha.

STUDENT ONE:  It’s the outline of a woman’s body. In white chalk. Gross.
STUDENT TWO:  The police always do that when there’s a murder.
STUDENT THREE:  (Awestruck.) Turns my blood cold.
STUDENT ONE:  Write down your reaction. Otherwise, you might block 

it from your memory. (STUDENT THREE writes.)
HERCULES:  (Annoyed, he RE-ENTERS DOWN LEFT.) It’s not a good idea 

to keep Hercules Porridge, the famous Hoboken detective, waiting. 
Don’t forget what I told you. You’re here on borrowed time. You 
can’t afford to waste a moment.

STUDENTS:  Sorry. (They hurry OFF DOWN LEFT.)
HERCULES:  (Calls after them.) Don’t touch anything. I may want to 

dust for fingerprints.
STUDENTS:  (From OFF DOWN LEFT.) Fingerprints! (Happy with his 

“audience,” HERCULES rubs his hands gleefully. Ready to expound 
on the subject of crime, he EXITS DOWN LEFT. OFFICER MULLIGAN 
snores. FAY ENTERS UP LEFT and looks around the room. She holds 
a small envelope. Not seeing OFFICER MULLIGAN, FAY starts to turn 
back into the hallway.)

REBECCA:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT.) Looking for me, dear?
FAY:  (Turns again.) Looking for you and hoping I wouldn’t find you.
REBECCA:  Have you got it?
FAY:  Every last penny.
REBECCA:  Good.
FAY:  (Crosses to REBECCA.) You’re the only woman I know who can 

get blood from a stone. (There’s movement at the shrubbery 
DOWN LEFT which the WOMEN do not notice. It’s HERCULES. He 
parts the leaves like a jungle explorer scouting dangerous terrain 
and eavesdrops.)

REBECCA:  How you talk. Referring to yourself as a stone. (Grabs the 
envelope from FAY’S hand. SHIRLEY ENTERS DOWN RIGHT with a 
stack of fresh towels. No one pays any attention. SHIRLEY moves to 
the hallway. SOUND EFFECT:  DOORBELL. SHIRLEY ignores it and 
EXITS UP LEFT. REBECCA counts some money from the envelope.)

FAY:  Blackmail is a dirty game.
REBECCA:  (Indifferent.) I’m not interested in your opinion. Only your 

money. Come with me. I’ll write you a receipt.
FAY:  There’s already been one murder in Crimson House. Aren’t you 

afraid there might be another? (REBECCA scoffs and EXITS DOWN 
RIGHT. FAY follows her OFF. HERCULES scoots back out of sight and 
OFF DOWN LEFT.)

For preview only



RIGHTS MUST BE PURCHASED BEFORE REPRODUCING THIS  SCRIPT

18 31

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

HERCULES:  Hercules Porridge.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  The famous Hoboken detective?
HERCULES:  (Pleased the name is recognized.) The same.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Who are you trying to kid, kid? You don’t look 

anything like Hercules Porridge. Why, you’re young enough to be 
his son.

HERCULES:  I am his son. I’m Junior.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  It won’t be easy to live up to a name like Porridge.
REBECCA:  This isn’t getting us anywhere. (To DETECTIVE BOBBY.) Who 

are you? (DETECTIVE BOBBY takes out his wallet and flashes his 
badge so fast that neither HERCULES nor REBECCA can get a look.)

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Detective Bobby. City Police. (Takes out a whistle 
and blows an alert. Startled, HERCULES jumps up. OFFICER MULLIGAN 
ENTERS UP RIGHT.) This here is Officer Mulligan, my partner.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  And Detective Bobby is my partner. (Has a high-
pitched voice. Her speech sounds like a mouse talking. Like BOBBY, 
she’s a bit shy in the smarts department.)

HERCULES:  (To DETECTIVE BOBBY.) For all we know, you could be a 
phony. Can I get a closer look at that I.D.?

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Why not? You pay taxes. (HERCULES takes a step 
toward DETECTIVE BOBBY, who immediately pockets the wallet.)

REBECCA:  Won’t you sit down, Detective Booby?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Stiffens.) The name is Bobby. Detective Bobby. 

Not “Booby.”
REBECCA:  (Mocking the earlier comment.) Bobby. Booby. What’s 

the difference?
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Detective Bobby gets very upset when citizens 

call him Booby.
HERCULES:  I’m not surprised.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I will sit. It’s been a tough morning. (Starts to sit 

in the “corpse” chair.)
REBECCA:  Not there!
HERCULES:  No!
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Straightens up, alarmed.) Huh?
REBECCA:  Hercules Porridge might want to dust for fingerprints.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Fingerprints?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Why would you want to do that, Porridge?
HERCULES:  My gut feeling tells me Leon Russell was murdered.

COLONEL:  (From OFF STAGE LEFT.) Attaaaack!
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Startled, she falls from the sofa and rolls onto 

the floor. Completely disoriented, she jumps to her feet and draws 
her service revolver, looking nervously about.) Who? What? Up 
against the wall! Don’t move! You’re all under arrest!

COLONEL:  (ENTERS UP LEFT.) Blasted infernal hill bandits! The swine.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Oh, it’s you, Colonel Chutney.
COLONEL:  ’Course it’s me. Don’t I look like me? I’ve got to call the 

War Office. (Picks up the phone receiver.)
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  You’re not supposed to be here, Colonel Chutney. 

The house is off limits. Police procedure when there’s a murder.
COLONEL:  Silence! (OFFICER MULLIGAN cringes. Frightened of 

the madman, she holsters her weapon. COLONEL roars into the 
receiver.) War Office? “Hawkeye” Chutney here. The hill tribes 
are in rebellion. The bloodshed is awful. Only a short time ago 
a poor woman was ambushed and destroyed with a poisonous 
dart. Probably pygmies. Send in the troops… send in the heavy 
artillery… and don’t forget hot tea and jelly doughnuts. (Taps the 
mouthpiece.) Hello… hello… anybody there? (Pause.) Drat! We’ve 
been cut off. They’ve cut the wires. The swine… (Slams down 
the receiver. SOUND EFFECT:  DOORBELL. Like Jeeves, COLONEL 
mistakes the doorbell for the telephone. Calmly, COLONEL picks 
up the receiver, speaks with a smooth, crisp, professional tone.) 
Colonel Chutney here. “Hawkeye” Chutney. Are you there? (Pause.) 
Could you speak up, please? I can’t seem to get you.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  No, no, Colonel. It was the doorbell you heard. 
Not the telephone.

