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A BIT BETWEEN THE TEETH

First presented by the Brian Rix Theatre of Laughter, in
association with Pieter Toerien and the Yvonne Arnaud
Theatre, and by arrangement with Larry Parnes at the
Cambridge Theatre, London, on September 12th, 1974,
with the following cast of characters:

Fogg Brian Rix
Ruff Peter Bland
Reaper Jimmy Logan
Diane Reaper Donna Reading
Mrs Barker Vivienne Johnson

The Play directed by Wallace Douglas
Setting by Brian Currah

ACT I The flat above Reaper & Fogg, Jewellers, Lon-
don. One evening
ACT II Immediately following

Time—the present
Weather—English






ACT I

Roger Fogg’s attic flat in London. Early evening, about 7 p.m.

It is a combined set, comprising a small kitchen, a sitting-room and a bed-
room. In the kitchen is an electric stove with four hotplates, which glow red
when switched on. Beside it is a section of working-top, above which is a
practical window which, when opened, gives a view of rooftops. Immediately
above the electric stove is a swivel-hanger used for drying dishcloths. There
is also a sink with practical taps: below it is a cupboard in which is a waste-
bin. Along one wall is a working-top into which is built a refrigerator (not
practical). There is also a broom cupboard large enough to house a person.
In the sitting-room there are two doors. The first is presumed to lead down
to the jeweller’s shop below—it is referred to as the shop door. The second
is presumed to lead down to the lower front door and is referred to as the
front door. At the back is another door connecting the sitting-room to the
bedroom. In the sitting-room are a sofa, a drinks table and an easy chair
with low back: near the kitchen door, in the sitting-room, is a table or built-
in fitment containing a drawer, and on top of this is a telephone. On the wall
near the front door is an intercom for remote control of the front door below.
Below the connecting door to the bedroom, and above the sofa, is a complicated-
looking board which is the burglar alarm control. In the bedroom is a red
burglar alarm bell near the connecting door. In the back wall is a window
with a practical sash, which looks out on to the rooftops: it has long curtains
covering it. There is a door from the bedroom to the bathroom, of which only
a wall with a shelf can be seen. Below the connecting door is a table on which
is a lamp with twin circular glass shades. There is a built-in wardrobe
with sliding-doors, and also a single bed with head against the wall. (See
the plan of the set and the Furniture Plot, page 64)

The CURTAIN rises to the sound of heavy rain. The Lights are on in the
living-room and kitchen. Suddenly the alarm bell starts ringing. There is a
sound of someone running upstairs, and Roger Fogg enters through the front
door, carrying a small tin of baked beans, two pies and a dripping um-
brella. Fogg is a pleasant, slightly pompous fellow, who is probably bril-
liant at his job, but unworldly about women and apt to panic in a crisis.
He wears a very respectable black jacket and grey pinstripe trousers. He
hangs the umbrella up near the telephone and puts down the pies and beans.
He picks up an instruction pamphlet from the top of the burglar alarm

Fogg (reading aloud) “To disconnect the burglar alarm turn up Switch
One.” (He does so0)

Immediately a loud buzzer goes off. He switches it off. He looks at the
instructions and peers closely at the board. He turns the instructions upside
down and looks at the board again. This seems to do no good. He starts
to count the switches and ends up pointing at the switch which is on the bottom
row at the far right



2 A Bit Between the Teeth

Five-four-three-two-one. Japanese! (He consults the instructions again,
holding them in one hand and experimenting with the other) Two—ultra-
sonic protection.

A high-pitched noise is heard. He switches it off

Three—under-carpet floor-pads. (He turns the switch down and walks
round the room testing the floor)

Nothing happens. As he returns to the alarm the bell goes off. He switches
itoff

Four—exterior flood-lighting. (He turns another switch down, then opens
the connecting door, enters the bedroom, parts the window curtains and
looks through. He nods to himself, satisfied, returns to the sitting-room
and turns off Switch Four. He consults the instructions again) Five—on/off
warning buzzer. (He turns on Switch Five)

A nasty beeping buzzer sounds. He switches it off. From the direction of
outside the bedroom window comes a definite noise. He freezes, cocking an
ear. He turns out the sitting-room lights, crosses the sitting-room silently and
enters the kitchen

Simultaneously, Ruff enters through the bedroom window, parting the
curtains. His silent, shifty entrance gives the impression that he is a
burglar. He is a thick-set fellow, wearing a sopping raincoat and trilby hat

In the kitchen Fogg picks up a rolling-pin and starts to make a return journey.
Ruff approaches the connecting door from one side, and Fogg approaches it
Jfrom the other. Simultaneously they both bend down and peek through the
keyhole, and both evidently see nothing. As Fogg enters the bedroom Ruff
presses himself back against the wall. Fogg walks into the bedroom and
approaches the window with the rolling-pin at the ready. Ruff creeps up
behind him and switches on the lights

Ruff Hold it, hold it! I wouldn’t use that, son. Someone might get hurt.
Fogg turns, quaking

Fogg (shakily) Nothing worth stealing here. Nothing.
Ruff Good. Good. Checked that, did you? Drop that!

