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Superscripts  is  a series of plays for  use  in  the Engl ish classroom and the Drama studio. The plays have been written  by playwrights who del ight i n live performance and the challenges i t  offers to actors,  designers, directors and audiences. 

Most of the plays  in the series were written for professional companies, but al l are i ncl uded because they tel l  stories and use techniques which wil l  interest, excite and offer new insights to young people who are just coming to understand  how drama works as an art form. 

The range of plays in  the series addresses the requirement to give students at Key Stages 3  and 4 

an opportun ity to study a variety of dramatic genres. The fact that they were al l written for performance (and have indeed al l  been  performed) means that they wi l l  also offer students the chance to understand  how and why playscripts are different from novels. The Activities presented after the script are designed to draw attention to this, and to extend students' abi lities in reading, writing and of course performing drama. 

Many of the tasks invite students to engage directly with the text or formulate their own creative responses. Others focus on discussing, writing and designing.  Both  English and Drama specialists wil l find the series a val uable resource o n  which to draw in  order to promote dramatic l iteracy - and  simply performing the plays wou ldn't be a bad thing either! 
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SHERLOCK  HOLMES  AND  THE  LIMEHOUSE  HORROR 

My wife's abiding memory of meeting Philip Pu llman doesn't so much concern him as his rat. 

Arriving home one Sunday afternoon she discovered the six-foot beast lying on the sofa.  It had been created for the first production of the play,  and Phi lip had lent it to me for a weekend workshop I was doing. Much to my wife's displeasure the rat stayed with us for a few weeks until Ph ilip came to pick it up.  She was certain ly glad to see him and say goodbye to the thing! 

The very idea of sharing your house with a six-foot rat  is  both  absurd and horrific - even though you know that  in  reality it is  only a costume. The fun of writing and  performing a play like this is knowing that the audience wil l  react with the same contradictory emotions - for this type of theatre is all about trickery and illusion. It involves lead ing the audience to believe one thing, then showing them something else. What makes  it al l the more enjoyable for an audience is  that while they know they are being tricked they can 't qu ite  see  how it is being done. This requires some clever staging and, of course, a clever script to start with. In this, Sherlock Holmes and the Limehouse Horror  is a tribute to the original Sherlock Holmes stories on which it is based. 

Ph ilip Pu l lman  is  a l ifelong fan of Arthur Conan Doyle's famous detective, and the way his creator entices the  reaper to believe the  unbel ievable.  He writes: 

In a  way,  Sherlock Holmes belongs  to everyone, which is  why I  felt entitled to write a play about him. 

I  have read all the stories,  some  of them  many times, but I  knew from  the beginning that this story could not be a  'real' Sherlock Holmes story but only a 5 
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parody,  an  imitation - a fraud.  Perhaps that was  why my imagination led me into the labyrinths of fakery and deception. 

The play is certain ly about deception. Characters change  into other characters, die,  come al ive again, change  into dumm ies and escape from  inescapable situations. Al l we can do at the end is laugh at ourselves for  being taken  in by the thorough implausibility of it al l . 

Although the play is a n  affectionate spoof o n  the great detective, the idea for it original ly came from one of Conan Doyle's own  stories, The Adventure of the Sussex Vampire.  I n  that story Watson comes across the name 'Mati lda Briggs'. Hol mes tel ls h i m: Matilda  Briggs  was  not the  name of a young woman, Watson .. .  it was a ship which  is  associated with  the giant rat of Sumatra,  a story for which  the world is not yet prepared. 

' But,' writes Philip,  'he said that i n  1 9231  Times have changed, and we're all used to horrors these days. The world must be prepared by now! ' 
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C  A  S  T 

L 

S  T 

SHER.LOCK  HOLMES  is too wel l  known to need a description, as  is  his partner ... 

DR WATSON 

MRS  HuosoN,  their landlady at 221 B  Baker Street,  is  at  least as d ign ified as Queen Victoria and  might wel l  look just like her COLONEL  SEBASTIAN  MORAN  has a 'tremendously virile and yet sinister face .. .  One cou ld not look upon his cruel bl ue eyes, with their drooping, cynical lids, or upon the fierce, aggressive nose and the threatening, deep-l ined brow,  without reading Nature's plainest danger-signals' 

Miss  MURRAY  is ti mid, sweet,  helpless and pretty KATE  MORIARTY  is, on  the  other hand, vivid and strong and fu l l  of passionate life 

PROFESSOR  MORIARTY  is 'extremely tal l  and thin, his forehead domes out in a wh ite curve, and  his two eyes are deeply sunken  in his head.  He is clean-shaven, pale, and ascetic-looking .. .  His shoulders are rounded from  much study,  and  his face protrudes forward,  slowly oscil lating from  side to side in a curious repti l ian fashion . . .  ' 

Juuus  REICHENBACH  looks exactly  like  Moriarty,  strangely enough JABEZ  LucKrrr  is stout and middle-aged SIR  HENRY  MURRAY  is thin, bearded, elderly;  an  absent-m inded scientist, obsessed by his strange discovery INSPECTOR  LESTRADE  is  a middle-aged  pol iceman A TRAMP 

A POLICE  CONSTABLE 

The  play was fi rst produced  in  1 985 at the Polka Children's Theatre, Wi mbledon, under the title Sherlock Holmes and the Adventure of the Sumatran  Devil.  It was  produced by jen ny Procter,  and  the cast included Mike McCormack, Ciaran Mcintyre,  Patricia Leslie, Anthony Watkins, Sara Craven, Robert Angell and Gerald  Home. 
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ACT  ONE 

A winter evening in  Holmes 's  sitting-room in Baker Street. 

It's a comfortable Victorian room,  with a coal fire burning in  the grate,  two armchairs,  a  table set for supper,  a  desk with  a chair, and a sofa  which  is partly concealed from  the audience by a  folding screen.  The walls are lined with bookshelves,  and every surface seems  to be cluttered with papers,  chemical apparatus,  racks  of tobacco-pipes,  soda-syphons, Holmes's violin . . .  A  Persian  slipper is hanging next  to the fire,  and a jack-knife is stuck through a pile of letters  on the mantelpiece. 

There are two doors: one  to  the landing and  the rest of the  house,  the  other to  Holmes's  bedroom. 

When  we first see  it,  the  room is lit only by dim  light coming through  the  half-drawn curtains. 

The landing door flies open,  and Sherlock Holmes comes in,  wearing a cloak and the famous deerstalker hat.  He looks around. 

HOLMES  Mrs  Hudson ! 

He  takes  off his  hat and flings  it into a corner. 

Mrs  Hudson ! 

' 

He  takes  off  his  cloak and drops  it on  the  floor. 

Mrs Hudson !  Where are you ? 

Mrs Hudson  comes in  with a lamp,  lighting up the room briefly.  H';'lmes waves it away. 

No,  no, Mrs  Hudson, not the lamp,  if you  please. 

MRS  HuosoN  You're  not going to  sit  in  the  dark,  are you, Mr Holmes ? 

HOLMES  I'm conducting a vital experiment on the sensitivity of the human eye: I  require semi-darkness.  Blow 9 
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Act One 

out the lam p,  Mrs  H udson, and bring my tobacco. 

She blows  out the lamp and twilight descends again. 

He goes  behind the screen to the sofa; we see him swing his legs  up  along  the seat,  reclining. 

Mrs Hudson brings  him the tobacco  from its place in the Persian slipper by the fire, going behind the screen  to give it to him. 

HOLMES  Thank you,  Mrs  Hudson . . .  Always  invaluable. 

Mrs  Hudson  comes into view again.  She goes to pick up the  hat and coat and hangs  them  on  the  door. 

As  she  speaks we hear the sound of a match,  and see puffs of smoke rising from  behind the screen. 

MRS  HUDSON  Wi ll you  be eating su pper after,  Mr  Hol mes ? 

HOLMES  Yes. Dr Watson i s  joining  me at n i ne. I  am expecting a visitor before then, though . Would you show  him  up as soon as he arrives? 

MRS  HUDSON  Very good, sir. 

HOLMES 

Before you go,  Mrs Hudson - the curtain .  Pul l  it open just a little, would you ? 

She does so. A spectral twilight filters  in. 

Ah !  Ideal. And  if you  coul d  move the screen . . . 

thank you very much. 

She folds the screen,  revealing the silhouette of Holmes behind it,  one hand holding the pipe to his mouth. 

One more th ing. 

She pauses by the  door. 

MRS  HUDSON  Yes, Mr Holmes? 

HOLMES 

If you should  hear any u nusual sou nds from  up here in the next hour or so - take no notice. 

MRS  HUDSON 

I'm  not having no explosions, Mr Holmes. I  draw 10 
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Act One 

the line at explosions. 

HOLMES 

No explosions,  I  promise, Mrs  Hudson. 

MRS  HUDSON 

Hmm. Very wel l  then .  Supper at nine. 

HOLMES  Than k you very much. 

Mrs Hudson goes out. 

Silence. 

After a moment  or two Holmes speaks as if thoughtfully to himself 

Hmm .. .  The eye can distingu ish degrees of darkness, but scarcely any colours . . .  Of course, that was already known.  I wonder if ..  . 

He turns his  head to the window. 

If one were perfectly habituated to semi-darkness, would the faculty of colour develop in time?  Let me see:  I  know the sofa is red . . . 

He looks down . 

. .  .  and the  curtains are green, but. . . 

He turns back  to the window. 

There is  a  ring at the door downstairs. Holmes turns his head slightly,  listening. 

So soon !  Well,  best get it over, perhaps. 

We  hear the sound of voices on the stair outside:  a man's and a  woman's. 

Good old Mrs  Hudson ! 

Footsteps approach the door and someone knocks. 

MRS  HUDSON 

(Outside.) Colonel  Sebastian  Moran to see you, Mr Holmes. 

HOLMES 

Show him in,  Mrs Hudson. 

The door opens.  Colonel Moran,  in cloak and top hat,  stands  in the doorway,  framed in  light. 

1 1  
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Act One 

Holmes turns  his head to  look. 

Come in, Colonel.  Shut the door. 

Co/one/  Moran  does  _,o,  shJ\\ /\;  dlld Mrs Hudson's footsteps  fade away. Moran stands stiff,  very threatening  inside the  doorway. 

MORAN 

So ...  There  is  no escape  now,  Sht>rlock  Holmes.  I have  run  you  to the ground. And  I  shall strike! 

He  suddenly pulls  out  d pi�to/ dnd  tin'' :-t'H'rdi  rime'. 

into  Holmes's hec1d t'rom 

. 

point-hldnk  rclngt'.  \ \'c  :-Ct' 

the  t7ash of the  po\\'dcr:  \\'l'  _,l't'  Holmes  numpit'  dtHI faff to the  floor  with a  wild cry .. . 

HOLMES  Aaaggghhhh! 

... and lie  stiff. 

Moran  is  like  cl  tiger.  exulting  in s/,wghtcr.  He  stdnd' 

erect,  slowly, and sighs with cat-like satisfaction. 

