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STORY OF THE PLAY

It tells the demoniac story of the Manninghams of
Angel Street. Under the guise of kindliness, handsome
Mr. Manningham is torturing his wife into insanity.
He accuses her of petty aberrations that he has arranged
himself; and since her mother died of insanity, she is
more than half convinced that she, too, is going out of
her mind. While her diabolical husband is out of the
house, a benign police inspector visits her and ultimately
proves to her that her husband is a maniacal criminal
suspected of a murder committed fifteen years ago in the
same house, and that he is preparing to dispose of her.
Then starts the game of trying to uncover the necessary
evidence against Mr. Manningham. It is a thrilling and
exciting melodramatic game.




DESCRIPTION OF CHARACTERS

MR. MANNINGHAM. He is tall, good-looking, about
forty-five. He is heavily moustached and bearded
and perhaps a little too well dressed. His manner is
suave and authoritative, with a touch of mystery
and bitterness.

MRS. MANNINGHAM, She is about thirty-four. She has
been good-looking, almost a beauty—but now she
has a haggard, wan, frightened air, with rings un-
der her eyes, which tell of sleepless nights and
worse.

ELIZABETH. She is a stout, amiable, subservient woman

of fifty.

NANCY. She is a self-conscious, pretty, cheeky girl of
nineteen,

RoUGH. He is middle-aged—greying, short, wiry, active,
brusque, friendly, overbearing. He has a low, warm
chuckle and completely dominates the scene from
the beginning.
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ACT ONE

The scene is o living-room on the first floor of a four-
storied house in a gloomy and unfashionable quarter of
London, in the latter part of the last century. The room
is furnished in all the heorily draped and dingy profu-
sion of the period, and yet, amidst this abundance of
paraphernalia, an air is breathed of poverty, wreiched-
ness and age.

Fireplace down Right. Door at Right above fireplace
leading to little room. Settee Right, Left of fireplace
with stool in front of it. Table Center with chairs Right
and Left of it. Window at Left. Desk in front of win-
dow with chairs back and above it. Secretary against
wall up Right. Lamp on table Center. Sliding double
doors at back Left Center leading to hall, to Left the
front door, to Right the servants quariers. A circular
stair leading to the upper floors is at back up Right
Center. Chairs down Right and Left.

The Curtain rises upon the rather terrifying darkness of
the late afternoon—the zero hour, as it were, before the
feeble dawn of gas light and tea. In front of the fire, ont
the sofe MANNINGHAM is strelched out and sleeping
heavily. He is tall, good-looking, about forty-five. He is
heavily moustached and bearded and perhaps o little too
well dressed. His manner is suave and authoritative,
with o fouch of mystery and bitterness. MRS. MANNING-
HAM is sitting sewing on the chair Left of the Center
table. She is about thirty-four. She has been good-look-
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4 ANGEL STREET [1

w”._.?\“&__xo& a wmn..:.elvﬁ now she has o haggard, wan
&NWE%HNM_.M__@H S:.W rings under her eyes, whick r& om
an . .
Cobs il worse. Big Ben strikes five, The
Pause. From the sir
- Fr eet below, in the dist,
Mwn:m the intermittent Jingling of a 5:%&.9:..«. i
el H-man ringing
MMMM MANNINGHAM ~m..=ma.,. to this sound for o few mo-
" \3”_..%”533@ and mdecisively, abmost as though she
A %&Mﬂ“w.mm Mﬂww own »ru.....u..usma she looks toward the
¢ sireet. Then to the bell-c
%&& ﬁwﬁ mw.“-mw door, which she pulls. Then back Muwnmwﬂm“wn
” u.Mm ..n M.n she gathers up and puts into a box, at the .Ea.n.
e M:.Q a purse therefrom. There is o knock at th
o “....E“. muENLGm.Z.m. the cook and housekeeper, uimaw
Pis .”u ﬂt.. amsable, subservient woman &. avaam
Ez..... ignaiing that her husband is asleep, MRS, MAN
HAM goes over and whispers to her .& :..m maam.

giving her some mone
ro
out closing the damer ™Y from the purse. ELIZABETH goes

MR,
MANNINGHAM, [Hhose eyes have opewed, but

whose position has not .
What are you doing, wnmwwa.o& @ fraction of an inch.]

MHM.H WMM.MEQN.»F ZoEmnm. dear— [MRS, MANNING-

e M m..:.m:u. and quickly to the secretary with

o e .W.H M staris back to the doors.] Don't wake
: €7€ 15 G pause, She starts to window, |

MR, MANNINGHAM. [Whos
. e eyes ;
What are you doing, Belia? Oo%n rﬂ“lm?._.& o]

MRS, 1
MANNINGHAM. [After hesitating, going to him ]

Only for tea
his hand. | » my dear. Muffins—for tea— [She takes

1] ANGEL STREET 5

MR. MANNINGHAM. Muffins—eh—7?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes, dear— He only comes so sel-
dom—1I thought I might surprise you.

MR, MANNINGHAM. Why are you so apprehensive,
Bella? I was not about to reproach you.

MRS, MANNINGHAM. [Nervously releasing her hand.]
No, dear. I know you weren't.

ME. MANNINGHAM. That fire’s in ashes. Ring the bell,
will you, Bella dear, please?

MRS, MANNINGHAM. Yes— [Is going over to bell, but
stops.] Is it merely to put coal on, my dear? I can do
that.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Now then, Belta, We've had this out
before. Be so good as to ring the bell.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. But, dear—Lizzie’s out in the
street. Let me do it. I can do it so easily. [ She comes
over to do it.)

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Stopping her with outstretched
hand.] No, no, no, no, no— Where's the girl? Let the

girl come up if Lizzie's out.
MRS, MANNINGHAM. But, my dear—

MR, MANNINGHAM. Go and ring the bell, please, Bella—
there's a good child. [MRS. MANNINGHAM gives in, and
goes back to ring the bell.] Now, come here. [She does
s0.] What do you suppose the servants are for, Bella?
[MRS. MANNINGHAM does not answer. There is @
pause; then gently,] Go on. Answer me. [He rises.]

What do you suppose servants are for?

T
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6 ANGEL STREET [1

MRS, MANNINGHAM, [Shamefacedly, and scarcely ay-

Ru.&nm.. merel g . .
pose, Ja nwml.e dutifully feeding him.] To serve us, 1 sup-

MR, MANNINGHAM, Precisely. Then why—?

MRS, MANNINGHAM. i i
them o s Ewﬂ.mﬂh _.w_: I think we should consider

““..Mwm%ﬂwmﬂﬁ“ Consider them? There's your ex-

niusion of mind again, VY.

though they work for ideation. T heoeers o

I . no consideration, I h
consider Elizabeth to the tu ixtee oes e
ne of sixteen pound

w%%:%r Hn.g.,,wa to MRs, MANNINGHAM, ] %_Q EM %M__.

+ L wenty-six pounds a year all told. And if that is

not consideration of th . "
should like to know i:mh.%ﬂ acute and lively kind, I

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes, Jack, I expect you are right.

M_Mm E>M_M~zmﬁ>=. I have no doubt of it, my dear. It's

n..a.m.“.mwgm.ﬂ::Mn@uan to think otherwise. [Pause as he
00kS in the mirror and she crosse ;

t s to -

p.omc and Nmaf. ottt into the street.] What's the Enuam._a

doing ? Is it still as yellow? -

MRS, MANNINGHAM. Yes, it se
. . ems to be dens
ever. Shall you be going out in this, Jack dear? o than

Hw. nm?zzmz.um>z. Oh—T expect so. Unless it gets very

E: worse after tea. [There is a KNOCK at the door,

OMm. MANNINGHAM hesitates. There is another aauna“_.
me in. [He crosses and sits on sofa.] .

[Enter NANCY, the maid. She is a self-conscious, pretiy

1] ANGEL STREET 7
NaNcy. [Stands looking at BOTH, as MRS. MANNING-
HAM hesitates to tell her why she rang the bell.] Oh, 1
beg your pardon. I thought the beli rang—

MR. MANNINGHAM. Yes, we rang the bell, Nancy—
I Pause.] Go on, my dear, tell her why we rang the bell.
MRS, MANNINGHAM, Oh— Yes— We want some coal
on the fire, Nancy, please.

INANCY looks at her impudently, and then, with a
little smile and toss of the head, goes over to put coal on
the fire.]

MR. MANNINGHAM. [After pause.] And you might as
well light the gas, Nancy. This darkness in the afternoon
is getting beyond endurance.

NaNcy. Yes, sir. [With another barely discernible lit-
tle smile, she gets the matches, and goes to light the two
incandescent mantles on each side of the fireplace.)

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Watches her as she lights the sec-
ond mantle.] You're looking very impudent and pretty
this afternocon, Nancy. Do you know that?

nancy. I don’t know at all, sir, I'm sure.

MR, MANNINGEAM. What is it? Another broken heart
added to your list?

NaNcY. I wasn't aware of breaking any hearts, sir.

MB. MANNINGHAM, I'm sure that’s not true. And that
complexion of yours. That’s not true, either. I wonder

what mysterious lotions you've been employing to en-
hance your natural beauties.

NANCY. I'm quite natural, sir, I promise you. [Crosses
to light lamp on Center table.]




8 ANGEL STREET [1

MR. MANNINGHAM. But you do it adroitly, I grant you
that. What are your secrets? Won't you tell us the name
of your chemist? Perhaps you could pass it on to Mrs,
Manningham—/[ 4 quick look by NANCY at MBS. MAN-

NINGHAM.] and help banish her pallor. She would be
most grateful, I have no doubt.

NANcy. I'd be most happy to, I'm sure, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Or are women too jealous of their
discoveries to pass them on to a rival?

Nancy. I don't know, sir— Will that be all you're want-
ing, sir?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Yes. That's all I want, Nancy—
[She stops.] Except my tea,

Nancy. It'll be coming directly, sir. [Goes out Left Cen-
ter and leaves door open.)

MRS. MANNINGHAM, [After a pause, reproachfully
rather than angrily, moving to below table.] Oh, Jack,
how can you treat me like that?

ME. MANNINGEAM. But, my dear, you're the mistress of

the house. It was your business to tell her to put the
coal on.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. It isn’t that| It's humiliating me

like that. As though I'd do anything to my face, and ask
for her assistance if I did,

MR. MANNINGHAM. But you seem to look on servants as
our natural equals. So I treated her as one. [Pause as

he sits down on setiee and picks up newspaper.] Besides,
I'was only trifling with her.

URS. MANNINGHAM. It's strange that you can’t see Liow
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you hurt me, That girl laughs at me enough already.

MR, MANNINGHAM. Laughs at you? What an idea. What
makes you think she laughs at you?

does in se-
MRS, MANNINGHAM. Oh—I know that she
cret. In fact, she does so openly—more openly every day.

MR. MANNINGHAM. But, my dear—if she does that,
doesn't the fault lie with you?

MBS, MANNINGHAM. [Pause.] You mean that I'm a
laughable person?

MR, MANNINGHAM. I don’t mean anything. It's you who
read meanings into everything, Bella dear. I wish you
weren't such a perfect little silly. Come _“.n_.n and stop it.
I've just thought of something rather nice.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Something nice? What have you
thought of, Jack?

MR. MANNINGHAM, I shan't tell you unless you come
here.

1 itting on chair
MES. MANNINGHAM. [Going over and si
Right of table.] What is it, Jack? What have you
thought of ?

MR. MANNINGHAM. I read here that Mr. MacNaughton
—the celebrated actor—is in London for another season.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes. I read that. What of it, .anﬁw
MR. MANNINGHAM. What of it? What do you suppose?

it?
MBS, MANNINGHAM. Oh, Jack dear. Do you mean
Would you take me to see MacNaughton? You wouldn’t
take me to see MacNaughton, would you?
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MR.
B. MANNINGHAM. T not only would take you to see

MacNaughton, m
» My dear. I am going to tak
MacNaughton. That is, if . smznmﬂo iy e you to see

MRS, MANNINGHAM. [ R;
what heaven| [Rises.] Oh, Jack | What heaven—

“ﬂnﬂ.ﬂzﬁznﬁ»z. When would you like to go? You
Y three weeks, according to his advertisement

MRS,
S. MANNINGHAM. [To back of sofa and over MR,

MANNINGHAM'S shoulder.] Oh
: —wha
Let me see. Do let me see! ¢ perfect heaven!

“x. MANNINGHAM. There. You see? You can see him
Eoﬂwmﬁn_w or tragedy—according to your choice. Which
uld you prefer, Bella—the comedy or the tragedy?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Oh—it's so h
. ard to say! Eith
would be equally wonderful, [Crosses nwa::% mn..._w Mw_ﬂ.

settee to Right end and belp g
if you were me? w.] Which would you choase,

MR, MANNI i
NGHAM. Well—it depends—doesn’t }t—

upon wheth
: %nar Er you want to laugh, or whether you want

MRS, MANNINGHAM. Oh—T want to laugh. But then, I

should like to ery, tao. In fact I i

, too, , I should like to do both.
nwr. Jack, what made you decide to take me? _”.w&aow_“.
stool and leans against mp. MANNINGHAM.]

MR, MANNINGH
AM. Well, my dear, you've been very

good lately, and I thought ;
S ought it would be well to take you

MRS,
RS. MANNINGHAM, Oh, Jack dear. You have been so

1] ANGEL STREET 11

much kinder lately. Is it possible w.o:._.n beginning to see
my point of view?

MR, MANNINGEAM. I don't know; that I ever differed
from it, did I, Bella? .

MRS. MANNINGHAM, Oh, Jack dear. It’s true. It's true.
[Looks at him.] All I need is to be taken out of myself
— some little change—to have some attention from you.
Oh, Jack, I'd be better,—1 could really try to be better—
you know in what way—if only I could get out of my-
self a little more.

MR. MANNINGHAM. How do you mean, my dear, exactly,
better?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Looks away.] You know— You
know in what way, dear. About all that’s happened
lately. We said we wouldn’t speak about it.

MR. MANNINGHAM. [ Drawing away and looking cway.]
Oh, no—don’t let’s speak about that.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. No, dear, I don’t want to—but
what I say is so important. I have been better—even in
the last week. Haven't you noticed it? And why is it?
Because you have stayed in, and been kind to me. The
other night when you stayed in and played cards with
me, it was like old days, and I went to bed feeling a
normal, happy, healthy, human being. And then, the day
after, when you read your book to me, Jack, and we
sat by the fire, I felt all my love for you coming back,
then, Jack. And I slept that night like a child. All those
ghastly dreads and terrible, terrible fears seemed to have
vanished. And all just because you had given me your

3
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12 ANGEL STREET (1

time, and taken me from broodi in thi
house allday and might, e

MR, MANNINGHAM. [As he raises up he 1

. [4 r head off h
shoulder.] 1 éw..&ﬁ if it is that—or whether it's Bm_.n_%
that your medicine is beginning to benefit you?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. No, Jack dear, it's not m i-
cine. .H_uqn taken my medicine _.n_mmmo:m_wl.._._mﬁ:.mm Mﬂw_n
it religiously ? Much as I detest it! It's more than medi-
cine that I want. It's the medicine of a sweet, sane mind

of interest in something. Don't you see s&ﬂ.m mean?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Well—we are talkin
subjects, aren’t we? g about gloomy

MRS, MANNINGEAM. [Sitting on settee.] Yes. I don’
e 5 : on't

_.“qmamﬂ to be gloomy, dear—that’s the last thing T want to
e. I only want you to understand. Say you understand.

- MR. MANNINGHAM. [Turus to her.] Well, dear. Don’t I

I . P, .
w»www to? Haven't I just said I'm taking you to the the-

MBS. MANNINGHAM. [Close to him again.] Yes, dear—

Yes, you ha ,
b e Ot and you've made me 5o happy—so

MR. MANNINGEAM, Well, then, which is it to b
y ' e—the
comedy or the tragedy. You must make up your mind.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [With exulting solemnit

W&. which shall it be? [Rising and crossing AR
enter and uroﬂc.:..e her pleasure with delighted ges-

tures.] What shall it be? It matters so little! Tt matters

so wonderfully little! I'm going to the play! {To Left

Center then to back of Center table and to back of settee

axd throws her arms around him and kisses him.] Do

1] ANGEL STREET 13

you understand that, my husband | I'm going to the play|
[There is 6 KNOCK on the Left Center door. MRS.
MANNINGHAM crosses to the fireplace.] Come in. [En-
ter NANCY, carrying tray. Pause, as she starts to desk
Left.] No, Nancy, 1 think we'll have it on the table to-

day.
NaNcy. [Still with impudence.) Oh—just as you wish,
Madam.

{Pause, as she puts iray on table Center, arranges cups
and puts books, etc., on one side.]

MRS, MANNINGHAM. [At mantelpiece.] Tell me, Nancy
—if you were being taken to the play, and had to choose
between comedy and tragedy, which would you choose?
Nancy. No, Madam? Oh—I'd go for the comedy all
the time.

MRS, MANNINGHAM. Would you? Why would you
choose the comedy, Nancy?

nancy. I like to laugh, Madam, I suppose.

MRS, MANNINGHAM. Do you? Well—I daresay you're
right. I must bear it in mind. Mr. Manningham's taking
me next week, you see.

NANCY. Oh, yes? I hope you enjoy it. I'll bring the muf-
fins directly. [Goes out, leaves the doors open, and turns
to the Right.]

[As NANCY goes ouf, MBS, MANNINGHAM puts out her
tongue ot her. MANNINGEAM Sees this.]

MR. MANNINGEAM. My dear—what are you doing?

MRS. MANNINGHAM, [As she crosses to the foot of the
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14 ANGEL STREET [x

stairs.] The li . .
m:._o_au:. e little beast! Let her put that in her pipe and

MR. MANNINGHAM. But what has she done?

