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WRITE ME A MURDER 

By Michael Druce 
 
SYNOPSIS:  Edward Fortune's name is synonymous with money. The 
eccentric business tycoon subscribes to the notion that living well is the best 
revenge. Flamboyant and outspoken, ten guests are invited to Mr. Fortune's 
lavish weekend retreat for a creative investment opportunity. They're thinking 
stocks and bonds, but Mr. Fortune with all the access to all of the money in 
the world, just bought a fledgling theatre and bet his artistic director that ten 
ordinary people could write a more entertaining play than anything that's been 
staged at this off-off Broadway theatre. If they succeed, they will receive a 
sizable check for their creative contributions; if they fail, they enjoyed a nice, 
quiet weekend in an exquisite estate. Somewhere between nice and quiet, the 
rules apparently change and the greedy guests decide fewer writers means 
more money which means a higher body count. 

 
CAST OF CHARACTERS 

(5 females, 5-6 males, 1-2 either) 
 
MIDLING (m/f) ............................................ (26 lines) 
DORIS SWAN (f) ......................................... (85 lines) 
INSPECTOR DUDLEY NICHOLS (m) ....... (58 lines) 
LADY CONSTANCE (f) .............................. (33 lines) 
CASSANDRA ADAMS (f) .......................... (38 lines) 
DR. PRYCE (m) ........................................... (61 lines) 
VIC POMPADOUR (m) ............................... (31 lines) 
TONY BISHOP (m)...................................... (66 lines) 
CLARA (f) .................................................... (99 lines) 
SHERRI JUBILEE (f) ................................... (51 lines) 
ZACH (m) ..................................................... (107 lines) 
MACK (m) .................................................... (18 lines) 
VOICE ON TAPE (m/f) ............................... Pre-recorded or offstage voice. 

(6 lines) 
 
CAST NOTE:  The role of MACK should not be mentioned in the program. 
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OPTIONAL DOUBLING 
 

ZACH can double as MACK 
 

PRODUCTION NOTES 
 
SETTING:  The parlor of Edward Fortune’s lavish weekend retreat. A couch 
is positioned center stage. Comfortable chairs and small tables on both sides 
of the stage and upstage. A bureau or desk sits stage left with a tape player on 
it. Additional furnishings may be added. 
 

Exits: 
Stage Right:  The front entrance. 
Stage Left:  The basement. 
Upstage Center:  A hallway leading to guest rooms and other areas of the 

house. 
 

SOUND 
 

 Gun shots 

 Doorbell 

 a Swoosh (body falling) 

 a thud (body impacting ground) 

 Voice on Tape (or read live) 

 Bus horn 

 Music as desired 
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PROPS 
 

 Tape player on bureau 

 Small hand bell on bureau  

 Envelope on bureau containing a letter and room assignments 

 Manuscript (Swan) 

 Retainer case (Sherri) 

 Briefcase #1 (Dr. Pryce) 

 Audio tape (Dr. Pryce) 

 Robes or pajamas (All guests) 

 Hooded robe (Swan and Nichols) 

 Pencil and small slips of paper (All guests) 

 Vase (Bishop) 

 Bar of soap on a rope (Inspector Nichols) 

 Teeth [candy coated gum] (Zach) 

 Hat (Mack) 

 Briefcase #2 (Zach) 
 
NOTE: All gunshots are fired offstage. No guns are displayed on stage. 

This perusal script is for reading purposes only.
No performance or photocopy rights are conveyed.



 MICHAEL DRUCE 5 

SCENE 1 
 
AT RISE:  It is night. The stage is empty. MIDLING enters leading ten 
guests on stage. All of the guests are visibly impressed by the house. 
 
MIDLING:  Well, folks, here we are. Right this way. 
SWAN:  Finally. It's good to be on terra firma at last. 
NICHOLS:  (Looking at the floor.)  What? I thought this was tile. It looks 

like tile to me. 
LADY CONSTANCE:  What a horrendous bus ride. We must be in the 

middle of nowhere. 
MIDLING:  Oh, no Lady Constance, we're in the middle of somewhere. 

We're just a long way from everywhere else. 
CASSANDRA:  (Looking the room over.)  Wow, I wasn't expecting this. 
DR. PRYCE:  Yes, quite extravagant.  
POMPADOUR:  (Striking an Elvis pose.)  I'll say. I'm all shook up. 
BISHOP:  Very impressive. 
POMPADOUR:  Thank ya, thank ya very much. 
BISHOP:  I was speaking of the house. 
POMPADOUR:  I knew that. 
CASSANDRA:  This is a weekend retreat? 
MIDLING:  Yes. Please, make yourselves comfortable. You'll receive 

your room assignments shortly. 
POMPADOUR:  So, this is how the incredibly wealthy live. Gaudy, 

excessive - - my kind of place. 
MIDLING:  Mr. Fortune subscribes to the notion that living well is the 

best revenge. 
NICHOLS:  A man after me own heart.  
SWAN:  (Doubtful.)  Really? 
NICHOLS:  Oh, yes. If I weren't just a lowly but dedicated humble civil 

servant, I wouldn't mind having a “go” at being a millionaire. 
MIDLING:  Billionaire, Inspector. 
NICHOLS:  How's that? 
MIDLING:  Mr. Fortune is worth billions. 
NICHOLS:  Oh, I could go for that as well.  (Crosses to the bureau.) 
POMPADOUR:  I could definitely get used to this place. 
MIDLING:  I wouldn’t get too used to it. It's being demolished on 

Monday. 
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CASSANDRA:  Demolished? Why? 
MIDLING:  Mr. Fortune is having this place torn down so he can replace 

it with something larger. You'll be the last guests to ever visit this 
place. 

CASSANDRA:  The last guests ever? 
MIDLING:  Yes, it's sad in a way. Once you're gone, the building will 

be gone as well. 
SWAN:  When can we expect to meet Mr. Fortune?  
MIDLING:  I'm afraid you can't. He won't be here. 
DR. PRYCE:  Excuse me?  
MIDLING:  Oh, no, Mr. Fortune won't be coming.  He has other 

engagements. 
BISHOP:  I don't understand.  
CLARA:  But we received personal invitations to be Mr. Fortune's 

weekend guests. 
MIDLING:  And so you are, only he won't be here. 
BISHOP:  Now look here - -   (Fishing for Midling’s name.) 
MIDLING:  Midling. 
BISHOP:  Right, Midling. What's the story here? We had to rearrange 

our schedules to come here. Quite an inconvenience on short 
notice, not to mention the three hour bus ride. And now you tell us 
Mr. Fortune won't be coming? 