MORAN 

The end . . .  of Sher lock Holmes. 

Then from the  darkness in the  open door of Holmes's bedroom behind him a  powerful beam of torchlight stabs  out  to illuminate  Moran's  head.  He  turns instantly to  face it;  we  see  his fierce eyes,  his hooked nose,  his  wild grey moustache - a savage,  dangerous beast,  cornered. 

HOLMES 

I think not, Colonel Moran. 

Moran  spins round to look at  the  body,  shocked. 

MORAN 

But .. . 

HOLMES 

I ngenious, don't you think? 

Holding the torch,  he steps forward,  and calls: Lestrade! 

The landing  door  opens  clfl(f  Inspector  Lestr<1de comes  in,  with  cl  stout  Police  Constclb/e  ,me/ cl  /,11np. 

MORAN  You fiend, Holmes! You devil incarnate! 

1 2  
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HOLMES 

Have a care,  Lestrade. There  is one more bul let in that pistol. 

Holmes,  we see,  has a pistol in his free hand. 

Fortunately, there are six in th is. 

Moran snarls  with baffled rage. 

MORAN  Twice - twice with the same trick - last time a dummy i n  the window,  and now this .. . 

Suddenly he brings up his pistol and fires.  Holmes flings  himself sideways,  firing at  the same time. 

Moran falls against the sofa. 

HOLMES  Quick,  Lestrade - the handcuffs ! 

Lestrade  and the  P.C.  put them  on Moran,  who subsides into snarling silence. 

LESTRADE  You  al l  right, Mr Holmes? 

Holmes gets  up,  waggling a finger through a neat bullet-hole in  his  crimson dressing-gown. 

HOLMES 

Perfectly,  thank you. The moths have done worse than th is in their time. 

LESTRADE 

Beats  me how you worked that one. 

HOLMES  A speaking-tube from the bedroom to the sofa,  so that my voice appeared to come from the right place . . .  and this excellent wax dummy, wh ich by now must have more holes in  it than  a sieve. 

He picks  up  the dummy and replaces  it on the sofa. 

LEsTRADE 

But  it was  moving,  Mr  Hol mes! Al most l i ke a living creature! How, on earth .. . 

The two of them are on either side of the sofa, looking down at the  dummy.  Suddenly a  voice  comes from i t  and Lestrade starts. 

VOICE 

(Muffled.) I  say,  Holmes, can  I  come out  now? 

The tousled head of Dr Watson appears,  blinking at 1 3  
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Act One 

the light, over the back of the  sofa.  Holmes laughs. 

HOLMES  Watson,  my dear fellow - you're not hurt? 

WATSON 

Oh by no means - he's far too good a shot for that. 

All  his bullets are in your head,  Holmes. 

He clambers  out,  dusting himself down. 

Good  even i ng, Colonel Moran.  I  seem to recal l  that we met i n  similar circumstances before, d id we not? 

MORAN  Cu rse you  Holmes!  Damn you to the blackest  pit of hel l !  You thi n k  you're safe,  but by thunder,  there's nowhere  in the world for you to run to  now. There wal ks a man  i n  London at this very  moment every bit you r equal  in  cunning, and every  inch your intellectual  peer. Yes, Hol mes, Moriarty  is  al ive! 

WATSON  What! 

MORAN 

He's al ive,  and  he has  returned. You  may have foi led  me - but  I'm only the fi rst of many.  He won 't rest unti l you're  lying cold and stark in the earth. 

You  know the power of h is wi ll, and there's only one object i n  his mind now - your total  destruction . 

It's only a matter of time.  It's coming closer, Holmes. Nothing can  stop  it.  You've beaten  me, and you might fight off the next, and  the next, and the one after that - but sooner or later, you wil l  fall . 

HOLMES  A most interesti ng speech, Colonel .  Qu ite effective. 

Have you ever thought of going into  politics? Too late  now,  of course. But I  look forward to your eloquence in the dock. 

Moran snarls  with  frustrated fury. 

LESTRADE 

Come on, Colonel. You 're under arrest, and anyth ing you say wi l l  be taken down and given i n evidence. Good. evening,  Mr Hol mes - D r  Watson . 

HOLMES  Good eveni ng to you,  Lestrade. 

1 4  
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Act One 

Watson  holds  the door as Lestrade and Moran,  the latter held firmly by the P.C.,  /eave. 

WATSON  Wel l !  Can  it real ly be true, Hol mes ? That Moriarty is alive? 

He shuts the door. 

HOLMES 

I fear so, Watson. There have been too many examples recently of that  kind of bri l liantly organ ised, meticulously executed crime which  is his hal lmark . . .  I  had suspected  it. This merely confi rms my suspicions. 

WATSON 

But what can we do? 

HOLMES  Simple. We ring the bel l for Mrs  Hudson . . . 

He does so . 

. . .  and have  supper.  Cold pheasant, and someth ing rare in a bottle. 

WATSON 

First class! I 'l l  clear the decks. 

He picks up  the  dummy. 

This poor old chap's done good  service. 

HOLMES 

I  hope you' l l  say the same of the original one day. 

WATSON  Where shal l  I  put him? 

HOLMES 

Let him have the sofa;  he's earned it for the 

� 

moment. 

Watson arranges  the dummy on  the sofa as Mrs Hudson  enters  with  a tray. 

MRS  HUDSON 

Here we are, Mr Holmes. 

She puts down  the  tray and sniffs suspiciously. 

What's been going on  in here? You ain 't been shooting again ? 

HOLMES  Just a few shots, Mrs H udson - nothing major. 

MRS  HUDSON  You  may not cal l  it major,  Mr Hol mes, but this is 1 5  
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Act One 

new wal l paper. 

She looks around for bullet-holes. 

WATSON 

It's al l  right,  Mrs Hudson - al l  the bul lets went i nto the  dummy. 

He indicates  the dummy.  She starts with distaste. 

MRS  HUDSON 

Ugh !  Nasty creepy th ing.  Looks l i ke  my Uncle Wi l l ie.  I  won't have no more shooting,  Mr Hol mes, and that's fi nal . 

Exit Mrs  Hudson.  Watson pulls  up  a  chair to join Holmes at  the  table. Holmes pours  the  wine. 

HOLMES  Confusion to Moriarty! 

They drink a  toast and start to eat. 

There is a ring at  the  distant doorbell.  Holmes  cocks his head. 

WATSON 

Surely not a cl ient at this time of the evening? 

HOLMES  We've known them at stranger times than th is. 

Wel l, we shal l  soon know what she wants,  and then perhaps we can fi nish our pheasant. 

WATSON 

She! You  don't mean to tell me you can see through wal ls as well as everything else? 

HOLMES 

Not see, Watson :  hear.  A woman 's tread  is quite distinctive. 

There is a  knock at the door. 

Come in! 

The door opens and a young woman comes in, looking anxious and frightened.  She is  dressed as if  for a journey.  Holmes and Watson get up as Mrs Hudson  hovers in  the doorway. 

MRS  HUDSON 

I  did tel l  her you were having you r supper,  but she wou ld insist,  Mr Hol mes . . . 

HOLMES 

Never mind .  The pheasant will keep, and  the wine 1 6  

Act One 

has waited for twenty-two years  already.  Come in, Miss .. . 

The young woman steps forward.  Mrs Hudson 

/eaves,  shutting the door. 

Miss MURRAY  Miss Murray.  Miss Catherine Murray . . .  I  do  beg your pardon.  But. . . 

She faints.  Watson  darts to her side. 

WATSON 

Brandy,  Hol mes! 

Holmes brings brandy and pours a glass.  Watson helps  her sit  up. 

She'd better have the sofa. 

Holmes picks up the dummy and sits it at the desk. 

HOLMES  Come,  my fine friend - sit at the desk and think. 

Now then, Miss Murray . . . 

Watson  is tenderly making her comfortable.  She is a pretty woman, and we  can see that  he is aware of it. 

Miss  MURRAY 

I'm sorry .. .  I couldn't help it. It's just that. . . 

WATSON 

I 'd  say you haven't eaten for  some time and you're exhausted. 

Miss  MURRAY  That's right.  I  left  home yesterday morni ng, and  I 've come al l the�way from  Northumberland . . .  I 'm terrified, Mr Holmes. Something horrible is happening .. .  Thank you, Dr Watson. 

He helps her sip the brandy. 

HOLMES  You  l ive  in  N<?rthumberland, M iss Murray? 

Miss MURRAY  Yes. With  my  uncle,  Sir Henry Murray.  I  act as  his secretary. 

HOLMES 

One moment ...  Murray,  the author of Carnivores of South-East Asia? 

Miss  MURRAY  Yes. He's very well  known  in scientific circles.  He used to be a kind and gentle man, but since the last 1 7  
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Act One 

expedition  he's changed. Something has 

.• . 

happened to him. 

HOLMES  Tel l  us  about  it. 

He settles down in an armchair to listen,  leaning back with his feet on  the  hearth.  Watson sits  on a  dining chair close to the sofa. 

Miss  MURRAY 

He came back from Sumatra in October.  He'd been exploring the mountai ns in the central region, collecting specimens. As soon as  he  returned, I cou ld see that he was  possessed by some strange excitement.  He carried a whip everywhere - a hideous th ing made of dark leather. 

WATSON  A whip .. . 

Miss  MURRAY  The fi rst th ing that happened came about because of it. I  had  a dog,  a l ittle span iel called  Moss. One day he got into my uncle's study and seized the whip - started chewing and worryi ng at it. My uncle grabbed little Moss with a look of hatred. 

'Please,  Uncle  Henry! '  I  cried, 'Punish  me if you must,  but not a poor dumb an imal ! '  But he brushed me aside and  carried  little Moss down  into the cellar and locked the door. Presently  I  heard a terrified cry .. . 

She puts  her face in her hands and sobs.  Watson pats her shoulder,  bristling with indignation. 

WATSON  The brute!  Miss Murray,  your uncle sou nds like a regu lar demon. 

HOLMES  Tel l  me about the cel lar. 

Miss  MURRAY 

The cel lar was always closed to me. It's a h uge place - he does  his scientific work down there, which of course· I  don't u nderstand . . .  But last Monday,  I  did go down to  the cel lar. And  I found ... 

She  shudders. 

1 8  

[image: Image 25]

Act One 

HOLMES 

Please go on. 

Miss  MURRAY 

I 'm a light sleeper,  Mr Holmes, and the house is very old; the timber creaks in a high wind, but I'm used to that and  it doesn't disturb me. But last Monday n ight I woke up to fi nd the whole house . . . 

reverberating. Almost as  if something huge was gri nding the foundations to powder. 

WATSON 

Bless my soul! 

