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Synopsis:
It is December 1936, and Broadway star William Gillette, admired the world over for his
leading role in the play Sherlock Holmes, has invited his fellow cast members to his
Connecticut castle for a weekend of revelry. But when one of the guests is stabbed to
death, the festivities in this isolated house of tricks and mirrors quickly turn dangerous. It is
then up to Gillette himself, as he assumes the persona of his beloved Holmes, to track
down the killer before the next victim appears. The danger and hilarity are non-stop in this
glittering whodunit set during the Christmas holidays.

CHARACTER DESCRIPTIONS FOR THE GAME'S AFOOT...
All ages are a guideline only; I will look at what CAN be, this will include making
sure couples do match logically; not necessarily an age definition but overall chemistry. I
may “age” any actor for a specific role they may fit; so please do NOT read for a part
based on ages. DO read based on desire and ability to make the role happen. All these
characters require comic timing and are involved in stage combat at some level as well
as romantic moments. Thank you & Break A Leg!
(3) MALE ROLES
William Gillette / Sherlock (must be able to play late 30s – 50s): Male. A dynamic and
charming stage actor (based on a real person). Has made a fortune from his stage
adaptation of Sherlock Holmes, whom he also plays. Recently shot in the arm in a bizarre
incident, Gillette is determined to bring his Sherlockian skills to bear on solving the case.
Must have great comic chops and stage combat skills required. A dashing leading man
and ardent lover of all that the glorious game of life has to offer. Passionate about his
interests, which include the theatrical arts, mystery, and of course Sherlock Holmes.
Transatlantic accent preferred.
Felix Geisel / Moriarty (must be able to play 30s-45): The company’s character actor,
Felix is over, a true theatrical who has given his life to the stage. Felix is Gillette’s best friend
and occasional sidekick. Married to Madge. A devoted character actor who relishes his

craft but is not immune to the occasional bout of jealousy. Transatlantic accent preferred.
Actor will be required to move a “dead” woman by himself.
Simon Bright/Zerlinksy (20s-30s): The “mangenue” of the company, Simon is a sweet
and enthusiastic young man, eager to please and find success. A bit of a naïf, Simon can
occasionally be overly sensitive. Recently married to Aggie, they make a charming and
wonderful couple. Ability to play an instrument is a plus as ukulele is noted in script, but
NOT required. A witty jokester who finds humour in nearly everything. Transatlantic accent
preferred. Stage combat
required.
(5) FEMALE ROLES
Inspector Harriet Goring (40+): English and eccentric, completely one of a kind. By turns,
witty and incisive, suddenly lost and dim, she is disarming in her inability to be defined.
Always off the mark, and yet never far from the truth, somehow, she always gets her man.
Wonderful opportunity for a character actress; must have great comic chops and stage
combat skills required. A police inspector who once dreamed of being an actress, and
who is still an avid theatre fan. Described by Ludwig as, “British, eccentric, and one of a
kind. One minute, she seems wry and clever; the next minute she’s off into a world of her
own. She gets things wrong without even knowing it; yet she also seems just the sort of
person who can find out when you’re lying. That makes her formidable.” British accent.
Martha Gillette (60+): Gillette’s dotty mother, elegant though a bit foggy, Martha never
shies away from a fight. Always willing to lob a criticism when necessary, all the same,
Martha is loyal to Gillette and his gang of theatrical misfits. Nouveau riche, which is to say,
she lives a lavish and glamorous lifestyle; but lacks the class normally associated
therewith. Described by Ludwig as, “somewhat vague and dithering.” New York or New
England accent preferred.
Madge Geisel / Marian (30s-40s): Wry and outspoken (think Rosalind Russell), Madge, like
her husband Felix, is a lifelong theatrical. She is game for anything, but back her into a
corner and she will come out swinging. A witty and energetic character actress. She has
an edge to her, and a sharp tongue, but her affection is genuine. Described by Ludwig as,

