
 

Characters 

 

Sir Michael Ainsworth (M)  –  Property Developer 

Lady Fiona Ainsworth (F)  – Art Dealer 

Dylan (Dy) Evans (M)  –  Entrepreneur  

Tatiana Evans-Toplova (F)  –  Russian Heiress, Dylan’s wife. 

Tommy Tricker (M)   – Professional Magician 

Daphne (F)    –  Magician’s Assistant 

Forbes (M)    –  Bartender and former School Caretaker 

Doctor George Winters (M)  –  Forensic Scientist 

Martina Rumbold (F)  – Detective Inspector 

 

Action takes place in the Cocktail Lounge of the Rose and Crown Hotel on the occasion of a reunion 

of ex pupils of Stonehouse School. 

 

  



 

Scene 1 – Cocktail lounge 

 

(Enter Sir Michael & Lady Fiona.  They are formally dressed for Dinner) 

 

Michael:  Ah yes.  Here we are.  I remember.  This was just a scruffy old Bar in my day.   

 

Fiona:   Well I hope there was somebody to serve drinks, then. 

 

Michael: Not a chance.  We were all under-age, though old Forbes would sometimes 

turn a blind eye. 

 

Fiona:   Forbes? 

 

Michael: He was the school caretaker-cum-dogsbody.  He always had to trail along to 

see we didn’t get into trouble. 

 

Fiona:   And did you? 

 

Michael: Frequently, but we managed to get back to school unscathed, in time for lights 

out. 

 

Fiona:   (Looking around) Where is everybody? 

 

Michael:  They’re probably changing for dinner.  We must be the first down. 

 

Fiona: Place is like a morgue.  I don’t know why you couldn’t have held your reunion 

in London where there’s at least a bit of life. 

 

Michael: Darling, I thought I’d explained.  This used to be our local hostelry - walking 

distance from the school.  As you will see tomorrow. There’s an interesting 

programme lined up with optional alternatives for spouses. 

 

Fiona:   I can’t wait. 

 

Michael: I thought you were looking forward to it.  You must have brought enough 

outfits to suit every imaginable dress code.  I could hardly fit your gigantic 

suitcase into the car.  Anyone would think you were planning a quick get-

away. 

 

Fiona: Don’t be silly, Michael.   If you’d been loading up the Land Rover you 

wouldn’t have even noticed. 

 

Michael:  A small car is more suitable for these country lanes. 

 

(Enter Forbes) 

 

Forbes:  Good evening, Sir. 

 

Michael:  Forbes! My dear chap.  What are you doing here? 

 

Forbes: I heard that you were holding your reunion near the school this year, so I 

thought I would make myself useful and offer my services, in a manner of 

speaking. 

 

Fiona:   Praise be! What does one have to do to get a drink around here? 



 

 

Michael:  Forbes, this is my wife, Lady Fiona. 

 

Forbes:  Pleased to meet you m’lady.  What would you like to drink? 

 

Fiona:   I’ll have a G and T, if you can manage it. 

 

Forbes:  Of course, madam.  And for you, Sir?   

 

Michael:  Same please.   

 

(Forbes moves to the bar area and begins to mix the drinks.)  

 

Forbes:  Are we to expect Mister Dylan this evening, Sir? 

 

Michael:  Mr. Dylan? Oh, you mean Dy.  Dy Evans?  Yes, as far as I know.  Why? 

 

Forbes: Well, I seem to remember he was quite a lad when he was here.   I just wonder 

how he’s getting along these days.  (Placing drinks in front of Fiona and 

Michael). If you remember, you senior boys named a drink after him.   

 

Michael: After Dy? That’s right! A cocktail – what was it?   “Never Say Die”!  That’s 

it. Could drink us under the table, could our Dy. 
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Fiona:   What on earth was in it?   

 

Michael:  Can’t remember. 

 

Forbes: As far as I know, sir, the recipe wasn’t saved.  But I could probably concoct it 

from memory. 

 

Fiona:   Well, that might liven things up a bit. 

 

Michael: I don’t know... From what I hear, Dy has become a respectable citizen. 

Recently re-married.  A Russian heiress, no less.  They should be here soon 

and we can see for ourselves. 

 

(Enter Tommy, throwing in a Magician’s top hat before him.) 

 

Tommy: (Swirling his cloak and bowing to audience)  ABRACADABRA!  Evening 

all! Tommy Tricker at your service! 

 

Michael:  Hang on a minute.  There must be some mistake.  This is a private function. 

 

Tommy: No mistake.  No mistake.  Isn’t this the reunion of the Stonehouse Old Boys 

Association?  SOBA? – (to audience) Sober.   Get it?  I like that. 

 

Michael:  Well, yes... 

 

Tommy:  Then I’m your man.  I have been engaged as your after-dinner entertainment.   

 

Fiona:   This gets worse. 
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Tommy:  And will you please welcome my able assistant – Daphne! 

 

 

(Daphne enters, wearing traditional glittery Assistant’s costume.  She is 

led in by Tommy, and curtsies to audience.)  

 

Tommy: Daphne will be assisting me throughout the entertainment.  Making sure I 

don’t trick you into parting with your prized possessions.  She’s something of 

a clairvoyant, you know.  Very useful at times.  Very useful. 

 

Forbes: (Coming forward from his station at the Bar). Forgive me, sir, but I think 

you’ll find you are engaged for after dinner.  This is a Reception for members 

of the Association to enjoy a quiet pre-dinner cocktail. 

