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WHY DO MYSTERIES GRAB US?

Abour four years ago our family went on vacation in England, and
during the London portion of the trip we went to the theaue and saw
The Mousetrap by Agatha Christie. As you may know, The Mousetrap is the
longest-running play in history. When we saw it, it had been running for
fifey-six years {be still my heart} and it’s s¢]ll running today as I wiite this.

As Twarched the play unfold that night and saw the joy that it gave
to our entire family, T resolved to rry and wrile a mystery of my own,
However, I knew even then that T wouldit’t have a chance of writing a
vood one until T figured out the allure of mysteries on the stage, and
how and why the great ones entertain us so powerfully.

[ started by rcading every good mystery play I could Jay my hands
on. (Note: the phrase “mystery play” can also refer to the succession of
religious plays written from the 10th to the 16th century, illustrating
Bible stories and performed by crafi guilds. However, these rarely
nvolved surychnine in the soup or eccentric lady detectives in pork pic
hats and are not the mysteries referred to in this essay.} What I learned
from all my reading is that the greatest mystery plays writien in the past
hundred years have certain elements in cornmon, and by recognizing
these elements, I was able to undcrstand more deeply the genre T was
trving to tackle. Here is a summary of some of the lessons I learned from
my foray into the literature of mysteries.

1. The greatest mystery plays are ploied meticulously. They're not
character studies of a freewheeling natre; that’s not their territory.
Think of the three great Agatha Christie stage mysteries, The Mousetrap,
Witness for the Prosecution, and ... And Then There Were None. Each one is an
absolute model of architecrural plotting.

When we speak of plot, it’s worth remembering the definition of
plot offered by E.M. Forster in his book Aspects of the Novel. He illustrates
the difference between story and plot as follows:

“The king died and then the queen died” is a story. “The king died
and lhen the queen died of grief” is a plol. The time sequence is
Proserved, but the sense of cawsalily overshadozws if. Or again: “The
gueen died, no one knew why, wntil it ways discovered thai i was
tiough grief ai the death of the bing. ™ This is a plol with o syslery in
it, a form copable of high development.

In other words, a plot requires causality. It's not just “and then and
then and then.” Great thrillers sometimes take this form, but not great
mysteries. In a mystery one event must lead logically to the next. Events
are caused bv other events. A mystery play that lacks a good plot in this
sense — that is not well plotted architecturally — is never a very good one.

I recently came across a long-lost essay written in the 1930s by
Agatha Christie hersell, reprinted in the English publication The



Guardian Review. In it Christie confirms the need for tight architeemiral
plotting in a mystery. She says, “I think the austerity and stern discipline
that goes to making a “tight’ detective plot is good for one’s thought
processes. It is the kind of writing that’does not permir loose or slipshod
thinking, Tt all has 1o dovetail, to fit in as part of a carefully constructed
whole.”

2. The plots of greal mystery plays are relentlessly linear. Mysterics
take us on a ride, starting at the beginning and driving straight through
to the end. Like rolier coasters. the best mysreries may twist and s,
climb and plunge, but they're alwayvs headed straight forward and zoom
on ta the finish,

Because the best mystery plays are so lincar, there is rarcly time
for subplots. Everything usually stays on wrack and contributes to the
main story. Think of Deathtrap by Ira Levin, This story abourt a writer of
mystery plays who plans and executes a real murder, grabs us from rhe
first minute and never lets go. Iaterestingly, i€'s not really a whodunit so
much as a whydunit — at least for the first half,

Equally compelling in the same way s Sleuth by Anthony Shaffer,
aboul a man revenging his wife’s infidelity: I've seen this one described
as a whodunwhat — which veminds us that mystevies don't need o be
formulaie, as they’re sometimes described. On the contrary, originality
thrives in the world of mystery, be it in the basic plot, the setting of the
story, the point of vicw, and certainly in the final twist.

8till, the one thing the best mystery plays have in common is that
there are no superfluous subplots, even for purposes of theme. Great
mysteries drive straight forward, staving on track from beginning to end.

Of course mysteries sometimes contain red herrings: developments
that make us believe that somcone other than the culprit commicted
the crime. And in the best mysteries, the red herrings are woven into
the forward motion of the play. There are loads of red herrings, for
example, in The Mousetrap. Indecd, they make up the bulk of the play.
The play begins by telling us that a gruesome murder was recently
commitied, thus laying out the exposition. It then spends most of the
rest of the time intreducing us to suspect after suspect until the real
killer is finadly revealed. Christie uses the same technique in her mystery
novel Murder on the Orient Express. And in both cases she adds a terrific
unforeseen twist at the end.

When 1 started to write my own mystery play, The Game'’s Afooi; or
Holmes for the Holidays, 1 came up with a mantra for myself based on all
my prior mystery reading. Just as President Clinton put a note above his
desk that said, “It’s the economy, stupid,” I put a note above my owt: desk
that said, "Relentlessly Entertaining.” T decided that the best way to write



a mystery for the stage was 1o make the piece as relentlessly enterraining
as | possibly could —another way of saying that the forward propulsion of
the piece should never flag,

3. The greatest mystery plays, like the greatest plays of any kind,
somehow, almost magically, have resonances e other, deeper lavers
of meaning. Take the greatest mystery play ever written, flamfet. It
begins with the line “Who's therer” and it spends the rest of the night
exploring that question. Who's there? Who am I? Who is the ghostr Who
is Clandius? And in the midst of these questions, it 1nanages to be (if
it’s possible to see it objectively any more) an edge-ofithe-seat mystery-
thriller where the vicum's son tries to figure out whether to trust a ghost
whao tells him to kill his own uncle in revenge for the brutal murder of
his father.

As Henlel above all others reminds us, mysteries speak to something
“central to us all. We try to find out who the killer is just the way we ask
other, deeper questions of identity. We want answers to vital questions
that can make the world more rational and sensible becanse answers give
us peace of mind.

4, Mysteries by their very natare contain certain recurring themes.
These usually include questions about death, about justice, and about
appearance versus reality. Let’s start with death: Has there ever been
a really successful stage mystery thas deesn’t have a dead body in it If
there has been, I don’t know of it, In some stage mysteries, the death
1s far in the past — think of Angel Street (retitled Gaslight for the movies}
by Patrick Hamilton:, in which the murder occurred years before the
opening of the play. By concrast, in Dial M for Muwrder, the murder doesn’t
occur until well into the second scene of the play. Similasly, in Sleuth and
Deathirap, the first half of the plav is spent plotting the malefaction. But
whether the death is remolte or recent, onstage or off, death of some
kind usnally plays a part,

Sometimes the death is morally ambiguous, which raises questions
about justice. Should the cuiprit be punishied if the victim is a predator
on the community? Haemiet raises this question squarely. Is Hamlel
morally wrong for murdering Claudius i Claudivs in fact murdered
Harnlet’s father in cold blood?

1 raise this gquestion myself in The Games Afoot; or Holmes for the
Holidays, TUs hardiy the central question of the play, but I've spoken with
andience members who find the issue of justice to be one of the most
interesting parts of the whole proceceding. If the culprit who is finally
identified killed a character who was hateful o the whole society, is
that culprit blameworthy or worthy of praise? And should thar kind of
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culprit be punished, either bv society or by the law? The answers to these
questions are never clear-cut, nor should they be. But it’s interesting to
remember that we certainly root lor Prince Hamiet every step of the way.

What about appearance versus realitvd In one sense, all drama
almost automatically raises this dichotomy. Actors play characters in the
play: and while we’re meant fo be invested in the characters whoe embaody
the story, we also realize that we're sitting in a dairkened room watching
actors who have been hired to play parts. What is the appearance and
what is the reality?

Mystery plays always take this question one step further. Many of the
characters, and certainly the culprit, arc disguising their true ideutities
for the sake of some kind of escape, be it from real life or from the
hangman. Disguise is central to mysteries, just as it's central to .our own
lives. Do we want anvone to know who we really arer How do we hide
our true identities? Whar happens when our true identities are revealed?
These questions arve central to all stage mysteries, from Hamlel to The 39
Steps. And this is one of the reasons that we find mysteries so endlessiy
fascinating: Mysteries are journcys trying to answer the question of who
we really are.

5. Finally, what we're really seeking when we look for answers in a
mystery is a sense of order. Inn The Game’s Afoal; or Hobnes for the Holidays,
I have the inspector in the play, Inspector Goring, say to the protagonist,
William Gilletee (the actor who played Sherlock Holmes on stage for
over thirty vears): “Order from chaos. Order from chaos. It's what I de.”

And that’s what mysteries do. They fit the pieces together. First,
all the disparate elements of the story are thrown wuip in the air by
the murder or other corrupting event. Then, miraculonsly, all those
elements fall back 1o earth and fit together again, like the piece of a
Jjigsaw puzzle, into a social order that society recognizes and approves,

We as humans s¢einr 1 crave Uial sense of order. We find it savsfving
and it gives us peace, It seems to me that it’s somchow related to the
puzzles that many of us like to solve on a day-to-day basis, like crosswords
and Sudokus. Solving those puzzles and filling in ali the space in an
orderly manner gives us a sense of reassurance and closure,

Every mystery play I can think of — from the earliest examples of
the genre, like Sherivck Ioluies by William Gillette, which premiered in
1899, to more recent examples, like The 39 Sigps by Patrick Barlow, which
premiered in 2005 — has an ending where good triumphs over evil and
society rights itself after a period of discord. In a sensc, that’s the very
definition of a mystery. Order from chaos. It's what they do.

Ken Ludwig
October 2012






AUTHOR’S NOTE

William Giliette was a star of the American stage during the early part
of the 20th century. He wrote the play Sherlock {Iolmes in collaboration
with 8ir Arthur Conan Dovle and be starred in it with enormous suceess
in both New York and Londan for a toral of 1,300 performances spread
over thirty years. He became associated with Holmes in the public’s
imagination; and with his rovaldes from this and other plays, he built a
replica of a medieval castie on the Connecticut River filled with gadgets
representing the latest technology. It was here that he enterrained the
casts of his latest New York hits, and he remained beloved to his fans
until his death in his eighties. Gillette Castle is open to the public to
this day.



CHARACTERS

WILLIAM GILLETTE
MARTHA GILLETTE
FELIX GEISEL
MADGE GEISEL
SIMON BRIGHT
AGGIE WHEELER
INSPECTOR GORING
DARIA CHASE

SETTING

The living roem of the mansion of William Gillette on the Connecticut
River near Fast Haddam, Connecticnt.

TIME

Diecember 1936



“For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak
With most miraculous organ.”

Hunlet, Ack 2, Scene 2
William Shakespeare

“Chestruts roasting on an open fire...”

The Christmus Song
Mel Tormé






ACT ONE

Scene One

(Darkness. Suddenly we hear a furious passage from the
Jourth movement of Beethoven's String Quartet Opus 95.
The volume is high and the passage is nerve-wracking.)

(The lime 15 December 1895, Police whistles rent the air
as voices shout “Stop that man!” “Stop him!” “He’s a
killer!™ A woman screams and the lights come up.)

(We're in the sitting wom of a middleclass house in
London at the very moment that a strange man is bolt-
ing through the open front door. The chatrs and sofa in
the room have dust-covers over them, and curtains e
drawn over the windows. There is a Christmas tree in
one corney, but it has no lLights or ornaments on i. A
moment later;, a second man runs on in pursuit. His
name is SHERLOCK HOLMES. )

HOLMES. Stop! Moriarty, it’s over!
MORIARTY. Never! You'll never catch me, Holmes, I've

eluded you this long, and I can assure vou that I'm ot
about to get caught now.

(HOLMES reaches for his gun — but i’s not there! He pats
his clothes to find i, but il’s gone. MORIARTY siniles:)

This afternoon at Doctor Watson's office T rook the lib-
erty of relieving you of your gun.

(MORIARTY pulls out the gun, poinis if af HOLMES
and pulls the irigger.)

(“Click.” It’s empty. MORIARTY is shocked. )

HOLMES. This morning at the gas works I took the liberty
of removing the bullets,

15
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MORIARTY. Damn you, Holmes!

(MORIARTY throws down the gun and rushes to the
back door of the room. He lries to escape, but the door s
{ocked. )

HOLMES. There is no means of escape this time.

MORIARTY. Of course there is! There’s always an escape!
In my time I have robbed the Khedive of Egypt. I have
emptied the Bank of England. Do you think that I'll
surrender to a two-bit consulting detective?!

HOLMES. (picking wp the same gun and pointing it at MORIARTY )
I'm afraid you'll have to.

MORIARTY. (with scorn) Oh, please. The gun is empiy.

{BANG! HOLMES has shot the gun within inches of
MORIARTY s head. )

HOLMES. I emptied only the first chamber. How else to
catch a master criminal?

(MORIARTY lpoks around wildly for & means of escape —
and he sees the apen window across the room. He makes a
run for il...as ALICE and MARIAN rush into the room. )
ALICE. Mr. Holmes!
MARIAN, Proiessor!
HOLMES, Don’t! Don’t do it, it’s three stories — !
(Too late. MORIARTY has launchea himself out the
window. )

MORIARTY. Ahhhhhh!

(He falls with a horrible thud onto the street below. At
this moment, COUNT ZERLINSKY enlers. He is dressed
in full Hungarian Royal regalia and speaks with a
heavy Eastern European accent. )
ALICE. Oh, Mr. Holmes, thank God you're safe!
COUNT ZERLINSKY. Vell done, vell done, Mr. Holmes!
(to ALICE ) How de you do. Count Zerlinsky.

(to HOLMES aguin) Come, ve get the letters from the
dead body! Hal
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(At the mention of letters, ALICE goes pale.)

HOLMES. (quiztly) The letters are not on the body. 1 secured
them this morning.

ZERLINSKY. Oh, excellent! Please hand zem over.

HOLMES. I'm afraid T can’t do that.

ZERLINSKY. But vhy not?

HOLMES. {glancing at ALICE) Because they compromise a
voung lady who deserves beiter. A young lady who
made one small mistake but will not, T promise you,
pay for it for the rest of her life.

ZERLINSKY. But Mister Holmes! The Prince vill be furious.
(HOLMES shrugs.)
He vill ruin vour reputation! He vill have my head! He
vill —
HOLMES. Get out! Now! I den't want to see you ever again!
ZERLINSKY. ... Zis iss not over!!
(COUNT ZERLINSKY leaves in a huff.)
MARIAN. Counl Zerlinsky! Wait!
(She runs oul after him, leaving ALICE and HOLMES
alone in the room. )
ALICE. Then you did promise to give him the letters,

HOLMES. Yes. And now that you see me in my true light,
we have nothing left to say but goodbye. My supposed
friendship for you was a pretense, a sham...

ALICE. T don’t believe you.

HOLMES. Why not?

ALICE. From the way you speak, from the way you look!
You're not the only one who can tell things from small
details. Kiss me. Kiss me and then tell me you don’t
love me.

(He kisses her. )
HOLMES. I...1 don’t...

17
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(He takes her in his arins and kisses her passionately.
Strong music and the curtain falls. We hear the wild
applause of an audience — and realize now that what
we've just seen is a play within a play. In reality we're at
the Palace Theatve in New York City in early December
1936, The curtain rises and the entive cast of five appear
and take their bows. Then the man who has been playing
HOLMES steps forward and holds wp his hand lo quiet
the crowd. )

GILLETTE. Ladies and gentlemen, Merry Chrisunas.

(Audience: “Merry Christmas!”)

My name is William Gillette and 1 thank vou for your
kind reccpton of our play about a man of reason who
loses his heart and stands up for the one lixed star in
his firmament - the cause of justice,

{applause)

As many of you know, 1 wrote this play some fifteen
vears ago with the blessing of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle
in order to keep his greatest creation — Mr. Sherlock
Holmes — alive and well on the stages of the world.
Any success we have attained, [ attribute entirely to
Sir Arthur, though I'm more than happy to bask in his
reflected glory.

(laughter; applause)

This was our final performance in New York City, but I
hope that vou’ll come see us again, on tour, which we
begin right after Christmas in just —...wait. Stop, Don’t
anyone move!

(He points mto the audience.)

That man has a gunl

(lawghter)
No, no, I mean it. I'lm not joking. He could be —

(BANG!!! A shot is fired from the audience and
GILLETTE cries out and falls to the ground. The actress
playing ALICE, who is beside him, screams, then kneels
over him. Her name is AGGIL:)
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AGGIE. William! William! Please somebody get a doctor!
THE OTHERS. Gillette!
William!
There he is!
Stap him!
Find us a doctor!
Bring down the curtain!!
(As the curtain falls and the stage goes black, we hear
move of the furious Beethoven quartet. It sets our nerves
a-jangle as we transition direcily info:)
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Scene Two

(We're ¢n the living room of the home of WILLIAM
GILLETTE, two weeks later. Its early evening om Christ-
mas Fve, 1936.)

(Note: it’s actually the same room we saw in the Sherlock
Hobmes play during Scene One, bul the dust covers have
come off the furniture, the curtains are pulled back and
we're now 0 the bright, sunny living room of a mansion
on the Conmecticut River,)

(The room is glamovous, theatrical and extremely hospi-
table — a whirl of gleaming surfaces and exolic prints,
“modern” light fixtures and Art Deco mirrors. Note: it
does noL look like the veal Gillette Castle interior which
is stone and wood. There is nothing dark or medieval
about this rvoom. I looks like an Avi Deco dream world:
Jull of glass cutouls of glamorous women with hounds;
targe swaths of color; glamour by the bushel — as though
we've steprped into a colorful Erté print. Note: the cos-
tumes should maich the set. They are all striking and
glamorous, each in ils own way.)

