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Ded i cated to the mem ory of the late Bill Pitts,
a won der ful friend and great comic ac tor,

for whom the role of the Major was writ ten.
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IM POR TANT BILL ING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thor of the play in all pro -
grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in all in -
stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver tis ing,
pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion. The name
of the au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no other name
ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in size of type not
less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type. Bio graph i cal in for ma -
tion on the au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may be used in all pro grams.
In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”
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Bloody Mur der was first pro duced at the Uni ver sity of
Idaho. Its le git i mate the at ri cal pre mier was at Ocala Civic
Thea tre in Ocala, Florida, Nov. 13-21, 2008, with the fol -
low ing art ists:

CAST (in or der of ap pear ance)

Ma jor Quimby . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Randall Moring
Tremaine . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Fred Due
Charles Pomeroy . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . J. Charles Bartosic
Emma Reese . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Dani Moreno-Fuentes
Lady Somerset . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Su san Moring
Jane . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Gail Baumann

PRO DUC TION TEAM

Pro ducer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mary Britt
Di rec tor. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ed Sala
Sce nic De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . Carlos Fran cisco Asse &

Tim o thy J. Dygert
Light ing De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Rob ert P. Rob ins
Sound De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Tim o thy J. Dygert
Cos tume De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Bridget Bart lett
Pro duc tion Stage Man ager.. . . . . . . . . . . . . Stretch Tucker
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BLOODY MUR DER

The play re quires one set: an elab o rate draw ing room in an 
Eng lish coun try es tate, 1930s or 1940s. The cast is com -
prised of six actors—three women and three men—but has
al ter nate ver sions for eight ac tors and for 12 ac tors. Each
ver sion re quires an equal num ber of women and men. In
the six- and eight- ac tor ver sions, sev eral ac tors play more
than one role. The most prom i nent char ac ters are:

1) Lady SOMERSET - In her 70s. A woman of great
wealth and so cial stand ing.

2) JANE - In her 60s. Lady Somerset’s maid and head of
staff.

3) EMMA Reese - Late 20s. The far-too-in no cent in ge nue.

4) The COUNT ESS - Late 30s, quite strik ingly well pre -
served. The mys tery woman.

5) The MA JOR - Late 60s. Served with the mil i tary in In -
dia and con stantly re minds ev ery one of it.
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6) Devon TREMAINE - Late 40s to early 50s. For merly
great tragic ac tor, now de clin ing be cause of his fond -
ness for sin gle-malt Scotch.

7) CHARLES - Late 30s to early 40s. Her La dy ship’s
worth less nephew.

8) Chief In spec tor PHELPS - For ties or 50s. The dim-
witted po lice man.

They are all ste reo types and meant to be so.

In the six-ac tor ver sion, the ac tress who plays EMMA also
plays the COUNT ESS. The ac tress who plays JANE also
plays the stranded MO TOR IST and the NUN. The ac tor
who plays TREMAINE also plays Mr. WOO and EL
GATO. And the ac tor who plays CHARLES also plays In -
spec tor PHELPS.

In the eight-ac tor ver sion, the ac tress who plays the
COUNT ESS also plays the stranded MO TOR IST and the
NUN. The ac tor who play PHELPS also plays Mr. WOO
and EL GATO.

In the 12-ac tor ver sion, there are no dou bling of roles.

The show needs very few light cues and spe cial ef fects. In -
clud ing a 15-min ute in ter mis sion, its run ning time is
slightly less than two hours.
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ACT ONE

SCENE ONE

SCENE: The very lav ish draw ing room of an Eng lish
coun try es tate.

AT RISE: Two men, car ry ing drinks, en ter through an
elab o rate arch way, UR. One is MA JOR QUIMBY,
dressed in a mil i tary uni form. The other is DEVON
TREMAINE, with once-chis eled fea tures now go ing to
seed. He’s a bit tipsy and not at all in ter ested in his
com pan ion’s con ver sa tion.

MAJOR. De light ful! Ab so lutely de light ful! Never en joyed
a more suc cu lent din ner, I must say! Have you?

TREMAINE. Well, ac tu ally, Ma jor, I—
MAJOR. …Un less, of course, it was at that royal ban quet

they threw for me when I was in the Punjab with the
Ben gal Lanc ers. Did I tell you I was with the Lanc ers?

