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  A dramatisation of the homonymous Sherlock Holmes story

  First UK performance: Adelphi Theatre, London, June 4, 1910

  First US production: Garrick Theater, New York, November 21, 1910

  French's Acting Edition published in 1912

  

  The play (original title: The Stonor Case) differs from the story

  in several details, including the names of some of the characters

  

   


  BIBLIOGRAPHIC NOTE


  A TYPESCRIPT of the first two acts of The Stonor Case
  was auctioned at Christies on May 19, 2004, where it realised a price of
  £23,900 ($42,375).
 


  The auction catalogue included the following description:


  Sir Arthur CONAN DOYLE. Typescript of the first two
  acts (of three?) of 'The Stonor Case. An Adventure of Mr. Sherlock Holmes',
  two volumes, with his corrections and additions in pen and pencil, original
  brown wrappers inscribed in pencil on label 'Author's Copy', 4to.


  Vol. I (Act I), title page, dramatis personae,
  with Conan Doyle's autograph corrections to the list of dramatis
  personae and his additions and corrections on 25 pages, together with
  some editorial annotations, final page (blank) torn, 28 pages.


  Vol. II (Act II), title page, with Conan Doyle's
  corrections on 26 pages and 71 additional lines in his hand, some editorial
  annotations, lower part of page 22 cut away, 41 pages....
 


  The play opens in the gloomy hall of Stoke Place, the home of
  the Anglo-Indian surgeon, Rylott and his stepdaughter Enid Stonor, who is
  mourning the suspicious death of her sister. Dr Watson, a friend of the
  girl's mother, comes to her aid, telling Enid 'I have a singular friend -- a
  man with strange powers and a very masterful personality ... Holmes is his
  name -- Mr. Sherlock Holmes.'


  Act II Scene II is set in 'Mr Sherlock Holmes' room in Baker
  Street'. Holmes is successfully disguised as a workman. 'My dear Watson', he
  begins, 'when you begin to recognise me it will indeed be the beginning of
  the end. When your eagle eye penetrates my disguise I shall retire to an
  eligible poultry farm'.


  The tentative introduction of the 'speckled band' occurs in
  Volume I, p. 9 where 'Black rope' has been altered by Conan Doyle to
  'Band—speckled', crossed through and replaced again by 'Black
  rope—speckled'.


  Conan Doyle has annotated the list of Dramatis
  personae in Volume I with suggestions for the part of Sherlock Holmes
  (H.A. Saintsbury) and Watson (Claude King).


  It appears likely that Conan Doyle abandoned the text after
  completing Acts I and II in favour of a radical revision (The Speckled
  Band). Based on the story 'The Adventure of the Speckled Band', in The
  Adventures of Sherlock Holmes, 1892.

  

   


  
CAST OF CHARACTERS


  
    	MR. SHERLOCK HOLMES— the great detective


    	MR. SCOTT WILSON— engaged to ENID'S sister


    	DR. WATSON— Sherlock Holmes' friend


    	MR. LONGBRACE— Coroner


    	BILLY— page to SHERLOCK HOLMES


    	MR. BREWER— foreman of the jury


    	DR. GRIMESBY RYLOTT— a retired Anglo-Indian Surgeon and owner of
    Stoke Moran Manor


    	MR. ARMITAGE— a juror


    	ENID STONOR— his step-daughter


    	MR. HOLT LOAMING


    	ALI— an Indian, valet to DR. RYLOTT


    	MR. MILVERTON


    	RODGERS— butler to DR. RYLOTT


    	MR. JAMES B. MONTAGUE— client of Mr. SHERLOCK HOLMES


    	MRS. STAUNTON— housekeeper to DR. RYLOTT


    	CORONER'S OFFICER


    	INSPECTOR DOWNING

  
 

   


  
THE ACTS


  
    	ACT I


    	The Hall of Stoke Place, Stoke Moran


    	



    	Two years elapse between Acts I and II


    	



    	Act II


    	Scene 1. DR. RYLOTT'S Study, Stoke Place


    	Scene 2. MR. SHERLOCK HOLMES' Rooms, Upper Baker Street, London


    	



    	Act III


    	Scene 1. The Hall of Stoke Place


    	Scene 2. ENID'S Bedroom, Stoke Place

  
 

   


  
ACT I


  The Hall of Stoke Place, Stoke Moran

  (Two years elapse between Acts I and II)


  SCENE. Stoke Place at Stoke Moran. A large, oak-lined, gloomy hall,
  with everything in disrepair. At the back, centre, is a big double door which
  leads into the morning-room. To its right, but also facing the audience, is
  another door which leads to the outside entrance hall. A little down, right,
  is the door to DR. RYLOTT'S study. Farther down, right, a large opening gives
  access to the passageway of the bedroom wing. A fifth entrance, up left,
  leads to the servants' hall. There is a long table in the middle of the room,
  with chairs round.


  ENID STONOR sits on a couch at one side, her face buried in the
  cushion, sobbing. RODGERS also discovered, the butler, a broken old man. He
  looks timidly about him and then approaches ENID.


  RODGERS: Don't cry, my dear young lady. You're so good and kind to others
  that it just goes to my heart to see such trouble to you. Things will all
  change for the better now.


  ENID: Thank you, Rodgers, you are very kind.


  RODGERS: Life can't be all trouble, Miss Enid. There must surely be some
  sunshine somewhere, though I've waited a weary time for it.


  ENID: Poor old Rodgers!


  RODGERS: Yes, it used to be poor young Rodgers, and now it's poor old
  Rodgers; and there's the story of my life.


  (Enter ALI, an Indian servant, from the servants' hall.)


  ALl: Mrs. Staunton says you are to have beer and sandwiches for the jury,
  and tiffin for the coroner.


  RODGERS: Very good.


  ALl: Go at once.


  RODGERS: You mind your own business. You think you are the master.


  ALl: I carry the housekeeper's order.


  RODGERS: Well, I've got my orders.


  ALI: And I see they are done.


  RODGERS: You're only the valet, a servant—same as me; as Mrs.
  Staunton for that matter.


  ALl: Shall I tell master? Shall I say you will not take the order?


  RODGERS: There, there, I'll do it.


  (Enter DR. GRIMESBY RYLOTT from his study.)


  RYLOTT: Well, what's the matter? What are you doing Rodgers?


  RODGERS: Nothing, sir, nothing.


  ALl: I tell him to set out tiffin.


  RYLOTT: Go this instant! What do you mean?


  (RODGERS exits into servants' hall.)


  Ali, stand at the door and show people in. (To ENID.) Oh! for God's
  sake stop your snivelling! Have I not enough to worry me without that?
  (Shakes her.) Stop it, I say! I'll have no more. They'll all be in
  here in a moment.


  ENID: Oh? Don't be so harsh with me.


  RYLOTT: Hark! I think I hear them. (Crossing toward bedroom
  passage.) What can they be loitering for? They won't learn much by
  looking at the body. I suppose that consequential ass of a coroner is giving
  them a lecture. If Professor Van Donop Doctor WATSON are satisfied, surely
  that is good enough for him. Ali!


  ALl: Yes, Sahib.


  RYLOTT: How many witnesses have come?


  ALI: Seven, Sahib.


  RYLOTT: All in the morning room?


  ALl: Yes, Sahib.


  RYLOTT: Then put any others in there also.


  (ALl salaams.)


  Woman will you dry your eyes and try for once to think of other people
  besides yourself? Learn to stamp down your private emotions. Look at me. I
  was as fond of your sister Violet as if she had really been my daughter, and
  yet I face the situation now like a man. Get up and do your duty.


  ENID (drying her eyes): What can I do?


  RYLOTT (sitting on the settee beside her): There's a brave girl. I
  did not mean to be harsh. Thirty years of India sends a man home with a
  cayenne pepper temper. Did I ever tell you the funny story of the Indian
  judge and the cabman?


  ENID: Oh, how can you?


  RYLOTT: Well, well, I'll tell it some other time. Don't look so shocked. I
  meant well, I was trying to cheer you up. Now look here, Enid! be a sensible
  girl and pull yourself together—and I say! be careful what you tell
  them. We may have had our little disagreements—every family has
  —but don't wash our linen in public. It is a time to forgive and
  forget. I always loved Violet in my heart.


  ENID: Oh! if I could only think so!


  RYLOTT: Since your mother died you have both been to me as my own
  daughters; in every way the same; mind you say so. D'you hear?


  ENID: Yes, I hear.


  RYLOTT: Don't forget it. (Rising, turns her face.) Don't forget it.
  Curse them! are they never coming, the carrion crows! I'll see what they are
  after.


  (Exits into bedroom passage.)


  (SCOTT WILSON enters at the hall door and is shown by ALl into the
  morning-room. While he is showing him in, DR. WATSON enters, and, seeing ENID
  with her face in the cushions, he comes across to her.)


  WATSON: Let me say how sorry I am, Miss Stonor. (Shaking
  hands.)


  ENID (rises to meet him): I am so glad to see you, Dr. Watson.
  (Sinks on stool and sobs.) I fear I am a weak, cowardly creature,
  unfit to meet the shocks of life. It is all like some horrible nightmare.


  WATSON: I think you have been splendidly brave. What woman could fail to
  feel such a shock?


  ENID: Your kindness has been the one gleam of light in these dark days.
  There is such bad feeling between my stepfather and the country doctor that I
  am sure he would not have come to us. But I remembered the kind letter you
  wrote when we came home, and I telegraphed on the chance. I could hardly dare
  hope that you would come from London so promptly.


  WATSON: Why, I knew your mother well in India, and I remember you and your
  poor sister when you were schoolgirls. I was only too glad to be of any use
  —if indeed I was of any use. Where is your stepfather?


  ENID: He has gone in to speak with the coroner.


  WATSON: I trust that he does not visit you with any of that violence of
  which I hear so much in the village. Excuse me if I take a liberty; it is
  only that I am interested. You are very lonely and defenceless.


  ENID: Thank you. I am sure you mean well, but indeed I would rather not
  discuss this matter.


  ALl (advancing): This way, sir.


  WATSON: In a minute.


  ALl: Master's orders, sir. (Coming down.)


  WATSON: In a minute, I say.


  ALI: Very sorry, sir. Must go now.


  WATSON (pushing him away): Stand back, you rascal. I will go in my
  own time. Don't you dare to interfere with me.


  (ALl shrugs shoulders and withdraws.)


  Just one last word. It is a true friend who speaks, and you will not
  resent it. If you should be in any trouble, if anything should come which
  made you uneasy—which worried you—


  ENID: What should come? You frighten me.


  WATSON: You have no one in this lonely place to whom you can go. If by
  chance you should want a friend you will turn to me, will you not?


  ENID: How good you are! But you mean more than you say. What is it that
  you fear?


  WATSON: It is a gloomy atmosphere for a young girl. Your stepfather is a
  strange man. You would come to me, would you not?


  ENID: I promise you I will. (Rising.)


  WATSON: I can do little enough. But I have a singular friend—a man
  with strange powers and a very masterful personality. We used to live
  together, and I came to know him well. Holmes is his name—Mr. Sherlock
  Holmes. It is to him I should turn if things looked black for you. If any man
  in England could help it is he.


  ENID: But I shall need no help. And yet it is good to think that I am not
  all alone. Hush! they are coming. Don't delay! Oh! I beg to go.


  WATSON: I take your promise with me. (He goes into the morning-
  room.)


  (DR. RYLOTT enters from the bedroom wing, conversing with the CORONER.
  The JURY,in a confused crowd, come behind. There are a CORONER'S OFFICER and
  a POLICE INSPECTOR.)


  CORONER: Very proper sentiments, sir; very proper sentiments. I can
  entirely understand your feelings.


  RYLOTT: At my age it is a great thing to have a soothing female influence
  around one. I shall miss it at every turn. She had the sweet temperament of
  her dear mother. Enid, my dear, have you been introduced to Mr. Longbrace,
  the Coroner?


  CORONER: How do you do, Miss Stonor? You have my sympathy, I am sure.
  Well, well, we must get to business. Mr. Brewer, I understand that you have
  been elected as foreman. Is that so, gentlemen?


  ALL: Yes, yes.


  CORONER: Then perhaps you would sit here. (Looks at watch.) Dear
  me! it is later than I thought. Now, Dr. Rylott—(sits at
  table)—both you and your stepdaughter are witnesses in this
  inquiry, so your presence here is irregular.


  RYLOTT: I thought, sir, that under my own roof—


  CORONER: Not at all, sir, not at all. The procedure is entirely unaffected
  by such a consideration.


  RYLOTT: I am quite in your hands.


  CORONER: Then you will kindly withdraw.


  RYLOTT: Come, Enid.


  CORONER: Possibly the young lady would wish to be free, so we could take
  her evidence first.


  RYLOTT: That would be most considerate. You can understand, sir, that I
  would wish her spared in this ordeal. I leave you, dear girl. (Aside.)
  Remember!


  (RYLOTT is about to go into his study but is directed by the INSPECTOR
  into the morning-room.)


  CORONER: Put a chair, there, officer.


  (OFFICER places chair.)


  CORONER: That will do. Now, Miss Stonor! Thank you. The officer will swear
  you—


  (ENID is sworn by the OFFICER.)


  OFFICER: &heellip;the truth and nothing but the truth. Thank you.


  (ENID kisses the Book.)


  CORONER: Now, gentlemen, before I take the evidence, I will remind you of
  the general circumstances connected with the sudden decease of this unhappy
  young lady. She was Miss Violet Stonor, the elder of the stepdaughters of Dr.
  Grimesby Rylott, a retired Anglo-Indian doctor, who has lived for several
  years at this ancient house of Stoke Place, in Stoke Moran. She was born and
  educated in India, and her health was never robust. There was, however, no
  actual physical lesion, nor has any been discovered by the doctors. You have
  seen the room on the ground floor at the end of this passage, and you realize
  that the young lady was well guarded, having her sister's bedroom on one side
  of her and her stepfather's on the other. We will now take the evidence of
  the sister of the deceased as to what actually occurred. Miss Stonor, do you
  identify the body of the deceased as that of your sister, Violet Stonor?


  ENID: Yes.


  CORONER: Might I ask you to tell us what happened upon the night of April
  14? I understand that your sister was in her ordinary health when you said
  good- night to her?


  ENID: Yes, she seemed as usual. She was never strong.


  CORONER: Had she some mental trouble?


  ENID (hesitating): She was not very happy in her mind.


  CORONER: I beg that you will have no reserves. I am sure you appreciate
  the solemnity of this occasion. Why was your sister unhappy in her mind?


  ENID: There were obstacles to her engagement.


  CORONER: Yes, yes, I understand that this will be dealt with by another
  witness. Your sister was unhappy in her mind because she was engaged to be
  married and there were obstacles. Proceed.