 

Tommy: Point taken.  Agreed.  Just wanted to make our number – before the big event.  

We will now – dis-ap-pear!  

 

  (Tommy & Daphne begin to exit with a flourish. Then Tommy turns 

back)   

 

Tommy: Meanwhile – hold on to your Rolexes.  Magic is in the air.  

 

  (Exeunt) 

 

Michael:  Well Forbes.  What d’you make of that? 

 

Forbes: Hard to say, sir.  I had been informed that a Magician or some such Entertainer 

had been engaged, but rather thought he would keep the content of his, er... 

show, until after dinner. 

 

Fiona: You know what these Magicians are.  They’re con artists.  Don’t you see?  He 

was trying to frighten us into thinking he could magic away our watches, 

jewellery, or whatever, without our noticing.  A lot of nonsense if you ask me. 

 

(Enter Dylan with Tatiana following, looking nervously over her shoulder.  

She drags a small suitcase behind her.  They are wearing outdoor clothes) 

 

Dylan: Here we are, my dear.  Come along (seeing Michael) Michael! Good evening.  

(Shakes hands with Michael) And Fiona, isn’t it? I think we’ve met before. 

 

Fiona:    (Shaking hands) Have we?  I don’t recall. 

 

Michael: Surely, you remember, darling? (To Dylan) My wife has a lot on her mind.  

What with running her own business – a suite of art galleries, as well as 

helping me with mine - property development, you know.   

 

Fiona:   Thank you Michael.  I think I can speak for myself. 

 

Michael:  Sorry, darling. 

 

Dylan: Well, never mind.  It’s lovely to see you again so soon I mean, here, Lady 

Fiona.  Let me introduce my wife, Tatiana Evans-Toplova. 

 

Tatiana:  (Curtly, in broken English).  Good evening. 



 

 

Michael: (Speaking in deliberate speech, as if to a person hard of hearing) You are 

most welcome.  Hope you had a good journey? 

 

Dylan: Not really.  We got a bit lost down the country lanes.  Roads have all changed 

around since our day, eh? And then, the most extraordinary thing:  we were 

greeted just now by a man swirling a dark cloak, who insisted on directing us 

straight to the cocktail  lounge. Clever move I thought, but Tatty got quite 

disturbed, didn’t you dear? 

 

Michael: Oh, no need to worry about him.  He’s our entertainment, after the Dinner 

tonight.   He’s probably trying to get you in the mood. 

 

Dylan:   After a few drinks, maybe.  Talking of which... 

 

Forbes:  (Coming forward) What can I get you, sir? 

 

Dylan:   Forbes, you old rascal.  What are you doing here? 

 

Forbes:  Just helping out, sir. 

 

Dylan:   Well, you can help out by getting me a large whiskey and soda. 

 

Forbes:  Sir.   

 

Dylan:   And my wife will have.... 

 

Tatiana:  No, no.  I must to my room, for change clothes.  For your big Dinner, yes? 

 

Dylan: Of course, my dear.  Just let me down a whiskey or two, and I’ll follow you 

up. Will you be all right? 

 

Tatiana:  Yes, for sure. (To the others) Please excuse.  

 

(Exit Tatiana stage left) 
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Michael: Forbes was just reminding us of the cocktail we named after you, Dy. 

Remember? 

 

Dylan: How could I forget? “Never Say Die”.   I’ve lived by that motto ever since, 

though long since forgotten about the drink.  Cocktails are not my bag these 

days. 

 

Michael: That’s a shame because Forbes was going to mix up a fresh brew, for old 

time’s sake. 

 

Forbes: (Placing glass of whiskey in front of Dylan) That’s right, sir.  If I can 

remember the ingredients correctly.                     

 

    (Exit Forbes stage right) 
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 Dylan: Pretty lethal as I recall.  (Raising his glass). Cheers!  Well, anyway, it’s good 

to see the old familiar faces.  Who else are we expecting? 

 

Michael: The usual suspects, I guess. You know they started admitting girls to the 

school some time ago? 

 

Dylan:   Bad move, bad move. But they wouldn’t come to a shindig like this. Surely?   

 

Fiona:   Why ever not?  I’m here. 

 

Dylan:   Yes, but you’ve come with your husband, as a significant other. 

 

Fiona:   So why shouldn’t a woman bring her husband along as a - what did you call it? 

 

Dylan:   Significant other.  Or the term Plus One is often used these days. 

 

Fiona:   What’s wrong with “Partner”? 

 

Michael: I’m not getting involved in all that stuff.  Look, I’ve just remembered I left my 

notes in the car.  I’ll leave you two to get to know each other. All right, 

darling? 

 

Fiona:   Fine.  

 

Dylan:   You giving a speech, then? 

 

Michael: Well, I thought I’d make a few introductions.  People to thank, you know.  Try 

to hold things together.          

 

  (Exit Michael) 

 

Dylan:   Pompous as ever, I see. 

 

Fiona:   That was close.  You nearly gave the game away. 

 

Dylan: (Moving close to Fiona) A game?  Is that what you call it?  Your husband 

thinks we’ve met before.  He as much said so. 

 

Fiona:   Yes, but not for yonks.  Not like - last week.   

 

Dylan: Wonderful, wasn’t it?  I couldn’t pass up the chance of seeing you again.  I’d 

like to think you feel the same. 

