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Act 1  

Scene 1 – Wedding Suite 

(Lights up. Tabs open. The scene opens in the wedding suite of the Hotel – Le 

Blanc Saxonne de La Tour, a luxury country hotel. There is a long table at one 

end of the stage with two chairs behind it and twelve chairs, six on the right of 

the stage and six on the left and leaving an aisle in the middle. The chairs are 

laid out two abreast. (Muriel Jenkins, the wedding coordinator, enters the stage 

carrying a bouquet of flowers, which she places on the middle of the table. As 

she positions the flowers, Brian Thorpe her assistant, enters the stage) 

Brian:  What time’s the registrars getting here Muriel?  

Muriel: Two o’clock. Wedding’s at two thirty. 

Brian:  Ah, dentist time. 

Muriel: What? 

Brian:  Tooth hurty. 

Muriel: Very funny and I don’t think. You have got to take this wedding seriously Brian. 

These are very important people and we can’t afford for anything to go wrong. 

Brian: Alright Muriel. Stop worrying. We’ve got plenty of time. 

Muriel: Yes, we should have. I’ve told chef to start the canapés at three. You and I will serve 

the champagne. 

Brian: Is it the good stuff? 

Muriel: Are you kidding? Forsythe Cumberland’s mega rich. This would have been a huge 

society wedding, had it not been for… well you know what. 

Brian: The fact that his daughter is over eight months up the duff. 

Muriel: Eloquently put Brian and completely accurate. 

Brian: You know it’s all happening around here today. 

Muriel: I know. If we can make this wedding successful, who knows, we could be the hottest 

news on Instagram. 

Brian: Talking of news. Have you heard the news on the radio? 

Muriel: No. I haven’t had the time. 

Brian: Well, it’s ever so exiting.  

Muriel: What is? 

Brian: Three convicted criminals have apparently escaped while on their way to court for 

their sentencing. 

Muriel: Where was this? 

Brian: Well, that’s the exciting bit. They escaped just outside Nibbleton Upon the Norris. 

Muriel: Nibbleton Upon the Norris? 



 

 

Brian: Yes. Nibbleton Upon the Norris. 

Muriel: Where’s Nibbleton Upon the Norris? 

Brian: Haven’t a clue. But they were sighted in Winkle Under the Norris 

Muriel: Winkle Under the Norris? 

Brian: Yes. Winkle Under the Norris. 

Muriel: And that is where? 

Brian: No idea. But they were last seen in the town centre. 

Muriel: What town centre? Dinkle Under the Duvet? 

Brian: No! Our town centre. Haven’t you heard all the police sirens? 

Muriel: I’m too busy planning this bloody wedding to think about anything else. 

Brian: Apparently, there are road blocks all over the place. It’s like we are living in an 

episode of Law and Order, or FBI, or Morse, or Vera, or… 

Muriel: Yes, thank you Brian. I get the point. 

Brian: I love a good police programme. 
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Muriel: Do you? 

Brian: I would have made a superb detective. 

Muriel: Really. 

Brian: Oh yes. Whenever I watch Midsomer, I always guess who did it. Drives my girlfriend 

mad. I normally work it out after only watching the programme for five minutes. 

Muriel: How do you do it? 

Brian: Well, there’s always at least one big star in it. 

Muriel: Is there? 

Brian: Oh yes. So, whoever the big star is, invariably, they are the murderer. 

Muriel: Why? 

Brian: Well, why else have them in the programme? 

Muriel: I don’t think that theory will work in the real-world Brian. 

Brian: Well, I don’t know so much. Anyway, these convicts are on the loose and they could 

be dangerous. Maybe they’re murderers, or bank robbers, or kidnappers or… 

Muriel: Okay Brian, I get it. Calm down. 

Brian: Aren’t you scared Muriel? 
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Muriel: I’m more frightened of anything going wrong with this wedding. That Delores 

Cumberland is a right cow you know. 

Brian: Is she Sir Forsythe’s wife? 

Muriel: Mother. 

Brian: Really. She must be old. 

Muriel: Old and bloody cantankerous. She’s a real strange old bird. 

Brian: Why do you say that Muriel? 

Muriel: Well, she doesn’t approve of the groom. 

Brian: What Tarquin Wormsley? 

Muriel: Yes, she’s got something against him. But apparently, she’s bought the happy couple 

a very expensive wedding present, which is being kept under lock and key by her 

butler. 

Brian: What is it? 

Muriel: Some painting, I think. 

Brian: A painting? Who gives a painting as a wedding present? 

Muriel: This lot are really strange Brian. 

Brian: Yes. I met the groom’s mother. 

Muriel: Lady Petunia Wormsley? 

Brian: Yes. She wanted two cases of champagne sent up to her room. I think she’s already 

drunk one case. 

Muriel: Her husband’s a bit of a flirt as well. Sir Reginald Wormsley, tried to touch my 

bottom. 

Brian: Perhaps it was just an accident Muriel. 

Muriel: I was sitting down at the time. 

Brian: Oh, I’m just hoping we can get through the wedding, without the bride giving birth 

halfway through the ceremony. 

Muriel: She is heavily pregnant. 

Brian: My girlfriend and I can’t decide whether to get married or not. 

Muriel: Why? 

Brian: Well, I’m an atheist and she’s an agnostic and we just can’t decide on what religion, 

not to bring the kids up in. 

Muriel: Have you set the music up yet? 

Brian: It’s already to go. I’ve got the bride’s playlist. 

Muriel: Do we have the wedding march? 

Brian: Yes, when they walk in.  



 

 

Muriel: Have you checked that it’s all working okay? 

Brian: No. 

Muriel: Well, don’t you think you should? 

Brian: Well, I would have done, but I was too absorbed by the news about the escaped 

convicts. 

Muriel: Oh Brian. Can we please just concentrate on the matter at hand. 

Brian: Yes Muriel. 

Muriel: We can’t afford for anything to go wrong with this wedding. Sir Forsythe 

Cumberland plays golf with Sir Magnus Mitchel and he owns this bloody hotel.   

Brian: Why is this hotel called Le Blanc Saxonne de La Tour, and not The Mitchel Hotel? 

Muriel: Because, fancy French names that mean absolutely nothing, sound classier. 

Brian: Good point. 

Muriel: Besides, this wedding should have been a grand affair. 

Brian: And yet they’ve ended up here. 

Muriel: Come on, I’ll help you with the music. 

(Muriel and Brian exit the stage, to the left at the same time as Fingers Finkle, 

Harry ‘Safe Hands’ Hooper and Ginger Minks, enter the stage from the right) 

Harry:  What the hell are we doing here Fingers? 

Fingers: We are what is known as laying low Harry. 

Harry:  But this is a bloody hotel Fingers. 

Fingers: I know what it is Harry. 

Ginger: Is this a good idea. I mean, ain’t this the first place the law will look? 

Fingers: What at these prices? 

Harry: It is a bit classy.  

Fingers: Relax. With all the roads awash with the law and roadblocks everywhere. We need to 

hide out here and let things just cool down. They will stop looking for us soon. 

Ginger: I wonder if the judge would have been lenient? After all it was only my first offence. 

Harry: Ginger, what are you talking about. How can it have been your first offence?  

Ginger: I don’t count the other twelve. 

Fingers: Why not? 

Ginger: It was before Brexit. 

Harry: Are you a Leaver or a Remainer? 

Ginger: Depends on if they have extradition. 



 

 

Fingers: My ex-wife, said, I should have been an MP. I said, what? They always lie and never 

give a straight answer to any question. 

Harry: I see what she meant. 

Ginger: What ever happened to her Fingers? 

Finger: It wasn’t her fingers; it was her bloody mouth. My goodness, that woman could talk. 

Harry: I always liked her, until she shopped us all in to the Old Bill. Talking of which, what 

we going to do if the law come here Fingers? 

Fingers: Why would they Harry? We are on the run, so the last place they would look for us, 

would be a luxury hotel. Nah, I reckon, we should be okay here for an hour or so. 

Ginger: Well, you know best Fingers. You always do. 

Harry: I’ve never stayed in a hotel like this before Fingers. I’ve robbed one or two, but never 

stayed the night. Hey, did you see those fancy paintings in the reception area? 

Fingers: Yeah. 

Ginger: Do you think, they’re worth anything? 

Fingers: Nah. All fakes. 
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Harry: You sure Fingers? 

Fingers: Course I’m sure. You don’t have originals in the foyer of a bloody hotel, where 

anyone can half inch them. Besides I recognise them 

Harry: You do? 

Fingers: Yeah. 

Ginger: I didn’t know you were into paintings Fingers. 

Fingers: I’m not. But Dickie Twinkle was. 

Harry: The Twinkler? 

Fingers: Yep. The best forger in Wormwood Scrubs. Shared a cell with him for over two 

years. He knew lots about all that cultural stuff. Trouble was he couldn’t help but sign 

each painting he forged with his own initials. Hence why he is serving six years in the 

scrubs. 

Harry: Yeah, well. It is still a bit of a fancy hotel, Fingers. 

Fingers: It’s perfect. We’ll just keep out of sight and move on when things ain’t so hot. 

Harry: You know, I don’t know how you pulled that escape off fingers. Honest I don’t. 

Fingers: That’s why I’m the boss. You two, do as I tell you and we will be on our way just as 

soon as… 
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 (Forsythe Cumberland enters the stage) 

Forsythe: Ahh, you’re early. How delightful. 

Fingers: (Astonished) I beg your pardon. 

Forsythe: (Extends his hand) Cumberland. 

Fingers: What? 

Forsythe: Cumberland. 

Fingers: Oh. 

(Fingers looks to Harry and Ginger, before returning his attention to Forsythe) 

Fingers: East one. 

Forsythe: I’m sorry? 

Fingers: East one. Whitechapel.  

Forsythe: Your name’s East One Whitechapel? Is that hyphenated? 

Fingers: What? No. I thought you were asking where I came from. 

Forsythe: Oh, I see. My name is Cumberland. Sir Forsythe Cumberland of the Sussex 

Cumberlands. Three hundred and sixty-fourth in line to the throne. 

Fingers: Right. I’m Fing…I’m Fred…erick Finkle of the Whitechapel Finkle’s. 

Forsythe: I take it you are the registrars? 

Fingers: The what? 

Forsythe: The registrars for the wedding. 

Fingers: Oh, the registrars for the wedding. 

(Fingers turns to Harry and Ginger) 

Fingers: Yes. That’s what we are. We are the registrars for the wedding. Aren’t we? 

