DIAL H FOR HOME IMPROVEMENTS

(with apologies to Alfred Hitchcock and Noel Coward)

CAST (Min 2M1F)

CYNTHIA

Upper class, slim, elegant, brittle woman of 30 in the style of a Noel Coward heroine

ROGER 

Her husband, 35

MARTIN & INSPECTOR 

Double Glazing Salesman

VOICE ON PHONE

SET

A thirties living room although the play has many anachronisms.

SCENE ONE

CYNTHIA 
(ENTERS STAGE RIGHT, CALLING) Roger. Roger. Roger. Are you there Roger?

ROGER 
(ENTERS, STAGE LEFT) I’m here, dear.

CYNTHIA
 (ACCUSING) Where have you been?

ROGER
Nowhere

CYNTHIA 
Have you been in that cupboard again?

ROGER 
Of course not. I promised.

CYNTHIA 
You have, haven’t you. I can tell. I can see the cobwebs on your jacket. You really are the most disgusting little man.

(ROGER BRUSHES AWAY THE COBWEBS)

CYNTHIA 
Anyway, that’s by the by. I don’t really care what you do any more. You can spend the rest of your life in that cupboard with the spiders for all I care. (BEAT) Because, I want a divorce. I’ve been thinking about it for some time and I’ve decided that a divorce is the only way forward

ROGER
But this is so sudden.

CYNTHIA
Not really. I’ve been thinking about it for some time. The truth is you’ve become a first class bore, Roger.

ROGER
South African, you mean.

CYNTHIA 
No, that’s a Boer. I’m talking about a bore: someone who is dreary, lacking any Joie de Vivre, lacking pizzazz.

ROGER
 I’ve got loads of pizzazz.

CYNTHIA 
The last time you had pizzazz was when you drank that lighter fluid and made an exhibition of yourself at the McDonald’s Hootenanny. (BEAT) Presumably you must have been fun at some point in your life - why else would I have married you? I vaguely recall nights when you were the life and soul of the party. You used to do magic tricks, sing, play the ukulele and tap dance all at the same time. All very amusing, although not entirely appropriate at mother’s funeral. But all that is in the past, Roger. Lately you’ve become a hideous social embarrassment. Why only last week, you turned up at the Henley Ball dressed as Darth Vadar.

ROGER 
You said it was fancy dress.

CYNTHIA 
Formal dress, not fancy dress. God, I’ve never been so embarrassed.

ROGER 
They loved it when I flashed my light sabre.

CYNTHIA 
There’s a fine line being amusing company and being a laughing stock - a line you have, in my opinion, traversed one too many times. (BEAT) Darling, you must have realised something was wrong in the bedroom.

ROGER
 (HURT) I fixed the curtain rail.

CYNTHIA 
No, I mean with our love life. (BEAT) I notice you don’t even bother to put your pipe out anymore.

ROGER
It’s the devil to light, once it goes out.

CYNTHIA 
Also (BEAT) I’ve been seeing Nigel.

ROGER 
So what? I’ve seen him many times. I saw him at the Co-op last Wednesday 

CYNTHIA 
No, no. I’ve been seeing him. He’s so amusing, isn’t he, with his tales of derring do. 

ROGER
I’ve done derring do, too.

CYNTHIA 
Darling you haven’t done a do in years, let alone a derring one. (BEAT) It’s so wonderful the way he breezes in and sweeps me off my feet.

ROGER 
I used to sweep you off your feet.

CYNTHIA 
There’s a difference, Roger, between sweeping someone off their feet, and a rugby tackle. (SWOONING) The way Nigel stands at the roulette table, throwing off bon mots, casually tossing a chip onto the winning number just before the wheel spins. So dashing, so handsome, so debonair. And when it comes to making love – why it’s fireworks every single night. (BEAT) With you, it’s a damp squib every other Tuesday.

ROGER
 Cynthia, be honest with me, is there something going on between you and Nigel?

CYNTHIA 
Of course there is. I’m madly in love with him – head over heels. We stroll by the Thames, hand in hand, not a care in the world. (BEAT) But there’s always something there, something in the way.

ROGER 
The Thames Barrier?

CYNTHIA 
Don’t be such a fool, Roger. It’s you, you who stand in the way. And once the divorce is final I will be free, and you, Roger, will no longer be welcome in polite society. You’ll be washed up on the shores of obscurity like some dried up jellyfish. (BEAT) I can’t wait until I have Nigel at night, every night.

ROGER 
What about the days? Will they be taken?

CYNTHIA
I know you, Roger. Don’t think I don’t know about your shenanigans with that usherette from Aberystwyth.

ROGER 
We merely exchanged glances across a crowded room.

