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Act 1 

Scene 1 

 

(We begin with all cameras off (screens black) – only N/Keel’s voice is 

heard.) 

 

N/Keel:  The yacht was called The Bella – after Captain Draft’s daughter. I’d 

always thought it was sweet – to name his boat after his daughter, I 

mean. Mr. Draft had the boat built on a whim just over two years ago. 

When you’re a billionaire, you can afford to indulge whims like building a 

bespoke sailing yacht. When it was finished, he proposed an Atlantic tour. 

It was a grand undertaking, and he invited all of his closest friends – all 

just as rich as him, of course. Not many people have 6 months to spare for 

an Atlantic tour, but if you’re a friend of Mr. Draft, it’s much more likely 

that you do. So, Mr. Draft hired a crew – 55 people to run the yacht – and 

appointed himself captain. He even bought himself a little captain’s hat. If 

you asked him about it, he would gleefully take it off and show you how 

his name was monogrammed on the inside band. Really, a sweet man, 

even if he had no clue how to run a ship.  The first two months of the 

voyage went well. Very well. But you know what they say about all good 

things: they must come to an end. Soon, the crew grew restless, and 

wickedness found its way onto the decks of The Bella.  When a 

deckhand discovered concerning activities among others of the crew, two 

private investigators were sent an anonymous tip about the goings-on 

aboard The Bella. When the yacht docked at the Augusta Port in Georgia 

to restock, the investigators were waiting. (both investigators turn on 

cameras). They made short work of the case, and some of the crew were 

detained as suspects. (all crew except n./keel turn on cameras).  

 

Draft:  I was just shocked to hear that someone on my boat was a criminal! I can’t 

imagine any of my crew would do anything wrong, they’ve all just been 

the loveliest people to sail with. But, like I always say, it is better safe than 

sorry, so I welcomed the investigators aboard the lovely BELLA to 

conduct their investigations. (turns off camera). 

 

Stern:  Hello. Decker Stern. First Mate to Captain Draft aboard The Bella. Of 

course, I wasn’t happy to be detained in Georgia – it throws the rest of the 

voyage terribly off schedule. But if there is criminal activity aboard my – 

our – ship, it must be discovered. So, of course, I cooperated fully with 

investigators Maple and Dwale. (turns off camera).  

 

Anchor:  Bertha Anchor. I didn’t mind the interruption to the voyage, really. 

Augusta Port isn’t far from where I hope to open my theater and, since all 

the guests decided to go ashore to entertain themselves, the break allowed 

me more time to practice my magic. Of course, I’m just appalled that 

there’s some sort of funny business aboard The Bella; whoever it is must 



 

be just awful, and I can’t wait for them to get off my ship … but I must 

admit, I don’t mind the break. Not one bit. Investigator Maple and 

Investigator Dwale could even extend their investigations a few days 

longer, if you ask me. (turns off camera). 

Hokeo:  Name’s Galley Hokeo. Most people just call me Gal, but call me what you 

like. I’m The Bella’s chef. Wasn’t too happy about the delay – I have plans 

back home when the voyage is over – but if there’s some crime on the 

yacht, of course I want that taken care of. Don’t know why I’m a suspect, 

though, the worst thing I ever did was split a bechamel sauce. (laughs 

briefly) But I want whoever it is caught, and off our boat, so we can get 

back to the voyage. Soon. (turns off camera).  

(Investigators turn off cameras as we return to N/Keel’s narration). 

N/Keel:  It only took a week before the investigators came to their respective 

conclusions. They called the police, telling them when to arrive, and 

gathered their suspects. Though the two investigators butted heads, they 

agreed it would be more expeditious to reveal their findings together.  

(The investigators turn their cameras on).  

N/Keel:  All the suspects gathered into the room, each a little nervous.  

Draft:  (Camera on) Well, hello, my inquisitive friends! (beat as he notices keel; 

audience shouldn’t know who he’s talking to) Oh – why, what are you 

doing here, dear? I don’t believe you could be a suspect! (beat breaks, 

back to investigators) Frightfully glad to be done with all this business. 

Thank you very much for all your hard work, investigators.  

Dwale:  Yes, yes. All the same to you, all that. 

Stern:  (Camera on, notice Keel, confused beat) What are you doing here? (beat 

breaks, to Draft and Investigators) Sir. Dwale, Maple. Good morning.  

Draft:  Lovely to see you. 

Maple:   Same to you. 

Dwale:   Good morning. 

