Characters

Harry Wink (M)

-

A dodgy serial businessman, who skates on thin ice in his business
affairs. He is full of bluster, jokes and denial, and sails through life
with the potentially fatal habit of hiding his head in the sand.

Heidi Wink (F)

-

His wife (and supposed widow), and co-conspirator in the life
insurance scam. Tired of a life hiding from creditors, she has
succumbed to the smooth charms and influence of Sven Svensen.
When she thinks, or is upset, she has a habit of nibbling a pen top to
prevent spoiling her nails.

Sven Svensen (M)

-

Heidi’s unscrupulous and sleazy artist boyfriend who has his own
agenda for increasing his wealth, and standing in the world. He is the
one who suggested the insurance scam to Heidi.

Lottie Moneypenny (F)

-

Harry’s feather brained luxury loving girlfriend. A beautician by
trade, she is Celia’s niece in law.

Nora Parker (F)

-

Harry’s nosy landlady. She has a spot of blackmail up her overall
sleeves.

Celia Snape (F)

-

Heidi’s plain and practical step sister, and Lottie’s aunt. Harry was 7
her first love, and she is still bitter that Heidi stole him. She is
unaware of Lottie’s fling with Harry, although she would not be
unduly surprised.

Monsieur Parrot (M/F)

-

(Or Miss Marbles) The French detective who encourages the
audience to solve the crime/the lady sleuth. Alternatively, invent your
own detective of either sex.

Act 1
Scene 1 – Day 1. Lunchtime.
(SFX. Music ‘Who Wants to be a Millionaire’. Spotlight on Harry as he enters.
His signature tune ‘Who Wants to Be a Millionaire’ is playing.)
Harry Wink:

(Enters one side of stage, dancing and singing along to his tune) ‘Who wants to be
a millionaire, I do. Have flashy flunkies everywhere, I do. Who wants the bother of a
country estate – oh boy I can’t wait - (hums a bit more of the tune. Gets mobile
phone from pocket and dials.)
(SFX. Phone rings, then fades, but keeps ringing as music changes to Heidi’s
theme tune, Money, Money, Money. Spotlight on Heidi as she enters. Her
signature tune ‘Money, Money, Money’ is playing. Heidi Wink enters on
opposite side of stage to Harry, singing and dancing along to the tune of ‘Money,
Money, Money.’ They do not look or acknowledge each other at all, as if in
separate houses. She glances at her mobile on table and ignores the ringing.)

Heidi:

(Sings) ‘Money, money, money, Must be funny, In the rich man’s world. Money,
money, money, Always sunny, in the rich man’s world. Aha, Aha, All the things I can
do, Now I have a lot of money – (hums a few more bars.)
(SFX. Ringing stops. Turn spotlight off Heidi, and onto Harry now. Harry
frowns. Talks into mobile, leaving answerphone message. Heidi stands near
phone and listens to message as Harry talks.)

Harry:

Heidi, this is Harry. Is everything going alright? Have the life insurance company paid
up OK? I can’t see why they shouldn’t. I mean I’m dead, aren’t I? Deceased,
departed, defunct. Lost from my little rowing boat. A million quid the richer for it;
split with you of course my little fox. Can’t wait to hear what my new name is. Make
it something glamorous like (gestures grandly) Jose Carreras, only not that of course.
And get hold of a passport with a passing likeness? I can’t use my own; I think they
cancel it when you’re dead. Can’t talk anymore; someone might trace the call. I’ll try
you again lunchtime tomorrow. Be in this time. Love and kisses. (Makes kissing
sounds. Exits.)
(Heidi picks up phone, and presses a button, as if deleting. SFX. Doorbell rings.
Heidi ignores. SFX. Doorbell rings.)

Celia Snape:

(Offstage) Heidi, open the door, it’s me, Celia.
(Heidi exits to answer door. Celia enters. Spotlight on Celia while her signature
tune plays: ‘Oh We Ain’t Got a Barrel of Money.’ Heidi enters)

Celia:

(Looks around room.) It’s funny with Harry not here isn’t it? I keep expecting him
to walk in any moment.

Heidi:

Yes, me too (sniffs). He was such a big character.

Celia:

He was. - What I still can’t understand Heidi, is what he was doing in that rowing
boat? I’m his sister-in-law, yet I didn’t even know he went fishing. I mean, he didn’t
particularly like fish! Battered with chips, yes. But he was more of a 16oz steak with
fried onions man, wasn’t he?

Heidi:

He was trying to be more healthy.

Celia:

He wasn’t very successful.

Heidi:

You don’t have to be healthy to drown Celia! The boat overturned and he drowned.
He was a weak swimmer.

Celia:

They haven’t found any body yet though, have they? - You mustn’t give up hope
Heidi. You hear of people having amnesia after accidents. He might be alive
somewhere.

Heidi:

The coastguard gave up ages ago. The life insurance people were satisfied.

Celia:

I’m surprised he was insured.
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Heidi:

We were both insured if you want to know Celia. It’s bad enough being widowed,
without losing the house.

Celia:

In the paper it said you’d re-mortgaged the house.

Heidi:

Don’t nit-pick! You know Harry, (sniffs and corrects herself) knew Harry; full of
big business ideas, and how to fund them.

Celia:

It said he’d got heavily in debt again.

Heidi:

When business gets tough, you have to - (interrupted by Celia.)

Celia:

The tough get going.

Heidi:

What?

Celia:

It’s a saying – ‘when things gets tough, the tough get going’.

Heidi:

He didn’t commit suicide for the insurance money if that’s what you’re insinuating!

Celia:

I know that.

Heidi:

(Concerned) Do you?

Celia:

Yes, ostriches don’t commit suicide.

Heidi:

Quite; but you have to think ahead about how your loved ones would manage if
anything happened.

Celia:

Harry didn’t seem the thinking ahead type. Anyway, a million quid will certainly pay
off the re-mortgage.

Heidi:

Who said it was a million?

Celia:

Oh Heidi, the newspapers are still awash with the story! ‘Insurance firm pays life
insurance on serial businessman who disappeared on a lone fishing trip. Mr Harry
Wink was heavily in debt when…..etc etc’ (Gives Heidi a little hug) We may be a
small family, just you, me, and Lottie, but at least we’ve got each other.

Heidi:

I don’t see much of Lottie.

Celia:

I don’t see much of her myself; always busy in that beauty parlour where she works. I
can get you more discount vouchers if you want to perk yourself up anytime? Shall I
put the kettle on for a brew?

Heidi:

We’ve only got decaf, (sniffs and corrects herself) oh dear, poor Harry, I mean I’ve
only got decaf.

Celia:

(Sneakily) Oh well, any port in a storm!
(Heidi gives Celia a sharp look. Celia and Heidi exit.)

