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SUGGESTED STAGE SETTING 
 
 
The living room of the Madison home, furnished appropriately for an upper middle-
class family. 
 
A raised foyer, front door and front windows are UC.  In the foyer there is a console 
table by the front door.  There is a revolver in the drawer of the console table.  A 
hallway to another part of the home is SR off the foyer.  There is a wall between this 
hallway and the living room.  In the living room itself, a swinging door exits into the 
kitchen SR.  There is a light switch on the living room wall by the SR swinging door.  
There is another light switch on the wall between the living room and the UR 
hallway as well as an intercom.  A bar is UR.  Liquor bottles and glasses are on top of 
the bar.  Soft drink cans are under the bar.  A telephone is on top of the bar.  French 
doors exit into the garden SL.  Part of the garden can be seen through the SL French 
doors.  There is a conversational grouping of furniture in the center of the room.  A 
desk is DL.  A revolver and a manila folder are in the center desk drawer.  Pens and 
paper are on the desk top. 
 
 

ACT 1  - SCENE 1 - Late Afternoon 
 SCENE 2 - Early Evening of the Same Day 
   
ACT 2 - SCENE 1 - Shortly after 9:00 pm that Same Night 
 SCENE 2 - Later that Same Night 
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CHARACTERS 
 
EDWARD MADISON The president of a not-so-successful investment 

company which he inherited from his first wife’s 
father. - Mid-to-late 50’s. 
 

DIANE MADISON Edward’s oldest daughter by his first wife. - Somewhat 
bitchy. - Mid-to-late 20’s. 
 

CATHERINE MADISON Edward’s youngest daughter by his first wife. - Sweet 
and mild tempered. - Early-to-mid 20’s. 
 

FELICIA MADISON Edward’s second wife. - A trophy wife. - Late 30’s to 
early 40’s. 
 

BRAD CALDWELL The tennis pro at the country club. - A hunk, but not 
very bright. - Early 30’s 
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ACT 1 - SCENE 1 
 
 

(At Rise:  No one is in the room.  The SL French doors to the garden are 
open.) 

 

EDWARD 
(He enters at the UC front door.  He is dressed in a three-piece suit and is 
carrying a briefcase.  He appears to be agitated.  He picks up five envelopes 
from the console table by the door, then closes the door.) 

(Calling out.) Felicia?  I’m home. ... Diane? ... Catherine? ... 
(He crosses into the living room and looks through the envelopes.) 

Bill, bill, bill, bill ... and bill. 
(He selects one of the envelopes and tosses the others onto the coffee table.) 

Aw, Jeez!  Between the three of them, they must have mastered all the possibilities in 
town. 

(He puts the envelope in his pocket, crosses to the DL desk and opens the 
center drawer.  He takes a revolver from the drawer, sets it on the desk top, 
removes a manila folder from the drawer and puts it into the briefcase.  He 
then sets the revolver back into the drawer and closes the drawer.  He 
crosses to the SR swinging door and pushes the door open.) 

(Calling out.) Anybody? ... It’s me. 
(He lets the door swing shut and crosses to the bar, sets the briefcase on the 
bar, takes the envelope from his pocket and removes a bill from it.  He reads 
the bill as he fixes a drink.) 

Unbelievable.  Simply unbelievable. 
 

(A door slams offstage UR.) 

DIANE 
(Calling out from offstage UR.) Daddy?  Is that you? 

EDWARD 
(Calling out.) In here, Diane. 

DIANE 
(She enters from the UR hallway.  She is dressed ‘hookerish.’) 

Boy, do you look terrible. 

EDWARD 
Good afternoon to you, too. 

DIANE 
That’s not what I meant and you know it. 

(She kisses Edward on the cheek.) 

Why do you always twist my words around?  What I meant was that you look sort of 
... you know, frazzled. 

(She takes the liquor decanter from him.) 

Here, let me do this.  Why don’t you just sit over there and relax. 
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EDWARD 
(He takes the bill and crosses to the furniture grouping.) 

And to what do I owe this loving-daughter bit? 

DIANE 
Why can’t you just accept it graciously?  After all, it’s the least I can do for my father 
when he comes home after a hard day ... 

(She looks at her watch and snickers.) 

Or should I say, a hard morning at the office? 

EDWARD 
The very least.  And don’t think for a minute that I don’t appreciate it.  I really do.  
However, the answer will still be, “no.” 

DIANE 
The answer to what?  I didn’t ask for anything. 

EDWARD 
Yet!  But I’m sure you’ll get around to it in due course.  You’re as transparent as ... as 
that blouse you’re wearing, Diane.  I can always tell when you’re working yourself up 
to asking for something.  You become almost ... almost civil. 

DIANE 
(She crosses to Edward and hands him the drink.) 

You think you’re so clever, don’t you?  Then tell me, oh-all-knowing-one, what was I 
going to ask for? 

EDWARD 
Ah ha!  Then you admit you were going to ask for something? 

DIANE 
You’re impossible to talk to.  I don’t know why I even bother trying. 

EDWARD 
You only find it impossible, because your idea of talking is to demand something.  
Every conversation, sooner or later, contains the phrases, “buy me,” “give me” or “get 
me.” 

DIANE 
If I had control over my own money, I wouldn’t have to ask you for every piddling 
little thing. 

EDWARD 
If you had control over your own money, you would soon have no money to control 
and would be back having to ask me for (Mimicking Diane) “every piddling little 
thing.” 

DIANE 
It isn’t fair.  It just isn’t fair.  What about your dear wife and my little miss-perfect 
sister?  You buy them anything their little hearts desire. 
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EDWARD 
But unlike you, Diane, Felicia’s and Catherine’s desires are somewhat more limited 
and relatively inexpensive to satisfy. 

DIANE 
Ha!  That is such an exaggeration and you know it. 

EDWARD 
Is it really? 

(He waves the bill at her.) 

Here’s this month’s bill from Neiman Marcus.  Let’s just count up the number of 
items and total the purchases that are yours and those that are Felicia’s and 
Catherine’s.  Go ahead, my little deprived child.  Count ‘em up! 

DIANE 
So there were a few things I needed this past month.  Big deal! 

EDWARD 
Excuse me?  Need?  Was that the word you used?  Need? ... No one needs things from 
Neiman Marcus.  You may want things from Neiman Marcus but there is damn 
little, if anything, that you actually need from there.  You can buy things you need at 
Sears. 

(He throws the bill onto the coffee table with the others.) 

DIANE 
Oh?  And I suppose that’s where you buy those custom-made suits, Daddy-dear? 

EDWARD 
Noooo.  But, then again, I have a job.  I think that entitles me to shop where I please. 

DIANE 
Oh, that’s right.  A job.  A job that was given to you by Granddad when you married 
Mom, not a job you actually worked for. 

EDWARD 
I’ll have to admit, marrying the boss’s daughter does tend to take some of the 
guesswork out of career planning.  You only remember the good things about your 
mother, Diane, and that’s as it should be.  But I assure you, I worked for that job.  Oh, 
brother, did I ever work for it.  And, speaking of jobs, there’s always one waiting for 
you at the firm when you want it. 

DIANE 
As what?  A dippy receptionist?  Some job.  Thanks loads, Dad. 

EDWARD 
No, no, no, Diane.  I think not.  A receptionist - and we don’t have any dippy ones, by 
the way - a receptionist has to interact with the clients.  In a positively manner, that 
is.  Not drive them away.  I think that with your attitude and qualifications, 
something in the mailroom might be more appropriate. 

DIANE 
You think you’re so funny. 
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EDWARD 
I’m not trying to be.  In fact, I’m quite serious.  And just to show you how serious I 
really am, until you do get a job and earn your own money, you’ll be on a strict 
allowance.  Learn to budget well, because all your charge accounts will be cancelled 
first thing in the morning. 

DIANE 
But, Daddy, you can’t!  It’s my money! 

EDWARD 
Correction, Diane.  As you are so wont to point out every time we get into this 
argument, it was your mother’s money. 

DIANE 
But she didn’t leave it all to you.  She left two-thirds of it to Catherine and me. 

EDWARD 
And perhaps the smartest thing she ever did, aside from marrying me, was to see in 
you a mirror image of herself and put control of that money into safer hands. 

DIANE 
Safer hands?  That’s choice.  I wouldn’t’ve believed that you could say that with a 
straight face after what’s happened to the firm since Granddad died and you took 
over.  Safer hands? 

EDWARD 
Watch your mouth, young lady.  You’re coming very close to getting it slapped. 

DIANE 
Touch a soft spot, did I?  How many clients did you lose today? 

EDWARD 
Be careful, Diane.  I’m not going to stand for much more of this. ... Where’s your 
mother? 

DIANE 
You know very well where my mother is.  She’s in plot two-thirty-eight at Mount 
Hope Cemetery. ... Where you and Felicia put her.  Now if you --- 

EDWARD 
What do you mean by that?  Just what do you mean?  Your mother died of a heart 
attack.  Don’t you be insinuating anything else. 

DIANE 
Chill out, Dad. I’m not insinuating anything.  You and Felicia weren’t exactly 
discreet about your affair.  Everybody knew about it.  Even Mom.  And I’m sure it 
didn’t do her weak heart any good.  That’s all I was saying. 

EDWARD 
Oh. 
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DIANE 
“Oh?” ... That’s it?  Just, “Oh?” ... You don’t care if everyone knows you’re an ... 
What did you think?  That I was accusing you of physically murdering her? 

EDWARD 
Just drop it, Diane. 

DIANE 
That’s it, isn’t it?  It bothered you when you thought I was accusing you of murder?  
But when you find out that I’m merely branding you as an adulterer, you don’t care?  
Is that it? ... It is!  That is it! 

EDWARD 
I’m warning you, Diane.  I’m not going to stand --- 

DIANE 
I know, I know.  (Mimicking Edward.) “I’m not going to stand for much more of this.”  
(Normal voice.) If you’d give me my money, you wouldn’t have to stand for anymore 
of this.  You’d be rid of me for good.  We’d be rid of each other. 

EDWARD 
When you’re thirty, you’ll get complete control over your money.  Until then --- 

DIANE 
It’s mine and I don’t see any reason why I have to wait until I’m thirty!  It’s not fair! 

EDWARD 
Life isn’t fair. 

DIANE 
(Screaming.) Ohhhhhh! 

FELICIA 
(She enters from the UR hallway in the middle of Diane’s scream.  She is 
wearing a tennis outfit and carrying a tennis racquet.) 

Edward, what in the hell’s going on in here? 

EDWARD 
It’s nothing, Felicia.  Just our greedy little daughter throwing one of her give-me-my-
money tantrums. 

FELICIA 
Again? 

(She crosses to Edward.) 

EDWARD 
I’m afraid so. 
 

(Felicia and Edward kiss each other on the cheek.) 

DIANE 
Greedy? ... Greedy, is it? ...  Is that what I am, Daddy dear? 

