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THE SMELL OF THE KILL

A Full-length Play
For 3 women

CHAR AC TERS

DEBRA
MOLLY
NICKY

3 OFF STAGE VOICES (male)
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(NICKY en ters. She opens the kitchen draw ers two at a
time, search ing for some thing. The pound ing starts again.)

DEBRA. What is go ing on down there?
NICKY. I found them.
DEBRA. Why are they mak ing that noise?
NICKY. They want our at ten tion.
DEBRA. Did you tell Marty I was ready to leave?
NICKY. No.
DEBRA. Why not?
NICKY. He’s in the meat locker.
DEBRA. Nicky, could you please go back down there and

tell Marty I want to go home.
NICKY. Debra, sit down.
DEBRA. I want to leave.
NICKY. Debra, Marty can’t come up.
DEBRA. What do you mean he can’t?
NICKY. He can’t.
DEBRA. You tell Marty to come out of there this min ute!
NICKY. Be lieve me, if he could he would.
DEBRA. Why can’t he then?
NICKY. Be cause he’s locked in.
DEBRA. Oh, my God!
NICKY. This door’s been a prob lem lately.
DEBRA. What about an ax?
NICKY. There is no ax. There’s a key.
DEBRA. Where is it?
NICKY. It’s in one of these draw ers.
MOLLY. Nicky…
DEBRA. When did you see it last?
NICKY. Last week.
DEBRA. Is it there?
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NICKY. I don’t see it.
DEBRA. Some thing ter ri ble’s go ing to hap pen.
MOLLY. Nicky…
NICKY. I know it’s in here.
MOLLY. Nicky…
NICKY. It’s got to be in here.
MOLLY. Nicky?
NICKY. What?
MOLLY. Are they all in there?
NICKY. All three of them.
MOLLY. Oh, those poor an i mals. It must be ter ri bly crowded.
DEBRA. Who cares about the an i mals—they’re dead! Maybe

we should call the fire de part ment.
NICKY. No, no, I’ll find it.
DEBRA. We should n’t wait any lon ger.
NICKY. Debra, noth ing’s go ing to hap pen to the boys.
MOLLY. Is it cold in the meat locker?
NICKY. Yes.
MOLLY. But not that cold, right?
NICKY. Oh, it’s cold.
MOLLY. But not that cold.
NICKY. It’s cold.
MOLLY. How many de grees?
NICKY. Ten.
DEBRA. Oh, my God!
NICKY. Maybe fif teen.
DEBRA. They could freeze in there.
MOLLY. If you could n’t find the key.
DEBRA. They could suf fo cate in there.
MOLLY. If it was n’t in the drawer.
DEBRA. They could have heart at tacks, strokes!
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NICKY. Wait a min ute—I found some thing. (She lifts a
key out of the drawer.)

DEBRA. They could all die down there!
NICKY (the key falls out of her hand). Oops.
DEBRA. What was that?
NICKY. Back door key.
DEBRA. Are you sure?
NICKY. Pos i tive.
DEBRA. We can break down the door.
NICKY. It’s five inches thick.
DEBRA. We’ll tip it over.
NICKY. The thing weighs over a ton. It took three men to

bring it in.
MOLLY. I told Danny to wear a sweater to night.
NICKY. Did he?
MOLLY. No. I said, “Danny, the nights are get ting chill -

ier.”
DEBRA. Nicky, what does the key look like?
NICKY. How long does it take to make ice?
MOLLY. I don’t know—I buy it by the bag.
NICKY. Take a guess.
MOLLY. Let me think.
DEBRA. Nicky, why did you stop look ing?
NICKY. What’s the rush?
MOLLY. No rush.
NICKY. Jay loves the win ter.
MOLLY. Danny loves the fall.
NICKY. If only he knew how to dress for it.
MOLLY. Sit down, Debra.
NICKY. Have a drink, Debra.
DEBRA. I’m go ing down there.
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(DEBRA ex its. The alarm on MOLLY’s watch beeps.)

MOLLY. Danny bought me a watch with an alarm. He has
it set for ev ery two hours.

NICKY. What for?
MOLLY. So I can call him.
NICKY. Why?
MOLLY. He loves me.

(The pound ing starts again.)

NICKY. So call him.
MOLLY. He’s wear ing his beeper. I’m sup posed to beep

in.
NICKY. What do you say?
MOLLY. I leave lit tle mes sages.
NICKY. Pick up milk.
MOLLY. I love you.
NICKY. Drop dead.
MOLLY. Stuff like that.
NICKY. I think he’d ap pre ci ate a call right now.
MOLLY. You think?
NICKY. Def i nitely.
MOLLY (picks up the phone and di als). I’d like to leave a

mes sage for Dan iel Gilroney. Yes, would you tell him
that his wife is think ing of him right now. Thank you.
(She hangs up.)