COLONEL:  Eh? (SHIRLEY ENTERS UP LEFT and crosses OFF UP RIGHT.)
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Points to the hallway.) It was the doorbell.
COLONEL:  (Stares blankly at the mouthpiece.) Well, why didn’t you say 

so? (Slams down the receiver.) Blasted inefficiency. That’s what’s 
wrong with the army these days. No discipline. None at all.

ANGUISH:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT.) Bad news for Mrs. Fitzwilliam.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Tense.) Not another body?
ANGUISH:  Good heavens, no.
COLONEL:  Then what’s the bad news?
ANGUISH:  The cook.
COLONEL:  The cook?
ANGUISH:  The cook has quit.
COLONEL:  That’s good news.
ANGUISH:  She has a new job. Cooking at McDonald’s.
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REBECCA:  I’m not sure I understand, Mr. Porridge. You were 
here before any murder took place. Who hired you? (SOUND 
EFFECT:  DOORBELL.)

HERCULES:  Sorry. Confidential. (Sits on the sofa and bounces.) By the 
way, Mrs. Fitzwilliam, this sofa is the pits. It’s got more lumps than 
a dinosaur’s back. I didn’t get two winks of shuteye. Why don’t you 
have a garage sale and get rid of this junk?

REBECCA:  (Aloof.) I had no idea you were spending the night or I 
would have had a room made up for you.

HERCULES:  No sense in going back to Hoboken. It’s a long way. How 
long has the cook been with you?

REBECCA:  Why do you ask?
HERCULES:  Her bacon tastes like the inside of an old tennis shoe. 

Instead of toast I got a carrot stick, and the coffee was so weak it 
wouldn’t even stain my trench coat. (SOUND EFFECT:  DOORBELL.)

REBECCA:  I shall overlook your complaints since you’re not a paying 
guest. I suspect it was Mrs. Russell who hired you. (SHIRLEY 
ENTERS UP LEFT and crosses OFF UP RIGHT.)

HERCULES:  That wouldn’t make much sense, would it?
REBECCA:  Why not?
HERCULES:  I was here before the corpus delectable showed up.
REBECCA:  She might have hired you for some other reason.
HERCULES:  You’re a fast thinker. You ought to write mysteries.
REBECCA:  You’re confusing me with Anguish Crispie. If anyone can 

make sense out of what’s happened, it’ll be Miss Crispie.
HERCULES:  (Frowns.) Thanks. I appreciate your confidence in me. 

(SHIRLEY ENTERS UP RIGHT, indicates the room, then EXITS UP 
LEFT. DETECTIVE BOBBY bounces IN UP RIGHT. He’s dressed exactly 
like Hercules but is bigger and broad-shouldered. His manner is dry 
and methodical. He’s not the brightest detective on the force, and 
he has a temper. Like Hercules, he misuses words.)

REBECCA:  Yes, what is it?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  You Mrs. Rebecca Fitzwallace?
REBECCA:  There is no one here by that name.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Who are you?
REBECCA:  I am Mrs. Rebecca Fitzwilliam.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Fitzwilliam, Fitzwallace. (Moves LEFT of the sofa.) 

What’s the difference?
HERCULES:  They’re spelled different.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Who are you?

COLONEL:  Your loss is McDonald’s loss.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  She left you in the lurch.
ANGUISH:  Better lurch than lunch. Cook wasn’t much when it came 

to cuisine.
COLONEL:  Deserted, eh? She should be shot. Put up against the wall 

and shot. The traitorous swine. (SHIRLEY ENTERS UP RIGHT and 
indicates that NURSE PAYNE should follow her ON. She does so. The 
nurse is a stern-looking young woman carrying a doctor’s bag.) Good 
show! Headquarters has sent Florence Nightingale. Welcome, Miss 
Nightingale. Welcome! (SHIRLEY EXITS STAGE RIGHT.)

NURSE PAYNE:  (Steps to the sofa. She has a “German” accent.) I am 
not Florence Nightingale. Nein, nein.

COLONEL:  Ten, ten. I am Colonel Chutney. Have you brought supplies?
NURSE PAYNE:  Supplies?
COLONEL:  Bandages, iodine, jelly doughnuts. (NURSE PAYNE looks 

to OFFICER MULLIGAN, hoping for some explanation. OFFICER 
MULLIGAN taps her temple to indicate the COLONEL is bananas.)

NURSE PAYNE:  Ach, I see. Bats in the belfry. No, I have not 
brought supplies.

COLONEL:  Drat! One more obstacle in the path of victory. No matter. 
(To his “unseen” troops.) Come along, lads. We’ll fight the battle 
without medical supplies and jelly doughnuts. And we’ll win! (Steps 
to the French doors, peers out into garden. Then—) Attack! (Rushes 
OUT STAGE LEFT.)

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  There he goes again. I hope he doesn’t trip and 
break anything.

ANGUISH:  Last week he broke the birdbath. (To NURSE PAYNE.) I 
suppose you’re with the police department.

NURSE PAYNE:  Nein. I work for the Helping Hand Nurses’ Registry. 
(Walks to the French doors, looks OFF.) Who vas that kook?

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  His name is Colonel Chutney.
NURSE PAYNE:  He must be mein new patient.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  You’ve got your work cut out for you.
ANGUISH:  Colonel Chutney doesn’t need a nurse.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  He needs a keeper.
ANGUISH:  He doesn’t reside here. He’s a neighbor.
NURSE PAYNE:  Then he is not mein patient. I vill have to call the 

Registry. I lost the slip of paper vith my patient’s name vritten down.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Points.) There’s the phone.
NURSE PAYNE:  I vill call.
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HERCULES:  Not as rare as you, Mr. Palegrave.
BRIDGET:  (Wide-eyed.) You’re alive!
MARK:  ’Course I’m alive. What are you doing here, Bridget? (Holds up 

the jar.) Would you like to see a spider mite?
BRIDGET:  (Angry.) No, I would not like to see a spider mite. These 

people said you were dead. They said you were probably murdered.
MARK:  Murdered? Me? I mean I?
REBECCA:  You misunderstood, my dear.
HERCULES:  The corpus delectable wasn’t Mr. Palegrave.
BRIDGET:  (Fuming.) I can see that for myself.
MARK:  It was Penny’s husband.
BRIDGET:  Penny? Penny who?
HERCULES:  Not Penny Who. Penny Russell. The sprouts of the 

dearly departed.
REBECCA:  (Corrects him.) Spouse.
MARK:  (Nods to BRIDGET.) Miss Moriarty used to work for me.
REBECCA:  How nice.
BRIDGET:  Is there some place we could talk? (Shoots a critical look to 

REBECCA and HERCULES.) In private?
MARK:  What better place than the garden? We can talk while I trap bugs.
HERCULES:  Sounds romantic. (MARK EXITS STAGE LEFT.)
BRIDGET:  (Starts to follow. Stops, turns to HERCULES.) Idiot. (EXITS 

STAGE LEFT.)
HERCULES:  (To REBECCA.) She must mean you.
REBECCA:  Mind your manners.
HERCULES:  Private detectives can’t afford manners. Good or bad.
REBECCA:  No one’s ever died in this room before.
HERCULES:  (Shrugs.) What can I say? Win some, lose some. Tell me, 

Mrs. Fitzwilliam, about your, uh, “hotel.”
REBECCA:  It’s a boarding hotel, a cross between a boarding house 

and wayside inn.
HERCULES:  That’s not what I mean. Why is it called Crimson House? 

