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INTRODUCTION 

The following pla.ys a.re six little ~vents that happen to Mr. and 
Mrs. Sparkes, a quiet, domesticated couple living in a small suburban 
house near London. . 

They iiJl ta.ke pla.ce in the little sitting*:rpom of the Sparkes' 
house. It is a. neat, bright,. BOUlless-looking room, furnished in 
fmned oa.k and deep fawn moquette with spla.shes of brown: quite 
plea.f!a.D.t and comforta.ble but, like hundreds of its kind, entirely 
without character. 

Up .B. is the door, with below it the :6repla.oe. On each side of the 
Jirepla.ce is an easy chair, and beside the one up stage is a ra.ok with 
books and papers in it. Opposite the firepla.ce a.re frenoh windOw& 
leiJ.d.ing out to the smaJl garden. Below the frenoh windows is a 
small. table on whioh is the telephone. .Another table, oiroular in 
ehape, iS in the centre of the room. .Against the ba.ok wsJl is a 
cabinet holding books in one section and a hugger-mugger assortment 
of cheap china. ~ts in the other. There a.re one or two familiar 
prints on the waJJs-suoh as "The Soul's Awakening" and "Wedded" 
-in nice brown frames picked out with gold. Also, there is a 
picture of Mr. Sparkes's mother andMrs. Sparkes's father in Bimilar 
frames. Here and there, dotted about the room, a.re little pieces of 
pottery a.nd brass which Mr. and Mrs. Sparkes have picked up on 
their holidays; and over the :firepla.oe a.re a handsome pair of antlers 
which they bought recently at a second-hand shop-because they 
like antlers. 

* * • • • 
As Mr .. and Mrs. Sparkes figure in ea.oh pla.y, and Mrs. Booking 

and the Inspector in others, it will be as well to describe them here, 
at the beginning: 

MR. NELSON SFA.BJODs is a little ma.n: kind, meek and tolerant­
except, ocoasiona.ily, with his wife, when he can be quite surprisingly 
terse and dominating. He speaks very precisely and lends to every 
topic of conversation-be it the weather, gardening, or the morning 
tra.in-a. serious consideration that is most impressive, though in 
anyone else it would seem a little comic. He is very contented with 
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4 :MB. AND MRS. SPARKES 

his lot in life, which is tha.t of a. traveller in a. cheese firm.. He has 
no sense of humour, but in spite of it m.a.nages to be likeable. 

MRs. S:PABKEs--or "Mummie"-is quiet, gentle a.nd unobtrusive, 
a.nd always very conscious of her husband's superiority, which one 
doesn't suppose she has ever thought of questioning. She listens 
with awe a.nd admiration to his exploits in the big world of Cheese 
a.nd Commerce into which he is whisked every morning by the 
8.35 tra.in, a.nd thinks how noble a.nd olever he is. Sometimes she is a 
little fussy in her over-eagerness to keep him healthy a.nd comfort­
able, a.nd this annoys him: also her grasp of a. subject can be very 
feeble, due to her almost complete credulity, a.nd this annoys him 
even more. But what are these tiny fla.ws, he often asks himself, in a 
wife who is in every other way "a. treasure"? 

MBs. BoCXING is a. gaunt, sharp-featured lady with a.n acid tongue 
a.nd a. genius for gossip. Beside her M~ presents the speotaole 
of a. chirping little wren against a. swooping hawk. She lives next 
door to. the Sparkeses. 

Tm!l INSPEOTOB-her brother-is a. powerful-looking ma.n with a 
brusque, down-to-business manner and a. sharp eye. But there is a 
kind look in his face. He always wears plain clothes and a.n overcoat 
and oa.rries his hat in his ha.nd all the time he is on the stage. 

• * * * • 
There are other oha.ra.oters in the plays, but they will beat be 

described as a.nd when they appear. 



PLAYS 

1. Tml WmrB RusSIAN • '1 

2. MBs. CABTEB 17 

3. A NOD-A SNEEZE-AND A GoAT! 25 

4. NOTHING EVER HA:PPlllNS 34: 

5. CBE.ui OF TABTAB 45 

6. 81'I:ms IN TBlll Cm.r.AB • M 

Theae plays were first produced by the British Broadcasting OorpQra­
tion,· commencing June 16th, 1941, with the following oasts: 

Nl!ILSoJr BPABDB Ri.tilw.ril, GooltlsA. 
M1111DDB • Mabel OomtaruluroB. 
MRs. B()(D[IB'G 

SYDliTEY OAI!.TEB 
NUBBl!l SolroFJELD • 

Tml 8AD:.oB • 
brlll'EOTOB 

AllH REBEOOA 

SlLun>E 
.ALmll 

PhyZiB Morris. 
• Jack Livesey. 

M'I.Wiel .Aked. 
• OaJTZ B8f'1141'fl,. 

