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OUT OF THE FRYING PAN INTO THE OVEN 

OUT OF THE FRYING PAN INTO THE OVEN 

By Timothy Pechey 
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 

(13 MEN, 13 WOMEN, IN ORDER OF APPEARANCE) 

 

BAILIFF .........................................The target of the CLERK’S amorous 

intentions.  His uniform gives him an 

“official” appearance. (68 lines) 

 

CLERK ...........................................Classic scatterbrain does everything but 

keep an accurate record of the court’s 

proceedings.  Her one intention is to win 

the heart of the BAILIFF and she will stop 

at nothing to get his attention.  She is 

young, but very old-fashioned.  She wears 

a tight skirt, blouse, and a cardigan flung 

over her shoulders with a chain closure.  

She wears bright red lipstick and crimson 

rouge.  Her bouffant hairdo and cat’s 

eyeglasses date her. (17 lines) 

 

GUARD ..........................................  Dressed in military garb.  He carries an 

oversized gun in a hip holster, takes pride 

in his job, and, at times, tends to get 

carried away with it.  He delights in 

displaying muscle when called upon to 

escort witnesses to and from their places in 

the courtroom. (2 lines)  

 

PROSECUTOR...............................Arrogant young man who’s perfectly cut, 

tailor-made suit, complete with carnation 

and bow tie, makes him appear as if he has 

never lost a case.  In truth, he’s never won. 

(140 lines)  
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DEFENSE COUNSEL....................She is the budding “Perry Mason” of the 

courtroom and fancies herself a defender 

of women’s rights.  She is casual, though 

not too relaxed.  She is cool, but not 

calculating. (153 lines) 

 

QUINELLA Q. QUESTIONABLE.Honorable?  This member of the judicial 

system couldn’t keep order on a tennis 

court.  She is more interested in her own 

“affairs” than in seeing that justice is 

served and wields her gavel with reckless 

abandon. (85 lines) 

 

GRETEL GOODIETWOSHOES....This innocent-looking teenager is dressed 

in a very dainty, feminine outfit.  Her frilly 

skirt, complete with several crinolines, her 

lacy blouse, her patent leather shoes and 

short white gloves suggest that she is 

sweet and wonderful, though her 

appearance could be deceiving. (22 lines) 

 

HERLOCK SHOLMES ..................An English detective whose hounds tooth 

jacket, pipe, hat, and magnifying glass 

suggest that he is a private detective of 

some repute.  But his bungling manner 

makes him seem more like Inspector 

Clouseau than Sherlock Holmes. (14 lines) 

 

ASHLEY N. SOOT.........................Dressed in soot-covered overalls and a 

stovepipe hat, she carries a broom and 

dustpan to establish the appearance of a 

chimney sweeper par excellence. (13 lines) 
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DR. X. RAY.................................... The model of efficiency, he wears a white 

lab coat with a stethoscope dangling 

around his neck.  He carries a clipboard 

for quick and easy reference to cases.  

Rather egotistical. (15 lines) 

 

MATILDA McGILLICUDDY........Winifred’s granddaughter is a young 

teenager whose red cape (with a hood, of 

course), red skirt, and basket covered with 

red checkered cloth make her look more 

like another sweet and innocent child of 

folklore fame. (14 lines)  

 

JOHNNY P. CARRIER ..................This young entrepreneur carries papers for 

The Daily Chronicle.  He is a typical 

teenager dressed in black leather and 

carries a walkman. (15 lines) 

 

RANGER YOGI B. SMITH ...........This sensitive (elderly) park ranger had a 

deep (and we suspect blazing) love for 

Winifred Witch.  He khaki pants and 

jacket, along with his large brimmed hat, 

make him look like Smokey The Bear. (17 

lines) 

 

ROBIN SPARROW........................A not-so-youthful bird-brained 

birdwatcher whose eyesight leaves much 

to be desired.  A little bit Southern. (16 

lines) 

 

HORTENSE HINKELMAN-GOODIETWOSHOES Her pith helmet, riding 

boots, and whip establish her as a middle-

aged woman of the world.  She is currently 

working on her eighth marriage.  She has 

the compassion of a rattlesnake. (16 lines) 
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HANSEL HINKELMAN................His short pants and suspenders state 

clearly that this twelve-year old boy is a 

wimp.  As a clone of his mother, 

HORTENSE, he does nothing without his 

mother’s approval and it is obvious that 

she has twisted his mind - and his heart - 

to her own devious ends. (16 lines) 

 

MILDRED McTWEE .....................A middle-aged guidance counselor who 

has perfected the art of speaking in 

“jargonese.” Her rat’s nest hairdo and 

bogus degree make it difficult for us to 

take her too seriously. (8 lines)  

 

GLORIA GOODIETWOSHOES....GRETEL’S younger sister has a “Shirley 

Temple” look about her which makes her 

appear as sweet and innocent as her older 

sister.  But she has a history of being the 

“black sheep” of the family. (12 lines) 

 

MARVIN GOODIETWOSHOES...His ill-fitting suit, large overlapping belt 

on his too-large pants, his scuffed shoes 

and twisted fedora quickly establish him 

as anything but a model of fashion.  He is 

henpecked and extremely bashful. (13 

lines) 

 

JACK LUMBER.............................His lumber jacket, heavy turtleneck 

sweater, coveralls, and workboots 

complement the rugged gruffness of this 

lumberjack.  Beneath his tough exterior, 

though, are the manners of a gentleman. 

(13 lines) 

 

BILL GINGER................................JILL’S twin. (24 lines) 
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JILL GINGER.................................These young twins are short and well-fed. 

 Their beanie hats with propellers, huge 

polka dot bow ties, short pants with 

suspenders and knee-socks suggest that 

they should be at home watching cartoons 

instead of testifying in a court (23 lines) 

 

GERTRUDE GOODIETWOSHOES  An active senior citizen who pursues 

karate as a fitness hobby, she has a deep 

and abiding love for her granddaughter, 

GRETEL, and an equally passionate 

dislike for Gretel’s stepmother, 

HORTENSE. (13 lines) 

 

MIRANDA MEMOREX ................Her white flowing gown makes her look 

almost surreal.  She is, however, a very 

realistic, professional woman, seasoned by 

the experience of middle age. (10 lines) 

 

ROBERT LLOYDSON ..................A typical North American television 

reporter, intent on getting the news when it 

happens and wherever it happens. (4 lines) 

 

GNASHTON KNOWLES ..............A stuffy British television news reporter 

who is more seasoned, but no less hungry 

than his counterpart. (2 lines) 

 

PLEASE NOTE:  
For convenience, the role of the PROSECUTOR could be played by two people 

and so could the role of the DEFENSE COUNSEL. The roles of ROBERT 

LLOYDSON and GNASHTON KNOWLES could be combined.  Though not 

recommended, some witnesses appearing in ACT ONE may reappear as 

witnesses in ACT TWO if actors are limited. 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 

 

During the initial production of this script and its subsequent reprise several 

years later, we discovered that there were three keys to a successful production. 

The first was the actual involvement of the audience.  Twelve audience 

members were selected, by lot, to be members of the jury.  Audience members 

over the age of sixteen were asked to sign their ticket stubs and deposit them in 

a drawbox provided at the door.  In the opening five minutes of the play, the 

BAILIFF selects names from the drawbox and, as the jurors were called to their 

seats and sworn in, they were drawn into the action along with the rest of the 

audience.  Frequently throughout the performance, the PROSECUTOR and the 

DEFENSE COUNSEL naturally addressed their remarks to the jury.  In the end, 

the jury was responsible for reaching a verdict; not a preconceived scripted 

verdict, but an actual verdict.  Cast members rehearse two endings and prepare 

themselves for either a guilty or not guilty result. 

