PAGE  
THE MYSTERIOUS MYSTERY OF THE LOST LETTERS page 2.

THE MYSTERIOUS MYSTERY OF THE LOST LETTERS

BY SALWA MEGHJEE AND SAMAH MEGHJEE

Cast

Zoe: Lizzy Bellersen

Davis Darvis*:

Jordan Smith, Alex Koohyar

Isaac: Eric Topolewski

Abby: Daniela Chacon

Gerard: Joseph Salomone

Mabel: Allison Lloyd

Kitty: Hayley Robinett

Elaine: Kenyse Horsey

Duckology Member #1: Riley Bailey

Duckology Member #2: Jared Redecliffe

Bodyguard #1: Luke Salomone

Bodyguard #2: Alex Luke

Detective Daniel: Alex Luke

Reporter: Luke Salamone

Landlord: Riley Bailey

Mayor: Jared Redecliffe

Dancer #1: Tianna Holmes

Dancer #2: Erin Crobons

Dancers: Amy Sheffield, Grace Waag, Lizzie Williams, Jamira Perkins

*Double casted

Crew

Stage Manager: Amelia Green

Assistant Stage Manager: Isabella Chiodini

Stagehands: Precious Patton

Set: Tianna Holmes

Art: Jennina Garde

Hair & Make-up: Sumaiyah Razzaq, Anupa Thirmiya, Emma Bland

Costume: Gigi Gadamsetty

Sound: Joel Zishuk

Lighting: Grace Yao

Properties: Emma Bland

Publicity: Allison Huss

THE MYSTERIOUS MYSTERY OF THE LOST LETTERS
1 DETECTIVE’S OFFICE. 







          1
DARVIS is sitting at a desk, snoring softly. The desk and floor are covered in piles of files, books, crumpled papers and dirty coffee mugs. ZOE hurries through the door holding a huge, teetering pile of files. 
ZOE:
Here’s some more of the files I compiled, Detective.
DARVIS jolts awake at his name, wiping drool hurriedly from his face.
DARVIS:
Huh? Oh, uh just lay them…
Indicates vaguely stage right.

…Over there somewhere. 

ZOE maneuvers her way through the piles of junk, trying to see over the stack of papers she is holding. She trips and goes sprawling, papers flying everywhere.
ZOE:
Oh, God. Sorry, I’m so sorry. 
Zoe hurriedly picks up papers. DARVIS is dozing again and doesn’t look up. He mutters as he falls asleep.
DARVIS:
Was that Grandpa? Did he skateboard down the stairs again?
ZOE:
Uh, no, sir, just me.
DARVIS:

Did you skateboard down the stairs?
ZOE lays down the pile and selects a few files, piling them in front of DARVIS.
ZOE:
Not this time. Anyway, I found some really interesting stuff today, Detective. We were contacted about this lost guppy and I know it may just have been flushed down the toilet, but I’ve got this feeling that there’s something fishy going on that we could look into. And there were some robberies at the crayon factory, but the robber only takes the “Mango Tango” crayons, which is a little suspicious in my opinion. We can set up surveillance and maybe a couple booby traps, I found this one really neat octopus trap online that we can modify --
DARVIS stands abruptly and lays a hand affectionately on her shoulder. 

DARVIS:
Zoe, what do we do here at Davis Darvis Incorporated?
ZOE:
We solve cases.
DARVIS:
I solve cases. You get the coffee. 
Hands her a mug.
 Extra strong. I’d like to stay awake today.
ZOE sighs and takes the cup dejectedly, walking out of the office without protest.
DARVIS:
That’s it, darling. We all do what we’re good at. 
Picks up case file.
Lost guppy. There could be something in that...
Knock on the door.
DARVIS:
Come in. 

An old woman walks in. 
ABBY:
Are you Davis Darvis? I have a case for you. I’ve lost something very dear to me.
DARVIS perks up.
DARVIS:
A case? Certainly! Please, have a seat.

DARVIS looks around for a chair, but can’t find one under the clutter. He pulls up several stacks of books and the woman sits.
There you go.
He pulls out a notebook and a pen from his desk and waits expectantly. ZOE comes to the door, clearly visible to the audience. She stops when she sees a client in the room, and is not noticed by DARVIS or ABBY. She hides herself behind the door and listens.
So, why don’t you tell me what happened? What did you lose and how did you lose it?
ABBY:

I have in my possession some very old letters, dating back hundreds of years to the Renaissance. They are my prized possessions, and I love them like my own children. Well, perhaps more so than that. They are very valuable. My great-great-great-great-great-- how many ‘great’s was that?
DARVIS:
DARVIS counts silently on his fingers but makes an error.
Six.
ABBY:

Ah, yes. Great-great grandmother wrote them to her companion, Sir William Shakespeare.
DARVIS:
You have letters from Shakespeare?
ABBY: 

I had them, until they were stolen from me. 
DARVIS:
Do you have any idea who might have taken them?
ABBY: 

There were three people who came to visit me the day that they disappeared. My son, Gerard, came in that morning to have breakfast with me before his chess tournament. Then a solicitor came about converting me to her religion, Duckology.
DARVIS:
I think I’ve heard of that.
ABBY:

I invited her in for tea. She was lovely, but a little strange. She kept quacking.
DARVIS:
Who was the third person?
ABBY:

My sister, Mabel. She’s always despised me. She wanted those letters for herself. I think she keeps waiting for me to die so that she can finally get her hands on them, but maybe she got too impatient and stole them.
DARVIS:
Did she come in? How long did she stay?
ABBY:
Just long enough to borrow my book on the art of knitting left socks.
DARVIS:
Just left socks?
ABBY:
Why would you need any other socks?
DARVIS:
Oh. Right.
ABBY: 

She must have taken the letters while she was there. She knows I keep them in my fridge. She could have grabbed them without me noticing.
DARVIS:
Why do you keep them in the fridge?

ABBY:
Don’t worry. I give them socks so they don’t get too cold. 
DARVIS:
...Right. Is there anything else you’d like to tell me? 

ABBY: 

Cold feet are the thirty seventh highest killers of old ladies in the United States. 

DARVIS:
Actually, they’re the thirty-sixth. Now, please leave your name, number, zodiac sign, and method of payment, as well as a nonrefundable deposit, and I’ll get started immediately. If you could give me your sister’s address as well, that would be swell. Laughs. Well and swell! Isn’t that funny? I rhymed. 
ABBY:
The duckology woman said rhyming was a sin.
DARVIS:
Sorry.
ABBY stands up and gets ready to leave.
ABBY:
I’ll be in touch.
DARVIS:
Don’t worry. You’re in safe hands! 

Moves to open the door to let her out and trips over a stack of books, toppling over.
ABBY:

Oh, dear.
ABBY exits. DARVIS picks himself up off the floor and goes back to his desk, flipping through his new case notes, muttering to himself. ZOE bursts into the room, full of excitement about the new case.
ZOE:
A case! We have a case!
DARVIS:
I have a case. You have errands to run. I need you to take a check to the bank.
ZOE:

We don’t have a bank account.
DARVIS:
That reminds me! I need you to open us a bank account. If you could also find out how to pay our bills while you’re there, that’d be great.

ZOE:

You haven’t been paying the bills? 

DARVIS:
That’s why I have you.

ZOE:

Fine. But about this case! I think we should start with her son first, he had the most time to make a move and we could--

DARVIS:
Zoe. You’re approaching this totally wrong. I have to start with the evangelist. She was obviously communicating secret messages through duck quacks to her accomplice who was in the yard. And you need to go cash this check.

ZOE:

But—

DARVIS:
What do you do here at Davis Darvis Incorporated?

ZOE:

Oh, come on, not this again.
DARVIS:
I’m the detective, Zoe. Don’t take it to heart. Not all of us can be supremely talented at the art of solving mysteries. Now, go cash that check. I must be off!

Grabs coat dramatically off the coathanger and sweeps out of the room. After a moment, sweeps back into the room.

DARVIS:
I forgot my briefcase.

Grabs it.

I must be off!
DARVIS sweeps out dramatically. ZOE sighs dejectedly and thumps into the desk chair. There is a knock at the door.

ISAAC:

Mail! 

ZOE smiles and opens the door.

ZOE: 
Last I checked, you were a florist’s assistant.

ISAAC:

Executive florist’s assistant, thank you very much. And before that I was a clock maker, census taker, maraca shaker, cupcake baker, and telephone operator. Maybe not in that order. I mix them up sometimes. Anyway, your mail got delivered to us downstairs by accident, so here you go.

ZOE reads the envelope.

ZOE:
Eviction notice. I’m not even surprised.

ISAAC:

So what’s up? Any interesting cases? Chain-email murderers? Barbershop quartets gone rogue?
ZOE:
No, just the ever-exciting heist of coffee making and check cashing. It’s riveting. Really dangerous.
ISAAC:

Really? Nothing interesting? 

Looks at desk and flips through notes. 

Hey, this looks cool! Stolen letters!

ZOE:
It would be, if I was allowed to help.  