Scene 2 – Lunchtime a fortnight later.
(Harry enters with mobile phone. Picking teeth with toothpick. Dials. SFX.
Phone ringing and ringing. SFX. Ringing stops and goes to answerphone.)
Harry:

Heidi, it’s Harry again. Where are you? I’ve been ringing you every day for ages. Has
the money come through alright? And have you got my ID? Sunny Spain here we
come; the costa del criminalia; or how about Argentina? We’ll blend in like milk in
coffee. We’ll learn the tango. (Hums and makes a few tango steps.)
(SFX. Knocking at door. Harry stops and listens. SFX. Knocking at door.)

Nora Parker:

(Offstage). Mr Brown, it’s Mrs Parker, Nora.
(SFX. Knocking at door.)

Nora:

Mr Brown, John. I know you’re in there. It’s Mrs Parker, your landlady.

Harry:

(Calls) It’s not very convenient at the moment Mrs Parker; I’m just getting changed.

Nora:

(Offstage.) What are you getting changed for, you’ve just come in? I saw you come
up the stairs.

Harry:

Changing into my pyjamas Mrs Parker. (Annoyed turns off mobile.)

Nora:

(Calls) It’s mid-day.

Harry:

(Wearily) I’m a little weary.

Nora:

(Calls) Been out for a little swim, have you?

Harry:

What?

Nora:

Let me in! I want to show you something.
(Harry looks worried. Exits as if to let Nora in. Spotlight on Nora as she enters.
Her signature tune ‘I Want an Old Fashioned Millionaire’ is playing. Nora
enters to short tune of ‘I Want an Old Fashioned Millionaire’. Maybe does a few
dance steps. Harry enters when short tune finishes.)

Nora:

(Meaningfully) You haven’t got your bathers on, I mean your pyjamas.

Harry:

(Prudish) I have my modesty Mrs Parker. I’m fussy about who I show my pyjamas
to.

Nora:

Call me Nora.

Harry:

Nora I have my modesty. – What have you got to show me?

Nora:

The paper. Have you seen the paper?

Harry:

What particular paper is that? I’m OK for toilet paper at the moment.

Nora:

The Echo. It’s got your photo in it.

Harry:

I’m sure it hasn’t; unless I’ve won that word search competition, I entered last month?

Nora:

I’m sure it’s your photo! Look! (Holds out newspaper for Harry.) It’s the spitting
image!

Harry:

That’s nothing like me Nora! For one thing that chap’s got a beard. And for another
I’m much better looking.

Nora:

Beards are easy things to shave off. It says here you’re presumed to have drowned.

Harry:

I think that’s a much harder thing to change than a beard Nora, because unless I’m a
ghost, I’m very much alive! Feel my arm. (Holds out arm.)

Nora:

(Orders) Roll your sleeve up.

Harry:

Why? Are you going to take my blood pressure?

Nora:

The paper says you’ve got a tattoo on your right forearm.

Harry:

(Puts arm quickly back by side.) I’m not exposing myself to you or anybody else
Nora, Mrs Parker.

Nora:

(Sniffs. Reading bits from paper.) It says your real name’s Harry Wink, you were
heavily in debt, and had borrowed from the firm’s pension fund. You’d taken out a
big life insurance policy before you disappeared. They found the boat you went
fishing in bobbing about, but there wasn’t anybody in it; nor have they found any
body.

Harry:

(Huffily) Mrs Parker, Nora, my name is John Brown, not Harry Wink, and Mrs
Parker, Nora, I’ve had enough of this nonsense. Please leave me to put my pyjamas on
in peace.

Nora:

(Still reading bits from paper) It says, that your wife’s received a million pounds
from your life insurance.

Harry:

(Surprised) Has she! (Recovers himself) Well, I suppose it’s some consolation to the
poor woman. Good afternoon to you Mrs Parker, Nora. (Physically propels Nora to
exit.)

Nora:

(Manages to stop being propelled for a moment to say loudly.) Remember that
silence is golden, Mr Harry Wink, silence is golden! I’ll be back to talk to you about
that!
(Harry propels her offstage and Harry and Nora exit.)

Scene 3 – Evening a week later.
(SFX. Phone ringing. Heidi enters. She is thoughtfully chewing a pen top. SFX.
Phone stops ringing. Heidi picks phone up and listens as if to an answerphone
message.)
Harry:

(He is offstage, but talking.) Heidi, it’s me Harry. Where are you? Why aren’t you
answering my calls? What’s going on? (Enters stage quietly with his door key in
his hand. He is wearing some kind of disguise, a hat or a wig. He is behind her or
out of sight and Heidi doesn’t see him) I mean we’re in this thing together.
(Heidi frowns at her mobile, and tries to switch it off.)

Harry:

(Moves close to Heidi). Hello Baby.
(Heidi freezes, then turns quickly.)

Harry:

What’s the matter? Seen a ghost?

Heidi:

Harry! What are you doing here? Are you crazy? What if the neighbours see you?

Harry:

Always worrying about what the neighbours think! You don’t sound pleased to see
me. Back from the dead and no kiss?
(Heidi gives him a peck.)

Harry:

You’re not answering my calls, so I thought I’d drop by, and see if there was a
problem?

Heidi:

We agreed you wouldn’t contact me, and that I’d get in touch when all the
arrangements were made! We can’t risk you being seen, or our calls being picked up.
We can’t afford to be careless now!
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Harry:

The paper says you’ve had the money. (Sniffs momentarily puzzled by an aroma)

Heidi:

(Chews pen top). I’ve, er, just had the cheque. But the -

Harry:

Excellent! Let’s get away. I’ll start a new business. We need something to do, besides
drinking rum and coca cola, by the pool! We’ll go somewhere hot and dodgy, where
they don’t ask questions. (Dances her around.) You’ll be the hostess with the mostest sweetie. I’ll do a little business in the afternoon. Or shall I do a little business in
the evening? It may be too hot in the afternoon. We’ll take a siesta like the locals.
Have you got hold of a passport and some ID? It’s only to flash at the guards at the
border, they’ll hardly check. And if they do, a little sweetener should do the trick.

Heidi:

It’s not like ordering on Amazon Prime! Click here for a false passport, click there for
next day delivery! I’m working on it. That’s why I haven’t contacted you, I’m still
working on it.

Harry:

How are you working on it?

Heidi:

I’ve found a decorator –

Harry:

(Surprised) Strange time to think about decorating.

Heidi:

He knows I’ve been tragically widowed. He’s developed a soft spot for me.

Harry:

Putty in your hands, is he?

Heidi:

Yes. He’s going to let me have his passport.

Harry:

(Incredulous) Just like that? What’s he expecting out of it?

