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Act 1
Scene 1 – The Study
(The Scene opens in the study of the late Sir Reginald Stanley. Seated behind the
desk is the lawyer Roger Peacock. There is a telephone on the desk and
paperwork. The following people are seated in chairs in front of the desk. Sir
Montague Stanley, his wife Lady Penelope Stanley who is drinking a gin and
tonic, his son Robert Stanley, his daughter Petunia Stanley who is drinking a
glass of water, his brother Tempest Stanley and Purdy and Simon Fortescue, Sir
Montague’s sister and brother-in-law. Off stage we occasionally hear the SFX.
of thunder.)
Roger:

Good afternoon, everyone. Thank you all for attending the last will and testament of
the late Sir Reginald Stanley who died last month at the grand old age of a hundred
and three.

Penelope:

Tragically, taken too soon.
(SFX. Thunder Clap and the heavy rain)

Roger:

Quite so.

Sir M:

I say, the storm outside seems to be getting worse.

Petunia:

Yes, it does. And I hate thunderstorms, they give me the willies.

Penelope:

I should be so lucky.

Sir M:

(Gives, Lady Penelope a dirty look) Can we get on with this please, Peacock.

Roger:

Of course, Sir Montague. As you know I am Roger Peacock of Peacock, Richards,
Irving, Carmichael and Kellerman, the late Sir Reginald‟s lawyers.

Purdy:

He was such a wonderful father; I think I may cry.

Simon:

Steady on, old girl. He‟s gone to a better place

Roger:

(Smiles at Purdy) Quite so. (Pauses)

Roger:

Now that we are all here, I will begin the reading of the…
(Enter Caspian Othello Duke and Norman Trumpton)

Caspian:

Terribly sorry for being late. The weather outside is quite awful and Trumpton here
couldn‟t find his bus pass.

Sir M:

Who the devil is this!
(SFX. thunder clap and heavy rain)

Caspian:

I got very wet. I hope I don‟t come down with a heavy cold. I have a very susceptible
chest, you know.

Trumpton:

He does and he also suffers with a touch of rheumatism.

(SFX. Another thunder clap and heavy rain)
Caspian:

We just made it here before bridge was washed away.

Penelope:

The bridge?

Caspian:

Yes.

Penelope:

It‟s not there anymore?

Caspian:

Thankfully we were able to cross over, before the rain and water washed the bridge
away. It was like a scene from Noah‟s Ark, without the animals, the Ark and er,
Noah.

Penelope:

That would mean that we are all stranded here.

Sir M:

Oh, that is most disappointing. I‟m due at my club at eight.

Penelope:

Well, you will have to stay home with your wife for once.

Sir M:

Like I said. Most disappointing.

Caspian:

I‟m sure it won‟t be for long. But fear not, I played Captain Ahab in the 1979
Piddleton Amateur Dramatic performance of Moby Dick.

Tempest:

(Sarcastic) So, if we are attacked by a giant white whale, you‟re the one we come to.

Roger:

(Ignores Tempest) Ah yes. I almost forgot. Allow me to introduce you to Caspian
Othello Duke and his assistant Norman Trumpton. They have been assigned to the
Will reading, by your late father, Sir Reginald Stanley, just to ensure that everything
goes according to plan.

Sir M:

According to plan? What does that mean?

Robert:

Grandpapa always had a bit of a wicked sense of humour, what.

Tempest:

(Stands up) So, who is Caspian Othello Duke? Are you police officers?

Caspian:

Oh, my goodness, no sir. Well, not really. Actually, not at all. Isn‟t that right
Trumpton?

Trumpton:

Ahm, yes that‟s right.

Caspian:

We are nothing to do with the police, are we detective inspector…Sorry, slight faux
pas. I mean, not in the slightest.

Trumpton:

Thank you for clearing that up, Caspian.

Caspian:

I sir am what is normally described as a renowned Shakespearian actor. Perhaps you
have seen my Macbeth. All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, thane of Glamis! All hail,
Macbeth, hail to thee, thane of Cawdor! All hail, Macbeth, thou shalt be king
hereafter!
(SFX. Thunder Clap and the heavy rain)

Petunia:

I say, he‟s rather good.

Sir M:

Why on earth did my father…?

Penelope:

Tragically, taken too soon.

Sir M:

Indeed. Why did my father ask a Shakespearean actor to attend the reading of his
will?

Caspian:

Ahh, perhaps I can answer that question for you, Sir Montague. When I am…How
shall I put it Trumpton?

Trumpton:

Resting.

Caspian:

Ah yes, resting. Then I return to my other profession.

Sir M:

Which is?
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Caspian:

Well… How shall I put it Trumpton?

Trumpton:

A detective… Of sorts.

Tempest:

But you said, you were not a policeman?

Caspian:

Oh, but I am not sir and neither is Trumpton. Although technically…

Trumpton:

I don‟t think there is a need to elaborate, Caspian.

Caspian:

(Winks at Trumpton) Understand, old friend. (Turns back to Tempest) Think of
me as a Samuel Spade or a Phillip Marlowe. In fact, I once had a small, but important
part in the stage play, of the Maltese Falcon performed admirably by the Chessington
Bowls Club, players. I received a standing ovation and two tickets for the theme park.

Penelope:

You mean you‟re a private detective?

Caspian:

You could say that, Lady Penelope.

Penelope:

I did say that.

Caspian:

Yes, you did and beautifully orated if I may say so.

Robert:

I say how fascinating, what.
(SFX. Thunder Clap and the heavy rain)

Sir M:

Why would my father want a…a…private detective to attend the reading of his Will?

Roger:

I am not sure, Sir Montague, but you know how eccentric your late father could be.

Sir M:

Eccentric? He was off his bloody rocker.

Purdy:

That‟s putting it mildly.

Tempest:

The old boy was sex mad, even at a hundred and three years old.

Penelope:

Pity it doesn‟t run in the family.

Sir M:

I think that‟s quite enough of talk like that Penelope.

Roger:

Now, if it is favourable with everyone present, I will commence with the reading of
the last Will and testament of Sir Reginald Stanley.

Penelope:

Tragically, taken too soon.

Roger:

Quite so.
(Enter Miranda Stanley)

Miranda:

Surly you are not going to read my father in law‟s Will, without me being present?

Sir M:

Miranda! What are you doing here?

Penelope:

And he was my father-in-Law, not yours!

Miranda:

I think you will find that he was my father-in-law, before he was your father-in-law!

Robert:

Mater, how lovely to see you, what.

Petunia:

Yes Mummy, you do look well. Monte Carlo does agree with you.

Miranda:

I know. Gaston, took me to Restaurant du Métropole Monte-Carlo, almost
every night. My how we wined and dined and…

Sir M:

Who is Gaston?

Miranda:

I don‟t see what business that is of yours!

Penelope:

I do believe that your ex-wife is correct, my darling. The phrase, ex-wife was the
giveaway.

Sir M:

Cavorting with people called Gaston in Monte Carlo. It‟s just not right.

Miranda:

Oh. But it was lovely, Monty. Gaston is very suave and sophisticated and he has such
a wonderful body.

Sir M:

Are you sure he‟s reached puberty?

Petunia:

Ooh Mumsy. Ooh la lar.

Penelope:

(To Sir Montague) Snookhams, what is your ex-wife actually doing here?

Sir M:

A very good point my Penelope.

Roger:

Well, actually, I invited her, Sir Montague.

Sir M:

You did?

Roger:

On the instructions of your late father, Sir Reginal Stanley.

Penelope:

Tragically, taken too soon.

Roger:

Quite so.

Miranda:

Does that mean the old bastard has left me something in his Will.

Purdy:

Goodness, Miranda. Have some respect, for poor daddy.

Roger:

All shall be revealed.

Roger:

(Looks towards Purdy and then speaks to Miranda Stanley) Please take a seat.

Simon:

Is there any chance that we could get on with this! I am teeing off at the club in two
hours.

Caspian:

Ah the wonderful game of golf. Originated in 15th century Scotland you know,
although some historians believe the sport can be traced back to the Roman game of
Paganicia. The modern version as we all know was first played at the royal and
Ancient Golf Club in St Andrews, Scotland in I believe 1754.

Simon:

Ahh, a fellow golf lover, what‟s your handicap?

Caspian:

I‟m actually more of a …What would you say, Trumpton?

Trumpton:

A pitch and putt man.

Caspian:

Ahh, yes. I do love a round of crazy golf. Although I never know the best way to hold
the racket.

Simon:

The what?

Roger:

If I may be allowed, to continue with the reading of the last Will and testament of Sir
Reginald Stanley…

Penelope:

Tragically, taken too soon.

Roger:

Quite so.
(Enter Tricksy Fiddle, carrying a large handbag. SFX. Thunder Clap and the
heavy rain)

Tricksy:

Hang on, hang on. You have to wait for me!

Sir M:

Oh, for heaven‟s sake! What is she doing here?

Tricksy:

I have every right to be here, you snooty old twit. I was your father‟s girlfriend of
over four months.

Robert:

I say, what.

Tempest:

For heaven‟s sake, my father was one hundred and three. You are…

Tricksy:

Twenty-six, or at least I will be in three years‟ time.

Sir M:

This is outrageous.

Tempest:

She is making a mockery of our poor father.

Penelope:

Tragically, taken too soon.

Petunia:

What could poor Grandpapa ever see in a woman like you?

Tricksy:

Well, let‟s just say miss know it all, that after I was finished with the old man, it must
have taken a week to get the coffin lid down, you know what I mean.

Purdy:

I say, this is disgusting.

Robert:

(Chuckling) I should say so, what.

Tricksy:

You should have seen what me and the old bloke used to get up to. He particularly
loved a game of strip Backgammon. And he loved a bit of rumpy pumpy, during
Question Time, on the telly. Sometimes we would do it three times in a night,
whether he was awake or not.

Sir M:

Will you get this foul-mouthed gold digger out of here!

Roger:

I‟m afraid Miss Tricksy Fiddle has also been invited to be here.

Simon:

By who?

Roger:

By me, on behalf of your father, the late Reginald Stanley.

Penelope:

Tragically, taken too soon.

Roger:

Quite so.

Sir M:

This is outrageous!

Simon:

Although scandals in this family are far from unusual.

Purdy:

What‟s that supposed to mean?

Simon:

Nothing, just a general observation.

Purdy:

Well, perhaps we should keep our observations to our self, Simon.

Tricksy:

Think, you‟ve hit a nerve there.

Simon:

(To Tricksy) Will you kindly shut up?

Robert:

No need to be rude, uncle Simon, what.

Simon:

Right, well…I apologise.

Tricksy:

No problem, me old mate.

Purdy:

My husband is not your old mate!

Roger:

(A little uncomfortable) I will now commence with the reading of the Will. Would
someone ask the staff to join us.

Sir M:

The staff?

Roger:

Yes, Sir Montague. As requested by your father.

Sir M:

The bloody staff!

Penelope:

The next thing will be the two Irish wolfhounds.

Roger:

Well…

Penelope:

Surly not.

Roger:

No, not the Irish wolfhounds. Just a little lawyer‟s joke.

Caspian:

Ahh, just like the Taming of the Shrew, wouldn‟t you say Trumpton?

Trumpton:

One of your finest performances, if I may say so.

