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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 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 (author of Man the Tool Maker) 

*Toby (dog who occasionally assists Holmes in picking up the scent)

* Wet Nurse who assisted the physician.

Time and Place 
London circa 1912 ‑ 1914.

Set

Fireplace with mantle:

- book on mantle containing tarantula spider
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
(Small table with props on it such as, envelope, eg?)
Characters with Props

Watson

Banana




Letter in jacket pocket for Lady Adamson



Diamond in jacket pocket

Holmes

Jackknife  in pocket, Card 
Lady Adamson
Letter, Diamond in case, Small mirror, Flask of water.
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

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

Descent of Man  

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

Setting

ACT ONE

1
221B Baker Street

2
British Museum

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

ACT TWO
5
Mrs. Mansfield's shop in Whitechapel

6
British Museum - administrative office

7
British Museum - secluded room

8
London Street

9
Old Bailey holding cell

10
Baker Street

ACT ONE
SCENE 1 (221B Baker Street, London. Rooms of Holmes and Watson)
WIGGINS. (Sings a verse and tag of the Sherlock Holmes Song - based on theme from Tchaikovsky's 4th Symphony, 2nd movement)

(Wiggins sings verse of Sherlock Holmes Song)
Out of the 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.

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

Arthur Conan Doyle thus named him Mr. Sherlock Holmes. 

(Watson Enters)

WATSON. (Peeling and eating a banana.) 
(Offstage knock on the door.)

WATSON. (To the 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've often thought that with my age and experience, I could do as well in the science of deduction."

WATSON. Pfff. Let me tell you sir, that if Sherlock Holmes were here, he'd reveal details about yourself only your mother would know, just by looking at you. And, I'd turn to my friend and say, " Holmes, how in earth did you deduce all that?" and Sherlock Holmes would say to me, ....... "Elementary......."    
 (Holmes Enters with great speed.)

HOLMES. (Removes glasses and throws back his hair as if removing a disguise, takes the pipe from Watson, and reveals himself as Sherlock Holmes, while instantly continuing Watson's thought, as in "Elementary, my dear Watson".) ....My dear, Watson ......... . Exactly so.

WATSON. Holmes! That disguise! I thought you were still in Paris working  on a special case. 

HOLMES. (Looks down at street through window.) Watson, come to the window. That man leaning against the lamp post, down there.
WATSON. Who is he? 

HOLMES. (Holmes paces the room and suddenly understands something is not right.) Watson, turn down the lights, and be quick about it. (Sees a snake in the corner of the room. Removes  a newspaper from top of box  on the floor and opens the box. Picks up his violin and bow and crouches behind the box.)

WATSON. (Moves behind Holmes.)

HOLMES. (Plays the open G & D string of the violin. A snake emerges from the far end of the room, slithers across, attracted by the movement of Holmes' violin bow and is charmed into the box. Holmes  closes the lid of the box, does up the latch.) The miniature mamba, missing from the London Zoo.
WATSON. For heaven's sake, who's done this? Your list of enemies is not a short one. 
HOLMES. I have no wish to thrust you into danger, Watson.

WATSON. I've seen danger before. You can rely on me, you know that. 

HOLMES. Very well. Consider the method of attack. An injection of venom. Like poison injected, by a surgical needle. 

WATSON. They must be acquainted with your addiction to cocaine. They've sent you a message. A warning. But who are they?

HOLMES. They are governed by a master criminal. I foiled him in Paris. He attempted to steal priceless works of art from the Louvre. I myself, placed a counterfeit of the original, in the Dutch Masters Gallery. The counterfeit was stolen. 

WATSON. Ah. The thieves mistook your fake for the real thing. 
HOLMES. The Museum gave me that canvas as a token of their gratitude. 

WATSON. Not a Rembrandt? 

HOLMES. Alas not. There is ample technique but little originality. I present to you, the work of the obscure French forger,  Jacques Blasé. The French police have warned the British Museum. They could be the thieves next target. 
WATSON. Thieves in the British Museum? 

HOLMES. (Puzzled) Watson, do you not find it puzzling that our assistance has not been requested? 
WATSON. I remember you solved a case for the Museum before.