EDWARD 
It’s as good a word as any. 
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DIANE 
Now just why do you suppose that is?  It’s the age old question, isn’t it?  Is the child 
shaped by heredity or by the environment in which she was brought up? 

FELICIA 
I’m sure you’re going to tell us, dear. 

DIANE 
Could I have inherited the greed from you, Daddy?  Since, after all, it was your greed 
that caused you to marry Mom in the first place. 

EDWARD 
That is quite --- 
 

(Felicia puts her hand on Edward’s arm and shakes her head at him.) 

DIANE 
Or is it the environment?  Since Felicia married you for Mom’s money, could I have 
learned it from her?  Either way, you can thank yourselves for the way I turned out. 

FELICIA 
Do be careful, dear, not to drip venom on the carpet.  It leaves such a stain. 

DIANE 
Bimbo! 
 

(Felicia slaps Diane across the face.) 

 
(Diane covers her slapped cheek with one hand as she raises the other hand 
to slap Felicia.) 

EDWARD 
(He grabs Diane’s raised arm.) 

Don’t even think about it. 
 

(Diane pulls her arm out of Edward’s grasp, breaks down crying and runs 
offstage at the UR hallway.) 

FELICIA 
We really must have her declawed, Edward.  Otherwise we won’t be able to let her 
near the furniture. 

EDWARD 
I’m telling you, Felicia, her thirtieth birthday can’t come soon enough to suit me. 

FELICIA 
Don’t even say that in jest. 

EDWARD 
It’s no joke.  I’m serious.  I’ve about had it with her nonsense.  I really have. 

FELICIA 
She’s a bitch.  Granted.  But let’s not get carried away, here.  Have you also about had 
it with this lifestyle? 
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EDWARD 
We’d manage, honey. 

FELICIA 
Maybe you would, honey, but I certainly have no intention of even trying to ... 
manage.  And, on second thought, I don’t think you’d manage all that well either.  
Prison food is very unappealing.  Or so I’ve been told. 

EDWARD 
It wouldn’t come to that.  After all, I --- 
 

(Catherine enters at the UC front door, carrying an arm-load of books.  She 
is dressed casually.) 

 
(Felicia holds up her hand for Edward to be quiet.) 

CATHERINE 
Am I interrupting something? 

FELICIA 
No, Catherine, not at all.  We just weren’t expecting you this early. 

EDWARD 
It’s nothing, Princess.  Really. 

CATHERINE 
(Mimicking Edward.) “It’s nothing, Princess.  Really.” 

(She closes the door and crosses to Felicia.) 

 
(Catherine and Felicia kiss each other on the cheek.  It is obvious that this is 
merely a formality and that there is no genuine affection.) 

 
Nothing, huh?  I’m not blind. 

(She crosses to Edward.) 

I can see by the looks on your faces that you’ve been ... Oh, I know. 
(She kisses Edward on the cheek.) 

Diane asked you about the car, didn’t she? 

EDWARD 
What car? 

CATHERINE 
The red Porshe.  She said she was going to ask you to buy it for her. 

EDWARD 
(To Felicia.) So that’s what it was all about. 

CATHERINE 
Betcha said no, didn’t you?  I told her you would. 

FELICIA 
Why does Diane need a new car? 
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CATHERINE 
Come on, Felicia.  Why does Diane need anything? ... Because ... 

(She extends her hands to elicit the rest of the sentence from Edward and 
Felicia.) 

EDWARD, CATHERINE & FELICIA 
She wants it. 

CATHERINE 
There you go.  Although this time she isn’t crying wolf entirely.  She really does need 
a new car.  The one she’s got is a real slug. 

EDWARD 
But, Princess, a red Porshe? 

CATHERINE 
I think the operative word here is red.  I’m sure if she found a red Audi parked in the 
driveway, she’d be just as happy. 

FELICIA 
How about a red Ford Escort. 

CATHERINE 
A domestic model?  Think of her image, Felicia. 

EDWARD 
All right, Catherine.  An Audi it is. 

FELICIA 
A red Audi. 

EDWARD 
Yes, dear.  Definitely red.  (To Catherine.) When you graduate from law school, 
you’re going to be fantastic in the courtroom.  I never saw anyone who could sway a 
jury the way you can. 

CATHERINE 
(She picks up her books and crosses toward the UR hallway.) 

If I intend to graduate, I’d better get some studying done. 
(She stops and turns to Edward and Felicia.) 

First I’ll see if I can calm Diane down.  I imagine she’s about an eight-point-six on the 
bitchter scale. 

(She turns and exits down the UR hallway.) 

EDWARD 
Thanks, Princess.  (To Felicia.) I’m sorry, honey, but I’m going to have to leave you 
alone again tonight.  I have to head on back to the office. 

FELICIA 
Oh?  Why so? 
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EDWARD 
It’s the Anderson account.  I have to iron out some ... uh ... difficulties we’re having 
with it.  I just came home to pick up some papers I had forgotten to take with me this 
morning. 

FELICIA 
Difficulties?  Does that mean this account is in danger, too? 

EDWARD 
Not if we can iron out those difficulties, it isn’t. ... I hope. 

FELICIA 
Edward, if Anderson takes his business elsewhere, it will be the ninth major account 
you’ve lost this year.  And I’ve lost track of how many smaller accounts have left. 

EDWARD 
Keeping score, Felicia?  You talk like I’m deliberately losing business.  When the old 
man passed away, we expected some accounts to move.  It’s only natural when the 
head of a firm dies.  Happens all the time.  It’s strictly a temporary condition. 

FELICIA 
But that was over a year ago.  How long is this temporary condition going to go on?  
More importantly, how much longer can the firm survive with a steady stream of 
accounts going out the door?  This can’t be allowed to continue. 

EDWARD 
You don’t have to tell me that.  I’m better aware of what’s happening than you are 
and I’m working on it.  I’m doing the best I can. 

FELICIA 
How much have you dipped into the girls’ trust fund? 

EDWARD 
Don’t worry.  As soon as business turns around again I’ll put it all back. ... With 
interest. 

FELICIA 
Good answer, Edward.  Not to the question I asked, but a good answer, nevertheless.  
What I asked you was how much? 

EDWARD 
... About half. 

FELICIA 
About half? ... Edward, that’s more than a million dollars ... In one year you’ve 
managed to go through over a million dollars?  In addition to the million of your 
own? ... That’s two million dollars! 

EDWARD 
You always were lightning fast with monetary calculations, Felicia.  But what do you 
think it takes to maintain the firm and support a lifestyle like this?  I said not to 
worry about it.  When the business turns around, everything’ll be all right. 
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FELICIA 
Don’t you mean if the business turns around? 

EDWARD 
No, I meant just what I said.  When! 

FELICIA 
Edward, listen to me.  Diane will be thirty in only two years.  At this rate, you’ll have 
nothing to turn over to her or Catherine.  What then? 

EDWARD 
By that time I’ll have it all put back.  It’s going to work out.  Trust me.  If I can just 
get over this Anderson hurdle, we’ll be well on our way. 

FELICIA 
(She takes the drink from Edward.) 

Then that’s enough of this.  You’ll need all your wits about you if you’re going to iron 
out those ... difficulties. 

EDWARD 
Trust me, honey.  Everything’ll work out. 

(He kisses Felicia on the lips.) 

 
(Felicia tolerates the kiss but does not respond.) 

 
And I am sorry that I have to leave you. 

FELICIA 
That’s all right.  Whatever it takes to prop the firm up.  Besides, I won’t be totally 
alone.  Brad’s coming over in a little while for my tennis lesson. 

EDWARD 
With what I’ve shelled out over the past few years on tennis lessons for you and the 
girls, I could have bought him that damn racquet club Diane wanted to get for him.  
He’s a nice enough kid, but when’s he going to get a real job? 

FELICIA 
Now, now.  Brad is very good at what he does.  And being a tennis pro is a real job. 

EDWARD 
A tennis bum, you mean.  What kind of job is that for a grown man? 

FELICIA 
You just said it yourself.  With what you’ve paid him, it’s a very lucrative job. 

EDWARD 
I’ve got to be going. 

FELICIA 
Do you have any idea when you’ll be home? 

EDWARD 
Should be about nine-thirty. 
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FELICIA 
If I’m not here, I’ll be up at the club, having drinks and gossip. 

EDWARD 
In that case I won’t wait up. 
 

(The doorbell rings.) 

 
(He crosses to the UC front door and opens the door.) 

 
(Brad stands in the doorway, dressed in tennis clothes and carrying two 
racquets.) 

 
Hey, Brad. 

BRAD 
(He enters into the foyer.) 

Hi, Mr. M.  Is Mrs. --- 

FELICIA 
Right here, Brad.  Ready to beat the pants off you. 

(She picks up her racquet and crosses toward the SR swinging door.) 

EDWARD 
In that case, Brad, I hope you win.  I’d really prefer it if you kept your pants on. 

BRAD 
Yes, sir.  I’ll do my best. 

(He crosses to Felicia.) 

EDWARD 
Have fun. 

(He turns to exit, stops and turns back.) 

(To Brad.) Oh, uh ... see that she’s ready for the mixed doubles tournament at the club 
next week, huh?  I don’t want her embarrassing me. 

FELICIA 
Embarrass you? 

BRAD 
Don’t worry, Mr. M. I’ll have her ready. 

EDWARD 
Good. 

FELICIA 
If you don’t get in some practice yourself, Edward, it’ll be you embarrassing me. 

(She exits at the SR swinging door.) 

BRAD 
(He exits behind Felicia.) 

Take it easy, sir. 
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EDWARD 
See you later. 

(He exits at the UC front door and closes the door.) 

 
(Pause. 

DIANE 
(She enters at the open SL French doors.) 

A million dollars of our money in one year?  I should have known.  I’d say it’s about 
time for an accounting, Daddy dear. 

CATHERINE 
(She enters from the UR hallway.) 

Well, there you are.  I’ve been looking all over for you. 

DIANE 
You couldn’t have looked all over, Cathy, or you would have found me.  I was in the 
garden. 

CATHERINE 
That’s where I was headed next.  And, Di, have I got some news. 

DIANE 
So have I, Cathy.  So have I. 

CATHERINE 
Let me tell you mine first.  It’s good news.  I had a talk with Daddy. 

DIANE 
Oh? 

CATHERINE 
And he’s going to buy you a car, after all. 

DIANE 
Cathy --- 

CATHERINE 
Now, before you get your hopes up too high, let me tell you.  It’s not going to be the 
Porshe.  He’s going to buy you an Audi instead. 

DIANE 
Well, aren’t you the little diplomat.  When you get that law degree, you should 
consider entering the foreign service.  Then you can trot all over the globe, cheerily 
negotiating away other peoples rights for them. 

CATHERINE 
I don’t understand you at all, Di.  I just don’t.  There’s no need to jump up and down 
or anything, but you could show a little gratitude.  Just a smidgen would do.  I mean, 
after all, there you were, standing there with a big handful of nothing and I managed 
to turn it into a car for you. 
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DIANE 
You’re absolutely right.  You don’t understand, Cathy.  Not at all.  But you’re 
supposed to be the brainy one.  I realize that law school is tough, and since you’re 
doing so well at it, you must be teachable.  Let me see if I can educate you.  Your 
contention is that I should be grateful since I’m getting an Audi, which is a hell of a 
step up from nothing.  Is that right? 

