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MURDER AT THE LYCEUM








Synopsis





The year is 1887; the place, Henry Irving’s Lyceum Theatre, London.  During a play, someone dies on stage.  It is the work of an ingenious murderer, and Mycroft Holmes, brother of Sherlock, takes up the case.   Mycroft has a reason for involving himself:  his mistress is one of the suspects.  He cannot enlist his brother's help, for Sherlock is in a state of nervous prostration after solving the mystery of the Sign of Four. 





In his quest for the murderer, Mycroft contends with not only the bumbling Inspector Athelney Jones, but also aspiring author Sir Percival Blakeney, grandson of the Scarlet Pimpernel.





Irving and his leading lady, Ellen Terry, join the investigation and a coup de theâtre enables Mycroft to unmask the killer on the stage of the Lyceum.





Characters:  7 M, 5 F;  some doubling as extras.


Three acts, five scenes, three set changes.


Sets:  two interiors. 








CHARACTERS


in order of appearance





5 F, 7 M





ANNA WEYBRIDGE, young actress, early twenties


MRS CATCHPOLE, landlady in early middle age


MYCROFT HOLMES, forty, auditor of books for Her Majesty's Government


SIR PERCIVAL BLAKENEY, aspiring playwright, same age as Mycroft


ARCHIBALD QUELCH, early thirties, actor 


HENRY IRVING, forty-nine, actor-manager of the Lyceum Theatre, London


ELLEN TERRY, forty, lead actress at the Lyceum


SARAH BELL, young actress, early twenties


GEORGE MATTHEWS, young actor, mid to late twenties


DR WILLIAM MARSHALL, about thirty


INSPECTOR ATHELNEY JONES, early middle age, Scotland Yard detective


JULIA NELSON, mid-twenties, actress





Some of the cast to double as Lyceum extras and a police constable as follows:  Mrs Catchpole, Athelney Jones and Julia as non-speaking extras for Act 2.  Dr Marshall as another non-speaking extra Act 2 Scene 2.  Archibald Quelch as non-speaking police constable Act 3 Scene 2; Mrs Catchpole as extra for same scene





Period:  summer 1887


Place:   London


Settings: Mycroft Holmes's sitting room in Pall Mall


	    Backstage at the Lyceum





Notes on set etc at end of play








�
MURDER AT THE LYCEUM





ACT 1





A July morning in the sitting room of Mycroft Holmes’s first floor apartment on the north side of Pall Mall.  The window is downstage in the “fourth wall” which is what the audience are looking through.  Door or exit L gives access to the first floor landing.  Door or exit R to Mycroft’s bedroom.  Fireplace UC.  A bachelor apartment, the room is elegantly furnished in the uncluttered fashion of the later nineteenth century.  Tasteful Japanese prints and a few old undergraduate photos adorn the walls.  Large Japanese screen UL corner.  Mirror on stand or wall UL.  Near the mirror is a small table laid with a chess board, the pieces set out in an unfinished game.  On the table by the chess board is a large snuff jar.  Table and dining chairs downstage R.  Either side of the fireplace, two armchairs, at least one with wings.  Very masculine furnishing and decor, reasonably tidy, but spartan.





The table is laid with the remains of breakfast:  coffee pot, crockery, egg-cups, toast rack, marmalade jar etc.  A copy of the "Times” is also on the table.  A tray is ready for clearing the table.  Mycroft’s morning coat is carelessly slung over a chair.





Anna Weybridge, a lovely trim and vivacious little woman of twenty-three, enters R from bedroom, clad in her underwear, shoes and stockings.  She is doing up her hair, which may be in the “Aesthetic” frizzed fashion of the period.  Humming a tune, she crosses to the mirror, but pauses at the chess set and, after a moment's consideration, moves a piece.  She then finishes her hair in the mirror.  Meanwhile, bedroom door clicks shut and key turns.  (In a set without practical doors this will be indicated by means of a sound effect, in which case Anna should notice the door locking.)





As Anna finishes her hair, a knock sounds off, and the voice of the landlady, Mrs Catchpole, is heard off





MRS CATCHPOLE  (off)  He's just finished breakfast, Sir Percival.  He may be shaving.  





SIR PERCIVAL  (off)  I do hope he’s in.  It's most important.  He said he'd see me.





MRS CATCHPOLE  (off)  I'll go and find out, if you’d care to wait a few moments.





During this exchange, Anna whirls and makes for the bedroom.  Finding the door locked, she changes tack, snatches up Mycroft’s coat from the chair, and darts behind the screen putting on the coat.  (In a set without practical doors she will simply show that she remembers the locked door and grab the coat as above.)





Enter L Mrs Catchpole, who crosses to the bedroom door





MRS CATCHPOLE  Mr Holmes.  A visitor for you.





Bedroom door opens and Mycroft Holmes enters.  Part of his face is covered with shaving soap.  He is holding a cut-throat razor and a towel, and is wearing a colourful dressing gown over his shirt, waistcoat and trousers.





Mycroft is corpulent and rather lethargic, but with an acute power of reasoning.  He is a very messy eater and traces of several breakfasts -  soft-boiled egg, butter and marmalade - adorn the front of his dressing gown





MYCROFT  I'll be with them in five minutes, Mrs Catchpole.  Who is it?





MRS CATCHPOLE  Sir Percival Blakeney, from the Diogenes Club.





MYCROFT  Ask him to wait.





MRS CATCHPOLE  He said he would wait.  I'll clear these away.  (Picks up tray and begins to clear table.  Mycroft retreats off R into his bedroom)  You know, Mr Holmes, I can never understand why a man who lives alone uses twice as many plates as he needs.  Anyone would think you'd had someone with you for breakfast.  (Anna’s head appears round the screen as Mrs Catchpole continues to clear with her back to it)





MYCROFT  (off)  I know the rules here, Mrs Catchpole.  I breakfasted alone.  (Anna’s expression clearly says 'Oh, you liar!’ before she disappears again)  I'm an artistic eater.  Innovative.  I like to use all the crockery.





MRS CATCHPOLE  (picking up the "Times”)  And the newspaper too.  It's coated with marmalade.  I'll take it away and wipe it for you.   (Puts paper onto tray with the breakfast things)





MYCROFT  (off)  Thank you.





MRS CATCHPOLE  If you like, Mr Holmes, I'll take your dressing gown and clean off the egg and everything else you've got down the front.





MYCROFT  (entering from bedroom completely shaved)   You're very kind, Mrs Catchpole.  (Looks at the screen, realising that Anna is hiding there)  Well, that's been a pretty close shave.  (Rubs his face)  Clean as a smelt, as they say in Covent Garden.  (Removes dressing gown and puts it over his arm)  Now, where did I leave my coat?





Mrs Catchpole looks downstage for it as she continues to load the breakfast things onto the tray.  While her back is turned, Mycroft, having realised where his coat is, throws his dressing gown to Anna, who throws him his coat.  As Mrs Catchpole turns back to him, he is putting it on.  Anna remains off





MRS CATCHPOLE  Oh, there it is!  Really, Mr Holmes, I don't know how you find things so easily.





MYCROFT  Runs in the family, Mrs Catchpole.  Brother Sherlock may be the great detective, but I have my methods too.  Now, about this gentleman outside.





MRS CATCHPOLE  Shall I send him in?





MYCROFT  In a minute.  (Opens door L, and speaks to Sir Percival, off)  Blakeney, old man, bear with me for a minute, won't you?  I'll be with you directly.  Thank you, Mrs Catchpole.





MRS CATCHPOLE  (taking up tray)  Thank you, sir.  I see you're doing one of your chess problems again.





MYCROFT  Oh, yes.  (Glances at board, does a double-take, shoots a thoughtful glance at the screen and moves a piece)





MRS CATCHPOLE  (watching him)  I suppose at least you can never lose, sir.  Once I've washed these up I'll go upstairs and see if I can get that young Miss Weybridge out of bed.  These actresses, you know, they lead such dissolute lives.  In bed till all hours.  She works for Henry Irving, I believe, at the Lyceum Theatre.





MYCROFT  Really?  One day she may be famous.  Miss - what did you say her name was?





MRS CATCHPOLE  Weybridge.  Miss Anna Weybridge.  (Goes out L with tray, Mycroft holding door open for her.  He closes it and comes C)





ANNA  (coming from behind screen wearing Mycroft’s dressing gown)  As you know full well, Mr Mycroft Holmes.  





MYCROFT  Ah, Anna, my dear.  You know, even in my old dressing gown you look absolutely ravishing.





ANNA  Flatterer!  (She kisses him)  I could eat a second breakfast off the front of this despicable garment.  (Removes dressing gown and throws it to Mycroft, who flings it over a chair)  Have you spotted my move yet?  (Goes to chess board)  Ah!  I thought you'd do that.  I've got you now, Mr Holmes.  That will teach you to lock me out of the bedroom.





MYCROFT  I locked the door because I was shaving and didn't want you creeping up behind me and pinching my bottom as you do.  I prefer to have two ears.





ANNA  I pinch your bottom because I love you, you great fat cuddly porpoise.  (Hugs him and pinches his bottom)





MYCROFT  (reacting)  Anna!  If the Chancellor of the Exchequer came in now and found one of his Government auditors being called a fat cuddly porpoise and having his bottom pinched -





ANNA  He’d put a tax on bottoms, which wouldn’t do you much good.  You admit to being fat?





MYCROFT  Fat, no.  Larger than life, yes.  Now, be a good girl.  Go and get dressed.  


Sir Percival Blakeney is waiting outside.





During the following dialogue he helps himself to a huge pinch of snuff from his jar, covering himself with the powder.  He brushes it off his coat with his hands





ANNA  Mycroft, talking of Sir Percival, who was the Scarlet Pimpernel?





MYCROFT  Sir Percival Blakeney's grandfather.





ANNA  What did he do?





MYCROFT  He was a kind of private agent.  (Sneezes) 





ANNA  Like your brother?





MYCROFT  In a way.  He operated in France at the end of last century, rescuing aristocrats from the guillotine.  Why do you ask?





ANNA  Oh, I’ve had a letter from Ellen Terry at the Lyceum.  She mentioned him.  Is his grandson like that?  Adventurous?  Dashing? 





MYCROFT  Sir Percival?  Not in the least.  He's very much the opposite.  He's a member of the Diogenes Club, you know.





ANNA  Oh!  One of your crowd?





MYCROFT  The Diogenes Club does not constitute a crowd, Anna.  We're not that kind of club.


  


ANNA  It's the strangest club in London, from what you tell me.  The members ignore one another, there are fines and penalties for even speaking.





MYCROFT  Except to the waiters.





ANNA  Do the members ever play billiards or cards?





MYCROFT  The few who are sociable enough play in silence, using sign language. 





ANNA  What happens at dinner?





MYCROFT  We eat in total silence.  The dinners are remarkably good.  Only three and six a time.





ANNA  I bet you're all a pretty rum lot.  I suppose Sir Percival is the same?





MYCROFT  He became a member of the Diogenes Club because he was sick of people constantly - (Knock, off)  





SIR PERCIVAL  (off)  Holmes?





MYCROFT (calling to him)  With you in a moment, my dear fellow!  (To Anna)  That's him!  Don't forget - our landlady intends to see if you're up and about.





ANNA  I'll go up the back stairs as usual.  See you later, my big, loveable - m'mm. (Throws her arms round him, does a sexy little wiggle up against him, gives a quick kiss, breathes in some of his snuff and sneezes.  Mycroft is overwhelmed by her wiggle, while she heads R for his bedroom)  I'll show you that letter from Ellen, because I want to tell you something quite important.  And by the way, I'll checkmate you in one.  (Exit.  Mycroft pulls himself together, glances at chess board, shakes his head, puzzled, and crosses L to admit Sir Percival, who is plump and smooth-faced, with a tendency to flutter)





SIR PERCIVAL  Ah, Holmes!  (Looks about him)  I say!  These rooms are rather the thing, aren't they?  Bright, airy, well furnished.





MYCROFT  Morning, Sir Percival.  What can I do for you?





SIR PERCIVAL  I was wondering if you'd finished with the script you took yesterday, my dear chap.  “Marie Antoinette.”





MYCROFT  Your play!  Yes, of course.  Where is it?  (Hunts about until he finds the script down the back of a chair)   Here we are.  (Examines the cover)  “Marie Antoinette”, a tragedy in blank verse by Sir Percival Blakeney. (Hands it to him)   I didn’t know you’d taken up playwriting, Blakeney.





