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CRIPPEN was first performed by the Bradford University
Drama Group, on June 22nd 1971 and opened on the
Edinburgh Festival Fringe on August 30th 1971, with the
following cast:

CRIPPEN. . . . . . .Rob Hollyhead
BELLE. . . . . . . . Sally Dalglish
ETHEL. . . . . . . . Michele Ryan
KEN .. .. . . . . KenWestgate
JOHN. . . . . . . . John Stratton

directed by Chris Parr

music by Milton Reame-Jdames

The setting is a blend of Law Court and Music Hall, within
which are portrayed: 39 Hilldrop Crecent, Crippen’s office at
Albion House, SS Montrose and Heaven. The year is 1910.



INTRODUCTION

| always thought Crippen looked out of place in the Chamber of Horrors: a
little man in glasses, peering over the dock at mass-murderers, sadists
and necrophiliacs, So, having nothing better to do, | left Mme Tussauds
and crossed the road to Marylebone Library and skimmed through The
Notable Trial of H H Crippen.

Most Notable Murderers were driven to their crimes by insatiable
desires or for business reasons. Crippen’s was the semi-detached,
domestic disposal of a big wife by a little man, more of a tragic joke than
a horror story, a seaside postcard that turned serious. As quickly as the
monster myth receded, so the ingredients of comedy, music hall,
melodrama and Punch and Judy, sprang up on all sides. Crippen was
emerging as the man-next-door, trapped in a nightmare, as traditional in
the theatre as Woyzeck and Norman Wisdom. The setting and language
of the play dictated itself: Cora’s music hall ambitions, Crippen’s doomed
love for Ethel, the murder (if it was murder), dissection and concealment
of Cora, the inexorability of Inspector Dew, the flight to Canada on SS
Montrose with Ethel disguised as a boy, and their capture through
Wireless Telegraphy! It was this last that set the popular press ablaze. At
the end of an era, with the Titanic about to sink and World War One on
the horizon, the people wanted Right and Wrong in banner headlines and
entertainment all the way.

The play was written for a cast of five, with doubling and quick
changes factored into the action. It premiered as late-night entertainment
at the Edinburgh Festival, but has also enjoyed success as a main-feature
drama in professional and amateur theatres. Though it lends itself to
larger-scale production, it is important not to lose the tight,
uncomplicated structure and upfront, rough-and-ready ‘variety’ style. The
scenes are like sketches, without breaks and sometimes overlapping.

Companies should find it helpful and fascinating, to research the
period: music-hall, the press, patent medicines, transatlantic travel etc, as
well as the Crippen case itself, including the Marshall Hall defence
alternative, (which | have adopted in the play). The full transcript of the
trial, with an excellent introduction, is available in the Notable Trials series.
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CAST

(minimum of five)
1. HAWLEY HARVEY CRIPPEN

2. BELLE ELMORE
Dancing Girl
Captain Kendall

3. ETHEL LE NEVE
Dancing Girl
Mrs Harrison
Clara Martinetti
St Mary Magdalene

4. KEN
Bruce Miller
Butch - arat
Fred Pedgrift
Office Boy
Sir Edward Marshall Hall
Paul Martinetti
Chief Inspector Dew
St Peter

5. JOHN
Judge
Muriel - a rat
Richard Muir
A A Tobin
Charles Hetherington
Sergeant Mitchell
Marconi
St Paul

A pianist and a small band.



1.

Opening music: medley of Music Hall songs of the period, on the piano.
Darkness. Silence.

VOICE: Hawley Harvey Crippen, you are indicted and also charged, on
the Coroner’s Inquisition, with the wilful murder of Cora Crippen, on 1st
February last. Are you Guilty or Not Guilty?

CRIPPEN: Not Guilty my lord.

Bright lights. Music Hall fanfare.
JUDGE in red gown and wig trips on jauntily.
KEN in the audience applauding.

JUDGE: Thank you thank you ladies and gentlemen, thank you. Welcome
to the Central Criminal Court of the Old Bailey. It’s Tuesday 18th October
1910 and | think we’re going to have some fun. You might say we’ve got a
Doc in the Dock tonight - a doctor of medicine. Name is Hawley Harvey
Crippen. Charming fellow. Chopped up his wife, ran off with his secretary,
that sort of thing. Bet there’s a few of us here who’d do the same given
half the chance! So for the benefit of those of us who haven’t played
before, the point of the game is simply to decide whether he did or
whether he didn’t. You’ll soon pick it up, and if there’s any problem,
something you don’t quite follow, some little point or other, just say:
Excuse me, | don’t quite understand, and we’ll see what we can do.
(Pours himself a drink.) Well, it just remains for me now, to introduce the
teams. On the Crown Side - that is the side who are going to prove - oops
giving the game away there! - try to prove that he did, if you follow me -
on the Crown Side, we have Mr Richard Muir, known affectionately to his
chums as Dynamo Dick!

KEN: (applauds)

JUDGE: And he is assisted by Mr Travers Humphreys and Mr Ingleby
Oddie.

KEN: (applauds)

JUDGE: Instructed by the Director of Public Prosecutions!
KEN: (applauding) Ra! Ral!

JUDGE: And for the prisoner -

KEN: Boo! Boo! Hiss! Boo!



JUDGE: That’s right. You’re getting the ‘hang’ of it now! Pun intended! For
the prisoner we have Mr A A Tobin - Topsy to you and me, and | should
warn you Topsy’s a KC - Kool Customer - so watch your ps and gs in the
witness box. And Topsy is partnered by Mr Huntley Jenkins and Mr
Roome, and they are all instructed by Messrs Arthur Newton and
Company, who no one’s ever heard of, but I’m sure they’re ‘quite good’.
So can we now bring on the Dancing Girls to recite the prologue?

Enter two DANCING GIRLS in short tunics, boaters and laddered
stockings.

GIRLS: Tonight we bring you murder
mutilation, blood and lust,

for man is always man and cannot
but return to dust.

Tonight we bring you laughter

love and death with melodrama,
liver, kidney, heart and skin

wrapped in a striped pyjamal

You are the jury, you and

you alone must soon decide

how and why and when and whether
Cora Crippen died.

Watch the prisoner.

Watch his eyes.

Watch however

hard he tries

to veil the truth

with perjured lies!

He lives by you alone -

or dies.

They exit in fits of giggles.
Blackout. Exit JUDGE.



2.

Lights up. Spot on CRIPPEN.

CRIPPEN: | am 48 years old. | am a doctor of medicine of the Cleveland
Homoeopathic Hospital in the United States of America. | went through a
theoretical course of surgery and | have never performed a postmortem in
my life. | have made the eye my special subject, and also the ear, nose
and throat. | have been twice married. My second wife gave me Cora
Turner as her name when [ first met her. | afterwards found her real name
was Kunigunde Mackamotski. | cannot give the exact date when | married
her, but it was about 1892, about seveteen years ago. After our marriage,
we lived first of all in St Louis, then Philadelphia. | came to England in
1900, as Manager of Munyon’s advertising business in patent medicines.
About four months later, | was joined by my wife, who had given up her
singing lessons in New York and abandoned her idea of going into grand
opera. Our first apartments were in South Crescent, which is now pulled
down. | think we lived there for, close on, a year. During this time, my wife
had been promoting her ambitions in the direction of the Music Hall. She
took the stage name of Belle EImore and she played in some minor halls,
but | don’t think she was very successful.

BRUCE MILLER: (in the audience) Next please!
Blackout. Exit CRIPPEN.

3.

Light discovers BELLE ELMORE, in extravagant gown.
BELLE: Good afternoon.

MILLER: And you are...

BELLE: Miss Belle Elmore!

MILLER: Belle EImore. (Writing) Is that one ‘L’ or two?
BELLE: Three. (Laughs)

MILLER: Comedy is a serious business Miss Elmore. What have you got
for us?

BELLE: I’d like to sing a song. It’s about a budgerigar. Do you have a
pianist?

PIANIST: You sing the tune. I'll follow.



BELLE: (sings) When I’m feeling sad
and everything is bad
and the world is full
of spitefulness and lies
I take the joker from the pack
slap myself upon the back
and give myself a

Consolation Prize!

So if you promise very well
not to tattle or to tell

nor to read another

meaning to my song

Pll tell you all about it

if you promise not to doubt it
or innuend where endo

don’t belong!

MILLER: (interrupting) Where have you worked before?

BELLE: | did a week at the Bedford and I've worked at the Euston
Palace.

(Sings) Oh - my -
Carry on?
MILLER: Carry on.

BELLE: (sings) ... husband has a little
udgie-wudgie-budgerigar
a perky little fellow, all pink!
Oh I love my little hubbie’s
udgie-wudgie-budgerigar
and how do | know he loves me
whaddaya think?
(Nudge wink)

Oh | came home one day

to find to my dismay

my husband’s udgie-wudgie
all forlorn.

He couldn’t raise a peep



or a twitter or a cheep
a-shrivelled-up a-weary

and a-worn!

I tapped him on the top-knot
and chucked him on the chin.
I pinched him and I flicked him
all in vain.

I held him in my hand

I let him go -

he couldn’t stand!

Oh how I cried as I delivered

my refrain!
Oh my -
MILLER: When were you at the Bedford?
BELLE: 1907
MILLER: Wasn’t that during the Music Hall strike?

BELLE: (sings) ...husband has a little
udgie-wudgie-budgerigar -

JOHN: (in audience) Did they see you as a blackleg?
BELLE: ... a perky little fellow, all pink -
(Continues through audience interruptions)

ACTORS: (in audience) - Did they keep interrupting?
- Did they throw things at you?

- Blackleg! Blackleg!

- Did they shout you down?

- Did they not allow you to continue?

- Were you booed off the stage Miss Elmore?

Din subsides.

