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List of Characters:

1.  Doctor Watson.....................          Medical Doctor - Holmes' Associate





(Also plays Alfie Trotwood - reformed thief, Thug - 





offstage voice). The actor should be approximately the 





same age as Lady Adamson.
2.  Sherlock Holmes..................          The Sleuth of Baker Street (Also plays offstage voice of 





Inspector Lestrade, Police Sergeant, and Creationist)
3.  Lady Adamson.....................   
Sister of Sir Charles Adamson & Warden of the Museum's 





gem collection (Also plays Wiggins -  one of the young 





Baker Street Irregulars, Sir Charles Adamson - discoverer 





of the Plateau Man). The actor should be approximately 





the same age as Doctor Watson.
Other characters referred to, but not actually seen or heard on or off stage: 
* Baker Street Irregulars (young boys who occasionally assist Holmes with small tasks)

* Lady Eve Adamson (late wife of Lord Adamson - died in child birth) 

* Larry the cabinet maker (Alfie's friend) 
* Limehouse Annie (runs a safehouse on the Thames River) 

* London League of Creationists (they do not believe in evolution as proposed by Charles Darwin),

* London League of Creationist impersonators (disrupts Sir Charles' lecture), 

* Lord Adamson (late director of the British Museum, father of Sir Charles)
* Mrs Hudson (housekeeper at 221 B Baker Street)

* Mycroft (Holmes' smarter but lazier brother) 
* Holmes' younger brother (died in a tragedy involving Holmes)

* Physician who delivered Alfie. 

* Plateau Man (based on the Piltdown Man, a supposed prehistoric man)

* Professor Moriarty

* Professor Moriarty's mistress (died in child birth)

* Professor Skullion (perpetrator of the Plateau Man fraud) 

.
Time and Place 
London circa early 1900's
Set

Fireplace with mantle:

- book on mantle containing tarantula spider, a glass and decanter 




of spirits 
Three chairs

Coffee table: 


- violin, newspaper, butter dish with top, bowl of fruit such as 




  apple & orange, newspaper (Tuesday Times), magnifying glass
Box on floor


- will be used to capture the snake and be removed from set
Characters with Props

Watson


Letter in jacket pocket (Alfie) for Lady Adamson




Orange in jacket pocket

Holmes


Card, Jackknife
Lady Adamson

Letter, Diamond in case, Small mirror, Flask of water, Sword umbrella
Offstage


Mobile display case exhibiting the Plateau Man Specimens





Alfie's three legged chair with money and whisky flask rigged to 




fall out, Booby trapped box, child's ball in small box





Snake winder,  Table with body under a white sheet, with 





removable panel





Can of Van Dyke Brown Paint




"Man still bears in his bodily frame the indelible stamp of his lowly origin." Charles Darwin -  The

Descent of Man  

Dedication: to the memory of Elsie Warwick 
Escape Clause: Any similarity to persons living or dead is de facto fiction.

Synopsis of Scenes
ACT ONE

1
221B Baker Street

2
British Museum

3
Meeting of the Royal Geological Society of London - British Museum
4
221B Baker Street

ACT TWO
1
Mrs. Mansfield's shop in Whitechapel, London
2
British Museum - administrative office

3
British Museum - secluded private room

4
London Back Alley
5
Old Bailey holding cell

6
London Morgue
7
221B Baker Street

ACT ONE
SCENE 1 (221B Baker Street, London. Rooms of Holmes and Watson)
(Watson Enters)

WATSON. (Sings a verse and tag of the Sherlock Holmes Song - based on theme from Tchaikovsky's 4th Symphony, 2nd movement)

(Watson sings verse of Sherlock Holmes Song)
From the London fog, there came, a man, a brilliant thinker and logician,

The methods of his strange profession, fiction, fact romance,

Address Two, Twenty One B Baker Street, London.

Go and see him at his lodgings, tell your story, tell your problems, 

To the man we all should know as Mr. Sherlock Holmes.

His life is spent in one long effort to, escape the commonplace

Therefore solving mysteries is his pleasure, this must be his fate

They say that there is not a crime in England, which he cannot solve

But I must warn you, there is evil, in the city, where a criminal genius
Diabolical Moriarty waits for Sherlock Holmes

Deep in the centre of his web there sits the Napoleon of Crime,

Amid his spies and agents plotting accidents of every kind,

He met his match at Baker Street, the mystery of the ancient bones.

Moriarty planned disaster, he would seek the final answer,

One came back to us, it must be Mr. Sherlock Holmes.

In the whole of London, you will find no equal in deduction,

Arthur Conan Doyle would name him Mr. Sherlock Holmes.  
(Watson goes to the fruit bowl to peel a banana. Before he can eat anything he's interrupted by a knock on the door.)
WATSON. (Directly to audience.) A knock on the door at 221 B Baker Street. As I opened  the door, there stood a visitor. 
HOLMES. (Offstage voice.) "Mr. Sherlock Holmes, I presume?" 
WATSON. No, I'm Dr. Watson.  Mr. Holmes is away. Could I be of any assistance?

HOLMES. "It was the great detective himself I wanted to see. I hear of Sherlock, everywhere. But I've often thought that with my age and experience, I could do as well in the science of deduction."

WATSON. (Laughs). Then go ahead, if you can. Tell me about myself, and this room, for example. 
HOLMES. "......You have been, in Afghanistan I perceive, but more recently, you have just returned from a house call to one of your patients, and feeling peaked from the exertion, you were looking forward to enjoying a banana, not realizing that an intruder, slipping by your housekeeper, Mrs. Hudson, invaded these rooms, leaving, behind, something."
WATSON. (Looking around him.) How do know all that?        

(Holmes Enters)
HOLMES. Elementary, my dear Watson. (thrusting a framed painting into Watson's arms revealing himself as Sherlock Holmes. Removes disguise)
WATSON. Holmes! What a relief. You never cease to amaze me with your disguises.  (putting down painting and taking the bits of Holmes disguise from him as they are removed.) 
HOLMES. (Suspects that there is a looming danger in the room.) Watson, get me my instrument. Turn down the lights. Don't say a word.
(Detects a snake in the room. Removes  a newspaper from top of box  on the floor and opens the box. Picks up Watson's recorder and crouches behind the box. Watson moves upstage behind Holmes to observe.)

HOLMES. (Plays the recorder like a snake charmer. A snake emerges from under a newspaper on the floor, slithers across, and is charmed into the box. Holmes  closes the lid of the box, does up the latch.)
HOLMES. The adult miniature mamba.

WATSON. The newspaper said one escaped from the London Zoo.

HOLMES. Stolen.

WATSON. What's it doing here?

HOLMES.  The thief attempted to rattle my nerves.
WATSON. Your nerves? What about me? 
HOLMES. I have no wish to involve you in this affair.
WATSON. I've seen danger. We both have. You know you can rely on me.
HOLMES.  I foiled a robbery at the Paris Louvre. 
WATSON. So that's what you were doing in Paris. Well done! The old mamba in the Museum trick, eh Holmes?
HOLMES. No serpent was involved.

WATSON. No?.. Let me think of a good title for the case. (Getting out his notebook) "The Adventure of the Artful Viper, Second floor, Italian Master's Gallery, Third Room, on the, Left". 

HOLMES. Facts, Watson. Your fictional accounts trivialize my work.

WATSON. My publisher doesn't want the facts. 
HOLMES.  I will grant you the thief was slippery. He escaped my grasp in Paris.

WATSON. Cold blooded. See, I told you so. 

HOLMES. (Quickly removes the box with the snake in it. Offstage speaking to snake - "Back to the zoo you go, old boy")
WATSON. Holmes, why didn't you warn me about this?
HOLMES.  Watson, how long have we roomed together? Have you absorbed nothing of my method?
WATSON. (Looking around the room) You know I don't have your acute powers. How did you fool the thieves in Paris?

HOLMES. By placing a counterfeit painting, in the Dutch Masters Gallery. The counterfeit was stolen. 

WATSON. Ah. You  saved the original masterwork.
HOLMES. Exactly. The Museum gave me that canvas as a token of their gratitude. 
WATSON. Not a Rembrandt? 

HOLMES. Jacques Blasé. I employed him to produce the counterfeit necessary to deceive the thieves. This copy contains a flaw.
WATSON. (Tries to discover the flaw) 
HOLMES. Watson, you see, but you do not observe. Look again. 

WATSON. The fruit looks juicy enough. 
HOLMES. Observe how each grape grows longer and longer towards the end of this bunch.
WATSON. (Goes up to the painting and about to touch it.) I do see now. Yes, as if the artist was rushing to finish the painting....
HOLMES. ....Don't touch it. The canvas is not completely dry. A scheme of substitutions has been making the rounds of the Museums of Europe. An extraordinary criminal is behind it all. The British Museum will be next. 
WATSON. ... Snakes in the British Museum?  

HOLMES. No, that serpent was used to test my powers.

WATSON. .....You passed that test, by Jove.

HOLMES. Only because my art is no forgery. But why has the Museum seen fit to reject my assistance? That is the question. 
WATSON. (Goes to mantle and pours Holmes and himself a drink) You solved a case for those people before. 
HOLMES. Lord Adamson called upon me. 

WATSON. The late chairman.

HOLMES. A great man with a prodigious memory. Lord Adamson died very suddenly in his prime. 

WATSON. (Gives Holmes the drink.) The Museum chose an excellent successor. His son, Sir Charles.
HOLMES. (Holding up his glass) He is quite the lesser vessel.
WATSON. (Goes back to the mantle and looks away from it) Now you're mistaken, Holmes. Everyone's heard of his discovery, the Plateau Man. I wouldn't worry. Nothing in the paper about thieves in the Museum.
HOLMES. That serpent is ample proof the criminal mastermind who eluded me in Paris, is now in London. Attempting to bully me. 
(A hairy tarantula slowly crawls out of the book near Watson's hand.) 

WATSON. He doesn't know who he's up against.

HOLMES. We have met before.

