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ACTING CAN BE MURDER
By Eddie M cPherson

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(6 MEN, 8 WOMEN, OPTIONAL EXTRAS)

DOLORES GORDON (f)........... Hard to tell if she’s thé epito evil or

HOWARD WEAVER (m).......... Owner of a small but tique shop in
e to no good.
Sophisticated,flate 40s or early 50s. (101

lines)

BEVERLY GLADSTONE (f).... The theagre’s competent director. Mid-40s.
(246lin

JANET DUNCAN (f) ..cccveneenene ERLY’s stage manager. Young and
elp
brow aristocrat who feels it’s her job

ly 20s. (57 lines)
% everyone else in their place. Early

§. (68 lines)

GEORGIA STYLES (f)......

LLOYD FISCHER @m}.""........... The theatre’s handyman who is involved in

something mysterious.  Early 30s. (26

lines)

GUINEVEREF | JETR Dolores’s murder victim. Seems to
restlessly lurk in the shadows of the
theatre. Same age as Dolores. (NoO lines)

ISABEL TS (f) e Recently learned of her husband’s ongoing
“hobby”. 30s. (44 lines)

OLIVIA ANDERSON (f)........... ISABELLA’s friend in need. Young and
attractive. Early 20s. (52 lines)
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ALICE OLDACRE (f)....cccceeuu.... “Overhears” something she shouldn’t
have. Late 40s. (27 lines)

OSCAR FAIRFAX (m) .............. A local medical doctor.
lines)

id-60s. (33

OFFICER EVAN BIDDLE (m).. A policeman who is concerned about
his standing in the ity. Mid-to-late

20s. (62 lines)

GEOFFREY CHANCE (m)........ Young and afrogant. Kikes fast cars and
adventure. Eatlgn20s. lines)

ALBERT FISK (m)........ccocuve.e.. An eagepactor. Mid-to-late 20s. (15 lines)

EXTRAS (m/f).cvveviieiieiene, Ot cast members in the play and/or

bers of the dream sequence.

ad’ is that of the lowly understudy. She
ight receive the lead role in an upcoming
1S to murder the lead actress, Guinevere
what she does. To make the murder more fun,

her victim hasn’t disappeared. That’s when her worst nightmare is realized:
Guinevere’s body is indeed gone. But who took it? Which cast member is
on to her horrific crime? And is that Guinevere herself peering through the
French doors of the set when no one but Dolores is looking? Find out the
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answers when you read this murder mystery that spoofs both Agatha Christie
and Alfred Hitchcock in one keep-you-guessing backstage comedy.

Simple set.

RUNNING TIME: 90 minutes.

SET:
The set is decorated as a Victorian-style living ro sofa sits center
stage with a matching chair sitting left of it. A fire sifs against the

the fireplace. French doors open up to a gard % the fireplace and
there are bookcases full of old books on the Iefof the/fireplace. On the
of the house and more
or and a long window
tique-looking chest sits

table. A small round end table sits
the table.

nice pictures. On the stage right wall is\another
beside it. This door exits to the outside.
in front of the sofa serving as a co
left of the sofa. A telephone sits aj

PROPS:
O Candlestick
O White handkerchie
O Poster-size pictdges playing Guinevere and Delores
O Compact
O
O

O

O

O

O

O

]

O Tubelof lipstick
O Toy gun

O Headset

O Clipboard
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Small tablet and pencil
Martini-type glasses

Silver tray

Telephone

Fake butcher knife

Unlit cigarette

Detective badge

Small toolbox

White masks (For optional dream sequenc
Fake stick of dynamite (For optional dream )
Book

Two pitchers of water

Several glasses

Bottle of “tranquilizers”

Two pieces of paper (As |etters)
Several plastic medallions for cha
Feather boa

Ugly hat

Unlit cigar

Pair of handcuffs

Cell phone

Tape measure

ooooooooboooobooooooooooao

UCTION NOTES

This is a farce, so the p hould move along rather quickly and be played

for fun, but please notice the pauses and the other silent places in the stage
directions. THese Id be played to the fullest for desired effect. For
example, not ections such as the following: “When Dolores takes

the glass, her hands arg’ visibly shaking.”; “It looks, by their body language,

Extra cast members can be added to play in the dream sequence and/or as

other actors rehearsing the play if desired.
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The actor who plays Guinevere should be dressed like her large portrait.
Also, if you use the dream sequence, Guinevere’s outfit should be pretty
basic and easy to find and put together so that the actors in the dream
sequence can dress like her. For example: Black dress with white pearls;

white dress with blue scarf etc. It needs to be easy to dr
alike.

many actors

The chest should be the centerpiece of the set. It sho it facing' the sofa
so that the lid opens toward the upstage wall.

Have fun with this play. It is something of a pa hat)it takes Agatha
Christie-type characters and places them i
situation. Remember, too, that it is a com
seriously. Enjoy the ridiculous situationg”and the somewhat stereotypical
characters. If you enjoy it, the audience
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ACT ONE, SCENE ONE

SCENE:

The set is decorated as a Victorian-style living room. A sofa sits
center stage with a matching chair sitting left of it.
against the upstage center wall. A large picture of\DOLORES
GORDON hangs above the fireplace. French d
garden right of the fireplace and bookcases full ofgeld books are on

front of the sofa
ble sits left of the

to the outside. A large antique-looking chg
serving as a coffee table. A small, round{e
sofa. A telephone sits atop the table.

AT RISE:
DOLORES GORDON is calmly closing the chest that sits in front of
the sofa. She notices the audiegce.

DOLORES: Excuse me whil my breath. (She wipes her
forehead with a whitest chief.) Have you ever murdered
anyone and hid the bd e tell you — it is not as easy as it

looks in the movie ). murder? Here. (DOLORES holds

over the fireplace, though the dress is
different.) Guine Black. (Giving the picture a good looking-
gh cookie to knock over — very stout for

her age. (SHAeWputs the picture away.)
Why did @ a dastardly thing? She had it coming, it's as

simple -~(Pulls out a compact and powders her nose.) She

g ya arrogant. Let me explain: You see, I'm playing

3 Dois, who owns this quaint Victorian-style home here.
The pictugeé above the fireplace used to be (Points to the wing
where she put the portrait.) that picture of Guinevere Black |
showed you a moment ago. That was back when she was playing
Clarisse. But after Guinevere (Makes quotation marks with her
fingers.) “ran off to Europe,” leaving the cast and director high and
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dry, they were forced to bring in her understudy. (Throws out her
arms.) Yours truly.

What is this world coming to when you have to kill a body just to
land a decent part in a play? | mean, really!

You're just dying to know how | did it, aren’t y to the
candlestick on the end table.) There it is rightgover thefe — the
candlestick | used. | researched for wee @ ng out exactly

where in the back of her head | should strike.“The candlestick is
serving as one of the props in the play n? (Stands
beside the chest) Guess where | hid ? You already

director, enters carrying a me i box and watches
DOLORES. DOLORES doe
to speak to the audience. Hgr demeanor changes suddenly.)

| bet you're like all the others who think | should be nothing but an
understudy. That | dgr ave the talent it takes to be a star.
About that | have only % o say: BLAH on you!

BEVERLY: Dolores?/ (DQkORES is startled and turns quickly and
places the dress 'in t of her as though she were trying to
protect herself. u talking to?

DOLORES: (Nervo Beverly? How long have you been
standing there?

DOLORES: . a few people. | was . . . performing a

BEVERLY: |46 ame in. (Places a hand above her eyes and peers
out towal 'ence.) Is anyone out there?

my monologue in front of an audience, that’s all. It helps me get
into character.
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BEVERLY: (BEVERLY gives DOLORES a strange look, then walks
around the set arranging things.) You're early. How long have
you been here?

