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SUGGESTED STAGE SETTING 
 
 
The living room of Jerry and Barbara Hamilton’s middle-class home - furnished 
appropriately in Sears modern. 
 
The foyer and front door are UC.  There is a console table by the front door with a 
lamp on it.  A hallway to another part of the house is UR off the foyer.  In the living 
room itself, a bar is UR, a swinging door exits into the kitchen SR and a closet is DL.  
There is a conversational grouping of furniture in the center of the room and a desk 
DR.  A telephone is on the desk. 
 
If a minimalist set is used on a thrust stage or the play is presented in-the-round, it is 
recommended that all three doors be partial doors so as to facilitate audience sight 
lines. 
 
If the play is presented on a proscenium stage, with solid walls used for the living 
room, it is recommended that the front door have a window so that the audience can 
see the action outside the door.  It is also recommended that the DS wall of the DL 
closet be cut away so that the audience can see the action inside the closet. 
 
 
 

ACT I  - SCENE i - Very Late on a Sunday Night 
 SCENE ii - Early Evening of the Following Wednesday 
 SCENE iii - About One Hour Later 
   
ACT II - SCENE i - Early Evening of the Following Day 
 SCENE ii - About One Hour Later 
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CHARACTERS 
 
JERRY HAMILTON: Good humored, happy-go-lucky, middle-class, middle-

aged and comfortably married. 
 

BARBARA HAMILTON: Jerry’s wife.  Tends to be easy-going.  However, she is 
emotional and thinks with her heart rather than her 
head. 
 

TED MITCHELL: Next-door neighbor, best friend, and lodge brother of 
Jerry.  Tends to be somewhat of a worrier.  He is 
henpecked by Sandra. 
 

SANDRA MITCHELL: Ted’s wife and Barbara’s best friend.  Very practical-
minded and tends to be somewhat of a snob.  Her name 
is pronounced “Sondra” by everyone except Jerry. 
 

VITO: A man hired by Barbara.  Wears work clothes and a 
baseball cap with the beak bent upward.  While Vito’s 
dialogue is not written in dialect, he is a dees-and-does, 
dis-and-dat kind of guy. 
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ACT 1 - SCENE 1 
 
 

(At rise:  It is very late on a Sunday night and dark outside.  A 
light (porch light) illuminates the area outside the front door.  
The stage itself is lighted very dimly.) 

 
(Jerry and Ted enter to the outside of the front door.) 

 
(They have been away at a weekend lodge convention and have 
been drinking.  While not dead drunk, they are feeling no pain.  
This shows in a slight slurring and hesitation of speech.  Jerry 
is in worse shape than Ted.) 

 

JERRY 
(He fumbles with the key in the lock of the front door.  The key 
is attached to a retractable key chain fastened to his belt.) 

It won’t fit, Ted!  The damn key won’t fit! 

TED 
That’s because you’re too drunk to do it.  Here, Jerry, lemme try. 

JERRY 
Remember what they say about people in glass houses?  You’re just as drunk as I am, 
Teddy. 

(He fumbles with the key in the lock.) 

TED 
I most certainly am not. 

JERRY 
You most certainly am, too. 

TED 
At least I was able to drive us home from the Armadillo convention. 

JERRY 
That’s because it was your car. 

(He fumbles with the key in the lock.) 

TED 
No it wasn’t, Jer!  It was your car. 

JERRY 
My car?  Go on now, Teddy.  Are you sure? 

TED 
Of course I’m sure.  See?  Look there.  What’s that parked in the driveway next door? 



Stackhouse                                THE BEST LAID PLANS                                         I-i-2 
 

JERRY 
That’s your car, Teddy. 

TED 
And why do you suppose it’s parked there? 

JERRY 
‘Cause you missed my driveway? 

TED 
No.  It’s there because I live there.  This is your house and your driveway and your 
car that we just got out of. 

JERRY 
Then, if it was my car why didn’t I drive us home? 

TED 
Because you were too drunk.  And that’s why you can’t get the door open either.  
Here, let me do it. 

(He tries to take the key from Jerry.) 

JERRY 
No!  I can do it. 

(He pushes Ted away, kneels down and fumbles with the key 
in the lock.  He takes a cigarette lighter from his pocket and 
inspects the lock and key.) 

You don’t suppose Barb went and changed the locks on me, do you?  She’s threatened 
to, y’know.  She really has. 

(He returns the lighter to his pocket and fumbles with the key 
in the lock.) 

Maybe she found out about what I did at the convention this weekend. 

TED 
You mean with Lynette? 

JERRY 
Yeah.  Lynette, with the big --- 

TED 
And Georgette? 

JERRY 
Yeah.  And Georgette, with the nice --- 

TED 
And Babette? 
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JERRY 
You don’t have to go through the whole litany.  I’m telling you, Barb knows.  
Somehow she already knows. 

(He fumbles with the key in the lock.) 
And now she’s changed the locks so I can’t get in and ... and who knows what else.  
She’s got a nasty temper, Ted.  Why ... why ... she could be waiting inside right now.  
With ... with a shotgun. 

TED 
You don’t own a shotgun, Jerry. 

JERRY 
Maybe she went out and bought one.  And she’s in there waiting.  Just waiting for me 
to open the door and ... and ... and then ... What am I gonna do?  What am I gonna 
do? 

TED 
Give me the damn key and get out of my way. 

(He grabs the key from Jerry and fumbles with the key in the 
lock.) 

JERRY 
Be careful.  Don’t rip my pants.  That’s the last thing I need - to show up this late 
with ripped pants, too. 

TED 
(He leaves the key in the lock, opens the door, pokes his head 
into the foyer and looks around.) 

There, Jerry!  See? 
(He opens the door wider.) 

 
(As Ted opens the door so that they can enter, Jerry has to 
crawl along on his knees with the door because the key is still in 
the lock and the chain is fastened to his belt.) 

 
Nobody’s waiting with a shotgun to murder you.  Now, aren’t you ashamed of 
yourself? 

JERRY 
She’ll know, though.  She’s got radar about that sort of thing. 

TED 
(He enters and flips a wall switch in the foyer.) 

 
(The SR lights come up.) 

 
I don’t know what you’re so worried about.  It isn’t as if you really did anything. 
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JERRY 
(He is still on his knees.  He can’t get the key out of the lock.  
He keeps struggling with it and moans.) 

Ohhh! 

TED 
All right, so you danced with them.  Big deal! 

JERRY 
(He holds onto the door with one hand, covers his head with the 
other arm, leans on the door and moans.) 

Ohhh! 

TED 
And so what if you played a little grab-ass and kissy-face with them. 

(He crosses to the table by the front door and switches on the 
lamp.) 

 
(The SL lights come up.) 

JERRY 
Ohhh! 

(He covers his head with his other arm also.  The door swings 
open wider and he falls down, rolling onto his back  He is still 
chained to the door.) 

Ohhh! 

TED 
Face it Jerry, you didn’t actually do anything, in the classic sense of the word. 

JERRY 
(He sits up.) 

But I sure did think about it.  Ohhh, did I ever think about it.  Especially with Babette 
... and Lynette ... and Georgette, too.  I’ve a confession to make, Teddy. 

(He motions for Ted to come closer.) 
 

(Ted crosses to Jerry and bends down.) 
 
I lusted for them in my heart.  I surely did.  That’s why Barb’ll know I thought about 
being unfaithful.  And to her, thinking about it is just the same as doing it. 

(He lies down on the floor and moans.) 
Ohhh! 
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TED 
In that case, you should have done it.  With all three of them.  At least then you 
wouldn’t be wasting a perfectly good guilt trip on nothing.  I’m gonna go out in the 
kitchen and make us some coffee.  I gotta sober up a bit more before I go home and 
face Sandra. 

(He crosses toward the kitchen door.) 
Ughhh!  Talk about feeling guilty.  Sandra has making people feel guilty raised to an 
art form.  Last time I did this, she made me feel so rotten I couldn’t say a boo when 
she refurnished the entire living room.  I wonder what it’ll be this time. 

(He turns to Jerry.) 
Will you pull yourself together? 

JERRY 
(He sits up and tries to pull the key out of the lock.  It won’t 
budge.) 

I can’t get it out.  It’s stuck and it won’t let me go. 

TED 
Then unhook it at the other end. 

(He exits into the kitchen.) 

JERRY 
(He reaches up and tries to pull the key out of the lock.  It 
won’t budge.) 

Unhook it?  Yeah.  That’s a good idea.  Now why didn’t I think of that. 
(He unbuckles and unzips his trousers and tries to take them 
off.  He is wearing a pair of outlandish boxer shorts.  He gets 
the trousers down to his ankles but they get stuck on his shoes 
and he can’t get them off.  He lies back down on the floor and 
moans.) 

Ohhh! 

BARBARA 
(She enters from the hallway, wearing a robe and slippers.  She 
crosses to Jerry, looks down at him and gives him a nudge with 
her foot.) 

Just what in the hell do you think you’re doing? 

JERRY 
(He sits up.) 

Barb!  Honey!  I’m home! 

BARBARA 
You are pitiful.  Do you know that?  Simply pitiful. 

JERRY 
Yes, Barb.  Pitiful. 
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BARBARA 
I hope you had more sense than to drive in this condition.  You might have killed 
someone. 

JERRY 
Oh no!  Much more sense than that.  Teddy drove. 

BARBARA 
Well thank goodness for that.  Where is he?  Did he just dump you off like this and 
then go home? 

JERRY 
Teddy would never do anything like that.  He’s in the kitchen, right this very minute, 
fixing some coffee. 

BARBARA 
That’s nice of him to do that for you. 

JERRY 
It’s not for me.  It’s for him.  You see, Teddy’s drunk and afraid to go home and face 
Sandy until he sobers up.  Can you imagine? 

BARBARA 
I can see you don’t have any fears like that. 

JERRY 
Of course not.  I don’t care if Sandy sees me drunk.  She’s not my wife. 

(He lies back down on the floor and moans.) 
Ohhh! 

BARBARA 
Pitiful. 

TED 
(He enters from the kitchen, carrying two cups of coffee.  Both 
cups have spoons sticking out of them.  He backs into the room 
through the swinging door so that he does not see Barbara, then 
turns and crosses to the coffee table.  He doesn’t look toward 
Jerry and Barbara so he doesn’t realize that Barbara is there.) 

Here you go, Jerry.  Magic elixir to make us somewhat presentable to our ever-loving 
spouses. 

BARBARA 
Don’t you mean ever-suffering spouses, Ted? 

TED 
Oh, Barbara!  I didn’t know you were up.  I hope we didn’t wake you. 

BARBARA 
(She steps over Jerry and crosses into the living room.) 

Along with half the neighborhood, I imagine.  You can forget any fantasies you two 
might have had about being cat burglars.  In fact, if you can find one more stooge, you 
can take your little key-in-the-lock act on the road. 
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TED 
Sorry, Barbara. 

JERRY 
Isn’t anybody going to help me get loose? 

TED 
What are you doing with your pants off? 

JERRY 
You told me to unhook them. 

TED 
I meant the key chain.  Pull yourself together, will you.  Or Barbara’s gonna get the 
wrong impression of how we spent our weekend. 

BARBARA 
(She crosses to Jerry, removes the key from the lock with no 
effort and lets it drop on him.) 

There.  Quit your whining and put your pants on. 

JERRY 
(He sits up, holds up the key and looks at it.) 

Must have been the angle. 

BARBARA 
Yeah.  Right.  Lying on your back in a drunken stupor with your pants down isn’t 
exactly the right angle for much of anything.  You should have tried breathing on the 
chain and melting it in half. 

(She crosses into the living room.) 
(To Ted.)  And as to how you spent your weekend?  I can always tell how good a time 
you two have had at one of your Armadillo lodge conventions by how close I can get 
to you and still safely light a cigarette. 
 

(Jerry gets to his feet, faces DS, pulls his trousers up, and 
crosses into the living room.) 

SANDRA 
(She enters at the front door and stops just inside the doorway.  
She is dressed in robe, slippers and a night cap.) 

Well, it’s about time. 
 

(Jerry turns toward Sandra, lets go of his trousers and covers 
his face with his arms in the form of a cross.  His trousers fall 
down around his ankles.) 
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TED 
(He grabs the spoons from the coffee cups, holds them out in 
front of his face in the form of a cross and goes down on one 
knee.) 

Back!  Back from whence you came, oh mistress of the dark.  You’ll not feed on the 
blood of my dear friends this night. 

SANDRA 
Not even mildly amusing, Ted.  Now do get up.  You’re going to ruin the crease in 
your trousers.  And you, Jerry.  How juvenile. 
 

(Ted puts the spoons on the coffee table and sits.) 
 

(Sandra crosses to Jerry.) 
Was this meant to shock me? 
 

(Jerry shakes his head back and forth.) 
 
Well, I should hope you wouldn’t think I’d be shocked at anything so ... so ... 

