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CAST

The Rev. Peter Parsonqdeceased)
Mrs. Marbles

Det. Insp. Parrot

Det. Sgt. MaCore

Agnes

Mr. Winstanley

Mrs. Parsons

TIME

The present, during the interval in a production of a rather dull, utterly

Simply a body

Brisk suburban lady, 40s
Slightly crumpled, worn air
Dapper and confident
Ingenue, prettily dressed
Rather boring man, mid 50s

Embittered, vicar's wife, 50s

conventional 1930's thriller called 'Murder at St. Barnabas'.

SET

A simple drawing room with sofa, coffeetable with a plate of jam tarts and a
telephoneon a sidetable. Two entrancesL. andR. A downstagearea and
entrancein front of the curtain will be neededfor Mr. Winstanley,and a
further areaif possiblefor the two policemen. A sign-boardcontainingthe
posterwith wording as read out by PARROTshouldbe clearly visible to one

side front of the curtain.



The first performance oMURDER AT St. BARNABAS took place at Dover
Grammar Scbool for Boys on 7th March 1997 with the following cast:

The Rev. Peter Parsons

Mrs. Marbles

Det. Insp. Parrot

Det. Sgt. MaCore

Agnes

Mr. Winstanley

Mrs. Parsons

Alastair Wilkie

Hannah Perrin

Andrew Tempest

Aaron Stoakes

Suzie Adkins

Jamie Towe

Marie Darrell



MURDER AT ST BARNABAS

by Michael Thomas

(Asthecurtain openswe seethefinal momentof Act 1 of a play called'Murder at
St Barnabas'being performedby the amateurdramatic society. The Rev.
Peter PARSONSwho is playing the characterof Dr. WILSON collapses
through the curtain. Mrs. MARBLES comes and stands over him.
Immediatelywe hear the soundof a police sirenanda car drawingup, doors
being slammedand then footstepsas Det. Insp. Harry PARROTand Sqt.
MACORE enter to one side. Upstage Mrs. MARBLES speaks the final line).

Mrs. Marbles: And now - who killed Dr. Wilson, and why?

(Tableau. Soundof applause. Lights go downon them, comeup onPARROTand
MACORE. PARROT is reading the play poster).

Parrot. Murderat St. Barnabas.Uncannyisn'tit. Performedby the St. Barnabas
AmateurDramatic Society. Last night tonightat 7.30. Last night tonight?
Lastnight .... oh | getit, Lastnight, tonight, at 7.30. Tickets £4.00adult,
£2.50childrenandseniorcitizens,no dogsallowed. Well, well, well. Funny
that, isn't it?

MaCore: What, Chief?

Parrot: Thetitle of the play is alsothetitle of the amateurdramaticsocietyputting
it on for the last time tonight.

MaCore: | wonder who wrote it.

Parrot: Why would that matter?

MaCore: If the writer wasa memberof the society,Chief. Might have beerall
planned.

Parrot: Detective Sergeant MaCore, that is a very interesting thought.

MaCore: Thank you, Chief.

Parrot: Sometimes you excel yourself.

MaCore: Oh, too kind, Chief.

Parrot: It doesn't say who wrote it.

MaCore: Well, there you are.

Parrot: Where?

MaCore: Trying to conceal their identity. Throw us off the scent.

Parrot: That's a mean trick.

MaCore: Despicable, Chief.



Parrot: | don'tknow, MaCore,| really don't. | really don'tknow whatthis world's
coming to.

MaCore: | know how you feel, Chief.

Parrot: | mean,this is it, MaCore. The St. BarnabasChurchHall. Who would
have thought it, eh?

MaCore: Who would have thought it, Chief.

Parrot. Who would havethoughtthat behindthis calm exterior, this immemorial
symbol of English decency ....

MaCore: Decency ....

Parrot: Honesty ....

MaCore: Honesty ....

Parrot. This bastion of British reliability ....

MaCore: .... bility ....

Parrot: This cradleof morality, this foundationof our fundamentainig .... ingrit
... grinit ...

MaCore: Integrity, Chief.

Parrot: Integrity, Sergeant MaCore. Integrity. That is what it is all about.

MaCore: Isit?

Parrot: We trustthesepeople. Theyarethe commonpeopleof England,the good
folk, our law-abiding,sensible plain, honest,no-nonsenseitizenswho are
the envy of less happier lands.

MaCore: Are you sure that's proper English, Chief?

Parrot: It's Shakespeare, Sergeant MaCore.

MaCore: That's all right then.

Parrot: Wherewould Englandbe without them? Where would we be without
them?

MaCore: Err?

Parrot: They are the stuff that has made this country great.

MaCore: Stuff?