DOLORES: (Picking at the dress.) Only a few minutes. Mr. Fischer

let me in.

BEVERLY: Lloyd let you in? That's odd, he told me,he would be out
of town until later. That's why he asked if | coul eatre
tonight.

DOLORES: 1 just took for granted it was Mr. who unlocked
the door. All I know is that it was certainly un d, You see, |

had to return a scarf over at Ratliff's JBre hop before they

closed. Well, no use going all thek home before
rehearsal.

BEVERLY: That makes sense. How do you like the set? Isn't it
marvelous?

DOLORES: Simply adorable. It make t to move right in.

BEVERLY: (Crossing and lookigg up at the portrait of DOLORES.)

The portrait turned out nicef, How does it make you feel seeing
your likeness bigger than

DOLORES: Like a star!
e chest.) The only thing I'm not so crazy
ble.
e certainly sets off the antique look

BEVERLY: (Crosses to
ould move it to a different area of the

about is this chest for
DOLORES: | think it
you were after.
BEVERLY: 1| su
stage.

DOLORES: (Quickly.) Ol no, Beverly! It belongs front and center, if
you ask mie. bbing the top of the chest.) That way, everyone
can see iate its ornate characteristics.

ess

BEVERLY:

ou’re right.

first dressjrehearsal.

DOLORES: | think I'll hang it in my dressing room so it doesn't get
wrinkled. (Before she leaves.) Beverly, | can't thank you enough
for giving me this chance. | won't let you down.
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BEVERLY: You're welcome, Dolores.

DOLORES looks over at the chest, covers her mouth with her fingers,
giggles and exits. BEVERLY starts straightening things on the set.
She takes the candlestick off the end table and places jfion top of the

flowers. JANET DUNCAN, BEVERLY'S stag
carrying a few framed pictures.

JANET: Hi, Beverly — sorry I'm late.

BEVERLY: I just walked in myself.

JANET: (Sets one of the pictures down_on
other picture, which is a painting
these pictures from home to hang\up. Thi
she beautiful?

BEVERLY: That's an awfully expensive-looking picture to use for the
play.

JANET: Nah, it's been in the pac closet collecting dust. | think |
bought it at a yard sale once

BEVERLY: Janet, do yo

JANET: (Crossing to{BEV iib

and holds up the
ul lady.) | brought
is my favorite. Isn’t

per if Lloyd locked the theatre last
night?
who is still arranging the flowers.)

BEVERLY: But ar, e locked the door?
JANET: Let me think™Yes, he did, because just after he drove off, |

arrived th 0.

get it. Bupthe'doer was securely bolted.
BEVERLY: %- — Dolores said it was unlocked when she

candlestick.) What's this?
BEVERLY: | was rearranging a few pieces to see how they look. |
hope you don’'t mind.

10
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JANET: (Picking up the candlestick.) No, | mean this candlestick.
Where did it come from?

BEVERLY: You brought it in last week. Remember?

JANET: | brought in a candlestick, but not this one. (Hands it to
BEVERLY.) Feel how heavy itis. This is the real deal. The one |
brought in was plastic.

BEVERLY: Hmmm. |don’t know. Perhaps one of bers
brought it in.

JANET: (Setting it back down on the chest a @ ORES enters.)
I'd sure hate to get hit over the head with that heawy, thing.

DOLORES: (Rushes over to JANET.) Why, say'that?

JANET: Say what?

DOLORES: You said someone was ;hit head with that
candlestick.

BEVERLY: (Laughs.) No, she didn’tDolores.

DOLORES: (Rushes over to the can i icks it up and holds it

up next to her.) I'm not sure
table.
BEVERLY: Janet didn't moveli

y you had to move it from the end

DOLORES: What? Yes axing a little.) | guess I'm just getting
nervous about openi orgive me, Beverly — you're the
director. You havg,the“right=to move the props any place you'd
like.

JANET: It really
think it looks better.

DOLORES: (Setting the
anywhere

BEVERLY: %

DOLORES: Yithink
So
thg

er. It can go back to the end table if you

ndlestick on the chest.) | think it looks fine

lo you know who brought it in?

was owned by my grandmother’s grandmother.

it was meant for me to have it, though. You know, so

)e used for some higher purpose. (She stares at and
touct hest.)

BEVERLY: Fm glad you are excited about the play, Dolores, but |
would hardly consider a community theatre production a higher
purpose.

11
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ALBERT FISK enters wearing a butler costume. He's excited.

ALBERT: I'm here, is it time yet?
BEVERLY: Not yet, Albert. Sorry.
ALBERT: Darn! (He exits.)

HOWARD WEAVER enters and stands just outside oors.
He raises his hand in a dramatic stance. He jggdressed /as your
typical butler.

DOLORES: (Throwing a hand out towars
owl scream and the crickets cry — Di

HOWARD: (With arms still out, he moy’es toward her.) “When?”

DOLORES: (Meeting HOWARD center stage behind the sofa.)
“Now.”

HOWARD: (Taking DOLORES’
lies in th’ second chamber?”,

DOLORES: (Out of charact ing,) Oh, Macbeth was such a
fun play to do. If only | could havejactually played Lady Macbeth

in that one.
HOWARD: That's right e Guinevere’s understudy in that
one, too, weren't yau?

JANET: (Taking the pic

and, still dramatic.) “Hark! Who

of the lady she brought in with her.) |
need to get a e for the back of my picture. Good to
see you, Mr. Weaver,_(She exits.)

HOWARD: Always a pleasure, Janet. (Turns to BEVERLY.) | think

it's time wé do“another Shakespeare play, Beverly. Everyone said
eth.
akespeare’s a master all right, but for my taste, there’s

they enjad
BEVERLY:
nothing

HOWARD: Don't forget, Dolores, to call me Howard.
DOLORES: (Giggles.) Oh, Howard.

12
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BEVERLY: (Opening her director’'s book.) Now that | have my two
leads together, let's go over a few things we need to focus on in
tonight’s rehearsal. (HOWARD has spotted the chest and crossed
to it. As BEVERLY speaks, he slowly rubs the sides and top of it.)
| thought the pacing was off a bit last night. I'll dep on you two
to pick things up a little . . .

DOLORES: (To HOWARD.) Isn't it a lovely iture,
Howard?

BEVERLY: If someone misses a cue, | need to help cover
as much as possible.

HOWARD: (Pats the top of the chest.) tnie craftsman,

that'’s for sure.
BEVERLY: (Realizing she’s being ignor
Well, | guess those are all the note
DOLORES: (To HOWARD.) Did G
you?
HOWARD: Not yet, but I'm not the kind to give up so easily.
BEVERLY: (Giving up.) | gugss I'll go in the back and help Janet
with the props. Don’t min
HOWARD: It's (Staring at the chest.) $o sturdy . ..

her notebook.)
oday.
rgia finally decide to sell it to

DOLORES: (Staring at So strong.
HOWARD: (Staring at th 5o well put together.
DOLORES: (Staring ) So well-built.

RD.) Such masculine vitality . . .
HOWARD: (Snappingfr@m,his fog.) | beg your pardon?

your che
HOWARD:
furniture.

DOLORE d that slip out about your poor deceased wife? Where
are my manners? You were looking at the chest!

HOWARD: Yes, this would be a perfect piece to showcase in my
antique shop.

13
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DOLORES: That's a wonderful idea. Perhaps Georgia will give in
and let you have it.