The house is blue.
REBECCA:  When you look straight up from the bottom of the hill, the 

house looks red.
HERCULES:  I get it. It’s an optical delusion. (JEEVES ENTERS STAGE 

RIGHT. He is confused, doesn’t seem to know where he wants to be. 
He stands perfectly still for a moment, then EXITS again STAGE RIGHT. 
REBECCA and HERCULES ignore him as they continue to converse.)

ANGUISH:  I imagine it’s Penny Russell who needs the nurse. (To 
OFFICER MULLIGAN.) Poor child. She’s obviously not as strong as 
we thought. (NURSE PAYNE puts her medical bag on the desk, picks 
up the phone, and dials.)

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  It’s a sad case.
ANGUISH:  Not as sad as the case of Bridget Moriarty. All those police 

photographers snapping pictures, asking questions and chalking 
up the floor. However, I must confess I find the murder fascinating. 
Imagine. Orchid juice. Truth copies fiction.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Doesn’t understand.) Yeah. I guess.
NURSE PAYNE:  Bah! (Puts down the phone.)
ANGUISH:  Something wrong?
NURSE PAYNE:  It vas the answering machine. I am made of flesh and 

blood. I refuse to talk to a machine. (SOUND EFFECT:  DOORBELL.)
ANGUISH:  Do you have a name, miss?
NURSE PAYNE:  Everybody has a name.
ANGUISH:  Yes, I know. But what is yours?
NURSE PAYNE:  I am Nurse Payne. Please, no jokes. (SHIRLEY ENTERS 

STAGE RIGHT and crosses OFF UP RIGHT.)
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  I dated a dentist once, and his name was 

Dr. Candy.
ANGUISH:  In my popular mystery play, Hot Chocolate Is No Place for 

Arsenic, I called the veterinarian Dr. Wolf. I thought it was amusing.
NURSE PAYNE:  Vhy? That does not seem funny to me. Volf?
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Oh, I get it. Dr. Wolf treated animals, so you 

gave him an animal name.
ANGUISH:  There you have it.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Also flat.) I don’t think it’s funny, either.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (From OFF UP RIGHT.) Mulligan!
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Oh, oh! It’s him.
NURSE PAYNE:  Who?
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  My superior. Detective Bobby.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Thunders IN UP RIGHT.) Mulligan!
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Comes to attention.) Sir?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Didn’t I give you strict orders to stand guard at 

the front door?
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Yes, sir. (SHIRLEY ENTERS UP RIGHT and crosses 

OFF UP LEFT.)
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REBECCA:  Definitely. He’s been here for months. I’m Rebecca 
Fitzwilliam. I own Crimson House.

HERCULES:  You a friend of Mr. Palegrave’s?
BRIDGET:  I am.
HERCULES:  (Checks his wristwatch, then writes.) “Friday a.m. visitor 

arrives to see one Mark Palegrave.” (Gives a fast appraisal of 
Bridget’s appearance.) “Not bad looking.” (Snaps.) What’s your 
name, sugar?

BRIDGET:  Whatever my name is, it isn’t “sugar.” (To REBECCA.) Who 
is this?

HERCULES:  Hercules.
BRIDGET:  Hercules? Ha, ha. No one is named Hercules. Ha, ha.
HERCULES:  Guess again. Hercules Porridge.
BRIDGET:  Porridge? You mean like Cream of Wheat? Ha, ha.
REBECCA:  He’s the famous Hoboken detective.
BRIDGET:  Never heard of him.
HERCULES:  (Offended.) Never?
REBECCA:  I hadn’t heard of him either, until the unfortunate event.
BRIDGET:  What unfortunate event?
REBECCA:  The news is all over the neighborhood.
HERCULES:  (Points to the chair where the corpse was sitting.) He was 

sitting in that chair.
BRIDGET:  You mean Mark Palegrave?
HERCULES:  The deceased.
BRIDGET:  (Misunderstands.) Deceased?
HERCULES:  Alive and kicking one moment, a dead pigeon the next.
BRIDGET:  (Horrified.) Mark Palegrave is deceased?
HERCULES:  Murdered most likely.
BRIDGET:  Murdered? Oh! Oh! This is terrible news. I’d better sit down. 

(Starts to sit in the “corpse” chair.)
HERCULES:  Not there! (BRIDGET leaps up, startled.) I may want to 

dust for fingerprints.
REBECCA:  That’s where we found him. The lights were out. What a night.
HERCULES:  Not a breath left in him.
BRIDGET:  (Sobs.) Oh, oh, oh.
MARK:  (ENTERS STAGE LEFT. He holds the magnifying glass in one 

hand and a small jar in the other.) What luck, Mrs. Fitzwilliam! 
I’ve trapped a spider mite and a mealy bug. Both look like rare 
specimens to me.

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  So no one would come in and no one would 
go out.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Yes, sir. (NURSE PAYNE sits at the desk.)
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Then what are you doing in here?
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Afraid to admit she was napping.) Uh, uh—
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Uh, uh what?
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Thinks fast.) It was Colonel Chutney.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  What about him?
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  He came in to use the telephone, and I had to 

throw him out.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Calms down.) That’s different. I’ve got a patrol 

car sitting across the street. But if l catch anyone in this house 
who shouldn’t be here, I’m going to arrest ’em.

ANGUISH:  Any news, Booby?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Sighs.) I’ll make it easy for you. Don’t call me 

“Bobby” and don’t call me “Booby.” Just call me “Defective.” 
(Fast.) I mean “Detective.”

ANGUISH:  What about Miss Moriarty? What have you discovered? 
What revelations have you to make? (Sits in front of the fireplace.)

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Miss Crispie, would you mind not talking like a 
character in one of your creepy mystery stories? It makes me nervous.

ANGUISH:  I have no idea what you’re talking about.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (To OFFICER MULLIGAN.) Get the others in here.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Like who?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Barks.) Like the suspects. That’s like who! I 

want Miss Strange, Mrs. Russell, Mark Palegrave, Jeeves, and 
Mrs. Fitzwilliam in here, fast!

