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Malcolm At least you’ve got your gig at ‘The Salty Cellar’. 

Colette Not any more. I quit. 

Malcolm Oh?  

She slithers closer to him in an intrusively sensual way. He gradually gets very erotically upset. 

Colette You don’t know how it’s like, Malcolm, to get up there on the stage.  

Malcolm No. 

Colette I stood there and sang my heart out, but nobody he listened.  

Malcolm Oh. 

Colette They just stared at my silk-draped body. 

Malcolm Oh. 

Colette They devoured me with their eyes.  

Malcolm Oh. 

Colette With their minds, they tore my dress off.  (Malcolm whimpers with desire). I could not 

stand it, no more. And where could I go? Who could I turn to? Who sees me as I 

really am? That’s you.  

Malcolm Yes. 

Colette I need a drink.  

She walks towards the sideboard. Malcolm wakes up from her sex spell, dashes over, grabs the whisky bottle 

and holds it out away from her. 

Malcolm I had no idea it was like this.  

Colette All I want… is to sing. 

Malcolm (Putting the bottle back). I see.  

Colette Do you, Malcolm? In that case, maybe also you can… forgive?  

Malcolm You and I, we are society’s step-children. For too long we have let them use us for a 

doormat. But it’s time I put my foot down. From now on they’ll have to wipe their 

feet elsewhere!  

Colette But what shall we do?  

Malcolm I think I have… an idea.  

Malcolm listens for a thunderclap that doesn’t come. Platt and Bullock 1 enter from the study. The Inspector 

has a sheet of paper in each hand. 

Platt I still don’t get the point.  

Bullock 1 Everything will be clear as day. (He hands Platt the letter from The Fox). Look at this.  

Platt I know it by heart. The letter from The Fox. So what?  

Bullock 1 (Handing him the other sheet). Now this. 

Malcolm and Colette get behind Platt and read over his shoulder. 

Platt Code? A secret message? 

Bullock 1 Not at all. This I have just typed myself on your own typewriter. In the Study.  

Platt (Reading). “The quick brown fox jumps over the lazy dog”. 

Malcolm I thought he was black.  

Platt (To Bullock 1). My son, Malcolm. 

Malcolm Hullo. 

Platt (Handing the sheets back to Bullock 1). Even an idiot can see that these texts were 

written on different typewriters. Right, Malcolm? 

Malcolm I don’t know. You would have to ask an idiot.  

Platt  (To Bullock 1). This only proves that The Fox did not borrow my typewriter.  

Bullock 1 A fine deduction, Mister Platt. Dispelling the theory of the inside job. That The Fox is 

already on the premises. (Looking at his watch). Half past eight. Three and a half hours 

to midnight. Now all we have to do is settle down. And wait.  
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Malcolm (Ill at ease. To Bullock 1 and Platt). In that case, I think we… she and… well… (hems) 

… I guess that’s… right, ho.  

Malcolm offers his arm to Colette. She takes it and they exit. 

Bullock 1 Who is she?  

Platt Miss LaMarre. My son’s piano teacher.  

Bullock 1 Of course. I should have noticed right away.  

Platt Funny, that. I never knew he cared for music. Must be something he got from his 

mother.  

Bullock 1 Hm. Are all the doors and windows closed?  

Platt Closed and locked. Unpermeable, like the Queen’s knickers.  

Bullock 1 I thought as much. (He opens the French windows). If The Black Fox can’t get in, how 

are we then to catch him red-handed?  

Platt I didn’t think of that.  

Bullock 1 Well, I think of such matters. (He goes down the steps). This time I’ll get him… (he 

grabs an apple from the fruitbowl) … and crush him, just like I crush this apple…  (He 

squeezes it hard, but fails to crush it. He puts it back and grabs a plum) … like I crush this 

plum! (He crushes the plum). I have a plan. (He shakes plum juice off his fingers). Please 

excuse me while I go out to reconnoiter. I’ll get back to you, Mister Platt. Obviously, 

you’ll want to be present when The Fox goes in the trap?  

Platt You bet your bunions. “Shoe magnate stops Fox”. What publicity! And it won’t cost 

me a bean.  

Bullock 1 Bean, eh. That's not really a fruit, is it?  

Platt But what if somebody comes before midnight?  

Bullock 1 Being a gentleman thief, he’s sure to be punctual. He may however try to divert our 

attention just before the stroke. That’s when we need to keep our wits about us. Like a 

tight sweater.  

Platt You can depend on me, Bullock. I made it through the crash of '29 without losing a 

penny. I even managed to watch Josephine Baker perform her famously arousing 

banana dance without having to cross my legs.  

Bullock 1 I was counting on it. Till then.  

Bullock 1 exits, returns and exits through the French windows, leaving them ajar. 

Platt (Looking at the fruitbowl). I wonder what that man has against fruit. (He sits in his 

armchair, leans forwards towards the chess board and makes a move). “Shoe boss 

blocks Fox”… “Platt gives boot to slippery sneaker”… (Blackout). Hullo? What’s this 

supposed to mean? Put the bloody lights on! Is there anyone here? (He strikes a match, 

lights a candle, walks about, goes to the wall and discovers that the Etruscan dagger is 

missing). Well, pull my tongue! The dagger is gone! Inspector Bullock! Grimlish! 

Noble! Where are you? (He discovers a person near an exit, hidden from the audience. A 

revolver in a gloved hand slowly appears from behind the corner). So! There you are. 

Don’t dawdle! The Etruscan dagger is stolen. The Fox has been here! Stop him! And 

don’t point at me with that … revolver.  

There is a shot. Platt is hit and falls to the floor. The revolver moves back out of sight. FX/SFX: Flashes of 

lightning, immediately followed by heavy thunder. Platt crawls to the table, clutches two chess pieces and lifts 

them triumphantly before collapsing and lying still. 

Thomas (Offstage Right). Was that a shot? It sounded like a shot!  

Colette (Offstage Right). Won’t somebody please put the lights back on?  

Thomas (Offstage Right). There must be a power failure.  

Noble (Offstage Left). Thunderstorms always put the lines down.  

Grimlish (Offstage Left). I blame communism!  