WATSON. Oh? Where was that? (Watson's hand resting near the book where the spider appears on the mantle.)
HOLMES. (Notices the spider coming out of the book.)

 Watson! There!
WATSON. (Waving Holmes off)  No, you can't fool me again. No evil genius hiding up the chimney impersonating Santa Claus. 
(Turns and sees the spider on the mantle.)
 Great Scott!! 
(Spits out drink. Holmes takes jackknife and frightens it back into its hiding place in the book. After stabbing it, he dangles it from his knife and tosses  it into the fireplace.)
WATSON. That thing could have bitten me. Why didn't you tell me to stay away from that book? 

HOLMES. I had my eye on it. I simply let the spider do the walking for me. 

WATSON. This is intolerable!

HOLMES. Observe the title. 

WATSON. (Looking at book.)  The Binomial Theorem. (Tries to reason out a connection to the snake). By thunder! Who's out to get us, Holmes? 

HOLMES. You should not be informed. 
WATSON. You have no right to leave me in the dark.
HOLMES. I advise you to seek alternative accommodations. 

WATSON. By thunder I share the rent with you. 
HOLMES. I pay the greater part.

WATSON. What's got into you, Holmes? Don't you want my help? Who is this man?
HOLMES. ... (Squatting down overtop the newspaper where the snake came out.) I see his shadow everywhere, but never the man himself. His shadow has appeared in too many of my cases.

WATSON. What cases?

HOLMES. (Picking up the newspaper, exploding, flings it across the stage.) The cases I cannot solve! 
WATSON. (Watson cringes and then picks up the pieces of the flung newspaper. To audience...) Holmes had nothing more to say to me about the man. Neither did he ask for my assistance. He was not himself since returning from Paris. The old problem. That infernal drug addiction. Poor chap, he can't help himself. He's in no mood to accept my advice, even though I am a doctor, and a damn good one.
(Offstage knock on the door.)

HOLMES. Mr. Alfie Trotwood is at the door. Kindly show him in would you, Watson. 
WATSON. (To audience) In walked, an energetic sort of man. He was a thief, recently retired. 
(Watson changes into Alfie. Puts on British Museum apron) 
HOLMES.  Ah, Mr. Trotwood.  To you I must attribute much of my knowledge of the art of opening locked windows. Still fleet of fingers? (Tosses an orange to Alfie.) 
ALFIE. (Watson changes into Alfie. Puts orange back in fruit bow, and takes an apple instead.)
Oh, but it's you who's been good to me, Mr. Holmes. I might of had the habits of a criminal in former times, but never the mind of one. You got me out of the muck and got me a proper job, at the British Museum.

HOLMES. That is because, I see something of value in you, Alfie. How may I be of service to you today?

ALFIE. You know I work for, Sir Charles. He's anxious to meet you at the Museum, this very afternoon. 
HOLMES. I was anticipating the call.
ALFIE. He found the bones of the famous Plateau Man. The "missing link", he calls them. But I've got me own theory about the bones. 
HOLMES. (Very interested) Go ahead, Alfie.

ALFIE. You  know that us men, are missing some ribs, down about here (pats below his lower rib cage, the missing rib area). Well. Sir Charles has been looking for the wrong bones, all the time!

HOLMES. Go on.

ALFIE. Listen here. (Stands up and pretends to use Holmes' method of reasoning) Sir Charles says the Plateau Man is very ancient, doesn't he. But. Who are the oldest people we know of? Adam and Eve. So that would make the Plateau Man a much younger bloke. That, we know. Now. God made Adam, didn't he? One morning, when Adam woke up, he was not as hard as he used to be. What happened? He was missing a few of his own ribs. Who took them? God did, to make Eve.  What's that make Eve then, I ask you Mr. Holmes?
HOLMES. I've never understood Eve.

ALFIE. Eve is the missing link between God, and man. Now. Adam and Eve had little blighters, didn't they? And they had babes. Right? So. Where are those missing bones, today? They're spread all over the world. Mankind. Forget about the apes. We've got those bones, right down here. (Pats the groin area.) 
HOLMES.... If I had a few extra bones to spare, yes Eve could relieve me of the inconvenience.

ALFIE. (Pats groin and jokes with Holmes) And me too, Mr. Holmes. 
HOLMES. (Stands up) Inform Sir Charles, I will meet with him this very afternoon.
ALFIE.  (Alfie fidgets, as if desiring  to ask a favour, but hesitates.) Will do.

HOLMES. Alfie, you have something else on your mind.  

ALFIE. Cor. Wish you'd teach me that trick. 
HOLMES. Pure observation and inference.  Describe the matter to me. 
ALFIE. It's me lucky chair. Gone! Vanished!
HOLMES. .........(Long pause. Examines his own chair) I take it the chair had.... legs.

ALFIE. ......Three legs, right before its departure. I was about to screw the fourth leg back on, it being a bit wobbly.
HOLMES. (Motions for Alfie to sit) Briefly lay out the facts before me. 

ALFIE.  (Excited ) Now and then I'd do a job in Whitechapel, for me Aunt. (Whispers) Not burglary.  She's a rag‑and‑bone lady. 
HOLMES. I am aware of such shops, in the district.

ALFIE. When her husband, Toddy Jimmy were alive,  her shop was very busy. (Stands again and demonstrates) Men who dig in pits and quarries would bring them strange looking rocks and  skeletal bones for a few bob. And between ourselves, if my aunt was short of inventory, she'd have them dug up straight out of graves.
HOLMES. (Takes interest in the story now.) There is no shortage of the dead in England. Pray continue.
ALFIE.  Me aunt had fallen on hard times. She had to sell off some of her own sticks of furniture. "Fix them up, Alfie. Give them a fresh coat of paint. That's what they need." And that's what gave her the idea.....

HOLMES. Continue.
ALFIE. Paint. You see, some of her customers were fussy. They'd look for old bones or fossils that looked very ancient. She said to me, "Well if it's history they want, Alfie, then that's what they're get. Nothing like a bit of paint to do the trick."
HOLMES. Alfie, to the point.

ALFIE.  My aunt was short of money. So she gave me one of her wobbly chairs, as payment, for all me hard work.  I built a secret little compartment in the bottom of it.

HOLMES. A reservoir for liquid assets.
ALFIE. (Pretends to drink from a whisky bottle) You guessed it.
HOLMES. I never guess.

ALFIE. Well I do, Mr. Holmes. I bet on the horses with a mate of mine. Larry the cabinet maker. Works with me at the Museum. I showed Larry how I'd sit in that old chair and make me bet. Next time, my horse, "Toss and  Tumble", won by a length. I hid me winnings in that old chair.
HOLMES. It was then, that your "lucky" chair disappeared, and with it, the money.
ALFIE. Vanished.

HOLMES. Did Larry give you a loan? 

ALFIE. He did. Fair play to him for helping a mate. How did you know that, Mr. Holmes?

HOLMES. (Smiles) Now tell me, Alfie. Who would frequent the shop of  your aunt, Mrs.....

ALFIE. Mrs. Mansfield. Oh, all kinds, locals, tourists, foreigners.... I recognized some of them.

HOLMES. Some of the locals.

ALFIE. I remember one old bloke from where I work. 
HOLMES. At the Museum. 

ALFIE. That's right.

HOLMES. Which department?

ALFIE. Something to do with rocks. Very smart. He asked her how she made them skeletal bones look so old. 
HOLMES. Did he indeed?

ALFIE. I was ready to go down into the cellar and show him the paint tin, when I started getting a pain in me side.

HOLMES. Perhaps Doctor Watson should have a look at you.  

ALFIE. No. (As if winded) Me aunt gave me a poke in the ribs.
HOLMES. Can you remember the name on the paint tin.?
ALFIE.  I can. (Pretends  he's holding up a can of paint and reading the label.) "Van Dyke Brown Paint, Quality, that won't Faint". 

HOLMES. You have indeed done me a courtesy.
ALFIE. Have I now,  Mr. Holmes?

HOLMES. Your case is most singular.

ALFIE. Let me return the favour. I'll give you and Dr. Watson a bit of a tour  of  the Museum just before you  see, Sir Charles. 

HOLMES. Most kind of you. Just before you go, a demonstration for Dr. Watson. Go out into the hallway. Do not turn around. Please name me the fruit in the bowl depicted in the oil painting over there.

ALFIE. (Goes offstage.) Oh.  Let me refresh your memory, Mr. Holmes. Fresh  fruit. An orange, a lime cut in two, grapes overflowing the bowl. Almost forget. An apple. (Comes back in to check the facts. Picks an apple and takes a bite.) 
HOLMES. Remarkable. 
ALFIE. Be ever so grateful for your help in finding me lucky chair, Mr. Holmes. You've got a kind heart.  The Lord will remember you, for it. (Starts to exit)

HOLMES. (Without looking at Alfie) One last thing, Alfie. For the sake of my landlady, Mrs. Hudson, please be careful with the front door.....The new coat of paint is not yet dry. (Indicates the tiny spot on the outside of his own hand where the wet paint on the door has accidentally touched Alfie's hand.)

ALFIE. (Surprised. Finds the spot of paint and tries to rub it off.)  Right you are, Mr. Holmes. Bloody hell. 
(Exits as Alfie, and turns into Watson)

WATSON. (Directly to Holmes) How does Alfie do it, Holmes?

HOLMES. Do what, Watson?

WATSON. Open locked windows?

HOLMES. ......He waits until the window is opened for him.

WATSON.  Don't waste your time. He's got no money.  
HOLMES. These are deep waters. 
WATSON. The case is not worthy of you. It's plain that the other chap, at the Museum .....
HOLMES. That is the key, Watson. 

WATSON.  Larry, the cabinet maker. I told you so.
HOLMES. No, the British Museum. The braincase of the enormous mind of London. That is where I shall begin my investigation.

WATSON. Do you mind if I go with you? I'm not busy with my patients, just now.

HOLMES. (Paying no heed to Watson. Moves to the apron and looks through an imaginary window.) 
Come to the window. Do you see that man leaning against the railing down there?

