Holmes will use to help him solve his baffling mystery.

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle (1859—-1930), a Scottish physician, be-
came so successful at creating mystery stories that he finally gave
up his medical practice to devote all his time to writing. Many
people consider his fictional character Sherlock Holmes to be the
world’s greatest detective. In fact, Conan Doyle once wrote a story
in which Sherlock Holmes died; his devoted readers insisted he
bring Holmes back to life. The Speckled Band is a play based on
one of Conan Doyle's stories. As you read, try to find the clues

A Dramatization by Michael and Mollie Hardwick
Based on the Story by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle

The Speckled Band

CHARACTERS

SHERLOCK HOLMES: great English detective
DR. WATSON: a physician and Holmes's friend
HELEN STONER: distressed young woman

DR. GRIMESBY ROYLOTT: Helen's stepfather; a physician from an upper-class but
poor family

MRS, HUDSON: Holmes's housekeeper; middle-aged

Scene: The action takes place in and around London, England.
The time is the 1890s.
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[She turns to exit and collides with WATSON,
who is bustling in.]

WA‘!‘SON z Oops !

MRS,
HUDSON. I beg your pardon, sir.
WA
TSON. My fault entirely, Mrs. Hudson.

[son ; HUDE?ON exits, closing the door. WAT-

Cros's:-l ?b'"g his hands briskly together.
S to the co oy

Self a cup,) ffee things and pours h

Morning, Holmes|

HOLMES. Good morning, my dear Watson!
You're just in time.

waTson. Eh? What for?

HOLMES. We have a client.

wATSsON. What—already!

HOLMES. It seems that a young lady has ar-
rived in a considerable state of excitement.
WATSON. Aha!

noLMEs. Now., when young ladies wander
about the metropolis! at this hour of the
morning I presume they have something very
pressing to communicate. Should it prove so,
I'm sure you would wish to follow the case

from the outset?

WATSON. My dear fellow, [ wouldn't miss it for
anything! Young lady, d'ye say?

HOLMES. Watson!

|A knock at the parlor door. MRS. HUDSON
enters.|

MRS. HUDSON. Miss Helen Stoner, sir.

[She steps aside to admit HELEN, then goes
out, closing the door. HOLMES advances
with hand outstretched, as WATSON hastily
lays aside his coffee cup with interest.)

HOLMES. Good morning, madam. My name is
Sherlock Holmes.

HELEN. [Her voice betrays tension.] Good
morning, Mr. Holmes.

HOLMES. And this is my intimate friend and
colleague, Dr. Watson.

WATSON. How d'ye do, ma’am?
HELEN. How do you do, Doctor?

L. metropolis [mi trop’s lis|: large city: in this case,
London.

WATSON. You're cold, ma'am! Let me pour you

a cup of coffee.

[He starts off towards the coffee. but HELEN
checks him.]

HELEN. No coffee, thank you. It's not . . . the

cold.

WATSON. But you're shivering!

HELEN. From fear, Dr. Watson. From terror!
[HOLMES moves to her and steers her to a
fireside chair. He takes the one opposite
her. WATSON assuming his position at
HOLMES's elbow.]

HOLMES. Don't be afraid, Miss Stoner. We shall

soon set matters right.

HELEN. If only you can!

HOLMES. You have come in by train this morn-
ing, I see.

HELEN. [Surprised.] How do you know that?

HOLMES. |Pointing.] There is the second half
of a return ticket tucked into your left glove.

HELEN. Oh!

HOLMES. [ see you also had a good ride in a
dogcart,? along heavy roads, on your way to
the station.

HELEN. Yes! But I don't see how you can pos-
sibly . ..

HOLMES. [Interrupting her.] There is no mys-
tery, my dear madam. The left arm of your
jacket is spattered with mud in no less than
seven places. The marks are perfectly fresh.
Only a dogcart throws up mud in that way.

HELEN. [Urgently.] Mr. Holmes, [ have no one
to turn to! No one!

2. dogcart: small open carriage.
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HOLMES. Calm yourself, dear lady.

HELEN. [Sobbing.] I can stand this strain no
longer! [HELEN dabs at her eyes.)

noLMEs. Tell me what I can do for you.

HELEN. [Recovering.) Forgive me, Mr. Holmes.
If . . . if you can throw a little light through
the darkness which seems to surround
e

HOLMES. Let us hope so.

HELEN. | . . . [ must tell you that I can't pay
for your services at present. But in a month
or two | shall be married and have control of
my own income.

WATSON. (A little disappointed.] Er, congrat-
ulations!

HOLMES. My profession is its own reward. Now
kindly let us hear everything that may help us
to form an opinion.

HELEN. Very well. [She settles back, a little
more relaxed.| My mother was the young
widow of Major General Stoner.

WATSON. Bengal Artillery?3
HELEN. Yes.
WATSON. [Impressed. | By Jove!

|He catches a meaningful glance from
HOLMES. |

Sorry. Holmes! Pray go on, ma'am,

HELEN. When my twin sister, Julia, and [ were
'Wo my mother remarried to D Grimesby
Roylott.* of Stoke Moran, on the western bg

der of Surrey.5 About eight years ago ml;

* branch of the

Bi
which was a p Titish Army locateq

3 ritish colony at the
4. (}r]m’ -
Roylott [grimz’be roi’lit]

5. 8 g
WITey: county in southwestern England
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mother was killed in a railway accident at
Crewe.®

[WATSON makes a sympathetic sound.]

HOLMES. Leaving you and your sister in the
care of your stepfather.

HELEN. Exactly, Mr. Holmes. My mother had a
great deal of money. She bequeathed it all to
Dr. Roylott, with a provision that a certain
annual sum should be allowed to my sister
and me in the event of our marriage.

HOLMES. | understand. If I'm not mistaken,

the Roylott family is one of the oldest Saxon’
families in England.

