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DEAD TO THE LAST DROP
By Ken Jones

SYNOPSIS: Dead to the Last Drop is a hilarious interactive murder
mystery that takes place in a coffeehouse and bookstore called “Café
Caffeine.” The crazy cast of characters leads the audience through a
maze of funny twists and turns. Opportunities for audience and cast
interaction reach a peak when the audience is allowed to vote on the
ending that they want to hear! There are four possible killers and four
possible endings!

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(3 MALES, 3 FEMALES)

TULLY (M) .ot He is a flamboyant, sarcastic, but
sensitive man. He was trained as a
dancer and often plays chess
professionally.  Tully won the
international limbo contest, but while
attempting an under-the-bar, half-
twist, with a full body roll, he hurt
his back and had to withdraw from
future competitions. He is the main
cook and waiter at Café Caffeine,
although he is terrible at both skills.
(168 lines)

DR. BILL KILDARE (M) .......c....... Has a Ph.D. in English Literature. A
middle-aged book collector and
scholar, Kildare is often found in the
back aisles of very old libraries.
Once he was found removing antique
books from a library. A lawsuit is
still pending.
(140 lines)
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CLARICE (f).ovvvvveerren

MIRANDA DE VERE (f).

ROBERT LUDZESKI (m)

A beautiful woman in her thirties.
She is a waitress and an assistant to
Ariel Ford. Her job at Café Caffeine
is secure, because she is the only one
capable of working the cappuchino
machine. Her dream would be to
own a coffee house. She is having a
secret affair with an anonymous
lover who calls her “Boots,” the only
explanation for which is her long
rooted love of war movies and
military attire. (99 lines)

A young woman, 25-30 years old.
Miranda is a graduate of Our Lady of
Perpetual Entertainment. She still
dons the clothes of a good Catholic
girl, because her father Charles De
Vere insists that she remain pure. If
she does not keep her virginity, she
will not inherit his fortune. The
rumor is that many have tested the
validity of her chastity. (49 lines)

An undercover policeman, Robert is
a good-looking, young cop. He is
pretending to be an out-of-work
student, and if he bungles the case,
he will indeed be an out-of-work
policeman. He is staking out Café
Caffeine in hopes of catching a
money laundering facility. (238
lines)
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APRIEL FORD (f) coevevvieirrinene, Is a woman on the go. She is the ex-

Oooooooooobooooaog
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wife of Charles De Vere and one of
the stepmothers of Miranda (a fact
she wishes was not true). She is the
boss of Café Caffeine, but only when
Charles allows her to be. Her hobby
is the collecting and restoring of old
and rare books. She lacks talent at
running a restaurant, therefore the
Café is struggling. (148 lines)

PROPERTIES

Large Book- (Title- DEAD TO THE LAST DROP)
Plain Apron

Hula Skirt

Frilly Apron

Pen

Order pad

Placard and easel

Several antique books

Numerous large coffee mugs
Several soup bowls

Soupspoons

Large cooking spoon

Acoustic Guitar

Empty Large Campbell Soup cans
Can of Whip Cream

Cappuccino Machine- (Prop machine with tubes, noises and
flashing lights)

Goggles

Large work gloves

Wrapped package- brown paper
Several kitchen cloths

Red ink- (simulated)

Cast iron frying pan
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O Handgun
O Handcuffs

SCENE CHANGES

ACT ONE

“THE CRIME”

In this fast-paced act, the characters and the Café are introduced. The
play is seemingly heading in one direction, but suddenly, there is a
murder! An act break is not necessary between Acts One and Two.

ACT TWO

“THE INVESTIGATION”

The first half of Act Two finds the characters in shock after the murder.
Our detective reveals himself, and some interesting facts begin to trickle
out of the suspects.

The second half of Act Two includes the audience. The actors realize that
they are being watched and then they invite the audience into their world.
The actors re-enact the events leading up to the crime with the audience
making sure they do it correctly.

ACT THREE

“THE SOLUTION”

This act should open with all the surviving actors available for
questioning by the audience. This session is completely improvisational,
but based on the previous text. The question and answer session should
last about 20 minutes.

At this point, the detective will continue with a small scene to engage the
actors back into the play and present some clues to help set up the
endings. Finally, the detective will ask the audience to vote on which
actor they wish to see found guilty, and that ending will be played out.
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SETTING

The interior of Café Caffeine. A large, outrageous cappuccino machine
sits to one side. A bar and serving area is opposite. A few tables and
chairs are center. Bookcases line the perimeter of the room carrying an
assortment of old, dusty books. Two wooden booths are crushed against
these walls. Upstage of the tables and chairs sits a small stage. A guitar
leans against a stool, which rests next to a placard reading: MIRANDA
DeVERE APPEARING LIVE. A tacky headshot of this young girl is
glued onto the sign. To each side of this stage and to the rear are doors.
One door leads to a kitchen area. The other door leads to the book-
binding and repair office. Both doors have access to the upstairs
apartment.

NOTE: Access from outside the coffee shop is through the back of the
audience. There is no door. This will bring actor through the audience at
times.

PRODUCTION
In 1995, Dead to the Last Drop premiered at THE LANDMARK

THEATRE located in the Omni Netherland Hotel in Cincinnati, Ohio
and ran for 250 performances.
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ACT ONE
“THE CRIME”

In this fast-paced act, the characters and the Café are introduced.
The play is seemingly heading in one direction, but suddenly,
there is a murder! An act break is not necessary between Acts
One and Two.

Enter DR. BILL KILDARE, a middle-aged, college professor and
book-collector. HE walks to a bookshelf, removes a book, and sits
at one of the center tables. HE opens the book. Immediately, a
crash of lightening flashes and thunder is heard. There is a slight
change in the interior lighting. KILDARE begins to read. TULLY,
a flamboyant, sometimes outrageously wicked man, enters from
the kitchen. HE is a waiter. TULLY crosses to the bar and turns
the stereo on. A rhythmic, calypso beat plays and sweeps TULLY
away. HE cannot control his inner beat and begins to do
everything to the music. TULLY sets eyes on KILLDARE.

TULLY: A customer!

TULLY whips out an apron from behind the bar. HE ties the apron
around his waist, but changes his mind after seeing it on.
Immediately, TULLY pulls out another apron. This apron is less
waiter and more HULA SKIRT. HE ties it on, and HE is
transformed into a POLYNESIAN DANCER for a moment.
However, this apron is not right either. Back to the bar. HE pulls
out a frilly, Betty Crocker style apron, and finally, HE is pleased
with his choice. HE puts it on, and approaches the MAN.
KILDARE is now engrossed in his book. TULLY stands behind him
with pen and paper in hand ready to take the MAN’s order. As he
waits, TULLY begins to read the book over the MAN’s shoulder.
Both TULLY and KILDARE move their head in unison as they read
down the page. When KILDARE flips the page, both heads follow
the pattern. TULLY absorbed in the book moves his head closer to
the unaware KILDARE. Both MEN are mouthing the words of the
book. THEY are whispering, but the words soon become audible.
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TULLY AND KILDARE: (Growing louder.) ...the thunder echoes
outside capturing the two men within a cavern of sound. Their
hearts beat as one. Their souls joined in thought. Their voices
unified in a horrific... (THEIR faces inches apart, THEY see
each other.) ...SCREAM! (THEY both scream!)

KILDARE: Holy cow, you scared me.

TULLY: Me scare you? | haven’t screamed like that since
Angelina married Brad!

KILDARE: May | see a menu?

TULLY: Sorry.

KILDARE: Isn'’t this a restaurant?

TULLY: Yes.

KILDARE: But | can’'t see a menu?

