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YOUNG SHERLOCK

By CRAIG SODARO

CAST OF CHARACTERS
# of lines

MONIQUE .......................... young student 16
CARLOTTA .......................... her friend 16
RUDA ................................ maid 41
MISS KLEGG ...................... school cook 39
MISS BUTTERWORTH .......... headmistress 141
LULU ................................. psychic and clairvoyant 101
LARRY LESTRADE ............... student 52
SHERLOCK HOLMES ........... another 82
JOHN WATSON ................... another 52
JAMES MORIARTY .............. another 29
HELEN STONER .................. another 26
IRENE ADLER ..................... another 33
HETTY HUDSON ................. another 23
HENRY BASKERVILLE.......... another 32
LADY WINDSOR .................. wife of a government official 18
SIGNORA MEDICI ............... wife of an ambassador 18
LETICIA WINDSOR .............. another student 26
ROSA MEDICI ..................... another 20
MADAME BONAPARTE ......... Monique’s mother 36
SEÑOR GOYA...................... Carlotta’s father 34
CONSTABLE BING ............... local policeman 77
CYRIL ................................ Constable Bing’s deputy 40
DUCHESS SIMPSON ........... wealthy aristocrat 25
HORTENSE ........................ Duchess Simpson’s young 10 

daughter
Note:  A few roles can be easily altered to suit different genders. Señor 
Goya, for example, can easily become Señora Goya or Lady Windsor 
can become Lord Windsor to suit the needs of the director.
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SETTING
Time:  Spring 1885.

Place:  The Butterworth Academy, north of London.

The entire play takes place in the great room of the Butterworth 
Academy. There are wing entrances RIGHT and LEFT:  RIGHT leading to 
main door of the school and upstairs, LEFT leading to kitchen, upstairs, 
and backyard. There is a window UP LEFT with fireplace at center. 
Above the fireplace hangs the portrait of an old man, Grandfather 
Butterworth. There is a screen UP RIGHT. DOWN LEFT is a table set 
with a few chairs. Benches here and there at STAGE RIGHT. There 
is a small table at STAGE LEFT with a telephone on it. The room is 
pleasant, sunny, and nicely decorated.

SYNOPSIS OF SCENES

ACT ONE
Scene One:  The great room of Butterworth Academy, midnight of a 

spring day, 1885.
Scene Two:  The following morning.
Scene Three:  That evening.

ACT TWO
Scene One:  The following morning.
Scene Two:  Late that night.
Scene Three:  The following morning.
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YOUNG SHERLOCK

ACT ONE
Scene One

AT RISE:  The great room of the Butterworth Academy. Midnight, spring, 
1885. MONIQUE, holding a candle, and CARLOTTA ENTER LEFT. Both 
girls have slight accents.
MONIQUE:  (Frightened.) I’m scared, Carlotta!
CARLOTTA:  There’s nothing to be afraid of.
MONIQUE:  Miss Butterworth said that if we were ever caught out of 

bed past eight o’clock, Miss Klegg would take a switch to us!
CARLOTTA:  (Laughs.) Oh, Monique, you are such a rooster!
MONIQUE:  I think you mean “chicken,” and oui! I am chicken! Didn’t 

anyone tell you what happened to that boy, Charles?
CARLOTTA:  You believe those stories Miss Klegg tells?
MONIQUE:  He is still in the hospital! And he cries all the time!
CARLOTTA:  All because Miss Klegg scared him? (Laughs.) I do not 

think that is possible.
MONIQUE:  I wish my parents had never sent me to this school!
CARLOTTA:  Why? Then we’d never have met and become best friends. 

Besides, all the embassy families send their children here. It’s 
close to London, but not too close.

MONIQUE:  I wish I were home in my own bed in Paris.
CARLOTTA:  And I in Barcelona. But this is exciting, no? I mean… 

finding this message… I wonder who it’s from. (Pulls a small note 
from her pocket.)

MONIQUE:  Read it again!
CARLOTTA:  (Reads.) If you want a special treat, something that can’t 

be beat, meet me in the library at twelve-oh-one… and you’re sure 
to have fun!

MONIQUE:  But what can we do here at midnight? Everyone is asleep.
CARLOTTA:  Maybe go for a moonlit hike.
MONIQUE:  It’s cloudy tonight.
CARLOTTA:  Roast marshmallows over a fire.
MONIQUE:  There is no fire.
CARLOTTA:  (As she speaks, a black-hooded FIGURE ENTERS, grabs 

MONIQUE from behind, covers her mouth, and drags her OFF LEFT.) 
Tell ghost stories around a campfire? I know a really good one. 
Did I ever tell it to you? These two girls, just like us, found a map 
one day as they shopped. They decided to follow the path on the 
map. It said that a treasure awaited at the end of their journey. 
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They began that very night… a dark and stormy night. (The FIGURE 
steals back ON from LEFT, approaching CARLOTTA.) And it wasn’t 
long before they felt like someone was watching them… watching 
their every move. Monique? Monique, where are you? (Turns and 
sees FIGURE. Screams as FIGURE grabs her. BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene One

ACT ONE
Scene Two

LIGHTS UP:  The following morning. KLEGG sets the table with bowls 
of porridge with the help of RUDA, her assistant.
RUDA:  You hear anything… funny… last night, Miss Klegg?
KLEGG:  You mean like a joke? Why did the chicken cross the road?
RUDA:  Why?
KLEGG:  To get to the other side, of course. That what you mean?
RUDA:  No… more like a scream. I thought I heard someone scream.
KLEGG:  You were havin’ another one of your nightmares.
RUDA:  I don’t think so. My eyes were wide open.
KLEGG:  Trouble with you, Ruda, is you don’t work hard enough durin’ 

the day. Work hard enough, nothin’ll disturb your sleep. Nothin’. 
You can take it from me. I hit the pillow, and I sleep like a rock.

RUDA:  I work plenty hard!
KLEGG:  Then prove it! Go peel those potatoes for lunch.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  (ENTERS LEFT as RUDA crosses to EXIT.) Good 

morning, Ruda! Beautiful day today.
RUDA:  (Angry.) Not if you’re a potato! (EXITS LEFT.)
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  (Brightly.) Somebody got up on the wrong side 

of the beddy-bye.
KLEGG:  She didn’t sleep well. Thought she heard a scream.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  (Laughs.) A scream? Here at Butterworth 

Academy? That’s ridiculous. Oh, dear, Klegg… porridge again?
KLEGG:  Good for the body and soul. If Charles had eaten his porridge…
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  But that’s three days in a row. Couldn’t we 

spring for a proper breakfast with tomatoes and beans?
KLEGG:  Tomatoes and beans is a luxury, Ma’am. These young’uns 

don’t need spoilin’. They’re spoiled plenty at home. Their mummies 
and puppies would do anythin’ for the little darlin’s, so here’s 
where they’ll have to learn what bad food really is! (EXITS LEFT.)

LESTRADE:  (ENTERS RIGHT with HOLMES, WATSON, and MORIARTY.) I 
tell you, you’ve got it all wrong, Holmes!

HOLMES:  How so, Lestrade?
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LESTRADE:  The colonel couldn’t have stolen the ruby. He had an alibi.
HOLMES:  But had he been on the marshes like he’d said, there would 

have been a bit of peat moss stuck to his boot. Instead, there was 
sand.

WATSON:  And the jewel was housed in a box of sand.
LESTRADE:  So he stuck his boot in the box?
WATSON:  The sand spilled when he grabbed the jewel!
LESTRADE:  Nonsense! The countess swore he was with her at the 

time.
HOLMES:  You can’t believe everything you hear, Lestrade.
LESTRADE:  A countess wouldn’t lie.
MORIARTY:  Anyone would lie, Lestrade, if the price were right.
LESTRADE:  I give up! There’s no talking sense into Sherlock Holmes!
WATSON:  I think he’s brilliant!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Another crime solved, Mr. Holmes?
MORIARTY:  Another of Captain Bullfinch’s Crimes for the Young and 

Innocent.
HOLMES:  I wish there were a real crime I could solve.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Unfortunately there are plenty of those, but 

Constable Bing is just around the corner if we need his help.
WATSON:  He couldn’t find his way out of a water closet with a road 

map. (The BOYS laugh.)
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Mr. Watson! That is no way for a student at 

Butterworth Academy to talk.
HOLMES:  But you’ve got to admit, it’s true.
MORIARTY:  (Notices the bowls.) I say, we’re not having porridge again, 

are we?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Miss Klegg says it builds character.
LESTRADE:  Aren’t we good enough characters as it is?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  I hardly think you’re ready for the world yet.
HELEN:  (ENTERS RIGHT with HENRY, IRENE, and HETTY.) Miss 

Butterworth, we can’t find Carlotta or Monique anywhere!
IRENE:  They weren’t in their beds this morning when we woke up.
HETTY:  And their coats are gone.
HENRY:  We checked the rooms upstairs, but can’t find hide nor hair 

of ’em.
MORIARTY:  Well, Holmes, perhaps this is the case you’ve been 

waiting for!
WATSON:  How exciting!
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MISS BUTTERWORTH:  (Nervous.) Oh, I’m sure there’s nothing to be 
concerned about. I’ll go take a look. They might be hiding in some 
nook or cranny you don’t even know exists. (EXITS RIGHT.)

HENRY:  You know, I thought I heard something last night.
WATSON:  So did I!
HELEN:  I heard it, too.
IRENE:  A scream, right?
HETTY:  (With relish.) A horrible scream of terror.
HOLMES:  Coming right from this room.
LESTRADE:  Aren’t we overly dramatic? And how do we know the 

scream came from this room?
HOLMES:  Our room is directly above. The scream caused the clock by 

my bedside to rattle, so I know exactly what time it was.
LESTRADE:  That’s ridiculous.
WATSON:  What time was it, Holmes?
HOLMES:  Twelve-oh-two.
HETTY:  Sherlock, you are absolutely wonderful!
LESTRADE:  I think you’re making it all up.
HOLMES:  Go upstairs, Lestrade.
LESTRADE:  Why?
HOLMES:  Irene, go upstairs with him as a witness.
IRENE:  Come, Lestrade! Let’s go!
LESTRADE:  I don’t want to go.
IRENE:  I won’t bite!
MORIARTY:  Go on. We want to see your face turn red with rage when 

you find out Sherlock is right. (LESTRADE huffs OFF RIGHT, followed 
by IRENE.)

