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Roat, Mike & Carlino 
 
Mike: What’s the merchandise? 
Roat: A child’s doll. 
Mike: A doll? 
Roat: A musical doll. Lisa last saw it a few days ago in Montreal. (A pause, then slowly.) But she 
now believes it is somewhere in this apartment. 
Mike: How did it get here? 
Roat: While Lisa was at the airport in Montreal she got into conversation with a very nice 
photographer named Sam Hendrix and she asked him if he would take this doll to her little girl 
who was in the New York hospital. And he was most sympathetic. But before he had time to 
deliver, Lisa arrived at this apartment herself and asked for it. And then, much to her surprise—
he just couldn’t find it. 
Carlino: What do you mean—he couldn’t find it? 
Roat: He couldn’t find it. Lisa watched him search both of these rooms and finally—pretending it 
was of no importance—she left. That was last night. 
Mike: How big is this doll? (Roat measures twenty inches. Mike says impatiently.) Weight? 
Roat: Just under two pounds. 
Mike: (To Carlino) Allow eight ounces for the music box…! 
Carlino: That’s a lot of “horse!” 
Mike: (To Roat.) Is this for real… diamonds? 
Roat: Like you’ve never seen. 
Carlino: That’ll be worth over fifty grand.   Do you sell it yourself?  Who’s the buyer? 
Roat: Now Children!...Let’s not get too greedy—let’s find the doll first, shall we? 
Mike: So Lisa sent you here to find it. Why does she need us? 
Roat: This morning Lisa phoned this number…(Points to phone.) and pretending she was an 
Italian actress named Liciana, she made an appointment to have some portraits taken by Mr. 
Hendrix at his studio tonight. Mr. and Mrs. Hendrix left this house just before seven. They walked 
to a movie where he left his wife and then he went on to his studio where he is still waiting… 
Carlino: (Interrupting.) Now hold it! (To Mike) Are you getting any of this? 
Mike: (Impatiently.) Sure. Just pay attention. 
Carlino: Well, I’m lost! 
Mike: So listen! 
Carlino: Look—Mr. Roat. I’m a first grade drop-out. Just give it to me like A-B-C…Lisa wants to 
get them out of here so she can come in and really go through this place. Right? 
Roat: (Picks up phone and starts to dial.) That is correct. 
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Carlino: So right now the wife is watching a movie and the photographer is at his studio waiting 
for some Italian broad who doesn’t even exist. How long is he going to wait? 
Roat: Perhaps we had better reassure him…if you’ll excuse me…(Into phone.)…hello? Mr. Sam 
Hendrix?...Ah, I am so glad! I am Giano of Giano’s restaurant. I have a message from Miss 
Liciana. She is so very sorry to be late…no, wait, please. She is on her way to you now. I put her 
in a taxi two minutes ago…(In Italian, very fast) Il taxi per La Signorina Liciana subito…(In English.) 
Mr. Hendrix?...any minute Miss Liciana will arrive. Be kind and wait for her?...Thank you, sir. 
Goodbye. (Roat hangs up phone.) That should hold him there a bit longer. 
Mike: So Lisa has been here already tonight? 
Roat: Yes. And she searched everywhere and still couldn’t find it. 
Carlino: She searched everywhere? How did she open this? (Carlino hits filing cabinet and rattles 
handle.) 
Mike: And this coat closet is locked too.  
Roat: It’s not in the closet. 
Mike: How do you know? 
Roat: Lisa looked. She found the key on the ledge just above it. 
Carlino: (Lifting cover to reveal safe [i.e. to audience].) And this? 
Mike: (To Roat.) Well? Does Lisa know about this safe? 
Roat: She does…and that’s why you’re here. 
Carlino: (After a visual consultation with Mike.) Well—this is a bit out of our line but—okay, we’ll 
make the photographer open it when he gets back here…But look—(with a grim laugh.) we aren’t 
squeamish, Mr. Roat…are you? 
Roat: I am. And that is not why you’re here. Suppose—after some persuasion—he did unlock the 
safe and it wasn’t there? Then what? 