Parrot: Holding their bring and buy salesyear after year, their coffee mornings,
their Scouts and Guides and Brownies ....

MaCore: | was in the Sea Cadets myself ....

Parrot: Horticultural Showswith prizesfor the bestarrangemenof gladioli and
the biggestmarrowsin christendomawardedby the elegantwife of the
deputymayor, Youth Clubs,Dog Shows,petty squabblebetweenMrs. This
andMrs. Thatoverwho is goingto providethe committeeteas,Mrs. Parsons
making jam tarts that nobody can eat ....

MaCore: Mrs. Parsons, do we know her?

Parrot: She's simply an example, she doesn't exist.



(MACORE takes out his notebook and starts to check through it).

MaCore: Are you sure?

Parrot. Amateur dramatics, raffles, polling booths ....

MaCore: Politics could be dangerous.

Parrot:. Are you listening, MaCore?

MaCore: With you all the way, Chief. Amateur dramatics, raffles ....

Parrot:. | meanthisis England. Thisis thebedrock. Thisis nottheinnercity. The
peoplein St. BarnabasChurchHall tonight are not deprived,social rejects
living on benefitswho have beerfailed by society, caughtin the trap of
poverty, drug addiction and homelessness.

MaCore: They certainly are not.

Parrot. They're decent citizens. They respect policemen.

MaCore: Good God.

Parrot. And now, look what has happened. A murder.

MaCore: | know. Terrible. Can'tthink whattheworld'scomingto. Mustbevery
upsetting for you, Chief.

Parrot: Incredible.

(Pause as PARROT seems lost in his thoughts).

MaCore: If you'd rather sit in the car while | go in and ....

Parrot: Let me tell you onething, Sergeant. My nameisn't Detectivelnspector
Harry Parrot for nothing.

MaCore: You're damn right there, Chief.

Parrot: Now pull yourselftogetherman. | wantto warnyou, it may be a messy
business in there tonight.

MaCore: Mrs. Parsons and the jam tarts you mean.

Parrot: Never mind Mrs. Parsons, she's the least of our worries.

(A screamfrom MRS. MARBLESand the lights changeback to her. Shehas
discovered the body really is dead).

Parrot: Quick man, or we may be too late.
MaCore: But the murder's already happened - we had a call twelve minutes ago.
Mrs. Marbles: Oh my god! It's the vicar, he's dead!

(PARROTand MACORErushinto the setand up onto the stage. Lightsdownon
their area).



Parrot: | beg you to remain calm, madam, | am a detective inspector.

MaCore: Keep calm everybody, there's nothing to worry about.

Marbles: Nothing to worry about? The vicar'sdead,andit's only the end of act
one. And poor Mrs. Parsons.

MaCore: Mrs. Parsons?

Marbles: Alas, alas! Oh! Oh! Oh! To lose her husband so suddenly.

MaCore: Where might I find this Mrs. Parsons?

Marbles: In the kitchen backstage. She'll be doing the teas. And the jam tarts.

MaCore: I'm going to investigate, Chief(Exit upstage R).

Parrot: Madam, it is my unfortunate duty to ask you some distressing questions.

Marbles: It's all right, Inspector. | wasin the Girl Guides. I'm Mildred Marbles,
Hon. Secretary of the Society.

Parrot. DetectivelnspectorParrotat your service,madam. Tell me when you
discovered the body.

Marbles: Just now, this second. | screamed.

Parrot. | see. And what led you to believe that he was dead?

Marbles: The curtainsclosedat the endof the act, the audienceapplauded]| said
to Peter,well that seemedo go all right, they're enjoyingit tonight, good
houseand nice to seesomeof the youngeronesturning out for a bit of live
entertainment... ohdear.... whenl noticedthatPeter Mr. Parsonghatis, the
vicar, wasstill lying there,actingdead,becausg/ou see,he wassupposedo
be, in the play.

Parrot: (Scribbling furiously in his notebook)..... live entertainment. Yes? He
was acting dead.

Marbles: | said,Peter, said,andl shookhim, andhewasstiff andcold, hisfacea
horrible grey blue colour, his tonguelolling out like like a dog's,the eyes
staring in a frenzy .... Well look, you can see for yourself.

Parrot: It's all right, madam,I'm a police officer, I'm trainedin thesematters. |
have seensights,in the pursuanceof my duty, madam,that would makea
dead man turn in his grave.

Marbles: How terribly brave you must be.

Parrot: All in aday'swork. Now let'shavealook at him. (He leansdownto look
at the dead man, turning him overfpaaaaaahhhh!!! It's horrible.

(Enter AGNES, the ingenue, L).