TULLY: Nope.

KILDARE: Why not?

TULLY: Don’t have menus, it’s all up her in the ol’ noggin.

KILDARE: Well, can | hear what you have?

TULLY: Nope.

KILDARE: Why not?!

TULLY: Because | forgot.

KILDARE: Special.

TULLY: No, just slow. | always had trouble in school —

KILDARE: Specials. What are your specials?

TULLY: Are you slow? | just said | forgot.

KILDARE: Could you find out?

TULLY: Sure.

KILDARE: Thanks.

TULLY: Will that be all? (Pause.)

KILDARE: What?

TULLY: Will that be all?

KILDARE: | haven’'t ordered anything.

TULLY: | know that. But | am supposed to say, ‘Will that be all?’
before | leave a table.

KILDARE: Yes, that will be all.

TULLY: Somebody woke up on the wrong side of the bed—

KILDARE: —fine—

TULLY: —someone’s got a bee in their bonnet—

KILDARE: —yes, anyways—
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TULLY: —cat pee in your cornflakes this morning?!'—

KILDARE: ALL RIGHT! (TULLY charges into the kitchen.
MIRANDA DE VERE, a young college girl, enters. Although
she’s in college, SHE still wears the plaid skirt, white blouse,
and saddle shoes of her Catholic high school. SHE crosses to
her guitar and begins to tune it. TULLY enters.)

MIRANDA: Hi, Tully!

TULLY: Miranda, my dear, is tonight the night you’re performing?

MIRANDA: Yes, I'm scared to death.

TULLY: (To audience.) After hearing you practice, so am |. (HE
crosses down to KILDARE.) I'm back.

MIRANDA: Professor Kildare? What are you doing here?

KILDARE: Miranda, dear? I...well...l...just wanted...
TULLY: ...some soup? So the ‘Good Doctor knows our little
song bird?

MIRANDA: He was my professor...my friend...my...

KILDARE: One semester. That’s all. Just one semester.

TULLY: One semester is all it takes...

KILDARE: Yes, well... Any luck finding out what’s on the menu?

TULLY: Oh! Sorry. Yes, well, tonight’s special is soup.

KILDARE: That’s it?

TULLY: We have ten kinds: barley, pea, chicken, chicken noodle,
beef, beef noodle, vegetable, corn chowder, seafood chowder,
and clam.

KILDARE: | see. You know, I've never been to a restaurant that
only serves soup.

TULLY: Well, now you can buy a magnet, put it on your
refrigerator, and say you’'ve been here!

KILDARE: Why so many soups?

TULLY: Probably because we just got the can opener fixed.

KILDARE: I'll have the chicken soup.

TULLY: (Calling to the kitchen.) Chicken soup!

KILDARE: Wait. I've changed my mind. Give me the pea soup.

TULLY: (Calling.) Hold the chicken and make it pea! (pause.) Is
that all?

KILDARE: I'll have a coffee.

TULLY: What kind?

KILDARE: Black coffee.
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TULLY: What kind?

KILDARE: The kind from the...coffee bean.

TULLY: Oh, nurse, take my stitches out, | want to laugh more!
Mister, this is a coffeehouse and bookstore. A thousand
books, a thousand coffees.

KILDARE: What kind do you have?

TULLY: Anything special we might have had between us...is
definitely  over! (Taking a deep breath.) We
have...cappuchino, cappa cappuchino, espresso, mocha,
mocha mocha, mocha swiss, java, java swiss, java mocha
cappuchino— (CLARICE enters from the kitchen picking up
where TULLY left off.)

CLARICE: (A young, beautiful, tough waitress.) —Irish coffee,
Swedish coffee, and Norwegian iced coffee. Mexican Mud,
Columbian Caffeine Clog, and Tiajuana Tar— (SHE breathes.
TULLY takes over.)

TULLY: Red Cherry, Vanilla Dream, and Chocolate Paradise.

KILDARE: Wow. They sound interesting.

TULLY: They're exotic dancers in the next town. | just wanted to
see if you were paying attention.

KILDARE: What was the first one?

TULLY: Cappuchino.

KILDARE: Il have that.

TULLY: Is that a joke? Did someone pay you to come here and
torture me?

KILDARE: Just get me the cappuchino with whipped cream.

TULLY: When Tully’s your man, you always get whipped cream.
(TULLY goes into the kitchen. KILDARE goes back to reading
the book. CLARICE enters and crosses to the cappuchino
machine. SHE takes the pair of goggles hanging from the side
of the machine and places them over her eyes. SHE also puts
on heavy duty work gloves.)

This perusal script is for reading purposes only.
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CLARICE: All clear! (MIRANDA, hearing the warning, drops to

the floor. Pulling the handle, the cappuchino machine comes
to life. Unnatural noises fill the room. KILDARE become
frightened for his life. The lights dim on and off from the power
drain as the machine coughs to life. Finally, the moment
climaxes with a plop of coffee falling into the tiny cup.
CLARICE removes her protective gear, MIRANDA resumes her
work on the guitar, and KILDARE climbs back into his chair.
CLARICE takes the drink to the bar. TULLY enters with a can
of Ready Whip. HE begins to shake the can. This shaking
builds until HE sprays the whip cream over the cup and saucer.

TULLY looks drained. HE returns to the kitchen. CLARICE
takes the cappuchino to KILDARE.)

CLARICE:
KILDARE:
CLARICE:
KILDARE:
CLARICE:
KILDARE:
CLARICE:
KILDARE:
CLARICE:

Here you go.

Thank you.

Your soup will be right out.

Great. By the way, | was hoping to meet the owner.
He’s not here, but Ms. Ford manages the place.

Yes, well, could | speak with her?

No.

Is this not a good time?

No, it's fine. The mornings are when the bombs are

dropped. In the evening, we just experience the fallout.

KILDARE: |see. Are there problems?

CLARICE: Marriage, money and men. That’s Ariel Fords’ life in a
nutshell.

KILDARE: Troubled?

CLARICE: More nut than shell. | can give her your name?

KILDARE: Kildare.

CLARICE: Allright, Mr. Kildare. Enjoy the cappuchino.

KILDARE: Doctor.

CLARICE: What?

KILDARE: Doctor.

CLARICE: You're choking?! Oh, my God! (SHE runs behind him

and begins the HEIMLICH maneuver.) It's probably a fishbone.
Tully made the chowder in it last week. He thought the
cappuchino machine would make it thicker. (Breaking away
from her.)

This perusal script is for reading purposes only.
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KILDARE: No. Doctor. | am a doctor.

CLARICE: Such a big chest for a doctor.

KILDARE: Yes, well, whatever.

CLARICE: Tl tell Ms. Ford that youre here. (Passing by
MIRANDA.) Miranda, dear, is tonight your performance?

MIRANDA: Yes, and I'm dying to get started.

CLARICE: (To audience.) The way you play...l wish you'd die
before you get started. (CLARICE exits into the book office.)

Entering from the back of the audience is ROBERT, an eager
young man. A bit nerdy. HE awkwardly looks around. KILDARE
looks up, but disregards ROBERT. Trying to fit in, HE takes down
a large book from the shelf to read. Unfortunately, the book he
has chosen is too heavy for him. HE drags the book to one of the
side booths, and with all his strength, heaves the book onto the
table. HE sits in the booth, pretending to read the book. TULLY
enters with the MAN’s soup. HE carries it to KILDARE.

TULLY: Here’s your soup, Mister. (He starts away.)

KILDARE: Doctor.

TULLY: What?

KILDARE: Doctor.

