[Maureen Davenport is seated behind the nets of front bedroom window which is
framed with Laura Ashley curtains. She is dressed in neat, conservative clothes,
probably purchased from Marks and Spencer and is clutching a pair of binoculars.
She is a fussy, pretentious woman who is easily irritated and quick to judge.]

| knew she’d be trouble, the moment she stepped out of the rusty Volvo that
deposited her on the doorstep, that fateful day in June. Bleached blonde hair
with her roots showing, bright red lipstick with nails to match and a skirt so short
it could scarcely pass as a belt. And her chauffeur left a lot to be desired -
cigarette hanging out of his mouth, one of those vest things on and tattoos as far
as the eye could see. | looked at them through my binoculars and | spotted at
least two spelling mistakes. | cracked open the window a fraction so | could hear
what was being said. ‘Thanks, Dean,’ she said. ‘You’re a star.” ‘No problemo, Mrs
Maddern,” he said. ‘You know I’m always at your beck and call.” ‘I know you
bloody well are,’ she said and began cackling. (Beat) | said to Nigel that evening,
‘You’d never have heard that sort of language from Yvonne.” He wasn’t listening
though - he was too preoccupied with settling a newly acquired Bristlenose
catfish into his tank.

[Pause]

Yvonne Fitzpatrick lived at number twenty-three for years, she was there when
we moved in next door to her, and that’s nearly nineteen years ago now. Of
course, it was her and her husband back than - Harold. Oh, they were lovely. She
made cheese scones to die for and he kept his garden beautiful . . . his privet was
the talk of the town. That’s one of the reasons we chose number twenty-five. The
whole close was just that little cut above. It was a very sought-after
neighbourhood. And even after her husband died, Yvonne took immense pride in
her house and garden, she even got a local handyman in when she couldn’t
manage the lawnmower anymore.

[Pause]

Anyway, last November, the poor woman had a stroke and ended up in the
Orchards Nursing Home on the other side of town, so it wasn’t long before the
‘For Sale’ sign had gone up. Well, you should have seen some of the people who
came to look at the place; a woman with her nose pierced, a couple with a
massive dog in tow, and an overweight man with the biggest white van I’d ever
seen. Nigel and | were getting very worried.
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