#1 - Margot and Maxine

DIAL M FOR MURDER

(There is a coat rack near the front door.)
(Next to the drinks table is a wastebasket.)
(Next to the sofu is a mending basket.)

(It's seven-thirty p.m. Friday evening.
September.)

(MARGOT and MAXINE are drinking
cocktails. MAXINE smokes.)

Start

MARGOT. So. How would you murder me?
MAXINE. How would you like to be murdered?
MARGOT. What are my choices?

MAXINE. Oh, there are so many methods to choose from.
Alphabetically there's asphyxiation, blade, bludgeon,
bullet...

MARGOT. Blow to the head?
MAXINE. Same as bludgeon really. _
MARGOT. Sorry. S~ A

MAXINE. Drowning. Electrocution. Garroting. Hanging.
Poison. Strangling. '

MARGOT. Isn't strangling the same as garroting?

MAXINE. Garroting is a subcategory of strangling.

MARGOT. I see.

MAXINE. Truth be told, they’re both subcategories of
asphyxiation.

MARGOT. God is in the details. Go on.

MAXINE. Shoot. Stab. Erm...

MARGOT. You're up to T.

MAXINE. Tickle to death?
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MARGOT. It's been tried.

MAXINE. Yes, I know, you're immune.

MARGOT. (Beat.) You're disturbingly good at this,
MAXINE. Its all I've thought about for the past year,
MARGOT. Murder?

MAXINE. Means, motives, killer and killed.

MARGOT., It would defeat me. Having to come up with

the motive alone. I mean, how many motives are there,

MAXINE. Five.

MARGOT. Five?

MAXINE. Five for murder, yes.
MARGOT. I'll bet I can guess them.
MAXINE. Go on.

MARGOT. Money. Fear. Jealousy. Revenge... Uhm... five
you said?

MAXINE. I did, yes.
MARGOT. I give up.
MAXINE. Protecting someone you love, Besié-Was--sl

t, my dropping by? I mean, we had said wgd meet End
at thetheater, the three of us. n

MARGOT., i out Tony.

(MARGOT refreshes their drinks.)
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MARGOT. It's been tried.

MAXINE. Yes, I know, you're immune.

MARGOT. (Beat.) You're disturbingly good at this,
MAXINE. Its all I've thought about for the past year,
MARGOT. Murder?

MAXINE. Means, motives, killer and killed.

MARGOT., It would defeat me. Having to come up with

the motive alone. I mean, how many motives are there,

MAXINE. Five.

MARGOT. Five?

MAXINE. Five for murder, yes.
MARGOT. I'll bet I can guess them.
MAXINE. Go on.

MARGOT. Money. Fear. Jealousy. Revenge... Uhm... five
you said?

MAXINE. I did, yes.
MARGOT. I give up.

MAXINE. Protecting someone you love, (Beat.) Was it all
right, my dropping by? I mean, we had said we'd meet
at the theater, the three of us.

MARGOT. No, this is better, seeing you without Tony.
MAXINE. Why?

MARGOT, Theres something I wanted to tell you. When
Tony let me know you were coming to London about
your book, I knew I couldn't put it off any longer.

MAXINE. Better top this off then.
(MARGOT refreshes their drinks.)
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MARGOT. After you went back to New York last year and
wrote to me, I...] burned all your letters. All except one.
You probably know the one I mean.

MAXINE. Ithink I can guess.

MARGOT. I carried it wherever I went. Then one weekend
Tony and I were going away. We were at Victoria
Station. The letter was in my handbag. But that day,
I set my bag down to pay for something and when I
turned back it was gone.

MAXINE. Did you get it back?

MARGOT. (Nods.) We reported it, and a week later the bag
showed up in the lost and found. But the letter wasn't

in it. A few days later I got this.
(MARGOT gives MAXINE a small note.)

MAXINE. (Reads.) “Am in possession of a letter belonging
to you. If you wish its return, place five thousand
pounds in a package and leave it for John S. King, 23
Newport Street, SW7” Done in block capital letters.
Anyone could have written this. What did you do?

MARGOT. Nothing.

MAXINE. Didn't you want it back? Five thousand pounds
couldn't have made much of a difference to you.

MARGOT. Of course I wanted it back. But I was terrified
to make a move. Then I received a second note.