Nﬂw M_HMWMM%M\.E. Ah—you don't know her, She tries
i former score off me all day long. You don't see
jese things. A man wouldn't. [Mg. MANNINGHAM
rises.] She thinks me a poor thing. And now she can
sufer the news that you're taking me to the theatre.

MR. MANNINGEAM. I think you imagine things, my dear.

Wmmﬂ_.z»z%_z.um.»z. Oh, no, T don't. We've been too

aMB_ tar with her. [ drranging chairs, in an emotionally

2 Py state.] ﬂoan along, my dear. You sit one side, and
the other—like two children in the nursery, .

MR. MANNINGEAM. [Stands with back to

re.] Y
seem wonderfully pleased with yourself, wn%m. Huazom_“
take you to the theatre more often, if this is the result,

MRS, MANNINGHAM. [ S5t
Tt poven [Sitting Left of table.] Oh, Jack—

z_”w. E¢z§zﬁmm>z. I don't really know why we
w o&w_n t. I used to like nothing so much when I was a

oy. n.m.mnﬂ. you may hardly believe it, but I even had
an ambition to be an actor myself at one time.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Lifting tea pot.] T can well be-
lieve it, dear. Come along to your tea now.

ﬂw. MANNINGHAM. [As he moves up back of the settee.]
.Ho: know, Bella, that must be a very superb sensation.
ﬁmw .W_ﬁmn a part E_a _mmm yourself entirely in the charac-
t omeone else, I flatter myself

fonor e yself I could have made

1] ANGEL STREET 15

MRS. MANNINGHAM.. [Pouring tea.] Why, of course,
my dear. You were cut out for it. Anyone can see that.

MR, MANNINGHAM. [Crosses slowly Left behind set-
tee.] No—do you think so—seriously? I always felt a
faint tinge of regret. Of course, one would have re-
quired training, but I believe I should have made out—
-and might have reached the top of the tree for all I

know.
“To be or not to be. That is the question.

Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to suffer
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,
Or to take arms—against a sea of troubles,

And, by opposing, end them.”
[NANCY enters, sels the muffin dish down on table dur-
ing the recitation and goes out.]
MRS. MANNINGHAM. [After Nancy exits.] You see
how fine your voice is? Oh—jyou've made a great mis-
take,
MR. MANNINGEAM. [Crosses to Right of table. Lightly.]
T wonder.
MRS, MANNINGHAM. Then if you had been a famous
actor, I should have had a free seat to come and watch

you every night of my life. And then called for you at
the stage door afterwards. Wouldn't that have been para-

dise?
MR. MANNINGHAM. [As he sits Right of table.] A para-

dise of which you would soon tire, my dear. I have no
doubt that after a few nights you would be staying at

home again, just as you do now.
MRS. MANNINGEAM. Oh, no, I wouldn’t. I should have

FEVEIL RTINS TR
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to keep m ]
after uwon.w eye on you for all the hussies that would be

MR. MANNINGHAM, There would be hussi
y u
would there ? That is an added mnncnngnhm_mwow:nn e

w”um.é u““_ﬂ.”.w.qnm»z. Mwnml...m know it, you wretch. But
T pde escape me. [Lifting cover of muffin dish.]
= Yy look delicious. Aren’t you glad I thought of them?

asses the salt.] Here’s some salt. You want heaps of

it, Oh, Jack dear .
S » you must £ . .
this, but I'm feeling so _EE%... R Gl S

MR. MANNINGHAM. I can see that, my dear,

MRS, i .
MANNINGHAM. I'm being taken to the play, you

see. umn_.m you are. I used to adore these as a child, didn’t
woc. HOH%”,. :..Eﬁa t0 MR, MANNINGHAM.} I ?ozmo_.
ow long it is since we had them? [MR. MANNINGH
?o.?. up Center at wall.] We rmﬁn.n.rma them mmbz
we've been married anyway. Or have we? Have we? e

M.M.. E>~qu=.,qnm>z. I don’t know, I’'m sure. [S: uddenly
ng, looking ot the wall upstage and speaking in a
calin, yet menacing way.] I don’t know—DBella—

MRS,
MANNINGHAM. [After pause, dropping her voice

almost to a whisper.] What is i
. at '
What is it now? ] Is it? What's the matter?

MR, MANNINGHAM. [ alkin ?
. g over lo firepl
MMmmM«Ma n:ﬂ%«&&:@ with his back 3&. \.mw _m....m ﬂwﬂmo_“”
0 upset you, Bella, but I have j .
s Bella, t Just observed some-
thing very much amiss. Will you please rectify it at once,

while I am i -
not _,Swngnmwn looking, and we will assume that it has

MRS, MAN i i
NINGHAM. Amiss? What's amiss? For God's

EoS
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sake don’t turn your back on me. What has happened ?

MR. MANNINGHAM. You know perfectly well what has
happened, Bella, and if you will rectify it at once I will
say no more about it.

MBS. MANNINGEAM. I don’t know. I don’t know. Yon
have left your tea. Tell me what it is. Tell me.

MR, MANNINGHAM. Are you trying to make a fool of
me, Bella? What I refer to is on the wall behind you. If
you will put it back, I will say no more about it.

MRS, MANNINGHAM, The wall behind me? What?

{Turns.] Oh—yes— The picture has been taken down
 — Yes— The picture— Who has taken it down? Why

has it been taken down? .

ME. MANNINGHAM. Yes. Why has it been taken down?
Why, indeed. You alone can answer that, Bella. Why
was it taken down before? Will you please take it from
wherever you have hidden it, and put it back on the wall
again?

MBS, MANNINGHAM. But I haven't hidden it, Jack.
[Rises.] T didn't do it. Oh, for God's sake look at me.
1 didn't do it. I don’t know where it is. Someone else
must have done it.

MR MANNINGEAM. Someone else? [Turning to her.]
Are you suggesting perhaps that I should play such a
fantastic and wicked trick?

MRS, MANNINGHAM. No, dear, no! But someone else.
[Going to him.] Before God, I didn't do it! Someone

else, dear, someone else.
ME. MANNINGHAM. [Shaking her off.] Will you please
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—nm.e.n Eo of me w 5
: 1 .
about “someone n_ﬁmn..w king over to bell.] We will see

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Crossi
) R ossing to front of seit
Jack—don't ring the bell. Don't ring it. _WM“.%M““_ w”u.

haven’t done it—by
—but don’t call the servant |
not to come. [He has rung the bell. She hw&ﬁﬂ:%“%

H.nﬂ.mnm_wa»:.
in. Please! is between ourselves! Don't eali that girl

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Shaking her Y
" § off violently. i
w“a _“%n_w'www .___nmsw g0 of me and sit mosﬂ there! th«ﬁw_.“
o chair semu ie desk. He goes to fireplace.] Someon
Q:uw ar? un W..En shail see. [mngs, MANNINGHAM n.h
rmn:..n o, umE __m.n better pull yourself together,
iy mm“wﬁ.w mﬂn.mm.» here is s KNOCK at the door.] Ooa.__m
ey h wnqm Left ﬁ..nuhmw and leaves the doors
o aoo_.l.mm.hnm eth. Come in please, Elizabeth—— Shyt
into the room H.mu“hwﬁammw e come e
om., ABETH

MM»MNM H_&nﬂ. %3:. Sa. thm. table.] Now, M...MMMMM”N uwﬂmnnw
poee ﬁ:w Ing amiss in this room P—Look n.m_.nmw_o_:
e walls, and see if you notice anything mammulv.

a&wam&.;m.ﬁa% Bn:h..
. maz . .
Well, Elizabeth, what do M.MH_N%“MMWM She stands still.]

ELIZABETH. Nothi ir— .
taken down, g, sir— Except the picture’s been

MR. M

it >20MHMMMMMH“ "mummnzw. The picture has been taken
. 1t at once. Now was that pi inits

Place when you dusted the room this Bo..ww_wmﬂ%uqn e
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MR. MANNINGHAM. Neither do I, Elizabeth, neither do
1. And now, before you go, just one question. Was it you
who removed that picture, Elizabeth?

EL1ZABETH. No, sir. Of course I ain’t, sir.

MR, MANNINGHAM. You did not. And have you ever, at
any time, removed that picture from its proper place?

eL1zABETE. No, sir. Never, sir. Why should T, sir?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Indeed, why should you?—And now
please, Elizabeth, will you kiss that Bible, will you as a
token of your truthfulness—fetch that Bible from my
desk? [Pause. ELIZABETH hesitates. Then she does so.]
Very well, you may go. {She starts to the desk with Bible
ond MANNINGHAM motions to her to put it on Center
table.] And please send Nancy in here at once.

ELIZABETH. Yes, sir. [Opens doors, goes out, closes
doors, looking at BoTH.]

MRS, MANNINGHAM. [Going to him.] Jack—spare me
that girl. Don’t call her in. I'll say anything. I'll say that
T'did it. I did it, Jack, I did it. Don’t have that girl in.

Don't!

MR. MANNINGHAM. Will you have the goodness to con-
tain yourself ? [There is a KNOCK at the Left Center

door. MRS. MANNINGHAM sits in chair below fireplace.]
Come in.

NANCY. [Opens doors, enters and leaves doors open.
Crossing fo settee.] Yes, sir. Did you want me?

MR. MANNINGEAM. Yes, I do want you, Nancy.—If you
will look at the wall behind you, you will see that the
pifture has gone.
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NANCY. [Going up<ta
A tage.] Why. My word. So §
[Turns.] What a rum go! [Turns to E.pzzuz.uwm.“w%wm.

MR. i
wonnﬂwﬂzﬂmwké. H did not ask for any comment on
2 cy. Kindly be less insolent and answer

what I ask you. Dj .
you not? ¥ id you take that picture down, or did

NANCY, Me? Of course I didn'
t. :
What should I want to move it mOm.nMwwm.q to him slyly.)

MR. MANN
INGHAM. Very good. Now will you kiss that

Bible lying there, pl
1] €a.
not—and you Emw_umo. €. as a solemn oath that you did

NA - .
~ey, Willingly, sir. [She does so, and places Bible on

Center tab S .
H.n_.dol..n le again with a litile smile.] 1f I'd done jt

MR, .
_”z>“ﬂ”~2520m>§. That is all, Nancy, You ma
to repis ofs out and closes doors. Going to Bil o
Left n:M« MM n“” “_Mm&aw.u There!l [As he nwa.q._.m._.mmw“m
] - MANNINGHAM.] I thi
now .1 I thinl
be said to have demonstrated nomnunm?qullin i

MBS, .
Give MM»M Mmﬂwn.m.»ﬁ. .Hh“.a&c. crossing Left to him.]
[Smatches it fr hﬂﬂ.ﬂ.ﬁn .Hﬂ to me! Let me kiss it Sn.:
Jrom him.] There! [Kisses i ’
yousee? [Kisses it.] There! Do you mmmaz“wm HHMMMMH on

MR.

Bib ~wu.a“_>w~,”_wmwﬂwﬂ. [As ke puts out his hand for th

desire t d’s sake be careful what you do. D ¢
0 commit sacrilege above all else 7 - 110 you

MRS, MANNINGHAM, It is i
. . no sacril
MMM _..M_m: mo_ﬂﬁ::mm sacrilege. Now Mnﬂ%l.wu”w?nwo”_woan
e 1ghty that I never touched that picture. - w.m sses
: el [She comes close to him.] _” rw..,.a.
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- MR, MANNINGHAM. [He grabs Bible.] Then, by God,
you are mad, and you don't know what you do. You un-

happy wretch—you're stark gibbering mad—Tlike your

wretched mother before you.

MBS. MANNINGHAM. Jack—you promised you would

never say that again.

MR MANNINGHAM. [Crosses Right. Pause.} The time
has come to face facts, Bella. [ Half turns to her.] Lf this
progresses you will not be much longer under my pro-

/ tection.

MES. MANNINGHAM. [Crossing to him.] Jack—TI'm go-
ing to make a last appeal to you. I'm going to make a
last appea) I'm desperate, Jack. Can't you see that I'm
desperate? If you can't, you must have a heart of mﬁo:n.

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Turns o her.] Go on. What do
you wish to say?

MRS, MANNINGHAM, Jack, [Crosses to front of settee.]
I may be going mad, like my poor mother—but if I am
rhad, you have got to treat me gently. Jack—before God
—_1 never lie to you knowingly. If I have taken down
that picture from its place I have not known it. I have
not known it, If T took it down on those other occasions
" 1 did not know it, either. [ Turns and crosses to Center.]
Jack, if I steal your things—your rings—your keys—
your pencils and your handkerchiefs, and you find them
later at the bottom of my box, as indeed you do, then
I do not know that I have done it— Jack, if I commit
these fantastic, meaningless mischiefs—so meaningless
—[A4 step toward him.] why should I take a picture
down from its place? [Pause.] If I do all these things,
then I am certainly going off my head, and must be
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Nuwﬁ.& kindly and gently so that I may get well. [Crosses
fo im.] You must bear with me, Jack, bear with me—
storm and rage. God knows I'm trying, Jack, I'm

trying! Oh, for God’ i :
and be kind to an_& s sake believe me that I'm trying

MR. MANNINGHAM. Bel
. Bella, my dear—h .
. " ave an
where that picture is now? you any idea

MRS. MANNINGH .
cupboard, AM. Yes, yes, I suppose it's behind the

MR. MANNINGHAM. Will you please go and see?

MRS, MANNINGHAM. [Vaguely.] Yes—yes— [Crosses

below him, goes Righ
. ttou
ducesit.] Yes, it’s _mu_.o. pper end of secretary and pro-

MR,

mmwazﬂzzmzﬁ“mbﬁ. [Reproachfully. As he crosses to the
¢ m ﬂ_ aces the w&&. on st and crosses up Left 1 Ther

M. u did know where it was, Bella, { Turns to »m. Y
id know where it was, 1 You

mwm..szﬂzH20m>E. ._”mn she starts __.oénwm him.] Nol

nmcm“n m: ew‘mmﬁw‘wamm n__M was| I only supposed it was be-
: oun ere before! It was foun

twice before. Don’t you see? T didn’t know—I hmﬂwm__.n

MR. M i
ANNINGHAM. There is no sense in walking about

the room with a pi i
. picture in
put it back in its proper Emnnw.‘o:_. hands, Bella. Go and

MRS, MANNINGHAM. [ Pause as
- M . 2 as she hangs the pict
wall—she comes to the back of the chair m_.bi_ﬂm “MMM .H.

»

MR,
MANNINGHAM. Now, Bella, I said 2 moment ago
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that we have got to face facts. And that is what we have
got to do. I am not going to say anything at the moment,
for my feelings are running too high. In fact, I am go-
ing out immediately, and I suggest that you go to your
room and lie down for a little in the dark.

MRS. MANNINGHAM, No, no—not my room. For God’s
sake don’t send me to my room! [Grabbing chair.]

MR, MANNINGHAM. There is no question of sending
you to your room, Bella. [Crosses to her.] You know
perfectly well that you may do exactly as you please.

MRS, MANNINGHAM. 1 feel faint, Jack— [He goes
guickly to her and supports her.] I feel faint—

MR. w;zzuznmsfz. Very well— _Wlmn&:.n »38%:%
and she sinks down with her head to Left end.] Now,
take things quietly and come and lie down, here. Where
are your salts? [Crosses to secreiary, gets salts and re-
turns to her back of settee.] Here they are— [Pause.]

Now, my dear, I am going to leave you in peace—

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [ Eyes closed, reclining.] Have you
got to go? Must you go? Must you always leave me
alone after these dreadful scenes?
Mz, MANNINGEAM. Now, no argument, please. I had to
go in any case after tea, and I’m merely leaving you a
little earlier, that's all. [ Pause. Going into wardrobe and
returning with undercoat on.] Now is there anything I
can get for you?

MRS. MANNINGEAM. No, Jack dear, nothing. You go.
MR. MANNINGHAM. Very good— [Goes toward his hat

and overcoat which is on the chair above desk, and
stops.] Oh, by the way, I shall be passing the grocer and
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I might as well i i
as pay that bill of his and get it i
Where is it, my dear? T gave it to wo:.m&n_.“u.m mwn i

MRS, MANNINGHAM, Y. y
Ll rim) es, dear. It's on the secretary.

E. .
,IM o”.wﬂ”Zmﬂ»E.. [Crossing to secretary.] No, dear
e m w&l.ao:n move I can find it. [ At secretary

guns to rummage.] I shall be glad to get the thing

off my chest. Where is i 2a)
drawers ? ere 15 it, dear? Is it in one of these

Emm.z.»zzaz‘um.azz.. .
aftemmony .ol.;mon»ow.uvﬁ_:rnno?mm

MR. MANNINGHAM. All right. We'll find it— We'll find

it— Are you sure it's h
ere, dear? } i
except some wiiting g r? There’s nothing here

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Half rising and speaking .nB.?..

ciously. k T’ : o A
B:&EL‘ wwmn » I'm quite sure it is there. Will you look

MR, MANNINGHAM. [Soothin i
_ AN [ glv.] All right, dear. Don’
worry. I'll find it. Lie down. It's of no mn_co_."m:nn.om_._“

find it— No, it'
Ao » 1t's not here— It must be in one of the

Mwm. MANNINGHAM. [She has rushed to]
e secretary.] It is not in one of the draw-

nqm_ I put it out here on top! You're not

going to tell me ¢his has gone, are you?

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Speaking at the same

tine.] My d
e 1 My dear. Calm yourself. Calm your-

F[Together]

o

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Searchin !
. : g frantically.] T laid i
out here myself! Where is it? [Opening %_..:w n}“ﬂ.:“
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drawers.] Where is it? Now you're going to say I've
hidden this!

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Walking away to Left end of set-
tee.] My God l—What new trick is this you're playing
upon me? .

