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STORY OF THE PLAY

“Sheer lunacy is probably too mild a term to describe
Fred Carmichael’s latest play . . , it is all for fun and
the premiere audience responded enthusiastically to what
must be the most improbable stage production imagina-
ble. It is a rare moment when a laugh is not heard. . . . '
Mr. Carmichael's funniest play and his most original
format. Ingeniously packed info the script is a parody

- of every mystery plot, hero, and villain created in the '
past fifty years, The story alternates between reality and |
imagination as five mystery writers wrestle with the |
problem of writing a television mystery series. All f
around them murders occur and each writer takes a :
turn at solving them in.his own style. Surprise follows '
surprise and then Mr, Carmichael raids the box offica i
for his last generous handful of laughs.” (Glens Falls, I
N. Y., Post Star review of first Summer Theatre pro- |

d-uction.f Five once famous mystery writers; a couple . j

j
|
i
|
f
|
l

— — . —

who only write the most sophisticated of murders, a
young author of the James Bond school, a retired writer
of the hard-hitting method, and an aging Queen of the
logical murder, involve the audience as thiey explore
their own methods of investigation on a series of mur-
ders. Finally, 2 member of the house staff is murdered,
and the laughter reaches its peak for the final curtain,
Doubling of some minor roles is possible. . . , took
the audience for a very special roller coaster ride, | . .
My, Carmichael plays a skillful and fast-paced game of
guess again with the audience. , . . Mr. Carmichael’s
most clever and most rewarding.” {Bennington, Ver-
mont, Banner,)
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- DONE TO DEATH had its first performance at the
Dorset Playhouse, Dorset, Vermont, produced by The
Caravan: Theatre, " Inc;, Summer Stock Company on
August 5, 1970, |

DONE TO DEATH
by Fred Carmichael

Staged by Patricia- Carmichael

CAST

JESSICA OLIVE «vvvvvnnnunnnn ... Elizabeth Frans

WHITNEY OLIVE +vvryuiu0 .00 Charles Dickens
Micorep Z, MAXWELL . ... it Susan Loughran
BRAD BENEDICT v erveerrecnrsess o Alaw Tongret
RoDNEY DUCKTON vvv' v vy Fred Cormichael
JASON SUMMERS «ivvvenesse..Howard Enoch
STAGEHAND +evrrrveienvnscoanss.Jolnn Charles

Jane iiiivnnns ssvnvaee e Hillory Maveety
GREGORY +vvvvnereenes cianene v o Bruce Peylton
: " and -
Barry Baughman - Roxane Lynn
Jeffrey Doty ' Phyllis Restaino
Jill Geiger Patt Schneider.

Set and lighting designed by Barry T'yBaughman

ACT ONE

Sceng 1: 4 television studio, Evening,
Scang Z: Vulture's Vaull—on island in the Cavibbean,

ACT TWO
A few minutes later,
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DONE TO DEATH
CAST OF CHARACTERS

JEsstca Orivi—an extremely attractive and sophisti-
cated woman in her middle to late thirties, To her,
everything is a joke with a reason to laugh, She
and her hushand are the épitome of the rich, devil-

- may-care type of characters who wsed to be so prev-
alent in mystery stories and they play their char-
acters to the hilt. She wears an aftractive and smart
dress, carries a large tote bag, and a turban hides
her hair for most of the show,

Wanwer Ovivi—a few years older than JEssica, he
matches her in wit and sophistication, Always the
perfect gentleman, he i dressed in the latest fagh-
tonable suit and might well have walked out of the
pages of Esquire, '

‘Mrirorep Z, MaxwzLL is a large woman, -folksy in a
way, but very determined and opinionated, She
often has a sharp way of speaking, although she is -
a friendly soul. In her late fifties or early sixties,
she ‘wears a two-piece sillk dress and a small hat,

Brap BEwEDICT—he i much younger than the others
and, consequently, more mod in his dress, but by
. 1o means “hippie,”’ Actually, he is a very shy and
retiring person, quite the opposite from the char-
acters he writes. He has g quiet sense of humor
which manifests itself i a sma]] grin when he has
been -amusing, but usually he takes a back seat and
" admires the others, e wears a bright tie, blazer,
and slacks. .
' 6




he is extrefiely vital and constantly interested in
everything that goes on. There develops a small
rivalry between him and Mirprep and a small gen-
eration gap notiteable between him and Brap, He
is dressed impeccably in a suit and is always full
of boundless energy and enthusiasm,

Roowey Ducxron—the oldest of the five authors, but

JAasox SummERs—a man in his thirties, efficient-looking
right down to his horn-rimmed glasses which he oe-
casionally removés to emphasize a point.' He weats
a neat, Madison Avenue suit; He is enthusiastic
about the project before him but.terrified it will go
wrong and he will lose his job; hence he has 2
nervous air about him, plus an always-eager-to-
please-éveryone attitude that rmakes lim seem on
the verge of collapse.

STAGEHAND—dressed in a work outft of ‘dungarees and
denim shirt, he is unimpressed by anything that
happens. around him. '

Jawe—she is an eager, young, and prefty maid but one
suspects, for a time, that her naivete is not all pure.
~he wears a blue or green maid’s outhy with appro-
priate apron.

GREGORY—dréssed in a typical formal butler’s outft

with swallowtail coat,” He somehow looks remark-
‘ably like a Dracula character with his dark, pene-
trating eyes and deep widow's peak ‘hairline. When

he speals, it is in a deep, Middle-European accent.

GrorGE—is about thirty and dressed in a_bright, pin-

striped suit with the unmistakable wide lapels and
shoulder padding of the thirties. He speaks in a
very soft and sophisticated voice which almost purrs
his villainy, A wide-brimmed hat covers most of
his face and dark glasses cover his eyes, He has an
overcoat over his shoulders and wears his left arm
in a sling, (

U T

SR S S

STRSALT XL T

D s S,




AT IVE] by oty Lonoared e e T G L e ——a

Man—ihe same type wide-brimmed hat, sunglasses and
overcoat as GEorcE. When he speaks, it is with a
tough, staccato voice,

MarrEA—*ypical of the thirties movies, she is dressed
_in a stunning negligee and wears jewels on her neck
and both wrists. Her hair is done in & severe style
and she speaks with the voice of a hardened woman

of the world. -

Giri—the epitome of the twenties ingenue. She wears 2

- beaded dress of the era, Her. eyes are widened to

their fullest circle with pure innocence. Her hair is

a2 mass of curls and when she moves it is in the
manner of the early movies.

MonaTER—should look as horrible as possible. Possibly
he wears one of those rubber.“Frankenstein” masks
and rubber claw-hands, He has a dark coat on and
wears raised, thick-soled work.  shoes, "When he
moves it is a leaning forward walk to give the ap-
pearance he would fall over if he didn't walk.

SrepEANIE MirpAUR—a beantiful girl in her late teens.
Although innocent, there is a certain worldliness
“about her which has come from her life surround-
ings. She wears an attractive dress and hair style
of the forties. ' '

SrcreTARY—as modern as they come, she is dressed in
= trench coat with bright boots. Under the coat she
is wearing only a bikini. She speaks with a slight
foreign accent and is breatlitakingly beautiful,

‘Box ' Orrice Grri—(or house .:usher) exactly. as the

audience sees her (or him) when they enter: -

. NorE: Doubling of some of the roles is possible and
ts upto the discretion of the director.
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Done to Death
ACT ONE
Scawp 1

q television studio. There is a set up which will remuain

throuwghout the play. It is the Living room of Vul-

tire's Vault, an 6ld mansion on an islond in the
. Coribbean. The room is very old and shabby and
evidently hos not been used in decades. The wall-
paper is faded and the furnishings are decrepit and
the springs coming out of the sofa. U, . there is a

“large fireplace with candelabra on either end of the |

mantelpiece, A lrge painting is above the fireplace.
To the ». of it isa built-in bookcase, On a diagonal
- wall to the R, of this is a large arched opening with
. drapes at the side.- Through the opening and to the
- R, 18 presumably the way to the front door, Im-
mediately {0 the L. is @ passage leading to a dining
room and servant's pantry, ete. Leading off and u.
15 o staircase leading to the upstairs of the house.
This entranceway should be on a one-step plotform.
Either side of the arch is @ poited fern on a stand.
D. R 15 a door leading to a closet, ». ¢ is o desk

. perpendicular fo the oudience with o desk. chair

on the R. of it end @ long, padded stool on the c.
- side of it Directly C. is a large sofa with o standing

ashiray to_the.1, of it and o long, norrow table

above i, In front of the fireplace is.a setice or
bench which people.can sit on. To the L.-of the fire-
place is a door which, is not immediately apparent
“io the audience as 4t is covered with the same wall-

paper and has_puiniings hanging on it This leads

9 .
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10 .~ 'DONE TO DEATH ACP 1

directly to the butler’s paniry and servamis’ quar-
ters, Diagonally from this to the v. wall is o pair
of French windows. Dropes are ai either side dut
they never need be closed. Through the windows
can be seen on extension of the house ond o wall
with sky beyond if. The b, 1. wall has o rather
ominous painting of a rather ominous character of
the past century gloving down, I'n front of the paini-
ing is-a long sofa perpendicular to the audience.
There is room to move between the sofa and the
wall, Cobewebs and dust hang from everywhere and
the general effect is of a setfing for a good murder
Story. In this first sceme, since we are giving the.
wnpression i is a television studio, a pipe of spot-
lights or scoop lights is hanging down wmstble to the
audience, They do noi work, The tormenfors L. and
R. are removed and black legs are hung U, to shield
the actors, A rather lorge floodlight is stovding n
the French windows, a work light on ¢ stand D. L.

-4 large TV cable runs from o, R, and out through.
the French windows. These effects are up, to the
discretion of the director but some of them showld
be used to give the effect needed and to show o dif-
ference when the rest of the play takes place on the
actuol islond, i the real setting, :

When the Cuwrrtain OPENS, the stege is in DARK-

NESS except for the WORK LIGHT v. 1. which

is on. It is o small-watt bulb and only gwes off o

bittle glow, Of U, L. there is the sound of someone
falling over a chair, :

Warr., (Ofstage.) Dammit !

JEss. (Off v, ») What happened?

Warr., (Off.) I fell over something.

Jess. (Off.) Where are you? 4

Warr. (Of.) How the hell do T know? It's like the
Black FHole of Calcutta. :

Jrss, (Of.) Shall T send a St. Bernard?

Warr, (Of.)'I think 'm in a dressing foom.

ey .1‘_!.: Ty (R
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ACT.T " DONE TO DEATH R S i

 JEss. (Off). There's a light over this way.

- Warr. (Off.) Well, follow the gleam.

JEss. (Comes onstage humming the tune of “Follow
the Gleam.” Jessica OLIVE is an exiremely aliractive
and so /j)hxsmated womnan in her middle thirties. To her,
everything is o joke end a reason for @ laugh. She is
dressed i an. ottractive outfit. with a turbon-type hat
which she loter removes. She and her husband are the
epitome of the rich, devil-may-care type of characiers
who used to be so ;brevalem? i mystery stories.and they
play their characters to the hilt. Juss carries o large fote
“bag crammed with her necessities, She pauses in the
archway.) I've-found it!

- Wan. What? ‘

Jrmss. The gleam I'm 1 in a living room. It’s strazghft
out of “Dracula.”

Wair. (Of.) As long as there s electricity. .

Jess. (Sees a small choir and table to the ®r, of the
ﬁre;blace. This furniture later gets moved to p. R, Crosses
to at.) And_there's the most marvelous little Chip en-
dale chair. It's exaclly what we need in the haH,
know that space next to the table—

Wzir (OF) Jessica, it's rather disconcerting to find
jéoudmore interested if Chippendale than yotrr lost hus-

an '

{lESS Stay where you are, darling. I’Il flick on the
lights .

Wt (Off.) That shows a level head,

JEss. (Presses wall sewitch to the R of the arr:k)
Nothing happened.

Warr, (Of.) Just keep talkmg i fird you,

Tess, What will T say?

Warr, ( Oﬁ: ) ound of hin crashing into somefhn?ng'
again.) Ow!

. Juss. You're getting closer.

Wit (Off.) Keep talking. Count |

Jess. (Crosses around the table and to vu. c., leok-
ing over the room.) Oh dear; B-3. N-27, Under- the

064
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i2 DONE TO DEATH ACT I

Werr. (dppears in French windows carrying o lit
cigorette lighter. He, extingwishes ¢, WHITNEY OLIVE
s ¢ few years older than JEss and matches her in wit,
sophistication, and graciousnéss. He is in the latest fash~

< ion and might have walked out of the pages of Es-
quire.) Bingo! '
" JEss. (Rushes fo him at v, L. With pit-on dromatic
fomes.) Darling, you made it. After all this time, you
found me. (Holds himv cway from her.) But you've
aged. Oh, yes, you have, Silver threads and all that.

Wt Don't give me any of your outdated dialogue,
Just an apology. L . :

Jess, For what? Co o

Wiarr, For not following my advice and waiting until-
the others got here, .- S o

Juss. (Crosses to table above sofa and lights condle,) ;
But it puts us a,giant step ahead of them to see this L
room first. Now, you sit down aver there and I'll find
the lights, S

-WHIT. - (Sifs on L. side of settee c.) You said they
didn’t work. . . ' '

Jess, (Crosses 4o ». ®) There must be a master

+ switch somewhere, One of -those enormous big levers.
(Exits o, R. below the flats.) ‘ :

Warr, T wouldn't venture out there if I were you,

Jess, (Of.) I'm perfectly all right. The. light board
is always mear the stage somewhere. (SOUND of her
falling over something.) Ow! . o

Warr, Good. We're even,

JEss, (Of.) I hope you've kept up my Blue Cross.

Wa1r, Medicare takes you over in October,

Jess. (Of.) Ha!l Hal . '
Warr, (Looks oround.) My God, this is-a dreary
lace. ' - C
d JEss. (Off.) It's supposed to be. Sh, here we are.
~ Warr. Find it? - ’ o
Jess. (Off.) There are banks of litile switches.

i ?
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ACT I - DONE TO DEATH- - 13

Warr. (Poses ready to be cought under a spotlight.)
(Go ahead.

Jess. (As ONE SPOTLIGHT comes on far across
the stage from Wurr) How's that?

Wiarr, Marvelous, If 1.were 3/ Dren, . Id
never forglve you. Try another, (Poses dgam. y—

Jss. This is number five, (GREEN STRIP LIGHTS .

come on.) -
Warr, (Getting exasperated.) It's green. You've
JEss. (Offstage, exvited.) "On, 'oh, oh, here it is. It's a
big lever. Here we go. (LIGHTS full 'up. WORK

LIGHT goes off.)

Wurr, (Sees room completely.) Jessica, this 45 a

dreadful room.

Jess. (Comes from b, & and up to WHIT.) I#'s an

 exact reproduction, so Mg. Summers said, (4§ she en-

“ters.) Oh, you're right, I wouldn’t be caught dead here.

(Blows out candle.) o
Warr, Well, many people have been.

Jess, Oh, that’s good, Whitney, Your sense of humor

is coming back. (Sits beside him,) Now, what will we
do{ .(Puls tote bag.on floor.) - . - :
Warr, Silly girl, Have a martini. '
JEss. What a whoppingly brilliant idea, (Pulls fwo
martini glasses out of tote bag.) ' -
Wit I thought you'd like it,
Jrss, Here, Hold these. .
Wait.. (Takes them and looks around him.) Tt does
sort of feel like we're in 3 living room, doesn't it ?
JEss. .(As she pulls thermos of martinis out of tote
bag,) Except the furniture’s all wrong. '

Warr, It's depressing, but it's right for the set, I A

gather. - _ .
JEss. gAs she pours the martinis into the glasses.)
I mean it's placed wrong, Hasn't that,eveér annoyed you?

Everything is.facing out there, (Indicates front.)
Wiit, It has to, That's where the audience is.
Jess. 1 know that. Oh, God, you are stupid, I mean,

1

made me look like @:I@:rncfg'r{}éﬂé ;qu TESS: Th ,b;qqg_-.e[,;/&m S, fove
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if this were a real living room, the furniture would be
in clusters, ' : :

Wair, Conversational units, as you call them?

Jess, That's right. (Thermos has gone back in bag
end now she pulls out a small jor of pitted olives and @
small fork.) Olive? '

WeIT. Naturally. (She puis one in each glass, then

- puts things back in bag.) If the furniture weren’t facing
the audience, then they wouldn't see the actors’ faces.

Juss, Which would be a lot better in some cases,

- Warr, Naturalistic theatre, isn't it called ?
. Jmss, Like that dreary little thing we saw off-Broad-
way, .
Warr, (Laughing to himself.) Farts of it were en-
‘joyable. '
: . . Jzss, You're a dirty old man.
: Wair. Granted, C
| JEss. (-Laaugh.r,‘ t00.) Whoever would invest in a nude
\ version of “{Peath ot Spfamen” '
: - Warr, Othier dirty old men. (Toasts.) What'll we
'l . drink to? ‘ ' , _
| ‘ Jmss. The project, of course.
h . WaIT. Good idea, .
! - Jmss. Here’s to death, murder, violence, and mayhem.
X . Wa1T, But with sophistication, :
o , JEss. (Nods,) With sophistication. Cheers.
. ; - Wan, Cheers. (They drink.) Now everything’s right -
" with the world, . e ' -
. JEss. (Suddenly.) Whitney |
\ ~ © . Wan (Jumps as he is sterdled.) Dow't do that,
T JEss. Sorry, darling, but I suddenly thought of some-
(il thing chaotic, What happens if we don't like the others?
- 'Warr, One can't like everyone, -
. JEss. We signed the contract,
i ) ' Warr, It's good money,
b ' -, Jess, You always have exactly the right. phrase at the
1 right time, . '
WaIT. Even if we despise the others, it will be good

Ty
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acT 1 DONE TO DEATH 15

to get back to work again, Me sitting at the typewriter,
you pacing back and forth, trading ideas—
Jess, Bickering is what yott mean. ’

Wair. We don't really bicker, darling. Sommetimes
perhaps we have a slight disagreement., '
JEss. Like the time you wanted to hurl 2 hatchet into
that girl's back?
Wair., Aren't you ever going to forget that?
JEss. It was such a bloody idea. Our.readers would
have closed the book then and there. From us, they ex-
pect pledsant murders, A siraple poison, a quick shot in
“the dark, even a polite stab in the back if it's genteel
like with a hatpin. But hatchets ... . really, Whit, you
must have been drinking early that day.

- Warr, I was trying to change the pattern.

JEss.. You don’t'change a pattern that pays off.

WeIt, Paid off, _ ‘
hjE?S.._Paid off. But people still read our books, don’t
they | o '
Werr, In the dentist’s office when they're through
with the National Geographic. '

Jmss. We've got enough to be more than comfortable
the rest of our lives'and I don't regret one moment of
it. (Rises, puts her gluss on the table obove the sofa and
crosses to the desk.) But you're right. I'm getting ex~ ' I
cited about working again. ' A E
Warn, It's time our style came back into vogue any-
way. :

Jess. We really brought murder to a2 new high, didn’t - ?
we? (Hoving glanced over the desk, she looks in the 2

closet as she staris her thorough evomination of the ,
rooms,) We were like an art gallery, All these new ones _ |
* are like butcher shops. ' L '

Warr, (As Juss ewits through arch.) 1 wish some- . :
one else wotld get here, I feel rather stupid sipping a T
.martini in an empty sound studio. o :

Jess, (Off.) It will soon be bustling with authors, ’
don’t worry., (Comes.in again. Touches the wall U. R.) :
They certainly make these sets realistic, don't they?

e o e A e S e T
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16 DONE TO DEATH ACT I

WazT, That's the point. L

Jess, It's just canvas, I could swear it was a wall,
And that ceiling, I suppose it's for acoustics. '

Warr, Probably. (Cells.) Hellooooooo! See. No
echo. &fmm off L. we hear an answering “Helloooooal”

" from MiLpreD.) My voice is changing!

Jrss. (Calls off.) Over here. Follow the gleam,

MILDRED, (POﬁ‘,) ‘Be right with you. This is a gloomy
vault, isn't it ,

Juss, ‘Wait until you get where we are.

Wat, (To Jess.) It's a woman, :

Jess. (Takes her glass from obove fable) Must be
Mildred Maxwell. . :

MitpreD.” (Enders through orch, Mirorep Z. Max-
WELL 15 a lorge woman, folksy in o way, but very de-
termined and opimionated. She often has o sharp way
of speaking although she is a friendly soul. She is in
her late fifties ov early sixties, wéars o two-piece silk
dress and o small hat. She carries o large bag with her
which contains her handiwoerk.) 1 made it. (Shields her

- eyes g"?'om- the lights.) Oh, those lights are bright, aren’t

they :

I};ss. Stand in the right color and it'll take ten years

~off you. : : -

. Mrprep, Nothing could do that short of a.visit fo

3y Plagtic Sumgars; (Crosses to JEss with hand outstretched.)

‘ How do you do. I am Mildred Z. Maxwell.

Jrss. 'We've read. everything you've ever written.

