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Setting - Night, mid 1930’s 

Speakeasy Name:  
 

Show timeline: 

6:45pm - Guests arrive - Bar opens 

7:00pm - Salads are served 

7:15pm - Show starts 

7:30pm - DInner is served 

7:45pm - Show resumes - murder act 

8:10pm - Intermission - Silent Auction opens, casino opens for 30 minutes 

8:45pm - Final Act - Interrogation & Mystery Solved - Silent Auction & casino closed 

9:15pm - Dance floor opens - Casino opens - Silent Auction opens 

10:45pm - Last Call 

11:00pm - Silent Auction Closes, Bar Closes, Chips winner announced 

 

Characters - Babe, Guy, Roxy, Mac, George, Junior, Tess, Norman, Franky, Betty, Gigi, 

Luigi, Dot. 
 

Ladies: 

Babe - Performer in the Speakeasy - everyone’s sweetheart - Betty’s rival 

Roxy - Socialite - Patron of the Speakeasy - a regular 

Tess - Roxy’s best gal friend 

Betty - Franky’s main gal, ditzy and talks with a New Jersey accent - think Lena from 

“Singin in the Rain” - talking about running away with Guy - always leading him on. 

Constantly slamming Norman (who’s antagonizing her) 

Dot - Works in the kitchen and with the servers - pretty new to the Cocomo Grove - takes 

over for Babe & Frank when they’re arrested for murder 

Sammy - Sells various ecoutrements to the patrons (NO Cigars or Cigarettes… gum, 

poker chips) 

Maurine - Head Matre De at the Cocomo Grove - snooty. Hates basically everyone 

except Babe and his most distinguished guests. Think Guy is an idiot. 
 

 

Men: 

Det. Eddie “The Wolf” Smith - signature line - know why they call me the wolf?!  

because I’ll sniff you out… and hunt you down. I will find you! 
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Guy - Owner of the Speakeasy - serious guy except for when it comes to Betty… 

completely dopey-eyed and enamored by her.  Keeps her working, despite normans pleas 

to replace her - dies 

George - Bartender - knows everyone’s secrets - will tell you for a price 

Norman - Piano player - always making fun of Betty… tells her like it is. Trying to get her 

fired 

Franky - performer in the Speakeasy - slick & debonaire - he’s a suitor. And bonified. 

Luigi - Cook - dreams of one day having a grandson named “Mario” who will work on a 

fine cruise line as the head chef. 

Police Officers Ryan & Ryan - Comedy relief. Called in when the murder first takes 

place. Officer Ryan (II) is an anxiety-ridden rookie (always worried about codes & 

procedure) “But that’s not by the book!” “My name’s not Dan-O. It’s Ryan.” 
 

It’s a typical Friday/Saturday Night of the Cocomo Grove Speakeasy - Best GIn Joint in 

Town and the band’s warming up. Doors are about to open for the crowds… George is 

wiping down the bar, cleaning glasses, etc. 

Sound of the piano trilling up and down can be heard. Dot is turning chairs down, singing 

and humming to herself 
 

George: How’s trick’s Dot? 

 

Dot: Tricks is good George, I’ve got this job, its a Friday/Saturday night… life is good! 
 

George: No more run-ins with Betty? She can be a nightmare, that one. 
 

Dot: Oh she don’t scare me - hard as she tries. 
 

George: You just let me know if she tries to cause any more problems. It ain’t often we get 

someone nice like you workin’ here. 
 

Dot: (laughs demurely) Will do, George. 
 

[Luigi enters] 
 

Luigi: Dot, after you wipe down the tables, can you get the sauces ready? And then peel 

the potatoes, chop the onion, and boil the stock for the Pasta Fagioli. Get right on it, yes? 

 

Dot: You got it, Luigi. Just a few more tables. 
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George: Well, you got your work cut out for you, kid. 
 

Dot: Yeah, that and a dime. 
 

Luigi: And George, eets very important that the dinner be on time. Signore Guy, he wants 

for everything to be cold. It makes a-me infuriated. 
 

George: Yeah, Luigi. Got it. 
 

Luigi: You make-a sure to tell Signore Guy. I tell him, serve it hot. But he never ever 

listens. [mutters loudly] Mama Mia, il pasta fagioli deve essere servito caldo, ma non ha 

mai ascolta! 
 

Maurine: [enters from SL] Luigi, wee are openeeng in minutes. How is zee Pasta Fagiolee 

coming along? 

 

Luigi: Do not worry about il pasta fagioli! You just make-a sure your waiters don’t mess it 

up, huh? 

 

Maurine: Back to ze keetchen wees you. And don’t be muttering zat Italian nonsense at 

me monsieur. 
 

