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DEAD END
(Prestissimo)

By Frank Gauntlett
127 James Street,

Leichhardt,
NSW 2040.

 (02) 9569 1374
gauntlett@bigpond.com.au

NOW.

CAROL ELDRIDGE, 34, police detective inspector, dry, sharp, rising star, single.
WILL PEVSNER, 28, sly, vain, shallow film editor with directorial longings, temporary 
girlfriend Susan.
CHRISTOPHER BEARD, 45, garrulous, narcissistic minor actor and struggling would-be 
producer, tarnished, avaricious, advantageously married, one daughter. 

One:   CAROL briefs her team.

CAROL: Our more spectacular corpse, according to the wallet inserted in the other 
  corpse, was once Mr. Grant Monk, 38: a well over-nourished, naked 190 
  centimetres-plus.
  Big, Terry; big and fat.
  Beyond economy size and missing bits: no distinguishing features and 
  nothing yet known.
  Jacko, Dave, shed light on Mr Monk please. He’ll be in The Book.
  Scene of crime pix’ll be here any decade.
  Helen: find who rents that bloody apartment and find that person. Invite that 
  person for Talks.
  Mickie: pester McGuinness for anything and charm a miracle or two from 
  Forensic. Use your nice Inside Voice.
  We know nothing about the Old Man in the bathroom. Larry, if you please.
  Looks like a derro. I’m trying not to think about the costume so you’ll have to 
  do that for me. Many thanks.
  Those who’ve seen the mess know we’re dealing with a Barking Nut-job. The 
  Media will love this. Trust no-one. 
  And Mickie: ring round Cells and Psychs for spare Nuts With Nail Guns. Any 
  overnight Sicko if it comes to that. Won’t hold my breath but hope drips 
  eternal.
  I’m for The Morgue. Back as soon as. Terry, you’re driving. 
  This is nasty.
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Two:   WILL PEVSNER, 28, assists police. 

WILL:  Thanks. I’ll . . .
  I have things related to the business. Grant Monk. In the paper. The death 
  business. The dead guy. That. It’s abnormal.
CAROL: Just tell the story, Mr. Pevsner.
WILL:  In the paper: the staple gun, the table, the old guy, the drugs.
CAROL: How did you know the deceased, Mr. Pevsner?
WILL:  Sorry. This is all very peculiar. Very. Like a penguin or ear candle.
  We worked on a project. A film. Grant and I. He was a frustrated writer as 
  well as a frustrated librarian.
CAROL: I’ve seen his work.
WILL:  Really?!
CAROL: At his place. Drawers-full. I glanced.
WILL:  I’m an editor, you see, film, and want to direct.
CAROL: You met through work?
WILL:  It became work related.
  I’d known Grant for five or six on and off. Last year I saw him at a farewell 
  thing for Dave Swanage.
  We got talking - me and Grant, not Dave - and cooked up a strictly 
  commercial thing. Legal and strictly commercial.
  It was a crossroads for Grant and me. Both. We needed a big breakthrough 
  to bankroll ideas. Nothing complicated. We would use profits from Psycho 
  Farm to fund, as necessary, more substantial projects.
  We had no illusions.
  “The ends would justifying the screams,” Grant said and we laughed at the 
  time.
CAROL: Psycho Farm?
WILL:  A strictly commercial proposition. Modest budget and huge international 
  potential. Cynical? Perhaps, but graphic.
CAROL: Psycho Farm doesn’t sound very wholesome.
WILL:  He wrote the script, not me. Grant Monk. We improvised a vague plot at the 
  Swanage thing, Grant went off and, hey presto, wrote it. Filled in detail, 
  bumped up the narrative, a few months later he called and we had a script. 
  Psycho Farm. The words. Phase One.
CAROL: OK. And?
WILL:  In Grant’s script a character is terribly tortured and killed.
CAROL: Only one?
WILL:  More, but one - Lockhart -  was lured to an apartment lined with plastic 
  sheets. There he was drugged and, after various . . . acts, extensively 
  stapled to a Georgian dining table through dewlaps of skin stretched from his 
  stupefied, naked body.
  There was an insanely dressed dead derelict wrapped in cling film in the 
  dunny. Over-dose.
  Sound familiar?
CAROL: Mr. Monk wrote his own murder?
WILL:  Well, yeah.
CAROL: You have a copy of this script?
WILL:  In the car. I left it in the car. Yellow envelope. Should have brought it but left 
  it. I’m weirdly shaken by this. Weirdly.
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CAROL: Do you know others who might have seen this script?
WILL:  Not really. Some. Grant might have sprayed it about. I wouldn’t know.
  Will this take long?

