
1 KILLED THE CAT - FARCE VERSION

The stage is dark. SOUND EFFECT, gunshots, hammering,

breaking glass, screaming, raised voices and general

commotion which eventually concludes with bins rattling and

a cat wailing. Spotlight illuminates a center spot on the

stage, and with it the dead body of ROB and a cat. After a

few seconds, the rest of the stage is illuminated: revealing

LIZ, MAY and JACK. Each are frozen in the act reacting to

the body, except JACK who is carrying a gun. They are

dressed in classic 20’s dinner clothes, except JACK, who is

dressed as a butler.

Jack unfreezes, whilst the others remain still. He paces

around the stage in an agitated but controlled manner,

thinking to himself. After a moment or so, he notices the

audience.

JACK:

Oh, Hi there. I’m sure you’re all

wondering whats going on. I realize

all this looks a tad suspicious,

but I assure you, things aren’t as

they first appear. Yes, I know, I

know... A butler, a gun, a body

lying on the floor...You may even

have heard gunshots earlier. And

Yes. He was murdered, but It was

somebody else that shot him.

Perhaps I should explain a little

better. You see, while the course

of events here finished mere

moments ago, they actually began

several hours before. Everyone here

was summoned by ROB. Its his house.

That’s ROB by the way...

( he points at ROB)

Over there. Its all rather

complicated. Perhaps it would make

more sense to start at the

beginning. That way, you can see it

all exactly as it happened. I

don’t think I could do the story

justice by myself. Lets imagine its

earlier in the evening and, as I

said before, the others have all

been summoned by ROB and...Oh for

God’s sake. ROB! ROB, stop messing

around and get up off the bloody

floor.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 2.

ROB:

(Whispers) I’m supposed to be dead.

JACK:

Yes I know, but these people came

here to watch a story unfold, and

we can’t show them how you were

brutally murdered if you and your

feline friend are already lying

face down, center stage, in a

puddle of blood.

ROB:

But I’ve been shot!

JACK:

No, see its earlier now. You don’t

get shot for another two hours.

ROB:

Do you think it’ll be OK? They wont

get upset by a corpse spontaneously

re-animating?

JACK:

I’m sure they’ll understand. They’d

rather have a story than watch you

kip on the floor. Now get up and

help me out.

ROB:

I really wasn’t prepared for this.

I was expecting to be dead.

JACK:

I know, but its for the best.

ROB:

What do I do with this?

(He brandishes the cat)

JACK:

Just get rid of it.

ROB drop kicks it into the audience.

ROB:

I hope you know what you’re doing.

JACK:

Yeah me too.
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Stage lights go out except for the spotlight, which JACK

stands in. As he speaks, he rearranges the other actors into

a dinner party setting.

This is MAY, an old flame of ROB’s

and his business partner. She still

intends to marry him, but not for

the right reasons. And this is LIZ,

ROB’s current fiancee. ROB’s head

over heels for her, and she’s head

over heels for his cash. As for me,

I’m JACK; ROB’s loyal butler and

closest confidante. Right, that’s

the essence of it, now you’ve met

everyone we can begin. So, without

further ado, may I present the

Murder of Robert Carter!

Lights come back on

MAY:

How should I know why we’re here?

LIZ:

You’re his business partner

MAY:

And you’re his fiancee!

ROB:

Won’t you two quit bickering!

LIZ:

And I certainly don’t know why

you’re here!

MAY:

Because I was the future Mrs Carter

long before you entered the

picture.

LIZ:

’Was’ being the key word in that

sentence.

JACK:

Ladies, please.

MAY:

Must you bring him everywhere?

ROB:

He’s my butler, and I’ll bring him

where I please.
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MAY:

I’m sure you will.

JACK:

(To the audience)

As you may have gathered, there’s

not much love lost between a few of

these fine folk, never has been. To

be honest, they’re not the easiest

people to get along with.

LIZ:

Who’s he talking to?

MAY:

I don’t know.

LIZ:

Who are you talking to?

JACK:

The audience.

MAY:

Oh thats just great. Go ahead and

spoil the illusion.

JACK:

Look, I’m just trying to...

LIZ:

You’re ruining the story.

JACK:

I’m just...

MAY:

You’ve completely put me off my

pace.

ROB:

Jesus Amelia, stop being such a

diva.

JACK:

I’m acting as the narrator! That’s

my job!

LIZ:

And I suppose you’ll be telling

them how it ends next!
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JACK:

They already know how it ends.

LIZ:

What?!

ROB:

They know how it ends.

LIZ:

Then whats the point? This is

supposed to be a mystery. How much

mystery can there be when they know

how it ends?

JACK:

Just because they know how it ends

doesn’t mean they know who did it!

They only know it happened.

ROB:

Yeah but isn’t that,like, a huge

part of the mystery?

JACK:

Yes, it can be. But in this

instance the real mystery is Who,

not How.

MAY:

And they don’t mind knowing how it

ends before it starts?

JACK:

(gesturing at the audience)

Well I guess not, judging from the

fact they’re all still here.

