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Number of actors:  10: 6 Male, 4 Female.  2 of the Male characters could be women if the producers 

so wish.   

Ages of actors:  Adult – twenties to seventies

Suitable for: All ages

Set:  One room; a lounge in a flat.  The passage outside the flat door should be visible to the audience.

There is a shelf with cups and medals displayed.  A TV set is in the downstage right corner.  The 

windows have floor-length curtains (drapes.)  A low table stands before the middle chair.  The is a 

vase with flowers on the table.

Level of difficulty:  Easy.  Only the 2 main characters appear in every scene.  Apart from the 

policeman, all other characters appear only once in a single scene each. 

SYNOPSIS

Basil has murdered his wife, Rosemary, he thinks. Unluckily for him, she is haunting him, he thinks. 

Rosemary decides to consult a marriage counsellor He calls in an exorcist and she retaliates by 

threatening to call in a contract killer. She exacts her revenge by sending an apprentice Dominatrix to 

torment him. Other people call, including a Bible Salesman whom Basil mistakes for a contract killer as

well as a short-sighted contract killer whom Basil mistakes for the marriage counsellor and a woman 

collecting for Wife Abuse. When the visitors are talking to Basil, Rosemary continually interrupts so he

invents an imaginary parrot to account for Rosemary’s voice. When the visitors want to see the 

parrot, he is forced to invent reasons why they cannot which forces the visitors to question his sanity. 

Add to this a suspicious policeman and an equally suspicious Insurance assessor and his life becomes 

seriously difficult. In the last scene an incompetent exorcist arrives who turns out to be the very much

alive Rosemary’s lover.  Rosemary then murders Basil but he will return to haunt her.

Cast

Basil: A man in his thirties. A bit of a bully (when he gets the opportunity,) and a 

blusterer who is dominated by Rosemary.

Rosemary: Basil’s wife. A woman in her thirties. A strong, self-confident character. She 

wears the same clothes throughout out the play.

Bible salesman: A man of any age.  A large, formidable-looking man, neatly but not well 

dressed, carrying a briefcase.

Contract killer: An elderly, short-sighted man named Francis (Papa) Rika.

Marriage counsellor: A mature (not young) woman named Meg Nutter.



Wife abuse collector: A woman of young to middle age; preferably with an air of zeal about her.  

Her name is Ora Ganum

Dominatrix: A young woman. Dressed as a policewoman.

Insurance Assessor:  A man or woman of any age.

Policeman: A man in his thirties or forties named Sergeant Pepper.  Dressed in plain 

clothes.

Exorcist: A man of any age from twenties to forties named Cory Ander.

TIMELINE

Scene Name Day Running time

1 Introduction 1 7’

2 Bible salesman 1 10

3 Assassin 2 20

4 Marriage Counsellor 2 21

5 Insurance & policeman 2 17 75’

Curtain

6 Wife abuse 3 12

7 Dominatrix & policeman3 28

8 Exorcist 3 17 57’ 132

Stage plan

Window

Medals

Low table

ChairChairChair

TV

Kitchen & guest toilet

Bedroom & toiletEntrance



LIFE’S JUST A MERRY GO ROUND - ACT 1 -  SCENE - 1 - INTRODUCTION

On Rise:

Basil is sitting in the lounge on the sofa busy on his laptop. There is a shelf with cups and medals 

displayed upstage right. The kitchen door opens and Rosemary enters the room with a tea tray.

Rosemary: Would you like some tea?

Basil: Yes, please, Huh!  (He stares opened-mouthed at Rosemary.) But, but, but…

Rosemary: Stop butting and drink your tea before it gets cold.

Basil: But you are dead.

Rosemary: I am well aware of that fact. Why do you always state the obvious?

Basil: What are you doing here?

Rosemary: Serving tea, is there a problem with that?

Basil: Yes, you are dead!

Rosemary: Will you stop harping on about that subject! (Sharply.)

Basil: But I killed you!

Rosemary: Yes, you did, now can we change the subject?

Basil: (At a loss for words.) Alright

Rosemary: I think we need a marriage counsellor.  

Basil: What?

Rosemary: In fact, I have asked a counsellor to come around tomorrow.

Basil: Marriage counsellor, why on Earth?  

Rosemary: I thought it would bring us closer together.

Basil: But you’re dead.  (Reasonably)

Rosemary: Why should a little thing like that keep us apart?

Basil: Well, it’s, sort of, unusual, after all, I killed you.

Rosemary: Yes, that is why we need a marriage counsellor, to help us resolve our differences.

Basil: Don’t you think it’s a bit late for that?  

Rosemary: It’s never too late, dear.

Basil: I think we need an exorcist.

Rosemary: Why? We’re not haunted, are we?

Basil: Yes, I am, by you.

Rosemary: But I’m your wife.

Basil: Were my wife.  I killed you, remember.



Rosemary: Yes, I remember, it was horrible, I have never felt so rejected in all my life. It was 

shattering, I can’t describe how I felt. Anyway, why do you say “killed?” Why don’t 

you come out with it and say, “murdered?”

Basil: (Awkwardly.) I don’t know, I’ve never thought about it.

Rosemary: Admit it, you’re feeling guilty, aren’t you?

Basil: No, I am not.  I wanted to kill you.

Rosemary: That’s cruel.  What a nasty thing to say!  You’re always making these snide remarks.

Basil: And to finally get rid of you, I shall call in an exorcist.

Rosemary: If you do that, I shall have you murdered and then we will be together forever.

Basil: Don’t be ridiculous, you are dead, you can’t murder people.

Rosemary: There is a man here who knows a live man who owes him some favours.

Basil: You are being stupid.  First a marriage counsellor, then a hit man.  Come on! It’s no 

wonder I got rid of you.

Rosemary: You are being mean again.  (Cries.)  I am sick of your meanness!   Whether you like it 

or not the marriage counsellor is coming tomorrow.

Basil: How did you contact a marriage counsellor?

Rosemary: Through the Internet.

Basil: You are dead, how can you use the internet?

Rosemary: We have Wi-Fi here.

Basil: What?

Rosemary: Being undead has its advantages you know.  You don’t need a car or doors.  Just ‘zip’ 

wherever you want.  Sex is a bit difficult you know.  (Pensively.)  You sort of merge 

into each other.

Basil: Sex!  How can you have sex, you are a married woman!

Rosemary: Was a married woman.  You murdered me you know!

Basil: And about time, too.

Rosemary: Then why are you so jealous?

Basil: (Defensively.)  I can’t wait for the exorcist; this is too much.

Rosemary: You know what happens if you do get in an exorcist, don’t you?

Basil You can’t frighten me with your fairy tales.

Rosemary Of course I can, you talk big, but you’re just a sissy, a pussycat, frightened of his own 

shadow.

Basil: Well, go away then, stop haunting me.

(Basil starts using the laptop.)