SIR PERCIVAL  Yes, I - Holmes!  You haven't even looked at it.  Sat on it, by all appearances, but you haven't read it.  (Smoothes it down)





MYCROFT  You're quite right.  Have some snuff?  (Hands him the jar.  Sir Percival takes a pinch)  I'm terribly sorry, but the Solicitor-General's office has needed me at all hours lately.  (Sir Percival prepares for a mighty sneeze.  Mycroft holds his finger under Sir Percival’s nose as he continues to speak)  The Russo-German Treaty, the annexation of Zululand, and Her Majesty's Golden Jubilee celebrations gave me a good deal of work.  (Removes his finger and waits for the sneeze.  Sir Percival obliges)  Yesterday I had no time to read your play.





SIR PERCIVAL  (dabbing his eyes with a handkerchief)  You had time to go strolling down Piccadilly last night with that charming girl from upstairs on your arm!  (Mycroft stares in astonishment)  Oh, I know all about you and Anna Weybridge.  (Sneezes violently again)





MYCROFT  What?  You know Anna? 





SIR PERCIVAL  Not as well as you, it would seem.





MYCROFT  But you saw us in Piccadilly?  You never go to Piccadilly.





SIR PERCIVAL  I didn’t say I saw you, my dear fellow.





MYCROFT  Then how did you know?  (Sir Percival prepares to sneeze again.  Finger under nose business once more)  Tell me, Blakeney!  I shall keep my finger here until you do.





SIR PERCIVAL  (breaking away and sneezing once)  Oh, come!  You're Mycroft Holmes, brother of the famous Sherlock.  Deduce, my dear sir, deduce!





MYCROFT  Very well, I shall deduce.  You did not see me with Anna, but someone did.  Since you spend your time in the Diogenes, it was one of the people allowed to speak, namely, one of the waiters.  Correct? 





SIR PERCIVAL  Correct.  You both strolled off up Regent Street and I myself saw you come back from St James's Street, so you must have gone along Piccadilly.





MYCROFT  Like your grandfather, you pretend to be shallow and unobservant, but you are probably as sharp as I am.  You would make an excellent Government agent.  Are you a Government agent?





SIR PERCIVAL  Of course not!  What nonsense!  I am a gentleman of leisure, so don’t try to recruit me into your department.





MYCROFT  What, auditing Government books?





SIR PERCIVAL  Come, Holmes, you’re no more an auditor than I am.  You are the central clearing house for information from all Government departments.  Anyone in Whitehall who wishes to know anything comes to you.  At times you are the Government itself.  (Mycroft covers Sir Percival’s mouth with his hand)





MYCROFT  Good God!  How do you know all that?  (Sir Percival nods wisely and smiles inscrutably)  You're a very astute fellow.  So why hide in the Diogenes, pretending to be dull and colourless?





SIR PERCIVAL  Because people constantly pestered me to solve their problems.  "Oh,"  they would say,  "you're the grandson of the Scarlet Pimpernel, eh?  Look, old boy, my niece is entangled with a foreign count.  Sort it out, can you?  An awful Italian operatic tenor is pestering my wife.  Challenge him to pistols at dawn, will you?"  One gets sick of it, Holmes.  But to business - my play.  I’m disappointed that you haven’t shown any interest in it.  Or hasn’t Miss Weybridge told you?





MYCROFT  Told me what?





SIR PERCIVAL  That she has a part in it?





MYCROFT  What?





SIR PERCIVAL  Yes!  She’s to play Charlotte Corday.  Henry Irving’s offered her the part.  Ellen Terry herself wrote to let her know.





MYCROFT  I see.  That letter she mentioned.  But why didn’t she tell me, I wonder?





SIR PERCIVAL  (winks and digs Mycroft in the ribs)  You're a lucky old blighter, you know.  Forty if you’re a day, and you have a young beauty like her doting on you.  (Pulls a hair from Mycroft's coat)  This is one of her hairs, isn't it?  You sly dog!  I'll bet she's gone up the back stairs!





MYCROFT  (in some admiration)  My word, Blakeney!  You're sharper than I suspected.  You sound to me as though you read too many detective stories.  


Have some more snuff?





As Sir Percival does so, Anna knocks and enters L from hallway.  She is now wearing a simple but elegant dress of the fashionable “Aesthetic” style.  In her hand is the letter from Ellen Terry





ANNA  Oh!  Mycroft, I'm sorry.  I didn't realise you still had company.





MYCROFT  Not at all, my dear.  We were talking about you.  I believe you know Sir Percival.





ANNA  Yes.  He comes to the Lyceum.  How do you do, Sir Percival?  





SIR PERCIVAL  Miss  (sneeze)  Weybridge.  Excuse me.  (Bows)  I was telling Holmes that you've accepted a part in my play.





ANNA  I came down to talk to Mr Holmes about it.  I meant to tell you after breakfast, Mycroft, but - (suddenly realising she’s given away the fact that she spent the night with Mycroft) - oh!





MYCROFT  (aside to her)  Sir Percival knows, my dear.  He’s made some pretty astute deductions.





SIR PERCIVAL  I came from the Diogenes Club expressly to see Holmes about this play.  I'm so glad you got the part.  Have you read it yet?





ANNA  Well, yes.  (She’s not very enthusiastic)





SIR PERCIVAL  Allow me.  (Leafs through script)  Here we are, Holmes.  This is where she stabs Marat in his bath.  (Reads)   "So, Citizen, I find you in your bath!  You have betrayed the Revolu-ti-on."





MYCROFT  The Revolu-ti-on?





SIR PERCIVAL  Blank verse, remember?  (Reads on)  "And I must justify the people's will and bring about your execu-ti-on."  





MYCROFT  That's not blank verse, Blakeney.  It rhymes.





SIR PERCIVAL  Well, we poets can't always hit it off exactly, Holmes.  That's what you administrators don't realise.  But that's when she stabs him.  Stirring stuff, eh?





ANNA  (unimpressed)  Stirring.  





SIR PERCIVAL  I can just see it now.  You spring upon him.  He gives a cry.  Or does he?  (Refers to script)  Yes.  He gives a cry.  You plunge the knife into him saying - er - I can't find it.  





MYCROFT   She says she can't find what?





SIR PERCIVAL  (turns over page)  Very funny, Holmes.  Here we are.  "Now die, thou devil!  Die and die again!  What, not yet dead?  Then this shall finish thee!"  


 


MYCROFT  How does he die and die again?





SIR PERCIVAL  The artist's licence, my dear Holmes.  You can say this sort of thing in poetry.  That is what makes poetry different.  Don't criticise what you don't understand, my dear fellow.





MYCROFT  I suppose Ellen Terry will play Marie Antoinette?





SIR PERCIVAL  Yes.  And Irving will be Robespierre.  Oh, what a couple they are!  There's a splendid scene where she comes to trial and he leads the prosecution.  A packed courtroom, his commanding presence dominating the stage, her thrilling voice ringing defiance at him.  The audience will love it.  Listen to this.  (Leafs through script)  





MYCROFT  Don't trouble yourself, Blakeney. 





SIR PERCIVAL  It's no trouble, Holmes.  (Reading)  "The people cried upon me as their queen;  their mighty voice assailed the very heavens.  They called for bread, I told them to eat cake."





MYCROFT  (patting Sir Percival on the shoulder)  Wonderful, Blakeney, wonderful.  I'm sure it will be a great success.  Good luck with it.





SIR PERCIVAL  Oh, you mustn't wish anyone luck in the theatre.





MYCROFT  No?





SIR PERCIVAL  You have to wish them the worst.  Break a leg.  That's what we theatrical people say, isn't it, Miss Weybridge?   And never quote from "Macbeth".





MYCROFT  If you'll excuse us, Sir Percival, we both have things to do.





SIR PERCIVAL  I'm sure you have.  I'm off to Wellington Street to see the Guv'nor.  That's what we call Henry Irving, you know.  Well, break a leg, eh, Miss Weybridge?





ANNA  And you, Sir Percival.  





Exit Sir Percival L





MYCROFT  Break a leg?  Never wish them luck?  What’s he talking about?  (Takes more snuff)





ANNA  That’s what they used to say in the American theatre when I spent a few years over there.  I’ve never heard it here.  I told Sir Percival about it and now I wish I hadn’t.  Mycroft, this is the letter from Ellen Terry.  Look, she says some wonderful things about my Rosalind in Manchester.





MYCROFT  Yes, but why didn’t you tell me you were in this thing of Blakeney’s?  





ANNA  I was going to this morning when he knocked and called out, and I had to skedaddle.





MYCROFT  Skedaddle? 





ANNA  One of Ellen’s words.





MYCROFT  I can’t imagine why she’s so enthusiastic about it.  If what he read was typical, then you're too good for it.  And why is Irving going ahead with it against the competition of “Ruddigore” at the Savoy?





ANNA  If they produce Sir Percival's play, he'll help to finance a production of the Scottish play next year.





MYCROFT  The what play?





ANNA  (stage whisper)  "Macbeth"! 





MYCROFT  Why didn't you say so?





ANNA  Because you don't say that word unless you're actually performing the play, or rehearsing it.  It's very unlucky.  





MYCROFT  (amused)  You stage people!  Blakeney is full of that sort of nonsense.  I think he's what you would call a ham.  I suppose you'll know everyone in the cast?





ANNA  I think so.  Ellen told me to watch out for a new man, Archibald Quelch.





MYCROFT  Who is Archibald Quelch?  Why must you watch out for him?





ANNA  He plays Marat and he's not a very nice man, according to Ellen.





MYCROFT  Neither was Marat.  Charlotte Corday stabbed him in his bath, didn't she?





ANNA  That's right.





MYCROFT  Will you be in the bath with him?





ANNA  Of course not!





MYCROFT  A pity.  That would knock Ibsen for six.





ANNA  Mr Quelch has trouble with his hands, if you know what I mean.  (She places her hands on her breasts)  He also drinks and gambles.  Perhaps you should get him into the Diogenes Club to liven it up a bit?





MYCROFT  Break a leg, Miss Weybridge.   (Anna hoists up her skirt and shows him her legs)





ANNA  You wouldn't really want me to break one of these, would you?  Because if I did, I wouldn't be able to walk over here (crosses to chess board), and move my bishop thus. (Makes move.  Mycroft crosses and peers at board)  I told you I'd get you.





MYCROFT  Well, I'm damned!





ANNA  Checkmate, Mr Holmes.  (As he is bending over the board, Anna pinches his bottom)





MYCROFT  Anna! 





Curtain





Set change


�
ACT 2


Scene 1





Backstage at the Lyceum.  Rehearsal of “Marie Antoinette”.  UC a large recess, part of the Lyceum set, containing a large bathtub, big enough to half hide anyone sitting in it.  This is the set for Marat's bathroom seen from the rear, and we are to imagine the Lyceum auditorium on the other side of the set.  A props table conveniently placed holding a large enamel water jug and a kettle among swords, muskets and rolls of legal-looking documents.





Henry Irving, Ellen Terry, Sir Percival, Quelch, Sarah, George and any available extras are on stage for rehearsal.  Irving is discussing some business with George.  Sarah is hanging about waiting for George to go off so that she can "spoon" with him in some quiet corner.  Everyone is in costume:  Ellen as Marie Antoinette, Sarah as the chambermaid, Quelch as Marat, Irving as Robespierre, George as Danton, and extras as revolutionaries.





Quelch is furtively drinking from a hip flask, doing it where no-one else can see him.  His whole manner is furtive, rat-like and unpleasant.





Irving is tall, with a well-defined profile and a deliberate nasal drawl in his speech.  He has a tendency to walk sideways, like a crab, and makes expansive gestures.  This is all show, for actually he is rather introverted.  Ellen Terry is a very attractive dark-haired woman of middle size, extremely nice and spontaneous.  They complement each other, each being what the other is not.





George is a pleasant young man, eager to learn the actor's craft, and well thought of by Irving and Terry.  





Sir Percival flutters and paces about.  This will irritate Irving as the scene progresses





IRVING  (to George)  Yes, George, Danton was apparently very much as you're playing him, but I would suggest taking that particular speech differently.  (To Ellen)  Miss Terry, do you remember how we discussed it yesterday?





ELLEN  Why not show him, Henry?





HENRY  Very well.  Like this.  (He strikes a pose.  George respectfully stands back, knowing that Irving is about to declaim.  Irving goes to town on this speech)





Stay, Citizen, 'tis not for you alone


To take upon yourself the role of God;


To measure life and bring it to its close


Like thread the housewife snaps without a care.


'Tis France herself to whom the privilege


Of life and death is by her people given.


The people's voice the people's will upholds,


And curs'd be he who, in his foolish pride


Should think to oversway the people's will!





Something like that, I think.  (He pauses.  Applause from the cast, led by Ellen)  Oh, thank you.  Entirely undeserved.  (To George)  And then I come in with "No, Citizen, not all the foes of France" and so on.  (To the cast)  Are we ready, then?  Sir Percival, if you would stay over there, out of the way.  The bathtub scene, ladies and gentlemen, if you please.  Mr Quelch!  (Quelch hastily puts away his flask.  George exits R, Sarah hurrying up to him and going off hanging onto his arm)





QUELCH  Right, Guv'nor.  Whenever you're ready.





