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CHARACTERS

The Staff

DELLACROIX, the host, dapper.

BELLA, the barista.

MEYERS, an elderly boat captain.

MORRIS, completer of odd jobs, loud.

NORRIS, completer of even jobs, irritated.

The Writers

PENELOPE BAIN, 20s, a social media star, having just written her 
first book.

DEBORAH HASKINS, 30s–40s, part of the Haskins husband-wife 
team.

GREGORY HASKINS, 30s–40s, her husband, kind of a doofus.

CARSWELL CHALMERS, 60s–70s, a former pulp novelist of noir 
mysteries.

VAMPETTA, any age, the gothic queen of murder mysteries.

BRENDA, 20s–30s, a mystery.

ZAK, early 20s, the student of a famous novelist, a bro.

JENNIFER MILAM, any age, Southern, the writer of self-published 
cozy mysteries. 
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NOTES

ZAK and DELLACROIX: These characters need to be mistaken for 
each other at one point, so they should superficially resemble each 
other as much as possible (same gender, build, height, etc.).  

Gender of the characters: The writers should probably be played 
as their depicted gender. The roles of Bella, Norris, Morris, and 
Dellacroix may be played by actors of any gender—please change 
pronouns accordingly. Meyers should probably be played as female, 
but in a pinch could be male. If names need to be changed, please 
use the following: 
Brenda—Brian
Vera Braxton—Vincent Braxton

SETTING

The Braxton mansion, located on a barren island off the coast of 
Nova Scotia. The great room is visible onstage, which is bedecked in 
all manner of gothic glory. Weapons are attached to walls. Poisons. 
Overstuffed, highly comfortable furniture. A view of the crashing 
surf below. Stairs lead offstage. Other doors. A fireplace. A hidden 
passage. Poisonous snakes, spiders, and bats are kept in ornate cages. 
There are probably taxidermied heads of various predators around 
as well. Go nuts.
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DEADLINE
ACT ONE

Scene 1

The sound of crashing surf. 
The great room of the Braxton mansion is ready to receive 
guests. 
It is suitably terrifying. If we could see them, there would be 
floor-to-ceiling windows giving a view of the cliff the man-
sion rests upon, the black rocks below, and the crashing, tur-
bulent water of the Atlantic Ocean. 
Inside, the room is no less macabre. Expensive, beautiful 
furniture nests uncomfortably close to an array of weapons 
attached to the walls. In several small cages against the up-
stage wall, creatures rustle. It’s expensive and well-done and 
over-the-top. Severed heads of apex predators on the walls. 
A suit of armor. An oversized fireplace. Bookshelves stuffed 
with old books. 
All of that is the detail. What’s necessary is a hallway leading 
offstage, and one or two upstage doors and a fireplace. 
Penelope Bain, with some luggage, enters, and looks around, 
amazed. 

PENELOPE.  Look at this! 
She drops her luggage on the floor and tries to look at all of it. 

The pictures on the internet did not do this place justice. This whole 
place is nightmare fuel!
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Dellacroix, impeccably dressed, enters and stands near the 
entrance. 

DELLACROIX.  I’m glad you find it satisfactory. 
PENELOPE.  I LOVE IT! OMG, Is that a red-banded-viper?!

She rushes over to one of the snakes. 
DELLACROIX.  The most poisonous snake known to man. Its 
venom can paralyze a rhinoceros in fifteen seconds. One bite from 
its fangs will induce a heart attack in a full-grown human in eleven 
seconds. Give or take. 
PENELOPE.  YES. So cool. Hi little guy. You are deadly. Yes you are. 

She taps on the terrarium. 
DELLACROIX.  Please do not batter the terrarium with your 
fingers, miss. The glass is especially fragile.
PENELOPE.  Why did you make the glass fragile for the deadliest 
snake alive? 
DELLACROIX.  So that if someone battered it with their fingers, 
it would shatter and the snake would be free to exact punishment. 
PENELOPE.  Oh. Sorry! Where’s everyone else?
DELLACROIX.  You are the final guest to arrive. The other writers 
will be down shortly. Morris!

He rings a little bell.  
Morris, a servant, darts in. 

See to it that the other guests are summoned. 
MORRIS.  (Shouting up.) WE’RE ABOUT TO START! 
DELLACROIX.  Perhaps you could knock on their doors instead 
of bellowing like a moose. 
MORRIS.  I would have to move to do that. 
DELLACROIX.  I am aware of that, Morris. And while you’re at it, 
take Miss Bain’s luggage to her room.
MORRIS.  I would like to point out that I have tendinitis in my 
shoulder, as well as bursitis in my hip, and work avoidance in my 
knee. 
PENELOPE.  What’s work avoidance? 
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MORRIS.  I avoid work. 
Dellacroix rings the bell again. 

DELLACROIX.  Norris! Take over for your twin. 
Morris darts offstage and is replaced instantly by Norris.*

NORRIS.  Ready, sir!
DELLACROIX.  Can you take Miss Bain’s luggage to her room, 
please? 
NORRIS.  I would, but I am quite busy. 

Norris exits. 
DELLACROIX.  Some day I will toss them both into the sea and I 
shall know peace. 
PENELOPE.  No worries! Hold on a sec I need to do a post. 

Penelope holds up her phone and records herself. 
You will never believe where I am standing right now! The mansion 
of Vera Braxton, the woman, the myth, the legend, the greatest 
mystery writer in the history of humanity and my personal hero.

She gives a little squee!
I am fangirling so hard right now. Okay, this place is intense. To get 
here you have to go on a ferry an hour off the coast of Nova Scotia. 
I am dead serious right now. Waves. I vomited like seven times, but 
it was worth it! And I am here to compete in the Vera Braxton 
twenty-four hour Deadline Challenge—to write a new murder 
mystery in twenty-four hours, and the winner gets…

She makes her own drum roll.
A book deal! 
This has been my dream forever. When I was a kid I used to write 
little mystery books and put my name on the cover and every-
thing, and just think: It could actually happen. Aaaaah! I’m gonna 
vomit again. 

Meyers, the captain of the ferry enters and relaxes like she 
owns the place. 

Oh oh oh check it out check it out it’s the captain of the ferry—

*  Norris could be played by the same actor, or Norris could not resemble Morris at all.
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She rushes over to get Meyers on the camera.
This is our captain. Linda Meyers. Ferrying souls like the boatman 
of the underworld to the mansion on a cliff. What is it like? 
MEYERS.  What is what like?
PENELOPE.  Being the captain of your own ship, do you love it, do 
you love it? 
MEYERS.  Sure. I don’t have to deal with people. 

Meyers walks away, sits down far away from Penelope, and 
opens a newspaper loudly. 

PENELOPE.  I can respect that. 
Dellacroix tries to interrupt. 

DELLACROIX.  Miss Bain, I regret to inform you that there is no 
cell phone service on the island. 
PENELOPE.  And this is our butler, y’all! His name is Dellacroix! 
So fancy! Our honest to goodness butler in a haunted mansion! 
DELLACROIX.  I am not the butler and the mansion is not 
haunted.
PENELOPE.  Darn. 
DELLACROIX.  Please, Miss Bain. The competition will require 
total concentration. Put your phone away. 
PENELOPE.  Right. Of course. 

She puts her phone away. 
Is it cool if I put a filter on you later? Would you rather look like a 
kitten in a tuxedo or a talking cucumber?

Gregory and Deborah Haskins enter, midargument. We 
hear them before we see them. Deborah is chic and stylish, 
and Greg is quite nerdy. 

DEBORAH.  (Offstage.) No it’s not, Greg! It’s this way! 
GREGORY.  (Offstage.) I swear we turned left—

Dellacroix rings his little bell. 
What was that?
DEBORAH.  (Offstage.) That was the bell! That was the little bell 
the guy had! 
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GREGORY.  (Offstage.) Why would he be ringing the bell?
Morris returns. 

MORRIS.  You called, sir?
DELLACROIX.  Please assist Mr. and Mrs. Haskins in finding the 
great room. 
MORRIS.  IT’S OVER THIS WAY! 
DELLACROIX.  Go to them, and assist them. 

Morris does not move. Perhaps he shouts even louder. 
MORRIS.  FOLLOW THE SOUND OF MY VOICE! 

Deborah and Gregory finally make it into the room. 
GREGORY.  See! Right where I told you! 
DEBORAH.  It was the other way! You are so wrong! You’re always 
wrong, Greg! You always think you know where you’re going, but 
news flash, YOU HAVE NO IDEA! 
PENELOPE.  Hi. 
DEBORAH.  Hey. 
PENELOPE.  You’re here for the competition? 
DEBORAH.  No we’re just wandering around for no reason. 
GREGORY.  We’re a husband and wife writing team. I’m Greg, 
this is Deborah. Like a lot of married couples, we figured going 
into business together would really help smooth out the conflicts 
in our marriage. 
DEBORAH.  Why are you telling her that? 
GREGORY.  I thought we were telling people that. 
DEBORAH.  We’re not telling people that. 
GREGORY.  Deborah is the writer, I’m just the idea person. 
DEBORAH.  When Greg talks I get ideas. For murder. 
GREGORY.  I’m the muse! 
DEBORAH.  Our first book was How to Kill Your Husband and 
Get Away With it. 
GREGORY.  Which was amazing and a little scary. For me per-
sonally. A lot scary actually. 
PENELOPE.  Oh wow did you actually get it published? 
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DEBORAH.  No. 
GREGORY.  It was too good to be published. 
DEBORAH.  That’s a stupid thing to say, Greg. 
GREGORY.  Whoops! There I go again. 
PENELOPE.  Well good luck tonight! I can’t wait to see what every-
body comes up with. 
GREGORY.  There can be only one! 

They look at him. 
From Highlander? Anyone see Highlander? It was awesome. 
DEBORAH.  Greg. Don’t speak. 
GREGORY.  We’re gonna kill it! It would be pretty great if we 
won, probably save our marriage, seeing as how Deborah’s a little 
frustrated these days in so many areas. 
DEBORAH.  Does she need to know our entire backstory? 
GREGORY.  No she does not. 
PENELOPE.  I think it’s just super cool to be here—I mean look at 
all of this. 
DELLACROIX.  The hope is that the atmosphere will be inspira-
tional in devising a murder. 
PENELOPE.  All this is from her books, right? Like the commando 
jumping tarantulas? 
DELLACROIX.  Two females, of course. 
PENELOPE.  Obviously. If you put a male and female together the 
female eats the male within seconds.
GREGORY.  I can relate. 
DELLACROIX.  You will find much to inspire you at Braxton 
Manor. The view of Atlantic, for instance—
PENELOPE.  That’s from Cliffside!
DELLACROIX.  You are quite well-versed in Dame Braxton’s 
work. 
PENELOPE.  She’s my personal hero. I’ve read all of her books. 
The twists she comes up with. Incredible.
DELLACROIX.  When the mansion was built, Dame Braxton had 
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the architects design a number of features from her most famous 
novels. You will note the jumping spiders, the archway of—
PENELOPE.  So there’s a like a secret passage in here? 
DELLACROIX.  More than one. 