Basil: Let’s see, Exorcists

Rosemary: I’m warning you!

Basil: Oh! Yes...  The International Exorcist Union.  The dispossession of one is the 

dispossession of all.  Exorcists have a trade union.  What next!

Rosemary: OK, smuck; you asked for it!

Basil: Oh, here is a list of exorcists.  How do you pick an exorcist?

Rosemary: Take one that belongs to the Union, you fool, otherwise you’ll have them 

demonstrating outside the flats and exorcising the hell out of the neighbours.

Basil: You’re right, I’ll do that.

Rosemary: I should hope so, have I ever given you bad advice?

Basil: Yes, often.

Rosemary: When?

Basil: When you advised me to lend your brother money for his new invention and it didn’t 

work.

Rosemary: The elites were against the project.

Basil: That may be but making petrol from the water left over after washing dishes is 

ridiculous. It had no hope of working.

(Bangs away on the keys then closes the laptop.)

Basil:  That’s done.  He’ll call me back in the morning and I’ll soon be rid of you.

Rosemary: This is my home, we bought it together.  I will stay if I want to.  So there!  I can play 

rough too; you bring in the exorcist and I will put a contract out on you.

Basil: Look at me, I’m scared. (Bravely)

Rosemary: You should be, when the assassin comes, you will probably faint in fright!

Basil: I will not!

Rosemary: Yeah, right.

Curtain down to indicate time passing.



LIFE’S JUST A MERRY GO ROUND – ACT 1 - SCENE 2 - BIBLE SALESMAN 

The next day

(Basil needs to change his clothes.)

On Rise:

There is a tea tray on the centre table with coffee and tea cups and stuff on it.

Basil is sitting in the lounge on the centre chair drinking coffee and reading something on his laptop.

The doorbell rings.  Basil opens the door.  In the doorway stands a large, formidable-looking man, 

neatly but not well dressed, carrying a briefcase.

Man: “Are you ready to make things right with your maker?”

Basil: Huh!  (Gasped, open-mouthed.)

(Without further ado, the man pushes his way into the lounge.  Basil follows, quite at a loss.)

Basil: Look here, you can’t come bursting in here without asking – get out! (Blusters.  The 

man takes no notice.)

Basil: Are you the c…., c….,counsellor?  (Panicky, Mumbles.)

Man: You could call me that.  I am here to get you on the path to eternal life. 

Basil: What?

Man: Admit it, man.  You are a bad man, aren’t you?

Basil: I suppose so.  No, not really.

Man: Do you think the world will miss you when you’re gone?

Basil: I’ve never thought about it.

Man: Well, think about it.  You want the world to remember you as a good man, don’t you?

Basil: Yes, I suppose so.

Man: You suppose so?  Man up, you coward and face your destiny with courage.

Basil: Who are you?

Man: Do you read the bible?

Basil: No, well, sometimes,…… not really.

Man: You should read the bible every day.  I have a quote that I use at these times which is 

appropriate at this time and for you.  It is: “Ezekiel 25:17.” “The path of the righteous 

man is beset on all sides by the iniquities of the selfish and the tyranny of evil men. 

Blessed is he, who in the name of charity and goodwill shepherds the weak through 

the valley of darkness, for he is truly his brother’s keeper and the finder of lost 



children. And I will strike down upon thee with great vengeance and furious anger 

those who would attempt to poison and destroy my brothers. And you will know my 

name is the Lord when I lay my vengeance upon thee.”

Basil: (Frightened.) But I am not a bad man.

Man: You have been judged and found guilty. The Lord will lay his vengeance upon you.

Basil: Uh!

Man: Yes, the Lord will strike you down just as he did with those sinners at Sodom and 

Gomorrah.

Basil: No, he didn’t!

Man: Of course, he did, it says so in Bible and the Bible is the Holy Word of God.

Basil: That may be, but Lot got away.

Man: He was the Lord’s servant.

Basil: He was a child abuser and a prospective murderer.

Man: He was not.

Basil: He offered his daughters to be raped and murdered.  That’s a crime in anyone’s book.

Man: Women didn’t count in those days so it wasn’t a crime.  Stop arguing about the Bible; 

do you know the poem; Abou ben Adhem?

Basil: Yes, what has that got to do with anything?

Man: If an angel was writing down the names of those who love God, would yours be 

there?

Basil: I suppose so.

Man: But do you know so? If your soul was claimed tonight can you be sure of where it will 

go?

Basil: Go to hell!!

Man: I am sure you don’t mean that!  Watch your language, everything you do or say or 

think is written down and will be used against you at the final judgement.  (Beat)

Basil: What judgement?

Man: All will be judged on the last day.  The sinners will be found guilty and cast into 

eternal darkness. 

Basil: You mean where Eskom provides electricity?  (Eskom is an electricity utility.)

Man: (Ignores this) And there will be weeping and gnashing of teeth.

Basil: What about people who have no teeth?

Man: God will provide implants.

Basil: My medical aid doesn’t cover implants.



Man: You won’t need medical aid in the afterlife. (Beat)

Basil: Well, that’ll save me a lot of money.

Man: Please stop arguing and let me tell you about our special offer.

Basil: Special offer?

Man: Yes, for the month of June we are offering discount vouchers for the collections in 

church if you purchase a bible during the month. (Use the month in which the play is 

presented.)

Basil: But I don’t go to church, so it’s no use to me.                                                                         

Man: Is your wife home?

Basil: Yes and no.  (Mumbles.)

Man: She either is or isn’t.  Get your facts straight man!  (Barks)

Basil: Well, she’s’ here but she isn’t.  You see she’s dead.

Man: Dead.  I am sorry for your loss.  In that case, I will help you to join her in eternal 

happiness.

Basil:  (Panicky.)  I’ll call her.  Darling, the counsellor is here.

(Rosemary comes into the room from the kitchen.) 

Rosemary: Hello, I’m Rosemary.

Man: Who are you?  (Startled.)

Basil: She just told you. My wife, Rosemary.

Man: I thought you said she was dead.

Basil: She is dead; she’s a ghost.

Man: Don’t play with me, mister, this is serious business.  Your eternal soul is a stake here.

Rosemary: Tell him.  You can’t expect to get away with murdering your wife.  And what about my

mental anguish?  I tell you it’s no fun being murdered by your husband. It’s horrible! I 

will probably suffer from Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder for the rest of my life.

Basil: What life, you’re dead, remember.  Honestly, don’t ever you listen to a thing I say?

Rosemary: Yes, I know I’m dead; you murderer!

Basil: Shut up, Rosemary.

Rosemary: What will you do if I don’t, murder me again?

(Man: (The man sits there, open-mouthed.)  Yyyoou didn’t murder her?

Basil: Yes, I threw her off a cliff at Golden Gate. Would you like some tea or coffee? (Use 

any cliffs near a border that suit the country in which the play is presented.)

