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DEAD TO THE LAST DROP

DEAD TO THE LAST DROP
By Ken Jones

SYNOPSIS: Dead to the Last Drop is a hilarious integactive murder
mystery that takes place in a coffeehouse and bookstore\called “Café
Caffeine.” The crazy cast of characters leads the audienc a maze of
funny twists and turns. Opportunities for audience and cast intera
a peak when the audience is allowed to vote on the e hat they want to
hear! There are four possible killers and four possi gs!

CAST OF CHARACT|
(3 MALES, 3 FEMAL

TULLY (M).eiiiiiiiiiiciiceiiee He ig a flamboyant, sarcastic, but
sensitive, man. JHe was trained as a
dancer often  plays chess

rofessionally. Tully  won the
ational limbo contest, but while
g an under-the-bar, half-twist,

ith a full body roll, he hurt his back and
m to  withdraw from  future

ompetitions. He is the main cook and
waiter at Café Caffeine, although he is
terrible at both skills. (168 lines)

DR. BILL KILDARE (m)....J........ Has a Ph.D. in English Literature. A
middle-aged book collector and scholar,
Kildare is often found in the back aisles
of very old libraries. Once he was found
removing antique books from a library.
A lawsuit  is  still pending.
(140 lines)
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CLARICE (f) coooeivieneeieieeee A beautiful woman in her thirties. She is
a waitress and an assistant to Ariel Ford.
Her job at Café Caffeine is secure,
because she is the only one capable of
working the cappuchinoAmachine. Her
dream would be to own a &offee house.

anonymous lover alls her’“Boots,
the only expla r which is her
long rooted love 0 r, movies and
military attir, S)

MIRANDA DE VERE (f) 5-30 years old.

ause her father Charles De Vere
ists that she remain pure. If she does
no her virginity, she will not

herit ’his fortune. The rumor is that
y have tested the validity of her
stity. (49 lines)

ROBERT LUDZESKI (m ..An undercover policeman, Robert is a
good-looking, young cop. He is
pretending to be an out-of-work student,
and if he bungles the case, he will indeed
be an out-of-work policeman. He is
staking out Café Caffeine in hopes of

Q catching a money laundering facility.
Q (238 lines)
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APRIEL FORD (f)..cccoviiiiiiiinn Is a woman on the go. She is the ex-wife
of Charles De Vere and one of the
stepmothers of Miranda (a fact she
wishes was not true). She is the boss of

Café Caffeine, but onlyfwhen Charles
allows her to be. bby is the
collecting and resto d rare
books. She lacksgtalent at rdnning a

restaurant, the the Café is
struggling. (148 line

PROPERTIES

Large Book- (Title- DEAD TO T A OP)
Plain Apron

Hula Skirt

Frilly Apron

Pen

Order pad

Placard and easel

Several antique bog
Numerous large co

ooooooooooobooboooab

S 000
rk gloves
Wikapped package- brown paper

Several kitchen cloths
Red ink- (simulated)
Cast iron frying pan

O00oo\go
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O Handgun
O Handcuffs
SCENE CHANGES
ACT ONE
“THE CRIME”
In this fast-paced act, the characters and the Café are i uced. The play is
seemingly heading in one direction, but suddenly, t murder! An act

break is not necessary between Acts One and Two.

ACT TWO

“THE INVESTIGATION”

The first half of Act Two finds the chara
detective reveals himself, and some inte
the suspects.

rs in shack after the murder. Our
ting facts begin to trickle out of

The second half of Act Two inc

the audience. The actors realize that
they are being watched and thef\ they i

the audience into their world.