 

Fiona:   All right.  But we must be careful. 

 

(Enter Michael, pocketing his notes.  Dylan and Fiona break away from 

each other) 

 

Michael:   So, Dy, what have you been up to since we last met? 

 

Dylan: This and that.  I’ve travelled quite a bit.   A few business conquests.  Some 

failures.  Life’s rich tapestry, you know. 

 

Michael:  With the emphasis on the ‘rich’, no doubt. 

 



 

Dylan:   I wouldn’t say that.  But I like my creature comforts. 

 

Michael:  So it would appear. 

 

Dylan:   Meaning? 

 

Fiona:   He’s referring to your Russian bride.  He envies you.  You should be flattered. 

 

Dylan: Well I did strike lucky there. Tatiana is no young bride, mind.  She’s a cultured 

mature lady.  A bit temperamental – but I can handle that. 

 

(Enter George.  He is dressed for dinner) 

 

George:  This is where you all are!   

 

Michael:  George!  Come and join us.   

 

George:  What’s all that Magic Circle business outside? 

 

Michael: Oh, you must have stumbled across our Magician.  He’s supposed to be 

amusing us later, but appears to be up to his tricks already. This is my wife, 

Fiona.  Fiona  darling, meet Doctor George Winters. 

 

George:  (Kissing Fiona’s hand) Enchanté, Madame.   

 

Michael:  And you remember Dylan, better known as “Dy”? 

 

George: (As they shake hands, it is clear that there is some long-standing animosity 

between them) More by reputation.  You preceded me by a few years. 

Anyway, we were in different Houses. That was important, then.   
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Dylan: Hardly matters now, though, does it?  Now we’ve trodden our own separate 

paths. 

 

George:  You mean, after you trampled all over mine? 

 

Dylan:   What are you talking about? 

 

George:   That business in the Science Lab.  You can’t have forgotten? 

 

Dylan:   The fire, you mean? 

 

George:  That’s right.  I took the rap for that, when we all know who was responsible. 

 

Dylan:   Well, I.... 

 

George:  The publicity over that incident has dogged my career prospects ever since. 

 

Dylan:   Well, you don’t seem to have done so badly. 

 

George:  And how would you know?  
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Michael:  Hey, hey, you two.  This is no time to revisit an old vendetta. 

 

(Pause) 

 

Fiona: (Attempting to change the subject).  Are you a medical doctor or a doctor of 

philosophy? 

 

George:  Both. 

 

Dylan:   There’s clever. 

 

George: What I mean is, I’m a Forensic Scientist, so my interest in criminal psychology 

informs my medical knowledge – and vice versa. 

 

Michael: Why do I have a feeling we’ve been drawn into one of those Murder Mystery 

evenings? 

 

Fiona:   You’re forgetting something. 

 

Dylan:   What’s that? 

 

Fiona:   We don’t have a victim. 

 

(A blood-curdling scream is heard offstage) 

 

Michael:  You were saying...? 

 

(Enter Tatiana in a state of near collapse, propped up by Tommy and 

Daphne. They guide her to the nearest seat).  

 

Tatiana:  I cannot find.... I lose my...he take my, my... 

 

Tommy:  No panic, no panic.  Madam is trying to say that she has mislaid her diamond 

   necklace. 

 

Tatiana:  No, no, no.... You took.  This man, he no good. 

 

Dylan: Thought so.  He’s a rogue, disguised as a Magician.  Well, you botched this 

one, you...you.. trickster.  Can’t you see my wife is extremely upset?  I’m 

sending for the Police. 

 

Tommy: No.  Please.  I swear... I had nothing to do with it.  Daphne and I came to the 

lady’s assistance as soon as we heard the screams. 

 

George:  Look, I think we’re jumping to conclusions here, without a shred of evidence. 

 

Fiona:  I agree.  Let’s all calm down.  I’ll take Tatiana up to her room and we can 

have a proper look for the necklace.  Is that all right with you, Dy? 

 

Dylan:   I suppose so.  (To Tatiana) And you, dear? 

 

(Tatiana nods through her tears) 

 

Fiona: Come on, then. (Helps Tatiana to her feet.  Tatiana stops to glower at 

Tommy & Daphne as she and Fiona exit stage left) 



 

 

George: (To Tommy & Daphne). I suggest you two make yourselves scarce.  At least 

until after Dinner.  And it would be wise not to leave the premises. 

 

Dylan:   Now who’s jumping to conclusions? 

 

George:  Touché. 

 

Tommy: Nothing to hide. (holding up his arms to show empty pockets) See? Nothing 

to hide.   At least not until after Dinner.  That’s when the MAGIC takes hold.  

(Tommy & Daphne exit stage left with their usual flourish.) 

 

Michael:  Can’t say I trust those two. 

 

George:  Oh, they’re innocent enough.  The crime is too obvious. 

 

Dylan:   What if he decides to conjure up the necklace during Dinner? 

 

George:  Well, that would be an interesting twist. 

 

Michael:  And a cruel trick indeed. 

 

Dylan:   Then I would definitely report him to the police.   

 

George:  On what grounds?  Bad taste? 

 

Dylan: I’d soon find something. I’ve had a lot of experience in teasing out various 

forms of misconduct – from petty crimes to moral scandals. 

 

(There is an uncomfortable pause)  

 

Michael:  Well let’s hope it doesn’t come to that. 