‘Mirorep, Why, thank you, dear, A few million more

like you and I wouldn't have to be here now., (Moves

below and descends on WHIT who rises,) You must be

My, Summers. :
Warr. Wrong. : A
M1LDRED, I hate to be wrong. .
WxrT. Whitney Olive, and this is my wife, Jessica,
Miorep, (They shoke hands. Juss moves above the
desk and sits on the desk chair.) Of course, I should
have known. The martinis. - '
Werr, Would you Lke one? -

ERpEts e
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ACT I DONE TO DEATH 17

Mirorep, Never drink on a job, dear. Coagulates the
mind. And let me say, J have read everything yow've
ever written, - '

Warr. Now we're even.

- Mirprep, But I had no idea you were so like your
books. =

JEss. In what way? _

- Mrorep. I mean, every one of your murders started
out with a charming couple sipping a martini and then
things happened, It was like a trademark, '

Juss, ‘We have to maintainsthe image,

Wair, Besides, we happen to enjoy martinis.

MILDRED, (Settles dowwn on the sofa L. and tokes her
crocheting out of her bag and starts working on it.) So
do I, but, unfortunately, I never made a career out of
it, Well, where are the others? :

JEsS. (As WaIT sifs on the sofa again.) No one else
has come yet, E .

Mirorep. -EHonestly, now, what do you think of this
whole thing ? o .

Warr, Shotild be defightful fun if we don't all end
up fighting. _

Mirprup. Every bee to his own bonnet, as I always
say, . o
?Ess. I wondered what you always said.”

Mieoren. (Lawghs.) You are like your books. Mar- .
'velous. I wish T were. [ try to be, but it never comes off
somehow, - , '

Jess. How do yoti mean? o

MiLprED. My characters are so thoroughly organized

and’ my plots so. spectacularly logical, but in reality I
have trouble balancing my checkbook, Never think it
from my stories, would you? R -
' WarT, Certainly not. Those murders are brilliantly - o
plotted.” They're something like a geometry problem,.
Many's the time I've said to Jess that we could use
more of your ingenuity, _

MiLoreD. And raany's the time I've wished for your
comic flair for the urbane,

i
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18 DONE TO DEATH ACT I

Juss. (Gets the thermos and refills Wait's drink,
then returns to the desk and refills her own.) Whitney,
this collaboration is going to be perfect. We're getting
along like a house afire already.

" MiLprEp. Mutual respect, that’s what all authors
should have, :

Wxztr. Especially thystery authors who are dated.

MiLorED, Nonsense, we're not dated, Your stories are
still as alive and thrilling as ever. :

Tess. (Puts thermos back in bag and sits on desk.)
But we only hinted at sex and we avoided violence
whenever possible, ,
~ Mirprep, But mine are timeless, The unusual mur-
der, the interfering detective and then call everyone into
a room and give them the answer. That's the basis of all
murder books, '

Warr, Not any more, I'm afraid, Take our charac-
ters, for instance—rich, sophisticated, always from the
Four Hundred. What do you read about today? Pick
up any murder mystery and every girl has bosoms like
watermelons and rich, creamy thighs, I never wrote any ,
girl like that. ' .

Tess, He may have thought it, but he never wrote it.

MirpreED, We'll corne back, my dears, just hang onto
your typevtiters. The pendulum is swinging. Even the
sexy CIA agernit with all his super weapons is out. I bet
Brad' Benedict hasn't sold a thousand copies of his lat-
est. - '

(BraD BENEDICT enters through the arch from uU. L. He
18 much younger than the athers and, consequently,
more mod ww s dress but by no means “hippie’
Actually, BRAD is @ very shy and reliring person as

- we sholl soon see. He has o quiet sense of humor
thot manifests itself in o small grin when he has
been' amusing, but uwsually he tokes o back seot and
admires the others. He comes in and moves to the
L. end of the séftee.) '
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Brap. T get my royalty statement next month but I
think vou may be right, '

Mirorep. There I go again, putting my. foot in i
right up to the knee, -

- Brap: It's OK. If's true,

Warr, (Rises.) How do you do, I'm— _

‘Brap: I know who you are, both of you, (Shakes
honds with both of them.) Youw're the Olives. T always
loved that name, It goes so well with martinis, And
Miss Maxwell. A pleasure. ,

Jess. And vou're Brad Benedict, the author whp
brought the L5 iomyse~ o the pencil and the |89,
PE. to the cigaterts Mghter, ( Loasts him and sips.)

- Brap, It was goed while it lasted. '

Jeas., We were all complimenting each other on our
murders, Would you care to join in?

Brap. Am I expected to compliment my idols?

Jess. (Delighted.) Oh, T like that,

Brap, Without you stalwarts of the murder mystery, .
1 never would have had my short-lived career, I learned .
everything from you. | : o

Mirorep, Now, that's a nice speech, dear. Sit down
and join us, . .

WaIr, And have a martinl, (Sis.)

Brap, My pleasure. (Sees no glass. Holds out his
-hand.) Just a handful, please. ‘

- Warr Don't underestimate my wife, Jess, a glass,

(JEss crosses below Brap to her bag.)

Jess. I always cafty a spare for guests. (Takes extro
glass from bag, hands it to BRrAD and pours.)

Brap, / K{m Summers isn’t here yet?

MrmprEp, No, just the three of us. One thing we've
already decided. (Juss puts thermos back in bag,) They
may expect it but we're not going to fight. We'll col-
laborate peacefully and make a fortune,’

Bran. (Sits on bench by desk.) U'm all for that.

Mirprep. Just to clear the air, dear, I must say
there's something about you I hate, It's not the modern

C




20 DONE TO DEATH ACT 1

style'yot use, I concede that sinde you have a dynatnic
fair, It's—well, it's your name, (

Brap,. What's wrong with it? (s JEss hands him
marting.}) Thanks. :

MiroreEp. (As JEsS sits on desk.) The two B's. I
hate authors who have alliterative names.

Brap, What about yours?

MripreD, I predate you—unfortunately,

Juss. Ab, but.you switched your name around, Mil-
dred., T read it somewhere, .

M1LorED, That damned Reades's Digest,

- JEss. Yout were born Zelda Mildred and changed it to
malce Mildred Z. Maxwell, - :

Brap, Besides, Brad Benedict is my real name, Ac-
thLllaIIy, it’s Bradley Bruce Benedict., Are you ready for
that? S _

Mrrorep, I concede, , .

Brap. Flere's to you. (Drinks,) Good, You never gét
them dry enough these days.

JEss. Whit has the secret.

Brip, What? :

WaIT. T pour the gin in the thermos and then close
it up and whisper the word “vertiouth” in the next
oo, : :
Brap. (Puts drink down and crosses to Jireplace, cas-
ing the room.) Say, this is quite a rotten old room,
isn't it} ‘ ' .

MILDRED, (Rises ds she really looks af the room for
the first time.) My agent told me it is an exact replica
of the one off the island. They’re going to shoot the
script here. _ '

- Warr, After we write it, :

Jrss. I Kope we all work quickly. T hate to belahor
“murder, ' L :

Mi1Lorep. I once did one of my rhost successfil books,
“The Golden Mummy Case,” in six days,

Brap, You rmist have worked non-stop,

Mirorep. No, I had hivés and I couldn’t sleep.
(Crosses below bench.)
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ACT 1 DONE TO DEATH 21

JEss. There's no reason why we can't pop this thing
out in a few days. I gather they want each of us to have
a little of our own thing in the story so it will appeal
to everyone.

WHIT, Some producer’s smart idea.

Micorep. My dears, we'll show them we're not
through yet, o S

Jess. Show who? (Rises dnd crosses to French win-
dows.) T think we're being stood wp. ,

WHIT, Someone’s bound to come soon. Just Summers
and Duckton left,

- (Mirorep it at desk ond tries it out.)

BrAD. (4t U. R of settee.) Say, whatever happened
to Rodney Duckton? -

Juss. (Giggles.) That sounds like a movie title,
doesn't it? (Acs it ont grimly,) Whatever happened to
Rodney Duckton? , ~

Brap, No, really, I thought he was dead.

Mrrorep, I'm sure he's not. I always read the obitu-
ary page first thing in the morning. It's a sign of age.
(Opens the desk drawers and looks through them.)

Wtr, Now, he was one author who switched styles
all right, After all those horror movie. things, suddenly,
in the Saventizghe came up with Jack Club.

Mrrorebd,’ And made a mint, dear, with all those hard-
hitting private eye stories, (Rises.) Probably retired to
an island in the Caribbean.

Jess, T hope he has a better house than this one.

MrLprep, (Walks toward closet.) The real this one,
you mean, .

Juss, (To WHIT.) She is.gelting cryptic.

MiLpren. (Turns af closet doar.) One thing I'll say
for Duckton’s books, though, he always had a good
shock element in them,

Wi Tt kept the readers awalke. .

MivLprED, (Opens closet door but keeps looking af
the others.) You never knew when you were going to
cotne upon a—
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22 DONE TO DEATH AT I

Ropwey, Surprise! (MILDRED has opened the door
and RopNEY DUcKTON 45 standing there. RODNEY is the
oldest of the authors but is extremely wvital ond con-
stantly interested in everything that goes on. There de-
velops a small rivalry befween him and MILDRED and @
small genération gap between him and Brap, RoDNEY

15 dressed impeccably and is abways full of boundless
enthusiasm ond energy., MILDRED screams.) .l didn't
mean to scare you, Really, I just wanted to make an
entrance 50.1 came round this way. (Shakes MILDRED'S
hond after closing closet door.) Miss Maxwell, this is
indeed a pleasure, I was just rereading your “The Case
of the Blackeyed Turtle” last week and I do admire
your structure, _

Jess. (Almost on aside’ to Wmir.) 1 wish someone
admired my structure.

Warr. I do, dear. oo :

» Jess, Thank you, darling, (Wit has risen and pai-
ted her affectionately.) | o :

_' " etV BIT. (MILDRED crosses above desk and back to sofo

' ™ ind her handiwork. Wu1z crosses down fo RoDNEY

and they meet below the" desk,) Mr, Duckton, after all
thése years, we meet. Iram Whitney Olive and this'is
1y wife, Jessica.

i I

AR ODNEY, (As they shake hawds.) T'm a tremgq@gu_s:_‘ o

“fan of yours, Tremenddits,
Warr. Thaok you. (Mewes toward Miprep,) Miss
. Maxwell you seem (o know, . .
Ropwey, 1 kept that cover story in Téme about her.
, Of tourse it was twenty years ago and she’s changed
| ‘ somewhat, . . .. A '
) Mirprep, (As she sits.) And when did you leave
Shangri-la? S
b Ropwey, I detect a note of bitterness which is not
| apparent in your writings, (BRAD comes . ¢.) And this
is Brad Benedict. '
. Brap. How are you, sir?
RopnEy, (They shoke hands.) A pity,
1 Brap, What is? '
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Ropwey. You are me. Younger, of course. You toolk
what I wrote in thsiteugties, added a few | §{zmo4,
undressed a few women, and got astoundingly good roy-
alties for a while, :

BraD. (Crosses and sits o seitee.) That time was &
few years ago. ‘ ,

Ropwey, (Esnthusiastically.) So, we're all going to

- work together. I must say I'm looking forward to if,
trading ideas, plots, When do we start? ,

Wit As soon as My, Summers gets here. (RoDNEY
starts looking at the room, crosses below desk and U,
of it.) We've beén waiting so long on this set, the tide
is getting low in my martini therthos.

(Jess sits on the couch.)

Ropwey. Intriguing room, isn’t it?

Jrss. Dreary, I call it .

Ropwrmy, Ah, what I could have done with this in my
horror days. (He gestures throughout the following.)
A sliding panel here, a groping hand there, the beautiful
girl seated at the desk, Footsteps coming down the cor-
ridor. She turns . . . screams . . . (Drops the enthu-
siasm. ) But that doesn’t scare anyone any more. Pity.

* Brap, Your Jack Club would have hit the monster
.over the head with the butt of his gun.

Ropney, (Crosses L. to settee.) Ah, another era. Jack
Club. Warner Brothers made a' good thing out of him.
But who and what are current now? ‘

- Weirr. Nothing, That’s why we're all here.
" Ropwey, What do we do now? . Lo

TEss, If anyorie else says that, I shall call a cab and
go home, :

ke | ‘
(ﬁ‘Mﬁﬁ' SUMMERS enters through the arch. He is g man
i his thirties, efficient looking. right down to his
horn-rimmed glasses. which he occasionally igkes

off to emphasize a point. He is dressed in o neat,
Madison Avense suit. PABON is enthusiastic about
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- 24 DONE TQO DEATH Act 1

the project before ham but terrified that @ will go

wrong and he will lose his job; hencezthere is an

g extreme nervous quality about him plus an elways

' eager-to-please-everyone attitude. He, carries a
speaker's podium and a pile of file cords.)

KLTH Bowed. Good evening, everyone, I am Jgéfgﬁm Sum-

iners, the:©1¢ who contacted your respected agents,
Arv.: (As they rise.) How do you do. We've been

. waiting for you. (Eic,, efc.) S

KTH ages. (Places the podium D. R, corner of the stage,
then comes wp to the authors and shakes hands with
them quickly, moving from R, fo L. At ong ipoint,She .
trips shghtly -over the television cable.) 1 purposely-
came a little late to let you all get acquainted. Clever
idea, wasn't it? Actually, the vice-president in'charge
of new shows suggested it. I can't take all the credit,
can 17 (By now, he is by Jess.) ¢ :

JEss. Why not? , :

KT/ Apse35. They'd find out. Jealousy, you know, (Moves
back to podium.) Now, shall we get started? (Puts the
file cards on the podium ond addresses the audieﬂbe%
Good evering, ladies and gentlemen, Welcome to WM
Studics. - = Lo

Jess. (As the euthors look at each other quizzically.)
Who's the falking to? - :
‘Warr, I don't know, -
Kz Mg It is our pleasure to invite you.to join us ina
"7 ghort experimental evening in crime. '
Brav, (As the authors become more perplexed.SHe's
not speaking to us. o
. (Comtinwing out front, irying to.ignore the
wterruptions.) Down through the ages, murder and
mayhem have fascinated each and every one of us,
Mrrorep, Maybethe's psychotic, 3 ,
k1t ##zen So tonight we have brought together the out-
standing mystery writers of their time,
Roowgy, (Crosses below desk, trying to interrupt
him.) Mg, Summers— : ‘
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/(f/”@a% . Itis our idea to—

Ropwey. My, Summers— - N -
I MM, (To audience.) Excuse me, (To Ropney,)
“Yes, Mr, Duckton. _
- Robwey, We're all wondering one thing.
KT/ Jaepn. What ? ‘
Ropymy, Who the hell are you talking to?
Yo B, To the audience, : .
Ropney., What audience?
KIM Phsispe, Out there, ({ndicates the audience.)
Ropwey, (Shields lis eyes from the lights as he looks
out front, He sees them.) Good God, you're right! There
are people out there. '

(The authors all look out front and are shocked to see
people there. BRAD comes v. aind immediately walks
back U, again as heis terrified of 50 many people,

- WaIT comes down'to footlights and remains there.
The authors all react differensly to the audience,
JEss and WHIT mjoying them the most, although
ﬂ;ne c;f the authors approves of the audience being
there.) - : o ‘

Brap, Lots of them!
Warr. My God! . :
; _TEhss. (Pulls compact from her bag.) And T lock a
right. : o o
-, Mizprep., (Crosses to Jasow.) Mg Summers, whit
is the meaning of this? ‘ "

WaHIT, Is this a joke? ' '
9 /M&W Didn't your agents tell you there would be an

audiénce? ' :

Wiirr, Certainly not, or T would have worn black te,
7T MMsees. Perhaps it's an oversight on my part, How-
"™ ever, there’s nio harm-done, is there? This ig just an ex-.

periment, More of a game really, gH e keeps smiling
out af the audience as the others play between them-
selves ond the audience, -

Miorep, (Offended.) Murder is hardly a game, We

all have made a careerout of it, |
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26 DONE TO DEATH ACT I

kx I\ Jitstoe. Please sit down and let me explain. "
Brap, (Sits on the setiee ¢.) T’m no good in front of
audiences. People make ine nervous,.

(Warr sits on the bench. JESS sits on the settee with
Brap, Ropney. helps MILprED f0 the sofe L. and
sits U, of her.)) .

" "Jgss, I-think we should all go home. |
Warr, No, I'm fascinated. Let's hear g‘tﬁf otit.

- {Ropiwey. (Looks af audience as they all do.) They
look like nice people, but there are so many of them,
Kz Jmonty (Again to audience.) Sorry about this delay,

but authors are ternperamental, too, the same as actors
and everyone else connected with the creative arts. As I
was saying, look at these five people, ladies and gentle-
men. (He gestures and turns to them. They are oll -glar-
ing ot him.) What do you see? Geniits] That's what you
see. Five brains which liaye been dedicated to murder,

. Jess, Don’t tempt us. -

Kt s, (Ignores this) WMT Studios has brought
‘togethet, at great expense, these five minds to collabo-
rate and become one, to bring you the great mystery
series of all time, what we hope will be television's finest
-hour, Now, let me introduce them to you—the-faces be-
hind the. boolk jackets, as it were. (He has a forced
langh.) X KT . K

Ropwey. ((To MILDRED as Baseme shufles W file
sotes.) Doesche write hf¥% own material? .

K1 Bstny. Jessica and Whitney Olive, authors of over
thirty best sellers, former joint presidents of the Crime
Wiiters” League, and the darlings of International So-
ciety. (JEss and WHIT rise and face front. They bow.)
You may applaud, if you wish, (Applauds and hope-
fully the audience picks it up.)

‘Warr, (Toasts with marting,) Thank you.
Jess. (With o glare at Jason.) I can't tell you how I
feel being here. (Gives ¢ rather holloty gmile to the au-

dience.)

a2 O o -
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Keifsom. Thank you, (Werr and Juss siz again.) Mil-
dred Z. Maxwell, spectalist in the surprise ending, the
woman who (MILDRED rises with o look of despair af
RopNEY.) has kept us up at night waiting for the final
page of her latest mystery, (She bows.)

Mirorep, (Pointedly af Jason.) I'm constantly think- -
ing of a new way to kill people. (Sits.)

KTi @itgoar] Brad Benedict, the man who modernized the
spy. His heroes are hard-bitling and perform with no
holds barred, whether it's with the enemy or with a
beautiful woman. '

Brap, (After JEss prods him, he rises quickly ond

,_Shyly.) Thank you, (Reseats himself quickly.)

M: And finally, Rodney Duckton, the gentleman who terrified us

en we were vyoung with horror films such as "The Uninvited

ezk”, “Beings from ths Clounds”, and “Dinner for None”, and who.
ter went on to create the master private eye of the seventies,

e one and only two-fisted and two-gunned Jack Club.

—rm e mma T S AL Jeen iU, .

RopwEy, (Rises and bows.) It was nothing really,
just an extension of myself, You see—

Wurr., (Realizing RopNEY 45 prepared for @ long
speech.) Oh, do sit down. (After g glore at WxzT, Rop-
NEY §1£5 again.) '

K‘.ﬁgk 3}1253@1& It is'my idea, or rather the idea of the WMT

tudios— '

JEss, Watch that or you'll get fired.

KTt [haoty. —to combine these talents, to put a little Max-
well here, a splash of Benedict there, a dose of Duck-
ton, a few dashes of Olives, and come up with a tossed
salad of murder, ' '

Wi, Block that metaphor.

Kim fssg. This stage setting which you see before you
{f_ ari exact reproduction of the living room of Vulture's

ault, -

Mirorep, Does everything have to be alliterative ?

{ T s, (Showing he is wpset at the authors, although
he continues to ignore them.) From the time when buc-
caneers salled the Spanish Main, there has béen a house

ER
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on a small island off Jamaica which has been shrouded
with mystery, That house is called Vulture's Vault. That
famots pirate, Redbeard, built it with slave lzbor, stored
his riches there, and died in the very room we have
copied for you. During the twenties, Vulture's Vault
was used as a storage depot for liquor being run ille-
gally into the United States, (One of [hes cards is ous
of order, which causes him o momentary-embarrassed
pause while he shuffles cards.) Sold in 1931 to Morgan
Fitzby, it was the island where the multimillionaire rec-
- luse met his unfortunate end—a knjfe protruding from
~ his back, .
Mitorep, This dialogue is terrible, a
Juss. (With a'look to the audience,) Appalling, -

KT Bmon. (Crosses Lo to Mitbrep.) Miss Maxwell, I
am not a successful author like you. Your turn will
come, . .

Roowey, Ifshe doesn't shut up+soon, the audience will
leave. (Smiles at them.) a

" Jess.o(To the oudience.) Hang om, it tan’t get much,
worse. ‘ . _ '
WHIT. (To audience)) If there are any reviewers
out there, that's what is known as 3 quotable line.