Heidi:

He thinks we’re going to Spain together.

Harry:

Him too? Can we get group travel discount?

Heidi:

My plan is that you go ahead with his passport, and then post it back again. Once it’s
arrived, I’ll ditch him. He won’t suspect a thing.

Harry:

Give him the brush off?

Heidi:

Yes.

Harry:

Hmm sounds simple on paper, though I think you’re putting a bit of a gloss on it.

Heidi:

Why do you always joke?

Harry:

I can’t help it. It’s my nerves. Give me a proper kiss Heidi.
(Heidi gives him a longer peck, and he holds on to her.)

Harry:

(Lets go of her) That wasn’t very convincing. Heidi, I need more money. I’m having
to live on cheap pizzas and beer. I’m so full of gas, if you light a match I’ll explode.

Heidi:

I won’t light a match! I can give you a bit more cash, but we can’t go wild yet.

Harry:

If you’ve got a cheque for a million quid, giving me living expenses is hardly going
wild.
(SFX. A rustling noise.)

Harry:

What’s that noise – is it coming from the bedroom?

Heidi:

Oh, don’t ask! We’ve got mice would you believe! I’ve put poison down. They like
chocolate.

Harry:

Who can blame them. - Heidi, I’ve got a, er, bit of a problem; that’s why I had to talk
to you. My landlady’s recognised me from a photo in the paper. I’m sure she’s going
to blackmail me.

Heidi:

(Panicky) You’ll have to leave there straight away, find somewhere else.

Harry:

I’ll come back here. I can hide in the bedroom, and you can feed me. No chocolate
though!

Heidi:

No!

Harry:

(Quizzical) That was a very quick no!

Heidi:

The decorator, he’ll find out!

Harry:

Who Matt?

Heidi:

His name is Sven. He mustn’t find out you’re alive. He’s here a lot at the moment,
naturally, decorating.

Harry:

Magnolia.

Heidi:

What?

Harry:

Nearest shade to natural. (Sniffs as if to identify aroma) What’s that funny smell? A
bit like aftershave.

Heidi:

(Quickly) It’s the paint, it lingers.

Harry:

Does Matt linger?

Heidi:

(Ignores his question) On second thoughts, stay where you are. She’ll be more
suspicious if you leave now. She might go to the police - or the insurance; there’s
probably a reward.

Harry:

If she starts squeezing me, I’ll need cash to keep her mouth shut. I’ll try and negotiate
a price.

Heidi:

No! (Chews pen top thoughtfully) We haven’t gone to all this trouble to pay
blackmailers.

Harry:

(Slowly) What else can I do?

Heidi:

There are other ways.

Harry:

(Looks at her warily.) What sort of other ways?

Heidi:

We’ll have to think about it.

Harry:

(Checking) We? Meaning you and me, think about it?

Heidi:

Who else?

Harry:

(Looking at her keenly) I’m not sure Heidi. I’m not sure.
(SFX. Lights go down. Harry exits with lights down. Heidi remains on stage.)

Scene 4
(Lights go up.)
Heidi:

(Calls) Sven - he’s gone, you can come out now.
(Spotlight on Sven who enters while his signature tune ‘Money Makes the World
Go Around’ plays.)

Sven:

(Enters to short excerpt from ‘Money Makes the World Go Around’) Are you
sure he’s not around the corner outside? I’ve got his voice ringing in my ears.

Heidi:

No, I looked out of the lounge window, (cranes to look over audience) and watched
him disappear.

Sven:

He disappeared once before, but he came back! He’s a liability turning up like that!

Heidi:

(Sexily) He’s gone, (snuggles up to him) just the two of us. (Sniffs after shave) You
know darling you should tone your after shave down a bit. Harry noticed it; I
persuaded him it was paint.

Sven:

So charming!
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(SFX. Doorbell rings. Heidi and Sven spring apart.)
Sven:

(Alarmed) It’s him! He’s come back to kill me!

Heidi:

(Panicky) Why should he kill you? You’re his ticket out of the country, or your
passport is. Get back in the bedroom.
(Sven exits hastily.)

Heidi:

(Calls anxiously) Who is it?

Celia:

(Offstage) It’s me, Celia.

Heidi:

(Relieved, but exasperated) Celia I’ve got a headache. It’s not convenient.

Celia:

I think I dropped my phone when I was here. I need it. Let me in!
(Heidi wafts the air, as if to get rid of Sven’s aftershave. Exits. Celia and Heidi
enter.)

Celia:

This is the last place I remember having it (looks round).

Heidi:

(Chews pen top) I haven’t seen it. I’d have let you know if I had.

Celia:

(Moves Heidi’s hand away from her mouth) Why are you always chewing that
thing? You’ll damage your teeth.

Heidi:

(Shows Heidi her nails.) I’m trying to stop biting my nails.

Celia:

I thought I heard voices when I knocked. (Sniffs the air, looks suspicious.)

Heidi:

It’s the telly.

Celia:

I thought you had a headache?

Heidi:

(Sighs) I wasn’t really watching, I had it on more for company.

Celia:

(Looks around the floor and under furniture for her phone.) There’s my phone,
under the cabinet! (Stoops down and puts it in her pocket.) It must have slipped out
of my pocket. Well, I’ll say night night. Have you got some tablets for your head?

Heidi:

Oh somewhere.

Celia:

(Takes a couple of tablets in foil from pocket and hands them to Heidi.) These
will do the trick.

Heidi:

Thank you. (Moves towards exit) I’ll see you out. (Exits.)
(Celia exits.)

Heidi:

(Enters. Calls.) Sven – she’s gone, thank goodness!
(Sven enters.)

Heidi:

I’m sure she suspects something.

Sven:

Was her phone turned on?

Heidi:

I don’t know – why?

Sven:

She might have left the recorder on.

Heidi:

Oh God!

Sven:

Maybe it wasn’t turned on. - Anyway, what would she do if she did know – report
you? After all she’s your next of kin.

Heidi:

So?

Sven:

If anything happens to you, she’ll get the money.

Heidi:

Why should anything happen to me?

Sven:

(Shrugs) Why does anything happen to anybody? - Bye the way, there’s a funny
scuffling and scratching going on in your bedroom. You told Harry you’ve got mice.
Have you really?

Heidi:

Yes, they get in through the skirting. I’ve put poison down. Don’t lick it.

Sven:

I won’t. (Places his arms around her romantically) – All these interruptions. If I
was really a decorator, I could have painted your bedroom by now.

Heidi:

(Strokes his hair) Instead of a poor starving artist.

Sven:

(Chip on shoulder) I should have lived in the age before the camera. Then anybody
who was anybody had their portrait painted. It was the great fashion, kings, queens,
lords, ladies, their children, their horses, their houses, their dogs; now it’s just their
dogs.