 

 The second key to success was the seating of the cast.  To conceal the witnesses 

from the audience until their entrances, these characters were seated in the back 

row of the theater only minutes prior to the opening curtain.  As each witness 

was called, s/he would make his/her way down the center aisle of the theater 

and up the steps to the courtroom.  When the witness had completed his/her 

testimony on the witness stand, s/he took a seat on the “onstage courtroom” 

audience area, STAGE RIGHT.  This kept the witnesses involved for the 

remainder of the play and allowed for ad-lib reactions to the testimony of the 

courtroom proceedings.  If you don’t have an “onstage courtroom” audience 

area, witnesses could return to their seats at the rear of the theater and continue 

ad-libbing from that position. 

 

 The third key to success was the performance of the CLERK.  Much of the 

comedy will come from the CLERK’S improvisation.  Though she has only a 

few lines, the CLERK is on stage at all times.  Her romantic advances toward 

the BAILIFF, her attempts to communicate with the witnesses, and her rather 

unconventional use of the many exhibits produced some hilarious comedy.  

Even the task of typing the court proceedings gave rise to much humor, 

especially when the CLERK entangled herself in the typewriter ribbon and 

accidentally threw the typewriter carriage across the room. 
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OUT OF THE FRYING PAN INTO THE OVEN 

ACT ONE 
 

Setting: 
The setting is a modern courtroom with a raised judge’s bench upstage 
center.  It is decorated with a crest which features a kangaroo and the 
words “IN QQQ WE TRUST.  Behind and above the bench, wildly askew, 
hangs the national flag.  Attached to the bench, lower and to the left, we 
see the witness stand.  To the right of the judge’s bench, we see the 
chairs occupied by the BAILIFF and the GUARD.  Stage right is the 
courtroom audience seating area, vacant at this time, separated from the 
rest of the courtroom by a gated railing.  In front of this railing sit the 
tables and chairs for the PROSECUTION, the DEFENSE, and the 
DEFENDANT.  The jury box is stage left, also vacant.  Downstage center 
is a set of steps that leads up to the courtroom on stage. 

 

At Rise:  
The CLERK is seated at a table slightly right of center stage.  Not far 
away, the BAILIFF stands rigidly at attention (center stage) while the 
CLERK makes repeated romantic advances trying desperately to attract 
his attention.  
 

BAILIFF:  All rise! (Waits for the CLERK and the AUDIENCE to stand.) 
Court is now in session.  The People versus Gretel Goodietwoshoes. 
 The Honorable Quinella Q. Questionable presiding. 

 

Optional:  Music from The Stripper plays loudly. 
 

QUINELLA:  (Struts onstage, primping and admiring herself in a hand 
mirror.)  Oh, I just love all this attention.  (To BAILIFF.)  Do they really 
have to be seated? 

BAILIFF:  (Annoyed.) Of course. 

QUINELLA:  (Disappointed.) Oh, all right. Be seated.  
 
EVERYONE in the courtroom is seated. 
 

QUINELLA:  (SHE makes her way up to her “perch” behind the bench.  
SHE whispers to the BAILIFF.) What’s next? 
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BAILIFF:  (Arrogantly.)  Well, maybe we should get on with the jury 
selection.  

QUINELLA:  Oh, of course.  How could I forget. (Shouting.) On with the 
jury selection! 

 
The BAILIFF calls out the names of jury members individually.  These 
should be members of the audience who have placed their names in a 
draw box provided at the door.  As the jurors are called, the GUARD 
appears from the rear of the theatre to guide them, rather aggressively, 
to their seats in the jury docket. 
 

PROSECUTOR:  (Striding down the center aisle of the theatre, briefcase 
in hand, shouting and pointing at specific members of the jury.)  
Aren’t you Gretel’s third cousin, four times removed? 

 

DEFENSE:  (Falls in behind the PROSECUTOR, proceeding down the 
center aisle of the theatre in a similar fashion.)  I believe I’ve seen 
you in the company of Gretel’s stepmother.  Speak up, now, isn’t that 
the truth? 

QUINELLA:  (Standing behind the bench and waving.) Martha, is that 
you?  We really must do lunch. 

 
The PROSECUTOR, DEFENSE, and QUINELLA continue ad-libbing 
with the audience and jury members.  GRETEL enters unobtrusively 
downstage right and sits at the defense table. 
 

BAILIFF:  (Visibly impatient.)  Are you quite finished? 

PROSECUTOR/DEFENSE/QUINELLA:  (Look at each other and nod.) 
Yes, quite.   

BAILIFF:  (Stands before the jury, officially at attention.)  Do you all 
swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth?  
Answer “we do” if you know what’s good for you. 

CLERK:  (Gazes romantically at the BAILIFF, speaks dreamily.)  I do, I 
do. 

JURY:  We do! 

BAILIFF:  (Takes seat beside QUINELLA.) 
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QUINELLA:  (Stands behind bench, reading from an official-looking 
book.)  We are gathered here today, my friends, to join . . . no, no, 
that’s not right.  (Getting flustered.)  Let me see, who pushed Jack 
and Jill down the hill? 

BAILIFF:  (Disgusted.)  Oh, for Pete’s sake. 

QUINELLA:  Pete?  Oh yeah - Pete!  Pete who? 

BAILIFF:  Listen!  Who’s in charge here?  This is the case of - (Whispers 
in QUINELLA’S ear.) 

QUINELLA:  Oh, thank you.  (Announcing the case to the courtroom and 
the audience.)  The People versus Gretel Goodietwoshoes.  Let the 
show begin!  (Sits behind the bench.) 

 
The CLERK starts typing furiously and continues to do so sporadically 
throughout the proceedings. 
 

PROSECUTOR:  (Strides officiously toward jurors.)  Thank you, Your 
Honor.  Ladies and gentlemen of the jury, it is a pleasure to come 
before you today, knowing that justice will finally prevail after years of 
lies and deceit.  The People will present evidence which will leave 
you no option but to find the defendant guilty of murder:  
premeditated, cold-blooded murder.  The witnesses we intend to call 
and the evidence we intend to place before you will provide 
undeniable proof that the defendant’s actions were consistent with 
her violent character.  Ladies and gentlemen of the jury, the People 
have the greatest confidence in you and knows that you will not only 
find Gretel Goodietwoshoes GUILTY as charged, but will recommend 
the most severe penalty possible for this dastardly, despicable crime 
which she has committed. Thank you. (Sits.) 

QUINELLA:  (Stands and applauds.)  Bravo, Counselor, bravo! 

BAILIFF:  (Looks at the ceiling.) Oh, brother. 

QUINELLA:  (Defensively.) Well, it was a masterful performance. (Sits 
down, speaks less enthusiastically.)  Shall we hear from the 
Defense? 
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DEFENSE:  (Stands beside GRETEL.)  Thank you, Your Honor. Ladies 
and gentlemen of the jury, I want you to pause for a moment and look 
at this charming girl.  (Touches GRETEL’s face.)  Look into her blue 
eyes, look at her sweet face, her gentle hands.  Now tell me, if you 
can, how you could possibly find one such as this guilty of murder.  
The very thought of it is inconceivable.  (Strides toward jury box.) The 
Defense intends to introduce evidence and testimony that will leave 
no doubt whatsoever in your minds that Gretel Goodietwoshoes could 
NOT have murdered the victim. (Moves back toward GRETEL.) This, 
ladies and gentlemen, is a young girl, innocent in the ways of the 
world.  I know, in my deepest heart, that you are reasonable, rational 
people and I have every confidence that you will find the defendant, 
this innocent child, NOT GUILTY.  (Sits.) 

 
The CLERK stands and applauds, wiping tears from her eyes.  The 
BAILIFF motions impatiently for the CLERK to sit down. 
 