CYNTHIA 
Exchanged bodily fluids under the pier, more likely. (PAUSE) Still I don’t care. You can have as many floozies as you desire. It is nothing to me. (PAUSE) I am, as you know, Roger, a very rich woman. Fantastically rich. Deliriously, deliciously rich. Whereas you, you never had a penny piece to your name. It was me who dragged you up from the gutter

ROGER 
(OFFENDED) It was the pavement, not the gutter, if you don’t mind.

CYNTHIA
Of course you do realise, because of our prenuptial agreement, you will get nothing. Not one penny.

ROGER 
I don’t remember signing any pre-nuptial agreement.

CYNTHIA 
Cast your mind back. Do you recall that document you signed the day before the wedding? I told you it was an application to join an expedition to Machu Picchu. It was no such thing. 

ROGER 
(SULKILY) I never went anyway. I didn’t realise Machu Picchu was in Peru, I thought it was just north of Manchester, off the A56.

CYNTHIA 
If you’d bothered to read the small print, you’d have realised, that what you actually signed was a pre-nuptial agreement which means, in the event of a divorce, I would get everything, and you would get nothing

ROGER 
So that’s why you tore off my glasses and stamped on them. I thought it was some sort of wedding tradition in Royston.

CYNTHIA 
You’re so credulous, Roger. It used to amuse me. I used to tell you lies just for the fun of it. 

ROGER 
I knew it! I knew you weren’t supposed to eat the shells as well as the oysters

CYNTHIA 
You were crunching on them for hours – how we laughed, my friends and I. (PAUSE) Still, at least you were a buffoon in those days. That was before you became so deadly, deadly dull. What with your train set and your extensive collection of igneous rocks in the attic. I told you my friends had no interest in philately, and yet you insisted on thrusting it in their faces.

ROGER 
This is all so sudden. I don’t know what to say, Cynthia. You know how much I love your money, I mean, how much I love you. I’ve loved you from the very first time I saw your bank statement, er, face, face,  that’s it.

CYNTHIA 
It’s no good trying to sweet talk me now. I shall be seeing my solicitor on Monday. After that, you’ll be out of my life forever.

ROGER
Not so fast, Cynthia. It’s not quite as simple as that. I knew we were headed for divorce – reading books by Jeffrey Archer while we were making love was the final straw. If it had been Salmon Rushdie it might have been different. So for the last year, I been moving cash from your accounts into accounts in my name only. If you divorce me, you’ll never see your money again.

CYNTHIA
We’ll see about that, you conniving little pipsqueak.

ROGER
Do your worst, and I’ll see you in court.

CYNTHIA
Nothing would give me greater pleasure.


(THEY STRUT OFF THE STAGE IN OPPOSITE DIRECTIONS)

SCENE TWO.

ROGER 
(ENTERING) Yes, come in, come in. Can I get you a drink?

MARTIN 
(ENTERING) No thank you sir. Can’t drink on duty

ROGER 
You’re not a policeman are you?

MARTIN 
No, no, Just a saying.

ROGER 
Gosh, that’s a relief. Thought the game was up for a minute. (BEAT) Now, I expect you’re wondering why I asked you here tonight.

MARTIN 
No, not really. It’s… (CHECKS CLIPBOARD) What was it? - 4 windows, front door, back door and the patio doors?

ROGER 
I want you to murder my wife.

MARTIN
(BEMUSED) Right? (CHECKS CLIP BOARD) No, no, it just says here – four windows, two doors and possibly the patio doors. Doesn’t mention anything about murdering anyone.

ROGER 
Well, obviously I didn’t write it on the form. You can’t be too careful with these things. We are talking about murder.

MARTIN
The thing is, we do double-glazing, you know, mainly. We are looking at some other sustainable technologies – insulation, cladding, cavity wall, solar panels and so on, but our primary focus is, you know, the glazing

ROGER
The salesman did say that you could do some additional work, including murder

MARTIN
Ah well, that’s it you see, these salesman’ll say pretty much anything to get you to sign.

ROGER 
I see. (BEAT) Hmm. My initial priority is really to get rid of my wife.

MARTIN
Just to be clear - is this wife disposal in addition to the double glazing or instead of? 

ROGER 
Oh yes. As you can see, the windows of this old place are practically falling out. We haven’t spent a penny on the place since we moved in. Trouble is, I personally don’t have a huge amount of money. 

MARTIN 
We do have some very attractive offers on the finance side at the moment. Interest free – payable in monthly instalments over five years, which might preclude the need for murder.

ROGER
Perhaps so, but the fact is my wife is a very wealthy woman. Inconveniently, as she’s still alive, I don’t have direct access to her money. Once she’s dead, of course, the funds for all necessary window replacement work will be released.