Harry: Err, yeah. All day long. That’s what we are alright. We are the regi… The regi… 

Fingers: Strars. The registrars for the wedding. 

Forsythe: Splendid. And you’re nice and early as well. 

Harry:  We’re good at doing time. 

Ginger: No one better. 

Forsythe: (To Ginger) And you must be? 

Ginger: Am I not the registrar for the wedding? 

Forsythe: Oh, what an amusing chappie you are. 

(Forsythe starts to chuckle. Ginger also chuckles.  Fingers starts to laugh) 

Forsythe: There are only two registrars. 

(Ginger stops chuckling. Harry stops chuckling. Fingers stops laughing) 



 

 

Forsythe: I assume that you are our photographer. 

Ginger: Yeah. That’s who I am. I’m your photographer. 

Forsythe: Hollocks. 

Ginger: What? 

Forsythe: You must be Ralph Hollocks, international photographer to the well to do. 

Ginger: Yeah. Err, you saw past my little ruse. I am indeed Rich… 

Fingers: Ralph! 

Ginger: Bollocks! 

Harry:  No, Hollocks. 

Ginger: Yeah, that’s who I am.  

Forsythe: Splendid. You did my cousin Bethany, I believe. 

Ginger: I can’t remember, did she give evidence in court?  

Forsythe: Oh, what an amusing chappie you are. 

Fingers: Has us in stitches. 

Forsythe: Well, it is most lovely to meet you all? 

Harry:  Yes, your sir ship and you. 

Forsythe: (To Ginger) Where is it? 

Ginger: The toilet? 

Forsythe: Your camera. 

Ginger: (Looks to Fingers for help) My camera? 

Fingers: Err, it’s in his motor. Besides he’s so good, he probably doesn’t even need one. 

Forsythe: I see you. Have you three worked together before? 

Ginger: Three jobs, including the Bridlington Jewellers, which cost us our… 

Harry:  (Interrupts) So, you’re getting hitched, then are you Sir Cumberland? 

Forsythe: Oh, goodness me no. (Starts to chuckle again) I say, you are a tease. Most jovial. 

It’s my daughter Jemima’s wedding. She is marrying Tarquin Wormsley, who I’m 

sure you have all heard of. 

Fingers: Tarquin Wormsley? 

Forsythe: Indeed. 

Harry: The Tarquin Wormsley? 

Forsythe: The very same. 

Ginger: Who the f…. 

Fingers: (Interrupts) Do tell us more about your daughter’s wedding Sir Cumberland. 



 

 

Forsythe: Ahh yes. Well, as you know, it isn’t the wedding that we planned. 

Fingers: No, that’s right… Not the wedding you planned. 

Harry: We all know it’s not the wedding you planned. 

Ginger: Oh, yeah, everyone knows it ain’t the wedding that you planned…Why was that 

again? 

Forsythe: Well, we had to cancel Westminster Abbey, you know. 

Fingers: Tubes not running? 

Forsythe: On account of Jemima’s little upset. 

Harry: She cries in Westminster Abbey? 

Forsythe: Her little nine month upset. 

Ginger: She’s up the duff? 

Forsythe: I’m afraid so. 

Harry: And this Tarquin bloke done the deed then? 

Forsythe: Of course. My little Jemima, would have been pure and innocent. 

Fingers: And then came Tarquin. 

Forsythe: Literally. That is why he is doing the honourable thing. 

Fingers: How far up the duff is she? 

Forsythe: Eight months. 

Fingers: So, he did the honourable thing eventually. 

Forsythe: Quite so. That’s why we are having a rather low-key wedding here instead. 

Harry: Gotcha. 

Forsythe: But even so, everyone has been so supportive. 

Fingers: Good to hear Sir Cumberland. 

Forsythe: Particularly Mater. 

Ginger: Who? 

Forsythe: My mater. Jemima’s grandmother. She has given them a most wonderful wedding 

present. 

Fingers: A new ‘ouse’? 

Forsythe: No, they don’t need any more houses. Tarquin already has three. 

Harry: A new car? 

Forsythe: No, they both have seven cars between them, if you don’t count the Bentley. 

Ginger: A toaster? 

Forsythe: No. A Renoir. 



 

 

Harry: A what? 

Forsythe: A Renoir. 

Fingers: A painting? 

Forsythe: You could say the painting. Mater has always been a collector you know. 

Fingers: What’s a painting like that, worth then? 

Forsythe: Unimaginable. 

Ginger: Well, have a go. 

Forsythe: I expect in this current market four, maybe five. 

Ginger: Pounds? 

Harry: Hundreds? 

Fingers:  Thousands? 

Forsythe: Millions, I would say. 

Fingers:  Would you now? 
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Forsythe: Keep it to yourselves gents. Mater, doesn’t want them to know, until after the 

wedding. It’s going to be a surprise. 

Harry: That’s one hell of a surprise. 

Forsythe: Isn’t it? Particularly as, if I’m honest, mater doesn’t really approve of Tarquin. 

Particularly as he got Jemima…. 

Ginger: In the family way 

Forsythe:  Quite so. She’s rather old school, I’m afraid. Mater’s not very impressed by the 

Wormsleys at all. 

 Fingers: The who? 

Forsythe: Sir Reginald Wormsley, Tarquin’s father. He is quite a famous lawyer you know. 

Harry: Is he good? 

Forsythe: I believe so. 

Harry: Does he do any pro bono work? 

Forsythe: Why do you ask? 

Harry: Well, you never know when you might need a good lawyer. 

Forsythe: Well, I don’t think he takes on many new clients, these days.  

Harry: Well, doesn’t hurt to ask. 

Fingers: Harry! 
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Forsythe: Actually, I have a confession. 

Ginger: Should I get a priest? 

Forsythe: Reginald and I used to be jolly good friends many years ago, but we lost touch. We 

only met up again when his son Tarquin and my daughter Jemima, began courting. 

Reggie was very embarrassed when he found out that Tarquin had…Well, you know. 

Although, at least that was a reaction. More than his rather common wife, Petunia is 

concerned. 

Fingers: You don’t like her? 

Forsythe: Well, I don’t mind her, but she is, sometimes, rather uncouth. 

Ginger: I hate that in a bird. 

Harry: Yeah, me too. If they ain’t couth, they ain’t for me. 

Ginger: How true. How very true. 

Fingers: You haven’t got a clue what uncouth means do you? 

Ginger: Not at all. 

Forsythe: And she drinks. 

Fingers: Ahh. 

Forsythe: A lot. 

Harry: Bit of a lush, would you say? 

Forsythe: I would old chap. And when she’s been drinking, which is normally all of the time, 

she gets…Well, you know. 

Fingers: Drunk? 

Forsythe: Frisky. 

Fingers: Frisky? 

Forsythe: With me 

Ginger: You mean, she’s a bit of a goer? 

Forsythe: I think, if I may be so bold. 

Harry: Oh, be bold your majesty. You go for it. 

Forsythe: I think she has desires for me. Desires of the carnal sort. 

Fingers: Oh, the carnal sort. 

Forsythe: Yes. 

Ginger: Have you ever given her one then? 

Forsythe: One what? 

Harry: He means have you ever… accepted her advances? 



 

 

Forsythe: Goodness me no. How could I possibly do that? I’ve known her husband since 

boarding school and old chums don’t do that to one another. There is a code you 

know. One never has infidelities, with one’s boarding school friend’s, wife. 

Ginger: Yeah, I think I had that in a Christmas cracker once. 

Fingers: Tell me more about this million-pound painting Sir Cumberland. 

Forsythe: Well, as soon as the wedding is over, Carstairs will fetch it from hotel safe. 

Ginger: Who? 

Forsythe: Carstairs. Mater’s butler. Mater doesn’t go anywhere without Carstairs. He’s been the 

family butler for years. He keeps talking about retiring, but mater, always talks him 

out of it. 

Harry: How old is he? 

Forsythe: Ninety-eight. 

Harry: Oh, well. He’s got a few years still left in him then. 

Forsythe: Quite so chaps. But keep it a secret won’t you. 

Ginger: About the butler? 

Forsythe: No, about the painting. There can be some really dodgy chappies about. 

Fingers: You ain’t kidding. 

Fingers: (Looks to Harry and Ginger) We won’t say a dickie bird. Your secret’s safe with 

us, ain’t that right boys? 

Harry: Yeah. We won’t tell a soul. 

Ginger: You can trust me Sir Cumberland. I didn’t talk even when they offered me a reduced 

sentence. 

Forsythe: I beg your pardon. 

Fingers: Nothing, your Sir ness. Ignore him, He’s a little on the er... loopy side. 

Forsythe: How sad. Well, thank you my good fellows. It will be a wonderful surprise for both 

Jemima and Tarquin. I wonder what house they will hang it in? 

Fingers: Yeah, can’t be easy. 

Forsythe: Indeed, and It’s not been easy at all, let me tell you, bringing up a rather wild child 

like my Jemima on my own. Well, when I say on my own, I of course had Mater, 

Carstairs and around forty-three members of staff, but it doesn’t compensate for a 

mother.   

Fingers: Your wife not around then? 

Forsythe: No, I’m afraid not. She has passed. 

Harry: Oh, sorry to hear that Sir Cumberland. 

Ginger: When did she die? 



 

 

Forsythe: What? No. She just passed me up for her ski instructor. Left us around sixteen years 

ago. I never met the man. 

Harry: Who? 

Forsythe: The ski instructor. I didn’t even know Anastasia liked to ski. 

Ginger: Maybe the ski instructor had other attributes.  

 (Enter Lady Petunia Wormsley. Mother of the groom and carrying a glass in 

one hand and a bottle of champagne in the other. She is drunk) 

Petunia (Voice slurred) Oooh so what’s this Forsythe (Hiccups) Having a little private 

meeting with some strangers, when you could be upstairs with me, big boy. 

Forsythe: Petunia! Not in front of the registrars please! 

Ginger: Or the photographer. 

Forsythe: Quite so. 

Fingers: Who’s this bit of crumpet then Sir Cumberland? 

Petunia: (Ignores Fingers) I know you’ve always wanted me Forsythe. 

Forsythe: Steady on old girl. 

Petunia: (Hiccups) Why don’t we go to your room and play The Squire and the stable girl? 

(Hiccups)I know you like that one. 

Petunia: (Pretends to play the game and puts her arms around sir Forsythe) Ooh Squire. 

I’ve been a very naughty stable girl. (Hiccups) I think I need to be disciplined. Won’t 

you discipline me squire? 

Harry: Your bird, is she? 

Forsythe: This is Lady Petunia Wormsley. The mother of the groom. 