MRS. MANNINGEAM. [At Right lower end of settee.] Tt
was there this afternoon! I put it there! This is a plot!
This is a filthy plot! You're all against me! It's a plot!
[She screams hysterically.] ;

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Coming to her and shaking her
violently.] Will you control yourself! Will you control
yourself! [Pause until she calms doun.] Listen to me,
Madam, if you utter another sound T'll knock you down
and take you to your room and lock you in darkness for
a week. T have been'too lenient with you, and I mean to
alter my tactics.

MRS. MANNINGHAM, [Sinks to her knees.] Oh, God help
me! God help me!

MR. MANNINGEAM. May God help you. indeed. Now
listen to me. I am going to leave you until ten o'clock.
[He lifts her #p.] In that time you will recover that pa-
per, and admit to me that you have lyingly and pur-
posely concealed it—if not, you will take the conse-
quences. [ Pause as he places her in the chair down Right
and he crosses Left to above desk.] You are going to see
a doctor, [He stops and turns to peLLA.] Madam, more
than one doctor—[ Puts his hat on and throws his coat
over his arm.] and they shall decide what this means.

Now do you understand me?

MBS, MANNINGHAM. Oh, God—be patient with me. IfI
am mad, be patient with me.
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MB. MANNINGHAM. I have been patient with you and
controlled myself long enough. It is now for you to con-
trol yourself, or take the consequences. Think upon that,
Bella, [Goes to Left Center doors and opens them,]

MRS, MANNINGHALS. Jack—Jack—don't go—Jack—
You're still going to take me to the theatre, aren’t you ?

MR. MANNINGHAM. What 3 question to ask me at such
a time. No, Madam, emphatically, T am not. You play
fair by me, and I'll play fair by you, But if we are going

to be enemies, you and I, you will not prosper, believe
me. [Goes out.]

[Short pavse and they o DOOR stams. v, himperingly,
MRS. MANNINGHAM rises, aiding herself by the mantel
and crosses up to the secretary searching through the
drawers, then crosses to Center, looks at the Picture at
up Center and shudders. Then turning to Center table, she
takes up the pitcher of water from the tea tray, crosses
to the secretary, opens the upper door of the Secretary,
gets a glass, then opens a drawer and takes out a paper
of medicine. She takes this medicine and follows it with
a drink of water. This is obuviously, incredibly nasty
and almost chokes her. She staggers over to the Center
table and replaces the fitcher of water and then turns
down the table lamp. Then crossing to the seliee, she

sinks down on it with her head toward the fireplace
and sobs. She mutters, “Peace—Peace—Pegce She

breathes heavily as a CLOCK in the house strikes 6.00.
Pause. There is ¢ KNOCK at the door. She does not

hear it. There is another KNOCK and ELIZABETE ¢#-
ters Left Center.]

ELIZABETH, Madam—Madam—. [She crosses down to
sack of settee.)
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g - - —l m'
MRS. MANNINGHAM, Yes!—Yes!—What is it, h_m_N
beth? Leave me alone.
ELIZABETH. [Peering through the darkness.] Madam,
there’s somebody called.

MRS, MANNINGHAM. Who is it? I don’t want to be dis-
turbed.
o see
ELIZABETH. It's a gentleman, Madam—he wants t
you. . .
umes. MANNINGHAM. Tell him to mo. Elizabeth. He wan
to mh..n my husband. My husband’s out.
gL1zABETH. No, Madam—he wants to see you. You must
see him, Madam. . .
MRs. MANNINGHEAM. Oh, ldave me w_onm#.Hms him to go
away. I want to be left alone.
. . ! hat’s go-
Madam. I don't know w
mﬂnhwwﬂﬂnﬁ_m @ﬂﬂ_.nba the Master, but you've got to
”“um_n_ up, Madam. You've got to hold up. .
MRS. MANNINGHAM. I am going out of my mind, Eliza-
uo:_.. That's what’s going on. -
1 ttee with her
. [Leening over back of se .
Ehu»ww“_w& __m_z.m. MANNINGEAM.] Don’t Hm_._n ___:M _”rmw
wma.%wa You've got to be ?.wa,.n. .&01 n.EmM... t m%.:mﬂ R
m_..M :a..n. in the dark, or your mind will go. You

: ts—not the Master, He’s
i tleman. It's you he wan of -
ﬂ.”%%m_ WM..“S you. Come, Madam, it'll take you out o

yourself.

MRS, MANNINGHEAM. Oh, my God—what new torment i
nEm.m I'm not in a fit state, I tell you.
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ELIZABETH. {Crosses to back of Center tabl,

; ) 2 e.] Come,
w“mn_waw I'll turn up the light. [She does so. ﬁﬁw MENM.
] TR picks up box of matches and crossing to the desk

amp, lights it.] There, Now you’ll be all right,

MRS, EbzzEnmﬁz. Elizabeth | What have you done? I
can't have anyone in, I'm not fit to be seen.

ELIZABETH. Su._._ look all right, Madam. You mustn’t take
M: Mo. Zoﬁ...lm FB: him in. [Goes to the door and can
¢ heard calling “Will you come in, please, sir*]

[The door is heard to SLAM. MRs. MANNINGHAM rises,
half ?J&ﬁm@ Smum runs over to the mirror aboye :R.
“anw\”«?mnm and n&mﬁ.&. her hair. Stands with her back
wﬂn» . mﬂwﬁnﬁ Wailing. ELIZABETH refurns, holding

g ¢ G00r. DETECTIVE ROUGH enfers. He is middle.
age —greying, short, wiry, active, brusque, friendly
ndmw.wmnw:x.u. He has a low warming nran.EM and 83...
Pletely dominates the scene from the beginning.)

ROUGH. Thank you— Ah—good evening. [ 4
. h
downm to Left end of settee.] Mrs. gmmu_m..zmﬂm_w:..‘..wmum”

__.nﬁl..moim_.no:g . .
offershishand,] | anningham? [Chuckling,

MRS. MANNINGHAM, [ Shaki.
T NI um_...:.aml ing hands.] How do you do?

woco.w. .m.ow._.m very much afraid you don’t know me
rom Adam? That's about the root of the matter, isn't jt 7

[ELIZABETH goes out Left Center, closing the doors. )

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Oh, no—it’s not th |
. Oh, at—but n
you have come to see my husband? P doubt

RoOUGH. {Who is still holding her hand, and look;
“ . ooking at
her appraisingly.] Oh, nol You couldn’t be further NE.
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i ; this ?.onm.....n
Chuckling.] On the contrary, I have chosen

a_“soaosn Sunw__ when I knew your husband was out. May

I take off my things and sit down ? [Starts to remove his

coat.]
MRS. MANNINGHAM. Why, yes, I suppose you may.

ttractive
ougH. You're a good deal younger and more a
Mﬁ: I thought, you know. But you're looking very pale.

Have you been crying?
MRS, MANNINGHAM. Reall
stand at all.

roucH. You will do so, Madam, very gshortly. [Goes

{ You're the lady

Left Center and begins to remove scarf.]} =
i i her head, aren’t you? _”n.r:nEm....” o
Mo B o 11 s the desk and 1s re-

lower end of desk. He puls his hat E/
moving his scarf and pvercoat.]

\ ] de you say
MRS, MANNINGHAM, [Terrified.] What ma
that? [Goes toward him. Stops ot Center.] Who are
you? What have you come to talk about?

roucH. Ah, you're running away with Emsmm.. Mrs. gu:m
ningham, and asking me a moom_ n_n.m_ I can't mzmimq. w"
once. [ Taking off coat, and putting +t on chair down Lef
and then crosses to down H.&nm Center.] Instead of that,
1 am going to ask you a question of two— Zo..,.c. please,
will you come here, and give me your hands? [Pause.
She obeys.] Now, Mrs. Manningham, I want you to take
a good look at me, and see if you are not looking at mcmsnw
one to whom you can give your trust. I am a per _MM.
stranger to you, and you can read __:._m in my face
cides that. But I can read a great deal in yours.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Pause.} What? What can you
read in mine?

y—1I'm afraid I don’t under-
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ROUGH. Why, Madam, I can read the tokens of one who

has travelled 3 ve
1y long way upon the pa
and doubt—and will have, I fear, to nﬂwnw_..mﬂn.»m”_.mmu

ther yet before she o

omes to the end. But I fancy she §
coming towards the end, for ai that. Come :osnw_.mn ou
E0Ing to trust me, and listen to me? ey

MRS. MANNIN
T need help, GHAM. [Pause.] Who are you? God knows

ROUGH. [Stll holding hey hands.] 1
J I ve
M&mzwﬂ. Oon. w:aim.m:ﬁrmzm of the sort, m H.M.._ ermnﬂ._u“ w.n
am. If he did I believe he would have come to your mmwn

before this.
i is. But I am here, and so You must give me your

M.Mm, MANNINGHAM. [Withdraws hey hand and with.-
ws a step.] Who are you? Are You a doctor ?

RoucH. Nothin I i
dutee ] g so learned, Ma’am. Just a plain police

MRS. MANNINGHAM, [Shrinks away.] Police detective ?

o
M NWWMM MMW. Or was some years ago. [ Crossing to chasr
e.] At any rate, still detective enough to see

.

start again, and Iet me have a cup? [He stands back: of

MRS, MANNINGEAM. Wh ill gi
. Y yes—yes. I will give you
cup. It only wants water. [She begins to ?Wu. rwﬁlw

ROUGH. [Crosses around above tabl,

) . e and to back of chay,
Nmriﬂ Mx i#.] You never heard of the nn_nwamﬁnm nmwn....,
geant Rough, Madam? Sergeant Rough, who solved
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the Claudesley Diamond Case—Sergeant Rough, who
hunted down the Camberwell dogs—Sergeant Rough,
who brought Sandham himself to justice. [He has his
hand on back of chair, as he looks at her.] Or were all

such sensations before your time?
MRS, MANNINGHAM. [Looking up at roucH.] Sand-
ham? Why, yes—I have heard of Sandham—the mur-
derer—the Throttler.
RrOUGH. Yes—Madam—Sandham the Throttler. And
you are now looking at the man who gave Sandham to
the man who throttled him. And that was the common
bhangman, In fact, Mrs. Manningham—syou have in
front of you one who was quite a personage in his day
—believe it or not.
MRS. MANNINGHAM. [As sle adds waler to the tea.]1 1
quite believe it. Won't you sit down? I'm afraid it won't
be very hot. ;
roUGH. Thank you— [Sitting.] How long have you
been married, Mrs. Manningham?
MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Pouring tea.] Five years—and a
little.
rouGH, Where have you lived during all that time, Mrs.
Manningham ? Not here, have you?
MRS, MANNINGHAM. [Putting milk tn his cup and pass-
ing it to him.] No—first we went abroad—then we lived
in Yorkshire, and then six months ago my husband
bought this house.

ROUGH. You bought it? .

MRBS. MANNINGHAM. Yes. I had a bit of money. My hus-

band thought this was an excellent investment,
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%ﬂﬂm.m. [Taking cup.] You had a bit of money, eh?
s very woom_. And does your husband m_émwm leave
you alone like this in the evenings ?

MRS, MANNINGHAM. Y
. Yes, He goes to his i
and does business. s Club, T believe,

ROUGH. Oh, yes— [He s stirring his tea, thoughtfully.]
MRS. MANNINGHAM, Yes—

ROUGH. And does he give
house while he’s ocﬁww you a free run of the whole

. )

ROUGH. Ah—not the top floor—

MRS. MANNINGHAM. N o—wi
. O—
sugar ? no—will you have some

ROUGE. Thanks.

-

ROUGH. [As he takes sugar. Li, i |
. Lightly and chuckling.] Be-
fore I go any further, Mrs. Manningham, I Emm.“ qnn:

you there's a leakage in thi
maid called Zm:nwwmm in this household. You have a

MRS, MANNINGHAM. Yes—yes—

NMW_MN. And Nancy walks out of an evening with a
w € man named Booker in my employ, I only live a
ew streets away from you, you know.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Oh, yes?
ROUGH. [With a chuckle.] Well, there is hardly anything
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which goes on in this house, which is not described in de-
tail to Booker, and from that quarter it reaches me.
MRS, MANNINGHAM, I knew it! I knew she talked. Now
I know it, she shall be dismissed.

rouGH. Oh, no—no such retribution is going to overtake
her at the moment, Mrs. Manningham. In fact, I fancy
you are going to be heavily in debt to your maid, Nancy.
If it were not for her indiscretions T should not be here
now, should I?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. What do yon mean? What is this
mystery ? You must not keep me in the dark. What isit?

rRoUGH. I'm afraid T shall have to keep you in the dark
for a little, Mrs. Manningham, as I am still quite far
down in the dark myself. Can I have another lump of
sugar in this? /

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes. [ Passes bowl to him.]

roucH. Thank you. [ Pause.] We were talking about the

top floor. [Helping himself to several lumps.] There is
a bedroom above this, and above that again is the top

floor? Is that right?

MRS. MANNINGHAM, Yes. But it's shut up. When we
first took the house, my husband said we would not need
the upstairs quarters—until there were childres.

rouGH. You've never been up to the top floor, Mrs. Man-
ningham?

[Pause.]
MRS. MANNINGEAM. No one goes up there.
rOUGH, Not even a servant to dust?

MRS, MANNINGHAM. No.
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ROUGH, Rather funnv?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [ Pays
. e.] F ? '
know— [But she does think .m._o.u_casw ? [Pause.] T don’t

ROUGH. I think it is. Now, M
. : . Mrs, Manningham
WMH.OMM M___M_num:o:. When did you first get m_._m :mmm% M..._”ﬂw
at your reason was playing you tricks?

MRS,
MANNINGHAM. [4bout to drink her tea. Pause

ﬁoaaaanwocnm
nan:_}
7ou know ? . ¢n sets her cup down.] How did

t0uGH, Never mind how I know. When did it begin?

RS,
= M Wmh_zuzﬂmbz. T always had that dread. My mother
e, when she was quite young. When she was

ny age. But only in th s o
it sgemn u_” an n%l_lmmﬁ six months, in this house—

ouGH. Which are driving you mad with fear?

Bm.z.pzzaz.umbz.n... i
R [Gasping.] Yes. Which are driving

ouGH. Is it the house itself you fear, Mrs

am? Manning-

RS. MANNINGHAM

suse. T always did - Yes. T suppose it is. I hate the

.

YUGH. And has the top floor got anything to do with it?

RS. MANNINGHAM. Yes i
R . , yes,
Is dreadful horror began, es, 1t has. Thats how all

ere
Il me about the top floor. st me beyond measure. Do

RS. MANNI
NGHAM. I don’t know what to say. It all
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sounds so incredible— It’s when I'm alone at night. 1
get the idea that—somebody’s walking about up there—
[ Looking up.] Up there— At night, when my husband's
out— I hear noises, from my bedroom, but I'm too afraid
to go up—

roucE. Have you told your husband about this?

uBS. MANNINGEAM. No. I'm afraid to. He gets angry.
He says I imagine things which don't exist—

rouGH. It never struck you, did it, that it might be your
own husband walking about up there?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes—that is what 1 thought—but
1 thought T must be mad. [As she turns to roucH.] Tell
me how you know.

ROUGE. Why not tell me first how you knéw, Mrs. Man-
ningham. .

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [She rises and goes toward fire-
place.] It's true, then! It's true. I knew it. T knew it!
When he leaves this house he comes back. He comes back
and walks up there above—up and down—up and down.
[Turns to fireplace.] He comes back like a ghost. How
does he get up there?

RrOUGH. [Rises, crosses to MRS. MANNINGEAM.] That's
what we're going to find out, Mrs. Manningham. But
there are such commonplace resources as roofs and fire
escapes, you know. Now please don't look so frightened.
Your husband is no ghost, helieve me, and you are very
far from mad. [Pause.] Tell me now, what made you
first think it was him?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. It was the light—the gas light—
oy
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It went down and ;
nd it

thank God I can tell th

whoyou are

I

WMM.M up— [Starts to cry.] Oh
omeotie at | ’ ,
& ast. I don't

ut I'must tell you, [Crossesto xocnm.“_naoi

ROUGH. [Takes her I

ands.] No
can t G : w to k
can mmfao just as well sitting aoéﬂ% nm:.mnv nmwa. e
own? [He moves back.] . you? Won't
MRS. MANNINGHAM
end of settee.] - Yes—yes. [She sits down on Right

ROUGH. [Looks around i
You see a light from a Eﬁnﬁﬁvrmﬁ. td you say? Did

MRS. MANNINGHAM. N
; .No. I i
thing by the light of the mHm.EMwMM“”Mn.

Now it’s burnj
: rning fuil, i
the kitchen or mman But if an extra

one would sink do

I can tell every-
w__mnrz._mazn there,
it if 1ght went on i
™ o_wn._; it in the bedroom then _“r“”
N, It's the same all over the house
ROUGH. Yes—yes—that's .

X just a questi . .
pressure, and it’s the same question of insufficient

in mine. But go on, please.

was he who was walking ab

bedroom but I daren's = out up there. I go up to the

there because I hear noises

overhead. I want t
. . O scream and
sit h p fun out of
ere for hours, terrified, waiti ¢ for the w%cmn. I
g him to come
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back, and I always know when he's coming, always. Sud-
denly the light goes up again and ten minutes afterwards
1 hear his key in the lock [A look at Left Center doors.)
and he's back again.

ROUGH. _”hu..arau_flnranwr..ﬁ.._ How very strange, in-
deed. You mow, Mrs. Manningham, you should have
been a policeman.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Are you laughing at me? Do you
think I imagine everything, too?

rouGH Oh, no! I was merely praising the keenness of
your observation. T not only think you are right in your
suppositions, I think you have made a very remarkable
discovery, and one which may have very far-reaching

consequences.
MRS. MANNINGHAM. m.,m?nnm&mnm ? How?

roucH. Well, let’s leave that for the moment. [Moves
closer to her.] Tell me, that is not the only cause, is it,
which has lately given you reason to doubt your sanity?
[Pause.] Has anything else been happening? [Pause.]
Don't be afraid to tell me.

