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Praise for The Mousetrap


‘The cleverest murder mystery of the British theatre. I think The Mousetrap could run forever’


Daily Telegraph


‘The Mousetrap is to West End theatre what ravens are to the Tower of London. Its disappearance could impoverish us’


Financial Times


‘Even more thrilling than the plot is the atmosphere of shuddering suspense. No one brews it better than Agatha Christie’


Daily Express
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Letter from the original producer of The Mousetrap to the owner of the Ambassador’s Theatre in the summer of 1956. 
They, thankfully, agreed to his request.





Introduction by Sophie Hannah



My favourite story about Agatha Christie’s The Mousetrap is one that Mathew Prichard, Christie’s only grandson, told me: he remembers being in the bath one day at his childhood home in Wales, and through the bathroom door he overheard a conversation between Christie and her son-in-law Anthony Hicks. Christie had just found out that there was a potential problem with giving her forthcoming stage play the same title as her radio play upon which it was based: Three Blind Mice.


Christie originally wrote Three Blind Mice in response to a request from Queen Mary, the wife of King George V, for a new Agatha Christie story for her 80th birthday. The BBC approached Christie and she agreed. The 30-minute play was broadcast in 1947. Christie then wrote a short story version, also called Three Blind Mice, and this was published in Cosmopolitan magazine in the US in 1948 and later in the 1950 collection Three Blind Mice and Other Stories. When asked to turn the story into a stage play, Christie’s original intention had been to use the same title, but the producer of a completely different West End play called Three Blind Mice insisted that a new name be found.


Mathew Prichard remembers hearing his grandmother expressing frustration about the need to ditch a perfectly good title and find a new one. He heard Anthony Hicks say, ‘What about The Mousetrap?’ and Christie concede that, yes, The Mousetrap might work as an alternative. Ever since Mathew told me this story, it has stuck with me – the accidental overhearing by a child, who couldn’t possibly have realised the significance of the conversation at the time, of the moment at which this vital artefact of cultural history, the world’s longest-running play, was named.


The Mousetrap is, of course, the perfect title for Christie’s dramatic masterpiece. It also strikes me as ideal that it was prevented from having the same name as its radio play predecessor. No one knew how significant and famous the play would become when the possibility of a stage version was first mooted, but it feels entirely right that it has its own unique name.


In her autobiography, Christie wrote that she expected the play to run for a maximum of eight months; it broke the record for the longest-running West End play in 1957 and is now the longest-running play of any kind in the history of theatre. On his ninth birthday, Mathew Prichard was gifted the rights to The Mousetrap by his grandmother, who might not have known that he had been hoping for a bike! The film rights to the play were sold in 1956, but a clause prevented the film being made while the West End show was still running and, to this day, the only film adaptations in existence are unofficial Bengali and Russian versions.


My personal connection to The Mousetrap began with a spoiler! A famous and crucial feature of the play is that, having discovered whodunnit, the audience is sworn to secrecy before they leave the theatre. Well, I spoilered The Mousetrap for myself by inadvertently reading an online blog about some of Christie’s major works, which gave away the secret without first issuing a warning. By this time, I had been asked by none other than Mathew Prichard and his son James to write the first new Poirot novel since Christie’s death, and I had eagerly accepted the challenge. Part of the reason I was offered the opportunity was that I was known to be a Christie superfan: I had been reading and re-reading her novels since the age of twelve and raved about their brilliance in public whenever I had the chance. But I had not yet seen The Mousetrap and, knowing it was among the crown jewels of her oeuvre, I was planning to go as a special treat for me and my family, as soon as I had finished and delivered the manuscript of my first Poirot novel.


My dismay upon reading this spoiler, therefore, was not insignificant. However, I soon perked up after reminding myself that one of the great things about Christie’s work is that it is equally enjoyable to read or watch when one knows the solution as when one does not. This is one of the key pieces of evidence that Christie is not merely a superb mystery plotter but also a genius in a more literary sense; the pleasure offered by every word, line and scene, and in watching how it all comes together, even when one already knows some or all of the details, is immense, and the reader, or watcher, is impressed every time by much more than the simple answers to the questions of who- and whydunnit.


When my husband, children and I finally went to see The Mousetrap, I was the only one of our party who was a fan of murder mysteries, but all four of us absolutely loved the play. I remember the kids’ faces shining with delight at the end. ‘That was so brilliant!’ they said, before I had a chance to ask them if they had enjoyed it. My husband, whose favourite form of entertainment theatre is not, and who enjoys critiquing things he has seen (particularly if he has been ‘encouraged’ to watch them by his bossy wife), had not one single criticism to offer. ‘Amazing,’ he said. ‘Loved it. Just brilliant.’