Man: T….,Tea!  Please.

Basil: Milk and sugar?



Man: Just milk please, not too much.

Basil: Some cake? 

Basil picks a wicked-looking knife, to cut the cake.

Man: Yes, please.

(Basil cuts a slice and takes the plate to the man, whilst holding the knife in a seemingly aggressive 

pose.)  

Man: I’ve just remembered, I have an urgent appointment. 

(Runs for the door and scrambles through.)

Basil: You haven’t had your tea.  (Waving the knife.)

He sees the briefcase, and calls after him.

Basil: And, you’ve left your briefcase.  

(The man has already gone.)  (Sounds of stumbling downstairs.)

Basil: What a strange marriage counsellor.  (Coming back into the room.)

Rosemary: That wasn’t the marriage counsellor; the counsellor is a woman.

Basil: Then who was that?

Rosemary: I have no idea, what did he say to you?

Basil: Something about us being together for all eternity.

Rosemary: Sounds marvellous!

Basil: I never thought of that when I killed you.

Rosemary: Killed, killed, why don’t you come out and say murdered?  You’re such a wimp!

Basil: I wonder who he was?

Rosemary: Look in the case you idiot.

Basil opens the case and religious tracts and posters fall out.  Basil picks up a poster to examine more 

closely so that the audience can see.  .

Rosemary A bloody Bible salesman and you were scared out of your wits!

Basil I was not! (Indignantly)

Rosemary You really are a ‘fraidy cat aren’t you, what will you do when the real assassin comes, 

faint?

Lights down

 



LIFE’S JUST A MERRY GO ROUND – ACT 1 - SCENE 3 - THE ASSASSIN 

Later the same day

On Rise:

Basil and Rosemary are sitting in the lounge, Basil on the sofa and Rosemary in a chair facing the table

on stage upstage right.  

There is a tray with a carafe of water and some glasses against the wall stage centre left.

Basil’s cell phone rings. Basil answers it.  (It is the exorcist.)

Basil: Hello. (Listens to phone.) Yes, that will be fine, today at 4;00 then.  Bye.  (Puts the 

phone own.)

Basil: (To Rosemary.)  That was the exorcist, he is coming today and I shall be rid of you forever.

Rosemary: Remember, I warned you.  Call in an exorcist and you will be sorry!

(Rosemary waltzes off into the kitchen. Lights down except for stage front.  A grey-haired man comes 

on from stage left and stops at stage centre.  He checks that his guns in his shoulder and ankle holsters

are secure, checks his arm for a knife up his sleeve.  Checks his neck for a knife hanging down his back. 

Checks his trouser pocket for a cosh. Exits stage right.  stage lights on.)

(The doorbell rings.)

Basil opens the door to an elderly grey-haired man.

Prompt: For those in the audience who are fortunate enough not to able to see the stage: The 

man, unbeknownst to Basil but beknownst to us, is a paid assassin.  The assassin is 

rather short-sighted and has come to the wrong address.  Basil thinks he is the 

marriage counsellor. (Prompt is optional.)

Assassin: I have come as arranged from your enquiry through the internet.  Are you the party 

who made the request?

Basil: Yes.  Please come in and sit down.

Assassin: Here is my card.  (Hands Basil a business card.)

Assassin: Nice flat you have here.  Lots of trophies and ribbons.  Goes to peer closely at them.  

They’re your wife’s?

Basil: Yes, she is, was, a very good wall climber.  Represented the Province / County a 

couple of times.

Assassin: You must be proud of her?

Basil: I suppose I am, was.



Basil: (Cursorily reading the card.)  Francis (Papa) Rika.  Papa?

Assassin: I have been called that since I was a small boy, I suppose because I took care of the 

ones smaller than I.

The man sits down in the chair nearest the entrance door.

Assassin: I see you have water there, could I have a glass please?

Basil: Certainly, ice?

Assassin: Yes, please.

(Basil gets the water and ice and hands to glass to the man.  The man tries to take the glass and 

almost misses it.)

Basil: I have never been in counselling before; tell me about something about yourself, how

you work and your experience in the field before we get started. Breaking the ice, so 

to speak.

Assassin: Well, I’ve been in the profession nearly 50 years.

Basil: You must have started very young?

Assassin: How old you have to be?

Basil: Well, it must have been difficult when you started out with little or no experience?

Assassin: Yes, I admit that it wasn’t easy at first but once you’ve done a few, it got easier. 

Basil: Yes, it must be difficult coping with all that conflict, husbands and wives who hate 

each other’s guts and are at each other’s throats all the time.

Assassin: Yes, it was difficult but my father always said that you should stand back from the 

conflict and not take sides.

Basil: Your parents must have been proud of you.

Assassin: Yes, they were, my father was especially proud of me, gave me every 

encouragement, taught me a lot.

Basil: Sounds, like a marvellous childhood.  Are your parents still living?

Assassin: No, they died in a motor accident when I was in my teens.

Basil: Oh! I am sorry to hear that, what kind of accident? 

Assassin: The car they were in blew up.

Basil: That’s terrible, did the police catch the people who did it?

Assassin: No, unfortunately, they died when the police were about to arrest them.

Basil: Well, they got what they deserved.

Assassin: Yes, they did. 

Basil: How did they die?

Assassin: They died of Anthrax.



Basil: That’s terrible. How did they caught it, it is not often found these days.

Assassin: I know, it was difficult. So, I took over the family business, so to speak.

Basil: You obviously like your job or you would not have been doing it for so long?

Assassin: I think of myself as performing a public service.

Basil: What do you like most about your work?

Assassin: When I have helped the client, they often, if fact mostly, have this feeling of great 

relief; a burden lifted.  Nearly, always, they cry, men and women, both.  I have found 

it necessary to carry a packet of tissues. Sometimes I have even had to change my 

clothes because they are so wet from the tears.

Basil: It must be very rewarding work. 

Assassin: Oh yes.  I always go to bed with a sense of accomplishment of a job well done. 

Helping people is really a joy.  I don’t want to sound all holy and that but it gives you a

lovely warm feeling when you help people out of their misery.

Basil: Not many people can say that these days.

Assassin: No, they can’t.  I feel that I am privileged to work in my profession.

Basil: How many people have you “helped?”

Assassin: Oh, I lost track years ago; I think it best not to keep records so I can’t count how many

it’s been.  Probably about 200.

Basil: That’s quite a lot!

Assassin: Not really, taken against the population of South Africa, it’s hardly any. (Use any 

country.)

Basil: Have you any references?

Assassin: No, but I can tell you that I have never failed to help a client.

Basil: There must be many people that you have helped, who would be pleased to 

recommend you.  You must be quite well-known.

Assassin: No, not if I can help it.

Basil: I would have thought that being well known would be an advantage in your job.