MRS, MANNINGHAM. Yes, thereare other things. I hardly
dare speak of them. It has been going on for so long.
This business of the gas has only brought it to 2 head. It
seems that my mind and memory are beginning to play
me tricks.

roUGH. Tricks? What sort of tricks? When?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Incessantly—but more and more of

fate. He gives me things to look after, and when he asks

for them they are gone, and can never be found. Then

he misses his rings, or his studs, and I will hunt the place
-8B
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MM% mwma_._:wnﬂ wnh sn: m:.m_, them lying hidden at the bot.
; rk-box. Twice the door of tK;
[Turning and lookin okt ] was foo

g g at door up Right.] was f
Mwn%w“ ﬂm&ﬂ?n%@ awam_m_._nn_. That was m_maH moh._m..._ m.”ﬂ“wm
C y box. Only today, before yo
“znwz.m had been ﬁw_ﬁ: from the wall MEUM_ Mmmmw._%. _..mwww
.“o ._._ mum.o::u at picture.] Who could have done .mn but
:._E_M I _..Q to remember. [He turns to her.] I break
Ew eart trying to remember, But I can’t. Oh, and then
ere was that terrible business about the moml...

BROUGH. The dog?

MRS. MANNINGEAM, We have a little do

Mﬂo. it was found with its paw rnqnfmnmw%nqﬁmwﬂm

5 d, how I tell you what he believes—that I had _E_.m
t e dog. H.mn does not let the dog near me now. He keeps
” M_ the _cnnr.n: and I am not allowed to see it! I _unmw_._
0 doubt, don’t you see? I begin to believe I imagine ev-
erything. Perhaps I do. Are you here? Is this a dream,

too? Who are you? [Ri ) . A
to lock me wp you? [Rises.] I'm afraid they are going

BROUGH. Do you know, Mrs. Manningham, i
Roves w, : gham, it has oc-
&nm.n to me that you'd be all the better for a little medj-

ﬂwm.. MANNINGHAM, Medicine. Are you a doctor?
-ou’re not a doctor, are you?

ROUGH. [Chuckling.] No, I'm not a do
; No, ctor, but that
doesn’t mean that a little medicine would do you BM‘

harm.

AES, . .
RS. MANNINGHAM. But I have medicine. He makes me

take it. It does me no .
" : good, and I hate it. can medi-
cine help a mind that's fll? S
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roucH. Oh—but mine’s an exceptional medicine. I have
some with me now. You must try it.

MRS, MANNINGEAM. What medicine is it?

roucH. [He rises and goes over Left.] You shall sample
it and see. [At Center.] You see, it has been employed
by humanity, for several ages, for the purpose of the
instantaneous removal of dark fears and doubts. That
seems to fit you, doesn’t it ? [Crosses to Left to coat then

turns to her.]

MRS. MANNINGHAM, The removal of doubt. How could
a medicine effect that?

roUGH. Ah—that we don’t know. The fact remains that
it does. Here we are. [ Produces what is obviously a bot-

tle of whiskey, and crosses to Left of Center table.] You
see, it comes from Scotland. Now, Madam, have you

such a thing handy as two glasses or a couple of cups?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Crosses to Left end of settee.]
Why—are you having some, too?

ROUGH. Oh, yes. I am having some above all things. We
could use these cups, if you like.

MRS, MANNINGEAM, No. [She goes to secretary and
brings out two glasses and crosses to Right of Center

table.] I will get two—

20UGH. Ah—thank you—the very thing. Now we shan’t
be long.

MRS. MANNINGEAM. What is it? I so dislike medicine.
What does it taste like?

roUGE. Delicious! moﬁnn_::m between ambrosia and
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methylated spirits. Do
: you mean to say you've n
tasted good Scotch whiskey, Mrs. gmn_wnum?&dm e

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Whiskey? But I
ei.:mwmuw. I can't do that! 4 must not take

ROUGH. [Pouring it out.] You underestimate your pow-
ers, Mrs. Manningham, You see, I don’t want you think-
Ing you can’t trust your reason. This will give you faith
in your reason like nothing else— Now for some water—
All right this will do. [Takes water from pitcher and
pours it into the glasses.] There! [Hands glass to her.]
Tell me— [Is pouring water into his own.] Did %nn_._
ever hear of the Cabman’s Friend, Mrs. Manningham ?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. The Cabman’s Friend ?

RO { i i
UGH. Yes. How nice to see you smile. Here's your

very good health. [Drinks. _ \
There—Is it so :mm%w tiks.] Go on— [She drinks.]

MRS. MANNINGEAM. No. I rather like j
P AM, } t. My mother
used to give us this as children when we had EM fever,

ROUGH, Ah, m.:a: you're a hardened whiskey drinker, But
you'll enjoy it better sitting down.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes. [Sitting d. hai
low fireplace. He drinks ] .as_ g down on chasr be-
H ) * m.ﬁ W ?

is the Cabman’s Friend ? ere you saying ? Who

ROUGH. Ah. The Cabman’s Friend [Cros

i ses to her.
You m.ro:E ask me who was the Cabman’s F riend, H,M“m.._
Manningham, for she was an old lady who died many
years ago. [Pause, as he puts whiskey on mantelpiece, ]

MRS. MANNINGHAM. An old lad
she to do with me? y years ago? What has

ROUGH. A great deal, I fancy, [Crosses to Right end of
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settee.] if you will follow me patiently. Her name was’
Barlow—Alice Barlow, and she was an old lady of great

wealth, and decided eccentricities. In fact, her principal

mania in life was the protection of cabmen. You may

think that an extraordinary hobby, but in her odd way
she did a lot of good. She provided these men with
shelters, clothing, pensions, and so forth, and that was
her little contribution to the sum of the world's happi-
ness; or rather her little stand against the sum of the
world's pain. There is a great deal of pain in this world,
Mrs. Manningham, you know. [Crosses to upper end of
fireplace.] Well, it was not my privilege to know her, but
it was my duty, on just one occasion, to see her. [Turas
to her.] That was when her throat was cut open, and
she lay dead on the floor of her own house.

MRS, MANNINGEAM. Oh, how horrible! Do you mean
she was murdered ?

goucH. Yes. [Crosses to Right end of settee.] She was
murdered. I was only a comparatively young officer at
the time. It made an extremely horrible, in fact I may
say lasting, impression on me. You see the murderer was
never discovered but the motive was obvious enough.
Her husband had left he: the Barlow rubies, [Crosses to
Left end of settee.] and it was well known that she kept
them, without any proper precautions, in her bedroom
on an upper floor. [ Turns to her.] She lived alone except
for a deaf servant in the basement. Well, for that she

paid the penalty of her life. ¢
MRS, MANNINGHAM. But T don't see—

rOUGE. There were some sensational features about the
case, The man seemed to have got in at about ten at
night, and stayed till dawn. Apart, presumably, from
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the famous rubies, there were only a few trinkets taken,
but the whole house had been turned upside down, and
in the upper room every single thing was flung about, or
torn open. Even the cushions of the chairs were ripped
up with his bloody knife, and the police decided that it
must have been a revengeful maniac as well as a robber.
I had other theories, but I was a nobody then, and not
in charge of the case. )

MRS, MANNINGHAM. What were your theories?

ROUGH. [Crossing up Right.] Well, it seemed to me,
from all that I gathered here and there, that the old lady
might have been an eccentric, but that she was by no
means a fool. It seemed to me [Crossing to back of set-
tee.] that she might have been one too clever for this
man. We presume he killed her to silence her, but what
then? What if she had not been so careless? [Slotwly
crossing to her.] What if she had got those jewels cun-
ningly hidden away in some inconceivable place, in the
walls, floored down, bricked in, maybe? What if the
only person who could tell him where they were was
lying dead on the floor? Would not that account, Mrs,
Manningham, for all that strange confusion in which
the place was found? [Crossing back of setiee to Cen-
ter.] Can’t you picture him, Mrs. Manningham, search-
ing through the night, ransacking the place, hour after
hour, growing more and more desperate, until at last the
dawn comes and he has to slink out into the pale street,
the blocd and wreckage of the night behind ? [Turns to
her.] And the deaf servant down in the basement sleep-
ing like a log through it all.

MRS, MANNINGHAM. Oh, how horrible! How horrible
indeed ! And was the man never found?
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rouGH. No, Mrs. Manningham, the man was never
found. Nor have the Barlow rubies ever come to light.

MBS, MANNINGHAM. Then perhaps he found them after
all, and may be alive today.
ROUGH. 1 think he is almost certainly alive 8.“_.3:.?5 I
don’t believe he found what he wanted. That is, if my
theory is right.
MRS. MANNINGHAM. Then the jewels may still be where
the old lady hid them?
roucH. Indeed, Mrs. Manningham, if my theory is _.mw._..»
the jewels must still be where she hid them. The official
conclusion was quite otherwise. The police, naturally
and quite excusably, presumed tirat mrn murderer rmn_
got them, and there was no re-opening of matters in
those days. Soon enough the v:a:n. forgot about it. I
almost forgot about it myself. But it would be funny,
wouldn't it, Mrs. Manningham, if after all these years
I should turn out to be right.
MRS. MANNINGHAM, Yes, yes, indeed. But what has this
to do withme? .
roUGH. Ah, that is the whole question, Mrs. Manning-
ham. What, indeed ? What has the obscure :.:.:.Qm_. of an
old lady fifteen years ago to do with an attractive, though
I am afraid at present, somewhat pale and wan young
woman, who believes she is going out of rn_,.n.::a.v
Well, believe there is a link, however remote, wild and
strange it may be, and that is why I am here.

- ¥
MRS, MANNINGHAM. It's all so $onfusing. Won't you—

roucH. Do you conceive it possible, Mrs. Manningham,
that that man might never have given up hope of one

day getting at the treasure which lay there? ;
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MRS, MANNINGHAM, Yes, Yes, Possibly. But how—

ROUGH. Can you conceive that he may have waited yeats
~—gone abroad, got married even, until at last his chance
came to resume the search begun on that terrible night?
[Crossing down to her.] You don't follow where I am
leading at all, do you, Mrs. Manningham?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Foliow you? I think so.

ROUGH. You know, Mrs, Manningham, of the old the-
ory that the criminal always returns to the scene of his
crime.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes?

ROUGH Ah, yes, but in this case there is something more
than morbid compulsion— There is real treasure there
to be unearthed if only he can search again, search me-
thodically, without fear of interruption, without causing
suspicion, And how would he do that? [All at once she
rises.} Don’t you think— What's the matter, Mrs. Man-
ningham?

MRS. MANNINGHAM, [As she looks at brackets and backs
away to Right Center.] Quiet! Be quiet! He has come
back! Look at the light! (t is going down! [Pause as
LIGHT sinks.] Wait! There! [Pause.] He has come
back, you see. [As she looks up at ceiling.] He is upstairs
now.

ROUGH. Dear me, now. How very odd that is. How very
odd, indeed.

MRS. MANNINGHAM, [Whispering.] He is in the house,
I tell you. You must go. He will know you are here. You
must go.

. [WARN CURTAIN]
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roucH., How dark it is. [Crosses down to Right end of
settee.] You could hardly see to read.

MRS, MANNINGHAM, You must go. He is in the house.
Please go.

rOUGH. [Quickly coming to her and taking her arms in
his hands.] Quiet, Mrs. Manningham, quiet! Jw.u_.n have
got to keep your head. Don't you see my meaning, yet?
Don’t you understand that this was the house?

MRS, MANNINGHAM. House ? What house?

roucH. The old woman’s house, Mrs. Manningham—
This house, here, these rooms, these walls. Fifteen years
ago Alice Barlow lay dead on the floor in this room.
Fifteen years ago the man who nmrdered her ransacked
this house—below and above—but could not find what
he sought. What if he is still searching, Mrs. Manning-
ham? [Indicating upstairs.] What if he is up there—
still searching ? Now do you see why you must keep your
head?

MRS, MANNINGHAM, But my husband, my husband is up
there!l

ROUGH. [Drops her arms.] Precisely that, Mrs. Man-
ningham. Your husband. [Going for her drink an man-
telpiece.] You see, I am afraid you are married to a tol-
erably dangerous gentleman. [Takes second glass off
mantel and crosses to her.] Now drink this quickly, as
we have a great deal to do.

_”m:a:&“r&.&w&&.:hoﬁ .e:wa. 8?3.&-3.2:3.:«
motionless.] .

THE CURTAIN FALLS g .
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ACT TWO

No time has passed. MRS, MANNINGHAM fakes the whis-
key from ROUGH in a mechanical way, and stares at him.

MRS. MANNINGEAM. This house— How do you know
this was the house?

rRoUuGH. Why, Ma’am, because I was on the case, and
came here myself, that's all.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. The idea'?s mad. I have been mar-
ried five years. How can you imagine my husband is—
what you imagine he may be?

RrOUGH. Mrs. Manningham—
MRS, MANNINGHAM, YesP—
[Pause.]

rOUGH, When the police came into this place fifteen years
ago, as you can understand there was a great deal of
routine work to be done—interviewing of relatives and
friends and so forth. Most of that was left to me.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Well?—

roucH. Well, amongst all the acquaintances and rela-
tives, nephews and nieces, etc., that I interviewed, there
happened to be a young man of the name of Sydney
Power. I suppose you have never heard that name at all,

have you?

MRS, MANNINGHAM, Power P— f
49
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ROUGH. Yes, Sydney Power. It conveys nothing to you?
MRS. MANNINGHAM. Sydney Power. No—

ROUGH. Well, [Crosses to Left of table and turns to
MRS. MANNINGHAM and during the following speech
pors himself out another drink.] he was a kind of dis-
tant cousin, apparently much attached to the old lady,
and even assisting her in her good works. The only thing
was that I remembered his face. Well, I saw that face
again just a few weeks ago. It took me a whole day to
wnnoumnﬁ where I had seen it before, but at last I remem-
ered.

MRS, MANNINGHAM. Well—what of it ? What if you did
remember him?

ROUGH. It was not so much my remembering Mr. Syd-
ney Power, Mrs. Manningham. What startled me was
the lady on his arm and the locality in which I saw him.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Oh—who was the lady on his arm?

ROUGH, You were the lady on his arm, Mrs. Manning-
ham, [Turning toward window and crossing up Cen-
ter.] and you were walking down this street.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Crossing to Right of table.]
What are you saying ? Do you mean you think my hus-
band—my husband is this Mr. Power?

ROUGH. Well, not exactly, for if my theories are correct
— [He drinks.]

MRS. MANNINGHAM. What are you saying? [Sits.] You
stand there talking riddles. You are so cold. You are as
heartless and cold as he is.

ROUGH. [Coming down to Left of table.] No, Mrs. Man-
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ningham, T am not cold, and T am not talking riddles.

[Puts his drink on table.] I am just trying to preserve 2
cold [Sits.] and calculating tone, because you are up
against the most awful moment in your life, and your
whole future depends on what you are going to do in the
next hour. Nothing less. You have got to strike for your
freedom, and strike now, for the moment may not come

again.
MRS. MANNINGEAM. Strike—

ROUGH. [As he leans across table to her.] You are not
going out of your mind, Mrs. Manningham. [Rises.]
Youare slowly, methodically, systematically being driven
out of your mind. And 2_.Gwrmmnm=mn you are married
to a criminal maniac who is afraid you are beginning to
know too much—a criminal maniac who steals back to
his own house at night, still searching for something he
could not find fifteen years ago. Those are the facts, wild
and incredible as they may seem. [Crossing to table.]
His name is no more Manningham than mine is. He is
Sydney Power and he murdered Alice Barlow in this
house. A fterward he changed his name, and he has waited
all these years, until he found it safe to acquire this house
in a legal way. He then acquired the empty house next
door. Every night, for the last few weeks, he has en-
tered that house from the back, climbed up on to its roof
and come into this house by the skylight. I know that
because I have seen him do it. [Crossing to back of set-
tee.] You have watched the gas-light, and without know-
ing it been aware of the same thing. [ Pause as he crosses
up Center then down to chair Left of table.] He is up
there now. Why [Crossing to Left Center.] he should
employ this mad, secretive, circuitous way of getting at
what he wants, God Himself only knows. For the same

—
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reason perhaps, that he employs this mad, secretive, cir-
cultous way of getting rid of you: that is, by slowly
driving you mad and into a lunatic asylum.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Why ?

ROUGH. The fact that you had some money, enough to
buy this house is part of it, I expect. For now that he's
got that out of you he doesn’t need you any longer.
_H.wo”ﬁmh and sits Left of table.] Thank God you are not
married to him, and that I have come here fo save you
from the workings of his wicked mind,

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Not married —Not married P—He
married me,

ROUGH. T have no doubt he did, Mrs. Manningham,
[Rises and turns away to Left.] Un fortunately, or rather
fortunately, [Turns to her.] he contracted the same sort
of union with another lady many years before he met
you. Moreover the lady is still alive, and the English law
has a highly exacting taste in monogamy. You see, |
have been finding things out about Mr. Sydney Power.
[A look at the ceiling. ]

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Are you speaking the truth?

[Rises.] My God—are you speaking the truth? Where
is this wife now?

ROUGH. [Crossing to Left Center.] I'm afraid, she is the
length of the worid away—on the Continent of Australia
to be precise, where I know for a fact he spent two years.
Did you know that?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. No. [Pause. She crosses to front of
settee and faces fireplace.] I—did—not—know—that.