BELLE: But how could I survive
with a budgie half alive?
How could I live?
How could I pass the day?
Then | began to turn my thought
to a bird of different sort
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and soon there was an end

to my dismay!

You see it wasn’t long before
the laundry boy next door said:
Come ‘ere! | got

a big surprise for you!

And he hadn’t got a budgie,

a canary or a tit,

but a perfectly enormous
COCKATOO!

She curtsies, blows kisses, curtsies, blows kisses.
MILLER: Thank you Miss Elmore. We’ll let you know.

BELLE: (sings as she goes out)
I want to sing in opera,
I’'ve got that kind of voice...

MILLER: Next!

4,

MRS HARRISON, a neighbour, appears as witness.
MRS HARRISON: The Crippens moved to 39 Hilldrop Crescent.

To ‘My old man said follow the van’ JOHN and KEN bring on a sofa for the
CRIPPENS’ front room. Silent movie slapstick. Enter BELLE and
CRIPPEN.

BELLE: The things we’re going to do to this house! We’re going to turn it
upside-down!

CRIPPEN: If you say so Cora.

BELLE: The first thing to go are these walls. Whoever heard of green
walls? | cannot live in a house with green walls! | will not have green in my
house!

CRIPPEN: Whyever not dearest?

BELLE: Because not only is it the colour of sick, it is also a purveyor of ill
fortune. If you have green in a house, sure as eggs, you’ll come to a sticky



end! I’'m going to paint all the walls pink! With pink walls | shall really be a
success! | shall go a long way with everything in various shades of pink!
We’ll have salmon pink in the kitchen, rose pink on the landing, cherry
pink in the bedroom, and flamingo pink in the smallest room.

She has gone, CRIPPEN following.

Two Cockney rats pop up from behind the sofa. They wear rat masks and
tails.

BUTCH: Well?

MURIEL: Well wot?

BUTCH: Wot yer fink of ‘em Muriel?

MURIEL: | dunno Butch. Can’t make ‘em aht at all.

BUTCH: | mean are they the type to succumb to deterioration and
squalor, or are we aht on our ear?

MURIEL: Good question Butch.

BUTCH: Well then?

MURIEL: Well wot then?

BUTCH: s it worf our while stayin’ on or is it not?

MURIEL: | dunno Butch. On balance, takin’ the rough wiv the slimy, I’d
say it’s even steven.

BUTCH: | mean if we can’t bring the relations in from dahn the road, then
it’s not worf our while is it?

They duck.

MRS HARRISON: Mrs Crippen was strictly economical in small
household matters. In fact to such an extent did she carry it, that it
suggested parsimony. She would search out the cheapest shops for
meat, and go to the Caledonian Market and buy cheap fowls. She was
always trying to save the pennies, but scattering the pounds. It was a
peculiar trait in her character.

Enter BELLE and CRIPPEN.

BELLE: The parties we’re going to give! | want this house to overflow
with champagne! Marie Lloyd and Lily Langtree will beg for invitations! |
shall quiver with caviar, dazzle with diamonds, flabbergast with furs! Did
you get the giblets for supper?
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CRIPPEN: They were out of them Cora, so | got tripe.
They go. BUTCH and MURIEL pop up.

BUTCH: We’re backin’ a loser Muriel.

MURIEL: Just give ‘em time Butch.

BUTCH: We’ve given ‘em time! There’s no rubbish, there’s no garbage,
there’s no security! | fink we orta cut our losses and clear aht. ‘Ear ‘em
torkin’!

MURIEL: That’s it Butch, torkin’. All they’re doin’ is torkin’. They’ve been
‘ere free mumfs, and wot’ve they done? ‘Aven’t even pinted the worls. |
tell yer | know this type. They’ll deteriorate. Give ‘em time.

BUTCH: It won’t work aht Muriel.

MURIEL.: (firmly) Wevver it works aht or not, we rodents stick togevver.
We leave this ship when it sinks, and not befawer! (Goes)

BUTCH: Cor blimey, women. (Follows)

MRS HARRISON: For a time, the Crippens seemed very happy in their
new home. The doctor was delighted with the air at Camden Road, and
he chuckled with delight when he was told his clothes were becoming too
small. Within a few months, he put on flesh and appeared quite lively. He
was a man with no apparent vices. He didn’t smoke. He rarely drank. He
never paid compliments to women even in a jocular spirit. His eccentric
taste in the matter of dress, can be attributed to his wife’s whim of the
moment.

Enter BELLE followed CRIPPEN in pink shoes and waistcoat.

BELLE: I’'ve decided to take in guests, foreign students.

CRIPPEN: That should help pay the bills!

BELLE: Not as a landlady HH. | shall be a ‘hostess’.

CRIPPEN: How many students are we intending to accommodate Cora?

BELLE: Well, we’ve got the spare room, the boxroom. We could put a
bed in here. You could sleep in the kitchen. And no girl students HH who
might put ideas into your head! Young men only. Must be healthy and of
great stamina, because | shall want them to - well, carry the coal for one
thing...

They go. Enter BUTCH and MURIEL.
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BUTCH: Gawd Muriel! | feel so skinny! | feel so weak! | feel so emaciated
Muriel!

MURIEL: (sniffing excitedly) | smell fahtns of blood! | smell carved flesh in
rashers!

BUTCH: Wot’s she on abaht?

MURIEL: In my hunger, | prophesy - !

BUTCH: Oh be serlous Muriel.

MURIEL: Liver, kidney, heart and skin -

BUTCH: I’'m losing weight! I’'m depressed!

MURIEL: ‘Ave fithe Butch. Stick it aht. This is our finest hour!
BUTCH: It’s me ‘unger pines. I’'m dying’!

MURIEL: ‘Ave | ever bin wrong? ‘Ave | ever let yer dahn?
BUTCH: No Muriel.

MURIEL: Trust me. Come on then. Togevver we will conker. Best nostril
forward...

BUTCH: (sings faintly) Keep right on to the end of the road...
MURIEL: That’s my Butch.

BUTCH: Keep right on to the end...

MURIEL: (prophetic) One day someone will write a song abaht that...
They go.

MRS HARRISON: Four German students answered Mrs. Crippen’s
advertisement in the Daily Telegraph, and engaged rooms at number 39.
Mrs Crippen objected to domestic servants maintaining that the doctor
could do the housework. He had to rise at six o’clock to clean the
boarders’ boots, shovel up the coal, lay the breakfast, cook it and then
wash up. He was always at his office by eight. And it was all quite
unnecessary, as the doctor was earning well and gave his wife an ample
supply of money. In fact she had the strings of the family purse. She
annexed the extra money from the boarders for personal adornment and
he continued to pay the household bills. But the novelty soon wore off,
and the students became disillusioned and left.

Enter BELLE and CRIPPEN (in normal dress)
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BELLE: Thank God they’ve gone! Thank heavens we’ve seen the back of
them! Now at last | can concentrate on my career. Do you realise | haven’t
sung on stage for three years? | shall need new clothes and jewels. | shall
have to entertain agents -

CRIPPEN: Don’t you ever get tired Cora?

BELLE: I’m doing this for you HH, so you can be proud of me and buy
me Paris dresses and pink hats. | know | shall be in luck if I'm in the right
shade of pink. (Goes, singing) ‘When | take my morning promenade...’

CRIPPEN: (following) But we haven’t painted the walls yet...
Enter BUTCH and MURIEL.
BUTCH: | fink we’re over the ‘ump Muriel.

MURIEL: | told yer, dint | Butch. | said ‘ave fithe Trust me. | know this
type. All tork and no do. Been in the kitchen?

BUTCH: Yer! Stone the crows! Dunnarf pen an’ ink eh Muriel?
MURIEL: | told yer.

BUTCH: But | dint see no ‘fahnts o’ blood’, nor no ‘carved flesh in
rashers’.

MURIEL: Takes time Butch. Easy does it.

BUTCH: (straining) Urgh... urgh...

MURIEL: Wot yer doin’?

BUTCH: A rat must do wot a rat must do... aaah...

MURIEL: See yer dahn the drines. (Goes)

BUTCH: (following) Hey, Muriel, wot say we get the relations in...?
Enter CRIPPEN. He sees the traces.

CRIPPEN: Cora, | think we’ve got rats. (Exit)

MRS HARRISON: They lived mainly in the kitchen which was always in a
state a dirt and disorder. | went in there one day. It was warm and humid
and the grimy windows were all tightly closed. On the dresser was a heap
of dirty crockery, edibles, the doctor’s collars, hair-pins, false curls,
brushes, letters and a gold-jewelled purse. The kitchener and gas stove
were brown with rust and cooking stains. The table was littered with
packages, saucepans, dirty knives, plates, flat-irons, a washing-basin and
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a coffee pot. Thrown carelessly over a chair was a lovely pink, chiffon
gown, embroidered with silk flowers. | also went down to the basement. It
smelt earthy and unpleasant. (Sinister music.) A strange feeling came over
me - it was so dark and forboding. | saw a rat walk across the floor.

She screams and runs off. Enter BELLE and CRIPPEN.
CRIPPEN: Mrs Harrison didn’t stay long.

BELLE: Nobody stays long nhowadays.

CRIPPEN: | wonder what she came for.

BELLE: She came to see what a pig-sty we live in. What do you think
she came for?

CRIPPEN: It’s too bad. It’s just too bad. | wonder where we went wrong.
| mean, we used to be happy didn’t we Cora? We used to have some very
good times. Do you remember Fido?

BELLE: Fido?
CRIPPEN: The little dog we found.
BELLE: The one that died.