  ENID: I was awakened shortly after midnight by a scream. I ran into the
  passage. As I reached her door I heard a sound like low music, then the key
  turn in the lock, and she rushed out in her nightdress. Her face was
  convulsed with terror. She screamed out a few words and fell into my arms,
  and then slipped down upon the floor. When I tried to raise her I found that
  she was dead. Then—then I fainted myself, and I knew no more.


  CORONER: When you came to yourself—?


  ENID: When I came to myself I had been carried by my stepfather and
  Rodgers, the butler, back to my bed.


  CORONER: You mentioned music. What sort of music?


  ENID: It was a low, sweet sound.


  CORONER: Where did this music come from?


  ENID: I could not tell. I may say that once or twice I thought that I
  heard music at night.


  CORONER: You say that your sister screamed out some words. What were the
  words?


  ENID: It was incoherent raving. She was wild with terror.


  CORONER: But could you distinguish nothing?


  ENID: I heard the word "band"—I also heard the word "speckled." I
  cannot say more. I was myself almost as terrified as she.


  CORONER: Dear me. Band—speckled—it sounds like delirium. She
  mentioned no name?


  ENID: None.


  CORONER: What light was in the passage?


  ENID: A lamp against the wall.


  CORONER: You could distinctly see your sister?


  ENID: Oh, yes.


  CORONER: And there was at that time no trace of violence upon her?


  ENID: No, no!


  CORONER: You are quite clear that she unlocked her door before she
  appeared?


  ENID: Yes, I can swear it.


  CORONER: And her window? Did she ever sleep with her window open?


  ENID: No, it was always fastened at night.


  CORONER: Did you examine it after her death?


  ENID: I saw it next morning; it was fastened then.


  CORONER: One other point, Miss Stonor. You have no reason to believe that
  your sister contemplated suicide?


  ENID: Certainly not.


  CORONER: At the same time when a young lady—admittedly of a nervous,
  highly- strung disposition—is crossed in her love affairs, such a
  possibility cannot be excluded. You can throw no light upon such a
  supposition?


  ENID: No.


  FOREMAN: Don t you think Mr. Coroner if the young lady had designs upon
  herself she would have stayed in her room and not rushed out into the
  passage?


  CORONER: Well that is for your consideration and judgement. You have heard
  this young lady's evidence. Have any of you any questions to put?


  ARMITAGE (rising): Well I'm a plain man, a Methodist and the son of
  a Methodist—


  CORONER: What is your name sir?


  ARMITAGE: I'm Mr. Armitage sir. I own the big shop in the village.


  CORONER: Well sir?


  ARMITAGE: I'm a Methodist and the son of a Methodist—


  CORONER: Your religious opinions are not under discussion, Mr.
  Armitage.


  ARMITAGE: But I speaks my mind as man to man. I pays my taxes the same as
  the rest of them.


  CORONER: Have you any questions to ask?


  ARMITAGE: I would like to ask this young lady whether her stepfather uses
  her ill for there are some queer stories got about in the village.


  CORONER: The question would be out of order. It does not bear upon the
  death of the deceased.


  FOREMAN: Well sir I will put Mr. Armitage's question in another shape. Can
  you tell us Miss, whether your stepfather ill used the deceased young
  lady?


  ENID: He—he was not always gentle.


  ARMITAGE: Does he lay hands on you?—that's what I want to know.


  CORONER: Really, Mr. Armitage.


  ARMITAGE: Excuse me, Mr. Coroner. I've lived in this village, boy and man
  for fifty years and I can look any man in the face.


  (ARMITAGE sits.)


  CORONER: You have heard the question, Miss Stonor. I don't know that we
  could insist upon your answering it.


  ENID: Gentlemen, my stepfather has spent his life in the tropics. It has
  affected his health. There are times—there are times—when he
  loses control over his temper. At such times he is liable to be violent. My
  sister and I thought—hoped—that he was not really responsible for
  it. He is sorry for it afterwards.


  CORONER: Well, Miss Stonor, I am sure I voice the sentiments of the Jury
  when I express our profound sympathy for the sorrow which has come upon
  you.


  (JURY all murmur, "Certainly," "Quite so," etc.)


  Call Mr. Scott Wilson. We need not detain you any longer.


  (ENID rises and goes into the morning-room.)


  OFFICER (at door): Mr. Scott Wilson.


  (Enter SCOTT WILSON—a commonplace young gentleman.)


  CORONER: Swear him, officer—


  (SCOTT WILSON mumbles and kisses the Book.)


  I understand, Mr. Scott Wilson, that you were engaged to be married to the
  deceased.


  WILSON: Yes, sir.


  CORONER: Since how long?


  WILSON: Six weeks.


  CORONER: Was there any quarrel between you?


  WILSON: None.


  CORONER: Were you in a position to marry?


  WILSON: Yes.


  CORONER: Was there any talk of an immediate marriage?


  WILSON: Well, sir, we hoped before the summer was over.


  CORONER: We hear of obstacles. What were the obstacles?


  WILSON: Dr. Rylott. He would not hear of the marriage.


  CORONER: Why not?


  WILSON: He gave no reason, sir.


  CORONER: There was some scandal, was there not?


  WILSON: Yes, sir, he assaulted me.


  CORONER: What happened?


  WILSON: He met me in the village. He was like a raving madman. He struck
  me several times with his cane, and he set his boar-hound upon me.


  CORONER: What did you do?


  WILSON: I took refuge in one of the little village shops.


  ARMITAGE (jumping up): I beg your pardon, young gentleman, you took
  refuge in my shop.


  WILSON: Yes, sir, I took refuge in Mr. Armitage's shop.


  (ARMITAGE sits.)


  CORONER: And a police charge resulted?


  WILSON: I withdrew it, sir, out of consideration for my fiancée.


  CORONER: But you continued your engagement?


  WILSON: I would not be bullied out of that.


  CORONER: Quite so. But this opposition, and her fears as to your safety,
  caused Miss Stonor great anxiety?


  WILSON: Yes.


  CORONER: Apart from that, you can say nothing which throws any light on
  this sad event?


  WILSON: No. I had not seen her for a week before her death.


  CORONER: She never expressed any particular apprehension to you?


  WILSON: She was always nervous and unhappy.


  CORONER: But nothing definite?


  WILSON: No.


  CORONER: Any questions, gentlemen. (Pause.) Very good. Call Dr.
  Watson! You may go.


  (SCOTT WILSON goes out through the entrance hall.)


  OFFICER (at morning-room door): Dr. Watson!


  (Enter DR. WATSON.)


  CORONER: You will kindly take the oath. Gentlemen, at the opening of this
  Court, and before you viewed the body, you had read to you the evidence of
  Professor Van Donop, the pathologist who is unable to be present to-day. Dr.
  Watson's evidence is supplementary to that. You are not in practice, I
  understand, Dr. Watson?


  WATSON: No, sir.


  CORONER: A retired Army Surgeon, I understand?


  WATSON: Yes.


  CORONER: Dear me! you retired young.


  WATSON: I was wounded in the Afghan Campaign.


  CORONER: I see, I see. You knew Dr. Rylott before this tragedy?


  WATSON: No, sir. I knew Mrs. Stonor when she was a widow, and I knew her
  two daughters. That was in India. I heard of her re-marriage and her death.
  When I heard that the children, with their stepfather, had come to England, I
  wrote and reminded them that they had at least one friend.


  CORONER: Well, what then?


  WATSON: I heard no more until I received a wire from Miss Enid Stonor. I
  at once came down to Stoke Moran.


  CORONER: You were the first medical man to see the body?


  WATSON: Dr. Rylott is himself a medical man.


  CORONER: Exactly. You were the first independent medical man?


  WATSON: Oh, yes, sir.


  CORONER: Without going too far into painful details, I take it that you
  are in agreement with Professor Van Donop's report and analysis?


  WATSON: Yes, sir.


  CORONER: You found no physical lesion?


  WATSON: No.


  CORONER: Nothing to account for death?


  WATSON: No.


  CORONER: No signs of violence?


  WATSON: No.


  CORONER: Nor of poison?


  WATSON: No.


  CORONER: Yet there must be a cause?


  WATSON: There are many causes of death which leave no sign.


  CORONER: For instance—?


  WATSON: Well, for instance, the subtler poisons. There are many poisons
  for which we have no test.


  CORONER: No doubt. But you will remember, Dr. Watson, that this young lady
  died some five or six hours after her last meal. So far as the evidence goes
  it was only then that she could have taken Poison, unless she took it of her
  own free will; in which case we Should have expected to find some paper or
  bottle in her room. But it would indeed be a strange poison which could
  strike her down so suddenly many hours after it was taken. You perceive
  difficulty?


  WATSON: Yes sir.


  CORONER: You could name no such poison?


  WATSON: No.


  CORONER: Then what remains?


  WATSON: There are other causes. One may die of nervous shock or one may
  die of a broken heart.


  CORONER: Had you any reason to think that the deceased had undergone
  nervous shock?


  WATSON: Only the narrative of her sister.


  CORONER: You have formed no conjecture as to the nature of the shock?


  WATSON: No sir.


  CORONER: You spoke of a broken heart. Have you any reason for using such
  an expression?


  WATSON: Only my general impression that she was not happy.


  CORONER: I fear we cannot deal with general impressions.


  (Murmurs of acquiescence from the JURY.)


  You have no definite reason?


  WATSON: None that I can put into words.


  CORONER: Has any juror any question to ask?


  ARMITAGE (rising): I'm a plain downright man and I want to get to
  the bottom of this thing.


  CORONER: We all share your desire Mr. Armitage.


  ARMITAGE: Look here Doctor you examined this lady. Did you find any signs
  of violence?


  WATSON: I have already said I did not.


  ARMITAGE: I mean bruises, or the like.


  WATSON: No sir.


  CORONER: Any questions?


  ARMITAGE: I would like to ask the Doctor whether he wrote to these young
  ladies because he had any reason to think they were ill-used.


  WATSON: No, sir. I wrote because I knew their mother.


  ARMITAGE: What did their mother die of?


  WATSON: I have no idea.


  CORONER Really Mr. Armitage you go too far!


  (ARMITAGE sits.)


  Anything else?


  FOREMAN: May I ask, Dr. Watson, whether you examined the window of the
  room to see if any one from outside could have molested the lady?


  WATSON: The window was bolted.


  FOREMAN: Yes, but had it been bolted all night?


  WATSON: Yes, it had.


  CORONER: How do you know?


  WATSON: By the dust on the window-latch.


  CORONER: Dear me, Doctor, you are very observant!


  WATSON: I have a friend, sir, who trained me in such matters.


  CORONER: Well, your evidence seems final on that point. We are all obliged
  to you, Dr. Watson, and will detain you no longer.


  (Exit DR. WATSON into the morning-room.)


  OFFICER (at door): Mr. Rodgers!


  (Enter RODGERS.)


  CORONER: Swear him!


  (Business of swearing.)


  Well, Mr. Rodgers, how long have you been in the service of Dr.
  Rylott?


  RODGERS: For many years, sir.


  CORONER: Ever since the family settled here?


  RODGERS: Yes, sir. I'm an old man, sir, too old to change. I don't suppose
  I'd get another place if I lost this one. He tells me it would be the gutter
  or the workhouse.


  CORONER: Who tells you?


  RODGERS: Him, sir—the master. But I am not saying anything against
  him, sir. No, no, don't think that—not a word against the master. You
  won't misunderstand me?


  CORONER: You seem nervous?


  RODGERS: Well, I'm an old man, sir, and things like this—


  CORONER: Quite so, we can understand. Now, Rodgers, upon the night of
  April 14, you helped to carry the deceased to her room.


  RODGERS: Did I, sir? Who said that?


  CORONER: We had it in Miss Stonor's evidence. Was it not so?


  RODGERS: Yes, yes, if Miss Enid said it. What Miss Enid says is true. And
  what the master says is true. It's all true.


  CORONER: I suppose you came when you heard the scream?


  RODGERS: Yes, yes, the scream in the night; I came to it.


  CORONER: And what did you see?


  RODGERS: I saw—I saw—(Puts his hands up as if about to
  faint.)


  CORONER: Come, come, man, speak out.


  RODGERS: I'm—I'm frightened.


  CORONER: You have nothing to fear. You are under protection of the law.
  Who are you afraid of? Your master?


  RODGERS (rising): No, no, gentlemen, don't think that! No, no!


  CORONER: Well, then—what did you see?


  RODGERS: She was on the ground, sir, and Miss Enid beside her—both
  in white night clothes. My master was standing near them.


  CORONER: Well?


  RODGERS: We carried the young lady to her room and laid her on her couch.
  She never spoke nor moved. I know no more indeed I know no more.


  (Sinking into his chair.)


  CORONER: Any questions, gentlemen?


  ARMITAGE: You live in the house all the time?


  RODGERS: Yes, sir.


  ARMITAGE: Does your master ever knock you about?


  RODGERS: No, sir, no.


  ARMITAGE: Well, Mr. Scott Wilson told us what happened to him, and I know
  he laid the gardener up for a week and paid ten pound to keep out of court.
  You know that yourself.


  RODGERS: No, no, sir, I know nothing of the kind.


  ARMITAGE: Well, every one else in the village knows. What I want to ask is
  —was he ever violent to these young ladies?


  FOREMAN: Yes, that's it. Was he violent?


  RODGERS: No, not to say violent. No, he's a kind man, the master.


  (Pause.)


  CORONER: Call Mrs. Staunton, the housekeeper. That will do.


  (Exit RODGERS into the servant's hall.)


  (Enter MRS. STAUNTON from the morning-room.)


  CORONER: You are housekeeper here?


  MRS. STAUNTON: Yes, sir. (Standing.)


  CORONER: How long have you been here?


  MRS. STAUNTON: Ever since the family settled here.


  CORONER: Can you tell us anything of this matter?


  MRS. STAUNTON: I knew nothing of it, sir, till after the poor young lady
  had been laid upon the bed. After that it was I who took charge of things,
  for Dr. Rylott was so dreadfully upset that he could do nothing.


  CORONER: Oh! he was very upset, was he?


  MRS. STAUNTON: I never saw a man in such a state of grief.


  CORONER: Living in the house you had numerous opportunities of seeing the
  relations between Dr. Rylott and his two stepdaughters.


  MRS. STAUNTON: Yes, sir.


  CORONER: How would you describe them?


  MRS. STAUNTON: He was kindness itself to them. No two young ladies could
  be better treated than they have been.


  CORONER: It has been suggested that he was sometimes violent to them.


  MRS. STAUNTON: Never, sir. He was like a tender father.


  ARMITAGE: How about that riding switch? We've heard tales about that.


  MRS. STAUNTON: Oh, it's you, Mr. Armitage? There are good reasons why you
  should make mischief against the Doctor. He told you what he thought of you
  and your canting ways.


  CORONER: Now, then, I cannot have these recriminations. If I had known,
  Mr. Armitage, that there was personal feeling between the Doctor and
  you—


  ARMITAGE: Nothing of the sort, sir. I'm doing my public duty.


