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SUGGESTED STAGE SETTING 
 
The living room of Veronica Loring’s weekend retreat in New York’s Catskills. 
 
A raised foyer, front door and front windows are UC.  A console table is by the front 
door.  A silver salver is on the console table.  A hallway to another part of the house is 
SR off the foyer. 
 
In the living room itself, a bar and two stools are UR, a stereo system is SR, a 
fireplace is SL, and a closet is DL.  There is a conversational grouping of furniture in 
the center of the room - a sofa US, with end tables on either side of it, and chairs SR 
and SL.  The end tables must be of a configuration so that they have corners on them.  
The SL end table has a lamp on it. 
 
DR there is an office alcove off the living room with a bookcase wall, drawing board, 
stool and desk.  A telephone, lamp, in-basket, address book, and brass letter opener are 
on the desk.  A waste basket sits beside the desk.  A sketch on the drawing board 
shows a figure of a woman, dressed in a straight sheath and a medium-length tuxedo-
style jacket.  Among the books in the bookcase are a framed cover of Vogue and objets 
d’art, including a small box.  In the box is the key to the center desk drawer. 
 
 
 
 
 
ACT I - SCENE i - About 12:30 a.m. on a Friday morning in mid-December 
 SCENE ii - Early afternoon on the following Monday 
 SCENE iii - Shortly thereafter 
   
ACT II - SCENE i - Early evening on the same day 
 SCENE ii - Late evening on the same day 
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CHARACTERS 
 
 
Ed McAvoy - Chief of Police - Late 50’s - Dresses casually - Carries his 

revolver in a holster on his left hip in the crossdraw position. 
 

Larry Parker - Rookie police officer and McAvoy’s nephew - Early 20’s - 
Dresses in full police trooper winter uniform. 
 

Jennifer Rooney - Former model - Veronica Loring’s long-time friend and her 
partner in L & R Fashions - Late 40’s. 
 

David Loring - Veronica Loring’s brother and Road Manager for L & R 
Fashions - Mid 30’s. 
 

Roger St. Ives - Owner of St. Ives Fashions - Former employer of Veronica 
and Jennifer - Late 50’s - Eccentric, somewhat pompous, and a 
gusher - Dresses in loud colors.  (But, please, resist the urge to 
make him gay in a stereotypical way.) 
 

Jack Dunbar - A designer for L & R Fashions - Late 30’s - Handsome. 
 

Kim Dunbar - Jack’s wife - Mid 30’s - Pretty and catty. 
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ACT 1 - SCENE 1 
 

(At Rise: It is night.  The stage lights are very dim.  The light 
from the headlights and blue flashers of a police car can be seen 
shining through the front windows.) 
 
(The headlights are switched off.) 
 
(Pause.) 
 
(The doorbell rings.) 
 
(Pause.) 
 
(The doorbell rings.) 

 
(Larry appears outside the first window.  He shines a 
flashlight inside and pans the room with it.  He places the 
flashlight under his armpit and attempts to open the window.  
It is locked.  He makes the rounds of the other three locked 
windows, spending a few moments at each one in an attempt to 
force it open.) 

 
(While Larry is working on the third window, McAvoy enters 
at the front door, leaving the door open.  He crosses to the 
fourth window, as Larry attempts to open it, and raps on the 
glass directly in front of Larry’s face.) 

 
(Larry jumps backward, wide-eyed.  He slips and falls.  From 
out of sight in his prone position on the porch, he shines the 
flashlight through the window at McAvoy, then over to the 
open front door, then back to McAvoy again.) 

MCAVOY 
You gonna stay out there and play in the snow or come in here and help me? 

(Larry turns the flashlight off.) 
 

(McAvoy crosses into the living room, switching on the lamp 
beside the sofa.) 

 
(The SL lights come up.) 
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LARRY 
(He enters at the front door.) 

Jeez, Uncle Ed, you scared me nearly half to death.  How’d you get the door open, 
anyway?  With one of those fancy lock-pick devices? 

(He closes the door, then flips up the wall switch in the foyer.) 
 

(The SR lights come up.) 

MCAVOY 
(He holds up a key.) 

Fanciest lock-pick device known to man, Larry.  It’s called a key.  And in the six 
weeks you’ve had this job, do you realize how many times I’ve had to remind you not 
to call me ‘Uncle Ed’ while we’re working?  You’ve lived here all your life.  You 
ought to know by now how people in this village love to gossip. 

LARRY 
But there’s no one --- 

MCAVOY 
No buts, Larry.  While we’re on duty it’s either ‘Chief,’ ‘Chief McAvoy’ or ‘Sir.’ 

LARRY 
Sorry, Uncle Ed.  It just slipped out.  I’ll try and be more careful. 

MCAVOY 
We’re on duty now!  Don’t you listen to yourself?  You just did it again. 

LARRY 
There’s just the two of us here. 

MCAVOY 
So it’s the perfect time to practice, isn’t it?  If you keep calling me ‘Uncle Ed’ when 
we’re alone, you’re going to continue to let it slip out in front of other people. 

LARRY 
But the whole village knows I’m your nephew.  It’s hardly a big secret. 

MCAVOY 
Look, Larry, you’re going to be a good cop.  You graduated from the Sheriff’s Basic 
Police Training program with honors.  Trust me, you would have gotten this job 
based on your qualifications.  There’s no point in drawing attention to our 
relationship so that people ignore those qualifications and bellyache about nepotism.  
Okay? 

LARRY 
Okay ... Chief.  But where did you get the key?  I went through her purse and didn’t 
find a house key.  The only keys she had were the car keys that I took out of the 
ignition. 
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MCAVOY 
(He crosses to the office alcove and switches on the desk lamp.) 

 
(The office alcove lights come up.) 

 
I would have expected the sheriff to at least teach you rookie cops what every rookie 
burglar knows.  Spare keys are usually found under the door mat, over the door sill or 
in a potted plant. 

LARRY 
Where did you find this one? 

MCAVOY 
In the porch light.  Only your more experienced burglars - and more experienced cops 
- know about that. 

(He picks up a framed cover of Vogue from a bookcase shelf 
and looks at it.) 

LARRY 
(He glances over McAvoy’s shoulder.) 

She sure was a beautiful woman, wasn’t she, Chief? 

MCAVOY 
Mmmm.  Very.  Veronica Loring was one of the top fashion models in the world 
some years back.  A true super-model. 

LARRY 
Did you know her? 

MCAVOY 
Not really.  Saw her in town occasionally.  What I know about her comes from the 
town busybody. 

LARRY 
Ahh, Aunt Lucille. 

MCAVOY 
And you don’t call her ‘Aunt’ Lucille when we’re on duty, either. 

LARRY 
Yes, sir. 

MCAVOY 
According to Lucille, Ms. Loring and another super-model decided they’d rather be 
the puppeteers than the puppets.  They formed their own fashion house and started 
designing and marketing their own line of clothes.  L & R Fashions, I believe she said. 

(He hands the key to Larry.) 
Here.  Better put this back just in case we need it again. 
 

(Larry takes the key and crosses toward the front door.) 
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(McAvoy replaces the frame on the shelf, then casually leafs 
through the sketches on the drawing board.) 

LARRY 
(He picks up a Snoopy key ring from the silver salver on the 
console table by the front door.  There are a half dozen keys on 
the ring.) 

Chief?  This may explain why there wasn’t a house key in her purse. 
(He crosses back toward McAvoy, holding each key from the 
ring up to the spare key for comparison.) 

MCAVOY 
Do any match? 

LARRY 
Yes, sir. 

(The fourth key he tries is a duplicate of the spare.  He holds 
the two together for McAvoy to see. 

This sort of ties in with what Doc Krider said up at the pass.  About her going like the 
devil?  She must have been in one heck of a hurry when she left here to forget her 
house key 

(He hands Snoopy to McAvoy, then turns and crosses back 
toward the front door, holding up the spare key over his 
shoulder.) 

I’ll put this one back in its hiding place. 
(He exits at the front door, leaving it open, reaches up and 
replaces the key in the porch light.  He exits from sight.) 

 
(McAvoy crosses back to the desk and tosses the key ring onto 
the desk top.) 

 
(The telephone rings.) 

MCAVOY 
(He picks up the telephone receiver.) 

(Into the phone.) Loring residence. ... Yeah.  Whatcha got, Doc? ... 
 

(The flashing blue lights are switched off.) 
 
Such as? ... At the base of the skull? ... Are you sure? ... If Larry said she was wearing 
them, then she was.  But hold on a second and I’ll double check. 

(He covers the mouthpiece with his hand.) 
(Shouting toward the open front door.) Larry?! 

LARRY 
(He enters at the front door.) 

Yeah, Chief? 
(He closes the door.) 

What’s up? 
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MCAVOY 
(He gestures with the telephone receiver.) 

It’s Doc Krider.  He’s got some questions about the accident. 
 

(Larry crosses into the living room.) 
 
Up at the pass, you said that Ms. Loring had been wearing her glasses.  Did she 
actually have them on or were they just in the car with her? 

(He holds the telephone receiver up toward Larry so that the 
caller can hear the response.) 

LARRY 
They were broken where her head hit the side window, but she still had them on 
when I got down to the car.  I took them off the body myself and put them in the bag 
with the rest of her personal effects. 

(He crosses to the stereo.) 

MCAVOY 
(He puts the telephone receiver back to his ear to finish his 
conversation with the doctor.) 

(Into the phone.) Did you get all that? ...  
 

(Larry squats down in front of the stereo and pushes the 
‘Power’ button.) 

 
(The strains of a familiar piece of classical music boom forth 
from the stereo speakers.) 

 
(McAvoy motions for Larry to turn down the sound.) 

 
(Larry is already reaching for the volume control knob and 
twists it.) 

 
(The loudness is cut so that the music is just audible.) 

 
(McAvoy continues his conversation with the doctor while the 
following business takes place.) 

 
(Larry twists the selection knob on the tuner to a Country-
Western station.) 

 
(Country/Western music plays softly from the stereo 
speakers.) 

 
(Larry crosses to the desk, casually looks at some papers in the 
in-basket and leafs through the address book while he waits.) 
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MCAVOY (CONTINUED) 
How sure are you about your suspicions? ... An autopsy will become part of the public 
record, won’t it? ... If someone went to all this trouble to cover up a murder, I don’t 
want it a matter of public record just yet. ... Do me a favor, Doc.  You said it yourself.  
You’re no forensic pathologist.  Just forget about the broken vertebrae and fill out the 
certificate as ‘accidental death.’ ... If you don’t officially file the certificate, it’s not 
really falsification. ... Well, what do you say? ... Look, Doc, this is Thursday.  Give 
me until Tuesday noon, okay? ... That’s only five days.  If it will make you feel any 
better, I’ll make it an official request.  In writing.  How’s that?  Then you can cover 
your tail if anyone questions it and I’ll back you up.  Okay? ... Tuesday noon.  
Thanks, buddy. 

(He quickly recradles the telephone receiver.) 

LARRY 
Is there a problem, Chief? 

MCAVOY 
Yeah, a big one.  Doc says that it was a blow to the base of the skull that killed Ms. 
Loring and it doesn’t look like it occurred in the car crash.  He wouldn’t even have 
looked that closely, except your accident report said she had been wearing glasses. 

LARRY 
What’s so strange about that? 

MCAVOY 
Nothing.  Except, according to the Doc, she was also wearing contact lenses. 

LARRY 
Contacts and glasses both? 

MCAVOY 
That’s right.  Your wife wears contacts, doesn’t she? 

LARRY 
Yeah.  But not at the same time. 

MCAVOY 
I know that.  But when she’s wearing her contacts, does she carry a pair of glasses in 
her purse? 

LARRY 
Sure.  As backup.  If she loses a contact, she’s as blind as a bat.  What?  You think Ms. 
Loring was killed somewhere else and the murderer sees the glasses in her purse, puts 
them on her, not realizing that she’s already wearing contacts, then runs her car over 
the embankment to make it look like she missed the curve? 
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MCAVOY 
It’s a definite possibility.  And now you see firsthand how important it is to be 
thorough in your observation and reporting.  If you hadn’t noted that she was wearing 
those glasses, Doc Krider wouldn’t have given a second thought to her having contact 
lenses, wouldn’t have looked any further, and this would have gone into the books as 
a traffic accident with no more said about it. ... Now, if it was a blow just to the left of 
the base of the skull that killed her and that blow didn’t happen in the car crash, 
where was she killed? 
 

(Larry sits there on the edge of the desk for a few seconds, 
waiting for McAvoy to continue, not realizing that the question 
hadn’t been rhetorical.) 

 
Well? 

LARRY 
J ... j ... jeez, Chief, g ... g ... gimme a break.  We only just found out that she was 
murdered.  I guess ... I guess we’ll probably have to do a background check.  And ... 
and probably early tomorrow morning, we’ll have to search the overlook area by the 
pass for clues. 

MCAVOY 
We already have our first clue, Larry.  In fact you’re the one who found it. 

(He holds up the Snoopy key ring.) 
The reason this wasn’t in her purse may very well be because ... ? 

(He tosses the key ring to Larry.) 

LARRY 
(He looks at the key ring, then at McAvoy, then back at the 
key ring.) 

Because she was already dead when she left here? 

MCAVOY 
Could be.  Let’s have a look around.  Doc says that the mark left by the blow that 
killed Ms. Loring was small, blunt and wedged-shaped.  You start with the rooms in 
the other wing.  I’ll take this area in here and the dining room and kitchen. 

LARRY 
What about notifying the next of kin?  Maybe we can find out who to call from this. 

(He wiggles the address book back and forth in his hand.) 

MCAVOY 
I think we’ll hold off on any notifications for now. 

(He takes the address book from Larry and sets it back down 
on the desk top.) 

Until we can determine just what we’ve got to tell anyone. 

LARRY 
(He nods and crosses toward the hallway, then stops.) 

Uh, Chief, what exactly are we looking for? 
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MCAVOY 
Anything out of the ordinary.  Something where it shouldn’t be. ... Like the glasses 
when she was wearing contacts.  And the house key on the table instead of in her 
purse.  And just as important, keep an eye out for nothing where something should be. 

LARRY 
(He exits down the hallway.) 

That’s a real big help. 

MCAVOY 
What more can I say?  Clues don’t usually sit there for you to trip over. 

(He picks up a few letters from the in-basket and scans them, 
then tosses them back in.  He pulls open the top center desk 
drawer, then hesitates.) 

And what have we here? 
 (He takes one of the pencils from the pencil box and places it 
through the trigger guard of a revolver and carefully lifts the 
revolver out of the drawer.  He looks the revolver over.) 

A swell lot of good this did you, Ms. Loring. 
(He sets the revolver back into the drawer.) 

 
(As McAvoy starts to push the drawer closed, a loud crash of a 
metal trash can is heard from offstage down the hallway.) 

LARRY 
(From offstage down the hallway.) Son of a bitch!  Damn! 

MCAVOY 
What are you doing back there? 

LARRY 
The light’s burned out in the garage. 
 

(The sound of a metal trash can rolling is heard from offstage 
down the hallway as Larry rights it.) 

 
I fell over the damn trash can. 

MCAVOY 
Some detective.  You’ve been watching too many old Peter Sellers’ movies.  That’s 
not really how an investigation is supposed to be conducted, you know. 

(As he closes the desk drawer, he hesitates, gets down on one 
knee, then pulls the desk lamp over and closely examines the 
area around the lock in the drawer.) 

Hmm. 
(He looks across the desk top, then pulls a handkerchief from 
his trouser pocket and picks up the brass letter opener by its 
edges, turning it over and over.) 

Wiped clean. 
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LARRY 
(He enters from the hallway into the foyer, carrying a piece of 
broken lamp in each hand.  The broken lamp matches the one in 
the living room.) 

What’s that, Chief? 

MCAVOY 
(He gets to his feet, holding up the letter opener.) 

The letter opener’s been wiped.  From the marks on the desk drawer, I’d say someone 
used it to jimmy the lock. 

(He tosses the opener onto the desk top and stuffs the 
handkerchief back into his pocket.) 

What’ve you got there? 

LARRY 
Like you said, Chief.  Something where it shouldn’t be.  I found it in the trash can.  
Somebody really did a number on it. 

(He crosses to the empty SL end table. 
I’d guess it belongs over here. 

(He sets the lamp base down on the table and the top of the 
lamp on the floor.) 

MCAVOY 
My God!  First the eyeglasses, then the key ring, now this.  Clues really do sit there 
for you to trip over, don’t they? 