HOWARD: [I'll ask her when she gets here. Now, let’s talk about us.

DOLORES: (Swallows hard.) Us?

HOWARD: Yes, our scene that’'s coming up tonight.

DOLORES: (Disappointed.) Oh, that us.

GEORGIA STYLES enters. She’s very high-browgand walks with a
poise that lets everyone know she’s just a bit % than everyone
else. She holds a large lace-type doily over one afm and her purse

GEORGIA: Here we go, all. Hello, Do Weaver. (Places
.) | thought | would
.| believe it will help

candlestick and the flowers o
DOLORES: (Rushes to her.) orgia, what are you doing?
HOWARD: Hello, Mrs. Style
GEORGIA: (To DOLORES.)_Help meydear. (Hands DOLORES the

ng its beauty before you came in. Mrs.
Styles, I'd like to you to reconsider selling the chest to me
once the play is over.
5 as she takes the flowers and the candlestick
d places them on the top of the doily.) Sell my

Come now, Mr. Weaver. Would one sell the

| have said' before, | would never attempt to put a price on this rare
family heirloom. The mere thought of it makes it hard for me to
breathe. Besides, all you would do is turn around and sell it at that
shoddy little antique shop of yours.

14
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HOWARD: But that's just it, Mrs. Styles. | want to display it in the
front window of my shop. That way dozens of people could
admire and appreciate it on a daily basis.

GEORGIA: The answer is still no and | don’t intend to discuss it any
further. | did not obtain my wealth by making foglish business
deals.

DOLORES: No, you made it when your rich husba -

GEORGIA: Well, Dolores Gordon, why don't wegust come fight out

and say what we think?
DOLORES: Don't get me wrong, Georgia. | ag at you should

keep the chest at home where you can |g6K™a
day. %

GEORGIA: Admire it? On the contrary;| t her ugly. | keep
it stored in my attic underneath a/Stack of homemade quilts my
grandmother made.

HOWARD: But it's a masterpiece th be shared with the
world.

DOLORES: Or at least used t@, store things. Quilts, winter clothes,

bodies . . .
I | said bonnets, not bodies.
vould want to store a dead body inside

GEORGIA: Bodies?
n, what would that prove? (The three

d admire it every

HOWARD: Bodies?

DOLORES:  (Quickly.)
(Giggles nervously,
an antique chest? |
laugh.)

GEORGIA: | suppose“fyou wanted to get rid of someone you didn’t
like, that would be a good place to hide the body after you have

killed the laugh.)

HOWARD: arson were too tall, you could always chop the
body up fit better.

GEOR ughs and places a hand on HOWARD’S arm.) Oh,

stop! | can't breathe.

DOLOR Sees this and stands between GEORGIA and
HOWARD) You lay a hand on him again, and I'll hit you over the
head with a candlestick and stuff you in that chest. (All three
laugh harder than ever as GEORGIA removes her hand.)

15
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BEVERLY: (Entering.) Well, sounds as if everyone is in a good
mood for a night of rehearsing. Georgia, | love that costume on
you.

GEORGIA: (Twirling around, modeling.) Playing a domestic servant
has certainly been a challenge for me. I'm used toMeing the one
who tells servants what to do.

BEVERLY: That's why they call it acting.

HOWARD: (Wiping his eyes with a handkerchi
having a little fun talking about murder.

BEVERLY: (Removing the picture from the sofa,
placed it earlier.) That's appropriate, sj
what we're rehearsing. (She hangs the D
atit.)

GEORGIA: 1 should check my make Dolo
like me to do your makeup for you

DOLORES: But | have already done .

GEORGIA: You didn't underst what | meant dear. Would you
like for me to do your make 2

DOLORES: (Looks at the ch ot sure | should leave her.

HOWARD: Leave whom?

DOLORES: (Thinking q
help.

BEVERLY: I'm almo Dolores go ahead.

DOLORES: (Reluctantly.)»Very well. | guess it shouldn’t take that

We were just

e, JANET had
r mystery is
Steps back to look

S, dear — would you

m, Beverly — she might need my

long. (She exi GIA)
BEVERLY: (Referrin e picture.) Mr. Weaver, does that look

straight?
HOWARD: A
ALBERT: (
BEVERLY:

t way. There.
Beverly, is it time yet?

He exits: LLA WATTS enters sniffling into a tissue and barely
able to walk. )She’s being comforted by OLIVIA ANDERSON.

OLIVIA: There, there. I'm sure it will be all right in the long run.

16
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BEVERLY: (Rushing over to ISABELLA, taking her by the arm and
helping her to the sofa.) What's the matter with Isabella?

OLIVIA: She just received terrible news, Ms. Gladstone.

HOWARD: Here, put her down on the sofa so she can relax.
(OLIVIA, HOWARD and BEVERLY surround her.)

BEVERLY: Terrible news? What is it?

OLIVIA: T'll let Isabella tell you.

ISABELLA: (She’s sniffling and crying and speaking incoherently.
Of course she isn't actually saying “blah lah...” but her
sentences don’'t need to be understood.) Blahj blah, blah,

blah, blah . .. (She breaks down.)

OLIVIA: She says she caught her husba
fling with another woman.

ISABELLA: (Again incoherent as sheytries to talk while she’s crying.)
Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah!

OLIVIA: (Interpreting.) She came ho ght after working hard
allday ...

ISABELLA: Blah, blah, blah, bjah, blah . ..

OLIVIA: And while she was{changi lothes in her bedroom, she
saw the corner of a shoebox sticking from underneath the bed . . .

ISABELLA: (Standing apd acting,it out as she explains through her
sobbing.) Blah, blah, Blah, blah} blah, blah!
0X plelced it on her bed.

y the others. Only one lip is painted
bright red. She holds be of lipstick.

s years having a

ISABELLA:
OLIVIA:
curiosity

h, blah, blah, blah!
she shouldn’t look inside the box, but her
e bétter of her.

J
DOLOR aring this, stops in her tracks.

DOLORES: {To herself.) Look inside?

ISABELLA: Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah!

OLIVIA: She bit her lip and bent down to open the box, afraid of what
she might find inside.

17
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DOLORES puts her hands over her mouth in shock.

ISABELLA: (Acting it out.) Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah!

OLIVIA: She slowly opened the lid and there she saw the most
horrible thing!

DOLORES: (Rushing over to them.) She’s lying! it believe
a word she’s saying!

BEVERLY: Shhhhh, Dolores — let her finish. 4@ to ISABELLA))
What was inside the box?

ISABELLA: Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah!
OLIVIA: It was a love letter!
DOLORES: It wasn't! It wasn't! She’s lyiag you! She didn't

finda ... love letter?
ISABELLA: (Sobbing more than evek) BLAH)BLAH, BLAH, BLAH,
BLAH!
OLIVIA: (Also sobbing.) A LOV
WOMAN!
BEVERLY: Poor thing. Don’icry, ella—your heart will mend.
DOLORES: (Giggling.) A _love letter? She’s crying over finding a
silly love letter written edother woman? How embarrassing
for her.
HOWARD: Dolores, ‘ g€ she’s upset that her husband is in

ETTER WRITTEN TO ANOTHER

DOLORES: yWhat§h mean is, that dirty scoundrel isn't worth crying
over. S wipe away her tears, stand up and throw him
ee

OLIVIA#N ordon — really.
ISAB ill sniffling, but audible now.) No, she’s absolutely

righ man is not worth the salt in my tears . . . (Sniffling into
her tissuer) If | only knew who the biddy he has been meeting
was.

BEVERLY: (Hanging on to every word.) So, you don’'t know who the
other woman is?

