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SCENE
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room of a hill-top mansion.
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ACT I
Scene 1

SCENE: The action of the play takes place in the living
room of a dilapidated mansion high on a hill. Since this
was built for a movie set on location what is left is
sparse and in very bad condition. The main entrance is
through a large arch on the Up Center wall. Through
this a staircase can be see leading upstairs and off L.
Below this and to the L. leads to the dining room and
kitchen, to the R. leads to the front door. D.R. is a
large fireplace with a very carved mantelpiece, above
this the wall slants up and this is a sliding panel which
slides downstage. A jog is C. of this with a small table
against it. The upstage wall slants up to the L. On the
L. wall there is a built-in bookcase with the bottom
shelf extending out to hold trays, etc. The shelves are
well-stacked with old books, many of them heavy
reference volumes. Below the shelves there is a pair of
French windows which are open and below this a
straight, wooden chair. Right C. there is a very
uncomfortable and threadbare sofa with throw pillows
on and to the R. there is a large, overstuffed and equally
threadbare armchair with a small table to its L. A phone
is on the bookshelves. The walls are bare as almost
everything was removed. Perhaps they are covered in
faded wallpaper or generally brown wood paneling. It is
late afternoon of the present day and the sun comes in
through the windows.
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AT RISE: A door SLAM from off R. TOBY BIGELOW
enters carrying two suitcases. He is in his forties,
pleasant looking with a good sense of humor. HE is
dressed casually but well. HE looks around.

TOBY. Oh, my God!

(Turns to go and bumps into SLOAN BIGELOW who is a
few years younger than he is, bright and smart and
beautifully and casually dressed.)

SLOAN. Where are you going?

TOBY. Home. (Starts to go again.)

SLOAN. No, you are not.

TOBY. Yes, I am. (Tries to push her out ahead of him.)

SLOAN. (Stops him.) You are being mean and rotten
to Lois. /

TOBY. But I am being kind and sensible to us. Come
on.

SLOAN. (Starts to sit in chair L.) If you want to end
a very pleasant twenty-two year marriage then go along.
Until Lois shows up I am sitting here. (Sits and leaps up
again.) Ow!

TOBY. (Laughs and puts bags down.) Well?

SLOAN. (Crosses to sofa.) Then I am sitting here.
(Sits and leaps up again.) Then I'll stand.

TOBY. (Moves down to her.) The furniture had to be
falling apart for the movie, remember?

SLOAN. Then where did the actors sit between takes?

TOBY. Trailers, portable dressing rooms, those canvas
director’s chairs, how do I know?
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SLOAN. What'’s left here is a House and Gardens
disaster. Did it all have to be so broken down?

TOBY. That was the story line.

SLOAN. This whole thing is a joke. Lois has left us
here. It’s like a snipe hunt.

TOBY. She said this was our anniversary surprise.

SLOAN. (Looks at shelves.) Then why aren’t we at the
Hilton?

TOBY. Isn’t this more intriguing?

SLOAN. Intriguing, yes. Comfortable, no.

TOBY. But your favorite leading man sat in that chair.

SLOAN. He did, didn’t he? (Pats chair L. and sits
again.) It’s actually quite comfy, you know.

TOBY. It is rather fun to see where that movie was
shot.

SLOAN. I thought you wanted to go home.

TOBY. (Goes to sofa.) Remember when that pretty
blonde was perched there with the storm raging—

SLOAN. The lights flickered—

TOBY. The body came tumbling through those French
windows. She screamed.

SLOAN. (Rises.) I screamed. It was a great movie.

TOBY. (Tests the sofa springs.) Even renting it last
night didn’t quite prepare me for this.

SLOAN. Murder is a Game. Good title. Good film.

TOBY. Think of it. They build this old house way up
on a hill-top for one movie and then abandon it.

SLOAN. (Suddenly.) Toby, where is it?

TOBY. Where is what?

SLOAN. (Rises.) The panel. The secret panel.

TOBY. That’s right. It was over here somewhere.
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SLOAN. (Goes 1o fireplace.) But it opened from down
here.

TOBY. Maybe they did it off camera.

SLOAN. Here it is. (Presses piece of molding on
downstage side of mantel and the panel slides open.) Voila!

TOBY. Good for you. (Goes inside.)

SLOAN. Any dead bodies?

TOBY. No, but here’s a decent chair with a piece of
paper on it. (Comes out with canvas directors chair and a
piece of script paper.) 1 bet it’s from Lois saying
“surprise.”

SLOAN. Maybe it’s our royalty check.

TOBY. It’s a page of dialogue from Murder is a Game.

SLOAN. What’s it say?

TOBY. (Reads.) “1 won’t tell anyone if you’ll put
down that sharp dagger.” Oh, great dialogue. (Crumples
paper and throws it to Sloan, opens chair and puts it
downstage of fireplace.)

SLOAN. (Lets go of spring and panel closes.) Sounds
like your writing when I met you. There, that closes the
panel.

TOBY. You were no Agatha Christie yourself.

SLOAN. (Throws paper in fireplace and leans on
mantel.) Oh, but together—the first mystery book to hit
the best-seller list for twenty-three straight weeks.

TOBY. Twenty-four but who’s counting?

SLOAN. (Straightens up.) This fireplace is crumbling
under me.

TOBY. Be careful.

SLOAN. Toby, it is paper.

TOBY. What is?

SLOAN. This fireplace. Feel it.
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TOBY. (Goes to her.) You kid?

SLOAN. I am disillusioned. Papier maché.

TOBY. (Pushes it in and out.) You’re right.

SLOAN. I usually am.

TOBY. What the hell did they spend their thirty million
dollar budget on?

SLOAN AND TOBY. (Nod together.) Salaries.

SLOAN. (Sits in director’s chair DR.) Oh, this is
better. Thank you, darling.

TOBY. Any time.

SLOAN. Do you think that movie author got a
percentage of the gross?

TOBY. Only after he sued.

SLOAN. We should have written movie scripts.