 

(Enter Forbes stage right) 

 

Forbes:  Forgive the intrusion, but I have been informed that Dinner is to be delayed.... 

 

Michael:  Not surprising.... 

 

Forbes: ...so, in the meantime, I have taken the liberty of making up the said cocktail 

referred to earlier. 

 

Dylan:   Never-say-die!  That’s the spirit. 

 

Forbes: It does contain a spirit, but in deference to your lady wife, sir, I have 

substituted a special vodka for the usual gin. 

 

Michael:  Steady on.  There is a type of vodka cocktail known as “Kamikaze”. 

 

Fiona:   Where did you hear that? 

 

Michael:  Oh I don’t know.  Some quiz show.  

 

Dylan:   Never mind that now.  Pour away, Forbes. 

 



 

(Forbes begins to pour drinks into cocktail glasses.  George gets up to give 

him a hand. Enter Fiona) 

 

Michael:  Ah, just in time, Fi.  Forbes is about to poison us with his cocktails. 

 

Fiona:   Not funny Michael. 

 

Dylan: No, not in the best of tastes, under the circumstances. Excuse the pun. Sorry.  

But how is my Tatty?  Is she coming down to join us? 

 

Fiona: I’m afraid not.  No sign of the necklace, though she insists she was wearing it. 

Never goes anywhere without it.  I persuaded her to lie down for a bit and rest.  

She’s still in a state of shock. 

 

(Forbes begins passing round the cocktails from a tray, with the help of 

George) 

 

Dylan: (Taking a drink from George) I’d better go up to her.  I’ll try her with the 

vodka. That should bring her round.      

 

    (Exit Dylan stage right) 

 

George:  (calling after Dylan) That’s not such a good idea. 

 

Michael: Too late.  You know Dy.  Impulsive as ever.  We might as well sit and enjoy 

our cocktails while we can. (They begin to sip their drinks).  Cheers!  Mm... 

not bad.  You haven’t lost your touch, Forbes. 

 

Forbes:  Thank you, sir.            
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(Forbes exits stage right.) 

 

George: Cheers.  So, Fiona, tell me about yourself.  A Lady, but not exactly a lady of 

leisure, I imagine? 

 

Fiona: You imagine correctly.  In fact, I shouldn’t be here at all.  I had to postpone a 

meeting with an eminent London art dealer. But Michael wanted my opinion 

on some potential land sale in these parts.  That’s why I happen to be here.  

What about you?  Do you have a ‘significant other’? 

 

George: I have a wife and two teenage boys, if that’s significant.  Lizzie is a GP.  On 

call this weekend, so can’t be here. 

 

Fiona:   Well she hasn’t missed much. 

 

Michael:  So far. 

 

(Enter Dylan, looking distressed) 

 

Dylan:   I don’t think my wife will be joining us for Dinner. 

 

Fiona:   Why not?  What’s happened? 
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Dylan:       Nothing.  That’s the thing.  She took a sip of drink..and... 

 

George:  The cocktail? 

 

Dylan: .... fell back into a deep sleep. I can’t rouse her.  (To George) George, I 

hesitate to ask, I know our, er,  re-acquaintance hasn’t been the best, but I 

wonder if you could take a look at her, in your professional capacity? 

 

George: Under the circumstances, I consider it my duty.  Perhaps, Dylan, you would 

lead the way?                           

 

  (Exit George & Dylan) 

 

Fiona: Well, this is where we came in.  Just the two of us.  Are we ever going to get 

something to eat in this place? 

 

Michael:   Do you think we should send for the police? 

 

Fiona: What for? Nobody has had a proper look for the necklace.  It could be in the 

car, bottom of a suitcase... anywhere.   

 

Michael:  Accidentally mislaid, you mean? 

 

Fiona: Yes....and no.  Perhaps not so accidentally.  I know these Russian Oligarchs.  

Always out to get maximum financial gain from their personal treasures. 

 

Michael: That’s a bit rich.  Anyway, Madam Topple-Over whatever her name is, is not 

an Oligarch.  She’s a... she’s... an Heiress.   

 

Fiona:    That’s right.  An heiress to an Oligarch. 

 

(Enter George) 

 

George:  I’m afraid I have some very bad news.  It’s Madame Toplova. 

 

(Michael & Fiona rise) 

 

Fiona:   What about her? 

 

George:  She has not survived. 

 

Michael:  You don’t mean? 

 

George:  Yes, I am afraid she has passed away. 

 

Fiona:   Good Heavens!  Was it the shock, do you think? 

 

George:  Possibly.  But unlikely, in my opinion.  I think it’s time to send for the police. 

 

Michael:  The police? 

 

George: In view of the circumstances, the missing necklace, a cocktail containing God 

knows what, that cloak and dagger stuff... 

 



 

Michael:  Oh, come on George.  You are being alarmist, surely? 

 

Fiona: No.  He’s right Michael.  We could all be implicated.  We should set the 

record straight. 

 

Michael:  Very well, then. 

 

(Enter Forbes) 

 

Forbes:  I am told that dinner is now being served, sir. 

 

Michael: Thank you Forbes.  But we have more pressing matters to deal with. There has 

been a most unfortunate incident. Would you be good enough to tell them to 

start Dinner without us? If anybody asks, the SOBA committee meeting is 

running late.  

 

Forbes:   Certainly, sir. 

