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The livin 3"-room at Talboys. 

The tirte is 9.30 on a find mornin ~ e~rly in October. 
Autumn sunshine streams plenstmtly through the window . The 
scene is the living -room of a small Tudor partly 
panelled ; oak- bemted ceiling ; l 11 rge projecting he,:i.i:th and 
chimnay - brea.•t, bnck centre. The loft-h:-rnd corner of the 
room ia taken up by latticed c::i.semen ts, wi tt, a broad window-
ledge a nd n window-seat. A door R. bnck leads to entr ance 
porch , kitchen premises, etc: a door L. down - sto.ge leads 
to a staircase. The furniture of the room is entirely 
shrouded in dust-sheets,. beneo.th which one mny dimly 
perceive the outlines of two settles forming inglc-seats, 
the loft-hand one only hnlf the size of the righ t i a 
sideboard against the righ t-hnnd wall, an a r ochair down 
stage L., n whatnot above the door on the left wall , and a 
round table that has been pushed up into the window- corner. 
At the down-stage end of the right-hand settle thore is a 
radio cabinet. Over the cabinet hangs a n unwholesome-
looking cactus in a brass pot i there is another hanging in 
the window nnd other repulsive plan ts disfigure the window-
lodges . Three aspidistras, recoved froo the shroude d side-
board, make a forlorn group down-stnge R . The floor is 
ccvered with newapa.pe rs and dust-she e ts. A painted drain-
pipe, holding pampas g r a ~s and bulrushes, stands to the 
right of the fireplace. 

Tho scene is empty except for tho hinder end of MR.PUFFETT, 
visible beneath the chimney drape. He is unsuccessfully 
endeavouring to get his sweep•s brush up the chimney and 
encouraging himself with strange and muffled cries and 
snorts. He is clad in many sweaters and coats, He wears 
a bowler hat. 

Enter, from staircase BUNTER, carrying 
n tray, on which are the r uins of a 
substantial break.fast for two. He stands 
for o. moment wa tching MR.PUFFETT, eme r ging 
from the chimney drape, begins to withdraw 
his appnratua, rod by rod. 

Are we making any progress, Mr. Puffett? 

All the trouble with this chimney, Mr, Bunter, 
is SU t • 

So we inferred. (Sets tray down on table in window) 

That's what it is: corroded eut. If it we.sn 1 t for 
the sut it 1 d draw ,beautif'ulj no chimney can't draw 
if it's full of corroded eut like thiS ' her.e chimney 
is; you can't ask it • 



• 

• 

• 

BUNTE,! 

PUFFETT 

BUNTER 

PUFFETT 

BUNTER 

PUFFETT 

BUNTER 

PUFFETT 

BUNTER 

PUFFETT 

BUNTER 

PUFFETT 

BUNTER 

PUFFETT 

BUNTER 

MRS.RUDDLE 

1 - 2 

I don't nak it. I aak you to get it clear. We 
should be glad to know why Mr. Noakes couldn 1 t 
have had the chimneys swept before we came. 

(with dark r.iean ing) Ah ! 

We gave him ample notice. To find the hout!le upside 
down and the chimneys ernoking like voloa.noee ie not 
an auspicious cor:imencement to a honeymoon .• 

Oh l lt'.e a honeymoon is it ? 

MR. PUFFETT s tands up and faces BUNTER. 

It is, Mr. Puffett. We were only married yesterday. 

1 0o was married? {Take8 oft hie bowler, oomes down 
to r adio 1 and puts hat down carefully) 

Lord Peter Wimeey and Lady Peter. 

Oh! Lord Peter Wimeey was married, was he? Now from 
your way of putting it, I thought woe th• 1appy 
bridegroom: 

I am wedded to my aervice I Mr. Puffett. And I may 
say it ie highly dieagreeable to the feelings of a 
gentleman 1 8 personal man when his gen tleraan is emoked • 
out on hia wedding night. I a aeure you, Mr. Puffett, 
t here woen I t a place fit to sit down in. 

I believe youl 

We were compelled to retire to bed. 

Ah well, I 1ve known worse things 1a ppen to •oneymoon 
couples. 

( with a touoh of asperity) Do you aee a ny prospect of 
ge tting that chimney clear? 

Well, now, Mr. Bun tee I I put it to you to juat take a 
look at this here sut. (Picke up a large luo.p from 
hearth) 1Ard ae a crock, that sut ie - corroded 1ard. 

ENTER MRS RUDDLE with broom and duatee. 

l ut Mr. Noakes haa been living here himself, hasn't he? 
l idn't he complain of the chimneys?· ,!riakly) No uee 
t oming in here yet, Mrs. Rudd.1e • 

Mo r nin 1 1 Mr. Puffett. 'Olte Jinny? 
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Not so bn.d , considerin 1 • (To BUNTER) Cooplain? 
Mr. Bunter? Cor.iplo.inin I s one thing; s wee pin 'a 
anothe rJ Conplnints cost nothing . I don I t supposo 
there I s ,,. man in Paggleham wot I a ever had his brushes 
up this c hioney. Ain't thu t right I Mrs. Ruddle? 

That 'a right, Mr . Puffett. 1Arf the time, Mr. Noo.kes 
won't ' a ve no fire. Jest se ta over a nasty, st i nkin 1 

oil stove, 

Well, I wiah sor.tcono could inforo us where this 
gentleman 1 i,- got to. 

1 1 1!1 sure I can •t tell you, Mr . Bun t er , without he's 
over a t Broxford. When I come up last Thursday 
morning to do for I i.a sarne as usual and finds the 
1 ouse shut up, I says 11Thore i if he a i n I t gone over 
to Broxford wi thout t e llin I me . 11 And ' irn owin ' me for 
the week, too, wot 1s more. 

You don I t say, Mre. Ruddle. 

And n ot tho firs t timo neither. 

Does he o tten go over to Broxford? 

(getting down on kneoe ng'.:l.in) Got his business there. 
Wirelc3s. 
And ' e 1 s got a bedroom ovor the shop. Often away 
nights, 'e is. 

Does he never 1.enve you the key when he goes? 

Not 'im. (Snifte) Afraid I 111 pinch eomething, I 
euppos~ . Nobody can't ~at i.n , without they go over 
t o Mies Twittorton's - \.:1:1t 1 s 'is ni.ece ove r at 
Pngford - o.nd gets the othe r key from her - same as 
you did. 

Ah, 'e 's a careful oan is Mr. Noakes. Maybe 'e'e 
got reason to be. 

And wot n ight you mean by t hat ineinuendo, Hr. 
Puffc~t? 

Nothing, ma. But 1 e ain't never found that there 
notocase, did 1e? 

I'm sure it ain 1 t nothin I to do with me if 'e did 
nor yet if 1 e didn 1t. 

(to MRS RUDDLE) 'Oo s a id it was? All the same, 
that's when ' e 1nd the locks put on they windows. 
Ah, 'c 'a careful. And what you might call pre-ciee. 

Didn I t he tell you that he 'd sold the house a nd 
that we should be coming down? 
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Not o word, Mr. Bunter, 'e didn 1 t. You could a -knocked 
ce down with r. feather when you came round last night. 
And the poor l e.dy n nd gentler.urn on their 'oneynoon, too. 
It wa.a a nercy I ' n.d the cleari sheets aired and ready. 
Such n nice young lady. And 'is lordship - such a l ovely 
lfentlcmanJ They cust be r e.re put about. Never raindl 
we 111 soon 1ave ovcrything straight for the 'appy prdr. 

HARRIET passes window. 

Here couea he r ladyship. You'd better get on with the 
washing- up. 

(taking up trny) That's right. (Peeping under the 
dish covers) Taking their vittles well? Ahl blees their 
dear 'earts! I likes to see n. young couple eat 'oarty. 

Oh! the lamps, Mrs. Ruddle. They all nee d cleaning. 

1 E never uses 'em nowadays . Ce.ndl.os! (Exit HRS RUDDLE) 

So we discovered last night . Well, now, Mr. Puffett. 
That chir.mey I a got to be cl.cnred. 

I asks you, Mr. Bunter, is it fa.ir to a man or his rods -? 

Enter HARRIET from garden, with sor.1.e bronze 
chrysanthecums . She does not appear to be unduly 
depressed by tho even ts of the previoue: night . 

Tho garden's be en quite well kept anyway - ISeea Mr. 
PUFFETT) Oh, Bunter! You've got hold of the swe ep ? 
How splendid J 

Yes, my lady. I went out an.rly and ascertained that 
Mr. Puffett would be willing to oblige. 

(Mr. PUFFETT turns round and struggles up from 
hie knees.) 

How~ kind of you , Mr. Puffett. We had a dreatiful 
tice with it last night. (She extends n f riendly hand) 

PUFFETT looks at it, then at his own; extracts 
a clean red cotton handkerchief froc his trouser 
pocket, shakes it open , and drapes it a cross his 
palm before shA.k.ing her han d warmly . 

J.lways willing to oblige a lady. Though s weeping 
:,in 't rightly r:iy job, except to oblige ... ··· Still, being 
i n the building trade thirty-five yea.rs, 1 may say I 
know a good bit .!lbout chir.meys. 

I 1 1"1 sure you know about theci. 
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Well, n 1 l ady, if anybody can get the corroded sut 
out of this chimney-pot, I Cl'lke bold to say I can. 
It' s the power I puts be'ind it. 

As I understand it fror.1 Mr. Puffett, ray lndy, it'e 
the a ctual pot that's choked - no atructura.l dofect 
in the stack. 

I 1 !':I g oin I to try it with the rods alone I without 
the brush . (Strinping off top sweater) Maybe 
with ray power be' ind it, we 1 11 be able to ge t the 
rod through the sut. If not, we'll 'ave to get 
the ladders. 

Hea..vens, Mr. Puffcttl Not n majo r oper ation? 

No , a ccess by the roof, my l udy . 

PUFFETT strips off another swe ,. tcr nnd returns 
to the chimney. 

(cal l ing up staircase L. ) Peter : 

(above) Hullo J 

If you will excuse, cte , t1y lndy. I think Hrs. Ruddle 
may require a little direction. 

All right, Bunter. 

MR . PUFFETT dives in. As BUNTER goes, 
she calls afte r hia. 

Oh, and , Bunter, just see if you c.'.ln find oe a vase 
for these. (SetJiing down flowers ) 

Yes, my lady. 

(a.g,:i. in calling up tho staircase) Peter, darling! 
The sweep' s come I 

(off) Oh , frabjoue dayl I am coming, ciy own, my 
swe c pJ (He pattere briskly down, flnd ente r s, 
displaying the e xpansive goodwill proper to a 
gentleaan who ha.a passed his r.iatrioonia.l cxar:1inat .on 
with ere di t to himself i and ho.a been fortified wi :h 
ham and egge} Harriet I You hAvc a genius for e a ring 
the right thing I All my lite I have waited to he lT 
those exquisite words. "Peter, darling! Tbo swee p 's 
cone J 11 We are married, by Godl We- ,ure marriod ! 

He tnkes both her hands and kisses them, while 
MR. PUFFETT tactfully retires into the chimney. 

Th , sweep ia here l I cru.shed down my risin& hopes. 
I ,aid, No - it i s n thunderstorm, a small earthquake, 
or at the J!!.OBt n deetitute cow dying by inches in the 
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chimney, I dared not court disappointment. It ia 
so long eince I w"s taken in t o anybody's confidence 
about n sweep. Bunter always srnugglea hio. in, for 
fo n r of inconveniencing my loridehip. 

"Your lordehip 11 seene to take wonderfully well to 
this primitive country life. 

Not so p rimitive neither: As Mrs. Ruddle so delicately 
explninod last night, "Down t he little stair everything 
is r:,.odern 1 11 

Yes. And we •ve got a giganti .-:: cistern, which lives 
in a cupboard to itself. You open tho door a nd fall 
down two steps, btiop your heal, and bring up with 
you~ chin on t he ball-cock. 

My God, woman, you haven't pu t the ball-cock out of 
order? Do you realise that c ,untry lifo is entirely 
condit i one d by the ball-cock ~n the cistern and the 
kitche n boiler? 

I do - but I didn't think yoti would. 

What I don I t know a bout insanitary plumbing ian I t 
worth knowing. In the old fnciily shack in the 
nineties we had a bundrod and fifty bedrooms, 
perpetual house-partiee, every drop of wator puoped 
by band, two bathroome:, and all the rest hip-baths. 

Oh, P1.: terJ I'd adore to see you in a hip-bath. 

Madam, you'ro fully licensed. Why didn't you pop in 
just now, if you like these low-comedy turns? 

Peter! You don't mean to say Bunter gave you a 
hip-ba th? It 1 a gross favouritiaol He fobbed me off 
with one of thoee flat, shallow saucers •. 

Oh dea r, oh, dearJ (Laughing) All this makes me 
feel twenty years younger. All the same, I intend 
to have a word wt.th Mr. NoA.kes when I got hold of him. 

I rer.i.ember he always was a horrid, atingy 1 mean man. 
And oh, PeterJ How be has spoilt this lovely room. 
It used to be so pretty with the old farmhouse 
furniture. It belonged to the sweetest Darby and 
Joan couple I and vhen we came to see them they gave 
us strawberries and seedy cake. 

Be's left the settles - that's something. (Takes pipe 
from pocket) Bunter l (Calling off)_ 

And the funny old American clock. But j ust look at 
that mirror . 

Enter BUNTER. 
the painted drainpipe witr the pampa s gransl 
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WlL7.t have I done with my tobacco-pouch, Bunter? 

The smoking requisites, my lord, nre tempor:irily 
deposited in the whatnot. (Begins to cro!ia to it 
as he speaks) 

PETER tallows hi1"' across t he stnge. 

The what ? 

Not, r:iy lord. (Turna as he answers) 

Not what ? 

In hero, my lord. (Lifts du5t - s~1eets froo the 
atrocious bamboo wha tnot, nnd produces pou ch} 

Looking at tho whatno t) You're right , Bunter -
Definitely Not. Not just after breAkf ,'\st. 

BUNTER veils the whatnot again, o.nd exits, 
b.:::i.ok. 

And we rnnintain three aGpidistras ? 

Ruehl Nev e r speak disrespectfully of the aapidictra 
Sooething a wful will oor.ie down the chi Jney and 
you - booJ ••• Oh, My God 1 look at that bristling 
horror1 ( Indicatee cactus over wireless set) 

Some people would pay pounds for a fin e cactus like 
tha t . 

The: must have very lit tle i magination. It oakes mo 
won ,er whc. thcr I 1 ve sha ved thie morning. Ravo I? 

H'm . Like sn tin. Thank goodness we hnven't bought 
thi r, grisly furniture. 

Yes; it' aa damn' shame, epoiling this noble old place 
wit h all this muck. (Move s down stage R.) 

MR. PUFFETT emerges for a MO!'lent. 

Do you like the house, Peter ? 

Yes. It's beautiful ••• It's like a lovely body 
inho.bi ted by an evil spirit. And I don't r.tean only 
the furniture. I've taken a dislike- -t.o·· the absentee 
Noakes. I 1 ve n fancy he's up to no good, and that the 
house will be glad t o be rid of him. 

I believe it hates hir.1. I 1 1'1 aurc he •a starved and 
insulted and ill-treated it. 
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Awful ,.., 1eezing and sneezing fro r.i. MR. PUFFETT • 

I say (elute! -.ng her nrr.t) ho's maki ng a l a rming noises. 
Do you think 1e 1 s nll right? No t going to havo £l f i t 
or anything? 

It's the pow, r he 's putting behi nd it - or so ho snys. 

I see. (To PUFFETT) Excuse re n moment. I say -

( turns roun d on knees) Good n orning, your lordship. 
Tr ust I sees you well. 

Thank you . We a r e , so to speak , in the pink. But the 
chimney doesn I t seem to be f eeling a s we ll as it might. 
Shortness of wind, o r something . 

The f ault' s in the pot, me lord, like was saying to 
your lady. 

The pot ? Oh, yes, the twiddl ey bit at the top• Like 
o. bottl.e-neek on a by-pass. Even a Tudor chimney 
winds socewhere safe to pot. (Sketching shape with 
his hands) 

Ah, that's just it .. If vo 'ad the Toodo r pot we'd be 
all. right. But Hr . No'akes, 'e tuk down sooe on •em 
and sold 'em to make sundials. 

Sol.d thorn for sundials J 

Yerse. Ca tch penny , I call.a it. That 1 s 'in all over . 
And these •ere fid ,!ling modern pots wot 'c put on ain I t 
no good . They 'll. c hoke tight in a month. (Impressively) 
It don't matter 1 0\I big tho bottle is if you can•t get 
o. t the cork. 

(examining rode:) I eee you've brought your own cork-
screw. There 1 e a t h ing to give a o.an a thirst - what? 

Thank you kindl.y, ne l.ord. (Wipes mouth) When the job's 
done I won' t say n o . (He stripe off another ewoo. t e r) 

I 'd no idea chimney swcoping was such a he - man 1 s job. 
I thought you just put up the brush -

And down oarnc the soot. 

It's a l.l a ccordin'. There I s a power o' differ ence in 
aut. There's the loose eut i n t he bends; that don't 
'urt. It's tho corroded sut in the pot I which it 
ain I t fair to a man nor his rode. · 

Wnter BUNTER with an atrocious vase . 

I r eg!'e t, my lady, this is a ll I can diecover. 
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(Taking it fr on him) qea.ven •s, Bunter ! 

Yes , my lndy. 

PETER t akes the v s o HARRIET , MISS 
TWITTERTON is see passin g the window. 

Mr. Nonkes won that a , the flower show. You know, oe 
lady, two throws o. per.ny J (He illustrates) 

HARRIET crosses L . for flowers . PETER follows 
her with vase. 

(as he c rosses) -What you ri '1gs you keeps. 

(a.s h e sets vnse down) Was Lhat whnt the p,;.rson 
wns muttering to you yes tcrd t.Y, when I thought you' d lost 
the r ing ? 

Quite possibly. I on' y r ecove r ed consciousness in 
the v estry! I so.y, M,·. - (Stopa - looks at KARRIET) 

Mr. Puffett -

Hr. Puffett. I don't know how you sta rted your 
honeymoon -

(scrambling up, dusting his knees) Went to 1Erne Bay , 
me lord, me and the r:iieeus did -

Why didn't we think of that 'l (Puts h i s arm round 
HARR I ET'e wa ist) There was a top-hole curdcr 
commi tted at Herne Bay. 

Yee, George Joeeph Smith and hie fir s t Bride in the 
Bnt hl So appropriateJ If you're thinking of trying 
your ho.nd -

No, my dear; tha t calls for a full -sized ba th. Ah, 
well, we didn I t go to Herne Bay; wo came h e re I just 
in tioe for dinner -

Hiss Twi tterton I my l a dy. 

MISS NITTERTON hurries in. She ie sraall, 
r ather like nn eager sparrow. 

Oh, r:my I come in ? Good morning, Lady Petlr . do 
hope I 1 n not disturbing you. 

HARRIET scrambles to her f ee t; -

Good morning , Lord Peter. 

HARRIET ' s "how nice of you 11 is drowned in the 
spate of MISS TWITTERTON's twi tte r. 
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I had to run over nn soe how you were getting on • 
I hope you pnsi:rnd a c omfortable night. (Looking 
Emxiously froi one t ,, tho other) 

PUFFETT nudges h 0r . 

(gr:1vuly) Thnnk you, Miss Twitterton. Parts of it 
were excellent. 

I nlwave think the is the important thing. 

PUFFETT catches PETER I s eye And explodes in 
the background. 

But whnt is thc'matter? And what's Mr . Puffett 
doing here? Don I t say the chicney ha.s been snaking 
o."gain ! It al way's n tircsoce chimnoy. 

There's no call to abuse the chimney. It I s nothing 
but sut. (He plunges into it again) 

Oh, I do wish I had known that you we re co1:1ing, Lady 
Peter. I'°i'"dliave hnd everything properly seen to. I 
can't think why Uncle didn't tell me nbout it. He 
always Tete me know when he's going a way. And to 
think of his selling you the house without telling 
anybody or seeing to nnything - it's too dreadful.! 
Arc you sure jle knew you were coming? 

He oust ho.ve known. We compl.eted purchl:lse las t wee k , 
nnd sent him tho cheque, nnd I wrote to him o.t the 
same time, if it was convenient I we I d like to come 
down on the following Tuesday. 

That WlH!I yes terd&y. 

- just for a week or so, i! he could let us have the 
use of the furniture. He wrote back - lct 1 s see 

Last Wcdnosday - a week ago to-day. 

He said it woul d be quite all right, and he'd sec 
that everything was ren dy for us. 

We11, he never said n~ to me. Not ono word. 

CRUTCHLEY is aeon pnseing the winrlow . 

Oh! there's Frank Crutchley! Uncle i:;iay hnve said some-
thing to him. He doee the gn.rden for Uncle, you know. 
He comes every Wcdncaday. He may kn.ow- whore Uncle is. 
Do you mind if I ask hi.o to cot10 in? He I s ll very 
superior your..g r.1::i.n ••• and such a good worker • • • 

Of course. Ple"'.se do , Miss Twitterton. (Kneels nnd 
begins putting flowers in vase) 
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(calling through window) Frn nkJ We c a n't find UNCLE 

Cnn ' t fi nd him? 

No - h e isn 't h e re n nd we c· n 't think what ' s become 
of 

( n.t window ) Never s nid anythine to ne, Miss Twittcrton. 

Wns ho h e ro when you c ame l n.s t Wedncsdny? 

Yes, he w1s h e re all right. 

You'd better _in Crutchley . 

Right, sir. (Vanishe s) 

I do hope you won 't mind Cle r.1 en tio 1ing it, bu t I Im 
sure Frnnk would be very glad to go on doing the 
gar den f o r you, like he did fo r Un cl e. 

He's kept it awfully well.. I thou3ht it looked lovely 
this morning. 

Oh! I arn so -glad. It would be so nice if he could 
go on wITh it. I'm sureyoii' 1dlikc hie -

Enter CRUTCHLEY, r o.ther good- lookin ~, about 
thirty. He is obviously surprised , t the 
soene and personages which r.ie o t his aye. 

Como in. 
CRUTCHLEY shuts the door and comes iown-stage, 
tnking it all in. 

A little unexpected !\nd all th~t, whn.t? 

(smiling} Well, yos, sir. I seo it's t~e chirulcy. 

Oh, Frank! We wnn t to ask you a.bout Uncle. We don I t 
know where h e is. Did he to l l you he I d s old the house 
and that this lady l'l.nd gent1cnrui we re con ing? 

No. 

I c an't understand it, Fr~nk, CRn y ou? It isn't~ 
Uncle. 

Been over to the shop ? 

No, I don't think n nyonc hns been the i-e yet. The re 
hc1sn' t been time . 

HARRIET gots up with vnsc a nd puts it on 
to.b1e in the window. 
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Is Mr. No:lk s gene ~ally f·c r e on We rtncsday when you 
co1.' C, Cru tc il lcy? 

Well, depcn .ls . No ; always, sir . 

Frnnk - it' a his 1 ,rdshir, . You n ust sny 11oy lord. 11 

Oh ! Mn tter o ' f'1.c , I did expect to find 'in he r e 
th is r.i.orn ing . Th;-, 1 s why I co me up to the house firs t. 

MISS TWITTERT< 1N mouths an anguished 11 car.1e 11 

f\ t h i m. 

Yo u mean h e told you he ' d be here? 

He said he I d let me hnve back sor;ie noney of mine he'd 
had in his business. Said he ' d let me hnve it to-day. 

Oh , Frank! You 'vc boon worrying Uncle again. 

You aay he El.rranged to give it to you ha.ck t o-day? 

Yea, sir - oe lord. It was a matter 0 1 f orty poundB, 
na he go t me to put into his wireless business. I a sked 

for it las t week, and he pnlnvcrcd a e ueunl; so.id 
he didn't ke ep aucis like that in the house, puttin 1 mo off-

Bu t , of~ he didn't -

Howover, I atuck to it n.s I r.1ust have it, and a t l net 
he so.id he I d l e i> me hr,.ve it to-day, a s he • d got soce 
money cor.i1.n' in. An d I said, 111 hope you do, and if 
you don't, I'll have the l a w on you. 11 

Oh, Frank, you shoul dn't havo 1 

(Aaide to PETER) The money for t he house ! 

Yes . (to CRUTCHLEY) Woll, and wh:i. t did Mr. Noakes 
say to that 'i' 

Frnnk' s been saving up f or n long time to at:irt his 
own gar age -

He wan te d to argue , but I said to hi m, "I'll sec my 
money Wednesday, or 1 111 hnvc the law on you. 11 

Thnt's wha t I said. And I ain 't seen-hl.m since • 

We '11 run over to Brox:fo rd presen tly and hunt hi m up . 
And in t he meantime , Crutc hley , we shall wnnt ..'\ bit 
of gnrdening done, so you' d better carry on ns usual . 
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Vcl'y good I MY lord, Shall I cone Wednesdays I aaue o.s 
usual ? Five shillings Mr. Noakes give me by the Say. 

Ri,\·ht. Oh, ,.ind by the way, do you know anything 
nbout running nn electric light pl'"lnt'? 

Yes, lord. The r e 's one nt the ,.;ar ridge where I 
work, 

Wo ShaL hnva to put one in bore, first thing -

1 1 m surt Frank would be able to look after it for you. 
He know, everything nbout machinery. 

Good. 10 1 11 talK it over p resently. Meanwhile , 
co:rry on , 

Thank you, my lord, (Exit back) 

(noving up t o window) Well, Miss Twitterton, I'm sorry, 
but we don 't seen much forrnder, do we? (Glancing out) 
Hullo? Who's our visitor? (Retrents hn.etily) I hope 
to God it isn't one of those infernal reportere -

( moving quickly and looking out) My dear! It' a a 
vicar! He'e coi:ling to cake a call • 

Harriet I this is almost t oo good to be true I I 
collect vicnrsl (He joins HARRIET a.t tho window) If .. 
you can keep things at this pitch of excitcoent I 
think I shall go on being married to you. (Looking over 
her shoulder) Thie is a very well-grown specimen, 
aix-foot ... four or thereabouts, short-sigh t ed, a g r eat 
gardener, mueicnl, emokes n pipe -

Good gracious J Do you Mr. Goodacre ? 

- untidyj with a wife who does her best on n small 
stipend i a product of one of our older sao. ts of 
learning - 1890 vintage - Oxford, at n guessj but 
not I fancy, Keble i though as high in his views as 
the pe.rieh allows him to be. 

He 1 11 hear you• ( Drnwa him awny froei window) To the 
beet of my knowledge and belief you nrc right. But 
why the strictly limited High Church views? Oh, Miss 
Twitterton, do sit down. (She pushes b,1.ck dust-sheets 
from arcchair downstage L . ) 

HISS TWITTERTON perches on the ~<:\gc of i t . 

The Roman bib and tucke r point the upwc.. r d way . You 
know my methods, Wntson. But, though we hea r d the 
eii'iirch clock strike eight I there was no bell fo r a 
daily ccle brn tion. 
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(Completely bewildered, but c l inging to the one item 
she has disentangled) It's c 10ir prn.ctice tonight . 
Alwnys on Wcdneadnye , you kno..,,, 

MR. GOODACRE is .seen pnssing the window. 

As you say, Miss 'l\,,ritterton, Wednesday is choir 
practice . scnper, uhiquc, ~ n b or.mibus. 

I beg your pnrdon? 

I too, Miss Twittcrton, though you n i ght not think it, 
hnve bawled Maunder and Garrett down the neck of the 
blacksmith's daughter singing in the village choir, :md 
have proclaimed the company of the spcarncn t o be 
sce.ttcred a broad nmong the beasts of the people, with 
a little fan cy poin ting of n y own . 

(suddenly, er.1erging fror:i th ~ chinney) Ah! That's 
nn orkerd one, is the beast s of the pe ople. 

lln r ric t, your hone.vnoon hou s e is a groa t success. I 
ara twenty yenrs younger. (He strikes nn attitude and 
dccln ima) Give me just .'.l country cott i.ge where the 

soot of F.tgcs falls, 
And to crown n perfe ct morning , look, an 

English vicar calla! 

They a ll look expentnntly at the door. 

He thought bettor of it! And I don I t wonderJ 
Miss Twitterton will think we 're both quite oad; and 
Mr. Puffett knows it alrendy. 

Oh, no, me lady. Not mad. Just ' appy. I knows tho 
feeling. 

As nan to mnn, Puffett, I thank you for those k ind and 
syr.ipathetic words. 

En tar BUNTER 

The Rev. Simon Goodncre. 

Enter the REV.SIMON GOODACRE. He is a very 
t :ill, thin, schol a rly old gen tlcmnn, we.<\r i ng 
" light grey euit with a dog-collar nnd Ror.u, 11 
ves t. 

fcnr I nm intruding - er - I undc:z::s.~~nd froe, - er -

Good norning , eir. My name's Wimsey . My wife 

HARRIET shakes hands. 

Good ciorning , Hr. Goodacre. I ' ::i afr~id we I re Al l at 
sixes and sevens. 
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How do you do ? Good r1orning, Miss Twitterton. 