CRIPPEN: Well, he died in the end. | dreamt about him last night. You
remember he died suddenly, for no apparent reason. Well | dreamt | did a
post-mortem on him, to find out why he died. | don’t like having loose
ends to things. | like questions to have answers. It was an interesting
operation. Reminded me of my college days. | laid him on the table,
sterilized my instruments - | don’t know why | sterilized them, as he was
quite dead. Habit | suppose. Then | made an incision in the lower part of
the abdomen, and first | removed the liver. That was all right. Then |
removed the kidneys. They were in order. And the heart, and the lungs
and the bladder. And | thought it would be much tidier, if | took out all the
bones. So | did. It was a long operation, but most fascinating. | took out
all the bones and laid them on the table in a row, and numbered them.
And | severed the sexual organs, the head and the hands and feet.

Pause.

BELLE: Dogs don’t have hands.

CRIPPEN: No, | suppose they don’t. Perhaps it wasn’t a dog after all.
Anyway it as only a dream. | was very fond of Fido, but the funny thing
was, | wasn’t upset when he died.
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BELLE: You’re babbling HH. You’re talking drivel.

Pause.

CRIPPEN: I'm very fond of you too Cora. (Fade)

5.

MR MUIR, for the Crown, and FRED PEDGRIFT in pools of light on either
side of the stage.

MUIR: You are Frederick Pedgrift. Manager of The Era Newspaper
Company?

PEDGRIFT: Correct.

MUIR: And you knew Mrs Crippen, alias Belle Elmore?
PEDGRIFT: | knew her very well, yes, for about five years.
MUIR: What sort of woman was she?

PEDGRIFT: She was a hight-spirited, impulsive woman. Very
affectionate, full of fun, with a resilience and exuberance which, in the
general opinion, outstripped her talent. (Exits into audience.)

BELLE & CRIPPEN enter in follow-spot. Song and dance routine.

BELLE & CRIPPEN:
We always will come smiling through,
together hsnd in hand with you!
I/You eat the lean; Youl/l eat the fat -
Well Mr Miller what d’you think about that?

MILLER: (in the audience) Thank you Miss Elmore. We’ll let you know.
They go.

MILLER: Miss Elmore?

She comes back.

BELLE: Yes?

MILLER: You have something to do with the Music Hall Ladies’ Guild,
have you not?

BELLE: | am the treasurer.



MILLER: | have heard very good things of you from the members of the
Guild.

BELLE: How very kind of the them.
MILLER: It must be quite a full-time occupation for you.
BELLE: What are you suggesting Mr Miller?

MILLER: | suggest you give up any idea of going on the stage, and
devote all your energies to the Music Hall Ladies’ Guild, where you
belong, and where, believe me, you are truly appreciated. (Comes
forward, confidential) Will you think about it Brown Eyes?

BELLE: I'll drink about it Snub-Nose. In the Bull and Bush. Eight o’clock.
(Exit.)

Enter MR TOBIN, Defence Counsel.
TOBIN: Call Mr Bruce Miller!

ACTORS: (off - severally) Call Mr Bruce Miller!
- Call Mr Bruce Miller!
- Call Mr Bruce Miller!

MILLER and TOBIN stand in pools of light, either side of the stage.
Rapid-fire interrogation.

TOBIN: You are Bruce Miller, formerly engaged in the Music Hall
profession?

MILLER: Yes.

TOBIN: You knew Mrs Crippen, alias Belle EImore?
MILLER: Yes.

TOBIN: You wrote letters to her?

MILLER: Yes.

TOBIN: Were you fond of her?

MILLER: Yes | was.

TOBIN: Did you ever tell he that you loved her?
MILLER: She always understood it that way.

TOBIN: Then you did love her | presume?



MILLER: No, | did not exactly love her. | thought a great deal of her, as
far as friendship was concerned. She was a married lady and we let it end
at that.

TOBIN: | gather from the answers you are giving me, that you
communicated to her that you did love her?

MILLER: Yes.

TOBIN: Were you more than a friend?
MILLER: | could not be more than a friend.
TOBIN: Answer the question.

MILLER: | was not more than a friend

TOBIN: Were there any improper relations between you and Mrs
Crippen?

MILLER: No.

TOBIN: Yet you wrote love letters to her.

MILLER: | wrote affectionate letters to her.

TOBIN: ... ending ‘love and kisses to Brown Eyes’?
MILLER: They were affectionate letters.

TOBIN: | put it to you that you were her lover sir!
MILLER: | was not.

TOBIN: Did you ever go to any house in London with her, for the purpose
of illicit relations?

MILLER: No | did not.
TOBIN: Bloomsbury Street?
MILLER: No.

TOBIN: Soho Square?
MILLER: No.

TOBIN: Shaftesbury Avenue?
MILLER: Never.

TOBIN: Have you ever kissed her?
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MILLER: Never.

TOBIN: No more questions.

6.

ETHEL LE NEVE has entered towards the end of the interrogation. She has set
up her table, typewriter and chair. She begins to type.

ETHEL: (as she types) Mun-yon’s Pa-tent Reme-dies Li-mi-ted comma, Al-bi-on
House comma Ox-ford Street comma Lon-don full stop. 15th Au-gust 1908 full
stop. Dear type-writer comma, only to you can | re-veal my hidd-en long-ing
comma, my secret pass-ion comma, my one and only de-sire, exclamation
mark. E-ver since | have worked here, | have been un-able to eat comma, sleep
comma, talk comma, and oper-xxxx - oper-ate you comma, dear type-writer, to
my sat-is-fact-ion full stop.

CRIPPEN enters the office. She does not see him. He is interested.

He is not a handsome man comma, by any means comma, nor is he tall comma,
slim comma, young comma, or dy-namic in any way comma, and | think it is be-
cause of these fac-tors comma, rather than in spite of them comma and be-
cause | am a per-son of sim-ilar temp-era-ment comma, that | love the doc-tor
so dear-ly and dare not tell him so. Exclamation mark.

CRIPPEN is looking over her shoulder.

God for-bid that he should ev-er see what | am wri-ting, exclamation mark. |
pledge you comma, dear typewriter comma, to the deep-est se-cre-cy comma,
and if ever you di-vulge my hidd-en long-ing to the ob-ject of my one and on-ly
de-sire comma, | sol-emn-ly vow that | will dis-mem-ber you, piece by piece and
throw you out of the win-dow, exclamation mark, exclamation mark, exclamation
mark. With this in-junc-tion | re-main comma, your ev-er hum-ble and ob-ed-ient
serv-ant comma, Ethel Le Neve full stop.

CRIPPEN: Ethel.

ETHEL: (gasps)

CRIPPEN: What is this you are typing?

ETHEL: (whipping the paper out and tearing it up) It’s nothing! Nothing at all!
CRIPPEN: Don't tear it up.

ETHEL: | was just wasting time.

CRIPPEN: Wasting time? Don’t | give you enough work to do?

ETHEL: Oh yes Doctor! (She gets on with some.)
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Pause, as ETHEL types.
CRIPPEN: | think you would be at a loss without your typewriter.
ETHEL: (typing furiously) What do you mean Doctor?

CRIPPEN: | mean it would be rather foolish to take it to pieces and throw
it out of the window.

ETHEL: Yes Doctor.

CRIPPEN: But you were right in one thing -
ETHEL: | will hand in my notice on Friday -
CRIPPEN: Our temperaments are similar -
ETHEL: ... and | will find another situation.
CRIPPEN: And there’s another thing -
ETHEL: I've been very foolish.

CRIPPEN: Because | have feelings too -
ETHEL: I've been behaving like a silly child.
CRIPPEN: Ethel, you’re not listening to me.
She stops typing.

| said | have feelings too. And the only difference between my feelings
and your feelings, is that my feelings exceed your feelings. But until now, |
have never had the courage to tell you about them. So if you do hand in
your notice on Friday, | shall be rather upset, and you will be upset too,
which is a ridiculous state of affairs. And even if you think you are
behaving like a silly child, that doesn’t worry me at all, because I'm a silly
child too, and I think all silly children, with silly feelings about each other,
should get to know each other better. Don’t you think so?

ETHEL: (weeping) Oh Doctor, what will you think of me, smudging all
these copies!

CRIPPEN: It’s funny. I've often wondered why it is that I've so enjoyed
coming to work lately. Until now | haven’t been able to put my finger on it.
But now | know what it is.

ETHEL: I’'m blotching your prescription book.



CRIPPEN: Just the sight of you quietly getting on with your work, makes
my day for me, and makes the sun come streaming in through the
window.

Pause.

ETHEL blows her nose loudly. An OFFICE BOY is heard singing as he
works.

BOY: (off) If you were the only girl in the world -
ETHEL: | can hear someone singing.

BOY: ... and I were the only boy -

CRIPPEN: It’s probably one of the office boys.

BOY: ... Nothing else would matter in the world today.
We would go on loving in the same old way.

ETHEL: Isn’t it a lovely song? I’ve never heard it before.
CRIPPEN: | think it’s very appropriate.

BOY: ... a Garden of Eden just made for two
With nothing to mar our joy...

ETHEL: Hasn’t he got a lovely voice?

BOY: (suddenly operatic)
I WOULD SAY SUCH WONDERFUL THINGS TO YOU!
THERE WOULD BE SUCH WONDERFUL THINGS TO DO!
IF YOU WERE THE ONLY GIRL IN THE WORLD
AND | WERE THE ONLY BOY!

CRIPPEN puts his arm round ETHEL. She blows her nose again.
Begin slow fade.

7.

Suddenly enter BELLE!! In a green light. Horror music.
ETHEL scuttles off with her type-writer, table and chair.
CRIPPEN stands head bowed.