Penelope has already found it. 
One of the bookcases opens to reveal a hallway behind. 

PENELOPE.  YES. 
GREGORY.  Where is everyone else? 
DELLACROIX.  Yes, indeed. If only they had been summoned 
properly.

He clears his throat in Morris’ direction.  
MORRIS.  What?
MEYERS.  (Looking from over her newspaper.) He’s talking to you, 
nitwit. 
PENELOPE.  Oh I forgot she was here! 
MEYERS.  GO. 
MORRIS.  Of course! 

Morris exits. 
DELLACROIX.  Thank you, Captain. 
MEYERS.  A firm hand and a bad attitude. That’s what it takes to 
keep the servants in line. Free lesson. 

She goes back to reading her paper.  
Norris returns. 

DELLACROIX.  Are they on their way? 
NORRIS.  You’ve got me mixed up with my twin. I had nothing to 
do with anything. 
DELLACROIX.  Can you please see if the others are on their way? 
NORRIS.  I’m incredibly busy right now. 

Norris moves over to a chair and has a seat. 
Carswell Chambers enters, with a cane. He’s from another 
era, a hard-boiled, tough-as-nails old coot who would prob-
ably be smoking an unfiltered cigarette if that was allowed. 
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He might even wear a fedora inside. He carries a thermos of 
either whiskey or the worst coffee imaginable. 

CARSWELL.  And what have we here? The mystery of the mystery 
writers. Who will win the competition? Who will plunge to an icy 
death in the unforgiving sea? 
GREGORY.  Oh my gosh are you Robert Waith? 
CARSWELL.  No. 
DEBORAH.  Robert Waith has been dead for decades. 
GREGORY.  No but he looks like that. 
DEBORAH.  Like a corpse? 
CARSWELL.  I am Carswell Chalmers. 

He takes a moment to see if they recognize him. 
Death on the Mississippi? Under the Blood Moon? Triple Play? 
PENELOPE.  Are those your books?
GREGORY.  Ohhh. Ohhh—no I haven’t heard of any of those. 
CARSWELL.  You’ve probably heard of my hero, detective Jack 
Manning. A man’s man. With a face like a dirty angel and two fists 
like pit bulls on speed. The dames can’t help falling in love with 
him, but his heart is in a locked box and he swallowed the key. 
PENELOPE.  Wow. He sounds really um…vintage. 
CARSWELL.  He’s too much of a man for the publishers these 
days. Now all they want are namby-pamby half-men with feelings 
who care about other people. Hmph. No wonder everything’s going 
to heck. In my day, if you were a man, you crushed your heart into 
a lump of coal and were only able to express yourself to stray dogs. 
DEBORAH.  You’ve actually published books? 
CARSWELL.  Sweetheart, I wrote twenty-seven novels on a type-
writer—my fingers used to be so strong I could poke a hole in a 
brick wall with my pinky. And I did it too, just ’cause I could and 
that’s what you did when you were a man. You put holes in walls. 
GREGORY.  Guess I haven’t tried that—one time there was a hole 
in our drywall and I cried about it. 
DEBORAH.  Yes I remember that. It was one of the low points. 
PENELOPE.  Well good luck tonight! 
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CARSWELL.  I don’t need luck. I just need the judge to have half a 
brain and not give the award to a scribbling woman. 
PENELOPE.  Oh there’s a nice bracing dose of sexism. You don’t 
see that every day. 
CARSWELL.  Greg, tell your wife to get me a drink. 
DEBORAH.  I think I just met someone I want to kill more than 
you. 
GREGORY.  Ooh, use it! 
PENELOPE.  Look, Carswell, maybe we got off on the wrong foot. 
And it’s cool that you’re old and you wrote a bunch of books that 
are out of print and are probably super offensive and can’t be pub-
lished anymore. But that doesn’t mean you can’t change and be less 
offensive now. I was reading something by Rihara Menton today and 
she said she learned a ton from younger writers. She was actually 
trending today. 
CARSWELL.  What is “trending.”

He looks at her blankly.
PENELOPE.  Going viral?

He looks at her blankly.
On social media? 

He looks at her blankly.
On the internet?

He looks at her blankly.
It’s like a world wide web where all of human experience is expressed. 
Almost like a series of tubes. 
CARSWELL.  I know what the internet is, Barbie. And I knew 
Rihara Menton. And she was a hack with terrible advice. 

Vampetta, dressed in all black, sweeps in like she owns 
the place. 

VAMPETTA.  Are all my lovelies assembled?
Penelope freaks out. 

PENELOPE.  Oh my God oh my God I am dead. One hundred 
percent dead. 
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VAMPETTA.  Rejoice. The Queen of Darkness has arrived. It is I, 
Vampetta. Princess of the Macabre.  
PENELOPE.  You’re doing this?! I love your TikTok! Can I get a 
picture? 
VAMPETTA.  Of course. 

They take a very sweet selfie together—Vampetta has done 
this a million times. 

CARSWELL.  (Narrating.) And then she walked into the room. 
Smile like barbed wire and legs like a stool. Tapered at the top and 
sturdy. Boobs like a bad habit.*

VAMPETTA.  Excuse me?
CARSWELL.  What. 
VAMPETTA.  You just described me. Poorly. Focusing on specific 
body parts. 
CARSWELL.  I’ve been doing this a long time, sweetheart. Some-
times I narrate my own life—it’s more interesting than anything 
else going on around me. 
PENELOPE.  I think we can all just go home because Vampetta is 
going to kill it tonight! Can you sign my notebook? 
VAMPETTA.  Of course. 

She signs it. 
CARSWELL.  (Narrating again.) She had skills, I could tell that 
much. The way she held that pen was no accident. She’d done it 
before, and she’d do it again. 
VAMPETTA.  Hi, it’s just really creepy, the way you’re saying 
everything. 
CARSWELL.  You look like you robbed a pop-up Halloween store 
on the way over here. 
VAMPETTA.  I’m creepy on purpose. What’s your excuse? 
CARSWELL.  Experience. 
PENELOPE.  Why are you doing this? I thought you signed some 
huge deal with a major publisher. 

*  This line may be cut.
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VAMPETTA.  I did, and…things went a little sideways, so I’m 
looking to relaunch my brand. Even spookier. More spiders. A little 
naughtier. 
GREGORY.  Ooh. 
DEBORAH.  Or maybe you got sued because you ripped off your 
whole personality and outfit. 
VAMPETTA.  Aren’t you a lovely piece of work? But I would watch 
your back. This vampire has fangs. 
GREGORY.  Yes! 
DEBORAH.  Greg? 
GREGORY.  I’m just—I just—I just appreciate strong female 
characters. 
VAMPETTA.  Would you like me to sign something of yours, 
darling? 
DEBORAH.  He has nothing you can sign. 
VAMPETTA.  That’s a pity. I’d love to see where I could make a mark. 
GREGORY.  Um…

Two others enter—Jennifer Milam, who is all sunshine and 
down-home charm, and Zak, a college student. 

JENNIFER.  Hi y’all! I’m Jennifer and I am so thrilled to be here! 
CARSWELL.  (Narrating.) And then she walked in. A personality 
like a loaf of sourdough bread and the face to match. 
DEBORAH.  Stuff it, old man. 
JENNIFER.  And this is Zak.
ZAK.  Yo I’m Zak. Zak attack. 
GREGORY.  Zak attack what? 
ZAK.  That’s what I say. I already got a catchphrase. I’m in college 
yo and I got a catchphrase already. Zak attack. 
JENNIFER.  I love it he’s got so much personality! I wanna take a 
moment to introduce myself because we are gonna get cozy over 
the next twenty-four hours, and coincidence, I write cozy mysteries! 
Do you love it? I love it. 

She laughs at her own joke. 
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CARSWELL.  No. 
JENNIFER.  So my seventeen-book series is called The Briar’s 
Notch Mysteries, which takes place in the picturesque town of Briar’s 
Notch, Vermont, population two hundred. Imagine there are green 
mountains, and dairy cattle, and old hippies, and our hero, Lucy 
Porter, who owns a local cupcake shop. And in each book there is a 
mystery. Spoiler alert: it’s murder. So much murder. 
VAMPETTA.  You’ve written seventeen books?
JENNIFER.  Self-published. They’re on Amazon for ninety-nine 
cents each. You can buy them if you want. Please buy them. 
PENELOPE.  You have so much experience! 
JENNIFER.  Thank you! 
CARSWELL.  Hmph. Seventeen books. I wrote twenty-seven 
books on a typewriter with a space bar I had to pound with both 
fists. That’s how a man writes books. 
PENELOPE.  (To Jennifer.) I’m sure your books are great. 
JENNIFER.  Winning this would be so amazing for me—just to 
have that validation of a major publisher taking on my little Briar’s 
Notch stories. It would change my life. 
VAMPETTA.  Hold on. Seventeen people have been murdered in 
one little town in Vermont? 
JENNIFER.  Nineteen. There was a marginally successful serial 
killer on the loose in book six. 
VAMPETTA.  That’s like ten percent of the entire population of the 
town. What is the life expectancy there? 
JENNIFER.  Strangers move in sometimes. And they get killed. It’s 
so fun. I love writing do you guys love writing it’s my special quiet 
time. I don’t actually get a lot of quiet time—I have three boys—and 
a husband and they need me constantly, like so much, all the time. 
Just gaping black holes of need. I love them so much but they just 
take and they take and they take and sometimes MAMA BEAR 
NEEDS HER QUIET TIME! 

She takes a breath. 
There’s no cell phone service here, right? 
DELLACROIX.  I’m afraid not, ma’am. 
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JENNIFER.  THANK YOU. Otherwise it’s ring ring (Mimes an-
swering the phone.) “Where do we keep the cups?” “Where is the 
vacuum cleaner?” “I can’t find any clean socks.” “Help help help I’m 
forty-five years old and I can’t do anything for myself aaaaaaaah I 
think the boys are eating the drywall again.”
Husbands, right?!
DEBORAH.  You should read our book. 
GREGORY.  It’ll really spice up your marriage if your husband 
fears for his life a little bit. Keeps you on your toes! 
PENELOPE.  What’s your story, Zak? 
CARSWELL.  Don’t encourage him. 
ZAK.  Um—I’m Zak my creative writing professor thought this 
challenge would be dope, and he was supposed to go, but then he 
got sick and whatnot, so he was like, I’m sick, and I was like you are 
sick, bro, and then he was like, not like good sick, like bad sick, and 
I was like oh—Zak attack. 
PENELOPE.  So you came here instead to spend time with us? 
ZAK.  For real. 
CARSWELL.  These creatures in the terrariums are poisonous, 
right? 
DELLACROIX.  Extremely deadly, sir. 
CARSWELL.  Hey, kid, the spiders need hand-feeding. We all did 
it before, now it’s your turn. 
ZAK.  Sweet. Spiders. 

Zak starts approaching the spiders. 
DELLACROIX.  I would suggest you do not hand-feed the spiders, 
Zak. At least not until you have begun the challenge. 
PENELOPE.  So is that it, are we all here?
DELLACROIX.  We await one more. 