Fogg obediently drops the rolling-pin

(Pleasantly) There’s a good lad. (Advancing, smiling pleasantly) Let’s keep
it nice and friendly, eh?

Fogg nods nervously. Ruff suddenly lams out and gives Fogg a mighty whack
in the midriff, doubling him up and bringing him on to the bed. Ruff picks
up the rolling-pin and puts it on the table near the door

Now then, what’s your name?
Fogg Oo0000 . ..! Aaaagh...!Urrrr...!Ooo0.. .!
Ruff You going to answer proper or do I have to nudge you again?
Fogg Oooh! Agh! Take everything—but no violence, please.
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Ruff I asked for your name, son.

Fogg Fogg. Roger Fogg.

Ruff (reacting) Fogg? Of Reaper and Fogg? The jeweller’s shop down-
stairs ?

Fogg . Yes, and I warn you you won’t get away with this. The police will
be on your tail the second you leave here.

Ruff (somewhat embarrassed) 1 am the police, sir. Inspector Ruff. (He
produces his card)

Fogg Police? You struck me!

Ruff (indicating the rolling-pin) Self-defence, sir.

Fogg Self-defence! I didn’t even know you were in here.

Ruff picks up the rolling-pin then puts it down again

Ruff You weren’t making pastry with that, were you, sir?

Fogg Of course I wasn’t.

Ruff There you are, then. And what were you doing, creeping about your
own place in the dark ?

Fogg I heard someone on the roof.

Ruff That was me, sir.

Fogg And What the dickens are you doing on my roof and breaking in
here?

Ruff Didn’t break in, sir. The window was open.

Fogg Don’t prevaricate, man. I know my rights. Explain yourself and it
had better be good.

Ruff Yes, sir. For various reasons I have a man posted on the roof two
houses down from here. We had a tip-off that the Quiet Gang were
going to do a job in this area tonight.

Fogg Oh? The diamond thieves?

Ruff Yes, and I saw something moving on the roof, so came to investigate.

Fogg What was it?

Ruff A small tabby cat and a large white cat in—er—conference. (He shows
his hand) The white one scratched me. I think they resented being parted.

Fogg Oh! That’s Sweetie. My cat. (He goes to the window, which is still
open, and calls outside) Sweetie! Sweetie! Come here, you naughty puss.
What are you doing in this rain—as if we didn’t know. Come along—
good puss. . .

Fogg reaches out of the window and reappears holding a cat (this can be an
imitation cat)

Here we are. Bad thing. Now you go downstairs and chase those mice.
(He carries the cat through the connecting door, opens the shop door, and
pushes the cat through. Then he closes the door and turns on the lights)

Ruff follows Fogg into the sitting-room and eyes the burglar alarm controls

Ruff What on earth’s that, sir ?

Fogg (proudly) Control-board for the burglar alarm.

Ruff Whew! Complicated-looking thing.

Fogg It is. Latest from Japan. They only finished installing it today. Ooh,
(He rubs his stomach)
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Ruff Extremely sorry about that, sir. A case of mistaken identity. (Looking
hungrily at the drinks table) Maybe a tot of brandy or whisky would do
you good?

Fogg I never touch alcohol in any form.

Ruff Really? (With emphasis) Wish I could say the same.

Fogg And no doubt you don’t drink on duty.

Ruff No, sir.

Fogg Well, if that’s all .. .?

Ruff gives the drinks another look, then turns his collar up

Ruff It looks like it. Brr! Pelting with rain, and freezing out. Real brandy
weather.

Fogg That doesn’t affect me. I’'m not going out tonight.

Ruff You're lucky. Well, I’ll be off. Here’s hoping I meet a friendly St
Bernard on my way. Ha! Ha!

Fogg makes no response

With my luck he’ll probably bite me.

Fogg I'll take you down through the shop. If there is to be any trouble
with the diamond thieves I'd better double check I've locked the door
correctly.

Ruff I should put a lock on the whisky, too!