IRVING (quietly to Quelch)  Mr Quelch, I know they all call me the Guv'nor, but not on stage, if you don't mind, h'm?  (To all)  Places, please.  (Someone offstage starts hammering)  Oh God!  (Into the wings)  Stop!  Stop!  Stop that dreadful noise!  (It stops)  Thank you.  (To someone off)  Mr Stoker!  Light the bathroom set, if you please.  (The lights come up on the bathroom set from the "wrong" side, from our point of view)  Now, everyone.  Ready?  Mr Quelch, would you remove your shirt for this scene?  (Quelch does so, revealing a skinny physique)  Anna!  (Enter Anna R, costumed as Charlotte Corday.  For a moment Quelch poses with a leer at her before climbing into the tub.  She gives him a look of disdain as she goes to Irving)  Anna, that dagger of yours.  The blade does go right into the hilt, doesn't it?  (Anna demonstrates against the palm of her hand)  Then in that case really stab him.  Drive it home.  Make the audience blench.





QUELCH  As long as it doesn't make me blench, Mr Irving.  (Climbs into tub.  He is half hidden when he sits)





IRVING  It must, Mr Quelch.  You must feel every blow, and respond.  Respond!  In the ribs, I think, Anna.  (Quietly to her)  You can't miss them, h'm?





QUELCH  (to her as Irving moves away)  And not too hard, my good woman, if you don't mind.  It's all right for him.  I'm the one as has to sit here and take it all.  So go easy, see?  Here, how would yer like it if I played this scene in the nude, eh?  





ANNA  I don't think you should play it as comedy.





IRVING  Are we ready yet?





QUELCH  Sorry, Mr Irving.  Come on, Anna, don't keep Mr Irving waiting with yer gossip.





Anna glares at him and takes her place L





IRVING  Begin, please.





ANNA (entering the recess as Charlotte Corday, dagger in waistband)  So, Citizen, I find you in your bath.





SIR PERCIVAL  No, that's not right, Mr Irving!  Charlotte Corday doesn't start this scene.





IRVING  Just a moment!  Just a moment!  We're missing someone.





QUELCH  (quietly)  Oh, what the 'ell now?





ELLEN  The chambermaid.  Sarah.  





IRVING  Miss Bell!  Sarah Bell!  Where the devil is she?





Sarah peers round the set, R.  Anna goes back to her place





SARAH  Sorry, sir.





George also appears R 





GEORGE  My fault, sir.





IRVING  For heaven's sake, Sarah, leave your spooning till we've finished.  And you go and practise your lines or something, George, h'm?  (Exit George R)





SARAH  I thought you didn't need me.





IRVING  I’ve never known a rehearsal like this.  Are we ready now?  Thank you.  Now, Miss Bell.  (She hesitates)  Yes, yes.  Begin.  





SIR PERCIVAL  The jug!





IRVING  Oh, where's your jug?  Your jug, for God's sake!





ELLEN (handing her the large jug)  Here.  Now get on with it!  He's getting annoyed.





SARAH (as chambermaid, entering bathroom set.  Mock French accent)  More hot water, Citizen?





IRVING  No, no, no!  Not a mock French accent, please.  Just do it naturally!





SARAH  More hot water, Citizen?





QUELCH  (as Marat.  He is very wooden throughout)  Aye, Citizeness, I hope 'tis not too hot.





SARAH  'Tis as you like it, Citizen, I trust.  (Pours in imaginary water)





QUELCH  (as himself)  Hey, I'm gonna get wet 'ere.





IRVING  There will be a bucket in the bottom of the tub, Mr Quelch.  Carry on, please.  We're wasting time.





QUELCH (in character)  Now leave me, child, for I must cogitate.  (He mispronounces it)





SIR PERCIVAL, ELLEN, IRVING  Cogitate!!





QUELCH  Sorry.  (Correcting it)  Cogitate.   (To himself, scornfully)  Cogitate!





Sarah leaves bathroom recess R; Anna enters it from L





ANNA  So, Citizen, I find you in your bath.





ELLEN  It's stating the obvious, isn't it?





IRVING  Yes, yes, Ellen.  Anna, could you give him time to cogitate?  (Anna moves aside)





SIR PERCIVAL  Perhaps like this.  (He strikes a cogitating pose)





IRVING  Thank you, Sir Percival.





QUELCH (as himself)  What's it mean?





IRVING  To think!  To ponder!





ELLEN  (to Irving)  Illiterate as well as intemperate.





Anna re-enters bathroom set





QUELCH  (in character)  What brooks this entrance to my private room?





ANNA  (as Charlotte)  Why, marry! - (To Irving, as herself)  I thought we were changing that "marry", Mr Irving.  It's Elizabethan!





IRVING  Sir Percival will re-write it.  Get on with it, Anna.





ANNA  (Charlotte)  Why, marry, Citizen, you know full well how private gain despites the public good.  I here am come the balance to redress.  (Draws knife)





QUELCH  (in character)  A knife!  A knife!  My God, thou hast a knife!





IRVING  That's in case the audience haven't spotted it, I suppose.





SIR PERCIVAL  That's right.





Anna stabs him repeatedly.  Quelch flinches every time





ANNA (in character)  Now die, thou devil!  Die and die again!  What, not yet dead?  Then this shall finish thee!  (One last stab)





SIR PERCIVAL  Wonderful, wonderful!





IRVING  More force, Anna.  Those blows must be more realistic.





QUELCH  They were forceful enough, Mr Irving.  I'll be bruised for life, thanks to her and her dagger!





IRVING  Let's hear your dying speech, Mr Quelch.





QUELCH  (in character)  Foul jade!  This blow has robbed me of my life; so die, Marat, for now thou canst not live.  (Sinks into the tub and disappears from view.  As himself from within tub)  That all right?





ANNA  Wait a minute.  (As Charlotte)  So perish all who plot against the state.  My work is done, and France shall benefit!





IRVING  Well, that will do for now.  Lunchtime, everyone.  (He begins to go off L)





SIR PERCIVAL  (detaining Irving)  He doesn't seem to die realistically, Mr Irving.  Anna is playing her part so well, but Marat just sits there as if nothing was happening.  Can't he make his dying speech more realistic?





Quelch, who is about to emerge from tub, pauses with only his head showing.  He looks daggers at Sir Percival and Irving





IRVING  No-one makes speeches when they've just been stabbed, Sir Percival.  We should cut it down, sir.  But I take your point, h'm.





SIR PERCIVAL  There are a few other points I should like to go over, Mr Irving.  Perhaps over lunch?





IRVING  Yes, Sir Percival, but I must see about wigs.





He goes off L with Sir Percival following.  Quelch climbs out of the tub and approaches Anna, who has come downstage, still with her dagger. 





QUELCH  Did yer hear that fat lump of lard?  Not dying realistically!  He wants to write realistically.  Bloody amateurs!  What do they know?  It's a rotten play, anyroad, and I'm only doing it for the money.  Blow his cheek!  I'll die the way I want to.  (Anna is trying not to laugh)  And you, young woman, you want to steady on with that bloody dagger.  Anyone would think you meant it.  And don't run away with the idea that you're any good.  I've been in this game longer than you - startin' at twelve, not like some -  and let me tell you, there's more to acting than just having a pretty face.





ELLEN  (quietly approaching them)  As you should know, Mr Quelch.  (Quelch glares but dares not retort to the famous Miss Terry.  Picking up his shirt he storms out L, pulling the flask from his pocket as he goes)  Detestable man!  Unfortunately, we're stuck with him for the length of the run, short though it will be.





ANNA  You were right about his drinking.  He stank of it.





ELLEN  And I told you he gambles, didn't I?  I'm not happy about the way he keeps company with young George Matthews.  I think he's leading George astray.





ANNA   Should we tell the Guv'nor?





ELLEN  I'll keep an eye on him.  I wouldn't trust him as far as I could see him.  Normally Henry wouldn't look at someone like that, but as you know, for once we've had to take what we could get.





ANNA  That's not like the Lyceum.





ELLEN  Well, don't forget, if we put on "Marie Antoinette" now, Sir Percival will help to finance the Scottish play next year.  Henry's dying to play the Scotsman.





ANNA  And you'll be the Scotch Lady?





ELLEN  I hope so.  Henry's motives are purely mercenary at present, Anna.  Otherwise he wouldn't even consider this play.





ANNA  Another ten days and we're on.





ELLEN  Is your Mr Holmes coming to see us?  Or is he a connoisseur of good drama?





ANNA  (smiling)  He told me he'll come.  I don't think he can find an excuse to get out of it.  There's a crisis in Zululand and his department needs him, so he's staying in town during August.





ELLEN  I'm glad we're doing it out of season.  





ANNA  Why?  





ELLEN  Because nobody of any importance will come to see it - apart from Mr Holmes, of course. Did you say he was coming to the first night?





ANNA  He's coming on the Wednesday.  (Enter Sarah R, in tears)  Oh!  What is it, Sarah?  What's wrong?





SARAH  Nothing.





ELLEN  Come on, there's something wrong.





SARAH  (weeping freely)  It's that Quelch, Miss Terry.  George owes him a lot of money from cards.  We were planning to get married, but he's taken to drink.  It's because he owes too much money.  Quelch has done all this to him!  (Sarah hurries off L)  





ANNA  Oh dear!  Shouldn't we go after her?





ELLEN  I think it will blow over, but I’ll have a word with Henry about Quelch and his bad influence on George.  Poor little thing!  She’s dying to marry George.





ANNA  I know how she feels.  I keep trying to get Mycroft interested.





ELLEN  Anna, what do you see in Mycroft Holmes?





ANNA  I see a man with one of the sharpest brains in Europe, who's in love with me.  Oh, I know he's nearly twenty years older, but I can assure you, Ellen, that just being with Mycroft makes me one of the happiest women in London.  There!  But I'll bet you probably think he's after me for only one thing.





ELLEN  No, Anna, I don't.  I've known you since you were nineteen, and I can see how happy you are with him.  I've had my own ups and downs in marriage and - and other relationships with men.  Stay with him, Anna.  I think he does you good, but don't work too hard on him.  You can put a man off that way.  I know too well.  Come on, let's get our things and try Verrey's for a bite to eat.





As they begin to go off, R, Dr Marshall enters, whistling, through the central arch, making his way past the bathtub





MARSHALL  (his accent is of Northern England)  Hallo!  Anyone about?





ELLEN  I wondered who was whistling.  You shouldn't do that here, you know.  You'll upset people, won't he, Anna?  This is Dr Marshall, by the way.  Henry calls him in to treat injuries.  Anna Weybridge, Doctor.





MARSHALL  How do you do?





ANNA  How do you do?





MARSHALL  What was I doing, Miss Terry, that I shouldn't have been?





ELLEN  Whistling backstage.  It's terribly unlucky, so they say.





MARSHALL  Ah, the theatrical superstitions.  I’d forgotten that one.  I walked out with an actress for a while up north, in Newcastle upon Tyne.





ANNA  Are you from those parts?





MARSHALL  Yes.  I began my career at one of the hospitals there.  You haven't seen Mr Irving, I suppose?





ANNA  He's out.  Is it urgent?





MARSHALL  I've called to settle my bill.  I suppose I could wait here.  I promise not to whistle if you promise not to use that rather wicked-looking knife on me.





ANNA  Don’t worry, it’s quite harmless.  (Hands it to him)   It’s usually safe in my dressing room ready for my big scene. 





MARSHALL  Which is?





ANNA  I stab Citizen Marat in his bath.





MARSHALL  Ah, the death of Marat.  I’ve seen the painting.  (Tries out the spring-loaded blade and stabs himself playfully)  Is this a dagger which I see before me?  (Anna reacts with horror while Ellen laughs)  Oh, sorry!  I forgot.  Never quote from the Scottish play.  





ELLEN  I warned you, Doctor.





MARSHALL  Now I have to pay a forfeit, correct? 





ANNA  Go off.  (He does)  Turn round three times.  Swear, or at least say something naughty.





MARSHALL (off)  Corsets, drawers and garters!  How's that?





ANNA  (laughing)  Now spit.





MARSHALL  (off)  Spit!  I’m a doctor.  Still.  (Spits)  How’s that.





ANNA  Now you must plead to be allowed back here.





MARSHALL  Please, cruel Miss Weybridge, allow me to look once more on your face.  How’s that?





ANNA  Overdone, but I suppose it will do.  Come back.  (He does)  That's it.





MARSHALL  You thespians and your superstitions.  (Hands back dagger)  You’d better take this to your dressing room.  Miss Terry, is Miss Weybridge's big scene worth watching?





