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CHARACTERS
Host:
A raspy voice.  He introduces the story as if he were Rod Serling.
Roman O’Brian/
Male, about 35 years old.  A gritty attorney who presents as if he

Narrator:
were a detective from 1940’s film noir.  Roman is also the Narrator. 
Vicky:
Female, about 30 years old.  Sexy and sassy but highly intelligent, Vicky is a street smart criminal investigator.  She has a Philadelphia accent – noticeable, but not over the top.  This is the second largest role.
Arthur Brennan:
A professional, educated, upper-class American dweeb.  He sounds scared most of the time.  
Paulie “The Jerk”
Strong Philly Accent. True to his nickname, he presents like a real jerk.
Mrs. Brennan:
Female, 30’s – 40’s – strong Philly accent – a real “classy” broad.
Katrina:
A cockney British accent.  She is angry most of the time.
INTRODUCTION
Folio

[Theme, then Background while the Host speaks] 

Host

Good Evening.  I’m Johnny Cuppone.  Welcome to North Philly Audio Theater’s presentation of, Proof of Death.  Here’s a preview, of tonight’s tale.
[INSERT CLIP]
Host

We call upon you this evening to ponder an age-old question.  Are men born evil, or do they learn it?   
Consider the case of Mr. Arthur T. Brennan, the subject of tonight’s story – an educated  man, successful,  with a house in an elegant part of town and a beautiful, young wife.  You would never suspect such a man to be capable of evil, certainly not murder.   But, what if he were to be placed in just the right, stressful situation, would he be capable of it?  Would any of us?  
As you listen to tonight’s presentation, Proof of Death, ask yourself this: If not some hidden capacity for evil, then what was it that caused mild mannered, Arthur Brennan to need the services of a man like Roman O’Brian – Philadelphia’s most unscrupulous criminal defense attorney.   I’ll be back for your answer . . . after Act One.
Folio

[Interlude].

ACT  I
Folio
[A match striking, the smoker inhaling and blowing smoke]

Narrator
I lit a Chesterfield, blew a puffy cloud toward the door and kicked my feet up onto the desk.  
Folio

[A door opening and closing]

Narrator

The client scrunched his face at the smoke -- a cream puff of a man, barely five feet tall, well over two hundred pounds with pasty skin and a bad case of the dweebs.

My first thought?   In his forty-some odd years on this planet, this joker never committed anything worse than speeding.  So, why all of a sudden was he desperate to find a criminal defense attorney?  
He called that morning, practically cried when my assistant told him we didn’t take appointments on Saturdays.  Vicky had a soft spot for dweebs.  She told him to come on in, but didn’t tell me about it until he got there.  Vicky was like that. 

Arthur
Umm . . . Hello.  I’m [coughing] Arthur Brennan.  Thanks for seeing me on such short notice, Mr. O’Brian.

Narrator
The dweeb took a seat without offering his hand.  So I sat there and stared him down.
Arthur
[pause]  Umm . . . my name is Arthur Brennan and . . . 
Roman

Yeah, you already said that.  I’m Roman O’Brian and right now, I’m wondering why you’re here.

Arthur

Well, I’m in a lot of trouble, quite frankly.  I need a lawyer and I don’t care what it costs.
Narrator

[laughing to himself]  I’d heard that line a hundred times.  In case you’re wondering, I’m not a newbie -- got a few wrinkles I earned the old fashioned way – and what I’ve learned the hard way is, when a client says they don’t care what it costs, it usually means they have no intention of paying. 
Roman

Let’s skip over fees for a moment, Mr. Brennan, and get down to the nature of your problem.  If  I decide to take your case, then we can talk about the part where I rape you with fees.
Arthur

Huh!  I mean really!  I don’t think there’s any need for that sort of talk.

Narrator

That got his attention.  Brennan flashed angry, then slid back into his humble demeanor.  I folded my hands behind my head.  
Roman

Why don’t you start at the beginning and tell me why you think you need a . . .
Arthur

Well  . . . there was just so much . . . blood.
Narrator

[Pause]  A room gets real quiet when someone says that.  I’d heard it before, of course, but every time it gave me a chill.
Folio

[Beeep!]