The actors re-enact the eventsslgading up to the crime with the audience
making sure they do it corre Q
ACT THREE

“THE SOLUTION”
This act should op all the surviving actors available for questioning
by the audience. This sessiohg$ completely improvisational, but based on the
previous text. Thegguestion and answer session should last about 20 minutes.

play and present some clues to help set up the endings.
ive will ask the audience to vote on which actor they wish
ilty, and that ending will be played out.
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SETTING

The interior of Café Caffeine. A large, outrageous cappuccino machine sits
to one side. A bar and serving area is opposite. A few tables and chairs are
center. Bookcases line the perimeter of the room carrying af\assortment of
old, dusty books. Two wooden booths are crushed against\these walls.
Upstage of the tables and chairs sits a small stage. A ¢
stool, which rests next to a placard reading: M
APPEARING LIVE. A tacky headshot of this you
sign. To each side of this stage and to the rear are doors."@ne door leads to a
kitchen area. The other door leads to the bo and repair office.
Both doors have access to the upstairs apartme

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

PR CTION

In 1995, Dead to the Last Drog miered at THE LANDMARK THEATRE

located in the Omni Nethe el in Cincinnati, Ohio and ran for 250
performances.

O
Q
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ACT ONE
“THE CRIME”

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

Enter DR. BILL KILDARE, a middle-aged, co
book-collector. HE walks to a bookshelf, remo Q= ook, and sits at
one of the center tables. HE opens the book. Im iately, a crash

of lightening flashes and thunder is heard. Jhere9gja slight change in
the interior lighting. KILDARE begins to re % , a flamboyant,
sometimes outrageously wicked man, entersdiiom the kitchen. HE is
a waiter. TULLY crosses to the baf and tutns the stereo on. A
rhythmic, calypso beat plays and sweeps TULLY away. HE cannot
control his inner beat and begins to
TULLY sets eyes on KILLDARE.

from Behind the bar. HE ties the apron
hanges) his mind after seeing it on.
ut'andther apron. This apron is less waiter
ies it on, and HE is transformed into a

for a moment. However, this apron is not
. HE pulls out a frilly, Betty Crocker style

professor and

TULLY: A customer!

TULLY whips out an aprg
around his waist, but
Immediately, TULLY
and more HULA SKIRT.

the MAN’ he waits, TULLY begins to read the book over
the MAN er. Both TULLY and KILDARE move their head in
uniso cad down the page. When KILDARE flips the page,
both headsfe the pattern. TULLY absorbed in the book moves his

head closer t0 the unaware KILDARE. Both MEN are mouthing the
words of the book. THEY are whispering, but the words soon become
audible.
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TULLY AND KILDARE: (Growing louder.) ...the thunder echoes
outside capturing the two men within a cavern of sound. Their
hearts beat as one. Their souls joined in thought. Their voices
unified in a horrific... (THEIR faces inches apart, THEY see each
other.) ...SCREAM! (THEY both scream!)

KILDARE: Holy cow, you scared me.

TULLY: Me scare you? | haven't screamed like t gelina

married Brad!
KILDARE: May | see a menu?
TULLY: Sorry.
KILDARE: Isn't this a restaurant?
TULLY: Yes.
KILDARE: But | can’t see a menu?

TULLY: Nope.

KILDARE: Why not?

TULLY: Don’t have menus, it's all up hegi ol’ noggin.
KILDARE: Well, can | hear whayyou have?

TULLY: Nope.

KILDARE: Why not?!
TULLY: Because | forgot.
KILDARE: Special.
TULLY: No, just slow., | a ad trouble in school —
KILDARE: Specials. your specials?
TULLY: Are you slow? _Lj
KILDARE: Coul
TULLY: Sure.

KILDA haven’t ordered anything.
/ that. But | am supposed to say, ‘Will that be all?’

KILDARE: Yes, that will be all.

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

TULLY: —someone’s got a bee in their bonnet—
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KILDARE: —yes, anyways—

TULLY: —cat pee in your cornflakes this morning?!—

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

MIRANDA: Hi, Tully!

TULLY: Miranda, my dear, is tonight the night

MIRANDA: Yes, I'm scared to death.

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

MIRANDA: Professor Kildare? What ar

KILDARE: Miranda, dear? I...well...I1£. j

TULLY: ...some soup? So the ‘Goad Doctor) knows our little song
bird?