ISAAC:

You aren’t? Aren’t you like, executive detective assistant?
ZOE:

I wish. I’m not even detective assistant. I’m coffee-and-errands girl to the worst detective on the planet. He’s going after some Duckology woman, for goodness’ sakes. It’s so obvious that the son did it. 

ISAAC: 
Actually, I think the sister did it. Look, it says here her sister wants the letters.

ZOE:

It can’t be her. She picked up a book, it’s unlikely she even made it into the kitchen. And she’s waiting for her sister to die, right? She’s got no motive to steal them if she’s set to inherit them. The client is Abby Arlington. The Arlington’s are loaded. Their grandfather invented the wind-powered pocket food processor. Mabel Arlington is much older than Abby, so she must have inherited the money, while Abby just got the letters. I doubt she’s even after them. Abby’s just paranoid.

ISAAC:
Wow. You’re good.

ZOE:

I watch a lot of crime shows.

ISAAC:

I bet you could solve this thing yourself, without your doofus detective.

ZOE:

Too bad I’m stuck here.

ISAAC:

We can solve it. I bet we could! I’d be a great detective! I’m like a plant to CO2—I’ll take whatever you have to say and twist it into something completely different.
ZOE:
But Darvis said no, and I don’t want to lose my job. And besides, aren’t you supposed to be working?

ISAAC:

I’m on my extended break. Let’s solve it! We’ll prove to your lousy detective that you’re worthy of solving cases after all.

ZOE:

I don’t know…

ISAAC:

Come on! It’ll be great. The florist and the coffee girl. Zoe and Isaac. Or even better—wait for it—Isaac and Zoe. I’ll bring the flowers. Come on! 

Without waiting for an answer, ISAAC grabs ZOE and leads her out the door.

2. DUCKOLOGY MEETING.
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DARVIS is sitting in a chair with a spotlight on him. Two hooded figures are seated on the ground in front of him. DARVIS is nervous and fidgety. He looks around the room with an oversized magnifying glass.
DARVIS:
So, why don’t you tell me a little bit about your religion?

DUCKOLOGY MEMBER #1:

It is not merely a religion. Duckology is life itself.

DARVIS:
Sorry. I didn’t mean to be so politically incorrect.

DUCKOLOGY MEMBER #2 quacks.

DARVIS:
What do the quacks mean? Is it a secret form of communication?

DUCKOLOGY MEMBER #1:

They are a way of channeling our inner spirits, our true selves-- 

DARVIS:
So you used your true selves to steal the letters?  

DUCKOLOGY MEMBER #1:

We stole no letters! This is blasphemy!

DARVIS:
Then why did you visit old lady Abby? 

DUCKOLOGY MEMBER #1: 
To enlighten her to our wonderful way of life.
DARVIS:
So why would your cult want the letters? They aren’t written in duck. Probably.
DUCKOLOGY MEMBER #1:
We don’t want any letters! We want members!
DARVIS:
So you visited her to convert her, but you also stole the letters.
DUCKOLOGY MEMBER #2:

Oh, for the love of mallards—
DUCKOLOGY MEMBER #1:

Gasps. 

You broke the duck vow! You have broken the duck vow of silence!
DUCKOLOGY MEMBER #2 buries their face in their hands. DUCKOLOGY MEMBER #1 glowers at DARVIS.

DUCKOLOGY MEMBER #1:
You have ruined my companion’s silence! You have broken the connection with the inner self! Leave! Leave us!
DUCKOLOGY MEMBERS begin to rise, quacking menacingly.

DARVIS:
Panicking.

Okay, goodbye!
DARVIS sprints off stage. 
3. GERARD’S HOUSE/DARVIS’ OFFICE.
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The stage is split with one side as GERARD’S house and one side as DAVIS’ office. ISAAC and ZOE are seated across from GERARD at a table with a chess board on top. DARVIS is seated across from MABEL. While one person is talking on one side, the other side is conducting a silent conversation.

DARVIS:

Good morning, Ms. Arlington Two. Thank you for meeting with me today.

MABEL:

Anything for an embarrassing picture of Mabel.  

ZOE: 

Uh, hi. How are you, Mr. Gerard?

ISAAC: 

Nudges ZOE. 

Act like a real detective. Ask the hard questions. Be tough. Plant your feet. Hit the table a bit. No mercy! 

DARVIS:
Can you tell me about your visit to your sister’s house a few days ago?

GERARD appears panicked. 

GERARD: 

I didn’t go to my mother’s house.

ZOE: 

But she said you were there that day--

GERARD: 

I’ve never met my mother.

ZOE: 

But-

GERARD: 

I don’t have a mother. What are you talking about?

DARVIS: 

You were at Abby Arlington’s house the day her letters from Shakespeare were stolen, were you not?