TULLY: Oh, my God! He’s choking! (He begins the HEIMLICH
maneuver on KILDARE.) It's a furball! | swear | told them to
keep that cat out of the kitchen! (KILDARE breaks away.)

KILDARE: I'm fine. I’'m a doctor! Not a mister. A doctor! Do you
get it?

TULLY: Not half as much as | like to! (TULLY turns and spots
ROBERT. HE fixes his hair and moves in.) May | help you?

ROBERT: I'm a little hungry.

TULLY: Soaml.

ROBERT: What do you have?

TULLY: Anything you want?

ROBERT: Soup?

TULLY: Now you're the kinda customer that | like.

ROBERT: What kinda soups do you have?

TULLY: Barley, pea, chicken, chicken noodle, beef, beef noodle,
vegetable, corn chowder, seafood chowder, and clam!
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No performance or photocopy rights are conveyed.



KEN JONES

ROBERT: They all sound good.

TULLY: So innocent...so naive.

ROBERT: I'll have the chicken noodle.

TULLY: (Yelling.) Chicken noodle!

ROBERT: No, instead I'll have the beef noodle.

TULLY: (Yelling.) Hold his noodle and stick the beef in it! (HE
winks at ROBERT and exits to the kitchen.) Miranda, are you
using amplification tonight?

MIRANDA: Four speakers!

TULLY: | need an aspirin.

MIRANDA: I'm sorry. Do you have a headache?

TULLY: No. I just want the cotton at the top of the bottle to stuff
in my ears. (HE goes to exit. CLARICE enters from the office
and stops TULLY.)

CLARICE: Tully, she’s on the warpath.

TULLY: What is it this time?

CLARICE: The builders didn’t show up this morning.

TULLY: That’s because all construction workers are busy tearing
up the highways.

CLARICE: | haven’t seen a worker here yet...oh well, you’d better
stay clear.

TULLY: My only hope is that before she makes me start crating
up those awful, dusty books...a tornado will drop a house on
her. (HE exits to the kitchen. CLARICE crosses down to DR.
KILDARE.)

CLARICE: Excuse me, Doctor. Ms. Ford—Ariel—would like me
to ask you what it is that you want?

KILDARE: It's about books.

CLARICE: Yes. |see. Isthere a book in that package?

KILDARE: This package. It's nothing. Really. Just something |
picked up.

CLARICE: | see.

KILDARE: | could make an appointment for another time?

CLARICE: Okay. I'll go ask her. You’re fine with your coffee?

KILDARE: Yes. Thank you.

CLARICE: If you want to look at another book, then feel free to
browse.
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KILDARE: Thank you. | will. (CLARICE exits to office. KILDARE
moves to the book shelves and begins to glance at the titles.
MIRANDA wanders downstage. SHE sees ROBERT.)

MIRANDA: Excuse me, have you been helped?

ROBERT: Yes. The waiter. You know...the strange waiter.

MIRANDA: Tully.

ROBERT: Yes.

MIRANDA: First time to Café Caffeine?

ROBERT: Yes, I'm not from around here.

MIRANDA: Really? | pegged you for a classy guy.

ROBERT: Why?

MIRANDA: Your jeans don’t have holes in them, and your hair is
combed. That usually means you're from the richer areas.

ROBERT: I'm from California, originally. (Excited by this, SHE
pulls a chair over to his booth.)

MIRANDA: Wow! California. LA? San Francisco?

ROBERT: LA.

MIRANDA: Wow! Do you miss it?

ROBERT: Besides the riots, fires, earthquakes and
murder...yeah, | thought it was cool.

MIRANDA: I'm going there one day... To launch my singing
career.

ROBERT: You're a singer?

MIRANDA: I'm Miranda De Vere. You know...I'm the act here.

ROBERT: Oh, you are! Wow! Been playing here a long time?

MIRANDA: Tonight’'s my first time.

ROBERT: Your first time.

MIRANDA: | want my first time to be special

ROBERT: Oh, | think it's important that everyone’s first time is
special.

MIRANDA: Wow! We could be soul mates. We think the same
things.

ROBERT: Except that you're a little young.

MIRANDA: I'm twenty-five.

ROBERT: | thought you were in high school.

MIRANDA: Oh, no, | graduated from Our Lady of Perpetual
Entertainment seven years ago. It's the clothes. Right?

ROBERT: Well...
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MIRANDA: My dad makes me wear these outfits. He won't let
me grow up. | have a leather miniskirt, chains, and nose ring
that | put on when | go out.

ROBERT: A nose ring?

MIRANDA: | used to have a belly-button ring, but one day, I
accidently though it was my jacket zipper... Oooh, that was
messy.

ROBERT: Do you know the manager of this building?

MIRANDA: Ariel Ford. She’s okay. This store used to belong to
her number one ex-husband. She got it in the settlement.
Made it her pride and joy. She decided to put the books in
here. She loves old books. She repairs them in the back. Ex-
husband number two came along and bought the whole block
for a song.

ROBERT: How?

MIRANDA: He had an inspector come in here and declare the
apartments upstairs condemned. She’s been trying to get the
builders in here to fix it up to specs. So anyways, he bought up
the whole block. Owns everything. He’s money crazy.

ROBERT: Is this Charles De Vere we’re talking about?

MIRANDA: Hear of him in California?

ROBERT: We get out. We know all the celebrities.

MIRANDA: Yeah, well he’s famous all right.

ROBERT: Wow. Does he live here?

MIRANDA: His office is upstairs. I've seen it. He’s got pictures of
himself with all these famous people. Rock stars, foreign
dignitaries, movie stars. He has a picture of the President, but
it's in a plastic frame. He figures they’re never there too long.

ROBERT: But when | started college, | wanted to be just like him.
Know everything. Do everything. Make millions of dollars.
Write books about it. Have affairs with beautiful women. Write
books about it. Do nothing but have a good time. Have other
people write books about it. So you've actually met Mr. De
Vere?

MIRANDA: The minute | was born. He’s my father. (ARIEL
FORD enters. Busy, vibrant, fast. SHE charges into the room
with CLARICE close behind.)
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ARIEL: Has anyone seen a squatty little man who calls himself a
carpenter?

CLARICE: No.

ARIEL: | bet he was the runt of the litter. Charles had to hire
someone that would make me angry! That's what we get.
(SHE checks the bar for dust.) Clarice, | need you.

CLARICE: (Sarcastically.) Well, you know it's my life’s dream to
serve you.

ARIEL: Get me a caff capp hazelnut. Heavy on the sugar. | need
the energy! (SHE storms back into the office. TULLY enters
with ROBERT’s soup.)

TULLY: Was that her?

CLARICE: Either her or Medusa...| really couldn’t tell.

TULLY: At least she didn’t fire anyone today. (Pause.) ...Yet.
(HE crosses down to the table.) Here’s your soup, a nice beef
with a little noodle.

ROBERT: Thank you. It looks terrific.

TULLY: Just thank me and the Campbell’s Kids.

MIRANDA: What a cook. Tully can open a can faster than
anyone.

ROBERT: | saw you playing chess earlier.

TULLY: Yes.

ROBERT: Win much?

MIRANDA: Tully always wins. He plays with himself.

ROBERT: | find it very hard to play with myself. (Silence, TULLY
thinks that one over.)

TULLY: Is it hot in here? I'd better go and take a little icy cold
shower. (TULLY exits to the kitchen. CLARICE has by now
equipped herself with her goggles and gloves.)

CLARICE: Clear! (MIRANDA hits the deck. Pots and pans falling
in the kitchen can be heard. CLARICE pulls the handle.
Again, the cappuchino machine screams and sputters. The
lights flicker from the power. Finally, it squirts coffee into the
cup.) All clear!