Heidi:

Never mind. Soon we’ll be together forever, and you can paint me as much as you
like.

Sven:

Like Rubens darling?

Heidi:

I prefer diamonds. You can paint me dripping with diamonds.

Sven:

Rubens darling, nudes! Look we need to do something about Harry. Leaving him in
the UK to fester might backfire. He might give himself up, just to get revenge.

Heidi:

(Breaks away and chews pen top) Harry isn’t the vengeful type; he’s the stick his
head in the sand type. Anyway, it wouldn’t make sense! The money would be
reclaimed by the insurance, and we’d all go to prison.

Sven:

We?

Heidi:

It was your idea to help him to disappear, claim the life insurance, and you and I start
a new life together!

Sven:

(Strokes her face.) It was an excellent plan darling. But Harry isn’t playing our game.

Heidi:

(Dramatically) Sven, Harry came tonight because he’s being blackmailed! His
landlady has recognised him from the photo in the paper!

Sven:

(Outburst)This is what I’ve been dreading! This is the problem with him not being
properly dead! Has he done anything about it?

Heidi:

No.

Sven:

Then it’s up to us!
(Heidi looks at him quizzically. SFX. Lights go down. Heidi and Sven exit with
lights down.)

Scene 5 – Next day.
(SFX. Lights go up. Harry is Sitting down frowning at newspaper. Picking teeth
with toothpick.)
Lottie:

(Offstage) Thank you Mrs Parker. Yes, I know he’s in.
(SFX. Knock at Harry’s door. Harry exits to open door. Lottie’s signature tune
‘Hey Big Spender’ plays. Lottie enters with style and maybe a few dance steps
swinging her beads to ‘Hey Big Spender.’ Harry enters.)

Lottie:

(They kiss) How’s my millionaire playboy today?

Harry:

Half a millionaire my lovely. My dear wife gets half. I’m a half millionaire playboy in
waiting!

Lottie:

It’s still quite a lot isn’t it? It’s a pity she has to get half. All she did was collect you
from the end of The Point. You had to row all the way out there, and it was you that
got your feet wet.

Harry:

I got more than my feet wet Lottie sweetie. There was a storm raging. I had to swim
for my life! She said it would be more authentic if the sea was rough. And I had to roll
up in the car boot on an old dog blanket afterwards.

Lottie:

I didn’t know you had a dog?

Harry:

We haven’t any more. We kept its blanket for sentimental reasons. I don’t think it had
ever been washed.

Lottie:

(Looks around room) For half a millionaire playboy, you’re not exactly living the
life of luxury, are you? I mean you were better off before you disappeared.

Harry:

The joys of credit my sweet.

Lottie:

Have you managed to get through to Heidi yet?

Harry:

(Worried) I went round to see her to find out what was going on. – She’s got a man
there Lottie! There was this funny smell of after shave that she said was paint. And
there was this noise from the bedroom, that she said it was mice.

Lottie:

I’ve got mice. I hate putting traps down, but they eat my beauty products.

Harry:

Do they work?

Lottie:

The traps?
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Harry:

The beauty products. Are the mice beautiful?

Lottie:

I don’t know how you can joke about things Harry! Here you are in a tatty room in a
boarding house, while she’s in your nice house, probably carrying on

Harry:

It keeps me sane Lottie! (Worried) Heidi says this bloke’s a decorator who she’s
leading up the garden path, so she can get hold of his passport for me to get out the

country. If he’s a decorator there’s not much sign of it, unless he’s concentrating on
the bedroom.
Lottie:

Oh Harry, if she’s cheating on you, how can you trust her?

Harry:

(Trying to be cheery. Shows her the photo in newspaper.) Do you think this is a
good likeness of me? I think I’m much better looking.

Lottie:

(Looks at paper, then at him) Yes, you’re better looking in the flesh. You look a
right lag in the photo. What does it say?

Harry:

Oh, the usual stuff, boat found bobbing about empty, no sign of a body. Well-known
local businessman missing.

Lottie:

Well-known local businessman, how about that! (Leans over Harry and reads.) Oh,
it says you’ve had more businesses than fleas on a dog, and that you move on quicker
than an oil slick on water. Is that good Harry?

Harry:

(Positive) It shows I’m flexible, Lottie. If you’re flexible you survive. You’ve picked
a winner in me girl.

Lottie:

Did Heidi say if the insurance has coughed up?

Harry:

Yes, it has. It’ll be in her account of course. That’s the trouble with me being dead, no
joint account!

Lottie:

(Worried) How do you get hold of your half then?

Harry:

The plan was, when she got fake documents for me, we’d clear out somewhere hot,
Spain, maybe Argentina; buy a little white washed paso-doble. I’d start a new
business. – But things have been complicated by Matt.

Lottie:

Who’s that?

Harry:

The decorator; or it might be Gloss.

Lottie:

She’s had all this time to sort your papers out.

Harry:

Yes.

Lottie:

You wouldn’t go off without telling me would you Harry!

Harry:

Without telling my best girl? (Puts his arm around her) Of course not. If I have to
go, I’ll let you know; I’ll send for you. You can cut the locals hair!

Lottie:

Promise?

Harry:

I promise.

Lottie:

Cross your heart and hope to die?

Harry:

That’s a bit harsh.

Lottie:

What I can’t understand is why you can’t have the cash now? You could put it in a
suitcase under your bed.

Harry:

Half a million quid in a suitcase?

Lottie:

You could buy a lock! Or I could look after it for you? I could put it in my account.
It’s no good her having it all, and handing you out pocket money! She might not give
it you when you’re in Spain or wherever! She might do a bunk! Ask her for it!

Harry:

She’s got a vengeful side to her Lottie. Once when I stayed out overnight on urgent
business, she fed my best cashmere coat into the tree shredder. To add insult to injury,
she sprayed glue all over my car and blew the tree shredder all over it. It would have
looked really good if the fur had been even.

Lottie:

She’s not a nice woman.

Harry:

It was all her idea - the life insurance, me playing dead. When I’ve got into debt
before, I’ve just declared bankruptcy, and started up again; new company name. I
don’t know where she got this idea from. I wish I’d just declared bankruptcy.

Lottie:

Oh Harry, it doesn’t suit you being poor!

Harry:

It doesn’t suit you either does it my pet? Don’t answer that! We’ll find a way.

Lottie:

You know I wish you’d told me before you went off and got yourself drowned. I was
heartbroken.

Harry:

How could I tell you sweetheart? If you’d accidentally let anything slip, I’d be all
washed up.

Lottie:

When you phoned me, after you’d been dead a few weeks, I thought you were
phoning from beyond the grave.

