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THE BUTLER DID IT

by Roger Poole

A Drawing Room at Codliver Hall.
(Enter CUTLER the Butler).

Cutler: Hello, audience. Glad you could makeit. Welcometo Codliver Hall the
stately home of Lord and Lady Codliver. His ancestorscame from
Normandywith William the Conqueror. Herscamefrom Northamptonwith
a Move-U-Fast removal van.

(LORD and LADY CODLIVER cross the stage as he speaks, and exit).

Cutler: That'sthem. Nice couple. Lovely house. Loadsof money. It's nice
working here.

(LUCY CODLIVER crosses the stage).

Cutler: Here comes their daughter, little Lucy Codliver.

Lucy: Hello, Cutler. Isn'tit a lovely day? I'm going to pick some pretty flowers.
Cutler: (To LUCY). Beautifulday, Miss Lucy. (To audience). Delightful child.

Sweet as sugar.

(Enter ERNEST, a pleasant-looking boy but rather plump).

Ernest: If you want to play on my Super Nintendo when it's your day off, Cutler....

(Exit).

Cutler: That'svery kind of you, MasterErnest. Thankyou. (To audience). A
creditto his parentsjs MasterErnest. He andLucy areidenticaltwins - at
least, they WERE identical until he becameinterestedin Mars bars. (He
mimesa fat stomach). Yes, this is a lovely placeto work at. I've beenhere
six monthsnow. It's quietandpeaceful - well, exceptwhenlLord andLady
Codliver invite some of their friends to stay.

(MAJOR LAFF crosses the stage).

Cutler: Such as Major Laff.



(DINAH SOREcrosses the stage).
Cutler: And Miss Dinah Sore.
(Enter LADY CAMILLA VOLE).

Cutler: Or Lady Camilla Vole .... and this means trouble for yours truly!

Camilla: Ah, Cutler,| washopingto find you here. There'sa horserunning at
Newmarket this afternoon. It's bound to win.

Cutler: Oh, really?

Camilla: Somuchsothatl'd bewilling to beta coupleof hundredsmackeroosn
it!

Cutler: Oh, not again!

Camilla: Yes, indeed. So, if you could let me have that amount by lunchtime ....

Cutler: .... you'd be ever so grateful.

Camilla: Quite!

Cutler: And you'd continue to say nothing to nobody about nothing!

Camilla: Your grammar'sappalling, Cutler, but your grasp of the situationis
perfect. Remember - two hundred pounds by lunch{iet).

Cutler: (To audience).You're probably wondering what all that was about.

Voice from offstage: What was all that about?

Cutler: | thoughtso. Well, it's like this. Lady Camilla'sa widow now, see,but
abouta year ago, when her husband,Sir Arthur was alive, | was THEIR
butler at Vole Manor .... here, instead of me rabbiting on, let's have a
flashback- youknow, wherethelights go dim for a bit, andwhentheycome
up againyou'resupposed témaginewe'vegonebackin time. O.K? Right,
so let's go backto last summerthen. | wastidying up after dinner. Miss
Sore, who was staying the weekend,was asleepin an armchair,and Sir
Arthur came up to me and said ....

(Lightsdim, thenrise. CUTLERIs talkingwith SIRARTHUR. DINAH is asleepin
armchair).

Arthur: Now then, Cutler, how's your mother?

Cutler: My mother, Sir Arthur?

Arthur: Yes, after the operation? Is she out of hospital yet?

Cutler: (As if suddenlyremembering). Oh, yes, definitely. Back at work on
Monday

Arthur: Back at work? So soon after having her leg off?

Cutler: Eh? Oh, er, well ....



Arthur: You told me she was a waitress in a Chinese restaurant.

Cutler: They've given her a sitting-down job. Writing out the menus.

Arthur: Amazing!

Cutler: Isit?

Arthur: Didn't you say she had extremely poor eyesight?

Cutler: (Anxious). What?

Arthur: Isn'tthatwhy | loanedyou £1000 - so thatyou could get her a guide
dog?

Cutler: (Struggling). Ah, yes,well, you seethe guide dog'svery intelligent. It
helps her with the menus.

Arthur: That's ridiculous! What kind of dog can read Chinese writing?

Cutler: (Pause). A Pekingese?

Arthur: Now look here,Cutler, stop this nonsense! You've borroweda total of
£5000from me for operationsand Chinesedogsandsoon. No doubtyou're
keento startpayingit back. Will youwrite mea chequeor shalll halveyour
wages until the matter is settled?

Cutler: (Alittle agitated). Cheque?Halvedwages?Er - no, leaveit with me, Sir
Arthur. By the end of the day I'll definitely let you have what's owing to you.

Arthur: See that you do. GoodnighfTurns to leave).

Cutler: (With his backturnedto SIRARTHUR). Er, beforeyou go, Sir Arthur, I'll
prepare your usual evening glass of lemonade.

(CUTLER pours lemonadeand from an inside pocketproducesa whisky bottle.
LADY CAMILLA appearsin a doorway upstage,unnoticedby CUTLER or
SIR ARTHUR).

Cutler: I've put a drop of something extra in, Sir - it'll help you get to sleep.
(SIR ARTHUR comes downstage, takes the offered glass).

Arthur: Thank you. (He drinks and falls dead almost instantly).

Cutler: There you are. |told you I'd let you have what was owing to you.

Camilla: (Entering). Very interesting. | had no idea you were an experton
poisons, Cutler. That one certainly acts fast.