ELLEN  We're rehearsing again after lunch.  Why not sit out front and find out?  It will be more interesting than sitting back here.





MARSHALL  Good idea.  The first night's in a couple of weeks, isn't it?





ANNA  Want some tickets?  Mr Irving's papering the house pretty freely.





MARSHALL  Giving them away, eh?  Well, if they're going free, yes, thanks, I'll take one.





ANNA  Not two?





MARSHALL  No-one to bring just now, Miss Weybridge.





ANNA  The auditorium's that way.  (Points L)





MARSHALL  Perhaps I'll see you later?





ANNA  I'm always around.  (Exit R with Ellen.  Quelch enters L, meeting Marshall as he is about to go off)





QUELCH  Well, bless my soul!  William Marshall!  Long time no see, my old son.





MARSHALL  (surprised)  Hallo, Archie.  I didn’t know you were working here.





QUELCH  Oh aye.  Here for this production, anyhow.  Hey, are you the theatre doctor now?  





MARSHALL  Yes.





QUELCH  Well, well.  I thought I’d seen the Guv’nor talking to you.  I was hoping we’d bump into each other.  (Looks Marshall up and down)  You’ve gone up in the world a bit, eh?  You must be making a good living out of it. 





MARSHALL  Reasonable.  





Quelch chuckles





QUELCH  I shall have to pay a call on you some time.  We should renew our old acquaintance.  Talk over old times, like.  That would be nice, wouldn’t it?





During this Sarah enters L and crosses to exit R, averting her gaze from Quelch.  On her way she drops a scarf





MARSHALL  Excuse me!  (Picks up scarf and hands it to her)  





SARAH  Thanks.  Oh, it’s Doctor Marshall.  Is someone hurt?





MARSHALL  No.  I'm looking for Mr Irving.





SARAH  The Guv'nor?  He's around somewhere.  I don’t know where, though.  





QUELCH  See yer later, Doctor Marshall.  (Shambles off R, chuckling and swigging from flask)





SARAH  If I see Mr Irving I’ll tell him you’re here.





MARSHALL  Thanks, Miss - ?





SARAH  Bell.  Sarah Bell.  By the way, Doctor, I wonder if you could help me.





MARSHALL  Yes, of course.





SARAH  It’s - it’s difficult to explain, because it isn’t about me.  You see, I’ve a friend who’s taken to drink.  It’s - it’s creating a huge problem for - for (she breaks down into tears)  





MARSHALL  Come along.  Let’s find somewhere quiet where you can tell me all about it.  (Exit both L. The noise of a quarrel comes from the wings, R.  It is Quelch and George)





QUELCH (off)  Hey, don't walk away from me, Matthews, when I'm talking to yer.





GEORGE (off)  I've heard all I want to hear from you, Quelch.





Enter R Quelch and George.  Quelch is truculent





QUELCH  Well, when are yer going to pay up, then?





GEORGE  When the ghost walks.





QUELCH  Payday, yer mean?  And in the meantime I can whistle for it, eh?  Is that what ye're saying?





GEORGE  You'll get your damned money!





QUELCH  Don't take that tone with me, Matthews.  I won it off you fair and square.  You'd better have that money ready on pay-day or I complain to the Guv'nor.  He won't be happy having a gambler in his company who doesn't pay his debts, not in the Lyceum.





GEORGE  At least I don't drink before going on.





QUELCH  Aye, but you make up for it when we come off, don't you?





GEORGE  Damn you, Quelch!  I never touched a drop before I met you.  I never gambled, either.  You'll be the ruin of me, blast you, unless I do something about it!





QUELCH  Aye.  You and whose army, eh?





GEORGE  You wait, Quelch.  You wait, that's all!





George storms off R.  Quelch laughs, makes a rude gesture at the departing George, pulls flask from his pocket and takes a drink, wiping his mouth with his hand.  He takes another pull, facing upstage.  Marshall and Sarah enter, L.  Marshall gazes sternly at Quelch, who is unaware of them.  Sarah raises her fist in an impotent gesture of rage, and Marshall takes her hand to calm her.  He walks her across to R, but she cannot restrain herself from making another gesture of anger at Quelch’s back.  As Marshall calms her again behind the unconscious Quelch ...





... Curtain


�
ACT 2


Scene 2





The same, a fortnight or so later.  The third night of "Marie Antoinette".  A curtain on the upstage side of the bathroom set screens it from the view of the Lyceum audience, who are hidden from us by the set and the curtain.  We can see the large tub.  





The play has almost reached the stabbing scene.  Extras are waiting for the trial scene which follows immediately.  Ellen, in costume as Marie Antoinette, is downstage.  Beside her Anna is waiting to go on as Charlotte Corday.  Sarah, costumed as the chambermaid, is waiting with the enamel jug.  A kettle of hot water stands on the small table.  Quelch, in costume as Marat, takes one furtive swig from his flask and puts it away.  He then sulks downstage L.





Throughout the first part of this scene we hear the voices of Irving and George playing Robespierre and Danton on stage, which is behind the flats from our point of view.  Their speeches, which are printed in the appendix, should not be too obtrusive.  At the moment, George is speaking





ELLEN (to Anna)  What's on your mind, Anna?  You're not quite yourself tonight.





ANNA  Oh, nothing.  I was wondering about Dr Marshall.  He's here again.





ELLEN  That's the third night running!  And how many rehearsals before this?  I'm sure he's sweet on you, you know.





ANNA  Perhaps he's sweet on you!  An awful lot of the audience are.





ELLEN  No, Anna, I think it's you he has his eye on.  I don't suppose he knows about Mr Holmes.  I noticed him looking at you the other day.  He had a wistful kind of look in his eye.





ANNA  Yes.  I pretended not to notice.  I do hope he's not serious.  (Some applause from the Lyceum audience, off)  Oh!  They're awake at last.





Enter R George, who has just come off stage.  He is in costume as Danton.  Off - that is, on the Lyceum stage - Irving soliloquises (see appendix)





ELLEN  Well done, George!  You've woken them up.





GEORGE  Thanks, Miss Terry.  Mr Irving really got going in that scene.  He's bringing out things that I didn't know were in it.





ELLEN  Once Henry gets the bit between his teeth he can do anything.





ANNA  He's certainly going great guns now.





Behind them, Sarah gives George a little hug





ELLEN  Working himself up for the trial scene.  You'd better give the stabbing scene some pace.





ANNA  (checking her waistband and looking on the table)  My dagger!  I've left my dagger upstairs.





ELLEN  Better hurry.





Anna rushes off, R.  Ellen drifts upstage to listen in to Irving, off, ranting in fine form.  George, wiping his brow, comes downstage where Quelch accosts him





QUELCH  I suppose you feel pretty proud of yourself, eh?  Getting praise from Miss Terry.  Quite the up and coming little man, aren't we?





Unseen by them, Sarah drifts down and eavesdrops





GEORGE  Not jealous, are we, Quelch?  Because it was Mr Irving who really brought it all to life.  Miss Terry was just being polite.





QUELCH  See here, Matthews.  You don't fool me with your mock modesty.  You still owe me that money.  Payday's not far off, and don't you forget it.





GEORGE  Hadn't you better get ready for your scene?





QUELCH  I'm ready.  I hope that girl of yours is.  (Moves away leering at George)





GEORGE  What do you mean?





ELLEN  Sshh!





Sarah intercepts George before the quarrel takes a turn for the worse





SARAH  Leave him be, George.  He's not worth it.  (She directs a look of pure hatred at Quelch.  A burst of great applause, the "Lyceum roar", comes from the audience.  Irving enters L, furious.  Extras move out of his way)





IRVING  Who was making all that noise back here?  I could hardly hear myself speak.





QUELCH  Ask him.  (Jerks a thumb at George)





GEORGE  Sorry, sir.





IRVING  I thought you knew better, George, I must say.





SARAH  Sir, it wasn't George's fault.  (She glares at Quelch.  Ellen backs her up with a significant glance at Quelch)





IRVING  Well, whoever it was, let's keep things quieter in future, h'm?





Exit George L, glaring at Quelch, as Anna rushes on R





ANNA  (frantic)  It's not there!  It's not in the dressing room!





IRVING  What is it?





ELLEN  Anna's lost her dagger.  (Irving makes great theatrical gestures of despair)  You always leave it ready in the dressing room, don't you?





ANNA  Yes.  But I couldn't find it.





ELLEN  Don't panic.  We've got time while they change the set.





IRVING  (looking on the props table)  Oh, for heaven's sake!





ELLEN  Shut up, Henry!  Try the dressing rooms again, Anna.  (Anna exits R)





IRVING  Mr Quelch.  Kindly take your place.





Quelch removes his shirt and gets into the bathtub





QUELCH  What about her dagger?





IRVING  She'll have to use her bloody hatpin!  Where has she gone now?





SARAH  She's looking in our dressing room, sir.  (More theatrical gestures from Irving, clutching of hair, pacing up and down etc.  As this is going on, Quelch, sitting in the tub, throws his knee-breeches onto the floor on our side of the tub.  Sarah, who is busy filling the enamel jug from the kettle, does not see this.  Nor do Irving or the extras)  Would you like me to help her when I've done this?  I'm sure the dagger was there when I came out.





IRVING  (ranting for real)  No, for God's sake!  Why can't the silly girl look after things?  Just get ready.  If she can't find something to stab him with, she'll have to strangle him instead.  Or drown him in the blasted soapsuds!





ELLEN  Now now, Henry!  Anna always looks after things.  She's one of our most reliable people.





IRVING  (the tempest abating)  Yes, yes.  You're right, Ellen.  I'm being unfair to her.





Enter Anna in great haste R with her dagger





ANNA  Got it!  I'm sorry, Mr Irving.  It was on the dressing room floor.





QUELCH  You want to use yer eyes, you do.  And don't stick it in so hard this time.  I'm covered with bruises from the last two nights.





IRVING  Quiet!!  Are we ready?  In place?  Then let's get going.





The curtains screening the bathroom set from the Lyceum audience open, and for the first time we get a view of the Lyceum auditorium through the rectangular gap formed by the removal of flats from the set.  Bright light from beyond the gap represents the gas lighting of the Lyceum stage.  Beyond the lights the backdrop consists of rows of dimly-visible faces and the distant loom of the galleries.  Irving and the rest of the cast remain on stage, out of sight of the Lyceum audience, but perfectly visible to us.  Sarah goes on, carrying the jug of hot water





SARAH (as chambermaid) More hot water, Citizen?





QUELCH  (as Marat)  Aye, Citizeness, I hope 'tis not too hot.





Sarah makes as if to pour in water, then stops.  We see her expression of shock and embarrassment





IRVING (quietly)  What's the matter with her?  She's dried.





ELLEN  He's sitting with nothing on, Henry!  (She points to the discarded knee breeches.  Irving clutches at his hair again.  Sarah recovers her poise and pours in real water.  From Quelch's response it is obviously hot and has gone onto a tender spot)





ELLEN (quietly)  Well done, Sarah.


 


SARAH  'Tis as you like it, Citizen, I hope.  (Quelch writhes.  Some laughter from the Lyceum audience, off)





IRVING (to Ellen)  We must keep that in.





QUELCH (in character)  Now leave me, child, for I must cogitate.





Sarah comes off with jug.  Quelch, left to cogitate, begins to clown about.  He produces a loofah and soaps his back, singing a snatch of song.  Laughter from the Lyceum audience, off.  Irving is furious





SARAH (stage whisper to Irving)  Sir!  Do you know what he's done?  He's naked!





IRVING  He's drunk!





ELLEN  I always said he was no use.





IRVING  I'll sack him!





Quelch sticks a bare leg over the side of the tub.  More laughter, off, from Lyceum audience.  Anna goes on





ANNA  (in character)  So, Citizen, I find you in your bath.





QUELCH  (in character)  What brooks this entrance to my private room?





ANNA  (in character)  Why, hear me, Citizen, you know full well how private gain despites the public good.  I here am come the balance to redress.  (Draws knife)





QUELCH (in character)  A knife!  A knife!  My God, thou hast a knife!





ANNA (in character)  Now die, thou devil!  (Stabbing him.  Quelch cries out each time in obvious pain)  Die and die again!  What, not yet dead?  Then this shall finish thee!  (One last stab.  Quelch gurgles and collapses out of sight into the tub.  Anna pauses, slightly disconcerted by this)





ELLEN  Now he's fluffed his dying speech!





IRVING  He'll never work in the West End again. I'll see to that!





ANNA  (in character)   So perish all who plot against the state.  My work is done, and France shall benefit!  (She comes off as the Lyceum lights dim, the curtain over the bathroom set is drawn to conceal it from the Lyceum audience, but not from us, and applause from the Lyceum audience, off, breaks out.  As herself, she speaks to Ellen)  What was he up to?  He ruined that scene!