MIRANDA: He was my professofmy friend...my...

KILDARE: One semester. Th [. Just one semester.

TULLY: One semester is all iktakes®

KILDARE: Yes, well... An inding out what's on the menu?

TULLY: Oh! Sorry. Yes ht's special is soup.

KILDARE: That's it?

TULLY: We have t S*Barley, pea, chicken, chicken noodle,
beef, beef noodle le, corn chowder, seafood chowder,
and clam.

KILDARE: |see. YouKk

serves soup

performing?

TULL ably because we just got the can opener fixed.

TULLY: alling to the kitchen.) Chicken soup!

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

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

KILDARE: TI'll have a coffee.
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TULLY: What kind?
KILDARE: Black coffee.
TULLY: What kind?
KILDARE: The kind from the...coffee bean.

TULLY: Oh, nurse, take my stitches out, | want t
Mister, this is a coffeehouse and bookstore. A thpusagpd books, a
thousand coffees.

KILDARE: What kind do you have?

TULLY: Anything special we might have etween us...is
definitely over! (Taking a deep breath.) We _cappuchino,
cappa cappuchino, espresso, mochay/ mo cha, mocha
swiss, java, java swiss, java mocha o0— (CLARICE
enters from the kitchen picking up whegre eft off.)

CLARICE: (A young, beautiful, toygh waitress.) —Irish coffee,
Swedish coffee, and Norwegianf\iced coffee. Mexican Mud,
Columbian Caffeine Clog, and Ti ar— (SHE breathes.
TULLY takes over.)

TULLY: Red Cherry, Vanilla

, and Chocolate Paradise.

inte

KILDARE: Wow. They soun .

TULLY: They're exotic dape the next town. | just wanted to see

KILDARE: What was the

TULLY: Cappuchino

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

if you were paying atte %
KILDARE: I'll have tha
KILDARE: J

get me the cappuchino with whipped cream.
's your man, you always get whipped cream.

(TULLY ge e kitchen. KILDARE goes back to reading the
book BE" enters and crosses to the cappuchino machine.

SH he pair of goggles hanging from the side of the
3 places them over her eyes. SHE also puts on heavy

10
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CLARICE: All clear! (MIRANDA, hearing the warning, drops to the
floor. Pulling the handle, the cappuchino machine comes to life.
Unnatural noises fill the room. KILDARE become frightened for
his life. The lights dim on and off from the power drain as the
machine coughs to life. Finally, the moment clim with a plop
of coffee falling into the tiny cup. CLARIC oves her

protective gear, MIRANDA resumes her work r, and
KILDARE climbs back into his chair. CLARI es the’drink to
the bar. TULLY enters with a can of Read . HE begins to
shake the can. This shaking builds until H s the whip

s Mdrained. HE
cappuchino to

cream over the cup and saucer. T
returns to the kitchen. CLARICE
KILDARE.)
CLARICE: Here you go.
KILDARE: Thank you.
CLARICE: Your soup will be right out.
KILDARE: Great. By the way, |fas hoping to meet the owner.
CLARICE: He’s not here, but ord manages the place.
KILDARE: Yes, well, could |

CLARICE: No.
KILDARE: Isthisnotag
CLARICE: No, it's fine. prnings are when the bombs are

dropped. Inthe e
KILDARE: 1see. Are t

st experience the fallout.
blems?

CLARICE: | han shell. | can give her your name?
KILDARE:
CLARICE: r. Kildare. Enjoy the cappuchino.

11
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CLARICE: You're choking?! Oh, my God! (SHE runs behind him
and begins the HEIMLICH maneuver.) It's probably a fishbone.
Tully made the chowder in it last week. He thought the
cappuchino machine would make it thicker. (Breaking away from
her.)

KILDARE: No. Doctor. | am a doctor.

CLARICE: Such a big chest for a doctor.