CATHERINE 
Well?  Isn’t it? 

DIANE 
I suppose it is.  However, I didn’t start with nothing.  I started with a million dollars.  
A million dollars which is mine.  Left to me by our mother.  And let me tell you, little 
sister, just in case they don’t stress math in law school.  An Audi is a hell of a step 
down from a million dollars.  So if I don’t seem to be --- 

CATHERINE 
Oh, Di, spare me, please?  I’ve heard this diatribe before.  When are you going to 
understand the simple fact of life that you don’t have a million dollars?  It’s in trust.  
In two more years, then you’ll have your million dollars.  I’ll have my million dollars.  
Until then, we’ve got nothing ... zip ... zero.  If you could only accept the situation as 
it is and not live every day of your life like someone is cheating you, this would be a 
much happier household.  Don’t you think that I’d like the money, too?  Don’t you 
think that I resent it a bit, too, having to ask for everything?  But there’s nothing 
either one of us can do about it.  And, pragmatically, it’s only two more years.  I can 
take anything for two more years. 

DIANE 
Even Felicia? 

CATHERINE 
Yes, even that, Di.  I don’t care for her any more than you do, but then, we don’t 
really have to, do we?  We didn’t marry her.  Daddy did, as dumb as we may think he 
was for doing it.  But I can be civil to her because in two short years I’ll have my 
money, my law degree, and be out of here.  And in the meantime, there’s no sense in 
making those two years seem any longer than they are by having a running conflict.  
Do you see what I’m saying?.  When will you realize that it’s not worth the 
aggravation because at this moment in time you don’t have a million dollars? 

DIANE 
Oh, let’s see.  A few minutes ago, Cathy.  I think I realized it just a few minutes ago. 

CATHERINE 
That’s almost too easy.  Even I’m not that good a diplomat.  What’s up?  What’s your 
game? 

DIANE 
No game.  Not this time. 

CATHERINE 
I find that hard to believe.  You’re always playing games. 
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DIANE 
As hard to believe as perhaps our trust fund being ... how shall I put it ... not 
containing the two million dollars it’s supposed to? 

CATHERINE 
What would be hard to believe is if it contained only two million dollars.  Properly 
invested, for the years since Mom passed away, I would expect it to be substantially 
more than that by now.  I mean, do you know what the interest on that kind of 
money is?  Even you couldn’t manage to spend the interest, even if Daddy didn’t keep 
some restraint on you.  I know you’d love to try, but you’d be hard-pressed to do it. 

DIANE 
Properly invested, I believe you said? 

CATHERINE 
That’s right.  So? 

DIANE 
Have you ever thought of asking Dad for an accounting?  Or having an independent 
audit done? 

CATHERINE 
Don’t be ridiculous.  I wouldn’t dream of it.  It would be ... insulting.  How could you 
even suggest such a thing? 

DIANE 
Because, my dear little trusting sister, while I was in the garden I happened to 
overhear our dear father talking to our dear stepmother. 

CATHERINE 
Overhear?  When you stand at a window and listen to someone’s conversation, I 
believe the word is “eavesdropping.” 

DIANE 
All right, so I happened to eavesdrop on their conversation.  Aren’t you the least bit 
curious as to what they were talking about? 

CATHERINE 
I don’t consider a private conversation between a husband and wife any of my 
business. 

DIANE 
It was precisely about your business, Cathy.  They were talking about our trust fund. 

CATHERINE 
S ...So? 

DIANE 
(Mimicking Catherine.) “S ... So?”  (Normal voice.) Got your attention, did I?  They 
were discussing how much Daddy-dear has embezzled from the trust fund in order to 
keep the firm solvent. 
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CATHERINE 
I don’t believe a word of that.  You’re making it up.  You’re just saying that to cause 
trouble.  You’re cruel, Di.  You’ve always been cruel.  Ever since we were little you’ve 
... 

DIANE 
I’ve what? 

CATHERINE 
You’ve always done things to ... Never mind.  We’re just totally different people 
that’s all.  You’re just plain cruel. 

DIANE 
And you’ve always been a natural born victim for me, haven’t you?  (Mimicking 
Catherine.) “Ever since we were little” ...  (Normal voice.) Yes, Cathy, I remember.  
When we were little, I picked on you, stole your toys and what did you do?  Nothing, 
that’s what.  And when we got older, I still picked on you, didn’t I?  Only then I stole 
your boyfriends.  And, again, what did you do?  Still nothing.  Cathy, Cathy, Cathy.  
You were always such an easy mark for me. ... By the way, you never thanked me for 
stealing Brad away from you.  You really should, you know. 

CATHERINE 
I’ll never forgive you for that.  And you didn’t steal him away.  You bought him 
away.  He didn’t go to you for you. 

DIANE 
That’s why you should thank me.  If he had been truly interested in you, he wouldn’t 
have been for sale.  You should have seen him.  He practically drooled when I offered 
to finance his very own racquet club. 

CATHERINE 
And dropped you like a hot potato when Daddy wouldn’t let you have the money to 
make the down payment with. 

DIANE 
Easy come, easy go.  And where is he now? ... Snuffling around Felicia.  So much for 
his taste.  The man’s an opportunist, Cathy.  What do you suppose they do together, 
besides play tennis? 

CATHERINE 
That’s sick.  Even for you. 

DIANE 
Hey, I don’t know what kind of lessons he gave you, but he sure improved more than 
my backhand. 

CATHERINE 
You’re disgusting.  And nasty and cruel. 

DIANE 
But not deaf, Cathy.  Not deaf.  I know what I heard Felicia and Dad talking about. 
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CATHERINE 
You’ll go to any lengths to cause trouble around here, won’t you? 

DIANE 
I’ll go to any lengths to get what is rightfully mine.  We are different people.  You 
were right when you said that.  Maybe that’s why we never got along.  We had 
nothing in common.  But now we do have one thing in common, sister-mine.  Our 
trust fund.  Left to us by our mother.  I’m telling you the honest-to-God’s truth. 

CATHERINE 
Sure, Di.  Sure it is.  I don’t think you’d know the truth if you fell over it. 

DIANE 
I’m not lying this time.  Believe me, I’m serious.  And I’m not playing a game, either.  
I heard what I heard. ... You know yourself that the firm’s been in sad shape since 
Granddad died.  Dad’s been losing clients on a regular basis. ... Doesn’t it figure that 
he’d need some other source of capital. 

CATHERINE 
Maybe you did hear something.  But you probably misinterpreted it.  Are you sure 
that they weren’t just talking about a temporary loan that you misconstrued as 
embezzlement? 

DIANE 
It may have started out as a temporary loan, but he’s into the fund to the tune of one 
million dollars. 

CATHERINE 
Come on.  A million dollars?  That’s not possible.  That’s half of our entire trust fund.  
You must have misunderstood.  You had to. 

DIANE 
The figure was mentioned at least four times during the conversation.  I didn’t 
misunderstand four separate times.  It was a million dollars. 

CATHERINE 
If only there were some way. ... Without... 

DIANE 
When he gets home tonight, we confront him with it. 

CATHERINE 
No, no, no, no, no.  That’s no good.  It won’t do at all. 

DIANE 
Why not? 

CATHERINE 
Let’s say, for the moment, that I do believe you.  If he did what you say, and, mind 
you, I’m only saying if, then confronting him would only put him on his guard. ... 
And if he didn’t do it, which is more likely, I don’t want to hurt him by making that 
kind of wild accusation. 
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DIANE 
Wild accusation?  Believe me, he did it. ... What about an audit? 

CATHERINE 
An audit won’t detect it.  If he did it, he’s smart enough to have covered his tracks.  
You can bet there are two sets of books. 

DIANE 
Then what do we do? 

CATHERINE 
We don’t do anything.  More to the point, you don’t do anything.  I know more about 
these matters than you do, Di.  I’ll think of a way to find out without antagonizing 
everyone. 

DIANE 
Antagonize everyone?  Moi?  Cathy, would I do a thing like that? 

CATHERINE 
It’s your specialty.  This calls for some tact and that’s my specialty. 

DIANE 
Don’t worry.  Even though I don’t always show it, I do know how the game is played. 
 

(BLACKOUT) 
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ACT 1 - SCENE 2 
 
 

(At Rise:  There is no one on stage.  The glass and the envelopes used in 
Scene 1 have been struck.  The SL French doors are closed.) 

 

CATHERINE 
(She enters from the UR hallway, carrying an open book, crosses to the bar 
and gets a soft drink from under the bar.  She reads the book and sips the 
drink, then sets the drink down and massages the back of her neck, rubs her 
eyes, looks at her watch and closes the book.) 

Enough is enough.  Break time! 
(She picks up the drink, crosses to the SL French doors, opens the doors and 
exits into the garden, leaving the doors open.) 

 
(Pause.) 

FELICIA 
(She enters at the SR swinging door, carrying a tennis racquet, and crosses 
to the bar.  She is still dressed in tennis clothes.) 

What can I get you to drink? 
(She sets the racquet on the bar.) 

BRAD 
(He enters at the SR swinging door behind Felicia, carrying two tennis 
racquets, and crosses to the bar.  He is still dressed in tennis clothes.) 

Just something soft.  I’ve still got three more lessons at the club tonight.  It probably 
wouldn’t look too good for me to be staggering around the court. 

(He sets the racquets down.) 

FELICIA 
Suit yourself.  But if they play as poorly as I just did, you won’t need to be all that 
sober. 

(She gets a soft drink from under the bar.) 

BRAD 
You seemed a bit pre-occupied this afternoon, Felicia.  What’s bothering you?  Your 
husband’s going to be ticked if you play like this in the doubles tournament next 
week. 

FELICIA 
I guess he’ll just have to console himself with the fact that I didn’t beat the pants off 
you this afternoon. 

(She pours a drink.) 

BRAD 
My next lesson doesn’t start for another hour yet.  There’s plenty of time. 

(He crosses behind Felicia, puts his arms around her waist and nuzzles her 
hair.) 
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FELICIA 
(She turns to face Brad. still in his arms, and puts her arms around his 
neck.) 

Not here, Brad. 
(She kisses Brad lightly on the lips.) 

 
(Brad tries to kiss Felicia more passionately.) 

 
(Felicia pushes Brad away and steps back from him.) 

Never here.  Now drink your soda and hit the road.  There’ll be other times and more 
discreet places. 

(She picks up her glass and crosses to the furniture grouping.) 

We’ve done all right so far.  There’s no point in getting careless now. 

BRAD 
I don’t understand you, Felicia.  I really don’t. 

FELICIA 
What’s there to understand?  It’s quite simple.  We have our times and our places.  
This is neither our time nor our place. 