NICKY. Well done.
MOLLY. At night he checks it to make sure the bat tery’s

run ning.
NICKY. Must be ag gra vat ing.
MOLLY. Oh, you don’t know…
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NICKY. Ev ery two hours…
MOLLY. No mat ter where I am.
NICKY. The john?
MOLLY. Oh, sure.
NICKY. Je sus. (Beat.)
MOLLY. This is tricky…
NICKY. Yes.

(NICKY pulls the key out of her pocket. MOLLY takes it
and puts it in her purse.)

MOLLY. How cold did you say it was?
NICKY. Fif teen de grees.
MOLLY. Ba nanas freeze at twenty.
NICKY. Colder than that. (Beat.)
MOLLY. Nicky, do you be lieve in heaven? Where there

are an gels with wings sit ting on clouds lis ten ing to
Enya? If Danny goes to heaven, he could see our baby.
He could ex plain…about the wait ing.

NICKY. Oh, Molly…
MOLLY. That it was n’t my fault.
NICKY. No, of course not.
MOLLY. He would n’t let me give her a name.
NICKY. She was too lit tle, Molly.
MOLLY. I should have done some thing—
NICKY. You could n’t.
MOLLY. I should have given her a name.

(DEBRA en ters.)

DEBRA. What have you done!
NICKY. I did n’t do any thing.
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DEBRA. This is your fault!
NICKY. What did I do?
DEBRA. Is n’t there an emer gency but ton in there or some -

thing?
NICKY. What for? The dead ducks? So they can buzz us

in case they want to come out and make a phone call?
DEBRA. Why have n’t you called the po lice?
MOLLY. Gosh, I did n’t think of that.
DEBRA. I’m call ing 911. (She looks for the phone.)

Where’s the phone? Where’s the phone?

(DEBRA sees the phone on the coun ter. She lunges for it. 
NICKY grabs it first.)

NICKY. Grab her!

(MOLLY cap tures DEBRA.)

DEBRA. OW!
MOLLY. Sorry.
DEBRA. What are you do ing?
MOLLY. I’m hurt ing you.
DEBRA. Stop it!
MOLLY (leans in) . Debra, you smell nice.
DEBRA. Get off of me!
MOLLY. But your gray’s com ing in.
DEBRA. Ow!
NICKY. Let me see.
DEBRA. You’re crazy.

(MOLLY jerks DEBRA’s head to ward NICKY. NICKY
looks at DEBRA’s roots.)

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



NICKY. No, she’s right.
DEBRA. Ow!
NICKY. Prom ise you’ll stay still and Molly will let you go.
DEBRA. Let go of me!
MOLLY. She’s not go ing to stay. Let’s tie her up.
DEBRA. No.
NICKY. Oh, come on, Debra. (NICKY ex its.)
DEBRA (to MOLLY) . My arm! You’re twist ing it!
MOLLY. Sorry.

(The pound ing sounds again.)

DEBRA. We have to get them out of there! Lis ten to them!

(NICKY en ters with two pairs of panty hose.)

NICKY. Will these work?
MOLLY. Donna Karan?
NICKY. Cal vin Klein.

(The sound of pound ing again.)

DEBRA. Marty!

(NICKY shoves a dish towel into DEBRA’s mouth.)

MOLLY. She’s mov ing, she’s mov ing— Get the chair.
NICKY. Don’t let her go.

(MOLLY and NICKY over power DEBRA.)
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MOLLY. Hold her. (She takes the panty hose and ties
DEBRA up.) I’ve got her.

(NICKY sits on DEBRA and puts her in a headlock.)

NICKY. My brother used to do this to me. (She looks back at
MOLLY ty ing up DEBRA.) How’d you learn to do that?

MOLLY. We had boats when I was lit tle.
NICKY. Sail boats?
MOLLY. Yachts.
NICKY. I al ways wanted a boat.
MOLLY. Boats are fun.
NICKY. Jay did n’t want one. He wanted a meat locker.
MOLLY. His mis take.
NICKY. I bet he’s think ing that right now—as he watches

his pe nis shrivel up.
MOLLY. It must be teeny tiny by now.
NICKY. I pic ture them down there right now, des per ately

try ing to keep warm, three ho mo pho bic golf ers rub bing
up against each other. Marty’s prob a bly got his hands all 
over Jay.