Kz /M. (Tries to lough it off. Crosses beiweer setige
ond desk.) As'you can see, we're all very informal at
this gathering, (Moves bock . R} Tonight our authors
will get’ acquainted with each otfier and their working
methods, It will jist be a little fun, - ' '

Brap: I hate games. s
Ropney, 1 rather fancy myself at cribbage, and—

K;/W Fess Mr. Duckton—

Ronwey, Sorry.
kﬁfﬂ?fﬁ%é}&. Immediately following this show, our five au-
thors will be fown to the Caribbean where tomorrow
they will travel by small boat to Vulture's Vault: There,
ladies and gentlemen, they will Create—create stories of
suspense, intrigue, and murder: A series rivaled by none
in the history of television, (Pouses asfhe waits. Dig-
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agpointed.) Oh, dear, I rather expected a little applause
there,
Wrtit, And another copywriter’s head will fall,
Jess. Do be quiet, darling, this might be fun, :
Ky Qfmezr The series will be shot here on this very set
with the leading actors of a bygone era. WMT is going
to bring back stars who, along with these authors, you
have almost forgotten, L

( This of’end& the authors immeasurably and they all
rise. The following six speeches are said in uni-
son.) -

KIM%W. Pleage, authors, please.
Wearr, That does it! '
Brap, Passe at thirty-two.
JEss. Grab the thermos, Whit, we're leaving.
Mirorep, I could commit murder now |
Roowzy. T loathe honesty in the yotng.

KIM Bl Let me remind you of the ironclad contracts
our lawyers have drawn up. (This quiets the authors.)
And also the salaries you are being paid. And the fact
that” your combined sales in the past two years haven’t
equaled one month of the cotintry's best seller, “Sex
For Profit.” o

Wair, (As they reseat themselves) Is the thermos
empty 7 o
Mirprep. I dould drink hemlock.
. Ropwey, Jack Club would blast his way out of here.
Brap. (To Roowey.) I should have planted a honing
device on him last week. (.Stands by settee. Wrrr fills
glasses as JEss holds them, then WHIT sits on setiee,)
(Thissen. Now for our get-dcquainted game. The enve-
. lope, please, (A hand comes out of the wings from . &
“holding a-large, white envelope.)
* Jmss. This is too'much, - .

BornaeePre

GOt

{ Dyigeed. Thank yon, Inside here are twelve slips of
paper. Each slip has one word on it, That word is-the
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motive, There are such things as Just, greed 'i’mey, ete,

Moves toward sofe 1.) I shall have you, ﬁiss‘.Max-
well, pick one paper, o
: MILDRED. (T Ropney ag she rises.) I like! Chorpdesg
etter, ' o
Ki) Jebant, Then you can toss the motive around until
you come up with a plot, We shall watch your minds
mesh together ‘on your first collaboration, (To andj-
ence.} Isn't this exciting ? ;
JESS, Are we allowed to answer ?
KL Wzmer, Nol Then, with this and the publicity we shall
get. when you all arrive at Vulture's Vault, the series
- will be pre-sold, .
Robney, When do we start work ? ‘
RTi\ gstmw, The day after you arrive, After an early
morning ‘press conference you will be left completely
alone to create, . ‘
Jrss. (Rises ond moves down fo - SL) Waita
minute. Who creates in the kitchen? The only thing I
do properly is Quiche Lorraine, T
‘M.E‘LDRED. What cheese do you use? Swiss or ‘Gru-
yére: :
JEss. Gruyére, of course, T find it doesn’t— .
K w2, You will have the proper retinue of servants,
Your only responsibility is to bring back thirteen’ plots
. in three weeks. (JESS $its on the settee;) All right, Miss
- Maxwell, draw a motive, . :
MILDRED. This is deadlier than the draft lottery,
Draws one paper.) :
KIM Btmomn, Read it, please, '
. MILDRED. (With o deadly gleam.) Murder Japon K;j;’/&]

M.

Summers.
JESs. Goody, :
Krvighsem. 1 beg your pardom. |
. Mrrprep, Just trying for a little humor, !
- -Brav, (Crosses behind the sofa’L.) Someone’s got to ]
entertain those people. - : ' j
Mrrprep, It says, “Jealousy.” o i ,’
Warr, That's as original as sin, : :
|
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K"‘:Mﬂw@@g. (Crosses x. of the settee and up to the fender
i front of the fireplace and sits at end of speech.) Per-
fect, Now, I'll just disappear over heré in the corner
and you can start plotting,

ey o i oo By
7 L i i o e AT ol e Wy R S Lo -

Ropwey. (There is o long paise as Mirpren moves

U. L, and the. others try to think, with occasional glances
at the audience) T can't just sit here and think up a
plot. I always do my best work in the early morning,

Brap. I have to slouch in a chair for weeks before I
come up with something workable, (Sits on sofa beside
Ropwzy, ) . .

Warr. (To aidience,) 1f you want to go out and
have a smoke or something, we’ll ring a. bell when we
have a good jealousy plot. » )

Juss, I'm jealous of anyone who isn't here,

MrILorED, (To corner of settee.) 1 have an old plot
that's been kicking around for some time. Il give it to
you and then we can toss it around, :
- War, There's that salad again, '

MiLorep, (Asiim - takes her by the shoulders and
gwides her to podium, ThemShe sits on fender again,)

Well . . . here goes, (To audience.) I hope none of.

you. paid t0 get in here, ‘

- Warr, The press always gets passes. .

Mirorep, Then they're getting their money’s worth,

Now, all I've worked out on this plot is the middle and
the end. (Leans over podium directly to audience,) By
the way, I hope you'll all read my hooks. They're avail-
able in paperback, you know, unless, of course, you like
hardeover, -

T Eemart. (The authors are all exchanging disapproving

Glances and he half-rises.) Miss Maxwell, please, No

commercials,
Miiprep, Al right, dear. Well, here’s my plot. We
have the usual husband who married a woman for her

money. She is rich, prominent, and a bitch— (To frg /ffﬁ)

sy Oh, am I allowed to say words Tike that?
T4} Hegsis. Censorship is at a new low; however, on the
show we would simply call her a bad woman,.




7. TR T U TR A e ST, PRI e My st e 2, el st e e ot S0 0 L bt e e bt A N iy oty e el
Ak r ER AL R ER T R e et ke, : e e e M e

32 DONE TO DEATH ACT T

‘Mrrorep, All right, then, the wife is a “bad woman.” i
She is tired of the husband and is about to divorce hirn.
He'll be left with nothing so, naturally, this being a
murder story, he decides to kill her, (Ad-libs from the
authors showing disapproval of the usual ploty I re-
* alize all this is very usual so far, but Mildted Z. Max-
well always has surprises up her typewriter. This hus-
. band ', . . Oh, dear, T can’t tell stories well. T wish you

- could see the characters as I do.
_ k]_’ﬁ/l Jpyr. (Rises and comes to corner of desk.) Oh, but
they can, Miss Maxwell, Just use your imagination. De-

' ‘scribe them and we shall see them. (Sits again. )

(LIGHTS fade to a spot on MILDRED af the podium.)

Muzprep. Tll-try, The husband plots out the murder
most ingeniously. He has gotten hold of a third cousin
or an old ne'er-do-well classmate or someone like that
and is paying-him. to-be an accomplice. (GEORGE. enters
through arch-and stands above desk.) This middle scene
‘T have worked out is between the two men, The lus-
band, we'll call him George, should be good-looking in a
way, dressed in a nice suit, and— (AREA LIGHT
above desk comes up on GEORGE., Since this is iypical
of one of MILDRED'S earlier siories, the characters are

‘dressed 1 the period of the thirtiss, Geoxee is in @
bright pin-stripe suit, an overcoat shung over his shoul-
der. He wears a wide-brimmed., slouch hat, sunglasses,
and smokes with a cigarette holder. He speaks in a very
smooth, oily voice.) That's it. That's exactly what he
should look like. Tsn't imagination wonderful ? (Crosses
up'to him and examines him, e is frozen. The authors
are intensely interested.) :

Wit That's an appallingly bad suit, The cut—

{;}ss. Sh, this is hér story.

HIT. Sorry,

Mitorep, He is nice-looking, Oh, I forgot. Ele has
broken his arm, (Indicates his left arm which is i a
cast and slhing, To audience.) That's a most important
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plot point. (Returns to the podium as the MaN saunters
. through the French windows. By the time he veaches
the ares lighting, we realize we can see wery litile of i
him as he, too, wears an overcoat, dark glasses, smokes,
and has his coat collor turned wp. When he speaks, it is
obvious he is of o much lower class than Guorcz.) Now
for the ne'er-do-well. He is, of cotrse, ne'er-do-well
looking. (Twurns and sees him,) That's right. Perfect.
George is just finishing plotting his intriguing murder.
Hesays . .. ' '

(MUSIC suddenly blores forth. Perhaps it is the open-
“ang of Beethovew's Fifth. The authors look around
for the source of the music. GEORGE turns and
moves in, to desh.)

. GEORGE, . . . and that’s all you bhave to do, (Pulls
plane ticket from his shing. Man iokes it.) Flere's your
plane ticket to Chicago made out in my name, -

MAN. (A4t 1. of desk.) You're sure nothin' can go
wrong? : :

Grorae.. I've' worked out even the smallest detail, - 1
- M1preD. (To oudience,) 1 haven't yet, of course, o

. but T shall, (MaN sils on bench by desk.) _

GEORGE. You will wear a cast and a sling, That will

- make you immediately identifiable, Get on the eleven
o’clock plane, slouch down in your seat and pretend to
sleep all the way, No one will pay attention to what you
look like, just that you have the brolen arm. Tomorrow,
there will be eighty-some odd passengers who will swear
I was on Flight 752 at the time of the murder, '

MAN. (As he puts the ticket in his coat, pocket.) Let
us hope so.

Georae. It's fool-proof, At eleven-thirty, while you
are somewhere between New York and Chicago, I shall
get rid of Martha, And there's nothing the authorities
can prove, (Flicks ash in tray on desk.) 1 am the one
with the best motive, but T was apparently thirty thou-
sand feet above the ground at the time it happened, A -
‘perfect alibl, (MriLorED turns and gives a significant
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nod to the audience.) I shall take the twelve-thirty flight
to Chicago under an assumed name and be there when
Martha's body is discovered, I shall be properly shocked,
attend the funeral as-a dutiful husband should, and in-
herit the estate oh, so reluctantly.. (Sits in desk chair.)
And there’s not a thing Roger will be able to prove.

Maw, Roger is the new man?

Grorge. Oh, yes, Martha always has a new man
ready, willing, and younger,

Man. You're sure they can’t connect me with you in
any way? : -

Groree. How cotld they? As far ag anyone khows,
we haven’t seen each other in fifteen years.

].\IKEAC.IN. (Rises.) There’s only one thing you've over-
looked.

.. Georar. Which a7 . .

Man, The money. (His hands on the desk, he leans
i to GEORGE.) - o :

‘Grorce. (Rises, pulls large, stuffed envelope from his
pocket and hands it to the Maw.) It's all here.

Maw, I'll be thinking of you at eleven-thirty tonight.
éStcw_‘t)s to slowly stroll out through the French win-

ows.

Georce. And I'l] be thinking of the future. (LIGHTS
BLACKQUT on (GEORGE asid- he disappears out the
arch. MUSIC goes OFF.) - -

MriipreD;, As I said, T've also worlked out the climax
at eleven-thirty that night. Martha, the wife, is at homae.
I suppose she'd best be dressed in.a negligee. They al-
ways seem to be, And she'd better be lovely, but a trifle
hard-looking. (LIGHT area above desk comes on and
there is MARTEA exactly as MILDRED has described her,
She is wearing o stunning neghigee, her hatr-is done n
a severe style and she is well bejeweled, She is facing
U. and holds the receiver of the desk éfw%e in her hand.)
Oh, very good. Yes; that's Martha, Perhaps she is talk-
ing with this Roger:, . .,

; Marrea, (Turns a5 she falks.) Yes, Roger, dar-
INE w o v
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. Mirprep, Wait a minute, (MARTHA freezes vight in
the wmiddle of a gesiure.) We need more atmosphere. A

radio. Soft music in counterpoint to the scene we know
is coming: Can I have a radio, please?

KT s, Anything you wish. (Rises and calls.) Radio!
doal GRNBRIR comes in from the arch corrying a small radio
" awhich he places on the desk.) .

MrrorED. What service, Thank you,
Yebhotd Fmry. You're welcome. gS tarts off,)
Mirprep, It should be playing music.
sgphond RR. (As he ewits through arch, he calls off.) Hey,
Charlie. Music!

2 (MUSIC comes on playing something semswous, per-
haps “Bolero.”)

Mirprep, Martha is on the phone,

MartHA. (Unfreezes.) He's gone, A quick divorce
and then we'll be together. , ., , No, he leaves on the
eleven o'clock flight from Newark Airport. .. .
(Laughs,) ‘The poor thing, won't be able to carry all

“his. luggage with that broken arm. He'll have to tip a
skycap. ‘That will really hurt him, . . . What? Mexico,
I think. Divarces overnight, (Lights a cigaretie from o
pack on the desk) Of course you can, darling. I
wouldn't dream of going alone. . . . First thing in the
morning, Roger. Why not lunch at one? . . . Pick me
up here. Till then. .. . Yes, I am, too. (Blows e hiss
into.the phone, hangs up. Exhales o long puff. She hears
footsieps coming down the stairs in the arch.) Hello—
is someone there? Who is it?

GEORGE. - (Enters through arch in area lighting.)
Hello, Martha. '

Marrea, (Crosses uround desk and sits on bench.)
What are you doing here? Did you get drunk and miss
the plane? '

GeorGE, Not at all. T have never been more sober in

my life, o
Marreza, You know, I don’t think I have ever seen

vou soper,’




eyt e

d Tyt b e PCLTTE e
T iatreary SR AN ORTE A 2 s e R AT
¥ i e ..n,-,_“'.jn_ LT b e o s

el

36 DONE TO DEATH ACT 1

GEORGE, (Moves 1o acbove MarTHA, All of these trite
lines are said by the characters with tremendous inten-

sity as theg are “taking off”’ the wusual situations.) Tdke

a good loo . . :
-MartEA, (Twrns and looks at him.) You ate sober.

' Is it because you have to buy your own Scotch now?

You can get out, I've had my last look at you.

Georce, How right you are.

MARTHA, (Turns to him.) And just what does that
mean? _

GrorgE. I'm going to kill you. (Pulls out revolver
from his sling.) , -

MarraA, (Laughs, rises and moves b, R of desk.)
Don't be ridiculous, : o

GEeorgE, I'm serious, Martha. Do you think I’m going
to give up the job of being your husband without any
retirement plan? (Moves p.) _ .

MazrTaa. You didn't retire. You were fired, Now get
out of here. You can’t scare me. Go on. Get on another
plane. (Puts cigaretie out,)
. -GeorGe. But I’'m on one already., You see, Martha,
there .is someoric. flying over the country right now
dressed like me with a broken arm, I have any number
of witnesses who will swear I am not here but there.

(Moves below the desk. Turns RADIO “wolume up

higher.) It's all beautifully thought out.

MarrHA. (To U. R corner of desk.) You're bluffing.
Get out of here mow or Pll call the police, (Picks up
phone.) :

J GrorGz. You won't have time. (Is ¢f . R, corner of
lesk,

: MA)RTHA. I know you too well. You might think up
sormething like this, but you'd never have the guts to
pull it off. (Dials.) : o

Georar, You're wrong, Martha, (Fires and the gun
goes off. MarTEA falls to the floor. He kneels beside
her for a wmoment, then replaces the receiver in the
cradie.)
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(The MUSIC stops abruptly and ¢ Rapio ANNOUNC-
ER’s VOICE is heard.) . .

ANNOUNCER. We interrupt this program for a news
bulletin, Amalgamated Airlines Flight 752 from New-
ark to Chicago has crashed outside of Cleveland, Ohio.
There are no survivors. T

(GEORGE turns front, shocked, LIGHTS BLACKOUT
except for the podium Hght on Mriprep, GEORGE
and MARTHA leave through the drch.)

- Mumprep, Surprise ending! I'm famous for them,
Shock it to them with the last line. Do I get applause
for that? (Pauses to see if audience applouds.) 1 should -
hope so. (LIGHTS DIM up on mass room.) Of course
there are lots of details to figure out, but we have our
jealousy—the husband jealous of Roger, and the money
which would rightfully be George's, What do you think?
(Moves in c. o few steps.)
- Roowey, (The authors are all obuiously far from
happy.) I think it's nice, but— '

MILDRED, (Defensively.) What?

Ropwey. There's no one you really care ahott, -

Mitprep, I never really cared about anyone in your
books. -

Ropwey. Now, now, now, let's not get testy, I always
had a sympathetic ingente in there somewhere,

JEss. Perhaps if they were nicer people. Stippose we
met them at a cocktail party, for instance, and there’s
some ambising chit-chat, : '

Warr. That's not the way Mildred writes, Jess.

. Jmss, Well, we're collaborating, aren’t we?

BRAD, (Rises and faces Ropnmy.) Why don't we up-
date it? If George were with the CIA and he knew that
Roger was a spy for some foreign power, then he could
plant a honing device under Roger's lapel and overhear
them making love, Be rather a sexy scene, (To the
 audience,) Audiences love that sort of thing.
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Mizorep, Sex should be kept in the bedroom and not L
flaunted on television screens in the living room. i P

RODNEY: Why not make it a really scary moﬂgtér'
movie? They used to play wall and maybe it’s
time for a comeback.
’BRAD: Net a chance! The audience isn’t right.
MILDRED: Monsters are out Mr. Duckton, they
really are.
BRAD: Those movies were all +the same. You
always had a mad scientist and he was always
Jealous because the ingenue loved another. Let
me show you. Now, the ingenue is this beautiful
girl. (GIRL enters down +he stairg) Ah,
magnificent! The mad scientist prleads once more
| for her hand in marriage. If refused, he will
-call in the monster he has created—to kill hex,
You’ll note the ingenue doesn’t see the monster
until the last possible moment. Suspense! Now
for the scientist—Mr. Duckton, if you would ke
so kind (He is gesturing out the arch. RODNEY
gets up grumbling and walks through the arch) .
{To audience) 0OFf course you must remember that
this would still .be in +he gtyle. of Mz,
Duckton’s era, so they will be silent with
_|_those wonderful title cards. e
7\§DDNEY: (C££.) Eey! I'm not that ol— _/,f’j

| BRAD: (interrupting him) Dialogue

JEESE YYIIL auu 4 e wial, vvo o AiWEYd BULLIE tligs ;




T

B R MU I,

. ™ - T VS & s oy .-
pid b e i i g s e e S Tl = 1
e - =

ACTT DONE TO DEATH - 39

> Was so unimportant, Music provided the atmosphere,
“(Calls.) Music| (MUSIC comes on. It 45 a deep, dra-
matic organ Selection such as maed scientists always
played:) Ready. Action. (RopNEY ships out the arch and
to the L. The LIGHTS start FLI CKERING, giving
the effect of a silent movie. In this “take-off,” the actors
move i exaggerated movements with exaggerated” ges-
tures, giving the effect of a silent picture, The GreL
paces below the desk and to c., her hands wringing to-
gether in despaiy. RoDNEY reenters in the wusnal long
white coat of the scientist, He sees her, makes o quick
mave to her, crossing below the desk from the r. She
burns and sees him, He gets on his, kitees, his hands in
front of him, They freese as the Setiwieniers through
the arch, comes between them and holds o placard which
says, i old-fashioned printing, “WILL YOU BE
MINES" He holds it for a moment and goes off, Girw
crosses below RODNEY to D, R, He follows on his knees.
He pulls on her shirts. She resists. \5H2 enters with
placard, which he holds berween them. It seys, “NO/
S BEmy ewits, GIRL rushes away to D, ¢, RODNEY Crosses
to arch after giving o cackling lough face. He turns in
arch. 5k enters with placord saying, “THEN THIS
SHALL BE YOUR FATE /! 5'/‘2 exits. RODNTY ges-
tures off R, The MONSTER entets, He can be either made
wp horribly or else wearing one of those rubber Frank-
enstein masks and rubber hapds, He is very tall and his
height is added. to because he is wearing buili-up shoes
or boots. RODNEY gestures to the.Gint. The MoNSTER
Starts toward her, RobNEY cackles; and exits L. The
GIRL appears to be picking fowers happily. She sits on
the desk bench. The MONSTER comes toward her, his
arms oubsireiched. Just as he 45 about to grab her, she

. rises and moves p. ®, He follows, almost reaches her,
~ond she moves below him to b, . He maves to her. She
srns, sees him, the S/ enters and holds "h @ sign
between them which reads, “SCREAM/ The GipL
gives a_screaming look) spins in o complete circle, and
jaints, The MONSTER catches her and carvies her through
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the greh and off ». MUSIC OFF and BLACKOUT.
RODNEY comes through' the arch and to the podium, He
has rempved the white coat, When the LIGHTS come
UP on the room, he is looking wistfully front. The au-
thors are all in @ state of laughter,) TESretenEng
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 Irightened of that, you'd have to have the audience of C
the era, (To audience.) You're not that old, are you?
Robwry, (Moves wn toward WarIT.) They have
changed, haven'’t they? T
Warr, That's the trouble. You changed, too, when
you gave up horror and introduced Jack Club, That
started the hard-hitting era. of detectives, but that would
be a parody now, too.
RoowEey. You really think so? :
Wair, Of course, I'll show you. o
Ropnzy, T don't think I want you to. !
Wair, But I'd enjoy it. (To audience.) I've been l

quivering on the sidelines waiting to get into the act,
(Moves RODNEY to below settee as he heads for arch.)
You go over there and Jess and I will show you what
your Jack Club would be like now.