Assassin: No way, I keep as low a profile as possible.  Nothing puts off potential customers as 

the thought that they might find themselves on social media or in supermarket 

tabloids or on the news

Basil: I can see that.  (Doubtfully.)  You must have had some times when you were 

unsuccessful?

Assassin: No, I must say that I have never had a complaint from a client.

Basil: That is very good.



Assassin: Not really, you know, dead men tell no tales, I always say.  Now tell me what your 

problem is and I will see how I can solve it.

Basil: It’s my wife; she won’t leave me alone, always looking at me with here accusing eyes. 

I can’t go anywhere but she is there.  Even when I shower, she is there, staring at me. 

I have tried to chase her away but it never works, no matter what I try.

Assassin: She sounds like a real nuisance.

Basil: If you can help me, I will be very grateful.  How do you go about it?

Assassin: I don’t have a favourite method; I prefer to vary my methods so as not to attract 

unnecessary attention. And it also depends on the habits of the person involved.

Basil: Well, you’re the expert; I put us in your capable hands.

Assassin: When I solve a problem, no one knows what’s happening. (Proudly.)

Basil: You must be very subtle.  You mean my wife won’t realise what’s happening?

Assassin: No, she will never know a thing.  Can you give me an idea of your wife’s movements 

and a recent photograph, please?

Basil: Oh, other than her staring at me, I don’t know her movements.  But I can give you a 

photograph.  Full body or a portrait?

Assassin: Portrait will do.  Doesn’t she work or go shopping?  When does she go to the 

hairdresser?

Basil: I don’t know, she always looks the same.

Assassin: I can see why she is pissed with you; you never notice anything.  You are an unfeeling 

bugger, aren’t you?  

Basil: No, I always used to notice her clothes; it’s just that she has not changed them lately.

Assassin: I apologise.  But surely, she must have changed her clothes.

Basil: No, not since Golden Gate.

Assassin: What happened at Golden Gate?

Basil: That’s when I did it.

Assassin: Did what?

Basil: Got rid of her.

Assassin: Strange, I have heard of people getting married at Golden Gate but not “divorced.”

Basil: No, I pushed her off a cliff.

(And then the phone rings.)

Basil: Excuse me while I get it.

Assassin: Of course.

Basil: Hello.



Caller: Mr Spicer, I am sorry I have been delayed; I have been taking one of my patients to 

hospital after her husband assaulted her in my office.  I will be with you shortly.

Basil: What sort of doctor are you that husbands assault their wives in your office?

Caller: I am a marriage counsellor. Yes, not that it is any concern of yours. 

Basil: He must have been really angry with her to do that.

Caller: Yes, but I have great hopes of reconciliation between the couple.

Basil: I think that you are rather optimistic.  Who are you anyway?

Caller: Meg Nutter; Your marriage counsellor.

Basil: Oh!  (Hanging up.)  That was the Marriage Counsellor.  Who are you?

Assassin: I might ask the same thing; I came in answer to an email for someone who wanted a 

wife disposed of and now I find you have already done it.  You’re wasting my time!  I 

am overloaded with work as it is.  That’s why I haven’t had the time to see an 

Optometrist.

Basil: I did not email you; you must have the wrong address.

Assassin: Is this not 623 Gareen court?

Basil: No, this is 633 Garden court. 

Assassin: Oh dear, I have made a mistake.  I must get my eyes tested.  

Basil: (Aghast.)  You are an assassin?

Assassin: Yes, that is my life’s work.

Basil: How can you work in a job like that when your eyesight is so bad? How do you shoot 

people?

Assassin: I generally don’t shoot people, never did much of that anyway, it is too messy and 

leaves too much evidence behind.

Basil: Evidence?

Assassin: Bullets and sometimes, cartridge cases.  (He paused.) Not to mention gunshot residue

all over your clothes. GSR is bastard to get out of clothes unless you know a specialist 

cleaner. And you have to get rid of the gun afterwards.

Basil: You could use a revolver- no cartridge cases.

Assassin: Good thinking but it is difficult to silence a revolver.

Basil: Never thought of that.  It can’t be easy being an assassin, having to think up new 

ways of killing people.

Assassin: Thankfully, I have always had a creative turn of mind.

Basil: Sadly, I have not, so, being a hitman might be difficult for me.

Assassin: Not necessarily; tell me how did it feel when you murdered your wife?  



Basil: Good, I suppose. 

Assassin: And?

Basil: A feeling of relief, even.  Why do you ask?

Assassin: I have more work than I can cope with.  Did anyone suspect anything?

Basil: Not at all, the police were quite satisfied.  My Mother-in-law suspects something but 

what can she do without evidence?

Assassin: How exactly did you do it?

Basil: She went close to the edge of a cliff to get a better view.  I went up behind her and 

pushed her off.

Assassin: Did you look over the edge?

Basil: No, I didn’t, in case anyone saw me looking over.

Assassin: Good thinking!  What did you do then?

Basil: I sat down for about half-an-hour and then went back down to the hotel where I said 

that she was missing. They organised a search party but she was not found.

Assassin: And then?

Basil: They called the police to report the incident.  The police also searched but found 

nothing.  By that time, it was getting dark so the search was called off and resumed 

the next morning.

Assassin: And?

Basil: Her body was never found, so the police said that I could come home.

Assassin: You sure that the police did not suspect anything?

Basil: Yes, I took a couple of onions with me and rubbed my eyes so that they were red and 

inflamed.  They thought I was grieving.

Assassin: A nice neat job, congratulations!

Basil: From a professional like you that is praise indeed. (Proudly)

Assassin: How do you feel about doing that professionally?

Basil: What?  (Beat.)  You mean – murdering people?

Assassin: Yes, it’s a very rewarding job and the pay is not bad.  I have a house by the sea and 

another in France.

Basil: I don’t know, I don’t think I could…….. murder people.

Assassin: You murdered your wife, didn’t you?

Basil: Yes, but she was damn’ annoying, it was easy to do.

Assassin: Other people’s, husbands and wives are annoying too, they need help.

Basil: Well, since you put it that way…..



Assassin: Well, think about it.  You have my card.  

Basil: (Reading the card again.)  Francis (Papa) Rika. Pest removals?

Assassin: Not too far from the truth.  Oh, and the Francis was my father’s idea.  He was very 

fond of St Francis of Assisi; the patron saint of Assissins, you know.  My father was a 

good man, always helping the poor and worked in the bereavement ministry in the 

church, comforting the families who had lost someone.

Basil: But didn’t he kill people?

Assassin: Yes, but never with any malice or anger or revenge.  It was his job to help people and 

he was careful to keep his business and private lives separate. I have followed his 

example and I also work with the poor and bereaved.

Basil: Well…. Okay.

Assassin: (Getting up and going to the door.)  I hope to hear from you soon, Cheers!

Basil: I will think about it.

Assassin: Do that!

Basil: (Closing the door.)  Goodbye.

(Rosemary comes into the room.)