  CORONER: Well, the evidence of the witness seems very clear in combating
  your assertion of ill-treatment. Any other Juror? Very good, Mrs.
  Staunton.


  (Exit MRS. STAUNTON into the servants' hall.)


  Call Dr. Grimesby RYLOTT.


  OFFICER (calls at morning-room door): Dr. Rylott.


  (Enter DR. RYLOTT.)


  CORONER: Dr. Rylott, do you identify the body of the deceased as that of
  your stepdaughter, Violet Stonor?


  RYLOTT: Yes, sir.


  CORONER: Can you say anything which will throw any light upon this unhappy
  business?


  RYLOTT: You may well say unhappy, sir. It has completely unnerved me.


  CORONER: No doubt.


  RYLOTT: She was the ray of sunshine in the house. She knew my ways. I am
  lost without her.


  CORONER: No doubt. But we must confine ourselves to the facts. Have you
  any explanation which will cover the facts of your stepdaughter's death?


  RYLOTT: I know just as much of the matter as you do It is a complete and
  absolute mystery to me.


  CORONER: Speaking as a doctor, you had no misgivings as to her health?


  RYLOTT: She was never robust, but I had no reason for uneasiness.


  CORONER: It has come out in evidence that her happiness had been affected
  by your interference with her engagement?


  RYLOTT (rising): That is entirely a misunderstanding sir. As a
  matter of fact I interfered in order to protect her from a man I had every
  reason to believe was a mere fortune hunter. She saw it herself in that light
  and was relieved to see the last of him.


  CORONER: Excuse me sir but this introduces a new element into the case.
  Then the young lady had separate means?


  RYLOTT: An annuity under her mother's will. (Sits.)


  CORONER: And to whom does it now go?


  RYLOTT: I believe that I might have a claim upon it but I am waiving it in
  favour of her sister.


  CORONER: Very handsome I am sure.


  (Murmurs from the JURY)


  ARMITAGE (rising): I expect sir so long as she lives under your
  roof you have the spending of it.


  CORONER: Well, well, we can hardly go into that.


  ARMITAGE: Had the young lady her own cheque book?


  CORONER: Really Mr. Armitage you get away from the subject.


  ARMITAGE: It is the subject.


  RYLOTT (rising): I am not here, sir, to submit to impertinence.
  (Sits. )


  CORONER: I must ask you, Mr. Armitage—(Holds up hand.)


  (ARMITAGE sits.)


  Now, Dr. Rylott, the medical evidence, as you are aware, gives us no cause
  of death. You can suggest none?


  RYLOTT: No, sir.


  CORONER: Your stepdaughter has affirmed that her sister unlocked her door
  before appearing in the passage. Can you confirm this?


  RYLOTT: Yes, I heard her unlock the door.


  CORONER: You arrived in the passage simultaneously with the lady?


  RYLOTT: Yes.


  CORONER: You had been aroused by the scream?


  RYLOTT: Yes.


  CORONER: And naturally you came at once?


  RYLOTT: Quite so. I was just in time to see her rush from her room and
  fall into her sister's arms. I can only imagine that she had some nightmare
  or hideous dream which had been too much for her heart. That is my own theory
  of her death.


  CORONER: We have it on record that she said some incoherent words before
  she died.


  RYLOTT: I heard nothing of the sort.


  CORONER: She said nothing so far as you know?


  RYLOTT: Nothing.


  CORONER: Did you hear any music?


  RYLOTT: Music, sir? No, I heard none.


  CORONER: Well, what happened next?


  RYLOTT: I satisfied myself that the poor girl was dead. Rodgers, my
  butler, had arrived, and together we laid her on her couch. I can really tell
  you nothing more.


  CORONER: You did not at once send for a doctor?


  RYLOTT: Well, sir, I was a doctor myself. To satisfy ENID I Consented in
  the morning to telegraph for Dr. Watson, who had been the girls' friend in
  India. I really could do no more.


  CORONER: Looking back, you have nothing with which to reproach yourself in
  your treatment of this lady?


  RYLOTT: She was the apple of my eye, I would have given my life for
  her.


  CORONER: Well, gentlemen, any questions?


  ARMITAGE: Yes, a good many. (Rising.)


  (The other JURYMEN show some impatience.)


  Well, I pay my way, the same as the rest of you, and I claim my rights.
  Mr. Coroner, I claim my rights.


  CORONER: Well, well, Mr. Armitage, be as short as you can (Looks at his
  watch.) It is nearly two.


  ARMITAGE: See here, Dr. Rylott, what about that great hound of yours? What
  about that whip you carry. What about the tales we hear down in the village
  of your bully-raggin' them young ladies?


  RYLOTT (rising): Really, Mr. Coroner, I must claim your protection.
  This fellow's impertinence is intolerable.


  CORONER: You go rather far, Mr. Armitage. You must confine yourself to
  definite questions upon matters of fact.


  (RYLOTT sits.)


  ARMITAGE: Well, then, do you sleep with a light in your room?


  RYLOTT: No, I do not.


  ARMITAGE: How was you dressed in the passage?


  RYLOTT: In my dressing-gown.


  ARMITAGE: How did you get it?


  RYLOTT: I struck a light, of course, and took it from a hook.


  ARMITAGE: Well, if you did all that, how did you come into the passage as
  quick as the young lady who ran out just as she was?


  RYLOTT: I can only tell you it was so.


  ARMITAGE: Well, I can only tell you I don't believe it.


  CORONER: You must withdraw that, Mr. Armitage.


  ARMITAGE: I says what I mean, Mr. Coroner, and I say it again, I don't
  believe it. I've got common sense if I haven't got education.


  RYLOTT (rising): I can afford to disregard his remarks,
  Coroner.


  CORONER: Anything else, Mr. Armitage?


  ARMITAGE: I've said my say, and I stick to it.


  CORONER: Then that will do, Dr. Rylott.


  (Pause. DR. RYLOTT is going up towards the morning
  door.)


  By the way, can your Indian servant help us at all in the matter?


  RYLOTT (coming down again): Ali sleeps in a garret and knew nothing
  till next morning. He is my personal valet.


  CORONER: Then we need not call him. Very good, Dr. Rylott. you can remain
  if you wish. (To JURY.) Well, gentlemen, you have heard the evidence
  relating to this very painful case. There are several conceivable
  alternatives. There is death by murder. Of this I need not say there is not a
  shadow or tittle of evidence. There is death by suicide. Here, again, the
  presumption is absolutely against it. Then there is death by accident. We
  have nothing to lead us to believe that there has been an accident. Finally,
  we come to death by natural causes. It must be admitted that these natural
  causes are obscure, but the processes of nature are often mysterious, and we
  cannot claim to have such an exact knowledge of them that we can always
  define them. You have read the evidence of Professor Van Donop and you have
  heard that of Dr. Watson. If you are not satisfied it is always within your
  competence to declare that death arose from unknown causes. It is for you to
  form your own conclusions.


  (The JURY buzz together for a moment. The CORONER looks at his watch,
  rises, and goes over to DR. RYLOTT.)


  We are later than I intended.


  RYLOTT: These absurd interruptions—!


  CORONER: Yes, at these country inquests we generally have some queer
  fellows on the jury.


  RYLOTT: Lunch must be ready. Won't you join us.


  CORONER: Well, well, I shall be delighted.


  FOREMAN: We are all ready, sir.


  (CORONER returns to table.)


  CORONER: Well, gentlemen? (Sits.)


  FOREMAN: We are for unknown causes.


  CORONER: Quite so. Unanimous?


  ARMITAGE: No, sir. I am for further investigation. I don't say it's
  unknown and I won't say it's unknown.


  CORONER: I entirely agree with the majority finding. Well, gentlemen that
  will finish our labours. Officer—


  (The OFFICER comes to him. ARMITAGE sits.)


  CORONER: You will all sign the inquisition before you leave this room
  officer will take your signatures as you pass out


  (The JURY rise—sign book as they go out into the entrance
  hall.)


  CORONER (crossing to ARMITAGE): Mr. Armitage. One moment. Mr.
  Armitage, I am sorry that you are not yet satisfied.


  ARMITAGE: No, sir, I am not.


  CORONER: You are a little exacting (Turns away.)


  RYLOTT (touching ARMITAGE on the shoulder): I have only one thing
  to say to you sir. Get out of my house. Do you hear?


  ARMITAGE: Yes Dr Rylott I hear. And I seem to hear something else.
  Something crying from the ground, Dr. Rylott, from the ground.


  (Exits slowly into the entrance hall.)


  RYLOTT: Impertinent rascal! (Turns away.)


  (Enter WATSON, ENID and the other witnesses from the morning room. They
  all file out towards the entrance hall.)


  (ENID has come down-stage. DR WATSON comes back from door.)


  WATSON: Good bye Miss Enid (Shakes hands. Then in a lower voice)::
  Don't forget that you have a friend.


  (He goes out.)


  (Business of CORONER and RYLOTT lighting cigarettes—ENID catches
  RYLOTT'S eye across CORONER and shrinks down onto a chair.)


  CURTAIN
 

   


  
ACT II


  Two years elapse between Acts I and II


  SCENE I. DR. RYLOTT'S study at Stoke Place


  The door at one side, a pair of French windows on the other. It is two
  years later.


  Enter MRS. STAUNTON, showing in ARMITAGE.


  MRS. STAUNTON: I can't tell how long the Doctor may be. It's not long
  since he went out.


  ARMITAGE: Well, I'll wait for him, however long it is.


  MRS. STAUNTON: It's nothing I could do for you, I suppose.


  ARMITAGE: No, it is not.


  MRS. STAUNTON: Well, you need not be so short. Perhaps, after you've seen
  the Doctor, you may be sorry.


  ARMITAGE: There's the law of England watching over me, Mrs. Staunton. I
  advise you not to forget it—nor your master either. I fear no man so
  long as I am doing my duty.


  (Enter ENID.)


  Ah, Miss Stonor, I am very glad to see you.


  ENID (bewildered): Good-day, Mr. Armitage. What brings you up
  here?


  ARMITAGE: I had a little business with the Doctor. But I should be very
  glad to have a chat with you also.


  MRS. STAUNTON: I don't think the Doctor would like it, Miss Enid.


  ARMITAGE: A pretty state of things. Isn't this young lady able to speak
  with whoever she likes? Do you call this a prison, or a private asylum, or
  what? These are fine doings in a free country.


  MRS. STAUNTON: I am sure the Doctor would not like it.


  ARMITAGE: Look here, Mrs. Staunton, two is company and three is none. If
  I'm not afraid of your master, I'm not afraid of YOU. You're a bit beyond
  your station, you are. Get to the other side of that door and leave us alone,
  or else—


  MRS. STAUNTON: Or what, Mr. Armitage?


  ARMITAGE: As sure as my father was a Methodist I'll go down to the J.P.
  and swear out an information that this young lady is under constraint.


  MRS. STAUNTON: Oh—well, you need not be so hot about it. It's
  nothing to me what you say to Miss Enid. But the Doctor won't like it.


  (She goes out.)


  ARMITAGE (looking at the door): You haven't such a thing as a
  hatpin? (Crossing over to door.)


  ENID: No.


  ARMITAGE: If I were to jab it through that keyhole—


  ENID: Mr. Armitage please don't.


  ARMITAGE: You'd hear Sister Jane's top note. But we'll speak low for I
  don't mean she shall hear. First of all Miss Enid are they using you? Are you
  all right?


  ENID: Mr. Armitage I know you mean it all for kindness but I cannot
  discuss my personal affairs with you. I hardly know you.


  ARMITAGE: Only the village grocer. I know all about that. But I've taken
  an interest in you Miss Stonor and I'm not the kind of man that can't leave
  go his hold. I came here not to see you, but your stepfather.


  ENID: Oh, Mr. Armitage, I beg you to go away at once. You have no idea how
  violent he is if any one thwarts him. Please, please go at once.


  ARMITAGE: Well Miss Stonor your only chance of getting to go is to answer
  my questions. When my conscience is clear, I'll go and not before. My
  conscience tells me that it is my duty to stay here till I have some
  satisfaction.


  ENID (crossing to settee and sitting): What is it, Mr. Armitage.
  Let's sit down.


  ARMITAGE (bringing chair over to settee): Well I'll tell you. I
  make it my business to know what is going on in this house. It may be that I
  like you or it may be that I dislike your stepfather. Or it may be that it is
  just my nature but so it is I've got my own ways of finding out, and I find
  out.


  ENID: What have you found out?


  ARMITAGE: Now look here, Miss. Cast your mind back to that inquest two
  years ago.


  ENID: Oh! (Turning away.)


  ARMITAGE: I'm sorry if it hurts you, but I must speak plain. When did your
  sister meet her death? It was shortly after her engagement was it not?


  ENID: Yes, it was.


  ARMITAGE: Well, you're engaged now, are you not?


  ENID: Yes, I am.


  ARMITAGE: Point number one. Well, now, have there not been repairs lately,
  and are you not forced to sleep in the very room your sister died in?


  ENID: Only for a few nights.


  ARMITAGE: Point number two. In your evidence you said you heard music in
  the house at night. Have you never heard music of late?


  ENID: Good God! only last night I thought I heard it; and then persuaded
  myself that it was a dream. But how do you know these things, Mr. Armitage,
  and what do they mean?


  ARMITAGE: Well, I won't tell you how I know them, and I can't tell you
  what they mean. But it's devilish, Miss Stonor, devilish! (Rising.)
  Now I've come up to see your stepfather and to tell him, as man to man, that
  I've got my eye on him, and that if anything happens to you it will be a bad
  day's work for him.


  ENID (rising): Oh, Mr. Armitage, he would beat you within an inch
  of your life. Mr. Armitage, you cannot think what he is like when the fury is
  on him. He is terrible.


  ARMITAGE: The law will look after me.


  ENID: It might avenge you, Mr. Armitage, but it could not protect you.
  Besides, there is no possible danger. You know of my engagement to Lieutenant
  Curtis?


  ARMITAGE: I hear he leaves to-morrow.


  ENID: That is true. But the next day I am going on a visit to his mother,
  at Fenton. Indeed, there is no danger.


  ARMITAGE: Well, I won't deny that I am consoled by what you say, but
  there's just one condition on which I would leave this house.


  ENID: What is that?


  ARMITAGE: Well, I remember your friend, Dr. Watson, at the inquest –
  and we've heard of his connection with Mr. Sherlock HOLMES. If you'll promise
  me that you'll slip away to London to-morrow, see those two gentlemen, and
  get their advice, I'll wash my hands of it. I should feel that some one
  stronger than me Was looking after you.


  ENID: Oh, Mr. Armitage, I couldn't.


  ARMITAGE (folding his arms): Then I stay here.


  ENID: It is Lieutenant Curtis's last day in England.


  ARMITAGE: When does he leave?


  ENID: In the evening.


  ARMITAGE: Well if you go in the morning you'd be back in time.


  ENID: But how can I get away?


  ARMITAGE: Who's to stop you? Have you money?