HOLMES. Lord Adamson called upon me. 

WATSON. The late, Lord Adamson, the former director of the Museum.

HOLMES. His son, Sir Charles, has now taken over the directorship. Received a knighthood for a celebrated discovery. 
WATSON. Seems like a capable man. Perhaps the French police have got it wrong. 
HOLMES. No, Watson. The man I seek never gives up. 
WATSON. What's his name?

HOLMES. (Hesitates) Professor Moriarty. The man on the street was one of his agents (Gestures to the street).
WATSON. I've heard you mention the name before. But the case involved, escapes me.

HOLMES. The case was unsolved.

WATSON. .....Moriarty. What's his first name, Holmes?

HOLMES. He has no first name. 

WATSON. No Christian name?

HOLMES. His mother only gave him the middle initial, J. (forms the letter J with his hand which transforms into a gun, and turns away from the audience.)

WATSON. (To audience.) Holmes had nothing more to say to me about the affair. He didn't have to. It was obvious.  My friend, Sherlock Holmes and I were embarked on a most unusual adventure. 
(Offstage knock on the door.)

WATSON. Another visitor to Baker Street. 
HOLMES. (Turns to audience.) Mr. Alfie Trotwood is at the door. Kindly show him in would you, Watson. 
WATSON. (To audience) In walked an energetic sort of man. Hold onto your wallets, mind you. He was a thief, recently retired. (Turns into Alfie. Envelope in his jacket.). 
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. You know I've had a rough life. Got no education to speak of. I might of had the habits of a criminal in former times, but never the mind of one. You saved me neck. You got me out of the muck and got me a proper job, at the British Museum.

HOLMES. How may I be of service to you today?

ALFIE. You know I work for Sir Charles, director at the Museum. He wants to meet you at his office. 
HOLMES. I was anticipating the call.

ALFIE. But first I was to give you this old letter (waves envelope and passes it to Holmes.) 
HOLMES. (Examines letter, puts it under his nose and smelling. This letter has meaning latter on.)  
ALFIE. You know he dug up the bones of the ancient Plateau Man. Calls them, the "missing link", the link between us, and the apes. But I've got me own theory. Sir Charles' got it all wrong.
HOLMES. 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. 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 the Plateau Man must be 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. I myself have quite enough bones, but if I did have a few extra to spare, yes, Eve could relieve me of the inconvenience.

ALFIE. (Pats stomach) And me too, Mr. Holmes. But those old bones have been the making of Sir Charles. I don't know what's in that letter, but Sir Charles didn't like the look of it. That's the reason I'm here.

HOLMES. (Waves the letter) Tell Sir Charles, I will see him at the British Museum.
ALFIE.  (Alfie hesitates, and fidgets.) 

HOLMES. Alfie, I can see you have something else on your mind.  

ALFIE. Cor. Wish you'd teach me that trick, Mr. Holmes.

HOLMES. It is no trick. Pure observation and inference. 
ALFIE. It's me lucky chair. Gone! Vanished!
HOLMES. .........I take it the chair had legs.

ALFIE. ......Three legs, right before its departure. I was about to glue the fourth leg back on, it being a bit wobbly.
HOLMES. How then did you acquire this piece of furniture? 

ALFIE. Well, when I finished me work at the Museum for the day,  I'd do a job in Whitechapel, for me aunt, Auntie  Mansfield. She brought me up as one of her own little blighters.  Rag‑and‑bone lady. Has all sorts of curiosities in her shop, and the usual rubbish. But she does have some skeleton bones and some old fossils too. Men who dig in pits and quarries would bring her strange looking rocks and  skeletal bones for a few bob. And between ourselves, if my aunt was short on that type of inventory, she'd have them dug up straight out of graves.
(A shovel  is seen scooping up a skull, at the side of the stage and then disappears.) 

HOLMES. There is no shortage of the dead in England. Pray continue.