KILDARE: Yes, well, whatever.

CLARICE: TI'll tell Ms. Ford that you're here. (P, by MIRANDA.)
Miranda, dear, is tonight your performance?

MIRANDA: Yes, and I'm dying to get started
CLARICE: (To audience.) The way yc wish you'd die
he

before you get started. (CLARICE exits | pook office.)

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

TULLY: Here’s your so ister. (He starts away.)
KILDARE: Doctof.
TULLY: What?

KILDARE: Do

Ged! He's choking! (He begins the HEIMLICH
maneuveRo DARE.) It's a furball! | swear | told them to keep
S'kitchen! (KILDARE breaks away.)

KILDA fine. I'm a doctor! Not a mister. A doctor! Do you

TULLY: N alf as much as | like to! (TULLY turns and spots
ROBERT. HE fixes his hair and moves in.) May | help you?

ROBERT: I'm a little hungry.

TULLY: Soam I.

ROBERT: What do you have?

12
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TULLY: Anything you want?

ROBERT: Soup?

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

ROBERT: What kinda soups do you have?

TULLY: Barley, pea, chicken, chicken noodle, beeffbeef noodle,
vegetable, corn chowder, seafood chowder, and clam!

ROBERT: They all sound good.

TULLY: So innocent...so naive.

ROBERT: [I'll have the chicken noodle.

TULLY: (Yelling.) Chicken noodle!

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

dle
TULLY: (Yelling.) Hold his noodle and sti init! (HE winks
at ROBERT and exits to the kitchij litanda, are you using

amplification tonight?
MIRANDA: Four speakers!
TULLY: | need an aspirin.
MIRANDA: I'm sorry. Do you h
TULLY: No. | just want the
my ears. (HE goes to ex
stops TULLY.)
CLARICE: Tully, she’s o
TULLY: Whatis it this fi
CLARICE: The build
TULLY: That's becaus
the highways.
CLARICE: | haven't se
stay clear.

a headache?
at the top of the bottle to stuff in
enters from the office and

ow up this morning.
struction workers are busy tearing up

a worker here yet...oh well, you'd better

ope is that before she makes me start crating up
books...a tornado will drop a house on her.
e kitchen. CLARICE crosses down to DR.

se me, Doctor. Ms. Ford—Ariel—would like me to
ask yo t it is that you want?

KILDARE: It's about books.

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

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

13
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CLARICE: | see.

KILDARE: I could make an appointment for another time?

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

KILDARE: Yes. Thank you.

CLARICE: If you want to look at another book, th
browse.

KILDARE: Thank you. | will. (CLARICE exits t . ARE
moves to the book shelves and begins to e at the titles.
MIRANDA wanders downstage. SHE sees T)

MIRANDA: Excuse me, have you been helped?

ROBERT: Yes. The waiter. You know...t waiter.

MIRANDA: Tully.

ROBERT: Yes.

MIRANDA: First time to Café Caffeing':

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

MIRANDA: Really? | pegged you for a guy.

ROBERT: Why?

MIRANDA: Your jeans don't e holes in them, and your hair is
combed. That usually means yo om the richer areas.

ROBERT: I'm from Califogai iginally. (Excited by this, SHE pulls

a chair over to his boo m

MIRANDA: Wow! Califo
it?

feel free to

San Francisco?
ROBERT: LA.
MIRANDA: Wow! Do
ROBERT: Besid

thought it was cool.
MIRANDA: I’ ing there one day... To launch my singing career.
ROBERT: i

e riots, fires, earthquakes and murder...yeah, |

MIRANDA: da De Vere. You know...I'm the act here.
ROBER are! Wow! Been playing here a long time?
MIRA anight’s my first time.

ROBERT:
special.

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

Oh, | think it's important that everyone’s first time is

14
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ROBERT: Except that you're a little young.

MIRANDA: I'm twenty-five.

ROBERT: | thought you were in high school.

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

ROBERT: Well...