Ginger: Is there a Mister Wormsley? 

Forsythe: Of course. Sir Reginald Wormsley.  

Harry: You mean you are knocking off the groom’s mother? 

Forsythe: What? Now, now chaps. You mustn’t start spreading rumours like that you know. Sir 

Reginald Wormsley and I have known each other since we were at Oxford together. 

Petunia: Oh, Forsythe. Take me away from all this. 

Forsythe: Petunia, dear. I think you may have had just a little too much champers. 

Petunia: Just say the word and I’ll leave Reginald and run away with you Forsythe. 

Forsythe: I don’t think I can Petunia. 

Petunia: But why not Forsythe. (Hiccups) Why not.  

Forsythe: Because Reggie and I are on the same Bridge team. 

Petunia: (Gulps down some more champagne) But I love you Forsythe. I always have. 

(Hiccups)  



 

 

Forsythe: I’m sorry, old girl. As much as I would like to…One just can’t do that to a chap’s 

friend. Why, I’d never be able to look Reggie in the face again. There are just 

somethings you never do, old girl. Allow me to take you upstairs for a short lie down 

instead. 

Forsythe: (Takes Petunia by the arm) We will be back very soon for the wedding chaps. 

(About to drag Petunia off the stage) 

Fingers: ‘Ere.’ Just one thing before you go Sir Forsythe. 

Forsythe: Yes. What is it? 

Fingers: That surprise wedding present we were talking about before. 

Forsythe: Oh, you mean the Ren…Yes. 

Fingers: Are you going to be giving it to the young couple at the end of the service? 

Forsythe: Yes, that is the plan. Carstairs will bring it in. 

Fingers: What a lovely idea. 
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Forsythe: Isn’t it? 

 (Forsythe and Petunia exit) 

Ginger: We can’t stay ‘ere Fingers.  

Harry: He’s right. We need to get out of here. We ain’t registrars and how can Ginger be a 

bloody photographer if he don’t have a camera? We can’t pull this off Fingers. 

Fingers: Of course, we can Harry, me lad. If the rest 0f the congregation is as thick as Sir 

Forsythe, it will be a walk in the park. 

Harry: But we don’t know nuffing about being registrations Fingers. 

Fingers: Registrars. Besides, how hard can it be? 

Ginger: What if the real registrars turn up Fingers? 

Fingers: We will cross that bridge, if and when we get to it. Besides, they ain’t here and we 

are. Possession is nine tenths of the wedding registrars. Everyone knows that. First 

one in, does the deed. 

Harry: I’m not sure it works quite like that. 

Fingers: We are going to marry the happy couple and… 

Ginger: And what? 

Fingers: And you are going to photograph it. 

Ginger: With what? 

Fingers: I’m still working on that bit. 
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Harry: Why don’t we just nick one of those fancy cars in the hotel car park and get as far 

away from here as possible? 

Fingers: Because genius. The law will probably have road blocks all around here. No, our best 

bet is to stay here as long as we can, until the heat dies down and because Harry boy, 

once these two love birds are married, this old butler, Carstairs is going to give them 

a priceless painting as wedding present from the bride’s Gran.  

Ginger: And you want to see the ‘appy’ look on their faces when they receive it? 

Fingers: No, you twat. I want us to nick it. 

 (Muriel Jenkins enters the stage) 

Muriel: Oh, I thought someone said Sir Forsythe Cumberland was here. 

Fingers: He was. He’s just gone upstairs for a bit. 

Ginger: Yeah and she was pretty drunk, so the bit, should be quick. 

Harry: Take no notice of him, he gets a little…confused. 

Muriel: I’d better telephone him in his room. 

Fingers: Something wrong? 

Muriel: Well yes, as a matter of fact there is. I’m the hotel’s wedding consultant and I have 

just received a telephone call from Deidre Johnson. 

Fingers: Deirdre Johnson, you say. 

Muriel: Yes, I do say. 

Fingers: That would be the Deidre Johnson would it? 

Muriel: She’s the only Deidre Johnson that I know. 

Fingers: Well, that’s interesting. 

Ginger: Who the hell is Deidre Johnson? 

Muriel: She’s the registrar. 

Fingers: The what? 

Muriel: The registrar that was officiating in Sir Cumberland’s daughter’s wedding today. 

Fingers: I could not help but to pick up the term, was officiating in Sir Cumberland’s 

daughter’s wedding today. 

Muriel: That’s right. 

Harry: What’s happened? 

Muriel: I’m afraid to say they have been involved in a car accident. 

Fingers: Oh, deary me. What happened? 

Muriel: Apparently, they crashed into a police car that was on the hunt for these three escaped 

convicts. 

Ginger: Escaped convicts? 



 

 

Muriel: Haven’t you heard; it’s been all over the news. 

Ginger: No, sorry. Must have missed it. 

Fingers: So, that means the registrars are not coming? 

Muriel: Well, I don’t think so. They are both in hospital. They will be okay, I understand, but 

their car is a complete wright off and both Deidre and the other registrar, Paula, are 

apparently in a state of shock. 

Ginger: Well, that’s what happens when you get too close to the law. 

Muriel: I just don’t know how to tell Sir Cumberland, that we might have to postpone the 

wedding. 

Fingers: You don’t have to. 

Muriel: I think I do. 

Fingers: I think you don’t. You see… 

Fingers: (Points to Harry) We are the replacement registrars. 

Muriel: You are? 

Harry: We are? 

Fingers: We are. 

Muriel: But the accident has only just happened. 

Fingers: That’s just how efficient we are at Registrars HQ. 

Muriel: You mean, you’re here to perform the marriage? 

Fingers: Who else did you think we were? Convicted criminals on the run? (Laughs. But no 

one else does) 

Muriel: Well, I say, that was quick. 

Fingers: We aim to please luv. 

Muriel: Muriel, but you can call me Missus Jenkins. 

Fingers: Right. 

Muriel: So, who out of you are the actual registrars? 

Fingers: We all are. 

Muriel: But there are only ever two registrars. 

Fingers: Ahh. 

Harry: That’s because… (Points at Ginger) He’s not a registrar, are you? 

Ginger: Am I not? 

Harry: Of course, you’re not. There are only two registrars and that’s me and Fing…Mister 

Finkle here. 

Ginger: Who said you could be a registrar and I couldn’t? 



 

 

Muriel: Excuse me but… 

Fingers: He’s the photographer! 

Muriel: Hollocks? 

Fingers: No, he is really. 

Muriel: You’re Ralph Hollocks, the society photographer? 

Ginger: Why, have you seen this Ralph Hollocks before? 

Muriel: No. 

Ginger: Well then yes, I’m Ralph Hollocks, the society photographer 

Muriel: Where’s your camera? 

Ginger: I’m not giving away my trade secrets to you Muriel. 

Muriel: Missus Jenkins. 

Fingers: Was there anything else Missus Jenkins, as we need to err… 

Harry: What do we need to do? 

Fingers: Err, set up. 

Harry: Yes. That’s what we need to do. We need to set up. 

Muriel: Where’s your marriage license book?  

Fingers: Our marriage license book? 

Muriel: Yes. 

Fingers: Harry, where is our marriage license book? 

Harry: Our marriage license book? 

Fingers: Yes, our marriage license book. 

Harry: It’s in our marriage license briefcase. 

Fingers: Ahh, of course it is (To Muriel) It’s in our marriage license brief case. 

Muriel: Oh well. I’ll let you all get on with it then. 

Fingers: Good idea Missus Jenkins. 

Muriel: I’ll be back for the wedding with my assistant, Mister Thorpe. He will be taking care 

of the music. 

Ginger: Plays a bit, does he? 

Muriel: He has a playlist 

Ginger: Well, you can probably get antibiotics for it. 

 (Muriel shakes her head and exits the stage) 

Harry: That was a bit close Fingers. 

Fingers: Nah. It’s all coming together nicely Harry. 



 

 

Harry: But we don’t have a marriage license book Fingers? 

Fingers: Don’t worry about it. I’m still working on that. 

Harry: You think we can pull this off Fingers? 

Fingers: Course I do Harry. What could possibly go wrong? We just need a bit of luck. 

 (Enter Ralph Hollocks with a camera around his neck, a briefcase in one hand 

and a tripod in his other hand)  

Ralph: I say. Hope I’m not too late. 

Ginger: And you are? 

Ralph: Ralph Hollocks. 

Ginger: The society photographer? 

Ralph: Ahh, you’ve heard of me. 

Ginger: I have. Only recently mind. 

Fingers: Mister Hollocks. What a lovely surprise. 

Ralph: Terribly sorry. Got delayed on that damn by-pass. Traffic’s awful you know. Police 

cars everywhere. 

Fingers: Not to worry Ralph. I can call you Ralph, can I? 

Ralph: Yes, of course. 

Fingers: You my friend, are just in time. Wouldn’t you say Harry? 

Harry: I would indeed. I’d go as far to say, your timing’s impeccable. 

Ralph: (Puts the tripod down and opens his briefcase) Best check the times in my diary. 

(Takes out a large black book, from his briefcase) 
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Harry: My that’s a big one. 

Ralph: Pardon? 

Harry: The diary. 

Ralph: Yes. I like a big diary, enables me to have the space to write notes and reviews. I’m 

very meticulous you know. 

Ginger: I’m church of England. 

Fingers: (Approaches Ralph and puts his arm around the photographer’s shoulders) I 

wonder if we could have a word. 

(Lights off. Tabs closed.) 
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Scene 2 – Wedding Suite 

 

(Tabs open. Lights up. The scene once again opens in the wedding suite of the 

Hotel – Le Blanc Saxonne de La Tour. Forsythe Cumberland is on stage, 

standing in front of the long table, talking to his son in law to be, Tarquin 

Wormsley. Sitting in the front seats on the right are Delores Cumberland 

(Forsythe’s mother) and seated next to her is Evelyn Heathcote, the wife of the 

best man, Carlton Heathcote. Seated at the front on the left-hand row of chairs 

is Lady Petunia Wormsley, who is almost lying over the two chairs. Carlton 

enters the stage with Tarquin’s brother, Roger Cumberland. Everyone is talking 

to one another as Carlton enters the stage with Tarquin’s brother, Roger 

Cumberland). 

Carlton: (To Forsythe) You’d best go outside old chap. Your daughter is waiting for you to 

walk her in. 

Forsythe: Finally, ready, is she Carlton? Splendid. 

Carlton: She is indeed and doesn’t she look stunning Roger? 

Roger:  She looks very, very pregnant. 

Carlton: That’s because, she is very, very pregnant Roger. 