Jess. Goody, (Rises and sits RODNEY on the seftee,)
I'm a marvelous actress. ' :
- Ropney, Do you think this will accomplish anything?

MiLprED, Give them a chance, -

Juss, (Crosses to WriIT.) Can we do it alone, Whit?
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Wair. We may have to call on a figment or two like
the others, Now, I'll be Jack Club and you play the
usual girl. All right? (Jess exits through arch and o
r. WHIT takes off his jacket and puts it on back of the
desk chatr, rolls up his sleeves.)

(LM $osomr, (Comes D. o few steps.) Ladies and gentle-
men, I feel I must apologize, -

i MILDREIE.CWhat fort y ) Th ~1
(LM Famon. (Crosses . fo MipRep,) This isn't exactly
e what we planned on, This is more of a happening than

a mystery seminar. (To others.) You haven't collabo-

rated yet. - KIA

Brap, (Takes Jpgept’ by the shoulders and pushes

Lrt%m back above the sefiee to Wy original place and seats
2y, Sit down! You got us here, so now let us do our
, thing. - (Sits-beside RODNEY.?‘ ST T T
LA aer, This isn't what I fiad in.mind at all. -

W, —(4tthe podium) Jack Club storiesalways
started with narration setting the hard-Hitting scene,
as it were, (Podiwm LIGHT comes UP on him as
LIGHTS in the room dim and the desk area LIGHT
comes UP! MUSIC comes in. It is a slow, fazay num-
ber with a blues trumpet playing. WrIT speaks in low
monotone typical of the heroes of the day.) It was a
cold morning and the city was cold steel, like every heart
in it. It had been a tough night, Violence was my Friend.
My name is Jack Club. (Suts af desk and takes Hquor
boitle from desk drawer.)) 1 started out the day with
my usual daycap. (Takes swig from bottle and replaces
i in desk drawer.) Then suddenly T felt this tight knot
in my gut. That was a sign this wasn’t going to be an

ordinary day, I waited. Then she came in. (Pauses.

MUSIC OUT.) She came in! g
Jzss. (Of.) Oh, sorry, darling, Once again.

. Warr, Then she came in, (MUSIC IN for JEss.
It is a sensuous number and she keeps rhythm to it She
has her hair down, falling over her'face, A small beret

(s on her head and she wears o matching trench coat.
She leans against the v, wall of the arch in a provoca-

S b e b P o o3

L




e R et [0 T T T BRI DT RN e vty

. positton. )

sttt s S il 2
plasan

4 DONE TO DEATH Act 1

tive pose.) She was bad. All bad, Her lips formed a
wicked smile. (They do,) She was curvy and built like
some Venus de Milo, (JEss' arms climb up the arch to
over her head.) But she had arms, Arms that had held
men—many men. I got up. (He does and moves L. of

desk.) She came towards me like'a bulldozer clearing:
a garbage dump. (She comes D. to him.) Her eyes

searched me like a Geiger counter. (Her eyes search
him' from head to toe,) Then she spoke. '
Jess. (MUSIC QUT.) I'm in trouble. Big trouble,
Warr, My name is trouble.
Juss. (Arms around his neck.) Kiss me, Kiss me
hard, (He throws her in front of him and they go into
o deep embrace. He pulls herwp immediately to the same

. Wort You're bad, All bad.

Trss, My husbandisdead. ~

Wrir, I'm falling for yoq, baby, T'mifalling fast.

(Anothet deep embrace exactly the same,)

Jrss., They think T shot him. :

Wzt Did you? ' - ,
Ess. (Crosses beloww. him to D, ¢.) What do you
think ? Lo _

Wt I think you're bad, All bad. (Crosses to her.)

Jmss, It was his stepdaughter, Stephanie, .(Her arms

- around his meck.) She’s just my age, She shot him be-

cause he threatened to leave his money to me. Kiss me
quick, (They kiss.) R ‘
. Wz, I've got it bad, baby.
JEss. You're tough, Jack Club, All tough: (Her hands

on ks cheek) - :
Wiz, Where is this broad, Stephanie?

(The closet door opens and STEPHANIE quickly closes

it behind her and leans againsi if. She 1s young and

innocent but there: is a certain worldliness about
her, She is very attractive,) -

StEpmaNIS, Stephanie Mildaur, that’s me,
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Jess, She's ratten, All rotten.

Wrrr, But innocent, So innocent.

STEPHANIE. (Crosses to Warr.) That woman killed
my father,

Jess, (WHIT turns to STEPHANIE and JESS puls her
arms on his back and points to STEPHANIE.) It was you.

All you, .

SgEPHANzE (To Wait.) Believe me, Please believe
me.

Wart, (Pulls StrrraNIE to him.) T do, baby.
Jess. But what of us? Our love? Our desires?

‘Warr, (Throws Jess away toward ¢.) It's over,

baby. All over.
Jess. (Grabs his arm.) What was my mistake?

_ Waxarr,. Putting your hand on my cheek. It's there
All there, - .

__ _Jmss, What is?

T Wt Powder burns, (Grabs her hand ) From’ i_he
. gun you used to shoot your husband.

Juss, (Backs oway from him and pulls smal revolve?'
from her pocket.) I'm sorry it had to end like this,

STEPEANIE, (Throws herself between Juss czmi
WHIT.) Don’t. Don't shoot him.

JEss. (Saying at? Bang!

STEPHANIE. (Folls back. in WHIT'S orms. She is held
up by his ». arm.) Ahhl

WHIT Looks at her.) She’s dead, All dead,

Juss, (Crosses in fo him.) Forget about her, Jack
. Club, It can be you and me now.

‘Wit It's no-good, baby. The memory of Stephanie
Mildaur would always haunt us. (Reaches for the gun.)
Give me that.

Jess. (As they struggle for it.) Nol

Warr, Yesl (They struggle and he says:) Bang!

JEss. (Freezes as she is hit.) 1 underestimated you,
Jack Club. You're hard. All hard, (She falls inio his
right arm. He now has one girl on each arm.) '

- Waxrt, Poor Stephanie. She was good., All good,
Jess. aND SteerANE. (They rise up simulteneously,
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their faces close to s cheek) Jack .. . 1 lové you
ATy

Warr., (Kisses STEPHANIE and she folls bock in his
orm dead, He kisses Juss and she falls back in the other
arm dead., He faces fromt as the MUSIC comes UP
again.) It was just another day. I had found two loves
and lost two loves, The sun set. The city was cold steel
again, like every heart in it. My name is Jack Club,

(LIGHTS OUT, Miprep and BRAD apj:laudl as the
GENERAL LIGHTS come UP again, JEsS and
STRPHANIE hove éxited through the arch. WHIT is

putting his coat on again.)

Mirprep, Now that was excellent., Exactly right. You
see, Mr. Duckton, everything all of us did is now a
parody. We are anachronisms.

Ropney. Perhaps. Thank you, Mr, and Mrs, Olive.
Your performances were quite something.

Tuss. (As she enters and crosses to her bag.) I don’t
quite know how to take that. -

Warr, (Crosses above desk.) Just take it and be

uiet, ' o ‘ :
E Brap, T don’t agree, however, My style of writing is
oti¥ current. I mean, nothing has come along to replace
it yet. :
Jess. Oh, we can take that off, too, Come on, Whit,
let's show him, I’m just getting warmed up. '

Rooyey. (Rises.) No, no, no. This 1s for me. I'll
show Mr, Benedict what his mystery tales are like1f he
wants, :

BraDp. I'm not so sure I do want.

RopNEY, It’'s my turn to twist the knife, as it were.
(Crosses below desk on way to podium.) All right, sup-
pose we take one of Mr, Benedict’s famous CIA men.
We'll just pick Bim up in one of -your climactic scenes.
(Jmss sits :on the sofa and WHIT on the seitee.) Come
on, Mr. Benedict, you act it out, Over there. (Indicotes
by desk.) : .
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Brap. How will T know what to say? (Goes by
bench.) ~

Ropnvey, It's my version of your story, so you "l say
what I'm thinking. |

Brap, OK., here goes. (Sits on the bench as the
LIGHTS DIM to the podium light.)

Ropney. We find our hero about to stop the take-over
of all Allied Missile information by Chaetic. Those are
the bad men. The organization always has initials that
spell out a name. You've noticed that, haven't you? Mr.
Benedict’s hero has been looking for the superspy. Su-
perspies always have catchy names, too, We'll call this
one “Silver Leg,” All through the story, our hero has
been having various affairs with various girls in various
- unusual places like Turkish. baths, cemeteries, the sub-
way—but only the express linel Now we find him in
his beach-house. with his beautiful secretary. -

(LIGHTS DIM on podium and come UP on the désk
orea. MUSIC of a mod-beat accompanies this scene.
BRAD is sitiing on the bench and his secretary is
sitting beside him D, with her feet on his lap, She
is dressed in a trench coat and bright-colored boots.
She is unusually beautiful ond hardly looks iike o
secretary. When she speaks, it is with a slhight for-
elgn accent,) _

' SecreTaRY. There’s somethmg about you, 276390845'

~—something different.

Brap, My pajamas are custom-made.

SECRETARY. I'vé enjoyed this assignment, working
for you ell day and all night, too,

Brap. (Swings her legs away and rises,) And 10w
the assignment’s come to an end.

SECRETARY. (Seductively.) No, 276390845, I'm like
Contac paper. I'm going to stick around. (Pull.r him to

her and plasiers herself against him. )
" Brap. (Rises again, holding one leg.) But I've found
out W_hq ilver Leg s,

e b i tet g
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SECRETARY, (Rises.) You couldn’t have!

Brap, Ves, I could, (Pushes her down again,) 1
planted one of these, (Holds up a gold button with o
pin on -the back.) It's a honing device and T found out
everything, This'is a miniature broadeasting station and
T've been listening in, ~ S

S;ECRE‘ITARY. (Flings herself full length on the bench.)

Gl

Brav, Yes: I planted it on you ard heard you report-
ing to the agents from Chaotic, I'm sorry, Beauty, but
I've got to turn you in. |,

SECRETARY. (Rises and comes to him seductively, )

No, not yet. . :
Brao, (Hesitales a moment.) No, business.before
pleasure. (Reaches in his pocket for a revolver,)

SECRETARY, Wait! There's just one thing I've got to
kaow, ‘
BRrap, Which is? )
;) SECRETARY, Wherg did. you plant the honing- device?
g{@["@q.g W reincoat WPS;’}?/& ssattel i,
- 41e looks amused and fthe LIGHTS BLACKQUT,
MUSIC OUT aud the room LIGHTS DIM UP #o
Jind RopNEy Jooking front, amused, and the ‘SECRETARY
har gone off through the arch.y .
Ropney, There you are, Mr, Benedict, :
T Ssts Bemethiggsa
Brap, Ts that how my books seem?
Ropvey. Your detectives are just as ridiculous as
?irf')if you present them that way, (Moves to below
esk. :
Wrr. Don't stop, please, M, Duckton, Go on.
Ropnpy, But that's the end.
Wair, Where was the honing device planted ?
Rovwey, I haven't the faintest idea. I don't write that
kind of story. (Sits on bench,)
Waurr, Spoilsport. - '
MiLpRED. We seem to have lost QUr pUrpose sore-
where along the line. If we jab at one another, my dears,
we'll never be able to collaborate, o
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Jess. (Rises ond moves toward . L.) What we all

need is a drink. ,
Vo s, (Rises and crosses to her.) You've run out of
your allotted time. The unions, you know. The limousine
will arrive in twenty minutes to take you tg the air-
port. . . . (During the above, ¢ GRIP comes in and re-
nioves the work light, He comes from v, L. and ewits the
same way, )

Warr, This is rather stupid, don't you think? We're
supposed to fly down there, spend the night in some
dreary little hotel, then clamber into some leaky boat in
the afternoon and go off to an island where the house
Efill gcolc exactly flil%e this set. Why don’t we just stay

erei ,
K2y B, Exteriors. Although the action you write will
mostly take place in this room each week, we want you

to include some outside shots. Then, there’s the press,

They will come out Friday morning and take pictures
of you in the actual house, Featuire stories, you 'know,

Publicity will make the show, not the scripts, (Realizes .

ihe slip he has just made) Oh, T didn't. mean to say
that. : :
' Mrrprep, But you did say it. -

CCH Wisiemy. T suggest we call this whole thing off and dis-
band until the limousine arrives, :

Warr, Frankly; T don't see that we're going to get
any further there than we have here, :

JEss. I agree. ‘ .

Brap, Maybe we will.if we.stop making fun of our
styles. We each have something individual to contribute
. and let’s concentrate on that,

Miorep.  You're right, young mian. (Rises and
crosses to ¢.) Come on, let's have that' drink together.
(They all’ start for the arch, Ropnmy crossing below -
the desk and v.) ' '

Wa1T, There's'a rather festive-looking lounge across
the street,

- Roowsy, We'll see you in the limousine, My, Sum-
mers, _ _
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1(11‘;;11‘% Hppes. In twenty minutes. (Warr ond Juss gother
¢ glasses and put them imto JEss's bag.) I shall fly
down with you and then go straight to Vulture's Vault
tonight to make preparations, We wouldn't dream of
asking you to take the launch tonight.
Mirprep., Thank goodness. I get seasick enough in
the daytime. (They start talking as they leave.)
}(I/U[Wé%gﬁ/. Wait a minute. (They all stop.) Thank the
audience.
Juss. (After a momeit, during which they oll eye the
oudience.) For what, darhng;p '
Kk . For coming.
Ess, We didn’t invite them, (To audience.) Thank
you anyway. ' :
- WH1T. Same here,
Rooney. (ds he and Brap et through the arch and
" ®.) They've been remarlably quiet. T should think they'd
have been bored to death,
MiroreD, (As she exits)) 1 think they are.
Brap, (Off.) I've just felt embarrassed. ?
Kpjﬂ Tmpre., (Left alone, he doesn’t quite know what to do.
¢ smiles ot the audience. He walks down and tokes the
podium.) The riext scene takes place at Vulture's Vault
and I'm_sure you'll find it more entertaining. It’s:got
to be, (Natices the GRIP removing the spot in the French
windows ond then winding up the cable which runs
across the. stage)) 1 really do apologize on behalf of
WMT Studios, but at least you got a chance to see how
these series start. (Has ;bwg d wp the podivm and now

| dveps cards off of it. Now she picks them up.)I

id@,}{;}t know what else +to say. Perhaps we’'d better
| hagg, the curtain now. (pause, looks up) Ch, dear.
Wedl, bhmwm. (Awkwardly backs out of room with

;Qm,qugm. From offstage:) Lights! (Lights out.)

CURTAIN
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Sc¢ENE 2

Vulture's Vault, It is the some os the previous scene
except now it is real, hence the pipe of lights has
been removed out of sight, the tormentors have
been put into place, The telephone and electric type-
writer remoin on the desk and everyihing else 1s as
it was with the exception of the ash trays being
cleaned. :

Grucory, the butler, is standing direcily c. behind the
. curtain. He has his back to the audience, When he
does turn, we see he looks remarkably like a Drac-

ula chavacter, He has dark, penetrating eyés, a dark

ond low widow's. peak on s forehead, He speaks

wn o Middle Buropean accent, He is dressed in for-
mal butler attive. He stands there for a moment and
thén, JANE, the moid, comes running down the stairs
and right wp to him, She is dressed in o maid's uni-
form and is very pretty and just as dumb as she is

pretty,

Grecory, (Withouwt turning to look af her.) I was
calling yotr, Jane, . ¥ ‘
; Jawg. (Owut of breath.) 1 heard you, That’s why I'm

ere. . .

Grecory, I saw the launch on the horizon. It will be
here in three minutes,

Jawz, Oh, dear.

Grecory, What's bothéring you?

Jang, The dinner. The recipe Mg, Summers gave me
is rather fussy. . o ,

Grzcory, I'm sure it will be as delightful as you are,
{(Turns to her.) my dear, ;

Jane. Thank ydu, but I’'m not used to a gas stove, All
the families I worked for on the miainland had electric.’

Gricory, (Crosses to tray on table above settee. The
tray contains o brandy deconter and brandy snifters.)
I have confidence in you, Jane, as does My, Summers,
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Janm. How do you know whatshe does if you never
saw| ket till last night ? o
REGORY. I have ways of knowing,

JaNE. (Crosses up to him.) 1f you ask me, Mg, Sum-
mers is going to have a nervous breakdown before this
is over. b
Grecory. I know. (Looks up at ceiling.) I heard e
pacing the floor of hfg"bedroom all night. :

JanE. (Looking up, too.) When I went in there this

morning, h@rbed hadn’t been slept in.
~ Grzcory. Have you seen héyr today ?

Jane. Haven't laid cyes on hig He said she never
eats breakfast butshe didn't take Tunch, either. Not as
much as a cup of coffee. It makes me nervous.

Grecory. Peculiar, Most peculiar, (Crosses to French
- windows.) Perhapsshe is waiting at the -dock for the

latinch, You had better go and check. _

Jans. (Staris to exit through door v, L:) I got dinner

1o look after. .

Grucory, There will undoubtedly be a. long cocktail
hour first. Ge to the dock, Jane,

'Jang, But my roast is in—

Grecory. To the dock. ,

Jawn, (Backs towdrd arch.) I don't like going down
that steep path.

Grecory. (Moves to her.) You're perfectly safe. It's
daylight~—now. -
 Jane. I wouldn't go out there at night. The darl
makes me nervous. T always been scared of it. .

Grecory. Jane, the launch will be landing. Go.

JANE, Yes, sir. (Ewits through arch and to p. ®. al-
most as if mesmerized,) :

Grecory, (Staris to exit through kitchen door, sud-
denly appears to see the audience. Comes D, to L, of set-
tee.) You're not supposed to be here. The authors are

- arriving “to fulfill their commitments, but they don’t

know what they have committed themselves to, It is for
them 'to find out-alone. You disappear now. (Gestures
over their heads in ¢ sweeping arm movement, Looks
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again out front and apparenily sees nothing.) Good.
(Turns ond looks af porirais over sofa 1.) We are alone
now. (Bxits through swinging door. After o moment,
from far off, the authors are henyd approaching.’)

Jess: (Cff.) 1 mist say the outside looks like Forest
Lawn, ‘ ;

Warr: (Off.) Thope it has a bar,

Roowry, (O 7)) Are you all right, Mildred?

Miroren, (OfF) I'm still queasy from that boat trip.

Roowey, (Of.) That's something - I've never been.
bothered with—a-weak stomach,

Miorep, (OfF.) Well, bully for you,

Brap., (Of) In my books, they would have Aown us

over hére in a helicopter.,

(They enter-through the arch, In' spite of ‘themselyes,
they are all very excited at being in the actual room
and rush from place fo Place, examining everything,
BRAD goes to. the sofa, Jrss to the fireplace to in-
Spgct the stones, MILDRED. fo the R. of tne desk and
then beside it and searches the drawers, RopNgy
to the French windows, and Werr stays near the
archway, ) o

JEss. Mg Suminers was right. It is exactly the same.

Warr, Exactly,

Mirprep, Incredible what set. designers do, isn't'it?

Jess: (Feels the walls or the. stonags around 'the fire-
Place.) These.are real alf right. No canvas. -

Micorep. I:can create here, I feel it in my bones.
* This' just calls for a.corpse to be sprawled on it.

Brap, T gorfor Danish modern mysclf. (Bounces on
sofa.). This sofa feels like early Salvation Army,

Rdowzy, (Looking out French'windows.) T¥'sa com-
Elanding view all right, I like this place, L.fit right in

ere. '

Jess. I wouldn't brag, (Picks up a hideous piece- of.
objet ddrt from table above settee,) 'Whit, look. This is

exactly what your Aunt Jennte sent us for a wedding
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present. Who would have thought there were two of
them? : _

Wair, T'm worried about the reception we got. ‘That
lovely child met us and then scampered away to the back
door. Where is everybody? (During above, GREGORY
has rounded the arch from off L. and stands divectly
behind W, WaIT turns and looks siraight into the
évil face.) Ahhhl

Brap, You must be Gregory.

Grucory. That is correct. :

Brap, (Moves to him.) Mg, Summers told us’ you
would be here. T am Brad—

- Grucory, [ know who you are. I know who you all
,are.

Jrss. And we know who you are, g0 we're even.

Grucory. (Steps into the room.) What are your
wishes? o :

Warr, Isn't it cocktail time?

Grecory. If you wish it to be, six,

‘Wz, I wish it to be desperately,

Grucory, Then I shall prepare. (Jess moves T.
slightly. Brap. is standing dirvectly in his way, He stops
with his face vight against Bran.) You will pardon me.
(With o weak smile, BraD stonds aside and GREGORY
walks ta the swinging door. The authors are surprised
to 72’01),‘3 o door there, since it is the first time it has been
wused.

Juss. That's a creepy one, isn't it?

Roowey, (As MILDRED seitles in the desk chair. Rop-
NEY s all enthusiosm.) The odd servant. Standard of
my earlier works, I do hope he's Middle European. It's
so beautifully nebulous. -

Warr, (Crosses to below settee as he looks at portrail
1.) Do you suppose we're going to work with that look-
ing down at us? = .