BELLE: (a tirade) You see that woman one more time, just one more time!
- and I’'m walking out!! After all that I’'ve done for you! I’'ve slaved to make
you a home! I’'ve worked my fingers to the bone! I've taken in lodgers! I've
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given up my career for you! I've sacrificed everything to please you! Well,
you see her just one more time - just one more time - and I’'m out! And
don’t think | haven’t got places to go to. Bruce Miller said to me: If ever
you need me Belle, there’s a welcome for you in California. When did you
ever say that? Bruce knows me. He knows my needs. He knows my
talent. (Tearful) Bruce Miller is the only friend I’'ve ever had. So you clap
eyes on the little tart, just one more time, and I’'m sailing for the States,
and | mean that! See how you’ll manage without my money, my prestige,
my social connections! Because they’ll all go with me. My jewels! My furs!
My money! Just see how you’ll manage with that tart! The moment she
finds out what you are, or rather what you are not, she’ll be off! She won’t
stand by you! She won’t slave to make you a home! She won’t work her
fingers to the bone! She won’t take in lodgers! She’ll be off with the
milkman before you can say Two Pints Please! Little TART! And you were
taken in by it! Isn’t that just typical! Isn’t that just pathetic! Well | tell you
this: you clap eyes on her just one more time - just one more time!!l - and
I’'m WALKING OUT OF THAT DOOR!!!

Exit. Door slams.

8.

CRIPPEN: Two years later.
Enter BELLE immediately.

BELLE: I've invited the Martinettis to dinner. Poor Paul Martinetti, he’s
not been well.

CRIPPEN: Oh dear. What has been wrong with him?

BELLE: It’s one of those things we don’t mention HH. He can’t stop
going to the smallest room. So if he shows any signs of being taken short,
you must drop everything and escort him, to avoid embarrassment. Are
we agreed on this HH?

CRIPPEN: But he knows the way Cora.
BELLE: And talking of waterworks, have you seen the sink?

CRIPPEN: Not for several days Cora.
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BELLE: We’re going to have to tidy up. So while you wash, wipe and put
away, lay the table, cook the dinner, clean the windows and polish the
door-knobs, I'll go upstairs and lie down. (Exit hand to brow.)

Whistling the Budgie Song, CRIPPEN straightens the sofa, then comes
down to the audience.

CRIPPEN: Before we go any further, | want to tell you something,
because | don’t want you to misjudge me. It is now January 1910 and |
must admit, things haven’t been going well for me. You see, I've had a lot
of failures lately. In 1905, | was manager of the Sovereign Remedy
Company. It failed. From there | went as physician to the Drouet Company
and it failed. Next | went to the Aural Clinic Company, and six months
later, it failed also. Then | went back to Munyon’s as manager, but the
proprietors did not deem the branch sufficiently profitable to justify my
salary, which meant that | took it over as an agency and ran it on an
agent’s commission. In November last year, | ceased to be manager of
the agency, and remained simply on commission. And I’m not sure how
long this state of things can last. You see my wife has a lot of money and
furs and jewels, most of which | gave her when things were going well for
me. | believe Bruce Miller has given her quite a lot too. | don’t begrudge
her friendship with Bruce Miller. In fact | am very grateful for it, and | wish
he was still in England! And the logical thing would be for her, not to
begrudge my friendship with Ethel. But she does. And she says if | do not
cease to visit her, she will walk out with all the money - which | suppose is
her right, since | gave it to her - leaving me in a state of financial
embarrassment. And there’s another thing. She has been behaving very
strangely of late...

Enter SIR EDWARD MARSHALL HALL, eminent barrister, in gown and
wig.

SIR EDWARD: (pompously) My name is Sir Edward Marshall Hall KC -
CRIPPEN: | think Bruce Miller had something to do with it -
SIR ED: ... and | have come up with an interesting and ingenious theory -

CRIPPEN: ... because since she has known him, and since he left to go
to California -

SIR ED: ... and had | defended Crippen, my case would have been
founded on this theory, and it was only because another line of defence

23



had been opened at the Police Court before the brief was offered to me,
that | ultimately declined it.

CRIPPEN: She has become very demonstrative, subject to violent
extremes of anger and affection.

SIR ED: The theory is that, far from Crippen having ceased to cohabit
with his wife, he was in fact something of a victim to her exigences in that
respect -

CRIPPEN: | think Mr Miller must have punctured some long dormant
vaccuum in her physiognomy which must be plugged and replugged
morning, noon and night -

SIR ED: ... that Mrs Crippen had an abnormal sexual appetite -
CRIPPEN: ... and since he was now in California -

SIR ED: ... abnormal, that is to say, not in the nature -
CRIPPEN: ... the task of filling that vacuum -

SIR ED: ... but in the extent of the appetite -

CRIPPEN: ... has now fallen upon me.

SIR ED: ... and that her husband, devoted as he was to his mistress,
found himself the victim of a double demand, to which the poor man’s
frail physique and advancing years, rendered him unequal; and that he
sought in the pharmocopoeia, a remedy for this distressing state of
affairs. (Exit into audience.)

0.
Enter CHARLES HETHERINGTON.

HETHERINGTON: | am Charles Hetherington, a qualified chemist,
employed by Messrs Lewis & Burrows, chemists, 108 New Oxford Street.
| know the prisoner Crippen through his coming into the shop as a
customer. About the 17th or 18th January last, he called and ordered -

CRIPPEN: (to HETHERINGTON) Five grains of hyoscin hydrobromide
please?

HETHERINGTON: | asked him what it was for and as far as | can
remember, he said -
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CRIPPEN: | need it for homoeopathic purposes.

HETHERINGTON: We did not have any of it in stock, in the form he
ordered, and | told him so.

CRIPPEN: Oh dear, well never mind.

HETHERINGTON: We only had it mixed with another substance, in this
case sugar of milk, and | was just about to shut up shop when he asked
me -

CRIPPEN: Could you order some for me please?

HETHERINGTON: ... which | did from a wholesale house called the
British Drugs House Limited. (Exit into audience.)

CRIPPEN: Two days later, | collected the hysoscin. | had spoken the
truth. | did need it for homoeopathic purposes. The patient was my wife.
She was ill. | was her doctor and | prescribed treatment.

JOHN and KEN in the audience as interrogators.

KEN: Why hyoscin?

CRIPPEN: It was the most suitable drug | could think of.
Enter ETHEL with a book.

ETHEL: (reads) In certain cases of hydrophobia, with maniacal
excitement, acute pneumonia with wild delirium, cardiac disease and
wandering delirium and attempts to get out of bed, chronic Bright’s
disease with refusal to take food and acute double pneumonia with
delirium, one hundredth of a grain of hyoscin is given subcutaneously,
that is hypodermically. (Exit)

JOHN: Which of these diseases did your wife suffer from?
CRIPPEN: None of them.

KEN: Why prescribe hyoscin then?

JOHN: Are you aware of the dangers of hyoscin?
CRIPPEN: Of course | am. | am a doctor.

KEN: And you know the correct dosage?

CRIPPEN: Of course | do.

KEN: And that the consequence of even a slight overdose can be fatal?
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CRIPPEN: Yes | do know this.

JOHN: Why did you buy five grains then when one hundredth of a grain
was all that was needed?

KEN: Were you aware that the amount you bought was five hundred
times in excess of the recommended dosage?

CRIPPEN: Yes | was.

JOHN: Why did you buy five grains then?
CRIPPEN: | hadn’t got any in stock.

KEN: Do you normally keep hyoscin in stock?

CRIPPEN: No, but | thought it would be a good thing to have around. |
never know what | am going to have to prescribe for next. | thought in
case | needed a quantity of hyoscin again at a later date, it would be a
good idea to have some in stock.

KEN: Why did you not administer it hypodermically, as suggested in the
book?

CRIPPEN: | did not want my wife to know | was treating her.

JOHN: But surely with a drug as dangerous as hyoscin, it is advisable to
follow the instructions.

CRIPPEN: | did follow the instructions.

KEN: But with a drug as dangerous as hyoscin -

CRIPPEN: Will you please stop calling a dangerous drug?
JOHN: It is a dangerous drug.

CRIPPEN: Not when handled by an experienced doctor.
KEN: Are you an experienced doctor?

JOHN: Have you used hyoscin before?

CRIPPEN: Look please could you ask one question at a time?

KEN: Why did you not administer it hypodermically, as suggested in the
book?

JOHN: (overlapping) Why did you not want your wife to know you were
treating her?
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CRIPPEN: Because if she knew, she would not have let me.
JOHN: Why?

CRIPPEN: Because -

KEN: ... because there was nothing wrong with her?
JOHN: Was there anything wrong with her?

CRIPPEN: Yes.

JOHN: What?

CRIPPEN: She was demanding too much of me.

KEN: And that made her ill?

CRIPPEN: She was not ill -

JOHN: You said she was!

CRIPPEN: Well she was -

KEN: Was she ill or was she not ill?

CRIPPEN: | can’t answer that question. | decided to treat her -
JOHN: ... to suit your own convenience?

CRIPPEN: Well, partly, and for her own benefit as well.

KEN: Could | take it that her sexual appetite, which is the root of her so-
called iliness, is it not? - was in fact quite normal -

CRIPPEN: Nothing about her was normal.

KEN: ... and that you, through constant adultery with Ethel Le Neve , and
for all we know, other sluts and prostitutes, could not summon the
prowess to satisfy it?

JOHN: Answer that one Crippen!
Pause.

KEN: And while he’s thinking up his answer John, | think we’d better get
set up for the next scene.

JOHN: Good idea Ken. It’s the Murder Scene isn’t it?
KEN: Ssh! Don’t give it away!

They set up dinner table and four chairs. CRIPPEN is left alone.
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10.

CRIPPEN: How can | answer it? The man you’re talking about isn’t me. |
love Miss Le Neve, and she loves me. | have only had intercourse with her
on three occasions, in the space of over two years. So | can’t answer your
question because it does not concern me.

Enter JOHN with a megaphone and KEN with a little bell.