MIRANDA: My dad makes me wear these outfits et me
grow up. | have a leather miniskirt, chains, an e ring that | put
on when | go out.

ROBERT: A nose ring?

MIRANDA: | used to have a belly-butt6 but one day, |
accidently though it was my jacket ooh, that was
messy.

ROBERT: Do you know the manager 0f this bujlding?

MIRANDA: Ariel Ford. She’s okay. is storejused to belong to her
number one ex-husband. She got it ettlement. Made it her
pride and joy. She decided ut the books in here. She loves
old books. She repairs the the back. Ex-husband number two
came along and bought thé.who k for a song.

ROBERT: How?

MIRANDA: He had a
apartments upstair
builders in here t

inspectdr come in here and declare the

condemned. She’s been trying to get the

i 0 specs. So anyways, he bought up
the whole block. Ow ything. He’s money crazy.

ROBERT: Is this es De Vere we're talking about?

MIRANDA: Hear of him ilngalifornia?

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

MIRANDA: | he's famous all right.

ROBERT: Wow. Dogs he live here?
MIRA : e is upstairs. I've seen it. He's got pictures of
hi all these famous people. Rock stars, foreign

ovie stars. He has a picture of the President, but it's

15
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ROBERT: But when | started college, | wanted to be just like him.
Know everything. Do everything. Make millions of dollars. Write
books about it. Have affairs with beautiful women. Write books
about it. Do nothing but have a good time. Have other people
write books about it. So you've actually met Mr. De ¥ere?

MIRANDA: The minute | was born. He’s my father, (ARIEL FORD
enters. Busy, vibrant, fast. SHE charges i with
CLARICE close behind.)

ARIEL: Has anyone seen a squatty little m calls himself a

carpenter?
% les had to hire
nyat we get. (SHE

CLARICE: No.
know if's my life's dream to

ARIEL: | bet he was the runt of the li
someone that would make me angr
checks the bar for dust.) Clarice, |

CLARICE: (Sarcastically.) Well, y

serve you.

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

TULLY: Was that her?

crosses down to t
little noodle.
ROBERT: Than

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

16
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CLARICE: Clear! (MIRANDA hits the deck. Pots and pans falling in
the kitchen can be heard. CLARICE pulls the handle. Again, the
cappuchino machine screams and sputters. The lights flicker from
the power. Finally, it squirts coffee into the cup.) All clear!

ROBERT: Why does everyone get so frightened?

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

ROBERT: Did anyone get hurt?

MIRANDA: Two waiters were severely froth
squad to turn the darn thing off. | thought Arie
machine, but she just had this one fixed ead.
something about finances. (ARIEL bursts eiroom.)

ARIEL: Clarice, my cappuchino! (TULLYX.e

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

TULLY: This kinda talk makes me ike I'm in a Tennessee

Williams’ play. (TULLY fafning himself exits back into the
kitchen.)
ARIEL: My God, Clarice, t a wearing? You look like a
melting sno-cone.
CLARICE: | know I can dlways expect a compliment from you.
ARIEL: 1 need to set,upga dressjcode! Oh, my Lord! Miranda, is
tonight you debut?
MIRANDA: Yes, Ariel.

took the bomb
get a new

ARIEL: Then Il to schedule a meeting with my therapist for
tomorrow. Oh, Claric
CLARICE: Ye liege.

ted to meet with you...

ing...?

ROBERT: hoping to get a job, maybe here?

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

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

17
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ARIEL: A job.

CLARICE: Don'tdoit! Get away while you can!

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

ROBERT: Robert Ludzedski.

ARIEL: Bobby.

ROBERT: Robert.

ARIEL: Bob, can you do construction work?

ROBERT: Some.

ARIEL: Drywall, electrical and plumbing?

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

ARIEL: Oh, | bet you are.

MIRANDA: | can't believe this. She has arks older than

him.
ARIEL: Miranda, dear, don't you nged to get a tune-up for your
guitar?