(At the moment, the sel is decorated for Chrisitmas, so
there is a lavge Christinas tree in one corner, beautifully
hung with ornaments and lights, with a number of
wrapped presents underneath. There is also tinsel here
and there throughout the voom, as well as a number of
clever and eccentric Sanias, snowmen, and Eudolphs. )

(Also, since the house is owned by a here of melodramas,
there are swords and pistols placed dashingly on the
walls. )

{There are doors to the hallway stage right and a staircase
leading up lo a landing [and on up to the bedrooms]
stage left. There are French deors at the back leading to
a dock. There are at least three other doors in the room:
one leading to the dining room, one to the lirary, and
the other one is a closet door. This closet door will play a
prominent vole during Act One, Scene Two and should
not be slighted. )
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(During the transition from the London locale lo
Gillette’s living room, we hear a broadcast from a radio
on the set. The paragraph in brackets showld be cut if the
set tramsition time will allow:)

{(Beep-beep-be-beep-becp:)

BROADCASTER. (unseen) This is the News of the World for
December 1936. Around the country there are lines
again, but not for soup anymore, this time it’s for jobs
aplenty as President Roosevelt fulfills his promise of a
New Deal for all Americans.

[ Meanwhile, Wallace Simpsen, that American gal who
changed the course of British history by capturing
the heart of a King, was spotted disembarking at the
Brooklyn Pier prompting speculation: Is it a New York
wedding for these royal lovebirdsr]

In entertainment news, Broadway star William Gillette
is now recuperating in his Connecticut mansion after
that nearfatal shooting on stage at the Palace Theater
just two weeks ago. We hear that movie stars galore —
including Clark Gable and the glamorous Myrna Loy
— have been visiting the great actor in Connecticut,
hoping to speed his recovery. For now, we wish him
well and look [orward to hearing again his famous cry,
“Watson! The Game’s Afoot!”

(As the hights come wp, MARTHA enters from the dining
room. She is Gillette’s mother, a smartly dressed, some-
what vague and dithering woman in her mid-70s, At the
moment, she only has one of her shoes on. She’s trying lo
pull on the other one with Little success. )

(As she apens the door to enter the room, a dog starts
barking furtously in the room thal she has just left.

Perhaps we see a bit of the dog’s head darting in and out
of the room. )

PORTIA. Bark, bark, bark, bark, bark!!
MARTHA. Down girll.. Stop it!... Portia, I said stop!!
(The barking stops. MARTHA enlers. )
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MARTHA. (cont.) Dear little Portia. I love that dog. I wonder
how she’d look above the mantlepicce...

(BZZZZZZZ! The doorbell buzzes, which sets the dog
barking again.)

Nol! Portia, stop it! Be quiet! Willie! Could you get the
door, please, I'm having trouble with my corsage!
(GILLETTE enters from his study. Now that we get to
see him properly, we realize that he’s a strikingly hand-
some man, smartly dressed, good-humored, full of irony
and life. A sori of modern-day Ulysses. At the moment,
he wears an elegant robe, and his arm is in a sling. He
carries & beautifully wrapped Christmas present, which
he places wnder the tree. )

GILLETTE. Sorry, Mother, I'm still in my robe. I simply can’t
do things as quickly with this damn sling on my arm!

MARTHA. Well then vou shouldn’t have invited your friends
for the weekend. And on Christmas Evel

GILLETTE. But that makes it festive, Besides, none of them
has any other family to speak of.

MARTHA. Oh, balderdush. 1 find this very odd. You were shot
Just two weeks ago and you need to recover.

GILLETTE. I am recovered. I'm simply lame at the moment.
Like Richard the Third, 7T am nof shaped for sportive
tricks nor made to cowrt an amorous looking glass.”

MARTHA. Willie, please don’t start on onc of your —

GILLETTE. T am rudely stamped and want love’s majesty to strut
before a wanton, ambling nymph.”

MARTHA. Willie, this is not the time with people waiting at
the -

GILLETTE. “And thal so lamely and unfashionable that dogs bark
at me as I halt by them!”

(BZZZZZ!)
MARTHA. Willie, will you stop it and get the door!

GILLETTE. | can’t go to the door in my bathrobe, Mother,
I'm not eccentric.
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(He disappears jauntily wp the stairs.)
MARTHA. {calling up the stairs} You're o big help!
(BZZZ77! BZZZ77!;
I'm coming! 1t's like living in a madhouse while the gate-
keeper is on holiday.
(BZZZZZ! BLZZZ71
(She goes fo the desk, where she prushes an electric button
and speaks wnio a microphone. )
Hello, who is it?
{We hear SIMON gnd AGGIE through the speaker until
they enter on the next page.)

SIMON. It's Simon!

AGGIE. And Aggie!

SIMON. And oh my gosh, is there a speaker in the door or
something?

MARTHA. Yes, dear. It's called a speaker-phone and it’s one
of Willic’s hair-brained ideas.

AGGIE. Mrs. Gilletie?

MARTHA. Ilello, Aggie. How nice to meet vou, dear.

SIMON. This is amazing. It’s like Flash Gordon or some-
thing,.

AGGIE. Where are you, then?

MARTHA. I'm in the drawing room but I'm still getring
dressed.

SIMON. You're getting dressed in the drawing room?! Does
it have a window so 1 can watch?

MARTHA. Oh stop it. you terrible boy.

AGGIE. The door seems to be unlocked. Shall we come
straight in?

MARTHA. Yes, please. And bring the delinquent with you.
(MARTHA gets her shoe on and checks her makeup, al
which pomt SIMON and AGGIE enfer. AGGIE, who
played Alice in the play in Scene One, 15 a real product
of her age: 25, beaubiful, bright-eyed and jull of spunk.
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She’s dressed to perfection in a fur-trimmed coat and
muff for the holidays. SIMON, who played Zevlinshy, is
sweel and enthusiastic, also 25. They're both innately
affectionate and good-natured and make a wonderful
couple. )

AGGIE. (seeing the rovm for the first time) Toly smoke!

SIMON. This is where God would live if he could afford ir...

AGGIE. Mrs. Gillette?

MARTHA. Aggiec Wheeler, after all this time, | can’t believe
we haven’t met before,

AGGIE. Neither can I,

MARTHA. I’ve heard all about you from Willie, of course.
He simply raves about vou.

AGGIE. He's wonderful.
SIMON. Oh doggone it, vou've finished dressing!
MARTHA. You wicked creature, get over here.

{They embrace affectionatety.)

SIMON. Marry me now. Before the baby arrives.

MARTHA. Ol, you...I've known this young man since he was
an extra in Pride and Prejudice. | played Muis. Bennett.

AGGIE. (iaking SIMON s hand) I wish I'd seen it.

MARTHA. | pretended I was a litle dotty and not all there,
you know.

SIMON, It was quite a stretch.
MARTHA. Oh, be quiet.

SIMON. Did you make me a Christmas present? I love your
presents.

(to AGGIE) Last year she made me her famous peach
preserves. I was doubled over with joy [or three days.
AGGIE. (handing MARTHA g beaulifully-wrapped fresent) This is
for you. Merry Christmas.
MARTHA. Oh, thank vou. It looks beautiful.

(She puts it under the tree. )

SIMON, This house is amazing! It must have cost the earth.
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MARTHA. Oh vou know Willie. It’s never by halves,

SIMON. When did you move in?

MARTHA. About three months age now.

AGGIE. And how is he feeling?

MARTHA. Well, he scared me to death getting shot like that,
and now he insists he’s going to catch the culprit all by
himself. I say to him, “Willie, vou're not a policeman!” But
hie locks himself up for hours in his laboratory.

SIMON. You have a laboratory?

MARTHA. My dear this house has everything. Watch this.
(She pulls a lever and a floorto-ceiling portion of the
bookease swivels around to creale a bar complele wilh
two bar stools and a bartable. I'n other words, it's a sort
of hidden voom within the room that is only revealed
when. the lever is pulled.)

SIMON. Good Lord.

MARTHA. That’s one of his favorites — along with the
miniature railroad, the electric snow shovel and the
exploding monkey.

{The door bell buzzes. )

That’ll be Madge and Felix. I'll be right back.

(She exits, leaving AGGIE and SIMON alone in the
room. AGGIE fakes a deep breath. )

SIMON. Are you holding up all right?

AGGIE. 1 think so.

SIMON. Ie’ll be fine with it, just trust me.

AGGIE. Right.

SIMON. Good egg.

AGGIE. ... You're surer

SIMON. Absolutely. I want to see their faces when we give
them the news. They'll say, “What?! What?!”

(He makes a face and they laugh happily. At which
point, MADGE and FELIX enter. They played Marian
and Moriarty in the play in Scene One. They're in their
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early 40s and married. FELIX is histrionic and arch n
a Lionel Barrymore/Sir Toby Befch sort of way. MADGE
s flamboyant and wry in a Rosalind Russell smart-
mouthed-gal-about-town sort of way.)

FELIX. Greetings and salutations!

MADGE. “What country, friend is this?”

FELIX. “It is lllyria, lady.”

MADGE. “My brother, he is in Elysium. Ferchance he is not
drowned! What think you, Sailor?”

FELIX, ‘It is perchance that you yourself were saved.” Hal
(They all embrace and laugh. )

Merry Christmas! Here’s to the revels. They shall be
non-stop and very drunken. Do you realize that we’ve
been on vacation for a mere two weeks and already I've
missed you terribly.

SIMON. Thank you, Felix.

FELIX. Not you, you idiot. Aggie. I've been in love with her
since I was uh oh, there’s my wife.

MADGE. Keep talking, darling. It will sound so wonderful
when it’s repeated in court.

AGGIE. How was your uime otf?
MADGE. Luxurious. We went to a spa. Felix hated it.

FELIX, There was nothing to eat. Or drink! And we had to
do some bizarre Buddhist exercise.

MADGE. It’s called Yoga.
FELIX. | thought that was the white pudding stulf,
MADGE. That was yoghurt.

FELIX. It was like spoiled milk with the texture of bone
marrow. It'll never catch on.

AGGIE. I can’t get over this place, can vou?

MADGE. He said it was something, but I had no idea.

AGGIE. Why would he build a castle on the Connecticut
River?

FELIX. Why does Gillette do anything? The man is insane.
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SIMON. I thought he was your best friend.
FELIX. And I repeat, the man is insane.

MADGE. He builds an awfully nice house, though. It would
be excellent for a murder.

SIMON. Why a murder?
MADGE. [t’s isolated, there are loads of rooms for hiding

the body, and it’s on a river so you can drown people.
What more do you want, an ax?

FELIX. (nodding {o the wall) He has one.
SIMON. Two.
AGGIE, Three.

FELIX. As well as two broadswords, a garrote and a brace
of pistols. If Connecticut is ever attacked by Rhode
Island, this house will be the first line of defense.

(They laugh. At whiclh moment, GILLETTE enters down
the stairs, dressed for the evening.)

GILLETTE. And the snow fell gently wpon the little stable. And
there, in front of i, was a manger made of wood, and in the
manger was a boy-child —

FELIX. And his name was Sherlock Holmes.

AGGIE. William!

MADGE. Willie-boy!

GILLETTE. Madge, dear! And Aggie!

AGGIE. How is your arm? Are vou in pain?

GILLETTE. Oh it’s much better, thank vou for asking.
Simon, how are you?

SIMON. It’s good to see you, sir.

GILLETTE. I see you've all arrived safely, despite wind and
weather.

SIMON. It’s getting pretty dicey out there.

GILLETTE. “Blow winds,” ¢h? “and crack your cheeks.”

FELIX. “Spout / Till vou have drenched our steeples, drowned the
cocks!”

GILLETTE. “Buf cven then the morning cock crew loud

And at the sound it shrunk in haste away.”
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FELIX. “The knave turns fool that runs away.”

GILLETTE. “Where's my fool? Ho! I think the world’s asleep!”
FELIX. “To sleep, perchance to dream.”

GILLETTE. “1o sleep, no more.”

MADGE. Fault! You repeated “sleep.” Game, set and match
to Felix.

FELIX. My God 1 love you.
MADGE. Of course you do.
FELIX. I1a! .

GILLETTE. Felix, you scoundrel! Were you making fun of
me down here?

FELIX. Moi?
GILLETTE. 1 do have the proof.

(GILLETTE looks heavenward and we hear voices coming
through a speaker:)

(AGGIE: Why would he build a castle on the Connecticut
River?)

(FELIX: Why does GILLETTE do anything? The man is
msane. )

(SIMON: [ thought he was your best friend.)

(FELIX: And [ vepeat, the man is insane. )

FELIX. What in God's name was that?
GILLETTE. My latest goody. Microphones here and here,
and I can tarn them on and off at all the light switches.
SIMON. How do you play it back?
(GILLETTE {akes a remote control device from his pocket
and holds it up. It's large and distinctive-looking.)
GILLETTE. It’s called a “remote control.” First presented
in 1903 to the Paris Academy of Science and under

development ever since. It sends signals through the
air without wires. The military is searting to use them.

SIMON. You're amazing!

(MARTHA enters with a tray of champagne glasses.)
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MARTHA. Hello, my darlings. I've brought some bubbly so
we can really celebrate.

MADGE. Now vou're talking!

TFLIX. Here, let me help. That looks awtully heavy.
(She gives him  kiss as he lakes the tray.)

MARTHA. You darling boy. He always looks after me. Unlike
some children I know who will remain unnamed.

GILLETTE. “An ill-favored thing, siv, but mine own.”

MARTHA. Oh stop blathering, Willie. He can be so irritat-
ing. Espedally since he got shot - he’s so proud of it.
By the way, where’s Barnes? 1 can’t find him anywhere.

AGGIE. Who's Barnes?

MARTHA. He's our butler. Can you imagine, we have a
buder!

GILLETTE. | gave him the night off.

MARTHA. What?!

GILLETTE. He looked tired, and we're all family, really.

MARTHA. Oh, Willie, how could you?! With vour bad arm
you can’t even help me!

GILLETTE. Oh of course I can. Look: I've been meaning to
deo this for two days now.

{He takes off his S‘ling. Handing it to FELIX:)
Here. Frame it

FELIX. We'll call it A Favewell to Arms.

SIMON. I suppose there’s been no progress finding the
man who shot vou.

GILLETTE. Well, the police are stuck, but 1 believe I've
found something.

OTHERS. Whar? / But what? / What is it?

GILLETTE. (puiling out an envelope) Do yvou remember the
note that was left at the stage door on the day of the
shooting?

SIMON. The stage door?

AGGIE. [ do. Old Noggsy told me the envelope was
addressed to you, but the note was biank.
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GILLETTE. Exactlv. And the police lost interest in it.

(He pulls a Bunsen burner from under his desk and
places it on the coffee table. During the following, he
lights it and evervone gathers around.)

But I've been subjecting it to some tests upstairs in my
laboratory, and in the end it was a matter of trial and
error. Take a look.

(He holds the note vver the flame, etc.)

It took a few tries, but | mixed a little sodium carbon-
ate into the alcohol, so it isn’t just the heat that’s doing
it, it’s also the chernical...

SIMON. Oh 1wy gosh.

AGGIE. Look!

(Writing has appeared on the paper.)

FELIX. (taking the note) “Dear Mr. Holmes,
Bang, you're dead.”

SIMON. Then they were trying to Kill vou.

AGGIE. Wait! There’s more. Look.

(reading) “H-VI-1-1-1-3-5.” It’s like a cipher.

SIMON. Mavbe it’s a German code. I mean with Hitler and
all...

GILLETTE. Possibly. On the other hand - Aggie, could you
please hand me rhat Shakespeare on the bookstand?
You see, most people don’t realize that when Sherlock
Holmes says “The game is afoot” in the “Adventure of
the Abbey Grange,” he is in fact quoting Shakespeare.

AGGIE. Which play?

SIMON, H-V-I-I-L.. Henry the Eighth!

FELIX. That's a wonderful guess, Simon, but it’s wrong.

MADGE. llenry the Fifth.

FELIX, Of coursc.

MADGE. “Once more unto the breach, dear friends, once more,

Or close the wall wp with our English dead!”

FELIX. “7 see you stand like greyhounds in the slips,
Siraining upon the start.”
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FELIX & MADGE. “THE GAME'S AFOOT!”
AGGIE. S0 “H-V” is Henry the Fifth.
SIMON. And “L-II-1-3-57 is
GILLETTE. Act 3, scene 1, line 35.
{showing them o page in the book:)
At the marking.
AGGIE. “"The game’s afool.” Wow.
SIMON, Tt was left for you at the stage door? Thart's rather
creepy.
FELIX. But what does it mean?
MADGE. It means whoever tried (o kill you is seriously crazy.
FELIX. (locking at GILLETTE) There’s something more, isii't
there? Let me see that.
(He takes the letler and holds it up to the light, pecring
at i)
There'’s a watermark.
SIMON. What’s a watermark?

GILLETTE. An impression pressed into the paper when it's
manulaciured.

MADGE. A sort of advertisement. Hotels do it, and busi-
NESsEs.

FELIX. Oh, Christ.

SIMON. What?

MADGE. Where is it from?

FELIX. The Palacc Theater.

MADGE. Oh, no,

AGGIE. I'm not following this.

MADGE. It means whoever wrote this had access to the the-
ater’s stationery. It means they worked at our theater.
{They look at each other with uneasiness.)

SIMON. ...It could have been someone from the stage
Ccrew. ..