LADY CONSTANCE:  It's so terribly low brow. 
SHERRI:  I'm sure there's an explanation. There is an explanation, isn't 

there? 
MIDLING:  Yes, there is, Miss Jubilee. As Mr. Fortune instructed, my 

job was to see that the ten of you arrived here safely, to make sure 
that you're comfortably situated, and then to return for you Monday. 

SWAN:  What I find terribly curious is why Mr. Fortune’s name doesn’t 
ring a bell. 

NICHOLS:  (Rings the bell on the bureau. All turn to him.)  Sorry, that 
was me. 

DR. PRYCE:  My thoughts exactly. Has anyone heard of him? 
LADY CONSTANCE:  Now that you mention it - -  
DR. PRYCE:  If he's so rich and so famous, why haven't any of us 

heard of him before? 
MIDLING:  Edward Fortune is a pseudonym. 
NICHOLS:  Oh, got something to hide, has he? 
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MIDLING:  Yes, Inspector, his real identity. 
NICHOLS:  Right. 
ZACH:  What's the plan now? If our host - - whoever he might be - - 

isn't coming, what do we do in the meantime? 
SWAN:  It was my understanding this gathering was going to be a 

creative investment opportunity. 
MIDLING:  (Crossing to the bureau.)  Your room assignments and 

everything you need to know will be found in this envelope. Now, if 
you'll excuse me, I have a three hour journey back. 

CASSANDRA:  You're leaving us? Alone? What if I don't want to stay? 
MIDLING:  Then you may return with me.  
LADY CONSTANCE:  Miss Adams is right, why should any of us stay?  
MIDLING:  My employer is a most generous man. I'm certain you'll find 

your stay here to be most profitable. 
POMPADOUR:  How profitable? 
MIDLING:  Well, let's just say, if my name were on the guest list, I 

wouldn't think twice about staying.  (A beat as the guests ponder 
their decisions.)  I'll say good night then. Should anyone of you 
decide not to stay, the coach will be here for another ten minutes.  
(Exits.) 

SWAN:  How do we know this - - this - - Edward Fortune isn't a 
psychopath? Here we are in the middle of nowhere with nothing but 
miles of empty fields on one side and the sea on the other. Who 
says we're not pawns in some sort of demented game? 

LADY CONSTANCE:  Oh, yes, I've read stories like that. An eccentric 
but unknown host invites (Counting the guests and herself silently.)  
ten unsuspecting guests to a remote location for the sole purpose 
of murdering them.  

POMPADOUR:  That could put a damper on the old weekend. 
SHERRI:  You’re letting your imaginations run wild.  
NICHOLS:  I'd say the proof is in the pudding. Let's have a look, see 

what's in that envelope. 
DR. PRYCE:  (Unsealing the envelope. Pulling items out.)  Guest list. 

Room assignments. Letter.  (Examining the letter.)  Shall I? 
SWAN:  Yes, go on before Milding gets away. 
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DR. PRYCE:  (Reading.)  Ladies and gentlemen, good evening and 
welcome to my estate. Please make yourselves at home. Feel free 
to help yourselves to as much food and drink as you desire. Under 
ordinary circumstances I wouldn't invite guests to my home and 
then not be present, but these aren't ordinary circumstances. My 
presence here would only be a hindrance. 

LADY CONSTANCE:  Low brow, utterly low brow.  
BISHOP:  Continue, Doctor. 
DR. PRYCE:  Among my many business interests, I am the owner of a 

well-known theatre that specializes in staging murder mysteries. 
But, quite frankly, I am tired of the dull and uninspired mysteries my 
artistic director has been staging. I prefer something daring and 
bold, something unexpected and rough around the edges. I 
remarked to my artistic director that with the proper incentives, ten 
ordinary people could write a more entertaining play than anything 
staged in my theater over the last twelve months. The idea follows 
the old saying,  “Given enough time, three monkeys locked in a 
room with a typewriter could eventually produce “Hamlet.” 

NICHOLS:  Is he suggesting that we are - - ? 
SWAN:  Not we, Inspector. You. 
BISHOP:  Please, Doctor, go on. 
DR. PRYCE:  A wager was made, and now I am in the position of 

putting my money where my mouth is. Among the many who 
responded to my ad, you have been selected to test my theory. This 
is my creative investment opportunity: if you produce an original 
mystery in forty-eight hours, I will pay each one of you one hundred 
thousand dollars.  

POMPADOUR:  That's it? We write a play and score a hundred grand?  
CASSANDRA:  But what happens if we fail? 
DR. PRYCE:  There's more.  (Continuing to read from the letter.)  If you 

don't succeed, you will have at least made new friends and enjoyed 
my estate for a weekend. As for me, I will have to put up with the 
insufferable gloating of my artistic director, who just happens to be 
my son. Yours truly, Edward Fortune. 

SHERRI:  It seems - -  
SWAN:  Suspect, very suspect. 
LADY CONSTANCE:  Monkeys, indeed. 
NICHOLS:  I don't know a thing about writing a play. 
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BISHOP:  But you do know a thing or two about crime detection? 
LADY CONSTANCE:  Low brow, terribly low brow. 
CLARA:  (To LADY CONSTANCE.) If you hurry, Lady Constance, you 

can still make the bus. 
LADY CONSTANCE:  Why would I want to do that? 
CLARA:  Because if you say low brow one more time, I'll rip your 

eyebrows off. 
LADY CONSTANCE:  You're a very abrasive young woman.  
ZACH:  First things first. Is anyone here a writer? 
SWAN:  I'm an actress. I don't write. People write for me. 
SHERRI:  Really? Have you done anything recently? 
SWAN:  No, not recently. I'm looking for the right vehicle.  
NICHOLS:  I’ve got a vehicle you might be interested in. Got about a 

hundred thousand miles on it. 
CASSANDRA:  (To SWAN.)  Of course, you used to do those 

commercials for denture-grip. 
ZACH:  What about you, Mr. Pompadour? 
POMPADOUR:  Oh, no, I've never done any commercials. 
ZACH:  I'm asking, do you write? 
POMPADOUR:  I work in Vegas. I'm an entertainer, you know, 

impressions, songs.  
ZACH:  Lady Constance? What do you do? 
LADY CONSTANCE:  Well, I attend parties and premieres. 
ZACH:  Bishop? 
BISHOP:  Actually, I'm a man of leisure. 
NICHOLS:  A what? 
BISHOP:  A raconteur, playboy, gadfly.  
SWAN:  In other words, you're a bum. 
ZACH:  Doctor? What about you? Do you write? 
DR. PRYCE:  I used to write prescriptions, but now I just play golf.  
ZACH:  Miss Adams. 
CASSANDRA:  Oh, no, I don't write. 
ZACH:  Miss Jubilee? 
SHERRI:  No, I'm just an ornament.  
BISHOP:  What about you, Mr. - -  
ZACH:  Zach will do. No, Clara and I aren't writers. 
CLARA:  Oh, that's not true. Zach's a wonderful writer. He wrote me 

the most wonderful love notes when we were dating. 
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ZACH: She's exaggerating. 
CLARA:  I am not. Let's see. Remember that time you wrote, “Your 

bonny brow, your cherry lips, your cheeks so - - ” 
SWAN: Thank you. We get the picture.  (To ZACH.)  You're elected. 