{in n. mournfu l chirp) Uood 'io1·ning, Mr . Good.:i.cre. 

(turns t o PETER 1 noticing his club swcnter) An Oxford 
r:mn, I see. 

Balliol, .sir. 

Mngdalen. (They shake ho.nds it) Bless met 
Wir::tsey of Bnlliol. Now whn. t is it I - ? 

Cricket, perhaps, 

Enter CRU 'rCHLEY, in shirt-slee ves nnd 
gardener' s apron I carryin g step-ladder 
l\nd watering-can, 

Yes. Ye - yes. Cricket and -

Won 't you ei t down, Mr. Gooda cre ? ( She uncovers the 
left-hand settle) 

Oh, thank you, thank you. (He sits) Yes, cricket 
and - (he pauses) 

getting into the Veteran clnss now, I'm nfrnid, 

- socething else I I feel sure ••• Wimscy of Ba.lliol .... 
(then it comes to him) Not Lord Wir:i.sey? 

While this and the ensuing conversation 
continues, CRUTCHLEY gets up the ladde r, 
waters the ca.ctus, spills sooe wn.ter, 
wipes the pot, etc. 

An ill-favouro d label, but r:iy own. 

Of course I of c ourse l Lord Peter Wios ey - cricket 
and crioe J Dear r.1e, this is an honour. My wife nnd 
I were reading n p!\ragraph in the po.per only the oth,.. • 
day - r:iost interesting - about your detective exper-
iences. 

(gasps) Detec t ive ! 

My wife 1 s in the snr.ie line of business . She writes 
detective stories. 

I hope you hnven 1 t corae to detcc t 3:.n.ytbing in 
Pngglehan • 

HARRIET sits down opposite GOODACRE. 

No 1 I sincerely hope not. As ::i. natter of fact, oy wife 
nnd 1 car.ie 1.ero with the iden of passing n peaceful 
honey!':1.oon. 
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Inde c:d ! I hope you wil J a llow r:w to s a y. God bless 
you nn d r.i -::.k c you very h · <JPY• 

Thnnk you very uuch. W, nre - ve ry h [lppy. 

Now I wonde r why ,vou ch< 3 8 Pagglehoo • 

My wife was brought up in this p.'lrt o f the country, 
and knew this old house when sho wno o child. 

I don •t euppose you rcr.1 er.1bc r r.i c . I 1 o Harriet Vane. 

Little Ha.rrict Vane! My rlear! Of course I recollect 
you and your pa.ran ts very well. So you reacciborcd the 
old pll\Ce ? 

CRUTCHLEY crosses t o window with wntering-can 
and docs the pots . 

I always loved Tnlboye. I used t o cone over and have 
tea with dear old Mr . nnd Mrs. Ba teson when they bad it. 

PUFFETT joins CRUTCHLEY n.nd helps hi.l!l. 

But how delightful, Lady Peter! To think ynu knew 
dear olrl Mrs. Bn.teson! You he.:i.rd about tho tragedy, 
of coarse ? 

Tragedy ? 

Yes, they were .!£!!! ~- That was when Uncle boaght 
the house. 

( turns to the WIMSEYS) And how long do yo\l propose 
to stay with us, may I ask? 

Well, perCLnnently, mo r e or lase, off and on, you know. 

A sort of week-end cottage. 

Yes - fiahin 1 and ahootin' ,'1.nrl all thnt. As a natter 
of fact, we •ve bought this house. 

Bought it! Well, well 1 this is a c omplete surprise. 
And so I have the unexpected pleasure of welcoming 
two new pnriahioners. But I trust your Uncle is not 
deserting as, Miss Twi tterton. 

(who has nearly burst during these foroA.l nothings) 
But you don't understand, Mr. Good:i.c:~-- -

In f n ct , I h::id brought him n little rock-plant for his 
garden -

(To PETER} You're wrong. It's :i. plo.nt, no t n tob:i.cco 
pouch. 



• 

• 

• 

MISS T • 

GtlOJ)ACRE 

P ,TER 

MISS T. 

GOODACRE 

PETER 

MISS T. 

GOODACRE 

HARRIET 

MISS T • 

GOODAGRE 

HARRIET 

GOODACRE 

aARRIE T 

GOODACRE 

MISS T. 

1 - 17 

It 's too dre:adful. Uncle never let me know a word 
,boutit -

- a little Tccsdnl ia Nudic.::i.ulis -

CRUTCHLEY crosses to R. 

(to HARRIET) Oth,•r pocke t - y ou w:1.it . 

- nnd he isn I t - he's gone o ff to Broxford -

It prefers n sunny situnt ion. (Se ts down plant beside 
him) 

Cigarette ? (Offe ;s his own case) 

And we can't fin d hin anywh ere -

Eh? No, no - thank you. I fcnr I 1L:t an invot\)r :i. te 
pipe-smoker. (Pu lling ou t pouch) 

(to PETER) You win. 

PETER grins nnd does thucbs up. 

- and he 'a left the house nll in ct n u ddle n.nd we CA.n I t 
get hold of hie -

CRU TCHLEY puts cnn down by steps. 

Denr, dear. I• rn sorry I 1 ve n iesed him. l'r.i just 
going my round fo r subscrip tions to the con ce rt we 
c.re ge tting up in nid o f the Church Music Fund. 

CRUTCill.,EY com.es bn ck, nnd edges rndio c ::i.binct 
int o place so thn t it str.nds e xActly under the 
h:mging c r. c tus. 

Is the choir still going stro ng, Mr. Goodac r e ? Do 
you still do dcr, r old Bunnett in F ? 

Oh, we hnve me.de a gre ,'\ t deal of progrc<>s. We have 
advanced to St -....n ford in C. At the l 'lst Hnrvvst 
Festival we t ackled the 11 Hnl lelujnh Chorus 11 \1ith 
g:rcn t success. 

How t : 

But we sadly need 11 now set o f bellows. The old ones 
nre patched past mending any ~ore. 

CRUTCHLEY c;.ounts steps 1 o wind the clock • 

And when we we re doing the 11 ~: nllelujnh Choruc 11 -
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Miss Twit t erton presides nt the or.;nn -

- the win d sir.1ply gr•.ve out .'.ll togethe r -

An d the r es t wn.s ail once, 

It renlly wa.• drcr-..dful - I wus so ombn rr7.ssed ! 

Miss Twitterton r.mst be enved ecb.'.lrrn.ssr.wnt at all 
costs, Pc rhnps you will nllow rn.e - (Producing note-
c nse n.nd crossing to the Vic .'.l r) 

De .::- r ae ! (Rises, dropping progr:ir.:ir.ie) I didn 1 t conn 
- r c11lly - thiG i's mos t generous - too b cd 1 your very 
first d:-1.y in the p.:"1.rish. I - rct\ll y - I 1 r.i. a lmost 
ashnr.1ed - to - such 7. lnrge SUM - (he et ,nds stock-
still in the rdddl e of the r oom , fingeri ng the crnck-
ling piece of pApcr, smiling with excitcr.ien t and delight) 

For nn instnn t evcry,me in the rooo ie struck 
into n kin d of iomobility, g,.._ zing nt the m.:igic 
piece of po.per: a ll nction nrrosted for a moo.cnt. 

Do you know, it is quite a long tine since I hw.ndled 

~p!f~P:~d E:~!~~~e~o!~t~o~Hi~o:~i~: ~;=~~) the 

PETER picks up the progro.nune . 

Perhl\pS you 1 d like to look nt the progra.ml':'le for the 
concert ? (Fumbles for progr amme) Ah, you l)r,.ve it. 

CRUTCHLEY coces down steps. 

Do l et me look l 

PETER crosses to her, r".nd they look over it 
together. Exit CRUTCHLEY with steps tmd can. 

Piano Solo I Miss Twi ttert on - we r.mstn I t a iss thn t on 
c1ny a ccount. Song by tho Re v. Simon Goodn cre. 11 Hybrin s 
the Cro ta.n'1 - thn t•s the stuff. Folk-songs and sea 
shanties by the Choir - " Shen:i.ndoah" - "Rio Grande" -
"Birds in th e Wilderness" - (Surveying the roor.1) 
That's e xactly whnt we f eel like , (Sings) "He r c we 
sit like birds in tho wilderness - 11 

Birds in the Wil.derness -

(Loudly) Bl HDS in the Wilderness - . 

And ns Lhey crash gnily into the l nst crescendo 
Misa TWITTERTON nnd Mr. GOODACRE join in. 

Here w0 sit llike birds in tho Wilderness, 
DOWN in Der.ter:i .. ro. ! 
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We g1.vc th'\t with gr cnt spirit • 

Nothing like a ' el'\ rty song to tRkc yor mind off yc r 
troubles, is t ,ere , oe lord ? 

Rather ! 

Well, Puffett, you seem t o be having n little trouble 
with Mr. Noakeo 's - I shoul ri s::-..y Lord Pete r's -
chir.mey. Whc.t 1 s the natter with it? 

Something catastrophic, a cc ording to Puffet t. 

No, sir , nothing like that. Just sut. Corroded sut. 
Doo to neglect. 

That- 1 s bad, th.'.'lt 1 a bad. A friend of mind had end 
trouble with corroded sut - soot. But I wne able to 
help him with n.n old-faehionod romedy. I wonder now -
I wonder - (Rises) Ia Mrs. Ruddle hero? The 
invaluablo Mrs. Ruddle ? 

But of cours e, Mr. Goode1.cre, I told her l ndyebip 'l.bout 
Mre. Ruddl e. And I'ra sure I'd h!\ve come ove r oyeolf -

( opens door '"llld calls) Mrs. Ruddle 1 

(off) D'you cl\ll, cum ? 

Just coce here, will you 

(Off) I~m com• !DUm - me lndy. 

I wish I coce over now, lnst night. All this upset -

(as ehe comes down-st,1ge) No, really, Miss Twitterton 1 

it 1 s baen gren t fun, and you mustn't worry a bout us 
nny more. 

Enter Mrs • RUDDLE wiping her hands. 

Ah , Mrs . Ruddle, good morning . Now I wonder if you 
could borrow your son I s old shot- gun for us ? The one 
he uses for scaring the birds ? 

I cnn pop over nnd see, sir. 

Let Crutchley go for you. 

Well, he's quicker on his feet nor what I an , sir. 

Loaded, of course, Mr s . Iluddle. 

Yes, sir. (EXIT MRS. RUDDLE) 
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Th£>rc I s no thin[! like one of these old duck-g uns -
di.scho. r g ed up t he chirJney - for clenring corroded 
50( t, 

I cton I t h old with thr:.t, sir . It 's th <J power be' ind 
the rod.s .:i s does it. 

I ·1.saurc you , Puffett, the shot - ~un clc .... r e<l ny 
fr Lend ' a chinncy instnn tly. 

Th-1. t may be, sir , but it flin 't a r emedy n.s I shoul.d 
car-c to apply . If the r ods don't do it, then it's 
l uide rs you wr.1nt 1 n ot 1 i r,h explosive. (He comes 
sulkily down-stn.gc R. n.n (1 picks up his swc ::. tcrs) 

But~ Mr . Goodn.cre, you Arc sure it's quite safe? 
always very nervons about guns in the house I you k..r1ow j 
al 1 these acciden to ••• 

( following PUFFETT) Oh I please don I t desert us, Mr . 
Puffett . We don't want to hurt Mr . Goodo.cre's feelings. 
But please stand by, in cnse anything hnppens. 

(coming down the 0 1:: hor side) Hnve a heart, Puffe t t. 

Well , m 'lady, o.nyth ing to oblige. But don I t say 1 
didn't warn you, l':l·r lord. I don't 'old with such-
like. 

It won't bri1g the chirJney d'lwn , will it? 

Mr. PUFFETT puts his sweaters clown a.gain, 

Oh , it won 1 t b ring the chimney down. (Picks up hi 
bowler nnd p l c.n te it firmly on his hend) If you 
l ike s to humour t he ol d gen tlenan, on your I ead b 
it - in n mn11ner of epeAking , ne lndy. 

Anyhow, everything mus t be well cove red up. (Crosses 
L. to "' rmchnir) 

Ente r CRUTCHLEY with crun, tmd l RS . RUDDLE. 

Well, ,, 11ord 1 I 1 v e W.:'.\rned you. 

Ah , splendid. Thank you, Crutchley, th ,l'lk you. 

My Godl WntE..rloo vinto.ge! (Xe bncks .:i.way and 
crOSSC6 L . t o HARRIET) 

You been quick, Fro.nk. 

There you nrc , sir. My boy says it's all Lol"! dcd Ftnd 
ready. 

Are you sure it won't go off of it's own nccord'l 
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( to HARRIET) Will an Army mule go off of ite own accord? 

You know, I never like the of firearms! 

(t:-1kes gun fron CRUTCqLEY) Tru,!;t me, Miss Twitterton -
t here will be no ill e ffects. 

Enter BUNTER. He side-steps gen tly on finding 
hio.self cov o red by the VICAR'S r un . 

Excuse me, my lord. There is n person n t the door -

Just n moment. Bunter. The fireworks n r e about to 
begin. The ch imney i.s to be cleared by the natural 
expansion of 1,;nees. 

Very good, m~ lord. (to GOODACRE) Excuse me, sir, had 
you not bott< r permit me -

No, no. I er n manage it perfectly. (He thrue:ta the 
gun and hie l cl\d and shoulders benc '1. th the chimney ... 
drape) 

You're l'I. better man than I am, Gungn. Din ! 

(clutching A.t CRUTCHLEY) Oh 1 Frank ! I know I s hall 
scream -.... t the noise. 

(peeping out) There's no occnsion for alarm. Now -
are we nll ren dy ? 

He diacharges the gun with shattering effect. 
The recoil flings him b:ickwards, bringing the 
chimney-drn.pe with him . MISS TWITTERTON g ives 
a little scream. As BUNTER leape to hie rescue 
n terrific cloud of soot is flung into the room, 
smothering BUNTER in bla ck from hend to foot. 
Bricks, jo.ckda.w,s t nests and other odds and ends 
come hurtling down into the room. 

(with satiafnetion) You can't say I didn't warn you. 

MISS TWITTERTON flutters round, making helpless 
little do.shes nt the VICAR writhing in the drnpc. 
HARRI ET nnd PETER .:i.re helplessly overcome. 

You blaspheme d the aspidistra! Something ,,.wful 
come down that chimney: 

Peter! It's Mr. Goodacre in the sheet! 

When the confuaion h a s clcrt rcd, CRUTCHLEY n.nd 
MRS. RUDDLE lead a.way BUNTER, who is completely 
blinded. LORD PETER nnd PUFFETT hasten to 
extricnte GOODACRE from the chimncy-drnpe . 
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J'lot hurt, sir, I hope ? 

(rubbinr shoulder) No t .~ t nll , not nt nll. A little 
, ... rn icn will s oon put th,'\t to rights. (Looking '\t 
d1.: bris) It t'ppc--. r e to hnve been effec tive. 

Remw.rknbly so . Surprising, the things you find in old 
chimneys. 

No dorld bodie s , I trust ? 

Only two j u ckd,ws. An d an owl. And seven or eight 
feet of nncient chain, as formerly worn by the Mayor 
of P'lggleham. (Seizes o. piece of newspaper and picks 
up chnin gingerly) 

Ah I o.n old po t. -cho.in, very likely . 

'Ero I s n bit o f one o ' the., roo.sting-jncks they used 
in the old dnys. 

Well - we seem to h.o.ve loose ned things up r. bit, 
anyhow . Bett ~r see if we ((\n get the brush through 
the pot now. 

(darkly) If' it 'a s till there J (Dives in under 
chimnoy-brens t) I will say as if you looks up you 
can see the sky , wh i ch is more than you'd ace this 
morning. 

PETER dives underneath. Re-enter BUNTER, 
partially clennsed, though s till unlike himself. 

Excuse me I my lord. The individut\l at the door is 
asking for Mr. Noakes. 

PETER emerges. 

Did you. osk if he woul d sc ,1 Miss Twittcrton? Whnt 
does he want, do you know ? 

He refused to st.::i. te his businoss my lord. Ho says 
it is urgent and p e rsonal. 

PUFFETT begins to ti€· hie r ods together with 
bits of string from his poc J..:et. 

What sort of an 11 individuA.1 11 d'you think he is, Bunter? 

(sketching Hebraic gesture) A finnnc~~l. .individual, 
my lord • 

Oh J Nrune of Moses ? 

Name of MucBride 1 my lord. 
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A diatinotion with [\ difference. foll, Miss 
1\-'i t terton, will you see this fi:no 1cinl Scotsman 

Oh, Lord Peter , I really don I t knc1o1 whnt to say. 
know nothing about my Uncle's busi ness affnirs. 

Would you r.'lther I tackled him ? 

Oh, it's !2£ kind of you , Lord Po ter. 

My husbnn d loves minding other p e ep.lo I s bueinoes , Hiss 
Twi tterton. 

Sh ow hio. in. Let 1 om nll come. And Buntc rJ Ali!row 
me to invest you with the Order o f the Chimney I for 
attempting a r escue ngninst overwhelming odds . 

PUFFETT begins mo tbodicnlly rolling up paper 
from the floor . PETER hnngs tho chain round 

· B'ul-JTER 1 e neck and places tho roasting-jack in 
his ha_nd. , 

(gravely) I a.'m much obliged to your lordship. 

Ohl nnd B.un ter (with a wnve of the nrm towards the 
chimney) tn.ka up the bodies l But the aoldiora may be 
excused from shooting. We've had enough of that for 
one mo:-ningJ 

Vory good , · my lord. (Sete tho jn.ck in a eornor a.s he 
goes nnd drops the chain into .'.\ pllinted dra.inpipo 
near the tircplaeo R~) 

Oh, Peter dearJ What a nw.rvellous honeymoon wo're 
havingl · 

It'e th.c fine<Jt honeymoon I 1ve over had. Simply 
packed with itcident. (Glancing round 11nd seeing 
",: . . t GOODACRr 13 peering hopefully up the chimney, 
with MISS TW) i"l ;ERTON ho·,ering bohj.nd him, he kiaaee 
HARRIET) Tho-i;gh £\ aeneiti•,e mr,.n might welcome a 
trifl e moro. Frivncy. ( P.e -enter BUNTER) 

Mr. M1.cB:ddc . 

PUFFETT, seeing pie ces of string on the floor, 
picks it. up and .IJ.. _ ~:: .,.; ,..,, ly ro<'1 <J it as 
HACBRID!" enters. MACBRIDE is n. brisk young 
cockney Tew, with eyes thnt see everything and 
a regrc' 1ble tie• Exit BU~TTER . 

'Mornil'lg. Lord Peter Wimsey 1 I bclie·ve,. Very sor'."'•· 
to trouble yo· ... r lordship. Understa nd you're staying 
here. Fac t iE:, I have to se e Mr. Nori.kes on a little 
matter of buai!l.eea. 
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Ju .s t so. Well, I'm a frnid Mr. Noakes isn't here. I 
only wish he was. But you 'll po3sibly find him over 
rt Broxford. 

MR . PUFFETT pockets his str ng. Re-en ter 
CRUTCHLEY. 

Mr. Bunter told me to clear up, , y lord. 

PETER nods. 

Oh, no, tho.t won I t work. I I vc t>L en ove r to Broxford 
nn d they snid I ahoul.d find hil!l ~.:; re. 

CRUTCHLEY helps PUFFETT to clear up dust-sheets 
and po.per. 

Then they were mis taken. He 1 s not here, ::md we've no 
ide.:i. where he is. 

Not over at Broxford 7 Then where he be ? It's 
most worrying. Oh, dear, Mr. Goo di:1.cre, can't you 
sugges t aone~hing'? 

This is Mr. Noakes•s niece, Miss Twitterton. Perha.ps 
you can state your business to her • 

Sorry. Nothing doing. I've got to se e 
gentleman per!90nally. And it's no 500d 
me off, 0 becau8e I know a11 the dodges. 
firmly on the , lef't-ho.nd settle) 

the old 
trying to put 
(He ei te down 

PE'f'ER tetchee cigare from. the what.cot. 

Young ma.c. you had better keep a. c ivil tongue in your 
he.ad. Lord Peter Wimsey has given you hte personal 
asauraQ.ce that we do not know wher£ to find Mr. Noakca. 
You doil•t euppoae hie lordship would tell you an 
untruth ? 

Wouldn't he, though ? '!'he re• s nobody like the British 
a ristoorne~ ~to tell you a good stiff lie without 
batting an eyeli4• Hie lordship's faee would be a 
fortune to hir:J. in the witno.Se~box. 

(ae he pusses HARRIET) Where it is not _un known., Mr. 
Ma:cBr~de, have a cigar. 

There is a twinkle in hie aye. MACBRIDE 
a ccepts the cigar. 

now then - who do you reproeent ? 

(Lookin i:;: shrewdly at PETER a.nd suddenly sitting up :'.l.nd 
f :wouring him with a ¢onepira.toria l wink) Macdonald 
and Abra.hams: Bedf O_rd Row. 
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Ah , y es J "1:1cdonnld & Ab r ahamn - th,t cln.nnish old 
fir r.i , Solicitors 

Th c, t 1 6 righ t. 

HARRIET sits in window-seut . 

Woll you wl\n t Mr. Nor\kcs. S o do I. So docs Hise 
Twittorton. 

Ye s , indeed, 1 1 ,n worried nb out Uncle -

But you won't find him in my house. 

house ? 

PUFFETT t:1kes off his bowler nnd go ing s to 
put on his sweaters. 

hf\VC just bought this house from Mr. Nonkca . 

(cngightcned) Oh-h-h J So thrt 's the nigger in the 
woodpile. You've bought the house, eh? Paid for it? 

(sco.ndnlised) Really, Mr . MacBride I 

CRUTCHLEY rolls up lRst bit of pnper. 

Nnturally I havo paid for it. 

Scapn 1 d I 

CRUTCHLEY turns sharply to him. 

Scnpn'd ? 

Skippe d l Vamoosed l Skipped with the en.sh. 

Oh I 

It's all right, Miss Twittcrton. He doesn't know any 
more than wo do. 

(to MACBR IDE) Looks like it, doosn 1 t it ? 

Skipped ? And how about ciy forty pounds D'you mo.an 
to say -

Frnnk J 

Ah, you're anothe r, aro you? And how nbout us ? 
How about our client's money ? 

But I don't understand. Whn.t monoy ? Wh:i.t's it a ll 
got to do with Uncle William ? 
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M/i.CBRIDE crosse,; to her quickly. 

Sec this? That's :i 1rit. Little mnttc r of nine 
hundred pounds, th"t's n.11, 

PUFFETT emerges quickly through second swcn ter 
.1.t this. 

Nine hundred pounds? 

Nine hundred pounds? 

Nine 'undrcd ? 

Cnpital nnd interest, Levy, Levy & Levy. Running 
five ycnr5. Cnn 1 t wo.it for ever, you know . 

But there must be some riistn.kc . My Uncle's business 
- I' l'l sure it's all n mis take -

Your uncle's business, miss , hnen 't got 11. leg to 
stnnd on, Not a hundred pounds' worth of stock in 
the place - and I don't suppose th.:i. t 's paid for . 
Your uncle I s broke , 

Oh, Miss Twitterton, I 1\m so sorry. 

I don't understand. 

Broke? And how about my forty pounds whnt he ma.de me 
put in to the business ? 

Well I you won I t see that ngnin I Mr. Whocvcr-you- !lre. 
He diWl' t take you in t o pnrtnership ? Well, that's 
a bit of luck for you . We can't come on you for 
who.t 's missing . Mf\y I nsk what :you pnid for the houao, 
m:y lord? No offence and nll th•t. 

Six- fifty - unfurnished, 1 1 1'1. 'lfraid thnt won't cover 
you - even if you get it. 

Che ,,.r. 

We thought it wns. 

J\nd now .-c know why. 

There you nrc , for spot cc.sh. 

Giver. ne the slip , the swi.iir'!lin ' ol~ _d..evil 

Stea.dy, Crutchley I stca.dy. F!cr.1::m.bcr Miss Twi ttcrton . 

M~C:BR IDE sits again. 
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There I s the furni turc i th,, t belongs to him. 

I dnrcsay. If it's p.,id for. 

But it's i~possiblc! We thoueht Uncle w:i.s so well off. 

So hv is - well off out of this - f',bou t n thousand 
miles by this time. 

Most distressing, most distressing. 

I'm sorry for you, Miss Twitterton, thnt I an. 

I 111 hnvc my fortv pounds out of sot.1ebody . ( Turning 
suddenly on MISS 'IWITTERTON) Hore, you, 1.ggie 
Twi ttcrton - you know :ie pro~1iscd to pny r,1c. You I vc 
h.:i.d n hnnd in this , blo.st you! I 111 h,~vc the lnw on 
you - swindlin' - (in a furious undertone) 

Cor.1e, come, Crutchlay ! It's not Hiss Twitto rton's 
fnult. You cust not fly into a passion. We must nll 
be calm. 

Let us beget n tecpernnco that cay give it ismoothncxx. 
Talking of temperance, how about " spot? Bunter ! 
(cnlling off) 

Yes, my lord. (A~penr ing in the doorway) 

H.-wc wo any drinks in the house ? 

Certo.inly 1 uy lord. 

(hopefully) Mr . Noakes nlwa.ys kep' c. good barrel of 
beer in the cel lnr. I wil l say th~t for the old -
gentleman . (He begins to roll up a piece of string 
he picks up down stage R.) 

Bunter , n jug of beer r.nd tho whiskey. Ohl and some 
sherry for the lndies. 

Exit BUNTER. 

Strictly speaking, I suppose, Hr. Mo.cBride it ' s your 
client's beer - but if you've no objection -

Well, a drop of beer 1 s neither here nor there, is it 
now ? 

Sherry has o.lwaya appenrcd to me , most n.ereoablc wine . 

Exit CRUTCHLEY with I\ bundle ~f- pp.pc rs • 

I wns so glo.d to rend in t"lc newspaper thr.. t it W,"'\S 

cor,1ing into its own ago.in, both in London <'l.nd in the 
Universities. ll very reassuring sign. I cr::iinot think 
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thnt these mode rn cocktuils cnn be either healthful 
or palr-.tnble. But I c:in see no objection to n r;lass 
of sound wine now and o.g.-iin - for the stomnch 's sake -

(re-entering - ,side to PUFFETT) Bellyache, oorc like! 

- ns the Apostle s:-iys. It is undoubtedly restorative 
in moaents of ngitntion , like the present . 

Beer is best. 

GOODACRE goes over to MISS TWlTTERTON. 

I 11.m a fraid , Miss Twi tterton 1 this hns b e en a snd 
shock for you . 

I couldn't have thought it of Uncle. I just cnn' t 
believe it . 

CRUTCfil.EY picks up more papers . 

I can, easily . (aside to PUFFETT. who nods) Gone off 
with my forty poynds ! 

I say, Crutchley, su'9pose you just get rid of the 
doings. You cnn hAvc a word with Mr. M.:,.cBride af t er-
wa r ds if you want to. 

CRUTCHLEY moves townrds door, but PUFFETT 
ie rolling up string froo the bundle of papers. 

Yes, my lord. 

Safe bind , safe bind. Frnnk Cnutchl.ey . Put ycr money 
a.way car eful , sario as I puts this here bit of twine, 
nnd .ther it is, 1 andy when you wants it. (He stores 
nwny the string in n r emote sweater pocket) 

CRUTCHLEY goes without answer ini;: 1 ne BUNTER 
enters with she:-ry, etc . HARRIET rises and 
comos down - stage. 

All rieht , Bunter, I'll sec to this . 

BUNTER puts the tray on the up-st::i.ge corner of 
the sideboar d . PETER regards the curious mixed 
selection of glasses and mugs quizzically , 'lnd 
begins to pour out, Exit BUNTER . 

Dn.rling, I think a visit to Hr . WcrolW'Orth is clcnrly 
indicuted, in the near future. Now 1 Miss Twitterton, 
n. glnss of sherry -

Oh , Lord Peter! At this time in the morning , I don't 
think - but of course it isn ' t ren.lly so eArly any 
longer, is it? (Ho crosses to her) Well , really, if 
you insist -
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As a present from ~1n r gate ! It'll do you good . What's 
your poison I pndre ? (As he lvlnds HARRIET sherry) 

Sherry, thnnk vou. (He goes up to sidebo~rd nnd PETER 
hnnds him glnas) (He· ra.iscs it to Hf.RIUET) Your hen.1th, 
r.i.y denr young people. 

Thank you 1 Mr. Goodacre. 

Take cour.:ige I Miss Twit tcrton. Things mo.y not be as 
bud ai, they seem. 

Mr. Mn.c:Sride ? 

If it's nll the sn~e to you, I' 11 wait for the bele!r. 
I'n sure it's no plc,sure to me, bringing ,11 this 
unfortunnte disturbnnce into the fnr:.tily. But business 
is business I nin I t it, your lordship? And we I ve got 
our clients to consider. 

GOOD!,CRE goos bnck to his seat. 