(Mrs. Mansfield enters at side of stage, with a broom. She pantomimes the scene - whiskey bottle, old bone, broom as a paint brush, the chair she gives to Alfie. ) 

ALFIE.  Me aunt had fallen on hard times. She used to say, the state of me business bespeaks the state of me teeth, stinking awful. Couldn't afford a dentist, so she had a swig of the old whiskey bottle. 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 customers were fussy. They'd look for old bones or fossils that had a certain colour. They liked the ones 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."

(Mansfield Exits)

HOLMES. Back to the chair, Alfie.
ALFIE. Mrs. Mansfield was short of money. So she gave me one of her wobbly chairs, as payment, for all me hard work. 
(Mansfield  shoves chair on stage, but remains off stage.)

ALFIE. I built a secret little compartment in the bottom of the chair.

HOLMES. A reservoir for liquid assets?

ALFIE. You guessed it.
HOLMES. I never guess, Alfie.

ALFIE. Well I do, Mr. Holmes. I bet on the horses with a mate of mine, Larry the cabinet maker. Funny thing. He started out in the circus, on the trapeze, but after an unfortunate mistake, he fell into cabinetry.... I kept me winnings in that old chair, and let me tell you, Mr. Holmes, it's brought me nothing but good luck. It's me "lucky chair". I showed it to me mate, Larry. He took a fancy to it. Made a bet. Wouldn't you know it, his horse, "Toss and  Tumble" won by a length. 

HOLMES. It was then, that your chair disappeared.

(Mansfield yanks chair off stage, from offstage.)

ALFIE. Vanished completely. How did know, Mr. Holmes?

HOLMES. (Smiles.) Now tell me, Alfie, who would frequent the shop of Mrs. Mansfield? 
ALFIE. Oh, all kinds, even some scholars from the Museum. One old gent asked her how she did it, how she made them skeletal bones look so old. 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. Have you had pains there before?  

ALFIE. No. Mrs. Mansfield gave me a poke in the ribs. Me aunt's a sweet old lady. (Angry) Well they weren't all fakes in her shop. But she needed the money. 
HOLMES. Hmm. Can you remember the name on the paint tin.?

(Offstage - Mrs. Mansfield thrusts a tin of paint into view from the side of the stage, when the label is read by Alfie.)

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.  Larry the cabinet maker. Recent acquaintance of  yours? 
ALFIE. Right again. He works at the Museum , making display cases and such, as is required.
HOLMES. You have indeed done me a courtesy.
ALFIE. Have I now,  Mr. Holmes?

HOLMES. Your case is most singular.

ALFIE. Hats off to you. If you should decide to visit the Museum, come and see me, for a bit of a tour. And don't forget about Sir Charles and that letter I gave you.
HOLMES. (Handles the letter.) Just before you go, Alfie, a demonstration for my friend and colleague, Dr. Watson. Go out into the hallway. Do not turn around. If you can, 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. An orange, a lime cut in two, grapes overflowing the bowl. Almost forget. An apple, with a bite out of it.(Comes back in. Takes a bite out of the apple which he just picked up from the fruit bowl). That's one thing I'm very good at. (Turns around to verify the details). Be ever so grateful for your help in finding me lucky chair, Mr. Holmes, even if it's only got three legs. You've got a kind heart.  The Lord will remember you, for it." (Starts to exit)
HOLMES. One last thing, Alfie. For the sake of my landlady, Mrs. Hudson, please refrain from testing the new coat of paint on the front door. It is not yet dry, as you and Dr. Watson have so recently discovered. 

ALFIE. (Feeling his sticky fingers.) Right you are, Mr. Holmes. 
(Exits as Alfie, and turns into Watson)

WATSON. (Speaking directly to the audience and rubbings his finger as if sticky with paint) Yes, Holmes was right again. The paint did look quite dry, but it wasn't. (Directly to Holmes) By Jove, Holmes. Remarkable memory,  Mr. Trotwood. I couldn't do that.
HOLMES. No.

WATSON. But once a thief, always a thief....How does he do it? (Goes over to the mantle and rests his hand near the book. The book contains the tarantula, which will crawl out of the book to the edge of the book cover.)

HOLMES. Do what, Watson?

WATSON. Open a locked window?

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

WATSON. Oh.