Cutler: (Alarmed). Oh, yourladyship! | mustcall anambulance.Sir Arthur'snot
at all well.

Camilla: (Takingthe whiskybottle from him and sniffing the contents). I'm not
surprised. Strychnine, if I'm not mistaken.

Cutler: | don't understand, mi lady!

Camilla: | takeit my husbandhad beenfoolish enoughto lend you money,and
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you thoughtyou could getout of payinghim backby scratchinghim from the
race - the human race, that is?

Cutler: (Asif his feelingshave beerdeeplyhurt). How canyou say that, your
ladyship?

Camilla: Oh, it's only a questionof knowing the words and gettingthemin the
right order. It comes with practice!

Cutler: But | wouldn't poison anybody!

Camilla: We'll askthe policeto analysethe contentsof your JohnnyWalkerbottle,
then, shall we?

Cutler: (Throwinghimselfon her mercy). All right, | confess.| DID poisonyour
beloved husband,Sir Arthur. He was a good, kind masterand | know |
shouldn'thavekilled him, but.... well, noneof usis perfect,arewe? | mean,
| expect you've done things ....

Camilla: Be quiet, man! You're talking drivel! Now listen to me carefully. |
shan't report you to the police if you agree to do what | say.

Cutler: Oh, yes - anything!

Camilla: First, | need time to mourn the tragic loss of my dear, murdered husband.

(She hands back the bottle and pauses for 5 seconds, wiping away a tear).

Camilla: Right. Now then,| wantyou to let me havethe five thouyou borrowed
by the end of this week and then get out of Vole Manor.

Cutler: By the end of the week? Butl can't ....

Camilla:  Oh, | don't care how you get it, but getit you will - by Friday.
Meanwhile,| shall arrangefor you to take up a butler'sposition elsewhere,
not too far away from here!

Cutler: Not far away? Why's that, then?

Camilla: Becausd shall want you to bring me three-quarter®f everythingyou
earn. Deliver the moneyyourselfin a strongenvelopelate at night, whenit's
pitch-dark.

Cutler: Envelopes after dark - but that's ....

Camilla: ....Blackmail. Precisely! (Shecrosseso DINAH SOREand shakesher
arm). Wakey-wakey, Dinah. Somethingterrible's happened! Arthur's
collapsed!

Dinah: (Openingher eyes). Oh dear,| must have droppedoff. (Shenotices
ARTHURoOnN the floor). Why is Arthur lying on the carpet? (Shestands,
approaches the body and screams as the stage is blacked out).

(The lights rise again. CUTLER is alone).



Cutler: (Addressinghe audience).Now you'rebackto whereyou werewhenthe
play started- CodliverHall. Thisis whereLady Camillafoundajob for me.
Shekeepsherword, doesLady Camilla. Foundme a job, takesmostof me
wages.... and, on top of that, shemakesme nick moneyto backracehorses
for her.

Lady Cod: (Offstage).Cutler!

Cutler: If only Lady Codliverknew| washavingto stealher jewellery becausef
her bestfriend! Luckily there are so many tiaras and diamond brooches
knocking about this place that nobody's noticed anything's gone yet.

Lady Cod: (Offstage).Cutler!

Cutler: Calls). Here,mi lady! (Toaudience)Thingscan'tgo onlike this, though.
I'm going to get caught with me hand in the jewel-box before much longer.

(Enter LADY CODLIVER).

Lady Cod: Cutler, an extraguestis arriving for the weekend. He'll be hereafter
dinner. Arrange a room for him in the West Wing, will you?

Cutler: Yes, mi lady.

Lady Cod: (Aboutto exit, turns at the door). Oh, and by the way, Cutler, I've
mislaida pearlnecklaceanda sapphirgpendant.Havea look roundfor them,
please.(Exit).

Cutler: (Toaudience).Whatdid | tell you? This can'tgoon. So,I'm goingto let
you in on something - my fiendish plan. But you'vegot to keepschtoom!
Thatmeanskeepyour trapsshut,see! (He movesdownstageand beckonghe
audienceto draw nearer). Here,listen! I'm goingto solve the problemof
Lady Camilla Vole this very evening - in my usualway! What always
happens here is this -

(As CUTLER speaksthe following lines, LORD and LADY CODLIVER, LUCY,
ERNEST, LADY CAMILLA, MAJOR LAFF, and DINAH SORE enter and sit).

Cutler: After dinner, everybodycomesinto this room for coffee and chat, see.
Now I've prepareda very specialcup of coffeefor Lady Camilla. (Secretively
he showsthe audiencethe bottle of whiskywhich he producesrom an inside
pocket). It's a speciallylethal, quick-actingpoisonof my own devising - |
canlet you havethe recipebeforeyou go - andl've put somein a cup for
Lady Cam. [I'll go and fetch it(Exit).

Dinah: Isabel, the veal orloff was simply out of this world!

Lady Codliver: I'm gladyou enjoyedit, Dinah. | mustpraisecook: it will inspire
her to even greater achievements.
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Major Laff: The strawberrysouffle was just too tempting. | couldn'tresista
second helping!

Lord Codliver: Cook hasa magictouchasfar asfish is concernedyou know.
Her mackerel in cider sauce must be eaten to believed.

(Pause).
Lady Codliver: What shall we talk about next?

(Enter CUTLERwith tray of coffeecups. Onebearsa conspicuousetter 'C' on the
side).

