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Cast: 

 

A Radio Announcer 

 

Sam Spade, the classic film noir, hard boiled gumshoe private detective. He is actually the book, 

The Maltese Falcon 

 

Violet, a real person, middle aged, and plain looking. She is the owner of the book. 

 

Titleist, a golf bag. He is dressed in horrible plaid golf attire, and carries a club. 

 

Blackberry, a cell phone. He is dressed in black, with dark glasses. He is very smooth and suave 

 

Cartier D’Amour, gorgeous, leggy blonde in a slinky white dress and sparkly accessories. She 

is a lost engagement ring.  

 

 

 

Setting: A typical urban airport. 
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Scene. Sam Spade enters wearing a fedora and a trench coat. He is the classic film noir, hard 

boiled gumshoe private detective. He is actually the book, “The Maltese Falcon,” just one more 

item  sitting in the lost and found department of a busy airport. As a detective, he has taken on 

the role of private investigator for the other objects in the lost and found, trying to reunite them 

with their owners.  

 

 

RADIO ANNOUNCER 

And now, please join us for the continuing story of “Tales from the Lost and Found,” sponsored 

by Amelia Earhart Luggage. Light. Strong. Handsome. If you have an eye for quality, travel with 

Amelia Earhart. 

 

When last we saw our hero, a dog-eared copy of the book, “The Maltese Falcon,” the story’s 

hard-boiled detective, Sam Spade was making his way through the airport, trying to reunite other 

items in the lost and found with their owners. 

 

SAM SPADE 

(to the audience) It’s another day in this lonely city of concrete, glass, waiting areas, and moving 

sidewalks. Thousands of wayward souls travel through here from every corner of the globe, 

forming cues. Fumbling up escalators. Hurried. Harried. Pre-boarding, re-boarding, passes in 

hand. It all adds up to too many people, making their way towards too many destinations. 

Something is bound to get lost in the process.  

 

My beat is covered with matted gray carpeting that’s seen too many rainy days, bathed in the 

washed out glow of the softly humming fluorescent lights. This is home to the  

transient. The wanderers and the weary travelers. The economy class and the frequent fliers, 

stewardesses and stow-aways. One thing’s for certain. Everybody’s got baggage. 

 

VIOLET 

(a real person, on a separate part of the stage, on the phone) Yes, hi. I was checking in  

again today to see if you had found. . .They told me to call back so I could. . .listen it’s very 

important that I speak to someone about. . .yes I can hold.  

 

SAM SPADE 

(to the audience) Businessmen stride by with their freshly pressed suits and expense account 

martinis. Vacationers spray on sun-less tans on their way to sun-filled beaches, inclusive 

packages at exclusive resorts. Seas of three ounce containers are packed with tearful goodbyes. 

Enhanced security keeps us free to buy stale food court sandwiches and watered down coffee 

that’s as bitter as a Saturday night date paying for her own cab on a Sunday morning. I was 

adding two fingers of scotch to my morning cup of Joe when she walked into my office.  

 

RADIO ANNOUNCER 

Cartier D’Amour, a lost engagement ring had come to pay Sam a visit. 

 

SAM SPADE 
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First class trouble searching for an emergency exit. And from the looks of her, the no smoking 

sign had definitely been turned off. 

 

CARTIER D’AMOUR 

Please Mr. Spade, you have to help me. I don’t have anywhere else to turn. 

 

SAM SPADE SPADE 
Fortunately for both of us, this looks like your best side. 

 

CARTIER D’AMOUR 
You don’t understand. I’m lost. 

 

SAM SPADE 
Funny, I think you’re exactly where you’re supposed to be. 

 

CARTIER D’AMOUR 
I seem to have gotten separated from the one I love. 

 

SAM SPADE 
Good. That saves me from having to pry you apart myself. What’s your name sweetheart?  

 

CARTIER D’AMOUR 
Cartier. Cartier D’Amour. 

 

SAM SPADE 
The ring had a name to it. Slightly tarnished, but it was easy to see she was pure platinum 

underneath. A jewel from Park Avenue who had gone slumming and now wanted nothing more 

than to return to her life of luxury. 

 

CARTIER D’AMOUR 
What am I going to do? (collapses into a chair and buries her head in her handkerchief) 

 

SAM SPADE 
She was lost alright. Just like all the rest of them. Traveling at the speed of commercial flight, 

99.5% checked bags are checked out by their owners at the world’s most depressing carousel. 

But roughly one half of one percent don’t arrive with the passengers. Five days later, 95% of 

those bags find their way home. Then there’s the rest of us. Between lost and found, there’s a lot 

of ground to cover. 

 

CARTIER D’AMOUR 
Can you help me? 