“flamboyant and wry in a Rosalind Russell smart-mouthed-gal-about-town sort of way.”
Transatlantic accent preferred.
Aggie Wheeler / Alice (20s-30s): Bright-eyed and bushy-tailed, Aggie is the ingénue of
the company. Good-natured and kind, Aggie has had tragedy in her past, though she
seems to have dealt with it well, and even moved on. Recently married to Simon, they
make a charming and wonderful couple. A genuine and sensitive young actress who is
often swept away by the goings on around her. Described by Ludwig as, “a real product of
her age...beautiful, bright- eyed, and full of spunk.” This character has a dark side.
Transatlantic accent preferred. Stage combat required – she is “choked” by a male.
Daria Chase (30s-50s): Glamorous and gorgeous, Daria is the theatre critic we all love to
hate. Biting, bitchy, and utterly charming, you can’t help but like Daria, despite the terrible
things she says and writes. A wonderful sense of humour goes a long way towards
endearing Daria to the audience. Very self-confident and aware of her own power and
charm. Described by Ludwig as, “one of those people you can’t take your eyes off; and
despite all her showbiz cattiness, you can’t help liking her – or at least admiring. She has a
sense of humour and has invented herself from the ground up, which is no mean feat.”
With a quirky side, she believes in the afterlife as she performs a séance in the show. With
her air of entitlement - Transatlantic, New York, or even high-class Southern accents may
be appropriate. She is dragged around stage a lot by others. Daria must scream several
times.

* Transatlantic accent is an accent of English, fashionably used by the early 20th-century
American upper class and entertainment industry, which blended together features
regarded as the most prestigious from both American and British English (specifically
Received Pronunciation).

The Game's Afoot Audition Pieces

Following are the roles in the script of The Game's Afoot. It is important to note
that, as in any farce, every character plays a crucial role in the telling of this story.
While the story is built around the historical character of William Gillette, this
show is truly an ensemble event. While actors for these roles do not have to be the
age indicated, they will be playing characters in this age range:

William Gillette (early 50s): Eccentric yet lovable, actor extraordinaire.
Martha Gillette (mid-70s): Always a mother, Martha lives with William in his
Connecticut castle.
Felix Geisel: (mid 40s): Member of William's theatre ensemble, friend since
childhood.
Madge Geisel: (mid 40s): Wife of Felix and also a member of the ensemble.
Simon Bright: (mid 20s): Sometimes naive but always earnest member of the
ensemble.
Aggie Wheeler: (mid 20s): A sweet, lovable and adoring member of the cast.
Inspector Goring: (40-50): Local police officer, she is sometimes addled but known
for closing cases.
Daria Chase: (early 50s): The most unexpected guest, Daria is a local critic who
never stops.

GILLETTE and AGGIE
Note: The other guests have just left the room, leaving Gillette and Aggie alone for a brief moment

GILLETTE. You didn't tell me.
AGGIE. I couldn't. I didn't have the courage.
GILLETTE. Courage?
AGGIE. I didn't want you to think less of me.
GILLETTE. But Simon is a fine fellow.
AGGIE. He's more than that!
GILLETTE. What I mean is AGGIE. I know what you mean. He's ordinary. He's "nice." He's easy to please. Well, he is those things. And he's

in love with me.
GILLETTE. Are you in love with him?
AGGIE. (hurt) Of course I am. I wouldn't have married him otherwise. (Increasingly upset) And he's very,

very kind. When I needed him, he was there in an instant.
GILLETTE. Of course he was.
AGGIE. But I was in love with you. You just...you didn't ask me. I gave you every chance. I offered you

everything!
GILLETTE. I know you did. And I was too foolish to take you up on it. I had some misguided notion that I was

being loyal to mywife's memory.
AGGIE. It's been ten years since your wife died.
GILLETTE. Yes, I know.
AGGIE. (In his arms) Oh, William...
GILLETTE. Aggie, listen. You're going to be fine. The best man won. I'm sure of it. And for heaven's sake,

just look at me. I'mold enough to be your slightly older brother.
(She laughs nervously.)

AGGIE. Thanks. Thanks a million ....It's just that 1...1 mean, I thought that you ...felt something...
(Almost breaking down)