Miss  MURRAY 

My u ncle wasn't at home. I  didn't know what to do. I  called the  maid, but she didn't come. I  lay trembling i n  bed until I  could  bear it no longer.  The sou nd was coming from the cellar.  I  knew where the key was kept - and I  saw the whip coiled on  his desk, so I took that as wel I.  I  opened the cellar door,  and  made my way down the steps. There was a powerful smell of ammonia - so strong that my eyes were watering and  I  could hardly see.  It was hot, too - an intense, steamy heat,  like a Turkish bath. I  stopped at the foot of the steps and listened carefu lly. The cellar is large - there are several interconnecting rooms, and  I couldn't be sure where the  sound was coming from. I  held my lantern h igh, and  peered  into the darkness. And then . . . 

She breaks off,  overcome with horror. 

WATSON  What was it, Miss Murray? 

Miss  MURRAY  Only - a shoe. An  ordinary  black shoe.  But it  had belonged to M i l l ie, the  maid - and it was stained with blood . . .  ' 

She shudders. 

As I  stood  there,  I  knew that I was  in  terrible danger.  Don 't ask me how - I  could hear noth ing, and  see noth ing - but I  felt a sense of overpoweri ng horror.  I  cou ldn't help  it;  I  left at once, and came 19 
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Act One 

straight here. 

HOLMES  A very pretty  l ittle problem, Miss  Murray.  I  am obliged to you. Two things - you said you r u ncle was not at home? 

MISS MURRAY 

He  had gone to see  his partner.  A letter had come the day before;  I  think it was  in connection with that . . . 

She hands  Holmes a letter from her bag.  He sits  up, opens  it and reads: 

HOLMES 

'Turner and  Luckett,  Shipping Agents,  Fog  Row, Limehouse - November 30th.  Dear Sir, We are writing to  advise you that the goods you ordered are awaiting collection from our warehouse. We would further  advise that substantial damage  has been done to the hold of the schooner Matilda Briggs,  and in view of the  unusual  nature of the cargo it is unlikely that the cost will  be borne by the insurers. Yours faithfu l ly, Jabez Luckett. ' -

Obviously,  this is where your uncle has  gone. And he did  not have the whip with him, because you took it into the cel lar . . . 

MISS  MURRAY 

I  brought it with me. 

HOLMES  An excellent witness! You've done very wel l . 

She takes from her bag a  dark coiled whip,  which he examines curiously. 

HOLMES 

And th is was the source of his change of personal ity,  you  say? Well, it  is  extraord inarily interesting. One further thi ng,  Miss Murray. You said your uncle has a partner. 

Miss  MURRAY  Yes - a strange, cold, remote man. I  met him only once, but I  feared  him instantly.  It's my imagination, Mr Hol mes,  but  I  saw evi l  in that 

-

face. 

WATSON  What is his name? 
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Act One 

Miss MURRAY 

He is cal led . ..  Reichen bach. J u lius Reichenbach. 

Holmes jumps up at once and takes a blue file from the bookshelves.  He scans it quickly and glances at Miss Murray,  then shuts it and replaces  it. 

Do you  know h im, Mr Holmes ? 

HOLMES 

I  have heard the name.  Miss Murray,  you are in deadly danger. 

He rings  the  bell. 

Mrs Hudson wi l l  give you  something to eat, and then  Dr Watson wil l  take you to a safe place. 

Where were you going to stay? 

Miss MURRAY 

I  I  hadn't thought.  I came qu ite unprepared . . . 

-

WATSON  We'll fi nd you a decent hotel, Miss Murray. 

Mrs  Hudson  comes in. 

MRS  HUDSON  Yes, Mr Holmes ? 

HOLMES 

Dr Watson wi l l  explain, Mrs  Hudson. 

WATSON 

E h ?  Oh,  of cou rse. Come this way,  Miss Murray! 

Miss  MURRAY  Thank you,  Mr  Hol mes. You  are  very  ki nd . . . 

Watson goes out with Miss Murray and Mrs Hudson. 

� 

Holmes seizes a  reference book from  the shelf and flicks through the pages. 

HOLMES  Suttee .. .  Surabaya . . Su matra!  Here we are . ..  Wel l, 

. 

I 'm amazed. So that's the game . . .  Well, we  must play  it to the 14mit. Ah, Watson. 

Watson  comes back in. 

WATSON 

Charming girl. Terrible busi ness,  Hol mes. What can it be in  the cel lar? Some  kind of abominable machinery? 

HOLMES 

Have a  look at the wh ip, Watson. 
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Act One 

Watson  picks it  up and turns it  round,  looking closely. 

WATSON 

Looks like an ordinary  leather whip to me. About six feet long  Unusually stiff,  perhaps. There 

. • . 

shou ld be a seam where  it's been sewn,  but I  can't see one. Two  or three stiff hairs sti l l  in the skin . . . 

Odd. But wait a minute - what's this? 

He's peering at the handle. 

Bone? Good  Heavens!  I  don 't believe it. A vertebra 

- surely not. What on  earth  is it? 

HOLMES 

It  is the tail  of a gigantic rat. 

WATSON 

Good  grief! 

HOLMES 

Listen to this. (He reads from the book.)  'Of al l  l ittleknown mammals, none can  be  stranger or more terrible than the Serang Palit, the so-cal led Giant Rat of Sumatra. Natives claim that this beast is dead lier than the most ferocious tiger,  that  it grows to a length of ten feet or more, and that  it wi ll seize and devour a grown  man  in a matter of seconds. 

No-one has ever captured or shot one of these an imals, and had  it not been  for a nest discovered by Colonel Arbuthnot  in  1884, we wou ld consign the Giant Rat to the real ms of fantasy. The great authority Sir Henry Murray,  indeed,  has  poured scorn on the very idea . . .  ' 

WATSON 

So that's  it!  Once  he found this tai l, and real ised that the rat real ly existed,  he set out to capture one . . . 

HOLMES  Which would account for the  smell  in  the cel lar, and the heat - obviously the creature would have to be kept at jungle temperature. 

WATSON  And  his short temper,  and  his secrecy!  If he'd staked  his reputation on the thing's not existi ng at al l, no wonder he didn't want anyone to kn9w about  it.  But what was the noise Miss Murray heard 22 
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Act One 

in  the cel lar? 

HOLMES  The creature must have got out and  started gnawi ng the timbers of the  house. The sound would reverberate to al l  parts of it. 

WATSON 

Good God !  But what's he doing now,  d 'you suppose? 

HOLMES  The answer to that, Watson, l ies  in  Fog Row, Limehouse - wh ich is where I 'm going now. 

He puts on his  hat and coat. 

WATSON 

I'll come with you! 

HOLMES 

No.  Miss  Mu rray needs an escort - and  I  need you here,  in  Baker Street. 

WATSON 

But . .. 

HOLMES 

No argument,  please, Watson .  See Miss Mu rray to an hotel and then return here at once. 

WATSON 

Oh, very wel l. 

Watson gets  his  hat and coa t and leaves.  Holmes scribbles a  note,  and pins it to the dummy.  With a final look around,  he too goes out. 

After a moment,  Mrs Hudson  comes  in. 

MRS  HuosoN 

Going chasing out again - I  don't know.  Left their supper,  too. Well, they can  have  it again tomorrow I 'm  not wasting it. What's this? 

-

She picks  up the whip  with an expression of distaste. 

Looks like the.tail of a gigantic rat. Mucky beggars. 

Whatever next? I'm not having it, and that's fi nal . 

She  drops it,  picks  up the tray,  and goes out. 

END  OF  ACT  ONE 
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ACT  TWO 

The interior of a bare warehouse.  There is a  door on one side which leads to the rest of the warehouse, and a  door at  the  centre which can be opened wide so  that  the  audience can  see into the room beyond. 

The place is dimly lit  by a flickering gaslight  high  upon the wall,  which casts deep, fitful shadows across the floor. 

A distant door opens  with a clang,  which  echoes around the empty building.  We hear the  hobbling of slow footsteps  up a flight of stairs.  The side  door opens and a  wizened old tramp comes in.  He  has a shock of grey hair and the  ragged scarlet  coat of a soldier.  He carries a  tattered bundle  under his arm. 

TRAMP  Nice and dry  in here . . .  Filthy night out.  No  bed  for a poor gentleman of the road,  no,  nor a penny for his baccy . . . 

He begins to arrange his bundle,  singing: 

'Oh, 'tis my del ight on a shiny night In the season of the year .. .  ' 

He lays a  blanket on  the floor. 

A shiny n ight - that's a good  'un. Fog as thick as Dutch cheese out there. 

He coughs, bangs  his chest. 

Gets on the l u ngs - and nowhere a bed for a poor old  man, a poor old  soldier .. .  Served  me cou ntry i n the Cri mea, and what d o  I  get for it? Get away! 

Clear off!  Set the dogs  on  him! 

He coughs again. 

Drop o' comfort. Where's me drop o' comfort? 

He searches his pockets, fumbling through many layers of old clothes. 

Nothing like a drop o' gin on a cold night . . . 

24 

[image: Image 31]

[image: Image 32]

Act Two 

He finds a  flask,  and settles  down to swig from it.  He falls  asleep,  singing vaguely. 

After a moment  or two,  we hear the voices  of two men  outside.  The side door opens,  and in  come Jabez Luckett  and Sir  Henry Murray. 

LUCKETT 

Now  mind you, Sir Hen ry,  I  don't want to  know what your cargo  is - none o'  my business. As long as it don 't break the laws of England, you can  bring in what you  l i ke  Brazil ian cuckoo clocks, Chinese 

-

Christmas cards - it's al l  one to Jabez Luckett.  I don't know what you 've got in that box, and I  don't want to know.  But I tel l  you this much - my men ain't touching it. 

SIR  HENRY 

But look - we  had  a contract.  You  were going to keep the cargo  here and then del iver it to  me when I  sent for it. 

LUCKETT 

I  had n 't seen then what you r cargo done to the i nside of a  ship,  Sir Henry. You  been down the hold of the Matilda  Briggs? 

SIR  HENRY  Certai n ly  not. 

LUCKETT 

It's worth  seeing.  How that ship made  it without sinki ng I ' l l  never know. You 'll have to pay a pretty penny  in COIT)_pensation, I'll tel l you that. . . 

SIR HENRY 

Enough, man . Are you  going to fu lfi l your contract, or not? 

LUCKETT 

I  beg your pardon, Sir Henry.  Ai n't you read clause 25? 

SIR  HENRY  What about it? 

LUCKETT  (Reading from  a  paper.)  ' I n  the event of a cargo's proving to be of a dangerous, inflammable, toxic or ..  ' 

. 

S1R  HENRY 

E nough, I  said !  Damn  you, Luckett,  d'you real ise who you 're deal ing with ? 
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Act Two 

LUCKETT  Makes  no d ifference to Jabez  Luckett.  I  treats 'em al l the same - dukes or dustmen, they're all the same to me.  But my men ain't moving that cargo, and that's final . You  move it yourself by the end of the week. 

He turns to go - and finds himself face to face with a thin,  cadaverous, dome-headed man in  dusty professional dress,  who has entered during his  speech  and stands  in the doorway blocking his exit.  The newcomer's head peers  forward and seems to oscillate slowly with the hypnotic movements of a snake. 