HOLMES. These are deep waters, Watson. 
WATSON. A three legged chair? Pfff... It's plain to me. That chap, at the Museum,  Larry the cabinet maker.... (Absorbed in his thoughts. His hand is now resting right in front of the book on the mantle.)

HOLMES. Yes, the British Museum, the braincase of the enormous mind of London. You don't mind coming along with me, do you, Watson?
(A hairy tarantula slowly pokes out of the book near Watson's hand.) 

HOLMES. (Notices the spider coming out of the book.) Watson!

WATSON. Great Scott!!
HOLMES. (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.) You've had a shock! 

WATSON. This is intolerable!
HOLMES.  You must excuse this momentary eclipse of my faculties. 
WATSON. The Binomial Theorem? That's not my book. 
HOLMES. Another warning from Professor Moriarty. Our visit to the Museum is postponed. 

WATSON. (Regaining his spirit)  No, I wouldn't dream of it. I need some fresh air.

HOLMES. (Pats him on the back and moves to the window, peers out onto the street below, but hiding himself from view, hand on an imaginary window sill.) Good old Watson.....That man leaning against the railing across the street. (Motions Watson to go to the window at the apron. Holmes at one side, Watson, the other, framing the imaginary window, hands on the sill at each side) Would you be so good as to engage him in conversation until I appear downstairs? 
WATSON. Who is it? The same fellow?
HOLMES. No.

WATSON. What's he want? 
HOLMES. I'll leave that to you.

WATSON. ....Don't be too long.

(Watson Exits. Holmes checks that Watson has gone out. He fights the urge to give himself an injection of cocaine, and then gives in. Unbuttons a shirt sleeve, rolls it up, slaps his flesh in preparation of injection, and Exits.)

(Enter Watson)

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

WATSON. (Directly to the audience.) I was glad to out into the streets of London. The man we had seen leaning on the railing had vanished into thin air. But where was Holmes? Finally he came down. He was in one of his moods. We took a hansom to the British Museum. Walked up its massive steps. Soon found ourselves at the edge of a large crowd gathered around a new exhibit. The Star of Delhi. Lady Adamson had arranged for this incredible diamond to be displayed at the Museum. 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 copy of the diamond out of his pocket.) Not this big, but the biggest diamond I've ever seen. Well guarded. Impossible to steal. Nice display case, made by Larry the cabinet maker. Good man. (Puts it back into his pocket.)
Ah, and there was Alfie Trotwood, waiting for us (Waves).  Together we went down the hallway to see the Plateau Man exhibit. On the way, Alfie pointed out a large portrait of Sir Charles' father, Lord Adamson. Holmes asked me if I had observed anything unusual about the portrait. Wait. Had Holmes detected brush strokes by, Jacques Blaise, the French forger? No, of course not. Then for some reason, Holmes asked Alfie to take up the same pose as Lord Adamson, in the portrait. (Looks back and forth from the painting, down to Alfie, finally  resting his eyes on Alfie. He sees a very strong resemblance.)...... Good Lord!
(Watson changes into Alfie, wheels out a display of the Plateau Man. Holmes Enters.)

HOLMES. Ah, Mr. Trotwood. The final stop on our tour of the Museum.
ALFIE. There he is, Mr. Holmes. Become the world's most famous pile of rubble. Wouldn't need a nutcracker with a jaw like that, now would he?

HOLMES.  His very survival depended upon those massive teeth.

ALFIE.  I don't see what's so different about him, that old fossil. You could meet a chap like that in Lewes any day.

HOLMES. The discovery was made in a gravel pit in Sussex. 
ALFIE. Clever man, Sir Charles. And a kind one, to me, especially.

HOLMES. If I  recall correctly,  a golf course is situated near the discovery site. 

ALFIE. Golf course? Blimey! You'd think that after playing golf so long, us men would learn 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. Odd, considering the left supercilliary  ridge points to a large cranial capacity. The Java Man, had rather less.
ALFIE. What'd he have?

HOLMES. 900 cubic centimetres.