  ENID: Yes, I have enough.


  ARMITAGE: Then go.


  ENID: It is really impossible.


  ARMITAGE (sitting): Very good. Then I'll have it out with
  Doctor.


  ENID (crossing to him): There, there! I'll promise. I'll go. I
  won't have you hurt I'll write and arrange it all somehow.


  ARMITAGE: Word of honour?


  ENID: Yes, yes I'll write to Dr Watson. Oh do go. This way. (Goes to
  the French window.) If you keep among the laurels you can get to the high
  road and no one will meet you.


  ARMITAGE (going up to the windows. Pause. Returning): That dog
  about?


  ENID: It is with the Doctor. Oh do go! and thank you—Thank you with
  all my heart.


  ARMITAGE: My wife and I can always take you in. Don't you forget it.


  (ARMITAGE goes out ENID stands looking after him. As she does so MRS
  STAUNTON enters the room.)


  MRS STAUNTON: I saw Mr. Armitage going off through the shrubbery (Looks
  out of window.)


  ENID: Yes he has gone.


  MRS. STAUNTON: But why did he not wait to see the Doctor.


  ENID: He's changed his mind.


  MRS STAUNTON: He is the most impertinent busybody in the whole village.
  Fancy the insolence of him coming up here without a with-your- leave or
  by-your- leave. What was it he wanted, Miss Enid?


  ENID: It is not your place, Mrs. Staunton, to ask such questions.


  MRS. STAUNTON: Oh, indeed! For that matter, Miss Enid, I should not have
  thought it was your place to have secrets with the village grocer. The Doctor
  will want to know all about it.


  ENID: What my stepfather may do is another matter. I beg, Mrs. Staunton,
  that you will attend to your own affairs and leave me alone.


  MRS. STAUNTON (putting her arms akimbo): High and mighty, indeed!
  I'm to do all the work of the house, but the grocer can come in and turn me
  out of the room. If you think I am nobody you may find yourself mistaken some
  of these days.


  ENID: How dare you—(She makes for the door as RYLOTT
  enters.)


  RYLOTT: Why, ENID, what's the matter? Any one been upsetting you? What's
  all this, Mrs. Staunton?


  ENID: Mrs. Staunton has been rude to me.


  RYLOTT: Dear, dear! Here's a storm in a teacup. Well, now, come and tell
  me all about it. No one shall bother my little Enid. What would her sailor
  boy say?


  MRS. STAUNTON: Mr. Armitage has been here. He would speak with Miss ENID
  alone. I didn't think it right. That is why Miss Enid is offended.


  RYLOTT: Where is the fellow?


  MRS. STAUNTON: He is gone. He went off through the shrubbery.


  RYLOTT: Upon my word, he seems to make himself at home. What did he want,
  ENID?


  ENID: He wanted to know how I was.


  RYLOTT: This is too funny! You have made a conquest, Enid. You have a
  rustic admirer.


  ENID: I believe he is a true friend who means well to me.


  RYLOTT: Astounding! Perhaps it is as well for him that he did not prolong
  his visit. But now, my dear girl, go to your room until I send for you. I am
  very sorry that you have been upset, and I will see that such a thing does
  not happen again. Tut, tut! my little girl shall not be worried. Leave it to
  me. (Goes up to door with ENID.)


  (ENID goes out.)


  Well, what is it, then? Why have you upset her?


  MRS. STAUNTON: Why has she upset me? Why should I be always the last to be
  considered?


  RYLOTT: Why should you be considered at all?


  MRS. STAUNTON: You dare to say that to me—you that promised me
  marriage only a year ago. If I was what I should be, then there would be no
  talk as to who is the mistress of this house. I'll put up with no more of her
  tantrums, talking to me as if I were the kitchen-maid. (Turning from
  him.)


  RYLOTT: You forget yourself.


  MRS STAUNTON: I forget nothing. I don t forget your promise and it will be
  a bad day for you if you don't keep it.


  RYLOTT: I'll put you out on the roadside if you dare speak so to me.


  MRS STAUNTON: You will, will you? Try it and see. I saved you once. Maybe
  I could do the other thing if I tried.


  RYLOTT: Saved me?


  MRS STAUNTON: Yes saved you. If it hadn't been for my evidence at that
  inquest that fellow Armitage would have taken the Jury with him. Yes he
  would. I've had it from them since.


  RYLOTT: Well you only spoke the truth.


  MRS STAUNTON: The truth! Do you think I don't know?


  RYLOTT: What do you know?


  (She is silent and looks hard at him.)


  What do you know?


  (She is still silent.)


  Don't look at me like that woman. What do you know?


  MRS STAUNTON: I know enough


  (Pause.)


  RYLOTT: Tell me then—how did she die?


  MRS STAUNTON: Only you know that. I may not know how she died but I know
  very well—


  RYLOTT (interrupting): You were always fanciful Kate but I know
  very well that you have only my own interests at heart. Put it out of your
  head if I have said anything unkind. Don't quarrel with this little fool, or
  you may interfere with my plans. Just wait a little longer and things will
  come straight with us. You know that I have a hasty temper but it is soon
  over.


  MRS. STAUNTON: You can always talk me round, and you know it. Now, listen
  to me, for I am the only friend you've got. Don't try it again. You've got
  clear once. But a second would be too dangerous.


  RYLOTT: They would make no more of the second than of the first. No one in
  the world can tell. It's impossible, I tell you. If she marries, half my
  income is gone.


  MRS. STAUNTON: Yes, I know. Couldn't she sign it to you?


  RYLOTT: She can be strong enough when she likes. She would never sign it
  to me. I hinted at it once, and she talked of a lawyer. (Pause.) But
  if anything should happen to her—well, there's an end to all our
  trouble.


  MRS. STAUNTON: They must suspect.


  RYLOTT: Let them suspect. But they can prove nothing.


  MRS. STAUNTON: Not yet.


  RYLOTT: On Wednesday she goes a-visiting, and who knows when she may
  return? No, it's to-morrow or never.


  MRS. STAUNTON: Then let it be never.


  RYLOTT: And lose half my income without a struggle? No, Kate, it's all or
  nothing with me now.


  MRS. STAUNTON: Well, look out for Armitage.


  RYLOTT: What about him?


  MRS. STAUNTON: He must have known something before he dared to come
  here.


  RYLOTT: What can he know of our affairs?


  MRS. STAUNTON: There's Rodgers. You think he's half-witted. So he is. But
  he may know more and say more than we think. He talks and Armitage talks.
  Maybe Armitage gets hold of him.


  RYLOTT: We'll soon settle that. (Crossing to bell-pull.) I'll twist
  the old rogue's neck if he has dared to play me false. There's one
  thing— he can't hold anything in if I want it to come out. Did you ever
  see a snake and a white mouse? You just watch.


  (Enter RODGERS.)


  Come here, Rodgers.


  RODGERS: Yes, sir.


  RYLOTT: Stand here, where the light falls on your face, Rodgers. I shall
  know then if you are telling me the truth.


  RODGERS: The truth, sir. Surely I would tell that.


  RYLOTT (takes chair from behind settee): Sit there! Don't move! Now
  look at me. That's right. You can't lie to me now. You've been down to see
  Mr. Armitage.


  RODGERS: Sir—I hope—there was no harm in that.


  RYLOTT: How often?


  RODGERS: Two or three times.


  RYLOTT: How often?


  RODGERS: Two or three—


  RYLOTT: How often?


  RODGERS: When I go to the village I always see him.


  MRS STAUNTON: That's nearly every day.


  RYLOTT: What have you told him about me?


  RODGERS: Oh, sir, nothing.


  RYLOTT: What have you told him?


  RODGERS: Just the news of the house sir.


  RYLOTT: What news?


  RODGERS: Well, about Miss Enid's engagement, and Siva biting the gardener
  and the cook giving notice and the like.


  RYLOTT: Nothing more than this?


  RODGERS: No sir.


  RYLOTT: Nothing more about Miss Enid?


  RODGERS: No sir.


  RYLOTT You swear it?


  RODGERS: No, sir, no. I said nothing more.


  RYLOTT (springing up, catching him by the neck, shaking him): You
  doddering old rascal how came you to say anything at all? I kept you here out
  of charity and you dare to gossip about my affairs. I've had enough of you
  —(Throwing him off): I'll go to London tomorrow and get a
  younger man. You pack up your things and go. Do you hear?


  RODGERS: Won't you look it over sir? I'm an old man sir. I have no place
  to go to. Where am I to go?


  RYLOTT: You can go to the devil for all I care, or to your friend Armitage
  the grocer. There is no place for you here. Get out of the room.


  RODGERS: Yes sir. You won't reconsider it?


  RYLOTT: Get out. And tell Miss Enid I want her.


  RODGERS: Yes, sir.


  (RODGERS goes out.)


  MRS. STAUNTON: You have done wisely. He was not safe.


  RYLOTT: The old devil suited me too in a way. A younger man may give more
  trouble.


  MRS STAUNTON: You'll soon break him in.


  RYLOTT: Yes, I expect I will. (Crossing to her.) Now, make it right
  with ENID for my sake. You must play the game to the end.


  MRS. STAUNTON: It's all right. I'm ready for her.


  (Enter ENID.)


  RYLOTT: My dear, Mrs. Staunton is very sorry if she has given you any
  annoyance. I hope you will accept her apology in the same spirit that it is
  offered.


  MRS. STAUNTON: I meant no harm, Miss Enid, and I was only thinking of the
  master's interests. I hope you'll forgive me.


  ENID: Certainly, I forgive you, Mrs. Staunton.


  RYLOTT: There's a good little girl. Now, Mrs. Staunton, you had better
  leave us.


  (MRS. STAUNTON goes out.)


  Now, my dear, you must not be vexed with poor Mrs. Staunton, for she is a
  very hard-working woman and devoted to her duty, though, of course, her
  manners are often wanting in polish. Come now, dear, say that it is All
  right.


  (ENID sits on settee.)


  ENID: I have said that I forgive her.


  RYLOTT: You must tell me anything I can do, to make you happier. Of
  course, you have some one else now, but I would not like you to forget your
  old stepfather altogether. Until the day when you have to leave me, I wish to
  do the very best for you.


  ENID: You are very kind.


  RYLOTT: Can you suggest anything that I can do?


  ENID: No, no, there is nothing.


  RYLOTT: I was a little too rough last week. I am sorry for that. I should
  wish your future husband to like me. You will tell him, when you see him,
  that I have done what I could to make you happy?


  ENID: Yes, yes.


  RYLOTT: You see him to-morrow?


  ENID: Yes.


  RYLOTT: And he leaves us to-morrow evening? (Sitting beside her on
  settee.)


  ENID: Yes.


  RYLOTT: You have all my sympathy, dear. But he will soon back again, and
  then, of course, you will part no more. You will be sorry to hear that old
  Rodgers has been behaving badly, and that I must get rid of him.


  ENID (rising): Rodgers! What has he done?


  RYLOTT: He grows more foolish and incompetent every day. I propose to go
  to London myself tomorrow to get a new butler. Would you send a line in my
  name to the agents to say that I shall call about two o clock?


  ENID: I will do so.


  RYLOTT: There's a good little girl (Pause. Crossing to her and placing
  his hand on her shoulder): There's nothing on your mind, is there?


  ENID: Oh no.


  RYLOTT: Well then run away and get your letter written. I dare bet you
  have another of your own to write. One a day—or two a day? – what
  is his Allowance? Well, well, we have All done it at some time.


  (Enter ALI with milk jug glass and saucer on a tray.)


  ALI: I beg pardon Sahib, I go.


  RYLOTT: Come in! Come in! Put my milk down on the table.


  (ALI does so.)


  Now my dear please don't forget to write the letter to the agents.


  (ENID goes out.)


  You fool! Why did you not make sure I was alone?


  ALI: I thought no one here but Sahib.


  RYLOTT: Well as it happens there's no harm done (Goes to door and locks
  it. Pulls down blind of window.)


  (While he does so ALI opens a cupboard and takes out a square wicker
  work basket.RYLOTT pours milk into saucer and puts it before basket. Then he
  cracks his fingers and whistles while ALI plays on an Eastern flute.)


  CURTAIN
 

   


  SCENE II. MR. SHERLOCK HOLMES' room in Baker Street.


  (Enter BILLY, showing in DR. WATSON.)


  WATSON: I particularly want to see Mr. Holmes.


  BILLY: Well, sir, I expect he will be back almost immediately.


  WATSON: Is he very busy just now?


  BILLY: Yes, sir, we are very busy. We don't get much time to ourselves
  these days.


  WATSON: Any particular case?


  BILLY: Quite a number of cases, sir. Two German princes and the Duchess of
  Ferrers yesterday. The Pope's been bothering us again. Wants us to go to Rome
  over the cameo robbery. We are very overworked.


  WATSON: Well, I'll wait for Mr. Holmes.


  BILLY: Very good, sir. Here is The Times. There's four for him in the
  waiting- room now.


  WATSON: Any lady among them?


  BILLY: Not what I would call a lady, sir.


  WATSON: All right, I'll wait. (Lights a cigarette and looks around
  him.) Just the same as ever. There are the old chemicals! Heavens! what
  have I not endured from those chemicals in the old days? Pistol practice on
  the wall. Quite so. I wonder if he still keeps tobacco in that Persian
  slipper? Yes, here it is. And his pipes in the coal- scuttle—black
  clays. Full of them—the same as ever. (Takes one out and smells
  it.) Faugh! Bottle of cocaine—Billy, Billy!


  BILLY: I've done my best to break him of it, sir.


  WATSON: All right, Billy, you can go.


  (BILLY goes out.)


  There's the old violin—the same old violin, with one string left.
  (Sits on settee.)


  (Enter SHERLOCK HOLMES, disguised as a workman, with tools.)


  HOLMES: You sent for me, Mr. Sherlock Holmes.


  WATSON: I am not Mr. Holmes.


  HOLMES: Beg pardon, sir, it was to mend the gas-bracket.


  WATSON: What's wrong with it?


  HOLMES: Leaking sir.


  WATSON: Well go on with your work.


  HOLMES: Yes, sir. (Goes to the bracket.) Hope I won't disturb you
  sir?


  WATSON (taking up "The Times"): That's all right Don't mind me.


  HOLMES: Very untidy man Mr. Holmes sir.


  WATSON: What do you mean by that?


  HOLMES: Well, sir, you can't help noticing it. It's all over the room.
  I've 'eard say he was as tidy as any when he started, but he learned bad
  'abits from a cove what lived with him. Watson was his name.


  (Slips into bedroom.)


  WATSON (rising): You impertinent fellow! How dare you talk in such
  a fashion? What do you want? (Looks round.) Why! wha' deuce has become
  of him?


  (The workman emerges as SHERLOCK HOLMES, in dressing-gown with hands in
  pockets.)


  Good Heavens Holmes! I should never have recognized you.