TREMAINE (bored). Sev eral times.
MAJOR. I have n’t the fog gi est why Her La dy ship in vited

me here, though. I’ve never met her be fore. Have you?
TREMAINE. I don’t be lieve I—
MA JOR. And good God, this es tate! Bloody breath tak ing,

don’t you think? Used to be a feu dal for tress, at one
time! (Hushed.) Prob a bly haunted. Just think of the
things these walls must have seen…wars, in trigues,

9
© The Dramatic Publishing Company



mur ders… (With plea sure.) Oh, do you think? Do you
think they’ve seen mur ders?

TREMAINE. Well, I—
MAJOR. But then, I sup pose you’ve seen a lot more of

them than I have.
TREMAINE. Par don?
MA JOR. On the stage, dear boy! I saw you com mit them

in Rich ard III and Jul ius Caesar! “Mur der most foul,”
as they say. You were riv et ing! Truly re mark able.

TREMAINE (bored). You’re too kind.
MAJOR. Of course, you played prac ti cally ev ery tragic

role, all over the coun try, did n’t you? Back when you
were, uh…

TREMAINE. When I was what?
MAJOR. Well, uh…
TREMAINE. So ber? Back when peo ple would ac tu ally

hire me, with out fear that I’d fall down on stage and
froth at the mouth, like some pa thetic, slob ber ing an i -
mal?

MA JOR. Oh, no, please, I did n’t mean that, at all. I have
the ut most re gard for you. (Look ing about fur tively,
speak ing in hushed tones.) But you know who has been 
both er ing me? That Mr. Woo char ac ter. Quite in scru ta -
ble and all that. Gives me a touch of the wil lies. Seems
like he’s study ing ev ery thing, all the time. Does n’t say
a bloody word to any one, does he? A bit rude, if you
ask me.

TREMAINE (mean ing fully). Per haps he finds some of the
party guests rather…te dious.

MA JOR. I mean, why was he in vited? He’s not even
British! Well, of course, that Count ess woman is n’t, ei -
ther, but at least she’s, uh…roy alty of some kind,

10 BLOODY MURDER Act I
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from…some where. Do you re call her say ing where
she’s from?

TREMAINE. Well, no, I—
MA JOR. I just have a feel ing about this Woo fel low—

there’s some thing not quite right—and I’ve got a sense
for these things, al ways have, helped me a great deal in
the Lanc ers. There was that time near Raipur, when I
just knew, some how, that we were head ing into an am -
bush. Don’t know how I knew it, I just knew it.

TREMAINE. Un canny.
MA JOR (pull ing a pis tol from his jacket). So I pulled out

my re volver and fired a warn ing shot to—
TREMAINE (grab bing his arm). Here, good God, man, is

that thing loaded?
MAJOR. Well, yes, it is, but—
TREMAINE. Well, damn it, put it away! Some one could

get killed!
MA JOR. Oh, uh… (Stuff ing it back in his coat.) …yes, of

course, if you say so, but I as sure you, I—

(CHARLES POMEROY, a rather spoiled, dec a dent type, 
and EMMA REESE, a perky blonde, en ter through
French doors from the gar den, UL. He is dressed in the
lat est mode, and EMMA is wear ing a sim ple frock.)

CHARLES. Well, yes, Lady Somerset is my aunt, and I
blush to say I’m her fa vor ite nephew… (Hushed.)
…and stand to come into a rather enor mous in her i tance
when she passes away, but this is the first time I’ve
been in vited to one of her lit tle week end soi rees.

EMMA. You mean she’s had oth ers?

Act I BLOODY MURDER 11
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CHARLES. Oh, yes, ev ery year. And al ways with an oddly 
as sorted bunch of char ac ters, I must say. I’ve seen the
guest lists.

EMMA. Well, I can’t guess why I’m on this one. I’m
hardly on this level of so ci ety.

CHARLES. You’d best be ware. She al ways, some how,
knows some sort of dark se cret about ev ery one at these
af fairs. I have no idea how she finds it out. But she gets 
them all to gether, here, with out let ting any one know
what she’s up to, and then, sud denly, she just springs it
on them…tells them all the ghastly truths about them -
selves, just to watch them squirm. It’s her sick lit tle
game.

EMMA. Oh, dear, how aw ful! I mean, I, uh…can’t think
of any dark se crets she could know about me, of course, 
but—

CHARLES. Oh, I hope she has some thing re ally in crim i -
nat ing about me. I am the em bar rass ment of the fam ily,
I’m quite proud to say. And I’m sure she must know by 
now that I’m plot ting to mur der her for my in her i tance.
I’m get ting so tired of wait ing.