Brenda, cloaked in black, rises from behind a piece of furni-
ture, or emerges from the suit of armor, or otherwise appears. 
She has been in the room the entire time. 

DEBORAH.  Whoa!
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BRENDA.  Greetings, writers. I am not just a mystery writer, I am 
mystery itself. 

She makes a flourish.
ZAK.  Sweet. 
VAMPETTA.  This one’s a little much. 
BRENDA.  I cannot reveal my true name, but you may call me…
Brenda.
DEBORAH.  Have you been here the whole time? 
BRENDA.  I cannot reveal that either. But yes. 
CARSWELL.  (Narrating.) I knew she was trouble. Trouble like a 
four-alarm beef burrito that had been left out in the sun too long. 
The kind of burrito that makes you wish for death at three in the 
morning. 

Brenda stalks the room. 
BRENDA.  They tried to keep me out! 
DELLACROIX.  Not true, Miss Brenda—
BRENDA.  Did I receive an invitation? No. 
DELLACROIX.  Because you were not invited and you have 
emerged like a type of fungus which cannot be eradicated. 
BRENDA.  That’s right! Fungus. And what I’m about to tell you—
DELLACROIX.  Are you finished? 
BRENDA.  I was literally in the middle of a sentence. 
DELLACROIX.  No one wishes you to complete that sentence. Sit 
down please and we shall begin. 

Dellacroix rings a little bell. 
Norris. 
NORRIS.  What. 
DELLACROIX.  It is time. 
NORRIS.  You need my twin. 
DELLACROIX.  Can you fetch him please? 
NORRIS.  MORRIS!

No answer. 
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He might be busy. 
DELLACROIX.  Go fetch him. 
NORRIS.  I have an MBA you know. This was an internship 
originally. 

Norris exits. 
Morris enters right behind. 

MORRIS.  What’s up? 
DELLACROIX.  If you could set the clock, please? 
MORRIS.  SETTING THE CLOCK!

Morris finds a large clock and begins to wind it. 
Dellacroix rings his bell and stands center to make his 
announcement. 

DELLACROIX.  Welcome writers to the twenty-four hour Dead-
line Challenge! 

Some of the writers whoop and applaud. 
PENELOPE.  Woo! 
ZAK.  (To Penelope.) Hey what are you doin’ after this? 
PENELOPE.  Shh, he’s making an announcement. 
ZAK.  It’s cool, it’s cool. You wanna chill?
DELLACROIX.  May I continue? 
ZAK.  For reals, I got a dope chair you can sit on at my place. It 
reclines, yo. Inflatable. 
DELLACROIX.  Zak? Is that your name? 
ZAK.  No C. Just Z A K. Zak attack. 
DELLACROIX.  I didn’t ask how to spell it. And I believe the invi-
tation was for your professor, James Brunson, not for one of his 
students? 
CARSWELL.  That windbag got an invitation? They’ll let anybody 
into a writer’s retreat these days. 
DELLACROIX.  So if you’d like to remain here, please respect your 
fellow writers and don’t try to lure them back to your “dope pad.” 
ZAK.  It’s got a neon sign and everything. Inside. 
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DELLACROIX.  This challenge is an opportunity to stretch your-
selves as craftsmen. Twenty-four hours uninterrupted by the out-
side world or family. 
JENNIFER.  Oh man it’s like a giant weight has been lifted off my 
shoulders. 
DELLACROIX.  In this picturesque and thrilling setting, can you 
craft the perfect murder in just twenty-four hours? Morris has set the 
clock. You have the mansion at your disposal and the encyclopedia 
on the shelves. At this moment, I’d like to introduce you to someone 
very special. 

Bella, the barista, enters. She’s less than excited to be here. 
This is Bella, your barista. 
JENNIFER.  Woo! Yes! MAMA NEEDS HER JUICE. 
DELLACROIX.  She is tasked with making whatever caffeinated 
concoctions you require—
CARSWELL.  Whiskey. 
BELLA.  No. 
JENNIFER.  You and me are gonna get to know each other real well. 
DELLACROIX.  Bella, would you like to introduce yourself? 
BELLA.  You already did it. What am I gonna say? 
DELLACROIX.  Perhaps some interesting personal details—
BELLA.  No. I’m making coffee. This is my lot in my life. This is 
what I do. On this island. In the middle of nowhere. 
DELLACROIX.  Bella is delightful. 
BELLA.  The tip jar is right here. 
GREGORY.  Oh I didn’t bring any money—but maybe I can tip 
you in smiles. 
BELLA.  Smiles are not accepted. 
GREGORY.  Good to know! 
DEBORAH.  All right, can we get started writing? 
DELLACROIX.  Writing? Who said anything about writing? The 
challenge is to craft the perfect murder. 
DEBORAH.  So how are we supposed to do that? 
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DELLACROIX.  Look around you. 
Everyone looks around. 

Everything you require is at your fingertips. Venomous creatures. 
A cornucopia of potential murder weapons. An entire shelf of 
poisons. 
VAMPETTA.  Ooh. 

Everyone gives her a look.
I just like poisons. 
JENNIFER.  What are you talking about? 
PENELOPE.  I don’t know, but I’m getting chills. 
DELLACROIX.  Morris, perhaps some assistance.

Morris presses play on ominous music. 
And bar the exits as well, please. 

Morris bars the exits. 
Writers, you have been selected for your potential as the future 
leaders of the mystery genre. 
CARSWELL.  (Narrating.) They were more eager than a basket of 
puppies on amphetamines. All wagging tails and stupid grins, ready 
to prove their worth to their new owner. I stood apart. Watching. 
DELLACROIX.  Vera Braxton has left a message in her will for 
those who would seek to follow her. In exchange for a book deal in 
her imprint, she challenges you…craft the perfect murder. Kill one 
of your fellow guests, get away with it, and the book deal is yours. 

Uproar from everyone—
DEBORAH.  (Overlapping.) This is supposed to be a writing retreat! 
JENNIFER.  (Overlapping.) Are you kidding me?!
PENELOPE.  (Overlapping.) That’s crazy! 
CARSWELL.  (Overlapping.) Figures. 

Dellacroix holds up a hand for silence. 
They quiet down. 

DELLACROIX.  We understand that this may be difficult for the 
more squeamish amongst you—
CARSWELL.  Ladies. And Greg. 

DEADLINE.indd   21DEADLINE.indd   21 1/12/2024   4:12:31 PM1/12/2024   4:12:31 PM



22

DELLACROIX.  So there is a second option to receive the book 
deal. Solve the murder, and you shall receive the book deal instead. 
DEBORAH.  A book deal?! That’s all this is for?!
DELLACROIX.  A book deal with one of the most prestigious 
mystery publishers. Think about it, writers. Your name in print. 
Your book on shelves. Fame. Maybe a little fortune. Wouldn’t you 
kill for that? 
ZAK.  Definitely. 
PENELOPE.  Zak?!
ZAK.  Just bein’ real. 
DELLACROIX.  But you don’t need to kill anyone. Simply solve 
the murder by the deadline, and you will receive the prize. 
DEBORAH.  What if no one kills anyone? 

Dellacroix chuckles. 
DELLACROIX.  Then everyone goes home alive. But I don’t think 
that’s very likely, do you? We are in international waters. There are 
no police. There is no way off the island. 
JENNIFER.  No one is doing this! This is insane! 
DELLACROIX.  Of course. Definitely. It’s absurd even to mention. 
Surely there is no one in this room who wants you dead. Or no one 
you might wish to kill with impunity. 

Dellacroix walks amongst them. The writers look around at 
each other. 

No professional jealousies worth mentioning. No one has stolen an 
idea from you.

He stops near Carswell.
Look around you. Is there someone who wants you dead? Is there 
someone you want dead?

Pause. 
Or you can simply use your time to write, and think of it like a writ-
ing prompt to fuel your creativity. But I suggest you watch your 
back, because the challenge begins…now. 

Lights down. 
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Scene 2

Later.
The sound of the clock ticking. 
Perhaps crashing surf. 
Everyone has separated. 
Gregory and Deborah are huddled on one side of the stage, 
close to the barista station. They have a set of pages in front 
of them. 
Penelope has a few encyclopedias in front of her and is sitting 
on the floor. 
Brenda is nowhere to be seen. 
Zak is in the middle of the room, oblivious, with earbuds in. 
He is writing in a notebook.
Vampetta has built a kind of fort out of furniture and is 
perched as high as possible. She has most of the chairs. 
Jennifer has tried to separate her own space, surrounding a 
small desk with pillows. 
Bella stands, bored, behind the barista station.  
Carswell has his back to a wall and is narrating what he sees. 
The clock ticks.
Everyone except Zak is staring at each other. 
No one is writing anything. 
Pause. 
Pause. 

CARSWELL.  (Narrating.) I surveyed the room. Which one of 
them was a killer? Not the husband with a skull as soft as a plush 
toy. He didn’t have it in him. He was like a helpless forest creature in 
a pit of wolves, hoping his little bunny eyes would keep the predators 
at bay. But that’s the thing about predators, weakness was irresistible, 
like the scent of a dead squirrel to a golden retriever. You couldn’t 
stop them from rolling in it. And these dames were gonna roll all 
over this chump. 
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GREGORY.  Do you mind? Hi— Do you mind not narrating 
please? 
CARSWELL.  Can’t help it. 
GREGORY.  You can help it, please, it’s a little unnerving. 
CARSWELL.  (Narrating again.) His squeaky rabbit noises weren’t 
helping. The wolves were licking their lips. 
GREGORY.  You’re still doing it! 
DEBORAH.  Don’t listen to him, honey. Most of the people here 
don’t even know you. It takes a person at least a few hours before 
they want you dead. 
GREGORY.  That’s comforting. I think. 
DEBORAH.  And nobody is going to kill anyone. 

Suddenly, to Vampetta. 
I saw that!
VAMPETTA.  Saw what?
DEBORAH.  Your eyes darted to the wall of poisons when I said 
that. You looked at the poisons! 
VAMPETTA.  I was just glancing in that direction—
DEBORAH.  In the direction of the wall of death! 
VAMPETTA.  There are walls of death everywhere I look! 

She punctuates each line by pointing in a different direction. 
Wall of death! 
Wall of death!
Wall of death!
DEBORAH.  So don’t look anywhere then! Keep your head down 
and write your book!
VAMPETTA.  Don’t tell me what to do! I’m not your husband. 
GREGORY.  She doesn’t tell me what to do. 
DEBORAH.  Shut up, Greg. 
GREGORY.  Yes, dear. 
VAMPETTA.  I’m merely looking around the room and taking in 
my surroundings. I don’t have a husband to watch my back. 
GREGORY.  I never watch her back. She doesn’t like it. 
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DEBORAH.  Greg, not the time. 
PENELOPE.  I agree with Deborah. Let’s just take advantage of 
this amazing place and use this as writing time and not try to kill 
each other. 
JENNIFER.  Amen. 
VAMPETTA.  I don’t see how you can write anything right now. 
JENNIFER.  This is actually less tense than my house. Three boys. 
At least here the threat of violence is below the surface. 
DEBORAH.  Or you’re just coming up with a plan. 
JENNIFER.  I’m writing down a plan about how to kill you? 
DEBORAH.  Didn’t say it was me. 
VAMPETTA.  She’s written seventeen books all taking place in the 
same town in Vermont. I doubt she could plot a murder to save 
her life. 
JENNIFER.  Excuse me?
VAMPETTA.  Self-published books, sorry. 
JENNIFER.  And you’re so much better than me? 
VAMPETTA.  I’ve had an actual book published before. Blood-
borne? It was haunting. Game-changing.