Anchor:  (Camera on) Oh, hello! Good morning, everyone. (pause) Oh! I … well, I 

didn’t expect to see you here. (beat breaks, to Investigators) Good 

morning! Derrick, Martha, so happy to hear you’ve found what’s going on! 

I brought some muffins. There’s just the cutest little bakery near the port.  

Maple:  Well, how kind. 
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Anchor:  Thank you. I do hope there’s enough for everyone. (Passive aggressive, 

directed at Keel’s unexpected presence).  

Hokeo:  (Camera on) Morning. Captain, investigators – what are you doing here, 

kid? Didn’t know you were a suspect, heh – mornin’, Anchor. Oh, 

muffins! Don’t mind if I do. Always nice to eat something I didn’t make.  

(Hokeo “takes” a muffin from Anchor’s frame. This can be achieved 

by having Anchor and Hokeo having duplicate muffins. When Anchor 

sets them down earlier, it should be out of frame, and Hokeo can pull 

his own from the bottom of his frame).  

Maple:  Well, now we’re all here, I’ll go first. (Insincerely): Of course, if you 

don’t mind, Investigator Dwale.  

Dwale:  Actually, I do mind, Miss Maple. Why should you go first? I’ve got the 

better finding, I think I’ll –  

Maple:  How can you have the better finding? You don’t even know what I’ve 

found! I’m going first, thank you very much. 

Dwale:  You have no right. I’m –  

Draft:  Now, investigators, no need to quarrel! Why don’t we settle this fairly – 

rock paper scissors? 

 (Dwale and Maple glare for a moment).  

Anchor: (muttered, not meant to be heard) Goodness. This is hardly dignified.  

Maple: Oh, alright. 

Dwale:   I suppose.  

 (They begin to play, out of frame. The audience cannot see their 

hands).  

Draft:  Where we can see, please! 

 (They play three rounds of rock, paper, scissors. [M: Rock vs. D: 

Scissors, M: Rock vs. D: Paper, M: Scissors vs. D: Paper]. Maple wins. 

With a grumble, Dwale turns grumpily away from his camera). 
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Maple:  Now. You all know why we’re here this morning. When I received an 

anonymous email telling me of a crime afoot on The Bella, the date you 

would dock here, and the promise of generous compensation, my interest 

was thoroughly piqued. I’ve conducted a thorough investigation. As you 

were all my final suspects, I thought it only fair to put the innocent parties’ 

minds at ease even while I reveal the culprit – and his crime. Yes, you 

heard me right – HIS crime! You are quite safe from scrutiny, ladies. The 

culprit is a man. A devious man with a sharp mind and an eye for capital, 

but not sharp enough to evade my spyglass. The culprit is none other than 

… Chef Hokeo! (When Maple says Hokeo’s name, all other cameras 

turn off, leaving only Maple and Hokeo visible).  

Draft:  Oh, dear, but he makes such wonderful food! 

Stern:  What’s he gone and done? 

Anchor:  Oh, Gal, how could you? 

Hokeo:  What are you on about, Maple? I didn’t do anything wrong. Whatever you 

think you’ve got on me, you’ve got it wrong, I promise. Tell me what it is 

and I’ll clear it up. 

Maple:  I’m afraid that will be quite impossible, Mr. Hokeo. I am perfectly positive 

that I have uncovered your crime – and when it is revealed, you will be 

unable to explain it away. It all begins before The Bella even set sail. 

(Hokeo and Maple turn off cameras. All screens are black).  

N/Keel:  Investigator Maple had discovered Chef Hokeo’s entrepreneurial spirit; 

before The Bella began hiring, Mr. Hokeo and his sister had opened a fruit 

cannery as business partners. A new business is an expensive endeavor, 

and they were having some trouble staying on their feet, so Gal accepted 

the chef position aboard The Bella for some extra income. He intended to 

rejoin his sister at the cannery as soon as the voyage concluded.  

Maple:  Your mistake, Mr. Hokeo, was confiding in Stewardess Anchor your 

concerns three months ago! She sang like a bird, leading me straight to 

your cannery.  

(cameras on for Anchor and Hokeo – we are in a flashback).  

Anchor:  Gal, darling, I’ve had another complaint from a diner. They say their steak 

is overcooked – I already had the staff start on another, don’t worry. But 

that’s the tenth complaint this week. Is everything alright? You’re usually 

so precise.  

Hokeo:  (sighs) I’m sorry, Bertha. I’m just off my game. I’ll get it together. You 

won’t hear a single complaint for the rest of the trip, I promise.  