Bli mey!  Who's this? Where'd you spring from ? 

SIR  HENRY  This is my  partner,  Mr Reichenbach. 

LUCKETT 

Eh ? Well, I ' l l  say the  same to him and al l. It's got to go, and I  ain't moving it. 

REICHENBACH  You are Mr  Luckett? 

His  voice  is quiet and sinister. 

LUCKETT  Jabez Luckett,  partner i n  this fi rm. 

Sir Henry strides off  impatiently. 

REICHENBACH  And  I  understand you  object to our arrangements ? 

LUCKETT  As  I  was just explaining,  Mr  Reichenbach - Sir Henry'll bear me out. . . 

REICHENBACH 

Have we offended  Mr  Luckett,  Murray? 

S1R  HENRY 

Damn  stupid - some clause  in the contract . . . 

REICHENBACH 

Dear me.  I wou ld not offend Mr Luckett.  Not for the world. How much money wou ld it take to change your mind? 

LUCKETT  Oh, well, if you're tal king money . . . 

REICHENBACH 

Of course,  I  cou ld always  shoot you dead.  That wou ld solve  it too, wouldn't it? 
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Act Two 

A ghastly smile,  to show that  he's joking.  Luckett is very ill at  ease. 

LUCKETI 

Ha ha!  Be the end of al l  our troubles, that would! 

Ha ha! Wel l .  .. 

He tails off uncertainly. 

Well, I'm sure we can  come to  some arrangement, gentlemen. I'll - er - I ' l l  leave you now. You going to inspect the cargo? 

REICHENBACH 

That's right.  I 'm  sure you've looked after it very wel l . 

LucKETI  Well, er - I ' l l  be off then, gentlemen.  I'll - er - I ' l l leave you to it. Goodn ight to you . . . 

He leaves. 

SIR  HENRY 

Damn you,  Reichenbach!  I  think you  real ly would have shot him! 

REICHENBACH 

I  shal l . 

SIR  HENRY  What? 

REICHENBACH 

I  shal l  shoot him very soon.  He knows too much. 

SIR  HENRY 

He  said he didn't know - he  said  he wasn't interested in what  it was ! 

REICHENBACH 

And  you belie'Ved him? You think a warehouse owner wou ld accept a cargo,  knowing what had happened to the ship,  and not examine it at the fi rst opportun ity?  For a scientist, Mu rray, you are a remarkably simple man. 

SIR  HENRY  Wel l. . .  What about the  sai lors, then ? And the ship? 

There's a cou ple of dozen witnesses, for a start. 

Reichenbach shakes  his  head and takes out  his  watch with a grim smile. 

REICHENBACH 

The  ship sai led with the afternoon tide. They wi ll now be approximately in the region of Sheerness. 
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Act Two 

And  in ten  minutes' time, the  ship wil l  sink. 

SIR HENRY  What! 

REICHENBACH 

It wi l l  sink,  and they wi l l  all drown. There wi l l  be no witnesses. I  have arranged al l that. 

SIR  HENRY  Oh, dear  God  - what have  I  got into ? You're  mad, Reichenbach !  Insane! 

REICHENBACH 

Oh, I  don't th ink so.  I  am  conscious of a peculiar clarity of mind. 

SIR  HENRY 

But .. .  What of the rat?  It m ust be fed, it  must be taken out of here as soon as possible. You  said you 'd make arrangements. What's going to happen ? 

REICHENBACH 

The  rat stays here. 

SIR  HENRY 

But - but - the breeding programme! We agreed ! 

My female,  and  this new male - this is an unparal leled opportun ity!  Do you  mean  me to bring the female here? 

REICHENBACH 

You  may do as you  please - afterwards. 

SIR HENRY  Afterwards ? 

REICHENBACH 

I  have a purpose of my own for this creature. Why else do you th ink I  wou ld have agreed to fi nance this expedition ?  For the pure  love of science? 

S1R  HENRY 

But - but what else  is there? 

REICHENBACH 

If I  told you, Murray,  you wou ld not believe it. 

SIR HENRY 

Does  it involve danger to the  rat? 

REICHENBACH 

Danger? What in the world could threaten a creature like that? I  saw a cat down stai rs - are you worried about that? Fool !  The rat wou ld snap  it u p like a fly.  Open the cage! 

SIR  HENRY  What - now? 

REICHENBACH 

Open  it,  I  say! 
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Act Two 

SIR  HENRY 

But - but - have you  seen the  rat move, Reichen bach ? 

REICHENBACH 

I  hope to very  soon. 

SIR  HENRY 

It's asleep now,  but when  it wakes, it moves with the speed of a leopard.  Terrifying .. .  Please, Reichenbach, let  us get out and . .  . 

He stops  suddenly and points into the corner.  He has seen the Tramp. 

Look! 

REICHENBACH 

How long has  he  been there ? 

SIR HENRY 

I  didn't  see  him come in .. . 

He stirs the Tramp urgently with his foot. 

Wake  up! What are you  doing here? Get out! Get out at once! 

The Tramp cringes and scuttles away. 

TRAMP  Beg pardon, sir - no offence - poor old man looking for shelter on a raw night - pity the poor old  soldier,  sir .. . 

He whines and cringes. 

REICHENBACH 

You  have nowhere else to go? 

TRAMP  Nowhere  in the world, sir .. . 

REICHENBACH 

Does anyone know you're here? 

TRAMP  No-one knows and no-one cares. I  fought for me country in the Crimea,  sir - four months in the snow - lost four toes with frostbite - look,  sir, look .. . 

He offers to show them his  revolting foot .  They decline. 

REICHENBACH 

You're perfectly alone in  the world ?  No relations? 

TRAMP  Not a  one  in the world, sir - me daughter's gorn to 29 
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Act Two 

Heaven and took her babe with her,  me  l ittle grandchild as used to sit on me knee . . .  All gone now.  I  got no-one left . . . 

He  snivels,  and sips furtively at  his flask.  Reichenbach draws Murray aside. 

REICHENBACH 

Perfect!  Perfect!  When d id the rat last eat? 

SIR  HENRY  This morning .. .  But surely! You  don't mean . . . 

They both look round at the  Tramp. 

REICHENBACH 

Who will ever know? You  heard him - he's completely alone in the world !  A worthless old tramp - no-one knows he's here! 

SIR HENRY 

I  can 't do  it. Reichenbach, this is a h uman being! 

REICHENBACH 

What does that matter? Think of the rat,  Murray! 

Think of  its  offspring! A family,  a tribe, a popu lation of them !  Your female and this male - and what can his l ife  mean to this wretched old fel low? A weary shuffle from day to day,  begging a livi ng, sleepi ng in corners to keep out of the workhouse - hungry, cold, miserable - it' l l  be a mercifu l  release. 

SIR  HENRY 

I  I - oh, get it over with. This business sickens 

-

me. 

Reichenbach turns to the Tramp. 

REICHENBACH 

You're an old soldier, you  say? 

TRAMP  Colour-sergeant, sir.  Forty-n inth Dragoons. Served me country in the Crimea .. . 

REICHENBACH 

Yes, yes. Wel l, we don't want to turn a gal lant old soldier out into the n ight. You  stay here, and make the  best of it.  How's that flask? 

The  Tramp can  hardly believe  his luck.  He  holds  out the  flask and Reichenbach fills it  from one  of his own. 

A drop of brandy to keep out the cold. Sleep well. 
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Act Two 

Colour-sergeant! 

The  Tramp stands erect and salutes. 

TRAMP  Good  n ight to you, sir! God  bless you for a fine gentleman ! 

SIR  HENRY  Come on,  Reichenbach. 

The  Tramp settles  down to sleep. 

REICHENBACH 

Open the cage, Murray. 

Sir  Henry reluctantly opens wide  the door at the centre. Through it we can see dimly a stout wooden box the height of a  tall man and eight feet or so broad.  Sir Henry unfastens some bolts and pulls away the front of  the box,  to reveal a steel cage. 

Inside it,  something huge and dark is sleeping. 

Reichenbach holds  the lantern high and looks through  the doorway at it. 

Formidable! Magnificent! The  sheer size .. . 

Sir Henry opens  the  door of  the  cage.  There is nothing now to keep  the rat from getting out.  Taking care not to make too much  noise,  Sir Henry tiptoes back into  the  main  room,  leaving the door ajar.  We can't see the rat,  but we know it's  there. 

SIR HENRY  Come on - it's stirring.  It won't be long before it 

' 

wakes. 

REICHENBACH 

We'll go  up to the  next floor - and wait. 

They go out.  The  Tramp stirs  briefly,  then settles again. 

Pause. 

We  hear a cab drawing up.  The outside door opens, echoing around the building as before.  The crack of a whip,  and the  cab drives away. 

Footsteps creak  up  the stairs.  The door opens. A figure  with a lantern  comes  in - bowler-hatted, overcoated.  He holds  up  the lantern,  and we can see 31 
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Act Two 

that it is Dr  Watson. 

WATSON 

Place  is  empty.  I wonder where  he can be? 

He  looks around and sees the Tramp.  He starts  with surprise. 

Good grief. 

He  looks  closer. 

Oh, he's on ly asleep . . .  An  old tramp. 

Suddenly the  Tramp  wakes up and starts away. 

Watson jumps. 

TRAMP  It's al l  right, sir - beg  pardon, sir - no offence -

poor old soldier,  sir .. . 

WATSON 

Quiet, man !  How long have you  been  here? 

TRAMP  Not long,  sir - on  me  l ife, sir!  I  got permission . . . 

WATSON 

Keep your voice down! 

He looks around apprehensively. 

Have you  seen a gentleman come in here  in the past half hour? 

TRAMP  No,  sir - been on  watch, sir - n ight watchman, that's me. You  didn't ought to be here. This is private property, this is. 

WATSON 

Night watchman ?  Don't be absurd. You're  in  great danger here, and you  must leave at once. 

TRAMP  Danger,  sir? 

WATSON  Terrible danger. Take you r  belongings and  go at once.  Here . . . 

He  takes out a  coin. 

Find yourself a bed for the night.  But don't stay here. 

The  Tramp  takes the coin,  then stands  up. 

TRAMP  Watson,  you're a splendid fel low  which is why  I 

-

forgive you  for  being such an  ass. 
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Act Two 

He sweeps  off the grey wig.  It  is  Holmes!  Watson is amazed. 

WATSON 

Hol mes !  My dear fellow - but why the disguise? 

HOLMES  We're  up against someth ing devi lish here, Watson. 

The rat is loose - and I'm the bait for it.  I told you to stay away. 

WATSON  What,  and  leave you  here alone? Never! 

HOLMES 

I wanted you  in  Baker Street, Watson .  There's a job to be done there . . . 

WATSON 

But the danger!  Hol mes, my place  is at your side. 

What cou ld I  do in Baker Street? 

HOLMES  The most vital task of al l. Watson, if I  die . . . 