Carlino: The doll’s in that safe—give you five to one. 
Roat: That is a chance Lisa won’t take. (Pointing to the safe.) It may be in there. Or he may have 
taken it somewhere else. He may even have given it to the police. We have to slide into this very 
gently. Believe me—Lisa didn’t call you two in for nothing— 
Mike: (Impatiently.) What did she say? 
Roat: She said—“Don’t let them twist any arms and you’re not to steal anything…let the wife find 
the doll—and give it to you…(Points to Mike.)…of her own free will.” (Carlino appears delighted and 
smacks Mike on the back.) 
Carlino: Well—this is like old times. So we con ‘em out of it!  
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Susy & Sam 
 
Susy: Dogs can’t rearrange the furniture. That’s Gloria’s latest hobby. Whenever we’re out she 
borrows her mother’s key and sneaks in here and turns everything around. I nearly broke my 
legs last night. Now where has she hidden the garbage pail? I’ve been hunting for it all morning. 
(Sam takes it off washer [where Roat left it last night] and hands it to Susy.) 
Sam: Here…now you put it back where it belongs. 
Susy: Where was it? 
Sam: On top of the washer. Where you must have put it. 
Susy: It was Gloria! 
Sam: Oh come on now—take it easy on this kid. Her daddy’s just left them again. And her 
mother’s out looking for him. She’s been battered back and forth like a sawed-off shuttlecock. 
And on top of that she’s having to wear glasses for the first time. By the way—call her Four-Eyes.  
Susy: Four-Eyes! 
Sam: The glasses. That’s what the kids are calling her and she can’t take it so they’ll go on til she 
can. 
Susy: So? 
Sam: So if we call her that too—she’ll get used to it much quicker. 
Susy: I don’t know if I dare. 
Sam: Now you’re scared of a nine-year-old girl. The icebox needs defrosting. But my way this 
time. 
Susy: Your way! And if I burn both my hands off? 
Sam: Don’t. Unguentine’s in the emergency drawer. 
Susy: Defrost the icebox! Do I have to have a project every time you’re away? 
Sam: And if it stops raining—try walking over to my studio and back. And no cheating. 
Susy: Did I cheat last night? 
Sam: How about that old lady who helped you across Sixth Avenue? 
Susy: You were watching?! 
Sam: Only while you crossed Sixth. How about it, huh? Just once to the studio and back? All by 
yourself. 
Susy: Do I have to be the world’s champion blind woman? 
Sam: Yes! 
Susy: How about just a little old bronze medal now and then? I’m an awfully good loser? 
Sam: Much sooner have a winner. (He holds out his hand.) I’m holding out for you, sweetheart. 
(Susy crosses to Sam and feels around for his hand but he keeps moving it around so she cannot find it 
[a love game]. Finally she grabs it and laughs.) 
Susy: Hey! You cheat! I’ve been there once already. (They hug.) Just don’t ever leave me. 
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Susy & Gloria 1 
 
Gloria: Is the grocery list ready? 
Susy: Yes. It’s by the phone. And five dollars…can you see it? 
Gloria: Yes. What else? 
Susy: Nothing else…(Cheerfully.) my job for today is to defrost the icebox…if you’d like to help 
me. (Wasting no time, Gloria goes straight to the refrigerator, switches it to defrost and, leaving 
refrigerator door open, starts towards stairs.) What did you do then? 
Gloria: Switched it to defrost, of course. 
Susy: No—that’s not how we do it. 
Gloria: It is too. I’ve done it for Mother—hundreds of times. 
Susy: Not with this one. If you switch this one to defrost the milk freezes solid and all the jars 
crack open. We have to do it Sam’s way. We just pull out the cord at the back and take 
everything out and put two pans of boiling water into the freezer. 
Gloria: (Overlapping.) Okay, do it Sam’s way then. I’ll go to the A & P… 
Susy: Did you close the door…of the icebox? (Gloria glances from the open refrigerator to Susy and 
back.) 
Gloria: Yes. 