 

Anchor:  What’s thrown you, Gal? Really, if you need to talk to someone …  

Hokeo:  Well, it’s … I just heard from my sister. We’ve got this business back 

home. We’d only just gotten running when I got hired for The Bella. I took 

this job for some more cash, and we did the math to make sure everything 

would run as normal with me gone. But we’re seeing a lot of losses, and 

I’m worried the money from this won’t be able to cover it.  

Anchor:  How bad could it be that our pay from Draft wouldn’t cover it, Gal? I’m 

sure it will be alright.  

Hokeo:  Yeah. Yeah, you’re probably right. I shouldn’t worry so much about it. 

Got a kitchen to run! 

Anchor:  That’s right. (pause) Just out of curiosity, what is it you do back home? 

Hokeo:  Well, co-run a cannery, actually. Mostly pineapple, but we also offer a 

fruit cocktail mix. Some mandarin oranges. Nothing too fancy.  

Anchor:  I’m sure it will all work out, Gal, darling. You’re so clever, you’ll think of 

something. (pause) But, you know, why don’t you come back to my cabin 

later? I have a couple ideas for how you could make ends meet, if you’d 

like to hear them … I had to troubleshoot funding for my theater, and I 

think it might just work for you, too. 

Hokeo:   Oh, thanks, Bertha. That’d be great! See you later, then.  

(end flashback, all cameras off for a beat, then Maple’s camera on.) 

 

Maple:   And therein lies the crime! 
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(all cameras on except for Keel, still black). 

Hokeo:  What crime? I’ve got all my permits. We followed every rule opening the 

plant. What, are fruit cocktails illegal now? 

Maple:  My dear Mr. Hokeo. Playing dumb will get you nowhere with me. You 

know very well what crime you’ve committed! 

Hokeo:   (baffled) I … I really don’t, actually. What did I do? 

Maple:  You’ll find no sympathy here! You really pretend not to know? About – 

the pineapple chunks? 
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Hokeo:  What … what about the pineapple? “Teeny’s Tiny Pineapple Tidbits,” I 

thought it was cute. They’re FDA approved, packaged in 100% pineapple 

juice, they –  

Maple:  Ah, but that’s just it! “Teeny’s Tiny Pineapple Tidbits,” my shoe! You 

aren’t selling tidbits, my fraudulent friend, you are selling CHUNKS.  

(A beat of silence. Everyone is entirely confused.) 

Stern:    Selling … pineapple chunks … is a crime? 

Draft:    That is certainly news to me if that’s the case.  

Anchor:  You’re telling us that he’s breaking a United States law to sell canned 

pineapple? 

Hokeo:   I’ve got to admit, I am genuinely just as lost as they are.  

Maple:  Not to sell canned pineapple chunks, no. But you have broken another 

law, Chef Hokeo. According to United States Code, it is a federal crime to 

sell canned pineapple “tidbits” if the wedges are not between 8 and 13 

millimeters thick.  

(Another baffled pause).  

Hokeo:   So, I’m guessing my tidbits are … not? 

Maple:  Quite right, Mr. Hokeo. Your “tidbits,” so called, average a thickness of 

17.8 millimeters, breaking a federal law and making you, sir, a criminal. 

(pause) And your sister, but that will have to be addressed later, I suppose. 

(Everyone begins arguing, confused and a little angry. Narrator 

speaks over them – all actors should mute mics or mouth lines, all still 

looking angry).  

N/Keel:  Everything Investigator Maple had said was true. Chef Galley Hokeo’s 

fruit cannery was producing pineapple chunks, not tidbits, and by labeling 

them as tidbits when they were above the standard thickness, Hokeo was 

committing a federal crime. However –  

Dwale:   Everybody, remain calm! Simmer down, now! 

(Slowly, they do).  

Dwale:  Whether or not what Investigator Maple says about Chef Hokeo’s … 

(Dwale searches for the words) pineapple packaging habits is true, that is 

not the real crime that took place aboard The Bella. Not the one that 

Maple and I were called here for, anyway. 



 

(A tense beat, Investigators clearly grumpy with one another). 

Maple:  What do you mean IF what I say is true? I’m good at my job, it is certainly 

true, where do you get off –  

Draft:  Miss Maple – Martha – please, of course you’re an excellent investigator. 

But let’s listen to what Mr. Dwale has to say. 