WATSON. Yes. Don't like the look about him.
HOLMES. Engage him in conversation until I appear downstairs. 

WATSON. Whatever for?

HOLMES. I wish to observe the man, from a higher vantage point. 

WATSON. Was he the intruder? 

HOLMES. I'll leave that to you. (Moves away from the window.)
WATSON. Don't be too long.
(Watson Exits. Holmes listens at the door to make sure that Watson has gone out. Unbuttons a shirt sleeve, rolls it up, slaps his flesh in preparation of an injection of cocaine, and Exits.)

SCENE 2 (Bridge to British Museum and then at the British Museum)

(Enter Watson)

WATSON. (Directly to the audience.) I stepped onto the pavement and searched for the man.  He had vanished into thin air. (Looks up at the second floor where Holmes is.) Don't think you can fool me, Holmes. I know what you're doing up there. You're jabbing yourself with that needle again, confound it. There must be a specialist who can wean you off of that accused cocaine. Settle you down. 
(Holmes enters, as if affected by the injection, and freezes.)

Holmes and I took a hansom to the British Museum and  soon found ourselves at the edge of a large crowd gathered around a new exhibit. Lady Adamson had arranged for an incredible diamond to be displayed. She was the daughter of the late Lord Adamson, sister  of Sir Charles, and Warden of the Museum's gem collection. Incredible stone.  (Pulls a banana out of his pocket and tosses it up and down.) Not this big, but the biggest diamond I've ever seen. Well guarded. Impossible to steal. (Puts it back into his pocket.)
Ah, there was Alfie Trotwood. (Waves). Together we went down the hallway to see the Plateau Man exhibit. On the way there,  Alfie pointed out a large portrait of the late Lord Adamson. Then Holmes asked Alfie to take up the same pose as Lord Adamson in the portrait. 
(Holmes looks up at the portrait and silently directs Watson to do the same.)

WATSON. (Looks back and forth from the painting, down to Alfie, then puts a hand over one eye. He sees a very strong resemblance.)...... My word!
(Watson changes into Alfie, wheels out a display of the Plateau Man. Holmes Enters. Singing to the tune of "Loch Lomond" )

ALFIE. (Singing the tune of Loch Lomond:  "dee, dee.....Wherever he may roam, this old England is his home, On the bonny banks of England, Plateau - Man. "

HOLMES. Lovely singing Alfie,  but the discovery was made in Sussex, not Scotland. 
ALFIE. That's right, but I bet you he could run pretty fast. You know, Sir Charles has been very good to me. I really like him. I want to get on here at the Museum.
HOLMES. I believe you shall. But back to the exhibit. If I  recall correctly,  a golf course is situated near the discovery site. 

ALFIE. Blimey! You'd think that if the ape men were playing golf way back then, we should know how to shoot that little ball a bit straighter. 
HOLMES. Perhaps the Plateau Man got himself into the sand trap, and couldn't get out. Very odd, considering the left supercilliary  ridge points to a large cranial capacity. Dr. Watson tells me the Java Man, had rather less.
ALFIE. What was his score?

HOLMES. 900 ....cubic centimetres.

ALFIE. (Feels his forehead and sizing himself up.) 
HOLMES. Alfie, your own past history is not without interest. 
ALFIE. It's me future I'm thinking of, Mr. Holmes. No more burglary jobs for me. Never again.

HOLMES.  You did have an uncommon talent for it.

ALFIE. I just fell in with a bad lot. My aunt tried her best to keep me out of trouble. 
HOLMES. Ah, Mrs. Mansfield. I trust your parents are in good health?

ALFIE. Can't remember them. 
HOLMES. Might I ask, if Mrs. Mansfield is truly part of your blood line? 
ALFIE. Of course she is. I mean, no she isn't. But she was like a mother to me.

HOLMES. And how was it that you were placed in her care?

ALFIE. Oh,  she served as a wet nurse for the-well-to-do. She fished me out of a hospital nursery, God bless her.

HOLMES. You don't mind my asking, but have you any idea when you were born?
ALFIE. Not a clue. I was a sickly child. But I grew stronger. How about your parents, Mr. Holmes. Are they alright? 

HOLMES. They've passed on. 
ALFIE. Sorry to hear that. Any brothers or sisters?
HOLMES. An older brother, Mycroft. My younger brother died in an accident, at seventeen.

ALFIE. That's awful. I wish I had a brother. Ever dream about them, those on the other side?

HOLMES. They make me feel, guilty.
ALFIE. Oh no. Our ancestors just want us to do better for ourselves. I want to do well here at the Museum. We only have a short time, down here. Look at him. (Points to the specimens.)
SHERLOCK. Just what Dr. Watson was saying. "Every species that has ever lived, or will ever live, will become, extinct." 
WATSON/ALFIE. (Alfie mouths the words silently to understand the concept, then he thinks he got it.) Stink! So that what makes the dead smell so bad. Mr. Holmes, follow me to the third floor. Sir Charles should be expecting you. 
(Holmes Exits)

WATSON. (As Watson, directly to the audience.) Alfie must have struck a nerve in my friend. I knew that Holmes had suffered the tragic loss of his younger brother, but he never told me how. Always secretive about personal things. So many demons all bottled up inside my friend, never to see the light of day.

SCENE 3 (British Museum, lecture hall)

WATSON. (Directly to audience) Later that week, Holmes paid Mrs. Mansfield a visit in her rundown Whitechapel shop. Waste of time, if you ask me. But, I had a different idea. Sir Charles was about to give his first public lecture. Why don't I attend? Keep a sharp lookout for trouble in the Museum. Use my powers of observation, and inference.....

As the public filed in I observed an unusual group of spectators. (Observes the audience, clumsily trying to be unobtrusive.) Applying Holmes' method of reasoning, I deduced the name of the organization. The London League of Creationists. I read the button, on their lapel. 
(Enter Sir Charles Adamson - played by Lady Adamson. Goes over his lecture notes.)

SIR CHARLES. Alfie, there's going to be a lot of riffraff here tonight. Kindly keep the public from wandering all over the damn place. 
ALFIE. (Watson changes into Alfie. Finishes arranging the table) 
You can depend on me, Sir Charles.

SIR CHARLES. The public's business is in the main hall for enlightenment, the front foyer for refreshment, the lavatory for relief, and then out with them. (Coughing)
ALFIE. You alright, Sir? 
SIR CHARLES. My stomach, don't you know. (Confidentially) Alfie, come over here. When you met Mr. Holmes, did he seem busy, with any new cases?
ALFIE. No, no....yes he did, just a small thing.

SIR CHARLES. Good, because I need his full attention. (Pulls out a letter) I've received, this. Anonymous. I showed it to Mr. Holmes. 
ALFIE. What did Mr. Holmes say?

SIR CHARLES. He saw something in it, but wouldn't say what it meant. Does he do that often?

ALFIE. He never shows his cards, until the end. But I'd trust him with me life.

SIR CHARLES. My father, was most impressed with him. My sister, thinks he's a pompous  ass. Not my impression. 
ALFIE. He's a got a kind heart.

SIR CHARLES. Remarkable brain, but I'm certain this letter is from those Creationists. Crackpots, the lot of them. You keep a sharp lookout, Alfie.

ALFIE. I will.

SIR CHARLES. I won't stand for any damn nonsense tonight. 
ALFIE. Yes, Sir Charles.

SIR CHARLES. You should have seen my father in his day. I'm afraid I've never stood as tall as he.

ALFIE. He'd be proud if he saw you today, I'm sure.
SIR CHARLES. I do miss him terribly sometimes........Alfie, keep your nose to the grind stone. You'll do alright at the Museum. I'll see to that.

ALFIE. Thanks you, sir.

SIR CHARLES. And a bit of advice. Keep out of my sister's way. Sometime she thinks she owns this damn place.

ALFIE. Don't worry about me.
SIR CHARLES. Shame that Doctor Skullion could not live to see this day. Most underrated geologist in England, poor chap.
ALFIE. Terrible to be crushed in a rock slide like that.

SIR CHARLES. (Picking up a specimen) He advised me where it was best to dig for the Plateau Man. Turned out to be spot on. My discovery should have been his credit, his glory. I was just damn lucky.  (Takes his notes and moves upstage, back to the audience)
ALFIE. (To the audience.) We all need a bit o' luck. I hope Mr. Holmes can find my lucky chair. Clever man, just like Sir Charles. Cor, imagine making a big discovery.....(Imagining himself giving the lecture).  "Ladies and gentlemen, and any of the lower forms of life here today, including the police, politicians, and gentlemen of the press. It gives me great pleasure, to tell you, all about, the origins of me ancestors, way back in time."

(To the tune of Schubert's Unfinished Symphony - famous theme)

(2 bar vamp)

(Waltz)

Swinging from tree to tree, and tree to tree we must be swinging,

Climbing from branch to branch, and leaf to leaf we must be Eating, 

Bananas for lunch ...

Monkeys and chimpanzees, orangutans and big gorillas,

Family, unfortunately, my relatives and my relations, have patience with them...

Darwin he wrote a book, "Descent of Man" he called the volume,

Too bad, he got it wrong, I sing this song to help you understand, how it all began, in the

beginning.

(to the tune of "The Stripper")

(4/4)

God was a gambler, he rolled the dice,

Out of the chaos, he made something nice and, 

Out popped Adam and a lady called Eve.

Get in on the game, and shoot on your knees, he 

Gave them a chance with the pair of dice,

They rolled snake eyes, they knew in a thrice

They'd get the boot from the Garden of Eden, 

The Lord was displeased, he said get up in the trees, 

(Bridge‑softshoe dance)

I thank the Lord that I'm not a fish, but 

Please dear Lord, please grant me this wish, I

Really want to be a Homo Sapiens Man, no

Neanderthal this, or Australopith, Said God, I'll

Make you a deal but I'm a bit of a tease, you can 

Walk upright, but you pray on your knees, now get,

Down from the trees and think like a man.. (drum roll)

And get a shave and a haircut,...

(Musical Send off, double‑time)

(Alfie turns away from the audience and changes to Watson.)