She pulls out her book.  
DEBORAH.  Removed from circulation due to a lawsuit. 
VAMPETTA.  Not my fault. 
CARSWELL.  The hens were clucking, but none of the roosters 
were interested. 
PENELOPE.  That is both sexist and irrelevant right now! 
GREGORY.  Everyone, let’s just work on our books. But, if someone 
did want to kill someone, I’d suggest doing it early in the evening so 
we have plenty of time to solve the murder. 
DEBORAH.  Greg. 
GREGORY.  I’m just saying a book deal is hard to come by!
DEBORAH.  Oh ’cause you’re going to solve the crime? 
GREGORY.  I have great instincts! I would probably figure it out! 
DEBORAH.  You can’t figure out how to work the remote control. 
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JENNIFER.  I’m sure no one’s gonna get killed. As long as I get my 
coffee, am I right? MAMA BEAR NEEDS HER JUICE! 
BELLA.  Is that a request or something? 
JENNIFER.  You bet, honey. I need something juicy. 
BELLA.  I don’t know what that is. 
JENNIFER.  I like my coffee like I like my men, bitter. Little joke! 
Three sugars. Like my three boys. 

Jennifer heads over to the coffee station and swings by 
Vampetta. She picks up the copy of Bloodborne.

VAMPETTA.  Do you mind? 
JENNIFER.  Relax, Morticia. I’m just checking out your haunting, 
game-changing, removed from publication novel. 

Zak takes off his headphones and sighs. 
ZAK.  I am blocked, yo. Writers’s block. For real.
VAMPETTA.  My heart hurts for you. 
ZAK.  I got like mad ideas, but sometimes it’s hard to get them 
from my brain space onto the page, know what I’m sayin’? 
VAMPETTA.  (Sarcastic.) Yes that is exactly how I would describe 
the act of writing. You must be an expert. 
ZAK.  I’m basically an expert already. Like for real. 
PENELOPE.  What’s your favorite Vera Braxton novel? 
ZAK.  Oh—um—I don’t really read. I’m more like a natural. Like 
I’m like gifted. It’s kind of a curse, actually. Zak attack. It’s got so 
many levels to it. 
DEBORAH.  Great. 
ZAK.  Hey um—I got an idea. What if one of you fine ladies wrote 
one of my ideas—like a collab? I give you the idea and then you put 
the words on it and make it pretty. Then we could like split the 
riches fifty-fifty. 

All the women stare at Zak. 
CARSWELL.  (Narrating.) Which one of them was going to kill 
the kid first? My money was on Legs. She looked like an angel, but 
all the angels left before I was born, now there were only devils in 
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disguise. Turns out that disguise was pretty nice to look at, though. 
If this was eternal damnation, I was gonna be eternally grateful. 
PENELOPE.  You know what, I don’t even want to know which 
one of us you’re referring to as “Legs,” but— 
CARSWELL.  (Still narrating.) When she talked, she reminded me 
of my second wife, all sound and no fury. 
PENELOPE.  There’s gonna be fury! We are not defined by our 
appearances, okay? 
DEBORAH.  It’s not worth it, Penelope—he’s fossilized. 
ZAK.  So what about the collab? 
VAMPETTA.  No one wants to collab with you!
ZAK.  You don’t have to be rude about it. 
VAMPETTA.  I’m a professional writer! You have taken one creative 
writing class!
ZAK.  And I’m already as good as you, which is pretty dope. 
VAMPETTA.  No it’s not dope!
JENNIFER.  You’re a professional writer?
VAMPETTA.  Yes!
JENNIFER.  Then why are you using my ideas? 

She holds up Bloodborne. 
Everyone turns to look at Jennifer. 

VAMPETTA.  What are you talking about? 
JENNIFER.  This book. A taxidermist in a small town is found 
stuffed to death? The principal suspect is his twin brother, Darren? 
His niece owns a cupcake shop? This is my book, Stuffed for Murder!
VAMPETTA.  That’s the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard. In my 
book, the cupcake shop is a front for a demon-worshipping cult of 
blood sorcerers who are trying to open a portal to the underworld, 
and they use the taxidermist’s corpse to host the vengeful spirit of a 
rabid moose. That’s your book?!
ZAK.  A rabid moose sounds dope, yo. 
VAMPETTA.  Shut up, Zak! 
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JENNIFER.  You stole the whole situation I created! There’s a mix-
up, and it’s up to the retired schoolteacher to solve the murder by 
hosting a bake sale to catch the killer! 
VAMPETTA.  Yes that sounds exactly like Bloodborne! A bake sale 
solves everything! 
JENNIFER.  You just have them baking humans into the bake sale! 
Look at this, chapter forty-one! “The Bakering”! You just took my 
book and squirted black magic into it like a toddler drawing on the 
wall with crayons! Which all of my boys did. Repeatedly. Even 
though I told them not to. But a little baking soda actually helps get 
crayon off paint, which most people don’t even know. 
VAMPETTA.  If I stole your book, I’d have to read it first, and I love 
myself too much for that! 
DEBORAH.  First you steal your entire identity, now you steal 
her book. 
VAMPETTA.  Oh sure I stole a book from a self-published house-
wife that has sold exactly two copies! 
JENNIFER.  And how would you know that?! You were one of the 
two! And you’re a thief! You know what we do to thieves in my 
hometown? 
GREGORY.  Do you kill them? 
JENNIFER.  What?! 
GREGORY.  I’m just saying—there’s lot of opportunities here. 
BELLA.  Your coffee is ready, but I didn’t want to say anything, ’cause 
I’m too busy watching this. This is the most fun I’ve had all day. 
ZAK.  For real, yo. Chick fight! 
PENELOPE.  Zak—please—
CARSWELL.  Seriously, kid, the spiders need feeding. 
JENNIFER.  I will see you in court. As soon as we’re done here— 
VAMPETTA.  (Mocking her.) Do you know a small-town lawyer 
with hokey charm?
JENNIFER.  I do! And he has a great mustache! And he will sue 
you into the fires of heck, where I’m sure you’ll feel right at home! 
VAMPETTA.  I dare you to do it! I will countersue you! The judge 
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will award me the custody of all your children because you’re so 
pathetic! 
JENNIFER.  Don’t you say nothing about my boys! They are lunk-
heads, but most of the time they’re innocent of the crimes they’re 
accused of! 
VAMPETTA.  Not after I’m through corrupting them! I’ll raise 
them as warlocks! We’ll play Dungeons & Dragons every night and 
make voodoo dolls of their classmates!
DEBORAH.  All right all right all right SHUT UP! NO ONE IS 
DOING ANYTHING! 
JENNIFER.  You messed with the wrong lady, witch. 
VAMPETTA.  I embrace my witchiness. I love it. 
DEBORAH.  PLEASE. WE ARE TRYING TO GET WORK DONE 
AND I WILL WRITE MY BOOK AT THIS RETREAT IF I HAVE 
TO KILL ALL OF YOU FIRST. 
ZAK.  I’m blocked again, yo.
GREGORY.  Honey, I think I have a solution. 
DEBORAH.  No you do not. 
GREGORY.  What if Jennifer and Vampetta spent some time alone 
with the wall of poisons and weapons? 
DEBORAH.  I can’t get anything done like this! And we’re not going 
to play some stupid game where we try to kill each other—we’re 
writers, we have no actual skills! 

Brenda rises from behind a piece of furniture or emerges 
from a suit of armor, possibly right behind Deborah. She’s 
been here the entire time. 

BRENDA.  I agree. 
DEBORAH.  Ah! 
CARSWELL.  (Narrating.) She was a ghost, or the ghost of a ghost. 
What was her story? A broken heart? Broken ambition? Something 
smelled, and it wasn’t her nose. 
BRENDA.  If you want to live, you’ll listen to me. The more you 
talk to each other, the more likely someone ends up dead before 
that clock strikes twelve. 
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GREGORY.  But then somebody gets the chance to solve the 
murder so…

They give him a look.
Which I know would be wrong and a shame and totally not worth 
it because a book deal isn’t enough…

They give him another look.
To pay for a human life, which is definitely worth a lot more, so 
maybe someone could negotiate with the host to get him to raise it 
to a two-book deal…

They give him another look.
Which no one should do. 
BRENDA.  The only way to win the game is not to play. 
PENELOPE.  Ooh a twist! I love twists. 
VAMPETTA.  Well I’m so glad that the genius has weighed in. 
BRENDA.  I’m not a fan of murder mysteries. They’re unrealistic, 
and usually depend on a coincidence. But it’s no coincidence that 
each of you was invited here. The estate made sure to pick the 
writers who are most likely to want to kill each other. 
ZAK.  But who would want to kill me?
BRENDA.  Everyone. Everyone with a brain. 
ZAK.  Dang. 
CARSWELL.  The kid wasn’t even invited. His professor was. 
BRENDA.  Regardless, the only way to survive is to refuse to be-
come a predator or prey. 
DEBORAH.  That’s what I’ve been trying to do! 
BRENDA.  Is that why you’ve been writing “must kill husband” 
over and over again in your notebook? 
DEBORAH.  Those are ideas for my books! 
GREGORY.  That’s our special thing. 
BRENDA.  The estate picked you because you all have motives. 
The more you to talk to each other, the more you’ll discover them. 
PENELOPE.  Who wants to kill me, I wonder?
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BRENDA.  Don’t wonder! Don’t play. Don’t make casual conver-
sation, don’t drink the coffee. 
BELLA.  What. 
JENNIFER.  It’s fine. 

She takes a sip. 
BRENDA.  It’s probably drugged. A stimulant meant to induce a 
psychotic state. 
JENNIFER.  Frankly, I get psychotic without it. So it’s a win-win. 
VAMPETTA.  That’s not a win-win. You don’t even know what a 
win-win is. 

Jennifer drinks her coffee again, eyeing Vampetta. 
JENNIFER.  I feel myself getting more psychotic by the minute. 
VAMPETTA.  I would also like some coffee, to be honest. 
BELLA.  Sweet. 
BRENDA.  You have to listen to me—if we’re all going to live 
through the night, we need rules. We need order. We need a plan. 
Otherwise—
BELLA.  Here you go. 