Hokeo:   Yes, let’s. Maybe then this “pineapple chunk” thing –  

Maple:   That is a federal crime, Mr. Hokeo, not some –  

Anchor:  (Interrupting, to Dwale) Derrick, please! What did you find in your 

investigation of The Bella? 

(Maple sullenly crosses her arms and angles herself away from her 

camera).  

Dwale:   Well, I think you, of all people, would know, Ms. Anchor.  

Anchor:  What? What do you mean? I haven’t done anything wrong. If I’d known 

Gal’s pineapple chunks were illegal, I certainly –  

Hokeo:   Can we just drop it with –  

Dwale:   This is not about the pineapple chunks! 

Maple:   (Grumpily grumbles) Technically, the problem is with pineapple tidbits.  

Dwale:  Chunks or tidbits, this is not about canned pineapple, Ms. Anchor. This 

has nothing at all to do with Chef Hokeo – the criminal aboard The Bella 

is you!  

(At this declaration, all cameras except Dwale and Anchor turn off).  

N/Keel:  Stewardess Bertha Anchor’s dreams extended beyond on-ship hospitality. 

Since childhood, she had always loved magic, and had become quite the 

magician. She had always wanted to open her own theater – a dinner and 

magic show venue – but she’d never had the funds. That was when she 

saw the listing for the steward position aboard The Bella; what Captain 

Draft was paying, in combination with her meticulously maintained 

savings, would almost be enough to start her theater! She eagerly accepted 

the position.  

Dwale:   It all began when The Bella docked in France, didn’t it, Ms. Anchor? 

Anchor:   What? What are you talking about? 



 

Dwale:  You disembarked The Bella for a short time of shore leave while in 

France. What did you do with that shore leave, Ms. Anchor? 

Anchor: Well, I –  

Dwale:  (hand up to silence her) It was a rhetorical question. I know exactly what 

you did with your shore leave, Stewardess! You bought a pair of doves. 

You bought them and took them aboard the ship, to your cabins, where 

you have been training them to –  

Anchor:  To be part of my magic act. Yes, you’re right – but none of that was ever a 

secret. Everyone knows about my doves. People ask to see their tricks. 

And, anyway, what about having doves is illegal? 

Dwale:  To have them is not, Ms. Anchor. It is your intentions with the doves that 

are of questionable legality! 

(A beat of uncomfortable silence. Anchor and Dwale are still the only 

ones visible.) 

N/Keel:  Investigator Dwale would never admit it, but his word choice was not 

exactly the best. 

Draft:    Her … intentions? Whatever do you mean? 

Stern:    (almost to himself) How would that even work …  

Anchor:  I can promise you, I don’t have any sort of … intentions with my birds! I 

just –  

Dwale:  No, no, no, you’ve all terribly mistaken my meaning. All I mean to say is 

that Ms. Anchor has committed a federal crime in importing her birds into 

the country.  

Anchor:  I don’t see how that’s possible. I bought them completely above board. I 

have all the paperwork, if you’d like to –  

Dwale:  You have all the proper paperwork for a pair of pet doves, that much is 

true. But these are not merely pet doves, are they, Ms. Anchor? They are 

theatrical birds.  
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Anchor:   Well, I suppose they are, when my theater opens. But I don’t understand –  
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Dwale:  By buying and subsequently training your birds to take part in your magic 

show professionally when you open your Magical Dinner Theater, you 

promoted them from mere pets to theatrical birds. According to federal 

law, the importation of theatrical birds into the United States without the 

proper permits is strictly illegal. You have broken this law, Ms. Anchor.  

Anchor:   I had no idea! 

Hokeo:  This is ridiculous. Don’t listen to him, Bertha, he’s one banana short of a 

bunch. 

Draft:    That’s really a law? A federal law? 

(All cameras except N./Keel turn on. only Keel is still black. The 

following should be fast, nearly overlapping. Everyone is frustrated 

and emotional, ending in “Hokeo: Are these really crimes?”).  

Maple:  Oh, my crime is ridiculous, huh, Derrick? Wow, illegally imported 

theatrical birds, so much more serious than illegal –  

Dwale:  Listen, I’m dealing with animal trafficking. You discovered a fruit cannery 

mishap. You really want to argue about who’s more –  

Hokeo:  I want to know when that “federal law” was passed. What, like, the 1920s? 

It’s the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard. How did we get FDA 

approved if –  

Anchor:  Good point, Gal! And I’d like to know the finer points of the bird laws. 