ALFIE. (Feels his forehead and sizing himself up.) Do you really think the ape men can be our ancestors, from way back in time?
HOLMES. I am no expert, but I am acquainted with a man who greatly resembles a reptilian creature. Alfie, your past life is not without interest. Your parents, I trust they are in good health?

ALFIE. Don't know. Can't remember them. 

HOLMES. And Mrs. Mansfield? Might I ask, if she a blood relation? 
ALFIE. Me aunt? Not really. But she took care of me when I was growing up.

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

ALFIE. Oh, when she was a young woman, she served as a wet nurse for the well to do. Somehow she came across me, fished me out of a hospital nursery.

HOLMES. One last thing, Alfie. Have you any idea of your birthday?
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. My younger brother, as well.
ALFIE. ......Sorry to hear that. But you have memories of them?
HOLMES. Yes.
ALFIE. Ever dream about them?

HOLMES. Sometimes. They make me feel, guilty.
ALFIE. Oh no. Our ancestors just want us to do better for ourselves. We only have a short time, down here.

SHERLOCK. Do you know what Charles Darwin said?  "Every species that has ever lived, or will ever live, will become extinct." 
WATSON/ALFIE. Stink! So that what makes the dead smell so bad. Mr. Holmes, follow me to the third floor. Sir Charles is expecting you. 
HOLMES. (Wheels the Plateau Man exhibits to the side.) 

WATSON. (As Watson, directly to the audience.) Alfie led Holmes upstairs to Sir Charles while I remained at the exhibit. I pondered what Holmes had just said, because I thought it rather odd.. Alfie must have struck a nerve in my friend. Holmes rarely spoke about his past. I knew that his family had suffered the tragic loss of his younger brother. Though I never heard the details. I wish Holmes would confide in me... I gazed at the Plateau Man specimens again, and reflected upon life. What's it all about?..... If you piece together all those bones fragments, what would he be like as a man? Skin clad, hairy, half crawling, half walking, probably half starving. The Plateau Man had really caught the imagination of the viewing public. Here was the missing link. And he was one of us, an Englishman. His story even made it's way into the music hall, in a song. Alfie sang it to me. How'd it go? (Takes a few dance steps.)
EVOLUTION WALTZ

(sung by WATSON)

(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)
(Watson turns away from audience.)

(Holmes Enters.)

HOLMES. Watson, when you finish day dreaming, did you notice anything unusual about the hinge? Not the brass hinge on the display case. The hinge of the Plateau Man's jaw.....There isn't one? Precisely. The Geological Society is presenting a lecture given by Sir Charles. I would very much appreciate if you could attend the meeting. In the mean time, I shall pay Mrs. Mansfield a visit. I wish to investigate the problem of Alfie's missing chair. And a few other matters of interest. 
(Holmes Exits.)
SCENE 3 (British Museum, lecture hall)

WATSON. (Directly to audience) 
Sir Charles had just entered the lecture hall at the British Museum, preparing for his discourse on his discovery. The hall was filling up with members of the public. I observed that some of them belonged to a local group of some kind. Applying Holmes' method of reasoning, I easily deduced that they were members from the London League of Creationists. How did I know? I read button on their lapel. This was certainly going to be a lively discussion. I wish Holmes was here to observe. 
(Enter Sir Charles Adamson (played by Lady Adamson). Wheels out specimens display)

SIR CHARLES ADAMSON  (Adamson speaks to Alfie.) 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. 
ALFIE. Right you are, Sir Charles. 
SIR CHARLES. I've been warned about the London League of Creationists. Crack pots, the lot of them. You keep an eye out now, Alfie. Be prepared to ask them to leave if they fuss about. I won't stand for any damn nonsense. 
ALFIE. Yes, Sir Charles.

SIR CHARLES. Shame that Professor Skullion could not live to see this day. 
ALFIE. Crushed in a rock slide.

SIR CHARLES. Terrible misfortune.  My discovery should have been his credit, his glory. He led the way for us. I was just damn lucky.  
(Alfie turns away from the audience and changes to Watson.)