HELEN. And at one time amongst the richest.
t0o. But the fortune was wasted in the last
céntury by four successive heirs. The last

==

fuﬂg?"e [krdo]: city that is the site of a great railroad
on. about 150 miles northwest of London.

e Br:uThe Saxons were a German tribe that CO"I')r

._Tain during the fifth and sixth centuries. -~

OU's family is therefore one of the oldest in Britail"

squire® dragged out his existence as an
aristocratic pauper,® and all my stepfather in-
herited was a few acres of land and a 200-
year-old house.

HOLMES. When was this?

HELEN. Oh, a good many years before he mar-
ried my mother. He saw that he must adapt
himself to conditions, so he took a medical
degree. He went out to Calcutta'® and estab-
lished a large practice. Unfortunately . . . [She
hesitates.]

HOLMES. Yes?

HELEN. He . . . in a fit of anger, he beat his
butler to death.

WATSON. Good heavens!

HELEN. He escaped a capital sentence,!! but
spent several years in prison.

HOLMES. And it was after his release that he
married your mother?

HELEN. That is so. We all came back to Eng-
land together, and my stepfather tried to es-
tablish a new practice here. But then . . . my
mother was killed, and he took Julia and me
to live with him in the ancestral home at
Stoke Moran. It ... it was about this time
that a terrible change came over him.

HOLMES. A change? Of what kind?

HELEN. There was a series of disgraceful quar-
rels and brawls with anyone giving him the
least offense. Two of them ended in the police
court. My stepfather is a man of immense
strength and absolutely uncontrollable anger.

8. squire: owner of a large amount of rural property.
9. artistocratic (2 ris'to krat’ik] pauper: Aristocratic
refers to the upper classes. A pauper is a poor person.
10. Calcutta: large city in northeastern India.
11. capital sentence: death penalty.

Only last week he threw the local blacksmith
over a parapet'? into a stream.

[wATSON whistles.]

WATSON. [Apologetically.] Er, I beg your par-
don!

HELEN. He's become the terror of the village,
until his only friends are the wandering gyp-
sies. He gives them leave to camp on what
remains of the estate. Oh, and he has his
animals.

WATSON. He's farming now?

HELEN. Nothing like that, I'm afraid. Doctor.
He has a passion for Indian animals. At this
moment he has a cheetah and a baboon!?
wandering quite freely in the grounds.

WATSON. Jove!

HOLMES. But your story is incomplete, Miss
Stoner.

HELEN. I'm sorry. I was just going to add that,
with this state of affairs, no servant would
stay in the house, and so my poor sister and
I had all the housework to do. You can imag-
ine we had little pleasure in our lives.

[HOLMES nods sympathetically. ]

Poor Julia’s hair had already begun to turn
white at the time of her death.

[HOLMES leans forward interestedly.]
HOLMES. Your sister is dead, then?

HELEN, She died just two years ago. She was
thirty. It . . . it was just a fortnight!* before
she should have been married.

12. parapet [par’s pit']: low wall.

13. cheetah . . . baboon: A cheetah is a large. spotted
cat. a member of the leopard family. A baboon is a large
and fierce type of monkey.

14. fortnight: fourteen nights, or two weeks.
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is Dr. Rowiott’s, the second was my SIiSters.

the third mine. Do | make myself plain?
BoLmes. Perfectly. Watson?

wATSON. Three bedrooms in a row—your step-
father’s. your late sister’s. and then your own.
Yes. I've got it.

HELEN. The windows of all three rooms open
on 10 the lawn. Well, on that fatal night . . .

HOLMES. [Interrupting her.] One moment, Miss
Stoner. You are about to tell us of your sister’s
death?

HELEN. Why, ves!

HoLues. | see. And we understand. do we not

that some time before this event occurred,

your sister had annou '

o nced her intention of
HELEN. That's correct. Only a sh

ort .

fore. actually, She'q m o

a major of Marines, on half.
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HELEN. No.
gorues. Then pray continue.

geLes. On the night in question, Jyjj; S
were sitting in her room. talking ahq, ;,,.
wedding arrangements. Dr. Roylott was iy, I-ﬁx
room next door. We could smell his cigar. \‘.’; -
1 rose to leave my sister at eleven o'clock .D; K
she stopped me at the door and asked Sﬁme
thing rather strange.

waTsoN. What was that?

geLeN. Whether | had ever heard anyone whis.
tle in the dead of the night.

wATsON. Whistle?

BELEN. [ told her I hadn’t. Then she said tha
on the past three nights she had been woken
by a long, low whistle. She couldn’t tell where
it came from. and we put it down to the gip-
sies in the plantation nearby. Then I went off
to my room, and I locked my door and went
to bed.

HOLMES. You locked your door?

HELEN. | heard her key turn, too, as usual
With a cheetah and a baboon at large we had

no feeling of security if our doors werent
locked.

HOLMES, | understand.

HELEN. | couldn't sleep that night. It was very
wild outside, with the wind howling and the
rain beating and splashing. Suddenly, amids!
?:rri:; noise, 1 heard my sister scream. !
JUStas;ny key and rushed into the corridor
ks did so, I seemed to hear a low whistle:
slowly D time to see my sister's door swiné
OPen. [ was rooted to the spot. I didn!
byot:cw]l:at I'expected to see come out. The™
sister e ght of the corridor lamp, | sa¥ ™
merge. She was swaying . . . her fa¢

was blanched!” with terror . .. her hands
seemed to be groping for help . . . Oh!

{HELEN buries her face in her hands.
HoLMES and WaTsox exchange muystified
glances.]

soLMES. Take vour time, ma'am.

HELEN. [Recovering with a determined effort. |
I must tell you it all. [ . . . ran to my sister. [
threw my arms round her. But at that mo-
ment her knees seemed to give way and she
fell to the ground. She . . . she writhed,'® as
though in terrible pain. I thought she hadn't
recognized me, but as I bent over her she sud-
denly shrieked out . . . “Helen! It was a band!
The speckled band!”

HoLMES. “The speckled band?” Those were
her exact words?