 

George: And Forbes?  Not a word about anything you may have heard within these four 

walls.    

 

  (Forbes nods his assent and exits stage right) 

 

Fiona:   I don’t know about you, but I could do with a breath of air. 

 

Michael: I’m sorry to have dragged you into all this, darling.  Why don’t you go and 

freshen up? I will inform the local police, and George, perhaps you will see 

how poor old Dy is doing? 
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George:  Good idea.                                         

 

(Exeunt stage left. Enter Tommy stage right) 

 

Tommy: (addressing audience) All a bit depressing so far, isn’t it?  I bet it’s given you 

some food for thought, though?  Spot any clues?  Permit me to share some of 

my own thoughts on the matter.  One:  Did the victim die of natural causes and 

simply - “topple over”? Get it?  Oh, never mind. Bad joke. Two: Was it an 

accident?  Or (Menacingly) MURDER? Three: If murder, who is the culprit, 

and what was the motive?   Something to think about while you enjoy your 

drinks and nibbles.   More will be revealed in the next scene, when the police 

arrive.  Back soon!  (Exit Tommy with his usual flourish) 

 

(Lights up)      

 

INTERVAL 

 

(During the Interval, Daphne gives out accusation sheets (see production 

notes)) 
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Scene 2 – cocktail lounge, two hours later. 

 

(Tommy enters and addresses audience.  While he is speaking, 

Michael, George and Fiona enter and sit in the same places, as before.  

Daphne stays within audience.) 

 

Tommy: Well I hope you’ve enjoyed a break from the tension of the previous scene.  

No such relief for us.  We’ve been confined to barracks till the police arrive.  

More  evidence coming up as... the plot thickens...!                  

 

  (Exit Tommy)  

 

Fiona:   How much longer?  This is so tedious. 

 

George: I agree, but we have to allow the police to complete their investigations.  

We’re all under suspicion till then. 

 

Michael:   All of us?  Even Dy? 

 

George:  Anyone who has had any contact with the deceased around the time of death. 

 

(Enter Forbes stage left, ushering in Martina) 

 

Forbes:  This way, Inspector.   (Exit Forbes stage left.) 

 

Martina: (Introducing herself) Detective Inspector Rumbold.  Sorry to keep you 

waiting.  

 

Michael:  You can’t be!   

 

Martina:  Sorry? 

 

Michael:  You’re a woman. 

 

Martina:  S’ right. 

 

Fiona:   Michael!  (To Martina) You must excuse my husband.  He’s so last century. 

 

Michael: No, it’s not that.  I was thinking that, if you’re a local girl, you might be a 

member of SOGA.  

 

Martina:  And how would my holiday plans come into this? 

 

Michael:  No, no. SOGA, Stonehouse Old Girls’ Association. 

 

Martina: (Insulted) What d’ you think? As if ...  Never mind.  Local Comp. that’s me, 

since you ask.   Now, if you wouldn’t mind, I am here to investigate a serious 

fatal incident.  I would like to begin by asking each of you about your 

relationship with the deceased. 

 

George:  We met her for the first time this evening. 

 

Fiona:   All except Dy, of course. 

 

Martina:  Dy? 



 

 

Michael:  Dylan Evans, her husband. 

 

Martina:  And how long have you known him? 

 

Michael: George and I were at school with him.  You do know that you have intruded 

on our old boys’ reunion? 

 

Martina:  How did you get on with him? 

 

Michael: Like a house on fire.  Always up to mischief, mind.  Frequently in trouble with 

teachers.  But we boys admired that. 

 

Martina: (Addressing George) What about you, sir?  Did you admire his schoolboy 

misdemeanours? 

 

George: I really don’t see what this has to do with this case, but since you ask, no, I 

didn’t particularly admire his rebellious ways.  It was not good for my...the 

school’s reputation. 

 

Michael:  George was always a bit of a swot.  Preferred to get on with your studies, 

didn’t you George? 

 

Fiona: Excuse me, but is this relevant?   A woman has died and all you can talk about 

is her husband’s schoolboy pranks.  Where is Dy, anyway? 

 

Martina:  Mr. Evans is helping Uniform with their enquiries. 

 

Fiona:   Surely, he’s not a suspect? 

 
This script must not be copied, printed or performed without the permission of Scripts for Stage.  Copying and 

performance licences can be obtained from https://scriptsforstage.co.uk/wp/product/dy-performance/ 

 

Martina:  We can’t rule anything out at this stage.  Forensics will be able to tell us more. 

 

George:  Ah, well that’s where I can help. 

 

Martina:  And you are? 

 

George: George Winters.  Doctor Winters. Forensic Scientist.  I was with her, I mean 

Madame Toplova - and Dy of course, at the... at the end. 

 

Martina: I’m sorry, sir.  A delicate situation, I know, but in view of your very recent 

association with the victim, we have to ask our local forensics team to carry 

out an independent investigation. 

 

Michael: Why are you calling her a ‘victim’?  She died of natural causes, or worst-case 

scenario - shock, after the disappearance of her necklace...didn’t she? 

 

Martina:  We are taking that into account.  As I said: we can’t rule anything... 

 

Fiona: (overlapping and parroting Martina’s words) I know, “we can’t rule 

anything out...”  This is such a waste of time. 

 

(Enter Dylan) 

https://scriptsforstage.co.uk/wp/product/dy-performance/


 

 

Dylan:   Forensics have arrived.  They want me out of the way. 