She hands coffee to Vampetta, who sips it. 
VAMPETTA.  Ahhhh. Murderous psychosis. Delicious. Want 
some, Greg? 
BRENDA.  If we don’t agree, there won’t be just one person dead. 
More of us will die. 
GREGORY.  Do you think they’ll give multiple book deals then? 
DEBORAH.  I’m with Brenda. We agree on rules. We live through 
the night. 
PENELOPE.  Me too. 
ZAK.  Zak attack. 
BRENDA.  Is that a yes? 
ZAK.  (Nodding.) Zak. Attack. 
CARSWELL.  You got a lot of ideas for someone who doesn’t seem 
to be writing a book. 
VAMPETTA.  Fine. I can agree. What are the rules?
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Morris enters suddenly. 
MORRIS.  HELLO. 

Everyone turns to look at Morris. 
BRENDA.  Yes? 
MORRIS.  DOES ANYONE NEED ANYTHING? 
BRENDA.  No. 
CARSWELL.  You got cookies? Chocolate chip, not the generic 
crap? 
BRENDA.  You’re going to consume more of their food? 
CARSWELL.  If they drug the cookies, I guess they got me. 
DEBORAH.  We don’t need anything, thank you. And neither 
does Carswell.
MORRIS.  Of course. 

Morris nods and waits, watching them. 
DEBORAH.  Do you mind, we’re focusing on writing right now. 
MORRIS.  Certainly. Don’t mind me, I will just be standing back 
here observing you and not doing anything threatening. 
JENNIFER.  Scram. 
MORRIS.  Very well. 

Morris exits. 
BELLA.  Rude. 
BRENDA.  You too. 
BELLA.  What?!
JENNIFER.  If she goes, I go. She’s a caffeine-delivering angel. 
BELLA.  Thank you. 
JENNIFER.  No, thank you, sugar. Also, I want more. 
BRENDA.  Let’s agree on some rules. 
CARSWELL.  Rule one: No one murder each other. There. Done. 
VAMPETTA.  Rule one: Old washed-up has-beens don’t get to 
make the rules. 
CARSWELL.  Rule one: Circus freaks don’t get to make rules. 
DEBORAH.  Can we focus, please?!
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CARSWELL.  You’re trying to get a room of writers to agree on 
something. We might as well start the killing now. 
BRENDA.  We all have a motive, so we have to eliminate the op-
portunity. If there’s no opportunity, there will be no murder. 
JENNIFER.  How ’bout this? Everyone stays in this room from 
now on. 
CARSWELL.  Sounds reasonable. 
JENNIFER.  Nobody goes strolling around the grounds by them-
selves, nobody goes exploring the mansion, nobody goes and hides 
in a closet waiting to jump out with an ice pick.
DEBORAH.  No one sleeps. The lights stay on. 
VAMPETTA.  I thrive in the darkness. 
JENNIFER.  Yeah, you look better that way. 
CARSWELL.  What if we need to go to the bathroom? 
JENNIFER.  Take a buddy. 

Carswell and Gregory object. 
Oh get over it, princesses. Women go to the bathroom in groups all 
the dang time. 
GREGORY.  Yeah but—I’m stuck with Carswell and…
CARSWELL.  What? 
JENNIFER.  You are such a delicate flower. 
BRENDA.  What if the person you’re going to the bathroom with 
is planning on killing you? 
JENNIFER.  We go to the bathroom in groups of three. 

More groans from the men. 
GREGORY.  That means I always gotta go with him. What’s his 
bladder situation? 
JENNIFER.  I reckon you’re about to find out. All right, what else? 
BRENDA.  Nobody touches the back wall. 
PENELOPE.  What if we need a book? 
VAMPETTA.  I’m shocked you actually read. 
PENELOPE.  You know what, I’m a very nice person, but if I was a 
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person who was planning on murdering someone, I know who 
would be first on my list! 
CARSWELL.  (Narrating.) Legs was right. 
PENELOPE.  Whoops scratch that, you’re second on the list. 
CARSWELL.  You can’t kill with social media, doll. You ever wrestle 
a tiger? Try me. I’m old, but I’m wiry like an orangutan. 
DEBORAH.  Can we please get through this without anyone 
making death threats?! 
GREGORY.  I say we scrap the whole rules thing and see who ends 
up dead. 
DEBORAH.  It will be you. I promise you. One hundred percent 
you. 
PENELOPE.  What if the power goes out? 
JENNIFER.  If the power goes out, nobody moves. At all. 
GREGORY.  Then you’re a sitting duck. Probably somebody dies 
then. 
PENELOPE.  Everyone just start shouting if the power goes out. 
Or like bang things. 
VAMPETTA.  Bang things? 
DEBORAH.  That would literally cover up the sound of a killer. 
JENNIFER.  Bella, is the power likely to go out? 
BELLA.  Almost certainly. The infrastructure here is poorly main-
tained and old. There are frequent storms. It’s difficult to get a repair 
crew out here. No one should’ve built a mansion on this island, 
honestly. Did they ask me? No. I just make coffee. 
JENNIFER.  Good to know. If the power goes out…hide. 
DEBORAH.  Great. 
CARSWELL.  Amateurs. If the power goes out, everyone light a 
candle and put it up to your face. That way we can see where every-
one is. 
JENNIFER.  Bella, can each of us get a candle please? 
BELLA.  Oh I’m sorry am I the candle person now? Is that my job? 
Am I next to a sign that says “candle person,” or am I next to a sign 
that says “barista.” 
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GREGORY.  I’ll go get some candles. 
JENNIFER.  Nobody gets anything! Bella, how do we get candles? 

Bella sighs. 
BELLA.  Well, I could give you a tip. Of course, you may notice 
that the tip jar is empty. 
JENNIFER.  You’re working for tips? 
BELLA.  I am working for many things. Tips being one of them. 

Jennifer puts a tip in the jar. 
Bella points at a bell. 

Okay. Here’s my tip. If you ring the service bell, you might get some 
service. 

Jennifer rings the bell. 
Norris is there immediately. 

DEBORAH.  You’re back. 
NORRIS.  You must be thinking of my twin, Morris. 
BRENDA.  We’re going to need a supply of candles and match-
boxes for everyone. 
NORRIS.  I’m on break. 
BRENDA.  You just got here. 
NORRIS.  I just went on break. You’ll need to talk to my twin, 
Morris. 

Norris sits. 
DEBORAH.  Can you get him? 
NORRIS.  I’m on break. 
BELLA.  Ring the bell for Morris. 

Jennifer rings the bell again. 
Nothing happens. 
She tries again. 

NORRIS.  Hold on, let me go get him. 
He yells offstage. 

MORRIS! 
MORRIS.  (Offstage.) WHAT?!
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NORRIS.  THEY NEED YOU. 
MORRIS.  (Offstage.) TOUGH COOKIES I AM OFFENDED. 
NORRIS.  He gets like this. Let me go talk to him. 

Norris exits. 
We hear both of them. 

NORRIS.  (Offstage.) I’m on break you go! 
MORRIS.  (Offstage.) You’re always on break!
DEBORAH.  Maybe we should continue without getting the 
candles. 

Morris enters suddenly, with a whole bunch of candles. 
He looks at everyone. 
Drops them all on the floor. 
Leaves. 

VAMPETTA.  Are we allowed to kill the help? 
CARSWELL.  You’re in international waters. Everything is legal. 
BRENDA.  Not true. 
PENELOPE.  Is that it, then? No one leaves the room.
JENNIFER.  No one goes to sleep. 
DEBORAH.  No one goes to the wall of death.
VAMPETTA.  Everyone has a candle. 
GREGORY.  Will that keep us alive? 
CARSWELL.  Only one way to find out. 
ZAK.  Yo I got mad inspiration. Writer’s block is gone! Y’all had the 
chance to ride the Zak train, now you got nothing. 

He sits and starts writing quickly. 
Everyone looks at him. 

DEBORAH.  It’s gonna be a real challenge. 
Lights change. 
Clock ticking. 
The sound of surf. 
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Everyone is in their own place, trying to write, with marginal 
success. 

CARSWELL.  (Narrating.) They tried. But every time someone 
looked up, they saw a killer looking back. We’re descended from 
killers, of course. A long line of predators. The ones who became 
prey never made it this far. All our ancestors have blood on their 
hands. Would we be like them? 

Deborah sighs, thinks about saying something, and then stops. 
I heard the sound of the surf. 
The water. Rushing. And crashing against the rocks. 
And then it occurred to me. 

He stops narrating. 
I need to go to the lavatory. 
GREGORY.  Can it wait, I was hoping to inspire my wife some 
more. 
DEBORAH.  Sometimes he just breathes and I get ideas. For 
murder. 
CARSWELL.  It cannot wait. Unless one of the ladies wants to 
accompany me. 
PENELOPE.  Ew. 
CARSWELL.  Then you just won the lucky prize, kid. 
GREGORY.  Fine. Zak?
ZAK.  What. 

Gregory motions to the door. 
Oh, right. Bro you just went like an hour ago. 
CARSWELL.  I’m old. You’ll probably never get to experience it. 
ZAK.  Aight. Y’all go. 
GREGORY.  No you’re coming with. We stay in groups of three. 

Zak looks around. 
ZAK.  Anybody else wanna—?
THE WOMEN.  NO. 
ZAK.  Aight. Sheesh. I was on a mad roll, yo. 

All three of them get up. 
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They make their way to the door.
Nobody steal my ideas when I’m gone. 
JENNIFER.  Maybe you should take Vampetta with you. 
BRENDA.  No extra talking, please. That leads to death. 
DEBORAH.  Maybe we should make another rule. 
CARSWELL.  Are you gonna stand there listening to the hens 
cluck, or are you gonna come see what a real man can do? 
GREGORY.  Aw man I hate my life right now. 

They exit. 
Penelope gets up. 

DEBORAH.  What are you doing? 
PENELOPE.  I’m just stretching. 
DEBORAH.  No stretching. 
PENELOPE.  Oh come on, do I look like a killer? 
JENNIFER.  Sugar, if I know anything from my books, it’s that 
most people harbor deadly secrets they’ve kept buried for decades 
that could cause them to kill at any time. 
VAMPETTA.  Hack. 
PENELOPE.  I don’t have any dark secrets, I promise.

She stretches, moves a little toward where Zak was sitting. 
DEBORAH.  You just moved, I saw you move! 
PENELOPE.  I just think we should look at what Zak was writing. 
VAMPETTA.  Why?
PENELOPE.  To see if he’s planning on killing us. 
JENNIFER.  I have three boys. They don’t plan anything. It’s all 
impulse. “Hey what if I peed out the window? Maybe my mom 
would think it was raining while she worked in the garden.”

Penelope goes over to Zak’s work area. 
VAMPETTA.  Let me see. 

Vampetta gets up to look—
DEBORAH.  Hey hey hey if we’re gonna look let’s go over there 
slowly. 
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Everyone slowly moves to where Penelope is. 
JENNIFER.  What is it? 

Penelope holds up his notebook. 
PENELOPE.  He wrote something down. “Opportunity. Power 
outage.”
VAMPETTA.  Wait, what? 
PENELOPE.  What do you think it means?
JENNIFER.  It means he can spell better than I figured. 
DEBORAH.  He wouldn’t write down what he was planning, 
would he? 
VAMPETTA.  He’s been writing for an hour, is there anything else?