(She looks down at Jerry’s shorts then back at Jerry’s face.) 
so insignificant. 

(She turns to Barbara.) 
Hello, Barbara. 
 

(Jerry pulls his trousers up and fastens them, then crosses to the 
door and closes it.) 

BARBARA 
Hi, Sandra.  Come on in. 

SANDRA 
Well, only for a minute, perhaps.  But it is very late and Ted does have to get up early 
for work tomorrow.  (To Ted.) Do you have any idea of the time?  And look at you - 
look at the both of you - showing up in this condition. 

JERRY 
What condition is that? 

TED 
We’re sorry, Sandra.  Aren’t we, Jerry? 

(He nods his head “yes.”) 

JERRY 
Oh, yeah.  Extremely sorry.  We can’t begin to tell you just how sorry we are. 

BARBARA 
You should be.  Do you have any idea what thoughts go through our heads when 
you’re out this late and we haven’t heard from you?  Why you could be in a ditch 
somewhere or wrapped around a tree or ... or ... 
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SANDRA 
Or God knows what else. 

TED 
We really are sorry.  We didn’t realize that you’d be worried about our safety. 

JERRY 
Was that it, Sandy?  Were you really worried about our safety?  Huh?  Huh?  Or 
were you more worried about the “God knows what else?” 

SANDRA 
Of course not, Jerry.  You’re disgusting.  Thoroughly disgusting.  Barbara, tell him 
he’s disgusting. 

BARBARA 
You’re disgusting, Jerry. 

 SANDRA 
Now, Ted, where have you two been until all hours of the night?  Or should I say, 
morning? 

TED 
Wait just a minute, Sandra.  I thought you were concerned for our safety.  Do you 
realize what you’re implying by that question?  And after just telling poor Jerry that 
he was disgusting. 

JERRY 
Yeah! 

SANDRA 
Jerry is disgusting.  That is simply a fact and has no bearing whatsoever on the 
question I just asked you.  Now, I repeat, where have you been and, I add, what have 
you been doing? 

JERRY 
That’s not fair, Sandy.  What if we really had been in a ditch somewhere? 

BARBARA 
Were you in a ditch somewhere? 

JERRY 
Well, no.  But that’s beside the point.  What if we had been?  Or what if we had been 
wrapped around a tree? 

BARBARA 
Were you wrapped around a tree? 

JERRY 
No. ... I don’t think so anyway.  Were we, Ted? 

TED 
Not that I recall.  Nope.  I don’t think we were. 
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SANDRA 

Then we no longer have to be concerned about your safety, so, the question stands. 

JERRY 
Uh ... what question was that? 

BARBARA 
Where in the hell have you two been; what were you doing; and who were you doing 
it with? 

JERRY 
Now you’ve gone and done it.  Hasn’t she, Ted? 

TED 
I’m afraid so, Jer.  Both of them.  They’ve left us with no choice.  It’s a clear-cut case 
for invoking Article 23. 

JERRY 
It’s textbook all the way. 

BARBARA 
What are you two babbling about?  Don’t think you can evade the issue so easily. 

SANDRA 
I know I’m going to regret this, but, what exactly is Article 23? 

JERRY 
It’s clearly stated. 

TED 
Article 23, from the code of the Ancient and August Assembly of Armadillos. 

SANDRA 
I should have known.  Lord deliver us. 

JERRY 
What do Armadillos do, 
When they get home overdue, 
Having had more than their fill of brew? 

TED 
Rather than submit to an interview, 
And listen to the rantings that will sure ensue, 
They simply avoid the hullabaloo, 

JERRY 
(He waves and crosses toward the front door.) 

By saying, good night. 

TED 
(He waves and crosses to Jerry.) 

Toodle-oo 
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JERRY & TED 

Adios to you and you. 
(With the first “you,” they look and point to Barbara.  With 
the second “you,” they look and point to Sandra.  Then they 
both give big waves. 

 
(Ted runs off at the front door, leaving it open.) 

 
(Jerry runs off down the hallway.) 

BARBARA 
(She runs to the edge of the foyer at the hallway.) 

Jerry, you come back here this instant!  You ... you ... you ... 

SANDRA 
(She crosses to the front door.) 

You’ll have to deal with me sooner or later.  You know that, don’t you, Ted? 

TED 
(From offstage.) The later the better. 

SANDRA 
Suit yourself, dear. 

(She closes the door.) 

BARBARA 
I could just scream.  They make me so mad. 

SANDRA 
Now, now, Barbara.  I guess we should take some consolation in the fact that they did 
manage to get home safe and sound. ... Sound in body anyway. 

BARBARA 
No.  You were right to ask those questions.  I thought their little act was cute at first, 
but you were right. 

SANDRA 
Asking the questions was just for effect.  I didn’t expect to get any answers. 

BARBARA 
Well, I sure expect some.  Where were they all this time? 

SANDRA 
Do we really want to know?  I mean ...  it was a lodge convention, after all. 

BARBARA 
Why that ... that ... If I thought for a minute that he’d been ... The nerve of him.  I’ll 
... I’ll --- 

SANDRA 
Barbara, I’m surprised at you. 
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BARBARA 

Why?  Because I get angry at the thought of my husband fooling around with some ... 
some ... convention-following bimbo? 

SANDRA 
It’s just the intensity of your anger, dear.  After all, it is rather like the pot calling the 
kettle black, now, isn’t it? 

BARBARA 
How can you say such a thing? 

SANDRA 
Come now, surely you haven’t forgotten all about the Lady Anne Cosmetics 
convention last year?  And speaking of bimbos - or should I say, himbos, in your case 
- what about ... What was his name? ... Lance, wasn’t it? 

BARBARA 
Now that was different, and you know it.  Lance wasn’t some ... some ... meaningless 
weekend fling.  Lance and I ... We were genuinely in love.  And besides, he wasn’t a 
himbo.  Lance was an artiste. 

SANDRA 
Beg pardon?  He was a what? 

BARBARA 
An artiste.  A dancer. 

SANDRA 
I am familiar with the word.  I just never thought I’d hear it used to describe Lance. 

BARBARA 
Well, he was a dancer! 

SANDRA 
Dear Barbara, he was the third hunk in a male strip review.  The next rung up on the 
career ladder would hardly be the Bolshoi. 

BARBARA 
You don’t understand how it was with us.  He was so beautiful.  A big, bronzed, 
blond Adonis.  He was as strong as an ox and yet ... and yet ... 

SANDRA 
Not nearly as bright? 

BARBARA 
Sandra!  You make it sound so degrading.  He was a gentle, sensitive man.  We were 
kindred spirits.  It wasn’t simply a cheap sexual attraction. 

SANDRA 
Oh, I’m sure it wasn’t cheap!  It was probably quite expensive.  He was a gigolo.  
Besides bumping and grinding and having crazed, oversexed housewives stuff dollar 
bills in his jock strap - although, God knows where they found the room - that’s what 
he does for a living.  He’s in the bang-for-a-buck business, my dear. 
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BARBARA 

It wasn’t like that with us. 

SANDRA 
How much money did you give him? 

BARBARA 
It was different with us.  He loved me for my mind. 

SANDRA 
Barbara, how much money did you give him? 

BARBARA 
If his mother hadn’t been so ill and his little buck-toothed sister hadn’t needed braces 
so badly, he never would have taken a cent from me. 

SANDRA 
I give up.  After all that, you can stand here and be so self-righteous about a little 
weekend pat-the-tail by our two donkeys? 

BARBARA 
Don’t tell me you condone what they’ve done? 

SANDRA 
What they might have done.  Might have done.  And, of course, I don’t condone it. ... 
However, they are home now and under our ever-watchful eyes until next year.  And 
besides, it gives us a chance to milk their guilt trips for all they’re worth.  I think I 
detected enough guilt in Ted for a new dining room suite this year. 

BARBARA 
That’s it?  That’s all you’re going to do about it?  Your answer to infidelity is to buy 
something? 

SANDRA 
Barbara dear, put this in its proper perspective.  Suppose something did happen this 
weekend?  What are you going to do about it?  Are you going to throw him out 
because of one weekend of debauchery?  Of course you’re not.  The best you can do is 
make sure he feels guilty as hell and make him pay through the nose for it.  Think 
about it.  What else can you do? 

BARBARA 
I suppose running over him with the car or poisoning his food is out of the question? 

SANDRA 
Quite, dear.  Besides, it’s much too messy. 

(She exits at the front door, then turns around and sticks her 
head back through the doorway.) 

Unless, of course, you can hire someone to do it for you. 
(She exits and closes the door.) 

BARBARA 
I’ll work on it. 
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(Blackout.) 
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ACT 1 - SCENE 2 
 
 

(At Rise:  It is early evening of the following Wednesday.  As 
the stage lights come up, Barbara is standing by the desk, 
facing DS.  She has the telephone receiver to her ear and is just 
finishing a conversation with someone.  Her purse is on the 
desk. 

BARBARA 
I’m so glad you’ll be able to make it. ... Yes, it has been a long time. ... No, it can’t be!  
We aren’t that old. ... I guess we really are that old.  That’s terrible. ... 

SANDRA 
(She enters at the front door, without knocking.  She is 
preoccupied with her own thoughts and does not notice that 
Barbara is talking on the phone.) 

Barbara?  Has Jerry telephoned you? 
(She closes the door.) 

It’s almost six-thirty and ... 
(She notices that Barbara is on the phone.) 

Oh, I’m dreadfully sorry, Barbara.  I --- 

BARBARA 
(She covers the mouthpiece and motions Sandra to the 
furniture.) 

(To Sandra.) Sit down.  I’ll be through in a second.  (Into the phone.) No, really? ...  I 
don’t believe it! ... 

SANDRA 
Is that Jerry? 

BARBARA 
(She shakes her head and continues with the phone 
conversation.) 

Well, we’ll catch up on all of it this Saturday.  See you then. 
(She hangs up the phone.) 

SANDRA 
Has Jerry telephoned you? 

BARBARA 
No he hasn’t.  Why? 

SANDRA 
It’s almost six-thirty.  Ted isn’t home from work yet and he hasn’t called.  It’s just not 
like him.  Since Jerry’s car isn’t in the drive either, I thought that perhaps the two of 
them went off somewhere together and Jerry had called to tell you. 
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BARBARA 
No, I’m afraid not.  I did talk to him earlier this afternoon, but only to tell him to stop 
by the cleaners on the way home to pick up my dress.  He didn’t mention anything 
about being late. 

SANDRA 
Well, I do wish you had Jerry a little better trained. 

BARBARA 
What do you mean, better trained? 

SANDRA 
Ted would never dream of going anywhere without calling me first.  However, I have 
the bridge club tonight and have been out all afternoon running errands and picking 
up last minute things.  I probably missed his call.  If you had Jerry better trained, he 
would have called you to tell you that he and Ted would be late and would have told 
you to tell me.  Don’t you see, dear?  It’s all your fault. 

BARBARA 
Sandra, sometimes you’re too much for words.  Besides, if they’re together, just how 
much trouble can they get into? ... Let me rephrase that. 

SANDRA 
Please.  And I won’t point out to you how asinine a statement that is.  Especially 
coming from a woman who, just a mere three days ago, was contemplating having her 
husband run over or poisoning his food. 

BARBARA 
I took to heart what you told me Sunday night.  You were absolutely right. 

SANDRA 
I nearly always am. 

BARBARA 
Anyway, what I meant was, maybe they just stopped off for a quick one before 
coming home. 

SANDRA 
A quick what? 

BARBARA 
Drink, Sandra.  Drink.  There’s that bar in the same block of buildings as the cleaners. 

(She exits into the kitchen.) 

SANDRA 
(She crosses to the kitchen door, holds the door open and 
continues the conversation.) 

Isn’t that where they have that dancer?  That ... that ... bovine creature who uses 
hubcaps for pasties? 

BARBARA 
(From offstage.) That’s the one. 
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SANDRA 
It’s amazing that she can even stand up straight without a back brace, much less 
dance.  I wonder what her cup size is. 

BARBARA 
(She enters from the kitchen, carrying two coffee mugs.) 

Probably twice as large as her I.Q. 
(She hands one of the mugs to Sandra.) 

Come on.  Sit down and have some coffee while we wait. 

SANDRA 
Well, only for a minute.  I really should be getting home just in case Ted is trying to 
call. 

BARBARA 
Why all the concern about where the guys are?  You weren’t nearly this upset with 
Ted about last weekend. 

SANDRA 
That’s because I knew where he was and had a fairly good idea of what he was up to.  
It’s not knowing where he is or what he’s doing that drives me crazy.  After all, how 
can you make someone feel guilty if you don’t know what to make them feel guilty 
about.  I mean, I could be missing a golden opportunity to refurbish the bedroom or 
something.  Doesn’t it bother you not to know where Jerry is? 

BARBARA 
No, not really.  I’m sure I don’t have anything to worry about. 
 