Ruff and Fogg exit through the shop door, leaving it open. After a brief
pause Eddie Reaper enters through the front door. He is Fogg’s partner—
middleaged-ish, but dressed in the latest fashion and latest hair-style. He
can be extremely charming, especially when it comes to women—to whom
he dedicates a great deal of his time. He wears a coat and hat, and carries
a dripping umbrella. He chews the tag end of a fat cigar. He draws
vainly at this, then throws it into the wastepaper-basket. He takes off his
coat and hangs it up, with the umbrella, near the front door

Reaper (calling quietly) Fogg! Foggy! Can I use your telephone? (He
notices the baked beans and picks them up) Baked beans! Must be having
an orgy! (Somewhat surreptitiously, he approaches the phone and quickly
dials a number) Hullo? Di-Di? Is that you? . . . This is me. The car’s
parked in Smedley’s yard as usual. I’ll meet you at the gate in about
ten minutes, but listen: as soon as we reach the car get into the back and
lie flat on the floor. (He listens, and reacts) No, sweetheart, not the same
as last time. We’re not lying in the back. You are, alone. . . . I'll be in
the front. . . . I just don’t want anyone local to see you. . .. No. No. ...
Don’t get upset .I’m only going to be in the front because I’ll be driving.
(With an air of giving good news) Yes! We’re not staying in the yard
this time. I’ve booked us into a hotel! Isn’t that great? . . . Well, no—
no. It isn’t the Savoy, actually. It’s the next best thing. It’s a little place
in Paddington, quite clean. . . . The Taj Mahal. And I'll bring a bottle
of champagne.

Fogg (off) Sweetie?

Reaper Must go. *Bye! (He hangs up and hides by the front door)
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Fogg enters through the shop door

Fogg Sweetie? Sweetie ? Where are you?
Reaper jumps out

Reaper I’'m here, darling!

Fogg Aaaagh! (He drops to his knees) Oh, it’s you, Eddie!

Reaper So, you’re expecting a sweetie!

Fogg Oh, you gave me a fright. (He rises, reacting) Don’t say my front
door below was open?

Reaper No. Safely locked.

Fogg Then how on earth did you get in?

Reaper (producing a key) Used this key.

Fogg What are you doing with a key to my flat?

Reaper I’'m your partner, aren’t I? And it was my flat, remember.

Fogg It’s mine, now; so what are you doing with a key to it?

Reaper I kept a spare in case of accidents.

Fogg What accidents?

Reaper We—ell. Suppose you gassed yourself in the kitchen?

Fogg It is extremely difficult to gas yourself on an electric stove. (With
sudden anger) Yes! We both know why you crept in here using that
key. Because you still suspect there’s—there’s—something between Di-
Di—your wife and me.

Reaper Your wife? Very formal, aren’t we, Mister Fogg?

Fogg Allright. Diane. It’s true I did—do—find Diane extremely—how shall
I put it—um—very well, I’ll say it—sexually attractive.

Reaper Oooo! Language!

Fogg But if you were honest with yourself you’d realize Diane merely
needed a reliable shoulder to cry on and imagined she was in—fond of
me on the rebound after finding out about your extra-ma—extra-mar—
extraordinary behaviour with that girl in Amsterdam. (He picks up the
beans and pies and goes into the kitchen)

Reaper follows him in. During the ensuing scene Fogg puts the pies down on
the working surface, and puts the baked beans into a saucepan after filling
it with water. (This is a trick saucepan and is described on page 65.) He
places the saucepan on the stove and switches on the appropriate electric ring.
Later he puts one pie in the refrigerator and the other into the oven, which he
also switches on

Reaper There’s nothing extraordinary about a bit on the side when it’s
offered you on a platter, which is why I say that if a girl as attractive
as my Diane throws herself at you, you’d have to do it once—if only
to be polite.

Fogg For the last time, I have never looked at another man’s life in all my
wife. '

Reaper (angrily) What gets me is I’'m prepared to forgive and forget, and
you won’t even admit it.

Fogg I certainly won’t admit to something I didn’t do, just to salve your
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conscience. (He pushes past Reaper) Now, if you’ll excuse me I have to
put something in the oven.
Reaper That’ll be the day! All right, I accept your word.

Fogg leaves the kitchen and enters the bedroom. Reaper follows

Fogg (slightly mollified) Thank you.

Reaper But if I had definite proof Diane had been up to anything I'd kill
her and the man. So watch your step, son.

Fogg If it satisfies you I had told Diane it is better we shouldn’t meet for
the time being.

Reaper Much better. By the way, are you going out tonight?

During the following Fogg undresses down to his shirt, underpants and socks,
hanging his clothes up neatly in the wardrobe

Fogg No. I thought I'd take these clothes off and relax.

Reaper I should think so, you look like a refugee from Moss Bros’
window. May I borrow that old car of yours?