Roman
Vick!  Wanna come in here?  Don’t worry, Mr. Brennan.  Vicky is my legal assistant and investigator.  Talking to her is like talking to me – completely confidential.
Folio

[Door opening.]

Narrator

Brennan’s mood shifted abruptly when Vicky sashayed into the room.   A minute before, the guy was pleading for help, getting ready to confess God-knows-what.  But I could tell by the slight twinkle in his eye, Vicky got him thinking along other lines.  A spry, little number from South Philly with big, brown eyes and a slinky body, Vicky was hard to ignore.
Vicky

Wassup, Ro?

Roman
Mr. Brennan, here, was just explaining his problem.  Why don’t you join us?
Narrator

Vicky took a seat on the couch, crossed her legs and held her pen just above the legal pad in her lap.  Those thick framed eyeglasses gave her the look of a cute, geeky girl -- like Adrian from Rocky.  Not the goofy looking Adrian from the pet shop – the hot looking Adrian from Rocky III.  Like most of my clients, Brennan took an instant shine to her. 
Roman

Mr. Brennan . . . you were saying something about blood?
Arthur

We’ve . . . been having problems.  
Vicky

Who’s we?
Arthur

[Annoyed]  My wife and I, of course!
Narrator

Whadaya know -- it seemed the Dweeb drew the line at taking guff from women.

Roman

Look here, Mr. Brennan.  Vicky is the best in the business.  If you want our help, you’ll answer her questions.

Arthur

Sorry . . .  My wife.  She’s been working evenings lately, sometimes till one or two in the morning.  I got suspicious.  Who wouldn’t?
Vicky

Go on.
Arthur

I was supposed to go golfing this morning.  Got in the car and headed for the Club.  But at the last minute . . .  [Crying]  Oh God . . . Oh God help me.
Vicky

Don’t worry, Mr. Brennan.  Believe me, we’ve heard it all.  Here . . .

Folio

[A tissue being pulled from a box, then Arthur blowing his nose]

Arthur

Thanks. [sill sobbing].

Narrator

Sure, the guy seemed pretty upset.  But he didn’t miss the opportunity to glance at Vicky’s legs as she leaned back in the couch.  It was fishnet stockings, I noticed.  Nice.

Arthur

Anyway.  I forgot my wallet.  At the last minute, I turned around and headed home.   There she was on the couch . . .  with this jerk I never saw before.  they were . . . they were . . . [sobbing].

Vicky
That’s fine, Mr. Brennan.  We get the picture.  What did you do?
Arthur

[Angry]  I screamed.  Cursed.  Threatened the Jerk.  He got off the couch and came toward me like he was going to . . . I don’t know what.    She was right behind, trying to stop him.  I picked up a lamp.  [Trailing off ]  He kept coming forward . . . I didn’t know what he was going to . . .
FLASH-BACK
Mrs. Brennan

Oh, Paulie [giggling] you’re so clever.

Paulie
I have my moments, Baby.

Mrs. Brennan

. . . and suave’.  You’re a regular Casa-De-Nova.

Paulie
I love it when you speak Latin.  You’re a first class act, you know dat?

Paulie and Mrs. Brennan

[Chuckling together]

Folio

[A door opening then slamming shut]

Artie

What the hell is going on here?

Mrs Brennan

Artie!  What are you doing home so early?  Ummm . . . this my ummmm . . . associate from work . . . we were just going over some files for the . . . No, Artie, don’t!
Paulie
Ayyy!  Put down that lamp, you Jackass!  This guy’s a real piece of work, eh, Baby?
Arthur

 You son-of-a . . .

Folio

[sounds of struggling]

Mrs. Brennan
[Screaming]

Folio

[a lamp crashing, then a body hitting the floor, then heavy panting]
Paulie
Christ Almighty!  Baby!  You OK?  Baby?  Nice work, Jackass.  She ain’t got no pulse.  Ah . . . jeez . . . She’s toast.   Hey!  Come back here! 
Folio

[Running footsteps, a door opens then slams shut, footsteps again, a car door opens and closes.  The sound of a car starting, tires screeching, and the sound of the car engine fading out as the car drives away]

END OF FLASH-BACK

Vicky
Is she . . . dead?