GERARD: 

What letters? I’ve never seen any letters.

MABEL:

I stopped by to pick up a knitting book before heading to my pro wrestling match.

DARVIS:

You wrestle?

MABEL:

Not anymore, I just coach. I tried to teach my nephew Gerard, but he’s such a wimp.  

DARVIS:

I must say, I’m a little surprised.

MABEL:

Why? You think a little old lady can’t be a pro wrestler? I may have osteoporosis but I can still kick your butt. 

ISAAC: 

He’s lying! He’s the culprit! Tie him up! Search the house! Arrest him!

ZOE: 

I’m not really legally allowed to do that...

ISAAC: 

Rolls eyes at ZOE.

I should’ve brought my poisonous plants. That would convince little George here.

GERARD:

Uh, it’s Gerard.

MABEL:

I don’t have the letters! I’m a pro wrestler, what do I care about lousy literature? 

DARVIS:

I received a tip that you were in possession of them. 

MABEL:

If that tip was from my sister, you’re a doofus. 

DARVIS:
Do you know anything about the letters? What they say, the color, if they have glitter, possibly their location?

MABEL:

Don’t cross me, son. 

ZOE: 

You had a chess tournament that day. You went to your mother’s house for breakfast. What happened?

DARVIS:

Look, there’s no need to get so testy! Why don’t you tell me what you did that day after you left?

MABEL:

I went to my student’s wrestling match. 

GERARD: 

I don’t even know how to play chess.

ISAAC: 

Then why do you have a chess boar--

GERARD hastily knocks the chess board off the table and onto the floor.

GERARD: 

I have no idea what you’re talking about. 

DARVIS:

Tell me about your student. 

MABEL:

She’s a nice kid, kind of tiny but tough enough that she can pummel all the other guys. She’s in a dancing troupe too. Real pretty costumes.  

ZOE: 

I have the results from that chess match right here in this newspaper. It says that you lost. Were you upset about it?

GERARD slumps, noticeably upset.
GERARD: 

Yes—No. What match? I don’t play chess. 

GERARD kicks chess board a little further away.
ZOE: 

Why were you upset? It’s okay, you can tell me. 

ZOE pats his hand sympathetically.
GERARD: 

I was off my game that day. I was nervous. There was a lot at stake.

ISAAC: 

What, Geronimo? Your nerd pride? Your collection of antique science fiction paperback novels?

GERARD: 

It’s Gerard! And those are very valuable! I mean, I don’t collect paperbacks. What are you talking about? 

DARVIS:

Do you think your student stole the letters? 

MABEL:

How would she steal the letters, you bumbling idiot? She hasn’t met my sister! 

ZOE: 

It says here you lost to a little girl named Elaine.

GERARD: 

She cheated! She’s a filthy liar! Elaine knew I wasn’t supposed to bet the letters, she cheated so that I’d get in trouble--

ISAAC: 

AHA! Caught you red-handed, Germ-X!

GERARD: 

Oh, pumpernickles. 

DARVIS:

Logically, if you didn’t steal the letters, you would be able to tell me who did. 

MABEL:

You are the worst detective I have ever met. 

ZOE: 

I still can’t believe you were stupid enough to bet your mother’s letters when you’ve never won against anyone in your life. Statistically speaking, she was going to win. 

GERARD: 

If I’d won, I would’ve gotten her copy of The Kraken Wakes! First edition! I had to!

ISAAC: 

You are a despicable human being.

GERARD: 

First. Edition. 

DARVIS:

Did your sister say anything about the letters that day? Anything at all?
MABEL:

The usual, “Don’t touch my letters or I’ll make you disappear and make it look like an accident” speech. But actually, now that I think about it, my student did say something about some papers. She was all excited; her dance club president was going to get some Shakespeare documents to find some long lost choreography.

DARVIS:

Yes! A lead! Darvis strikes again!

ZOE: 

What can you tell us about Elaine?

GERARD: 

Maybe we should forget about the letters and Elaine. Who’s up for a game of chess? Or a dramatic reading of Trouble with the Yeti?

ISAAC: 

Or you could tell us about Elaine. And I could make sure a cactus doesn’t end up in your hair tomorrow morning. 

GERARD: 

I wouldn’t cross Elaine. Elaine is… unusual.
ZOE: 

Define unusual.
GERARD: 

Whimpers. 

She collects… dolls.
ISAAC: 

Petrifying.

GERARD: 

They are! They’re always staring at me with their beady little eyes! 

DARVIS:

Do you know where your student might be?

ZOE: 

We need to confront Elaine. Even if she has dolls.
GERARD: 

I really don’t think that’s a good idea.