TOBY. (Sits R. arm of sofa facing her.) We did very
well with books.

SLOAN. But where are we now?

TOBY. In a crumbling mansion.

SLOAN. You know what I mean. thre are we
financially?

TOBY. Don’t ask.

SLOAN. I just did.

TOBY. Let’s say we’d better get a plot and get to our
word processor.

SLOAN. Do you suppose we’re the only authors with
double writer’s block?

TOBY. That’s it. Since Lois is our publisher, she
thought this setting would get our juices flowing again.

SLOAN. (Rises.) You really think we’re abandoned
here?

TOBY. No. When we started up the hill her over-priced
Jaguar was in my rear view mirror.
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SLOAN. Then where the devil is she?

LOIS. Here the devil is she. (LOIS DUNSTON appears
in the French windows. SHE is middle-aged or more, rather
folksy but with a good business head and very pleasant.
SHE carries a beautifully wrapped package, her purse and a
small shopping bag with “Bigelow” books and a bottle of
champagne in it.)

TOBY. (Rises and goes to her.) Jaguar couldn’t make
the hiil?

LOIS. Made it in high. I parked around the back so I
could make a quick exit. Here. (Hands him the champagne.)

TOBY. (Takes it.)) It’s chilled. Let’s open it now.
(Takes small table R. of arch and puts it L. of sofa and the
bottle on it.)

SLOAN. (Crosses in.) I never drink from the bottle.

TOBY. Ha! Remember on that Hovercraft from Dover?

SLOAN. It’s better than Dramamine for mal de mer.
There must be glasses in this mausoleum. Didn’t they have
a wrap party the last day of shooting?

LOIS. Everything you will need is here. Toby, go there
to the left and into the kitchen. You’ll find glasses.

TOBY. (As HE exits through arch to L.) And probably
a passed-out character actor.

SLOAN. Lois, I have a rather ominous feeling. You
said there is everything here we will need.

LOIS. (Puts her bag by chair L.) Correct.

SLOAN. That doesn’t mean we’re to say here, does it?
(Looks to LOIS who pauses.) Does it?

LOIS. (Nods her head.) Uh-huh.

SLOAN. What kind of an anniversary present is this?

LOIS. Let us say unusual. (Sits and jumps up again
right away.) Ow! This is a chair, isn’t it?
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SLOAN. I can’t wait to try the beds.

LOIS. I admit the furniture is sparse and a bit—well—

SLOAN. Tortuous? But Toby found that chair. It’s not
bad.

TOBY. (Enters with three glasses.) It’s incredible back
there.

SLOAN. Three witches stirring a cauldron?

TOBY. It’s all clean, neat and polished. There are
glasses and plates of all shapes and sizes and I glanced in
the fridge and it’s full of delectables.

SLOAN. Then it’s true? We are going to stay here?

TOBY. You bought this place for us?

LOIS. Wait and see.

SLOAN. (As TOBY opens champagne at table by sofa.)
We thought we would be going from this place to some
resort. We even brought evening clothes.

TOBY. Why here? Why not rent us a plot at Forest
Lawn?

SLOAN. Lois, you have been a good friend as well as
our publisher and—well—it isn’t all going to end now, is
it? Do we take you off our Christmas card list?

TOBY. (Has poured drinks and passes them around.) 1
think we need these.

SLOAN. Desperately.

TOBY. Happy anniversary, darling.

SLOAN. And to you.

LOIS. And to both of you.

(THEY drink and SHE hands wrapped gift to SLOAN.)

LOIS. There you are. Never in the history of publishing
has there been such a gift. (Perches on arm of chair L.)



12 MURDER IS A GAME

SLOAN. The Pulitzer. I knew it. (Goes to sofa and
unwraps present.)

LOIS. You can’t win any prize until you write another
book.

TOBY. Ouch!

LOIS. You were the top mystery writing team five
years in a row. You made a lot of money—

TOBY. For you, too.

LOIS. For Dunston Publishing, Inc., yes. But what
happened? You rush all over the world enjoying yourselves
and now you’re back loaded with blank paper. Your readers
have missed you. Our sales department has missed you.

SLOAN. I know. Suddenly there’s nothing more to
write about, no inspiration, no need. (Tosses paper into
fireplace.)

LOIS. But there is a need, isn’t there, Toby?

TOBY. Well—

LOIS. Toby has asked for an advance.

SLOAN. Money?

LOIS. That’s the only advance he’s tried on me.

SLOAN. Darling, why didn’t you tell me we’re a bit
short? I'll open the safe deposit box and pawn all my
jewels.

TOBY. I already have.

SLOAN. (Shocked.) Toby!

LOIS. And I can hardly give you an advance on
nothing.

TOBY. Yes, you can. It’s the present, isn’t it? (To
Sloan.) Open it quickly. It's the advance. (Sits by her on
arm of sofa C.)

LOIS. First, another toast. To my two laziest but most
favorite authors—Sloan and Toby Bigelow.
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SLOAN. And to our favorite and only publisher.
(THEY drink.)

TOBY. Open the present.

SLOAN. (As SHE opens it.) It’s smaller than a
Masserati.

TOBY. It’s just the size of a cashier’s check. (Deflates
as SHE takes out a piece of paper.) Oh. (Rises.) Lois,
Lois, how sweet.

LOIS. Just what you need.

TOBY. What is it?

SLOAN. (Kisses LOIS on the cheek.) How sweet.

TOBY. You already said that.

SLOAN. I can’t think of anything else to say.

TOBY. (Exasperated.) What the hell is it?

SLOAN. (Holds paper which has the word plot written
on itin large letters.)

TOBY. “Plot.”

(TOBY looks to Sloan and THEY both turn to Lois.)

LOIS. I knew you’d love it.

TOBY. Just what does it mean?

LOIS. (Crosses to fireplace.) It’s what you need most, a
plot. Once you get that, your flying fingers can speed ahead
with your wry, witty way with words.

SLOAN. You mean you’re actually—

TOBY. Don’t interrupt. This is intriguing.