JOHN: (with megaphone). Ladies and gentlemen, for your delight, we
present the GRIZZLY, GHASTLY, GUT-GURGLING -

KEN: (taking megaphone from him) Dinner Party Scene. (Tingaling)

BELLE: (off, as the lights slowly fade) That’ll be the Martinettis. HH will
you take their coats? And remember Paul has not been well. If he shows
any sign of being taken short -

Blackout. Tape montage.
TOBIN: How would you describe the prisoner?

WITNESS 1: | would say he was the kindest, most amiable gentleman |
have ever met.

TOBIN: What opinion did you form of the prisoner?
WITNESS 2: That he was kind-hearted, gentle and most amiable.

TOBIN: Would you agree that Dr Crippen always seemed a good-
tempered, kind-hearted man?

WITNESS 3: Oh yes indeed, very much so.

TOBIN: Do you agree with the other witnesses who spioke to the same
effect, that Dr Crippen was always very amiable with his wife?

WITNESS 4: Very kind, very amiable and a very good husband.

Lights up on the CRIPPENS and MARTINETTIS at the dinner table,
drinking soup, BELLE and CRIPPEN at each end, the MARTINETTIS
together upstage, CLARA next to CRIPPEN, PAUL next to BELLE.

CLARA: Tastes unusual HH. What is it?
CRIPPEN: Gruel.
BELLE: Consommay.

CRIPPEN: Only one gas ring working. Didn’t have time to fix it.



CARLA: | do love your husband Belle. He so ‘goes with the house’.
Slightly sticky and dilapidated. An amiable, unassuming, higgledy-
piggledy little glory-hole. Who knows what we may find in him?

PAUL: Er, Belle...
BELLE: You haven’t heard from Bruce Miller have you Clara?

CLARA: Don’t talk to me about Bruce Miller! The things he said at his
farewell party! But you weren’t invited, were you Belle?

CRIPPEN: Cora was particularly fond of Bruce Miller.
BELLE: | saw him the night before he left.

CRIPPEN: But | don’t think she’s heard from him.
PAUL: Er...er... Belle...

CLARA: He writes to me regularly.

BELLE: | have heard from him actually.

CRIPPEN: Oh she has heard from him actually.
CLARA: He’s in real estate in California.

BELLE: He’s invited me to go and stay with him on his real estate in
California.

CLARA: | expect he says that to all the girls.

PAUL: Er...

CRIPPEN: Well | think I’ll go and see to the main course now.
CLARA: Do you not have a servant HH?

BELLE/CRIPPEN: (together) It’s her night off/ No we don’t have one.
PAUL: Er... er Belle... | was wondering...

CLARA: Then | shall have to lend a hand.

CRIPPEN: No really -

CLARA: No trouble -

BELLE: No thank you Clara.

CLARA: 'I'll clear the bowls. You bring in.

BELLE: [t’s not the correct way Clara.
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CLARA: (to CRIPPEN) You clear the bowls. I’ll bring in.

CRIPPEN: | don’t think Paul’s finished yet.

They notice PAUL.

PAUL: Er... er... Belle, | was wondering if | might...
BELLE: HH -

CLARA: Go on Paul.

BELLE: Just a minute Paul.

CRIPPEN: Have you finished Paul?

BELLE: HH, will you show Paul - ?

CLARA: Just go Paul. Don’t make a fuss.

BELLE: No, he’s right Clara. These things must be done properly.
CLARA: Oh don’t be so stuffy Belle.

CRIPPEN: You know where it is Paul.

BELLE: Will you show him HH?

CLARA: Go on Paul. Make a run for it!

PAUL: | know where it is Belle.

BELLE: HH, didn’t you hear me?

CRIPPEN: Didn’t you hear him Cora? He knows where it is.

BELLE: I’m sorry Clara, but Paul is not leaving this room without the
courtesy of an escort.

CLARA: Oh don’t be so priggish and pig-headed Belle!

PAUL: (half-rising) Please Belle, | really must -

BELLE: Sit down! Finish your soup!

CRIPPEN: Well, rather than cause any ill-feeling -

CLARA: Hold your ground HH!

PAUL: Help...

BELLE: HH will you have the kindness to accompany our guest -

CLARA: Don't give in! Be a man!
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BELLE: We agreed HH, to avoid misunderstandings -

CLARA: Make a stand Doctor Crippen! This is the turning-point in your
life!

PAUL pisses himself. There is nothing he can do about it. It seems to go
on for ages, as a great wet patch spreads across his trousers. The others
watch in silence.

CRIPPEN: (finally) Would you like to hear about some pills I’'ve been
working on? I’m really rather pleased with them.They contain a rare drug
called ‘hyoscin’, and | intend to use them for treating nervous diseases. |
buy the drug in the form of crystals. | then dissolve it in alcohol and
dissolve five grains in an ounce of water, that is 480 drops, giving to one
drop 5/480ths of a grain. | use four drops of this, which would equal
20/480ths or 0.041 of a grain, in conjunction with another mixture
consisting of gelsemium, assafoetida, and some other homoeopathic
preparation. This with a drachm of the other mixture, | use for medicating
300 small discs to make a bottle of a preparation which would be about
150 doses. Two tablets a dose would equal 1/3,600th of a grain as a dose.
Now the funny thing is, | made rather a serious mistake the first time
round, with the result that these tablets, in my left pocket, contain just
over half a grain apiece and are highly poisonous, and these tablets in my
right pocket, congain the correct amount.

He puts two little bottles of pills on the table.

Isn’t that interesting? Well, | think I’ll go and dish up the shepherd’s pie
and leave you to chat.

Exit. Slight pause.
CLARA: I’'m sorry we can’t stay for dinner, Mrs Crippen.
BELLE: Oh must you go so soon?

CLARA: I’'m afraid we must. Don’t bother to show us out. We know the
way.

PAUL: It’s been a wonderful evening Mrs Crippen.

BELLE: Yes it has, hasn’t it? I’'m so glad you left something to remind us
of your visit.

CLARA: Oh, I’'m sure you won’t notice it.
The MARTINETTIS go.



BELLE: God, | need an aspirin!
She sees the bottles of pills on the table. Suspense music.
Now, which should | take? This one or this one? One or two? I’ll take two.

She takes two from the bottle on the left and swallows them. She expires
with a squawk, pulling the table-cloth over her.

11.

Re-enter CRIPPEN. He retrieves the pills, puts them back in the correct
pockets. He positions the table for the next scene, removes the chairs and
sofa and... the table-cloth.

Horror music. Red wash.

‘If You Were The Only Girl...’, played slowly on piano with one finger, over
and over.

CRIPPEN hauls BELLE onto the table, checks her pulse and her eye-balls.
He goes out.

He returns, pushing a large, white screen, which he places in front of the
operating table.

Under cover of the screen, a dummy version of BELLE replaces the real
BELLE who may now slip away.

CRIPPEN goes out and returns, in a white coat and mask pushing a trolley
of surgical instruments - scalpels, forceps, surgical scissors, a saw. He
goes out and comes back, with a bucket and a pyjama jacket.

The scene is set. The screen is back-lit. The operation is performed grand-
guignol-style in silhouette.

First he saws off BELLE’s head and drops it in the bucket, then her hands
and feet. He makes an incision and removes the heart, the lungs and a
long string of intestine (sausages). He deposits all these, methodiclaly, in
the pyjama jacket. Next he flays and debones the body. Skin goes in the
jacket. Bones are glimpsed being dropped into the bucket.

‘Only Girl’ continues over the operation and this distant recorded
dialogue, which should be timed to fit:

BELLE: Fido! (whistle whistle) Fido! Come here! Where are you Fido?
Come on! We haven’t got all day. HH, | can’t find Fido.
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CRIPPEN: Oh dear.

BELLE: Fido? Fido! Oh come on Fido. Where can he have got to? You
call him HH!

CRIPPEN: Fido? Come here boy.

BELLE: Where do you think he’s got to?
CRIPPEN: | have no idea Cora.

BELLE: Fido? Fido! We’ll have to go without you.
CRIPPEN: Come on Fido!

BELLE: Come to mother!

CRIPPEN: Come to mother!

BELLE: Come on Fido! (whistle whistle)
CRIPPEN: Come on boy. (whistle whistle)
BOTH: FIDO!

BELLE: | think he’s lost.

CRIPPEN: He’ll turn up in a minute.

BELLE: We’ll have to go home soon.
CRIPPEN: We’ll give him a few minutes more.
BELLE: Oh he is a nuisance!

CRIPPEN: Fido!

BELLE: FIDOOOOOQ!

CRIPPEN: It’s no use shouting Cora. He’ll come when he wants to.

BELLE: Why did we ever bring him? He’s been nothing but a nuisance.

CRIPPEN: Fidooo?

BELLE: | told you not to let him off the leash.
CRIPPEN: Fido!

BELLE: You should never let dogs off the leash.
CRIPPEN: Fido...?

BELLE: You're too soft on him HH.
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CRIPPEN: | didn’t let him off the leash Cora. You did.
BELLE: FIDO!

CRIPPEN: Here boy! Come on Fido!

BELLE: Have you spotted him?

CRIPPEN: No.

BELLE: I'll give him such a whipping when we get home.
CRIPPEN: That won’t do any good Cora.

BELLE: You’re too indulgent with him HH.
CRIPPEN: There he is!

BELLE: Where?

CRIPPEN: Over there. Lying in the sun.

BELLE: The lazy thing. Just you wait till | catch him!l. The lazy, naughty
thing!

CRIPPEN: Come on Fido! Wake up!

BELLE: Fido! Come to mother! What’s wrong with him? He hasn’t
moved. Come on Fido. Fido? Are you all right? HH, what’s the matter with
him?

‘Only Girl’ ends.
CRIPPEN: He’s dead.