Luigi exits back to the kitchen, still grumbling 

 

Maurine: [to George] I cannot stand zat man. [looks at George]. Wait. I cannot stand you 

eeether. 
 

George: No skin off my back, toots. 
 

Maurine: Oh mon Dieu. I am surrounded by eediots. Make sure all those filthee glassees 

are cleeaned zees time, oui? 

 

George: Aw, dry up. 
 

Franky enters as Luigi exits 

 

Franky: Hey Georgie-boy, get me the usual. 
 

George: Cola on the rocks? 
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Franky: Stirred, not shaken. 

(George slides the drink down the bar and Franky deftly catches it and takes a swig) 
 

Franky: Ah… that’s the stuff. Busy night, ya think? 

 

George:  As long as you two sing on-key, we shouldn’t have a problem fillin’ the joint. 
 

Betty:  What was that, mista’ bar tender?  
 

George: (louder) I said, ‘As long as you two sing on-k-’ 
 

Franky: (interrupting) - As long as Georgie-boy keeps pouring with a heavy hand, we 

should have a full house tonight. 
 

George: (under his breath)...something like that. 
 

Betty: Oh, we’ll have a full house tonight no matter what. It’s not every night the audience 

gets to hear ME. Oh wait… it is every night! Thanks to Mr. Guy makin’ me a headlinah.  

Giving the people what they want… and that’s me! 
 

George: (aside) Or a mallet over the head. How ya been, Betty? Solved the world’s 

problems yet? 

 

Betty: Ha! They’re not mine, so I don’t give a lick. Besides, I got everything I need… 

Franky DiSalvo! 
 

Franky: Cool it, toots. Not on the clock. 
 

Betty: (pouts) You don’t treat me good no more!  What happened, Franky?  You used to 

be so romantic; now you’re embarrased of me! 
 

Franky: (flustered, trying to look casual) I ain’t embarrased, Betty- it’s just, well Georgie-

boy is standin’ right here! 
 

[George coughs as if to signal that he’s there] 
 

Betty: [ignoring him] I don’t care who’s standin’ here!  If you love me, I should be the only 

one in the room that matters. 
 

Franky:  You’re right, doll.  I’m sorry. (flatly) I’m the luckiest guy in the world. 
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Betty: And don’t you forget it. 
 

George: Alright, alright! 10 minutes to open! Betty, don’t you have a face to put on? 

 

Betty: What are you talkin’ about Georgie? I’m already wearin’ my face. 
 

Franky: I think he meant its time for you to go get ready. 
 

Franky and George exchange a look 

 

Betty: Oh my goodness! I lost track of time, what with my darling Franky here. 
 

Betty exits hurriedly 

 

George: I thought you were gonna cut her off. Send her packin. Ain’t she stringin you? 

 

Franky: Yeah, but its nice to have her around… makes me feel smart like a college boy or 

somethin.  
 

George: Franky, She makes my dog look like FDR. 
 

Franky: Its just til I get outta this Gin Joint. Then I’m headin straight to the top in the big 

city. 
 

George: New York? 

 

Franky: No. Galveston. (said with a far off look and awe)! 
 

George: Wow. That sounds big. 
 

Franky: It will be when I get there. 
 

George: Well, here’s one for good luck. Especially with that dame. 
 

Franky: I’ll drink to that. 
 

They both swig cola. 
 



6 

Franky: (finishes his drink and sets his glass down) Better go get set. And don’t forget to 

send one to the back after my second number. 
 

Franky exits  
 

George: You got it. Hey Dot! 
 

Dot runs in with an apron and tears streaming down her face from chopping onions. 
 

Dot: Yeah? 

 

George: I gotta go get more juice from next door. I’ll be back before we open. 
 

Dot: Got it! 
 

Dot runs off ST-R and George exits ST-L 

 

Guy enters in hurriedly speaking with Norman from stage left 
 

Guy: I don’t care if you think she’s the pits. She’s singin! 
 

Norman: Look, Guy. You want a stand-up show, right? That requires a stand-up gal. And 

that ain’t Betty. 
 

Guy: Or maybe we need a more stand-up piano man! 
 

Norman: You threatenin’ me? 

 

Guy: If you can’t work with Betty, maybe it’s time I find someone who can 

 

Norman: I’d like to see you try. I put this place on the map! If you think you can do better... 
 

Guy: (starts negotiating) All I’m askin’ is for you to work with her. She’s got a lot goin for 

her. 
 

Norman: I think you mean, she’s got a lot goin for you. You’re completely dizzy on that 

dame. 
 

Guy: Now wait just a minute- 
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Norman: (interrupts) Or do you really think she’s really that talented? 

 

Guy: (awkward silence) Well maybe we’ll just limit her singin’ parts. 
 

