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                         The Proposition

                                              A Tale of Murder                
Characters in the order of appearance:

                          Charles Eddington, 48

                          Jennifer Eddington, 46
                          Insurance Agent Holloway

                          Fred Trilly, 38
                          Clare Winslow, 46
                          Police Detective Wilson
                          Catherine Hernandez, 38
                          Police Sergeant Smith’s voice  
                          The Prosecutor
                                                     Act I
                                         Scene 1 – Friday 3 PM
The action – except for scene 2 -  takes place in the living room of the upscale Los Angeles home of  Charles and Jenny Eddington,  in the present time. The room is furnished with armchairs, a coffee table and a side table with a lamp, liquor and glasses. A door on the left leads to hall and vestibule. A door on the right leads to the rest of the house.

Charles is impatiently pacing the room. Jenny is reading. 
Charles:                Has the mail come yet?

Jenny:                   No. Late as usual. Are you expecting anything?

Charles:                Yes. some important stuff. I sure don’t know why the deliveries are getting later every day. It’s very aggravating.

Jenny:                   Don’t you get important stuff by e-mail anyway?

Charles:                Yes, but not what I am waiting for now. 

Jenny:                   So go complain to the post office.

Charles:                 A lot of good that will do.

Jenny:                    If it’s that important why don’t you have it sent special delivery?
Charles: (ironic)    Thanks for the brilliant idea, dear. I would never have thought of that myself. (long pause)

Jenny:                     Are you planning any trips?

Charles:                  I need to go to Chicago and Cleveland.

Jenny:                     When?

Charles:                   Don’t know yet, but you’ll be the first to know. (long pause)
Jenny:                      Charles, can’t we have a better relationship?
Charles:                   That would be nice, wouldn’t it?

Jenny:                      Where’s the problem?

Charles:                   You had better ask that yourself.  
Jenny:                       I don’t know what you mean. (Long pause)
Charles:                    By the way, who was the good-looking young guy I saw you with yesterday?
Jenny:                        Saw me with? Where?

Charles:                     At Bullocks Wilshire. In the lingerie department.
Jenny:                        Oh, him. Just somebody I know casually. What were you doing in the lingerie department? 

Charles:                     Just passing thru. So who is he?

Jenny:                        His name is Fred Trilly, if you really must know, and he is an architect. 

Charles:                      So how do you know him?

Jenny:                         Charles, will you stop questioning me? 

Charles:                      I am just curious, my dear, just curious.    (pause)
Jenny: (getting up)      I am going out.

Charles:                      Where?

Jenny:                         To Clare’s.

Charles:                      I thought you saw her yesterday.
Jenny:                         So? She’s my best friend.

Charles:                      When will you be back?
Jenny:                         Don’t know yet. Some time. Don’t wait up.

Charles:                      Okay, dear. Whenever.

Jenny exits. Charles waits to make sure she is gone, then picks up phone and dials.

Charles:                     Hello? Mr. Bunty? ……… Charles Eddington here. She just left. …………….……..Listen, Bunty, there’s something else I want you to do: I want you to find out all you can about that guy. Yes, him. His  comings and goings. Where he goes, whom he sees, who he associates with. And I want photos.…………..……No, not his past, we already know all about that. I want to know what he does now.... ….. Well, never mind, let’s just say that I am interested. You’ll get on it right away? …………..Good.  Try to find something out over the weekend. Thank you very much……… …….Yes, I know you have to charge extra for that. Not a problem…….Bye.
He hangs up. After a moment he dials again. Message machine answers.
Charles: (to himself)    Damn it, he’s not in. I’ll have to leave a message. 

“George, this is Charles. The bottom is dropping out of wheat. I am really worried now. I need to talk to you urgently. Please call as soon as you can.”  (he sighs and hangs up).
He dials again.

Charles:                       Hello, this is Mr. Eddington. May I speak to Mr.Holloway, please?...............He is not in?............I am calling about the life insurance policies. He has been handling the matter for me…………………
Yes, the name is Eddington……………………….Oh, he is bringing them over himself? That’s good. When will he be here?....................... Any time soon? Good – thank you very much.  (he hangs up)
Phone rings. He picks up.

Charles:                   Hello George, I’m glad you called back………………..Yes, I know you have more at stake than I, but that doesn’t make it any better for me. I have already received two margin calls, and I have covered them, but if there are more to come, and there may be, I’ll be in trouble…………… …………………………..Listen, I know where I can raise money, but I need more time……..Yes, I understand, but try to delay those margin calls…………………………………………………….
Yes, I understand, it’s not easy, but please try..........Thanks, George, I’ll be in touch the next few days. Bye now.  (He hangs up).

Doorbell rings. He goes to open the door. Mr. Holloway enters.

Holloway:               Good afternoon, Mr. Eddington. I am on my way home from the office and thought I’d bring it over personally.

Charles:                   Oh, I am very glad to see you. I was just trying to reach you at your office because I was wondering what happened. You told me it was mailed Monday.

Holloway:               Well, yes, but thru an oversight it wasn’t, so I thought I’d bring it over myself. I knew you were very anxious to receive it.  (He removes papers from a briefcase and hands them to Charles.)  I think you will find everything in order. Five-year term policy on Mrs. Eddington, face amount $5,000,000, premiums payable on a monthly basis, as we agreed. And this other policy is on you at the same terms and conditions.
Charles: (Looking it over). Yes, looks alright to me. The premiums are really pretty high, aren’t they?

Holloway:                          Not really, considering your ages.   
 Charles:                            Yes, of course.
Holloway:                          Is there anything else I can do for you, Mr. Eddington?  Are you satisfied with your homeowner’s policy and automobile policies?
Charles:                             Oh yes, thanks, all that is in order. I’ll let you know if I have need for your services again.

Holloway:                         Thank you very much. Have a nice weekend.  (he leaves).

Charles:                            Good-by, and thanks very much.

Charles whistles a tune and puts insurance policies away.
                                          Scene 2 – Sunday  9 AM
The apartment of Fred Trilly. Fred is working on a drawing. The walls are decorated with photographs of buildings.  The doorbell rings.

Fred:                                 Who is it?

Charles:                             Charles Eddington.
Fred:                                  One minute, I’ll be right there. (He  is visibly nervous about the visit.)
Charles:                              Good morning, Mr. Trilly.

Fred:                                   Good morning. Uh - do we know each other?

Charles:                              If we don’t yet, we will soon. 

Fred:                                   Uh - what can I do for you, Mr.Eddington?
Charles:                              I am planning to build a home in Bel-Air, and I will need architectural advice and supervision.

Fred:                                   And how do you come to me?

Charles:                               Oh, let’s just say, I have heard about you. A man’s reputation gets around.  

Fred:                                     Uh-huh. 
Charles:                                I see you’ve designed high rises. (points to photos).
Fred:                                     Uh - I didn’t do these.

Charles:                                No, I don’t suppose you did.   (pause)  What have you designed?

Fred:                                     Uh – not much yet. I am actually studying architecture.

Charles:                                Studying? Indeed! At your age? I figure you must be in your late thirties.

Fred:                                     Thirty-eight.
Charles:                                 So what happened from high school to age 38, Mr.Trilly?

Fred:                                      One thing and another. I’ve been around. I traveled a lot.

Charles:                                  And now you have settled down. That’s nice. 

Some day you will want to have a family, I suppose?

Fred:                                        I suppose.

Charles:                                   A lovely wife and a few children, right?

Fred:                                        Yes.

Charles:                                    Any prospects?

Fred:                                         Uh – I am concentrating on my studies. Not much time for anything else.

Charles:                                     Enough time to screw my wife, Freddy.

Fred:                                          What the hell are you talking about?
Charles:                                      Come, come now, my friend. I can’t say I blame you. She’s damned attractive. Call me Charles, by the way, we are developing a relationship after all.

Fred:                                           Your wife and I know each other, yes, but it isn’t what you think.

Charles:                                     Ah, come on. Don’t play games with me. I know all about you two.

Fred:                                          I – uh - I love Jenny. We love each other.

