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From Silent but Deadly 

 

By Don Zolidis 

 

 

DESDEMONA, (F, late 20s, the star of a silent film) 

GRACIE, (F, 20s, an assistant plotting her murder) 

 

In this scene, Gracie has lured the troublesome actress Desdemona O’Toole into a trap. A 

tarantula is descending from the ceiling and she has to keep Desdemona in place until it bites 

her.  

 

 

GRACIE 

Okay sit right here Mr. Svarlbard will be right with you! Nope right in this chair right here right 

in this exact spot.  

 Gracie looks up at the ceiling.  

Actually um…hold on. 

 She moves the chair a smidge to the left. Looks at the ceiling again.  

 

DESDEMONA 

I’m actually glad Mr. Svarlbard wants to see me. I have something critical to discuss.  

 

GRACIE 

Sure sure sure -  

 She adjusts the chair again and looks up to the ceiling.  

 

DESDEMONA (looking up to the ceiling) 

Is there something wrong with the ceiling - ? 

Gracie forces Desdemona’s head away from looking at the ceiling and puts her back in 

the chair.  

 

GRACIE 

Nope not at all why would you say that ha ha ha!  

Okay. Right there.  

 (very loudly)  

YOU ARE RIGHT IN THE EXACT SPOT YOU NEED TO BE IN. Perfect. Just… relax. It must 

be so difficult to be a famous actress always moving about, it must be nice to be in one spot, not 

moving at all.  

 

DESDEMONA 

Yes it is very tiring, particularly because my co-star – I shudder to use that word – is so clearly 

disturbed.  

 

GRACIE 

Yes. She’s amazing.  
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DESDEMONA 

Who?  

 

GRACIE 

Sadie?  

 

DESDEMONA 

I’m talking about Kermit Von Hovel.   

 

GRACIE 

Ohhhhh.  

 

DESDEMONA 

The vampire. I can’t work with him, he’s a menace.  

 

GRACIE 

He’s eccentric. Sometimes actors can be so eccentric that there’s really nothing to do except get 

rid of them.  

 

DESDEMONA 

You would need to drive a stake through his heart. I think he might be a real vampire – I’ve 

never actually seen him in the sun.  

 

GRACIE 

He is pale.  

 

DESDEMONA 

There are snails living on his skin.  

 

GRACIE 

Snails?  

 

DESDEMONA 

I’ve seen them! He is so cold and damp that he has an entire family of snails living under his 

coat! That’s not normal! I’m supposed to be bewitched by his dark beauty, and there are SNAILS 

LIVING ON HIM.  

 

GRACIE 

Oh sure absolutely I will bring that up with Mr. Svarlbard! That won’t slow us down at all! 

 

DESDEMONA 

Isn’t he meeting me here?  

 

GRACIE 
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Oh yes right of course ha ha ha! I’m certainly not stalling to keep you in one spot for some 

reason!  

 Above Desdemona a rope drops right over her head.  

 A giant TARANTULA begins, very slowly, to descend on the rope.  

  

DESDEMONA 

Maybe we could –  

 

GRACIE 

STAY. I haven’t told you the story of my life yet!  

 

DESDEMONA 

What.  

 

GRACIE 

Since we are now fast friends I must tell you my story. It’s riveting. You won’t budge from your 

seat.  

 The Tarantula descends.  

 Very slowly.  

 Harrowing piano music.  

I too had dreams of stardom. My father was a spud farmer in eastern Idaho and he always told 

me, `Gracie, you’re destined for big things.’ That’s why he had me shovel the largest potatoes. 

But I craved more. So I left home with a pocket full of dreams, which I was robbed of at the first 

train station, so I joined the circus.   

 The tarantula continues to descend. Very slowly.  

 Harrowing piano music intensifies.  

I found work as a Great Cat tamer. To be honest, though, they weren’t that great. Housecats. I 

used to stack them on top of my head six high while juggling other cats. None of them declawed. 

All of them, their wide cat eyes focused on mine with one thought on their feline minds – kill the 

human. Had I ever broken, had I ever shown the slightest weakness, they would’ve turned on me 

in an instant – They would’ve toyed with my corpse like a ball of string.  

 The tarantula continues to descend.   

 The end came quickly enough. I did a new trick where I would stick my entire head 

inside a Siamese Cat’s jaws. No one thought I could do it, but when properly motivated a cat can 

unhinge their jaw like a python. His name was Fritz. I could smell the anchovies on his breath as 

I delicately set my head between his fangs. And then…  

 The tarantula is almost there… almost… 

 The music crescendos 
 