(while he is tnlking, PETER /'\rrnngcs three large g lnsacs 
in n. row, ready for the beer) You' re not to blnlcle, Mr . 
Mf\cBride . Miss Twitterton renlises you 're only doing 
your r e. ther unplensn.n t duty • 

I 1 m eurc, if we could only find Uncle, he'd explain 
evorything. (She haetil:v eips her shorry, coughs, nnd 
subsides in confusion) 

Yes, if we could find Mr. Noakes • 

.!!, we could find hi.cl. 

Door opens quickly. Enter BUNTER. 

My lord , I'm afraid we 'vc found Mr. NoAkos. 

Af r aid you've found hir:t? (He stnrcs nt BUNTER) 

MR. MACBRIDE starts to his feet, (na does HARRIET) 

For God' a sake, Bunter, don I t sny you I ve founrl -
Where ? Down the cellar ? 

MRS RUDDLE's voice C,'ln be hc:ird off, calling. 
MISS 'IWITTE:RTON rises, then the VICAR. 

MRS. RUDDLE Frank! Frank Crutchley! It's Hr. Nonkes! 

BUN1'ER 

MISS T, 

HARRIET 

Yes, lord. 

Oh, h<;l 's dend! Uncles's dcnd1 (She drops herglri.ss) 

Oh, no, Miss Twitterton, they can't mean that. 
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Oh, no, inpossible • 

All look nt BUNTER, who nods grci.vely. 

You c:,,n 't mcnn to say -

I 1 11 very mucp: nfrnid so , sir. 

CRUTCHLEY hurries in behind BUNTER . 

What 'a h_ppcned ? 

Oh, I knew it , I knew it . I knew soi:,cthing terrible 
hud hnppciied! Uncie'is dead ;i.nd i::-.11 the money's gone . 

You poor dear! 

MISS 'IWITTERTON becomes hysterical . HARRIET 
goes to soothe her. CRUTCHLEY and PUFFETT 
r.mke a concerted rush for the door, b~ck . 

Cowe nlong , Frank. Bette r sec if we cr-.n give a hand. 

BUNTER holdo thee bo.ck. 

Wait n mi.nu t e . Better not touch anything . 

As if those words were a signa l for whtch he 
hnd been waiting, PETER knocks out the dead 
ashes from his pipe into his ho.nd, crushes 
then with his thur.ib, and flings the debris 
on to the tray. He puts the pipe in his pocket. 
CRUTCHLEY sto.ggers bnck against wall R. 

But perhaps he's only fainted. (He looks helplessly 
fron BUNTER to PETER} 

Dead s003 da.ys, fron the looks of him , sir. 

Has he got the money on him . 

Nobody pays o.ny attention to hit:1 . 

But how did it happen, my man? Did he fall down the 
stairs in a fit? 

Cut his thron. t I more likely . 

It's not~- (With emphnsis} 

Enter MRS. RUDDLE distressed. 

Bunter! /:ro you trying to tell us ttr~-t' this is murder? 

They nll turn and stare :i. t PETER, then nt BUNTER. 
MISS 'IWITTERTON slides to the floor in a faint . 
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I couldn I t s::i.y, ny lord; but it looks most unplc:lsnn tly 
like it. 

II/IRRIET kneels by MIS') TWITTERTON • 

Give 11e o. glnss of water, plcnsc , quickly. 

The VICAR goes to help . 

Le:,v1..• eve rything ,--..s it is. Go for the police, 
Crutchley . (Mechnnicclly pouring wntcr into n e;lnss) 

Yes, my lndy. Mrs. Ruddle ! (She stnrts) glr,ss of 
wn tor, sharp. 

(edging forward) Yes, Mr. Bunter. If your lordship 
will excuse i:'le, sir I if it's the police you I re sending 
for -

PETER holds out the glciss to her. 

Sir, young Joe Sell on, th, t' s the constnble, e ' s 
standing t\t my gt'.te this very ninutc with his bicycle. 
Ynrnin' with oy Albert -

She a w;ikes to the f nct of the glass of water, 
tokes it und hurries £'.c ross to HARRIET nnd 
helps her wi tll MISS TWITTERTON. 

Bunter, see that no one goes down into th e cellnr untU 
the conetnblc cones . 

Yes 1 ray lord. 

PETER pour s out Cl stiff tot of whiskey. 

Herc, Crutchley , tnke this. {Puahc.:s glass into his 
h~nd) Pull yourself together. Run ac ross to Mrs . 
Ruddle' s nnd got this policecm.n . Quick ! 

Thank you , ny lord. It's n bit of a shock . {He 
swallows down the· . ·~;_~key in one gulp nnd c oes out) 

BUNTER takes his g l ass as ho goos . 

{nurlging BUNTER) Suppose you ctidn ' t manage to get 
th-'l t beer up afore you - ch? Oh I well I there's worse 
thing s 1 c.ppen in wnr. (Ile follows hin out , clapping 
the bowler on his hc11d ns he goes through the doorway) 

The VIC/1.R looks helplessly roun_dJ _ but H/,RRIET is 
en tirely occupied with MISS 'I"NITTERTON. He looks 
-~ t PETER , stn.nding with his back to the roon , 
ren.liscs he cnnnot be spoken to I so picks up 
his rock- plnn t l).nd goes out without n word. 
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There ! She I s bet tcr now , por0 thing . 

MISS TWITTERTON shows signs of r c·turning life . 

Don't give W'1.Y now , there ' s 'l. dcrcr . 

She unrl HARRIET help her up . 

Whnt you want is c. nice lay- down and n cuppcr te~. 
Shnll I tnkc her upstt1ir s, f1(; lndy ? 

Yes , do. I ' ll come in n moncnt . 

MRS . RUDDLE propels MISS TWITTERTON towards 
the sto.ircnse , n.nd she goos unrcsistingly . 

Now you cor.ic nlong ,-ind 1 n vc ::i nice lny- down , 

EXEUNT up the stairs. 

You 'll be ,111 right in two shnkcs of e duck ' s tail! 

(c r ossing centre) Pete r, my poor denr! And we 
come here for a quiet honeyrJoon ! 

(not movlkng) Dar:.tn ! ri.n d damn ! B.::tck to the old 
g r ind . Rigor and who - s::i.w- hir.i - lc.st , blood-
prints , fin gerprints , footprints , infor mntion 
r eceive d, o.nd it-is-my-dooty- to- w::i.rn- you -

(en tors back) Now thon I wot I s nll this? 

CURTA IN 
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The sncie: iibout 1.30 on Wednesday nfternoon. 
H.\RRIET is sc."'.tcd on the right-hand settle, 
c:1. ting r, snndwich n.nd r,n zing in to the fire. 
A plnte of sc.ndwiches, gl::.sses etc ., on teble 
L. centre. MncBRIDE is standing in front of 
the r r.dio co.binet. He finishes ,':!. snndwich, 
tnkes out handkerchief, polishes r,outh , nost 
nnd hnnds ns curtnin rises. Moat of the 
furniture is now uncovered ~nd nrrnnged . 
PETER is standing stP.ring out of window. He 
holds c:.n empty tnnknrd an~ is vnguely whistling 
11.ft,upres de r.m Blonde. 11 

(coming out of t\ fi.t of l'.'.bstrnction and turning to 
M:tcBRIDE) Anothor s1::i.ndwich, Mr. MacBride ? 

No more, thanks. Much obliged to you. (picks up 
half empty glass of beer froQ. radio cabinet, swallows 
it down) 

Is the doctor still there, I wonder ? 

(goes to door up-atage and looks out) He's just cooing 
out with his bng in ! · , hand. Looks as though ho' a 
done hia bit. Plcaaf'.n t job I I don't think • 

I suppose they'll be wanting- the room in n ninutc, for 
the police. 

I can't hang about hero o.11 dny . I've got to get 
back to Town. 

(suddenly bursting into song) 

The blackbird and the throstle 
The lnverock in the sky -
In my lady I s bosom 
Sweet it is to lie, to lie (Enter BIJNTER) 
In my lady's 

Your lordship will excuse me -

Eh ! Oh, sorry, was I making n noise 'l 

Superintendent Kirk would like to spcnk to your 
lordship. 

I should like to speak to Superintendent Kirk, 
"tit'.ite 's vnlunble ! (Ho is off through the door in n 
twinkling I before the scandnlised BUNTER. cnn interfere) 

Now I I suppose 1 we go over the cellnr with a tooth-
comb. (Goes out gloor.tily) 

Shall I clear, my lady ? 
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Yes, ple:1se . I hope you ' ve hnd sooething to ent , Bunter. 

Yes, thnnk you, ,'lY lndy . (Begins to collect plates) The 
heavy luggage hn.s just arrived, per Ccrte r P,terson. 

Good hcnvens ! I ' d forgotten .:\ll .,_bout it. 

Very nn tural I ny lndy , if I mny sny so , In view of all 
the circumstances , docs your lndyship desire r.ic to order 
in any coal? I inquired of his lordship, ,::md he so.id 
he would r ef<:,r the mut ter to your 1'1dyship ; 

Coal ? Why 1 yes, I suppose we shall hnvc to have some 
coal. 

But she is uneasy. The doo r is opened by PETER, 
who, without emcr ring, snys to the POLICE outside: 

You ' ll get narc lie;ht on the st/'\irs if I open this door. 

(to HARRIET) Very 1:,ood , r.ty lady. (He continues to clear 
nwo.y the plntes 1 gla.sses 1 etc .) 

Sever ::i.l pairs of feet a.re he..,rd deeccndin,g the 
cellar stairs I off. H/,RRIET .::ind BIJNTER both 
pause - the l c.ttc r in the ne t of picking up 
MacBRIDE I s glass - as the voices Rro ngain henrd 
off - tho POLICEMAN I s a confused g rowl, PETER I s 
nc:-.rer o.nd clcnrer , ns fro:n the top of the stnir,. 

I do wish ho hadn't to be worried like this - it ' s 
too b.:i.d. 

Yes, r..y lo.dy. (But his face conveys that he shnros hor 
feeling) 

I wotjdcr . Do you think I wns ri ght to order the coal? 

(non - cottr..ittnlly) It is not for me to say , my lndy, 

You've known much longer thnn I he.ve, Bunter. 
If his lordship hnd onl y hioaolf to consider , do you 
suppose he would go or stay ? 

Under those circumstnnces, ny lady , I fancy his lordship 
would decide to r emain . 

Then you had better o r der enough coal for n nonth! 

Ccrtninly , rny lndy. (Exit with trq,y) -

:. POLICE- SERGEANT is seen pFl.ssing the window 1 

c'.lrrying n r olled-up stretcher. HARRIET goes 
up- stage nnd looks out . Enter PETER , briskly . 
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Too many constabulary boots tramping over that cellar. 
/1t any rate, I think I've succeeded in establishins 
our innocence and sanity. 

(at window) The ambulance has come. 

PETER joins her at the window 

Poor old devilJ So the house will be rid of him. 
Well, perhaps it's better not tofeel too rnuch 
ayt:1.pathy with the corpse when one's investigating 
murders. It cranps one's style. 

But, Peter, need You investigate this? 

(lightly) No I I needn I t. But I expect I shall. 

You I ve got a right to your own life I sor.ietir.ies. It's 
such a beastly little crime. (Moves away down-stage) 

(with a sudden outburst) That's just it. That's 
why I can't leave it alone. God! if you knew how 
loathe hate and blood and violence. This damned 
butcher's work. Men quarrelling and killing like 
beasts ••• Sorry • 

Carry on, Peter. 

You're sure you don't mind? Can you put up with all 
these policemen about the place? (He follows her 
down-stage) 

(with determined cheerfulness) Of course I don't mindj 
they look very charming policemen. 

There i.s an uncomfortable pause .. 

Peterl - (she simply can't help herself) - there weren't -
weren't ~in that cellAr, were there ? 

No, dearest. No rate. And all quite dry. Just a 
perfectly good cellar. 

I glad. I was sort of ir.iagining rats. 

Enter PUFFETT. 

They're takin' Mr. Noakes away. Shall I be gettin' on 
with the kitchen chimney ? 

Yes, do. 

(at fireplace) Ahl draws beautiful now I don't she? 

Simply marvellously. 
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It's a very good thing Mr. Noakes ain't alive to see all 
that 'ea·p o' coal. That' a a fire as docs ere di t to a 
chimney. 

i•ll right, Puffett . Better get ahead with the job . 

SELLON and SERGEANT pa s s window. They are 
obviously cnrrying a stretcher. They all turn 
and watch in silence. 

Very eood I my lord. (Moves to door) And where' a all 
'is cheese - parin' brought Nowhere (Exit PUFFETT) 

Another epitaph. De mortuis, and then some. And now 
we proceed to th~ Interrogation. 

Yes, I suppose we do. (Si ts at table) 

Of course, the Superintendent cay cut the Gordian 
knot by refusing to avail himself of our kind 
assistance. The local police aren't fools I these days , 
by any means. Their routine gets them a long way, 
though it may take them. a hell of a time. The only 
trouble is, they'll begin by asking WHO did it and 
WHY? It 1 s no good asking WHO? till you know the 
answer and can prove it. And it's no good asking WHY? 
at all, because motives are always misleading, and nnyho;·, 
you don I t have to prove motives. You've got to begin by 
asking, WHEN, WHERE and HOW? HOW? is the only real 
question. When you know HOW you know WHO . 

Good heavens: I 1 ve married my one Intelligent 
neaderl Artistically, it's the only -

If it's right in art it's right in practice. It~ 
the only practical way. But you'll see. Once these 
chaps get going it will be hue and cry aftor WHO and 
WHY, 

Oh! give them WHEN. 

WHEN is a gift . Nobody can oiss that. They'll find 
out when Noakes was last seen alive, and when he was 
first known to be miasin i.t . 

And the alibis will all depend on who could beg, 
borrow, steal or cut keys to the house. 

Where is going to bring them up short. It's the devil. 
Noakes may have fallen where he lay I crawled there or 
been carried • 

Yes, that ' s true. It might have been anywhere - I 
wonder how long they'll take over that ? 

Nothing like the tim~ they'llt:.._ n take over WHY . 
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WHY Me".1.ns motive, and the first notive they're going 
to look for will be r.i.oney, They can spend days tying 
ther.iselves into knots over the noney. Noakes was 
supposed to have, but hadn't, and the noney he wasn't 
supposed to have, but had! And then there will be 
blackmail, revenge -

Harp, sackbut, psaltery, anct the band as before . 

(cor:1pletcly launched) HOW, The snag about HOW is thnt 
all footprints, fingerprints 1:>,nd signs of disturbance 
have been obligingly reMoved or covered up by us . It's 
p;oinr, to be a job to prove HOW fron circumst.'lntin.l 
evidence. But I tell vou how, we '11 never get it the 
other way, Every tir.te we ask WHY? we shall go wrong; 
every time we ask HOW ? we be gains right. 

The place is what I should like to fix. If it wasn't 
in the cellar -

SELLOO paesee the window, returning quicklyj 
HARRIET rises with a worried glance towards 
the staircase. Enter SUPERINTEUDENT KIRK • 

Well, Superintendent. All ready for the third degree? 

SELLON follows the SUPERINTENDENT. 

KIRK It ain't likely to come to that, my lord. That's right 
Joe, come along. Let's sec how you get on with a bit 
of abort I and. 

HARRIET 

KinK 

SELLON 
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KIRK 

PETER pushes the small settle up to the table. 

There's a nice, impoeine: chair for you, Superintendent . 

Thank you, my lady. 

That's old Mr. Noakes'e chair, that was . 

Kil<K t'\ovea across towards table . 

So Galahad will sit down in Merlin's seat! 

(arrested) Tennyson 1 

Got it in one J A bit of u student,_ ~1:per ? 

I like to do a bit of good rending in me off-duty. 
Broadens and mellers the mind. Reo.ding making a 
full roan -

Conference a ready man -

- and writing an exact man Mind that, Joe Sellen. 



• 

• 

• 

PETER 

KIRK 
) 

PETER 

KIRK 

PETER 
' 

KIRK 

PETER 

KIRK 

PETEil 

KIRK 

HARRIET 

KIRK 

PETER 

HARRIET 

KIRK 

PETER) 
KIRK ) 

KIRK 

PETER 

2 -

Bacon! Mr. Kirk, you're a man after my own heart. 

Thank you, my lord. (Sits) Well now, we 111 have to 
get down to business. 

Get yourself a cho.ir, Sellon. 

SELLON gets chair from R. and places it right 
of table. PETER places chair for H/.RRIET L. 
of table I and stands behind her. 

We needn't trouble very ouch, my lord. I think 
you've given me all the facts we•rc likely to want. 
You 1 vc no objection to telling me what you paid for 
this house -

Si"-fifty. 

Then that accounts for the money we found on the body. 

So he had it on him, then ? In cash ? 

CurrenC'J' notes. 

(whist1ee) All of it? 

Every ha I penny. 

That's funny • . Jt "?"ather looks a.a though he had 
intended to make a bolt with it. Or he'd sUrel:r have 
paid it into the bank. 

Quite right, my lady. And it complicates the question 
of mo·tive. 

PE~ and HA.RlHET exchange. glances. 

It don't eeem to be a case of robbery from the person. 
And what I asks myself is !!E,l -

Isn't it a little early to ask that? It's a fact that 
he wasn't robbed. 

And he could have paid Crutchley his forty pounds. 

'course he could, if he'd wanted to. He was a proper 
old dodger 1 was Mr. Noakes - a real Artful Dodger. 

Dickens! (Absolute1 ' together; slapping their palos 
on the table as if playing Snap) 

Well, then, you decided to come here for your honeymoon? 
(consults hie own note-book) 

Yes. You mightn 1 t think it 1 but I'r.i really rather 
a shy, modest, retiring sort of bloke -
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Mr. Kirk , when it cones to newspaper reporters eitting 
all day on the doovstep and hiding in the back of the 
car -

KIRK grunts syr.ipathetically . 

And trying to bribe your servants - happily Bunter's 
sea-green incorruptible -

Cllrlyle . French Revoluti.on. (Slowly, firaly PETER ia 
caught) 

Well, what I menn to say - we announced the wedding for 
the wrong day, togk our tickets for Mentone , and then 
got narried in a decent, Christian, inconspicuous L-mnner 
and buzzed e.long here, leavin g them to it . And I part-
icularly asked Mr. Noakes to say nothing n.bout us . 

He attended to that part of your instructions all ri13htl 

They'll soon hunt us out after this. That's the worst 
of -

That fierce light which beats upon a thr one. 

Here J you can I t have Tennyson twice• 

I've got the letter. (Searching in breast pocket) 

Mr. Noakes .said he'd let the charwoman know and have 
everything straight. 

Only he didn't, and it wasn't. 

Handl!I letter to KIRK, who glances over it 
with a nod. 

So when we car.,,e d.own last night and found the house 
all shut up -

KIRK All shut up, was it? You 're sure of that 

PETER 

HARRIET 

PETER 

Quite sur e. 

KIRK returns letter to PETER. 

Yes, so arn I • 

Both doors locked and burglar-proof bolts on the 
windows. I tried them all to see if we couldn't get in. 

KIRK Get that down, Joe Sellen. 
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We knocked up Mrs. Ruddle, and she sent us over to 
Pagford to Miss Twitterton -

And we showed her Mr. Nonkes 1 s letter, and she gave us 
the key -

/,nd when we did get in, the .:ill stnrted 
setoking like fury I so we just swallowed down a spot 
of grub and beetled off upst11irs. 

That's n pity. You r:iicht hnve found some clue if 
you'd looked - but naturnlly as you wnsn't expecting 
nothing you wouldn't notice nothing . 

No. 

No! How A.bout the l?lorning "? Of course, you moved a 
lot of stuff for the sweep. 

Yes - you'd better ask Bunter. (Calls off') Bunter! 

What we want in this place is a bell! 

Well, Joe, 'ow' e the shorthand ? 

SELLON hands over note-book, 

(off) My lord I 

HARRIET crosses R. and picks up handbag, takes 
cigA.r.ette from case, fumbles in PETER' s coat 
pooket and extracts match-box . 

(as BUNTER enters) Bunter, Superintendent Kirk wants 
to ask you what the place looked like last night. 
(goes up to fire and stands warming his hands behind 
bis bock) 

There appeared to be no anomalies nor incongruities 
of any description, my lord. Everything presented a 
remarkably orderly appearance. Except -

HARRIET puts r.i.atch-box down on settle . 

Yes? 

BUNTER comes down-stage to level of table, 

I attached no signif:i:cance to it at the time, but there 
were two candlesticks in this room, 911, the side - board. 
Both candles were burnt right down ·to the sockets. 
Burnt out • 

That 'a interesting. Very. 

Night's cnadles a r e burnt out. 
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KIRK does not take it up, so PETER cot1es 
down - stage and prods him in the ribs. 

I said Nights cn.ndles are burnt out! 

Eh ? Romeo and Juliet! Burnt out: Yes. They must 
a-been alight when he was killed. ..ftcr dark, thnt 
means. 

He died by candloliF,ht. Sounds like the title of a 
highbrow thriller. (Takes step or two down towards 
HARRIET) 

KIRK Well now! You sr:.w nothing else of A suspicious 
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nn ture ? No mA.llet or bludceon ? Nothing in thcway 
of -

He's going to say it J 

Gr asps HARRIET by the elbow . 

Nothing in the wa.v of n blunt instrument 

Hf;! 1 B said itJ 

Well, Bunter ? 

No, my lord. Nothing beyond the custocary househol.d ... 
utensils in their appropriate s ituations . 

HARRIET sits down in corner of ri3ht-hnnd settle. 

Have we any idea what sort of a blunt instrument it 
was? How big? What shape ? 

Protty 'eA.vy, my lord, I should say, with n. soooth 'ead. 

Meaning that it didn't draw blood ? 

(nodding) 'ardly at all. 

No, my lord. On diacovc r inr: the body I naturally 
exal!lined it - without I of course moving it fror.i its 
position, The skull was extensively fr.:i.ctu r ed -

Cracked like an egg-shell -

But the akin was scarcely broken. 

Then it's useless lookinG' for blood-=stains, though I 
suppose there might be a littlo smear or n few hai r s 
on the weapon. There was nothing unusual about the 
top of the cellar steps, because I looked. 
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Ah l there 'e just the t r ouble. Even if there was any 
mnrks 1 we don I t know where they'd be • 

You mean you don I t know where the murder actually 
took place 7 

No, my lord. You see - well, as I understunr1 1 you've 
hAd n bit of experience with murders , nnd such, so 
you '11 enter into this . It 1 s a bit of n r.:1ix-up . 

(interrognting KIRK with n glnnce) All right, Bunter, 
you can go . 

Exit BUNTER. 

The doctor so.y,s deceased - where I s Doctor's report, 
Joe . 7 

(reading) Deceased was struck with a 'envy blunt 
instrument of some considerable extent of surface -

Moaning by thnt it wasn't a little sharp thing like 
the beo.k of a 'nmmer -

On the posterior part of the - looks like onion or 
ge r anium -

Cranium. 

Meaning the back of the skull. 

A little a.hove the left ear. 

( demonstrating) Here. 

A bit higher .• 

The blow being diracted from behind downwards -

Oh? but - surely that means - (gets up as she speaks) 

Another of our dear old friends -

The left-handed crioinal. (Demonstrates) 

Or a back-handed blow. (Dcmonstrntes) How tall was 
Mr. Noakes ? 

KIRK Thnt 's just the point. He was a very tall old gentle man . 

PETER 

HARRIET 

Say six-foot- two. 

Look for a tall mur derer -

Or a long-handled weapon -

KIRK That 1 s true -



• 

• 

• 

PETER 

HA RRIET 

PETER 

llhRHIET 

PETm 

HARRIET 

PETER 

H!,rlRIET 

Hl,RRIET) 
PET~R ) 

KIRK 

PETER 

KIRK 

PETER 

Mallet, beetle -

Golf-club, croquet-mallet -

Gun-stock, spade, cricket bnt, poker -

poker, broom -
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Not heavy enough. Axe, pick, hRtchet -

Not blunt enough. Not le o.d piping -

Nor a sandbag - nor !l rollin g -pin. 

Nor a cash, nor a 'hammer, nor a cleaver, nor a spnnne r -

(in ·triuophnnt duet) Unless, of course, the victim WC\S 

sitting down at the tine ! 

HARRIET e:ubaides on to the settle again. 

Strewth l You' re quick, you two. J\ nd the lady's as 
sr.tart as the gentleman. 

My wife writes detective stories. It's her line. 

Oh, I see. Well, if you see any of those things what 
you oentioned lying about, you C'light let rn.e know. 

Yes - but the thing we want to know is, where was the 
murder committed? I take it, it I s ir.ipoesible that he 
killed himself falling down the steps? He was an 
oldish man, we.an' t he ? 

KIRK Sixty-five, roundabout. Sound as a bell, though , f11.r 
as you can judge now. 

SELLON 

KIRK 

PETER 

That's a fact, eir. Boasted of it, 'e did, talkin' 
large as Doctor said 1 e was good for ano ther quarter 
of a century J After 1 d 1 d ' ad flu last winter. You 
ask Frank Crutchley if 'e didn 't. 

Mntter o' fact, n,- lor'B\ our ·no.n ssys it'fl quite out 
o.frthc : quee•ton thlit it wae th.:? fall. Nature o ' the 
injury, direction of the 15low, and all that. He's 
quite certain. 

I see. Was he killed where he fell ? 

KIRK That's just it. We don't know. He didn't die straigln; 
off. 

PETER 

SELLON 

Ah! 

Shall I read out that bit 1 si r 
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No i it's only Doctor I s rigmarole. I can explain to 
his lordship without all them onions and geraniums. 
Seemingly whc1.t happened was this. Somebody hit him 
and bust his skull, see ? He'd tumble down and lose 
consciousness at once -

Concussed. 

That 's ri~ht. And after a bit, he'd come to again, but 
he I d never know what hit him. Wouldn't remember a thiri ' 
about it. 

That 1 s all accor ding to Cocker ? ( to Hf,RRIET) 

Oh, yes. I know that bit off by heart. There'd be 
cOmpleto forgetfulness of eve rything immediately 
preceding the blow. He mi13ht pick himself up and 
feel quite all righ t for a time. 

Quite correct, my lady - except, of course, for a 
sore head. He might walk about, do all the usual 
things ... 

Such as locking the door - be-hind the murderer -

Exactly; there '8: the trouble. 

That's how the murderer could have got out of the 
house , and yet left it all locked up. 

Then he'd get giddy and drowsy like -

Wander oft to get a drink -

Pitch down the cellar steps - and die there. 

That'e probably how he died. It's a step in the 
right direction. But i~es not tell us bow he was 
~- And it doesn't even tell us~-

No. It might have been indoors or outdoors, upstairs, 
downstairs -

(seeing his chance) ln my lady's chamber ! 

No, no 1 Mother Goose! (Flinging the last two words 
savagely at KIRK) Not there, not there, my child1 
(to HARRIET) How long did he live after he was hit? 

Doctor says, from half an hour to one hour, judging 
from the - (but this bogs him hopel'essly and he hands 
the report to KIRK) the something -

Judging from the haemorrhagic effusion into the cortev 
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(abstractedly) In the vulgar tongue, the amount of 
bleeding in the brain. Whnt? 

Yes, but did all thi5 hap{len? 

That's what we've p.ot to find out. Some time last 
Wednesday night by the looks of it. After dark , I 
reckon, by what your man says about the cnadlcs. 

A week ago. 8ny nfter half past seven, then . 

Well, we'd better have that fellow Crutchley in. He 
seems to have been the last person to sec the deceased 
alive. 

1\nd _therefore the obvious suspect . 

And consequently innocent - in books. 

Shall we make ourselves scarce ? 

That's as you like, my lord. I 1 d be glad enough if 
you stayed. You might give me a bit of help. We 
don't get much practice in this sort of thing down here. 
Not but what it I s a kind of busman I s holiday for you • 

PETER takes a .cigarette and fumbles for matches. 

Busman' a honeymoon, so to speak. All right. I 1 11 do 
my beet. No objection t o smoking in court, I take it 
Where the devil did I put the matches . 

Here you are, my lord . (produces match-box and atrikc11: 
match for PETER, which he docs with his left-Hand) 

Hullo! You I re left-handed. 

For some things, my lord. Not writing. 

Why, so you are I Joe. I hope you ain I t this tall, 
left-handed murderer what we 're looking for. 

(laughing heartily) A pretty thing that 1 u d be, 
wouldn't it? We ,shouldn't never hear the last of that. 
Now, you hop out and get Crutchley. 

Exit SELLON • 

Nice lad he is. ' Ard-working. I somstimes think his 
heart ain't riehtly in his work these days. Married 
too young , that's what it is, and started a family, 
which is a I andicnp to a young officer . 

All this matrimony is a great mistake . (Hand on 
HARRIET 1 s shoulder) 



• H.,ImI£T 

KIRK 

CRUTCHLEY 

KIRK 

CRUTCHLEY 

KIRK 

CRUTCHLEY 

• KIRK 

CRUTCHLEY 

KIRK 

CRUTCHLEY 

KIRK 

CRUTCHLEY 

KIRK 

HJ.RRIET 

• CRU'rCHLEY 

KIRK 

CRUTCHLEY 

Well, I warned you l 

You did . 