They aren’t performing yet –  

Draft:  I have a difficult time believing that anyone put in an anonymous tip on 

pineapple and doves –  

Stern:  This is absolutely ridiculous. And why am I here if I wasn’t accused of 

anything? 

Dwale:  Well if I’d been allowed to finish before everyone started interrupting me, 

I would have revealed that you were seen in Ms. Anchor’s cabin, which is 

how I discovered the doves, but –  

Stern:  Wait. Who saw me in Anchor’s cabin? I need to know that, if there’s 

someone informing –  

Dwale:   We can’t tell you that –  

Maple:   That’s extremely confidential, Mr. Stern –  



 

Draft:  May we go now, investigators? We can sort all of this out when the 

voyage is over, I suspect, and I have no concerns –  

Anchor:   I simply cannot believe –  

Hokeo:   Are these really crimes?  

(all speak in frustrated ad libs, N./Keel’s camera turns on. all cameras 

on).  

Keel:    Everybody, that’s enough! Calm down! Be quiet! 

(Everyone quiets, attention on Keel).  

Keel:  You’re both wrong! Well, I mean, you’re not wrong, but neither of those 

crimes are what you were brought here to investigate.  

Stern:    How do you know that, Deckhand Keel? 

Dwale:   Yes, is there something –  

Maple:   You haven’t told us? 

Keel:    Because it was me! 

Draft:    What do you mean? 

Keel:    I sent for the investigators! 

(Stunned silence falls.) 

Hokeo:   Well. I didn’t see that coming. 

Stern:    (derisively) A deckhand. 

(all cameras to black). 

End Act 1 

 

 

 

 

  



 

Act 2 

(We begin with all cameras on, present.) 

Maple:   You called us here?  

Dwale:   And neither of us is correct? 

Maple:   Well, that can’t be right. 

Dwale:   Simply outrageous.  

Stern:    Explain yourself, Deckhand Keel. 

Anchor:   Have you been spying on us? 

Stern:    Well, obviously she’s been spying on us, Anchor. Use your wits. 

Hokeo:   Is that why you’re here? I just thought maybe Draft asked you along.  

Stern:  He has always had a peculiar liking for her, hm? Wonder what that’s 

about. 

Anchor:   You’re an informant! 

Stern:    I knew there was a reason I never liked you.  

(A beat as Keel is ganged up on by all but Captain Draft) 

Draft:  It’s okay, Alison. I’m sure everyone just wants to understand why we’re 

here. Would you please explain why you contacted the investigators? 

Keel:  I know I’m just a deckhand. But when I noticed what was happening on 

The Bella … well, I couldn’t just ignore it. So I looked up Maple and 

Dwale and sent them the email. I knew you’d be willing to pay them when 

they found out what was happening, Captain Draft. Well, I knew you 

would have if they had found out what was really going on.  

(Investigators start to protest).  

Draft:    Please! Let her finish. 

Stern:  Yes. Please, Deckhand Keel. Enlighten us. What is happening aboard The 

Bella? 

Anchor:   We’d certainly love to know.  

Hokeo:  I know I would. But if you start saying something about my canned fruit 

cocktail, I am going to lose it.  



 

Dwale:   Yeah. I’d like to know what you think you’ve found.  

Maple:   Please, Miss Keel, tell us what you’ve “deduced.”  

Draft:    It’s okay, Alison. Go ahead. In your own time.  

Keel:    I first noticed something was wrong two months into the voyage …  

(Cameras off for all but Keel – we are in a flashback). 

Keel:  I was mopping the dining hall after dinner one night. That wasn’t the first 

time I’d noticed Chef Hokeo and Stewardess Anchor meeting together, or 

even Anchor and the First Mate together. What was weird about that time 

is I noticed all three of them, and they looked … I don’t know, nervous. At 

first I didn’t think anything of it; maybe there was some problem with a 

passenger that they’d needed to talk about. But then I kept noticing it. 

Always those three. Soon, other crewmembers started to get involved, but 

the only common characters were Hokeo, Anchor, and Stern. About a 

week after I noticed, I followed them to Stern’s quarters and listened 

outside the door. 

(Keel’s camera turns off as Hokeo, Anchor, and Stern’s cameras turn 

on, flashback).  

Anchor:   So, we’re decided? 

Stern:    Yes. Draft isn’t a fit captain. He may own the boat, but –  
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Hokeo:  (with a laugh) He’s certainly not a captain. He spends more time planning 

the weekly menu with me than he does “captaining” anything.  