Harry:

I don’t think they have T Mobile in heaven, Lottie.

Lottie:

It might have been the other place, Harry!

Harry:

Ibiza? I wouldn’t be seen dead there.

Lottie:

When you rang, I was doing a client’s nails, and the polish went right up her arm.
Your wife still comes in sometimes; I send her discount vouchers through Aunt Celia.

Harry:

(Reminiscing) That’s where you and I first met wasn’t it, the salon? I’d gone to
collect Heidi after she’d had her nails done ‘cos she didn’t want to drive home.

Lottie:

(Reminiscing) Yes, I looked out of the salon window and saw this gorgeous shiny
Merc convertible draw up.

Harry:

And me?

Lottie:

(Casually) Oh yes, and you were behind the wheel.

Harry:

You looked so young and beautiful beside her. How is Celia? We had a thing going,
years ago, before she took me home, and introduced me to Heidi. I was a young man
going places, and I thought Heidi would suit those places better.

Lottie:

You and Aunt Celia? Fancy that!

Harry:

Ah, water under the bridge.

Lottie:

(Grumbling) Your landlady’s a right nosy-parker isn’t she? As soon as I walked in,
she was out of her door faster than a ferret down a rabbit hole.

Harry:

Mrs Parker, Nora, she’s another problem. She’s got blackmail up her sleeve. She’s
seen my photo in the paper. I’ve told her I’m not him, but she doesn’t believe me. I’m
in a bit of a fix.

Lottie:

She doesn’t believe you alright!

Harry:

Why do you say that?

Lottie:

When she popped out of her hole just now, she asked me if I knew which room Harry
Wink was in, and I said yes, thank you.

Harry:

(Taken aback) Well, that’s gone and done it!

Lottie:

I’m sorry Harry. Anyway, to look on the bright side - (interrupted)

Harry:

There’s a bright side to being blackmailed?

Lottie:

Yes! - And anyway, it’s not my fault! You call yourself Harry on the phone! You say,
‘Hello it’s Harry’. How can I be expected to remember you’re John Smith now, or
whatever?

Harry:

John Brown.
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Lottie:

John Brown. It doesn’t even suit you Harry. You’re a proper Harry through and
through.

Harry:

What’s the bright side?

Lottie:

(Claps hands together) Oh, it’s brilliant, when Nosey Parker asks you for money,
you tell her to go and see Heidi for it, ‘cos she’s the one with the money.

Harry:

Apply to Heidi? Like Nosey Parker’s applying to the wrong department for
blackmail? Perhaps we can get her a form? - But it won’t help us get our hands on the
dosh will it? It’ll just make the pot smaller for both of us.

Lottie:

We could blackmail her.

Harry:

(Trying to understand) Blackmail Mrs Parker? For blackmailing us?

Lottie:

No, blackmail Heidi!

Harry:

Heidi? What, and then give the money to Nora, Mrs Parker?

Lottie:

That doesn’t work either does it? We’ll have to think of another way to get rid of her.
– What’s that noise outside the door, a creaking?

Harry:

Damn, that’s Nosey Parker eavesdropping.
(SFX. Lights down. Lottie and Harry exit with lights down.)

Scene 6 – Following week.
(SFX. Lights up. Sven is having a swig from a bottle in his pocket. SFX.
Doorbell.)
Sven:

(To self) Damn.
(SFX. Doorbell.)

Celia:

(Offstage. Calls.) Heidi. It’s me. Let me in! It’s cold out here.
(Sven ignores. SFX. Loud banging, as if on window.)

Celia:

(Offstage. Calls.) I can see you in there! Let me in! I want to see my sister.

Sven:

Damn! (Exits to door.)

Celia:

(Enters, followed by Sven.) Who are you?

Sven:

Heidi’s gone to get her lashes done. I suggest you come back later.

Celia:

I said who are you?

Sven:

Sven.

Celia:

Seven what?

Sven:

My name is Sven, Sven Svensen. I’m Heidi’s friend.

Celia:

(Meaningfully) I see. I’m Celia Snape.

Sven:

(Challenging) What do you see, Celia?

Celia:

(Picks up estate agent’s brochures of properties in Spain. Flips through them.)
Are you both going somewhere?

Sven:

You’d best ask Heidi that.

Celia:

I’m asking you! Actually, there’s no need to ask; I can see that you are. Is Harry going
too?

Sven:

Harry’s dead!

Celia:

Oh yes. Poor Harry. I keep forgetting that. Are you getting married?

Sven:

What! Who to?

Celia:

My sister of course.

Sven:

What’s it to do with you?

Celia:

(Sarcastically) I’ve always wanted to be Matron-of-Honour.

Sven:

Heidi is a poor widow now. She’s free to marry, or not to marry.

Celia:

She’s hardly a poor widow.

Sven:

I was talking in the emotional sense.

Celia:

So was I. A rich widow.

Sven:

(Challenging) What are you implying?

Celia:

I’m implying that I wouldn’t like to see her taken advantage of.

Sven:

Do I look like a gigolo?

Celia:

You look like you haven’t two five pences to rub together.

Sven:

Have you?

Celia:

What?

Sven:

Have you two five pences to rub together? You’re her next of kin now, aren’t you?

Celia:

(Indignant) I’m not a sponger like some people. And I’m not jealous of Heidi’s
money. I’m her big sister. I look out for her.

Sven:

No other family?

Celia:

(Calming down) Just us two now, and my niece Lottie. Heidi was the baby of the
family.

Sven:

Hm. Just as I suspected.

Celia:

What?

Sven:

(Soothing, like a therapist) Heidi’s always been the favourite hasn’t she? The
youngest always is. Spoiled rotten I bet.

Celia:

(Taking the bait) You’re right. When you’re the eldest you’re not appreciated the
same. She was the apple of my parents’ eye and I was the responsible one; the one
who got it in the neck if we got up to trouble. I felt I had to be good to earn their love,
but Heidi, well she was just Heidi, and they loved her whatever she did. She got away
with murder.

Sven:

Hm hm - and she’s always had the lion’s share of boyfriends I suppose? The youngest
has more fun; they feel free to play fast and loose.

Celia:

Harry was my boyfriend first you know. He only had eyes for me, until – (looks
upset).

Sven:

Until Heidi came along. I bet she stole him from under your nose.

Celia:

I was betrayed. He was my first love. (Confidentially) I got married on the rebound.
It didn’t work out. -- I really don’t know why I’m telling you this.

Sven:

(Soothingly) Because you still feel sore about it. You blame Heidi. (He gets bottle
from his inside jacket pocket.) People talk to me because I’m an artist. I see life
from the inside out. Have a drink.