(He joins Larry at the end table to inspect the broken lamp.) 
It would take more than an act of simple clumsiness to break it that badly. 

LARRY 
I thought maybe somebody hit Ms. Loring over the head with it, but there’s nothing 
on the lamp that could have left a blunt, wedge-shaped mark like Doc Krider said she 
had. 

MCAVOY 
(He gets down on one knee and examines the end table itself.) 

What if she wasn’t hit with something but hit her head on something?  Take a look at 
the corners of this table. 

(He points to one of the slightly rounded corners on the table.) 

LARRY 
I guess they could be called wedge-shaped ... sort of. 

MCAVOY 
We’ll get the forensics boys out here tomorrow morning to take a look. 

(He stands.) 
Now.  If she fell and smacked her head on the table, then she either had to have been 
hit or pushed. 

LARRY 
An argument that got out of hand? 
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MCAVOY 
Perhaps. 

(He positions himself about five feet from the end table and 
stands with his back toward it, then points to a position about a 
yard in front of his feet.) 

 
(Larry quickly crosses to the designated spot, facing him.) 

 
She’s either hit or pushed. 
 

(Larry extends his right arm and touches the right side of 
McAvoy’s face with the back of his hand.) 

 
She falls backwards. 

(He sits down on the floor with his back to the end table.) 
Striking her head on the corner. 

(He leans back until his head almost touches the corner of the 
end table.) 

LARRY 
And wiping out the lamp in the process. 

MCAVOY 
(He extends his hand toward Larry.) 

Plausible.  Quite plausible indeed. 

LARRY 
(He takes McAvoy’s hand and helps him up.) 

But that means it may not have been intentional.  Whoever Ms. Loring argued with 
might not have meant to kill her. 

MCAVOY 
Whatever the intention, she’s still just as dead.  And manslaughter is as much a crime 
as premeditated murder. 
 

(The telephone rings.) 

LARRY 
(He crosses to the desk and picks up the telephone receiver.) 

(Into the phone.) Loring residence. ... Yes, ma’am. 
(He holds the telephone receiver toward McAvoy.) 

(To McAvoy.) Uncle Ed, it’s Aunt Lucille. 

MCAVOY 
It’s who, Officer Parker? 

LARRY 
Uh ... Chief, it’s Lucille, for you, sir. 
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MCAVOY 
You’re learning. 

(He crosses to the desk.) 
Doesn’t that woman ever sleep? 

(He takes the telephone receiver from Larry.) 
(Into the phone.) Yeah, Lucille, what is it? ... Not Mrs. Bigelow again! ... There’s 
nobody spying on her from the woods.  We’ve been out there a half-dozen times in 
the past month already and ... I know she’s a nice old lady. ... I’m sorry she’s 
frightened, Lucille, but I’m in the middle of an investigation over here. ... Of course 
I’m talking about the Loring woman. ... Yes, she’s dead.  That’s what I’m 
investigating. ... Yes, Lucille, I know all to well that the mayor’s in the middle of a re-
election campaign. ... 
 

(Larry crosses to the front door, gives McAvoy a little two-
fingered salute, exits and pulls the door shut behind him.) 

 
And, yes, Lucille, you’re right, as always.  Ms. Loring will still be just as dead after we 
visit the poor widow Bigelow.  How will it be if I send Larry over to check on her? ... 
He’s on his way, as we speak.  Good-bye, Lucille. 

(He gently recradles the telephone receiver, then explodes with 
a vicious slap of his hand to the desk top.) 

Damn!  Nag, nag, nag.  One of these days I’m gonna ... (He leaves it unfinished.) 
 

(The headlights of a car shine through the windows, then veer 
off as the car goes down the driveway.) 

 
Damn! 

(He slaps the desk top once more for good measure.  He lets his 
eyes wander over the bookcase shelves and absently takes down 
a small box from one of the shelves and opens it.  He closes the 
box, returns it to the bookshelf and turns to the desk.  As his 
eyes focus in on the jimmied center drawer, he stops and looks 
again at the box.) 

I wonder? 
(He removes a key from the box and inserts it into the lock on 
the desk drawer.  It fits.  He turns the key and it activates the 
lock.) 

Interesting. 
(He removes the key and replaces it in the box.) 

Whoever it was, didn’t know where to find you, did they? 
(He replaces the box on the bookcase shelf.) 

 
(The telephone rings.) 
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MCAVOY (CONTINUED) 
(He picks up the telephone receiver.) 

(Into the phone.) Loring residence. ... I told you he’s on his way, Lucille!  Don’t be such 
a nag! ... Sorry, Lucille.  Patch him through, please. ... What is it, Larry? ... Did 
whoever it is see you come out of the driveway? ... No.  Keep going.  I’ll handle it.  
Pick me up when you’re through exorcising Mrs. Bigelow’s ghosts. 

(He quickly recradles the telephone receiver and switches off 
the desk lamp.) 

 
(The office alcove lights go down.) 

 
(He crosses to the stereo and switches off the tuner.) 

 
(The music stops.) 
 
(He crosses to the SL end table and switches off the table 
lamp.) 

 
(The SL lights go down.) 

 
(He crosses to the foyer and flips down the wall switch.) 

 
(The SR lights go down.) 

 
(He looks out through the window by the front door.) 

Good.  If I can’t see their headlights, maybe they didn’t see the house lights. 
(He crosses to the DL closet, picking up the pieces of broken 
lamp on the way.  He exits into the closet, pulling the door shut 
just enough so that a crack remains for him to look through 
without being detected.) 

 
(Car headlights, shining through the front window, partially 
illuminate the living room.) 

 
(The headlights are switched off.) 

 
(Pause.) 

 
(The doorbell rings.) 

 
(Pause.) 

 
(The doorbell rings.) 

 
(Pause.) 
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JENNIFER 
(She opens the front door, sticks her head through the doorway 
and looks around.) 

Ronnie? 
(She enters into the foyer, sets an overnight bag on the floor 
next to the console table and flips up the wall switch in the 
foyer.) 

 
(The SR lights come up.) 

 
Ronnie?  Are you here? 

(She sets her purse on the console table.) 
Veronica? ... Anybody? 

(She steps back out onto the porch, reaches up and replaces the 
key in the light fixture, then re-enters and closes the door.  She 
drapes her coat over the console table, then starts to cross to the 
SR end table.  Seeing that there is no lamp on the SL end table, 
she crosses to the SL end table.) 

Where can she be at this hour? 
(She switches on the table lamp.) 

 
(The SL lights come up.) 

 
(She crosses to the desk and switches on the desk lamp.) 

 
(The office alcove lights come up.) 

 
(She spots the sketch on the drawing board.) 

Really, Ronnie, dear. 
(She crosses to the drawing board.) 

The jacket has to be longer and boxier, with more padding in the shoulders. 
(She picks up a piece of chalk in order to alter the sketch.) 

 
(The telephone rings.) 

 
(She sets the chalk down, crosses to the desk and picks up the 
telephone receiver.) 

Hello? ... McAvoy?  You must have the wrong number.  There’s no one here by ... 
Yes, this is the Loring residence, but there’s no one here by the name of --- 

MCAVOY 
(He enters from the storage closet, holding up a case with his 
badge and ID.) 

McAvoy, ma’am.  I believe that call’s for me. 
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JENNIFER 
Who in the hell are you and what are you doing in here?! 

(She grabs the letter opener for protection.) 

MCAVOY 
(He waves the badge case at Jennifer as he crosses to the desk.) 

Ed McAvoy, ma’am.  Chief of Police. 

JENNIFER 
Where’s Veronica Loring? 

MCAVOY 
In a moment, ma’am.  Let me take that call first, okay? ... Please? 
 

(Jennifer sets the telephone receiver on the desk, then quickly 
retreats around the side of the desk, out of the office alcove and 
behind the bar, still clutching the letter opener.  While 
McAvoy is on the phone she pours herself a glass of wine.) 

 
(Into the phone.) Is that you, Lucille? ... It’s fine.  It turned out to be just Ms. ... (To 
Jennifer.) Ms? ... 

JENNIFER 
... Rooney.  Jennifer Rooney. 

MCAVOY 
(Into the phone.) A Ms. Jennifer Rooney. ... Hmm, is that so? ... From where I stand, 
your memory serves you just fine.  Thanks, Lucille. 

(He recradles the telephone receiver.) 
I understand from my dispatcher that you’re Ms. Loring’s business partner. 

JENNIFER 
What you understand is of damn little importance, mister.  There are two things that 
I want to understand.  Number one: What the hell were you doing hiding in that 
closet?  And number two: Where is Veronica Loring? 

MCAVOY 
I’m afraid, ma’am, that Ms. Loring’s been in a car crash. 

JENNIFER 
Oh, my God!  No!  When?  How is she?  Where is she? 

MCAVOY 
(He gestures to the furniture grouping.) 

Perhaps it would be better if you sat down. 

JENNIFER 
(She ignores his suggestion.) 

She’s all right, isn’t she? 
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MCAVOY 
(He gently takes her by the arm and steers her into the living 
room.) 

 
(Jennifer carries her wine glass with her and sets it on one of 
the end tables.) 

 
The roads up here in the mountains can get pretty slippery this time of year, ma’am.  
It appears as if Ms. Loring missed a curve in the road.  Her car went through a 
retaining wall and over the embankment. 

JENNIFER 
At the pass? 

(She notes the look of surprise on McAvoy’s face.) 
One lane was drifted over and I had to wait for a policeman to escort me through.  I 
saw the flashers and the barricades as I drove by.  Is Ronnie badly hurt? 

MCAVOY 
I’m sorry to have to tell you this, Ms. Rooney, but Ms. Loring is dead.  Her neck was -
-- 

JENNIFER 
Oh, no!  Dear God, no! 

(She buries her face in her hands and cries.) 
Oh, Ronnie.  Dear God, why?  Why? 

MCAVOY 
(He hands her the wine glass and a handkerchief from his 
pocket.) 

Here, ma’am.  Drink some of this. 

JENNIFER 
(She takes the glass and the handkerchief.) 

Poor Ronnie.  I can’t believe it.  I just talked to her this ... When did it happen? 

MCAVOY 
Sometime between eight and ten this evening.  May I ask if Ms. Loring was expecting 
you tonight? 

JENNIFER 
Yes.  She called me this afternoon and asked if I would meet her here ... at about ten 
o’clock. 

MCAVOY 
(He glances at his watch.) 

But it’s almost twelve-thirty. 

JENNIFER 
The roads were so bad, I had to creep along in places.  Poor Ronnie.  She always drove 
so damn fast. 

(She buries her face in her hands again and cries.) 
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MCAVOY 
(He crosses to the stereo.) 

Sometimes it helps to talk about it, Ms. Rooney.  Aside from her driving habits, why 
don’t you tell me a little more about Ms. Loring? 

JENNIFER 
She’s lived up here on weekends for over three years now.  Didn’t you know her, Mr. 
McAvoy? 

MCAVOY 
No, ma’am, I didn’t. 

(He fingers through a collection of compact discs.) 
I knew her by sight, of course, but never had the pleasure of actually meeting her. 

(He picks two of the CD’s out of the bin.) 
It looks like she was quite the classical music buff. 

JENNIFER 
‘Buff’ hardly begins to describe it.  Ronnie and I used to do some modeling.  It was a 
long time ago.  But in modeling, there’s quite a bit of sitting around and waiting 
involved - for camera setups and lighting adjustments.  Most of the girls would 
gossip.  Some would read.  Others, myself included, would do needlepoint or 
embroidery.  Ronnie, though, would sit by herself with a Sony Walkman plugged into 
her ears and listen to classical music while she read the Wall Street Journal.  No, Mr. 
McAvoy, ‘buff’ isn’t a strong enough word to describe Ronnie’s feelings toward 
classical music.  ‘Fanatic’ is more like it.  She loved classical music.  Was devoted to 
it.  She was on the symphony board in the city and chaired all their fund-raising 
activities. 

MCAVOY 
(He replaces the discs and crosses into the office alcove.) 

I noticed the drawing board over here.  Are these new designs Ms. Loring was 
working on for your company? 

JENNIFER 
Just some sketches of ideas, really.  Ronnie liked to keep her hand in.  Over the past 
few years, though, I’ve handled most of the designing while Ronnie concentrated on 
the business end of things. 

MCAVOY 
(He removes a notebook and pen from his pocket and takes 
notes as the conversation continues.) 

It’s pretty late and you’ve had a long tiring drive.  Did you stop for anything to eat on 
the way up here? 

JENNIFER 
No, I had planned on fixing a snack when I arrived.  But I’m not really all that 
hungry now.  Not with ... you know? 
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MCAVOY 
Coming back from the city, I usually grab something at one of the ptomaine plazas on 
the thruway when I stop for gas. 

JENNIFER 
Me, too.  Sometimes.  But I had gassed up this morning on my way to work and 
didn’t need to stop tonight. 

MCAVOY 
You said you were supposed to meet Ms. Loring here at ten o’clock. 

(He looks at his watch again.) 
But here it is twelve-thirty. 

JENNIFER 
I already explained that to you, Mr. McAvoy.  The driving was bad and it took me 
longer than usual to get here. 

MCAVOY 
That’s right.  You did say that, didn’t you?  I presume you and Ms. Loring had 
executive-protection insurance on each other.  What was the amount of the policy? 

JENNIFER 
We had five million on each of ... What the hell kind of question is that?! 

MCAVOY 
I’m sorry, ma’am.  These are just some routine questions that I have to ask whenever 
there’s been a death by other than natural causes.  I know this must be difficult for 
you, but it’s best we get them out of the way. 

JENNIFER 
I’m not sure I care for this line of questioning.  Ronnie and I were partners for ten 
years and friends for another fifteen before that.  The money may be of some help to 
the business but it can’t begin to compensate me for the loss of the best friend I’ll ever 
have. 

MCAVOY 
... Did she have any relatives, ma’am?  Anyone who should be notified? 

JENNIFER 
Oh, my God, yes.  She has a brother.  David.  I didn’t even think about him.  He’ll be 
so devastated.  Their parents died when Ronnie was eighteen and David was only ten.  
She raised him by herself and has taken care of him ever since.  Even now that he’s a 
grown man, she still looks ... Ronnie still looked after him like a mother hen.  I’ll get 
in touch with him in the morning. 

MCAVOY 
I know the pastor of the Community Church here in the village.  I could ask him to 
call Ms. Loring’s brother, if you’re not feeling up to it. 
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JENNIFER 
No, Mr. McAvoy.  Thank you for your concern but the pastor wouldn’t know how to 
reach him.  David is the road manager for our fashion shows.  He’s been in Atlantic 
City for the past three weeks, ironing out the details for the showing of our spring 
line.  He isn’t due back in the office until Monday so I’ll have to track him down.  
Besides, even though I’m not up to it, it’s something I have to do.  This sort of call 
shouldn’t come from a stranger. 

MCAVOY 
I can appreciate that.  Just a few more questions, ma’am.  Did Ms. Loring wear 
glasses? 

JENNIFER 
For about five years, now.  When squinting no longer did the job, she bought a pair of 
those half-frame reading glasses.  The truth of the matter was that she needed them 
for more than just reading.  Once she finally passed the denial phase she got regular 
prescription glasses.  We all tried to talk her into contacts then, of course, but she 
couldn’t bring herself to put anything in her eyes.  Finally, after years of misplacing 
those damn glasses, she got up the nerve to try the contacts.  She got a pair two weeks 
ago and just loved them. ... Do you think Ronnie didn’t see the curve in the road? 

MCAVOY 
No, ma’am.  That’s not very likely.  One last question, though.  Do you know where 
the key to the desk drawer is? 

JENNIFER 
Mr. McAvoy, forgive me but I really don’t see what these questions have to do with 
Ronnie’s death. 

MCAVOY 
No apologies are necessary, ma’am, but this really is the last question.  So if you 
would humor me?  Do you know where the key is? 

JENNIFER 
It’s in a little box on the bookshelf.  What difference does it make where it is? 

MCAVOY 
Oh, it makes all the difference in the world, Ms. Rooney.  You see, ma’am, I’m afraid 
Ms. Loring was murdered. 

JENNIFER 
Murdered?! 

MCAVOY 
Yes, ma’am. 

JENNIFER 
But you said that she was in an accident!  That she missed a turn! 

MCAVOY 
No, ma’am.  I said that she was in a car crash and that it appeared as though she missed 
a turn.  It was murder, though.  Murder made to look like an accident. 
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JENNIFER 
But who would want to ... You thought that I had something to do with it?  How 
could you possibly think that? 