HOLMES:  On the count of ten, Helen, scream as loudly as you can. 
One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten! (HELEN 
screams loudly.)

RUDA:  (ENTERS LEFT with a plate of buns, which she tosses in fright, 
and the rock-hard buns clatter to the floor everywhere.) Go on! 
What’d you scream like that for?

MISS BUTTERWORTH:  (Runs ON RIGHT as KLEGG ENTERS LEFT.) 
What happened?

KLEGG:  What’d you do with all the buns, you clumsy girl?
WATSON:  Oh, it wasn’t Ruda’s fault, Miss Klegg.
HOLMES:  I’m afraid it was mine, Miss Butterworth.
MORIARTY:  Sherlock was proving a point to that idiot Lestrade.
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KLEGG:  No cause to ruin everyone’s breakfast, Mr. Holmes! (To MISS 
BUTTERWORTH.) That boy’s got to be punished again.

HOLMES:  But, Miss Klegg, there is nothing wrong with the buns. (Picks 
up a bun or two.) They’re still hard as rocks.

KLEGG:  That’s enough! It’s off to the kitchen with you! You’ll wash all 
the pots and pans! And if you don’t, you’ll end up like Charles! 
(Grabs HOLMES by the ear and hauls him OFF LEFT.)

WATSON:  It’s not fair, Miss Butterworth!
HELEN:  Sherlock was just trying to show us how the scream last night 

moved his clock so he knew the exact time.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  What scream? (IRENE and LESTRADE ENTER 

RIGHT, LESTRADE scratching his head.)
HENRY:  Did it work?
IRENE:  The clock moved at least half an inch!
LESTRADE:  I think there was an open window and a breeze blew it.
MORIARTY:  I hope you never become a detective, Lestrade!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Students, tell me this moment what’s going 

on!
WATSON:  Did you find Carlotta and Monique?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  No… I’m afraid I didn’t. But perhaps they’re on 

the grounds somewhere.
RUDA:  And maybe it was them that screamed!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  What is all this about a scream?
WATSON:  You didn’t hear it? Last night at twelve-oh-two.
MORIARTY:  Loud enough to wake the dead.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  I sleep with earplugs.
IRENE:  Well, if you ask me… Carlotta and Monique have run away.
RUDA:  But why would they scream if they’re running away?
HETTY:  (Weak.) They stubbed their toes as they sneaked out?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Run away! How terrible! What will their parents 

say? (There is a KNOCK from OFF RIGHT.) Ruda, please see who 
that is!

RUDA:  (Grumbles as she crosses RIGHT.) Ruda, scrub the floor. Ruda, 
peel the potatoes. Ruda, answer the door!

MISS BUTTERWORTH:  And wear your happy face! (RUDA affects a 
ghastly smile as she EXITS RIGHT.)

WATSON:  You know what I think, Miss Butterworth? I think we’ve got 
a mystery on our hands. I don’t think Carlotta and Monique ran 
away at all. I think they wer— (MISS BUTTERWORTH puts her hand 
over his mouth.)
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RUDA:  (Still wearing her ghastly grin, ENTERS RIGHT with LADY 
WINDSOR and SIGNORA MEDICI. LETICIA and ROSA follow their 
mothers ON, each carrying a suitcase.) Lady Windsor and daughter 
Leticia. Signora Medici and her daughter Rosa.

SIGNORA MEDICI:  Signora!
RUDA:  Signora!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Thank you, Ruda. You may go.
RUDA:  Can I stop smiling now?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Yes, Ruda.
RUDA:  Good! It hurts my cheeks! (Frowns and stomps OFF LEFT.)
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  (Brightly.) Welcome to Butterworth Academy, 

Lady Windsor and Signora Medici, and a special welcome to 
Leticia and Rosa.

LADY WINDSOR:  Thank you. I presume you are Miss Butterworth?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  The one and only.
LETICIA:  This place smells funny, mother!
HENRY:  Well, you just walked in.
LETICIA:  Mother!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Children, sit and eat quietly while I show our 

new students around.
WATSON:  You’re going to school here?
LETICIA:  Mummy’s making me!
WATSON:  How lovely!
SIGNORA MEDICI:  (Moves to table.) Looks like a nice place. Good and 

clean. (To IRENE.) And what are you eating, my dear?
IRENE:  Porridge.
HETTY:  (Scowls.) It builds character.
SIGNORA MEDICI:  And you can lay bricks with it, too, ha?
ROSA:  Mama mia! I want to go home!
SIGNORA MEDICI:  You know your papa and I get very busy, Rosa. 

Being an ambassador is a lot of work.
ROSA:  I’ll help!
SIGNORA MEDICI:  You need to be with children your own age, and 

this is the best and safest school in London.
MORIARTY:  Oh, I wouldn’t bet on that.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  (Covering.) Well, ladies, may I show you around? 

The Butterworth Academy was built in 1628 as a preparatory 
school for students going to Oxford and Cambridge. My great-
great-great-great-great-grandfather founded the institution, and it’s 
stood on this spot for 380 years.
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MORIARTY:  So have these buns.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  We offer all the important classes.
HELEN:  Latin.
IRENE:  Greek.
HENRY:  Elocution.
HETTY:  Penmanship.
MORIARTY:  Marksmanship.
LESTRADE:  Logic.
MORIARTY:  Which Lestrade hasn’t passed yet!
WATSON:  And drawing.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Not to mention deportment and etiquette.
LADY WINDSOR:  Certainly the proper things for proper children to 

know.
SIGNORA MEDICI:  And what do you do for fun? (KLEGG ENTERS LEFT 

with a bowl she sets on the table.)
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Cricket, needlepoint, and hiking. Now, if you’ll 

come this way, I’ll show you to your room.
LETICIA:  Mother, I’m going to be sick.
LADY WINDSOR:  Oh, darling! Is it your head? Your stomach? Your 

allergies?
KLEGG:  Whatever it is, we can handle it. Miss Klegg is a trained nurse.
IRENE:  She’ll mix you up some of her Kleggomiacin.
KLEGG:  (Wickedly.) It’ll get you better in no time!
LETICIA:  (Terrified.) I… I’m feeling better. I really am.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Then right this way, please! (Leads LADY 

WINDSOR, LETICIA, SIGNORA MEDICI, and ROSA OFF RIGHT.)
KLEGG:  Another pair of ’em! Rich, important people!
MORIARTY:  You shouldn’t be so hard on us, Miss Klegg. We butter 

your bread. (KLEGG huffs OFF LEFT.)
HELEN:  I like Rosa.
IRENE:  But that other one!
HETTY:  Did you see her outfit?
WATSON:  I’ll bet it came from Paris.
MORIARTY:  The Paris Zoo, you mean.
MADAME BONAPARTE:  (Races ON RIGHT with SEÑOR GOYA.) Miss 

Butterworth! Miss Butterworth!
WATSON:  She’s upstairs showing some new students their rooms.
SEÑOR GOYA:  New students? To take the place of our poor little girls?
HENRY:  What’s happened?
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MADAME BONAPARTE:  My poor little Monique!
IRENE:  You’re Monique’s mother?
MADAME BONAPARTE:  Mais oui!
SEÑOR GOYA:  And I am the father of Carlotta!
WATSON:  So they didn’t run away!
MADAME BONAPARTE:  No! Why would they do that?
SEÑOR GOYA:  They have been kidnapped!
LESTRADE:  What?
MADAME BONAPARTE:  We received letters this morning demanding 

ransom!
SEÑOR GOYA:  You see? (Hands a letter to WATSON.)
WATSON:  (Reads.) Want your girls back? It’ll cost you 10,000 pounds.
HETTY:  (Horrified.) That’s a fortune!
MADAME BONAPARTE:  Where is my poor Monique?
SEÑOR GOYA:  Carlotta! Carlotta! Where are you? (MISS BUTTERWORTH 

ENTERS RIGHT.)
WATSON:  Miss Butterworth? I think you’d better call Constable Bing! 

(LIGHTS FADE to BLACK.)
End of Scene Two

ACT ONE
Scene Three

LIGHTS UP:  Late that evening. HOLMES, WATSON, HETTY, LESTRADE, 
IRENE, HENRY, HELEN, MORIARTY, LETICIA, and ROSA sit on 
benches, as if in class. CONSTABLE BING paces DOWNSTAGE. MISS 
BUTTERWORTH, SEÑOR GOYA, and MADAME BONAPARTE stand at 
RIGHT. CYRIL sits with students, scribbling notes.
BING:  So… let me get this straight… how many of you heard the 

scream? (All the STUDENTS raise their hands except for ROSA and 
LETICIA.) All but you two. And why didn’t you hear the scream?

LETICIA:  We weren’t here.
BING:  Oh, really? (To ROSA.) And just where were you two?
ROSA:  (Terrified.) We… we… oh, mama mia!
HOLMES:  They’re new students, Constable.
WATSON:  They just arrived today.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  The boys are right, Constable. Their mothers 

left this afternoon.
LETICIA:  And now we’re involved in a horrible kidnapping!
ROSA:  Mama mia!
LETICIA:  If this isn’t solved soon, I’ll notify my father.
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BING:  Bully for him!
LETICIA:  He’s an advisor to Her Majesty, Queen Victoria!
BING:  (Careful.) Oh, dear, he is, is he?
CYRIL:  Constable? Is “bully” spelled with one “L” or two?
BING:  Don’t write that down! Just the testimony, you idiot!
CYRIL:  Idiot? And just how do I spell that?
SEÑOR GOYA:  Please, Constable… these children… they know 

nothing.
MADAME BONAPARTE:  And meanwhile… our poor girls are out there 

somewhere in the clutches of a madman!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  I just don’t understand why you couldn’t have 

gotten here earlier, Constable!
BING:  We were in court, Miss! And the judge wouldn’t let us leave no-

how. There’s only the two of us, there is, and we’re doin’ the best 
we can!