WATSON 

H ush! What's that? 

A sporadic swishing sound can be heard,  as of a giant tail sweeping the floor of a cage. 

HOLMES  The rat's awake!  Are you armed, Watson ? 

WATSON 

Of course . . . 

HOLMES 

Then stay here - and defend yourself! 

He runs to  the central  door, pauses a second, then rushes through, pulling it shut after him . 

... 

WATSON 

Holmes!  What are you doing? Come back! 

He runs to the door,  pulling a pistol from his pocket. 

Hol mes !  Wait for me .. . 

Suddenly there js a  wild animal shriek, and a  hideous snarling.  Watson hammers on the door, which he cannot open. 

Holmes !  Open the door! 

Various appalling noises come  from behind the door 

- climaxed by a  wild cry in  Holmes's voice. At the same time,  the other door flies open, and Jabez Luckett  runs in. 
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Act Two 

LucKETI  What the  devil's going on ? Who are you ? 

WATSON 

Never mind that,  man - open the door! 

LUCKETI 

D'you know what's in  there? 

WATSON  Open the . . . 

He falls back as the central  door bursts open,  and the Giant  Rat  charges in.  It is a figure of nightmare,  with glowing red eyes, a snarling mouth  full  of  yellow fangs,  a dirty matted coat,  a lashing tail .  It lunges  at Luckett and knocks  him  to  the  floor.  Watson  rolls over at  the same moment,  firing his pistol  at it.  The rat  rears  up,  shrieking with rage.  Watson stands  up fearlessly and fires again.  The rat screams, lashes  its tail  furiously,  and plunges  back into  the  other room . 

Watson  turns to Luckett. 

WATSON 

Here,  man - are you al l  right? 

LucKETI  Ooh,  me  leg - me  leg - he's chewed  it right offwhere's me  leg gone? 

WATSON 

Don't be absurd - you're stil l  in one piece. 

He checks him swiftly. 

A few bruises, nothing more. As  for  that fou l creature . . . 

He stands  up,  checks his pistol,  and re-loads. 

LucKETI  What're you  going to do? 

WATSON 

Go  in  after it, of course. You  don't leave a wounded animal. Besides .. . 

LucKETI  You 're mad !  You won 't ki l l  that thing with a  pistol -

you  might as wel l  throw paper darts at  it.  I 'm  off! 

He  runs  off. 

Watson  opens  the  door.  The rat is  not in  sight,  but we see the crumpled figure of Holmes lying dead in front of the cage. 
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Act Two 

WATSON 

Hol mes . .. Why? Why? 

He runs to Holmes,  but stops,  and shakes  his  head. 

Put it out of its misery fi rst. Where can  it have got to? 

He peers apprehensively around, and then goes steadily into  the  dark, pulling the  door shut behind him. 

Pause. 

Reichenbach and Sir Henry come  in excitedly. 

SIR  HENRY 

Did you hear,  Reichenbach ? Shots! 

REICHENBACH 

That  is of  no  consequence,  provided the tramp is dead. 

S1R  HENRY 

But - why  should you  want  him dead ? 

REICHENBACH 

Because he  wasn 't a tramp. 

S1R HENRY 

I  don't understand. 

REICHENBACH 

That was  no  tramp, Murray - that was  Sherlock Holmes! 

SIR  HENRY  What - the  detective ? 

REICHENBACH 

The ex-detective. A very cunning man :  a man al most as gifted as myself. The disgu ise had me fooled for nearly twenty-five seconds. 

SIR  HENRY 

But what of the rat? 

REICHENBACH 

Damn  the rat!  It  has  done its  work - let it perish. 

He  looks  through  the  door,  sees  the  body of Holmes, and turns  back with  an  expression of fiendish triumph. 

Congratu late me, Murray!  I 've brought the greatest detective of the age to the  most ignomin ious death I  could  imagine - killed by a rat!  Ha ha! 

The sound of shots from upstairs,  and of the rat running across a  wooden  floor. 
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Act Two 

S1R  HENRY  There  it  is again !  There's someone else i n  the building .. . 

REICHENBACH 

He must have had  an  accomplice. 

S1R HENRY  I'm going to  stop  it! The rat  must be saved . . . 

He runs to  the door.  Before he reaches i t  two shots come from offstage,  but closer than  before,  and a wild animal shriek. 

REICHENBACH 

Murray! 

Sir  Henry turns  in confusion.  Reichenbach  has  a pistol. 

S1R  HENRY 

Reichenbach! What i n  the world . . . 

Under the cover of the noise,  Reichenbach shoots him. 

Aaaaggghh! 

Sir Henry falls dead. 

REICHENBACH  Goodnight,  Murray. And farewel l  - Sherlock Holmes ! 

He goes out. 

Af ter a  moment,  Watson  comes  in  from  the  centre door,  with a  cut over his eye. 

WATSON 

Four shots - and  I  only fi red three!  What the devi l .  .. 

He sees Sir Henry's body, and bends over him. 

But who can this be ?  Not Sir Henry Murray,  surely? 

Mystery upon  mystery - death and horror wherever I  turn !  And  Holmes  is  dead . . .  the best and wisest man I  shal l ever know.  But he said  I  was to go to Baker Street - there was  one last task that had to be done. Pray Heaven  I'm not too late! 

He goes  out. 

E ND  OF  ACT  TWO 
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ACT  T H RE E  

The room in Baker Street, as in Act One.  Semidarkness.  Everything is where it  was before,  including the dummy at the  desk with the note Holmes pinned to it before leaving. 

Weary footsteps approach the door.  Dr  Watson comes in,  carrying a  lamp  which  he  puts  on the table before taking off  his  hat and coat and hanging them up.  He rubs his  eyes  with  weariness,  looks around, and checks  his  watch. 

WATSON 

Half past midnight .. .  Is that a! I ?  It feels as if a year's gone by.  But what is there left to do? 

He sees the note pinned to the dummy, and takes it off. 

He's left a note. (Reading.)  'My dear Watson, by the time you read this I  shal l  be dead.  However,  the only person to know this besides yourself wil l  be my killer, for a day or so at least - and it is in that time that the trap  I  have so carefu l ly  laid wi l l  be sprung. 

'Knowing that  I  am  dead,  my murderer wil l  come to Baker Street to look for a blue fi le that contains detai ls which \'Vou ld incriminate  him and his evi l gang. You  must be there, Watson . You  must l ie  in wait in our chamber, and arrest him. I  dare not involve Scotland Yard - our man  is  too clever,  and would spot them at once. 

'I go to my death cheerfu l ly enough,  but with an impu lse of curiosity which wi l l  never be satisfied in this world :  for I  do not  know who my kil ler wi l l  be. 

I  have  my suspicions, but you, Watson, wi l l  be the first to know,  when the door opens and my mu rderer wal ks in. You  have never fai led me  in the past, old friend; do not fai l  me now. Guard the fi le with your  l ife, and arrest my killer. 

3 7  
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'With my most cordial regards, Sherlock Holmes. ' 

Watson  crumples  up  the letter and brushes a  manly tear from his eye. 

Arrest him? Only one thing's good  enough  for the fiend who killed Sherlock Holmes - and that's a bu llet. And if I  swing for  it,  I'll go to the gallows with a joyful  heart! 

He assumes a look of bulldog determination and checks his pistol. 

Lie in wait? I  shan't close my eyes til l  I 've stopped him. It's the last service  I  can pay you, Holmes -

and  I  shan't fail ! 

He peers  through  the curtains at the street. 

The  street's deserted . . .  Just one  cab.  Is  it stopping? 

No, it's turned the corner.  Well, there's plenty of time yet.  I 'd  better blow the  lamp out . . . 

He yawns. 

Oh, bless my soul, I 'm exhausted.  Nervous exhaustion . . .  and that fou l  rat shook me up. 

He glances in the mirror - touches  the scratch on his forehead. 

Better put a spot of iodine on this scratch. 

He opens a  drawer,  takes out a  bottle, and daubs himself.  He yawns again. 

I could do with some strong coffee.  Mrs  H udson' l l b e  asleep now, though;  wouldn't want to wake her up. Well, make the best of it. 

He tiptoes to the door - opens it - listens - shuts  it again. 

What am I  th inking of? The l ight!  I  haven't blown it out yet - it'll warn him. 

He blows  it out.  The stage darkens,  but there is 38 
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sufficient light through  the curtains for us to see where the furniture is, and to see Watson as he feels his  way around it. 

Now - where can I  hide? Behind the door? 

He tries  it. 

No - not enough room. Under the table? 

He tries  that too. 

Getting a l ittle stiff for that these days . . .  It'll have to be the sofa.  I  can  lie down and keep out of sight -

then as  he crosses the room, I ' l l  fire! 

He lies down on the sofa. 

Dear me . . .  Poor old Holmes. What an end . . . 

Bri l liant mind . . .  Terrible loss . . . 

He sighs. 

Pause. 

We  hear a gentle snore.  The snoring continues as we hear the following sounds: 

Hoofbeats, and a cab drawing up at the street door; a brief pause before it moves away,  the  trundling wheels vanishing down  the street. 

Another brief pause, and we hear footsteps, very careful and slow,  on the stairs.  They pause outside the  door,  and the  handle turns.  Slowly the  door opens.  We  see a figure enter the  room - but then it shuts the door and we cannot see it clearly.  Watson continues to snore.  The figure stands still  for a moment, getting its bearings - then moves  carefully across the room towards  the bookshelf. In doing so, it brushes Watson's foot.  He suddenly wakes  up, and sits  upright, grabbing for his pistol. 

WATSON 

Oh !  I  say! Who's that? Stop there, or I'll shoot! 

He strikes a match - holds  it up - and we see  that the figure is Miss Murray! 
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Miss  MURRAY 

Dr Watson !  Please don't shoot - it's me! 

WATSON 

Miss Murray!  What on earth are you doing? 

He jumps up and lights the lamp. 

Didn't you  know I  might have shot you  then ? 

Miss  MURRAY  Oh,  Mr Watson, I  had to come - 1  cou ldn't bear to think of Mr  Hol mes in danger for  my  sake . . . 

WATSON  Well, look here, th is isn't the  best  place for you at the  moment,  Miss Murray.  Poor  Holmes  is - is dead. 

MISS  MURRAY 

No!  I  can't bel ieve it! 

WATSON  And  I'm afraid  I  have some more  bad  news :  your uncle, Sir Henry,  is . . . 

Miss  MURRAY 

Dead ?  Oh  no! Oh,  how terri ble!  Poor U ncle Henry 

- he was so devoted to science . . . 

She sobs genteelly. 

WATSON  There, there . . . 

He  tries  to comfort her. 

Miss  MURRAY  And poor Mr Holmes!  It's all my  fau lt .. . 

WATSON 

Don't distress yourself,  Miss Murray.  He  did his duty . . .  but now I  have to complete the task, and capture his murderer. 

Miss  MURRAY 

Is that why you were waiting i n  the dark? 