You'll write and we'll collaborate. 
ZACH:  Me? Why am I the writer? 
SWAN:  Because bad writing is better than no writing.  
ZACH:  Thanks for the vote of confidence. 
SWAN:  It's not confidence, it's pragmatism. 
NICHOLS:  Oh, yeah, I had that once. Couldn't see anything out of my 

left eye. 
ZACH:  Even if I do agree to help with the writing, we still need some 

ideas.  
BISHOP:  That's where Inspector Nichols comes in. What was your 

last case? 
NICHOLS:  An arrest for unpaid parking tickets. 
BISHOP:  Parking tickets? No, I'm talking about something big, 

sensational, something juicy. 
NICHOLS:  Yes, now I remember. There was an incident with a circus 

elephant. 
LADY CONSTANCE:  Was it a mystery? 
NICHOLS:  Oh, no, not old Bonny Big Tusks. 
DR. PRYCE:  Was Bonny Big Tusks murdered? 
NICHOLS:  No, not murdered. Well, Bonny did pass out. Actually, she 

fell on top of the clown car.  Nasty business, very nasty. 
BISHOP:  Inspector, unpaid parking tickets and wayward elephants are 

the not the stuff murder mysteries are made of. 
DR. PRYCE:  Face it, this project is doomed from the start. 
POMPADOUR:  Doomed? Why? 
CLARA:  We're not writers, and we haven't got any ideas. 
POMPADOUR:  I need the money. I have a dozen bookies to support. 

If there's a chance I can get my hands on a hundred grand, I say 
we break out the pens and pencils. 

LADY CONSTANCE:  But what about an idea? 
POMPADOUR:  We'll cross that bridge when we get to it. 
SWAN:  We've already gotten to it. We're on the bridge, you moron.  
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NICHOLS:  I've got to agree with Vic, I could use a few bucks.  (To 
DORIS SWAN.)  What about you, Swan? You look like you could 
use a few “Benjamin’s.” 

SWAN:  Don't be ridiculous. I'm a major star - -  
 
SOUND CUE: From offstage we hear the sound of the bus horn. 
 
CLARA:  (To SWAN.)  That's your cue. 
 
DORIS SWAN folds her arms in front of her, turning her head away 
from CLARA. 
 
DR. PRYCE:  All right, it looks like we're all in. I suggest we retire to 

the library and begin throwing out ideas, lines, anything. Surely we 
can come up with something in two days.  

NICHOLS:  Here's a line for you: ‘It was a dark and stormy night.’  
SWAN:  How about, ‘He was an obtuse and stupid human being?’ 

We’re writing a play, Inspector, we need originality. 
NICHOLS:  Right.  
SWAN:  Here’s something you can probably handle. Why don’t you 

bring in my baggage? 
NICHOLS:  How about this one? That’s not original.  (SWAN shakes 

her head.)   
SWAN:  My luggage, it’s outside.  Could you bring it in for me? 
NICHOLS:  Oh, sure.  (Exits to the front entrance.) 
SWAN:  It’s going to be a long weekend.  (All agree.) 
 
SWAN, CASSANDRA, LADY CONSTANCE.  DR. PRYCE and 
POMADOUR exit up center. 
 
ZACH:  (To CLARA.)  This is about to become the longest weekend of 

my life. 
 
ZACH and CLARA exit, leaving BISHOP and SHERRI alone on stage. 
 
BISHOP:  (To SHERRI.)  You know, Miss Jubilee, I had considered not 

coming along on this adventure. 
SHERRI:  Really? 
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BISHOP:  But then when I saw you board the bus, I threw caution to 
the wind. 

SHERRI:  That's very flattering of you, Mr. - -  
BISHOP:  Tony. Please, call me Tony. 
SHERRI:   All   right, Tony.You may call me - -  
BISHOP:  The brightest spot in an otherwise dull day? 
SHERRI:  Close, but Sherri works. 
BISHOP:  Here's a line: ‘What's a girl like you doing on a weekend 

retreat like this?’  (SHERRI laughs.)  All right, how about something 
classical. ‘To be or - - ?’   

SHERRI:  ‘Not to be.’ 
 
SHERRI and BISHOP exit. 
 
 

SCENE 2 
 
SETTING:  Two days later. 
AT RISE:  CLARA, playing a maid, is on stage straightening up things. 
ZACH enters as a butler. 
 
ZACH:  Well, that's everything. Beds made, rooms assigned, dishes 

washed, menus planned, clean towels, everyone checked in. 
What's left? 

CLARA:  Cooking, cleaning, dusting, sweeping, polishing the furniture, 
waxing the floors, taking out the trash, filling the furnace with oil, 
stacking wood, stoking the fires– 

ZACH:  This is a lot of work. 
CLARA:  That's why it's called work.  
ZACH:  I had no idea this job was going to be so involved. 
CLARA:  What did you think ‘Wanted: butler and housekeeper meant’?  

This is what butlers and housekeepers do. We wait on people and 
then clean up their messes.  

ZACH:  Then we should quit. 
CLARA:  We can't quit, Zachary, we're out of work. We need the 

money.  
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ZACH:  This is crazy. One day I'm knocking down the big bucks, and 
the next I'm–I'm a butler. What will people say? I was on the 
corporate fast track and suddenly the whole company goes under 
and I’ve found 101 different uses for a paper towel. 

CLARA:  Be glad you're not in prison. I'm sure your boss would love to 
trade places with you right now.  

ZACH:  You're probably right. 
CLARA:  Of course I'm right. I’m always right. 
ZACH:  Except when you’re wrong. 
CLARA:  Which is never. 
ZACH:  All I can say is I hope that lot upstairs is enjoying themselves, 

because they won't be leaving any time soon. This weather's 
murder. Thunder, lightning, rain blowing sideways. The forecast 
says much the same for the next two days. Rotten weekend for a 
get together, if you ask me.  