(MARGOT gives MAXINE a second note.)

MAXINE. (Reads.) “If you do not deliver five thousand
pounds to John 8. King at 23 Newport Street by this
Friday, the letter will be given to your husband.”

MARGOT. So I took five thousand pounds out of the bank,
put it in a parcel and left it at 23 Newport Street. It's a
little shop people use as a forwarding address.
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MAXINE. And then?

MARGOT. Then I waited for the letter to be returned,
but...nothing came. After a week, I went back. They
said a messenger had picked up the parcel.

MAXINE. You never heard from the blackmailer again?
MARGOT. No,
MAXINE. Is that why you told me to stop writing?

MARGOT. (Nods.) I imagined any letter you wrote to me
being stolen and read.

MAXINE. (Re: notes.) May 1 hold on to these for a while?
MARGOT. (Shrugs.) If you like,

(MAXINE puts the notes into her purse.)
MAXINE. You never told Tony?
MARGOT. No, and I never will,

(Beat.)

End

Eventually

standing there, N @ He said he'd got

hal‘f‘wa.y to Oxford Wken suddenlyfie knew that he had
to give up writing and ¥ke thafjob at your publishers.

morning and said the

MAXINE. Yes, he called me/mag
Jetions. I Dear he's very good at it.

same thing. Public re

AXINE. And has he been?
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Start

MAXINE. There’s the boy!
MARGOT. Tony, where have you been?

TONY. Sorry, darlings, an emergency blew up just as I was
trying to leave.

(TONY Fisses MARGOT.)
MAXINE. Aren’t you going to kiss me?

TONY. I was observing the formalities: first the wife, then
the lover.

MAXINE. You and I were never lovers.

TONY. Quite right, a dozen dinner dates does not a lover
make.

(TONY kisses MAXINE. Then he goes to the
drinks table and pours a drink.)

So, what have you two been conspiring about? “Plots
have I laid, inductions dangerous™?

MARGOT. Don't fix yourself a drink, you've no time. The
play starts in less than -

TONY. Yes, I know, and...I can't go.
MARGOT. What?
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MAXINE. But the play’s a murder mystery, and it's
supposed to be dreadful, we'll have such a good time.

TONY. I know, and I'm sorry, but I've got to revise the
jacket copy for your book.

MAXINE. I thought that had been done months ago.

TONY. It was, but the boss says it needs to be completely
re-done, It’s got to be ready first thing tomorrow, so I've
no choice.

MAXINE. Can't you dash off something in the morning?

TONY, In the morning, you and I have breakfast with
the editor of the Times Sunday Supplement, then a
meeting about the cover art. I told them you hate the
colors, lurid vou called them.

MAXINE. Not lurid enough.

TONY. They're showing you some new ideas based on the
same look,

MAXINE. Woman, corpse, blood?
TONY. It's what sells.

MARGOT. Lovely.

MAXINE. When's the BBC interview?

TONY. Tomorrow evening at eight o'clock. Very good time
slot. You'll be listened to by every wife, widow and
pensioner in the country.

MAXINE. My readership.

TONY. And we're having supper after,

MARGOT. (7o MAXINE.) Where would you like to go?
MAXINE. (7o MARGOT.) Where would you like to go?

TONY. (7o MARGOT.) Uhm, darling? Pottifer is joining us
for dinner tomorrow night.
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MARGOT. Oh, Lord.
MAXINE. Who's Pottifer?

TONY. The BBC talks director. Dinner with him is the
price of that awfully good time slot.

(To MARGOT.) I know you loathe him, so I explained
you were otherwise engaged.

MARGOT. Ah. Well. Thanks for getting me off the hook. I
will now spend a lonely evening at home.

(To MAXINE.) So I won't see you at all tomorrow?

TONY. The studios are just across the park. We'll all have a
drink here before we go. That all right, Maxine?

MAXINE. Sure, I'm easy.

TONY, (Chocka his watch.) Oh. I'd better call and get you
a taxi.

MARGOT. Don't bother. We can pick one up at the corner.

TONY. All right, but you'd better go now then.

End

MAXINE. Come on, let’s make a run for it. L
(MAXINE and MARGOT finish their @rinks,
pick up their purses and gloves, open the

MARGOT. do you want us to @6 with your ticket, try

to give it away
TONY. Sellit, have a d the proceeds
MAXINE. Should be two drinks. Margot. Your

handbag.