Charles:                                      That’s sentimental nonsense, my friend, and you know it. By the way, how do you know my wife?
Fred:                                           I met Jenny thru a friend. We fell in love. That’s all there’s to it.

Charles:                                      No, Freddy, that’s not all there’s to it. For example, there’s a husband. 
Fred:                                           Jenny intends to ask you for a divorce and then we’ll get married.

Charles:                                      How sweet and simple. But life, dear Freddy, isn’t sweet and simple like that. There are complications.

                   Charles paces the room and looks around.
Fred:                                           I don’t know what you are referring to. Are you unwilling to give Jenny a divorce?

Charles:                                      Oh, I don’t see that as the problem. No, my friend, the problem is quite different. 
Fred:                                            I repeat, I love Jenny, and I want to make her happy. I think I can.

Charles:                                       I grant you that Jenny isn’t deliriously happy with me.  But that isn’t the point. 
Fred:                                            What is?

Charles:                                        Have you ever been in Clearwater, Florida?

Fred:                                             I – uh – yes, I have.

Charles:                                        And in Hilton Head?

Fred:                                             Yes – um – what about it?

Charles:                                         And two years ago in Phoenix? I could mention a few more localities where you have, well, shall we say, not exactly studied architecture.

Fred:                                               So you know something about my past. So what? I told you I got around.

Charles:  (pacing all the time)       Yes, my friend, so you did. And in some of those places you not only met some lovely ladies but also landed in some not-so-lovely prisons!  (Fred is silent. Pause).

Shall I continue? You have a very nice record, my boy. A rap sheet one could wallpaper a small room with. And you left quite a number of disappointed, if not to say, enraged ladies of various ages behind. Ladies whom you promised a loving marriage and whose money you took, and who would gladly kill you if they ever saw you again! And there was one lady whom you really did marry, but then you mysteriously disappeared. With her money. Well, well, well. And lately you did time for embezzlement, and right now you are out on parole and at your old con game again. (looking at a letter) Ah, I see you have a letter here from another lady. So you are courting her too. If one doesn’t work out maybe the other one will, is that it? Well, well. Freddy, you are quite a guy!    
Fred:                                              Why are you telling me this?

Charles:    (hard)                            Because you will have to make up your mind about something.

Fred:                                               And that is?

Charles:                                           Simply this:  either I acquaint my wife with your past and report you to your parole officer, or we make an arrangement.                   
Fred:                                                What kind of arrangement?

Charles:                                           The arrangement is that I will say nothing and pay you fifty thousand dollars.

Fred: (flabbergasted)                      Fifty-thousand dollars? For what?                                                                                                 
                                               Pause.

Charles: (hard and cold)                 For killing my wife.
                         Pause.  Stunned silence.
Fred: (making a move against Charles)  Get the hell out of here, you insane fool! 
Charles:                                          I have made you a specific proposition, Freddie. Think about it.
Fred:                                               I heard you. I have a good mind to push your face in.
Charles:                                          Think, Freddie. This is the answer to all your problems. You’ll have money, and you can pursue your other objectives, whatever they are. 
Fred:                                                You can’t be serious about all this!

Charles:                                           Oh yes, I am. You don’t have any compunction about murder, do you?  I am sure you don’t. And I am certain  you have used a gun in your long criminal career..
Fred:                                                I told you I love her.

Charles:                                           Bullshit. You want her money. One way or another – with or without marriage certificate.
Fred:                                               You are getting it all wrong. We are really in love. Jenny wants to marry me.

Charles:                                          Wait till she hears about your past.

Fred:    (upset)                                Damn you, maybe I should put a bullet thru your head!
Charles:                                          Now don’t be an idiot! You could never get away with it. My private detective knows where I am. No, no, that’s just nonsense. Now listen to me, Freddie boy. This is the plan: I am going out of town today, and I won’t be back before Wednesday.  That means you’ll do it  - tomorrow or Tuesday.
Fred:                                                Tomorrow? Are you out of your mind? I couldn’t do it. Not tomorrow or any other day. She is very dear to me.

Charles:                                           Sure, sure. Why don’t you forget the pretense. Fifty-thousand is dearer to you. Besides –  there’s your parole officer. He’d be very upset if he found out about your latest doings. You are playing with fire, dear boy!           (long pause).
Fred:                                                If I were to do this – uh - thing, uh - I’d have to see the place.

Charles:                                           Shouldn’t be necessary. I have a drawing of the house here. (shows him drawing). It’s a single story house. This is the street. This here the main entrance from the street. There’s a door here leading from the basement to the garden. The door is keyed to the front door. You will find the key in the flower pot next to this door. She will be in the family room watching her show. The rest is up to you. I recommend a silent method. But if you have to, use this gun. And the silencer. (Charles puts a gun and silencer on the table). But be sure you get rid of it in a safe place.
                              Long pause. They stare at each other.
Fred:                                                What about the alarm – I suppose there is one.

Charles:                                            Ah yes, I almost forgot. There are alarm panels on both doors. The code is 5675. You punch in the figures, and then push ‘disable’. That does it.
Fred:                                                 She may hear me.

Charles:                                            She won’t. Do it tomorrow or Tuesday. Go at 9 PM. She’ll be watching her favorite TV show from 9 till 10 in the family room. She has a habit of turning it on loud. Any other questions?  (Fred examines the drawing).
Fred:                                    Um - what about the money?

Charles:                               There’s twenty-five thousand in here. (hands him envelope). Balance on completion.

Fred:                                    This really isn’t my thing. I have to think -
Charles:                               Don’t think too long. You only have tomorrow or Tuesday. After that our deal is off. I have to run now, I have a flight to catch. Tomorrow or Tuesday. Good-bye, Freddy. 
Charles exits. Fred paces the room, thinking, picks up the telephone, puts it down again, finally dials.
Fred:                                     Harold?...........................How’ve you been?.................Sorry to hear that…………………. Listen, there’s something I wanna talk to you about. Can you come over?..........................................Why not?.................................

…………..No, it can’t wait, Harold, you owe me, remember?……Yes, there’s some money in it. Well, for God’s sakes, take a taxi over at my expense………………….Okay, about one o’clock? We’ll have lunch together……………….Good, see you then.  (He hangs up).
                                              Scene 3 – Sunday 7 PM
The home of Charles and Jenny Eddington. Jenny is impatiently pacing the room. Doorbell rings. She answers.

Jenny:                                  It’s open, Clare.  (Clare enters, they hug).

Clare:                                   I rushed right over.
Jenny: (extremely upset)     Clare, I’m beside myself. I could scream!

Clare:                                   What is it? Where is Charles?

Jenny:                                  Who cares? Gone for a week. Off somewhere, as usual, I don’t know where and I could care less.– Clare, I am so unhappy and upset.
Clare:                                   You sounded  terrible on the phone. What is it?
Jenny:                                   I can’t tell you how upset I am! I’m beside myself.
Clare:                                    About Charles?

Jenny:                                    No, no, not about him. I don’t give a damn about him. It’s about Fred. You know about him and me.
Clare:                                     Yes, but I have never met him.

Jenny:                                     Clare, I am so furious and upset, I am ready to kill him. I am in a rage.
Clare:                                      I hope you don’t mean that literally. Please tell me everything.
Jenny:                                      I just saw him with another woman. They were making out.
Clare:                                       Who is she?

Jenny:                                       I’ve never met her, but I know about her. She lives in this area. She’s a widow and stinking rich. Her name is Catherine Hernandez. I once saw a letter from her in Fred’s place.
Clare:                                       Did you know about this before?

Jenny:                                       Yes, I saw them last week together in a café, and once before in his car, late evening. The car was parked, and they were at it, kissing, and – you know what. 
Clare:                                        Jen, you don’t really have any claim on Fred. After all, you are married. How much do you know about him? Maybe he is married too.

Jenny:                                       No, he isn’t, Clare. At least I have no reason to think he is. How can he do this to me? He is after that Catherine. I guess he figures she’d be a great catch for him with all her money.