QUINELLA:  (Caught napping.)  Oh, is it over?  So soon?  Well now, 
let’s keep things moving.  I have a heavy date tonight and you 
wouldn’t want me to miss that, would you? 

BAILIFF:  (Sarcastically.)  Of course not. 

QUINELLA:  (To PROSECUTOR.)  Counselor, are you prepared to call 
your first witness? 

PROSECUTOR:  (Standing.)  The People are ready, Your Honor. 

QUINELLA:  (Slyly rubs hands together.)  Good . . .  

PROSECUTOR:  The People call Detective Herlock Sholmes to the 
stand. 

BAILIFF:  (Standing.)  Herlock Sholmes to the stand. 
 
SHOLMES is dressed the part of a middle-aged bungling sleuth, he 
stumbles down the center aisle of the theatre and up into the courtroom 
and promptly falls on the floor.  The CLERK rushes over to SHOLMES 
and begins to dust him off with a feather duster. 
 

GUARD:  (Roughs up SHOLMES.)  Come on, man, on your feet! 

SHOLMES:  (Confused, he speaks in a heavy English accent.) Uh . . . 
this way? 
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GUARD:  Yeah, this way, this way.  (Points to the witness stand.) 

SHOLMES:  Oh, thank you very much.  (HE shuffles to the witness 
stand.) 

BAILIFF:  (Moves to witness stand, holds out the Bible.) Raise your right 
hand.   

 
SHOLMES debates which hand is his right. 
 

BAILIFF:  If it’s not too much trouble, can you swear to tell the truth, the 
whole truth, and nothing but the truth? 

SHOLMES:  Oh yes, old chap, I believe I can do that. 

PROSECUTOR:  (Moves toward witness stand.) State your name and 
occupation. 

SHOLMES:  Uh . . . Herlock Sholmes, private detective, I think. 

PROSECUTOR:  And your specialty? 

SHOLMES:  (Confused.)  My specialty?  Oh yes, my specialty is 
fingerprints. 

PROSECUTOR:  Detective Sholmes, in your investigation of the home 
of Winifred W. Witch, did you find any fingerprints? 

SHOLMES:  Fingerprints? Oh yes, to be sure, my good fellow. There 
were many fingerprints. 

PROSECUTOR:  And to whom did these fingerprints belong? 

SHOLMES:  That is a very good question, sir, a very good question, 
indeed. 

PROSECUTOR:  (Somewhat impatient.)  Well? 

SHOLMES:  Oh, to the victim and . . .  

PROSECUTOR:  Yes, and . . .  

SHOLMES:  (Points to GRETEL.)  To her . . . to Miss Goodietwoshoes. 
 
There is a gasp throughout the courtroom. 
 

PROSECUTOR:  How did you know these were the defendant’s 
fingerprints? 
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SHOLMES:  Elementary, my good man.  They matched the fingerprints 
which I skillfully managed to extract from her when she was arrested. 
 (HE holds up two oversized samples of fingerprints and examines 
them with a large magnifying glass.)  You see, they match.  (HE 
shows them to the PROSECUTOR and then to the jury.) 

PROSECUTOR:  (He takes the fingerprints from SHOLMES, holds up a 
magnifying glass to them.)  Indeed they do.  (HE turns to QUINELLA.) 
 Your Honor, I would like these fingerprints entered as People’s 
Exhibit A. 

BAILIFF:  (Grabs fingerprints and delivers them to the CLERK.) I’ll take 
care of that. 

QUINELLA:  (To PROSECUTOR.)  Why certainly.  You may do 
whatever you please. 

CLERK:  Was that Exhibit A or B . . . or was it C or D? 

QUINELLA:  A, B, C, D, what difference does it make?  Just mark it 
down, you ninny! 

CLERK:  (Leaps to attention, saluting.)  Yes, Your Honor!  (Sits and tags 
the evidence.) 

QUINELLA:  (Smirks, then looks affectionately at the PROSECUTOR.)  
Go on, Counselor. 

PROSECUTOR:  Thank you, Your Honor.  (To SHOLMES.)  And thank 
you, Detective Sholmes.  (To DEFENSE.)  Your witness, Counselor. 
(He returns to his seat.) 

 
QUINELLA displays her disinterest in the DEFENSE by pulling out a 
newspaper and reading it.  QUINELLA should ad-lib actions at this point 
and during all DEFENSE cross-examination or questioning sessions. 
 

DEFENSE:  (Moves deliberately toward the witness stand.) Detective 
Sholmes, you have told the court to whom these fingerprints belong, 
but you have yet to tell us exactly WHERE they were found.  Could 
you please tell us where you found the fingerprints belonging to Miss 
Goodietwoshoes? 

SHOLMES:  Now where did I find those fingerprints? Oh yes, but of 
course.  I found them on the doorknob, the table, the window, and (A 
dramatic pause.) on the oven door. 
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There is another courtroom gasp. 
 

DEFENSE:  Detective Sholmes, is it possible that these fingerprints 
could have been put there quite naturally? 

SHOLMES:  Why, whatever could you mean? 

DEFENSE:  Is it possible that Gretel’s fingerprints could have been there 
simply because she had been visiting or helping Winifred Witch? 

SHOLMES:  I - I suppose so. 

DEFENSE:  So you are saying that the fingerprints don’t necessarily 
prove that Gretel pushed Winifred Witch into the oven, as she has 
been accused. She could just as easily have been helping Ms. Witch 
bake gingerbread cookies? 

SHOLMES:  Now that’s a very interesting theory.  I’d never really 
considered that.  You know, it is quite possible, I guess, but . . .  

DEFENSE:  Thank you, sir.  No further questions.  (She returns to her 
seat.) 

QUINELLA:  (Peaks over her newspaper.)  Oh, finished already?  (To 
SHOLMES.)  I guess you can go now. 

 
SHOLMES stumbles back to his seat in the courtroom. 
 

PROSECUTOR:  (Standing.) Your Honor, the People call Ashley N. Soot 
to the stand. 

BAILIFF:  Ashley N. Soot, get up here! 
 
ASHLEY N. SOOT is decked out in chimney sweep garb, she sweeps 
her way to the witness stand, covering the GUARD with ashes and soot 
in the process. 
 

BAILIFF:  Do you swear - 

ASHLEY:  I try not to. 

BAILIFF:  You know the routine.  (HE holds out the Bible.) 

ASHLEY:  (Places hand on Bible. .)  I do, I do. 

CLERK:  (Sighs romantically.)  So do I. 

PROSECUTOR:  (Moves to witness stand.)  State your occupation 
please, Ms. Soot. 
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ASHLEY:  I am a chimney sweep and very proud of it.  The Sootfree 
Chimney Sweep Company. (She sings the company jingle.) You clog 
‘em, we flog ‘em, for the very best - (The CLERK pretends to conduct 
ASHLEY’S singing.) 

DEFENSE:  (Leaps to feet.)  Objection, Your Honor.  The witness is not 
here to give us a commercial. 

QUINELLA:  Oh, Counselor, I thought it was rather cute.  Such a catchy 
jingle.  (To ASHLEY.)  Could you give it to us again? 

DEFENSE:  (Clears throat emphatically.)  Your Honor! 

QUINELLA:  (Pouts.)  Oh, all right.  Sustained. 
 
The DEFENSE smiles and sits. 
 

PROSECUTOR:  Now, Ms. Soot, is it true that Winifred Witch was a 
regular customer of yours? 

ASHLEY:  Why, yes.  Winnie needed her chimney cleaned at least once 
a week because of all the baking she did.  I always loved those 
gingerbread cookies of hers.  In fact, I believe I have one on me right 
now.   

