
Clue Audition Preparation

1.  READ THE SCRIPT (attached to email)
2.  Look over the character descriptions
3.  Decide which role you see yourself as
4.  Choose one audition side
- You may audition alone or with one other person
- You may only audition once
- You are in consideration for all roles in the show
- You do not have to memorize the audition side, but be sure not to bury yourself in the script as you 

audition.  In other words, make big acting choices.

5. PLEASE NOTE:  The more familiar you are with the story and your audition side, the more you will be 
able to show me in your audition

6. KNOW YOUR CONFLICTS!!! - You must list all rehearsal conflicts on your audition sheet.

7.  Check the call board located in the hall next to the auditorium.  A sign in sheet for auditions will be 
located there.  Please sign up for an audition slot.  You may also show up the night of the audition.

8.  Your actual audition will only take about five minutes, Check the Call Board Thursday to see if you 
have a Call Back audition which will take place on Thursday 9/19 from 6-8.

9. Check the call board after school on Friday 9/20 for the cast list.

Rehearsals will be 3 days a week, either after school or at night, based on the cast.

Clue

Performances November 14, 15, 16 7:30-10:30pm

Auditions Sept 17 - 3:00-5:00
Sept 18 - 6:00-8:00
Sept 19 - 6:00-8:00 if you are on the call back list

Rehearsals 3-5pm or 6-9pm (time slots will depend on casting)

September 24 thru 27		 


September 30 	 	 6-9


October 1 thru 3	 	 6-9

October 7 thru 10	 	 6-9

October 15 thru 17	 	 6-9

October 21 thru 24	 	 6-9

October 28 thru 31	 	 6-9

	 	 

November 4 thru 6	 	 6-9

November 11 thru 13		 5-10	 


In-school preview


11/13 



Roles

WADSWORTH, a traditional British butler in every sense: uptight, formal and “by the book.” 
He is the driving force in the play. 

YVETTE, a sexy French maid with her own secret aspirations. (Also plays the REPORTER in 
the final scene.) 

MISS SCARLET, a dry, sardonic D.C. madam who is more interested in secrets than sex. 

MRS. PEACOCK, the churchgoing wife of a senator. A bit batty, neurotic, and quick to 
hysteria. 

MRS. WHITE, a pale, morbid, and tragic woman. Mrs. White may or may not be the murderer 
of her five ex-husbands. 

COLONEL MUSTARD, a puffy, pompous, dense blowhard of a military man. 

PROFESSOR PLUM, an academic Casanova who woos women with his big . . . brain. 

MR. GREEN, a timid, yet officious, rule follower. He’s a bit of a klutz and awfully anxious. 

ENSEMBLE WOMAN, to play: 

 
THE COOK, a threatening presence.  
THE MOTORIST, a benign gentleman who rings the wrong doorbell. 

SINGING TELEGRAM GIRL, a cute, perky tap dancer. AN AGENT, an FBI agent who helps to 
save the day. 

ENSEMBLE MAN, to play: 

 
MR. BODDY, a slick, James Bond-type fella.  
THE COP, a “Regular Joe.”

AN AGENT, an FBI agent who helps to save the day.  

Clue Synopsis

On a dark and stormy night, six unique guests, plus a butler and a maid, assemble for a 
dinner party at the home of Mr. Boddy. When their host turns up dead, it is clear that no one 
is safe! Soon the guests are racing to find the killer and keep the body count from stacking 
up. Based on the popular board game and adapted from the cult classic film, Clue is the 
comedy whodunit that will keep you guessing (and laughing) to the very end. Contains adult 
humor and mild violence. 



SIDE 1          Wadsworth 

YVETTE. Monsieur! Why are you standing here in ze dark?! You frightened us half to death! 

WADSWORTH. Wouldn’t want to frighten anyone to death. There are so many better ways to 
die.   Yvette! Cook! Is everything ready?  

YVETTE. Oui, Monsieur. 

WADSWORTH. You have your instructions? 

(They nod.) 

COOK. You want the dogs fed before the guests arrive?  

WADSWORTH. No, I want them . . . hungry. 

(Dogs bark.) 

WADSWORTH. Cook— Dinner will be served at 7:30?  

COOK. Sharp. 

(COOK and YVETTE exit through the doorway. Thunder/ lightning. WADSWORTH steps forward 
to address the audience.) 

WADSWORTH. My apologies, ladies and gentlemen. I’ve been awfully rude. You’ve no idea 
why you’re here do you? You see, it is the butler’s job to make everyone comfortable. And 
from the looks of your faces . . . I’d venture to guess, you haven’t got a clue. But don’t worry. 
You’re not alone. We’re all in this together. 

(Thunder/lightning. A dead body is revealed in the balcony.) 

WADSWORTH. Well, not him.

WADSWORTH. (Looking at his pocket watch without pause:) At any rate, not to fear . . . if I’ve 
done my calculations correctly . . . 

(The doorbell rings, proving his point.) 

The guests are on their way. (Dogs bark. A bang.) 

(Addressing the audience:) Don’t be alarmed! It’s just the Maid, in the Hall, with the Champagne 
Cork! Time to meet our guests!  

Now, ladies and gentlemen, we are all met. Allow me to introduce myself. I’m Wadsworth. 
The butler. (Then:) You may have realized that tonight, nobody is being addressed by their real 
name. I suggest you refrain from revealing too much about yourselves this evening. 