MARTIN 
Bearing in mind that we are largely a home improvement firm, it might be a lot simpler if you murdered her yourself, and then gave us a call once you’ve disposed of the body. That’s how we usually do these things – where there’s customer requirements outside our normal services. 

ROGER
Well, yes, under normal circumstances I would do the job myself. The problem is, you see, my wife and I tend to disagree on a range of issues. And I have, on occasion, been provoked into throwing razor sharp kitchen knives at her – only in fun you understand. Of course, there was the business with the large concrete block I balanced on the door to her bathroom. As luck would have it, the cleaner went in first, so no harm done. To my wife anyway. So the problem is, if my wife dies, the police, naïve fools that they are, will assume I had something to do with it. 

MARTIN 
In that case, wouldn’t it be better not to murder her in the first place?

ROGER 
Yes, but, you see, if the murder was committed by a burglar, whilst I was dining out with my local MP, I’d be pretty much in the clear, detection wise.

MARTIN
The local MP? Isn’t he the one… ?

ROGER
With the expenses. And the Filippino maid. And the thing on Hampstead Heath. And the duck house, Yes. But that’s all in the past now. The point is, if I was caught and spent twenty-five years in prison, I would not be requiring, given time off for good behaviour, any double glazing work for at least the next twenty years. And, of course, if they hang me, then any home improvements will be entirely off the table.

MARTIN 
The problem remains that we install double glazing, we’re not actually assassins 

ROGER 
Exactly!! Don’t you see! That’s what makes it perfect. Why would a double-glazing operative murder a woman he’s never met before? The focus of the police investigation would be burglars, drug addicts, serial killers and people on Job Seeker’s Allowance. They wouldn’t have time to investigate home improvement firms. (PAUSE) Now, I can tell, you’re a little reluctant, but suppose I gave you a sum of money, in addition mind, to a contract, let’s say, to do every window in the house. 

MARTIN 
You said your wife had all the money.

ROGER
I’ve been squirreling away a few notes here and there. Enough to make it worth your while.

MARTIN 
The truth is, sir, my motivation for selling double-glazing is not purely financial. I happen to believe that, by installing double-glazing, I am helping hard-working families to keep warm, whilst reducing the nation’s carbon footprint. You see, my motivations are almost entirely altruistic.

ROGER 
So if I offered you the sum of twenty-five thousand pounds, you wouldn’t be interested?

MARTIN 
As I said sir, my primary motive is helping people, and saving the planet. You may be interested to know, at the Annual Double Glazing Conference in Rhyl, I received the Mother Theresa Award for Services to Sustainable Energy Efficient Home Improvements.

ROGER 
What about fifty-thousand pounds?

MARTIN 
When would you like me to kill her?

ROGER
A S A P.

MARTIN 
(INSPECTING THE CONTRACT) Let’s have a look, now. Hmm (BEAT) No, there doesn’t seem to be anywhere where we can put it on the contract.

ROGER 
I don’t want it on the contract.

MARTIN 
Oh, it all has to go on the contract.

ROGER 
Yes but that doesn’t sit very well with the concept of avoiding incriminating evidence. I’m trying to keep the whole murdering business, you know, under the radar.

MARTIN 
What about this box - ‘Additional Arrangements’? Could we put it there?

ROGER 
I suppose so, if you insist on including it. Does it have to mention murder specifically?

MARTIN 
I could just put. Contract conditional on pre-installation work being satisfactorily completed by customer
ROGER 
I’m not going to murder her, you are.

MARTIN 
I don’t have to specify who does the work, merely that these tasks must be completed before we bring in the fitters.

ROGER 
Well, alright, put that then. That’ll have to do. Honestly, you can’t do a thing these days without filling in a form. It’s bureaucracy gone mad.

MARTIN
Of course if you had one of our bath stone patios laid that would save you lugging the body down to the canal. You wouldn’t even see a bump.

ROGER
Oh go on then, add it on. Might as well be hung for a sheep as for a lamb. Although I’m not sure that’s an appropriate metaphor in the circumstances.

MARTIN 
Right, sir, shall I measure up?

ROGER 
Won’t that make her suspicious?

MARTIN 
No, I mean, measure up the doors and windows.

ROGER 
Oh, I see. Yes, fine. (BEAT) Now my plan is: I will leave the patio doors unlocked so you can sneak in…

MARTIN 
Of course nobody could break in if you were using our unique triple lock patio door secure system.

ROGER 
It’s going to be unlocked.

MARTIN 
No, but I was just saying, there’d be a lot less people having their wives murdered by burglars, if they adopted our unique triple lock security system. Guaranteed for ten years.  I mean, I know you want your current wife murdered, but if you were to remarry you wouldn’t want to see your next wife murdered by a burglar would you. Apart from anything else, it would look very suspicious

ROGER 
One wife at a time. Please.

