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FBI Girl: How I Learned to Crack My Fa ther’s Code pre -
miered at The REP, Point Park Uni ver sity’s pro fes sional thea tre
com pany (Ron ald Allan-Lindblom, Ar tis tic Di rec tor), Pitts -
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McKenna.
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FBI Girl: How I Learned to Crack
My Fa ther’s Code

MAIN CHAR AC TERS
(All roles are played by adult ac tors;

see note on page 7)

MAURA CONLON: ages 8-14; ex tremely shy, no tices ev -
ery thing, wants to be an FBI agent like her dad.

JOE CONLON: 40s; se ri ous FBI agent, a pri vate man of
few words, ded i cated to fight ing crime, de voted to his
fam ily, es pe cially Joey Jr.

MARY CONLON: 40s; “sunny, wind-in-her-hair Mary,”
wife to Joe, mother to the Conlon brood, ex-beauty
queen who dreamed of be ing a ball room dancer, fight ing 
for jus tice in this world and for her lit tle boy.

JULIE CONLON: ages 6-12; Maura’s lit tle sis ter, un der
the ra dar, tak ing it all in, wants to be like her big sis ter.

JOHN CONLON: ages 4-10; the un der-the-ra dar lit tle
brother, sidekick of Julie.

JOE CONLON JR. (JOEY): birth-6 years; the baby of the
fam ily, be loved and lov ing, likes to tear up news pa pers
and drive (pie plates or cars) fast. Has Down Syn drome.
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FATHER JACK CONLON: 30s; beloved brother to Joe
and uncle to Maura, po lit i cally ac tive priest, con cerned
with so cial is sues, sup port ive of Maura, works in a trou -
bled neigh bor hood/par ish in Queens, New York.

GRAM MA MOLLY (MUTH): 60s; the Irish grandmother
with a brogue, long-suf fer ing and pro tec tive of her boys, 
will talk your ear off.

OTHER ROLES PLAYED BY MAIN CHAR AC TERS

JOE CONLON: RICH ARD PLUMB

MARY CONLON: ELIZ A BETH DUPONT

JOHN CONLON: MR. FLANIGAN, PETER NORDEN,
PAUL RAMSEY, COACH BILL

JULIE CONLON: MRS. FLANIGAN, ADELE ROMERO, 
ROB ERT, ANGELA

FATHER JACK: MATT HER SHEY, MR. SCHLATTER

GRAM MA MOLLY: SIS TER RITA, SIS TER HOR -
TENSE, MOTHER PERRENIAL, WAITRESS 

SETTING

Los An geles 1968-pres ent and other places in the mem ory
of Maura Conlon.

6

© Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois.



NOTES FOR PRO DUC TION

ALL ROLES should be played by adult ac tors.

Al though this is the com ing-of-age story of a young girl, it is in -
tended pri mar ily for an adult au di ence. The ac tress play ing
Maura needs to play both the pre teen girl in volved in the mo -
ment and at other times the grown woman who frames the play,
look ing back, com ment ing on the ac tion along the way. It is
hoped that the ac tress and di rec tor would make these tran si tions
clear. The rec om men da tion re gard ing cast ing also holds true for
the ac tors play ing her sib lings, Julie and John, since they also
dou ble as adults.

The same is es pe cially true for the ac tor play ing Joe Jr. While it
might be in ter est ing to see this part played by an ac tor with
Down Syn drome, it is not what I in tended. The ac tor who
played Joe Jr. in the first pro duc tion had been trained as a
dancer, his physi cali ty, com bined with his heart and in tel li gence, 
cre ated a true, re spect ful, and sen si tive por trayal of Joey
Conlon.

As far as DOU BLING, the spe cific com bi na tion has been sug -
gested. If there is room in your bud get, you could add two more 
ac tors, to share some of the roles, al low ing MARY and JOE
CONLON, along with MAURA and JOEY to play only them -
selves. Dou bling as spec i fied is rec om mended, but for very large 
casts it is pos si ble to cast ac tors in the smaller roles.