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  I’m going! I’m going! (Runs OFF DOWN RIGHT.)
MARK:  (ENTERS UP LEFT. He’s in an emotional state—or pretends to 

be.) I think I’m losing my mind. That’s it. That’s why everything is 
going black. I’m mad. Ha, ha, ha. Mad.

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  The boy is definitely not well!
NURSE PAYNE:  Aha, this must be mein patient. (Stands, crosses 

to MARK.)
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Who’s the nurse?
ANGUISH:  Her name is Payne.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  How did she get in?
ANGUISH:  Through a door, I imagine.
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FAY:  Back on the case? What do you mean back on the case? 
What case?

REBECCA:  The Crimson House Murder. What else?
JEEVES:  (On cue, ENTERS STAGE LEFT. He holds up the pizza box 

as if it were a serving tray. Announces loudly.) Dinner is served. 
([NOTE:  If JEEVES rang a dinner gong earlier, have the actor 
dispense with the pizza box and end the scene with a loud 
sounding of the gong.] BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene One

ACT ONE
Scene Two

LIGHTS UP:  The following morning. The French doors stand open. 
The drapes are drawn apart and BRIGHT SUNLIGHT floods the scene. 
The wastebasket is back in position. SOUND EFFECT:  DOORBELL. 
SHIRLEY ENTERS UP LEFT and crosses OFF UP RIGHT. HERCULES 
steps IN DOWN RIGHT. He has a pad and pencil in hand. REBECCA 
ENTER DOWN RIGHT behind him.
HERCULES:  You say he was supposed to arrive this morning. You say 

he called up yesterday and said he was changing his plans. He’d 
arrive a day early.

REBECCA:  That’s right. Is it important?
HERCULES:  Everything’s important on a case like this. (Sits on the 

edge of the sofa.)
REBECCA:  Poor Mrs. Russell. So young, so tragic. (SHIRLEY ENTERS 

UP RIGHT, and indicates that whoever is following should step into 
the room.) Who is it, Shirley?

HERCULES:  (His attention on his notes.) Who’s Shirley?
REBECCA:  The maid.
HERCULES:  Better write that down. (Writes.) ‘‘Maid’s name is Shirley.” 

(SHIRLEY EXITS UP LEFT.)
BRIDGET:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT.) Hello.
HERCULES:  (Looks up.) Hi.
REBECCA:  May I help you? (BRIDGET steps to the LEFT of the sofa. 

She is an attractive young woman, but there’s an undercurrent 
to her personality that suggests she’s plainly up to no good. She 
carries a purse.)

BRIDGET:  Can you tell me where to find Mr. Palegrave?
REBECCA:  You mean Mark?
BRIDGET:  Mark Palegrave, yes. He’s a guest here, isn’t he?

MARK:  I can’t remember anything I’ve done. I have no past. My mind’s 
a blank. Who am I?

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  He’s got magnesia.
NURSE PAYNE:  There, there. You vill be okay. I vill prepare a 

strong sedative.
MARK:  Who are you?
NURSE PAYNE:  Nurse Payne. (Guides MARK to the chair closer to the 

couch. He sits. NURSE PAYNE crosses to the desk and opens her 
medical bag.)

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  (Runs IN DOWN RIGHT.) They’re coming. Mrs. 
Fitzwilliam and Miss Strange.

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I said all of them!
ANGUISH:  You’ll find Mrs. Russell upstairs.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Move!
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  I’m going! I’m going! (Dashes OFF UP LEFT.)
JEEVES:  (Wanders IN STAGE LEFT and announces with indignity.) 

Somebody has moved the kitchen!
ANGUISH:  He gets worse and worse.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Sit down, Jeeves. I have a few questions.
JEEVES:  Yes, sir. (REBECCA ENTERS DOWN RIGHT. FAY follows IN behind 

her. Instead of doing as he was told, JEEVES EXITS STAGE RIGHT.)
REBECCA:  You wanted to see us, Detective Bobby?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Park it. I’ve got a few questions. (REBECCA and 

FAY both move to the sofa and sit. NURSE PAYNE takes a hypodermic 
needle from the medical bag.)

FAY:  I only wish Dr. Throwback were here.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Who?
FAY:  Dr. Throwback.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Oh, yeah. The foot doctor.
FAY:  Dr. Throwback wasn’t a foot doctor.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I thought you said he was a podiatrist.
FAY:  I said he was a psychiatrist!
PENNY:  (ENTERS UP LEFT.) Officer Mulligan said you wanted to see 

me, Detective?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Take a seat. (PENNY moves to the chair DOWNSTAGE 

of the table, LEFT. Sits. Again, we see movement at the plant masking 
the DOWN LEFT ENTRANCE of HERCULES. He does his best not to 
be seen. DETECTIVE BOBBY looks around.) Where’s that Jeeves 
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the hallway UP CENTER. SHIRLEY, terrified, points DOWN LEFT, and 
MARK moves the flashlight’s beam to the body of LEON RUSSELL. 
He’s sprawled out on the chair like a rag doll, his head down.)

MARK:  Looks like we’ve got an uninvited guest.
ANGUISH:  Yes, but who is it?
REBECCA:  He didn’t make a reservation. (LIGHTS UP. General sigh 

of relief. MARK snaps OFF the flashlight. SHIRLEY EXITS UP LEFT. 
HERCULES stands UPSTAGE holding the wastebasket.)

FAY:  The lights. That’s better. (SOUND of RAIN FADES under dialogue.)
REBECCA:  (To LEON.) You there. Who are you?
FAY:  Why doesn’t he answer?
ANGUISH:  What’s the matter with him?
HERCULES:  Hold the wastebasket. (Hands the wastebasket to ANGUISH.)
ANGUISH:  Wastebasket? What do I want with a wastebasket? 

(HERCULES pushes through, crosses to LEON, and investigates.)
PENNY:  (Opens French doors and pulls aside curtains to ENTER STAGE 

LEFT.) Poor Jeeves. He’s really lost this time. I think we ought to 
organize a search party.

HERCULES:  We got more important things to worry about.
MARK:  Like what?
HERCULES:  (Points.) This corpse is dead.
OTHERS:  (Ad-lib.) Dead! What are you saying?! It’s not possible!
HERCULES:  And unless my instinct stinks, he’s been murdered!
OTHERS:  (Ad-lib.) Oh, no! Murdered! Impossible! (PENNY screams.)
ANGUISH:  Calm yourself, my dear.
PENNY:  (Nervous, points to LEON.) You don’t understand. That man in 

the chair. I’d know him anywhere.
HERCULES:  Why?
PENNY:  He’s my husband.
HERCULES:  You mean he was.
OTHERS:  Husband?
REBECCA:  Are you sure?
PENNY:  Of course I’m sure. Don’t you think I’d know my own husband?
REBECCA:  (Indicates HERCULES.) Then who are you?
HERCULES:  I am Hercules Porridge.
ANGUISH:  The famous Hoboken detective! I’d know you anywhere. 