BRAD 
That’s not what I meant.  I don’t understand how you can stay with a man you 
obviously don’t love when you could come away with me. 
 

(Felicia laughs.) 

 
I mean it! ... Right now!  Tonight! 

FELICIA 
Get serious, darling. 

BRAD 
I couldn’t be more serious.  I love you, Felicia.  And you love me.  I know you do. 

FELICIA 
Brad, Brad, Brad.  There are certain things about you I love.  Unfortunately, your 
bank balance doesn’t happen to be one of them. 

BRAD 
With the divorce settlement you’d get from your husband, we’d be ... you’d be set for 
life. 

FELICIA 
And just how much do you think I’d get for a settlement, if I divorced Edward? 

BRAD 
With a decent lawyer, at least half of everything he has.  Why, you’d end up with ... 
oh --- 

FELICIA 
Absolutely nothing. 
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BRAD 
What? 

FELICIA 
He has nothing, Brad.  But, you’re right.  I’d get half of it.  Whoopee! 

BRAD 
Come on, Felicia.  Nothing?  This house alone --- 

FELICIA 
Belongs to the girls. 

BRAD 
You’re kidding. 

FELICIA 
No, I’m not.  It was their mother’s house.  It’s part of the trust.  When Diane turns 
thirty, it’ll belong to her and Catherine. 

BRAD 
Jeez, that’s too bad.  But it’s still only a drop in the bucket.  Look at what his 
advertising firm must be worth.  It must be nearly --- 

FELICIA 
Bankrupt. 

BRAD 
Bankrupt? 

FELICIA 
That’s right, darling.  He’s run it into the ground. 

BRAD 
You don’t support this kind of lifestyle on credit alone.  There’s got to be some money 
somewhere. 

FELICIA 
No, there isn’t.  He’s completely tapped out.  Worse than that, he’s been dipping into 
the girls’ trust fund to support this lifestyle as well as the business. 

BRAD 
So you really would get nothing if you left him? 

FELICIA 
No, darling.  I’d get half of nothing. 

BRAD 
But at this rate, even if you stay, you’re going to wind up with nothing, anyway.  So 
why not leave him and have nothing with me?  At least we’d have love and each 
other.  What else could he have to keep you here? 

FELICIA 
His life insurance, for one thing.  Five-million-dollars worth. 



Stackhouse                                                          MATCH POINT                                                      Page I-ii-4 
 

BRAD 
Big deal.  A lot of good that will do you.  He’s got to be dead for you to collect. 

FELICIA 
Uh huh. 

BRAD 
And if he goes bankrupt, he’ll probably let the policy lapse and you ... What did you 
mean by, “Uh huh”? ... Felicia, what did you mean by that? 

FELICIA 
That you’re very perceptive, darling.  The insurance won’t do either of us any good as 
long as Edward’s alive.  On the other hand ... 

BRAD 
On what other hand?  There is no other hand.  He certainly isn’t going to be 
considerate enough to drop dead for you.  What do you plan on doing, poisoning him? 

FELICIA 
(She is lost in thought.) 

(Almost to herself.) Too risky, this time.  At least his first wife had a known heart 
condition.  But Edward’s as healthy as a horse.  They’d surely check for ... 

(She snaps out of it.) 

BRAD 
What the hell are you talking about? 

FELICIA 
Nothing, darling.  Nothing at all.  Just that poison would never work. 

BRAD 
What’s his first wife got to do with --- 

FELICIA 
It’s nothing, Brad.  Just forget I mentioned it. 

BRAD 
You know, sometimes you scare the hell out of me, Felicia.  For a moment I almost 
thought that you were seriously considering knocking him off. 

FELICIA 
Five-million dollars can go an awfully long way. 

BRAD 
And makes for one hell of a motive.  You might as well wear a neon sign around your 
neck that says “murderess.”  When the cops start looking for somebody with a reason 
to want him dead, you’d be their prime suspect. 

FELICIA 
Not if I had an air-tight alibi.  And if someone else actually did the deed. 

BRAD 
Well, don’t look at me.  I may love you, Felicia, but not enough to go to prison so you 
can enjoy your five mil. 
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FELICIA 
That’s an interesting choice of words, Brad.  A very interesting choice of words. 

BRAD 
What?  What words? 

FELICIA 
You said you loved me. 

BRAD 
And I do! 

FELICIA 
Yes, I know.  But what’s interesting is that you didn’t say, “not enough to commit 
murder.”  You said, “not enough to go to prison.” 

BRAD 
So?  Same difference. 

FELICIA 
Not really.  In fact, not at all.  What if you didn’t get caught? 

BRAD 
Murderers almost always get caught. 

FELICIA 
Ahh!  Murderers, yes.  But what about burglars?  They seldom get caught and, then, 
only if they’re careless in disposing of the loot. 

BRAD 
What’s your point? 

FELICIA 
That is my point, darling.  If Edward were murdered, people would start looking 
around for a motive for murder.  And you’re right.  Five-million dollars is one hell of 
a motive.  But what if he were killed during a burglary?  The police would be 
conducting a totally different kind of investigation.  You and I have been very 
discreet.  No one knows about us.  If Edward were killed during a burglary, and I had 
a solid alibi, no one would ever suspect you.  There’s nothing to tie us together.  I’m 
just one of the dozens of women you give tennis lessons to. 

BRAD 
You’re out of your mind, Felicia.  It just wouldn’t work.  It ... couldn’t work. 

FELICIA 
There you go again with your choice of words, Brad.  “It wouldn’t work.” ... “It 
couldn’t work.” ... Not that you won’t do it.  I assure you, darling, it can work.  Just 
think of it. ... Five-million dollars? ... Your very own racquet club, hmm? ... And me, 
without a husband? ... Us? ... Together, at last? 

BRAD 
H ... how? ... J ... just out of curiosity? ... How? 
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FELICIA 
That’s much better.  When does your last lesson end tonight? 

BRAD 
Tonight?!  I didn’t say I’d do it, Felicia.  I just asked h ... h ... how?  That’s all.  I just 
asked --- 

FELICIA 
Calm down, calm down.  And listen.  Then you’ll understand why tonight may make 
sense.  Now, what time does your last lesson finish? 

BRAD 
Nine o’clock.  With Mrs. Randolph. 

FELICIA 
Dottie Randolph?  That’s perfect!  Simply perfect. 

BRAD 
But, Felicia, I don’t --- 

FELICIA 
No buts.  Just listen.  Edward is going to be working late tonight and I was going to 
spend the evening at the club. ... I’ll get Diane and Catherine to come with me.  That 
way the house will be empty. ... Catherine won’t be any problem, she’s easily 
manipulated, but Diane ... I’ll have to make it seem like a peace offering. ... Anyway, 
you don’t have to worry about that.  I’ll find some excuse to get them out of the 
house. 

BRAD 
Felicia? 

FELICIA 
Brad, just listen.  Edward will be home at about nine-thirty.  The timing couldn’t be 
better.  You finish your lesson at nine, jump in your car, drive to within a block of the 
house and walk the rest of the way.  Park on the next street over and come through 
the garden.  I’ll leave the French doors unlocked. 

(She crosses to the desk.) 

In the top drawer of the desk we keep a gun.  Actually, we have guns all over the 
damned house.  You know what a nut Edward is when it comes to that sort of thing.  
Anyway, use this one. 

(She opens the drawer, takes out the revolver and shows it to Brad.) 

It’s loaded.  Do you know how to use one of these? 
 

(There is no response from Brad.  He backs away from her.) 

 
Well, do you? 

BRAD 
Of course I know how to use it. 
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FELICIA 
Good! 

(She puts the revolver back into the drawer and closes the drawer.) 

Edward always parks out in front.  You’ll see his headlights through the window.  
Wear gloves and tear the place apart so it looks like it’s been searched.  Make sure to 
hit the bedrooms and take the jewelry.  It’s insured.  Also, use a pocketknife or 
something to scratch around the door lock.  The police’ll think it’s been jimmied.  
When Edward comes in, it will look like he interrupted a burglar and was shot.  Take 
the jewelry and the gun, go out through the garden and drive back to the club. 

BRAD 
Back to the club? 

FELICIA 
Yes, Brad, it’s important that you go back to the club.  Dottie Randolph is a creature 
of habit.  After her lesson she sits in the sauna for a half hour and then it’s a half hour 
more in the whirlpool.  Then she showers, dresses and has a drink in the bar before 
going home.  You’ll be back in the bar waiting to buy her that drink tonight.  In 
Dottie’s mind, you’ll never have left the club. 

BRAD 
I could even reinforce that thought by telling her I’ll wait to buy her a drink. 

FELICIA 
No, no, no!  Absolutely not!  You tell her that and she’ll be out of the dressing room 
and looking for you in less than five minutes.  Don’t say anything!  Just be there in 
the bar when she finishes her normal routine. 

BRAD 
What about the jewelry?  How do we fence it?  You said yourself that that’s how 
most burglars get caught. 

FELICIA 
Brad, we’ll have five-million dollars.  Plus the insurance money from the jewelry.  
The reason we’re not going to get caught is that we’re not going to fence anything.  
You pack up the jewelry and the gun together.  They’re continually building those 
houses along the golf course fairways.  We wait for them to dig a trench for a footing, 
bury the stuff in the trench at night and the next day they fill the whole thing in with 
concrete. 

BRAD 
Meanwhile, the police are looking for a burglar who doesn’t exist? 

FELICIA 
Now you’ve got it.  Simple, isn’t it? 

BRAD 
But, after it’s all over, how can I be sure you’ll actually split the insurance money 
with me?  I mean, you’ll be in the clear with an alibi and I’ll be the one taking all the 
risks. 
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FELICIA 
Brad, darling, I love you. 

(She puts her arms around Brad’s neck.) 

And, besides, we’re not going to split the insurance money.  We’re going to share it.  
As well as our lives. 

(She kisses Brad.) 

Are you okay now? 

BRAD 
I ... I guess so. 

FELICIA 
You know what to do? 

BRAD 
Pretty much so. 

FELICIA 
Tell me. 

(She gives Brad a peck on the lips.) 

Just to be sure. 
(She steps back away from Brad.) 

BRAD 
Well, after the lesson with Mrs. Randolph, I drive to about a block away and come in 
through the garden. ... I take the gun from the desk, tear up the place and take the 
jewelry. ... Mr. Madison comes home. 

(He turns toward the front door.) 

Bang, bang, he’s dead. ... I go out through the garden and back to the club in time to 
buy Mrs. Randolph a drink. 

FELICIA 
Good boy.  Within two days you’ll be caught.  Now concentrate, damn it.  This is 
important.  What do you wear?  What do you do to the French doors?  And what do 
you take with you? 

BRAD 
I ... I wear gloves.  And I make it look like someone jimmied the lock. ... And I take 
the gun and the jewelry with me.  In the next day or so I bury the stuff in the 
foundation of one of those new homes and --- 

FELICIA 
After a suitable period of mourning ... say about six months or so ... 