MirpreD. I believe that's a rather excellent painting,

Ropney. (Moves behind sofa and is about io scraich
the. painting.)  You can tell by scratching it with your
fingernail, ' .
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Juss. (Moves o War.) I don't think My, Summers
would approve,

Brap, (At French windows.) Tt's very barren here,
I always thought the tropics were lush with lots of vege-
tation and palm trees. _ ' ' ' ‘

JEss. You didn't write “Rain,” did you? .

Wair, (Ambles around the room, now crossing above
desk towerd closet) No, darling, that was Somerset
Maugham, "

MILDRED, (Finishing her inspection of the drowers.)
"There's nothing here but typing paper.

Juss. What did you expect, dear? A will to be read
at midnight? (Sits on bench.)”

Mirprzp. I thought MyT Summers might have left a
note or something. ' Co
 Ropngy, Strangeshe didn't meet us at the dock.

Warr, Ifshe’s changing into black tie, I shall spit.

BrandHe must be around somewhere.-

RopNEy., But where? . KT
J o Warr. (Opens the closet door and Sees FEsaN stand-

ing thereSHe is dressed in o Bghter 5558 thon when we

saw him last,) Here! - ki

RopNEY. Summers. (He moves to below settee, Fisan
teeters for a moment and then falls face forward to the
floor. A knife protrudes from W back, The authors all
rush to Wiy MILpRED fo D. R, below closét, Juss and
Wrir to beside each other, BRAD 20 desk chair. The
following four speeches are read together as they Move. )

Jess. What's the matter with biggr? ‘

Brap, Catch him! -

Mrrorep, Look gut,she’s falling |

WerrSHe's i1l 9He's unconscious |

( sen lies there for a moment, TheyA sléwly realige.
- what has happened. )

Jrss, Igshe?

Wiz SHe's dead| _

MiLoreD, (They are all very quiet amd speak fust
abové ¢ whisper.) A knife in Iﬂgbaclc. '
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 Brap, It can’t be suicide, (RODNEY i5#ns and glares

at Bim, then back to body.)
' Jss. (Tentotively.) Darling, a real murder,

RopNEY. (As it slowly hits them oll that they are ine
volved,in.a real murder, he moves .0 the desk, staring
ai W Qut of a closet, too, That's too perfect to .
believe. , . ‘

Brap, What shall we do?

Miprep. Call everybody- together and expose the

- murderer, - ' A

Brav., But who isit? -

MrirpreDp. I haven't gotten to that yet,

Ropwey. Oh, dear,

%Ess. What is it ? ' _ 5
opuEy, I've never seen a real dead budy before. Ts |
that what they look like? ;

( BRAD tmoves m to below desk.)

-~ Werr., BEvidently.
! zss. Well, one thing is certain,
Mirorep, What? _
Jess. We've got the beginning of our plot. Now all
. e have to do istosolve it. _
' RopnEY. (Starts to move . away from Jasow,) Ex-
cuse me, please, but T do believe I am going to faint.
(Slowly crumples to the floor as the others siore ol

him.)

CURTAIN
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ACT TWO

The same. A few minutes later. The body has been ve-
moved, the small chair and table from below the
bookcase have been. moved down to in front of the
closet door and a scatter rug has been placed over
the blood; otherwise, everything is as it was.

. Ropwey is lying on the sofa with his head v, He is
barely comscions. JESS @5 sitéing on the U, arm of
the sofa-with a brandy sinfter in her hand. MiL-
DRED 1§ crossing from D. C. to the sofa as the Cur-
TA;ZI\_T OPENS. GREGORY is D, R, i1 front of the small
table,

I JEss. Tty to drink this, Rodney, please. It's a stimu-
ant. o L o
Roonwy, (Waves it away from his face.) 1 know i
that, I've written these scenes, too, you know; il
MiLorep, Have we come into focus yet? ' 'l?;'
Ropwey. 1 can see'you all quite plainly now, ;
Mirorep, That's a good sign.
Ropwey, This {5 the first time '] ever fainted.
Jess. Have some more, (Sips it herself.) i
Miiprep, What did it feel like, Rodney? I always !
describe it as if thé hero feels the room’s going round I;’..i
and round and then he falls down a dark tunnel, !
Roowzy. (Matter-of-factly,) Well, you're, wrong, I ”

felt sick and wolke up on the foor, _ d
MiLprED, Disappointing, indeed. ‘

- Juss. (Referring to brandy,) Umm, Five Star, An-

other brandy, Gregory. ‘ }
Grecory, Yes, madame. (Geis the snifter from Jess u'

and pours brandy in it.) *
- Jmss: Shall we try sitting up now?

55
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Ropnry, You're just like all nrses. I am a me, not ;
o “we Vou are not sick and, yes, I shall try sitting up ?
now, (Sits u%) .

Murorep. You're just cranlky because you're embar-
rassed. (Mowes behind sofa to help him.)

RopyEy, Where's Whitney and that Benedict fellow?

JEss. They've taken poor M. Suminers upstairs, It
appears the East Room has 8 delightful view of the
oceat .
" Mirprep., (Ominously.) Does it have twin beds,
dear? | -

Juss. You're not going to move in, are you?

Mirorep, (After a quick glance at Grucory.) T here's
bound to be.another, you know,

Ropney. Another murder?

Mrprep., Did you ever write a book with only one
corpse? '

T RopNey, Good Lord, you're right. At least one in the
beginning to get the reader's attention and then another
towards the end, - o '

Juss. (Indicating GREGORY fo hurry with the brandy.)
Quickly, Gregory- '

Grucory, Ves, madame. (Comes to her with it.)

JEss. Just in time, darling, (Drains it in gne swallow.
Hands back glass to GREGoRY who replaces it above set-
tee while JESS moves to French wz’ndows.z

v Mirorop. (Comes around sofe and heips RooMEY fo S
stand.) Come on, Radney, up you get. You can't sit
there all evening. There’s work to do.

Ropwry. (MicorEp howls him up ond walks with
him, holding his arm. They cross below the desk and to
dbove it very slowly.) T'm all right now, Silly of mé,
I do apologize, but the sight of that knife sticking out
of . Summers’ back— . :

- " Miprep. Poppycock! You've used knives dozens of
times. .

Roonry, It's one thing to describe a knife protrud-
ing between shoulder blades and the blood trickling
down h¥ sgit, but when you actually see it . . . (s
. Wess ' :
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now above the desk and gets queasy, causing him to lean
wpon the desk.) Oh, here I go again. i

Mirtprep. Easy on, Rodney, Think of something
pleasant. (Helps him to the settee.)

Jrss. Think of the money you're making.

Ropwey., (As he gits on. settee.) I'm thinking, I'm
thinking.

Warr. (As he and BRAD come downstairs, BRAD
moves to above desk.) Where's the brandy? There's
bound to be brandy, There always is.

‘Jmas. Five Star, darling, Gregory.

e o o S D A e

b

(GREGORY pours another brandy.)

Grrcory, Yes, madame,

Brap., Summers is lying there very peacefully,SHe
looks exactly as if— Oh, for God's sake,

Mirprep. What ? .

Brap, (Moves ». &) I was going to say, it looks ex-
actly as ifshe were asleep. I stopped writing lines like
that at N, Y. U. .

Warr, (Moves fo ebove désk.) Carrying hBjf.up-
stairs now was very-interesting.

%IGSS. I couldn't be more pleased.

Warr, Seriously. I always have characters whipping
bodies around as if they were toothpicks, But¢he was
damned heavy.,

'MriprED, Perhaps you're not very strong,

Wirr, T tell youshe was a dead weight. L

Juss, This is no time for levity. Drink that, (GrEcory
is standing beside WREIT with the brandy.) :

Wart, Sorry, darling, (Drinks the brandy.) - 4

(GRrEGoRY returns to above sofa. It is now quite ap par- : , 3
ent that none of the authors take the tragedy of . {

A
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the situation seriously, They are akways too inter- g
ested i1 analyzing what s hoppening and how it Ll
coinpares to their writings.) 1

Ropney§He's really dead, isa't he?
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Brap, 1f you'd carried hijf upstairs instead of faint-
ing, you'd knowshe was. |

RopNEY. I'm sorry I was unable to help, but—er—

Brap, Forget it. I’'m younger than you are. (Sits in
desk chair.)

RopnEy. (Crosses to bench.) 1 don't think it's neces-
sary to point that out. {Gets weak again and sits.)

MMirorep. (Moves ta above the desk.) You removed
the knife, of course? '

Wair, Yes. (Quickly finishes the brandy.g{

Brap. I'm going to remember it. It was like taking a-
knife out of a wedge of cheese.

JEss. (Intensely interested, crosses to above desk.)
Camembert or Rogquefort?

Brap. More like Camembert, I think, It just sort of

siid out.

{ RopDNEY gives @ slight shudder and groam,)

Mrpzep. (Laughs.) This is going to be sotnething.

Jrss. It is something already.

MrirprEp. I mean all of our next books. I can't wait
until the reviewers notice that we're all using the same
line. “The knife came out of hfyf back like it was sliding
from a wedge of Camembert cheese,”

JaNE. (Enters through kitchen door and moves L0 R
side of seties,) Excuse me but what shall I'do about
dinner? (She 1s the only one who is visibly wpsel.)

Wrzrr, What did you have in mind? '

JanE, Serve it or freeze it? '
Grzcory. You're not in the frame of mind to eat

right now, are you? (Siarts to exit through kitchen

doot.)
- RopwEy. No.

( GREGORY eils, JANE storts after him, then suddenly
turns and comes below settee.)

JanE. Isn't anyone going to do anything?'
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JEss, There’s no need to be shrill,

MIuprED. (They are ol very calm except for Jang.)
Do anything about what, dear?

Jane, Mg, Summers, :

Bran.gHe’s in the East Room overlooking the ocean,

JAaNE" Butthe's dead—

Roonry, We know that, L

Jawe, Murdered, (Comes D, c.) Are you all going to
sit there? ) -

GrEGORY, - (Slips in  through the swinging dooy
quickly.) Jane, you must control yourself,

Mirprep, (Delighted, she crosses up to (GREGORY.)
Very good, Gregory. When the ingenue bursts into hys-
teria, someone always has to say, “You must control
yoursell,” (Crosses below him and gets her bag ebove
wofa.) Do you write?

. GrEcORY, No, Miss Maxwell,

JANE, I'm sorry, (GreGoRy exits to hitchen.) But
you'ré all sitting around and doing nothing, Shouldn’t
someone call the police? (Crosses above desk, indicating
the telephone.) -

RooNEy. (Twrns to others as if TANE were an idiot,)
Impossible, isn’t it? - _

' ILDRED, (As JESs erosses to the settee.) Out of the
question, ' - :
Wair, You're very naive—Jane, is it?
Jawz. Yes, But what's naive about calling the police?
Isn't that what they're there for? ‘ ‘
Brap. (Over-explanatory.) We can’t call them,
Jane, Why not? _ , i
Ropwry, (Rises and moves toward sofa. ) Naturally, il
the phone is dead, K

you mean?” They always say that, :
JEss, You amaze me, Whit, You're so perceptive, 1’

JaNE, You've tried it} | |

p Mirorep. (With a tolerant smile,) We don’t have to, fll
lear, . o al
ANE., What do you mean? ' . 1|
Wairr, (C rosses to Jmss.) Perfect line: “What do . {

Y L
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60 DONE TO DEATH ACT IZ

JANE. (JEss sits on setiee ond WaIT 0 the arm.)
Pardon me, but how do you know the phone is dead?

Ropxey. Shall we explain it to her?

MiLoreD, (Crosses down to settee and RODNEY moves
to beside and obove her)) It's very simple, Jane. We
. are brought out here, We—the great mystery writers of
all time. We walk in the door, a body flops out of a
closet, Do you really imagine that one of us is going to
walk to the phone and call the police on the mainland?
Nog's_ense._ (53ts.) Of course the phone is dead, It has:
‘to be. ' . ‘

Jang, But this isn't a story. This is real,

Ropwry, 'We're all aware of that, but we're also
aware that the phone is dead as a doornail. (Sifs.?

Jawe, I don't believe you. You're all erazy. I'll do it.
(They all watch her tolerantly and with interest os she
picks up the phone and figgles the receiver.)

Jzss, I cherish naivete. 1t's so rare.

W, You lost it-at two and a half, ‘

. Jzss. And wouldn't you love to know who with.

Janz. (Into phone)) Hello . .. hello. ... The
phone is dead.

Tup Avrgors. Uh-huh, ,

Mirprep, Now:that we've wasted ten lines of dia-~
logtse, let’s get on with it. Any suggestions?

Brav. I don't suppose any of you has a pencil radio?

Ropwey. I don't even have a pencil.

Brap. In my hooks, we'd just take out the pencil,
raise the antenna and then talk with the CIA or some-
body. (He has risen.) | :

Mrirorep. Which might be why your books arem't
selling too well any more. (She continues on with her
crocheting.) '

' Brap. Well, they did a helluva lot better than yours
did last year. ‘

MiLorep, I'll have you know that— _

Ropnzy. Please. Please. We must not bicker, (FPoini-
edly fo Brap,) We all bave respect for one another.’

Remember? .
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|
Brap, Yes, of course. I'm sorry, Miss Maxwell, I've I
always bowed.to you in your plot lines. ",
Micorep, Thank you, And I have always thpughu !
that your ingenious devices were marvels— . R
BrAD. (Turns to sit is small chesr R} Thank you A
Mirorep, Fantasies but marvels. |!
- Brap, (Sm‘s) They do have pencd radios, you know, - N
MzLoreD. * Perhaps they do but it's cheating having i
all those gadgets,
~ Ropwey, Now that we've ascertained that none of us
has a pencil radio or a ray gun or a laser beam and that
Mr, Benedict won't self-destruct in five ‘seconds, what
are we going to do? _ ‘ :
Wait. (After a short pause.) Drink?
Jess. Marvelous idea.
Ropwey, You two cestainly do stay in character , ok
Jmss. Weitry to, il
|
F
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Rooney, Then I suggest we have some food before
you get blotto,
Jess. That sounds a trifle- vulgar,
Mitprep, I agree whole-heartedly. Jane, perhaps you £;‘l|
i
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could make some small sandwiches. There must be some- it
thing out there to slap between p1eces of bread. Just to §
tide us over. iy
Jarng, Yes, Miss Maxwell. L (Goes into kitchen.) ol
Jess, I hope she’s not gomg to try slappmg caviar. i
Sounds mushy, o 3
Wrrr. I think this kitchen is definitely salami. b
Ropwey. I don't suppose they have any cottage cheese. ;
Brap., (With a smile as he feases RopbNEY.) Jack K
Club would eat a raw steak after he took it off his eye.
Werr, About the cocktails ... . - 1
Grecory, (Swings around edge of arch from v. L.)
I shall prepare some cocktails if you wish.
JEss. Gregory, do all butlers eavesdrop? |
Grecory. In your books, madame,
Jmss. Touche,
Grrcory, Martinis?

N b S N P - .
e e e e e TS o B o e P e Tt ey TR T LU o2




F’

T T e e 1 : feg

62 DONE TO DEATH ACT II

Wiir, Perfect. I have a bottle of Bombay Gin. It’s
in that initialed leather case with my luggage. _ i

Grecory. (Moves to Werr.) T have already brought ]
in all the bags and have taken the liberty of %lacing the
‘Bombay Gin in the pantry, We only have Gilby’s,
Wair. Gregory, you are a true gentleman's gentle-
man, , :

Grecory. Thank you, sir. (Ezits through door U. L.
c. to kitchen.) -

Warr. Now that we have taken care of the nourish-
ment situation, what next? '

RopNey. (Rises.) Someone has to be in charge.

. Someone must ask questions and discover clues and
things. | -

MiLbrEp, Correct.

RopwEey. go buiously thinking he is the best one.) But

, which of us A _
.+ Juss, Whit and T are a team. So we're out.
; Brap, Why not you, Rodney? We'll take it in order
' of seniority. ‘

Ropwey. (Crosses to <. of desk.) I wish you wouldn™
keep harping on age. :

- Brap, I was referring to experience.

Ropwpy. (Pleased.) Oh. Because, I. believe, Miss
Maxwell 1s somewhat oldér— L

Mrrorep. What was that, dear?

Robwey. According to Mystery Writer's Who's Who,

,  you predate me by three months.

Mrrorep. That is merely because, I lied when my first
bool came out. I wanted the editors to think I was ma-
ture so I said I was twenty when I was only eighteen.

Brap. (Rises and crosses to mantgipiece.). Ther it's
settled, Rodney, you have the floor, o

Jess, (As RopNEy heads for the D. R area.) That
always sounds so stupid, (RopNEY siops exaspemte‘d,?
Yot have the floor.” What's he supposed to do with
it? Polish it?

Ropwey. Mrs, Olive, thére is a time and a place for
your celebrated wit, but this is neither the time nor the
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‘place. If T am in charge, I must have a moment to
think, (M oves b, R.) ,
MiLprED, (Interrupting RODNEY's train of thought
agoin.) Plunge ahead, that's my motto, If you spend
half the day sitting at your typewriter staring out of
the window, you get nothing written, I draw the blinds.
Ropwey, Quiet, please. I wish to assess all that has
happened and then start the questioning. (He is D, R
and the LIGHTS in the room dim to the SPOT which
was the podium lght in Act One. As soon as the dim
15 complete, everyoneleaves the stage through the French
windows except RODNEY who disappears inio bis own
thoughts.) Obviously none of us did it; therefore, it is
either Gregory or Jane. She is too young and naive to
be true and ke is definitely an odd servant. Odd servants
very ofted are murderers, Now, I'm something of a
genitis as a mystéry writer, I've never fooled myself.
There it is, It's a fact. I am a genius. I created Jack
Club, If T just act the way he would act then every-
thing will be solved promptly. Now, he would. know
there i5 something rotten about those two servants; It's
too hard to get domestics these days to have two of them
just sitting around on this island: The thing to do is to
eavesdrop and find out what they know. (The room
LIGHTS DIM UF with a blue wash. This is the imagi-
nation Lighting used throughout the act af various times.
It must be o differeni color than the general ighting so
the audience knows we are in tmagination,) If I could
just get them.alone, (Turns and finds himself alone.)
Good. T got rid of the others, Now to get the odd ser-
vant and the nalve girl in here. (Crosses ‘up to arch and
turns back.) Here they come, You can’t beat imagina-
tion for getting things done quickly, (Moves to' French
windows and holds beck the u. drape.) T'll just slip be-
hind this, (Pulls the drape around hisn and immediately
pops his head out the other side.) Remember, Rodney,
you're tough, Like Jack Club, Tough &s nails, (G
maces and pulls the drape oround him. GREGORY and
JaNE enter through arch, GrEGORY 45 now “The Boss”
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64 DONE TO DEATH ACT 11

and wuses o different voice and a tougher body. JANE is

the typical moll of the thirties and italks with a Brony

accent, She chews gum. They come to between the sel-
tee and the desk.)

Grecory. Good. They took a powder,

Jans. How much time we got?

Grecory. I can signal now,

Jawe. You're a genius, Gregory.

Grecory. (Takes o stance, ) I'am da Boss,

Jawe, Was it tough rubbin’ out Summers?

Grrcory. Naw. Just like stickin’ a knife in a wedge
of Camembert cheese.

Jawe. You gonna give it to the others?

GREGORY. If they get in the way, we'll sink them in -
the ocean in-cement galoshes.

Jane Let’s do it anyway, just for practlce

GreEcory. Get the ice ﬁrst and we Il have fun after-
wards.

Jane. Five hundred clams in uncut dlamonds emer-
alds, and rubies sitting out there in a dinghy,

; Grecory. The biggest heist in history, And they said
the crown jools couldn’t be stolen. (Moves p. c., his
hands in his pockets.) They reckoned: without “Da

. Boss.”
JanE, (Down to him.) But you blew it,
Grecory. (Twwisis her arm behind her.) What do -
yous mean by that?
- Jane. Oww, you're hurtin’ me.
GrEGORY. You only hurt the one you love,
JANE, (Slowly Hurns in fo fmm You re aces with
me, (BHPkissustngedtithin ; (He div
Greaony, Howd 1 blow it? [5/,4?!,457 [,._y"éc%‘.é uf)

, Jane, Them writin’ people comir{’ here. You didn’t

| figure that.

' Grecory. No sweat. (Lefs go of her)) Summers

came- first and got the Camembert cheese treatment,

; Now, I'll signal from the tower, the boat cotes in and

' delivers the diamonds, The ’copter is due at midnight
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and then we'll be off, Hon, (Clutching her shoulders:)
Anywheres you like. Rio, Capri, Detroit,

_])!?NE. This is it. One big heist and then easy street,

Grzcory, Thirty minutes and they'll be in my mhitts.
The jools. ‘

Jawe, I love the way you say that word, Jools!

Grecory. Hang loose, Hon, (Crosses o arch.) And
remember, you're mine, All mine, (Exits.)

Janz., (Moves to R of settee,) The jools, That dumb
cluck. Little does he know once he gets them, it’s cur-
tains for The Boss, That's right. Curtains| (Flings back
the U. drape with a violent gesture and RODNEY 15 there
Zg}lok)iﬂg' as tough ond as much like Jack Club as possi-

2. , .

Roowey., Hi ya, Baby. (Moves toward D, ¢.)

Jaxe. Who are you?.