CLARA:  Zach, no one's asking you. We're the hired help, no one's 
interested in our opinions.  

ZACH:  What are they up to anyway? That's what I'd like to know?  
CLARA:  They're writing a play. A collaboration. 
ZACH:  A what? 
CLARA:  They're collaborating on a play. It's some sort of contest, for 

a hundred thousand dollars each.  
ZACH:  A hundred thousand dollars apiece? That's– 
CLARA:  Obscene, I know. But they were all personally invited by Mr. 

Fortune. I don't understand it, but then I don't understand how 
people who are filthy rich think.  

ZACH:  No, but I’d like the opportunity.  What kind of play is it? 
CLARA:  A mystery. You know, the perfect crime. That sort of thing. 
ZACH:  I'll tell you what's a perfect crime, our salaries.  Now that's 

criminal.  
SWAN:  (Carrying on a manuscript.)  Criminal? I'll tell you what's 

criminal. It's this script.  
CLARA:  (Dropping out of character.)  It's not your entrance. 
SWAN:  I know it's not my entrance. 
ZACH:  (Dropping out of character.)  Then why are you entering? 
SWAN:  What are you two yakking about? This is a play. You're talking 

your heads off about nothing. 
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ZACH:  Two days ago you were an actress. Now you’re a writer? What 
you call nothing is character development, exposition, filling in the 
background.  

SWAN:  (Waving the manuscript.)  This is your idea for a mystery? Ten 
people invited to a remote location to write a murder mystery for a 
hundred thousand dollars apiece?  

CLARA:  You've never heard of art imitating life? 
SWAN:  (Sarcastically.)  That's clever. Very original. 
ZACH:  Do you have a better idea?  
SWAN:  You could begin by making my role larger and cutting out the 

mindless banter between the maid and the butler. I need more lines 
and a larger role. I’m not some hack. I’m a professional actress. 

CLARA:  That isn’t the word I’d use. 
SWAN:  As if you’d know any words more than two syllables long. For 

your information, I don’t play bit parts. I have a reputation. 
CLARA:  So you've told us a dozen times. You used to be big.  
SWAN:  I’m still big, and don’t you forget it. 
CLARA:  That's not possible. Whenever you stand in front of a window, 

it’s like a total eclipse. 
ZACH:  Listen Miss Swan, this play is an ensemble piece. There’s ten 

of us and ten roles. The roles ought to be evenly divided. 
SWAN:  Why? You‘re nothing but amateurs. I’m the one with an image 

to think about. People expect more of me- 
CLARA:  Than they get.  
POMPADOUR:  (Entering.)  Hey, wait a minute. You’re not the only 

star here. I’m in show business too, you know. I sing, I dance. When 
women look at me– 

SWAN:  They get the dry heaves. Ha, you’re a Las Vegas lounge lizard. 
POMPADOUR:  For your information, I do impressions of the king. 
SWAN:  King Kong, no doubt. 
ZACH:  Excuse me, we have a play to rehearse. 
SWAN:  I don’t even know why I’m listening to you. You're fugitives. 
ZACH:  That’s low. I explained to you - -  
SWAN:  Please, no more of your 'they got the wrong man' story. I‘ve 

heard it so many times this weekend I have it committed to memory. 
You were framed for murder by your younger brother Zach - -  

ZACH:  I'm Zach, he's Mack 
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SWAN:  Zach, Mack, Bernice-whatever. I especially like the part how 
you narrowly escape and miraculously end up on the guest list of a 
crackpot billionaire.  

CLARA:  It hasn't exactly been fun working with you, either. 
SWAN:  (To CLARA.)  I’ve had enough of you  (To ZACH.)  and you.  

(Crossing to exit.)  You can be sure when I finally meet Mr. Fortune 
I’m going to give him a piece of my mind.  

CLARA:  That won't take long. 
ZACH:  Swan, you’re not walking out, are you? We’re ready to 

rehearse. Everyone’s in place. 
SWAN:  We’re in the middle of nowhere, where am I going to go? Of 

course I’m not walking out. I need to touch up my makeup.  (Exits.) 
CLARA:  We don’t have that much time. We leave tomorrow. 
CASSANDRA:  (Enters.)  Is it my entrance? 
ZACH:  We’re waiting for Doris Swan. 
CLARA:  She’s overhauling her face. 
SHERRI:  (Enters with LADY CONSTANCE.)  Hello everyone.  (To 

CASSANDRA.)  By the way, Cassandra, is this yours?  (Produces 
a retainer case.) 

CASSANDRA:  My retainer. Thank you, Sherri. Where did you find it? 
SHERRI:  On the toaster.  
LADY CONSTANCE:  It popped up with my English muffin. 
POMPADOUR:  Did someone say stud-muffin? 
LADY CONSTANCE:  Clara, once we leave here, have you thought 

about what you’ll do with your hundred-thousand?  
POMPADOUR:  You want to know what I’m going to do? 
LADY CONSTANCE:  Not really. 
CLARA:  I’ll probably go on a spending spree and blow some of it on 

extravagant clothes. 
SWAN:  (Entering.)  In other words, something cheap and tawdry. 
CLARA:  Unlike Miss Swan, I can’t afford to buy my clothes in the 

recreational vehicles department. To answer your question, Lady 
Constance. I think Zach and I will go somewhere exotic for a 
romantic rendezvous. 

SHERRI:  I think that’s a wonderful idea. 
CLARA:  Thank you, Sherri. 
SHERRI:  I think I’ll do that as well. 
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LADY CONSTANCE:  You’re going on a romantic rendezvous with 
Clara and Zach? 

SHERRI:  No, of course not. My romantic rendezvous will be with Tony. 
LADY CONSTANCE:  Oh, I didn’t realize you and Mr. Bishop - -  
SWAN:  Are you blind? Every since we got here she’s been all over 

him like gift wrap on a birthday present. 
LADY CONSTANCE:  What will you do with your share of the money, 