 
She pulls out a large gingerbread cookie and hands pieces to the 
PROSECUTOR and QUINELLA.  THEY find the cookie rather stale, but 
smile pleasantly to cover the fact. 
 

PROSECUTOR:  And when during the week did you usually clean her 
chimney? 

ASHLEY:  Always on Saturday; every Saturday without fail. 

PROSECUTOR:  And did you clean it on Saturday, May 27th? 

ASHLEY:  (Checks her appointment calendar. PROSECUTOR and 
QUINELLA lean over to look and draw back suddenly when ASHLEY 
looks up.)  Yes, yes I did as a matter of fact. 

PROSECUTOR:  Could you please tell us what you found? 

ASHLEY:  Well, I found a lot of ashes and soot, of course. 

PROSECUTOR:  Of course.  (Returns to his desk and holds up a 
skeleton.)  Did you find anything else, Ms. Soot?  (HE rattles the 
skeleton bones.) 
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ASHLEY:  (Almost as if she’s been prompted.)  Oh, yes.  I almost forgot. 
 I found those bones, too! 

PROSECUTOR:  (Strides in front of jury.) Ladies and gentlemen of the 
jury, these bones belonged to Winifred W. Witch, the victim. 

 
There is another courtroom gasp. 
 

PROSECUTOR:  Your Honor, I would like these bones entered as 
People’s Exhibit B. 

QUINELLA:  (Holds the bones by her thumb and pointer finger.  SHE 
doesn’t want to touch the bones.)  Bailiff, take these away at once. 

 
The BAILIFF delivers the skeleton to the CLERK.  The CLERK tags the 
evidence and does a small dance routine chanting “Them bones, them 
bones, them dry bones.” 
 

PROSECUTOR:  (At witness stand.)  Now, Ms. Soot, did you find 
anything else? 

ASHLEY:  Why yes, I found a locket with the initials GG on it. 

PROSECUTOR:  (Pulls a locket from his pocket.)  Is this the locket you 
found? 

ASHLEY:  Yes, that’s it all right. 

PROSECUTOR:  People’s Exhibit C, Your Honor. 

QUINELLA:  Our pleasure, Counselor.  (Takes locket and gives it to the 
BAILIFF.) 

 
The BAILIFF delivers the locket to the CLERK.  The CLERK accepts the 
locket from the BAILIFF with romantic, adoring eyes. 
 

PROSECUTOR:  (In front of jury.)  Ladies and gentlemen of the jury, that 
locket belongs to none other than Gretel Goodietwoshoes.  Your 
witness, Counselor. 

DEFENSE:  (Struts toward ASHLEY accusingly.)  Ms. Soot, do you 
always sift through your clients’ ashes when you work? 

ASHLEY:  Well, yes. You never can tell just what kinds of interesting 
things you might find. 
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DEFENSE:  I’m sure.  Now as to the locket in question:  is it possible 
that this locket might have been dropped in the oven at another time, 
say AFTER the time of the murder? 

ASHLEY:  Well, I guess so, but - 

DEFENSE:  (Smiles.)  Thank you, Ms. Soot.  You’ve been a tremendous 
help.  No further questions.  (Returns to seat.) 

QUINELLA:  I guess that’s all for now, but could you give us that jingle 
just one more time? 

ASHLEY:  You flog ‘em - - 
 
The CLERK joins in with ASHLEY, very much off key. 
 

BAILIFF:  Enough already! 
 
ASHLEY sweeps her way to a seat in the courtroom. 
 

PROSECUTOR:  (Stands.)  Your Honor, the People calls Dr. X. Ray, 
chief medical examiner, to the stand. 

BAILIFF:  Dr. X. Ray to the stand. 
 
CLERK tries to get an autograph as Dr. X. Ray strides by on the way to 
the witness stand.  The GUARD pushes the CLERK away.  X. RAY 
beats the CLERK with a stethoscope as he struts officiously, in full 
medical garb, to the witness stand. 
 

BAILIFF:  So, do you swear to tell the truth, etcetera, etcetera, etcetera. 

X. RAY:  (Impatiently.)  Yes, yes, etcetera, etcetera. 

PROSECUTOR:  Dr. X. Ray, as chief medical examiner, it is your job to 
examine the bodies of victims to determine cause of death, is it not? 

X. RAY:  It is.  And I’ll have you know that I am very good at my work. 

PROSECUTOR:  Yes, doctor, you have an outstanding reputation. 

X. RAY:  (Smiles smugly.) 

PROSECUTOR:  You examined the remains of Winifred W. Witch, did 
you not, doctor? 

X. RAY:  I did indeed.  A fine specimen! 

PROSECUTOR:  Please tell the court what you found. 
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X. RAY:  I, in my infinite wisdom and acute perception, found that 
Winifred Witch had been struck a mortal blow on the head and was 
dumped into the oven, presumably to hide the evidence. 

DEFENSE:  (Jumps to feet.)  Objection, Your Honor, the witness is 
drawing conclusions.  Only the jury should be doing that. 

QUINELLA:  Oh, be quiet.  Perhaps the jury needs a bit of assistance. 
(To PROSECUTOR, smiling.) Do go on, won’t you? 

 
The DEFENSE sits down in frustration. 
 

PROSECUTOR:  Thank you, Your Honor.  Now Dr. Ray, when would 
you place the time of death? 

X. RAY:  The time of death was precisely 12:30 p.m. on May  27th last. 

PROSECUTOR:  And in your esteemed opinion, sir, what was used to 
commit the dastardly deed? 

X. RAY:  (Arrogantly.)  It was a frying pan.  An electric frying pan. 

PROSECUTOR:  (Returns to desk and picks up a frying pan.) Could it 
have been a frying pan like this one, doctor, the frying pan belonging 
to Gretel Goodietwoshoes? 

 
There is another courtroom gasp. 
 

X. RAY:  Without a doubt.  (Points to blood stains.)  You see the 
bloodstains on it are, in fact, of the same blood type as that of 
Winifred Witch. 

PROSECUTOR:  Your Honor, I would like this frying pan entered as 
People’s Exhibit D. 

QUINELLA:  At once, Counselor. (Snaps fingers and motions to BAILIFF 
to take care of it.) 

 
The BAILIFF delivers frying pan to CLERK.  The CLERK uses the frying 
pan as a mirror, adjusting her hair and examining her makeup. 
 

PROSECUTOR:  Thank you, doctor.  No further questions. 

DEFENSE:  (Stands.)  I have a few questions, doctor. 

X. RAY:  (Impatiently.)  Well, what is it? 
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DEFENSE:  Dr. Ray, did you find anything unusual in your examination 
of the remains of Ms. Witch? 

X. RAY:  Why yes, now that you mention it. The tip of her index finger 
was missing.  Likely an old war injury or something. 

DEFENSE:  (Scoffing.)  Really, doctor, an old war injury?  Is it not 
possible that Winifred Witch was using this frying pan, loaned to her 
by Gretel Goodietwoshoes out of the kindness of her heart and while 
using it, Winifred Witch cut herself, thus leaving a bloodstain on it? 

X. RAY:  Possibly, but highly improbable. 

DEFENSE:  Why, doctor? 

X. RAY:  (Offended.)  You dare to doubt the word of Dr. X. Ray, chief 
medical examiner? 

DEFENSE:  I asked you a question, doctor. 

X. RAY:  (Awkward.)  Well, the knock which Winifred Witch received on 
her cranium - (Patronizingly.) that’s the skull, you know - is consistent 
with the trademark of the frying pan. 

DEFENSE:  (Tries to restrain a laugh.)  But doctor, surely you realize 
that over seven thousand electric frying pans were sold in this city 
alone last year.  Any one of them could have been used as the 
weapon. 