SIR CHARLES (Addresses the audience as the lecture concludes) Today, I can say with certainty, the "missing link" has finally been found. He was a hominid with the brain of a man, and the massive jaw of a beast. This tremendous jaw was the last vestige of our dark simian, past. Never forget, that above all, he was an Englishman. The first Englishman. Now just before the question period begins, I would like to thank my collaborators for making this discovery possible. Sadly, Doctor Skullion is not able to join us here today. The injuries he sustained during an expedition in the south, proved fatal. Such are the dangers of our profession. He will be greatly missed. Now, if you would kindly identify yourself, I will answer your questions as best I may. 

[House lights up, a bit.]

(Points) Ah, the gentleman at the rear, please. (Speaking to one of the members of the Creationists in attendance.)
CREATIONIST. (Offstage) I'm the chairman of the London League of Creationists. What I want to know is, was he an man or an ape?" 
SIR CHARLES. He was most certainly an early form of man. A tool maker who had learned the use of fire. He roamed the landscape with impunity, without fear. Master of the manor, so to speak. 
CREATIONIST. So he were, a gentleman, not an animal.

SIR CHARLES. He was the "first English gentleman"....
CREATIONIST. But not older than, Moses.
SIR CHARLES. Positively antediluvian. My discovery vastly pre-dates Germany's Heidelberg Man. The fossil is half a million years old. Another question....
CREATIONIST. I'm not finished. Did God create Man? Answer me that. 
SIR CHARLES. (Ignores him) The gentleman over there, please.....
CREATIONIST. God created Man! The bible says so!
SIR CHARLES. Sir. Man evolved from a primitive form of ape. We are descended from barbarians.
CREATIONIST.  Blasphemy! Blasphemy!
SIR CHARLES. (Suddenly and directly to someone in the audience close to the offstage voice.)
Excuse me, Sir. You Creationists cannot prevent the progress of science! 
CREATIONIST. If you like the apes so much, then try these bananas!
WATSON. (Alfie has changed into Watson, and speaks directly to the audience.) Just then, two men rushed to the front. "The wrath of God! they shouted out. What ho! Pandemonium! Bananas flying everywhere, one of them knocking the spectacles off Sir Charles' face.  The scoundrels ran towards the precious specimens! The hall was in an uproar  [Lighting effect] The lights flickered, and then went out. 
(Sir Charles Exits.)

[Total blackout] 
(Specimens are wheeled offstage.)
WATSON. People shouting and scrambling about in the dark. 
PRIEST. (Offstage voice of priest played by Holmes) "Order! Order!" 
WATSON. Suddenly, the lights went back up. 
[Lighting Cue]. 
WATSON. Sir Charles wiped a trickle of blood coming down his nostril. But where were the specimens? Those two ruffians from the League had stolen them. The lecture hall was evacuated.. A few minutes later, I caught sight of a burly police sergeant questioning, Sir Charles. "Now, what's all this about, eh? Missing bones, eh? Have you filed a missing persons report?" Where was my friend, Sherlock Holmes, when you needed him? Perhaps it was Museum's turn to make the trip to, 221b Baker Street. (Wheeling the display unit offstage.)
SCENE 4 (Baker Street)

(Holmes, Watson, Lady Adamson Enter)

SHERLOCK. Lady Adamson, pray draw up to the fire. This is my colleague and friend, Dr. Watson. 

LADY ADAMSON.  Dr. Watson. Mr. Holmes, my poor brother, Charles, has been absolutely sickened by it all. You are the only man that can be relied upon for the investigation. Discreet and professional.
HOLMES. I believe I was of some assistance to your late father, Lord Adamson. His passing must have come as a great shock to the family, at the time.

LADY ADAMSON. We were all deeply saddened. A branch of our family has inherited a defect of the heart. One never knows how long ones' got.
HOLMES. Quite. What may I do for you today?

LADY ADAMSON. Mr. Holmes, find the specimens and bring those Creationist thieves to justice.
HOLMES. At present I am involved in a pretty little problem.
LADY ADAMSON. The British Museum commands your service. 
HOLMES. May I inquire what progress Scotland Yard has made thus far?

LADY ADAMSON. Inspector Lestrade has detained a few of the slower moving Creationists. My brother showed you this shocking anonymous letter, before the theft occurred. (Gives letter to Holmes)
HOLMES. I confess I did not anticipate, this precise result. Might I retain it for future reference?

LADY ADAMSON. By all means. Inspector Lestrade has already formed his opinion.
HOLMES. And Lestrade's theory?

LADY ADAMSON. The letter was obviously sent by the League of Creationists. Lestrade believes they intend to destroy the specimens. 
WATSON. My God, we've got to stop them, Holmes. Before it's too late.

LADY ADAMSON. The League mistakenly believes the specimens are merely deformed bones of animals. 
WATSON.  Holmes, drop that other case. By God, the specimens are irreplaceable.

HOLMES. I will take the case on one condition. My fees must be paid regardless of the outcome.
LADY ADAMSON. You simply must recover the specimens. You have but to name your fee and it will be taken care of. 
HOLMES. It will be an honour to serve your Ladyship, and the British Museum.
LADY ADAMSON. (Ready to leave, then turning around..) Excellent. Oh, by the way, the Star of Delhi has just arrived at the Museum. 
WATSON. We've seen it already, Lady Adamson. I heard about the diamond while serving in India. (Singing) "Asleep and naked as an Indian lay, An honest factor stole a gem away; He pledg'd it to the Knight, the Knight had wit. So robbed the robber, and was rich as, Pitt." 
LADY ADAMSON. (Cuts Watson dead) As warden of the Museum's gem collection, I can arrange a private viewing. That would give me, the greatest satisfaction, Mr. Holmes. (Holds out her hand to be kissed.)
HOLMES. (Kisses her hand.) 
(Lady Adamson Exits.)

HOLMES. If memory serves, Lady Adamson won a scholarship for mathematics as a student.

WATSON. A most excellent formula in that perfume. Heavenly. What's in that curious letter she gave you? 
HOLMES. (Tosses letter at Watson as if unimportant. Reads another newspaper.)
WATSON. (Examining the letter.) "The wrath of God will be upon the head of he who denies the miracle of creation." No signature. Each word has been cut out of a newspaper and pasted down. The "Wrath of God". That's what those two scoundrels were shouting at the meeting. It's the League who's responsible. 
HOLMES. (Indicating the newspaper he's reading.) The Tuesday Times, Watson. I have saved it for this occasion. Ah yes, here it is. Permit me to give you an extract. "No one denies that the discovery of protons and electrons is  one of the major advances of the age. The creation of electrical power is transforming the planet, and will lead to a God‑like mastery over the wrath of the natural world. As England rushes headlong  into a future which is becoming dependant upon the miracles of science, there will be those who will see their way of life diminish and disappear."

WATSON. I'll always prefer gaslight.

HOLMES. All the seventeen words pasted down, are also found in this newspaper article. 
WATSON. But what does it mean?

HOLMES. Watson, you know my methods. Apply them.

WATSON. The spacing of the pasted words is quite careless.

HOLMES. The evidence suggests that the author began working from  the bottom and made their way to the top.

WATSON. What evidence?

HOLMES. The pattern of smudging.

WATSON. (Turns letter upside down) You mean to say they work backwards? 
HOLMES. Like the author of a mystery. 

WATSON. That's probably how Inspector Lestrade works.
HOLMES. When something goes backwards, Watson, what happens?

WATSON. (Walks backwards towards the apron) Well, if I were walking backwards, I'd couldn't see where I was going. How would I know  when I reached the end? I could fall off a cliff that way.

HOLMES. Falling off a cliff doesn't necessarily mean the end.

WATSON. It doesn't? 

HOLMES. No. (Drops the letter while looking away, lets it drift to the ground, motionless). One must first hit bottom.
WATSON. Are you alright, Holmes? 
HOLMES. Perfectly so. Working in reverse order is much like forcing the evidence to fit a prevailing theory. Like constructing the second floor, before building the floors beneath. Result? 
WATSON.  Collapse.
HOLMES. Exactly. Seventeen words. Does that number not seem familiar?
WATSON. No.
HOLMES. (Becoming annoyed) Oh come, come, Watson. How many times have you descended Mrs. Hudson's stairway over there? Have you never counted the steps? There are seventeen! 

WATSON. You mean that letter was intended for us? 
HOLMES. It has a mathematical precision very rare in the criminal element. (Paces the room.
 Suddenly ....) Watson. I perceive that you have attempted to take up the saxophone.
WATSON. ...Pardon, me? 

HOLMES. I observe two red marks, where the reed presses thus, against your lower lip. 

WATSON. I've done no such thing. 

HOLMES. Don't deny it. The redness of your left thumb, confirms it. The instrument is made in France, the  inventor  Belgian. And if you play the saxophone in these rooms, the wild curses from Mrs. Hudson's lips will be Scottish. 
WATSON. I've already played for her, and she thought I sounded jolly good! 
HOLMES. You started practicing while I was away in Paris, hoping to surprise me, didn't you?.

WATSON. No I didn't...

HOLMES. Hoping that I would join you in a duet. 
WATSON. I want you to give up that vice of yours and do something healthy for a change. 
HOLMES. Are you mad? Violin and saxophone? That would be the end our association!

WATSON. I may not have your powers of observation, but I'm not blind either. You've been abusing yourself with cocaine! Admit it, for God's sake! 
HOLMES. I'm sorry, Watson. A swirling brew of monstrosities ferments beneath the surface of London life, but I can do nothing. I have no desire to become the mere grease that oils the slimy underbelly of London. I need fuel, for my racing brain! 

WATSON. For heavens sake, take care. 
HOLMES. (Calms down) As a doctor, would you not agree that I  am in full command of my mental faculties? 

WATSON. ......Your creator endowed you with one of the most logical minds in London

HOLMES. Exceeded only by my older brother, Mycroft. I want you to promise me something. Promise me on your mother's grave, that if I appear to lose my reason, you won't desert me.

WATSON. What are you saying?