Stern:  Exactly. I’m already functionally the captain of this ship, but without any 

of the clearance that would make my job easier. With him out of the way, 

this voyage could actually –  

Anchor:  Be a voyage. Exactly. So, I’ve started talking to some other staff. Can you 

start to bring in some of the other bridge team, Decker? 

Stern:    Easily. Consider it done.  

Anchor:   And, Gal, you’ll –  

Hokeo:  The kitchen staff will stage a coup themselves if left to their own devices. 

It should be no problem to get them to work with us.  
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Anchor:  Wonderful. Perfect. I think this will go smoothly if we all work in tandem. 

Draft doesn’t even have to leave the ship, he just has to let us take care of 

the actual –  

Stern:    “High seas” part of the program.  

Hokeo:   Does anyone else know about the other –  

Anchor:   (sharply, cutting him off) No. And we’re keeping it that way. 

Stern:    It’s for us to know and everyone else to find out. 

Anchor:  Excellent. Everything is going so well, boys – soon this voyage will be 

just as it should, and when we land, our lives will be, too.  

(Keel’s camera turns on [still flashback] as Hokeo, Anchor, and 

Stern’s cameras turn off).  

Keel:  I left quickly after that – I didn’t want them to come out and see I’d been 

listening. I tried to tell Captain Draft what I saw, but one of those three 

was always with him. I only found an opening once. (Draft’s camera 

turns on. Only Draft and Keel are visible. Still in flashback).  

Draft:  Alison Keel! How’s the voyage treating you, dear? I know it’s work for 

you, but I hope it’s also pleasure.  

Keel:  Oh, yes, sir, it’s been lovely. But there is something that’s been less 

lovely, I was hoping to talk to you about it.  

Draft:    Yes, yes, of course. What is it? 

Keel:  Well it’s … I might as well just come out and say it, sir, I’m afraid a 

mutiny is being planned.  

 

Draft:  (laughs uproariously. When he finally calms down, wiping away a 

couple tears, he says): Oh, I’m sorry, Alison, I didn’t mean to be rude. I 

just – a mutiny? I can’t imagine anyone on this ship doing something so 

unkind! I keep open communication, I know anyone would just come to 

me with any concerns they might have. Well, like you’re doing right now! 

 

Keel:    Sir, I’m afraid I really can’t be wrong here. I heard them talking, and – 

 

Draft:    Who? 

 

Keel:    Sorry, sir? 

 

Draft:    Who did you hear talking? 

 



 

Keel:    First Mate Stern, Stewardess Anchor, and Chef Hokeo, sir.  

 

Draft:  Oh, then I’m certain you’re mistaken, my dear girl! Those three and I 

work so closely, I just can’t believe it. I hold them in the highest esteem, 

and they profess to like me, too. I have no reason to disbelieve it.  

 

Keel:  I heard them, sir, saying the voyage would be easier with Stern as captain. 

And I don’t think that’s all, though I’m not sure what else –  

 

Draft:  Oh, Alison. I appreciate your concern. But I know those three, and they’re 

faithful and hardworking. I must be going, I have a dinner engagement – 

I’ll see you around, Alison, dear.  

 

(Draft turns camera off).  

 

Keel:  (Briefly out of flashback) So I kept collecting information. I ran into 

Hokeo on his way out of a meeting with Anchor once. I think we gave 

each other a heart attack.  

(Return to flashback, Hokeo’s camera turns on).  

Hokeo:   Oh, hey, Keel! What are you doing here? 

Keel:    (Holds up mop). Swabbing. What are you doing here? 

Hokeo:   (Stumbles briefly) Oh, you know those doves Anchor bought? In France? 

Keel:    Yeah, I guess. What about ’em? 

Hokeo:   She was just showing me some of the tricks they learned. Pretty cool. 

(All cameras on, back in present).  

Anchor:   You’re the one that turned in my doves, Alison? 

Hokeo:   You’re one to talk, you told Maple about my cannery –  

Maple:   Hey, good detective work thrives on informants. 

Dwale:  I hate to admit it, but Maple’s right. Don’t start pointing fingers for doing 

a civic duty.  

Stern:  Oh, good detective work, huh? Yeah, great work discovering illegal fruit 

and birds.  

Dwale:   Hey, it’s –  

Draft:    Everybody, quiet! Let Alison finish! 



 

(With grumbling, all slowly turn off cameras, until only Keel and 

Draft are left). 