 

Martina: Good.  I mean...  good - that they’ve arrived.  Please accept my condolences, 

sir.  I’ll go and see how they’re doing.  (Exit Martina) 

 

Fiona:   (Goes to Dylan and gives him a hug) Dy, I’m so sorry. 

 

Michael:  Yes, a bad business. 

 

(Fiona and Dylan sit down still holding hands.  Not for the first time, 

George observes their closeness) 

 

George:  Forbes!  Are you still there? 

 

(Enter Forbes stage left.) 

 

Forbes:  Sir? 

 

George:  You couldn’t get us all a round of drinks, could you? 

 

Michael:  Good idea, while Miss Kill-joy is out of the way. 

 

Fiona:   Now, now.  You wouldn’t say that about a Master Kill-joy. 

 

Forbes: Very sorry, sir.  I’ve been told not to touch anything in the bar until 

investigations are complete.  (Forbes retreats to stand guard of the bar 

area.) 

 

Michael:  Well what else can we do to relieve us of the boredom. 

 

    (Enter Tommy) 

 

Tommy:  Couldn’t help interfering...overhearing. May I suggest – a game of cards? 

Snap? Whist? Poker?  No?  Not in the mood?  Understood, understood.  Never 

mind.  It’s time for my performance, which you good SOBA people, sadly, are 

going to miss.   

 

Fiona:   (Sarcastically) We’re all devastated. 

 

Tommy: (Addressing audience). By the way, did you know that ‘soba’ is a type of 

noodle?  Made from buckwheat with an earthy grain-like taste.  Just saying. 

    Where are you, Daphne?   

 

Daphne:  (Raises her hand from somewhere in the audience) Here! 

 

Tommy: Come on, then.  We’re on in ten minutes. (Tommy and Daphne exit through 

audience.) 

 

(Those on stage sit for a while in silence. Enter Martina stage left) 

 

Dylan:   What news, Detective? 

 

Martina:  Mr. Evans, was your wife allergic to any substances?  Food allergies?  

 



 

Dylan: No, not that I know of.  She was looking forward to the Dinner tonight.  No 

special dietary requirements.   

 

Martina:  Diabetic? 

 

Dylan;   No, why do you ask? 

 

Martina:  It would appear that Mrs. Evans-Toplova died of some kind of poisoning. 

 

George:  Alcoholic poisoning?  

 

Martina:  Possibly.   

 

Dylan:   It’s that cocktail.   

 

Martina:  Cocktail? 

  

George:  Yes, Forbes here concocted it from an old recipe.  God knows what was in it. 

 

Forbes:  I can assure you, I... 

 

Martina: Don’t worry.  We will be analysing the ingredients in due course.  It is the way 

it was administered that concerns us. 

 

Dylan:   Meaning? 

 

Martina: Forensics inform me that the substance was administered by needle.  (All 

respond with shock and surprise). We will know more when we get the 

pathology report.  Meanwhile, I must ask that none of you leaves the premises.  

Get some sleep and we will meet again in the morning.                                                      

 

(Exit Martina) 

 

Michael:  Too late for Dinner, I suppose? 

 

Fiona:   Michael, how could you? 
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Michael:  Well, I had rather a good speech prepared. 

 

George:  Room service for me, I think. 

 

Michael:  Good idea.  We’ll do the same. You’ll see to that Forbes? 

 

Forbes:  Sir. 

 

Michael:  You’ll join us, Dy? For a nightcap? 

 

Dylan:   Thank you.  But I must go and see what they’re doing to my poor dear Tatty. 

 

Fiona:   Of course you must.                      

 

(Exeunt stage left) 
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Scene 3 - The following morning 

 

(Enter Fiona, Michael, Dylan, George, Forbes, dressed in day clothes.  

They take their seats while Forbes stands in attendance.  Enter Tommy 

who addresses audience) 

 

Tommy: Morning all!  I expect you’d like to know how it all went last night? My 

performance, I mean, not the investigation.  Well I can tell you that the magic 

did its work - and more.  A few absent places at dinner but the show must go 

on, you know. It’s your turn now.  To help Detective Inspector Rumbold, we 

have agreed to answer questions from anyone, or two, or more of you.  So here 

goes.  Accusation sheets at the ready?  First question, please.  

 

(Tommy takes his place on stage with the others. Once the questioning has 

finished, all players, except Tommy, file out while the audience complete 

their accusation sheets.) 

 

Tommy: You now have ten minutes to decide who is the culprit.   Daphne will then 

collect your ballot papers, I mean, verdict sheets, and we will see if they 

concur with the conclusions of Detective Inspector Rumbold.       

 

  (Exit Tommy. Sheets are collected and results recorded behind the scenes)  

 

 

  



 

Scene 4 – The Denouement 

 

(Enter Tommy) 

 

Tommy: (Facing audience). Here we are again.  Daphne, Daphne, where are you? (No 

answer. Menacingly) Is anybody there...  Come on Tinkerbell.  This is no 

time to make yourself invisible.   Collected all the papers? 

 

Daphne: (From audience). I’m here.  Keep your shirt on, Tom.   I’ve been handing in 

the papers for scrutiny. 

 

Tommy:   Good. Good. (To audience).  Welcome to the Final Denouement! 

 

(Enter Martina stage left) 

 

Martina:  Thank you Mr. Trickster.  I can take it from here. 