-—~a o o —— o

ROUGH. Ah, yes. If only I could find her, things would
be easier, and that’s the whole root of the matter, Mrs.
Manningham. [Crossing te back of settee.] So far I am
only dealing in guesses and half facis. I have got to have
evidence, and that is why I came.to see you. You have got
to give me the evidence or help me find it.

MRS. MANNINGHAM, [Turning wupstage and facing
rouGH.] This is my husband. Don’t you understand—
this is my husband. He married me. Do you ask me to
betray the man who married me?

rOUGH. By which you mean, of course, the man who has
betrayed you into thinking that you are married to him—
don't you?

MRS. MANNINGHAM, But I’m married to him. You must
go. I must think this out. You must go. I must cling to
the man I married. Mustn’t I?

rOUGH. Indeed, cling to him by all means, but do not
imagine you are the only piece of ivy, on the garden wall,
You can cling to him if you desire, as his fancy women
in the low resorts of the town cling to him. This is the
sort of wall you have to cling to, Ma’am.

MRBS. MANNINGHAM. [Sits on setice.] Women? What
are you suggesting?

ROUGH. I'm not suggesting anything. T am only telling
you what I have seen. He comes to life at night, this
gentleman upstairs, in more ways than one. [Crossing to
Center.] 1 have made it my business to follow him on
some of his less serious excursions, and I can promise
you he has a taste in unemployed actresses which he is at

no pains to conceal. -
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MRS. MANNINGHAM. [After pause.] God in heaven!
—what am I to believe? .

ROUGH. [Crossing to Left end of settee.] Mrs. Manning-
ham, it is hard to take everything from you, but you are
no more tied to this man, you are under no more obliga-
tion to him than those wretched women in those places.
You must learn to be thankful for that.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Pause.] What do you want me to
do? What do you want?

ROUGH. [Pause as he crosses down and sits.] I want his
papers, Mrs. Manningham—his identity. There is some
clue somewhere in this house, and we have got to get at
it. [ Looking around the room. ROUGH has now completely
changed his tone.] Where does he keep his papers?

MRS, MANNINGHAM. [Rises.] Papers? T know of no
papers. Unless his bureau—

ROUGH. [Rises—crosses at Center around Left end of

settee and looks around room and to Right.] Yes. His'

bureau? His bureau?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes. There. [Points to desk Left.
As he crosses and is above table.] But he keeps it m._s.nu\.m
locked. [He stops at Left Center.] 1 have never seen it

open.
ROUGH. Ah—he keeps it locked, does he?
MRS. MANNINGHAM, It is just his desk—his bureau—

ROUGH. [Crosses Left above desk and around to back of
it.] Very well. We will have a look inside. :

MRS. MANNINGHAM. But it is locked. How can you, if it
is locked ?
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ROUGH. Oh—it doesn’t look so very formidable. You
know, Mrs. Manningham, one of the gréatest regiets of
my life is that fate never made me one of two things—
one was a gardener, [Going to overcoat, to fetch ring of
keys and implements.] the other a burglar—both quiet
occupations, Mrs. Manningham. As for burgling I think,
if I'd started young, and worked my way up, I should
have been a genius. [Crosses back to desk.] Now let's
have a look at this.

MRS, MANNINGHAM. [Crossing to him at desk.] But
you must not touch this. He will know what you have
done,

ROUGH. Come now, Ma’am. You're working with me,
aren’t you—not against me? [Looks at desk.] Yes—
Yes— Now do you mindyif I take off my coat? I'm a
man who never feels at work until his coat's off. [He is
taking off his coat, and hanging on chair down Left,
revealing a pink fancy shirt.] Quite a saucy shirt, don’t
you think? You didn't suspect I was such a dandy, did
you? Now. [Sits at desk and gets out keys.] Let's have
a real look at this,

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [After a pause. As she crosses up
Center facing Right.] But you must not tamper with
that, He will know what you have done.

ROUGH. Not if we are clever enough. And this one here
doesn't even ask for cleverness— You see, Mrs, Man-
ningham, there are all manner of—

[LIGHT comes up.]

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [She looks at brackets and crosses
to above desk.] Stop—stop tallthg— Haven't you no-
ticed? Haven't you noticed something ?
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2OUGH. Noticed? I've only—

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Stop! Yes—I was right. Look.
Can't you see? The light| It's going up. He's coming
back.

rOUGH. The light ?¥—

MRS. MANNINGHAM, Quiet! [Pause, after 8?.&.. the
light slowly goes up in a tense silence. Whispering.)
There. It's come back. You see. [Crossing to Left Cen-
ter.] You must go. Don't you see ? He's coming back—
He’s coming back and you must go!

BOUGH., [Rises.] God bless my soul. This looks as if the
unexpected has entered in.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes. He always does the unex-
pected. I never know what he'll do. You must go.

[Crosses to upper end of desk.]

ROUGH. [Without moving, looking up wzam..num.ele.._ I
wonder. Yes. Well, well—— [Puts the keys in his pocket
and begins to put on his coat.] Now—will you go and
ring that bell for Elizabeth?

MBS. MANNINGHAM. Elizabeth. Why do you want her?

roUGH. Do as I say, and ring the bell. At once. Please.
Or you can go and fetch her if you like. [ MRS, MANNING-
HAM crosses up and rings bell.] Now let me see.

MRS, MANNINGHAM. Go, please!—Go, please do! You
must go at once. [Crassing to above desk.] Why do you
want Elizabeth?

ROUGH. [Picks up overcoat, puts it on, then his nn&..w and
crosses below desk to her.] All in good time. He's not

- e
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going to jump through the window, you know. In fact
he can’t be round at our front door in less than five min-
utes—unless he's a magician. Now can you see anything
I've missed?

MRS, MANNINGHAM. No. No. [Turns and sees whiskey
bottle and crosses and gets it and gives it to ROUGH.]
Yes, the whiskey here.

ROUGH. Oh, yes. I told you you'd make a good police-
man. Don’t forget the glasses,

MRS. MANNINGEAM. Oh, do go, please, please go.

[ELIZABETH enters hnw:.ﬁma._mw. MRS, MANNINGHAM

puts glasses away in secretary and slowly crosses down
Right.]

ROUGE. Ah—Elizabeth—come here will you?
ELIZABETH. [Crosses to ROUGH.] Yes, sir?

ROUGH. Elizabeth, you and T have got to do a little. quite
calm, but rather quick thinking. You've told me you're
anxious to help your mistress, Elizabeth ?

ELIZABETH. Why, yes, sir, I told you I was, sir. But
what's it all about?

ROUGH. Are you anxious to help your mistress, blindly,
without asking any questions?

ELIZABETH. Yes, sir. But you see—
ROUGH. Come now, Elizabeth. Ate you or are you not ?

ELIZABETH. [After pause, looking at MRS. MANNING-
HAM, in quiet voice.] Yes, sir.

noUGH. Good. Now, Elizabeth, Mrs. Manningham and
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have reason to suppose that in about five minutes’ time
he master is returning to this house. He mustn’t see me
:aving. Would you be good enough to take me down
0 your kitchen and hide me away for a short space of

.

ime? You can put me in the oven if you like.
LIZABETH. Yes, sir. But you see—

RS, MANNINGHAM. [As ke crosses to
Andow and looks out.] You must go. [Together]

‘ou must go, He won't see you if you go
ow.

oucH. What were you saying, Elizabeth?

LIZABETH. Yes, sir. You could come to the kitchen,
ut—Nancy’s down there, sir.

JucH. Nancy! What the devil’s this now? I thought
is was Nancy’s afternoon off. Was it not arranged
1at I should come when Nancy was away?

-IZABETH. [Agitated.] Yes, sir. But for some reason
1e’s stayed on. I think she’s got a young man, and 1
wldn't make her go, could I, sir? If I'd done that,
d’ve—

YUGH. All right—all right. Then she was here when 1
e, and she knows I am here—is that jt?

AZABETH. Oh, no— She was in the scullery when I
iswered the door, and I said it was a man who had
me to the wrong house. She hasn’t no idea, sir, and
al

UGH. All right. All right. [Quickly crossing below the
sle to Right Center.] That's better news, But it means
u can’t entertain me in the kitchen. [At down Right
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Center turus to ELIZARETH. ] Now where are you going
to hide me, Elizabeth ? Make up your mind quickly.

ELIZABETH. I don’t know, sir. Unless you go to the bed-
room. Mine and Nancy's, I mean.

ROUGH. [Crossing up to Right of ELIZABETH.] That
sounds altogether entrancing | Shall we go there now?

ELIZABETH. [Coming to him. MRS, MANNINGHAM goes
Left.] Yes, sir, but supposing Nancy went up there be-
fore she goes out ?

ROUGH. You're a good soul Ei you think of everything,
Elizabeth, [Going to up Right Center.] Where does this
lead to, and what’s the matter with this?

ELIZABETH. [Crossing to rRoucH.] It's where he dresses,
where he keeps his clothes. Yes, sir. Go in there, sir.
He won’t see you there. There’s a big wardrobe there,
at the back,

ROUGH. (Going toward up Right door.] Excuse me.
[Goes through door up Right.]

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Crossing to Center.] Oh, Eliza-
beth.

ELIZABETH. [Crosses to Mms. MANNINGHAM.] It's all
right, Ma'am. Don't take on so. It'll be all right.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. I'm sure he o:mra» to go.

ELIZABETH. No, Ma'am. He knows best. [ROUGE enters
from up Right.] He's bound to know best.

ROUGH. [As he trots across to upper end of window for
a peep.] Perfect accommodation. [Has seen something.]
Yes, there he is. [Crossing to mps, MANNINGHAM,]
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Now we really have got to hurry. Get off to bed, Mrs.
Manningham, quick. And you, Elizabeth, go to your
room. You can't get downstairs in time, Hurry, please.
Elizabeth, turn down that lamp.

(EL1ZABETE does so. He goes to tury doun gas.]
MRS. MANNINGHAM. To bed? Am I to go to bed?

ROUGH. [ Really excited for the first time.] Yes, quick.
He’s coming. Don’t you understand? Go there and stay
there. You have a bad headache—[Cross to fireplace
and start to turn down upper gas bracket.]~—a bad head-
ache. [Quite angry, turning from gas of downstage
bracket.] Will you go, in Heaven's name!

[21RS. MANNINGHAM goes upstairs and ELIZABETH ex-
its Left Center and to the Right leaving the doors open
as ROUGH turns down the gas in the downstage bracket,
There is a light from the hall through the open doors.
ROUGH crosses to the Left end of the settee, pauses a mo-
ment watching the hall then nimbly on tip toes crosses up
to the open doors and listens. After a short pause there
is the sound of the front DOOR closing. He stiffens and
starts to quietly trot to the up Right door and as he
reaches up Right Center, feels his head, discovers his hat
missing, and turning quickly trots to the desk, gets his
hat, puts it on as he quickly crosses to up Right door
ond exits, There is a short pause and MR. MANNINGHAM
appears in the doorway, peers into the room and enters,
closes the doors and looks up the stairway, then crosses
to upstage bracket turns it up, then to the downstage
bracket and turns it up. Then he goes back of the settee,
puts his hat on the settee, crosses to the bell and rings it.
Then leisurely he starts to the fireplace. As he reaches the
Settee ELIZABETH opens the doors and enters.]
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ELIZABETH, Did you ring, sir? -

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Turning to EL1ZABETH.] Yes, I
did. [Without vet saying why he has rung, he removes
his coat and places it over settee, and then comes and
sta:ds with his back to the fireplace.] Where is Mrs,
Ma:ningham, Elizabeth?

ELIZABETH., | think she’s gone to bed, sir. I think she had
a bzd headache and went to bed.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Oh, indeed. And how long has she
been in bed, do you know?

ELIZABETH. She went just a little while ago, sir—1I think,
sir—
MR. MANNINGHAM. Oh. mean. Then we must be quiet,

mustn’'t we? Walk about like cats.—Can you walk about
like a cat, Elizabeth?

ELIZABETH, [Trying to smile.] Yes, sir. I think so, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Mincing upstage.] Very well,
Elizabeth. Walk about like a cat. All right. That’s all.

ELIZ..3ETH. Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.
[J1st as ELIZABETH is going to exit, he calls her back.]
MR. MANNINGHAM. Er—Elizabeth.

ELIZABETH. [Coming back.] Yes, sir? [ MANNINGHAM
is again silent.] Did you call, sir?

MR, MANNINGHAM, Yes. Why havan't you cleared away
the tea Liings?

ELIZ:BETH. [Crossing to above table.] Oh—I'm sorry,
sir, I was really just about to, sir.
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MR. MANNINGHAM. [Crossing left to Left Center.] Yes,
I think you had better clear away the tea things, Eliza-
beth.

ELIZABETH. Yes, sir. [After pause, putting a dish on the
tray.] Excuse me, sir, but were you going to have some
supper, sir?

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Crossing to desk.] Oh, yes. I am
going to have supper. The question is, am I going to
have supper here ?

ELIZABETH. Oh, yes, sir. Are you having it out, sir?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Yes, I am having it out. [MAN-
NINGHAM takes off his undercoat and puts it carefully
over a chair Left of table, He is beginning to undo his
tie.] I have come back to change my linen.

[He is undoing his collar. There is a pause. ]

ELIZABETH. [Looks up and realizes his coat is off.] Do
you want a fresh collar, sir? Shall T get you a fresh
collar? .

MB. MANNINGHAM. Why, do you know where my col-
lars are kept?

ELIZABETH. Why, yes, sir. In your room, there, sir. Shall
I get you one, sir?

MR. MANNINGHAM, What 2 Iot you know, Elizabeth.
And do you know the sort of collar I want tonight?

ELIZABETH. Why yes, sir— I think I know the sort of
collar, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. [As he crosses up back of settee.]
Then all I can say is you know a great deal more than I

~-
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do— No— I think you must let me choose my own
collar— [Turns to ELIZABETE.] That is, if I have your
permission, Elizabeth.

ELIZABETE. [Gasing at him.] Yes, sir—yes, sir—

[MANNINGHAM crosses to door up Right and exits.
ELIZABETH puts on the table the plate she is holding and
lowers her head, remaining motionless in suspense, Not
a sound comes from the other room, and nearly a quarter
of a minute goes by. At lost MANNINGHAM comes out
in a perfectly leisurely way. He is putting his tie on and
crosses down to mirror ovey fireplace, looking at himself
i1 the mirror during the ensuing conversation.]

MR. MANNINGHAM. What did you think about Mrs,
Manningham tonight, Elizabeth ?

ELIZABETH. Mrs. Manningham, sir? In what way do
you mean, sir?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Oh—just as regards her general
health, Elizabeth.

ELIZABETH. I don't know, sir. She certainly seems very
unwell,

MR, MANNINGHAM. Yes. I doubt if you can guess to
what extent she is unwell. [Turns to EL1ZABETH.] Or

are you beginning to guess?
b
ELIZABETH. I don't know, sir,

MR. MANNINGHAM, [Crossing to back of seitee.] I'm
afraid I was compelled to drag you and Nancy into our
troubles tonight. Perhaps I should not have done that,

ELIZABETH. li all seems very sad, sir.

P ——
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MR. MANNINGHAM. [Swmiling and somewhat appeal-
ingly as he takes a step toward ELIZABETH.] I'm at my
wits’ end, Elizabeth. You know that, don't you?

ELIZABETE. I expect you are, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. I have tried everything. Kindness,
patience, cunning—even harshness, to bring her to her
senses. But nothing will stop these wild, wild hallucina-
tions, nothing will stop these wicked pranks and tricks.

ELIZABETH. It seems very terrible, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. You don't know a quarter of it,
Elizabeth, You only see what is forced upon your atten-
tion—as it was tonight. You have no conception of what
goes on all the time. [He is looking at his tie in his
hand.] No—not this one, I think— [Starts to up Right
door.]

ELIZABETH. Do you want another tie, sir?

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Stops and turns to ELIZABETH.)
Yes. [He strolls again into the other room. ELIZABETH
turns and watches the up Right door intently. After a
pause, he comes out with another tie. As he enters E11ZA-
BETH guickly turns to tea table, He crosses down to five-
place mirror. He is putting his tie on during the ensuing
conversation.] 1 suppose you know about Mrs. Man-
ningham’s mother, Elizabeth?

ELIZABETH. No, sir. What of her, sir?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Not of the manner in which she
died?

ELIZABETH. No, sir.
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MR. MANNINGL AM. She died in the mad-house, Eliza-
beth, without a::y brain at all in the end.

ELIZABETH. Oh, sir ' —How terrible, sir.

MR. MANNINGL:AM. Yes, terrible indeed. The doctors
could do nothir~. [Pause. Turns to ELIZABETH.] You
know, don’t you, that I shall have to bring a doctor to
Mrs. Manning’.am before long, Elizabeth? [A4s he
crosses to Left lelow table and to Left of it and gets his
undercoat.] T Lave fought against it to the last, but it
can't be kept a cecret much Jonger.

ELIZABETH. N, sir— No., sir—

MR. MANNINGIUAM, [Putting In his undercoat.] I mean
to say, you know what goes on. You can testify to what
goes on, can't you?

ELIZABETE Indeed, sir. Yes,

MR. MANNINGHAM. Indeed, you may have to testify in
the end. Do you realize that? [Pause. Sharp.] Eh?

ELIZABETH. [Looking gquickly up at him.] Yes, sir. I
would only wish to help you both, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Crossing below table to settee, gets
coat and puts it on, crosses to mirror and adjusts coat.)
Yes, I believe you there, Elizabeth. You're a very good
soul. I sometimes wonder how you put up with things
in this household—this dark household I wonder why
you do not go. You're very loyal. )

ELIZABETH. [Looking at him in an extraordinary way.
He cannot see her.] Always loyal to you, sir. Always
loyal to you.
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MR. MANNINGHAM. There now, how touching. I thank
you, m..w_nmcm...r. [Crosses back of settee to ELIZABETH. ]
You will be repaid later for what you have said, and re-

paid in more ways than one. You understand that, don’t
you?