Susy: I didn’t hear it shut. 
Gloria: Okay, then, it’s open. 
Susy: (Calmly.) Then will you shut it, please? 
Gloria: Can’t you shut it yourself? It’s right by you. (Susy pretends to be busy at sink—hums to 
herself.) 
Susy: That’s the girl…thanks. 
Gloria: For what? 
Susy: (Surprised.) Oh! I thought you closed it! 
Gloria: Well I didn’t. 
Susy: (Letting go.) Now look here, Four-Eyes! I thought I’d made this clear. When I open the 
icebox I close it and when you open… 
Gloria: (Through her teeth.) Don’t you ever call me that again. (Loudly.) And I do not steal! 
Susy: Steal? Who said anything about stealing? 
Gloria: (Loudly.) You did! I know Sam wouldn’t say a thing like that. You told Mother I’d stolen a 
doll of yours. What would I want with a silly doll? 
Susy: I never said anything of the kind. (Shouting.) 
Gloria: And don’t you call me names!...I—don’t—like—being—called—names! Understand? 
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Roat Sr., Susy & Mike 
 

Roat: I would like to speak to Mr. Sam Hunt. 
Susy: I beg your pardon…? Who are you, please…? 
Roat: Where is she?...Where is Mrs. Roat? (Roat comes inside the door.) 
Susy: I think you must have the wrong house…I’m Mrs. Hendrix…who are you please? (Roat 
runs into the bedroom and we hear him open several drawers in the dresser.) What—what are you 
doing in there? (After a few moments Roat bursts out of the bedroom. He is brandishing what looks like 
a thin leather volume [ie. closed leather framed wedding photograph]. He crosses to Susy like a maniac 
and as though he does not realize she is blind.) 
Roat: And you can tell Sam Hunt—if he doesn’t leave her alone—I’ll kill him! (He starts crossing to 
door, Mike enters without knocking, and comes down the stairs.) 
Mike: (Cheerfully.) Hello…It’s Mike Talman again. Sorry—but I think I must have left a 
package…oh yes, there it is— 
Susy: Mike—stop him…I don’t know who he is…(Roat starts up stairs.) 
Mike: You just hold it! Who are you? (Mike pretends to be pushed over so that he falls down the 
stairs.) 
Roat: Don’t touch me! Don’t you dare touch me! I’ve found it! I’ve found it in the House of Sin! 
(Roat exits, running. Mike gets up from floor.) 
Mike: Now wait a minute! Come back here! (Offstage we hear Roat shouting, L.) 
Roat: Taxi!...Taxi! 
Susy: Mike? 
Mike: What happened? 
Susy: (Scared to death.) I don’t know…he just barged in and went into the bedroom. I heard a lot 
of noise and then… 
Mike: And then he emptied your dresser all over the floor…I’ll call the police. 
Susy: (Thinking hard.) The number is…440-1234…Mike, what will I do if he comes back? (He 
crosses to the phone, takes out his little notebook and is referring to the telephone number of the phone 
booth outside.) 
Mike: 440-1234. (As he dials the number from his notebook.) Don’t worry, Susy. I’ll take a late flight 
to Phoenix. I’ll stay here until Sam gets back. Okay? 
Susy: (With great relief as she sinks onto settee.) Oh, yes! Thank you. 
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Roat Jr., Susy & Mike 
 
Roat: (To Mike.) What did my father say? 
Mike: That if somebody didn’t leave some woman alone—he would kill him! 
Roat: (More interested than shocked.) Did he mention the name Sam Hunt? 
Susy: Yes! I think that’s what he said… 
Roat: Ah! Then I can explain all this quite easily. You see my father came here because he 
thinks your husband is a photographer named Sam Hunt. 
Susy: Well—as you see—my husband is a photographer but we can clear all this up right away. 
Mike—there’s a picture of Sam and me on the dresser—a wedding photograph. (As Mike reaches 
bedroom door.) 
Roat: I’m afraid that won’t help me very much…(Mike turns in doorway.) You see I have never 
seen this man. 