MIRANDA: I'm ready to go.

ARIEL: Then go.

MIRANDA: Tonight's my sh

ARIEL: Tonight | wish yo hot!

ROBERT: Mommy?
ARIEL: Step-mommy..

ARIEL: Yeg pu sing your little songs. Fine. Bobby, I'm so
¢ we? A job. Of course... (SHE drinks from her
#”gets whipped cream on her upper lip.) ...Rob,

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

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

ARIEL: Please, must you remind me of him?

18
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MIRANDA: Robert actually admires Daddy. Don't you, Robert?

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

ARIEL: —Baywatch! Yes, | know. We've all heardfgow he gave
mouth to mouth resuscitation to that Pamela Andersony
TULLY: He tried to give her a massage, but he to his

elbows in her cleavage.
CLARICE: And then they started dating.
MIRANDA: That could have been Mommy num e! | would
have killed myself.
ARIEL: | can always dream. Now, Robert @ don’t you trot on

upstairs and take a look around? Seeguwf ¢an do.
ROBERT: Yes, ma’am. Uh, how much do | owe you for the soup?
ARIEL: Don't worry about that.

CLARICE: Ms. Ford, the rent is due.
ARIEL: We'll deduct it from you
ROBERT: (Disappointed.) O
CLARICE: Dr. Kildare (KILDARE s
KILDARE: Yes.

t week's wages.
E exits through the office door.)

ester.
MIRA 2 was a superb teacher. Always had time for me.
g'when | needed him.

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

ARIEL: Is there a reason you're here? Now? In front of these
people?
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KILDARE: | came to inquire about a book. (SHE knows everyone is
listening so she pretends to show him books.)

ARIEL: One of my books?

KILDARE: Rare books.

ARIEL: | have many. Charles Dickens’ first failure, “
Cities”.

KILDARE: Not Dickens.

ARIEL: Twain’s little known sequel, “Injun Joe;
Me"?

KILDARE: More of a classic.

ARIEL: You mean Jackie Collins?

KILDARE: It's actually a private matter.

ARIEL: Would you like to step into my r , office?

KILDARE: Please.

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

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

TULLY: Miranda, dear, | wastthink what you were talking to me
about before.

MIRANDA: So?
TULLY: 1 think | have a sQlu

MIRANDA: You do?
TULLY: It's a little devi
MIRANDA: Is it
TULLY: Sinisinthe ey
MIRANDA: eed, point.

ale of Three

ot a Crush On

the beholder.

(MIRANDA rushes into the kitchen with
TULLY. crosses to the phone. Dials.)

CLARICE: WHello? Good, it's you. Listen, we almost got caught. |
was ed" = will hate me when she finds out. Maybe | could

nd talk to you about our little problem? (Pause.)
can’t be

low could you even think such a thing? (Pause.) |
e the way you...listen, who does all the covering for
you? | thought | meant more. (SHE slams down the phone.
Rushing to a stack of books on a shelf, she grabs the biggest one
and run through the house. BILL, KILDARE and ARIEL enter
arguing.)
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KILDARE: This is no joke. We are running out of time! If | don’t get
that book—

ARIEL: Why should | care? You can't come back into my life and
think I'm going to jump at whatever you say.

KILDARE: You could even the score. Do you thin
give you a dime? It's hers. Everything is hers. t me take
something that can be our way out of here.

ARIEL: Listen, there is nothing. Now pleaseglgave.
business that | need to run. (SHE storms Qu e office. BILL
crosses to the phone and dials.)

KILDARE: It's Bill. No, | don’t have it ye 0./She’s having
second thoughts...I don’t care. This is the century, and
I’'m not going to let some sniveling sogi . I've got a plan.
Fine. (Pause.) In a couple of haurs. See ya. (TULLY enters.
Wiping something off his hands wi ILDARE, unaware of
TULLY, heads toward the office.)

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

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

TULLY: All right.