Tarquin: Is Felicity with her? 

Carlton: Well, of course old bean. Where else would the bridesmaid be? 

Tarquin: And was she alright? 

Carlton: Felicity or your bride to be? 

Tarquin: What? I mean Jemima of course. 

Carlton: She looks ravishing. Particularly if you like a woman whose waters are likely to break 

in the next few hours. 

Roger: You best go and get her dad. 

Forsythe: Indeed. Duty calls and all that. 

Roger: Just a minute dad, where are the registrars? 

Carlton: Good point Roger. Tarquin and Jemima, can’t get married without them. 

Forsythe: Oh, they’re here. Met them before. Nice couple of chaps. 

Carlton: As best man, it’s my duty to also ask, where the photographer is? 

Roger: Yes. Has Ralph Hollocks arrived dad? 

Forsythe: Yes, he was with the registrars. Bit of a strange one if you ask me. 

Carlton: Well, you know what these creative chaps are like. 

Forsythe: Yes, I suppose so Carlton. 

Forsythe: (To Tarquin) I shall go and fetch your bride? 

Tarquin: Ahh, about that… 



 

 

Forsythe: Having a spot of nerves are you Tarquin? 

Tarquin: Well… 

Forsythe: Perfectly normal. I remember when I married Jemima’s mother for the first time. 

Most nerve racking. 

Tarquin: The first time? 

Forsythe: Yes, well, Anastasia, divorced me the next day. 

Roger: Dad, do you really have to tell this story now? 

Forsythe: We married again a month later. 

Tarquin: Ahh. 

Forsythe: And she divorced me the following week. 

Carlton: (Looks over to where his wife Evelyn is sitting) Don’t talk about divorce please. 

Tarquin: Trouble in paradise? 

Carlton: I’ve just got this feeling that Evelyn might be playing around. 

Roger: Likes golf, does she? 

Carlton: Don’t be an ass Roger. 

Roger: Well, do you suspect anyone? 

Carlton: I have a few ideas. 

Roger: Anything you want to share Carlton? 

Carlton: I’m just watching her very carefully. I know, we haven’t been getting along too well 

recently, but I believe strongly in the sanctity of marriage.  

Tarquin: So, you have always been faithful to Evelyn, Carlton? 

Carlton: Why? What have you heard? 

Tarquin: What? 

Carlton: It didn’t mean anything… Well it did mean something…Well, it just sort of 

happened… One minute we … Nothing. Nothing at all.  Not a thing. No nothing. 

Tarquin: So, nothing then. 

Carlton: Or maybe something with Evelyn? 

Roger: You really think so Carlton? 

Carlton: I can feel it in my water. 

Roger: Perhaps it’s cystitis?  

Carlton: Look, If Evelyn thinks she can pull the wool over my eyes, then she has a big surprise 

coming. I can spot adultery a mile away. 

 (Enter Fingers and Harry. Harry is carrying Ralph Hollocks’s diary under his 

arm) 



 

 

Fingers: (Rubs his hands together) Well me old muckers. Time to get spliced! (Turns to 

Harry) Tell me Harold. Do you have the license book? 

Harry: The diary? 

Fingers: I think you mean the wedding license book Harold. 

Harry: I do Fing…Mister Finkle. That’s exactly what I mean. 

Carlton: (To Roger) Oh yes, I’m an excellent judge of character Roger and I have an eye for 

detail. Of that you can be in no doubt. If there is something wrong, I will spot it 

immediately. 

Roger: Really? 

Carlton: Emphatically old man. 

Fingers: Well, someone go and get the bride. Don’t want her going into labour in the corridor 

do we. 

Forsythe: I think that’s my job. 

Fingers: Good on yer. You err, got the old present ready? 

Forsythe: The present? 

Fingers: You know, the secret present. 

Forsythe: Oh, you mean the… Yes. (Points to Delores Cumberland who is sitting down) 

Mater will instruct Carstairs to bring it in, the moment the wedding service is over. 

Fingers: Well, let’s get on with it then. 

Forsythe: I will go and fetch her. 

Tarquin: (Stops Forsythe, by touching his arm) How many times did you marry Lady 

Cumberland? 

Forsythe: Five. One more and I could have rivalled good old King Henry. 

Carlton: It’s a shame she isn’t here today Sir Forsythe? 

Forsythe: Yes. We could have made it a double wedding. 
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 (Forsythe exits the stage. Everyone else talks, but we can’t hear them. Including 

Carlton, the best man and Tarquin the groom. Roger sits down next to Evelyn 

Heathcote, Carlton’s wife. When Roger and Evelyn are speaking, we still see the 

other cast members talking to each other on the stage, but we can’t hear them) 

Roger: I think he’s getting suspicious. 

Evelyn: Don’t worry Roger. Carlton has no idea about us. 

Roger: But he said he’s a great judge of character and he’s very perceptive. 
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Evelyn: Perceptive? Carlton? Roger, he couldn’t find a one-legged dwarf wearing a pink tutu 

riding a spaniel, in a lift. 

Roger: So, nothing to worry about then? 

Evelyn: Relax darling. Carlton is only interested in one thing. 

Roger: His four Jaguar cars? 

Evelyn: No. 

Roger: His stamp collection? 

Evelyn: It’s worth a fortune, but no. 

Roger: What then? 

Evelyn: His karate. 

Roger: His what? 

Evelyn: He just spends hours at his karate club. He’s there every day of the week and twice on 

Saturdays. That’s what has forced me into your arms Roger. I’ve been neglected. 

Roger: Karate? 

Evelyn: Yes. He’s a black belt. 

Roger: Is he?  

Evelyn: He can break six bricks, one on top of the other, with just one chop of his hand. 

Goodness only knows what he’d do to someone’s neck if he had the mind to. 

Roger: Goodness knows…But he wouldn’t, would he? 

Evelyn: What? Use his karate to snap someone’s neck. Of course not. It’s only a sport. He’d 

have to be very angry to use his karate on someone for real. 

Roger: You’re not helping Evelyn. 

 (Enter Sir Reginald Wormsley (Father of the groom) with Muriel Jenkins and 

Brian Thorpe) 

Muriel: (To Fingers) Are you ready, it’s time? 

Harry: I hate that phrase. 

Fingers: Yeah. Cause, we’re ready. We are always ready. Ready is our motto, that’s what 

ready is. 

Muriel: Good. Hollocks? 

Harry: You really should moderate your language. We are at a wedding you know. 

Muriel: Ralph Hollocks. 

Fingers: Who? 

Muriel: The photographer! 

Fingers: Oh, the photographer. 



 

 

Muriel: Yes, the photographer. 

Fingers: Oh, well he’s just outside, teaching himself how to work the camera. 

Muriel: You have a very strange sense of humour for a registrar. 

Harry: Yeah, he’s a very funny man. He has me in stitches at times. I’ll go and fetch 

Ging…Ralph. 

 (Harry exits) 

Muriel: (Turns to Brian Thorpe) Is the music ready Brian? 

Brian: Yep. (Takes out his mobile phone) It’s on a playlist. I press this button and it will 

play through the main speakers. I’ll show you. 

Muriel: Not yet! Wait for the bride to enter. 

Muriel: (Turns back to Fingers) Well? 

Fingers: Not too bad really. A little backache, but that’s what happens when you climb over 

high walls. 

Muriel: I meant the wedding. 

Fingers: Ahh. Yes. Of course, you did. 

Muriel: Well, in your own time. 

Fingers: (Raises his hands and address everyone) If I could have your attention. 

Reginald: (To Tarquin) Here we go Tarquin, the time has come. 

Tarquin: But father… 

Fingers: If you could all take your seats. That’s the people that are sitting, the people who are 

standing, don’t have to take their seats, but if you are sitting, please sit down and if 

you are standing, don’t worry about sitting as you are standing. Only the people that 

are sitting are sitting and the people that are standing, will remain…standing, unless 

of course they want to sit down. 

Delores: Well, that’s cleared that up. 

Petunia: What’s happening now? 

Delores: They’re about to start the wedding. 

Petunia: Oh good. I need a drink (Takes a small hip flask out of her hand bag and takes a 

drink) 

Delores: (To Petunia) Is that wise? 

Petunia: Probably not, but I couldn’t fit a full bottle in the bag. 

Reginald: (To Tarquin) I think your mother has had a little too much champers again Tarquin. 

Tarquin: I think that’s an understatement father. 

Reginald: (Waves to Petunia) We are about to start the wedding dear. 

Petunia: (To Delores) Who is that? 



 

 

Delores: Your husband, Sir Reginald Wormsley. 

Petunia: Oh. That’s a shame, I was hoping he was the wine waiter. 

Delores: Why do you drink so much Petunia? 

Petunia: My husband has his hobbies and I have mine. 

Evelyn: (To Roger) I’ve decided, I’m going to leave Carlton. 

Roger: What? 

Evelyn: Then you and I can be together forever. 

Roger: But what about the karate? 

Evelyn: I don’t mind if you take it up Roger, but Carlton became a black belt in Judo long 

before he started karate. 

Roger: He did? 

Evelyn: Well, he just got tired of amateur boxing, even though he never lost one of his sixteen 

fights.  

Roger: It’s getting better and better. 

Tarquin: (To Reginald) Father, I need to speak to you. 

Reginald: Not sure if this is the right time old son. 

© Scripts for Stage 

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

performance licences can be obtained from www.scriptsforstage.co.uk/wp/product/wedding-performance/ 

Tarquin: But father… 

Carlton: (To Tarquin) Ready Tarq? 

Tarquin: The thing is… 

Carlton: What? 

Tarquin: I don’t think I can go through with it. 

Carlton: What are you saying? 

Tarquin: It’s Felicity Stickleback. 

Carlton: The bridesmaid? Jemima’s best friend, since they were at school together and the 

woman that is rumoured to have slept with more men than George Michael? 

Tarquin: Yes. I’m in love with her. 

Reginald: What did you say? 

Tarquin: And she loves me. 

Carlton: Bloody hell! 

Delores: (Calls out from her seat) Hurry up will you. I’ve got Carstairs ready and waiting to 

bring in my surprise present. 
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Fingers: Yes!! The old girl, is quite right. 

Delores: The what? (Turns to Petunia) What did he just call me? 

Petunia: (Slurred voice) Don’t worry. Going deaf at your age, is nothing to be ashamed about. 

(Takes another swig from the hip flask) Calm down Delores. You shouldn’t get so 

excited at your age. How old are you anyway? One hundred, a hundred and twenty? 

Am I close? 

Delores: Petunia Wormsley, you are intoxicated! 