Miss Swan? 
SWAN:  I’m still not convinced there’s any money to be had. 
LADY CONSTANCE:  You don‘t think Mr. Fortune will make good on 

his promise to pay us? 
SWAN:  Aren't you just a little skeptical? When something sounds too 

good to be true, it usually is. 
POMPADOUR:  And yet you stayed. 
SHERRI:  Couldn’t we look on the bright side?  
ZACH:  There won’t be a bright side if we don’t get this play finished. 
LADY CONSTANCE:  Very well.  
ZACH:  Good. Let’s jump to the second scene. 
LADY CONSTANCE:  Whose line is it? 
ZACH:  Inspector Nichols. 
LADY CONSTANCE:  There is one more thing. Couldn’t we use 

fictional names instead of our own? 
ZACH:  We could, but it’s easier this way. Less confusion. We'll make 

the name changes in the final script. 
LADY CONSTANCE:  But I’m not sure when we’re in character and 

when we’re not. 
SWAN:  Amateurs, nothing but rank amateurs 
NICHOLS:  (Enters with DR. PRYCE and TONY BISHOP.)  Hold it, 

stop the presses. News flash. 
SWAN:  What now? 
DR. PRYCE:  A new development, I’m afraid.  
BISHOP:  Yes, we found something.  (Raises a briefcase.)  This.  
CASSANDRA:  What is it? 
DR. PRYCE:  It's a briefcase.  
SWAN:  (Sarcastically.)  You’re kidding.  I never would have guessed 

it was a black briefcase.  Was there something in it? 
DR. PRYCE:  Of course there was something in it.  What do you think 

we're talking about? 
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CASSANDRA:  I’m not sure. 
ZACH:  What are we talking about, Doctor? 
DR. PRYCE:  This. 
 
Removes an audio tape from his pocket. 
 
ZACH:  An audio tape? 
SWAN:  What's on the tape, Doctor? 
DR. PRYCE:  (Examining the tape.)  Nothing. It's what's recorded on 

the tape I think you'll find interesting.  (Crosses to the bureau and 
puts tape into the player.) 

VOICE ON TAPE:  Congratulations. The fact that you are listening to 
this tape means you have reached stage two of the game. 

POMPADOUR:  Stage two? 
VOICE ON TAPE:  Yes, that's right, stage two. By now I'm sure your 

play is well underway, but here is where the rules change. A little 
change of plan to make things more interesting.  Drum roll, please.  
(No one moves.) 

VOICE ON TAPE:  I said, drum roll. 
POMPADOUR:  (Taps out a quick beat with his hands.) 
VOICE ON TAPE:  Whoever among you delivers the play to me in 

person will receive the sum of one million dollars.  
CASSANDRA:  A million dollars? 
VOICE ON TAPE:  Yes, that's right, one million dollars in cold, hard 

cash.  
CLARA:  But what about the rest of us? 
VOICE ON TAPE:  The rest get nothing, nada, zero, zilch, nil. 
SHERRI:  Nothing? But why? What does it mean, Tony? 
BISHOP:  I think it’s something very dark, something insidious, 

something that will tap our basic instincts and exploit our deepest 
fears, something that could well challenge us to dig deep to retain 
the very last vestiges of our humanity. 

CASSANDRA:  Get to it, already. You sound like a thesaurus. 
NICHOLS:  Aren’t they extinct? 
SWAN:  Somewhat like your mind, Inspector. 
BISHOP:  Apparently, Mr. Fortune wants to make sure we all turn 

against each other. 
POMPADOUR:  This could do it. 
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LADY CONSTANCE:  But why?  
BISHOP:  I‘m not sure, Lady Constance. 
LADY CONSTANCE:  If Mr. Fortune is willing to pay a million dollars, 

why would he care if one person gets it or it’s split ten ways? 
DR. PRYCE:  Perhaps he has no intention of paying anyone for the 

play. Perhaps he thinks one of us will kill the rest for the million, and 
then after that person delivers the play to Mr. Fortune, he or she 
quietly disappears for good.  

BISHOP:  And who among us is willing to take that chance? 
 
All hands, including Bishop’s, edge upward and then withdraw quickly. 
It is obvious everyone wants the money. 
 
LADY CONSTANCE:  That's preposterous. Mr. Fortune is a billionaire. 

A million dollars to a person like that is pocket change. Surely he 
wouldn't have to resort to murder to get a play. 

DR. PRYCE:  Excellent point, Lady Constance. But what if Mr. Fortune 
really is a lunatic? A twisted, demented, homicidal, psychotic who 
hides behind his money and can buy his way out of any crime no 
matter how hideous? 

CASSANDRA:  It’s so awful. What are we to do? 
SHERRI:  Couldn’t we refuse to play Mr. Fortune’s horrid game? 
BISHOP:  Miss Jubilee is right. Mr. Fortune is hoping we’ll kill each 

other. But what he hasn’t counted on is the bond that has arisen 
between us this weekend, the new friendships that have formed, 
the camaraderie, the fellowship, and the memories that we’ll cherish 
for a lifetime. He’s very wrong if he thinks that anyone of us would 
turn to cold blooded murder for a lousy million dollars.  

 
Everyone thoughtfully ponders this idea. Lights dim. A spot comes up 
on each individual as they voice their thoughts. 
 
DR. PRYCE:  Tony Bishop is a fool. He’d be the first one I’d take out. 

It’s not every day an opportunity like this falls into your lap. It’s a 
chance I’m willing to take. I’m sure I’ve got something in my bag to– 

CASSANDRA:  Finally have that surgery I’ve been thinking about. No 
more Plain Jane for me. Forget advertising for dates in the help 
wanted ads. Overnight I’d be transformed into - -  
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NICHOLS:  The world’s greatest detective. Say goodbye to those 
gumshoe, flatfoot, donut jokes. With money and a flashy set of 
wheels, everyone would finally see the true Dudley Nichols. I might 
even get my own reality show. I would be - -   

SWAN:  Bigger than big, the biggest name in Hollywood. I’d form my 
own production company and get the roles I deserve. I wouldn’t 
have to compete with those young - -  

POMPADOUR:  Scantily clad women everywhere. Call me, Adonis. 
Women would worship me.  With that kind of money - -  

LADY CONSTANCE:  I would be daring and unpredictable. My 
suppressed desires would be unleashed. I would be the envy of the 
equestrian club. I just don’t know - -  

BISHOP:  How Sherri feels about me. I mean, I think she likes me, but 
how much? A million dollars would - -  

SHERRI:  Open a lot of doors. Tony is cute an all, but there’s other fish 
in the sea.  Money changes - -  

ZACH:  Everything I could ever want. I love Clara, but I’ve never been 
single and a millionaire. Who knows - -  

CLARA:  What opportunities are out there? I’m young, attractive, and 
talented. It’s a no-brainer. 

 
Lights return to normal.  
 
BISHOP:  In that case, I think it’s obvious we can all trust each other.  
SWAN:  Well, I’m exhausted. I’m off to bed. 
ZACH:  I’m with Miss Swan. 
CLARA:  What? 
ZACH:  I mean turning in for the night is a good idea. 
BISHOP:  Zach and Miss Swan are right. We should sleep on Mr. 