  HOLMES: My dear Watson when you begin to recognize me it will indeed be
  the beginning of the end. When your eagle eye penetrates my disguise I shall
  retire to an eligible poultry farm.


  WATSON: But why—?


  HOLMES: A case my dear Watson a case! One of those small conundrums which
  a trustful public occasionally confides to my investigation. To the British
  workman, Watson, all doors are open. His costume is unostentatious and his
  habits are sociable. A tool bag is an excellent passport and a tawny
  moustache will secure the co-operation of the maids. It may interest you to
  know that my humble double is courting a cook at Battersea. (Strikes match
  and lights pipe.)


  WATSON: My dear Holmes! Is it fair to the girl?


  HOLMES: Chivalrous old Watson! It's a game of life and death, and every
  card must be played! But in this case I have a hated rival—the
  constable on the adjoining beat—so when I disappear, all will readjust
  itself. We walk out on Saturday evenings. Oh! those walks! But the honour of
  a Duchess is at stake. A mad world, my masters. (Turns to survey
  WATSON.) Well, Watson, what is your news?


  WATSON (smiling): Well, Holmes, I came here to tell you what I am
  sure will please you.


  HOLMES: Engaged, Watson, engaged! Your coat, your hat, your gloves, your
  buttonhole, your smile, your blush! The successful suitor shines from you all
  over. What I had heard of you or perhaps what I had not heard of you, had
  already excited my worst suspicions. (Looks fixedly at WATSON.) But
  this is better and better, for I begin to perceive that it is a young lady
  whom I know and respect.


  WATSON: But, Holmes, this is marvellous. The lady is Miss Morstan, whom
  you have indeed met and admired. But how could you tell—


  HOLMES: By the same observation, my dear Watson, which assures me that you
  have seen the lady this morning. (Picks a hair off WATSON'S breast, wraps
  it round his finger, and glances at it with his lens.) Charming, my dear
  fellow, charming. There is no mistaking the Titian tint. You lucky fellow! I
  envy you.


  WATSON: Thank you, Holmes. Some of these days I may find myself
  congratulating you.


  HOLMES: No marriage without love, Watson.


  WATSON: Then why not love? (Placing his hand on HOLMES'S
  shoulders.)


  HOLMES: Absurd, Watson, absurd! I am not for love, nor love for me. It
  would disturb my reason, unbalance my faculties. Love is like a flaw in the
  crystal, sand in the clockwork, iron near the magnet. No, no, I have other
  work in the world.


  WATSON: You have, indeed. Billy says you are very busy just now.


  HOLMES: There are one or two small matters.


  WATSON: Have you room to consider one other—the case of Miss Enid
  Stonor?


  HOLMES: My dear fellow, if you have any personal interest in it.
  (Sitting on divan.)


  WATSON: Yes, I feel keenly about it.


  HOLMES (taking out note-book): Let us see how I stand. There is the
  Baxter Square murder—I have put the police on the track. The
  Clerkenwell Jewel Robbery—that is now clearing. The case of the Duchess
  of Ferrers—I have my material. The Pope's cameos. His Holiness must
  wait. The Princess who is about to run from home—let her run. I must
  see one or two who are waiting for me—(rings bell)—then I
  am entirely at your disposal.


  (Enter BILLY.)


  BILLY: Yes, Mr. Holmes.


  HOLMES: How many are waiting?


  BILLY: Three, sir.


  HOLMES: A light morning. Show them in now.


  (BILLY goes out.)


  WATSON: Well, I'll look in later.


  HOLMES (striking match and lighting pipe): No, no, my dear fellow!
  I have always looked on you as a partner in the Firm—Holmes, Watson,
  Billy & Co. That's our brass plate when we raise one. If you'll sit there
  I shall soon be free.


  (Enter BILLY, with a card on tray. MR HOLT LOAMING follows, a rich,
  dissipated-looking, middle-aged man in an astrakhan-collared coat. BILLY goes
  out.)


  HOLMES: (reading): Mr. Holt Loaming. I remember the name. A racing
  man, I believe?


  LOAMING: Yes, sir.


  HOLMES: Pray take a seat.


  (LOAMING draws up near the table.)


  What can I do for you?


  LOAMING: Time's money, Mr. Holmes, both yours and mine. I'm pretty quick
  off the mark, and you won't mind that. I'm not here on the advice gratis
  line. Don't you think it. I've my cheque book here—(takes it
  out)—and there's plenty behind it. I won't grudge you your fee, Mr.
  Holmes. I promise you that.


  HOLMES: Well, Mr. Loaming, let us hear the business.


  LOAMING: My wife, Mr. Holmes—damn her!—she's given me the
  slip. Got back to her own people and they've hid her. There's the law, of
  course, but she'd get out all kinds of lies about ill-treatment. She's mine,
  and I'll just take her when I know where to lay my hands on her.


  HOLMES: How would you take her?


  LOAMING: I just have to walk up to her and beckon. She's one of those
  wincing kind of nervous fillies that kick about in the paddock but give in
  when once the bridle's on them and they feel the whip. You show me where she
  is, and I'll do the rest.


  HOLMES: She is with her own people, you say?


  LOAMING: Well, there's no man in the case, if that's what you're driving
  at. Lord! if you knew how straight she is, and how she carries on when I have
  a fling. She's got a cluster of aunts, and she's lyin' low somewhere among
  them. It's for you to put her up.


  HOLMES: I fancy not, Mr. Loaming.


  LOAMING: Eh? What's that?


  HOLMES: I rather like to think of her among that cluster of aunts.


  LOAMING: But, damn it, sir, she's my wife.


  HOLMES: That's why!


  LOAMING (getting up): Well, it's a rum start, this. Look here, you
  don't know what you're missing. I'd have gone to five hundred. Here's the
  cheque.


  HOLMES: The case does not attract me. (Rings bell.)


  (Enter BILLY.)


  Show Mr. Loaming out, Billy.


  LOAMING: It's the last you'll see of me, Mr. Holmes.


  HOLMES: Life is full of little consolations.


  LOAMING: Damn!


  (He takes his hat and goes out with BILLY.)


  HOLMES: I'm afraid I shall never be a rich man, Watson.


  (Re-enter BILLY.)


  Well?


  BILLY: Mr. James B. Montague, sir.


  (Enter MONTAGUE, as BILLY goes out.)


  HOLMES: Good morning, Mr. Montague. Pray take a chair.


  (MONTAGUE sits.)


  What can I do?


  MONTAGUE (a furtive-looking man with slimy ways): Anything fresh
  about the sudden death of my brother, sir? The police said it was murder, and
  you said it was murder; but we don't get any further, do we? (Placing hat
  on floor.)


  HOLMES: I have not lost sight of it.


  MONTAGUE: That man Henderson was a bad man, Holmes, an evil liver and a
  corruption. Yes, sir, a corruption a danger. Who knows what passed between
  them? I've suspicions—I've always had my suspicions.


  HOLMES: So you said.


  MONTAGUE: Have you worked any further on that line, sir? Because, if you
  tell me from time to time how it is shaping, I may be able to give you a word
  in season.


  HOLMES: I have my eye on him—a very cunning rascal, as you say. We
  have not enough to arrest him on, but we work away in the hope.


  MONTAGUE: Good, Mr. Holmes, good! Watch him; you'll get him, as safe as
  Judgment.


  HOLMES: I'll let you know if anything comes of it. (Rings.)


  MONTAGUE (rising): That's right, sir. Watch 'im. I'm his brother,
  sir. It's me that should know. It's never out of my mind.


  (Enter BILLY.)


  HOLMES: Very good, Mr. Montague. Good-morning.


  (MONTAGUE and BILLY go out.)


  Curious little murder, Watson; done for most inadequate motive. That was
  the murderer.


  WATSON: Good Heavens!


  HOLMES: My case is almost complete. Meanwhile I amuse him and myself by
  the pretended pursuit of the wrong man—an ancient device, Watson.


  (Re-enter BILLY.)


  Well, any more?


  BILLY: Mr. Milverton is here, Mr. Holmes.


  HOLMES: Show him in when I ring.


  (BILLY goes out.)


  I am sorry to delay the business upon which you wished to consult me; but
  this, I hope, will be the last. You remember Milverton?


  WATSON: No.


  HOLMES: Ah! it was after your time. The most crawling reptile in London
  —the King of the Blackmailers—a cunning, ruthless devil. I have
  traced seventeen suicides to that man's influence. It is he who is after the
  Duchess of Ferrers.


  WATSON: The beautiful Duchess, whose re-marriage is announced?


  HOLMES: Exactly. He has a letter which he thinks would break off the
  wedding. (Rings.) It is my task to regain it.


  (Enter MILVERTON.)


  HOLMES: Well, Mr. Milverton. Pray take a seat.


  MILVERTON: Who is this?


  HOLMES: My friend, Dr. Watson. Do you mind?


  MILVERTON (sitting): Oh! I have no object in secrecy. It is your
  client's reputation, not mine, which is at stake.


  HOLMES: Your reputation! Good Heavens! (Crossing to fireplace and
  filling pipe from slipper.)


  MILVERTON: Not much to lose there, is there, Mr. Holmes? I can't be hurt.
  But she can. Hardly a fair fight, is it?


  HOLMES: What are the terms now? (Filling pipe.)


  MILVERTON: Steady at seven thousand. No money—no marriage.


  HOLMES: Suppose she tells the whole story to the Marquis? Then your letter
  is not worth sixpence. He would condone all. Come, now, what harm is in the
  letter?


  MILVERTON: Sprightly—very sprightly. However, it is purely a matter
  of business. If you think it is in the best interests of your client that the
  Marquis should see the letter—why, you would be very foolish to pay a
  large sum to regain it.


  HOLMES: The lady has no great resources.


  MILVERTON: But her marriage is a most suitable time for her friends and
  relations to make some little effort. I can assure you that this envelope
  would give more joy than all the tiaras and bracelets in Regent Street.


  HOLMES: No, it is impossible!


  MILVERTON: Dear me! Dear me! How unfortunate.


  HOLMES: It can profit you in no way to push matters to an end.


  MILVERTON: There you mistake. I have other cases maturing. If it were
  known that I had been severe on the Duchess the others would be more open to
  reason.


  HOLMES: Well, well, you give us till noon to-morrow? (Rings.)


  MILVERTON: But not an hour longer.


  (Enter BILLY.)


  HOLMES: We are at your mercy. Surely you won't treat us too harshly?


  MILVERTON: Not a minute longer. (Putting on hat.)


  (BILLY and MILVERTON go out.)


  Terrible! Terrible! A fumigator would be useful, eh, Watson –
  Pah!


  WATSON: What can you do?


  HOLMES: My dear Watson—what have I done? It is this gentleman's cook
  who has honoured me. In the intervals of philandering, I have made an
  acquaintance with the lock on the safe. Mr. Milverton spent last night at his
  club; when he returns home he will find there has been a little burglary at
  The Battersea, and his precious letter is missing. (Rings.)


  WATSON: Holmes, you are splendid!


  (Enter BILLY.)


  HOLMES: Tut, tut! (To BILLY.) Well, any more?


  BILLY: One lady, sir—just come—Miss Enid Stonor, of Stoke
  Moran.


  WATSON: Ah! this is the case. (Rising.)


  HOLMES: I'll ring, Billy.


  (BILLY goes out.)


  Now, Watson! Stonor! Stonor! Surely I associate the name with
  something?


  WATSON: I told you of the case at the time. Sudden mysterious death of a
  girl at an old house in Stoke Moran, some two years ago.


  HOLMES: My dear fellow! it all comes back to me. An inquest was it not,
  with a string of most stupid and ineffectual witnesses.


  WATSON: I was one of them.


  HOLMES: Of course—so you were, so you were. I docketed the evidence.
  It introduced to my notice a gentleman of singular and most interesting
  personality. I have a few notes. (Takes down a scrapbook from a row.)
  Let's see—it's R—Ranter—Roma – Rylott! That's our
  man. Fifty-five years of age, killed his khitmutgar in India; once in a
  madhouse, married money—wife died—distinguished surgeon. Well,
  Watson, what has the distinguished surgeon been up to now? (Throwing
  scrapbook on divan.)


  WATSON: Devilry, I fear.


  HOLMES: I have the case very clear in my mind.


  WATSON: Then you may remember that the death of the lady followed close
  upon her engagement?


  HOLMES: Exactly.


  WATSON: Miss Enid Stonor in turn became engaged, about a month ago, to a
  neighbour, Lieutenant Curtis.


  HOLMES: Ah!


  WATSON: Unhappily, the young man leaves for the Mediterranean to- day. She
  will henceforward be alone at Stoke Moran.


  HOLMES: I see.


  WATSON: And some circumstances have excited her alarm.


  HOLMES: I gather that the amiable stepfather stands to lose in case of a
  marriage.


  WATSON: That is so. Of course, supposing that Rylott did the other girl to
  death, it seems unlikely, on the face of it, that he would try it on again,
  as two sudden deaths in the house could hardly pass the coroner—


  HOLMES: No, no, Watson! you are making the mistake of putting your normal
  brain into Rylott's abnormal being. The born criminal is often a monstrous
  egotist. His mind is unhinged from the beginning. What he wants he must have.
  Because he thinks a thing, it is right. Because he does a thing, it will
  escape detection. You can't say a priori that he will take this view or that
  one. Perhaps we had best have the young lady in. (Rings bell.) My dear
  fellow, you'll get into trouble if you go about righting the wrongs of
  distressed damsels. It won't do, Watson, it really won't.


  (Enter ENID. WATSON gets up and meets her.)


  WATSON: How do you do, Miss Enid? This is my friend, Mr. Holmes, of whom I
  spoke.


  (HOLMES shakes hands with ENID.)


  HOLMES: How do you do, Miss Stonor? Dear me! you must find a dog- cart a
  cold conveyance in this weather.


  ENID: A dog-cart, Mr. Holmes?


  HOLMES: One can hardly fail to observe the tell-tale splashes on the left
  sleeve. A white horse and clay soil are indicated. But what is this? You are
  trembling. Do sit down.


  ENID (looking round and sitting on settee): Tell me, Mr. Holmes, my
  stepfather has not been here?


  HOLMES: No.


  ENID: He saw me in the street. I dashed past him in a cab. he saw me; our
  eyes met, and he waved me to stop.


  HOLMES: Why is your stepfather in London?


  ENID: He came up on business.


  HOLMES: It would be interesting to know what the business was.


  ENID: It was to get a new butler. Rodgers, our old one, leave us, and a
  new butler is to come at once. I doubt if any servant would come to such a
  place.


  HOLMES: He may certainly find some difficulty. He would, no doubt, apply
  to an agent.


  ENID: At two o'clock, to Patterson and Green, of Cavendish Street.


  HOLMES: Exactly. I know them. But this is a digression, is it not? We get
  back to the fact that he saw you in the street?


  ENID: Yes, it was in Pall Mall. I fancy he followed me.


  HOLMES: Would he imagine you would come here?