ELLEN  He certainly did, Anna, but you covered that very well.  Didn't she, Henry?





IRVING  She did.  And so did Miss Bell.  But as for you, Mr Quelch -  (He strides to the bathtub, looks in, and stops dead)





ELLEN  What is it, Henry?  (Irving merely stands staring into the tub.  Ellen and Anna approach)  





IRVING  Keep back!  Someone get an appeal out for a doctor!  (Ellen and Anna look into the tub)





ELLEN  (in horror)  His face!  (She turns away and puts her hands over her eyes.  Anna faints onto the floor)





IRVING  Someone get a doctor!





Curtain





Set change


�
ACT 3


Scene 1





Mycroft's flat on the following afternoon.  Mrs Catchpole is finishing the task of putting up on the wall two small terracotta plaques with painted scenes.  Mycroft is at ease in an armchair to one side of the fireplace, feet up on a footstool.  On the other side of the fireplace, in a wing armchair, his face hidden by the wings and in a similar posture to Mycroft, is a young man.  He is enjoying a tumbler of whisky and soda





MRS CATCHPOLE  There.  Now don’t you agree, Mr Holmes, that they improve the decor?





MYCROFT  What did you say they were, Mrs Catchpole?  Terracotta?





MRS CATCHPOLE  Painted terracotta plaques are all the rage at present.  I gave them to Miss Weybridge, but she won’t need them now, so I thought you might like them.





MYCROFT  H’m.  Yes.  Very nice, but what makes you think Miss Weybridge has gone for good?





MRS CATCHPOLE  Everyone knows she ran away after the murder, Mr Holmes.  It’s all over the papers.  I don't say she was a flighty piece.  Far from it.  I always thought her a nice respectable young lady - for an actress.  But these theatre people lead such irregular lives.  Like - like - what would you say?





MYCROFT  Bohemians?





MRS CATCHPOLE  Not necessarily.  They don't have to be foreigners to keep questionable hours.  But what sort of life is it for a young woman?





MYCROFT  Oh, I think the profession is becoming quite respectable these days.  After all, Henry Irving has turned down a knighthood, they say.





MRS CATCHPOLE  Yes, but Mr Irving is exceptional.  A brilliant actor, but - oh dear!  (Shakes her head sadly)





MYCROFT  Oh dear?





MRS CATCHPOLE  He left his wife, you know.  And Miss Terry - well, she's been through two husbands and a lover, if you gentlemen will excuse me for being so blunt.  (The young man gives an airy wave with his glass)





MYCROFT  So I believe.  Isn't she onto her third husband now?  





MRS CATCHPOLE  Her second.  She left her first because she was married far too young and he was too old for her.





MYCROFT  But wasn't there a chap in between?





MRS CATCHPOLE  Yes.  Mr Godwin, her lover.  She had two children to him, but eventually left him.





MYCROFT  You seem to know a lot about theatrical people, Mrs Catchpole.





MRS CATCHPOLE  It was Miss Weybridge herself who told me all this, Mr Holmes.  And now she's turned out as odd as the rest of them!  Fancy stabbing someone on stage like that.  How did she hope to get away with it?





MYCROFT  I don't think she meant to.





MRS CATCHPOLE  Then what did she mean?  She's left her rooms and gone no-one knows where.  That's a sure sign of guilt.  But Scotland Yard will track her down.  





MYCROFT  I’m not so sure of that.  They’ve put Inspector Athelney Jones on the case.  They could have had Lestrade, Gregson, Hopkins, Patterson, but they chose Jones.  Ah well.  One presumes they know what they’re doing.





MRS CATCHPOLE  At least her rent's up to date.





MYCROFT  Which brings me to the topic of my young friend here, Mr Dalziel.  (Waves a hand at the young man in the wing chair, who waves nonchalantly back)  If he is to stay with me for a while, shouldn't we come to some financial arrangement?





MRS CATCHPOLE  We'll come to terms when I get his room aired and ready, Mr Holmes.  (To the young man, rather as if addressing an infant)  I know it won't be what you're used to in Canada, sir, but I'll make you as comfortable as I can.  (Dalziel waves again)  Does he understand English?





MYCROFT  Reasonably well.





MRS CATCHPOLE  I know some Canadians are foreigners.  I once met one, and not a word could I understand.  I was thinking, sir, if Miss Weybridge doesn't come back, or if the police do catch up with her, your friend might do worse than take her rooms.





MYCROFT  We'll consider it.  It depends on how long he stays with us.  Well, if you're finished, Mrs Catchpole ... ?





MRS CATCHPOLE  Yes, sir.  I think the room looks a lot better now, don't you?  Tidier, you might say.





MYCROFT  I wouldn't say I was an untidy tenant.  I'm certainly not half as bad as my brother.  You should see his rooms.  Fumes from chemical experiments, acid burns on the furniture, papers strewn everywhere, correspondence fixed with a jack-knife to the mantelpiece, tobacco in the toe of a Persian slipper.  Compared with that, I'm a paragon. 





MRS CATCHPOLE  Yes, Mr Holmes, but if you'll forgive me for saying so, you need a wife to keep things in order for you.





MYCROFT  You're a widowed lady yourself, aren't you, Mrs Catchpole?





MRS CATCHPOLE  Five years this autumn, Mr Holmes.





MYCROFT  You must get rather lonely.





MRS CATCHPOLE  One does feel the need of male company.





MYCROFT  I'm sure the right gentleman will come along one day.  Thank you, Mrs Catchpole.  (Exit L Mrs Catchpole.   The young man rises and comes down.  It is Anna.  Her hair is now cropped short and she is wearing male attire.  She seems nonchalant, but she is just a little affected by what she has been drinking)





ANNA  You want to be careful, Mycroft.  Is she always as forward as that with you?  In front of another gentleman too!  We took her in, but my ears are burning.





MYCROFT  As long as you're discreet, I think you'll get away with it.  Mind you, Mrs Catchpole is not particularly observant.  You would never get away with it if brother Sherlock came in.  How do you like whisky?  You seem to be enjoying that.





ANNA  I could get used to it, I think.  





MYCROFT  I don't think you should have any more.





ANNA  If I keep my head down and stay in the spare room, I should be safe from callers, shouldn't I?  I don't want to start smoking cigars, though.  (The nonchalance suddenly collapses and she runs into Mycroft's arms and buries her face in his chest)  Oh, Mycroft!  I'm so frightened.





MYCROFT  There, there, my love.  There's no need to worry.





ANNA  Everyone thinks I’m a murderer, but I don't know how the dagger got a needle fitted to it.





MYCROFT  Your dagger was changed for another.  The needle was fitted into the hilt and lay so closely alongside the blade that it was almost invisible.  I saw it only after careful examination.





ANNA  And when I stabbed Quelch and pushed the blade right into the hilt, the needle pricked him every time.  I wondered why he made such a fuss.





MYCROFT  That was what alerted me.  From the stalls, where I was, it was obvious that he was in pain.





ANNA  What was the poison again?





MYCROFT  Curare.  It had an instantaneous effect.





ANNA  And his face!  Did you see his face?  (Buries her face in his chest)





MYCROFT  The risus sardonicus.  The so-called sardonic smile of death caused by curare poisoning.





ANNA  Don't go on about it! 





MYCROFT  (musing aloud)  The facial muscles contract to produce a ghastly fixed grin.





ANNA  Shut up!  Do you realise, if I had been careless in handling that dagger, it might have been me who died?  (Breaks from him, sits and buries her face in her hands)





MYCROFT  It had occurred to me.  There are many things to consider.  Firstly, the murderer timed the whole business most carefully.  He - or she - abstracted your dagger from your dressing room.  After you had dashed out looking for it, the murderer substituted the poisoned dagger.  You had neither time nor inclination to examine it, of course.  Secondly, the entire cast were backstage waiting to go on in the big trial scene after the stabbing, and the dressing rooms were deserted, correct?





ANNA  Right.  I was the only person in the dressing rooms at that time.





MYCROFT  Third, the murderer was familiar with the layout of the theatre.





ANNA  And the play.  Whoever it was had to know when we would all be on stage and the dressing rooms would be empty.  So it must be someone at the Lyceum, mustn't it?





MYCROFT  That had also occurred to me.  (Knock at door L)  Who is it?





MRS CATCHPOLE  (off)  Scotland Yard, sir.





ANNA  Oh my God!  (Panicking)  Mycroft!  What should we do?





MYCROFT  Sit down.  (She picks up her glass)  No!  Nothing more to drink.  You've had enough.  Now, take control of yourself.  (She clutches at him but he gently disengages her fingers and sits her in the wing chair)  You'll be all right.  Remember, you're a good actress.  (Playfully pats her cheek gently.  Crosses L and opens door)  Come in.





Enter Detective Inspector Athelney Jones.  He is a plump and florid man in his late thirties, his twinkling eyes belying the dull brain which lurks behind them.  He carelessly throws his hat onto a chair





JONES  Inspector Athelney Jones, Scotland Yard.  Mr Mycroft Holmes?  (Mycroft bows)  And this gentleman ... ?  (Looks inquisitively at Anna)  





MYCROFT  A friend of mine, Inspector.  Mr Warren Hastings Dalziel.





JONES  How do you do, sir?  (Offers his hand to Anna.  She rises, obviously controlling her fear, and shakes hands so firmly that Jones winces)  It's you that I wish to speak to, Mr Holmes.  (Flexes his crushed fingers)





ANNA  Oh, in that case, I'll go -  (She uses her own voice throughout.  Jones notices nothing unusual)





JONES  Well, sir, I may also wish to speak to you.  Mrs Catchpole tells me you're staying with Mr Holmes, is that right?





ANNA  Ye - yes.





JONES  You wouldn't happen to be a member of the Diogenes Club?





MYCROFT  Mr Dalziel is about to be proposed by me for membership, Inspector.





JONES  Indeed?  I'm anxious to interview members of the Diogenes, seeing as the club stands directly opposite this building.  I wonder if I could speak to you both for a couple of minutes.  Would you mind?





MYCROFT  Not at all, Inspector.  Pull up a chair, won't you.





JONES  No thanks, sir.  I'll stay on my feet.  But you sit down, by all means.  (Mycroft lowers himself almost onto Jones's hat, which Jones rescues in time)  Sit down, Mr Dalziel.  (Anna sits on the edge of her armchair, while Jones begins to pace self-importantly around the room, putting his hat elsewhere)  Now, gentlemen, there was a murder at the Lyceum Theatre last night.  Maybe you've seen it in the papers?





MYCROFT  We were discussing it before you called, Inspector.





JONES  There's a young actress involved, a Miss Weybridge.  She's disappeared in suspicious circumstances.  She lived in the rooms above here and I'm trying to find out if the people in this block know anything about her.  Do you?





MYCROFT  I'm afraid you'll learn nothing about her from me, Inspector.  I tend to keep myself to myself.





JONES  Mr Dalziel? 





ANNA  As Mrs Catchpole will tell you, Inspector, I - I've come over from Canada.





JONES  Ah!  She did say something to me about a young gentleman from Canada.  She told me he didn't speak English.  I must have misunderstood.  The thing is, I'm very anxious to interview this Miss Weybridge, because she is the murderer - or murderess, rather.





ANNA  Oh?  (She gulps and swallows)





JONES  I realise it's not a very pleasant thought that a knife fiend, even a female one, has just vacated the flat above you.  Who knows whether she'll return, eh?  Where might she strike next, one wonders? (He pauses dramatically)





MYCROFT  Where indeed?





JONES  (relishing it)  Fond of knives, apparently.  Took a part in some play where she stabbed an innocent man.  That's a bad sign, you know. 





MYCROFT  Quite so, Inspector.





Anna swallows hard.  Jones does not notice





JONES  The thing was, the chap she stabbed in the play was sitting in a bath.





MYCROFT  I know.  I was there.  I couldn't believe what I was seeing.  In his bath on stage!  In front of all those people! 





JONES  Stark naked, mind you, Mr Holmes.  Stark naked.  Sitting in his bath with not a stitch on him.





MYCROFT  I'm shocked, Inspector.  The theatre grows more immoral every day.  First Ibsen, now this.  And the murder was committed there and then, on stage, in front of the audience, and none of us realised.





JONES  Exactly, sir.  The most audacious thing I've ever come across.  Mind you, if I'd been there, I'd have spotted what was going on, of course.  They train us well at the Yard.





MYCROFT  The murderer - murderess - fitted a poisoned needle into the hilt of her dagger, eh?