Except that you don’t look like you.
HERCULES:  You have nothing to fear. Hercules Porridge is back on 

the case.

character? Someone ought to put a bell around his neck. (OFFICER 
MULLIGAN ENTERS UP LEFT.) Everybody nice and comfy?

REBECCA:  Now that you mention it, I’d rather sit there. (Points to 
where PENNY sits.)

FAY:  I’d rather sit there. (Points to where MARK sits.)
ANGUISH:  I’d prefer to sit at the desk.
PENNY:  (To REBECCA.) I have no objection if you wish to change.
REBECCA:  Let’s. (She and FAY stand and take the chairs occupied by 

PENNY and MARK. MARK and PENNY stand, cross, and sit on the 
sofa. ANGUISH crosses to the desk and sits. JEEVES ENTERS STAGE 
RIGHT and EXITS UP LEFT. This blocking is done quickly.)

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Looking LEFT and RIGHT.) Hey! What is this? 
What’s going on?

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  It’s like musical chairs, Booby. (Fast.) Bobby. 
Make that Bobby.

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (An order.) Everybody back where you were! (ALL 
stand and resume their previous positions.) Can’t have people 
moving all over the place when I’m trying to think. Gets too 
confusing. (Thinks.) Where was I? (Remembers.) Oh, yeah. The 
Moriarty dame. (To MARK.) She worked for you, Mr. Palegrave?

MARK:  (Faking madness.) Who are you? Who am I? (Points to REBECCA 
and FAY.) Who are they?

NURSE PAYNE:  A classic case of blocking out the past. I’ve seen 
it before.

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  You mean he’s lost his memory?
NURSE PAYNE:  Ja, that is so.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  What kind of a funny farm is this place?! As 

if that Jeeves and that Colonel Mustard weren’t bad enough… 
(PHONE RINGS.)

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  That’s probably for Colonel Chutney. The 
War Office.

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Will you clam up?! (Moves to the desk.) It’s the 
coroner. I told him he could reach me here. (Picks up the receiver.) 
Detective Bobby here. Yes, I see… Thank you, Doctor… That’s 
more than interesting… My, my… tsk, tsk… I never would have 
suspected… Never jump to conclusions… You are so right, sir… 
Thank you for your trouble, Doctor… I’ll get on it right away… 
Goodbye. (Hangs up and turns to the OTHERS.) I have startling 
news. (Carries on.) That was the coroner’s office.

ANGUISH:  So we gathered.

For preview only



12 37

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40

HERCULES:  I don’t want to damage it. I want to get out of it.
REBECCA:  How did you get in it?
HERCULES:  Accident.
REBECCA:  Follow me. I’ll see what I can do.
HERCULES:  You’re on. (REBECCA EXITS DOWN RIGHT. Limping with the 

wastebasket, HERCULES follows after her and OUT. As he makes 
his EXIT, the LIGHTS FLICKER and DIM as before. SOUND EFFECT:  
RAIN. SHIRLEY APPEARS in the hallway, UP LEFT, notices the open 
French doors. She crosses and closes them. Next, she draws across 
the drapes or curtains. The LIGHTS continue to FLICKER and the 
SOUND of RAIN becomes heavy. SHIRLEY crosses to the vase with 
the floral arrangement behind the sofa and picks it up. She carries 
it as she EXITS STAGE RIGHT. LIGHTS FLICKER fiercely and, then—
BLACKOUT. We hear excited voices from OFF DOWN RIGHT.)

MARK:  (From OFF.) What’s happened to the lights?
FAY:  (From OFF.) What do you think’s happened? They’ve gone out.
ANGUISH:  (From OFF.) They’ll be back on. It’s the rain. (NOTE:  The 

purpose of the voices is to distract the AUDIENCE’S attention. Have 
OFFSTAGE characters speak loudly. In the blackness, the actor playing 
the role of LEON RUSSELL [who also plays the role of BUM] will get 
into position in the chair DOWNSTAGE of the small table, which is 
LEFT of the sofa. Also during the blackout, SHIRLEY will RE-ENTER 
STAGE RIGHT and position herself UP CENTER in the entry hallway.)

REBECCA:  (From OFF.) This old house is such a nuisance. Where’s Jeeves?
MARK:  (From OFF.) Who knows?
FAY:  (From OFF.) Who cares?
HERCULES:  (From OFF.) Anybody got a flashlight?
ANGUISH:  (From OFF.) That’s an intelligent suggestion. Who are you?
REBECCA:  (From OFF.) This is Mr. Russell.
FAY:  (From OFF.) Penny’s husband. We’ve been expecting you.
MARK:  (From OFF.) Here’s a flashlight.
REBECCA:  (From OFF.) For goodness sake, use it.
MARK:  (From OFF.) Will do. (Long pause. The BEAM from a FLASHLIGHT 

punctuates the blackness as MARK ENTERS with it DOWN RIGHT. 
ANGUISH, FAY, REBECCA, and HERCULES follow him ON.)

ANGUISH:  Where’s the fuse box?
REBECCA:  In the basement.
FAY:  Then why are we in here? (A scream from SHIRLEY pierces the 

gloom. ALL react. Swiftly, MARK throws the light in the direction 
of the scream, UP CENTER. The circle of light catches SHIRLEY in 

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I’ve got hard news for you, Mrs. Russell.
PENNY:  Not more dreadful news?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  It’s about your husband. Seems it wasn’t heart 

failure after all.
OTHERS:  (Ad-lib.) What? Not heart failure? Not more orchid juice? Was 

it murder? (Slowly, HERCULES crawls IN DOWN LEFT. Hoping not to 
be seen by DETECTIVE BOBBY, he holds a plant in front of his face, 
a feeble attempt at camouflage.)

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Yes, it was murder.
PENNY:  Murder! My poor Leon! (Buries her face in her hands, sobbing.)
MARK:  Who am I?
ANGUISH:  Was it poison? Was it orchid juice?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  It was poison, but it wasn’t orchid juice.
FAY:  What was it?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I’ll ask the questions if you don’t mind. Everybody 

wants to be a detective. Everybody wants to be a gumshoe.
NURSE PAYNE:  I don’t vant gum on mein shoe. (Inspects the soles of 

her shoes.)
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  The coroner said Mr. Russell had enough whitefly 

bug spray in his tummy to wipe out Buffalo.
OTHERS:  Bug spray? (Suddenly, ANGUISH sees HERCULES. Then 

REBECCA and FAY see him. OTHERS, too. DETECTIVE BOBBY 
wonders what they’re looking at. Holding the plant in one hand, 
HERCULES is busily picking up bits of something from the floor. 
DETECTIVE BOBBY finally notices the intruder. Silence as OTHERS 
continue to watch.)