(She crosses to the UC front door.) 

we’ll have it made.  Now, 
(She opens the door.) 

run along to your other lessons and don’t worry.  It’s a fool-proof plan.  It can’t fail. 

BRAD 
(He picks up his racquets and crosses to the UC front door.) 

I love you, Felicia.  I really do. 
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FELICIA 
I know you do, darling.  And trust me. 

(She kisses Brad passionately on the lips.) 

Everything will work out perfectly.  Now go. 
 

(Brad smiles uneasily and exits.) 

 
(She closes the door.) 

(To herself.) Perfectly.  Just perfectly. 
(She retrieves her racquet and exits down the UR hallway.) 

 
(Pause.) 

CATHERINE 
(She enters from the SL French doors, carrying an empty soft drink can.) 

(To herself.) Oh my God.  What do I do now?  Embezzlement is one thing.  Even 
adultery.  But murder?  I just don’t believe any of this is really happening.  And Di, 
for once in her life, she told the truth and I didn’t believe her. ... What do I do now? 

(She sets the can on the bar and pushes a button on the intercom.) 

Di?  Are you in your room? 

DIANE 
(Through the intercom.) Where are you, Cathy? 

CATHERINE 
I’m ... I’m in the living room.  Could ... could you come down here for a minute? 

DIANE 
This had better be important. 

CATHERINE 
Well, it ... it pertains to what we were discussing earlier. 

DIANE 
In that case, I’m on my way.  Beam me down, Scotty. 

CATHERINE 
(To herself.) Just settle down.  Di’ll know what to do.  I hope. 

(She pours a drink.) 

DIANE 
(She enters from the UR hallway.) 

Well?  Have you thought of a way to find out, already? 

CATHERINE 
Where’s Felicia? 

DIANE 
Don’t worry about her.  She’s in the shower.  I heard it running as I came down.  
Now, what gives?  Did you think of a way to confirm what I heard? 

CATHERINE 
I didn’t have to. 
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DIANE 
You mean you aren’t even going to --- 

CATHERINE 
No, that isn’t what I mean. ... I don’t have to figure out a way because I overheard 
Felicia telling Brad. 

DIANE 
Overheard?  Did you say “overheard?”  How come when I do it, you call it 
eavesdropping, but when you do it, it’s overhearing? 

CATHERINE 
Because, as everyone knows, I’m the sweet sister and you’re the bitchy sister. 

DIANE 
All right.  So, tell me.  What did you ... overhear? 

CATHERINE 
The same thing you did.  That Daddy’s going bankrupt and has dipped into the trust 
fund to prop up the firm. 

DIANE 
(She takes the drink from Catherine.) 

How about that?  A point for me.  But why on earth would Felicia be telling Brad? 

CATHERINE 
Well, Di, it’s ... it’s actually two points for you. 

DIANE 
How so? 

CATHERINE 
Felicia and Brad are having an affair. 

DIANE 
First you, then me, and now Felicia?  I told you that you should thank me, Cathy, 
didn’t I?  And it turns out I was right.  In fact, that should make three points for me. 
...  
 

(Catherine turns away, hurt.) 

 
I’m sorry, Cathy.  You really did fall for his line, didn’t you? 

CATHERINE 
Yeah, I did.  But it’s okay.  I suppose I really should be grateful that Grandmother 
isn’t living with us.  He’d probably try to hit on her, too. 

(She pours a drink of her own.) 

DIANE 
It’s good to see you’ve still got a sense of humor. ... So now that we know for sure 
about the embezzlement, what do we do?  Blow the whistle on him? 
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CATHERINE 
I’m afraid it’s a little more complicated than just embezzlement.  Felicia and Brad are 
planning to kill Daddy and make it look --- 

DIANE 
What?! ... Kill, like in Murder?! ... You can’t be --- 

CATHERINE 
Yes, Di, I am. ... Murder. 

DIANE 
Whoa.  You overheard our stepmother and Brad plotting to murder our father? 

CATHERINE 
That’s right.  When Daddy comes home tonight, Brad’ll be here waiting for him and 
plans to shoot him with the gun in the desk drawer.  They’re going to make it look 
like Daddy surprised a burglar.  For five-million-dollars worth of life insurance. 

DIANE 
Well, I’ll be. ... And she has the nerve to call me greedy?  Do you think you can prove 
any of this? 

CATHERINE 
Sure I can.  I know the time and the place.  We can catch them in the act.  We not 
only get rid of Felicia on an attempted murder charge, but I get revenge on Brad as 
well.  And Daddy’ll be so damn grateful, he’ll give us what’s left of our money before 
he can embezzle that, too.  What do you think? 

DIANE 
... I think that’s one possible scenario. 

CATHERINE 
Do you have a better one? 

DIANE 
Perhaps.  Let me work on it.  Did they talk about any other details? 

CATHERINE 
Well, ... there is one thing Felicia said that I’m not real clear about.  When Mom 
passed away, no one would really talk to me about anything.  But you were older.  
What do you remember about her death? 

DIANE 
There wasn’t all that much to remember.  She had had heart problems for about five 
or six years.  You know, chest pains, small attacks?  And then one day the big one got 
her.  Exit Mom.  R.I.P. 

CATHERINE 
So it was no big surprise when she died? 

DIANE 
A shock maybe, but not really a surprise.  As I recall, Doc Rowland was a bit 
perplexed by it, but I think that was at his own fallibility as much as anything else. 
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CATHERINE 
How so? 

DIANE 
He thought that the medication he’d prescribed had everything under control.  I guess 
Mom’s death put a chink in the armor of his god-complex.  Anyway, he made the 
usual doctor-type apologies to Dad, without really assuming any of the blame of 
course.  You know, stuff like, “Terribly sorry, Mr. Madison.  Did everything we 
possibly could for her.  I was sure that the medication was helping, but, one never 
really knows with these cases, does one?”  What’s Mom’s death got to do with Felicia 
planning to murder Dad? 

CATHERINE 
I’m not sure.  It came up when Felicia and Brad were discussing how to do away with 
Daddy.  Brad mentioned poison but Felicia was against it.  She said that it was too 
risky this time.  She was talking mostly to herself.  She said that poison wouldn’t 
work and that at least Mom had had a known heart condition, whereas Daddy was as 
healthy as a horse. 

DIANE 
Oh my God!  So that’s why he came unglued.  It all fits now. 

CATHERINE 
What all fits? 

DIANE 
Earlier today.  You know how normally no one pays much attention to what I say 
about Felicia?  I’m a bitch.  Everyone expects it. ... True, I did get my face slapped 
when I called her a bimbo, but most of the time they ignore me in the hopes that I’ll 
shut up and go away. 

CATHERINE 
Which you never do.  So? 

DIANE 
Earlier this afternoon when I was arguing with Dad, I made a reference to him and 
Felicia putting Mom in her grave.  I was referring to their affair, which I’m sure Mom 
knew about.  Hell, everyone knew about it. 

CATHERINE 
I didn’t. 

DIANE 
Cathy, all you ever knew about Dad was that he was the nice friendly guy who 
bought you things.  You never saw beyond that and it never affected you.  I can 
remember being out at a basketball game with a bunch of the kids from school.  One 
of them pointed to a man and a woman in another section and said, “Hey, Diane, 
who’s the girl with your father?”  It was Dad and Felicia.  Do you have any idea how 
humiliated I felt? 

CATHERINE 
I never suspected anything. 
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DIANE 
Then you were the only one who didn’t.  Anyway, Dad came completely 
discombobulated at that remark this afternoon.  He was livid.  I’ve never seen him 
like that.  He kept shouting, “What are you insinuating,” at me.  When he discovered 
that I was talking about his affair with Felicia, he calmed right down.  But it all fits, 
Cathy!  Don’t you see?  It all fits! 

CATHERINE 
You can’t be serious. 

DIANE 
Deadly serious.  Felicia and Dad murdered our mother.  The medication that Doc 
Rowland prescribed for Mom must have been working.  When Dad and Felicia found 
out that nature wasn’t going to take its course, they killed her with a drug that 
brought on a heart attack. 

CATHERINE 
Oh my God!  But even if you’re right, there’s no way we’ll ever be able to actually 
prove it in court.  You may know that they killed her and I may know it, but --- 

DIANE 
Maybe not in a court, Miss Law Student.  But, we don’t necessarily have to prove 
anything to get justice.  We can still get that.  Justice for Felicia and Dad, justice for 
Brad, justice for us ... justice for all. 

CATHERINE 
But how? 

DIANE 
Just stick with me, Sis.  Now, if it’s planned for tonight, how were they going to do it 
with us in the house? 

CATHERINE 
Felicia was going ask us to go with her to the club for a drink. 

DIANE 
Ahh!  Okay.  When she does, just act your sweet little self and agree.  Of course, I’ll 
have to bitch a little at first, just so she’ll think everything’s normal, but I’ll roll over 
in the end.  Now, this is important.  We tell her we’ll go, but that we’ll meet her 
there. 

CATHERINE 
Okay, but what do --- 

DIANE 
I’ll fill you in later.  You’ll like this.  Believe me, you will.  Do you still have those 
blank cartridges for Dad’s gun?  The ones you bought to start the swim meet with? 

CATHERINE 
Y ... yes.  They’re up in my closet somewhere.  Why? 

DIANE 
You’ll see.  Just follow my lead and we’ll --- 
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FELICIA 
(She enters from the UR hallway.  She is dressed in evening clothes and 
wearing a diamond necklace.) 

There you two are! 

DIANE 
Yep, here we are, all right.  Where are you going?  The embassy ball? 

CATHERINE 
You look ... lov ... lovely, Felicia. 

FELICIA 
Thank you, Catherine.  I’m just going up to the club to listen to the band and have a 
few drinks.  How would you two like to join me? 

CATHERINE 
I’d ... I’d love to. 

(She picks up the book.) 

I need a break from studying, anyway.  My brain’s starting to turn to mush. 

DIANE 
Well, you can count me out.  You two sorority sisters have a rip-roarin’ good time 
together. 

CATHERINE 
Aw, come on, Di.  It’ll be fun. 

FELICIA 
Accept the invitation as an apology for slapping you this afternoon.  I’m sorry, Diane.  
I should have maintained better self-control. 

CATHERINE 
How about it, Di?  Hmm? 

DIANE 
(To Felicia.) Well, since my allowance has been cut, only if you’re buying. 

FELICIA 
It’s a deal.  Come on.  I’ll drive. 

(She crosses to the UC front door.) 

DIANE 
Why don’t you go on ahead, Felicia.  We’ll join you later. 

FELICIA 
There’s no point in taking two cars. 

CATHERINE 
(She gestures with the book.) 

I ... uh ...just have to finish one short chapter, then I want to clean up a little.  I’ll meet 
you there. 

DIANE 
And I’ll wait and come with Cathy.  That way you’ll have a better opportunity to tell 
all your friends what a bitch I am before I get there. 
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FELICIA 
Diane. 

CATHERINE 
She’s only pulling your chain, Felicia.  Go on.  We’ll be along in a little while. 