You treat everything as a joke! Even that horrible attempt on your life!
GILLETTE. Not as a joke, my dear, but as a game, which is a different thing entirely. Look, we have chosen

this mad life of ours, and we'd be insane not to accept it for what it is. Do I go to an office? No. Do I wear a
tie to work? No. We're actors. We wear silly costumes. We put on noses made of putty, for God's sake. We
don't want to be grownups. We're all Peter Pans and a good thing it is too. I don't want to leave all the fun
behind because I've reached some magical age of regret. That's what they want us to do, you know,
all those grey faceless accountants, and I won 't do it. I won't. I don't treat life as a joke - I treat it as the

most glorious game ever invented. Love and heartbreak? Game. Life and death? The greatest game, the
biggest adventure. Shakespeare got it right on the nose. Henry the Fifth charging into battle against
overwhelming odds and what does he cry? "It's all a game and if I die, I die!"
So let them praise me, hate me or shoot at me - but at the end of the battle, I will have lived, even for a
moment. And if you think you need Simon in order to live like that, then take him, by all means! Cling to
him! Don't hesitate for a second! ...I will, however miss you unutterably.
(Beat. AGGIE is speechless. Her heart starts racing and she realizes how much she loves him. She
leans in to kiss him - when sounds from the terrace interrupt the moment.)

Felix, Inspector and Gillette

(During the following, FELIX does his best to shield a dead body which is behind the sofa. He also tries
to draw GILLETTE's attention to the body, but GILLETTE just doesn't get it.)

FELIX. Hello.
INSPECTOR. There is no means of escape, Professor Moriarty!

(She chuckles)
I recognize you from Mr. Gillette's most interesting play.
FELIX. Oh. I see. Did you enjoy it?
INSPECTOR. I found it unlikely, illogical, far-fetched and I enjoyed it immensely. Especially when you

plunged toyour death.
FELIX- Thank you.
INSPECTOR. I've always liked Sherlock Holmes, of course. You can't be in my business and not appreciate him.

He's sucha misfit. I like misfits. I don't know why.
{GILLETTE and FELIX glance at each other. The INSPECTOR strolls around the room observing things.)

FELIX. I don't suppose there's much crime out here in Connecticut, eh?
INSPECTOR. Oh, you'd be surprised. I have loads of cases, I just can't solve any of them. Ha! I seem to

miss theclues for some reason. And yet I do catch all the criminals in the end. I don't know how exactly ...

"The evil that men do lives after them! The good is oft interr'd with their bones!" I thought I'd be an
actress when I was a youngster, you see. I just never had the confidence, alas. But then I got a nose for
blood, and that's all I needed. "Blood will have blood!" "Is this a dagger which I see before me?!!" No it isn't,
actually, it's missing.
GILLETTE. I'm sorry?
INSPECTOR. The dagger from your wall. This spot here. I can see the discoloration from where the dagger used

to be.
FELIX. You know, it's unusual meeting a woman detective. I didn't know they existed. Are you one of many?
INSPECTOR. Not yet, I'm afraid, but I believe you might call me the wave of the future. I think of myself as a

pioneer,heading West, fertilizing the land as I go.
FELIX. I don't want to think too hard about that...
GILLETTE. So what can we do for you, Inspector?
INSPECTOR. Well, a few minutes ago, someone called the police station and reported a murder. According

to theoperator, the call came from this house.
FELIX. This house?

GILLETTE. That's ridiculous.
INSPECTOR. Then it wasn't either of you of who called?

FELIX. No.
GILLETTE. Not at all.
INSPECTOR. I see. And how is your arm feeling?
GILLETTE. I beg your pardon?
INSPECTOR. The arm where you were shot two weeks ago on the stage of your theatre in New York City. It

was in all thepapers. You see, I believe that if these two events- the shooting and the call - are unrelated,
then we've got ourselves quite a coincidence. And coincidence makes me very suspicious.

(Suddenly turning to FELIX who has been trying to get GILLETTE to notice the dead body on the floor.)
Do you have a twitch?
FELIX'. Twitch? No. Yes. Why?
GILLETTE. Inspector, the fact is, nothing unpleasant has happened here tonight . Unless you count my rather

poor singingvoice during the Christmas carols. Ha ha!
FELIX. Ha ha!
GILLETTE. Ha ha ha!
FELIX. Ha ha ha!
(GILLETTE now sees the body behind the sofa. If GILLETTE is still sitting opposite, perhaps FELIX lifts the leg of

the cadaver behind the INSPECTOR's back.)
GILLETTE. HahahahahaYAHHHHHAHAH AHAHA!
INSPECTOR. Is something the matter?
GILLETTE. No, no. I just remembered a good joke.
INSPECTOR. Can you tell us?
GILLETTE. Well ...there were these, uh, two Irishmen, and one says to the other, "Begorah, what's that dead

body doin'on me livin' room floor." And the other one says FELIX. "Begorah, because the door to the bar wouldn't close!"
BOTH. {desperately) Hahahahahahaha!