Arthur

[Out of it]  Mother gave us that lamp.  It was last Christmas and . . .
Vicky

Mr. Brennan.  It is very important that you tell us whether she . . .
Arthur

[Upset]  I meant to hit him.  I swung . . . missed . . . bashed her right across the face.  I didn’t mean to do it.  I just . . . I just . . .
Vicky

Arthur!

Arthur

Huh?

Vicky

Is . . . she . . . dead?

Arthur

[Sighing].  I dunno.  Yes, I’m pretty sure.  The Jerk, checked her pulse.  She was gone.  I ran out of there.

Vicky

When did this . . .

Arthur

Two hours ago.  Look, Mr. O’Brian, you know my uncle, Jimmy Delgado.  He told me

you helped him out one time.  Said you might be able to . . .  Can you help me, Mr. O’Brian?

Narrator

I stole a look at Vicky.  Jimmy Delgado, aka, Jimmy da Pimp, was a wild case we handled a few years back.  Delgado ran a gentleman’s club   off of South Street, downtown.  A high-class strip joint that dabbled in low-class prostitution.  Delgado fancied himself connected to the mob.  When they busted him, he offered to pay me by taking care of anyone I wanted.  I told him cash would work better.  He paid me five grand in twenties and never brought up the subject again.  Looking at Brennan, it was hard to believe he was related to a sleezeball like Delgado. 
Vicky
Did he call the police?
Arthur

I don’t know.  Guess he did, though.  Am I going to jail?
Narrator

I gave Vicky a nod.  Seemed like the time was right.
Folio

[Papers rustling].
Vicky

Here is our standard retainer agreement -- twenty thousand for legal fees up to, and including, trial.  Another five thousand for investigation and expert fees.  That covers Mr. O’Brian, my investigation expenses, and any forensic experts we might need.  Questions?
Narrator

Vicky raised an eyebrow at me as Brennan signed the document and wrote a check without so much as looking at the retainer.  
Arthur

Am I going to jail?
Roman

We’re gonna figure that out right now.  But there’s something you’ve gotta understand.  If she’s dead, they’ll be looking for you.  And if that’s the case, trust me, it’ll be better to turn yourself in, than to wait for them to catch up with you.  But, let’s not get ahead of ourselves.  First thing’s first.  I’ll need your house keys.
Arthur

Why?
Roman

Vicky and I are going to swing by your place to see for ourselves.  On the off chance she’s not dead, all you’ll be looking at is aggravated assault.   But if she is dead, and the Jerk didn’t call the cops, we’ll want to take a few photographs before they get there.  Don’t worry, if the coppers are there, we’ll keep rolling.
Arthur

Why wouldn’t he have called the cops?
Vicky

He might be married.  Found himself in a compromising position.  Didn’t want to have to explain what he was doing there in the first place.  For all we know he hightailed it out of there, just like you did – which means we’ll have a little breathing room to figure out what to do.
Roman

Meanwhile, keep a low profile.  Your car out front?
Arthur

Yeah.
Roman

Don’t use it.  They may be looking for it.  There’s a coffee shop up the street.  Vick, have Katrina show Mr. Brennan where it is.  We’ll meet you there in a couple hours, Mr. Brennan.
Vicky
Katrina!

Katrina

[From the other room]  What?

Vicky

Can you come in here for a minute?

Folio

[Door opening]

Katrina
[Angry].  What do you, want?

Vicky
We  need you to escort Mr. Brennan  here to Java.  .Don’t worry, Mr. Brennan.  She’s a little unfriendly, but harmless.

Katrina

Unfriendly?  What a ya mean, unfriendly?  I’m as friendly as a friggin’ clown.  You just got no appreciation for what I gotta do all day.  And now . . . I gotta escort this wanker to a friggin coffee shop?  Whose gonna answer the phones?  Whose gonna  do all thefriggin’  paperwork?  Whose gonna . . .

Roman

Kat . . . give it a rest will ya?