EMMA. Oh, please, don’t joke about such things.
CHARLES. What makes you think I’m jok ing? (Putt ing

his arm around her.) Of course, the last thing I’d want
to do is make you un com fort able. You are quite re mark -
ably at trac tive, you know, and I—

EMMA (pull ing away). Oh, Mr. Tremaine! I sim ply must
tell you how much I adore your work! Ever since I was
a small girl and saw you in Ro meo and Juliet. I’d never 
seen Shake speare done with such feel ing, such…such
knowl edge of the heart felt emo tions of a young woman! 
I felt as if you were speak ing di rectly to me.

12 BLOODY MURDER Act I
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TREMAINE. Well, per haps I was. You never know.
EMMA. And I es pe cially liked your Mer chant of Ven ice,

when you came to Man ches ter. You were sen sa tional!
TREMAINE. Yes, a pity the crit ics did n’t agree with you.

But at that point, I’m afraid my vaunted ca reer was al -
ready “on the rocks,” as they say. Which is, co in ci den -
tally, how I like my Scotch. Ironic, don’t you think?

MAJOR. Shenlaggan, is n’t it?
TREMAINE. Beg par don?
MAJOR. Your Scotch. I no ticed it’s “Shenlaggan.” Lovely

sin gle-malt. I’m drink ing the same my self. 
TREMAINE. The world is ever so small.
MAJOR. You know, I had a friend in the Lanc ers who

drank the same thing. We were al ways…—
TREMAINE (in ten tion ally cut ting him off). I won der what

could be keep ing the Count ess. Has any one seen her?

(Two women en ter through the arch way. LADY
SOMERSET is ac com pa nied by JANE, the maid.)

SOMERSET (an nounc ing). I’m very sorry to say that the
Count ess will not be join ing us pres ently.

TREMAINE (in ter ested). No?
SOMERSET. No. She said she felt a bit queasy. Most cu ri -

ous. It hap pened right af ter I asked her if I’d seen her
once in Cairo. Then she sud denly said she was ill.

TREMAINE. Well, uh…if you’ll ex cuse me, I be lieve I’ll
just go and check on her…make sure she’s all right.
There are things go ing around, you know.

SOMERSET. Well, if you feel you must…

Act I BLOODY MURDER 13
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(TREMAINE ex its through a door, L, which squeaks
om i nously.)

CHARLES. Auntie, please come with me and talk with
dear Emma here. I can’t find out much about her on my 
own.

SOMERSET. Well, I hope that’s be cause she has the good
taste to stay away from you.

EMMA. Thank you so much, again, Your La dy ship, for
hav ing me here.

SOMERSET. Of course. I apol o gize if my nephew has
been an noy ing you.

CHARLES. I was just tell ing her of my great love for you, 
Auntie.

SOMERSET. Non sense. You were prob a bly tell ing her
how much you’d like to see me dead.

CHARLES. Well, I’ll ad mit, the thought does have a cer -
tain…ca chet.

EMMA. Oh, for heaven’s sake!
CHARLES. Not that I don’t adore you, of course, but if

you live much lon ger, you’ll de prive me of the joy of
mis spend ing your money while I’m still some what
young.

SOMERSET. And that’s why you keep plot ting my pre ma -
ture death.

CHARLES. Well, at this point, it can hardly be con sid ered
“pre ma ture.”

EMMA. You mean that’s true? He’s ac tu ally plot ting
against you, and you know about it?

SOMERSET. Of course he is. I en cour age it. It’s the only
thing that gives him any am bi tion, at all. I don’t know
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what he’d do if…if he did n’t… (A hand to her head.)
No, no…I can’t go on…

CHARLES. Auntie…
JANE. Your La dy ship…
SOMERSET. I can not go through all this, again. I…sim -

ply…can not…
EMMA. Oh, dear.
MAJOR. Good heav ens.

(All be come si lent and stare at her, as JANE seats her
in a chair.)

JANE. Here…here, Madam. Might I get you a drink?
SOMERSET. “Might” you? Of course you might. (Look ing 

daz edly about at the as sem bled guests.) My apol o gies,
ev ery one. Please go on with…what ever you were do -
ing.

JANE (to all). I’m so sorry. She’s been un der a strain. No
need for con cern. (She ex its through the arch way.)

CHARLES. Yes, yes, ex actly. Let’s not worry our pretty
heads. Here, I’ll put on some mu sic! That’s what we
need to get this party go ing. Just the ticket. (He looks
through a stack of re cords.)