Clare:                                        You are not exactly poverty-stricken either, Jenny. Maybe he is after yours. 
Jenny:                                        No, no, Clare, at least I never thought he was after money. I love him, that’s all I can say. I love him, and I thought he loved me. I don’t love him any more. I tell you, I am in a rage. I want to him the S.O.B.
Clare:                                        Take it easy, Jenny, take a step back and look at this. Your husband is a good guy. Is there no way you can improve your relationship with him - and forget Fred?

Jenny:                                        No, no, no – three times no. There’s nothing left between Charles and me, except ice. I love Freddy, no, I don’t  any more, but I did love him – hell, I don’t know any more what I’m saying. I tell you, before I’d let another woman have him I’d kill him. I tell you, I’d kill him! 
Clare:                                          God, the way you sound, Jenny, I am getting worried. Let’s calm down. Do you have anything to drink around?  We could do with a drink.

Jenny:                                           There’s some liquor over here. Let me get it.  (She pours drinks).  That woman is much younger, and supposedly very attractive Latin type. And rich! That’s why he is after her, the goddamned bastard. But I’ll fix him.

Clare:                                            What do you mean?

Jenny:                                            Clare, I don’t know what I’m gonna do, but I hate, I hate him, I hate him, and I’ll kill him.
Clare:                                             Jen, Jen, don’t go on like that, I’m getting scared. You can’t go on driving yourself crazy over that guy. Here’s what I think: Have it out with him.
Jenny:    (sobbing)                         I planned to ask Charles for a divorce and marry Fred. We had made plans. And now –  I don’t see what good talking it out with him would do.

Clare:                                              You’ve got to you try, Jen. Look, while Charles is out of town ask Fred to come over. Have a good talk with him. Confront him, but for God sakes don’t lose your temper. He may not be worth your love. But at least you can try and find out how he really feels. And how he feels about that Catherine.
Jenny:                                              If I had him over here don’t know if I could control. And he’d tell me nothing but lies anyway.

Clare:                                               Talk to him, Jenny. That’s all I can say. And if you find out, or if you sense, that it’s finished, then let it be finished, and forget him.

Jenny:                                               Yes, if it were that easy. You don’t know how crazy I am about him. I mean was about him. We were so good together in every way. Maybe I’ll ask him to come over. I have to think about that.I just hope I’ll be able to control myself.
Clare:                                                 You have to, Jen. I’m sorry I need to go. Bill will be home soon.

Jenny:                                                 Must you, Clare? I’m in such a state!

Clare:                                                  Take a tranquillizer, Jenny. You’ve got to compose yourself.
Jenny:                                                 I’ll try, I’ll try. (breaks down crying). I am so glad you came, Clare. Thank you so much for your support.
Clare:                                                  I’ll be here tomorrow. (they hug and Clare leaves. Phone rings. Jenny answers.)
Jenny:                                                 …..Who’s this? Oh, Nora, what’s the matter? What, you’re not coming? What, again because of your mother? Goddamn it, if I can’t rely on you I’m gonna look for somebody else. I am very angry………..Okay, I’m sorry, Nora, I’m just very upset right now. Okay, then come next week, but for sure………..….Bye. 
                                      Scene 4 – Monday 8:30 PM
 Jenny is alone.  There’s a bottle of liquor and a glass by her side. She is drinking. A gun is lying on the table. After pacing the floor she sits down and begins to write a note, then tears it up and throws it in the waste basket. Finally she picks up the phone and dials.        
Jenny: (sounding worried)       Freddy, I am soooo glad you are home. I am so worried. Charles is out of town, and I keep hearing these noises. Can you please come over right away……………………. I am so afraid…….Thank you, Freddy, I love you. 
She picks up the gun, releases the safety, aims it. After a few minutes the doorbell rings. She goes to open (off stage).

 .
Jenny:    (off stage)                               Is it you, Freddy?
Fred:      (off stage)                               Sure, honey, open up. 

Five or six shots are heard off stage. She goes back into the living room. After a minute she dials 911.
Jenny:   (sounding very upset)            This is Mrs. Eddington, 560 Garden Drive. A man broke in and tried to rape me. I shot him. Please send the police. How long will it take?...............Three minutes? Thank you.

She goes to the door, listens. Then to the table and turns on the light. She sits down, pours a drink and picks up the newspaper. She walks around, listens again at the door. After a few minutes the doorbell rings. Police detective Wilson enters.

Wilson:                                             Mrs.Eddington?

Jenny:                                                Yes.

Wilson: (Showing badge)                  I am detective Wilson. You called 911?
Jenny:                                                Yes.

Wilson:                                               Where is he?

Jenny:                                                  In the vestibule. (She points to off stage left. Wilson and comes back after a few minutes while Jenny is slumped in a chair.)

Wilson:                                               He is dead. Did you know him?
 Jenny:                                                  Uh, ye-es. Slightly. His name is Trilly.
Wilson:                                                 Tell me exactly what happened, Mrs. Eddington.

Jenny:                                                   I heard the bell and went to answer the door. Fred – uh, this guy, came into the hallway, pulled me into the vestibule and threw me on the sofa, and the he tried to pull down my pants. I was screaming ‘No, no, no!’ but he wouldn’t let up, and then I was able with my hand to reach the drawer of the commode where my husband keeps a loaded gun. I got hold of it and  –  fired. That’s all I remember.
Wilson:                                                 You fired six shots, Ma’am. Why?

Jenny:                                                    I didn’t know that I did. I don’t remember. It was all very fast and very frightening.

Wilson:                                                  Hmm. I wonder why the body shows no burn marks. It seems you must have fired from a distance, maybe 6-8 feet. Is it possible that you were standing when you shot him?
Jenny:                                                    No, no. I was on the sofa. He was on top of me. I just squeezed the trigger. I don’t remember how many times.

Wilson:                                                  You called him Fred? What was your relationship with Mr. Fred Trilly, Ma’am?

Jenny:                                                     We were acquainted. I met him thru friends at a party.

Wilson:                                                   Was it a sexual relationship ?
Jenny:                                                     But, detective, I hardly knew the man!

Wilson:                                                   Ma’am, I have to ask you this: Did you ever have sex with him?

Jenny:                                                        No, Sir, definitely not! I just told you I hardly knew him!
Wilson:                                                     When was the last time you saw him before today?

Jenny:                                                        I don’t remember. Several weeks ago.

Wilson:                                                      Have you ever spoken to him since you saw him last, Mrs. Eddington?

Jenny:                                                         No, not in weeks.

Wilson:                                                       I am sorry I have to ask all these questions, Ma’am. I know you’ve been thru an ordeal. The photographer and doctor will be here any minute. We will have to dust for fingerprints. Please do not touch anything. You do not have any travel plans?
Jenny:                                                           No.

Wilson:                                                        That’s good. We may need to talk to you some more.

Jenny:                                                           I understand.
Wilson:                                                         By the way, where is Mr. Eddington?

Jenny:                                                           He is on a business trip. He won’t be back the end of the week.
Wilson:                                                          I see. What does he do?

Jenny:                                                            He is an investor. In commodities. 
Wilson:                                                           Thank you, Ma’am. I would like to see the rest of the house now.
Jenny:                                                              Yes, of course. (points) That way.  (Wilson exits stage right)

After a few minutes Charles enter stage left.
Charles:                                      Jenny, my God, you look terrible, what on earth happened? (Jenny shakes head but doesn’t answer). What is it, darling? What happened? (Jenny wordlessly points to the vestibule. Charles goes to vestibule, returns almost immediately). Oh, my God, who is this? What happened? Who killed him?

Jenny:                                         I did.
Charles:  (hugging her)              But why – who is he?

Jenny:                                         He came to the door and pushed me into the vestibule and onto the sofa. He tried to rape me, but I got hold of your gun, and – killed him.  
Charles:                                      Well, thank God for my revolver, and that you had presence of mind. Did that guy hurt you? 

Jenny:                                          No, but he sure would have, if not for the gun.

Charles:                                       But who is he?  Did you ever see him before? Anywhere – on the street, in a restaurant?

Jenny:                                           I knew him slightly. Thru an acquaintance.
Charles:                                        What was his name?

Jenny:                                           Fred Trilly.