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Looking for something? (HERCULES continues 
picking at the floor, unaware he’s been spotted.)

OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Maybe he’s playing fifty-two card pickup.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Mulligan.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Sir?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Don’t talk. You make me nervous.
NURSE PAYNE:  Maybe he is mein patient.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Snarls.) Get up. (Unhappy about being discovered, 

HERCULES stands, forces a boyish smile.)
HERCULES:  Hi.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I thought I tossed you out, Junior.
HERCULES:  (Eager.) You’ve got to listen to me, Bobby. I can be a 

big help.
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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.
PENNY:  Hmmm. You might have said something when I first called.
HERCULES:  What difference does it make? One Hercules Porridge is 

as good as another.
PENNY:  How many cases have you solved?
HERCULES:  Actually, this will be my first case. Don’t be too hasty to 

discharge me.
PENNY:  (Reconsiders.) You really think my first impression was correct?
HERCULES:  Count on it. Let me have a few words with your husband. 

That might clear things up.
PENNY:  He’s not here yet. (Thinks of something suddenly.) Jeeves!
HERCULES:  He went outside with the pizza.
PENNY:  What am I thinking of? The poor man. He might wander off. 

He’s looking for the freezer. He has no sense of direction. (Hurries 
to the French doors, calls OFF.) Jeeves! Jeeves! (EXITS STAGE LEFT, 
leaving the doors open.) Come back, Jeeves! You’ve gone the 
wrong way again. (She’s out of view.)

HERCULES:  (Tosses the manila folder on the sofa and seriously begins 
to work on freeing his foot from the wastebasket. It’s stuck tight. 
Hops about.) Come on, darn wastebasket! Owww… aaah… (As he 
struggles, REBECCA ENTERS DOWN RIGHT. She watches HERCULES 
through her monocle or lorgnette as if she thought he might change 
shape. He continues to struggle and hop about.)

REBECCA:  (To herself.) What a bizarre person.
HERCULES:  (Sees REBECCA.) Oh, hi.
REBECCA:  (Weakly.) Hi.
HERCULES:  I got my foot stuck.
REBECCA:  So I see. You, I take it, are Mr. Russell. We weren’t 

expecting you until morning.
HERCULES:  (Hops about.) You don’t have a shoehorn handy by 

any chance?
REBECCA:  If you damage that wastebasket, you’ll have to pay for it.

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Another gumshoe to gum up the works.
REBECCA:  (Using her lorgnette.) Whatever do you mean by creeping 

about on my Oriental carpet?
HERCULES:  Look what I’ve got, Booby. (Shoves the plant into DETECTIVE 

BOBBY’S hand.)
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  What am I going to do with this? Say, this isn’t 

poison ivy, is it? (Tosses the plant aside.)
HERCULES:  Look what I picked up from the floor. (ALL crane their 

necks to see. HERCULES holds out one hand to DETECTIVE BOBBY.)
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  What have you got?
HERCULES:  You’ve got eyes. Use them.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Snarls.) Suppose you tell me.
HERCULES:  Breadcrumbs. (Long pause.)
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Breadcrumbs?
HERCULES:  Don’t you get it? Jeeves told me. (As if he were offering the 

murder solution.) Someone stole a loaf of French bread. (Another 
long pause.)

DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (Flat.) Is that a fact?
FAY:  I don’t get it.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Likewise.
HERCULES:  These breadcrumbs were by the first corpse’s chair.
PENNY:  (Wails.) Poor Leon! (NURSE PAYNE puts the hypo down on 

the desk, crosses behind PENNY, and puts a comforting hand on 
her shoulder.)

NURSE PAYNE:  There, there. (To OTHERS.) Perhaps she is mein patient.
MARK:  I’m the patient. I’m not well.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  What do you want—an argument?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  Mulligan.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  Sir?
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I told you before. No talking.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  I forgot.
HERCULES:  You’ve got to listen to me, Bobby.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  (To NURSE PAYNE.) I think Porridge here is your 

patient. Breadcrumbs, ha ha. Did you bring a straitjacket? Ha, ha, 
ha. (As he speaks, LEON RUSSELL tiptoes into sight at the hallway, 
UP LEFT. In each hand, he carries a suitcase. ANGUISH sees him 
and screams. Immediately, LEON dashes OFF for the front door in 
the hallway, UP RIGHT.)

ANGUISH:  It’s him! It’s him! It’s him!
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HERCULES:  (Squints at the report again.) My eyes are getting bad. 
Can’t read my own writing. Maybe I should see an octopus.

PENNY:  I wish you’d see yourself to the front door. That’s what I wish.
HERCULES:  (While studying the folder’s contents, he manages to step 

into the wastebasket and get his foot stuck.) 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:  You’re in it. This is it. (Gestures to the room.) Crimson House, 
but your foot is in the wastebasket.

HERCULES:  Huh?
PENNY:  (Points.) Your foot.
HERCULES:  (Looks.) What do you know? My gumshoe got stuck. It’s 

all clear to Hercules Porridge, Mrs. Russell.
PENNY:  What’s clear?
HERCULES:  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. Plainly, the moolah goes to a blackmailer, and there isn’t 
enough left over to live high on the hog.

PENNY:  Who’s talking about hogs?
HERCULES:  Ipso facto—blackmail. (JEEVES, again realizing he’s 

confused about direction, ENTERS STAGE RIGHT with the pizza box 
and looks about the room, bewildered.)

PENNY:  Crimson 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.
HERCULES:  Jeeves? What kind of a name is that?
PENNY:  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.

OTHERS:  (Alarmed.) Him? Him? Him? Who?
ANGUISH:  I know it sounds crazy, but it was Penny’s husband!
OTHERS:  Huh?
PENNY:  Leon?
HERCULES:  Where did you see him?
ANGUISH:  In the hallway. He went for the front door.
DETECTIVE BOBBY:  I don’t know what’s going on, but I’m going to find 

out! (Takes out his whistle and giving several blasts, he dashes OFF 
UP RIGHT. We continue to hear the whistle from OFFSTAGE.)