SIR CHARLES (Addresses the audience at the lecture) Today, I can say with authority, the "missing link" has finally been found. He is, the Plateau Man. Now just before the question period begins, I would like to thank my collaborators for making this discovery possible. Sadly, there is one who is not able to join us here. Professor Skullion, author of Man the Tool Maker. He succumbed to his injuries sustained during an expedition in the north. We must all, carry on. On behalf of the discovery team, I submit our findings to the enlightened judgement of my learned associates of the Royal Geological Society of London. 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 very back, please. (Speaking to one of the members of the Creationists in attendance.)
(Offstage Voice of Creationist) 
CREATIONIST. (Offstage) I'm Michael St. John, chairman of the London League of Creationists. Now, I would like to know for certain if he was a man or an animal?" 
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. He was, the first Englishman.

CREATIONIST. Oh, a gentleman, not an animal.

SIR CHARLES. He was the "first English gentleman"....
CREATIONIST. But he couldn't be older than, Moses
SIR CHARLES. Positively antediluvian. The fossil is half a million years old. Another question please, over there..... 
CREATIONIST. But don't you admit God created Man?

SIR CHARLES. Man evolved from a primitive form of ape. The gentleman over there, please.....
CREATIONIST. God created Man, in his own image!
SIR CHARLES. Sir. The Plateau Man makes it absolutely certain that we are descended from barbarians,  from the ape family....
CREATIONIST. Are you saying that God was an ape?

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! 
WATSON. (Turns and speaks directly to the audience) Just then, two men rushed to the front waving bananas. "The wrath of God! The wrath of God!", they shouted out. What ho! Pandemonium! Bananas flying everywhere, one of them knocking the spectacles off Sir Charles' face. Outrageous! The hall was in an uproar. The scoundrels ran towards the precious specimens!  [Lighting effect] The lights flickered, and then went out. 
(Sir Charles Exits.)

[Total blackout] 
(Specimens are wheeled offstage.)
People shouting and scrambling about in the dark. 
HOLMES. (Offstage voice) "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 run off with them. Chaos and confusion. The lecture hall was evacuated.. A few minutes later, I caught sight of a couple of police sergeants questioning, Sir Charles.
(Offstage voice of Police Sergeant played  by Holmes) 

POLICE SERGEANT. (Offstage) "Now, what's all this about, eh? Missing bones, eh? Have you filed a missing persons report?" 
WATSON. The police were useless. What was the fate of the Plateau Man specimens? Where did those two ruffians go?  Good God. It was high time the British Museum called for the services of, Sherlock Holmes. (Wheeling the display unit offstage.)
SCENE 4 (Baker Street)

(HOLMES, WATSON, LADY ADAMSON Enter)

SHERLOCK. Lady Adamson, pray draw up to the fire. I believe you have met, Dr. Watson, my colleague and friend.  
LADY ADAMSON. Hello, Dr. Watson.  Mr. Holmes, my poor brother has been absolutely sickened by the theft of his discovery. 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. What can I do for you today?

LADY ADAMSON. Mr. Holmes, find the specimens and bring those Creationist thieves to justice. You simply must, for all our sakes.

HOLMES. At present I am involved in a pretty little problem.
LADY ADAMSON. The British Museum commands you. A sizable reward is offered.
HOLMES. May I inquire what progress Scotland Yard has made thus far?

LADY ADAMSON. Inspector Lestrade has been questioning the League. A few souls have been arrested. The inspector has examined the anonymous letter. (Gives letter to Holmes)
HOLMES. And Lestrade's theory?

LADY ADAMSON. He believes the League seized the specimens, with the intent of burying them in an secret location. They defend themselves by saying that no crime has been committed. The specimens are merely deformed bones of animals. 
WATSON.  My heart goes out to Sir Charles, Lady Adamson. I was there and saw it all. Holmes, you must drop that other case. By God, the specimens are irreplaceable.

HOLMES. I will take the case only on one condition. My fees must be paid regardless of the outcome. The specimens may be beyond recovery.

LADY ADAMSON. Oh , you simply must recover them, Mr. Holmes. 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..) Mr. Holmes, the Star of Delhi has just arrived at the Museum. 
HOLMES. Watson and I, have already seen it.