As we left the theatre, I wondered aloud to my family, ‘Will there ever be another murder mystery play as brilliant as The Mousetrap? Probably not.’ As I said those words (well, perhaps ten or twenty seconds later, to be strictly accurate), I had a brilliant, simple, high-concept idea for a murder mystery play: a stranger arrives at the home or office of a detective or amateur sleuth, says nothing more than ‘I am the murderer’ and then disappears. The detective’s task is to find out a) who this man is and b) what murder or murders he has committed, if any.


When my family and I got home, I sat down immediately with my notebook and developed the idea further, thinking of it as ‘my Mousetrap’. (Note: I did not for a second think it might be as good or as successful as The Mousetrap; nevertheless, it had been very clearly inspired by watching Christie’s play, so the nickname stuck.) With the help of my composer friend Annette Armitage, I added songs (for which Annette wrote the brilliant music), because I love musicals as much as I love murder mysteries, and soon The Mystery of Mr E was being performed in several locations in the UK. As I write this introduction, filming of the screen adaptation is just about to finish. None of this would be happening if I had not been to the theatre to watch The Mousetrap that day and been so inspired by it.


The Mousetrap’s popularity and prominence shows no sign of subsiding. It has been staged in more than 27 languages and 50 countries, and after 70 years as a UK stage hit, it’s heading to Broadway.


Long may it reign!


Sophie Hannah, February 2023
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The Mousetrap’s first programme







THE MOUSETRAP
 Script



A play by Agatha Christie


This script is the version of the play performed on stage today. Over the last 70 years there have been small changes made to the stage directions and occasional use of language, but otherwise the text remains very close to Agatha Christie’s orginal.


The following abbreviations are used in the stage directions:


‘C’: Centre stage


‘R’: Stage right


‘L’: Stage left


‘RC’: Right centre


‘LC’: Left centre
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ACT I



Scene I


SCENE – The Great Hall at Monkswell Manor. Late afternoon.


The house looks not so much a period piece but a house which has been lived in by generations of the same family with dwindling resources. There are tall windows up C; a big arched opening up R leading to the entrance hall, the front door and the kitchen; and an arched opening L leading upstairs to the bedrooms. Up L leading off the stairs is the door to the library; down L is the door to the drawing room; and down R the door (opening on stage) to the dining room. R is an open fireplace and beneath the window up C a window seat and a radiator. The hall is furnished as a lounge. There is some good old oak, including a large refectory table by the window up C and an oak chest in the entrance hall up R. The curtains and the upholstered furniture – a sofa LC, an armchair C, a large leather armchair R, and a small stool down R – are shabby and old-fashioned. There is a combined desk and bookcase L, with a radio and telephone on it. There is another chair up RC by the window, a Canterbury containing newspapers and magazines above the fireplace, and a small half-circular card table behind the sofa. There are two wall brackets over the fireplace which are worked together; and a wall bracket on the L wall, one L of the library door and one in the entrance hall, which are also worked together. There are double switches L of the arch up R and on the downstage side of the door down L, and a single switch on the upstage side of the door down R. A table lamp stands on the sofa table.


Before the CURTAIN rises, the house lights fade to a complete BLACKOUT and the music of “Three Blind Mice” is heard.






	VOICE ON THE RADIO:


	
... and according to Scotland Yard, the crime took place at twenty-four Culver Street, Paddington.


(The lights come up, revealing the hall at Monkswell Manor. It is late afternoon and almost dark. Snow can be seen falling heavily through the windows up C. There is a fire burning. A freshly painted signboard is standing on its side on the stairs against the archway L; it has on it in large letters: MONKWELL MANOR GUEST HOUSE)


The murdered woman was a Mrs Maureen Lyon. In connection with the murder, the police are anxious to interview a man seen in the vicinity, wearing a dark overcoat, light scarf and a soft felt hat.


(MOLLIE RALSTON enters through the arch up R. She is a tall, pretty, young woman with an ingenuous air. She puts down her handbag and gloves on the armchair C then crosses to the radio and switches it off during the next speech. She places a small parcel in the desk cupboard)


Motorists are warned against ice-bound roads. The heavy snow is expected to continue, and throughout the country there will be a certain freezing, particularly at points on the north and north-east of Scotland.








	MOLLIE:


	
(calling) Mrs Barlow! Mrs Barlow!