WATSON 

The vi llain's going to come  here and  steal someth ing.  Hol mes arranged a trap. As  soon  as he arrives,  I'll spring out and catch  him. You 'd  better not be here - it'll be dangerous. 

MISS MURRAY 

But where can  I  go? 

WATSON  Yes, that's a problem - you can't go downstairs; Mrs  H udson 's fast asleep, and I  daren 't wake  her up. You 'll have to go in  Hol mes's room for the time being,  I  suppose . . .  I'll go and open it up. 
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He passes a  worried hand over his brow and unlocks the  door of  Holmes's  bedroom before going through and leaving Miss Murray on  her own. 

As soon as  he's gone,  she darts  to  the  bookshelf and finds  the blue file.  She sits on the sofa, with  her back to  the  desk and the  dummy,  and begins to leaf through  the  file. 

She is still for a  moment or two.  But behind her,  the dummy is beginning to move.  It stirs slowly - it stands  up,  turns around - it is Holmes,  alive! 

HOLMES 

Drop the fi le,  Miss Murray.  And the pistol . 

She shrieks,  turns, a n d  drops  the file - but we see that she is indeed holding a pistol,  which she now brings  up sharply and fires.  Holmes darts forward and seizes it  from  her,  holding it to  her head,  as Watson  runs back in,  sees  what's happening,  and faints. 

Miss  MURRAY  You  fiend! You  devil !  Curse you !  Dam n you, Sherlock Holmes! 

HOLMES 

That's the second  time th is evening I 've  been damned - but the first time  I 've  been shot. 

He feels his shoulder - his hand comes away red with blood. 

Your aim  is  better than  Colonel Moran 's, and that's saying something.  I  strongly advise you not to move.  I wou ld shoot you without hesitation, woman or no. 

Miss  MURRAY  Yes, I'm sure you would. 

HOLMES  Watson !  Watson I 

Watson  stirs. 

WATSON 

Oh,  I  say - Holmes !  You're al ive! 

He struggles  up. 

HOLMES 

It was a cruel trick to play on you, Watson - but it 41 
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had to be done. Take the gun, old fellow . . . 

Watson  takes the gun  while  Holmes sits down  to tend his wound. 

Miss  MURRAY 

(To  Holmes.)  One more second. One more second, and I 'd  have kil led you .  You have the luck of the devil, Sherlock Holmes. 

He looks up angrily. 

HOLMES 

Luck?  Luck, madam ? Talent, yes.  Genius,  by all means. Hard work in abu ndance.  But do not put my successes down to luck - it is the sign of a vu lgar mind. Your uncle would know better than that. 

Miss  MURRAY  Yes - and he'll beat you yeti WATSON 

I'm lost,  Hol mes. What  is  going on ? 

HOLMES  Th is young lady, Watson,  is  no relation of Sir Henry Murray. Al low me to introduce - Miss Kate Moriarty! 

WATSON 

I  can 't bel ieve it! 

Miss  MURRAY 

It's true - though  I  don 't know  how you fou nd out. 

And my u ncle wi l l  destroy you, Sherlock Hol mes. 

HOLMES 

It s  been  said before, Miss Mu rray - but no-one's 

' 

done it yet. 

WATSON 

But Holmes - the  rat - I  saw you  dead,  in the warehouse .. . 

HOLMES 

Misdirection, Watson. The same pri nciple I  used on you  both just now.  Expecting to  see a dummy sitting at the desk, you  didn't  look twice when you saw me there as large as  I if e. And when you saw a distinctively dressed bundle of sacking in  the warehouse where you expected  my body to be, neither you  nor Moriarty gave it a second  glance. 

WATSON 

He  knew you  were the tramp, then ? 
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HOLMES 

I took care that he shou ld. He clai med to spot me in twenty-five seconds;  I  think it was a trifle longer than that. Just a trifle longer. 

WATSON 

But what about Miss Murray's  I  mean,  this young 

-

lady's story about the cel lar,  and the dog, and . . .  ? 

Miss MURRAY 

Ha! We  made it  up,  U ncle James and I  the cel lar, 

-

the l ittle dog, the bloodstained shoe, the lot. And it had  you  fooled, Sherlock Hol mes. You  sat there and took it al l  in  like a baby. 

HOLMES 

Not for long. 

MISS  MURRAY 

Ha! 

WATSON 

But how did you  know that someone would come and  look for the blue fi le? 

HOLMES 

I  took care to let this young lady see me look  in the fi le as soon as she mentioned  her uncle's partner. 

She was trying to arouse my interest, and I took the opportu nity of laying the bait for this little trap.  She took it - beautifu l ly. 

Miss  MURRAY  You won 't get away with it!  He'll beat  you  yet! 

HOLMES 

No,  he won't. 

The door opens.  Reichenbach/Moriarty is standing there,  with a pistol. 

MORIARTY  I  beg to differ,  Mr  Holmes. 

He comes in and shuts the door behind him. 

I  observe a sl ight invol untary movement in your right arm,  Dr Watson, which indicates the presence of a gun  in your pocket.  My niece wi l l  take  it from you. If you try to prevent her,  I  shal l  put a bul let through Mr Holmes's brain. 

She does so,  and points the pistol at Watson. 

HOLMES  Wel l,  Professor. Your tim ing is  impeccable. 
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MORIARTY 

I  saw through your so-cal led tramp at once,  Mr Holmes. 

HOLMES  At once?  No,  Professor.  I  would not insult your intelligence with a poor disguise. It was at  least a minute. 

MORIARTY  Twenty-five seconds,  no more. 

HOLMES  Wel l,  we shan't quibble. I  assume you're going to ki l l  us? 

MORIARTY  Of course. With  some regret.  There  is  noth ing that wou ld please me  more than to discuss matters of scientific interest with one of only four intel lects i n the world able to match  mine. But. . . 

HOLMES 

Four? And who are the others,  pray? 

MORIARTY  A Buddhist monk in  Tibet, a shepherd i n Gloucestershire, and a young German  boy cal led Einstei n, of whom I  have great hopes.  But enough, Mr Hol mes. It has been  a pleasure to confront you; it wi ll be a sorrow to ki l l  you.  But kill you I  must. 

The fi le,  if you please. 

HOLMES  Watson - we're  beaten .  Hand  Professor Moriarty the  blue file. 

Watson,  scowling,  does so. Moriarty examines  the contents. 

MORIARTY 

So - you  know about the Yokohama con nection. 

And the Hopkinson-Mul l iner oil bonds . . .  You are better informed than  I  thought.  Kate,  my dear, would you  l i ke to leave the room  while I  shoot these gentlemen ? 

She  looks  at  them and considers. 

Miss  MURRAY 

No, than k you. ·I ' l l  stay and watch. 

WATSON 

(Shocked.)  Miss Moriarty.  I  have  never  met . . . 

Miss  MURRAY 

(Sweetly.) Are you going to  pay me a compli ment, Dr Watson ? 
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WATSON 

Most certain ly not. 

Miss MURRAY  Then shut your gob-box. 

Watson is  flabbergasted. 

Fire away,  Uncle James - you've got the  pistol . 

Moriarty lifts  the pistol and fires i t  a t  Holmes. 

Holmes doesn't move. 

HOLMES 

Fortu nately,  I  seized the chance in the warehouse to load  it with blan ks. Watson, the girl ! 

He  flings himself at  Moriarty while  Watson  seizes  the woman's pistol. A  struggle - cries,  overturned furniture,  etc. 

Suddenly the door flies  open.  Standing there is Mrs Hudson  in  her nightgown and nightcap,  a saucepan in  her hand. 

MRS  HUDSON  And j ust what  is going on  in  here? 

They all fall still, guiltily. 

Do you  know what time it is? Half past one!  I 'd  like to  know what you  th ink you 're doing at th is time of n ight when folks  are trying to get to sleep downstai rs. Carrying on  l i ke a bear-garden !  Have you  got an explanation, Mr  Holmes? 

HOLMES 

I - well, as a matter of fact,  Mrs  Hudson, we - stop h i m ! 

Moriarty has made a  dash for the  door.  Mrs  Hudson brings  down  the saucepan on  his  head.  He falls stunned. 

HOLMES  Wel l  done!  Mrs  H udson, that man  is wanted  by the pol ice of three continents. 

MRS  HUDSON  Well, he ain 't wanted here. Get rid of him, Mr Holmes. And as for you,  Dr Watson, cuddling that girl while I'm talking to you - I 'm  surprised. 

WATSON 

I - oh,  I say, I - come,  come,  Mrs  Hudson. 
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MRS  HuosoN 

It'll have to stop. There's been too much malarkey in these rooms, Mr  Holmes. This is  a respectable house. Shooti ng matches, giant rats, and now horseplay.  I'm not having it. 

Miss  Moriarty struggles free of Watson  and grabs  the file before darting through  the door. Mrs Hudson watches austerely. 

WATSON 

Come  back!  Holmes, the fi le - she's got the fi le . . . 

HOLMES 

But we've got him - and I 've got copies of al l the papers.  Help me tie him  up.  Mrs  Hudson, my profou nd apologies for disturbing your sleep. 

He kneels beside  the recumbent Moriarty and begins to  tie him  up. 

But this man  is  the  most dangerous criminal  in Europe, and you 've just succeeded where  I  nearly failed. 

Watson  has begun to help him,  but a horrible suspicion is  beginning to dawn.  Hand to mouth,  he peers closely at Moriarty. 

And we mustn't forget the rat, Watson. Murray's first one must stil l  be al ive - we' l l  notify the Zoo first thing  in  the  morn ing.  Rattus Giganticus Murrayensis. 

Watson plucks Ho/mes's sleeve. 

WATSON 

Holmes, I  say . . . 

HOLMES 

Don't interrupt, Watson.  Rattus Giganticus Murrayensis - he was a man of science, after al l -

let him have the credit. What  is  it,  Watson ? 

WATSON 

Look at him, Holmes. 

He points to Moriarty with  horror. 

HOLMES 

Is  he - dead ? 

He kneels to  look more closely - then jumps  in stupefaction. 
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I  don't believe  it! 

Watson picks up Moriarty with one hand.  It is a dummy! 

WATSON  A dummy Moriarty!  How on earth . . . 

Mrs  Hudson,  seeing the ghastly thing,  falls  to  the floor in a  faint.  Holmes and Watson  take no notice. 

HOLMES  Where  is  he? 

He runs to the door and looks out. Watson  takes a note from  the  dummy. 

WATSON 

Listen, Holmes. (Reads.)  'Two can play at dummies, Mr Holmes. I  have had  this excel lent com pressible article prepared for some time. I n  case I  do not have the  pleasure of tal king to you again, may I  say how much I  have enjoyed ou r brief conversation. 

Unfortunately,  it wi l l  be our last, as I  have made arrangements for your swift and sudden death. 

You rs very sincerely, James Moriarty,  M.A.,  D.Sc.' 

Holmes laughs loudly,  and picks up his hat and coat. 