LIZ:

That guy in the third row has

shifted in his seat at least three

times already.

ROB:

I think they’re about to bolt.

JACK:

They won’t if you guys stick to the

script and get the story moving!

MAY:

Right, so its our fault now is it?
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JACK:

Let’s just get back to the story

shall we!

(To the audience)

As I was saying, there is no great

love lost between these fine folk.

Put bluntly, they hate each other.

But in that hate, there is one

common thread that links them all.

No matter how much they hate each

other, they are all here for a

single, deadly purpo....

LIZ:

(interrupting) I still don’t think

talking to the audience is a good

idea.

JACK:

It’s been done for thousands of

years. its called and aside.

ROB:

A what?

JACK:

A....seriously? Mate, you study

drama! OK, theoretically, when I

speak to the audience you aren’t

supposed to hear me.

MAY:

But that’s just stupid. We’re

standing right here. How could we

possibly not hear you?

JACK:

You don’t understand. Of course you

can hear me, but you’re supposed to

pretend you can’t. The aside is an

opportunity for me, the narrator,

to speak with the audience. Its

almost like Im having a private

conversation with each member of

the audience.

ROB:

A private conversation?

JACK:

Right.
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ROB:

In a crowded theater

JACK:

Yes

ROB:

Where everyone and their mum can

hear what you’re saying

JACK:

Not literally private! I meant...

LIZ:

Yeah I can hear you too

JACK:

Look, I dont have to take this

criticism from you. Its a well

established Theater trope.

Shakespeare used it, the Ancient

Greeks used it. If its good enough

for a chorus it ought to be good

enough for you lot!

MAY:

But this isn’t a musical!

JACK:

Not a singing chorus, a greek

chorus!

MAY:

What’s a Greek Chorus?

JACK:

Thats what Im trying to explain!

ROB:

We’ll get on with it, we’ve still

got a story to get through.

JACK:

Yes, right, the story...where was

I?

LIZ:

You were going to explain what a

Chorus was.

JACK:

I meant in this story! Remember?

The Murder?! Gunshots, intrigue,

(MORE)
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JACK: (cont’d)
mutilated cats! Any of this ringing

a bell?!

MAY:

I for one, dont think I can

continue until you’ve explained

about this chorus/aside thingy you

keep banging on about.

ROB:

Seconded.

JACK:

What are you doing?!

ROB:

I want to know know what you’re

talking about.

JACK:

For God’s sake! what about the

audience?

LIZ:

Who cares? They’ve already paid for

their tickets. How do they know

this isn’t the show they came to

watch?

JACK:

Because we’ve already told them it

was a murder mystery!

LIZ:

Oh yeah, right.

MAY:

Just give us a quick explanation

then.

JACK:

(To the audience)

Could you excuse us for a moment?

Just... I dunno. Talk amongst

yourselves, check your Facebook

messages, stuff your faces,

whatever.

(Returns to talking to the

actors)

Right, as I said earlier, as the

narrator I will often talk to the

audience as the play unfolds, much

(MORE)
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JACK: (cont’d)
like the Greeks did thousands of

years ago. But there, they most

often used whats known as a chorus.

MAY:

But they didn’t sing?

JACK:

They may have in some cases, but

they didn’t have to. It wasn’t the

delivery that was important. It was

the message.

ROB:

What was the message?

JACK:

Well that depended on the story.

What’s important to understand now,

and this relates to all the asides

you’ve witnessed today, is why the

chorus was there in the first

place.

LIZ:

And...why was it there?

JACK:

First and foremost, to move the

story forward.

LIZ:

Why not just let the characters

move it forward through dialogue?

JACK:

Well they could, but when a story

is very complex it might take hours

of dialogue just to set the stage

for the events about to happen. But

if someone, or a group of someones,

say a chorus, were to fill in some

of the background and the details

as the story went along, the

audience gets all the facts, and

then the most important bits of the

story can be played out onstage

with dialogue.

There is a short silence. JACK looks imploringly at the

actors. ROB raises a hand.
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ROB:

I don’t get it.

He gets up to leave.

JACK:

What are you doing?

ROB:

To find the director. There’s no

point doing this. How am I supposed

to perform something If I dont

understand it?

He exits. LIZ and MAY get up to follow him.

JACK:

Where are you two going?!

LIZ:

Well we can’t carry on now that

he’s gone.

JACK:

What about this lot?! They’ve paid

good money to see this!

MAY:

Its a showcase James, not a Winston

slot. No one cares if we screw up.

Just get the next group to come on.

They’re all just here to support

they’re friends anyway, its not

like they’re actually paying

attention.

They exit.

There is an awkward silence.

JACK:

Crap. Could you pass me my cat

back? Yeah, thanks.

There is another small pause

Well this is a little embarrassing.

I’m just gonna...go.

He heads off. The lights stay up. He turns to face the tech

box.

Oi tech box! That means turn the

lights off.

He turns away shaking his head.
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Jesus Christ.

BLACKOUT