CYRIL:  Constable?
BING:  I know your fears, folks, but I’m very experienced at tracking 

down lost kiddies.
CYRIL:  Constable?
BING:  (Proud.) Ain’t the first time we’ve had one of ’em snatched in 

these parts. I remember Johnny Carmody. Taken from his bicycle.
CYRIL:  Constable, wouldn’t it—?
BING:  Found him a day later tied up in a barn.
HOLMES:  How did you find Johnny Carmody, Constable?
BING:  Looked for ’im, of course. Followed the footprints found near 

the bicycle.
CYRIL:  Constable!
BING:  Will you stop interrupting me, Cyril?
CYRIL:  We ought to search the grounds.
BING:  That’s what I’ve been saying, of course!
HOLMES:  We’ll help, Constable.
LETICIA:  (Terrified.) Go… out there… in the dark?
WATSON:  It’ll be fun! A real adventure.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Many hands make light work, Constable.
BING:  Send ’em all out so they can get snatched, too?
HOLMES:  Constable, whatever would kidnappers do with eight of us?
WATSON:  We’ll go in pairs.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  I’ve got enough candles for you all.
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LETICIA:  I don’t like this at all. Why should we do common police 
work?

ROSA:  Mama mia!
CYRIL:  We really could use the help, Miss.
BING:  The only one who needs help is you, Cyril, you ingrate.
CYRIL:  I wish you’d stop calling me names I can’t spell!
BING:  All right, go on! Search the grounds! And report back here 

immediately if you find anything.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Come, students, the candles are in the 

kitchen. (Leads LETICIA, ROSA, HENRY, HETTY, LESTRADE, IRENE, 
HELEN, and MORIARTY OFF LEFT.)

HOLMES:  It might be a good idea, Constable, to search Carlotta and 
Monique’s room.

WATSON:  For clues, you know.
HOLMES:  They were roommates.
BING:  I got that on my list of things to do, don’t I, Cyril?
CYRIL:  (Looks.) I don’t see it here anyplace, Constable.
BING:  Then you just forgot to write it down! (To HOLMES.) Off with you, 

’fore you miss out on grabbing a candle.
WATSON:  Oh, Sherlock, this is your first big case! (EXITS LEFT with 

HOLMES.)
BING:  (Mimics WATSON, sarcastically.) First big case! Who does he 

think he is? (CYRIL moves RIGHT.) And just where do you think 
you’re going?

CYRIL:  To search their rooms, right?
BING:  You follow me, remember, Cyril? I’m the constable here.
CYRIL:  Yes, sir. Is “constable” “B-L-E” or “b-e-l?” (Follows BING OFF 

RIGHT.)
SEÑOR GOYA:  To think… this is the safest school in London!
MADAME BONAPARTE:  My poor Monique!
SEÑOR GOYA:  Maybe we should join the search.
MADAME BONAPARTE:  But what if they should return here?
SEÑOR GOYA:  Si. We must wait… and pray.
LULU:  (ENTERS RIGHT in colorful dress, scarves, beads, bracelets, 

topped with a turban. She also wears tinted glasses throughout.) 
This is the place!

MADAME BONAPARTE:  Who are you?
LULU:  Shhh!
MADAME BONAPARTE:  She’s a nut!
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SEÑOR GOYA:  Shhh!
LULU:  They came into this room.
MADAME BONAPARTE:  Who? Who are you talking about?
LULU:  Shhh! (Moves about the room, then stops.) They stood on this 

very spot.
MADAME BONAPARTE:  Are you talking about Monique?
LULU/SEÑOR GOYA:  Shhh!
LULU:  They have left just a bit of aura. Can’t you feel it? Their energy 

lingers! (Continues to prowl about the room.)
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  (ENTERS LEFT.) They’re off searching the 

grounds. Oh, dear! Who are you?
LULU/SEÑOR GOYA/MADAME BONAPARTE:  Shhh!
MADAME BONAPARTE:  Well? Well?
LULU:  It’s gone! I’ve lost contact!
SEÑOR GOYA:  Get it back!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Contact with whom?
LULU:  Little voices! Little voices crying for help. Voices that are 

trapped… cold and lonely.
MADAME BONAPARTE:  Monique!
SEÑOR GOYA:  Carlotta!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  The girls have contacted you?
LULU:  I did not know their names before this… but, yes, they have 

contacted me!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  How? By letter?
LULU:  Telepathy!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  What kind of new invention is that?
LULU:  It is not an invention! It is an ability born in all of us. The ability 

to contact others using only our minds.
MADAME BONAPARTE:  Do you know where our girls are?
SEÑOR GOYA:  Can you find them?
LULU:  They are calling… Mama! Papa!
MADAME BONAPARTE:  They’ve been kidnapped.
SEÑOR GOYA:  You see… a ransom note! (Gives LULU the note, which 

she touches to her head.)
LULU:  Ten thousand pounds? To scum, children are worth a mere 

amount of money. No money can compensate for the loss of a 
child.

MADAME BONAPARTE:  You are so right.
SEÑOR GOYA:  Can you help us?
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LULU:  How much is it worth to you?
MADAME BONAPARTE:  Anything!
SEÑOR GOYA:  Twice the ransom!
LULU:  Twice is good. Twice is fair. (As an afterthought.) Each.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Now, see here! For twice the ransom, you’re 

going to find the girls?
LULU:  You got a problem with that?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  I most certainly do! It’s robbery! You’re worse 

than the kidnappers.
LULU:  I will return the children. Guaranteed. My card! (Hands MADAME 

BONAPARTE and SEÑOR GOYA each a card.)
MADAME BONAPARTE:  (Reads.) Madame Lulu, psychic and 

clairvoyant.
SEÑOR GOYA:  (Reads.) The lost shall be found.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Get out of here at once! You’re a fraud!
MADAME BONAPARTE:  No! You must help us!
SEÑOR GOYA:  No one else is doing anything!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  The constable and his deputy are working all 

hours—
MADAME BONAPARTE:  They are idiots!
SEÑOR GOYA:  Fools! But you will find our children, sí?
LULU:  Shhh! They stood here… and… and… from there came a dark-

robed figure! (Points LEFT just as KLEGG and RUDA ENTER LEFT.)
MADAME BONAPARTE:  It’s them!
SEÑOR GOYA:  You stole our children!
MADAME BONAPARTE:  To the guillotine!
SEÑOR GOYA:  Constable! Constable!
RUDA:  I don’t want to go to the guillotine. What’s a guillotine anyway? 

(MADAME BONAPARTE draws her finger across her throat.) It ain’t 
my fault the buns are rock hard!

KLEGG:  You shut your mouth, Ruda. Apparently, in their grief, these 
two have got us mixed up with somebody else. (LULU moves 
around her and RUDA, sniffing.)

RUDA:  What’s she doing?
KLEGG:  What is she?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Madame Lulu is a psychic and clairvoyant. (To 

LULU.) And I told you to get off my property!
MADAME BONAPARTE:  If you send her away, I’ll see that the 

reputation of this school is destroyed forever!
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SEÑOR GOYA:  The newspapers would love a story on this place.
LULU:  These two… they couldn’t have done it.
MADAME BONAPARTE:  How do you know?
LULU:  They have no auras.
RUDA:  Well, a fine howdy-do!
KLEGG:  Aye! My aura’s just as good as the next person’s.
RUDA:  (To KLEGG.) What’s an aura, anyway?
KLEGG:  Somethin’ in your nose.
MADAME BONAPARTE:  Please, Madame Lulu, find our children! 

Here… I’ll write a check now!
SEÑOR GOYA:  I’ll do the same. (MADAME BONAPARTE and SEÑOR 

GOYA write out checks as KLEGG and RUDA EXIT LEFT.)
LULU:  You don’t need to make it out. I’ve got a stamp.
CYRIL:  (ENTERS RIGHT with BING. To BING.) What’d you say? “Lured to 

their fates by a note—?”
BING:  “By a note inviting them for ice cream at midnight.” Get that?
CYRIL:  Is “lured” L-E-R-R-E-D?
BING:  Close enough.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Constable, I want you to throw this woman off 

the premises.
MADAME BONAPARTE:  Don’t you dare!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  She has just stolen twenty thousand pounds 

from Madame Bonaparte and Señor Goya!
BING:  What?
SEÑOR GOYA:  We are paying her twice the ransom to find our 

daughters. She is in touch with their auras.
BING:  What kind of silly claptrap is that?
LULU:  They were taken one at a time from this spot… then dragged… 

this way… covered with a blanket.
CYRIL:  Well, I’ll be! How does she know that?
MADAME BONAPARTE:  She’s psychotic.
LULU:  Psychic, Madame! There is a difference.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  I’m warning you for the last time! Get off my 

property!
LULU:  This way… they took the children this way …
BING:  They? There was two of them?
LULU:  Down this passageway! (EXITS LEFT followed by MADAME 

BONAPARTE, SEÑOR GOYA, BING, and CYRIL.)
CYRIL:  (EXITING.) Passage… is that with one “S” or two?

For preview only



14

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40

RIGHTS MUST BE PURCHASED BEFORE REPRODUCING THIS  SCRIPT

LESTRADE:  (ENTERS RIGHT with HOLMES, WATSON, HENRY, MORIARTY, 
HELEN, IRENE, and HETTY, all holding candles.) How did I know it 
was Miss Klegg’s cat?

MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Students, did you find anything?
IRENE:  Only a black cat.
HENRY:  Which Lestrade hit with his slingshot.
HETTY:  That’s at least seven years’ bad luck.
LESTRADE:  You believe in that superstitious nonsense? (Trips over 

chair and falls.) I meant to do that!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Oh, children! The most horrible thing has 

happened.
WATSON:  What?
MORIARTY:  (Thrilled.) You’ve found the bodies?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  It’s not that horrible, Mr. Moriarty. And you do 

have a terribly gruesome streak in you!
MORIARTY:  (With relish.) Don’t I, though?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  What do you plan to do when you grow up?
MORIARTY:  I plan to be a doctor.
HELEN:  Dr. Moriarty?
IRENE:  It has a certain ring to it.
LULU:  (ENTERS LEFT, followed by SEÑOR GOYA, MADAME BONAPARTE, 

BING, and CYRIL.) They went around the building, staying close to 
the bramble bushes outside. Eventually they circled around toward 
the old oak in the back… (EXITS RIGHT followed by SEÑOR GOYA, 
MADAME BONAPARTE, BING, and CYRIL.)

HELEN:  That was odd.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  That’s the horrible thing that’s happened! 

Madame Bonaparte and Señor Goya have each paid twenty 
thousand pounds to Madame Lulu to find their daughters.