Katrina

[Pause]  I’ve quit better jobs than this.  Come on, Sir, let’s go.
Folio

[Shuffling, then a door opening and closing]
Narrator

Vicky just stood there, with a hand cocked on her hip, fanning herself with the retainer check.  She killed me.

Roman

SoVick, whadaya think?

Vicky

Friggin awesome.  Come on . . .

Folio

[The sound of keys being snatched up]

Vicky

We’ll take your car.
Folio
[Interlude music, five seconds, then the sound of a car engine shutting off and the sound of two car doors slamming.]

Vicky
[Whistling]  Well, I guess the check will clear, eh Ro?
Narrator

I Figured Brennan had to be set up pretty well when he gave a Society Hill address, but the place was an absolute mansion -- a three-level townhouse with a circular driveway – right there in the middle of Baimbridge street.  There was no sign of police, so we let ourselves in.  

Folio

[Front door opening]

Narrator

I have to confess, the only time I had ever seen a dead body was at my grandmother’s wake, when I was fourteen.  Vicky didn’t seem phased at all, so I did the gentlemanly thing --  closed my eyes and let her go first.
Folio

[Front door slamming shut]

Vicky
Woah.  What the hell is this?

Narrator.
I braced for the shock of the scene -- a dead woman on the ground  . . . a pool of blood . . . a shattered face with bones sticking out every which . . . 
Vicky
Jesus, Ro.  Where the hell did she go?
Roman

I opened my eyes just a sliver.  The rug in front of the couch was stained red with blood, a broken lamp on the floor, other than that, the room was immaculate.

Vicky

Mrs. Brennan, are you O.K.?  Mrs. Brennan!  [voice trailing off as she wanders from room to room] Mrs. Brennan! Mrs. Brennan?
Narrator

We searched the house and found no sign of a body, just cherry wood furnishings, nineteenth-century impressionist prints and the typical trappings of American, well-to-do, yuppiedom. 

Folio

[Cell phone ringing]
Vicky

Hang on, Ro – that’s Brennan.  Hello? . . . You’re kidding . . . No, don’t call him back . . . Stay put.  We’ll be right there.

Folio

[A beep, as she hangs up, then the cell phone slapping shut.

Roman

[Pause]  Well?  What is it?

Vicky

Brennan just got a call . . . from The Jerk.

Roman

Get out.  What did he want?
Vicky

He left a message for Brennan to call him immediately.  Said it would be in his . . . best interest.
Folio

[Interlude music, five seconds, then Fulcame while the Host speaks.]

Host

Well, well, well.  Roman and Vicky didn’t find what they expected., did they?  And  Arthur Brennan will be surprised to learn his wife’s corpse got up and walked away.  Or will he? 

And what of that question I proposed earlier – Are men born evil?  If you don’t have an answer, don’t worry.  You’re in good company.  Educated people have been pondering the issue since the beginning of time. 

We will return in a moment, with Act II.
COMMERCIAL

Announcer
If you’ve been enjoying Proof of Death, you might want to check out the new crime thriller novel . . . The Fifth Streeter . . . available on Amazon dot com.   Just listen to what these fine citizens are saying about The Fifth Streeter.    

Vicky

Hey, Ro.  Have you seen the paper this morning?

Roman

Yeah . . . Snoopy kills me.

Vicky

Not the comics, Ro.  The literary section.

Roman

I ummmmm . . . must have missed that section.  What’s it say?

Vicky

Its all about this new novel called The Fifth Streeter.  Listen to this review . . . The Fifth Streeter is a balls to the wall, crime thriller with non-stop action and more twists than a Philadelphia soft pretzel.

Roman

Sounds pretty good.  Who wrote it?

Vicky

Some guy named Madden.

Roman

Madden . . . never heard of the guy.

Vicky

Yeah, well he sure heard of you.  Check this out.  The Fifth Streeter follows the escapades of Roman O’Brian and Vicky Bronco as they defend a homeless man accused of murdering a cop.

Roman

What?!?