Petunia: I am yes. But in the morning, I’ll be sober, but you will still be old! 

Fingers: (To everyone) If we could all be quiet, I will start. 

Muriel: You can’t start until your associate comes back. 

Fingers: My what? 

Muriel: Harold, I think you called him. 

Fingers: Oh yeah. Harold. 

Evelyn: (Stands up) Carlton, I need to talk to you. 

Roger: No! 

Carlton: Roger’s quite right dear. Not now, we are about to start the old wedding (Turns to 

Tarquin) We are about to start the old wedding, aren’t we Tarquin? 

Tarquin: I don’t know Carlton. What about Felicity? 

Reginald: Your bride is about to walk in, for heaven’s sake Tarquin! 

Fingers: And she’s up the duff! 

Tarquin: What’s it got to do with you? 

Fingers: No wedding, no wedding present. 

 (Enter Harry and Ginger. Harry, sits at the long table, while Ginger, who now 

has the real Ralph Hollocks’ camera around his neck, walks over to where 

everyone is sitting. He starts to take random pictures) 

Ginger: Come on my lovelies. Say cheese. 

Petunia: (To Ginger) Sod off. 

Fingers: Bollocks! 

Muriel: I think you mean Hollocks. 

Fingers: I know what I mean. 

Muriel: (To Brian Thorpe) Play the music. 

 (The Wedding March is played and Sir Forsythe Cumberland enters with his 

daughter Jemima, holding his arm. She is dressed in a white wedding dress, but 

she is extremely pregnant. Behind her is the bridesmaid, Felicity Stickleback. 

Both the bride and bridesmaid, are carrying a bouquet of flowers) 



 

 

Harry: (To Fingers) You got any idea as to what you’re doing?  

Fingers: Not a bloody clue.  

(Lights off. Tabs Closed.) 

 

 

 

Act 2 

Scene 1 – Wedding Suite 

 

 (Tabs open. Lights up. The scene opens in the wedding suite of the Hotel – Le 

Blanc Saxonne de La Tour. Everyone is virtually in the same position as they 

were at the end of Act 2. Apart from, Sir Forsyth who is standing one side of 

Jemima and Tarquin is standing on the other. Harry, is seated behind the desk, 

pretending to write things in Ralph Hollocks’ diary and Fingers is standing up 

next to him. Ginger is standing alongside the bride and groom taking random 

photos. Everyone is silent. They are all waiting for Fingers to speak, but he just 

stares at the bride and groom). 

Muriel: (To Fingers) Are you going to say anything, anytime soon? 

Fingers: What? 

Muriel: The Wedding? 

Fingers: Is everyone here? 

Muriel: Yes. 

Fingers: Well then, let’s begin. 

 (Everyone is silent again, including Fingers) 

Muriel: Well? 

Fingers: Well, what? 

Muriel: Begin then. 

Fingers: Me? 

Muriel: No, the Royal Philharmonic Orchestra. Yes of course you. 

Harry: There’s an orchestra? 

Brian: No, just a play list. 

Muriel: (To Fingers) The wedding if you please? 

Fingers:  I do please. Yes, I do. I please, as much as I can. 

Delores: Get on with it for heaven’s sake, I want to catch ‘Love Island’ on the old television.  

Fingers: Right, then… Well, firstly… Ahm… 

Harry: (Whispers) We are gathered together… 



 

 

Fingers: Are we? 

Harry: Yes! 

Fingers: Yes, that’s right. We are gathered together today, to marry this …bride, to 

this…groom. You are now married. 

Fingers: (To Delores) Bring out the pressie. 

Reginald: You’re not serious, are you? 

Fingers: Am I not? 

Carlton: (To Fingers) We haven’t had the wedding yet old chap. 

Harry: Of course, he’s joking aren’t you Fing…Mister Finkle. He always does this don’t you 

Fing…Mister Finkle. It’s er, his way of er, putting the bride and groom at ease. 

Fingers: Is it? 

Petunia: don’t know about at their ease, they look almost comatose.  

Petunia: (To Delores) My son could have done a lot better for himself you know. 

Delores: How very dare you! 

Petunia: I mean look at her. She has a bloody bun in the oven. 

© Scripts for Stage 

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

performance licences can be obtained from www.scriptsforstage.co.uk/wp/product/wedding-performance/ 

Delores: And who put it there? 

Petunia: I’m guessing, not Greggs. 

Harry: (To Ginger) Hollocks. 

Fingers: I didn’t think it was going that badly. 

Harry: (To Ginger again) Photographer Hollocks. Take a photo. 

Ginger: Of what? 

Harry: The bride and groom. 

Ginger: Right oh. 

 (Ginger takes a photo of Jemima and Tarquin) 

Tarquin: I say, you’ve still got the lens cover on. 

Ginger: What? 

Tarquin: On the camera. 

Ginger: Oh, yeah. I knew that. 

Tarquin: Well, aren’t you going to take it off? 

Ginger: Take what off? 
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Tarquin: The lens cover. 

Ginger: Er, nah. It’s a new technique. 

Carlton: Is it? 

Felicity: What’s it called? 

Ginger: A camera. 

Felicity: I mean the new technique. 

Ginger: Er, it’s called… 

Harry: Hollocks’ incarceration. Isn’t that right Ralph? 

Ginger: Who? 

Harry: (To Ginger) Ralph Hollocks! You!    

Muriel: How can you take photos with the lens cover on? 

Ginger: That’s why I’m so good at me job! 

Harry: Oh, yes. You will love the results.  

Jemima: Well, I don’t care about bloody photos. After all, look at the size of me. 

Forsythe: You look lovely Jemima, doesn’t she Tarquin? 

Tarquin: Well… 

Jemima: I feel like a beached whale. 

Fingers: Well, you’ll just have to wait for the reception. 

Forsythe: (To Fingers) I say old chap, would be grateful if you could get on with it. Would hate 

the bride’s waters to break, halfway through the service. 

Tarquin: There’s no rush father. 

Felicity: Tarquin’s right. 

Jemima: Is he? 

Felicity: Well, when I say he’s right, what I actually mean is… 

Tarquin: That, er I’m wrong? 

Felicity: Yes, that’s what I mean. 

Jemima: I would just like to get married, before I give birth. I hope the press aren’t here. 

Brian: I can assure you; we have made sure the media know nothing about your wedding, 

isn’t that right Miss Jenkins? 

Muriel: Oh yes. Discretion is Le Blanc Saxonne de La Tour’s, middle name. 

Ginger: So, does that make it Le Blanc Discretion Saxonne de La tour’s or Le Blanc Saxonne 

Discretion de La tour’s? 

Fingers: Just be ready to get a special photo, Ging… Ralph. That’s Ralph. Yes. Ralph. 



 

 

Ginger: I’m ready to take a snap, the moment we can see the head. 

Harry: Take the bloody lens cap off first. 

Delores: (Stands up) This is a most strange wedding. (Points at Fingers) You, registrar 

person, just marry by granddaughter quickly will you. If it hadn’t been for that 

Wormsley boy, we would be in Westminster Abbey, or St Pauls Cathedral, not the Le 

Blanc Saxonne de La Tour, 

(Petunia also stands up) 

Ginger: That’s Le Blanc Discretion Saxonne de La tour’s or Le Blanc Saxonne Discretion de 

La tour. 

Petunia: (To Delores. Even more of a slurred voice) How dare you blame my son for getting 

your granddaughter in the family way! 

Delores: Well, it wasn’t an immaculate conception. 

Petunia: Well, she could have always kept her legs closed.  Just remember you old goat, it 

takes two to tango! 

Delores: I don’t think you can get pregnant from a tango! 

Petunia: You obviously haven’t danced with Tarquin! 

Reginald: Can we all please calm down. 

Forsythe: Yes, Mater. Sir Reginald’s quite right. Don’t let that woman upset you. 

Reginald: That woman? 

Forsythe: Well, she has had a bit to drink you know. 

Reginald: I’m not surprised. It’s probably due to the prospect of your daughter marrying my 

son. 

Tarquin: Father… 

Forsythe: And what’s wrong with my daughter sir? 

Reginald: Well, she could learn how to keep her legs together for more than five minutes for a 

start! 

Petunia: That’s right Reggie. You tell him! 

Muriel: Please everyone, let’s remember why we are here. 

Harry: I know, why we’re here. I’m not sure about the others. 

Jemima: Look, will you all just shut up and let me get married. 

Felicity: Are you sure that’s what you really want to do Jemima? 

Jemima: I am eight and half months due Felicity. Of course, it’s what I want. It’s what Tarquin 

wants as well isn’t it Shnookums? 

Tarquin: What? 

Brian: Shall I have the Wedding March played again? 



 

 

Muriel: No! 

Carlton: Let’s all just calm down. As Tarquin’s best man, I urge you to all remember why we 

are here. Getting worked up and angry, doesn’t solve anything. 

Evelyn: I would like to say something. 

Roger: Oh crap. 

Carlton: I don’t think this is the right time Evelyn. 

Evelyn: (Stands up) It is important Carlton. 

Roger: (Stands up) I’m sure it is Evelyn, but don’t you think it would be better to finish the 

wedding first. 

Tarquin: No. What is it Evelyn? 

Evelyn: Well, I just thought, in light of this marriage, that I needed to say something about 

my… 

Roger: Husband, the best man! 

Evelyn: What? 

Carlton: What is so important to say to me Evelyn? 
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Evelyn: Well… 

Roger: (To Carlton) She wanted to know how lucky she is to be married to a black belt judo 

and karate expert, like yourself Carlton. 

Carlton: And boxing champion. 

Roger: Quite. 

Evelyn: What? 

Carlton: Oh, how sweet dear.  

Carlton: (To everyone) She always gets a little soppy at weddings. 

(Evelyn sits down and stares angrily at Roger. Roger sits down and tries to avoid 

Evelyn’s stare) 

Jemima: In case anyone’s forgotten, can I get married now? 

Muriel: (To Fingers) Will you get on with it before World War three starts! 

Harry: (To Fingers) Remember, no wedding, no wedding present. 

Fingers: We are all gathered here to er, witness… 

Ginger: I hate witnesses. They always get me in trouble. 

Fingers: The er marriage of these two…people. 
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Jemima: I’ve got vows. 

Fingers: I’m sure you have. Don’t we all have them? 

Harry: She said vows, not bowels. 

Fingers: Oh (To Jemima) Why don’t you express them dear.  

Ginger: He means your vows, not your …. 

Harry: Hollocks! 