Finally, this is a nos tal gic piece. Have fun bring ing back the
1960s and 1970s in the de sign el e ments. Feel free to de part
from re al ism as needed. The scene de sign should fa cil i tate a
seam less move ment of the ac tion.
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ACT ONE

PRO LOGUE

(A dark bed room. “Spicy” FBI MU SIC from a 1960’s
tele vi sion show be gins as each as pect of the room co mes 
into view. In the cen ter of the bed room is a bed. To the
right of the bed is a win dow, which is cracked open, let -
ting in the soft night air. Cur tains blow gently to ward
the bed. MAURA CONLON sits on the bed look ing
through a box full of pa pers, pho to graphs, files. She
finds a small note book and a flash light. MAURA speaks
di rectly to the au di ence.)

MAURA. The mem ory of the child al ways sees by way of
the heart. (She picks up the flash light and snaps it on.) I
knew with all the cer tainty of my seven-year-old heart,
that the world is a dan ger ous place…packed full of
crim i nals. (SOUND of THREE SHOTS fired as if from a
TV show.) It was my fa ther’s job, Spe cial Agent Joe
Conlon, to keep them out of the house. It was my job,
Spe cial Agent in Training Maura Conlon, to keep him
un der sur veil lance. Noth ing gets past me. Al though I
don’t un der stand ev ery thing, I re cord ev ery thing he says
and does in the hopes that some day…I might. (Opens
her log.) There are three rules of in ves ti ga tion ev ery
agent must learn. First: no tice ev ery thing. Sec ond: don’t
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call at ten tion to your self. Third: write ev ery thing down.
(Read ing from LOG.) Los An geles, Cal i for nia, 1968. My 
stom ach is rum bling, be cause it is time for din ner, but I
am on the look out. From my po si tion, peek ing out of my 
bed room win dow, I no tice a pat tern: (As she reads from
the log, each thing hap pens.) At six o’clock sharp, a
black car rounds the cor ner of Jac a randa Drive, makes a
left turn onto Mar ga ret Rae Drive and a right turn into
our drive way. (HEAD LIGHTS streak across the cur -
tained win dows.) At 6:01 Spe cial Agent Joe Conlon
emerges from the car.

(With the SOUND of a CAR DOOR open ing and slam -
ming, a FLASH OF WHITE LIGHT SNAPS like a mug
shot onto JOE CONLON. He moves as MAURA de -
scribes.)

MAURA (cont’d). At 6:01 and 10 sec onds, he re moves his
black FBI hat and walks to wards the house in his black
FBI trou sers. The sleeves are rolled up on his white, but -
ton-down shirt. His black FBI jacket is neatly folded
over his arm. He loos ens his black FBI tie. At 6:01 and
15 sec onds, Agent Conlon en ters the pre mises. If ev ery -
thing is quiet, he heads straight for the ash-blond dresser 
in his bed room, where he stashes his comb, ChapStick,
and FBI badge in the up per right-hand drawer. In the up -
per left-hand drawer he stashes his gun, which I NEVER 
see, but can feel the power it has to fight all evil in the
world, vi brat ing all the way down the hall to my bed -
room. (Picks up the book.) Where I am read ing The Clue 
in the Crum bling Wall, the lat est Nancy Drew Mys tery.
It is not as ex cit ing as the mystery of Joe Conlon, but I
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think he will be proud that I am hold ing a book so ad -
vanced for my age. (Eyes peer ing at JOE over the top of 
the book.) At 6:02, Joe Conlon en ters and locks the win -
dows, be hind the yel low daisy lace cur tains. Twice.

JOE. I have some thing to ask you.
MAURA. Nancy’s just about to crack the case.
JOE. I am ask ing if you want to hit some balls down at St.

Bede’s field in fif teen min utes. (He waits a mil li sec ond
then turns and walks away.)