Three:  CAROL briefs Superintendent Mayberry.

CAROL: Sir, Psycho Farm is dated five months ago but describes Monk’s murder in 
  detail. Months in advance Monk wrote his own death scene.
  Over-wrote for mine.
  The Tabloids are already Off Meds.
  Our killer, or killers, must have seen the script and used it as a template. 
  Why? Your guess is as good as mine but that’s what happened.
  Fortunately Pevsner seems a lazy bastard who didn’t do much at all with 
  Psycho Farm but he has given us three names and a couple of possibles.
  Pevsner is plausible enough; he edits entertainment stuff for Cable, but 
  wants to be taken seriously. He’s a gallah.

Four:   CHRISTOPHER BEARD is visited by Police. 

CHRIS: This sick slaughter business is beyond me. Terrible. Very shocked. Hadn’t 
  seen him in months but that’s no excuse.
  These maniacs must be on drugs.
  I should have kept in touch but how was I to know? When these things 
  happen it tends to vanish in the forced perspective.
  Grant might have sent me something, easily, people do, but I sample all the 
  time. I do charity work, you know.
CAROL: Did you receive the script, Mr. Beard?
CHRIS: You’d think you’d remember something like that, given all that.
CAROL: You would.
CHRIS: I’ll look.
CAROL: You didn’t get on with Grant.
CHRIS: There’s ups and downs like any thing with those, but at this end, we were 
  fine. Fine. Haven’t spoken but fine.
  I’d like to help but . . .
CAROL: Do you drive a red station wagon, Mr. Beard?
CHRIS: Me? No. What’s that got to do with it?
CAROL: Do you know anyone with a red station wagon?
CHRIS: Well, yes. My wife. Kate. She does. It’s a Commodore. She’s stubbornly 
  attached. I’m confused.
CAROL: Is Mrs. Beard at home?
CHRIS: No. She’s out doing things. Are you suggesting Kate has something to do 
  with the Monk business? Kate?
  You must be joking! Kate?
  She hardly knew Monk. No interest. Kate’s not a monster. She’s quite 
  spiritual in her way if you want the truth.
CAROL: Several witnesses saw something like an old red station wagon near the 
  scene of Grant Monk’s death.
CHRIS: Something like! What? A parrot?
CAROL: Mr. Beard, where were you the night Grant died?
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CHRIS: I don’t know. Probably here. Probably. What is this?
CAROL: For us it is The Big Question. Where were you?
CHRIS: Here. Ask Kate. I would have watched something. She was around. We 
  probably ate.
CAROL: Mr. Beard, when do you expect your wife to return?
CHRIS: You can’t believe she’s in this? Not Kate. She’s far too little for God’s sake! 
  Monk was a fucking dugong!
CAROL: It’s you we’re concerned about, Mr. Beard. 
CHRIS: Are you nuts?
CAROL: We must hope not.
CHRIS: Do I need a lawyer?
CAROL: These, and other issues, can be fully explored at my place of business, Mr. 
  Beard: that is Fosdyke Nick. Perhaps you’d like to assist with our enquiries, 
  defend a few curly ones, make a statement, get it off your chest?
CHRIS: Get what off?
CAROL: It, Mr. Beard. It.
  When do you expect your wife to return?
CHRIS: This is insane. Tonight. Evening. I’m not exactly sure. Probably not late.
CAROL: We’re going back to mine leaving Officer Ripple for your wife and daughter. 
  In case you’re not back. 
CHRIS: Do I have any say in this?
CAROL: Not much. Not really. No.
  (CALLING FOR POLICE ESCORT) Senior!

