The Darkness
Scene 1: At the Hotel Room
Smith: Hi there! I haven’t seen you for a long time.  What’s going on? Is there any special reason you have invited me today?
Catherinee: Welcome, Mr. Smith.  I’d glad you could make it. I thought you wouldn’t come to see me.  But perhaps, since your wife passed away, you have recovered? You seem to be feeling well. Am I interrupting your busy life?
Smith: Pardon me? That’s not very nice. Yes, I’ve been trying to forget the memory of my wife, but only because my loss has caused me such deep pain. Do you think you can see inside my heart? You should be careful what you say to me. 
Catherine: Oh, should I be sorry that I’ve brought it up. Perhaps if we had spoken earlier... (laughs coldly)
Smith: Even now, I feel sorrow. It is so heavy, so hard. I really loved her with all my heart.
Catherine: Huh. And I was so certain that your marriage was unhappy.
Smith: You know so much about my life? How can you know the heart of a man, even if you are a... (he pauses, uncomfortable with the word)
Catherine: A what? A bisexual? Maybe you are right, maybe I don’t know how mens’ hearts work. But I know more than you think.
Smith: What do you know?  What have you got up your sleeve?
Catherine: Mr Smith, you look so tired. Please, follow me and I will show to your room. I guarantee you that tonight, you fill forget everything... (evil laugh)
Scene 2: HOTEL HALLWAY
John: Hey, get over here, woman. Why are you always so damned slow? Are you part turtle or something?
Trish: Sorry, honey, but if you could help me a little bit... couldn’t you just...?
John: What? Shut your mouth!
Trish: I’m sorry. Forgive me, dear...
John: I have a lot of work to do. I’m only here because of you.
Trish: You know, honey... you know about my anxieties. My shivers... Doctor Sigmund told me that I need rest. Plenty of rest, dear. It’s not my fault. It’s my temperament...
John: Don’t give me a headache. I’ve heard this all before, from you and from that quack Dr. Sigmund, too. Please just shut your trap, alright? (Harshly:) Honey? (He scowls)
Trish: Yes, dear. I’m sorry, dear. It’s just...
John: SHUT UP!
(He fishes the key out of his pocket and unlocks the door of their hotel room, into which they enter.)
SCENE 3: Party Scene
Catherine: Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to our New Year’s Eve party.  It’s the end of the year, a year full of happiness and sadness, of death and of hope. Let’s bring the happiness and hope into the coming year, and forget all the sadness and death... (pause) for now. (Looking around and smiling) Cheers!
John: She must know about... what we... did.  What on earth is she?
Smith: The damned thing was my wife’s lover.
John: Oh, a bisexual!  How fascinating! Medically, lesbians are considered spiteful and vicious, at least in Freudian thought. Of course, I don’t hold with Freud in general, but in this case... She must just be seeking to taunt us, to take pleasure in our fear and horror. Surely, she is planning to report our crime. Of course, I never committed murder.  I just helped disguise it as a suicide. But I must be gracious, I must be careful... I shall deliver myself to the police at once! (He rises, as if to run to the police station immediately.)
Smith: Hush!  Calm yourself, man.  If you reveal anything, I will hurt you... badly! 
Catherine (seeing Smith on his feet): IS everything alright? Would you like something more to drink?
Smith: Oh, no, no, I’m just fine. I just wanted to stretch my legs. But I think I’ll sit down again. 
Catherine: Alright. I’ll go see to the other guests. I hope you enjoy this night... as if it were your last. (Catherine smiles evilly, and walks off.)
John (cautiously, after Catherine is out of earshot): This is all your fault. Ever since that night, I have been troubled by nightmares. Since you brought this evil into my life, you must solve it, and find a way to drive it out. Look at that witch’s evil eyes. She’s going to destroy us, isn’t she?
Smith: Don’t worry, I’ll solve this problem. That woman is no match for me, believe me. Everyone here but us is a shallow dullard. Just look at that lame-brained servant over there.
John: The servant is better than a beggar. While I was coming here, I met a beggar. He caught me and asked me for a penny. He was filthy, and stank like the trash!