JONES  Just as you say, sir.  (Rummages in pocket and brings out the murder weapon, which he shows to Anna)  There, you see, Mr Dalziel, there's the needle fixed so as to lie along the blade.  That was coated with deadly curare poison.  (Anna looks as if she's going to be sick)  Enough to put anyone off, isn't it?  (Knock at door L)





MYCROFT  Excuse me, Inspector.  (Calling)  Yes?  Who is it?





Enter Mrs Catchpole, L, in some excitement





MRS CATCHPOLE  A Miss Terry, sir.  I think it's the Miss Terry.





MYCROFT  Show her in, Mrs Catchpole.





Exit Mrs Catchpole, L.  Anna gives Mycroft a beseeching glance and freezes in horror.  Enter Ellen, L.  Anna puts her head down





ELLEN  Mr Holmes - oh!  I beg your pardon.  Your landlady didn't tell me you were engaged.





MYCROFT  Not at all, Miss Terry.  Do you know Inspector Jones?





ELLEN  The inspector and I met earlier, when he questioned me about this dreadful murder.  (Jones bows)





MYCROFT  The inspector was just about to show Mr Dalziel how the murder was committed.  Oh!  Excuse me, Miss Terry.  May I introduce Mr Warren Hastings Dalziel?  Mr Dalziel, Miss Ellen Terry, our most famous actress.  (To Ellen)  He's from Newfoundland.  (Ellen suddenly recognises Anna and is momentarily taken aback.  Mycroft's glance warns her not to give Anna away.  Recovering, Ellen graciously extends a hand to Anna, who takes it.  Anna is by now like a zombie with apprehension, while Ellen keeps her face clear of astonishment with a supreme effort.  Jones notices nothing)  Now, Inspector, the dagger.





JONES  Yes.  Well, this is it.  Push the blade into the hilt, like so, and eventually the point of the needle - (demonstrates against his hand)





MYCROFT  Mind you don't prick yourself, Inspector.  That needle is sharp.





JONES  No fear of that, sir.  (As he looks up to speak, he pricks his hand)  Oogh!  (False grin)  Silly me!  (Sucks at hand.  Anna rises and she and Ellen gather round in apprehension.  Mycroft pulls out his watch and begins to count off seconds)  No, Mr Holmes, I’m in no danger.  The needle was carefully cleaned.





MYCROFT  So I deduce.  (Puts watch away)   Had there been traces left on the needle, you would already have felt your facial muscles starting to pull into the risus sardonicus, before you fell dead to the floor.  (Anna turns away with a shudder and sits down again weakly) 





JONES  Well, I got Dr Marshall to see to it.  He knew quite a bit about these deadly poisons, as you might expect, so I gave the weapon into his care for cleaning.





MYCROFT  Just as well he made a good job of it.





JONES  You know, this murder is rather like a little case I cleared up the other week.  Your brother was involved, Mr Holmes.  





MYCROFT  The Agra treasure business?  You lost the jewels, didn't you?  





JONES  We suffered a slight setback, yes.





MYCROFT  A slight setback?  Inspector, let me remind you of what happened.  Jonathan Small, the criminal mastermind, sprinkled jewels worth half a million into the Thames from a fast steam launch while you and Sherlock were in pursuit.  You got your man but lost the Great Agra Treasure.





JONES  Well, that did happen, I admit.





MYCROFT  When you got Dr Marshall to clean the needle, you informed him of Scotland Yard’s incompetence in the Agra case?





JONES  Of course not!  I didn't go into details like that with the doctor.  It's police business, after all, and we made a point of not giving the Press the full details -





MYCROFT  I see.





JONES  So I said not a word to him about the treasure, or Jonathan Small or the other details.  We confined our discussion to the effects of curare poisoning.





MYCROFT  As you say, Inspector, this Weybridge woman seems to be a fiend in female guise.  How close are you to apprehending her?





JONES  We have our methods, sir.  I don't think we're far away from her.





MYCROFT  I don't suppose you are.  Do the police work as well as this in Canada, Dalziel, in those great open spaces?





ANNA  Er - well -





MYCROFT  Still, we mustn't waste the inspector's time.  Have you considered, by the way, Inspector, that this woman may be moving round the city in disguise?





JONES  I've considered all possibilities, sir.  I expect to make an arrest very shortly.  (Anna is aghast)  Yes, Mr Dalziel, you may be surprised by my confidence, but she won't get away from me.  Well, I'll take my leave.  Miss Terry.  Gentlemen.  (Picks up hat and exit L, sucking pricked hand.  Mycroft sees Jones out and closes the door behind him)





MYCROFT  Well, he may not be sharp, but the dagger was.  What do you say, Anna?  Do you think he got the point?





ELLEN  Oh, Mr Holmes, don't tease the poor thing.  Anna, my dear.  (She holds out her arms and Anna flies into them)





ANNA  Oh, Ellen!  What am I to do?





ELLEN  Do?  Why, stay as you are for the time being, I should think.  You gave me a tremendous shock for a moment.  How clever of you to disguise yourself as a man!





ANNA  It was Mycroft's idea.





MYCROFT  When I first met Anna, which was last year, she was in Paris, performing a male impersonation act at the Folies Bergere.  It certainly fooled me, together with the rest of the audience.  So, I thought, why not do it again?





ELLEN  And the inspector was none the wiser, I see.





MYCROFT  Athelney Jones is not the quickest of men.  He is singularly unobservant, even for a police officer.  He saw what looked like a young man answering to the name of Mr Dalziel.  Therefore, as far as he is concerned, Anna is a young man.  And of course she's a dashed good actress, isn't she, Miss Terry?





ANNA  But you shouldn't have led him on, Mycroft.  You dropped hint after hint.





MYCROFT  Which the gallant officer failed to grasp time after time.  When I suggested that the murderous knife fiend might have disguised herself, it passed right over his head.  By then I was sure Anna would be safe in her disguise.  Even her landlady hasn't spotted her.  She was too busy fussing over me.  (He laughs.  Anna bursts into tears)





ANNA  It's all right for you laughing about it, Mycroft.  But I killed Quelch, and sooner or later the police will find me.  So stop treating the whole thing as a joke the way you did when the inspector pricked himself.  (Hysterically)  It's not you who'll swing!  (Collapses into the arms of Ellen)





ELLEN  No!  No, Anna!  You're innocent.  There there, my dear.  





ANNA  (weeping)  And on top of everything, the landlady fancies him too!





MYCROFT  (with a smile)  I repel Mrs Catchpole’s advances.





ELLEN  Mr Holmes, shame on you!  As Anna says, you must take this seriously.  





MYCROFT  I do, Miss Terry.  I take the whole thing very seriously.  Anna is innocent, and somehow we'll clear her name.  (To Anna)  Look, my dear, why don't you go and lie down for a while?  (He and Ellen escort her to his bedroom R)  You'll feel better for it.  (Exit Anna R with Ellen.  Mycroft pours himself a whisky and soda.  Ellen returns)





ELLEN  She’s been drinking.  I could smell it on her.





MYCROFT  Only a little whisky and soda.  (Ellen gasps)  It was all I could offer her.





ELLEN  Strong sweet tea would be better.  





MYCROFT  Would you like anything?  Tea?  Coffee?  Something stronger?





ELLEN  No thank you.  What I came to tell you, Mr Holmes, is that Henry Irving is even now pleading for Anna at Scotland Yard.  We've both given her character references and the whole cast of the play has made statements as to where she was on the night of the murder.  Except for one thing.





MYCROFT  Which is?





ELLEN  We can't account for three or four minutes:  that time when Anna missed her dagger, went to the dressing room, and came back with it.





MYCROFT  I asked a few questions myself when I went to the theatre this morning.  Everyone heard her say she'd lost it.  But no-one saw her for about three minutes.





ELLEN  And if she had intended to commit the murder, those three minutes could be crucial, I suppose, while she substituted the poisoned weapon?  And the fuss about the missing dagger could be a blind?





MYCROFT  The sort of thing you would do to pretend you were innocent, yes.





ELLEN  Mr Holmes, what can we do?





MYCROFT  First, we must keep our nerve.  Anna's disguise is perfectly adequate.  You recognised her merely because you know her.





ELLEN  True.  Otherwise she would have fooled me.  For a moment she did, because I didn't expect to find her here.





MYCROFT  Quite so.  And Inspector Jones was taken in.  Next I must think my way through it all.  That will take some time.  It's quite what Sherlock calls a three pipe problem.  Pity I prefer snuff.





ELLEN (with a wry smile)  A three pinch problem, perhaps?





MYCROFT  Quite so. 





ELLEN  This business will have me in a state of nervous collapse.  Could we not enlist the help of your brother?





MYCROFT  Unfortunately not, Miss Terry.  Sherlock has just finished a case which was so strenuous that I fear he has once more resorted to the cocaine bottle and the hypodermic syringe.  He is himself in a state of nervous collapse.





ELLEN  Oh dear!





MYCROFT  It is his normal response to a demanding case.  This one involved stolen Indian treasure, a wooden-legged criminal mastermind, and two deaths - one from a poisoned dart, the other from a heart attack caused by terror.  Athelney Jones assigned himself to the case, but generously allowed Sherlock to do the work for him - (A knock at door L.  Irritably)  Yes?  Who is it now?





The door opens to admit Sir Percival Blakeney.  He is in a state of agitation.  With him is Julia Nelson.  Dr Marshall follows, carrying his silk top hat





SIR PERCIVAL  Holmes!  My dear fellow!  I haven't slept a wink for thinking about this dreadful murder.  Oh!  Miss Terry!  How do you do?  May I present Miss Julia Nelson?  (To Julia)  You know Miss Terry, my dear, but I don't think you know Mycroft Holmes.





MYCROFT  How do you do, Miss Nelson?  





JULIA  I'm pleased to meet you, Mr Holmes.





MYCROFT  I perceive that you are an actress.





JULIA  Indeed?  How?





MYCROFT  Your bearing, the tilt of your head, the clear ring of your voice, are all characteristic of the profession.  You do not work at the Lyceum, though, for you were not in the cast of "Marie Antoinette".  Yet, although you are not much over twenty-one, you have been expertly trained.  Therefore you must work at the Royal Court Theatre.  That is the only theatre, apart from Mr Irving's, that trains young actresses so well.





JULIA  You are indeed perceptive, Mr Holmes.  I did train at the Royal Court.  I gather that Miss Weybridge was your upstairs neighbour.





MYCROFT  Did you know her?





JULIA  Only by sight.  I've seen her once or twice, in Shakespeare.





ELLEN  How are you, Julia?  What are you doing next?  (She draws Julia upstage, where they quietly converse)





MYCROFT  (quietly to Sir Percival)  Blakeney, how long has this been going on?  A young actress?  I thought you were only interested in your stamp collection, your scribbling and your sketching.  You dog, you!





SIR PERCIVAL  (hurriedly)  I'll tell you later, Holmes.  Do you know William Marshall?





MARSHALL  I don’t think we’ve met.  How do you do, sir?





MYCROFT  (shaking hands with Dr Marshall)  How do you do?  You are right.  We haven’t met, and apart from the fact that you are a freemason, a medical man, and are from the North of England, I know nothing of you.





SIR PERCIVAL  Come come, Holmes.  If you know nothing of Marshall, how can you describe him so intimately?





MYCROFT  The handgrasp betokened freemasonry, the accent betrays the North, and the light catches the bulge in the hat where every doctor secretes his stethoscope while making his rounds.





SIR PERCIVAL  Remarkable!





MYCROFT  There is really nothing to it, Blakeney, except good observation, as brother Sherlock always maintains.





SIR PERCIVAL  We called on your brother but his landlady said he was not at home.





MYCROFT  I'm afraid Sherlock is indisposed at present.  Well, gentlemen, what can I do for you?





SIR PERCIVAL  Holmes, this morning we were interviewed by a Scotland Yard man.





Ellen takes an interest in this





MYCROFT  Inspector Jones?





SIR PERCIVAL  The same.  After comparing notes, both the doctor and I came to one conclusion.





MYCROFT  And that is?





SIR PERCIVAL  That Jones believes either or both of us could be implicated.





ELLEN  That's patently absurd, Sir Percival.  He suspects Anna Weybridge.





MYCROFT  Why do you think Inspector Jones wishes to implicate you, Sir Percival?





SIR PERCIVAL  I've no idea. 





JULIA  Percy, you know it's because you said those things against Quelch.





MARSHALL  You told me how badly he was playing his part, I remember.





SIR PERCIVAL  I certainly complained to Irving about it.





MARSHALL  When I was backstage I overheard you.  My dear sir, you were virtually dancing with rage - as you yourself admitted to the inspector.





SIR PERCIVAL  Only after he got it out of you in the first place.  





JULIA  (to Marshall)  You told the inspector?





MARSHALL  He gave me a fair grilling.  I'm not very good at standing up to that sort of thing. 





