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coCK. PLUM. .

sfsAI fi ured.as much, And who are you, his henchman?
utlwh" is this fellow?! You pompous, British bastard!

MUSTARD' It's Mr. Boddy? What a scoundrel!! :

EEN. . WHITE.
1(:11; this stress is not good You think I can’t handle
for My plood pressure! a little blackmail?!

GCARLET. (Taking the reins;) Who is this Boddy fella, you brutish

putler?!

WA1)5WORTH. Who Mr. Boddy is, is no concern of yours. Suffice
it to say, he’s a supporter of the House Un-American Activities
Committee-—and he feels your activities have been decidedly un-

American. ;
(They ALL begin to protest . . .) | ,

WADSWORTH. (Interrupting)) My task this evening is to expos
our secrets to each other—rendering you all culpable in each

others’ indiscretions.

PLUM. But we hardly know each other.

WADSWORTH. Precisely. o

WHITE. Don't you think that you might spare us this humiliation?

WADSWORTH. I'm afraid I have no choice. We'll start with you,
Professor Plum.

SCARLET. (Perching on the desk:) Oooh, this oughta be good.

WADSWORTH. It says here you were oncea professor of psychiatry,
specializing in pathological, lying lunatics suffering from delusions

of grandeur.

PLUM. Yes, but now I work for the U.S. government.

WADSWORTH. So, your work has not changed.
(Then:)

EUt you can’t practice medicine anymore, can yo
een lifted, correct?

SCARLET. Why? What'd he do? | |

EVAD,SWORTH. You know what male doctors aren’t supposed to
O with their lady patients?

SCARLET. Yeah?

WADSWORTH.“ Yeah, well, he did.

u? Your license has
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! know, someday th : |
PEACOCK. l_-iow a:;ful. You ‘ y there W‘nr bea Feckon, |
ing for men like YOt ; N
WHITE. ] hope SO

SCARLET. (A Ia the hashtag:) Me too. i

PEACOCK. (! Jarshly whispered:) You're disgusting,

WADSWORTH. Are you making moral judgements, Mrs, Pea(‘ock? _

r EACOCK: “’e] ll l Y

) ing: hen, do you justif .
WORTH. (Inferrupting:) How t you justify takin
;:’::)Essin return for delivering Senator Peacock’s votes to certaiﬁ

lobbyists?

PEACOCK. (Defensive) My husband is a paid consultant. There
nothing sinful about that!

}

WADSWORTH. Not if it’s publicly declared. But if you slip cash 1

under the stall door at Old Ebbitt’s Grill? How would you describe
that transaction?

SCARLET. I'd say it stinks.

PEACOCK. (Accusatorially:) When were you in that men’s room?
PLUM. So, it’s true!

PEACOCK. No, it’s a vicious lie!

WADSWORTH. But you've been paying blackmail for over a year

now to keep that story out of the papers. Seems a little . . . sticky, no?
PEACOCK. Now see here—
XVe}iITE. (Intcrp:pting:) Well, I'm willing to believe you. I too am
ing blackmailed for something I didn’t do
GREEN/MUSTARD (Pipi .
(Fiping up at the san .
SCARLET. Ny e p 1e moment:) So am [.

+ T0UTe not bein .
SCARLET. Oh, I'm, pe g blackmailed?

being blackmaileq for.mg blaCkmailed, all right. But I did what I'm
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A RLET. I provide gentlemen with the company of a young lady
EACOCK' (Outraged:) An escort service?! In Washington?! |
" HITE. How scurrilous.
usT ARD. I'm sure some people are just a little 1oneiy.

(Scoffing) A man who needs to pay to spend timé with a
That’s a problem I'll never have. |

(He slyly takes a business card SCARLET has pulled
cleavage and tucks it in his coat pocket.) puile from her

pLUM.

GREEN. Is that how you knew Colonel Mustard works in Washing-
ton? Is he one of your clients?

MUSTARD. Certainly not!
GREEN. I was asking Miss Scarlet.
MUSTARD. (To SCARLET,) Well, you tell him it's not true!

SCARLET. “It’s not true.”

PLUM. Is that true?

SCARLET. No, it’s not true.