Norman: She’s gonna want more than that. I’m givin you a week. Either she goes, or I do! 

There’s a lot of market for men of my talent. You gotta think: what’s more important: the 

dame, or this dive? 

 

Norman cooly strides off ST-R 

 

George enters, carrying a crate of drinks in from ST-L, glancing to where Norman exited 

 

George: What’s wrong with Norman? 

 

Guy: (grumbling to self, ignoring George) Givin’ the owner an ultimatum… ‘me or the 

dame’. He’s got a lotta nerve. 
 

George: Is he goin on about Betty again? 

 

Guy: (finally to George) Again? Its the only tune he sings around here. Goin’ on as if Betty 

ain’t talented.  She may not be fit for the opera, but she’s got a lot of potential! 
 

George chokes on his drink, coughing 

 

Guy: (long side look at George) Alright, enough.  Are we ready to open? 

 

George: Just about. All stocked up on the good stuff. And to think the cops haven’t caught 

on just yet. 
 

Guy: Well, they have caught on, but luckily most of them are some of my best customers. 
 

George: That’s a fact. 
 

Guy: Alright, one minute to go… cue up the band! Time to open Cocomo Grove! 
 

[Cue big band music] 
 

Guests enter 2 at a time, dressed to the nines, doing a fun little dance or pose as they 

cross the stage. 2 small round tables will be set up flanking the stage on the boxes, two 

guests will sit there, as if they’re eating dinner with the real guests… Roxy & Tess, Mac, 
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and Babe (a surprise guest performer). Guy welcomes several of the guests while they 

traipse across the stage, talking to a few of them in a personable way. 

Tess: I do love comin’ to the club on a Friday/Saturday night! We’ll have a hot time 

tonight!! 
 

Roxy: Yeah! I know that Mistah Guy loves to see us. 
 

Tess: Maybe he’ll actually remember our names this time. 
 

Roxy: Close ya head. I’m tellin’ you… he’s carryin’ a torch for me. He just doesn’t know it 

yet. I’ll get his attention. 
 

Tess: I’m just sayin’, you’ve said that every week for the past two months. What a flat tire. 

I think it’s time to move on to someone else. Like George… Hiiiii Georgie booooy [flirting]. 
 

George: Oh! Uhh… hi, uh, Tess. 
 

Tess: [to Roxy, whispering loudly] HE KNOWS MY NAME! 
  

Roxy: Shh! Who cares?! Hey, Mistah Guy! 
 

[Guy keeps speaking] 
 

Roxy: [sweetly] Oh Mr. Guuuuy! 
 

[Guy keeps speaking] 
 

[Roxy begins fuming and tapping her foot] 
 

Tess: [whistles with her two fingers] HEY! MISTAH GUY! 
 

Guy: [startled, whips around to face Roxy & Tess] Oh, good evening…uhh…  
 

[Tess mouths “Roxy” to Guy with exaggerated motions] 
 

Guy: Good evening Moxy. 
 

Roxy: It’s Roxy. 
 

[Tess facepalms and Roxy is visibly disappointed] 
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Guy: Roxy! Of course, how are you, dollface? 

 

[Roxy cheers up a bit, and begins to say something, but Babe runs on from SR] 
 

Babe: Hi girls! Sorry I’m late! There were some tins outside and I had to skirt ‘em to get in 

here! 
 

Tess: It’s alright Babe! Roxy was just busy gettin’ shot down by Mistah Guy. 
 

Roxy: Aw, applesauce! He’s just busy. He’ll remember my name by the end of the night, 

believe you me! 
 

Babe: Don’t worry Roxy. We’ll get his attention tonight. Oh look! There’s Norman. He 

invited me to come down tonight! Said he’s got some big plans! 
 

[girls rush over to Norman, talk to him excitedly while Dot enters SR] 
 

Dot: George! Got any lemons? I accidentally threw out the lemons Luigi needed for the 

dinner salad! [almost crying] If he finds out, I’m gonna get canned! I can’t get canned, 

because then I’ll have to go home to Beaumont. DO YOU KNOW WHAT’S in Topeka?! 
 

George: Uhh…. cows? 

 

Dot: NOTHING! I can’t go back to Topeka! Tell me you have lemons! 
 

George: Yeah, sure, I got lemons for ya. Take it easy, kid. You’re gonna have a coronary. 
 

Dot: I can’t slow down. I gotta be great at this job! That’s the only way Mr. Guy will take 

notice of me, and maybe put me on the stage. I’ll do ANYTHING to get there! 
 

George: For now, just get back to the Kitchen. Guy’s about to start the show! 
 

Guy: [stepping on to the main stage] “Guests, we welcome you to the one and only, 

Cocomo Grove, the best little gin joint in town. Now sit back, relax, and enjoy the show! 