X. RAY:  (Caught off guard.)  Well, I supp - 

DEFENSE:  Thank you, doctor.  (Laughs and returns to seat.) 

QUINELLA:  Someone of your stature should never have to endure such 
abuse. 

X. RAY:  I quite agree.  (HE steps down and struts, still officiously, back 
to his seat in the courtroom.) 

PROSECUTOR:  Call Matilda McGillicuddy to the stand. 
 
The BAILIFF breaks into a chorus of “Waltzing Matilda.”  MATILDA skips 
into the courtroom in a red cape, suggesting that she is younger than her 
teenage years. 
 

BAILIFF:  Are you sure you’ve got the right courtroom, honey? 

MATILDA:  (Nods head vigorously while sitting in the witness stand.) 

BAILIFF:  (Holds out the Bible.) Do you swear - 

MATILDA:  (Hand on the Bible.)  Why no, never! 
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PROSECUTOR:  (Approaches the witness stand.) Now, Matilda, please 
tell the court how you are related to the victim, Winifred Witch. 

MATILDA:  (Cries theatrically.) Oh, boo hoo, she was my Grannie. God 
bless her poor departed soul. 

PROSECUTOR:  (Comforts her.) There, there, child.  What kind of 
person was your Grannie? 

MATILDA:  (Gushes profusely.)  She was a kind, thoughtful, generous, 
loving, peaceful, good lady who always treated me nicely. 

PROSECUTOR:  When did you last see your Grannie alive? 

MATILDA:  (Very definite.)  Saturday morning, May 27th, at 11:30. 

PROSECUTOR:  How can you be sure? 

MATILDA:  Well, it was her birthday, see, and I took her some goodies. 

PROSECUTOR:  Did anyone come calling while you were there? 

MATILDA:  Yes!  (She points accusingly at GRETEL.)  HER! 

PROSECUTOR:  And was Gretel Goodietwoshoes still there when you 
left? 

MATILDA:  Yes.  That good-for-nothing brat only came to hassle my 
Grannie. 

PROSECUTOR:  Did she say anything to make you believe that? 

MATILDA:  You bet.  She said that she thought my Grannie was 
“undercooked” and that the best place for her was in the oven. 

 
GRETEL leaps to her feet to protest, but is restrained by the DEFENSE 
COUNSELOR. 
 

PROSECUTOR:  (Smugly.)  Thank you, Matilda.  (Returns to seat.) 

DEFENSE:  (Wanders pensively to the witness stand.)  Matilda-or may I 
call you by your nickname, Red? 

MATILDA:  (Embarrassed.)  I put that little kids’ stuff behind me years 
ago!  It’s Miss McGillicuddy to you. 

DEFENSE:  Very well, Miss McGillicuddy, what time did you leave your 
Grannie’s house? 

MATILDA:  (Slightly uncertain.)  I think it was 11:30. 

DEFENSE:  But you seemed very certain a few minutes ago. Could it 
have been later?  Thirty minutes later, perhaps, or even an hour 
later? 
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MATILDA:  (Squirming.)  I-I guess so.  You see, I never wear a watch. 

DEFENSE:  So, it is quite possible you were there as late as 12:30 p.m., 
the time of death established earlier. 

MATILDA:  (Panicky.)  No, no, it must have been earlier. 

DEFENSE:  I don’t think you really know what time it was, my dear girl.  
(Leans accusingly toward MATILDA.)  In fact, I don’t think you know 
what you’re talking about. You were jealous of your Grannie’s 
affection for Gretel and you made up the whole story about her being 
there just to make it seem as if she could have murdered your 
Grannie.  Isn’t that right? 

PROSECUTOR:  (Jumps to feet.)  Objection, Your Honor, Defense 
Counsel is badgering the witness. 

QUINELLA:  Oh yes, I agree most assuredly.  (To DEFENSE.) Now stop 
that this instant! 

DEFENSE:  (Reluctantly.)  My apologies, Your Honor. (To MATILDA.)  
Now, Miss McGillicuddy, why don’t you tell us what really happened? 

MATILDA:  (Nods and dabs her eyes.) Well, Gretel was there when I 
went to visit my Grannie, but she left.  She went to do my Grannie’s 
shopping for her.  (Cries theatrically again.)  My Grannie even gave 
her money for a treat.  (Blows her nose loudly.) She never gave me 
any money for a treat. 

DEFENSE:  Thank you for telling the truth, Matilda.  (Returns to his 
seat.) 

 
MATILDA nods while she is led away sobbing by the GUARD who joins 
her in sobbing as well. 
 

QUINELLA:  (Wipes her eyes.)  Call your next witness, Counselor. 

PROSECUTOR:  Call Johnny P. Carrier to the stand. 

BAILIFF:  J.P. Carrier to the stand. 

JOHNNY:  (Dressed in jeans and black leather, chewing a large wad of 
gum, he drags a loaded newspaper carry bag behind him as he 
makes his way to the stand.)  EXTRA!  EXTRA!  Read all the latest 
and greatest gossip in - 
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The CLERK Interrupts JOHNNY by rushing over and paying him for a 
paper.  She then sits at her typewriter examining the newspaper with a 
magnifying glass. 
 

BAILIFF:  Alright, alright.  Sit down already. 
 
JOHNNY sits in the witness stand. 
 

BAILIFF:  Is it possible for you to tell the truth, considering who you work 
for? 

JOHNNY:  I’ll do my best, honest. 

PROSECUTOR:  (Strides toward the stand in a business-like fashion.)  
State your occupation please, Johnny. 

JOHNNY:  I carry papers for The Daily Chronicle. 

PROSECUTOR:  And was Winifred Witch one of your customers? 

JOHNNY:  Oh yes, sir, and a good one, too. 

PROSECUTOR:  What do you mean? 

JOHNNY:  Well, she was always nice to me and she gave me big tips 
and fed me gingerbread cookies. 

PROSECUTOR:  Johnny, what kind of person would you say Winifred 
Witch really was? 

DEFENSE:  Objection, Your Honor. The witness is hardly qualified to 
give a psychological profile of the victim. 

QUINELLA:  That may be true, but it might make for some interesting 
gossip. 

DEFENSE:  But - 

QUINELLA:  You do want us to make the papers, don’t you? Sit down!  
(To JOHNNY.)  Continue, you charming lad. 

JOHNNY:  Well, like I said, she always invited me into her house. 

PROSECUTOR:  Yes.  And do you know the defendant, Johnny? 

JOHNNY:  (Points disgustedly at GRETEL..)  Her?  Yeah, I know her 
alright.  I used to go out with her until - until - 

PROSECUTOR:  Until what? 

JOHNNY:  Until she turned into the kind of person she is now. 

PROSECUTOR:  And what kind of person is that? 

DEFENSE:  Objection, Your Honor! 
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QUINELLA indicates, emphatically, that DEFENSE COUNSEL should sit 
down.  The DEFENSE slumps head down on desk in exasperation. 
 

JOHNNY:  Two-faced!  She wants everything for herself.  She actually 
told me how she was going to be nice to Ms. Witch so she could take 
the money the old lady had stashed away in her cookie jars. 

PROSECUTOR:  And did you see the defendant on the day of Winifred 
Witch’s death? 

JOHNNY:  Yes, sir, I saw her while I was delivering the paper to Ms. 
Witch that day. 

PROSECUTOR:  And what did you see? 

JOHNNY:  I saw her closing the oven door and rubbing her hands.  And 
she had a big smile on her face. 

PROSECUTOR:  Thank you, Johnny.  No further questions. (Returns to 
seat.) 

JOHNNY:  Sure, mister, no problem. 

DEFENSE:  (Walks methodically to stand, stroking chin.)  Johnny, you 
stated that Winifred Witch kept her money in her cookie jars. How is it 
that you know that? 