Celia:

(Takes bottle and has a long swig. And then another greedily.) What do you paint?

Sven:

Whatever people want me to paint.

Celia:

And they pay you?

Sven:

Of course. But I could paint you for nothing.

Celia:

Why?

Sven:

Because I’d like to paint your soul.

Celia:

What does my soul look like?

Sven:

Interesting; your soul is very interesting.

Celia:

Would I have to take off my clothes?

Sven:

(Soothingly) The nearer we got to your soul, the better. I’d like to make some
sketches to begin.

Celia:

I’d need some privacy.

Sven:

There’s the bedroom. This could be our little secret. You can get Heidi back for
stealing Harry. You can arrange yourself; like Rubens. (Pronounce artistically,
make sound tiny bit like rooibos red tea pronounced ‘roy-bos’.)

Celia:

Oh, if you’re putting the kettle on just a builders’ for me; I’m not into these fancy
teas. - It will help keep me warm. (Takes off cardigan or jumper, and swings it
around, and Exits towards wherever bedroom is supposed to be.)
(SFX. Lights go down. Sven exits with lights down.)

Scene 7 – Following week
(SFX. Lights go up.)
Heidi:

(On stage. Calls.) Hello, I’m back.
(Sven enters from bedroom area.)

Heidi:

(Shows Sven her nails.) Do you like my nails? Lottie says I mustn’t bite them.

Sven:

(Holds her hands. Kisses them.) Gorgeous. The colour of passion. – (Rhetorical)
Lottie some sort of relation?

Heidi:

She’s Celia’s niece by her first marriage – well by her only marriage. (Sniffs) Has
Celia been here? There’s that funny antiseptic smell she brings with her.

Sven:

She popped by earlier.

Heidi:

(Suspicious) What did she want?

Sven:

Oh, to check that you were OK. She’ll be back later.

Heidi:

She’s been round a lot lately. I’m worried she suspects that Harry’s not dead.

Sven:

Let her.

Heidi:

(Worried) That makes two people who suspect he’s alive – the more people who
know the more – (interrupted).

Sven:

Who’s the other one?

Heidi:

Mrs Nosy Parker of course.

Sven:

No, just the one.
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Heidi:

(Surprised) What do you mean just one? What about Mrs Nosy Parker?

Sven:

(Makes a thumb down sign.) She had an accident.

Heidi:

(Surprised) What kind of accident?

Sven:

A fatal kind of accident.

Heidi:

(Stares at him, realises implication. Panicky) --- Sven, we’ve got to get away! Let’s
go now! Our plan is unravelling! I’ll say to Harry, I can’t get him the passport; give
him some money. He’ll re-invent himself; he’s Harry. Anyway, I’m sure he’s got a
dolly bird somewhere.

Sven:

Your husband is a nuisance! It was a mistake to get him such a robust rowing boat in
the first place!

Heidi:

The original plan wasn’t to kill him it! (Trying to justify) Not really! We looked on it
that, if, if the storm had taken him, it would have seemed like fate!

Sven:

But fate didn’t smile on us did it darling? (Puts his arm around her persuasively
smooth.) Look, we have no future with him. I’ll get him a passage to France next
week. I have friends with a cargo boat. Tell him to be on the docks. I’ll give you the
details. Say you’ll meet him in France. My friends will give him some euros, and drop
him near the coast, though not very near. It will be dark, and it will be rocky, but fate
may smile on him again, he’s Harry after all; or it may not. (Darkly) - It would be
better if not. A body would be convenient.

Heidi:

(Agitated) Let’s leave soon Sven! I’ll make a list of what to pack. (Grabs pen and
paper. Sucks pen top thinking, writes.) Bikini. What else?

Sven:

Passports.

Heidi:

Sun cream.

Sven:

(Calmly and authoritatively) We need to tidy ends up first. You always have to
leave ends tidy. That way, there’s less to go wrong later. You must throw a leaving
party.

Heidi:

A party – are you mad!

Sven:

People would be suspicious if you just disappeared! There would be chatter, gossip.
Better that you host a party and say goodbye properly. As a widow you’re entitled to
begin a new life.

Heidi:

(Anxiously sucks pen top hard, then writes on list.) Sunglasses.

Sven:

(Takes Heidi in his arms and proposes) A new life as Mrs Svenson? Say yes!
(SFX. Lights down. Heidi and Sven exit with lights down.)

Act 2
Scene 1 – One week later
(Harry enters picking teeth with toothpick. SFX. Knock at door.)
Harry:

Who is it?

Nora:

It’s Nora, Mrs Parker.

Harry:

Go away Mrs Parker, Nora. I’ll pay my rent next week.

Nora:

I don’t want your rent. I want you out.
(Harry surprised. Exits as if to open door. Nora enters with arm in sling. Harry
enters.)

Harry:

I beg your pardon?

Nora:

I’m giving you notice. Two weeks.

Harry:

(Looks at her arm) Why? If it’s a matter of dusting, I can do it myself, you needn’t
trouble yourself with one arm!

Nora:

It’s not the dusting. I’m lucky to be alive!

Harry:

We’re all lucky to be alive Mrs Parker, Nora. I mean its pot luck whether our
particular life’s ingredients are selected to be born at all isn’t it? Life’s an absolute
bloomin’ miracle.

Nora:

I’m lucky to be alive because someone pushed me at the bus stop!

Harry:

Oh no! The British used to be such polite society. We were known worldwide for our
queues. I blame it on bus passes. Give an OAP a bus pass and they think they own the
place.

Nora:

I was pushed in front of the 39 bus!

Harry:

Someone anxious for you to hurry up and get on no doubt. Where does the 39 go to? I
bet it’s the Out-Patient’s Department.

Nora:

I was pushed into the road before the bus arrived! Someone tried to murder me Mr
Wink! And it’s all your fault!

Harry:

I keep telling you I’m not Mr Wink. I lead a quiet life. I hardly leave my room. How
can it possibly be my fault?

Nora:

It’s because you’re here, in hiding! Oh, I know, I know all about you. I don’t care
about the money I want you gone! When I told my Bert about you, he said you want
to watch yourself my girl! You don’t know what you’re getting into, he said! And
how right he was! You come here calling yourself John Brown, when all the time
you’re someone else. I’m not a fool. I wouldn’t be surprised if the Mafia was
involved!

Harry:

(Alarmed) The Mafia?

Nora:

It was someone behind me in the queue; a man; I could smell this horrible foreign
smelling pungent aftershave. I’ll be sick if I ever smell it again. It reminded me of
cleaning fluid.

Harry:

I think the likelihood of you coming into contact with any kind of cleaning fluid very
unlikely Mrs Parker, Nora.