AGGIE. Or a producer.
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FELIX. Or an actor.
(Silence. The mood is tense. You could cul i with a
krife. )

MARTHA. Well, vou’ve certainly made it a jolly Christimas,
Willie.

GILLETTE. Oh, stop it. We shouldn’t jump to conclusions.

Someone could have swiped the paper, in which case
no one here is imvolved at all.

(General rvelicf. The following lines overlap: “That’s
true.” “Of course it is.” “It’s like a bechive backstage.”)
Ladies and Gentlemen, to the Swiper!
(They laugh. )
Cheers!

ALL. Cheers! / Merry Christmas! / To us!
(They drink.)

SIMON. Uh, while we have the drinks out and we’re feeling
jolly and all, I'd uh like to make an announcement, if
I may. Well. ..

AGGIE. Go on.

SIMON. Well, Agoic and T are married.

MADGE. What?

FELTX. What?

MARTHA. You mean engaged.

AGGIE. No, married. Four weeks ago.
{They all erupt happily - except GILLETTE. )

MADGE/FELIX/MARTHA. Oh, Simon! Aggie! / You're kid-
ding! / That's wonderful!

MARTHA. He 1clls me nothing. My son tells me nothing at
all!

SIMON. We were going to teil all of you after the run, but
then the shooting happened —

MARTHA. Oh it’s marvelous.
(to GILLETTE ) Isn’t it wonderful, deay?
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GILLETTE. Hm? Yes. Of course it is. Absolutely.
MARTHA. (to AGGIE:) And you're so brave to get married
again after what happened the last time.

(Dead silence.)

GILLETTE. Mother...

MARTHA. Well she is. I mean her husband died on their
honeymoon, didn’t he? That’s what I heard.

GILLETTE. Mother, for heaven’s sake — -

AGGIE. Yes, he did die, Mrs. Gillette, and 1 don’t mind talk-
ing about it. In fact talking about it makes it more
bearable.

MARTHA. (fo GILLETTE) There. Are vou satisfied?

(to AGGIE) Now tell us what happened. I want to know
everything.

AGGIE. There isn't really much o well, Hugo and I — that
was my husband - we were married just over a year
ago, and we went to Killington in Vermont to ski for
our honevmoon.

MARTHA. Did vou really? T hear that’s very expensive.

MADGE. Her husband was quite well off.

MARTHA. That’s what I heard. They say he was lvaded. One
of the richest men in the ¢nore —

GILLETTE. That’s it. I give up.

MARTHA. Oh Willie, stop it. I hate it when people beat
around the bush. It’s like you and Penelope. You were
married, she died, you miss het and there’s an end to
it. And it makes you feel better when we talk about it,
coesn’t ity

GILLETTE. (with o rueful smile al his mother’s wisdom) ... Yes it
does.

MARTHA, Thank you.

(to AGGIE) Go on, my dear. Spill the beans.

AGGIE. Well...my husband was an excellent skier, but he
decided w try the Black Diamond slope, which is the
most dangerous one at the resort. He got all dressed
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in his jacket and goggles and the attendant tightened
his gloves and boots and Hugo set off down the hill, as
happy as I've ever seen him...and then...

MARTHA, Yes?

AGGIE. The strap on his boot just...broke while he was
coming down the hill, and...the ski sort of came apart
or something, and he lost control on the iciest part of
the slope and he...he hit a tree and died instanily.

MARTHA. Oh, no.

AGGIE. I must have been in shock at first because I tried
to just...talk to people and pretend that things were
manageable...but by the end of the first night T was
shaking so hard I couldn’t stop.

MARTHA. And you were all alone,

SIMON. Wcll, not for long. She had the good sense 1o wire
me that night. We've been best friends for ages, and 1
was in a show in New York at the time —

AGGIE. And he dropped everything and arrived the next
day. He was a great comfort.

MARTHA. And the rest is history. How romantic.

FELIX. In a lugubrious sort of way.

MADGE. Don’t you start. Martha's right. You have to face
up to life. No matter what the world throws at you,
no matter how difficult it can get sometimes, you just
have to say to hell with the bastards and go on living.

FELIX, That’s my girl. Let’s cheer things up with a littie
music, shall we?

(He heads for the radio.)

SIMON. Here, here!

MADGE. To the happy couple!

ALL. The happy couple!
(FELIX turns on the radio and tries to find a good tune.
But he only finds opera and news broadeasts... and

meanwhile, SIMON has found a ukulele Iying about. He
starts to play: and he and AGGIE sing a popular song
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of the era — something upbeat and fun, like “Delovely”
or “Anything Goes” by Cole Porter or *I Got Ehythm” by
George Gershwin.” They all start dancing and enjoying
themselves. Being actors, their dancing is joyful and a
bit loony. Then, without warning, we hear the ominous
sound of a ship’s horn from the direction of the river.)

GILLETTE. Wait. Wait! Iold on for a moment.
(He turns the volume of the radio down. )
I believe that our final guest has arrived and she’s pull-
ing into the dock this minute.

FELIX, There’s someone else?

MARTHA. Who is ir?

GILLETTE. Guess.

MARTHA, Oh, Willie...

AGGIE. Is she in the show?

GILLETTE. No, not in the show, but in show business.

SIMON. Do we know her?

GILLETTE. Well you certainly kitow of her.

FELIX. I smell trouble.

MARTHA. Willie, would you stop being cov! My God, he
could drive Saint Joan to drink. Just tell us who it is!

GILLETTE. ...It’s Daria Chase.

{Stlence. FELIX turns the music off.)

SIMON. What?

AGGIE. Oh no.

MARTHA. Oh, Willie, how could you.
SIMON. She’s awful,

FELIX, She’s worse than that.

MARTHA. I met her at a party once and she completely
snubbed me.

FELIX. She gave me the worst review I ever had in my life. It
was a costume drama with Joan Crawford, no less. She
said, “The radiant Miss Crawford came on to the click-
ing of high heels followed by a lump of roast beet.”

*Please see Music Use Note on Page 3.
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MADGE. She said I played Hamlet’s mother looking like a
worried hamster.

SIMON. I was in a play last year and appeared in a bathing
suit. She wrote: “Simon Bright's audacity in the role
was largely in excess of his equipment.”

GILLETTE, Well, she’s clever at least.

FELIX. She’s a spiteful, gossip-mongering harridan bitch
and you owe us all an explanation.

ALL. Here, here. / I agree. (ete.)

GILLETTE. All right, fine. She’s writing a profile of me
for Vanity Faér and she asked to come to one of our
weekends. Now like it or not, Daria Chase is the most
influential colummnist in the country. Her profile of me
will give us more free publicity than if I'd shot Lincoln.
So I suggest that as a courtesy to me you are at least
civil to Miss Chase and that you get off your fannies
and go greet her at the dock. Thank you.

{Bveryone heads for the door to the garden. )
SIMON. Exit ungrateful guests shuffling feet.

(SIMON, MARTHA, FELIX and MADGE exit — but before
leaving, FELIX adds a last word {v GILLETTE:)

FELIX. You're up to something, aren’t you?

(FELXX rolls s eyes and leaves. GILLETTE furns back
to the room — and sees that AGGIE has lingered to talk to
GILLETTE pﬂvateiy. J

GILLETTE. You didn’t tell me.

AGGIE. I couldn’t. I didn’t have the courage.

GILLETTE. Courage?

AGGIE. | didn’t want vou to think less of mec.

GILLETTE. But Simon is a fine fellow.

AGGIE. He's more than that!

GILLETTE. What I mean is —

AGGIE. I know what you mean. He's ordinary. He’s “nice.”

He's easy to please. Well he is those things. And he’s in
love with me.
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GILLETTE. Are you in love with him?

AGGIE. (huri) Of course I am. [ wouldn’t have married him
otherwise. (fncreasingly upser) And he’s very, very kind.
When I needed him, hie was there in an instant.

GILLETTE. Of course he was.

AGGIE. Bur 1 was in love with you. You just...you didn't ask
me. I gave you every chance. I offered you everything!

GILLETTE. I know you did. And I was too foolish to take
vou up on it. { had some misguided notion that I was
being loval to my wife's memory.

AGGIE. It’s been ten vears since your wife died.

GILLETTE. Yes, I know:

AGGIE. (in his arms) Oh, William. ..

GILLETTE. Aggic, listen. You're going to be fine. The best
man won. I'm sure of it. And for heaven’s sake, just

look ar me. 'm old enough to be vour slightly older
brother.

(She laughs nervously. )

AGGIE. Thanks, Thanks a million....Its just that I...I mean,
I thought that you.. felt something. ..

(almost breaking down)

You treat everything as a joke! Fven that horrible attempt on
your Life!

GILLETTE. Not as a joke, my dear, but as a game, which isa
diffcrent thing entirely, Look, we have chosen this mad
life of ours, and we’d be insane not to accept it for what
it is. Do I go to an officer No. Do 1 wear a tie to work?
No. We're actors. We wear silly costumes. We put on
noses made of putty, for God’s sake. We don’t want to
be grownups. We're all Peter Pans and a good thing it
15 too. I don’t want to leave all the fun behind because
I've reached some magical age of regret. That'’s what
they want us to do, you know, all those gray faceless
accountants, and I won’t do it. T won’t. I don’t treat
life as a joke — I treat it as the most glorious game ever
invented. Love and heartbreak? Game. Life and death?
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GILLETTE. {conl. ) The greatest game, the biggest adventure.
Shakespeare got it right on the nose. Henry the Fifth
charging into battle against overwhelming odds and
what does he crv? “It’s all a game and if I die, I die!” So
let them praise me, hate me or shoot at me — but at the
end of the batde, I wili have kved, even for a moment.
And if you think you necd Simon in order to live like
that, then take him, by all means! Cling 1o him! Don't
hesitate for a second!...I will, however, miss you unut-
terably.

(Beat. AGGIF, is speechiess. Her heart slarts racing and
she realizes how much she loves him. She leans in to
kiss him — when sounds from the terrace interrugnt the
moment. )

FELIX. (off) Gillette! Guess who's here?! It's our old friend
Daria Chase!

{DARIA CHASE enfers, followed by the others. DARIA is
gorgeous, glamorous, and dressed to the nines with holi-
day chic. She’s one of thuse people you can’t take your
eves off of. and despite all of her show-biz cattiness, you
can’t help liking her — or ai least admiring her. She has a
sense of umor and has invented herself from the ground
up, which is no mean feat.)

DARIA. (She poses.) Merry Christmas! Oh William! My dear,
swecet, vulnerable man! IHow is your arm? Your heart?
Your soul? Ak! After that ghastly shooting I thought I'd
never see vou again! That or I'd find you limping like
a broken lion to the final watering hole.

GILLETTE. And here I am as right as rain and twice as
healthy. Daria, you look magnificent.

DARIA. Oh, please. I simply grabbed whatever was hanging
i my sad, little closet as I bounded out of New York
City for the countrysicde on Christmas fve and oh my
God just smell the air out here! 1 haven’t smelled air
like this since I was a little ghtl growing up in Kansas
or wherever it was with all those divine little cows and
things. How lucky vou are to have all this...nature Lo
comfort you.
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FELIX. Just like that famous painting on the grass, but with
our clothes on.

DARIA. Oh, Felix, my dear, how areyou?

FELIX. Nat as well as you, obviously.

DARIA. Oh stop it. My beauty is superficial and vours is on

' the inside. And Madge. My God we go back a ways,
don’t we? I remember when I first came to New York
as a youngster — how [ looked up to you with all your
vears of experience.

MADGE. And yet my friends and I called you "Mother.”

DARIA. Now stop it, that’s impossible. You didn’t have any
friends.

MADGE. I had Felix.

DARIA. And didn’t everyone.

GILLETTE. Daria, let me introduce the rest of the clan. This
is my mother, Martha Gillette.

MARTHA. We've met before, Very briefly, at a party. But I do
read vour column. In fact, I keep it right next to my
bed in case [ can’t get to sleep at night.

GILLETTE. Mother!

DARIA. What a witty thing to sav. And so unexpected.

SIMON. Hello, Daria, 1t’s nice to see you.

DARIA. Simon, my dear, you're looking very well.

SIMON. As do vou!

GILLETTE. [ didn’t know that you two —

DARIA, Of course we do. We met at Killington, at the big
weekend. I was there for the skiing and those divine
parties.

{to AGGIE) Then after I left, yvour husband had that
ghastly accident, didn’t he. I was so upset. If T had
stayed [ would have had one of the biggest scoops of
the whole year! And poor vou. It must have been quite
llpSEU_ng.
MADGE. I'll bet vou don’t know they're married now.
AGGIE. For four weeks.
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SIMON. Four weeks, two days, and six hours. I'm especially

proud of the six hours. It shows I can really stick with
it

DARIA, The truth is, I do know about it, and I plan to put it
in my column on Monday morning. I mean, just look
al the two of vou. You're headline news! One minute
you're character actors, the next minute you've inher-
ited half of the Pacific Northwest.

SIMON. What do vou mean?
DARIA. What do I - ? Darling, you've just married the Merry
Widow of Manhattan for God's sake.

SIMON. Sorry, but you've got it wrong. Hugo didn’t leave
her anything.

DARIA. Fxcuse me, but I am a reporter. When I found the
records on your marriage, I happencd to see Hugo's
will and testament.

(to AGGIE:) He left you everyihing, didn’t her All his
millions.

AGGIE. .......oco. Yes, he did.
(The room erupts.)

FELIX, MARTHA & MADGE. Oh my God!/That’s amazing!/
Oh, Aggie! /Simon!
GILLETTE. Why didn’t you tell us?

AGGIE. [ don’t know. J-I didn’t want it to affect my rela-
‘tionship with anyone. They'd treat me differently, you
know they would.,

SIMON. Does this mean I'm rich?
(AGGIE nods. )
Very richr
(Nod.)

Hahaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa! I'm rich, I'm rich, I'm rich!
How do vou do? I'm rich. You may touch me...

(He rushes lo AGGIE, bul stops abruptly:)

You just made my day.
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(He embraces her and they all laugh. )

DARIA. I must say, this cast of yours gives me endless things
to write about. It's like I tnvented you just for the pur-
pose.

MADGE. We'd rather you wrote about the play and not us.

DARIA. Oh, nonsense. Of course you wouldn’t. Everyone
wants publicity. [t's magic, and it’s changing the world.
Look at me, I'm a sorceress. A wave of the pen and 1
can make you a star. Poof. Publicity equals fame equals
money. It’s like a drug, but it never stops. And I must
say, vou've all been hogging the limelight beautifully,
haven’t vou. First the shooting, which in itself must
have doubled my readership, then the inheritance and
now the marder —

FELIX. Murder?

AGGIE. What murder?

SIMON. You mean the shooting,.

DARIA. No, I mean the murder this moraing,
{Dead silence. )
Don't tell me you don’t...
{to GILLETTE ) Do you know about it?

GILLETTE. I'm afraid I do. I was going to tell cveryone ajler
dinner.

DARIA. Oops.
AGGIE. Who was murdered?
GILLETTE. Noggs.

(Shocked silence.)
SIMON. Stage doorman Noggs?
GILLETTE. I'm afraid so.
AGGIE. Oh no.

GILLETTE. The police asked me to identity the body this
morning. It happened late last night, apparently.

DARIA. [ was there,

GILLETTE. Excuse me?
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DARIA. At your theater. Last night. Not af the murder, of
course.

MADGE. But there’s no show on at the moment.
DARIA. I was doing background work on my article.
FELIX. Did you see Noggs there?

DARIA. Yes, 1 did. When I went én, but he was murdered
apparently when I was inside.

SIMON. But wha would murder him? I mean — poor Noggsy.

MARTHA. Perhiaps he saw something related to the shoot-
ing. Or overheard someone talking about it.

AGGIE. Could it have been an accidentr?

SIMON. Or natural causes, like a heart attack.

GILLETTE. That would be very comforting indeed, except

his throat was cut from car to ear with a razor blade.

{BOOM!! A thunderclap. They alf jump. Through the
windows we can see the snow falling. )
MADGE. There’s a storm brewing.

FELIX. And I have a feeling it’s going to get quite nasty
before it’s over.

MARTHA. Oh nonsense, it’s Christmas Eve, now let’s have
dinner. Right this way. Let’s go everybody!
{MARTHA opens the door to the dining room, and Portia
starts barking again. )

PORTIA. Bark, bark, bark, bark, bark!!

MARTHA. Of, Portia, be guiel!
{Everyone staris filing into the dining room chatting.)

DARIA. (winding FELIX's arm around hers} Felix, my darling,
will you take me in? I'm like the maiden aunt of the
family, all sad and lonely.

FELIX. (glancing at MADGE ) ...Of course,
(DARIA and FELIX go in.)

SIMON. (taking AGGIE S arm, imitating Darig) Aggie, my dar
ling, will you take me in? I'm like the bachelor uncle
of the family, all full of myself and annoying...
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AGGIE. Shh! Stop it! She’ll hear you!
(SIMON and AGGIE go in. GILLETTE goes fo the radio.)

GILLETTE. (aloud, so that evervone hears him) Let’s leave the
doors open so we can hear the music, shall we?

(Everyone lias gone by this time except MADGE, who has
lingered. She waits fo make sure that she and GILLETTE
are alone, then says quielly:)

MADGE. Are we still going through with it?

GILLETTE. Absolutely.

{GILLEXTE turns on the radio and then accompanies
MADGE into the dining room, leaving the living room
empiy. )

(The Beethoven string quartel resumes ferociousty,
drowning out the radio. As the stage goes black, we hear
another huge clap of thunder and see a flash of lLight-
ning.)