Caspian:

Oh, you may Trumpton. You most certainly may. “My tongue will tell the anger of
my heart, or else my heart concealing it will break. Sit by my side, and let the world
slip: we shall ne'er be younger. There's small choice in rotten apples.”
(SFX. thunder clap and heavy rain)

Act 1
Scene 2 – The Study
(Once again in the study of Sir Reginald Stanley. The same people are seated on
the chairs, Caspian and Trumpton are standing behind Roger Peacock who is
still sitting at the desk and they have now all been joined by the staff, who are
standing behind the seated guests. Faversham, the butler, Mrs Bascom, the cook
and Deidre Tinker the maid, who is drinking a glass of water. Tricksy Fiddle is
standing with the staff, still carrying her large handbag)
Roger:

Thank you all. It appears the storm has stopped and hopefully they will repair the
bridge quickly, so that we can all return home after the Will is read.

Sir M:

Just get on with it Peacock!

Roger:

(A little put out) For the record we have now been joined by Faversham the butler,
who has served the Stanley family for over forty years, isn‟t that right Faversham?

Fav:

What?

Roger:

You have served the Stanley family for over forty years.

Fav:

I don‟t know about that, but I have served the Stanley family for over forty years.

Mrs B:

(To Faversham) Are you wearing your hearing aid?

Fav:

Don‟t worry, I‟m not afraid.

Mrs B:

I‟ll take that as a no then.
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Roger:

And we are also joined by Mrs Bascom, cook extraordinaire.

Mrs B:

Good plain cooking, that‟s the way. None of this fancy muck like oysters and coq au
vin. That‟s my way and that was Sir Reginald‟s way. He loved my spotted dick.

Miranda:

Ahh, well.

Roger:

(Hesitates) And we also have Miss Deidre Tinker, the Stanley family maid. Although
she has only been employed here for a short time, she apparently has made quite an
impression on Sir Reginald.

Deidre:

He quite liked me; you know.

Tricksy:

I‟ll say she did. Fluttering her eye lashes at him and showing her legs at every
opportunity. She‟s a money grabbing tart.

Sir M:

Pot calling the kettle black, wouldn‟t you say.

Tempest:

Are we ever going to get around to reading this bloody Will.

Roger:

Of course, yes.

Roger:

(Begins to read the Will) I Sir Reginald Stanley…

Fav:

What did he say?

Caspian:

He said, I Sir Reginald Stanley.

Fav:

What?

Caspian:

He said, I Sir Reginald Stanley.

Fav:

You‟re not Sir Reginald Stanley!

Caspian:

No, I‟m not, but…

Mrs B:

(To Faversham) Turn your bloody hearing aid on!

Penelope:

Oh, this is becoming a farce.

Miranda:

Well, you would know all about that my dear.

Penelope

And what is that supposed to mean?

Miranda:

Well, I did catch you with my husband, while his trousers were down.

Robert:

Oooh Mumsy, what.

Penelope:

He is my husband now and don‟t you forget it.

Miranda

How can I possibly forget it, after all you are just about the same age as my son
Robert.

Sir M:

Who is four years older, than bloody Gaston!

Purdy:

Please, can we get on with this!

Roger:

(Continues to read the Will) I Sir Reginald Stanley, being of sound mind and able
body…

Tricksy:

I can vouch for that.

Purdy:

How disgusting

Sir M:

Just get on with it Peacock!

Roger:

This is my final last Will and testament.

Simon:

At last.

Roger:

(Continues to read the Will) Firstly, to my faithful butler, Faversham who has
served me for over forty years, I leave you my entire stamp collection.

Fav:

What?

Mrs B:

He‟s left you his stamp collection.

Fav:

His what?

Mrs B:

His stamp collection.

Fav:

How did he know I had a problem in that department?

Simon:

Stamp collection! Not erection!

Fav:

There‟s no need to shout. I don‟t want everyone to know!

Roger:

(Shakes his head)

Purdy:

I really find the word erection to be most distasteful.

Simon:

I find that very hard to believe.

Purdy:

(Gives Simon a most sour look) And what‟s that supposed to mean?

Simon:

Just another one of my general observations.

(SFX. Lights flicker on and off)
Purdy:

Oh no, don‟t tell me the power is going now.

Miranda:

Must be the storm.

Caspian:

Fear not. I once played an electrician in the little-known play „An Electrician Named
Desire.‟

Trumpton:

A very little-known play.

Roger:

Moving on. (Continues to read) And to my maid Deidre.

Roger:

And to my maid Deidre.

Deidre:

Me?

Roger:

Yes.

Deidre:

Really?

Roger:

Yes.

Tricksy:

Tart.

Penelope:

There is no need for language like that.

Miranda:

From one tart to another.

Penelope:

How dare you!

Roger:

If I may be allowed to continue?

Petunia:

Oh, please do Mr Peacock. This is so exiting, to see what Grandpapa has left us all.

Robert:

I say, that‟s right, sis, what.

Roger:

(Continues to read) I leave to my maid Deidre.

Deidre:

I don‟t believe this

Roger:

I leave to my maid Deidre…

Deidre:

Honest, I wasn‟t expecting this.

Sir M:

Leave what?

Roger:

Ahh… Everything.

Sir M:

What?

Roger:

I leave my entire estate to Deidre Tinker, the maid.

Deidre:

What?

Roger:

And that completes the final last Will and testament of Sir Reginald Stanley

Tempest:

What?

Deidre:

(To Mrs Bascom) Did he say…Everything?

Mrs B:

I believe he did.

Deidre:

Well f….,

(The lights go out. SFX. Gunshot. SFX. A woman screams. The lights come back
on. Everyone is in the same place as they were, before the lights went out)
Sir M:

What on earth just happened, Penelope.

Penelope:

I thought I heard a gunshot.

Miranda:

And a scream.
(Caspian and Trumpton move towards where the staff are standing)

Fav:

I didn‟t hear anything.

Mrs B:

Funny that. (Looks around) Where‟s Deidre?

Caspian:

I do believe she is lying on the floor behind you.

Mrs B:

What:
(Caspian and Trumpton bend down to examine the body of Deidre Tinker who
is lying on the floor. Trumpton picks up a now empty glass of water that is lying
next to the deceased and smells it)

Caspian:

I regret to inform you all, that Miss Deidre Tinker is dead.

Petunia:

How awful.

Robert:

That‟s damn bad luck, what.

Tempest:

Dead? Are you sure?

Caspian:

I am as sure as I can be, Mr Stanley. Surer than a person who is indeed very very sure.

Roger:

The woman who was about to inherit the entire estate of Sir Reginald Stanley, is
dead?

Caspian:

It appears that way.

Purdy:

My goodness, how on earth could something like this happen?

Robert:

I say, awful bad luck, what.

Purdy:

Well, that must null and void the Will.

Simon:

I would think a dead person cannot inherit a fortune from another dead person.

Miranda:

There was a gunshot.

Sir M:

So, the maid was shot then?

Caspian:

Yes.

Trumpton:

I‟m afraid not.

Caspian:

I mean no.

Penelope:

No?

Miranda:

But we all heard the gun.

Caspian:

(To Trumpton) We did hear the gun, Trumpton. Are you sure that…?

Trumpton:

(Interrupts) Miss Deidre Tinker, was poisoned.

Caspian:

Ahh, of course. I was about to say the same thing, Miss Deidre Tinker has
been…What?

Trumpton:

And the killer or killers are with us in this room.

Scene 3 – The Study
(Once again in the study of Sir Reginald Stanley. All the chairs barring
two, have been removed and the body of Deidre Tinker has been covered
by a blanket. The only people that are on stage are Caspian, Trumpton,
Sir Montague, Lady Penelope and Roger Peacock. Sir Montague is
pacing up and down like an expectant father, but keeping well away
from the covered body. Caspian is standing behind the desk trying to
make a phone call)
Sir M:

This cannot be happening!

Penelope:

I know, it‟s unimaginable. How could dear old Reggie leave everything to the
bloody maid.

Caspian:

I think your husband was referring to Miss Tinker‟s murder. (Pauses) Er, you
were referring to the maid‟s murder were you not Sir Montague?

Sir M:

What?

Penelope:

Oh, this is terrible news. I‟ve already ordered a new Mercedes.

Roger:

Lady Penelope, the maid is dead.

Penelope:

I can see that Peacock. I was there at the time.

Sir M:

Wait a moment. How can she be dead?

Trumpton:

Well, for a start she isn‟t breathing. That‟s normally a bit of a giveaway.

Sir M:

I mean, how could she be poisoned?

Roger:

Actually, that‟s a very good point, particularly as we heard a gun fired.

Trumpton:

Unfortunately, there is no sign of a bullet wound in Miss Deidre Tinker, but
there is an overwhelming smell of almonds coming from her mouth.

Penelope:

You think she died of a nut allergy?

Trumpton:

I think she was poisoned with cyanide.

Sir M:

That‟s ridiculous.

Penelope:

If that was the case, why did we all hear a gunshot?

Sir M:

And a loud scream?
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Trumpton:

Interesting isn‟t it.
(Caspian puts down the phone)

Caspian:

This is beginning to remind me of when I played Tony Wendice, in the
Cirencester players production of Dial M For Murder. You will remember
that this part was played by the late Ray Milland on celluloid. Personally, I
thought his performance was rather shallow, compared to my more villainous
portrayal. I recall, the critics…

Sir M:

(Interrupts) What are you blathering about?

Caspian:

Ah, I digress.

Roger:

(To Caspian) Have you managed to notify the authorities?

Caspian:

I am afraid not. The phone line is dead.

Penelope:

Good grief.

Caspian:

Fear not, it is the twenty first century and I have on my personal and my everfaithful mobile phone that I have recently purchased on a rather good tariff.

Roger:

That won‟t do you any good.

Caspian:

You don‟t know what I‟m paying.

Roger:

There is no phone signal in this house or in the immediate area.

Penelope:

That‟s right, you can‟t get a signal until you cross the bridge.

Sir M:

Which has been washed away by the storm.

Penelope:

So, we are cut off.

Caspian:

With a murderer in the house.

Penelope:

I think I might have to faint.

Sir M:

Maybe later Penelope, if we have time.

Roger:

So, what do we do now?

Caspian:

A simple answer to a simple question.

Sir M:

Well as he‟s quite simple, I‟m sure he knows what he‟s talking about.

Caspian:

(Ignores Sir Montague) Trumpton and I will investigate the murder.

Penelope:

Is that a good idea?

Roger:

Wouldn‟t it be better to wait for the police to get here.

Trumpton:

Well, we don‟t know when that will be.

Caspian:

My dear assistant is indeed correct. We need to find the murderer, as soon as
possible. Who knows, he or she, may kill again.

Penelope:

Oh, my goodness. This is dreadful. I‟m playing bridge tonight at the
Henderson‟s.

Caspian:

Now, we have to establish a motive.

Trumpton:

Well, she was only the maid for a few months and Sir Reginald left his entire
estate to her, excluding his entire family.

Caspian:

Yes, that could be it. Good thinking Trumpton. Of course, I would have come
to that conclusion myself at any moment.

Sir M:

Are you suggesting that one of the family, did it?

Trumpton:

Perhaps.

Sir M:

How very dare you!

Trumpton:

Or Miss Tricksy Fiddle.

Penelope:

Ahh, now there‟s a thought.

Trumpton:

Or the butler.

Sir M:

Yes, the butler. The butler is always the one that‟s guilty.

Trumpton:

Or the cook.