Mike: Well, just who is he, anyway? 
Roat: About three years ago my wife was on a vacation in Montreal and while she was there—
my father tells me—she and this man became…acquainted. 
Mike: So your wife meets some guy three years ago—and now your father threatens to kill him! 
For what? 
Roat: My father alleges that they have been seeing each other—from time to time—ever since. 
(A pause.) And now if you’ll excuse me, Mrs. Hendrix—I must find my father. (He moves to stairs.) 
Mike: (Puzzled.) Mr. Roat, before you go—there’s one thing I don’t quite understand…how did 
you get here? (A pause.) Did you follow your father here today? 
Roat: Er—in a way—yes I did. (Impatient to leave he opens hall door.) 
Mike: But… 
Susy: Then!...(Puzzled.) Then you were waiting outside? All the time he was in here? (No reply.) 
Why didn’t you stop him? 
Roat: I er—didn’t follow him here exactly… 
Mike: Then how exactly did you know this address? (A long pause.) 
Roat: I was hoping not to have to tell you this… 
Susy: (Quickly.) Please tell us! 
Roat: (Slowly.) I believe my father followed my wife to this apartment. (A pause. Susy does not 
believe—more angry than hurt.) 
Susy: When? (As he talks he comes down the stairs and, step by step, nearer and nearer to Susy.) 
Roat: Last Sunday my father had invited us to dinner at his club. My wife arrived late and said 
she couldn’t stay because she had to call a friend who was flying to Montreal the next day and 
she had to give him something. Then my father became very testy and wanted to know his name 
and what it was she had to give him and she finally became annoyed and said, “Well, if you must 
know—it’s that doll of mine-that you broke!” (Slight pause.) Then she got up and walked out… 
Susy: A doll—did you say? (Roat catches Mike’s eye but speaks on as if it was of no importance.) 
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Roat: Yes, it was a musical doll. (A pause. Susy just can’t believe it yet, i.e. more curious than hurt.) 
Susy: Was it…? 
Roat: Yes? 
Susy: You say Mrs. Roat was going to give a doll to—a friend—who was going to Canada? 
Roat: Yes. 
Susy: Last…Monday? 
Roat: (Quietly. He is now close to Susy.) That’s right. 
Susy: Why did she have to do that? 
Roat: Because this doll wasn’t just a toy. It had been specially made for her in Montreal. It played 
a little tune that was a favorite of hers. (Whistles tune.) So her friend said he would take it back to 
the makers and have it fixed. And then bring it back to her….The moment my wife walked out on 
us that night my father said to me, “It’s that doll Sam Hunt gave her.” Then he followed her. The 
next morning I found this note under my door—(He makes a signal with the Venetian blind. Susy 
reacts to this slightly. Then while pretending to read from a slip of paper he rustles it so she can hear.) It 
just says—(Reading.) “Dear Harry—Sam Hunt lives at 27B Grogan Street in Greenwich Village—
Dad.” (A pause. Susy now believes and looks as though she has been hit in the stomach.) Then this 
morning, when I told him that Liciana hadn’t come home last night— 
Susy: Who?...Who—who didn’t come home last night? 
Roat: Liciana—my wife. But she frequently comes to Manhattan and then decides to stay with 
friends. She usually phones to say where she is but so far we haven’t…heard anything.  
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Susy & Mike 1 
 
Mike: No doll. (Susy hands him the letters.) 
Susy: Here, maybe you’d better look these over, just in case. Can you see all right? (Her hand 
feels the light switch by bedroom door.) 
Mike: (Puzzled.) See what? 
Susy: To read the letters. 
Mike: Oh, sure. The light is on. (He resumes checking letters.) 
Susy: If any of them are from her—don’t read them to me just—just burn them in the sink. (He 
looks round at the sink and then at Susy as she waits. [He is tempted—this would really clinch it.] He 
takes a step towards the sink. Susy, trying not to appear frightened:) Well? (Mike turns from sink and 
puts letters in her hand.) 
Mike: They’re all from you, Susy…you type pretty well. (Note: This is Susy’s real turning point—from 
here on she picks up.) 