HOLMES 

Ha ha! A foeman worthy of our steel. While Moriarty  l ives, Watson, there can be no rest for Sherlock Holmes. Come . . . 

WATSON 

Holmes, I  say.  Er .. . 

He indicates  the unconscious Mrs Hudson. 

Holmes examines  her curiously. 

HOLMES  Great Scott. Another dummy!  Come, Watson - we must find a cab at once. The game's afoot! 

Holmes and Watson  rush  out. 

Mrs Hudson  sits up,  blazing with indignation. 

MRS  HUDSON  A dummy? Wel l ! 

CU R TA I N  

4 7  
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A  C  T 
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E  S 

THINGS  TO  TALK  ABOUT 

1  Sherlock Holmes  is  one of those characters from fiction that  have  become more famous than the authors who created them, and certain ly more famous than  any of the stories in which they originally appeared. So famous,  in fact, that quite a few people have grown  up believing he was  a real person ! 

• 

Why  do you think that the character of Holmes is so successfu l ? 

• 

What other characters from books, fi lms or television  have become so well known that they seem to have taken  on  a l ife of their own, and reappear in  other stories ? 

2  Holmes's amazi ng abi lity to deduce and pred ict things seems quite unbel ievable at times. Does this matter? 

• 

Pick out three incidents from the play which wou ld be extremely u n l i kely to happen in real l ife. 

• 

How do you  think an audience wou ld react to seeing these things  on  stage? 

• 

Which bits of the play do  you  l i ke best? Can you say why? 

3  Philip Pul lman writes, 'The world of Sherlock Holmes is fu l l  of fl ickering gas  lights, hansom cabs driven by muffl.ed cockneys and screams from foggy alleys. Queen Victoria i s  always on  the throne, the British Navy ru les the waves and Scotland yard  is, unfail i ngly,  baffled. ' 

• 

Pick out a few  l ines from the play wh ich Jielp 48 

create  an  image of this world. 

• 

What sort of things cou ld an audience watching the play see and  hear to help build the right sort of atmosphere ? 

4  Although the play isn't obviously a comedy, audiences might find things to laugh at.  The unlikely escape of Moriarty,  for example,  might make them laugh in disbelief.  Some of the humour comes from odd l i nes such as when Mrs  Hudson picks up the whip and innocently says: What's  this ?  looks  like the  tail of a gigantic rat. 

• 

Pick out some other lines or incidents which you found fu nny,  and try to say how they work. 

5  /'m  lost,  Holmes.  What is going on ? 

Think about how many TV detectives have 

'sidekicks'  like  Dr Watson. They often  seem  a bit useless in terms of actual ly solving the crime, but what fu nction do they play in the story? 

Tal k  about how Dr Watson : 

• 

helps the audience understand what  is  going on (what does he  have  in  common with the audiencei) ; 

• 

creates problems which Holmes then has to solve; 

• 

gives Holmes the chance to explain what he is thinking. 

T H INGS  TO  WRITE  A B OUT 

6  So - you know about the  Yokohama connection. And the Hopkinson-Mulliner oil bonds . . .  You are better informed than I  thought. 

• 

Create one of the documents from  the  'blue 49 
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folder' which Moriarty was so keen to get his hands on. 

7 

A popu lar  read  i n  Victorian England was the 'penny dreadful '  - a kind of newspaper which told the stories of horrible crimes i n  sensational detail. 

Some Sunday newspapers today specialise  in shocking their readers i n  the same way. 

• 

Look at the way some recent stories have  been presented  in  different newspapers. What sort of words are used to make the stories sound sensational ? 

• 

Write a sensational newspaper report on the story of 'The Limehouse Horror'. 

8  Although Sherlock Holmes  is  a fictitious character, his address is real. Today, 22 1 B  Baker Street is occupied by the Abbey National, which frequently receives letters addressed to Sherlock Holmes asking for his help! 

• 

Write a letter to Holmes about a mysterious case that you need hel p with (but please don't send it! ) . 

9  At the end of th is adventure  Hol mes might wel l have  kept the rat's-tail whip as a memento. Write the  story of how  he came by another special object in  the  room. 

BR ING ING  THE  PLAY  TO  LIFE 

1 0   A popu lar form of theatre i n  Victorian times was melodrama.  I n  this type of drama the characters are instantly recogni sable as heroes, victims, loyal friends and faithfu l  servants. The storyl i nes were quite simple but ful l  of action,  and the li nes were written  in  a way that piled on the tension. 

I n  pai rs, practise these exchanges from the J?lay  in a so 
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way that shows exactly what the characters are like. 

Try to use you r voices and gestures to help build up the tension for an audience: 

MORAN 

So . . .  There  is no escape now, Sherlock Holmes. I have  run  you  to the ground. And  I  shall  strike! 

HOLMES  Aaaggghhhh ! 

MORAN  The end . . .  of Sherlock Holmes. 

HOLMES  I  think not, Colonel Moran. 

SIR  HENRY  You're  mad,  Reichenbach! Insane! 

REICHENBACH 

Oh, I  don't think so.  I  am conscious of a pecul iar clarity of mind. 

WATSON 

But the danger!  Holmes, my place is at your side. 

What cou ld I  do in Baker Street? 

HOLMES  The  most vital task of all . 

• 

I n  pairs,  pick out three other short exchanges which you th ink either show the characters very clearly o(help add to the tension. 

• 

On your own, pick any one l ine which you th ink 

'sums up' one of the characters - that is, on ly they coul d  possibly say such a line.  Practise saying the l ine out loud until you think you have the voice 'just right'.  Now move around saying the l ine to everyone you meet, and l isten careful ly to the  lines that are being said to you. 

Listen out for lines that you think are spoken by the same character in a different part of the play. 

Talk about how it  was  that you knew someone had chosen the same character even though they had  a different l ine. 
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1 1   Stage directions help make the story understandable, and give actors, directors and designers some clues about how to  bring the  play to l ife on  stage.  I n  a performance,  however, the actors need to do a lot for themselves in order to keep the audience interested. 

• 

Look  back to the  scene in which Miss Mu rray is first telling her story to Holmes and Watson (pages 1 7-20). Try the scene out and talk about what you would have to do, as actors, to make the  scene grip the audience's attention. 

1 2   If Sherlock Holmes and the Limehouse Horror was to be fil med, Miss Murray's story about what happened in North umberland might wel l  be  shown as a flashback. 

• 

Improvise or write the scene between Miss Murray and her father. 

• 

Tal k  about how a flashback scene l i ke this might be shown on the  stage. 

1 3   I n  pairs, work on one of the following scenes. Pay attention to the way you  speak and  move in order to capture the characters and style appropriately. 

While they may not be whol ly 'believable' as  real people, try not to  make  them total ly ridicu lous! 

• 

Holmes and Watson  make a plan to capture Colonel Moran .  (Focus on  showing Holmes's genius and how Watson  is i mpressed by th is.) 

• 

Moriarty and his niece  Kate devise a way of enticing Holmes to the warehouse.  (Focus on how devil i shly wicked they are.) 

• 

Sir Henry shows  Reichenbach the rat for the fi rst time.  (Focus on Sir Henry's in nocence and  how good  Reichenbach is at deceiving him.) 

• 

Dr Watson escorts Miss Murray to an ho�I for 52 

the n ight.  (Focus on  how gentleman ly Watson  is, and on Miss Murray's fal se vulnerabi l ity.) STAGING  THE  PLAY 

1 4   I n  the original production of Sherlock Holmes and the Limehouse Horror,  there were only seven actors :  five  men and two women. Some of the  parts had to be doubled  that  is,  some actors played 

-

more than  one  part. 

• 

Why didn't the theatre company just employ more actors ? 

• 

Try to work out which parts  might have been doubled. Bear in  mind that someone  is needed to play the rat! 

• 

Cou ld the play have  been performed with even fewer than seven actors? 

1 5   The play on ly has two female roles. You  might feel that there ought to be  more, but the fact  is that in Victorian  England women had  even fewer chances of appearing as major characters  in stories than they do  now (which is perhaps part of the reason why Philip Pu llman has tried to set the record straight by creating the female Victorian  detective Sal ly Lockhart  in  his excel lent novel  The Ruby in  the Smoke). 

• 

Would it affect the way a modern audience thought about the play to have some of the male parts played by women? 

• 

Might there be a way of putting more female characters  in the play without changing the storyline too m uch ? Look back to the cast list on page 8 and write character descriptions of two or three new characters who might be added to the play. 
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1 6   Look at the stage directions on pages 33-34  which describe how Holmes and Watson first encou nter the rat.  In the original production the rat was played by an actor in  a quite convinci ng costu me. 

• 

Suggest some other ways of either showi ng the rat or producing the scene in such a way that the audience never actually sees the beast. 

• 

I magine that the play  is being produced for radio. 

What sound effects wou ld help build up the tension and atmosphere for this scene. Work in small  groups and, using a cassette recorder, try out your ideas. 

1 7   Two  sets are needed to stage Sherlock Holmes and the Limehouse Horror.  The warehouse m ight be quite bare,  suggested by a few  packing cases and dim  l ighting.  Holmes's Baker Street apartment, on the other hand, needs to be very detai led in order to capture the right atmosphere. 

• 

Draw a plan of the set for Holmes's room. Draw it so that the side wal ls are angled outwards (remember,  it is not a  real  room  but a representation of one designed for the stage - al l of the audience wil l  need to see into it no matter where they are sitting) .  Use simple symbols to show where the desk, fi replace, windows and chairs, etc.  might be. 

• 

Refer back to the stage directions and try to imagine what the audience wi l l  actual ly see. This is very i mportant in this play because of the trick played with the dummy. Wi l l  your design allow the following directions to work? 

He goes behind the screen to the sofa; we see him swing his legs  up  along the seat. . . 

She folds  the screen,  revealing the silhouette of Holmes behind it. . . 
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1 8   If you think about you r own bedroom you will realise that you have a number of special things in it which say quite a lot about you as a person. They might be  reminders of certain people or places, or just a  part of your everyday  l ife  (clothes all over the floor? Homework book and  letters from school shoved under the bed ?) 

Sherlock Holmes has  had a l ife  investigating the most bizarre mysteries. What sort of curious things might we fi nd in  his Baker Street apartment? A good  designer would want to clutter  up  his room with  all manner of objects which gave a sense of his character. 

• 

Look  back to the open ing stage direction in which Philip Pu l lman gives an idea of some of the things that an audience might see  on  the set for Hol mes's apartment. Make a list of at least six very special  objects that could also be used to give the room a very personal atmosphere. 

• 

Write your own description of the room that would help a set designer choose the  right sort of colours, fabrics and furn ishings to capture the period and atmosphere. 

1 9   Think about the size and shape of you r school  hal l or drama studio. 

• 

How  possible wou ld it be to stage th is play  in those areas ? 

• 

The play Was written with a proscenium  arch stage i n  mind. That would mean that the audience on ly sees the play from one angle. Why is that so important in this play? 