Cutler: No needfor furthersmall-talk,sir. That'sgiven metime to go andgetthe
coffee. Now then,doeseveryoneaketheirswhite? (LUCY picksup the cup
marked"C" but CUTLER takesit from her and replacesit on the tray).
Guestsbefore family, Miss Lucy. (To LADY CAMILLA). Coffee, Lady
Camilla? (To audience). Thatwasclose! (LADY CAMILLA sipsfrom the
cup marked "C").

(CUTLER continueshanding out coffeeas SEYMOURCLEWESapproachesthe
stage / acting area through the auditorium).

Cutler: It's all plain sailingnow. Tell youwhat - countupto 10 andyou'll see
some action. Start now - One!

Lady Codliver: | expect he'll be arriving any time now.

Cutler: Two!

Major Laff: Who?

Lady Codliver: Our other guest for this weekend.

Cutler: Three!

Camilla: 1 don't think | feel very well.

Cutler: Four!

Dinah: (To LADY CODLIVER)Who else have you invited, then, Isabel?

Lady Codliver: A friend of Henry's - an Inspector Clewes.

Cutler: (Not listening to the conversation)kive!

Camilla: (Lookingat CUTLERwith increasingpain and suspicion). Cutler,come
over here ....

Cutler: Coming, milady. Six!

Camilla: (To CUTLER as the othersremain unawareof her discomfort). This
coffee - didyou ....wasit.... ?

Cutler: (Smiling). I'm afraid | don't grasp your meaning, your ladyship. Seven!
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Clewes. (Reaching the stageHere we are, Codliver Hall.

Cutler: Eight!

Camilla: Cutler, you wouldn't dare .... You'll never get away with this ....

Cutler: Nine!

Clewes. (Ringingan imaginarybell). Justthe placefor a quiet, restful weekend
break.

Cutler: (Crossing to admit CLEWESY.en!

Camilla: I've been poisoned!!! Aaaaaaarrrrhhh{Blops back in her seat, dead.)

(Theothersfreezein horror. CUTLERtakesa casuallook beforemovingto open
the door).

Clewes: Inspector Seymour Clewes, the famous police detective.

Cutler: (Taken aback). Good evening, sir. Welcome to Codliver Hall.
Unfortunately,you havearrived at a momentof tragedy. One of the guests
has just died.

Clewes. In mysterious circumstances?

Cutler: You could say that, yes, sir.

Clewes. Might haveguessed.Somuchfor my restfulweekend. Oh well, leadon.
If there'sany murderandscandainvolved,| canexposethe culprit andturn
the whole thing into a TV whodunit.

Cutler: (Astheywalk onthe spotto denotea longerjourneythanthe actual space
demands).Deathwassuddensir, but I'm sureyou'll find Lady Camilladied
of natural causes.

Clewes. We shall see. We shall see.

(The othersunfreezeas CUTLER and CLEWESjoin them LORD CODLIVER
shakes hands with CLEWES).

Lord Codliver: Seymour, we need your help. Something terrible's happened.
Clewes: So your butler informs me(He inspects the body).

(While CUTLERaddresseshe audience LORD CODLIVERexplainsthe situation
to CLEWES in mimed conversation).

Cutler: Now that'ssomething wasn'tquite expecting- apolice detective! Putsa
bit of a spannerin the works, doesthat. Mind you, he don't look bright,
really, doeshe? Not exactlyHerculeThingammyor SherlockWhatsisname.
If I'm carefulandwatchmestep - andif youlot keepmum - | shouldbeall
right. 1 canguesswhat'sgoingto happen. This SeymourClewesbloke will



interview everybodyoneat a time andthensummonus all to the library for
the grand finale when the identity of the culprit will be revealed! Very
dramatic! Most impressive! Tell you what, though;if he eversuspectsne
for a second, I'll - I'll dance the Can Can.

Clewes: So, as far as you know, Lady Camilla had no enemies?

Lady Codliver: None at all.

Lord Codliver: Most amiablewoman. Got on well with everybody - evenex-
criminals, traffic wardens, schoolteachers.... those sort of undesirables.

Lady Codliver: She'dbeenthrougha difficult time recently,too. Her husband
died last year, you see, from some kind of food-poisoning.

Clewes: That's a coincidence.

Lord Codliver: What is?

Clewes: Husbandand wife dying in a similar way. You say that when Lady
Camillacollapsedshecriedout "I've beenpoisoned!!!" WasthatEXACTLY
what she said?

Lord Codliver: Well, she said, "I've been poisoned!!! Aaaaaaarrrrhhh!!!"

Clewes: | see. Still, life's full of coincidences. We mustn'tattachtoo much
importance to it!

Lady Codliver: Have you any theories, Mr Clewes?

Dinah: Do you suspect foul play?

Major Laff: Don'tbesilly, Dinah. It's too earlyfor that. Only anidiot would form
an opinion at this stage.

Dinah: Quite.

Major Laff: Only a bungling amateurwould form a theory without further
investigation.

Clewes. I've got a theory.

Major Laff: What!

Cutler: (Uncomfortablyto LADY CODLIVER). Might | be excusedmi lady, to
go and supervise the kitchen?

Clewes. (Sharply). Stay where you are!

Cutler: (Alarmed). What?

Clewes. (Taking CUTLERDby the arm and directing him to an emptyseat). My
theory is that in any household,the butler is the one personwho knows
preciselywhat is going on. He keepshis ear to the ground, notices all
comingsandgoings. | think you may be ableto help me considerablyMr. -
er-?

Cutler: Cutler, sir.