12.

Tingaling, tingaling.

CRIPPEN emerges covered in blood. He clears up quickly, removes the
trolley, screen, table, pyjama jacket, bucket and everything. The bell goes
on ringing. CRIPPEN removes his blooded white coat and surgical gear.

He goes out. Bell stops. He comes back in with ETHEL. She wears a cloak
and hat.

CRIPPEN: | told you not to come here.

ETHEL: | wanted to see you and | wanted to see Miss Elmore. | wanted
to see you both together.
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CRIPPEN: Why?

ETHEL: Hawley, what’s the matter?

CRIPPEN: The matter?

ETHEL: You look white as a sheet.

CRIPPEN: Why did you come here?

ETHEL: Hawley, what is it?

CRIPPEN: I've caught a chill. It’s nothing. Why did you want to see us?
ETHEL: Where’s Miss Elmore?

CRIPPEN: I'll tell her. You tell me what it is and I'll tell her.
ETHEL: No, | want to see her.

CRIPPEN: Well, you can’t.

ETHEL: Hawley please -

CRIPPEN: You shouldn’t have come out this late.

ETHEL: Shouldn’t you be wearing a woolly or something, if you’ve got a
chill. Here, put this round you (her cloak). If Miss EImore comes in now,
she will get a shock!

CRIPPEN: /’ll get a shock!

ETHEL: You’ll catch your death.

CRIPPEN: What did you want to tell me?

ETHEL: | wanted to tell you and Miss Elmore together.
CRIPPEN: Ethel, you can’t.

ETHEL: Where is she?

CRIPPEN: I'll tell her,,, when | next see her.

ETHEL: Isn’t she here?

CRIPPEN: I'll tell her. You tell me and I'll tell her. I'm sorry I’'m being a bit
sharp Ethel, but I’ve got this chill.

ETHEL: Is that blood? Have you cut yourself?

CRIPPEN: (turns away) What did you want to tell me?



ETHEL: | don’t think | can now. | was thinking about it all last night and
all today. | was sure it was the right thing to do, but now I’'m here... | don’t
think | can.

CRIPPEN: What do you mean?

ETHEL: (quickly) I’'m going to give in my notice at Albion House and find
another situation.

CRIPPEN: Why?

ETHEL: Because | don’t think | can stand it much more. All the
deception, the lies. Not being able to be with you except secretly, like
criminals. And the looks people give us. They know. She’s told them.
She’s evil. She’s destroying us. | wanted to tell you and her together, that |
was going away, because if | didn’t, I'd end up killing her. | know | would!
(Pause) But now, I’'m here with you, talking to you, even for a moment, |
don’t know if I’'m doing the right thing.

CRIPPEN: You're not.
ETHEL: But what can | do?
CRIPPEN: Just carry on as normal.

ETHEL: But | can’t! I've got both of us into an awful mess and there’s
only one way to get out of it. I'll find another situatiion - up north
somewhere. And maybe we’ll forget that any of this ever happened.

CRIPPEN: Move in here with me.

ETHEL: Here?

CRIPPEN: Why not?

ETHEL: Oh don’t be silly Hawley. What about Miss Elmore?
CRIPPEN: She’s gone away.

ETHEL: | know, but about when she comes back?
CRIPPEN: | don’t think she will be coming back.

ETHEL: What do you mean?

CRIPPEN: She’s left.

ETHEL: Yes but she’ll come back, won’t she?

CRIPPEN: No, | don’t believe she will.
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Pause.
ETHEL: Oh Hawley, what are you going to do?
CRIPPEN: | don’t know. I'll just have to tell everyone that she’s left.

ETHEL: | mean what about the money? How will you manage for
money?

CRIPPEN: Oh I'll be all right.

ETHEL: But hasn’t she taken the money? You always said if she left, she
would take all the money, and leave you with next to nothing. That’s what
you were afraid of wasn’t it?

CRIPPEN: Yes, but it’s not like that.

ETHEL: What is it like then? Hawley? Tell me the truth. What’s happened
to her?

CRIPPEN: | poisoned her, cut her up and buried her in the cellar.
ETHEL: (/laughs) Oh, don’t be stupid Hawley!

CRIPPEN: She’s gone to California.

ETHEL: To Bruce Miller?

CRIPPEN: Yes.

ETHEL: And has she taken the money or hasn’t she?

CRIPPEN: No, | don’t believe she has.

ETHEL: You mean you came to an arrangement?

CRIPPEN: Yes.

ETHEL: How much money did she take?

CRIPPEN: She didn’t take any. Bruce Miller sent her some money for her
ticket and some more besides. He’s very rich now. He can afford to keep
her.

ETHEL: When did she go?
CRIPPEN: Yesterday.
ETHEL: Yesterday?

CRIPPEN: | mean today.
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ETHEL: | suppose she took all her jewels and furs and things.
CRIPPEN: No, she left them all behind.

ETHEL: She what?

CRIPPEN: It’s true.

ETHEL: Why?

CRIPPEN: She didn’t want to have anything that would remind her of
me.

Pause. ETHEL sits by him on the sofa.

ETHEL: We must burn them, Every trace. There must be nothing left.
Wipe her out. (He puts his arm round her.) This is our home. Ours. | will
more in here. I'll make it snug and lovely. And we’ll Ikeep the fire going.
And every day, after work, I’ll race home before you, so | can toast your
slippers for your chilly feet when you come in. And we’ll be Wifey and
Hub, sitting here snuggling through the long, dusky evenings, watching
the flames licking the coals, and sipping our hot cocoa. And we won’t talk
about anything. Not medicines or music halls. All that went into the fire.
There’s just us in the whole world, my little hand in your hand, my little
head on your heart. And when it gets really late, you’ll take your arm from
round my shoulder, and you’ll say ‘I thnk it’s time for bed now my little
Wifey’, and I'll say ‘Yes Hub. Let’s wash up in the morning...’

They don’t move, as lights fade. She sings softly:

Here comes a candle to light you to bed.
Here comes a chopper -

She giggles. Fade to black.

13.

Lights up suddenly.
Enter CHIEF INSPECTOR DEW and SERGEANT MITCHELL.

DEW: | am Chief Inspector Dew of New Scotland Yard. On the 30th of
June 1910, a Mr Nash came to New Scotland Yard and made a
statement, in consequence of which | made enquiries, between the 30th
of June and the 8th of July, with reference to the disappearance of Mrs



Crippen. On the 8th of July, | went with Sgt Mitchell to 39 Hilldrop
Crescent.

MITCHELL rings the bell. Tingaling. Enter ETHEL.

ETHEL: Oh. Good morning.

DEW: Chief Inspector Dew, New Scotland Yard.

ETHEL: How do you do? Can | help you?

DEW: Just a routine enquiry. Is the doctor at home?

ETHEL: No, I'm afraid he’s at Albion House. Won’t you come in?
DEW: No, | don’t think we’ll bother. How long have you been living here?
ETHEL: Nearly five months. Time flies, doesn’t it? (Exit)

DEW: (front) We went straight to Albion House.

MITCHELL rings the bell. Tingaling. Enter CRIPPEN.

CRIPPEN: Oh. Good morning.

DEW: Chief Inspector Dew, New Scotland Yard.

CRIPPEN: How do you do? Can | help you?

DEW: Just a routine enquiry.

CRIPPEN: Won’t you sit down?

DEW: No, | don’t think we’ll bother.

CRIPPEN: How can | help you?

DEW: We ask the questions Crippen.

MITCHELL shines a torch in CRIPPEN's face.

Some of your wife’s friends have been to us concerning the stories you
have told them about her death, with which they are not satisfied. | have
made exhaustive enquiries, and | am not satisfied either, so | have come
to see you, to ask if you can offer any explanation.

CRIPPEN: Could you please take that light from my eyes?

DEW nods to MITCHELL who switches off the torch, hands it to DEW, and
pummels CRIPPEN below the belt. He then pinions his arms behind him
and claps a hand over his mouth. He releases the hand for CRIPPEN'’s
lines, then claps it back again.
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DEW: (shining torch at CRIPPEN) Apparently at the beginning of February
this year, you wrote to all your wife’s friends informing them that she had
gone to America to nurse a sick relative.

CRIPPEN: Yes | did.

DEW: Then at the beginning of March, you wrote to them again, saying
she had been taken ill with bronchitis and pneumonia.

CRIPPEN: Yes that is correct.

DEW: Then on March 24th, you put a notice of her death in The Era
newspaper.

CRIPPEN: Yes | did.
DEW: Why?
CRIPPEN: It’s the paper all her friends read.

DEW: We make the jokes here Crippen! (MITCHELL roughs him up a bit.)
| want the truth. And we have ways of extracting it. | think as a part-time
dentist you understand what | mean.

MITCHELL releases CRIPPEN.

(front) He understood what | meant and | soon had a signed statement
from him to the effect that he had lied about his wife’s death to save
himself embarrassment, and that to the best of his knowledge, she was
still living, under the protection of Bruce Miller in California. Sgt Mitchell
and | were satisfied with this statement and with the full cooperation of
Crippen and Le Neve, conducted a routine inspection of 39 Hilldrop
Crescent.

CRIPPEN and ETHEL sitting on the sofa.

Just a routine inspection. This way Sergeant.

They exit. Bang! Crash! Bash! Crunch! Splinter! Smash! Bash!
ETHEL: They’re very thorough.

CRIPPEN: It’s just their way. We’ve no need to worry. We’ve nothing to
hide.

Re-enter DEW and MITCHELL.

DEW: All clear Doctor. Thank you very much. Sorry to have
inconvenienced you.



CRIPPEN: Oh that’s quite allright.

MITCHELL: We’ve overturned all your furniture and strewed the contents
of your wardrobes and drawers all over the landing.