LOIS. T have rented this reconditioned-for-a-movie
mansion for three days and invited some people here for a
weekend of murder.
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SLOAN. (Goes below Toby to sofa.) I adore games.

LOIS. Each of the guests has been given a character he
or she is to be. They must keep to their character, assume
fights and rivalries and eventually one will say, “I am dead”
because the appointed murderer will have “killed” that
person. You solve it and then adapt it to your own style
and we have a book again.

TOBY. Have you been smoking something odd?

SLOAN. Toby, it’s a great idea. (To Lois.) Who have
you asked, Jenny and Tom? You must have put them on
the list. And Millicent and—

LOIS. No one you know. That would be too easy.

TOBY. Then who?

LOIS. (Goes to him.) No one I know either. I handed
this over to Virginia in Personnel and she said she had a
ball. I am paying one thousand dollars to each of them.
They each have written biographies of themselves and their
relationships to each other. The weather report is for a
storm which is perfect and the bridge has been repaired so
have no worries.

TOBY. Worries? I am in a state of shock. (Sinks in
chair L.)

LOIS. The beds are made, there is f 1 and drink
aplenty—

SLOAN. (Rises and goes to her.) And a caterer, please,
Lois, a caterer?

LOIS. A combined butler/handyman is due at any
moment.

TOBY. So we are to entertain strangers until one of
them drops dead?

SLOAN. It’s only pretend, Toby.

TOBY. This is one helluva anniversary present.
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LOIS. I knew you’d be thrilled. (Picks up bag with
books.) 1 brought some of your books to impress the
guests. Where shall I put them?

TOBY. The guests are making a thousand bucks, they
don’t need to be impressed.

LOIS. On the shelves. (Goes to bookshelves UL.)

SLOAN. (Goes to her.) Let me help.

LOIS. There's room right here next to the reference
books. Yours are just as accurate.

SLOAN. (Takes one away leaving room for theirs.) Get
P.D. James away from us. Put her over here past Who's
Who in The East and the AMA annual. Why did they need
all these heavy books?

LOIS. The professor in the movie was always going to
his bookshelves to look something up.

TOBY. He should have looked up acting. He was lousy.

LOIS. There. (Crosses above Toby and pats his
shoulder.) I hope this game will get your atrophied brains
working again.

TOBY. Something has to.

SLOAN. (Crosses down.) And this may be it.

LOIS. (Starts to go, collects her bag.) The list of guests
and the rules are in there, too. (Indicates gift box.) So good
luck and have a nice weekend.

SLOAN. You’re leaving?

LOIS. (Goes to windows.) I'd only be in the way here
and I don’t want to know a thing until it’s over. Besides, I
have a lawyer’s meeting about the partnership.

TOBY. (Rises.) Then the rumor is true? You're to take
on Walter Matthews as a partner?

LOIS. Only forty-nine percent. It’s too much for me
since Gregory died. It won’t change our relationship, of
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course. You're very special to me even if you don’t get a
book written. No, that’s a lie. You're dirty, rotten
scoundrels if you don’t get a book written. Hasta luego!
(Exits.)

SLOAN. Well!

TOBY. I don’t believe it.

SLOAN. What are we going to do? Strangers are just
about to burst in upon us.

TOBY. They’re probably the dregs of society.

SLOAN. Let’s just tip-toe out quietly.

TOBY. (Picks up their luggage.) We’ll find a plot some
place else.

SLOAN. To the car.

(THEY start tip-toeing towards French windows but LOIS
stands there holding a distributor cap in her hands.)

LOIS. My darlings, I have to protect my investment so
I removed this distributor cap from your car. Happy
anniversary, again. (Exits.)

SLOAN. Is a distributor cap necessary for a car?

TOBY. Is vermouth necessary for a martini?

SLOAN. We can run into town.

TOBY. (Puts luggage down by arch UC.) You can
barely jog down the lingerie aisle at Bloomingdales.

SLOAN. Then we’re trapped. (Yells after Lois.) Just
wait till you get your Christmas present.

LOIS. (Offstage.) Happy anniversary, darlings.

SLOAN. (Crosses to sofa.) Where are those rules?

TOBY. I'm in no mood to entertain.
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SLOAN. (With the rules, which are typed on paper in
gift box.) They have each been given index cards with their
backgrounds and—

TOBY. —and how to interact with each other? (Goes to
her.)

SLOAN. (Sits on sofa.) They better be pretty damn
good actors. They have to stay in character or they lose
their thousand dollars.

TOBY. What’s Walter Matthews going to say about all
those thousand dollar bills?

SLOAN. It could end a new partnership. And what
about the IRS?

TOBY. (Grabs rules.) Let me see that.

SLOAN. Say “please.”

TOBY. (Sits beside her and reads.) “Leech, Cora.”
That’s all it says. No other hint. Oh, this is better. I know
she’s young and pretty and very blonde.

SLOAN. What’s the name?

TOBY. “Ripley, June.” So poetic. June.

SLOAN. Never trust people named for the months.

TOBY. Weren’t all those “Little Women” named
March?

SLOAN. Read on.

TOBY. “Ranelli, Nick.” Obvious. Black hand, Mafia,
Scarface, Al Cap—

SLOAN. He's probably Phi Beta Kappa from Harvard.

TOBY. The last person on the list is “Leech, Stephen.”

SLOAN. That’s the same as that Cora woman.

TOBY. Married?

SLOAN. Father and daughter?

TOBY. We’ll have to find out.
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SLOAN. They’ll know from their index card bios. What
else does it say?
TOBY. “Happy plotting ... Love, Lois.”

(PHONE rings.)

SLOAN. (Goes to phone.) The phone works.

TOBY. I thought it was only a prop.

SLOAN. (Into phone.) Hello ...

TOBY. (Goes UC.) Is it Lois saying the joke’s over?

SLOAN. (Into phone.) But you can’t ... it’s just not
cricket ... yes, I understand but ... but ... but ...

TOBY. But what?

SLOAN. (Hangs up.) But we are without a
butler/handyman.