MCAVOY 
(He opens the notebook and counts off the points on his 
fingers.) 

Point number one: You were supposed to be here at ten o’clock.  You show up close to 
twelve-thirty.  Sure the roads are bad, but I only have your word that that’s why 
you’re late and not cleverly trying to establish an alibi.  You didn’t stop for food or 
gas so I can’t verify any of your times along the way.  Point number two: There’s no 
sign of forced entry, so whoever killed Ms. Loring was known to her and was either 
let in or let themselves in with a key.  You fit either category.  Point number three: 
There is evidence of a struggle.  Possibly during an argument, Ms. Loring was either 
struck or shoved and she hit her head on this end table. 

(He gestures toward the SR end table.) 

JENNIFER 
You mean it happened right here?  Not on the road? 

MCAVOY 
We think so.  Point number four: Partners, even those who are the best of friends, 
have been known to quarrel.  And you now own an entire business instead of half of 
one.  Lastly, point number five: You’re not a small woman.  You could easily have 
moved the body. 

JENNIFER 
Since you’re telling me this, I take it you don’t really believe that I did it.  After all 
your points, why?  I’m curious. 

MCAVOY 
You knew things that the killer didn’t.  The contact lenses, for starters.  The killer 
knew Ms. Loring wore glasses but didn’t know about the contacts.  Also, the killer 
didn’t know about the desk drawer key being in the box.  He, or she, used the letter 
opener to jimmy the lock. 

JENNIFER 
What else?  If I were clever enough to pretend that I had just arrived, giving myself 
an alibi, I certainly would be smart enough to fake a robbery by forcing the lock on 
the drawer.  What else?  There’s got to be something more. 

MCAVOY 
You couldn’t have faked the surprise that you showed when I came out of that closet.  
It was genuine.  I saw it in your eyes.  You were frightened and you instinctively 
reached for a weapon to defend yourself with. 

JENNIFER 
(She picks up the letter opener from the bar ) 

And the killer wouldn’t have tried to defend him or herself? 
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MCAVOY 
(He beckons her over to the desk.) 

Not with the letter opener.  Remember, he, or she, as the case may be, had already 
been in this drawer once tonight. 

(He pulls the drawer open.) 
 

(Jennifer crosses to the desk.) 
 

(McAvoy takes a pencil and lifts the revolver out of the drawer 
by the trigger guard.) 

And had seen this.  If you had known there was a gun in the desk, would you have 
reached for that letter opener? 

JENNIFER 
Not very likely. 

MCAVOY 
Not very.  Your self-defense impulse would have triggered a subconscious memory of 
the gun and you would have reached for it instead, without even thinking. 

(He sets the revolver back into the drawer and closes the 
drawer.) 

And since the gun was left in the drawer, that tells me the motive for jimmying the 
lock wasn’t robbery.  It was probably done to retrieve something incriminating.  
Incidentally, do you know why Ms. Loring kept a gun? 

JENNIFER 
(She sets the letter opener on the desk and crosses into the 
living room.) 

She got it a week or so ago.  But I had no idea she kept it in the desk.  Some woman 
on the other side of the woods ... a Mrs. Big Something, I think she said, told her 
about prowlers in the area. 

MCAVOY 
Mrs. Bigelow.  It figures.  Now that the sparring is out of the way, Ms. Rooney, I 
really do have some important questions that need to be answered. 

(He take out the pen and notebook.) 

JENNIFER 
I’ll do whatever’s necessary to help you find out who did this, Mr. McAvoy. 

MCAVOY 
Good.  The obvious question first.  Why did Ms. Loring want you to meet her here 
tonight? 

JENNIFER 
I honestly don’t know.  I asked her, but she wouldn’t tell me.  Just that it was 
important and that it involved the business.  She said she had some hard decisions to 
make and that she had to talk with someone else first.  She asked me to trust her and 
to come up at ten and spend the weekend.  She promised to tell me everything when I 
got here. 
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MCAVOY 
Who was this other person? 

JENNIFER 
I tried to press her but she wouldn’t say any more.  If only I’d been here on time. 

MCAVOY 
It wouldn’t have made any difference.  By our rough calculations of the time of death, 
you’d probably still have been over an hour late to have been any help. 
 

(Headlights shine through the front windows as a car pulls up 
to the house.) 

 
(The headlights are switched off.) 

 
(He crosses to the foyer and opens the door.) 

 
(Larry enters.) 

 
It took you long enough.  What did you find? 

LARRY 
The usual.  Nothing in the woods except snow and cold.  The trip wasn’t a total 
waste, though. 

(He takes a plastic bag of cookies from his pocket.) 
Chocolate-chip cookies, courtesy of Mrs. Bigelow.  These are for you, Uncle Ed ... I 
mean, Chief.  (To Jennifer.) Good evening, ma’am. 

MCAVOY 
(He closes the door.) 

Ms. Rooney this is Officer Parker. 
(He takes the bag from Larry and sticks it in his pocket.) 

LARRY 
I ... I’m r ... real sorry about your friend Ms. Loring, ma’am.  But don’t worry.  Even 
though this is only a small town, Chief McAvoy used to be a Detective Captain in 
Detroit ... in Homicide.  He’ll find whoever did this.  You can count on it. 
 

(The telephone rings.) 
 

(He crosses to the desk and picks up the telephone receiver.) 
Loring residence. ... He’s right here. (To McAvoy.) It’s Aunt Lucille. 
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MCAVOY 
(He crosses to the desk, shaking his head in disgust at Larry 
for the indiscreet use of the familiar.  He takes the telephone 
receiver from Larry.) 

(Into the phone.) Yes, Lucille. ... I wouldn’t exactly use the word ‘falsify.’  I just asked 
Doc not to file the Loring woman’s death certificate. ... Why would he phone her in 
the middle of the night?  I told him I’d cover his tail.  Jeez! 

(He recradles the telephone receiver.) 
(To Jennifer.) Let’s call it a night.  It’s late, you’ve had a very trying evening, and I’ve 
got an early morning meeting with Her Honor the Mayor. 

JENNIFER 
So we gathered from your end of the conversation.  But I’m a bit confused.  Why did 
you ask the doctor not to file Ronnie’s death certificate? 

MCAVOY 
Because Doc Krider would have to list the cause of death as murder.  Someone went 
to a whole lot of trouble to make it look like an accident.  I want him or her to think 
that they’ve succeeded.  Maybe our investigation can catch someone off guard.  We 
can hope so anyway.  Let’s continue this discussion in my office around nine in the 
morning, okay? 

JENNIFER 
That’ll be fine.  Are you sure you’ll be through with the mayor by then? 

MCAVOY 
Count on it.  I know exactly how to handle her.  Been doing it for years.  Meanwhile, 
try and think of anyone who might have a reason to argue with Ms. Loring.  About 
anything ... business or personal. 
 

(McAvoy and Larry cross to the front door.  Larry opens the 
door.) 

JENNIFER 
Just one thing, before you go. 

(She crosses to McAvoy.) 
Call it a minor curiosity.  I couldn’t help but notice that Officer Parker called you 
‘Uncle Ed’ and the woman on the phone - I presume your police dispatcher, who I 
talked to earlier - ‘Aunt Lucille.’ 
 

(Larry, out of McAvoy’s line of sight, waves his hands at 
Jennifer in an attempt to get her not to finish the thought.  His 
gyrations go unnoticed.) 
 
(She tucks the handkerchief into McAvoy’s shirt pocket.) 

What have you got here, McAvoy, a little nepotism in the old village? 
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MCAVOY 
(To Larry.) What did I tell you? 

(He gestures toward the door.) 
 

(Larry exits.) 
 
(To Jennifer.) Humph.  See you tomorrow. 

(He exits, shutting the door behind him.) 

JENNIFER 
(She crosses to the front door and turns the deadbolt.) 

 
(The headlights of a car shine through the windows, then veer 
off as the car goes down the driveway.) 

 
(She crosses to the office alcove, pressing the ‘Power’ button on 
the stereo as she passes it.) 

 
(The soft strains of a Country-Western ballad fill the room.) 

 
(She crosses to the drawing board, sits on the stool and begins 
to rework the drawing.  All the while she cries.) 

Oh, Ronnie, we always told each other everything.  Why did you pick tonight to shut 
me out?  Who could have done this to you?  And why? 

(She suddenly sits bolt upright and turns to look at the stereo.  
She crosses to the desk, picks up the telephone receiver, fingers 
through a Rolodex and dials.) 

Lucille? ... This is Jennifer Rooney.  Could I please leave a message for Chief 
McAvoy?  He just left Veronica Loring’s home a few minutes ago. ... No, you don’t 
need to patch me through.  Just tell him that I think I know who Ronnie saw earlier 
tonight.  He’ll understand what I mean. ... No.  I don’t want to say anything until I’m 
certain, but I have to drive back to the city tonight and get to my office.  I’ll call him 
first thing in the morning. ... Yes, that’s right.  With the mayor, as I recall.  I’ll make 
it after nine, then. ... I will.  And thank you, Lucille. 

(She recradles the telephone receiver and switches off the desk 
lamp.) 

 
(The alcove lights go down.) 

 
(She crosses to the stereo and presses the ‘Power’ button.) 

 
(The music stops.) 

 
(She crosses to the SL end table and switches off the table 
lamp.) 
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(The SL lights go down.) 
 

(She crosses to the foyer, puts on her coat, unlatches the dead 
bolt, picks up her purse and overnight bag, then flips the wall 
switch down.) 

 
(The SR lights go down.) 

JENNIFER (CONTINUED) 
(She opens the door, then turns back to face the living room.) 

I’ll find out why, Ronnie.  I promise you, I’ll find out why. 
(She exits, slamming the door behind her.) 

 
(Blackout.) 

 



Stackhouse                                  ENCORE TO MURDER                             Page I-ii-1 
 

 
 

ACT 1 - SCENE 2 
 
 

(At Rise:  It is day.  There is no one on stage.  The wine glass 
from Scene #1 has been struck.) 

 
(Jennifer and David enter at the front door.  Jennifer opens the 
door with the key on the Snoopy key ring, lets David enter 
first, then follows.  They are in mid-conversation.) 

JENNIFER 
It’s just that funerals are such a strain on everyone, David.  I thought we’d stop here 
first and relax a bit before heading back to the city. 

(She closes the door, sets the key ring in the silver salver and 
sets the purse on the console table.) 

Here, let me have your coat. 
(She helps David out of his coat.) 

Why don’t you sit down.  I’ll just be a minute. 
(She exits down the hallway with David’s coat.) 

DAVID 
(He stands in the foyer for a few moments.  Finally, he crosses 
down into the living room itself and stands at the back of the 
sofa.) 

You can still feel Veronica’s presence here, Jenny.  You know what I mean?  She 
really loved it up here in this God-forsaken place, although I’ll never understand why. 

JENNIFER 
(She enters from the hallway.  She has doffed her own coat as 
well.) 

David, it’s amazing how totally different a brother and sister can be.  Ronnie 
thoroughly enjoyed the quiet and solitude. 

DAVID 
And I’d get cabin fever after about a day and a half.  The last time I was up here was 
for that little get-together she had on Labor Day weekend.  I thought it would never 
end.  I guess I’m just a city-boy at heart. 

JENNIFER 
You haven’t been here since then? 

DAVID 
A few times a year is all I could take.  The next time would ... The next time would 
have been later this month at Christmas. 

JENNIFER 
I know you’ve been out of town for a few weeks, but did Ronnie tell you that she 
planned on spending the rest of the month up here? 
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DAVID 
No, she didn’t.  Although I can’t say it surprises me any. 

JENNIFER 
Well, she only mentioned it to me last week.  I thought you might have spoken with 
her on the phone. 

DAVID 
The last time I talked to her was in the office just before I left. 

JENNIFER 
Why don’t you go make yourself comfortable.  I’ll fix us a drink. 

(She crosses to the bar and pours two drinks - scotch for David 
and bourbon for herself.) 

 
(David crosses into the living room.) 

 
It was a lovely funeral, if funerals can be called lovely.  And such a large turnout in 
this miserable weather.  Your sister was admired and respected by many people, 
David.  I’ve asked some of them to stop by.  I hope you don’t mind. 

DAVID 
No.  That’s okay.  How many are coming? 

JENNIFER 
Only a few who were closest to her. 

DAVID 
Do I know any of them? 

JENNIFER 
I’m not really sure.  Jack Dunbar?  From our design section? 

DAVID 
I don’t think so. 

JENNIFER 
(She crosses into the living room and hands one of the drinks to 
David.) 

Remember, he had that mild heart attack about a year ago? 

DAVID 
Nope.  My mind draws a blank.  Maybe I’ll recognize him by sight. 

JENNIFER 
Well, for appearance sake, pretend that you do.  And really, David, you have to get 
better acquainted with the people in the other departments. 

DAVID 
It’s hard, Jenny.  I spend most of my time out of town.  Who else is coming? 
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JENNIFER 
Well, Jack’s wife, Kim.  If you don’t know Jack, you probably don’t know her, either.  
The other guest you must know.  Roger St. Ives?  Ronnie and I modeled for him for 
almost twenty years. 

DAVID 
I heard a lot about him from Veronica but I’ve never met him.  Come to think of it, 
I’ve never even seen him.  Isn’t he some sort of a recluse ... an oddball? 
 

(The doorbell rings.) 

JENNIFER 
(She sets her drink down and crosses to the front door.) 

Not as far as your sister and I are ... were concerned.  We were very close to him.  
And don’t use that term ‘oddball.’  He’s just a little eccentric and a wee bit pompous 
but otherwise a very charming man.  Really. 

(She opens the door.) 

ROGER 
(He enters.) 

Jennifer, darling! 
(He grabs Jennifer by the shoulders and kisses her on both 
cheeks.) 

JENNIFER 
I’m so glad you could come, Roger. 

ROGER 
(He takes Jennifer’s hand.) 

What can I say?  What can anyone say at a time like this?  I still cannot believe it.  It 
is so, so terrible.  Simply horrible. 

JENNIFER 
Yes, it is, Roger.  We all feel that way.  Here, let me take your coat. 

(She turns him so that he faces David.) 
David, this is Roger St. Ives.  Roger, David Loring. 

ROGER 
David, my boy, I share your loss.  The entire fashion world shares your loss.  
Veronica was truly a wonderful and talented human being.  I ... we all shall miss her 
so, so terribly. 
 

(Jennifer exits down the hallway with Roger’s coat.) 

DAVID 
(He extends his hand to Roger.) 

Thank you for coming, Mr. St. Ives.  It was considerate of you to drive all the way up 
here with the weather as bad as it is. 

(He tries to reclaim his hand, but to no avail.) 
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ROGER 
It is the very least I could do.  The very least.  And call me Roger, dear boy.  Please do 
call me Roger.  Although we’ve only just met, I feel that I have known you for most 
of your life.  The tales dear Veronica would tell us about you.  She talked about you 
endlessly, you know.  David this and David that.  And all those minor scrapes she 
used to pull you out of.  You were quite the scamp in your younger days, my boy. 

(He finally releases David’s hand, but only to give David a 
gentle punch to the shoulder. 

Quite the scamp, hmm? 

JENNIFER 
(She enters from the hallway.) 

Why don’t you have a seat, Roger.  Can I get you anything from the bar? 
(She crosses to the bar.) 

ROGER 
(He crosses into the living room.) 

I would sell my very soul for a martini, love.  Very, very dry, of course. 

JENNIFER 
(She looks under the bar.) 

No can do.  How about Scotch? 

ROGER 
Better yet, my dear.  Excellent, in fact.  Three fingers, neat, if you please. 
 

(Jennifer fixes the drink.) 
 
Are there others coming? 

JENNIFER 
Just Jack Dunbar, from our design section, and his wife Kim. 

(She crosses to Roger and hands him the drink.) 

ROGER 
Ahh, yes, Jack.  Although I don’t know him personally, you understand, I am totally 
familiar with his work.  (To David.) Know the competition and all that, hmm, lad?  
(To Jennifer.)  Were it not for that little problem with brother Jack’s heart awhile 
back, I might even have tried to entice him away from you and over to St. Ives 
Fashions.  But, alas, I could not bring myself to purchase ... damaged goods, as it were. 

DAVID 
Are you that familiar with all your competitors, Mr. St. Ives? 



