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Mr and Mrs Temple
T is always pleasant to renew
acquaintance with Paul Temple
and his wife, Steve. By the
time the first drinks have
appeared, the first telephone has
been answered, and the first corpse
discovered, listeners are generally
able to forget that the acquaint-
ance has ever been interrupted.
But in the latest of these BBC
serials, now approaching the show-
down at YA and YZ stations, one
side of Paul’s character seems a
little more pronounced than usual.
He has always been brusque with
his wife, in a well-bred way, when
under pressure. Presumably the
trait is intended to fill out the
personality of a man who other-
wise might be rather more or less
than human. Yet sometimes, if the
action is halting, or the listener’s
attention is straying from the lines
laid down for it by the producer,
the brusquerie stands out baldly.
Perhaps we are getting too used
to it.
Paul Temple is devoted to his
wife. He has every reason to be,
since for his sake she has escaped
death by a hair’s breadth on occa-
sions too numerous to remember,
A writer-detective who is con-
stantly saving his wife from
violence must end by valuing her
highly: he is, as it were, renewing
his hold upon her affections. Still,a man is only human; and if
moments of strain cannot be re-
vealed to listeners by the twitch-
ing of a nerve in the cheek or a
sudden tightening of the jaw, they
can at least creep warningly into
the dialogue. After a while we can
hear them coming. In the way of
all women and most men, Steve
cannot be silent when life is be-
coming interesting. She begins to
speak while "Sir Graham" is about
to pass on some vital information;
and Paul, perfectly controlled but
in no mood for nonsense, becomes
curt: "Just a minute, Steve!" And
the charming creature, understand-
ing that brains superior to her own
are at work, falls obediently silent.
Or it may be that, if the news is
startling, husband and wife both

utter sounds of incredulity. "Are
you sure?" asks Paul; and we
know at once that he is gaining
time while his thoughts race ahead,
his mind razor-sharp among the
impossibilities. "But what does it
mean?" asks Steve, trying to keep
up with him. And swiftly he turns
upon her: "Steve, do you mind?"
We sense here the controlled im-
patience of a strong man who has
a purpose behind every question
of his own, even when it sounds
inane, and who knows quite well
that his wife is merely prattling,
and in danger of holding up the
action,
The Paul Temple serials have
a deftness which makes the im-
probabilities easy to swallow; but
if listeners find themselves noticing
lines which seem to be superfluous
it may be supposed that the pro-
duction is flagging. It must be ex-
tremely difficult to avoid lapses
into banality when so much de-
pends on the mechanics of the
plot. Little habits of speech,
carried over from one serial to
another, are at first amusing; but
presently they bring a feeling of
flatness, and all at once the paste-
board looms beyond the voices.
The listener, unwilling to turn
away because he wants to know
what will happen next, begins to
use dialogue of his own: "Steve,
would you mind?" And the answer
comes crisply: "I certainly would.
And must you speak to me like
that, as if I were a child?" It would
not do, of course: the story must
not be allowed to explode into
marital argument while murderers
are lurking outside among the
clues. If Steve becomes difficult,
as on occasion she will, her wilful-
ness must be used to tighten a few
more threads, or to precipitate the
crisis. Afterwards, when Paul is
relaxing before returning to his
typewriter, all is sunshine in the
happiest of marriages. It is a
strange place, this little world of
voices and sound effects, where
husbands are masterful, and wives
are almost always docile. English,
too, in an oddly Victorian way.

M.H.H.