ROBERT: Why does everyone get so frightened?

MIRANDA: A year ago the machine got clogged up. The
pressure built up and boom!

ROBERT: Did anyone get hurt?
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MIRANDA: Two waiters were severely frothed. It took the bomb
squad to turn the darn thing off. | thought Ariel would get a
new machine, but she just had this one fixed instead. She
mumbled something about finances. (ARIEL bursts into the
room.)

ARIEL: Clarice, my cappuchino! (TULLY enters.)

CLARICE: Yes, my dragon. Just like you like it. Hot, foamy and
smooth!

TULLY: This kinda talk makes me feel like I'm in a Tennessee
Williams’ play. (TULLY fanning himself exits back into the
kitchen.)

ARIEL: My God, Clarice, what are you wearing? You look like a
melting sno-cone.

CLARICE: | know | can always expect a compliment from you.

ARIEL: | need to set up a dress code! Oh, my Lord! Miranda, is
tonight you debut?

MIRANDA: Yes, Ariel.

ARIEL: Then I'll have to schedule a meeting with my therapist for
tomorrow. Oh, Clarice...

CLARICE: Yes, my liege.

ARIEL: Where’s the man who wanted to meet with me?

ROBERT: (Standing up.) Excuse me, Ms. Ford.

ARIEL: Yes...?

ROBERT: | wanted to meet with you...

ARIEL: Concerning...?

ROBERT: | am hoping to get a job, maybe here?

CLARICE: You want to work here? With us? Call the
wagon...he’s insane.

MIRANDA: | should have known. Jobs... Money... Just another
member of the establishment. (SHE crosses back to her
guitar.)

ARIEL: A job.

CLARICE: Don’tdoit!l Getaway while you can!

ARIEL: Does a big, good-looking young man like yourself have a
name?

ROBERT: Robert Ludzedski.

ARIEL: Bobby.

ROBERT: Robert.
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18 DEAD TO THE LAST DROP

ARIEL: Bob, can you do construction work?

ROBERT: Some.

ARIEL: Drywall, electrical and plumbing?

ROBERT: I'm not great, but I'm good.

ARIEL: Oh, | bet you are.

MIRANDA: | can’t believe this. She has stretch marks older than
him.

ARIEL: Miranda, dear, don’t you need to get a tune-up for your
guitar?

MIRANDA: I'm ready to go.

ARIEL: Then go.

MIRANDA: Tonight's my shot.

ARIEL: Tonight | wish you’d get shot!

MIRANDA: Listen, Mommy Dearest—

TULLY: (Entering as JOAN CRAWFORD.) Not the wire hangars!

ROBERT: Mommy?

ARIEL: Step-mommy...once removed.

MIRANDA: I'm playing here tonight or else...

ARIEL: Or else you'll get Daddy to close the doors.

MIRANDA: That's right.

ARIEL: Yes, well, you sing your little songs. Fine. Bobby, I'm so
sorry. Where were we? A job. Of course... (SHE drinks from
her cappuchino and gets whipped cream on her upper lip.)
...Rob, you’re hired.

ROBERT: Really?

ARIEL: That’s right. Now you need to get working. The sooner
you’re all hot and sweaty, the better.

ROBERT: Thank you, Ms. Ford. And you can tell your ex-
husband, Mr. De Vere, that I'll do an excellent job on his
building.

ARIEL: Please, must you remind me of him?

MIRANDA: Robert actually admires Daddy. Don’t you, Robert?

ROBERT: The man is a legend. Not only has he been mayor,
written best-selling books and two Broadway plays, but he also
had that bit part on—

ARIEL: —Baywatch! Yes, | know. We’ve all heard how he gave
mouth to mouth resuscitation to that Pamela Anderson.
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TULLY: He tried to give her a massage, but he got stuck up to his
elbows in her cleavage.

CLARICE: And then they started dating.

MIRANDA: That could have been Mommy number three! | would
have killed myself.

ARIEL: | can always dream. Now, Robert dear, why don’t you
trot on upstairs and take a look around? See what you can do.

ROBERT: Yes, ma’am. Uh, how much do | owe you for the
soup?

ARIEL: Don’t worry about that.

CLARICE: Ms. Ford, the rent is due.

ARIEL: We'll deduct it from your first week’s wages.

ROBERT: (Disappointed.) Oh. (HE exits through the office
door.)

CLARICE: Dr. Kildare (KILDARE still over at the bookcases.)

KILDARE: Yes.

CLARICE: Ms. Ford will see you now. (KILDARE and FORD
cross to each other. It is obvious that they know each other.)

ARIEL: Bill...? (Shaking hands.)

KILDARE: Doctor...Kildare.

ARIEL: Kildare, of course, I'm sorry. Doctor.

CLARCIE: Do you know each other?

KILDARE AND ARIEL: No, oh, no. Us know each other? No.

MIRANDA: Mommy...Dr. Kildare was my English teacher.

ARIEL: 1didn’t know that.

KILDARE: One semester.

MIRANDA: He was a superb teacher. Always had time for me.
Always there when | needed him.

ARIEL: How nice.

KILDARE: One semester. | sometimes...once...tutored her
privately...

ARIEL: Is there a reason you're here? Now? In front of these
people?

KILDARE: | came to inquire about a book. (SHE knows everyone
is listening so she pretends to show him books.)

ARIEL: One of my books?

KILDARE: Rare books.
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20 DEAD TO THE LAST DROP

ARIEL: | have many. Charles Dickens’ first failure, “A Tale of
Three Cities”.

KILDARE: Not Dickens.

ARIEL: Twain’s little known sequel, “Injun Joe’s Got a Crush On
Me”?

KILDARE: More of a classic.

ARIEL: You mean Jackie Collins?

KILDARE: It's actually a private matter.

ARIEL: Would you like to step into my bedroom—uh, office?

KILDARE: Please.

ARIEL: We can discuss how dear Miranda did while under your
care?

KILDARE: It was only one semester. (ARIEL and KILDARE exit
to the office.)

TULLY: Miranda, dear, | was thinking of what you were talking to
me about before.

MIRANDA: So?

TULLY: I think I have a solution.

MIRANDA: You do?

TULLY: It’s a little devious.

MIRANDA: Isitasin?

TULLY: Sinis in the eye of the beholder.

MIRANDA: Good point. (MIRANDA rushes into the kitchen with
TULLY. CLARICE crosses to the phone. Dials.)

CLARICE: Hello? Good, it’s you. Listen, we almost got caught. |
was scared. She will hate me when she finds out. Maybe |
could come over and talk to you about our little problem?
(Pause.) Well, it is. How could you even think such a thing?
(Pause.) | can't believe the way you...listen, who does all the
covering for you? | thought | meant more. (SHE slams down
the phone. Rushing to a stack of books on a shelf, she grabs
the biggest one and run through the house. BILL, KILDARE
and ARIEL enter arguing.)

KILDARE: This is no joke. We are running out of time! If | don’t
get that book—

ARIEL: Why should | care? You can’t come back into my life and
think I'm going to jump at whatever you say.
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KILDARE: You could even the score. Do you think he’s going to
give you a dime? It's hers. Everything is hers. Let me take
something that can be our way out of here.

ARIEL: Listen, there is nothing. Now please, leave. I've got a
business that | need to run. (SHE storms into the office. BILL
crosses to the phone and dials.)

KILDARE: It's Bill. No, | don’t have it yet. No! No. She’s having
second thoughts...I don’t care. This is the find of the century,
and I’'m not going to let some sniveling socialite ruin it. I've got
a plan. Fine. (Pause.) In a couple of hours. See ya. (TULLY
enters. Wiping something off his hands with a rag. KILDARE,
unaware of TULLY, heads toward the office.)