SIDE 2 Boddy
BODDY. (From the floor:) Unless . . .  

ALL. Unless, what? 

BODDY. You each pay me twice what you’ve been paying, and I’ll tell the police it was a 
phony call and send them on their way. You refuse . . . and I put this briefcase—containing all 
the evidence needed to expose your wrongdoings—in the hands of the police and the press. I 
believe some of you would face a lifetime of jail, and others, a lifetime of shame. 

(A moment of silence as they all soak it in. Then they all move to attack BODDY.) 

ALL. “That’s why you’ve brought us all here?!” “You bastard!” “Get that briefcase!” (Etc.) 

BODDY. Unless . . . 

ALL. Unless what?! 

BODDY. Well, there is something else you could do for me. One little favor that would change 
the game. Something I just can’t bear to do myself. 

ALL. What?! 
BODDY. (To GUESTS:) Have a seat, please. 

[MUSIC CUE #21] 

(The GUESTS walk to the couch. The men all sit as the women, with arms raised, glare at them with 
venom in their eyes. After a beat, the men realize their mistake and move to stand behind the couch. The 
women sit.) 

WADSWORTH. What’s this about, sir? 

BODDY. (Ignoring WADSWORTH:) In this bag there are six gifts I’ve brought you from 
Washington. Things I thought you might find useful this evening. 

(BODDY opens the duffle bag. He hands out six gift-wrapped parcels, one to each guest.) 

BODDY. Open them. 

BODDY. In your hands you each have a lethal weapon. You all showed up here tonight 
because you believed the evidence against you was so terrible that you would do almost 
anything to keep it a secret. I’m putting that theory to the test. Mr. Wadsworth here is the only 
other person who knows your secrets; and it’s costing me—and you—dearly to keep him 
quiet. You see, I wouldn’t have to double your payments if I didn’t have to pay Mr. 
Wadsworth for his silence. 



 
SIDE 3         Yvette 

WADSWORTH. (Into the door:) Yvette, are you all right?!  

YVETTE. (From inside:) No!  

MUSTARD. Yvette?! Are you alive?!  

(YVETTE opens the door, revealing herself, in a puddle of tears, fuming!)  

YVETTE. Of course I’m alive! (Turning to WADSWORTH:) No zanks to you, Wadsworth, you ee-
diot! You’ve locked us up in zis house wiz a murderer!  

WHITE. So the murderer is here? 

YVETTE. Oui! 

GREEN. Where? 

YVETTE. Where? Here! We’re all looking at him. (PEACOCK enters, out of breath.) Or her . . .  

PEACOCK. (Winded and hysterical:) I’m an old woman in an aggravated state of shock! 

YVETTE. (Back to her point:) I heard you in ze Study—one of you is ze killer!  

PLUM. How could you hear us in “ze” Study . . . 

YVETTE. I was listening! I have a tape recorder in ze Billiard Room! Monsieur Boddy asked me 
to tape-record your conversation.  

PLUM. Why would he ask you to record our conversation?  

YVETTE. For more evidence, of course! When Wadsworth revealed your secrets in ze Study, zey 
were all recorded.  

PLUM. What a snake! I’ve got to destroy them! Where are the tapes? YVETTE. Ze tapes?! What 
about ze body?! 

MUSTARD. What body? 

ALL. Boddy’s body!!  

WHITE. But, Yvette, why were you screaming in there, all by yourself?  

YVETTE. Because I was frightened! I also drank ze Cognac. Maybe I am poisoned too! Mon 
Dieu! (She starts to weep.) I can’t stay in zere alone. 

PLUM. There’s safety in numbers. Don’t worry, I’ll protect you. I’m very strong.   (He puts his 
arm around her. She throws him off.)  

YVETTE. But one of you is ze killer! Monsieur Boddy is dead! 



SIDE 4 Scarlet or Mustard

SCARLET. Where is it? 

MUSTARD. Where’s what? 

SCARLET. The evidence you snatched out of my hands, you idiot! 

MUSTARD. I don’t know what you’re talking about— 

SCARLET. (Threatening:) Either give it up or I’ll have you singing soprano! 

MUSTARD. Alright! I snatched it! But someone snatched it from me.  

SCARLET. Who? 

MUSTARD. Don’t look at me! 

SCARLET. I’m not looking at you! 

MUSTARD. Yes you are! You’re looking at me right now! 

SCARLET. Hey, look! Scarlet flowers. (With a wink:) My favorite (Leaning in to smell them:) 
They smell divine. You know, if you rub the petals on your neck, the smell is irresistible to 
men. 

(She plucks a petal deliberately. The “pluck” action causes the whole potted plant shelving unit to open 
up revealing a secret passage.) 

SCARLET. (Tickled by her own discovery:) Oh my God and garters!  

MUSTARD. (Oblivious to the secret passage:) Oh, c’mon it’s just a little flower, you don’t have to 
get emotional. 

SCARLET. No, not the flower, Colonel Smarty Pants! A secret passage! C’mon! 

MUSTARD. (Scared:) Uh . . . Ladies first, Miss Scarlet.  

SCARLET. (Rolling her eyes:) How heroic. 

(The Lounge.) 

MUSTARD. Where are we? 

SCARLET. How should I know? The lights are off.  

MUSTARD. Well turn them on! 

SCARLET. I would if I could see anything!  