TOBY. His grandmother died?

SLOAN. You guessed the usual excuse. That’s Lois’
way of leaving us alone.

TOBY. Anyway, now we know the butler didn’t do it.

SLOAN. (Paces below Toby.) These people are
descending on us just in time for cocktails and hors
d’ocuvres.

TOBY. And who is going to make those hors d’ocuvres
and dinner?

(SLOAN stops, turns and stares at him.)

TOBY. Don’t look at me.

SLOAN. There is no one else here to look at.
TOBY. What dinner? Supper?

SLOAN. (With a wicked smile.) I have an idea.
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TOBY. Ominous. It is always ominous when you use
that tone.

SLOAN. None of these people know either of us, do
they?

TOBY. Probably not.

SLOAN. (Crosses to shelves.) Except for our photos on
the dust jackets of our books. '

TOBY. But you insisted on all that retouching so we’re
barely recognizable.

SLOAN. You didn’t object, Peter Pan. If these people
can be someone other than who they are, why can’t you?

TOBY. Why can’t I what?

SLOAN. (Hands on his shoulders.) Be the butler-cook.
That would put one over on Lois. You can sneak around
and eavesdrop and solve the murder even before it happens.

TOBY. How will you explain my absence?

SLOAN. (Moves away to windows.) Certainly not that
sick grandmother bit. I’ll say my husband is off signing
contracts for something or other.

TOBY. Something or other? You’re such a specific
author.

SLOAN. You don’t look like a butler.

TOBY. Thank you.

SLOAN. But you brought your tuxedo.

TOBY. Butlers don’t wear tuxedos.

SLOAN. If these people are coming here to make a
thousand dollars they aren’t going to worry whether a
butler is correctly dressed.

TOBY. It might be fun even if there isn’t a plot in it.

SLOAN. We have to do it. What choice have we?

TOBY. Now, about food and liquor?
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SLOAN. Let’s see how your well-stocked kitchen
looks.

TOBY. (Picks up luggage.) First, let’s take our bags
upstairs and get ourselves the master bedroom.

SLOAN. Toby, dear, we cannot share the same
bedroom. After all, you’re of the domestic staff.

TOBY. (As THEY exit upstairs.) And won’t that give
the guests something to gossip about.

(After a moment, JUNE RIPLEY appears tentatively
around the R corner of the arch. JUNE is in her twenties
and very pretty but nervous at the moment. SHE carries
a small suitcase and a purse. SHE is whispering to
SOMEONE behind her.)

JUNE. I think I heard someone. Or two someones.
They went upstairs. Didn’t you hear them?

(STEPHEN LEECH has entered behind her and as SHE
turns downstage to look behind her, HE crosses upstage
of her so SHE doesn’t see him. HE also carries an
overnight bag. STEPHEN is middle-aged or beyond and
very much the successful businessman type and perhaps
a trifle pompous. JUNE turns.)

JUNE. Well, didn’t you? (Sees no one there.) Oh! 1
don’t like this. Mr. Leech, where are you?

STEPHEN. I'm right behind you.

JUNE. I thought I'd been murdered.

STEPHEN. (Takes her bag and puts both down.) I had
to pay the cab driver.
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JUNE. (Into her purse.) We must share that. How much
was it from the station?

STEPHEN. It’s part of expenses. I'll get reimbursed.

JUNE. (Comes into the room.) Look at this place. It
scares me. This is the strangest job. Shouldn’t someone be
here to greet us?

STEPHEN. You’d think so unless they are playing
dead.

JUNE. “They” are the authors, right?

STEPHEN. Sloan and Toby Bigelow.

JUNE. I haven’t read any of their stuff.

STEPHEN. Their “stuff” as you call it is very good;
sophisticated, humorous, and very clever mysteries.

JUNE. Then where are they? I want to meet them.

STEPHEN. (Checks the bookshelves and picks up the
phone.) Hadn’t we better stay in character? This room
might be wired.

JUNE. Really?

STEPHEN. Why not? If we’re here to give them a plot,
wouldn’t they want to listen in on everything we do?

JUNE. (Takes out index card from her purse.) My
biography says you and I are supposed to be lovers. That
doesn’t mean that we—

STEPHEN. The operative word is “supposed.”

JUNE. (Shows him her card.) See ... “You are the
mistress of Stephen Leech” and then it goes on and on.

STEPHEN. But this is a secret liaison. (Pulls his card
from suit pocket.) That’s what my card says. It seems I
have a wife somewhere, one— (Reads.) “Cora Leech.”

JUNE. Maybe she’s already here.

STEPHEN. Possibly. When | saw you studying your
bio on the station platform I knew you must be one of us.
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JUNE. I'll try to keep our supposed relationship a secret
but I’'m such a blabbermouth.

(CORA LEECH appears in the archway. SHE is about
Stephen’s age, austere and lacking in humor for her role
in the game. SHE wears a suit and carries a purse.)

CORA. How do you do? The door was open and I—

JUNE. (Intimidated at once.) That’s his fault. I didn’t do
1t.

CORA. (Comes down.) So we just came in. I am Cora
Leech.

JUNE. (Points to Stephen.) Then you are his.

CORA. Whose?

STEPHEN. (Moves below June to Cora.) Mine. I am
your husband, Stephen.

CORA. Oh, yes, of course. Hello—er—darling. (Offer
her cheek.)

JUNE. (As STEPHEN pecks Cora on the cheek.)
You're very good at this.

CORA. (Crosses to June whispering.) Quiet! We must
be who we are supposed 10 be.

SLOAN. I didn’t see you on the train.

CORA. Bus. We were jostled on a Greyhound.

STEPHEN. We? Is someone with you?

CORA. (With obvious distaste.) Yes. I shared a taxi
with another in our party.

STEPHEN. I'm sure they didn’t want us all to meet in
the city, not until we arrived here.

CORA. (Goes to windows and glances out.) Strange.
Most strange but profitable. Now we must stay in character
as we are paid to do.
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(NICK RANELLI is in the archway. HE is probably in his
thirties and very flashily dressed. His speech is not the
best and one assumes he is not very honest. HE carries
his and Cora’ s bags.)