Vicky

There’s more.  Along the way . . . Roman and Vicky encounter violent street thugs . . . a judge who is itching to throw Roman in jail . . . and a mysterious graffiti artist known only as Repo.  Jesus, Ro . . . this book is about us!
Roman

I’ll sue!

Vicky

Katrina!

Katrina

What?

Vicky

You know anything about this Fifth Streeter nonsense?

Katrina

Ahh . . . umm . . . Fifth Streeter? . . . . ummm lemme think . . .

Roman

Spill the beans!

Katrina

[Angry]  Alright!  This bloke called and offered me Ten Gees . . . just for telling him stories  . . .  about you two wankers.

Vicky

And you took the cash?

Roman

Ahhh jeeez.

Katrina

What wuz I supposed to do?  I get paid starvation wages for workin’ in this dump.  How am I supposed to pay my bills?  How am I supposed to pay my rent?  How am I supposed to . . .

Roman AND Vicky

Kat! . . . Give it a rest!

Announcer

The Fifth Streeter . . . by Michael Madden, available for download from Amazon dot com.  That’s The Fifth Streeter . . . on Amazon dot com.

ACT  II
Folio

[Theme, then Background as Host speaks]
Host.

Welcome back.  Alright, so maybe we didn’t answer any of life’s larger questions.  But, right now we have more pressing problems.  Mrs. Brennan, for example.  Where is she?  Buried in a shallow grave in the yard?  Or at a police station, with her lover, taking out a complaint on her husband?   
Let’s find out, as Proof of Death concludes with Act II.

Folio
[Traffic sounds as the Narrator speaks]

Narrator

My office was on North Broad Street, sandwiched between the Spring Garden Subway Station and the Frazier Housing Project.   It wasn’t a fancy location, but it suited me just fine.  I had a downtown office once, but the high rent forced me out during the revitalization craze of the 1990’s.  But these days, even North Broad Street was getting uppity -- upscale, corporate establishments were slowly replacing the seedy bars and ethnic restaurants that were once the neighborhood’s claim to fame.  The place was going to the dogs.
Brennan was waiting for us at Java, a bohemian coffeehouse popular with the Temple University crowd.  He looked uncomfortable, sitting where Katrina had abandoned him --  on a couch amid a crowd of twenty-somethings.  We rescued him and brought him back to the office.

Folio

[Door opening and closing]

Vicky

Tell Mr. O’Brian what you told me.
Arthur

He called me.  The Jerk called me.
Roman

Whadid he say?
Roman
Listen for yourself. 
Folio

[Beeps of buttons pressed on a cell phone]

Paulie
Hey Jackass . . .I think you know who this is.   Lemme tell you something, Genius.  If you want to stay out of jail, then we’ve got to talk.  Know what I mean?  Ring me back at this number.  Trust me, it’s in your best interest.
Arthur

What the hell is going on?
Narrator
I gave Vicky the signal.

Vicky

Got something to tell you.  About your wife?  She’s not at the house.  There’s a bloodstain on the carpet in front of the couch and a broken lamp, just like you said, but no body.
Arthur

[Excited]  Then . . . that means . . . she’s not dead!  She’s not dead!

Roman
Let’s not start patting each other on the ass just yet.  Gimme your phone.  

Folio

[Beeps of cell phone, then phone ringing (muffled)]

Roman

This is Roman O’Brian.  I represent Arthur Brennan.  You wanted to speak with him? . . . Yeah, well you can talk to me. . . . uh huh . . . uh huh . . . I see . . . that’s how it is, eh?  We’ll call you back.

Folio

[Cell phone snapping shut].

Arthur
Well?  What did he want?

Roman

Got some bad news, I’m afraid. 

Arthur
[sighing]  I don’t know if I can take any more bad . . .

Roman

And . . . some good news.  The good news is, the cops aren’t looking for you yet.”

Arthur
How do you know that?
Roman

Because of the bad news.
Arthur

Which is?
Roman

The Jerk says he removed the body and is on his way to Valley Forge National Park up in Montgomery County to bury it.  Says he won’t tell police the location of the body, and will keep his mouth shut about the whole thing.