Jemima: (Faces Tarquin, who looks more and more uncomfortable as the wedding goes 

on) I never thought our wedding would be like this Tarquin. I expected to be standing 

in a grand old historical cathedral, with just seven hundred or so of our closest family 

and friends. But because of this little chap inside of me, that dream was swiftly taken 

away and although this is no longer the grand affair we planned, I can’t imagine 

standing here with anyone other than you. You are my best friend and my rock. My 

lover and my reason for living. There’s nothing you or anyone can say, that would 

ever stop me loving you. I only hope our baby grows up to be as honourable decent 

and loyal as you. 

Forsythe: Wasn’t that lovely Tarquin. 

Tarquin: Yes. 

Felicity: Oh dear. 

Jemima: (To Felicity) What? 

Felicity: I think I’m going to cry. 

Tarquin: Me too. 

Reginald: I think it’s your turn Tarquin. 

Tarquin: (To Fingers) Is it? 

Fingers: I don’t know. Isn’t it? (To Muriel) Is it? 

Muriel: Yes (To Fingers) What kind of registrar are you for heaven’s sake? 

Fingers: Er, a new more modern kind of registrar. We are all being trained this way now, at 

the university of modern registrars, isn’t that right Harold? 

Harry: Couldn’t have put it better myself Fing…I mean, Mister Finkle 

Delores: Will you get on with it! I’m ninety-seven. I haven’t got much time left. 

Petunia: Hopefully.  

Delores: What did you say? 

Evelyn: (To Roger) I can’t just sit here, Roger. I have to tell Carlton, the truth. 

Carlton: The what? 

Roger: Er, quiet everyone, it’s time for Tarquin’s vows. 

Carlton: Oh yes. Off you go old chap. 



 

 

Tarquin: Well… (Looks to Felicity) I’m really sorry Jemima.  

Jemima: Sorry? 

Tarquin: Er… 

(Reginald nudges Tarquin) 

Tarquin: Sorry for… (Looks to Felicity again, who is becoming very excited) I am er, sorry, 

that er…we couldn’t get married in a more significant place. I hope you won’t look 

back and hold it against me. 

Ginger: Think that boat has sailed mate. 

Brian: Be quiet. 

Tarquin: But I of course would understand if you would not want to go through with this 

wedding today. 

Delores: Not the most romantic vows I’ve ever heard. 

Petunia: My boys got a heart of gold. 

Delores: And extremely active loins! 

Jemima: Of course, I do, my darling. We will be together for the rest of time. 

Felicity: I think I feel sick . 

Ginger: Don’t tell me the bridesmaid’s also up the duff. 

Tarquin: Oh dear. 

Jemima: (Turns around to Felicity) Are you Felicity? 

Felicity: (Exchanges looks with Tarquin) Am what? 

Jemima: Pregnant. 

Felicity: Er, I er may be. 

Jemima: Oh, what wonderful news. Tarquin, isn’t it wonderful news. 

Tarquin: Wonderful. 

Jemima: I didn’t even know; you were seeing someone Felicity. 

Felicity: Well… 

Delores: Can we finish this wedding, so I can give them their present and have a lie down in a 

dark room! 

Petunia: Yes, do hurry up Tarquin. 

Petunia: (Takes a swig from her hip flask, but finds its now empty) I think mummy needs a 

little drinkie Tarquin. 

Muriel: (To Fingers) Well. 

Fingers: Right. Yes. Finish.  

Harry: We want to see the surprise wedding present, don’t we Mister Finkle. 



 

 

Fingers: Oh, we do, Harold. We do, we do, we do. 

Brian: (Puts his mobile phone to his ear. Turns to Muriel and whispers) I’m wanted out 

by reception. 

Muriel: Well, be quick, you will have to put the closing music on soon. 

 (Brian exits) 

Fingers: Ahh, well, we er are almost done here. 
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Delores: About bloody time too. 

Fingers: So, er, just before I pronounce you husband and wife. Is there… 

Petunia: Hic. 

Fingers: Anyone that knows…? 

Petunia: Hic. 

Fingers: Any reason why these two people…? 

Petunia: Hic. 

Ginger: (To Petunia) Your son has got the bridesmaid up the duff! 

Petunia: What? 

Ginger: Nothing. Only joking. But it’s cured your hiccups. 

Petunia: Why so it has. 

Felicity: I think I’m going to faint. 

Tarquin: I don’t know what to say. 

Fingers: Any reason why these two people can’t be joined together today, please speak now or 

forever keep your gob shut. 

 (Enter Brian, with Lady Anastasia Cumberland) 

Anastasia: This has to stop I’m afraid. 

Jemima: What? 

Forsythe: Anastasia? 

Jemima: Mummy? 

Delores: This is an outrage. Get that harlot out of here 

Roger: Mother, is that really you? 

Muriel: Brian! What is going on here? 

Brian: This is Lady Anastasia Cumberland, Muriel. 
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Fingers: Who? 

Anastasia: The mother of the bride! 

Harry: Could have been worse. Could have been the law. 

Brian: Oh, funny, you should say that. Two police detectives are in reception at the moment. 

 (Lights off. Tabs Closed.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Scene 2 – Wedding Suite 

 (Tabs open. Lights up. The scene opens in the wedding suite of the Hotel – Le 

Blanc Saxonne de La Tour, everyone is in a similar position to where they were 

at the end of previous scene. Anastasia is now standing between Tarquin and 

Jemima. Forsythe is standing behind Anastasia while Reginald and Petunia are 

standing behind Tarquin. Fingers, Harry and Ginger are all standing behind the 

desk, with Muriel Jenkins. Brian Thorpe is not on the stage). 

Forsythe: Anastasia, what are you doing here? 

Anastasia: How dare you have my daughter’s wedding and not invite me. 

Jemima: But daddy said, you didn’t want to come Mother. 

Anastasia: Did he now? 

Forsythe: Well, I just presumed and Mater said… 

Anastasia: I should have realised that old crone would have something to do with it! 

Delores: What did you say? What did she call me? 

Petunia: An old crone. I’m beginning to like her. 

Jemima: Mother, please let’s not do this now. It’s my wedding day. 

Anastasia: This wedding cannot go ahead! 

Jemima: What? 



 

 

Fingers: She still gets the present right? 

Harry: Have you forgotten that the law is outside. 

Fingers: I’m not leaving without… 

 (Everyone stares at Fingers) 

Fingers: Seeing this happy young couple married. 

Forsythe: Look Anastasia old girl. 

Anastasia: Not so much of the old girl. 

Forsythe: Now you’re here, can’t we get to the end of the wedding, before our daughter gives 

birth in front of us all. 

Reginald: I agree. There isn’t any reason why we cannot complete this wedding…Is there 

Tarquin? 

Tarquin: Well… 

Muriel: (To Fingers) Finish the service. 

Fingers: I now pronounce you… 

Anastasia: Stop! 

Jemima: Mummy! 

Delores: Forsythe! 

Forsythe: Yes Mater. 

Delores: How dare you let this ex-wife hussy of yours to disrupt my granddaughter’s wedding! 

Fingers: I thought it was going quite well as well. 

Delores: Shut up! 

Fingers: Sorry. 

Forsythe: (To Anastasia) Please Anastasia. Let us at least finish the wedding. 

Tarquin: There’s no hurry. 

Jemima: Tarquin! 

Muriel: (To Fingers) Go on, finish it. 

Fingers: I now pronounce you… 

Anastasia: Stop! 

Petunia: This is getting very repetitive.  

Anastasia: There will be no wedding! 

Jemima: What? 

Tarquin: Oh well. Best get off then. Can I give you a lift anywhere, Felicity? 

Delores: What do you mean there will not be a wedding? 



 

 

Forsythe: I say Anastasia. This is quite a poor show, just because you weren’t invited to the 

wedding. 

Carlton: That is right, Lady Anastasia. After all it is Jemima and Tarquin’s special day. 

Anastasia: No, it’s not! 

Jemima: It’s not? 

Anastasia: No. As well you know Tarquin Wormsley. 

Tarquin: What? 

Anastasia: And you Felicity Stickleback. 

Felicity: Oh dear. 

Anastasia: And you Jemima! 

Jemima: Me? 

Anastasia: And you Carlton Heathcote. 

Carlton: I beg your pardon. 

Anastasia: Yes, you Carlton. The real father to my daughter’s baby. 

Tarquin: What? 

Evelyn: What did you say? 
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Anastasia: Your husband is the father of Jemima’s baby! 

Evelyn: I don’t believe it! (To Roger) I don’t believe it. Do you believe it Roger? I don’t 

believe it.  

Carlton: Look, this is…. 

Evelyn: It isn’t true is it Carlton? 

Carlton: Well… 

Tarquin: Jemima! 

Jemima: Tarquin, I can explain. 

Ginger: Now that I’d like to hear. 

Harry: Hope we don’t get arrested before this plays out. I’m enthralled. 

Fingers: I now pronounce… 

Everyone: (Except Fingers. Shouts) Shut up! 

Anastasia: It’s time for the truth everyone! 

Ginger: Okay! I confess. 
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Harry: Not you! 

Evelyn: Alright! 

Roger: Oh no. 

Evelyn: I love Roger Cumberland. 

Carlton: What? 

Evelyn: We have been having an affair for the last nine months. 

Fingers: Are you up the duff as well? 

Roger: Of course, she’s not!... Are you Evelyn? 

Evelyn: Well, I am two weeks late. 

Roger: What! 

Carlton: How dare you make my wife pregnant, without asking my permission first. 

Petunia: Did he really say that out loud? 

Carlton: I’m a black belt in two martial arts Roger. I’m going to… 

Anastasia: What are you getting so excited about Carlton. You have got my daughter pregnant. 

Carlton: Well, if you’re going to split hairs. 

Tarquin: You mean I’m not the father? 

Jemima: Well… 

Tarquin: Well, am I or am I not? 

Jemima: You’re not. Carlton is. 

Reginald: (To Jemima) You were going to trick my son into marrying you? 

Jemima: It seemed like a good idea at the time. 

Tarquin: (To Jemima) How could you be so deceitful? 

Anastasia: Aren’t you forgetting something Tarquin? 

Tarquin: Ahh. 

Felicity: We can now be together Tarquin. 

Jemima: (To Felicity) You hussy! 

Felicity: That’s good coming from you Jemima! 

Jemima: Oh, Mummy! You’ve ruined everything. 

Fingers: Why not skip the wedding and go straight to the wedding present. 

Harry: Fingers. The law’s outside. We need to… 

Fingers: I’m not going until we get our hands on that priceless wedding present Harry. 

Ginger: I hope it goes with the décor in our prison cell. 