Roowey. (Takes dime from his pocket and flips it in
the air a lo George Roft.) They call me Jack Clubl
(Hails to catch the dime and it falls to the ficor.) Damn.
(Reciches down and picks it up, JANE comes down to
him. '

Jame. Jack Club, the Private Eye?

Ropwey, You tagged it, Baby.

- JANE, There ain’t a hood in the underworld whose
chin-you ain’t scarred and not.a hood’s dame whose lips.
you air't blistered, -

Roonry, So they tell me. (Puts the dime away and
tafees out o small pocket noil file and cleons his nails.)

Jare, How'd you get here? , ' :

. RopnEY., Swam,

Jane You're tough, Jack Club, All tough, .

Roowey, So they tell me. Now let’s level. The jools
is gettin’ Lieve in thirty minutes, : .

Jane, (Shocked.) You heard?

Roowey. (Puts nail file away and moves r.) 1 clean
my ears with the barrel of my 22,

JANE, What're you gonna do?

Ropwey, Them jools go back to the Queen of Ilanya
and you, Baby—
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66 DONE TO DEATH - acrn

ANE, Yee, .
\ ODNEY. You go off with me. (Swaggers up to her)
. . You're about to get blistered, Baby. I hope you got %
cedamig -lafies -in your lipstick, (Grabs her 2 S
- dleptliys She pulls awav and slaps Bis face.)
JANE, What the. hedl 882 You [#yiay todel
Roowey, Kissi you, boby, Liss fonfard
JANE, (Pushes him back,) Well, just lay off,
Ropyry, Youldeall wmp M
. JANE, You're a'dirty old man, _ )
. ..Ropongy. Comeon, Baby—e. . .. . _ __ |l
JANE. I'd just as soon kiss a dried sponge,
Roowey, (Dropping from choracter o moment,)
That's not what you're supposed to say. This whole

thing is going wrong,

(GREGORY enters through arch and, unseen, by Ropwry, _
crosses to above bench.) Lo

Janz The Boss and I_get the jools and you get a
shiv in the back same as mm Summers. (Sees (:REG-
ORY and #uow iries to maneuver RODNEY into position

where GREGORY can hit him.) :

. Ropnmy, So you lured h8if to his death, eh? (JawE
moves, D, s RODNEY Aas to come to her. GREGORY comes
to behind him.with the butt of his gun ready to
RopwEY- over the head.) |; saq it nav.| Mackins:

 wangagptibvpuelots ubUTHIURIUEA R MRS

- JANE Smart, ain’t ya? I can’t resist ya. .

Ropney, Too smart to fall for that line, Baby.
(Moves agway v. L. to JANE just as GREGoRY brings t/g,e

revolver down, missing him.) _
JaNB, (D, to RopwEY, turns him. GREGORY fo behind

k«im.P) You wouldn't give me a kiss even if I begged
you; ,
Ropwey. Not after that bit about the dried sponge.
JTaxne. (Seductively, puts her arms around his neck.)
L was only fodlin’. Come on, I like antiques,
RopwEY, Since you can't resist, maybe one little _
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smacker just so you'll have something {0 remember in
stir, (As he is about Yo Eiss her, GRECORY strikes him
on the head, RooNrey yells and moves—p, C., hopping
Jrom ome foot to the other, his hand on his head. )
Owrw | That hurts! |
Grecory. It's supposed to.
. Roonzy. (Continues hopping.) I mean, it really
hurts! Oww! Qww]| . :
JANE, Why doest't he fall down?

GreEGoRy, He's got a head like a pair of cement ga-

loshes,

Ropwey. (Below the desk.) I had no idea it would
hurt this muach, I always “have my heroes hit on the
head and they shake it off. and g0 info a fistfight. You
ktiow, this really hurts,

Jess. (Comes downstairs and through arch,) What
is going on down here? Who is yeiling like that?

'GREGORY. (Assuming his original ¢haracter,) An in-
truder, Mrs. Olive. I'm afraid 1 had to resort to vie-
lence, : '

Roowey, Ow| Owl Ow!

JEss, Who are you? (Moves 0 him.)

Roowzy. (Turns to her.) gessica,-please.

JEss., (Leans back on desk.} My God, it’s Jack Club.
Thank goodness I have 'Ca2pp latjoq in my lipstick.

‘Roowey, He's the mibirderer, ‘There, Gregory, And
she's his accomplice and my head hurts, |

Jess. The servants? No, Mr, Club, the servants never
do it any more, That’s passé, ;

- RoowEy., (Geiting himself under control.) OK, see

for yourself, F'll prove it to you. Get over there, (Pushes _

her b, R.) This is it, Jane.” The -showdown. (Moves in

¢.) You take him and'the jools or me, Jack Club, with~

out'ghe jools, No woman, can resist me, I'm tough, All

totgh. : ‘

. GgREGORY. (To the L. of JANE, He hitches up his pants

a lo James Cagney,) OK, Baby, what do ya say?
Ropwey., (Similar gesture)) She has o choice,

Buddy.
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Jawe. Give me that, (Takes the gun from GREGORY.)
Here's my answer, Old Man, (Points the gun from
Grecory 0 RODNEY and fires, RopNEy reels mio the
D. R light as the OTHER LIGHTS in the room dim tfo i
out. During the lights-out period, JANE ond GREGORY
exit and the others vesume their positions as before the
imagination.) :

. Ropnmy., Oh, Tmi shot. I'm actually shot. And it
hurts. It's not like I thought it would be. I always write
“hot Tead ripped through his shoulder.” But it's worse
than that, It just plain hurts, (Steps back and sits
small chair R.) How can I expect my characters to
carry on after something like this? They ought to go to
hospitals for weeks and then get workmen’s compensa-
tion. (Recovers himself into reclity.) I never thought
it would be like that, but I guess it must be, I always
thought of myself as a realistic author but this head- -
hitting and getting shot twice a book isn’t an easy mat-
ter at all. No, I'm definitely not for reality. (Room
LIGHTS DIM UP.) There’s only one thing for me to
do now that I'm faced with a real murder. (Rises and
assummes position D, 1. he was in when he began imagin-
ing.) And that’s to shut up!

‘Mirprep.. (After o pause while they all waich Rop-.
vey.) How much longer do we have to wait for you to
agsess all that has happened? . ' _

Ropwey. (Moves to above desk chair.) I have come = .
to a conclusion, I have nothing to say at all except that
the butler did it.

Jess. (Leughs.) The butler? :

Wair, Gregory? That's too obvious, Old Man.

Ropnzey. Don't call me “old man.”

Warr. I wasn't referring to your age. It was a term
of endearment. Don’t be so sensitive. = =~

Brap, Iu my books, there weren't any butlers. They're
from a different era. . _ ,

Ropwey. (As Grucory emfers from kifchen—with a
tray containing six marting glasses and a pilcher of mar-
tinis.} Mark my words, the butler did it,
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Grrcory. Cocktails are ready.
Warr, (Takes the fray.) Thank you, Gregory. It
appears the only thing he did was to make drinks,
Roongy, (Above desk ‘chair.) 1 wouldn't drink one
of those, _ :
JEss. I would and will,
Robpwey. Better have him take a swallow first,
i'\i\/‘z—z‘rr. Nonsense,:you’ve got 2 Roman Emperor com-
piex. '
Mirorep. Still, Rodney may have a- point. -
WeIT, Would yott mind, G}:'egory?
. Grecory. Not at all, sir, I don'’t like to drink on
_ duty, but since you; have requested it, (He drinks and
Ropwey-sits af desk;.) ' ‘
Wrrr, Not too dry?
GREGORY, Perfection, sir. (Puls glass on tray.)
Werr, Thank you, Gregory. I shall serve them,
Grecory. Thank lyou, sir. (Eauts into kitchen.)
Wrr, (ds he serves them to Jess, MILDRED, and
Brap. RopwEy refuses) Are you satisfied, Rodney?
Ropwey. It must be a slow-acting poison. Wait a
mintte. : f ‘
JEss. Then we'd hear a gurgling gasp, wouldn’t we?
Weir, Gurgling jgasp. Alliteration, I like that.

" ‘Miiprep, What) do you suppose a gurgling gasp... ...

sounds m{i_i_?

(WaIT has just gotten back to RODNEY who refuses a
drink. From behind the kitchen door comes a gur-
]%Zing' gasp and the sound of a body hitting the

oot.)

Ropwxy. (IWith jextreme conceit.) Exactly like that,
I should imagine. . .

(Jmss rises, Brap moves D)

MiLprep, Anyone want to go take a look?
Ropwey. I'm not budging from this spot. I don't re-

act well to dead bod_iés.
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70 DONE TO DEATH ACT II.

| Jess. (Moves = fo Wmrr.) Whit, go and see if
Gregory's tossed off the mortal coil. (Puts drink on
tray.) _ » .

Wit I can’t. I'd spill this tray of martinis,

Brap, (Puts glass back and exits U, L.) Then it’s up

‘to me, I have a strong stomach.

MiLbrED, If the butler's passed over, Rodney, it sort’

. of knocks your theory into a.cocked hat, doesn’t it?

RopNEY., Perhaps he drank the martini, Knowing it’
was poisoned but realizing he was caught.
_Miyrprep, Twaddle, |
JEss. I loathe bad language. x
Warr. (Looking at tray he is holding.) T wish Brad
would hurry up. I'm dying for one of these but not if .
they’te lethal, . ‘
Brap, (Enters.and comes L) He's dead, all right.
“MirpreD, Well, now, things are bustling, aren’t they?
Two dewn and five to go. : .
Brap, The poor guy looks terrible. All twisted up
like a pretzel, ' o
Roponey. When 1 have someone poisoned, I always

-say he grasps his throat and falls over dead.

_ Brap. It must have been agonizing. Want tc'hé\'{e a

. look?

JEss. You'd better not. We're running low on brandy.

Wt Jess, smell this glass he drank out of.

MirpreD, (As BRAD sits on sofa.) If the murderer
has any sense'at all, it will be odorless. That's what I
always use. '

Tess: ( After she smells glass.) Whew, it's worse than -

" moonshine.

WaiT, Now,, smell-the others, -

Brap, What will that prove? -

WxrT. Whether just one martini was poisened or all
of them, SR ' | |
" JEss, (Having sniffed them.) They smell all right.

‘Waxtr, Good. (Puts down tray on desk.y Then we
can drink them, . '
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Ropnev. Have you no compassion at all? Summers
and now Gregory dead.

Wizrr, That's the past, old boy. It's the future I'm
thinking about and I can see a drink in mine. (Hands
one to,. Yuss and takes.one for himself.) Here. Cheers.
(They drink.) ' -

MiLpreDp. (Rises and crosses to below setiee.) Then
if only ‘'one of the drinks was poisoned, it mustn’t have:
mattered who got it. I mean, the murderer didn’t seem
to care which of us drank it.

e BrAD-It-couldn’t-be-one-of-us-We-were-here-all the - — . —

time.
- Warr, We're all suspect. Have we kept a strict eye
onl each other? - " '
Jrss. Of course, darling. -
- Waurr, Wrong. When. we catried poor. Summers up-
-'stairs, Brad and I both washed up afterwards, Sepa-
rately, of course. ‘Jess rushed out to get brandy when
Rodney collapsed, Mildred went to the ladies” while we
were waiting for Rodney to “take over” the question-
ing. There 'we are,
Ropney, Obviously I am exonerated. ‘
WaiT. No. You were hovering by the tray when
Gregory brought it in. You could have slipped some-
thing in it. - "
- Ropwey. For that matter, so could you
Wair, Well, now that you bring it up, yes.
. Brap. So any of us votild either have slipped:some-
thing in the drink or perhaps the glass before the drink
was mixed, ,
Jess. (Happily.) Isn't it marvelous? We're all still
in the running, (Sits on the bench.) o
Mirorep, Did you expect anything else? It’s too soon
-to find out the guilty party.
Brap. What about the maid?
Jrss, Jane? Hadn't we better téll her? .
‘Roprey. She'll find out soon enough.
Jess. How?
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(There is a scream from JANE from off 1.)

Ropnzy. Like that. She was bound to stumble over
him sooner or later.

Jang, (Comes rushing on quite shoken.) Help . . .
something terrible—
. Tme Avreors. —has happened!

Mrrprep. (Moves to Jane.) That's a trite line, dear.

Brap, We all know Gregory is dead.

Jawe, He's just lying there in the pantry.

Mi1rprep, And you're properly hysterical. Good girl,
Corme along, now, I'll make you a nice cip of tea.

ANE. Mg, Summers and now Gregory.
1LDRED, (As she puts her orm around JANE and

takes her off U. L.) No need to sum it up yet, dear, We

“can add. (To the others.) You carry on. T'll be right

back. (As they go through the door.) Now, pick up
your feet, dear, You stumbled over him once already.
That's right. Take a glant step. :

Brap, (Rises and crosses up to door,) Mildred's
quite calm about this, isn’t she?

Roowey. Now don't start pitting us against one an-
other. Those are such boring scenes. :

"BraD, Then if there's someone else on this island, we
ought to set out and find him, o

Tess., Or her, (Takes tray and moves it to toble above
sofa.), Always say “him or her” Never narrow down
the field until you're certain, ' ‘

Brap, Let's search the island.

Roowey. Useless,

Brap, Why? .

Ropniey. (As Juss sils on seftee) It always is. If

ow’d paid attention to the older genre of mysteries like -

Mildred's and mine, you'd know we're alone here,
Brap, But hadn’t we belter make sure?
“Warr. 1 suppose you're right.
BRrAD, (Moves fo c.) Well all go off in different di-
rections and scour the place. .
Ropwey, (Rises wearily.) It won't take long,

L o e S

VR - . i L T 'm ‘.i‘:_;‘;.,."F:':?{:T'_..I.‘
T T T




ACT II DONE TO DEATH 73

Brap. ([In the arch.) T'll go this way. Whitney, you
that way. Rodney, towards the north and Jess take the
upstairs. : :

JEss. Good, I don’t want to scrape my heels on the
rocks, These are 1, Miller shoes.

Brap. Ready. Go.

MiLpRED, (Ao they are about to exit through arch,
she enters.) Stopl Where are you off to?

Ropwey, This young fellow thinks we should search
the island,

: Mirprup, Waste of time, Naturally, we're all alone
ere, : - :

Roowzy, I know that, ‘The Qlives know that, You
know that, but he doest’t knowr it,

MirorEp. Then we'll prove it to him, Where do I gofl

Brap. You take the wine cellar.

. Warr, I'll trade with. you, , I

Brao, I am giving out the assignments, Ready and
go. (They siort to exit with Brap gomng U. R. and ».,
Ropney through arch and to dining room, Juss wup-
stairs, WHIT through French windows, and Mirprep
through kitchen door.) '

Ropwey, Which way is north again?

. Buap, That way, -
" Miuomap, T wish'sotheone woild mave this body.

(JEss starts upstairs and as soon as the others are off,
she comes down and looks around the room, picks
up a ariind, WEIT comes back in throuwgh French
windows and to behind her.) '

WarT. Caught you |

Juss. (Gives a smoll squeal) Whitney Olive, don't
you ever do that to me again, |

Warr, T knew you'd come right back here like a
homing pigeon, ' :

Jess, What about you? , _ ‘

-“WHIT. (Takes a drink.) 1 hate solitary alcoholics.

Juss. (Sits on settee.) All this searching business is




SRR *«kzuvwhml";r A ’E;,,?[(Mﬁ%ﬁ”ﬂﬁgwrw&%w .:rm&am":r‘*mw“ Ty B R A o St ™

74 DONE TO DEATH ACT II

ridiculous, but we do have to bumor the younger gen-
eration.

Warr. (dfter he siis beside her) That’s .a really

well-mixed martini, Too bad he died. :
; Jess, Whit, T feel terribl ! guilty.

Wtr, Lool here, you didn’t do it, did you?

JEss. Of course not, but here we are right up to our
collective necks in two murders and I'm ot as nervous
as I should be,

Wirrt, That's because we're uséd to it.

: JEss. But only in an imaginary sort of way.
, Wz, This whole thing doesn’t seem real somehow.
' Jess, Why don't we just solve it and then get on with
| our writing? We're not going to meet a deadline with
* léoccihes lymg about the corridors and not knowmg who
! id it
WHIT. Do you suppose we could solve it?
JEss. But, darling, of course. We've solved every

-murder-we've-ever-been-involved-with:

Wi, Because we decided who the murderer was
before the crime was committed, This time we're -not
working backwards,

Jess. (Rises and circles above seites.) It might be
fun starting from the top. Now, we know it isn’t any
of ws, I mean, a mystery wrlter comm1ttmg murder
would be dirty pool, wouldn't it

Warr, (To table above .s‘eh‘ee.) D1shonorable dis-
charge from the mystery writers' guild.,

Joss. (Glass down on table,) Then it must be Jane.

Wit She's awiully pretty.

Juss. (To R of settee.) Do Jyou remembes “The Case

. of the Two-Legged Secretary”?

WaIT, Intimately,

‘Jmss, It was your idea to have the pretty girl the
murderess and it went into a second printing two weeks
after publication. (Moves to below desk.)

. Warr. You're right.

Jess. T'usually am.

WeIT, You're conceited, tao,

e b e e o o bt e - e
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Jess, (Moves b, =) Then, if it is Jane, what would
we do if we were writing it ?

- Wazr, (Joins Jess b &) Have her discovered com-
niitting another murder? , .

Jess, No, we'd have her make some idiotic slip and
then the beautiful and brilliant wife, the part we created
after me, would say something like, “Ahal You slipped
up that timel” :

(LI GH TS on ;‘he roosm dim to the b. ® sﬁotii'ghz‘.)

Wazr. I'd rewrite that line, but go on.

Jess, So all we have to do is to get this Jane fo make
a stupid mistake,

Weir, But how?

JEss. You're balf of this writing team.. Give me a
little help. ' v

Wair, Um trying. (From off kitchen, they hear the
sound of JANE sobbing.)

Jiss. Here Sheé comes now. Bé notichalant. (They
rush back t0.the sofe and sit. T be nonchalont, JEss
is leaning against the arm, her legs crossed. WHIT is
posiﬂg) romaticolly, Imoginory LIGHTS come up on
*ooH. ,

JaNE. (Enters from kiichen corrying small plate of
sandwiches. She is sobbing and crosses to the . of the
settee. In this imaginary scene, JANE {5 ag innocent-
seeming .as possible,) You look so-nonchalant.

JEss. Thank you, datling,

Jawe, I wish I could be that calm but every time I ;
come out of the pantry I have to step over Gregory. S

Juss. You're working under a great handicap but i
the fandwiches do look delicious. (Takes one as does
Wait.) - B T

WaIT. Salami? ,
Jess. (Smells one,) Salarmi, : |7
Jang, (Puts plate on table cbove setiee,) Where's
everyone else? _ I
‘WaIT, Searching the island. o
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JaNE. They will not find anyone on Vilture's Vault.
Gregory and I haye been hers for two days and we
never saw a sign of a soul.

Jess. You were here alone?

Wrir, Together?

Jaxz, Yes. ,

JEss. (Casually bites sondwich.) Were you lovers?

Jane Of course not, What a thing to say.

Watr, (To Jess.) You're letting your imagination
run away with you. '

JEss. We always have a bit of sex in our books,
don't we? - ,

Wt (To Jane) How well did you know Greg-
ory . ' :
Tang., We never met tntil we got on the launch to
'~ come here. (Moves ®) You see, I've been out of a job
" because I've been ill. Up until last Jantiary, I worked
for Mrs. Plato Onderdonk, '
Jess., (A knowing look to WrIT.) We've never met
her, '
 Jang. (Geiting carried away with her innocent act.)
A truly kind woman, She paid for all my hospital bills.
Jess. Did she take you with her between houses, New
Vork and Newport? o R
Jane. Oh, yes, indeed, :
Tess, And out'on the yacht? -
JaxEe. Oh, yes, indeed.
Tess. Ahal (Rises ond puts glass on table) You
; slipped up that time. ‘
' _ Jang. Oh, no! .
Warr. I said I was going to rewrite that line.
Jess, Don’t you see, Whit?
CWaIT, See what ! :
JEss. Mrs. Plato Onderdonk doesn't own'a yacht.
She pets seasick in her bathtub, That was your mistake,
Jane, Yoir've revealed your trueself.
JANE (Breaks down in violent weeping.) All right,
I did it. I killed them both, '
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vel.

%\E;SS. Thank you, darling.

HIT. (Turns ond looks af JANE who has frozen in
her weeping position,) What's the matter with her?

JEss. We've stopped imagining we're writing this, so
shes stopped, too.

WHIT, Are we going to leave her like that?

Jess, Well, 1t's the end of the story. Close the book.
(Sits on setiee.) '

Warr, But this st how it would turn out if she
really did commit those two murders,

JEss, Probably not.

WaIT, (Afier o pause during which he thinks.
Alarmed.) Jess! ' : ‘
__Jmss. (Startled.) What, Whit? Whit, what? What—
Oh, the hell with 1t. o

Wrrr, Jess, she would do something desperate,
wouldn't she? ' :

JANE. (Comes out of freeze and pulls revolver from -

her umiform pockel, She now speaks in o degper,
tougher voice.) You're damned right she would.

Jess, Oh, I don't like this at all.