Agnes: Excuseme,Mrs. Marbles,but Mr. Winstanleywould like to getonwith the
raffle, becausewe're half way through the interval now, and most people
havegot their coffees. Oh dear,Mr. Parsondooks a bit off colour. Is heall
right?



Marbles: He's dead, Agnes.

Agnes: Is he? Oh dear. Whataterriblething. But | can'tsayl'm surprised. Shall
| tell Mr. Winstanley it's all right, then?

Parrot: | wantto warnyou, madam thatl ama police officer trainedin the most
advancedmethodsof modern criminal investigation. Detective Inspector
Parrot, St. Barnabas police.

Agnes: Goodness.

Parrot. Where were you at the time of the murder, madam?

Agnes: | don't know, when was it?

Marbles: It musthave beeibetweerthetime thevicar cameontothe setattheend
of actone andnow. He cameon, saidhis line, "l expectyou're wondering
what this is all about"and | said mine, "I feel sure somethingdreadfulis
aboutto happen“andthenhe saidhis line, "Not long, now," pickedup ajam
tart from that plate on the coffee table and went over to the telephone.

Parrot. Why a jam tart?

Marbles: It's in the script. You seethe jam tarts are supposed tdhave been
poisoned. Actually, it's supposed tde spongecakes,but Mrs. Parsonssaid
her sponge cakes never turn out right, so we'd be safer with jam tarts.

Parrot. Why poisoned?

Marbles: It's the story. Blackmail. Murder. Intrigue. Dr. Wilson eatsa jam tart
andsuddenlyfalls lifelessto the floor. Thenl| standover his body and say:
"And now, who killed Dr. Wilson, andwhy?" andthe curtainfalls for the
end of Act One.

(MR. WINSTANLEYakesup his positiondownstagen front of curtain with a box
of raffle ticket stubs and various prizes).

Winstanley: We're doing the raffle now, and the first prize is the shampooand
scented soap set. And the winning number is blue sixty-five.

(Re-enter MACORE).

MaCore: 1 tell you, chief, | think there'ssomethingvery suspiciousaboutthatMrs.
Parsonsf youaskme. Shedidn'tseemat all surprisecherhusbandvasdead.
Or upset.

Agnes: Well, that's Mabel for you all over.

Marbles: Agnes! What do you mean?

Agnes: She never really cared about him, the way | did.

Parrot: Now we're getting somewhere.

MaCore: Anotherthing. We got a call twelve minutesagothattherehad beena
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murder at the St. Barnabas Church Hall during the performance of a play.

Parrot: | know.

MaCore: Well, Chief,| maybemisunderstanding&instein'sheoryof Relativity of
eventsin time andspaceput how couldwe get thecall twelve minutesbefore
the murder took place?

Parrot. But we don'tknow whenthe murdertook place. He ate a poisonedjam
tart and keeled over.

MaCore: Poisoned jam tart?

Parrot: Not really poisoned. In the play.

MaCore: Thatstill doesn'texplainhow somebodytelephonedisto sayhe haddied
when he was still on the stage saying his lines.

Parrot: Unless, they were not telling the truth.

MaCore: Perhaps they had it all planned.

Parrot: You mean ....

MaCore: Yes ....

Parrot: Premeditated.

MaCore: Calculated.

Parrot: Cold.

MaCore: Cunning. It makes you sick.

(A moment).

Winstanley: Next prize: A bowl of gladioli, red seventy-two.

Marbles: Perhaps | can help you, inspector. Mrs. Parsons has a mobile phone.

Agnes: | think | ought to make a confession ....

MaCore: Think carefully before you speak, madam.

Agnes: | must. Peter Mr. Parsonsandl werehavinganaffair. Lastnight he said
we muststopseeingeachother. Mabelhadhersuspicions.| saidl would kill
him.

Winstanley: Red seventy-two. Anybody got red seventy-two?

MaCore: And did you?

Agnes: Yes. | stoodin the wings andfired a poisoneddart from a blow pipe into
his neck. He deserved it.

Parrot: This puts years on me. In a church hall! A vicar!

Marbles: Hell hath no fury, Inspector.

Winstanley: Red seventy-two, red seventy-two: lovely bowl of gladioli.

(Enter MRS. PARSONS from upstage R. She is a stately and very severe woman).
Mrs. Parsons: Inspector, | am Mrs. Parsons. | believe my husband is dead.
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Parrot. (From nowon becomingevermoreastonishedt theturn of events). That
is correct, madam.

Parsons: We hadour differencesf course. He was,in fact, ratheracommonman,
although in holy orders. An evangelical.

MaCore: (He hasbeentrying to work outthe angleof fire for the blow pipe dart).
| don't get this dart business.