Rosemary: Who was that, dear?

Basil: Wrong address.

Rosemary: Oh! I thought it might have been the marriage counsellor.

Basil: Oh, she phoned, she is running late, apparently a couple came to blows in her office 

and she had to take the woman to hospital for treatment.

Rosemary: Oh, dear!

Basil: See how lucky you are, I never lift a finger to you.

Rosemary: No, you just murder me.

Basil: You got what was coming to you.

Rosemary: That’s mean, I hope the counsellor explains your nastiness to you!

Basil: Fat chance!

Lights down. 

 



LIFE’S JUST A MERRY GO ROUND – ACT 1 – SCENE 4 - THE MARRIAGE COUNSELLOR 

On Rise:

Basil and Rosemary are sitting in the lounge, Basil on the sofa and Rosemary in a chair facing the table

on stage left.  Basil is surfing the net.

Basil: We’ve been to a marriage counsellor before and it didn’t help.

Rosemary: Yes, it did, she encouraged us to compromise.

Basil: Yes, all I had to do was admit I was wrong and you agreed with me.  It cost me a lot of

money for the privilege of having another woman telling me I am stupid.

Rosemary: (Aside) But you are stupid.

Basil: What was that?

Rosemary: Nothing. Now listen, I don’t want her to see me, I’d prefer that you have individual 

counselling.  When she comes, I will hide in the kitchen, OK?

Basil: OK, whatever.

(The doorbell rings, Rosemary darts into the kitchen, closing the door behind her.  Basil answers the 

door.)

Basil: Good day, may I help you?

Counsellor: Yes, my name is Meg Nutter, your marriage counsellor.

Basil: Ah, yes. Good day, come in. (steps aside to let her in.)

Basil: Would you like some tea or coffee?

Counsellor: No thanks, I’ve just had some.

Basil: How is your patient by the way?

Counsellor: Much better, just a couple of stitches.  They discharged her quite quickly and I took 

her back home.

Basil: Was that a good idea?

Counsellor: Yes, they must learn to communicate.  I see that you have quite a collection of medals

and cups. How did you get them?

Basil: They’re actually my wife’s medals.  She is/was a semi-pro wall climber.

Counsellor: You must be very proud of her. But let us get back to you. Your wife told me that she 

would prefer for you to see me alone.  Is that acceptable?

Basil: Yes, of course.  She has gone out.



Counsellor: Good. Now tell me what you think the main problem is with your marriage.

Basil: She constantly talks over me.

Rosemary: i do not! (Offstage.)

Counsellor: Who was that?

Basil: The parrot.

Counsellor: Oh! I love parrots, what kind is it?

Basil: A Falkland Pink.

Counsellor: I have bred parrots for 20 years or more and I have never heard of a breed with that 

name.

Basil: They’re very rare.

Counsellor: They must be, can I see it, please?

Basil: No.

Counsellor: Why not?

Basil: It’s dead.

Counsellor: Well what did I hear then?

Basil: You heard the parrot.

Counsellor: But you said that It’s dead?

Basil: They’re dead.

Counsellor: Oh, I’m so sorry, did you have a pair?

Basil: Yes, they both passed on. The male first and then the female died of a broken heart.

Counsellor: That is so sad. I am sorry for your loss. (Sympathetically)

Basil: Thank you. When they died, we had them stuffed and we play recordings of them 

talking and that.

Counsellor: That’s sweet, did you have them mounted?

Basil: No just holding hands

Counsellor: Can I see them then?

Basil: No.

Counsellor: Why not?

Basil: We have put them in a sort of shrine and my wife doesn’t want anybody to see it.

Counsellor: (Aside.)   Falkland pink parrots or not, the bird in question here is Cuckoo.

Basil: What? What did you say, the parrot is squawking very loudly?

Counsellor: Nothing. Now tell me one incident that made you decide to consult a marriage 

counsellor.  I mean the two of you.

Basil: She told me we couldn't afford whiskey anymore and I'd have to stop drinking it.



Counsellor: What kind of whiskey do you like?

Basil: Glen Fiddich, single malt.

Counsellor: That is a very expensive whiskey, I can understand your wife wanting to cut back on 

expenses.

Basil: In a way, I can too but then I caught her spending a ton of money on Dior make-up. 

So, I asked her, how come I had to give up stuff and not her. 

Counsellor: What did she say?

Basil: She said she needed the make-up to look pretty for me. 

Counsellor: And then, what did you reply?

Basil: I told her that was what the whiskey was for.

Counsellor: (Aside.) Looking at this twit, his wife needed to drink the whiskey and a lot of it!  

(Beat.) Was that wise?

Basil: No, I suppose not.

Counsellor: Did you try to make amends for your saying that?

Basil: Yes, I offered to make dinner…….

Rosemary: Yes, he did. He warmed up a Woolies dinner. (Woolies is an upmarket South African 

supermarket.)

Counsellor: What was that?

Basil: I didn’t say anything.

Counsellor: I could have sworn that I heard…. Never mind, on a rating from 1 to 10, how happy 

are you?

Basil: 1 being not and 10 being good, or the other way around?

Counsellor: 10 being very good.

Basil: Strictly speaking, nought should be not happy. Because if you use 1 to 10, you have 

no real midpoint where as if you use a scale from 0 to 10 then you get 5 as the 

midpoint.  Much neater, don’t you think?

Prompt: Counsellor rolls her eyes.

(Sounds of ball bearings rolling on a steel tray.)

Counsellor: Use whatever number you prefer.

Basil: Four

Rosemary: Eight!

Counsellor: Make up your mind, which is it?

Basil: Four.

Counsellor: How is your sex life?



Basil: Is this a 1 to 10 thing?

Counsellor: Up to you.

Basil: So, so.

Counsellor: How often have you had sex this week?

Basil: Starting Sunday or Monday?  Some churches forbid their members to have sex on 

Sundays. And there are other religions that forbid sex on Fridays and Saturdays.

Counsellor: Are you religious?

Basil: No, not at all.

Counsellor: Then why bring it up?

Basil: Well, I, er, umm.

Counsellor: Ok, then. How often do you have sex?

Basil: Infrequently

Counsellor: Is that one word or two?

Basil: Well………….

Counsellor: Tell me, how close are you?

Basil: How do you mean?

Counsellor: Do you discuss things?

Basil: Like what?

Counsellor: Your work, the people at work, your achievements, her achievements, her friends, 

the neighbourhood scandal.

Basil: I can’t say.  Is it important?

Counsellor: It’s an indication of the state of your marriage.

Basil: Good or bad?

Counsellor: Let’s just say it fills in the pieces in the puzzle. (Aside.) This fool has lots of pieces 

missing.  

Basil: I’m sorry, what did you say?

Counsellor: I said, It’s cool to hear geeses hissing.

Basil: I suppose so. (Puzzled.)

