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 Synopsis
Fire Island is a whodunit, murder mystery farce written to play either in one or two acts. It is the day of Jim Campos, and Jim Mc Donald’s relationship ceremony, at their guest house on Fire Island. The plan is to have a quick run through before the real thing. As the play opens we meet Julio, their gorgeous hunk of a house boy, Monique Jim Mc Donald’s mother, (or so he thinks) Claire and Ed Campos the other Jim’s parents, the famous soap star Veronica Diamond, La Chance the sex crazed non- denominational minister, Lisa the bisexual caterer, and Tim Mc Donald the step brother to Jim. Once everyone arrives and we begin the rehearsal, the weather goes awry, so the decision to have the wedding in the house rather than the back yard around the pool is made. Once we get to the vows there is power outage and one dead groom/bride on the floor with a pair of scissors in his heart. Who did it? Everyone had the chance and everyone has a motive…
I am very proud to say this piece has been compared to Joe Orton’s “What The Butler Saw.” 
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CAST



Jim Campos: 40-50 strong, attractive, “Bi”, masculine man. A talent agent. Owner of the resort home. Son of Ed and Claire Campos, about to wed Jim McDonald.

Jim McDonald: 40’s tall, slender, gay man, used to do musical theatre, but never really “made it”.  Lives with Jim and helps run the resort, son of Monique, about to wed Jim Campos.

Julio Ramirez: 20’s, young, very well built masculine Hispanic house boy, gardener, and florist for the wedding, he is an illegal immigrant and the best man


Lisa: 35-45 a hefty blonde lesbian from Cherry Grove, she is catering the wedding and rehearsal dinner, a big stoner, a “bull in a china shop”

La Chance: 40-50 An African/American sex crazed non denominational minister. Tall dark and handsome, due to a lot of cosmetic surgery, a little queenie.

Monique Mc Donald: 60’s Jim McDonald’s mother. A wild, lush., used to work as an erotic dancer(hooker) when she was younger.


Tim Mc Donald: 40’s An incredibly handsome, straight appearing young man, plays piano and sings, is Jim McDonald’s half brother(they think)

Veronica Diamond: 20’s-30’s A beautiful young soap star. Very narcissistic and career driven. Jim Campo’s is her talent agent. She is here to be the best girl for them.


Ed Campos: 60-70; A  mid western man, father of Jim Campos and married to Claire. He is without judgment and has a lot of life and humor in him.

Claire Campos: 60-70 A very jolly woman. Mid western, plump, laughs a lot has a live and let live attitude.

 Gary Shuster: 40-50 Strong, simple, plain spoken guy. The photographer who is also a traffic cop. Played by the same actor who plays Jim Campos in the first act.




 

All rights reserved

 



    Sample Script
 



     ACT TWO
 (We open in the light. There are candles all over the floor. No time has passed)
 




JIM M.
(over the body) Jimmy….Oh my God…(Thunder. Black out. They all react ad libbing)
 
 




TIM

QUIET!!! No body move. (they all shut up) Julio?

 
                                            
JULIO
Yes, Jimmy?
 
 




 




TIM

Julio??

 




JULIO
What Jimmy?

 




JIM M.
I didn’t call you Julio. Jimmy? Jim, was that you, honey? Are you alive? (they all react)


 




VERONICA
So help me I will kill him if this is some kind of a fucking joke. 

 




JIM M.

It’s not him…He’s definitely dead.


 




TIM
Julio??


JULIO

Ay dies Mio. (Oh my God) Who the fuck is calling me ?

 




MONIQUE
I think I need to cut back on the martinis… (pause) during day light.

 




LA CHANCE
What day light? I swear this is even blacker than a Baptist church in Mississippi on a Sunday afternoon. (pause) I can say that.

 




TIM
It’s me… Timmy. 

 




ALL

Timmy?


 




TIM

Yes. Timmy. 


 




MONIQUE
Timmy darling, are you alright?
 





 




TIM
Yes, mother. Julio? 

 




JULIO

Yes, (pause) Timmy?

 




TIM
Are you near the candles Jimmy dropped?
 





 




JULIO
No, Timmy, but I think I could be.