CRIPPEN: Thank you very much.
ETHEL: Won’t you say for some tea?

DEW: No, | don’t think we’ll bother. There was nothing in the cellar
(horror music!!), was there Sergeant?

MITCHELL: No sir. | inspected it most thoroughly sir and there is nothing
to report.

DEW: Good lad.
They exit. Door slam.

ETHEL: What a day it’s been! Thank goodness it’s all over! | always feel
uneasy if | come into contact with the police, even though | have done
nothing wrong. It’s very silly really...

Enter the GHOST OF BELLE ELMORE, steeped in blood. She wears a
nightie and carries her heart in one hand and her entrails (bloody
sausages) in the other. CRIPPEN is horrified. ETHEL cannot see her.

... 1 do so enjoy sharing my life with you. Things have been so wonderful
these last five months. | couldn’t ask for more. | hardly dare to hope for
our lives just to go on being wonderful. It’s almost too good to be true.

Exit BELLE.

You look tired Hawley. I'll go and make the cocoa. Then it’ll be time for
bed. (Exit)

CRIPPEN: Cora? Cora?
Re-enter BELLE. She crosses the stage as before.

Cora, stop a minute. (She stops.) All right Cora. You’ve made your point.
Cora, speak to me.

BELLE: (deep, cracked voice - pre-recorded)
BEWARE OF WIRELESS TELEGRAPHY!

CRIPPEN: What’s happened to your voice?

BELLE: YOU CANNOT ESCAPE WIRELESS TELEGRAPHY!
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CRIPPEN: What are you talking about? What’s the matter with your
voice?

BELLE: FOR FIVE LONG MONTHS MY LUNGS HAVE BEEN BURIED
BENEATH THE BRICKS OF THE CELLAR FLOOR. IT’S VERY DAMP AND
COOOOLD AND | THINK OF HAVE CAUGHT LANGINGITIS... (weeps,
deep choking sobs)

CRIPPEN: I'm very sorry Cora, but there was nothing else | could do.

BELLE: | MUST RETURN NOW. MARK WELL MY WORDS. REMEMBER
WHAT | HAVE SAID.

CRIPPEN: What have you said?

BELLE: HAVEN'T | SAID IT YET?

CRIPPEN: You said something about ‘wireless telegraphy’.
BELLE: FLEE! FLEE!

CRIPPEN: Why? They don’t suspect anything.

BELLE: NOT YET BUT THEY WILL.

CRIPPEN: But I didn’t kill you. You took the pill yourself. It was an
accident.

BELLE: OH HH, YOU ARE SO INNOCENT.
CRIPPEN: | know | am. That’s why | needn’t worry.

BELLE: YOUR INNOCENCE IS YOUR GUILT! FLEE! TAKE ETHEL AND
ALL YOUR POSSESSIONS AND FLEE!

CRIPPEN: | don’t understand.

BELLE: ENOUGH! MY EXERCISE BREAK IS O’ER! | GROW FAINT!
CRIPPEN: No, stay a minute Cora.

BELLE: MY VISION IS CLOUDING...

CRIPPEN: But what have | got to do?

BELLE: MY VOICE IS GETTING DEEPER...

CRIPPEN: Cora wait!

BELLE: | AM BEING DRAWN BACK TO THE CELLAR...

CRIPPEN: But where should | flee to?



BELLE: MY ENTRAILS ARE CALLING ME...
CRIPPEN: Wait, Cora, wait!

BELLE: FAREWELL!

CRIPPEN: But where should | go?

BELLE: AND BEWARE -

CRIPPEN: | don’t understand...

BELLE: ... OF WIRELESS -

CRIPPEN: What are you talking about?
BELLE: ... TELEGRAPHY!

Fade to black.

14.

Lights up. DEW addresses the audience. Enter MARCONI the other side,
with head-phones, transmitters, aerials, tangled with yards of cabling. He
sits and tries to work it all out.

DEW: Monday 11th July. To keep myself in trim, having nothing better to
do, | took a stroll to Albion House. Crime was slack. My fists were getting
itchy and I’d decided to seek out Dr Crippen, and ruffle him up a bit, to
keep myself in trim, having nothing better to do...

MARCONI: (in frustration) Pizza! Pastal!
DEW: He wasn’t there.
MARCONI: Tagliatelle!

DEW: So, to keep myself in trim, having nothing better to do, | took a
stroll to 39 Hilldrop Crescent.

MARCONI: Pastasciuttal
DEW: He wasn’t there either.
MARCONI: Imbottito fettucinil

DEW: So, to keep myself in trim, having nothing better to do, | conducted
a further search of the house, taking up portions of the garden, examining
the coal cellar, and testing the brick floor with my foot.
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MARCONI: Stoccafissatal Spinaci! Spaghettini! Tortellini! Fungi fagiolini!
Bocca di damal

DEW: But | didn’t find anything.

MARCONI: Noodles...

DEW: Look, excuse me, who are you please?

MARCONI: My name is Guglielmo Marconi -

DEW: What are you doing here?

MARCONI: Inventing the effing wireless. What’s it look like?
DEW: Well, would you mind doing it somewhere else please?

He continues speaking while MARCONI gathers up his junk and moves
off, muttering in Italian.

DEW: But with fortunate pertinacity, which later won me my distinction in
this case, | returned to the search the next day, and to keep myself in trim,
having niothing better to do, | returned again on the 13th, when probing
the bricks of the cellar floor with a poker, | discovered one of them could
be raised.

MARCONI: (going, sulky) Wait till the BBC hear what I’'ve got for them...

DEW: Sorry about that. Where was 1?7 Oh yes. | removed one of the
bricks, then | removed a few more. Then | got a spade and began to dig,
and a few inches down, | came upon a pyjama jacket (horror discord!!),
containing a mass of animal remains, which on expert investigation,
proved to be the greater part of the contents of a human body. So, to-
keep-myself-in-trim-having-nothing-better-to-do, | issued a warrant for
the arrest of Crippen and Le Neve. Then | went home and (accusingly toi
MARCONI) would have listened to SPORTS PARADE on the wireless -

MARCONI: (off) All right! All right! Give me a chance!
EXPLOSION!
EUREKA!

Sports Parade theme tune. Blackout.
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15.

Lights up. The promenade deck of SS Montrose. A bench upstage and a
bench downstage.

Enter CAPTAIN KENDALL whistling and doing the hornpipe. She has a
rolled-up newspaper.

KENDALL: (slapping her thigh)
Yo ho my hearts! And a bottle of rum!
I must go down to the sea!
Captain Kendal is the name!
And a sailor’s life for me!
Bound for Canada, forging west!
Fifteen men on a dead man’s chest!
Jolly Jack Tar! Ahoy, she blows!
And this is my ship - the Montrose!

She sits upstage, opens her newpaper, reads. The paper has two eye-
holes so she can watch unobserved.

‘Only Girl’ is played softly, as CRIPPEN, in blazer and flannels, without
moustache, and ETHEL, disguised as a boy in a sailor suit - enter hand in
hand. They walk around, look out to sea, check no one is watching, then
they Kiss.

KENDALL: (aside) | know what they say about sailors, but this is
suspicious! (Stays hidden and watching through the eye-holes)

ETHEL: I'm frightened Hawley.
CRIPPEN: What are you frightened of Ethel?
ETHEL: I'm frightened someone will guess.

KENDALL: (reading from the paper, amplified whisper)
WANTED FOR MURDER! HAWLEY HARVEY CRIPPEN, AGE 48 -

ETHEL: You’'re too affectionate with me.
KENDALL: ...HEIGHT FIVE FOOT THREE, COMPLEXION FRESH -

CRIPPEN: But you’re my son. It’s only right | should be affectionate with
my son. (Puts his arm round her.)

KENDALL: ... HAIR LIGHT BROWN, SCANTY, BALD ON TOP -

ETHEL: I'd rather you didn’t...
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CRIPPEN: What is it Wifey?
ETHEL: Please don'’t...

KENDALL: ... RATHER LONG, STRAGGLY MOUSTACHE, WHICH MAY
HAVE BEEN REMOVED...

CRIPPEN: In two days, we’ll be in Canada. Think of that.

ETHEL: (bursts into tears) | don’t want to be in Canada. | want to be at
home in my own clothes. | don’t like the deception...

KENDALL: ... BRIDGE OF NOSE RATHER FLAT, FALSE TEETH,
MEDIUM BUILD -

CRIPPEN: Ethel - | mean John - how many more times must | tell you?
KENDALL: ... SOMEWHAT SLOVENLY APPEARANCE -

CRIPPEN: We had to make a clean break, and do it suddenly.
KENDALL: ... THROWS HIS FEET OUTWARDS WHEN WALKING -

CRIPPEN: It was the memories. However much we changed things
round, Cora was still there.

KENDALL: MAY BE WEARING GOLD-RIMMED SPECTACLES -

CRIPPEN: We had to get as far away as possible, and we decided it
would be foolish to book as Dr Crippen and Miss Le Neve, because we
wouldn’t then be able to share a cabin. And you couldn’t be Mrs Crippen,
because that was Cora and always will be. So you had to be a boy and |
had to shave off my moustache.

KENDALL: ... ALSO ETHEL LE NEVE, AGE 27, HEIGHT FIVE FOOT
FIVE, COMPLEXION PALE, HAIR LIGHT BROWN -

CRIPPEN: It was all part of the game. No one must recognize us.
ETHEL: Why not?
CRIPPEN: Because if they did, it wouldn’t be a clean break.

KENDALL: ... STRAIGHT NOSE, PLEASANT, RATHER BOYISH BLUE
EYES, GOOD TEETH -

CRIPPEN: There’d still be something hanging over us. And you agreed to
it at the time. You said it would be fun.
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ETHEL: | was wrong.