(Receiving no reply, she crosses to the armchair C, picks up her handbag and one glove, and then goes out through the arch up R. She removes her overcoat and then returns. She moves up to the window and feels the radiator. Then she moves down to the sofa table and switches on the table lamp. She looks round and notices the large signboard lying on its side on the stairs. She picks it up and places it against the wall L of the window alcove. She steps back, nodding her head) It really does look nice – oh! (She notices that there is no “S” on the sign) How stupid of Giles. (She looks at her watch then at the clock) Gosh! (MOLLIE hurries off up the stairs L)


(GILES enters from the front door R. He is an attractive young man in his twenties. He stamps his feet to shake off the snow, opens the oak chest and puts inside a big paper carrier he has been carrying. He takes off his overcoat, hat and scarf, moves down and throws them on the armchair C. Then he goes to the fire and warms his hands)








	GILES:


	
(calling) Mollie? I’m back. Mollie? Where are you?


(MOLLIE enters from the arch L)








	MOLLIE:


	(cheerfully) Doing all the work, you brute. Hello, darling. (She crosses to GILES)







	GILES:


	(kissing her) Hullo, sweetheart. Your nose is cold.







	MOLLIE:


	I’ve just come in.







	GILES:


	Why? Where have you been? Surely you’ve not been out in this weather?







	MOLLIE:


	I had to go down to the village for some stuff I’d forgotten. Did you get the chicken wire?







	GILES:


	It wasn’t the right kind. I went on to another dump but that wasn’t any good either. Practically a whole day wasted. My God, I’m half frozen. Car was skidding like anything. The snow’s coming down thick. What do you bet we’re snowed up tomorrow?







	MOLLIE:


	Oh dear, I do hope not. (She crosses to the radiator and feels it) If only the pipes don’t freeze.







	GILES:


	We’ll have to keep the central heating well stoked up.







	MOLLIE:


	Not too good at the moment.







	GILES:


	I wish they’d send the coke along. We’re getting rather low.







	MOLLIE:


	(moving down to the sofa and sitting) Oh! I do so want everything to go well at first. First impressions are so important.







	GILES:


	(moving down to the sofa) Is everything ready? Nobody’s arrived yet, I suppose?







	MOLLIE:


	No, thank goodness. I think everything’s in order. Mrs Barlow hooked it early. Afraid of the weather, I suppose. And she left the wireless on again.







	GILES:


	What a nuisance these daily women are. That leaves everything on your shoulders.







	MOLLIE:


	And yours! This is a partnership.







	GILES:


	So long as you don’t ask me to cook.







	MOLLIE:


	No, no, that’s my department. Anyway, we’ve got lots of tins in case we are snowed up. Oh, Giles, do you think it’s going to be all right?







	GILES:


	Got cold feet, have you? Are you sorry now we didn’t sell the place when your aunt left it to you, instead of having this mad idea of running it as a guest house?







	MOLLIE:


	No, I’m not. I love it. And talking of a guest house, just look at that! (She indicates the signboard in an accusing manner)







	GILES:


	Pretty good, what?







	MOLLIE:


	It’s a disaster! Don’t you see? You’ve left out the “S”, Monkwell instead of Monkswell.







	GILES:


	Good Lord, so I did. However did I come to do that? But it doesn’t really matter, does it? Monkwell is just as good a name.







	MOLLIE:


	You’re in disgrace. Go and stoke up the central heating.







	GILES:


	Across that icy yard! Ugh! Shall I bank it up for the night now?







	MOLLIE:


	No, you don’t do that until ten or eleven o’clock at night.







	GILES:


	How appalling!







	MOLLIE:


	Hurry up. Someone may arrive at any minute now.







	GILES:


	You’ve got all the rooms worked out?







	MOLLIE:


	Yes. Mrs Boyle, Front Four-poster Room. Major Metcalf, Blue Room. Miss Casewell, East Room. Mr Wren, Oak Room.







	GILES:


	I wonder what all these people will be like. Oughtn’t we to have got rent in advance?







	MOLLIE:


	Oh, no, I don’t think so.







	GILES:


	We’re rather mugs at this game.







	MOLLIE:


	They bring luggage. If they don’t pay, we hang on to their luggage. It’s quite simple.







	GILES:


	I can’t help thinking we ought to have taken a correspondence course in hotel keeping. We’re sure to get had in some way. Their luggage might be just bricks wrapped up in newspaper and where should we be then?







	MOLLIE:


	They all wrote from very good addresses.







	GILES:


	That’s what servants with forged references do. Some of these people may be criminals hiding from the police.







	MOLLIE:


	I don’t care what they are so long as they pay us seven guineas every week.