End of Scene
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Scene Three

(The same room, an hour later, )

(The scene begins with more Beethoven, the same qugr-
tet, as disturbing as ever. Then comes a boom of thunder
and a flash of lighining, and we se¢ a blizzard of snow-
flakes lasking at the windows. )

(As the lights come up, AGGIE is alone in the room. She’s
locking wistfully at some memento of Gillette, pevhaps
a painting of him, or a piece of Sherlockiana. We hear
laughter coming from the dining room.)

(After a moment, FELIX enlers from the dining room. )

FELIX. I'll be right back.

GILLETTE. (off) Hurry it up!

SIMON. (off) We want dessert!
(FELIX closes the door behind him and then sees AGGIE. )

FELIX. Aggie, dear. Are you all right?

AGGIE. I was looking arcund...It’s beautiful here, isn’t it.

FELIX. Spectacular, but that's William, isn’t it. He likes the
best, and he usually gets it. But not always.

AGGIE. I had no idea he was this successful.

FELIX. He's taken wus all by surprise, actually. He and 1
started out together, we were roommates in the city
— both of us as poor as church mice, auditioning for
everything that came aiong, Then one day, out of the
blue, he says, “T think I'll write a play about Sherlock
Holmes,” and I say, “Don’t be ridiculous, that'll never
work.” So he writes the play and stars in it and it runs
for twenty vears and here we are.

AGGIE. I know he admires you tremendously.

FFLIX. Does he?

(Do we sense some jealously in FELIX's reply? It’s not
impossible. DARIA appears at the lop of the stairs and
sweeps down. )

DARIA. Well, well, well, if it tsn’t the Heiress of Brooklyn.
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AGGIE. Hello.

DARIA. Do vou know, I've been thinking about what hap-
pened to you. Pretty young actress, 110 Ioncy, meets
eligible voung man who's very rich. He falls deeply in
love with her, marrics her and promptly dies on the
honeymoon and I think to myself: vou must be the
luckiest girl in the entire world.

FELIX. Daria, she lost her husband, for heaven’s sake.

DARIA. Oh, please. Husbands are a dime a dozen. They
come and go like ducks around a country pond. They
waddle around locking seltimportant, they quack as
though someone is actually listening to them, and
then, mercifully, they die off and disappear.

AGGIE. | think I should go now.

(AGGIE exils info the dining room. )

FELTX. That was very endearing of you, Daria. Why not just
take an ax and chop her feet off.

DARIA. Oh, grow up. The little gold-digger hit the jack-
pot. What more does she want, a trophy? And she got
Simomn in the bargain. Now let’s stop talking about

them. Let’s talk about me instead. What is it you like
most about me?

FELIX. Your shyness.

DARIA. | like vou because you're handsome. And stoic.
Doesn’t all of Gillette’s success make you want Lo
scream? Aren’t you seething inside with jealousy?

FELIX. No, he’s my best friend.

DARIA. Really? You didn’t oy to shoot him, then.

FELIX. How could I? I was on stage when he was shot.

DARIA. S0 was everybody who’s here this weekend. Except
dear, innocent Martha.

FELIX. And you.

DARIA. Why would I want to shoot him? I haven'’t slept with
him yet. Now stop being stoic and kiss me,

FELIX. I'm a married man.
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DARIA. {cuddling up fo him) You mean your lips don’t work
at all any more?

FELIX. Daria...

DARIA. Ten minutes, upstairs, they'd never miss us,
FELIX. Daria!

DARIA. We never get to spend time together!

FELIX. We could be spending a great deal of time together,
in there eating dinner.

DARIA, Your're angry about the review, aren’t vou?
FELIX. You did call me a side of beef,

'DARIA. But in a nice way! Oh, Felix, I was just orying to get

a laugh. T should tell the truth when I write, shouldn’t
I? Truth and beauty, as the poet Shelley said: it is all we
know on earth and all we need to know.

FELIX. Keats.

DARIA. Hmm?

FELIX. It was the poet Keats.

DARIA. You know, Felix, you're even more attractive when
you stand up to me.

{She kisses him hungrily on the lips and really goes at it.
Then she breaks it off.)

FELIX. I should get back to the others.

DARIA, Not yet, surely.

FELIX. Daria.

(She whimpers., )
Daria, down!

DARIA. You know, Felix, there are certain things I know
about your past that you might not want bandied
about among your loved ones. So it might be in your
best interests to be nicer to me, don't you think?

(We see a flash of anger cross FELIX s face — as the door

of the dining room bursts open and GILLETTE enters,
leadmg his guests. )
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SIMON,/MADGE/AGGIE/MARTHA. A wonderful dinner! /It
really was! / Kudos to the hostess. / Thank you, thank
vou.

GILLETTE. (o FELIX ) Ah, Philostrate! Master of the Revels!
Stir up the Athenian youth to merriment,

Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth!

FELIX. I shall turn melancholy forth to funerals, now get
out the cards so we can play some bridge.

MADGE. | vote for pinochle.

SIMON. Charades!

AGGIE. Dancing!

GILLETTE. Oh come, come! I have something planned

that’s better than all those put together, I'll give you a
hint. It involves shimmering images.

MARTHA. Oh, Willie...
MADGE. Here he goes again,

SIMON. You have a screening room like they do in Holly-
wood.

GILLETTE. No, but a good guess.
FELIX. A slide show.
AGGIE. A walk in the moonlight!

(We hear a clap of thunder and the howl of wind. )
GILLETTE. Clever, but unlikely under the circumstances.
MARTHA. Oh, what is it, Willier! You are so aggravating.
GILLETTE. Well...what do you say to a...séance?

(beat)

AGGIE. A séancer
GILLETTE, “When churchyards yawn and hell itself treathes oul
Contagion to this world!”

SIMON. Do you mean like holding hands and talking to the
dead?
GILLETTE. We don’t say dead, we say “passed over.”

FELIX. Or we say “lunatic head of acting company forces
guests through traumatic evening.”
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AGGIE. Are you really a believer?

GILLETTE. Yes. That is, 'm getting to be. Conan Doyle got
me started and he’s quite fanatical about it

SIMON. But don’t we need a “medium” or something?

GILLETTE. We do indeed. And tonight we have the best in
the business. Daria?

FELIX. I knew it! I knew you were up to something!

DARIA. I'm warning you ali, right now, that I take this very
seriously.

SIMON. But when did you...?

DARIA, I've been a medium since 1 was fifteen. I was staying
in Paris with my aunt and uncle who were in grief over
the loss of their daughter, my cousin Clemence. The
family dabbled in these things, and one night they
inchuded me in their ceremony. They were trving to
contact Clemence and having no luck when suddenly,
without wamning, she started speaking through me,
through my lips.

SIMON. That must have hurt.

DARIA. It was cxhilarating.

AGGIE. But why have a séance tonight? Who are we contact-
mgﬁ

GILLETTE. Guesses?

FELIX. Noggs,

MARTHA. Dear old Noggsy.

SIMON. But why?

FELIK. Because, dear boy, he must have overheard some-
thing in one of the dressing rooms — the plot to kill
Gillette, presumably. So if he tells us what he saw or
heard, or the name of the person who slit his throat,
then the mystery is solved. Am [ right?

GILLETTE. Exactly.

SIMON. Does that mean we're all suspects?

GILLETTE. Oh not at all. Fe might say it was the under
study. Or the wardrobe mistress.

FELIX. Or my Aunt Fanny.
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GILLETTE. (clapping his hands) Let’s go, let’s go.

DARIA. The table will be our center, our portal. Plcase
bring a chair.
(A bit of hubbub here: MADGE, MARTHA, FELIX and
AGGIE siart moving the furniture. )

ALL. This one, ] think. / How’s this? / That’s fine. / We'll
put this one here...

( Meanwhile, GILLETTE has a side conversation with
SIMON that no one else hears:)

GILLETTE. Incidentally, vou had a call this afternoon from
a young woman. She said her name was Tamsin.

SIMON. Oh no.

GILLETTE. Is there a problem?

SIMON. No. Well. She was a friend of mine — a girlfriend
actually. She knows that 'm married now, but she per-
sists iny calling me. It’s crazy.

GILLETTE. Is she unbalanced?

SIMON. No...I don’t think so. 1 hope not...

GILIETTE, Does Aggie know about it?

SIMON. Yes, and she understands it’s not my fault. At least I
think she does...

DARIA. I believe we're ready.

GILLETTE. Excellent! Tell us what to do.

DARIA. All right, now | want each of you to stay cxactly
where you are and take a deep breath. Good. Now
look around and feel the presence of the other per-
sons in this room. Look at your friends and where
they’'re standing, how they look.. Very good. Now I'm

going to lower the lights, and I want each of you to
take a seat around the table, anywhere you please.

(She lviers the lights; and we hear a vumble of thunder.)

SIMON. I'm beginning to feel creepy already.
FELIX, You are creepy already.
MADGE. Be quiet!
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AGGIE. Shhh!
DARIA. Now I'm putting some music on just to calm things
down. The mood in the room is very important.

(She turns the radio on at a low volume and we hear a
Christmas tune.)

Let the mood rclax you. Let it enter your bodies.
Slowly. Deeply.
SIMON. 1 could get used to this. ..

AGGIE. Does it always work? I mean are you always success-
tul in...reaching someone?

DARIA. Oh not at all. Quite the contrary. All we can do is
create the proper atmosphere so that someone from
the other side will want to jein us.

SIMON. We could serve drinks.

DARIA. ... My contact is a young actress who was murdered
by her husband in 1820 in London after a perfor-
mance of Othello. He thought she was committing
adultery with her leading man.

FELEX. Life imitates art.
MADGE. Isn’t that comforting.

{silence)
DARIA. Now put vour hands on the table. Fingers touching.

(They do. We hear another rumble of thunder and see the
snow blowing against the windows. The room is dark. )

{silence)
{The atmosphere is butlding. )
SIMON. My name is Count Drah —cu —lahhh...

(DARIA begins to spring wp, but GILLETTE puts his
hand on hers and restrains her.)

Sorry. I couldn’t help it. Sorry.

(DARIA fakes a breath and reins herself in. The atmo-
sphere builds again. DARIA closes her eyes. The
aimosphere is thick with foreboding and uncertainty.
Finally:)
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DARIA. Laurentia? [pronsunced “Lor-en-cha.”] ...Are vou
there?

(Stlence. Nothing. )
Laurentia, dear, this is Daria. Could you come and visit
us?
(nothing)
Laurentia, T think yvou’ll like this visit because vou’ll be
doing someone a big lavor.
(silence)
(Then suddenly, finally, there’s a loud KNOCK from
under the table. Everyone cries out in surprise. )

ALL. Oh!

FELIX. Good God!

MADGE. Shhh!

AGGIE. Simon, stop fooling around!

SIMON. It wasn't me!

DARIA. Is that you, Laurentia?
(KNOCK!)

FELIX. I think we should put a stop to this —

MADGE. Oh don’t be a baby.

FELIX. I'm telling vou this is a bad idea -

DARIA. Would you two be quiet!.. Laurenta: thank you for
coming. I deeply appreciate it
(...KNOCK!)
Now Laurentia, listen carefully. Someonc named
Noggs, the stage doorman at the Palace Theater in New
York City was murdered rccently and we're hoping that
you can bring him here so we can ask him some ques-
tions. Are yvou willing to help us, Laurentia?

{Pause. KNOCK!)

Thank you, my darling. Is there anything you would
like wus to do?
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(Knock, knock, knock, knock!l! The table starts wobbling
Juriously and everyone is surprised and frightened. )
ALL. Ah! / Hold it down! / I'm trying!! / What is she doing?!
DARIA. STOPIT, LAURENTIA!! Put your hands on the table.
Keep the connection.
(The table settles down.)
Now is there anvthing vou'd like to say, dear?...
Laurentia?...Are you stll there?, .. Laurentia, please...

(Slowly, MADGE stands wp, breathing heavily and with
difficulty. Her mouth is agape, her eyes are distant and
unfocused and her head is thrown back at a peculiar
angle. She seems possessed by a spivit that is not her own.
In the darkness, with the shadows on her face and on the
walls, the effect is weird and disturbing. She speaks in a
guttural sound that is not her own voice:)

MADGE, Murder.
{Bveryone turns and gasps. )
Murder!

FELIX. Madge...?

MADGE. (She raises her hand and points straight at SIMON. )
Confess or die.

SIMON. What?

AGGIE. Simon?

SIMON. I didn’t do anything!

MADGE. Confess or diel!

SIMON. Stop doing that! I have nothing to confess!
(She swivels and poinis straight at AGGIE. )

AGGIE, Stop it!

SIMON. Leave her alone!

AGGIE. Simon, make her stop!

FELIX. Madge, stop this nonsense at once. 1 don'’t believe it
for a single sec —
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AGGIE. She’s nol pointing at you! She's pointing out the window!

(They all turn away from MADGE and look out the
windouw. )

SIMON. Where?!

DARIA. Through there!

AGGIE. [ think someone’s oul there!!

FELTX. Who is it2!

MADGE., AAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHA
HHHHHHH!

(Everyone turns quickly te look back at MADGE — and
she has a large knife sticking oul of her chest. There is
a look of terrifying shock on her face and for a moment,
everything seems frozen in time. There’s a loud boom of
thunder — and MADGE convulses forward. A stream of
blvod shovts out of her mouth and she falls forward onto
the table with a thud.)

(Everyone is screaming by this time. )

ALL. Madge! Ol my God! Madge, darling! / Call an ambulance!
/ 1s she still alive?! / Help her up! / Somebody do something!

GILLETTE. NO, DON'T TOUCH HER!
(Silence. Everyone stares at him tn shook. )

Whoever killed Noggs is next, so for God’s sake confess
it now.... Confess it, f beg you!!

(No response.

No one?

(beat)
MADGE. Well...

{(MADGE stands up and pulls the knife out of her chest. )
THE OTHERS. Ahhhhhhhhhih!
MADGE. That didn’t work very well, now did it.
GILLETTE. It was a good uy, though.
MADGE. Except now we're going to get velled at, 1 can fecl i
FELIX, Madge...?
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MADGE. I'm sorry, darling, it was his idea. And we had this
knife left over from that production of The Maid of
Turkey, and the blood of course was from Tirtus —

FELTX. You mean this was a joke?!

MADGE. Well, not a joke exactly —

GILLETTE. Not a joke at alll We're trying to find a mur
derer,

FELIX. Which means you do suspect one of us!

GILLETTE, Well not exactly.

AGGIE. | was frightened to death!

SIMON. [-I-] had my suspicions. .,

AGGIE. Oh vou did not!

GILLETTE. ({0 FFLIX} I'm sorry old man —

FELIX. Don’t touch me, you idiot!

MADGE. Oh, darling —

FELIX. Don’t speak to me!

GILLETTE. (sternly) Excuse me, but someone is trying to kitl
me, and I'd like to stop them beforc it's too latel

{They all start sp'eakéng at once:)

TELIX. MARTHA. SIMON. AGGIE. MADGE.
Thatis no  Willie, how Tthought I wasscared I'm sorry
excuse! You could vou! she was to death! darling, I
simply had That was  dead. It was like  really am, I
no right to  terribly Quite hon- reliving the was simply
try and — thought- csily Twas  entire acci-  trying to
less — frightened  dent! help -
o —

(Then everyone nolices that DARIA is niot joining in. She
s slanding apart from the others and she’s white with
rage. They all look at her and there’s a beat of silence.)
DARIA. ...How dare you.
GILLETTE. Daria, I'm very sorry —

DARIA. Howr dare you?!! Is that all this was to you?! A parlor
game?!

GILLETTE. Of course not —
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DARIA. Am | a figure of fune! Is that what vou think of me?!

SIMON. Now wait a second. I had nothing to do with this -

DARIA. Shul wp! You little worm. All you ever wanted was
her money,

SIMON. That is a lie! A dirty, filthy, stinking —

MADGE. Simon!

DARIA. {wheeling on MADGE ) And you. Just look at you — and
your two-bit actor husband. The man you adore. The
man you would defend to the death. Has he told vou

yet that we slept together? That he made love to me in
a New York hotel roomr!

FELIX. ...One night. Big mistake, No fun art all.

(Whap! MADGE slaps FELIX hard across the face.)

GILLETTE. Felix...

DARIA. (0 GILLETTE ) And you, Mr. High and Mighty. The
great Willlam Gillette — just wait till 1 get through with
you in my article, “Pompous man, pompous actor.”

AGGIE. Leave him alone! You don’t deserve to clean his
shoes, you horrible —

DARIA. Shut up!

'(to GILLETTE:) Believe me, you will never work in the
theatre again, let alone star in anything. People will
laugh at you and your rude mother and your adoring
girlfriend.

SIMON. She's my wife!

DARIA. And she’s in love with Aim!/ Don'’t you see anything,
you stupid fool! Now leave me alone! All of you! fust
get out of my sight!!

MARTHA. This is my house!

DARIA. And T will be leaving it as soon as possible, but at
the moment I would like some privacy.

{Everyone starts leaving the room. SIMON hurries out,
Jollowed by AGGIE:)

AGGIE. Simon, you know it’s not true. Simon!

(MADGE hurries out with FELIX pursuing her )
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FELIX. It was just sex. It took five minutes. Three minutes.
It went by so fast, I hardly remember it...

GILLETTE. Daria, I'm very sorry. I didn’t mean to offend
you.

DARIA. I will ruin you.