Arthur

Why . . . why would he do that?
Roman

For five hundred thousand . . . cash.
Folio
[Interlude music]

Narrator

I told Brennan to wait in the lobby, so I could confer with Vicky.  Also, to give him a few minutes to calm down.  He’d been through a lot that morning.

Vicky

This just keeps gettin’ better and better, eh Ro?
Roman

What do you think?
Vicky

I don’t buy it.
Roman

Whadaya mean?
Vicky

The Jerk is engaged n a little hanky-panky with Brennan’s wife, right?
Roman

Yeah?
Vicky

Next thing he knows, he’s witnessing a murder.
Roman

So?
Vicky

But he has the presence of mind, in the middle of all that, to concoct this body-snatch, ransom scheme?
Roman

Hmmm.
Vicky
Exaaaactly.  I’m tellin’ ya, something don’t smell right.  Suppose it happened just like Brennan said, except she wasn’t killed, merely knocked out.  Then, when she comes to, the Jerk and the wife come up with this ransom scheme.  You saw how fast Brennan signed that check.  You saw his house.  He’s gotta be loaded.  And how much you wanna bet he’s got a pre-nup that says the little woman doesn’t get a penny if they’re divorced.   Opportunity knocked, and they opened the door.
Narrator

Vicky had a point.  How did we know she was dead?  The first thing you have to understand about a ransom situation, is that the ransomer needs to induce fear in the ransomee.  How that’s usually done, is by providing proof.  In a kidnapping, for example, the victim’s family is given proof of life -- a phone call, or a body part in more egregious cases, proving that the victim is alive but in the custody of kidnappers who are threatening torture, or death, or both.  This situation was the reverse.

Roman

So, what you’re saying is, we should insist on . . .
Vicky

Proof  . . . of . . . Death.
Narrator

I thought about that.  The case was an ethical nightmare.  On the one hand, as Brennan’s attorney, I had an obligation to not divulge to police anything he told me about the assault.   On the other hand, advising Brennan to pay off a witness to remain silent could make me a defendant.  Either way, I had to find out what the hell was going on.  

Vicky
We should ask to see the body, Ro.  It’s the only way.
Roman

I dunno bout’ that.
Vicky

Why not?
Roman

If she’s not dead, and we demand proof of death, she may be dead soon enough.  The Jerk thinks he stands to gain half a million if Brennan believes she’s dead.  Whadaya think he’s gonna do if she really is alive and we demand proof of death?  It’s like askin’ him to wack her.
Vicky

A picture, then . . . of the body.
Roman

Come on.  You don’t think he could stage a picture?
Vicky

Let him.  You’d be surprised what you can learn from a pic.
Roman

 Alright, guess it can’t hurt.  Why don’t you bring our client back in.
Folio

[Footsteps, then the door opening]
Roman
Tell ya what we’re gonna’ do, Mr. Brennan.  Before we go any further, we need to verify that your wife is dead.  We are going to demand that he send us a picture of the body.  That way . . .
Arthur

What will that prove?
Vicky

Leave that to us.  Tell me something.  You and your wife, you’ve got a prenuptial agreement, correct?
Arthur
Yeah.  I had to.  My first wife really took me to the cleaners.  Why do you ask?
Vicky

No reason.  Go get yourself another cup of coffee.  Give it an hour, then come on back here.
Folio

[Shuffling, then the door closing]

Roman

Gimme your cell phone, Vick. 

Folio
[Phone beeps as Roman punches in the number]

Roman

I’ll put it on speaker.

Folio

[Phone ringing]

Paulie
Yo?

Roman

This is Roman O’Brian.  Look, we may be able to work something out, but we need proof.
Paulie
You gotta be kiddin’ me.  The Jackass killed her himself.  What the hell more proof do you need?
Roman

We need proof . . . that she’s actually dead.
Paulie
I’m in the woods right now . . . getting ready to put her in the ground . . . and you want me to drive her stinking body back to the city?  Forget about it!  You can take your chances with the cops when I call them.
Roman

You got a camera on that cellphone of yours?
Paulie
Yeah, so what?
Roman

Send us a pic of the body.
Paulie
[Pause]  . . . Christ!  Alright.  Tell ya what . . . I’ll get her out of the tarp I gor her wrapped in . . . spread her out all nice on the ground . . . .and send you an nice, pretty picture.  That work for you? 