KILDARE: Thank yo
CLARICE rushes in p

TULLY: Clarice, wh

CLARICE: |don't want
TULLY tries to

TULLY: No, don't go i re! (CLARICE pushes past him.) It's a
mess in thekel (HE runs after her. ARIEL bursts from the office
with a red liquid<@ll over her hands. The liquid is actually an ink

to get this off my hands! (SHE turn to go into the
s into KILDARE, who is stealing a book. KILDARE

ARIEL runs into the kitchen where we hear the clang of a frying
pan. TULLY rushes out holding a frying pan.)
TULLY: |think I've killed her! (CLARICE rushes in screaming.)
CLARICE: Blood! Everywhere! She’s dead!
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KILDARE: Dead!
ARIEL: (Staggering in holding her head.) Could someone please
catch me?

TULLY: 1 will.

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

CLARICE: Oh, my God, Miranda is dead! (ROB in from

the office with a gun drawn.)

ROBERT: Freeze! (THEY all raise their hands£A
behind the bar.) | said freeze, lady, or I'll sho
again. Like a board behind the bar.)

BLACKOUT.

S
5
S
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ACT TWO
“THE INVESTIGATION”

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

e. The actors
e the audience
ing up to the

The second half of ACT TWO includes the audi
realize that they are being watched, and then t
into their world. The actors reenact the events
crime with the audience making sure they d tly.

AT RISE:
MUSIC is heard throughout the BLACKOUT. Lights up to reveal the
CAFE. ROBERT is in control. ARIELSis lying on the bar with her legs
hanging over the edge. TULLY is bes L holding a huge ice
bag on her head. CLARICE is/8eated in a booth to one side, and
BILL is leaning against a book on the opposite side of the stage.
EVERYONE is talking wildly.
improvement.)

CLARICE: | love a ma

ARIEL: (To TULLY\Jully, tell me what it looks like.

ROBERT: All right. C
(THEY still keep talki

ne please calm down? Please.
e a gun, and | will use it. (No

ARIEL: It's allgi Just tell me if it's bad.
TULLY: I'd
ARIEL: I'm !
TULLY: JAell“lets” just say that if anyone wants to take a family

pictd Oumight want to stand in the back.
g.) Oh, my God! I'm disfigured! | have an ugly bruise

ARIE
on my fa

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

ARIEL: Comfort is what | was going for.

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

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

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

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

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

ARIEL: (Being interrupted.) How rude!

CLARICE: The way he keeps pulling that thi you'd think he
was in a militia.

TULLY: Most men can wave it around, b
use it.

ROBERT: Hey! That's enough. No he police, but it
seems like there won’t be anybody on the scene for a little while.
All police officers are tied up with af accident on the highway.

CLARICE: What are we going to do?

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

TULLY: Why did we put her i the r? |1 mean, she’s so close to
the succotash.

ARIEL: Please, Tully, t
about.

CLARICE: | have a

ROBERT: Shoot.

CLARICE: Who

ew know how to

te ex-step-daughter you're talking

TULLY: (Nudging ARIEL.) This is where you're supposed to cry.
ARIEL: Oh. (Bursting into tears.) Oh, my God. Little Miranda.
Poor, sweet, stupid Miranda. Poor, untalented, spoiled-brat
Miranda. Poor—
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KILDARE: We get the picture! (ARIEL stops.)

CLARICE: Are you sure she was murdered?

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

KILDARE: A comedian.

ROBERT: As a matter of fact, it seems Miss De t only
struck over the head with a blunt object but a abbed to death
with a— (THEY all gasp.) spoon!

ARIEL: How horrible!

KILDARE: A spoon?

TULLY: What a way to go.

CLARICE: It must have been very painf

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

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

ROBERT: No, I didn’'t drop a%loo e at the scene, if that's what
you mean.

CLARICE: Why were yod here?

ROBERT: A money laugdering scheme. There were reports that
counterfeit mon peing laundered throughout this
establishment.
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