(Jerry and Ted enter at the front door.  Jerry is somewhat 
disheveled, a little weak in the knees and appears to be in a 
mild state of shock.  Ted has a hold of Jerry by the elbow.) 

 
See?  Here they are now. 

TED 
Let’s just get you over to the chair.  One foot in front of the other.  That’s the boy. 

BARBARA 
What happened? 

JERRY 
He almost killed me? 

BARBARA 
Are you all right? 

SANDRA 
I do so wish you’d call when you’re going to be late, Ted.  It’s very inconsiderate not 
to, you know? 
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TED 
I’ve been calling for over an hour.  It’s damned inconsiderate of you not to be home to 
answer the phone.  (To Barbara.) All we got here were busy signals. 

BARBARA 
Never mind that.  What happened?  (To Jerry.) Jerry? 

JERRY 
He almost killed me. 

BARBARA 
Who? 

SANDRA 
Come, now, don’t over dramatize.  Just tell us what happened. 

JERRY 
(All he can do is stutter and gesture.  He holds out his hands in 
front of him and pretends that he is steering a car.) 

I ... I ... 

BARBARA 
You were driving? 
 

(Jerry nods his head.) 

SANDRA 
Jerry, you know I’m no good at charades. 

TED 
For God’s sake, Sandra, will you please shut up and let the poor man tell his story? 
 

(Sandra gives Ted a “How dare you” look, but does not say 
anything.) 

BARBARA 
Go on, Jerry.  You were driving where? 

JERRY 
I ... I ... I ... 

(He starts brushing his jacket with one hand.) 

BARBARA 
You were driving to the ... brush-off? 

(She looks at Ted.) 

TED 
To the cleaners. 

BARBARA 
Right - the cleaners.  (To Jerry.) Then what? 
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(Jerry tugs on Ted’s sleeve and motions to Barbara, as if to 
say, “You tell her.”) 

TED 
Okay, Jer.  Take it easy. 
 

(While Ted relates the story, Jerry does a pantomime of 
everything Ted says.) 

 
(To Barbara and Sandra.) He was driving to the cleaners. ... He pulled up and parked 
the car just as I was coming out of the drug store next door to the cleaners. ... He had 
just shut off the engine, opened the driver’s door and stuck his leg out when I walked 
up to the car and rapped on the window. ... He looked over at me and pulled his leg 
back in the car just as some maniac in another car came speeding by and tore the car 
door right off the hinges. 

JERRY 
(He heaves a big sigh and leans back in the chair, exhausted.) 

He almost killed me. 

SANDRA 
That’s terrible! 

BARBARA 
Are you sure you’re all right? 

TED 
It just missed him by inches. 

JERRY 
If Teddy hadn’t rapped on the window, I’d have been right in the path of that car. 

SANDRA 
What did the other driver do? 

JERRY 
Kept right on going.  Must have been doing ninety. 

TED 
I got a description of the car but no plate number.  The police are still trying to locate 
it. 

BARBARA 
Did you get a good look at the driver? 

TED 
Just the back of his head.  Enough to tell that it was a man, but that’s all. 

BARBARA 
Well, thank God you weren’t hurt. 

JERRY 
I tell you, if it hadn’t of been for Ted, that car would’ve killed me. 
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SANDRA 
In that case, Ted, we forgive you for not calling us.  Don’t we, Barbara? 

TED 
Sandra! 

SANDRA 
And that’s okay, dear.  I also accept your apology for snapping at me awhile ago.  
Even though you did say “please,” you did tell me to shut up.  I realize how 
preoccupied you must have been with the whole situation 
 

(The phone rings.) 
 

(Barbara crosses to the desk and answers it.) 
 
and had you been thinking more clearly, you never would have said that to me. 

BARBARA 
(Into the phone.) Hello? ... This is Mrs. Hamilton. ... Yes, he just got home. ... Yes, Mr. 
Mitchell is here also.  Hold on for a second.  (To Ted.) Ted, it’s a Sergeant Brooks. 

TED 
(He crosses to the desk and takes the phone from Barbara.) 

He was the investigating officer at the accident.  (Into the phone.) Ted Mitchell here, 
Sergeant. ... Still a little shaken, but he’ll be all right. ... You did?  Good!  Did you ... 
Were there ... Oh, none at all? ...It was? ... Well, thank you for calling and letting us 
know. ... You, too, Sergeant. 

(He hangs up the phone.) 
The good news is, they found the car. 

JERRY 
From the sound of your side of the conversation, I take it the bad news is they didn’t 
get the driver? 

TED 
No.  The car was stolen about an hour before it hit you and was abandoned about 
three blocks away from the scene. 

BARBARA 
Any fingerprints? 

TED 
Sergeant Brooks said it was wiped clean. 

SANDRA 
Well, I don’t suppose they’ll ever catch him now.  (To Ted.) Come along.  We’d better 
be going. 

TED 
I suppose so.  (To Jerry.) You going to be all right? 
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JERRY 
Sure, Teddy, thanks to you. 

BARBARA 
Why don’t the two of you stay for dinner?  We’ve got plenty. 

SANDRA 
We’d love to, Barbara, we really would, but the ladies from the bridge club will be 
here any minute now.  Perhaps some other time. 

JERRY 
What about Ted, then?  You don’t need him for your hen party, do you, Sandy?  (To 
Barbara.) Can Teddy stay? 

BARBARA 
Sure, why not? 

SANDRA 
(To Barbara.) Well, if you’re positive that it wouldn’t be an imposition.  If the truth 
be known, I’d prefer not to have him around the house anyway. 

TED 
How can you say that, Sandra?  I’ve always been so helpful at your little get-
togethers.  I refill the drinks.  I fetch snacks.  How can you say --- 

SANDRA 
Unfortunately, it’s only at the table at which Betty Thornton is sitting do you do 
those things.  And don’t think you’re fooling anyone.  We all know that you’re not so 
much being helpful as trying to sneak a peek down the front of Betty’s dress at every 
opportunity. 

TED 
Sandra! 

JERRY 
Ted!  I don’t believe it.  How could you? 

BARBARA 
As easily as you could.  You’re both cut from the same bolt of cloth. 

SANDRA 
You should see him, Barbara.  We’re almost at the point of making him wear a bib so 
he doesn’t drool all over the table. 

TED 
Well, if that’s how I’m thought of in my own home - as some kind of lecher - (To 
Barbara.) I’ll be happy to accept your kind invitation and spend the evening where I’m 
wanted. 

JERRY 
And we’re right proud to have you, Teddy.  You’ll be sure to wear something that 
buttons up tight around the neck, won’t you, Barb? 
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TED 
Et bru tute. 

SANDRA 
Well, are you staying or not? 

TED 
Staying.  But first I’ll move the car around to our drive, clean up a bit and then come 
back. 

(He exits at the front door.) 

BARBARA 
See you in a while then, Ted.  Good night, Sandra. 

SANDRA 
Good night, Barbara.  And Jerry, it is a bridge club, not a hen party. 

(She exits at the front door, closing the door behind her.) 

BARBARA 
You were very lucky today that Ted happened by when he did.  You know that, don’t 
you? 

JERRY 
I sure do.  I can’t remember when I’ve ever been more scared. 

BARBARA 
(She picks up the coffee cups.) 

Well, why don’t you go upstairs and get cleaned up.  Dinner will be ready in a little 
while. 

JERRY 
Right.  But I’ll want to be down here again before Ted comes back.  I certainly don’t 
want to leave you alone with a lecher like that. 

BARBARA 
Just go. 

JERRY 
Yes, dear. 

(He exits down the hallway.) 
 

(Barbara exits into the kitchen.) 
 

(Pause.) 
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BARBARA 
(From offstage.) Damn! 
 

(The sound of a glass hurled across the room. crashing into the 
wall.) 

 
Damn!  Damn!  Damn! 
 

(The sound of another glass hurled across the room, crashing 
into the wall.) 

 
Damn! 

(She enters from the kitchen, crosses to the desk, takes a slip of 
paper from the purse, then picks up the phone and dials a 
number that is on the slip of paper.  She puts the paper in her 
pocket and faces DS.) 

Yes, Vito? ... An answering machine?  Come on, give me the damn tone. ... 
 

(Ted enters at the front door, sees that Barbara is on the phone, 
eases the door closed and stands quietly so as not to disturb 
her.) 

 
Yes, Vito, this is Barbara Hamilton.  When I hire someone to do a job for me, I 
expect it to be done right the first time.  You guaranteed that my problems would be 
over by this weekend.  Well, he waltzed in here bigger than life tonight and there are 
only two days left until the weekend.  Call me and we’ll make some arrangements to 
get it done, but I want him dead by this weekend.  Capisce? 

(She hangs up the phone and exits into the kitchen without 
noticing Ted.) 

 
(Ted is horrified.  He looks around, trying to decide what to 
do, then opens the door, backs out and quietly closes the door.  
He looks around outside, still trying to decide, then frantically 
pushes the doorbell button.) 

 
(The doorbell rings.) 

JERRY 
(From offstage.) I’ll get it. 

(He enters from the hallway, crosses to the front door and 
opens the door.) 

TED 
(He enters, visibly shaken.) 

Boy am I glad it’s you.  We’ve got to talk. 
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JERRY 
(He closes the door.) 

I’m sort of glad it’s me, too.  I’d be mighty concerned if a stranger answered the door 
to my home. 

TED 
This is no time for jokes.  You’ve got to listen to what I overheard just before --- 

BARBARA 
(She enters from the kitchen, stands in the doorway and holds 
the door open.) 

You’re just in time, Ted.  Dinner’s ready. 
 

(Ted doesn’t look at Barbara.  He just looks down at his 
shoes.) 

JERRY 
Great!  I’m starved.  There’s nothing like almost getting killed to work up an appetite. 

(He starts to cross toward the kitchen but stops when Ted 
doesn’t follow.) 

(To Ted.) Well, are you coming? 

BARBARA 
Is something wrong, Ted?  You look a little strange. 

TED 
N ... no! ... No, nothing at all. 

BARBARA 
Then come on, you two, before it gets cold. 
 

(Jerry and Ted cross toward the kitchen.) 
 

(Blackout.) 
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ACT 1 - SCENE 3 
 
 

(At Rise:  It is about one hour later.  It is dark outside.  The 
stage lights are on.  The porch light is not on.) 

 
(Jerry and Ted enter from the kitchen.  They have just finished 
dinner.) 

JERRY 
(He holds the door open and calls out over his shoulder, back 
into the kitchen.) 

Are you sure you don’t want us to help? 

BARBARA 
(From offstage.) Positive.  I’m just going to rinse off a few things and then I’ll bring 
the coffee in there. 

JERRY 
Okay. 

(He lets the door swing closed.) 
For someone who came in here tonight, saying, “We’ve got to talk”, you’ve been 
awfully quiet, Ted.  You hardly said a word all through dinner. 

TED 
I didn’t think I was all that quiet. 

JERRY 
No, I guess you weren’t, actually.  After all, you did ask Barb to pass you the butter 
and you did say “Thank you” four or five times when we passed something without 
you having to ask for it.  No, in retrospect, you were quite the chatterbox.  Hard to 
get a word in edgewise with you around. 

TED 
I ... I guess I just had a lot on my mind.  Thinking about your ... uh ... accident. 

JERRY 
Well, thanks to you, it wasn’t nearly as bad as it might have been.  Aside from you 
having to drive me to and from work for the next month, there’s no reason to let it 
bother you. 

TED 
I know, but --- 

JERRY 
Besides, it’s not like he was trying to hit me.  I mean, it certainly was nothing 
personal. 
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TED 
But, Jerry, what bothers me is that he didn’t stop.  He didn’t even slow down. 

JERRY 
Would you really expect him to?  You took the call from Sergeant Brooks.  The guy 
had just stolen the car.  Do you think he’s going to come back, apologize and exchange 
insurance cards? 

TED 
That’s not what I meant. 

JERRY 
Well, what did you mean? 

TED 
I don’t know.  Maybe ... I don’t know, Jer.  I guess ... I was just wondering how things 
were between you and Barbara. 

JERRY 
They’re fine.  Why?  Is there any reason they shouldn’t be?  And what has one thing 
got to do with the other? 

TED 
It’s just that you were pretty concerned last Sunday night that Barbara was going to 
do something to you if she found out about Lynette and Babette and --- 

JERRY 
Okay, okay.  Not so loud. ... It is odd, though.  As angry as she was, she hasn’t said a 
word about it since.  I guess you were right when you told me I was being paranoid. 

TED 
Well, ... perhaps not. 

JERRY 
No, Ted, I definitely was being paranoid. 

TED 
What I meant was ... well ... perhaps I wasn’t right.  Maybe you had every reason to 
be paranoid.  Or, another way of looking at it is that if someone actually is out to get 
you, then it’s not really paranoia. 

JERRY 
What are you’re trying to say without actually saying it.  I know you too well.  
There’s something else, isn’t there?  Something you wanted to talk to me about 
earlier? 

TED 
You promise you won’t laugh at me? 