MAURA. His in vi ta tion co mes like a dan de lion that I wish
upon, its feath ers blow ing in the wind. But he never asks 
twice, so I don’t waste time. (To JOE.) Can I be in
charge of the mitts? (JOE reaches into his pocket and
hands her a small key. She turns, hold ing it up to the
au di ence by the tips of her fin gers.) The key is sil ver
like the fish Mom cooks Fri day nights, and it fits per -
fectly, pop ping the trunk of Dad’s FBI car with a loud
snap. Heat rises from the in side of the trunk, re leas ing a
se ri ous smell, blue, like the can nons ex plod ing in the Pi -
rates of the Ca rib bean ride at Dis ney land. There are four 
base ball mitts. Dad’s black and oily one stitched with
white shoe laces, mine, that says Micky Man tle on it and
Julie and John’s, two shrimpy ju nior mitts. Swim ming in 
the creases of the leather mitts are golden shells, hun -
dreds of them ev ery where, piled in mounds, fill ing the
en tire trunk. The shin i est one stares up at me. (As she
reaches into the trunk to pick one up, we hear BANG
BANG BANG. We see THE SHADOW of JOE shoot ing a 
sil hou ette of a man with a bulls-eye on his chest.)

JOE. Do you want to play or not?
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(She drops it, grabs the mitts and meets JOE at the field
where he is stand ing im pa tiently, with a bat and ball, his 
hand out wait ing for the key’s re turn. She gives him the
key and he pock ets it. He turns, heads for home plate,
she shad ows him, so qui etly he does n’t know she’s there, 
mir ror ing his ev ery move un til he turns around and
nearly takes off her head with the bat, she ducks.)

JOE (cont’d). Come on, we don’t have all day, get out in
the out field.

MAURA. Can I ask you some thing?
JOE. Make it quick. (He lights up a cig a rette.)
MAURA. Those gold things in the trunk. Are they bul lets,

Dad? (JOE puts the lit cig a rette in his mouth, hold ing it
tightly be tween his lips, squint ing as he lifts the bat to
his shoul ders and per forms the ac tions MAURA de -
scribes.) I in hale deep into my mitt, it smells of crim i -
nals and can nons, fa thers and base ball. I watch through
the holes in the glove as Dad throws the ball up in the
air and swings. He hits a high fly ball. I try to catch it,
as if my life de pended on it.

(As soon as JOE hits the ball the lights BLACK OUT on
him. THE FLASH LIGHT SNAP SHOT flashes on
MAURA, frozen with her arms out stretched, face up,
squint ing into the sun. BLACK OUT.)
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SCENE ONE

(The living room of the house on Mar ga ret Rae Drive.
EV ERY ONE ex cept MAURA is sit ting on the couch: JOE 
CONLON read ing the Los An geles Times, MARY
CONLON, nine months preg nant and MAURA’s sib lings, 
JULIE and JOHN. MAURA is sprawled on the floor,
still wear ing her mitt. The TV is on. They are watch ing
The F.B.I., near ing the end of this week’s ep i sode. EV -
ERY ONE watches the screen with fo cused, rev er enced
at ten tion.)

MAURA (reads from her log, mak ing notes). Eight p.m.
Sunday night. The whole Conlon fam ily piles into the
TV room to watch their fa vor ite show, star ring the tan -
nest movie star in Hol ly wood: Efrem Zimbalist Jr. (Fac -
ing the TV.) On the wall, hang ing over the TV watch ing
us watch, are two por traits. The first is the Sa cred Heart
of Je sus, who we all know. The sec ond is a pic ture of J.
Ed gar Hoo ver, my dad’s boss. His eyes are se ri ous, like
he has not had des sert for twenty years. (The MU SIC
from the TV sig nals a com mer cial.) Dad? Um, Dad? Can 
I ask you a ques tion? (Si lence. She waits, then launches
in.) Do you have to go on car chases and jump over
build ings and hand cuff gang sters like In spec tor Ers kine? 
(JOE glances at his daugh ter, then snaps open the news -
pa per.) That’s okay, Dad. You don’t have to an swer me
with your voice. I know FBI agents com mu ni cate in
code. Just sig nal me with your eyes. (He glances at her
over the top of the pa per, back to the pa per.) I guess
that in for ma tion is top se cret, huh?
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JOHN. How come Maura gets to have her base ball mitt
on? (JOE’s eyes snap over the news pa per at MAURA.)

JULIE. I’m hun gry. Can I have a Cream-a-ling do nut?
MARY. You’ve had your din ner and ice cream for des sert.

