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Bullock 1 Shot? 

Thomas Yes. 

Bullock 1 Has he, using the last drops of life that were left in him, left a clue that tells us who 

killed him?  

Thomas No.  

Bullock 1 Arse.  

Colette (Pointing at Platt’s fist). But there is something in his hand.  

Grimlish Codswallop. What would that be?  

Drake I say. (He bends down and pries open the dead man’s fingers). 

Grimlish Have you no respect for the dead?  

Drake This might be important. (He grabs the chess pieces, stands up and holds them out. 

Everybody huddles to see). 

Thomas Chess pieces? 

Drake Two black bishops. 

Bullock 1 (Taking the pieces). A clue. A dying clue. I love dying clues. If we interpret this right, 

we’ll know who the murderer is.  

Noble But Mister Platt might have just written the name on a piece of paper?  

Bullock 1 Or he might have done something with fruit.  

Thomas Oh, he was always doing things in his own way.  

Grimlish And now he is dead.  

Livia In his own way.  

Drake But who killed him?  

Malcolm enters. Everybody points their torch at him. 

Malcolm Sorry I’m late. I couldn’t find a torch.  

SFX: Suitable music. Blackout. 

Scene 3 

A while later in the lounge. Normal lighting. From left: Penny in the armchair, Thomas on the armrest. On the 

couch: Noble, Colette and Malcolm. Bullock 1 is saying “Hello, hello?” into the phone receiver whilst  turning 

the crank. Drake sits on the stairs. Livia stands on the landing. Grimlish sits on the wooden chair. The French 

windows are closed, and the curtains are drawn. 

Bullock 1 I can’t get through. Not a sound. The phone is dead.  

Malcolm Yes, there’s a lot of that going around. (Penny sobs). Sorry. 

Noble It’s the storm. Lightning must have struck the line. It’s happened before. 

Bullock 1 And here's me come up to catch that Fox. He’s not just a slippery customer. He’s even 

lucky with the weather.  

Drake (Standing up). Oh, I wouldn’t be too sure about that.  

Bullock 1 And what is that supposed to mean?  

Drake It wasn’t the weather. (He bends down and picks up the cut-off telephone cord). 

Bullock 1 Oh, bother! He’s cut the cord! Well. Whether it was the weather or not, I’m at the end 

of my tether. Cut off from HQ. How shall I catch him now?  

Colette There’s something here that does not rhyme. 

Bullock 1 I did my best. 

Colette But, Monsieur Inspecteur. We are not cut off. All you have to do is get in that big 

yellow automobile of yours and drive back to your HQ for some reinforcements.  

Bullock 1 I’m not setting one foot outside that door. Not knowing what I do know.  

Penny What do you know?  

Bullock 1 The Fox is still in the house.  

Everybody else lets out a gasp of surprise. 
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Penny How do you know?  

Bullock 1 When Platt was shot, I was on guard outside, watching the grounds. And nobody got 

in or out.  

Thomas So The Fox is still in the house? (He gets up). What are we sitting here for? We must 

search for him! (He exits, running). 

Bullock 1 We have. 

Livia We did that. 

Thomas enters, and slowly walks back to his armrest, pretending he never left. 

Bullock 1 And we established that nobody is hiding anywhere. Which means that The Fox is 

one of you. (Again, everybody else gasps). Fair enough, The Fox is a criminal 

mastermind. Still, he is only human. Sooner or later the pressure will make him 

break…  (He grabs a banana from the fruitbowl). Break, like… (He peels the banana)  

… a toothpick. (He eats the banana). 

Malcolm Surely it will suffice if he breaks tomorrow?  

Bullock 1 Tomorrow may be too late. He may kill again. Killing is not something you do once 

and for all. Like getting drunk on peach brandy. On the contrary! Killing… is like 

eating peanuts! 

Colette But Inspecteur Bollock.  

Bullock 1 Bullock.  

Colette The Fox has never taken a life in his life. Why should he, or she, begin now?  

Bullock 1 (Indistinctly, while chewing the banana). You have a sharp wit, Miss LaMarre. I wonder 

if that is the only thing that is sharp about you.  

Colette I beg your pardon? (The others look quizzically at Bullock 1). 

Bullock 1 (More distinctly). You have a sharp wit, Miss LaMarre. I wonder if that is the only 

thing that is sharp about you.  