18
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ISABELLA: (Crying again.) Blah, blah, blah, blah!

OLIVIA: No, only someone with the initials R.G.?

HOWARD: Hmmmmmm, R. G.? (JANET enters with her picture of
the beautiful lady and hangs it.)

JANET: (To DOLORES.) Dolores, Mrs. Styles aske
she needs to finish your makeup. (Pause as sh
Is something the matter?

looks around.)

BEVERLY: (Taking ISABELLA by the arm.) J would"you be
kind enough to take Ms. Watts here to the g room so she
can freshen up?

ISABELLA: (As she tries to explain ever, JANET.) Blah,

blah, blah, blah, blah . . .

JANET politely nods her head as if shg" understands what ISABELLA
is saying. She takes her through doors. ISABELLA
keeps blubbering inaudibly. JANET t e others and shrugs,
then exits.

HOWARD: Poor girl.
BEVERLY: Dolores — your_makeup,yplease. We will need to get

started soon.
DOLORES: Well, all rig back at the chest.) — but I'll hurry.
(Exits quickly.)

BEVERLY: (Turns to
uniform.) Let

IA who is wearing a traditional maid’s

ur costume. How does it feel?

OLIVIA: Fine, thank s. Gladstone, I'm worried about Isabella.
How could anyone be sb cruel to another person?

and’s a rat and she’s better off without him.

OLIVIA: )oor woman. She’s so nice too. I'll have to see
her fingers over her lips.) There | go again!
BEVER shing to OLIVIA.) You'll have to see if you can what?

.
pu were about to say something you shouldn’t again.
have been almost letting a secret slip for two weeks
now. Why don'’t you just go ahead and spill it?
OLIVIA: 1...1don't know what you're talking about.
BEVERLY: You're a good actress, Olivia — but not that good.
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HOWARD: (Sitting looking over the lines in his script.) Beverly, can’t
you see the girl doesn't want to reveal her secret? Now, be
professional enough to allow sweet Olivia here her privacy.

BEVERLY: You're right, Mr. Weaver. It's just that now I'm going to
be wondering all night. It justisn’t fair. (She exits.)

HOWARD: (Standing and quickly crossing to OLIVIA.) You tell me

your secret, little lady - or I'll see to it you neve town
again!

OLIVIA: (Hand to her chest.)) Mr. Weaver — uldn’t do that,
would you?

HOWARD: (Composing himself.) Of cou I'ny’sorry, Olivia.

You have every right to keep your dirty: ificant secret to

G

yourself. @

OLIVIA: Thank you.

HOWARD: When you feel you're ready to tell someone, I'll be in the
back going over my lines.

As HOWARD starts to exit, hg almost runs into GEOFFREY, who
enters rather quickly, weari ler costume. Without saying
anything, HOWARD points_to the stage left wall and then gives
GEOFFREY the “Okay” EOFFREY shoots one back to
HOWARD. HOWARD e IA takes a small mirror from her
He

OLIVIA: (O darts behind the chair.) Oh!
GEOFFRE Qu not to movel!
OLIVIA: Geaffrey Chlance, how dare you scare me that way!

look busy.) So what do you say, Olive? Will you go out with me
or will I have to fire?
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OLIVIA: (Not looking at him.) My name is Olivia. And as you can
see, I'm quite busy at the moment.

GEOFFREY: (Putting the gun away.) Don’t worry; it's only a prop.
(Crossing to her.) In case you're interested, | drove here tonight in
my convertible.

OLIVIA: (Sarcastically.) And you still managed ,to Stay looking
perfect.

GEOFFREY: Yes, | did. You wouldn't believe myacar! (Rushes to

dience.) The

power — the speed — the smooth handling. great taking
those curves! (Holds his “steering w rl Passing
everyone on the street! Brrrrrrrrr! Only down and come to

a nice smooth stop! (Puts on his

made for adventure! (Stands and/rosses quickly to the back of

the trunk.) You give me the open r@ad and afast engine under my

h it were a car hood,

—

but keeps his eyes on OLIVI
take you for a ride tonight aft€r rehearsal, if you'd like.
OLIVIA: Let me think about i s the lid onto his fingers.) NO!
GEOFFREY: Ahhhhhhhhhh
OLIVIA: (Placing the ite

ack, onto the chest.) Oh, were those
S0 sorry, Jerry.
GEOFFREY: My na Geéoffre

your fingers? (Sarcas

OLIVIA: A skunk by any other name is still a skunk.

ing his fingers.) So you're saying | have a
(OLIVIA rolls her eyes and storms out.
to BEVERLY.) She’s crazy about me.

BEVER oring his arrogance.) Did your costume fit, Geoffrey?
GEO ad it taken in a bit
BE

GEOFFREYZ | needed it to show off my physique a little better. It
does, too. Especially when | suck in my stomach — see?
(Demonstrates.)
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BEVERLY: Then put those muscles to use and help me move this
chest over just a bit, please.

GEOFFREY: Sure. (BEVERLY positions herself on one side of he
chest — GEOFFREY the other.)

BEVERLY: It needs to come this way just a bit. Opithe count of
three. One, two, three! (They try picking it up to no avail.)
BEVERLY: That's funny, | didn’t realize the chest .

GEOFFREY: What's inside?
BEVERLY: Nothing — or so | thought. Perhap et stored some
props inside it. If you'll take the candle and flowers,, I'll look.

H

BEVERLY and GEOFFREY logk back at DOLORES. BEVERLY has
only opened the lid a couple of | ., She quickly shuts the chest
and rushes back to DOLORE

BEVERLY: Dolores? -@ e you all right? Geoffrey, help me.
(GEOFFREY places thetthings/back onto the chest.) Here, have a
seat on the sofa. (Th elp her sit.)

DOLORES: Ohd nt for a moment. (Fanning herself with

BEVERLY picks them up off the che
GEOFFREY. DOLORES enters and sees
She pretends to become faint.

ands them to
re about to do.

DOLORES: Ohhhhh! OHHHHHHH!

a pillow.) There, el better already. I'm sorry, dear - | didn’t
mean to give you a star

BEVERLY: @anwegget you anything?

DOLORES: 't fuss over me, child.

BEVERLY: Geoffrey, let's see if we can get this chest moved over.

DOLOR HHHHHHH! On second thought — | could go for a
cold ater. (Pitifully.) If it isn’t too much trouble.

GEOF ot at all, I'll getit. (He exits.)

DOLORES: JA cold compress would be nice — oh, but | hate to ask
you to fuss over me with everything you have to do.

BEVERLY: Don't be silly. What kind of director would | be if | didn’t
take care of my lead actress?
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DOLORES: You are too sweet.
BEVERLY: Now, you just stay right there.

BEVERLY starts to leave. DOLORES begins to stand, but BEVERLY
turns quickly to DOLORES. When she does, DOLORES plops down
on the sofa again.

DOLORES: AHHHHHHHHHHH!

BEVERLY: I'll be right back!

DOLORES: (Sounding as though she were on h
your time, dear. | don’'t want any fuss . (BEVERLY
exits. DOLORES makes sure she’s jumps up and
starts to pace.) Oh, dear sweet GUinE f they open this
chest, it's all over. Should | move er location? Keep
calm, Dolores Gordon, keep calm ecome hysterical — |
can’'t become paranoid. No one is No one!

thbed.) Take

ALICE OLDACRE enters and gtands in the French doors holding a
purse and dressed as a . She smiles as she watches

just that every time | think about
the prouder | am of what | did.