JERRY 
Of course I won’t promise that. 

TED 
Well, do you promise that you won’t tell Barbara? 
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JERRY 
That I’ll promise. 

TED 
Not a word? 

JERRY 
Not even a hint.  On my honor as an Armadillo, if that’ll make you happy.  Now out 
with it. 

TED 
Okay, but remember, you promised. 

JERRY 
Only that I wouldn’t tell Barb.  Not that I wouldn’t laugh at you. 

TED 
Fair enough.  Now, let’s review the facts about what happened today.  The facts as we 
know them. 

JERRY 
All right.  Some moron damn near ran me down and you saved my life. 

TED 
Ah ha!  Yes, on the surface it appears so.  But maybe that’s exactly what it was 
supposed to look like.  Don’t you see?  You come home Sunday night and Barbara’s 
furious.  You’re afraid she’s going to do something terrible to you.  As you get out of 
your car at the cleaners, something terrible almost does happen to you.  Coincidence?  
Perhaps not. 

JERRY 
Coincidence, perhaps yes!  Are you trying to say that Barb arranged to have me run 
down?  My own wife?  Is that what you’re suggesting? 

TED 
You wouldn’t be the first husband to be done in by his wife. 

JERRY 
That’s ludicrous. ... And that’s why you were so quiet at dinner?  Because you thought 
Barb was trying to murder me?  Based on that circumstantial evidence?  Why, if you 
were a lawyer I’d have you disbarred for bringing a flimsy case like that into my 
courtroom.  But since all you are is a concerned, albeit misguided, friend, I guess I’ll 
just have to have you barred instead.  What do you want to drink? 

(He picks up a bottle from the bar.) 

TED 
Jerry, there’s more. 

JERRY 
(He pours from the bottle into two glasses.) 

Come on.  Enough is enough, Teddy.  I appreciate that you’re worried for me.  Really 
I do.  It’s sort of ... touching.  But you’re talking about Barb. 
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TED 
I know.  And when I came back here just before dinner, she was on the phone with 
someone. 

JERRY 
Teddy, you’re letting your imagination run away with you on this.  I let you in, 
remember?  Barb was in the kitchen. 

TED 
That was the second time.  I had already --- 

JERRY 
The second time? 

TED 
When I rang the bell and you opened the door, it was the second time.  The first time 
I just let myself in and Barbara was on the phone.  She didn’t see me and I just stood 
over there by the door. 

JERRY 
And? 

TED 
She was chewing out someone named Vito for not doing a job right that she had hired 
him to do.  She said to him - and this is the honest-to-God’s truth, Jerry - she said to 
him, “Call me and we’ll make arrangements to get it done, but I want him dead by 
this weekend.”  I swear, Jerry, that’s what she said.  Then she hung up, went into the 
kitchen and I snuck back out and rang the doorbell. 

JERRY 
Vito? 

TED 
Yes.  Vito. 

JERRY 
Dead by this weekend? 

TED 
Honest.  That’s what she said. 

JERRY 
... Nawwww.  You must have misunderstood her. 

TED 
As God is my witness, Jer, that’s exactly what she said. 

JERRY 
(He hands the second glass to Ted.) 

It’s got to mean something else.  I didn’t hear the phone ring, so if she was talking to 
someone --- 

TED 
She was, Jerry!  She was! 
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JERRY 
Okay, she was.  In that case, she must have called him.  And, if so, there’s got to be a 
number around here somewhere.  We’ll get this cleared up so you can stop worrying.  
Vito, you said? 

TED 
That’s right.  Vito. 

JERRY 
You check through those papers over there. 

(He picks up an address book from the desk.) 
 

(Ted leafs through a file of papers on the desk.) 
 
Just Vito?  No last name? 

TED 
Not that I heard. 

JERRY 
Hmmmm. 

TED 
(He picks out an insurance policy from the pile of papers.) 

What’s this? 

JERRY 
That’s nothing.  It’s just my life insurance --- 

(He grabs the policy from Ted.) 
My life insurance policy?  This shouldn’t be out here.  It’s supposed to be in a 
strongbox in the bedroom closet. 

TED 
Uh huh?  Uh huh?  What did I tell you? 

JERRY 
No, no, no.  It doesn’t mean a thing. 

(He grabs the purse from the desk and crosses to the coffee 
table.  He is still holding the insurance policy.) 

Maybe the number’s in her purse. 
(He gets down on his knees, sets the insurance policy on the 
coffee table, dumps the contents of the purse in the center of the 
coffee table and begins pawing through it.) 

 
(Ted gets down on his knees and helps Jerry.) 

BARBARA 
(She enters from the kitchen, carrying a tray with three cups, 
saucers and a pot of coffee on it.) 

What are you two doing? 
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JERRY 
(He wipes the contents of the purse from the coffee table back 
into the purse. ) 

We ... uh ... we ... uh ... were just looking for a ... a ... 

TED 
A pencil. 

JERRY 
Right!  A pencil. 

BARBARA 
(She sets the tray on the desk, pulls open a desk drawer, takes a 
pencil from the drawer and closes the drawer.) 

There’s  a whole drawer full of pencils. 
(She crosses to Jerry, gives the pencil to Jerry.) 

And give me that. 
(She takes the purse.) 

I had everything organized in there. 

JERRY 
Really?  Sure had me fooled. 

(He picks up the insurance policy.) 
Uh, Barb, what’s this insurance policy doing out here? 

BARBARA 
Oh, that?  I was ... uh ... I was just checking to see ... when the premium was due, 
that’s all. 

(She grabs the policy from Jerry.) 
I’ll put it back in the bedroom. 

(Before Jerry can say anything, she deliberately changes the 
subject.) 

And, remember, tomorrow’s trash day.  You might want to get the bags out there 
tonight while Ted’s here to help you. 

(She exits down the hallway, with the purse and the policy.) 

JERRY 
Right.  We’ll do that, Honey. 

TED 
Now do you believe me? 

JERRY 
Of course I don’t believe you.  This whole Vito thing’s got to mean something else.  I 
can see, though, how you might suspect something based on the coincidences we’ve 
come across.  But that’s all they are. ... Coincidences. 

TED 
I hope you’re right, Jer, because if you’re not --- 

JERRY 
I know I’m right.  Come on, let’s get those bags. 
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TED 
In other words, you’re telling me the subject’s closed? 

JERRY 
Not in other words, Ted.  Those are the exact words.  The subject is closed. 

(He exits into the kitchen.) 
 

(Ted follows Jerry into the kitchen.) 
 

(Pause.) 
 

(The phone rings.) 

BARBARA 
(She enters from the hallway, crosses to the desk, answers the 
phone and stands facing DS.) 

Hello? ... 
 

(Jerry heard the phone and is coming back to answer it.  He 
starts to enter at the kitchen door.) 

 
Yes, Vito, thank you for returning my call. 
 

(Jerry stops, holding the kitchen door open part way.) 
 

(Ted joins Jerry, peering through the partially opened kitchen 
door.) 

 
Yes, I guess I am a little disappointed in you. I had hoped to get this over with 
quickly. ... But I do expect perfection when I’m paying for it.  Mrs. Jordan 
recommended you very highly. ... 
 

(Jerry mouths “Mrs.  Jordan?” 
 

(Ted shrugs his shoulders.) 
 
That should work out okay, time-wise.  Call me when you know for sure. ... I don’t 
really care how you do it, but I don’t want blood all over the place and I do want it 
done before Saturday. ... 
 

(Jerry stifles a whimper.) 
 

(Jerry and Ted back out of the doorway, letting the door swing 
closed.) 

 
Okay, talk to you then. ... You, too. 

(She hangs up the phone and exits into the kitchen.) 
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(Pause.) 

 
(Jerry opens the front door, peeks inside to see if Barbara has 
gone, then opens it all the way.) 

TED 
(He joins Jerry in the doorway.) 

Now what do you say?  Didn’t I tell you?  Huh?  Didn’t I tell you? 

JERRY 
Let’s not panic, all right?  There has to be some logical explanation for all of this. 

TED 
Yeah.  She wants you dead.  That’s the only logical explanation I can think of.  She’s 
put out a contract on you. 

JERRY 
I can’t believe that.  I just can’t.  I won’t believe it. 

TED 
Okay, Jer, but it’s your funeral. 

JERRY 
Don’t say that. 

TED 
What are you going to do now? 

JERRY 
Nothing.  At least not until I can know more about what’s going on.  Meanwhile, let’s 
just pretend nothing’s happened.  Don’t let on about Vito or anything, okay? 

TED 
If that’s how you want to play it.  But I think it’s a big mistake to --- 

SANDRA 
(Offstage at the front door.) What are you two doing, skulking around out here in the 
dark? 

TED 
N ... nothing, Sandra.  Honest.  We ... we ... we were just taking out the trash. 
 
 

(Sandra joins Jerry and Ted in the doorway.) 

JERRY 
You really ought to wear a bell around your neck or something, Sandy.  Let people 
know where you are instead of sneaking up on them. 
 

(Jerry, Ted and Sandra enter at the front door.  Ted closes the 
door.) 
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SANDRA 
I shouldn’t talk about sneaking if I were you, Jerry, what with the two of you huddled 
out there in the dark like a couple of perverts. 

TED 
Perverts? 

SANDRA 
Yes, perverts!  What might the neighbors think?  You should consider yourselves 
lucky that no one called the police. 

BARBARA 
(She enters from the kitchen.) 

Hi, Sandra.  Bridge party break up early? 

SANDRA 
It was an absolute disaster from the very beginning.  Mrs. Danbury couldn’t make it 
tonight so she sent her cousin as a substitute. 

BARBARA 
Wasn’t she a good bridge player? 

SANDRA 
In the very first hand, she passed every time it was her turn to bid. 

JERRY 
Maybe she had a rotten hand? 

SANDRA 
That’s what we all thought, too.  When the bidding was over, it turned out to be her 
lead. 

TED 
She led poorly? 

SANDRA 
She asked if anyone had any eights. 

JERRY 
And had they? 

SANDRA 
Had any eights, indeed. 

BARBARA 
Didn’t she know you were playing bridge when she agreed to substitute? 

SANDRA 
Apparently Mrs. Danbury neglected to inform her of that trivial detail.  Simply asked 
if she cared to play cards. 

TED 
And so everyone just packed it in and went home? 
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SANDRA 
Not at first.  Since we had two tables, we tried letting the table without Mrs. 
Danbury’s cousin bid first.  Whoever ended up with the dummy hand at that table 
would switch places with Mrs. Danbury’s cousin and then play at the other table. 

JERRY 
That wasn’t very nice to always make her the dummy. 

SANDRA 
We didn’t make her the dummy.  She came that way.  Besides, Jerry, bridge players 
have never been accused of being nice.  Anyway, it got to be just too, too confusing so 
we decided to call the whole thing off. 

BARBARA 
You could have switched and all played fish with Mrs. Danbury’s cousin. 

SANDRA 
Really, Barbara, you’re spending much too much time with these two.  It’s beginning 
to show. 

BARBARA 
Would you like some coffee? 

SANDRA 
Yes, thank you.  I’d love some. 

BARBARA 
(She crosses to the desk.) 

I’ll get another cup and a fresh pot.  This one’s gotten cold.  Jerry, will you take the 
tray over? 

(She picks up the pot and exits into the kitchen.) 

JERRY 
Sure, Honey. 

(He crosses to the desk and picks up the tray.) 

TED 
Sandra, do you know a ... a Mrs. Jordan, by any chance? 

SANDRA 
Yes, but not terribly well.  Why? 

TED 
Oh, no reason in particular.  Her name ... uh ... just happened to ... uh ... come up in a 
conversation recently and I couldn’t seem to place her. 

SANDRA 
That’s because I don’t think you’ve ever met her.  She lives a few blocks down.  Over 
on Sycamore Hill. 

JERRY 
I don’t think I know her, either. 



Stackhouse                                THE BEST LAID PLANS                                      I-iii-11 
 

SANDRA 
No, I shouldn’t think you would, Jerry.  She’s heavily involved with the arts.  But you 
probably recall seeing her husband.  He was the one in that dreadful florescent-orange 
jogging outfit?  Used to go by every evening just after dark? 

TED 
All right, I know who you mean, now. 

JERRY 
Yeah, he was so regular, you could set your watch by him. ... Although, come to think 
of it, I haven’t seen him recently. 

(He crosses toward the coffee table with the tray.) 

SANDRA 
I should certainly hope not.  He was killed three weeks ago. 

JERRY 
Killed?! 

(He drops the tray, gets down on his hands and knees and 
retrieves the cups and saucers, putting them on the tray.) 

TED 
How? 

SANDRA 
You are so clumsy, Jerry.  (To Ted.) An accident. 

JERRY 
Well of course it was an accident.  I don’t drop the china all over the floor on purpose. 

SANDRA 
No, not you, Jerry.  Mr. Jordan.  He was killed in an accident. 

TED 
Ahh. 