HOLMES. (Desperately) Promise me that if I do not recover, and all seems lost, you will follow the instructions which I will lay down. Promise me.

WATSON. What are you considering?  I make no such agreement.  

HOLMES.  As a dear friend, you must. 

WATSON. You need help.

HOLMES. You never did fail me. 

WATSON. Then you must make me a promise.

HOLMES.  Let me consider it.

WATSON. I know a man who can help you give up your addiction... 

HOLMES.  (Angrily) I know that man.....(Shows Watson two keys). I locked up my cocaine in a strong box. It requires two keys to open it.
WATSON. (Holds out his hand for the keys.) And you'll seek no other source?
HOLMES. I swear. Each of us will have a key. You and I Watson. You and I. (holds out a key for Watson). 

WATSON. (Takes key)

HOLMES. (Pats Watson on the shoulder) Where would I be without you, old chap. 

WATSON. Let God punish me if I do wrong.

HOLMES. Let no one know of this, not even my older brother, Mycroft.

(Holmes Exits) 

WATSON. (To audience) Locked box with two keys. Holmes is trying to play me like a fiddle. He'll be into those drugs like a jackrabbit. Two can play at this game. Stroke of good luck that I bumped into a chemist. He recognized me. We started conversing, one medical man to another. Why don't I dilute Holmes' supply of cocaine? The placebo effect. Addiction is a problem of the mind. All I need do is get that other key away from Holmes, and see that chemist again.
(Offstage knock on the door)

(Wiggins Enters with velvet covered case)

WIGGINS. Hello, Dr. Watson. Got something important for Mr. Holmes.

WATSON. Oh, Wiggins. I suppose you want a tip. 

WIGGINS. Mr. Holmes always  gives a big tip.

WATSON. (Tips Wiggins and takes box. ) Off you go.

WIGGINS. Is this all? The gent who gave me that package gave me a lot more. (Shrugs shoulders and trots off.)

WATSON. (Reads from the letter in the envelope slipped under a red ribbon and bow)
 "To Mr. Sherlock Holmes, a great connoisseur of the Last Polyphonic Quartets of Lassus. From  my heart, to yours." A gift of rare manuscripts of music. Let's have a look... (Unlocks it and prepares to open the case.)

(Holmes rushes in.)
HOLMES. Don't open that case, Watson!! (Moves Watson away from the case on the table and  uses his jackknife to pry open the catch of the lid of the case.)  Orlando Lassus never composed "quartets". He composed "motets". (Opens latch releasing  a long knife popping straight up out of the box.)

WATSON. Great Scott! 

HOLMES. (Reading from the letter) "From my heart, to yours." (Thrusts the paper down onto  the point of the sword. Indicating the case ‑) 
Swiss made. Take it away!
WATSON. (Removes case offstage) What in heaven's name is going on?

HOLMES. Pay no attention to that petty entertainment. (Taking a lemon, butter dish) Listen closely. Let us pretend that this lemon is the Star of Delhi, and this butter container, the glass case surrounding the diamond. Just how would you go about stealing it?

WATSON. I would create a diversion, smash the glass case, seize the diamond and make a run for it.
HOLMES. And a second possibility?

WATSON. I could wait till all is quiet, then seize the diamond. One could always hide it, later return to scoop it up, and then make a run for it.

HOLMES. Another option?
WATSON. I don't suppose one could move the case an inch, each day, towards the exit door....
HOLMES. Impractical. Come on, old fellow. 

WATSON. What other way can there be?

HOLMES.  Neither the diamond nor the glass case need be touched by human hands. 

WATSON. Then by whose hands?
HOLMES. Think, Watson, think!

WATSON. The only other way would be to move the entire Museum.

HOLMES. You've hit on it old fellow!!
WATSON. I have?

HOLMES.  Don't you see? The diamond is inside the glass case, the case is inside the Museum. It follows then that one could steal the diamond, by stealing, the Museum. (Grabs the butter top and tosses the lemon up in the air for Watson to catch.)

WATSON. (Catching the lemon.) That's preposterous! The British Museum is beyond the power of any single mind to possess it.

HOLMES. There is a man in London who would attempt it. (Points to the Binomial Theorem book  on the mantle.) A mathematician. 
WATSON. (Indicating the book on the fireplace mantle) The author of that book?
HOLMES. Professor James Moriarty, of ex - mathematical celebrity.  
WATSON. Moriarty?

HOLMES. I defeated him in Paris. But he escaped.
WATSON. He's warning you to clear off.

HOLMES. I refuse.

WATSON. This is personal, isn't it Holmes?

HOLMES. There will be a final accounting.
WATSON. He's done something before now to hurt you, hasn't he Holmes?

HOLMES. Fortunately I have a very dependable ally on my side.

WATSON. Your older brother, Mycroft, I suppose?

HOLMES. Much too sedentary. This ones' a medical man.

WATSON. Do I know him?

HOLMES. About your height. Could easily fit into your clothes. Last name, Watson.
WATSON. .......Watson, Who me?

HOLMES. Afraid so, old chap.

WATSON. Decent of you, Holmes. But Moriarty must have a great many accomplices himself.

HOLMES. One of them is already planted in the Museum. 
WATSON. Now we're getting somewhere!

HOLMES. There is more. Years ago I observed Lord Adamson in a rowing match. None had a stouter heart. There was something unnatural about his death. 
WATSON. (Turns directly to audience.)
 But, suddenly a commotion was heard below! Someone was shouting on the street. A moment later, a banging on our door. It was Wiggins again, from the Baker Street Irregulars. (All characters look out imaginary window at apron.)
(Enter Wiggins.)

WIGGINS. (Panting) Mr. Holmes! A man was going to heave a brick through your window up here. (Points.) There he goes!

HOLMES. (Looks out window) I see him. The short man with the long arm.
WIGGINS. He got away from me.  Mr. Holmes,  Alfie Trotwood sent me with some terrible news. It's Alfie's aunt. Mrs. Mansfield! The police!....
HOLMES. Calm down, Wiggins. Who is handling the investigation?

WIGGINS. Inspector Lestrade.

HOLMES. I've made a considerable error.  We may have need of your assistance, Wiggins. 
WIGGINS. No, Mr. Holmes.  I've got a weak stomach, when it comes to blood. I might be sick.
(Wiggins runs off.)

HOLMES. All the more reason to bring a doctor along. (Pats Watson on the back.) We may learn something yet. 
(Holmes Exits)
ACT TWO

WATSON. (Sings a verse of the Sherlock Holmes Song)
Each of his theories must be made to suit the facts it is his trade,

He has plainly trained himself to see what others overlook.

Observation and the science of deduction, my Dear Watson

Blackmail, murder, thieves, assassins,

Bloodstains, scandal, crimes of passions,

Who will solve them, why it must be Mr. Sherlock Holmes

In the whole of London, you will find no equal in deduction,

Arthur Conan Doyle would name him Mr. Sherlock Holmes

SCENE 1 (Mrs. Mansfield's Whitechapel Shop)

(Enter Watson with a cutout of a body which he lays on the floor.)

WATSON. (Directly to audience) We arrived at Mrs. Mansfield's shop in Whitechapel. The bobby on duty recognized Sherlock Holmes and readily admitted us. Mrs. Mansfield had died under suspicious circumstances. There appeared to be a robbery. But surely there was nothing of value here. 
(Enter Watson with a cutout of the body of Mrs. Mansfield he lays out the floor.)

(Holmes Enters)

(Watson kneels beside the body on the floor and observes Holmes making an examination of the room. Holmes nods to signify that he has observed a difference in the shop - all the fossils and bones have been removed.  Plunging to the floor he finds a cigar butt  of the same kind smoked by the thug who stole the specimens and who Holmes fights later on. Holmes Exits. )
(Holmes Exits.)

(Watson in a disorganized fashion, unsuccessfully searches for more clues, and Exits.)
WATSON. (Directly to audience) The death of Alfie's aunt,  Mrs. Mansfield, had hurt Alfie to the core. Sadness and anger all wound up together. Holmes promised Alfie he'd get to the bottom of it. 
SCENE 2 (British Museum administrative office)

(Enter Lady Adamson)

LADY ADAMSON.  Please sit down, Mr. Trotwood. (Takes out an emerald.) I wish to hear your version of events.

ALFIE.. (Angrily) Begging your pardon your Ladyship, but I'm in a terrible state...

LADY ADAMSON. You realize the seriousness of the accusation against you?

ALFIE.. I'm as innocent as New Year's Day. I remember it exactly. When I got back after lunch, me apron was missing, so I put on another. I was as surprised as anyone when me mate Larry, the cabinet maker, fished that emerald, out of the pocket. 

LADY ADAMSON. You do admit that it was your apron.

ALFIE.. Yes, but I didn't steal it your Ladyship. 
LADY ADAMSON. You've been given a great privilege to be employed at the Museum.

ALFIE. It's the best job I ever had. I need this here job at the Museum.
LADY ADAMSON. I'm considering giving you the benefit of the doubt. You'll  be put on probation, called upon to perform, extra duties. I've put you under my supervision. Ask no questions, nor speak about the Museum's affairs to anyone. Including Mr. Sherlock Holmes. Is that understood?

ALFIE. Yes, your Ladyship.

LADY ADAMSON. These are highly sensitive matters. The British Museum depends upon the absolute integrity of all of us. Do not disappoint me. 

ALFIE. Thank you, your Ladyship. 
LADY ADAMSON. (Walks behind him and puts her hand on his shoulder) And if you give me even the slightest cause for doubt, Mr. Trotwood, you will be dismissed from the Museum. You may go.

(Alfie Exits and  changes into Watson)

(Lady Adamson turns away, but remains on stage)

WATSON. (Directly to audience) I tried to pass this new development to Holmes, but he was too busy. Fussing with some chemical experiment. When I went out for a breath of fresh air, who did I see, but Mrs. Hudson with a key in her hand (pulls out the key). She found it his pocket while doing his laundry. Now I had both keys. With the help of the chemist, the cocaine was diluted with a placebo and placed back in the strong box. Holmes would beat his addiction. And have me to thank for it. 
SCENE 3 (British Museum secluded private room)

(Enter Holmes and Lady Adamson.)