Charles:                                         Fred Trilly….. Fred Trilly….. doesn’t sound familiar. And you just knew him slightly?

Jenny:                                            Yes. I ran into him once or twice.

Charles:                                          Hmm. Isn’t he the fellow I saw you at Bullocks Wilshire with? (pause). 
Jenny:                                             Yes.

Charles:                                          I thought so. Poor darling, this must have been awful for you. Have the police been here?

Jenny:                                              Of course. I called 911 right away. The police are here now. A detective Wilson. He is checking out the rest of the house right now.
Charles:                                            What a terrible thing to happen to you. How are you feeling, dear?

Jenny:                                               Lousy. (she shivers). I think I had better go and lie down.  More police people will be here in a minute. We are not to touch anything. Weren’t you supposed to come back the end of the week?
Charles:                                            Yes, I got done much sooner than I expected, and I’m so glad I did. Go and rest now, dear. I’ll be right here.

Jenny exits stage right. After a few minutes Wilson re-enters from stage right
Wilson:                                               I am detective Wilson, Homicide, LAPD  (shows ID). Are you Mr. Eddington? 
Charles:                                              Yes, I am.

Wilson:                                               I need to ask you a few questions, sir.
Charles:                                               Yes, please sit down. I just got home a few minutes ago from a trip. I wasn’t planning to be back until the end of the week. What a terrible shock!

Wilson:                                                I already had talked a little with your wife a few minutes ago, but I will need to ask her a few more questions.

Charles:                                                She is resting right now. I would rather not disturb her.

Wilson:                                                 That’s all right. But meanwhile I would like to ask you a few things.

Charles:                                                 Certainly, detective, though I don’t know that I can be of much help.

Wilson:                                                  Mr. Eddington, did you know this man?

Charles:                                                  Not, not at all. I understand from my wife that she had met him a few times, casually, and that his name was, I believe she said – uh - Fred Tilly or Trilly, if I am not mistaken.
Wilson:                                                   You had never seen him before?

Charles:                                                   No, sir.

Wilson:                                                    Did your wife ever mention his name?

Charles:                                                    She may have mentioned him once.
Wilson:                                                     Do you have any idea why Mr. Trilly may have come here, to your house, today?

Charles:                                                     Not the vaguest.

Wilson:                                                      Mr. Trilly had a loaded gun with a silencer on him and the safety was off. That’s strange. It looks like he came to commit murder rather than rape.
Charles:                                                     Why, yes, it does.

Wilson:                                                     This is a delicate question, sir, but I have to ask it. Do you know, or did you suspect, that your wife had more than a casual relationship with Mr.Trilly?

Charles:                                                      I don’t think so. She mentioned him once or twice, but I didn’t have the impression that she knew him well.

Wilson:                                                       Well, sir, we are puzzled by the number of shots your wife fired, and obviously not at close range. What did she tell you?

Charles:                                                       From  what she said to me I can’t see how she could have killed him in any other way. He was on top of her. She grabbed my gun from a drawer. Lucky that she got hold of it. You said she fired more than one shot?
Wilson:                                                        Yes, sir, six. Well, we will look further into this. There are several facts that puzzle us. You are sure you have never met Mr. Trilly?

Charles:                                                        Yes, quite sure. I have a good memory for faces.

Wilson:                                                          One last question. How is your relationship with your wife?

Charles:                                                          I don’t see what this has to do with anything, but the answer is – we are as fond of each other as most couples are after twelve years of marriage.
Wilson:                                                          Thank you, sir. That’s all for the moment. The forensic team will be here momentarily and remove the body. Good-bye, Sir.  (He exits. Charles sits down. He picks up insurance policy and looks at it. He laughs to himself)  A lot of good that did me. I sent this guy out to get rid of her, and instead she got rid of  him. Incredible!
                                                        Act II
                                             Scene 5 – Tuesday 9 AM
Jenny is alone. The doorbell rings. Jenny opens. Clare enters.
Jenny:                                     Oh, Clare!
Clare:  (hugging here)            Oh, my dear, dear Jenny. What a horrible experience! Where is Charles?

Jenny:                                       Out.

Clare:                                        Out? After what happened?

Jenny:                                        That’s Charles for you. He doesn’t give a damn about me or anything. Oh, Clare, it was so awful.

Clare:  (hugging her)                 I know, dear, I know. It’s beyond words. Do you want to talk about it? 

Jenny:                                         No, I don’t. Yes, I do. I can’t tell you how horrible it was.

Clare:                                          Maybe you’d rather not.

Jenny:                                          I’d just as soon get if off my chest.                                           This is what happened. After you left yesterday I made dinner for myself. Charles wasn’t here, away on a trip as usual. Then I turned on HBO to watch “Unreasonable Wives” which goes on at 9. You remember how upset I was about Freddy cheating on me. I decided to have it out with him, like we were talking about, so I called him and asked him to come over.
Clare:                                            And then?

Jenny:                                            Then the doorbell rang, maybe around half past nine while I was watching TV. I went into the hall and opened the door, the hall light was out, and then everything went so fast, I have a hard time remembering, you know, it’s all like a blur. He pushed me into the vestibule and threw me on the sofa. Clare, with such force, I tell you, I just fell on my back, I couldn’t breathe, he was tearing at my clothes, and he then pulled down my pants – real fast, I tell you – and my panties, and he was hitting me, and I was thrashing about and yelling, oh, God, it’s so hard for me to talk about it.

Clare:                                               Would you rather not, dear?

Jenny:                                               I hit the commode with my arm, I remembered that’s where Charles keeps his gun – the drawer was open, I grabbed it, and then I just pulled the trigger, again, and again.

Clare:                                                 Oh, God, how horrible! 
Jenny:                                                 I must have passed out after that.

Clare:                                                  But you phoned 911?

Jenny:                                                 Yes. I made it to the phone and dialed. A police detective showed up pretty soon after. He questioned me, and he kept saying that I must have shot Fred from a distance. He kept saying that I must have been standing up when I shot him. That’s crazy. I don’t know what he was implying. That bastard Fred was on top of me, so how could I’ve been standing up?! 

Clare:                                                   Try to calm your self, Jenny. Have a drink.

Jenny:                                                   No, no, I am okay now.

Clare:                                                    I never met Fred. Was he the violent type? Why would he suddenly come and attack you? I can’t imagine…..
Jenny:                                                   He had a bad temper. He could get terribly mad. We’ve had fights.

 Clare:                                                    I wonder what made him snap like that suddenly so that he would want to do this to you…….  
Jenny:                                                    I don’t know, Clare, I sure don’t understand it. I’ll never forget this horrible experience. I really loved him. We were talking about getting married, you know, after I divorced Charles. And then this! I can’t get over it.
Clare:                                                     It’s hard to figure it out. The guy had an affair with you, and then he suddenly busts in and tries to rape you? Why would he want to do that when he could have sex with you any time anyway? It doesn’t make sense. Tell me, what kind of a person was he?
Jenny:                                                   He had a vile temper, and he was also very vain. He had this mark on his forehead – sort of like Gorbachev had, you know, but smaller – and that made him self-conscious and he would always try to conceal it with his hair. When I kidded him about it he’d get very mad. What else can I tell you? Why he would try to rape me I don’t understand it either. Oh, Clare, I’ll try to forget him, but - - I loved him so much. Somehow….I still do…. and now he is dead, and I’m the one that killed him!
Clare:                                                   It’ll take time for you to get over this, Jenny. Is there no way you and Charles could get together again?

Jenny:                                                  No, Clare. There hasn’t been any love between us for years. That’s long over.

Clare:                                                   Is there anything I can do, Jenny?  
Jenny:                                                   No, Clare. Not right now. But I am so grateful for your support.

Clare:                                                    That’s what friends are for! Bye, dear, I’ll come again tomorrow. (they hug)
Jenny:                                                   Bye, Clare.  (Clare exits). 
                                             Scene 6 – Thursday 6 PM  
Charles Eddington alone in the living room. Phone rings.