Marbles: Mabel, whetherhe was an evangelicalor not, show somepity. The
man's dead.

Parsons: He hadnone. He ruinedmy dinnerparties. He disparagedny cooking.
And then he went chasing after every bit of skirt he could find. At his age.

Agnes: We were in love.

Parsons: Hanging's too good for him. | murdered him, Inspector.

MaCore: You murdered him? But ....

Agnes: How dare you say that, Mabel, when you know | murdered him.

Parsons: It was the poisoned jam tarts. Rat poison. Because he was a little rat.

Agnes: (Sobbingand flinging herself on the sofa). No, | murderedhim. |
murdered him.

MaCore: (Examiningthe body). Hello, there'ssomethingin his pocket. Raffle
tickets. Red seventy-two. Red seventy two.

Winstanley: Ah, thevicar. Bowl of gladioli. (He leaveshis spotand bringsthe
bowl on to the stage).

Parsons: He won't be needing that now. ['ll take it.

Winstanley: He's dead then?

Agnes: Of course he's dead. | murdered him.

Parsons: | murdered him.

Agnes: (Risingwith fury). You heartlessharridan. | loved him and| murdered
him.

Parsons: You shameless floozy. | hated him and | murdered him.

Winstanley: (Steppingbetweenthem). Sorry to disappointyou ladies. I'd just
abouthad enoughof the Rev. Parsonsand his sermons. Boring as hell they
were. They said women liked him.

Marbles: He was a charming and courteous man.

Parsons: Philanderer.

Agnes: Coward.

Winstanley: I'd beenchurchwardentwenty-severnyears. He said we neededa
changein the parish. Modernisation. Not having that. Mr. Winstanley,
Inspector pleasedo meetyou. Nice to meeta real policemanfor a change,
insteadof all these stageletectiveswho seemto know it all. | do all the
electricsfor the company andtheraffle. Havedonefor years. It wasavery
easymatterto wire up thetelephonesothatit waslive whenhetouchedit. |



murdered him, Inspector.
Agnes: }
Parsons: }  You! But that's impossible!!
Marbles: }

Parrot: MaCore!

MaCore: Keep calm, Chief, keep calm! What | still want to know is, who
telephoned the police, and why?

Parrot: Don't sound so theatrical, MaCore.

Marbles: I'm afraidl did, sergeant.l borrowedMrs Parsonsmobile phonewhenl
came offstage in the previous scene. | had this premonition something
terrible was about to happen.

Parrot: Put me out of my misery, madam. Did you murder the vicar?

Marbles: No, Inspector. There was no need.

MaCore: And yet theuneatenamtartis still in thevicar'shand,the blow pipedart
is embeddedn the sceneryopposite andthetelephonewire is not connected.
(He points out thesethings and all the headsfollow him). Thetruthis -
nobody murdered the vicar.

Winstanley: }

Agnes: } What?!!!

Parsons: }

Parrot: Help!

Marbles: So how ....?

MaCore: Auto suggestion.

Parrot: What?

Parsons: }

Agnes: } Youmean....?

Winstanley: }

MaCore: Yes. He knewtherewerethreechancese would die, andeventhough
he avoided eating the jam tart, the dart missed and the telephonewas
disconnectedhe convinced himself the end was nigh, and being a good
evangelical he just prepared to meet his God , and died anyway.

(Astonished pause).

Marbles: Brilliant, Sergeant.
Parrot: (He is trying to follow the implicationsof this). So, if nobodyactually

murdered him, but three people have confessed to trying to murder him ....

MaCore: It's not a police matter at all.
Parrot: Isn't it?



Agnes: | so wanted to kill him.

Parsons: The little rat.

Winstanley: He should have had that shock.

MaCore: | think you can start act two now, Mrs. Marbles.

Marbles: Well Inspector, thank you so much for coming.

Parrot: (Pulling himselftogetheragain). Not at all, madam. All partof a day's
work. (To MACORE).Shouldn't we arrest somebody or ....?

MaCore: No need, Chief. Just call in the undertakers.

Parrot: Right. (He finally convinceshimself). Right MaCore. Undertakers.
Casesolved. File closed. Anotherstepon the ladderof success.Eveningall.
Come on MaCore.

MaCore: Right behind you, Chief.

(PARROTand MACOREexit. Reversef soundeffectsof footstepsandtheir car as
they drive away).

Marbles: (Shewaits until the car door has slammed thenturns angrily on the
others). | am surroundedby bungling amateurs. You incompetentshad
threechancedo kill him, andin the end| hadto stranglehim with my own
string of pearls. (Sheproducesthemfrom underthe vicar's body). Now,
positions for act two if you please. Mr. Winstanley, the lights.

(Black out).

THE END