SIMULTANEOUS ACTION
From this point on, until the end of the scene, the action must be fast, 
frantic, and funny. However, it must not be cluttered. Whatever dialogue 
there is must be spoken loud and clear. (Consult PRODUCTION NOTES.) 
The sequence of events is as follows:
1. Blowing the police whistle, DETECTIVE BOBBY chases OFF UP RIGHT 

after the departed LEON RUSSELL.
2. Excited, ALL but PENNY stand and express their surprise with 

overlapping ad-libs:  “Leon Russell?” “It must have been a ghost!” 
“First he’s dead and then, he’s not!” “What can it mean?” etc.
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!
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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.
HERCULES:  What’s that? (Moves in front of the sofa and sits. Pushes 

his hat to the back of his head.)
PENNY:  Like I just said, I no longer need a detective.
HERCULES:  Hmmm. You sure changed your tune in a hurry.
PENNY:  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. (Reaches inside the trench coat 
and plucks out a manila folder. He flips it open, reads.) 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.) Your husband is a successful young TV 
expletive. Right?

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

8. STUDENTS run OUT UP LEFT. (SOUND EFFECT:  GUN SHOTS [optional].)
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! (PHONE continues to RING. BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene One

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 
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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.)

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:  I ordered a pizza?
PENNY:  Yes.
JEEVES:  When?
PENNY:  A while ago, I imagine.
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. What kind of pizza 

is it?
PENNY:  The delivery person said it was baloney with pineapple chunks 

and coconut. Heavy on the poppy seeds. (JEEVES sticks a finger in 
his mouth to suggest he might upchuck, then moves RIGHT toward 
the library.) 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 

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.
HERCULES:  Obviously.
REBECCA:  You have no right to be here. I am asking you to leave.
HERCULES:  I do have a right.
REBECCA:  Oh?
HERCULES:  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 Crimson 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.
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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. Did 
you ever read Dracula?

FAY:  I’ve heard of that! Did you write that one, too?
ANGUISH:  (Frowns.) Hardly. Dracula was written in the last century.
FAY:  (Embarrassed.) Sorry.
ANGUISH:  The point is, in Dracula, there is a character named 

Renfield, who is fascinated by bugs.
MARK:  Fascinated by bugs? (Pause.) My, my.
ANGUISH:  He ate them.
MARK:  (Thinks about this, then.) Isn’t that uninteresting.
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.

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.
FAY:  I wouldn’t pay any attention to what Anguish Crispie said. The 

dead don’t return from the grave.
PENNY:  Please.
FAY:  Forgive me. I forgot what a terrible time this must be for you.
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 Crimson House.” (Chuckles.)

ANGUISH:  How exciting!
HERCULES:  Trust me.
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.

REBECCA:  You’re not going to faint again, are you, Mrs. Russell?
PENNY:  I hope not, Mrs. Fitzwilliam.
REBECCA:  Splendid.
ANGUISH:  When do you solve the case, Mr. Porridge?
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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 Crimson House requires preparation. 
Besides, Jeeves doesn’t like surprises.

MARK:  (To PENNY.) Not even oyster crackers.
PENNY:  Sorry?
MARK:  No French bread and no oyster crackers.
FAY:  We’re having carrot sticks instead.
ANGUISH:  Carrot sticks or celery. Don’t overlook the possibility of 

celery. (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.

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.

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.
PENNY:  I feel so sorry about Detective Bobby. I hate to see anyone 

in pain.
FAY:  I hope he has health insurance.
NURSE PAYNE:  If he works for the police department, he has 

health insurance.
HERCULES:  (Losing his temper.) Will you cut out this idle chit-chat! 

This is serious business. None of you people seem to realize 
there’s been a murder here.

FAY:  Two.
HERCULES:  Huh?
ANGUISH:  Mr. Russell and Miss Moriarty.
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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, 
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.
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:  We’re out of crackers. We don’t even have oyster crackers.
REBECCA:  Then use matzo.
JEEVES:  No matzo.
REBECCA:  Then serve dinner with carrot sticks or celery.

HERCULES:  (Calms down.) Yeah, two. (Professional tone.) Pay 
attention and learn something. You’re about to see a master 
detective at work.

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:  What are you knitting?
FAY:  It isn’t anything but therapy. Calms my nerves.
NURSE PAYNE:  I could fix you something. When I mix a sedative, you 

don’t feel a nerve in your body.
FAY:  No, thank you, Nurse Payne.
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 fully in character, 
acting and reacting to the sensational revelations.)

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

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

knew Palegrave embezzled a million dollars from his business. 
Unless he gave her a significant share, she was going straight 
to the police.

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

from prison.
NURSE PAYNE:  Then he is not mein patient.
HERCULES:  Afraid not, Payne. (As HERCULES continues to solve 

the case, he moves about the room. OTHERS are nervous, but try 
hard not to show it. [NOTE:  This is the classic scene found in most 
detective-mystery plays—“Suspects in the drawing room”—and 
should be played for atmosphere.]) I also overheard an interesting 
conversation between Fay Strange and Rebecca Fitzwilliam. (Moves 
to REBECCA.) You were blackmailing Miss Strange. (FAY, getting 
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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:  You ought to know. You were on the stage yourself. You told me so.
REBECCA:  Not only was I on the stage, I was in one of Anguish 

Crispie’s plays. Amateur, of course. Long ago. I played the part of 
a ballerina with eleven toes.

ANGUISH:  Murder Delicious.
REBECCA:  Yes, Murder Delicious. That reminds me. I’m getting hungry.
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?
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.

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:  How can you say that?
HERCULES:  It’s as plain as the nose on your face. (All touch their 

noses.) Why would guests pay hundreds of dollars each week 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:  He knows! He knows!
REBECCA:  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:  The cat’s out of the bag. Now let’s make it meow. Fay is 
telling the truth. Rebecca is a blackmailer.

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

off with chow.
REBECCA:  There has never been a dog in this house. A chow or any 

other breed.
HERCULES:  I was speaking of food. A loaf of 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:  There! I was right. I did see him. It’s Mr. Russell!
HERCULES:  He made a big mistake. He came back for his wife, and 

I caught him.
OFFICER MULLIGAN:  I helped.
REBECCA:  Then who was the dead man?
PENNY:  (To LEON.) I told you it wouldn’t work. Better confess. (JEEVES 

ENTERS UP LEFT and EXITS STAGE RIGHT.)
LEON:  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 
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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.)

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

And Then They Were Numb?
REBECCA:  Since I never saw your performance, I can hardly be 

expected to recall it.
FAY:  I was brilliant.
REBECCA:  I’ll take your word for it.
FAY:  In The Bat Sings at Midnight, the critics said I was inspired. They 

said I was the best stage villainess in years.
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.

saw a bum stagger into the garden gulping on a bottle of soda. He 
dropped dead. I got a good look. He looked just like me.