NICK. Geez, this ain’t no Waldorf-Astoria.

CORA. This is my taxi-mate.

NICK. I stayed in better YWCAs than this.

CORA. I believe you mean YMCA.

NICK. (Smiles.) Do 1?7 Here’s your bag. (Puts both
down.)

CORA. Didn’t you see that move, “Murder is a Game™?
It was filmed right here. That’s why the house is—well,
like it is.

NICK. Yeah, swell. (Comes down, looks at others.)
Don’t stand there gawkin’. Who the hell are you?

STEPHEN. If I may be so bold, who the hell are you?

NICK. Nick Ranelli, your guest for the weekend.
(Offers hand to shake.) Oh, you must be Toby Bigelow,
this author.

STEPHEN. I am Stephen Leech. I am a former Wall
Street financier temporarily at loose ends.

NICK. You kiddin’ or are you actin’?

STEPHEN. I am Stephen Leech.

NICK. OK. I get it. You need the dough and a grand is
a grand.

CORA. Mr. Ranelli, we are all staying in character but
can’t you refine yours a bit?

NICK. (Goes to June.) Why should I be refined when
this is here for the weekend? (Pulls index card from his
pocket.) You must be June Whatever-it-is.



24 MURDER IS A GAME

JUNE. (Moves away from him quickly to below
fireplace.) Ripley. I am June Ripley.

NICK. Yeah, so it says. Maybe we gotta get together.

STEPHEN. Not unless you are instructed to.

NICK. What’s the little lady to you?

STEPHEN. Nothing.

JUNE. (Overacting, SHE leans on mantelpiece.)
Nothing. Absolutely nothing. We do not know each other
at all. We have never met until at the station today. I have
never seen him before. We don’t know—

STEPHEN. (Goes above sofa, speaking to June in a
whisper.) You're overdoing it. (To Nick.) Mr. Ranelli,
June Ripley and I are not acquainted.

(NOTE: We must know when the guests are “acting” as
they overdo it slightly not being used to performing.
JUNE overdoes it the most, the OTHERS are very good
atit.)

CORA. (Who has been looking at her index card which
SHE took from her purse and now puts in her pocket,
crosses C.) Yes, Stephen, you two are acquainted and have
been for some seasons past ... (With fake tears slightly
overdone.) I suspected. Now I know. (Goes to June.) You
are trying to steal my husband.

STEPHEN. I never saw this girl before today.

JUNE. I am not carrying on with him. (Turns away
checking her card to make sure.)

NICK. (Crosses down.) Say, this is getting good.

CORA. (To June.) Yes, you are.

STEPHEN. No, she’s not.
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JUNE. No, I'm not. (Glances at her card.) Oh, yes I am
but you don’t know it.

CORA. Yes, I do.

JUNE. But it’s a secret. I’m not supposed to let anyone
know. Oh dear, can’t we start all over?

NICK. Why? This is great.

STEPHEN. (Dropping his character.) You’re doing very
well, my dear.

CORA. Just keep at it. Follow the rules on the paper.

JUNE. I'll try. (Back to her acting, crosses below them
dramatically.) No, no, my heart belongs to another.

STEPHEN. That’s a very bad line.

NICK. You're supposed to be having an affair with me.
(Goes to her.) Ain’t that so, June Baby?

JUNE. It doesn’t say so on my card.

CORA. (Crosses C.) Stop! Wait! Everyone be quiet. I
suggest we all sit down and study our bios some more.
This is getting out of hand.

NICK. Yeabh, if we mess it up we won’t get paid.

STEPHEN. We must stick to our parts. We mustn’t
stray when the Bigelows show up. (Sits sofa R.)

NICK. (Glance to June as OTHERS sit.) Maybe they
ain’t showin’ up and we’ll be able to enjoy ourselves.

CORA. Young man, sit down and study!

NICK. I just want to—

STEPHEN. Study those cards.

(NICK sits DL and CORA on sofa C.)
JUNE. (Sits in chair L. and jumps up again.) Ow!

(NICK rises and offers her his chair and SHE sits.)
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CORA. (Squirming around to get comfortable.) Why
couldn’t they have put this film in somewhere comfortable
like San Simeon?

NICK. (Sits in director’ s chair.) This chair’s OK.

SLOAN. (Comes downstairs. SHE has changed from
her traveling clothes. SHE looks at them all studying,
takes a deep breath and leaps into being the hostess.) Good
evening everyone.

(ALL rise but CORA.)

SLOAN. I am Sloan Bigelow, your hostess for the
weekend. I'm sorry I wasn’t down to greet you but I was
unpacking. And studying. That’s how I know you are Cora
Leech. (Extends hand to Cora.) Welcome to—this place.

CORA. Thank you.

SLOAN. And your husband, Stephen?

STEPHEN. Charmed.

SLOAN. Our resident ingenue, June Ripley.

JUNE. (Crosses in C.) That’s me.

SLOAN. (Goes to Nick at windows.) And Nick Ratelli.

NICK. Ranelli.

SLOAN. Sorry, Ranelli.

NICK. Your better half not here?

SLOAN. Unfortunately, my beloved husband Toby is
off signing some important contracts.

NICK. That makes this weekend look even better.

SLOAN. (Avoids him by going C as STEPHEN sits
on the sofa.) So, here we all are.
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(THEY all smile at each other. A pause as NO ONE knows
what to do next. JUNE sits in the chair again and jumps
up with and “Ow!” SLOAN gets pillow from sofa and
puts it in chair.)

SLOAN. Here, try this.

CORA. (During above.) We realize the movie called for
this sad state of furnishings.

SLOAN. (As JUNE sits.) Better?

JUNE. Neat. Thanks.

SLOAN. (Goes to fireplace.) There may be some more
chairs behind the wall. (Presses spring and panel opens.)
Mr. Ranelli, would you mind looking in there?

JUNE. Look at that!