Presenting - Franky DiSalvo and Betty Lamont!” 
 

[Franky and Betty come out on the stage - Betty is dressed up and glitzy] 
 

Song: Anything Goes 
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Song finishes - Betty and Franky stand on stage, bowing and curtsying 

 

Guy enters 

 

Norman can be seen on the side talking to Babe. 
 

Guy: “What an act! Isn’t that Betty a doll? I tell ya, an absolute doll. And that Franky… 

what a crooner.” 
 

[Norman interrupts Guy-] 

Norman:  Ladies and gentlemen, you’re in for a real treat tonight… the one and only, the 

TALENTED Babe Winslow!” 
 

Betty’s face changes from honored to horrified as she gasps and looks indignant 
 

Babe rises, and starts singing “Dream a Little Dream of Me” 
 

Song finishes - music cues up 

 

Guy walks up to Norman but Betty beats him there 

 

Betty: Hey, what’s the big idea? 

 

Norman: She’s a real star, so I invited her up for a song - so sue me! 
 

Betty:  Now who’s Sue?! 
 

Franky: Yeah, she was actually pretty good! 
 

Betty: She sang a solo act! I’m the headliner here, I’M THE STAR! Not some two-bit 

skinny… 

 

Guy:  Norman, what is going on in here?  You spring up a surprise act without, oh I don’t 

know, informing THE OWNER?!  And you didn’t think how it would affect our headliner 

here 

 

Betty: Don’t think you’re off the hook either! (poking a finger into Guy’s chest) You didn’t 

do a thing! You just stood there and let her take my spotlight (starts fake crying). 
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Guy: Betty, darling, I’m on your side! 
 

Franky cuts a quick look at Guy 

 

Norman: Did you hear that crowd? They loved her! That’s more than I can say for your girl 

over here. 
 

Franky: (looking at Guy) YOUR girl?  
 

Betty: (looks nervous for a moment, then bursts into tears again)  Oh nobody cares about 

me and my feelings!  This is my career on the line!  I’m better than Babe and everyone 

else in this joint- I’ll show you!   
 

Betty heads for ST-R, as Dot enters from ST-R 

 

Dot:  Franky, I have your drin- 
 

Dot and Betty collide, spilling Franky’s drink all over Betty 

 

Betty:  Why you clumsy little ape!  You did that on purpose! 
 

Betty reaches for Dot, but Franky and Norman hold her back 

 

Dot: (shocked) Oh gosh, I’m awful sorry, Betty! 
 

Dot runs out ST-L 

 

Betty: (pulls away from Franky and Norman) Let go o’ me!  I’ve got a second act to 

prepare for and I ain’t lettin nothin stop me! And that little shrimp, I want her GONE! 
 

Betty storms off ST-R 

 

Franky, Norman and Guy all looked a bit shell shocked -  
 

Norman: So… still think she’s a “doll”? 

 

Franky: [looking at Guy] And what are you all about? Calling MY girl a doll? 

 

Norman: (aside to Franky)I thought you were ditchin’ her… 
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Franky: Nevermind that… I’ve half a mind of givin you a knuckle sandwich… gettin sweet 

on MY girl!? I oughta… 

 

Norman: I’ve gotta go strike up the band. Franky, you’ve gotta get ready for your next set. 

Guy, you’re gonna be dealin with all this later. 
 

Guy: Hey! I’M the owner here and I call the shots, remember? Norman, strike up that 

band. Franky, get ready for your next set. We’ll deal with all this later. Maurine! 
 

Maurine: (bored) Oui, monsieur? 

 

Guy: Get those servers out here for dinner! 
 

Maurine: (Disdainfaully) Oui, monsieur. Servers… it is time for dinner (with flourish and a 

clap-clap)! 
 

Servers come out and serve dinner 
 

As patrons are receiving their food, dancers come out and do an “intermission” type of 

dance - Charleston & Ragtime 

 

Betty: Norman, I want to rehearse that piece I’m suppose to do for the closin’ numbah. 
 

Norman: You’re kiddin, right? 

 

Betty: Of course not! I’ve gotta sound my best! Tonights a very special night! 
 

Norman: Sure thing, Betty… give me 5 minutes 

 

Betty: You’re the best piano man evah… what would you do without a singah like me? 

 

Norman: [loudly under his breath] Live a long and wonderful life? 

 

Betty: What? 

 

Norman: Forget about it. 
 

(Betty goes far stage left, but stands behind a stage decoration, pretending to warm up 

with arpeggio) 
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Babe enters stage right, running on with Tess and Roxy 

 

Babe: Norman, thank you so much for inviting me tonight! I had a ball. It ain’t every day I 

get to sing in a place like this. 
 