JERRY 
Too bad. 

(He puts the final cup and saucer on the tray and crosses with 
it to the coffee table.  He sets the tray on the coffee table, 
Places a cup and saucer in front of Sandra and Ted, then takes 
one himself.) 
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SANDRA 
Strangest thing though.  He went out jogging one evening and never came back.  
Apparently - and I say apparently because no one actually witnessed it.  Apparently, 
someone failed to see him as he was jogging. 
 

(Barbara enters from the kitchen, carrying a coffee pot and a 
fourth cup and saucer.  She crosses to the coffee table and pours 
the coffee, starting with Sandra’s cup, then Ted’s and Jerry’s 
and then her own.) 

 
Though, how they could miss that jogging suit is beyond me. ... Anyway, they didn’t 
see him and ran over him with their car.  The police never did find the driver.  He just 
kept right on going. 
 

(Jerry and Ted drop their cups and saucers on the floor.) 
 

(Blackout.) 
 

(Intermission.) 
 



Stackhouse                                THE BEST LAID PLANS                                       II-i-1 
 

 
 

ACT 2 - SCENE 1 
 
 

(At Rise:  It is the following evening.  The stage lights are on.  
The porch light is off.) 

SANDRA 
(She enters at the front door and calls out.) 

Barbara? ... Barbara? ... Are you here? 
(She closes the door, crosses into the living room and calls out 
louder.) 

Barbara? ... Is anyone home? 

BARBARA 
(From offstage.) In the kitchen, Sandra. 

SANDRA 
(She crosses to the kitchen door, pushes it open and stands in 
the doorway.) 

Do you have any idea why they’re late again tonight? 

BARBARA 
(From offstage.) Not the slightest.  But I’ll tell you what. 

(She enters from the kitchen, carrying a vase of flowers, 
crosses to the coffee table and sets the vase down.) 

Why don’t you get Ted a cell-phone.  That way he can check in every five minutes on 
his way home and let you know exactly where he is.  And you can have a gigantic 
map of the city taped to the wall above your telephone and track his progress with 
little pins. 

SANDRA 
Barbara!  You make me sound like some kind of shrew or something.  Like one of 
those dreadful, domineering women who continuously henpeck their husbands. 

BARBARA 
Well, if the beak fits. ... 

SANDRA 
I do not henpeck. 

BARBARA 
If you say so. 

SANDRA 
I just happen to run a very orderly household and, as in anything that has order 
associated with it, there are certain rules which must be followed. 

BARBARA 
Ahh, but who makes up those rules? 
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SANDRA 
Well, I do, of course.  That goes without saying.  A household is like a business or 
even a government, for that matter.  It is comprised of leaders and followers.  Those 
who make the rules and those who follow them.  And there has to be a very clear 
distinction between the two.  Why, if you start letting the followers lead and have the 
leaders follow, you soon wind up with anarchy and we certainly wouldn’t want that, 
now, would we? 

BARBARA 
Heaven forbid.  I mean, that might even lead to far worse things like ... like ... 
cooperation or, perhaps ... even sharing. 

SANDRA 
Now you’re poking fun at me.  I can always tell.  You start spouting those socialistic 
slogans just to get my goat.  Cooperation and sharing, indeed. 

BARBARA 
Yes I am poking fun at you - but not about your acting like her royal pain-in-the-
highness.  It’s about your fixation with where Ted and Jerry are all the time.  So 
they’re a little late.  It hardly signals an end to civilized society as we know it.  
They’ll probably be home any minute. 

SANDRA 
Well, they could have had the decency to call.  This is two nights in a row they’ve 
been late and haven’t called.  Although I suppose we should excuse them for not 
calling last night.  Being almost killed is somewhat of an extenuating circumstance, 
don’t you think? 

BARBARA 
That’s gracious of you, Sandra.  It really is.  And I’m sure the boys will appreciate the 
gesture.  Now, why don’t you come into the kitchen and worry there.  I’ve got some 
things to finish up before Jerry gets home. 
 

(Barbara and Sandra exit into the kitchen.) 
 

(Pause.) 
 

(Jerry and Ted enter at the front door.) 
 

JERRY 
I know the evidence is mounting up, but I find it so very hard to accept. ... My own 
wife? 

TED 
Doesn’t this almost cinch it though?  The cleaners had nothing for a Mrs. Hamilton.  
They looked through everything on their racks and no dress for Hamilton.  No 
nothing for Hamilton. 

(He closes the door.) 
It all points to a set-up, Jerry. 
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JERRY 
I know it looks that way, but --- 

TED 
And what about that insurance policy?  Did you manage to get a good look at it last 
night? 

JERRY 
No.  After Barb put it away I couldn’t get at it without her seeing me. 

TED 
Well, I looked at mine when I got home and it’s identical to yours.  Fred Sullivan sold 
them to us at the same time, remember? 

JERRY 
I sure do.  And that’s the last time we ever let him buy round after round in the bar at 
the lodge.  We should have known he had an ulterior motive.  You know, since he 
made that sale he’s never offered to buy us even one stinking drink. 

TED 
Don’t try and change the subject on me.  Last night Barbara said she had that policy 
out to check when the premium was due.  Well, there’s nothing in the policy about 
the premium due date.  That comes on a separate slip through the mail twice a year.  
All the policy has in it are the ifs, buts, where-fors and where-ases - and how and 
when it pays off. 

JERRY 
I can’t believe she’d lie to me. 

TED 
Oh?  What would you expect her to say when you asked her why the policy was out 
here?  (In a woman’s voice.) “Oh, that?  It’s no big deal, Jerrykins.  I was just figuring 
out how rich I’ll be after I have you killed.” 

JERRY 
All right, all right.  So, what are we gonna do? 

TED 
We could go to the police. 

JERRY 
With what?  Innuendo?  Supposition?  They’d laugh us out of the station.  We’ve got 
no concrete proof of anything. 

TED 
Maybe we should just confront Barbara with what we know. 

JERRY 
With what we think we know.  We don’t actually know anything.  All she’d have to do 
would be to stand there and deny everything.  Then where would I be?  If we were 
wrong, she’d hate me for the rest of my life for not trusting her.  If we were right, 
we’d just put her on her guard so that she’d be more careful.  There has to be another 
way. 
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TED 
Well ... you may not like it, but there is one other alternative. 

JERRY 
What is it?  And how could I like it any less than the two you’ve just given me?  Let’s 
hear it. 

TED 
We could go to Sandra with what we know. 

JERRY 
Are you out of your mind?  Shake your head “yes,” Teddy, because that’s exactly 
what Sandy would think.  She’d be on the phone before we finished our story, 
sending for the men with the nets.  And that doesn’t even take into consideration that 
she’s not all that fond of me in the first place. 

TED 
That’s not really true. It isn’t that she doesn’t like you.  It’s  more that she doesn’t 
approve of you.  But she prides herself on having a logical mind.  We could use that to 
our advantage.  Look, Jerry, we don’t appeal to her emotions - God knows that 
wouldn’t work at all.  It certainly hasn’t for anything else. - We appeal to her logic.  
We simply lay out the facts for her and ask her what she makes of them.  It could 
work.  And if it did, she might be able to help. 

JERRY 
I don’t know. 

TED 
What have you got to lose? 

JERRY 
Nothing, I guess. ... All right, we’ll do it your way.  Let’s go over to your place and see 
if Sandy’s gotten home yet. 

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

TED 
(He crosses to Jerry.) 

That’s the spirit, Jer.  And I’m telling you, you’re gonna be surprised at Sandra.  You 
really are. 
 

(Jerry and Ted start to exit.) 
 

(The phone rings.) 

SANDRA 
(From offstage.) I’ll get it for you. 

BARBARA 
(From offstage.) Thanks, Sandra. 
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JERRY 
Wait.  Let’s see what this is about first. 

(He closes the door.) 
 

(Jerry and Ted cross behind the sofa and duck down out of 
sight.) 

SANDRA 
(She enters from the kitchen, crosses to the desk, answers the 
phone and faces DS.) 

Hamilton residence. ... Oh, Vito, it’s about time you called. 
 

(Jerry and Ted peek over the back of the sofa and react to the 
conversation.) 

 
We had almost given up on you. ... No, Mrs. Hamilton is busy right now.  This is 
Mrs. Mitchell from next door.  Can I take a message for her? ... Tonight? ... That 
should work out just fine.  Mr. Hamilton will be away at a lodge meeting and Mrs. 
Hamilton will be over at my house.  That will give you the run of the premises to do 
whatever it is that you people do. ... Well, I certainly hope so.  I needn’t remind you 
that your reputation is only as good as your performance on your last job. ... Yes, Mrs. 
Jordan did give you high marks, but that won’t mean a thing if you botch this again.  
There are many women in this subdivision who may need your services some day 
and we’re all watching, Vito. ... See that you do. ... Eight o’clock? ... That should be 
fine.  Come next door to the big white house and we’ll let you in. ... See you then. 
 

(Jerry and Ted duck down out of sight.) 
 

(Sandra hangs up the phone and exits into the kitchen.) 
Vito’s all set for tonight, Barbara.  He’ll be here about eight. 

BARBARA 
(From offstage.) Good!  I’m almost finished out here. 

JERRY 
Did you hear that? 

TED 
I don’t understand it.  I just don’t understand it. 

JERRY 
Oh, you don’t?  You don’t understand?  Well then, let me see if I can elucidate for 
you.  Not only does Sandy, your wife who prides herself on having a logical mind, 
know about the plot to kill me, she’s a party to it.  In fact, it sounds like every woman 
in the whole damn neighborhood’s a party to it. 

TED 
It’s so hard to believe.  The whole thing’s like ... like ... it’s like a nightmare. 
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JERRY 
I can just hear them chit-chatting over the back fences all up and down the 
subdivision.  (In a woman’s voice.) “If you need an excellent gardener, you’ve got to try 
Mr. Yamamoto.  He’s got the greenest thumbs in town.  Oh, and if you’re ever in 
need of a good hit-man, you must give Vito a call.  He’s absolutely tops, you know.  
And good hit-men are ever so hard to come by these days.” 

TED 
To think that Sandra, my own wife ...  I mean --- 

JERRY 
Oh, yeah.  Let’s not forget Sandy.  (He mimics Ted.) “There is one other alternative.  
We could go to Sandra with what we know.”  You betcha we could.  We might as 
well sign both our death warrants. 

TED 
I really thought she’d help us.  I really did. 

JERRY 
I know you did.  And I’m not blaming you.  I’m just thankful we found out before we 
tipped our hand to her.  At least now we’ve got a chance. 

TED 
A chance for what?  What do we do now?  Who can we go to?  You said yourself that 
we couldn’t go to the police without proof.  Now we can’t go to Sandra either because 
she’s in on it.  Do we just sit still, cowering and looking over our shoulders, waiting 
for something to happen? 

JERRY 
Oh no, Teddy.  Not at all.  In fact, just the opposite.  Now we attack. 

TED 
Attack? ... Who? ... How? ... Us? 

JERRY 
Yes-them-ambush-and-yes! 

TED 
Huh?! 

JERRY 
Yes, we attack.  We attack them.  More precisely, we attack Vito.  How?  We ambush 
him.  The element of surprise is no longer on their side.  It’s on ours.  We know 
where and when.  Here at eight o’clock tonight.  And, finally, yes.  It has to be us.  
Who else is there?  To get the proof we need in order to go to the police, we have to 
capture Vito red-handed. 

TED 
But ... but --- 

JERRY 
No buts.  We simply pretend to go to the lodge meeting tonight.  Instead, we park 
down the block and wait. 
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TED 
What ... what --- 

JERRY 
No whats, either.  When Barb leaves the house to go over to see Sandy, we sneak back 
in here and hide. 

TED 
Just us? 

JERRY 
What do Armadillos do, 
When they’re stuck and in a stew, 
And it looks like there’s no rescue? 

TED 
Th ... they ... d ... don’t wring their hands and c ... cry boo-hoo? 
 

(Jerry nods his head.) 
 
They act, instead, with derring-do, 
And stick together like glue! 

JERRY 
Two for one! 

TED 
And one for two! 

JERRY & TED 
Comrades, through and through! 
 

(Sandra and Barbara enter from the kitchen, startling Jerry 
and Ted.) 

SANDRA 
Well, it’s about time.  Do you have a wrist watch? 

TED 
Of course I do. 

SANDRA 
Well, what does it say?  (To Jerry.) And don’t you dare say tick-tock.  (To Ted.) Well? 

TED 
(He looks at the watch and snickers.) 

It’s a quartz watch. 
(He snickers again and holds up the watch for Jerry to see.) 

It doesn’t say much of anything at all. 

JERRY 
(He looks at Ted’s watch.) 

No it doesn’t, does it?  It just sort of sits there with its bare face hanging out. 
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BARBARA 
Okay, Moe and Larry, where have the two of you been this time? 