.Artkur Y()'lf,ng. 
Dam Gregory. 

• J OM :BryrKng. 
Belly Hardy • 

Plays produced by MABY .AI.t.Jm. 
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THE WHITE . RUSSIAN• 
C1lA:RAdTERS 
Nlllt.So~ Sl!AJ~oU&. · 
M~. 
lfus. Bocxll!rG. 
bsPlilc'iToB.; 

-~ t1&e Cu'BTAm·riBes it is j'll& after ~ on 1'1 8(!Jiuda,g l'ljf,emoon, 
and MB. Sl>.ABX:ms is sitting in his rikair'"fnj tkeftra (tl&e ona f1:P 8/.age) 
Bf.oopingdoumtotietl&elaOOBofhis~BTI,Qu, He-iewersringtm 
oU tweed jaolcet; which he oJAJxvgs 'U8t8 ~ garden in, with ~:pa,ir of 
dark trcnJMrB tumetl 9.IP well OV61' .'4is Bhoea to jwttielnt them. gelling 
dirtiea. 
· 'iJ'he door of the room is open r.vnil m a ~ MtrMMDil come& in. 

She 1&tul on a B/llll'&mer frock of a mtl&er ilrrib, Ufeleu materii.a iJJtth a 
~ of c1.i.eulp gl&s 1Jeat1s. · 
MU¥MD~. Oh, duoksie, wouklyou Jik~ a Ou.p of tea. before .you go in 

the g!l.rden? It'll~ you up. 
Nl!ILSON. No, dea.r, rm aira.id I ha.veli't time. I've got a big after• 

noon in front of me. I'm stiokfug the peas, you know. -
MUllttMDII~ .Are you, dea.rY . How exci:ti:Qg. · · 
Nl!ILSoN. Oh, M~e.l forgot! He>W stupid of me. (He ptdB kis 

hr.vnil m his pm:Tcet.) · · ·· 
:Mummu. What, dea.r? 
NEU!oN. YOUl' J>irthcia.y present. I meant to give ityoti atlunch 

and I forgot aJl &bout it. . .. 
MUJimiE, Not ~!nother one, dead You gave me a lovely cake of 

soap last week. Don't you remember! - ·· · 
· NlllLSol!r. Ah, but Ne1son's been an extravagant boy. Look! (He 

it.md8 her, wit1£ BomB ctA'f'JITWIIIg, a ifiiaUpaper paCket.) 
MVDDI! (fKik;ing it ging_erly); What ill ~tt · · · 
Nl!ILSOJt:. -Open it ca.rafull.y and-you'll see. 

{MUMMilll begins to tmtoraj') first a layer of 6roum .fXJ11er, fAen. tisBfl!J 
~er, then more tisB'Ite ~r, ftrw:tly revealing ·a little ~rl 
b.) 

MUIDlllll (opening it). I can't think what it is. 
* Please see page 6. 

7 



8 MR. AND MRS. SPARKES 

NELBO:N. I hope you'll like it. 
MUMMDII (tk,s boa; ill op~ eyes 8/Wning), Oh,. duoksie I A 

brooch! Tha.t isn't for me? 
NELBO:N; Yes. 
MUMMDII. Oh, but-it isn't a reaJ emerald? 
NJDLSo:N. Well, Mummie, that's not a very nioe thing to sa.y. 

Don't you like the brooch? · 
MUMMDII (taking tk,s broorll, out of tk,s boa; a'T/Il, ho74ing it up). Like 

it! I shall never da.re to wear it. I never saw suoh a stone. Look at 
the way it oa.tohes the light. (With lfiUlden cotu:et:n.) Nelson. 
Y ou're-aJl right, aren't you? 

NJDLSo:N. Quite, dear. Except that cheese always rises a little, 
you know. Why? 

Mmmma. Beoa.use, NeJsori, if this emera.l.d's real it must have cost 
-well_:poimds a;nd pounds. 

NELSON. I ~ot it did when the ~ar bought it. 
MUMMDII, n.e Czarl Not of RUSSia? 
N:mi:so:N• Yes, dear. Theie isn't a Czar of anywhere else. 
MUMMDD. But, duckliie, you didn't know the ~ar. 
N:mLSoN. No, dear; but. to-ds,y I met a white Russian who did. 
MllMJ!i:tB. A white what, dear? 
N:mr.soN. Russian. You know, dear, some Russians t®1'B white. 
MUMMDII. Oh, were they? And what colour were the others? 
NliiLBoii. Pm a.fta.id I fm:got to ask him. You see, he was so busy 

telling me about 1ihe ~wn Jewels. His mother brought a lot of 
them out of Russia.. · 