~ Jawe. You stupid fools, Of course I'll'do something
‘desperate. T'll kill the twd of you, _

Jess. No, you mustn't kill the authors, That's shoot-
ing the hand that types you.

Wit 1 agree wholeheartedly. :

Jane You first, Mr. Olive. (Poings gun at him.) If
you have anything to say, say it fast.

‘Werr Could 1 have another martini 7

Jawz. Here it cornes. '

Jess, (Rises and runs into D. ® area.) Stopl Stop it,
bath of you! I'm writing half of this 4nd I say, stop it!
(They freeze with WHIT'S hands over his eyes and
JaNE about to shoot) That's better. Whitney, come
over here. (He joinsher as the LIGHTS DIM to b, &,
spot, JANE exils through kitchen door.) What went
wrong !

Warr, (To Jess.) You did it, darling. You're a.mar-.

\rix BRE w...-_ v E’ ' .__" ‘ T _:‘_‘.
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YWarr. We finished the story all right, but there were
2 few extra pages. .

Frss. Do you suppose that would happen at the end
of all our books if they were real?

Warr. Possibly. . I

Jess. I've definitely decided I don't approve of or
talze any delight in real murders at all.

Warr, Lef's go back to our martinis and shut up.
(SPOT DIMS end room LIGHTS UP.)
: ‘ Jss, Good idea. (They iiptoe back to the setiee, get
b air-drinks—and.sit.)_We were_right about one thing,

though. :
Waitr. I'd like to know what.

Jess, Jane must be the murderer, There’s 1o one else
it could be. ' .

Warr: Much too obvious, dear. There's got to be a
plot twist somewhere, ' :

Roowey. (Bauters through orch and from L. He is
‘binshing imself off.) Stupid waste of time. There's

Jass. Never mind, Rodney, we've made the impetu-
ous young author happy,
MILDRED. (Enters. jrom kitchen, something in her
- hond behind her back.) Merry Christmas.
Wizrr. My calendar watch must have stopped,
Mrrorep. Guess what I found in the wine cellar?
"Wair, What? ' : :
| . WMILDRED. (Holds vip o very dusty old bottle of wineg. )
H ine.
i | - RopnEet. That's hardly suxprising. _
5 Mizprzp, 1t looks older than your original horrer
¢ . story. ’ ' :
‘ : Jess. And much more tasty. Don't just stand there,
| : ‘Mildred, open it and we'll have a toast,
MrirprEp, (As she exits.) To anything in particular?
Jess. Qur partnership, 1 think we've come up with
some marvelous plot points already. ‘
i . Ropwey. (Comes D, to bench and sits.) You're rather

|

|

i
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cold-blooded, you know. I suppose you'd like us to bury
both of them together and ave a double tombstone 4
reading, “Here lie two plot points.” g
BRraD. (Enters through arch.) Anyone find anything? ki
Jmss. Mildred discovered a marvelous, decaying bottle :
of aged wine. i
Brap, (Comes lo belween settee and desk.) I must oo
apologize to all- of 'you, You were right,: 'I‘he island is i
deserted. . ‘ S
Jess. Live and learn, ' i
Wezrr. Now, if everyone will listen to' me for a tio-
ment, - I suggest we call in Jane and give her the third '
degree. You kiow, umder @ bare bulb—white—we—sit———8-
around chewing gum and cracking nuts,

R AT PP I EApY
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(MILDRED reenters from Fitchen. She has uncorked the
bottle.) .

JEss. Because if it isn't Jane, then it’s one of us.
Ropwey, Impossible,

- MEEDRED(By-L 0f - settee. after- puttmg_bottle._m‘ e {
mble ) Rodney, you have been consxstently wrong ever i
since this evening started. '

Ropxey, You think it's one of us? N
Mirpxep. It hds to be. I just found Jare with her 5
head sticking in the oven and the gas turned on. -~ ' 1
RopxEey, Dead?
li\ﬂILDRED She wasn't baking an apricot upside-down .
cake | i
Brap, Good God, i
Warr, That's a stupid ]me, Brad, Say something o
more pertinent, | _ e
‘JEss. Did you turn off the gas? Coh
W, (As MILbRED 7nods.) Now, that’s: pertinent, i
Mrrorep, (Moves D, by sofa.) It seems to me it's I
time vre solved these crimes. Before you know it, we'll
be dead. That's what always happens in those books by
that woman—Agaiha somethmg—or—other -
RopnEy, Christie, : i

]
i
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Mirprep, Ves, that's her. Why don't we take her
theories and start from there? The guilty person is al-
ways the least lilcely one, Who's that? Why, the one who
is done away with first$FHe’s only pretending,

Warr, That's old haf, Done to death, I even saw a
play where it was used, “Any Number Can Die” by
Fred Carmichael. : :

Ropwey, Never heard of him,

Bran, (70 Mirprep,) That theory doesn't hold wa-
ter. Summers is dead all right. Whit and T carried hikr
upstairs and we know. A
Warrr. Agreed,

[ 8'5 )%

Brap, How? s

Juss, We all spent the night in that dreary hotel on
the malnland, (Rises and crosses to Frénch windows.)
Arntyone could have rented or stolen a launch, put-putted
over here, killed Sutnmers, gone back again, and showed
up for breakfast. (Turns back to room.) A squirt of
(Vi ${g¢in the eyes and who would know?

Mirprep, That's true, - ,

JEss. Except Whit or me, of course, (Crosses to
WIr and puts her arm around Fine.) We're married
and sleep together, unusual as it may seem these days,

Wirr, But either of us could have given the other 2
sleeping pill and done it. _

Jess. You and your big mouth, :

Brap., (Movesd,) Now that you've found we're al
potentially guilty, what next?

Ropwgy., Maybe if we all say what’s on our minds,
we'll hit on something, -

Warr, My mind’s on—

Mirprep, We know. Anothar drink, %

Wairr, Brilliant deduction, my dear Maxwell, (Hands
s gloss to Tess who refills it. , B
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Ropwey. (Rises and goes to Brap.) What abott you,
Benedict? We don't know what you're thinking.
Brap, Well, T—it's just that— ‘
Robwey, Come on, Speak up. |
Brap. (Crogses below desk.) 1f I were to say what's
on my mind, I'm sure no one would agree. I've been
trained to think in a different era of time than you have,
(Room LIGHTS DIM to SPOT area b. . He Crosses
wnto 4t.) Tf 1 were like my heroes with their electronic
equipment, I'd go back to just before we all went to
search the island, befére Jane was killed, (Takes bution
like he used before from wnder his lapel) This inno-
. cent-looking thing is'a honing device. I'd have hidden
- One on each person and then, with this innocent-geeming
pen, I could have listened in to any conversation they
might have had, (Holds up ball-point pen.) That's what
I'd have done . ., then, when they went to search , . .
(Imagination LIGHT wash comes up and they. are al
i Sarme positions as they were before the search began,)
Ready and go.

(They all turn 10 go and it is seen that all of them have
——the gold-button honisg-devizes pinsied in the middle
of their-backs, In the long Speech of Brap's JEss

and WHIT have gotten theirs from the back of the

- sofa, Juss has pinned one on Roowzy, -aitd Mir-
DRED put one on her last time offstage.) -

Ropwey. (Turns back to Bran.) Which way 15 north
again’? '
. Brap, That way,
MIrDRED, gds she éxits to kitchen as before)) T wish
someone would move this body, - '
_Brav. (After they have completed exits as before.)
-Now to use this innocent-seeming device. (Takes out
pen. Each click of it brings-in another statron, )
ANNOUNCER. “, . . for that peppy feeling, use Blood-
pep every morning. It's time to stop being dewd.”
Brap, Wrong channel, (Clicks pen againy
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Janm. (Over microphone.) . . . I thought I'd never
get you alone.
Brap, That’s Jane's voice,

we'd bettér not be seen talking out here. Even those
. stupid authors might suspect something,
BrAD, Who's she talking to? -
Jang (Ower microphone.) Meet me in the living
room. I've got the plans hidden away in a book . ...
no, not here. Save the romance for later. . . . Oh, all

e _pight, i you-insist._. ._._(Sound of o very noisy kiss,)

Jawe, (Ouver microphone.) U've got the plans; but "

ERERCTS R

Brap. Those spies are all the same. (Puls pen away. )
The living room? That's here, I'd Dbetter conceal myself

of the desk, | _

JANE, (Comes from kitchen, looks around, Takes
book from baokcase U. R, brings it down to desk. Calls:y
Come on, htrry up before the others get back,

(Footsteps are heard coming to d‘oor.from Bitchen.)

imaginaion sequence, RoDNEY 15 @ smooth but hard vil-
lain ond JANE a rother sexy agent.) |

ANE. Ieep your shirt on, P'm gefting them.' ( Takes
p

tually on flash paper which can be obtained ot any magic
supply shap.) '
opNEY. (Crosses », to her.) Chaotic will pay mil-

Hons for those, Millions.
.. JANE,. (Holding up the plans:). Here they are.

Ropney. Perfect, (Redches for thein, but she holds
them -back.) Every missile site on the eastern seaboard.
How-did you get themi? .

Jane, The usual way, NS one can resist my body,

RopwEY: The entire eastern seaboard?

JI‘ANE In six days. I was slowed down in Jackson-
ville. C
Ropwey. Incredible.

AT R

e

et frryserpamss o S .'\"ﬂv" e TTERind 5‘, T o '_
gv. ?_ ﬂ 2 "'l?'nf'\- 'E?T:if*: e G

and find out who the Master Spy is. (He dicks dowsn D.

RODNEY, (Bwuters)) Where are the plans? (In #his-

, paper out of book. These are the plans and they are ac-
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- Jawe, (Waving paper in front of kim.) Now I want
what’s coming to me. it
Ropney, And that's just what you're gotng fo get. '
(Takes pocket comb from his pocket.) ;

Tank, I want the dough. This is no time to fix your
hair with that innocent-seeming comb. i

Ropnry., Your usefulness is over, my dear. (Slides
his fingers along the comb while pointing it at her. The .
teeth of the comb click and she stiffens tnd collapses, i
He grabs her, tries to put plans back in ook, but can't |

_ get near the desk with the weight of the body.) Now the
plans are all mine, Bt what t0 de with you T~ I lenow: -
The oven. Those stupid authors will never suspect ‘that
Chaotic is mixed up in this. They're too concerned with
< themselves.” (Has been- dragging her off through the
Fitchen door.) '

'Brap. (Comes out of hiding:) So that's it, (Pulls out
pew and clicks it.}. Now to listen what he’s doing with
the poor child, s - :

Roongy. (Over microphone.) Good lord, she’s heavy.

Brap. He's getting old. - - .

Ropwzy. -(Over microphone.) T'm not getting old. .
Just tired. Now, down you go. Open comes the oven N
door, (SOUND of metal door opening.).And on goes lik
the gas. (SOUND of hissing.) y L

Brap. Now for the showdown, The way 1 write it, T N
get the plans back and capture Rodney Duckton, Master . g
Spy.- Reality isn't so different from imagination, after g
all, (Puts pen away.). i

Ropnmy. (Bnters from kitchen smoking o cigaretie. Bt
He dusts off his clothes.) Now to condensc these plans ‘
ito a.microdot-on filn. (Sees Brap,) Oh—did you— .
did you find anything in your search of the ‘igland?

e Rl TR e
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(Puis the plans behind-his back.) : §
1-.BRAD. Never mind the act, Rodney. Give me the
ans.

" Roowey. Of course, Brad Benedict. (Takes comb
From his G;Jocket.) As soon as I comb iy hair, (Pufs
plans on desk.) ' '
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84 DONE TO DEATH ACT T1

Brap, Don’t pull that innocent-seeming comb on me,
See this| (Takes a cigarette lighter from his pocket.)

Ropwew. I know about the innocent-seeming cigarette
lighter. T can stop you fast enough, (Holds up his wrist
ana points the watch toward Brap,

Brap. (In terror, holds his hands up.) Not the inno-
cent-séeming wristwatch?

Ropwmy, That's right, Brother. (Picks up plans.)

BRrAD, So you win, btit you won't keep the plana,

Ropwey, Of course I will. They're right here and
they're mine, All mine. (The cigaretic anadvertently
‘touches the plans ond the fash paper disappears in o
fash.). Good lord, L _

Brap. When they touch a Chaotic agent, they self-
destruct in five seconds, '

Roowey. I should have known, (Collapses on desh
with his head on it as he sits on bench.) 1 killed Sum-
mers, Gregory, and Jane to get those and now my plang’
have all gone up in smoke. (Raises his head to see
Brav’s shoe on the desk in fromt of him. BraDp is about
2o tie his shoelace.) What are you doing? '

Brap, Just tying my shoelace,

Roowry, (Rises, You _think that. innocent-seeming. . ..o fumcui

shoélace” will sfop_thi:
your (Foints waich at him.)

Brap, THat's what it's made for,

Ropwzy Then take this, (£fis hond on his te clasp.)

Brap, The innocent-seeming tie clasp. (Ropwzy flicks
i, BRAD stiffens and reels into b R ares.) This is
wrong. Al wrong. Chaotic isn’t supposed to win,

Ropwey. (Backs oway holding the book from desk.
The room LIGHTS dimn to out and Brap is left in the
D. R, spot.) You didn't write this, Brother. This is real-
ity, (He puts the book back in the bookcase and resumes
original positions as the others do.) :

Brav, Oh, Bradley Bruce Benedict, it jsn't a good
- idéa to say what's on your mind. QOf course, Rodney
may be the murderer, He's old and senile and his mind

may have snapped, Now stop it! Every time someone

is_inrocent-seeming wristwatch; do-— - e - -
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LACT I DONE TO DEATH 85

thinks he knows who the murderer is, that person gets
killed, I'll just say nothing.

=t

s

o oA

(General room LIGHTS up and all are i1 positions as
before Brav's imagination. )

Mitprep, Mr, Benedict', , . Brad— A -
Brap. (Coming to.) Oh, sorry, My mind was wan- i
dering, A
Mirorep, You were just telling us that if you said
what was on your mind, we wouldn’t agree. Just what
is on your mind? 35
Brap. Nothing, Not a thing, i
Mirprep, Just as I thought. '
Brap. However, [ can make a prediction.
JESs. Well, go ahead. Make it.
. Brap. Rodney, you're going to be killed next.
" Roowry, That's not a very polite thing to say. _
Brap, (Moves to bookcase.) Nevertheless, it follows
the pattern, - _
Ropwey, (To Bran.y What pattern? g
Brap, I'd rather not say, R

sensoeJBSgT i~y ou=lenow-something-and-you're=mot=telling"
- us, then you're cheafing,” We're supposed to be collabo-" -
rating. : : '
Brap., (Takes book from bookcase) Oh, here's the
first book I ever wrote.

Rovwwy, (Standing beside him.) This is no time for L
narciisism.- Why did you say I was going to be killed '
next

Brap, Because you are. (Opens book and o puff of - - i

smoke comes out. He grabs his throat and falls to the
‘floor. The effect can be gotien by cutting the pages out
of the center of the book and putting somé four or ;
Fuller's Earth in there with a small ribber syringe-bulb i
which BRAD merely presses.) '
Mrvrorap, (After they look at him for a moment,)
Lveryone is wrong abott ‘everything tonight, i
Robwey. Thank God for that. i

|
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JEss. (Jmss and WHIT cross 1o the body, MILDRED
comes. over and picks up the book.) He's dead, of

course. (They all turn and glare at her.) Ask a silly

question, get a silly answer, .
MiroreD. (Examining book.) 4. poison gas capsule
set to a spring in this cut-out book. Ingenious, The mur-
derer knew that was a foolproof way of getting Brad,
Ropnpy, (As MILbRED .7eplaces book in bopkcase.)
Why ? Any of us could have opened that, :
Mrrorep. Not that book, Honey. It was Brad’s first.

. “Remember "Lightning Cube”?

RopNEY. Oh, God, yes. It was awiul.

Wrr, He improved after that.

MiLorep, The murderer knew that none of us would
dream of opening that book except Brad. And, of
course, he couldn’t resist it. ' .

RopNEY. Marvelous, Mildred, Your famed deductive
mind. works even when you're mot writing the - story.
Keep going. _

Mirprep, I can't think properly with that body mess-

ing up the living room. Since there are only two gen-

.

tlemer 1eft, T suggest they remove Mr, Benedict.

Roonmy. (As he gets Brap by his shoulders ond
WeIr, by his feét,) Where to?

Miiprep. How do I lknow? With the others?

Ropwey. (They lift Brap, Stort for kitchen.) Jane is
i1 the kitchen. (Head for the stairs.) Suminers is up-
stairs, (Head for kitchen again.) Gregory is in the pan-
try. We'll 'put him in there. It's closer. (They go off
through swinging door.)

Mirprep. (As JEss sits on the settee.) Now things
are getting exciting. |

TEss. 1 maust admit to feeling a trifle nervous,

MiLprED. (Crosses above to R: side of seitee.) Rot.

We're getting down to the nitty-gritly of the whole busi-

ness. This is when T shine.

Jmss. 1'd just as soon we figured it out in some com-
£6rtable Tounge on the mainland. :

MipRep, (As RopNEY and WHIT reenter.) We'd

T e R O
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only have to come back. Return to the scene of the crime o X
and all that, 1
Jmss. Well, I, for one, want to leave Vultusre's Vault. i
Ropwey. (As they move to above desk.) I, for two, A
agree with vou, How do we go about it? - 3y
Jmss. In those rovies-where a planc crashes on a de- |
serted island, they alvays write a tremiendous “helpl”
in the sand. {
. Ropney, Excellent suggestion, ;
Tess. There's only one thing wrong with it |
, Ropwey, What?
————Jess—No-sand—This-island-is-completelyrock. |
Wrrr. Then we'll build a fire. , o
Miprep, Out of rocks? Weren't you ever a Boy 7 :
h
l
!

Scout?
Warr, No, they ripped off ty badge when they
found my canteen full of martinis. (JEss giggles.)
Mrrorep, There is a time when humor is unwelcome,
Mr, Olive, and this is one of those times. ;
Roowey, The furniturel E i
Jzss. T assutne that’s a non-sequitur, Rodney, but you k
did succeed in changing the subject. - : -
RooNEy, We'll burn the furniture. The .smoke will i
bring help and then we'll write this whole thing up for ;
the TV show. (Picks up the smoll chair ®, and crosses ’
toward French wwindows with it.) T'll take this chair.
Jess, have you got any matches? - - N
Jrss. Yes. S
b%o’;JNEY.'Whitney, do you think you can manage that
tabler . . .
Werr. (Picks up table and starts out with it.) I've )
- --been under -ones-that are.smaller, but Pl try. . ..
Mirorep, (Rises.) I must tell you that I have very
little faith in this scheme, : , .
Tess. (Rises.) Me, too. !
Ropwzy. ﬁils he goes out French windows.) What's K
wrong with 1£7 - 0
MrLprEp. It's too simple. (Follows RopNEY off.) ;
Jrss. Far, far too simple. If this would work, then
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88 DONE TO DEATH act 11
everyone would have done it in all out books. (Picks
up bag.)

Wz, Maybe we never thought to have them think
of it. (Follows.)
. _]')Ess. Pll answer that when I've figured it out. (Es-
its. ' :
Ropwey, (Off.) Now pile them on top of each other,
W, (Of.) This table feels like it's made of stone.
Do you suppose it will burn?
Jess. (OF.) If the fire gefs going, I'll look inn the
‘latder for some marshmallows.

RopNEY. (A yell from him ond then he rushes in
with Kis hand to his neck.) Owl Get awayl Stop that!
Damn thing!

Jess. (Off.) What's the matter?

RopwEY. A bee stung me. .

MriorEp, (Rushes in to kim.) Where? Let me see.

h]’-Ess.--- (OfF.)- I'll.make some mud, That's the best
thing. .

RopNmy, (Removes bis hand. To Miorep,) Here.

MiLprED. (Ominously.) Oh, dear. | -

Ropwey. It's bad, isn't it?

Mirprep. (Walks away.) Very.

XA RTT (C SIS i qnd“dﬁfg@%Rb'ﬁﬁEYﬂQuﬁ)ﬁﬁodney,,. By bog

come along. Jessica has made some “beautiful mud, If
ou dor't use it; she'll only put it on her face.
Ropwey, It hurts.
Wirr. OFf course it does, Rodney, but you're a brave
boy. (They are off.) '
. M1LprED, Godd-bye, Rodney Duckton. 'You were one
of my favorite authors, Bee sting indeed! (Crosses to
-~ desk) T used that one in “The Case of the South Amer-
tcan Headhunter,” 1 know a blowgun dasrt when I see
one, Dipped in curare no doubt. They always are. Aha,
the wnusual weapon, This is right up my line. Mildred,
 my girl, go to it. (Crosses to below desk.) Wow for the
surprise ending. The murderer is not Jessica as she was
helping Rodney with the chair, Tt's mot Whitney as he:
was piling the table on top of the chair, Therefore, by
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process of elimination, the murderer is mel (Happily.)
How's that for a surprise ending? (Does o take,) No,
T didn't do it T know that, (Crosses p. R, as SPOT-.
LIGHT coines wp. Room lights dim.) Then, if it isn't
me, it must be one of those Otives. Intriguing idea, you
know: Just like I'd construct it. Down to three people
and one of them is guilty. How would I conclude it?
The Olives would come in and announce, all surprised-
like, that Rodney is dead from a blowgun. Yes, that’s
how it would begin. . . . (Room LIGHTS come up i
the imagination wash.)