TULLY: Looking for the exit? It's that way.

KILDARE: You're right. How silly of me. Could you please thank
Ms. Ford for her time?

TULLY: All right.

KILDARE: Thank you. (KILDARE exits through the house.
CLARICE rushes in pushing KILDARE out of her way.)

TULLY: Clarice, what’s the matter?

CLARICE: | don’t want to talk about it! (SHE rushes into the
kitchen. TULLY tries to stop her.)

TULLY: No, don’t go in there! (CLARICE pushes past him.) It's a
mess in there! (HE runs after her. ARIEL bursts from the
office with a red liquid all over her hands. The liquid is actually
an ink she was using to restore a book, but the audience
should believe that it is blood.)

ARIEL: [I've got to get this off my hands! (SHE turn to go into the
office and runs into KILDARE, who is stealing a book.
KILDARE loses his balance, tripping over a chair and flipping
over a table. ARIEL runs into the kitchen where we hear the
clang of a frying pan. TULLY rushes out holding a frying pan.)

TULLY: | think I've killed her! (CLARICE rushes in screaming.)

CLARICE: Blood! Everywhere! She’s dead!

KILDARE: Dead!

ARIEL: (Staggering in holding her head.) Could someone please
catch me?

TULLY: 1 will.
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KILDARE: 1 willl (Too late. SHE faints falling like a board behind
the bar.)

CLARICE: Oh, my God, Miranda is dead! (ROBERT rushes in
from the office with a gun drawn.)

ROBERT: Freeze! (THEY all raise their hands. ARIEL pops up
from behind the bar.) | said freeze, lady, or I'll shoot. (SHE
faints again. Like a board behind the bar.)

BLACKOUT.
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ACT TWO
“THE INVESTIGATION”

The first half of ACT TWO finds the characters in shock after the
murder. Our detective reveals himself, and some interesting facts
begin to trickle out of the suspects.

The second half of ACT TWO includes the audience. The actors
realize that they are being watched, and then they invite the
audience into their world. The actors reenact the events leading
up to the crime with the audience making sure they do it correctly.

AT RISE:

MUSIC is heard throughout the BLACKOUT. Lights up to reveal
the CAFE. ROBERT is in control. ARIEL is lying on the bar with
her legs hanging over the edge. TULLY is beside ARIEL holding a
huge ice bag on her head. CLARICE is seated in a booth to one
side, and BILL is leaning against a bookcase on the opposite side
of the stage. EVERYONE is talking wildly.

ROBERT: All right. Can everyone please calm down? Please.
(THEY still keep talking.) | have a gun, and | will use it. (No
improvement.)

CLARICE: |love a man with a big gun.

ARIEL: (To TULLY.) Tully, tell me what it looks like.

TULLY: (He looks at her head wound.) | can’t.

ARIEL: It's all right. Just tell me if it's bad.

TULLY: I'd better not.

ARIEL: I'm an adult woman. | can take it. Just give it to me
straight.

TULLY: Well, let’s just say that if anyone wants to take a family
picture, you might want to stand in the back.

ARIEL: (Crying.) Oh, my God! I'm disfigured! | have an ugly
bruise on my face.

TULLY: I'd say it's more like a contusion than a bruise.

ARIEL: Comfort is what | was going for.

TULLY: It’s like a mini-Mount Everest on your face.

ARIEL: You can stop any time.
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TULLY: Hey, look on the bright side, at least it didn’t knock your
face-lift loose.

ARIEL: All right! Let’s not forget that it was your frying pan that
dropped on my head.

TULLY: Oh now, you'll never let me forget that.

ROBERT: Please, people, give me a break. We have a situation
here. (Waving his gun.)

ARIEL: (Being interrupted.) How rude!

CLARICE: The way he keeps pulling that thing out, you’d think he
was in a militia.

TULLY: Most men can wave it around, but only a few know how
to use it.

ROBERT: Hey! That's enough. Now, | called the police, but it
seems like there won’t be anybody on the scene for a little
while. All police officers are tied up with an accident on the
highway.

CLARICE: What are we going to do?

ROBERT: Well, folks, we got a dead body in the back, and I'm in
charge.

TULLY: Why did we put her in the freezer? | mean, she’s so
close to the succotash.

ARIEL: Please, Tully, that's my late ex-step-daughter you’re
talking about.

CLARICE: | have a question.

ROBERT: Shoot.

CLARICE: Who the hell are you?

ROBERT: Good question. Robert Ludzeski.  Treasury
Department. Special Agent. (Flashes his badge.)

ARIEL: A policeman?

ROBERT: No, ma’am. A special agent.

ARIEL: | don’t care what your problems are. Does this mean
you’re not going to finish the construction on the upstairs?

ROBERT: Ma’am, there has been a murder. Miranda DeVere is
dead. (THEY all ad lib appropriate words of shock.)

TULLY: (Nudging ARIEL.) This is where you're supposed to cry.

ARIEL: Oh. (Bursting into tears.) Oh, my God. Little Miranda.
Poor, sweet, stupid Miranda. Poor, untalented, spoiled-brat
Miranda. Poor—
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KILDARE: We get the picture! (ARIEL stops.)

CLARICE: Are you sure she was murdered?

ROBERT: I'm no forensics expert. However, | think the fact that
she was struck over the head, pushed downstairs, and stabbed
rules out suicide.

KILDARE: A comedian.

ROBERT: As a matter of fact, it seems Miss DeVere was not only
struck over the head with a blunt object but also stabbed to
death with a— (THEY all gasp.) spoon!

ARIEL: How horrible!

KILDARE: A spoon?

TULLY: What a way to go.

CLARICE: It must have been very painful.

ROBERT: And since | was on the scene immediately, securing
the Café, that means that one of you did it! One of you
murdered that beautiful young girl.

KILDARE: And | suppose you haven’t tampered with any of the
evidence.

ROBERT: No, | didn’t drop a bloody glove at the scene, if that's
what you mean.

CLARICE: Why were you here?

ROBERT: A money laundering scheme. There were reports that
counterfeit money was being laundered throughout this
establishment.

TULLY: That leaves me out. I'm terrible with laundry. | never
know if the whites get hot water or cold, and which colors do |
separate!

ARIEL: Shut up, Tully. (Sitting up.) Counterfeit money?

ROBERT: That's right. The Treasury knows that Charles De
Vere had made his fortune in counterfeiting, but we couldn’t
prove it.

ARIEL: No wonder he kept this place open.

CLARICE: Yeah, you begin to wonder how a coffeehouse could
even stay open with the amount of business we do.

ROBERT: We knew that money was being delivered here, and
then taken upstairs, doctored, and put back out on the streets.

KILDARE: Then why was his daughter killed?
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ROBERT: Good question. Maybe she stumbled in on the
exchange. Maybe she hurt someone’s feelings.

TULLY: Maybe word got out that she was going to sing tonight.

ROBERT: You brought a package here today, Dr. Kildare.
Perhaps it was a drop off.

KILDARE: Oh, so you think | did it. | killed Miranda. | don’t even
know the girl, and the idea that | was dropping off counterfeit
money is preposterous.

ROBERT: Isit? Where’s your package now?

KILDARE: | must have dropped it.

ARIEL: You idiot! (Realizing her outburst, SHE turns away.)

ROBERT: So you know each other?

ARIEL: We just met.

ROBERT: Is that true, Doctor?

KILDARE: Yes.

ROBERT: You've never spoken to each other before today?

ARIEL: No.