MOLLY. Or Danny.
NICKY. Oh, what’s the big deal. If it makes them happy,

let them! (MOLLY has fin ished ty ing up DEBRA.) She
looks mad.

MOLLY. She just wants at ten tion.
NICKY. Now what?
MOLLY. I don’t know.
NICKY. I don’t know ei ther. We can’t leave her like that.
MOLLY. No.
NICKY. This has got to work for ev ery one.
MOLLY. Right.
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NICKY. Maybe we should vote.
MOLLY. I never vote.
NICKY. Oh, Molly, why not?
MOLLY. I for get to.
NICKY. Ask Debra if she wants to vote.
MOLLY. Debra, if I take out the dish towel will you

scream again? (DEBRA shakes her head.) I’m trust ing
you, Debra. (MOLLY re moves the dish towel.)

DEBRA. Vote for what?
NICKY. The boys. We can vote them “IN” or we can vote

them “OUT .”
DEBRA. You would n’t just leave them in there?
NICKY. Up to the vot ers. (She takes a marker and draws a 

long line down the re frig er a tor. She marks the left side
“IN” and the right side “OUT.”)

MOLLY. Should we put their names up? That way we don’t
lose track of who’s been voted on.

NICKY. Good idea.

(NICKY writes the men’s names down the left side of the 
re frig er a tor. DEBRA drags her self and the chair to ward
the door to the din ing room.)

NICKY. Where is she go ing?
MOLLY. She can’t get far.
NICKY. Ev ery body ready?
MOLLY. Ev ery body’s ready.
NICKY. I think each woman should vote for her own hus -

band. The de ci sion of the judges is fi nal and must be
unan i mous.

MOLLY. Unan i mous.
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NICKY. Af ter all, if we let one of them go free, he could
point a fin ger.

MOLLY. Oh, yes.
NICKY. If it had n’t frozen off.
DEBRA (stops in her tracks) . Wait a min ute, wait a min -

ute, you’re say ing if just one of us wants her hus band
re leased, they all go free?

NICKY. I think it’s the only way. Un less you have a sug -
ges tion.

DEBRA. No, no, no, I’m with you. It’s the only way.
MOLLY. I agree.
DEBRA. In that case, I’ll be good.
NICKY. Prom ise.
DEBRA. I prom ise. Now, will you please un tie me!
NICKY. Molly, what do you think?
MOLLY. She prom ised. (MOLLY re leases her.)
DEBRA. Thank you.
MOLLY. Your wrists are red.
DEBRA. And whose fault is that?

(NICKY takes a bag of frozen peas out of the freezer and 
gives it to DEBRA.)

NICKY. Here.

(DEBRA puts the peas on her wrists.)

DEBRA. Let’s vote.
MOLLY. Let’s just do it right. Should we do this by open

vote? Should we do it by se cret bal lot?
NICKY. Oh, I don’t know. Debra, what do you think?
DEBRA. Se cret bal lot? Sure, se cret bal lot.
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MOLLY. I only want to do right by Danny. I want him to
feel good about this.

NICKY. All those in fa vor of se cret bal lot?

(DEBRA raises her hand.)

MOLLY. You lose.
NICKY. Who wants to go first?
MOLLY. Can I go first?
DEBRA. I’ll go first.
NICKY. I think Molly should go first. Two against one.
MOLLY. Should I stand up? Should I sit down?
NICKY. What ever you want. You’re among friends. Right, 

Debra?
MOLLY. I think I’m go ing to stand up.
DEBRA. Molly, two weeks ago you and I had lunch at

Chez Paul.
MOLLY. Right.
DEBRA. What hap pened?
MOLLY. I had scal lops.
DEBRA. Who showed up?
MOLLY. Danny.
DEBRA. Why?
MOLLY. He loves me.
DEBRA. What did he do?
MOLLY. He held my hand.
DEBRA. Did he say any thing?
MOLLY. No. He just held my hand and left.
DEBRA. That’s it?
MOLLY. He paid the check.
DEBRA. He sur prised you, held your hand, bought you

lunch, and you’d leave this man in a freezer?
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MOLLY. No mat ter where I go…
DEBRA. He adores you!
MOLLY. No mat ter what I do…
DEBRA. He wor ships you!
MOLLY. He finds me.
DEBRA. It’s won der ful!
MOLLY. I can’t take it.
DEBRA. What more could a woman want than a won der -

ful, ador ing…?
MOLLY. Asex ual…
DEBRA. Hus band!
MOLLY. I want a baby.
DEBRA. OK. You can have Nicky’s baby.
NICKY. What are you talk ing about?
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