	GILES:


	You’re such a wonderful woman of business, Mollie. I want a kiss. And another.







	MOLLIE:


	Central heating.







	GILES:


	Central heating.







	MOLLIE:


	And take that board with you.







	GILES:


	
And take that board with you. I think we should have opened a guest house in the Bahamas.


(GILES exits through the arch up R, carrying the signboard)








	GILES:


	
(off) Oh Lord!


(MOLLIE switches on the radio and pulls the curtains)








	VOICE ON THE RADIO:


	
And according to Scotland Yard, the crime took place at twenty-four Culver Street, Paddington. The murdered woman was a Mrs Maureen Lyon. In connection with the murder, the police –


(MOLLIE crosses to the armchair C)


– are anxious to interview a man in the vicinity, wearing a dark overcoat –


(MOLLIE picks up Giles’ overcoat)


– light scarf –


(MOLLIE picks up his scarf)


– and a soft felt hat.


(MOLLIE picks up his hat and exits through the arch up R)


Motorists are warned against ice-bound roads. The heavy snow is expected to continue, and throughout the country...


(Doorbell rings. MOLLIE enters, crosses to the desk, switches off the radio and hurries off through the arch up R)








	MOLLIE:


	(off) Hello. Do come in.







	CHRISTOPHER:


	(off) Thanks so much.







	MOLLIE:


	
(off) You must be frozen. Let me take your hat and coat.


(CHRISTOPHER enters through the arch up R with a suitcase, which he places R of the refectory table)


(MOLLIE enters and moves up C)








	CHRISTOPHER:


	Weather is simply awful. My taxi gave up at your gate. Wouldn’t attempt the drive. No sporting instinct. Are you Mrs Ralston?







	MOLLIE:


	Yes.







	CHRISTOPHER:


	How delightful! My name’s Christopher Wren.







	MOLLIE:


	How do you do, Mr Wren?







	CHRISTOPHER:


	You know, you’re not at all as I’d pictured you. I’ve been thinking of you as a retired general’s widow, Indian Army. I thought you’d be terrifically grim and memsahibish, and that the whole place would be simply crammed with Benares brass. Instead, it’s heavenly (crossing below the sofa L of the sofa table) – quite heavenly. (To the painting) Hello. Lovely proportions. (Pointing at the desk) That’s a fake! (Pointing at the table) Ah, but this table’s genuine. I’m simply going to love this place. (He moves below the armchair C) Have you got any wax flowers or birds of paradise?







	MOLLIE:


	I’m afraid not.







	CHRISTOPHER:


	What a pity! Well, what about a sideboard? A purple, plummy mahogany sideboard with great solid carved fruits on it?







	MOLLIE:


	Yes, we have – in the dining room. (She glances at the door down R)







	CHRISTOPHER:


	May I see it?







	MOLLIE:


	Of course.







	CHRISTOPHER:


	
How super. I must see it. It’s exquisite! Oh, I adore it. Pure Victoriana. (GILES enters) Oh, and a chiffonier. I adore chiffoniers.


(MOLLIE enters from the dining room, followed by CHRISTOPHER. MOLLIE moves C)








	CHRISTOPHER:


	(as he enters) Absolutely perfect. Real bedrock respectability.







	MOLLIE:


	Do come and warm yourself.







	CHRISTOPHER:


	But why do away with a centre mahogany table? Little tables just spoil the effect.







	MOLLIE:


	We thought guests would prefer them. Mr Wren, this is my husband.







	CHRISTOPHER:


	(moving up to GILES and shaking hands with him) How do you do? Terrible weather, isn’t it? Takes one back to Dickens and Scrooge and that irritating Tiny Tim. So bogus. Of course, Mrs Ralston, you’re absolutely right about the little tables. I was being carried away by my feeling for period. If you had a mahogany dining table, you’d have to have the right family round it. (He turns to GILES) Stern, handsome father with a beard, prolific, faded mother, eleven children of assorted ages, a grim governess and somebody called “poor Harriet”, the poor relation who acts as general dogsbody and is very, very grateful for being given a good home!







	GILES:


	(disliking him) I’ll take your suitcase upstairs for you. (He picks up the suitcase. To MOLLIE) Oak Room, did you say?







	MOLLIE:


	Yes.







	CHRISTOPHER:


	I do hope that it’s got a four-poster with little chintz roses?







	GILES:


	
It hasn’t.


(GILES exits L up the stairs with the suitcase)








	CHRISTOPHER:


	I don’t believe your husband is going to like me. How long have you been married? Are you very much in love?







	MOLLIE:


	(coldly) We’ve been married just a year. Perhaps you’d like to go up and see your room?