	     I really hated him, just as I hate all low-class people. Why don’t they work? They just want to steal money from other people. Why should I pay tax to support them? They are really just lazy, filthy bums. 
Smith: Yes, I absolutely agree with you. They are disgusting.
John: Although the numbers of jobless people are increasing, the government has no responsibility to help them. They have each duty themselves. They never try to work. There are a lot of things they can do. It’s not necessary to pay just one penny.
Smith: Let them starve!
John: Let them starve! (clink glasses together)

SCENE 4
(knock knock)
Trish: Come in!
Mike: (sneering) Hey... long time no see. You are much prettier than I remember... (laughs menacingly) I knew that you would come here to see me, because you still love me, don’t you?
Trish: Are you crazy? No I don’t love you anymore. I regretted ever getting involved with someone like you. So I don’t know what you want, but if you’d please just...
Mike: Oh yeah? Guess what I’ve got right here in this envelope. Wanna guess? 
Trish: What is it?
Mike: Pictures of you. With me. And nothing else between us. (Slides one picture out so she can see. Her eyes widen, and she covers her eyes quickly.) In a very compromising position, wouldn’t you agree? (Thrusts his hips lewdly and suggestively, laughing as he does so.)
Trish: What? Put that away! Don’t talk to me that way. I have a sweet husband, so don’t even think about it...!
Mike: Ok then... (slides picture back into envelope) I just need some help actually. I want to buy some fancy house like you have... I want to have comfortable life like your husband’s. 
Trish: That means you want some money...
Mike: Oh-ho! So you figured it out! Well, aren’t you a smart little bitch.
Trish: I’m calling the police. (Reaches for a phone.)
Mike: That’s it. You missed the boat. That was your last chance to survive. 
Trish: Well, at least I know you won’t rape me. Still having... problems? (She points at his groin area.)
Mike: Damn, you dirty bitch... I’ll teach you to talk to me like that... (He grabs her by the neck and strangles her to death. Then he drags her out of the room.)
SCENE 5
Smith: How’s it going?  You look tired.  What’s wrong with you.
John: (handing cigarette to John) Eh? Don’t cozy up to me. What do you want?  I told you... I’ll solve this problem. You’re starting to get on my nerves?
Smith: I feel terrible.  I did tidy up a bit, but it was you who killed her. I’ll turn myself in to the police.  Ah... It’s strange. I feel dizzy... (swoons)
John: I just have one question. Why did you do it?
Smith: What?
John: Why did you kill her?
Smith: You know why. 
John: Oh, I’m feeling so dizzy. (Sits down.) No, why did you really kill her? I want to know the real reason. I deserve to know.
Smith: Deserve? Oh, you’ll get what you deserve?
John: What? Are you threatening me? Oh... my head. What a headache. It hurts so much. (Slumps a little.)
Smith (sneering): That’s how it starts. And then, you’ll have to sit down. And you’ll stop feeling anything in your fingers and toes. Then your eyes will go blind, and you’ll have trouble breathing, and then, Dr. Smith, you will die. 
John: What? What are you talking about?
Smith: Cyanide. In the cigarette. Nothing personal. I just don’t need you going and blabbing to the cops.
John: I can’t believe it. I have to go to the hospital-- (He tries to rise to his feet, and immediately he falls down)
Smith: Sleep well, and... (laughs evilly) happy dreams, Doc.

SCENE 6:
(Mike enters Smith’s bedroom.)
John: What’s up?  Have you no manners?  Don’t you know to knock on the door?  Where were you born, a barn?
Mike: Better than old and disgusting, grandpa. Aren’t you ready to be put out to pasture?
Smith: What are you planning to do?  Don’t stare me down.  Put down my golf club and get out my room this instant, young man.
Mike: (Hits his leg) Shut your arrogant mouth, or I’m gonna kill you right here, old man.
Smith: Oh, my leg!  Please, calm down, please!  I apologize for my slip of the tongue in the dining room. I didn’t know you could hear me. I will give you whatever you want. Please spare me my life.