Guinevere’s u
chest.) | showe

7“*You're so dependable.” (Back to the
u, dear Guinevere — | showed you and Il

show the rest of the (Her emotion builds.) TI'll be the star |
deserve And they will applaud and applaud and wonder
why the gave me a part in one of their plays in the first
place ake my bows every night, | will pose for a few
pict gn a few autographs then, when all the Ilghts are

planne all' along. And no one will stand in the way of that plan!
Not Beverly! Not Janet! Not ... (DOLORES turns and sees
ALICE standing there.) Alice!

ALICE: (Smiles and throws DOLORES a friendly wave.) Hello,
Dolores.
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DOLORES drops to the sofa, continuing to stare at the intruder.

BLACKOUT.
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ACT ONE, SCENE 2

AT RISE: It's the next day. LLOYD and HOWARD are standing in
front of the fireplace. HOWARD is wearing his butler costume.
LLOYD wears a pair of overalls. They are whigpering about

something very secretively. LLOYD points t left.
DOLORES enters wearing the Act Two party t her
appearance is not quite as neat as before. Theke are light gray

circles under her eyes and her hair is beginni @ all down on her
forehead. The two men stop talking abruptly’and¥urn and stare at
her.

DOLORES: Am | interrupting something?
HOWARD: (With fakeness.) There

ting, Mr. Fischer?
bme now, Dolores. Do we really
ing? Why, you couldn’t find two

DOLORES:
HOWARD:

It'sju

DOL iggling.) Oh, Howard — | couldn't agree with you
more.

HOWARD: Was there something we could help you with?

DOLORES: (Thinking.) Oh, yes. Have either of you seen Alice
Oldacre?
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LLOYD: | don'tthink she’s here yet, Ms. Gordon.

DOLORES: She probably has been here. (Looks around the room,
behind the chair, underneath the sofa.) Snooping around where
she has no business snooping. | haven't had the courage to ask
her questions.

o0 use that word, could you?

HOWARD: Alice Oldacre, a sneak?

DOLORES: Only the worst kind. Always lurkin dows,
listening in on conversations people hav ith themselves.
Ruthless!

LLOYD: | admit Ms. Oldacre is a bit mysterious, can't imagine
that she means any harm.

DOLORES: | don't trust her any mo @ trust you two.
Separating yourselves from the others,\whispesing the way you
were.

HOWARD: Perhaps this murder mystery has gotten you on edge a
bit.

DOLORES: You just couldn’t wai

HOWARD: What word is that?

DOLORES: Murder. (Moving a them.) You think you're so
clever with all your charm.and animal magnetism. And to think |

u, Howard Weaver. I'm equally
| mean, you are the one who is

LLOYD: Ms. Gor
you | have no idea
this set?

mean any disrespect, but | can promise
at you're talking about. What's wrong with

rong? Just take a look around. Cracks in the
@ stage left wall.) There’s one right there.
d HOWARD cross and look to where she is

Once the men have their backs to her, DOLORES darts and sits
slumped in the chair, completely invisible to the two men.
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LLOYD: | don't see a thing.

HOWARD: Why, there’'s nothing wrong with that wall, Ms. Gordon.
(Turns around.)

LLOYD: Ms. Gordon? She sure did disappear quick.

HOWARD: (Rushing behind the sofa.) At least she’
listen closely, Lloyd. (LLOYD crosses to HOWAR Are you
sure you hid it so that no one will find it?

LLOYD: It's hid nice and safe all right. | took he
everybody left. It took some doing, but | got | ‘@

HOWARD: And you’re sure no one saw you.

LLOYD: Not a soul — | was sly as a fox.

HOWARD: Don't forget, Lloyd, this is our
do mean no one, is to know about this, rig

LLOYD: | won't tell a soul! And donp’t worry,
will even notice it's missing.

t last night after

et. No one, and |

Mr. Weaver - nobody

HOWARD: | hope you're right. Oh, b — how much do | owe
you?

LLOYD: Seventy-five dollars shieuld cover it.

HOWARD: (Hands him the mjon I} right, then. I'd better check
my props. See you later d.

LLOYD: Okay, Mr. Weav

They exit through se
DOLORES rises.

Once she’s sure they're gone,

DOLORES: (To hers
There’s no way they
Dolores, stop W ing yourself this way — they were talking about
somethi tirely. (Begins removing the candlestick and
flowers fromythe ghest.) But then again — (She sets the items on
the JANET enters wearing a headset and carrying a
clipb

JANET G Gordon? (Immediately, DOLORES picks up the
candlestick and vase of flowers from off the floor and places them
back on the chest.) Have you seen Beverly?

DOLORES: (Nervously.) | was just rearranging the items here on
the chest, that'’s all, Janet.

lpoking at the chest.) No, it couldn’t be.
uld know . . . | have been too care . . .
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JANET: Ms. Gordon?

DOLORES: Yes?

JANET: Are you feeling okay? You're looking a little pale.
DOLORES: Yes dear, I'm fine — just didn’t get much sleep last night.

JANET: Oh. | was looking . .. (Noticing the picturédon the wall.)
That's strange.
DOLORES: Not really — | just wanted to mak ything

but ..’

t the one | put
— yemember?

I'm sorry — |

looked all right for rehearsal. | know that's yo
JANET: No, | was referring to the picture. Thi
here yesterday. | hung the one of the beautiful
DOLORES: (Nervous, not looking at the pi
guess | wasn'’t paying attention.
JANET: (Looking around the stage.) An e one | brought
from home, too. Why would anyope want to take something that
didn’t belong to them?
DOLORES: (Eyes back to the chest: what | would like to
know.
JANET: (As she rushes out.)
DOLORES: (Crosses back
are still in there, aren’t

JANET and BEVERLY enter and cross to the picture.

JANET: This one right here — it's not the one | hung yesterday.
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BEVERLY: Thatis odd. No one asked me about changing it.

JANET: Ijust hope itisn’t lost — | brought that picture from home.

BEVERLY: We’'ll find it. It's got to be here somewhere. (ALICE
enters and sits on the sofa, going over her script.) But we'll have

to look later; it's time to get rehearsal start . . . (S DOLORES
on the floor.) Dolores, did you lose something?

DOLORES: (Calmly, laying her head over on the c ’ t think
Sso.

ALBERT: (Runningin.) Isittime yet?

BEVERLY: Not yet, Albert.

ALBERT: Darn! (He exits.)

BEVERLY: (Speaking to JANET.) We’ cast about the

missing picture later. Right now, let’s rodqe yone up. You get
the men; I'll get the ladies.
They exit through opposite doors. DO ees ALICE, rises and

quickly crosses to her.

DOLORES: There you are, y@u oldibiddy!
ALICE: | beg your pardon?

pardon? You're real clever, aren’t

DOLORES: (Mocking.) Ifbeg yot
you? Sneaking arould behind people’'s backs — eavesdropping
on personal convetsatioNsyeyAnd don't pretend you don’t know

O

what I'm talking about.\Y/hat | need to know is how much did you
hear?

ALICE: (Honestly confused.) Hear when?

DOLORES: Okay, that's’the game you want to play, huh? How
much do to keep quiet? Just name your price!

ALICE: (Sta Everyone has been talking about how you've

deep end lately, but | didn’t believe them until

, they think that do they? Well, if chasing your
is going off the deep end, then maybe | am. (Picks

crazy old Dolores who has nothing better to do with her time than
knock off old ladies who don’t deserve their time here on earth.
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ALICE: (Trying to be friendly.) I'm sure glad to know you haven't
gone crazy.