ELIZABETH. Thank you, sir. T only want to serve, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Crosses back of settee, gets hat.]
Yes, I know that. Well, Elizabeth, T am going out. In
fact, I'm even going to try to be a little gay. Can vou
understand that, or do you think it is wrong ?

ELIZABETH. Oh, no, sir. No. You should get all the
pleasure you can, sir, while you can.

MR. MANNINGHAM. | wonder—yes—I wonder—it’s 3
curious existence, isn’t jt— Well—good night, Eliza-
beth. [Goes off Left Center and to Left.]

ELIZABETH. Good night, sir—good night.

[MANNINGHAM has left the door open. ELIZABETH
quickly crosses up to door and looks after him. After a
pause ROUGH comtes forth and ELIZABETH tirns to hin,
He and EL1ZABETE stand there looking at each other. At
last, ROUGH goes to the window and looks out. The
DOOR is heard slamming.]

ROUGH. [Coming back to ELIZABETH.] He was right
when he said you would be repaid, Elizabeth. Though
not in the way he thinks, [Taking off hat, puts it on desk

then his overcoat and muffler and puts them on chaiy

MSE“ Left. Pause.] Will you go and get Mrs, Manning-
am!

ELIZABETH. Yes, sir, I'll get her, sir. [Starts to stairs.]
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[ROUGH gets implements out of overcoat pocket. s,
MANNINGHAM comes downstairs. ]

ROUGH. Ah—there you are.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. I saw him go.

[EL1ZABETH takes tray and erits Left Center to Right.]
ROUGH. Now we must get back to work,

MRS. MANNINGHAM. What did he want? What did he
come back for?

RoUGH. He only came to change his clothes. Turn up
the lamp, will you? [mgs. MANNINGHAM does so, and
comes to him as he again reaches desk.] Now let's have
another look at this.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Crosses to desk.] What if he
comes back again? There is no light to warn us now.

ROUGH. Oh, you've realized that. have you? Well, Mrs,
Manningham, we've just got to take that risk. [Takes
his keys from pocket.] This is going to be child's play,
I fancy. Just a little patience—a little adroitness in the
use— [The front DOOR slams.] What's that>—Go
and have a look, will you? [ MRS. MANNINGHALS crosses
to the window.] We seem to be rather bothered this eve-
ning, don't we?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. It's all right. It's only Nancy. I

forgot, She usually goes out at this time,
ROUGH. She uses the front door—does she ?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Oh, yes. Indeed she does. She be-
haves like the mistress in this house.

ROUGH. A saucy girl. [The top of the bureau opens.]
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Ah—here we are. Next to a key there’s nothing a lock
appreciates like kindness.

BMRS. MANNINGHAM. Will you be able to close it again ?

ROUGH. Yes. No damage done. There we are, [Pulls the
upstage drawer out and puts it up on top of desk. Mrs,
MANNINGHAM furns gway o Right.] Now. Let's see.
Doesn’t seem much here. [Picks up brooch.] And when
she got there the cupboard was bare—and so the poor de-
tective—

MRS. MANNINGHAM. What is that in your hand? What
is that in your hand?

ROUGH. [Holding up a brooch.] Why, do you recognize
this ?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes! My brooch! Yes! Is there
anything else there? What else is there ?—Look, my
watch! Oh, God, it's my watch!

ROUGH. This also is your property then? [He is watch-
ing her.]

MRS. MANNINGHAM, Yes. Both of them. This watch I
lost a week ago—my brooch has been missing three
months. And he said he would give me no more gifts
because I lost thern. He said that in my wickedness [He
looks in drawer.] T hid them away! Inspector, is there
anything else—? [Pause. She crosses to upper end of
the desk and looks over his shoulder.] Is there a biil
there? [He looks up at her.} Is there a grocery bill P

ROUGH. [Searching drawer.] A grocery billP—No—
There doesn’t seem to be— [He has pulled out a letier
which he drops on the desk.]

=
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MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Picking up letter.] One mo-
ment— One moment— This letter I—this letter! [She
goes on reading it.] It's from my cousin—my cousin—

ROUGH. Is your husband’s correspondence with your
relations very much to the point at the moment, Mrs.
Manningham ?

MRS, MANNINGHAM. You don't understand. [Speaking
rapidly.] When I was married T was cast off by all my
relations. I have not seen any of them since I was mar-
ried. They did not approve my choice. T have longed to
see them again more than anything in the world. When
we came to London—to this house, I wrote to them, I
wrote to them twice. There never was any answer. Now
I see why there never was any answer. [Dazed.} This let-
ter is to me. It's from my cousin.

RoucH. [Cynically.] Yet you never got it. Now you're
beginning to understand, Mrs. Manningham ?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [As she crosses to chair Left of
table and sits.] Listen. Let me read to you what he says.
Let me read it to you. [Feverishly.] “Dear Cousin—
All of us were overjoyed to hear from you again.”
[Looks up at rouGRH.] Overjoyed, do you hear that?
[Returns to reading the letters.] He goes on to say that
his family are in Devonshire, and that they have gone to
the country. He says we must meet and recapture old
ties. [She is showing signs of great emotion.] He says
thatthey all want to see me—that I must go and stay
with them—that they will give me—that they will give
me their Devonshire cream to fatten my cheeks, and
their fresh air to bring the sparkie back to my eyes—
they will give me— They'll give me— [Breaking down.
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ROUGH crosses to her.] Dear God, they wanted me back]
They wanted me back all the time l—

ROUGH. [Comting to her as she cries softly.] Poor child.
You shall have your Devonshire cream and you shall
have the fresh air to bring the sparkle back into your
eyes. [She looks up at him.] Why, I can see a sparkle in
them already. If you will be brave now and trust me, you
will not have to wait long. Are you going to trust me?

MRS. MANNINGEAM. Thank you, Inspector, for bring-
ing me this letter. [ROUGH crogses up and to back of
desk.] What do you wish me to do?

ROUGH. For the moment, nothing. Tell me. This drawer
here. It seems to me to have a special lock. Has it ever
been open to your knowledge ?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Hesitantly.] No.

ROUGH. No?—I suspected as much. Yes, thisisa tougher
proposition, I'm afraid. [He goes to his overcoat and
produces an iron instrument.)

MRS. MANNINGEAM. [Rising and crossing to Center to
stop him.] What are you going to do? Are you going to
force it?

ROUGH. [Calmly.] If I possibly can. I don’t know that—

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Crossing to desk.] But you must
not do that. You must not. What shall I say when my
husband comes back?

ROUGH. [lIromically. Getting his fimmy from coat.] 1
have no idea what you will say when he comes back, Mrs.
Manningham. But then I have no idea what you will
do, Mrs. Manningham, if I have no evidence to remaove
you from his loving care for good.
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MRS. MANNINGHAM, [Torn with doubts.] Oh, God. I
am afraid. What can I do?

ROUGH. [Sharply.] There is only one thing we can do
—go ahead. If we go back now, we are lost. I am going
to force it and gamble on finding something. Are you™
with me?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Tormented as she studies him.]
But, don’t you see— All right. Force it] Force jtl But
be quick. [She turns away to up Right.]

ROUGH. There's no hurry, madam. He's quite happy
where he is— Now I don't like violent methods—of this
sort—it makes me fee! like a dentist— There— [There's
a sound of splitting wood.] All over now— Now let's
have a look.

MRS. MANNINGEAM. [After pawse in which she watches
him. As he pulls out the drawer.] Is there anything
there? Is there anything there?

ROUGH. [Looking at papers.] No I don't see anything
yet—I don’t see anything. Wait a minute— No— No—
What's this? [As he picks up a bundle of papers.]
Mr. Manningham—Mr. Manningham—Mr. Manning-
ham—

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Is there nothing ?

ROUGH. No— Not a thing. We have lost our gamble,
ma'am, I'm afraid.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Frightened.] Oh, dear me, what
are we to do? What are we to do? I Crosses to C enter.]

ROUGH. [Crossing above the desk to her.] Some rapid
thinking at the moment. Don’t have any fear, Mrs. Man-
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ningham, I've been in many a tighter corner than this.
Let’s get those things back to begin with, shall we ? Give
me the watch and the brooch. [Takes watch and
brooch.] We must put them back where they were.
[Starts up back of desk.]

MRS. MANNINGHAM, Yes—here they are.
ROUGH. Here on the right, was it not?
MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes. There— That's right. There.

ROUGH. [Holding up brooch.] A nice piece of jewelry.
When did he give you this?

MRS. MANNINGEAM. Soon after we were married. But
1t was only second hand.

ROUGH. Second hand, eh? I'm afraid you got everything
second hand, from this gentleman, Mrs. Manningham.
Well—that's ali right. [He puts brooch in drawer and
drawer back in desk.] Now I must lock this up again,
[Closes the second drawer.] if I can— [About to.lock
first drazer.] Second hand did you say *—How did you
know that brooch was second hand, Mrs. Manningham ?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. There's an affectionate inscription
to someone else inside.

ROUGH. [Vaguely.] Oh— Is there?—[Opens first
drawer.] Why didn't you tell me that—

§m.z>zz~znmbz.swlao:_wmon:n_# myself a
little while ago. :

ROUGH. [As he takes out brooch.] Oh—really. Do you
know, I have a feeling I have seen this somewhere be-
fore? Where is this inscription you speak of3

Latr 3
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MRS. MANNINGHAM. It is a sort of trick. I only dis-
covered it by accident. You pull the pin at the back. It
goes to the right, [He follows directions.] and then to
the left. It opens out like a star.

ROUGH. [Crossing to Center. As he opens it.] Oh, yes—
Yes— Ah—here we are. Yes. (As he sits Left of table
and takes out his jeweler's glass.] How very odd. What
are these spaces here?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Crosses to Left Center.] There
were some beads in it, but they were all loose and falling
out—so I took them out.

ROUGH. Oh—there were some beads in it, but they were
all loose and falling out—so you took them out. [Pause. ]
Have you got them by any chance?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes, [ Pause. He shows interest.]
I think so. I put them in a vase.

ROUGH. May I see them, please?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes. [Goes to mantelpiece. Crosses
below settee, He rises and goes up back of table.] They
should still be here,

ROUGH. There should be nine altogether, I think.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes, that's right, I think there
were. Yes. [Takes vase down from upper end of man-
tel.] Here they are. Here are some of them at any rate,

ROUGH., [Crossing to her.] Let me see, will you?P—Ah—
Thank you. [Gets the rubies and quietly crosses to back
of table and puts rubies in the brooch.] Try and find
thern all, will you? [She goes back to mantel.] Did you
happen to read this inscription at any time, ma’am?
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MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes, I read it. Why?

ROUGH. [Reading.] “Beloved A.B. from C.B. Eighteen
fifty-one.” [ Looking up at her.] Does nothing strike you
about that?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. No. What of it? What should
strike me?

roUGH. Really, I should have thought that as simple as
A.B.C. Have you got the others? There shouid be four
maore.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Crossing back to him.] Yes. Here
they are.

ROUGH. Thank you. [Takes them.] That's the lot. [He
is putting them in brooch on the table.] Now tell me this
—have you ever been embraced by an elderly detective
in his shirt sleeves?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. What do you mean?

RouGH, For that is your immediate fate at the moment.
[Puts down brooch and comes to her.] My dear Mrs.
Manningham— [ Kisses her. ] My dear, dear Mrs. Man-
ningham! [Steps back from her and takes her hands.]
Don’t you understand ?

MRS. MANNINGEAM. No, what are you so excited about ?

BOUGH. [Leaves her, and picks up brooch.] There, there
you are, Mrs. Manningham. The Barlow rubies—com-
plete. Twelve thousand pounds’ worth before your very
eyes! [Crosses to her and gives her brooch.] Take a good
look at them before they go to the Queen.

MRS. MANNINGHAM, But it couldn't be—it couldn't.

T
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They were in the vase all the time. {She glances toward
mantel, then back at him.]

ROUGH. Don’t you see? Don't you see the whole thing?
This is where the old lady hid her treasure—in a com-
mon trinket she wore all the day. I knew I had seen this
somewhere before. And where was that? [Crossing to
Left Center.] In portraits of the old lady—when I was
on the case. She wore it on her breast. I remember it
clearly though it was fifteen years ago. Fifteen years!
[Crosses to Mrs. MANNINGHAM.] Dear God in Heaven,
am I not a wonderful man!

MRS, MANNINGHAM. And I had it all the time. I had it
all the time,

ROUGH. And all because he could not resist a little com-
mon theft along with the big game— Well, it is I who
am after the big game now. [He skows signs of going.]

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Crosses to front of table.] Are
you going?

ROUGH. Oh, yes. I must certainly go. [Begins to collect
his coat and things.] And very quickly at that.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Where are you going? Are you
going to leave me? What are you going to do?

ROUGH. I am going to move Heaven and earth—Mrs.
Manningham—and if I have any luck I— [Locking at
his watch.] It's very early yet. What time do you think
he’ll be back?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. I don’t know. He's not usually in
till eleven.

ROUGH. Yes. So I thought. Let’s hope so. That will give
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me tirhe. Here, give me that. Have you closed it ? [Takes
brooch.] We will put it back where we found it. [He
crosses above desk to upstage drawer.] L

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Follows to upper end of desk.]
But what are you going to do?

ROUGH. It's not exactly what T am going to do. It's what
the Government is going to do in the person of Sir
George Raglan. Yes, ma'am. Sir George Raglan. No
one less. The power above all the powers that be, [Puts
brooch in drawer—closes and locks drawer.] He knows
I am here tonight, you see. But he didn’t know I was
going to find what I have found, [Pause. Looks at
broken drawer.] Yes— We've done for that, I'm
afraid— Well, we must just risk it, that's all, [Tries to
force broken drawer into place.] Now, Mrs. Manning-
ham, you will serve the ends of justice best by simply
going to bed. {Crosses to Mrs. MANNINGHAM.] Do you
mind going to bed?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. No. I will go to bed, [She starts
upstairs.]

[(WARN CURTAIN]

ROUGH. Good. Go there and stay there. Your headache
is worse. Remember be ill. Be anything. But stay there,
you understand, I'll let myself out. [Crosses up to Left
Center door.]

MRS. MANNINGEAM. [Suddenly. Comes downstairs and
crosses to ROUGH.] Don't leave me. Please don't leave
me. I have a feeling— Don't leave me.

ROUGH. Feeling? What feeling?

MRS. MANNINGHAM, A fecling that something will hap-
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pen if you leave me. I'm afraid. I haven’t the courage.

rouGH. Have the goodness to stop making a fool of
yourself, Mrs, Manningham. Here’s your courage. [He
gives her whiskey, taking it from wanw&.u .H.m._ﬁn some
more of it, but don't get tipsy and don’t leave it about.
[Patise—crosses up to doors.] Good-bye. Hm. e is at Left
Center doors, opens them and is aboui to exit.]

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Inspector.
ROUGH. [Turns to her.] Yes.

MRS, MANNINGHAM. [Summoning courage.] All right.
Good-bye. [She starts up the siairs.]

ROUGH, [Pause. As he exits.] Good-bye. [Shuts the
door. Pause as she stops on the stairs and glances around
the room. ROUGH suddenly opens the door.] Mrs. Man-

ningham!
MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes,

[rRouGH motions to her to go upstairs. She does so and
he waiches her.]

rOUGH. Good-bye.

[W hen she is out of sight around the curve on the stairs
he exits and closes the doors.]

THE CURTAIN FALLS
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ACT THREE

The time is eleven the same night. The rooms s in dark-
ness, but the Left Center door is open and a dim light in
the passage outside can be seen. There is the sound of the
front DOOR shutting. FOOTSTEPS can be heard, and
MANNINGHAM appears outside. He stops te turn out the
light i the passage. He enters the room and goes o the
lamp on the Center table and turns it up. Then he lights
the two brackets and crosses to table up Right and puts
lis hat on it. He goes in a slow and deliberate way over
to the bell-cord and pulls it. He is humming to himself as
he goes over to the fireplace,

NANCY puts her head round the Left Center door. She
has only just come in and is dressed for out-of-doors.

NANcY. Yes, sir. Did you ring, sir?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Yes, Nancy, I did ring. It seems
that the entire household has gone to bed without leay-
ing me my milk and without leaving me my biscuits,

Nancy. Oh, I'm sorry, sir. They're only just outside.
I’ll bring them in! [ Turns to door then stops and turns
fo MR, MANNINGHAM.] Mrs, Manningham usually gets
them, doesn’t she, sir? Cook’s in bed and I've only just
come in.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Quite. Nancy. Then perhaps you
will deputize for Mrs. Manningham, and bring them

into the room. .
&
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NaNcy. Certainly, sir,

MR. MANNINGHAM. And after you do that, [She stops
in doorway.] Nancy, will you go upstairs and tell Mrs.
Manningham that I wish to see her down here.
NANCY. Yes, sir. Certainly, sir. [Exits Left Center and
turns to Right,]

[MR. MANNINGHAM walks into room up Right. NANCY
returns, She has milk in a jug, a glass and biscuits on
a tray, and puts them on the table. She goes upstairs, Fle
enters from room up Right crosses slowly to above table
then over to desk. NANCY comes downstairs and stops at
the foot of the stairs.]

MR. MANNINGHAM. Well, Nancy?

NANCY. She says she has 2 headache, sir, and is trying
to sleep,

MR. MANNINGEAM. Oli—she still has a headache, has
she?

NANCY. Yes, sir. Is there anything else you want, sir?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Did you ever know a time when
Mrs. Manningham did not have a headache, Nancy?

NANcY. No, sir. Hardly ever, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Turns to Nancy.] Do you usually
perform your domestic tasks in outdoor costume,
Nancy?