Fogg My car again. Whatever for?

Reaper I’'m going down to Paddington to visit my poor old aunt.

Fogg You seem to be getting very fond of your poor old aunt these days.

Reaper I've always been fond of her. Any objections?

Fogg No; but that’s the second time this week.

Reaper It could be three times next week, if my health will stand it.

Fogg Your health?

Reaper Auntie’s health. She gets very excited.

Fogg Why don’t you use your own car?

Reaper Because I don’t like leaving a Rolls outside a Paddington hotel—
old folks’ hot . . . hostel.

Fogg Why not?

Reaper Too flashy. (Irritably) Look, have you some objection to my bor-
rowing that old banger? Damn it all, I sold it to you for peanuts.

Fogg N—no, but...

Reaper Then what are we arguing about? Let’s have the keys. I’ll pop
them through the letter-box later.

Fogg produce& the car keys and hands them over

Fogg How long will you be?

Reaper About eight hours. )

Fogg Eight hours! You’re keeping that old lady up till three in the morn-
ing?

Reaper Yes! She’s an insomniac; can’t sleep. Is the car still parked in
Smedley’s yard ?

Fogg Yes.

They move back into the sitting-room

Reaper I’ll go down through the shop. I need some cash from the small
money safe.
Fogg I don’t know how much there is.



Actl : 7

Reaper Yesterday there was one thousand three hundred and four pounds
seventeen pence and one Spanish peseta.

Fogg Remember, when you lock the shop door turn that second lock
twice or you won’t set the alarm correctly.

Reaper (goosing him) Have a good time with Sweetie.

Fogg There’s no Sweetie . . . (He does not bother to go on as Reaper exits)

Reaper exits through the shop door

The front door buzzer sounds in the sitting-room. Fogg presses the button
Fogg Fogg.

Over the intercom comes Diane Reaper’s voice, faintly distorted by the inter-
com

Diane’s Voice Oh, Foggy, it’s Diane Reaper.

Fogg (reacting) Diane! Oh, hullo! You’ve just missed your husband.

Diane’s Voice (dismayed) He’s not there!

Fogg No, but you might catch him if you go round to the front. He’s
gone out through the shop.

Diane’s Voice No! I don’t want to see h1m Come down and let me in.
I’'m in trouble.

Fogg I don’t need to come down. It’s automatic. (He presses the button)
Just push. All right?

Fogg dashes into the bedroom, finds a dressing-gown, and hastens back to the
sitting-room, putting it on as he goes

Diane enters through the front door. She is a luscious young blonde, with
a splendid figure and a fair absence of brain

Diane, you really shouldn’t have come here.
Diane Foggy, you must help me. I just had to see you.

She is in a shocking state. For a start she is soaked to the skin. Her short
skirt is dirty, her top is torn. The knees of her stockings have holes in them.
She has no top-coat. She carries a small handbag and a rolled-up glossy
magazine

Fogg (shocked) Oh! Whatever happened to you?

Diane What didn’t? For a start I got pushed out of a car into the gutter.
(She goes and sits on the sofa)

Fogg Who did this?

Diane A nice kind gentleman. Mind you, I shouldn’t have tried to scratch
his eyes out—not while he was driving.

Fogg But you should go home and change.

Diane Go home? Like this? And risk Eddie finding out?

Fogg Finding out what? (He sits beside her)

Diane unrolls the magazine and hands it to him. A voluptuous nude is seen
on the cover. Fogg reacts with disgust

But what are you doing with this awful rag? It’s been banned.



8 A Bit Between the Teeth

Diane And the circulation’s doubled since it was. Look.

Fogg But all these ladies are st-st-st . . . naked. Why are you showing me
this?

Diane Before I married Eddie I used to be a model. Look at page nineteen.

Fogg starts to turn the pages, reacting in varying degrees of disgust at what
he sees. He reaches the page and almost jumps out of his skin. He closes the
magazine with a snap, looks at Diane, and away again

Fogg B-b-b-but that’s...

Diane Yes. Me. I was bigger then. ;

Fogg Yes, I can see that. But when was this taken ?

Diane Three years ago, but they’re reissuing them, every week.

Fogg Them? '

Diane They’ve got lots more pictures like it. Better than that.

Fogg Worse, you mean.

Diane Yes.

Fogg Did Eddie ever know . ..?

Diane No. God forbid.

Fogg Oh dear! Well, perhaps if you made a clean breas . . . um, clean—
um. ..

Diane Never! You know what Eddie is. Insanely jealous.

Fogg (rising) Yes, I do, and I don’t feel at all happy about you being here.

Diane Don’t worry, Foggy, I shan’t fling myself at you again.