DOLORES: You will take my hush money and forget this little
conversation. (Holds the candlestick up in the air.) Is it a deal?
ALICE: It's a deal! Whatever you say; I'll be gladfto take your

money.

DOLORES: That's more like it. (Sets the can
composes herself as GEORGIA enters unseg
I've waited a long time for this chance to @ stage and if it
doesn’t happen, | don’t know what I'll do.

GEORGIA: Good heavens, Dolores Gord wpuld think this
were Broadway the way you're behaving

DOLORES: Itis Broadway to me. The clo

GEORGIA: It's a local, amateur pl
myself, it is being performed by
around town. Itisn’t that big of a de

DOLORES: (Offended.) That's sxhat my mama told me when | won
my first spelling bee. That'sfwhat my daddy said when | told him |
made the dean’s list in college™§iit's no big deal. It's no big deal!
Well, 1 would have you know it is ig deal' | have worked very
hard to get this role.

GEORGIA: Worked ha
Black rushed off t
had, Dolores.

ALICE: | wouldn't

DOLORES: (To GE
jealous of me, Georgi

Dubois anpd you'ke not!
GEORGIA: @ of you? I think it is high time you knew
something i arcastically.) Broadway star!

er get.
the exception of
mmon everyday people from

got the part because Guinevere
he last minute. You were all they

were you, Georgia dear.
IA,) You're only saying that because you're
Styles! Jealous that I'm playing Madam

run off and’| turned her down.
DOLORES: (Taken aback.) What?
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GEORGIA: That's right — and after | turned the part down, she
offered it to Alice and then Isabella and Olivia and they all turned
down the part for one reason or another and that is the only
reason you're playing the lead! You, Dolores Gordon, were the

last resort!

DOLORES: |don't believe you.

GEORGIA: That's because you live in some typ world
you have created in your mind.

DOLORES: (Trying not to act hurt, she turns t .) Is what she

said true, Alice?
ALICE: You've really done it now, Georgia.
GEORGIA: (Slowly twisting the knife in l% back.) We've
all been secretly hoping Guinevere wouldys ge us by showing
up to rehearsals again so she could take her part back and we
could take that hideous portrait of you off thejwall once and for all.
ALICE: (Standing and speaking firml Georgia — now you'’re
being unnecessarily cruel. (Tutns to DOLORES.) Dolores, | think
you are doing a splendid jobfplaying Madam, just splendid. We all
do.
DOLORES: (Building up inner strength, turning back to GEORGIA.)

| can guarantee you Oinevere Black will never darken the
doors of this theatre aga
GEORGIA: You don'tknowitha

DOLORES: Oh, but |
(Crosses and s,
she left on accoun ou.

GEORGIA: Me? Don't be'ridiculous.

DOLORES: er to stay and stick it out with the rest of us, but
she said had had enough of your sassy, sarcastic and

ey are nose to nose now.)

to lighten the mood.) You know what | like about

e play like this? It's how we all become like a little

now. And do you know how | know?
nches away from GEORGIA.) Because

DOLORES: (To GEORGIA.) Self-important hag!
ALICE: We learn to work together . . .
GEORGIA: (To DOLORES.) Commoner!
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DOLORES: (To GEORGIA.) Aristocrat want-to-be!

ALICE: To respect one another . . .

GEORGIA: (To DOLORES.) May the bird of paradise fly up your
nose!

DOLORES: It would rather fly up yours, where there’séinore room to
build its nest!

GEORGIA: Are you calling my nose big?

DOLORES: No comment, Pinocchio!

ALICE: (Not giving up, ALICE stands betweefi and puts her
arms around them and sings as BEVERLY entets.) Love can

build a bridge . . .
BEVERLY: It's so nice to see my actres w g a strong bond

before rehearsal.

OSCAR FAIRFAX and EVAN BIDDLE\enter. OSCAR is dressed as a
butler and EVAN as a detective.

OSCAR: (Speaking to EVAN4, I'm sorry, young man — but | just
don’t think | can agree wit hat point.
EVAN: Don’t you see, Dr

sooner. Don'’t you thi
BEVERLY: Hello, i
talking about?
EVAN: The line

OSCAR: | tried to explain that if that were the case, the mystery
would be solved too soon in the play.
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EVAN: | just think it makes my character look inept, that's all. The
fact that I'm a real police officer here in town should matter. If the
people who come see the show see me acting incompetent, they
may start believing it.

OSCAR: I'm really a doctor, but that has nothing
playing a butler in this play.

do with me

BEVERLY: Officer Biddle, | don’t think our audi allow
enough to get the characters in a play conf with thé actors
playing the parts. Besides, Which Butler Did ystery classic
and doesn’t need to be rewritten.

EVAN: Okay, look. Come over here, Ms. plgase. Let me
show you what | mean.

GEORGIA: Oh, | don'’t think Dolores is.fe like acting right

now, do you, (Sarcastic.) dear?

DOLORES: (Out of spite.) Of ceurse | do, because | am a
professional, (Mocking GEORGIA dear. (Taking her
place beside EVAN.) Go ahead, Officer Biddle.

EVAN: Let's start with my line:gMs. Dubois — where exactly were you
at precisely nine-o-five thi§ evening when everyone else was in

the garden?
DOLORES: (Her acting -rate.) Are you supposing me of

eb#Now, if you would kindly answer my
on, did you sneak into the theatre last

murder, Mr. Blake?
EVAN: I'm merely doj
ed and murder Guinevere Black?
ut, of character, completely taken aback.)

guestion. Dolores G
night before ev
DOLORES: (Comin
What did you say?

EVAN: | sajd” MspDubois, where were you at precisely nine-o-five
this eve % pveryone else was in the garden?
DOLORES: What's not what you said.
oJeut of character.) It isn’t?

pmething the matter, Dolores?
GEOR ith disdain, filing her nails.) She’s only being

DOLORES: He changed his line — why did you do that?
EVAN: | didn't change the line, Ms. Gordon — that’s the way it's
written in the script.
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DOLORES: (Looks round, confused. Everyone is looking strangely
at her.) Oh...I'msorry. | guess | just heard you wrong. Let's
continue the scene. Say your line again, please.

EVAN: (Clears his throat and is back into character.) Ms. Dubois,
where were you at precisely nine-o-five this
everyone else was in the garden?

DOLORES: | went to the pantry to fetch some oliv

fool.
62

Detective Blake
ally have your
the pantry?

EVAN: (To BEVERLY.) Now, I think this is
should ask: (Back to DOLORES.) Don't yo
servants do menial tasks such as fetchin

BEVERLY: Hmmmmmm — maybe. Go b
and let me see how it sounds.

fool.
EVAN: Don’t you usually have
as knocking someone ov
stuffing the body inside
See?

All but DOLORES scatter and exit through different doors.
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BEVERLY: (To DOLORES.) Now, this is the scene where Madam
Dubois is admiring her portrait when her head butler enters to let
her know that one of her other butlers has been murdered.
(Shouting to backstage.) Howard, are you in place? Howard?
Now, where did he go? (She exits, leaving DOLORES alone on
the stage.)

DOLORES: (To herself, as she rubs her templ
together, Dolores Gordon; you are hearing thi
that overactive imagination of yours. (Cro
speaks to it.) Oh, what the heck. (She quick
off the chest and starts to open it, but
look. If you're not in there — 1 can’'t go o arsal. What am

0D BI'S .
| saying? | can’t go on at all. ut m . Don't they?

(Shouts.) Janet, could you come out here, please?!

urself
, that's’all. It's
the chest and
shes the items
No, | can't

She looks up in time to see GUINEV r at the French doors
wearing a headset and the same dress she was wearing in the

e play. She holds a clipboard.
r side of the sofa.