(MARGDT picks up her forgotter handbag,)
“final flurry of “Goodnights” as INE
and MARGOT exit.)
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ONY closes the door.)

(He\ surveys the living room _for a momgnt.
Chedes his watch. Finishes his drink. Then
goes iXto gear.)

(He takXs the three cocktail glasses find sets
them on Nie drinks table.)

(He dumpthe ashes from the fishtray into
the wastebaNget.)

(He sets the asNray back onfhe coffee table.)

(He opens the bi\efcase, Jakes out a framed
photograph, and Ylacef it on the desk as if
that'’s where it always ghts.)

(He takes a pair of fRite cotton gloves from
his raincoat pockelfand\puts them on the arm
of the sofa.)

(We hear the fipnt door bukser.)
(TONY checifs his watch agay.)

(He keneelf next to the sofa, feel\under it, and
retrievef a cane. He stands anyj, assuming
a painful limp, uses the cane an\] opens the

.I'!I )

(LYSGATE stands there, sports jackeX rakish
nloustache.)

LESGATE. Mr. Fisher?
TONY/ Stephen Fisher, yes. Captain Lesgate?
LESBATE. Yes.

@NY. Do come in.
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Start

TONY. 1 went down to a pub at the end of the street
and proceeded to drink heavily. [ wondered: Was sl?e
going to leave me? What would happen if she did
leave? There was no question of me leaving he;::,
I'd grown to depend on her. All these expensive tastes
I'd acquired. I sat there and thought of three different
ways of killing the other woman. I thought of a few
more of killing my wife. That seemed by far the more
sensible route. Margot and I had just made our wills,
leaving everything we had to each other. Hers worked
out at just over two million pounds. When I returned
home that night, there was Margot right where you're
sitting, asleep, that pillow stained with tears. I looked
down on her for a long time. Then her eyes opened and
she looked up at me, and I told her my writing days
were over. As fortune would have it, a publisher I knew
had offered me a job. He was never going to publis_h
my books, but he thought 1 could be useful in public
relations. I threw myself into it, and in three months I
was assistant head of publicity. In six, I'd taken over t}w
top job. They can’t do without me now. And mnn}' I'm
in charge of the sales push for the other womans first
novel. She’s just arrived in London to promote 1t.

LESGATE. She left England?

TONY. Turns out the spaghetti was a farewell dinner.
They'd broken it off, that night. There were _letr.ers,
though, after, from New York. They usually arrived on
Thursdays. My wife burnt all of them except one. T}‘;'Lgt
one she would transfer from handbag to handbag, it
was always with her. That letter became an obsession. 1
had to find out what was in it, so I stole it.

LESGATE. You stole your wifes love letter?

TONY. I even wrote her two anonymous notes offering to
sell it back.

LESGATE. Why?
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TONY. Malice. I was hoping it would make her come and
confess everything, beg my forgiveness. But she didn't.

LESGATE. Christ. Did she pay up?
TONY. Five thousand pounds. But I kept the letter.

(TONY takes out his wallet and lets a letter

Jall out of it onto the floor. TONY starts to
bend down, but he winces.)

LESGATE. I'll get it.

(TONY watches as LESGATE picks up the
letter.)

TONY. Go on. Read.

(Gestures to the letter, LESGATE opens it,
reads.)

LESGATE. Very, erm, explicit.
TONY. Yes.

(LESGATE puts the letter back into Tony's
wallet. TONY snaps it shut.)

Anyway, they must have had the fear of God put into
them because after that the letters stopped. Funny
to think that just a year ago I was sitting in that pub,
actually planning to murder my wife. And I might have

done it if I hadn’t seen something that changed my
mind.

LESGATE. What was it you saw?
TONY. I saw vou.
LESGATE. ..What was so odd about that?

TONY. The coincidence. Only a week before I'd been to a
reunion dinner and the fellows had been talking about
you, how you'd been court-martialed during the war,
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then a year in prison. That was news. Mind you, at
college we'd always said Swann would end up in jail.
That cash box. Everybody knew Alfred didn’t take that
money, you did.