Draft:  (kindly) Go on, Alison, don’t stop until you’re finished. I’ll keep them 

quiet. (Draft turns off his camera).  
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Keel:  Thanks, Captain Draft. Anyway – (back in flashback) I bided my time, I 

kept collecting information. I’m a deckhand. I could move all over the 

ship, mostly unquestioned. Nobody notices a deckhand. I was never even 

asked to join the mutiny. Also part of being a deckhand – management 

doesn’t really trust you with anything, including, apparently, 

betrayal. When I realised the captain wouldn’t listen to me, and something 

worse was going on, I figured the only way to stop it was to get help from 

on land. When I found out what else the mutineers were planning, other 

than taking the captainship from Captain Draft, I knew I couldn’t get help 

from anyone on the yacht. I couldn’t risk being found out, so I sent an 

anonymous tip to the investigators. I knew our next United States port was 

here, in Georgia, so I found two Private Investigators in the area and sent 

the inquiry and the promise of money. I hoped the intrigue would make up 

for the lack of a down payment. I hoped Draft would pay it when he found 

out. There was a lot of hoping going on.  

(A beat of silence, all cameras turn back on. end flashback).  

Keel:  Little did I know that I hired the two most incompetent Private I’s on the 

Eastern seaboard! Pineapple? Doves? Are you kidding me? There was a 

mutiny right under your noses! How did you not see it?  

(Chaos ensues once more. Fast pick-ups, overlapping dialogue 

encouraged).  

Stern:    You have no proof for this mutiny. Don’t listen to her, sir –  

Maple:   Who are you calling incompetent? 

Dwale:  You can’t just tell us there’s “a crime” and expect us to, what, read your 

mind? 

Keel:  Isn’t that an investigator’s whole job? To figure out what I meant by “a 

crime”?  

Anchor:  This is low, Alison, so very low. I can’t believe this. You’ve got it all 

wrong. If you’d just asked us –  
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Hokeo:   We would have explained. It’s all quite easy to –  

Keel:  Don’t try to gaslight me on this! I know what you guys were planning! I 

followed you around for weeks, don’t try to –  

Draft:  (looking quite heartbroken) Bertha? Gal? (silence falls as people notice 

how distraught Draft is) And you, Decker? You think I’m a lousy 

captain? You were going to mutiny? You’ve hated me all this time?  

(pause).  

Keel:    Captain, I never thought …  

Anchor:   Of course, we love you, Captain. Like I said, Alison misunderstood –  

Hokeo:   I’m just the Chef, sir, I’d never –  

Stern:  Are you kidding? You’re the most incompetent, dimwitted man I’ve ever 

worked under!  

(We see Keel begin recording the conversation, on her phone or 

recorder). 

Stern:  How could you believe we wouldn’t want to mutiny? Having money to 

build and sail a yacht doesn’t mean you know anything about how to run 

it. I really just can’t take this anymore. And in addition to being able to 

say I was the captain of a six-month Atlantic voyage, we were going to 

squeeze so much money out of you. Bertha’s theater, Hokeo’s cannery, 

and my beautiful place in Boston, all for the low, low cost of the easiest 

mutiny in the history of seafaring! Cheap asking price for everything we’d 

ever wanted. I just … (Stern trails off. Everyone is looking mildly 

shocked. Finally, Keel breaks the silence). 

Keel:    You see, sir? I’m sorry. But there it is.  

Stern:  I’ll say it again, no matter what you believe, did you happen to collect any 

–  

(Keel holds up a stack of paper in a manila folder and her phone [or 

recorder]. Everyone falls silent).  

Keel:  Proof? Yeah, Stern, do I look like a complete idiot? Actually – don’t 

answer that. You’ve made it clear what you think of me. But the fact is, 

I’m not. I recorded conversations, took photos and videos of all of you 

together. I wrote a testimony of what I saw. I have a dozen, maybe more, 

other deckhands who will sign it if I ask. I just didn’t want to put myself in 

your sights. I wanted someone – an authority – to expose you. This was 



 

my contingency. I didn’t think I’d have to use it, but now – with this, and 

your confession? It’s over, man. 

Maple:   (clears throat) Well, luckily, I called the police –  

Dwale:   I called the police –  

Maple:  Fine, we called the police, and they’re on their way here now to sort all 

this out. Looks to me we’ve got two major –  

Dwale:   Ahem? 

Maple:   Three major federal crimes for people to answer for. 