Charles:                                     Hello………………..Yes, Mr.Bunty. What’s up?.............................What?? I didn’t quite get that, would you say that again, please? …………………….You are calling about Mrs.Hernandez?
………………………I see. You say she went stark raving mad when she heard about Trilly?...........................................Oh, I see, he had promised to marry her too, ha-ha-ha! And who else? Quite a Don Juan, that guy. ………………………………………………………………………….
Okay, okay, I understand it’s no laughing matter. So she’s gone off the deep end, huh?.............. …….What do you mean? No! Don’t tell me! She is threatening to kill Jenny??  I can’t believe that! People say those things but they don’t mean them…………………..Okay, okay, if you say so, Bunty. I do appreciate your warning. Thank you very much. By the way, at the moment there’s no further need for surveillance………. ……………… Yes, send me your statement, I’ll take care of it……………………Yes. And thanks again for your call. I’ll tell Jenny to be careful…………..Bye now.
(to himself)  Catherine Hernandez? Hmm. (He consults phone book). 920 Palm Drive, 310-6711. (He makes a note). I wonder if……………
                                                   Long pause
He picks up phone, carefully covers mouthpiece with a Kleenex, and dials.

Charles (disguising voice  Mrs. Hernandez?...........Jenny Eddington murdered your fiancé, and now she is bragging about it………. Never mind who this is.  (he hangs up quickly as Jenny enters from bedroom).

Jenny:                                           Who were you talking to?

Charles;                                         No one. Wrong number. How are you feeling?

Jenny:                                            A little better now. It was dreadful, Charles, I don’t know why Freddy wanted to do that to me.
Charles:                                          ‘Freddy?’ Ah yes, Mr. Trilly. Is it ‘Freddy’ now?  Hmm. Seems you knew him pretty well. Well, it’s not surprising that he lusted after you, my dear, you are a darned attractive woman. It was fortunate that I hadn’t locked that drawer. That would have been inconvenient, eh?
Jenny:  (angry)                              ‘Inconvenient’? Charles, you couldn’t for once skip the sarcasm?
Charles:                                          But no, dear, I wasn’t being sarcastic. It was self-defense, after all. Though it is quite amazing that you were able to shoot him six times from that position. You must have had sharp-shooting practice. And it’s an acrobatic feat too, if I may say so.

Jenny:  (angry)                                I am in no mood to listen to your snide remarks.  You should be supportive. Perhaps it would be best if I left you.

Charles:                                           Don’t even think of it, dear. What would I do without you?

Jenny:  (bitter)                                Always sarcastic. I am going out.
Charles:                                          And where will you be?

Jenny:                                             At Clare’s, of course. Not that you’d care.

Charles:                                          But I do, dear. I need to know when you’ll be back.

Jenny:                                             Whatever for?

Charles:                                          Simply because friends may drop by to be with you and console you, sweetheart. They don’t realize what a strong woman you are.

Jenny:                                             How am I strong?

Charles:                                          Ah, but you are, darling, and a damned good shot.

Jenny:                                               You are really getting on my nerves. What the hell are you trying to say?

Charles:                                            Nothing really, dear.
Jenny:                                               I’ll have dinner with Clare. I’ll be back around nine. Not that this is any concern of yours.

Charles:                                            I forgot to tell you I have to go to San Francisco.
Jenny:                                               I should care? You’re leaving again. You’re no comfort to me, dear Charles. Have a lovely trip.     (she leaves. Already in the doorway, she turns around). I forgot to tell you, I had an odd crank call before. Some crazy woman. She wants to kill me because of Fred. I hung up on her, of course.    

Charles:                                             You were right to hang up, dear  (Jenny exits).

Charles: (to himself).                         This could work.  (sings to himself).  ‘With a little bit of luck, with a little bit of luck……
He goes into adjacent room stage right and comes back with a suitcase. He picks up telephone receiver, covers mouth piece with Kleenex, and dials.

Charles:                                            Mrs. Hernandez, Jenny Eddington murdered the man who was going to marry you, and you are doing nothing about it? For shame! She is home tonight. This is your chance, Cathy!”
He hangs up quickly, picks up his suitcase and exits.

                                     Scene 7  - Thursday 7 PM 
Jenny is alone at home, reading. The radio is blaring. The doorbell rings. Jenny goes to the hallway to answer (offstage) .She is heard screaming. Then a shot. The phone begins to ring. After a few moments Charles enters, goes to the telephone and dials 911.
Charles:                             This is Charles Eddington, 560 Garden Drive. There’s been a home invasion. My wife has been shot. Please send an ambulance.  (He hangs up, pacing room).  
A few moments later doorbell rings. Charles opens. Detective Wilson enters.

Wilson (offstage)               I didn’t expect to come back so soon. I am terribly sorry, Mr. Eddington. Where is your wife’s body?

Charles: (offstage)             Right here. I was on my way to the airport and just came back to get something I had forgotten, and this is where I found her.  (Both enter)
Wilson: (off stage)            Did you touch anything?

Charles:                             No, no, of course not. I just in just a few minutes ago to get some papers.
Wilson:                              You were going on a trip after the ordeal your wife just went thru?
Charles:                             I couldn’t avoid that trip. It was extremely important.  But there were some documents I had forgotten to take. That’s why I came back. Oh dear God, who’d wish to kill Jenny?

Wilson:                               That’s what we must find out. To your knowledge, was there anybody who might wish your wife harm?

Charles:                               I can’t think of anybody. Everybody loved Jenny. She was so popular.

Wilson:                                Think carefully, Mr. Eddington. Anybody your wife ever mentioned, even remotely.

Charles:                                 Give me a few moments to collect myself, Detective.
Wilson:                                  Take your time. But the sooner we get some leads the better.

Charles:                                 Wait - something just came back to me. Just before I left, my wife said something about getting a crank call.
Wilson :                                 Yes? That could be important. What did she say?

Charles:                                  She said a woman called today. She sounded beside herself and threatened to kill her. She said “Some crazy woman called. She wants to kill me because I shot Fred.” 
Wilson:                                   She meant Fred Trilly?

Charles:                                  Of course. Who else?
Wilson:                                   What did you say to her when she told you that?

Charles:                                   I told her to be careful.

Wilson:                                   That’s all? And then you left on your business trip?

Charles:                                   Yes. And for the rest of my life I shall blame myself.

Wilson:                                    You ought to have reported that call to the police, sir. Your wife might be alive today.

Charles:                                    I know, detective, I know. Oh, God, why didn’t I? But I attached no importance to it, and I was running late.
Wilson:                                     Do you have any idea at all who could have made the call?

Charles:                                    I can only make assumptions. You see, detective, I had suspected for some time that my wife was having an affair, so I had a private investigator follow her. This is how I found out about Trilly. I told the investigator checked up on Trilly’s movements, too, and found out that Trilly not only saw my wife but also a Mrs. Catherine Hernandez who also lives in Westwood. Now, I am just speculating, detective, but I could imagine that it might have been this Hernandez woman who made the call to Jenny. Maybe she was in a jealous rage over Jenny shooting Trilly. You understand - I am just speculating.
Wilson:                                    Why, sir, do you think this Hernandez woman could have made the call?

 ?

Charles:                                    She seems to be insanely jealous, from what my PI told me. He said that on two occasions, when he had followed Trilly to her house, he was hiding in the bushes and he overheard a violent scene between the two where she screamed “I’ll kill you, I’ll kill you and your Jenny if you don’t stop seeing her!”  She must be that hot-tempered Latin type. I hear she’s from Venezuela.

Wilson:                                     All right, sir, we’ll look into that. Now, Mr.Eddington, when I spoke to you on Tuesday  -  that’s after your wife had shot Trilly – you stated that you knew nothing about him except that your wife had mentioned him casually once or twice. But you knew right along about her affair with Mr.Trilly. Evidently, this doesn’t jibe at all with your earlier statement. 
Charles:                                      Well, sir, the thing is that I didn’t want to have Jenny subjected to embarrassing question after the horrific ordeal she had just gone thru. I am sorry. But I would have told you later.
Wilson:                                       It’s unwise, and by the way illegal, to withhold information from the police. Under the circumstances your attitude was understandable, but I have to insist that you tell me the full story from now on.
Charles:                                      I shall, detective.