 





 




TIM
No, don’t move. Who is?

 




VERONICA

That would be me, Timmy, Veronica Diamond.

 




MONIQUE
What’s up with the last name, you douche bag! That was me, Monique Mc Donald

 




JIM M.

Mother, please…

 




TIM
Okay, Ms. Diamond…


 




VERONICA

Just call me …Veronica, I hate to admit it, but …she’s right.

 




TIM
Veronica, can you start passing out the candles?…Does anyone happen to have a…(Lisa lights her lighter) Thank you, Lisa.



 




LISA
No sweat, Timber. I saw where you going with this right from the start, and I was ready to serve. I have to admit, Ramón, the voice from the dead thing freaked me out too, so your not alone on that one. 


 




ED
OWE! (screams) Jesus Christ!

 




ALL

What happened??

 




ED

Some one just hit me.


 




LA CHANCE
Oh my God, it’s the killer! 

 




LISA
Sorry about that Ed, I didn’t see you. Alright Diamond let’s get those candles a moving! To your right….keep ‘em moving. Okay, once I light your candle take a moment and light your neighbors. Don’t boagy the light.  Let’s do this in an orderly fashion. Timbo, back to you.


 




TIM

Thank you, Lisa. Jimmy, are you hanging in there?


 




JIM M.
Yeah….thanks Tim. (slowly lights starts to come up from the candles)


 




CLAIRE
Shouldn’t we be calling the police? 

 




JIM M.
If I could just make it to the phone without tripping over….well…anybody…I could call.

 




TIM
Jimmy, before we do anything, let’s just wait for all the candles to be lit.

 



 
JIM M.

Okay…but let’s hurry, I’m laying here with a dead body.

 




MONIQUE
Story of my life, dear. Story of my life.

 




CLAIRE

He’s right! Hurry up! My God, my sons been murdered!!!
 





 





 




ED
She’s right! Hurry up! My God, my sons been murdered!!!

 






 




CLAIRE
Oh, like you care!

 




ED

 Of course I care.

 




CLAIRE

He was nothing more to you than a God Damn monthly check. You hated that boy. You hated his success. You hated everything about him! I hate you Ed Campos! I hate men!!!
 





 




LISA
Claire? 


 




CLAIRE
WHAT?


 




LISA
CLAIRE?

 




CLAIRE
Who the hell’s calling me?

 




LISA
That would be the lesbian, actually I’m bi. Lisa. Let me state for the record that I completely understand your recent sentiments about the events at hand; however, Claire, we need you to remain calm. The last thing we need anyone to do here, including you Claire, is to panic.

 




CLAIRE
Sorry…


 




LISA

No need for apologies.

 




VERONICA
She’s good…She’s done this before.

 




LISA
That would be a negative Diamond. I actually saw it on your show. I didn’t buy it for a second, but it just goes to show you that you never know how a bag of cheetos, a big fatty, and a great comedy might one day save a life  


 




VERONICA
He’s dead you moron, and it’s a day time drama, not a fucking comedy!


 




LA CHANCE

Girlfriend, you got a touch of the Sybil going on there.

 




LISA
Holy man? Not helpful. Diamond? Cool. I get your drift, but your hostility is uncalled for and let’s not forget there’s still a killer among us. (thunder and lights up. They all react. Jim C. runs to the phone to call the police.)


 




TIM

What ever you do, do not (they blow their candles out) blow out your candles. (thunder black out)

 




LISA
(she lights her lighter) Okay, once I light your candle take a moment and light your neighbors. Don’t boagy the light. Let’s do this in an orderly fashion.

 




TIM 
Jim. Are you near the phone? (slowly lights starts to come up from the candles)


 




JIM M.
Yes. (they all ad lib “call the police” etc…) Shit! The lines are down. A tree must have hit the phone lines or something.

 




LA CHANCE
My cell. (they all ab lib “oh yeah…my cell phone” etc…We see everyone’s cell phones light up and trying to make calls. Ad libs  “Nothing”. “I don’t have service” etc… 


 




VERONICA
This is unbelievable.

 




CLAIRE
Thank you Veronica, I know how much he meant to you.