Five:   WILL, watching TV, reports to Susan in the adjacent kitchen.

WILL:  Holy crap!
  They’ve arrested Chris Beard! Chris Beard! For stapling Grant Monk dead 
  and the other shit. Shit!
  They’ve got him for questioning and digging under tents in his backyard. That 
  will not please string-lipped Kate.
  I knew Grant was shitty with Chris about some half-arsed thing that went tits 
  up years back. Some dumb project. Grant told me all about it at great fucking 
  length at the Swanage thing, but I didn’t know the ill-feeling was particularly 
  mutual.
  Perverted slaughter, Suze. Massively. Huge. Perverted. Documentary gold.

Six:   CAROL briefs Superintendent Mayberry.

CAROL: Uniformed accidentally walked on the late Mrs. Beard splayed in the garden 
  shed with the mulch and mower. Shock all round.
  She was sedated, to some extent, when the samples were taken. She would 
  have been unconscious near the end but it would have been a long, awful, 
  incomprehensible death.
  Beard claims ignorance of everything but he might be very sick and full of 
  surprises.
  They’re going over the house now Sir.
  He’s an actor. I’ve seen him advertising prunes, he was a prune farmer, and 
  apparently he dabbles in fringe entertainment things.
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  Shifty. Never stops talking.

Seven:  CHRIS is interviewed by Police.

CHRIS: I’m a familiar man with standards. I wouldn’t murder Grant for that very 
  reason. Certainly not like him.
  My daughter has just started school for Christ’s sake! My wife’s a busy 
  woman!
CAROL: Was.
CHRIS: Don’t remind me.
  I live in this City. I see what’s going on and you’ve got a job. We can agree on 
  that surely?
  I’ve been a victim. More than once. There’s no decent respect in general nor 
  honest leadership in particular. Everywhere you look it’s the same.
  We’re not all drug-crazed Lefty deviants on a grant. I’m actually quite 
  medium.
  You’ve got a job. You’re trained. I know that. Ask anything you like.
CAROL: Can you explain how your fingerprints came to be on Grant Monk’s wallet?
CHRIS: A what?!
CAROL: Your fingerprints are on the victim’s wallet. The wallet was shoved in a 
  second dead man. Can you explain that?
CHRIS: My fingers?!
CAROL: Your own. How would their prints get there, Mr. Beard?
CHRIS: Ahhh . . .
CAROL: Not by supernatural means.
CHRIS: No.
CAROL: You had not seen Monk for months. 
CHRIS: Numerous.
CAROL: And, as far as you knew, you were bosom buddies at the end?
CHRIS: I wouldn’t go that far. 
CAROL: How far would you go?
CHRIS: We were quite close but had a temporary falling out once.
CAROL: Why?
CHRIS: Creative differences.
  I took that project very seriously. Very seriously indeed. It meant a lot to me 
  personally and professionally. It spoke to me.  
CAROL: What did it say?
CHRIS: It said epic, iconic, big. It said powerful, profound, prestigious, provocative.
  It was called Bllgh after Bligh, the great historical man and much-maligned 
  Mutiny on The Bounty bloke. Bligh. Amazing. Top sailor. Scenery, costumes, 
  guns, beaches. It’s time has come.
  I knew there would be compromise but this was not the place. To hear Monk 
  bang on, my shit meant nothing.
  He had to go. It was a fundamental business decision in a difficult climate: 
  seriously confirmed by subsequent events, wouldn’t you say?
  His attitude was negative and grasping. This was my property, my concept. I 
  conceived and owned it and had to have a team I could trust.
CAROL: Returning to your fingerprints.
CHRIS: I don’t know. It must be some kind of error.
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