MABEL:

I can get you an address if you leave me alone.

DARVIS:

Throw in a wrestling cape and it’s a deal. 

ISAAC:

You know, Sacagawea, we’re going to have to tell your mom about how you stole her treasured letters and gambled them away…

GERARD:

Okay, okay! I’ll give you her address! Just don’t tell my mother! She’ll put me in the fridge! 
DAVIS:

So I don’t actually have a picture of Abby. I just wanted you to talk to me. 

MABEL stands and slams DARVIS to the ground, holding him in a painful position under her.

MABEL:

You are a disgusting piece of filth! You lied to me!

DARVIS:

I’m sorry, I’m sorry! Please let me keep the cape!

4. ELAINE’S HOUSE
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ISAAC: 

To ZOE. Those dolls are really creepy.
ZOE: 

To Isaac. Get a grip. To Elaine. We just have a few questions for you; we wanted to know if you had in your possession some old letters? We heard you were a collector.
ELAINE: 

No. But I know who does.
ISAAC: 

Who?

ELAINE: 

They were sold to me at a high price. I like to have unusual things.

ZOE:

I’m not sure—

ELAINE: 

They were old. So old. 

ISAAC:

So we’ve heard.

ELAINE:

I loved them. They fit in so nicely with my dolls. Explodes. But they were stolen from me!

ISAAC: 

Stolen? Again?
ELAINE:

Those knitters! They think just because they’re so cultured they can just take whatever they want! I was the number one collector of oddities in this town before they came along!

ISAAC:
Oddities? I’m sorry, we’re looking for letters—

ELAINE:
Oddities! Charming objects! Unusual! Unique! Would you like to see my jar of bats’ eyes?

ISAAC: 

To Zoe. Isn’t she like, five?

ZOE: 

Ignoring Isaac. I think we’re okay.

Elaine: 

That’s too bad. Anyway, some knitting gang stole them.

Zoe: 

Do you know where we can find these knitters?

Elaine: 

My dolls can tell you.

Isaac: 

We’d really rather you did.

Elaine: 

No, the dolls must tell you.

Isaac: 

Scoots back. Zoe, talk to the dolls.
Elaine: 

No, the dolls want to talk to you. 

Whispering behind a doll. 

Their leader Kitty Kiss lives on Rainbow Lane. Now, may I interest you in some dried werewolf fangs?

BLACKOUT.
5. OUTSIDE KITTY’S HOUSE.
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The stage is split. On one side is KITTY’S home. KITTY, BODYGUARDS, ZOE, and ISAAC enter the room. ISAAC trips over a trash can and spills its contents.

ISAAC:

As he falls.

TIMBER! I mean, uh, sorry. 

ZOE and ISAAC quickly clean up the mess, which includes many crumpled papers. They stand back up and take seats. 

So, Miss Kiss, you recently got some letters, right?

BODYGUARD #1:

Why do youse want to know about the letters? Whats they got to do with youse?

ZOE:

They belong to someone, and they need them back—

BODYGUARD #1:

They belongs to us!

KITTY:

It’s all right boys. I’ll handle this one. They belong to us! 

ISAAC:

Actually, we know you stole them, you big lugs.

BODYGUARD #2:

Are youse accusing us? 

BODYGUARD #1:

Yeah, I thinks he is!

ZOE:

Nope, nope, no accusing. Just requesting. 
KITTY:

I didn’t steal. I just happened to come across them. And if you accuse me again, I’ll stab you with a knitting needle.

ISAAC:

I’m not afraid of you.

BODYGUARDS move towards ISAAC and he cowers.

Okay, I’m a little afraid. But like, a healthy amount of fear. 
ZOE:

Seriously, we need to know what happened to those letters. We’re prepared to pay.

ISAAC:

She’s willing to pay—

KITTY:

You’re a little too late. They were kind of wrinkled, you know…
ZOE:

Understandable, considering they are five hundred years old.

KITTY:

I know they’re valuable, but they were just so wrinkly. I wanted to give them a fresh start, you know? 

ZOE:
Um, I’m sorry, what do you mean by fresh start?

KITTY:
A new life! A chance to do some good in the world!

ISAAC:
What do you mean, cat woman?

KITTY:

I recycled them!

ZOE:

You did what?

KITTY:

Hey, I stand by my decision. I could’ve thrown them away. I chose to save the planet and this is how you treat me?

ISAAC:

Are you serious? They’re five hundred years old!
BODYGUARD #1:
Are you insulting our boss again, huh? Do you wanna take this outside? 

ZOE:

Whispers to ISAAC.

Isaac, don’t antagonize them. 