SIR PERCIVAL  Nor am I. 





JULIA  I should have thought you'd be used to dealing with the police, Doctor.





MARSHALL  I thought I was, but they do frighten me.  I found myself telling him all sorts of things.





JULIA  (annoyed)  Such as Percival dancing with rage?





MARSHALL  Well, that was the expression I used.  It may have been exaggerated, but I was under so much pressure from the inspector that by then I was almost ready to confess to the murder myself.





MYCROFT  Dancing with rage, Blakeney?  That will sound badly.  He'll see it as a motive for the killing.





SIR PERCIVAL  I - I didn't think I was as bad as that.  Oh dear.  Will it count against me?





JULIA  But Mr Holmes, why should Percy kill over a play, for heaven's sake?





MYCROFT  Why indeed, Miss Nelson?  But why, in that case, should Miss Weybridge have done it?  Doctor, you say the inspector got all sorts of things out of you.  Did you say anything about Miss Weybridge going to the dressing room?





MARSHALL  (shakes his head)  No, I know nothing about that.





JULIA  The dressing room?





MYCROFT  We wish to ascertain Miss Weybridge's movements at the time of the murder.





JULIA  Percy, we saw her, don't you remember?  We saw her go into her dressing room and come out with the dagger.





MYCROFT  You saw Anna?  You were backstage that night?





SIR PERCIVAL (embarrassed)  We - I - Julia was showing me -





JULIA (smoothly)  Sir Percival was showing me around.





SIR PERCIVAL  Ye - yes, I was.





MYCROFT  And what did you see?





JULIA  We saw Miss Weybridge rush into her dressing room in a great hurry.  She then almost immediately rushed out, carrying the dagger she used in the stabbing scene.





MYCROFT  You saw this too, Blakeney?





SIR PERCIVAL  I - er - no.  I went round the corner, in case I was seen.





MYCROFT  Was she long in the dressing room?





JULIA  No.  She went in and came out almost immediately.





MYCROFT  What did she do with the dagger?





JULIA  Nothing.  She just rushed off with it.





MYCROFT  But she didn't see you?





JULIA  No, and Percy was, as he said, round the corner.





ELLEN  It fills those missing few minutes.  She had no time to prepare the poisoned dagger.





MYCROFT  Pooh!  A halfway competent counsel would tear it to rags.  The dagger was already prepared and secreted in the room.





ELLEN  But not by Miss Weybridge!





MYCROFT  We assume not.  But we have no proof.





SIR PERCIVAL  Wait a moment, Holmes!  I did see somebody.  Someone disappeared round the corner of the passageway a few seconds before Miss Weybridge hurried into her dressing room.  That was when Julia and I first came onto that landing.  The person could have come from the dressing room, I suppose.





MYCROFT  But you didn't see the face?





SIR PERCIVAL  No.  The light was too bad.  I don't even know whether it was a man or a woman.





MYCROFT  What were you doing on the landing?





SIR PERCIVAL  We stopped for a few minutes to - to - to talk.  Yes.  We talked.   





MYCROFT (drily, looking at them both)  I see.  Blakeney, did the inspector ask you many questions?





SIR PERCIVAL  He spent a lot of time interrogating both of us.





MARSHALL  He asked a lot of significant questions.





SIR PERCIVAL  Mainly of you, from what you’ve told me.





MYCROFT  What sort of questions did he ask?





SIR PERCIVAL  Where I was, my movements, what I did, whom I was with.





MARSHALL  He asked me about poison and its effects. He went into great detail about curare.  He seems to know something about it.





MYCROFT  Inspector Jones was assigned to the Case of the Four.





MARSHALL  The what?





MYCROFT  A case that happened only the other week.  They've kept it out of the papers, but there was a murder by curare poisoning.  Sherlock's friend Watson is writing it up under the title of "The Sign of Four".





MARSHALL  Ah!  You mean the Agra treasure business?  Pity the jewels all ended up at the bottom of the Thames, eh?  Mind you, I wouldn't like to have met that little fellow with the blow pipe.





JULIA  Who was that, Doctor?





MARSHALL  An Andaman Islander who committed murder with a poisoned dart shot from a blow pipe.





ELLEN  How horrible!  A man with a blow pipe and poisoned darts?  What was he doing in London?





MYCROFT  He was brought here by his master, the wooden-legged man I mentioned earlier.  They were after a store of treasure.  Well, Doctor, you say the inspector gave you both a grilling?





SIR PERCIVAL  (cutting in)  He certainly did.  





MARSHALL  Sir Percival, didn’t he ask you about your filigree work?





Sir Percival looks embarrassed and turns away





MYCROFT  Your what?





SIR PERCIVAL  (reluctantly)  A little hobby of mine.  I do fine metalwork, filigree work with fine wire.





ELLEN  I noticed that brooch of yours, Julia.  May I look more closely?  Why, it’s beautiful!





JULIA  He made it for me.  He’s very good at it.  (Shows a fine filigree brooch she is wearing)





ELLEN  And your stick-pin, Sir Percival?  You made that too?





SIR PERCIVAL  Well, yes, I did.  (Rather reluctantly indicates a filigree stick-pin he is wearing)





MYCROFT  Very well made, Blakeney.  You do a lot of this working with fine gold wire?  You work it into the setting yourself?





SIR PERCIVAL  It’s a small talent I possess.





MARSHALL  (to Sir Percival)  It seems the inspector really went to work on you.  I think he's trying to implicate Sir Percival, Mr Holmes.  That's why I suggested we call here.  (Knock at door L)  





MYCROFT  Yes?  Come in!





Enter Mrs Catchpole with some newspapers





MRS CATCHPOLE  Excuse me, Mr Holmes, but I've brought the evening editions.  You should see the headlines!  (She displays one of the papers to Mycroft)  Miss Weybridge has been cleared!





MYCROFT  Great Scott!  (He snatches the paper from her and reads the page)





MRS CATCHPOLE  I knew all along she was innocent!  I'll leave the rest here, sir, shall I?  They all say the same thing.  (Exit L)





MYCROFT  Thank you, Mrs Catchpole.  (They all pick up copies)





ELLEN  Oh, good heavens!  George Matthews!  





MYCROFT  Who is he?





ELLEN  Another of the cast.  They've arrested him too.  I can't think why.  George wouldn't hurt a fly, much less commit murder.





MYCROFT  More bungling by the Yard, I fear.





MARSHALL  But it says here that he made a threat to Quelch.  I overheard him make that threat.  





SIR PERCIVAL  Do you think this lets me off this particular hook?





MYCROFT  Perhaps, Blakeney.  I suggest, however, that you take a room in the Diogenes for the time being.  Gentlemen's clubs are usually safe from intrusion, though I wonder whether Jones will respect that.





MARSHALL  I can only say I wish I’d been more on my guard with the inspector.





SIR PERCIVAL  You're not to blame, Marshall.  For my part, I hardly knew what I was saying to him.





MYCROFT  As you’ve discovered, gentlemen, Inspector Jones has his own way of working, based on a complete misunderstanding of what people are telling him.





MARSHALL  Well, if you'll excuse me, ladies and gentlemen.





SIR PERCIVAL  Julia and I must go too.  Goodbye, Miss Terry.  Holmes.





MARSHALL  Good afternoon. 





JULIA  Goodbye.  (Exit Sir Percival, Julia and Dr Marshall, L)





ELLEN  What a coincidence that poison was used in that other murder you mentioned, Mr Holmes.  The Agra treasure case, did you say?





MYCROFT  Yes.  But I can’t understand Jones.  Normally he could not interrogate a novice nun, yet he questions Blakeney about his filigree work -  (He smacks his palm against his forehead)  Good heavens!  What an unobservant ass I'm becoming.





ELLEN  What is it?





MYCROFT  A step forward, I think, if I go in the right direction.  And we've learned something else, Miss Terry.





ELLEN  What?





MYCROFT  About Julia Nelson.  Isn't it obvious that she's Sir Percival's mistress?





ELLEN  I'm surprised that Sir Percival has a mistress.  He doesn't strike me as that sort of man.  He's more the type a woman wants to mother.  





MYCROFT  His behaviour struck me as rather suspicious.  I wonder what they were doing backstage.





ELLEN  Surely you can deduce that, Mr Holmes?  She was intending to go over her repertoire with him.  I think she knew the lines.  She wanted to make sure of the moves. I'd better go.  Henry was wondering if you would come to the theatre tomorrow and brief him on the turn of events.  He'll be so thrilled to learn that Anna has been cleared.





MYCROFT  So will Anna.  I'm glad someone at Scotland Yard has some sense.  Yes, Miss Terry, I shall certainly come.  And can you do me a favour?  Can you assemble the entire cast at the theatre for eleven sharp?





ELLEN  Of course.





MYCROFT  I must send some telegrams.  Then I shall make a number of visits, beginning with Her Majesty's Prison, Pentonville.





ELLEN  Pentonville Prison?





MYCROFT  Yes, to find the information that will help me run down the murderer.  What did I say about Inspector Jones and his way of working?





ELLEN  You said something about a complete misunderstanding of what people were telling him.





MYCROFT  Quite so, Miss Terry.  And on that basis, I shall be able to conclude this investigation by midday tomorrow.





Curtain





Set change


�
ACT 3 


Scene 2





Backstage at the Lyceum.  The  recess where the bathtub still stands is screened off by a gauze curtain.  The stage is rather eerie, because the lighting is at low power, except for the gauze curtain which has a spotlight playing on it.  The result should be to hide the bathtub from view.





Irving is making some adjustment to the gauze curtain which involves disappearing behind it.  Ellen enters R carrying a copy of the Times





ELLEN  Henry?  (He appears from behind the curtain unseen by her.  She turns and sees him, giving a start)  Oh!  Oh, you're there.





IRVING  Nervous, Ellen?  Unlike you to jump.





ELLEN  It's this whole business, Henry.  The murder, the investigation.  Have you seen this morning's paper?  It says that Inspector Jones arrested Sir Percival at the Diogenes Club last night.  Sir Percival, of all people!  The papers are more indignant about him raiding the Diogenes than they are about Sir Percival, I’m afraid.





IRVING  Good grief!  Where will this madness end?





ELLEN  I feel that you or I could be arrested next.  I'm not sleeping at all.





IRVING  Nor am I, my dear.  What time is Holmes coming?





ELLEN  Eleven sharp is when he told us to be here.





IRVING  It's ten to now.  Is that someone coming?





ELLEN  The whole cast are coming, I hope.





Enter R Anna, in a dress and wearing a hat and wig over her short-cut hair





IRVING  Anna!  My dear, how glad we are that you've been cleared.  I knew you were completely innocent.  We all put in a word for you.





ANNA  Thank you, Mr Irving.  It's nice to be back.





IRVING  You know I'm paying everyone off?  We can't go on with "Marie Antoinette", but Sir Percival has promised to help finance the Scottish play next year.  If he manages to stay out of jail, that is.  If, indeed, we all do.





ELLEN  Jail, Henry?  The way Inspector Jones is handling the case, we'll all be lucky to escape the gallows!  (To Anna)  Anna, where on earth did you get that wig?





Sir Percival, Julia, Sarah and any available extras enter from different sides.  Julia is obviously known among the assembled theatricals





SIR PERCIVAL  Here we are!  Is Holmes here yet?





ELLEN  Sir Percival!  The Times says you were arrested last night!





SIR PERCIVAL  I'm afraid so.  I knew it would happen.  They've let me out on bail.





Dr Marshall enters L, together with Jones and a constable escorting the handcuffed George Matthews.  Meanwhile, Irving quietly exits R





SIR PERCIVAL  They haven't arrested you too, Marshall?





MARSHALL  I’m afraid so, Sir Percival.  





SIR PERCIVAL  What???





MARSHALL  This morning.  I’m out on bail.  Is everyone here?





ELLEN  All except Mr Holmes, I think.  Inspector Jones, is there really any need to keep Mr Matthews handcuffed?





JONES  Regulations, miss.  I've had to bend them to get him here, as Mr Holmes requested.





ELLEN  But you've granted bail to Sir Percival and the doctor.





JONES  No, Miss Terry.  The magistrate did that.  And before you ask, Mr Matthews here says he can't afford bail.





GEORGE  Thanks to the gambling debts I ran up under our late friend.  





JONES  I'd say no more if I were you, sir.  Ah, is this Mr Holmes? 





Mycroft appears L and carefully picks his way over the darkened stage.  He has on his best tail coat, silk hat, lavender spats and matching gloves, together with a gleaming cane





MYCROFT  Good morning, everyone.  I will get down to business right away.  Our concern is to identify the murderer of Mr Archibald Quelch.  Inspector Athelney Jones has identified two suspects.  However, I interviewed Sir Percival Blakeney at length this morning.  In view of what he and Miss Julia Nelson told me, he cannot have been the murderer.  To save embarrassment, I have written down their statement.