Later that week, Holmes met with Lady Adamson for a private viewing of the Star of Delhi. The rendezvous took place at a secluded room in the British Museum. (Starts to exit, and stops) I was not invited. 
(Watson Exits)

HOLMES. I believe the British Museum repainted this room this past December.

LADY ADAMSON. How did you divine that, Mr. Holmes?
HOLMES. I merely observe the absence of the smell of fresh paint, yet the furniture has been moved. I've made a study of the temporal relationships between the impressions made by furniture upon carpeting, the accumulations of dust, and the formation of.....spider webs.

LADY ADAMSON.  Remarkable. But I thought you had come to observe the "Star of Delhi" at your leisure.

HOLMES.  A woman's best friend, so the De Beers would have us believe.

LADY ADAMSON. The De Beers are wrong. An English  gentleman is a woman's best friend. May I call you, Sherlock?
HOLMES. Indeed you may. I was hoping I might have a word with your brother, Sir Charles? 

LADY ADAMSON.  My  brother is confined to his sick bed. But let's not talk about your investigation. Evolution is a man's affair. I believe that God is responsible for the grand design of life. (Seductively eyeing over Holmes physique.)  The human form is  too perfectly made to be a total accident, wouldn't you agree? 

HOLMES. Accidents have the face of God, but are usually the handiwork of men. I have made a career of making inroads into the domain of the accidental. 

LADY ADAMSON. Might one ask whether you're a bachelor from lack of opportunity, or from lack of motive? 

HOLMES. It's not a crime to be a bachelor. 

LADY ADAMSON. But you must find some women attractive.

HOLMES. I find the perfume you are wearing quite attractive. White jessamine, is it not?

LADY ADAMSON. I was aware that you had written a monograph on the ashes of 140 different varieties of tobacco, but a master of fragrances as well? Extraordinary.

HOLMES. (Averts Lady Adamson's fawning gaze and flicks some ash off his coat). 141, to be precise.
LADY ADAMSON. Ah. Let me show you the "Star of Delhi". It's history rivals only that of the "Koh‑I‑Noor" (pronounced Ku‑heh‑nor).

HOLMES. If ever a precious stone dripped blood, it is the "Star of Delhi".  

LADY ADAMSON. (She takes the diamond out of its case.) 102 and a half carats. Refractive index 2.465. Go ahead, pick it up. (Holmes does so that the audience can see it too.)
HOLMES. It took the blood and sweat of thirty thousand miners, to find it.  

LADY ADAMSON. The Queen should like it as a gift. 
HOLMES. I should like to give you a gift, Lady Adamson. Perhaps, something for your birthday. Might I ask the date?

LADY ADAMSON. How delightful of you to think of me. The seventeenth of May. 

HOLMES. Ah, splendid.

LADY ADAMSON. But let's examine the Queen's object of affection. Would you like to see the third eye? (She takes out a mirror and a little flask of clear liquid.)
 It is a trick of reflection and the imagination. (Holmes follows her instructions.) The mirror becomes the lake. Now the rain begins to fall. (she pours water from the flask onto the surface of the mirror, leaning slightly back from it.) Hold the diamond  over the lake. You must get closer, Sherlock, about there (Holmes leans with his face right over the mirror). Gaze at the reflection in the water. Let yourself be drawn into it. Two diamonds now take the place of your eyes. And now a third diamond appears. It is the diamond that was mounted  in the forehead of an idol which resided in a sacred temple. When the diamond was stolen, the idol was blinded.

HOLMES. (Momentarily caught in her spell).
LADY ADAMSON. (Pats him on shoulders.) I admire a strong sensitive man. But you've been missing one of life's greatest pleasures. Free yourself from the chains of reason. Kiss me.

 HOLMES. (Knocks something over on the table and stands up to escape from her embrace. At the same time he takes the diamond, puts it in his pocket, substituting a counterfeit in the diamond case, closing it.) 
How clumsy of me. 
LADY ADAMSON. (Grasping him) Let me help you with that. 
HOLMES. (Turns away from her.) The diamond has affected me.  

LADY ADAMSON. It's your emotions. Give in to them. 
HOLMES. (Turns to leave) Lady Adamson, a more vital affair awaits my attention. 

LADY ADAMSON. You can't be serious? 
HOLMES. I'll see my way out. 

LADY ADAMSON. No, don't go. I know that you're discreet. (Holds onto his hand)
HOLMES. I find it too hot in this room. (Pulls his hands away)
LADY ADAMSON. But your hands are cold. ......Don't you have any emotions, any feelings? 
HOLMES. (Turns his back on her.) The coldness of reason is all that I want to feel.

LADY ADAMSON. You're only half a man. Cold as death.....The Museum has changed its mind. Scotland Yard will conduct the investigation without your assistance. Your involvement in the case has become superfluous. 
HOLMES. Is this the opinion of, Sir Charles?
LADY ADAMSON. I am now in command.

HOLMES. And the Museum?

LADY ADAMSON. The British Museum is not in the habit of allowing amateurs to demonstrate their incompetence. Ask my secretary to arrange payment of your fee. Use it to buy yourself a new suit of clothes. Your taste is quite behind the fashion. (Turning to leave.)
HOLMES. Remarkable how a competent lie may be fashioned to resembles the truth. This has been most instructive, Lady Adamson. 
(Holmes bows and Exits.). 

LADY ADAMSON. (Quickly handles the diamond case believing the diamond is still there.) The great detective enjoys a long walk, alone with his thoughts. I shouldn't think that wise, considering the crisis in the climate. (Picks up her umbrella.)
(Lady Adamson Exits.)

SCENE 4 (London Back Alley)

(Holmes Enters. He walks, looks over his shoulder, and stops to see who is following him.)

(Voice from offstage. Watson plays the Thug offstage.)

THUG. (Offstage) Hoy, mate. Oh, you're Mr. Sherlock Holmes, aren't you? Where's that pipe of yours? I'd like to see you try to smoke it, with a fat lip and some teeth missing. Hah, hah, hah......
(Holmes Exits)

SCENE 5  (Old Bailey holding cell).

(Enter Watson.)

WATSON. The next time I met my friend, he had a bandage around his right hand and a cut above his left eyebrow.  He neither ate or slept. He was growing paler. Something was amiss. I expected him to break into the locked box. But the placebo should be fighting against the addiction. I warned Holmes that his body could take only so much abuse. With a flash in his eye, he ordered me out of our rooms. I was stunned. And I was hurt. So I grabbed my things, and left. The next morning, Inspector Lestrade burst into my medical office. His face was panicked. "Better get over to the Old Bailey, Dr. Watson. We have Mr. Holmes in a cell, and he is blooming right off his head. I want you to handle the newspaper men, because I won't. We found Mr. Holmes with "Star of Delhi" in his pocket. 
(Watson paces up and down. Lady Adamson Enters.) 
LADY ADAMSON. Dr Watson, explain what has happened.
WATSON. Two bobbies found him in the dawn hours, on the steps of the British Museum. They thought he was a just drunken beggar. Only it truly was my friend. With the "Star of Delhi" in his hands.
LADY ADAMSON. How could he have done such a thing?

WATSON. (Confidentially) My friend has a crippling addiction. I tried to stop him....

LADY ADAMSON. The man is obsessive.

WATSON. He's convinced that thieves have taken over the museum. He snatched the diamond, to protect it.
LADY ADAMSON. Protect it from whom?
WATSON. Professor Moriarty. 
LADY ADAMSON. Scotland Yard is unaware of the man. 
WATSON. He's the Napolean of crime. No one knows about him. 

LADY ADAMSON. No one, except your friend.
WATSON. Moriarty intends to ransack the entire British Museum.
LADY ADAMSON. Do you believe this, Dr. Watson?
WATSON. My friend is sick. That's all I know. He needs our help.
LADY ADAMSON. I'm responsible for the Star of Delhi. The diamond does have the power to drive men insane. 
WATSON. We must get my friend out of here.

LADY ADAMSON.  Dr. Watson, take my arm. I feel faint.

WATSON. The staleness of misery, Lady Adamson.

(Holmes Enters and lies under an old blanket on the floor.)

(Watson leads Lady Adamson off but she turns and remains onstage, listening until Scene 6.)

WATSON. ((Watson approaches Holmes, puts his hand on Holmes' forehead and examines his eyes.) 
Holmes, how  are you, old chap? 

HOLMES. Listen to me, while I still have my wits about me. 

WATSON. We'll get you into the infirmary.
HOLMES. You must hear the truth. 
WATSON. Don't worry about the diamond.
HOLMES. The truth about my younger brother.

WATSON. Go on, Holmes.
HOLMES. Watson, the reckless days of my youth.  It happened when I was a student, during the summer recess. My younger brother and I set about experimenting with narcotics. I was the better chemist, he the better violinist. But he was desperate for inspiration. I wondered if I could find a substance which would counteract its power to addict. One evening, I obtained a new supply of cocaine from a professor at the university. I hid the drug. An hour later I saw a shape flash by the window. It was my brother running up the street towards St Paul's. I saw an empty syringe on the floor. I ran after him. My feet slipped on the pavement, from the pouring rain. He smashed a window and gained entry to the church. He was headed for the bell tower. I leaped up the staircase. The roof was under repair and there was a small open space. He was balanced on the very apex of the vault. I cried out to him. He made a turn to come round, losing his balance. His arms went up. I thrust my hand out.. ........... The tragedy was hushed up. The conveyor of the drug, blamed. In disgrace he was dismissed from the university. Watson, it was I who introduced cocaine to my younger brother. A thousand times, I've gone over and over it. My mind always returning to the source. The conveyor. A professor of mathematics. Professor Moriarty! 
WATSON. Good God, Holmes.

HOLMES. (Falls into Watson's arms.) He seeks my destruction, as I seek his. Moriarty has poisoned me. 
WATSON. Poison? 
HOLMES. I broke into my strong box. Poison was mixed into my supply of cocaine. 
WATSON. But that's impossible.