Penelope flips through the pages. 
PENELOPE.  Just some doodles—like this one that says “dope tat-
too” and it’s just a tattoo that says “dope.” 
DEBORAH.  That tracks. 
VAMPETTA.  Opportunity = power outage. 
PENELOPE.  We might have a power outage tonight. 

Thunder. 
BELLA.  Probably will. 
PENELOPE.  Thanks, Bella!
BELLA.  No prob. I’m going on break in like five minutes, are you 
just gonna stand there and snoop or does anyone want more coffee? 
JENNIFER.  ME. Latte, please. 
PENELOPE.  You’re not actually putting drugs in the coffee, are 
you? 
BELLA.  That would take extra effort. 
JENNIFER.  Can you make a little foam heart thing on top? I love 
that. Or like a leaf or a flower? 
BELLA.  Yeah sure that will complete my life. 
PENELOPE.  Brenda, what do you think? 
BRENDA.  Do I think someone who is planning on committing 
murder would write down their ideas for how to commit that 
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murder on a notebook in a room full of potential victims? Is that 
what you’re asking? 
PENELOPE.  Yes. 
BRENDA.  That would be pretty stupid. 
VAMPETTA.  Maybe he’s planning on committing murder stupidly. 

Bella makes an extremely loud sound— (If you have a coffee 
maker, the kind of noise that is made by a foam latte.)
Everyone jumps. 

DEBORAH.  Can you give us a warning on that?! I felt my life flash 
before my eyes. 
BELLA.  It’s milk foam. In the shape of a heart. 
JENNIFER.  Is it really? 
BELLA.  No. I have better things to do. 
PENELOPE.  Wait a minute. 
JENNIFER.  What? 
PENELOPE.  There’s a knife missing. 

Everyone starts to move over to look at the wall.
DEBORAH.  Slowly!

Everyone slows down to look at the wall. 
There is indeed a missing knife. 

JENNIFER.  Was that gone before? 
PENELOPE.  I don’t know, I don’t remember!
JENNIFER.  You were over there! 
PENELOPE.  We were all over there! 
JENNIFER.  Everybody empty their pockets. 
VAMPETTA.  Who puts a knife in their pocket? 
JENNIFER.  Your bodice then. I assume that’s where you normally 
hide your weapons. 
VAMPETTA.  Good guess. 

The women show their pockets, if they have them. 
JENNIFER.  Does anyone remember seeing the knife missing 
before we walked over there? 
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DEBORAH.  I think so. 
JENNIFER.  You think so, or you know so? 
DEBORAH.  I don’t know, I was thinking about my husband, and 
then I was looking at the wall of weapons and thinking about 
knives, and then…maybe it was gone then?
PENELOPE.  What if one of the men has it? 
VAMPETTA.  One of the jars of poison is missing too. 
DEBORAH.  What is the point of developing the rules if no one is 
going to follow them?!
BRENDA.  We should’ve made more rules. 
DEBORAH.  There was already a rule about going near the poisons!
PENELOPE.  Maybe they stole the poison without going near it? 
JENNIFER.  Sweetheart, if they were planning on killing someone, 
maybe they weren’t following our rules? 
VAMPETTA.  That’s the kind of genius-level thinking that pervades 
her novels. 
JENNIFER.  Why are you stealing them, then, huh Elvira?
BRENDA.  What kind of poison is missing?
VAMPETTA.  How should I know?
JENNIFER.  Everyone move over to the poisons—

Everyone starts moving over to the poisons—
Slowly!

Everyone moves slowly over to the poisons. 
DEBORAH.  Keep your hands where we can see them!

Everyone puts their hands up and moves toward the wall of 
poison. 

JENNIFER.  Hey, why aren’t the men back yet? 
PENELOPE.  Maybe they’re having a conversation in the restroom? 
DEBORAH.  They’re men.
VAMPETTA.  Thallium tetracyanide. Has a fairly strong scent. 
Deadly if ingested. It can also be applied directly to the skin. 
PENELOPE.  Oh jeez!
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More thunder.
The lights flicker.

JENNIFER.  The power’s gonna stay on, right? 
The lights go out. 

BELLA.  Guess not. 
JENNIFER.  Everyone step away from the walls of death! Go back 
to your seats! Slowly. 
DEBORAH.  (Calling out.) No one touch the snakes or the spiders 
or the scorpions!
VAMPETTA.  Too late!
JENNIFER.  What?!
VAMPETTA.  Just kidding! 
JENNIFER.  I’ll kill you!
PENELOPE.  Stop making death threats! Everyone call out where 
they are so we can get back to our seats!
BRENDA.  I’m over here! I’m moving to my chair! 
DEBORAH.  I’m moving to my table! 
JENNIFER.  I’m going to back to my spot! 
VAMPETTA.  I’m hovering in the air like a ghost! I’m summoning 
spirits! 
JENNIFER.  I’m moving away from my spot to hunt you down! 
VAMPETTA.  I’m moving away from Jennifer easily because she’s 
slow! 
JENNIFER.  I am gaining on you using my rage! 

Bella switches on a flashlight, illuminating the bottom of her 
face like she’s telling a ghost story. 

BELLA.  I’m right here. 
There’s a loud WHUMP from offstage. No one else has 
reached their candle yet. 

PENELOPE.  What was that?!
GREGORY.  (Offstage.) Sorry I just ran into something!
DEBORAH.  Greg?!
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GREGORY.  I’m okay I can’t see anything! 
Deborah gets her candle lit. 

BELLA.  I can’t believe everyone asked for a candle and no one 
asked for a flashlight. You guys know we have more advanced tech-
nology than candles, right? 
DEBORAH.  (To Bella.) Can you help and not just snark?!
BELLA.  Help with what. 
DEBORAH.  Help my husband get back here!

Penelope gets her candle lit. 
BELLA.  I suppose, sure. 

Bella shines her flashlight down the hallway. 
Gregory and Carswell are making their way back. 
Gregory is bleeding from his head. 
Deborah takes her candle and goes to him. 

DEBORAH.  You’re bleeding! What happened?!
GREGORY.  The kid. He jumped me and then he ran off. 

The others have all lit their candles now. 
Vampetta, Brenda, and Jennifer are standing near their spots. 

VAMPETTA.  Did you see what happened, Carswell? 
CARSWELL.  I was in the bathroom. I was concentrating. It takes 
me some time. 
DEBORAH.  And he tried to kill you?!
VAMPETTA.  Was this before or after the lights went out?
DEBORAH.  Do you mind?! My husband was assaulted!
VAMPETTA.  How do we know that? 
DEBORAH.  Because there’s blood pouring out of a wound in his 
head? Because Zak attacked him! 
GREGORY.  Zak attack. It wasn’t just a catchphrase, it was a 
promise. 
JENNIFER.  What did he attack you with?
GREGORY.  I don’t know. I didn’t see it. I was just standing there 
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waiting for Carswell to finish, and the next thing I knew something 
hit me in the back of the head—
JENNIFER.  So you didn’t actually see Zak hit you?
DEBORAH.  No he didn’t see Zak hit him in the BACK OF THE 
HEAD. Do you have eyes in the back of your head?! 
PENELOPE.  But why would Zak try to kill Greg? I figured if any-
one was going to kill Greg, it would be you. 
DEBORAH.  For a book deal?! What is wrong with you people?! 
He tried to kill my husband and he ran off! 
PENELOPE.  But what was his motive? 
DEBORAH.  Imagine how much Bud Light you could buy with a 
book deal. 
JENNIFER.  Or he could almost pay for college. 
VAMPETTA.  Something’s not right here. Zak’s missing. 
GREGORY.  He ran off! 
VAMPETTA.  Or maybe you killed him. 
CARSWELL.  No one would suspect Greg for the murder because 
no one respects him. Or thinks he’s capable of much. Or thinks he 
can tie his own shoes. Or thinks— 
GREGORY.  We get it. 
JENNIFER.  And where were you? 
CARSWELL.  I was in the lavatory—lavitating. Did you miss that 
part? 
JENNIFER.  Wasn’t Greg in there with you? 
CARSWELL.  He and the kid were standing outside. 
BRENDA.  You were supposed to go into the bathroom with him! 
It doesn’t do any good to have two people standing outside the 
door! 
CARSWELL.  I said they could come in. Maybe they could learn 
something. 
BRENDA.  You go in together—
GREGORY.  Gross. 
JENNIFER.  You’re children. 
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GREGORY.  I don’t need to be in the bathroom when another / 
guy is going. 
JENNIFER.  Yes you do, sugar! Otherwise it’s just two of you! And 
either Zak attacked you, or you attacked Zak, but now we only have 
your word / to go on! 
GREGORY.  I have blood pouring out of the side of my head! 
VAMPETTA.  Yes, if you staged it, you’d want to make sure there 
was some blood. Maybe it’s Zak’s blood. 
DEBORAH.  The rest of you are believing this nonsense now! 
Bella?!
BELLA.  Don’t drag me into this. If I had the chance, I would kill 
all of you. 
VAMPETTA.  That deserves another tip. 
JENNIFER.  Don’t move! 
VAMPETTA.  When I can move again, you get a tip. 
CARSWELL.  (Narrating.) The lies were piling up faster than 
compliments in a British Baking Show. Was there a lick of truth in 
anything that was being said? All I knew was—I was probably going 
to need to go to the lavatory again soon. And now there was only 
half a man left to go with me. 

Offstage WHUMP. 
Everyone freezes.  

PENELOPE.  Did you hear that?!
JENNIFER.  Nobody move! 
GREGORY.  See I told you it wasn’t me! 
JENNIFER.  Shhh!

The sound of wind whistling. 
All the candles go out. 

PENELOPE.  Aaaaaah! 
VAMPETTA.  Oh come on!

Bella still has her flashlight on. 
BELLA.  Oh whoops my batteries are going out. 

Bella switches off her flashlight. 
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BRENDA.  Everyone stay where you are! 
GREGORY.  My head is still bleeding! 
PENELOPE.  Everyone start making noise where you are! 

People start banging things—
VAMPETTA.  No, stop it! Stop it! We can’t hear anything! 

Something is happening. 
Noises. 

CARSWELL.  You?!
VAMPETTA.  Who are you talking to?! 

A scream. 
WHUMP. 
Bella turns her flashlight back on. 

BELLA.  Oh wait whoops I guess I just accidentally turned that off. 
Bella shines her flashlight around the room. 
The secret passage door is open. 
Ominous music. 

PENELOPE.  The door’s open. 
The flashlight goes down the wall.
Lights come up very slightly.  
The flashlight lands on Dellacroix, who is lying on the floor. 
There’s a knife stuck in his back. 

DEBORAH.  Dellacroix?!
VAMPETTA.  He’s dead. 

Short pause. 
JENNIFER.  Welp—at least we found the knife. 

Lights down. 

End of Act One 
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ACT TWO

Later. 
The lights are back on. 
Everyone is in pretty much the same place as they were at 
the end of act one—although Brenda is missing.  
The body of Dellacroix is in the same place as it was earlier. 
The secret passage is still open. 
Gregory’s head is bandaged. 