Clewes. Mr. Cutler,right. Firstof all, tell me how long you'veworkedat Codliver
Hall, Mr. Cutler.

Cutler: (A little nervous).Oh, I've been here a very very long time, sir.
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Lady Codliver: Only about a year.

Clewes. And how well did you know Lady Camilla Vole?

Cutler: Who?

Clewes. The dead woman?

Cutler: Oh, | hardly knew her at all, sir.

Lord Codliver: He used to work for her.

Cutler: Ah, yes - but, er, she never used to talk to me much, sir.

Clewes. Very interesting. So you were working for Lady Camilla at the time of
her husband's sudden death?

Cutler: No!

Dinah: Yes! | wasstayingat Vole Manorwhenit happenedndl rememberyour
being there, Cutler.

Cutler: (Badlyshakerfor a momentthenrecovering). Oh - er - you'reright.
It had slipped me memory. But fancy YOU being there on the night Sir
Arthur died of poisoning(To CLEWES).THAT"S interesting, isn't it, sir?

Dinah: (Angrily). Whatareyou suggestingCutler? You know perfectlywell that
Lady Camilla explainedhow Sir Arthur poisonedhimself accidentallyby
mixing up the labels on his weedkiller tin and his liver salts.

Clewes. Don't upsetyourself, miss. There'sprobablyno connectionbetweenSir
Arthur's deathandthat of his wife. | preferto concentrateon this evening's
unfortunatencident. It's motive we haveto look for. Motive. Sol think I'll
havea word with eachof you andthenl'll summonyou all backto thelibrary
like they do on the telly, when the identity of the culprit will be revealed.

Cutler: (To audience).Told you so! Don't hang around for the Can Can!

Clewes. Major Laff, perhapsyou'dbe goodenoughto remainhere. Everyoneelse
may go to their rooms,or play Cluedoor havea weeor something. I'll send
for you when | want you.

(Exit LADY CODLIVER and DINAH SORE followed by CUTLER and LORD
CODLIVER carrying the body of CAMILLA VOLE).

Major Laff: Don't think I'll be of much help to you, Inspector.

Clewes. That's what they all say, sir.

Major Laff: Who?

Clewes. Peopleon the telly. Now, tell me, Major where were you when Lady
Camillawas - er - takenill?

Major Laff: In here, with everybody else.

Clewes. Had you known Lady Camilla long?

Major Laff: Sincechildhood. We were cousins. | didn't seeher very often,
though.



Clewes: Why was that?

Major: | live in Australia.

Clewes: So you were DISTANTLY related, then? Will you benefit from her will?

Major Laff: Possibly. Shehasnobodyelseto leaveit to. Mind you, it wouldn't
surprise me to learn she had little money left.

Clewes: What do you mean?

Major Laff: Well, sheputsalot onthe gee-geesyou know, but| don'tthink she's
muchgoodat picking winners. I've overhearchertelling Cutlerto placebets
for her. She never seems to give him any money, though.

Clewes. Good chap, Cutler. My instinct tells me he's a decent sort.

(Enter DINAH SORE).

Dinah: Excuse me, Inspector. Could | have a word with you in private?

Clewes: Not at the moment, miss. All in good time.

Dinah: But | have some information that may further your enquiries.

Clewes: Possibly, miss, but I'd like to talk to Lady Codliver first, if you don't mind.

Dinah: Yes, but....

Clewes: Perhaps you'd ask her ladyship to come and have a word with me.

Dinah: But....

Clewes: If you'd be so kind!

Dinah: (Annoyed).Oh, if you insist! (Exit).

Clewes. Wantsto getin on the actionMajor. Readtoo manyAgathaChristies,|
expect. Ha-ha.

Major Laff: | suppose you may be right. Well, is that all, Inspector?

Clewes. For the moment, Major. For the moment.

Major Laff: I'll be in the library if you want me again. | need to find a little peace.

Clewes. A little piece of what?

Major Laff: Pardon?

Clewes. Just a jest. Off you toddle, Major.

(Exit MAJOR as CUTLER enters).

Cutler: Any joy with the Major, then?

Clewes. Justbetweerourselves|'m suspiciousof our friend Major Laff. 1'd like to
see a copy of Lady Camilla's will to see if he's mentioned in it.

Cutler: You think he might have bumped her off so's he could get her money?

Clewes. Possibly.

Cutler: | reckonhe'sup to no good. He'sgot a very furtive way of pouringgravy
on his veal cutlet.
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Clewes. He reminds me of the chap in my last case.

Cutler: Oh, yes?

Clewes. The Case of the Bloke Found Hanging About inside a Wigwam.

Cutler; What was he charged with?

Clewes. (Digging CUTLERIn the ribs with his elbow). Loitering Within Tent!
Nice one, eh?

Cutler: Very droll.

Clewes. By theway, the Major saysLady Camillausedto askyou to backhorses
for her but never gave you any money. Is that right?

Cutler: No, well, yes.... er | mean no.

Clewes: So that's definite, then?

Cutler: Absolutely. Brownie's honour.

Clewes. Fair enough. He could have beertrying to throw suspicionon you -
makingit look asif herladyshipowedyou alot of moneyandwouldn'tpay it
back, so you got angry and poisoned her.

Cutler: Therottenso-and-so...or wordsto thateffect. Thatproveshedoneherin
himselfthen,don'tit? If he'sin Lady Camilla'swill, he'sgot a motive. He
rubs her out and collects what's owing.

Clewes. Maybe. But is there anybodyelsewith a motive? What about Lady
Codliver, for instance?

