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Garrick: [to Harrison, looking at Breckenridge] Whatʼs wrong with him?
Harrison: More than you know, young man. But he needed to sit down because you mentioned a 

snakeskin….heʼs very sensitive about such things.
Breckenridge: [looking up, insulted, jelly on his face] Iʼm not sensitive; itʼs just my blood sugar.
Harrison: [condescendingly to Breckenridge] Of course you are, Chief. [Breckenridge is satisfied with 

this response and returns to his comic book. Harrison turns back to Garrick] I need to ascertain 
when you came —

Nicole: [hesitates] Wait though, do you know me?
Harrison: I make it my business to know everyone who may be of relevance in a case.
Breckenridge: [looking up] What?
Harrison: I mean, you make it your business to know everyone, Boss.
Breckenridge: Thatʼs better. [goes for another donut]
Nicole: I may be of relevance?
Harrison: Of course; you work here. You might easily be involved in the crime.
Nicole: [eager] Oh, I get it. I work here.
Harrison: [exasperated] Really, Miss Pearson, I need to get back to my interrogation.
Nicole: Oh right, absolutely, go ahead. Wouldnʼt want to disturb your work, Detective…er, Detectiveʼs 

Assistant. [trying to contain her excitement, now listens eagerly to the discussion]
Harrison: Alright. So yes, I was trying to ask you, Derrick —
Derrick: No, heʼs Garrick. Iʼm Derrick. Heʼs got the mole on —
Harrison: [interrupts quickly] Right. So I was asking you, Garrick, at what time did you come home 

last night?
Nicole: Wait a second, should you tell me to leave? I mean, the interrogation is kind of classified, isnʼt 

it?
Harrison: [looks at Breckenridge] She has a point.
Breckenridge: [a little flustered, putting donut and comic book down] Well, I...that is.... Well no, itʼs 

perfectly fine for you to be here. I know what Iʼm doing, and I donʼt need any maid telling me what 
to do.

Nicole: [shrugs, a little taken aback] Okay, whatever you say.
Breckenridge: [clears throat] So, where was I?
Harrison: [sighs] You were asking Garrick what time he got home last night.
Breckenridge: Ah, yes. [turning to Garrick] What time did you get home, Garrick?
Garrick: Around seven, I think.
Breckenridge: And how long was it before you went to bed?
Garrick: Oh, a couple hours. I probably went up to my room at ten or so.
Breckenridge: Very well. [turns to Derrick] And, Garrick —
Derrick: Derrick —
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Garrick: No, Iʼm Garrick, remember? Iʼm the one with the mole. [starts lifting pant leg]
Breckenridge: Oh, no need. Of course. [turning back to Derrick] What about you?
Derrick: Same as Garrick. Came home right after supper and got to bed about ten oʼclock.
Breckenridge: [sighs] Okay. You two can go for now, but I might need to see you again later. [turning 

to Harrison, as Garrick and Derrick exit] Iʼd like to see the next person…who is it? Skippy 
McSomething.

Harrison: [checking notepad] Mickey OʼClery, Sir. Heʼs one of Senator Elliotʼs neighbors. [exits]
Nicole: So, how far along in the investigation are you? Have you heard Mrs. Inglebrightʼs account of 

last night?
Breckenridge: Uh, no, she didnʼt seem to be of much importance, and sheʼs deaf as a post anyway.
Nicole: [surprised, a little disappointed] What? Sheʼs of huge importance! Youʼve got to talk to her!
Breckenridge: Look, who are you, trying to tell me what to do? Why are you here anyway?
Nicole: Well Iʼm not sure...itʼs kind of hard to explain.
Breckenridge: [offended] Iʼm sure I have as capable a mind as anyone. Do you think I couldnʼt 

understand? [suddenly screams and points to corner] Was that a mouse?
Harrison: [entering with Mickey, rushes to Breckenridge] Sir, are you okay?
Breckenridge: [terrified] I think I saw a mouse!  
Harrison: [consoling] Iʼm sure you didnʼt, Sir. Do you need a break?
Breckenridge: [calming down] No, no, Iʼll be okay. I think itʼs all this talk of Mickeys that has me 

worrying over mice.
Harrison: Sir, this is Mick…er, Mr. OʼClery.
Breckenridge: [offers his hand] Mr. OʼClery, Iʼm Detective Breckenridge.
Mickey: [seems about to shake Breckenridgeʼs hand, but sweeps back his hair instead] Whatʼs 

buzzinʼ, cuzzin?
Breckenridge: [assumes a stern manner] I suppose you realize that some extremely important 

papers were stolen from this house last night.
Mickey: So? Whatʼs the big deal, Clyde?
Breckenridge: Who is this Clyde? [looking to Harrison for help] You didnʼt tell me of any Clyde.
Harrison: No, Sir. There is no Clyde. Mr. OʼClery is calling you Clyde. 
Breckenridge: Why? My name isnʼt Clyde.
Harrison: Yes, Sir, I know that.  
Breckenridge: [slowly to Mickey] My name is Breckenridge. And this investigation is a huge deal. Our 

national security is at stake.
Mickey: Aw youʼre a wet rag, man. Itʼs no sweat.
Breckenridge: Mr. OʼClery, I would like to know where you were yesterday evening.
Mickey: I was hanging with my tight at Sweeneyʼs. Theyʼre boss, man; we had a blast. ʻCourse, Iʼm 

so radioactive, everythingʼs like wow with me.
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Harrison: He said he was with his friends last night.
Breckenridge: Ah yes, well, in that case you appear to have an alibi. Who are your tight — er, your 

friends?
Mickey: Oh, theyʼre earthbound, man. You want to check me out? Just give Jake Usher or Donna 

Smith a bell. Theyʼll put you wise.
Breckenridge: Ah, thank you. Make a note of that, Harrison. [Harrison nods, scribbling on notepad.] 

All right, those are my only questions for now. Bring in Carol Vance, Harrison. You may leave, Mr. 
OʼClery.

Nicole: [confused] Wait a second, something is...off. I need to talk to Mickey.
Breckenridge: [jumps up in chair] Where?! Whereʼs the mouse?
Harrison: Itʼs okay, Chief. There is no mouse. The maid here just wants to question Mickey — 

[Breckenridge shudders] — I mean, Mr. OʼClery herself.
Breckenridge: [offended] Iʼm sure Iʼm conducting a very thorough investigation, Miss Pearson. Your 

interference is not appreciated.
Nicole: Look, trust me. I know what Iʼm talking about. Just let me speak with Mickey for a minute 

while you interview Carol.
Breckenridge: Alright, alright. But youʼll owe me a donut for letting you do it.
Harrison: Sir, do you really think itʼs a good idea to let the maid interrogate your suspect?
Breckenridge: [serious] A donut is a donut, Harrison. Now bring in Ms. Vance. 
. . .

End of script preview.

[page 8 of 25]