Penelope:

I have noticed that Mrs Bascom‟s lemon meringue pie hasn‟t been up to its
usual standards recently.

Roger:

So, what do we do next?

Caspian:

It is not what we do, Mr Peacock, of Peacock, Richards, Irving, Carmichael
and Kellerman.

Trumpton:

Prick

Caspian:

I beg your pardon!

Trumpton:

Prick. The initials of Peacock, Richards, Irving, Carmichael and Kellerman.

Caspian:

Yes of course, I was just going to say the same thing. (Turns to Roger
Peacock) It is not what we do next. It is what Trumpton and I do next.

Roger:

And what are you going to do?

Caspian:

Well, now that you ask, we are going to… But before that we will need to… I
think our plan should be… Trumpton, what are we going to do next?

Trumpton:

(Turns to Roger Peacock) If anything should happen to Deidre Tinker…?

Caspian:

(Interrupts) She has been killed Trumpton. Do try and keep up, old friend.

Trumpton:

(Ignores Caspian and turns back to Roger Peacock) If anything should
happen to Deidre Tinker, who is next in line for the inheritance?

Roger:

Ahh, well…

Sir M:

I assume that of course would be me.

Roger:

Actually, no Sir Montague.

Sir M:

No?

Penelope:

My step son and daughter, Robert and Purdy? Sir Reggie had a rather soft
spot for them.

Sir M:

Yes, that‟s right.

Roger:

Actually no.

Sir M:

No?

Roger:

No.

Sir M:

You mean my father left everything to my brother Tempest?

Roger:

I‟m afraid not.

Sir M:

So, he left everything to my sister, Purdy?

Roger:

Wrong again, I‟m afraid Sir Montague.

Penelope:

Well, who did Sir Reginald leave everything to, if anything should and did
happen to the maid?

Roger:

Miss Tricksy Fiddle.

Penelope:

You are not serious?

Roger:

I‟m afraid, that is what Sir Reginald wanted.

Sir M:

I‟m his bloody eldest son!

Penelope:

This is most annoying.

Trumpton:

And it also makes Miss Tricksy Fiddle a prime suspect.

Caspian:

That‟s right! I was just about to say that. She must be the murderer!

Trumpton:

Not necessarily.

Caspian:

Just as I was about to say, not necessarily.

Trumpton:

She could only be the murderer if she had prior knowledge of the contents of
the Will.

Caspian:

Exactly my point.

Roger:

Well, that would be impossible.

Trumpton:

And there is still the matter of the gunshot.

Caspian:

You took the words right out of my mouth.

Roger:

So, what now?

Caspian:

Well, now we… Trumpton?

Trumpton:

Now we interview everyone, one by one.

Caspian:

Of course, we do. That‟s exactly what we do.

Trumpton:

Starting with Miss Tricksy Fiddle.

Caspian:

You must have read my mind Trumpton.

Penelope:

But what is to stop the killer from just running away?

Trumpton:

Why would the killer do that. If the murderer committed the foul deed
because of the Will, then he or she have to be here to receive the inheritance
of Sir Reginald Stanley. Besides, with the bridge being washed away, the
killer is as trapped here as we are.

Sir M:

Well, let‟s bring in this harlot, Tricksy Fiddle and question her.

Trumpton:

I think you should leave Caspian Othello Duke and I to do the questioning
and for you and Lady Penelope to wait outside with the others until we call
you.

Sir M:

This is outrageous, sir. This is my house and…

Trumpton:

Well, actually sir Montague, at the moment, as it stands, this is Miss Tricksy
Fiddle‟s house.

Sir M:

(To Caspian) You better get to the bottom of this!

Caspian:

Fear not, sir Montague. Just think of myself as Sherlock Holmes and
Trumpton as my assistant, Dr Watson.

Sir M:

Come along. (Takes Penelope’s hand and they both exit)

Trumpton:

(To Roger Peacock) About the Will, Mr Peacock.

Roger:

What about it?

Trumpton:

Is there any way that anyone could have had access to the Will and knew
what you were about to announce?

Roger:

Absolutely not.

Trumpton:

Interesting. Tell me Mr Peacock, do you know if any of the family or staff
here own a gun?

Roger:

A gun?

Trumpton:

Yes.

Roger:

Well, now you come to mention it.

Trumpton:

Yes?
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Roger:

Tempest Stanley, Sir Montague‟s brother, owns a pistol.

Trumpton:

Are you sure?

Roger:

Yes. I‟ve seen his weapon. I er mean, I‟ve seen his gun.

Caspian:

So, Tempest Stanley murdered Miss Deidre Tinker by poisoning her with his
gun!

Trumpton:

Er, perhaps not, Caspian.

Roger:

Would you like me bring Miss Tricksy Fiddle to see you?

Caspian:

Actually, Mr Peacock of Peacock, Richards, Irving, Carmichael and
Kellerman, I would like you to bring Miss Tricksy Fiddle to come and see us.

Roger:

Right then.
(Roger exits)

Caspian:

You know, Trumpton, my detective instincts are telling me that there is
something not quite right here.

Trumpton:

Hmm. I knew you‟d be on the case, Caspian.

Caspian:

Yes, remember, I did play Giles Ralston, in the Mousetrap.

Trumpton:

Yes, but unfortunately, you were acting in the Hounds of the Baskerville at
the time.
(Enter Roger Peacock and Tricksy Fiddle)

Caspian:

Ahh, miss Tricksy Fiddle I presume.

Tricksy:

Yeah. What do you want? I ain‟t done nuffing.

Caspian:

Would you kindly take a seat.

Tricksy:

Where to.

Roger:

I think he wants you sit down, Miss Fiddle.

Tricksy:

Oh. Well, why didn‟t he say so.

(Tricksy sits down. Roger sits in the other chair, while Caspian takes the
seat behind the desk. Trumpton stands alongside him)
Caspian:

I think I need to make some notes, don‟t you Trumpton?

Trumpton:

Probably a good idea.

Caspian:

Just need a sheet of paper and a pen.

Trumpton:

Probably one in the desk drawers.
(Caspian tries the drawers on the desk, but cannot find any paper or a
pen. The centre drawer of the desk, however is locked and won’t open)

Casper:

No pen and paper. Thankfully I have an almost photographic memory.

Roger:

Really? How long have you had that?

Caspian:

I can‟t remember.

Trumpton:

What about the middle drawer of the desk?

Caspian:

It appears to be locked old friend.

Trumpton:

(Suspicious) Interesting. (To Roger Peacock) Do you have a key to the
desk?

Roger:

I‟m afraid not.

Caspian:

Not to worry, us trained investigators, won‟t let the absence of paper and pen
curtail us. Isn‟t that right, Trumpton?

Trumpton:

Completely.

Caspian:

Now. Miss Fiddle, we would like to ask you some questions.

Tricksy:

As long as it ain‟t geography. I‟m terrible at geography. My teacher at
school, Mr Hacklebuss almost had a nervous breakdown, trying to teach me
geography. I remember he once asked me what was the atmospheric
conditions below sea level and I told him. I‟ve never been below sea level,
cause it make me air go all fuzzy.

Trumpton:

Miss Fiddle, did you know the contents of Sir Reginald‟s last Will and
testament?

Tricksy:

Cause, I didn‟t. How would I know?

Trumpton:

You were very close with sir Reginald.

Tricksy:

Well, it‟s difficult to have sex with a bloke, if you ain‟t in the same room.

Caspian:

But he was a hundred and three?

Tricksy:

Yeah, but he was still a bit of a goer. Sometimes we would do it, instead of
his cocoa.

Trumpton:

And Sir Reginald, never told you that he was going to leave his entire estate
to a maid that had only been working for the family for a matter of weeks?

Tricksy:

No, he never mentioned it. But then we didn‟t do a lot of talking, if you know
what I mean?

Caspian:

Why do you think he would leave everything to Deidre Tinker?

Tricksy:

Well, I don‟t know, do I? Old Reggie liked a long pair of legs and that tarty
maid had them for sure.

Trumpton:

You think, Sir Reginald left his entire estate to Miss Deidre Tinker, because
he liked her legs?

Tricksy:

Well, with old Reggie, anything‟s possible.

Trumpton:

How did you feel, when Mr. Peacock read out that the maid was the sole
beneficiary of his will?

Tricksy:

I felt even worse when I heard the tart had gotten everything. Lock stock and
barrel.

Caspian:

Except for the stamp collection.

Trumpton:

Have you ever used cyanide before, Miss Fiddle?

Tricksy:

No, but I have had a vodka martini once.

Roger:

Tricksy, did you hear the gunshot?
(Trumpton stares suspiciously at Roger Peacock)

Tricksy:

Yes, just as all the lights went out. I never normally hear too well in the dark.
Besides I knocked me handbag over when the lights went out and I was
crawling on the floor picking up me stuff that had fallen out.

Caspian:

If I could ask you just one more thing, miss Fiddle?

Tricksy:

If you must.

Caspian:

Are you the killer?

Tricksy:

Well, of course I ain‟t.

Caspian:

Well, that certainly clears that up. Thank you, Miss Fiddle.

Trumpton:

Yes, thank you, Miss Fiddle. Perhaps you would like to join the others and
ask Mr Tempest Stanley, if he would be so kind as to come in and see us.

Tricksy:

(Looks to Roger Peacock) I‟ll go then, shall I?

Roger:

Yes, thank you for your time.
(Tricksy stands up and exits the stage)

Trumpton:

(To Roger Peacock) Do you know Miss Fiddle well, Mr. Peacock?

Roger:

What?

Trumpton:

How well, do you know, Miss Fiddle?

Roger:

Not well, at all. Only met her today, due to the reading of the Will.

Caspian:

Splendid. I really think we are getting somewhere here, don‟t you Trumpton?
Is it time to make an arrest yet?

Trumpton:

Not quite, Caspian. I‟ll let you know when it is.

Caspian:

Splendid.

Roger:

Do you two actually have a clue as to what you are doing?
(Enter Tempest Stanley)

Caspian:

Ahh, Mr. Stanley, or perhaps I can call you Tempest.

Tempest:

No. Mr. Stanley will do.

Caspian:

Splendid. Please take a seat.
(Tempest Stanley sits down alongside Roger Peacock)

Caspian:

Now is that a gun in your pocket, or are you just pleased to see me?

Tempest:

What?

Trumpton:

I understand you own a gun sir.

Tempest:

Why, yes, I do.

Caspian:

Is it a big gun?
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Tempest:

What?

Trumpton:

Where is the gun now, Mr. Stanley?

Tempest:

I don‟t know.

Trumpton:

You don‟t know?

Tempest:

No, I don‟t.

Roger:

How can that be?

Tempest:

It was stolen.

Caspian:

That‟s terrible. You can‟t trust anybody these days. My nephew Tobias had
his bicycle stolen right outside Tesco supermarket. Broke the poor boy‟s
heart. He cried for a week; He was only forty-one at the time, poor love.

Trumpton:

When was it stolen?

Caspian:

Oh, about three weeks ago.

Trumpton:

Not the bike, the gun.

Tempest:

Today.

Trumpton:

Today?

Tempest:

Yes.

Trumpton:

While you were here in this house?

Tempest:

Yes.

Roger:

Do you know who stole it?

Caspian:

I‟ll ask the questions if you don‟t mind, Mr. Peacock. (To Tempest) Do you
know who stole it?

Tempest:

No, but I might have an idea.