HELEN. | shall never forget them. It was the
last time I heard her voice. As my stepfather
came out of his room, pulling on his dressing
gown, !? she died in my arms. [Faintly.] Such
was the dreadful end of my beloved sister.

HoLMES. This whistle you say you heard—can
you be sure?

HELEN. | have asked myself that sometimes.

wATsON. The wind and rain, Holmes. The old
house creaking.

HELEN. [ still think it was a whistle. That was
what I swore to the Coroner.2?

HOLMES. Was your sister dressed?

HELEN. No, she was in her nightdress. We

17. blanched: very pale.

18. writhed (rithd): twisted and turned.

19. dressing gown: bathrobe or lounging robe.

20. Coroner: official responsible for determining the
cause of any suspicious or violent death.

found a spent match in one of her hands, and
a matchbox in the other.

HOLMES. Showing that she had struck a light
and looked around when she was alarmed.

That is important.

wATsON. What conclusion did the Coroner
come to, Miss Stoner?

HELEN. He was unable to find any satisfactory
cause of death. Her door had been locked on
the inside. Her window was shut and locked.
She must have been quite alone when what-
ever it was happened to her.

wATSON. Were there any marks of violence on
her?

HELEN. None at all.
WATsSON. What about poison?
HELEN. The doctors could find no traces.

HOLMES. Miss Stoner . . .
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gELEN. Yes, Mr. Holmes?

woumes. What do you think this unfo
lady died of?

meLEN. | believe she died
Of pure terror.

moLes. And what do you imaginé frightened
her?

gELEN. [Shaking her head slowly] I don't
. know.

warson. [/nspired.] Holmes—that reference to
a “speckled band.” Well, couldn't that be to do
, with the gypsies who were near? A band of
: gpsies. . . or. . . or even those spotted hand-
kerchief things they wear on their heads.
Speckled bands?

BOLMES. An interesting idea, Watson. These

are very deep waters. Miss Stoner, please
bring your narrative up to date now.

HELEN. Very well. All that was two years ago.
as | told you. Since then, my life has been
lonelier and unhappier than ever. However, a
dear friend whom Ive known for years has
asked me to marry him. We . . . we're 10 be
married (n a few weeks' time.

rtunate

of fear. Mr. Holmes.

S N o

ns

BoLmes. What is your stepfather’s view
that? o

- 'm sleeping 1
p““*“hdqnmvm:;,g:magmmv:;
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.

terror last night, then, when I hearq thay
same low whistling sound.

wATSON. Great heavens!

aecen. | sprang up and lit the lamp. But (e,
was nothing to be seen In the room. [ wag too
shaken to go to bed again. [ got dressed, and
as soon as it was daylight I slipped down 4,
the Crown Inn and got a dogcart to drive m,
to the station at Leatherhead. My object was
to see you, Mr. Holmes. and to ask your ag.
vice.

HOLMES. You were wise to do so. Miss Stoner.
But have you told me everything?

HELEN. Yes, | have.
nmoLmes. | fancy you have not!
HELEN. Mr. Holmes!

[HOLMES leans_forward and turns back the
Jringe of dress at one of her wrists.]

BoLMES. If you will permit me? Thank you.
You see, Watson?

[wATSON peers. |
WATSON. Those are bruises from four fingers
and a thumb!

HOLMES. Precisely. You have been cruelly used.
madam.

[He withdraws his hand.]

HELEN. [Flustered.| He . . . he is a hard man.
But he is my stepfather. He . . . doesn't know
his own strength. That is all.

HOLMEs. If you insist. Miss Stoner, there are
a thousand details that I should like to know
before we decide on a course of action. If W€
WeTe to come to Stoke Moran today . . -

HELEN, ijay'

mlf - Believe me, there isn't a moment 1
- 1 We came, would it be possible for us 1

see over these rooms without your stepfa-
ther's knowledge?

[MELEN gets to her feet.|

HELEN. He spoke of coming to town today on
some Important business. He will probably be
away from home all day.

HOLMES. (Getting up.] Excellent! Will your ser-
vants be discreet?

HELEN. We only have a housekeeper. She's old
and foolish. [ could easlly get her out of the

way.

HoLMES. Then we shall come—that Is, if you're
not averse to the trip, Watson?

WATSON. By no means.

HELEN. | should like to do one or two things,
now that I'm in town. I shall be back by the
twelve o'clock train. and be at Stoke Moran in

time to meet you.
HOLMES. Capital!

[He guides her towards the door.|
You're sure you won't stay for some breakfast?
HELEN, [Hesitates.]) Well . . .

[HOLMES whips open the door and bows.]|

HOLMES. Then you may expect to see us early
this afternoon. Good day, Miss Stoner.

HELEN. Good day. gentlemen.
[She exits.]

WATSON. Good day.
[HoLMES closes the door.)

Holmes! You invite her to breakfast, then al-
most push her out!

HOLMES. [Seriously.] We have some business
of our own to attend to before we go down
there. What do you think of it all, Watson?

WATSON. [Troubled. | Dark and sinister—that's
what I think of It, Holmes,

HoLMmes. Dark enough and sinister enough.

waTson. But, Holmes—If she’s correct In say-
ing the door and window of her sister’s room
were locked, then the girl must have been ab-
solutely alone when she met her death.

HoLMES. Death In a sealed room, In fact?

wWATSON. Natural causes. No other explana-
tion. [Scratching his head.] But then, what
about that whistling in the night—and that
speckled band business?

HOLMES. | was hoping you were going to pro-
vide me with those answers, my dear Watson.

waTsoN. Well, youll have to hope again!
HOLMES. [Mock dismay.| Dear me!
WATSON. Have you any ideas?

HOLMES. We have whistles at night. a band of
gypsies . . .

WATSON. Yes.

HOLMES. . . . a doctor who has a financial in-
terest in preventing his stepdaughter’s mar-
riage.

WATSON. Ah, yes!

HOLMES. And we have a dying reference to a
speckled band. Now, if we combine all these
elements, | think there is good ground to be-
lieve that the mystery may be cleared up.

WATSON. Well. then—the gypsies: what did
they do?