 

 

Muriel: You’re what? 

Delores: Is that it then? 

Forsythe: What do you mean mater? 

Delores: All these truthful declarations? 

Forsythe: Haven’t we heard enough? 

Petunia: I hope I don’t remember this in the morning. 

Delores: I think you will Petunia! 

Petunia: (To Reginald) What does the old goat mean by that Reginald. 

Reginald: I have no idea. 

Delores: Don’t you Sir Reginald? 

Reginald: No. 

Delores: What about you and Lady Anastasia Cumberland? 

Anastasia: (To Forsythe) Your mother has never liked me Forsythe. 

Delores: Well, while we are on the subject of the truth… 

Tarquin: What now? 

Delores: Shall I tell them Anastasia, or will you? 

Anastasia: You wouldn’t dare. 

Forsythe: Dare what? 

Delores: Your wife Forsythe. 

Forsythe: Ex-wife mater. 

Delores: Because she ran off with her skiing instructor? 

Anastasia: I think, it’s time we all calmed down and had a drink. 

Petunia: Now you’re talking. 

Forsythe: (To Delores) Yes mater. Everyone knows that Anastasia left me for that young blond 

Austrian skier. 

Jemima: That was rather tacky mother. 

Felicity: Says the bride, pregnant with the best man’s baby. 

Delores: What was his name again Anastasia? 

Anastasia: His name? 

Delores: You do remember his name, I take it? 

Anastasia: I can’t remember. 

Delores: You can’t remember? 

Forsythe: Wasn’t it Hans something or other? 



 

 

Delores: Why Forsythe. Did you ever meet this Austrian Ski instructor? 

Forsythe: What? As a matter of fact, I didn’t. 

Anastasia: I think this is quite enough Delores. 

Reginald: I agree. This is getting us nowhere. 

Delores: Well, you would say that wouldn’t you Sir Reginald. 

Petunia: What does the old goat mean by that Reggie? 

Reginald: I er couldn’t say, my dear. 

Tarquin: Father? 

Muriel: Well, who was this bloody Austrian ski instructor? 

 (Everyone stares at Muriel) 

Muriel: Sorry. 

Delores: Well Anastasia? 

Jemima: Mother? 
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Anastasia: There was no Austrian Ski instructor. 

Evelyn: You mean, you didn’t have an affair? 

Delores: She didn’t say that, did you dear Anastasia? 

Roger: Mother, what is going on? 

Anastasia: Well… 

Petunia: Spit it out woman. 

Forsythe: No Austrian ski instructor? 

Anastasia: Well, shows how inattentive you were Forsythe. I have never been skiing in all my 

life. 

Forsythe:  I don’t understand. 

Forsythe: (To Delores) Mater? 

Delores: Your wife Forsythe… 

Forsythe: Ex-wife. 

Delores: Didn’t have an affair with any Austrian ski instructor. But she did have a liaison with 

a member of the gentry. Didn’t she Sir Reginald? 

Tarquin: What? 

Petunia: (To Reginald) I must be drunk, because I thought the old goat said that you and…Oh 

shit. 
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Forsythe: Anastasia, is this true? 

Anastasia: Yes. 

Roger: Mother! 

Delores: (To Anastasia) And tell them why you ran away? 

Anastasia: Haven’t you said enough? 

Fingers: No! We all want to know, don’t we Harry? 

Harry: Too bloody right. 

Anastasia: I left you to have a baby. 

Forsythe: A what? 

Anastasia: A baby. 

Roger: I’ve got a bad feeling about this. 

Reginald: I really don’t think we… 

Petunia: Shut up Reggie! 

Reginald: Yes dear. 

Tarquin: Who is the father of this…baby? 

Forsythe: Is it me? 

Anastasia: No.  

Delores This is better than love Island. Well, Sir Reginald? 

Reginald: I am. 

Forsythe: You are what? 

Reginald: The father of Anastasia’s baby. 

Petunia: I’ve never sobered up so quickly! 

Tarquin: Father? 

Reginald: Anastasia and I were… 

Harry: Having it away? 

Reginald: Lovers. 

Anastasia: When I found out I was pregnant, I had to leave. 

Roger: You and Tarquin’s father. 

Petunia: I don’t believe it. Why Reggie? 

Reginald: Well, even back then, you were more interest in the contents of a bottle of champagne 

than you were in me Petunia. 

Petunia: So, it was my fault? 

Muriel: What happened to the baby? 



 

 

 (Everyone looks at Muriel) 

Muriel: Sorry. 

Carlton: Yes, what happened to the baby? 

Anastasia: I gave her up for adoption. 

Tarquin: Her? 

Roger: What happened to her Mother? 

Anastasia: She was adopted by a nice young couple from Purley. 

Ginger: Good area. I robbed a post office there once. 

Forsythe: Well, who were they? 

Anastasia: Who? 

Forsythe: The adopted parents? 

Delores: Well, Anastasia? 

Anastasia: Well, you see Forsythe, that’s why I had to come back.  

Muriel: Well, who was it? 

 (Everyone stares at Muriel) 

Muriel: Sorry. 

Anastasia: Like I said, a nice young couple…Called… 

Jemima: Called what Mother? 

Anastasia: Sidney and Rebecca…Stickleback. 

Felicity: Well, that’s a coincidence, because my parents are called Sidney and Rebecca 

Stickleback…. Oh no! 

Tarquin: You mean? 

Jemima: My bridesmaid, is my sister? 

Felicity: I am? 

Tarquin: Felicity is your daughter Anastasia? 

Anastasia: Yes. 

Tarquin: And my father’s? Wait a minute… 

Fingers: I think the penny’s dropped. 

Tarquin: (To Reginald) If Felicity is your daughter… And Felicity and I… And she’s having 

my… That means… 

Ginger: Ahh. Incest. A game for all the family. 

Petunia: I think I’m going to faint. 

Anastasia: Now you know why I had to come back. 



 

 

Tarquin: It’s a bit bloody late now! 

Jemima: Don’t you talk to my mother like that Tarquin. If you hadn’t got Felicity preggers 

then there wouldn’t have been a problem. You’re just a very dirty little man Tarquin 

Wormsley! 

Tarquin: And what about you and Carlton? 

Carlton: Ahh, well… And what about you Evelyn? 

Evelyn: At least I didn’t sleep with your brother Carlton! 

Evelyn: (To Roger) Did I Roger? 

Roger: No... That is right Mother, isn’t it? 

Anastasia: As far as I know. 

Roger: As far as you know? 

Anastasia: Well Winston Prendergast and I were once very good friends. 

Evelyn: What! My father, William Prendergast? 

Harry: She gets about, I’ll say that for her. 

Fingers: Next Christmas’s family get together, is going to be a hum dinger. 

Anastasia: Well, while we are all declaring the truth, there is one more to come out, isn’t there 

Delores? 

Delores: What? 

Muriel: Oh good, there’s more. 

 (Everyone looks at Muriel) 

Muriel: Sorry. 

Anastasia: The painting. 

Delores: Now Anastasia… 

Fingers: You mean the wedding present? 

Delores: How do you know about that? 

Forsythe: Ahh, well, mater. I may have just mentioned… 

Anastasia: It’s a fake. 

Fingers: What? 

Anastasia: She had it copied by some forger called Dickie Twinkle. 

Fingers: The Twinkler? 

Anastasia: You know him? 

Fingers: I shared a bloody cell with him for two years. 

Harry: He’s good though. 



 

 

Ginger: Made a fortune till he got caught. 

Forsythe: A fake? 

Delores: Well, I wasn’t going to give them the original Forsythe. That would be crazy. 

Fingers: I don’t believe it. 

Harry: What on earth is going to go wrong next? 

 (Enter Brian with detective inspector Quips and detective sergeant Judy Rogers) 

Quips: No one move! 

Reginald: Who on earth are you? 

Quips: Detective inspector Mortimer Quips. 

Harry: I had to ask. 

 (Lights off. Tabs Closed.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



 

 

Scene 3 – Wedding Suite 

 (Tabs open. Lights up. The scene opens in the wedding suite of the Hotel – Le 

Blanc Saxonne de La Tour. Everyone is in a similar position as they were at the 

end of the last Act. Detective inspector Mortimer Quips and detective sergeant 

Judy Rogers, take centre stage). 

Quips: I am Detective Inspector Mortimer Quips and this is Detective Sergeant Judy Morris. 

Reginald: But what are you doing here? 

Jemima: Getting married isn’t a crime you know. 

Tarquin: Oh, I don’t know. This one appears to be. 

Judy: We are here on official business. 

Fingers: I didn’t think you were here for the roving buffet. 

Muriel: Although it is a jolly good one, wouldn’t you agree Brian? 

Brian: Particularly, that shrimp and garlic cocktail. 

Muriel: That’s nice, but I prefer the… 

Quips: When you have both finished. 

Muriel: Sorry. 

Harry:  (To Fingers) She don’t half apologise a lot. 

Fingers: Shush 

Forsythe: Well, why have you gate crashed my daughter’s wedding? 

Anastasia: There will be no wedding. 

Judy: A crime has been committed. 

Anastasia: They didn’t know they were related! 

Quips: What? 

Tarquin: We only just found out. 

Carlton: Came as quite a shock, I can tell you. 

Felicity: I was adopted you know. 

Evelyn: I think I’m pregnant. 

Roger: Oh, do be quiet Evelyn. 

Carlton: Don’t you talk to my wife like that. 

Evelyn: Thank you Carlton. 

Carlton: I’ve got a black belt you know. 

Judy: What are you people talking about? 

Judy: (To Quips) What are these people talking about? 



 

 

Forsythe: Look I think we have all had enough of this. 

Reginald; That’s right. (To Quips and Judy) Do you know who I am? 

Quips: No, why do you have memory problems? 

Judy: My father had that you know. 

Quips: Had what? 

Judy: Memory problems. 

Quips: Did he? 

Judy: He forgot he was an airline pilot. 

Quips: What happened? 

Judy: He crashed. 

Reginald: I am Sir Reginald Wormsley of the Home Office. 

Fingers: Working from home, ain’t nothing to be ashamed of. I understand lots of people are 

doing it these days. 

Reginald: Not working from home! The Home Office! 
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Anastasia: Don’t let them aggravate you Reggie. 

Petunia: How dare you call my husband Reggie! 

Anastasia: Well, that’s his name isn’t it? 

Petunia: Just because you are the mother of one of his children, doesn’t give you the right to 

call him Reggie! 

Roger: Well said Mother. 

Tarquin: I think you should just keep quiet Lady Cumberland! 