MUMMDII. Why, dear? 
. N:mr.soN~. Well, dear, you see, she WlliB a friend of the Czar's, and 

he lent' her his Silver aeropJa.ne to escape from R'118Sia.. 
Mtr.Mlmll. Who, dear?. 
NJDLSoN. His mother. 
M'il'l'lllm. Whose. mother, dear? You're muddling me. 
NJDLSoN. The white Russia;n's. 
M'DllliMiE. Oh. You -see, dear, you hadn't told me bef()le that he 

1ha,d a mother. 
N~N. Well, Mummie, everyone hlliB a mother. 
MUMMDII. Unless they're orphllills, dear. . 
Nl!ILSON. Well, he wasn:'t.• When his mother was flying in the 

~ar's Silver aeropla.ne over the sea.; lltliother !W<>pla.ne started· to 
oha.se them. 

MUMMDD. There! 
NJDLSo:N. And this white Russia;n's mother, who was a. very 

impetuous lady, leaned out of the aeroplane window to shake her 
fist--

MUMMDII. Fanoy. 
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N:mr;aoN. No, dear, it's not fa.noy-it's true. She shook her fist so 
hard tha.t all the Crown Jewels feU into the sea, except the· Grand 
Duchess Sonia.'-s emeraJ.d brooch.· . 

:MU:MMIE •. And why didn't tha.t drop ton, dear; 
NELSON (m a low "oice). Well. dear, to tell you the truth, it-fell 

down her corsage. 
MVMMIID (unileratanulingly). Ohl Oh, I see. 
NELSoN.· Poor fellow, it was aJl that was left between him a.n,d 

sta.rva.tion. 
MU:MMIE. What? The corsage? 
NELSON. No, the brooch. He was so hungry, Mununie, he'd have 

taken anything for it. AU he asked me was twenty-five shillings. I 
gave him twenty-five-and-six. 

MUMMIE,. Quite right to be generous, deaD. (Putting tM lwooM 
back m the boz, m "laying the boz doum on the table in the Centre of the 
room;) I think rd better put it away a.t once. It's far too valuable 
to wear. Put your scarf on, dear, if you're going to garden. It was 
sweet of you, duoksie. You might easily have spent that twenty· 
five-and-six on that stuffed sea.gull you wanted so much. 

NELSON (going to the frtlltCh windows). It had gone, dear. I asked~ 
(Sudile:nly Btopping--looking out.) Mununiel Look out of the window. 
There's a. dog walking right over my lettuces. Oh, that is too bad. 
Gm!· :Boool (He WtJeB Ms hands.) People have no right to let thmr 
dogs tromple over other people's gardens. (OaUing out.) Hi! HI 
CaJl off your dog! It's trampling on my garden. Mr. Brown! 

(He tx.mitiku tlwoUg"k the open frenrll. tMdowa, Bk1Z caUW!.g.) 

MU:MMIE (etilUniJ after mm). Duoksiel You've forgotten y~ 
scarf. Oh dear~ oh dear • • • 

(.A bell rings m the kouse.) 

Now, I wonder who that is, and the lunch not oiea.red a.wa.y. 

(S"ke cro88e8 to the door t.md goes out mto the "kaU. Her tJO$ce m theW.) 

Oh, ~~·~~ you, Mrs. Booking. Do come in, won't you? 
. MBs. BOOXING (coming m). so sorry to trouble you, Mrs. Sparkes, 
but coUld I borroW half a. tea.oupful of flour? 

MUMlml. Certa.inly. Sit down while I get it. 
MRs. :Booit:ING. Thank you. 
Mmmm (going fowolrds the docw). Do excuse the mess I'm in. Mr~ 

Sparkes got back rather J.a.te. You know what men are : the la.ter they 
ll>l'B• the longer they take over their meals. 

M:as. BoOXING. You don't need to tell me anything about men 
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being late for mea.Js, my dear. You ought to live with my brother­
he's an inspector a.t Scotland Yard, you know. What he costa me in 
gas hotting up his mea.Js, I simply d.a.l:en't tell you. (B'IIIldenJ,y and m 
quite a different ~.) My dear. Wha.tever?s this on the table? 
(Hke kas eattg'M sight of the. brood& lying in the boa; on the. table.) 

:Mumam (by her Bide). Oh, it's only a little birthday present. 
:MRs. BoCXING (BlowZy and meilif.ativelg). An emera.ld haJf-moon 

brooch set in diamonds. (Quickly.) Where did you get that? 
Mumam. My naughty extravagant husband bought it for me. 
M'Bs. BOCXING. Bought it? Where? . 
M1T.MMilll. From a. Russian-& white one. 
MBs. BoCXING. When! 
MlT.MMIJil. To-day. He's just given it to me. Why? 
MBs. BOCX!NG (imprea~). Have you read to-day's papers? 
Mt1ltlllmll. No. What with it being Ba.tarda.y and Mr. Spa.rkes 

coming home to dinner a.n:d aJl the shopping, I haven't had a moment. 
MBs. BoCXING. Then you don't know about the burg]a.ry? 
Mumam.Wh~b~? .. 
MBs. BoCXING. Laat.night. Old:Mrii •. Cra.wley. You.know, lives in 

the big white house in its own grounds on the:lna.in road-or did live. 
Broke in, my dear, just before midnight, bashed her on the head 
with a bl~t iDstrument, and took aJl her jewels. 