Caspian:

Please tell us more.

Tempest:

I saw someone leaving my room.

Trumpton:

Really?

Tempest:

Yes.

Trumpton:

And can you give me a description?

Caspian:

Well, that‟s easy Trumpton. It would have a bed, some bedside tables, a
wardrobe…

Trumpton:

Not of the room! A description of the person who stole the gun.

Tempest:

Well, I can‟t be sure. But I thought it looked like…

Trumpton:

Like who, Mr. Stanley?

Tempest:

Well, I don‟t want to get anyone into trouble.

Trumpton:

I‟m sure that won‟t be the case, sir.

Caspian:

That‟s right, whoever took the gun, might just have a reasonable reason for
doing so. Perhaps he or she are just gun collectors?

Tempest:

Well…

Trumpton:

Yes?

Trumpton:

I could have sworn it was my nephew, Robert.

Roger:

Sir Montague‟s son?

Tempest:

Yes.

Trumpton:

Interesting. Mr. Stanley, did you know the contents of your late father‟s Will?

Tempest:

Absolutely not. If I did, I would have put my lawyers on the case
immediately.

Roger:

You would have contested the Will?

Tempest:

Well, of course I would. Fancy leaving everything to some tarty maid, who
had only worked here a few weeks.

Trumpton:

Do you know who now inherits the estate, since Miss Tinker is dead?

Tempest:

I assume it has gone back to my father‟s original Will, where Sir Montague,
our sister, myself and my father‟s grandchildren would inherit.

Caspian:

Ahh, well that actually isn‟t…

Trumpton:

(Interrupts Caspian) Thank you, Mr. Stanley.

Tempest:

Will that be all?

Trumpton:

Just one more thing.

Tempest:

Did you see who gave the glass of water to Miss. Deidre Tinker?

Trumpton:

The what?

Tempest:

The glass of water, the maid was drinking when she came into the study.

Trumpton:

I didn‟t realise that she was drinking a glass of water.

Caspian:

Well of course you didn‟t. Why would you? (To Trumpton) That, if I may
say so Trumpton, is a very silly question to ask.

Trumpton:

The glass of water smelled of almonds.

Caspian:

Perhaps it was almond water, very healthy I understand.

Trumpton:

The maid‟s water had the cyanide in it.

Caspian:

Ahh yes.

Trumpton:

That‟s how she was poisoned.

Caspian:

Of course, that was exactly what I was about to say. (To Tempest) Did you
poison Miss. Deidre Stanley, Mr. Tinker!

Trumpton:

Miss. Deidre Tinker. He is Tempest Stanley.

Caspian:

Er, just checking to make sure everyone is on their toes. It‟s an old detective
ploy of mine, first used in An Inspector Calls. I do love J.B. Priestly, don‟t
you? Do you recall my performance as Inspector Goole at the institute of the
deaf and blind? I got a standing ovation.

Tempest:

I most certainly did not poison the maid. Why would I? I didn‟t know the
money grabbing tart, was about to inherit, my father‟s entire estate.

Trumpton:

Thank you Mr. Stanley, that will be all for now.
(Tempest stands up)

Caspian:

Just a thought, before you go. Why do you own a gun, Mr. Stanley?

Trumpton:

Actually, that‟s a very good question.

Caspian:

It was, wasn‟t it?

Tempest:

I had received some threatening letters.

Trumpton:

From who?

Tempest:

They were not signed.

Caspian:

And what did they say?

Tempest:

If I had received any money from my father‟s Will, then…

Caspian:

You would be rich?

Tempest:

No.

Caspian:

You wouldn‟t be rich?

Tempest:

(Getting annoyed) No…I mean, yes. But that‟s not what the letters said

Roger:

What did they say Mr. Stanley?

Tempest:

If I received any money from my father‟s last Will and testament, then I
would be…

Caspian:

Lucky?

Tempest:

Killed.

Caspian:

Well, that‟s not very lucky.

Trumpton:

So, you brought the gun here to protect yourself?

Tempest:

Yes, although, not that I needed it as the old bastard gave all the money to the
bloody maid!

Trumpton:

Indeed.

Tempest:

This is not how I thought the day would be.

Trumpton:

I understand, Mr. Stanley. Perhaps you would kindly ask your niece and
nephew to come in.

Caspian:

Exactly what I was about to say, Trumpton.

Tempest:

Very well.
(Tempest exits)

Roger:

I don‟t think we are getting anywhere here.

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/will-performance/

Trumpton:

I wouldn‟t say that.

Roger:

In fact, I‟m beginning to wonder if you two know what you are doing.

Caspian:

Do not be confused by our rather unorthodox approach, Mr. Peacock. I can
assure you, that Trumpton and I know exactly what we are doing.

Roger:

Really?

Caspian:

Absolutely.

Trumpton:

(Trumpton walks around the desk and starts to examine the floor of the
stage) Well, firstly we know that Deidre Tinker was poisoned by drinking a
glass of water laced with cyanide.

Roger:

But we don‟t know who gave it to her.

Trumpton:

Not at this stage, Mr. Peacock.

Caspian:

That‟s right. (To Trumpton) What stage do you think we may know?

Roger:

And if she was poisoned, why was there a gunshot?

Trumpton:

(Bends down and picks something up from the floor) Ah, well, that we do
know.

Caspian:

Yes, we certainly do don‟t we…know what?

Trumpton:

(Stands up) This is approximately where Miss. Tricksy Fiddle was standing
during the reading of the Will and just before the lights went out.

Roger:

Is that at all relevant, Mr. Trumpton?

Trumpton:

I believe it is. I think that when Miss Fiddle bent over to collect the items
from her handbag that had fallen onto the floor, the gun was fired at the same
time. Her bending down and the lights going out, probably saved her life.

Roger:

How very lucky.

Caspian:

Exactly. I have reached the same conclusion myself!

Trumpton:

The bullet must have sailed harmlessly over Miss Fiddle‟s head.

Caspian:

Elementary my dear Trumpton.

Trumpton:

And here is the bullet. (Holds up the bullet so that Caspian and Roger can
see it)

Roger:

But that would mean…

Trumpton:

Yes, Mr. Peacock.

Caspian:

Indeed, Mr. Peacock… And what would it mean again Trumpton?

Trumpton:

It would mean that whoever fired the gun, was aiming for Tricksy Fiddle.

Caspian:

That‟s right. Of course. That‟s a plain as the nose on my head. (To Roger
Peacock) He took the words right out of my mouth.

Trumpton:

Face.

Caspian:

Of course. That‟s as plain as the face on my head.

Trumpton:

You see that would mean, that whoever fired the gun, also knew that Tricksy
Fiddle would inherit Sir Reginald‟s Stanley‟s estate, once Deidre Tinker was
no more.

Roger:

But I tell you, that‟s not possible.
(Enter Robert and Petunia Stanley)

Caspian:

Ahh the Stanley‟s I presume. (To Trumpton) Did you see what I did there?

Trumpton:

Except for it was Henry Stanley who said that to Dr Livingstone, not Dr
Livingstone saying it to Henry Stanley. Apart from that Caspian, it was
flawless.

Caspian:

(Thinking it was a compliment from Trumpton) Yes, it was rather good, if
I do say so myself.

Trumpton:

And you do, Caspian. Quite often. (To Robert and Petunia) Please, both of
you, take a seat.
(Roger Stands up to let Petunia sit down)

Caspian:

(Stands up and walks around the desk and begins to pace up and down
the stage) It‟s Robert and Petunia, is it not?

Petunia:

Yes.

Robert:

I‟m Robert. She is Petunia.

Trumpton:

Thank you for pointing that out.

Caspian:

So, tell me Robert and Petunia. How long have you been a part of the Stanley
family?

Petunia:

What?

Caspian:

Do I take your hesitation as a sign of guilt. Miss. Stanley?

Petunia:

(Petunia and her brother Robert exchange troublesome glances) We‟ve
been a part of the family since we were… er…born.

Caspian:

And can you prove that you were both born?

Trumpton:

(To Caspian) Perhaps I should ask a few questions, Caspian?

Caspian:

Excellent, Trumpton, old friend. That‟s exactly what I was about to suggest.
We are like one person in two bodies. Or two bodies in one person. Or…

Trumpton:

(Interrupts) Yes, yes. Thank you, Caspian. I think we get it.

Roger:

I‟m glad you do. I‟m totally confused.

Caspian:

I‟d like to get in, get on with it, get it over with, and get out.

Roger:

What is he talking about now?

Trumpton:

It‟s a line from the Court Jester.

Roger:

The what?

Trumpton:

The film, the Court Jester. It‟s a Danny Kaye film. Caspian‟s favourite.

Roger:

(Shakes his head) Goodness me.

Robert:

I say, never heard of it, what.

Petunia:

Or me. Must be a bit before our time Robert.

Caspian:

The pellet with the poisons in the vessel with the pestle; the chalice from the
palace has the brew that is true! Right?

Robert:

If you say so, what.

Trumpton:

Now, Robert, Petunia. You don‟t mind if I call you by your first names, do
you?

Robert:

Not at all, what.

Trumpton:

So, Petunia. Can you tell me who you were seated next to, during the reading
of the Will?

Petunia:

Yes, I can.

Trumpton:

Good.
(Petunia doesn’t say anything)

Trumpton:

Well?

Petunia:

In the main yes, but I do suffer with intolerable migraines, don‟t I Robert.

Robert:

Oh, she does, what.

Trumpton:

No, I mean, well, can you tell me who you were seated next to during the
reading of the Will?

Petunia:

Oh. Well, Robert on my right.

Robert:

Left, what.

Petunia:

And Mumsy on my left.

Robert:

Right, what.

Petunia:

I find distinguishing between right and left, is often a little tricky, don‟t you
Mr. Trumpton?

Caspian:

I know exactly what she means.

Roger:

(To Caspian) Now why doesn‟t that surprise me?

Trumpton:

Do you recall, who was standing directly behind you?

Petunia:

Actually, I do. It was that awful woman, Tricksy Fiddle.

Trumpton:

Was it now?

Petunia:

Yes, it was. Frightful person. Bit of a gold digger if you ask me. Wouldn‟t
you agree, Robert?

Robert:

What? what

Petunia:

Tricksy Fiddle, a bit of a gold digger.

Robert:

I think that‟s a bit harsh old girl, what.

Petunia:

You do?
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Robert:

I‟m sure the lovely Miss Fiddle has many redeeming qualities, what.

Petunia:

I‟m sure she does, after all she shows them off at any given opportunity.

Caspian:

No! The pellet with the poisons in the flagon with the dragon! The vessel
with the pestle has the brew that is true!

Roger:

What?

Trumpton;

It‟s another line from…

Roger:

The Court Jester. Yes, I think I got that.

Caspian:

Just love that film. I would make a wonderful Court Jester.

Roger:

No argument there.

Trumpton:

(To Robert) Did you, go into your uncle‟s room earlier?

Robert:

What? What.

Trumpton:

Did you go into Tempest Stanley‟s room?

Robert:

I er…

Roger:

Well, did you Robert?

Robert:

Er, well…actually, I…er did, what.

Caspian:

So, you are the murderer. Excellent. I have solved the case in record time.
We can now have tea and a slice of marble cake.

Trumpton:

Steady on Caspian.

Caspian:

You‟re right old friend. Marble cake does tend to give me awful wind.

Trumpton:

No, I mean about Robert Stanley being the murderer.