NANcY. I told you, sir. I've only just come in, and I
heard the bell by chance.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Yes, that's just the point.
NAaNcy. How do you mean, sir?
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MR. MANNINGHAM, Will you be so good as to come
closer, Nancy, where I can see you. [NANCY comes down
stage a step. They look at each other in a rather strange
way.] Have you any idea of the time of the day, or
rather night, Nancy?

NANCY. Yes, sir. It's a little after eleven, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Are you aware that you came in
half a minute, or even less, before myself ?

NANCY. Yes, sir. I thought I saw you, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Oh—you thought you saw me.
Well, T certainly saw you.

NANcY. [Looking away.] Did you, sir?

MR, MANNINGHAM. Have you ever reflected, Nancy,
that you are given a great deal of latitude in this house?

NaNcy. I don't know, sir. I don't know what latitude
means.

MR, MANNINGHAM. Latitude, Nancy, means consider-
able liberty—liberty to the extent of two nights off a
week,

NANcY. [Pause.] Yes, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Well, that’s all very well, It is not so
well, however, when you return as late as the master of
the house. We ought to keep up some pretences, you

know.
NANcY. Yes, sir. We must. [She snakes to go.)

MR. MANNINGHAM. Nancy,

NAKCY. [Stops.] Yes, sir?
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MR. MANNINGHAM. [In @ more human tone.] Where
the devil have you been tonight, anyway?

NANCY. [Pause—turns to him.] Only with some
friends, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. You know, Nancy, when you say

friends, I have an extraordinary idea that you mean gen-
tlemen friends.

NANcY. [Looking at him.] Well, sir, possibly T might.

MR. MANNINGHAM. You know, gentlemen friends have
been known to take decided liberties with young ladies
like yourself. Are you alive to such a possibility P

NANCY. Oh, no, sir. Not with me. I can look after my-
self.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Are you always so anxious to look
after yourself ?

NANCY. No, sir, not always, perhaps.

MR. MANNINGHAM. You know, Nancy, pretty as your
bonnet is, it is not anything near so pretty as your hair
beneath it. Won’t you take it off and let me see it?

NANCY. [As she removes hat and crosses to Right of
chair Right of table.] V. ery good, sir. It comes off easy
enough. There— Is there anything more you want, sir ?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Yes. Possibly. Come here, will you,
Nancy?

NANCY. [Pause.] Yes, sir— [Drops hat on chair Right
of table. Coming to him.] TIs there anything you want,
sit ?—[Changing tone as he puts his arms on her shoul-
ders.] What do you want?—eh— What do you want?

jfirgi it o
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[MANNINGHAM kisses NANCY in @ S..&nﬁ 9&_ fro-
longed manner. There is a pause in which she looks at
him, and then she kisses him as violently.] There! Can
she do that for you? Can she do that?

MR. MANNINGEAM. Who can you be talking about,
Nancy?

NANCY. You know who I mean all right.

MR. MANNINGHAM. You know, Zm:a«. you are a very
remarkable girl in many respects. I believe you are jeal-
cus of your mistress.

NANCY. She? She’s a poor thing. .H:n..n.m. no :nn.n_ to be
jealous of her. You want to kiss me again, don't Mo_._w
Don't you want to kiss me? [MR. MANNINGHAM kisses
NaNcy.] There! That's better than a sick headache—
ain’t it—a sick headache and a pale face all the day.

MR. MANNINGEAM. Why, yes, Nancy, I believe m.ﬁ is. I
think, however, don’t you, that it would be _.un:n_. if you
and I met one evening in different surroundings.
NANCY. Yes, Where ? I'll meet you when you like. You're
mine now—ain’t you—'cos you want me. You want me
—don’t you?

MR. MANNINGEAM, And what of you, Nancy. Do you
want me?

NaNcY. Oh, yes! I always wanted you, ever since I first
clapped eyes on you. I wanted you more than all of them,

MR, MANNINGHAM. Oh—there are plenty of others?
NANCY. Oh, yes—there's plenty of others.

MR, MANNINGHAM, S0 I rather imagined. And only
nineteen,
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NANCY. Where can we meet? Where do you want us to
meet ?

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Slowly crossing to front of scttee
9.% facing fireplace.) Really, Nancy, you have taken me
a little by surprise, I'll let you know tomorrow.

NANCY. [Crossing to front of table.] How'll you let me
kcnow, when she's about?

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Quietly, half turning to NANcCY.]
Oh, I'll find a way, Nancy, I don’t believe Mrs. Man-
ningham will be here tomorrow.

NaNcCy. Oh? Not that I care about her. [Crossing to

him.] T'd like to kiss you under her very nose. That’s
what I'd like to do.

MR. MANNINGHAM. All right, Nancy. Now you had bet-
ter go. I have some work to do.

NaNCY. Go? I don't want to go.

MR. MANNINGHAM. [ Turns away from her.] There, run
along. I have some work to do.

NaNcy. Work? What are you going to work at? What
are you going to do?

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Turns to NaNcy.) Oh—I’'m go-
ing to write some letters. Then I— Go along, Nancy,
that’s a good girl.

NANcY. Oh, very well, sir. You shall be master for a
little more. [Her arms around his neck, Kisses him.]
Good night, your lordship. [Starts to door Left Center
ond picks up her hat on the way.]

MR. MANNINGHAM. Good night.
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NANCY. [At door stops and turns to him.] When shall
you let me know tomorrow?

MR, MANNINGHAM. When I find time, Nancy, when I
find time. Good night.

NANCY. Good night! [Goes out into the hall Left Cen-
ter—closes doors. ]

[MANNINGHAM crosses above settee to back of desk and
sits down. He rises and crosses to the secretary, gets
some papers, crosses back to the desk and sits down
again. He takes up the pen and begins to write, He stops
and takes out his key ring which is on the other end of
his watch chain and unlocks the upstage drawer. then
turns to unlock the downstage drawer. He stops as he
discovers it has been forced and quickly rises. He turns
to the upstage drawer, opens it and rummages through
it. He then looks toward the stairs, crosses below the
desk and stops at up Left Center, turns and goes to the
bell rope, pulls it and goes back of desk and takes a
quick look at both drawers then closes them.]

NANCY. [Re-enters.] Yes? What is it now?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Nancy, will you please go upstairs
and take a message for me to Mrs. Manningham.

NANCY. Yes. What do you want me to say?

MR. MANNINGEAM. Will you please tell her that she is to
come down here this instant, whether she is suffering
from a sick headache or any other form of ailment.

NANCY. Just like that, sir?
MR. MANNINGHAM. Just like that, Nancy.

NaNcY, With the greatest of pleasure, sir. [Goes up-
stairs.]
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[MANNINGEAM looks at the drawer again carefully, Fe
walks over to the fireplace and stands with his back to
it, waiting.]

NANCY. [Returns. On the bottom step.] She won't come.
She doesn’t mean to come.

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Steps forward.] What do you
mean, Nancy—she won’t come?

NANCY. She said she can’t come—she’s not well enough.
She's just shamming, if you ask me.

MR, MANNINGHAM. Really? Then she forces me to be
undignified. [Walking over the stairs.] All right, Nancy,
leave it to me.

NaNcy. The door’s locked, She's got it locked. I tried it.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Oh—really—the door is locked, is
it? Very weli— [He starts up the stairs past her to the

fifth step.]

NANCY. She won’t let you in. I can tell by her voice. She’s
got. it locked and she won't open it. Are you going to bat-
ter it in?

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Turns, comes down to NANCY.]
No—perhaps you are right, Nancy—[Crosses above
desk to chair. Sits and starts to write.]—let us try more
delicate means of attaining our ends— Perhaps you will
take a note to this wretched imbecile and slip it under her
door.

NANCY. Yes, I'll do that. [C. oming to desk.] What are
you going to write?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Never mind what I am going to
write. I'll tell you what you can do though, Nancy.
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NANCY. Yes? What?

MR. MANNINGHAM, Just go down to the basement and
bring the little dog here, will you?

NANCY. [Starts out, stops and turns.] The dog?
MR. MANNINGHAM, The dog, yes.

NaNcY. What's the game? What's the idea with the
dog?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Never mind. Just go and get it, will
you?

NANcCY. [Starts to Left Center door.] All right.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Or on second thought perhaps you
need not get the dog. [She stops. Turns to E._:.H. We
will just let it be supposed we have the dog. That will be
even more delicate still. Here you are, Nancy. [She
crosses to desk.] Please go and put this under the door.

NANcY. [Pause.] What's the idea? What have you writ-
ten in this?

MR, MANNINGHAM. Nothing very much., Just a little
smoke for getting rats out of holes. There. Run along.

NANCY. You're a rum beggar, ain’t you? [At stairs.]
Can't I look?

MR. MANNINGHAM, Go on, Nancy.

[NANCY goes up. Left alone, MANNINGHAM shuts and
locks the top of his desk. Then he comes down and care-
fully places an armchair facing the fireplace—as though
he is staging some ceremony. He looks around the room,
Then he takes up his place in front of the fire, and waits,
NANCY comes downsiairs, ]
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NANCY. She’s coming. It's done the trick all right.

MR. MANNINGHAM., Ah—sp [ thought. Very well, Nancy.
Now I shall be obliged if you will go to bed at once.

NANcY. Go on. What's the game? What's the row
about?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Nancy, will you please go to bed ?

NANcY. [Coming forward, to him.] All right, I'm go-
ing. [Crosses to him, her arms around him. Kisses him.]
Good night, old dear. Give her what-for, won't you.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Good night, Nancy.
NANCY. Ta-ta,

[Mrs. MANNINGEAM appears and stands on the stairs,
MRS. MANNINGHAM says nothing. Nancy goes out Left
Center and leaves door ajar. After g long pause, MAN-
NINGHAM goes to the door, and looks to see that NANCY
is not there, closes it. He cones back and standing again
with his back to the fireplace, looks at her.]

MR, MANNINGHAM. Come and sit down in this chair,
please, Bella.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Unmoving.] Where is the dog?
Where have you got the dog?

MR. MANNINGHEAM. Dog ? What dog?

MRS. MANNINGHAM, You said you had the dog. Have

you hurt it? Let me have it. Where is it? Have you hurt
it again?

MR. MANNINGEAM. Again? This is strange talk, Bella
~—1Irom you—after what you did to the dog a few weeks
ago. Come and sit down here,
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MRS, MANNINGHAM. I do not want to speak to you. I
am not well. I thought you had the dog and were going
—to hurt it. That is why I came down.

MR. MANNINGHAM. The dog, my dear Bella, was merely
a ruse to compel you to pay me a visit quietly. Come and
sit down where I told you.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Starts upsiairs.] No. I want to
go.

MR, MANNINGHAM. [Shouting.] Come and sit dotwn
where I told you!

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Coming downstage to back of
table.] Yes—yes—what do you want?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Quite a good deal, Bella. Sit n_mus.:
and make yourself comfortable, We have plenty of time

MRS, MANNINGHAM, [As she crosses back toward
stairs.] I want to go. You cannot keep me here. T want
to go.

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Calmly.] Sit down m:m. make your-
self comfortable, Bella, We have plenty of time.

MRS. MANNINGEAM. [Going to chair Left mcﬂ table Cen-
ter which he did not indicate and which is nearer the
door and sits.] Say what you have to say.

MR. MANNINGAAM. Now you are not sitting in the chair
I indicated, Bella.

MERS. MANNINGHAM. What have you to say?

MR. MANNINGHAM. I have to say that you are not sitting
in the chair I indicated. Are you afraid of me that you
desire to get so near the door?

Al Caslld T
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MRS. MANNINGEAM. No, T am not afraid of you. i
a8
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fully dressed? [She does not answer.] Did you hear :
MR, MANNINGHAM. No? Then you have a good deal of i:ww» I said? _” : g A

courage, my dear. However, will you now sit do 4 i
where I told you? d Wi i MRS. MANNINGEAM. Yes, I heard what you said. e

- 15 TR P

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Rises slowl g MR. MANNINGHAM. Then will you tell me why, since 3
table.] Yes, [ wiy and crosses below ., you had gone to bed, you are still fully dressed?
[Pause.] 3 MRS. MANNINGEAM, I don’t know. Y
3 - -
MR. MANNINGRAM. [As she crosses.] Do you know . “_.W.Su” ZHHMMMW.:NE oﬂomhwgoﬁw Do you lmow £
what you remind me of, Bella, as you walk across the e S iE/ ;
room? 1 MRS, MANNINGHAM, I don't know. I forgot to undress.
MRS. MANNINGHAM. [At Left end of Settee—stops.] “ MR. MANNINGHAM, You forgot to undress. A curious
No. What do I remind you of ? o oversight, if I may say so, Bella. [Leaning over her.)
. - You know, you give me the appearance of having had a
M“M._. MM nﬂzﬁﬂwmbz. A somnambulist, Bella. Have you rather exciting time since I last saw you. Almost as
such a person? E- though you have been up to something. Have you been
MRS. MANNINGHAM. [ A4 step toward him.] No, T have ; up to anything? i
MIever Seen one. MRS. MANNINGHAM. No. I don’t know what you mean. o
Jw. MANNINGHAM. Haven't you? Not that funny, MR. MANNINGHAM, [Straightens up.] Did you find that _
glazed, amNn._.._ look of the wandering mind—the body 3 bill I told you to find?
that acts without the soul to guide it? I have often .
50_._@_.: you had that look, but it's never been 50 strong LR LR LIS B
as tonight. MR. MANNINGHAM. [Goes to milk on table.] Do you re-
MRS. MANNINGHAM. [C : : . : member what I said would rm_u_umm to you if you did not
is not wandering, [Crosses to Right chair.] My mind : find that bill when I returned tonight?
MR. MANNINGHAM. No?—When I came in, Bella, T was : MRS. MANNINGHAM. No.
told that you had gone to bed. | MR. MANNINGHAM. No? [Is pouring milk into glass.]
3 No? [She refuses to answer.] Am I married to a dumb
MRS,
RS. MANNINGHAM. Yes. T had gone to bed. g woman, Bella, in addition to all else? The array of your
MR. MANNINGHAM. Then may I ask why you are still physical and mental deficiencies is growing almost over--
whelming. I advise you to answer me. _
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MRS. MANNINGHAM. What do you want me to say?

MR. MANNINGHAM. I asked you if you remembered
something. [Going back to fireplace with glass of milk,]

Go on, Bella—what was it I asked you if you remem-
bered ?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. I don’t understand your words,
You talk round and round. My head is going round and
round. :

MR. MANNINGHAM. [A! fireplace.] It is not necessary
for you to tell me, Bella. I am just wondering if it might
interrupt its gyratory motion for a fraction of a second,
and concentrate upon the present conversation. [Sips
milk.] And please, what was jt I.a moment ago asked
you if you remembered ?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Laboured.] You asked me if re-

membered what you said would happen to me if I did not
find that bill.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Admirable, my dear Bella! Admi-
rable! We shall make a great logician of you yet—a Soc-
rates—a John Stuart Mill| You shall go down to history
as the shining mind of your day. That is, if your present
history does not altogether submerge you—take you
away from your fellow creatures. And there is a danger
of that, you know, in more ways than one. [Milk on
mantel.] Well—what did I say I would do if you did not
find that bill ?

MRS. MANNINGHAM., [Choked.] You said you would
lock me up.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Yes. And do you believe me to be a
mar of my word ? [Pause in which she does not answer,
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Crossing back of settee to Center.] You see, Bella, in a
life of considerable and varied experience I have ham-
mered out a few principles of action. In fact, I actually
fancy I know how to deal with my fellowmen. I learned
it quite early actually—at school in fact. There, you
know, there were two ways of getting at what you
wanted. One was along an intellectual plane, the other
along the physical. If one failed one used E..w other. I
took that lesson into life with me. Hitherto, with you, I
have worked with what forbearance and patience I leave
you to judge, along the intellectual plane. [C rosses down
and over to her.] The time has come now, I believe, to
work along the other as well— You will understand that
I am a man of some power— [She suddenly looks at
him.] Why do you look at me, Bella? I said I am a man
of some power and determination, and as fully mec_o
in one direction as in the other.—I will leave your im-
agination to work on what I Enuu.l.u._..os.ma.n_.. we are
really digressing— [Starts to Left crossing back of
table.] You did not find the bill I told you to find.

MRS, MANNINGHAM. No.

MR, MANNINGHAM. Did you lock for it? [He moves
toward desk.]

MRS, MANNINGHAM. Yes,
MR. MANNINGHAM, Where did you look for it?
MRS, MANNINGHAM. Oh, around the room—

MR. MANNINGHAM. Around the room. Where around
the room? [Pause. At desk. As he bangs on the desk
with his right hand.] In my desk, for instance?

MRBS. MANNINGHAM, No—not in your desk,
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MR, MANNINGHAM. Why not in my desk?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Your desk is locked.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Do you imagine you can lie to me?
MRS. MANNINGHAM. I am not lying.

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Crosses to Center of desk.] Come
here, Bella,

MRS, MANNINGHAM. [Coming to him.] What do you
want ?

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Pause.] Now, listen to me. Your
dark, confused, rambling mind has led you into playing
some pretty tricks tonight—has it not ?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. My mind is tired. [She starts to
stairs.] I want to go to bed.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Your mind indeed is tired. Your
mind is so tired that it can no longer work at all. You
do not think. You dream. [He slowly starts toward her.]
Dream all day long, Dream everything. Dream mali-
ciously and incessantly, Don't you know that by now?
[She starts to give way.] You sleep-walking imbecile,
what have you been dreaming tonight—where has your
mind wandered—that you have split [Pounds on desk.]
open my desk? What strange diseased dream have you
had tonight—eh?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Dream? Are you saying I have
dreamed— Dreamed all that happened ?—

MR. MANNINGHAM. All that happened when, Bella? To-
night? Of course you dreamed all that happened—or
rather all that didn’t happen.
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MRS, MANNINGHAM, Dream— Tonight-—are you saying
I have dreamed? [Pause.] Oh, God—have I dreamed?
Have I dreamed again ?—

MR, MANNINGHAM. Have I not told you—?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Storming.] 1 haven't dreamed. I
haven't. Don't tell me I have dreamed. In the name of
God don't tell me that!

