
Murder!

It is a lovely day. We are in a nice district on the outskirts of the town. There are attractive 
houses with tidy streets and pretty gardens surrounded by fields and woodland.

This house has a lawn in front and a garden and trees behind. There is an oak, an elm, a 
silver birch, some smaller trees and a small orchard with apple trees, pear trees, cherry 
trees and plum trees. 

There are strawberries and soft fruit bushes with raspberries, gooseberries, blue berries and 
blackberries . The paths are paved and bordered by flower beds and shrubs.

There is a pond with water lilies, carp, newts and frogs. In the wood at the bottom of the 
garden there are rabbits, squirrels, dormice and a fox. In the trees there are thrushes, blue 
tits, robins, blackbirds and finches. The birdsong today is magnificent.      

Inside the house a woman lies bound and gagged and fastened by a heavy chain onto a 
blood spattered bed. The curtains are shut; the lights are on.

A wardrobe door is hanging from its hinges. Drawers are pulled out of a dressing table. 
There is broken glass underfoot; a smashed mirror. A waste paper basket is knocked over. 
Old photographs and letters lie around. A woman's clothes are torn and strewn on the floor. 
The walls and floor are splashed with blood.

The woman's naked torso and her arms and legs are cut and bruised: her eyes bulging with 
terror. A man is bending over her. On a bedside table is a rack of kitchen knives.

'You are a bitch, a liar and a cheat.'

She watches as he examines the knives, taking them out one by one. He touches each blade. 
He selects a boning knife with a long thin blade. He rests the blade against her throat. 

'You will never cheat again,' he says. 'You have caused too much sadness.'

He raises the knife. With his left hand he touches the skin of her waist. Suddenly the woman 
snatches the gag from her mouth. She wriggles uncontrollably and laughs and screams as 
she stands up and shouts: 

'You bloody fool Michael, you are tickling me!'

'Cut!' shouts Carlo from his director's chair. 'That's enough for today. Let's all go for a drink 
and then afterwards to bed. We'll do that scene again in the morning.'
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