HOLMES:  That’s twice the ransom!
WATSON:  Is she a detective?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  No! She’s psychotic.
MORIARTY:  She doesn’t sound psychotic, making that kind of money!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  We’ve got to stop her!
HOLMES:  Madame Lulu, you said?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  That’s the only name she gave.
HOLMES:  It might be a good idea to follow them, Miss Butterworth.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Really? But I… oh, dear… I suppose you’re 

right. (EXITS RIGHT.)
WATSON:  What should we do, Sherlock?
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HOLMES:  (Looks around.) I’m not sure, but I do know our two new 
students have gotten themselves lost.

HENRY:  Mama mia!
IRENE:  We’d better find them before something bad happens to them.
HETTY:  We’ll look for them!
MORIARTY:  And what are you going to do, Holmes?
HOLMES:  I’ve a telephone call I need to make. (Picks up phone.)
HELEN:  C’mon, everyone… it won’t be hard to find them. They’ve 

probably got lanterns that we’ll see in the dark. (Leads EVERYONE 
except for HOLMES OFF LEFT.)

HOLMES:  Hello? Wilfred? Wilfred Holmes? Father?! (KLEGG ENTERS 
LEFT with duster, but she halts in her tracks.) Father, it’s your son 
Sherlock. No, not Mycroft. Sherlock! The one you’ve stashed away 
at Butterworth Academy. I’m fine, but I need your help. I need 
information on a few people. Could you ask your friend Beanbag 
at Scotland Yard to find out what you can on a Madame Lulu? And 
how about a Miss Klegg? First name? You know, I don’t think she’s 
got one! (KLEGG, in horror, sneaks OFF LEFT.) And then Barbara 
Butterworth, Ruda Goss… Constable Bing… Madame Bonaparte 
and a Señor Goya. I know it’s a tall order, but Beanbag might know 
something. You can? That’s an excellent idea. I’ll meet you at the 
gate at noon, because I think I might have a plan. Yes, yes, thank 
you, Father. Goodbye. (Hangs up, then sneaks OFF LEFT.)

LETICIA:  (ENTERS RIGHT with ROSA.) It’s horrible out there!
ROSA:  Mama mia, I’m scared!
LETICIA:  I’ll never forgive Mummy for leaving me here.
ROSA:  But where else can we go? We’re stuck here! (RUDA ENTERS 

RIGHT with duster, but hides behind the screen.)
LETICIA:  Stuck? That word’s not even in my vocabulary.
ROSA:  No?
LETICIA:  No!
ROSA:  How we get unstuck?
LETICIA:  We simply… run away.
ROSA:  Run away?!
LETICIA:  What else can we do? It’s too horrible here for words!
ROSA:  But where will we go?
LETICIA:  (Brightly.) Why, my Aunt Delia’s. She’ll let us hide out for a 

bit… just long enough to scare some sense into Mummy.
ROSA:  Aunt Delia?
LETICIA:  She lives in Kensington.
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ROSA:  I’m scared!
LETICIA:  Oh, don’t be. Her place is near all the best shops, and we’ll 

be able to buy ice cream at Harrods and anything else we want!
ROSA:  Ice cream? What is ice cream?
LETICIA:  You know, it’s sweet and cold and …
ROSA:  Gelato!
LETICIA:  Gelato! Yes. Let’s go up and pack. Then, we’ll wait ’til 

everyone’s asleep and sneak out!
ROSA:  Mama mia! (LETICIA drags her OFF LEFT. RUDA peeks ON 

from behind the screen. She makes up her mind to tell someone 
what she’s heard. As she moves LEFT, FIGURE ENTERS. ROSA is so 
shocked, she faints. FIGURE drags RUDA behind the chairs and ties 
her up as the LIGHTS FADE OUT, FIGURE EXITS RIGHT, and LIGHTS 
FADE UP to indicate a passage of time. SOUND EFFECT:  CLOCK 
CHIMES MIDNIGHT.)

LETICIA:  (ENTERS LEFT with ROSA, both carrying small suitcases. 
RUDA still lies behind the chair.) C’mon!

ROSA:  Mama mia!
LETICIA:  Say that one more time and I’ll leave you here!
ROSA:  Ma—
LETICIA:  That’s better! Aunt Delia really will be glad to see us, I 

promise. She’s got lovely bedrooms… much nicer than those 
cells upstairs. (FIGURE ENTERS RIGHT and moves behind ROSA.) I 
remember helping Aunt Delia pick out the comforters for the beds. 
They’re peach with yellow and blue daisies on them. (FIGURE grabs 
ROSA, covering her mouth with a hand, and drags her OFF RIGHT.) 
And the curtains match, of course. Everything matches at Aunt 
Delia’s. I wish I’d been born to her. She has such beautiful taste. 
My mother does everything in beige. (Looks about and suddenly 
sees RUDA.) Oh, gosh! Why are you lying there like that all tied 
up and gagged? (FIGURE ENTERS RIGHT, unseen. LETICIA begins 
backing RIGHT toward FIGURE.) Something very odd’s going on in 
this place! Rosa? Where are you? Did you chicken out? Well, I’m 
not going to! I’m going someplace where I’ll be safe! (Backs into 
FIGURE, terrified.) Is… is that you… Rosa? You sure grew tall! 
(Turns and looks at FIGURE. Screams, but FIGURE grabs her and 
hauls her OFF RIGHT. RUDA wakes up and stands. She hobbles to 
RIGHT, then hears someone coming. She tries to hop OFF LEFT, 
but FIGURE ENTERS RIGHT, catches her, and knocks her out again. 
FIGURE sits her in a chair and unties and ungags her. FIGURE then 
places a crumpled paper in the fireplace, takes the suitcases and 
EXITS RIGHT as the LIGHTS FADE to BLACK.)

End of ACT ONE
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ACT TWO
Scene One

LIGHTS UP:  The following morning. RUDA still sits or lies unconscious. 
Leticia’s hair clip and a broken suitcase buckle are on the floor at 
RIGHT.
KLEGG:  (ENTERS LEFT, angry.) Ruda! Where are you, girl? You can’t 

expect me to stir the porridge all by myself!
RUDA:  (Stirs.) Don’t hit me! Don’t hit me!
KLEGG:  I oughta hit you! What do you mean sleepin’ ’til this hour of 

the morning! And here in the great room! You got nerve!
RUDA:  Miss Klegg?
KLEGG:  ’Course it’s Miss Klegg! Get up and get to the kitchen ’fore I 

take a switch to you!
RUDA:  Oh, Miss Klegg, I’ve never been so happy to see you in my 

whole life!
KLEGG:  Happy to see me? Nobody’s happy to see me!
RUDA:  You don’t understand… somebody knocked me out last night… 

and I remember it was dark when I awoke by that chair there… but 
I was tied up and they’d put a gag in my mouth… and then when I 
tried to run away, they knocked me out again!

KLEGG:  You’re gonna get more than a knock on the bean if you don’t 
stir that porridge.

RUDA:  Yes, Miss Klegg! Gladly!
KLEGG:  Hold on! Where’d you get that goose egg on your head?
RUDA:  I told you, I was knocked out. I ought to have a matched set.
KLEGG:  (Feels RUDA’S head.) Well, I’ll be! Miss Butterworth! Miss 

Butterworth!
RUDA:  It’s coming back to me.
KLEGG:  Don’t let it come back ’til Miss Butterworth gets in here.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  (ENTERS RIGHT.) Good morning, ladies! It’s a 

beautiful morning, don’t you think? And I’m sure today is going to 
be wonderful!

KLEGG:  Not after what happened to poor Ruda.
RUDA:  I got knocked out. Twice.
KLEGG:  And she’s got the goose eggs to prove it.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  (Flustered.) Who would want to knock you out, 

Ruda?
RUDA:  I don’t know!
KLEGG:  But it’s coming back to her.
RUDA:  It was coming back, but I forgot now.
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KLEGG:  You don’t remember nothin’?
RUDA:  Nope.
KLEGG:  Maybe if I knock you on the head again, you’ll remember! 

(RUDA screams, runs OFF LEFT followed by KLEGG.)
WATSON:  (Runs ON RIGHT with HOLMES, HETTY, LESTRADE, IRENE, 

HENRY, HELEN, and MORIARTY.) Miss Butterworth! Something 
terrible’s happened!

MISS BUTTERWORTH:  I know! I’ve already seen Ruda.
HETTY:  What happened to Ruda?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  She was knocked out twice last night. Oh, no! 

That isn’t your terrible thing?
IRENE:  No! Leticia and Rosa are gone!
HELEN:  Their beds haven’t been slept in.
HENRY:  And it looks like some of their things are gone, too.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  (Sad.) Oh, dear! I thought today would be a bit 

of an improvement on yesterday.
LESTRADE:  They’ve undoubtedly run away.
HOLMES:  (Sarcastic.) Just like Carlotta and Monique?
LESTRADE:  I’d put money on it.
MORIARTY:  You haven’t any money, Lestrade! You lost it all the last 

time you bet Holmes.
LESTRADE:  He thinks he’s so smart, but one of these days…
LULU:  (Bursts IN RIGHT.) Water! I need some water!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Madame Lulu! (LULU slumps into chair.) Ruda! 

Miss Klegg! Bring some water!
HELEN:  What happened to you?
HENRY:  You look like a hound chased you all the way from Baskerville 

Hall.
IRENE:  Oh, Henry, you keep talking about those dogs you have. I’d 

love to see them sometime.
HENRY:  You can, but I think you’re a bit Bohemian for my folks!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Madame Lulu… I told you not to come back 

here. We don’t need your kind around when such terrible things 
are going on.

LULU:  But the girls…
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Of course you didn’t find them. Had the 

parents paid the ransom properly, they’d likely be back in their 
arms right now!
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SEÑOR GOYA:  (ENTERS RIGHT with CARLOTTA, MADAME BONAPARTE, 
MONIQUE, BING, and CYRIL. CARLOTTA and MONIQUE have straw on 
their shoes and red circles around their wrists.) My darling Carlotta!

MADAME BONAPARTE:  Poor Monique! Let me get a good look at you!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Carlotta! Monique!
LULU:  Never underestimate the power of psychic thinking! (KLEGG 

and RUDA ENTER LEFT and give the girls glasses of water.) Water! 
Water!