MARTIN 
Right. 

ROGER 
Now I will arrange for my wife to be here on her own. The patio doors will be open. At precisely nine-fifteen I will telephone my wife. She will walk across to the desk and pick up the phone. At which point you will emerge from the curtains and strangle her to death.

MARTIN
Strangle her to death?

ROGER 
Yes. Is that a problem?

MARTIN
 I’ve never strangled anyone to death before.

ROGER 
It’s quite simple. You put your hands round her throat and press on her windpipe until she stops struggling. And that’s it, done and dusted. Or you could use a scarf with a knot in it, if you prefer.

MARTIN 
What if she picks up the phone from the other side of the desk? What if she ignores the phone because she thinks it’s someone from Calcutta wanting to do a survey? What if she’s in the bath and doesn’t want to come to the phone? What if she’s listening to her ipod? What if…

ROGER 
There are other double-glazing firms you know. I bet I wouldn’t have this trouble with Anglian Windows, or Everest. You tried the rest, now try the best. They’d probably murder an entire family if there was an oak conservatory in it for them.

MARTIN 
Alright I’ll do it. I’ll just practise on the dog a few times. Pretty much the same thing isn’t it? 

ROGER 
Now, I can’t emphasize enough, if we are to keep the police off the scent, that you and I must have absolutely nothing in common.

MARTIN 
I like jammy dodgers.

ROGER 
So do I, but that’s not strictly relevant. The most important thing is that no one, repeat, no one, must know about this.

MARTIN
Apart from you and me.

ROGER 
Well you and me obviously. But no one else.

MARTIN 
Your wife’ll probably guess, once I start strangling her.

ROGER 
Alright. No one but you, me and my wife must know about this.

MARTIN
Got it! Right. I’ll be off then.

ROGER 
And remember, you were never here, you and I have never met and none of this ever happened. The whole murder plan must run like clockwork.

(THE CUCKOO CLOCK STRIKES THREE. THE CUCKOO POPS OUT THREE TIMES. AT THE THIRD TIME IT FALLS TO THE FLOOR AND THE CUCKOO CLOCK EXPLODES SENDING COGS AND WHEELS EVERYWHERE)

SCENE THREE

(MARTIN SNEAKS IN THROUGH THE WINDOW WITH A SACK. HE PICKS UP A FEW OBJECTS AND PUTS THEM IN THE SACK. THE TELEPHONE RINGS ON STAGE.  MARTIN SLIPS BEHIND THE CURTAIN. CYNTHIA SWEEPS IN AND PICKS UP THE PHONE. SHE IS NOW STANDING IN FRONT OF THE CURTAIN)

CYNTHIA
Hello. (PAUSE) Hello. (PAUSE) Hello. Who is this? (PAUSE) Is that you Roger, playing silly buggers. I know it’s you. I’d recognise that breathing anywhere. It’s like sleeping with an asthmatic donkey. You can’t even make an obscene phone call, without giving yourself away. You’re pathetic. Now, say something this minute or I’m hanging up.


(MARTIN EMERGES FROM BEHIND THE CURTAIN HOLDING A KNOTTED SCARF BETWEEN HIS HANDS. AS HE APPROACHES CYNTHIA SHE SLAMS DOWN THE PHONE AND TURNS AND SEES MARTIN)

CYNTHIA
What do you think you’re doing?

MARTIN
(LOOKS EMBARRASED THEN STARTS SWINGING THE SCARF FROM SIDE TO SIDE. SINGS) Come on you blues. Come on you blues.

CYNTHIA
Who are you?

MARTIN
Who?

CYNTHIA
You.

MARTIN
Me?

CYNTHIA
Yes you. There’s no one else here, is there. (PAUSE) Well?

MARTIN
Who am I? (BEAT) Now, I’m glad you asked me that.

CYNTHIA
How splendid for you. (BEAT) I’m waiting. 

MARTIN
I’m measuring the windows, you know, for the double glazing.

CYNTHIA
Really?

MARTIN
Yes. Nearly finished now.

CYNTHIA
What absolutely marvellous news! This is something you do all the time, is it, break into people’s houses in the middle of the night and measure their windows?

MARTIN
Oh no, no. It’s just we’ve got a special offer on, and the contract has to be signed by the end of the week.

CYNTHIA
Really? Fascinating. 

MARTIN
Just doing my job, madam.

CYNTHIA
Isn’t it more usual, in your job, to knock on the door and ask permission before you start measuring up, or whatever it was you were doing behind that curtain.

MARTIN
I did. With your husband. He arranged it all.

CYNTHIA
Did he? Did he indeed? Strange that he said nothing to me. You’d’ve thought he might have mentioned it in passing. ‘Oh by the way darling I’ve arranged for strange little man to root about behind the curtains in the middle of the night. Nothing to worry about.’