• 

Thinking of your performance space, can you th ink of a way to show both  Baker Street and the warehouse without having lengthy and complicated scene changes ? 
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THE  INCREDI BLE  CASE  OF  THE  COPY  CATS 

Arthur Conan Doyle is  credited as havi ng created the character of Sherlock Holmes - but actually he used one of his teachers as a model .  Conan  Doyle had studied medicine under a certain Dr Joseph Bell, a su rgeon  in  Edinburgh.  Dr Bel l was famed for his extraordinary abi l ity to deduce the background and occupations of his patients by closely observing detail s  of thei r appearance. Like Hol mes,  Dr Bel l was tall  and thin, had  piercing eyes and a n  aquiline nose. 

Holmes appeared  in four novels : A Study in Scarlet 

The Sign  of Four 

The  Hound of the Baskervilles 

The  Valley of Fear 

The 5 7  short stories he  appears i n  are collected  in these books: 

The Adventures  of Sherlock Holmes The  Memoirs  of Sherlock Holmes 

The Return  of Sherlock Holmes 

His  Last Bow 

The  Case-Book of Sherlock Holmes By 1 893 Conan  Doyle had  become tired of writing about him, and kil led him off by havi ng him fal l  to his death  with  Moriarty over the  Reichenbach Fal ls in Switzerland. However,  public demand for more stories was so great that  he was  brought back to life  in  1 903 ! 

20  It wasn't long before  other writers started to i mitate Conan Doyle i n  the hope of cashing i n  on  his successfu l formu la. 

• 

Look at these brief descri ptions of other detectives and tal k about how even their names, 56 

and those of the assistants, are similar to Sherlock Hol mes and Watson: 

Sexton  Blake 

Like  Holmes he l ived  in Baker Street.  He  had  a bright boy assistant cal led Tinker. 

Nelson  Lee 

A detective who  became a schoolmaster at St Frank's.  His assistant was cal led  N ipper. 

Dixon  Brett 

The  'Scientific Sleuth' who drove a Mercedes. 

He smoked a cigar and wore evening dress under a fur-lined  overcoat. 

Falcon  Swift 

The  'Sporting Detective' who  once played in an international football  match wearing a monocle! 

• 

What do these names suggest about the characters ? 

• 

Talk about the names of modern TV detectives, for example Inspector Morse and Jonathan Creek.  Do they have anything in common ? What do their names tel l  you about their characters ? 

• 

Who  is your favourite fictional detective? Write a brief character description, saying what particu lar qual ities they have which make them interesting. 

Perhaps, when you think about it, they are not so different from  Hol mes. 

21  I nvent your own detective.  Decide on a name, and some characteristics that wil l  help people remember him or her.  Hol mes's hook nose, pipe and deerstalker hat are  recogn ised al l  over the world. Invent a favourite saying for you r character. 

( Holmes never actual ly said 'E lementary,  my dear Watson ', though.  The exact l ine ran :  "'Excel lent! "  I cried. "Elementary, " said he. ') 5 7  
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• 

Work  in  groups to devise an advertising campaign to launch this new character. 

• 

Design an  image that cou ld be used on billboards and stickers. 

• 

Write or improvise a trailer for a new television series. 

• 

Draw part of a comic strip featuring the new detective. 

22  Read these short extracts from other detective novels: 

a 

from  'Blood Rights' by Mike Phillips: I  was facing him now,  and I  pursed  my l i ps and shook my head.  He had a low forehead with straw coloured hair fal l ing over it,  his close-set brown eyes  peering through,  and  he was wel l  above six feet, tal ler than me, with broad  hu lking shoulders. 

'Leave off,  Borelli,' I  said, 'or at least say 

"please". ' 

'Detective Sergeant Borelli,' h e  snapped, h i s  head jerking up to give  me a brief glare.  'Mr Borelli to you, Sambo. ' 

'Sergeant, ' the desk sergeant said. 'Look at this.' 

His voice had a warning note, and I  real ised that he  had found my  N UJ card and was showing it to Borelli. 

A journal ist?' Borelli said, and letting go of me 

' 

took the card. Then he looked up, recognition dawning on  his face. 

'Sam ?' he asked.  'Sam  Dean ?' 

'Yes,' I  told him,  'and if you don 't stop feeling me up I'll  bash your face in again.' 

'Gordon  Bennett. '  He laughed and shook his head .  'I heard you 'd become a reporter. What's all this then ?' 

'Well,' I  hesitated.  'Can I  tal k  to you now?' 

58 

[image: Image 65]

b  from  'Sing a Song of Sixpence' by Agatha  Christie: Martha answered the bell. 

'You told me,  Martha,  if I  remember rightly,  that you  had  a sl ight altercation with your late  mistress over one of the new sixpences. ' 

'Yes,  sir. ' 

'Ah !  but the curious thing is, Martha, that among this loose change, there is no new sixpence.  There are two  sixpences, but they are  both  old ones.' 

She stared at him in a puzzled fashion. 

'You  see what that means ? Some one did come to  the house that evening - some one to  whom your mistress gave sixpence . . .  I  th ink she gave  it to him in  exchange for this . .  .' 

With a swift movement,  he  shot his hand forward, holding out the doggerel verse about unemployment. 

One glance at her face was enough. 

'The game  is  up,  Martha - you  see,  I  know. You may as wel l  tel l  me everyth ing. ' 

c  from  'Goldfish '  by Raymond Chandler: The bald-headed  man  held up a large  bottle with a label that said something about:  'Cream of Dixie Straight Rye Whisky Guaranteed at Least Four Months Old.' 

'Okay,'  I  said. 'I see it just moved  in.' 

I  poured some water in it and dran k it. It tasted l i ke a cholera cultu re.  I  put a quarter on the counter. The barman showed me a gold tooth on the other side of his face and took hold of the counter with two  hard  hands and pushed his chin at me. 

'What was that crack?' he asked, almost gently. 

'I just moved in,' I  said. 'I'm  looking for some goldfish for the front window.  Goldfish . ' 

The barman said very slowly:  'Do I  look like a guy would know a guy would have goldfish?' His 
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face was a l ittle white. 

The  long-nosed man who had  been  playing himself a rou nd of pool racked  his cue and strol led over to the counter beside me and threw a n ickel on  it. 

'Draw me a drink before you wet yourself, '  he told the barman. 

The barman  pried himself loose from  the counter with a good deal of effort.  I  looked down to see if his fingers had made any dents in the wood.  He drew a coke, stirred it with a swizzle-stick, dumped it on the bar top, took a deep breath and let it out through  his nose, grunted and went away towards a door marked :  'Toi let. ' 

Although all  of these books wou ld fal l  into the genre of the detective novel, you can see that the authors have very different styles  of writing. 

• 

Write part of the story of Sherlock Holmes and the Limehouse Horror  in a different style, perhaps making it more like one of the television detective series you  are fami liar with. 

• 

Alternatively,  look back at the  last scene of the play,  from  Moriarty's entrance  in Act Three (page 43) .  Discuss how you  might change the ending of the play without completely changing the style (the sudden appearance of the Power Rangers, for example, might just be a step too far! ) 23  Perhaps you think that Sherlock Holmes  is  a bit outdated and no longer has an appeal for a modern audience.  If that  is so you may be a l ittle su rprised by this extract from The Sign  of Four: Sherlock Holmes took his bottle from the corner of the mantelpiece, and his hypodermic syringe from its neat morocco case. With  his long, white, nervous fi ngers he adj usted the delicate  needle, and rol led back his  left shirt-cuff.  For some time' his 60 
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eyes  rested thoughtfu l ly upon the sinewy forearm and wrist, al l  dotted and  scarred with  numerous puncture-marks.  Finally,  he thrust the sharp point home, pressed down the tiny piston,  and  sank back into the velvet-lined armchair with a long sigh of satisfaction. 

Three times a day for many months  I  had witnessed this performance, but custom  had not reconciled  my mind to  it.  I  suddenly felt that I could hold out  no  longer. 

'Which  is  it today, '  I  asked, 'morphine or cocaine?' 

He raised his eyes  languidly from the old blackletter volume which he  had opened. 

'It is cocaine, '  he  said, 'a seven-per-cent solution. 

Wou ld you care to try it?' 

• 

How would an aud ience react to seeing a modern-day detective use drugs in this way? 

• 

Both  morphine and cocaine were quite readily available in  Victorian times - you could order supplies through the Army and  Navy  Stores !  Find out more about the attitude some Victorian writers and artists had towards drugs. 

• 

I magine that Holmes were al ive today.  Write or improvise a scene in which  a modern-day drugs squad team raided 221 B  Baker Street. What might the officer i n  charge of the raid say to newspaper reporters  in  the  press conference that fol lowed ? 

F U RTHER  WO RK 

Philip Pul l man got the  idea for Sherlock Holmes and the Limehouse Horror from a comment made in one of Conan Doyle's original stories, The Adventure  of the Sussex  Vampire.  There are many references to other 'u nwritten' cases in other 61 
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stories. Here are just a few examples: 

'Here's the record of the Tarleton  murders, and the case of Vamberry the wine merchant, and the adventure of the old Russian woman, and the singular affair of the aluminium crutch, as well as a ful l  account of Ricoletti  of the club foot and his abominable wife .. . ' 

The Musgrave  Ritual 

'I  find, on  looking over my notes, that thi s  period includes the case of the papers of ex-President Muril lo, and also the shocking affair of the Dutch steamship Friesland,  which so nearly cost us both our l ives.' 

The Norwood Builder 

'In the memorable year '95  a curious and incongruous succession of cases had  engaged  his attention, ranging from the famous investigation of the sudden death of Cardi nal Tosca - an  inquiry which was carried out by him at the express desire of His Holiness the Pope - down to the arrest of Wi lson, the  notorious canary-trainer, which removed a plague-spot from the East End of London. ' 

Black Peter 

'As  I turn over the pages  I  see my notes u pon the repulsive story of the red leech and the terrible death of Crosby the banker.  Here al so I fi nd an account of the Addleton tragedy and the singular contents of the ancient British barrow. ' 

The  Golden  Pince-Nez 

'Among these unfi nished tales is that of Mr James Phi l l imore, who, stepping back into his own house to get his u mbrella, was never more seen  in this world. No less remarkable is that of the cutter Alicia,  which  sai led one spring morning into a small patch  of mist from  which she never again emerged, 62 
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nor was anything further ever heard of herself or her crew. A third  case worthy of note  is that of I sadora Persano, the wel l-known journalist and duellist, who was found stark staring mad with a matchbox in front of him which contained a remarkable worm, said to be unknown to science. 

The Problem  of Thor Bridge 

24  I magine that one of these cases  has  been  made into a play or fi lm. 

• 

Design a poster for it. 

• 

Look at the 'blurb' on the back of this book and write one for the new drama. 

• 

Write or improvise a particularly tense scene from the new drama which could be used to advertise the play.  These are sometimes cal led trailers  or,  perhaps  more accurately,  teasers. 
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