LAMB TO THE SLAUGHTER

SETTING
A warm clean room. Two chairs opposite each other. A table with two glasses, and something to pour in them.
Mary Moloney looks dreamily at the audience. She strokes her husbands chair. She strokes her pregnant stomache and touches a photo of her husband very lovingly. The house is clean and she looks very good.

ENTER: Patrick enters the room.
Mary Moloney stands up, goes forward and kisses him.
Mary:		Hullo, darling.
Patrick:	Hullo
Mary takes his coat. She walks over and mixes drinks. They sit opposite each other in the chairs. He is drinking and she watches him with a smile on her face.
Mary:		Tired darling?
Patrick:	Yes, I’m tired. (Drinks all of his drink at once and stands up to get another)
Mary:		(Jumps up) I’ll get it!
Patrick:	Sit down. (Pours a huge drink)
Mary:		Darling, shall I get your slippers?
Patrick:	No.
Mary:		I think it’s a shame that when a policeman gets to be as senior as you, they keep him walking about on his feet all day long.
(Patrick just looks at her and drinks).
Mary:		Darling, would you like me to get you some cheese? I haven’t made supper because it’s Thursday.
Patrick:	No.
Mary:		I you’re too tired too eat out, it’s still not too late. There’s plenty of meat and stuff in the freezer, and you can have it right here and not even move out of the chair. Anyway, I’ll get you some cheese and crackers first.
Patrick:	I don’t want it.
Mary:		But you must have supper. I can easily do it here. I’d like to do it. We can have lamb chops. Or pork. Anything you want. Everything’s in the freezer.
Patrick:	Forget it.
Mary:		But darling, you must  eat! I’ll fix it anyway, and then you can have it or not, as you like.
(Mary stands up. Puts her sewing aside).
Patrick:	Sit down. Just for a minute, sit down. Go on, sit down.
(Mary sits down very slowly)
Patrick:	Listern, I’ve got something to tell you.
Mary:		What is it, darling? What’s the matter?
Patrick:	This is going to be a bit of a shock to you, I’m afraid. But I’ve thought about it a good deal and I’ve decided the only thing to do is tell you right away. I hope you won’t blame me too much. I can’t go on like this. I want a divorce. It is all over. I don’t feel anything for you anymore. I will move out tomorrow. So there it is. And I know it’s kind of a bad time telling you,but there simply wasn’t any other way. Of course I’ll give you money and see you’re looked after. But there needn’t really be any fuss. I hope not anyway. It wouldn’t be very good for my job.
(Sits quietly for a few seconds to make everything sink in. She gets up and whispers.
Mary:		I’ll get the supper.
(He stands with his back to the audience as if looking at something. She enters with a leg of  lamb. Hearing her he talks.)
Patrick:	For God’s sake. Don’t make supper for me. I’m going out.
(Mary walks up behind him and hits him over the head with the leg of lamb. Patrick remains standing for 4-5 seconds then falls to the ground.)
Mary:		All right, so I’ve killed him. I will go to jail, be executed. What about my child? Will they kill us both? Will they wait until after...
(She carries the meat into the kitchen, places it in a pan an shoves it in the oven. She washes her hands. She goes to a mirror to tidy her face, touch up her lips and face. She tries to smile.)
Mary:		Hullo Sam. I want some potatoes please, Sam. Yes, and I think a can of peas. (She smiles ) Hullo Sam. I want some potatoes please, Sam. Yes, and I think a can of peas. (She smiles ) Hullo Sam. I want some potatoes please, Sam. Yes, and I think a can of peas.
SCENE 2
A shop. A man is behind a counter. Mary Moloney approaches him and smiles like she practised.
Mary:		Hullo Sam.
Sam:		Why, good evening, Mrs Maloney. How’re you?
Mary:		I want some potatoes please, Sam. Yes, and I think a can of peas. Patrick’s decided he’s tired and doesn’t want to eat out tonight. We usually go out Thursdays, you know, and now he’s caught me without any vegetables in the house.
Sam:		Then how about meat, Mrs Maloney?
Mary:		No, I’ve got meat, thanks. I got a nice leg of lamb, from the freezer.
Sam:		Oh.
Mary:		I don’t much like cooking it frozen. Sam, but I’m taking a chance on it this time. You think it’ll be all right?
Sam:		Personally, I don’t believe it makes any difference. You want these Idaho potatoes?
Mary:		O yes, that’ll be fine. Two of those.
Sam:		Anything else? How about afterwards? What you going to give him afterwards?
Mary:		Well - what would you suggest, Sam?
Sam:		How about a nice big slice of cheesecake? I know he likes that.
Mary: 		Perfect. He loves it.
(Sam wraps the parcel. Mary pays with a smile)
		Thank you Sam. Good night.
Sam:		Good night, Mrs Maloney. And thank you.

TO THE AUDIENCE

Mary:		All I’m going to do now is return home to my husband who is waiting for his supper. I must cook it good, and make it as tasty as possible because the poor man is tired. If I enter the house and happen to find something unusual,how tragic, or terrible, of course I will be shocked. I will become frantic with grief and horror. Mind you, I am not expecting to find anything. I am just going home with the vegetables. I, Mrs Patrick Maloney, am going home witht he vegetables on Thursday evening to cook supper for my husband.
(Mary enters the house, smiling and humming.)
Mary:		Patrick! How are you darling?

(She puts the parcel down and sees him on the floor. She runs over to him and begins to cry her heart out. A few minutes later she gets up and goes to the phone.)
Mary:		Quick! Come quick! Patrick’s dead!
Phone:		Who’s speaking?
Mary:		Mrs Maloney. Mrs Patrick Maloney.
Phone:		You mean Patrick Maloney is dead?
Mary:		I think so. He’s lying on the floor and I think he’s dead.
Phone:		Be right over.