Norman: Well, stick with me kid… with your voice and my know-how, there ain’t a joint in 

this city that won’t be banging down our doors. 
 

Babe: I can’t believe it… I feel like I’m dreamin’. Is this really happening? Somebody pinch 

me! 
 

[Roxy reaches in and pinches her hard.] 
 

Babe: OW! Roxy! 
 

[Roxy shrugs] 
 

Norman: It’s happenin’ kid. Once Mr. Guy, that Butter and Egg man, kicks Betty to the 

curb, you’re with me and we’ll kill… absolutely KILL!  
 

Tess: Babe, I can’t believe this is happening! To think… you could set Chicago on fire! 

...But in a good way! 
 

Roxy: And we’ll be able to say “we knew you when”. You’ll be the Cat’s Pajamas! 
 

Babe: Don’t get ahead of yourselves girls. There’s still a long way to go. 
 

Norman: But doll, we are on our way. And this town will never have to endure cruel & 

unusual punishment in the form of Betty Lamont ever again. 
 

Roxy: That’s the truth. She ain’t even that bright- I don’t have any clue how she’s smart 

enough to string along Mr. Guy AND Franky DiSalvo at the same time. 
 

[as all this is taking place, Betty is slowly becoming more aware that she’s about to get 

the boot, and becomes even more furiated] 
 

Norman: You got me. That bim’s smart enough to pull the wool over someone’s eyes, but 

gets wrapped up in it at the same time. But don’t worry, this time next week, you’ll be 

Cocomo Grove’s new headliner. 
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Babe: But what if Mr. Guy doesn’t wanna get rid of Betty? 

 

Norman: I’ll take care of that old bird, don’t you worry. Come find me after this show. We’ll 

get something started. 
 

Tess:  Well this is cause for celebration- let’s go tell Georgie boy the good news! 
 

[The group exits talking and laughing, stage right] 
 

Betty: Why that… two bit… no good… I CAN’T BELIEVE THE NERVE OF… 

 

[Dot runs on stage right, sees Betty seething, pauses with paralyzing fear, then runs off 

stage again before Betty notices. George comes on, approaching her very gently and with 

great trepidation] 
 

Betty:  …. THOSE SCHEMING CHEATS!  Callin’ me TALENTLESS?  That no good 

Norman thinks he’s so high & mighty I’ll show him! And that DUMB TOMATAH! I’ll make 

sure she never sings again in this city. 
 

George: Ummm… Betty… Betty… 

 

Betty: WHAT?!?! [pauses, composes herself quickly] What, Mista Bartendah? 

 

George: Well, Dot was actually wondering if you’d like anything else to drink. 
 

Betty: No, thank you. I’ve had QUITE enough and it’s all ova’ my dress, thanks to her! 
 

George: Aw, come on Betty. She didn’t mean it. She’s just trying to do her job. 
 

Betty: HA! Don’t tell ME what she’s tryin’ to do. She’s through!  Mistah Guy does what I 

say, and I say she’s on the street!  Back in the bread lines before noon tomorrah. 
 

George: Betty, she’s a sweet kid… 

 

Betty: She ain’t sweet! I’m sweet! I’m the talent around here!  I’m a real class act and I 

demand some class act service!  I’m tired of everyone treating me like I deserve anything 

less than the best...  Like I ain’t a star.  Well I’ll tell you something mistah’, things are 

gonna change around here… and canning Dot is just the beginning... 
 

[Betty storms off again] 
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George: So... I’m gonna take that as a “No” on the more drinks. Got it. 
 

[George walks off stage, shrugging as Maurine and Guy come on from stage left, arguing] 
 

Maurine: You cannot serve ze entree cold monsieur… it is, how you say, bad for beeznus. 
 

Guy: Maurine, I’m the owner around here- you serve the food how I say. 
 

Maurine: Monsieur, I run ze front of house. Zees is my job. Se il vous plaît, let me doo eet. 

[Maurine exits with an air of snootiness] What a sad leetle seelly man. 
 

Guy: What’s the big idea? None of my employees doin’ anything I say… I’m in chahge of 

this joint, and I get no respect! 
 

[Dot runs in] 
 

Dot: Mr. Guy, there’s a huge problem in the kitchen with the Pasta Fasole, and Luigi is as 

mad as a cat in a bag. 
 

[George runs in]:  
 

George: Guy, there’s some bo out in the front… we think he’s a bull on the up ‘n up. 
 

[Betty marches in] 
 

Betty: MIStah Guy, have I got a bone to pick with you! 

[Norman runs in] 
 

Norman: Hey boss, we need to talk about somethin… 

 

[Luigi runs in speaking Italian and motioning to the kitchen quickly and agressively] 
 

[Maurine walks in briskly] 
 

Maurine: Monsieur, zee customers are complaining about zee low temperature of ze 

etoufee. Zees is exactement, how you say, “I tell you so.” 
 