HOLMES. I injected myself. I can feel it in my veins.
WATSON. But a chemist helped me weaken the concentration of cocaine.

HOLMES. Moriarty. (Passes out.)

WATSON. (Lets Holmes down.) Good God. 
(To audience) We got my friend into the infirmary. When he became conscious again he gave me my instructions. Now was the time to use everything I had learned from the man. And put things right!
(Watson Exits. Lady Adamson observes Holmes from the side of the stage.)

HOLMES. (Crawling on the ground and speaking to an imaginary foe) You believe, sir,  that you are the epitome of criminal evolution, but I warn you, sir, your evolutionary path is coming to an end. My nets are closing round you. Your slimy skin will not allow you to slip through my fingers again. I will haul you out of the sea like a fish and dangle you by the gills.

(Bach violin solo begins)

HOLMES. Please take care as you tread this passageway. The floor has been freshly painted, and is somewhat slippery. I have no wish for you to break your neck quite yet. That will be accomplished for you by the hangman upon your forthcoming trial, conviction, and execution!

(Holmes and Lady Adamson Exit)

[Total blackout]

SCENE 6 (London Morgue)

(The profile of a corpse under a sheet, on a table. Holmes lies hidden underneath, in reverse order to that of the corpse, his head lying under the feet of the corpse.)

(Enter Lady Adamson with a umbrella which hides a sword inside.)

LADY ADAMSON. (Pulls back sheet to see the face of the corpse - the face cannot be seen by the audience.)   
(Enter Watson in disguise as Dupin, with an envelope containing documents and a bag containing the Plateau Man Specimens)

DUPIN/WATSON. (In disguise and with a raspy disguised voice) Lady Adamson! 
LADY ADAMSON. (Taken by surprise.) Who are you, sir?

DUPIN. My name is, Dupin. A cousin. I identified the body here in the morgue. 

LADY ADAMSON. Dr. Watson sent a messenger. I came as quickly as I could.
DUPIN. He'll be down presently. 
LADY ADAMSON. Where is the older brother?
DUPIN. Ah, Mycroft. He seldom leaves his orbit. The family calls upon me, when there's dirty work to be done. 

LADY ADAMSON. I've come to pay my last respects. 
DUPIN. The family has a favour to ask.
LADY ADAMSON. (Knowingly) The family wishes to preserve the sterling reputation of Sherlock Holmes 

DUPIN. Then we understand each other. Sherlock's little caper with the Star of Delhi, hushed up. 
LADY ADAMSON. How was it that you learned of this matter, so quickly?  

DUPIN. It's my business to know what the others, don't want to know. We need the help of the British Museum. 
LADY ADAMSON. The Museum's reputation cannot be compromised.
DUPIN. That would put the family in a very difficult position. 

LADY ADAMSON. The diamond is in the public trust. That trust was violated by Sherlock Holmes. Perhaps the public deserves to know the true character of the man. Thieving drug addict. How else could he afford cocaine, living off a flat fee.
DUPIN. Perhaps the public should know about this. (Puts down bag containing the specimens and indicates the package) I have information. You have money. All we've got to do is haggle over the price. 
LADY ADAMSON. What could you have that would be of any value to me? 
WATSON. Sherlock gathered certain information before he died (Indicates envelope). Go on! Open the bag. 
LADY ADAMSON. (Opens the bag) The Plateau Man. 

DUPIN. He never existed.
LADY ADAMSON. You're one of those Creationist lunatics. You could be thrown in prison for receiving stolen property. 

DUPIN. Worthless property. Fakes. Created by Doctor Skullion. It was you who promised him the job of curator if he'd play a practical joke on Sir Charles. 
LADY ADAMSON.  You can explain everything to a police sergeant. (Starts to leave). 
DUPIN. (Prevents her from escaping.) Doctor Skullion used a lady in Whitechapel. She had an inventory of old bones in her shop. They paired together the jaw of an orangutan with the skull of a modern day man. Chemically aged the bones and planted him in a gravel pit.

LADY ADAMSON. (Laughs) I suppose you were a witness to all this.
DUPIN. I can imagine the scene, Doctor Skullion hiding in the distance behind a mound of gravel and watching Sir Charles, pick in hand, making his famous discovery. Skullion must have burst himself laughing. 
LADY ADAMSON. You have no evidence. 

DUPIN. How do explain a coat of Van Dyke Brown Paint? The experts never examined the originals. Too brittle to be handled. (Hands her the specimen). 

LADY ADAMSON. Counterfeits. You're holding the originals for ransom. How much do you want, you blackguard?
DUPIN. (Laughs)  It's a risky business. Doctor Skullion tried to blackmail you. Ended up dead in a rock slide. His accomplice, Mrs. Mansfield, strangled.   
LADY ADAMSON.  Suppose I told you that my brother already knows about the fraud.
DUPIN. All the better. You'll holding a great axe over his head. He's given you free rein to steal from the Museum. Substituting forgeries while the Museum's treasure disappears into somebody's pocket.
LADY ADAMSON. Name your price, and be done with it.
DUPIN. There's another man involved. 
LADY ADAMSON. Who would that be?

DUPIN. Your father. 
LADY ADAMSON. (Tearing off Watson's hat and wig, revealing the disguise.)
Dr. Watson! What a pathetic little man you are. 
WATSON. (Taking off remaining disguise.) I may not be a master of disguises, but by Jove, I know exactly who you are, Lady Adamson. 

LADY ADAMSON. You know nothing.
WATSON. Holmes unravelled the whole sad story. (Watson circles round the table, as Lady Adamson retreats from him.)  Beginning with the birth of Sir Charles. It was a difficult one, wasn't  it? His mother, was told she could have no more children. Yet she become expectant, again. Tragically, she died during childbirth in her brownstone mansion. Her child survived, but was very ill and was whisked away to the hospital for incubation. Meanwhile, across the city, another woman was giving birth. The mistress of a disgraced professor of mathematics. She also died during childbirth. (Pointing at Lady Adamson) But the child was saved. The professor could not imagine how he could care for his child. Then by chance, he overhead a conversation between Lord Adamson's physician, and the wet nurse. I can understand how he feared a suit of negligence. Taking advantage of the moment, the professor switched the babies. And so it appeared, that the sickly child immediately recovered, and was returned to Lord Adamson. Meanwhile the other baby remained at the hospital, barely clinging to life. The date was May 17th. 
LADY ADAMSON.  That was my birthday. 
WATSON. Over the years, you developed a talent for mathematics. Lord Adamson rewarded you with a tutor. Moriarty. The two of you became inseparable. 

LADY ADAMSON. My father needed me. He only gave me up to give me a chance at a better life. He succeeded.
WATSON. Much preferable to being the daughter of a drug dealer. 

LADY ADAMSON. My father had nothing to do with that accident at St. Paul's. 
WATSON. That's a lie. Holmes tested the supply of cocaine after the accident. Contaminated. Moriarty knew the side effects.

LADY ADAMSON. (Points at corpse) Sherlock's family destroyed my father's career.  

WATSON. Your father became a criminal, by choice. 
LADY ADAMSON. I forgave my father. Why couldn't  Sherlock Holmes admit the truth?   
WATSON. ....What about Moriarty? He duped me into poisoning my friend. By Jove,  he'll pay for it!
LADY ADAMSON. (Turns away from Watson and slowly pulls out a sword out of an umbrella)
All my life, my father protected me.

WATSON. For God sake, Lady Adamson, save yourself. Nothing will save Moriarty. He's doomed. 
LADY ADAMSON. You don't understand his genius. (Swishes sword and moves towards Watson.)
WATSON. (Pull out a gun on her and backs away from her) Put it down, Lady Adamson. Give evidence against Moriarty.
LADY ADAMSON. Never. Never!

WATSON. (Shaking) Drop the weapon. I'm warning you. 
LADY ADAMSON. (Ready to stab Watson.) 
(Enter Holmes from under the table.)

HOLMES. (Springs from under the table holding the corpse)
Watson!

WATSON. Holmes! 

LADY ADAMSON. What devilry is this? 

HOLMES. Watson, take care. That sword has a poison tip.

WATSON. (Moves to the rear) 

LADY ADAMSON. Sherlock Holmes! 

HOLMES. (From across the table from her) I would gladly sacrifice myself if I could be certain of Moriarty's destruction. 
LADY ADAMSON. (Slowly chases Holmes around the table with the sword.)
WATSON. What should I do?

HOLMES. Don't shoot anyone!

LADY ADAMSON. (Approaches Watson with sword.) Stop there, Mr. Holmes if you want your friend alive. Drop the gun, Dr. Watson.

HOLMES. Do as she asks, Watson.

WATSON. (Drops the gun)

LADY ADAMSON. Now, Mr Holmes, pull open one of the drawers of the morgue, and get inside. 
HOLMES. (Backs off and moves upstage towards offstage drawer) My family did a grave injustice to Moriarty.

LADY ADAMSON. You finally admit it.

HOLMES. The blame is mine. But surely Lord Adamson did not deserve his fate. 

LADY ADAMSON. He died of heart failure.

HOLMES. It was murder.
LADY ADAMSON. You're lying. 

HOLMES. Lord Adamson soon found out that you were not his own child. He was told the sick baby had died. That's why he loved you even more. Moriarty had him murdered. He planned to use you, to fund his criminal empire.

LADY ADAMSON. (Moves away from Watson and faces the audience in a spell.) 

HOLMES.  (Holmes sneaks behind the table and motions to Watson, Lady Adamson now in front)
LADY ADAMSON. Mr. Holmes. I don't have to kill you. You're already dead! (Turns and suddenly rushes at Holmes from across the table. Holmes, grabs her wrists, immobilizing the blade. He gets behind her and raises the blade over their heads.) 
HOLMES. Drop it, Lady Adamson! Drop it!

WATSON. (Rushes in to help but only confuses the matter.)

LADY ADAMSON. Let go. Let go of me!  (The blade is manipulated so that Lady Adamson fatally stabs herself. Falls to the ground, dead.) 