Fortune's letter.  
CASSANDRA:  But it’s so small. There wouldn’t be room. 
SHERRI:  I think what Mr. Bishop means is Mr. Fortune's letter has 

given us a lot to think about.  
CASSANDRA:  I see. 
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All exit.  Music should play as the lights fade almost to black and then 
turn blue to suggest the middle of the night. Each character should 
come back on in a robe or pajamas, whatever is easiest to change into. 
SHERRI enters first. She is alone for a moment before BISHOP enters. 
 
BISHOP:  Sherri? 
SHERRI:  Here. 
 
BISHOP crashes into a piece of furniture. 
 
SHERRI:  Shush! Did I scare you when I tapped on your door and slid 

the note underneath?  
BISHOP:  It’s all right, I had to change pants. Why are we meeting like 

this?  (Suddenly aware of how she is dressed.)  You’re in your robe. 
SHERRI:  You don’t mind, do you? 
BISHOP:  Why, no, of course not. 
SHERRI:  You know how I feel about you. 
BISHOP:  What? 
SHERRI:  Do you know how I feel about you? 
BISHOP:  I think I do, but just tell me to make sure. 
SHERRI:  Well, there’s so many things I want to say to you. This 

weekend has been a roller coaster of emotion. So much confusion 
and now the threat of death hanging over us. I just want to say I’d 
like to - - be your girlfriend.   

BISHOP:  I don’t know what to say. 
SHERRI:  Just tell me that I mean more to you than a million dollars - 

-  
 
BISHOP thinking. 
 
SHERRI:  Tony? 
BISHOP:  Oh, right. You mean more to me than a million dollars. 
SHERRI:  So, you wouldn’t be tempted to do anything weird? 
BISHOP:  No. 
SHERRI:  And hypothetically speaking, if you were to change your 

mind, you’d kill the others and not me. 
BISHOP:  Right. 
SHERRI:  Swear? 
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BISHOP:  I don't swear in front of a lady. 
SHERRI:  Come on, we've got plans to make.  (They exit.) 
 
CASSANDRA enters, followed by POMPADOUR. 
 
POMPADOUR:  Do you have any idea what time it is? 
CASSANDRA:  Does it matter? 
POMPADOUR:  This better be important. 
CASSANDRA:  I’m a little embarrassed. I’ve never been so bold, but I 

was thinking that after we leave here, maybe we could - - see each 
other. 

POMPADOUR:  Why would we want to do that? 
CASSANDRA:  Well, there’s something about you - -  
POMPADOUR:  That you don’t trust, so you want to make an alliance 

with me, just in case it’s me who decides to knock everyone off for 
the million. 

CASSANDRA:  Am I that transparent? 
POMPADOUR:  Like a window. 
CASSANDRA:  (SOUND CUE: Offstage noise.)  Shush, someone is 

coming.  (Both exit.) 
 
SWAN enters, followed by NICHOLS.  SWAN is wearing a hooded 
robe, so that we're not sure it is her until she removes the hood. 
 
NICHOLS:  I never thought you’d come banging on my door in the 

middle of the night. 
SWAN:  No one’s more surprised or mortified than me. I’m reaching 

out - - what is your name? 
NICHOLS:  Dudley. 
SWAN:  Dudley. You don't mind if I call you Dudley, do you, darling? 
NICHOLS:  No, I guess not. 
SWAN:  Listen, Dudley, I’m scared and I’m desperate. I’ve got a career 

and fans. I’ve got more to live for than the rest of these losers. I 
don’t want to end up as bag of bones. Can I trust you? 

NICHOLS:  Can you trust me to do what? 
SWAN:  Not to kill me, you blockhead.  
NICHOLS:  Oh, yeah, sure. 
SWAN:  Then we need a plan.  
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NICHOLS:  What have you got in mind? 
SWAN:  Not here. Come up to my room. 
NICHOLS:  (Eagerly.) All right. 
SWAN:  One wrong move and I’ll scream bloody murder.  (Both exit.) 
 
DR. PRYCE enters, followed by LADY CONSTANCE. 
 
DR. PRYCE:  This is highly improper. 
LADY CONSTANCE:  I’m not thinking clearly. I bumped my head in 

the dark. 
DR. PRYCE:  Let me look. Yes, I see. That's nasty looking alright. 
LADY CONSTANCE:  That's my nose.  
DR. PRYCE:  I knew that. 
LADY CONSTANCE:  I need an ally. A million dollars could send 

anyone off the deep end. Anyone. 
DR. PRYCE:  What makes you think you can trust me? 
LADY CONSTANCE:  What makes you think you can trust me? 
DR. PRYCE:  Good point.  Alright, but we shouldn’t talk here.  (Both 

exit.) 
 
NICHOLS re-enters wearing the same robe as SWAN wore earlier in 
the scene. His head is covered, creating the impression that it is SWAN 
again. ZACH enters. 
 
ZACH: I hope I didn’t scare you when I knocked on your door and 

asked you meet me down here. Clara doesn’t know I’m here. I’m 
here for two reasons. First, I think it’s important we form an alliance, 
and secondly, I realize I have feelings for you. 

NICHOLS:  (Pull back the hood to reveal himself.)  Ooooh-Ughhhh 
ZACH:  Nichols! I thought you were Swan. What were doing you in her 

room? 
NICHOLS:  Shhhh, the same thing you were doing. 
ZACH:  I’m not so sure. 
NICHOLS:  Trying to form an alliance. 
ZACH:  Right.  Can I trust you? 
NICHOLS:  You didn't mean it when you said you had feelings for me, 

did you? 
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ZACH:  No, of course not. Clara told me to play up to Swan to get her 
on our side. Are we an alliance? 

NICHOLS:  We’re an alliance. 
ZACH:  Alright, shake on it.  (They shake hands. NICHOLS exits.) 
 
CLARA enters and comes up behind ZACH. 
 
CLARA:  Zach! 
 
ZACH jumps. 
 
CLARA:  Did you talk to Swan? 
ZACH:  No, it was Nichols. 
CLARA:  Nichols? You were supposed to cozy up to Swan. 
ZACH:  In the dark, I couldn‘t tell the difference. 
CLARA:  What did you say to him? 
ZACH:  I‘d rather not say. 
CLARA:  Never mind. Come on, there’s work to do. We need to make 

as many alliances as we can.  (Both exit.) 
 
To music, all of the characters sneak on and off the stage, meeting and 
whispering, until it is clear everyone has an alliance with everyone else.  
Suddenly they all arrive on stage - - caught. Immediately the lights snap 
up. 
 