GREEN. Ha-hah! So it is true!

WADSWORTH. A double negative!

MUSTARD. Double “negative”? You mean you have—photographs?

WADSWORTH. That sounds like a confession to me. In fact, the
double negative has led to proof positive. I'm afraid you gave your-

self away.

MUSTARD. Are you trying to make me look stupid in front of the
other guests? ,

WADSWORTH. You don’t need any help from me, sir.

(MUSTARD starts to register the insult—but . ..)

Colonel, looks like you hold a sensitive security post in the Pentagon.
Those “negatives” would most certainly compromise your position.

PLUM. (With q wink;) And what position exactly were you caught
In, Colone]?

MUSTARD. This is an outrage! |
WADSWORTH, (Changing focus:;) Let’s see, who's next?

(He charges towards GREEN but spins on a dime at the last
moment to L ) )
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i 4 been payin : ,
: ORTH. Mrs. White, you've n paying our fri ;
gﬂﬁmer ever since youT. husband died under, shallli\r,f Sthe |
mysterious circumstances ay(
WHITE. Say what you want. I didn’t kill him.

MUSTARD. Then why are you paying ihe Blackmailer?
WHITE. I don't want anothe‘r, scandal, do I? | *

PLUM. Another? . ; P | _
umiliating confrontation. He had threat |

WHITE. We had a very h
ened to kill me in public.

SCARLET. Why would hé want to kill you in public?
WADSWORTH _I1think she meant that he had threatened, in public, ;

to kill her.
(They all e
WHITE. It was all over the papers.

WADSWORTH. And yet he was th

White, not you. | | | |
WHITE. He was found dead at home. Unclothed. His head had been
cut off and so had his .. . you know. : :

(She gestures in the direction of her groin. They all react.)
t. I'd been out all evening, at the movies.

act with understanding.)

e one who died. Not yo{l, Mrs,

WHITE. But, I didn't doi
SCARLET. What was showing?
WHITE. The Naked Alibi.
SCARLET. A likely story.

WADSWORTH. But he was yo
disappeared.

WHITE. That was his job—he was an illusionist.
WADSWORTH. But he never reappeared.
WHITE. He wasn't a very good illusionist. : i

WADSWO ' s ¢
WAI RTH. (Now to GREEN;) And lastly, Mr. Green, th 1$

ur second hﬁsband. Your first also

GREEN. I don't need
' ; outou
youe gonna say abou}t, . nmask me,

WADSWORTH. What's that?

- GREEN. “Mr. G el
EN. “Mr, Green, who is a homosexual.”

Wadsworth. I know what
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TARD. Not me. ‘
| beg your pardon?

MUS
GREEN'

usT ARD. You asked, “Who is a homosexual,” and | said, not me

(GREEN and WADSWORTH share a baffled moment.)
\DS WORTH. Yes, thank you, Colonel.

But, there’s more {0 it than that, Mr. Green.

GREEN. How do you mean?

WADSWORTH- There’s evidence to support the question of . ..
your politics.

GREEN. My politics?! Since when is working for the Republican
party crime?

WADSWORTH. You swore an oath of allegiance to the Republican
party, but neglected to vote for Eisenhower in the last election. That’s
grounds for an ousting if ever there was one. |

GREEN. But voting records are confidential!
PEACOCK. Everything has its price, Mr. Green.
WADSWORTH. So—there you haveit.
PEACOCK. (Bordering hysteria:) Have what?!

WADSWORTH. A crooked Senator’s wife, a lascivious doctor, a
disloyal Republican, and so forth . . . not exactly adhering to an all-
American standard of behavior, are you?

SCARLET. ( Knowingly:;) Depends on who you ask.

PLUM'{ But if this Boddy fella is such a noble civilian himself, than
why didr't he report us to the authorities?

WADSWORTH. And give up the opportunity to make a buck?
ome now, Professor. What could be more American than that?

MUSTARD, (In earnest:) Apple pie.
(A collective eye roll.)

if\ARLET' All right, Wadsworth—so we're being blackmailed by a
€gade McCarthyist. Where does that leave us?

W
' MII:;TE' Where is this Mr. Boddy?
TARD. Ang what does he want from us?