Wilson:                                       Now – you’ve just told me that your private inquiries led to Catherine Hernandez. What else did your private investigator report to you about her and Trilly?

Charles:                                      He told me that she is a well-to-do widow, about 38, apparently very attractive, and that Trilly often spent the whole night at her place. That’s when the PI heard them fight and argue.
Wilson:                                      Are you implying Trilly carried on with both women?
Charles:                                      It looks that way. I think Trilly must have been some sort of an adventurer. I guess he was after money from well-to-do women. I knew about his police record thru my PI. 
Wilson:                                      Hmm. We checked on Fred Trilly. He did have a long criminal record and was out on parole when your wife shot him. By the way, I am still wondering how she managed to shoot him while he was trying to rape her. And why he was carrying a loaded gun with the safety catch off when his intention was rape. It almost looks as if he was planning to kill her. And there were no burn marks on him to indicate shots at close range, either. It’s all rather unusual, but now maybe that’s water under the bridge.
Charles:                                     Yeah, I thought it was odd when she told me.
Wilson:                                      I think I would like to talk to Mrs. Hernandez. (calling to offstage left).  Smith, verify the address of a Mrs. Catherine Hernandez in Westwood. Drive over to her address and ask her to come over here with you. Immediately. Tell her we need to talk to her regarding the death of Fred Trilly. If she objects say that we will have to come back with a warrant. 
Patrolman Smith: (offstage left) Yes, sir, I’m on my way.

Wilson:                                       All right. That’s that. If it’s okay with you I’ll wait here.
Charles:                                       Of course, sir. No problem. Can I offer you a drink.
Wilson:                                        No, thank you, sir. We’re not supposed to on duty.

Charles:                                        Well, I need one. (helps himself).

                                    Scene 8 – Thursday 9 PM 
 Wilson seated in Charles’ living room looking thru his notes. Charles is pacing the floor. Now and then he sits down, pours more from the bottle and drinks.
Officer Smith: (off stage)              Mrs. Hernandez is here, sir. This way, Ma’am.
Catherine enters visibly upset and irritated.

Catherine:                                      What the hell is this all about? You have no right bringing me here. What do I have to do with this? I want to talk to my attorney. 
Wilson:                                           Ma’am, Mrs. Jenny Eddington, this gentleman’s wife has been killed, and we are here to find out if you can help us ascertain the facts. Of course, you can call your attorney, ma’am. But you are not under arrest. I just want talk to you. Please have a seat.  (Catherine and Wilson sit down; Charles keep pacing the floor.
Catherine:  ( very upset)                   I had nothing to do with it. I don’t even know why I agreed to come here. (to Wilson) And I don’t know why I need to talk to you at all. Whatever this is about, couldn’t it have waited till morning?! It’s after 9 o’clock!
Wilson:                                             Ma’am, this is a crime scene.  I have to ask you where you were today from 6 PM on. 
Catherine:                                          I don’t remember, and I don’t know why I have to answer your questions. Am I a suspect?  

Wilson:                                              Ma’am, did you know the victim – Mrs. Jennifer Eddington?

Catherine:                                          The bitch that murdered Fred? No, I didn’t. And I wouldn’t have wanted to know her, either, from what I know of her.

Wilson:                                              Ma’am, did you make a phone call to Mrs.Eddington? 
Catherine:                                          Why the hell would I phone her? I hated her guts for killing Fred.
Wilson:                                              What was your relationship with Mr.Trilly?
Catherine: (sobbing)                          We were planning to get married! And then that Eddington woman killed him.  
Wilson:                                              Ma’am, we can have your telephone records checked. If you phoned Mrs. Eddington at any time if would be much better if you told me now. (Catherine does not answer). I urge you to tell me the truth. (Catherine is silent. After waiting for a few moments Wilson picks up phone, dials and speaks into telephone):  This is Frank Wilson ………….That you, Maria? ……  I need a telephone check. Please check all calls made by a Mrs. Catherine Hernandez, in Wedstwood, yesterday and……………..
Catherine: (interrupting)                    I did call her.
Wilson:                                               Never mind, Maria.  (Wilson hangs up and turns to Catherine).
Wilson:                                               Yes?

Catherine:                                           I called her yesterday. I was terribly upset about her killing Fred I told her I’d kill her. I didn’t mean what I said. And I certainly didn’t kill her.
Wilson:                                               So you lied to me before, ma’am. You did call her and threatened her. Now you say you didn’t mean it. And the next day Mrs. Eddington is dead. Your statement is not very convincing. 
Catherine:                                           I swear I didn’t kill her. I wasn’t anywhere near here.

Wilson:                                               I’m asking you again. Where were you after 6 PM, ma’am?

Catherine:                                           I went shopping.
Wilson:                                               Where did you go?
Catherine:                                            Paseo Drive.
Wilson:                                                What stores did you go into?
Catherine:                                             Several.
Wilson:                                                 Could you be specific?
Catherine:                                             I went into Gucci’s, Givenchy, and a few others.
Wilson:                                                 Did anybody see you in the stores?
Catherine:                                             Of course, salesladies.
Wilson:                                                 What are their names?

Catherine:                                             For goodness sake, who remembers their names? I went in and out –  I was just browsing.
Wilson:                                                 So you can’t name anyone at all who can confirm that you were there? 
Catherine:                                             No, I can’t.
Wilson:                                                 All right, Ma’am. Now I want to ask you something else, Mrs. Hernandez. The late Mrs.Eddington stated that she shot Trilly in self-defense because Trilly tried to rape her. From your knowledge of Mr.Trilly do you believe that Mr. Trilly is capable of that?
Catherine:                                              That’s insane! Fred would not rape anybody. She murdered him because she found out about Fred and me! She killed him in cold blood.
Wilson:                                                  Mrs. Hernandez, did you kill Mrs. Eddington?
Catherine:                                              I  certainly did not!

Wilson:                                                 You will be asked that question again and perhaps in a court of law.
Catherine:                                              I am not going to answer any more questions without my lawyer being present.

Wilson: (turning to Charles)                Sir, when we examined Fred Trilly’s body we found on him a loaded gun and equipped with a silencer. The safety was off. The gun was registered in your name. We found that very strange. You are certain that you had no contact with Mr. Trilly?

Charles:                                                None whatsoever, detective. I have no idea how he got my gun. Wait – yes, of course – I have two guns and if the one you are referring to is registered in my name, it must be the one I gave Jenny for her protection. I sure don’t know how Trilly got it unless she gave it to him. But I don’t know why she would.
Wilson:  (smiling ironically)               Did you give your wife a silencer too?

Charles:                                               No, of course not. 
Wilson:                                                Hmm. Did you ever have any contact with Mrs. Hernandez?

Charles:                                               No, sir. I mean not personally. I just heard some rumors about her in the area, as I told you. (to Catherine, loud) I just know you are the Murderer!! 
Wilson:   (to Charles)                         Sir, please control yourself. (to Catherine):   Ma’am, has anything unusual happened during the last 24 hours that might have any bearing on this situation?

Catherine:                                           Yes, there was something. I received two anonymous phone calls. The caller said something about Fred and the Eddington woman..

Wilson:                                                Please, try to recall the gist of what the caller said.

Catherine:                                            He said she had murdered Fred.

Wilson:                                                Do you have any idea who made the calls?

Catherine:                                            No. The voice sounded strange. Like somebody trying to disguise his voice.
Wilson:                                                Did the two calls seem to be from the same person?

Catherine:                                             I think so. It seemed to be the same voice. It was a man’s voice, but kind of high-pitched.  
Wilson:   ( turning to Charles):           Mr. Eddington, when Mr. Trilly’s body was examined we found this paper on him. It appears to be a sketch of the layout of this house. 560 Garden Drive was written in by hand. The inside layout is clearly shown. (he shows it to Charles). Is it your house?
Charles:  (examines drawing)              Yes, it seems to be. Hmm. This is crazy. How could he have a sketch of my house. How on earth did he get that?