SWAN:  Clearly, this alliance thing isn’t going to work.  
NICHOLS:  Why not? 
BISHOP:  Because having an alliance with everyone is the same as 

not having one at all.  Obviously, we’re making alliances because 
now no one can be trusted. The question is, who is most likely the 
one to attempt killing the rest of us? 

CASSANDRA:  I have an idea. Let’s take a vote on who seems most 
likely to become a homicidal maniac. Then we just vote that person 
out of the mansion. 

NICHOLS:  Why didn’t I think of that? 
SWAN:  Because your brain is in a jar somewhere. 
BISHOP:  Excellent idea, Cassandra. 
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DR. PRYCE:  Everyone take out pen and paper.  (Everyone produces 
a pen and paper.) Drop your votes into this container.  (Indicating a 
vase.) 

BISHOP:  On the count of three we vote. One - - two - - three.  
(Everyone writes their votes and drops them into the container.)  
Right. I’ll read the votes. The lovely Sherri Jubilee will be my 
assistant. 

 
SHERRI gestures to each character as their names are read. 
 
BISHOP:  One vote Pompadour, one vote Swan, one vote Lady 

Constance, one vote Clara, one vote Zach, one vote me, one vote 
Sherri, one vote Cassandra, one vote Dr. Pryce and one vote 
Inspector Nichols. It’s a ten way tie. 

POMPADOUR:  What now, an immunity challenge? 
CLARA:  (Moving closer to ZACH.)  Actually, I’d prefer the reward 

challenge. 
ZACH:  In that case I’m changing my vote and voting with Clara.  (To 

CLARA.)  Who’d you vote for? 
CLARA:  You. 
ZACH:  What? 
CLARA:  I’m kidding. I voted for Vic Pompadour. 
BISHOP:  Two votes Pompadour. Then it's settled.  (To 

POMPADOUR.)  I’m sorry, the tribe has spoken. You’ll be asked to 
leave this remote, desolate location immediately. 

SWAN:  He can’t. 
BISHOP:  He must. 
SWAN:  What’s wrong with you? He can’t go anywhere. We’re in the 

middle of nowhere.  
BISHOP:  In that case, you’re confined to your room. 
POMPADOUR:  (To audience.)  I don’t understand. I contributed, I 

worked, I never ate more than my fair share of the food. I thought 
we were all in this together. A bond of trust was broken here tonight, 
and that, I can never forgive. I may be gone, but I won’t be forgotten.  
(Exits.) 

BISHOP:  Well, now that we've got that out of the way, does everyone 
feel safer now? 

ALL:  NO! 
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All exit.  BLACKOUT. 
 
 

SCENE 3 
 
SETTING:  Morning. 
AT RISE:  CASSANDRA, CLARA, SHERRI, SWAN, DR. PRYCE 
enter. 
 
CASSANDRA:  Wonderful breakfast, Clara. What do you call those 

eggs? 
CLARA:  Eggs. 
SHERRI:  Cassandra, have you spoken to Lady Constance this 

morning? I noticed she didn't come down for breakfast. 
CASSANDRA:  No, there was a Do Not Disturb sign on her door. 

Looked like it had been taken from a hotel. 
SWAN:  Personally, I would have enjoyed breakfast a lot more if we 

knew where Vic Pompadour had run off to.  
CASSANDRA:  What? Vic is missing? 
SWAN:  Yes. (To BISHOP.)  When you confine someone to their room, 

shouldn’t you lock them in? 
NICHOLS:  (Carrying a bar of soap on a rope enters with DR. PRYCE.)  

No need to worry about Vic Pompadour, he’s been found.  
DR. PRYCE:  Yes, he was in the shower. 
SWAN:  It’s about time. The man was positively offensive. 
DR. PRYCE:  It’s worse than offensive, it’s bad news. Pompadour is 

dead. 
CLARA:  What’s the bad news? 
DR. PRYCE:  We found him hanging from the shower head.  
NICHOLS:  And we found this.  (Holding up the soap on the rope.) 
BISHOP:  A bar of soap? 
NICHOLS:  A bar of soap with a heart carved into it and the letters C-

A plus V-P written inside. If we can find out what C-A plus V-P 
means, I think we’ll have our murderer.  

CLARA:  Let me see, Inspector.  (Taking the soap bar.)  You really 
aren’t good at this type of thing, are you? 

NICHOLS:  You know what these letters mean? 
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CLARA:  They’re initials, Inspector. Cassandra Adams loves Vic 
Pompadour. 

 
ALL gasp. 
 
NICHOLS:  (To CASSANDRA.)  You carved those initials into the 

soap? I’m placing you under arrest, Miss Adams. 
CLARA:  Since when is soap carving a crime? 
NICHOLS:  Since the dope with the soap was hung with the rope. Miss 

Adams, you have the right to remain silent. 
CASSANDRA:  Why should I remain silent? I don’t have anything to 

hide. What if I was with Victor? I didn’t kill him. 
SWAN:  You what? You spent time alone with Vic Pompadour? 
CASSANDRA:  I'm not afraid to admit it. I took a fancy to him. 
CLARA:  Please, I’ve just had breakfast. 
CASSANDRA:  He had his moments. At the right time, in the right 

place, he might have brought me flowers and candy and whispered 
sweet nothings in my ear.   

SWAN:  You can’t be serious. 
CASSANDRA:  It was possible. 
SWAN:  You had better odds of being hit by a meteor 
DR. PRYCE:  Did Mr. Pompadour know how you felt? 
CASSANDRA:  Yes. After he’d been confined to his room and 

everyone else went back to bed, I went to his room and told him that 
once we left this miserable place I hoped he‘d call me.  

DR. PRYCE:  And? 
CASSANDRA:  And then I opened my heart and all my feelings came 

pouring out. I carved our initials into his bar of soap and said I hoped 
he’d never forget the moment. He said that would be impossible, for 
as long as he lived. 

DR. PRYCE:  Which, for the record, wasn't very long. 
BISHOP:  So he returned your affections? 
CASSANDRA:  No, he was very bitter, since voting someone out was 

my idea. When I told him I thought there might be a future for us, he 
laughed hysterically.  

BISHOP:  How did that make you feel? 
CASSANDRA:  How do you think I felt?  I was crushed and thought 

about running away. 
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NICHOLS:  But instead you committed a crime of passion and did away 
Vic Pompadour by tying the soap on a rope around his neck and 
leaving him dangling from the shower head. 

CASSANDRA:  No, I’m innocent, Inspector. 
NICHOLS:  Save it for the jury. Let’s go.  (Pulls CASSANDRA 

offstage.). 
BISHOP:  Wow, just when you think it’s the sleaziest guy in the group 

who’s going to crack up, it turns out to be Miss Wide-eyed-
innocence. 