HELEN:  Were you really kidnapped?
CARLOTTA:  Yes! By some horrible creature!
MONIQUE:  He was at least ten feet tall!
CARLOTTA:  And his breath was like fire!
MONIQUE:  He had claws! Honest-to-goodness claws!
SEÑOR GOYA:  Madame Lulu, we are forever in your debt.
MADAME BONAPARTE:  Is there anything we can do?
LULU:  Water! Water!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Where did you find the girls?
BING:  Well, now, she led us on a wild goose chase all night. Or so I 

thought.
CYRIL:  Around and around and around we went.
HOLMES:  But you found them in the barn. Tied up in the hayloft.
LESTRADE:  Holmes!
BING:  (Suspicious.) How do you know that, son?
LESTRADE:  (Insinuating.) Unless you put them there.
HOLMES:  Don’t be an idiot, Lestrade!
BING:  There’s nothing idiotic about it, Mr. Holmes.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  How did you know that’s where they were, 

Sherlock?
HOLMES:  All I had to do is look at them.
HELEN:  Are you psychotic, too?
LULU:  Psychic! Psychic! Psychic!
HOLMES:  I don’t need to be psychic. Observation is all I need. Note… 

on each of their shoes is a bit of straw.
LESTRADE:  And what’s that supposed to mean?
HOLMES:  It means they were in the barn.
BING:  But there’s straw all through the corral and in the pasture, Mr. 

Smarty-pants.
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HOLMES:  But not fresh, unbroken straw. Look at that. The straw 
stored in the loft remains golden and unbroken until it is used and 
trampled.

WATSON:  You can’t argue with that.
HOLMES:  And note the red rings around their wrists. That would 

indicate they were tied up.
LESTRADE:  Personally I think Sherlock did it!
IRENE:  You’re such a fool, Lestrade.
HENRY:  Why would Holmes want to kidnap Carlotta and Monique?
SEÑOR GOYA:  It doesn’t matter!
MADAME BONAPARTE:  We’ve got our girls back!
LESTRADE:  But it does matter.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Yes! The two new girls are missing.
BING:  What? What do you know about all this, Mr. Holmes?
HOLMES:  Should I know anything about it?
BING:  (Sarcastic.) Your keen powers of observation ought to tell you 

something, shouldn’t they?
WATSON:  You’ve got to give him some time.
HENRY:  Yes… stand back. Let him look around.
RUDA:  You weren’t the one who knocked me out, were you?
BING:  What’s this? He knocked you out?
HOLMES:  What happened, Ruda?
RUDA:  Last night. Somebody bonked me on the bean twice!
KLEGG:  I found her on the couch peaceful as a babe this morning.
BING:  Probably just sleeping late, and it’s a big excuse!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Not according to the bumps on her head.
HOLMES:  You were in this room when you were knocked out?
RUDA:  I think so …
KLEGG:  Knocked the memory right out of her.
HOLMES:  So you were probably knocked out by the kidnapper.
RUDA:  (Horrified.) Blimey!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Madame Lulu… do you sense anything here?
LULU:  I sense… I sense …
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Yes? Yes?
LULU:  I am thirsty!
BING:  Cyril! Get her something to drink!
CYRIL:  I’m right on it, Constable! (Moves RIGHT.)
HOLMES:  Halt!
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BING:  Who are you telling to halt? He’s on official business, he is!
HOLMES:  He’s about to step on what might be a clue! (Picks up the 

hair clip.) You may go now, Cyril.
CYRIL:  (Excited.) Right, guv’ner! (EXITS RIGHT.)
BING:  (Pouts.) He called you guv’ner! Just like you’re the king or 

something. He never calls me guv’ner!
WATSON:  What is it, Sherlock?
HOLMES:  Leticia’s hair clip.
LESTRADE:  How do you know?
HOLMES:  I observed her wearing it yesterday.
BING:  In a house full of girls? Ha!
HELEN:  It’s not mine.
IRENE:  I never wear that type.
HETTY:  Don’t look at me.
MORIARTY:  I wouldn’t be caught dead in it.
HOLMES:  (Picks up the suitcase buckle.) And look at this. A broken 

buckle.
BING:  And what would that be from, Mr. Smarty-pants?
HOLMES:  A small suitcase?
IRENE:  Did they run away?
HOLMES:  It’s highly possible they were intending to.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  But why? They’d just arrived.
WATSON:  Leticia didn’t like it here at all.
HETTY:  And with the kidnapping…
HOLMES:  I’d recommend your checking with Leticia Windsor’s relatives, 

Constable. The girls may have gone to an aunt or cousin’s house.
BING:  I’ll get right on it! (Realizes.) Now wait a minute! Who are you to 

tell me anything?
CYRIL:  (ENTERS RIGHT with a glass of water.) Here you go, Madame 

Looney.
LULU:  Lulu! Thank you. (Drinks.) Ah! That tastes wonderful!
CYRIL:  That horse trough out there has the best water in the place. 

(LULU spits the water out.)
LADY WINDSOR:  (Races ON RIGHT with SIGNORA MEDICI.) Miss 

Butterworth! What is the meaning of this?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  (Nervous.) Lady Windsor! Signora Medici… 

what brings you to Butterworth Academy this morning?
SIGNORA MEDICI:  We want to see our daughters.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  (Weakly.) Your daughters?
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LADY WINDSOR:  About this tall, wearing dresses. We dropped them 
off here yesterday for a proper education.

SIGNORA MEDICI:  You said you would take the best of care of them!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Are you sure you’ve got the right school? There 

are a number of schools in the neighborhood.
LADY WINDSOR:  Stop playing games! (Points to the hair clip in 

HOLMES’S hand.) This is my Leticia’s hair clip!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Well, now, I’m afraid we’ve… misplaced your 

daughters.
LADY WINDSOR:  Misplaced?!
SIGNORA MEDICI:  They’ve been kidnapped!
BING:  What?
CYRIL:  Here we go again!
HOLMES:  Did you receive ransom notes?
LADY WINDSOR:  We did!
SIGNORA MEDICI:  Here! (Hands HOLMES a note.)
BING:  (Swipes the note from HOLMES and reads.) “If you want your… 

your…” What does that look like to you, Cyril?
CYRIL:  Daughter.
BING:  There’s no “g” in daughter!
HOLMES:  (From memory.) If you want your daughter back you’ll be 

prepared to pay ten thousand pounds.
BING:  Wrong, Mr. Smarty-pants!
CYRIL:  Twelve thousand pounds.
SEÑOR GOYA:  (To MADAME BONAPARTE.) Say! We got a bargain!
CARLOTTA:  Oh, those poor girls.
MONIQUE:  Alone in that barn… all tied up.
BING:  The barn!
CYRIL:  You want me to go search it, Constable?
HOLMES:  Don’t be ridiculous. He’d never use the barn a second time.
WATSON:  Brilliant deduction, Sherlock.
HOLMES:  Elementary, my dear Watson. Elementary.
BING:  It don’t seem elementary to me.
CYRIL:  (As if to a child.) Well, you see, Constable… if the kidnapper 

knew we found these two young ladies in the barn, he’d know it 
would be the first place we’d search when the second girls were 
kidnapped.

BING:  Cyril?
CYRIL:  Yes, Constable?
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BING:  Get out to that barn and don’t come back ’til you get those 
girls! (CYRIL salutes, then EXITS RIGHT.) And as for you, Holmes…

HOLMES:  One second, Constable.
LESTRADE:  Another clue? (HOLMES moves to fireplace. With a pencil 

he carefully lifts out the paper.)
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  What have you got there?
HOLMES:  A paper crumpled and left in the fireplace.
WATSON:  Good thing it didn’t burn.
HOLMES:  If the kidnapper wanted it to burn, he’d have burned it.
BING:  Hand it over!
HOLMES:  Careful, Constable. It might contain fingerprints.
BING:  (Grabs the paper.) Fingerprints! A lot of new age mumbo-

jumbo! (Opens the paper and reads.) Interesting, Mr. Holmes. Very 
interesting.

HENRY:  What’s it say?
IRENE:  Probably an old grocery list.
BING:  It says, “Dear Leticia and Rosa, Meet me in the great room at 

midnight, and I’ll have ice cream for you. Signed Sherlock Holmes.”
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  What?
HOLMES:  That’s obviously a forgery.
WATSON:  Sherlock never sent that note. Did you?
CARLOTTA:  It sounds just like the note we received.
LADY WINDSOR:  Was it from this ruffian as well?
MONIQUE:  No! Our note was not signed.
SEÑOR GOYA:  It seems there is only one thing to do!
BING:  Aye! Mr. Holmes, I’m placing you under arrest. (HOLMES darts 

OFF LEFT.) After him! Go on! (Races OFF LEFT, followed by KLEGG, 
RUDA, LESTRADE, MORIARTY, and MISS BUTTERWORTH.)

HENRY:  Run, Holmes!
IRENE:  Hurry!
WATSON:  Oh, dear! This has suddenly become complicated.
HETTY:  Why would Sherlock kidnap those girls?
SEÑOR GOYA:  It doesn’t matter to us. We’ve got our girls back.
MADAME BONAPARTE:  Thanks to you, Madame Lulu.
CARLOTTA:  Can we go home, Papa?
SEÑOR GOYA:  Sí, my little one.
MONIQUE:  Can we go home, too, Mama?
MADAME BONAPARTE:  The carriage is waiting.
CARLOTTA:  Bye, everyone! I’ll be back!
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MONIQUE:  Me, too!
MADAME BONAPARTE:  Once that dreadful Holmes boy is caught.
SEÑOR GOYA:  Come, boobala. (EXITS RIGHT with MADAME BONAPARTE, 

CARLOTTA, and MONIQUE.)
LADY WINDSOR:  How did they get their girls back?
SIGNORA MEDICI:  Perhaps we can use the same technique.
LULU:  All you children… go! Go now!
HENRY:  We don’t have to listen to you!
LULU:  If you don’t want to turn into a toad, you will! (HENRY, IRENE, 

WATSON, HETTY, and HELEN scream and run OFF in different 
directions.)