Robert:

I am not the murderer, what.

Trumpton:

No, I don‟t think you are.

Caspian:

But he just admitted to going into his uncle Tempest Stanley‟s room.

Robert:

I didn‟t know that going into my uncle‟s room, was a crime, what. I‟m very
sorry. I‟ll give myself a damn good talking too, what.

Caspian:

I think we are all getting very confused, here.

Roger:

I know I am.

Trumpton:

(To Robert) What were you doing in your uncles‟ room?

Robert:

Well, actually, I‟d really rather not say.

Caspian:

Well, that‟s alright then. Next question, Trumpton.

Trumpton:

I‟m afraid, I must insist, Robert.

Robert:

Well, it‟s rather delicate.

Petunia:

Robert, what is all the secrecy about?

Caspian:

I believe that your brother, Robert, who claims that he has been a member of
the Stanley family, since he was born, broke into his uncle Tempest Stanley‟s
room, to steal his gun!

Robert:

What? What.

Caspian:

Do not deny it, Robert Stanley! You don't really mean you'll kill me, do you?

Robert:

I er, don‟t understand, what.

Trumpton:

It‟s a line from the film, Twelve Angry Men.

Roger:

What is?

Trumpton:

You don't really mean you'll kill me, do you?

Caspian:

I played juror number eight in the 1969 theatrical play with Abe Goldblum
and Christian Baldrick and the inter faith players. If I do say so myself, I was
quite wonderful.

Trumpton:

(Ignores Caspian) Robert, did you go into your uncle‟s room and steal his
gun?

Robert:

I most certainly did not!

Petunia:

Then why did you go into uncle Tempest‟s room?

Robert:

I had an assignation, what

Caspian:

I had one of those once. The doctor gave me antibiotics.

Roger:

(Shakes his head in dismay, again) An assignation with whom?

Robert:

Do, I really have to say, what?

Trumpton:

I‟m afraid you do.

Robert:

Miss Tricksy Fiddle, what.

Petunia:

What?

Robert:

Yes, what.

Petunia:

How long has that been going on?

Robert:

Well, that‟s the sensitive thing old girl. Tricksy and I have been seeing one
another since before Grandpapa died, what.

Petunia:

You have?

Robert:

I‟m afraid, we are in love, what.

Petunia:

Love?

Caspian:

It‟s a very many splendid thing.

Trumpton:

And you didn‟t take your uncle‟s gun?

Robert:

I didn‟t even know that he had a gun, what.

Roger:

Why didn‟t you take Miss. Tricksy Fiddle to your own room, Robert?

Caspian:

Good question! I was just about to ask that myself. In fact, I will ask it myself
and I shall do so, with exceptionally more drama, than you did, Mr. Peacock.
Why didn‟t you take Miss. Tricksy Fiddle to your own room, Robert?

Robert:

Because, I only have a single bed in my room and uncle Tempest has a
double, if you know what I mean, what.

Roger:

So now we are back to square one.

Trumpton:

Not necessarily. (To Robert and Petunia) I would like to ask you a small
favour.

Petunia:

What?

Trumpton:

I‟d like you to keep what Robert has told us today a secret from the others.

Petunia:

Okay, but why?

Trumpton:

I think, it just might be beneficial and would you both ask your mother and
your aunt Purdy and of course her husband, Simon, to come in and see us.

Roger:

Is that really necessary.

Trumpton:

I believe it is, Mr. Peacock.

Robert:

What shall I tell, Tricksy, What?

Trumpton:

Just tell her that all shall be revealed shortly.

Robert:

Oh good. She‟ll like that.

Petunia:

I‟m sure she will.

Caspian:

It will? I er mean, it will!

Robert:

Very well.
(Exit Robert and Petunia)

Roger:

I don‟t think we are getting anywhere here.

Trumpton:

I tend to disagree.

Roger:

You two couldn‟t detect a ten-foot clown in an empty lift.

Caspian:

Well, that would depend on the size of the lift.

Trumpton:

Tell me Mr. Peacock, who would actually inherit the most of Sir Reginald‟s
estate if anything should now happen to Miss Tricksy Fiddle?

Roger:

Well, that would be, ehm, a member of the Stanley family.

Caspian:

A member of the Stanley family, would inherit the house?

Roger:

I er, believe so,

Trumpton:

And who would that be?

Roger:

Ehm, well…

Trumpton:

You do know, do you not, Mr. Peacock?

Roger:

Yes, of course, I do. That would be Mrs. Purdy Fortescue.

Trumpton:

Sir Montague and Tempest Stanley‟s sister?

Roger:

Why yes.

Trumpton:

Interesting.

Roger:

Is it?

Trumpton:

I believe it is.

Caspian:

So, do I… why do I find that interesting, Trumpton?

Trumpton:

Miss Deidre Tinker, the maid was murdered, because the maid had become
the sole beneficiary of Sir Richard‟s estate. An attempt was then made on the
life of Tricksy Fiddle, who would then inherit after Deidre was no more.
Hence the gunshot, that just missed her in the dark. Now we discover that
Purdy Fortescue is the main beneficiary should anything happen to Miss
Tricksy Fiddle. So, what does that tell us?

Caspian:

That it‟s rather dangerous to become a beneficiary in Sir Reginald Stanley‟s
last Will and testament?

Trumpton:

Indeed, Caspian. And it means that someone has knowledge of the terms of
the Will.

Roger:

But how can that be?
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Trumpton:

I‟m not sure.

Roger:

But you suspect someone?

Trumpton:

Well, actually, I do.

Caspian:

Well, surely it can only be one person.

Roger:

And who is that, Mr. Duke?

Caspian:

Er, the one person that Trumpton is about to tell us.

Trumpton:

Well, I don‟t know about, it can only be one person, but I do think we need a
serious conversation with two people.

Caspian:

That‟s right. Exactly. Two people. Of course, two people. That‟s exactly
what I was going to say. Two people…What two people?

Trumpton:

Mrs. Purdy Fortescue.

Caspian:

Of course…And?

Trumpton:

The cook, Mrs. Bascom.

(Enter Miranda Stanley and Purdy and Simon Fortescue. Miranda and
Purdy both sit down, Simon stands behind his wife’s chair and Roger
Peacock stands behind the desk, where Trumpton is seated. Caspian
Othello Duke is once again pacing up and down on the stage and Purdy
is clasping a large handbag)
Trumpton:

Thank you for coming to see us.

Simon:

Well, it‟s not like we had too much choice is there, since the bridge has been
washed away and the telephones are out of order. We are virtually trapped in
this bloody house.

Trumpton:

You don‟t like this house Mr. Fortescue?

Simon:

I have nothing against the house, just certain people who are in it.

Trumpton:

And who would those people be.

Simon:

(Turns to Purdy and then looks back to Trumpton) It doesn‟t matter.

Caspian:

Mr. Fortescue.

Simon:

Yes.

Caspian:

I‟m going to ask you a question and I want you to answer it honestly.

Simon:

Alright.

Caspian:

Thank you.

Simon:

What is the question?

Caspian:

What?

Simon:

What is the question you want to ask me?

Caspian:

Ehm…What was it again Trumpton, old friend?

Trumpton:

(Shakes his head in despair) Mr. Fortescue.

Simon:

Yes.

Trumpton:

May I ask you about the state of your marriage?

Purdy:

How dare you sir!

Simon:

Yes, how very dare you.

Trumpton:

Would say you are happily married?

Simon:

What has that got to do, with you?

Trumpton:

You didn‟t answer with a yes.

Simon:

What?

Trumpton:

You didn‟t answer that you were happily married.

Purdy:

This is outrageous. I shall inform my brother, Sir Montague immediately of
this distasteful private line of questioning.

Miranda:

Well, it‟s not as if Monty has ever played away from home.

Purdy:

How dare you, Miranda!

Simon:

Yes, how very dare you.

Purdy:

(Stands up) I refuse to answer any more of your ridiculous questions.

Roger:

Quite right!

Simon:

Come, Purdy. Enough of this amateur detective work.

Caspian:

Amateur? I‟ll have you know sir, that I played Hercule Poirot in Murder on
the Orient Express!

Simon:

Kenneth Branagh played Poirot in Murder on the Orient Express.

Caspian:

Not on the pier in Margate, he didn‟t.

Simon:

This is getting us absolutely nowhere.

Purdy:

I agree.

Miranda:

Well, that‟s something you haven‟t said to your husband for quite a while.

Purdy:

Will you keep out of our affairs, Miranda! You are no longer a part of this
family. I have no idea why you are even here. After all, my father wasn‟t
going to leave you anything in his Will. My brother Monty, divorced you!

Trumpton:

Affairs?

Purdy:

What?

Trumpton:

You just said, will you keep out of our affairs, to the former Mrs. Stanley.

Roger:

Oh, this is ludicrous!

Purdy:

It‟s just a phrase.

Trumpton:

Is it Mrs. Fortescue?

Purdy:

Yes.

Trumpton:

Or are you actually having an affair?

Simon:

Now just you wait a moment!

Purdy:

(Stares at Roger Peacock) I have never been so insulted in all my life.

Roger:

(To Trumpton) Where is this line of questioning going?

Trumpton:

I believe…

Roger:

I don‟t care what you believe. This has nothing to do with the murder of
Deidre Tinker. I am going to see if the phone is working again and let the
police handle this investigation.

Simon:

Good idea.

Purdy:

Yes.

Miranda:

There you go, agreeing with one another again.

Roger:

(Picks up the phone and after a few seconds, he smiles) I have a dialling
tone.

Purdy:

Splendid, Roger…I mean, Mr. Peacock.

Roger:

(Dials) I am telephoning Sir Reginal Stanley‟s good friend, Inspector
Lestrade of New Scotland Yard.

Trumpton:

Are you now?

Roger:

Yes, I am. (Speaks into the phone) Can I speak to Inspector Lestrade,
please? (Pauses) It‟s Roger Peacock, the lawyer of his dear friend Sir
Reginald Stanley. (Pauses)

Caspian:

Lestrade?

Roger:

Inspector Lestrade. This is Roger Peacock …. Yes… I‟m very well sir, but
there has been a murder.

Caspian:

Another one?

Trumpton:

He means the first one.

Caspian:

Oh, that one.

Roger:

(Still speaking on the phone) Yes, that‟s right, at Sir Reginald‟s stately
home and I am afraid that the bridge got washed away in the storm and we
are stuck here with a murderer at loose…Thank you inspector…We will
await your imminent arrival. (Puts down the receiver) The police are on
their way.

Miranda:

But the bridge is still down. How will they get here?

Roger:

What?

Miranda:

The bridge?

Roger:

Oh, the inspector said they would be coming by boat.

Trumpton:

Is that what inspector Lestrade said?

Roger:

Yes.

Trumpton:

Interesting.

Caspian:

Lestrade?

Simon:

(To Trumpton) Why does he keep saying that?

Trumpton:

Mr. Fortescue, do you own a gun?

Simon:

A gun? No, of course not.

Purdy:

Come along Simon, we shall wait for the arrival of Inspector Lestrade.

Caspian:

Lestrade?

Trumpton:

Just before you go, Mrs. Fortescue.

Purdy:

What now?

Trumpton:

Did you know the contents of your father‟s last Will and testament?

Purdy:

What?

Roger:

There is no need to answer, the police are on their way.

Trumpton:

With inspector Lestrade, yes, I know.