JOHNNY:  That’s where she always took the money out to pay me. 

DEFENSE:  We know that Winifred Witch’s life savings were stolen 
during the murder.  Now, is it not possible that you might have stolen 
the money since you so conveniently knew where it was? 

JOHNNY:  (Leaps to his feet.)  No way, lady!  I wouldn’t do a thing like 
that! 

QUINELLA:  Absolutely ridiculous! How could you even suggest such a 
thing? 

DEFENSE:  (Forges ahead, ignoring both outbursts.)  And about your 
story as to what you saw.  Now, Johnny, could you please tell the 
court, did you actually see Gretel push Ms. Witch into the oven? 

JOHNNY:  (Hesitant.)  Well, no, not exactly, but - 

DEFENSE:  (Smiles and chuckles.)  That’s all I wanted everyone to 
hear, Johnny.  (DEFENSE returns to seat.) 

BAILIFF:  We’re finished with you, kid. Step down. 
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The GUARD escorts JOHNNY with his paper bag to a seat in the 
courtroom, then grabs a copy of the paper and starts to swat at 
imaginary flies. 
 

PROSECUTOR:  Call Ranger Yogi B. Smith to the stand. 

BAILIFF:  Ranger Y.B. Smith to the stand at once. 
 
SMITH, dressed in forest ranger uniform, he walks timidly into the 
courtroom and up to the witness stand.  The CLERK, noticing that 
SMITH is rather shy, steps over and guides the ranger to his seat in the 
witness stand, reassuring him and patting him all the while. 
 

BAILIFF:  The truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth is what we 
want here.  Got it? 

SMITH:  (Looks at the floor and speaks softly.)  I think so. 

BAILIFF:  Speak up, man! 

SMITH:  (Still looking at the floor, he raises his voice somewhat.)   I think 
so. 

PROSECUTOR:  (Moves methodically to the witness stand.) Mr. Smith, 
state your occupation please. 

SMITH:  (Apologetically.)  I am a park ranger in the forest where dear 
Winifred Witch’s house is located. 

PROSECUTOR:  Ranger Smith, could you please tell the court your 
relationship to the deceased. 

SMITH:  (Still quietly.)  She was a dear, dear friend and a fellow worker. 
You see, Winnie - that’s what her very close friends called her - kept 
up her candy house as a tourist attraction, especially for the young 
fry.  She worked for the National Park Service, just like me. 

PROSECUTOR:  When was the last time you saw Winifred Witch? 

SMITH:  (Embarrassed.)  On Friday night, May 26th.  We had a date. 

PROSECUTOR:  More please. 

SMITH:  (Sentimentally.)  We had a wonderful time.  First, we went for 
dinner and then we went to the movies and - 

PROSECUTOR:  Just hit the highlights, Ranger Smith. 
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SMITH:  (Blushing.)  I dropped her off around midnight and we made 
arrangements for me to pick her up for another date at 1:00 the next 
afternoon.  I telephoned her at 12:30 on Saturday, to tell her I was on 
my way, but she didn’t answer. 

PROSECUTOR:  Did anyone else answer the phone? 

SMITH:  Yes. It was the voice of a young girl.  (Points accusingly at 
GRETEL.)  Probably her! 

 
GRETEL shakes her head vehemently in denial. 
 

DEFENSE:  Objection, Your Honor. The witness is drawing his own 
conclusions. 

QUINELLA:  Well, at least he’s showing that he can think for himself, 
which is more than I can say for some people.  (Stares directly at 
DEFENSE COUNSEL.) 

 
DEFENSE sits down in disgust. 
 

SMITH:  She said that Winnie couldn’t come to the phone because she 
was cleaning the oven. 

PROSECUTOR:  And what did you do? 

SMITH:  I drove to her house right away.  I got there just in time to find - 
(HE sobs uncontrollably.) - Winnie - dead! 

PROSECUTOR:  (Pats SMITH’S hand.)  Thank you, Ranger Smith. I 
realize this has been hard for you, but you have been a big help. 

 
SMITH suddenly recovers and smiles innocently. 
 

DEFENSE:  (Glares at SMITH while walking to the witness stand.)  
Ranger Smith, you stated that you had a date with Winifred Witch on 
Friday evening, May 26th, and that you dropped her off after 
midnight? 

SMITH:  Yes, that’s right. 

DEFENSE:  But didn’t you forget an important detail? 

SMITH:  (Surprised and a little nervous.)  Why, whatever could you 
mean? 
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DEFENSE:  Is it not true that she jilted you, that she told you she didn’t 
want to go out with you, that she didn’t want to have anything to do 
with you ever again? 

SMITH:  (Defensively.)  No!  (More relaxed.)  Well, not really. She said 
she preferred to disassociate herself from me. 

DEFENSE:  I’m sure you took it very hard, correct? 

SMITH:  (Crestfallen.)  Yes - yes, I did. 

DEFENSE:  (Accusingly.)  Hard enough to want to get back at her for 
hurting you?  Hard enough to murder her? 

SMITH:  (Startled.)  No!  No!  I - I loved her. Even if she didn’t want to 
see me again, I would never want to hurt her. 

DEFENSE:  Then why did you lie about the time of your phone call? 

SMITH:  I - I - 

DEFENSE:  (Produces a telephone bill.)  I have here a record of your 
phone calls for the month of May.  (HE reads.) May 26th, 12:00 noon. 
 (To QUINELLA.)  Your Honor, I would like this telephone bill entered 
as Defense Exhibit A. 

QUINELLA:  (Whining.)  But it’s such a little piece of paper. 

DEFENSE:  (Insistent.)  Your Honor! 

QUINELLA:  Oh, alright, alright!  (Motions to BAILIFF to deliver the bill to 
CLERK.) 

 
The BAILIFF hands bill to the CLERK.   
 

CLERK:  (Looks at the bill inquisitively.)  Oh look, he called New York 
and Ottawa and - 

BAILIFF:  Cool your jets, honey, and do your job. 

CLERK:  (Romantically.)  He called me, honey. (Blows a kiss in the 
direction of the BAILIFF.) 

DEFENSE:  Ranger Smith, the timing of your phone call would have 
given you ample time to drive to the home of Winifred Witch, hit her 
with the frying pan and push her into the oven. 

SMITH:  No!  I didn’t do it, I tell you.  I didn’t do it!  (HE breaks down 
sobbing and blows his nose loudly.) 

DEFENSE:  No further questions, Your Honor.  (Returns to seat.) 
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QUINELLA:  Thank goodness.  (Wipes her eyes.)  That poor man.  
(Shakes her fist at the DEFENSE.)  You - you bully! 

 
The GUARD hands SMITH a handkerchief as the two make their way to 
a seat in the courtroom. 
 

PROSECUTOR:  The People call Miss Robin Sparrow to the stand. 

BAILIFF:  What is this, the birdwatching society?  Robin Sparrow to the 
stand! 

SPARROW:  (SHE is a flighty creature who twitters in a Southern drawl 
and flaps about the courtroom bedecked with fieldglasses, a 
telescope, and thick eyeglasses hanging about her neck.)  Coming, 
coming!  (She points to QUINELLA.)  Oh, look, there’s a 
yellow-bellied sapsucker and  (Pointing to the DEFENSE.) there’s an 
old turkey. 

BAILIFF:  Can you tell the truth? 

SPARROW:  Why, yes. 

PROSECUTOR:  (Walks casually up to the witness stand.)  Miss 
Sparrow, what is your hobby? 

SPARROW:  Why, I am a birdwatcher.  I love watching birds. 

CLERK:  Even . . . love birds? 

SPARROW:  Why, yes, especially love birds! 
 
CLERK sighs heavily. 
 

PROSECUTOR:  (Clears throat emphatically.)  And you were 
birdwatching on Saturday, May 27th? 