Susy: Oh! Well that’s a relief! I didn’t know Sam was a hoarder! I nearly didn’t show them to you. 
(pause.) And you haven’t found anything yet?...Of hers? (As Mike talks he crosses to the safe.) 
Mike: Not yet. And we’ve looked in just about every place it could be…everywhere except this 
safe…I only just noticed it was here. (But Susy has her attention elsewhere and has moved back to 
the light switch.) 
Susy: This is the light that hangs down from the ceiling? (She switches it off and then on, from door.) 
Mike: Yes, it is. 
Susy: On now? 
Mike: On…why? 
Susy: It’s nothing…only I noticed that Carlino had to open the blinds to read something. And yet 
the switch was on. I felt it. 
Mike: Well, they’re on now anyway. Do you think Sam could have put that doll in this safe?...(A 
pause. He is watching her carefully. But she hardly seems to be listening.) Susy? 
Susy: Hmmm? In the safe? (Casually.) No, it couldn’t be in there. (Slowly.)…And Mr. Roat did the 
same thing. 
Mike: (Impatiently.) Did what? 
Susy: He opened the blinds too—didn’t he? 
Mike: Did he? 
Susy: Well, I presume he didn’t close them!...Mike, did you notice how I kind of jumped when 
Roat Junior came down the stairs? 
Mike: Yes—why? 
Susy: For a moment I thought it was the old man. (A long pause.) 
Mike: You mean—that they were together? 
Susy: Yes. Of course I realized right away I was wrong but he had exactly the same walk as his 
father…(Quietly.) and the same shoes. (Pause.) 
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Mike: (With a laugh.) You mean they sounded the same… 
Susy: But exactly the same. New shoes and one of them squeaked a bit. You probably didn’t 
notice… 
Mike: No I didn’t. 
Susy: You’re wearing old loafers…(Mike looks down at his shoes.) Sam wears them most of the 
time…Is that police car still outside? (Mike hesitates, then goes to window, climbs on stool and 
pretends to look through the blinds.) 
Mike: (Looking at Susy.) Yes it is…and they’re looking this way. 
Susy: Can you see their faces? 
Mike: (Still looking at Susy.) Not too well. 
Susy: Try!...This is very important! 
Mike: Why? 
Susy: This may surprise you, Mike. (Slowly.) But is one of those men—Mr. Roat? (He stares at her 
a long time.) 
Mike: Mr. Roat?! 
Susy: Well? Is it? (A pause.) 
Mike: The old man—or the son? 
Susy: (After a pause.) Roat junior. (A pause.) 
Mike: No…now what would he be doing in a police car? 
Susy: (Still excited.) There’s a radio in that car, isn’t there? 
Mike: I don’t know. Suppose there is? (As Susy quickly fires her questions, Mike is looking at her 
curiously and becomes increasingly cautious as he wonders how near to the truth she is guessing.) 
Susy: (Slowly.) I’m just wondering if…do you think Mr. Roat could possibly be a policeman too? 
(A pause. Mike breathes more freely, delighted that she is so wide of the mark.) 
Mike: (Almost amused.) What—what makes you think that? 
Susy: (Faster.) First of all Carlino fiddles with those blinds and almost immediately the police 
phone and ask to speak to him…then Roat fiddles with them…and then Carlino phones him… 
Mike: He didn’t. He phoned you. 
Susy: (Wondering to herself.) Or did he? 
Mike: (As though he thinks her idea ridiculous.) Oh, I see. You mean sending each other 
messages—via these blinds? And the police radio? 
Susy: (Hoping to convince him.) Something like that. You must admit—if they did suspect Sam—it 
would be a pretty neat trick…when Roat first mentioned that doll—I nearly told him all about it.  
Mike: I doubt if the police work like that. 
Susy: You see, I know Mr. Roat’s story and Sam’s just don’t match…but I’d forgotten something. 
(A pause.) 
Mike: What? 
Susy: That I know Sam. And I don’t know Mr. Roat! 