Enter CRUTCHLEY nnd SELLON, b11ck . 

,\h , that's right, Sit down, my lad. 
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CRUTCHLEY ai ts on the chair SELLON has beon 
using. SELLON remains standing , down - stage 1 

beside the r adio. 

Now then, Crutchle_y, what's your first name? 

Frat:J,k . 

Frank Crutchley. Gardener here, ain 't you? 

One day a week, that's all. Five bob. 

What do you do the rest o f the time? 

Odd jobs. Mostly I drive a lorry for Mr . ' An cook 
at the ·garridge over at Pa gford, where I lodges . And 
taxi-work and such . Saving up , I was, to ge t started 
with a garridge of my own , only fo r that fo rty p ound 
Hr . Noakes had off of me -

Never mind tha t now. That 1 s gone west , that has , and .. 
it• s no use c r ying over spilt milk. 

He promised he'd let me have it when I came to - dav . 

Welll I dare ao.y he might have, if somebody hadn't 
butted in a n d brained him. You ought to o.-been 
smarter and got it out of him last week. 

He hadn't got it then. 

Oh, hadn't he ? That 's all you know abou t it. 

Cripes l You don I t mean to tell me -

He had. 

CRUTCHLEY l ooks fra ntically at PETER and HAR~IET 
as if for confirmati on . PETER nods . 

Yes, Crutchley. I 'm afraid he had the money on him 
all the time • 

What! He ho.d the money - you found it on him -

Well, we did; the re's no call to make a secret of it. 

Mean to say, i f he hadn ' t been killed, I might have 
had my money? 
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(emphatically) Certainly you could . 

He and KIRK understand one another . 

God! I ' ll - I'll - I 1 d like to -

Yes, yes. I dare say. Well, now's your opportunity. 
Any fn.cts you CA.n give us -

FR.cts ? I've been done out of rny money, that's whut 
it is, and I -

Sec he r e , Crutchley. We know you ' vc had n rotten deal: 
but that can't be helped. The man who killed Mr. Noel: 
did you a bad turn, and he's the man we' re after . Use 
your wits and see if you can't help us to get even wit··, 
him. 

Ah! (His face is eagerly illuminated as he grasps the 
situation) 

Thank you, my lord. That's about the size of it, and 
put very plain . Now, my lad, we're sorry about yot1:~ 
money, hut it's up t o you to give us a hand. See? 

(eager1y) Yes. Right-oh 1 What do you want to know? 

(with a g1ance at PETERi they bA.vc now got their 
witness going) Wc11, first of a.11 - when did you 1~ 
see Mr. Noakes 7 

Wednesday evening, same a.s I said. I finished up my 
work just before six, came in ' ere to do the potsj 
and whon I done them 'e gave me five bob , anct I atartc · 
askin' 'im for me forty pound. 

Where was that ? In here ? 

(shakes his head) Kitchen. 'E always sat there. I 
put the etepa away -

Steps ? What d 'you want steps for ? 

(pointing to hnnging cactus) That . (points to 
cactus hangin g in window) /.nd that , fi.nd the clock , 
I wind it each week, Can't reach any of them. 

fi.nd Mr. Noakes was alone in the kitchen when you ,., - L 

out? 

Yes . 'E wasn't the sort people dropped in for a chat 
with , 

What did he sny when you asked him for your money? 
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Pronliaed 'e'rl let me ' nve it next t i me I came. That ' s 
to-do.y. I miRht a-known ' e never mc:i.nt it. Wasn't 
the first time 1 d ' d promised and then always 'ad some 
excuse. 

KIRK (interrupting) Well, then what happened ? 

CRUTCtlLEY 

KIRK 

CRUTCHLEY 

Then I went: and I 'eard 1 im lock the door :iftcr me . 

Which door? 

The back door . He mostly used thnt . The front door 
was always kept locked. 

KIRK Spring lock? 

CRUTCHLEY No . Ordin'ry mortice . Had to be locked or unlocked 
with the key. 

KIRK Was the key ever left in the lock ? 

CRUTCHLEY 

PETER 

KIRK 

CfUTCHLEY 

No. '.E kept it on 'is bunch. 

It certainly wnsn' t in the lock last night . We got ic1 
by the front • 

Well now, to get back . You went off - what time was 
that? 

Well, I dunno. Must a-been getting on for twenty r~ 
/.nywo.y 1 it was ten past when I wound that clock, and 
it keeps good timo. 

They all coneul t their watches. 

KIRK (consulting watch) It's right now. 

PETER 

KIRK 

PETER 

HARRIET 

CrtUTCllLEY 

KIRK 

(to HAR::ii:IET) My watch has stopped. I must hnvo 
forgotten to wind it last night in all the excitement. 

Was that clock going when you got here l:1.st night , 
d •you know? 

I can't remember. I rat her fancy it wo.s. 

The questic-n stops him just as he is st.'.1.rting 
to wind his own wc.tch Fl.nd he forgets about it. 

Yes, it was . I noticed it, /\.ncl it was right, thcr 

Yesj it's nn eight - day. It WE\S gn:i.rig right enough 
this morning when I wound it , 

Now, just as a matter of form, whc1.t did you do when 
you left here? 
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Went .straight round to choir practice. 

Choir practice, eh? Ought to be easy enough t o check 
up on th.::i.t . And then? 

Vicar asked me to drive his car over to P.:i.gford for him. 
I had my supper ove r the r e fl. t the Pig nnd Whistle and 
had a look-on nt the Darts Match . Mr. Puffott can tell 
you. Ho was there. Vicn r gave him a lift over . 

Mr . Puffett a darts player? 

Ex-champion. And s till throws a tidy do.rt. 

Ahl It's the powe r he put s behind it, no doubt. 

PETER throws stub of cigarette 11 powcrfully" 
into the fire. 

We'll sec him presently. Did ynu bring Mr. GC'lodacre 
back? 

Yes. Half past ten I got him home, just a fter. Then 
I went be.ck to Pagford on oy bike. Got in just on 
eleven and went to bed • 

Where do you eleep ? 

'Ancock's garridge. Along with their o ther chap 
Williams. 

Enter PUFFETT I back. 

You ask Williams; he can tell you. 

Excuse me, but I can I t do nothing with this I ore 
kitchen pot. Will you 'ave the reverend's gun, my 
lord, or shall I fetoh the ladders afore it get.e dark? 

Oh , denrJ I wonder if we'd better le11 ve it till t o -
morrow? 

I don't mind tellin I you, me l ady , Mr. Bunter I s fEi.ir 
put out, thinkin' 1 e 1ll 'ave to cook your dinne r on 
that there pe rishin I little oil-stove . 

H!,RRIET gets up. 

J\11 right, Mr. Puffett, I'd better come and t a lk to 
Bunter a nd see what he says. 

(holding door for her) Thank you , me lady . 

Just a moment , Puffett. Crutchley here says he was 
at choir practice last Wednesday night. Do you know 
anything about that ? 



• 

• 

• 

PUFFETT 

CRUTCHLEY 

PUFFETT 

KIRK 

PUFFETT 

CRUTCHLEY 

KIRK 

PUFFETT 

KIRK 

CRUTCHLEY 

PETER 

KIRK 

PETER 

KIRK 

CRUTCHLEY 

KIR!l 

CRUTCHLEY 

PETER 

CRUTCHLEY 

2 - 18 

Exit HARRIET 

Th':1.t 1 s right, Mr. Kirk. 'E were there. 'Art past to 
'nrf past se ven. 'Arvest anthem. (Sings) 11For 11s 
ncrcics still endure, Ever fni thful I ever sure. 11 That's 
right enough . 

:.nd you sec r:ie round at the Pig too, 

'Course I did. I wasn't blind. You were coting bread 
an' cheese and you 'ad four and o 'a.rf pints, cause I 
counted Drownd yerself one o ' these days, I reckon . 

Was Crutchley th.ere all the tine? 

Till closin'. Ten o'clock, And then we 'ad to go 
r ound to fetch Mr. Goodacre back from his whist drive, 
Ain I t that right I Frank? 

That's right. 

Very good . That's all I wanted to know. 

I'll be seeing about them ladd.;- ... ~s, then. 

Exit PUFFETT , closing door a fter him • 

Well, Crutchley, that seems straight enough. Have you 
any keys to this house ? 

Not me. Aggie Twitterton 1 s got one for the front door. 

By the way, Super, did you find tho front door key 
on the body ? 

Here's his bunch. (Pulls it out of 'ri.is pocket) 

(taking kev out of his own pocket) Yea. Here you 
are. (Hands key over) 

Did you come back here at any time during the week? 

No, Wednesday's my day. 

And you can't give us any further information? 

Not a thing. 

By the way, Crutchley , do you know anythine abou t a 
note-case Mr. Noakes lost some time ago? Bunter 
gathered that there had been sane· t-r"oublo • 

I know he mnde a hell of n fuss, thn.t's all. Ten 
pounds he h11d in it, so he said . If He'd lost forty 
pounds -
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That 111 do. Do you know anyth ing about tha t, Joe ? 

No , sir. Escept it wasn't found . We made out he must 
hnve dropped it ou t of his pocket in the road. 

:.11 the same, he had new locks put on the doors. Two 
years ngo, thnt was. You ask Ma Ruddle nbou t that. 

Well, if it was two yon.rs nco, I can ' t see that it ' s 
got nnything to do with this. 

No. Only it suggests why Mr. Nonkes wrrn so careful about 
locking up rtnd nll that, 

Yes. All right, Crutchley. That ' 11 do for the 
moment. Stay about in case Y"U 're wnnted. 

It's my day 1 ere. I'm workin' in thCt gnrden . 

Exit CRUTCHLEY, 

KIRK (after the door has closed) Well - it don't seem ns 
if it could be him. Him and Puffett arc alibis for 
one another . 

PETER 

KIRK 

PETER 

KIRK 

PETER 

KIRK 

PETER 

KIRK 

PETER 

Puffett? Puffett is his own beat alibi. The man of 
upright soul an d humour placid needs no b lunt 
instruments nor prussic acid. 

KIRK l ooks up inquiringly . 

Odea of Horace: Wimsey' s trnnslA. tion . 

Is that eo ? Then Puffett's word is ,i:;ood enough .t-; 
let out Crutchley. Not but what he couldn I t have 
done it aftor. Next day even. 

Or before. At six o 1 clock, when they hnd words about 
th.e """iiio"n'ey. 

Don't fit in with the candles . 

No. I suppose we must accept the evidence of the 
candles. (Reluctantly , as though not sure that this 
evidence may not bear another interpr etation.) 

Either way, though , ~wouldn't have r.i issed the cash. 

No, It a lmost looks as if the wasn't committed 
for money. Yet it's not easy to sec nny other motive . 
(He eyes KIRK quizzically ) ·· · 

(missing the p roffe red opportunity} That ' s the funny 
thing about it. 

( giving him the lead) By the way, if Mr . Noakes had 
had any money to leave, who would hnve come in for it? 
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Ah l vie ' ve got thnt. Found this bit of a will in his 
bedroom . (Tnking paper f r om pocket) " Af ter payment 
of my just debts - 11 

Cynical old bligh t e r! 

11li.ll I die possessed of to r.1y niece n.nd sole surviving 
rcln tive I Agnes Twi tterton. 

PETER frowns. 

That surprise you? 

No , why should it ? 

What· did Miss Twittcrton sa_y to Mr. MucBride 's 
r evelat ions? 

Er - well! She went o f f the deep end - naturally . 

Seemed a bit of n lllow 1 eh? 

Oh! ·- not more than you mi ght expect. 

And what did ehe say when your man f ou nd the body? 

Oh , er - she shrieked a bit l\nd - all that, you know. 

Did she say anything particular, besi des shrieking? 

PETER hesita tes. 

See h e re, my lord, I've heard one or two t hings from 
the other people• 

Then why don I t you ask them ? 

KIRK I ' m going to. Joe I a sk Hr. MacBride to step in here 
n minute . 

PETER 

Kl:RK 

PETER 

Exit SELLON. 

!'Jaw , my lord, you're a gentleman, nndyou've go t your 
feelin gs . I know all that, and it does you credit . 
But I I m a police officer ctnd I cnn 't a ff ord to indulge 
in feeling. They're n privilege of the upper classes . 

Uppe r classes be damned. 

Now, Mn.cBr ide , he's no class at all. ~f I asked you , 
I know you'd tel l the truth, but it T'light 'ur t you . 
Now I can get it out of MacBri.dej and it won't 'urt 
hir.i in the least . 

I see. Pninless extra c tions a speciality . 
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Enter MncBRIDE, 

Oh, Mr . MncBridc . There's just one other thing . 
Did you hnppcn to notice whnt effect the discnvcry 
of the body hacl upon the far.lily nnd friends, so to 
speak ? 

Well, they were upsct 1 wlio wouldn't be? 

Remember nnythinc spocinl said? 

Well - the e-ardcner chRp - Crutchley - he went white 
/'\S n sheet he did - and the olr1 gentleaan wns badly 
put about - the niece had hysterics - but she didn't 
seem as much surp::-iscd os the re:st I did she? 

TurninG to PETER, who walks nway up- str.GC to 
window. He picks up watches froo settle as he 
passes and pockets thea , 

What do you mean? 

Well - when the servant cur.ic in and said they'd found 
Mr, Noakes , .she yelled out c1.t once: "Oh, Uncle ' s doad! 11 

(turns) She could tell trot from Bunter ' s ri10.nner. 
At least, I could. 

Anything el.se ? 

Then she said: 11 Uncle ' s dend nnd nll the money ' s gone. i; 
Nothing like £ . s.d . for going straight to the hcflrt, 
is there ? 

GOODACRE hurries pnst the window . 

Nothing. You, if I r ecollect ri~htly, asked whether 
they'd found any money on the corpse. 

Quite right. (With dignity) But then , you see , he 
wnsn' t r.iy uncle ! We Jews think a good denl of that. 

(seriou.sly) I beg your pardon. Your profession must 
give you ~or.:- ~·,- -..;,,,..1-;,,...,l::s on Christian family 
life. Who. t do you think of it? 

(getting his blow home) Not much . 

PETER tnke,s the count. 

(under.standing nothin g of this littl-c~passn.gc of arms) 
H'm. Well. Thank you I Mr, M..'"l.cBridc • 

I say, Mr . Superintendent, '"l.rc: you going to wcmt ric nny 
nore ? 

You mean you want t o get back to Town ? 
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That's right. 

Yes . Well, thflt's O.K. We've got your A.ddreas, 
haven I t we ? 

Yes, sir. 

Very well, Mr. Mo.cBridc . And thnnk you. 

1 1 11 say good d11y then, an<l be gcttinc along . (Going) 
Oh, I say, Mr. Superintendent - tho police will be 
in charge here for the next few do.ya . I suppose? 

Yes, Why? 

So lonr- ns somebody's kcepinc 'l.n eye on the stuff -
sec what I mean! (as he EXITS) 'ldtcrnoon. 

(a alight pause nftcr the rloor hns shut) That right, 
ny lord? 

Qui to right. 

/,h! Well, I think we'll have to see Miss Twitterton. 

I'll get my wife to fetch her down. 

Exit PETER, back. SELLON sits down beside 
KIRK again. 

( ai t ting back in his chair) Thn t 's a real nice 
gentleman, Joe. Out 0 1 the top drawer. Well 
eddicated, too. But he aces which way the wind's 
blowing nnd ho don't like it. S,tall blame to hir.i. . 

But he CM' t think Aggie 'I'wittcrton coshcd old No.,_kes 
on the 'oad with a mallet. 

You never know, my lad. The female of tho species 
is oore deadly than the nmle . (He pauses, and makes 
a note) Rudyard Kipling. Don't you sec, if No1lkes 
was killed for what he had to leave -

But he Mdn I t nothing to len ve. 

We know that. But she didn't •• ·, nd if he wns nurrtored 
for what he had to leave, that 'ud eiplain why the £650 
wnsn I t took off of t'iiebody. Probably she didn I t know 
it w.:is there, and, if she did, it 'u d all be hers in 
the end . U.ee your brains, Joe Sellen. 

Enter HARRIET with GOODACRE 

think Mr. Goodacre has something he wc.nta to say to 
you, Superintendent. (Crosses to staircase L . ) 
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DeA.r me . Well. Yes . I cane buck to sec if you w.-i.nted 
me for nnything , and t o tell Miss Twitterton I 've spoken 
to Lugg about the - e r - th e coffinj and Crutchley spoke 
to me .::i.s I ce, i1e un the path. 

Whn t did he s11y? 

Well, I think he thinks he be s uspected. But I 
nssu re you, Sunerintenctent, th 'l t I c 11n confirm his nlibi 
in every pP.rticular. He wi:t s nt choir pr,"'.ct ice fror.i. 6.30 
to 7.30 and then he took me over to Pap;fo rrl and fetched 
me back here o. t 10, 30. So ,vou see -

That's all ri i:;ht , sir. If nn alibi's W['.ntcd for 
those tillies, you 0nd him's out 0 f it. 

I'm out of it 7 Bless r.1y snul, su,crintcn<lent -

KIR~ Only my joke, sir. 

GOODt.CRE 

KIRK 

GOODACRE 

Yes, yes. Well, I hope I may assur e Crutchley that 
it's all right. He' a a youne: r:m.n of who::i. I have a 
very good opinion. So kee n n.nd industrious. You 
mustn't attach too much importance to his cho.rrrin 
about his forty pounds. It' a a considerable sum for 
n man in his position • 

Don 1 t you worry, air. Very gl.:>.d t-, h'l.Ve your 
confirmntion of these ti:nes. 

Yea , yes - I thought I'd better mention it. Now , is 
there anything else I can do to help ? 

KIRK Well, thank you, air, I think not. Not for the present 
anyway. Much obliged, I'u sure. 

GOODI.CRE 

KIRK 

GOODACRE 

KIRK 

SELLON 

KIRK 

SELLON 

KIRK 

Then I r.1ustn • t waste any more of your valuable time. 
Good aorning, Superintendent. 

Good~, sir. 

(at door) What ? Oh 1 yes, of course, it wr.iuld be. 
(Exit GOODACRE back) 

Now , whnt nakes the old gentleman so sure that those 
the essential times? !!.£ don •t know they .,.re. 

Seems very excited about it. It cnn I t hnrdly be him, 
though, come to think of it, he ' s t..i.~~-enough. 

I'r.1 sure it couldn 't be vicAr, air . 

Isn't tha.t just what I' m saying ? 
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Enter HARTIIET with MISS TWITTERTON • 

Oh, plc0.se don 't lenvo r:ie , LRdy Peter. 

SELLON gets up o.nd brinr;s nnot her cho.ir 
up to the b.blc . 

No I no. 

KIRK Plea.so sit down, Mias Twittert on. Nothing to be 

MISS T. 

nlnrmed a.bout. Now, first of all. I undc rstnnd you 
knew nothinr; whatever about your unclo 'a nrrangonent 
with Lord Peter Wir:1sey - sellin1,; the house and all thnt? 

HARRIET sits in ar1:1ch~ir. 

Not i:i- thing. I wns never s'"l surprised in r.iy life. 

KIRK When did you sec him last? 

MISS T, 

KIRK 

Ml;SS T, 

KIRK 

MISS T. 

KIRK 

MISS T. 

KIRK 

MISS T, 

KIRK 

MISS. T. 

Oh , not for - (counts on fingers) - not for ?.bout ton 
dnys. I looked in last Sund<'.y week f'.fte r morning 
service. I come over I you see, to play the organ 
for the dear vicar - it's a church of course, 
and !l2.! tuany people - and I celled on Uncle then, 
11nd he seeoed quite a.a usual ••• and •.• that's the 
••• last time I saw hit1. Oh, dear • 

Quite so. Wero you' aware that he was absent from 
home ever since last Wednesday ? 

No - I didn I t know . He usually tells - told me. 
But of coureo it was quite nn ordinary thins for hir.i 
to be away at Broxford. I mean, if I had known, I 
shouldn't have been surprised. 

You have a key for the front door, haven't you? 

. (cxtr,cting keys with difficulty from capacious 
skirt - pocket) Ob, yes. I gave it to Lord Peter 
last night. I always cnrry it with my own. They 

leAvc me. (Hands bunch to him) 

Is this it? (Holds up key PETER ""O Ve him) 

Well, it must be, mustn't it, if Lord Peter r:c1 ve 
it to you- •-. -

You ht\ven't ever lent it to .qnybody? 

Oh, ~ 1 nol 

Nor left it about where it might be· J5ihched or 
borrowed ? (Hands ring back to her) 

No, never. 
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Where do you keep yi;ur keys ') t night 

Alw::,.ys in my bedroom. The keys , and dou r Mother ' s 
sil v0r tc n. -po t -1.nd /.un t Sophy' s cruet that was a 
wedding p r esent to cr'lnrlpn nncl ··rnndr.n. I t,kc them 
up with me eve ry night nnd put them on the little 
table by my bed, with the dinner - bell hAndy in cna-e 
of fire. ,'\nd I ' m sure nobody could come in whon I 

asleep , ba.::,,usc"'"Tnlwo.ys put ,,. dcck-chnir nc ross 
the hand of the stnirs. 

PETER is seen outside the window . He comes up 
to it nnd peers in, N> though trying to soc what 
is happening ; H11.TIRIE T beckons to hi':1 . 

KIRK A deck- chair ? 

MIS3 T. 

Hl~RRIET 

MISS T. 

H/.RHIET 

MISS T-. 

KIRK 

MISS T. 

To trip up n burglar . It's 1:, splendid thing. You 
see, while he was getting nll entnngl cd f\ nd nttking 
a noise, I should hcr..r him and rin g the dinner-bell 
out of the window for the police. 

De::tr me, Miss Twitt~rton - h ow d r crtdfully ruthlees 
of you. The poor man eight have broken his nec_k. 

What mnn ? 

The burgl a r. 

But, doa r Lady Peter, I 1 r:i trying to explain - there 
never a burglar. 

(interrupting) Well, it doesn 't look RS though 
anybody eleie could hnve go t at the keys. Now, Miss 
Twittorton - about these money difficulties of your 
uncle's -

Oh,doar , oh, dear! I knew nothing nbout those. It 
gave rne such n shook. Everybody thought Unc l e wns 
very well off. 

PETER entdtei quietly n.n d stands by the r adio. 
While he does so he consul ts clock and winds 
and sets his watch by it . 

KIRK Did he make a will I do you know? 

MISS T. Oh , yes, I' m sure he made a will. Not thnt i t would 
have mattered, because I wna the only one o f the 
fnmily left. But I I m sure he t old n10_ !le I d made one . 
He nlwnys said, when I was worried about things -
of course I no t very well of f - he always scdd, 
"Now I don't you be in n hurry, /1.ggic. I c'."\n ' t help 
y ou now, because it 1 s all tied up in the business , 
but it ' ll come to you nfter I'm <lcnd. 11 
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I see. You never thought lie r.1ight c'.1.nngc his 1;, ind? 

Why, no . I 1 P1 quite sure he ,,enn t r:e to hnve 
cvcr,rthing. Who else~ he leave it to? I'm 
the only one. I suppose now there won't be nnythinc? 

I'm ofrnid it doesn-.lit look like it. 

Oh, dear. ~f ro.i d it looks drervUul to be thinkine 
nbou t ruoney just now - but - I did think I I d hn.ve n 
little for r:iy old nge - and tines nrc so hard - nnd -
nnd - there's Rlwa_ys the rent ---

I •m sure something will turn up . (Gets up nnd goes 
over to her) 

(irresistibly) Micawbc r. 

Beg Pardon ? I hnd counted on it - rc>.ther specially -
(She is on the verge of tenrs nnd everybody is getting 
unconfortnble. 

(offering hnndkerchief from his p<'"lcket) It I s qui ta 
clean • 

Oh, thank you, Lord Peter. 

Do you want Miss Twittcrton any core, Mr. Kirk? 
Becau,ae I really think ---

If lilies Twi,tterton wouldn't mind telling me where 
sho was· lo.st Wednesday evening - just u cutter of 
form, you underatand --• 

(blowing her nose nnd returning the hnndkerchief to 
PETER, who puts it in the what-not) But Wednesday 
is always choir practice -

And !'.ftcr the.t ? 

Why, I wont home I ot course. 

And then ? 

Thon I had my supper. .Ard then I hnd hnlf .'.1. doz.en 
fowls to kill t\nd pluck before I went to bed. 

You don 't ne;:i.n to say yl"'lu kill the~ yourself ? 

KIRK gives a henrty guffo.w, a.nd MISS TWITTERTON 
looks n.t her in mild surprise. 

Oh, yes i it I s nuch cnsier tha.n ynu • cl. thin.i:. 

My' dear girl, · wringing necks is just n. knack. (He 
mimes the process) 
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Thn.t 1 s ri e;ht. Wr in g ' c rn nr string ' cm up - ( n nd he 
mi ·,cs th .:: !'"'ng)_nfi; ·u, h e ; p,._.ck.r.) - 2. t 1 s th e shn rp 
j e rk docs it . 

MISS '.I"dI'.l:TEl:TVN gj v ..;,-n , rquccuk u f fr ir;h t 1 

a.n d Hl.TilUE'l'' G c;:o :.• ec..; .:.. cn c o1:1Y1cn ts un,:ii :::; t a k <lbly 
on th"\ t p1.1' t icu ln. r !c=..:1el o f nnscul ine huoour , 

St cndy o n , Supcrj wc 1r0 :1.ln r ,!'ling the l o.dies . 

(jovinlly) Dcnr , de; ~•, :;:w-~ 1 11 ne v e r do. Woll -
thnnk y ou, Miss Twi t t 0rtrm. I t h ink t hn t 's nll for 
the r.10mcn t. 

Thr: t's n ll ri P,h t , t h e n. I t' s ,--,11 o v ... r . 

MI SS 'IWI TTE:{TON ge t s ui:,. 

Cvme nl0ng qnd :;;e c how Mr. Pu ffe tt i.s r:e tting on 
with the ki tchcn chinney. : .n '1 I w.::m t y ou t o show 
r:i e where aome o f the thin r;s n. r c.: kept. 

She s t eers her out p--i.st PETER, with whoo. she 
exchanges a glanc e . 

Oh , and, my ladyj would you n ind t ollinG Mrs . Ruddle 
she ' s wa nted? (To SELLON) We must get those times 
strnightened ou t n bit. 

Excun t H/.RRI ET nnd MISS Tn'ITTETITON , 

Wel l , she wo.s quito frank n bout tha t . 

Yes , my lord . She knew r l-Jout it nll right . (Sh rikes 
hc n. d) '.l. little kno,,.,l~dge is n dn.n gc r ous thing . 

Not knowledge, Lo,-i. r ninc; . 
.-nex nndc r Pope l 

little lenrning -

Is that so ? I must make n no t e o f th -i. t. Ah ? Well , 
it don I t lor.k ,'.'B if anyone els~ could hn v c go t hold 
o f this kcy j but you never kn ow, 

I think Miss Twit t ertnn w-i. s t e lling t he tru t h . 

Reckon the r e ' s sever ll.l kin ds o I truth I my lord. 
The r e I s truth as f ll.r ns you k nows it . :.n d there I s 
truth a s f a r as you ' re <'lsk e d it . But thc_y don ' t 
re presen t the who l e tru t h , ncceasarily . F ' rinstnncc, 
I neve r asked t h '"I t li t tle lady if she l,9 cke d up this 
housO f or someone else , di d I? 1,11 l Snid was 11When 
did you l as t see your f a - your uncle?" See? 

Ye s, I se c . In feet , pe rson:i. lly I !tlw;J. ys pr efe r not 
t o hnvc n key to the hous ~ i n which they 've discovered 
the c or pse . 
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Enter MRS. RUDDLE • 

MRS. RUDDLE Did you want nc , nistcr? 

KIRK Yes. We wanted t0 fix up :::i. bi t i:tor c exri.ctly nbout 
J the time of tho crir.'lo. Now, Crutchley s,1.w Mr. Nonkcs 

nlivo and well a t .'.lh0u t twenty pnst six. You cnne up 
ne xt morning nnd foun d t ho hr)uso s!1ut up. 

MRS. RUDDLE Th11t 1 s right. 1 ,\ r-pns 1 -scvcn a.a u s ual. 1,nd I snys, 
11Drn.t the man I he I i, gone off t0 Eroxford, 11 Thinkin 1 

he I d 11-tnken the 10 o 'clock : bus the night before. 

KIRK I see. !.nd what did you do t!10n ? 

MRS. RUDDLE, T('\ld the bnker not t o call. /,nd left a 
note in tho door tcllin' the poatmnn to bring 'is 
let tu rs down to me . There w,1.sn' t only two and they 
wna bills, s o I didn't send ' cm on . 

PETER Thnt 's the right way with b:.i.lls, 

KIRK When this gontle mnn ca.me for you last night nnd l et 
you into the h ouse I how did you find it ? 

MRS. RUDDLE Same as ueuo.L 

KIRK Nothing oµt of place ? 

MRS. RUDDLE No. Exceptin 1 'is dirty supper-things all left out 
on the ki~chen tt\ble. 1E nlwaye 'ad 1 ia supper at 
1ar-pas 1 -s.even r egular . Then 1 e 1 d set i.n the kitchen 
with the paper till 'e came in 1 ore for tho poos 
at 9.30. Very regular 1c wnR. 

