
AUDITION SAMPLE: 

“IF IT’S MONDAY, THIS MUST BE MURDER” by Pat Cook 

 

Plot Summary: 

Set in the 1940s, detective Harry Monday is posing as a golf-playing psychiatrist at the 

Shady Meadows Country Club. “A place where old polyester goes to die,” says Harry, 

after the club members start dropping like divots on the duffer’s course. Yup, Shady 

Manor, the only place in the world you’d have to figure If It’s Monday, This Must Be 

Murder! 

 

Cast of Characters: 

LINUS HARCOURT, a mousey bookkeeper 

MRS. POMEROY, a large woman, widowed 

GREENSKEEPER, at the golf course, in his 20s 

HARRY MONDAY, a cliché of a private eye, a hard-boiled man with chiseled features 

BILLIE JEAN HODECKER, an ambitious, naive woman, mid 20s 

SERGEANT BROGAN, a policeman with no sense of humor 

STELLA FONTAINE, a seductive but determined woman, late 20s 

CECIL DEBORUS, a pompous man in his 40s, he wears arrogance like a medal 

GLAMIS LUDLOW, a rather spooky woman, into astrology, mid 40s 

DAVID SOAMES, a Wall Street-type ad man, late 30s 

FREIDA MAE BRISTOW, a dithering woman, works crossword puzzles, late 40s 

GEORGE, a general factotum at Shady Meadows, 30s 

ANITA FAY MARTOON, Freida’s twin sister, they’re never seen together (same actress 

as Freida) 

MESSENGER, from Western Union 

 

TIME: The 1940s 

PLACE: Shady Meadows Country Club 

 

AUDITION NOTE: 

If you’d like to audition for a particular character, it’s best to memorize that character’s 

lines from the following excerpt. (Bring a copy of the excerpt as well.) If the character(s) 

you’re interested in doesn’t appear in the excerpt, please learn the lines of another 

character. If you’re open to any part, please bring the script excerpt and be prepared to 

read multiple parts. 

 

 

Continue on to the next page for the script excerpt.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

IF IT’S MONDAY, THIS MUST BE MURDER     ACT I 

 

HARRY. Why do you need George? 

CECIL. I need to see him myself. Go over the revised budget. 

HARRY. Okay. All you people who need to see George on that side of the room! 

CECIL. I beg your pardon? 

HARRY. Little parlor game, let’s go. (DAVID, CECIL, GLAMIS, FREIDA and STELLA 

move L.) 

STELLA. Some more of your psychological tests? 

HARRY (pacing in front of them). Something like that. Okay, a show of hands. How many 

of you think you know who the murderer is? (Reluctantly, STELLA, GLAMIS and FREIDA 

raise their hands.) Okay, a little bulletin for you. George has also… just been murdered! 

(He stops and suddenly turns, trying to catch their reactions.) 

CECIL. What? George? Murdered? 

DAVID. I don’t believe it! 

STELLA. No! 

HARRY. It’s true, I’m afraid. He’s now resting in the locker room. 

DAVID (thinking out loud). Washed up at last. (Everyone looks at him.) Oh, sorry. 

CECIL. Have the authorities been notified? 

HARRY. First things first. Stella. You raised your hand. Who do you think the murderer 

is? 

STELLA. Oh, well, I suppose there’s no need in keeping it a secret. Our illustrious 

presidente there. (Motioning to CECIL, club president.) 

CECIL. Me? Why, you painted up…! 

HARRY. And why do you suspect Mr. DeBorus? 

STELLA. Because I overheard him and Harcourt arguing over the finances just last week. 

Harcourt said something about some plan he had and Ceese here told him in no uncertain 

terms to get out. 

HARRY. He fired Harcourt? 

CECIL. I did no such thing. (Sweetly.) I said we should get out…more. He and I, socially, 

you know. 

STELLA. You called him a nit-picking, weasely little parasite who should be squashed 

like the vermin he is! 