LADY WINDSOR:  Who are you?
LULU:  My card! (Hands LADY WINDSOR and SIGNORA MEDICI each a 

card.)
SIGNORA MEDICI:  What is this… psychic?
LULU:  I read minds and sense auras.
LADY WINDSOR:  You’re a magician?
LULU:  Much more powerful! Wait! Wait! I sense… I sense the aura of 

two young girls…
SIGNORA MEDICI:  The aura? Is that good?
LULU:  You want your kid back?
LADY WINDSOR:  Of course we do!
LULU:  Then follow their auras.
SIGNORA MEDICI:  Where does it lead?
LULU:  I can tell you… I can tell you …
LADY WINDSOR:  Yes? Yes?
LULU:  For twenty-four thousand pounds.
SIGNORA MEDICI:  (Shocked.) Twenty-four thousand pounds?
LULU:  Each.
LADY WINDSOR:  Each?
LULU:  In advance.
LADY WINDSOR:  That’s too much! We’ll let the police handle it.
BING:  (Races ON LEFT.) Get back here, you whippersnapper! (To LADY 

WINDSOR.) You see that Holmes boy run through here?
SIGNORA MEDICI:  Nobody runs through here.
BING:  I’ll get him if it’s the last thing I ever do! (Races OFF RIGHT. 

SIGNORA MEDICI and LADY WINDSOR each sit and write a check.)
LULU:  Don’t bother making it out. I’ve got a stamp. (They hand over 

their checks.) And now… their aura… their aura… leads me this 
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way… no! That way! They were in this room… when they were 
grabbed and hauled out this way… to a waiting… wagon? No! To 
a waiting… carriage! (Leads LADY WINDSOR and SIGNORA MEDICI 
OFF RIGHT.)

MISS BUTTERWORTH:  (ENTERS LEFT.) Constable? Constable Bing? 
Oh, dear! Where could he have gone. My poor school. (Looks to the 
portrait.) Oh, Grandfather… I’m so sorry I’ve made such a mess 
of things!

DUCHESS:  (ENTERS RIGHT with HORTENSE.) Hello? Anyone here?
HORTENSE:  There’s no one here, Mother. Let’s go home.
DUCHESS:  But, Hortense darling, we must enroll you in school.
HORTENSE:  I want Pittypat to be my governess.
DUCHESS:  But Pittypat ran off with that horrid gold-digger, Geoffrey 

Snadbunkle.
HORTENSE:  How could she have done such a thing?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  May I help you?
DUCHESS:  Oh, why, we didn’t see you standing there. I am Duchess 

Simpson, and this is my daughter Hortense. I’d like to enroll 
Hortense here at Butterworth Academy. Do you have room?

MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Why, we’ve had two open up just this morning.
DUCHESS:  In the middle of the term? How odd!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Well, now, I should mention that because of 

our excellent curriculum, we do have rather high fees.
DUCHESS:  Oh, my dear woman, money is no object! We only want 

what’s best for our little Hortense.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  (Moves RIGHT.) Why don’t you come this way, 

and I’ll show you the school?
DUCHESS:  It’s been here for quite some time, hasn’t it?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Since 1628.
HORTENSE:  But Mother, they didn’t have indoor plumbing in 1628! 

(Follows DUCHESS and MISS BUTTERWORTH OFF RIGHT. KLEGG 
appears at LEFT, looks around, then disappears. From RIGHT, BING 
ENTERS, looks around suspiciously, then EXITS RIGHT. From LEFT, 
RUDA ENTERS, then disappears LEFT. Finally, LESTRADE ENTERS 
RIGHT, looks around, then EXITS RIGHT as the LIGHTS FADE to 
BLACK.)

End of Scene One
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ACT TWO
Scene Two

Later that night. The STAGE LIGHTS are DIM to NEAR BLACK.
HORTENSE:  (ENTERS LEFT with a candle.) Hello? Are you here? I got 

a note saying to meet you here for ice cream. This is the great 
room, isn’t it? (FIGURE ENTERS RIGHT and sneaks behind her.) My 
name is Hortense, if you’re wondering. I’m the new girl here and I 
do so want to have friends. Oh, dear… I guess you aren’t coming. 
(FIGURE grabs her, covering her mouth, and drags her OFF RIGHT. 
A moment later, FIGURE returns and tosses another paper into the 
fireplace before EXITING RIGHT. HOLMES ENTERS LEFT wearing his 
classic deerstalker hat and overcoat. He beckons OFF LEFT.)

WATSON:  (ENTERS LEFT with HENRY, IRENE, HETTY, and HELEN.) 
Sherlock! You’ve got to be careful!

HOLMES:  In this disguise, nobody will know it’s me.
HENRY:  I’d say it’s pretty distinctive, old chap!
IRENE:  Aren’t we going to follow them?
HOLMES:  I am. You stay here and keep an eye on everyone else.
HELEN:  Anyone in particular?
HOLMES:  Miss Klegg.
HETTY:  I’ll go settle down by her door. There’s a cranny I can hide in, 

and she’ll never see me there.
HOLMES:  Good! I’d better go. The game is afoot!
WATSON:  Good luck! (HOLMES races OFF RIGHT.)
IRENE:  He’s so brave!
HELEN:  If anyone can figure all this out, it’s Sherlock.
HENRY:  I love the way he hid in the attic from Constable Bing.
HETTY:  That old fool wouldn’t be able to find a pitchfork if it were lying 

on his pillow. (LIGHTS come UP.)
BING:  (ENTERS LEFT.) I wouldn’t, eh?
IRENE:  We were… were… just …
HENRY:  Coming down for a snack.
BING:  You were, were you?
HETTY:  Some of Miss Klegg’s buns.
HELEN:  They’re very good to chew on.
BING:  Then let’s go to the kitchen and have a few.
IRENE:  On second thought, I’m not really very hungry.
BING:  Maybe you’d like to stay right here and tell me where Sherlock 

Holmes is hiding?
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HENRY:  We can’t wait another moment for those delicious buns. Let’s 
go! (Leads IRENE, WATSON, HETTY, and HELEN OFF LEFT.)

BING:  Hey! Now wait just a minute! I’m not done with you yet! (Follows 
them OFF. LESTRADE ENTERS RIGHT, looks around, then EXITS 
RIGHT.)

End of Scene Two

ACT TWO
Scene Three

LIGHTS UP:  The following morning. HELEN, HENRY, IRENE, HETTY, 
MORIARTY, and WATSON sit on benches while BING paces DOWNSTAGE. 
CYRIL is taking notes.
BING:  Have you got all that, Cyril?
CYRIL:  “I don’t know, sir.”
BING:  What do you mean you don’t know? You’ve either got it or you 

don’t!
CYRIL:  I mean that’s what the young lady said when you asked her 

where Sherlock Holmes is hiding. She said, “I don’t know, sir.”
HENRY:  After she said—
HETTY:  You’ve already asked us this a thousand times, Constable.
HELEN:  This is almost as boring as our lessons.
IRENE:  (Tired.) Wouldn’t it just be better to go out and look for Sherlock 

Holmes?
WATSON:  And wouldn’t it be better to go out and look for that poor 

little girl who was stolen last night?
MORIARTY:  (Sarcastic.) Why bother, right, Constable? Madame Lulu is 

on the case, and she’s guaranteed to find Hortense.
BING:  Guaranteed? Bah! She’s been lucky, that’s all! It’s just sheer 

luck!
LADY WINDSOR:  (ENTERS RIGHT with SIGNORA MEDICI, both carrying 

suitcases and dragging ROSA and LETICIA.) I’m glad somebody’s 
lucky around here!

SIGNORA MEDICI:  If it hadn’t been for Madame Lulu, we’d never have 
gotten our girls back!

LETICIA:  Can we go home now, Mother?
LADY WINDSOR:  I wouldn’t have you staying another second in this 

place.
ROSA:  Can we get some gelato, Mama?
SIGNORA MEDICI:  I think what you need right now is a big dose of 

castor oil.
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ROSA:  Mama mia! (SIGNORA MEDICI and LADY WINDSOR drag LETICIA 
and ROSA OFF RIGHT.)

RUDA:  (ENTERS LEFT carrying a plate of buns.) Beg pardon, Constable, 
but Miss Klegg sent some of her buns. She knows you’re probably 
hungry since you were up all night.

CYRIL:  Here now! Constable Bing wasn’t up all night. He found a 
blanket and curled up in the carriage.

BING:  Cyril! Shut up! Tell Miss Klegg I send my thanks.
RUDA:  That’ll be a first for her buns! (EXITS LEFT.)
BING:  And you, children, will get buns when you talk and not a moment 

earlier. Understood?
MORIARTY:  (Sarcastic.) Oh, Constable… that’s an awful threat!
IRENE:  We’re all so crazy about Miss Klegg’s buns.
BING:  Too bad. They look mighty delicious!
CYRIL:  Might I have one, Constable?
BING:  Get your hands off! You’ve got notes to take, and we don’t need 

cinnamon butter all over ’em.
HENRY:  Constable, if you don’t eat that bun this minute, we won’t be 

able to help ourselves.
BING:  Oh, no? Then, you’d all end up in the clink for doin’ whatever 

you couldn’t help yourself from doin’! (Sniffs the bun.) Smells like a 
treasure. (Bites into it, then looks horrified.) My… my… my… teeth! 
(Drops the bun, holds his mouth, then runs OFF RIGHT.)

CYRIL:  Constable? Where are you going? What shall I do with all 
these… suspects? (EXITS RIGHT.)

WATSON:  I never thought I’d be thankful for Miss Klegg’s buns.
IRENE:  He’ll be gone for quite a while, I suppose.
HENRY:  The only dentist around is Dr. Drillcotter, and it’s always a long 

wait in his office.
HELEN:  Considering the wait the contstable put us through this 

morning, I’d be happy if he got a taste of his own medicine.
HETTY:  Should we go out and try to find Sherlock ourselves?
MORIARTY:  Why bother? Lestrade probably has everything under 

control. (LESTRADE ENTERS RIGHT, disheveled and roughed up.)
WATSON:  Where have you been, Lestrade?
IRENE:  And what happened to you?
LESTRADE:  (Furious.) That Holmes! I’d like to… Oh, I wish I could…
HENRY:  Made an idiot of you, did he?
HELEN:  I hardly think Holmes gets the sole credit for that.
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LESTRADE:  I followed him last night because I thought all along he’s 
been behind this whole thing.

WATSON:  That’s ridiculous.
HETTY:  Why would Sherlock kidnap anybody?
LESTRADE:  To prove he’s the world’s greatest detective, of course!
MORIARTY:  Looks like Madame Lulu’s beaten him easily.
HELEN:  And for good measure she also beat Larry, by the looks of it.
HENRY:  So you followed Holmes… where did he go?
LESTRADE:  Out to the barn… and then through the barn into the 

corral… and then into the carriage house… and then into the 
fields and the woods. I lost him for a bit… but I saw figures moving 
up ahead of me, and it looked like Holmes and that new girl!