Cutler: Well, I've got a sort of hunch.

Clewes. (Takinga look at CUTLER'Sback). You can'thelpthe way you'remade,
man.

Cutler: No, | mean Lady Camilla probably poisoned her husband, right?

Clewes: Sir Arthur?

Cutler: Yes.

Clewes. Why would she do that?

Cutler: Because Sir Arthur and Lady Codliver were a bit too keen on each other?

Clewes. Oh, yes?

Cutler: Wheneverthe Codliversvisited Vole Hall, Lady Codliver alwaysusedto
let Sir Arthur beat her at Scrabble even though he couldn't spell for toffee.

Clewes. (Scribbling in his notebook)Couldn't spell for what?

Cutler: For toffee?

Clewes. How do you spell that?

Cutler: (Lookingover his shoulderat the notebook). Two effs. They usedto go
on long walks, too.

Clewes. An interesting theory. But who killed Camilla?

Cutler: Oh, well, Lady Codliver would want her revengewhen Camilla tippexed
Sir Arthur out of the picture, wouldn't she?

Clewes. So where does Major Laff come in?
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Cutler: He'sprobablygotthehotsfor Lady Codliveraswell. He'ddo anythingshe
askedhim to do. So her ladyship probably persuadechim to bump off
Camilla. 1 expectshetold him she'dseenCamilla‘'swill andthattheywould
each get a nice little slice of it when Camilla was called to everlasting rest.

Clewes: Go on.

Cutler: And that once they'd got the money, they could run away togetherto
Bermuda or Bali or....

Clewes: Birmingham?

Cutler: Yes, or Birmingham.... where they'd both live happily ever after.

Clewes: Brilliant, Cutler! YOU oughtto be a detective)you'renearlyasgoodasl
am.

Cutler: It's nice of you to say so, sir.

Clewes: Right,now herecomesLady Codliver. Sit overthereonthatarmchairand
- er, coveryourselfwith this (CLEWESIifts a dustsheefrom behindthe
chair anddrapesit over CUTLER). | wantyou to hearwhatshesayswithout
being observed.

(Enter LADY CODLIVER. CLEWES motions her to a chair).

Clewes: Ah, Lady Codliver! Do sit down.

Lady Codliver: | expect you want to ask me some questions. I'll tell you all I can.

Clewes: Well, for a start, who won the Cup Final in 19477

Lady Codliver: | beg your pardon?

Clewes. Whowonthe - it'sjustajoke, see.|'m trying to putyou atease.I'm well
known for my rich sense of humour.

Lady Codliver: Charlton Athletic.

Clewes. What?

Lady Codliver: Charlton Athletic won the F.A. Cup in 1947.

Clewes. (Taken aback)Really? Fancy that. Well....

Lady Codliver: They beat Burnley, one nil.

Clewes. (At a loss for words)You don't say? Amazing. Now then....

Lady Codliver: Butin 1948....

Clewes. Yes,yes,|I'm sureyou'reright, Lady Codliver, but | wantedto askyou
about Lady Camilla.

Lady Codliver: Did | murder her, for instance?

Clewes. Yes,well, | mean,not exactly - oh, all right then,yes:did you murder
her?

Lady Codliver: No.

Clewes. Why not?

Lady Codliver: What do you mean, why not?
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Clewes. Didn't you have quite a strong motive?

Lady Codliver: (Angrily). Camillawasoneof my closestfriends. What possible
motive could | have?

Clewes: Let me be frank....

Lady Codliver: Be anyone you like, but don't accuse me of murder!

Clewes. What was the relationship between yourself and Lady Camilla's husband?

Lady Codliver: Arthur and I? What do you mean?

Clewes. Do you denythatwhenstayingat Vole Manor, you and Sir Arthur often
used to go on long walks together?

Lady Codliver: (Indignant). Look here,who'sbeentrying to throw suspicionon
me?

Clewes: | have my sources of information..

Lady Codliver: It's that little rat, Cutler, isn't it? He's the one you ought to
guestion - the loathsome, poisonous little toad.

(The dustsheeanhoves agitatedly).

Clewes. Lady Codliver,is it oris it notthe casethatyou andSir Arthur wereoften
in each other's company at Vole Manor?

Lady Codliver: (Composinderselfduring a brief pause). It's perfectlytrue - but
it's not whatyou think. Arthur and| weregoodfriends - but nothingmore
thanfriends. Whatwe discussedn private hadnothingat all to do with any
secret romance.

Clewes: So what DID it have to do with?

Lady Codliver: Beetroot.

Clewes. | beg your pardon?

Lady Codliver: Beetroot. Let me explain; my husbandHenry, is a very keen
gardener.lIt's his passion. Especiallybeetrootgrowing. Henry'san absolute
wonder with beetroot. At the County Show eachsummer,he entersthe
beetrootsectionandalwayswins a prize - atleast,hewins Secondor Third
Prize. Bur never First ....

Clewes: All very interesting, but | don't see ....

Lady Codliver: - the First Prizeis alwayswon by someoneelse. The SAME
person each year.

Clewes. Yes?

Lady Codliver: Well, it makesmy husbandvery depressed.Beetroot-growings
the only thing he's any good at. He's a bit of a chump at anything else.

Clewes: So?

Lady Codliver: So | thoughtthat if Henry's arch rival could be - well,
NOBBLED oneyear - just oneyear,you understand- Henry'sbeetroot
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would win First and he'd be over the moon.

Clewes: And who is this rival beetroot champion?