CECIL. (innocently). That’s my pet name for him. 

HARRY. Glamis? Who do you think is the murderer? 

GLAMIS. I think we need look no further than Mr. Soames. 

DAVID. Me? Glamis, why on earth do you think me a killer? 

GLAMIS. Well, you always act as if you have something to hide. 

DAVID. Don’t you know how these things work, dearie? If I look suspicious then I’m 

obviously not the killer. 

GLAMIS. Exactly. 

DAVID. What? 

GLAMIS. And since you know that, you’d know enough to keep acting suspiciously so 

that you wouldn’t actually be suspected. 

DAVID. Shouldn’t we put her out of her misery? 



CECIL. Or ours? 

GLAMIS. And besides, I know all about that business deal between you and the late Mrs. 

Pomeroy. 

BILLIE JEAN. What? What business deal? 

DAVID. She’s rattling on again about nothing. And besides, we never signed the papers. 

(He clamps a hand over his mouth.) 

CECIL. So, things are beginning to come out into the open. 

HARRY. Like a deer in your car lights. And now, I saved the best for last. Freida. Yours 

is the one that makes all the difference. Who do you think is the killer? (He turns cockily 

to the others.) 

FREIDA (a bit timid). I better not tell you. 

HARRY. Hah? No, go ahead. If I’m correct, this is the one I think will tell us the most. 

Freida? Who do you think is the murderer? 

FREIDA. Well… I thought it was George. 

HARRY. Hah? 

 

(Suddenly, BROGAN enters through R door.) 

 

BROGAN. Okay, don’t anybody move. 

BILLIE JEAN. Sergeant Brogan! 

CECIL. Now what? 

BROGAN. Evening, Miss Hodecker. Now. Miss Hodecker. You have right to remain 

silent. If you give up that right, anything you say can and will be used against you… 

HARRY (crosses to BROGAN). Wait a minute. What’re you doing, Brogan? 

BROGAN. This is an arrest, Monday. It’s called an arrest. 

STELLA. Billie Jean? The killer? 

GLAMIS. What? 

STELLA. It doesn’t make sense. 

HARRY. You’re saying Billie Jean killed Pomeroy, Harcourt and the greenskeeper? 

BILLIE JEAN. I didn’t do it! I didn’t have anything to do with it! 

HARRY. On what evidence? 

BROGAN. An eyewitness. It was just phoned in. 

HARRY (turns to the others). Ah ha! And just who is this eyewitness? 

BROGAN. Uhm…(He takes out his pad.) He said just ask for George. Said he’s the cook 

out here. (To BILLIE JEAN.) Let’s go, out to the car. 

CECIL. Then maybe you better take along Mr. Monday here. He was the last one to speak 

with George. 

BROGAN. What? What do you mean, the last to speak with George? 

CECIL. George, it seems, is also dead. 

BROGAN. MONDAY! 

HARRY. I didn’t do it! Neither did she! 

BROGAN. Okay, let’s go, the both of you. Come on! 

STELLA. Wait a minute. Mr. Monday is just giving you information, voluntarily. And 

surely, the word of renowned psychiatrist such as he… 

BROGAN. Renowned psychiatrist! (To HARRY who sheepishly looks at his feet.) Is that 

what he told you? 



STELLA. Yes, why? 

BROGAN. This bum’s nothing but a third-rate private eye. 

STELLA. Oh well, take him. 

HARRY. Heeyyy! (BROGAN escorts HARRY and BILLIE JEAN to the door as the lights 

black out. A loud thunderclap hits. From the darkness.) So guess who gets a trip downtown 

in the old Black Maria? With Brogan barking at us the whole way. I tried to be helpful, 

honest. Even offered to buy him some mouthwash. Didn’t help. See, where I really needed 

to be was back at Shady Meadows. What I wouldn’t give to be a fly on the wall back there. 

 