JERRY 
(In his best ‘Curly’ impression.) “I resemble that remark.”  But, nevertheless, I’ll tell you 
where we’ve been.  We’ve been over at Ted’s house.  Sandy wasn’t there when we got 
home from work and the poor guy’s been worried sick. 

TED 
Yeah.  The least you could do is leave a note when you go out, Sandra.  Common 
courtesy should dictate that. 

SANDRA 
Well, I just ... I mean, I was only ... 

BARBARA 
He’s got you on that point, Sandra.  Not very orderly at all, if I may say so. 

JERRY 
But as long as you promise not to make a habit of it, he’ll forgive you.  Won’t you, 
Teddy? 

TED 
Well, I guess so. 

BARBARA 
I presume you’re still planning on going to the lodge meeting tonight. 

JERRY 
Would it pose a problem for you if I weren’t? 

BARBARA 
Not for me it wouldn’t.  I’m having dinner over at Sandra’s.  Since you usually eat at 
the lodge on Thursday nights, I didn’t set anything out for you. 

JERRY 
Oh.  Well, not to worry.  As it is, we are going to the lodge.  In fact, that’s why we 
stopped over, to tell you we were on our way. 

TED 
And to ask you to tell Sandra, if you should see her, so she wouldn’t think I’d be so 
inconsiderate as to leave without letting her know where I was going. 

SANDRA 
All right, Ted, I think you’ve about worn this one out.  I apologize for not leaving a 
note.  It was inconsiderate of me not to.  There.  Are you satisfied? 

TED 
Oh quite, Sandra.  Quite. 

SANDRA 
Good.  Now if you ever bring it up again, I shall see that you deeply regret it.  Do I 
make myself clear? 
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TED 
Yes, Sandra.  Crystal clear. 

JERRY 
(He picks up a can of peanuts from the bar and crosses to the 
front door.) 

Well, we ... uh ... better ... uh ... shove off, huh, Ted? 

BARBARA 
Where are you going with the peanuts? 

JERRY 
Oh, just to have something to munch on while we play cards after dinner at the lodge. 

BARBARA 
They don’t have peanuts at the lodge. 

JERRY 
For ten bucks a can they do. 

(He opens the door.) 
Don’t know exactly when we’ll be home but we’ll try not to make it too late. 

BARBARA 
That’s fine.  Have a good time.  And if I’m not here when you get home, I’ll be with 
Sandra. 

TED 
I guess we’ll ... uh ... see you later? 

SANDRA 
I should hope so. 

JERRY 
Uh ... Bye. 

BARBARA 
Bye. 
 

(Jerry and Ted exit at the front door.  Jerry closes the door.) 

SANDRA 
If those two aren’t up to something, I’ll eat my hat.  You don’t think Jerry suspects 
anything, do you? 

BARBARA 
I don’t see how he could.  Why? 

SANDRA 
Just the way he and Ted have been acting lately.  And not just now.  Last night, when 
I came back here after the bridge-club debacle, I caught the two of them huddled 
together out on the porch in the dark and talking in very hush-hush voices.  Of 
course, when they saw me, they tried to act flippant about it. 
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BARBARA 
Now that you mention it, I surprised them earlier last evening, myself.  Going 
through my purse.  Right there at the coffee table.  They both acted as if they were 
little boys, caught with their hands in the cookie jar. ... No!  They surely couldn’t have 
figured it out.  They aren’t that bright. 

SANDRA 
Maybe not, but I rather think they suspect something.  After we got home last night, 
Ted asked me, very nonchalantly of course, if you were planning anything special for 
this weekend. 

BARBARA 
What did you tell him? 

SANDRA 
I feigned complete ignorance - which is extremely difficult for me to do, I might add.  
Didn’t have the slightest idea what he was talking about. 

BARBARA 
Good for you. 
 

(Blackout.) 
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ACT 2 - SCENE 2 
 
 

(At Rise:  It is about one hour later. It is dark outside.  All the 
stage lights are on.  The porch light is off.  Barbara’s purse is 
on the desk.) 

 
(Barbara enters from the kitchen.  She picks up the purse from 
the desk, crosses to the table by the front door and switches off 
the table lamp.) 

 
(The SL stage lights dim.) 

 
(Barbara opens the door, Switches on the porch light.) 

 
(The porch light comes up.) 

 
(Barbara switches off the foyer light.) 

 
(The SR stage lights dim.) 

 
(Barbara exits, closing the door behind her.) 

 
(A lengthy pause.) 

 
(Jerry and Ted enter at a run to the outside of the front door.  
There is the sound of a key being turned in the lock.  Jerry 
opens the door.  Jerry and Ted rush into the foyer.  Jerry slams 
the door.  Jerry and Ted stand with their backs against the wall 
on either side of the door.) 

 
(Their conversation is carried out in hoarse whispers, except as 
noted.) 

JERRY 
All clear! 

TED 
Thank God! 

(He reaches for the foyer light switch.) 

JERRY 
Don’t turn that light on. 
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TED 
Right!  Sorry. ... What do we do now? 
 

(There is no response from Jerry.) 
 
Well, what now? 

JERRY 
I don’t know. 

TED 
You don’t know?  (He shouts.) What do you mean you --- 

JERRY 
(He covers Ted’s mouth with his hand.) 

Sh sh sh sh sh. 
(He uncovers Ted’s mouth.) 

TED 
You really don’t know? 

JERRY 
No! 

TED 
Is there anyone else here? 

JERRY 
No. 

TED 
Then why are we whispering? 

JERRY 
I don’t ... (In a normal voice.) I don’t know. 

TED 
(In a normal voice.) There seems to be a hell of a lot you don’t know tonight, Jerry.  
You don’t know why we were whispering.  You don’t know what we’re going to do 
now.  I thought you had a plan. 

JERRY 
I did.  Unfortunately, my plan only went as far as getting us back in here after Barb 
left.  We’re going to have to come up with another plan now that we’re here. 

TED 
Swell. 

(He crosses to the desk.) 
You also didn’t know about the Pritchard’s dog, did you? 

(He puts his leg up on the desk chair.  The trouser leg is 
shredded from the knee down.) 

I’m lucky I’ve got a leg left. 
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JERRY 
Now that’s not altogether my fault, Teddy.  Every time Mrs. Pritchard’s been over, 
all she talks about is “my puppy” this and “my puppy” that.  I thought it really was a 
puppy. 

(He opens the front door and peeks out.) 

TED 
It was a full grown Newfoundland.  I’ve seen black bears smaller than that dog.  And 
friendlier, too.  Now, at the risk of sounding redundant, what do we do now? 

JERRY 
(He closes the door.) 

(In a hoarse whisper.) Hide, that’s what!  It’s Barb and Sandy! 

TED 
(In a hoarse whisper.) Where? 

JERRY 
The closet! 

(He runs to closet and opens the door.) 
 

(Ted runs into the closet.) 
 

(Jerry closes the door, runs behind the bar and ducks down 
under the bar.) 

 
(Ted, in helping to close the closet door from the inside, pulls 
the door handle off.) 

 
(The sound of a key being turned in the lock of the front door.) 

BARBARA 
(She enters at the front door and switches on the foyer light.) 

 
(The SR stage lights come up.) 

 
You’re right.  We might as well do it now. 

(She crosses to the kitchen door.) 

SANDRA 
(She enters at the front door and follows Barbara to the kitchen 
door.) 

What can I do to help? 

BARBARA 
Just hold the door.  I can fit everything into one box. 

(She exits into the kitchen.) 



Stackhouse                                THE BEST LAID PLANS                                     II-ii-4 
 

SANDRA 
(She stands in the doorway, holding the door open and facing 
offstage into the kitchen.) 

You’re sure you can manage all right? 

BARBARA 
(From offstage.) Positive.  What you can do, though, is pick out a bottle of wine to go 
with dinner.  The wine rack’s under the bar.  A Mosel would be nice, don’t you think? 
 

(Jerry’s hand is seen coming from under the bar, placing a wine 
bottle on top of the bar.) 

SANDRA 
The Mosel’s a white wine, dear.  Shouldn’t we be having red? 

BARBARA 
(From offstage.) Does it really matter that much? 

SANDRA 
Barbara, sometimes you can be so ... so ... well, excuse me for saying so, but so 
plebeian.  It’s red wine with meat and white wine with fish. 
 

(One of Jerry’s hands is seen coming from under the bar and 
snatching the bottle from on top of the bar as his other hand is 
seen placing another wine bottle on top of the bar.) 

BARBARA 
(From offstage.) I don’t think that counts when you’re serving - and excuse me for 
saying this, Sandra - anything as un-Martha-Stewartish as a boil-in-the-bag meal.  
Let’s have the Mosel. 
 

(One of Jerry’s hands is seen coming from under the bar and 
snatching the bottle from on top of the bar as his other hand is 
seen placing the first wine bottle on top of the bar.) 

SANDRA 
But it is meat, after all. 

BARBARA 
(From offstage.) Ahh, but what kind of meat?  Does anyone really know? 

(She enters from the kitchen, carrying a cardboard box.  There 
are party favors partially sticking out of the box.) 

SANDRA 
Barbara, sometimes you’re impossible. 

BARBARA 
(She crosses to the bar and picks up the bottle.) 

Good.  I see you managed to find the right one.  Let’s go. 
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SANDRA 
(She crosses to Barbara and takes the bottle.) 

It was ... 
(She’s confused at how the bottle got there.) 

no problem whatsoever. 
 

(Barbara and Sandra cross to the front door.) 
 
In fact, you hardly needed me at all for this little trip. 

BARBARA 
If you’re going to complain all the way back, perhaps you’d like to carry the box and 
I’ll carry the bottle? 

SANDRA 
Don’t be silly, dear.  Of course not. 

BARBARA 
I didn’t think so.  Get the lights, if you can manage that, will you? 

(She exits at the front door.) 

SANDRA 
Why, certainly.  And I wasn’t complaining, mind you.  I was simply stating a fact. 

(She switches off the foyer light.) 
 

(The SR stage lights dim.) 
 

(Sandra exits at the front door, closing the door behind her.) 
 

(Pause.) 

JERRY 
(He peeks over the top of the bar, crosses to the front door, 
opens the door, looks out and then closes the door.) 

Okay, Ted, they’re gone. 
 

(The sound of metal grating on metal from inside the closet as 
Ted tries to put the door knob back on.) 

 
You can come out now, Teddy. 
 

(The sound of metal grating on metal from inside the closet as 
Ted tries to put the door knob back on.) 

TED 
I can’t get the door open. 
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JERRY 
What? 

(He crosses to the closet.) 
There’s no lock on it.  Just turn the handle. 

TED 
Turning the handle isn’t the problem. 
 

(Jerry opens the closet door.) 
 

(Ted steps out of the closet holding the door knob in his 
outstretched hand.  He twists the knob in mid air.) 

It turns just fine . 
(He hands the knob to Jerry.) 

It’s trying to get it back in the hole in the dark that’s the problem. 

JERRY 
Oh, yeah.  I’ve been meaning to fix that. 

(He puts the knob back in place on the door.) 
It’s just that we don’t often use the knob on the inside of the door and I keep 
forgetting to do it. 

TED 
Well, it’s a good thing that was just Sandra and Barbara and not Vito.  Otherwise I’d 
have been trapped and no help at all when Vito was trying to murder you. 

JERRY 
Try and remember that Vito doesn’t need any help.  It’s me who you’re supposed to 
help. 

(He closes the closet door.) 
And you wouldn’t have been trapped.  You just have to play with it a little to get it 
lined up. 

TED 
Well, we’d better stick together, just in case.  Now - and pardon me all to pieces for 
sounding like such a nag - but what’s our plan? 

JERRY 
Shhh!  I hear a car. 

(He runs to the front door, opens the door slightly, peeks out 
and quickly closes the door.) 

Hide!  Here he comes! 
(He runs toward the hallway.) 

TED 
That’s a rotten plan, Jerry. 

(He runs to the foyer.) 

JERRY 
You got a better one? 
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TED 
No, not really. 

JERRY 
Then we’ll hide until we can think of one.  Come on! 

(He runs offstage down hallway.) 

TED 
(He runs offstage down hallway.) 

Where? 

JERRY 
(From offstage.) Upstairs! 
 

(The sound of a key being turned in the lock of the front door.) 
 

(Barbara opens the door and enters, followed by Vito and 
Sandra.) 

 
(Barbara switches on the foyer light.) 

 
(The SR stage lights come up.) 

BARBARA 
(She crosses to the desk.) 

I’ll leave you the phone number for next door, Vito, just in case you need me for 
anything. 

(She picks up a pen and writes a number on a piece of paper.) 
 

(Sandra closes the door, crosses to the table by the front door 
and switches on the table lamp.) 

 
(The SL stage lights come up.) 

VITO 
(He crosses into the living room.) 

That’s very thoughtful of you, Mrs. H., but I probably won’t be needing it.  
Everything’s, whadaya say, copacetic like.  Yeah, that’s it.  Copacetic. 