KIRK So ho'd 'bad bi\' suppc:-. Had hi8 bed been slept in? 

HRS.RUDDLE No, it 'adn't. But' of course I put on clean sheets 
for the l'ady nnd sentloman. I 'ope I kn ows what 1s 
propor. 

KIRK Well, that helps us t1. lot. Mr . llonkes ate his 
supper nt 7.30 so he was prcaunnbly a.live then. 
He didn I t go -to bed - siY - when did he usually go 
to bod, Mrs . R~ddlo ? 

MRS . RUDDLE Eleven o'clock, sir~ rcgnlar as clockwork, ' e 1 d 
switch off the wireless, nnd I I d see I is candle go 
upstairs to bod. I ca.n sec 'is hcdrnora fron my 
bnck window, clenr enough. 

KIRK Ah ? Now, Mrs . Ruddle, just you c.e1st . y..o_ur r.i.ind 
back to last Wednesday night. Do yoU -recollect 
seeing his candle go upstairs 

MRS . RUDDLE Well, there! Now you comes t 0 r.i.ention of it, Mr . 
Kirk, I did not, 
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KIRK shows interest • 

Which I remember saying to rn y Bert only the next day, 
"There I if I I d only kep ' o.wo.ke , I nightcr known 'e 'd 
gone o!f , eeein 1 1 is bedroon winder do.rk - but there! 11 

I says, 11! was tha.t wore out I dropped off tho noraent 
tite I ond wns on the pillcr. 11 

KIRK ie disappointed . 

It don't reolly natter, aeoin' as his bed wasn't 
slept in, it's likely he was downstairs when ---

MRS . RUDDLE Oh , lor' I Mr. Kir~ . There now! 

KIRK 

MRS . TIUDDLE 
' 

KIRK 

MRS.RUDDLE 

KIRK 

Ma~.RUDDLE 

KIRK 

MRS. RUDDLE 

MRS.RUDDLE 

KIRK 

Hav9 you thourrh t of something ? 

Why , of course. I d.on ' t know how it di Un' t come 
into ae 1 ead before, but I been that moithcred with 
o.11 these dretful thinss n'appenin' . Of course, if 
'e wAsn I t off by the I bus, then 'e 1::iust a - been 
dead a{ore 'ar-pas'-nine. (Her voice gets nore 
a.nd more awestruck) 

What makes you think that? 

Wly 1 11..s .w.trelee:a ~aen I t a-workin 1 , and I aaya to 
Bert 

Just a, ~i~ut~h What 'a nll this about the wireless? 

Why, Mr; ' K!rk, if Mr. Noakes 'ad been 1 erc alive, 1 c 
wouldn't a--m:\,issed the 9.30 noos, npt if it wna over 
so. And I recollects ea.yin' to Bert last Wednesday 
night a s &"t(l!l,r ~a , 11Funny thi.ni" I says 11Mr. Noa.kc a 
ain 1 t got 'is wirelesp goin' tonight. Thnt ain't 
like 1ir.i 11 I Sfl.YS • 

But you couldn I t hour his wire le.as from your cottai;c 
with o.11 these door, nnd Windows shut ? 

Wail, I; wo~! t decive you, Mr. Kirk . I did just run 
over 'ore fl. few :ninutas· artor the 'arf-hour to 
borrer a drop o ' para ffin from I is shed. And if 
the wireleea ' ad been on then I c0uldn • t n -' elped 
1 et>.rin' of it I tor them walls at tho back nin I t 
only pl.nster and I c a llus I ad it a -roarin' powerful ' nrd 
on account 0 1 bein ' 'ard of 1 cF1.rin 1 • 

Oh 1 I see. 

No 'arr.i in borrowin' a drop o ' paraffin 

Well, that ' s neither heTe nor there. Nine - thirty 
nows. Tho.t 1 a on the Light . 
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That's ri ght , 1 E never troubled with the six o'clock . 

PETEn opens r adio lid ,nd looks in. 

The dial's set to Hor.ie. 

Looks like he didn't hc.ve it on - n0t for the 9.30 . 
H 1r.i. We' r e getting on. Dc::..d or unconscious afore 
9,30 - lnet seen n.livo at, t.iny 6 .20 - ntc his supper -

Six-twenty ? Go on - ho wns nlivc and kickinl3' nt 
9 o I clock. 

How do you know ? 

'Co.use I seen 'im. 'Ere! Whatter you gettin' nt? 
Tryin I t o put sur:uaat on me ? You knows .:i.s well as 
I do 'e wo.s Alive n.t nine. W1 y, Joo Sellen 'ere 
wns a -talkin' to 1 i m, 

Eh ? (Star es at SELLON) 

Yes, that'.s right. 

'Course it is . Y0u ' don't ct:'.tch oe that way, J oe 
Sellen, I co1ne in 9 o'cl,..,ck trorn fetchin' a pa.11 o f 
wo. ter .. alwa.ye t'ree perc,,ission t o use the pump -
and I eves you plA;ln as tho nose on face a -talkin' 
to 1 im 11.t- this vc~ winder. Ahl ond I ' e.ird you 
too. Usi.n'' lnngua$• - you did oughter be ashamed 
of yourse1.f - n,ot fit for a deoent woman to listen to. 

PEiptR i,.t once sees the impliontion o f this. 
KIRK -i!I abaorbed in the dereliction of duty . 

KIRK (obviously .\11)eC\.afY, b~t covering up aa beet he can) 
All right, l!1a - we just wanted a bit o f confirmation 
on th.a .t. uher-e point~ Nine o'ol.ock, you say it wae· ? 

MRS. RUDDLE Near as maluis nq difference . My clock said ten 
pf\et, but i't g!lina a bit . Ask Joe Sellon. If' you 
wnn t bo kno)ol' the til'JlO ask a policeman . 

'·f• 
KII~K (hastily) Right. Th.at gets us pretty neur the time . 

Much obliged.. Now , just you run along and - see here -
don I t you get shooting your nouth off. 

MRS . RUDDLE l 1 m sure I ain 't one to talk. (Offended) 

PETER You see , Mr s . Ruddle, you 1re t\ very important witness, 
and there r:iigh t be all sor t s of newsp~pc.r reporters 
t r ying to wheedle things out of you. So you must be 
ve r y sharp with them - otherwise you u ight make things 
difficult for Mr. Kirk. 

MRS. RUDDLE I 'ope I knows ~ct tor t han to go te.lkin ' to 
noospapcr men . A nasty, vulgar lot . 
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(gently lcacl.ing her t o the door, back) That's 
splendid. I know we cnn rely on you. 

Exit MRS . ~UDDLE. 

No, Joe Sellon. Whnt ' s the r.1canin(t o f this? 

Well, eirn -

1 1 1'!:1 disappointed in you, J oe I'm aetonished . Mean 
t o sav you wns there et 9 o 'clo ck tnlking to Mr. 
Nonkes nn d you said no thin' a b out it ? /,in 1 t you 
got no sense of duty ? 

I'm sure I'ra very' s orry, sir. 

Soi'ryl Thnt's a nice word to use . You - a police 
officer! With' oldin' i mp or t.:i.n t eviden ce! J\nd say 
you I re sorry l 

PETER strolls over to the window nnd looks out 
while this official reprionnd is c;oine nn. 

I didn't 1?100.n - I didn I t know that old ca t hnd seen Me -

Whnt the boll does it natter who saw you ? You ou~ht 
to have told !!le q.rat thing ••• My God, Joe Sellon, I 
don 't know what to cake of you. Upon m.y word, I don't, 
You•rQ t'or it, my~ lo.d. 

PEf,ER tnkee m.,.tch-box out of pocket nnd tosses 
it into his left hand. He jerks 
it 1.n to the ai.r once or twice. 

(twiete hie 1:f1ande untlappily, but seeas unable to 
r.take a~ "'a~wer-; mumblep) I 1m sorry ---

Now, locik 1lere. What were you doini; there, that ·y ou 
didn I t want anybody to know about ? ••• Speak up1 ••• 
(The click of the match-box cn tchee his ear and he 
loo~ at PE'l'ER) ••• Wait a r;iinute . Wn.it a minute , •• 

So UFK- hae aeen it at last. PETER turns 
round and puts hie matches int0 hie left-hand 
pocket. 

You I re :)..eft-lk-,,nded, nren I t you ? 

Oh-, my God, air I my Godl I never done it! I swear 
I never done itl 1Eaven knows I 1ad cause en ough, but 
I never done it - I never l nid 1an1 :.O{I- 'im ---

PETER comes down. 

Cause ? Whnt cause ? ••• Come on , now. Out with it. 
What were you doip_g with Mr. Nonkee ? 
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(l ooking: round wildly) I never touched I never 
done n o thing t i"i him. If I was to die the next rainute, 
sir , I 1' 1 innocent ---

Whnt were y r:iu rloin r; hare nt 9 o ' clock 

Nothin '. (Stubbo r nly) Only t o pass the tir.10 0 1 

d.:-i.y . 

Timo 0 1 dayJ 

Look here, Sellen, who. t I s the good of this 1 You I d 
nuch better mnke n clean br cat of it t"I Mr. Kirk. 
Wha tcver 1 t is. 

This is n nice thing, this is . A police -1 ffice r 

Go onay with him, Supor . He's only n youngster. 
I'll just push along into the g .:i. rden. 

Oh , my God, air! Don• t go, my lor(1, don 't you go ! 
I 1ve -mo.de 11 dnon' bloody fool of r.iyself. 

We a ll do that a t tie1es. 

You 111 ~eli~vo me I my l or d • 

PETER tla ncee at KIRK and sits on table, 

Oh, Goa, , thi& 111 break r:io. 

I shouldn I t wonder. 

Pull youreelt togothor , Sellen. Mr. Kirk's not the 
kinQ ot .r:io.n tq be hard or unjust tn nnybody. Now, 
what wae it p.ll about ? 

Well._ \~lpe) :.. ~ha~ there note -c'l.ee of Mr. Nonkos's -
what he loat ---

Two years ago - well, ltfho.t "I.bou t it ? 

Dend a ilence. 

I - I - he'd droppod it in t h e road - ten pound it had 
in it - I - my wifo was desperate bad after the baby -
doctor said, ehe ought t o have s peci.:i.l treatocnt - I 
hl'l.dn ' t saved nothing - and the pny'.s not much - no r 
the nllowa nce - I been n damnod fool - I men.nt to put 
it bn ck right nway - I thought he Coll.id spare it, 
being well of f. I know we 1 re aupposon t o bo honeBt, 
but it 1 s a hell of n t e ,:ipt..,,tion in a man 's way. 

Yes. 1~ generous country expects n lot o f honesty for 
two or three pounds n woek. 
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Well, I'r.1 ---

Whn t hnppened ,:,_bout it I Sell on? 

He found nut, sir. I don't know how. But he did. 
Threatened to r epc·rt r.ie, Well, o f course, that 'ud 
'l -bc en t'l.e end of ue. Out of ,. job, and who'd n-given 
Me work nfter thnt? So I 1.i.d to pny 1in. what he said, 
to stop hie tongue. 

Pay Hin ? 

KIRK That's blackmail. It's nn indictftb lc offence. 

SELLON 
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PETER 

Call it who.t you like, sir - it wns life nnrl deo.tb to 
l!IO, ;Five bob a week he been ble e ding me for these 
lost two years. 

Grent God J 

/,nd I tell you, my lord, when I c<!.mc in this rooo this 
corning nnd 'ea.rd ne he was dend - it w,".-'.5 like n broath 
of /Enven to oe ••• But I didn't kill hie - I swear I 
didn't ••• . You do boliave ne? My lord,~ believe mcl 
I didn't do it, 

I couldn't - blame you , it you had. 

But I did.n't. 1t 1 B all right, sir. I know I been a 
fool - 4n4 ,rorse - nnd I'll take my medecina, but ns 
sure ae I -stan~ here, I didn't kill Mr. Noakes. 

Well, J~e, it 1 e bad enough without that. You've boen 
.:1 fool nnd no miatalte . • •• Well ••• we 1 11 have to see 
ab.out that loter. ,You'd bettar tell us now what did 
happen. · -

I cnme up·-·· tl'o eee him., to tell him I hadn't got the 
money thr.t week. He lau5hed in etY fnce, the old 
devil. I -

What time, wa,L~hie 7 

I cam.a up he.re by the path and I looked in at that 
there window. The curtP-1?'1~ ¼''\An 't drawn o.nd it was 
all dark. Only then I see him comin' in from the 
kitchen with a CE\11,dle in his hand. He holds the 
candle up to the clock there, nnd I see it was five 
minutes past nine. 

You SRW tht clock from the window ? 

He pnuses. It is counsel's pause before 
warning the wi tneea to be careful j and 
KUU(' 8 fnce shows thn t he recognises its 
sign,ificnnce . 

You •ra eure7 
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Yes, my lord. Thon he cones ovor t0 drnw the 
curtl'l.ins :i.nd I tnps on the window trnd he opens it. 
I tells hir.1 I a.in ' t got the money ::-,nd he laughs nt 
me, nnsty-likc, "All right 11 he snys 111 '11 report 
you in tho r:'lorninµ;". Sn then I plucks up 'o•rt ."Ind 
s'lys to him 1 11 Ynu cn.n' t. It's blnckmnil . 11 And he 
snys. "Mr,ncy? you c,-.n' t prove you ever paid me money. 
Where I s your roceipta? You g0t no thin' on pnpcr." 
So I sweur o.t hia. 11 Get out," he snys, nnd slaos 
the window shut. I tried the door but it was locked. 
So I gets out, .1.nd that's the lnst I seen of hin. 

You dido I t go into the hnuse ? 

No , sir. 

,\re y0u telling ,111 the truth 7 

Honest to God, I ar.i , sir. 

Sellen, are you sure 

It's God's truth, my lord. 

Pauso • 

H 1 [1t wel.l. I don 1 't rightly know what to Bay. 

PETER eoee up to fireplace. 

See here, Joe. You batter go over straight away 
to PRgford o.nd cheok up that alibi for Crutchl.ey. 

Very good, air. 

I 111 to.lk to you when you come bl"'.ck, 

Verv g0od 1 sir. 

He l ooks at PETER, who is staring in to tho 
fireplace nnd r:t~kes n0 r;10vernen t. 

I hope you JH'On 't be too hard on me , sir. 

Thu t I s ns mny be. 

Ex:i: t SELLON. 

Well, whnt do you think o f thn.t ? 

(comes down) It sounded strair;ht e~o~ugh , as far fl~ 

the note-case was concern ed . (Short pause) So, 
there's a mo tive for you 1 nll alive and kicking. 
Widens your field n bit, dnesn I t it 1 Super? 
Blackmailers dnn't as FJ. rule stop at one victim ---
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(Hnrdly listening; hammering- on =1t his own worry) 
Why couldn't the voung fool h:1vc cone to his 
Sergeant or Mc if he wa.o short? This is the L~evil 
nnd all. Be, ts me al toeether. I wouldn • t have 
believed it. 

There arc more things in he,ven nnd earth, Horatio -

(nutoma tically) Willinl!l Shn.ke.'3pc.-i.re - Hnr.ile t . 

11 Hamlet 11 (Striding up and dow:1.) By God, you're 
right . 11 Village or lmmlet of this norry land . 11 

Stir up the 1:md of the villngc pond Rnd the stink 
will surprise you., (He stops nbruptly nt KIRK'S 
side) Lo("Jk here. You ' ve hn.d no official infor-
mn tion about th!\t thcft 1 hnvc you? And it was paid 
back twice ovor. 

It's easy enough for you to be snft 1 cRrtcd 1 my lord . 
It ain't your resp0neibility. Coo! thnt there 
Noakes - he must n - been o. propor old twister . 

It's e. damned ugly story. It ' s enough to a. 
man --- Oh, hell! 

What 1 s up 'l 

Superint.enden t. I ' m sorry for that poor rlcvil, but -
curse it I 1ve got to say it 

Well ? 

That story of his. It sounded Rll right. 

Yes. 

But it wasn't. 0:1.e bit of it was o. lie ---

!. lie 

Yes. 

Who. t dr- you rnenn ? 

He soid he .nev:> '!"' ,. '\rir> i r •-...; :.ouso. 

Well ? 

He snid he s nw the clock from thn.t window . 

Well ? 

I tried to do the same thing ju.st now when I was out 
in the garden and wanted to set MY watch. 

Well ? 
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PETER It cti.n ' t be done, thnt ' s all . Thnt danncd ,wful 
c':l.ctus is in the way . 

KJ}HK Whnt ? (He stnrts to his feet) 

PETER I sny, t;,.,.t infornt\ l bl,v,dy c .,ctus is in the w,'ly . 
It covers the fa.cc (i f the cl ock . You c .. ,n ' t sec the 
tioc fror.i the Window. 

KIRK You c11.n 1 t ? (Moves quickly up-etngc t eo tost for 
hir:iself) 

PETER N0. It ' s absolutoly nnd definitely imp0ssible . 
You c,::tn not see the clock fror.1 thci. t win~.ow. 

CURTAIN 
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The same: about 6.30 on Thursday evening. 
A cheerful fire blazes on the hearth 1 but the 
window-curtains are drawn back, and the window 
ia open to the air of a clear autumn evening. 
It is already fairly dark in the room, but quite 
light outside. The room is lit by several par-
affin lamps. 

BUNTER is tidying. He picks up "The Times", 
11Punch 11 , "Vogue" 1 a novel in a black-and-::v .:ow 

jacket, a small calf-bound volume 1 two tennis 
racquets, a · long woollen scarf , and a beret, which 
are lying in a distracted way in various parts of 
the room, puts the books and papers on the whatnot 
stands the racquets in a corner, and puts the 
garments aside ready to be taken upstairs. The 
round table is mid-stage L., as in last scene; 
but the armchair has been moved down-etage R. 
There is a tray of knives, forka, e tc. on the 
radio. 

MRS. IlUDDLE (shrilly oft) Shall I put them peas on, Mr. Bunter? 

BUNTER 

MPS, RUDDLE 

BUNTER 

(hastily up to door) I'll see to the peae, Mrs • 
Ruddle, at the proper tI'inc. Hie lordship is very 
particu~•r about peas. 

(appearing in doorway, with the jack that oame down 
the chimney and a brass toasting-fork) H 1m. Jee 1 

like m.y Bert. 11Ma, 11 he always sez, "I 'ates peas 
'ard. 11 Funny 1 ow often they is ·•ard. (Thrusts jack 
and toasting-fork at him) C0:me' up lovely., aven I t tbey'i 

Thank you. (Range toasting-fork by the fire) 

MRS. RUDDLE Funny the way the gentry is about them old bita o' 
things. Cur-ee-oesl Rubbish, if you asks me. 

BUNTER 

MRS. RUDDLE 

BUNTER 

BUNTER, looks round for spot to place jack. 

This is a very old piece. (Places it by chimney) 

Reckon them as shoved it up the chimney knew wot 
they wae doin I J Give me a nice gas-oven, that I s wot 
I like. 

BUNTER picks up LORD PETER' s coat and begins 
turning out its pockets. A J>=i.p_e .. and tobacco-
pouch he puts on the whatnot, also a box of 
matches. 

People have been found dead in gas-ovens befcre no"' 
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MRS. RUDDLE Lor 1 , now, Mr. Bun ter, don' t you talk like that • 
Ain 1 t we ' ad enough corpusses about the 'ouse 
already ? 1 Ow they can go on living here 

BUNTER turns out three more boxes of matches, 
and a pair of women 'e g love s . 

BUNTER Speaking for his lordship and myself , we a r e 
a ccustomed t o corpses . (He produces a sparking-plug , 
aevornl more boxes of matches, and a corkscrew) 

MRS. RUDDLE Ahl and w 1 ere 1 e 1 :s 'appy, she ' s 'appy. (Sighs de eply) 
It •a easy to s e"eOhe worships fhe g round he treads on. 

BUNTER (a lit tle 5often·ed) That is a very proper attitude 
in a young marriod woman. (He ad<ls a powder co:npact 
arid two handkerchiefs , male and f emale, to his pile . ) 

MRS. RUDDLE 'Appy do.ya. But it's early days yet, Mr. Bunte r. 

BUNTER 

A man I s a man when all 1 a said and done. Ruddle, now 
'e ueter knock me about something shocking w'en 1 e: d 
'ad a drop - though a good 'usband , and bringing the 
money I om.e regular. 

BUNTER pockets moat of the match boxes~ and 
pu ta one on the side board • 

I beg you will n.Ot institute these comparisons, Mrs. 
Ruddl!i!• I have e:erved hie: lordship twenty years, and 
a sweet1r-:tempered gentleman you could not wish to r.; ...,;i 

' MRS. RUDDLE You ain't mar.ried to 'im, Mr . Bunter. You can give 
1 im a ~un.oe warninti any day (polishing the table) . 

BUNTER I hopo I know when I am well situated, Mrs. Ruddle . 
(with a tou.ch ot emotion) Twenty years I service, and 
never a ha.reh word nor an unjust action in all my 
knowledge of him. 

MRS. :RUDDLE You•re lucky. I couldn't rightly say the same of 
pore Mr. Noakes, which, though he •a dead and gone , 
I will say 'e was a aour-tompe red, close-fisted, 
auspicious old brute, pore old ge ntloman. 

BUNTER 

BUNTE:? collects tray and begins to lay table. 

11Gen tleman, 11 Mrs. Ruddle, is what I should de.c:i~,,,, • ~ 
as an elastic term. 

CRUTCHLEY passes the window . 

MRS. RUDDLE Ah, the r e won't be many wet eyes a't- iis funeral. 
'Ullo ! •ere ' s love •a young rl ream a-comin' up the 
path. 

BUNTER (in an awful voir"' m,... •·"""' mi,,...., .. you bo referring, 
Mrs. Ruc1dle ? 
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MRS. RUDDLE Why, that Frank Crutchley. 

BUNTER 
J 

(with a change of tone) Crutchley! Is he your 
choice for your second ? 

MRS. RUDDLE Go along with you, Mr. Bunter! Me ? No fear., No -
Aggie Twitterton. (Snorts) Rune after 'im like 
an old cat with one kitten. 

BUNTER Oh I 

MRS. RUDDLE At 'er age 1 Mutton dressed as lamb. Makee me fair sick 

Enter CRUTCHLEY I back. 

CRUTCHLEY 1 E'lrenin 1 • Any special orders tonight ? 

BUNITER His lordship gave instructions that you were to clean 
the car, but it has now gone out again. 

MRS. RUDDLE 'Ave you 1 eard when they've fixed for the funeral ? 

CRUTCHLEY 'Leven-thirty ter-morrer. 

MRS. RU.DOLE (Ghoulishly) And 'igh time too - with 'im lyin' there 
a week and more • 

CRUTCHLEY 

MRS, RUDDLE 

They didn't get much forrader at the inquest. 

1Ushing it up, th.at's wot they was. Tryin' to make 
out thtte wasn't nothin' up atween Joe Sellen and 'im. 

BUNTER, apparently occupied with selecting some 
wine-glaaees from the whatnot cupboard and putting 
the~ on a small tray, listens to them attentively. 

CRUTCHLEY Seemed to ai.e they went a bit quick over that part of it. 

MRS. RUDDLE Didn I t want nobody to think a bobby might a-been mixed 
up in it. See 'ow the coroner shut me up when I 
started to tell 1 im? Ah! But them newspaper-men was 
on to it qud.ok enough. 

BUNTER Did you communicate your opinions to theqi, may I ask? 

MRS. RUDDLE (sniffs) Well, I might a-done or I might not 1 Mr. 

BUNTER 

Bunter , only jest at that instant minute out comes 
1 is lordship, and they woe all on to 'im like wasps 
round a jam-pot. 1 Im and 'is lady - they'll be in 
all the papers tomorrow. It's nice . \C?, see your 
friends in the pictures, ain't it, ·M"r·. Bunter? 

The laceration of his lordship's most intimate 
feeling can afford no satisfaction to ~, Mrs. Ruddle. 
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MRS. RUDDLE Maybe if I wos to tell 'em about Joe Sellen, I'd be 
in the pictures too. I wonder they lets that young 
feller go about at large. We might all be murdered 
in our beds. 

CRUTCHLEY You don't think he done it ? Not really 

MRS. RUDDLE All I knows is 1 they've took 'im off the job and 
sent 'im to a case 0 1 swine-fever down at Datchett•s 
farm. And that there sergeant of Mr. Kirk's 1as 
bin snoopin I i n and out o I Sellen I s place all day . 

BUNTER Then you suspect Sellen 1 Mrs, Huddle 7 

MRS. RUDDLE Mr. Bunter, the moment I sees poor Mr. Noakea's body , 
I says to myself: 11N'ow 1 wot' s Joe Sell on a-doin' in 
this 'ere - 'im bein' the last to see the poor man 
alive --- ? 11 

BUNTER Then you were already aware that the crime had been 
committed on the Wednesdav night ? 

MRS. RUDDLE Well, o' course, I --- No, I didn't. See 'ere, Mr. 

BUNTER 

Bunter, don't you go a-puttin' words in a woman'a 
mouth. I ---

I think you had be'tter be careful. 

CRUTCHLEY That's right, ma. You go on imaginin' things, you'll._ 
land yerself in Queer Street one o' these days. 

MRS. RUDDLE (backing out) Well, I didn I t bear no particular 
grudge against Mr. Noakes. Not like some as I could 
name • •• with thoir forty poundses. (Exit MRS. RUDDLE, 
back.) 

CRUTCHLEY Gawdamighty, wot a tongue l I wonder 'er own spit 
don I t poison 'er. I wouldn 1 t hang a dog on her 
evidence. Mangy old poll-parrot 1 

BUNTER picks up garments he has put aside and 
goes out by ataircaae L. CRUTCHLEY waits 
for a moment, then walks over to fireplace. 
Enter MRS. RUDDLE with lighted l amp which she 
places on table L. 

MRS. RUDDLE Wai tin' for kisses in tho g l oamin 1 ? 

CRUTCHLEY Watcher ge t tin I at ? 

MRS. RUDDLE Aggie Twitterton 1 s comin I down the ·11fi on •er 
bicycle 1 

CRUTCHLEY (goes quickly to window) Gawd! It ' s •er all right. 

MRS. RUDDLE Wot it is to be the answer to the maiden ' a prayer 1 
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( turning on her) Sec ' e re, ma, there e.in ' t neved 
been nothin' between me and Agg i e Twittorton - you 
know that. 

MRS. RUDDLE Not between you and 'er - but there might be between 
'er and you. (Exit MRS, RUDDLE, back) 

BUNTER 

CRUTCHLEY 

BUN<J;ER 

CRUTCHLEY goes to the fireplace and picks up 
the poker. En tor BUNTER L. 

May I ask why you are loi terin p: about he re ? 

See here, Mr . Bunter . Let me bide in here for a bit. 
Aggie Tw•tterton I a on the prowl - and if she was to 
catch sight of me - you get me? - she's a bit ---
( touching his forehead) 

(drawing the curtains, but leavin g the window open) 
Well, you can't stop here lone; . His lordship and her 
ladyship may be back any minute now. 

Enter HRS. RUDDLE. She has something wrapped 
in a corner of her apron, and is rubbing at it 
vigorously as she speaks. 

MRS. RUDDLE I've put the plates like you so.id, Mr. Bunter, and 
I've found the other vegetable dish - only it's 
cracked. 

BUNTER Very good. You can take these gl asses out and wash 
them, (Puts tray on table) There don 't seem to be 
any decanters. 

MRS. RUDDLE Never you mind that - I'll eoon 'ave the bottlce 
clean. 

BUNTER What bottlas? What have you go t there? (Sharply) 

MRS. RUDDLE Why, one o' them dir.ty old bottles you brought along 
with you. (Holds it up triumphantly) Sech a state 
they I re in. All over whitewash. 

BUNTER My Oodl 

MRS. RUDDLE You couldn't put a thing like that on the table. 

BUNTER Womanf (He snatches it from her) That 's the 
Cockburn '96 1 

MRS. RUDDLE Ow, is it ? I thousht it was somethin5_ to drink. 

BUNTER (con trolling himself with difficulty) You have not 1 
I trust I handled any of the other bottles ? 

MRS . RUDDLE Only to unpack them and set 'em right s ide up. Them 
cases '11 come in 'andy for kindlin 1 • 
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( The mask comes off him in one piece, exposing the 
fundamental cockney) Gawdstrewth! Would you believe 
it? All his lordship's vin b1gc portl You lousy old 
nosy-parkering bitch? You i gnorant , interfering old 
bizzom ! Who tol<l you to go pok..li:ng your lonrr nose 
into my pantry ? 

MRS , RUDDLE Reelly , Mr. Bunter ! 

Knock at outer door . 

BUNTER 'Op it out of 'ere tiefore I take the skin off you! 

Mns. RUDDLE Well, I'm sure ! ·, Ow was I to know ? 

BUNTER Get out l 

MRS. 1 RUDDLE (retiring with dignity) Sech manners ! 