Stackhouse                                  ENCORE TO MURDER                             Page I-ii-5 
 

ROGER 
Oh, quite, dear boy.  Quite.  And I insist that you call me Roger.  Everyone does. 
 

(The doorbell rings.) 
 

(Jennifer crosses to the foyer.) 
 
I have to know the competition, my boy.  Have to.  This fashion business, as you well 
know, is a veritable jungle.  It is always best to have an edge.  Knowing the 
competition as well as I do is my edge. 

JENNIFER 
(She opens the door.) 

 
(Jack and Kim enter.) 

 
I’m so glad you both could make it.  Jack, you know David, of course.  David, this is 
Jack’s wife, Kim. 

KIM 
(She takes David’s hand.) 

I am so sorry. 

JACK 
I’ll miss her very much, David. 
 

(Kim looks at Jack and her eyes hardened for just a fraction of 
a second.) 

DAVID 
Thank you both for coming. 

JENNIFER 
Jack and Kim Dunbar, this is Roger St. Ives.  I don’t believe you’ve met. 

KIM 
Why, yes, I think we --- 

JACK 
No, we haven’t had the pleasure.  Although, of course, I do know St. Ives Fashions.  
How do you do, Mr. St. Ives? 

ROGER 
Mournful on this very sad occasion, but otherwise just fine, thank you.  It is a 
pleasure to meet both you and your lovely wife.  But how are you doing, my boy?  I 
was given to understand that you had some problems with the old ticker awhile back. 
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JACK 
It’s under control now.  Thanks to God, regular exercise, and Digitalis. 

(He reaches into the pocket of his overcoat and removes a 
pharmaceutical vial and holds up the vial by his thumb and 
index finger for all to see.) 

As the saying goes, never leave home without them. 
(He replaces the vial in his topcoat pocket.) 

JENNIFER 
Here, let me take your wraps. 

(She crosses behind Kim and Jack and helps them off with their 
garments.) 

David, will you see to the drinks? 
(She exits down the hallway carrying the coats.) 

DAVID 
(He crosses behind the bar.) 

Jack, Kim?  What can I get you? 

KIM 
A double scotch for me, please. 

JACK 
Just Seven-Up for me, David.  Is there anything I can help you with? 

DAVID 
No, I can manage.  Why don’t you all have a seat? 

(He fixes the drinks.) 

KIM 
You know, Mr. St. Ives, I’m certain we’ve met somewhere before. 

ROGER 
I think not, dear lady.  I don’t get out very much at all.  Besides, had I encountered 
anyone so, so ravishing as yourself, I would hardly have forgotten, now, would I, 
hmm?  And please, do call me Roger?  (To Jack.) I read that sex actually strengthens 
the heart muscle, my boy.  Did you know that? 

KIM 
But overdoing it can sometimes be quite fatal, Roger. 
 

(David brings Jack and Kim their drinks, then retrieves his 
own.) 

JENNIFER 
(She enters from the hallway.) 

There, now.  Let’s all try and unwind a bit. 
(She retrieves her drink.) 
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ROGER 
With the weather as abominable as it is, I had really better not stay too awfully long, 
my dear.  The roads up here can get quite horrid. 

KIM 
Roger’s right, Jack.  It’s a long drive home and we certainly wouldn’t want to end up 
like poor Veronica, would we? 

JACK 
Kim! 

(He glances over at David but not finding the appropriate 
words, simply shrugs his shoulders, apologetically.) 

KIM 
Oh, David, I am so sorry.  I only meant that --- 

JENNIFER 
We all know what you meant.  There’s no need to explain. 

DAVID 
Kim is right, though.  These mountain roads can be hazardous when they ice up.  You 
know that yourself, Jenny. 

JENNIFER 
All too well.  I was driving up here on the night of Ronnie’s ... accident.  The 
authorities think that it happened sometime between eight and ten o’clock that night.  
Do you know that I can remember where I was on the road at precisely nine o’clock?  
Isn’t that odd?  Right in the middle of the time-period when they think Ronnie’s car 
went over that cliff, I can remember exactly where I was. ... Do any of you remember 
where you were and what you were doing at nine o’clock last Thursday night? 
 

(There is a pregnant pause while the foursome just stare at her, 
then glance around uncomfortably at each other.) 

ROGER 
I say, Jennifer, that is a bit morbid, don’t you think?  This kind of talk is certainly not 
doing young David any good at all.  Nor any of us, for that matter.  If you want to 
talk about dear Veronica, that’s quite all right.  But we should be reminiscing about 
the happy times, hmm? 

JENNIFER 
Do you remember what you were doing at exactly nine o’clock last Thursday night?  
I’m serious, Roger.  Do you? 
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ROGER 
I can see that you are serious, my dear.  Since, for some unknown reason, you refuse 
to let this pass, yes, I do remember what I was doing.  I remained in my office until 
about half past eleven.  As you know, I am to give the keynote address at the couture 
convention in a few weeks.  By remote from my hotel room, of course.  I would never 
allow myself to be jostled about by all those people.  At nine o’clock on Thursday last, 
I was in my office preparing my speech.  There!  Now can we put it to rest? 

(He picks up his glass and takes a sip.  Nodding appreciatively, 
he raises his glass to David.) 

The good stuff, hmm?  Thank you, my dear boy. 

JENNIFER 
How many people were in the office with you? 

ROGER 
What?  You mean that night?  No one, really.  The cleaning crew left at about six. 

JENNIFER 
How about you, David?  Do you remember? 

DAVID 
... More or less.  A roulette table in Atlantic City. 

JENNIFER 
Which casino? 

DAVID 
Jeez, Jenny, I don’t know.  I really don’t.  My luck was so bad this trip out, I kept 
moving around trying to change it.  It could have been any one of a half dozen. 

KIM 
This is almost like those games we used to play at pajama parties when we were kids.  
It could be fun.  (To Jack.) You go next, honey.  I’m really interested in where you 
were on Thursday night.  (To the others.) He didn’t get home until close to one in the 
morning.  Is that a sign of something, or what?  (To Jack.) Come on, Jack.  Tell us.  
Inquiring minds want to know. 

JACK 
There’s nothing to tell.  (To Jennifer.) I was at that dumb amateur fashion show out on 
Long Island.  Scouting the talent.  Humph, talent.  There was none.  At nine o’clock I 
was on my way home.  The roads were bad.  Like Kim said, I got home a little before 
one. 
 

(Roger, having drained his glass, crosses to the bar and helps 
himself to another drink.) 

KIM 
And I spent the entire evening at home waiting for him. 

JENNIFER 
Did you talk to anyone on the phone that night? 
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KIM 
Nope.  Just me, the TV and Johnny Walker Black. 

(She holds up her empty glass to Jennifer in mock salute.) 
Speaking of which, Roger, don’t close that bottle just yet. 

(She crosses to the bar and holds out her glass for a refill.) 

JACK 
I really can’t understand your morbid fascination about where we all were last 
Thursday, Jennifer. 

DAVID 
I have to agree with him.  What are you driving at? 

JENNIFER 
What I’m driving at is this.  Do you realize that if Ronnie’s death had been something 
other than an accident, none of us would have concrete alibis for our whereabouts at 
the time? 

ROGER 
(He crosses into the living room with his freshly-poured 
drink.) 

How gruesome, my dear.  But I dare say, there are probably a few hundred-thousand 
people who cannot account for their whereabouts at that time.  Maybe even millions, 
hmm? 
 

(The telephone rings.) 
 

(Jennifer crosses to the desk and picks up the telephone 
receiver.) 

KIM 
Besides, why would any of us need an alibi? 

JENNIFER 
(Into the phone.) Hello? ...Yes, Mr. McAvoy, we were all planning on driving back this 
evening. ... Oh, I see.  Well, thank you so much for calling. ... Yes we have plenty of 
rooms. ... Yes, you, too.  And do stop by if you’re out this way. 

(She recradles the telephone receiver.) 
We can forget about getting an early start.  The County Sheriff has just closed the 
pass. 

ROGER 
Do you mean we’re stranded here? 

JENNIFER 
I’d hardly call it stranded, Roger.  The furnace is working, we have plenty of food and 
you each have your own room.  It’s not like we’re the Donner party. 

DAVID 
I really don’t much care to spend the night here, Jenny. 
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JENNIFER 
We don’t have a choice, David.  The road is closed. 

JACK 
Did they say when they’d have it opened up? 

JENNIFER 
If the snow lets up tonight, they hope to have the pass cleared by noon tomorrow. 

KIM 
I guess now we really are going to have a pajama party.  But I’m curious, Jennifer.  
The phone rang and you never answered my question.  Why would any of us need an 
alibi if Veronica’s death hadn’t been accidental? 

JENNIFER 
Because I don’t believe for one minute that she died in that car crash.  I think Ronnie 
was murdered and it was made to look like an accident. 

ROGER 
That is preposterous, my dear.  Simply preposterous. 

DAVID 
Jenny, you can’t be serious. 

JACK 
You’re letting the strain of the past few days get to you. 

JENNIFER 
No I’m not!  (To David.) And I am serious.  Your sister called me earlier that day to 
say that she had something extremely important to discuss with me.  She wouldn’t 
say what it was then, only that she had to meet with someone else first.  (To 
everyone.) I believe that that someone else was one of you and, whichever one of you 
it was, you killed her to keep her from doing or saying anything. 

KIM 
I’ve never heard anything so ludicrous in all my life. 

DAVID 
Why, Jenny?  Why? 

JACK 
What motive would any of us have for killing Veronica?  I, for one, loved that 
woman. 
 

(Kim takes in a deep breath audibly through her mouth as she 
turns and looks at her husband.  Her eyes narrow to mere 
slits.) 

JENNIFER 
You loved her, Jack?  Loved her?  Interesting choice of words.  Isn’t love sometimes a 
motive itself?  You have to remember that Ronnie and I weren’t merely business 
partners.  We were also best friends.  And best friends confide in each other. ... About 
everything. 



Stackhouse                                  ENCORE TO MURDER                             Page I-ii-11 
 

JACK 
Please, Jennifer.  Don’t do this? 

JENNIFER 
You were having an affair with her, Jack.  For over a year now. 

KIM 
You promised me!  You swore to me that you had ended it.  And I believed you.  You 
promised me! 

(She downs her drink in one gulp and turns to the bar to pour 
another.) 

DAVID 
Really, Jenny.  This is uncalled-for. 

JENNIFER 
Your sister’s death was uncalled-for.  (To Jack.) Were you trying to keep your 
promise to Kim and end it with Ronnie?  Wouldn’t she let you go?  Did she threaten 
your job?  Or was it less noble than that?  Was it Ronnie who wanted to end the 
relationship with you and decided to end your employment as well?  Did you want out 
or did she?  Which reason caused you to kill her last Thursday night and run her car 
over a cliff? 

JACK 
I ... I didn’t, Jennifer.  You don’t understand how it was with us. 

KIM 
She doesn’t understand how it was with you? 

(She crosses to Jack, carrying her freshly-poured drink.) 
She doesn’t understand?  Apparently I don’t understand either.  You swore to me that 
it was over.  Answer her questions, darling.  Did you want out?  Did Veronica want 
out?  Did you want more?  Did she want more?  Which was it, Jack?  Which was it? 

JACK 
(He slaps Kim across the cheek.) 

Shut up, you fool.  Can’t you see that she’s on a fishing expedition? 
 

(David crosses to the bar.) 
 

(Roger crosses to the office alcove, looks at the bookcase and 
eventually ends up looking at the sketches on the drawing 
board.) 

KIM 
Yes, I have been a fool.  A fool for believing you.  Now, answer her questions, Jack! 
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JENNIFER 
Since you’re so keen on answers, Kim, perhaps you’d care to furnish a few yourself.  
Did you finally get fed up with so many evenings of ... How did you put it?  Ahh, yes.  
Just you, the TV and Johnny Walker Black?  Knowing that your husband was with 
another woman?  Oh, the special hatred you must have harbored for Ronnie.  Did you 
finally decide to confront her?  Did you drive up here last Thursday night while Jack 
was out on Long Island and beg her to give your husband back to you?  Oh, Ronnie 
could be very possessive.  Did she laugh at you?  Is that when you killed her? 

KIM 
You bitch! 

(She throws the contents of her glass directly into Jennifer’s 
face.) 

Damn you, you bitch! 
(She hurls the glass at Jennifer’s head - it misses - then she 
runs off down the hallway, crying.) 

JACK 
How could you, Jennifer?! 

(He crosses toward the foyer.) 
How could you do this to me?! 
 

(Sound of a door slamming somewhere off down the hallway.) 
 

(Jack exits down the hallway.) 

DAVID 
(He crosses to Jennifer, offering his handkerchief.) 

Jenny, get a hold of yourself. 
 

(Jennifer grabs the handkerchief and daubs the remains of 
Kim’s drink from her face and clothing.) 

 
(He takes her by the shoulders.) 

Settle down!  I’ve never seen you this way before. 

JENNIFER 
Get away from me! 

(She twists from David’s grasp and sees Roger at the drawing 
board.) 

(To Roger.) And you get the hell away from those sketches. 
(She crosses toward the office alcove.) 

I had better not see those designs turn up six months from now in the St. Ives 
Fashions lineup. 
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ROGER 
My dear, compose yourself. 

(He crosses toward Jennifer.) 
These groundless accusations which you have been hurling around willy-nilly are not 
at all becoming to you. 

JENNIFER 
Groundless?  Groundless? 

(She crosses past Roger, rips the sketches from the drawing 
board and then turns to face him.) 

Then explain why the dates of your last two shows were rescheduled and moved up 
ahead of ours.  And also explain how in each of those shows there was one design 
straight out of our studio. 

(She balls up the sketches and throws them at the waste basket 
beside the desk.) 

ROGER 
You are overwrought, my dear.  I assure you that St. Ives Fashions has no need to 
resort to piracy for its designs.  If one of your creations happened to resemble ours, it 
was merely coincidence, nothing more than that. 

JENNIFER 
Coincidence, my foot.  You have a pipeline into our design studio.  We’ve suspected 
it for over a year, now, but have never been able to prove it.  Did Ronnie finally 
discover who it was?  Did she threaten prosecution?  Or did she threaten to go to the 
press with the proof?  Either would ruin St. Ives Fashions and you personally.  Is that 
why you killed her, Roger? 

ROGER 
I have had as much of this abuse as I care to take. 

(He crosses toward the hallway.) 
I presume that one of the rooms down that hallway is mine, so if you will excuse me. 

(He exits down the hallway.) 

DAVID 
(After Roger is out of sight.) Go ahead, Jenny.  I’m ready for the next barrage.  I 
presume you hadn’t intended to leave me out of this.  What was my motive?  Let’s 
see?  Greed?  Yeah, how about greed?  Even though Veronica’s half of the business 
will go to you, as will this house, since the firm owns it, I guess I will receive some 
life insurance. 

JENNIFER 
Which you, no doubt, will gamble away in less than six months.  Was it money, 
David?  Did you come to your big sister once too often to ask her to make good on 
your markers? 
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DAVID 
(He gives a few claps of mock applause.) 

That’s better, Jenny.  For a minute, there, I thought you had run out of venom.  I see 
that you haven’t.  Come on.  Keep going.  Get it all out of your system.  Maybe then 
you can attempt to salvage the relationships you’ve tried your best to ruin here this 
afternoon.  But, incidentally, just to set the record straight, it’s been over two years 
since I hit up my sister for money.  Remember, that’s why she put me on the payroll?  
So she could get a little service for the money she doled out to me.  Sorry, Jenny, but 
you’ll have to concoct a much better motive than money. 

JENNIFER 
What about pride, David? 

DAVID 
What about it? 

JENNIFER 
As long as I can remember, Ronnie had to look after you.  You’re a loser, David.  
You’ve always been a loser.  Everything you’ve ever tried on your own failed.  You 
always had a get-rich-quick scheme as a substitute for honest, hard work.  And it 
always seemed to involve Ronnie’s money.  In between schemes it was the roulette 
wheel, the blackjack table or the ponies.  And again it turned out to be with Ronnie’s 
money.  Even the job you have now you didn’t work for.  She gave it to you - over my 
objections, I might add.  It was a handout.  Did that gnaw away at you, David?  Being 
such a loser while seeing your sister so successful?  Did you resent it?  Was it your 
pride that finally drove you to kill her?  Because you couldn’t stand being a charity 
case any longer? 

DAVID 
(He doesn’t exhibit any rage.  He makes no vehement denials. 
He calmly replies to Jennifer’s accusations.) 