The show is al most over, then bed time. For ev ery one.
JOE. What is your base ball mitt still do ing in here?
MAURA. Billy Romero says FBI kids get nabbed all the

time.
MARY. No one’s go ing to get nabbed.
MAURA. Dad’s the best FBI agent EVER.
JULIE. When you have lunch with In spec tor Ers kine tell

him his show is better than Cap tain Kan ga roo.
MARY. Your fa ther will be sure to do that.
JOHN. I want my mitt.
JOE. Why don’t you put that mitt back where it be longs?

(The com mer cial is over, FBI MU SIC sig nals the ep i -
logue. JOE puts down news pa per to watch.)

MAURA. It’s time for the “Ten Most Wanted”! (MAURA
starts breath ing into her mitt in her ex cite ment as the
SOUND builds.)

MARY. Maybe you should n’t watch this part, Maura.
MAURA. But this is my fa vor ite part! (MAURA con tin ues

breath ing into the mitt, start ing to hy per ven ti late.)
JULIE. John’s touch ing me with his foot.
JOHN. She’s lean ing on me!
MARY. Sit a lit tle closer to me, John.
MAURA. Armed and dan ger ous, does that mean with

golden bul lets? Dad?
JOE. The in spec tor means you should play it smart, or

you’ll get hurt.
MAURA. What does play ing it smart mean?
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JOE. It means what it means. I can’t tell you what it
means.

MAURA. But…if I don’t know what it means, how will I
know if I’m play ing it smart?

JOE (af ter a pause). Avoiding dan ger ous ar eas is one way
to play it smart.

MAURA (stares at him, then re peat ing slowly with mean -
ing). “Dan ger ous ar eas…” (Long pause, then in a quiet
voice.) Uh, Dad. Dad? What are…dan ger ous ar eas?

MARY. This could be what’s been giv ing her those night -
mares.

(MAURA grabs her note book and mouths the words as
she writes “Dan ger ous Areas.” Then, EV ERY ONE fo -
cuses on the TV as the “Ten Most Wanted” plays, flash -
ing the faces of crim i nals on the screen.)

MAURA (to the au di ence, in be tween hyper ventilating). I
force my self to look the crim i nals in the face. Num ber
ten looks hun gry, like he could eat you like a Cream-
a-ling do nut. Num ber nine has scars and bruises and a
crooked nose. Eight’s eyes are wa tery and sil ver like
steak knives. Seven’s smil ing, like he’s got a se cret he’s
never go ing to tell. Six, five and four are a lit tle
blurry…three is… (She con tin ues watch ing through her
mitt, get ting light headed.)

JOE. What in God’s name is she do ing with that mitt? (He
gets up and grabs the mitt out of her hand just as
MAURA is about to pass out, shut ting off TV.) I’ve
never seen a house like this in all my life.
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MAURA. But, Dad, he said, armed and dan ger ous! How
do you avoid dan ger ous ar eas if your job is to cap ture
dan ger ous crim i nals? I don’t want you to get hurt!

MARY. Maura, come on now, don’t let your imag i na tion
get the best of you. No one is go ing to get hurt. Now,
bed time! (MARY lifts her self and her huge belly out of
the couch and im me di ately has a con trac tion.)

JOE. Now put this where it be longs. (He throws the mitt to 
MAURA and starts to walk out of the room.) Never in
all my life.

MARY. Joe, I think we’re go ing to need Mrs. Flanigan to
sit with the chil dren. (JOE pauses at the door way.
MARY smiles at him. JOE reaches for his keys.)

MAURA. Be ing a spe cial agent’s part ner al lows you to
also speak in code. Mom’s is not as con fus ing as Dad’s.
It al ways leads to bed time and a kiss good night. Joe
Conlon’s code gets more com pli cated when an agent
work ing un der cover, with the same name, ar rives with a
code none of us can read.

SCENE TWO

(JOE CONLON re turns with a bas si net, which he places 
in front of MAURA. He moves up stage to join MARY at
the kitchen ta ble, al though in stead of sit ting, he paces.)

MAURA (look ing into the bas si net). His skin is light and
soft like Jell-O. His eyes are blue like rob ins’ eggs. And
his hair—is red like a clown’s. Mom says, it fig ures,
he’s the most Irish look ing of the bunch. But her eyes
are red when she says this. (MARY picks up the baby,
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feed ing him qui etly. MAURA watches her, then turns to
watch JOE who is si lently star ing into his cof fee cup.
The PHONE rings.)