(Later, a knock on the door. She opens. Two policemen enter. She falls into the arms of the one. He places her gently on a chair and goes over to the body.)
Mary:		Is he dead!!??
Jack Noonan:	I’m afraid he is. What happened?
Mary:		Patrick was tired. He didn’t want to go out. I said I would make supper but because we usually go out on Thursday’s I had not vegetables. I went to the grocer to get some. When I came back.....when I came back I found him.

Noonan:	O’Mally, phone the coroner. There is something he has to explain. I think Patrick was murdered.
(More policemen enter. A doctor, two detectives, a photographer.)	
Noonan:	Mary, would you please tell me again what happened?
Mary:		I told you already. Patrick came home. He was very tired. I was sewing. I made him and me a drink. I could see he was tired because he drank more than usual. We usually go out on Thursdays. I asked him if he wanted to go out. He said he’d rather stay in. I went down to the freezer to get a leg of lamb. I popped it in the oven. Then I went to the grocer...
Noonan:	Which grocer?
Mary:		Sam’s. He is just around the corner. I got some vegetables and desert. Sam suggested the dessert. When I came back, I.... I..... I found him. I cried and then I called you. I can’t believe what is happening.
Noonan:	(To one of the other detectives) Go to the grocer and find out what happened.

(The detectives investigate the scene properly while Mary is sobbing in her chair. The detective that was send to the grocer, returns.)
 Noonan:	Well, what did you find out?
Detective:	She was there allright. He says she acted quite normal, she actually seemed cheerful. She wanted to give her husband a good supper. She bought peas and cheesecake. The Grocer says it is impossible that she could have, you know...

(The doctor and the coroner leaves. They carry the body out on a stretcher.)
Noonan:	I am so sorry for what happened. Could we maybe take you to your sisters house or maybe you can come to our house and my wife can put you up?
Mary:		Thank you very much. That is so kind. I don’t feel as if I could move even a yard at this moment. Would you mind awfully if I stayed here until I feel better? I don’t feel too good at the moment.
Noonan:	Wouldn’t you rather lie down on the bed?
Mary:		No thank you. I would like to stay in this chair. Maybe I will move  a little later.
Noonan:	Mary, your husband has been killed by a blow on the back of the head. The blow was administered with a heavy blunt instrument, almost certainly a large piece of metal. They were looking for the weapon. The murderer may have taken it with him, but on the other hand he may have thrown it away or hidden it somewhere on the premise. It’s the old story. Get the weapon and you’ve got the man.
(The detectives search through the house once more, trying to find the murder weapon. A detective moves up to Mary.)
Detective:	Excuse me Mrs Maloney. Do you know of anything in the house that could have been used as a weapon? 
Mary:		I can’t think right now.
Detective:	Would you mind looking around the house to see if anything is missing...a big spanner for example or a heavy metal vase.
Mary:		We don’t have any metal vases.
Detective:	Or a big spanner?
Mary:		I don’t think so. There might be one in the garage.

(More time passes. Detective Noonan passes Mary again in the living room)
Mary:		Jack, would you mind giving me a drink?
Jack:		Sure I’ll give you a drink. You mean this whiskey?
Mary:		Yes please. But just a small one. It might make me feel better. (He hands her the glass.) Why don’t you have one yourself? You must  be awfully tired. Please do. You’ve been very good to me.
Jack:		Well. It’s not strictly allowed, but I might take just a drop to keep me going.

(One by one she convinces the others to also have a drink. The men stand around uncomfortably with their drinks not knowing what to do. Sergeant Noonan wanders into the kitchen and comes out.)
Jack:		Look, Mrs Maloney. You know that oven of yours is still on, and the meat still inside.
Mary:		O dear me! So it is! 
Jack:		I better turn it off for you, hadn’t I?
Mary:		Will you do that, Jack. Thank you so much.
(When Jack comes back Mary looks at him with teary eyes.)
Mary:		Jack Noonan
Jack:		Yes?
Mary:		Would you do me a small favour - you and these others?
Jack:		We can try, Mrs Maloney.
Mary:		Well, she said. Here you all are, and good friends of dear Patrick’s too, and helping to catch the man who killed him. You must be terribly hungry by now because it’s long past your supper time, and I know Patrick would never forgive me, God bless his soul, if I allowed you to remain in this house without offering you decent hospitality. Why don’t you eat up that lamb that’s in the oven? It’ll be cooked just right by now.
Jack:		Wouldn’t dream of it.
Mary:		Please. Please eat it. Personally I couldn’t touch a thing, certainly not what’s been in the house when he was here. But it;s all right for you. It’d be a favour to me if you’d eat it. Then you can go on with your work again afterwards.

(The policemen go into the kitchen. Mary listens from the chair she is sitting in.)

Jack:		Have some more, Charlie?
Charlie:	No. Better not finish it.
Jack:		She wants us to finish it. She said so. Be doing her a favour.
Charlie:	Okey then. Give me some more.
Detective 1:	That’s a hell of a big club the guy must’ve used to hit poor Patrick. The doc says his skull was smashed all to pieces just like from a sledge hammer.
Jack:		That’s why I thought it would be easy to find.
Charlie:	Exactly what I say.
Detective 2:	Whoever done it, they’re not going to be carrying a thing like that around with them longer than they need.
(One of them belches.)
Charlie:	Personally, I think it’s right here on the premises.
Detective 1:	Probably right under our very noses. What you think, Jack?

MARY MALONEY BEGINS TO GIGGLE.
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