Most of what you’ve said is one-hundred percent true, Jenny.  You’re absol --- 

JENNIFER 
Oh, spare me the humility act. 

(She crosses to the bar and turns her back on him.) 

DAVID 
I’m serious, Jenny.  It’s not an act.  You’re absolutely right.  I was a loser.  And, yes, 
I’ll admit it, I did use Veronica.  Time after time she would bail me out of a jam.  And 
you’re right about this job, as well.  It was a handout.  I didn’t work for it.  But, Jenny, 
I sure as hell have worked at it.  You’ll have to give me that.  I am damn good at this 
job.  Those shows of yours come off without a hitch because of my attention to the 
details.  For the past two years I’ve worked my tail off to prove to Veronica that she 
made the right decision in giving me this ... this ... this handout, if you will. ... Pride, 
Jenny? 

(He crosses to Jennifer.) 
You’re damned right I have pride.  And the thing I’m most proud of is that I had a 
sister who loved me enough to always give me another chance. 



Stackhouse                                  ENCORE TO MURDER                             Page I-ii-15 
 

 
(Jennifer buries her face in her hands and cries.  She uses 
David’s handkerchief to dry her tears.) 

 
(David puts his hands tentatively on Jennifer’s shoulders.  This 
time she doesn’t pull away from him.) 

DAVID (CONTINUED) 
You loved Veronica, Jenny.  I can understand how helpless and angry you feel.  Her 
death was so senseless that you just want to lash out at everything and everyone.  But 
it was an accident.  If there had been anything the least bit suspicious about it, the 
police would have investigated.  Let it go.  There’s nothing sinister about it.  Let it go 
before it destroys you and alienates every one of your friends. 

JENNIFER 
(She dabs the last of the tears with the handkerchief, and 
reaches up to pat David lightly on the cheek.) 

I don’t know that I can just let it go.  But I’ll be all right.  Just give me a few moments 
alone to change out of these clothes and pull myself together. 

DAVID 
That’s my girl. 

(He kisses her on the forehead.) 
Meanwhile, why don’t I go and talk to the others and try to smooth out some of the 
ruffled feathers?  I’m sure they understand the strain you’ve been under. 

(He crosses toward the foyer.) 

JENNIFER 
I’d really appreciate that, David.  And thank you for being so considerate. 
 

(David exits down the hallway.) 
 

(Blackout.) 
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ACT 1 - SCENE 3 
 
 

(At Rise:  Roger and David are standing at the bar.  Roger is 
fixing drinks.  The glasses from Scene #2 and Jennifer’s purse 
have been struck.) 

 

ROGER 
So, David, my boy.  The Dragon Lady get to you, too, did she, hmm? 

DAVID 
Big time. 

ROGER 
Amazing.  Well, what was your motive? 

(He waves off David's attempted answer.) 
No, no, let me guess.  Hmm, Jack's was love.  Kim's was jealousy.  Mine was greed.  
So yours had to be ... Oh, dear, I would have thought yours to be greed - insurance 
money and all that.  Could we possibly have two greedy murderers under the same 
roof?  My, my, my. 

DAVID 
Actually it was pride, Mr. St. Iv ... Roger.  Supposedly I became fed up with being a 
loser and when my sister refused to loan me any more money, I couldn't take the 
disgrace and killed her. 

ROGER 
Dear, dear.  What do we do now?  Section off the house and each of us stay in our 
own little designated area until the pass is cleared and we're free to leave? 

DAVID 
It beats me.  You seem to be taking things okay.  But what about Jack and Kim?  
Whew.  Perhaps if I knew them better, I could talk to them.  You know, convince 
them that it was only Jenny's grief and frustration coming out and that she really 
didn't mean any of those hurtful things she said? 

ROGER 
Why don’t you let me have a go at it, my boy.  Try a bit of the old Dutch Uncle 
routine, hmm? 

KIM 
(From offstage down the hallway.) Don’t you touch me! 

DAVID 
They’re all yours, Uncle Rog. 

ROGER 
Just you leave everything to me. 
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(Kim enters from the hallway.) 

JACK 
(He enters from the hallway, attempting to put his hand on 
Kim’s shoulder.) 

But, honey --- 

KIM 
(She pulls away from Jack.) 

Don’t!  Just leave me alone! 

ROGER 
Now, now, my dear ones.  I know some very hurtful things were said here this 
afternoon.  But I have known our Jennifer for more years than either of us would care 
to admit and I assure you that there is not a malicious bone in that perfectly formed 
body of --- 
 

(Kim glares at Roger.) 
 
Poor choice of words.  What I meant to say was that Jennifer and Veronica were 
closer for longer than I have ever known two people to be.  In many ways they were 
each half of one singular person.  Now one of those halves is gone, never to return, 
and the other half is having trouble accepting the realities of the situation.  In 
Jennifer's mind, Veronica's death couldn't have just occurred randomly.  It had to be 
someone's fault.  It couldn't be Veronica's.  To Jennifer, Veronica had no faults.  So 
who else is there for her to blame, hmm?  God?  Not tangible enough.  We four just 
happen to be present and, therefore, convenient targets for her sorrow and frustration.  
In time she'll grow to accept things as they really are.  In the meanwhile, we'll just 
have to make some ... allowances for her behavior.  Come now, my dears.  Yes, she 
said some very hateful things earlier, but it was the grief talking, not our Jennifer.  At 
the very least, no harm will come from us acting civilly to one another.  After all, it is 
only for one night, hmm? 

DAVID 
How about it, huh, guys? 

JACK 
Okay by me.  Kim? 

KIM 
(To David.) As long as my civility doesn’t have to include my soon-to-be ex-husband. 
 

(Jennifer enters from the hallway.  She has changed her 
clothes.) 
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ROGER 
(He crosses to Jennifer.) 

My dear, you look so much better now that you've calmed yourself.  Welcome back to 
the realm of the sane. 

(He opens his arms wide to hug her.) 
 

(Jennifer ignores Roger’s invitation to kiss and make up.) 
 

(He takes Jennifer's hands into his own.) 
We have known each other far too long to let a few harsh words come between us, 
hmm?  Come now, let us put this whole ugly scene behind us and start afresh. 

(He gestures to the living room.) 
Please, do be seated, everyone.  Uncle Roger will play mixologist and fix us all a fresh 
round of libations. 

(He crosses behind the bar.) 
 

(Jennifer crosses to the SL chair and sits.  A frosty aura 
continues to surround her.) 

 
(David picks up his drink and crosses to the sofa, sitting at the 
SL end.) 

 
(Jack crosses to the sofa and sits at the SR end.) 

KIM 
(She crosses to the bar.) 

And Auntie Kim will play assistant mixologist, Uncle Roger. 

ROGER 
Splendid.  Splendid.  Let me see.  David already has his.  Now if memory serves me 
correctly, and it nearly always does, it's bourbon for Jennifer, Seven-Up for Jack and 
scotch for you, my dear.  Do get some of those little napkins for coasters, would you, 
hmm? 

(He pours the bourbon.) 
 

(Kim takes a handful of small cocktail napkins from a pile at 
the end of the bar.) 

 
(He holds up the glass to Kim.) 

Waitress, bourbon for the lady of the house, if you would be so kind? 
(He pours the Seven-up and the scotch.) 

KIM 
(She crosses to Jack and holds out the glass to him.) 

Dear, soon-to-be ex-husband, would you mind passing this down to the ex-partner of 
your ex-lover? 
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DAVID 
Kim, please?  Remember what we discussed with Roger?  Civility? 

KIM 
For you, David, I'll behave myself.  (To Jack.) I'm terrible sorry, darling.  Would you 
please be a dear and pass this down to Jennifer? 
 

(Jack takes the glass and a napkin from Kim and hands them to 
David.  David, in turn, sets the napkin on the end table 
between Jennifer and himself, then places the glass on top of it.) 

 
(Kim crosses back to the bar.) 

JENNIFER 
Thank you, David. 

(She leaves the drink untouched.) 

ROGER 
One Seven-Up for Jack and a double scotch for my so, so lovely assistant. 

KIM 
(She takes the glasses, crosses to Jack and holds out the Seven-
up to him without comment.) 

Music to my ears, Roger.  Both the words ‘scotch’ and ‘lovely.’ 

ROGER 
(He picks up his own drink.) 

Now, I would like to --- 

JACK 
(He takes the glass.) 

Thanks, honey. 

KIM 
Don’t ‘honey’ me you son of a bitch! 

ROGER 
(He crosses out from behind the bar.) 

(Overlap.)As I was saying?  I would like to propose a toast.  Let bygones be bygones, 
hmm? 

JACK 
Here, here. 

DAVID 
Amen, Roger. 
 

(All three men take sips from their drinks.  The two women do 
not even so much as lift their glasses.) 

 
Kim?  Jenny?  Both of you.  Can't we just forget about what happened earlier? 
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JACK 
Come on, honey.  Please? 

KIM 
I can forget what happened here easily enough, but I'll never forgive you for 
humiliating me with your tawdry little affair. 

JENNIFER 
And you can hardly expect me to forget that one of you murdered my best friend. 

ROGER 
Jennifer, my dear, please let us not start that again, hmm? ... Please? 

DAVID 
I thought we'd settled all this earlier. 
 

(The doorbell rings.) 
 
Are you expecting anyone else? 

JENNIFER 
(She stands.) 

No.  I haven't the faintest idea who that might be. 

KIM 
(She crosses to the foyer.) 

Well, let's find out.  Whoever it is has to be more enjoyable company that a lunatic 
who sees a murderer under every bed and an adulterer who has a woman on top of 
every bed. 
 

(The doorbell rings.) 
 

(She opens the door.) 

MCAVOY 
(He enters.) 

Good afternoon, folks.  I hope I’m not intruding. 
 

(Kim closes the door and leans her back against it, eyeing 
McAvoy as if he were prey.) 

ROGER 
A welcome intrusion, to be sure, whomever you are.  Most propitious timing, I must 
say. 

JENNIFER 
You’re no intrusion of any kind.  Please come in.  Everyone, this is Ed McAvoy, our 
local chief of police. 

(She points to each of the others in turn.) 
Roger St. Ives. 
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(McAvoy nods.) 

ROGER 
Good afternoon, sir. 

JENNIFER 
Jack Dunbar and David Loring over here. 

JACK 
How do you do, Chief? 

MCAVOY 
Mr. Dunbar.  (To David.) My sympathy on the death of your sister, Mr. Loring. 

DAVID 
Thank you, Mr. McAvoy. 

JENNIFER 
And Kim Dunbar, at the door. 
 

(Kim raises her glass, then crosses to McAvoy, staying never 
more than an arm’s length away from him.) 

MCAVOY 
Mrs. Dunbar. 

ROGER 
Are you on duty, Chief McAvoy?  Or can I fix you something to thaw you out a bit? 

MCAVOY 
It’s yes to the first question, Mr. St. Ives, and, since we tend to run a fairly loose ship 
up here, it’s yes to the second as well.  Bourbon, please. 

JENNIFER 
(She picks up her drink from the end table and starts toward 
the chief.) 

Here, Mr. McAvoy, take this one.  I haven’t touched it yet.  I’ll get myself another. 

KIM 
That’s not necessary, Jennifer. 

(She takes McAvoy by the arm and, like a border collie, herds 
him away from Jennifer’s approach and toward the bar.) 

Roger will make the chief a nice fresh drink, (To Roger.) won’t you, Uncle Roger? 

ROGER 
Certainly, my dear.  Certainly. 

(He crosses behind the bar and fixes the drink.) 

DAVID 
Are they making any headway clearing the roads? 
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MCAVOY 
The roads actually aren’t all that bad, Mr. Loring.  It’s the pass.  With this wind, it 
drifts shut just as soon as the plow goes through.  The road crew has given up on it 
until morning. 
 

(Roger hands the drink to Kim.) 
 

(Kim hands the drink to McAvoy, gazing long and deeply into 
his eyes as she does so.) 

 
Thank you, Mrs. Dunbar. 

(He self-consciously turns away from Kim.) 

JACK 
(He raises his glass.) 

Well, here’s to Mother Nature.  What a bitch! 

JENNIFER 
Now that’s a toast I can drink to.  To Mother Nature. 

ROGER 
Here, here. 

DAVID 
(Overlap.) Indeed. 
 

(They all sip their drinks.) 

KIM 
(To Jennifer.) From one bitch to another, huh, Jen? 

(She raises her glass.) 
An inside joke, Mr. McAvoy. 

(She takes McAvoy by the arm and guides him around to the 
SR chair, sits him down, then perches on the arm very close to 
him.) 

ROGER 
(To McAvoy.) What brings you out in such inclement conditions? 

MCAVOY 
Just making my normal rounds.  Most of the homes in the area are isolated like this 
one so we like to stop by whenever we’re in the neighborhood to check up on things. 
 

(They all have been sipping their drinks during the 
conversation.) 

 
(Suddenly Jennifer’s eyes grow very wide.  The glass slips 
from her hand and she reaches up and clutches at her chest.  
Her mouth moves but she cannot speak.) 
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JACK 
Jennifer!  What’s wrong?!  What is it?! 

(He crosses to Jennifer and catches her just as she starts to 
collapse.) 

 
(Everyone crowds around Jennifer.) 

MCAVOY 
Here, let me see. 

(He gently shoves David out of the way and gets down on one 
knee in front of Jennifer, helping Jack get her to a prone 
position.) 

DAVID 
What’s happened, Mr. McAvoy? 

KIM 
What’s wrong with her? 

MCAVOY 
(He picks up Jennifer in his arms and crosses toward the 
hallway.) 

Mr. Dunbar, help me get her into a bedroom. 
 

(Jack hurries ahead of McAvoy and exits down the hallway.) 
 
And Mr. Loring, call 911.  Quickly! 

(He exits down the hallway, carrying a limp Jennifer.) 

DAVID 
(He crosses to the desk, picks up the telephone receiver and 
punches in the numbers.) 

Operator, this is an emergency.  We need an ambulance. ... A woman’s had a seizure 
of some kind. ... 143 Woodland Trail. ... Yes, that’s right.  Please tell them to hurry. ... 
Thank you. 

(He recradles the telephone receiver.) 

ROGER 
(He puts a fatherly arm around Kim’s shoulders.) 

The pressure of the last few days must have finally caught up with our Jennifer.  I’m 
sure it’s nothing to worry about.  The poor dear has probably just fainted. 

MCAVOY 
(He enters from the hallway. 

Not fainted, Mr. St. Ives.  I’m afraid Ms. Rooney is dead. 
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KIM 
Oh, no! 

DAVID 
(Overlap.) Dead? 

ROGER 
(Overlap.) What? 
 

(Blackout.) 
 

(Intermission.) 
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ACT 2 - SCENE 1 
 
 

(At Rise:  It is early evening.  Jack is sitting in the living room, 
leafing through a magazine.  David is standing at the window, 
looking out.  Roger is pacing back and forth in front the desk, 
fuming at someone on the other end of the telephone line.) 

ROGER 
Operator, this is preposterous.  If I am speaking with you, the lines can hardly all be 
down, now can they, hmm? ... I do not desire to speak with anyone in this village, as 
pleasant as I am sure some of them may very well be.  I desire to speak with someone 
in Manhattan.  You know, it’s a little island just south of here on the tollway? ... I see. 
... No, operator, I do not hold you personally responsible for the weather.  Please 
accept my apology. ... Yes, thank you.  And you have a nice day yourself. 

(He recradles the telephone receiver.) 
(To the telephone.) Imbecile!  (To Jack and David.) The ice has brought down all the 
lines going to the outside world.  Only the local service remains intact. 

DAVID 
(He crosses into the living room.) 

The snow doesn’t look like it’s even beginning to let up.  We’ll be lucky to get out of 
here at all tomorrow. 

KIM 
(She enters from the hallway.) 

The good news is, the refrigerator’s loaded.  Can I interest anyone in something to 
eat? 

JACK 
How can you be thinking of food at a time like this?  Jennifer died here not more than 
two hours ago. 

KIM 
Then we won’t set a place for her.  (To Roger and David.) How about the two of you? 

ROGER 
Kim, have you no sense of decency?  To talk that way about poor Jennifer after what 
happened here this afternoon?  I’m appalled.  I am simply appalled. 
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KIM 
Come off it, Roger.  (Mimicking his pompous tone.) “After what happened here this 
afternoon.”  Let me remind you all of exactly what did happen here this afternoon.  A 
crazy woman brought us up to this God-forsaken place to accuse us all of murder.  (To 
Roger.) And from what I could hear all the way down the hall in the bedroom with the 
door shut, she accused you of being a thief as well.  (To everyone.) She got so worked 
up over her delusions, her heart gave out.  She’s dead!  Too bad!  But let’s not get 
hypocritical over it. 