NICK. (Goes into the passage.) Geez, just like that
movie.

JUNE. A sliding panel. That’s eerie.

CORA. The whole film was eerie.

NICK. Here we are. What the stars use. (Brings out a
director’s chair and places it C of chair L. The panel closes.
HE sits in chair.)

SLOAN. Thank you. (Crosses C.) Now are we all
comfortable?

JUNE. (After a pause.) What are we supposed to do
now?

STEPHEN. We were getting to know each other better.

SLOAN. Then carry on by all means.

CORA. (Rises.) Mrs. Bigelow.

SLOAN. Please, this must be a first name basis.

CORA. (Goes to her, acting to the hilt.) Sloan, I had
no idea you were going to ask this—this person with us
for the weekend. (Glares at June.)
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SLOAN. Why? Do you know each other?

CORA. I know she is trying to take Stephen away from
me. I wish she was dead.

SLOAN. Goody, a motive.

JUNE. It’s not true. To him, I'm just another girl in
the pool.

NICK. You in a bikini?

JUNE. The secretarial pool.

STEPHEN. Are you one of those typists in our office?

JUNE. (Rises.) Yes, sir, and you never noticed me. (To
Cora.) Never.

SLOAN. I get the point.

CORA. She can’t afford to live at the Excalibur Plaza
on a typist’s salary.

JUNE. (Goes to mantelpiece and poses dramatically.) 1
don’t live there now. I am one of the homeless wandering
from door to door.

NICK. (Rises.) You can wander through my door any
time. (Goes to Stephen at sofa.) So you threw her out like
a used poker hand? Men like you should be snuffed.

CORA. Snuffed?

SLOAN. That means killed. I write these things. (To
Nick as CORA sits in chair C.) Another motive.

JUNE. I wouldn’t kill a flea.

SLOAN. How about a wife?

JUNE. That’s different.

SLOAN. (Goes to her.) If Cora Leech were out of the
way, you could marry Stephen and have all the luxury you
yearn for.

JUNE. Could I?

SLOAN. I stole that from an old Joan Crawford movie.

JUNE. Who is Joan Crawford?
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SLOAN. I am aging right before your very eyes.

NICK. (Sits on sofa.) Now what? We all have motives
so this could turn into a short weekend.

STEPHEN. (Leans on mantel.) Murder weekends don’t
start out this way in your books, Mrs. Bigelow—Sloan.

SLOAN. No, we always begin with a friendly—

TOBY. (Has appeared in the arch. HE is wearing his
tuxedo.)—cocktail.

SLOAN. Precisely. (Goes to him.) Drinks for everyone
please, Jeeves.

TOBY. Jeeves?

JUNE. I've heard that name before.

STEPHEN. (Laughing.) Oh, come on, whoever-you-
are.
TOBY. I adopted the name of Jeeves to escape my lurid
past when I went into butling. It seemed to fit.

SLOAN. (Trying to keep a straight face.) Thank you,
Jeeves. Drinks, please.

TOBY. Will martinis suffice for everyone? That is what
the Bigelows always have in their books.

STEPHEN. Perfect.

CORA. Plain seltzer for me.

JUNE. Do you have Diet Pepsi?

TOBY. I believe we do.

NICK. I'll go along with Cora but add a twist.

TOBY. You’ll have to settle for a squirt of “Realemon.”

NICK. You ain’t got an honest-to-God lemon, just one
of those squeeze things?

JUNE. It tastes almost the same. It tastes very good.

NICK. Beggars can’t be choosers.

SLOAN. A martini is perfect for me as you well know.
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TOBY. From your books, yes. And thank you for such
a simple order. I hope you are all still here when I return.
(Exits to kitchen.)

STEPHEN. He hopes we’ll still be alive.

CORA. I'm glad a staff was provided for you, Sloan,
such as it is.

SLOAN. (Crosses and sits DL observing them all.) It’s
so hard to get good help these days.

CORA. (Anxious to get on with the plot, SHE crosses
UC.) When I was in service—

JUNE. (Innocently.) Which war?

CORA. Domestic service.

JUNE. (Sits chair C.) Oh.

CORA. When I was in service, it was an honorable
calling. One was proud to be a nanny.

NICK. Nanny? What in hell is a nanny?

STEPHEN. Cora came to us as a nanny—a nursemaid
and companion for my son.

JUNE. He didn’t have any friends of his own? You had
to hire them?

STEPHEN. Stephen Jr. was a sickly lad and needed
constant watching.

JUNE. I hope he got better.

SLOAN. Oh, I think not.

CORA. After Stephen and I were married—

NICK. Wasn’t there already a Mrs. Leech?

STEPHEN. She passed away.

SLOAN. (Rises and steps in, warming up to their
story.) Soon after Cora came to work for you, right?

CORA. As a matter of fact, yes.

JUNE. How soon?
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CORA. STEPHEN.
Six months. Nine months.

(THEY both whip out their cards.)

SLOAN. Well, which?

CORA. (SHE and STEPHEN have both glanced at their
cards.) Stephen is right. Nine months.

SLOAN. (Goes by Cora.) And your son died soon after,
Stephen?

STEPHEN. Very.

NICK. How did you know?

SLOAN. (Goes below Cora to Nick.) It’s a well-worked
plot.

SLOAN. How did he die, Mr. Leech—Stephen?

STEPHEN. Tragically.

SLOAN. (Sits back on sofa arm.) You turned away for
a moment, didn’t you, Cora, and the boy died. Was it while
swimming, sitting on the edge of a cliff, bungee jumping,
what?

CORA. Canoeing.

NICK. Canoeing? Come on.

CORA. (Sweeps to windows dramatically.) We were on
a fishing trip in the wilderness. Stephen was after big
mouth, wall-eyed swordfish.

STEPHEN. Salmon. We were after salmon.

CORA. (A glance at her card.) Yes, salmon. Fish all
look alike, don’t they?

JUNE. No. Salmon are pink, flounder are white, tuna
are—
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CORA. (Crosses DL.) I was just getting into the canoe
when Stephen Jr. shoved off and I was left holding the
paddie.