SANDRA 
Copacetic, Vito? 

VITO 
Yeah, Mrs. M., copacetic.  That means excellent or first rate, you know? 

SANDRA 
I am familiar with the word, Vito.  I’m just ... well, surprised that you ... uh ... It’s a 
word that --- 

VITO 
You’re surprised that a guy like me knows a woid like that, huh? 
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BARBARA 
What I think Mrs. Mitchell is trying to say, in her own clumsy way, is that copacetic 
isn’t your ordinary every-day sort of woid, I mean word. 

VITO 
Ain’t that the truth.  But it’s my woid for the day, it is. 

SANDRA 
I’m afraid I don’t understand. 

VITO 
Ahh, that’s okay.  You see, I’m trying to improve my vocabulary.  I don’t know if 
either of youse ladies noticed it or not, but I don’t talk so good.  So I reads this book 
on how to improve your vocabulary, see?  And it says to find new woids and use 
them.  So every morning, now, I reads the paper. 

(He pulls a racing form from his back pocket.) 
Well, not the racing news, here.  I mean, I reads this paper, too, but I knows all the 
woids in it. 

(He puts the racing form back in his pocket and pulls a rolled 
up newspaper from his other pocket.) 

I mean the regular newspaper.  Here. 
(He unrolls the paper on the coffee table.) 

When I come to the first woid I don’t know, I look it up in the dictionary and try to 
use it about a half a dozen times that day.  Today’s woid was “copacetic.” 

(He points it out in the paper to Sandra.) 
I did good with using it just now, didn’t I? 

BARBARA 
You certainly did, Vito.  But are you always able to use your word for the day? 

VITO 
To tell you the truth, Mrs. H., not always. 

(He rolls up the paper and puts it back in his pocket.) 
Take Monday’s woid, for instance.  It was “beldam.”  B.E.L.D.A.M.  Beldam.  “An 
old woman.  Especially one who is loathsome and ugly.  A witch.”  Now I ask you, 
how many times during the day am I gonna get to use a woid that means “witch,” 
huh?  I mean, hey, as I goes about --- 

SANDRA 
This is all very amusing, but may I suggest that we get back to the real reason you’re 
here? 

VITO 
(To Sandra.) Hey, excuse me.  (To Barbara.) I guess if I’d come here on Monday I’d 
have got to use my woid after all, huh?  Who would of thunk it? 

BARBARA 
Wrong word, Vito.  Your word meant “witch.”  That’s with a “W,” not with a “B.” 

VITO 
Oh, yeah.  So it is.  So it is. 
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SANDRA 
If the two of you are quite through having fun at my expense, our dinner is waiting, 
Barbara. 

VITO 
Hey, don’t let me keep you.  I’ll just be about my business, here, and I’ll let you know 
when I’m done. 

BARBARA 
Okay, Vito, but how do you plan on doing it? 

VITO 
Well, there’s a few different ways we can go, here.  You got your eating-type poison.  
Effective, but it takes a while.  Then you got your poison gas.  But that’s only in case 
we’re lucky enough to find them in an enclosed area.  You know what I mean? 

(He crosses to the closet, opens the door and looks in.) 
 

(Jerry and Ted enter from the hallway and hide behind the 
bar.) 

 
When was the last time you used the eating-type poison I left with you? 

BARBARA 
Last evening at dinner time. 
 

(Jerry and Ted look horrified at each other and mouth the word 
“poison.”) 

VITO 
It may take a little while to affect them.  A day, maybe.  Two at the tops.  It’s the type 
of poison that makes them dry out on the inside.  They can’t get enough to drink.  
Towards the end, don’t be surprised to see them stagger around a bit.  Then they just 
dies off quiet like. 

(He finishes looking in the closet, backs out of the closet and 
closes the door.) 

 
(Jerry and Ted duck down out of sight.) 

SANDRA 
Thank you for that vivid description.  That’s just what we needed to hear right before 
dinner. 

BARBARA 
Well, see what you can do to speed up the process a little, will you?  Give us a call 
when you’re done. 

VITO 
Will do, Mrs. H. 

(He crosses toward the front door.) 
I’ll just get a few tools of the trade out of my truck. 
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(Vito, Barbara and Sandra exit at the front door, leaving the 
door open.) 

 
(Pause.) 

 
(Jerry and Ted stand.) 

JERRY 
(He crosses to the front door and looks out.) 

He’s outside in your driveway. 

TED 
What now? 

JERRY 
(He crosses behind the bar.) 

Keep a lookout for him, Ted.  Before I do anything else, I’ve got to get something to 
drink.  I’m dying of thirst. 

(He reaches under the bar, brings up a bottle of wine and 
unscrews the cap.) 

 
(Ted crosses to the door and looks out.) 

 
We never should have eaten those damn salted peanuts while we were waiting in the 
car. 

(He takes a big drink from the bottle.) 

TED 
Yeah, I know what you mean.  I could use a swig of that myself.  I am so dry. ... Oh 
my God! 

JERRY 
What?  Is he coming back? 

TED 
Oh my God! 

JERRY 
What is it? ... What’s wrong? 

TED 
(He crosses to the bar.) 

It’s not the peanuts, Jerry. 
(He grabs the bottle from Jerry.) 

Don’t you see?  We aren’t this thirsty because of the peanuts.  We’ve been poisoned! 
(He takes a big drink from the bottle.) 

JERRY 
(He grabs the bottle from Ted.) 

Don’t be ridiculous.  How could we have been? 
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TED 
Don’t you remember?  Vito just asked Barbara when she last used the eating-type 
poison.  What did she say?  She said, last evening ... 

JERRY & TED 
At dinner time! 

JERRY 
Oh my God!  Vito said it would take effect in a day or so. 

(He takes a big drink from the bottle.) 

TED 
And that the poison would dry us out on the inside.  And it is.  That’s why we’re so 
thirsty. 

(He grabs the bottle from Jerry and takes a big drink.) 

JERRY 
(He reaches under the bar and brings out another bottle of 
wine.) 

Then this is the answer! 
(He unscrews the cap.) 

We’ll just have to flush the poison out of our systems. 
 

(They continue to drink during the conversation.) 

TED 
Oh, why did I have to get involved with all of this?  I’m gonna die and it’s all your 
fault. 

JERRY 
My fault?  How do you figure that? 

TED 
If you hadn’t invited me to dinner last night, I wouldn’t have overheard Barbara 
talking to Vito, I wouldn’t have gotten involved in this scheme of yours and I 
wouldn’t have gotten myself poisoned.  I could have been over at Sandra’s bridge 
party, drooling down the front of Betty Thornton’s dress.  But, oh no, I gave all that 
up to get myself poisoned. 

JERRY 
But look on the bright side, Teddy.  If you hadn’t have gotten involved, I would never 
have suspected any of this.  I would have gone to my death quietly like a lamb to the 
slaughter.  At least now we’ve got an opportunity to turn the tables on Vito. ... Once 
we come up with a plan. 
 

(Vito can be heard offstage, whistling.) 

TED 
He’s coming back! 
 

(Jerry and Ted run behind the bar and duck down.) 
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VITO 
(He enters at the front door, still whistling.  He is carrying a 
large toolbox.  He stops whistling, closes the door and crosses to 
CS.  He sings in a gravelly voice.) 

Good evening, friends. 
(He sets the tool box down and talks to himself.) 

Well, let’s see if we can do this the easy way for once. ... Come out, come out, 
wherever youse are. ... One of these days maybe that’ll work.  I guess, for tonight, I 
just gotta do it the hard way.  Let’s see now.  It’s closets and attics and kitchens and ... 
and ... closets and kitchens and attics and ... and ... Hmfff. 

(He takes a small notebook from his pocket and turns a few 
pages.) 

Ah ha!  Closets and cupboards and kitchens and attics.  That’s what it is. 
(He puts the notebook back in his pocket and chants as he 
crosses to the closet.) 

Closets and cupboards and kitchens and attics.  Closets and cupboards and kitchens 
and attics.  A likely spot to start.   A closet. 

(He opens the closet door, takes a flashlight from his pocket, 
switches on the flashlight, gets down on his hands and knees 
and crawls halfway into the closet.  He raps along the 
baseboard.) 

 
(Jerry and Ted peek over the top of the bar and watch Vito.  
Every so often they drink from their bottles.) 

VITO 
Ahh! 

(He raps a few more times.) 
Uh huh! 

(He raps a few more times.) 
Soooo! 

(He backs out of the closet.) 
 

(Ted ducks down under the bar, reaches up and pulls Jerry 
down under the bar.) 

 
This may turn out to be easier then I thought. 

(He switches off the flashlight, stands, using the inside door 
knob on the closet door to pull himself to his feet.  The knob 
pulls off in his hand.) 

Whoa there!  Looks like the mister ain’t too handy with the tools, here. 
(He closes the closet door, picks up the tool box and crosses to 
the kitchen, carrying the knob with him.) 

Closets and cupboards and kitchens and attics.  Closets and cupboards and kitchens 
and attics. 

(He sets the knob on the desk and pushes the kitchen door 
open.) 
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VITO(CONTINUED) 
Might as well get the cupboards and kitchens next. 

(He exits into the kitchen.) 
 

(Jerry and Ted peek over the top of the bar.  Their speech is 
becoming somewhat slurred as they feel the effects of the wine.) 

TED 
What’s he doing? 

JERRY 
Beats me.  Maybe he’s looking for a place to hide a bomb or something like that. 

TED 
Oooo!  That’s nasty. 

(He holds his now-empty bottle upside down and shakes it.) 
I need some more flushing-out juice, Jerry, ol’ buddy, ol’ pal. 

(He sets the bottle on the bar.) 

JERRY 
Me too. 

(He sets his empty bottle on the bar, reaches under the bar and 
brings up two full bottles.) 

And you’ll be happy to know, I’ve also come up with a plan. 
(He uncaps the bottles.) 

TED 
Super!  Let’s hear it, ol’ buddy of mine.  How we gonna give ol’ Vito his 
comeuppance? 

(He takes one of the bottles from Jerry and takes a big drink.) 

JERRY 
When he comes back through that door, 

(He points to the kitchen door.) 
one of us is gonna be behind the door and we’re gonna grab him. 

(He takes a big drink from the bottle.) 

TED 
Uh huh?  Uh huh?  Then what are we gonna do with him? 

JERRY 
Then the other one of us, that isn’t behind the door, is gonna be behind the bar, here, 
and is gonna hit him right smack dab over the head with a bottle of booze.  How’s 
that for a plan? 

TED 
Sounds good to me.  What kind of booze we gonna use? 
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JERRY 
I don’t know.  Let me see. 

(He ducks down under the bar and comes up with a bottle of 
Amaretto.) 

How about Amaretto?  That’s Barb’s utmost favorite. 
(He sets the bottle on the bar.) 

TED 
Oh, fitting, Jer.  Quite fitting, indeed.  Now, who’s gonna do the grabbing and who’s 
gonna do the hitting? 

JERRY 
I don’t know. 

TED 
I don’t believe you.  You never know anything.  You always come up with half a plan 
and then never know the important parts.  Come on, now, this is an extremely critical 
element of the plan, so let’s decide it scientifically. 

JERRY 
Okay ... One, two, three. 

(Jerry holds out an open hand. 
 

Ted holds out a closed fist.) 
 
Paper covers rock.  You grab and I’ll hit. 

TED 
All right. 

(He crosses to the US side of the kitchen door, taking his bottle 
of wine with him.) 

But don’t go dilly-dallying once I’ve got him. 

JERRY 
Don’t worry.  You just yell when you’ve got a good hold of him and I’ll be ready. 

(He picks up the Amaretto bottle by the neck with one hand 
and holds it like a club as he picks up the wine bottle in the 
other hand and ducks down under the bar.) 

 
(Pause.) 

VITO 
(He enters from the kitchen, pushing the door open into Ted.  
There is a resounding ‘thunk’ as the door hits Ted.  Vito stands 
in the doorway, holding the door open with one hand and 
holding a partially eaten doughnut in the other hand.) 

That was good.  I think I better check out that pantry one more time.  Just to be on 
the safe side. 

(He exits into the kitchen, letting the door swing closed.) 
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(Ted is holding his nose with one hand and the wine bottle 
down at his side with the other hand.) 

JERRY 
What happened?  You were supposed to grab him. 

TED 
He bwoke my node. 

JERRY 
Here, let me see. 

TED 
Don’t toudg id!  Id’s bwoke!  My poor liddle node.  You and your stupid plans.  Why 
do I always listen to you? 

JERRY 
Don’t be such a baby.  Let me look.  I won’t hurt it. 

(He pries Ted’s hand off the nose and takes a look at it.) 
I don’t think it’s broken.  It’s just bruised a little.  Try wiggling it. 

TED 
Whadaya mean wiggle id.  I’m nod a bunny rabbid. 

JERRY 
I didn’t mean to wiggle it by itself, dummy.  With your fingers. 