DAVID 
But perhaps we could be a bit more charitable.  Surely you could see how troubled 
Jenny was over Veronica’s death. 
 

(The doorbell rings.) 

KIM 
I’ll get it. 

(She crosses to the front door and opens it.) 
 

(McAvoy enters.) 
 
Ahh, Mr. McAvoy, how nice to have you back. 

(She closes the door.) 

MCAVOY 
Good evening, folks. 

JACK 
Here to tell us that the pass is open and that we can all go home? 

MCAVOY 
I’m afraid not, Mr. Dunbar. 

ROGER 
One can only hope. 

DAVID 
Then what are you here for, McAvoy?  You have our written statements. 

MCAVOY 
I need to tie up a few loose ends in the paperwork department regarding Ms. Rooney’s 
death. 

KIM 
(She takes McAvoy by the arm and leads him over to the bar.) 

Let’s get it done, then.  We were just ... uh ... discussing it among ourselves. 

MCAVOY 
(He sits on one of the bar stools.) 

If you’ll all be seated, I don’t think this will take very long. 
(He removes a small notebook and a pen from his pocket.) 
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(Kim slides the second stool over and sits right next to 
McAvoy.) 

 
(Jack sits.) 

 
(David remains standing.) 

ROGER 
(He sits.) 

It’s a tragedy, Chief McAvoy.  A genuine tragedy.  We are all still in a state of shock. 

JACK 
I don’t know what we can tell you that you don’t already know.  After all, you were 
right here when it happened. 

MCAVOY 
That’s true, Mr. Dunbar.  But I’m more interested in Ms. Rooney’s state of mind 
before I arrived.  When I came in, I detected a bit of ... friction among all of you. 

(He moves his stool away from Kim as he turns to her.) 
Especially between you and Ms. Rooney, ma’am.  Your remarks after the toast, for 
instance?  I believe you used the word ‘bitch?’ 

KIM 
It was nothing, really, Mr. McAvoy.  Some things had been said that ... well --- 

DAVID 
Jenny was very distraught.  My sister’s death had affected her deeply.  She made 
some insinuations that were not very kind and ... feelings got hurt. 

ROGER 
David is being very charitable toward the dead, Chief McAvoy.  The truth of the 
matter is that Veronica’s tragic accident had left our Jennifer a bit ... well, how shall I 
put it ... a bit unbalanced.  She had delusions that Veronica had been murdered. 

KIM 
Thank you both, but let’s call a spade a spade.  (To McAvoy.) They can talk about 
Jennifer being unbalanced or having delusions but the truth is, the woman was a 
raving lunatic.  Yes, I used the word ‘bitch,’ but I used it with some justification.  She 
accused each one of us of murdering Veronica.  Can you believe that? 

MCAVOY 
As a matter of fact, I can, Mrs. Dunbar.  The investigation into Ms. Loring’s death is 
still open. 

(He gestures with the notebook.) 
I have here a list from Ms. Rooney of possible motives for each of you. 

DAVID 
Wait a minute.  Are you saying that my sister was murdered?  That her death wasn’t 
an accident?  And if so, why wasn’t I told? 
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MCAVOY 
Let’s just say that there are certain ... inconsistencies related to the death of your sister 
which appear to be of a somewhat suspicious nature and that we are continuing with 
our investigation.  As to why you weren’t informed ... 

(He waggles the notebook.) 

DAVID 
Because I’m a suspect? 
 

(McAvoy nods his head and shrugs his shoulders - an 
unspoken, “Sorry, but that’s the way it goes.”) 

JACK 
What inconsistencies? 

MCAVOY 
Now, now, Mr. Dunbar.  If none of you are murderers, you have no need to know.  
But if it should turn out that one of you is, then I don’t want you to know.  Not just 
yet, anyway. 

ROGER 
(He stands.) 

Now see here, sir.  I will not --- 

MCAVOY 
No, you see here, Mr. St. Ives.  Sit down!  I’m not finished yet. 

ROGER 
Well, I am! 

DAVID 
Take it easy, Roger.  Just calm down. 

ROGER 
(To McAvoy.) I may have had to take insinuations from Jennifer because of our 
longstanding friendship but I most certainly do not have to take them from you. 

(He crosses to the bar and fixes himself a drink.) 

KIM 
(She crosses to Roger.) 

He’s only doing his job, Roger. 

MCAVOY 
Quite so, Mrs. Dunbar.  And to set the record straight, Mr. St. Ives, you did not have 
to take the insinuations from Ms. Rooney.  However, since this is an active police 
investigation, you certainly do have to take them from me.  So, if you’ll please be 
seated, we can continue. 

ROGER 
I may have to listen to you, Chief McAvoy, but I’ll do it standing, if I so choose.  
And, furthermore, I fully intend to speak to the mayor of this village about your rude 
behavior. 
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MCAVOY 
Believe me, sir, she’s well aware of my behavior.  But if it will make you feel any 
better, be my guest. 

JACK 
Surely you don’t take Jennifer’s ravings seriously, Mr. McAvoy? 

MCAVOY 
Ravings, Mr. Dunbar? 

(He flips open the notebook.) 
I see four perfectly good motives for murder.  All the ingredients are here.  Love, or 
lust - take your pick - Mr. Dunbar.  Jealously, Mrs. Dunbar.  Greed, Mr. St. Ives.  
And pride, Mr. Loring.  All we need are gluttony, sloth and anger and we’d have the 
seven deadlies, wouldn’t we?  But, then, I figure anger probably played a big part 
anyway so we’re really only two sins short.  And, as I understand it, none of you has 
anything that even remotely resembles an alibi for your whereabouts at the time of 
Ms. Loring’s death. 

DAVID 
We don’t need alibis.  While we all may be suspects, based on Jenny’s contrived 
scenarios, you’ve got no evidence linking any one of us to an alleged murder.  If you 
had, you wouldn’t be here now badgering us, you’d have made an arrest. 

JACK 
David’s right, McAvoy.  It doesn’t wash.  We may be your most convenient suspects, 
but if it was murder, isn’t it just possible that you may have some maniac running 
around loose in the village? 

MCAVOY 
Fair question, Mr. Dunbar.  So far, though, all of our home-grown maniacs have alibis 
for that particular time period.  But we’re continuing to check on that possibility.  
Now, I’d like each of you to tell me when you last saw or spoke to Ms. Loring.  Mr. 
Dunbar, would you care to begin? 

JACK 
I saw Veronica briefly last Tuesday at work.  (To Kim.) A business discussion.  (To 
McAvoy.) It was just before she left to spend the rest of the week up here.  She had 
some last-minute instructions for one of the fabric houses I was working with on a 
new design. 

MCAVOY 
(He enters something in his notebook, then looks over at Kim.) 

Ma’am? 

KIM 
Let me think. ... There was a cocktail party about two months ago.  Something to do 
with the symphony.  Veronica had given tickets to most of the employees at L & R 
Fashions.  We didn’t speak, of course, but that’s the last contact I had with her. 



Stackhouse                                  ENCORE TO MURDER                             Page II-i-6 
 

MCAVOY 
(He makes another entry in the notebook, then glances at 
David.) 

You, sir? 

DAVID 
We went over the preliminary details for the upcoming Atlantic City show just 
before I left.  That would be over two weeks ago. ... Three weeks today, actually. 

MCAVOY 
You didn’t call the office any time during those three weeks? 

DAVID 
Not to talk to Veronica.  Just to check in with my secretary, pick up any messages, 
and discuss some things with our assistant stage manager. 

MCAVOY 
And last, but not least, Mr. St. Ives. 

ROGER 
At a preview in Dallas, a few months ago ... September, I believe.  We both had 
designs we were exhibiting.  Veronica and Jennifer dined with me one evening in my 
suite at the Anatole.  You’ll have to check with my secretary for the exact dates of the 
show. 

DAVID 
September twelfth through the fifteenth. 

ROGER 
Ahh, yes, my boy.  Of course you’d know that.  That’s what you do, isn’t it? 

JACK 
What’s the point to all this? 
 

(The telephone rings.) 

MCAVOY 
(He picks up the telephone receiver.) 

(Into the phone.) Hello?  ... Not now, Lucille.  I’m busy.  I don’t have time for Mrs. 
Bigelow’s ghosts. ... There are no prowlers, Lucille.  You know it.  I know it.  Every 
officer we’ve ever sent out there knows it.  And Mrs. Bigelow herself knows it. ... 
Gunshots?  She’s as deaf as a post.  She couldn’t hear a gunshot if it were fired into 
her ear at point-blank range.  I’m in the middle of a murder investigation, Lucille, 
can’t you ... What about ... No, Lucille, none of these people are apt to go anywhere. ... 
Tell her I’m on my way. ... You know, this re-election campaign of the mayor’s is 
getting to be one big pain in the butt. 

(He slams the telephone receiver down.) 

KIM 
What’s this about prowlers? 
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DAVID 
And gunshots? 

MCAVOY 
There’s nothing to worry about.  It’s just the wishful thinking of a lonely old woman 
who wants some company. 

JACK 
Like I said, McAvoy, you may have a maniac loose in the old village after all. 

MCAVOY 
(He crosses toward the front door.) 

 
(Kim still hovers at McAvoy’s side.) 

 
I’m not through with my questions yet.  I’ll be back in a little while. 

(He opens the door.) 

KIM 
(She zips up McAvoy’s jacket for him.) 

Since we’re all suspects, aren’t you going to tell us not to leave town? 

MCAVOY 
I really don’t think that will be necessary.  Unless you relish a hike through the 
mountains in the middle of a blizzard. 

(He exits.) 
 

(Kim closes the door.) 

ROGER 
I believe the chief really does suspect that one of us killed Veronica. 

JACK 
You worry too much, Roger.  It’s a small, sleepy little village.  This is probably the 
biggest case McAvoy’s ever had in his entire career and he’s going to make the most 
out of it. 

DAVID 
Don’t let him get you down.  Jack’s right.  McAvoy’s a big fish in a tiny pond.  We’ll 
just have to humor him.  By this time tomorrow afternoon, we’ll all be out of here. 

ROGER 
But what if it turns out that Veronica was murdered?  Who could have done it?  And 
why? 

DAVID 
If she was - and that’s still a very big if, as far as I’m concerned - I certainly don’t 
think for a minute that one of you did it.  You know, Jack might have hit the nail on 
the head.  It’ll turn out to be some jerk from the village who tried to put the make on a 
beautiful woman.  When he got rejected, he freaked out and killed her, then tried to 
make it look like an auto accident. 
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ROGER 
Veronica murdered ... and Jennifer dead from a heart attack because of it.  It is such a 
tragedy.  And such a waste. 

KIM 
You’re right, Roger, it is a tragedy.  But there’s no point in dwelling on it. 

JACK 
(To Roger.) I think Kim may have had a good idea after all.  Let’s you and I see what 
we can do about finding something to eat, okay? 

ROGER 
I suppose you’re right, my boy.  If for no other reason than to purge the taste of that 
most unpleasant storm trooper from our mouths. 

(He crosses toward the hallway.) 

KIM 
What can David and I do to help? 

ROGER 
Not a thing, my dear.  Just make yourselves comfortable and leave everything to us.  I 
am, after all, fairly knowledgeable in the culinary arts.  It may not be quite up to the 
fair at Le Beaujolais, but, then, what is, hmm?  Come along Jack. 

(He exits down the hallway.) 
 

(Jack starts to follow Roger.) 

KIM 
Le Beaujolais!  That’s it!  That’s where I remember --- 

JACK 
Kim!  That’s enough! 

KIM 
But, Jack, it was at Le Beaujolais that I saw --- 

JACK 
I said that was enough! 

(He crosses to Kim.) 
(To David) Would you mind giving Roger a hand in the kitchen?  Kim and I have 
some things we need to iron out. 

DAVID 
No problem. 

(He crosses to the foyer.) 
I’m glad to see that you two have finally decided to talk to each other. 

(He exits down the hallway.) 

KIM 
(Loudly, after David is gone.) Just what in the hell are you up to? 
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JACK 
(He takes Kim by the arm and crosses with her to the sofa.) 

Will you please keep your voice down? 

KIM 
(She shakes loose of Jack’s grasp but doesn’t lower her voice.) 

Let go of my arm!  You’re hurting me! 

JACK 
I’m sorry, but just keep it down. 

KIM 
Why should I?  Do you have something to hide? 

JACK 
Kim, please?  Let’s discuss this quietly. 

KIM 
(She sits on the sofa, but still does not lower her voice.) 

Well, Jack, discuss away.  And please start with why you and Roger are pretending 
that you haven’t met before today. 

JACK 
Pretending?  I don’t know what you’re talking about.  And neither do you. 

(He crosses to the bar and fixes a drink.) 

KIM 
The hell I don’t.  I’m talking about that night at Le Beaujolais restaurant.  I knew I 
had seen Roger before. 

JACK 
Kim, you’re going to have to trust me on this.  I’ll explain everything later.  Just trust 
me. 
 

(David enters from the hallway and stands in the foyer.) 

KIM 
Trust you?  Trust you, after the humiliation you’ve caused me over the years?  Why 
on earth should I trust you now?  You won’t even explain.  What am I supposed to 
think? 

DAVID 
(He coughs into his fist to politely announce his presence.) 

From the sound of things, leaving you two alone wasn’t such a good idea after all.  (To 
Jack.) Roger thinks that it might be better if you helped him in the kitchen, after all, 
and I stayed out here with Kim until, as he put it, (He mimics Roger’s pompous manner.) 
“You learn to be civil to one another.” 
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JACK 
Happy are the peacemakers. 

(He crosses to Kim and hands her the drink.) 
Here.  Maybe this will calm you down.  Take it easy and try not to think so much.  
I’ll explain everything later. 

(He throws up his hands, gives David a look of exasperation, 
and exits down the hallway.) 

 
(Kim sips the drink during her conversation with David.) 

DAVID 
What’s the problem?  From the way it sounded out in the kitchen, we expected to 
hear furniture breaking any minute.  What’s going on? 

KIM 
I don’t know what’s going on, David.  And that’s part of the problem.  But whatever it 
is, Roger and Jack are involved in it together. 

DAVID 
Involved in what? 

KIM 
I’m not sure ... exactly.  But, do you remember when Jack and I arrived earlier?  
When Roger was introduced to us? 

DAVID 
Vaguely.  Why? 

KIM 
Jack and Roger acted as though they had never met.  But they had!  I knew I’d seen 
Roger somewhere before but every time I tried to bring it up, one of them would 
interrupt me and change the subject. 

DAVID 
Maybe you’re mistaken. 

KIM 
I am not mistaken, David.  Look at the man, for Pete’s sake.  How could I mistake 
anyone else for him unless we were at the circus?  I realized where it was when Roger 
mentioned Le Beaujolais a little while ago.  That’s where I saw him before. 

DAVID 
It’s an extremely popular restaurant.  You could have seen him at another table and 
the impression stuck with you.  You just said it yourself.  He does stand out in a 
crowd. 
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KIM 
It wasn’t just a chance glimpse of someone at another table.  We had given our order 
and then Jack excused himself.  He said he wanted to say a few words to a ... a ... a 
business associate.  That’s the term he used - business associate.  I watched him and 
he went over to one of the private dining rooms and knocked on the door.  The man 
who opened that door was Roger St. Ives.  I remember it clearly now.  Jack had a 
manila envelope with him and he gave it ... Oh, my God! 

DAVID 
What, Kim? 

KIM 
Oh, my God!  She was right! 

DAVID 
Who was right? 

KIM 
My God, David, remember?  You were here in the room when she said it.  If I could 
hear her from the bedroom, you must have heard it. 

DAVID 
Heard what? 

KIM 
The designs!  The designs!  Jennifer accused Roger of stealing designs.  She said he 
had a pipeline into the studios of L & R Fashions. 

DAVID 
Y ... y ... you mean Jack?  You think the pipeline is your husband? 

KIM 
It has to be.  It’s the only explanation that makes any sense.  That’s why he and Roger 
are pretending that they’ve only just met. 

DAVID 
Kim, if you’re right about this ... 

KIM 
Then one or both of them killed your sister to silence her. 

DAVID 
You’re going to have to tell McAvoy what you suspect. 