Caspian:

Lestrade?

Roger:

I wish he‟d stop saying that.

Trumpton:

Would you mind answering the question, Mrs. Fortescue?

Purdy:

I didn‟t have a clue as to the contents of my father‟s Will. There are you
satisfied. (Turns to Simon) Come Simon. Let us leave this circus.

Simon:

I agree.

Miranda:

There you go again, agreeing with one another.
(Purdy and Simon exit)

Roger:

I really think you have gone too far, Trumpton.

Trumpton:

Yes, I could see that you were a little displeased with my line of questioning.

Roger:

It goes to show, that you and Caspian Othello Duke are nothing more than
thespian amateurs.

Trumpton:

Does it?
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Roger:

Yes. (To Miranda) Allow me to take you back to the others in the sitting
room.

Miranda:

Thank you. (Stands up) By the way, she is having an affair.

Roger:

What?

Trumpton:

Mrs. Fortescue?

Miranda:

Yes, it‟s the worst kept secret in the Stanley family.

Roger:

And it is none of our concern.

Trumpton:

(To Miranda) Do you know who Purdy Fortescue is having an affair with?

Miranda:

Actually, I don‟t.

Trumpton:

Pity.
(Roger Offers Miranda Stanley his arm and swiftly escorts her off the
stage)

Caspian:

Well, that wasn‟t too clever, old friend.

Trumpton:

Depends on what you think is clever, Caspian.

Caspian:

Why does the name Lestrade ring such a bell with me, Trumpton?

Trumpton:

Detective Inspector Lestrade, was the police inspector in the Sherlock
Holmes books.

Caspian:

That‟s right. By golly, I knew I knew that name. Once I hear a name, old
friend, I never forget it. I was only saying the same thing to…to…Oh blast
what was his name?

Trumpton:

I‟m sure it doesn‟t matter, Caspian.

Caspian:

Just a minute, didn‟t I play Inspector Lestrade in A Study in Scarlet at the
Playhouse theatre in 1973 to pact audience, including members of the Royal
family?

Trumpton:

No.

Caspian:

Thought not.

Trumpton:

There is still more to investigate here.

Caspian:

I say, Trumpton, old friend. Didn‟t you get just a teensy-weensy bit annoyed
when Roger Peacock, called you an amateur.

Trumpton:

Not really.

Caspian:

Why didn‟t you tell him that you used to be a detective inspector at New
Scotland Yard?

Trumpton:

Didn‟t think it was necessary.

Caspian:

Well, it might have helped, because it appears we have now come to a dead
end.

Trumpton:

I don‟t think we have. Besides, I still need to have a word with Mrs. Bascom,
the cook.

Caspian:

But, why, Trumpton. After all, the police and this inspector Lestrade are now
on their way. They will be taking over this investigation.

Trumpton:

Leans over the desk and picks up the phone. He listens for a few seconds,
before replacing the receiver on the cradle) Actually, Caspian. I don‟t
think so.
Interval

Act 2
Scene 1 – The Study
(The Scene opens, back in the study of Sir Reginald Stanley. Caspian and
Trumpton are the only ones on stage, before Mrs. Bascom, the cook and
Faversham, the butler, enter)
Caspian:

Thank you so much for coming to see us.

Mrs. B:

Well, we can‟t stay long, I‟ve got a hot pot on the go.

Fav:

What?

Mrs. B:

I said I‟ve got a hotpot on the go!

Fav:

Yes, I do like a good show.

Mrs. B:

What?

Fav:

I remember seeing Sunday Night at the London Palladium, with Timmy
Jarbuck

Caspian:

I think you will find, it‟s Jimmy Tarbuck.

Fav:

Very funny. Timmy Jarbuck‟s a comedian you know.

Caspian:

I had heard.

Mrs. B:

Well, what do you two want with the likes of us. The family are not at all
happy for us to talk to you, you know. They say we should wait for them
police.

Trumpton:

I‟m not surprised.

Caspian:

So, why have you come to see us?

Mrs. B:

There is something not right in this house, is there Faversham. Not since the
old man died.

Fav:

Sir Reginald was a true gentleman. Not like these whipper snappers. I first
worked for him in 1951.

Caspian:

Goodness, that‟s seventy years ago,

Fav:

That‟s seventy years ago.

Caspian:

Yes, I just said, it was seventy years ago.

Fav:

Seventy years ago. I was just a boy of course. And do you know the first
thing Sir Reginald said to me?

Caspian:

No, I don‟t.

Trumpton:

What was it?

Fav:

What was what?

Trumpton:

What was the first thing Sir Reginald said to you?

Fav:

How the hell, should I know? It was over seventy years ago. (Turns to Mrs.
Bascom) Don‟t think much of these two.

Trumpton:

Mrs. Bascom, would you like to sit down.

Mrs B:

No thank you. Sitting down isn‟t going to get my hotpot cooked.

Caspian:

What about you Faversham. Would you like to sit down?

Fav:

Whose, brown?

Caspian:

No, would you like to sit down?

Fav:

I‟ve had enough of this. I‟m going to sit down.
(Faversham, sits down)

Trumpton:

(To Mrs. Bascom) Would you mind if I just asked you a couple of
questions?

Mrs. B:

Well, I‟m here now, aren‟t I?

Trumpton:

Do you remember how Deidre Tinker, got her glass of water.

Mrs. B:

I‟m no expert, but I would think, the tap.

Trumpton:

She poured a glass of water from the tap, before she came in, for the Will
reading?

Mrs. B:

I didn‟t say that.

Caspian:

Well, I think, that‟s cleared that up.

Mrs B:

She had the glass, before the family came in for the reading of the Will.

Trumpton:

Deidre Tinker?

Mrs. B:

No, Jackie Onassis. Of course, Deidre Tinker.

Trumpton:

And she poured the water directly from the kitchen tap?

Mrs. B:

No.

Caspian:

But you said…

Mrs. B:

(Interrupts Caspian) She was given the glass.

Fav:

Whose got a fat arse?

Trumpton:

(Ignores Faversham) Was she now?

Caspian:

Who gave her the arse…I mean the glass?

Mrs. B:

Well, as I recall, Miss Petunia Stanley took two glasses of water from the tap.

Trumpton:

Petunia Stanley?

Mrs. B:

And Sir Montague Stanley poured himself a glass as well.

Trumpton:

Sir Montague Stanley?

Mrs B:

Tempest Stanley had a whisky and added some water to it.

Trumpton:

Tempest Stanley?

Mrs. B:

And Simon Fortescue drank a neat brandy in almost one gulp. He can really
put the booze away, when he is inclined. After that he took a glass to the tap
and took some water himself.

Trumpton:

But who actually gave Deidre Tinker her water.

Mrs. B:

Well, I told you.

Trumpton:

You did?

Mrs. B:

Miss Petunia, had two glasses.

Trumpton:

And she gave one to Deidre Tinker?

Mrs. B:

No.

Caspian:

Is anyone else, following this?

Mrs. B:

She gave a glass to Mrs Purdy Fortescue.

Trumpton:

What?

Mrs. B:

But she didn‟t want a glass.

Fav:

Another one with a fat arse.

Trumpton:

Who didn‟t want a glass?

Mrs. B:

Mrs Purdy Fortescue

Caspian:

So, who did Mrs Purdy Fortescue, give her arse to…Glass! Glass! Not arse!
Glass!

Fav:

(To Caspian) I think you have got an arse fixation.

Trumpton:

Mrs Purdy Fortescue gave her glass to…?

Mrs. B:

The maid, Deidre Tinker.

Trumpton:

Did she now?

Mrs. B:

Yes. Now can I get back to my hotpot. Old Sir Reginald loved my cooking.
He always said, that what I could do with a joint of beef, was nothing other
than miraculous. Didn‟t he Faversham?

Fav:

What?

Mrs. B:

Turn your bloody hearing aid on!

Fav:

I can‟t hear you; I haven‟t turned my hearing aid on.

Mrs. B:

No wonder I‟m going grey.

Trumpton:

Just one other thing, Mrs. Bascom. Do you know anything about an affair?

Mrs. B:

An affair? What are you trying to imply? Me and my husband Ron have been
together for forty-seven years. We may have had our ups and downs, but I
can assure you, Ron is as faithful to me now as he was the day, he had that
accident with the lathe that cut off his manhood.

Trumpton:

I didn‟t mean you Mrs. Bascom. I meant, well any of the Stanley family.
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Mrs. B:

Well, I‟m no gossip. Let me tell you that straight away.

Caspian:

I‟m sure you‟re not Mrs Bascom.

Mrs. B:

I keep myself to myself. Always have done, always will.

Caspian:

So, you don‟t know of any…

Mrs. B:

(Interrupts Caspian) Well, Sir Montague had an affair with Penelope
Hanky, that was her name, before she became Lady Penelope.

Caspian:

FAB.

Mrs. B:

Sir Montague was married to Miranda Stanley at the time. And then he
divorced his first wife and married Penelope, who is now the second Lady
Stanley.

Caspian:

Most enlightening, but…

Mrs. B:

(Interrupts Caspian) Robert Stanley, Sir Montague and Miranda Stanley‟s
eldest son is, what we say in the kitchen, giving young Tricksy Fiddle, one.

Caspian:

One what?

Trumpton:

It doesn‟t matter, Caspian. Besides we know about that, because Robert
Stanley told us earlier.

Trumpton:

(To Mrs. Bascom) Anyone else?

Mrs B:

No.

Trumpton:

No?

Mrs. B:

No, apart from Mrs. Purdy Fortescue.

Trumpton:

Mrs. Purdy Fortescue is having an affair?

Caspian:

Don‟t we already know this, Trumpton, old friend?

Trumpton:

We suspect Caspian. What we don‟t know, is with who

Caspian:

Whom.

Trumpton:

Mrs. Bascom, do you know who Purdy Fortescue is having an affair with?

Mrs. B:

No.

Trumpton:

No?

Mrs. B:

No. But I do know he‟s some kind of professional man.

Caspian:

Like an actor?

Mrs. B:

More like a doctor, or a lawyer.

Trumpton:

Most interesting.

Caspian:

Isn‟t it just... Why is it most interesting?

Trumpton:

Well, thank you for your time, Mrs. Bascom. We can let you get back to your
hotpot.

Caspian:

Yes, and thank you as well Faversham.

Fav:

What?

Caspian:

You can go now, Faversham!

Fav:

Can I go now?

Caspian:

Yes, you can go now!

Fav:

I really do need to go now. It‟s my prostate.

Caspian:

Good, you can go now, although I‟d prefer you to wait until you get to the
toilet.

Trumpton:

Thank you Faversham.
(The butler stands up and Mrs. Bascom and Faversham, slowly walk off
the stage, but before they leave, Faversham turns around)

Fav:

Aren‟t you going to ask me about the gun?

Trumpton:

The gun?

Fav:

No. I‟m not going on a run. Not with my arthritis, I said, aren‟t you going to
ask me about the gun?

Trumpton:

You know where the gun is?

Fav:

No, but I know where the gun is.

Caspian:

You do?

Trumpton:

(To Faversham) Well, where is it?

Fav:

(Points towards the desk) It‟s there.

Caspian:

Where?

Fav:

The desk.

Caspian:

The desk?

Fav:

It‟s in the middle drawer.

Caspian:

What?

Fav:

I am a bit hot.

Caspian:

But the middle drawer of the desk is locked.