ROBERT: We have a surveillance record dating back six months.
(Removing a printout from his bag.) And it seems that a Dr.
Kildare was a frequent flyer.

ARIEL: He’s a customer. Many of our customers come and go.

CLARICE: We don’t have customers.

ARIEL: Clarice. We've had a few.

TULLY: I've never seen him before, and | never forget a man.

CLARICE: He was also Miranda’s teacher...?

ROBERT: Teacher?

KILDARE: One semester!

ROBERT: And you don’t know Ariel Ford?

KILDARE: Allright. So a few months ago, | met Ariel Ford.

ARIEL: Good Lord.

ROBERT: Than why did you lie?

KILDARE: Because her reputation...my reputation.

ROBERT: Was there a romantic involvement?

ARIEL: Certainly not.

KILDARE: No.

ROBERT: Maybe there was and Miranda found out about it.

ARIEL: Even if | did lose my mind and have an affair with this
horrid man, why on earth would | care if Miranda knew?
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ROBERT: Charles De Vere might want his Café back.

ARIEL: Ridiculous.

ROBERT: Isit?

ARIEL: We are divorced. | am free to see whomever | wish.

KILDARE: Tell him the truth. We were trying to restore a very
rare book; a book that Charles DeVere inadvertently bought
when he purchased this building.

ROBERT: A book.

ARIEL: A book hidden in these walls for years. Charles Dickens
had this book with him when he stayed here years ago.

KILDARE: It was his prize copy of a lost Shakespeare play.

TULLY: Shakespeare!

ROBERT: (Writing.) How do you spell Shakespeare?

TULLY: M-I-crooked letter, crooked letter, |, crooked letter,
crooked letter, I, humped back, humped back, I.

ROBERT: (Looking up from his pad.) Did I tell you, Tully, that the
Treasury Department is very close with the I.R.S., and they
love to hear about waiters not reporting their tips?

TULLY: I'll shut up.

KILDARE: Yes, well, Dickens gave this manuscript to a woman
he deeply admired for safe-keeping.

ARIEL: And we found it.

KILDARE: Pieces of it. It was hidden throughout the building.

ROBERT: So you're a book hunter?

KILDARE: A professor.

ROBERT: At a school?

KILDARE: A university.

ARIEL: Actually, you were a professor.

KILDARE: They took away my tenure.

ARIEL: They didn’t believe him. They didn’t believe that he had a
Shakespeare manuscript.

ROBERT: So that’s a rare thing?

KILDARE: Yes, Detective, finding an original 400-year-old
manuscript of the greatest English writer of all time is a rare
thing.

ROBERT: (Writing in his pad.) A smarty pants. (Pause.) So you
and Ariel Ford were having a thing? Did you have a thing with
her step-daughter?
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KILDARE: She never touched my thing.

ROBERT: Can you prove it?

KILDARE: For God’s sake, it was only one semester.

ROBERT: The mother and the daughter? Maybe you were
worried that Miranda would one day inherit those “pieces of the
play” that were hidden in the walls. Maybe you wanted to
make sure that those pages would stay right there until you
could find them?

KILDARE: You're insane. | didn't even know that Miranda was
related to Ariel Ford.

ROBERT: A coincidence?

KILDARE: Yes.

ROBERT: You were drinking a cappuccino earlier. Where is the
spoon?

KILDARE: The spoon?

ROBERT: Did you strike her in the head and stab her with the
spoon?

KILDARE: It's sitting on the table beside my cup. (HE points to
the table where KILDARE sat earlier. There is a cup, a saucer,
and a spoon.)

ROBERT: All right. Fine. (KILDARE moves to a booth and
reads.) Ms. Ford.

ARIEL: (Crossing down.) Why am | here?

ROBERT: You own the place.

ARIEL: | meant...why are you accusing me of killing my own
stepdaughter?

ROBERT: Because you hated her.

ARIEL: Hated her? That’s not true. | may not have liked her very
much, but | certainly didn’t hate her.

ROBERT: Didn’t you try to kill her two years ago?

TULLY: The car incident.

ARIEL: | gave the keys to my husband; he let Miranda take the
car.

CLARICE: But it had no brakes.

ARIEL: It had brakes. They just didn’t work.

TULLY: A year and a half ago, you pushed her off a building.

ARIEL: My heel broke and | tripped. Besides, the little beast held
on to the flagpole.
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CLARICE: Last year.

ARIEL: 1 had no idea that there was flooding. | thought it looked
like a nice day for a picnic down along the banks.

ROBERT: So you deny ever trying to hurt Miranda DeVere?

ARIEL: Of course.

ROBERT: Weren’t you angry at her for breaking up your marriage
with her father? And of course, there’s Kildare.

ARIEL: | was a little angry.

ROBERT: Alittle?

ARIEL: Alot! All right. The little witch never liked me. She never
wanted me to get close to her father. She never wanted him to
give me anything.

ROBERT: Like money—

ARIEL: —or affection.

ROBERT: | see.

ARIEL: | would not kill her.

ROBERT: Did you know that your café was being used to launder
counterfeit money?

ARIEL: No.

ROBERT: That the whole upstairs was being renovated into a
printing room?

ARIEL: For books.

ROBERT: For money. Charles DeVere is using you.

ARIEL: So what’s new?

ROBERT: | think you were aware of this counterfeit money scam.
| think you were involved in the printing process. | think you did
it as a way to get back with your beloved Charles. You scratch
his back. He scratches yours.

ARIEL: It's a theory, but if you've ever had your back scratched
by a very, very wealthy man, you’d understand.

ROBERT: And then Miranda was performing tonight. She went to
Daddy, and he made you give her the stage.

ARIEL: The brat could not even croak a tune. She sang in the
key of Z.

ROBERT: And while you were putting away some crisp new
greenbacks...in walks Ms. Cathy Catholic. You went crazy.
Struck her and grabbed the first utensil you could find and you
killed her.
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ARIEL: Good guess, Dick Tracy. But you'd better check your
decoder ring again, because you’re wrong.

ROBERT: We'll see. Clarice...? (ARIEL steps back, CLARICE
comes forward.)

CLARICE: So Robert, you’re a copper?

ROBERT: A special agent.

CLARICE: And | thought you were just some big, dumb guy
looking for work.

ROBERT: Hey, I'm not big.

CLARICE: Maybe you're not.

ROBERT: So, Ms. Clarice Pa...ge (He pronounces.it ‘pa-jay’.)

CLARICE: Page.

ROBERT: You're a very attractive woman.

CLARICE: Uh-oh. I smell a sexual harassment suit.

ROBERT: | suppose you enjoy the company of men.

CLARICE: I've met one or two in my life.

ROBERT: What about Charles DeVere?

CLARICE: Are you asking me if I'm having an affair with Charles
DeVere?

ROBERT: | wasn’t, but | will now. Are you having an affair with
Charles DeVere?

CLARICE: Of course not. 1 think he likes me a little, but | would
never fall for his type.

ROBERT: So all those meeting you had with Mr. DeVere.
Upstairs... Alone...?

ARIEL: Clarice?!

CLARICE: He was going to let me rent the apartment upstairs
after the renovations were done. He was letting me pick out
the wallpaper and carpet choices.

ROBERT: And what did Ariel Ford think about you getting this
new apartment?

ARIEL: |didn’t know.

ROBERT: Did Miranda know? Did Miranda walk in and find you
with her father...discussing the shades of carpet?

CLARICE: NO!

ROBERT: Did Miranda threaten to tell Ariel that her father’'s new
love interest was about to become the new owner of Café
Caffeine?
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TULLY: (To ARIEL.) Out with the old...in with the new.