Counsellor: Do you attend each other’s work functions?

Basil: No, she won’t go to mine and I am not invited to hers.

Counsellor: What about other functions that you like to go to, say a prize-giving and you had won 

a prize at your golf club?

Basil: No.

Counsellor: Is there any reason why not?



Basil: She says that the men there are very “touchy, feely.”

Counsellor: Are they?

Basil: Not really. If anything, she flirts with them.

Counsellor: Do you object if it goes further than mild flirting?

Basil: I did but she said it was just harmless fun.

Counsellor: I see. Does your wife work?

Basil: No.  I earn a good salary.

Counsellor: But you said that you were not invited to her work functions?

Basil: She does volunteer work.

Counsellor: Commendable!   Does that require trips away from home?

Basil: Yes, it does, sometimes.

Counsellor: Are you happy about that?

Basil: Is this another 1 – 10 thing?

Counsellor: Whatever you like?

Basil: On the whole, no.

Counsellor: I see.  Why not?

Rosemary: He has to make his own dinner.

Basil: Shut up. Bee!

Counsellor:        Tell me, how can you tell a machine to shut up?

Basil: Voice control.

Counsellor:        Doesn’t work too well does it?

Basil: You know technology, it doesn’t always work.

Counsellor:        Why are you not happy about her trips?

Basil: I dunno; it just seems right that a woman should stay home with her husband.

Counsellor:         So, you feel lonely and left out?

Basil: Is that bad?

Counsellor: Just building up a picture of your marriage. 

Basil: How does the picture look?

Counsellor: I’m getting the picture but there are a lot of empty spaces.  (Aside.) Like between 

your ears. Do you feel like you cannot effectively communicate with your wife?

Basil: When I try to, she always interrupts.

Rosemary: I do not!

Counsellor:        The Parrot?

Basil: Yes.



Counsellor:        What does your spouse do that repeatedly offends you or hurts your feelings?

Basil: ` Never stops talking when I want to say something.

Rosemary: That’s because you are an idiot.

Counsellor:        I must say that that is a very intelligent parrot.  But, if it is dead, how does it talk?

Basil: We made a recording of its voice and the player plays phrases randomly.

Counsellor:        Like artificial intelligence?  (Aside.) Any form of intelligence is lacking in this moron.

Basil: I’m sorry, I didn’t catch that.

Counsellor:         I said like artificial intelligence?

Basil: Yes, something like that,

Counsellor:         What one thing would you change in your marriage, if you could change anything?

Basil: No……except one thing, which I’ve done already, call in an exorcist.

Counsellor:         Exorcist?

Basil: Did I say that, sorry, my mind was wandering.

Rosemary: Around in the vast space you call your head.

Counsellor:        Who makes most of the decisions in your family?

Basil: I do! (A bit of bravado.)

Counsellor: What percentage of the decisions do you make?

Basil: 80%? (Trying to find a value that seems reasonable.) 

Counsellor: I see.  Does your wife participate in the discussion around the decision?

Basil:  Oh, Yes!

Counsellor: What happens if you make a decision that she doesn’t like?

Rosemary: He wouldn’t dare!

Counsellor: What was that?

Basil: The parrot.  Her name was Bee.  We used to instruct her to fly and land on a 

particular chair, we would say, “Bee wooden chair.”

Counsellor: Would your wife accept your decisions?

Basil: Well, actually, not always.

Counsellor: About how often does she not accept your decisions?

Basil: Is this a 1 to 10 thing?

Counsellor: Any way that you prefer.

Basil: Umnnn…..

Counsellor: Basil, may I call you Basil?

Basil: Yes.

Counsellor: I can’t help you if I do not have all the facts.



Basil: A lot of the times.

Counsellor: Good! Now we’re getting somewhere. Tell me. Who should be in charge in your 

marriage? 

Basil: I should, of course.

Counsellor: Why, “Of course?”

Basil: I’m the man of the house.

Rosemary: And he has my permission to say so.

Counsellor: Are you sure that parrot is dead?

Basil: Yes, of course.  It is a dead parrot, it is an ex-parrot, it has ceased to exist…….

Counsellor: Please stop your bad Monty Python impressions and concentrate on my reason for 

being here.

Basil: Sorry.

Counsellor: Why do you think that the man of the house should make all the decisions?

Basil: I didn’t say all the decisions, just most of them.

Counsellor: Does it worry you that your wife makes most of the decisions?

Basil: Yes, it does.

Counsellor: Why does it worry you?

Basil: It’s not right.

Counsellor: Did your Father make most of the decisions in your family?

Basil: Yes, he did. Always.

Rosemary: When he was sober!

Counsellor: What was that?

Basil: The parrot

Counsellor: Did he drink? (Beat.) (Aside.) Why am I listening to a parrot? On the other hand, why 

not, it’s more intelligent than this imbecile.

Basil: Yes, he drank to forget my Mother.

Counsellor: I’m sorry to hear that, were they divorced or was she dead?

Basil: Neither, that’s why he drank.

Prompt: (Rolls her eyes.) (Sounds of ball bearings on a metal tray.)

Counsellor: Let’s talk about your conflicts.

Basil: Ok.

Counsellor: Do you argue?

Basil: All couples argue!

Counsellor: Of course, but how do you resolve your differences?



Basil: I am a bit confused.

Counsellor: (Aside.) A bit? Ok, let me put it another way.  Did you have an argument yesterday?

Basil: No.

Counsellor: The day before?

Basil: No.

Counsellor: When last did you argue?

Basil: About a month ago.

Counsellor: Good, we are starting get somewhere!  Tell me, what one thing that you think your 

wife should never do? 

Basil: Nag!

Counsellor: What does your wife nag you about?

Rosemary: Have you got all day?

Basil: Shut up, Bee!

Counsellor: They say that a nagging wife is one who cares.  When she stops nagging, then there is

real trouble in the marriage.

Basil: Why?

Counsellor: She has already planned your death.

Basil: Really?

Counsellor: No, of course not, I was just joking.

Basil: If you had a wife like mine you would want her to kill you!

Counsellor: I want to kill you!

Basil: Sorry, what was that, I didn’t hear you over the noise of the parrot?

Counsellor: I said, who would want to kill you? (Aside.) I’ll bet that there’s a long queue.

Basil: ?????

Counsellor: I said that when I play snooker, I use a long cue

Basil: My cue is of normal length.

Counsellor: I’m sorry to hear that.

Rosemary: He’s lying.

Basil: No, I am not!!!

Counsellor: Let’s get back to the counselling; you haven’t argued for a month.  To what do you 

attribute that fact?

Basil: I killed her.

Counsellor: Of course, you did. (As if speaking to a deranged idiot.)

Basil: No, I really did.  I pushed her off a cliff at Golden Gate.



Counsellor: And then what happened?

Basil: I came home to pure bliss, that is until she turned up.

Counsellor: She did?