CRUTCHLEY (with enjoyment) Put yer flat foot right into it that 
time 1 ma J 

,MRS . RUDDLE ( turning in the doorway) People can do their own dirty 
work after this. (She flounces out) 

BUNTER 

CRUTCHLEY 

BUNTER 

CRUTCHLEY 

BUNTER 

(cradling the bottle in hie arm) All the port - all 
the portJ Two and a half dozen, all shook up to blazes! 
And his l.ordeihip bringing it down in the back of the car 
driving as tender and careful as if it wae a baby in 
arms! (He is affected almost to tears) 

Well, that's a miracle - judgin' by the way he went 
through. Pagfor'd this morni.ng. I wish Belisba could 
a-seen him : • 

(tragically) Not a drop fit to drink for a fortnight 1 
And him lookiJ].g forwl!l,rd to hie glass after dinner. 

Well, 'e's unlucky. 

MRS. RUDDLE throws the door open violently, 
letting' in MISS 'lWITTERTON, who receives 
BIJN TER'e eloquence full in the face. 

There's a curse upon this house! 

MRS. RUDDLE 'Ere's Miss TwittertonJ (She goes out, banging the 
door) 

Miss T. Oh! I beg your par don • 

BUNTER pulls himself together. 

Er ••• is Lady Peter at home?.,. I've just brought her 
a. • • Oh, I eupposo they are out. • • • Mrs. Ruddle is .so 
stupid ••• Perhaps • •• (she looks .'.lppealingly at BUNTER 
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MISS T. 
(Cont) 

BUNTER 

MISS T. 

BUNTER 

MISS T. 

' BUNTER 

' MISS T. 

BUNTER. 

MISS T. 

BUNTER 

CRUTCHLEY 

BUNTER 

CRUTCHLEY 

MISS T. 

BUNTER 

MISS T. 

ri.ncl her words and manner place her at once and hope -
lessly on the wrong side of the social gulf) • •. if 
it isn't troubling you too much, Mr. Bunter, would 
you be so kind as to tell Lady Peter tho.t I hnve 
broueh t her a few eggs from my own hens ? 

Ce rtainly I Miss Twi tterton, 

The form of address confirms her in the place 
in which she hns put herself . 

The Buff Orpington 's - they lay such pretty brown 
eggs, don• t they ? And I thou~ht , pe rhaps • • • 

(taking the bnsket) Her ln<lyship will f\pp rcciate the 
attention very much. Would you care to wait ? 

Oh, thank you i ••• I hardly know ••• 

I am expectine; them back very shortly. From the 
vicarage. 

CRUTCHLEY begins to edge towards the door. 

Oh •• • (she sits down rather helplessly on the chnir 
Bunter offers) • • • I meant just to hand the basket 
to Mrs . Rudrne, but she seems to be very much put 
about. Oh, Frank.! Don ' t go . 

I've been very much put about, Miss Twitterton, Mrs. 
Ruddle hns violently agitated all his lordehip 1 a 
vintage por t, just as it wo.s settling down nicely 
o.fter the journGy • 

(sympathetic and uncomprehend.i.nc;) Oh, how <lrondful! 
Is it all s-poil t ? I believe they have some very 
good port wine at the Pig o.nd Whistle, only it 1 s 
rather expensive - four and six a bottle. 

I fear that would scarcely meet the case. 

(jerking bis thumb at the bottle BUNTER is holding) 
What dpef that .stand his nibs in for ? 

(who has borne as much as he can bear) Two hundr ed 
and four s11illin~s the dozen. 

Gripes 1 

The dozen what ? 

Bottles . (He goes out, s'lattered)· 

(reckoning on her fingers) Two hundred and four -
seventeen shillings, a bottle! Oh , it I s impossible 1 
••• it's wicked ! - - -
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CRUTCHLEY 

MISS T. 

CRUTCHLEY 

MISS T. 

CRUTCHLEY 

MISS T. 

CRUTCHLEY 
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Yes . A chap like that could give away forty quid out 
of his pocket and never miss it. But doe.s he ? No . 
(he spits eloquently into the fireplace) 

You mustn't be so bitter nbout it. You couldn 't expect 
Lord Pc ter ---

"Lord Peter 11 - who 're you to be calling him by his 
pct aame ? Think you're somebody 1 don't you ? 

That is the correct way to speak of him. I know 
quite well how to address people of rank . 

Yes! And you say Mister to his Qlasted valet. Come 
off it, my girl. lt 1 s "me lord" for you, same as the 
rest of us •••• I know your mother was a schoolteacher. 
AND your father was old Ted Baker's cowman. If your 
iiiother married beneath her, it 1 s nothing to be stuck 
up about. 

Frankl I'm sure you're the last person that ought to 
say such a thing to me. 

(deliborately workinr, up a quarrel) Tryin I to make 
out you been loworin' yourself by asaociatin I with 
me I eh ? All right, you go and hob-nob with tho 
'gentry . Peter l 

I beliove you •re jealous, you silly old thing (with 
fatal archness) 

Jealouel That's good l T'1nt 1 s rich, that is 
(Laughs ) What 'e tho idea ? Startin• to make eyes 
at hie lordship now 1 

Frank l He 's a married man. How can you say such 
things ? 

Oh, he I a married all right. Tied up good ond proper . 
1 Ead well in the noose. 11 Yoe, darling," 11No, darling . 11 

"C)tddle me quick, d11rling! 11 Pretty , ain ' t it ? 

(sentimen.ta.lly) I'm sure it's beautiful to see two 
people so devoted to one anothe r . 

Quite a re-ma.nee i n 'igh life . Like to be in~ 
shoes I wouldn't you ? 

If only~ could get married at once 

Yes. Your Uncle Noakes has put a· td.t of a spoke in 
that wheel, ain I t 'e 

I •ve been trying all day to see you a nd talk over 
what we are to do. 
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Whn t ro in r, to do ? 

It isn I t for myself, Frank. I I d work my fingers to 
the bone for you. 

Yes - and o. fH.t lot o' good th c1. t 1ud do . 1 0w about 
my gnrridge ? If it hadn't been for your soft soap 
I'd have got my forty quid out of the old devil 
months a.go. 

Oh I please don I t be so angry with me. We couldn I t 
either of us know. And oh! there' a another terrible 
thing ---

Whnt 's up now ? 

I'd been saving up a little bit - just a little here 
and there, you know - nnd I'd got close on fifty 
pounds put nway in the savings bank ---

(interested) Fifty pound, eh ? Well, that's a 
tidy littlo bit ••• 

I meant it for the garage - it wns to be a surprise 
for you ---

Well, and what's gone wrong with it ? Post Office 
gone buet 'l 

I lent it to Uncle ---

Well, you got a receipt for it, I suppo,se ? 
(Excitedly) Thnt's money. They can't get at 
that. You get it out of 1 em - you've a. right to it. 
You giv.e me the receipt and I 1J.l settle with that 
Mo.cBric;le. Thot 'll cover my forty pounds ---

But I never thought to ask Uncle for o. receipt. 
I mean I between rolntions ---

You never thought --- 'l Nothing on paper ? Of all 
the blasted fools J 

Oh, Frank J I am so sorry. Just everything eeems 
to have gone wrOilg: But you know you never dreamt, 
anymore than I did ---

No, or I 1 d ' ave acted a bit different, I tell you l 

Perhaps Lord Peter would lend you the money to start 
the gnrage. He's ever so °xTch. 

Well, that's a fact - he might. 

We could get married at once o.nd have that little 
corner cottage - you know, on the main road, where 
you said - nnd there'd be ever so many cars stopping 
tbere. And I could help quite a lot with my Buff 
Orpingtons ---
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You and your Buff Orpingtona ! 

And I could give piano lessons ago.in . Thero I s the 
stationmaster's little Elsie ---

Little Elsie' s bottom l Now, you ace here , Aggi e 1 
it's time we got down to brass tacks. You and me 
getting spliced with the idea o f coming into your 
Uncle I a money - that was one thing , sec ? Thnt 'e 
business. But if there nin 1 t no money, it's off. 
You ge t tha t 'l 

Bu t, Frank ---

A man that' a sta rting in life wan ts a wife, see 7 
A nice little bit to come 'ome to - something he 
can· cuddle - not a skinny old hen with a brood of 
Buff Orpingtons ---

Oh ! bow can you speak like that ? How --- ? 

Look at , youraelf in the glass, you old fool ! 

Oh l you can I t ---

Coming the schoolmarm over me - with your "Mind yer 
manners, Frank." and "Mind yer aitches" - "Frank's 
so clever" - utakinc me look a blasted fool. 

I only wapted to help you cc t on ---

Yee - showinc me off like as if I was your belong-
inbB• L+ke to take me up to bed like the silver 
teapot - s.nd. a. silver teapot 1 ud be about a s much 
use to you, I reckon. 

(putting he.r hands over her eare) I won't listen to 
you - ·you're nw.d - you're ---

Though t you I d bought me with your uncle 'a money. 
Well, . where ie it ? 

How can you be so cruel - after all I I ve done for 
you ? 

Made me a laughing-stock - and got me into a blasted 
mess. I suppose you've been bl abbing about all over 
the place that we was only waiting to have the banns 
put up ----

I never said a word. 

Oh, haven I t you ? Welllf. you should hear Ma :Ruddle ---

(with a last burst of spirit) And if I had, why shouldn't 
I ? You've told me over and over you were fond of rne -
you said you were - you said you were ---
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Oh, can thnt row ; 

But you did say ac•. Oh ! you can I t be so cruel -
you don I t know - you don't know - Frank , please, 
please - I know it's beon a droo.dful disappointment 
- but you can't mean this - you can't! I - I - oh, 
do be kind to me I Frank. I love ,vou so 1 (Graaps 
frantically at him) 

The hum of n poworful co.r is heard at the gate, 
thon switched off. He flin 1-;s her heavily on 
to the floor. 

Damn you, i;et off - tnke your blasted claws out of 
my neck. Shut up l I 1 m sick and tired of the sight 
of you. 

At the same ti.me steps come up the path nnd 
two voices are heard singinc. 

(eint;ing off) She sings of luckless lo.dies 
!"'or lack of love who die. 
She sings of luckless ladies 
For lo.ck of love who die ---

These words can be heard as they pass the open 
window. 

Hell's bellel They're com.ins in 1 Get up 

(singing off) For me my turtle sing.:, not, 
A lovely lad have I ---

(hunting fol'I his cap and putting it on with a jork) 
You'd better ele.ar out, sharp, I'm off. Get up, 
I say l (He goes to the door) 

PETER and HARRIET are heard ou taide t singing 
tocrether: 

In my lady' (lovers) bosom 
Swee,t it ie to lie, t o lie. 
In my lady 1 e (lover's) bosom 
Sweet 1 t is to lie. 

Exit CRUTCHLEY. The outer door opens and shuts 
again. Voices. MISS TWITTERTON lifts a woe-
begone face. 

(off) Oh, Crutchley! You can put th_c __ ; .1;1 r away. 

MISS TWITTERTON, dabbing ,'lt her face with her 
handkerchief I looks wildly round for a way out, 
but the voicee are just outside the door. 

(off) Verry good, my lord. Anything further tonight 7 
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(off) No . That's all. Good nir;ht . 

His hand is on the door. MISS TWITTERTON makes 
o. dl?.apnirin13 bolt up stcdrcaee L . 

Go o d night I Crutchley . 

Good nicht, my lord. Good ni.c;ht, my lady. 

Enter HARRIET anrl PETER, back. She wears a 
cloak over scmi-eveninb dress . He is in dinner-
jacket with scarf. 

Well, well, well• He we a re again. scarf 
and helps her off with her cloak, kissinG her neck) 

Ha vin i::; done our duty by th~ vicarage. 

Yes I wonderfully inspirinc thin 5 1 doing one I s duty. 
Gives one a sort of exalted sensation. I feel 
quite light-beaded. 

(sits R.) I'm feeling slightly intoxicated, too. 
It couldn't poQsibly be the vicar's sherry. 

(firmly) Not possibly. No - it I s just the cona-
ciousneee of duty' done - or the countey air - or 
eometbing •••• It affects you that way, too? 

Yes. Rp.ther ciddy- making. But nice. 

Oh, de f'initely. I mean to say ••• yes , absolutely 
definite1y. Like champagne. Almost like being in 
love. But I don't tM.nk it could be that, do you ? 

Oh, surely not. 

Because, after all., we 're married. I mean , you can't 
be married and in love. Not with the same person. 
I mean, it ian•t done. 

Absolutely 'impossible. 

Pity. Because I I m fee line rather youthful and 
foolish to- night. Tender an rl twining , like a very 
youn g: pea . Positively romantic. 

Roman tic, darling ? 

Definitely. I want the violins to l;it.r_ike up in the 
orchestra and discourse soft music · wl>.ile the lime-
light merchant turns up the moon •••• Well, and why 
not soft music ? Let's see what the B.B.C. can do 
for us . (Opens and switches on radio) Now, my little 
minstrels of Portland Place J Strike, you myrtle-
crowned boys; ivied maidens, strike torretherl 
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••• and the beds should be carefully m,:i.rle up befor e-
hand with i;ood, well-rotted horse-mo.nurc ••• 

Help ! 

(switchinB off) That's quite enou i;h of that. 

The man has o. dirty mind. 

Disgusting. I shall write a stiff letter to Sir John 
Reith. ••• Isn't it an extraordinary thincr thfl.t just 
when a fellow I s bubbling ove r with the purest and moet 
sacred emotions, when he I s feelin g like Sir Galahad and 
Julius Caesar and Cla rk Gable all rolled into one , when 
he, so to speak, b'estrides the clouds and sits upon the 
boa~m of the Rir ---

Darlini;l Arc you sure it's not the sherry ? 

Sherry! ; •• Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear 
Hullo! they'vo put the moon on the wron~ side . 

Very careless of the limelight merchant. 

Drunk again, drunk again. (Goes to lamp on Whatnot) 

I told you it was t ,he sherry. 

Curse this moon - it leaks. (Wrapping hn.ndkerchief 
round bac,~ of lamp) O more than moon, Draw not up 
sea.a to drown me in thy sphere. (setting lamp on 
sideboard. near Harriet's chair R.) That 1 s better. 
Now then: 

Lady, by yonder bleesed moon I swear, 
That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops 

Observe the fruit-troee (indicntcs aspidistras) epecial.ly 
imported ~y tho management nt colossal expense. On my 
right, the Apple of Eden. On my left, the Apple of 
the Hesperidee 

And behind you the Apple of Discord. 

(lookin g at cactus) It's prickly enough. (lhllls her 
to h e r feet and dances with her singing): 

Here we r;o round the prickly pear 
Prickly pear, prickly pear, 
Here we go round the prickly pear, 
On honeymoon days in the evening . 

(droppine into chair R.) Peter, you are a luna tic. 

(kneals) Oh, darlin G! I must t nlk nonsense . If I 
tried to be serious I should make such a bloody fool 
of myself. Think of it. Laugh at it. A well-fod, 
well-groomed, well-off EnGlishman of forty-odd, in a 
boiled shirt and a dashed silly eyeglass, going down 
on hie knees like n damned a ctor - a nd saying to hia 
wife - to his own wife, tho. t I s the funny part of it -
saying to her - so.ying ---
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Tell me. 

I C.<ln 1 t - I da r cn ' t ---

It 1 6 terri::'yin 1; to bo so hn.ppy. 

No - don't say that , 
All other things to th0ir destruction dr/"\W 1 

Only our love ha th no decay; 
This no to - ,norrow he.th, nor yesterday; 
Running, it never runs from us a way, 
But truly keeps hi.'J fi:-st , last, everlasting do.y. 

Peter ---

How. can I find wo:-ds ? Poets have taken them all 
and left- me with nothing to say or do . 

Except to teach me for the first time what they meant. 

Have I done that ? 

Oh, Pater! All my life I have been wandering and 
groping in the dark, but now I hnve found your heart 
and I'm satisfied, 

And what do a.11 tho great words come to in the end 
but that '? 111 love you - I nm at rest with you -
I have cqmc home. 11 

He lay.s his head on her knee . Enter MISS 
'IWITTERTON very quietly from door L. Seeing 
theU1---atill there and absorbed , she shrinks back. 

Dear. My h.ee.rt I e h8art. My own dear l over and 
husbnnd. You a r e U1ine, you nre mine - all mine. 

Yours. Such a.a I am , yo'.lrs, With nll my faults, 
all my foiil.iec:, youl"s utterly and for ever . While 
this poor, paseionate: mountebank body has hands to 
hold you and lips to eay 11 1 lovo you 11 ---

(sobs) Oh! I can't bear it! I can't bear it! 

Damn nnd blast: ( Jumps to his feet) 

Who is it ? (Gets up quickly) What are you doing 
there ? (Half crossoe to her) Miss Twi tterton ? 

I knew I should make n bloody fool of myself• 
(strides up-stage to fire) 

Oh, forr;ivo me. I didn ' t know - I never meant 
(breaking down) Oh, I am so drettdfully unhnppy! 

I think I hF\~ ,._,., ... ., ,., ,,.. ... ~-:- :.i."r-out dec,mtinG the port. 
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Exit PETER hurriedly I back , leaving the 
door open. 

(stnrtled out of her own sorrows by that ominous 
word) The port ? Oh, deur Z Now he '11 be angry 
ngain. 

What happened ? 

(off) Bunter! I 1 m goin1; to have a shot at decanting 
the port ••• 

(speaking through PETER's lines) Mrs. Ruddle has done 
something fri&htful to the port-wine. 

Oh., my poor Pc ter : 

(off) I r egret, my lord, that there has been an 
unfortunate accident ••• 

Oh 1 dear I 

They listen, but only an explanatory mumble 
is audible, no words. 

Heavens. What 2!!!. tho woman have done 1 

More mumbling off. 

I~ she's ebaken the bottle. (Pause) 

(off, wi 1;h i:::. loud yelp of anguish) What I fil 
my pretty ch~ckens and their dam 

Oh, I~ he won't be violent. 

Violent ? Oh, I sbouldn I t think so• 

But MISS TWITTERTON's alarm is infectious, and 
tho two women cling together, liateninG for the 
out-break of violence. 

(off) Well, all I can sav is, Bunter, don't let it 
happen again . • • • All right. • • • We I d better c;o and 
view the bodies . 

His voice dies away, The women breathe more 
freely. The dreadful menace of male violence 
has lifted i te .ehadow from the house. 

Well, that wasn't so bad Rfter all;-. -~-. My dear Miss 
Twitterton, what ie the matter? ••• You're trembling 
all over. ••• Surely, sur ely you didn't really think 
Poter was going to - to - throw thinsa about or any-
thing, did you ? Come and sit down by tho fire. Your 
hands aro like ice. (Leads her up-stage, and plants 
her on settle L,, where she fidcets nervously.) 
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It was silly of me. But ••• I I m always so terrified 
of ••• gentlemen beine anc;ry and ••• o.nrl •• • a fter 
all, they I re men, aren't they - .:i.nd men a r c so 
horrible! (The encl of the sentence comes out in a 
shuddoring burst) 

My dear Miss Twitterton - what is the trouble! Can I 
help ? Hns somebody been horrible to you? 

Bend.e over h<)r and takes her hands. This is too 
much for MISS TWITTERTON. 

Oh , my lady, my lady - I'm ashamed to t ell you - he 
said such dreadful things t o me. (Then, through her 
tuars) Oh, please forgive me. 

Who did? (Sits opposi te he r on settle R.) 

Frnnk. Horrible thing s •.•. And I know I 1 m a little 
older than he is - And I suppose I ' vc been very 
foolish - but he say he was fond of me ---

Fronk Crutchley ? 

Yea - and it waen 't my fault nbout Uncle's money -
a-nd we wore going to be married - only for the forty 
pounds and my own 'little savings that Uncle borrowed -
and tbey'ro 1!1.ll gone now, and no money to come from 
Uncle - and now he saye he hates the sight of me and 
I 2£ love him so 1 

I so eor:ry. 

He called me an old hen . He was so angry about my 
savings, but, I nevei, thought of asking Unc'le for n 
r eceipt,. 

Oh, my dea.:ztl 

I was so happy - thinkin,.; we were gain ;:; to be married 
as soon as be could ge t the garage started - only we 
didn't tell· anybody, because, you see, I was o. little 
bit older than him. 

(singing , off) What would you civc, my lady, 
To have your lover nigh ? 

And he's so handsome. We used to meet in the church-
yard - there I a a nice sent there. I let him kiss me• 

(singing off) What would yo u r;ivc~- "Ytly lady, 
fo have your lover nigh ? 

And now he hates me - I don't know what to do - I 
shall go and drown myself. Nobody knows what I've 
do ne for Frank 1 --
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(singing off) I'd burn the Tower of London 
And let the ThA.mcs run dry: 
In my lady's bosom 
Sweet it is to lie , 

(in an exasperated undertone) Oh, Peter ! 

She i:;ctsup nnd Ehuts the door unon this henrt-
lcss exhibition. MISS TWITTETITON is crying 
quietly to herself . HARRIET comes back nnd 
stands bcsidEo her. 

Listen 1 my den:". Don I t cry so t0ri:ibly. He ian I t 
worth it. Honestly, he can't be. There isn't a 
man in ton million thn t I s worth breaking your heart 
over. (Pause) Try to forGet nbout him. 

Oh, and what you m1tst have , ' .::.1eht of me - and I 
hope he isn't too terribly nngry - you see 1 I heard 
you coming in, just outeirle the door I o.nd I just 
couldn • t face you, and I r an upstairs, and then I 
didnlt hear anybody, so I thought you'd gone, and 
then - seeing you so happy together - --

It doesn 1 t matter the very leqst bit . Please don 1 t 
think. any more about it. Peter knows quite 
an accident. Now, don't cry any more. 

I must be going. I 1 m afro.id I look o. eight. 

No, not a bit. Just a touch of powder , that ' s all 
you want . Poor Bunter and the port - it must have 
been a blow to him. (She is rapidly tidying MISS 
'IWITTERTON up) There - you look quite o.11 right -
nobody would notico anything. 

(ga7,'i.n5 o.t horself in the mirror, with chil dish 
interest) I'-.re never had pnwder on my face before. 
It ma.kos ma feel - qui te fast ! 

It's help!.'ul eometilllea. 

I hope nobody will think 

Nobody will notice a th:i_ng . Now , promise me you 
won I t make yourself miserable - about anything. 

No - I ' ll try not to. I --- (She stnrts to cry 
again I but I remembering the powder, cfries her eyes 
quickly, with a g l ance at the mirror) You have 
been so kind . Now I must run. Oh·,-dear I-I-hope 
I haven't kept you froiiiyour supper • 

BUNTEil enters with tray. 

It ' s not till eight. Now, GOOd night , and don't 
worry. Bun tor, p~.ense show Miss ·l'witterton out. 
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Exeunt MISS TWIT'ItERTON nnd BUNTER. 

Poor little sou l . 

Ente r PETEn 1 with the suspicious promptness 
of someone who hns been lurkin,.: in the pan try 
t o hanr the f r ont door shut . 

Is tho coast cle:1r? (He sets the decante r down to warm) 

Yes: she's g one. (She stands besi de him , wnrminc her 
hands) 

My God , Harriet , 'what was I s.:i.yi n G ? 

It' a all riGht , darlin&• Yo u were only quo tine Donne. 

Is thut o.11 ? I rnther fancied I hn.d put in one or 
two little bits of my own. Oh , well! What's it 
matter ? I love you. 

Enter BUNTER with standard l amp . 

An d I don I t care who knows it! 

Bless you t 

All tbe same, this house is mnking me f ee l jumpy . 
Skela tOn;a in the chimney, corpses in the cellar, 
an d e ld~rly females hiding behind door.s - I shall 
look under the bed tonight. (Ho - feol s the decanter) 

Is that the port after all ? 

BUNTER puts the lamp j ust behind the left-hand 
settle, so thnt it illunimnteis the nrea. round 

"the fi.re. 

No, it•e the claret. 

BUNTER cnsts a l ook of mute ~ng-uish a nd retires . ,. 
An d it ' a not only me . Bun tcr ' s ne rves o.rc very much 
affecte d, And now he thinks I ' m not giving my mind 
to this infuriating cnse. 

But what can you Oo? There don ' t seem to be any clues. 

No - and , if there ever were Any , Bunte r p r obabl y 
cleared t hem a wa.y with his own hnnds_ :-· helped by 
Rudrlle . Remorse is ea ting in to his soul like o. 
cater pillar in a cabbage. • •• And 011 I' vc done so 
f a r is t o throw suspicion on that wrc tc'iiea' younc 
Sellon. 

Do you think he did it ? 
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(frowns) You know, Harriet , this is one of those 
cxnsper ntincly simple co.sea. I mean , it's not like 
those ones where the crent finc'lncicr is st,::i.bbed in the 
library ---

I know l And thousands of people st1mpcr\.c in nnd out 
of the French window nll ni[;ht, 'l.rr.1ed with motives 
nnd sharp instruocnts ---

And the corpse turns out to be his own twin brothor 
returned fr om the Fiji Islnnds n nd disguised o.s 
himself. Th,,t sort of thin l:: is comparntively easy . 
But here ' s n c!cad mnn in n lockcrl house c1.nrl n 
perfectly plain Shl.Spcct, with means , rnotivc 1 And 
opportunity, and nll the cvi,'1.ence pat - with the 
triflinG exception of the prot>f . 

Sellen docsn I t look like n ourdcrcr, 

No; nnd , but for thot miserable business of the 
no to-case I I'd hn.vc sworn he W,'\S honest, Domn it 
he confided in me - he appenled to me - a.nd then he 
h-:i.d to tell mo a do.shed idiotic lie. 

BUNTER enters and hovers • 

He must hove come into the house --- Yes, Bunter? 

The menu, my lord. 

HARnIET sits on left-hand settle. 

Oh 1 ri E;ht! (Taking the menus from BUNTER) H'm , 
Caviare ? I don't like this West End touch, Bunter. 
It's out of keeping with all this. 

I ado re, cnvio.re. 

DnrlinG , you shnll have it, Roast duck nnd 3recn peas . 

Local produce I my lord. 

That's better. Bunter roo.sts n very pr etty duck . 
Mushrooms on toast ---

From the field behind the cottni;e, my lord. 

From the --- ? Good God, Bunter, I nope they nre 
mushrooms, anrl not anything: poisonous. -

Nothinr; poisonous, my lord. hnvc· ccirisumea n number 
o f tl1e u oysclf I to Mkc sure • 

I call th<"t simply heroic. 

Devoted Valet Risks Life for Master. Very well, 
Bunter . Oh, and , b:y the way, w:i.s it you playing 
hide-and- seek wi th Miss Twittcrton on our stair s ? 
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My lord ! 

It's all rir;ht, Bunter. 

(takinr, the hint) Very croo<l, my l11dy . (Exit) 

She was hiding fron us, bcc1.use she was very ouch 
upset. Crutchley•a been bchnving like P. perfect 
bec-.st to her, 

(inattentively, giving the rlccnntc r n half -turn) Has 
he, by Jove ? 

(indiGnantly) He•'s been m:1kinc love to the poor 
little soul. 

PETER lets out a dreisivc hoot , which p r oves 
him to be, after all, not exempt froo the 
failings comr.ion to his sex . 

Peter, it isn't funny. 

I beg your pA.rdon, my dear. You' re gui te right . 
It's not . (8e straightens himself up and apenks 
with sudden emphasis) It's :mythincr but funny • 
Ia she fond of the blighter ? 

My d~o.r, pnthetically, And they wera going to be 
mari,i•d, and etart the new garage - with the forty 
pounds and her little savings - only now he finds 
she won I t Qome, in to any money from her uncle . • •• 
Peter1 What a.re you looking at me like that for ? 

Harriet, I Qon't like this at all. (He is standing 
a t the right-band corner of the fireplace, staring 
at her) 

Of course, he's chu.cked her over now, the brute - - -

Yes, yee - but don ' t you see what you're telling me ? 

As she stares o.t him she does begin to see the 
implica ti one. 

She'd have given him the money , of course ? Done 
any thing in the world for hio ? 

She snid nobody knew what she had done for him . Oh, 
Peter! You can't mean thn t It he the 
lit tle Twitterton I --

Why not ? 

It's a motive - I see it's n motive - a big motive. 
(she comes elos e 1 up to him) But you didn 1 t want to hear 
about motive. 
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But you 're cracking oy car-drums with it. 

(meeting his challenr,e) All right. But HOW could 
she have done it ? 

Hers is the easiest HOW of e.11. She hnd the key to 
the house, and no alibi a.fter 7.30 . Killing hons 
is no a libi for killing a man. 

But tn smash inn mnn 1 e head with o. blow like that -
she I s tiny, nnd he was a big man . 

She could have tnken him un.:twares. I cnn' t eoe him 
sittinc down nnrl lettin~ Crutchley o r Sellen go 
pusay-l!ooting about behind him . But a woman one 
knows and trusts. Look - I 1r,l sittinc: down writing 
(sits down at dinrier table) - you taJce the poke r -

She does it 

- two quick steps now - you necdn' t hit hard - and 
you' re an exceedingly wenl thy widow. 

(hastily putting down the poker) Yes - and I've 
only tb walk out and lock the door with my own key 
- I suppose you've seen that all along. 