MR, MANNINGHAM, [Speaking at the same time, and
forcing her down into small chair Left.] .m.n down and
be quiet. Sit down! [More quietly E:.m curiously.] What
was this dream of yours, Bella? You interest me.

MRS, MANNINGHAM. I dreamt of a man— [Hysterical.]
I dreamt of a man—

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Now very curions.] You dreamed
of a man, Bella? What man did you dream of, pray?

MRS, MANNINGEAM. A man. A man that came to see
me. Let me rest! Let me rest!

MR. MANNINGHAM. Pull yourself together, Bella. What
man are you talking about ?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. I dreamed a man came in here.

MR, MANNINGHAM. [As he grasps her neck n.:.m &S.&e
raises her.] I know, you dreamed it, you gibbering
wretch! I want to know more about this man of whom
you dreamed. Do you hear! Do you hear me?

MRS, MANNINGHAM. I dreamed—I dreamed—

[She looks off at door up Right, transfived. MANNING-
BAM turns and looks as ROUGH enters door up Right.
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MANNINGHAM releases her and she sinks back into the
chair,]

ROUGH. [As he crosses to chair Right of table.] Was 1
any part of this curious dream of yours, Mrs. Manning-

ham?—Perhaps my presence here will help you to re-
call it,

MR. MANNINGHAM. [ After pause. C rossing to Left Cen-

ter.] May I ask wha the devil You are, and how you
got in?

ROUGH. [Crosses back of chair.] Well, who I am seems
a little doubtful, Apparently I am a mere figment of
Mrs. Manningham's imagination. As for how I got in,
I came in, or rather I came back—or better still, T ef-
fected an entrance a few minutes before you, and I have
been hidden away ever since,

MR. MANNINGHAM. And would you be kind enough to
tell me what you are doing here?

ROUGH. [Hands on chair back.] Waiting for some
friends, Mr. Manningham, waiting for some friends,
Don’t you think you had better go up to bed, Mrs, Man-
ningham? You look very tired,

MR. MANNINGHAM. Don't you think you had better ex-
plain your business, sir?

ROUGH. Well, as a mere figment, as a mere ghost existing
only in your wife's mind, T can hardly be said to have any
business. Tell me, Mr, Manningham, can you see me?
[Spreading his hands as he makes g complete turn.] No
doubt your wife can, but jt must be difficult for you.
Perhaps if she goes to her room I will vanish, and.yon
won't be bothered by me any more,
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MR. MANNINGHAM., Bella. Go to your room. [She rises,
staring at BOTH in furn in apprehension and ﬁ_m:a&r
ment, goes to the stairs.] I shall find out the meaning of
this, and deal with you in due course,

MRS. MANNINGHAM, J—

MR. MANNINGHAM. Go to your room. I will call you
down later. I have not finished with you yet, Madam.
[Mrs. MANNINGHAM looks at BoTH again, and goes up-
stairs.]

ROUGH. [Pause. To chair down Right.] You ._894. I
believe you're wrong there, Manningham. I believe that
is just what you have done.

MR, MANNINGHEAM, Done what?

roucH. Finished with your wife, my friend. [He sits
down easily in armchair.]
MR, MANNINGHAM. [Crosses to front of table.] Now,

sir—will you have the goodness to tell me your name
and your business if any?

RoUGH. I have no name, Manningham, in my present
capacity. T am, as I have pointed out, a mere spirit. Per-

haps a spirit of something that you have evaded all your

life—but in my case, only a spirit. Will you have a cigar
with a spirit? We may have to wait some time.

MR, MANNINGHAM. Are you going to n.m= me your busi-
ness, sir, or am I going to fetch a policeman and have
you turned out?

ROUGH. [Rises. Puts cigar back in vanw&..“_ Ah—an ad-
mirable idea. I could have thought of nothing better my-
self. Yes, fetch a policeman, gpn:m_._mrm.:u. and have me
turned out— [Puause.] Why do you wait?
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MR, MANNINGHAM, Ea_.ummﬁ? sir, I can turn you
out myself.

ROUGH. [Standing and facing him.] Yes. But why not
fetch a policeman ?

MR. MANNINGHAM. [After pause.] You give me the
impression, sir, that you have something up your sleeve.
Will you go on with what you were saying ?

ROUGH. Yes, certainly. Where was I ? Yes, [Pause.] Ex-
cuse me, Manningham, but do you get the same impres-
sion as myself ?

[LIGHT starts -down.)
MR. MANNINGHAM. What impression ?

ROUGH [Goes upstage looking at downstage bracket.]
An impression that the light is going down in this room ?

MR. MANNINGHAM, I have not noticed it.

ROUGH. Yes—surely— There—{[Crosses to Left Cen-
ter then down to Left of table. The LIGHT goes slowly
down. As ROTIGH moves MAN NINGHAM keeps his eyes on
him.]—Eerle, isn’t it? Now we are almost in the dark—
Why do you think that has happened? You don't sup-
pose 2 light has been put on somewhere else— You don’
suppose there are other spirits—fellow spirits of mine—
spirits surrounding this house now—spirits of justice,
even, which have caught up with you at last, Mr. Man-
ningham?

MR. MANNINGHAM. [A4 step upstage and his hand on the
back of chair Right of table.] Are you off your head,
sir?

ROUGH. No, sir. Just an old man seeing ghosts. It must

By
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be the atmosphere of this house. [ Backing away to Left
Center as he looks about.] I can see them everywhere.
It's the oddest thing. Do you know one ghost I can see,
Mr. Manningham? You could hardly believe it.

MR. MANNINGHAM. What ghost do you see, pray?

ROUGH. Why, it's the ghost of an old woman, sir—an
old woman who once lived in this house, who once lived
in this very room. Yes~—in this very room. What things
I imagine!

MR. MANNINGHAM. What are you saying ?

ROUGH. Remarkably clear, sir, I see it— An old woman
getting ready to go to bed—here in this very room—an
old woman getting ready to go up to bed at the ﬁ&. of
the day. Why ! There she is. She sits just there. _”.Nusaa
to chair Right of table. MANNINGEAM removes his hand
from the chair.] And now it seems I see another ghost
as well. [Pawse. He is looking at MANNINGEHAM.] 1 see
the ghost of a young man, Mr. Manningham-—a hand-
some, tall, well-groomed young man. But this young man
has murder in his eyes. Why, God bless my soul, he
might be you, Mr. Manningham—he might vn. you!
[Pause.] The old woman sees him. Don’t you see it all?
She screams—screams for help—screams before her
throat is cut—cut open with a knife. _”n.u.o.aa. down-
stage.] She lies dead on the floor—the floor of this room
—of this house. Therel [Pointing to floor in front of
table. Pause.] Now I don't see that ghost any more.

MR, MANNINGHAM. What's the game, eh? What's your
game?

ROUGH. [Confronting MANNINGHEAM.] But I mm__. see
the ghost of the man. I see him, all through the night,
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as he ransacks the house, hour after hour, room after
roum, ripping everything up, turning everything out,
madly seeking the thing he cannot find. Then years pass
and where is he ?—[Goes to table Center.] Why, sir, is
he not back in the same house, the house he ransacked, the
house he searched—and does he not now stand before
the ghost of the woman he killed—in the room in which
he killed her ? A methodical man, a patient man, but per-
haps he has waited too long. For justice has waited too,
and here she is, in my person, to exact her due. And jus-
tice found, my friend, in one hour what you sought for
fifteen years, and still could not find. See here. Look
what she found. [Goes belomw desk around to drawer.]
A letter which never reached your wife. Then a brooch
which you gave your wife but which she did not appre-
ciate. How wicked of her! But then she didn’t know its
value, How was she to know that it held the Barlow
rubies| There! [C oming below desk to MANNINGHAM,
Opening it out.] See. Twelve thousand pounds’ worth
before your eyes! There you are, sir. You killed one
woman for those and tried to drive another out of her
mind. And all the time they lay in your own desk, and
all they have brought you is a rope around your neck,
Mr. Sydney Power|

MR. MANNINGHAM, [Pause.] You seem, sir, to have
Some very remarkable information. Do you imagine you
are going to leave this room with such information in
your possession? [Going up to Left Center doors as
though to lock them. )

ROUGH. [Away to down Left.] Do you imagine, sir,

that you are going to leave this room without suijtable
escort?

MR. MANNINGHAM, May I ask what You mean by that?
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ROUGH. Only that I have men in the ronm.n already. Didn’t
you realize they had signalled their arrival from nﬂ.,oﬁ.
your own way in, Mr. Manningham, when the lights
went down?

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Pause. He looks at roucr.] Here
you— What the devil's this? [He rushes to the door,
where two POLICEMEN are standing.] Ah, Gentlemen—
Come in. Come in. Make yourselves at home. Here. :.w e
wakes a phunge. They grab him.] Leave go of me, will
you? Here. Leave go of me! Here's a fine way of going
on. Here’s a fine way!

[4 struggle ensues. roucH, seeing help is needed, jerks
down the bell-cord. With this, they secure MANNING-
HAM. ROUGE Ricks him in the shins. He falls.]

- [Taking paper from his pocket. Going up to
“ﬂ.ﬁ“z__..”ﬁ>z.%%w%=nmo_._mn_mm Power, H have a war-
rant for your arrest for the murder of Alice Barlow. I
should warn you that anything you may say now may
be taken down in writing and used as na.:ﬁ_nm_nn at a later
date. Will you accompany us to the station in a peaceful
manner? You will oblige us all, and serve your own inter-
ests best, Power, by coming with us quietly. [MANNING-
HAM renews struggle.] Very well—take him away—

[They are about to take himm away when MRS. MANNING-
HAM comes down the stairs. There is a silence.]

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Inspector Rough—

[The two POLICEMEN turss so that MANNINGHAM faces
MRS, MANNINGHAM. ]

ROUGH. [Going to her.] Yes, my dear, now don't yau
think you'd better—
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MRS. MANNINGHAM. [y g weak voice.] Inspector—
ROUGH. Yes?

104 1§13

MRS. MANNINGHAM. I want to speak to my husband,
ROUGH. Now, surely, there's nothing to be—

MRS. MANNINGHAM. I want to speak to my husband.
ROUGH. Very well, my dear, what do you want to say?
MRS. MANNINGHAM. I want to speak to him alone,
ROUGH. Alone?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes, alone. Won't you please let
me speak to him alone? I beg of you to allow me, I will
not keep him long.

ROUGH. {Pause.] I don't quite understand. Alone?—
[Pause.] Very well. Yon may speak to him alone. [He
crosses to chair Right of table. To POLICEMEN.] Very
well. Make him fast in this chair. [He signifies that they
are to tie him to chair, They do so and exit Left Center.)
This is anything but in order—but we will wait outside,
[MRS. MANNINGHAM crosses to desk. ROUGH examines
fastenings on MANNINGEAM and crosses up to door, Left
Center.] I'm afraid you must not be long, Mrs, Man-
ningham.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. I do not want you to listen,

ROUGH. No, I will not listen, [ROUGHE hesitates, then
exits Left Center.)

[MRS. MANNINGHAM looking at her husband. At last
she goes over to Left Center door, locks it and then
comes to him.]

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Jack! Jack! What have they done
to you? What have they done? . :
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MR. MANNINGHAM. [Struggling at his bonds, half whis-
pering.] It's all right, Bella. You're clever, my darling.
Terribly clever. Now get something to cut this. T can get
out through the dressing-room window and make a jump
for it. Can you fetch something ?

MRS, MANNINGHAM. [Hesitating. Crossing to him.}
Yes—yes. I can get something. What can I get?

MR. MANNINGHAM. I've just remembered— There's a
razor in my dressing-room. Quick | Can you get it, Bella?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Feverishly.] Razor—yes—I'll
get it for you.

MB. MANNINGHAM. Hurry—yes— In my dresser—
Hurry— Quick and get it.

[She goes into room up Right, talking and mumbling
and comes back with the razor and crosses to desk. As
she takes the razor from case, a scrap of paper falls to
the floor. She stoops to pick it up, almost unconsciously
tidy. She glances at it and a happy smile illuminates her

face.]

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Joyously.] Jack! Here’s the gro-
cery bill! [She comes to him, the grocery bill in one hand,
the razor in the other. She is half weeping, half laugh-
ing.] You see, dear, I didn’t lose it. I told you I didn't!

MR, MANNINGHAM. [Uncomfortably.] Cut me loose,
Bella.

MRS, MANNINGHAM. [She siares at him for a moment,
then ot the grocery bill, then back at him.] Jack—how
did this get in here? You said that I— [Her voice irails
off, a wild look comes into her eyes.]

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Trying to placaie her with &.a__.!.“_
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Imust have been mistaken about the bill, N i
dear, use the razor!| Quick! -om Quickly,

[She stares at him for a moment
. , then moves g ste
closer. His look falls upon the razor. He glances up at m....w

and a momentary hint of terror ¢ ; 1
. ames snto his face.
drows back in the chair.] face. He

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Razor? What razor? [She holds it
up, under his face.] You are not suggesting that this is a

wmmﬂm_.mu hold in my hand? Have you gone mad, my hus-

MR. MANNINGHAM. Beila, what are you up to?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [IVith deadly rage that is close o
ssanily.] Or is it T who am mad ? [She throws the ragor
from her.] Yes. That's it. It's I Of course, it was a
razor. Dear God—I have lost it, haven't I? T am always

losing things. And I can never find !
whers T S them. I don't know

MR. MANNINGHAM. [ Desperately.] Bella.
[WARN CURTAIN)

MRS. MANNINGHAM. I must look for it, mustn't I? Yes
.I.._m I don't find it you will lock me in my room-—you
s-:._ mn.n_n me in the mad-house for my mischief, [Her
voice 15 compressed with bitterness and hatred.] Where
could it be now? [Turns and looks around to Right,]
Could it be behind the picture? Yes, it must be there|
H..w he goes to the picture swiftly and takes it douwn.] No
1t’s not there—how strange! I must put the picture _umnr...
I have taken it down, and I must put it back. There,
[She puts it back askew.] Where now shall T lock?
[She is raging like a hunted animal. Turns and sees the
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desk.] Where shall T look? The desk. Perhaps I put it
in the desk. [Goes to the desk.] No—it is not there—
how strange! But here is a letter. Here is a watch. And
a bill— See I've found them at last. [Going to him.}
You see! But they don’t help you, do they? And I am
trying to help you, aren’t I ?—to help you escape— But
how can a mad woman help her husband to escape ? What
a pity— [Getting louder and louder.] 1f T were not mad
I could have helped you—if I were not mad, whatever
you had done, I could have pitied and protected you! But
because I am mad I have hated you, and because I am
mad I am rejoicing in my heart—without a shred of pity
—without a shred of regret—watching you go with
glory in my heart!

MRE. MANNINGHAM. [Desperately.] Bella!

MRS. MANNINGHAM, Inspector! Inspector| [Up to door
—pounds on door then flings it open.] Come and take this
man away ! Come and take this man away! [rRoucHE and
the others come in swiftly. MRS. MANNINGHAM s com-
pletely hysterical and goes down to lower end of desk.)
Come and take thts man away!

[rovGr gestures to the men. They remove MANNING-
HAM. MRS. MANNINGHAM stands apart, trembling with
homicidal rage. ROUGR fakes her by the shoulders sternly.
She struggles to get away. He slaps her across the face.
She is momentarily stunned. ELIZABETE enters, quickly
takes in the situation. Gets a glass of water from table
up Right and brings it down to MRS. MANNINGHAM and
gives her a drink. ROUGH stands at Left Center wailching
them for a second and—]

ROUGH. [His eyes on MRS, MANNINGHAM whose wila
fury has resolved in weeping. He leads her to chair Left
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of table where she sits.] N T
’ -1 Now, my dear, co : L
MMMc:.mMoc ve had a bad time. T came in m_.o.ﬂw_wﬂﬂnw_“ e
Di n_zmn Hm %MM .._M:onmnﬂoﬂ.rowz.zn evening of your life
should imagine. orrible evening of anybody's life, T Mﬂ. .
MES. MANNINGHANM, Th - FURNITURE—DRAPERIES—PROPERTIES
most wonderful I..H...,.m.. m“n_nwo%“ rmp_._._znw Oh, no—the £ b tt tire st
' Y the most wonderful, = -1 brown carpet to cover entire stage
e T * 1 rug in front of fireplace—closely tacked down
CURTAIN 3 _\ Stairs covered with carpet
. <. + Old-fashioned lace curtains on windows in the bay—the
o7 downstage lace curtain tacked back near the top to
S let in the light of spot
ﬂ » Velvet drapes on the windows and bay arch—dull red
Lambrakin on mantel-shelf—same material as drapes
) Coal grate in fireplace
E Lump soft coal in grate
E: Ashes on hearth under grate
. Set of fire tools upper end of fireplace

Coal hod lower end fireplace
Coal in coal hod
Fire tongs in hod
One piece of coal fix in tongs
/H.E.mn mirror on wall over fireplace
' Large ornament on C. of mantel shelf
» Pair of vases—one each end of mantel—the one on the
upper end containing the Barlow rubies
Small mirror lower end of mantel—face down—for use
+ of Mrs. Manningham
Small comb—lower end of mantel—for use of Mrs.
' Manningham
Match box—upper end of mantel
3 Matches in match box
2 small bronze ornaments—one each end of mantel

i 1 single chair—below fireplace
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