HOLMES. | can’t imagine.
WATSON. Neither can I!

HOLMES. It's precisely for that reason that
we're going to Stoke Moran today.
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MRS. HUDSON. Yes, Sir.

[MRS. HUDSON goes, closing the door. ROY-
LoTT advances belligerently upon HOLMES. ]

roYLoTT. You're Holmes, then?

HoLMES, That is my name, sir. But you have
the advantage of me.

ROYLOTT. [ am Dr. Grimesby Roylott, of Stoke
Moran.

HOLMES. Indeed, Doctor! Pray take a seat. This
Is your professional colleague, Dr. Watson.

[ROYLOTT ignores both the seat and war-
SON.|

RovLorT. Il do nothing of the kind! My step-

daughter has been here, |
- T know she has!
has she been saying to you? i

HOLMES. It is a little
o cold for the time of the

ROYLOTT. What has she been saying?

HOLMES. But ['ve p
ear:

e d that the Crocuses?2!
R

OYLOTT, [Infur{ated.] You think
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2 But I know you, yoy scoy,

me Off. do yOU
mes, the meddler!

drel! You'ré Hol
[HOLMES chuckles.]

Holmes, the busybody!
{HOLMES ch uckles louder.]

Holmes, the Scotland Yard Jack-in-Office1z

[HoLMES laughs out loud.]

HOLMES. Your conversation is most entertajp.
ing, Dr. Roylott. When you go out, do clog
the door, please. [Clasping his shoulders g
though cold.] There's a decided draft.

[ROYLOTT, beside himself with fury, wayes
his fists in the air. WATSON quietly picks up
a bottle, ready to wade in. HOLMES stands
quite still and allows the tempest to rage.|

royLort. [ will go when I've had my say
[Shaking his_fist under HOLMES's nose.| Don't
you dare meddle with my affairs! I know the
girl has been here. I warn you, Holmes, I'ma
dangerous man to fall foul of!

[He looks towards the fireplace, then
strides over and picks up the poker.?|

See here!

[WATSON raises his bottle in readiness. but
ROYLOTT grasps the poker in both hands
and begins to bend it.|

Il show you . . . how I could bend you . . . for
two pins!

[With a grunt he gets the poker almost 0@
right angle before relaxing the pressure. He
holds the bent poker aloft_for HoLMES and
WATSON to see, ]

See!

————

22,
Quarm‘:] - - . Office: Scotland Yard Is the head-
term for 5 € London police force. Jack-in-affice 18
7 l:l.«‘:lrfuganl minor official.

Poker: iron bar used for stirring a fire.

[royLOTT hurls the poker into the fireplace

with a clatter.]
That's what I could do to you.
[He turns and strides to the door.]
See that you keep yourself out of my grip!

[ROYLOTT jerks open the door and exits.
slamming it behind him. WATSON puls
down his bottle and joins HOLMES. They

laugh heartily.]
waTsoN. | say. Holmes!
HOLMES. He seems a very amiable fellow!

[HOLMES saunters to the fireplace and picks
up the poker to examine it.]

If he'd stayed a moment [ might have shown
him something.

[HOLMES suddenly takes a two-handed grip
on the poker and. with a single jerk, bends
it straight again. WATSON applauds.]

WATSON. Bravo, Holmes!
(HOLMES puts the poker back with the other
fire irons.]|
“Scotland Yard Jack-in-Office,” eh?
HOLMES. The insolence! Confusing me with
the official police force!
wartson. | hope he won't make that dear little
lady suffer.

HOLMES. He's shown us that this is too serious
a matter for any dawdling. Don’t you see, Wat-
son? His stepdaughters only come into their
inheritance if they marry. One was about to
do so, and died mysteriously two weeks be-
forehand. Now the other intends marriage.

and the old, mysterious signs return.
WATSON. Serious business, all right.

HOLMES. ['ll ring for our breakfast. . . .

[HOLMES rings the bell. Curtain.]
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Scene 2.

A country railway station. That afternoorn:
- s as men and u\mwn—-nblvious!y
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to exit right. HELEN pee
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raises h
HOLMES and WATSON.
wears his ulster and
his usual city clothes.]

HELEN. Mr. Holmes, Dr. Watson! ['ve been wait-

ing so eagerly for your train.

[They shake hands.]
waTsoN. We meet again, Miss Stoner.
HOLMES. ls everything well with you, madam?

HELEN. It's all turned out splendidly. Dr. Roy-
lott is away in town, as | expected. It's unlikely
he’ll be back before evening.

HoLMEes, Oh, we had the pleasure of making
the Doctor’s acquaintance ourselves.

HELEN. Where?
[She peers past them fearfully.]

In the train?

WATSON. He came to our rooms. Threw his
weight about a bit, too. Trying to warn us off,

HELEN. He . . . he followed me there?
HOLMES. So it appears.
HELEN. What will he say when he returns?

HOLMES. He had better be on his guard. He

may find there is someone more cunning tha
himself on his track, X

3
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;

Then .
wELEN. Ther .
A steplather has something to do With

this mystery?

soumss. Judge for yoursell. Miss Stoner, |
found time before we left London to slip down
to Doctors’ Commons?® and examine your late
mother's will. The total income left by her ¢,
vour stepfather amounted to eleven hundreq
-pmmds““ a year, all derived from farm prop.
erties. But agricultural prices have falle,
heavily since her death. The income has dwiy.
dled. l should say. to not much over sevey
hundred and fifty pounds.

gELEN. But what has this to do with any-
thing?

HoLMES. Your mother stipulated that each
daughter could claim an income of two hun.
dred and fifty pounds a year in case of mar-
riage. So, if both of you had married, your
stepfather would have been left with what he
might consider a pittance.??

HELEN. [Slowly.] I see! Then . . . then even one
marriage would reduce his income by about a
third!

HOLMES. Exactly. My morning’s work has
proved that your stepfather has the strongest
motives for standing in the way of your mar-
riage. Your sister's marriage was prevented by
some mysterious means, resulting in her
death. And now . . . [He breaks off.] Now. we
must make the best use of our time. If you
will kindly take us at once to the house?