FELICIA 
Okay.  But don’t be long. 

CATHERINE 
We won’t. 

DIANE 
We’ll be there before you finish your first lie about me. 
 

(Felicia exits at the UC front door and closes the door.) 

 
You did good, Cathy.  You did real good. 

CATHERINE 
Okay, but now what? 

DIANE 
(She picks up the telephone receiver and dials.) 

Just one more thing. 
(Into the phone.) 

Dad? ... Yeah.  How are coming with your work? ... When do you think you’ll be 
home? ... Oh?  Felicia, Cathy and I are going up to the club together for --- Yes, 
together. ... We buried the hatchet, sort of. ... In neither of our heads.  It’s sort of like 
a temporary truce. ... Anyway, instead of coming home, why don’t you meet us at the 
club? ... Swell!  We’ll see you there. ... You, too, Dad. 

 (She hangs up the phone.) 

Remember this, Cathy. ... In fact, just keep telling yourself over and over again. ... 
“They murdered my mother.  They murdered my mother.” ... Now, here’s our game 
plan. 
 

(BLACKOUT) 
 

(INTERMISSION) 
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ACT 2 - SCENE 1 
 
 

(At Rise:  There is no one on stage.  The glasses, soft drink cans, and the 
book used in Act 1 - Scene 2 have been struck.  Catherine has the revolver 
from the desk drawer.  The lights are dimmed so that, although the set can 
be seen, the features of people can just barely be seen.  Simulated moonlight 
shines through the SL French doors and the UC front windows.) 

 
(Brad approaches the outside of the French doors and peers through the 
window panes into the room.  He is dressed in slacks and is wearing a jacket 
and rubber gloves.  He cautiously opens the French doors, steps into the 
room and stands, looking and listening.  He quietly closes the French doors, 
takes a penlight from his pocket and pans the room with it.  The light comes 
to rest on the DL desk.  He crosses to the desk, stops, turns and listens 
again.  He shines the light on the center desk drawer, opens the drawer and 
stops.  He reaches into the drawer and fumbles around.  He gets down on 
one knee and looks into the drawer.) 

BRAD 
(To himself.) Damn! 

(He closes the drawer, then opens and closes the other drawers in the desk, 
one by one, shining the light and fumbling around in each drawer.) 

Where the hell could she have put it?  Damn, damn, damn! 
 

(Catherine enters quietly at the SR swinging door at about the time Brad is 
looking in the last drawer.  She is still dressed casually but wearing a 
sweater or jacket with pockets large enough to conceal a revolver.  She 
silently lets the door close and stands with her back against the wall and one 
hand on the light switch by the side of the door.  With Brad’s final 
“Damn.” she flips the light switch.) 

 
(The stage lights come up.) 

CATHERINE 
Maybe more light will help. 

BRAD 
(He jumps up.) 

Catherine! 
(He switches the penlight off.) 

I ... uh ... I ... uh ... 

CATHERINE 
You-uh-you-uh what, Brad? 

BRAD 
I know this looks terrible, but give me a chance to explain.  I mean ... uh ... you can’t 
imagine how embarrassing this is. 
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CATHERINE 
Oh?  Well, if there’s anything I can do to add to your discomfort, by all means, let me 
know. 

(She picks up the telephone receiver.) 

Would a charge of breaking-and-entering help?  How about attempted robbery?  
Would that be embarrassing enough for you? 

BRAD 
Catherine, please?  This isn’t what it looks like at all.  Believe me, I wasn’t going to 
steal anything.  Honest! 

CATHERINE 
Oh, I see. 

(She hangs up the phone.) 

You were sneaking in here with your trusty little penlight to leave us something?  
Was that what you were doing?  Tennis isn’t paying all that well these days so you’re 
moonlighting as one of Santa’s little helpers?  Is that it? Brad the elf?  Sneaking in to 
leave us a present?  Where’s your sack of goodies and your jolly fat boss? 

BRAD 
Catherine, please?  Let me explain?  Please? 

CATHERINE 
Would you like a moment or two to rehearse this or do you just want to try it out cold 
on me? 

BRAD 
I --- 

CATHERINE 
Better take that moment to make it good.  You’re playing to a very tough house. 

BRAD 
I was ... uh ...  looking for something. 

CATHERINE 
Noooo!  Well, dummy me.  Never in a million years would I have guessed that you 
were looking for something. 

BRAD 
Catherine. 

CATHERINE 
Don’t ‘Catherine’ me.  I know my own name.  Just what was it that you were looking 
for that was so damned important that you had to break in here to find it? 

BRAD 
I’ll be perfectly honest with you. ... It ... it was a ... a letter.  I was looking for a letter. 

CATHERINE 
A letter?  What kind of letter could you be looking for that would warrant breaking in 
here in the dead of night?  Why couldn’t you just wait until tomorrow, then come and 
ask for it? 
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BRAD 
You don’t understand. ... This is so embarrassing. ... I guess there’s no good way to 
put it, so I’ll just say it outright.  Felicia and I were ... well ... we were involved! 

CATHERINE 
You and my stepmother?  Involved in what? 

BRAD 
You know?  In ... involved?  But it’s over now, Catherine.  Please believe me?  It 
really is.  At ... at least it is on my part.  I know it was stupid for me to get involved 
with a married woman.  Don’t ask me how it happened.  I’m not really sure I know.  
It wasn’t planned or anything.  It just sort of ... you know, happened.  Anyway, I 
wasn’t thinking very clearly at the time and I went and ... uh ... I wrote her a letter, 
telling her how I felt about her? 

CATHERINE 
You wrote Felicia a love letter? 
 

(Brad nods.) 

 
How awfully sweet of you.  And how awfully stupid.  So now you want it back? 

BRAD 
That’s right.  That’s all I was looking for.  That letter.  I know it was ... well, 
inappropriate, but like I said, it’s over as far as I’m concerned.  But I don’t know what 
Felicia will do.  If she were to show that letter to your father ... I just don’t know what 
would happen.  I could lose my job at the club and he’s influential enough to see that 
no other club would hire me.  Tennis is all I know, Catherine.  I have to get that letter 
back.  I just have to. ... That’s all I was doing here tonight.  Looking for the letter. 

CATHERINE 
My God, but you’re good, Brad.  I really mean it.  You are good! 

BRAD 
I ... I don’t understand. 

CATHERINE 
On the spur of the moment, you come up with a story that has just enough of a ring 
of truth about it to be plausible.  And you’re so convincing.  You make it sound so 
believable. 

BRAD 
But, Catherine, I --- 

CATHERINE 
And your delivery. ... A little shaky at first, but once you got into the swing of things 
you were magnificent.  I’d forgotten just how charming you could be, Brad.  If I 
didn’t know better, I actually would have believed your little cock-and-bull story.  I’m 
ashamed of myself for having to admit that. 

BRAD 
But, it’s the truth.  Honest it is. 
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CATHERINE 
The truth?  Come off it, Brad.  Truth?  Hardly.  There are only two words I can think 
of that can begin to accurately describe what you’ve just told me and the first word is 
“horse.”  Pure and unadulterated. 

BRAD 
Why won’t you believe me? 

CATHERINE 
Because I was standing outside the damn French doors when Felicia talked you into 
her little scheme to murder my father. 

BRAD 
... But ... but I had to go along with her.  Because of the letter.  That’s why I was 
searching.  So I could --- 

CATHERINE 
Enough, Brad! ... Enough.  There is no letter.  There never was any letter.  What you 
were rummaging around in the desk for was this. 

(She takes the revolver from her pocket and brandishes it at Brad.) 

So you could murder my father with it and then have Felicia and the insurance 
money. 

BRAD 
(He backs away from Catherine.) 

Catherine, be careful with that. 

CATHERINE 
Be careful?  What for?  (In a little-girl voice.) I was upstairs studying in my room and 
heard a noise in the living room.  I was frightened ... I got the gun from my night 
stand, came down the hallway, and saw someone ransacking the desk.  He tried to 
attack me. ... and ... and I guess I pulled the trigger.  I don’t know, it was just so 
terrible.  (Normal voice.) And the would-be burglar was killed. ... You, Brad. 

BRAD 
Catherine, please? 

CATHERINE 
How tragic. ... How sad. ... What a terrible experience for poor little Catherine to go 
through. 

BRAD 
You ... you wouldn’t do it. … You couldn’t. 

CATHERINE 
Oh, really? 

BRAD 
Really. ... Now I’m just going to walk out of here and we can forget this whole thing 
ever happened. ... 0 ... okay? 

(He backs up toward the SL French doors.) 
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CATHERINE 
Don’t even think about it, Brad.  I’m not kidding.  Don’t try it. 

BRAD 
You couldn’t do it.  It’s just not your style.  If it were Diane holding that gun, then I’d 
be worried.  But not you. 

(He backs up a few more steps toward the SL French doors.) 

CATHERINE 
You know, Brad, you’re probably right.  (Calling out toward the UR hallway.) Di? 

DIANE 
(She enters from the UR hallway.  She is dressed in evening wear.) 

Right here, Cathy. 

BRAD 
D ... Diane? 

DIANE 
(She crosses to Catherine.) 

Hello, Brad, darling. 

CATHERINE 
(She hands the revolver to Diane.) 

If that son-of-a-bitch so much as breathes, shoot him. 

DIANE 
With pleasure, little sister. 

(She brandishes the revolver at Brad.) 

(To Brad.) I believe you were saying something about being worried if I held the gun? 

BRAD 
Come on, now, Diane.  Enough is enough. ... Be careful with that thing.  It could go 
off accidentally. 

DIANE 
Oh, I never do anything accidentally, Brad.  You, of all people, should know that.  If 
... or, I suppose, I really should I say when it goes off, it’ll be on purpose.  Now just be 
a good boy and back up to the desk over there. 
 

(Brad backs up toward the desk as Diane stalks him.) 

 
Slowly, slowly, love.  And, as they say on TV, “no sudden moves.”  (When Brad 
reaches the desk chair.) That’s far enough.  (To Catherine.) What do we do with him 
now?   

CATHERINE 
Just hold him there.  I’ll call the police and tell them we caught a prowler.  He and 
Felicia can decide if they want to stick with the love-letter story or talk about 
conspiracy to murder. 

DIANE 
Aw, come on, Cathy.  I thought we were going to shoot him. 
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CATHERINE 
I think having him arrested will suffice. 

(She picks up the telephone receiver.) 

DIANE 
But you said we would, Cathy. ... Remember how humiliated you were when he 
dumped you for me? 
 

(Catherine hangs up the phone.) 

BRAD 
Call the police, Catherine!  Go ahead and call them!  I’ll tell them whatever you want 
me to!  I promise!  Please, just make the call?! 

CATHERINE 
You’ll tell them about you and Felicia planning to murder our father? 

BRAD 
Yeah!  Yeah!  I’ll tell them everything!  Anything!  Anything you say! 