ISAAC: 

Don’t worry, Zoe. I can handle this chump. I’m like a Venus Fly Trap. Swift and deadly. 

ISAAC demonstrates a ridiculous karate move. BODYGUARDS move towards ISAAC, lifting their knitting needles. 

BODYGAURD #2:

I’ll knit your intestines into a hat!

ISAAC immediately backs down.

ISAAC:

Hey, hey, just kidding. Please don’t stab me in the eye. 

KITTY:

Look, if you guys are really that upset about it, the recycling might not have been collected yet.
DARVIS runs behind the curtain to hide. ZOE, ISAAC, KITTY, and BODYGUARDS walk outside to the recycling box.

ZOE:

This is empty.

KITTY:

Aww, that sucks. Sorry.

ZOE:

Wait, you said you recycle, but there were papers in your trashcan. There were scans of letters, brochures for a dance show, and printouts of emails to the email address danceisluv1996@bmail.com, as well as misaddressed envelopes to handwriting analysts. 

ISAAC:

Don’t forget the pistachio shells.

ZOE:

You still have the letters! I bet they’re in your yarn basket!

KITTY:

To BODYGUARDS.

Stop them!

KITTY begins to hurry inside, but ISAAC tackles her and the BODYGUARDS jump on top. ZOE runs inside and checks the yarn basket.

ZOE:

There’s nothing here.
KITTY:

I know, I just didn’t want you touching my yarn. 
ZOE:

You’ve already sold them. To this dance troupe, right?

KITTY:

You’re clever. We were hired. Like contract killers. Or hit men. But for letters.  

ZOE:

We need to go see this dance troupe.

KITTY:

Oh, no you don’t! We won’t get paid! 

BODYGUARDS move towards ZOE and ISAAC. ZOE grabs the brochure out of the trash and her and ISAAC run offstage. KITTY and BODYGUARDS chase after them. BLACKOUT.

6. DANCE SHOW.
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Chairs are positioned upstage right for the audience. The rest of the stage is occupied by the DANCERS, who are stretching and talking quietly among themselves. ISAAC and ZOE enter stage right, along with DUCKOLOGY MEMBERS and MABEL.

ISAAC:

Whoa, they’re hot.

ZOE:

Concentrate, Isaac. We need to get the letters. 

DARVIS enters stage right, poorly concealing his face with an upside down newspaper. He sits down.
ISAAC: 
Nerd alert. Look who walked in.

ZOE:

No, he can’t be here! We have to stop him from getting the letters.

Lights flicker and the dancers find their places. 
ISAAC:

We can’t do anything now, the show’s about to start. Come on, let’s sit. 
ISAAC and ZOE sit next to DARVIS, who quickly moves away. The lights dim and the show begins. After it is over, the lights go back up. 

ZOE:

Now’s our chance. Let’s go. 

ISAAC: 
Leave it to me. 
ISAAC pulls a bunch of flowers out of his sleeve and approaches DANCER #1. 
ISAAC:

Hey, girl. If you were a flower, I wouldn’t pick you so you wouldn’t have to die. 
DANCER #1 rolls her eyes and walks away.

ISAAC:

Wait, no! That was a compliment! You’re the one fir me! Get it, like a fir tree? Orange you glad you met me? Aww, come on! 
ISAAC runs offstage, chasing after her.

ZOE:

Excuse me, can I talk to you for a moment?

DANCE TROUPE LEADER #1: 
Sure.

ZOE:

I’m looking for some letters, and I was told you were in possession of them. 
DANCE TROUPE LEADER #2:
Um, I’m not sure what you’re talking about—

ZOE:

Look, I know they were stolen, and I need them back. Just hand them over and I’ll leave you alone.

DANCE TROUPE LEADER #1:

We can’t do that. Those letters contain valuable choreography.

ZOE:

I was under the impression that Shakespeare was a writer, not a dancer.

DANCE TROUPE LEADER #2:

Shakespeare was a genius. It’s a well-known fact that Shakespeare hid dances in his plays, and those letters contain long-lost dialogue from Romeo and Juliet with a killer dance sequence.  

ZOE: 
Oh, from the ball scene?

DANCE TROUPE LEADER #1:

No, from the Prologue. 

ZOE: 
Right. Well, regardless, those letters don’t belong to you, so could I maybe have them back?
DANCE TROUPE LEADER #1:

Sorry, but there’s no way we’re giving those back. And by the looks of it, you’re definitely not going to force us.

DANCERS laugh and begin to walk away. ZOE stands dejected, but makes no move to follow them. DARVIS, who has been lurking on the side, approaches the dancers.
DARVIS:

Excuse me, misses. I’m a detective. A professional detective. And I’m afraid I’m going to have to ask you to hand over those letters you have.