MARTIN
He wanted it to be a surprise

CYNTHIA
Why, the old romantic! He wanted to surprise me. How perfectly charming of him.

MARTIN
For your birthday. Yes, that was it, for your birthday.

CYNTHIA
Gosh, how lucky can one be. After all, what woman doesn’t dream of a grubby little man breaking into her house as a birthday surprise?  I feel so privileged. Forget the weekend in Paris, dinner on the Orient Express. No, no, A strange man behind the curtains. It’s just what I always dreamed of. (BEAT) And what, pray tell me, is this?

MARTIN
It’s a scarf

CYNTHIA
Is that one of the tools of the trade?

MARTIN
No. It was a bit chilly so I thought I’d wear it.

CYNTHIA
I notice it has a knot in it.

MARTIN
Oh so it does. We’re slaves to the catwalk, aren’t we, these days? All the rage in gay Parree apparently

CYNTHIA
Where’s your tape measure?

MARTIN
Pardon

CYNTHIA
Your tape measure – where is it?

MARTIN
My tape measure?

CYNTHIA
Yes, where is it?

MARTIN
We don’t use tape measures any more. It’s all digital these days.

CYNTHIA
The lord be praised! What will they think of next – a digital tape measure. Imagine!

MARTIN
That’s right.

CYNTHIA
Where is it then?

MARTIN
Where’s what?

CYNTHIA
Your digital tape measure

MARTIN
(PATS HIS POCKETS) Sure I had it somewhere.

CYNTHIA
Yes. Because if you haven’t got one, that might suggest that you’re not here to measure the windows at all. That you are, in fact, here for an entirely different purpose. Something to do with a scarf with a knot in it. Now let’s think, what would someone do with a scarf with a knot in it? Oh I know – strangle someone.

MARTIN
Strangle someone?

CYNTHIA
Yes, that’s what you do with a scarf with a knot in it. You put it round their throat, pull it tight until they can’t breathe anymore. And then they die.

MARTIN
Or…  you could use it to fend off an angry dog.

CYNTHIA
Are you expecting an angry dog?

MARTIN
Have to be wary of dogs, in my line of work.

CYNTHIA
Wouldn’t a stick be better?

MARTIN
I hadn’t thought of that.

CYNTHIA
(TAKES HIM BY THE SCRUFF OF THE NECK) Look here, you measly little worm. I know exactly what you’re doing here

MARTIN
(HIGH SQUEAKY VOICE) Replacement windows

CYNTHIA
Damn you and your replacement windows. No. Murder, that’s your game isn’t it. My husband paid you to break into my house and murder me. Strangle me, and make it look like a robbery. I knew he’d try something like this. He’s so obvious, it’s pathetic. Can’t even organise a simple little murder. (TO MARTIN) Do you know what the penalty is for attempted murder?

MARTIN
(HIGH SQUEAKY VOICE) Not off hand.

CYNTHIA 
20 years. You’re going to prison for 20 years. Unless… (SHE RELEASES HIM)

MARTIN
Unless what?

CYNTHIA
Unless, I choose to tell no one.

MARTIN
Yes, that would be preferable. You see a murder charge might inhibit the instinctive trust between a double glazing salesmen and his customers. 

CYNTHIA
Yes, Yes, the more I think about it, the more I think that, if you were willing to assist me in a little matter, I might be prepared to forget everything that’s happened this evening. I might even consider ordering double glazing for the entire house. No, hang the expense, I’ll have a conservatory. (LEADING HIM OFF) Now let’s get down to business.


(MARTIN GRINS)

CYNTHIA
Not that sort of business

SCENE 4


(CYNTHIA’S IS LAYING AWKWARDLY ON THE SOFA, LOOKING STRANGLED. THE SOUND OF THE KEY IN A LOCK. ROGER ENTERS AND TURNS ON THE LIGHT.)

ROGER
Only me, Darling. Just got back from dinner with Lord Finchingfield . Awful bore. Still moaning about the duck house. Darling, have you gone to bed. No need to get up. (SEES CYNTHIA’S BODY Oh my God, what’s happened? Have you fainted, dear? You’re just laying there as if you were… dead.  Wait a minute, you are dead. Gosh, what does one do in these circumstances. I know - call the police. (GOES OVER AND PICKS UP RECEIVER AND DIALS) Hello

REPLY
Which service do you require – police, ambulance or fire brigade?

ROGER
Ambulance. No, police. No, ambulance. No police. Sorry, in a bit of a tizz. Wife’s just been murdered.

REPLY
Are you sure she’s dead?

ROGER
Oh yes, completely dead.

REPLY
You want the police then.