KENDALL: ... NICE LOOKING, RATHER LONG WELL-SHAPED
APPEARANCE -

CRIPPEN: Oh Wifey - (arm round her)
ETHEL: Don’t do that. They might see.
CRIPPEN: It’ll be all right when we get to Canada.

KENDALL: ... REWARD FOR INFORMATION, LEADING TO ARREST OF
SAME: ONE HUNDRED POUNDS!

Pause

ETHEL: She’s dead, isn’t she? She never did run away. Something
happened to her at Hilldrop Crescent, the night | came to see you.

CRIPPEN: Wifey, we agreed -
ETHEL: It was the police wasn’t it? Searching.
CRIPPEN: They didn’t find anything Wifey.

ETHEL: Don’t call me that. (She moves away) I’'m afraid of you. Keep
away. You’ve destroyed our dream. Whatever happened to Cora didn’t
matter because it was forgotten. Burnt to ashes. Dead and buried. And
we never mentioned it. There was just us, in our home. We trusted each
other not to go digging up the past, not to run away at the first suspicion.
We had nothing to be afraid of. They found nothing. We were safe. That
was all that mattered.

CRIPPEN: She was still there Ethel. In the house.
ETHEL: | don’t want to hear this. (She turns away.)

CRIPPEN: I'd made a mistake. So we had to leave. Her heart was still
there. In possession. In the foundations. It wouldn’t burn, so | buried it in
lime, but | mistook... | mistook the quicklime which destroys the past
without trace, for slaked lime, which preserves!

Fade to solo spot on KENDALL.

KENDALL: (closes the paper, gets up) | am going to make history! | am
going to be the first person to secure the arrest of a criminal by mean of -

WHOLE COMPANY: WIRELESS TELEGRAPHY!!



Lighning strikes the ship. Swirling blue-green effects. The ship lurches and
lists. Succession of deafening beeps, bleeps, ding-dongs, jingles,
crackling, pulsating sound waves. Also wind, thunder and raging sea.

CRIPPEN and ETHEL struggle violently at the ship’s rail.

CRIPPEN: (above the tumult) Jump Ethel! Now! Let’s end it! Together!
Let’s jump now, Ethel!

The storm subsides.
Enter DEW and MITCHELL in oilskin macs and sou’westers.

DEW: Chief Inspector Dew, New Scotland Yard, disguised as a ship’s
pilot. | have here a warrant for your arrest for the murder and mutilation of
your wife Cora Crippen, on or about 2nd February last. | must warn you
that anything you say will be taken down, and if you say KNICKERS, | will
say ‘We make the jokes here Crippen!’ and | will ask Sgt Mitchell to rough
you up a bit. Put the bracelets on him Sergeant.

MITCHELL hand-cuffs CRIPPEN and they lead him off.

ETHEL: (addresses the audience) We were both arrested and after
extradition proceedings in Quebec, we boarded the steamer Megantic
and came back to England. We ere kept apart for the whole voyage. We
were not allowed to speak to each other. We arrived at Liverpool on 24th
August and went to London by train. One 27th August, we were formally
charged at Bow Street, and committed for trial on 21st September. We
were to be tried separately: Hawley on October 18th, me on the 25th,. |
was acquitted.

Fade.

16.

Dead March music.
Lights up. The OIld Bailey. CRIPPEN in the dock (with moustache). KEN in
the audience. The JUDGE seated centre.

JUDGE: Hello Ladies and Gentlemen. Here we are back again at the
Central Criminal Court of the Old Bailey. And this is your Judge, the Right
Honorable Lord Alvestone, Lord Chief Justice of England. It is now
Saturday 22nd October 1910, and you’ve all been asleep for five days, so
you can jolly well WAKE UP NOW, because this is where you come in!
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Now. What we want you to do - for the benefit of those of us who haven’t
played before - what we want you to do - and it’s really as simple as
apple pie and custody! - which reminds me, as soon as we finish this, |
can have my din-dins - whoops! Tummy getting the better of me there!
What we want you to do, is to be very serious just for a couple of minutes,
and | shall ask you: ‘Do you find the prisoner guilty of not guilty?’. And all
you have to do - and it’s as simple as brazed pheasant with pommes
sautees and honey-roasted parsnips - down tummy down! - All you’ve got
to say is either Guilty or Not Guilty. Simple as that. And no silly answers
please. Right, let’s have some music, to get us in the mood.

A few bars of the Dead March. Pause.

JUDGE: (very serious) Gentlemen of the Jury, have you agreed upon
your verdict?

KEN: (standing). We have.

JUDGE: Do you find the prisoner Guilty of Not Guilty?

KEN: Not Guilty my Lord.

Unbelievable relief from CRIPPEN.

JUDGE: Now, wait a minute.

KEN: (offended) It’s all right. | was only joking.

JUDGE: But | warned you. | said very clearly -

KEN: | know. | heard you.

JUDGE: | said no silly answers.

KEN: Can’t even take a joke.

JUDGE: Now let’s try again.

A few bars of the Dead March. Pause.

JUDGE: Gentlemen of the Jury, have you agreed upon your verdict?
KEN: (grunts)

JUDGE: Gentlemen of the Jury, have you agreed upon your verdict?
KEN: YES!

JUDGE: Do you find the prisoner Guilty of Not Guilty?

KEN: (in a silly voice) Guilty.

49



JUDGE: And that is the verdict of you all?
KEN: Yeth.

JUDGE: Prisoner at the bar, you stand convicted of the crime of wilful
murder. Have you anything to say why the court should not give you
judgment of death according to law?

CRIPPEN: | am innocent.
JUDGE: Do you wish to say anything?
CRIPPEN: | still protest my innocence.

Silence. Enter a DANCING GIRL, solemnly, with a pair of dark glasses on a
cushion. She kneels before the JUDGE. He puts on the dark glasses.

GIRL: (gets up) SILENCE!

JUDGE: Hawley Harvey Crippen, you have been convicted, upon
evidence which could leave no doubt on the mind of any reasonable man,
that you cruelly poisoned your wife, that you concealed your crime, you
mutilated her body, and disposed piecemeal of her remains. You
possessed yourself of her property and used it for your own purposes. It
was further established that as soon as suspicion was aroused, you fled
from justice and took every measure to conceal your flight...

At this point, all the actors, except CRIPPEN begin, very slowly and in
silence, to strike the furniture and clear the stage. The light begins to fade
into a spot on CRIPPEN.

... On the ghastly and wicked nature of the crime, | will not dwell. | only
tell you that you must entertain no expectation or hope that you will
escape the consequences of your crime and | implore you to make your
peace with Almighty God...

PIANIST packs up his music and goes.

... | now have to pass upon you the sentence of the court, which is that
you be taken...

Still pronouncing, the JUDGE strikes his own chair and slowly disappears.

... from hence to a place of execution and that you be there hanged by
the neck until you are dead, and that your body be buried in the precincts
of the prison where you shall have last been confined...

Everyone has now gone. CRIPPEN stands alone in a pool of white light.
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... and may the Lord have mercy on your soul...

A bell tolls. CRIPPEN stands with head bowed. The bell tolls for thirty
seconds.

17.

The tolling turns into the joyous pealing of massed church bells. The stage
floods with light. CRIPPEN blinks and looks surprised.

Enter SAINTS PETER, PAUL and MARY MAGDALENE. They wear
cassocks and surplices.

PETER: Hello! So glad you made it! I’'m Peter. This is Paul.
PAUL: Alleluya.

PETER: And Mary Mag.

MARY: Hi.

CRIPPEN: Where am |? What am | doing here?

PETER: You’ve risen on wings to the Abode of the Blest -
PAUL: (overlaps) ... translated up to your celestial home -
MARY: (overlaps) ... riding the clouds to everlasting glory!

CRIPPEN: But I’m a convicted murderer. I’'m in the Chamber of Horrors.
People associate me with Hitler.

PETER: Up here you will be associated with Romeo, Adonis, Valentino
and Ryan O’Neal.

PAUL: You’re one of the world’s tragic lovers.

CRIPPEN: Oh but | thought -

PETER: Think not -

PAUL: R.I.P -

MARY: Joy be yours!

PETER: Reunited forever with your so unjustly martyred love!
CRIPPEN: (shocked) They haven’t killed Ethel?!

PETER/PAUL: Ethel ? Who’s Ethel?



CRIPPEN: She had nothing to do with it. She is innocent!

MARY: (foreseeing the future) On the day following your execution, Ethel
Le Neve will leave for America.

PETER: Hark unto Mary!
PAUL: The Mag! She prophesies!

MARY: In five years, she will return to marry a man called Smith. She will
live on for a further fifty-seven years, in obscurity, in Croydon.

PETER: So she’s okay. You can forget her.

PAUL: You eternal happiness is assured.

Pause

BELLE: (distant, sings) I want to sing in opera -
CRIPPEN: Oh God -

BELLE: ....I've got that kind of voice -
PETER: Marriages are made in Heaven.

BELLE: ....I'd always sing in opera -

MARY: Cleave only unto thy lawful spouse.
BELLE: ... if I could have the choice! -
PAUL: 'Tis better to marry than burn.

CRIPPEN: | think burning might be the preferred option!
Enter BELLE, in full voice.

BELLE: SIGNOR CARUSO
TOLD ME | SHOULD DO SO.
THAT’S WHY | WANT TO SING IN OPERA,
IN OP-OP-OP-OP-OP-ARAH!
HURRAH!

Extravagant curtsey, SAINTS applaud.
CRIPPEN: Hello Cora.

Blackout.
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FINALE
Lights bang up.

BELLE & CRIPPEN: (sing and dance)
We always will come smiling through,
together hand in hand with you!
I/You eat the lean; You/l eat the fat -
Da dum pa dumpa dum dum and that’s that!

Curtain call.
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