GUINEVERE exits again jthrough the French doors. DOLORES'’S

up er chest. She fumbles around the sofa and sits
directly - chest. She sits on the edge of the sofa
es a

cushion, deep breath, leans over and places a hand on
eithe 2, Of'the chest’s lid. She closes her eyes and starts to
gain, she’s interrupted by an intruder, as JANET
ree ough the French doors wearing the same headset and
2 same clipboard that GUINEVERE had.

JANET: Sorry about that, Ms. Gordon. (DOLORES slams the lid

shut before having the chance to look inside.) Now, what was it
you needed?
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DOLORES: (Rises quickly and crosses quickly to the stage left wall.)
Janet, is it you?

JANET: | beg your pardon?

DOLORES: Is it a joke, Janet? Did Alice say something to you?
You can tell me if it is — | won't be upset. It's justiyou and me
here.

JANET: Is what a joke, Ms. Gordon? Did Alice sa ing about
what?

DOLORES: You wouldn't do something so cr, uld you, dear,
sweet Janet? Not to an old woman like me.

JANET: (Calling.) Beverly?
DOLORES: After all, I've known you since w just a little girl.
BEVERLY: (Entering.) Yes, what is it?

JANET: It's Ms. Gordon; I'm worried About her. She’s saying some
strange things again.

BEVERLY: Dolores, is there anythin do for you before we
start rehearsal?

DOLORES: (Pointing to the it

s she knocked off the chest.) The
props — they’re on the floo T y | was calling Janet.

JANET: (Picking up the prop Don’t worry about it, Ms. Gordon —
I'll get it.

BEVERLY: Is there anyt e can do?

DOLORES: (Wiping aead with a handkerchief.) No, dear.
I'm ready to start. |. ..

JANET: (Arrangi
back in order. (Tak
to DOLORES.) Here’

DOLOR
BEVERLY:

a professional, you see.

ms on the chest.) There. Everything is
artini glass from her pocket and hands it
the glass you’'ll need for this scene. (As
S takesjthe glass, her hands are visibly shaking.)
% relax, Dolores. Everything is going to run as

K, | promise. Places everyone!

SIBEVERLY takes a seat in a chair extreme stage left
facing thela . DOLORES moves nervously to the portrait over the
fireplace. Shg puts her handkerchief away and takes a deep breath.

DOLORES: (To herself.) | am a professional. (To the audience, this
time it's a question.) Professional?
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BEVERLY: Curtain!

ALBERT: (Peeping around the French doors.) Is it time yet?

BEVERLY: Not yet, Albert.

ALBERT: Darn! (He disappears.)

BEVERLY: (Shouting again.) Curtain!

DOLORES: (Everyone speaks with a bad British accent. \DOLORES
holds up the martini glass as though she wer
Oh, Madam — | do believe you get more beautiful every day.
Cheers to you. (She takes a sip from her gl % she crosses to
down stage.) Throwing the servants a dinne to show my
appreciation was a splendid idea! The al)to me for the
rest of their dreary lives.

HOWARD enters walking stiffly with hi§ nose in‘the air. He carries a
large silver tray.

HOWARD: Madam Dubois?

DOLORES: Oh, Rogers — comgiin! Come in! (She notices the tray.)
Rogers, what are you doigg tray? The party is for you
and the rest of the servan

HOWARD: Sorry, Madal

everyone having a good % e

DOLORES: Don'’t you t

HOWARD: They were, m, until something tragic happened.

DOLORES: Tragi , did we run out of shrimp?

HOWARD: (Calmly.) adam Dubois. One of your butlers has
been (Looks to the audience.) murdered. (Loud thunder.)

habits are hard to break.
ner party is going splendidly? Is

DOLORES: /Murdered? How dreadful. Which servant was it?
Rogers? %

HOWARD: Madam — I'm Rogers. It was Wallace.

DOLO allace? But he was my favorite one.

HOWARD: Everyone is quite upset, Madam. What should we do?
DOLORES: Il call the employment agency first thing in the morning

and have them send over a few applicants for me to interview.
HOWARD: But shouldn’t the police be called, Madam?
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DOLORES: Police at one of my dinner parties? How inappropriate.

HOWARD: But, Madam - someone has been (Looks to the
audience.) murdered. (Loud thunder.)

DOLORES: Oh, very well. The phone is right there. (HOWARD
picks up the receiver and dials.) You would think sggneone would
have the decency to wait to be murdered until, aftef my party.
What is the world coming to?

HOWARD: Hello, police? I'd like to report a r. The Dubois
estate. Thank you. (He hangs up. OLIVIAT, upset.)

OLIVIA: Madam Dubois! Madam Dubois! It's awfull Blood

everywhere!

DOLORES: There, there, dear. You wo clean up until
after the police finish their investigation.

OLIVIA: He was such a fine man! Why would someone do it? Why?
Why?

DOLORES: (Grabbing OLIVIA’S sho shaking her.) Maria,
settle down. Remember yourself. (Turns to HOWARD.) Rogers,
how was Wallace murdered

HOWARD: He was stuffed i

DOLORES: What did you sa

HOWARD: | said he wa pbed in the chest. (He points to his
chest. DOLORES sta %

JANET: It's your line, ore

DOLORES: Um, get eve
bottom of this ing escapade.

OLIVIA: 1 will get then™(She runs out the French doors.)
HOWARD: Is there anything | can do, Madam?

DOLORES: g ere is, Rogers. In the midst of this horrific news,
you can @ other (Looks to the audience.) martini. (Loud
thunder.)

HOWARD , Madam.

He exift. OLIVIA enters, followed by GEORGIA, ISABELLA

and ALICE, Wearing their maid outfits and carrying martini glasses.

They are followed by OSCAR and GEOFFREY, wearing butler
costumes and also holding glasses.

t. ,(He points to the trunk.)

e in here at once. | mean to get to the
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OLIVIA: Here is everyone, Madam Dubois. | have called them in
from the garden just as you asked.

DOLORES: Everyone fall in line. (Everyone lines up shoulder-to-
shoulder across the stage as DOLORES marches back and forth
in front of them.) | am sure all of you are aware @f the hideous
crime that has taken place outside on my patio.

ISABELLA: It's just awful, Madam — just awful!

OSCAR: He was like a brother to me.

GEOFFREY: He was like a father to me.

DOLORES: He was like a servant to me. (Pacin in,) Now, one
of your own has been brutally murdereg”™ (Out to the audience,
very dramatically.) The question is r did it? (Loud
thunder.)

OSCAR: One of us? But Madam Dgbois, you can’t be suggesting
we would murder Wallace. He wasllike family.

HOWARD enters and hands DOLORES her martini.

DOLORES: Thank you, Rogefs. in line. (He does.)

breaking a nail raid this murder was committed by (To
the audience.) am (Loud thunder.)
GEORGIA: (Pointing to @®SCAR.) | saw him arguing with Wallace

only minug e the murder.

ISABELLA: to GEOFFREY.) | heard him tell Wallace that
he wished dead.

GEOFFEE Points to ALICE.) But | heard her say she would get
eve some day!

ALI s to HOWARD.) Rogers did it! He has the murder

weapon hidden in his coat! | saw it!

HOWARD: That's absurd! (Pulls out a large butcher knife from his
coat.) | was only going to cut up some cucumbers for the shrimp
salad.
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DOLORES: Everyone calm yourselves; you're becoming hysterical!