Fogg It’s not that. I know you were just overwrought. It’s Eddie. He still
suspects the worst and I think he’d kill us if he found you here. What
possessed a nice girl like you to be photographed like this?

Diane The difference between earning thirty-five quid a week and a hundred
and fifty.

Fogg Is there no way of persuading the editor to stop publishing them?

Diane Yes. I can buy the negatives back.

Fogg How much?

Diane A thousand pounds by midday tomorrow—or else.

Fogg Or else what?

Diane Eddie gets copies of the lot.

Fogg Have you got a thousand?

Diane No, that’s why I came to you, Foggy. You were the only person
who might help me.

Fogg I haven’t got a thousand on me. (He throws the magazine on the
floor above the armchair)

Diane You could get it from the money safe below.

Fogg It’s not my money. It’s the company’s money. Besides, Eddie knows
to a Spanish peseta how much is in that safe, and he’ll be going to the
bank the day after tomorrow.

Diane Couldn’t you replace it by then? Please, Foggy! I swear I’ll pay
you back somehow.

Fogg Well—all right. But. ..

Diane Oh, thanks. It’s wonderful the way I can always turn to you.

She hugs him. He turns to jelly
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Fogg M’yes. I just hope it doesn’t turn out the way it did last time.

Diane Do you mind if I clean up here?

Fogg You’d better. You can’t walk about looking like that. I’'ll go and
get the money.

Fogg exits through the shop door

Diane immediately starts to strip off in the sitting-room. She removes her
skirt and top, leaving herself in bra and panties. She removes her damaged
stockings, examines them, and throws them into the wastepaper-basket. One of
them hangs over the edge and is visible. She then walks into the kitchen and
hangs the clothes on the hanger above the stove. She turns on the three
remaining rings to give heat—one being already alight cooking the baked
beans. This done she leaves the kitchen, walks across the sitting-room, picks
up her shoes, opens the bedroom door and goes into the bedroom

Fogg enters through the shop door with a wad of money

Fogg Where are you?
Diane (calling) Just going to have a quick bath.
Fogg Righto.

Diane exits to the bathroom, closing the door

Fogg pockets the money and enters the kitchen. He looks at the drying clothes,
smiles ruefully and shakes his head. He opens the oven to see how his pie is
progressing

The front door opens and Reaper enters. He carries a bottle of champagne,
which he puts down

Reaper (loudly) Fogg!

Fogg utters a muted yelp, freezes momentarily, then in a panic seizes Diane’s
clothes off the hanger, hurls them into the oven and slams the oven door.
The noise of the oven door brings Reaper into the kitchen. Fogg turns guiltily
to face him

Ah! There you are!

Fogg (unnecessarily loudly) Yes! (Trying to act at ease, he puts his arms
out to either side, and badly burns his left hand on one of the electric
rings. He yells)

Reaper I didn’t know you could sing in Japanese. And why use four rings
to heat one tin of baked beans?

Fogg Um—er. Testing. Just been converted to North Sea electricity. (He
pushes Reaper into the sitting-room) That wasn’t eight hours.

Reaper No. A funny thing happened . ..

Fogg Just a second. Something to do—put away—bedroom . . . Shan’t be
a moment. (He rushes into the bedroom, slamming the door, and runs
across to the bathroom door)
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Reaper removes his hat and coat and hangs them up

(In a hoarse whisper) Danger. Don’t splash. He’s back.
Diane (off) What?
Fogg (in a hoarse whisper) Sssh! Eddie. He’s back. Don’t splash . . .

Reaper enters the bedroom. Fogg straightens up, jumps away from the door
and starts to sing

Splish, splash, splosh,

Mother’s in the wash . . . .

(Speaking very loudly) SO YOU'RE BACK, EDDIE. 1 DIDN'T

EXPECT YOU BACK YET, EDDIE. THISIS A SURPRISE, EDDIE.
Reaper What are you shouting for ?

Fogg hurries across and pushes Reaper back through the bedroom door into
the sitting-room, closing the bedroom door behind him

Fogg Have a glass of bath water—have a drink ?

Reaper Have you been drinking?

Fogg No. You know me. Never touch it.

Reaper Hmmm. Perhaps you’d act a bit more normal if you did.

Fogg Why have you come back ?

Reaper To give you some very good news.

Fogg Oh? Yes, yes, yes.

Reaper You know that old car of yours?

Fogg Yes, yes, yes.

Reaper It’s been stolen.

Fogg Oh, good, good, good. What! When? How?

Reaper (showing the champagne bottle) 1 parked it near the off-licence and
got out to buy a bottle of champagne. Just as I was leaving the shop,
two guys ran up, hopped into the car and drove off.