LESGATE. (Reddens, stands.) Thanks for the drink. I take
it you won’t be wanting that car after all.

TONY. Don't you want me to tell you why I brought you
here?

LESGATE. (Beat.) Yes, I think you'd better.

(During the next speech, TONY drops his
limp, takes out his handkerchief, and wipes
Jingerprints off anything LESGATE touched.)

TONY. As I say, it was quite a coincidence, seeing you in
The Grape and Vine, just down the street from that
flat. I asked about and found that you rented a room
above the pub. You weren't Lesgate yet. The owner of
The Grape and Vine knew you as “Pryce-Jones.” I liked
the hyphen. Would you mind passing me your glass?
Thank you so much. You see, since that first night at
the pub, I've been following you. I was hoping that,
sooner or later, I might catch you at something, so I
could, well, not to put too fine a point on it...

LESGATE. Blackmail me?

TONY. Influence you. After a few weeks, I got to know
your routine which made it a lot easier.

LESGATE. Rather dull work.

End

you belonged to e You moved frexg The Grape and
Vine and4ook lodgings in South Kensingion

e L .
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Nx weeks rent and fifty pounds borrowed from yopr
lahdlady.

(LESGATE reaches for the brandy.)

If yor\ want another drink, do you mind/putting
on thesg gloves? Your new lodgings were /n Belsize
Park. There Mr. Asprey became Mr. Waterhouse.
Mr. WaterRouse left those lodgings owing/ifteen weeks
rent and solgewhat richer for his brief egfcounter with a
Miss Wallace\ Miss Wallace was in love ith you, wasn't
she? I suppode she thought you wfre growing that
handsome mus¥ache to please her./foor Miss Wallace.
By summer you\ moved to ancfher flat owned by a
Mrs. Van Dorn wipse late husbgnd left her two hotels
and a very large alartment hbuse. That's where you
became Captain Lespate. Th¢/only trouble is, Mrs. Van
Dorn does rather enjdy bejfg courted, and she is very
expensive. Perhaps that yfhy you've been trying to sell
her car for over a mon

LESGATE. Mrs. Van Dorr/askdd me to sell it for her.

TONY. I know. I callfd her u earlier today. She only
Wa‘.ntﬁd Elght hun Ared.,

(Beat.)
LESGATE. Wheyt's the nearest police Nation?
TONY. Opposdte the church, two minut¥s walk.
LESGATE. Juppose I go there now?
TONY. What would you tell them?
LES. AYE. T shall tell them you're trying to Plackmail me

Q...

TONAY. Yes?
SGATE. Murdering your wife.

21
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en a year in prison. That was news. Mind you/ at
clege we'd always said Swann would end up infjail.
Thyt cash box. Everybody knew Alfred didn't také that
meonky, you did.

LESGATE.\ (Reddens, stands.) Thanks for the dri
it you w\yn't be wanting that car after all.

I take

TONY. Don"\you want me to tell you why I/orought you
here?

LESGATE. (Beat.)\Yes, I think you'd better,

(During Nee next speech, TONY drops his
limp, takes\out his handkerghief, and wipes
JSingerprints §f anything LEBGATE touched.)

TONY. As I say, it was Quite a cojficidence, seeing you in
The Grape and Vine, ust dgdvn the street from that
flat. I asked about and YoupAl that you rented a room
above the pub. You wereN) Lesgate yet. The owner of
The Grape and Vine knev/You as “Pryce-Jones.” I liked
the hyphen. Would you/mind passing me your glass?
Thank you so much. Ybou see)\since that first night at
the pub, I've been foflowing You. I was hoping that,
sooner or later, I mfght catch ygu at something, so I
could, well, not to put too fine a piint on it...

LESGATE. Blackmajl me?

TONY. Influencefyou. After a few weeky, I got to know
your routine Which made it a lot easier.

LESGATE. Rather dull work.

TONY. It , & bit, at first, but you know ho¥y it is, you
take up/a hobby and the more you get to Rgow of it
the mpre fascinating it becomes. You becan\e quite
fascipating. In fact, there were times when I f&t that
you/belonged to me. You moved from The GrapX and
Vifie and took lodgings in South Kensington under\the
name “Asprey.” Six weeks later, you disappeared, owlng
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\ w:gks rent and fifty pounds borrowed from yopr
A ITN y.

ofe in Belsize
. Waterhouse,
g fifteen weeks

Park. There N

she? I suppose she thhught fou were growing that
handsome mustache to phkgé

trying to sell

LESGATE. . Van Dorn asked me to sell it for Rer.