Lady Codliver: Can't you guess?

Clewes: (He looksthoughtful. Thensuddenlyenlightenedas a smile crosseshis
face. This fades and he appears totally mystified ag&io).

Lady Codliver: Camilla Vole, of course!

Clewes. Oh!

Lady Codliver: | know that Camillawould neveractually AGREE to risk losing
First Prize - she'sevenmoreof abeetrootnutthanHenryis - butl thought
| could persuade Arthur to help me.

Clewes: How?

Lady Codliver: By seeingto it that the wrong beetrootwas sentto the County
Show, or switching Camilla'sgardenfertiliser for weedkiller next Spring -
we discussed various schemes.

Clewes: And did Lord Vole go along with all this?

Lady Codliver: In the end he did, yes.

Clewes: And what did Henry think of it all?

Lady Codliver: Oh, he knew nothing aboutit. He mustn'tfind out. If he
discoveredvhat | wastrying to do, he'dbe furious. Henry wasdesperat¢o
win First Prize, but only by fair means. Please don't tell him ....

(She stops as LORD CODLIVER enters carrying an envelope).

Lord Codliver: Ah, Seymour,Dinah Soreis anxiousthat you getthis. Poorgirl
seems pretty agitated.

Clewes. (Takingthe envelope). Thankyou. (He reads). "InspectorClewes.
Strictly confidential. Top Secret. For your eyesonly. Openonly whenyou
arealone. (He immediatelytears openthe envelopetakesout the note and
readsaloud). "I mustspeakto you at once. | know who murderedLady
Camilla. She was poisoned by someone in this house and | have proof".

(Signsof extremeagitationfrom CUTLERbeneaththe dustsheet.Observednly by
the audience,CUTLER, still wearing the dustsheetyises during the next
lines, moves crab-like towards the wings and exits).

Clewes. There'salwayssomebodywho thinksthey cantell you how to do your job.
Whattheydon'trealiseis thatl havemy methods.| knowwhatI'm doingand
I'll do it in my own way.

Lady Codliver: But surely you're going to speak to her?

Clewes. All in goodtime. All in goodtime. First, I'd like a private word with
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Cutler the butler. (He turns to the armchair and noteswith surprise that
CUTLERhasgone). Oh! (Puzzledhe thinksfor a moment). On second
thoughts, can you spare me a minute, Henry?

Lord Codliver: Certainly.

Lady Codliver: I'll leaveyou,then. I'll getCutlerto takeDinaha nice cup of tea
to soothe her nerves.

Clewes. Perhaps you'd tell Cutler to see me when he's done that.

(Exit LADY CODLIVER).

Clewes. Now then, Henry, how are your beetroots?

Lord Codliver: My beetroots?

Clewes. I'm told you're something of a beetroot expert.

Lord Codliver: Well, yes,I've beengrowing themfor years. Won a few prizes.
Do quite well, you know.

Clewes. But not well enough?

Lord Codliver: What do you mean?

Clewes:. You neverquite manageto win First Prize at the County Show, do you?
Doesn't that trophy always go to Lady Camilla Vole?

Lord Codliver: Look here, Seymour, what's all this got to do with ....?

Clewes. Or, atleast,theFirst PrizeUSEDto goto Lady Camilla. Now, of course,
things will be different, won't they? There'snobody stoppingyou being
Number One in the beetroot world. The chief opposition has been
UPROOTED, as you might say.

Lord Codliver: Just what are you getting at, man?

Clewes. Well, let'sfaceit, Henry,it's a motive,isn'tit? You'vealwaysgotto look
for a motive in this job, and bagging the best beetroot is yours.

Lord Codliver: But that'sridiculous! Do you seriouslythink I'd murderan old
friend over a mere beetroot?

Clewes. How about a cauliflower, then?

Lord Codliver: What!

Clewes. Just a joke, Henry, just a joke. But you've got to admit....

Lord Codliver: | admitnothing, Seymour! The whole idea'sabsurd. You might
as well accuse Ernest or little Lucy.

Clewes. Yes,it'stime | hadaword with them. Wherewill theybe atthe moment,
do you think?

Lord Codliver: (Lookingat his watch). Asleep, probably. It's well pasttheir
bedtime. They were sent to bed half an hour ago.

(ERNEST and LUCY burst into the room).
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Lucy: Oh, Mr. Clewes, we've just seen something very fishy in the kitchen.

Clewes: Tell the cook to fry it with a few chips. I've had no supper yet.

Ernest: No, you don't understand. We've just seenCutler leaving this room
disguised as a ghost.

Lord Codliver: Good heavens!

Lucy: We followed him andoverhearchim askmotherif he shouldtake Miss Sore
a nice cup of tea because she seemed agitated.

Clewes: Yes .... well?

Ernest: Cutler's been behaving very strangely since he came to work here.

Clewes: How do you mean?

Ernest: Well, for instance heandLady Camillaalwaysseemedo be hob-nobbing
together secretively.

Lucy: |think he may have been threatening her!

Ernest: And then there's the cupboard under the sink?

Clewes: (Impatiently). What about the cupboard under the sink?

Lucy: He's put a hasp on it and keeps it locked all the time.

Ernest: Which is odd because it's only used to store soap and scrubbing brushes in.

Clewes: | can't be bothered with domestic trivia of this sort.

Lucy: Yes, but we've just seen him open up the cupboard under the sink.

Clewes: Really?

Ernest: He took out a large, mysterious-looking bottle ....