  ENID: No, he would think I was going to Dr. Watson's. He knows that Dr.
  Watson is my only friend in London.


  HOLMES: What has been Dr. Ryolott's attitude towards you your
  engagement?


  ENID: He has been much kinder, because he knows I have one to protect me.
  But even so, there are moments— (Raises her arm.)


  HOLMES: Good Heavens!


  ENID: He does not realize his own strength. When he is angry he is like a
  fierce wild beast. Only last week he thrashed the blacksmith.


  HOLMES: He is welcome to the blacksmith, but not to my clients. This must
  not occur again. Does your fiancé know of this?


  ENID: I would not dare to tell him. He would do something dreadful.
  Besides, as I say, my stepfather has, on the whole, been kinder. But there is
  a look in his eyes, when I turn on him suddenly, that chills me to the bone.
  His kindness is from his head, not from his heart. I feel as if he were
  waiting—waiting—


  HOLMES: Waiting for what?


  ENID: Waiting for my fiancé to leave. Waiting till he has me at his mercy.
  That room freezes my blood. Often I cannot sleep for horror.


  WATSON: What? He has changed your room? (Rising from armchair.)


  ENID: My old room is under repair.


  WATSON: You sleep, then, in the room where your sister died?


  ENID: In the same room. And other things have happened. The music has come
  again.


  HOLMES: The music? Tell me about this music.


  ENID: It came before my sister's death. She spoke of it, and then I heard
  it myself the night she died. But it has come again. Oh, Mr. Holmes, I am
  terrified.


  HOLMES: There, there! you've had enough to break any one's nerve. This
  —music—does it seem to be inside the house or outside?


  ENID: Indeed, I could not say.


  HOLMES: What is it like?


  ENID: A sort of soft, droning sound.


  HOLMES: Like a flute or pipe?


  ENID: Yes. It reminds me of my childhood in India.


  HOLMES: Ah—India?


  ENID: And there's one other thing that puzzles me—my sister's dying
  words—as she lay in my arms she gasped out two words.


  HOLMES: What were they?


  ENID: "Band" and "Speckled."


  HOLMES: Band—speckled—and Indian music. You sleep with your
  door and window fastened?


  ENID: Yes, but so did poor Violet. It did not save her, and it may not
  save me.


  HOLMES: Could there be anything in the nature of secret doors or
  panels?


  ENID: No. I have searched again and again. There is nothing.


  HOLMES: And nothing peculiar in the room?


  ENID: No, I cannot say there is.


  HOLMES: I must really drop in and have a look at this most interesting
  apartment. Suggestive—very suggestive. (Pause) When did you hear
  this music last?


  ENID: Last night.


  HOLMES: And your fiancé leaves to-day?


  ENID: He leaves to-day. What shall I do?


  HOLMES: Well, Miss Stonor, I take up your case. It presents features which
  commend it to me. You must put yourself into my hands.


  ENID: I do—unreservedly. (Rising, and crossing to him.)


  HOLMES (to Watson): It is a question whether we are justified in
  letting her return at all to Stoke Moran.


  ENID: I must return. At five o'clock my fiancé leaves, and I shall not see
  him again for months.


  HOLMES: Ah! that is a complication. Where is the A.B.C.? (Finds it in
  umbrella stand.) Stonehouse—Stowell—Stoke—


  ENID: I know my train, Mr. Holmes.


  HOLMES: I was looking for mine.


  ENID: You are coming down?


  HOLMES: I shall not be content until I have seen this room of yours. Yes,
  that will do. I could get up to you between eleven and twelve, to- night.
  Would you have the goodness to leave your shutter open? The room is, I
  understand, upon the ground floor?


  ENID: Oh! Mr. Holmes, it is not safe. You cannot think of the danger.


  HOLMES: I have taken up your case, Miss Stonor, and this is part of it.
  Have you any friends in Stoke Moran?


  ENID: Mr. Armitage and his wife.


  HOLMES: That is most fortunate. Now, listen to me, Miss Stonor. When you
  have returned home certain circumstances may arise which will ensure your
  safety. In that case you will at Stoke Place until I come in the evening. On
  the other hand, things may miscarry, and you may not be safe. In that case I
  will so manage that a warning will reach you. You will then break from home
  and take refuge with the Armitages. Is that clear?


  ENID: Who will bring me the warning?


  HOLMES: I cannot say. But you have my assurance that it will come.


  ENID: Then, until it does, I will stay at Stoke Place.


  HOLMES: And should any new development occur you could always send me a
  telegram, could you not?


  ENID: Yes, I could do that.


  HOLMES: Then it is not goodbye, but au revoir.


  (Enter BILLY.)


  What is it?


  BILLY: Please, Mr. Holmes, a gentleman to see you, at once.


  HOLMES: Who is he?


  BILLY: A very impatient gentleman, sir. It was all I could do to get him
  to stay in the waiting-room.


  ENID: Is he tall, dark, with a black beard, and a long white scar on his
  cheek?


  BILLY: That's him, Miss.


  ENID: Oh, Mr. Holmes, what shall I do? He has followed me.


  WATSON: If he went to my rooms, my landlady had instructions to send any
  one on here.


  HOLMES: Exactly.


  ENID: Oh! I dare not meet him, I dare not. Can't I slip out somehow?


  HOLMES: I see no reason why you should stay. Billy, show the lady out by
  the side passage.


  BILLY: Don't be alarmed, Miss, I'll see you through.


  (BILLY and ENID go out.)


  WATSON: This fellow is dangerous, Holmes. You may need a weapon.


  HOLMES: There's something of the kind in that drawer at your right.


  (Enter BILLY.)


  BILLY: Shall I stay when I show him in, Mr. Holmes?


  HOLMES: Why so?


  BILLY: An ugly customer, Mr. Holmes.


  HOLMES: Tut, tut! show him up.


  (BILLY goes out.)


  Well, Watson I must thank you for a most interesting morning. You are
  certainly the stormy petrel of crime.


  (Enter DR RYLOTT)


  RYLOTT: This is Mr. Sherlock Holmes I believe.


  HOLMES: Your belief is justified.


  RYLOTT: I have reason to think that you have taken unsolicited interest in
  my affairs.


  HOLMES: Your name being—?


  RYLOTT: My name, sir, is Grimesby Rylott—Doctor Grimesby Rylott, of
  Stoke Moran. (Throws down card.)


  HOLMES: A pretty place, I hear! And obviously good for the lungs.


  RYLOTT: Sir, you are trifling with me. I have come here to ask whether you
  have had a visit from my stepdaughter, Miss Enid Stonor—


  HOLMES: The first law in my profession, Doctor, is never to answer
  questions.


  RYLOTT: Sir, you shall answer me.


  HOLMES: We could do with warmer weather.


  RYLOTT: I insist upon an answer.


  HOLMES: But I hear the crocuses are coming on.


  RYLOTT: Curse your crocuses! I've heard of you, you meddling busybody. And
  you, Dr. Watson—I expected to find you here. What do you mean by
  interfering with my lawful affairs?


  WATSON: So long as they are lawful, Dr. Rylott, no one is likely to
  interfere with them.


  RYLOTT: Now look here, Mr. Holmes, perhaps I may seem to you a little hot-
  headed—


  HOLMES: Dear me, Dr. Rylott, what put that idea into your head?


  RYLOTT: I apologize if I have seemed rude—(Sitting)


  HOLMES: Robust—a little robust—nothing more.


  RYLOTT: I wish to put the matter to you as man to man. You know what girls
  are, how sudden and unreasonable their prejudices may be. Imagine, sir, how
  hurt I should feel to be distrusted by one whom I have loved.


  HOLMES: You have my deep sympathy, Dr. Rylott.


  RYLOTT (pleased): Ah!


  HOLMES: You are a most unfortunate man. There was that tragedy two years
  ago—


  RYLOTT: Yes, indeed!


  HOLMES: I think I could help you in that matter.


  RYLOTT: How so?


  HOLMES: As a friend, and without a fee.


  RYLOTT: You are very good.


  HOLMES: I am very busy, but your case seems so hard that I will put
  everything aside to assist you.


  RYLOTT: In what way, sir?


  HOLMES: I will come down at once, examine the room in which the tragedy
  occurred, and see if such small faculties as I possess can throw any light
  upon the matter.


  RYLOTT: Sir, this is an intolerable liberty. (Rising.)


  HOLMES: What! you don't want help?


  RYLOTT: It is intolerable, I say. What I ask you to do—what I order
  you to do is to leave my affairs alone. Alone, sir—do you hear me?


  HOLMES: You are perfectly audible.


  RYLOTT: I'll have no interference—none! Don't dare to meddle with
  me. D'you hear, the pair of you? You—Holmes, I'm warning you.


  HOLMES (looking at his watch): I fear I must end this interview.
  Time flies when one is chatting. Life has its duties as well as its
  pleasures, Doctor.


  RYLOTT: Insolent rascal! I'll—I'll—(Turns to the grate and
  picks up the poker.)


  (WATSON jumps up.)


  HOLMES: No, Watson, no! It does need poking, but perhaps you would put on
  a few coals first.


  RYLOTT: You laugh at me? You don't know the man you are dealing with. You
  think that my strength fails because my hair is turned. I was the strongest
  man in India once. See that! (Bends the poker and throws it down at
  HOLMES' feet.) I am not a safe man to play with, Mr. Holmes.


  HOLMES: Nor am I a safe man to play with, Dr. Rylott. Let me see –
  what were we talking about before the Sandow performance?


  RYLOTT: You shall not overcrow me with your insolence! I tell you now, and
  you, too, Dr. Watson, that you interfere with my affairs to your own danger.
  You have your warning.


  HOLMES: I'll make a note of it.


  RYLOTT: And you refuse to tell me if Miss Stonor has been here?


  HOLMES: Don't we seem to be travelling just a little in a circle?


  RYLOTT (picking up hat from table): Well, you can't prevent me from
  finding out from her.


  HOLMES: Ah! there I must talk a little seriously to you Grimesby Rylott.
  You have mentioned this young lady, and I know something of her
  circumstances. I hold you responsible. My eye is on you sir and the Lord help
  you—the Lord help you if any harm befall her. Now leave this room, and
  take my warning with you.


  RYLOTT: You cursed fool! I may teach you both not to meddle with what does
  not concern you. Keep clear of Stoke Moran!


  (RYLOTT goes out slamming the door)


  HOLMES: I had a presentiment he would slam the door.


  (WATSON rises.)


  Stoke Moran must be less dull than many country villages. Quite a breezy
  old gentleman Watson. Well I must thank you for a pretty problem. What the
  exact danger may be which destroyed one sister and now threatens the other
  may be suspected, but cannot yet be defined. That is why I must visit the
  room.


  WATSON: I will come with you Holmes.


  HOLMES: My dear fellow you are no longer an unattached knight- errant.
  Dangerous quests are forbidden. What would Morstan say?


  WATSON: She would say that the man who would desert his friend would never
  make a good husband.


  HOLMES: Well, my dear Watson, it may be our last adventure together, so I
  welcome your co-operation.


  WATSON: Well, I'll be off.


  HOLMES: You will leave Victoria to night at eleven fifteen, for Stoke
  Moran.


  WATSON: Good bye—I'll see you at the station.


  HOLMES: Perhaps you will.


  (WATSON goes.)


  Perhaps you will! (Rings.) Perhaps you won't! (Stands near fire.)


  (Enter BILLY.)


  BILLY: Yes, sir.


  HOLMES: Ever been in love Billy?


  BILLY: Not of late years, sir.


  HOLMES: Too busy, eh?


  BILLY: Yes, Mr. Holmes.


  HOLMES: Same here. Got my bag there, Billy?


  BILLY: Yes, sir. (Puts it on table.)


  HOLMES: Put in that revolver.


  BILLY: Yes, sir.


  HOLMES: And the pipe and pouch.


  BILLY (takes it from table): Yes, sir.


  HOLMES: Got the dark lantern?


  BILLY: Yes, sir.


  HOLMES: The lens and the tape?


  BILLY: Yes, sir.


  HOLMES: Plaster of Paris, for prints?


  BILLY: Yes, sir.


  HOLMES: Oh, and the cocaine. (Hands it.)


  BILLY: Yes, sir. (Throws it down.)


  HOLMES: You young villain! you've broken it. (Takes his ear and turns
  his head round.) You're a clever boy, Billy.


  BILLY: Yes, Mr. Holmes.


  CURTAIN.
 

   


  
ACT III


  SCENE 1. The Hall of Stoke Place


  MRS STAUNTON is discovered at the back reading a telegram.


  MRS STAUNTON: Are you there, Rodgers?


  (Enter RODGERS)


  RODGERS: Well, Mrs. Staunton.


  MRS STAUNTON: I've had a telegram from the master. He will be here
  presently. He is bringing the new butler with him so you can hand over to
  night.


  RODGERS: To night, Mrs Staunton. It all seems very sudden.


  MRS STAUNTON: Peters will need your room. That's his name, Peters. He
  brings a young girl with him, his daughter. The attic will do for her. That
  will do Rodgers.


  (RODGERS goes into the morning room.)


  (Enter ENID from the entrance hall.)


  ENID: Oh, Mrs Staunton.


  MRS STAUNTON: Yes, Miss.


  ENID: Has any message come in my absence?


  MRS STAUNTON: No, Miss.


  ENID: Let me know at once if any comes.


  (ENID goes into the bedroom wing.)


  MRS STAUNTON: Yes Miss. A message! A message!


  (Enter ALI hurriedly.)


  MRS STAUNTON (to him): Well?


  ALI: Has she come back?


  MRS STAUNTON: Yes, she is in her room.


  ALI: I see her meet Curtis Sahib. Then I lose her.


  MRS. STAUNTON: Well, she has come back. I have heard from the master. She
  is not to go out any more. He will come soon. Until he does, we must hold
  her. She asked if there was a message for her. Who can she expect a message
  from? Ah—stand back, Ali, she's coming.


  (ALI stands at door to servants' hall.)


  (Re-enter ENID, still dressed for walking.)


  MRS. STAUNTON: I beg pardon, Miss, but what are you going to do?


  ENID: I am going down to the village. (Crosses towards entrance
  hall.)


  MRS. STAUNTON: What for?


  ENID: How dare you ask me such a question? What do you mean by it?


  MRS. STAUNTON: I thought it was something we could do for you.


  ENID: It was not.


  MRS. STAUNTON: Then I am sorry, Miss, but it can't be done. The Doctor
  didn't like you going to London to-day. His orders are that you should not go
  out again.


  ENID: How dare you? I am going out now.


  MRS. STAUNTON: Get to the door, Ali! It's no use, Miss, we must obey our
  orders. You don't budge from here.


  ENID: What is the meaning of this?


  MRS. STAUNTON: It is not for the likes of us to ask the meaning. The
  Doctor is a good master, but his servants have to obey him.


  ENID: I will go out. (Tries to rush past.)