Wilson:                                                Yes, that puzzles me too, Mr. Eddington. Did you by chance make this drawing?

Charles:                                                Certainly not. Why would I?

Wilson:                                                 Is this your handwriting?

Charles:                                                N-no.
Wilson:                                                Would you mind writing ‘560 Garden Drive’ on this piece of paper?
Charles:                                                I want you to know that I resent this request, detective.   (he writes).  
Catherine:   (determined)                     Detective, I’m getting out of here now. I have no business being here.
Wilson:                                                Ma’am, you’ll have to stay right here. (again turning to Charles):   Did your wife own any assets in her name from before the time she married you?
Charles:                                               Uh -
Telephone rings before Charles can answer the question. Charles picks up the phone.

Charles:                                               Hello………………..Yes, Mr. Holloway I can’t speak to you right now. Do you realize what time it is? …………………..Yes………..A clerical error in my wife’s life insurance policy that needs to be corrected? What kind of error?...........................
………………………Yes, you can pick them up. Come by Monday.  Or, better, I’ll call you in a few days, this doesn’t sound all that urgent. …………………Yes.  (he hangs up).

Wilson:                                               May I ask what that call was about?

Charles:                                              My insurance agent.

Wilson:                                              Do you have an insurance policy on your wife’s life, Mr. Eddington?
Charles:                                             Why, yes, of course, and on my life as well.
Wilson:                                              Who is the beneficiary of your wife’s policy?

Charles:                                              Well, I am, of course, just as she was the beneficiary of my policy.

Wilson:                                               May I see the policies?
Charles:                                              Sure, they are right here in my desk drawer. (he takes them out and shows them to Wilson who examines them).

Wilson:                                               Hmm. I see that both policies were for very large amounts and issued on the same day, May 8. That was Monday last week.
Catherine:  (angry)                             Detective, you have no right to hold me.  I want to get out of here now. 
Wilson:                                               I understand, Ma’am, but you’ll have to be a little patient.  (to Charles) Mr. Eddington, it would seem you obtained these policies just at the right time, sir. As if you had a premonition.
Charles:                                             The policies should have been written much sooner. My wife and I had talked about it for months. It is a macabre coincidence that Jenny’s tragic death occurred just now.

Wilson:                                              Macabre? Ah yes, I guess that’s the word. (to Catherine). Do you own a gun, ma’am?

Catherine:                                          Yes. I need one because I live alone. I have a permit for it.

Wilson:                                              What kind of a gun is it?

Catherine:                                          I couldn’t tell you its make, I know nothing about guns. It fits in my purse. It’s for my protection. There’s so much crime around. 

Wilson:                                              Do you have it with you?
Catherine takes gun out of purse and wordlessly hands it to Wilson who smells the muzzle.
Wilson:                                             This gun was fired recently. When did you use it last?

Catherine:                                          This morning. I went to a shooting range.

Wilson:                                               We’ll have to keep it for further examination.    (turning to Charles).  Mr. Eddington, you stated before that you were on your way to the airport when you noticed you had forgotten to take some papers, and that that’s why you came back, and that’s when you found your wife’s body. Is that correct?

Charles:                                              Yes, it is.

Wilson:   (pointing to Charles’ suitcase)   Is that your suitcase over there? The one you were taking on this trip?
Charles:                                           Yes.

Wilson:                                            Would you open it for me, please?

Charles:   (angry)                             Detective, what is all this? My wife has just been killed. I resent your subjecting me to this kind of cross-examination!  I am going to lodge a complaint. This is unheard of!

Wilson:                                             Please open the suitcase, sir.
                    Charles opens it. Wilson examines it. It is empty.  
Wilson:    (ironic)                            Seems to me the papers weren’t the only thing you forgot to take, sir? Where were you going with an empty suitcase?  
Catherine:                                        You see what a liar he is!!  
Charles:  (staring at suitcase)          I don’t understand this. What the hell? I guess I was so upset I just forgot to pack!

Wilson:  (ironic)                             Yes, I guess you did, sir. May I see your airline ticket?  

Charles:                                           I don’t have it on me. I was supposed  to pick it up at the counter.

Wilson:                                           Uh-huh. Seems all very funny to me. Well, we can easily check on that. But right now, Mr.Eddington, I’d like to ask you if you made any phone calls to Mrs. Hernandez.

Charles:                                          Why the hell should I telephone the no-good bitch?

Wilson:                                           I don’t know, sir, but we have to check it out. You know it’s very easy to verify this. If you made any such calls tell me now, so we can save time.

Charles;                                         I repeat: I didn’t call Mrs.Hernandez. I did not even know her.

Wilson:                                         All right. (picking phone and dialing)             Maria? ………It’s me again. I need another phone check. I need to know if any calls were made from 310-2112 to 310-6711 during the last 48 hours. Could you get on that right away? And please check back as far as Monday. …………….Yes, call me back at 310-2112…………………..Yes. Thanks.  (he hangs up).

Pause. Charles nervously paces room, occasionally takes a drink. Catherine is seated, visibly annoyed, staring from Charles to Wilson 
Charles: (angry)                   My wife is dead, and you might show me a little consideration. I resent being treated as a suspect.
Wilson:                                 I am sorry, sir, but I cannot rule you out as a suspect. And the same goes for this lady here (pointing at Catherine). 
Catherine:                             I had no damn reason to kill her.

Wilson:                                 Oh, yes, you did. You said yourself you hated her because she had an affair with your lover, and because she killed him.
Catherine: (very angry and getting up)   Oh, detective, be reasonable, that’s no reason for me to kill. This has gone far enough. I am getting out of here.
Wilson:                                    I advise you not to, ma’am. I would have to take you into custody.

Catherine:                                This is outrageous. (she sits down again).
Wilson:                                   We will all wait here. This investigation will continue no matter how long it takes.
                                                  phone rings
Charles:  (picks up receiver)     Hello?  (to Wilson) For you.

Wilson: (into phone)                 Detective Wilson here…………..Yes……

I see………………………Uh-huh…………………Thanks a lot, Maria.

(Going to the door with Catherine’s gun and the handwriting sample, and speaking to Smith off stage)  Sergeant, take this gun to the lab, I want to know ASAP when it was fired and if this is the gun that killed Mrs. Eddington. And take these handwriting samples and have them analyzed.
Smith: (off stage)                      I’m on my way, Sir.
Catherine:                                 I am dead tired. I want to go home. I don’t belong here.
Wilson:                                      We’re all tired, ma’am. We should get the answers back from the lab within the hour.

Catherine: (screams at Charles)You killed your wife, you bastard, and you’re trying to pin it on me!

Charles: (to Wilson)                   Do you mind if I get some fresh air, detective?

Wilson:                                      Sorry, sir, I can’t allow you to leave. But I hope to clear this up very soon.

 .
.                                            Scene 9 – Friday 1 AM  

Charles, Catherine and Wilson on stage.
Catherine:  (looking at her watch, moaning ) How long is this going to take, detective? By now it’s already Friday.

Wilson:                                           I am expecting the officer back any time  now.
Smith:  (offstage hands reports to Wilson)     Here are the reports, sir.

Wilson removes reports from briefcase and examines them. He then turns abruptly to Charles.

Wilson:  (shaking his head)            This doesn’t look good for you, Mr. Eddington. The lab has compared the writing on the drawing with the sample you gave me. They seem to be by the same hand. Yours.  (Charles does not reply).  

     Slight pause.

And, sir, my office has now informed me that the calls to Mrs. Hernandez’ phone number were in fact made from your telephone, and that the handwriting sample you gave me matches the writing on the drawing of your house. You stated you went away on a trip, but you carried an empty suitcase, and you didn’t have a ticket. You also stated that you came back almost immediately because of some papers you had forgotten to take. I suggest to you that the trip was a pretense and that you returned to your house and killed Mrs. Eddington. 
Charles: (making a clean breast of it)   That’s not true! Detective, I can’t account for the empty suitcase. But I admit that I made the calls to Mrs. Hernandez. I don’t know what got into me. It was a prank. But I had nothing to do with that drawing. Maybe Jenny made it and gave it to Fred Trilly. I did not kill Jenny. I had no reason to wish her dead. 
Wilson:                                             Oh, yes, you did, sir. You had a powerful reason, namely the $5,000,000 life insurance you took out on your wife less than a week ago.

