The Murder Room, I.3
James, Susan, Barry, Mavis, (Lottie)

Pages 42 - 45

James.  Mrs. Hollister, I saw Sir Charles yesterday afternoon, with regard to your husband’s telephone call to him the night before.
Susan.  Sir Charles Rumley?  Father’s solicitor?  (To Barry.)  We say “solicitor” when we mean “lawyer.”

Barry.  Why?

Susan.  Why not?
James.  In answer to your question, Miss Hollister – yes.

Susan.  Which question?

James.  When I said “Sir Charles,” did I mean “Sir Charles Rumley?”

Mavis.  Don’t you know?

James.  I wasn’t asking if that’s who I meant, I was answering her question about which question she meant.

Susan.  And did I?

Barry.  Did you what?

Susan.  Mean that question?

Mavis.  I’m sure I don’t know.

James.  Well, I assumed she did.

Susan.  Then I probably did.

Barry.  Did what?

James.  Mean it.

Mavis.  Oh.

Barry.  I’m glad that’s settled.

James.  Now, where was I?

Susan.  At Sir Charles Rumley’s.

James.  Ah, yes!

Mavis.  And what did Sir Charles say?

James.  Sir Charles said that – I think you’d all better sit down.

Susan.  What an odd thing for Sir Charles to say.
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Barry.  Susan, I think the inspector said that.
James.  I did say that.

Mavis.  That’s right, I heard him.

Barry.  In any event, let us sit down.

James.  Now what’s all this about a target pistol - ?

Mavis.  It was in the sideboard.

Barry.  In a secret drawer.

Susan.  And it had been fired.

James.  Fired?

Lottie.  (Off.) Three times!

James.  (After brief glance toward the kitchen, lowers voice.) I say, can we be overheard in here?

Mavis.  If you like.

Barry.  I don’t think he meant that.

Susan.  Oh, an inspector wouldn’t lie.

James.  Thank you.  Now, let me tell you the terms of Edgar Hollister’s will.

Barry.  Just one moment, Inspector.  What has Edgar Hollister’s will got to do with all of this – the target pistol, the three shots, the missing cat?

James.  It is my understanding that Edgar Hollister intended to have it altered!

Susan.  Mavis’s cat?!

Barry.  Of course not, darling!

Susan.  Well, he can’t mean the target pistol!

Mavis.  I believe Inspector Crandall was referring to your father’s will.

James.  Exactly.  And your father told Sir Charles that he wished to draw up a new will with drastically altered terms!

Barry.  Even so, Inspector, I can’t see of what importance the terms could be.

James.  They could provide a motive.

Barry.  A motive for what?  For all we know, Edgar Hollister is alive and well.

James.  That’s true enough, of course . . .
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Mavis.  Still, as long as you’ve gone to all that trouble, Inspector, you may as well tell us the terms.
Susan.  Oh, yes, please do!

James.  Well, skipping over minor bequests – charities, social organizations, and servants – 

Lottie.  (Off.)  Minor, indeed!

James.  Edgar leaves his bride – Mavis Templeton Hollister – this house, the car, and an annual income of one thousand pounds.  The remainder of his estate – a not-inconsiderable fortune in the tens of thousands of pounds – goes to his only child, Susan Hollister.

Susan.  Oh, how darling of Daddy!

Mavis.  (Concealing her own displeasure.)  Yes.  Darling.  But – um – Inspector . . . ?

James.  Yes, Mrs. Hollister?

Mavis.  (Trying to be ultra-casual about it.)  If Susan should – oh – die or anything – um – then where would the money go?

James.  In that event, of course, the money would all revert to you.

Mavis.  (Barely hiding her delight.)  I see.  Of course, it was just a hypothetical question.

Susan.  Oh, I know that, dear Mavis!  And please don’t worry about me.  I’m very young, and terribly healthy, so I’m certain I shan’t die for years and years.

Mavis.  I’m sure of it, my darling.  And just to be sure, I shall watch over you like a mother hen, every moment you’re living here under my roof!

Barry.  Your roof - ?

Mavis.  Just a figure of speech.  But, after all, if anything has happened to Edgar – heaven forbid, of course – this will be my roof she’s under.

Barry.  I guess that’s true enough.

Susan.  (Dimpling with delight.)  I say, Mavis – do you mean to tell me that, even thought his house (con’t.)
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Susan. (con’t.) should become your own, you would let me continue to live on?

Mavis.  (Jolted by the phrasing.)  Live on?

Susan.  Live on here, as your houseguest, I mean.

Mavis.  (Recovering.)  Oh! Well, yes, of course!  Susan, this is your home, where you were born and raised.  And here you shall live as long as I like – that is, as long as you like.  (Gives a merry laugh, in which Others join;  PHONE rings.)  Here, I’ll get that, there’s no point in interrupting Lottie when she’s preparing luncheon!  (Lifts phone, speaks brightly.)  Hallo?  . . . Oh, yes, he is.  Just a moment.  (Hands phone to James.)  It’s that young constable.  He wishes to speak to you.

James.  Thank you.  Probably has the report on that pistol.  (On phone.)  Crandall here!  . . . What?  . . . But – are you quite certain?  . . . Yes.  Yes, I see . . . All right, Constable.  Thank you.  (Hangs up, turns to look at Mavis.)  The strangest thing . . . 

Mavis.  What is it, Inspector?  Did something odd turn up in ballistics, or wherever he was taking that pistol?

James.  Not precisely.  He – he never took the pistol to ballistics.

Susan.  (Rises.)  But I’m certain that’s where he’d intended to take it . . . 

James.  And he had.  But – you see – he suddenly discovered that there was nothing ballistics could test for him.

Mavis.  What?  I – I don’t understand.

James.  Well – it’s the damnedest thing – I mean, after all, it was a target pistol – so I don’t really understand it myself -

Mavis.  Understand what, Inspector?

James.  The pistol was loaded with blank cartridges!

Mavis.  (A hand going to her throat as the implication sinks in.)  But . . . that’s . . . impossible!
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