TONY. ow. I called her up earlier today. Shx only
wanfed eight hundred,

(Beat.)
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LESGATE. Where's the nearest police station?
TONY. Opposite the church, two minutes walk.
LESGATE. Suppose I go there now?

TONY. What would you tell them?

LESGATE. I shall tell them you're trying to blackmail me
into...

TONY. Yes?
LESGATE. Murdering your wife.

Start
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TONY. And if you did, I'd say you came here tonight, half
drunk, and tried to borrow money on the strength that
we were at college together. When I refused you said
something about a letter belonging to my wife. As far
as I could make out you were offering to sell it to me. 1
gave you what money I had and you gave me the letter.
It has your fingerprints on it. Remember?

Then you said if I went to the police you'd tell some
crazy story about my wanting you to murder my
wife. But before we go any further, consider the
inconvenience. I'd have to tell the police Captain
Lesgate’s name is really Swann, The tricky thing there
is that C.A. Swann died four vears ago. Yes, I found
the obituary. Motoring accident, body burned beyond
recognition. I take it whomever you put behind the
wheel was your first victim.

LESGATE. What do you mean, “first”?

TONY. Well, I mean to say, I assume he was the first, just
as 1 assume the second was Miss Wallace. She was in
all the papers. Middle-aged woman found dead from
drug overdose. No one knows who gave the stuff to her.
But we know, don't we? Poor Miss Wallace. And now
you're planning to marry Mrs, Van Dorn, am I right?

LESGATE. Smart, aren't you?

TONY. Not really, I've just had time to think things out,
put myself in your position. That’s why I know you're
going to agree.

LESGATE. Why?

TONY. For the same reason that a donkey with a stick
behind him and a carrot in front goes forwards and not
backwards.

LESGATE. Tell me about the carrot.
TONY. Five thousand pounds in cash.
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LESGATE. For a murder?

TONY. For a few minutes work. At no risk. I do think a
honeymoon with Mrs. Van Dorn would be preferable to
the hangman's noose. Five thousand pounds should see
you safely married and on the Continent. You'll find it
makes such a difference to have money in your pocket.

23

LESGATE. This five thousand pounds, where is it?
(TONY opens the briefease, shows its congls

LESGATE. How

TONY. The full amgunt. I don't thinl/you’ll do a runner,
not with Mrs. Van uminycur
. about Miss Wallace\and the res

TONY. Tomorrow night.
LESGATE. Tomorrow?! Not/

LESGATE. Where?
TONY. Approximate
LESGATE. How?

TONY. Tomorrgw evening, at exactly eight oNlock you will
enter the [ouse by the street door. The st¥eet door is
always u

(AONY opens the front door, steps into the I
and points to the fifth step of the staircase.)

darpet out in the hall. On the fifth step.

End
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(MAXINE hurries in, wearing gloves. TONY
closes the front door.)

(MAXINE hugs MARGOT. MARGOTs hands
hover, unable to embrace MAXINE. MAXINE

senses her resistance.)

Start

MAXINE. Did he hurt you?
TONY. Just some bruising. On her throat.

(MARGOT hesitates, then loosens her
turtleneck to reveal the purple bruises.)

MAXINE. Jesus.

(MAXINE makes a move towards MARGOT,
but MARGOT pulls away. MAXINE, stung
and confused, removes her gloves and sets
them on the table.)

Why didn't you tell me what happened?
TONY. Look, I/ know -

MAXINE. / When they said it was a minor emergency, 1
figured it was something like a bathtub leak. Reading it
in the papers this morning -

TONY. Yes, sorry, I should have phoned your hotel, but the

police kept us rather busy last night. They didn’t leave
until past three. Would you like coffee? I can make

some,
MAXINE. No. Thanks.

TONY. I'd, erm, best change. Keep Margot company,
would you?

(TONY exits to the bedroom, closes the door.)

MAXINE. What's the matter?
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MARGOT. Didn’t you hear? I stuck a pair of scissors into a
man last night. I'm a murderer now.