Roman
You can send it to this number right here
. 
Paulie
Whadever.
Folio

[Cell phone slapping shut.]

Folio

[Interlude music]

Narrator
It took twenty minutes, but Vicky received two pictures of Mrs. Brennan.  The first was a close up of her face, blond hair, pale skin, eyes closed and a fresh wound on her forehead.  The second was a wide-angle shot of her stretched out on the ground under a cluster of trees.  She loaded them onto her laptop and blew them up, side by side on the screen.
Vicky

Hmmmmm. 
Folio

[The clicking of a computer keyboard]

Roman

What are you doing?

Vicky

Photo enhancement.  Sharpening the definition . . . adjusting the contrast . . . and . . . Bingo!  You owe me, Baby.
Roman

Owe you for what?
Vicky

For solving the case.  Come on.  We’ve got to grab Brennan and head out of here, pronto.  We don’t have much time.
Roman

What the hell are you . . .
Vicky

Come on, Ro.  I’ll explain on the way.
Folio
[Interlude music, then a car engine and traffic]

Roman

[Whistles]  Nice Lincoln, Mr. Brennan.  You buy this new?

Arthur

I don’t understand why I have to drive.  Won’t they be looking for me?
Roman

Relax.  They’re not looking for you.  Not yet, anyway.

Vicky

Take a right here, circle around the Art Museum, then bear left on East River Drive.

Roman

It’s called Kelly Drive now, Vick.  They renamed it after that guy who . . .

Vicky

Whatever . . .

Arthur

Where are we going?

Vicky

Look here, Ro.

Roman

At what?

Vicky

This picture of Mrs. Brennan.  Right here on the laptop.  You see that gash?

Roman

Yeah?

Vicky

Looks pretty clean don’t it?

Roman

So?

Vicky

So, where’s the splatter?   Where’s the blood that would have dripped from the wound?  It’s as if her face was wiped clean afterward.
Roman

Sure, but that doesn’t necessarily mean . . .
Vicky

But this does.

Folio

[Tapping the computer screen]

Roman

Alright . . . so she’s sweating.  He had her wrapped in a tarp and it’s friggin hot out here.

Vicky

Humph.

Roman

What?

Vicky

Dead bodies don’t sweat, Ro.

Arthur

Hey . . . is that a picture of my . . .

Folio
[Screeching tires, the sound of a car swerving, then a horn honking, louder then softer as if the car passed it].

Roman

Jesus!  Watch out.  You almost . . .

Vicky

Eyes on the road, Mr. Brennan.  Turn right into the Park.

Roman

Brennan said he was way up in Montgomery County –Valley Forge.  Why are we going into Fairmount Park in the middle of the City?
Vicky

Cause of this.  See the picture of the body.

Roman

Yeah.
Vicky

Look at the hill beyond the trees.  Wait a minute.  I’ll zoom in for ya.  There . . . at the top of the hill.  See it?  Looks like a graveyard, don’t it?   And you see that, at the very top?  Kind of looks like a small castle?

Roman

Yeah.  That mausoleum  looking thing.  Wait a minute!  I’ve seen that before.  Isn’t that . . .

Arthur

Damn!  
Folio

[Screeching tires, the car stopping over gravel, the engine shuts off]

Arthur
That’s the car . . . the car that was in my driveway when I went back to the house!
Vicky

Check it out, Ro.  Up there . . . on the hill.

Roman

The graveyard . . . and the mausoleum from the picture!  And look . . . that couple coming out of the woods!

Vicky

How much you wanna bet that’s Mrs Brennan and . . .

Arthur

The Jerk!  I’ll be damned!  That’s the Jerk!
Folio

[The car door opening, then slamming shut, then the sound of footsteps running off]

Roman

Nice work, Vick.  So, it was a scam after all.  Brennan thought his wife was dead . . . So the Jerk and the Wife came up with this bogus blackmail scheme.  Oh . . . that’s cold.
Arthur

[In the distance]  Why you slimy bastard!