ROGER
Right. Send the police as soon as possible


(LOUD KNOCK ON THE DOOR. ROGER GOES AND OPENS THE DOOR. THE INSPECTOR IS STANDING AT THE DOOR. ROGER LOOKS PAST THE  INSPECTOR CONFUSED. THE INSPECTOR IS OF COURSE MARTIN, WEARING AN UNCONVINCING MOUSTACHE AND SPIKEY JELLED HAIR)

ROGER
That was quick.

INSPECTOR
Flying squad!

ROGER
Really?

INSPECTOR
That doesn’t mean we actually fly. Just means we’re very fast.

ROGER
Yes but, even so…

INSPECTER
In fact I just happened to be passing when I heard it on the radio.

ROGER
You’d better come in. Your hair is very strange

INSPECTOR
Yes all my family had strange hair.

ROGER
(THE INSPECTOR’S MOUSTACHE IS DROOPING) Is there something wrong with your moustache?

INSPECTOR
What moustache?

ROGER
That moustache.

INPECTOR
I’ve been working undercover. It’s a disguise.

ROGER
Not very convincing is it?

INSPECTOR
Not especially. I used to have a white beard but small children started following me demanding presents. Anyway it’s all (TAPS NOSE) Hush hush. Top secret. Probably take it off now, if the coast is clear. (YANKS AT MOUSTACHE, CRIES OUT IN PAIN) 

ROGER
Haven’t we met before?

INSPECTOR
No.

ROGER
Are you sure?

INSPECTOR
I’ve never seen you before in my life. Now, this wife of yours. Bit ugly was she?

ROGER
I beg your pardon?

INSPECTOR
Was she a bit ugly? Is that why you did it? 

ROGER
You surely can’t believe I’d murder my own wife

INSPECTOR
Somebody else’s wife was it?

ROGER
No. I haven’t murdered anyone. I was taking dinner at the club with Lord Finchingfield. My wife didn’t join us. Lord Finchingfield is a bit of a bore.

INPECTOR
South African?

ROGER
No, a bore, as in boring.  Anyway when I arrived back home, I walked through the door and there she was, laying dead on the sofa.

INSPECTOR
(WHISTLING) She’s a beauty…

ROGER
I don’t think that’s appropriate in the circumstances

INSPECTOR
No, I mean the sofa. How much do you pay for a sofa like that – two grand? You could get my whole family on that sofa.

ROGER
Yes, but my wife…

INSPECTOR
Who?

ROGER
My wife

INSPECTOR
Oh yes, your wife. Let’s have a look. (HAS A LOOK) Hmmm. Let’s check (CHECKS HER PULSE) No pulse there. (FEELS HER FOREHEAD) Still quite warm, must have died very recently. I’d better check her chest.(GOES TO TOUCH HER RIGHT BOOB BUT CYCNTHIA SLAPS HIS HAND AWAY)

ROGER
What was that?

INSPECTOR
What?

ROGER
That.

INSPECTOR
That what?

ROGER
That sound. That slap.

INSPECTOR
Oh that was my thigh. It makes a slapping noise. I was wounded in the Dardanelles, you know.

ROGER
That must have been painful.

INSPECTOR
I’ve never been able to walk straight since. So, where were we?

ROGER
You were examining the body.

INSPECTOR
So I was. This scarf on the floor here. Is this your wife’s?

ROGER
I’ve never seen it before. The burglar must have brought it with him.

INSPECTOR
The burglar?

ROGER
The burglar who broke in. He must have known about my wife’s priceless art collection and had broken in, not realising my wife was at home and, when she caught him in the act, he strangled her with that scarf and made off with my valuables. 

INSPECTOR
And that’s your theory is it?

ROGER
It’s obvious, isn’t it? 

INSPECTOR
I think I’ll be the judge of that. So where did he break in?

ROGER
Through the patio doors


INSPECTOR
(GOES TO PATIO DOORS JUST OFFSTAGE) I don’t like the look of these, don’t like the look of these at all. No, you need triple gazed non-reflective glass with triple locks at least. No additional cost and with interest free credit

ROGER
Is this relevant, Inspector?

INSPECTOR
I was only saying. A burglar you say. Is anything missing?

ROGER
My wife has a valuable art collection. I haven’t had time to look. Yes, yes, I had a Pissarro on that wall.

INSPECTOR
Drunk were you? Must have been to get that high.

ROGER
Yes and there was a valuable Ming vase on the sideboard and there’s a painting missing from the hall. A Titian

INSPECTOR
Bless you!

ROGER
And we have a beautiful Caravaggio

INSPECTOR
Nice for weekends on the coast I imagine

ROGER
And the Monet. That’s missing

INSPECTOR
I always advise people against about keeping cash around the house

ROGER
And of course we have three Pollock’s

INSPECTOR
Really, I’ve only got the two myself.