MAXINE. No, you're not. You defended yourself.
MARGOT. I did. Yes.

MAXINE. I'm proud of you.

MARGOT. Are you?

MAXINE. Of course I am. If you hadn't done what you
did... The papers say it was a burglary.

MARGOT. Do they?

MAXINE. Well, isn’t that what it was?
MARGOT. That's nﬁt what he said.
MAXINE. Who?

MARGOT, The man who attacked me.
MAXINE. ...He spoke to you?
MARGOT. Oh, yes.

MAXINE. What did he say?

MARGOT. He said... He said he'd been paid five thousand
pounds to murder me.

MAXINE. What?

MARGOT. (Nods.) He said: “I've got my money. Your
money, actually”

MAXINE. (Putting it together.) The five thousand pounds
you paid for the letter?

MARGOT. (Nods.) He called it a neat trick, getting a person
to pay for her own murder.

MAXINE. Who did he say sent him?

MARGOT. We never got that far. [ was wondering if it
might have been you.

a8
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MAXINE. I'm sorry?

MARGOT. I said you could have written those blackmail
notes, and when you got the money, you could've used
it to pay him to kill me,

MAXINE. Just why should I do that?

MARGOT. Revenge. For my breaking things off. It is one
of your five reasons, isn't it? Revenge? And it'’s the sort
of thing you think up, plotting how to murder people,
working it out. He said the murder was planned, it was
planned to take place at precisely ten after eight. It had to
take place precisely then because the alibi was the radio.

MAXINE. Why would his alibi be the radio?

MARGOT. That's what I couldn’t figure. But then I'm
stupid. He didn’t say it was his alibi. He said it was the
alibi. It didn’t hit me until I realized I could hear your
voice. I'd tuned in just as I said I would. He had to kill
me at that moment precisely because that was when
you were on the talks program. An alibi of three million
listeners.

MAXINE. Margot, / this -

MARGOT. / Then I thought about your letter that I couldn’t
destroy. It was so passionate, uncharacteristically so.
I started to wonder if you'd written about us that way
for a reason: so the letter couldn’t help but be read as
incriminating. No one reading a letter like that could
think our friendship was innocent, not after you'd
deseribed it that way. It would be unmistakable that
we'd been lovers. I'd have no choice but to buy it back,
a boringly conventional woman like me, so fearful of
scandal. You were right, five thousand pounds didn’t
make much of a difference to me. But it could make
quite a difference to a struggling writer living in a sixth
floor walkup.

(Pause.}
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MAXINE. Just so I've got this straight: I wrote a love letter
so I could blackmail you for five thousand pounds, then
used that five thousand pounds to have you killed.

MARGOT. Does it work?
MAXINE. It's good. May I steal it?
MARGOT. It’s all yours. Even...

(Laughs.)

...even the blackmail notes I showed to you, you
actually managed to make me give them back to you.

51

INE. “Back” to me? What, you think I did

you. I see now that yo

you?

GOT. To see how you'd react.

End
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JARGOT. No.

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. Would you show me where 3
ere when he attacked you?

(MARGOT mouves to the desk.)

TONY. Yes.
INSPECTOR HUBBJF

{(To INSPECTOR HUBBARD.) Miss Hadle and I were
soink to the Savoy. My wife had elected no\to join us.

(% MARGOT.) I felt guilty about you speNding the
gvening alone.

Start

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. Right, then. You come in here, you
go to the drinks table, the phone rings, you go over to
the desk.

DIAL M FOR MURDER

MARGOT. [ went to the desk and I picked up the phone.
That’s when he attacked me.

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. Attacked you how?
MARGOT. He got something round my neck.
INSPECTOR HUBBARD. By “something” you mean...?
MARGOT. It felt like a silk stocking or a silk scarf.
INSPECTOR HUBBARD. What happened then?

MARGOT. He got the stocking or whatever it was around
my neck and pushed me over the desk. I remember
feeling for the scissors.

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. Were those scissors usually on the
desk?

MARGOT. No, usually theyre in that mending basket
there, but I'd forgotten to put them away.

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. So, you forgot to put them away,
but you remembered they were on the desk.

MARGOT. I didnt so much remember, 1 felt them.
INSPECTOR HUBBARD. So you felt for the scissors...?