GREGORY.  Do you think it counts? 
PENELOPE.  Counts for what? 
GREGORY.  As a murder? 
PENELOPE.  He’s a human being! 
VAMPETTA.  Was a human being. 
GREGORY.  Does it count for the money? If we can solve it, do we 
get the book deal?
BELLA.  I just make the coffee, dude. 
JENNIFER.  This is what you’re thinking about?!
GREGORY.  You don’t understand, we gave up everything for this! 
We took out a second mortgage, we’re living on credit cards! We’ve 
got no income, we’ve got no prospects—
DEBORAH.  Shut up Greg! 
GREGORY.  You know it’s true, Deborah. 
VAMPETTA.  Not buying it. 
DEBORAH.  What?
VAMPETTA.  Your whole thing. The squabbling married couple 
that hates each other. One of them probably wants the other one 
dead. It’s a little too convenient. I think you killed Dellacroix, or 
both of you did together. 
GREGORY.  I was over here reeling from a head wound! How 
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would I get across the room to stab somebody in the back who just 
came out of a secret door?!
CARSWELL.  Gymnastics. 
GREGORY.  What?!
CARSWELL.  I’ve seen some gymnasts do some crazy things. 
Bend themselves into pretzels. Wear leotards. Somersault across 
the floor silently, stab a man in the back, and then somersault away. 
DEBORAH.  Greg can’t even touch his toes. He’s no gymnast. 

Greg demonstrates. 
GREGORY.  Thank you. 
DEBORAH.  I wish he was. 
GREGORY.  Thanks, honey. 
DEBORAH.  He’s so deficient in so many ways. 
PENELOPE.  How can everybody stand here and discuss this?! 
Dellacroix is dead! 
GREGORY.  And don’t you think he’d want us to solve his murder 
and win the prize?
PENELOPE.  No, I think he’d be pretty upset that he got killed! We 
need to call the police!
GREGORY.  What police?! We’re in international waters! There’s 
no law, it’s just the law of the sea!
JENNIFER.  I’m certain that’s not how it works. 
GREGORY.  That’s how pirates operate! We’re all basically pirates 
now. 
DEBORAH.  And there’s no phone service anyway. 
PENELOPE.  So we get Captain Meyers back here to take a ferry 
back to the mainland—
BELLA.  Ferry only runs once a day. 
PENELOPE.  Is there an exception for murder?!
BELLA.  Probably not, the captain’s pretty crusty. 
PENELOPE.  Well call her back here! Or call someone! 

Bella sighs. 
GREGORY.  The killer is out there. 
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VAMPETTA.  Wrong. The killer is in here. 
GREGORY.  Or it’s Zak. 
VAMPETTA.  Or you killed Zak.
CARSWELL.  (Narrating again.) I didn’t like writers much, and the 
more these people talked, the less I liked them. They pinched each 
other like crabs in a bucket, fighting for scraps at the table of truth, 
each one hoping that their little book would be the ticket to fame or 
fortune or at least a well-cooked meal. But we were all in the pot 
now, and the temperature was rising, and soon we’d be boiled in 
our shells. The only thing that was certain: The kid was missing. 
But nobody was missing the kid. 
JENNIFER.  You know that’s the first time I’ve actually appreciated 
your narration. 

Brenda rises up from behind something. 
BRENDA.  I think the game is over. 
DEBORAH.  How do you keep doing that?! 
CARSWELL.  Gymnastics.
BRENDA.  Yoga, actually. I was meditating. 
PENELOPE.  How can you meditate at a time like this?!
JENNIFER.  If you try hard enough you can meditate through 
anything—you can be hit in the face with a marshmallow at close 
distance by one of your terrible children—or hear screams that 
someone is riding the dog like a rodeo steer—won’t even faze you. 
BRENDA.  The only way to stop the game is not to play. So nobody 
tries to solve the murder, nobody talks to each other, nobody leaves 
the room—
JENNIFER.  The room’s a little foul right now, on account of the 
dead body. 
VAMPETTA.  I like it. It fits in with the décor. 
BRENDA.  Don’t you see? If we start solving this crime, there’s 
only going to be another murder. That’s how this works. 
DEBORAH.  Or you’re the killer. 
GREGORY.  Ooh I wasn’t thinking that before, but now I am!
BRENDA.  We need to get back to writing our books. 
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DEBORAH.  You’re not even writing a book. And if you’re the 
killer, then you just walk off with the prize money. 
BRENDA.  There is no prize money! Don’t you get it, only one of 
us lives through the night! Everyone else is going to die if we keep 
going down this road!
CARSWELL.  How do you know so much about this? 
PENELOPE.  She’s right. 
CARSWELL.  And why should we listen to you? 
PENELOPE.  Because I’ve read all of Vera Braxton’s books. This is 
how they work. The first death starts off a chain reaction. One by 
one, the killer strikes. Each of us gets picked off. The competition 
isn’t for the book deal. The competition is to see who can kill the 
others. That’s the twist. 
VAMPETTA.  You haven’t even published a book and you think 
you know everything. Isn’t there a TikTok or something you should 
be doing?
DEBORAH.  What are the odds that the power is going to go out 
again?
BELLA.  High. 
BRENDA.  And in the meantime the barista is watching, feeding 
us drinks. 
BELLA.  There’s not a lot of entertainment on the island. This is the 
next best thing. 
BRENDA.  Drugging us.
JENNIFER.  I don’t know, if there are drugs in the coffee, they’re 
great. 
GREGORY.  No, I figured out who the killer is, and I’m naming 
them! 
DEBORAH.  You did?
GREGORY.  Yes honey, and it’s really incredible how I figured I it 
out—
BRENDA.  There’s a half-dozen actual mystery writers here, and 
you think you’re the one who’s got it figured out? 
GREGORY.  Yes, I’ve known who it was the entire time! 
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Everyone else scoffs.
CARSWELL.  (Overlapping.) Spongehead Squareface thinks he 
knows? Pah. 
PENELOPE.  (Overlapping.) Don’t even guess, Greg!
JENNIFER.  (Overlapping.) I’m curious, honestly. 
BELLA.  All right then. 

Bella rings a little bell. 
Morris enters immediately. 

MORRIS.  What. 
BELLA.  Dellacroix is dead. It’s a shocking twist. 
MORRIS.  Let me get Norris. 
BELLA.  That’s not what I was—

Morris cuts her off and calls offstage. 
MORRIS.  NORRIS! DELLACROIX IS DEAD!
NORRIS.  (Offstage.) HOW?!
MORRIS.  I DON’T KNOW THEY HAVEN’T TOLD ME YET! 
NORRIS.  (Offstage.) THEN FIND OUT. 
GREGORY.  He was—
MORRIS.  (Interrupting Gregory.) I WILL, THANKS. 
NORRIS.  (Offstage.) LET ME KNOW! 
GREGORY.  He’s actually right over—
MORRIS.  (Interrupting Gregory again.) AS SOON AS THEY 
BOTHER TO TELL ME, I’LL INFORM YOU. 
NORRIS.  (Offstage.) GOOD. 
GREGORY.  Stabbed. He was stabbed. 
MORRIS.  Oh stabbings are Norris’ forte. Excuse me. 

He exits. 
DEBORAH.  How are these people employed? 
BELLA.  There’s not a lot of competition for jobs on the island to be 
honest. 

Norris enters quickly. Checks out the body. 
NORRIS.  He was stabbed all right. Right there in the back. 
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CARSWELL.  Yeah we figured that part out. 
NORRIS.  Let’s get him out of here. 
PENELOPE.  He’s evidence! Don’t you think the police will want 
to see where he died?!
NORRIS.  Eh. They’ll figure it out. Who wants to get the feet? 
GREGORY.  I’ll get the feet. 
NORRIS.  Who wants the head? 
DEBORAH.  Fine. 
VAMPETTA.  See! They’re working together! Suspicious!
GREGORY.  What part are you going to get? 
NORRIS.  I’m supervising. All right put your back into it. 

They start dragging Dellacroix’s body off. 
Go ahead and put him in the secret passage. 

They move him toward the secret passage.
On second thought maybe he should go in the freezer. 

They start moving him a different direction. 
Actually—the hallway might be best. 
DEBORAH.  Lift, Greg! Put your back into it! 
GREGORY.  I am lifting! You’re not the only one who knows how 
to lift! You’re not an expert lifter! 
DEBORAH.  You lift with your legs, not your back! 
GREGORY.  You just said put my back into it! Make up your mind! 
NORRIS.  Yeah the freezer will be good. 

They drag Dellacroix’s body offstage.
CARSWELL.  Make sure to lock the door behind them. 
PENELOPE.  We need to call somebody, the Canadian Coast 
Guard, or the International Criminal Courts or something. This 
game needs to end right now!

Morris enters.  
MORRIS.  Not so fast. We’re prepared for this. 
JENNIFER.  You are? 
MORRIS.  Yup.
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Gregory and Deborah return, still arguing. 
GREGORY.  I have a head wound, okay?! I probably have a con-
cussion! It doesn’t help if you’re yelling at me! 
DEBORAH.  It helps makes me feel better. Maybe think of some-
one besides yourself. 

Morris produces a packet. 
MORRIS.  “To be read on the event of the murder of the host.” 
Then it says “underscore with ominous music.” I guess we need 
that. 
BELLA.  Why are you looking at me? 
MORRIS.  Can you play the music please? 
BELLA.  Ba-Ris-Ta. 
JENNIFER.  That reminds me—can I get an Americano? 
MORRIS.  NORRIS! 
PENELOPE.  I thought he was Norris. 
JENNIFER.  No that’s Morris. I think. 

He moves to yell offstage. 
MORRIS.  NORRIS! 
NORRIS.  (Offstage.) WHAT?!
MORRIS.  WE NEED OMINOUS MUSIC! 
NORRIS.  I’M ON MY BREAK! 
VAMPETTA.  Can we do it without the ominous music please? 
MORRIS.  Sure.

Ominous music begins. 
GREGORY.  So if we solve this murder do we still get the book 
deal?
CARSWELL.  (Narrating.) His desperation stank like a week-old 
diaper. His mind was wheeling with thoughts of cash from the book 
deal. What was he going to spend it on? Beanie Babies. He had the 
Beanie Baby sickness, I could tell. Bongo the Monkey. Pinchers the 
Lobster. Even Chilly the Polar Bear. He’d get them, or he’d die trying. 
That’s the thing about the Beanie Baby train, once you get on board, 
you’re not getting off until you reach hell station. 
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MORRIS.  All right here’s the note from Vera Braxton’s will. “You 
have managed a somewhat surprising twist. The host is dead. Not 
especially groundbreaking, but I expected no better from writers of 
your caliber.”
CARSWELL.  Even in her will, she’s a condescending old bat. 
MORRIS.  “The deal stands. The game continues. Should one of 
you definitively prove who the murderer is, you shall receive the 
book deal.” 
GREGORY.  Yes! 
JENNIFER.  (Interrupting him.) What if someone else gets killed? 
MORRIS.  Um. “However, considering that the original task was 
to kill a fellow writer, which you have failed at, the deal does not 
apply to the killer of the host.”