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

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

PENNY:  I would identify the body.
LEON:  Then Penny and I would drop from sight.
PENNY:  Mrs. Fitzwilliam would think my husband was dead, and he’d 

be free of the blackmailing.
HERCULES:  Which explains the breadcrumbs by the chair. Mr. Russell 

here, a successful TV expletive, wouldn’t be walking around 
scattering breadcrumbs. Ipso facto, the corpus delectable had to 
be someone else. Most likely a slob. Ergo, the bum.

NURSE PAYNE:  Brilliant.
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.
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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.

JEEVES:  Most perceptive, Mrs. Fitzwilliam.
REBECCA:  You can say that again.
JEEVES:  If you don’t mind, Mrs. Fitzwilliam, I’d rather not. I don’t like 

to repeat myself. I tire easily. Once a thing’s been said, that ought 
to be the end of it. What’s the sense of going on and on about 
something? On and on. And on—

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.

HERCULES:  (Tosses it to JEEVES.) Catch.
PENNY:  Is Jeeves Dr. Throwback?
HERCULES:  Naw, but he put the bug spray in the soda bottle. Naturally, 

he didn’t think anyone would drink it.
JEEVES:  I always spray from a soda 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?
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. But my 
assistant was too smart for me and demanded that I keep a watch 
on Crimson 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?
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THE CRIMSON HOUSE MURDER

ACT ONE
Scene One

SOUND EFFECT:  HEAVY RAIN.
AT RISE:  Main room of Crimson 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 
behind the sofa and pauses to take a long thirsty swallow of soda. 
RAIN SOUNDS FADE under the dialogue and OUT.
REBECCA:  (From OFF UP LEFT.) Do the best you can, Jeeves.
JEEVES:  (From OFF.) You know I will, madam.
REBECCA:  (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:  I’ll call the electrician in the morning.
REBECCA:  Won’t do much good. Everything here in Crimson House 

is so old and worn. Even the wiring. Not to mention the plumbing. 
(Notices the open French doors.) Who left those doors open?

JEEVES:  I’ll attend to them, Mrs. Fitzwilliam. (Walks slowly to the 
French doors, as if he had all the time in the world.)

REBECCA:  Mr. Russell wasn’t due until morning. It’s inconsiderate 
of new boarders to call up at the last moment and change 
things about.

JEEVES:  Yes, Mrs. Fitzwilliam. (Closes the French doors. The stage 
LIGHTING returns to NORMAL.)

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

JEEVES:  Shall I get you something, Mrs. Fitzwilliam?
REBECCA:  For what?
JEEVES:  Your creeps. (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. 

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.
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.) 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.
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JEEVES:  (Jabs her with the hypo.) 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.)

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… CURTAIN.)

END OF PLAY

SET DESIGN 1
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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:  Crimson House, an old mansion converted into a boarding hotel.

Crimson 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 
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.

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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THE CRIMSON HOUSE MURDER

By TIM KELLY

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Appearance)

# of lines

BUM* .................................intruder n/a

REBECCA FITZWILLIAM ........landlady of Crimson House 163

JEEVES ...............................old butler; totally confused 49

SHIRLEY .............................young maid n/a

FAY STRANGE ......................strange young actress 82

ANGUISH CRISPIE ...............writes mystery plays 81

MARK PALEGRAVE ...............eccentric young man; interested 58 
in orchids and bugs

PENNY RUSSELL .................distraught young bride 82

DELIVERY PERSON ..............anyone for pizza? 21

HERCULES PORRIDGE .........the famous Hoboken detective 187 
(well, almost)

LEON RUSSELL* .................corpse 5

BRIDGET MORIARTY ............doomed visitor 30

DETECTIVE BOBBY ..............city police 99

OFFICER MULLIGAN .............Bobby’s partner 72

COLONEL CHUTNEY .............bizarre neighbor 36

STUDENT ONE ....................aspiring investigative reporter 16

STUDENT TWO ....................another 11

STUDENT THREE .................another 9

NURSE PAYNE .....................not what the doctor ordered 33

*Roles of BUM and LEON RUSSELL are played by the same actor.

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, doorbell, blow gun shot, optional gunfire, 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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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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Thank you for reading this E-view. 
This E-view script from Pioneer Drama Service will stay 
permanently in your Pioneer Library, so you can view it 
whenever you log in on our website. Please feel free to save it 
as a pdf document to your computer if you wish to share it via 
email with colleagues assisting you with your show selection.

To produce this show, you can order scripts for your cast and 
crew and arrange for performance royalties via our website or 
by phone, fax, or mail.

If you’d like advice on other plays or musicals to read, our 
customer service representatives are happy to assist you when 
you call 800.333.7262 during normal business hours. 

Thank you for your interest in our plays and musicals. 

www.pioneerdrama.com

800.333.7262
Outside of North America 303.779.4035 
Fax 303.779.4315

PO Box 4267
Englewood, CO  80155-4267

We’re here to help!



DRAMA WITHOUT THE DRAMA
Words on a page are just words on a page. It takes people to turn them into plays and musicals. At Pioneer, we want 
the thrill of the applause to stay with you forever, no matter which side of the curtain you’re on. Everything we do is 
designed to give you the best experience possible:

WHy PIOnEER:

Maintain control of your casting. 
We know you can’t always control who auditions. Take advantage of our many shows that indicate flexible casting and switch 

the genders of your roles without restrictions. And with Pioneer, you also get access to scripts that were written for the entire 

cast, not just a star lead performer like so many other mainstream musicals and plays.

adapt and custoMize.
Pioneer helps you manage the number of roles in your production. We indicate where doubling is possible for a 
smaller cast, as well as provide suggestions where extras are possible to allow for additional actors. Both options will 
help you tailor your play for your specific cast size, not the other way around.

Be original.
Get access to fresh, new musicals that will let your actors develop their characters instead of mimicking the same 
personalities we see on stage year after year. 

take advantage of our teaching tools.
Pioneer’s CD Sets include two high quality, studio-produced discs – one with lyrics so your students can learn by ear, 
the other without so they can rehearse and perform without an accompanist or pit band. You can even burn a copy of 
the vocal CD for each cast member without worrying about copyright laws. And with payment of your royalty, you have 
permission to use the karaoke CD in your actual production.

it’s like having an assistant.
Use our Director’s Books and benefit from professional features designed by and 
for directors. Line counts, scene breakdowns, cues and notes – you’ll love our 
spiral-bound, 8½” x 11” books with the full script only on one side of the page to 
leave plenty of room for your own notes.

videotaping? We’d Be disappointed if you didn’t!
With Pioneer, you’ll never have to worry about videotaping your production 
and posting it on YouTube. In fact, we encourage it. We understand that your 
production is about your performers, not our script. Make the experience the 
best it can be, take pictures and videos, and share them with the community. We 
always love seeing our scripts come to life.