MARGOT. I felt around, and...and my hands found the
scissors, and 1...1...I stabbed him with them.

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. Yes, I see. How do you suppose he
gotin?

MARGOT. Through the French doors there.

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. Why do you think that?

MARGOT, (Unsure.) Erm, because...

TONY. Because when I got back those doors were wide
open.
INSPECTOR HUBBARD. Were they locked last night?
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#5 - Hubbard/ Tony/ Margot (cont.)

DIAL M FOR MURDER

TONY. They were locked when Miss Hadley and I left for
the studio.

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. Are you quite sure?

TONY. I always lock them when I leave the flat.
INSPECTOR HUBBARD. Then how did he get in?

TONY. We assume... well, he must have jimmied the lock.

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. The lock was carefully examined.
It's quite undamaged. And there’s no glass broken.

TONY. But that doesn't make sense.

(T MARGOT.) Darling, did you open the French doors
last night?

MARGOT. Once, to get some air,
INSPECTOR HUBBARD. When was this?
MARGOT. After he attacked me.
INSPECTOR HUBBARD. Not before?
MARGOT. No.

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. Are you sure?
MARGOT. Yes.

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. Mrs. Wendice, why didn't you ring
the police immediately after this happened?

MARGOT. I thought my husband would call them.

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. And it didn’t occur to you to call
for a doctor?

MARGOT. No.

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. Why not?

MARGOT. He was dead.

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. How did you know that?

DIAL M FOR MURDER

MARGOT. It was obvious.
INSPECTOR HUBBARD. Did you feel his pulse?
MARGOT. No.

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. Did you check to see if he was
breathing?

MARGOT. 1 didn’t want to get near him, he'd just tried to
kill me!

TONY. Inspector, the French doors, If the man didn't come
in that way, how did he get in?

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. As a matter of fact, we're quite
certain he came in by vour front door.

MARGOT. But the front door is always locked.

TONY. Ma;rgot, did you open the door and forget to lock it
after we'd gone?

MARGOT, No.
INSPECTOR HUBBARD. Are you quite certain you didn’t?
MARGOT. I'm positive.

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. How many keys are there to the
front door?

MARGOT. Only two. Mine was in my handbag and Tony
had his with him.
TONY. That's right, I did.
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ECTOR HUBBARD. Do you employ a charwo

front door?
INSPECTOR

End




#6 - Tony/ Hubbard/ Margot
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DIAL M FOR MURDER

Start

TONY. Darling, what's going on?

MARGOT. The inspector’s trying to say I killed that man
intentionally!
(Tb INSPECTOR HUBBARD.) It was self-defense!

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. Unfortunately, there were no
witnesses, so we've only your word.

TONY. That's not true, I heard it over the telephone.

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. What exactly did you hear, Mr.
Wendice? Did you hear anything that indicated a
struggle was going on?

TONY. What I heard was consistent with my wife’s
explanation.

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. So all you really know is what your
wife told you.

(To MARGOT.) You suggest that this man came to
burgle your flat, but there’s no evidence of a burglary.
He didn't even have a bag to put things in. You told us
he came in by way of the garden, but we know he came
in by the front door.

MARGOT. But he can’t have got in that way. That door was
locked and there are only two keys. My husband had
his with him and mine was in my handbag! Here!

(MARGOT opens her handbag and takes out
the key.)

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. You could have let him in.
(Beat.)

MAXINE. You're not suggesting that Margot let him in
herself.

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. It appears to be the only way he
could have entered.

DIAL M FOR MURDER

MARGOT. Don't you even believe I was attacked? How do
you think I got these bruises on my throat?

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. You could have caused those
bruises yourself. A silk stocking was found under the
desk, with two knots tied in it.

MARGOT. That must have been the stocking he used.

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. We found its twin balled up
inside some crumpled paper at the bottom of your
wastebasket. The paper was torn out of a magazine
that was on your coffee table. Can you explain why your
attacker should do that?

MARGOT. ...No.

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. Those stockings were yours,
weren't they?

MARGOT. Nao!

INSPECTOR HUBBARD. We know they were. One of the
heels had been darned with some silk that didn’t quite

match. We found a reel of that silk in your mending
basket.
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ARGOT. That's because I was mending some...