HELEN, Of course. Please come this way, gen
tlemen.

[She leads them off to exit right.

_—

25, : ;
of Cll\:r:?cl.t:: Commons: offices in London for Doctors
ffn lm|'md" The pound is the basic unit of British U’
2 cy;;itll the 1890s it was worth about five dollars.

- Pittanee [pit'ans): small amount.
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Scene 3.

The bedroom wing at Stoke Moran. Shortly
afterward.

[We see the interiors of two adjoining bed-
rooms. In that to the audience’s left hand,
the bed is away from the dividing wall. A
small safe stands in the corner, and there is
a saucer on top of the safe. A wooden chair
has its back to the back wall, in which a
window is optional. A leather thong, or dog-
whip,28 with its thin end knotted into a small
loop, lies on the chair. An unlighted oil lamp
stands on a bedside table. High up in the

28. dogwhip: leash.

dividing wall is a ventilator. In the right-
hand room, the bed—a metal, hospital
type—stands against the dividing wall. with
its_foot to the audience. Dangling over it, at-
tached to a point immediately above the ven-
tilator in the dividing wall. is a bell rope.?®
A small table stands beside the bed. and
there is a small chair nearby. There is a win-
dow in the back wall. capable of opening
and shutting.

HOLMES., WATSON, and HELEN, attired as in

29. bell rope: rope attached to a wire that leads to a
bell in the servants’ quarters. When the rope is pulled,
the bell rings to summon a servant.
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4 in the righthand

e, stan xing about

i cen
the previous d waTsoN 100

room, HOLMES a7t
them.]

m. in which you are now

)
moves. And this 10 ster's?

sleeping, was formerly your late si
HELEN. Yes. This ... I8 where she me
death.

HoLMES. [Pointing to the divi
Roylott's room 15 next door in
HELEN. Yes. [Pointing the other way.] My own
room . . . my usual room, is that way.

goLMES. | think you said you are sleeping here
while alterations are going on?

HELEN. Well . . . I've looked into my room once
or twice. No work seems to be in progress. No
workmen have been here.

t her

ding wall.] Dr.
that direction?

WATSON. Sounds like an excuse to get you to
move into here.

HELEN. | had wondered . . .

HOLMES. Then let us examine this room. Now,
as both you and your sister locked your doors
at night, you were quite unapproachable from
the corridor.

|HOLMES points towards the audience. ]
HELEN. Absolutely.

HOLMES. And the window was locked when
your sister met her death?

[WATSON goes to the w;

e window, h
catch and tests it.] andiey the
HELEN., Yes,

WATSON. Perfectly

firm. "
from outside. Couldn't budge that

HOLMES. Thep, what else have we?

[He spots the bell rope.|
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Bless my soul! A bell rope!

HELEN. Yes. It rings in the housekl‘-eper‘
s

room.
WATSON. Looks quite new. Didn't knoy e
still made ‘em. k|

gELEN. Oh, that one was only put in 5 couple
of years ago.

HOLMES. Your sister asked for it, I SUppose?

HELEN. No. 1 never heard of her using it, y,
always got what we needed for ourselves.

moLMEs. Indeed! Care to give it a tug, Watsqy)
wATSON. Certainly!

[He goes to do so, then checks.30|
What about the housekeeper? She'll hear i,

HELEN. It's all right. She’s in the wash house3!
for the afternoon.

wATsON. Righto!

[He tugs at the rope, but there is no give in
it, and no ring is heard. He tries again,
with no result.]

That's funny!

[He tugs once more.]
Doesn’t seem to work. No give in it at all.
HOLMES. Let me see.

[He tugs the rope, then looks up to the tp
of it.]

There's a simple explanation. This bell rope
a dummy.

HELEN. A dummy? You mean, it won't T ing?
HOLMES. It isn't even attached to a bell Wir®

—_—

g(l). checks: stops,
hGiL’s:“h Bouse: small building separate from
and serving as the household's laundry:

the main

WwATSON. Strange, Holmes!

HOLMES. And interesting. Look—you can see
it's fastened to a hook, just above the little
opening of the ventilator.

HELEN. | never noticed that before. How very
absurd!

HoLMES. There are one or two seemingly ab-
surd points about this room. Have you no-
ticed, for instance, that the ventilator appears
to connect with the adjoining room?

HELEN. I . . . Yes, I suppose it does!

waTsoN. Take a fool of a builder to ventilate
one room from another, wouldn’t it? Could
just as easily have put it in the outside wall.

HELEN. [Nervously.]| The . . . the ventilator was
a recent addition, too.

HOLMES. Done about the same time as the bell
rope, I fancy.

HELEN. Why, yes! There were several little
changes about that time.

HOLMES. They seem to have been of a most
interesting character. A dummy bell rope and
a ventilator that doesn't ventilate! Ah, well!
With your permission, Miss Stoner, we shall
now carry our researches into Dr. Roylott’s
own room.

HELEN. (Apprehensively.] Ce . . . certainly, Mr.
Holmes.

[HELEN leads the way “out of room"” by ap-
proaching the audience and miming3? the
opening of the door, which WATSON, bring-
ing up the rear. “closes” after he has
passed through. HELEN goes through the
motions of opening ROYLOTT's door to the
next reom, and they all go in, WATSON “clos-

32. miming: gesturing without words or solid objects.
The “door” must remain imaginary because a real door
would block the audience’s view of the action.

ing the door” behind them. HOLMES glances
round.]

HOLMES. Hm! Sparsely furnished, I see.
HELEN. It is, rather.
HOLMES. And a safe!

[He goes to stand in front of the safe.]
What's in it?
HELEN. My stepfather’s business papers.
HOLMES. You've seen inside it, then?

HELEN. Only once, some years ago. It was full
of papers then.

HoLMEs. There isn't a cat in it, for example?

WATSON. Cat in a safe, Holmes?