Nora:

(Waggles finger of good arm at him) Someone’s after you Harry Wink, or whoever
you say you are.

Harry:

(Suddenly anxious and willing to admit to being Harry Wink) Why should anyone
be after me?

Nora:

You want to ask my Bert! He says if you’re supposed to be dead, and you ain’t dead,
in a case where money’s concerned, those who’ve got it, will want to hang on to it!
You’re in the way, Harry Wink! Without any body you’re a liability.

Harry:

(In denial) I’m sure no-one has designs on my body! Hardly anyone knows I’m here.
I’d say you were just an unfortunate victim of the rush and jostle of modern life.

Nora:

(False laugh) Ha ha, says you! My Bert’s got it all written down. He’s got it all
worked out. Anyone that knows you’re alive is in mortal danger! Another thing, if
you get murdered in your bed, who do you think would want to sleep in your room
afterwards? I’d have a job letting the room.

Harry:

(Uncomfortably) I hadn’t considered that angle.
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Nora:

Well, consider it! My Bert’s looking at shopping online from Aldi. After what’s
happened to me, he says you have to look on everybody as an assassin.

Harry:

As Bert seems to have all the answers, perhaps I could have a word with him?

Nora:

I suppose you could come down for a minute or two. Bert’s always fancied himself a
detective. For a con man you’re a bit wet behind the ears, aren’t you? - But I still want
you out by next weekend. You needn’t think you can soft soap me like your dolly
bird.

Harry:

(Sincerely) I’ve never ever thought of you as a dolly bird Mrs Parker, Nora.
(SFX. Lights down.)

Scene 2 – A few days later.
(SFX. Lights up. Sven on stage. Celia enters from bedroom side of stage. She’s
holding a pen firmly against her watch strap. Puts pen down on table.)
Celia:

(Checks her watch strap.) I’ve left the glue in the bedroom. It’s fixed it for now. At
least it will hold until I can get another watch strap put on. (Lightly) No news of
Harry? They haven’t found any body yet?

Sven:

(Face shows irritation, but answers patiently) - Not yet; time and tides, currents,
they toss you this way and that. Like life, stopping, starting, false starts, going back to
start, going up a ladder, sliding down a snake. It’s a game of chance! You throw a
bottle into the sea, and it might turn up on the other side of the world.

Celia:

(Wistfully) Harry always wanted to travel.

Sven:

Now’s his big chance.

Celia:

(Sharply) That’s not funny. – (Softer) When you’ve finished my sketches what will
you do with them?

Sven:

When I have a studio, hopefully before too long, I shall hold exhibitions. I shall
sketch many more women. It will be my ‘after Rubens’ (pronounce slightly like the
red tea ‘roy-bos’) collection.

Celia:

(Sincerely) You certainly have a thing about tea.

Sven:

(Sighs) - When I am famous in later centuries, admirers will look on you in the same
way as the Sleeping Angelica. They will say, I wonder who she was? (Passionately)
That is real fame; to live on after your death.

Celia:

Like Harry?

Sven:

(Reverently, and artistically, but falsely) He lives on in the memory.

Celia:

(Back to original subject) I like that idea; of being in an exhibition. But I don’t like
the thought of sharing with all those other women.

Sven:

Oh, you will only share a wall with Heidi at first.

Celia:

(Annoyed) I don’t want to share a wall with Heidi! I want a wall of my own!

Sven:

(Generously) You shall have an alcove to yourself.

Celia:

Thank you. I’ve shared enough with my sister. You have big plans.

Sven:

Yes, no detail will be left to chance.

Celia:

(Checks watch strap) I’d better be off.

Sven:

Oh yes. Best go before Heidi returns. She’s posted an invitation for you by the way.

Celia:

(Suspiciously) An invitation to what?

Sven:

She’s throwing a leaving party.

Celia:

She’s leaving? Are you going too?

Heidi:

Heidi will share her plans with you at the party. It will be a nice surprise.
(Celia looks at him suspiciously. SFX. Lights down.)

Scene 3 – A few days later
(SFX. Lights up. Sven and Heidi onstage. They are wearing smart clothes and
canoodling.)
Sven:

Happy Mrs Svenson?

Heidi:

Happy Mr Svenson?

Sven:

How could I not be? I have everything I could possibly want.

Heidi:

(Looking at nibbles on table.) Do you think there’s enough nibbles?

Sven:

(Nuzzling up romantically) No, there’s not nearly enough nibbles!

Heidi:

(Laughs.) Be serious.

Sven:

Yes. Plenty of nibbles and plenty of wine. A leaving party, then we go. (Earnestly)
We mustn’t tell anyone we’re married; not yet. It must be our secret. And no
forwarding address.

Heidi:

You’ve got the passports?

Sven:

They’re in your case.

Heidi:

(Flutters eyelashes) Do you like my lashes? Lottie did them this morning.

Sven:

(Looking at eyelashes) Very nice, like little spiders.

Heidi:

(Shows nails) And my nails?

Sven:

Very nice, like little claws.

Heidi:

I told Lottie I was having a little party. She said she might drop by later. - (Seeking
reassurance) Harry will be on the boat by now, won’t he?

Sven:

He’ll be on board my friends’ boat, bound for the French coast. We’ll be long gone
before he hears; if he ever hears.

Heidi:

(Shivers. Holds onto him.) You’re my rock Sven. Harry wasn’t a rock, he was a, a –

Sven:

Jellyfish?

Heidi:

Yes, like a jellyfish; floating around going nowhere. You think they’ve settled to
something, when off they go again, stinging everybody. You always know what to do
and what to say.
(SFX. A Knock at window.)

Sven:

(Looks into audience as if the window. Alarmed. Says loudly) Bloody hell! It’s
Harry!

Heidi:

(Alarmed) Why isn’t he on the boat!

Sven:

Bloody hell! He must have missed it!

Heidi:

Don’t let him in!

Sven:

(Thinking hard) Keep calm; tell him to go the docks. I’ll find him another passage.

Heidi:

(Panicky) I’ll try.

Sven:

Act natural! I’ll put some music on.
(Heidi exits. SFX. Party music suddenly blasts out, and then lowers. Keep on for
the scene, but keep very low so as not to interfere with dialogue.)

Harry:

(Offstage.) It sounds like you’re having a party. Aren’t I invited?

Heidi:

(Offstage) Why aren’t you on the boat? I said I’d meet you! I’m having my leaving
party!

Harry:

(Marches in) You know me Heidi, I can’t miss a good party.
(Heidi enters)

Harry:

(Looks at Sven) So you’re Matt the decorator. I’m Harry the husband. How’s it
going? (Looks around at walls.)

Heidi:

(Accusingly) Why haven’t you gone ahead! I said I’d meet you in Spain!