Fogg Didn’t you lock it? )

Reaper Lock that old heap ? I must say you don’t seem very grateful.

Fogg Why should I be grateful ?

Reaper Look at the condition it was in. The bodywork was rattling, the
big ends were going. It can’t be worth more than fifty quid and I'll
bet it’s insured for about four hundred.

Fogg (nodding, then reacting) Then why did you sell it to me for five
hundred ?

Reaper Don’t change the subject. Better report it to the police.

Fogg Haven’t you done that?

Reaper No. Of course not. I didn’t want to risk them finding it. I was
thinking of you. )

Fogg Oh, very kind I'm sure. (He gives Reaper a look, then goes to the
telephone and dials, waiting as it rings)

Reaper By the way, to make things easier, tell them it was you who was
driving.

Fogg Why?

Reaper Does it matter?

Fogg It doesn’t matter—but why ?

Reaper Why? Why ? Why ? All these questions!
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Fogg Only one. Why ? (On the phone) Hello. . . . Yes, police, please. (To
Reaper) Well, why?

Reaper For a start, are you insured for any driver or just yourself ?

Fogg I don’t remember. I think ... ‘

Reaper There you are, then! Saved you a fortune in fines for driving an
uninsured vehicle.

Fogg It wasn’t uninsured and 7 wasn’t driving it.

Reaper That makes it worse! Encouraging a third party to drive a vehicle
knowing it to be uninsured.

Fogg (shouting) But I didn’t encourage you!

Reaper The police don’t know that, do they ? You’ve had a narrow shave,
son.

Fogg (yelling) But I know . . . (On the phone) Yes, hullo? . . . I wish to
report the theft of a car. . .. Yes, mine. . . . A blue Ford Zephyr nineteen
sixty-four. . . . The registration number? Um. ..

Reaper C-L-R one-seven-two B.

Fogg (on the phone) C-L-R one-seven-two B. It was parked near the off-
licence in Hadrian’s Road, S.W. three. . . . No, it wasn’t locked. It was
only left for a few minutes. . . . Who was driving? . . . Well, there
were two of them, two men. . . . Oh, before—um—me, Fogg. . . . No,
I am not talking about the weather. That happens to be my name.
Roger Fogg. . . . Three Park Walk Mews, S.W. three. . . . Oh—um—
just now. A few minutes ago. . . . Thank you very much. (He hangs up,
looking miserable)

Reaper (clapping him on the back) Well done! That’s put you in the clear.

Fogg Oh yes! Making me lie to the police.

Reaper I must say I'm hurt. I stick my neck out to save you losing your
licence and that’s all the thanks I get.

Fogg I’'m sure you meant well. (He pushes him towards the front door)
Now you’ll be wanting to get along.

Reaper There’s no rush.

Fogg Don’t you want to see your aunt?

Reaper I’ve scrubbed that.

Fogg Oh. Well, I was just going to bed.

Reaper At a quarter past seven?

Fogg gives an exaggerated yawn

Fogg I’'m very tired.

Reaper And what about your supper?

Fogg 1 like it in bed.

Reaper So do I, but what about your supper ? You know, the pies and the
baked beans? The orgy? I say, could I have a drink? All this lying on
your behalf has made me thirsty.

Fogg If you insist. What would you like?

Reaper I’ll have a large whisky.

Fogg I said “what” would you like. I will decide the quantity. (He goes
to pour a drink)

Reaper’s eyes fall on the wastepaper-basket, with Diane’s stockings hanging
out of it
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Reaper Hullo, hullo, hullo! What’s this?

Fogg sees them, too, and dashes forward

Fogg NOTHING!!

Reaper beats him to it, shoves him aside, and picks up the stockings

Reaper So that’s why you wanted me out! You’ve got a bird here!

Fogg No!

Reaper Why didn’t you tell me ? I'd have pushed off right away .

Fogg There is no-one.

Reaper Must be a scrubber. . .!

Fogg No...

Reaper Yes! Holes in her stockings and you’re only giving her baked
beans.. ..

Fogg There’s no her. There’s nobody.

Reaper Foggy, these are women’s stockings. Now they weren’t there
before, because I dropped my cigar butt in there. Look! Now, they’re
not yours, are they ?

Fogg Yes!

Reaper Pardon?

Fogg They are mine.

Reaper You wear women’s stockings?

Fogg Not all the time.

Reaper But some of the time?

Fogg Yes.

Reaper Why?

Fogg I'm a trans-vest . ..

Reaper Tight!

Fogg Quite!

Reaper You mean to say you get your kicks out of dressing up as a
woman ?