[HoLMES picks up the saucer and shows it
to them.|

HOLMES. Look at this. What's a saucer of milk
doing here?

HELEN. I can't think. We don't keep a cat. But
there's the cheetah—and the baboon.

HOLMES. Well, a cheetah is just a big cat, I
suppose—and yet | dare say a saucer of milk
would hardly satisfy its needs!

[HOLMES replaces the saucer and looks at
the chair. He picks up the leather thong.|

Hello! Here is something interesting!

WwATSON. Looks like a dog leash! That milk's
for a dog. then.

HELEN. But we haven't a dog!

[HOLMES catches up the looped end of the
thong with his _free hand and examines it
closely, WATSON peering at it also.]

HOLMES. Tied to make a loop at the end. What
do you make of that, Watson?
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2 Certainly wouldn't
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pos ckvlz)a d:::cdk through that. what dY
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think. Holmes< e

goLMEs. | think thatitsa \\-ickedlwt;r‘l-a l-—-alns 110

that when & clever man mrr'ls ‘hlsmust o

crime, it's wickedest of all. Now.

examine this chair. '
is

[HOLMES takes @ magnifying glass from h

pocket and peers through it at the seal: Qag
the chair. WATSON and HELEN exchange

fled glances. HOLMES straightens up and
‘puzs his glass away.|

Yes—that point’s quite settled, then.
warsoN. Eh?

BOLMES. [Seriously.] Miss Stoner . . .
HELEN. Yes, Mr. Holmes?

moLMES. It is essential that you should follow
my advice in every single respect. Your life
may depend on it.

HELEN. My . . . mylife!l. . . 'minyour hands.

HOLMES. In the first place. my friend and 1
must spend the night in your room.

HELEN. [Horrified.] Mr. Holmes!

HOLMES, Please allow me to explain. | believe
the village inn is straight over there?

[He points towards the window, |

HELEN. Yes—The Crown.

noum:s. Your window should be visible from
it. I think. Now, when Your stepfather comes

back, you must confine
] Yourself to this roo,
with a headache. Don't e

let h:
understand? i pear you. You

HELEN. Yes,

HOLMES. When yoy pre
DIght, unfasten you, tend to retire for the

. Yyour
light from 1t a A window ang shine a

signal to us. Yoy must thep
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withdraw quietly from the room ang €0 ay
spend the night in the room you useq t0 oq

cupy. Could you manage to do that?
ELEN. Yes, easily. But what will you g9

HoLMES. We shall come over from the iy, o
spend the night in the room next to this, We

shall investigate the cause of this “’hisﬂing

noise that has disturbed you.

HELEN. [ see. Mr. . .. Mr. Holmes—] believe
vou have already made up your mind.

goLMmEs. Perhaps I have.

gELEN. Then. for pity’s sake, tell me why
caused my sister’s death!

poLuEs. I should prefer to have clearer proof
before I speak. And now, Miss Stoner, we must
leave you.

HELEN. [Moving to the “door.”] Very well.

[HELEN “opens the door” and they follow
her out, WATSON “closing” it.]

HOLMES. Miss Stoner—perhaps Dr. Watson
and I should wait in your room for a moment,
while you make sure the coast is clear for us
to leave. If Dr. Roylott returned unexpectedly
and found us, our journey would have been
in vain.

HELEN. Please go in, then. I won't be a mo-
ment.

[She exits quickly, right. HOLMES and WAT
SON reenter the right-hand room, WATSON
“closing the door.”]

WATSON. Well, Holmes?

HOLMES. You know, Watson, I really have some
Scruples about bringing you back here s
night. There's a distinct element of danger:

WATSON. Can [ be of assistance?

HOLMES. Your presence might be jnvaluable-

wATSON. Then I shall certainly come!
[HOLMES claps him on the shoulder.]
HOLMES. It's very kind of you.

wATSON. Holmes—you speak of danger. You've
evidently seen more here than I have.

HOLMES. [ imagine you've seen as much as I.
But I fancy I've deduced a little more.

WATSON. [Glancing round.] I don't see any-
thing remarkable—except that bell rope.

HOLMES. You can see the ventilator, too.

WATSON. Yes—but, hang it, I don't think it's
all that unusual to have a ventilator between
two rooms!

HOLMES. Before we even came to Stoke Moran
1 knew we should find a ventilator.

WATSON. You did!

HOLMES. You remember in her statement she
said that when she and her sister were talking
in this room they could smell Roylott's cigar
next door?

WATSON. | remember.

HOLMES. The windows and doors were pre-
sumably closed—so I deduced a ventilator.

WATSON. Hah! Pretty obvious, I suppose.
HOLMES. [Sarcastically.] Oh, yes!

WATSON. [Gazing at the ventilator.] But what
harm can there be in that?

HOLMES. At least there's a curious coincidence
of dates. A ventilator is made, a bell rope is
hung, and a lady who sleeps in this room dies.
By the way, did you notice anything peculiar
about the bed?

WATSON. The bed?

[He bends down to peer at the bed, and
prods it tentatively.|

Can't see anything wrong with it.
HOLMES. It’s clamped to the floor.
wATSON. What!

[He examines the feet, then straightens
up.|
Jove!

HOLMES. The bed can't be moved. It must al-
ways be in the same relative position to the
ventilator and the bell rope.

[WATSON's eyes travel from one thing to the
other.|

wATSON. Holmes! Now I'm beginning to see!
HoLMES. Capital, my dear Watson!
waTsoN. We . . . we're only just in time!

HoLMES. When a doctor does go wrong, Wat-
son, he is the first of criminals. He has nerve
and he has knowledge. Palmer and Pritchard
were among the heads of their profession.
This man strikes even deeper. But I think we
shall be able to strike deeper still.

[HELEN enters right.]

We shall have horrors enough before the night
is over. So let’s go and have a quiet pipe and
turn our minds for a few hours to something
more cheerful.

[HELEN enters the room.]

HELEN. All clear, Mr. Holmes. You know the
way to go.