  MRS. STAUNTON: Lock the door, Ali.


  (ALI locks the door to the entrance hall.)


  The other locks are locked as well. You needn't try the windows, for Siva
  is loose. All right, Ali, give me the key—you can go!


  (ALI goes into the servants' hall.)


  Now, Miss, do what the Doctor wishes. That's my advice to you.


  (She exits into the servants' hall.)


  (ENID waits until she has gone; then she rushes across to the writing-
  and scribbles a telegram.)


  (RODGERS enters from the morning-room.)


  ENID: Oh, Rodgers—


  RODGERS: Yes, Miss.


  ENID: Come here, Rodgers!


  (RODGERS comes down.)


  I want to speak to you. I hear that you are leaving us. I wanted say how
  sorry I am.


  RODGERS: God bless you, Miss Enid. My heart is sore to part with you. All
  the kindness I've ever had in this house has from poor Miss Violet and
  you.


  ENID: Rodgers, if ever I have done anything for you, you can repay it now
  a hundredfold.


  RODGERS: Nothing against the master, Miss Enid! Don't ask to do anything
  against the master.


  ENID: How can you love him?


  RODGERS: Love him! No, no, I don't love him, Miss Enid. But I fear him
  —oh! I fear him. One glance of his eyes seems to cut me—to pierce
  me like a sword. I wouldn't even listen to anything against him, for I feel
  it would come round to him, and then—then—!


  ENID: What can he do to you?


  RODGERS: Oh, I couldn't, Miss Enid—don't ask me. What a man! what a
  man! Has he a child in his room, Miss Enid?


  ENID: A child?


  RODGERS: Yes—the milk—who drinks the milk? He drinks no milk.
  Every morning I take up the jug of milk. And the music, who is it he plays
  the music to?


  ENID: Music! You have heard it, too. I'm so frightened. I'm in danger. I
  know I'm in danger. (Rising.)


  RODGERS: In danger, Miss Enid?


  ENID: And you can save me.


  RODGERS: Oh, Miss Enid, I couldn't—I couldn't—I have no nerve.
  I couldn't.


  ENID: All I want you to do is to take a telegram.


  RODGERS: A telegram, Miss Enid?


  ENID: They won't let me out, and yet I must send it.


  RODGERS: Perhaps they won't let me out.


  ENID: You could wait a little, and then slip away to the office.


  RODGERS: What is the telegram, Miss Enid? Say it slowly. My poor old head
  is not as clear as it used to be.


  ENID: Give it to the clerk.


  RODGERS: No, no, I must be sure it is nothing against the master.


  ENID: It is my business—only mine. Your master's name is not even
  mentioned. See—it is to Mr. Sherlock Holmes—he is a friend of
  mine—Baker Street, London. "Come to me as soon as you can. Please
  hurry." That is All. Dear Rodgers, it means so much to me—please
  —please take it for me.


  RODGERS: I can't understand things like I used.


  ENID: Oh! do take it, Rodgers! You said yourself that I had always been
  kind to you. You will take it, won't you? (Holds out telegram to
  RODGERS.)


  RODGERS: Yes, yes, I will take it, Miss Enid. (Takes telegram and puts
  it in his pocket.)


  ENID: Oh! you don't know what a service you are doing. It may save me
  —it may save my going all the way to town.


  RODGERS: Well, well, of course I will take it. What's that?


  (Wheels heard outside.)


  (Enter MRS. STAUNTON and ALI.)


  MRS. STAUNTON: Quick, Ali! get the door unlocked. He won't like to be kept
  waiting. Rodgers, be ready to receive your master.


  ENID (to RODGERS): Don't forget—as soon as you can.


  (She goes into the bedroom wing, followed by MRS. STAUNTON.)


  (Wheels stop.)


  (ALI throws open the hall door and salaams. Enter RYLOTT, followed by
  HOLMES, disguised as Peters, the new butler, who is followed by BILLY,
  disguised as a young girl, with a big hat-box.)


  RYLOTT: (taking off things and handing them to ALI): Where is Miss
  Enid? Did she return?


  ALI: Yes, sir, she is in her room.


  RYLOTT: Ah! (To RODGERS): What! still here.


  RODGERS: I had some hopes, sir—


  RYLOTT: Get away! Lay the supper! I'll deal with you presently.


  (RODGERS goes into the servants' hall.)


  Ali, you can go also. Show this young girl to the kitchen. (To
  HOLMES.) What is her name?


  HOLMES: Amelia—the same as her mother's.


  RYLOTT: Go to the kitchen, child, and make yourself useful.


  (ALI goes out, followed by BILLY.)


  (To HOLMES.) Now, my man, we may as well understand each other
  first as last. I'm a man who stands no nonsense in my own house. I give good
  pay, but I exact good service. Do you understand?


  HOLMES: Yes, sir.


  RYLOTT: I've had a man for some time, but he is old and useless. I want a
  younger man to keep the place in order. Rodgers will show you the cellar and
  the other things you should know. You take over from to-morrow morning.


  HOLMES: Very good, sir. I'm sure, sir, it was very good of you to take me
  with such an encumbrance as my poor little orphaned Amelia.


  RYLOTT: I've taken you not only with a useless encumbrance but without
  references and without a character. Why have I done that? Because I expect I
  shall get better service out of you. Where are you to find a place if you
  lose this one? Don't you forget it.


  HOLMES: I won't forget, sir. I'll do all I can. If I can speak to your
  late butler, sir, I have no doubt he will soon show me my duties.


  RYLOTT: Very good. (Rings bell.)


  (Enter MRS. STAUNTON from the bedroom wing.)


  Mrs. Staunton, tell Rodgers I want him. By the way, where is Siva?


  MRS. STAUNTON: Loose in the park, sir.


  (She goes into the servants' hall.)


  RYLOTT: By the way, I had best warn you, Peters, not to go out till my
  boar-hound comes to know you. She's not safe with strangers—not very
  safe with any one but myself.


  HOLMES: I'll remember, sir.


  RYLOTT: Warn that girl of yours.


  (Enter RODGERS.)


  HOLMES: Yes, I will.


  RYLOTT: Ah, Rodgers, you will hand your keys over to Peters. When you have
  done so, come to me in the study.


  RODGERS: Yes, sir.


  (RYLOTT goes into his study.)


  HOLMES (after looking round): Well, I'm not so sure that I think so
  much of this place. Maybe you are the lucky one after all. I hope I am not
  doing you out of your job. I'd chuck it for two pins. If it wasn't for Amelia
  I'd chuck it now.


  RODGERS: If it wasn't you it would be some one else. Old Rodgers is
  finished—used up. But he said he wanted to see me in the study. What do
  you think he wants with me in the study?


  HOLMES: Maybe to thank you for your service; maybe to make you a parting
  present.


  RODGERS: His eyes were hard as steel. What can he want with me? I get
  nervous these days, Mr. Peters. What was it he told me to do?


  HOLMES: To hand over the keys. (Taking his overcoat off)


  RODGERS: Yes, yes, the keys. (Taking out keys.) They are here, Mr.
  Peters. That's the cellar key, Mr. Peters. Be careful about the cellar. That
  was the first time he struck me—when I mistook the claret for the
  Burgundy. He's often hasty, but he always kept his hands off till then.


  HOLMES: But the more I see of this place the less I fancy it. I'd be off
  to- night, but it's not so easy these days to get a place if your papers
  ain't in order. See here, Mr. Rodgers, I'd like to know a little more about
  my duties. The study is there, ain't it?


  RODGERS: Yes, he is there now, waiting—waiting for me.


  HOLMES: Where is his room?


  RODGERS: You see the passage yonder. Well, the first room you come to is
  the master's bedroom; the next is Miss Enid's—


  HOLMES: I see. Well, now, could you take me along to the master's room and
  show me any duties I have there?


  RODGERS: The master's room? No one ever goes into the master's room. All
  the time I've been here I've never put my head inside the door.


  HOLMES (surprised): What? no one at all?


  RODGERS: Ali goes. Ali is the Indian valet. But no one else.


  HOLMES: I wonder you never mistook the door and just walked in.


  RODGERS: You couldn't do that for the door is locked.


  HOLMES: Oh! he locks his door does he? Dear me! None of the keys here any
  use, I suppose?


  RODGERS: Don't think of such a thing. What are you saying? Why should you
  wish to enter the master's room?


  HOLMES: I don't want to enter it. The fewer rooms the less work. Why do
  you suppose he locks the door?


  RODGERS: It is not for me nor for you to ask why the master does things.
  He chooses to do so. That is enough for us.


  HOLMES: Well Mr. Rodgers if you'll excuse my saying so, this old 'ouse 'as
  taken some of the spirit out of you. I'm sure I don't wonder. I don't see
  myself staying here very long. Wasn't there some one died here not so long
  ago?


  RODGERS: I'd rather not talk of it, Mr. Peters.


  HOLMES: A woman died in the room next the doctor's. The cabman was telling
  me as we drove up.


  RODGERS: Don't listen to them, Mr. Peters. The master would not like it.
  Here is Miss Enid and the Doctor wants me.


  (Enter ENID from the bedroom wing)


  ENID: Rodgers can I have a word with you?


  RODGERS: Very sorry Miss Enid, the master wants me.


  (RODGERS goes into the study)


  ENID (to HOLMES): Are you—?


  HOLMES: I am Peters, Miss, the new butler


  ENID: Oh! (Sits down beside table and writes)


  (HOLMES crosses and stands behind the table. Pause)


  Why do you stand there? Are you a spy set to watch me? Am I never to have
  one moment of privacy?


  HOLMES: I beg pardon, Miss.


  ENID: I'm sorry if I have spoken bitterly. I have had enough to make me
  bitter.


  HOLMES: I'm very sorry. Miss. I'm new to the place and don't quite know
  where I am yet. May I ask Miss if your name is Stonor?


  ENID: Yes. Why do you ask?


  HOLMES: There was a lad at the station with a message for you.


  ENID (rising): A message for me! Oh! it is what I want of All
  things on earth! Why did you not take it?


  HOLMES: I did take it, Miss, it is here. (Hands her a note.)


  ENID (tears it open, reads): "Fear nothing, and stay where you are.
  All will be right. Holmes." Oh! it is a ray of sunshine in the darkness
  —such darkness. Tell me, Peters, who was this boy?


  HOLMES: I don't know, Miss—just a very ordinary nipper. The Doctor
  had gone on to the cab, and the boy touched my sleeve and asked me to give
  you this note in your own hand.


  ENID: You said nothing to the Doctor.


  HOLMES: Well, Miss, it seemed to be your business, not his. I just took
  it, and there it is.


  ENID: God bless you for it. (She conceals the note in her
  bosom.)


  HOLMES: I'm only a servant, Miss, but if I can be of any help to you, you
  must let me know.


  (HOLMES goes into the bedroom wing.)


  (ENID takes the note out of her bosom, reads it again, then hurriedly
  replaces it as RYLOTT and RODGERS re-enter.)


  RYLOTT: Very good. You can go and pack your box.


  RODGERS (cringing): Yes, sir. You won't—


  RYLOTT: That's enough. Get away!


  (RODGERS goes into the servants' hall.)


  (ENID sits at the tea-table.)


  (Comes over to ENID.) There you are! I want a word or two with you.
  What the devil do you mean by slipping off to London the moment my back was
  turned? And what did you do when you got there?


  ENID: I went there on my own business.


  RYLOTT: Oh! on your own business, was it? Perhaps what you call your own
  business may prove to be my business also. Who did you see? Come, woman, tell
  me!


  ENID: It was my own business. I am of age. You have no claim to control
  me.


  RYLOTT: I know exactly where you went. You went to the rooms of Mr.
  Sherlock Holmes, where you met Dr. Watson, who had advised you to go there.
  Was it not so?


  ENID: I will answer no questions. If I did as you say, I was within my
  rights.


  RYLOTT: What have you been saying about me? What did you go to consult Mr.
  Holmes about?


  (ENID remains silent)


  D'you hear? What did you go about? By God, I'll find a way to make you
  speak! (Seizes her by the arm.) Come!


  (Enter HOLMES)


  HOLMES: Yes, sir?


  RYLOTT: I did not ring for you.


  HOLMES: I thought you called.


  RYLOTT: Get out of this! What do you mean?


  HOLMES: I beg your pardon, sir.


  (He goes into the servants hall.)


  (RYLOTT goes to the door of the servants hall, looks through, then
  returns.)


  RYLOTT: Look here Enid, let us be sensible. I was too hot now. But you
  must realize the situation. Your wisest and safest course is complete
  submission. If you do what I tell you, there be no friction between us.


  ENID: What do you wish me to do?


  RYLOTT: Your marriage will complicate the arrangement which was come to at
  your mother's death. I want you of own free will to bind yourself to respect
  it. Come Enid, you would not wish that your happiness should cause loss and
  even penury to me. I am an elderly man. I have had losses too, which make it
  the more necessary that I should preserve what is left. If you will sign a
  little deed it will be best for both of us.


  ENID: I have promised to sign nothing until a lawyer has seen it.


  RYLOTT: Promised? Promised whom?


  ENID: I promised my fiancée.


  RYLOTT: Oh! you did, did you? But why should lawyers come between you and
  me, Enid? I beg you—I urge you to do what I ask (Opening out papers
  before her.)


  ENID: No, no. I cannot. I will not.


  RYLOTT: Very good! Tell me the truth, Enid. I won't be angry. What are
  your suspicions of me?


  ENID: I have no suspicions.


  RYLOTT: Did I not receive your fiancé with civility?


  ENID: Yes, you did.


  RYLOTT: Have I not, on the whole, been kind to you all this winter?


  ENID: Yes, you have.


  RYLOTT: Then, tell me, child, why do you suspect me?


  ENID: I don't suspect you.


  RYLOTT: Why do you send out messages to get help against me?


  ENID: I don't understand you.


  RYLOTT: Don't you send out for help? Tell me the truth, child.


  ENID: No.


  RYLOTT (with a yell): You damned little liar! (Bangs the
  telegram down before her.) What was this telegram that you gave to
  Rodgers?


  (ENID sinks back, half fainting.)


  Ah! you infernal young hypocrite. Shall I read it to you? "Come to me as
  soon as you can. Please hurry." What did you mean by that? What did you mean,
  I say? (Clutching her arm.) None of your lies—out with it.


  ENID: Keep your hands off me, you coward!


  RYLOTT: Answer me—answer me, then!


  ENID: I will answer you! I believe that you murdered my mother by your
  neglect. I believe that in some way you drove my sister to her grave. Now, I
  am certain that you mean to do the same to me. You're a murderer—a
  murderer! We were left to your care—helpless girls. You have ill-used
  us—you have tortured us—now you have murdered one of us, and you
  would do the same to me. You are a coward, a monster, a man fit only for the
  gallows!


  RYLOTT: You'll pay for this, you little devil! Get to your room.


  ENID: I will. I'm not without friends, as you may find.