Fav:

But I have a spare key. (Takes a key out of his pocket and walks towards
Trumpton at the desk)

Trumpton:

But how do you know the gun is in this desk, Faversham?

Fav:

(Hands Trumpton, the key) Because I saw the person who put it there.

Scene 2 – The study
(Scene 2 opens in the Study once again. We find the following characters
on stage, Sir Montague Stanley, Lady Penelope Stanley, Miranda
Stanley, Robert Stanley, Petunia Stanley, Tempest Stanley, Purdy
Fortescue, Simon Fortescue and Tricksy Fiddle. They all talking to one
another, some with raised voices, but no actual words are clear to the
audience as they are all talking at the same time. Roger Peacock enters
the stage)
Roger:

What on earth is going on here?
(Still, everyone else continues to talk)

Roger:

Please, please, please! (Shouts) Everyone, please be quiet!
(They all stop talking and look towards the lawyer, Roger Peacock)

Roger:

What on earth is going on here?

Sir M:

I was about to ask you the same question!

Roger:

I‟m sorry, but I don‟t understand.

Penelope:

You asked for us to join you in the Study.

Roger:

I did?

Miranda:

You most certainly did.

Robert:

You said that you were going to reveal who murdered, Deidre Tinker, what.

Roger:

I said no such thing.

Petunia:

Well, why do you think we are all here?

Roger:

I‟ve been in my room waiting for the police to arrive. I didn‟t…

Tempest:

(Interrupts Roger) We all got a note from you, to say, meet me in the study
at four pm on the dot and you would reveal which one of us is the murderer.

Roger:

But that‟s preposterous.

Simon:

And more than a little insulting, suggesting that one of us killed the maid!

Roger:

But, I didn‟t.

Purdy:

It is all rather upsetting, don‟t you think?

Roger:

But I didn‟t send you a note. I didn‟t send anyone a note.

Purdy:

You didn‟t?

Roger:

No, I most certainly did not.

(Enter, Caspian and Trumpton)
Sir M:

Well, who on earth did then?

Caspian:

(Glances towards Trumpton who just nods his head) I think you will find,
that it was I that sent you all these notes.

Penelope:

You?

Caspian:

Indeed, I. Caspian Othello Duke.

Penelope:

That‟s a little dishonest, wouldn‟t you say.

Miranda:

Well, it‟s not as bad as sleeping with one‟s husband, behind one‟s back!

Penelope:

Oh, for goodness‟ sake woman. Get over it.

Sir M:

Yes, after all, you can always go back to Gaston!

Miranda:

You‟re not jealous are you, Monty?

Sir M:

What?

Penelope:

Of course, he‟s not jealous, he‟s married to me now. (To Sir Montague
Stanley) Tell your ex-wife, that you are not jealous of this Gaston fellow

Sir M:

What?

Miranda:

(To Penelope) I wouldn‟t be at all surprised if you were the murderer, after
all, you certainly know how to lie, don‟t you?

Penelope:

(To her husband) Monty, please ask this horrible ex-wife of yours to leave
our home. There is no reason for her to be here at all. If she doesn‟t go
straight away, I‟ll swear she will bring on one of my turns.

Tricksy:

Hang on a minute! This ain‟t your home, no more!

Penelope:

What?

Tricksy:

It belongs to the maid!

Purdy:

But the maid is dead.

Tricksy:

Well, we still haven‟t heard the rest of the Will, have we Mr. Peacock?

Robert:

Well, said, what.

Roger:

Look, I think we should all wait for…

Caspian:

For who, Mr. Peacock? The police?

Roger:

Why yes.

Caspian:

The police that you called on the telephone, earlier?

Trumpton:

Inspector Lestrade, wasn‟t it?

Roger:

I really must protest. These two bungling, so called detectives should not be
investigating this murder!

Sir M:

I completely agree.

Tempest:

As do I.

Purdy:

Yes, that‟s exactly how I feel.
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(Caspian walks past everyone and takes a seat behind the desk)
Petunia:

I suggest we all go outside and wait for the constabulary to cross the river, by
boat. After all its stopped raining now and I‟m sure that…

Caspian:

(Interrupts) I can assure you all, that the police are not coming.

Purdy:

Don‟t listen to him, of course they are on their way.

Simon:

Purdy is right. The only reason they haven‟t arrived yet is because of the…

Caspian:

(Interrupts again) Bridge being washed away?

Purdy:

Yes, that‟s right.

Caspian:

Actually, Lady Penelope…

Trumpton:

That‟s Purdy Fortescue.

Penelope:

I am Lady Penelope!

Caspian:

I knew that of course, I was only testing you, to see if you knew who you
were. You passed the test with flying colours. Well, done all.

Roger:

He‟s an idiot!

Caspian:

As I was about to say, Lady Penelope…I mean Mrs. Purdy Fortescue, you are
actually wrong.

Roger:

This is ridiculous, the man doesn‟t even know our names.

Caspian:

But I know your name. Mr. Peacock.

Simon:

What‟s that supposed to mean?

Caspian:

That means, Mr Fortescue… (To Trumpton, who is now standing
alongside him) What does that mean again, Trumpton old friend?

Trumpton:

That means, that Caspian Othello Duke, is now about to reveal, who killed
Deidre Tinker.

Caspian:

That‟s exactly what that means! And how it was done and why.

Tempest:

Why?

Caspian:

Because that‟s what good detectives do.

Tempest:

No. I mean, why?

Caspian:

Because I have not only discovered how the murderer did the deed, but why
the murderer killed the maid.

Tempest:

I meant, why should we bother to listen to you?

Trumpton:

Why not, Mr. Stanley, unless…

Tempest:

Unless what?

Trumpton:

Unless, you have something to hide.

Sir M:

Now just a minute. I would ask you not to talk to my brother like that.

Caspian:

Please, let us all stay calm.

Tricksy:

Do you really know who killed the maid?

Caspian:

I do, Miss. Flittle

Tricksy:

Fiddle.

Caspian:

Not now, but thank you for the invitation. I shall also reveal who was
responsible for the attempt on your life.

Tricksy:

My life?

Trumpton:

You will recall the gunshot, Miss. Fiddle.

Tricksy:

Oh yeah, the gunshot.

Robert:

Fear not, dear Tricksy. I will protect you, what.

Miranda:

You will not Robert!

Robert:

I must disagree with you mother, what. Tricksy and I are in love!

Sir M:

What?

Robert:

I am sorry papa; I cannot keep it a secret for another minute, what. (Runs to
Tricksy and takes her in his arms)

Tricksy:

Oooh Robert!

Sir M:

I won‟t stand for it!

Miranda:

Well, said Monty!

Penelope:

How dare you call, my husband, Monty!

Sir M:

Oh, do be quiet Penelope!

Penelope:

What did you say?

Sir M:

This is about my son!

Miranda:

Our son.

Sir M:

Yes. Our son.

Penelope:

I must protest!

Miranda:

How do you think I feel. I gave birth to him!

Caspian:

If I may have your attention!

Roger:

This is a farce, nothing less than an absolute farce. I suggest we all retire to
our rooms and wait for the police to arrive.

Purdy:

I think that is a very good idea.

Simon:

Well actually, I for one am interested to hear what he has to say.

Purdy:

You are?

Simon:

Yes.

Caspian:

If I may continue. You see, the world is full of obvious things which nobody
by any chance ever observes. The criminal is a creative artist and us
detectives, are just critics. I am not the law, but I represent justice, so far as
my feeble powers go.

Tempest:

That‟s rather powerful.

Trumpton:

It should be. They are all quotes from Sir Arthur Conan Doyle.

Caspian:

You see, I was first alerted to one immeasurable clue in this entire ghastly
affair.

Petunia:

Which was?

Caspian:

Which was… Which was…

Trumpton:

The Will itself.

Caspian:

That‟s right. The Will itself.

Roger:

(Laughs sarcastically) So, the Will is the murderer.

Caspian:

In some ways, yes, Mr. Peacock.

Roger:

The man is barmy.

Caspian:

Miss Deidre Tinker the maid, who is still lying in this study with a blanket
respectfully covering her dead body, was murdered!

Sir M:

We know that.

Caspian:

And she was murdered because the maid of less than a few weeks, became
the sole beneficiary to the Stanley estate, left by Sir Reginald Stanley
himself.

Miranda:

We know that as well.

Caspian:

But how did the murderer, know that Deidre Tinker was about to inherit
everything?
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Simon:

Well, how did the murderer know?

Caspian:

Elementary, my dear Mr. Fortescue. The murderer knew, because…Er
Trumpton?

Trumpton:

Because the murderer had seen the Will.

Caspian:

That‟s right! Because the murderer, had indeed seen the last Will and
testament of Sir Reginald Stanley.

Roger:

That‟s impossible. They are just two amateur buffoons!

Caspian:

I think not Mr Peacock. (Pauses) Stand up, your father‟s passing.

Roger:

I‟m already standing up and my father died fifteen years ago.

Trumpton:

It‟s a line from, To Kill a Mockingbird.

Roger:

(Frustrated) Of course, it is.

Simon:

This is absolute nonsense. None of us knew anything about the Will. It came
as a huge shock to find out that the maid had inherited the lot.

Caspian:

But it wasn‟t a shock to everyone, was it Mrs. Fortescue.

Purdy:

What?

Simon:

What are you implying?

Caspian:

I am not implying anything, Mr. Fortescue. I‟m actually accusing.

Simon:

You are accusing my wife of knowing the contents to her father‟s Will?

Caspian:

Actually, I am accusing your wife of the murder of Deidre Maid, the Tinker!

Trumpton:

That‟s Deidre Tinker, the Maid.

Caspian:

Close enough.

Sir M:

Are you mad?

Tempest:

Our sister wouldn‟t do such a thing.

Trumpton:

However, I‟m afraid that she did, didn‟t you Mrs. Fortescue?

Purdy:

(To Simon) Are you going to allow this idiot to accuse me of murder in front
of my entire family?

Simon:

(To Caspian) How on earth could you possibly say this?

Caspian:

Because Mr. Fortescue, it‟s true.

Petunia:

Aunt Purdy? I don‟t believe it.

Robert:

But, how could she have possible done this, what?

Trumpton:

It‟s all in the water.

Miranda:

The water?

Trumpton:

Caspian, if you would be so kind.

Caspian:

Ah yes. The water. Mrs Purdy Fortescue, gave Deidre Tinker, a glass of
water.

Tempest:

Hardly a crime.

Caspian:

Only this glass of water, was laced with cyanide.

Sir M:

How can you possibly know that?

Trumpton:

Because the maid was indeed poisoned with cyanide and the cyanide was in
the glass of water.

Robert:

Perhaps it was an accident, what.

Trumpton:

I don‟t think you accidentally put cyanide in a glass of water, Mr. Stanley.

Simon:

But how do you know, my wife gave the water to the maid?

Caspian:

We have a witness, Mr Fortescue.

Simon:

A witness to what?

Trumpton:

A witness, to your wife giving the poisoned water to Deidre Tinker.

Penelope:

Well, perhaps Purdy, didn‟t know the water was poisoned when she gave the
maid the drink?

Roger:

Good point, Lady Penelope.

Trumpton:

Except for one thing.

Sir M:

And what is that?

Trumpton:

Mrs Fortescue was the only member of the family that knew the contents of
the Will.