HOLMES. Then good-bye, Miss Stoner—and be
brave. If you do as I have told you, we shall
soon drive away these dangers that threaten
you.

[WATSON nods to HELEN. HOLMES and WATSON
leave the room and exit right, leaving her
gazing hopefully after them. Blackout.]
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Scene 4.
The same place. That night.

[The setting as before, only now the stage
remains in darkness. All is still. After a_few
moments the glimmer of a bull's-eye lamp33
can be seen approaching from outside the
window of the right-hand room. The window
is opened and WATSON, holding the lamp,
climbs stealthily through, Jollowed by
HOLMES, who carries his walking cane, waT-
SON closes the window. The stage lighting
must now simulate® the moderate illumi-
nation from their lamp—just sufficient to en-
able the details of the room and the action
to be seen. The left-hand room is dark.)

WATSON. So far. so good!

HOLMES. [In a lowered voice.
down, Watson, Just
the door securely.

1 Keep your vojce
make sure ghe’s locked

33. bull's-eye lamp: laniern with out

34. simulate Isim'ya fay- ward-curving glags,

I: create the appearance of
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[WATSON goes through the motions of trying
the door and turning a key.)

WATSON. She's left the key on the inside for
us. I've locked it now.

HOLMES. Wise woman! Now, he's still in the
parlor. I glimpsed him as we crossed the lawn.
When he comes, he must believe Miss Stoner
is in here, asleep.

WATSON. Hadn't we better sit in the dark?

HOLMES. | think not. It will be all right, so long
as he can catch no glimmer through the venr
tilator.

IWATSON places their lamp carefully on the
bedside table. The bed and the bell rop
above it must be clearly seen, but the ver
tilator must remain in shadow. HOLMES
draws out the small chair and places !
Jacing the bed and the bell rope.]

Watson, I will sit on the bed, and you in

chair,

[WATSON looks at the bed, and then, rue-
Jully,?® at the hard chair.)

waTsoN. Oh, all right!

[He sits on the chair. HOLMES sits near the
Joot of the bed.]

HOLMES. Don't go to sleep.
WATSON. Fat chance of that!

HOLMES. Your life may depend on it. Have your
pistol ready, in case we should need it.

WATSON. Right.

|He draws his revolver and holds it on his
knees. HOLMES keeps his cane in his
hands. A smell of cigar smoke becomes ap-
parent.]

HOLMES. Now, is everything understood?
WATSON. So far. I only wish you'd tell me . . .
[He breaks off and sniffs.]

HOLMES. [Lowering his voice_further.] What is
it?

[WATSON sniffs again.|
WATSON. [Low.] A cigar! He's in there!

HOLMES. He'd enter silently and without a
light, not to wake up Miss Stoner. Now, Wat-
son, listen—and watch!

[They sit absolutely still and silent, their
eyes towards the ventilator. After a few
movements a snakelike hissing is heard
Jrom that direction. A snake begins to
make its way down the bell rope and stops
halfway. There is a low whistle from the
next room. HOLMES leaps up and lashes at
the snake with his cane. WATSON jumps up,
the snake slithers quickly up the bell rope
and out of sight.|

35. ruefully: regretfully.

HOLMES. [Shouting.] You saw it, Watson? You
saw it?

WATSON. I ... I thinkI. ..

[HOLMES seizes the lamp and shines it at
the ventilator. but the snake has disap-
peared. ROYLOTT, in the next room,
screams. |

HOLMES. Quickly, Watson! Roylott's room!

[ROYLOTT continues to scream. They rush to
their door, HOLMES carrying the lamp. WAT-
SON “unlocks the door” and they run to the
left-hand room and run in. The stage light-
ing, simulating their lamp. reveals Roy-
LOTT, slumped silently on his chair with
the snake coiled round his head and the
leather thong dangling limply from his
hand. The safe door is ajar.]

WATSON. Holmes! Round his head! A snake!
HOLMES. The band—the speckled band!
[HOLMES crosses carefully to ROYLOTT. |

It's a swamp adder—the deadliest snake in
India! He's dead already.

[wATsoN approaches cautiously, his re-
volver at the ready.]

WATSON. Great heavens!

HOLMES. Violence does, in truth, recoil upon
the violent. The schemer falls into the pit
which he digs for another.

WATSON. Never mind that, Holmes! Shall I
shoot it?

HOLMES. No.

[He hands the lamp to WATSON, then moves
carefully to roYLOTT and takes the thong
Jfrom his hand.]

This noose in the dog leash will do it. It's
obviously intended for this.
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noose on
OLMES carefully dangles mi.' ook then.

lr:e snake. @S though Cap::ers A repti[e
i ift movement. ga d

U-’If’:l ahsi;:‘:;mds. holding it firmly by

up in

and tail.] |

ckly. watson! The safe!

opening the safe

e snake inside

tand silently

HoLMES. Qui
[WATSON hurriedly obeys.
door wide. HOLMES pops th
and slams the door. They s
fora moment.]

waTsoN. Whew!

(HOLMES draws out a handkerchief and
mops his brow. Then. taking out a box of
matches. he goes to the table lamp and
lights it. As the stage lights come up grad-
ually to illuminate the whole room, WATSON
blows their own lamp out and sets it
down.]

HOLMES. You may put your trusty friend away,
Watson. He won't be needed now.

[WATSON pats his revolver with a grin and
returns it to his pocket. HOLMES subsides on

to the bed. WATSON goes to ROYLOTT and
examines him briefly.)

WATSON. He's dead. all right. But, Holmes—
what made you suspect you'd find a snake?