The Others (Now that they get it). Aaaaah.  

Malcolm How do we know it was murder? Maybe father shot himself?  

Grimlish Decent people don’t go around shooting themselves. Decent people get shot. 

Bullock 1 If he shot himself, where did the weapon go?  

Malcolm Maybe he tied the weapon to a rubber band, so that when he died and let go, the 

weapon whizzed to where the rubber band was attached, with a twang.  

Livia That’s possible. It may have twung.  

Malcolm Twung. 

Livia Twung. 

Bullock 1 And why, pray, would he have done that?  

Malcolm I don’t know. Father and I never really spoke about such matters.  

Bullock 1 (Throwing the banana peel to Livia). I’ll tell you where the weapon went. (He pulls a 

small revolver out from an inside pocket). Does anyone recognize this?  

Penny and Livia look at Noble, who is embarassed. 

Livia But Miss Noble? Isn’t that yours?  

Bullock 1 (Beckoning to Noble to have a closer look). It was a gun that looked exactly like this. 

Malcolm (To Bullock 1). But where the blazes did you find it?  

Bullock 1 I stumbled upon it while we were searching the first floor for intruders. It was lying in 

plain sight on Miss Noble’s dresser… still warm. 

Livia (Takes one step forward and puts her hands to her face). “Dramatic events”… 

Bullock 1 I beg your pardon? 

Livia (Glancing at Noble). It was nothing. It just flumped out.  (She starts to pour champagne 

into some glasses). 

Bullock 1 Is that your gun? 



 

17 

Noble Yes, it’s mine. 

Grimlish I say. I never knew you had the killer instinct.  

Noble But I don’t have the killer instinct.  

Thomas I’ve got it! 

Penny What? Have you got the killer instinct?  

Thomas (Looking at her, he laughs). No, no, no! I’ve got the solution. The Fox merely borrowed 

the gun to shoot Mister Platt. But being a gentleman thief, he obviously returned it.  

Drake Do you think the killer put the gun on Noble’s dresser to frame her?  

Thomas A gentleman would never do such a thing.  

Bullock 1 Let us stick to the facts. (He puts the revolver back in his pocket, then takes out a notebook 

and pencil). The two black bishops. Two black bishops. Do they mean anything to 

you? (Malcolm is eager). Yes? 

Malcolm Maybe father was killed by two black bishops?  

Bullock 1 (Crossing out something in his notebook). Moving on.  

Malcolm They do exist, you know. Out in Bechuanaland, there is… 

Bullock 1 As I was saying…  (Malcolm puts up his hand). Do you have a suggestion that is not 

about coloured clergymen? 

Malcolm (Beat). No.  

Bullock 1 Miss LaMarre. You’ve been keeping conspicuously quiet. Can you account for your 

whereabouts?  

Malcolm You know bloody well that Colette… Miss LaMarre… is teaching me to play the 

piano. 

Bullock 1 Thank you, but I would like Miss LaMarre to answer for herself.  

Thomas Piano? (To Penny). Do you have a piano? 

Grimlish There hasn’t been a piano in this house for seventeen years. Not since Mrs Platt… 

Livia Died.  

Penny Since my mother passed away.  

Colette I might as well put the cards on… la table.  

Penny It’s ‘table’. Same thing in English.  

Malcolm What? Have you lost your mind?  

Colette I shall be frank, Inspecteur Bullock.  

Bullock 1 Bollocks.  

Colette I came to The Arches because I had a small hope of rekindling an old… friendship. 

Malcolm clutches her hand. 

Bullock 1 And you do not give piano lessons? 

Colette No. That was just the first thing that came into my mind. I am really, a singer.  

Bullock 1 So instead of piano lessons you might have said singing lessons.  

Colette I didn’t think of that.  

Grimlish A likely story.  

Colette (Standing up). I can prove it! 

Malcolm (Pulling her back down). I’m sure that won't be necessary.  

A ‘stand-up / sit down’ tug-of-war ensues. 

Colette When I speak the truth for once, I demand to be believed.  

Malcolm Colette does not sing the kind of songs you are used to hearing.  

Colette stomps on Malcolm’s foot. Yammering loudly, he lets her go. 

Colette Let me sing! 

Spotlight on Colette, who, in an American accent, sings ‘Lucy Looser’, a saucy song to the tune of Saint James 

Infirmary Blues. 