Basil: Yes, now I can’t get rid of her.  

Counsellor: I see.  So, she is alive?

Basil: No, she is dead, she is haunting me.

Counsellor: How does she manifest herself?

Basil: What?

Counsellor: How does she appear?

Basil: She walks around the flat as if nothing was wrong.

Counsellor: I see. 

Basil: I called in in an exorcist so she has threatened to have me killed if I do.

Counsellor: Do you think that she would call in a, what do they call it?  A contract killer?

Counsellor: (Aside) If he has the nerve to tell me all this crap; why haven’t I got the guts to hit him

with this vase?

Basil: Oh, yes. She is a mean vindictive bitch.

Rosemary: No! I’m not, that is terrible, how can you say that?

Counsellor: The parrot? (Sceptically.)

Basil: Yes.

Counsellor: When does she appear? 

Basil: Well, every day.

Counsellor: When during the day?

Basil: Any time during the day.

Counsellor: Not at night?

Basil: No.

Counsellor: I see. Tell me, how did you two meet?

Basil: A dating site.

Counsellor: Interesting?

Rosemary: I should never have believed his bio!  His mother must have written when she was 

stoned.

Counsellor: The parrot?

Basil: Yes.

Counsellor: (To herself.)  Cuckoo is an understatement, but he is paying for a home consultation, 

so who cares. Tell me about your father. 



Basil: What would you like to know?

Counsellor: Was he strict, was he soft, did he play with you?

Basil: I suppose he was a bit so-so.  He wasn’t too strict and he wasn’t too soft.

Counsellor: He drank?

Basil: Yes.

Counsellor: how as he when he was drunk, did he beat you?

Basil: No, he spoilt us if anything.

Counsellor: Generally, a good father?

Basil: Yes.

Counsellor: Did your father make most of the decisions in the house?

Basil: Yes, he did.  He was a real man!

Counsellor: And you don’t think that you are?

Basil: Yes, of course! (Forcefully)

Counsellor: But your wife dominates you, even from the grave?

Basil: I suppose she does.

Rosemary: Damn right, who would listen to this wimp?

Counsellor: (To Basil.)  What do you think that you could do about remedying the situation?

Basil: Well, I killed her.

Counsellor: Of course, you did. (Patronisingly.) I think you should consider what you can do to be 

more assertive.

(looks at her watch.)  I see time’s up. Think about what I said.

(Counsellor goes to the door which Basil opens for her.)

Counsellor: Well goodbye, Basil.

Basil: Yes, goodbye. (Closes the door behind the Counsellor.)

Curtain down



LIFE’S JUST A MERRY GO ROUND – ACT 1 – SCENE 5 - THE INSURANCE REPRESENTATIVE & 
POLICEMAN 

On Rise:
Basil is surfing the net.

The doorbell rings.  Basil goes to open it.  Two men are standing there.

Basil: Good morning, can I help you?

Assessor: Good morning, I am from the Garlick and company, Insurance Ltd and this is 

Detective Sergeant Pepper.

Basil: Pleased to meet you. Come in and sit down.  (They sit on the 2 chairs moving them to 

face Basil in the centre.) (To Sergeant Pepper.)  And how is your Lonely Hearts Club Band?

Sergeant: What are you talking about?

Basil: Never mind, have you brought the money?

Assessor: No, I am afraid not.

Basil: Why not, I’ve been waiting weeks for it? (Tetchily)

Assessor: Well sir, it’s like this; the police have not yet closed the case and until that is done, we

can’t pay you out.

Basil: What’s the delay?

Sergeant: We have not yet found your wife’s body.  Until we can do that and can determine 

how she died, we can’t close the case.

Basil: Well, we know how she died, she fell off a cliff!

Assessor: That may be sir, but how did she fall?

Basil: Lost her footing, maybe went too close to the edge and it crumbled, how would I 

know?  That is the job of the police to find out.  Bloody incompetent bastards!  

Sergeant: Now then, Sir, there is no reason to get upset.

Basil: Excuse me for a second. (Goes off into kitchen.)

Prompt: Basil is cutting an onion which he applies to his eyes.

(Basil returns to the room.)

Basil: Wild animals have probably destroyed her body, poor Rosemary. (Sobs)

Sergeant: There are no wild animals in that vicinity that could have consumed your wife’s body.

Basil: Consumed, that is awful, poor Rosemary. (Sobs) She must have bounced off the cliff 

wall leaving her remains behind and travelled so fast that her body shattered at the 

bottom so that small animals could have eaten her body. (Sobs.)

Sergeant: You should have paid attention in the Science lessons when you were at school. The 

cliff is not nearly high enough for that.  We checked anyway. She did not bounce off 



the cliff on her way down – we sent a helicopter, a drone and a forensic scientist to 

check.

Basil: Maybe she dislodged part of the cliff as she went down and it fell on her and covered 

her up?

Sergeant: We used ground penetrating radar and sniffer dogs to try to find her body…….no luck.

Basil: Where did she go, then?

Assessor: You tell us……..

Basil: I’ve already told you!

Sergeant: Until we recover her body, we can only assume that she is a missing person.

Basil: That means?

Assessor: No pay out until she is declared officially dead.

Basil: When will that be?

Assessor: It depends on the circumstances.  You have to apply to court for a declaration that 

she is dead.

Basil: How long will that take?

Assessor: In this case, many years, possibly, never.

Sergeant: You see sir, we have only your word for it.  Let’s assume that she did fall, was the fall 

intentional or unintentional?

Basil: I’m sorry, I don’t understand?

Sergeant: If she fell accidentally, that is one thing, if she meant to jump that is another.  If she 

was pushed that is yet a different story.

Basil: Are you accusing me of pushing her?

Sergeant: No sir, just laying out the possibilities. (Suddenly hard.) Did you push her?

Basil: No, I did not, look here, I don’t like what you’re implying.

Sergeant: I’m not implying anything.

Basil: Well……

Sergeant: Not all the forensic analysis has been completed.  What do you think that they might 

find?

Basil: (Pause while he collects his thoughts.) Look, I’ve told the other policemen my story, 

why must we go over it again?

Sergeant: (Says nothing. Waits for Basil to talk.)

Basil: I was walking and when I looked around, she was gone. I searched and searched, but 

she was gone.



Sergeant: The forensic staff are analysing the sequence of the footprints in the area.  What do 

you think that they might find?

Basil: (Pause.)  Exactly what I told you. (Trace of hysteria.) Why are you asking this? 

Sergeant: We want to sort this out as quickly as possible. Police are questioning the hotel staff 

and the residents. Is there any reason why someone might have seen your wife after 

you went up into the mountains?

Basil: (Pauses while he thinks.) Only if she went back down the mountain and why would 

she do that?

Sergeant: If she was leaving you, perhaps…..

Basil: We were a devoted couple, our friends often remarked on it.

