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Introduction

			Cut to the Ingot shack. The room is loud and there is a lot of chattering. Wooden beams give the place a cozy vibe with old paintings of the founders on the walls. After a few moments, everyone hears a scream.

			



	

Act 1

			Into Court

			Clerk: (they are a hawk) Please rise. The trial of Criminal Sheep is now in session, the Honourable Judge Bunny presiding.

			Everyone rises. A pair of large wooden doors open. A small rabbit wearing a black gown and white wig hops into the room.

			Judge Bunny: You may be seated.

			Everyone sits down.

			Judge Bunny: Is the prosecutor here?

			A bull dressed in a blue suit and tie with a very serious expression stands up.

			Prosecutor: I am Têt Tue, and I’m here on behalf of the Crown.

			The prosecutor sits down.

			Judge Bunny: And is the defence here?

			The defence is spinning side to side on their chair. You can hear the chair squeak while it spins.

			Judge Bunny: Would the defence please stop spinning on that chair.

			A red panda in an orange suit and tie looks up with a shocked expression then stands up and clears their throat.

			Defence Lawyer: I am Max Readger, and I’m here to represent Criminal Sheep.

			The defence sits down.

			Judge Bunny: And is the accused Criminal Sheep here?

			A sheep with black and white stripes on its wool stands up.

			Criminal Sheep: Yes.

			Criminal Sheep sits back down.

			Judge Bunny: Criminal Sheep, you are being accused for the murder of Mortised Ead. How do you plead?

			Criminal Sheep: Not guilty.

			Judge Bunny: Will the Crown please state their opening statement.

			The prosecutor stands up and clears his throat. They speak in a loud and clear voice.

			Prosecutor: Your Honour and esteemed members of the jury, I am Têt Tue and I am the prosecutor. I am here to prove that Criminal Sheep murdered Mortised Ead and also had a motive. With all the evidence you will see along with information from the witnesses, I will prove that he is the murderer.

			The prosecutor sits back down.

			Judge: And will the defence please state their opening statement.

			The defence lawyer stands up. He speaks in a loud and clear voice filled with confidence.

			Defence Lawyer: Your Honour and esteemed members of the jury, I am Max Readger and I’m here to prove that everything the prosecutor is going to say is false. I will also prove that Criminal Sheep, though a criminal, did not commit this specific crime. Finally, I will prove that Criminal Sheep didn’t have any motive to do it.

			The defence sits back down.

			



	

Act 2

			Prosecutor’s Witness: Detective Chicken

			Judge Bunny: Would the prosecution like to call up their first witness?

			Prosecutor: Yes, Your Honour, I’d like to call up my first witness: Detective Chicken.

			A small chicken wearing a detective hat walks to the stand.

			Judge Bunny: Please state your full name and spell it out for the record.

			Detective Chicken: Detective Chicken: (says the letters) D-e-t-e-c-t-i-v-e C-h-i-c-k-e-n.

			Judge Bunny: Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth?

			Detective Chicken: I do.

			Prosecutor: What do you know about Mortised?

			Detective Chicken: (in a confident tone) Well, for starters, Mortised is dead.

			Prosecutor: (sarcastically) Good observation, Detective. Now, can you give us some information we don’t already know?

			Detective Chicken: (he responds, his voice losing a bit of its confidence) Well, we searched for a lot of things. We did find the murder weapon, which is a screwdriver. There were no fingerprints; we’re still looking for some.

			Prosecutor: There are no fingerprints because we don’t have fingers; we’re animals.

			Detective Chicken’s face turns red with embarrassment.

			Detective Chicken: I-I knew that; I just was—

			A member of the jury stands up. He is a gorilla in a black suit.

			Gorilla James: Hey, I have fingers!

			Prosecutor: And did you murder the victims?

			Gorilla James: No.

			Prosecutor: So be quiet.

			The prosecutor turns to Detective Chicken.

			Prosecutor: As I was saying, most animals don’t have fingers.

			Detective Chicken: So I was supposed to look for paw prints?

			Prosecutor: (turns to Detective Chicken) How did you even get this job?

			Detective Chicken: (confidently) Don’t worry; I’m a professional. I’ve watched a lot of detective shows and I’m an expert.

			The prosecutor rolls their eyes. Their expression is serious with a hint of annoyance.

			Prosecutor: Well, can you use your “expert detective” skills to give us helpful information?

			Detective Chicken: Mortised died only a few hours before they were found, and it looks as if they were stabbed from below. There were also some marks on the ground suggesting that something was dragged away.

			Prosecutor: From what you found, could Criminal Sheep be the murderer?

			Detective Chicken: It is possible that he is the right height to reach Mortised.

			Prosecutor: I have no further questions, Your Honour.

			Judge Bunny: Would the defence like to cross-examine the witness?

			Defence Lawyer: Yes, Your Honour.

			The defence stands up. They pace back and forth around the room as they cross-examine the witness.

			Defence Lawyer to Detective Chicken: You did claim there were traces that showed something was being dragged away. Right?

			Detective Chicken: Yes.

			Defence Lawyer: And do you know what was dragged away?

			Detective Chicken: (voice lowering while avoiding eye contact with the defence) We did have an idea of what it could have been … but I forgot what we said it could be.

			Prosecutor: I mean it when I ask how did you get the job?

			Detective Chicken: (in a defensive tone) I told you; I’m a professional.

			The prosecutor rolls his eyes.

			Prosecutor: At forgetting everything.

			Defence Lawyer: So it could have been anything.

			Detective Chicken: Yes.

			Defence Lawyer: Is it possible that the item dragged away was something the killer could have used to gain height to reach Mortised?

			Detective Chicken: It is possible.

			Defence Lawyer: There’s a chance Criminal Sheep is not the killer.

			Detective Chicken: Well … yes.

			Defence Lawyer: I have no further questions, Your Honour.

			



	

Act 3

			Witness 2: Jass

			Judge Bunny: Would the prosecution like to call up their second witness?

			Prosecutor: Yes, Your Honour; I’d like to call up my second witness, Jass.

			A cat wearing a fancy blue jacket and heavy jewellery walks up to the stand.

			Judge Bunny: Please state your full name and spell it out for the record.

			Jass: (says the letters) Jass: J-a-s-s.

			Judge Bunny: Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth?

			Jass: I do.

			Prosecutor: In your testimony, you claimed that you were in the room at the same time as Mortised.

			Jass: (they look at their claws) I mean, probably. I wasn’t really paying attention.

			Prosecutor: So what were you doing?

			Jass: Talking to my friend in the shack.

			Cut to the Ingot shack. The room is loud and there is a lot of chattering. Wooden beams give the place a cozy vibe with old paintings of the founders on the walls. In the Ingot shack we find Jass talking to Goodog, a grey goldendoodle with an energetic personality who is constantly fidgeting with their paws.

			Jass: Talk about bad service. This is my first time here and it’s going to be the last.

			Goodog: Why, what’s wrong?

			Jass: The servers here are so slow.

			Goodog: Well, the place is crowded today.

			Jass: When we’re done, I’m not tipping.

			Goodog: Don’t you think that’s a bit mean?

			Jass: (she rolls her eyes)
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