Mt1ltlllmll. Oh dear. How dreadful! So near .here, too. Doesn't 
make you feel very Sllfe, does it? I'm gla.d I didn't know, because 
Mr. Spa.rkes was out till nea;rly one o'olook:Jastnight. 

MBs. BOCXING (darkly). Your husband was out till one o'clock 
last night? 

Mumam. Yes, he was entertaining a. customer. He has to, some· 
times, you know, when they buy a lot of his cheeses• They went to 
a music-hall. 

MBs. BoCXING. H'mm. • • • Did you happen to see the pro­
gramme? 

Mumam. No, I don't think he brought it home. But he sa.ng a 
lot of the songs. He was very lively. He can be very oomioaJ when 
he likes, you know. 

MBs. BoCXING (with portenJo11,8 gravity). Mrs. Spa.rkes, far be it 
from me to plant suspicion where none . is, but the most valilli.ble 
piece stolen from poor Mrs. Cmwley 1ast night wa,s an emerald haJf. 
moon brooch set in diamonds. 

Mumam. ReaJly? H you'll just sit down rll fetch the haJf. 
teacupful of flour- · 

MRs. BooxmG (witl& feeling). Down in this house, Mrs. Spa.rkes, 
I cannot ·sit. 

MUMMD!l. But why not, Mrs. Booking? There's nothing the 
matter with you, is there? 
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M:&$. :BoOKING. Don't try to throw woolin my eyes, Mra. Spa.rkes. 
MUMMD!I. Throw wooU What iJo you meant 
MRs. BoOKING. It's no good ycror seeldng to prevaricate with me, 

Mrs.· S. I know all. 
MlllrDriDD. But what do you know, Mrs. Booking? 
M'Bs. BommrG. My poor W'OJWi.n, do you mean to say you don't 

see? 
M'Ul!Ofllll. See what? . 
~. BOOKING (uerg darlc"ly and alm~J"Iy). The most valuable piece 

of jewellery stolen from Mrs. Cra.w.ley last night wa.s an emerald 
half-moon brooch set in diamonds. 

MUMMIE (with a gasp---1w 1li1nulll.to kt:r face). Mrs. Boclcing 11 
M:Bs. BoOKING. When I oaxne in a.ndla.kl my eyes on that brooch, 

you could have .knocked me d<lw.ll with a feather. 
:rdUMMil!l. But Mr. Spa.rkes bought it :Mrs. Booking. He told me so. 
M'Bs. BoOKING. You'd take the word of .a blJlgla.r! 
MUMMD!I. Oh, Mrs. Booking, don't say ~eh tl$gs about my 

h'D$b~ 
· M'Bs. BoOKING. My poor soul, l know what a. drea.d:ful shook it 

must be. I mean, yuu didn't know you were ma.rryiiJg a burgla.r, did 
you? 

MlJJDIDII. Of cOurse not. . And he UD1't. 
MBs. BoOKING. Oh? Then how do you a.ocount for the presence 

of Mrs. Cra.wley's brooch on your dining-room tablet · 
· MlllrDriDD {pmfuUy). I've told you,. Mrs. Booking, Mr. Spa.rkes 

bought it off a. white Russian. 
MBs. BoOKING. I don't oa.re jf he said he bought it off a blaok 

Zulu •. 
MlllrDriDD. But he did. He even told me the price. It wa.s twenty• 

five shillings. 
MBs. BoOKING. For that! (Quietly.) My poor .deluded creature, 

d'you know how much that emerald's worth? Ten thousand 
pounds • 

. M~·. Oh, how drea.dful1 (I:Jke smlca iJoum meo 11 til&r1M by tAB 
~l 

M:as. BoOKING (toi.Dering OVllf' her). D'you suppose any Russian, 
whatever .colour he was, would sell it. for twenty-five shillings! No, 
Mrs. Spa.rkes. I'm afraid you'll have to face .it-unpleasant as it's 
going to be •. Your husband is a. secret burgla.r. . · 

MUMMilll (/aMaly). Oh no! 
M'Bs. BOOKING. And not only that-a. m.a.nsla.ughterer, too. 
MlJJDIDII. Oh, don~fil 
MRs. BoOKING. I'm only being cruel to be kind. What time did 

you say he came home last night? 
MummB ( 'IOith IJ gasp). After one. 