ROGER
Didn’t take the Tracey Emins for some reason.

INSPECTOR
(BEAT) So it’s all pretty straightforward then. A burglary that went wrong

ROGER
That’s about the size of it

INSPECTOR
Except. There are a few problems

ROGER
Problems?

INSPECTOR
I checked the locks on the patio doors. There were no scratches around the locks, nor broken glass. So no break in. And you say there was a vase missing from the sideboard but the sideboard has a layer of dust on it. Moving a vase should have left a circular mark. As for the paintings – you can tell when a painting has been moved recently by the shadow created by the wallpaper fading on either side. Nothing has been stolen from this flat and nobody has broken in. I suggest to you it was you, you who murdered your wife.

ROGER
But I have an alibi. I was dining with my local MP.

INSPECTOR
MP’s do anything for a brown envelope behind the radiator. You probably offered to renovate his duck house in exchange for an alibi.

ROGER
But the waiters saw me.

INSPECTOR
It’s simple enough to substitute yourself with a cardboard replica. No. There’s no doubt I am looking at the real culprit right now. And you know the penalty for premeditated murder.

ROGER
A hundred hours community service?

INSPECTOR
Not since UKIP won the elections. Prime Minister Nigel Farrage is, at this very moment, putting a bill forward to reintroduce the death penalty. There’s only one place you’re going and that’s to the gallows. Unless…

ROGER
I do happen to have access to a fairly large amount of cash.

INSPECTOR 
I see. You’re not attempting to bribe an officer of the law, sir, I hope.

ROGER
No, no, no, of course not. Although it is all in unmarked notes.

INSPECTOR 
Just out of interest, exactly how much cash are we talking about?

ROGER
Fifty thousand.

INSPECTOR 
Of course, I could be mistaken about the whole burglar business. We wouldn’t want a miscarriage of justice now, would we? You’d have to leave the country of course. Never be seen again.

ROGER
Why not?

INSPECTOR
Don’t want you changing your mind, do we? Tell you what. We’ll split the cash. You can make a new start in Australia and I’ll take care of things here.

ROGER
What about the body?

INSPECTOR
You let me worry about that, sir. I do have some friends in the trade. Let’s just say that the Big Macs are going to be particularly tasty this year and the poor old horses can continue their retirement undisturbed. 

ROGER
Right. I’ll fetch the money and pack a case.

INSPECTOR
You do that sir.


(ROGER EXITS. SECONDS LATER THE DOOR CRASHES OPEN TO REVEAL AN ARMED UNIFORMED POLICEMAN)

POLICE
Right everybody freeze.


(ROGER FREEZES. CYNTHIA REMAINS PROSTRATE ON THE SOFA)

POLICE
There’s been a report of a murder at this address

CYNTHIA
Can I move, please?

POLICE
Yes, but keep your hands where I can see them.

CYNTHIA
There’s been a simple misunderstanding, officer. My husband saw me laying on the sofa and assumed I had died. He is a little unbalanced. There’s a history of mental illness in the family. His Aunt Harriot stole a rocket pack once. They had to shoot her down over Portsmouth. 

MARTIN
There’s been no murder here, officer. My wife, as she says, was just having a lie down. I thought she looked a bit pasty and assumed she had expired.

POLICE
Well, that is a bloody funny way to have lie down, isn’t it?

CYNTHIA
(YAWNS AND STRETCHES) Everything’s alright officer. There’s been no murder. I must have just dozed off for a moment

POLICE
Dozed off. You look like you’d been strangled

CYNTHIA
There’s no need to be so melodramatic officer. We’ve been, you know, having fun.

POLICE
I’ve no desire to know what you get up to in the privacy of your own home, madam. Somebody rang in and reported a murder. I shall need to search the premises

CYNTHIA
That won’t be necessary.


(ENTER ROGER IN HIS DRESSING GOWN CARRYING A SUITCASE)

ROGER
I’ve got the money. I’ll just get my suit on, and then I’ll be off. (BEAT) My God, what’s going on. I thought you were dead.


(ROGER FAINTS. THE SUITCASE SPILLS NOTES ACROSS THE FLOOR. CYNTHIA RUSHES OVER)

CYNTHIA
Roger darling, whatever’s the matter? 

POLICE
I thought you said he (MEANING MARTIN) was your husband

CYNTHIA
Darling, I call everyone darling. I used to be in the theatre.

ROGER
(COMING ROUND) What happened? You’re still alive. My wife’s still alive 

POLICE
I thought you were his (MEANING MARTIN’S) wife.

ROGER
(GROGGILY) I thought he (MEANING MARTIN) was the policeman.