“Warr, (As he and Juss rush in to in front of sei-
tee.) Mildred, It's Rodney— '

Mirorep, (Playing it all innocent.) What about him?

JEss, He's dead. ,

Warr, 1t wasn't a bee sting, It was a dart from a
blowgun, _

Jess. The kind of murder you would commit,

MIILDRED. : ([romack -sur prise,- sits—-on desk chair.)
Well, what do you know? ,

Jess. (As.she and Wrrr surround MILDRED.) Con-
fess, Mildred, ‘Then the three of us will sit down and
write the story before you give yourself up. X

Wirrr. The. royalties will be. astounding,

% i

. Jmss:- We'll see that yous sext of. kin gets your share. ="

Mirprep, How generous of you, but you've forgotten
one thing.

Werr, That line again? ‘ _

MirprED. Yes, you've forgotten that I know 1 didn't
do it; therefore, it must be yott,

Wrair AND JESs. (After a look to each other.) We
forgot about that, S

Mrrorep.. I thought you'd reckoned without my de-
ductives mind, . _ ' .

Wt AND Jess, How true,

MirorED. But why did you do it ?

Warr, Surely you can figure that out.

Jrss, We're dried up. No new idea in ages, Our books -
are getting pedantic—
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90  DONE TO DEATH ACT II

© Warr, Sloppy—

Juss, (Crosses around desk end sits on bench.) Pre-
dictable. The only way they'll sell is to get rid of the
competition,

Warr., (Sits on top of desk) So we're ridding the
world of all mystery writérs, one by one,

JEss, We're quite insane,

Wt Utterly, conmipletely mad.

Mirprep. I should have guessed, Now, there’s only

- one thing left to do, isn't there?
Jess Anp Warr, What? USSR UUR: PR
Miiprep, ISl me, of course. No, I didn't say that.
You didn't hear me. Tell me you dids't hear me.

JEss AND WaIT, We heard you. (Jess opens purse
end takes out small blowgun which is actually o Lip-
stick, WHIT takes o small blowgun from his pocket.)
--MitoreD.-Me and-my-big-mouth; - - .. . .

JEss. (As WarT rises.) Put that down, Whitney. It's
my turn, (Fises and kneels on the bench.)

Wz, (Like a schoolboy.) It is not.

Jmss. Is so.

Warr, Is not.

MiLprED, (Rises and crosses io c.) Why don't you
two figure.it out while I go upstairs and freshen up?

. Jess aND WaIT. Stay where you are. (JESS moves to
MILDRED'S L. and WHIT to her R.)

Juss., All right, darling, let's do it together,

Wart. Agreed. On the count of three, One—two—
thrée— . (JESS puffs on the lpstick and Wzir on the
blowgun, MILPRED - ducks. They obviously hit each
other. WEIT, with o hand to his neck.) Jessical

JEss. Whitney! (Similar gesture to her neck. They
both do identical circles and foll to the floor)

Mirprep. (Goes to p. R spot area. Jrss and Wart
go out through Fremch windows during her: speech.)
There, that's a surprise ending, But it won't work in
real life, will it? It's stupid and silly and I'd rip it out

of my typewriter and start over, The truth is, no one
can predict reality and T'Il just have to wait and find




. Jess. (Toward MiLpRED, fromt_of bench.). OFf course
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out like onte of my readers does. They must be about to
come Dback saying— (LIGHTS in room come back up
agairt,

WH)IT. (Comes wn as before with Juss.) Mildred, it’s
Rodney—

MirpreD, What about him?

Jrss, He's dead. - '

Wair, It wasn't 2 bee sting, It was a—

M1LprED: Dart from a blowgun, I know.,

you knew, It’s your kind of murder,

Marprep. It may be the kind of murder I'd think up,
dear, but.not the leind I’d commit, No, I'm not the mur-
dering type. -

%/JIESS. Neither are we, -

Mirorep, One of you must be, Or both. I was think-
ing just now and— o '

WeIT, And?

Mrrprep, (Rises end crosses to Juss.) Nothing, It's
just that I had an idea— (Grabs Juss' bag.)

Jmss. Give me that. :

MiLpreD. After I search.it, ,

Wzt (b, to JEsy L,B] Let her have it, darling. She
can't use your Master Charge here,

Jess. (As Mirprep. turns to desk and goes through
purse.} 1 knew she was.a murderer but I had no idea
she was a purse-gnatcher. _ '

MILDRED, 5 Taking out Lipstick which Jess used in the
dream as a blowgun) Aha, just as I thought.

Jrss, It's not your shade.

Mitorep, Thinle you.can fool an old hand like me,
dear? Take.that, (She blows through the end of the lip-
stick. WHIT and Juss exchange looks.) -

W, She's completely crackers, |

JEss, If you're bungry, there’s food in the kitchen,

MILpreED, It's just a lipstick,

JEss, Surprise | Surprise | , : :

MiLpRED, (As Jmss takes lipstick and returns it to
bag,) Then how did you do it Where's the blowgun?
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JESs. (Sits om settee.) We might ask you the same
question.

W, (Crosses to Juss.) Yes, how did you do it?

Mirprep. Me?

Werr, If it wasn't either of us, it's got to be you.
(Sits.) |

Mrrorep. Either of you? Why not-both of you?

-Jrss. You honestly think we'd go around killing peo-
ple? 'Why don’t you go away somewhere?

MiprEp. (Sits on beénch.) Oh, no, I'm not falling
for that line. I’m staying right here where I can keep
ari eye on you,

Warr, And we're staying right here where we can

do ditto. ‘
JEss. (After a pause during which they staye ot eoch

~ othér.) How long before one staryes to.death?

Wit I'd die of thirst long before.

MrroreD. (Kises and crosses above desk.) 1, {or one,

am mot going to waste time, There's money to be made
out of this situation and I'm going to get it. Til break
into magazines with this one. (Sis of desk chair and

. puts-paper-in typewriter.). Sexial xights and then-moyie
rights. My biggest moneymalker. I think Tl call 3t “A°

Night of Horror.”

Jess. It isn't over yet. '

Wrrir. (To Juss,) Is she going to finish it in jail?

MiLprsp, (Has iried to #ype.) Damn typewriter
doesn’t work. . ' ,

Jess. You are old-fashioned, Mildred, It's electric,

Mipzen, Oh, “hank you. Where's the button? Ah.
(Turns it on. It hums, She is about to type.)

Wair, Go ahead, Don’t let us disturb you,

MILDRED, ([Raises finger, then stops and looks ai
them.) You seem a liftle overanxious for me to start.
Of course. Ingenious! .

Tess. What now? :

MirprEd. Electricity, The typewriter is rigged to elec-
trocute me. - '

Wizir, (At the end of his patience.) Well, really!
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Mirorep, (Rises.) You thought I'd fall for that?
With the ingenious murders I write? .

Jess. (Rises and moves above desk.) This has gone
too far. Even if we were guilty, we'd never think up
anything as stupid as that.

Mruprep. Stupid, dear? One of my best murders was
the electric heater in the bathtub, ~

Jess, Here, I'll type for you. (Stands by typewriter

. @5 MILDRED fades.) Whit, darling?

WxIr, Yes, dear.
Jess. By some odd chance, you didn't rig this, did

© you?

Wair, Jessical
Juss, Just asking. (Types.) M-a-r-t-i-n-i, There, Mil-

dred. (Returns to seifee and sits,) It’s all yours,
MILDRED, (Sits at typewriter.) Well, it was a good

idea. .
JEss. Use it sometime.

. Mirorep; (Typing).-“A Night of Horror” by Mil-

dred Z. (As she hats the “Z,7 there is ¢ bright flash
of light, the LIGHTS in the voom flicker on and off
quickly. Possibly there is o flash from the fypewriter

of it can be arranged, MILDRED screams, stands, does @

. .circle. and- falls. to. the. floor gbove the desk.)

Wit (After he and Jess rise and cross to the
body.) It was rigged. :

Juss: Is she dead?

Wair. Everyone else is, she must be. Dead as a door-
nail. I always hated that line, ‘ o

ss. (Crosses to lypewriter.) The murderer knew it

would kill her. No one else would type the letter “Z.”

Warr. (Jess goes io body and h}:z leans over desk 1o

typewriter,) She short-circuited the typewriter, too.
Jess, At least she went out writing, That's rather
poetic justice, '
Wi, Oh, my God! .
Jess, What's the matter, darling?
‘Warrr, Then it's you, :
- Jess. I was thinking the same thing about you,
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Warr. Why did you do it?

Jess. I didn't.

VWarr. You must have, I didn't,

Jess. Of course you did. T here’s no one else but me
“and T didr't do it, (Starts 10 cry.) g

Warr. (Crosses to her) Yowre suffering pangs of
remorse, That's good for you. o '

Jess. (Sits om Settee.) 1 am not crying 'because of

any pangs.
W, Then why? :
Juss. Because this is the first time you've ever kept
anything from me. . .
Warr, (Sits beside her,) T haven't kept a thing from
ou. . S :
4 Juss, What do you call six mutders? Nothing? Our
whole marriage is over, It was based on trust and un-
. depstanding -and -mutuat_faith and. now. you have lied
to me. '
Warr. I could say the same thing about you.
JEss. No, you couldn’t, T'm innocent.
Warr. So-am L ‘
Jmss, I dom’t beligve you. . - :
Werr, Look at me, Look at this face. (Takes her
face in his hands and turns it to him.) '
' f]Ess. 1 always liked that face—even the peculiar parts
of i, ‘ o
Warr, What peculiar parts? B

Txss. Well, your nose isn't what it should be and one

eye is different from the other. -

" warr, I like that, Here I've never complained about
you all these years through every one of your hair
colors.
.. Jess. 1 was only trylng to please you.

Wz, You've always known when I was lying: Now, -

1ook at me, 1.didn't commit those beastly murders,
* Jess. (Suddenly wery happy,) I believe you.. Oh,
Whit, darling, I believe you. , '
WaIr, Now, tell me something.
Juss, What?

B bR
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Warr, Why did you comsmit them?

JEss. (Staris crying again.) 1 didn't, T didn't. T swear
on our next royalty check,

Werr., Honestly ?

Juss, Cross my heart and hope to .. . (Looks up
soward Heaven,) No, I take it back, I didn’t say that.
_ Werr, Then, if we didn't do it and there's no one
else here except dead people, we've finally come upon
the perfect crime. . "

Jzss. I always said it could be committed.

Wi, We should celebrate. , ,

Jess. The wine. (Points fo opened bottle MILDRED
had browght in.) A

Wi, Excellent, (Rises and goes fo it.) 1 hope it's
a good year. . _ ‘

Trss. (Blows her nose with handhkerchief from bag.)
- I:do-feel-rather a_fool having suspected you, darling. -

WarT, Think nothing of it." I suspécted your (Powrs =~ Rt B

wine into. glasses:set above seitee.)
Tess. What are we going to do now? Sit here drink-
ing until the Jaunch comes? L
Warr. We'll be delightfully. tipsy. _
 Jess. How can.I keep a happy outlook on our work
after tonight? o ' o
Wzt (Sits and gives hey glass.) This might help:
Jmss. It's bound to, _ ' ' :
War, (As they raise their glasses in a toost.) To
" our greatest mystery—yet to come, (They drink.)
Jess. (With a grimace.) Oh, this wasn't a good year
at all. O
Wiz, It wasn't even a good month, '
J'EPSS. Do you think it was made from grapes or On=-=_
jonsT . . - :
Warr, Bitter and aérid, that's what it tastes like.
Where have I heard that before?
Jrss. You wrote it in “The Pojsoned Corpse.” Re-
imember ¢ .
“Warr, That's sight. The wine was bitter and acrid
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(They slowly turn to each other s the truth dawns on
them.) Jess, :
Jrss, Whit, ~ _
W, The murderer knew we'd drink this,
. Juss, Damnl
Werr. Don't be upset, darling. We're going together.
(Neither of them is really hotribly upset by what has
happened and they take it quite calmly.§
Jess, It's not that, but we don't know who did it.
Warr. That is rather upsetting. :
_Juss. It's like turning the last page of a mystery book
and having it say, “Guess who P T s
WaIT, (Yowns o8 the poison lakes effect.) Perhaps
we'll Bnd out in the great library in the sky.
Jess, (Yawns) Do you think they’ll have all our
books? _
Warr, Bound in gold leaf.
Jess. And we'll pick up the Times and be at the top
of the best seller lists every Sunday morning.
W, (As they grow more tired, he takes her hand.)
Heavenly.
Tzss. -Exacﬂy,
Wixrr, But I can't wait. I want to know who it is
now' . " ' B
Jess. So-do I, darling. s

(SOUND of fromt door opening off through arch. A
CLIGHT streams in and 7 OOTSTEPS are heard.)

Warr, What's that? :

JEss, Someone’s coming sn, Oh, Whit, we're going
to get our last wish, We'll see who 1t is.

Wrair. I'm too tired to turn my head.

Tess. (Colls weakly through a yown.) Will you stop

dragging youf feet and hurry up? éL

;s !

17 '
(There is a small, cackling laugh and W SUMMERS

comes through the arch. He is uia different suit.
than the one in which he was murdered.
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LAl Fpgow. Here T am, (Steps over MILDRED and comes
fo setiee. ) [T/l
Jess. fappm Summers !
>y Wait, What a borel
VY e, Don't you like it7

Jess. It's been done to death. The first one killed is
the murderer.

Warr. I'm sure you were dead when we carried you

;. upstairs. '
) » T was.

%-I I}Qathe sg:ience fiction, dead, But T amle -

T Vst ;dﬁem ummers was dead, But 1 am e 2ce.
ImSummers. 2l ﬁp%s; 4 15 '

Wart., This is even worse. s twin dmettler, 1 as-

} , sumer ) . -
(TN} Phisge, That's correct,

Jess. Dirty pool! Oh, such dirty pool | '

Jx 4 Penay. After you two are gone, shall have done it—
the perfect crime,

Warr, But why? \%{'sﬁ// Lim

Lm Pasdny. (Crosses . L.) My papther, Jigom, always had
everything. I had nothing, =

Wzt Oh, I abhor spéeches like this. -
~ Juss. Explanatory and they're always long and bor-
ing, ,

EM\%&«S@N (Moves to L, of settee.) Hear me out. When

Yan_ Jemom told 'me of W{y"plan to bring you here-and how

“She'd come up with the greatest midrder script in his-
tory . ...

Warr I know. You wanted to do h@ one better—

Jess. And sp you cornmitted real murders— .

T N, Bagir. How: did you know?

WmiT, We write these things.

Jess. We used to write them. Whit, T can’t take an
long.speech from h¥lf (Seitles down on WHIT's shoul
der.) P'm going right now, :

\cxiijdar. But it's my right to say something. Every
murderer gets to tell how he did it, step by step. '

‘Warr, Not this time, old b‘% (IAdg tries to inler-

| - ST G TL N
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rupt.) Sorry to leave you, but that's the way the ball
. bounces, (His head goes down aguinst JEss’.)
VM Petsenr, (Crosses above' settee.) But I have so much
. to say. (WarT and JESS yawn together and die.) My
murders., (Moves to ®. of settee.) 1 have made history
tonight. T have committed the ultimate in crime. (Above
setiee to U. ¢) This is the perfect mystery.
MILDRED. eRise.r up from flodr. She speaks calwly.)
Oh, I don't think so. . '
" Jmss. (As she and Wit sit up.) It doesn’t have any
punch at the end. . - _
uIT. Reéwrite. It needs a tremendous rewrite,
\@M‘%@ &1, (Now. hiiffself again.) 1 think it's excellent. .
MirpreD, No, nio, no. You don't know anything about
it. My, Summers, we are the experts. (I o-arch-and.”."
____________ calls.) Come back in now. o
. . m“@@gw (Moves to bench and siis.) ThE suspense™is
terrific, :
Wz, But the characters aren’t any good.
JEss. You can’t combine all those styles into one.co-
herent work.

(Brap enters through kitchen door and RODNEY throug
the arch.) -

Brap. (Sits on sofa.) 1 heard everything offstage.
RopNey. 1f we could bring Jack Club in after the:
© first murder . . . :
b MiLorep, Jack Club is out. He was good in his time,
at— iy
CI]?\ILAD. Perhaps if we made him a man from the
Ropngy, People are tired of that. (Crosses p. R and
addresses the audience directly.) Aren't you?
Juss. (Crosses to Repwmy.) Roduey, darling, they
still think we're on the island,
Ropxzy, (To audience.) You don't, do your
Jmss, Of course they do. We told them we were mov-
ing from the studio to the island and we closed the cur-
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tain and opened it up again and they nattrally thought
we were on the island. :

RoonEey, Just-because we gaid so?

Jrss. Of course.

Ropwzy, (To audience.) What a fabulous group you
are.- A trifle gullible, but fabulous. i

(Grecory and JANE enter from the kitchen, They both

tolf quite naturally now. He has his shirt off and

. o mokeup towel ground his neck. Most of his heavy
makenp has baen removed.)

Grecory. If we work any longer, we'll bave to get
overtime, The Union says—
WM Bty T am well aware of the Union, (Sits at.desk,
takes checkbook from drawer.) I'll write you out a
el TnnediatEly. T e
JANE. (As MILDRED crosses to sofa and sits, she and
~—GREGORY - move-to-desk)-I-hope-you-were-pleased-with—-= - -
our work, ’ '
- Tmss. (Moves to her bag by the seitee and sits.) You
were marvelous, darling, oo :
Jane. When yoi get the script finished, can we audi-
tion for the parts? :
Wiegirr, Of course. '
fadiar, (Writing checks.) We won't pay above scale.
negory, I'll have to talk to my agent, '
Ropwny, (Crosses to Juss ot setiee.) We don't want
to keep the audience here any longer, do we?
Jrss. Heavens, no, They'd be bored to death with the
Tewrites. _ o
RopNEy. (Comes D ¢ to the audience.) Thank you d
~all very much for coming. Your reactions have been a I
big help, You see, before we came here tonight, we all
met at that restatirant across the way and decided this
wotld be the best thing, to, do—pretend we were really
on. the island. BEven gWSuminers likked the idea and
She did turn in a reasonably good performance.
Jxh Bpspm. (Modestly.) T used to do a little community"
theater work, - '
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Wizir, Do you think we've given them their money’s i
worth? ‘ e
Jess. Of course, darling. Fight murders, What did H?m?e:"/é

they expect—World War Three!?

Wirrpeep. (Rises ond speaks to andience.) So g0 ortee
home now and don’t worty about a thing, Murder is
all in books and stories. It can't happen here. ' |
(There is o loud screat from the back of the iheater
aisle.) ' '

k'i/ﬁl P, (They dll rise and look toward the sound.)
What's that? (Moves D. T loaking.)
RopNEY. It came from over there.
BrAD. (As they all come p,) It'sa Jhpman,
Jess. Another ithprovisation?
MrroreD. Sounded real to me.

(The following depends upon the actual theater the play -
is being presented in. Fither the box office girh of
an usher or someone £lse recognizable to the audi-
ence comes down the oisle and i helped up onto
the siage by §eisen and BRAD. FHe is gasping for
breath.) ~ * f

WL ey, What is 1?7 What's happening? j
Tess, Iv's Mupgirimmthebonfice. T stgohand I
: Brap, EHe's il - e o

; Mirprep. Nonsense. @He’s dying.

; %g;mw. Murder? '(I  boing held b —
45 - DR a2, (IS now eing held between JESOK i
5 f&&aﬂ%ﬂd Brap,) It's—it's— (They all ad-lib.)
el Blstan. - (Showting shemn down.) Be quiet! Shut up!
et hemspeak! '
4 'f’&f{@f»&’n&;»g@z@@}m/@m@. Ppison—in the refreshments—
poisgri—
. WaIT, I'm glad we stayed backstage at intermission.
Ve Bamaps, Quiet !
el fe, 1 know who did it. (FHe is hang-
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LM g, Who was it?
RS s in C

;M;»‘BM* : wam, [ was—it was—
T Fidiony. Ves. Yes.
OWEE -2 2y oy, It was .. . it was—

Jess, (Puts her hand over the Gigly's mouth and
surny to the others.) Don't you dare say another word.
T, Tacte, What are you doing? |
Jess. Don't let her give away the ending. This is a
real crime. This is our script. All we have to do is figure

out who did it.
bany

Wi ‘

(fasaly lowers the GEL 10 the ground, and the others
all start talking together, forming small groups, ig-
noring the %’fﬁa completely. The following speeches
are together ™y ,

‘Ropwey, If Jack Club were here, he'd look for a
beautiful woman. ‘

Brap, (Joining Ropwey,) 1 wonder if she has any
gsecret plans on her. :

MirprEp. (Joining them c.) Poison is always useful,
but what kind 7 Something rare, T hope. X

Jess. (To Warr.) We'd best have martini and dis-
ctias this. -

Watr, We've got to get a second murder from sore-
where. .

Jawz. (7o Grecory.) This isn't in my contract,

CrEcory, We're going into overtime. .

(They oll continue jabbering awoy as)

THE CURTAIN FALLS
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