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Susy & Gloria 2 
 
Gloria: I can’t see who it is…now he’s coming this way… 
Susy: (Quickly.) Is it Mr. Roat?...That man who you thought was a detective? 
Gloria: No. It isn’t. Sam hasn’t done anything, has he? 
Susy: No, of course not…Honey, do you remember that doll your mother asked you about? 
Gloria: What about it?  
Susy: It belonged to the woman who was killed last night. And if the police found it here they 
might think that Sam had something to do with it. That’s why it’s so important… 
Gloria: Look out! 
Susy: What is it? 
Gloria: (In a whisper.) There’s a man looking through the window.  
Susy: (Without moving her lips.) Can he see you? 
Gloria: No…but he’s still looking…it’s the man from the Volkswagen. (Very cautiously Gloria feels 
for the doll. As she does this, it plays two or three notes of its tune. Susy hears this and turns sharply.) 
Susy: (Horrified.) Don’t let him see the doll! 
Gloria: Now he’s gone. 
Susy: Where on earth did you find it? 
Gloria: (Innocently.) It was just lying under the table—I guess it must have fallen off… 
Susy: (Sharply.) We’ve been searching this room for over an hour. You’ve got to tell me. 
Gloria: (After a pause.) I took it. 
Susy: Why? 
Gloria: When I first saw it in here, I thought it was a present for me, but Sam said it was for 
another little girl. So…I stole it. 
Susy: How would you like to do something that’s difficult—and terribly dangerous? 
Gloria: Yes!...What? 
Susy: Can you see that phone booth—from upstairs? 
Gloria: From Mother’s bedroom—I think. 
Susy: Now listen very carefully—this is difficult…go upstairs and watch that phone booth and 
don’t take your eyes off it. Not for a second. (Slowly.) Now if anyone from the Volkswagen goes in 
and makes a phone call—phone me the moment he comes out…do you understand? 
Gloria: (As if it was nothing.) Sure—I understand. 
Susy: No, wait, I’ve got a better idea. When you phone me I won’t answer. Just let it ring twice. 
And then hang up. 
Gloria: (Coming down to Susy.) I know. Like a signal. There’s a friend of Daddy’s who does that. 
Only she does it seven times. 
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Susy & Mike 2 
 
Susy: (Calmly.) Hello Mike…I was expecting you…did you get into the studio all right? 
Mike: As it happens—I did…no thanks to you. I don’t know whether you’ve ever been there or 
not—but there is no desk. 
Susy: And no doll? (Mike stares at Susy for several seconds.) 
Mike: (Quietly.) How long have you known? 
Susy: About what? 
Mike: Me. 
Susy: (As though to a friend.) Now that’s much better, Mike. Isn’t it? Now we can talk like sensible 
people. 
Mike: (Quietly.) Where is it? (A pause.) 
Susy: You’ll have to buy it. 
Mike: (After a pause.) Go on then—how much? 
Susy: Not money. I’ll trade you—truth for truth. Let’s start with Sam and Mrs. Roat—true or false? 
Mike: Do you know where it is? (No reply.) I can’t trade if you don’t know. 
Susy: I know. How about Sam? 
Mike: Sam didn’t kill that woman. He first met her at the airport just like he told you. 
Susy: So you aren’t a policeman…nor is Sgt. Carlino. 
Mike: No. 
Susy: Did you kill her? 
Mike: No. 
Susy: (Quickly.) Did Mr. Roat? 
Mike: (After a pause.) You don’t have to know that…is it in the safe? 
Susy: I’ve hidden it. Very carefully. It’s somewhere in this apartment. 
Mike: (Following her.) I’m not going to search for it. You’re going to give it to me now. 
Susy: Then you’ll have to make me give it to you. (A pause. Mike’s voice is cold as he does all he 
can to scare her.) 
Mike: Don’t think I couldn’t. 
Susy: Then you’ll have to hurt me very much…and I’m not so sure you can do that.  
Mike: (He moves very slowly towards her.) Then you don’t know me very well. 
Susy: I think I do. 