DIANE 
He used you, Cathy.  And after he had his fun, he tossed you away.  Wise up!  When 
the police get here, he’ll just deny everything and then what have we got?  Breaking 
and entering?  Big deal!  You’re the law student.  Think about it.  With no record, all 
he’ll get is probation.  We said we were going to shoot him, now let’s do it. 

BRAD 
(He picks up a piece of paper from the desk.) 

I’ll write it all out for you.  The whole thing.  Please, don’t let her do it, Catherine?  If 
I write it out I can’t deny it afterwards.  Please, Catherine?  Please? 

CATHERINE 
... Make it quick, before I change my mind. 

BRAD 
(He bends over the desk, picks up a pen and writes frantically.) 

There! 
(He holds the paper out to Diane.) 

See?  See?  Now put the gun down, Di!  Please?! 
 

(Diane steps forward, takes the paper, then backs up again, holding the 
revolver on Brad all the while.) 

CATHERINE 
Did he sign it? 

DIANE 
Yep.  It looks fine to me, Cathy. 

(She holds out the paper to Catherine.) 

What now? 

CATHERINE 
(She takes the paper and looks at it.) 

What do you mean, “What now?”  Shoot the son-of-a-bitch. 
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BRAD 
Catherine?! 
 

(Diane fires three shots at Brad’s mid-section.) 

 
(Brad,wide-eyed in terror, falls back over the desk chair and onto the floor.) 

 
(Catherine and Diane laugh, hysterically.) 

 
(Brad sits up, slowly.  He is puzzled.  He looks down at his chest and then 
feels his chest with both hands.  He doesn’t know what to make of it all.) 

DIANE 
(She points the revolver at Brad.) 

Bang, bang, Brad, you’re dead. 
 

(Diane and Catherine laugh.) 

 
(Diane sets the revolver on the desk.) 

BRAD 
Blanks? ... 

(He stands.) 

You loaded the gun with blanks? ... To get my confession? 

DIANE 
No, Brad.  We didn’t load the gun with blanks. 

BRAD 
But, how?  Who? 

DIANE 
You tell him, Cathy.  I can hardly contain myself. 

CATHERINE 
Felicia did, Brad.  You poor pathetic moron.  She set you up. 

BRAD 
Felicia?  But why?  Felicia wanted me to --- 

DIANE 
He has no idea why, Cathy.  Absolutely no clue whatsoever. 

BRAD 
I don’t understand. 

CATHERINE 
I know, I know.  And that’s what makes you so pathetic. 

BRAD 
But why would Felicia set me up?  To embarrass me in front of your father? ... For 
what reason? ... To get me fired from the club? ... Why? ... I thought she ... I don’t 
understand. 
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DIANE 
I guess fired would be an apt term to use, wouldn’t it, Cathy?  But not as in “fired 
from a job,” Brad.  No.  As in “fired from a gun.” 

BRAD 
But I would have had the gun. 

CATHERINE 
You would have had a gun, Brad.  What would you have done tonight when Daddy 
walked through that door? 

(She gestures toward the UC front door.) 

BRAD 
Shot him. 

CATHERINE 
Just like that? ... You’d have shot him? ... Or would you have first told him why you 
were doing it? ... Confess your undying love for Felicia? ... Sort of rub it in, you 
know?  All the gory details of your sordid affair? 

BRAD 
I suppose I might have. ... I don’t know about rubbing it in, though.  I sort of like your 
father.  Really, I do. ... I wouldn’t have rubbed it in, but I would have told him 
something.  After all, it would only have been fair to tell him why. 

DIANE 
I’m glad you’re so big on fair play, because do you know what dear old Dad would 
have done next?  After you told him why and fired a few blanks at him? ... I mean in 
addition to messing his pants? 

(She crosses to the console table by the UC front door.) 

BRAD 
Probably try and tear my head off.  And then get me fired. 

CATHERINE 
Oh no, Brad, I think not.  He would have smiled at first. ... Then he would have 
laughed.  Oh, how he would have laughed.  Can’t you just hear him, Di?  And then, 
Brad, --- 

DIANE 
And then, he would have opened this drawer here 

(She opens the drawer in the console table, reaches in and takes out a second 
revolver.) 

and taken out this gun and blown your fool head off. 

CATHERINE 
Because that gun, my big, dumb buffoon, is not loaded with blanks. 

BRAD 
But --- 
 

(Diane puts the revolver back in the console table drawer.) 
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CATHERINE 
And dear Felicia would have come home, wide-eyed and innocent, and denied 
everything you said. 

DIANE 
(Mimicking Felicia.) “Well, Edward, I just don’t know where he got ideas like that.  I 
mean, I never led him on or anything.  I was pleasant to him, of course, but he seemed 
like such a nice boy.  He must have misinterpreted my feelings.” 

CATHERINE 
And, of course, Daddy would tell the police that he came home, saw you standing 
there with a gun and dove for the gun in the table.  You fired and he, thinking you 
had missed, fired back in self-defense.  How was he to know you only had blanks?  
He feared for his life. 

DIANE 
The police would shake their heads and say, “Don’t worry about a thing, Mr. 
Madison.  If we had more citizens like you, our jobs would be a lot easier.” 

CATHERINE 
And they would have gotten away with a second murder. 

BRAD 
Second murder?  Me?  A second murder? 

CATHERINE 
That’s right. 

DIANE 
And that’s what made killing you so necessary, Brad.  Because you knew about the 
first one. 

BRAD 
I don’t know what you’re talking about.  I agreed to do this for Felicia, but I don’t 
know anything about another murder.  Honest!  I wasn’t involved in any other 
murder! 

DIANE 
(To Catherine.) I guess he is dumber than he looks.  (To Brad.) Not involved, stupid.  
Felicia practically confessed to the other murder this afternoon when you were here 
playing kissy-face. 

BRAD 
I don’t --- 

CATHERINE 
Do you remember what she said when you asked her if she intended to poison 
Daddy? 

BRAD 
That it would never work. 
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CATHERINE 
That it would never work because it was too risky this time. ... Remember?  Because 
our mother had a known heart condition, but Daddy was as healthy as a horse? 

BRAD 
Yeah? ... So? 

CATHERINE 
Why do you suppose she said that about our mother? 

BRAD 
I don’t know?  I didn’t give it much thought. 

DIANE 
But Felicia was worried that some day you might give it some thought.  And then 
you’d realize that she and Dad had poisoned our mother. 

BRAD 
What? 

DIANE 
Felicia slipped up and she knew it.  Up to now, no one had ever questioned Mom’s 
death.  There was never any reason to.  Nor any evidence.  But now? 

CATHERINE 
She had to eliminate the one person who might, some day, think about what she had 
let slip out. 

DIANE 
And you can thank your lucky stars that Cathy happened to be eaves ... (To 
Catherine.) Excuse me.  (To Brad.) Happened to overhear the conversation between 
you and Felicia.  If it hadn’t’ve been for that, you’d be one dead moron.  You’re in our 
debt, my dear. 

CATHERINE 
We watched her switch the bullets for blanks and figured out her plan. 

BRAD 
So now you want me to tell the police what I heard? ... About the poison and your 
mother? 

DIANE 
What for? 

BRAD 
So that you can have them arrested for murder. 

CATHERINE 
They’d never be convicted.  There’s absolutely no evidence against them. 

BRAD 
But I heard --- 
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DIANE 
The word of an admitted gigolo who was contemplating murder himself?  That 
Felicia said something that might possibly be interpreted as meaning that she and 
Dad might have poisoned our mother?  I think not. 

BRAD 
Then what do you want me to do?  You saved my life.  I’ll do whatever you say. 

CATHERINE 
(She picks up the revolver from the desk, unloads the blanks and replaces 
them with bullets from her pocket.) 

We were hoping you’d say that, Brad.  Just continue on with your plan. 

BRAD 
What plan?  To murder your father? 

CATHERINE 
That’s right.  With one minor variation, of course. 

BRAD 
What’s that? 

CATHERINE 
(Mimicking Brad.) “What plan?  What’s that?  Who?  Why?  I don’t know.  I don’t 
understand.”  (Normal voice.) Stop acting like an imbecile.  Continue with the 
attempted robbery plan. 

(She puts the revolver in the desk drawer.) 

DIANE 
Only this time, you’re going to shoot them both. 

BRAD 
You want me to murder your father and Felicia? 

DIANE 
Who the hell do you think we’re talking about?  Wise up, Brad.  Felicia and Dad not 
only killed our mother, but Felicia tried to get you killed.  And don’t think of it as 
murder, if that offends your sensibilities.  Think of it as justice.  You’re not a 
murderer, Brad, you’re the Lord High Executioner.  And a highly paid one at that.  
For seeing that justice is done, Cathy and I will give you 500,000 dollars. 

BRAD 
And what if I don’t agree?  Then what? 

CATHERINE 
(She picks up the confession.) 

We have your signed confession.  Conspiracy to murder, remember? ... What’ll it be 
Brad? 500,000 tax-free dollars?  More money than you could earn in a lifetime as a 
tennis bum-slash-gigolo?  Or a possible prison term? 
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DIANE 
Who knows, Cathy.  Maybe he has an overwhelming desire to play a game of pick-
up-the-bar-of-soap in the shower at the state pen. 
 

(Brad hangs his head in resignation.) 

 
By Jove, I think he’ll do it. 

CATHERINE 
I think you’re right. 

DIANE 
(To Catherine.) We’ll take my car over to the club.  When we leave there, you drive 
Felicia’s car.  That way she and Dad will be together in his car.  They’ll park in the 
drive and come in through the front door.  Make sure they leave the parking lot first.  
By the time you park Felicia’s car out front, they’ll already be in the house.  (To Brad.) 
And you should be done and out through the garden.  I’ll be parking my car in the 
garage, so I’ll be coming in through 

(She points to the SR swinging door.) 

that door.  (To Catherine.) We should come in just about the same time and then call 
the police, two hysterical girls having interrupted a burglar and seeing their dear 
parents dead.  (To Brad.) Are you clear on what has to be done? 

BRAD 
I ... I guess so. 

CATHERINE 
I’ll go change so we can get up to the club. 

(She crosses to the foyer.) 

DIANE 
And I’ll rehearse our star player here on the game plan one more time.  I want him to 
be sure he knows exactly what’s expected of him tonight when Dad and Felicia walk 
through that door.  Then he can go home and pull himself together.  We’ll give him a 
call just before we leave the club.  (To Brad.) That should give you plenty of time to 
get here and set things up. 

CATHERINE 
Sounds good to me. 

(She exits down the UR hallway.) 

 

(BLACKOUT) 
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ACT 2 - SCENE 2 
 
 

(At Rise:  There is no one on stage.  The piece of paper with Brad’s 
confession has been struck.  The lights are dimmed so that, although the set 
can be seen, the features of people can be just barely seen.   The SL French 
doors are closed.   Simulated moonlight shines through the French doors and 
UC front windows. 