ROBERT: Did you know about the counterfeit money?

CLARICE: Charles never speaks to me about his affairs.

ROBERT: He only has one with you. Is that it?

CLARICE: Tl talk to a lawyer.

ROBERT: When Mr. DeVere hears you're a suspect in the death
of his daughter, | doubt the any defense team will save your
relationship.

CLARICE: Are you done with me?

ROBERT: For now. (SHE crosses back.. TULLY enters.)

TULLY: Isit my turn?

ROBERT: That's right. (TULLY leans against the bar and
spreads his legs.)

TULLY: Come on.

ROBERT: What the hell are you doing?

TULLY: Aren’t you going to search me?

ROBERT: No.

TULLY: I'm bad. Very bad.

ARIEL: Tully, sit down.

TULLY: What if | have a concealed weapon?

ROBERT: Then | beg of you to keep it concealed. Now sit your
butt in that chair!

TULLY: Do I get to pick my cellmate?

ROBERT: Quiet.

TULLY: Sorry.

ROBERT: What were you doing when Miranda was found
murdered?

TULLY: | was trying to get the soup stain off of my apron. See?
(TULLY has a large red stain on his apron.)

ROBERT: The stain is red.

TULLY: Tomato.

ROBERT: | remember asking you what soups you were serving
today, and you did not have tomato on the list.

TULLY: Yes, | did.

ROBERT: No, you didn't.

TULLY: Yes, | did.

ROBERT: No, you didn't.

TULLY: Yes, | did.
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ROBERT: (Yelling.) NO, YOU DIDN'T! (TULLY jumps up, leans
against the counter, and spreads his legs.)

TULLY: Then...SEARCH ME!

ROBERT: Sitdown. (TULLY does so.)

TULLY: | burnt the chowder.

ROBERT: What chowder?

TULLY: Does it matter?

ROBERT: Maybe.

TULLY: Clam, New England. | had just washed the burnt
chowder down the sink, and | decided to open a can of tomato
soup. Ariel gets very angry if we don’t have a wide variety of
soups. Well, as | was opening the soup, someone pushed by
me, spilling the soup on my apron.

ROBERT: Who pushed by you?

TULLY: |don’'t know. |wasn’t paying attention.

ROBERT: Perhaps Miranda pushed you.

TULLY: Maybe, but | couldn’t be sure...

ROBERT: You didn’t like Miranda?

TULLY: No.

ROBERT: Did you hate her?

TULLY: Hate is a very strong word.

ROBERT: Would you like me to use a gentler word?

TULLY: No, | hated her.

ROBERT: Why?

TULLY: The way she dressed. Those plaid skirts and white
blouses. Please. She was a grown woman. Get a catalog!
And the music...l was the one here when she would practice.
Have you ever tried to play a game of chess with a bad Joan
Baez singing in your ear?

ROBERT: It was that bad?

TULLY: Her singing made me break out. | once had beautiful
skin, but as soon as | was subjected to that constant wailing, |
began to break out.

ROBERT: She made you have bad skin, so you hated her.

TULLY: And that little Miss Innocent act. Innocent! You could
ask any member of the military, and | can guarantee you that
they would have a comment on her innocence.

ROBERT: So why did you kill her?
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TULLY: Hold the boat! Who said | killed her? | hated her, but |
would never kill her.

ROBERT: Maybe it was a moment of blind rage? She bumped
your arm. You spilled the soup. That was the straw that broke
the camel’s back.

TULLY: Hey, mister, it takes more than a camel on my back to
get me angry.

ROBERT: So you never get angry?

TULLY: If | do, it's not my fault. Clarice makes me taste the
cappuccino every night. I’'m a little strung out on caffeine.

CLARICE: Oh, sure, blame me!

ROBERT: All right, Tully. Why don’t you take a seat? (HE goes
to sit.)

TULLY: So you're done with me?

ROBERT: | thought there would be more.

ROBERT: That's it.

TULLY: Was it good for you?

ROBERT: Just sit down. (Calling to everyone) Okay. Everyone,
Listen up!

KILDARE: So Sherlock, did you figure out who did it?

ROBERT: I've got my suspicions.

CLARICE: So what do we do now?

ROBERT: Well, that's where I'm a little stumped. (ARIEL sitting
at the table that KILDARE sat at in the opening of ACT ONE.
SHE has picked up the book KILDARE had been reading.)
Because I'm not actually a policeman, I'm not sure... (ARIEL
interrupts.)

ARIEL: Everyone, listen.

TULLY: Whatis it?

ARIEL: Shhh! It's this book.

CLARICE: Not another one of your poetry readings...

ARIEL: Very funny. It's this book. It's us. (Reading aloud) At
this point, the agent stated that he was stumped. The
beautiful, glamorous, sensual owner of the café— (SHE looks
up smiling.) —called the group together.

TULLY: That’'s what just happened.

ARIEL: (Reading.) The obnoxious, back-stabbing waitress—

CLARICE: —she’s making that up!
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ARIEL: —begged her not to have another poetry reading. The
rude waitress then began to recite a simple but stupid verse
that had popped into her empty head.

KILDARE: This is amazing...

ARIEL: (Reading.) The cook exclaimed, ‘That just happened,” but
the voluptuous owner of the Café— (Looking up and
smiling.)—continued to read.

ROBERT: Maybe this could be the answer?

ARIEL: (Reading.) The young dolt of a human being began to
mumble something about an answer.

ROBERT: Dolt? What's a dolt?

ARIEL: (Reading.) It was then that they realized the Café was
filed with intelligent and observant people who had been
watching their every move. (The ENTIRE CAST looks at the
AUDIENCE. The ENTIRE CAST does a double-take.)

TULLY: Oooh! | feel so naked!

CLARICE: You're right. What an awful feeling.

TULLY: Who said it was an awful feeling? (TULLY begins to
wave to various audience members.)

ROBERT: Give me that book. (HE takes the book from ARIEL
and starts to read to himself.) Oh! (They all ‘oh’ with him.) Ah!
(they all ‘ah’ with him.) Wow! (They all ‘wow’ with him.) Holy
cow! (They all shout at him.)

ALL: WHAT IS IT?!!!

ROBERT: | know what to do. We recreate the moments before
the body was found.

KILDARE: Reconstruct the crime?

ROBERT: Exactly. We'll reconstruct the crime from the moment |
went upstairs. | had locked the back door before | did, so no
one else could have entered the building without being noticed.
(Addressing the audience.) And these people will make sure
that our little recreation is accurate. You were watching what
happened. Well, most of you were. So you saw what really
happened. If one of these suspects strays from the truth, then
stop us. Tell us we’re wrong. Correct us. Ask us questions.
Help me to solve this crime. Let’s get to work!
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From this point on, the script will continue as if the audience does
not respond. However, if an audience member stops the action,
ROBERT must address the problem. The ACTOR involved in the
mistake will have to improvise an excuse. After the truth has been
disclosed and addressed, ROBERT should make the ACTOR redo
the section in question the proper way. Then, and only then, may
the action continue. NOTE: mistakes have been written into the
RECONSTRUCTION. The word MISTAKE will mark that
passage. The CORRECT way will be listed in parenthesis.

CLARICE: Il start. | came into the room and crossed to Dr.
Kildare. (SHE moves from the office to KILDARE who has
taken his place against the bookshelves.) | told the doctor that
Ms. Ford would see him now.

ROBERT: Where was Miranda?

CLARICE: She was tuning her guitar.

ROBERT: So she was here on the stage. (ROBERT takes
MIRANDA’s place on the stage.)