Fogg Yes.

Reaper I knew there was something queer about you!

Fogg No! Not queer!

Reaper If dressing up as a woman isn’t queer, I don’t know what is. How
did it start?

Fogg I prefer not to discuss it. _

‘Reaper Oh come on! I've always been interested in odd balls.

Fogg If you must know, it was my mother: she wanted a daughter and
used to call me—er—Sybil.

Reaper Sybil ?

Fogg Yes.

Reaper It suits you.

Fogg Thank you.

Reaper (laughing) Well, this puts you in the clear about Diane at last.
Fancy that!

Fogg You won’t tell anyone, will you?

Reaper (putting his hand on his heart) Trust me.

Fogg The better type of client wouldn’t like it.
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Reaper Wouldn’t wear it, either.

Fogg Do you mind leaving now?

Reaper Beginning to feel the itch ? Coming on, is it, eh ? (He does a ‘‘swishy”
movement with his hips)

Fogg No! Good-bye.

Reaper Okay! Okay! (He moves towards the front door)

Fogg If the police get on to me, is there anything else I should tell them?
I mean, did you leave anything in the car?

Reaper Um—I'm glad you mentioned that. There was one little thing.

Fogg Something valuable?

Reaper Well, expensive more than valuable. A bird.

Fogg What kind of bird?

Reaper The kind you wouldn’t fancy. A girl.

Fogg Wha-at!

Reaper Yes. She lives near here so.she was lying down in the back so as
not to be seen. The crooks took her when they drove off. Obviously
they didn’t realize she was there.

Fogg B-B-But why didn’t you tell me this?

Reaper I just did.

Fogg Before!

Reaper Didn’t seem important. ..

Fogg Not important? You made me tell the police I was driving the car!
Suppose something has happened to that girl?

Reaper You should have thought of that before you started lying like a
trooper.

Fogg (wildly) 1 didn’t know there was a girl in the car.

Reaper And I didn’t know it was going to be stolen—so we’re equally to
blame.

Fogg But what am I going to tell the police?

Reaper Oh, don’t mention it unless they bring it up!

Fogg You have landed me right in the——

Reaper (interrupting) Ah! Ah! Temper, Sybil, temper!

Fogg Yes, I am in a temper and I’'m disgusted with you.

Reaper With me? Why ? You have nothing to lose and I have. I'm mar-
ried.

Fogg Yes! You, the jealous, suspicious husband, and look what you get
up to? You're still at your little games. )

Reaper Yes, you don’t know what it’s all about. You don’t know what
you’re missing. Night-night, Sybil.

Reaper collects his hat and coat then exits through the front door

The moment the door has closed Fogg dashes into the bedroom and to the
bathroom door

Fogg. You can come out now.

The bathroom door opens and Diane comes out wrapped in a rather small

bath towel. Fogg takes the money from his pocket. They stand above the
bed



14 A Bit Between the Teeth

Diane Has he gone?

Fogg Yes, thank goodness! You must get dressed and go home. Here’s the
money to pay for your blackmail.

Diane Poor you! What a thing to happen.

Fogg Yes, dreadful. I honestly think he’d murder me if he saw you like
this.

The front door opens immediately and Reaper enters

Reaper I'm back again, Foggy. It’s only me.

Fogg gasps, pushes Diane into the bed, hurls himself on top of her and pulls
up the eiderdown. He shoves the money under the pillow. Reaper walks to
the bedroom door and looks through. (It is simpler to use a specially designed
bed with a recess which Diane can slip into, thus heightening the impression
that Fogg really lies on top of her.) Fogg, eiderdown up to his chin, stares at
Reaper, wordless

You’re up to something!

Fogg No.

Reaper (advancing into the room) Yes! You’re blushing! What are you
hiding under there?

Fogg Nothing. Go away. -

Reaper You’re up to something. I know! You’ve got them on again,
haven’t you? (He makes the “‘swishing” movement) Sybil’s taken over.
Let’s have a look.

Fogg (loudly) If you touch me or my bed, I'll—TI'll. ..

Reaper What? Scream?

Fogg No. Call the police and tell them who really drove my car.

Reaper 1 believe you would, you bitch! (He grins) I’'m only kidding.
(Without knowing he does so, he picks up the rolling-pin where Ruff has
left it) I don’t care what you get up to in your own . . . I'm enormously
... (He suddenly realizes he is holding the rolling-pin and draws some dread-
ful sexual connotation from its presence in Fogg’s bedroom. He looks
sick, drops it like a hot brick and surreptitiously wipes his hands on his
raincoat as he speaks) Yes. Well. I'll leave you to get on with—whatever
it is. Ugh!