	CHRISTOPHER:


	Ticked off! But I do so like knowing all about people. I mean, I think people are so madly interesting. Don’t you?







	MOLLIE:


	Well, I suppose some are and some are not.







	CHRISTOPHER:


	No, I don’t agree. They’re all interesting, because you never really know what anyone is like – or what they are really thinking. For instance, you don’t know what I’m thinking about now, do you?







	MOLLIE:


	Not in the least.







	CHRISTOPHER:


	You see? The only people who really know what other people are like are artists – and they don’t know why they know it! But if they’re portrait painters (he moves C), it comes out – on the canvas.







	MOLLIE:


	Are you a painter?







	CHRISTOPHER:


	
No, I’m an architect. My parents, you know, baptised me Christopher, in the hope that I would be an architect. Christopher Wren! As good as halfway home. Actually, of course, everyone laughs about it and makes jokes about St Paul’s. However – who knows? – I may yet have the last laugh.


(GILES enters from the archway up L and crosses to the arch up R)


Chris Wren’s precast concrete boxes may yet go down in history! (To Giles) I’m going to like it here. I find your wife most sympathetic.








	GILES:


	(coldly) Indeed.







	CHRISTOPHER:


	(Turning to look at MOLLIE) And really very beautiful.







	MOLLIE:


	Oh, don’t be absurd.







	CHRISTOPHER:


	There, isn’t that like an Englishwoman? Compliments always embarrass them. European women take compliments as a matter of course, but Englishwomen have all the feminine spirit crushed out of them by their husbands. (He turns and looks at GILES) There’s something very boorish about English husbands. Don’t you think?







	MOLLIE:


	(hastily) Come up and see your room. (She crosses to the arch up L)







	CHRISTOPHER:


	Shall I? How thrilling.







	MOLLIE:


	(To GILES) Be an angel and stoke up the hot-water boiler.







	GILES:


	
How thrilling.


(MOLLIE and CHRISTOPHER exit up the stairs L. The doorbell peals. There is a pause then it peals several times impatiently)


(GILES exits hurriedly up R to the front door. The sound of wind and snow is heard for a moment or two)








	MRS BOYLE:


	(off) This is Monkswell Manor, I presume?







	GILES:


	
(off) Yes... I’m Giles Ralston.


(MRS BOYLE enters through the archway up R, carrying some magazines and her gloves. She is a large, imposing woman in a very bad temper)








	MRS BOYLE:


	And I am Mrs Boyle.







	GILES:


	
Please warm yourself by the fire, Mrs Boyle.


(MRS BOYLE moves down to the fire)


Awful weather, isn’t it? Is this your only luggage?








	MRS BOYLE:


	
A major – Metcalf, is it? – is seeing to it. The taxi wouldn’t risk coming up the drive.


(GILES returns and comes down to L of MRS BOYLE)


It stopped at the gate. We had to share a taxi from the station – and there was great difficulty in getting that. Nothing ordered to meet us, it seems.








	GILES:


	I’m so sorry. We didn’t know what train you would be coming by, you see, otherwise of course, we’d have seen that someone was – er – standing by.







	MRS BOYLE:


	All trains should have been met.







	GILES:


	Let me take your coat.







	MRS BOYLE:


	
Thank you.


(GILES removes MRS BOYLE’s coat. She stands by the fire warming her hands)








	GILES:


	
My wife will be here in a moment. I’ll just go along and give the major a hand with the bags.


(GILES exits up R to the front door)








	MRS BOYLE:


	
(moving up to the arch as GILES goes) The drive might at least have been cleared of snow. (After his exit) Most offhand and casual, I must say. Woodworm.


(MOLLIE hurries in from the stairs L, a little breathless)








	MOLLIE:


	I’m so sorry I ...







	MRS BOYLE:


	Mrs Ralston?







	MOLLIE:


	
Yes. I ... (She crosses to MRS BOYLE, half puts out her hand, then draws it back, uncertain of what guest house proprietors are supposed to do)


(MRS BOYLE surveys MOLLIE with displeasure)








	MRS BOYLE:


	You’re very young.







	MOLLIE:


	Young?







	MRS BOYLE:


	To be running an establishment of this kind. You can’t have had much experience.







	MOLLIE:


	There has to be a beginning for everything, hasn’t there?







	MRS BOYLE:


	I see. Quite inexperienced. (She looks round) An old house. I hope you haven’t got dry rot. (She sniffs suspiciously)







	MOLLIE:


	(indignantly) Certainly not!







	MRS BOYLE:
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