
Dial M for Murder
Dir. Matt MacMurchy

Synopsis


Set in 1950’s London, “Dial M For Murder” is an interesting twist on the classic murder mystery setup. Tony Wendice, an ex-tennis player of moderate fame and success, suspects his wife Margot of having an affair with a handsome young American mystery author, Max Halliday. He blackmails an old school acquaintance, who goes by the name of Captain Lesgate, into killing Margot for a handsome sum of money. A cold and calculating man, Tony has been planning for over a year to set up the perfect murder: he has effectively removed himself as a suspect and set up a scenario in which it would appear Margot was killed by a burglar who panicked and made a rash decision. 


As the plan is being executed, however, one event occurs which Tony did not plan for: Margot, in self defense, kills Lesgate. Now Tony must hasten to create a back-up story, attempting to stay one step ahead of the police investigation unit as they try to figure out exactly what happened.

Tony Wendice, a former tennis player of moderate fame and success, relates to an acquaintance how he discovered his wife’s affair and formulated plans to kill her.

(English accent) “Her old school friend lived in a studio in Chelsea. I could see them through the studio window as he cooked spaghetti over a gas ring. They didn’t say much. They just looked very natural together. Funny how you can tell when people are in love...Suddenly I realized how much I’d grown to depend on her. I can’t ever remember being so scared...I thought of three different ways of killing him. I thought of killing her. That seemed a far more sensible idea. And just as I was working out how I could do it, I suddenly saw something which completely changed my mind.

    I didn’t go to that tournament after all. When I got back she was sitting exactly where you are now. I told her I’d decided to give up tennis and look after her instead.

Max Halliday, an American author of mystery novels and Margot’s secret lover, explains to Tony how he goes about writing his murder mysteries.

    “Forget the detection and concentrate on crime. The crime’s the thing. Imagine you’re going to steal something, or murder somebody: I always put myself in the criminal’s shoes and keep saying, “Well, what do I do next?”

    I think I could plan “the perfect murder” better than most people--on paper. I doubt if I could carry it out. Because in stories things turn out as the author plans them to...in real life they don’t--always. I imagine my murders would be rather like my bridge...I’d make some damned stupid mistake and never realize it until I found that everyone was looking at me.”

Margot Wendice, Tony’s wife, describes to Tony her experience with the police investigation after the night someone attempted to murder her.

    (English accent) “About two o’clock I couldn’t stand it any longer. I got up and came in here to ask them when they expected to finish. But when I saw them I--couldn’t say anything. Two men were on the floor with a tape measure. Another was outside. He kept opening and shutting the window. They all stopped what they were doing and looked at me. I felt such a fool. And on the desk--were a pair of shoes...his, I suppose. It was horrible!”

Callback Auditions

Tony & Lesgate
Tony has been talking Lesgate into a situation in which Lesgate could be framed for Margot’s murder should Tony have to do it himself. Lesgate catches on, but Tony has thought out the situation entirely. He has Lesgate cornered.

 

Lesgate (Casually): Where's the nearest police station?

Tony: Opposite the church. Two minutes' walk.

Lesgate: Suppose I walk there now?

Tony: What would you tell them?

Lesgate: Everything.

Tony: Everything? All about Mr. Adams and Mr. Wilson?

Lesgate: I shall simply tell them you are trying to blackmail me into…

Tony: Into?

Lesgate: Murdering your wife.

Tony: I almost wish you would. When she heard that we'd have the best laugh of our lives.

Lesgate: Aren't you forgetting something?

Tony: Am I?

Lesgate: You’ve told me a few things tonight.

Tony: What of it?

Lesgate: Suppose I tell them how you followed her to that studio in Chelsea--how you watched them cooking spaghetti and all that rubbish. Wouldn’t that ring a bell?

Tony: It certainly would. They’d assume you followed her there youself.

Lesgate: Me? Why should I?

Tony: Why should you steal her handbag? Why should you write her all those blackmail notes? Can you prove that you didn’t? You certainly can’t prove that I did. It will be a straight case of your word against mine.

Lesgate (amused): Huh, that ought to puzzle them. Smart, aren’t you?
Max & Margot

Max and Margot, who had been having an affair, discuss Margot’s husband Tony.

Max: Margot, are you ever going to tell Tony--about us?

Margot (horrified): No. I couldn’t possibly tell him. Not now.

Max: Why not? Don’t you think we’d all get on better in the end if...

Margot: Please, Max, I know Tony--you don’t.

Max: You don’t have to tell me. Just the thought of meeting him makes me, shall we say, uncomfortable.

Margot: Oh, you’ll get on fine. He’s changed a lot this last year. Now...he’s a model husband. In fact, it was exactly a year ago that it happened. What were we doing--exactly a year ago?

Max: I was writing a story. I always do when I’m miserable.

Margot: A sad story?

Max: A triumphant story--my hero was an eminent writer coming from America with his pockets full of money, ready to snatch his lady love from the arms of her jealous husband.

Margot (smiling): Only to find that husband and wife were very happy, thank you.

Max: And that he was very glad to know it.

Tony & Margot
Tony is attempting to convince Margot to stay home while he goes out with Max, so that she doesn’t leave the house when his plan to haver her murdered is to go into effect.

Tony: What movie are you going to?

Margot: The Classic, I expect.

Tony: Will you get in? Saturday night.

Margot: I can always try. Now, don’t make me stay in. You know how I hate doing nothing.

Tony: Nothing? But there’re hundreds of things you can do. Have you written to Peggy about last weekend? And what about these clippings? It’s an ideal opportunity. 

Margot: Well I like that! You two go gallivanting while I have to stay in and do those boring clippings.

(Tony suddenly goes sullen)

Tony: Oh very well then, we won’t go.

Margot: What do you mean?

Tony: Well it’s quite obvious you don’t want us to go out tonight--so we won’t. We’ll stay here with you. What shall we do--play cards?

Margot: Now, Tony darling...

Tony: I’d better phone the Grendon and tell them we’re not coming.

Margot: Tony, please. Don’t be childish about this. I’ll do your old press clippings.

Tony: You don’t have to if you don’t want to.

Margot: But I do want to. Do we have any paste?