Julia looks rather defiantly about her





JULIA  Mr Holmes, there is no need to hide what I told you.  I was with Percy at the time when you believe the murderer substituted the poisoned dagger.  For much of the day before the performance he was with me.





JONES  I didn't know that.





MYCROFT  Then you should have made the necessary investigations.  (There is a ripple of laughter among the assembly)  But now to George Matthews.  Matthews has the best reason for killing Quelch, for he was in debt to him and Quelch threatened to report him to Mr Irving.  The clearest evidence against him lies in the report of what he was overheard to say by two independent witnesses, the doctor and Miss Bell.  But Matthews had no part to play in the death of Archibald Quelch.





GEORGE  I know I'm innocent, Mr Holmes.  For God's sake, give them the proof, if you have it, for I can give no proof at all.





MYCROFT  In time I shall.  





ELLEN  Are you aware that Dr Marshall has also been arrested?





MYCROFT  I was not.  You too, Doctor?  You spread your net widely, Inspector.  





JONES  I leave no stones unturned, Mr Holmes. 





MYCROFT  I trust that I can get through this account before I too am taken in charge.  You may remember, Miss Terry, that I complained about becoming unobservant.  Forgetful would have been a better term.  When Miss Nelson showed me her gold wire brooch, I thought of needles, and curare.  Then after everyone had left, I suddenly realised that the easiest place to get curare in London was probably from the wooden-legged man of the Agra treasure case.





JONES  (excitedly)  That case again!  The Sign of Four and the Agra treasure!  Jonathan Small, the wooden-legged man!





ELLEN  Why do we constantly come back to that case, Mr Holmes?  What bearing has it on this murder?





MYCROFT  More than you think, Miss Terry.  In the Agra affair, Small broke into a house.  Inspector Jones knows the details.





JONES  Yes, it was the house where one of the Sholto brothers was murdered by a poisoned dart!  





JULIA  From the man with the blow pipe?





JONES  Correct, miss, though I don't know how the story's got about, I'm sure.  Small was nimble enough to get in and out of the house by means of a rope lowered from an upstairs window by his confederate.





MYCROFT  The Andaman Islander who killed Mr Sholto.  He used the same poison - curare - that killed our unfortunate friend Archibald Quelch.  





JULIA  Do you mean the Islander killed Mr Quelch?





MYCROFT  No, for Sherlock and Watson shot him dead.  But the murderer of Archibald Quelch is here among us now.  (Sensation among those present.  Mycroft calls off)  Lights, please, Mr Stoker!





The gauze curtain in front of the recess upstage melts away as the spotlights on it fade out and lights stationed behind fade up.  The bathtub is now clearly visible.  Out of the tub rises a figure in a blood-stained white shirt.  It raises an arm and points a finger into the crowd.  Its head is bowed.  There is a general gasp and one or two screams.  Sarah Bell steps back from the group





SARAH  No!  No!





JULIA  (joining her)  Oh my God!  Percival, what is this?





SIR PERCIVAL  Julia?  Sarah?





The figure raises its head, and another gasp and a few screams occur, for the face resembles that of Archibald Quelch.  Dr Marshall breaks out from the group and comes down, his face showing panic





MYCROFT  Lights, Mr Stoker!  (The lighting comes up to its full power.  Marshall throws up one arm to shield his eyes)  There is nowhere to hide, Dr Marshall.  I have heard that guilty creatures, sitting at a play, have by the very cunning of the scene been struck so to the soul that presently they have proclaimed their malefactions.





GEORGE  For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak with most miraculous organ.  Ingenious, Mr Holmes.





The figure in the bathtub steps out and removes a mask.  It is Henry Irving.  Dr Marshall looks about him like a fox at bay





MARSHALL  Mr Holmes, what’s going on?





MYCROFT  Come come, Doctor.  You know very well.





MARSHALL  Mr Holmes, may I remind you that in this country there is a law of libel?





MYCROFT  That is not the law you need to worry about, Doctor.  I visited Small in prison last night and got the full story.





MARSHALL  The story of what?





MYCROFT  Small admitted giving you the poison in return for the medical treatment you gave him.





JONES  Medical treatment?





MYCROFT  You remember, Inspector, that when Jonathan Small left the Sholto house he burned his hands by sliding down the rope?





JONES  So your brother said.





MYCROFT  He told me Doctor Marshall treated him.





MARSHALL  You believe the word of a convicted criminal?





MYCROFT  Small is in prison and has nothing to lose by telling the truth.  It was relatively easy for you to substitute the murder weapon for Anna Weybridge's trick dagger.  Whoever put that weapon in Anna's dressing room had to know the play in order to be sure that the entire cast were on stage or waiting to go on.  You had attended rehearsals and performances.





MARSHALL  (laughing bitterly)  Yes, I attended rehearsals and performances.  At first I went because I was charmed by Miss Weybridge.  She was quite the most attractive girl I'd met for a while and I hoped to make her further acquaintance.  It wasn't until I'd sat through a rehearsal that I realised I had the perfect opportunity to kill Quelch.  You see, Anna, you mentioned how you normally left your dagger in your dressing room.





ANNA  I remember.  But why, Doctor?  Why did you want to kill Quelch?





MARSHALL  I had my reasons.





MYCROFT  Blackmail.  Quelch discovered something which the doctor did not wish to be made public -





MARSHALL  (interrupting)  Quite true, Mr Holmes.  But before we go into it, there's one thing I'd like to get out of the way.  (Suddenly he has Anna in his arms and plants a passionate kiss on her lips.  She struggles and breaks free)  Thus with a kiss -





MYCROFT  Look out!





Marshall crumples to the floor.  Holmes and Jones seize him and pull him to a sitting position, then shake their heads.  They lay the body down again, and something tinkles to the floor





MYCROFT  Don't touch it!





JONES  A hypodermic needle.





ELLEN  His face!  Don't look, Anna!  (Anna clutches at her and they turn away in horror)


 


MYCROFT  The risus sardonicus.  Curare.  (Covers Marshall's face with a handkerchief)





ANNA  He could have taken me with him!  (Sinks down.  Irving and Ellen bear her up)





JONES  (kneeling by the body)  Well, gentlemen, we had a confession of guilt without a doubt.  But why did Quelch blackmail the doctor?





MYCROFT  Because the doctor was not properly qualified.





JULIA  I can add to that, Mr Holmes.  William failed his examinations in medicine.  I found out that he had lied to a hospital in Newcastle upon Tyne to pose as a doctor.  Archie must also have discovered it.  You see, they once shared lodgings, for before he turned to medicine, William was an actor for a short while.





MYCROFT  And for some years after that, I think.





SIR PERCIVAL  (to Julia)  You knew him?





JULIA  I walked out with him in Newcastle.  (She turns away and begins to sob)





JONES  What do you mean, he was an actor for some years afterwards?





MYCROFT  The way in which he fooled us all.





JONES  At least he died laughing. 





IRVING  Mr Holmes, why did you first suspect him?  I would never have thought of him.





MYCROFT  He knew too much about the Agra treasure case, the Sign of the Four.  Jones, you said you never told the doctor the details of the chase along the Thames by Sherlock and Watson.





JONES  That's right, sir.  I discussed nothing but the curare poison with the doctor.





MYCROFT  Yet he knew all about Jonathan Small, the wooden-legged man -





JONES  I never mentioned the wooden-legged man to him.





MYCROFT  He knew about the Andaman Islander and his poisoned darts.  And he knew that the Agra treasure was scattered along the bottom of the Thames, other details which you told me you never mentioned.  (Jones shakes his head in confirmation)  Therefore it was reasonable to assume that Dr Marshall got his information from Small himself.  The other thing I noticed was the way in which the doctor tried to throw suspicion onto everyone else.  He spoke repeatedly of revealing information under pressure from Inspector Jones.  Yet, as our good inspector here will testify, his interviewing technique does not put pressure on anyone.





JONES  No, I'm much more subtle than that.  Well, I suppose we owe something to you, Holmes.  If I may say so, you've done your work well behind the scenes.  Of course, you'll never be what Mr Irving here would call a star performer.  That's the part for us Scotland Yard men.  But you might give a hand to clear the stage.  (Indicates the body)  





MYCROFT  Break a leg, Inspector.





ANNA  All the same, Mycroft, you might pick up that syringe in case someone pricks themselves with it.





Mycroft bends down to pick up the syringe and Anna gooses him





MYCROFT  Anna!





As he indignantly straightens up, Anna realises that everyone is watching them.  Her hand goes to her mouth in embarrassment as the curtain closes.








THE END





�
APPENDIX





The blank verse spoken by Irving and George "onstage" in Act 2 Scene 3.  





This deathless verse is not meant to be heard clearly by the audience, being intended as a background to the dialogue.  George should enter the scene after Anna's cue, "Oh, they're awake at last", irrespective of the point he's reached in the speech below.  If necessary, he should repeat the speech.  Similarly, Irving should enter after Sarah, “Leave him be, George, he’s not worth it.”





GEORGE  Stay, Citizen, 'tis not for you alone


To take upon yourself the role of God;


To measure life and bring it to its close


Like thread the housewife snaps without a care.


'Tis France herself to whom the privilege


Of life and death is by her people given.


The people's voice the people's will upholds,


And curs'd be he who, in his foolish pride


Should think to oversway the people's will!


 


Irving's soliloquy after George's entrance





IRVING  No, Citizen, not all the foes of France


Shall weaken my own resolution.


And let us not forget the foes within:


The merchant fat whose greedy lust for gold


Doth make him wink at trading with King George;


The cleric, ever seeking to beguile


And flatter those of simple honest mind;


The man of letters, casuistical,


Who writes to Czars and Emperors and Popes;


And, worst of all, for that I know 'em well,


The lawyer, blowing hot and cold together,


Weighing his words on one side and the other,


With easy smile and ever-ready palm,


Ensuring that he's safe, let come what may.


And so, good Danton, though I know you're just,


And have the people's welfare most at heart,


I cannot trust your zeal as once I could.


Therefore beware me!  For I needs must do


Such work as France shall quake to look upon.








�
NOTES ON SET





To facilitate the changes of scene, the set should be kept simple.  A box set is not recommended.  The basic set consists of backing flats.  Practical doors can be fitted either into the backing, or into flats set at an angle to the backing, leaving space downstage for entrances and exits when the scene changes to the stage of the Lyceum Theatre.  The stage directions assume that the doors are in angled flats.  





The backing can be dressed with pictures or prints for the sitting room set, with the doors covered with drapes for the Lyceum set.  If necessary, the practical doors can be dispensed with.  In that case, entrances and exits should be adapted as necessary.





Backings: auditorium interior of the Lyceum seen through gap created by removing flats.





Special props:  one dagger with blade that disappears into the hilt; gauze curtain to curtain off the recess of the bathroom set; one large old-fashioned bathtub; one life mask (or fair resemblance) of the actor playing the victim.





Other props and furnishings:  Mycroft’s sitting room.  Two wing armchairs; Japanese screen; breakfast table and two dining chairs; occasional table with large snuff jar, chess board and pieces; free-standing or wall-mounted mirror; prints and photos on walls; breakfast table set with coffee pot, crockery, egg-cups, toast rack, marmalade jar, tray, copy of “Times”.  For Act 3 Scene 1, whisky and glasses, two small painted terracotta plaques.  Mycroft’s coat on set in Act 1.





The Lyceum.  Suitable props table with muskets, swords, documents, jug, kettle; large bathtub.





Hand props:  Anna - letter, dagger.  Mycroft - cut-throat razor, towel, play script (set).  Archibald Quelch - flask.  Dr Marshall - hypodermic syringe.  Athelney Jones - Anna’s dagger.  Julia - filigree brooch (worn).  Sir Percival - filigree stickpin (worn).  Ellen - copy of “Times”.





Costume:  wig(s) for Anna.





MISCELLANEOUS





Irving’s voice is described as “deep, clear and with that hollow resonance always detectable in actors of his era.  ‘My’ was always contracted to ‘me’ for reasons of rhythm and stress ... the words would skip along, much more subtly than one might have expected, understated but deeply felt.”  An 1888 recording of Irving can be downloaded from the website of the Henry Irving Society at http://www.theirvingsociety.org.uk/phono.htm, from which the above extract is taken.





“Three and six.”  p 7.  Short for three shillings and sixpence, a sum in the pre-decimal British coinage (pounds, shillings and pence).  Represented today by seventeen and a half pence, this was the cost to members of the average London club dinner in that period.





“Lights, please, Mr Stoker!”  p 53.  Bram Stoker was Irving's lighting assistant and business manager.  He is better known as the author of "Dracula".
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