Keel:  (incredulous at the Investigators’ continued incompetence) Four. If 

you want to count the plot to hold Captain Draft ransom.  

Maple:   Ah. Hm. Yes. Four, then.  

Dwale:  Miss Keel, would you mind letting us see that evidence you’ve so nicely 

compiled? 
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Keel:    Of course.  

(The Investigator’s “take” the evidence. Same principle as earlier 

muffin trick).  

Dwale:  You know, now that I look at it, I totally have all the evidence. If I’d had 

another fifteen minutes, I would have seen the mutiny. 

Maple:   Well, if I hadn’t been interrupted by you, the mutiny was my big reveal –  

Keel:  Oh, come on! Neither of you found the mutiny. Can’t you just say thank 

you? 

 

Dwale:  (Together. Reluctantly) Thank you.  

Maple:   (Together. Reluctantly) Thank you.  

(The sound of police sirens. Mutineers look exceedingly nervous).  

Keel:    Would you do the honors, investigators? 

Dwale:   Of course. Come on, you three.  
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Maple:   You’ve got an appointment downtown.  

(Mutineers/Investigators cameras turn off. As they do, we hear ad libs 

for about 30 seconds – the Mutineers about innocence/irritation, 

Dwale and Maple about whose discovery was more legit. The voices 

fade out as they “leave the room.” Only Keel and Draft remain. Draft 

looks sad).  

Keel:    (tentatively) I’m sorry, sir. I wish …  

Draft:  No, no, don’t be silly. You saved me. From a lot of humiliation if not 

worse. I can’t thank you enough. And I will be paying the investigators – 

they did their best, even if –  

Keel:    Even if what they found amounts to nothing?  

Draft:  (laughs) Yes, but I would have put it a little differently. Maybe they’ll 

have some time to practice their craft.  

(both laugh)  

Keel:    You’re a good man, Mr. Draft. I’m glad you’re my captain.  

Draft:  Thank you, Alison, that’s kind of you. But I can’t help but think that they 

had a point, those three. I have no right to captain the ship just because it’s 

mine. I can’t imagine how frustrated Stern’s been all these months. (a 

thoughtful pause) Say, Alison? 

Keel:    Yes, sir? 

Draft:    How long have you been working on the water? 

Keel:    Well, just about forever, sir. Professionally, almost a decade now. Why? 

Draft:  It looks like I’m going to have to make some crew adjustments while we 

dock here. How would you like to captain The Bella?  

Keel:    I – well – sir, I wouldn’t want to – I’m –  

Draft:  No, it’s quite alright. I’m more than happy to just be along for the voyage. 

Being captain wasn’t as fun as I thought it would be, anyway. And you’ve 

proven I can trust you with the task, to keep me informed. You’re the 

perfect captain for The Bella.  

Keel:    Yes. Yes, sir! I’d love to! Thank you so much! 

Draft:  Wonderful. We’ll look at how to draw up the new contract, and new wage, 

first thing when we get back aboard. With that out of the way … we 

should get to finding some new crew, hm? 



 

Keel:  (with a new, authoritative air. She is the Captain). Yes, quite right, sir. 

I say we start down at the pier, they’ll know where to find some good crew 

members.  

Draft:    (with a smile) Aye, aye, Captain.  

(Draft turns camera off. Audience is only addressed by Keel, camera 

on).  

Keel:  And so we finished the voyage happily, no kidnappings or mutinies. With 

a crew who loved the owner of their ship and, I hope, their captain. I 

certainly did the best I could. I followed the trial of the mutineers closely. 

It was then that I found out the mutiny went even deeper than I’d ever 

thought. Turns out, Anchor and Stern had been planning their play at Mr. 

Draft’s money since long before the voyage.  

(Keel’s camera off, Stern’s and Anchor’s on, one last flashback – 

before the voyage).  

Stern:    Bertha. Good to see you, as always. What did you want to speak about? 

Anchor:  Well, we’ve always worked well together, on the water and off. Wouldn’t 

you say? 

Stern:    Sure. Why? 
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Anchor:   Well, how’d you like to go on one last voyage?  

Stern:    I dunno, Bertha – what’s in it for me? 

Anchor:   You know that place in Boston you’ve had your eye on? 

Stern:    Yeah. What about it? 

Anchor:   I can guarantee this voyage gets you that place, and leaves you set for life.  

Stern:    Well! I’m listening.  

Anchor:   (smiling slyly) You ever heard of Frederick Reginald Draft?  

(All cameras off).  

End 
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