Sergeant: So, you believe that she would not leave you?

Basil: Of course, I do!

Sergeant: I wonder if we might go through that again, sir. Do you think your wife might have 

jumped?

Basil: Why do you ask?  

Assessor: If the fall was intentional, then it would be suicide and under the 2-year clause, you 

would not be entitled to be paid out the two million.

Rosemary: No wonder you pushed me!

Basil: Don’t talk crap! (Angrily.)

Assessor: What did you say? (Angrily, as he thinks Basil is talking to him.)  I repeat; there is no 

way that we can pay out until we have established the cause of death…………….if there

was one.

Basil:  I was just talking to the parrot.

Assessor: You have a parrot?

Basil: I must have mustn’t I since you heard it talking didn’t you. (Sarcastically) 

Assessor: Don’t like parrots myself, dirty things. Throwing food all over the place.

Basil: It is instinctive with parrots, even in the wild, apparently, it’s to ensure that they have 

food for the next year.

Assessor: Very interesting.  Talking of parrots, I had an interesting claim once.  The fellow 

claimed that a neighbours’ budgie (Parakeet.) had flown into his window and stolen a 

valuable stamp from right under his nose.

Basil: Sounds farfetched to me.

Assessor: I agree, anyway, the budgie disappeared.  The police questioned the budgie’s mate 

but she wouldn’t talk………female budgies never do.



Basil: That definitely sounds like a tall story.

Assessor: Yes, it was.  It was a crow actually.  We found the stamp in its nest.  Anyway, to return

to the claim.  I distinctly heard a woman’s voice say that you pushed her.

Basil: Yes, damned clever parrot.  Loves to watch Television, loves Soaps, hence the 

dialogue.

Sergeant: What kind of parrot is it?  I hope that it not a South African parrot that you cannot 

legally own or an endangered species…..

Basil: It is a Falkland Pink parrot, quite rare but not endangered.

Sergeant: I have only your word for that, I will consult the experts before I come again.

Basil: Do that. I want my money!

Assessor: I am sure you do, but the police are still not satisfied that you did not push your wife 

or that she jumped or even did not go up into the mountains.

Rosemary: And so they shouldn’t be!

Basil: Will you stop talking rubbish! (Forcefully)

Assessor: Why did you say that? 

Basil: Nothing, Bad habit of mine, my wife used to talk a lot and I couldn’t get a word in 

edgeways and the parrot picked up and mimicked her voice.  So, forgetting that she is

dead, (covers his face with his hands and sobs.) I sometimes forget it is not her 

talking.  I would give anything to have her back and tell her I love her.

Rosemary: Anything????

Basil: Yes, anything.

Rosemary: Good, I’ll think of something really good.

Basil: But you are dead!

Rosemary: That won’t stop me!

Assessor: I do not believe that that was a parrot, I am certain that that was your wife talking.

Basil: If she is dead, how can I be talking to her?  Are you suggesting that I am delusional?

Assessor: I am suggesting that you either murdered your wife so that you can claim the 

insurance or you are both colluding in an insurance fraud scheme for the same 

reason.

Basil: Well, who was that talking then?  A ghost?  Come now, be reasonable, you can’t go to

the police with a story like that, can he sergeant? They’ll probably lock you up for 

defeating the ends of justice!



Sergeant: Mr Spicer, I think that you’re up to something and I want you to think of that parrot, 

locked up in a cage and that’s where you will end up when I find out what you are up 

to.

Basil: No, I lost my beloved wife and you accuse me of murdering her! (Sobbingly.)

Sergeant: You’re up to something and I’ll find out what. Right now, insurance fraud seems 

probable, but I can’t rule out murder either.

Rosemary: Tell him!

Basil: I am innocent!

Sergeant: Maybe you should consult an attorney.

Basil: I am innocent, I didn’t do anything, when I looked around, she was gone.

Assessor: I don’t think that you are telling the truth.

Sergeant: Just what I think.  Come clean Mr Spicer!  Your wife was – is your accomplice.

Rosemary: No, I’m not!

Sergeant: Will you tell that damn parrot to shut up!

Basil: Shut up, you stupid bird, can’t you see we’re having a discussion here.

Rosemary: Don’t talk to me like that!

Basil: Please shut up or I’ll come and cover you.

Rosemary: Sex again? At a time like this, bloody pervert.

Basil: (Rolls his eyes). (Sounds of ball-bearings rolling on a metal tray,) Oh, for heaven’s 

sake.

Sergeant: I’m asking you again, what are you up to?

Basil: Nothing, I tell you.

Sergeant: Well, alright, but we are investigating the crime and sooner or later we’ll get you. 

Cooperate and I’ll put in a good word for you.

Basil: But, I’ve done nothing, why would I murder my wife, I love-- loved my wife.  Killing 

your wife is like crashing your car on purpose, who would do that?

Assessor: Someone claiming an insurance pay out…..

Basil: You just don’t want to pay out!  You and your crooked Insurance company!  

Assessor: I can understand that you are upset but we have our rules and we must follow them. I

repeat that until the police have closed the case our hands are tied.

Sergeant: And we won’t close the case until we find out what happened.  Come clean and save 

yourself a lot of trouble.

Basil: Why are you accusing me?  I am active in my church and I do charity work. I am a 

normal man with a normal job, not a master criminal!  



Sergeant: You chose the words Mr Spicer, I didn’t.  Think about the parrot in its cage. 

Basil: I didn’t do it, ask our friends!

Sergeant: We will, Mr Spicer, we will……… By the way, do you think any of your friends and 

neighbours might have seen her since the “accident?”

Basil: How can they, she is dead!

Sergeant: You seem very certain of that Mr Spicer.

Basil: (Pauses while he thinks.)  Well, I assume she must have fallen since she wasn’t there 

when I looked.

Sergeant: But she could have simply walked back down the mountain?

Basil: I suppose so.

Sergeant: Is it possible that your wife left you hoping that you would be accused of her murder?

Basil: No, I told you we were a very happy couple.

Sergeant: I am glad to hear it.

Basil: I am sure she wouldn’t leave me.  I don’t mind saying that when she married me, she 

landed with her bum in the butter.

Sergeant: Of course she did, we are checking that of course, just routine.

Basil: (Hesitantly.) OK

Sergeant: (Stands and walks to the door accompanied by the Insurance Representative.) 

Goodbye Mr Spicer.

Assessor: Goodbye then.  You will be hearing from me OR the police OR both.

Sergeant: We would prefer it if you didn’t leave the city, Mr Spicer.

Basil: Don’t worry, I won’t leave, I’ll be waiting for your visit for more bureaucratic 

ineptitude. It will make my day.  Don’t forget to bring the truncheons and the 

thumbscrews next time. 

Sergeant: Oh, we don’t use those any more.  We have more scientific ways of investigating 

crimes. Be assured that we will get you, Mr Spicer.