Reaper is about to move away when Diane evidently makes a violent move-
ment and her two little feet pop out at the end of the bed. Reaper looks at
them and does a double-take

I’ve never seen such tiny feet. Amazing! Like a woman’s. (He tickles the

feet)

Fogg desperately giggles. The feet suddenly withdraw beneath the eider-
down ‘

All these years together, and I never knew you painted your toenails.

Reaper goes out of the bedroom and exits through the front door
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Fogg waits for a moment then lifts the eiderdown a little and gets out of
bed. He runs to the door, looks out, looks back. He has Diane’s towel in
his belt, but does not realize it. The inference is that she is now naked.
(This is actually a towel of similar colour pre-set in the bed)

Fogg He’s gone. You can come out now. (No answer or movement from
the bed) Diane! (He raises the eiderdown, looks horrified, and drops it.
He tears the towel from his belt and thrusts it under the eiderdown) Oh!
Sorry—coming in on the blind side. (Pause) May I come in?

The eiderdown begins to move about, and finally Diane appears with the
towel round her again. She is breathing rather hard and looks a bit groggy

Are you all right?

Diane (nodding) Yes. A minute more and I wouldn’t have becn (Dizzily)
Now where did I put my clothes?

Fogg They’re in the . . . OH MY HAT! Wait there. (He dashes out of the
bedroom, across the sitting-room and into the kitchen)

Diane What’s up?

Fogg opens the oven door and a cloud of blinding smoke comes out. Coughing
and spluttering, Fogg reaches in and hauls out the smoking, but still recog-
nizable, ruins of Diane’s clothes

The front door opens and Reaper enters and hangs up his coat and umbrella
Reaper Foggy. It’s little o’ me again.

Fogg yelps

Diane leaps back into the bathroom, closing the door

Fogg picks up a large tureen and thrusts the smoking clothes into it. He
starts to stir them with a wooden spoon. Reaper sniffs and goes into the kitchen.
He stops, waving a hand across his face

What have you got there?

Fogg (choking) My supper.

Reaper A trifle overdone, wouldn’t you say? (He moves round to have a
closer inspection)

Fogg desperately turns his back to prevent Reaper seeing, moving to frus-
trate Reaper’s inquisitive gaze. He adds salt and pepper, and to increase the
impression that he is cooking he ‘“‘tastes” from the spoon, shudders and
chokes

What are you cooking?

Fogg I thought you’d gone. What do you want?

Reaper Got your smoke signal so came back.

Fogg Very funny. (He makes another quick move to prevent Reaper getting
a closer look)

Reaper Actually forgot the champagne again. Why so shy ? What are you
cooking?
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Fogg I'm trying to smoke something.

Reaper You succeeded. You’ll have the fire brigade here in a minute.
Fogg Open the window, then.

Reaper You open. I'll stir.

Reaper gives Fogg a sudden shove, sending him off balance, seizes the spoon,
delves into the tureen and fishes out Diane’s blackened suspender-belt

Reaper Sybil ?
Fogg That is smoked squid.

Reaper pulls it apart to make absolutely sure he is not imagining things, then
places it against Fogg’s midriff

Reaper No, Sybil. More like singed suspender-belt, the very latest in way-
out dishes.

Fogg seizes the belt and throws it into the tureen

Fogg Oh, go away.

Reaper No! Let’s have a party. There’s plenty for all.

Fogg If you don’t go now, I swear I'll turn nasty.

Reaper Turn nasty ? Cooking girls’ clothes! You can’t get any nastier than
that. Honestly, old cock, you should see a head-shrinker and get it
shrunk.

Fogg I wasn’t cooking them.

Reaper What were you doing, then?

Fogg Burning them.

Reaper Why?

Fogg (throwing the clothes into the bin under the sink) It was you, finding me
out. It made me feel ashamed so I decided to burn them and turn over a
new leaf.

Reaper There must be an easier way to get rid of them.

Fogg It was a symbolic act.

Reaper Sounds a lot of symbolics to me, but if that’s your story you stick
to it. '

Fogg switches off the four electric rings

Fogg 1 will. (Indicating the door) Good night. (He pushes Reaper back into
the sitting-room)

The front door buzzer sounds. Fogg answers it
Fogg.
Ruff’s voice comes, distorted, over the intercom

Ruff’s Voice Mr Fogg? It’s the police. About your car.

Fogg Oh! You’d better come up, officer. (He presses the button)

Reaper Blast! I hoped to be gone before they arrived. Now, keep your
head.

Fogg It would be much better to tell the truth.

Reaper And admit to lying the first time? You’re out of your mind.

There is a knock on the front door
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