ARIEL: That's where | entered. | crossed to Kildare, and | told
him it was good to see him again. (MISTAKE.) | asked him if
he was here to see the book. (CORRECT- KILDARE and
ARIEL pretend not to know each other.)

CLARICE: I thought you didn’'t know each other at the time.

ARIEL: No, Clarice dear, it was nothing like that.

CLARICE: You seemed like strangers.

ARIEL: Clarice, perhaps | am not as forward with my past
relationships as you are.

ROBERT: So you admit to a past relationship?

KILDARE: It was not a relationship. Really...

ROBERT: Then what was it?

KILDARE: A painful exploration of the inner psyche and emotions
of two incompatible people.

ROBERT: That’'s what | said, a relationship.

ARIEL: Well, at this point, | asked him if he was interested in any
of my other rare books.

KILDARE: | told her | was interested in more classical work.

ARIEL: | asked him to step into my office.

TULLY: Go girl!
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ARIEL: ...to see the books.

KILDARE: | agreed, and we went into the office. (ROBERT steps
from the stage.)

ROBERT: Then what?

TULLY: | spoke with Miranda.

ROBERT: About what?

TULLY: How lovely she looked today. (MISTAKE.) How she was
feeling. | told her | couldn’t wait to hear her sing.
(CORRECT—TULLY told MIRANDA that he had a solution to
her problem. He said the solution was a little devious. And
she asked if it was a sin. THE PROBLEM—SHE wanted to
wear sexier clothes. TULLY’s SOLUTION—Hide clothes and
change after she leaves her FATHER's sight.)

ROBERT: And she did what?

TULLY: She went into—

ROBERT: Yes?

TULLY: She went into the office with Ariel. (MISTAKE—She
went into the kitchen with TULLY'.)

ARIEL: That's a lie. Bill and | would have been quite aware of
Miranda walking in.

KILDARE: She’s right. It would have interrupted us right in the
middle of— (KILDARE and ARIEL freeze.)

ROBERT: Of what?

ARIEL: He was checking my bindings.

TULLY: Undoing your bindings is more like it.

ARIEL: Are you insinuating something improper was going on?

TULLY: Let’s just say that the book jackets were off, and he was
well into your pages!

ROBERT: Now, wait. Where was Miranda?

TULLY: In the kitchen with me.

ROBERT: Allright. Clarice, where are you at this point?
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CLARICE: | crossed to the phone and called my mother.
(MISTAKE.) She’s been ill lately. (CORRECT—the truth is
that CLARICE was on the phone with CHARLES DE VERE,
her lover. HE was telling her that he was going to throw ARIEL
out and give the CAFE to CLARICE. CLARICE insisted that
they think of another way, because that would hurt ARIEL too
much.) After | got off the phone | ran out of the store to catch
the bus. (MISTAKE. SHE grabbed a book off the shelf and ran
out. TRUTH: CHARLES had asked her to bring this book to
him. HE had hidden counterfeiting plates inside the book.
She’ll insist that she knew nothing of the plates.)

ROBERT: So you left the Café?

TULLY: That’s when | heard Ariel and the good doctor arguing.

ARIEL: Yes, we were having a small argument.

ROBERT: Over what?

ARIEL: | wanted two hundred for one of my books.

KILDARE: And that’s just too much. (MISTAKE—KILDARE had
told her that she should take the SHAKESPEARE pages and
leave. HE said that CHARLES will leave everything to
MIRANDA.)

ARIEL: | got upset and went back to my office.

KILDARE: | made a phone call.

ROBERT: To whom?

KILDARE: | called a cab, because | know the buses in this town
are never on time. (MISTAKE—HE told someone that HE was
going to get the pages and HE wasn’t going to let a spoiled
socialite ruin it. TRUTH: HE was not talking about MIRANDA,
but HE was talking about ARIEL. HE was speaking to a rare
book dealer.)

TULLY: Hold it, doctor. | heard you talking. You weren’t calling a
cab.

KILDARE: You're crazy.

TULLY: Perhaps...but | heard you say you would not let a spoiled
socialite ruin the find of a century.

ROBERT: So you were thinking about bumping off Miranda to get
to that Shakespeare play?

KILDARE: Absolutely not. If you must know, | was referring to
Avriel.
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ARIEL: Spoiled socialite?

KILDARE: You are. You're spoiled, untamed, mean-spirited, and
crass.

ARIEL: | am not crass!

KILDARE: | was upset. We were on the verge of a monumental
discovery, and | wanted Ariel to get us that book. Anyway,
after that, | left the building.

TULLY: Liar, liar, pants on fire!

KILDARE: | started to go into the office again, and then | decided
I'd better not. At that point, | exited.

TULLY: But Clarice ran in.

KILDARE: That’s right. She ran into me.

CLARICE: | was not running. (MISTAKE—SHE was running.)

ROBERT: (To CLARICE.) Where did you go?

CLARICE: Into the kitchen. But Miranda was not there.

TULLY: That’s right. She went upstairs.

CLARICE: That’s right.

TULLY: | followed Clarice into the kitchen.

ARIEL: | stepped out of my office. | had spilled black ink onto
myself. (MISTAKE—it was red ink. TRUTH—SHE was
restoring a book with the ink. Some may think she was
involved with the counterfeiting.)

ROBERT: So can you prove it was ink that you spilled?

ARIEL: Look in the office. It's all over the place.

ROBERT: What happened then?

ARIEL: 1turned to go back into the office, and I ran into Bill.

ROBERT: Wait. Kildare, | thought you had left earlier through the
front door.

KILDARE: | was—I mean, | came through the back door.

TULLY: The back door is sealed shut.

ARIEL: And why did you have the manuscript in your hands?

KILDARE: | came through the window. In the office. | was going
to take what we had already discovered of the text...to have it
authenticated.

ARIEL: You were stealing it.

ROBERT: Hold on. That’s another crime for another day.

KILDARE: I'm not the one who ran into the kitchen where
Miranda was killed.
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ARIEL: You frightened me. | was looking for Tully.

TULLY: | came out of the kitchen and asked what had happened.
(MISTAKE—HE actually said “I think I killed her!” TRUTH—HE
was referring to ARIEL, who he had accidentally struck in the
head with a frying pan.)

ROBERT: So you found the body, Tully?

CLARICE: 1did. | came back downstairs. | had been looking at
the renovations that | thought you were doing, Robert, and
that’s when | saw her body leaning against the freezer.

ARIEL: | had been struck by a frying pan, and | felt like | was
going to pass out. (ARIEL crosses behind the bar to recreate
the moment in which she passed out.) | asked someone to
catch me.

KILDARE: | volunteered.

TULLY: Sodid I.

ARIEL: And then | passed out like this— (SHE falls like a board
behind the bar.)

CLARICE: (To ROBERT.) That's when you entered with a gun,
scaring us all to death! (ARIEL is dragging herself up to the
counter.)

ROBERT: Allright. Well, | need to take a break.

ARIEL: 1 have a couple of Nancy Drew books if you need a few
pointers.

ROBERT: Actually, | am going to get a few pointers...from this
book. (HE holds up the ‘magic’ book. THEY all take a step
back and gasp.)

ALL: Oh!

ROBERT: (Pointing to the audience.) So, it will also give these
ladies and gentlemen a chance to think over the facts.

ALL: Ahhh.

ROBERT: And when we come back, we’re going to give you a
chance to ask a few questions. Not just ask me questions, but
as any of the suspects in this café.

KILDARE: | object.

ROBERT: Save it for the courtroom, Professor.

ARIEL: I'm not afraid. I'll answer anything.

TULLY: Is that your real hair color?

ARIEL: Shut up.
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