Charles:  (getting very upset)          That was mere coincidence!  Jenny and I may not have had the best marriage in the world, but I would never kill her – or anybody. I just couldn’t commit murder. It’s simply not in me. You are putting a noose around my neck, and I resent it deeply.
 Wilson:                                           Sir, you had a weapon, you had the opportunity, and you had a motive, the life insurance money. Your actions during the last few days point to your having killed your wife. I have to consider you a suspect.   (He abruptly turns to Catherine). As for you, Ma’am, you are unable to tell me where you were from 6 o’clock on?
Catherine:  (combative)                   You can’t expect me to give you the names of store people I don’t know??
Wilson:                                              I grant you that. However, the lab report indicates that the bullet that killed Mrs. Eddington is very likely to have come from your gun. They are not 100% sure yet. A final determination will be made shortly. Ma’am, you too are under suspicion of killing Mrs. Eddington. You too had means, opportunity and motive. (to Catherine and Charles):  At this time,  Mrs. Hernandez and Mr. Eddington, neither of you is under arrest. Both of you are suspects, and I have to ask you to come to headquarters for further questioning..  (To Smith off stage)  Officer, take Mrs. Hernandez and Mr.Eddington to headquarters. They are, of course, free to call their attorneys from there.  (All leave).
                                           Scene 10 – one month later 
 Charles alone in the house. He nervously paces the room.
Charles:                         It’s about time the insurance paid off. It’s well over a month now. Why does it take so damn long? They let Catherine Hernandez go, so I guess now I’m their suspect. But they’ve got nothing on me.
 The doorbell rings. Charles opens. Fred Trilly enters.
Charles:                         My God – Fred !! But…but you are…..
Fred:                              Dead? 

Charles is speechless.
Fred:                               Well, I am not a ghost. I’m Fred Trilly in the flesh.

Charles:                           B-but, b-but – Jenny killed you!

Fred:                                Not quite, Mr. Eddington. Or shall we remain informal, Charles?

Charles:                           But I don’t understand. I am not insane. I saw your body lying in the vestibule where Jenny shot you. It was riddled with bullets!
Fred:                                Are you sure of that?

Charles:                            Well, of course, I am. As sure as I am standing here. I don’t understand how you can be alive! I’m dumbfounded! I don’t know what to think!
Fred:                                 Are you so sure you saw my body in the vestibule?

Charles:                            Of course I am. There’s nothing wrong with my eyesight. Though I am beginning to doubt my sanity.

Fred:                                  You’re not insane, Charles, and the dim light in your vestibule accounts for your poor eyesight. The body you saw was not me but my brother Harold.

Charles:                              What in God’s name are you saying?
Fred:                                    Harold and I are identical twins. Most people can’t tell us apart. Same height, same face, same hair, same voice – same everything.

Charles:                               But I saw you – I saw you lying there.

Fred:                                     You saw a dead body, but it wasn’t me. It was Harold. If you had looked carefully you would have seen that he doesn’t have this mark on his forehead. That’s the one thing that distinguishes him from me. Of course, the police don’t know about Harold, either.
Charles:                                But Jenny – my wife – you and she were lovers, after all,  - she would have noticed that it wasn’t you. (pause). Ah, now I remember, the police wanted to spare her the ordeal of looking at the dead body again. 
Fred:                                     Right. So they took away the body of a man who they thought was Fred Trilly. And they still think so.
Charles:                                So – if I get this right – you never intended to do…..the work, but you sent your brother?
Fred:                                     Now you’re getting it, Charlie. Murder isn’t really my thing. But poor Harold botched it, so I had to come back for the completion. You owe me $25,000.

Charles:                                Wait a minute, Fred, I don’t even know if you filled the contract! How do I know it was really you who killed Jenny? Your brother didn’t. Maybe you only say you did to get the money! 
Fred:                                     Oh for Christ sakes, Charles, come off it. Of course I did. Who else? Or did you have any other contracts out on her?

Charles:                                 But when did you do it?

Fred:                                      That Friday evening after you left on your business trip. I was watching your house and saw you leave. Harold had the drawing, but I had a copy, so I knew the lay of the land. It wasn’t my thing, but I was desperate for the money.

Charles:                                 And all the while the police thought I did it. Even Catherine Hernandez was a suspect!

Fred:                                      Never mind all that now. I want the $25,000. Now! 
Charles:                                 I – I don’t keep that kind of cash here. I’ll have to get it from the bank.

Fred:                                      Okay, get it. We’ll go together.
Charles:                                 Wait, what if somebody recognizes you?

Fred:                                       Ha-ha-ha, they’ll think I’m my brother Harold! Let’s go!

As they get ready to leave Detective Wilson enters.
Wilson:                                  Good afternoon, gentlemen. Were you going anywhere? Ah, Mr. Trilly! Back from the dead, eh?  (To Sergeant off stage) Sergeant, you can remove the transmitter now. (To Charles)  You see, Mr.Eddington, as we didn’t have quite enough proof, we obtained a court order to install a listening device. So you two had a deal! I admit, Mr. Trilly, we didn’t know about your brother Harold, but your conversation of just now makes everything crystal clear. Mr. Trilly you are under arrest for the murder of Jennifer Eddington. Mr. Eddington, you are under arrest for conspiracy to murder Jennifer Eddington. You both have the right to remain silent, but anything you say can and will be held against you in a court of law. (to Sergeant Smith off stage). Sergeant, take them to headquarters. (all leave).

                              Scene 11 – Two months later 
                                       The Courtroom
The Prosecutor: 

Ladies and Gentlemen of the Jury:

This case is not as complicated as it may appear because both defendants, Charles Eddington and Fred Trilly, have made full confessions. There might have been two other defendants, Jenny Eddington and Fred Trilly’s brother Harold, but these are – alas - gone and will have to face justice in another world.

Here are the facts:

Charles Eddington was almost bankrupt thru his failed investments. He bought a $5,000,000 insurance policy on the life of his wife Jenny. He knew his wife was having an affair with Fred Trilly, and thought up the diabolical plan of having him to kill her, promising him not to disclose Trilly’s police record to Jenny and to pay him $50,000 for this crime. Fred Trilly did not want to kill Jenny himself, so he got his look-alike twin-brother Harold to do it for him. Harold Trilly went to the Eddington residence on Sunday, May 21, 2006, at around 9:30 pm. Jenny, however, had her own plan. She knew her lover was cheating on her and planned to kill him. When Fred’s brother Harold came to kill her she had a revolver ready. In the dim hall light she saw a man who she thought was Fred Trilly, fired six shots and killed him. But it was Harold Trilly, not Fred Trilly, whom she had killed. She stated to the police that she acted in self-defense. This has never been cleared up, but Jenny is not on trial here. When Charles Eddington returned home he found that his wife had killed the man he had sent to kill her.  Fred Trilly, now that his brother Harold had failed, decided to kill Jenny himself to collect the balance of the blood money. On Friday, May 26, at or about 9 PM, Fred Trilly went to the Eddington residence, and when Jenny Eddington opened the door he shot her dead. The police, having no knowledge of Harold at all, suspected Charles Eddington and installed a listening device in his residence. When Fred Trilly appeared there to demand the balance of the money, his conversation with Charles Eddington was recorded. The two confessed that they had in fact conspired to kill Jenny, and that Fred Trilly did in fact kill her.

Ladies and Gentlemen, you have heard all the evidence including the recording, and you have heard the confessions of the defendants:  there is only one verdict you can return against both:  GUILTY AS CHARGED.

                                            Epilogue                           

Charles Eddington was convicted of conspiring with Fred Trilly to murder Jennifer Eddington. He is now serving a 25-year sentence in state prison.
Fred Trilly was convicted of conspiracy and murder in the first degree. He is now serving a life sentence without parole in state prison.

Detective Wilson was commended for his investigative work and promoted to lieutenant.
                                                   C u r t a i n