CYNTHIA
No, darling, this is the real policeman. (SEDUCTIVELY) Quite a hunk he is too. Is that gun loaded, officer?

ROGER
(GROGGILY) If he’s the police, who’s he?

CYNTHIA
You know who it is darling, don’t you. It’s my husband.

ROGER
(GROGGILY) If he’s your husband, who am I?

CYNTHIA
You’re my husband too.

POLICE
Hold on, hold on. How many husbands have you got?

CYNTHIA
There’s a very simple explanation for all this officer. Both these men are my husband. I am, I can assure you, a very passionate woman. Roger is my husband Monday, Wednesday and Fridays and this man is my husband Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays.

POLICE
What about Sundays?

CYNTHIA
(SEDUCTIVELY) It’s a position I’m hoping to fill in the very near future.

ROGER
(GROGGILY) Why aren’t you dead?

CYNTHIA
Don’t be such a silly thing, Roger. You must have been dreaming.

ROGER
(GROGGILY) You said he was your husband. I thought I was your husband.

CYNTHIA
Of course you are darling. As I said, Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays

POLICE
This is all a bit suspicious if you ask me. Murders, fainting, husbands. And what’s all this money?

CYNTHIA
Oh that money. We found it, in that old suitcase, in the road. We were just on our way to hand it in at the station, when I suddenly felt an overwhelming desire to take a nap.

POLICE
I can’t make head or tail of this. I think you’d all better come along with me to the station.

CYNTHIA
Well, we’d quite happily do that wouldn’t we, chaps? On the other hand… all this money… in unmarked notes. Perhaps the best thing would be for you to deliver it to the station for us. Of course, it it never arrives… Well these things happen don’t they, officer? Then we can forget all about this murder nonsense. We don’t want a lot of tabloid headlines - Three in Bed Romp and that sort of thing. You know how they exaggerate.

POLICE
A bit late for that now, isn’t it?

CYNTHIA
(PICKING UP THE CASE AND STUFFING THE MONEY BACK IN) Now, look officer why don’t you take this suitcase full of money and take it back to the station. Perhaps you could call at your house on the way home. I’m sure your wife wouldn’t be averse to a new kitchen.

MARTIN
Or new patio doors.

POLICE
You’re not attempting to bribe an officer of the law are you, madam?

CYNTHIA
Guilty as charged.

POLICE
And this won’t go any further than these four walls?

CYNTHIA
You have my word. (SEDUCTIVELY) And then you could always call round on, say, a Sunday when my husbands are exhausted, and make sure everything’s ship shape and Bristol fashion.

POLICE
Right. OK. I’ll take this back to the (INVERTED COMMAS) station. And let’s have no more murders reported. Agreed?

CYHTHIA
We wouldn’t dream of such a thing, would we darlings?


(POLICEMAN EXITS)

CYNTHIA
God, you’re pathetic Roger. Couldn’t even murder me properly. Do you really think you could get rid of me that easily.

ROGER
What about you, pretending to be dead. I knew you were just play acting. I’m not as stupid as you think.

CYNTHIA
You’re right. You’re not as stupid as I think. You’re far, far worse.

MARTIN
Can I just say something here? Do either of you have the slightest  intention to purchasing any double glazing, conservatories or solar panels, with cash or with our easy payment plan?

CYNTHIA
Of course not, you silly little man. We were just using you.

MARTIN
In which case you’re both going on the Black List

ROGER
The Black List?

MARTIN
It’s a top secret database of awkward, dishonest or difficult customers who have lost the chance of EVER buying double glazing, or any other home improvements for the rest of their lives. Once you’re on the Black List, your home could fall to pieces, and none of us will give a fig. So don’t come crawling to me begging for a patio. As far as I’m concerned, you can spend the rest of your days in draughty rooms, with massive heating bills. I wash my hands of you.


(MARTIN STRUTTS OFF SLAMMING THE DOOR BEHIND HIM) 

MARTIN
(FROM BEHIND THE DOOR) And this door is not fit for purpose. 

ROGER
(CASUALLY) Fancy a martini darling?

CYNTHIA
Oh go on, I’m parched. What a day? These weekends seem to get harder all the time. Can’t we have a break next weekend?

ROGER
Oh, don’t be a spoilsport.

CYNTHIA
I’m so tired, Roger.

ROGER
But I’ve booked the hotel and everything. We’re going to have the most terrible row in the dining area. And on Saturday morning they’re going to find you floating in the pond with a knife in your back. It’s absolutely perfect.

CYNTHIA
I’ll need a snorkel

ROGER
Picked one up in Harrods this morning

CYNTHIA
I have to admit, it does sound rather fun. Cheers, darling. Here’s to murder most horrid

ROGERS
Murder most horrid.  Cheers.


(THEY CLINK GLASSES)

THE END