[Babe comes in with Tess and Roxy, laughing. Babe stands right next to Guy] 
 



16 

Babe: Hey Norman, me and the girls are gonna breeze. There’s a really new gin joint 

down the street we need to hit before the night’s over. 
 

Betty: YOU! I’ve got somethin’ for you! 
 

Norman: Aw, Betty, lay off. Take it up with Guy. 
 

Babe: It’s okay Norman, she’s got nothin’ for me. 
 

[Luigi continues yelling in Italian] 
 

[Sammy comes in from the stage floor] 
 

Sammy: Hey Mistah Guy, there’s a man out on the floor who wants to speak to you about 

somethin… says he’s got somethin for ya. 
 

[All actors start arguing with each other until Guy throws down his hat] 
 

Guy: Alright, ENOUGH! I’m the owner of the Cocomo Grove, and I’m going to say how 

everything’s going to go! And I DON’T. WANT. ANOTHER. WORD. ABOUT IT! 
 

[Lights turn out, there’s a shot, a scream, and the lights turn back on. Guy is dead on the 

floor, and a gun is on the floor at stage left] 
 

Babe: Oh my…. [faints, Roxy and Tess catch her, fanning her] 
 

Franky: Guy’s been shot! 
 

[Betty faints in order to copy Babe, but Franky doesn’t catch her. She clumsily gets up] 
 

Dot: Is… is he dead? 

 

George: Yup, somebody kicked him off. 
 

Luigi: Mama Mia! 
 

Maurine: Sacrebleu! Zees means… someone in ZEES room keeled heem! 
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[collective gasp, and everyone on stage glares at each other with an accusatory glare. It’s 

silent for a beat, and then everyone starts yelling and accusing each other. Lights dim as 

they get more heated] 
 

End ACT I 
 

Officer Ryan I: [to the people in the room] Yous guys stay right where you are. We’ve got 

an Op coming in to bust this case wide open. 
 

Babe: How did the tins find out we were even here? They got here lickity split. 
 

Officer Ryan II: We had some badges in the area. They got here quick when someone 

dropped a dime. 
 

George: [looking around at the others] Which one of us would have called it in? It ain’t like 

we wanted the cops to come in and shut us down. 
 

[Dot looks around nervously] 
 

Officer Ryan I: Some dame. We don’t tell names. But we got the top sleuth in the city on 

the case. 
 

[Dot looks down at the ground and every eye turns to look at her] 
 

George: Dot?! 
 

Betty: WHY YOU!!! [lunges at Dot, the men hold her back] Don’t you got no common 

sense, You lousy little bim! We’re done! Finished. 
 

Dot: He died! What were we gonna do?! Roll’im out with the gahbage on Monday and 

hope nobody notices? Somebody killed him! 
 

Norman [side glance to George]: That actually woulda worked. Coulda floated him up the 

rivah. 
 

Detective: They didn’t just kill him, they committed [dramatic pause] murder.… Allow me 

introduce myself: I’m Detective Eddie Smith, aka... The Wolf. These here are my two 

badges, Officers Ryan and Ryan. 
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Franky: [to George, mouthing/loud whisper] The wolf? 

 

Detective: [to Franky] Yes, the wolf.  Because I will solve this murder.  I will sniff out the 

suspects, I will hunt them down and I will bring them to justice.  Nothing escapes my keen 

senses.  I’ve spent years tracking down this city’s dirtiest criminals and I’ve never had a 

cold case… and I don’t plan on bustin’ that record any time soon. 
 

Ryan I: [trying to sound intimidating] Yeah he’s not here to bust records! 
 

Detective: [to Ryan I] Not the point I was trying to make, Ryan! 
 

Ryan I and II:  Yessir! 
 

Detective: [rolls eyes] As I was saying, I’ll get to the bottom of this case. As of right now, 

every man and woman in this room is suspect. I suggest you get cozy and get ready to 

spill your guts. 
 

[men and women protest but slowly sit down] 
 

Detective: Let’s start from the top. Who wanted Guy gone? 

 

[a moment of silence. Then everyone starts pointing their fingers at other people, claiming 

one person had more of a reason than they did] 
 

Detective: Alright, that’s enough. You, bartender [pointing to George]. Who had reasons 

to knock off Mr. Big Shot? 

 

George: Uh, how much time you got? 

 

Detective: Just get to the meat. 
 

George: Alright, then how much money? I don’t give away anything for free. 
 

Detective: You realize obstructing an investigation is a federal crime? 