EMMA. “A strain,” she said?
CHARLES. Yes, just one of her lit tle spells.
EMMA. “Spells”? You mean she has some sort of con di -

tion?
CHARLES. No, just…“spells.”

(Mr. WOO en ters. He’s wear ing a long, tra di tional Chi -
nese robe, a tiny pair of thick glasses, a Fu-Manchu
mus tache and is smok ing a small pipe.)

Act I BLOODY MURDER 15
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MA JOR (hushed, to CHARLES and EMMA). Oh, dear
God, it’s him. That Mr. Woo char ac ter. I must say, he’s 
rather odd, don’t you think? Up to no good, if you ask
me.

CHARLES (putt ing a re cord on the pho no graph). Well, I
cer tainly hope so. Might liven up the party a bit. (He
starts the pho no graph. Up beat mu sic of the pe riod. He
grabs EMMA’s hand.) Here, now, Emma, you must
come and dance with me.

EMMA. No, I don’t be lieve so.
CHARLES. Oh, come on, I won’t bite you. Well, I mean, I 

won’t do it again. That once was an ac ci dent, re ally and 
truly. And if you won’t give me just one dance, I shall
run up stairs and throw my self out of a tower!

EMMA (giv ing in). Oh, for heaven’s sake. (She dances
with him.)

(JANE en ters, car ry ing a drink for SOMERSET.)

JANE. Your drink, Madam.
SOMERSET. Well, I hope it’s a very stiff one.
CHARLES (un der his breath). Laced with a lit tle cy a nide,

per haps.
EMMA. Stop it! You must n’t keep mak ing light of these

things! It’s quite ugly!
JANE. Would any one else like his or her drink fresh ened?
MA JOR. Yes, thank you so much. An other Shenlaggan,

please.
JANE. Of course.
MAJOR. And you may as well just leave the bot tle here,

then, Jane. For Mr. Tremaine. We both pre fer the same
poi son.

16 BLOODY MURDER Act I

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



JANE. Very well, sir. (She ex its through the arch way.)
MA JOR (idly, to whom ever is lis ten ing). I won der why

they call it that. “Poi son.” Sounds a bit om i nous,
 doesn’t it?

SOMERSET (an out burst). No, no! I can not do this all
again! I am quite se ri ous! I can not!

EMMA (stop ping danc ing). Good heav ens.
CHARLES. Oh, here we go again.
SOMERSET. And for God’s sake, stop that an noy ing mu -

sic!
CHARLES. Yes, of course, Auntie. (He turns off the pho -

no graph.)
EMMA. Are you all right, Your La dy ship?
MAJOR. Yes, uh…any thing we can do?
SOMERSET. Oh, don’t act as though you don’t know

what’s hap pen ing.
MAJOR. Beg par don?
SOMERSET (om i nously). You all know ex actly what’s go -

ing on.
CHARLES. Oh, very good, Auntie! (Mys te ri ously.) We

“all know.” Very dra matic. I think this is your best spell 
to date! I’m so proud.

(JANE re en ters, car ry ing the bot tle of Shenlaggan and
plac ing it on a ta ble.)

JANE. Your La dy ship, I thought I heard a com mo tion out
here. Are you all right?

SOMERSET. No, of course I’m not.
EMMA. She’s quite up set.
SOMERSET. But not as up set as the rest of you, am I?

That I might ac tu ally say it out loud. Well, I am go ing

Act I BLOODY MURDER 17
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to say it, and there’s noth ing you can do to stop me, be -
cause I will no lon ger play this…this mind less lit tle
game, this ri dic u lous—

MA JOR (rais ing his glass). A, uh…toast! To Lady Somer -
set!

EMMA. Oh…yes, ev ery one, a toast!
CHARLES. Of course! (Rais ing his glass.) To my aun tie!
MAJOR. Yes, uh…for a quite won der ful din ner…
CHARLES. Hear, hear!
EMMA. Yes, it was so lovely.
MAJOR. And to a de light ful week end in the coun try!

Here’s to our most gen er ous host ess, the very much es -
teemed…Lady Somerset!

CHARLES. To you, Auntie!
EMMA. To Lady Somerset!

(They all drink.)

MAJOR. Well, that hit the spot, I must say. This all re -
minds me of a lit tle af fair I at tended when I was in the
Punjab—

(Mr. WOO sud denly grabs his throat and makes loud
chok ing sounds.)

MA JOR (cont’d). What?

(WOO stag gers and falls.)