JOE. Here we go again.
MAURA. I’ll get it!
JOE. I got it. (He an swers the phone and talks in low whis -

pers, then puts the phone down and stands over MARY.)
He wants to talk to you.

MARY. Do you mind feed ing him?

(JOE is si lent as he picks up the baby and tries to feed
him. MAURA is by his side, ab sorb ing ev ery thing.)

MAURA (try ing to give help ful in for ma tion to JOE). His
tongue is thicker than most ba bies’. That’s what the doc -
tor says. He’ll be able to drink better when that con di -
tion goes away.

(JOE looks at her, says noth ing, brings the baby to
MARY, hands him off, pulls a pack of cig a rettes out of
his shirt pocket, lights one. MARY takes over feed ing the 
baby, the phone cra dled in her neck. She mur murs one-
 word an swers to the doc tor. The air is thick with un spo -
ken ten sion.)

MARY. Yes. That’s right. Yes. I un der stand.
MAURA (sud denly bursts into song and spins). “The Hills

Are Alive With the Sound of Mu sic!” (She keeps spin -
ning.)

JOE. Stop that, you’re go ing to make your self dizzy. This
one. Never in all my…
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MAURA (falls to the floor, she can’t keep her head up).
But it’s not me—it’s the world that’s spin ning— spin -
ning out of con trol!

JOE. In all my life.

(JULIE and JOHN come charg ing in.)

MAURA. Shhh! Mom’s talk ing to the doc tor. Again. (They 
all stare to look at MARY, who mur murs once more.)

MARY. Yes, Doc tor. Thank you. (MARY hangs up the
phone. The KIDS turn to her, wait ing for some news.
More si lence, then MARY wipes her eyes, blows her
nose.) Maura, will you and Julie lay out your St. Bede’s
uni forms for to mor row, with your brown sweat ers?
(MARY brings the baby back to the bas si net, lies him in
it. The KIDS watch. MARY looks up, sees them star ing
at her, tries to hide her sad ness, smiles at them.) School
to mor row.

MAURA. I think I’m go ing to throw up. Can I stay home
and help you with the new baby? (The PHONE rings
again.)

JULIE & JOHN. I got it!
JOE. I got it. (They watch him an swer the phone. MARY

catches his eye. JOE turns his back on them as he talks.)
MARY. How about a lit tle mu sic? (MARY turns on the

con sole; a show tune co mes on, then sit ting she sees the
KIDS star ing at her.)

MAURA. Want me to bake you a choc o late cake on my
Suzy Home maker?

MARY. Maybe to mor row, af ter school. Did you put out
your uni forms, like I asked? (She picks up the baby
again, looks at him, smiles, bur ies her head in his
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tummy, then lifts her head, laugh ing.) Some one needs to 
be changed, I think. Joe, I’ll be right back.

(JOE hangs up the phone, and fol lows her into the other 
room. The three KIDS sit on the couch and wait. The
PHONE rings a third time, they all jump up but MAURA 
reaches the phone first. LIGHTS OUT on JOHN and
JULIE, a LIGHT FLASH/SNAP SHOT ON MAURA.)

MAURA. Hello? (She im me di ately pulls the phone away,
holds it to her stom ach, then back to her ear.) Yes…Sis -
ter…Rita. (Tries to call, but can only whis per.) Mom…

(MARY en ters and MAURA holds the phone out to
MARY, who looks at her puz zled. MAURA shakes her
head, hor ri fied. MARY puts the baby in the bas si net and
takes the re ceiver.)

MARY. Hello?

(LIGHTS UP ON SIS TER RITA, a kindly, pre-Vat i can II
nun with a brogue.)

SIS TER RITA. Mrs. Conlon, this is Sis ter Rita of St.
Bede’s speak ing. Maura’s sec ond-grade teacher.

MAURA (look ing into the bas si net, talk ing to baby JOEY). 
That’s my teacher on the phone.

MARY. Yes, Sis ter.
SIS TER RITA. Let me first say that Maura is per fectly be -

haved at school. An ab so lute an gel. Al though, she is…
very quiet.

MAURA. And I know what she’s say ing. 
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