DANCE TROUPE LEADER #2:

No way, man. 

DARVIS: 
But I’m… with the police! Look, I have a badge and everything.

DARVIS pulls out a fake badge. DANCE TROUPE LEADER #1 takes it. 

DANCE TROUPE LEADER #1:

This is spray painted tin foil.

DARVIS:

Uh… budget cuts?

DANCE TROUPE LEADER #2:

Seems legit to me. 

DARVIS: 
If you don’t hand over those letters, I’m going to have you arrested.

DANCE TROUPE LEADER #1:

All right, I guess we’ve got to give them up. Ladies! Bring the letters.

DANCER #2 brings the letters. DARVIS takes them, grinning, and leaves, purposely bumping into ZOE on his way out. ISAAC reenters.
ZOE:

He got them. He got the letters.

ISAAC:

Come on, let’s get out of here. These girls are like daffodils. Pretty, but poisonous. 
ISAAC wraps his arm around ZOE’s shoulder and leads her offstage. BLACKOUT.

7. DETECTIVE’S OFFICE.
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ZOE:

I can’t believe we lost to Davis Darvis. 

ISAAC:

I cannot believe I lost to someone with such a stupid name.
A tinkling bell is heard. DUCKOLOGY MEMBER #1 walks into the office.
DUCKOLOGY MEMBER #1:

Newspaper delivery, hot off the press! Quack! 

ISAAC: 
Are you a duckology member? Why are you delivering newspapers?
DUCKOLOGY MEMBER #1:

I have a day job. I have to make a living somehow. Quack!
DUCKOLOGY MEMBER #1 exits. ISAAC glances at paper and lights up.

ISAAC:
Darvis is selling the letters! He must have figured he’d profit more than if he gave them back to Abby.
ZOE:

What?! What a scumbag! What do we do now?
ISAAC:

If we buy them, your detective reputation will be saved! Or created, I guess. 
ZOE:

They’re worth a fortune, we’ll never be able to afford it.  

ISAAC:
He’s selling them for thirty five bucks. 
ZOE:

I bet we can get him to lower it to thirty. Let’s go.
ZOE stands, but ISAAC stops her.
ISAAC:

Wait, he’ll never sell them to us. We need a disguise… 

Blackout. 

8. DETECTIVE’S OFFICE. 
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DARVIS is sitting at his desk. There is a knock at the door.
DARVIS:
Come in! 

ISAAC and ZOE enter. ISAAC is wearing a trench coat and a fake mustache. He is faking a very poor Scottish accent. 

ISAAC:

Hello, governor.  I am, um… Caasi. 

ZOE:

And I’m… um… Eoz. 
ISAAC:
Whispers to ZOE without an accent.

Come on, do the accent, like we planned!

ZOE ignores him.

ZOE:

We’re here to purchase the letters. 

DARVIS: 
Great! That’ll be thirty five dollars. 

ISAAC’S accent changes to French.
ISAAC:

Wait, let me examine them first, monsieur! 

ISAAC hits DARVIS jokingly on the shoulder. DARVIS stumbles. DARVIS hands over letters, and ISAAC glances at them before handing them to ZOE.
ZOE:

Perfect! Here’s your thirty dollars.
DARVIS:
Uh, it’s thirty five dollars. 

ISAAC:
Counts out money.  

Twenty, twenty five, thirty. There you go. We’ll be off. 

ISAAC and ZOE head towards the door. DARVIS stops them.
DARVIS:
To ZOE. Do I know you?

ZOE:

Well, we’ve really got to be going now. People to go, places to talk to. Thanks again!

ZOE hurries out the door. ISAAC begins to follow, but then turns back around.
ISAAC:
I just can’t resist this. Aha!
ISAAC tears off mustache.
You lose, sucker!
ISAAC exits.
DARVIS:
I have no idea who he was. 

9. FLOWER SHOP. 
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ISAAC:

Get Abby Arlington on the phone, because we’ve got some letters to return! By the way, you owe me thirty bucks. 

ZOE picks up the phone and dials it.   

ZOE:
Ms. Arlington? I’m Zoe. I have your letters to return to you. No, not Darvis’ office. Come to the flower shop. Sure, I’ll keep them in the fridge until you get here. Okay. See you soon. 

ZOE hangs up phone.
She’s on her way now. 

ABBY ARLINGTON enters.
ZOE:

That was quick.
ABBY:

I was in the area. I’ve been waiting on the park bench for Darvis to solve the case.  

ISAAC:

It’s been two days since you gave him the case. 

ABBY:
I had socks. 