Paulie

Artie!  Look Baby, it’s Artie.  Ah, we wuz just jokin’ with  ya Art.  Whatsa matter, you can’t take a  . . .

Folio

[The flat sound of Brennan Punching Paulie in the face, then Paulie’s body hitting the ground]

Roman

Woah, Vick. Check it out!  Brennan dropped the Jerk with a roundhouse!

Vicky

Friggin’ Awesome.  You go, Brennan!

Arthur and Mrs. Brennan

[Arguing, talking over each other]


Mrs. B:
Artie what the hell are you doing?


Arthur:

You conniving little wench


Mrs. B:
Me?  What about you?  Leaving me for dead!


Arthur:

You’re not dead!  


Mrs. B:
Creep!

Arthur:

Hussy! 


Mrs. B:
I never should have married you, you little . . .


Arthur:

Hey! Get your hands off me!
Folio

[Arthur and Mrs. B struggling in the background as Roman and Vicky speak]

Vicky

Whadaya think, Ro?  We owe Brennan a refund?  I mean, that was pretty quick work.

Roman

I dunno.  Let’s see if he asks.  Anyway, come on, Vick.

Folio

[Car door opening and shutting]

Roman

Probably a good time to get outta here.  We can walk back downtown and grab the subway.  Messy domestic scene like this?  I don’t wanna be around when the Heat shows up.
Vicky
Too late.
Folio

[A police siren bleats once then stops.  The sound of the cop car skidding to a halt on the gravel, then a car door opening and closing]

Cop

Hey!  Break it up you two!

Folio

[Running footsteps, Arthur and Mrs. B still struggling]

Roman

You know, Vicky.  It’s a tough grind . . . the demanding clients . . . the long hours.  But when a case like this one comes along . . . and everything works out in the end . . . it makes me feel like we’re doing. . . I dunno . . . like we’re doing . . .
Vicky

God’s work, Ro.  Like we’re doing God’s work.

Folio
[Theme song, five bars, then Background while Host speaks]

Host

Proof of Death was written exclusively for North Philly Audio Theater by Michael Madden.  The part of Roman O’Brian was played by Steven Madden:

Vicky Bronco by Jacqueline Cuppone,

Arthur Brennan by Stevie Madden.

Paulie by John Cuppone.

Mrs, Brennan by Becca Madden.
Katrina by Coleen Cuppone 
Executive Producer: John Cuppone.

Editor at Large: Carla Boccella

Audio Engineer: Sean Madden.

Stunt Man: Jimmy Madden

Our intermission announcer was Vincent Madden

And now . . . a preview of out next tale.

PREVIEW
Stosh

Alright, Brenda.  Have a seat.  I’m Detective Stosh Force and this is Detective Stella Stalone.  We want to ask you a few questions.  But first, I’m required by law to tell you that you got the right to remain silent . . . anything you say can be used against you in a court of— 

Brenda

Do I need a lawyer?  I can’t afford to waste money on some sleezy lawyer.

Stosh

If you can’t afford an attorney, one will be appointed to—
Stella
Enough of that crap, Stosh.  Let’s cut to the chase.  Alright Brenda.  Lemme get this straight.  You’re telling us you were home . . . asleep . . . all alone in your bed . . .while this pathetic loser you were having an affair with is shot and killed in the living room?

Brenda

That’s right!  I was asleep.

Stella

Oh . . . come on!  He was shot six times in the head.  With your gun.  And you’re telling us you have no idea what happened?

Brenda
Swear to God!  I’m a heavy sleeper, I tell ya!

Stella
I dunno.   Stosh -- whadda you think?
Stosh
The story checks out, Stella . . . we found a bottle of sleeping pills on her night table and the prints on the gun don’t match Brenda here.
Stella
Hmmm . . . then that leaves only one question.

Stosh

What’s that, Stella?

Stella

. . . who did kill my husband?
CONCLUSION

Folio

[Theme song]

Host

I’m Johnny Cuppone.  Thanks for tuning in to North Philly Audio Theater.  Until next time . . . Farewell.
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