Morris pauses. 
Everybody looks around. 

JENNIFER.  Well that’s a kick in the pants. If you murdered Del-
lacroix you’d be pretty peeved right now. 
MORRIS.  “As such, that prize is still in play. Kill one of your fellow 
writers,” she’s italicized that for emphasis and sarcasm, “and get 
away with it, and your prize will be granted.” 
BRENDA.  What did I tell you? More murders! 
GREGORY.  What if someone solves the murder of the host and a 
different writer is killed?
MORRIS.  I got a chart here. 

Morris holds up a chart. 
“Person A solves the murder of the host. No one else is killed. Per-
son A receives publication of their novel. Person A solves the mur-
der, Person B kills another writer and gets away with it. Person B 
gets the deal. Person A solves the murder, Person B kills a writer, 
and Person C solves the murder of the writer. Person C gets the 
book deal.”
BRENDA.  And then, I assume, if person D murders person C and 
gets away with it, person D gets the book deal. 
MORRIS.  Sure.
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BRENDA.  Until there’s only one of us left standing. That’s the only 
way to actually get published, isn’t it? 
MORRIS.  The publishing business is extremely competitive. 
BRENDA.  Logically—it’s the last writer standing. 
GREGORY.  Well, none of us are dead yet—
PENELOPE.  Dellacroix is dead! 
GREGORY.  He doesn’t count! You heard the will! 
VAMPETTA.  And Zak, for all we know, is dead too. And you 
killed him. 
DEBORAH.  You’re assuming a lot of competence on my hus-
band’s part and I resent it. 
GREGORY.  I didn’t kill Zak, but I absolutely know who killed 
Dellacroix. How do we make a guess? 
MORRIS.  You got one chance to make an accusation. If you’re 
right, you get the prize money— 
BRENDA.  Making you the next target. 
GREGORY.  I think I’ve already been a target, thank you very 
much! I AM READY TO SOLVE THE MURDER! 

Bella rings a bell. 
The lights change. 
Meyers enters. 

PENELOPE.  Captain Meyers?!
MEYERS.  I serve as the judge, when I’m not piloting the boat. 
Gives me something to do. 
PENELOPE.  I thought the ferry only ran once a day. 
MEYERS.  Yup. 

Penelope rushes over to her. 
PENELOPE.  Then you can take us back to the mainland! You can 
go get the police! You can stop this right now! 
MEYERS.  You hear that storm earlier? No one’s going anywhere. 
Besides, we have an actual guess from this yahoo, I’m required by 
contract to listen to it. 
GREGORY.  Awesome!
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MEYERS.  But not until I get some coffee!
She bangs on something for effect. 

It’s hard enough to deal with people when I’m not caffeinated. 
Bella. BELLA! 
BELLA.  I can hear you. 
MEYERS.  Coffee! 

Bella pours a drink. 
GREGORY.  So I just um…tell my theory?
MEYERS.  Is someone gonna fetch that for me or do I have to do 
everything myself?
PENELOPE.  I’ll get it. 

Penelope goes to get the coffee. 
MEYERS.  You get one chance. 

She produces a gavel and bangs it. 
Oh man I love this thing. 

She bangs the gavel again as Penelope returns with the coffee. 
DEBORAH.  Don’t screw this up, Greg. 
GREGORY.  All right then!

Gregory takes a deep breath—then takes center stage and 
struts around as he explains his theory.

It had me stumped, I had to admit. Who killed the butler? Why kill 
the butler? And how was he murdered? 
CARSWELL.  There’s a knife sticking out of his back, genius. 
GREGORY.  Too simple. Has anyone ever heard of something 
called Chekhov’s gun? 
VAMPETTA.  Yes, we are all professional writers—I learned about 
Chekhov’s gun when I was three. 
JENNIFER.  Chekhov’s gun is a phaser. 
GREGORY.  Exactly. And in Star Trek there was a rule that if…
CARSWELL.  Just stop talking you idiot. 
GREGORY.  No I know this! If there’s a phaser in act one, then the 
phaser has to go off in act two. Or something like that. If you reveal 
a murder weapon in the beginning, it has to be used in the end. So 
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what was revealed early on? A snake. Two jumping deadly spiders. 
Scorpions. A cliff. 
VAMPETTA.  And several dozen poisons. 
GREGORY.  So that means…what was the murder weapon? ALL 
OF THEM. And once I realized that, everything clicked together. It 
started when I suggested to Bella that I tip her in smiles. Do you 
remember what you said to that? 
BELLA.  Um…that I don’t accept smiles because that’s stupid?
GREGORY.  Exactly. And why didn’t you accept smiles? Because 
you needed money. 
BELLA.  Right. 
GREGORY.  And what’s the best way to get money on this island? 
Kill someone. 
JENNIFER.  You’re saying Bella did it? 
GREGORY.  No. I’m saying Bella got paid to cut the lights, Bella got 
paid to be slow with the flashlight, Bella even got paid to give the 
signal when the men went to the bathroom. Who was paying Bella? 
JENNIFER.  Me?! You’re accusing me?!
GREGORY.  You were a part of it, but you weren’t the ringleader, 
and you weren’t the killer. The killer was: ALL OF THE WOMEN. 
You’re writers, you’re the most desperate people alive. So that means 
you could take the money from the book deal and split it six ways! 
DEBORAH.  You’re literally accusing your wife of this?! 
GREGORY.  First you got rid of Zak, because you thought he was 
annoying and terrible. 
VAMPETTA.  He was annoying and terrible. 
GREGORY.  But Dellacroix found out that you were breaking the 
rules and he was about to expose you, so you needed to get rid of 
him as well. And to do that, you used ALL the murder weapons. 
First, you poisoned him with a dart, needle, poisoned scarf, and 
contact lenses—then, you created a knife from dry ice, which you 
tied to a poisonous snake that was hanging from the ceiling and 
attached to the web of several deadly jumping spiders. And then for 
the coup de grace, an invisible scorpion fired from a crossbow from 
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across the room, which then caused Dellacroix to tumble through 
the window and onto the rocks below! Killing him. 
DEBORAH.  Remember, he’s still suffering from a head wound 
and an untreated concussion. 
GREGORY.  Because if I have learned anything from my marriage 
to this wonderful woman—

He points at the wrong woman—
PENELOPE.  Not me—
GREGORY.  Whoops—to this wonderful woman over here, it is 
that the female of the species is the deadliest—and also has a lot of 
ideas about how towels should be folded—
DEBORAH.  Because you do it wrong, Greg! 
GREGORY.  They’re towels! They don’t get wrinkles! 
DEBORAH.  They don’t fit in the linen closet if you don’t fold 
them the right way! 
GREGORY.  It’s always the right way with you, isn’t it? Everything 
Deborah does is right! Everything Greg does is wrong! 

He staggers about. 
I seem to have lost a lot of my blood from my brain. 

Gregory falls over. 
MEYERS.  I don’t even know what to call that. Morris? 
MORRIS.  Yes, Captain? 
MEYERS.  We have had an incorrect guess. 
MORRIS.  Right.

Morris takes out a large sticker that says “WRONG” and 
slaps it on Gregory’s forehead. 

DEBORAH.  He didn’t screw up my guess, did he?
JENNIFER.  It’s my turn! 
PENELOPE.  You’re guessing now?! 
JENNIFER.  I think I got it. It was hard to figure out at first, but 
then it occurred to me: This island is basically a small town. Just like 
Briar’s Notch, Vermont—it just happens to have a lot of weapons 
and deadly creatures, but at heart, this is a quaint little fishing village. 
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BELLA.  We don’t actually fish here. Our food gets shipped in at 
enormous expense and ecological harm. 
JENNIFER.  And if I know anything about small towns, it’s that a 
lot of people get murdered there. Because people have secrets. And 
cupcake shops. And when you’ve grown up in a place and you 
know everyone, there’s a lot of history there.

She approaches Bella.
I saw the way you looked at Dellacroix—your childhood sweet-
heart—he broke your heart, didn’t he? Because you couldn’t be 
together. His family never liked you. They thought you were trash. 
From the wrong side of the tracks—
BELLA.  There are literally no tracks on this island. 
JENNIFER.  And then you saw how Dellacroix was falling in love 
with a new woman: Penelope.
PENELOPE.  Me?!
JENNIFER.  Oh look at you sugar, you’re like a bug zapper for 
these men. All of them are gonna fly right into you and get their 
little wings burnt. And you’re so sweet you don’t even realize it. 
And Bella—we had good times, you gave me coffee, but I tasted 
something in that coffee—it was bitter. ’Cause your heart was in it. 
So you talked to your brother—

She points.
Norris. 
MORRIS.  Morris. 
JENNIFER.  Whichever. And y’all hatched a plan. It was easy to get 
Morris—right, Morris, one of them, to get behind Dellacroix in the 
secret passage—that’s where he watched us—
VAMPETTA.  Almost right, but you missed one thing. 
JENNIFER.  I didn’t miss anything you vampire! 
VAMPETTA.  It wasn’t for love that they killed him—
BELLA.  You think I killed him too?! 
VAMPETTA.  Look at the writers in this room. Are any of them 
good at any physical activity? No. That’s why we became writers! You 
think one of these uncoordinated bookworms could successfully hit 
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someone in the back with a knife in the dark?! No. You did it. And 
you used your servant Norris. He’s not your brother though, he’s 
bonded to you through a dark blood ritual through the tattoo on 
his upper thigh. 

She goes to examine Morris’ thigh—
MORRIS.  Please do not touch my thigh. 
JENNIFER.  He’s her brother! Look at the family resemblance! 
VAMPETTA.  No. They’re both members of an evil cult—a cult 
which they have kept secret from Norris’ twin, Morris. Norris was 
the one who was taking breaks—why? Because he had to ritually 
drain blood from the corpse of Vera Braxton, which is interred in 
the basement of this island—an island which is located precisely on 
a meridian that magnifies its diabolical significance—
JENNIFER.  That makes as much sense as boots on a fish! 

Jennifer leaps up to contest with Vampetta— She moves to 
Bella—

This one here was like, “If I can’t have him, no one will,” and that 
one there was like, “I can’t stand you being in pain, baby, I’ll do it 
whatever it takes.” “Even…murder?” “You bet.” 

Vampetta leaps up to contest Jennifer, she goes back and 
forth demonstrating. 

VAMPETTA.  Not everything is about broken hearts you house-
wife! She was like, “The blood of the innocent will fuel the end of 
the world.” 
JENNIFER.  End of the world?! 
VAMPETTA.  “I am your servant in all things. I will obey your 
dark desires.”
JENNIFER.  This is sick! She was a cheerleader and he was captain 
of the football team! 
VAMPETTA.  There are five people who live on this island! THERE 
IS NO FOOTBALL TEAM!
JENNIFER.  They were prom king and queen— 
VAMPETTA.  This is an apocalyptic cult designed to bring about the 
end of the world! If you spatter enough blood on the ebon crystals 
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