NICK. Couldn’t you swim after him?

CORA. The current. The waterfall.

JUNE. This is terrible.

CORA. (Crosses below armchair.) I'd heard the roar of
the waterfall but I thought it was from a super-highway.

SLOAN. (Almost laughing.) In the wilderness?

CORA. I never was very good at geography. (Sits in
chair.)

NICK. So the wife and the son were both gone? How
convenient.

SLOAN. Precisely. Then, Cora, you could marry
Stephen and get all the luxury that provided.

STEPHEN. (Steps in.) If I thought that, I'd—I’d—

SLOAN. Kill her?

STEPHEN. (Turns away to mantel.) I didn’t say that.

SLOAN. (To Cora.) And now if you are deep sixed—
that’s another word for killed—

CORA. Thank you.

SLOAN. —then little Miss Typing Pool here can take
over. The usual plot.

JUNE. What are you saying?

SLOAN. Motives galore are abounding hereabouts.

NICK. (Rises and crosses in.) This chick here ain’t like
that. She’s a sweet, misunderstood kid.

CORA. Oh, sure.

JUNE. Nick is right. I am very sweet and very
misunderstood.

SLOAN. (Goes to Stephen as NICK goes UC and
glances at his card.) Tell me, Stephen, how did your first
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wife die, someone leave the window open when she had
pneumonia? Barbara Stanwyck was always doing that.

STEPHEN. She was shot.

CORA. Stray bullet.

STEPHEN. A hunter mistook her for a deer.

JUNE. Did she look like Bambi?

SLOAN. A hunting accident?

NICK. (Puts his card away. Goes above sofa.) It was a
hit man. I know because I—

(THEY all turn to look at NICK as HE stops.)

STEPHEN. Because why?

TOBY. (After a pause, enters with a tray of drinks.)
Happy hour!

JUNE. (Rises, points at Toby and backs away DL.) No,
no, no!

TOBY. But it’s after five o’clock.

CORA. What'’s the matter with her?

JUNE. He did it! Jeeves did it!

STEPHEN. Did what?

JUNE. Whatever was done. The butler did it. That’s the
plot they want. The butler did it!

SLOAN. Thank you, dear, but that has been done
enough. Butlers are out. Start serving, Jeeves.

TOBY. Thank you, madame.

JUNE. (As HE brings tray to her.) It isn’t you?

TOBY. Since butlers are such prime suspects, it is
most difficult to secure employment. If it weren’t for this
peculiar weekend, I would have to seek welfare. (Serves
Cora.)

STEPHEN. Are you pleading for a tip?
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SLOAN. (Goes C.) No, no, no he wouldn’t think of it,
would you, Jeeves?

TOBY. Think of it, yes, accept it, no.

SLOAN. Very good. (Smiles at him.)

(HE nods to her and takes drink to Stephen.)

CORA. (Rises.) Is it possible to wash up before dinner
which, I assume, will be appearing shortly?

NICK. Yeah, I could eat a horse.

TOBY. You may have to.

SLOAN. He’s always joking. Now for rooming
arrangements. We aren’t quite sure—

CORA. (Goes to her.) I am quite sure. Mr. Leech and [
must have separate arrangements.

STEPHEN. (With a look to June.) Yes, definitely.

SLOAN. (To Cora.) Really?

CORA. (Whispers.) The game. We can’t sleep together.

SLOAN. Of course.

NICK. (Crosses C.) How about I should have a
connecting room with June here to protect her?

JUNE. (Crosses in, glances to Stephen.) I’ll have all
the protection I need, thanks.

SLOAN. If you all follow me, I'll show you the rooms
and you can make your own arrangements.

NICK. Cool.

SLOAN. And then we shall have dinner, shan’t we,
Jeeves?

TOBY. Shall we?

SLOAN. Yes. Bring your drinks along with you.

TOBY. (Final drink to Nick.) Your seltzer and
Realemon, sir.
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NICK. Thanks. I’ll grab some bags and look for a john.
(Manages up the stairs with his drink and Cora’s and his
bags.)

CORA. Crude person. (Leaves her drink on the table by
the chair.)

JUNE. Don’t you ever use a bathroom? Probably not.
You look a bit like a camel. (Exits upstairs.)

CORA. (To Stephen.) If it is true about you and that—
that typist—

STEPHEN. (Putting his drink on the mantelpiece and
gets other bags.) A typist is as good as a nanny. You have
what you want, the money, so now let me have what I
want.

(THEY are off.)

SLOAN. Everyone has a motive for murder. They’re
really doing a super job.

TOBY. Bully for them. Now, what do you mean about
dinner?

SLOAN. (Trying to get upstairs.) Lois said there was
plenty of food.

TOBY. Plenty of food does not a banquet make.

SLOAN. It does if it’s heated. Do what all chefs do—
improvise. (SHE is upstairs.)

TOBY. (Left alone.) Four for dinner. Possible
vegetarians, no cholesterol, no palm oil, and Weight
Watcher’s. It’s going to be a Julia Child nightmare. Just
call me Job. (Exits to kitchen.)

LOIS. (Sneaks in windows, goes to phone and dials.)
It’s me ... who do you think I mean—me! ... Yes,
everything’s set. There’s even a storm brewing ... Yes, it’s
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all systems go! (Goes up to arch and looks off towards
kitchen.)
BB. (Offstage outside windows.) Hey, anyone in there?

(LOIS looks for an exit, rushes to mantel and presses
spring and panel opens. SHE goes into passage, panel
closes and BB enters. SHE is an exotic dancer and proud
of it. SHE is probably in her thirties and is extremely
bubbly and intensely interested in everything. SHE is
dressed flashily and has a large shoulder bag. SHE
crosses C. looking around.)

BB. No wonder they’re giving me a thousand bucks.
Even Oliver Twist would leave this dump. Geez, I
remember that flick, Murder is a Game. (Goes to panel.)
When this panel opened and— (Goes to mantel where the
spring is.) Where was that spring? Here somewhere That
ditsy girl pushed something here.