(grimly) Yes - Twi tterton' s HOW has been clear a ll 
along - and now we•ve atrcncrthened the WHY . It's a 
whacking great motive 1 Harriet: a midd1e ... aged 
woman I s 1-.et bid tor love - and the money to make 
the bid. 

Could she have let in Crutchley ? It I s lli motive 
too, 

Cru tchlo:y 's alibi a.fte.r 6. 30 simply cnn I t bo shaken . 
Allowing that he micht have done the thing earlier -
how could he make Noakes move o.nd talk three hours 
after he was dead? It'a not any clever stuff with 
a voice on .,_ gr o.maphone re cord. Noakes was seen by 
Mrs. Ruddle and Sellen. --

Sellen . H~a m,ot ive was as good as nny other. If he 
isn I t guilti~ why did he tell you a lie ? 

Why? Why? I don't know why. How did he get in? 
After all. that row nt the window--::_ (cets up, and 
coes up to window) 

I can think how it might have been done. 

Oh, so cn.n I. A thousand fantastical. -&ehcmcs. 
(crosses R.) But how was it done P We wnnt proof • 
We want facts . How ? How ? How ? Thia house would 
tell me, if roofs and wa lls could speak. All men a r e 
liars. Send me a dumb wi tnesa who cannot lier 
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The? house ? But we' vc silenced tho house ourselves. 
If we'd nskcd it on Tuesday nii;ht - but a l.l the 
evidence is destroyed - we I re helpless ---

Thn t 's what's bi tin£, mo . (Leans over buck of 
armchair) Kirk's got to oake ,". case ncninst 
somebody , nnd he can only plurtp for the r:tost 
probable . When I tell him about Twitterton •nd 
Crutchley •--

( jumps up and crosses to him) No , no, you cRn 1 tcto. 
nnd tell Kirk. It's cruel. It 's horrible. Thnt 
poor little woman - she ~' Peter ! 

All the evidence Shows th!'. t if it isn't Twitterton, 
it's Sellen; if it isn't Sellen, it's Twitterton -
or Twitterton c.nd Crutchley together. It lies among 
the three of them. (He spe.'.'\ks this straii:;ht nt her; 
then swings round abruptly, ,'lnd wnlks over to the 
sidebonrd) 

Peter, I know I S1'1.id to y0u at the bq~inning, 
"Carry on 11 ••· but we didn't know these people then. 
The man who trusted- you - the ""7oman who trusted me -
how can we take their trust and make it into a. 
rope ~r their necks ? 

(disturbed, and st'11.1 not turnini: round) Harriot, 
Harriet, I wae ,afraid it would come t o this. 

It's brutal l 

Murder is brutal. I saw that old ma.n 1 s body ---

Oh ! 

God knows we are ready enour;h to f orget the dead ---

But, Peter, it's the livin(t. 

That's just what it is. (He moves l(Uickly to the 
cabinet) Until we get the truth, every innocent 
man and womo..n is suspect. (He emphasises his pain ts 
by rapping on the cabinet) Whoever suffers, we must 
have the truth. Nothing else matters a damn. --

But must it be hands ---? 

Ah l • •• Yes. I have given you t he rieht to nsk me 
that. You married into trouble when you married my 
work and me • 

( taken nback) Oh 1 
you r.i.re bound 

I see ••• Yes, I suppose 

Bound? We are bound together, H7.rriet. And the 
moment has come when something will have to give way -
you I or I, or the bond. 
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Oh , no ! 

Yes , we must f.::i.ce this once and for a ll. 

Oh , r.1y dear l Wh ·•. t ia ho.p;1eninr; to ua ? Whnt has 
be c ome of ou r pe..,ce ? 

Broken 1 Tl1.a t ' s what violence does. Once it starts 
it catches us all - sooner nr l ater. 

Is there no eAcap e ? 

Only by running nway •••• (Pause) ••• Perhaps it 
might be better f q r us to r un . If I finish this job, 
someone is going to hang. I have no r ich t t o dra~ 
you into this mess. ••• Oh, my dear, don 't upset 
yourself so. (He goos t o her) If you say the word, 
we will go ri 51-i t away . We '11 leave the whole damnable 
business .••• and never meddle nrnin. 

Do you rc:.llly mean that ? 

Of course I mean it. I have said so . (His tone is 
that. of a beaten man. He croeses and sits on o. r m of 
chair by table L. ) 

Peter, you are mad. Never dar e t o suggest such a 
thing . Whatever marriage is, it isn't that. 

Isn't wba:-t, Harriet ? 

Letting your affection corrupt your judgment. What 
kind of life could we have if I knew that you had 
become leas than yourself by marrying me ? 

My dea r girl, most women woul d consider it o. triumph. 

I know~ (Gets up and comes down-stage) I'vo heard 
them. "My husbnnd would d o a nything for me. 11 

It's degrading. No. human being ought t o have :,uch 
power over another• 

It's n very raal powe,r, Harriet . 

(decidedly) Then we won't uae it. If we ciisagree, 
we'll fight it out like gen tlemen . But we won 't 
stand for mntrir1toni.al blackma il. 

Harriet, you have no sense o f dramatic values. Do you 
mean to say thnt we are to play out our domestic c omedy 
without the locked door and the gre&t- bedroom scene ? 

Certainly. We will have nothi.ng so vulgn.r. 

Well, thank God for that 



• 

• 

• 

liJ\JF~lET 

\'ETER 

HAf.~iltT 

PETER 

BUNTER 

PETER 

BUNTER 

PE'rER 

BUN1'ER 

PETEH 

HAfl:RIET 

PETE;a 

SUNTEn 

PETER 

BUNTER 

PETER 

BUNTE;/ 

PETER 

3 - ?4 

es 0vcr t0 hin) Yn11 ru~;t foll0w ,;our conscience , 
wh~tcvcr I F.J::t.Y think, "~t ;;;ho.n ' t cr:,ke: -:-.ny difference . 

Th"l.nk you , H.'lrriet , Thf'.t is lnvc with hon0u r . 

As ,, r'.i,'lttc r er f-,_et , you W<!rc right nnct l wr:s wronc, 
Your job is to set your f:->.cc n;:;, inst violence . To 
see th•t no inn ()ccnt person suffers. Whnteve r happens, 
th.,t is a thin.s worth doin,,:. 

(suddenly discour,'l,30d 1 ccttinc up, n.n<l crossinr; R . ) 
Alw:1.ys provifkd nnc> c•n do it , 

Ente:r BUN'l'EI~, witll dishes , 

Dinner i s ocrvcrl, 1:1.y L1dy. 

Hf.11flIET crna3cs ,t once to tnblc rrnr. sits . 

Ah ! Pe rhaps C"Vinre nnd ro1J.~;t duck will brighten 
my wits . (Collects the dcc,nter '.\nd crosses to tnble 
nnrl sits) If the worst cones t0 the wo r st, there ie 
··lwnys dinne r . 

(st'1ndinr: between them nt t 11e table} 1'hero is n ma n 
c.t the doo r with a. lorry, rJy lord. He ha.s come to 
remove the furniture. It nppears there is a bill of 
Gi:'.le upon the contents c,f the house . 

But the owner ' E dead . 

I understP.nd thr:t the bill fell du e before the 
rlc,ce:ase of Mr, No,'lkcs , i\nd th'l.t the furniture would 
h;-,.vc he-en reMovc d l•st week, but for the forboa r nncc 
of thf· ere di tor.s . 

(risc.s) I ' ll gn ,nd settle wit:1 the fellow . 

Nn , Peter. L0t it 1;0 . It hns ro . ..,kc-s 1 s horrible 
p,irson,:-,.lity stnnped nll over it. I h'.\te it . 

'{0u 1 r 0 quite richt. Bunter , tc 1 1 them to C,'l.rry on , 

( wi tl1 ".1 ~-; lnncc ,'l. t the dinner . tnble) Imr.1cdia tely , 
1iy lnrd ? 

Ye:s . t,Jn , First thing in tltc mo rnin r, . (Sits) 

Ve ry 1':oorl 1 nv lor d . (Goinp;) 

Wait :-c r10t:1..::n t I though . We- c.:1n 't let ,:_ve ry c lue cro 
rmt of the house . How ~bout the p0lice ? 

Su-;,erintendcnt Ki rk is waitinr, t0 se your lordship. 
'k hos been talkini1 t o the lorr_y- r.1nn . 

Show him in . 
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HARTIIET 
I 

KIRK 

PETER 

Ex:..t BLiNTER 

Yes. Let ctcci:lc . 

Enter fllJl''l'E'.i, .sh0wit, .1r, KIHR , 

Su ,..,;-rintcndcnt Kirk . 

Well, Supcrinten,1 ·nt , whnt '.TP we 1~nin1, t., dn n.'iout 
this ? 

My lnrl1 1 we've buc'1 nv, r th<-1 hr·,1::;v this "ftern,;c-n 
fro.., top to hotto•;. If the sti..ff ¼'",B to stoy he r e 
till Door:-,srlc.y 1 it ,;muldn' t gc t us -~ny forr.,r~cr . 

VLry well, Bun t0r , M.":kc it ri;,:h t wl. th tlw mnn. 

Exit BUN'1'EH . 

KIRK By the wny I Crutchley ' s cut of i I • We' vc checked 
hi::; ,'.l1ibi. Motive: it o.11 c . ,.:,~ down t0 thn t. 

HARRIE'X 

wiw str,od to £,"<'in '! An·l the ·rnswcr is , Jee Sellen , 
Not Crutchley - lie loses -".ll r ,·und. And it's not 
'.ls th,-i1tl'.h Miss Twitte:rton wns in -1.ny hurry to lny 
hc..r h·rnds on the c-1.sh -- - (coin, ) 

Mr. Kirk ! 

KIRK turns b:"1ck. PETER, with his h,n,l on 
the 1,uttl,r - knife, i.::; ,rr1 sted in 1.1id- mntion . 

Thcrc 1 s s0ncthin,: I ourht t.-, tLll yru ••• , .... bout 
Miss T,,,;ittcrt<,n ••• 

KH1K w,,lkr, u to th..::: t.,blc ns 

'I'HE r:unTAIN Ft.LLS • 



• 

• 

• 

Hfl.R11IET 

GEOflGE 

HAF.~lET 

GEORGE 

BILL 

HAF1tUE'1' 

CRUTCHl,EY 

'l'hc <h•ut n<'cin ,,n [•'ricfrt.Y . The r(,r,:riv'll 
nf th," furniture i:: Jlr,,.cccct.int• 'rhc t.:i.blc htts 
cone, lhL, wh,:1.tn0t h<:s 1;-one 1 .·::1d ;0 hns the .,rm-
ch::.ir, l'he curt-:tln.'~ 11.-,.v,1 l-)0c>t rr:-llerl into ,:t 

b:tlc. The ·1s11idistr-i.s h,ve: been L:;.-i.thercd into 
'1 forlorn 1~roup. T~1e firc-ircns h-,vc been tied 
togethc:r 1-ii th strinr . 'lht.: rup;s ci.rc still on the 
floor, c\n<l thn two se:-ttlc[; nnd the side - boar d ,re 
still in th..:.ir plr,ccs. So is the dr-:.in - pipc . 
So is the X''1.l!ic c,binct, with t'.10 cnctus nhove iti 
nnd the clock is still there, tbou;_';h BILL, r.10untcd 
on the stcp-1-i.dier, is t~king down the yiictures 
c1.nct f'1irrnrs .-.nn obviou.sly in ten do to t'lkc the 
clock in the nc:1r future. Str•u.J lies nbout n 
packin/' C-'.l.SC , in which GEOTIGE is lnying ci.wny the 
s-L•tucttcs, the w1.x fruit ci.n.c' nthcr Drn11r,ents . 
HATIRIET is ctirectin.~ opcr,tions .1.nr\ CRU'.i'C1{LEY is 
len(\ing !', hand, As t'1c, curb.in ri?(!S CRUTCHLEY 
goes off R. cn.rryinr sor,1e pl'l.nts 'l.nd the lamp-
shade from the standnrd-1:imp which st:1:11\s where 
it did in the lnst scene . 

You might lec1vc ·1 few ch:1.ir,; hl!rc, i'ly husb,"'l.nd will be 
brinr,ing some friends in fnr , few r.1inutes after the 
funer::i.l. 

Cars hcnrd outside. 

In f,ci.ct, here, they a.re . 

{put tin; the lr:.st horror in to the p3.ckin2; - cnse ::i.ntl 
L,yin13 the lie\ lightly ncro.ss it) Right you nre, 
lady . Cun we cet upst<'.ir::; ? 

Yes , certn.inly, We sh7.n 1 t be WC'.ntin1' this room very 
lon,;. 

O.K., lc1dy . 

(he c·~r.1cs clown frota the stcri-1.,ddcr') It 'll b.kc us 
'l. bit of tine tc tc.ke down thcri four-posters . 

Exeunt G.EORGE nnc1 DILL unsbirs . CRUTCHLEY 
t"tkcs ti.e steps <'..nd ·(we t0 remove the cnctus , 
A num1J,;r of people 11rc:,...;0d in '"ll,'7.ch;: pass the 
windows. 

L£-:tvc these thine::: fnr thr' ,,roscnt, Crutchley . 

Very ~-ood , rny lndy, 
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CI:~'I'C:L '"'.r t'l~ st ,ir:\inst t':t-~ w-11 
hy th ,:;::. c ri --.:-,r~ cxi t::i, l,~.ck. 

l'1 t"' 
Lr. I I l, C • 

,ff t~Jc.; 'lfI' 

, r w,,-.ri,, 
1n ·_! h, 1-K.1 1,:;f 
l puL. her h ';r 

At·' r, 11; -,; . .,,., ,,.t,r, fr "\ fui:.cr·tl: 
Mlf, > 1'•1/l'l''1·ti<rrior, ir .-, littl;_ lo,•:clt frud., 1.n 
.)]d f ::.hi- t,Cl~ ~-lctck C(' t, uthf1,l h -, t with 
rt little 1)1·-ck f,;~th.r, ·•i kill .;l0v,_.:.; 1 

c,rryii. .... · bl,,ck-c'\, r1_ ~' n,Ur rcbi.:f; the REV . 
Slr10N G00D1,Ci1E, with hi:, w1...ll-w.·.1·n '.JL1.ck over -
coat vi.;r hi.s c~.S'.;(1Ck, c rryin; h:i· t;urplice , 
st0lc :-inrl Ox.f,·,rr' h0r:d ,,v, r Ids '"'r'1 , '."':ncl tnkinr: 
r,ff '1is '.ort-.r - 1-io· r,1 ·.[' he en ten; ; DUNTLi! in 
-:. cnrrcct f"Ui .. cf .:bys~: ll_y c:1.':.l.J tl:•ck, 
hr,vint~ in on,~ h ..... nr, ,, qu,, lily of prnycr-bnoks , 
,,nrl in the otlll:r ·i sever,, h,:,wlcr; MTIS . i,UDDLE , 
in ,:,. blnck-~•-·'.dCcd 1'1:·.ntlc ,r-..~ honr;ot with 
quivcrine· jet ,rn.~_.,crL; ·.n ·wires;· PUFFETT, 
in ~,r, '.1ct.-initihin1· rct-nish-b1"'1cJ,_ cut-·•.wty cout 
of incr .... 1liblc o.1te, buttor,(.•d p,.,·rilou.e;ly .cross 
his swe., tors over his worki~:r- tr 'Users, .-,nd 
w,:.crin, ,...,_ b0wlcr o1 the '1'!ttern · flcct£:d hy 
young IJloods in th£, ' nineti.::r, 1 which h(· t."UCcs 
off "'I few ,,owrnts -'.l.ft~~r his entr<'-nCL", polishin•-1; 
his hrow with whit ..... -spolt-.)'.! r1..:C cottcn h(tnd-
~erchic f . 

'vhll_! Ilr:,r ·1 ,u .,11 ;,rv l C 1rH "'1,1 .sit ,J0wn while you 
cn.n 

. , .Sh, fin,il'; '\ ch:1ir f )T ;ns.s T'WITT}; ')Tm;, nd 
~cwk 0v-..cr tn sG. y rw 1c thir. t, 1kr wh i.c t 

"l.:""lkc.·s MIS.::-; TWITTE·"?TCI c;qu, ~-z,e '1.cr h:1r.r1 in 
· rc, , l '{r' titu,lc. Sh; c.c.- -. ,;r, 1'·iE VICAR _,n lh..:o 
left - h·,n .s0ttlc. 

v, sit_rlown , l·lr. Good ...... crc . 

!nd h,· 11r1,urf". 1' Th""lnk , . . u, L~:""k y,,u. '1 

1:,.1:(r;JET, tn rh, c011p~r:v. ir, -cner·, ]: 

t 1lL • l,.. ·J'' l ? 

J; very 1-ri·c• ttcr.l""lnc,~. ;lc,lJ_y, 
, tt0n,1.,ncC; . 

Yc8, jn1lc,d , it w·t:::; wondLrful . l,i,'1 1 ,1c'1 n r1-i:·.:::; ,):f 
flowe:rs ! Sixteen wrc.-iths - J..nc1u·1 in. ,vriur hcr.1utiful 
tr.i. ,utc, du.,r L.:dy P~tcr ! 

S"ho is 11uch t,r,rc che..:: rful th,1n cti tJi,., nrcccrlinr 
hy. The cxci tc~1en t -f ·~.: in;: chiuf ll•Urner , t 

s:..ch ,, funcr,11 h.""ls n- r. 't'c,1 !1~r t·"' sclf-- i 1p0rt-
1nc-c . 
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fUJ.TET'f 

HISS T. 

3 - 20 • 

,Jur,t f-rncy ! (01 1 vin1,::,l,v k,c ,1--linr :,:-,thin,· h(.ut the; 
tr·ibutc:) 

r, I fully ch r·~.l ! •;uch t ,uc:l'i 
G, orlncrc ••. (.She.; turr.s w~ 
t P GOODACI;E) 

D. -.r Mr . 
Murr:,urin.:s 

itnt' tlic rt,v,ircn-1 1 r; wor,l.s 1 .tl _ i;. y ;;.c•r .s,1 1 si..i, 
went .str,icht tP th<· 1vr-rt. 

.Such _:r.-i.tifyin.~ t,·,kens c,f 1· ;r:,vct f,,r <lnclv . 

En tcr PE'I'L. in foul t1 -,:1 bled· :1ui t, 111·1.ck 
tie:, bl CJ.ck '.'le.~ rf, ri,-::LU:y ~.-i.ilorccl lil::i.ck ove r -
C·?"l t, 7.n, 1 rc:s;::ilt!ndt)nt topp._,r, which , h11wev0r , 
bein~ set at slishtly i.rrcsronsil-ilc r'n;le, 
r.". th0r r.mrs th._, soler.mi ty c,f th,,_ cf fee t . He is 
C'.\rrying tifc'·htly furled silk unbrcllr-. . He t-,kes 
the centre cif the '."l.dnirinr, circle and surveys 
hiG ,lc,r,1-iin. 

Ml';S. 7WDDLE 1 r,\"vcr seen n0thin; to touch it! ,nc:1, 1 been t,) every 
J--,uryinc in the P--t1;,~lchnr.1 :1.rt:"l th.;ce f ·rty yc ..... rs a.nd 
1vn·0. (She sniffs int0 her h-,ridkc-rchicf) 

HAi-ff'!ET 

PF.TER 

BUilTETI 

PE'r:En 

MISS T, 

PETE1{ 

BUt TE~ 

PE ·EH 

Ht.nnlET 

PETEP 

GEC RGE 

('r, PETEE.) Q?::2 we: scnct 'l. wrc·1ti, ? 

God know.s. (To BUN·rER) Dir' we scw-1 

riir:rnt chn.:,te -"'.'.nd c.1ppropri~ te. 

The• whcl vill-"lt".C w11s thcr - ~n-1 ever s0 ~1nny p00 1 ·l0 
fr- r.17S=i77o rd ·•.ncl. Broxford. 

And hnlf Fleet Street . (T~ 1.:s his ;l,•vet· r:ff) 
Bur,ter, we coul-! do with s,,n.-, drinks . 

I hope tl-ic·1 h'1VC left us '1. few ',l.,.ss,.,s . (St.ri,,ping 
off the nvc r- coo'.\t) 

I think :~o - l)ut they 1 vc cnmn.'.1n:k red the beer barrel. 

PUFFETT rc,c:istcrs di,~.,·.1poin tmcn t. 

Th:, t ' s n.wkw;:rd, 

BILL ~md GEORGE en t er fr 1:,; stn.i-rcc:!.SC? 1 c.,rryinr; 
a hip b~th ful l of w...,sh-h sins, jucs , tnd bectroon 
u t.ensils. 

Excuse :w, n-,y lnd.Y, th:\t tl1t.:re ner'l..""hulntor iri the 
au thr-use I is that yours " 
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L;.,OIET 

GEOJ":>l-
\ 

GOODACRE 

PETE.< 

BUI i1EH 

MISS '11 • 

GOODACRE 

HA!<,UET 

(I' PET~~.') i;.nc1 l the i11,. r-1.·,r,unt,,,1 ru,sJ.i.cs 
U' -t ir .. 

(with r~pr• ·,r l 1cc1'. t'11 c,Jntcuts r,f the hip-
1,;:._th) Tu.oh ! , t11:i.~ l:c hv 8<"">rscness . 

Ent,~ 'iUf'!T'I'.l wiU-, shl: rr v , l..,:;r;cs 0n tr1y. 
PETE' -'r,,r:-s his vcrc0~.t r the b~.th , <'llds 
th(; .·c: rf r~nr the top;J.·r t the r,ile , -n(! 
hr,ni_':c· +he ur.,h rell .?.. ov,,r GEORGE'•; .,.rn . 

1· y mnn wil I eo1~,c up •·,r cscc tly ··n'! sh,;,,; Y'"U which 
thini:;.s -re OUT!>. 

\c11V1rro.sscrl by Lh,: cont :u,,:1 t,lpp0r) I/ii-ht - oh, 
/,;uv 'n0r. 

'l'hcy m,wo -,crr.s.s t,· do0r, '1,-.ck. BUN'l'E1; sets 
th0 tru.y on the radin c,::,inet, intt.:rCt.:-;ts 
qEOtGE .'"'nd relieves hi'l c-J t'1... -.rrwntn . 

tr>u will hr,r,Uy believe it, but 'Nhcn l w:-1.s -,.t C'.xford , 
l placed ,..,nc •f th0sc r;n tl-ic M:,rtyrs' Mcr:iorial • 

Exeunt GEO'.;GE ·,nf BILI, J:, ck . 

!•·r:'.J • . luddlc , ynu wr,n • t be · bl t-;_, ·, t nn wit~ .--..ny nf 
the clc:.,ninf" y0t, hut I expect iluntcr will :l·.td 
cf little he lp. 

,-~ 1<l, ::untcr - .send over to th, •uh f,,r inc b,:cr. 
('fr nou r s '.)Ut .sherry) 

1, he,0 r i.s providccl for, \' ird. (Ex t BUNTZTI) 

M~S TIUDDLE) Don't 'urry, 1, or th y 1 ll think 
w • r.,. thirsty l 

Exeunt ftRS . RUDDLE 'J.nr! PUFFETT , 

,l1 l t.·J think th:tt tiH_ 1,st tiuc: we parto,.,k f Lord 
P t.:r 's she rry ---

Ah, dc.,r i'JC ! (Dut he 8(:CrlS t-> ,"ppr-.~ci,t, ti1c 
fl--..vour of it nonu the less) 

( ·tsid12 to PET.ER) By the r,m_y, Mr . Kirk sn.id he w">ul J 
1,, jk in 'l1';•in in hnlf nn '1riur. 

(tr ... dissntisfic-1 tone) 1 ,;.:- • :iC'll , I supn"s:.: 
th,t 1 s th,t. Now, pn.dre - '0ut I 'lis i1l·rnt you 
h· v ·, f.,ncy for - the ont.' w~ t: 1 tt c, pct n~mc ---
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COODACim 

I 
f"ErEn: 

MISS T . 

f'ETEl, 

GOODACHE 

MISS T. 

BUN TEI< 

,i.h! yc•.s ! ·1 c ch .. 3 . i , , Eunlc. l.l. I s•1t.,kc t · 
t.JH, r_,••n ,..i., :t Jt, h,.: ·:"l, ,: ,-; r'js·ct.inn t •:y t,kin! , 
it Wt\y, 

; ,r ' c,,nsic'!crr,ti ! i;<" 
p1.cl-i;1,·-t: ''''-' ·>1c' l:i _lits ci,;:: r, 

0;1 , it i-' ,.-,, ". :1 1,ll 
wnrth it . f·,u'l, 
with C"1cti. 

c-1ctuc i;, W(oll 
w .::- v •r'f knc:,wlu(~;;·'."lblc 

Inrk..:d ! I ' 1~1..,, tc h,: -r th: t Fr ,nk Crutchlc" 
fulfiller! srir.tc----::;-rhi~ ~.'1lic,L 'r,:~. 

(lr1stily) ~1£11 1 'l:dre , r,t)10r ynu th·,:-1 MC , I c~n't 
s,'.'y they 've cvcr hecn ny i<lcn. nf .., c-·1npnni,.,w1ble 
.sr-r •1f pl.;.nt. 

Pcrh"":)s not . But y,,u l;nr,w thi.s is 
h'lnri:~or:cu spccim(•n. 

Gets u:i t ";<l "\llci ,:lo"t vcr it , 1-iur i.<J 
nr:wwntA r il,Y '.>I-r,:stcd 1·,y the entr,rce of 
Bl'N'PETI nnd GEDr,GE, bock. SSOfl:GE cros0cc 
fr st,-:,ircase:. BUNTE.{ i~•·,c:, up t }tISS 'l'\1IfTETITON • 

Un, 10 '1.lwnys took fo;rent ori1.1.c in th,t C<Cctus . 

Ex·vsc nv 1 r,;.y letdy. (Cr,5,-:;es t MISS 'l'wlTTERTON) 
I'r furniture r1.e ,,v<, r;; ·ire t',out to cle::-.r the: sr.inll 
rs r· •t the top of the .st.,.i1·,;, n,1 h v Llesired n0 
t enquire wh."t is to be ~nnc \-Jith the v:.ri.,us t runks 

-,rticlcs 1-.hcllcd Twitt0rt, n . 

MIS~~ Oh: dcnr :.10 ! Th( hrix - rn ,i; ! Ye.-,, cf c0nr.-,,_.. I 
think, if J r.ia_y , I h.;r' tci:t,:r n,n U_:J '1.:'lr1 r;cc t 
tl·,.·',t •.1ysc1f, (Tiises) 

BUN TETI 

G00DACl'S 

Th:1.-,1\. you. 

T::i.;r, ~. r e ciui tr. ·, lrt of 1y thin,~.<; in t'"'t hox-rnnn. 
Y,}UH)C, r.:y little cottr,i:_::t: is re,.. vcrv S'.~.,11 - .o.nd 
tht::rc were some of <lc·1r Mnth-r 1s thini;s - .-i.nJ Uncle: 
Yerv kin,Uy let r,1e stor0 th(; with hi:'! - if you 
W")n' t ti1ink it very r u(1C r.f r.,c ---

Hut , -,f course , Miss 'lwittcrt,~n : Dn ':, -i.n<l .sec to 
thc:1. 

MISD TWI.TT1:RTON cro.s:-;t,s tr, the: stnirc,cc . 
GOODAC!~E oricns the: door for her 1 ·,.,nc.' strJ~S 
her -:m the: thrcsh,--.ltl, t-i,kes her h11n<l in his 
nn<l hol c1s i t.. while L'" spef.kt>. 

I .sh::tll be 1.;;oin,· in n. r;Vimsont, Bn 1 1 11 .s·1y r;0od-hyo . 
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GOO! 1.CRE 

MISS 1', 

GOODACTIE 

MISS T . 

PETER 

GOODACTIE 

PETE., 

GOOD, CRE 

HA:RPIET 

GOODACRE 

3 - 31 

Oh, d~n.r Mr . Good::icre, d,m ' t k.:.0w how to thank you -

No, no, nol Y.;u know , ,u ,nustn 1 t let yourself be 
to0 upset. In f,ct, 1 1 .. 1;oin1' t0 t:.sk you t:::i be very 
~r,vc ::>.nrl sensible 11.nd to play for r.ic ~s usual on 
Sunday. 

MISS TWIT'l'ERTON ga.sps. 

Now will you 1 We 've all co,10 ta rely on you. 

Oh J Yes . On Sundny . Yes , of course, dear Mr,. 
Goodacre , if wish it --- ----

It will gr atify me ver y much . 

Oh, th~nk you J I - you - everybody's been Sl i.1ood 
to :n0 --- (She vanishes in et whi r l of i;rr:titu l:e .:ind 
confusion) 

( closinr- doo r I rmd then crossing to centre) Poor 
little £cul. 1/ery rlistrc ssing. This unsolved 
Mystery hnneins over us ---

Yes. Net too 300d . 

GO( DA C~E f ixes hi.s oye on tho cnctus nnd 
frc wns nt it , payinr, no :1ttenti on to hio. 