Harry:

The boat was going to France.
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Heidi:

France. I mean France!

Harry:

(Looks at Sven) Bert googled the ship for me, and it didn’t have a good history. The
crew are the nastiest looking bunch of cut throats this side of the Panama.

Heidi:

Who’s Bert?

Harry:

Bert is my new advisor. A sort of armchair Sherlock Holmes. We have a small
financial arrangement, and literary rights to my story.
(Nora enters)

Heidi:

Who are you?

Nora:

I’m Bert’s wife. He can’t come today. He’s had to wait in for a shopping delivery
from Aldi. There was only a small window of opportunity.

Harry:

(To Heidi) Mrs Parker is representing him, and will hand him full notes when she
gets home. (To Nora) Let me introduce my wife Heidi, and her decorator; although
looking around, (looks round room) he’s using a very small brush.

Sven:

(Trying to take control) My name is Sven. (Goes forward to shake hands with
Nora.)

Nora:

Pleased to meet you, but my Bert said I wasn’t to touch anyone.

Harry:

Bert is very careful. He’s collating evidence.

Sven:

(Warily) Evidence?

Celia:

(Enters) Cooee the door was open. (Sees Harry. Gasps.) Harry! I knew you weren’t
dead!

Sven:

(Quick off the mark) Amnesia. He had amnesia.

Heidi:

(Quickly) You said he might have amnesia didn’t you Celia?
(Celia stares at Harry, stunned)

Lottie:

(Enters. Cheerful. Doesn’t see Harry initially) Heidi Hi! I managed to slide away
for an hour. I had to pass someone’s toe nails on. I’ve brought you a box of chocolate
truffles. I think special pigs find them in forests. Is it your birthday party, I forgot to
ask?

Celia:

(Recovering herself) No, it’s her leaving party. So where are you off to Heidi? Is
Harry going too?

Lottie:

(Suddenly notices Harry. Amazed) Harry? - What are you doing here? You didn’t
tell me you were going away! (Leaps to wrong conclusion). You’re going away with
her, without telling me, aren’t you! After you promised! You swine; you two timing
swine! (Starts beating Harry around the chest.)

Harry:

I’m not, I’m not - ask her, ask her! (pointing to Heidi)

Lottie:

(Shouts at Heidi) Is he going away with you?

Heidi:

Er certainly not!

Lottie:

(Accusingly to Harry.) Why are you here then? You are going with her aren’t you!
(Looks around room.) Everyone knows about it except me! How could you? I could
kill you Harry!

Sven:

(Enthusiastically) He would absolutely deserve it!
(Lottie bursts into tears. Wailing loudly, she exits to whichever side bedroom is
on.)

Sven:

(Looks towards bedroom suspiciously) What’s she doing in there?

Celia:

She’s probably gone to have a little lie down! It’s been a shock. Leave her. If it’s a
party perhaps we should all have a nibble. (Absently takes one herself – tapas or
similar – and passes plate to next person, and they pass to next person, like a
pass the parcel. Harry takes one, but Nora looks at him sharply, and he ruefully
puts it back. Plate ends up with Sven and he offers one to Nora.)

Nora:

(Waves the plate away) My Bert told me not to let anything touch my lips. (Sniffs
and gasps) There’s that smell again, that horrible smell! I’ll remember that smell to
my dying day. And it nearly was my dying day! (Points at Sven). It’s you! It’s your
aftershave! You tried to kill me!

Heidi:

Don’t be stupid! After shave doesn’t kill people.
(Harry opens the box of chocolates absently, then puts it down.)

Nora:

It does if you push them under a bus!
(Lottie wailing from bedroom.)

Sven:

(To Nora) Many men use this aftershave. It’s very popular.

Harry:

(With feeling) With skunks.

Sven:

(Gives him the evil eye, then smiles and talks smoothly, as if presenting a
seminar) Look, Heidi is having a little leaving party for her friends. Harry has
arrived, recovering from amnesia. Welcome Harry. Everything is perfectly straight
forwards. Everyone should calm down. Have a glass of wine. Red or white? (Already
poured on tray. He hands Heidi hers first.) Red for you. (Sven offers tray for
everyone else to take a glass. They all take a glass and drink. Nora sniffs and
declines.)

Nora:

You’ve tried to kill me once! You’re not succeeding a second time! Bert warned me
about this. It’s all an evil plan. (Nods to Harry) Remember what Bert told you!
(Harry regretfully puts glass back on tray.)

Lottie:

(Enters dramatically from bedroom. Her face is smeared with make-up and
tears. She has a pen in her hand and is angrily scrawling over two passports in
her hands. Addresses Harry and Heidi) You won’t be going anywhere just yet, so
there! (Slams pen and passports down near Heidi.) Put that in your pipe and smoke
it!!
(Heidi picks up pen and nibbles pen top in agitation. Keeps hold of pen. SFX.
Knocking at door.)

Heidi:

That will be the neighbours!

Sven:

(Snaps) Don’t answer!
(SFX. Louder knocking.)

Sven:

(Exits in a temper. Loudly offstage.) Not today thank you!
(SFX. Door slammed. Sven enters.)

Heidi:

(To Sven.) You’ve upset the neighbours now! What will they think! (Nibbles pen
top.)

Harry:

They’ll think you’re dead rude.

Lottie:

(To Harry) You’ll be dead when I’ve finished with you! (To Heidi and Harry) You
must think I’m a fool! (Picks up passports, open on photos pages, and waves them
at him. Suddenly stops and stares at the photo on one passport, and then at the
other. To Harry) Oh, it’s not you! (Looks at Sven) It’s you! (Gasps) Oh, no! (Puts
down the defaced passports anxiously. Confused. Stares at Heidi) Oh dear, um (Heidi nibbles pen top. Sven picks up spoiled passports and looks at them
angrily. Throws them down in disgust.)

Harry:

(To Heidi) I’m becoming very disappointed in you Heidi! Well done, Lottie! Pass the
chocolates round.
(Lottie picks up chocolate box in a daze. Offers Heidi one first and she eats it. All
accept and eat, except Nora, and also Harry, who after a ‘look’ from Nora, puts
it back in box. Heidi starts coughing, moaning, collapses.)

Sven:

Heidi? Heidi, are you OK?

Celia:

I’ve done first aid. (Feels her pulse. Cries out.) It’s too late! She’s dead! Phone for
the police!

(Cast all freeze with expressions of horror.)
Monsieur Parrot:

(Appears) Non, non, no need. I am here. I heard there was a party with some good
Belgian truffles, and so here I am on a busman’s holiday again, so to speak! – or Miss
Marbles: I’m just here visiting my friends next door. I heard a scream and put my
knitting down right away – can I help?

THE END.

