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Doug, Brian, and Damon


THE VIOLIN CASE


(Intro Music)

Voice Over: Hello friends, and welcome to German Mystery Theatre.  This evening we visit the sordid underbelly of Berlin.  This story is called… The Violin Case.

 (More Music)
V.O.: It is night, but not dark or stormy at all.  The moon bathes Jürgen Bieber and his car.  He drives on a deserted country road outside of Berlin. 

(30s Style swing music over the radio)

Jürgen: (whistles) Ah, it is a beautiful night.  My favourite song is on the radio, and nothing can go wrong!  
(Loud kerpop)
Jürgen:  What the hell? (He stops with a squeal of tires and gets out of his car) 

Jürgen:  Oh shit, I have a flat tire.  Mr. Fiedler will kill me if I don’t get the violin to him before morning.  I’ll never find a mechanic out here! (He gets into his car, drives away, and turns off the music) 
V.O.: Twenty minutes later…

Jürgen: Ooooh! A mechanic, how convenient! (He drives up)
Olaf: Good evening, Mister Bieb...er Mister.  Is there a problem?

Jürgen: Yes, my tire is flat.  It is terrible!

Olaf: Good! I mean… it is a good thing that you found us.  Here, have a bran muffin.  You must be tired and hungry after a long night of driving.  

Jürgen:  Thank you very much. (eats it loudly) Mmm, that tastes good.

Olaf: I know.  Have another.

Jürgen: (confused) Okay. (Eats it)  Shouldn’t you be fixing my tire?

Olaf:  Oh, yes.  Have a muffin while you wait! Heh heh heh.

V.O.: Two mechanics go to work on repairing Jürgen’s tire.

Jürgen: Holy shit! I really have to go to the bathroom.

Olaf: What a surprise. There is a washroom in the field over there. Take your time. Heh heh heh.

Jürgen: Ah, that feels better. (flushes)
(Returns)

Olaf: Ah you have returned from the bathroom. We have made the switch.
Jürgen: The switch? Of my tires?

Olaf: Naturally.

Jürgen: Excellent. How much does it cost?

Olaf: Ummm. Hmmm. Since you are such a nice man, for you… ten marks.

(10 seconds of music)

V.O.: Later, in a back room of Giovanni’s Sausage Bar is Olaf, who we also know as the mechanic, along with Anton Diederich and an assortment of other shady characters.  Anton is the head of the Berlin Mob.

Anton: Olaf! Did you get the Stradivarious?

Olaf: Yes boss.  It’s here. 

Anton: Excellent! Not since the disappearance of my father have we pulled off such a heist! 

Olaf: Yes boss.  The laxative-in-the-bran-muffin-trick was perfect. 

(everyone chuckles)

Anton: Good.  Let me see it!

(He opens the case. Everyone gasps.)

V.O.: Inside the case there is no violin, but a severed hand, covered with dried blood. 

Anton: (the loudest gasp of all) By all that is holy on the face of the earth!  See the ring! And that birthmark!  That is the hand of Gerhardt Diederich, my father, the don! 

(Loud dramatic music)
V.O.: Why is the don’s hand in the violin case? Who can we trust? Who will be sent to sleep with the fishes? Stay tuned for the exciting conclusion, after a word from our sponsers
(dorky music)

V.O.: Has this ever happened to you?*

Mann: (whistles, then trips, and all sorts of chaos ensues..)

V.O.: now you can trim your moustache the easy way, with the new Electric American Moustach Trimmer!  This high-tech marvel is specifically made for YOU.  Now you can turn this: (Cacophony)

Into this:
Dandy: What are you doing? 
Mann: I’m trimming my moustache.
V.O.: Welcome back, and for those of you just tuning in… before the break Mob boss Antont Diederich opened a violin case.  Instead of a Stradivarious he found the severed hand of his father the former don.

Anton: How can this be?
Olaf: I dunno, Boss. We took the case, just like you said.
Anton: Goddamned fools!  I should have you killed for this!
Olaf: Please boss! No! This will never happen again! 

Anton: Very well.  I will give you one last chance.  I am going to Rauschschloss.
Olaf: From where the violin came?
Anton: Exactly.  And you are coming with me. 

V.O.: Anton and Olaf travel to the castle of Count Ziedler. They approach the door cautiously and knock.  At first there is no answer, then the door creaks open.  A large bald butler stands in the entrance.
Butler: Welcome.

(Olaf waves his Revolver)

Anton: Get whoever is in charge here! We must speak.
Butler: Yes of course.  Have a seat please.
V.O.: Despite Anton and Olaf’s threatening manner, the butler leaves calmly. Anton and Olaf sit down in two large green chairs.
Olaf: That old cracker gave me goosebumps. I got a bad feeling, boss.  

Anton:  Take it easy.  We’re in control here. 

V.O.: After several minutes the butler returns. Behind him is a large, creepy shadow.  The butler steps aside and reveals a heavy-set man.  He is bald and a small monkey sits on his shoulder.  He smiles coldly.  

Drescher: What can I do for you?
Anton: Where is the count? Who are you?
Drescher: He’s not here. I’m looking after things now.
Anton: I said, who are you?

Drescher: Forgive me. I am Tomas Drescher.
Anton: The same Tomas Drescher that took over the Ampersandt Family?

Drescher: Precisely.  And I think that you are the same Anton Diederich who is head of the Berlin mob.  Why have you come here today? 

Anton:  I think you know!
V.O.: Anton reaches inside his coat and takes out the hand of his father.  He tosses it on the floor in front of Dresher. 
Drescher: Ah. The deceased Gerhardt. What a tragedy.
Anton: Bastard!
V.O.: The monkey jumps of Drescher’s shoulder and runs toward the hand.
Anton: (gasps) That’s Guff! My father’s monkey.
Drescher: And?

V.O.: Guff, the monkey, nibbles the fingers of the severed hand affectionately.

Anton: You will pay for what you have done.  No one crosses the Diederich Family and lives!

Drescher: (laughs) I don’t think so. I don’t take no guff from nobody! (shouts) Boys!
V.O.: Doors around the room spring open. Gangsters with guns pour in.
(Guns being cocked)

Olaf and Anton: Oh shit.

(Music)

V.O.: Is this the end of the Diederich family? What will happen to lovable Guff?  Tune in next week to German Mystery Theatre for the conclusion of this exciting tale.