HOLMES. When I examined Miss Stoner’s
room. it became clear to me that whatever
danger threatened could not come either from
the window or the door. The discovery that
the bell rope leading from near the ventilator

was a dummy, and that her bed was clamped
to the floor, instantly made me suspicious
that the rope was there as 3 bridge,

WATSON. | thought as mych!
HOLMES. The idea of 5

42 ‘
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watsoN. I see!

soLMEs. The idea of using a% form of Poisop
D ich couldn't possibly be discovered by any
chemical test was just W'hal.t would oceur tg ,
dlever and ruthless man with Eastern expe;.
ence. 1t would be a sharp-eyed coroner yj,
could distinguish two little dark punctureg in
the victim's skin.

warsoN. That's quite so. Miss Stoner digny
mention any such thing being found on pe
sister. But, then, what about the whistle? |

heard it plainly.

goLMEs. So did I. You see. he would put the
snake through the ventilator with the cer-
tainty that it would crawl down the rope and
land on the bed. But he couldn’t be sure that
it would bite the occupant of the bed. She
might escape every night for a week before
she fell a victim. Therefore, he had to be ahle
to recall the snake before the morning,

WATSON. By whistling to it?

HOLMES. The equivalent of the snake charm-
er’s flute.36 He probably trained it by means
of that saucer of milk.37

WATSON. Remarkable!

HOLMES. [ had come to these conclusions be-
fore I even entered this room for the first time.
You remember I examined the seat of that
chair through my lens?

WATSON, Yes. What was that for?

HOLMES. Simply to confirm to myself that he
had been in the habit of standing on it in
order to reach the ventilator. When I saw the
safe, the saucer of milk, and this loop of whiP

—

36. snake charmer's flute: A snake charmer Is an €%

ltlertlamer Who seems to hypnotize a snake by playing?
31; € Or similar Instrument.

* Many types of snakes are fond of milk.
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pouses, Well, at least | sat oo the bed and
gave you the chair.
W.So,maxrmywh""’”“’
expect’
“Mmmalbmdmmhm
| knew for certain what we were up against. |
don't mind admuring | was glad 1o use my
stuck on It

WATSON. pid you hope o drive 1t bacy e
here? ‘

. No. | wouldn't say that. Som,. i
piows got home and must have rouseq ;';

snakish temper. It fled through the ventila,,
and fastened on the first person it saw

[HOLMES gets [0 his feet and stands befors
govLoTT. looking down at him.|
We must inform the country police of why,
has . No doubt I'm indirectly respor,
sible for Dr. Grimesby Roylott's death—iy |
can't say it’s likely to weigh very heavily up,
my conscience.

[Cuntain. as they stand contemplating the
dead man._|

STUDY QUESTIONS

Recafing
1. How does Homes iow hat Helen has raveied

© s ofice Oy ran” Whar sise is Hoimes abie
o conchuce smply Dy cDserving Helen's ap-
ceararce”?

2 W coes Wamson guess Tar e “speckied
tand” may te?

a :mw‘m“h‘

7. What ewdence n the play indicates Hoimess
keen skl as a detective?

& Besides fus siill as a detective, name two ofer
aspects of Holmes's personality that we ea
from the drama_ Give exampies to suppor sa
aspect.

§. In what way does the play emphasize Me o2
of good trumphing over evil?

Extending

10. Imagine you were watching a performance ¥
The Speckied Band. Whnat parts would ¥
Prodadly find most exciting? What eleme™
Take Mese parts so suspenseful?

READING AND LITERARY FOCUS

Drama
A Grama s 2 piay or story that is meant 2 ¥
Perdormed efore an audience. A drama 3V

includes two imporiant elements. One element is
the dialogue, or fines that the characters speaic
The other element is the stage directions, or in-
structions that tell actors how to say their lines and
how to move on stage.
Read the following excerpt from The Speciled
Band:
HOLMES. [In a lowered voice. ] Keep your voice
cdown, Watson. Jus! make sure she's locked the
coor securetly.
[Watson goes through the motions of trying
the door and turning a key.|

The stage directions appear in brackets. The first
direction tefls an actor how 10 speak. The second
direction tedls an actor how 0 move. The cialogue,
spoken by Hoimes, w‘. Km your vosce
cown .

A drama s usually drnded INiC acts Or SCenes.
A new act or scene usually begins whenever the
tme or setting of the action changes.

Autnors of plays. or playwnghts, wrte 10 ex-
press thew personal views about ide. The behavior
and expenences of characters on stage reflect the
piaywngnt's wision of ide n general. For exampie,
3 play about a greedy person who ends up fnenc-
iess may dlustrate the playwnght's bekef that greed
S an undesirabie trat

You will find more drama sedections beginning

on page 341.

Thinking About Drama

1. Fing three exampies of stage cirections mat ted
aCtors Now 10 Move as Mey pertorm The Speck-
led Band. Fing three more directons telling
actors how 10 speai.

2. Whnat are the tme and location of each scene
in The Specided Band? How much ime passes
in the entire drama?

3. Based on the play's events. what do you feel
were the piaywnght s feelings about pecpie who
disocbey the law?

Writing a Drama Review

B Write a drama review of The Speciled Bana
Begn Dy grving general information about e
drama and its author. Then descride the seftng
of the play Next cescribe the mamn characiers,
and summarnze the piot End your review by
stating your opmion of the grama. backec Dy
Oetais from the play. For heip with res assign-
ment, see Lesson § in the Wnting About Liter-
ature Handbook at the back of this bock

Writing a Scene
B Imagine that Hoimes anc Watson nac enterec

Roylott's room before the snake wiled ham
Write a oramatc scene hat reveais what mght
have happened then Make sure the charac-
make sure the proDiem s seffied somenow Dy
the end of the scene. For heip with D'us assign-
ment, see Lesson 10 in the Wnong About L2-
érature HanoboCk af the back of thes book

CHALLENGE

Puzzies
B Wnte your favorte puzzie or nodie On a puece

of paper. Have your teacher coliect all the puz-
Zies anc read each one aicud. See how many
of your ciassmates’ puzzies anc nodies you can
soive.

COMPARING THEMES

I.meshsnw ~om

are her goais ssmiar 10 those of Rili-tiic-tavi?

2 How do Sheriock Hoimes and the speaker in

“Roadways DOMh pursue career goais?

3 How are the goais of ndhvduals n e crama

va\ommnw
“The Barc Perched for Fight ~?
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