(And now they're all gone, and DARIA is alone. She
paces, still crazed with rage, then grabs the telephone. )

DARIA. Hello...Operator?.. . Operator?!/.. .Oh, good, I was
afraid the line might be.. Yes, yes, yes, just lisien 10
me! Is there a local taxi company in this godforsaken
place?..f said is there a taxi.. T-A-X-1....Well put them
through....Ah, how do you do. Could you please send
a taxi immediately to the Gillette House on Collins
Lane.... Collins!... C-O-L-L — that’s right!...Yes, I'm sure
it will be difficult to get through the snow, but that's
vour problem, now just send me the goddam car!

{(She hangs up — and MARTHA enters holding a cup of
tea. )

MARTHA. Hello?

DARIA. What do you want?

MARTHA. I thought you might like a cup of tea to help you
calm down.

DARIA. | am perfectly calm, so please don’t bother,

MARTHA. Oh it’s no bother at all. And I'm sure that every-
one feels sorry for hurting your feetings. It was entirely
unintentional, vou know.

DARIA. It was not unintentional at all. Your son knew
exactly what he was doing, which was using the séance
for his own ends!

MARTHA. But my son is in danger! Someone is trying to kill
him! You will admit he has to do semething about it.

DARIA. T admit no such thing, thank you very much. The
police are handling the investigation, quite compe-
tently, I'm sure, and just because your son has neurotic
delusions of being Sherlock Holmes is no reason to
make the rest of us suffer.
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MARTHA. He has no delustons at all!

DARIA. Oh, please. With his little gadgets and his laboratory
and his railroad...Do you know, I think he’s actually
insane, no, really, insane, a madman, and should be
prut away!

MARTHA. (seething) How dare you say that?! How dare youll
It’s you that should be put away! With your rudeness
and your mediums and your s€ances.

DARIA. Oh shut up!

MARTHA. | knew girls like you when I was growing up. The
bad girls, we called them. The malicious ones. They
pretended they knew things because they were inse-
cure,

DARIA. Insecure?!

MARTHA. They bullied people who were afraid of them,
They spread rumors and lies because thev were
unpopular —

DARIA. GET OUY, GET OUT, GET OUT OF MY SIGHT, YOU

your son. He'll be the laughingstock of the enrire pro-
fession, NOW LEAVE ME ALONE!!

(MARTHA glares at her with fury, then marches out, still
holding the leacup, shaking with rage. Almost immedi-
ately, theve’s a knock al the study door and SIMON comes
in apologetically.)

SIMON. Daria. I-l want to sav again that I had nothing to do
with that-that-that-that travesty. [ mean I joked around,
yes, and-and teased you a little, bui vou shouldn’t
blame me for that-that-that

DARIA. Oh, stop blithering! I know what you're up to.
You're scared Lo death! And you want everyone to
think you're just an idiot —

SIMON. But I am just an idiot!

DARTA. Oh, get out.

SIMON. But Daria, please, this shouldn't affect anything
else that we're —
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DARIA. GET...CUT!

(He goes. Immediately FELIX comes in. )

FELIX. Don’t speak. Ah! Don’t! Not a word, just listen. As

someone who was once your friend, regardless of our
little mistake, 1 want you to know that this display of
vours is entirely uncalled for and I suggest that you
apologize to everyone before something untoward hap-

pens.
DARIA. “Untoward?”

FELIX. Un-expected. Un-fortunate. Now take my advice.

You may not think that I'm your friend, but I am.

(He goes back wup ihe staws. )

DARIA. Felix? Felix, get down here! Felix, I'm talking to you!!!

(At which poind MARTHA reeniers wilh the cup of lea.
She marches ufr to DARIA and hands it to her.)

MARTHA. I meant to leave this with vou, but I took it with

me by mistake.
(MARTHA walks out lequing DARIA alone. )
DARIA. Is everyone in this house insane
(BOOM! A bang of thunder, a flash of lighining, and
the lights flicker on and off, remaining on but with less

brightness. The thunder is so loud and frightening that
ot causes Portia to begin barking in the study.)

PORTYIA. Bark, bark, bavk, bark, bark!
(DARIA kichs the door open. and yells:)
DARIA. Oh shut up!

{She flings the contents of the tea cup al Portia, who
howls and runs off. Then she flings the tea cup and
saucer themselves, and they shalter off stage.)

(DARIA turns back to the room in fury. There is another
loud boom of thunder and the lights in the room flicker

on and off...then off for gaod.)
Oh, dammmit!
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(The room is now in darkness and we can barely see
DARIA af all.)

DARIA. {cont.) Stupid house, I can’t seel...Hello?!... Hello 2/
Where is everybody?!
(No answer. We hear the wind outside. DARIA siaris to
feel very nervous.)
{(Bump! A noise from the hallway.)
Hello?! Who is it?!
{Nothing. Then Bump!)
Hello...?

{We can see her outline in the davkness, but not much
else. She sees someone in the hall and walks over)

...0Oh it’s you again. Can't you people leave me alone?!
Nag, nag, nag, you're all scared to de AHHHHHHHH-
HHHHHHHHAEHHHHHHHHHHH!!!

(The scream is heart-stopping. DARIA has just been
stabbed in the back with a very wicked-looking knife. She
gasps and staggers from the door — at which moment the
thunder booms, the lights flicker back on and we can see
DARIA clearly now. Her face is contorted with peain and
she staggers across the room, gasping and trying lo get at
the kwafe to pull it out.)

Arghl Argh! Argh!

(After several seconds of this, she sees lhe phone and
stumbles to it. She manages to pick il up and squawhs
into the receiver:)

Doctor! 1 necd a doctor!...D-O-(i,. .argh...
{She drops the phone and is trying to pick it up when
GILLETTE enters from the dining room. DARIA is facing
him, so he can’t see the knife.)

GILLETTE. Ah, Daria, there you are. I bumped into Mother
and she said that you called a taxi.

DARIA. Argh!
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GILLETTE. Yes, 1 know vou're angry, but I' was hoping [
. could persuade vou to stay.

DARIA. No. Help!

GILLETTE. Yes, 1 know the séance was no help, and it was

very stupid of me. But you see I get these enthusiasms
now and then and T just overdo it sometimes.

DARIA. Knife in the back!
GILLETTE. Yes, I'm sure it scemed like a knife in the back,
but I was trying to catch a killer.

{She turns around to show him the knife in her back,
but he happens to shake his head in self-deprecation and
make @ turn of his own at the same time. )

Sometimes I just want to do something, and not just
eniertain people. ..
(They both turn and face each other again.)
Now what do you say we forget the whole thing. Yes?
DARIA. {Her body is moving spasmodically vight and left). Nargh,
narghl
GILLETTE. Wcll that’s not very understanding, now is it?!
DARIA. Nargh!
GILLETTE. All right, goodbye!
(He storms out of the voom. DARIA is aghast. She stag-
gers forward with her arms out. )

DARIA, Back! Back!

(Suddenly, GILLETTE marches back into the room and
towards the kitchen.)

GILLETTE. Oh, right, I forgot to lock the back door.

DARIA, Lock?.. . Don’t lock. Look.

GILLETTE. F'm not leoking at it. I'm {ocking it. I'm closing up
for the night.

DARIA. Look, look, LOOK!!

GILLETTE. Daria, what in the devil are youahhhhhh.

DARIA. AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA
AAAAAAAAARGHHHHH!
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(With o final scream, she collapses spectacularly onto
the floor and dies. And now, af lasi, GILLETTE sees the
knife sticking ouwt of her back.)

GILLETTE. Ok dear God.

(He springs to her side and checks the pulse in her neck.
He looks up in shock.)

She’s...
{Thunder. Beethoven. Blackout.)

End of Act One






ACT TWO

Scene One

{The action is conitruous. We hear the Beethoven quar-
tet and then a huge crash of thunder and lightning. The
wind howls and the snow is fulling in sheets. )

{When the lights come up, GILLETTE, s still kneeling
over DARIA's body, taking her pulse, just as we left him.)
GILLETTE. ...dead!

(A thousand thoughts are going through his brain, and
his head darts from side to side, looking for « due. This
is a challenge worthy of HOLMES himself.)

(He looks covefully at the hilt of the knife sticking out of
DARIA, then looks at the wall of weapons and sees the
emply space where the knife used (o hang. )

Good God, it’s my knife. ..

(He springs up and looks down the hall, then through

the French doors and the door (o the dining room. The
hiller is gone. )

(He takes the afghan from the sofa and throws it over
DARIA s body, then he hurries fo the telephone.)

Hello, operatorr Get me the policel.. . P-O-L-...ves,
that’s right, thank vou...Hello? Is this the police? 1
have to report a murder.

(Al this moment, MARTHA enters from the hall.)

MARTHA. Willie, dear -
GILLETTE. Mother, stay out of this room!
MARTHA. Oh, don’t be ridiculous.
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GILLETTE. Mother, please, there’s something 1 don’t want
you to see. :

{into the phone) Would you hold on a moment?

MARTHA. Who are you speaking with?

GILLETTE. The police actually. Now Mother listen. Brace
vourself. This is going to be very upsetting, but Daria
is dead.

MARTHA. Yes I know, dear. I killed her.

GILLETTE. ......... What did you sav?

MARTHA. I said I killed Daria.

GILLETTE. But she was murdered.

(He gestures up and down with his arm a few limes,
wmilating the plunging of the kngfe. )

MARTHA. That was me, I'm afraid.

(MARTHA siarts to ory. She's extremely wpset. )
Oh, Willie!!

GILLEYTE. (into the phone) I'll have to get back to vou,

(He hangs up the phone.)
Mother, what happened?!

MARTHA. (weefring) Oh 1 was just so angry at Daria for speak-
ing to you the way she did that 1 lost my temper!

GILLETTE. But mother, she was only threatening me.

MARTHA. Well, she’d have done it, too. She was ruthless.
She was evill She was a theatre cvitic, for God’s sake!

(She weeps. )
I suppose I'll go to jail now, won't L.

GILLETTE. No. No, you won’t. I won’t let that happen, 1
promise you.

MARTHA. But how is that possible?

GILLETTE. [ don’t know vet, but you'll have to do every-
thing 1 say.

MARTHA. [ suppose I can try...
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GILLETTE. Good. Now I want you o go upstairs and take
one of your pills, iC'll make vou sleepy. No, take two.
MARTHA. When T take two I can’t even see straight.
GILLETTE. Good, and then go to bed. We'll discuss it in the
moming.
MARTHA. Oh, Willie, I'm so soryy for doing such a terrible
thing, but I couldn’t let her hurt you, T just couldn’1.
GILLETTE. I understand. Now up you go. Straight to bed.
You promised.
MARTYHA. (drying her lears) Oh, all right. Nighty-night.
GILLETTE. Sleep dght.
MARTHA. Don’t let the bed bugs bite.
{She hugs her son.)
Oh, Willie, 1 love you so much.
GILLETTE. And 1 love you.

MARTHA. Incidentally, that taxi Daria ordered before she
died? I cancelled it. T took the view that she wouldn’t
need it once she was dead. Good-night, dear.

{She exits.)
GILLETTE. Oh my God...
(Al this moment, FELIX appears at the top of the stairs

arnd begins descending. He's angry and he doesn’l look
ufr — so he doesn’t see the body al first.)

Oh, Felix, thank God. Come here, quickly.
FELIX. Don’t speak to me, you reprobate.

GILLETTE. Yes, yes, I know, I was stupid, I apologize, I'm
groveling, but I need your help!

FELIX. Oh I'm sure vou do because vou had to stage a
séance, vou had o pretend my wifc was murdered,

and you certainly had to what the hell is that?
(GILLETTE lifts up the blanket a bit.)
1t’s Daria,

GILLETTE. She's dead.

FELIX. ... What's the joke?
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GILLETTE. There is no joke. She’s dead.

(FELIX chuckles appreciatively. He's swre this is a Gillette
Special. He bends down and pokes the body. )

FELIX. Badabadabada. Bidabidabida. Boodaboodaaaagah!
Oh my God! What haprpened?!

GILLETTE. Knife to the back.

FELIX. Holy God! Who did this?!

GILLETTE. You're not going to believe it.

FELIX. Who?!

GILLETTE. Mother.

FELIX. My mother did this?

GILLETTE. Not your mother. My mother.

FELIX. Martha?

{(GILLETTE nods. )
Dear sweet Martha?

GILLETTE. She was furious because Daria threatened to
ruin me. Now I need to protect her. Will you help me?

FELIX. Well of course I'll help you, she’s like my own
mothet. But what are you thinking?

GILLETTE. I'm not sure. | suppose we should hide the body
somewhere in the house. Then we’ll claim that Daria
left here right after the séance and we have no idea at
all where she was going. Then, when things cool down,
we’ll get rid of the body.

FELIX. it does make us accessories to murder, you know.

GILLETTE. Well, if you don’t want to help your dear sweet
Martha who’s been like a m -

FELIX. Oh shut up. We can’t let her go 1o prison. Poor old
thing, what kind of life has she had? 5he’s been stuck
with you for most of it....What are you doing?!

GILLETTE, Getting rid of the evidence.
(GILLETTE is kneeling over the body. He pulls the knife

from DARIA s back, and it comes out with a hideous pop,
sprurting blood from the wound.)
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FELIX. Alh! Yuch!
(CILLETTE whips a magnifying glass oul of his pocket

and examines the knife. )
GILLETTE. Look at this. There are lingerprints all over it.

FELIX. You do know that you're not really Sherlock Holmes,
don’t you?

GILLETTE. (jrreoccupied with his examinalion) Of course 1 do,
Watson.
(BZZZZZ! The front doorbell.)
Good God, who's that?!

FELIX. How should I know?! Maybe it's the police 10 arrest
us for murder.

GILLETTE. That’s very funny, ha, ha.
(He hits the intercom button.)
Hello, who is it?
VOICE THROUGH THE INTERCOM. (a womarn’s voice, deefr and
#ronic) Good evening, this is the police,
(GILLETTE lets out.a yip and lres fo turn i into a
pleasant laugh.)
To whom am I speaking, piease?
GILLETTE. This is William Gillette, may I help vour
VOICE. Yes, 1'd like to ask you a few questions. But it’s
rather snowy out here so may I come in, please?
GILLETTE. Certainly. Yes, I'll just be a moment, thank you
so much.
{He hits the swilch, turning off the intercom. Then he
notices the murder weapon in his other hand and he

veacts with another yip. He puts the knife in the top
drawer of the desk and slams it shut. )

FELTX. Good God, what are the police doing here?!

GILLETTE. I just remembered. I calied them after T found
the body.

FELIX. Oh, great
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GILLETTE. But then Mother confessed and I told them not
to come!

FELIX. Oh that's all right then.
(mimes holding a telephone)

“Hello, police? There’s just been a murder but whoops
I think my mother did it so please don’t bother stop-
ping bv.”

GILLETTE. Ho, ho, ho, I'm laughing behind this mask of

horror on my face now pick up the body so we can hide it!!

{They pick up the bady at the arms and legs and start
dragging her from one end of the yoom to the vther look-
ing for a hiding place.)

FELIX. She’s heavier than she looks!

GILLETTE. Well, put your back into it.

FELIX. She must weigh a thousand pounds.

GILLETTE. At least it was all in the right places.

FELIX. Where shall we put her?!

GILIETTE. What about the closet?

FELTX. Good idea.

(They get the closet door open. )
GILLETTE. Hoist her up!
FELIX. I'm trving! I don’t think she fits.

GILLETTE. Let’s stand her on end...That should do it...
There.

FELIX. Good.
(They have her standing up in the closet, and FELIX
closes the door.)

GILLETTE. I'll get the policeman.
(He heads for the door — but as he goes, the closel door
swings open and the body starts to fall out.)
Felix!

TELIX. AR/
(FELIX caiches her.)
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GILLETTE. What are you doing?!
FELIX. It's not my fault!

GILLETTE. Of course it js, vou didn’t close the door prop-
erly!

{They get her back in the closet and close the door again.)
There! I'd better go.

(GILLETTE hurries away — and the door swings open
again and the body starts falling out...)

Felix!
(FELIX grabs the body and wrestles with it again.)
FELIX. I didn’t do anything!
{Meanwhile, GILLETTE is trying to fix the lock on the
closet door. )
GILLETTE. It’s the lock. It just won't catch.
FELEX. Who built this place. the three little pigs?!
(BZZZZ7! GILLETTE rushes (o the intercom again.)
GILLETTE. Hello?!
VOICE. I'm getting very wet out here. I could make a snow
angel if you'd like...
GILLETTE. Yes, no! I’'m sorry, I'll be right therel
{He turns the intercom off.)
Wait! I have an idea.

(He pulls the lever on the bookshelf, and the vecess with
the bar in il swings mto view.)

FELIX. Oh my God, that’s perfect. Why didn’t we start
there?

GILLETTE. 1 forgot about it.

FELIX. But i’s your house!
(They drag the body inte the vecess and gel her onto a bar
stool. slumped over the bar)

GILLETTE. Therc, How's that?

FELTX. She looks like something out of Eugene O'Neill.
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GILLETTE. You close up, I'll get the Inspector. Just push the
handle.

(GILLETYE hurries towards the hall. FELIX adjusts the
body and hurries to the lever in the wall and pulls. . but
the recess doesnt close. He tries it again. Nothing moves.
So the body s fully exposed and he can’t close the doer
to the recess. )

FELIX. Come on...would you close, you stupid...

(He lries pulling on the door fo the recess, bul it won’t
maove. By this time he hears voices in the hall.)

GILLETTE. (off) Welcome, Inspector. Please come in.
INSPECTOR. {off) Thank you.