Rushes to meﬂdmg basket and spdrches

e a wide view, shall we?
’g at Vlctona Station and

End




#7 - Maxine/Tony
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DIAL M FOR MURDER

(MAXINE takes out a cigarette.)

am working on something right now, since ye

S#6ry’s about 2 woman
A letter from him. Only

quick enough, in ong6t the 3ead man’s pockets. If you
g M3 s{ter, wouldn't you go

oD the letter from. Yet she doesn't.
ONY. You're not taking into account panic.

Start

MAXINE. Oh, I'm allowing for panie, confusion, the race
against the clock. According to the police, she had the
presence of mind amid all that to find a stocking, tie
knots in it, then hide its mate. If she had the presence
of mind to do all that, why didn’t she have the presence
of mind to find the letter?

(TONY wuses the ice pick to chop more ice, then
pours himself a whiskey.)

(MAXINE takes out a box of matches.)

Then there are the stockings. She comes up with
the idea to make it look like Lesgate used one of
her stockings to strangle her. But then she’s got the
matching stocking to deal with. She can't leave it in the
mending basket, it’s the matching stocking that proves
the other stocking is hers. She should destroy it. But
she doesn’t. She hides it in the wastebasket. Badly. So
badly the police couldn’t possibly overlook it. When
the simplest and by far fastest way to get rid of that
stocking in an instant would have been 1o0...?

g

GIAL M FOR MURDER

TONY. What?

MAXINE. (Strikes ¢ match.) Put a match to it. The stocking
would have gone up in a flash. Poof.

TONY. Would it?

MAXINE. Any woman knows that. Men don't though.
TONY. (Mirthless smile.) No, 1 suppose we don't.
MAXINE. Iwant to show you something.

(MAXINE takes out a note and offers it to
TONY. TONY takes it.)

TONY. It's the blackmail note.
MAXINE. The second one. Margot gave both of them to me.

TONY. At the trial, you testified that you couldn’t find the
second one,

MAXINE. I lied. I kept thinking it was a clue, that it would
lead to something. I even went to the address on it, 23
Newport Street —

TONY. So did the police. They turned up nothing,

MAXINE, T know, but I still figured I could find a use for
it. And I have. My fingerprints are on that note. So are
Margot’s.

(MAXINE takes the note from TONY.)

And now so are yours.
TONY. What do you plan to do with it?

MAXINE. Tell the police I found it in a pocket. My
fingerprints and Margots are on it because she
showed it to me. Both of us testified to that. But your
fingerprints are on the blackmail note because...

TONY. Yes?
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#7 - Maxine/Tony (cont.)
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DIAL M FOR MURDER

MAXINE. You wrote it, you sent it to Margot, you were the
blackmailer, not Lesgate.

TONY. So. What's the deal? I go to the police and confess,
or you'll give them that note with my prints on it? I'm
not sure I see the advantage. If you give that note to
the police, you implicate me. If T confess to the police, I
implicate myself. Either way, I lose.

MAXINE. That isn't the deal.
TONY. What is it, then?

MAXINE. I give this note to the police, or you give me half
of Margot's money.

End

QNY. (After a beat,) O,

able to
for the ki

TONY. Yes, but for you to get)Xus
money, which means M4rg

MAXINE. She does, yes.

shé was arrested, only with me as the villain, mstead \

e

DIAL M FOR MURDER

ou. The police didn’t believe it then, neither did

MAXINE. No, they thought it was a desperate ploy Jfy an
unstaple woman.

TONY. Myre to the point, there was no evidency to back
it up.
MAXINE. is now.

(MAXINE holds up the note.)

(TONY gogs very cold. We realisf he’s holding
the ice pich

{Soufuf ﬂf (N dﬂﬂ?‘ HILEEED
(Beat.)

(TONY puts down\th,
the front door.)

ice pick and moves to

(MAXINE puts thy

(TONY opens tfie front ddpr.)

(INSPECTOR
stands thefe.)

notdin her pocket.}

HUBBARD, \n his raincoat,

TONY. Inspectoy.

INSPECTOR HYBBARD. Mr. Wendice. So
May I copfie in?

ONY nods.)

v to disturb you.

(INSPECTOR HUBBARD enters, closs the
door.)

fAs if surprised.) Miss Hadley.
AXINE. Inspector.
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