(SHE presses the molding and panel opens showing LOIS
behind it. BB, facing downstage, doesn’t see her as SHE
tiptoes quickly out the windows. Panel closes.)

BB. The hell with it. (SHE sees the drink on the mantel
and picks it up.) A drink. Please don’t let it be diet-
anything. (Is about to drink when SHE puts it down
again.) No, this is a murder weekend. I must pour my own
... (Goes to arch and looks down where Toby has gone.)
There must be more where this came from. (As SHE
exits.) For this gig I should have asked two grand.
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JUNE. (After a moment comes downstairs, sees she is
alone and decides to practice.) What if I’'m shot? What a
scene. Bang!

(SHE practices a death scene and collapses on the sofa.
SLOAN has come down and watches this.)

SLOAN. (Applauds.) It’s Oscar time.

JUNE. I was practicing in case I get murdered.

SLOAN. (Goes above sofa to fireplace.) You were
doing beautifully.

JUNE. I've done some acting with my community
theatre.

SLOAN. Neil Simon?

JUNE. We only do royalty-free plays like Lysistrata and
Medea.

SLOAN. Simple costumes, too.

JUNE. Hey, I’'m not allowed to talk to you out of
character.

SLOAN. It will be our little secret.

JUNE. I won’t be the murderer, you know. I couldn’t do
anything really mean, even pretend. Why in Medea |
couldn’t bring myself to kill those children so we rewrote a
tiny bit.

SLOAN. (Smiles.) We authors should think of such
things.

CORA. (Comes downstairs in the midst of a furious
but fake fight.) No more. I’ve had it. It’s Reno for me and,
rest assured, you won’t have a penny left when my lawyers
get through with you. ’

STEPHEN. (Following her.) What if you don’t live till
Reno?
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CORA. What if you don’t? Then I'll get your life
insurance and the estate.

STEPHEN. I'm changing my will on Monday.

CORA. (Comes into room acting surprised to see
others there.) Oh, I didn’t realize anyone was here. (Moves
away UL.)

STEPHEN. Neither did I.

SLOAN. Eavesdropping is the quickest way to solve
crimes.

JUNE. Even before they’re committed?

SLOAN. Precisely.

NICK. (Comes rushing downstairs.) What’s all the
commotion? Someone murdered?

JUNE. The Leechs are fighting again.

NICK. (Goes between them.) Which one of them is
going to get it?

CORA. It’s none of your business.

NICK. Oh, yeah.

CORA. Unless it is your business.

NICK. What’s that mean?

CORA. Stephen here doesn’t have the courage to do
away with me himself, but he can well afford to hire
someone else to do it when he has a good alibi.

JUNE. Oh, no.

CORA. (Goes down to her.) And what better alibi than
a witness he was with all night?

JUNE. (Very innocent.) Who could you mean?

SLOAN. I should be making notes. You’re all so good.

CORA. (Drops character, pleased with the compliment.)
Thank you. (Realizes and resumes character.) I mean, good
at what?

TOBY. (Enters.) Dinner will be served shortly.
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SLOAN. (Amazed.) Really?

TOBY. Campbell’s cream of tomato soup is heating
and, while you’re enjoying that with your Stella D’Oro
breadsticks, you can tell me which of the many frozen
entrées you desire.

NICK. For a thousand bucks I’d lick it like a popsicle.

SLOAN. I'm sure dinner will surprise us all.

TOBY. I have an even better surprise.

SLOAN. What?

BB. (Pops in from kitchen.) Me.

SLOAN. You’re not a cook by any chance?

BB. No way.

STEPHEN. Then who are you? You’re not on my list.

CORA. (Checks her list.) Nor mine.

NICK. With any luck you’ll be on mine before the
weekend is over.

JUNE. How typical.

SLOAN. Were you invited?

BB. (Crosses down C.) Not by you, no.

CORA. Then what are you doing here?

SLOAN. (Crosses to BB delighted.) 1 know who you
are. You're the unexpected guest. Every mystery has an
unexpected guest. How do you do?

BB. (As THEY shake hands.) I'm fine, thanks. (To
others.) See? She knows who I am. I’'m here to join you
for the weekend and be a part of—murder, isn’t it? Cripes, I
hope it’s not me who gets iced.

SLOAN. (Moves away R.) Iced. What a good word.

NICK. (Goes to BB’s L.) You won’t be iced if I have
anything to say about it.

STEPHEN. (Goes to her R.) Why are you so familiar?
Have we met before?
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CORA. Stephen, that is a trite line. (To BB as SHE
sits in chair L.) Watch your step with him.

STEPHEN. Of course. You are BB Mink.

BB. (Delighted.) You seen my act?

NICK. I have. I just didn’t recognize you with your
clothes on.

CORA. And just how well do you know Miss Mink,
Stephen, darling?

STEPHEN. Centerfold, calendar, nothing in person.

CORA. (To June.) Was Miss Mink before you, June,
dear, or are you being replaced, too?

JUNE. So soon?

BB. (Goes to Cora.) You just watch yourself, sister.

SLOAN. Here comes another motive.

CORA. I've had enough of this. I am leaving.

SLOAN. You can’t. It’s not fair.

CORA. (Goes to phone.) I'll do as I please.

TOBY. (Sotto voce to Sloan.) It’s part of the game.
She’s not going anywhere.

SLOAN. Oh, of course.

CORA. (Jiggles phone.) Hello ... hello ...

SLOAN. Not a dead phone. That’s so usual.

- CORA. No, someone’s there but the static ... yes,
hello, operator. I want to call a taxi to ... (To Sloan.)
What’s this mausoleum called?

TOBY. “High Winds.”

CORA. Thank you, Jeeves. (Into phone.) It’s called
“High Winds” and please ... what? ...oh,no ...

SLOAN. (Goes to sofa R.) Here it comes.

JUNE. What?

SLOAN. (Goes above sofa.) Bad news always comes
after all the motives are set.
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