Now thi.s ia very str,mcre - very str ange indeed . 
Look at thi.a. (Points to cactus) 

PETER ri.nd HARRIET both go to look . lfARRIET , 
fin dine it too big~ to sec, ·~eta on settle 
r,nd looks down on it, one hnnd oh PETETI's 
shoulder. 

Do you see ? 

In an or dinnry wa y I shoul d ha11c culled it rt spot 
o f mildewi but f or all I know ,".!.bout CJJ.ctuscs it mny 
bu just the bloom of a henl thy com:plcxi0n ! 

(c;rirnly) It is oildew . (Looks ,ccusin r;ly f roCJ PETEB 
to HARIUBT) Somebody hns been Giving it too much 
water . 

(jumping down) None of us hrwe touched it , Hr. 
Goodncrc. 

I dcn 't like the b rute, but l'o .! hUC,l@e ---
(1:ironka oU suddenly , frownin5) 

Once the ,ummor ie over yf"JJ. r.n.:.at nck,inia ter w.,te r 
very sp,'lr ~ngly 1 very S')arincly indeed . 
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1 t c~,ultln' t h: v I e:en thv knaw ,d,;c-:i.tle: Crutchl( f• 

\-ell, sor:.1el,0C.y - r,c: do1 Qt w~t th.(: bt:·st ir,tcntio.,s 
r uo t }1,~ v.a , i:J:c :,is tl'. 

A iatakc, ·, Li ·h tly) Oh I w~:l.1., crir.1int1ls o.lwcys 
n.,ke snnc ni:::t .... Ko --- BrcakE: ·ff) 

I d, 1-\ope it' o not spf1ilt , 

H11rriet ! You henrd Cru tchlcy tell the Su.,crintcndent 
he watered that ••• ohject • o. r.r! .,round the clock 
befor e he went b ;wt hie w·•eca fro:1 ol1~ lfonkes 'l 

Yes . 

A.nd the duy bcfor;; ycstcrd,y y0u S:t Crutc hley 
wD. ter it Again ? 

'.-Thy, we nll snw h io . 

!}u t, r..i.y dec.r Lctd)' Pete r, he couldn't h~·.vc done t 1iat . 
The cactus i.s f\ d0sert pl~nt . It or,ly rcquirvs 
wn.tering about once n month in tho cooler wc.c.thc.r . 
(Peering at the c.-lctus agnin 1 he brcnks of f in the 
middle o f his lee cure) Ah ! I sec you' vc put it 
on o. longer ch"'.in. 

A lon g--:r cha.in 

What's that? 

Enter BUNTER, fo l lowc,l by PUFFETT with 
CRUTCHLEY in the rear. 

If it will not inconvcnicn c, y0u, 11y lnrn., wo can 
rcr.10vc the ,sidcbof:l.rd. 

Oh! C1.rry 0n . 

They seize upon it, BL\IT!!:H wn-.:;t::ivo, 
PUFFETT nnd CflUTCHLEY :i.t th,· 0thc r end. 

ll<.1 re! I'll r,-ive you :1. han1 . 

( to HA;'llnET) Yes. I suppOl..iC the olrl. Ol"C W!i, unsn. ·c . 
Y0U r;ct a much better idec of it r:ow. (Peers :i.t it 
: gain) Much better . 

1 t:.sy dccs it . Ensy. E.,ay. 

They rret it into doorw"ly. I ·~TER strips off his 
coat , .:-nd helps at BUNTEii's ,nd , 11.nd the sidcboar:.i 
;~ocs sweetly throue;h. 

Tha t's done it ! 
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.PE1'En s~u t 11 the (1'1- r 0f Ler th 1r.1. 1 turoa: 
-i.nd lc.,ns with his ',.,ck ,i:ain 1t it . 

Now , pntlre, wh,~. t ' s ,"_ll this nbou t .--, loni r chnin '? 

Oh , I imP.,~inc the olcl one W'.lS uns fe . 

down- st .... ge ) Y0u're; qt:it( ccrt'1in there ' & a. 
~if fe r cn ce ? 

Oh, posi tive. i.ct 1,c sec , it u.J, d t(, ~mn1; ,bout 
hvrc {.,n d he in<lic., t cs 11 hcir,h t us t nbcwe the 
l evel 0 f his own head) Yes. 

Ro.;-cn tor BUNTETI with clothes - brush, w·•kos 
_purposefully for PETER, l!nd, ber;ins solemnly 
brushin,,: the dust of the sidc bo,-..rn off his 
··trousers. THE V!CATI ~t ops ohruptly a nrl 
ga~es with undisGuisod interest .,t this 
cerecony. En t c r PUFFETT nnrl CRUTCHLEY. 
'l'hcy t 1J.ke up t 'l e left han cl sot tlc :-.rid becrin to 
cnrry it 0. wP.. y. 

T1 -i.t ' ll do , Bunter. C,n 't I hL' dusty if I like 

BUNTER soilt's indulgently o.nc' bru shes the 
other leg • 

\not lookinr ns t hoy edge pirnt him with the settle, 
but nu t omntically ccttinG out ,f tho wny) I t'cD 
o.fro.id I should g-ive your cxcollent r.ian L'lany hours 
c, f distress if I were his 

EXEUNT l>iJFFETT nnd CRUTCHLEY , 

l'-ly wife is always COClplaininc r;f my untidiness . 
( Thon I ns hliis mind en tches ur wi ti) his eye) W.:i.sn' t 
that Cru tcbley ? We must nsJ~ ---

Bur, tcr, you ho.:-.rd wh'\t I sni(:. If Mr. Gnndn.crc 
likes tn be bruahed, Y"'U can :~rush ~' not f.'lO . 

BUNTER crQascs c t once, m,l 1'HE VICAR , 
deflected, banns -i.ssent •. 

Well, rea lly, I an quite sure I r;teer\ i_ t . 

BlJNTBR bruahcs a nlemnly, 

Being vc-lete!"l will be qui to '.1 o1c"' experience for me . 

Be is childishly del i13htcd . PETz:R' stnn:ls 
stock- still , his gaze travellin~ nvc r the 
rnom , '-\S he picks up his co:tt. 

Chnin. ~ow where ---
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Oh, yes . Tha.t i..-. , new ch.>1.n . The olr one rnntched 
th p0 t. Brass-:-

~EIT Br CGS ? A br ,.ss c:1ni n ---

Peter 

.DUh''l''. "I 

BILL 

PETErt 

BILL 

PETEJ 

HART? ET 

PETE 

GOO D. CRE 

PET;; 

( :-ilmnst ~i'.'lu ltt!.ncoualy) Th~ ctr in-pipe , ny Lo r d 

PETI'l .ierk!!i his CCl.t t nn . 

Stons up t 0 fireplace nnf til ts cl r cin -pipe 
on one side 1 us enter BILL tnf CRUTCHLEY to 
t;1ke out ri i;ht-hnnd set tl(?. BILL oppr o:1ches 
up-stage end. 

If you~ min<l, s uv ' nir ---

Ccrry on. (Then, quickl .Y r cpln.cin1~ ~r n in-pipe '\nd 
si•ttinc on it) No . /',s you wcru. \'PU t :-ikc 
y, ursclvcs o ff, and finish with "th<' othe r stuff 
f 1,rst. We uust huvc sonething t sit on . 

CRUTC1iLEY turns .o.nd r.oes ou :.- • 

R1.cht y'a.rc , cuvnor. But t h~ jol,'s cot t be dnnc 
to- dny. 

It. will be. 

BILL fo ll owe CRUTCHLEY and shutc tho donr . 
-~ B s ori n ns it is s~u t, PETLit r ~ts up , r onovcs 
d r t•.in - pine , and r ,.- vc,._ls ch in lyin('.' on fl ".'K r; 
picks it up and c ameo down - st., r,c t o lovcl of 
r -,. <lio ct1binc t with it. 

'l'hc chP:in th ... t cnne down the chirmey. 

( sti\nds looking up at pot) .So!!!ebocly fix ed up n new 
chain , r.rnd hid the other up the chimney . Now why ? 
(le·ms on cnbinet) 

(takes ch.:i.in a..{'d e Y.nuinc-s it) Now tint looks t 0 me 
ve r y lika tho or ig . no.l chain. 

H.:-.rriet, I wt.mt y ou to .,. .'.' tch .no carefully , end tell 
me if I QO wrong aLy whoro . ' 

They al l l ook a t hi.1 without spcC.k.ing • 

Now, think bnck t o WedneJdny nor n inr: - the d.-y be f or e 
yesto r day - a ll o f us i.n this r eno . (Pl 1.cos hi,:ie c lf 
nt the righ t esi do of the r n.d i o) Crutchley is nn th1.: 
steps , here , wn tcrine t he co.ctus which he w"' tcrod the 
week be fore, crn d which only needs wo.torin5 ¢:nee u oontl -
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But PlTEH , r. i1:iine,- l'.l.11 th£ .'"\ction6 h8 describes , 
sweeps on without heedine: hiL1. They 1.J.l f oll ow 
his mr,vcnet!tg . 

H(,; ;::c ts do\on 1 picks up t he Rtep.5 1 pu ts thcr:i over 
here , p ick1: up the w.,terini;: c~n 1 t·,.kes it ,-,,cross -
(crosainl; to windo w) - watt:rs the ;ilnnts he r e , comes 
bock - (er< ssing- rip;h t ,wer 11g.:-.in to steps ) - put s 
d o wn the c ~n , ,:1,nd then --- (He br. ,kn 0f f, cones 
back t9 the right side Clf the r adio , ,'"\nd stnnds 
there) Cnn you remer.iber whtt t qc di d then ? 

Thero i s ,fc,; rt silence f or n r,or-,,ent. 

Pc•tc r -1 I believe ---

Peter ! Jle did J He r.iovcd -tho c ·lbinet , u nder the 
pot \ Jl5 it .is now . I wns sittinc here, 'lt the end 
of the se"f;tle, o.nd the cabine t wns ri i-;ht up against 
i\: ! That ' s why I notice d ! 

This ia· a.11\· very mys teri ous ---

I wc.s qui tc certain, rca.l ly . (He e dges the cabinet 
townrds the centre of the room until he is standing -
cl irectly beneath the pot.) 

I' m nf rn.id I' m. bcJng very stupid ---

PETER tpuche1 the pot with his fj.F,ge.r I s o thP, t 
i t just· awini s very sli gh tly, r.nri. lifts the l d 
c,f the rlidio gent l y twice. 

Like this I Like this ! Lond(ln cn.llinP," ! · Yo~ 1 ny 
God, it 1 a p0s,iblc ! :Bunter , p;et those steps nnd 
r:ie:i.sure thcso chains. 

While , BUNTE::l 1-;ets the steps, PETER tnlcce the 
chE-.ic fi-bm tho VICAR 11.nd l ooks at hin ' ~s ho 
at"-nds the r e . 

Mr. Noakes wfls about your h.oi1:-;ht, wasn't llo 1 

Well, yes . Possibly he hnd the advnn t'"\gc o f ne by 
"l.n inch o r so. 

BUNTER seizes curtain - rod proti}'t'i:~ ngai.nst wall ; 
mounts stE:ps . MISS TWITTERTON en to rs • 

It is nice to think you ' re ho.ving Uncle 's cactun, 
Mr. Gondo.cr-e • 
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(v r:y qu ickly, .c1.n 1 cr<,s:::;inr t· MISS 1'\:t1•TE'.1TO ; ) 
Yt.., Bunt.:-r is ,just copinr with i t . Miss 
Tw ttort o n - (pl1nt i ns hins0ll b(.'twccn her '1r -l 
uu· rER ) - if you 1 vc r c£1.l l y fir lshcd , I \W•'ld.ci if ynu 

d clu aor.iethint, for ne " 

Bu of ~• lf I ~• 

I think I must h,we dr opped ny f0un toi.n-pcn s01Jewbc re 
in the be r\r oom; ,.nd l'n r .:-. ther ,;,fro.id on e of t h (')SC 
fellows up thcru nay put his foot on it , o r some thing . 
I wonde r • • • 

BUNTER neasures cha in of C"!ctus .c.g.:dnc t the 
curtnin-rod. 

hut o f CC' urse, l.{ r d Pc tor. l 'll run ur ,.,_nd l0ok for 
i t a t once . I .'l] wnya say 1 1 m very go0{1. ri.t findil).g 
things . 

(m.:i.noeuv1 ing her back t o the s t-:li1 ~asc) S1,1rc you 
don't [tir j? 

1 ill!, l r okinc fo r th i ngs ! '. 

BUNTER c one a down , and· he nn i G00DAC:~ 
measur:c chnin nra.inst r{'ld • 

'"'e t c r ! (She c ornes u p beside hi nd 

{cs , I know . (indicat ing f ountnin -pcn ii; his 
lOCke t) She nust not lc: o. ve this house or 
~omaunic '.l te with Crutchley. t·lcll , Bunter ? 

l c:ood f ou r inches difference, ny l or d . 

, t·o HAnnIET) L ook the back door nnd br ine: t he kc 
tc re. If .anybody goes out by the fr:mt we shall 

::;c e ~hem . 

Hl\RlUET goes without .n instant I e '1esi tatio11 . 

Uun ter, take the steps u p there, anrl se~ i f yo u can 
f:i.nd anything itt the p.ature of a hook or a pulley 
anywhere on that wall or :i_n the ceiline;. (He wa l ks 

' up to t he fir~place while speakinr; , and points u p to 
the corner beside it) Pr<:tty high, Probably in 
that bear.1. 

BUNTER arrives with' steps the othPr aide of 
the settle. 

St raigh t l ine froo the .settle • 

BUN TER oounta quickly and begins to feel about . 

Well No . A little nore that way. That'a it • 

. . . 
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The VICI\.R hove r s 'Jehind PETER . 

Anything ? (Pause.•) 

Yer. , r.,y lord.. lkrc . There ' .s a large cup-hook :i.n 
th is beam. 

A hook ? 

PETER c,easure from the cabinet to th e wall 
with t\is eye . 

Bunter , you didn't happen to pick u;, a very long 
piece of twincy from this flo or on We dnesday morn i ng 

En te-r HARRIET. 

(a15 he cQ_mes down ) No , my lord. 

Twi.ne . Or; fLtrin g ••• Str in~ ! - Of course ! Bunter ! 
Get Puf-fett 'in here. Quickly. 

Certai~ly , -My l ord . (Exi c quickly and quietly) 

(walk,ing down-etage and h,•nding P~T:e;n key acrosa 
the back of the settl.e) fe re 's the key. 'l"oey ' re 
a l l busy pa,cking up the s ;ullery things • 

PETER slips 1 t in'to h i s trouser pt>cke t. 

I do{!' t ,hink any.Pn e hpard me. 

Padre,. will you keep an eye on that window for me ? 

Of c ourse. 

(looking r oun d the nearly etrippea room) We 1 d 
better ge t ·this ou_t of sight. (Picking up c hain) 
Now whetie On earth - - By Jove I T 10 pl.ace )'lhere 
the other ch~ pu~ i t . (Goes quickly up t o the 
firepJ..aCf:! , dives in undeT cowl, ), fee le round on tbe 
left , de.:goi;si t s chain ) 

(a::; he emer6'9s) I ' kuppope there wa d a ledge. ·1 

Yes. If it hadn ' t been tor Puffett 

Enter BUNTER with PUFFETT . 

Xbu want roe , my lord ? 

Puffett , whon you were tid.ving up in.b.are on Wednesday 
mor ning , do you remeobe r pickin g u p a p iece ·of stri ng 
·or twine !frqw the floor 1· ' 

Str ing ? Rteki;:,n if I aees a bit o ~ etring, me lord, 
I pick.a "it up ' and put.s it wway, same as the r est of us . 
(He begin-a, pu:lling r blila of it out of hie various 
pockets ) 

I 
, ' 
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I don't r.1e.:u1 your own hi ts for tyin~ up you r r, Us 1 
you 1 re sur-) there wasn't another bit ? 

Not string, ne l ord , (S 1u,..kes his head sol emnly) J~ot 
as I But I 11 : tell you what I d1d fit'.d, 
if it's any uso to you, ;.4nd that was a ("ood long bit 
of black fish:i n I line . 

Of course J That'll be it. Have you got it on you 
still ? 

(still turnin g out uore pie c es) Suraly . Safe , ind, 
eafa find, a,p I sa ys at the time to Frank Crutc11ley. 
'Ere )OU are, my l o rd. That wot you wants 1 (Of ferH 
hira l;: rge roll -of twine) 

H •m. This would hold a twenty- pound salmoo,. (L trolls 
it rapid,ly1 as he speaks) And sinkers on bo t h e 1ds . 

That's right, me lord. That'a why I'd take me a lfred 
Davey on it, noticin' them a t the time. 

PETER rapidly runs the twine through one' of 
the rlngG on the pot. 

Now then, B~nter, both ends over the hook . 

Walke up-stage with them held tight. BUNTEn 
runs up, the ladder , and PETER hands the string s 
to him. 

Good heavens, Peter, . ! think I see. 

BUNTER ipasees st•ringe over hook. 

Now, ha ul the pot up . 

BUNTER begins tiauling. PUFFETT and PETER push 
t ~e pot as ~UNTER goes on, till the J'O t is 
nearly up to the ceil.i.ng/ 

It's all .right. The plant won't fal l ou t. It's a 
dead t ight fit - Steady. 

J UNTER stops. ·.,t .. 

Pray t.:? careful, my man. If that thing was to slip 
'lnd co11e down it might easily kill somebody. 

~grimly ) 'nlat's what I was thinking. 

[ t mus t weigh ge_t tiqg on f o r b&lf -~~!'ldredwoight . 

rt 's b ,~ en loaded at the bottqm with lead or something . 

BLJ?tft:R g~ves the strings to PETER. 
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Then that's h w n womr 'l could have done it . 

Yes . Or somebody who wasn't ,here at the time~ 

BlrnTER comes dow•, the steps. PETER to&ts the 
l~me;th ~nd pull of the strings.. Th ey r each 
ex~ctly to the radio cabinet when he relaxes 
their pull slightly . KIRK and SELLON , unnoticed, 
appear lit tho window. 

The man wi\h the cast-iron alibi. 

PETER opens the lid with his left hand 1 pu ts 
ends underneath and shuts it down , 

A knock at the windwo nakes them all staTt. 
KIRK '8.nd SELLON are bo ~h heckonin r,- exc itedly. 
PETE:R hurries across aid opens the lattice, 
whil'e BUNTER folds up t he - steps and pu ts them 
against the wall, again. 

(as he Opeq_s , the Window) What •s the matter? 

(together) . .Ky lorQ, ---

. My lord., I never told you no lie ! Y-ou see the 
clock ! r am thia window. Lookl 

Poter r,uts his head on a level with the;i.re 
and lQoka.. 

~IRK He's right . Just q.n half pas t twelve. Clear• as 
a nything. 

PETER 

PUFFETT 

PETER 

HARRIET 

You'd bet t er com·e !--10.ng in. 

Crosse s qui-ckly back to centre. KI:ctK and 
SELLON V8.llisl}. . . 

,-·; 
That's '8.D or~o~d.,,-).,ODltin 1 arrangement o' yours, me 
l o rd. Y.ou 're dea\~ sure it wen.• t come down ? 

Not u.nlese .somobo'dy opens the CJ1..binet for 'the 1..2-30 
gramapbone ~r'gy •. 1 

Ther a.],l re9pll, except GOODACRE , who advances 
to the ra dio . 

For q:@d 's- ,eake, don't touch that" lid ! 

The ;.VICAR ret1r.¢a , guiltily, d o~_:-:_stagc L. 

Pet'erJ Will that line h i:> l d? It 1 s so fine tha t i t's 
prac tically i nY:tsible again.st the panelling . (She 
come s roun-d i n fr·ont of the cabin.ct aa she. speaks, 
lookinc at the' att-ing; JUQVes up-;ste..gc L., still 
commenti,ng by '\le r ga&c on it~ iavi.sibil~ty) 

v· . 1>1-: 

• .. ~;1; ·~·l.'.~ ,. •:::!~ . ' 
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rho. t 's the i dea r fis ~i ing-lino . But it will hold 
a ll right • 

Enter KJ RK and SEI,LON . PErER, GOODJ~CRE, 
H(iHRIET BUNTER a 1. d PUFFE'I r are all 1azin{'; 
at the f:Wung pot. KIRK Rr: '1 SELLON b'>th 
follow the direct i on of thc-i.r .7lancc'3 and 
5cc the pot. 

( s KIRK lo.oks enquiringly a t hio) Ye s. But don't 
g< near the cabinot ci ther o f you. 

KIRK peers closely, and realises the st;ring; 
goes ~p to touch it. 

a 1d ~on'~- anyone touch t hat line . 

You .saw the clpck for yourself, my lord. (Comes 
-0v, r to P.E-TER to left of cabinet) 

I did. I think thie - reconstruction - cxT)1nins 
why Sellen was able to soe the Clo~k at 9 On 
~oad.a)t1..p:i.S'lit'-·~. And I think Sellon 1 s story t,roves 
this l'ocanetruction. Don't you ? 

Reconstruction, my lord ? 

S.EIJ.,ON c omes 'down-stage R. M:RS ;RUDDLE 
· cre9ps in quiet1.y and stands near door. 

We were lpokin ~. f.or the• blunt instrument that 
killed _Mr~ 1to~kes - well, there it is. 

Everybody turn3 to .PETER. 

Any traces of blood or hair or\ i;t, my lord ? 

No. The po± was \rliped ,.. When 7 How ? (Bttt he 
knm s tho a,iewer already) 

(sh(; has seen it t.oo) Why, not till last Wednesday 
mo r ning ! 'l'he day beforo yest~rday ! Und.or our 
very e,Ye51., /'4ile )>18 8.l-1 ,t3at ·round and said nothing. 
That's ~?W.. _. 'Peter; that's H~. · 

Yett, -, , That's HOW. And n.ow we- know HOW - wo know WHO. 

You mean when Fra-nk Crutchley wat.ercd t}J.e cactus and 
wipod tho pot. Oh l But th,'lt i 's a drea_dful ec,nclusi m 
to coQl.e to '! Frank Cru tehley j one Qi my own choirmei . • 

Would a"ny ·jury b(2lie·ve that for a n8.fter o-f' fo:r;-ty 
pound ---

And the heires,e. 
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rbe heires,; ? 

Hiss Twit tcrb r - he mc:an t to marry her . 

It's true , Mr , Kirk . 

D'you think they were in it bc:cthcr (T, PETER) 

En tcr MISS TWITTERTON . 

Lord Peter , I can ' t find your fountain - pen anywhere. 
I do hope --- Why, however did Ur, cle ' s Cactus LCt 
up the r e ? 

She heads strair,:ht for the cabinet , with every 
intention of leaninr on it while lookin i_'; up n t 
t he pot . PETER catches hold of her, pulls her 
back. 

Just a minute , Miss Twitterton, Mr . Goodacre, do 
you ;;iind ? 

GOODACRE t k:kes MISS TWITTERT1)N down - sta[';c L . 

{ to HARRI ET and KIRK) No , I don ' t think sn . 

(lookin g up at GOODACRE in bcwilderoent) W1u .. t is 
it all abou t ? 

How , exact l y , <lo ynu sugp;cst he workcrt it, my lnr d'l 

If that trap was se t on the night of the murder, sE\y, 
when somebody left the house at twenty vast six - --

They all wo r k slightly downsta,::c durin,J this 
conversatinn. 

Why, that Wils when Frank Crutchley left 

Then when Mi:' , Noak es came in -- - (Looks round roar.: 
and secs standar d-lat::1p left by window) Look, I ' 11 
show you . (Gets Lamp , b r in,-:-:s it down - stas-c to 
cabinet , and pl aces i t at lower right - hand co r ner) 
Mr . Noakes wns ubou t your heiGht , wasn I t he ? (Look-
inc at KIRK, who stan ds c"nt r e stage) 

Yes. A littlu taller . 

PETER adjus t s lunp so that ~lobe is about level 
with KIRK , s head . 

Then when Mr. Neakes came in , as hC 'always did, to 
tu rn on the radio at hal f past nine ---

But coul d anybody walk right up to that r ndio without 
noticing that the ca c tus had gone ? 
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KIRK 

PETEl' 

crm·T '.i-lLEY 

PETER 

CRUTCHLEY 

KIRK 

GOODACRE 

MISS T • 

It WO.S dl:rk - th<.·rc WCTE,; 0nly two Cilndlcs 

Ynu'd do it nut0uaticnlly, 

Door open[-; sudtlcnl y, r nrl. rm t0r CI-/UTCHLEY. 

,\ihy even in ':Jrcnd daylirht ---

(half- way across to cabine t .t.s he speaks: he ..:alls 
over tiis right shoulder to the ocn 0utside) :..a1.;ht . 
I 1 11 r;et it anct lock it up for you. 

Thi::- brings hir::1 nbrenst of the cabinet. PETER 
turr s sharply at his voice. 

What do )OU want , Crutchley 

Key of thv r11dio , r.iy lord , 

Still looking at PETER, h e open15 the lid of 
the cabinet wi th his left hand . There is a 
general gasp, exc l aMati '.mS of 11 100k out 11 and 
a shriek fron HRS . RUDDLE -,r,.kc CTIUTCHLEY 
look round with a terror-stricken fnce RS the 
heavy pot thrashes down like a flnil, skir.minc; 
within an inch or so of his head l'lnd shatterin(! 
the lamp globe to fragnen te. There is nn awc-
struclc silence, as they watch the furiously 
swinging pot . 

(To PETER) You devil ! You damned cunninl" c1~vil 
How did you know ? Curse you, how did ye'.'U know I 
done it? 1 111 hnvc the life out of you? 

He makes for FETED, but SELLON t\nd KIHK, one 
froci each side , rush forward nnd seize him. 
BUNTER catches the pot .tnd s tops it swinging. 

(beside himself) So you set a trap for mi, ·did you? 
Well, I kil led hir.1 . The old bruted The )ld cheat! 
llo took r,1y fo r ty p0unds . Ho - ho - ho - Let r:ie co 1 
blast youJ I killed him . I tell ynu, nn l n,11 for 
nothing! Ue cheated nc to the last! 

Frank Crutchley , I arrest y0u - - -

HARRIET turns away cind !'loves up to window . 
The r eE;t of the words arc drowned in 
CRUTCHLEY's frenzied shouts . 

This is a l!l"'st shocking thing. 

How horrible: Koep hir.1 off 1 '1.'o think tlrn t I ..:vc r 
let him come nea r me ! 

CRUTCHLEY is dragge,ri out , strugcling- 1 by \IRK 
and SELLON . PUFFETT assist in8' . MISS TWJ rTERTON 
r uns off a ft e r crying excitedly : 
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ML:.S I' • 
(c. nt) 

' Goe 01\CiE 

How d. r8 y u J~il l r,c ' r Ur cl 

F0rr:ivc 111 .. , 1 L:•.dy Peter . M_y ·!uty L with t'v1t 
unh-"lppy youn(t m.rrn , (He 11 •1,: tl1e 1 ut.) 

PETER rcci~dns ,iown - t·~ , , n pn y t, ncrvnua 
rc,,ction aftc,r ti-tis h,,t.._•ful .~ccn..; . In thC; 
confusion o f the arrest , '~S. ;;UDDLE has been 
jostl ed down-st.v-·e cn,l Uii "lr:,-1.inst the wire less 
cabinet. Th,.;, strin.; hrn(·in1 f r oi., thu rin~ o f 
the pot brushE's again:c:t h,,;;r f:J.cc. She stnrts, 
secs wh '"lt i~ is , tnkc s h"ld nf it. 

MHS. :RUDDLE Now thnt 1s funny, t:rn,t is. There W-'.lS a p icc t? - er 
string ' an;i;in I up jes I like this n Wec'lncsdny 
mornin ' when I come in with then dust - sh<:cts. I 
took it down nysclf ! 

HERlll!ET 

PETER 

Hd>-IHET 

PETER 

She looks round .::tccusin; ·ly; l~u t PE'l'ER and 
H/1.RTIIET arc both beyond tnkinc in -.even this 

·shatterinr announcement, r.111./' ~irt,:r n m0r1ent ' n 
hesitation it pcnetrf\tes at l:lst, even to' 
MHS. RUDDLE ' s under.stn. n<lin c,: , th1.t she is not 
wnntcd . She hurries out quietly • 

Peter ! (She comes down - st,cCTc tn him) 

This pnrt rlf the hu siness 1.lwoys ,:cts -:e down ._ 

His hand goes out blindly fc r c0.:1fort . 
HA:;:~";IET takes it - he pulls 110r t,, hin. 

Don 1 t leave me. 

Ynu shan ' t be left. 

Never again. 

I feel us if the e vil spirit had been ca.st out of 
t~iG house , and l ef t it cleo.n for y•iu 11nd l'!lc .· 

For you and rnc ! 

They er.ibrnce, down - stcv:c- centre. GEORGE and 
BILL enter sirnul t.ane 0usly b:1.ck and left and 
begin to roll up tht.. rug fr or-1 opposite ends . 
As they reach the feet of the JJrc - occupicd 
c ouple in the cnetre • 

THE CURTAIN FALLS 
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