(He reaches up and wiggles his own nose back and forth.) 
Like this. 

TED 
Oh. 

(He reluctantly reaches up and wiggles his nose back and forth, 
then sniffs a couple of times.) 

JERRY 
Well? 

TED 
I guess id’ll be all right.  No thanks to you. 

VITO 
(From offstage at the hallway.) Closets and cupboards and kitchens and attics.  Closets 
and cupboards and kitchens and attics. 

JERRY 
Shh! 

(He points to the foyer.) 
He’s coming back the other way. 
 

(Jerry and Ted run back to the bar and duck down.) 
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VITO 
(From offstage at the hallway.) Well, it looks like this powder room here, then the bar in 
there, then we can get on with it. 

TED 
The bar?  Where can we hide? 

JERRY 
The closet! 

(He points to closet.) 
He’s already been in there once.  He won’t look again. 

TED 
Right! 
 

(Jerry and Ted cross quickly to the closet.  Jerry opens the door 
and steps inside.  Ted follows and reaches back for the inside 
door knob to pull the door closed.) 

 
Where’s the damn knob? 

JERRY 
I don’t know. 

TED 
There you go again with your I-don’t-know routine. 

JERRY 
Shh!  Just pull the door almost closed. 

(He pulls the door by the edge until it is almost closed.) 

VITO 
(He enters from the hallway and crosses to the bar.) 

Well, this is the last possible place. 
(He shines the flashlight on the floor behind the bar.) 

 Nothing here. 
(He shines the flashlight on the floor in front of the bar.) 

Nothing there. 
(He pans the room with the flashlight.) 

Nothing, nothing, anywhere ... 
(He shines the flashlight on the closet door.) 

Except there. 
(He turns off the flashlight.) 

It ain’t closets and cupboards and kitchens and attics this time.  It’s just closets. 
(He crosses to the closet.) 

Hickory, dickory bank deposit.  They’s hiding in the clothes closet. 
(He puts one hand on the door knob, but then closes the door 
and crosses to the desk.) 

I’d better give the missus a call before I start and let her know. 
(He picks up the phone and dials.) 
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VITO(CONTINUED) 
Mrs. M?  This is Vito.  We lucked out, here. ... Yep.  They’s holed up in the living 
room closet, they is. ... No problem.  Everything’s copacetic.  I gonna use the gas on 
them.  Believe me, they’re history. 

JERRY 
Gas? 

TED 
Oh no! 

VITO 
Whoa, Mrs. M., wait a minute --- 

JERRY 
(Shouts.) Let us out! 

TED 
(Shouts.) Don’t gas us! 
 

(Jerry and Ted pound on the door and sob.) 

VITO 
Maybe things ain’t as copacetic as I thought they was.  You and Mrs. H. better come 
over here on the double. 

(He hangs up the phone, crosses to the closet and opens the 
door.) 

 
(Jerry and Ted tumble out onto the floor, letting the empty 
wine bottles roll across the floor.) 

TED 
(He is on his hands and knees.  He crawls over to Vito and 
wraps his arms around one of Vito’s legs.) 

Please don’t kill us, Mr. Vito?  Please, oh please, oh please? 

JERRY 
(He is on his knees.) 

Whatever she’s paying you, we’ll double it.  No, triple it!  But, please, let us go? 

VITO 
(He shakes his leg to try and dislodge Ted.) 

Hey!  Let go of me! 
(He pulls the rolled up newspaper from his pocket and smacks 
Ted on top of the head with it.) 

Back off! 

TED 
(He lets go of Vito and crawls backward a little.) 

Whatever you say, Mr. Vito.  Whatever you say.  Just don’t kill us.  Please?  We 
don’t want to die. 
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JERRY 
We won’t say a word to anyone.  You can trust us.  Honest.  We’re not rich, but we’ll 
make it worth your while.  Won’t we Teddy? 

TED 
Oh yes!  Anything you say, Mr. Vito.  Just name it.  Just name it and it’s yours. 

VITO 
Then shut up, already. 

(He threatens Jerry and Ted with the rolled up paper.) 
 

(Jerry and Ted stop blubbering and just kneel there, cowering 
and sniffling.) 

 
That’s better.  Now, what’s the deal here?  Youse guys some sort a fruitcakes, or 
what? 
 

(Barbara and Sandra enter at the front door.) 

BARBARA 
(She crosses to Vito.) 

What’s the problem, V --- 
(She sees Jerry and Ted.) 

Jerry, what are you doing here?!  I thought you two were going to the lodge. 
 
 

(Jerry and Ted crawl to Barbara and wrap their arms around 
Barbara’s legs and waist.  Then they start to cry.) 

SANDRA 
Ted, are you interfering with Vito’s work? 

VITO 
Youse ladies know these guys? 

BARBARA 
They’re our husbands.  What happened, Vito?  (To Jerry.) What’s wrong with you?  
You look terrible.  And what are you two doing on the floor? 

JERRY 
Please don’t let him do it, Barb. 

TED 
Call him off, Barbara.  Please? 

BARBARA 
What’s gotten into them? 

SANDRA 
Vito, what happened? 
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VITO 
(He picks up an empty wine bottle from the floor.) 

I found them hiding in the closet, drunker then two little skunks and ranting and 
raving like you wouldn’t believe. 

SANDRA 
Ted! 

BARBARA 
(Overlap.) Jerry? 

VITO 
I heard the term “closet alcoholic” before.  I just never thought they meant it for real, 
like, you know?  It ain’t none of my business, mind you, but I think these guys got 
themselves a drinking problem. 

(He hands the bottle to Sandra.) 

BARBARA 
Have you two been drinking? 

JERRY 
Only for medicinal purposes, Barb.  Honest! 

TED 
Just to flush out our systems. 

SANDRA 
Just to flush what out of your systems? 

TED 
(He lets go of Barbara, crawls to Sandra and wraps his arms 
around Sandra’s legs.) 

The poison that Barbara fed us for dinner last night. 

BARBARA 
I beg your pardon, Ted. 

SANDRA 
Ted!  I know Barbara’s not the world’s greatest cook, but, really now.  Don’t you 
think you’re exaggerating just a bit? 

BARBARA 
Well, thank you, Miss boil-in-the-bag meal. 

VITO 
Would you folks like for me to come back some other time and do this? 

BARBARA 
No.  I’m sorry, Vito.  Just go ahead and get on with it.  Don’t mind us. 
 

(Vito exits into the kitchen. 

JERRY 
Oh no, Barb.  Please don’t? 
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TED 
Don’t let him do it, Sandra.  Please? 

SANDRA 
What?  It’s his job, Ted.  That’s what he’s being paid for. 

JERRY 
Honey, I know why you hired him.  And I’m sorry about Babette and Georgette and 
Lynette.  I really am.  But nothing happened.  I didn’t do anything.  I just danced with 
them. 

BARBARA 
What are you talking about? 

JERRY 
Well, maybe I did squeeze them a bit here and there.  But that was all.  I swear it.  I’ll 
do whatever you say.  No matter what.  But please have mercy? 

TED 
A life is such a precious thing.  Please, Sandra? 

SANDRA 
Ted, I am truly touched by this display of concern.  To beg for the life of a furry little 
mouse.  I never realized you were such a gentle and sensitive person. 

JERRY 
... Wait a minute.  Excuse me, here, Sandy.  You want to run that by me one more 
time? 

SANDRA 
I simply said that I never realized that Ted was such a gentle, sensitive person.  And, 
of course, Jerry, the same can be said of you. 

JERRY 
No, no, no.  Before that.  You said something about fur? 

SANDRA 
I said I was touched that Ted would beg for the life of a furry little mouse. 

JERRY 
(To Barbara.) A furry little mouse? 

BARBARA 
Vito’s an exterminator, right? 

JERRY 
An exterminator? 

VITO 
(He enters from the kitchen, with his tool box.) 

The best. 
(He crosses to the desk, opens the tool box and takes various 
mouse-killing paraphernalia from the tool box.) 
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BARBARA 
What did you think he was here to do?  From the way you’ve been carrying on, you’d 
think he came to exterminate the two of you. 

JERRY 
(He crawls to Ted, takes Ted by the tie and crawls with him 
toward Vito.) 

Can I have a word with you?  Over here in my office?  (To Barbara and Sandra.) 
Excuse us for a second. 

SANDRA 
I’m afraid I don’t understand any of this. 

JERRY 
(He stands, pulling Ted up by the tie.) 

Vito, would you tell my friend exactly why you came here tonight? 
 

(Vito looks at Barbara.) 

BARBARA 
Humor him, Vito.  I don’t understand it either. 

VITO 
I came to get rid of the mouses. 

TED 
The mouses? 

VITO 
Yeah, the mouses.  They got themselves a nest behind the wall in that closet, there, 
and Mrs. H., she wanted them out of the way before the party Saturday night, see? 

JERRY 
I see.  She told you on the phone that she wanted the mouses, the mice, dead by this 
weekend?  Before the party? 

VITO 
That’s right.  Now you got it, Mr. H.  That’s what she told me on the phone. 

JERRY 
Thank you, Vito. 

TED 
It was an honest mistake, Jer.  It could have happened to anyone.  I mean, after 
someone almost ran you down, what was I to think.  I didn’t know anything about 
any party.  Nobody told me. 

SANDRA 
That’s because it was supposed to be a surprise party and you have a big mouth. 

TED 
What? 
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VITO 
You know, all this is really fascinating.  It truly is.  But it’s also getting late.  If you 
don’t mind, I’m gonna get the gas cylinder from my truck and get to work, here, 
okay? 

BARBARA 
I’m sorry, Vito.  Yes, please do. 

VITO 
You’ll let me know if I miss anything exciting while I’m gone, won’t you? 

BARBARA 
Yes, Vito, we will. 

VITO 
Especially if I miss the part about why they was hiding in the closet, huh? 

SANDRA 
This is a family discussion.  Will you just mind your own business and go. 

VITO 
(He exits at the front door.) 

That’s a beldam if ever I seen one. 

JERRY 
(To Barbara.) I suppose there’s a good reason why the dress you sent me to pick up at 
the cleaners yesterday wasn’t there when we went to get it tonight after work? 

SANDRA 
Because I picked it up for her this morning while I was out running errands.  Why all 
these questions? 

JERRY 
And what about the insurance policy being on the desk last night?  It had nothing to 
do with checking the premium, did it? 

BARBARA 
It was to find Fred Sullivan’s phone number so that I could invite him to your 
surprise party. 

TED 
So all this secrecy was for a surprise party?  Heh, heh, heh.  How about that, huh, Jer?  
Boy, they sure had us fooled, didn’t they?  Heh, heh, heh.  Imagine that?  How could 
we have been so suspicious?  Heh, heh.  Silly old us. 

JERRY 
(To Barbara) Why a party?  It’s not my birthday or anything. 

BARBARA 
Originally it was to show you how much I appreciate you and to apologize for being 
so hard on you last Sunday night. 
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JERRY 
That’s really nice of you, Honey.  Really.  But, now that it’s not a surprise anymore, 
who’s all coming? 

BARBARA 
There were going to be about thirty-some people.  Now, I guess it’ll be just you, me 
and the paramedics, unless I get a few good answers to some very pressing questions. 

JERRY 
L ... like ...  like what? 

SANDRA 
(To Ted.) Like what you two morons were doing in the closet, for starters. 

BARBARA 
Oh no, Sandra.  Much more pressing than that.  Let’s start with who are Babette, 
Georgette and Lynette? 

SANDRA 
Yes, let’s.  (To Ted.) And what were you doing dancing with them? 

BARBARA 
And just what parts of them were you squeezing? 

JERRY 
Ahh, now they’ve gone and done it again, haven’t they, Teddy. 

BARBARA 
Don’t give me any of that Ancient and August Assembly of Armadillos Article 23 
crap. 

JERRY 
Barb, how can you say such a thing? 

TED 
Article 23 hardly applies at all in this situation.  It’s more like Article 12.  Don’t you 
agree, Jer? 

JERRY 
Yes, quite.  Thank you, Ted.  You’ve partially redeemed yourself. 

SANDRA 
Article 12? 

JERRY 
What do Armadillos do, 
When their schemes have gone askew, 
Because (To Ted.) the facts they did misconstrue? 

TED 
Rather than sit and steam and stew, 
And make excuses ‘till their faces turn blue, 
They simply do a little soft shoe. 
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JERRY 
And say, bye-bye. 
 

(Jerry and Ted give a little wave as they take a step toward the 
front door.) 

TED 
Adieu. 
 

(Jerry and Ted give another little wave as they take another 
step toward the front door.) 

JERRY & TED 
We’ll be seeing you. 
 

(Jerry runs offstage down the hallway.) 
 

(Ted runs offstage at the front door.) 
 

(The following two lines are delivered simultaneously.) 

BARBARA 
(Shouts.) Jerry! 

SANDRA 
(Shouts.) Oooo! 
 

(Blackout.) 
 

(End of Play.) 
 