 




VERONICA
No offence but I should be the one to get service here and I’m not! I bought the most expensive phone on the market! I pay for the best plan available known to man! (catches herself) I have too, I never want to miss a call from my agent. Oh my God, my agent has died!


 




MONIQUE
Spoken like a true actress.

 





 




VERONICA
Thank you Monique, that’s mean a lot to me. 

 




MONIQUE
I didn’t say good, I said true.
(the lights flicker and come back on)


 




TIM
 Quick, try the phone again. (Jim C. picks up phone)

 




JIM M.

Still dead.


 




LA CHANCE
(like he’s going to make a joke) I can’t, that would be too easy, not to mention disrespectful.





 





 




CLAIRE
How can that be? How can the electricity be back on, but not the phones? 

 




ED 
Claire…

 




LISA
Claire, try to keep the drama at bay.

 




JIM M.
Our phone lines are not under ground here Claire. They’re above ground.  So if there’s a really bad storm like…like…this… sometimes a tree or something brings a line down.

 




LA CHANCE
I’m impressed, that was really butch. (to Tim) Excuse me, man that’s taken over before we even know who’s killed the other one, can we blow out our candles now?

    




TIM
Yes, but everyone hold onto your own candle just in case the lights go out again.


 




MONIQUE

(to Ed) I’ll let you hold my candle if you let me hold yours.

 




CLAIRE
What is wrong with you people? Having sex outside, phone lines above ground, you must all be primitive or something! (looks a La Chance) No offence.

 




LA CHANCE
Say what? Oh no she didn’t…

 




VERONICA
She did.

 




CLAIRE
You’re all acting like we’re out in the middle of the ocean on some deserted island or something.

 




ALL

We are!


 




CLAIRE

It’s not deserted! What about the ferries? (thunder and lightning)

 




LA CHANCE

Bitch, obviously you never been to Fire Island when it rains. Those queens rush back to the city faster than if there was a major shoe sale at Barney’s.

 




CLAIRE
Not the fairies, you dim wit, the ferries!

 




MONIQUE
Hey, Miss Iowa, land of cow patties, corn cobs and gay marriage. (pause)go figure…What good are the Godddamn ferries?


 




JIM M.

She’s right. In a storm like this all the ferries will be cancelled until the weather lets up.


 




TIM
He’s right. Right now, we just need to remain calm and wait until we get someone qualified here to handle this. (thunder and lightning)


 




JULIO

Jimmy?

 




TIM/JIM C.
Yes?

 




TIM
Did you say Timmy or Jimmy?

 




JULIO
Who will be paying me now that Jimmy C. is gone?

 




CLAIRE
(she goes for Julio) Why you little beaner!

 




ED
(stops her) Claire!

 




LA CHANCE
Oh no she didn’t?

 




VERONICA
She did…


 




LISA

Claire! No need for the racial epithets. Be cool here.

 




JIM M.
Well, Julio, I find the question extremely inappropriate considering the present circumstances, but I am sure once everything is…once the house is…Why are asking me this??


 




JULIO
I just want to know if I have to answer to this guy or not. If he’s not my boss, then it will make life a hell of a lot easier if every time I say “Jimmy” I don’t hear two people answering me and always try to figure out which one to listen to. That’s all. I meant nothing by it. (to Claire) Beaner? You fat, pasty white, pimply assed, no waisted, doubled chinned, bigot!
 





 




CLAIRE
Bigot? But I’m from Iowa…We have gay marriage, I love Chipotle, and I voted for Obama!

 




LA CHANCE
(to Julio) You go girl!


 
 



JULIO

I am not a girl, I am a man. (thunder and lightning)

 




LA CHANCE

Ooooh… mucho macho man. (to Veronica) It’s a Latin thing…

 




VERONICA

(eyeing Julio) I like it!

 




JULIO
So Jimmy?


 




TIM/JIM M.
Yes?

 




TIM
Sorry, go ahead.

 




JIM M.
Yes?
 





 




JULIO
What about all the guests?

 




JIM M.

Oh my God the guests…What do we do? 

 




MONIQUE
What do we do? We send them home.