 

Tommy:   Tricker. 

 

Martina:  What? 

 

Tommy:   Tricker.  That’s my name. 

 

Martina: Oh, I see.  Well, I would like to speak to all those who were present at the time 

of the incident.  Would you be good enough to ask them to return to the bar 

area for questioning? 
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Tommy: Consider it done, Ma’am.   Come on, Daphne.  You too.  (Exit Tommy and 

Daphne through audience.) 

 

(Martina wanders round the set looking for clues.  She examines a glass, 

holds it up to the light.  Enter Dylan) 

 

Martina:   Good morning, Mr Evans.   

 

Dylan:   Do I have to be included in this line-up of suspects? 

 

Martina:  This must be extremely stressful for you, but you should be present to hear the 

pathologist’s report.  Meanwhile, we must proceed with our investigations.  

 

(As Martina is speaking, enter Michael, Fiona, George and Forbes, 

followed by Tommy and Daphne.  Fiona and Michael seat themselves 

either side of Dylan. George sits but keeps his distance.  Forbes resumes 

his place in the bar area.  While all this is going on, Daphne hands the 

completed accusation sheets to Martina) 

 

Michael:  This is ridiculous.  I have a meeting with the Land Surveyor in ten minutes.   

 

Fiona:   There are more important things in life than your business deals, Michael.   

 

George:  Yes, Dy’s business deals, for instance. 
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Dylan:   What do you mean by that? 

 

Martina:  Do you wish to explain that, Doctor Winters? 

 

George:  It’s nothing.  We go back a long way. 

 

Martina: Then, if no relevance to this situation, we should proceed. Mr. Forbes, the 

ingredients of your cocktail have been analysed, but could you list them again 

– for the record. 

 

Michael: Come on.  Forbes was doing us a favour, using his old recipe. Surely that 

could remain his secret? 

 

Martina:   I’m sorry, sir.  We must pursue every line of enquiry.  

 

George:  Quite right.  You never know what he put in it. 

 

Forbes: I take exception to that, sir.  I have nothing to hide.  I will willingly list the 

ingredients, Inspector. 

 

Dylan:   Never Say Die.  That’s ironic. 

 

Martina: (To George). I believe you were attending the victim round about the time of 

her demise. 

 

George:  Dy was worried and asked me to take a look at her. 

 

Martina:  Those were his exact words? 

 

George:  As I recall.  I believe he added something like: ‘in your professional capacity’ 

 

Martina:  And what did you do? 

 

George:  Do?    

 

Martina:  Yes.  Did you examine her, or treat her in any way? 

 

George:  I’m afraid there was no need.  It was too late. 

 

(A respectful pause) 

 

Martina:  Lady Ainsworth, I believe you also were with the deceased at the time? 

 

Fiona: No, not at the precise time.  Tatiana was distressed, almost hysterical, when 

she discovered her necklace was missing.  I managed to get her settled and 

then came down to join the others. 

 

Dylan:   We know all this. 

 

Martina: I realise this is extremely painful for you, Mr. Evans.  I am merely trying to 

establish a motive. 

 

Michael:  Motive?  Does that mean...? 

 



 

Martina: The pathology report finds that Madame Evans-Toplova died from a strong 

dose of Benzodiazepine, a powerful sedative, administered by a third party. 

 

(All react with horror) 

 

George: Now look here!  We know the woman was distressed.  She probably took a 

sedative to help her sleep. 

 

Dylan:   My wife was not in the habit of taking sleeping pills. 

 

Martina: Forensics have confirmed that the substance was injected by needle.  When 

mixed with the strong alcoholic cocktail already consumed, the fusion of a 

diazepine based drug resulted in a fatal overdose.  We must therefore conclude 

that the killer is in our midst. 

 

(Reactions such as “That’s impossible”, ‘It can’t be” “Ridiculous” “Not 

me”) 

 

Martina:  There is no other explanation. 

 

George: Now look here.  We only met the woman for the first time last evening. Except 

for Dylan, of course.  And why would he want to kill his own wife?  

 

Martina:   He might have had a motive.  As would any one of you. 

 

Daphne:    Even me? 
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Martina: Even you Daphne.  Now, Mr. Tricks...Tricker,  you seem to have taken on the 

role of Master of Ceremonies, (handing Tommy a clipboard with attached 

notes) would you be good enough to read out the interim investigative report?  

 

George:  Hold on.  Why as this charlatan been given the privilege? 

 

Martina:   If you will exert some patience, sir, you’ll find out soon enough. 

 

Tommy:  Happy to oblige.  Or, sadly, as it happens. 

 

Michael:  Pul-ease!  Just get on with it. 

 

Tommy:  Right.  First:  Mr. Dylan Evans, husband of the deceased.  Mr. Evans stood to 

gain the entire proceeds of his wife’s inheritance.... 

 

Dylan:   What? 

 

Tommy:  ...which he intended to share with Lady Fiona... 

 

Fiona:   No! 

 

Martina:  Which makes Lady Fiona a suspect, also. 

 

Michael:   Fiona.  Is this true? 
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Fiona: Of course not.  In any case, you can’t possibly prove anything.  Where’s the 

evidence? 

 

Martina: It emerges that Doctor Winters, with his interest in psychology, observed a 

closeness between the two of you that demonstrated more than a recent 

acquaintance. 