SPARROW:  Why, yes. 

PROSECUTOR:  Could you please tell the court what you saw on that 
day? 

SPARROW:  Why, yes, I was in the forest, near the house of Winifred 
Witch, when I saw a yellow-throated thrush, a robin redbreast, and a 
buzzard.  No, several buzzards. 

PROSECUTOR:  Buzzards?  Aren’t they usually associated with dead 
bodies? 

SPARROW:  Why, yes. 
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PROSECUTOR:  Did you see anything else? 

SPARROW:  Why, yes. I saw, through my binoculars -  (SHE holds them 
up to her eyes.)  - my dear friend Winifred Witch struggling with a 
young girl and  (Dramatically.)  horrors of horrors, the young girl 
shoved her into the oven! 

 
There is another courtroom gasp. 
 

PROSECUTOR:  And is that young girl in this courtroom? 

SPARROW:  Why, yes. She’s -  (SHE looks around, squinting, and then 
points at GRETEL.)  - she’s right over there. 

PROSECUTOR:  (Smiles smugly.)  Thank you, madam.  Your witness, 
Counselor.  (HE returns to his seat.) 

DEFENSE:  (Strides toward stand.)  Miss Sparrow, as a birdwatcher, 
you would probably agree that your eyes are important, is that 
correct? 

SPARROW:  Why, yes. 

DEFENSE:  Do you wear glasses? 

SPARROW:  Why, no. 

DEFENSE:  When was the last time you had your eyes checked, Miss 
Sparrow? 

SPARROW:  Why, I don’t know. 

DEFENSE:  (Aggressively.)  Well, let me tell you when it was.  I have 
here your optical records.  (Takes the records from a file folder.) They 
clearly show that you have not had your eye sight checked in 
twenty-three years, Miss Sparrow.  And, at that time, your vision was 
20-90 in each eye! 

SPARROW:  (Sounding guilty.)  Oooh. 

DEFENSE:  (To QUINELLA.)  I’d like this optical record entered as 
Defense Exhibit B, Your Honor. 

QUINELLA:  (Squints at records, sighs heavily, and consents without 
protest.)  Enter this as Exhibit B. 

CLERK:  (Imitates SPARROW’S southern drawl.)  Why, yes. 

DEFENSE:  Now, Miss Sparrow, I’d like you to show the court your 
binoculars, the ones you stated you used to look at Gretel and 
Winifred Witch. 
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SPARROW:  (She holds up the binoculars.)  Oooh, they’re cracked. 

DEFENSE:  Exactly, Miss Sparrow, and I suggest to you that your poor 
eyesight and your cracked binoculars would have made it impossible 
for you to see anything - anything at all - more than two feet in front of 
your face. 

SPARROW:  (Somewhat taken aback.)  Oooh. 

DEFENSE:  And most certainly, you could not have seen Gretel or 
Winifred Witch or any crime whatsoever.  No further questions.  

(Struts back to her seat.) QUINELLA:  (Reaches over to console 
SPARROW.)  I’m sure you’d rather be out birdwatching, wouldn’t 
you? 

SPARROW:  Why, yes.  (SHE steps down and flaps past the GUARD to 
a seat in the courtroom.) 

PROSECUTOR:  The People calls Hortense Hinkelman- 
Goodietwoshoes to the stand. 

BAILIFF:  Hortense Hinkelman-Goodietwoshoes to the stand. 
(Sarcastically.)  Are you sure you don’t have any other names you 
want me to announce? 

 
HORTENSE struts arrogantly to the stand, dismissing the GUARD and 
everyone else in her path. 
 

BAILIFF:  Will you be telling the truth? 

HORTENSE:  (Gruffly.)  Of course. 

PROSECUTOR:  (Walks toward the stand expectantly.)  Ms. 
Hinkelman-Goodietwoshoes, where were you on May 27th? 

HORTENSE:  I was camping in the forest with my husband, my son, and 
my stepdaughter. 

PROSECUTOR:  Is your family present in this courtroom today? 

HORTENSE:  Yes.  (Points at GRETEL.)  That’s my stepdaughter sitting 
over there.  She’s on trial here and well, she should be. 

DEFENSE:  Objection, Your Honor, the witness is expressing opinions 
instead of stating facts. 

QUINELLA:  Well, I’m glad somebody in this courtroom has an opinion.  
All I ever hear is facts! 

DEFENSE:(Frustrated, she slams herself down in the seat.) 
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PROSECUTOR:So, you were camping with your stepdaughter, Gretel 
Goodietwoshoes, on May 27th.  

HORTENSE:  Well, not exactly.  You see, the brat - I mean, my 
stepdaughter - decided to run away, and my husband, son and I, 
being so terribly concerned for her safety, were searching for her. 

PROSECUTOR:  Did you find her? 

HORTENSE:  Actually, Hansel, my darling son, found her.  He left her at 
the home of Winifred Witch and, very wisely, came running to tell me. 
 Of course, I was worried to death about poor Gretel and ran to Ms. 
Witch’s home to get her.  But when I arrived, Gretel was running 
away.  I called to her, and Hansel chased her, but it was no use.  
(HORTENSE’S eyes narrow and her voice darkens cunningly.)  It 
was only after I went inside that I discovered the reason why Gretel 
had run away.  (Very dramatically.)  Winifred Witch was dead! 

PROSECUTOR:  And what did you do after that? 

HORTENSE:  Why, I did my civic duty, of course.  I called the authorities 
so they could apprehend Gretel and bring her to justice. 

DEFENSE:  Objection, again, Your Honor.  The witness is not the jury. 

QUINELLA:  Well, of course not.  I know that.  Isn’t it obvious to you? 
 
The DEFENSE throws her hands in the air. 
 

PROSECUTOR:  Thank you, Ms. Hinkelman-Goodietwoshoes, for your 
excellent testimony.  No further questions. 

DEFENSE:  (Walks slowly toward HORTENSE on the stand.) Ms. 
Hinkelman-Goodietwoshoes, please describe your relationship with 
your stepdaughter. 

HORTENSE:  Well, she’s a - (SHE falters.) 

DEFENSE:  Yes, go on. 

HORTENSE:  Well, she and I don’t always see eye to eye.  We agree to 
disagree, you might say.  I am always so terribly patient with her, but 
she just doesn’t want to cooperate.  You see, now that she’s a 
teenager, she really is incorrigible at times.  But I just try to be a 
loving parent. 

 
GRETEL is about to protest out loud, but SHE is restrained and 
comforted by the CLERK who pats her on the head. 
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DEFENSE:  And yet you testified that you thought she was a brat, that 
she should be brought to justice.  That hardly sounds like something 
a loving mother would say. 

HORTENSE:  (Nervously.)  Yes - well, you know - as I said, we don’t 
always get along. 

DEFENSE:  Ms. Hinkelman-Goodietwoshoes, do you dislike your 
stepdaughter? 

HORTENSE:  (Squirms awkwardly.) Well - 

DEFENSE:  I suggest to you, madam, that you dislike your stepdaughter 
enough to want to frame her for a crime she did not commit. 

HORTENSE:  (Explodes.)  That’s preposterous!  Even in my wildest 
imaginings, I would not stoop that low. 

DEFENSE:  (Presses on in a new direction.)  And what about  your 
relationship with Winifred W. Witch, Ms. Hinkelman - 
Goodietwoshoes? 

HORTENSE:  (Obviously beginning to squirm.)  Wh - what about it? 