SWAN:  Let’s not get carried away.  
SHERRI:  It just doesn‘t seem like Cassandra. I mean, I don't know her 

well. I suppose she could be a homicidal maniac, but she just 
doesn't seem the type.  

CASSANDRA:  I agree. 
 
All glare at CASSANDRA.  NICHOLS re-enters. 
 
ZACH:  Inspector, are you positive Pompadour is dead?   
NICHOLS:  Well, no, I’m not positive. I didn’t actually touch him, but he 

certainly looked dead.  
ZACH:  Yes, but looking dead isn’t the same as being dead. He could 

be faking it. 
NICHOLS:  He was hanging from the shower head. His eyes looked 

like Bart Simpson’s.  
DR. PRYCE:  Why would Vic Pompadour fake his own death?  
SWAN:  Wouldn’t you if Miss Adams came to your room in the middle 

of the night? 
ZACH:  A fake death is the most obvious trick in the book. Make it look 

like you’re dead to rule yourself out as a suspect. That way you can 
go on your killing spree without being suspected.  

BISHOP:  Dr. Pryce, Inspector, you better make sure Pompadour is 
dead.  (DR. PRYCE and NICHOLS exit.)  That was good thinking, 
Zach. We can’t afford to take any chances. We’ve got to remain 
clear headed.  

 
SOUND CUE: A shot is fired offstage. 
 
SWAN:  That doesn’t sound good.  
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DR. PRYCE and NICHOLS return. 
 
NICHOLS:  Vic Pompadour is dead alright. 
BISHOP:  You shot him? 
NICHOLS:  You said to make sure he’s dead. 
BISHOP:  Now we won’t know if he was faking it or not. 
ZACH:  Which means we’re back to Cassandra as our prime suspect.  
SHERRI:  Let‘s not forget about Lady Constance. 
SWAN:  Lady Constance is a suspect? 
SHERRI:  No, but no one has seen her this morning. Shouldn’t 

someone look in on her? 
DR. PRYCE:  I’ll do it.  (Exits.) 
NICHOLS:  Is anyone thinking what I’m thinking? 
SWAN:  Is that possible? 
BISHOP:  What’s on your mind, Inspector? 
SWAN:  Methane gas.  
NICHOLS:  What if Cassandra didn’t kill Vic Pompadour?  
DR. PRYCE:  (Enters.)  She did. Lady Constance is dead. 
SHERRI:  Not Lady Constance. 
BISHOP:  You made sure? 
DR. PRYCE:  Yes. 
SWAN:  You didn’t shoot her, did you? 
DR. PRYCE:  It wasn’t necessary.  
SWAN:  How did it happen? 
DR. PRYCE:  She died of a broken neck. Someone replaced her face 

cream with quick drying cement. When she went to lift her head 
from her pillow, her neck snapped like a toothpick. 

BISHOP:  Pompadour, and now Lady Constance. That can only mean 
one thing.  

DR. PRYCE:  Someone needs to check on Cassandra. 
ZACH:  If I’m not back in one minute, come looking for me in thirty 

seconds. 
 
ZACH exits. 
 
SWAN:  Care to rethink that crime of passion theory, Inspector?  
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NICHOLS:  I'm not ruling it out yet. Lady Constance may also have 
been in love with Pompadour. Cassandra may have done the old 
gal in because she was jealous. 

CLARA:  It was bad enough thinking Cassandra and Pompadour were 
an item, but Pompadour and Lady Constance? That is scary. 

ZACH:  (Hurrying in.)  We’ve got a major problem. Bodies are piling up 
faster than I can count.  

CLARA:  Cassandra is dead? How? 
ZACH:  Her retainer exploded. There’s teeth everywhere.  
 
He drops several pieces of candy coated gum on the floor to simulate 
teeth. 
 
BISHOP:  How could such a thing have been done?  
DR. PRYCE:  Either one of us knew what was on that tape ahead of 

time, or there's someone else here. My guess is this place is rigged 
with all sorts of nasty little surprises. 

BISHOP:  Inspector, the six of us will split up. You remain here. 
NICHOLS:  Why do I have to remain here, alone? 
BISHOP:  Because you‘re a policeman and you‘ve been trained in 

situations like this. 
 
Everyone but NICHOLS exits.  After a moment, the actor playing ZACH 
re-enters as his twin brother MACK.  This time, he is wearing a hat so 
the audience can distinguish the difference between the two 
characters. 
 
NICHOLS:  (Assuming he’s speaking to ZACH.)  Back so soon? 
MACK:  I just remembered there was something I wanted to show you. 
NICHOLS:  What? Is it a treat? 
MACK:  Yes. It’s in here.  (He exits with NICHOLS.) 
 
SOUND CUE: Offstage shot.  BLACKOUT. 
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SCENE 4 
 
SETTING:  Thirty minutes later. 
AT RISE:  BISHOP and SHERRI enter. ZACH and CLARA are on 
stage. 
 
BISHOP:  Any luck? 
ZACH:  None. But we've got another problem. The Inspector's missing. 
SHERRI:  Maybe he left a note. 
ZACH:  I don’t think so, a note doesn’t feel right. 
SHERRI:  How does a note feel? 
 
Offstage, a hideous scream from SWAN. 
 
CLARA:  That sounds like Doris Swan. Either she looked in a mirror, 

or the Inspector has been found.  
SWAN:  (Rushing on.)  It’s hideous, just hideous. 
BISHOP:  Swan, are you all right? 
SWAN:  Do I sound all right? Of course I’m not all right. Why else would 

I be screaming? Inspector Nichols is in my room. 
BISHOP:  I had no idea you and the Inspector were an item.  
SWAN:  We weren’t, you moron. He’s dead. 
ZACH:  Which hardly explains what he was doing in your room. 
SWAN:  How should I know? I was out searching the grounds with Dr. 

Pryce. 
DR. PRYCE:  (Entering.)  Not quite. When I went down to the beach, 

you remained at the top of the cliff. Yet when I climbed back up, you 
were gone.  

SWAN:  I lost sight of you and got scared. I couldn’t be sure you weren’t 
trying to sneak up on me. So I came back here. Nichols was gone, 
so I went to my room, and that’s when I found him.   

CLARA:  Why would Nichols - - or any man for that matter - - have 
gone to your room? 

DR. PRYCE:  Unless you had arranged to meet the Inspector there. 
SWAN:  What on earth for? 
DR. PRYCE:  Perhaps to lure him into a trap and then kill him. 
SWAN:  That’s insane.  
ZACH:  Admit it, you thought Inspector Nicholson was an idiot. 
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