Mike: You don’t know me at all—do you? 
Susy: You can know some people very well—in a short time…you might be able to hurt me a 
little. But that won’t be enough… 
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Mike: (Gently as though giving in.) Perhaps you’re right…maybe I couldn’t hurt you enough. (A 
pause.) But suppose there was a man who could…(He watches her reaction. For the first time she 
begins to look frightened)….and suppose he was waiting right outside here…where he has been 
waiting all day…just for this. (A pause.) All I have to do is walk out of here and he’ll come in. 
Susy: (Raising her voice.) Anything he does you’ll be doing yourself. You’ll never forget that. 
Mike: I won’t be here. (A pause.) Have it your way then. (He goes up the stairs.) 
Susy: (Shouting angrily.) Go on then get out! You’re worse than he is! 
Mike: (Desperately.) But WHY?...How’s Sam going to feel when he comes back and finds you…? 
Susy: (Shouting violently.) I won’t give it to you! Get out! (Mike angrily grabs Susy by the shoulders.) 
Mike: Look, Susy, you listen to me, and you listen to me good! I’m through playing around. You 
give me that doll and you give it to me fast! Give it to me! (Seeing finally Susy relent, he says quietly, 
giving in.) Okay, Susy—you win. You can keep your damned doll. I guess you’ve earned it 
anyway…and you needn’t be afraid of Mr. Roat any longer. Mr. Roat is dead. 
Susy: (After a pause.) Are you still lying? 
Mike: No more lies. I can’t tell you much—who I am or who Carlino is...and we never knew who 
Mr. Roat was anyway. We only met him last night—but no more lying. 
Susy: You’ve killed him?  
Mike: Carlino and I flipped a coin and he won. 
Susy: You better go, Mike. 
Mike: How much are you going to tell about us? 
Susy: Will you leave Sam and me alone—always? 
Mike: That’s a promise—we’ll never meet again. 
Susy: Then I won’t give you away. 
Mike: What about Sam? 
Susy: He’ll do as I ask him. You see, I am grateful. It’s rather like thanking someone for not 
pushing you under a bus—but you could have hurt me, and you didn’t. 
Mike: Goodbye, Susy. (He turns to go.) 
Susy: What will you do now? 
Mike: Run. I owe money to a Shylock and his boys are looking for me. That’s why I had to do 
this. I’ll just run and run—won’t be the first time. 
Susy: There’s a—it’s not much but there’s still that twenty-dollar bill at the back of the freezer—if 
that will help. 
Mike: We already took it—but thanks just the same. (Susy puts out her hand.) 
Susy: Goodbye then. (As Mike takes her hand she puts her other hand up as though to feel his face, but 
he takes it gently with his other hand and pulls it down.) 
Mike: (Quietly.) Uh—uh…no see—no tell. (He turns and as he goes quietly up the stairs.) 
Susy: Good luck. 
 



	 13	

Roat (with Susy) 
 
Roat: I’m going to lock us in, Susy. So…the dog it was that died! Of course I knew they’d try and 
kill me the moment we had the doll. But when Carlino walked up to his car just now he saw it 
start up—all by itself—and drive straight at him. I couldn’t resist switching on the light just to 
catch his expression…I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone look quite so surprised! So it’s in the 
safe, is it? (No reply from Susy.) Take your time. At best Sam will just be arriving at St. Vincent’s 
Hospital. You see, when his bus arrived at Asbury Park he was given a phone message which 
said you had had a slight accident and by the time they’ve kept him waiting around there I’ll have 
finished. So will you give it to me now—please? 
Susy: I won’t give it to you. 
Roat: I won’t give it to you. I won’t give it to you…you remind me of someone else who talked like 
that…only she said “I don’t know where it is…I don’t know—I don’t know…” over and over again. 
I’ve heard people say that before—only she was more stubborn…I don’t know—I don’t know. Do 
you frighten easily?...(A pause.) There’s no need to be ashamed…everybody’s frightened of 
something. I have gasoline here. (He begins to spray the gasoline around the apartment.) This place 
will go up like a matchbox…it’s simply a question of whether you want to be outside in the 
street—or locked in here…won’t you give it to me now? 
