The Murder Room, I.1

Edgar, Mavis
Pages 10 - 13

Edgar.  Do you know where I finally lost track of the cat?  Sudbury Lane.

Mavis.  (Her eyes widen fractionally, and a hand goes to her throat.)  Sudbury Lane?  How…how strange!  Why in the world would the cat go to Sudbury Lane?

Edgar.  I thought he might be trying to find…you.

Mavis.  Preposterous.

Edgar.  You were nowhere near Sudbury Lane tonight?

Mavis.  Well…I…I may have been.  After all, it is between here and the church.  I may have driven along it – I’m sure I don’t remember.

Edgar.  (Finishes drink; then:)  Then you don’t remember parking the car there?  (Quietly pours himself another drink.)

Mavis.  (Her mind working desperately, hesitates; then: )  Oh, of course!  How silly of me!  Yes, I did park for a while!  I just didn’t realize it was on a Sudbury Lane, that’s all.  I – I had a beastly headache.  I thought a short stroll in the open air would help it.

Edgar.  But you weren’t in the open air, my dear.  You were in the second-floor flat of the building in front of which you had parked.

Mavis.  What?  But – really – oh, of course!  Yes, now I remember!

Edgar.  Remember what?

Mavis.  I had a packet of headache powders with me, but I needed a glass of water to take them with.  I saw a light in the window of the flat, so I ran upstairs (con’t.)
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            and simply asked the nice little old lady who lives there for a glass of water.

Edgar.  Little old lady?  In the second-floor flat on Sudbury Lane?

Mavis.  Why shouldn’t there be a little old lady in the second-floor flat on Sudbury Lane?

Edgar.  Because there was a man’s name on the bell-push in the downstairs hall.
Mavis.  A man’s name?

Edgar.  On the bell-push.

Mavis.  Oh, yes, of course, now I remember!  The little old lady had just recently moved in, and hadn’t had a chance to put her own name on the bell-push, that’s all.

Edgar.  How could you possibly know that?

Mavis.  She told me.  While I was taking the headache powders.  She…she was quite talkative.

Edgar.  I see.

Mavis.  Don’t you dare say “I see” in that superior tone!  I asked for water, she gave me some, and while I drank it she told me she had just moved in and hadn’t had a chance to put her name upon the bell-push!

Edgar.  Then why did I hear a man’s voice when I listened at the door?

Mavis.  You listened?

Edgar.  At the door.

Mavis.  That was a swinish thing to do!  I had no idea you were so suspicious!

Edgar.  Mavis, I was not suspicious, merely curious.  And I did hear a man’s voice in the flat.

Mavis.  It was the radio, you silly fool!  Little old ladies often keep the radio on , day and night, for companionship!

Edgar.  And then I heard a champagne cork pop!

Mavis.  That was the little old lady’s knee!  She has arthritis.  It pops all the time, she said.

Edgar.  I only heard it pop once.
Mavis.  She only flexed it once.
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Edgar.  And I heard you laughing.

Mavis.  Naturally.  She looked very silly when she popped her knee.

Edgar.  And rumba music!

Mavis.  She put on a recording.  She does the rumba to exercise her stiff knee.  It’s some sort of therapy.

Edgar.  Then why didn’t it pop again?

Mavis.  Because the therapy was working, of course!

Edgar.  But I distinctly heard your voice say “Darling!”

Mavis.  She was a darling old lady!

Edgar.  And you laughed again!

Mavis.  Her rumba is ludicrous!

Edgar.  And the clink of glasses!

Mavis.  I was finished with my water!

Edgar.  Then you gave a whoop of glee!

Mavis.  Edgar, I never whoop!  That was her schnauzer.  I had trodden upon the poor creature’s tail, that’s all.

Edgar.  (About to sip drink, pauses, blinks in puzzlement.)  I say, darling – is this true?

Mavis.  But of course it is, my dearest!  Why?  What did you think was the truth?
Edgar.  (Stares floorward, ashamed.)  I hardly dare tell you.  I’m so overcome with remorse to have ever for a moment doubted you!

Mavis.  (Smiles with feigned warmth and genuine relief.)  Nonsense, darling, anyone might have imagined things under the circumstances.

Edgar.  (Sets drink down, turns to her.)  Mavis, my darling, can you ever forgive me?

Mavis.  (Holds out her arms.)  Of course I can!  I’m so sorry I worried you!  What an unpleasant evening you must have spent!

Edgar.  (Goes to her, embraces her, pillows cheek upon her shoulder.)  I’ve been an utter fool!

Mavis.  (Stroking his hair gently, but – unseen by him – smiling in cold and quite chilling triumph.)  Now, now…

Edgar.  But I have!

Mavis.  No, no…

Edgar.  I do love you so!

Mavis.  Yes, yes…

Edgar.  I don’t deserve you!

Mavis.  There, there…

Edgar.  (Abruptly straightens, releasing her.)  Oh, my dearest!  I shall have to telephone my solicitor at once!

Mavis.  Sir Charles Rumley?  Whatever for?

Edgar.  Well – when I came home here – I was so upset – so seething with rage for the supposed things I imagined you had done – I was going to – that is – 

Mavis.  Edgar, what are you trying to tell me . . . ?

Edgar.  Darling, I’ve done a dreadful thing . . .

Mavis.  (An icy edge to her tone.)  . . . What?

Edgar.  (Turns from her, uncomfortable.)  I phoned Sir Charles and told him I intended to change the terms of my will.

Mavis.  (Quivering with fury, bites off each word.)  You . . . did . . . what?!
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