(Panicked now, FELIX grabs the body and drags it behind
the sofa, where it’s hidden from view. Anyone walking
bekhind the sofa, however, would see it instantly.)

{As he hides the body behind the sofa, the door to the
recess moves into place by itself, hiding the bar FELIX
sees it close and watches with astonishment. Why is it
closing now, when he wanted it lo close earlier?! At this
moment. )

(GILLETTE and INSPECTOR HARRIET GORING enter
INSPECTOR GORING is covered in snow. Goring is
between 40 and 50 and she wears a tweed coal and a
hat. She’s British, eccentric, and one of a kind. One
minule she seems wry and clever, the next minute she's
off into a world of her own. She gets things wrong with-
out even knowing il, vet she also seems just the sort of
person who can find you out when you're lving. That
makes her formidable. j

{(She’s also covered in snow at the moment and she isn’t
happy about it. )
GILLETTE. I'm s0 sorry to keep you waiting, Inspeclor.

INSPECTOR. Not at all. I'm ouly sorry I forgot my snow-
shoes.
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(During the following, FELIX does his besi to shield the

back of the sofa. He also tries to draw GILLETTE s atten-

tion to the body, bul GILLETTE just doesnt get it.)
FELIX. Hello.

INSPECTOR. There is no means of escape, Professor
Moriarty!

{She chuckles.)

I recogmze you from Mr. Gillette’s most interesting
play.
FELIX, Oh. I sce. Did you enjoy it?

INSPECTOR. I found i1 unlikely, illogical, farfetched and I
enjoved it immensely. Especially when you plunged 10
vour death.

FELIX. Thank you.

INSPECTOR. I've always liked Sherlock Holmes, of course.
You can’t he in my business and not appreciate him.
Hc's such a misfit. Ilike misfits. I don’t know why.

(GILLETTE and FELIX glance at each other. The IN-
SPECTOR strolls around the room observing things. )

FELIX. | don’t suppose there’s much crime out here in
Connecticut, eh?

INSPECTOR. Oh, yoil’d be surprised. 1 have loads of cases,
I just can’t solve any of them. Ha! I seem to miss the
clues for some reason. And vet I do catch all the crimi-
nals in the end. T don’t know how exacily... “The evil
that men da lives after them! The good is oft interr'd with
their bones!” 1 thought I'd be an acrress when 1 was a
youngster, you see. I just never had the confidence,
alas. But then I got a nose for blood, and that’s all 1
needed. “Blood will have blood!” “Is this a dagger which I
see before me?!!” No it isn’t, actually, it’s missing.

GILLETTE. I'm sorry?

INSPECTOR. The dagger from your wall. This spot here. I

can see the discoloration from where the dagger used
to be,
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FELIX. You know, it is unusual meeting a woman detective. I
didn’t know they existed. Are you one of many?

INSPECTOR. Not vet, I'm afraid, but I believe you might call
me the wave of the future. 1 think of mysell as a pio-
neer, heading West, fertilizing the land as I go.

FELIX. ] don’t want to think too hard about that...

GILLETTE. So what can we do for you, Inspector?

INSPECTOR. Well, a few minutes ago, someone called the
police station and reported a murder. According to
the operator, the call came from this house.

FELIXK. This house?

GILLETTE. That’s ridiculous.

INSPECTOR. Then it wasn’t either of you who called?

FELIX, No,

GILLETTE. Not at all.

INSPECTOR. 1 see. And how is vour arm feeling?

GILLETTE. | beg your pardon?

INSPECTOR. The arm where vou were shot two weeks ago
on the stage of your thearre in New York City. I was in
all the papers. You see, [ believe that if these two events
— the shooting and the call ~ are unrelated, then we've

got ourselves quite a coincidence. And coincidence
makes me very suspicious.

(Suddenly furning to FELIX who has been trying o get
GILLETTE to natice the dead body on the floor.)
Do you have a twitch?

FELIX. Twitch? No. Yes. Why?

GILLETTE. Inspector, the fact is, nothing unpleasant has
happened here tonight. Unless you count my rather
poor singing voice during the Christias carols, Ha ha!l

FELIX. Ha ha!

GILLETTE. Ha ha hal

FELIX. Ha ha ha!
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(GILLETTE now sees the body behind the sofa. If
GILLETTE is still sitting opposite, perhaps FELIX [ifts the
leg of the cadaver behind the INSPECYOR 5 back. )

GILLETTE. Hahahahaha YAHHHHHAHAHAHAHA!

INSPECTOR. Is something the matter?

GILLETTE. No, no. [ just remembered a good joke,

INSPECTOR. Can you tell us?

GILIETTE, Well...there were these, uh, two Irishinen, and
one says to the other, “Begorah, what’s that dead body
doin’ on me livin’ room floor.” And the other one
says —

FELIX. “Begorah, because the door to the bar wouldn’t
closel”

BOTH. (desperately) Hahahahahahaha!

{The INSPECTOR [ocks bewildered. )

INSPECTOR. Mr. Gillette, if you don’t mind 1'd like to take
a look around for a moment. I'd like to jiggle your
handles, as it were.

GILLETTE. Oh, absolutely. Feel free. Why don’t you start in
the kitchen. It’s right through here, last door on the
right.

INSPECTOR. Thanks so much, I'll just be a few minutes.
{The INSPECTOR exits. GILLETTE, smiling, watches her
go.)

FELIX. (smiling broadly through his teeth) Is she gone vetr?

GILLETTE. Not quite... Yes, she’s gone! Now why didn’t you hide
the body?!

FELIX. That pullthing of vours didb’t work properly and 1
had to drag her out and then it closed all by iself]

GILLETTE. You didu’t pull it properly.

FELIX. Of course I pulled it properly!

{The INSPECTOR reenters unexpectedly — and the two
ten jump at the sound of her voice — and shield the back

of the sofa.)
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INSPECTOR. Excuse me —
GILLETTE & FELIX. Ahh!

INSPECTOR. I forgot 10 ask, but is there anyone else staying
here at the moment?

GILLETTE. Yes, indeed, we have Felix’s wite, Madge. And
Aggie and Simon, all from the play you saw, and of
course my mother, who's very, very old and aslcep
upstairs, so if vou could aveid disturbing her...

INSPECTOR. Of course, bur I'd like to speak with the others
if vou don’t mind,
GILLETTE. We'll call them down.
INSPECTOR. Thank vou. I'll be in the kitchen.
(She exils again.)
GILLETTE. (calling) Help yourself to any of the leftovers.
INSPECTOR. {off) I intend to!
FELIX. (smiling through his teeth again) Ts she gone (his time?
GILLETTE. ......... Yes!
FELIX. Thank God!
(GILLETTE pulls the handle; the recess opens and they

spring into action. Once again, they iry to hide the body
in the recess and close it (o hide her.)

FELIX. I've plaved a lot of supporting roles in'my time, but
this is ridiculous.
INSPECTOR. (off) Mr. Gillette, may I ask you a question out here?
GILLETTE. [ don’t believe it!
(calling) Yes, ves, just coming!
(to FELIX )
I'll be right back. And this time close it with her inside!
FELIX. Ooh, what a good idea. That’s very helpful.
(GILLETTE hurries off and FELIX manages to get the

body over the bar again. His head is on (he bar next to
hers, irapped by her arn —)

(when she raises her head and groans. She'’s not dead. )
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(FELIX screams as the vecess closes on both of them. FELIX
is trapped inside the recess with the body. )

(A moment later, GILLETTE and the INSPECTOR enter
Jrom ihe dining room — and GILLETTE notices wmmedi-
ately that YELYX is niowhere to be seen. )

INSPECTOR. S0 then there are three exits to the grounds
from this floor?

GILLETTE. Hm? Yes, no, four. Front door, French doors,
kitchen door and the door to the library.

INSPECTOR. And where 1s the library exactly?

GILLETTE. Right through therc.

INSPECTOR. Thank vou so much.
(She starts to leave, then furns back.)
Order from chaos.

GILLETTE. I beg your pardon?

INSPECTOR. Order {rom chaos. That’s what I do. Isn’t it
comforing?
(Chuckling happily, the INSPECTOR disappears down
the hall, leaving GILLETTE alone in the room. )

GILLETTE. Felix?... Felix?. ..
(Tap...tap, tap.. GILLETTE realizes that FELIX is inside
the recess so he hurries to the handle and opens the door.)
Would you please stop fooling around!

FELIX. She...she...she’s still alive!!

GILLETTE. Oh, don't be ridiculous.

FELIX. She isn't dead vet! fusi—just—just take her pulse or some-
thing.

GILLETTE. Why don’t you take ir?

FELIX. Because I'm not touching her!!

(GILLETTE lakes her pulse.)
‘ell?
GILLETTE. She's dead now.
FELIX. Oh, thank Ged! I mean I'm sorry, but —...
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INSPECTOR. (off) Mr. Gillette!
FELIX. I'll go get the others and don’t you ever, ever ask me
Lo cover up a murder for you again.

(FELIX disappears wp the stairs — and as soon as he’s
gone, the TNSPECTOR reenters. )

INSPECTOR. Ah, Mr. Gillette. I just had a thought: Do vou
have any domestic help working here tonight?

GILLETTE. No, we don’t. Our cook left after serving dinner,
and I gave my butler the evening oft. It is Christmas
Eve, after all.

INSPECTOR. Is it? Of course it is. Merry Christmas. Now
what about visitors? Did any of vour neighbors drop
in? Perhaps vou had some carolers, eh? Deck the Halls,
that sort of thing. I used to love visiting the neighbors
on Christmas Eve. A bit of song, a bit of wassail, ha!, by
the rime we finished 1 could hardly stagger home!

GILLETTE. It sounds delightful, but I'm afraid it was just
the cast and mother. A quiet evening with a few redr-
ing friends.

(MADGE comes storming down the stairs followed by
FELIX.)

MADGE. Holy Hell in a Hand Basket!! This is just lovely, now a
policeman wants to talk to me about a muwrder! Ave you the
policeman?!

INSPECTOR. Police woman, actually.

MADGE. Good. Arrest my husband.

INSPECTOR. I beg your pardon.

MADGE. Arrest him! He’s guilty as sin. And of sin as it hap-
pens. The charge is adultery.

FELIX, Madge, would you stop!

MADGE. Well, it’s true, isn’t it? You stocd right here and
admitted it in front of everybody!

FELIX. Well what was | supposed to do?!

MADGE. You could have lied like every other husband on
the planet!
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FELIX. Excuse me, but who's the one who pretended to be
possessed tonight?! “Look at me, P'm catatonic and I'm
scarimg my husband {o death!”

MADGE. [ did it to solve the mystery, didn't I?

FELYX. Well it didn't work, now did it!

MADGE. But i could have!

FELIX. “Ladies and Gentlemen, the Academy Award this
year goes to Madge Geisel for vomiting blood on her
tellow guests this weekend.”

(She staps him across the face again.)

Owl

(MADGE storms up the stairs. FELIX loses it and jumps
up and down in frustration. )

FELIX. MADGE GET BACK HERE, YOU'RE ACTING LIKE A
LUNATICI!

(He runs up the stairs after her and disappears. At
which moment, AGGIE appears from the library cating
a stalk of celery.)
AGGIE. What's going on? Was someone shouting?
GILLETTE. Aggie, I thought you were upstairs.
AGGIE. | came down to the kitchen for a snack.
INSPECTOR. Down?
AGGIE. The back stairs.
GILLETTE. Aggie Wheeler, Inspector Goring.
AGGIE. “Inspector?” Has something happened?
INSPECTOR. Well, we're not certain, but we believe there
may have been a murder in this house.
AGGIE. A murder?! Oh no, who was murdered?!
INSPECTOR. That’s the thing. We're not quite sure.
GILLETTE. Where's Simon?

AGGIE, | don’t know. He seems to have...disappeared on
me.

INSPECTOR. That’s odd. When did you last see him?
AGGIE. | went upstairs earlier this evening, we all did, and
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Simon gave me some wine and 1 fell asleep on the bed
without even changing. I didn’t know I was so tired,
but I really conked out. It was like I was drugged or
something. .. Anyway, when I woke up he was gone.
{There'’s a crash of thunder. The lights [licker and when
they come back on, theyre lower. Throughout this scene,

the lLights grow dimmer and the world becomes smaller
and more threatening. }

(GILLETTE goes to the intercom. }

GILLETTE. {his voice echoing through the house} Simon? This is
William. In whatever room you’re in, could you go to
the intercom and push the red button. It will open up
the line between us...Simon?...Simon, can you hear
mer. ..

(There is no answer. fust dead silence. )

AGGIE. (getting very anxious) Williamn, tell me he’s all right.

GILLETTE. I'm sure he's fine. You saw him just a hatf hour
ago.

AGGIE. He showldn’t have left me in the room!
(At this moment, SIMON enfers from the dining room
with a cookie and a glass of milk. )

SIMON. What'’s going on? Is there a problem?

AGGIE. (running to him and embracing him) Oh, Simon!!
Where have you been’r!

SIMON. [ was in the kitchen getting a snack.

INSPECTOR. How do you do. Inspector Goring, Middlesex
County Police Department.

SIMON. Good heavens. Is something wrong?

AGGIE. There's been a murder.

SIMON. Oh my God.

GILLETTE. But not in this house.

INSPECTOR. You think.

GILLETTE. Well I believe I'd know if there was a murder in
my own house.
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FELIX. {entering ai the top of the stairs) Where’s Madge?

GILLETTE. What do you mean, “Where’s Madge,” she was
with you.

FELIX. And then she huffed off and she’s not in our room.
SIMON. She’s probably in the bathroom.
FELIX. No, I looked and she wasn’t there either!
SIMON. Why is everyone so jumpy all of a sudden?
AGGIE. | told you, there’s a murderer on the loose!
(Boom! The storm is getting worse and worse. The lights

Jlicker again and this time they come up even lower.
GILLETTE goes {0 his intercom again. )
GILLETTE. Madge, if you can hear this weuld you... The
line’s dead., _
INSPECTOR. What about the phones?..."Hello? Hello,
operator...” Dead.

(A frisson of concern passes through the room. They all
glance at each other.)

AGGIE. It's just the electricity. ..

FELIX. Except that Madge is missing!

INSPECTOR. This is thrilling!

GILLETTE. Felix, she was here five minutes ago.

FELIX. Excuse me, but I would know if my wife is missing or
not and she is definitely missing!
{MADGE. appears from the hallway eating an apple.)

MADGE. Who's missing?

FELIX, Oh thank God! Madge! Where have you been?!

MADGE. [ was in the kitchen, getting a snack.

FELIX. You should have told me!

MADGE. That I was hungry?

INSPECTOR. Your kitchen scemns to be very popularn

SIMON. Speaking of missing people, by the way, where’s
Marthar

GILLETTE. Upstairs asleep.
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SIMON. Through all this?

GILLETTE. Yes through all this!

AGGIE. What about Daria?

INSPECTOR. Who's Daria?

MADCE. Daria Chase, the columnist.
INSPECTOR. She’s staying here? At this house?
MADGE. Yes, that's right.

GILLETTE. She’s not, actually,

FELIX. She lctt right after vou all went to bed.
MADGE. In this weather?

GILLETTE. Well, she was upset, you know, and she simply
insisted on walking out.

FELIX, That’s right.

INSPECTOR. “Upset?”

GILLETTE. A little argument.

FELIX. It was nothing.

INSPECTOR. And did either of you see her leave?
GILLETTE. (with a glance at FELIX) Not exactly.
FELIX. But she said she was leaving.

AGGIE. Wait a second! That’s her handbag!

(And now we notice it, in a corner of the couch. )

GILLETTE. She must have forgotten it.
FELIX. Women do.

MADGE. She'd never leave without her handbag. That's
impossible.

TFELIX. kt's not impossible!
AGGIE. [ agree with Madge. Women just don’t.
INSPECTOR. Unless she was running from something.
AGGIE. Perhaps someone should look in her room.
MADGE. I'll go.
INSPECTOR. I'll go with you.

{They head up the stairs.)

SIMON. If [ had killed Daria, [ know where I'd have put her.
In that hidden room of vours.
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INSPECTOR. Hidden room?
GILLETTE. [ don’t Aave a hidden room, Simon.

SIMON. Oh you know what I mean, that bar thing. Martha
showed us. You pull this handle.

FELIX. No, don't — !
GILLETTE. Don't do it — !

(100 late. SIMON pulls the handle and the door to the
recess slides open. )

(GILLETTE and ¥ELIX wince...bul the recess is empty.
There’s no DARIA. )

(GILLETTE and FELIX lock at each othey, puzzled.

AGGIE goes into the recess and stands in front of the
bar.)

AGGIE. I don't know what you two are thinking, but there’s
nothing h -

(At which moment, DARIAs arm and then her whole

body shoot out from behind the bar and she grabs AGGIE
with a horrible gasp. )

DARIA. AhhhhhhhhhhhhbhhhEhh!

AGGIE. (terrified) AHHHHHHHHAHHHAHHAHAHH
HHAHHHHHAHHHHHA!

(AGGIE screams and screams.)
(Thunder and lighining. )
(Blackout)

End of Scene
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Scene Two

{About frve minutes later. Daria’s body is gone. AGGIE
iy weeping in SIMON s arms, the INSPECTOR is pacing,
extremely cross, and MADGE is standing apari.)

MADGE. ...I guess this means we're not exchanging pres-

ents tonight...
(AGGIE continues weehing. )
SPMON. Shhh. It’s all right, it’s over now.