Felicity: Don’t you talk about my mother that way. 

Jemima: Your Mother? 

Roger: And don’t you get all high and mighty, Tarquin. Let’s not forget what you’ve been up 

to. 

Evelyn: Roger, don’t get involved. 

Quips: Been up to what? 

Delores: It really is far too tiresome Inspector. 

Quips: Well, try me. 

Delores: Well, My granddaughter Jemima. 

Jemima: That’s me. 
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Delores: Is marrying Tarquin. 

Anastasia: Not anymore. 

Tarquin: I’m Tarquin. 

Jemima: I’m pregnant. 

Judy: I noticed. 

Tarquin: I ‘m going to be a father. 

Quips: Congratulations 

Petunia: Except that… 

Carlton: I’m the father. 

Quips: (To Tarquin) But you said… 

Felicity: He’s the father of my baby. 

Quips: (Looks at Tarquin) He is? 

Judy: Isn’t he the groom? 

Harry: I’d sit down, if I was you. This could take a while. 

Jemima: He is the groom. 

Carlton: But I’m the father of the bride’s baby. 

Quips: Of course, you are. 

Judy: (To Carlton) So, are you going to marry the bride? 

Evelyn: He can’t. 

Judy: Why not? 

Evelyn: He’s married to me. 

Quips: What? 

Delores: I told you it was tiresome. 

Judy: Well, at least you’re not pregnant. 

Evelyn: I think I am actually. 

Quips: What? (To Carlton) You’re the father of both these babies? 

Carlton: What? No of course not. That would be ridiculous. 

Roger: I’m the father of Evelyn’s baby…Apparently. 

Quips: And who are you? 

Roger: I’m the groom’s brother. 

Tarquin: I’m the groom. 

Jemima: He is yes. 



 

 

Ginger: Don’t they make a lovely couple? 

Anastasia: This is all most unfortunate. 

Petunia: Says the woman who has ruined my son’s wedding. 

Anastasia: I’ve ruined it? 

Petunia: Yes! You have bloody ruined everything. 

Reginald: Ladies, please don’t argue. 

  (Petunia and Anastasia at the same time to Reginald) 

Petunia: (Together to Reginald) Shut up! 

Anastasia: (Together to Reginald) Shut up! 

 

Judy: (To Quips) This is some wedding inspector. 

Jemima: You don’t know the half of it. 

Judy: There’s more? 

Tarquin: Just a little complication. 

Felicity: Yes. 

Quips: I think I’ve heard enough. I wish I hadn’t asked at all. 

Anastasia: Good, let that be an end to it. 

Quips: Who are you? 

Anastasia: Lady Anastasia Cumberland. 

Forsythe: My wife. 

Jemima: My Mother. 

Roger: And mine. 

Felicity: And as I’ve just found out, mine too. 

Quips: (To Judy) Are you following this sergeant? 

Judy: Not a word guv. 

Quips: (To Felicity) You’re the bridesmaid? 

Felicity: Yes. 

Anastasia: (Points to Reginald) And he’s her father. 

Quips: His father? 

Anastasia: Yes. 

Quips: (To Forsythe) But you said… (Points to Anastasia) That you were married to her. 

Forsythe: I was once. 

Anastasia: We still are married. We never divorced. 



 

 

Quips: (To Reginald) And you and… 

Reginald: A long time ago. 

Petunia: I need a bloody drink. 

Delores: Very, very tiresome. 

Muriel: I hope you’re taking notes inspector. It’s easy to get confused. 

 (Everyone looks at Muriel) 

Muriel: Sorry. 

Judy: (To Reginald) You’re the one from the Home office. 

Tarquin: He’s my father. 

Quips: Your what? 

Tarquin: My father! 

Quips: But you’re the father of her baby. (Points to Felicity) 

Felicity: That’s right. 

Jemima: The tart. She was supposed to be my best friend. 

Felicity: I’m a tart? 

Jemima: Well, as long as you admit it. 

Felicity: What about you and Carlton? 

Evelyn: Please, don’t bring my poor Carlton into this. 
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Roger: Your husband is in this. He’s the father of the child, my sister-in-law, who is now not 

going to be my sister-in-law, is expecting! 

Quips: What did he say? 

Carlton: And you Roger! What about you? I’ve a good mind to karate chop you! 

Jemima: I’d do it Carlton. Teach him a lesson. 

Quips: No one is karate chopping anyone. 

Delores: So tiresome. 

Carlton: (To Roger) You sir have got my wife pregnant and we were supposed to be chums. I 

want you to return the golf clubs I lent you. 

Roger: I say, that’s a bit strong. 

Ginger: Well, he has been playing around. 

Tarquin: (To Carlton) There’s no need to take this out on my brother Carlton. 
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Jemima: That’s right. At least he hasn’t put his sister in the family way! 

Tarquin: He hasn’t got a sister! 

Felicity: He has now! 

Brian: Is anyone ready for the Canapés? 

 (Everyone looks at Brian) 

Brian: Sorry. 

Muriel: Your turn.  

Forsythe: So, is this why you’re here inspector? 

Quips: What? 

Forsythe: The old wedding problem. 

Quips: No, of course not. 

Judy: We didn’t know anything about your…I don’t know the right word to use. 

Petunia: Incest? 

Quips: No, no, no. We are here on a completely different matter. 

Fingers: We know. 

Quips: And who are you? 

Judy: And who have you got pregnant? 

Fingers: What? 

Muriel: He’s the registrar. 

Fingers: Er, yes. That’s who I am. 

Quips: (Points to Harry) And you? 

Harry: I’m er… 

Brian: He’s the other registrar. 

Harry: Yep. That’s me. 

Ginger: You wait and wait for a registrar and then two come along together. 

Quips: Who are you? 

Ginger: Me? 

Quips: Yes you. 

Muriel: He’s the photographer. 

Brian: Hollocks. 

Quips: I only asked. 

Brian: No, that’s his name. Ralph Horrocks. 



 

 

Quips: Is it? 

Ginger: Yes. 

Quips: You look very familiar, Mister Hollocks. 

Ginger: I’ve just got one of those faces. 

Quips: (Turns to Fingers) You also look familiar. 

Fingers: Perhaps I officiated at a wedding you attended. 

Harry: That would be it. 

Quips: (To Harry) You also look familiar. Doesn’t he look familiar to you Sergeant. 

Judy: I think they may have married my cousin Esmerelda. Strange woman.  

Harry:  That’s it! I remember her. 

Judy:  You do? 

Harry:  Er, yes.  

Judy:  She married a bloke called… 

Harry:  Quasimodo? 

Judy:  Jenkins. 

Harry:  That’s the one. 

Fingers: See. Well, that clears that up. 

Forsythe: But that doesn’t explain why you are here interrupting my daughter’s wedding 

inspector. 

Anastasia: There will be no wedding. 

Jemima: I think we’ve established that mother. 

Quips:  Detective sergeant Judy Rogers and I, are here to apprehend a criminal. 

Fingers: Just the one? 

Quips:  Which one of you…people, is Delores Cumberland? 

Delores: That would be me, my good man. 

Quips:  Put the cuffs on her sergeant. 

Delores: What? 

Quips:  Delores Cumberland… 

Delores: Lady Delores Cumberland. 

Petunia: The old goat. 

Quips: You are under arrest, for conspiring to commit fraud with a known forger called 

Dickie Twinkle. 

Fingers: The Twinkler. 



 

 

Quips: The very same? (Pauses) How do you know that? 

Fingers: Er…Didn’t you mention it before? 

Quips: Did I? 

Harry: I’m sure you did Inspector. 

Quips: Oh, well, maybe I did. 

 (Judy handcuffs Delores) 

Delores: This is an outrage! It was only a bit of fun. 

Quips: That’s not what Dickie Twinkle says. 

Judy: He tells a completely different story. 

Quips: He’s been supplying you these so-called original paintings for years and you Delores 

Cumberland… 

Delores: Lady Delores Cumberland 

Quips: Have been passing them off as the real thing. 

Judy: And selling them for large amounts of dosh. 

Reginald: Good Lord. We bought a Constable from her. 

Quips: I don’t think so. Our Constables are honest police officers. 

Judy: He means Constable the artist guv. 

Quips: Oh. 

Reginald: Cost us a bloody fortune. 
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Petunia: The old goat! 

Reginald: She said it was an original. 

Petunia: It looked like the real thing. 

Fingers: Well, he’s damn good, the old Twinkle…I would think…whoever he is. 

Harry: So, is that all you’re here for Inspector? 

Ginger: The old girl about the paintings? 

Quips: Why, should there be anything else? 

Ginger: What? No! No! No! Not at all. Would you like your picture taken? 

Quips: Well, that would be nice. 

Ginger: Why don’t you get Delores Cumberland and your sergeant in the picture as well. 

Delores: Lady Delores Cumberland! 
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Petunia: The old goat! 

Forsythe: Mater! 

Delores: Oh, don’t start Forsythe. Just get me our lawyer. 

Petunia: My you are in a lot of trouble. 

Delores: Why? 

Reginald: I’m your lawyer. 

Petunia: Home Office legal department. 

 (Enter the real Ralph Horrocks) 

Fingers: When things go wrong, they go really wrong. 

Ginger: They always say they go in threes. 

Ralph: That’s the man (Points to Ginger) He stole my camera and locked me in a store 

cupboard. 

Quips: Who are you? 

Ralph: Hollocks! 

Quips: I only asked. 

Ralph: Ralph Hollocks! The photographer. 

Ginger: The man’s delusional. 

 (Enter Deidre Johnson and Paula Pearson) 

Deidre: What’s going on here? 

Quips: Who are you? 

Deidre: I’m Deidre and this is Paula. 

Judy: What are you doing here? 

Paula: We have come straight from the hospital. 

Muriel: Did you say the hospital? 

Deidre: We were involved in a car accident. 

Paula: But we were determined to get here as quickly as we could. 

Deidre: We knew how important this day was to you all. 

Jemima: I don’t understand. 

Tarquin: Who are you both? 

Deidre: We’re the registrars. 

Fingers: I had a horrible feeling you were about to say that. 

Forsythe: But then if you are the registrars… (Points to Fingers and Harry) Then who are 

you? 



 

 

Fingers: Would you believe reserve registrars? 

Forsythe: No! 

Fingers: Worth a try. 

Quips:  Now I know, where I’ve seen you three before… 

Ralph:  (To Ginger) I insist that you arrest that man! 

Ginger: What else could possibly go wrong. 

Jemima: Just one thing…My waters have broken. 

  (Lights off. Tabs Closed. End.) 

 


