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Colette Oh, they call me Lucy Looser, 

Not because my luck is bad 

But I’m looser than most women 

Oh man, the men I’ve had. 

Got a man in every harbour 

If I ever went to sea 

But you see, I just don’t have to 

Any port in a storm, that’s me. 

They come to me a-mooring 

To rest their weary head  

Don’t even have to be stormy  

They anchor in my bed. 

I like men of all colours and flavours 

And I can’t stand a lonely night 

I’m so generous with my favours 

Call me anything but tight. 

Oh, put these words on my tombstone 

And make sure you spell them right:  

“Here lie the worn-out bones of Lucy Looser, 

For that last long lonely night”. 

Back to plain lighting. Everyone returns to their roles. All applaud Colette, except Grimlish. 

Colette Merci. Merci beaucoups. That first number was Lucy Looser. This next song is one of 

my favourites, and I hope it’s one of yours… 

Bullock 1 Thank you, that will do.  

Livia carries the tray around, offering everyone champagne. They all have a glass, except for Bullock 1 and 

Grimlish. 

Malcolm Now what do you say? Eh? Eh? 

Bullock 1 (Giving his notebook and pencil to Colette). Perhaps you would be so kind as to put your 

name there? 

Colette An autograph? 

Bullock 1 For my daughter. Could you possibly write something like: “For my friend, Albert”? 

(She writes). Colette LaMarre is who she claims to be. A quarter of an hour after she 

arrived at The Arches, The Black Fox announced by way of brick that he would strike 

at midnight. The next and last person to arrive before the murder was myself.  

Colette returns the notebook and pencil to Bullock 1. 

Noble But Inspector Bullock! What about the chauffeur? Have you forgotten all about him? 

Bullock 1 I had him on the tip of my tongue. 

Noble A perfect stranger arrives just hours before Mister Platt is gunned down in cold blood. 

And still nobody seems to figure that he might be The Fox.  

Drake If I nicked the Etruscan dagger and did for old man Platt, then why am I still here?  

It would have been a doddle to skedaddle.  

Grimlish It was not the chauffeur. 

Noble How do you know that, Grimlish? 

Grimlish I know who stole the dagger. 

Thomas You know?  

Grimlish Yes. 

Thomas And you haven’t said a word.  

Grimlish I thought the person in question might have told you himself. (She glowers around her). 
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Thomas Who was it? 

Grimlish If he won’t come forward… (More glowering). 

Thomas Will you stop glowering and spit it out!  

Grimlish It was… (She begins a third round of glowering, but stops at Malcolm. She points at him).  

It was Mister Malcolm! 

All (Except Grimlish And Malcolm). Malcolm? 

Malcolm No! It’s a lie! (To Bullock 1). She’s got it in for me! Grimlish, you’re lying! 

Grimlish Like I lied about your father’s whisky? 

Malcolm There’s no way that was two inches. (He grabs the bottle and holds it up in front of  

Grimlish). Look for yourself. One inch, tops!  

Grimlish I could have sworn it was two.  

Malcolm (To Bullock 1). Just a private disagreement.  

Bullock 1 In a murder case, nothing is private. (To Grimlish). How do you know young Platt was 

the one who took the dagger? 

Grimlish I saw him, mere seconds after I heard the shot. He came rushing up the stairs to the 

first floor with the dagger half-hidden beneath his dressing gown. “Now he’s gone 

and done it”, I thought… “killed his own father”.  

Malcolm Huh? 

Grimlish Luckily he didn’t see me.  

Malcolm Huh? 

Bullock 1 One moment. How could you see anything at all? The power was out.  

Grimlish There was a thunderstorm. I saw him clearly, lit by a flash of lightning. That was 

when I heard the shot. At first I took it for a thunderclap, but it soon became apparent 

how mistaken I was.  

Malcolm Huh? 

Bullock 1 (To Grimlish). It is now you are mistaken. If you heard the shot when Malcolm was 

halfway up the stairs, he couldn’t possibly have been down here, simultaneously 

shooting his father.  

Malcolm Damn, he’s good.  

Thomas (Impressed). Now that's deduction.  

Bullock 1 But you did steal the dagger? 

Malcolm Nn…n…yeah. 

Penny Why, Malcolm? Why? 

Colette Out of love! 

Penny Love? He doesn’t even know how to spell the word.  

Malcolm Of course I do. L… 

Colette Malcolm loves me. Can’t you see? And I love him. Le petit fou. 

Malcolm I was going to pawn it. There are a few places in town where they don’t ask any 

questions. So I turned off the main fuse, and… 

Bullock 1 Aha! 

Malcolm … tiptoed back in here, got the dagger, and was out of here and up the stairs in a jiffy. 

Everyone would assume it was The Fox that had struck before time. Then I heard the 

shot behind me. I thought father was firing a gun at whomever he took to be The Fox  

Bullock 1 But where did you put the dagger? 

Malcolm I hid it in my room. I’ll get it. (He starts to exit). 

Bullock 1 Halt! (Malcolm halts). Drake. Will you see young Platt upstairs? 

Drake You’re in charge. 

Malcolm and Drake exit. 

Noble But if Mister Malcolm stole the dagger, what about The Fox? Did he come here just 

to assassinate Mister Platt? What was he after? And where did he go?  