Lucy: .... and poured some liquid from it into Miss Sore's cup of tea.

Lord Codliver: That's very strange, don't you think, Seymour?

Clewes. Not at all, Henry, not at all. We mustn't jump to conclusions.

Lord Codliver: But surely....

Clewes. The explanation's obvious, Henry.

Lord Codliver: Yes, but ....

Clewes. Your butleris partialto a drop o' the hardstuff - we all haveour little
weaknesses- and he keepsa bottle of whisky locked away in the sink
cupboard. Tonight, out of the kindnessof his heart,he addsa drop to Miss
Sore'stea, knowing she'sout of sortsandneedssomethingto put her backto
rights.

Ernest: But we thought he was trying to - to....

Lucy: .... to poison Miss Sore!

Clewes. (Witha smugchuckle). Oh,dearme - whatimaginationsyou youngsters
have! Poison indeed!

(Enter MAJOR LAFF in a state of alarm).
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Major Laff: | say - somethingterrible'shappened! Dinah'slying deadon the
library carpet!

(Everyone except CLEWES reacts to the news).

Clewes. Cutler must have overdone it with the whisky!
Major Laff: | thoughtshe'dfaintedat first andtried to moveher. Thenl noticed
this note she was clutching in her hand. It's addressed to you, Clewes.

(He handsthe note to CLEWES,who glancesat it for a momentbefore reading
aloud).

Clewes. "Lady Camilla Vole was murderedby Cutler the Butler. She was
blackmailinghim. Sheknewhe'dmurderecherhusbandsSir Arthur. | wasa
guestat Vole Manor when Sir Arthur was poisoned. | saw Cutler pour
strychnineinto Sir Arthur's lemonadeand | hearda conversationbetween
Lady Camilla and Cutler in which shesaid shewould blackmailhim. They
thought| was asleep,and | couldn'tlet them know | had overheardwhat
they'dbeensayingbecauset's rudeto eavesdropandin any case,Camilla's
alwaysbeena goodfriend of minesol thoughtl'd justlet hergetonwith it -
blackmailingCutler the Butler, | mean. But when| heardCutler telling the
audiencdhatheintendedpoisoningCamilla - nobodyelseseemedo notice,
oddly enough - | felt | could remain silent no longer. Arrest Cutler
immediately. Hoping this finds you as it leaves me, Dinah Sore."

Well, I'm glad it DOESN'T find me as it leaves her, | must say.

Lady Codliver: Cutler - the murderer! And we werethinking of giving him a
three and a half per cent rise in pay!

Lord Codliver: We couldall have beemmurderedn our beds! He'll getno more
than one and a half per cent!

Clewes. Now let'snotjump to conclusions.In spiteof all this (Wavingthe note).
I'm convincedof Cutler'sinnocence. | canalwaystell whethersomebody's
guilty or not. There are obvious signs. Clean fingernails and a well-
launderedshirt are unmistakablendicationsof pureliving. Cutlerdisplayed
both. Major, would you mind telling Cutler we want him in here, please.

Major Laff: (Visibly anxious).But, | say Clewes, the man's dangerous.

Clewes. Misjudged,but quite harmlessMajor, | assureyou. Of course,if you're
afraid ....

Major Laff: Oh, very well, I'll go and find him(EXxit).

Lucy: I'll come and help you look.

Lord Codliver: | hope you know what you're doing, Seymour.
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Clewes: Trust me, Henry, trust me.

Lady Codliver: But the evidence of Dinah's note is pretty convincing.

Clewes: (Smugly). | didn'tgetwherel amtodayby takingany noticeof evidence.
Instinctis my weaponin crime-solving. Instinctto me is like a laserbeam
piercing a straight path to the truth!

(Enter CUTLER followed by MAJOR LAFF).

Cutler: (To CLEWES).You sent for me, sir?

Clewes: Several lines ago. What kept you?

Cutler: | was putting fresh cheese in the mousetraps, sir.

Clewes: Well done. We should all profit by following your example.

Cutler: Kind of you to say so, sir.

Clewes: Not atall. Now, Cutler,| haveto inform you that Miss Dinah Sorehas
been found dead in the library.

Cutler: | see, sir. I'll notify cook that there will be one less for breakfast.

Lady Codliver: Cutler, is that all you can say? Miss Sore is DEAD!

Cutler: (Quicklyassuminganair of distress). Dead? Oh, dear that'sterrible! She
can'thave beemmorethan35. Whata tragedy! Heartattack,no doubt. She
hasconfidedin me that her doctorwas greatly concerned. Sucha pleasant
lady. Generouswith her tips. She'll be sadly missed. Shall | ring the
undertaker's, madam?

(Enter LUCY with tray of drinks).

Clewes. That can wait. First I'd like to ask a few questions about -

Lucy: - Thought you'd all like something to drink. Lemonade, mother?

Lady Codliver: (Reaching for glass)Oh....well, thank you dear.

Lucy: No, don'ttake that one, mother. The onenextto it. (LADY CODLIVER
takes another glass)-ather?

Lord Codliver: Thank you, Lucy.(Takes a glass from the tray).

Lucy: Mr. Clewes? Yours is the one on the right.

Clewes. (Taking a glass).Thank you. Very thoughtful.

Lucy: (To MAJOR LAFF).The one on the left there.

Major Laff: (Taking a glass)Kind of you, Lucy.

Lucy: Which leavesjust oneglass. Why don't YOU haveit, Cutler? You seem
shaken- if notstirred - by Dinah'ssuddendeath. You really oughtto have
something.