WATSON:  That’s ridiculous!
IRENE:  You ought to get your head soaked for even saying such a 

thing!
LESTRADE:  That wasn’t even the worst of it!
HENRY:  What?
LESTRADE:  While I was watching the figures, someone tapped me on 

my shoulder. I turned …
HETTY:  You turned and then what?
LESTRADE:  Someone dumped a bucket of compost on my head!
MORIARTY:  So that’s why you stink!
LESTRADE:  I don’t stink! I just smell… earthy.
HENRY:  It took you all that time to get back here?
LESTRADE:  I went blank, and when I woke up, I was tied up and 

gagged in the woods. It took every bit of ingenuity to untie the 
knots.

HELEN:  And we all know how long it takes you to untie your shoes.
HENRY:  Why didn’t you just use that Swiss Army knife you always 

carry?
LESTRADE:  Because I didn’t think of it.
MORIARTY:  So you think Sherlock dumped the compost on your head 

even though you were watching him run through the woods with 
the new girl?

LESTRADE:  Well, he’s a very clever fellow.
WATSON:  Oh, Larry, I hope you become a butcher someday.
LESTRADE:  And why’s that?
WATSON:  Because the cows you’ll work with won’t care how stupid you 

sound when you talk! (LULU ENTERS RIGHT followed by DUCHESS 
and MISS BUTTERWORTH.)
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DUCHESS:  (Terrified.) What do you mean you can’t find her?
LULU:  The aura… it’s gone.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  But you’ve got to try to get it back, Madame 

Lulu!
LULU:  My psychic antenna must be bent or something, Miss 

Butterworth.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  But you’ve done so well with the other four 

students who were taken.
DUCHESS:  Oh, my poor Hortense.
LULU:  We’d better call the Constable.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Nonsense! I’m sure you’ll get the message 

soon.
LULU:  I’m glad you’ve got so much faith in my powers.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Of course I have, Madame Lulu. You know 

everything!
LULU:  Not this time!
LESTRADE:  I know where the girl is!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  You, Mr. Lestrade? How do you know?
LESTRADE:  Because last night we were all—
WATSON:  (Quickly, covering.) Taking bets on who was the smartest 

in school and who’s the dumbest, and Sherlock was voted the 
smartest and Larry was voted the dumbest, and he’s still angry.

HELEN:  And he’s still the dumbest!
IRENE:  Don’t listen to a thing Lestrade says!
HENRY:  It’s just sour grapefruits.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Sour grapes, you mean.
HENRY:  Well, with him it’s grapefruits!
LESTRADE:  All right! Don’t listen to me! But I tell you, I saw Sherlock 

Holmes with that new girl.
DUCHESS:  Oh, dear!
LULU:  Wait… wait… I’m getting something. I’m getting a picture. 

Come in, picture. Come in!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  It had better be crystal clear!
LULU:  I see… I see… a boy… a boy running with a girl… through the 

misty forest that’s lit only by moonlight.
LESTRADE:  See? I’m not the only one that saw them!
DUCHESS:  Where did they go? Where are they now?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Are you getting a picture of that, Madame 

Lulu?
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DUCHESS:  Please! Tell us!
LULU:  (Thinks, quickly.) I see… I see… an attic. A dusty attic… filled 

with trunks and odd furniture. And the boy and the girl!
DUCHESS:  The attic! The attic! Which way is the attic?
HENRY:  C’mon! We’ll show you! (Leads DUCHESS OFF LEFT, followed by 

IRENE, WATSON, HENRY, MORIARTY, HELEN, HETTY, and LESTRADE.)
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  I hope you’re right, Madame!
LULU:  What do you mean hope?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  For the sake of the child. (RUDA ENTERS 

RIGHT with feather duster, begins to dust the room.)
LULU:  I’ve been right the other two times.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  But we’ve been out all night… to no avail!
LULU:  That’s not my fault!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  I thought you said the aura was very strong!
LULU:  It was ’til we got to the well.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  What happened then?
LULU:  Somebody got to the aura before we did!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Are you sure that was the right spot?
LULU:  I’m not a complete idiot!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  No, just half an idiot!
LULU:  Oh, so I’m an idiot? Well, who thought of this—
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Ruda, would you go dust someplace else?
LULU:  Like Moscow?
RUDA:  Miss Klegg said I’ve got to get my work done.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Get it done somewhere else.
RUDA:  Miss Klegg can get pretty mean.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  (Tone hardens.) She isn’t the only one!
LULU:  That’s right! I’ll turn you into a frog if you don’t leave us alone!
RUDA:  You aren’t a magician. I don’t even think you’re psychotic.
LULU:  No?
RUDA:  I think you’re lucky.
LULU:  (Raises her arms.) Abracadabra— (RUDA screams, races OFF 

LEFT.)
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  I think you’d better go, Madame Lulu.
LULU:  And leave you to botch things up?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Don’t worry. I’m good at cleaning up other 

people’s messes.
LULU:  I didn’t mess up.
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MISS BUTTERWORTH:  You had to have!
LESTRADE:  (ENTERS LEFT.) Pssst!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Why aren’t you with the others?
LESTRADE:  Why should I be? This place doesn’t have an attic!
LULU:  Uh-oh!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Well, we do have a top floor that looks like an 

attic.
LESTRADE:  Forget it! I know what’s going on and who’s behind it. I 

tried to tell them, but they wouldn’t listen.
LULU:  Really? I sense an aura, Miss Butterworth …
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  I believe I sense it, too! (Takes her scarf off 

and moves behind LESTRADE.)
LESTRADE:  (Knowingly.) I hope your aura includes the two people who 

have been working as a team. I reasoned it couldn’t have been 
done by just one person. And then, of course, there’s the motive. 
Yes, I stand ready to accuse the two kidnappers and see that 
justice is done. You want to hear their names?

LULU:  We can’t wait!
LESTRADE:  They are— (MISS BUTTERWORTH gags him and with 

LULU’S help, they tie him up.)
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Nosey little fool!
LULU:  His aura’s what I felt all along! Let’s use him like we used the 

others. A buck’s a buck.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  But this one knows too much.
LULU:  What’ll we do with him, then?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  The well!
LULU:  That’s only eight feet deep. What good will that do?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  The other well!
LULU:  The other well?!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  The bottomless well!
LULU:  I hear someone. Let’s get him behind the screen! (She and 

MISS BUTTERWORTH push LESTRADE behind screen.)
DUCHESS:  (ENTERS LEFT with HENRY, IRENE, WATSON, HETTY, HELEN, 

and MORIARTY.) Madame Lulu!
LULU:  (Brightly.) You rang?
DUCHESS:  There is no attic!
HETTY:  Our trunks are in our rooms.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Maybe Madame wasn’t referring to this 

building.
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DUCHESS:  Please, Madame! Try again! What attic? Where?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Go ahead, Madame Lulu.
LULU:  Oh… oh… come in, attic! Come in! Wait! It wasn’t an attic at 

all! It’s a basement! A large, stone basement, down a long flight of 
stairs. It can be entered only one way. The entrance has a sign on 
it. It says, “Stay Out!”

WATSON:  That’s our basement!
IRENE:  We’ll show you!
DUCHESS:  Are you sure this time?
MORIARTY:  It’s stone, just like she says.
HELEN:  And it’s downstairs, just like she says! (IRENE leads DUCHESS, 

HENRY, HELEN, HETTY, MORIARTY, and WATSON OFF LEFT.)
LULU:  Go! Lock them in! We can be gone by the time they figure out 

how to get out of there.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Oh, dear… what would Grandfather say?
LULU:  Who cares? He was a mean old miser who never left us a cent! 

Now get going! (MISS BUTTERWORTH moves LEFT.)
KLEGG:  (ENTERS LEFT with RUDA.) You want this room dusted or not, 

Miss Butterworth? Ruda tells me you didn’t want her in here.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Not just now.
KLEGG:  How do you expect to keep the place clean if you don’t let us 

do our job?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Miss Klegg, I’m just a bit busy at the moment!
KLEGG:  And we’re not? We got a schedule, Miss Butterworth, and 

you’re throwing us off!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Miss Klegg, get back to your kitchen before I 

have to take drastic measures.
RUDA:  See? I told you somebody stubbed her toe this morning when 

she got up!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Miss Klegg! Do exactly as I say!
KLEGG:  Somethin’ funny’s going on here. Somethin’ real funny! (EXITS 

RIGHT with RUDA. MISS BUTTERWORTH EXITS LEFT. LULU begins to 
put a few things [various knickknacks and tchotchkes around the 
room] in her bag as HOLMES ENTERS RIGHT and slips behind the 
screen unseen.)

MISS BUTTERWORTH:  (ENTERS LEFT.) There!
LULU:  All locked in?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Unless they have the key, they’re not going 

very far! And we certainly aren’t going to be needing this anymore! 
(Tosses key into fireplace.)
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LULU:  You know? This place gives me the creeps.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Well, you haven’t had to live here for the past 

five years. It’s always given me the creeps!
LULU:  I can’t help feeling like somebody’s watching us.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  You’re taking this psychic stuff way too 

seriously.
LULU:  No… no… I sense a presence in this room. (LESTRADE sneaks 

out from behind screen.)
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Everyone is gone, Lulu. It’s just your vivid 

imagination. (LULU turns around. LESTRADE hides as she does so. 
When she faces the AUDIENCE again, he pops up, grabs the key 
from fireplace, and sneaks OFF LEFT.)

LULU:  I know it’s silly, but I just can’t help my intuition… which says 
let’s get out of here now!

MISS BUTTERWORTH:  I’m right behind you!
HOLMES:  (From behind screen, affecting an old man’s voice.) You nasty 

girls!
LULU:  Who’s that?
HOLMES:  Your grandpappy, that’s who!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  That’s ridiculous! You’re dead!
HOLMES:  That doesn’t mean I can’t come back for a visit once in a 

while!
LULU:  Well, go to the Riviera or someplace touristy.
HOLMES:  I can only return to right a wrong.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Well, you can’t have business with us!
HOLMES:  No? What’s with the kidnapping all the kids at Butterworth 

Academy?
LULU:  It wasn’t us!
HOLMES:  No? You two thought the whole thing up! Enroll the richest 

kids in England. Then you, Miss Butterworth, the kindly schoolmarm, 
kidnap them at midnight and hide them on the premises. You then 
send their parents a ransom note. Your sister, Lulu, masquerading 
as a psychic, arrives to find the children, but for twice the ransom! 
Of course Lulu knows where the kids are. They’re returned and 
everyone is happy and you’re very, very rich.

