SIDE 3

THE MOUSETRAP

(MR. PARAVICINI staggers in carrying a small bag. He is
Soreign and dark and elderly with a rather [lamboyant
moustache. He is a slightly taller edition of Ilercule Poirot,
which may give a wrong impression to the audience. He
wears a heavy furlined overcoal.

PARAVICINI. A thousand pardons. I am — where am I?

GILES. This is Monkswell Manor Guest House.

PARAVICINI. But what stupendous good fortune! Madame!
(He moves down to MOLLIE, (akes her hand and kisses it.)

What an answer to prayer. A guest house — and a
charming hostess. My Rolls Royce, alas, has run into
a snowdrift. Blinding snow everywhere. I do not know
where I am. Perhaps, I think to myself, I shall freeze to
death. And then I take a little bag, I stagger through
the snow, I see before me big iron gates. A habitation!
I am saved. Twice I fall into the snow as I come up your
drive, but at last I arrive and immediately — (He looks
round.) despair turns to joy. (changing his manner) You
can let me have a room - yes?

GILES. Oh ycs...

MOLLIE. [t’s rather a small one, I'm afraid.

PARAVICINI. Naturally — naturally — you have other guests.

MOLLIE. We’ve only just opened this place as a guest house
today, and so we’re — we’re rather ncw at it.

PARAVICINI. (leering at MOLLIE) Charming — charming...

GILES. What about your luggage?

PARAVICINI. That is of no consequence. I have locked the
car securely.

GILES. But wouldn'’t it be better to get it in?

PARAVICINI. No, no. (He moves up to right of GILES.) I can
assure you on such a night as this, there will be no
thieves abroad. And for me, my wants are very simple.
I have all I need — here — in this little bag. Yes, all that
I need.