 

Dylan: That man will try anything to put me in the dirt. You wait till we get out of this 

house of horrors, George, and I swear I’ll... 

 

Martina: We fully understand your distress, Mr. Evans, but we must proceed.  Mr. 

Trickery? 

 

Tommy: (Continuing to read out report). Mr Forbes, Barman, old friend and protector 

of Old Boys’ Association.  Analysis of the vodka cocktail consumed by the 

deceased revealed the expected preponderance of spirit over mixers, but also 

traces of diazepine. However, no motive could be established. 

 

Michael:  Glad to hear it.  What about me?  Did I have a motive? 

 

Martina: No trace evidence so far, sir, but that doesn’t rule out a motive. (To Tommy).  

Now, Mr. Tricker.  Can I ask you to sit this one out, and Daphne, is it? 

 

Daphne:  (Daphne comes forward and Tommy takes her place). Yes Ma’am. 

 

Martina:  Do you have another name? 

 

Daphne:  No, just Daphne.  It’s my stage name. 

 

Martina:  I am ruling out you and Mr. Tricker as suspects in the case of homicide. 

 

Tommy: (Leaping to his feet) I should hope so.  (Daphne takes her chance to slip out 

to take her place in the audience)  

 

Martina: But you are still under suspicion regarding the disappearance of the necklace 

belonging to the deceased. 

 

Tommy:  That’s easily explained.... 

 

Martina:  Good.  We’ll come to that in a moment. 

 

Michael:  So that leaves... (All look at George) 

 

Martina:  Doctor Winters. 

 

George: I consider what can only be a supposition, as an insult to my intelligence.   

Both improbable and impossible. 

 

Dylan:   Not in my book. We already know that...  

 

(Dylan is about to continue with his accusations) 

 

Martina: (Interrupting) Please, Mr. Evans, if you will allow me...  We are aware of the 

animosity between yourself and Doctor Winters, which may or may not be 



 

relevant to this case.  However, a poisonous substance has been found in the 

cocktail - mixed by Mr. Forbes, but handed to Mr. Evans by Doctor Winter. 

 

(All react with surprise and horror)   

 

Dylan:   There!  You see? 

 

Martina: So when Mr. Evans, in all innocence, persuaded his wife to drink it instead of 

himself, you decided to finish the job by injecting the victim with an even 

stronger dose of the same substance, which proved fatal. 

 

George: And why would I do that?  I didn’t know the woman, and it was Dylan himself 

who asked me to come to her assistance. 

 

Martina: There you have it.  You calculated that no-one would question the word of 

someone of your professional standing, and would conclude that Mr. Evans 

killed his own wife.  After all, it was you, sir, who (consulting her notes) as I 

remember, “observed a closeness between Lady Fiona and Mr Evans”. That, 

you thought, is what would provide Mr Evans with his motive. 
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(Murmurs of shock and disbelief from others.  George raises his hands as 

if in surrender. Tommy leaps forward to address the audience) 

 

Tommy: After all that drama, we need a change of mood.  But first the little matter of 

the missing diamond necklace. All right, I must fess up to removing it from 

Madame Topple Over by sleight of hand - but I had every intention of 

returning it at the appropriate moment.  Unfortunately, it has not yet come to 

light, which means I am in serious trouble. 

 

(Sighs of mock sympathy from those seated behind: “Aaah..”) 

 

Daphne:  (from audience). Tommy, I’ve found it!  Here, watch this! (Daphne slowly 

approaches a member of the audience, as if in a trance, places her hands 

over a woman’s head, then announces) This lady’s wearing it. 

 

Tommy: Phew!  That’s a relief.  I thought for a moment you’d lost your magical   

powers.  Madam, would you mind standing up to show us the necklace? 

 

(Woman in audience obliges. Those on stage clap. Daphne retires 

backstage) 

 

Michael:  So it was a trick after all? 

 

Dylan:   In very bad taste, if I may say so. 

 

Fiona:   The whole evening has been in bad taste, if you ask me. 

 

Michael:  Time will tell.  Time will tell. 

 

Tommy: Come on.  Lighten up.  This is the moment you’ve all been waiting for.  Let’s 

test your observation skills and see who agrees with the verdict of Detective 
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Inspector Rumbold – that Doctor George Winters is the culprit.  Daphne, 

where are the papers? 

 

(Enter Daphne rushes on stage right, with papers) 

 

Daphne:  Here, Tommy.  (Hands accusation sheets to Tommy) 

 

(Tommy reads out results.  E.g. Table 1 = Dy.  Table 2 = Fiona. 3 = 

George, etc.) 

 

Tommy:  And the prize goes to (table name) 

 

(Action resumes after winning table/s have been announced and prizes 

awarded) 

 

Tommy: And now we must take our leave.  George Winters to the ‘nick’, with 

Detective Rumbold.   

 

  (George and Martina exit stage left).   

 

Tommy: Forbes back to his allotment, or some other tedious hobby.   

 

  (Forbes exits stage right)  

 

Tommy: Michael and Fiona back to London.  

 

  (Exit Michael and Fiona stage left)  

 

Tommy: Or is it Dy and Fiona to a secret destination?    

 

(Fiona returns, links arms with Dy and they exit together stage right. 

Tommy watches them go off)   

 

Tommy:  But that’s another story.  Ready Daphne?   So long folks!  

 

(Tommy and Daphne wave to audience and exeunt stage left) 

 

CURTAIN 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  