 




VERONICA
She’s right, we can’t let them see the groom dead.


 




TIM
We can’t have a wedding with a dead groom.


 




LISA
“Send ‘em home” gets my vote.

 




JIM M.
(looks at the body and screams) AHHHHHH! (thunder and lightning)


 




ALL 

WHAT?

 




JIM M.

Okay…I am horrible person…I am going to burn in hell…but… (takes a deep breath)

Okay…Are we all in agreement that I am the bride, slash, groom here?

 




ALL

Yes…

 




JIM M.
Are we also in agreement that as the bride, slash, groom, that outside of the grieving parents, that entitles me to a little more…um….shall we say…

 




ED 

Grief?

 




JIM M.

…Craziness?

 





 




ALL
Yes…

 




JIM M.

And…even though it is very clear in Jimmy’s will, that if he was to die before his father, Ed, was to die, that this house would go to, Ed, since, Jim, paid for it, and I didn’t, and he honestly didn’t think that would ever be the case…BUT…Would we also agree that until that time comes, this is still my home for at least the next few hours or so? Please say yes.


 




ALL

Yes.

 




JIM M.

Thank you…THE FLOORS! 


 




ALL
WHAT? (thunder and lightning)

 




JIM M.

He’s getting blood all over the wood floors.


 




ED
He’s right! Get that bloody body off that floor.


TIM

We shouldn’t move him.

 




LA CHANCE
No, we shouldn’t.


 




CLAIRE

He’s right. It’s not right.

 




LA CHANCE
No, it isn’t.

 




MONIQUE
Well, I would just like to state for the record, that I for one, would prefer not to have to sit around for the next few hours, or even days, staring at a bloody body.


 




LA CHANCE
Days?

 




VERONICA
I remember doing a scene, and there was this dead body laying there, all covered in blood, he was just an extra, and the actor I was playing the scene with couldn’t remember his goddamn lines and it took hours to film this fucking scene.
 





 




LA CHANCE
Say what?

 




LISA

Diamond in the rough, is there a point here?

 




VERONICA
Yes! Yes, there is. I know what it’s like to stare at a bloody body for hours and it’s not fun!

 




JIM M.
HEY! Get the fucking bloody body off my brand new wood floors now!! Sorry honey, if you were here, I know you’d agree.

 




LISA
Okay, dokay. I believe you just cashed in on that crazy card, Jimbo. All right folks, gather round… Come on don’t be shy… (Julio and Tim get up to help) You too holy man…


 




LA CHANCE
Do I have too? (he does)

 




LISA

Pick a limb, any limb, don’t be picky. (thunder and lightning)

 




LA CHANCE
I’m more comfortable with a leg please.


 




LISA
Alright give the holy man a leg.  Okay, now on three, we’ll move this corpse to…(she drops an arm) Hey, grieving groom? Where do you want the body?
 
 




JIM M.
Oh shit…I don’t know…um… Julio’s room.


 




JULIO

(drops a leg) No, no, no! Not my room.  No way. No.

 




JIM M.
Well then where? We can’t move him upstairs.

 




CLAIRE

This isn’t happening.


 




JIM M.
I don’t think it would be kosher to put him in the kitchen…Come on Julio, it’s the only choice.


 




LA CHANCE
(drops the other leg) Oh come on Julio, don’t be such a big baby…


 




JULIO

I am not going to sleep in a room after a dead bloody corpse has been lying in it for hours.  I’m sorry.

 




LISA
I hear you, it’s not for everyone kiddo.

 




TIM
(drops the last arm) You guys, come on, we have to decide!

 




JIM M.

All right, then we’ll change your room.

 




ED
Now hold on there one second Jim, that’s a room we could be bringing in some extra cash on right?


 




CLAIRE
Oh …Ed!

 




JIM M.

I don’t think you’ll be renting out any rooms right away, all right Ed?

 




ED
Just trying to stay on top of it, that’s all.

 




JULIO

A room with an ocean view, Jimmy?

 




JIM M. 
Yes, yes, a room with an ocean view.


 




JULIO

Okay, I can do this then. (thunder light flicker)
 