Mike: Hey, you dirty old man. You don’t wanna die, do you, you chicken?
Smith: What have I done to you? I’m sorry if I insulted you, but surely... Look, I can give you money. A lot of money. I’m a rich man. How much do you want?
Mike: Do you think I would kill you just because of your rude tongue? Catherine has already given me much money than you ever could. Haha! Old men like you are susceptible to heart attacks, aren’t you?
Smith: Please!
Mike shoves Smith down to the ground and pushes the golf club onto his throat. They struggle, and fight, but Smith finally dies. Mike leaves the body on the hotel room floor, brushes off his hands, straightens his outfit, and then, whistling, sits down and waits. 
Catherine enters. Mike walks over to Catherine.
Mike: So, can I have my cheque now? The rest of the money?
Catherine: He is dead, right?
Mike: Oh yeah, mission complete, and boy did it feel good.
Catherine: You are so dangerous. How many people have you killed? You don’t even feel a little guilty? (Catherine seems at once turned on and repulsed by Mike, and she touches his hand.) 
Mike: They deserved it, every last one of them. I just carry out justice! (Laughs coldly.) 
Suddenly, Catherine really feels a little afraid of him; with three dead, could there be one more on his list? Could it be she herself? She decides that she is safe, and while acting somewhat attracted to him--in the hope of better controlling him--she reaches into her coat pocket.
Catherine: Alright, sir. Here’s the check. You’re free, my dear.
Mike picks up the check and put it into his pocket. He seems to be mutually attracted to her.
Mike: Wanna a piece of your favorite cake? I prepared for you, to celebrate our success.
Catherine (smiling, relaxing): Oh good, you are such a sweet, handsome young man.
(He responds to Catherine’s words with a smile and a plate of cake.)
Catherine: Oh, it’s a really nice cake, isn’t it?
Mike: Yeah. (His smile conceals something dark and frightening.)
Catherine (enjoying the cake): Tell me about your next plan? Where will go?
Mike: I cannot stay here anymore. (Catherine nods) You know, my grandfather is German, and in the winter, my whole family used to sit together and have a nice drink. I liked that. I think I’ll leave for Germany.
Catherine: That sounds great. Sitting by the fire, a nice drink...
Mike: My grandpa had a big hotel before World War Two. (Mike glances glance around.) It was a lot like this.
Catherine: Oh, really? And then?
Mike: Damn war! We lost everything. (He looks suddenly angry.)
Catherine: Are you ok? (Noticing his behavior, she feels afraid, and then feels suddenly dizzy. She touches her stomach as if a sudden pain has erupted in her belly.)
Mike: Why, what’s the matter, Catherine? (Smiling evilly.)
Catherine: What the hell?
Mike: Don’t look at me. I just carry out justice, like I said.
(Catherine looked at the Mike with fight.)
Catherine: What did you do to me?
Mike: It appears that I have successfully poisoned you.
Catherine: Shit! I hired you! How can you kill me?
Catherine wobbles and falls to the ground unconscious. Mike watches this, and then takes a pen out of his pocket, and sits down as if relieved of a heavy load, and begins writing a letter with a shaking hand. When it is completed, he reads it aloud:
Mike: Please excuse my shaky hand. Passion, and something more deadly, make it difficult for me to write neatly. I have killed so many people, but I am content with that. Some people have gone to their death pleading or begging, but not me. Some have wept for pity, but not me. Nobody who had died here died without a good reason. Everyone who has died, deserved to be punished. I am the hand of justice. These unfortunates only met me, and I delivered to them what they simply deserved. But now, with my work finished, there is no reason for me to live any longer in this world...
(Mike solemnly stands still, closes his eyes, and takes a deep breath, as if preparing for his own death. He puts away his pen slowly, folds the letter and puts it into an envelope, and looks around complacently. Then he bends down beside Catherine, looks her in the face, closes her eyes with two fingers, and puts the letter in one of her hands. Then he leaves, whistling a jolly tune.)

The end.