 

George: Right then. [This is all said in ONE breath] Maurine hated the man because he 

thought he was an idiot, Luigi was irritated because Guy always tried to tell him how to 

cook the food, Betty was stringin’ him and he was thinkin’ about kickin’ her off the stage, 

Franky found out that he was the other man Betty was seein’, Norman was tryin’ to get his 
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way and kick Betty out, Babe needed a gig, Dot was probably gonna get fired, and I had 

to listen to this racket every day of my life. 
 

Officer Ryan I: Geez, bartenders got it rough. 
 

Officer Ryan II: Not as rough as the owner though. 
 

Detective: Officer Ryan. 
 

Officers: Yessir? 

 

Detective: Track down that gun. Fast. [Officers rush off clumsily] Right then. Let’s take it 

from the top. Maurine. 
 

Maurine: Oui, detecteeve? 

 

Detective: Where were you at approximately 6:15pm on the night of February 27, 1928? 

 

Babe: Ain’t that today? 

 

Detective: Precisely. 
 

Maurine: Oh mon dieu. I was taking up an eesue wees Monsiuer Guy. 
 

Detective: And then you killed him? 

 

Maurine: Monsieur, I hated zat man. But I would never keel him wees a gun. In France, 

we have a seeng called l’arsenic. Much… how you say… cleaner. 
 

Detective: And you, cook. What was your name again? 

 

Luigi: Luigi. 
 

Detective: Luigi. Did you ever wanna kill the man? 

 

Luigi: I would never. Signore was good to me. He made my job difficult, but he also gave 

me the job. What I do… it’s an art form. I plan on passing it down to my son, and his son. I 

have a dream… one day… I will have a grandson. He will work on big ship, and make 

many amazing dishes. 
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Detective: Alright, enough. You there. Blondie. 
 

Dot: Yessir. 
 

Detective: What’s your story? 

 

Dot: I just stahted here. Moved in from the farmland, wanted to get my feet into show 

business. But all I could get was a job in the kitchen. So I figured, eh… it’s a job. I gotta 

get my staht somewhere. 
 

Detective: What’s all that jazz about you bein’ fired? 

 

Dot: Oh. Um… there was an accident earlier today. I accidentally spilled on Ms. Betty’s 

cocktail dress. It was an accident though! 
 

Betty: An accident?! She was tryin’ to get rid of me. I hear her singin’ in the kitchen all the 

time. Tryin’ to upstage me. 
 

Dot: No, I’m not, I swear! I can’t help it! 
 

Detective: And where were you when the gun went off? 

 

Dot: Right in between George and Luigi. 
 

Detective: Huh. On that side of the stage? [Dot nods]. Interesting. [turns to Roxy] Roxy. 

What’s your story? 

 

Roxy: I… I loved Mistah Guy! 
 

Detective: That a fact? 

 

Roxy: [sniffles] Uh-huh. I carried such a torch for him. He was my one and only. 
 

Detective: And how long had you been in a relationship with Guy? 

 

Tess: [wryly] Oh, she wasn’t in no relationship. She just took a shine on him. That old bird 

couldn’t even remember her name. 
 

Roxy: Shut UP, Tess! It wasn’t my fault he couldn’t remember my name! He was a busy 

man. Runnin’ an establishment, payin’ the bills. He lit up my sky. 
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Tess: Until Betty came on stage. Then he couldn’t focus on nothin’!  
 

Detective: And you, Ms. Betty. 
 

Betty: [innocently and sweetly] Yes, Mistah Detective? 

 

Detective: What was your relationship with the deceased? 

 

Betty: [nervously] Relationship? What exactly are you sayin? I don’t have no relationship 

with anyone but my Franky. 
 

Franky: Can it doll, I found out about you and Guy earlier. You can’t pull the wool over my 

eyes no more. 
 

Betty: Aw, Franky, you don’t mean that. 
 

Franky: Yes, I do. After tonight, we’re through. You walk around here, thinkin’ your the 

cat’s meow, the bees knees. 
 

George: So did most of the guys. 
 

Detective: Betty, how long had you been seein’ Mr. Guy? 

 

Betty: Well, I seen him every day I came to work. 
 

Detective: No, I mean how long had you been sweet on him. 
 

Betty: Oh, I was never sweet on him. He just gave me good numbahs.. made sure I was 

always on the stage. 
 

Detective: You can’t do that on your own? 

 

[George and Norman scoff and Betty gives them a death glare] 
 

Betty: I’d get by just fine, as long as- 
 

Detective: George said you were at risk of losing your job. 
 

Betty: [guffaws] I would NEVER lose my- 
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Detective: And you didn’t want to lose that spotlight. So you shot Mr. Guy for the chance 

to run things on your own! And to keep your meal ticket, Franky. 
 