INSPECTOR. I'm afraid it isn't over, Mr. Bright. Miss Chase

has been murdered and I have been lied to.

{FELIX and GILLETTE cnter iogether, a little winded,
rolling their sleeves down, efe.)

MADGE. Did you dispose of the body as they do in the mvs-

teriesr

FELIX. We put her in the greenhouse next to a very heauti-

fu] orchid, She looks rather holy.
MADGE. Well that’s a first.

GILLETTE. (to the INSPECTOR, who is glowering at him} You’'re

sull cross with me, aren’t vou?

INSPECTOR. You could have told me about the séance, and

yon could have told me about Mr. Boggs.
GILLETTE, SIMON, FELIX, Noggs.

INSPECTOR. Well whoever he was! The man was murdered

last night and vou don’t even tell me about it?!

GILLETTE. I'm awfully sorry, I was going to say something,

but then —

INSPECTOR. Oh stop it! You were shot two weeks ago, Mr.
Gillette, and if T were in your stockings I'd feel rather

concerned at the moment.

FELIX. Do you really think there’s a connection with all

this?

INSPECTOR. Well, of course there i1s! There has to be! We

just can’t see it yel because we're in the forest.

{Boom!)
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INSPECTOR. (coni. ) Now I'll need some assistance, but I
assurne that this telephonce is still dead.
{She pricks up the veceiver.)
“Hello...Hello!”
(It’s olrviously dead. She kangs it up.)
And I suppose no one knows where the murder
weapon is?
{No answer. Fveryone shrugs.)
All right, I would like all of you to go into the dining
room and wait for me, and I urge vou to keep an eye

on each other. No one leaves! I'll call you for question-
ing one at a time, and believe me, this is not a joke.

{Bveryone exits except GILLETTE, who closes the door
behind them. )

GILLETTE. Good. Let’s get down to business. I fear it's
more complicated than I thought at first. They all have
motives.

INSPECTOR. What are vou talking about? Get in there!

GILLETTE. Surely ['m not a suspect.

INSPECTOR. Of course you are.

GILLETTE. Burt it’s my house.

INSPECTOR. What has that got to do with it? If anything,

it means vou're a bigger suspect. You know the house
inside-out and you knew about the hidden room.

GILLETTE. You know, when you think about it, you're just
as much a suspect as [ am.
INSPECTOR. [ beg vour pardon.

GILLETTE. It happens all the time in murder mysteries.
The slightly odd “inspector” who arrives alone in the
middle of the night and pretends to sort things out
when in fact she intends to murder someone for some
hideous crime that happened twenty years ago.

INSPECTOR. Oh nonsense.
GILLETTE. I don’t see a badge.
INSPECTOR, I left it at the office.
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GILLETTE. That’s a likely story.

INSPECTOR. You hid a murder and you’re accusing me of stories?!
(MARTHA walks in wearing her dressing gown. She is
rather logpy from her sleepring pills. )

MARTHA. Hello...?

GILLETTE. (alarmed) Mother, what are you doing here?!

MARTHA. | heard a scream and it woke me up. At least ]
think it was a scream. It might have been a tea ketde.

GILLETTE. Mother, go back to bed. Right now.

MARTHA. Oh don’t be silly. [ am perfectly fine. How do you
do. Are you a strangerr

INSPECTOR. Yes I a1, I'm afraid.

MARTHA. Oh that'’s all right. I like strange men, don’t i,
Willie. Sometimes. If they're nice. Are you nice?

INSPECTOR. [ like to think so.

GILLETTE. Mother, how many sleeping pills did vou take?
(Embarrassed, MARTHA holds wfr four fingers.)

MARTHA. (confidentially to the INSPECTOR) They make me
sleepy.

GILLETTE. All right, back to bed.

MARTHA. Oh, stop it!

(to the INSPECTOR ) How do you do, I'm Martha Gillette.

INSPECTOR. How do vou do. Inspector Goring from the
Middlesex County Police Department.

MARTHA. Oh, no!

GILLETTE. Mother —!

MARTHA. [ knew it would come to this, T just knew it.

INSPECTOR. S0 vou know about the murder then?

MARTHA. Of course 1 know. How could I not know it when
I was the one who -

GILLETTE. Mother! Don’t say anything. Not a word!

MARTHA. Oh stop it. We knew it would come to this and [
want 1o get it over with. "It s a fay; far better thang I do
than I have ever dome before. It is a fax, far betier place I go—
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GILIETTE. Inspector, listen to me! 1 didn’t want my mother
to hear this, bur. ..I killed Daria Chase. I'm warning
myself in.

MARTHA. Willie!

INSPECTOR: Good God! Are you serious?

GILLETTE. Yes. She threatened to ruin my carcer and 1
couldn’t just stand by and let her do it.

MARTHA. (overlapping) Oh stop being nonsensical.
Inspector, I killed Daria Chase and he’s trying to pro-
tect me.

GILLETTE. {overlapping} Mother, please. The Inspector can
see that you couldn’t do it. You're.. you're too old.
MARTHA. Come over here and say that and I’ll knock you

down!

INSPECTOR. Would you both be quiet!

(MARTHA breaks down in tears.)

MARTHA. Oh, Willie, how could I do such a thing! And I didn’t
mean to Kill her! She just made me so angry!

(She sobs in his arms. GILLETTE looks wp. There's some-
thing wrong here.)

GILLETTE. ...... You didn’t “mean to™?

MARTHA. I only wanted to make her sick and reach her a
lesson!

{GILLETTE pulls his mather aside and whispers to her:)

GILLETTE. Excuse us...Mother, you must have realized it
would kill her.

MARTHA. No I didn’t! 1 thought, “You can’t treat my son
that way! I’ll make you suffer first. I'll make vou sick
as a dog!”

GILLETTE. But you stabbed her in the back!

MARTHA. What are vou talking about? How could I stab
anybody?

GILLETTE. You used the knife from the wall and then you...
oh my God you didn’t kill her.
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MARTHA. I didn’t?

GILLETTE, Mother, what did you say a muoment ago about
getting sick or semething...?

MARTHA. I said I'd make her sick as a dog, the way she
threatcned you and —

GILLETTE. {overlapping) That’s it! That'’s it!

MARTHA. But what 1s that supposed to —

GILLETTE. Be quiet! Listen!

MARTHA. ... Willie —

GILLETTE. Listen!
{They strain to listen. The INSPECTOR, who has over-
heard everything, is listening too. )

MARTHA. I don’t hear a thing.

INSPECTOR. Neither do L

GILLETTE. It’s the case of the dog in the night.

MARTHA. But I don’t hear a dog.

GILLETTE. (joyousiy) Exactly! Mother, quick! Go find Pordal

MARTHA. What has Portia got to do with it?

GILLETTE. She may be ill, or she may be...Oh, quickly,
Mother. zo find her!
(MARTHA hurries off.)
Inspector, listen. I retract my confession and my moth-
er’s. We didn’t do it.

INSPECTOR. But I heard her confess!

GILLETTE. But she didn’t mean it and that’s the point.
“She’s as innocent as the new-born lamb
A-feeding on the crest of yonder hill.”

INSPECTOR. Othello?

GILLETTE. I just made it up.
(MARTHA reenters, carrying the dog in her arms. Poor
Portia is imp and ill. The crisis has made MARTHA
more level-headed. )

GILLETTE. How's Portia?
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MARTHA. She’s very ill. T should have realized that wicked
woman might do such a thing.

INSPECTOR. Do what thing? What are you talking about?!

GILLETTE. Lock, it’s simple. My mother was angry with
Daria for threatening me, so to teach her a lesson she
gave her — what? A cup of tea?

MARTHA. Yes.

GILLETTE. With something in it to make her sick.

MARTHA. Yes. Well not at first. First 1 brought her a regu-
lar cup, but when she became abusive I went back and
doctored it.

GILLETTE. With one of the chemicals I left in the kitchen.

MARTHA. It said on the botile “if ingested, causes violent
stomach pains,” and I thought, “Well, that’s just the
thing.”

GILLETTE. But she didn’t drink the tea, she must have
thrown it at Portia, who licked it off the floor.

MARTHA. That'’s it, that makes sense! But I must get Portia
to bed right away good-bye.
(MARTHA hurries off with Portia in her arms.)

GILLETTE. Mother, wait! Earlier, when I went:

(He does the stabbing gesture again, his arm moving up
and down from the elbow.)

and you nodded, what did you think I meant?

MARTHA. | thought you were cheering me on about the
poison,

(She makes the gesture.)
“Go, Mother! Go, Mother!” I'll see you later.
(She hurries oul of the room with Porlia.)

GILLETTE. (exuberant; al the top of his game) Ha ha! We're
back in business! And now we have a murderer to
catch!

INSPECTOR. “We?”
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(GILLETTE goes to his manielpiece and takes up his
meerschaum fipe, then starts pulling on a Holmes-like
dressing gown. )

GILLETTE. Now let’s review what we know so far: we know
that Daria must have been murdered in the fifteen
minutes after the séance because that’s when I came in

and found her. So that puts the murder between 8:45
and ¢ pm.

- (By this time, GILLETTE is smoking the meerschaum
and has fastened the dressing gown. He's now the very
picture of Sherlock Flolmes. )

INSPECTOR. Mr. Gillette! Let me remind you that fam in
charge of this case, and you are by no mcans ruled out
as a suspect.

GILLETTE. A: I'm not a suspect and vou know it, B: You do
need my help since I know everyone involved, and C: 1
haven't ruled you out as a suspect, and in fact vou seem
rather odd to me. Now who shall we start with?

INSPECTOR. Call Aggie and Simon in, And no funny busi-
ness! :

GILLETTE. (opens the door) Aggie, Simon, could you step
in, please. 1 need to ask you some questions. The
Inspector will take notes for me.

INSPECTOR. [ do not find thai even fuintly amusing! This is my
case, and it shall remain that way!

(t0 AGGIE and SIMON, who are just entering:) Now both of
you sit down. I want to discuss your relationship with
Daria Chase. How did you know her?

AGGIE. | onlv met her this evening.

SIMON. I met her at Killington, the ski resort,

INSPECTOR. And when was this?

SIMON. Just over a year ago.

INSPECTOR. And how did you meet?

SIMON. She recognized me from a play I was in. She'd
given me a bad review about a swimsuit.
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INSPECTOR. “Swimsuit?”

SIMON. I wore a swimsuit i the play and she implied that
1t was...t00 loose.

INSPECTOR. Loose? But how couid she tell if it was...Oh.
Sorry.

SIMON. Anvyway, I'd never even been to Killington before
and there she was. I think she gocs there preity often
as a sort of getaway.

INSPECTOR. And why were you therer
AGGIE. He was helping me.
INSPECTOR. Helping?

AGGIE. [ was on my honeymoon and my husband Hugo
was killed in a skiing accident.

INSPECTOR. I rcad about that! He was a big wheel. Oh my
Lord! I'm so sorry!

AGGIE. Thank vou. After it happened 1 called Simon to
help me deal with it.

GILLETTE. And vou got there overnight.

SIMON. Yes, I borrowed a friend’s car and drove for about
seven hours.

INSPECTOR. (taking nofes) 1 see. And the name of your
friend who owned the car, please?
(SIMON glances uncomfortably at AGGIE. )

AGGIE. Tamsin McGregor.

SIMON. Yes.

AGGIE. That was his girlfriend at the time,

INSPECTOR. | see.

AGGIE. Simon, vou can talk about it, it’s fine.
{to the INSPECTOR and GILLETTE) She sill calls him,
apparently. She doesn’t want to give him up.

SIMON. (to AGGIE) I asked her to stop calling.

AGGIE. | know that.

SIMON. [ even told Mr. Gillette about it.
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GILLETTE. That's right. She called this afternoon and 1
answered the phone. She sounded upset, I'm afraid.

SIMON. I'm sorry vou had 1o be involved.

GILLETTE. Oh not at all. But the one thing T don’t under-
stand is how she got my telephone number.

SIMON. ] guess she looked it up, or called the operator.

GILLETTE. That’s not possible. It's unlisted.

SIMON. ... Well I don’t know. Maybe she saw 1t in my address
book.

GILLETTE. While you were still a coupler

SIMON. Right. :

GILLETTE. Except that was, what? — almost a year ago?
SIMON. That’s right.

GILLETTE. And I moved into this house just three months
ago. So there was no telephone number a year ago. It
didn’t exisg.

SIMON. (getting upset) Well, I don’t know. Maybe she got it
from a friend of yours, or your agent or something. 1
mean, she kncw I was coming here, 1 told her thai, but
I also told her not to call under any circumstances! 1
begged her. I said don't call!

(Brring! The telephone rings. Fveryone looks at . )
(Brring!)
INSPECTOR. ... The telephone seems to be working again.
(Brring! GILLETTE picks it up. )
GILLETTE. Iello?
(He listens; then offers the phone to SIMON:)
Tamsin.
(SIMON (akes the phone.)
SIMON. lleHo?...No. But Tamsin, how did you get this
number?... Tell me....Because I need to know!...Look,

just calm down, I'm not accusing you of anything....
Calm down!.. Tarosin, yes of course 1...

(He looks at AGGIE and lowers his voice.)



EEN LUDWIG’S THE GAME’S AFQOOT

SIMON. (sont. ) 1 did at the time. But things change. I'tn sorry.
(AGGIE hurries out of the room. )
Oh, God. Aggie! Wait!l... Tamsin. I have to go, I'm
sorrv. Yes, [l call you back!
(He hangs wp. 1o the INSPECTOR:)
May I...?
(The INSPECTOR nods and SIMON hurries oul of the

room, leaving GILLETTE and the INSPECTOR by them-
selves. Beat.)

INSPECTOR. “The silence between the two professionals
spoke volumes.”

(GILLETTE doesn 't respond. He's thinking.)

It’s wo bad we can’t find the murder weapon. It's one
of the many things I find odd about this case. It could
have fingerprints on it, it could be broken in some way,
or wiped clean or any one of a -

GILLETTE. Inspector, would vou please stop babbling about
useless details, I need to think.

INSPECTOR. I would hardly call the murder weapon a “use-
less detail,” Mr. Holmes. Il could tell us everything.

GILLETTE. It won’t. I've already inspected it.

INSPECTOR. What?

GILLETTE. I’s in the drawer.

(The INSPECTOR vushes lo the drawer, opens it and
fudls out the knife. )

GILLETTE. Inspector, I have no ides why 1 didn’t tell vou,

but now you've found it so would you please be guiet
BECAUSE I'M TRYING TO THINK!

(At which moment, FELIX bursts into the room followed
by MADGE. )

(They're both buoyani, at the lop of their game,)
MADGE. We've got it!
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FELIX, We've got it!

MADGE. We know whodunit.

FELIX, What a team we are.

MADGE. Like Astaire and Rogers.

FELIX. Nick and Nora.

MADGE. Sacco and Vanzetd.

FELIX. You know, we could do this professionally.
MADGE. We're awfully good at it.

INSPECTOR. What are you talking about?!
FELIX. We've solved the murder.

MADGE. It’s all wrapped up.

FELIX. Dorn’t try to thank us.

INSPECTOR. But you are suspects yourselves!
MADGE, Not anymore. We figured it out.

FELTX. You may cali the Sheriff and clean up this town.
GILLETTE. What's your guess?

FELIX. It isn’t a guess at all. Look, let’s start with a propo-
sition: whoever murdered Daria is behind the whole
thing. All right? All the murders and the atternpted
murder.

MADGE. Working backwards, that includes Daria, Noggs,
you and Hugo.

INSPECTOR. I thought Hugo was an accident.

FELIX. Oh, puh-lease. “Coincidence?”

INSPECTOR. Fair enough. Go on.

FELTX. So who are the suspects. The people in this house,
right?

MADGE. Ussens.

FELIX. But.

MADGE. But!

FELIX. Process of elirninanon. First we eliminatc Martha.
Fair?

INSPECTOR. Well. ..

MADGE. Can vou rcally see her killing Hugo?
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FELIX. Or hiring someone to shoot at her son?

MAPGE. Then killing Noggs?

FELIX. With a razor blade?

INSPECTOR. All right, T give.

MADGE. ({o GILLETTE} Now what about you. Did you do it?

GILLETTE. Oh please.

FELIX. ({0 the INSPECTOR } And you?

INSPECTOR. Don’t be ridiculous!

FELIX. So now we’'re down to four suspects. Let’s start with
us. Did you do it, darling?

MADGE. No, my love. And vou?

FELIX. Not a chance.

INSPECTOR. But those are denials! They carry no weight

. whatsoever!

FFELIX. Except

MADGE. Except

FELIX. For Noggs.

MADGE. Good old Noggsy.

GILLETTE. What about him?

FELIX. He was killed last night, and we were staying at my
sister’s house in Rhinebeck last night.

MADGE. We have tcn wilntesses,

(silence)

GILLETTE. I see it all.

FELIX. I thought you would.

INSPECTOR. What?

FELIX. We're down 1o Aggie and Simon...and Simon lied!

INSPECTOR. When?

FELIX. He and Daria met at Killington. They both said so.
But she said she left there before Hugo died,

MADGE. and ke said he arrived there afier the killing — in
response to Aggie's call for help.

INSPECTOR. But why should Simon lie about when he
arrived at Killington?
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GILLETTE. 5o he could murder Hugo and get away with it!

FELIX/MADGE. Bingo.

INSPECTOR. But why on earth would he murder Hugo?

