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wave song like “Girls on Film” by Duran Duran plays.” Then
the correct musical spike cuts in. The lights shift back.

CHRIS. Time of death: quarter to mid...
Chris looks at the clock. It still reads five oclock.

Five oclock.

ANNIE. Cecil! No. No. No. I loved him. Iloved him. Tknow it was
wrong. I know I was engaged to Charles.

She makes a noise of realisation—Annie was unaware of
this bit of the story.

—but Cecil was mine and.
Silence. Chris turns the page in her script.
...I'washis.
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ANNIE. How will I go on? Sobs.
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CHRIS. Tve seen an awful lot in the twenty years I've been an
Inspector.
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Buit two murders on one evening is certainly unusual.
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ANNIE. Oh Inspector, my fiancé and my lover killed on the same
eve.

CHRIS. Remember your breathing, Miss Colleymoore, now is not
the time for another of your episodes.

ANNIE. (Calm.)Iam having an episode, Inspector. I cannot hélp it.
CHRIS. (Under his breath.) Have an episode. Have .afi.., episode.
(Loudly.) Have an episode.

Anmnie tries to scream and shake as she'thas seén Sandra do in
rehearsals. Vamp. Annie builds the episode bigger and bigger
until it reaches a climax and shé flops onto the chaise longue.

No, Miss Colleymoore. ﬂ ‘ ﬂ

OBERT. Florence, control yourself girl.

nto the chaise longue,

But who could have

DENNIS. That’s a goo estion, Mr. Colleymoore.
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