EVAN: (Standing in the French doors, legs spread apart; an unlit
cigarette hanging from his bottom lip.) That's good advice, Ms.
Dubois. Advice | think you should follow yourself. (Loud thunder.)

HOWARD: Excuse me, sir — but you're trespassidg on private
property.

EVAN: (Showing his badge.) The name’s Lieuten rivate
Investigator.

DOLORES: It seems there has been a
Lieutenant.

EVAN: Murder, huh? So that's who | stepp€de orn'the patio just
now. (Turning to BEVERLY, coming o % ter.) | hate that
line, Beverly — it makes me sound so stupie

BEVERLY: Shhhhh — keep going.

EVAN: (Sighs and turns back, in character.)) Were these people
present at the time of the murder? ifg to the staff.)

DOLORES: Yes, Lieutenant. as throwing a little appreciation
dinner for my staff. I'm con¥inced the murder was committed by
one of my butlers, since to go through Guinevere’s
chest through the rib . . . _(Out of character.) Oh, do excuse me . .
. what | meant was . i

in my garden,

DOLORES: No.
EVAN: If you hadn’t seen/the victim, how do you know where he was

stabbed?
DOLORES: uestioning me, Lieutenant? Madam Dubois?

EVAN: I'm & toNave to tell you this, Ms. Dubois — but everyone

in thi§"ro@m is a suspect until | get to the bottom of this. Until |

finis ostigation, | don’'t want to hear a peep out of anyone!
everyone be QUIET!

There’s a thud heard off stage left followed by a bellow from LLOYD.

LLOYD: (Offstage.) Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!
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BEVERLY: (Jumps up from her chair.) What was that? (Calling to
off stage.) Janet, are you okay?

JANET: (Entering from the French doors.) I'm right here. (Pointing
left.) It came from that way.

BEVERLY: Albert!

ALBERT: (Enters quickly and takes his place on the sofa.) Is it time
yet?

BEVERLY: No, Albert, did you just yell backstag

ALBERT: Itwasn’t me.

HOWARD: [I'll check it out. Officer Biddle, come e

GEOFFREY: Let me go. | was born for ad i !”:

OSCAR: Come on, Howard. You and |
ISABELLA: | wonder who it could be,/Since everyone is on stage.

e of this. (They
exit through the stage left door.)

GEORGIA, on instinct, grabs EVAN'S e realizes what she is
doing and quickly lets go. Suddenly, HOWARD and OSCAR enter
the French doors, helping a habbling LLOYD on. They assist him to
the chair left of the sofa asdeve e surrounds him. During the
following conversation with LLOYD, GUINEVERE appears just inside
the French doors again OE@RES looks back and sees her.
GUINEVERE slowly smi rows up a wave to DOLORES.

0 UINEVERE slowly motions for
DOLORES shakes her head.

s her over again. DOLORES looks
re, still paying their full attention to LLOYD.

As DOLORES begins to move toward
ERE slowly exits and disappears. DOLORES

HOWARD loudly clears his throat and begins coughing to stop
LLOYD from saying anything else. It works, LLOYD stops in his
tracks.
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BEVERLY: Was wondering if you had hidden what, Lloyd?

HOWARD: Don’t you mean you came back to get your toolbox you
forgot earlier?

LLOYD: Yes, sir —that's what | meant. | forgot my toolBox.

JANET: What was the noise we heard?

LLOYD: (Becoming nervous as he looks back t ARD.)

Well, when | was getting my toolbox from off th elf in the back,
it slipped and fell on my foot. That's when | ‘@ ed.
BEVERLY: You poor thing; are you all right?
ou

LLOYD: Yes, ma'am. I'm sorry for interrdpting rehearsal. |
meant to slip in and out unnoticed.
JANET: We're just glad you're okay, LI
you, we'd all be in a fix.

BEVERLY: Now, if you are all right, then we réally need to get back
to our rehearsal.

HOWARD: Can you stand, Lloy

LLOYD: | think so. Don’'t mi e — I'll just get my things and get

out of here.
iand offito the side and whisper during the
t looks) by their body language, as if

g

ing happened to

LLOYD and HOWARD s
following conversation.
HOWARD is reprimangi

o

BEVERLY: (Looki er script.) We will take it back a few
pages. Dolores, oy would . . . (Looks around, showing
frustration.) Where did/Dolores go?

DOLORES: ering through the stage left door.) I'm right here.
BEVERLY: % ou look as though you've seen a ghost.
DOLORES: De DO you believe in them?

BEVE 9 | believe in what?

DOLQR osts, specters, spirits that return from the chest . . . |

can possibly get anything done with all these distractions . . .
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EVAN: (Crossing to the other side of the stage.) | think everyone
needs to get a hold of themselves . . . (He stumbles over a
toolbox.)

OLIVIA: Officer Biddle, are you all right?

EVAN: Lloyd, you really need to keep your toolbox offithe floor — a
person could hurt himself.

LLOYD: (Crossing over to the toolbox and picki Sorry
about that, Officer Biddle.

JANET: Lloyd, | thought you said you d ‘@ your toolbox
backstage.

LLOYD: Oh... Um... Well...

HOWARD: (Coming to his rescue.) T
Right, Lloyd?

LLOYD: (Following HOWARD'S lead.)” That was my other toolbox.

EVAN: Something strange is going of\ here.

GEORGIA: (Looking at EVAN.) Oh, vens. There he goes
with that detective look in higseyes. There is nothing going on
here that you should concer

DOLORES: (Off to herself, i
thing as ghosts. I've neve

- ¥
ol

other toolbox.

going on.
OLIVIA: (Putting

gone too j
ISABELLA:

GEORGIA: 1Itisn't my fault that she can’t handle the truth.

OLIVIA: Speaking of the truth, everyone knows about you and
Officer Biddle going out on your secret dates. (She runs out.)

GEORGIA: Well, | never!
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EVAN: (Out of nowhere.) | never, too! That whole rumor about Mrs.
Styles liking younger men and asking me out after her rich
husband died is simply not true! (All stare blankly at EVAN.)

BEVERLY: Would everyone please calm down?

GEORGIA: Officer Biddle — you sit down this ingtant! | don’t
remember anyone talking to you.

HOWARD: Come on, Lloyd — I'll help you get your ar.

earse, Beverly.

BEVERLY: Wait, we need to rehearse!
GEORGIA: I'm afraid I'm now too distraught @.
(GEORGIA runs off.)
EVAN: (Jumping up and going after her.) G€orgiak, (Stops and looks
back at everyone.) | mean, Mrs. Styles! @ out.)
BEVERLY: Would everyone help me get pack on stage so
we can finish and go home, pleasé? (As she exits.) Everyone!
Everyone!

All but DOLORES run out.

DOLORES: (Stands and speaks e,chest.) But | felt your pulse
and there wasn't any. hecked Jyour breathing and you were
dead! DEAD! This isz game to them. They're trying to break

me. (Takes a few \% and looks at the chest. Without

hesitation, she crogses Behingd’the chest, pushes the items off and
flings open the lid. hand goes directly to her lips as she
breathesinag uts the lid quickly and looks around the
stage.) Who took 1?7 Which one of you dirty thieves stole my

Guinevere!? (She begins rubbing her temples. Pause. She

calmly repfacesithe items to the top of the chest. She sits zombie-

like on t d slowly rocks back and forth with that crazy

again. She sings sadly. As she gets halfway

Lie still.
Thy mommy has gone to the mill,
To grind thee some wheat
To make thee some meat,
Oh, my dear baby, lie still.
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As she finishes the last line to her song, the arguing off stage
continues, thunder is heard and the lights fade slowly toa . . .

BLACKOUT.
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