GILLETTE. The money! Don't vou see it? Simeon arrives
at Killington on let’s say Saturday and he plans the
murder. Then he pretends to arrive on Tuesday so he
can play the hero with Aggie, and it works because
later he marries Aggie and as her husband gets half
the money.

FELIX. And Daria knew all this because she happened to be
at Killington and saw him —

MADGE. So she became a threat to Simon and he had to
kill her.

FELIX, Case closed.

INSPECTOR, Wait! Mr. Gillette got shot at the Palace Theater.
How does that fit in? Admittedly, Simon could have
hired someone, but why shoot you? He was already mar-
ried to Aggie — it doesn’t make sense.

FELIX. 1 have an idea about that.

GILLETTE. So do L.

MADGE. So do Il He missed, right?

INSPECTOR. Well of course he missed. He hit Mr. Gillette’s
arm. Though from that distance T'd have put it right
through his heart, let it ricochet twice around the the-
ater and have it come back between his testicles.
(GILLETTE and FELIX cross their legs. )

MADGE. You don’t understand. This man imissed cntirely.
He was shooting at Aggre, he missed her, and the bullet
hit Willse.

INSPECTOR. Ingenious! But why on earth was he shooting
at Aggle?

ALL THREE. Tamsin.

INSPECTOR. Tamsin?

MADGE. Simon has a girlfriend!

FELIX. And he’s in love with her!
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GILLETTE. Just look at it from Simon’s point of view. 1le
kills Hugo and marries Aggie to get her money, but
he’s not in love with Aggie, he’s in love with Tarusin.
Solution:

GILIETTE/FELD(/MADGE/INSPECTOR. Kill Aggie.

INSPECTOR. And Tamsin has your telephone numbecer
because Simon gave it to her,

GILLETTE. {simultaneously) gave it to her!

MADGE. So if [ may, a recap, from the beginning, just once,

FELIX. Go.

MADGE. Simon is in love with Tamsin and he’s friends with
Aggle.

FFLIX. Then Aggie marries Hugo, who is rich as Croesus.

GILLETTE. So Stimon, who 1s ambitious,

MADGE. And a sociopath,

INSPECTOR. Kills Hugo, marries Aggie, gets the money,
and decides to kill Aggie so he and Tamsin can enjoy
the loot,

FELIX. So he leaves a note making it look like Gillette was
the intended victim.

MADGE. But.

FELIX. But! Noggs overhears Simon hiring someone to
shoot Aggie,

MADGE. And whoever it is, misses Aggie, his intended
victim, and hits our beloved leader here.

GILLETTE. And meanwhile, Simon kills Noggs because he's
heard something,

INSPECTOR. On top of which, Daria knows the truth
because of Killington

FELIX. And blackmails Stmon,

MADGE. 50 he stabs her in the back!

FELIX. ... Well, that’s simple ¢nough.

GILLETTE. Tt is, actually. It's like Richard the Third. Ruthless
man kills everyonc: he needs to in order to get what he
wants. The rest is detail.
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(AL which moment, MARTHA enters from the dining
room. )

MARTHA. Hello, my dears.

GILLETTE. Mother, how's Portia?

MARTHA. She's going to be fine, thank God.

MADGE. Martha, have you seen Simon around?

MARTHA. Well, yes I have, actually. I was in the kitchen, and
I saw him outside walking to the boathouse. In this
weather! That’s ridiculous.

FELIX. A getaway?

INSPECTOR. Possibly.

MADGE. Wait a second ~ was Aggic with him?

MARTHA. I couldn’t see very well, but I think she might
have beern.

MADGE. Oh God,

GILLETTE. She’s still in danger. I wasn't thinking.

FELIX. But he wouldn’t do anvthing to her here, would he?

INSPECTOR. Who knows what he’d do. He's getting desper-
ate.

GILLETTE. You go out the French doors and surround
them!

(They rush to the French doors.)

MADGE. Wait! I think we should make lots of noise so he
knows we’re coming and thinks twice about hurting
her.

INSPECTOR. That’s excellent!

FELIX. Ayeyeyeyeyeyeyeve!

ALY FOUR. AYEYEYEYLYIYEYEYE!
(And they run out, leaving MARTHA alone looking com-
pletely bewildered, )

MARTHA. The word “madhouse” doesn’t begin to describe
it.

{She exils up the stairs, leaving the room empty.)
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{Thunder. The wind howls.)
{pause)
{(stillness)
(Then AGGIE enters from the study.) -
AGGIE. _..Hello?.. Where is everybody?
(She walks to the hall and opens the doov. There's a flash

of lightning and we see SIMON through the French win-
dows behind her looking into the room. )

Helor!.. . William?!...
{SIMON enters the room quietly. Then AGGIE turns.)

Oh!You startled me.
SIMON. Sorry.

{He stares at her.)

AGGIE. Where have vou been? What’s the matter with vou?

SIMON. Nothing.
(silence)

AGGIE. Do you want to call Tamsin back. Is that it?

SIMON. You know that’s not true.

AGGIE. Do 17 You sounded pretty friendly on the phone
just now.

SIMON. I didn’t mean to.

AGGIE. Oh, Simon. Are you still in love with her? Tell me
the truth! Please!

SIMON. No.

AGGIE. No what? That you're not in love with her, or not
telling me the truth?

SIMON. ...What do vou think?
(Beat. Then they laugh uneasily. )

AGGIE. I'm sorry, T just...I get so jealous sometimes. I was
looking for you and 1 couldn’t find you,

SIMON. | went ouiside to do some thinking. What a week-
end, Can I get you a drink?
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AGGIE. I'd love one.
SIMON. Have a scat. It'll just take a minute.
(She staris to sit.)

No, no. 5it herc. You can sec outside. The light is so
beautiful.

(He offers her a chair so she can’l see the wall of weapons
behind her. She sits. SIMON stares al the back of her head
Jor @ moment, then lakes down a garrote, Thunder, and
the lights dim. )

(AGGIE leans her head back and lakes a deep breath.)

AGGIE. Oh. I'm so tired.

SIMON. Are you...7

AGGIE. Oh, my neck! Could you massage it?

SIMON. Of course.
(He puls down the garrole and begins massaging her
neck. )
How’s that?

AGGIE. Heaven.

(He works on her neck in silence for a moment. She sighs

deeply. )

Wouldn't it be wonderful to live in a place like this?
SIMON. You can afford it, you know.

AGGIE. That’s true. But 1 meant this kind of life. Like the
Inspecior.

(Hle continues to massage her neck. .. and then kis fingers
go around her throat...)

1 could solve all the local mysteries and put things right
again. I love that sort of tidiness, when all the pleces
fit so perfecily together and everything just locks into
place. That’s when they catch the really bad people,
*Where did the Pennyfeather’s cat disappear to?” She’s
on the roof. “Who dug up Miss Pilbcam'’s flower bed
last night?” Tt was that darn dog again. *Why do the
Wheelers beat their daughter every night? She tries so
hard to be perfect.”
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SIMON. I know you do.
(#ranise)

AGGIE. We had the perfect plan, didn’t we.
SIMON. We did.

AGGIE. I marry Hugo. I get the money. We kill Hugo. We
get married.

SIMON. Then Daria had to comne along and stick her nose
in it. Out of the bluel

{Agitated, SIMON walks to the bar and starls making a
drink. AGGIE siands. )

AGGIE. She was on to vou like a shot.

SIMON. The stupid cow. I always hated her. Do you know
she tried to blackmail me. Me/

AGGIE. Is that why vou killed her?

SIMON. No. I didn’t kill her. That’s the funny thing. It
wasn't me,

AGGIE. Oh, really? And yet, on the other hand, you tried to
kill me, didn’t you?

(SIMON [looks ai her, startled — and AGGIE snatches up
the garrote and whips it over SIMON's head and starts
to strangle him without mercy. She'’s pulling so hard, he
can barely claw at his neck. Meanwhile, the storm out
side is mging. J
You hired thal man to shoot at me in the theatre, didn’l you?!
DIDN'T You#!

SIMON. (strangling) Yes!

AGGIE. And you were aboul to try it again, weren 'l you?!

SIMON. Arghh...Aggie, please!

AGGIE. Aggie please what?! Leave you and Tamsin to enjoy
my morney:!

SIMON. No!

AGCIE. Liar! Admit ot!

SIMON. Argh!

AGGIE. You're stll in love with her, aren’t you?! ADMIT IT OR
PLLKILL YOU!
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{Beat. He shakes his head yes — and Snap! She gives the
garvole a final yank and SIMON s body goes limp and he
falls o the floov. AGGIE undoes the garrote, and is catch-
ing her breath, when she hears voices outside.)

INSPECTOR. {off) I'll go round the front!
MADGE. {¢off) We’ll take the lawn!
GILLETTE. (¢ff) I'll try the house!

(AGGIE runs to the French windows to look out — when
suddenty SIMON begins to stir.)

SIMON. Unhhh...

{AGGIE turns, shocked. She looks around desperately,
grabs a heavy bronze statuetle from a lable and races to
Aim. As he begins to get lo his knees, she smashes him
in the head with a korrible thud and he collapses to the
Jfloor again and doesn’t move.)
GILLETTE. {(off) Aggie?!

{Panting, AGGIE springs inlo action. She tousles her hair
and rips her dress — clearly she’s planning io pretend that
she’s just been atlacked. She strikes a pose and is about lo
stert wailing, when SIMON starts moaning again. )

SIMON. Unnhhhh!
(AGGIE is dumbfounded. SIMON tries to gei to his feet. )

AGGIE. Would you stofs it!
(AGGIE runs to the wall and grabs a shotgun. She’s
about {o shoot him — but decides instead to club him
with it. Wham! SIMON hits the flooy, dead at last — and
AGGIE staris wailing just as GILLETTE runs in the
door. )

GILLETTE. Aggie!

AGGIE. Oh, William! William! Oh, thank God! He tried to kill
me! And he killed Hugo! He admitted it! And he put
this horrible thing round my neck and I managed to
squirm out of it and I got it around A neck and I1...J
could hardly breathe!
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(AGGIE bursts inte racking sobs and flings herself at
GILLETTE.

AGGIE. [t was Simon all along! He still loved Tamsin! That’s
what he said! Oh, William, I love vou so much!
(She clings to him for dear life.)
And we can tind our love again, 1 promise. 7 fromise.
GILLETTE. Oh my darling, that's wonderful! And may I reil

you something?

AGGIE. Of course you can. You can tell me anything in the
world!

GILLETTE. | rurned the tape recorder back on before I ran
outside.

{He takes the remote control device out of his pocket and
holds it up. AGGIE s eyes widen in terror.)

AGGIE. Nol No, don'tl...Don ¢ play ii! Please! Please!!
(He'’s about (o hif the buiton. .. but deesn’t.)

GILLETTE. I didn’t put it together until I was outside. You

married Simon because you had to. He helped you kall
Hugo because that was the way to get the money.

(AGGIE bolls to the wall and grabs a fnstol.)
AGGIE. Get back! Get back! I'll shoot, I swear to God!
(She aims the gun al his head. )

GILLETTE. Aggie.

AGGIE. You didn’t love me enough, did you?! I wasn’t good
enough for you, the great William Gillette! Well I didn’t need
you! { found Hugo!!

GILLETTE. Aggie, please.

{She fires! Click.)

GILLETTE. You don’t think I leave them around loaded, do
your

(With a cry of frustration, AGGIE throws the pistol down
and races to the hall, flecing for her life — and runs
straight into the INSPECTOR, who’s waiting for hen
Stmultaneously, FELIX and MADGE reenter. )
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INSPECTOR. No you don’t!

AGGIE. AR! Let me go! Let go of me!
(She'’s struggling so hard that the INSPECTOR can 't
hold her.)

INSPECTOR. My Geisel! Would you help me here! My God, M,
Gillette, you were right! She’s a wildcat!

(FELIX %elps hold on to her)
AGGIE. Stopy it! Stop it! I hale you!

{(Amid cries and grunts, they finally subdue her and
handcuff her. By the end, she’s panting like a trapped
animal, exhausted. )

If vou hadn’t rccorded me with that stupid machine
I'd have gotten away with it!

GILLETTE. I hate to tell you this, but I didn’t put the
machine on. That was a bluff.

AGGIE. AHHHH!

FELIX. Aggie. Why?

AGGIE. “Why?” How's fifty million dollars “why.” How's get-
ting to dress perfectly and act perfectly and get treated
perfecty. EXCEPT SIMON HAD TO GO AND RUIN T1,
THE LYING, WOMANIZING LITTLE CHEAT!

(She kicks the body — and SIMON staris upward with a
gusp. They all jump back, and SIMON gets to his knees. )

SIMON. Unnnhhhh... What happened>...

(He looks up and sees everyone staring at him, )
Uh oh.

INSPECTOR. Mr. Bright, vou are under arrest for the
attempted murder ol Miss Agatha Wheeler, the murder
of her hushand, Hugo, and the murder of Miss Daria
Chase. If vou would like to make a statement —

SIMON. Hey, wait a second! [ didn’t kill Daria. 5he did!

AGGIE. Liar! Why would I murder Dariar! It was your alibi
that was busted.

SIMON. You lying little schemer,
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SIMON. AGGIE.
I had nothing to do It was your problem,
with Darial not wmine!

INSPECTOR. Will you hoth please be quiet!! You are both under
arrest,

{We hear a siren in the distance.)
and I believe I see my men coming up the drive, now
move along!

AGGIE. ... IdioU

(AGGIE and SIMON [eqve the room, and the INSPECTOR
starts to follow them. )

MADGE. You were right about Aggie. What made you think
of it?

GILLETTE. Just getting outside helped clear my head. And
then I thought: How could Simoen kill Hugo aloner
Just toosening the surap on his ski? Too unpredictable.
Aggie must have drugged the poor man, or perhaps
they killed him together first, then staged the acci-
dent. I suppose we’ll find out at the trial.

FELIX. I hadn't thought of a trial. Do vou think they could
beat the rap?

GILLETTE. I doubt it. But if this were a play, it would make
a good sequel... . Inspector. Well done.

INSPECTOR. Thank you, William. We gel our man. And
girl. Whatever.

Come, you spirits

That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here,
And fill me from the crown fto the foe top-full
Of direst cruelty!

If you need an actress, give me a jingle. I might be
available.
{The INSPECTOR exits, leaving FELIX, MADGE and GIL-
LETTE onstage. There’s a moment of stunned silence. )
GILLETTE. Amazing.
MADGE. Aggie. Who would have guessed.
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FELIX, Well 1 did, actually.
MADGE. What do you mean?

FELIX. T always thought there was something suspicious
about her. She was too perfect, too.. satisfied, which is
why I followed her out here last night during dinner. T
had a feeling she was up to something.

MADGE. { thought you were out here fooling around with
Daria.

FELIX. Madge. Me?

GILLETTE. (o FELIX) [ wouldn’t push i, if I were you.

(MADGE and FELIX take hands. GILLETTE looks atvery.)

MADGE. I'm so sorry, Willie. Were vou in love with her?

GILLETTE. I think I was for a moment, But what is love? Tis
not hereafter.

FELIX. Present mirth hath present laughter,
MADGE. What’s to come is still unsure.

FELIX. In delay there lies no plenty,

GHLETTE. Then come kiss me, sweet and twenty,
MADGE. Youth's a stuff will not endure.

FELIX. That's all well and good, but “sweet and twenty”
tried to blow your brains out.

GILLEFTE. Sweet and twenty usually does.
(FELIX fpicks wp the gun. )
Careful with that, it’s loaded.

FELIX. Oh it is not.

GILLETTE. Yes it is. I emptied only the first chamber. How
else to catch a master criminal?

FELIX. (waving the gun amund without even noticing it, making
GILLETTE and MADGE more and more nervous) Oh stop it.
You mean to say that you emptied the first chamber of
every single one of these guns?

GILLETTE. Yes!

MADGE. (dodging the gun} Felix! Be carefull



KEN LUPWIG’S THE GAME’S AFOOT

FELIX, (waving the gun like a schoolteacher shaking a finger at u
pupil} Gillette, listen to me: you are not really Sherlock
Holmes and you’ve got to get over Lhis obsession of yours.

GULETTE. Would you be careful with that! It's loaded!

FELIX. Oh it is not and I'll prove it!

(He raises the gun above his head and poinds it at the
cetling, ready to fire )

MADGE. Don 't/

GILLETYTE. {in a different, more serious tone) ... Wait a moment,
I have a question. If Aggie and Simon didn’t kill Daria,
then who did?

(At which moment, MARTHA Dustles doumn the stairs in
her nightgown. )

MARTHA. Sorty, sorry, I can see vou're busy, but there’s some-
thing I forgot to do...Oh, what is it?...Oh ves, of course.
(She spies the knife that killed DARIA, still lying on the
desk where the INSPECTOR left it. She picks it up and
gives it a good cleaning with her handkerchief. )

We can’t leave this just lying around, now can we? [t
still mught have my fingerprints on it. They'd think 1
was crazy as a bed bug.

GILLETTE. Mother?

MARTHA. I'm sorry, dear, but I had to do it. She would have
ruined you.

{She hangs the knife on the wall where it was originally.)

There. Now cverything’s perfcct again and we can all
go to bed. Merry Christras!

(She smiles happily at her dear ones, who are all safe...
and dumbfounded.)

(At this moment there is a screech of music and DARIA,
still alive, lurches out of nowhere onto the French door
from outside. We see her plastered against the glass —
while simultaneously, hand still raised, FELIX fires the
gun info the ceiling, surprising even himself.)

(BANG!)
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(The final moment of the Beethoven quartet fills the air)

{curtain)
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