(The INSPECTOR looks bewildered)
INSPECTOR. Mr. Gillette, if you don't mind I'd like to take a look around for a moment. I'd like to jiggle your

handles, asit were.

GILLETTE. Oh, absolutely. Feel free. Why don't you start in the kitchen? It's right through here, last door on the

right. INSPECTOR. Thanks so much, I'll just be a few minutes. (The INSPECTOR exits. GILLETTE, smiling, watches
her go.) FELIX. (Smiling broadly through his teeth) Is she gone yet?
GILLETTE. Not quite ...Yes, she's gone! Now why didn't you hide the body?!
FELIX. That pull-thing of yours didn't work properly and I had to drag her out and then it closed all by

itself!
GILLETTE. You didn't pull it properly.
FELIX. Of course I pulled it properly!

(The INSPECTOR re-enters unexpectedly - and the two men jump at the sound of her voice - and shield the
back of the sofa.)
INSPECTOR. Excuse me GILLETTE & FELIX. Ahh!
INSPECTOR. I forgot to ask, but is there anyone else staying here at the moment?
GILLETTE. Yes, indeed, we have Felix's wife, Madge. And Aggie and Simon, all from the play you saw, and of

course mymother, who's very, very old and asleep upstairs, so if you could avoid disturbing her...
INSPECTOR. Of course, but I'd like to speak with the others if you don't mind.
GILLETTE. We'll call them down.
INSPECTOR. Thank you. I'll be in the kitchen.

MARTHA and GILLETTE
Note: In the living room of Gillette's home, Daria is lying dead on the floor

GILLETTE: (on phone) Hello, operator? Get me the police... P-0-L- .. yes, that's right, thank you ...Hello? Is
this the police? I have to report a murder.
(At this moment, MARTHA enters from the hall.)
MARTHA. Willie, dear GILLETTE. Mother, stay out of this room!
MARTHA. Oh, don't be ridiculous.
GILLETTE. Mother, please, there's something I don't want you to see.
(Into the phone) Would you hold on a moment?
MARTHA. Who are you speaking with?
GILLETTE. The police actually. Now Mother listen. Brace yourself. This is going to be very upsetting, but Daria is
dead.
MARTHA. Yes I know, dear. I killed her.
GILLETTE. What did you say?
MARTHA. I said I killed Daria.
GILLETTE. But she was
murdered.
(He gestures up and down with his arm a few times, imitating the plunging of the knife.)
MARTHA. That was me, I'm afraid.
(MARTHA starts to cry. She's extremely upset.) Oh, Willie!!
GILLETTE. (Into the phone) I'll have to get back to you. (He hangs up the phone.) Mother, what
happened?! MARTHA. (Weeping) Oh I was just so angry at Daria for speaking to you the way she
did that I lost my temper! GILLETTE. But mother, she was only threatening me.
MARTHA. Well, she'd have done it, too. She was ruthless. She was evil! She was a theatre critic, for God's
sake! (She weeps.) Isuppose I'll go to jail now, won't I?
GILLETTE. No. No, you won't. I won't let that happen, I promise you.
MARTHA. But how is that possible?
GILLETTE. I don't know yet, but you'll have to do everything I say.
MARTHA. I suppose I can try...

GILLETTE. Good. Now I want you to go upstairs and take one of your pills, it'll make you sleepy. No, take two.
MARTHA. When I take two I can't even see straight.
GILLETTE. Good, and then go to bed. We'll discuss it in the morning.
MARTHA. Oh, Willie, I'm so sorry for doing such a terrible thing, but I couldn't let her hurt you, I just couldn't.
GILLETTE. I understand. Now up you go. Straight to bed. You promised.
MARTHA. (Drying her tears) Oh, all right. Nighty-night.
GILLETTE. Sleep tight.
MARTHA. Don't let the bed bugs bite. (She hugs her son.) Oh, Willie, I love you so much.
GILLETTE. And I love you.
MARTHA. Incidentally, that taxi Daria ordered before she died? I cancelled it. I took the view that she
wouldn't need it once she was dead. Good-night, dear.