Betty: NO, that’s not what- I… mean… no, I didn’t shoot Mistah Guy. Why won’t anyone 

believe me?! [starts fake crying but nobody cares] 
 

Detective: That brings us to Franky DiSalvo… lead man at the Cocomo Grove. 
 

Franky: Yeah, that’s me. 
 

Detective: You found out your girl was two-timing you and Mr. Guy, so you thought you’d 

get rid of him. 
 

Franky: No, I decided to kick Betty to the curb. 
 

[Betty erupts in tears again] 
 

Detective: But that wasn’t enough. You wanted to get even. You were angry. 
 

Franky: Of course I was angry! The nerve of that… Guy. Sweet on my girl? 

 

Detective: Just like I thought. 
 

Franky: But I didn’t kill him. I got a lot goin’ for me. I’m goin’ places. Galveston, New York. 

Somewhere! Why would I give all that up for some two-timin’ dame? 

 

Tess: Oooh… He’s such a lookah! 
 

Roxy: Knock it off, Tess. We’re trying to find out who knocked off my fella. 
 

Detective: Norman. 
 

Norman: Yeah. 
 

Detective: You were always at odds with Mr. Guy. 
 

Norman: Yeah, that’s a fact. Ain’t no secret. 
 

Detective: You wanted him to get rid of Betty. 
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Norman: If you heard her sing, you’d want her gone too. 
 

[Betty is infuriated] 
 

Detective: But you wanted to do things your way and now. So you got rid of him quick and 

dirty. 
 

Norman: That’s a nice story, but I’ve never shot a gun in my life. 
 

Detective: A likely story. Officers Ryan! 
 

[Officer Ryan & Ryan come running back on the stage] 
 

Officers: Yessir? 

 

Detective: What’s the status on the bean shooter? 

 

Ryan I: We haven’t found it yet. But we did find some interesting notes in a few places. 
 

[Detective snatches the papers out of Ryan II’s hands] 
 

Detective: Interesting. George, how long had you been aware that Mr. Guy was going to 

make you a partner? 

 

George: What? A partner? 

 

Detective: Apparently, he wanted to bring you in as his second. 
 

George: He never told me. 
 

[Officer Ryan I looks around on the stage and finds the gun in a planter. Officer Ryan II 

mimes arguing with Ryan I over who gets to tell the Detective, play rock-paper-scissors 

silently while the dialogue is going on] 
 

Detective: I think he did. And you wanted to get rid of the partner so you’d be the 

bossman. 
 

George: Now wait a minute, I wouldn’t… that’s impossible. Why would I kill the man 

before I signed a contract? 
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Detective: Because forgery has never crossed a murderer’s mind? 

 

[Officer Ryan I taps Detective on the shoulder, Detective ignores it] 
 

Detective: George [Ryan keeps tapping], George [Detective says, trying to focus], you 

need to come clean… what do you want?!?! 
 

Ryan I: Hey Detective! We found the pea-shooter. 
 

Betty: [loudly] Hey Franky, ain’t that your gun? 

 

Franky: Wait, I- mines in my room! 
 

Detective: Officers Ryans, did you find a gun in his room? 

 

Officers: Oh no sir! We searched high and low in there and we nevah found no gun. 
 

Franky: The gun… it’s supposed to be in my dressin’ room! 
 

Detective: You’ve been getting sloppy! Next time you try to ditch a weapon, don’t ditch it 

in the same room you killed someone in. You’re under arrest. Book him, Dan-o. 
 

[Officer Ryans look confused.] 
 

Ryan I: Are you Dan-o? I ain’t Dan-o. 
 

Detective: SOMEbody, book him! 
 

[Officers detain Franky, the other characters all murmur in surprise and amazement] 
 

Franky: No! This isn’t right! I’ve been framed! 
 

Detective: That’s what they all say. And like I always say, this case is closed. 
 

George: Hey, now wait. You can’t just arrest Franky like that! Anyone coulda pulled it from 

his room. 
 

Detective: Anyone? 
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George: Yeah, we all knew he had it and where he kept it. He called it his “insurance 

policy”. 
 

Detective: So it was a weapon everyone knew about. Interesting. Officers! 
 

Ryans: Yeah? 

 

Detective: Keep those bracelets on him, but bring him back in here. We’ve got more work 

to do. Start by lifting the prints. 
 

Babe: [whispering to George] Prints? 

 

George: Fingerprints. They can tell whose is whose. 

Mauricio: Can zey really do zees? Eet seems like a joke. How zey tell between my sum 

print and hers. Ridicule!! 
 

Betty: [nerously] Well, it shouldn’t mattah. It’s Franky’s gun. 
 

Norman: Yeah, like any of our prints would be on it.  
 

Detective: Then you won’t have a problem giving us your fingerprints. Whoever did it, I’ll 

track them down. The fingerprints are just the beginning. 
 

 