Susy: No. 
Roat: I won’t give it to you—I don’t know—I don’t know…and then finally—as it always 
happens—something seemed to snap…and she told me everything she knew. As it happened 
she didn’t know where it was but she told me everything she could…at last she wanted to help 
me…and like her you won’t stop at that…when she’d answered all my questions—she went on—
other things—little things that just might be useful to me…and then other things—things I didn’t 
even want to know…little intimate things about herself and Mike and Carlino and I kept telling 
her—that’s enough—I don’t want to know any more—but she went on and on and on…(Simply:) 
and then she was dead. (While he has been talking he has been moving closer and closer to her.) I’m 
not going to ask you for it again, Susy…so when you want to give it to me—you have to tell me. 
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Susy & Roat 
 
Susy: (Quietly.) I have your knife, Mr. Roat. (Roat strikes a match.) 
Roat: (Very calmly.) And I have the matches, Mrs. Hendrix. I can see you now, Susy…you’re over 
by the safe. (Susy grabs the gasoline and begins to souse him thoroughly with it.) No! (He blows out the 
match.) I’ve blown it out. It’s out! (Once more in the darkness we hear him choke and splutter.) 
Susy: Try lighting your match now, Mr. Roat! 
Roat: I won’t! 
Susy: Throw your matches over to me. Go on. I still have your knife. Don’t move!...However 
quietly you move I can hear you. (She strikes a match.) Now sit at the table or I’ll set you on fire. 
(He sits) I want you to tap on the table so I know exactly where you are. Go on. Tap. (He starts 
tapping loudly on the table with his knuckles, but after several seconds he stops tapping.) 
Susy: Keep tapping. (He continues tapping. Neither speaks for several seconds.) 
Roat: (More quietly.) I have to hand it to you…I don’t know anyone who could have done 
this…you thought of everything. 
Susy: (Gently.) Just keep tapping. (Roat continues tapping—as before—with intermittent knocks on the 
table—but during his next speech they change gradually into a more precise rhythm until he is finally 
beating a hard sharp slow rhythm which is punctuating what he is saying. At the same time something 
sinister creeps back into his voice as if he has had an idea and is daring her to guess what it is.) 
Roat: (Continuing.) …It’s funny—when most people plan something (Tap, tap tap.)…however 
clever they are. (Tap, tap, tap.)…there’s always some little thing (Tap.)…they overlook…(He stops 
tapping.) but you, Susy… 
Susy: (Sharply.) Keep tapping! (He does not tap any longer. She shouts:) Keep tapping! 
Roat: …You didn’t forget anything…did you?! (He opens the refrigerator, throwing a wide beam of 
light straight across at Susy who is struggling to open the hallway door. [The refrigerator starts its loud 
hum.] Susy stops in panic as she hears the refrigerator and realizes she has forgotten one light.) So you 
see—it’s all finished!...You can relax now, Susy. It’s all over. Drop the knife. And the matches.  
Susy: (Terrified.) I’ll give it to you…I’ll give you the doll… if you’ll just promise to go. 
Roat: (After a pause.) You have to say…please. 
Susy: Please. 
Roat: No, that’s not quite it. “Please, may I give you the doll?” 
Susy: Please may I give you the doll? 
Roat: (Quietly.) You may. (He watches her as she feels her way to the washing machine and opens it. 
Roat is surprised to see where she has hidden the doll.) You are clever, aren’t you?...a little arrogant 
at times—but clever…now go and put it on the table. (She takes it to the table.) Now—if you’ll go 
into the bedroom please. 
Susy: (Pleading like a child.) You have what you want now---will you please go? I’ll never give you 
away…if you’ll just go. 
Roat: (Mildly.) I’d like to do that, Susy…but I have a rule that has to be obeyed—you know the 
one I mean? (He is now moving closer to her.)…That clever, arrogant girls have to be punished… 
Susy: No! 