MISS BUTTERWORTH:  (Nervous.) Isn’t that a cute story?
HOLMES:  It’s the truth!
LULU:  So? Who’s going to believe it?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Constable Bing is so convinced it’s that brat 

Sherlock Holmes that the fool will never listen to the truth!
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BING:  (ENTERS RIGHT with CYRIL.) I won’t, won’t I?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  (Sweetly.) Constable Bing! What brings you 

here?
BING:  I’ve been here all night.
CYRIL:  (Yawns.) I’ll vouch for that.
BING:  Did you get their confession down, Cyril?
CYRIL:  I just couldn’t get the spelling of Sherlock’s name right.
HOLMES:  (Slips out from behind screen.) S-H-E-R-L-O-C-K.
CYRIL:  I hope you never get famous.
BING:  With a name like that? Fat chance!
HOLMES:  Aren’t you going to arrest them?
BING:  Just wish there were a bit more proof.
DUCHESS:  (ENTERS LEFT with IRENE, HETTY, HENRY, MORIARTY, 

WATSON, HELEN, and LESTRADE.) Sherlock! Are you all right?
HOLMES:  Of course, Mum!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Mum?
LULU:  You’re not a duchess?
DUCHESS:  I would have thought a psychic could have figured that 

out! I’m Mrs. Holmes, Sherlock’s mother. (To HOLMES.) Your father 
is waiting by the gate to congratulate you on how well your plan 
worked. It was such fun playing a duchess! Now, where’s your 
sister, young man?

HORTENSE:  (ENTERS RIGHT, her hands loosely tied up with brightly 
colored fabric.) Here I am!

LESTRADE:  That’s your sister?
HOLMES:  My little sister!
HORTENSE:  Don’t rub it in!
DUCHESS:  Children! Sherlock, you owe your sister a great debt for 

allowing herself to be the bait for these two.
HORTENSE:  I could have been killed!
HOLMES:  I followed you every inch of the way. I wouldn’t have let 

anything happen to you!
HORTENSE:  You do love me!
HOLMES:  Mum would have killed me if anything did happen.
DUCHESS:  But, Sherlock, why is Hortense still tied up?
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Well, this is all very amusing…
LULU:  But there’s not a shred of proof.
HOLMES:  That’s where you’re wrong, ladies.
WATSON:  Tell ’em, Sherlock!
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LESTRADE:  Let’s just hear what this proof is!
HOLMES:  All right. Constable, Miss Butterworth has a sister, Margaret. 

Scotland Yard located the birth certificate early this morning. They 
gave it to Mother before she came here this morning.

MISS BUTTERWORTH:  That’s ridiculous! I’m an only child. I never saw 
this woman until after the first kidnapping.

LULU:  And I never saw her!
HOLMES:  No? The birth certificate of Margaret Butterworth says that 

she was born with one blue eye and one brown eye. This happens 
once in a million births.

LULU:  What?!
BING:  Take off your glasses, ma’am!
LULU:  No! Light hurts my eyes!
DUCHESS:  More like the truth hurts you both!
CYRIL:  Take off the specs or the constable will get downright nasty.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  He’s nasty already! (LULU takes off the glasses.)
BING:  Just like he says! One of ’em’s blue, the other’s brown!
LULU:  (Puts on the glasses.) So we don’t all come with a matched set.
WATSON:  Bravo, Sherlock!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  It only proves we’re sisters, Mr. Holmes. That’s 

all.
WATSON:  But what’s the second thing?
HOLMES:  Note their shoes. Both have globs of red clay on them.
CYRIL:  He’s right, Constable!
HOLMES:  The same clay my sister and I have on our shoes.
HELEN:  Well, look at that!
IRENE:  He’s right!
HOLMES:  And the only place on the premises where you’ll find that 

kind of clay is in the eight foot well, right where you dropped 
Hortense.

MISS BUTTERWORTH:  That’s not proof!
HOLMES:  If you had nothing to do with the kidnapping, why would you 

have been out to a dried up old well?
LULU:  That’s… that’s where the aura led us.
HOLMES:  Sure, because you knew Hortense was there, since you put 

her there, and that’s where she’d have stayed if I hadn’t gotten 
her out.

HORTENSE:  And I’ll testify to that in any court, Your Honor!
HOLMES:  (Unties HORTENSE.) Finally, you made one more mistake, 

Madame Lulu! You tied Hortense up with part of your sash! (Grabs 
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LULU’S sash as she attempts to run. He holds the fabric up to the 
fabric used to tie HORTENSE. They are identical.)

HELEN:  There’s your ironclad proof, Constable!
BING:  Well, I’ll be a sheep in wolf’s clothing! Cyril, take them away!
CYRIL:  Right, Constable!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  (Pulls out a pistol.) Not so fast, Cyril!
CYRIL:  (Horrified.) That’s a gun!
LULU:  And we’re not afraid to use it.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  All of you! Over there! (Indicates LEFT.)
LULU:  Hands up! (ALL put hands up and move LEFT.)
DUCHESS:  Don’t make it any worse on yourselves.
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  We’re not. We’re getting out of here.
LULU:  With the dough we’ve made the last couple of days …
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  We’ll be sitting pretty!
LULU:  Anybody move to follow us, and we’ll plug your gut good!
BING:  You’ll never get away!
MISS BUTTERWORTH:  Come on, Constable! We’re masters of 

disguise. We’ll fade right into a crowd, and you’ll never notice us.
LULU:  So, have a great time at school, kids. I hope somebody knocks 

some sense into you! (KLEGG and RUDA ENTER RIGHT, sneak up 
behind MISS BUTTERWORTH and LULU, and knock them on the 
head with buns. MISS BUTTERWORTH and LULU fall to the floor.)

BING:  Well, I’ll be!
CYRIL:  Them buns is good for something!
KLEGG:  You know something? Charles once made fun of my buns! 

And he’s still not out of the hospital!
LESTRADE:  Oh, come, now, Miss Klegg. There’s no Charles and never 

has been.
KLEGG:  Oh, look who’s taking after Sherlock Holmes now, Inspector 

Lestrade!
BING:  Miss Klegg, I think we can get you a contract with the government.
RUDA:  Blimey! She’s always wanted to cook for somebody important!
BING:  Cooking, nothing! Making ammunition!
WATSON:  Well, Sherlock, you’ve solved your first real case. (ALL clap.)
HOLMES:  It was nothing.
LESTRADE:  He couldn’t have done it without help.
HOLMES:  That’s true. You’ve all been most helpful!
DUCHESS:  And now I think Hortense and I will be heading home, 

Sherlock.
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MORIARTY:  But who’s going to run the school now that Miss 
Butterworth’s going to jail?

DUCHESS:  Miss Klegg, I think you’ll do just fine!
HELEN:  Miss Klegg? But—
HENRY:  Uh-oh!
HETTY:  Is this what it means when they say jumping from the frying 

pan into the fire? (ALL laugh as the CURTAIN FALLS.)
END OF PLAY
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PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES ONSTAGE
Table, chairs, benches, small table with old telephone, screen.
A hair clip and broken suitcase buckle lie on the floor in ACT TWO, 

Scene One.

PROPERTIES BROUGHT ON
ACT ONE

Scene One:
Candle (MONIQUE)
Handwritten note (CARLOTTA)

Scene Two:
Bowls and spoons (KLEGG)
Bowls and spoons, plate of buns (RUDA)
Suitcase (LETICIA)
Suitcase (ROSA)
Letter (SEÑOR GOYA)

Scene Three:
Pen and pad of paper (CYRIL)
Business cards (LULU)
Letter (SEÑOR GOYA)
Checkbooks and pens (MADAME BONAPARTE, SEÑOR GOYA)
Candles (LESTRADE, HOLMES, WATSON, HENRY, MORIARTY, 

HELEN, IRENE, HETTY)
Feather duster (KLEGG)
Feather duster (RUDA)
Suitcase (LETICIA)
Suitcase (ROSA)
Crumpled paper, rope (FIGURE)

ACT TWO
Scene One:

Glasses of water (KLEGG, RUDA, CYRIL)
Handwritten note (SIGNORA MEDICI)
Pencil (HOLMES)
Business cards (LULU)
Checkbooks and pens (SIGNORA MEDICI, LADY WINDSOR)

Scene Two:
Piece of paper (FIGURE)

Scene Three:
Pen and pad of paper (CYRIL)
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Suitcases (SIGNORA MEDICI, LADY WINDSOR)
Plate of buns, feather duster (RUDA)
Large handbag with knickknacks (LULU)
Key, pistol (MISS BUTTERWORTH)
Brightly colored fabric bindings (HORTENSE)
Buns (KLEGG, RUDA)

COSTUMES
Cast should dress as wealthy people did in 1885 Europe with the 

following specifics:

LETICIA and ROSA should wear dresses. LETICIA also wears a fur coat 
and has a distinctive hair clip in her hair.

MADAME LULU wears a colorful dress, a sash, beads, bracelets, a 
turban, and tinted glasses throughout the play.

MISS BUTTERWORTH wears a scarf.

CARLOTTA and MONIQUE will appear with straw stuck to their shoes 
and red circles on their wrists.

HOLMES will need his classic deerstalker hat and overcoat for the final 
two scenes of the play.

SOUND EFFECTS
Clock chiming midnight.

NOTES
It’s interesting to note the following in the program:

Larry Lestrade would grow up to become a police detective in London 
and work with Holmes on a number of cases.

John Watson would stay Holmes’ lifelong friend and associate and 
record Holmes’ adventures.

Helen Stoner would become the heroine in “Adventure of the Speckled 
Band,” hiring Holmes to find out who killed her sister, Julia.

Henry Baskerville would figure in the story “Hound of the Baskervilles.”

Irene Adler would become one of the few women Sherlock Holmes ever 
admired. Her appearance would be in “A Scandal in Bohemia.”

Hetty Hudson would grow up to be Holmes’ long-suffering landlady at 
221B Baker Street.

James Moriarty would indeed become a doctor and one of the most 
notorious criminals ever. Holmes would face Dr. Moriarty in a 
number of exciting cases.
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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
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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.