DEFENSE:  Is it NOT true, Ms. Hinkelman-Goodietwoshoes, that 
Winifred Witch was your sister, a sister that you renounced at a very 
young age?  But as soon as she became a successful 
businesswoman and a wealthy widow, you became very interested - 
not in her, but in her money.  You wanted it, you wanted her 
boyfriend, you wanted her house.  You wanted everything she had 
and you would go to any lengths to get it.  Isn’t that right, Ms. 
Hinkelman-Goodietwoshoes, isn’t it?  Isn’t it? 

HORTENSE:  (Recovers her composure.)  Of course not.  You have no 
proof of our kinship.  And as for her money, I wasn’t remotely 
interested in it.  I’m already wealthy, you see, from my first seven 
marriages. 

DEFENSE:  Thank you, Ms. Hinkelman-Goodietwoshoes, you’ve been 
more helpful than you will ever know.  (Returns to her seat.) 

QUINELLA:  Now, what does she mean by that? 
 
HORTENSE pushes her nose in the air as she shoves the GUARD out of 
the way and struts to a seat in the courtroom. 
 

PROSECUTOR:  The People now call Hansel Hinkelman to the stand. 
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BAILIFF:  Hansel Hinkelman to the stand. 
 
HANSEL confidently struts to the stand, much like his mother.  In fact, 
one might conclude that HE is virtually a clone of his mother. 
 

BAILIFF:  Do you swear to tell the truth? 

HANSEL:  I’ll have to ask my mother.  (HE shouts across the 
courtroom.)  Mother? 

HORTENSE:  (Stands and blows a kiss to HANSEL.)  It’s alright, dear, 
mother is right here. 

BAILIFF:  Good grief! 

PROSECUTOR:  (Approaches the stand calmly and confidently.)  
Hansel, you fine boy, could you please tell the court your relationship 
to Gretel. 

HANSEL:  I’m almost ashamed to admit it.  She’s my - stepsister. 

PROSECUTOR:  What kind of person would you say she is? 

DEFENSE:  Objection, Your Honor.  How can the witness be trusted to 
give a personality assessment? 

QUINELLA:  Oh, for goodness sake.  Let the poor innocent boy speak, 
will you? 

The DEFENSE sits down, glaring at QUINELLA who smiles smugly. 
 

HANSEL:  (Takes a cue from his mother, then proceeds.)  She’s 
despicable, rotten to the core.  When my mother married her father, I 
knew we were in for trouble.  (HE glances at HORTENSE who waves 
and nods approvingly.) 

PROSECUTOR:  Hansel, can you describe the events that led up to 
noon on May 27th? 

HANSEL:  Certainly.  It’s just as my mother said.  She and my stepfather 
planned to take us camping out in the forest.  I was really excited, but 
Gretel thought the whole idea was boring.  She couldn’t stand to be 
anywhere where she couldn’t wash her naturally curly hair and watch 
her soap operas. 

PROSECUTOR:  Go on. 
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HANSEL:  Well, we went camping and Gretel decided to wander off.  
She always wants attention and she probably just wanted to get lost 
so we’d have to look for her.  I went to look for her and when I found 
her, she was really mad. 

PROSECUTOR:  Yes, and then what happened? 

HANSEL:  I tried to find my way back to the campsite, but it was no use. 
We got hopelessly lost.  The brat got her way after all. Anyway, in the 
morning, we found this crazy-looking house made of candy and 
gingerbread and junk like that.  We were starving, you know. I wasn’t 
too sure, at first, but Gretel was her usual selfish self and just started 
eating everything in sight.  Then this lady came out and introduced 
herself as Winifred Witch and told us the house was for tourists, not 
for eating.  But when I explained what was happening, she invited us 
in and gave us breakfast.  It was really good.  (HE checks again with 
HORTENSE who continues to nod.) 

PROSECUTOR:  So, Ms. Witch was a friendly, hospitable sort of 
person? 

HANSEL:  You bet.  After breakfast, I said I thought we should be going, 
but Gretel didn’t want to leave.  When Ms. Witch was in the kitchen 
getting us more to eat, Gretel said she thought she had seen money 
lying around.  That’s when she came up with the idea that we should 
try to take the old lady for everything she had. 

GRETEL:  (GRETEL leaps to her feet.)  You’re lying, Hansel. 

HORTENSE:  (Glares at GRETEL.)  Sit down and hold your tongue 
while your dear stepbrother is speaking.  (To HANSEL.) You’re doing 
just fine, Hansel, darling. 

DEFENSE:  Your Honor, this is - 

QUINELLA:  Wonderful, I know.  There’s nothing like a good family 
quarrel to spice up the proceedings.  (To HANSEL.)  Continue child. 

HANSEL:  I said, “No way!” and made up my mind to leave right then 
and there. 

PROSECUTOR:  Did Gretel leave with you? 

HANSEL:  No, she stayed behind to help Ms. Witch, but I could tell by 
the look in her eyes that she was up to no good. 

PROSECUTOR:  So what did you do? 
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HANSEL:  I ran back to the camp to get my saintly mother rushed to Ms. 
Witch’s house with me.  Just as we got there, we heard this terrible 
scream, followed by the sound of the oven door closing.  My mother 
rushed in trying to save Ms. Witch, but she was too late. 

PROSECUTOR:  (In a paternalistic manner.) Thank you, Hansel. You’ve 
been a very good boy and a great help.  Your witness, Counselor.  
(HE returns to his seat.) 

DEFENSE:  (Strides impatiently to the stand.)  Is it not true, young man, 
that when the police first made their arrest and were asking 
questions, you were also a prime suspect? 

HANSEL:  Yeah, but they cleared me ‘cause I was with my Mom.  (HE 
waves to HORTENSE who waves back.) 

DEFENSE:  Well, Hansel, we do know that you were in the vicinity of the 
Witch household at the time the crime was committed. 

HANSEL:  Yeah, but I didn’t want to hurt her.  Honest! 

DEFENSE:  You seem very anxious to accuse your stepsister. Can you 
explain that? 

HANSEL:  Well, my mother said that Gretel pushed Ms. Witch into the 
oven. 

DEFENSE:  And you believed her? 

HANSEL:  Yes. 

DEFENSE:  And you still believe her? 

HANSEL:  Absolutely.  My mother would never lie to me.  (HE stands 
and looks at HORTENSE.)  Would you Mother, dear, sweet mother? 

 
HORTENSE blows another kiss to HANSEL and shakes her head.  
CLERK imitates HORTENSE and blows a kiss to the BAILIFF. 
 

DEFENSE:  I suggest to you that both you and your mother are liars of 
the very darkest sort.  (Leaning into HANSEL and beginning to 
browbeat him.)  And I further suggest to you, young man, that the two 
of you would have done anything to get Gretel out of your lives so 
that the two of you could take her poor innocent father for everything 
he had. 

HANSEL:  That’s stupid!  I would never do anything like that and neither 
would my mother.  (Looks again at his mother.)  Would you Mother, 
my dear sweet mother? 
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HORTENSE blows a final kiss to HANSEL and shakes her head.  
GRETEL is about to leap up, but catches the glare of HORTENSE and 
decides against it. 

DEFENSE:  No further questions.  (SHE returns to her seat.) 
 
HANSEL steps down from stand and walks toward a seat in the 
courtroom.  HORTENSE pushes GUARD out of the way and runs to 
HANSEL to comfort him and lead him back to his seat. 
 

PROSECUTOR:  Your Honor, the People rest. 

QUINELLA:  Oh, Counselor, a splendid idea.  I have to catch up on 
some rest myself.  Beauty rest that is.  

BAILIFF:  Good luck!  

QUINELLA:  You’re just jealous!  (To AUDIENCE.)  We’ll take a short 
recess.  Court is adjourned for fifteen minutes.  (SHE bangs her 
gavel.) 

BAILIFF:  All rise! 
 
The CLERK leaps up from her desk and blows the BAILIFF another kiss. 
END OF ACT ONE. 
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