WATSON. (Indicates that's she dead.)

(Fade to Black.)

SCENE 7. Baker Street. (The Plateau Man specimens are in the bag.)
WATSON. Professor Moriarty will seek revenge. Let's take him on, together, Holmes. You and I! 
HOLMES. Not this time, Watson.  I shall meet that man alone, for the final discussion of  those questions, which lie between us.

WATSON. Confound it, why did you not confide in me? You told Inspector Lestrade everything. And he's a fool. 
HOLMES. The law had to be advised. But you old chap, despite your many talents, you are not a convincing liar.
WATSON. And glad of it. 
HOLMES. It was exceedingly bold of you to confront Lady Adamson. 
WATSON. She saw right through my disguise.

HOLMES.  Yes, but she was not able to deduce my plan. I suspected Moriarty would contaminate my supply of cocaine. Yes, Watson,  I followed you. Moriarty put on an excellent disguise, but there is no concealing those serpentine eyes of his.
WATSON. You feigned derangement.
HOLMES. To be myself, I must play the part of another. 
WATSON. By Jove, you gave a convincing performance,. 
HOLMES. The corpse, gave the better one.

WATSON. That rubber mask was  absolutely true to life.
HOLMES.  Don't flatter me, Watson.  I do apologize for throwing you out of our rooms like that. There was no need for both of us to be exposed to the fumes of iron staining and acid.
WATSON. You reproduced the method of  chemically aging the bones. (Pulls his notebook and pencil out of his pocket ready to make notes.)  Now how did you recover the Plateau Man specimens? 
HOLMES. That was not difficult. Remember the threat implied by that letter, The Wrath of God? I convinced Sir Charles to create a set of realistic duplicates. He agreed. I made him swear to confide in no one.

WATSON. So it was the duplicates that were taken by those banana throwing thieves.  But how did you know when the thieves would strike?

HOLMES. I didn't know. But that anonymous letter got me thinking. I knew that it wasn't from the Creationists. A woman's  eyelash was caught under one of the pasted words. And, I detected the scent of perfume. White jasmine. (Gives Watson the letter.)

WATSON. That's the perfume Lady Adamson was wearing

HOLMES. Excellent, Watson. 
WATSON. But why was the theft made during the lecture?

HOLMES. Who did you blame?

WATSON. The League, of course. 

HOLMES. That was the scheme. To divert attention away from Sir Charles and the Museum. But I recognized the blackguard who was pelting Sir Charles with bananas.

WATSON. Wait. You never told me you attended the lecture.

HOLMES. I was the priest who was yelling for order. I had a run in with one of those scoundrels. There is no religion in him, save the devil. He was one of Moriarty's men. Three years ago, a friend of this man, got the better of me at Charring Cross and cracked my canine tooth. But I have since studied Baritsu. My cigar smoking assailant  broke his nose on my fist as I gave him a good hard right in the back alley. (Punches the air).

WATSON. Well deserved.
HOLMES. I found the very same variety of cigar in Mrs. Mansfield's shop. 

WATSON. Ah, so that was the clue that connected Moriarty to the murder. The police have released the Creationists for lack of evidence.
HOLMES. One always needs, evidence. When I examined the dentition of the jaw under my microscope, I discovered that the teeth had been ground down by, a steel file to resembled those of an ape's.
WATSON. You're not the only one in London with a microscope.
HOLMES. Precisely why the  fragments had to vanish into thin air.

WATSON. Corpus delecti. But how did you know that the jaw was that of an orangutan and not a baboon?

HOLMES. Mrs. Mansfield kept meticulous sales records. Therein, I found Doctor Skullion's name beside the sale item. Moriarty's agents attempted to destroy all traces of the fraud. But with Alfie's assistance, I found those records, and verified the bones, by examining the same, at the Surgeons Skeletal Library.

WATSON. Alfie does have an excellent memory. He remembered the kind of paint she used. 
HOLMES. Good thing too, for I observed the colour of some of the Plateau Man specimens exactly matched the colour of the doctored fakes for sale in Mrs. Mansfield's shop (takes the evidence out of his pocket and shows it). 
WATSON. Van Dyke Brown Paint.  But one thing still puzzles me, Holmes. (Points at the Plateau Man) Who is he? 
HOLMES. .......The man, or the orangutan?

WATSON. The man. 

HOLMES.  Observe. There is no clothing with labels, no watches with inscriptions, no footprints, no blood stains, tobacco ashes, nor any other tangible clue to his identity. Nothing at all....aside from the fact that the Plateau "Man" is a "lady" and like you, Watson,  has a preference for bananas. 
WATSON. Bananas. I've got it!  He really is the Plateau Man, only hidden under yet another layer of paint!
HOLMES. No, Watson. The bones are not fossilized at all. I broke a fragment by accident. The whiteness is plainly visible. 
WATSON. Have you told anyone else about the fraud?
HOLMES. It is not for me to supply the deficiencies of the English scientific community. The Plateau Man deserves extinction. 

HOLMES. For all the stink he's caused. And what about that diamond? Let me guess. You promised Inspector Lestrade the solution to a few unsolved crimes, if in return, he secretly released you from prison. It was a ploy to draw the truth out of Lady Adamson. 

HOLMES. Very near the mark, Watson.

WATSON. You know, Holmes, I suspected the fraud all along.  That golf course was too close to the gravel pit. Major discovery in the morning, golf game in the afternoon. Too easy by half. 

HOLMES. I congratulate you, old chap. 

WATSON. (Claps hands.)  You see. Sir Charles was a lazy sod.. He much preferred a round of golf to any scientific endeavour.
HOLMES. No, it was Doctor  Skullion. His score was recorded in the golf club's records. I played the course myself and observed the traces of sand traps dreadfully hacked away at by a rank amateur, Doctor Skullion.

WATSON. And how did he shoot?

HOLMES. Abysmal. He couldn't get out of the sand traps. (Demonstrates) I shot one under par.

(Holmes Exits.)

(Offstage knock on the door.)

WATSON. (Looks towards Holmes in bewilderment. Turns towards audience.)  Just then, there was a knock at the door. Good Lord! It couldn't be.....? 
(Wiggins Enters with a closed package containing a child's ball.)

WIGGINS. Hello, Dr. Watson.

WATSON. (Relieved.) Oh, its just you, Wiggins. 

WIGGINS. Mr. Holmes sent for me. 
WATSON. What have you got there?

WIGGINS. I got a nice tip from the old gent who gave it to me.

WATSON. (Read the note on the package) From Mr. B.  Ombs-away. Ombs-away. Sounds just like, "Bombs‑Away"........Great Scott!. (Watson and Wiggins run around in a panic deciding how to dispose of it. They toss it back and forth between each other. Watson finally gets it and winds up ready to throw it out the window, at the apron of the stage, into the audience.) Open the window, Wiggins!! Open the window!!
(Holmes rushes in)

HOLMES. Watson!!  (Snatches the ball away from Watson and rushes out) (Offstage)‑  "Mrs. Hudson"!!
(Watson and Wiggins hit the floor, covering their heads, awaiting the explosion.) 

(Holmes calmly Enters) 
HOLMES.  (Looking at his watch and counting off some seconds. Looks up and listens. There is no explosion.) I have trained Mrs. Hudson for these little predicaments. Wiggins, wait outside for Dr. Watson. Off with you now. 
(Wiggins Exits.) 

HOLMES. Wiggins will take you to Alfie. You must both remain in hiding in a safehouse, until I put Professor  Moriarty and his gang behind iron bars. (Gives Watson a piece of paper.)  Make your way to the docklands to this address. Seek a woman who goes by the name of Limehouse Annie. In three days time, emerge from hiding. Then, escort Alfie to Sir Charles. 
WATSON. Holmes, there's something you're not telling me. 
HOLMES. You have learned something of my method. Excellent. You must not tell another living soul. Alfie is as good as dead if Moriarty ever finds out. 

WATSON. As silent as the grave.
HOLMES. Alfie Trotwood is the son of the late Lord Adamson, brother to Sir Charles. 
WATSON. Of course. I saw the resemblance between Alfie and the Lord in that portrait in the Museum. Alfie was that sickly child who was abandoned in the hospital. 

HOLMES. Not completely abandoned. The wet nurse who accompanied the physician, took pity on the boy, and brought him up. She was Mrs. Mansfield. 
WATSON. How on earth did you deduce all this, Holmes?

HOLMES. A close examination of hospital and city birth records, gave me an idea. I tested the theory by asking Mrs. Mansfield  a simple question. What happened on the night of May 17th, when Alfie was born? She broke down. The more I filled her glass with fine aged whisky, the more the truth  spilled out. Watson, I blame myself for not preventing her death. Lord Adamson and Doctor Skullion's murder, I could do nothing about.  But Lady Adamson......
WATSON. It was  self defence. By Jove, you should be in for a big reward from the British Museum.
HOLMES. Your friendship has been my reward, my dear Watson. (pats Watson on the shoulder). 
WATSON. Nothing to it. The case did have legs after all. 
HOLMES. That reminds me, old chap. Pray make an examination of that "chair" over there. 

(Holmes Exits.)

WATSON. (Puzzled, starts to exit.) Wait, how did Holmes know ....? Never mind. (from half offstage - only the top area of the chair visible to the audience.)
What ho? There's a chair missing one of its legs. (Coins and a flask of liquor falls out of a concealed place in the seat, onto the floor. ) Hallo! What's this? A secret compartment. Odd. A three legged chair. A mystery of some kind. Great Scott! Holmes found Alfie's lucky chair. Holmes! (Runs off with chair leaving money and flask.)
(Watson Exits.)

(Enter Holmes. Arranges the chair opposite him, as if expecting a visitor. Sits in his chair. Takes a gun out and checks it. Puts it back into his pocket. The shadow of Moriarty appears on the stage floor. Three, booming knocks are heard.)

HOLMES. (Intently.) Come in, Professor.
(Music cue- half diminished scale.)

(Blackout)
                         (Final Curtain)
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