Caspian:

Precisely. (To Purdy Fortescue) I‟m afraid, you knew that your father‟s
entire estate was going to be left to the Maid, who he had only known for a
matter of weeks.

Purdy:

How could I know such a thing?

Caspian:

Because your lover told you.

Simon:

Her what?

Caspian:

Her lover.

Simon:

Now wait a damn minute!

Trumpton:

Not only did Mrs. Fortescue know who had inherited her father‟s Will, she
also knew who would be the beneficiary, if by any chance that the maid
should die.

Tempest:

And you‟re saying that Purdy, would inherit if Deidre Tinker died?

Trumpton:

Actually no.

Roger:

This is ludicrous. I insist we stop this madness immediately and wait for
the…

Trumpton:

Non-existent police to arrive?

Sir M:

But if my sister wasn‟t about to inherit our father‟s estate because of the
maid‟s death, then how could she be the murderer?

Caspian:

Simple.

Sir M:

Is it?

Caspian:

Yes.

Sir M:

Well, please explain.

Caspian:

I will. (To Trumpton) Er or you can, if you wish?

Trumpton:

Mrs. Fortescue knew that in the event of the maid‟s death, that Miss Tricksy
Fiddle, would inherit the entire estate.

Tricksy:

And I deserve every bloody penny of it, having to put up with those insatiable
sexual demands of old Sir Reggie Stanley.

Robert:

Oh, you poor thing, what.

Simon:

But that doesn‟t make any sense.

Trumpton:

I‟m afraid it does, Mr. Fortescue. Your wife knew that Tricksy here was
going to inherit, after she had killed the maid. She always knew that and so
that‟s where the gunshot comes in.

Simon:

The gunshot?

Trumpton:

(To Caspian) Over to you, I think.
(Caspian opens the middle drawer of the desk and removes a gun.
Everyone gasps)

Trumpton:

This is the very gun that was fired when the lights went out.

Tempest:

That‟s my gun!

Caspian:

It is indeed, Mr. Stanley.

Trumpton:

You see, someone else knew about the contents of the Will. Someone else
knew that Tricksy Fiddle would inherit the lot, if the Maid should die. So that
same someone stole your gun Mr Tempest Stanley and fired it, however just
as the trigger was pulled, all the lights went out. Mrs Purdy Fortescue‟s lover
fired the gun and he would have killed poor Miss Tricksy Fiddle, if she had
not at that very moment bent down to pick up the contents of her bag that had
spilled onto the floor, just as the storm had temporarily knocked out the
lights. Thankfully the bullet sailed safely over her head.

Tricksy:

Someone tried to kill me!

Robert:

Oh, you poor thing, what.

Sir M:

And you know who fired the gun?

Trumpton:

We do, Sir Montague.

Roger:

There‟s no proof here of any wrong doing. I‟m a lawyer, I should know.

Caspian:

Yes, you should know, Mr Peacock. Because it was you who fired the gun
and tried to kill Miss Tricksy Fiddle.

Roger:

What? This is outrageous.

Tempest:

Is this true, Roger?

Roger:

Of course, it‟s not true. Don‟t believe anything these two amateurs say.

Sir M:

Well, just wait a moment here. Our father Sir Reginald, must have had faith
in them, after all he employed them.

Caspian:

That sir is quite correct.

Purdy:

Monty, you can‟t believe any of these accusations, can you?

Sir M:

Well, I certainly don‟t want to Purdy.

Purdy:

Why would I commit such an act?

Trumpton:

Because your lover, Roger Peacock told you that if anything should happen
to the first two recipients of Sir Reginald‟s last Will and testament, then the
majority of the estate, including this house would go to you, Mrs. Purdy
Fortescue.

Simon:

(To Purdy) Roger Peacock is your lover?

Purdy:

Simon, I can explain.

Caspian:

That was why Mrs. Fortescue murdered Deidre Tinker and Roger Peacock
tried to kill, Miss Tricksy Fiddle.

Tricksy:

I don‟t like being murdered. It‟s quite upset me.

Robert:

Oh, my poor love, what.

Miranda:

Robert, I demand you take your hands off of that flippity gibbet immediately!

Sir M:

I agree with your mother!

Penelope:

Oh, for heaven‟s sake. Has anyone got Gaston‟s phone number?

Caspian:

You see, Roger Peacock, you underestimated Caspian Othello Duke, but
more importantly, you underestimated the one-time ex-detective inspector of
New Scotland Yard, Norman Trumpton!

Roger:

(Moves slowly towards the desk) What?

Trumpton:

There is no such detective inspector as Inspector Lestrade at New Scotland
Yard.
(Roger steps closer to the desk)

Purdy:

Oh Roger! What have we done?

Roger:

Be quiet Purdy! Say nothing!

Caspian:

The only inspector Lestrade I know, worked with Sherlock Holmes.

Tricksy:

Oh, is Sherlock coming as well. I like him and I think Watson‟s really
cuddly.

Caspian:

(Puts the gun on the desk and leans over to the telephone and picks up
the receiver) The call you made was a fake, Mr Peacock. The line is still
dead. You were speaking to no one.

Roger:

(Grabs the gun from the desk) Nobody moves!
(Everyone gasps)

Simon:

So, it‟s true!

Roger:

Purdy, come to me.

Purdy:

(Leaves Simon’s side and walks over to where Roger Peacock is by the
desk) I‟m so sorry Simon, but Roger and I are in love.

Simon:

And you killed the maid?

Purdy:

It was Roger‟s idea, when he found out about the contents of the Will.

Petunia:

Aunt Purdy, how could you?

Roger:

No one move and you won‟t get hurt. Come along Purdy, we are leaving.

Trumpton:

And where will you be going, Mr. Peacock, the bridge is still out.

Miranda:

It‟s not a good say for a swim.

Sir M:

Purdy, how could you?

Purdy:

We needed the money, Roger and I, to make a new start for ourselves.

Simon:

And what about me, your husband?

Roger:

She never loved you, Simon. Purdy and I have been together for years.

Simon:

(To Purdy) How could you do this to me?

Tricksy:

You got off quite lightly, compared to the maid.

Tempest:

(To Roger) Now I understand, why you showed such an interest in my gun.
How did you steal it?

Roger:

Well, frankly, Tempest. You‟re an idiot.

Tempest:

That‟s a bit strong.

Caspian:

No need for bad manners, as my late mother would say. (Pauses) I‟m late!
For a very important date! No time to say “Hello”, goodbye! I‟m late! I‟m
late! I‟m late! I‟m late!

Tempest:

What has that got to do with anything?

Trumpton:

Nothing, he just loves Alice in Wonderland.

Roger:

You always left your room unlocked, that‟s how Robert here was able to take
his tart Tricksy to have hanky panky with.

Robert:

Hanky panky? We did not have hanky panky. We had a wonderful, magical
experience, because that is what happens when two people are as much in
love as the lovely Tricksy and I are, what.

Tricksy:

Yeah, that‟s right. It was just like what he said and then Robert would give
me one.

Miranda:

Oh, my poor boy.

Sir M:

(To Tricksy) I demand you to take your hands off of my son, immediately!

Tricksy:

Never!

Robert:

Well said my love, what.

Tricksy:

Besides, I‟m up the spout.
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Miranda:

What?

Tricksy:

Pregnant! Bun in the oven. I‟m having a baby.

Robert:

We are having a baby, what.

Tricksy:

Well, depends. Not sure if it‟s yours or old Sir Reggie‟s.

Miranda:

I think I‟m going to faint.

Sir M:

I think I‟ll join you.

Petunia:

Robert, how could you?

Penelope:

Well, he may not have. It might be the old man‟s

Robert:

I don‟t care; besides, Tricksy Fiddle is now the richest person in this room.

Tricksy:

I am, aren‟t I?

Penelope:

(To Tricksy) Welcome to the family.
(Caspian, walks around the desk and steps closer to Roger and Purdy)

Sir M:

Robert, have you lost your mind?

Robert:

Papa, love is a many splendid thing.

Caspian:

It's the April rose that only grows in the early Spring.

Robert:

Quite so, what.

Caspian:

(Begins to sing) Love is nature's way of giving a reason to be living
The golden crown that makes a man a king…

Roger:

I hate to break up that lovely rendition, but Purdy and I are leaving.

Simon:

But where will you go?

Roger:

Somewhere that no one will ever find us.

Purdy:

(To Simon) I‟m so sorry Simon.

Simon:

Is there anything you want to say to me before you go, Purdy?

Purdy:

Just one thing.

Simon:

What?

Purdy:

Your dry-cleaning ticket is on the fridge.

Simon:

Thank you.

Purdy:

Most welcome.

Caspian:

I‟m afraid no one is going anywhere.

Roger:

I think you have forgotten that I have the gun.

Caspian:

I hadn‟t forgotten at all.

Trumpton:

Caspian…

Caspian:

Not now Trumpton. (Holds out his hand to Roger Peacock) Give me the
gun.

Trumpton:

Caspian!

Caspian:

Fear not, Trumpton old friend. I have this situation completely under control.

Roger:

If you don‟t get out of my way, I will shoot you.

Caspian:

I don‟t think you will.

Roger:

Really and why is that?

Caspian:

Because Trumpton took all the bullets out of the gun earlier today.

Roger:

What?

Trumpton:

May I have a word with you, Caspian?

Caspian:

A little busy right now, Trumpton, old friend.

Trumpton:

But Caspian…

Caspian

(To Roger Peacock) I‟m afraid, Roger Peacock and Purdy Fortescue, the
game is up.

Purdy:

Oh, Roger.

Caspian:

I am making a citizen‟s arrest and I plan to do it, most theatrically.

Trumpton:

Oh dear.

Caspian:

Give me the gun Roger Peacock.

Roger:

(Reluctantly hands over the gun, to Caspian) Blast!

Caspian:

Thank you. Most kind.
(SFX. Telephone rings)

Caspian:

Ahh, contact has been made.

Sir M:

(Reaches over and picks up the phone. After a few seconds, he replaces
the receiver) That was the police. The Bridge has been restored and the
phone lines are working. They said they would be here in a few moments, to
make sure everyone is alright, after the storm.

Caspian:

Splendid. And they have two felons to now arrest.

Petunia:

Oh, I say, Mr Caspian. You are so brave.

Miranda:

And rather clever to boot.

Tempest:

Yes, I must say. I did rather underestimate you.

Penelope:

Actually, so did I. I am most sorry.

Caspian:

No need for apologies. Bravery comes naturally to me. I don‟t know the
meaning of the word, afraid.

Trumpton

What about the word stupid?

Caspian:

Fear not, dear Trumpton. I knew that the gun was unloaded.

Roger:

(Really fed up, Speaks to Caspian) You know, I really don‟t like you.

Trumpton:

Except for it wasn‟t.

Caspian:

What wasn‟t?

Trumpton:

The gun wasn‟t unloaded.

Caspian:

I beg your pardon.

Trumpton:

I didn‟t unload the gun.

Caspian:

You didn‟t?

Trumpton:

No, that was your job! You were supposed to have taken the bullets out of the
gun.

Caspian:

I was?

Trumpton:

You was.

Caspian:

Ahh. (Pauses) Could you kindly all give me some space.

Trumpton:

What for?

Caspian:

I don‟t want to bump into anyone.

Sir M:

What?
(Caspian faints and drops to the floor)

Trumpton:

Another wonderful performance, from Caspian Othello Duke.

The End.