 

SAM SPADE 
Of course I can. I’ll get you home, if that’s what you really want. 

 

CARTIER D’AMOUR 
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I’m sure there’s a reward offered for my safe return. 

 

SAM SPADE 
I’ll get my reward alright. Just knowing a beautiful thing like you is back where you belong. 

 

VIOLET 

Yes, hello. Hello? Yes I’ve been holding.  If I could just speak to someone about a lost item. It’s 

very important to. . . yes, I’ll hold. 

 

RADIO ANNOUNCER 
But before Sam Spade could find Ms. Amour’s former residence, in walked a cell phone. From 

the looks him, he was a real wise-guy. Maybe part of the Samsung gang.  

 

SAM SPADE 
(to Blackberry) I’d ask you to come in but you’re already here.  

 

BLACKBERRY 
Name’s Blackberry 

 

SAM SPADE 
Funny, you don’t look like the sweet type. Are you in a jam? 

 

BLACKBERRY 
I’m going to level with you Mr. Spade. I need your help. 

 

SAM SPADE 
Really? Somebody as smart as you? (to the audience) He was a smooth operator  

alright, lighting fast but a little touchy.  

 

BLACKBERRY 
I have some messages I need to deliver. 

 

SAM SPADE 
So? 

 

BLACKBERRY 
I’m currently out of range. 

 

SAM SPADE 
What’s that got to do with me? 

 

BLACKBERRY 
I think you know a friend of mine. 

 

SAM SPADE 
What makes you think that you and I travel in the same circles? 
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BLACKBERRY 
We both ended up here didn’t we? Here’s my number. Let me know when you track him down. 

 

SAM SPADE 
Something told me if I didn’t help him make this connection, in a few hours at least one of us 

would be dead. 

 

VIOLET 

No, it’s a book. It was in my checked luggage. . . .look, I don’t care about the other stuff I had in 

there, but the book means a lot to me.  

 

SAM SPADE 
With all these arrivals and departures, I needed some air. I decided to take a little walk to clear 

my head.  

 

RADIO ANNOUNCER 
Just then, a sporty golf bag made a divot in Sam’s shoulder. 

 

TITLEIST 
Mr. Spade? You’ve got to help me get back to the tour.  

 

SAM SPADE 
Well isn’t this par for the course today. 

 

TITLEIST 
If I could just find my foursome. . . 

 

SAM SPADE 
Aw, play through, would you? (to the audience) I couldn’t concentrate on another case. I was too 

busy thinking about Violet, my own one way ticket to a broken heart. The last time I saw her she 

was getting on a red eye to the coast. She didn’t even look back.  

 

VIOLET 

(on the phone) The Maltese Falcon. By Dashiel Hammett. . . No, not Daniel.. . . Dashiel . . . No, 

you don’t hear that name much anymore. That’s true. . . I was 200 pages in and I knew if I took it 

with me on the plane I wouldn’t be able to stop myself from finishing it. And I just didn’t want it 

to be over, you know? So I slipped it into the pocket of my suitcase and now. .. . well, who 

knows where he is now. . . .I mean it. Yes. The book.  

 

SAM SPADE 
Dames. They get into your head like a prerecorded safety announcement that just won’t quit. I 

knew Violet was out there somewhere, but finding her now seemed as likely as reuniting the all 

the carry-ons, roll-alongs, garment bags, and duty free packages that clutter up the lost and found. 

Sure, you get lucky sometimes, but mostly you end up right back where you started, watching 
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the carousel go round and round, searching in vain for a familiar face coming out of the jetway. 

And then. . .Of all their airport lounges in all the world, she had to walk into mine. 

 

VIOLET 

Oh Sam. I couldn’t stay on hold for one more minute. I had to come and find you myself. 

 

SAM SPADE 
That was some detective work.  

 

VIOLET 

It’s true what they say. There’s only one Maltese Falcon.  

 

SAM SPADE 
Ready to finish what you started, Miss? 

 

VIOLET 

Absolutely.  

 

SAM SPADE 
(to the audience) She said she was ready to start a new chapter with me, and for a minute, all the 

delays we’d weathered were a distant memory. Women like Violet. . . Sure I knew it was only a 

matter of time, she’d toss me away when she got what she wanted. I knew eventually I’d end up 

on a dusty shelf of some two bit, half price bookstore somewhere, but for the moment, I was 

walking on air. And I was determined to enjoy my flight. 

 

(The sounds of the airplane taking off) 

 

RADIO ANNOUNCER 
Make your reservations now for another adventure with Sam Spade in “Tales from the Lost and 

Found,” sponsored by Amelia Earhart Luggage. Remember, with Amelia Earhart bags and 

suitcases, your travel worries will disappear. 

 