KIM 
But now they know I’ve remembered.  I’m so frightened, David.  And we don’t know 
for sure how long it will be before Chief McAvoy gets back here. 

DAVID 
Don’t worry.  Just keep calm and try to act as if nothing’s wrong.  I’ll call the police 
station and see if they can get a hold of him. 

(He crosses to the desk, picks up the telephone receiver and 
dials 911.) 
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(Kim downs the remainder of her drink and sits there hugging 
herself and looking pitiful.) 

DAVID (CONTINUED) 
(Into the phone.) Operator?  This is an emergency.  Get me the Police Department! ... 
This is David Loring.  I’m at my sister’s home on Slide Mountain.  Chief McAvoy 
left here a little while ago to check out a prowler report.  He should be on his way 
back, but we need him now! ... 

ROGER 
(He enters from the hallway, carrying a tray of sandwiches, 
and crosses toward the bar.) 

Dinner, such as it is, is served. 

DAVID 
He is? ... In just a few minutes?  That’s great.  Thank --- 
 

(The empty glass slips from Kim’s hand and falls to the carpet.  
She reaches up noiselessly and clutches at her chest.  Her eyes 
opened into a wide unfocused stare.) 

ROGER 
Kim! 

(He drops his tray on the bar and rushes to Kim.) 
What’s wrong, my dear?! 

(He holds the now-collapsed Kim in his arms.) 
(To David.) Get help! (In the direction of the hallway.) Jack!  Come quickly!  
Something’s happened to Kim! 

DAVID 
(Into the phone.) Tell McAvoy to speed it up!  And send an ambulance, too! 

JACK 
(He enters from the hallway at a run and rushes to Kim.) 

Kim, honey, what is it?! 
 

(The doorbell rings.) 
 

(David slams the telephone receiver down, runs to the foyer 
and opens the front door. 

 
(To Roger.) What’s wrong with her?  What happened? 

MCAVOY 
(He enters.) 

What the hell’s going on here? 

ROGER 
It’s Kim.  She’s had an attack of some sort. 
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DAVID 
The ambulance is on its way. 

MCAVOY 
No time for that.  Mr. Dunbar, get her into my Jeep!  Quickly! 
 

(Jack picks up Kim in his arms and carries her to the foyer.) 
 
Mr. Loring, you come with us!  Get the car door open for them! 
 

(David exits ahead of Jack and Kim.) 
 
(To Roger.) Get on the phone and tell the hospital we’re on our way. 

(He exits, leaving the door open.) 
 

Roger crosses quickly toward the desk.) 
 

(Blackout.) 
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ACT 2 - SCENE 2 
 
 

(At rise: It is late evening and dark outside.  Roger stands at 
the windows, peering out into the darkness.  All the glasses and 
the food tray from the previous two scenes have been struck.) 

 
(Headlights shine through the windows as a car comes up the 
driveway.) 

ROGER 
Ahh.  Finally. 

(He crosses to the front door.) 
 

(The headlights are switched off.) 
 

(He opens the door.) 
 

(David guides a woebegone Jack into the foyer.) 
 

(McAvoy enters, brushes past the threesome, crosses directly to 
the desk and picks up the telephone receiver.) 

 
(To David.) How is our Kim?  She is going to be all right, I trust. 

DAVID 
She didn’t make it, Roger.  They worked on her for over an hour but it didn’t do any 
good.  We just didn’t get there in time. 

(He closes the door.) 

MCAVOY 
(Into the phone.) It’s McAvoy.  Let me talk to Doc. 

ROGER 
(To Jack.) My dear boy. 

(He leads Jack into the living room, sits him down on the SL 
end of the sofa and then sits next to him.) 

I am so very sorry.  I’m certain they did everything humanly possible.  Here.  Come 
and sit. 

MCAVOY 
(Into the phone.) Well, tell him to call me with the test results as soon as they’re run. 

(He recradles the telephone receiver.) 
All right, now!  I have some questions and someone around here had damn well better 
come up with a few answers. 
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ROGER 
Chief McAvoy, certainly even you can see that Jack is not up to being interrogated 
just now.  Common decency would dictate --- 

JACK 
Thanks, Roger, but I’ll be okay.  Really I will. 

DAVID 
(To McAvoy.) May I have a word with you, please? 

(He gestures with his head toward the foyer.) 

MCAVOY 
Mr. Loring, I hope you will all have plenty of words with me.  And if you’ll please sit 
down, we can begin with them. 

DAVID 
But, McAvoy, I really --- 

MCAVOY 
Sit down, Mr. Loring.  You’ll have your chance.  Right now there are a few things I 
need to cover. 
 

(David crosses into the living room.) 
 
Ordinarily this village is a fairly quiet place.  Being chief of police here is sort of like 
semi-retirement.  It’s a fun job.  Oh, we have some routine traffic violations.  (To 
David.) Quite a few from your late sister, I’m sorry to say.  (To everyone.) We have a 
little petty vandalism once in a while, a few drunk and disorderly charges and, every 
now and again, someone dies.  Usually those deaths are due to accidents or some 
elderly person’s time just runs out.  But now, in less than one week, we’ve had a 
murder that was made to look like an accident and two other people ... two people 
who knew the victim, are also dead.  Gentlemen, I don’t believe in coincidence. 

ROGER 
Are you implying that the deaths of Jennifer and Kim are somehow connected to 
Veronica’s death? 

MCAVOY 
I’m not implying it at all, Mr. St. Ives.  I’m stating it as fact.  And what’s more, I 
intend to find that connection. 

JACK 
I’m sorry.  I just don’t see a connection.  There may be a very thin relationship.  We 
all saw how upset Jennifer was over Veronica’s death and her accusations put my wife 
under considerable stress. 

MCAVOY 
That may very well be the explanation we come to, Mr. Dunbar, but let’s not 
overlook any other possibilities. 

DAVID 
Such as? 
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MCAVOY 
We’ll get to the specifics later, Mr. Loring.  But for now, I’d like you all to tell me 
what was happening here just prior to my arrival and Ms. Rooney’s death. 

(He takes out his notebook and pen.) 
If you will, please? 
 

(Roger and Jack glance at each other then at David.  In the 
game of eye-tag, David is clearly ‘it.’) 

DAVID 
Well, let me think. ... We told you that there were some harsh words exchanged 
earlier over Jenny’s accusations.  She hurt everyone’s feelings to some extent.  We 
had just regrouped and were attempting a little damage control. 

ROGER 
We had all agreed to put the unpleasantness behind us.  I had just poured a fresh 
round of drinks and we were sitting here when you arrived. 

MCAVOY 
(He checks his notes.) 

As I recall, Mr. St. Ives, you weren’t sitting, you were standing behind the bar. 

ROGER 
I just explained to you that I was fixing the drinks. 

MCAVOY 
Would you please move to that same position now? 

ROGER 
To the bar?  Really, Chief McAvoy, I don’t --- 

MCAVOY 
Humor me, please?  It helps me visualize the scene better. 

ROGER 
If I must. 

(He crosses behind the bar.) 

MCAVOY 
Mr. Dunbar, what about you? 

JACK 
I was on the sofa ... there. 

(He points to the SR end of the sofa.) 
And David was sitting next to me, sort of.  At this end. 

MCAVOY 
If you would, gentlemen? 
 

(Jack moves over to the SR end of the sofa.) 
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DAVID 
(He crosses to the sofa and sits at the SL end.) 

I don’t see what this is going to prove, but it’s your show, McAvoy. 

MCAVOY 
And Ms. Rooney was in that chair, I believe. 

(He points to the SL chair.) 
What about Mrs. Dunbar?  Where was she and what was she doing? 

JACK 
Kim was helping Roger. 

MCAVOY 
(He jots a few notations on his pad.) 

I see.  She was helping fix the drinks? 

DAVID 
No, not fix them.  Roger was doing that.  Kim served the drinks after Roger poured 
them. 

MCAVOY 
Whose drink did you pour first, Mr. St. Ives? 

ROGER 
I made the first one for Jennifer.  She was the furthest away. 

MCAVOY 
So, then, Mrs. Dunbar took the drink from you and gave it to Ms. Rooney? 

DAVID 
No, she didn’t hand the drink directly to Jenny.  She had Jack and I pass it down to 
her. 

MCAVOY 
Was this a union operation or what?  Mr. St. Ives pours the drink, gives it to Mrs. 
Dunbar, who hands it to Mr. Dunbar, who passes it to Mr. Loring, who then gives it 
to Ms. Rooney? 

ROGER 
Yes. 

MCAVOY 
Yes? 

DAVID 
I realize how stupid it must sound to someone who wasn’t here, but I guess it did 
happen that way. 

MCAVOY 
So every one of you handled Ms. Rooney’s drink? ... (To David.) When Mrs. Dunbar 
brought your drink, did she give it to Mr. Dunbar and have him pass it down to you? 
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DAVID 
Kim didn’t give me my drink, I brought it with me from the bar when I came over 
here to sit down.  Roger had fixed it for me earlier.  Is there a point to all this 
somewhere? 

ROGER 
If there is, I, for one, fail to see where it’s leading. 

MCAVOY 
You were going to humor me, remember, Mr. St. Ives?  Play along for a few more 
minutes and we’ll see where it leads.  Now, let’s switch from the time prior to Ms. 
Rooney’s attack to the time just before Mrs. Dunbar collapsed. 

ROGER 
I really must protest this, Chief McAvoy.  Jack should not have to be dragged through 
that traumatic experience again. 

DAVID 
I agree with Roger.  What is it you’re trying to do, here, McAvoy? 

MCAVOY 
Just my job, Mr. Loring.  Merely my job. 

JACK 
Thanks guys, but let him finish his questions.  It’s the only way we’re going to get rid 
of him.  I can handle it. 

MCAVOY 
With this new-found spirit of cooperation, let’s proceed, then.  Where were you, Mr. 
St. Ives, just prior to Mrs. Dunbar’s attack? 

ROGER 
I was in the kitchen preparing something for us to eat.  I saw the dear girl collapse as I 
brought in a tray of sandwiches. 

JACK 
And I was helping Roger in the kitchen.  When he saw Kim, he called for me and I 
rushed in here.  You ... you know the rest. 

MCAVOY 
(To Roger and Jack.) Would the two of you please stand over there at the edge of the 
foyer? 
 

(Jack crosses to the foyer.) 

ROGER 
(He crosses to the foyer.) 

I know, I know, visualize the scene better.  (To Jack.) The man thinks he’s Sherlock-
bloody-Holmes. 

MCAVOY 
Where were you during all of this, Mr. Loring? 
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DAVID 
At the desk, trying to call you.  I presume you want me there? 

(He crosses to the office alcove and sits on the edge of the 
desk.) 

MCAVOY 
And Mrs. Dunbar was here on the sofa.  Sipping a drink, I believe you stated when 
we were at the hospital, Mr. Loring? 

DAVID 
That’s right. 

ROGER 
Must we stand here all evening while you ramble on to God knows where? 

MCAVOY 
Patience, Mr. St. Ives.  Patience.  Now, Mr. Loring, where did Mrs. Dunbar get the 
drink?  Did she fix it herself? 

DAVID 
No.  I believe Jack got it for her just before he went out to the kitchen. 

MCAVOY 
(He looks around the room.) 

Mr. St. Ives, where is the glass that Mrs. Dunbar drank from? 

ROGER 
I tidied things up a bit while the rest of you were at the hospital.  We had used glasses 
all over the place so I ran the dishwasher.  I certainly hope I haven’t violated some 
local ordinance against neatness. 

MCAVOY 
(To David.) You said you were at the desk because you were trying to call me.  What 
about? 

DAVID 
Can we discuss it in private? 

MCAVOY 
Three people have died in this house since last Thursday.  If you have something to 
say that may have a bearing on any one of those deaths, let’s all hear it.  Now! 

DAVID 
I’m sorry, Jack, but Kim thought that there was some sort of conspiracy going on 
between you and Roger. 

JACK 
A what?! 

ROGER 
(Overlap.) A conspiracy?!  You must have misunderstood her, dear boy. 
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JACK 
I can’t imagine what Kim told you, David, but remember, she was still ticked off at 
me over what went on earlier.  She was probably just trying to punish me and using 
you to do it. 

ROGER 
Any talk of a conspiracy is utter nonsense. 

MCAVOY 
Suppose we save the denials until we’ve heard the accusation, okay?  (To David.)  Go 
on. 

DAVID 
Well, Kim claimed that Jack and Roger were only pretending that they hadn’t met 
before today.  She was convinced that she saw them together in a restaurant not too 
long ago and that Jack handed Roger an envelope. 

ROGER 
Why would she say such a thing?  What on earth would Jack be giving me?  Chief 
McAvoy, this is a complete fabrication. 

JACK 
I remember the incident she was referring to, Chief.  Kim must have mistaken Roger 
for the person I did meet that night.  It was a business acquaintance. 

MCAVOY 
The two of you have never met before this morning? 

JACK 
No, Chief, never. 

ROGER 
Emphatically no! 

MCAVOY 
What did Mrs. Dunbar think the envelope contained, Mr. Loring? 

DAVID 
She thought that perhaps Jenny had been right about Roger pirating designs from L & 
R. Fashions.  And that Jack was the inside man. 

ROGER 
This is slanderous!  Even the insinuation of something like this could ruin my 
personal reputation and that of St. Ives Fashions. 

DAVID 
I didn’t say it was true, Roger.  I’m just repeating what Kim told me. 

JACK 
Look, Chief, it’s obvious that my wife was just trying to get back at me.  (To David.) 
I’m sorry she involved you in our problems.  I really am. 
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MCAVOY 
Maybe we can put this to rest quickly.  Mr. Loring, you’ve known Ms. Rooney for 
some time.  Did she have any history of heart problems? 

DAVID 
No.  Not that I’m aware of. 

MCAVOY 
Are you sure? 

ROGER 
The only one of us with a history of heart trouble is Jack. 

MCAVOY 
Is that true, Mr. Dunbar? 

JACK 
Just a minor attack a couple of years ago.  It’s under control now. 

MCAVOY 
Are you taking any medication for it? 

JACK 
Digitalis. 

(He reaches in his shirt pocket.) 
Never leave home ... 

(He doesn’t find the vial.) 

ROGER 
They’re in the pocket of your topcoat, dear boy. 

MCAVOY 
How do you know where his medication is, Mr. St. Ives? 

ROGER 
I inquired about his health when we met earlier today - met for the very first time, I 
might add - and he showed us the vial of pills. 

DAVID 
Roger’s right.  We all saw them.  Jack put the bottle in the pocket of his topcoat.  Is 
that important? 

MCAVOY 
When you consider that an analysis of Ms. Rooney’s blood showed an abnormal 
concentration of Digitalis, yes, I’d say that was important. 

ROGER 
My God! 

JACK 
(Overlap.) Are you accusing me of murdering Jennifer? 

DAVID 
Jennifer was poisoned? 
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MCAVOY 
It appears so, Mr. Loring.  But now it gets a bit more complicated.  I’m inclined to 
believe that one of the four scenarios concocted by Ms. Rooney was correct.  Make 
that one of three now that, sadly, Mrs. Dunbar is no longer with us.  At least it was 
close enough to the truth that it made one of you very nervous. 

ROGER 
Chief McAvoy, you can’t believe that one of us killed Jennifer. 

MCAVOY 
Who else, aside from Mrs. Dunbar, had the opportunity? 

JACK 
You can’t possibly think it was me.  I wouldn’t be stupid enough to use my own 
medication to poison someone. 

MCAVOY 
I never confuse stupidity with desperation, Mr. Dunbar.  You weren’t aware of Ms. 
Rooney’s intent to accuse you of murder when you came up here.  The medication 
may have been the only weapon at hand.  Besides, you might not have thought that a 
doctor in a small village would be too thorough in his postmortem examination. 

JACK 
But from what you just heard, everyone else knew where I kept the pills.  And 
Jennifer accused them of murder as well.  Besides, you remarked on it earlier yourself.  
We all handled Jennifer’s glass so we all had an opportunity to slip the medication 
into the drink. ... Even Kim. 

MCAVOY 
But only one of you handled your wife’s glass, Mr. Dunbar.  You. 

DAVID 
Wait a minute.  Time out.  Are you saying that Kim was poisoned, too? 

MCAVOY 
We’ll soon know. 

(He points to the telephone.) 
When that phone rings, it’ll be Doc Krider with the results of Mrs. Dunbar’s blood 
tests.  (To Jack.) And if those tests show the presence of Digitalis, then I’m afraid 
you’re it. 