FELIX and DARIA
DARIA. Do you know, I've been thinking about what happened to Aggie? Pretty young actress, no money,
meets eligible young man who's very rich. He falls deeply in love with her, marries her and promptly dies
on the honeymoon and I think to myself: she must be the luckiest girl in the entire world.
FELIX. Daria, she lost her husband, for heaven's sake.
DARIA. Oh, please. Husbands are a dime a dozen. They come and go like ducks around a country pond.
They waddle around looking self-important, they quack as though someone is actually listening to
them, and then, mercifully, they die off and disappear.
FELIX. That is very endearing of you, Daria. Why not just take an axe and chop her feet off.
DARIA. Oh, grow up. The little gold-digger hit the jack- pot. What more does she want, a trophy? And she
got Simon in the bargain. Now let's stop talking about them. Let's talk about me instead. What is it you like
most about me?
FELIX. Your shyness.
DARIA. I like you because you're handsome. And stoic. Doesn't all of Gillette's success make you want to
scream? Aren't you seething inside with jealousy?
FELIX. No, he's my best friend.
DARIA. Really? You didn't try to shoot him, then.
FELIX. How could I? I was on stage when he was shot.
DARIA. So was everybody who's here this weekend. Except dear, innocent Martha.
FELIX. And you.
DARIA. Why would I want to shoot him? I haven't slept with him yet. Now stop being stoic and kiss me.
FELIX. I'm a married man.
DARIA. (cuddling up to him) You mean your lips don't work at all anymore?
FELIX. Daria ...
DARIA. Ten minutes, upstairs, they'd never miss us.
FELIX. Daria!
DARIA. We never get to spend time together!
FELIX. We could be spending a great deal of time together, in there eating dinner.
DARIA. You're angry about the review, aren't you?
FELIX. You did call me a side of beef.
DARIA. But in a nice way! Oh, Felix, I was just trying to get a laugh. I should tell the truth when I write,
shouldn't I? Truth andbeauty, as the poet Shelley said: it is all we know on earth and all we need to know.

FELIX. Keats.
DARIA. Hmm?
FELIX. It was the poet Keats.
DARIA. You know, Felix, you're even more attractive when you stand up to me.

Simon, Aggie, Madge, Felix
SIMON. Are you holding up all right?
AGGIE. I think so.
SIMON. He'll be fine with it, just trust me.
house will be the first line of defence.
SIMON. Are you holding up all right?
AGGIE. I think so.
SIMON. He'll be fine with it, just trust me.
AGGIE. Right.
SIMON. Good egg.
AGGIE. ...You're sure?
SIMON. Absolutely. I want to see their faces when we give them the news. They'll say, "What?!
What?!"
(He makes a face and they laugh happily. At which point, MADGE and FELIX enter)
FELIX. Greetings and salutations!
MADGE. "What country, friend is this?"
FELIX. "It is Illyria, lady."
MADGE. "My brother, he is in Elysium. Perchance he is not drowned! What think you, Sailor?"
FELIX. "It is perchance that you yourself were saved." Ha!
(They all embrace and laugh.)
Merry Christmas! Here's to the revels. They shall be non-stop and very drunken. Do you realize that
we've been on vacation for a mere two weeks and already I've missed you terribly?
SIMON. Thank you, Felix.
FELIX. Not you, you idiot. Aggie. I've been in love with her since I was uh oh, there's my wife.
MADGE. Keep talking, darling. It will sound so wonderful when it's repeated in court.
AGGIE. How was your time off?
MADGE. Luxurious. We went to a spa. Felix hated it.
FELIX. There was nothing to eat. Or drink! And we had to do some bizarre Buddhist exercise.
MADGE. It's called Yoga.
FELIX. I thought that was the white pudding stuff.
MADGE. That was yoghurt.

FELIX. It was like spoiled milk with the texture of bone marrow. It'll never catch on.
AGGIE. I can't get over this place, can you?
MADGE. He said it was something, but I had no idea.
AGGIE. Why would he build a castle on the Connecticut River?
FELIX. Why does Gillette do anything? The man is insane.
SIMON. I thought he was your best friend.
FELIX. And I repeat, the man is insane.
MADGE. He builds an awfully nice house, though. It would be excellent for a murder.
SIMON. Why a murder?
MADGE. It's isolated, there are loads of rooms for hiding the body, and it's on a river so you can
drown people. What more do you want, an axe?
FELIX. (nodding to the wall) He has one.
SIMON. Two.
AGGIE. Three.
FELIX. As well as two broadswords, a garrotte and a brace of pistols. If Connecticut is ever attacked
by Rhode Island, this house will be the first line of defence.