Cutler: (Hesitant). Well | don't think....

Lucy: But you must, mustn't he, father? Please Cutler take the glass.
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Cutler: (Taking a glass, reluctantly)Very well, then. Thank you, miss.
(They all drink, CUTLER last).

Clewes: Very nice. Now, if we can get on with the enquiry ....

Lucy: (Sweetly). Excuseme for interrupting,but did you enjoy your lemonade,
Cutler?

Clewes. (Impatiently). Please, Miss Lucy, | WOULD be grateful if ....

Lucy: .... because | have a little confession to make.

Lady Codliver: Lucy, what?

Lucy: ....yes,you seel puta drop of somethingstrongerthanlemonaden your
drink, Cutler. Some of the whisky .... from your own whisky bottle!

Cutler: (Horrified, spluttering). What whisky bottle?

Lucy: You know - the one you keep in the cupboard under the sink.

Cutler: (Aghast).But it's locked!

Lucy: Normally,yes - butI'm jolly goodat picking lockswith a bentpaperclip.
(Reveal<lip in the palmof her hand). Sinceit wasYOUR whisky, Cutler, |
poured a generous amount into YOUR lemonade.

Cutler: (Saggingat the knees). Whisky? That wasn'twhisky, you stupid little
brat!

Lady Codliver: You're fired, Cutler!

Cutler: (With a desperatdaugh). Fired,amI? That'sgood,thatis. I'm morethan
fired. Thanksto you (To LUCY) you interferinglittle monster, I've hadit.
That weren't whisky in the bottle. It were - it were ....

Lucy: | think you mean"It was", Cutler, not "it were". But tell us, what exactly
was it that | added to your drink?

Clewes. (Perplexed).Here, what's going on?

Ernest: Go on, Cutler, tell us what you keep in your whisky bottle.

(CUTLERSsinks on to one knee, gripping his throat and stomach dramatically).

Cutler: You've done for me, you menace. You've poisoned me!

Lucy: Oh dear,surely you don't keep poisonin a whisky bottle, Cutler? Well,
what a shame! But, really, how wia® know?

Lord Codliver: So it WAS Cutler who killed Camilla!

Lady Codliver: And Arthur!

Major Laff: And now poor Dinah!

Cutler: Yes,yes,it wasme! Of course,jt wasme! And I'd havegot awaywith it,
too, if it hadn'tbeenfor that meddlingkid. Damnyou! Damnall of you!
The poison's doing it's worst! Ahhhhhh!
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(CUTLER crumples up and lies unmoving on the floor).
(General consternation).

Clewes: You shouldn'thavedonethat, you know, younglady. It's going to take
some explaining.

Lady Codliver: Lucy, dear, you must be more careful. This is terrible!

Lucy: Well, at leastwe've clearedup a few murdercasesMr. Clewes. By the
way, do you keep a set of handcuffs on you?

Clewes: Handcuffs? Well, as a matter of fact, yes, but -

Lord Codliver: Lucy, | hardly think -

Lucy: - Inthat case, | should put them on Cutler, if | were you.

Clewes: Putthemon - ? | can'tquite seethe point of restraininga deceased
servitor.

Lucy: Pardon?

Clewes: Cuffing a duff butler. It hardly seems respectful.

Lucy: Please do as | ask, Mr. Clewes. I'd feel much safer if you did.

Clewes: (Kneelingto handcuffCUTLER'Shandsbehindhis back). Well, if it helps
you copewith what mustbe a distressingexperiencdor one soyoung. But
Cutler can cause no further harm, you know. The poor chap's quite dead.

Lucy: Ah, but that's it, you see. He's not.

Lady Codliver: Lucy, dear, whatever do you mean?

Lucy: Cutler'snot deadat all. I'm afraid | told a little white lie when| saidl'd
addedsomethingo hislemonade.l neverwentanywherenearhis nastylittle
cupboardunderthe sink. Cutlerdrankpurelemonaddike everybodyelsein
the room.

(General reaction. CUTLER shows suddensigns of life and raises his head
angrily).

Cutler: What! I'm not poisoned?(He strugglesvainly to rise). I've beentricked!
You rottenlittle pest! A goodhiding'swhatyou need! Oughtto belockedup
in the coal cellar for a few days!

Major Laff: Hold your tongue, Cutler. You're nicked!

Clewes. Quite so, Major, thoughthat'sactually MY line, if you don'tmind. (To
CUTLER). Keepstill, Cutler. No usegettingnasty. Thegame'sup. Henry,
perhapsyou'd be good enoughto phonefor a police car. Tell them Clewes
hasgot a resultin one of his most baffling mysteries. Though,to tell the
truth, | suspectegou from the very start, Cutler. Gaveyourselfaway,being
so cocky. My laser-beaminstinct is neverwrong. Nobody pulls the wool
over MY eyesfor long. (To LORD CODLIVER). Yes, Henry, ring for an
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escort. The case is solved. The Butler did it!
(CUTLERIs pulled to his feet. As he comesstagecentre,he turns and facesthe
audience).

Cutler: All right, sol underestimateftiend Clewes. Yes,andl remembemhat |
promised to do if he worked out that | was the villain of the piece.

Clewes. Who's he talking to?

Cutler: (Calls). Music, if you please!

(Can Can music. CUTLER begins dancing clumsily but with energy. Then
CLEWESand,oneby one,the entire companybegindancing. All exit, facing
the audience, dancing vigorously).

THE END
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