ISAAC:

Oh, you had me so worried.
ABBY:

Thank you for finding my letters, darling. Here’s your payment. 

ZOE hands ABBY the letters, and ABBY hands ZOE an envelope. ZOE glances inside it, excited. ISAAC holds out his hand and she passes it over reluctantly.   

I’ve also taken the liberty of calling the newspaper. Letters written by Shakespeare are more news than this town has seen in years. They’ll eat this up! 

ISAAC:

The newspaper? We’re famous! Darvis is going to be so jealous!
Enter REPORTER, carrying a camera.    

REPORTER:

I’m here to talk to Detective Zoe.   

ZOE:

That’s me! Detective! I’m the detective! 

ISAAC:
Don’t forget her faithful assistant, who was a crucial part of getting the letters. That’s Isaac, I-S-A-A-C.  

DETECTIVE DANIEL:

I’m Detective Daniel. I heard through the grapevine that she found some lost letters. I’d like to talk to her about a job. 
ISAAC:

What grapevine did you hear this from? This happened like, five minutes ago. 

DETECTIVE DANIEL:
A detective has his ways. 

ZOE:

I’m Zoe. Did you say something about a job?
DETECTIVE DANIEL:

I’d like to offer you a job as a detective at my agency. 

DARVIS enters.

DARVIS:

What’s all the commotion down here? Zoe, I need some coffee. 
ZOE:

You’re going to have to make your own coffee, Darvis. I don’t work for you anymore.  

DARVIS:
That’s a cute joke, Zoe. Don’t go into comedy.  

DETECTIVE DANIEL:

Actually, she works for me now. Detective Daniel, from the Downtown Detective Department, uptown division.
DARVIS:

Wait, aren’t you the guy that rejected me from the Department? 

DETECTIVE DANIEL:

Four times. 

DARVIS:

Why are you hiring Zoe? Do you need a coffee girl?    

DETECTIVE DANIEL:

She found Shakespeare’s letters! All the agencies will be groveling at her feet within the next few days. 

DARVIS:
Wait, the letters? Zoe didn’t find the letters! I found them! I sold them, though. Oh, wait. 

Turns to ISAAC.

I sold them to that boy! 

ISAAC:

In the French accent.

I have no idea what you’re talking about. 

ZOE:

Here, I was just about to tell the reporter—
DARVIS:

Reporters?! You got reporters?! 

ZOE:

--about how we went to Gerard and Kitty and tracked down the letters.  
DARVIS:

Mr. Reporter, what if I told you that I found the letters—

ISAAC:

Oh, it was grueling. Kitty has a gang, you know. We could’ve died. We’re heroes.    

REPORTER:
A gang? This story is definitely first page material. Can we talk to you a little more, Isaac?   

ISAAC:

Anything for the people.  
DETECTIVE DANIEL:

Zoe, we’re prepared to offer you a full-time position where you’d be solving cases every day, for an exorbitant and frankly a little ridiculous amount of money and fame. 

ZOE:
I’ll take it! 

DARVIS:

I think you should offer me a position, too. I did discover Zoe, after all.
DETECTIVE DANIEL:

I’m afraid we have no positions available at this time. 

DARVIS:

But you just offered Zoe a position—
DETECTIVE DANIEL:

We have no positions available at this time. Feel free to leave a message at the tone and we’ll call you back as soon as we can. Thank you. 

Enter LANDLORD.

LANDLORD:

Is Davis Darvis here? 

DARVIS:

Finally! Yes! I’m here!

LANDLORD:

You’re getting evicted. We’re selling all your stuff to pay for all the missed bills. 

DARVIS:

Oh, pumpernickels. 

Enter MAYOR.

MAYOR:

Is Zoe here? We’d like to present her a medal for services to this city, this country, and to stuffy old English teachers everywhere. 

DARVIS:

Oh, this is ridiculous.
ISAAC:

I know. I expected a call from the president by now.   

DARVIS:

I can’t believe you got all the credit! 

ISAAC:
Hey, I paid thirty bucks for the credit.   

ZOE:

Sorry, Darvis. Maybe next time, you should be a little nicer to your coffee girl.

Enter DUCKOLOGY MEMBERS.

DUCKOLOGY MEMBER #1:

Quack! I would like to offer you all the opportunity of a lifetime; to join the superior way of life, the light of existence, the path of Duckology.
DARVIS:

Oh, what the hey. Sign me up. Quack!

Phone rings. ISAAC picks it up and listens, then hands it to ZOE.
ISAAC: 

Zoe, it’s the president! He wants to speak to you!

ZOE: 

Hello, Mr. President? Sir, did you just quack?

Blackout.