JACK 
Not necessarily.  What about him? 

(He gestures to David.) 
He was alone with Kim just before she collapsed.  How do we know he didn’t slip the 
pills into her drink? 

MCAVOY 
Why would he? 

JACK 
Why wouldn’t he? 
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MCAVOY 
Care to field this one, Mr. Loring? 

DAVID 
(To Jack.) Because I had no motive for wanting Kim dead, Jack.  While I might have 
had a motive for killing Jenny, if her scenario about me were true, I had absolutely 
nothing to fear from Kim talking to McAvoy about your supposed relationship with 
Roger. 

ROGER 
Oh, my God!  I never planned --- 
 

(At this point, David is sitting on the edge of the desk; Jack is 
standing at the bar, facing into the living room; and McAvoy is 
standing SR of the SR end table with his back to the end table.) 

JACK 
Shut up, Roger!  Just shut up! 

(He tries to get to Roger.) 

MCAVOY 
(He pushes Jack back.) 

No, Mr. St. Ives, I suggest you continue. 
(He replaces the notebook and pen in his pocket and stands 
facing Jack.) 

Unless you want to be charged as an accessory to murder. 

ROGER 
I never meant for anyone to get hurt.  It was only supposed to be a business 
arrangement. ... A few designs. 

(He crosses behind the sofa and starts toward Jack.) 
You must believe me, Chief McAvoy.  I knew absolutely nothing about any --- 
 

(McAvoy turns his head slightly to look over his shoulder at 
Roger.) 

 
(In one fluid motion, Jack puts the palm of his left hand in the 
center of McAvoy’s chest and pushes.  At the same time, he 
reaches down with his right hand and grabs the revolver from 
McAvoy’s holster.) 

 
(The force of the shove propels McAvoy over the end table and 
onto the sofa.) 

JACK 
(To Roger.) You just couldn’t keep your big mouth shut, could you? 

(He points the gun back and forth from David to McAvoy.) 
Don’t anyone move! 
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(David, who had started to rise off the desk top, freezes in a 
half-standing position.) 

 
(Roger stops and stands there behind the sofa.) 

MCAVOY 
(He slowly pulls himself up to a sitting position on the sofa.) 

What now, Mr. Dunbar?  You’ve nowhere to go. 

JACK 
I don’t have to go anywhere.  You already answered one prowler call tonight.  
Gunshots fired, remember?  Well, your prowler is about to strike again and Roger and 
I will be two very frightened and sad witnesses to the tragedy. 

ROGER 
No!  Absolutely not! 

(He crosses slowly toward Jack.) 
No more, my boy.  No more killing.  Give me the gun. 

(He extends his hand toward Jack.) 

JACK 
(It looks as if he will comply with Roger’s request.  He 
transfers his aim from the other two men and holds out the 
revolver toward Roger.  Then he sneers.) 

You whimpering old fool. 
(He pulls the trigger twice in rapid succession.) 

 
(Two gunshots.) 

 
(Roger’s eyes open wide in shock as he convulses and collapses 
into a heap behind the sofa.) 

 
(The sound of the second shot has not yet died out when 
McAvoy launches himself toward Jack, grabbing Jack’s gun 
wrist with both hands.  Although momentarily caught off 
guard, Jack does not relinquish the weapon.  The two men 
struggle and twist for control of the revolver.  Jack easily 
manages to bend McAvoy over the SR end table.) 

MCAVOY 
A little help, Mr. Loring?! 
 

(David had remained at the desk, petrified.  He stands and 
watches the two men battle for possession of the revolver, then 
frantically looks around his immediate area for something he 
can use as a weapon.  He picks up the letter opener but rejects 
it because of the potential danger of having to get in too close to 
use it.  He looks back at the fight.) 

 



Stackhouse                                  ENCORE TO MURDER                            Page II-ii-12 
 

(Jack forces McAvoy further back over the end table, puts his 
knee on McAvoy’s chest and twists the revolver closer to 
McAvoy’s head.) 

MCAVOY(CONTINUED) 
Mr. Loring?! 
 

(David tosses the letter opener aside, reaches over the desk, 
yanks open the center drawer and pulls out the revolver.  He 
turns, aims at Jack and pulls the trigger.) 

 
(Gunshot.) 

 
(Jack releases his grip on McAvoy’s revolver, straightens up 
and turns toward David.) 

 
(David pulls the trigger twice more.) 

 
(Two gunshots.) 

 
(Jack convulses backward, slams into the bar and slides down 
onto the floor, rolling face-down.) 

 

DAVID 
(He stands there with the revolver quivering in his hand.) 

Are ... are you all right, Chief McAvoy? 

MCAVOY 
Yes, Mr. Loring, I’m fine now, thanks to you. 

(He stands, replaces his revolver in its holster, and crosses 
toward David as he extracts a small card from his shirt pocket.  
He extends his other hand toward David.) 

May I have the gun, please? 

DAVID 
(He crosses toward McAvoy, holding out the revolver, butt 
first.) 

Kim was right.  It ... it was Jack all along. 

MCAVOY 
(He takes the revolver from David.) 

(Reading from the card.) Mr. Loring, I am placing you under arrest for murder.  You 
have the right to remain silent.  Should you give up that right, anything --- 

DAVID 
Arrest?!  You’re arresting me?!  For shoot --- 
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MCAVOY 
Should you give up that right, anything you say can and will be used against you in a 
court of law.  You --- 

DAVID 
What are you talking about? 

MCAVOY 
You have the right to have an attorney present during questioning.  If you cannot --- 

DAVID 
What are you trying to pull here?! 

MCAVOY 
If you cannot afford an attorney, one will be provided to you free of charge. 

DAVID 
Are you insane?!  What’s going on?! 

MCAVOY 
Do you understand these rights I’ve just read to you, Mr. Loring? 

DAVID 
Of course I understand them.  What I don’t understand is you. 

MCAVOY 
Do you want an attorney, Mr. Loring? 

DAVID 
I don’t need an attorney.  I just saved both our lives, for God’s sake.  Jack would have 
killed us.  Just like he killed St. Ives. ... He poisoned his own wife and he murdered 
Jenny and Veronica, too.  How can you arrest me for shooting him in self-defense? 

MCAVOY 
(He replaces the card in his shirt pocket.) 

Oh, I’m not arresting you for killing Mr. Dunbar.  I couldn’t very well do that.  You 
see, the gun you used is loaded with blanks. 

(He raises the desk-drawer revolver, points it toward the 
ceiling, and pulls the trigger twice.) 

 
(Two gunshots.) 

 
(David flinches slightly at the sound of the gunshots but gazes 
in puzzlement at the unmarked ceiling.) 

 
(Jack rolls to a sitting position.) 

DAVID 
Jack!  What’s going on here? 
 

(Jack smiles at David, stands and brushes off his trousers.) 
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MCAVOY 
(He tucks the desk-drawer revolver into his belt and extracts 
his own revolver from its holster.) 

By the way, Mr. Loring, Mr. Dunbar didn’t really kill Mr. St. Ives, either.  You see, 
my gun is also loaded with blanks. 

(He raises his own revolver, points it toward the ceiling, and 
pulls the trigger twice.) 

 
(Two gunshots.) 

 
(He replaces the revolver in its holster.) 

 
(Roger’s hand reaches up from behind the sofa, grasping the 
back.) 

 
(Jack crosses to Roger and assists him to his feet, then crosses 
to the front door.) 

ROGER 
If I ever have to do this again, Chief McAvoy, I’m going to absolutely insist that you 
provide me with a stunt-double. 

DAVID 
This isn’t the least bit funny, McAvoy.  Is somebody going to tell me what’s going on 
here?  Roger?  Why the charade? 

MCAVOY 
And, of course, Mr. Dunbar didn’t kill either his wife or Ms. Rooney. 
 

(Jack opens the front door.) 
 

(Jennifer, Kim and Larry enter.  Jennifer and Kim are wearing 
police parkas.  Jennifer is carrying a manila envelope.) 

DAVID 
Jenny!  Kim!  Thank God!  Maybe you can --- 

MCAVOY 
By the way, Mr. Loring, the police officer with them is Larry Parker.  And, 
incidentally, his weapon is not loaded with blanks.  I thought I should mention that, 
just in case you get the urge to try something really stupid. 
 

(Larry closes the door and stands with his back up against it.) 
 

(Jennifer crosses to Roger and gives him a little kiss on his 
forehead.) 

 
(Kim gives Jack a kiss on the lips.) 
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MCAVOY (CONTINUED) 
Oh, and furthermore, Mr. Loring, Mr. Dunbar certainly didn’t kill your sister.  But, of 
course, you knew that all along, didn’t you?  You see, it’s her murder I’m arresting 
you for. 

DAVID 
You’re out of your mind.  This is a frame and all of you are in on it.  You don’t have 
one shred of evidence against me.  Nice try, McAvoy.  You’ve got style, I’ll give you 
that.  But if you were expecting a confession at this point, you’re going to be real 
disappointed.  I didn’t do it and you’ve got no proof that says otherwise. 

JENNIFER 
I checked Ronnie’s phone log, David.  I talked to every single person she spoke with 
in the past three weeks and I found out what she would have told me the night she 
died ... the night you killed her. 
 

(McAvoy backs up out of the way and sits on one of the bar 
stools, becoming an observer.) 

DAVID 
Jenny, I loved my sister.  Why would I want to harm her?  We went through all this 
earlier, remember? 

JENNIFER 
You were demanding kickbacks from some of the hotels in return for booking our 
shows there.  One of the managers complained to Ronnie.  She checked with other 
hotels and got confirmations from them, also.  Your sister was going to fire you that 
night, David, wasn’t she?  She was finally going to throw you out on your sorry butt. 

(She takes out a packet of papers from the manila envelope.) 
They faxed me copies of the affidavits they had sent to her.  This was the final straw.  
Ronnie could forgive anything.  Your gambling.  Your irresponsibility.  Your 
schemes.  But not when you jeopardized the reputation of the business that she had 
worked so hard to build from nothing. 

DAVID 
All right, Jenny.  So I was taking kickbacks.  Big deal.  That’s how this business 
works.  But that doesn’t mean I killed my sister.  Those affidavits aren’t evidence of 
murder. 

MCAVOY 
No, Mr. Loring, they’re not.  They’re just evidence of motive.  We also needed 
evidence of opportunity.  Something to show that you were here in this house the 
night of your sister’s death.  You were kind enough to give it to us a few minutes ago. 

(He pulls the desk-drawer revolver from his belt.) 
This, Mr. Loring.  This is the evidence we needed. 

DAVID 
The gun?  The gun?  What does a gun have to do with Veronica’s death? 
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MCAVOY 
Your sister only got this a week ago.  If you hadn’t seen her or talked to her in three 
weeks, as you claimed, you would have had no way of knowing she had a gun - much 
less that she kept it in the desk drawer.  But you did know.  At least your 
subconscious did.  You saw this gun the night you killed your sister and jimmied the 
lock on that desk drawer to get the originals of those documents that Ms. Rooney has.  
We had to create a situation that would force your subconscious to remember that the 
gun was there.  I think kudos are in order for the cast of our little play, here. 

DAVID 
What about Jack and St. Ives and the designs? 

ROGER 
My dear boy, you know so very little about the company you work for.  St. Ives 
Fashions and L & R Fashions do not compete for the same market segment.  Jennifer 
and Veronica’s designs would be as useless to me as mine would be to them. 

JENNIFER 
Besides, David, when Ronnie and I formed our company, we needed more capital 
than either of us had.  Roger gave us the rest of the money we needed to start up the 
business.  If you’d have read an annual report you would have seen that he owns 
twenty percent of L & R Fashions and had every reason to see it succeed. 

DAVID 
What about Jack and Veronica and their affair? 

JACK 
I barely knew Veronica, David. 

KIM 
He works side by side with Jennifer every day.  If he were inclined to have an affair 
with anyone, it probably would have been her, not your sister. 

(She kisses Jack.) 
 

(Jack exits down the hallway.) 

DAVID 
And the prowler and Mrs. Bigelow? 

MCAVOY 
Oh, we have a Mrs. Bigelow, all right.  She phones in a prowler report every couple of 
months.  Just wants someone to talk to.  She didn’t call tonight, though.  We just used 
that as an excuse for me to leave the house for a while. 

DAVID 
And I suppose the snow didn’t really close the pass, either? 
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LARRY 
(Larry crosses to David.) 

It’s our main link with the outside world.  Come along, Mr. Loring.  It’s time to go 
now. 
 

(The telephone rings.) 
 

(He picks up the telephone receiver.) 
 

(McAvoy takes charge of David.) 
 
(Into the phone.) Loring residence. ... Hi, Mom.  It went down exactly like he said it 
would. ... Hold on a sec, he’s right here. 

(He gestures with the telephone receiver to McAvoy.) 
It’s Mom, Uncle Ed. ... I mean, Chief, it’s ... it’s the mayor. 

(He sets the telephone receiver down on the desk and leads 
David to the foyer.) 

 
(Jack enters from the hallway with David’s coat.) 

 
(Larry helps David on with his coat, then handcuffs him.) 

MCAVOY 
(He picks up the telephone receiver.) 

(Into the phone.) Yes, Colleen? ... We’re bringing him in now. ... Thanks. 
(He recradles the telephone receiver, then crosses to the foyer. 

Let’s go, Larry. 
 

(Larry opens the door.) 

DAVID 
(He stops and turns to Jennifer.) 

Jenny, I didn’t come here that night to kill Veronica.  I just wanted her to give me one 
last chance.  We argued, she slapped me and I slapped her back and ... and ... and she 
fell.  I never meant to kill her.  I want you to know that, Jenny.  I didn’t plan it that 
way. 

JENNIFER 
I’m sure your sister will find comfort in the fact that you didn’t plan to kill her, 
David. 
 

(Larry tries to usher David out the door.) 

DAVID 
(He stops and turns back again.) 

How did you know, Jenny?  How did you know that I was here? 
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JENNIFER 
(She crosses to the stereo system and pushes the ‘Power’ 
button.) 

 
(Country/Western music plays from the speakers.) 

 
This is where I found the tuner set last Thursday night. 

DAVID 
But the stereo wasn’t on.  I never touched it. 
 

(Larry and McAvoy look at each other.) 

JENNIFER 
Come off it, David.  You’re the only one who had the nerve to play 
Country/Western in Ronnie’s presence - especially on her stereo. 

(She pushes the ‘Power’ button again.) 
 

(The music stops.) 

MCAVOY 
(To Jennifer.) When you called me Friday morning, you didn’t say anything about the 
stereo.  You only told me about the telephone calls to the hotel managers. 

JENNIFER 
By then I had the evidence I was looking for.  I guess I didn’t feel the stereo thing was 
all that important anymore. 

DAVID 
I didn’t touch the stereo. 

JENNIFER 
Oh, David --- 

MCAVOY 
I’m afraid, he’s right, Ms. Rooney.  He didn’t touch it. 

(He nods in Larry’s direction.) 

LARRY 
When Chief McAvoy and I got here last Thursday, I turned on the stereo.  The tuner 
was set to a classical music station and I switched it over to Country, ma’am. 

MCAVOY 
And just before you arrived, I turned the system off, leaving the tuner set to where 
Larry had it. 

JENNIFER 
I guess I’m glad, now, that I didn’t tell you about the stereo, or you wouldn’t have 
believed me about David and put this sting operation together, would you? 
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MCAVOY 
No, ma’am, I certainly wouldn’t have.  (To David.) Your run of bad luck just never 
ends, does it, Mr. Loring.  Let’s go. 

(He exits with David.) 
 

(Larry gives Jennifer a little salute, starts to follow and close 
the door behind him.) 

KIM 
Officer Parker? 

LARRY 
Yes ma’am? 

KIM 
Did I hear you correctly on the phone?  Did you call the mayor ‘Mom?’ 

ROGER 
And the chief ‘Uncle Ed?’ 

LARRY 
Yes, sir.  It just slipped out.  I’m not supposed to do that when I’m on duty. 

JACK 
Does that mean that Chief McAvoy and the mayor are ...? 

LARRY 
They’re brother and sister, sir.  (To Jennifer.) What you said last Thursday night was 
right on the mark, Ms. Rooney.  We just don’t like to advertise it.  There is a little 
nepotism in the old village.  Good night, folks. 

(He exits at the front door, closing the door behind him.) 
 

(Blackout.) 
 

(E N D) 
 