 
(Brad approaches the outside of the French doors and peers into the room 
through the glass.  He is still dressed in slacks and is wearing a jacket and 
rubber gloves.  He cautiously opens the French doors, steps into the room 
and stands, looking and listening.  He quietly closes the French doors, takes 
a penlight from his pocket, switches on the light and crosses directly to the 
DL desk.  He shines the light on the center desk drawer, opens the drawer 
and takes out the revolver.  He sticks the penlight into his mouth so that he 
can use both hands, opens the revolver, takes one of the bullets from the 
cylinder, looks at it in the light, replaces it and closes the revolver.  He takes 
the penlight out of his mouth, puts the revolver in his jacket pocket, switches 
off the penlight and puts it in his shirt pocket.  He hurriedly pulls out all the 
desk drawers, dumps their contents onto the floor and tosses the drawers 
onto the floor.  He goes about the room tossing furniture cushions onto the 
floor as he trashes the room.) 

 
(Headlights shine through the UC front windows.) 

 
(Brad crosses UC and peeks out through the windows.) 

 
(The headlights are switched off.) 

 
(Brad crosses to the DL desk, takes the revolver out of his pocket and 
crouches down, DS of the desk.) 

 
(Pause.) 

 
(Edward enters at the UC front door, followed by Felicia.  They are in mid-
conversation.) 

FELICIA 
(She crosses to the light switch on the wall separating the hallway from the 
living room.) 

No, it didn’t.  Not too badly at all. 

EDWARD 
(He closes the door.) 

We ought to do this more often.  You know, the whole --- 

FELICIA 
(She flips the light switch.) 

 
(The stage lights come up.) 
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Ohhh! 

EDWARD 
(Overlap.) What the hell? 

(He crosses to the bar.) 

Just stay where you are, honey.  Don’t touch anything. 
(He picks up the telephone receiver.) 

I’ll call the police. 
 

(Brad stands, revolver in hand.) 

 
(Felicia backs up toward the UC front door.) 

BRAD 
Put it down, Mr. M. 

EDWARD 
Brad?  What the hell are you doing here? 

BRAD 
Put the phone down! 

(He crosses to SL of the coffee table.) 

 
(Edward just stands there.) 

 
(Brad pulls back the hammer on the revolver.) 

Now! 

EDWARD 
(He hangs up the phone.) 

All right, Brad, it’s down. ... It’s down.  Now, do you want to tell me what this is all 
about? 
 

(Brad’s hand begins to tremble.  He lowers the revolver slightly.) 

 
You don’t really intend to shoot anyone. 

(He takes a few steps toward Brad so that he is SR of the coffee table, 
opposite Brad.) 

BRAD 
(He regains control of himself and points the revolver at Edward.) 

That’s far enough. 

EDWARD 
(He stops.) 

Brad, I’ll tell you what I’m going to do, here. 
 

(Brad begins to waiver again.) 

FELICIA 
(To Brad.) Well, come on!  Get on with it!  The girls will be home any minute now! 
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EDWARD 
Felicia, I’ll handle this, if you don’t mind. 

(He looks from Felicia to Brad and back to Felicia.) 

 
(Felicia and Brad are looking at each other.) 

 
(The situation registers on Edward.) 

Ohhhh.  (To Felicia.) You weren’t talking to me just now, were you, Felicia?  You 
were talking to him. 
 

(Felicia smiles.) 

 
So that’s how it is?  (To Brad.) I didn’t think you were this stupid, Brad.  You surprise 
me. 

BRAD 
You won’t be the only one surprised tonight, Mr. M.  Believe me, you won’t. 

FELICIA 
Did you hear me?  The girls are right behind us.  Are you going to shoot him or talk 
him to death? 

BRAD 
Do you really want me to pull this trigger, Felicia?  Is that what you really want? ... 
Huh? ... Huh? 

FELICIA 
Brad?  What are you --- 

BRAD 
And I’m sick and tired of everyone calling me stupid.  You think I’m that stupid that 
I --- 
 

(Edward kicks the coffee table, upending it into Brad and lunges for the 
revolver.) 

 
(Brad falls back as he fires the revolver at Edward’s mid-section.) 

 
(Edward grabs his chest and falls to the floor.) 

FELICIA 
Brad!  Are you all right? 

(She crosses to Brad and tries to help him up.) 

 
(Brad pushes Felicia away.) 

 
(Felicia looks down at Edward.) 

Is he ... 
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BRAD 
(He scrambles up and stands, pointing the revolver at Edward.) 

Dead, Felicia? ... You bet he is.  Surprised, aren’t you?  You expected it to be me on 
the floor, didn’t you? 

FELICIA 
What’s gotten into you? 
 

(Headlights shine through the UC front windows.) 

 
It’s the girls!  Get out of here quick, before they see you! 
 

(Brad laughs.) 

 
(The headlights are switched off.) 

 
Will you stop that? 

(She takes Brad by the shoulders and shakes him.) 

Pull yourself together. 
 

(Brad fires the revolver into Felicia’s mid-section.) 

 
(Felicia collapses onto the floor.) 

DIANE 
(She enters at the SR swinging door and surveys the room.) 

So far so good? 
 

(Brad nods.  He just stands there.  He is shaken up and on the verge of 
falling apart.) 

CATHERINE 
(She enters at the UC front door and is surprised to see Brad.) 

What are you still doing here? 
(She closes the door.) 

You’re supposed to be long gone by now. 
 

(Brad looks from Catherine to Diane and back to Catherine again.) 

 
Come on!  Move it! 
 

(Brad looks at Diane.) 

DIANE 
(To Brad.) Get it done!  Now! 

CATHERINE 
It’s already done. 

(She points toward the SL French doors.) 

(To Brad.) Just get out!  Go! 
 



Stackhouse                                                          MATCH POINT                                                                II-ii-5 
 

(Brad looks at Catherine and points the revolver at her.  His hands are 
shaking.) 

DIANE 
Will you pull the damn trigger, you moron! 
 

(Brad just stands there pointing the revolver at Catherine and shaking.) 

CATHERINE 
Oh, no, Di. 

DIANE 
Oh, yes, little sister.  Once a victim, always a victim.  (To Brad.) Don’t wimp out on 
me now, Brad.  Shoot her, damn it!  Shoot her! 

CATHERINE 
Brad, Brad, Brad.  What did she promise you?  Herself, in addition to the money? 

DIANE 
Brad, darling, don’t listen to her.  She’s just trying to talk you out of it. 

CATHERINE 
She’s right, you know.  That’s all I can do is talk.  There’s no way I’d even attempt to 
up the ante.  I’m certainly not going to offer myself to you.  I despise you and you 
know it.  This was simply a business arrangement.  You execute Felicia and our father 
for the murder of our mother and we pay you 500,000 dollars.  I don’t want you for a 
lover.  I don’t want to ever see you again.  I don’t want to so much as even hear from 
you again. 

DIANE 
Do it now, Brad!  Now, darling! 

CATHERINE 
And instead of that, you opt to have Diane as well as the money?  Is that what you 
really want? ... Her claws into you for the rest of your life? 

DIANE 
Shoot, damn it!  Shoot, you stupid bastard! 
 

(Brad pulls back the hammer on the revolver.) 

CATHERINE 
Yes, Brad.  Shoot. 

(She points at Diane.) 

(Shouting.) Her! 
 

(Brad turns, points the revolver at Diane’s mid-section and fires.) 

DIANE 
(She falls to the floor.) 

Bradddd, you stu --- 
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BRAD 
I am not stupid! 

(He lowers the revolver, lets it drop to the floor, sits on a piece of furniture, 
puts his head in his hands and sobs.) 

CATHERINE 
(She crosses to Brad.) 

There, there.  It’s over now.  It’s all over.  It had to be done, Brad.  You know that, 
don’t you?  It was just a matter of time until she found a way to get rid of you, too. 

BRAD 
I’m not stupid. 

CATHERINE 
Of course you’re not.  You just proved that.  Now, you’d better get out of here.  I have 
to call the police. 
 

(Brad stands.) 

 
You know what to do? 

BRAD 
The ... the money?  What about my ... my money? 

CATHERINE 
(She leads Brad to the French doors.) 

Don’t worry.  As soon as the insurance settles, I’ll get it to you. 

BRAD 
O ... okay. 

(He opens the French doors.) 

CATHERINE 
(She looks at the doorjamb.) 

Wait!  You forgot to use your knife on the door so that it looks like forced entry.  We 
don’t want anyone asking questions about how a burglar got in.  Do it now.  I’ll check 
out front to make sure no one heard the shots. 

(She crosses to the UC front door, opens the door and sticks her head 
outside.) 

BRAD 
(He exits at the French doors, closes them, takes out a pocket knife and 
gouges around the lock area.  He opens the French doors, enters and returns 
the knife to his pocket.) 

Okay? 

CATHERINE 
(She pulls her head back inside but leaves the door open.) 

It’s quiet out front.  Are you all set?  Have you got everything? 

BRAD 
Yeah. I ... I guess so. 
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CATHERINE 
The gun!  You forgot to take the gun! 

BRAD 
I’m sorry, Catherine.  I’ll be all right. 

(He crosses to the revolver.) 

Really, I will be. 
(He stoops down and picks up the revolver.) 

CATHERINE 
(As Brad is bent over, she opens the drawer in the UC console table and 
takes out the second revolver. keeping it out of sight behind her back.) 

And Felicia’s necklace.  Take the diamond necklace, too. 

BRAD 
(He removes Felicia’s necklace, then stands, revolver in one hand and 
necklace in the other, and turns toward Catherine.) 

O ... okay, Catherine? 

CATHERINE 
(She raises the revolver and fires three shots at Brad.) 

 
(Brad falls to the floor.) 

 
Much more than just okay, you stupid moron. 

(She drops the revolver to the floor, crosses to the bar, picks up the telephone 
receiver, takes a deep breath and punches 911.) 

(Hysterically sobbing into the phone.) Please help me!  I just came home.  There was 
someone in the house.  My mother, my father, my sister.  They’re all dead!  He 
pointed a gun. ... Please, someone. ... All  ... all ... 
all right. ... (Somewhat calmer, but still sobbing.) Catherine Madison. ... 248 Knollwood. 
... There was a man in the house when I came home.  I think I killed him. ... When I 
came in, he was taking the necklace off my mother’s body.  We keep a gun in a table 
by the door.  I took it out.  I was so frightened.  He saw me and pointed his gun at me 
and I ... I shot him. ... My mother and father and sister. ... They’re all dead.  He killed 
them and was going to kill me, too. ... Okay.  I’ll try. ... Just send someone, please?  
I’m so scared. ... Okay. ... Yes. ... Thank you.  Please tell them to hurry. 

(She hangs up the phone, crosses to Diane’s body and laughs.) 

You had to play games, didn’t you, Di?  Just had to do it. ... You know, I think this is 
the very first time I’ve ever won at any of your games.  The very first time.  Game, 
set, 

(She pantomimes a backhand volley.) 

and match, big sister. 
(She laughs, raucously.) 

 
(The lights fade.) 

 

(END) 
 