EMMA. Oh, no! Oh, Mr. Woo!
MAJOR. Oh, good heav ens! What’s go ing on?

18 BLOODY MURDER Act I

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



(They all go to WOO. JANE kneels and cra dles his
head in her arms.)

JANE. Here, give him air!
WOO (barely able to speak). The…the laugh ing… (More

chok ing, cough ing).
MAJOR. Oh, my God, he’s ac tu ally speak ing!
JANE (to WOO). What is it?
WOO. The…laugh ing…mon key…
MAJOR. Did he say, “laugh ing mon key”?
EMMA (to WOO). What about the laugh ing mon key?
WOO. …Should not be…blue. (His body goes limp.)
EMMA. Oh, dear!
MAJOR. “Should n’t be blue”? Was that it? The mon key

should n’t be blue?
EMMA (look ing at WOO). Is he…is he…
JANE. Is there a phy si cian in the house? (No one vol un -

teers.) Any one with any train ing?

(SOMERSET looks oddly at the MA JOR.)

MA JOR (un com fort  ably) .  Well,  uh…per haps Mr.
Tremaine.

JANE. He’s a doc tor?
MAJOR. Well, no, but he’s per formed as one, upon the

stage. I saw him in Cornwall.
SOMERSET. No one else? No real doc tor?
MA JOR. Oh…I sup pose I might be of some as sis tance.

Here… (He looks into WOO’s eyes and checks his
pulse.) Oh, my, how as tound ing! This man is…I’m
afraid he’s quite…dead!
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EMMA. Oh…oh, no! (Cov er ing her mouth with her
hanky.) I’m sorry…I be lieve I’m go ing to be ill. (She
runs from the room.)

MAJOR. Here, we must ring up the po lice.
SOMERSET (cooly). No.
MAJOR. I…beg your par don?
SOMERSET. We are not go ing to sum mon the po lice.
MA JOR. Why, don’t be silly, of course we are. Only thing 

to do, un der the cir cum stances. Here, I’ll take care of it. 
(He starts for the tele phone.)

SOMERSET. No, you are not go ing to call them.
MAJOR. Well, I’d cer tainly like to know what’s go ing to

stop me.
SOMERSET. This, Ma jor! (She rips the cord from its con -

nec tion.)
CHARLES. Oh!
MAJOR. Oh, good heav ens!
SOMERSET (hold ing the sep a rated cord in her hand).

This…is what’s go ing to stop you.
MAJOR. You’ve pulled it out of the wall!
SOMERSET. Yes…and it’s the only tele phone on the pre -

mises. You will not be ring ing up the po lice or any one
else.

MAJOR. Well, then, I…I’ll go and get them. Any one want 
to come with me?

SOMERSET. You’ll have quite a walk. The near est civ i li -
za tion is more than forty ki lo me ters away. And I’ve
given the chauf feur who drove all of you here the
week end off and full use of the au to mo bile. I’m sure
he’s in an other county, by now, with some one’s scul -
lery maid and a bot tle of cheap whis key. We won’t be
see ing him un til Mon day morn ing.
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MA JOR. But this is…bloody in sane! Why don’t you want
us to no tify the po lice?

SOMERSET. Be cause the lo cal con sta ble would come and
we’d go through the same in ane rit ual we al ways go
through.

CHARLES. We…“al ways go through”?
MA JOR (to SOMERSET). What do you mean? Do you feel 

you’ve done this be fore? Like deja vu, is that it?
SOMERSET (shout ing). Oh, for God’s sake, will you all

please stop act ing as though I’ve gone in sane and you
have no idea of what I’m say ing? (They all be come
quiet and stare at her.) We are char ac ters in a story.
We all know we are. We’re in yet an other mind less
piece of taw dry de tec tive fic tion by this atro cious writer 
I’m sure you all de spise as much as I do. He uses hack -
neyed storylines, cheap melo drama and any phrase ol ogy 
he can steal from any one who’s ever used the Eng lish
lan guage. Any child of six could do better with a
crayon. And he puts us into ev ery thing he writes. He
just changes our names and uses us all, over and over
again. And I am quite tired of it. His work is un in -
spired, it is in sult ing to hu man in tel li gence, and it is…
low brow…quite ob vi ously writ ten for the very bas est
el e ments of our so ci ety, the type who hang about at…
(Shud der ing.) …the thea tre, and the mu sic halls. Well, I 
am a woman of breed ing and sen si bil ity, and I will be a 
part of this no lon ger!

(An awk ward si lence, as they all ex change glances and
clear their throats.)
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