  RYLOTT: You've got some plot against me. What have you been arranging in
  London? What is it? (Clutches her.)


  ENID: Let me go!


  RYLOTT: What did you tell them? By God, I'll twist your head off your
  shoulders if you cross me! (Seizes her by the neck.)


  ENID: Help! Help!


  (Enter HOLMES.)


  HOLMES: Hands off, Dr. Rylott.


  (RYLOTT releases ENID.)


  You had best go to your room, young lady. I'll see that you are not
  molested. Go at once, I tell you, go.


  RYLOTT: You infernal villain. I'll soon settle you.


  (After ENID goes out, he runs to a rack at the side, gets a whip, opens
  the hall door, stands near it with his whip.)


  Now, then, out you go! By George, you'll remember Stoke Moran.


  HOLMES: Excuse me, sir, but is that a whip?


  RYLOTT: You'll soon see what it is.


  HOLMES: I am afraid I must ask you to put it down.


  RYLOTT: Oh, indeed! must you? (Comes forward to him.)


  HOLMES (taking out a revolver): Yes, sir! You'll please put down
  that whip.


  RYLOTT (falling back): You villain!


  HOLMES: Stand right back, sir. I'll take no risks with a man like you.
  Right back, I say! Thank you, sir.


  RYLOTT: Rodgers! Ali! My gun!


  (He runs into his study.)


  HOLMES: Hurry up, Billy! No time to lose.


  (Enter BILLY, as Amelia, from the servants' hall.)


  BILLY: Yes, Mr. Holmes.


  (HOLMES and BILLY go out through the entrance hall.)


  (Several shots are heard outside. RYLOTT rushes in from his study with his
  gun.)


  (Enter ALl—running in from outside.)


  ALI: Stop, Sahib, stop!


  RYLOTT: What were those shots?


  ALI: The new butler, sir. He shoot Siva!


  RYLOTT: Shot my dog! By God, I'll teach him! (Rushes toward
  door.)


  ALI: No, no, Sahib. He gone in darkness. What do you do? People come.
  Police come.


  RYLOTT: You're right. (Puts gun down.) We have another game; Ali,
  you will watch outside Miss Enid's window to-night.


  ALI: Yes, Sahib, shall I watch all night?


  RYLOTT: All night? No, not all night! You will learn when you may cease
  your watch.


  CURTAIN
 

   


  SCENE 2. ENID'S Bedroom, Stoke Place


  ENID is discovered seated near the lamp at a small table near a window. A
  knock is heard at the door


  ENID: Who is there?


  RYLOTT (off) It is I.


  ENID: What do you want?


  RYLOTT: Why is your light still burning?


  ENID: I have been reading.


  RYLOTT: You are not in bed then?


  ENID: Not yet.


  RYLOTT: Then I desire to come in.


  ENID: But it is so late.


  RYLOTT: (rattles door) Come, come, let me in this instant.


  ENID: No, no I cannot!


  RYLOTT: Must I break the door in?


  ENID: I will open it. I will open it. (Opens door.) Why do
  persecute me so?


  (RYLOTT enters in his dressing gown.)


  RYLOTT: Why are you so childish and so suspicious? Your mind has brooded
  upon your poor sister's death until you have built up these fantastic
  suspicions against me. Tell me now Enid—I'm not such a bad sort you
  know, if you only deal frankly with me. Tell me, have you any idea of your
  own about how your sister died? Was that what you went to Mr. Holmes about
  this morning? Couldn't you take me into your confidence as well as him? Is it
  not natural that I should feel hurt when I see you turn to a stranger for
  advice?


  ENID: How my poor sister met her death only your own wicked heart can
  know. I am as sure that it came to her through you as if I had seen you
  strike her down. You may kill me if you like, but I will tell you what I
  think.


  RYLOTT: My dear child, you are overwrought and hysterical. What can have
  put such wild ideas into your head? After all, I may have a hasty temper
  —I have often deplored it to you—but what excuse have I ever
  given you for such monstrous suspicions?


  ENID: You think that by a few smooth words you can make me forget all your
  past looks, your acts. You cannot deceive me, I know the danger and I face
  it.


  RYLOTT: What, then, is the danger?


  ENID: It is near me to-night, whatever it is.


  RYLOTT: Why do you think so?


  ENID: Why is that Indian watching in the darkness? I opened my window just
  now, and there he was. Why is he there?


  RYLOTT: To prevent your making a public fool of yourself. You are capable
  of getting loose and making a scandal.


  ENID: He is there to keep me in my room until you come to murder me.


  RYLOTT: Upon my word, I think your brain is unhinged. Now, look here,
  Enid, be reasonable for a moment.


  ENID: What's that?


  RYLOTT: What is it, then?


  ENID: I thought I heard a cry.


  RYLOTT: It's the howling of the wind. Listen to me. If there is friction
  between us—and I don't for a moment deny that there is—why is it?
  You think I mean to hurt you. I could only have one possible motive for
  hurting you. Why not remove that motive? Then you could no longer work
  yourself into these terrors. Here is that legal paper I spoke of. Mrs.
  Staunton could witness it. All I want is your signature.


  ENID: No, never.


  RYLOTT: Never!


  ENID: Unless my lawyer advises it.


  RYLOTT: Is that final?


  ENID (springing up): Yes, it is. I will never sign it.


  RYLOTT: Well, I have done my best for you. It was your last chance.


  ENID: Ah! then you do mean murder.


  RYLOTT: The last chance of regaining my favour. You –
  (Pause.) Get to your bed and may you wake in a more rational mood to-
  morrow. You will not be permitted to make a scandal. Ali will be at his post
  outside, and I shall sit in the hall; so you may reconcile yourself to being
  quiet. Nothing more to say to me?


  (He goes out.)


  (When he has gone, ENID listens to his departing footsteps. Then she
  locks the door once again, and looks round her.)


  ENID: What is that tapping? Surely I heard tapping! Perhaps it is the
  pulse within my own brain?


  (Tapping.)


  Yes! there it is again! Where was it? Is it the signal of death? (Looks
  wildly round the walls.) Ah! it grows louder. It is the window. (Goes
  towards window.) A man! a man crouching in the darkness. Still tapping.
  It's not Ali! The face was white. Ah!


  (The window opens and HOLMES enters.)


  HOLMES: My dear young lady, I trust that I don't intrude.


  ENID: Oh, Mr. Holmes, I'm so glad to see you! Save me! save me! Mr.
  Holmes, they mean to murder me.


  HOLMES: Tut, tut! We mean that they shall do nothing of sort.


  ENID: I had given up all hope of your coming.


  HOLMES: These old-fashioned window-catches are most inefficient.


  ENID: How did you pass the Indian and the dog?


  HOLMES: Well, as to the Indian, we chloroformed him. Watson is busy tying
  him up in the arbour at the present moment. The dog I was compelled to shoot
  at an earlier stage of the proceeding.


  ENID: You shot Siva!


  HOLMES: I might have been forced to shoot her master also. It was after I
  sent you to your room. He threatened me with a whip.


  ENID: You were—you were Peters, the butler.


  HOLMES (feeling the walls): I wanted to be near you. So this is the
  famous room, is it? Dear me! very much as I had pictured it. You will excuse
  me for not discovering myself to you, but any cry or agitation upon your part
  would have betrayed me.


  ENID: But your daughter Amelia?


  HOLMES: Ah, yes, I take Billy when I can. Billy as messenger is
  invaluable.


  ENID: Then you intended to watch over me till night?


  HOLMES: Exactly. But the man's brutality caused me to show my hand too
  soon. However, I have never been far from your window. I gather the matter is
  pressing.


  ENID: He means to murder me to-night.


  HOLMES: He is certainly in an ugly humour. He is not in his room at
  present.


  ENID: No, he is in the hall.


  HOLMES: So we can talk with safety. What has become of the excellent
  Watson? (Approaches window.) Come in, Watson, come in!


  (Enter WATSON from window.)


  How is our Indian friend?


  WATSON: He is coming out of the chloroform; but he can neither move nor
  speak. Good evening, Miss Stonor, what a night it is.


  ENID: How can I thank you for coming?


  HOLMES: You'll find Dr. Watson a useful companion on such an occasion. He
  has a natural turn for violence—some survival of his surgical training.
  The wind is good. Its howling will cover all sounds. Just sit in the window,
  Watson, and see that our retreat is safe. With your leave, I will inspect the
  room a little more closely. Now, my dear young lady, I can see that you are
  frightened to death, and no wonder. Your courage, so far, has been admirable.
  Sit over here by the fire.


  ENID: If he should come—!


  HOLMES: In that case answer him. Say that you have gone to bed. (Takes
  lamp from table.) A most interesting old room—very quaint indeed!
  Old- fashioned comfort without modern luxury. The passage is, as I
  understand, immediately outside?


  ENID: Yes.


  HOLMES: Mr. Peters made two attempts to explore the ground, but without
  avail. By the way, I gather that you tried to send me a message, and that old
  Rodgers gave it to your stepfather.


  ENID: Yes, he did.


  HOLMES: He is not to be blamed. His master controls him. He had to betray
  you. (Placing lamp down.)


  ENID: It was my fault.


  HOLMES: Well, well, it was an indiscretion, but it didn't matter. Let me
  see now, on this side is the room under repair. Quite so. Only one door. This
  leads into the passage?


  ENID: Yes.


  HOLMES: And that passage to the hall?


  ENID: Yes.


  HOLMES: Here is where the genial old gentleman sleeps when he is so
  innocently employed. Where is his door?


  ENID: Down the passage.


  HOLMES: Surely I heard him—(A step is heard in the
  passage.)


  ENID: Yes, it's his step.


  (HOLMES holds his hat over the light. There is a knock at the
  door.)


  RYLOTT (outside door): Enid!


  ENID: What is it?


  RYLOTT: Are you in bed?


  ENID: Yes.


  RYLOTT: Are you still of the same mind?


  ENID: Yes, I am.


  (Pause. They all listen.)


  HOLMES (whispering): Has he gone into his room?


  ENID (crossing to door, listening): No, he's gone down the passage
  again to the hall.


  HOLMES: Then we must make the most of the time. Might I trouble you,
  Watson, for the gimlet and the yard measure? Thank you! The lantern also.
  Thank you! You can turn up the lamp. I am interested in this partition wall.
  (Standing on the bed.) No little surprise, I suppose? No trap- doors
  and sliding panels? Funny folk, our ancestors, with a quaint taste in
  practical joking. (Gets on bed and fingers the wall.) No, it seems
  solid enough. Dear me! and yet you say your sister fastened both door and
  window. Remarkable. My lens, Watson. A perfectly respectable wall—in
  fact, a commonplace wall. Trap-door in the floor? (Kneels at one side of
  the bed, then the other.) No, nothing suspicious in that direction.
  Ancient carpeting—(crossing round bed)—oak wainscot
  —nothing more. Hullo! (Pulling at bed- post.)


  WATSON: Why, what is it?


  HOLMES: Why is your bed clamped to the floor?


  ENID: I really don't know.


  HOLMES: Was the bed in your other room clamped?


  ENID: No, I don't think it was.


  HOLMES: Very interesting. Most interesting and instructive. And this bell-
  pull—where does it communicate with?


  ENID: It does not work.


  HOLMES: But if you want to ring?


  ENID: There is another over here.


  HOLMES: Then why this one?


  ENID: I don't know. There were some changes after we came here.


  HOLMES: Quite a burst of activity, apparently. It took some strange
  shapes. (Standing on the bed.) You may be interested to know that the
  bell-rope ends in a brass hook. No wire attachment; it is a dummy. Dear me!
  how very singular. I see a small screen above it, which covers a ventilator,
  I suppose?


  ENID: Yes, Mr. Holmes, there is a ventilator.


  HOLMES: Curious fad to ventilate one room into another when one could as
  well get the open air. Most original man, the architect. Very singular
  indeed. There is no means of opening the flap from here; it must open on the
  other side.


  WATSON: What do you make of it, Holmes?


  HOLMES: Suggestive, my dear Watson, very suggestive. Might I trouble you
  for your knife? With your permission, Miss Stonor, I will make a slight
  alteration. (Stands on bed-head and cuts the bell-pull.)


  WATSON: Why do you do that, Holmes?


  HOLMES: Dangerous, Watson, dangerous. Bear in mind that this opening,
  concealed by a flap of wood, leads into the room of our cheery Anglo-Indian
  neighbour. I repeat the adjective, Watson—Anglo- Indian.


  WATSON: Well, Holmes?


  HOLMES: The bed is clamped so that it cannot be shifted. He has a dummy
  bell- pull which leads to the bed. He has a hole above it which opens on his
  room. He is an Anglo-Indian doctor. Do you make nothing of all this? The
  music, too? The music. What is the music?


  WATSON: A signal, Holmes.


  HOLMES: A signal! A signal to whom?


  WATSON: An accomplice.


  HOLMES: Exactly. An accomplice who could enter a room with locked doors
  —an accomplice who could give a sure death which leaves no trace. An
  accomplice who can only be attracted back by music.


  ENID: Hush! he is gone to his room.


  (A door is heard to close outside.)


  Listen! The door is shut.


  HOLMES (as Watson is about to take up lamp): Keep the lamp covered,
  so that if the ventilator is opened no light will show. He must think the
  girl is asleep. Keep the dark lantern handy. We must wait in the dark. I
  fancy we shall not have long to wait.


  ENID: I am so frightened.


  HOLMES: It is too much for you.


  WATSON: Can I do anything, Holmes?


  HOLMES: You can hand me my hunting-crop. Hush! What's that?


  (Flute music is heard.)


  My stick, Watson—quick, be quick! Now take the lantern. Have you got
  it? When I cry, "Now!" turn it full blaze upon the top of the bell- rope. Do
  you understand?


  WATSON: Yes.


  HOLMES: Down that bell-rope comes the messenger of death. It guides to the
  girl's pillow. Hush! the flap!


  (The flap opens, disclosing a small square of light. This light is
  obscured. Music a good deal louder.)


  (Cries sharply.) Now!


  (WATSON turns the lantern full on to the bell-rope. A snake is half
  through the hole. HOLMES lashes at it with his stick. It disappears
  backwards.)


  (The flute music stops.)


  WATSON: It has gone.


  HOLMES: Yes, it has gone, but we know the truth.


  (A loud cry is heard.)


  WATSON: What is that?


  HOLMES: I believe the devil has turned on its master.


  (Another cry.)


  It is in the passage. (Throws open the door.)


  (In the doorway is seen DR. RYLOTT in shirt and trousers, the snake round
  his head and neck.)


  RYLOTT: Save me! save me!


  (RYLOTT rushes in and falls on the floor. WATSON strikes at the snake
  as it writhes across the room.)


  WATSON (looking at the snake): The brute is dead.


  HOLMES (looking at RYLOTT): So is the other.


  (They both run to support the fainting lady.)


  HOLMES: Miss Stonor, there is no more danger for you under this
  roof.
 


  CURTAIN
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