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Colette C’est formidable. And who am I? A French tricoteur? 

Malcolm I… blast! 

Enter Titus Platt, striding in. Hedda Noble follows him, having to run to keep up. He is an imposing man in his 

sixties, wearing a three piece pinstripe suit and a bow tie. She is in her thirties, dressed in a grey suit and 

sensible shoes. He is dictating, she is taking notes as they walk. 

Platt “… and finally, esteemed Mister General Secretary, let it be said that I would not 

have crossed the street to pass water on you, even if you were on fire. Yours 

sincerely…” and so on. 

Noble “… pass water on you, even if you were on fire. Yours sincerely, and so on”. 

Malcolm Welcome home, father. Had a busy day at the whisky factory? Let me get you a shoe. 

Platt Talk properly, boy. Who’s the wench? 

Malcolm Erm. 

Colette Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Colette LaMarre. I … give lessons. 

Malcolm That’s it! Piano lessons! Miss LaMarre is a piano teacher. 

Noble Hedda Noble. Personal secretary. But not private. 

Platt I hope I’m not paying for any of this.  

Malcolm Not at all. She gives free trial lessons. 

Platt Is that so.  

Noble May we hear a bit?  

Malcolm Well, the problem is that we don’t have a piano.  

Platt I don’t mind music. It’s pianos that I hate.  

Malcolm (Pushing Colette towards the steps). Shouldn’t we excuse ourselves?  

Colette Mais pourquoi, mon cher? 

Malcolm We must, er… we must… dress for dinner.  

Colette Malcolm has been so kind as to invite me.  

Malcolm (Reluctantly offering his arm). Miss LaMarre? May I?  

Colette Oh, lurvypants. You are a gentleman. (She takes his arm, they exit). 

Platt Miss Noble. ‘Lurvypants’…? 

Noble I beg your pardon?  

Platt What the deuce are ‘lurvypants’? 

Noble I believe it is a juvenile form of address.  

Platt Hm. Hm. Hm.  

Noble (Looking out of the windows). Looks like we’re in for heavy weather.  

Platt Heavy weather, my foot, Miss Noble! I have better things to worry about. My time is 

precious, and the shoe business is shark-infested waters. One has to swim fast or die; 

and by jingo, I have swum like a salmon. I have reached the shore of prosperity and 

jumped up the rapids of success! And why have I done this? To spawn! Everything I 

have done, is for my children. For my daughter Penny and my son Wilbur. 

Noble Malcolm. 

Platt Vigilant as an owl, I have to watch over my empire of footwear. The sharks, Noble! 

They lurk out there in the woods, grinning behind the foliage. Rivals! Spies! 

Bolsheviks!  

Noble Look on the bright side. At least you don’t have to deal with The Black Fox. 

SFX: the sound of a window being smashed. 

Platt What the deuce was that?  

Noble It sounded like a window being smashed. And it came from the Conservatory. 

Platt The sharks! Now they have gone too far! (He walks resolutely towards the sound). 

Noble Mister Platt! Stop! Don’t go in there!  
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Platt (Stopping). Why not? Are you afraid I’ll be killed by a masked intruder? Ha! 

(Beat).You’re right. You go. 

Noble hesitates, but exits. Enter Thomas, running. 

Thomas What’s the commotion? I heard a smash.  

Platt It came from the Conservatory. Noble’s out there investigating. (Enter Livia, in a hurry. 

Enter Noble. She carries a brick with a letter tied to it). Well? 

Noble Somebody must have thrown this from outside. 

She gives the brick to Platt, who takes the letter and hands the brick to Thomas, who passes it on to Noble who 

passes it to Livia. Platt unfolds the letter. The others huddle to read over his shoulders. 

Thomas “To quote the Sermon on the Mount: ‘Do not lay up for yourselves treasures on earth, 

where moth and rust destroy, and where thieves break in and steal.’ Titus Platt, you 

have sinned, but fear not. At midnight I shall unburden you of your sins. You have 

been warned… The Black Fox”. (Everybody gasps except for Platt, who harrumphs).  

The Black Fox! (He looks around). He can’t have gone far. Let’s go, Noble! 

The two of them run out. 

Livia (Looking around, scared). The Black Fox…  

Platt A jumped-up crook with a penchant for mumbo-jumbo.  

Livia And he’s coming here… 

Platt If so, he can expect a warm welcome. But not a word to the rest of the staff. Mum’s 

the word. Understood?  

Livia Yes, Mum. 

Platt Good, you may leave. (Livia curtsies deeply and walks away). Faster! (She exits, running). 

Have you left?  

Livia (Offstage). Yes! 

Platt walks to the telephone, cranks the handle and lifts the mouthpiece. 

Platt Put me through to the police. 

Thomas and Noble enter through the French windows, short of breath. 

Noble No sight of him. He must have got away.  

Thomas We would have searched more, but (patting down his hair) it looks like the storm may 

hit us any second.  

Noble Anyway, The Black Fox has disappeared.  

Thomas Like a ghost in a pillowfight.  

Platt Balderdash. (To the phone). Hullo? Ah; at last. This is Titus Platt. I have a bit of a treat 

for you. Come to The Arches tonight, and you’ll have the opportunity to arrest… The 

Black Fox.  

FX/SFX: Lightning. Thunder. Dramatic music. Blackout. 

Scene 2 

Some hours later. The French windows are closed and the curtains are drawn. Noble sits on the sofa. Grimlish 

potters about, moving ornaments by half-inches. 

Grimlish I am deeply, deeply disappointed. She should not have passed it on.  

Noble That’s Livia for you. Secrets just flump out of her.  

Grimlish Flump? 

Noble Yes. They flump. How bad is it really? Cook?  

Grimlish Left.  

Noble Chauffeur? 

Grimlish Left.  