WATSON. 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. (Ignores Watson) It is one thing to be among  a crowd catching a glimpse of  the diamond, but it is quite another to view the gem in a private setting. As warden of the Museum's gem collection, I can arrange it for you. That would give me, the greatest satisfaction.

HOLMES. (Bows) Looking forward to the occasion, Lady Adamson.

(Lady Adamson Exits.)

HOLMES. If memory serves, Lady Adamson won a scholarship for mathematics.  Wrote a celebrated paper on geological statistics. 
WATSON. Did she now? What's in that curious letter that Lady Adamson gave you?
HOLMES. (Hands letter over to Watson)Very well, Watson. Examine it. (Reads another newspaper and doesn't pay attention to Watson.)
WATSON. (Examining the letter.) "The wrath of God will be upon the head of he who denies the miracle of creation." No signature. This is obviously meant to threaten Sir Charles. 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 got nothing to do with God. This letter came straight from the League of Creationists. For once, Inspector Lestrade is on the right track.
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 between the pasted words is quite careless.

HOLMES. The evidences 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. Yes, 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. One must first hit bottom. Working in reverse order is much like selecting  only the evidence that fits a prevailing theory. Like building the second floor before constructing the floors beneath. The result will always collapse.... Seventeen words. Does that number not seem familiar?
WATSON. No.
HOLMES. (Excited) Oh come, come, dear fellow. 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. Professor Moriarty is behind it. (His behaviour becomes more and more strange.) Watson, that saxophone against the wall....
WATSON. (Sheepishly) I was just thinking of taking a few music lessons, for relaxation.

HOLMES. The case is German, the instrument made in France, the  inventor  Belgian,  and if you play the saxophone in this house, the wild curses from Mrs. Hudson's lips will be,  Scottish.  Take it away. A drain on the supply of oxygen to the brain. The mind is a great motor which requires large amounts of stimulus to keep it running.  

WATSON. I may not have your powers of observation, Holmes but I'm not blind either. You've been abusing yourself again, with cocaine... You seem, possessed. Why in heavens name should you risk the loss of those powers with which you have been endowed by God?
HOLMES. (Explodes) No, 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. 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 by my older brother Mycroft, who is equalled by few. I want you to promise me something. Promise me on your honour, on your mother's grave, that if I appear to lose my reason, you won't desert me.

WATSON. What are you saying?

HOLMES. Promise me that if I seem to lose my mind, you will come to my side. You will come immediately. And if I do not recover, and all seems lost, you will follow the instructions which I will lay down for that purpose. 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. Give up cocaine.

HOLMES.  (Angrily) I have given it up, countless times.

WATSON. Confound it. You must agree to see a specialist. I know a man in Vienna... 

HOLMES.  I know that man. .....You have my word.

WATSON. Let God punish me if I do wrong.

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

(Holmes Exits) 

WATSON. (Directly to the audience) There was a messenger at the door. I dared not disturb, Holmes, in his present state of mind, so I answered it. 
(Wiggins Enters with velvet covered case)

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

WATSON. Oh, Wiggins. And how are your friends,  the Baker Street Irregulars?

WIGGINS. Slow day, for errands. 
WATSON. Sherlock Holmes can't be disturbed. 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? I got more from the gentleman who gave me that box. (Runs off.)

WATSON. Little blighter. (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. Please accept these rare manuscripts of music. From  my heart, to yours." This should cheer up, Holmes. 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.

WATSON. What in heaven's name is going on?

HOLMES. (Taking a lemon, butter dish and glass top of container) Watson, ignore the petty details for the moment. Let us ask a few questions, and see what possibilities arise. 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. Good. 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? 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, and the case, 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. A mathematician. He has written upon the dynamics of an asteroid.

WATSON. Mathematics? By Jove, that book,  The Binomial Theorem.

HOLMES. He mistakenly believes he can distract my attention with these petty entertainments (removes letter from knife and crumples it up.) Be forewarned, Watson. We haven't seen the last of them. Listen to me. Alfie Trotwood,  the Star of Delhi, the Plateau Man, Professor Skullion,  Sir Charles, and Lady Adamson. What links them all together? Think, Watson, think!

WATSON. ......The British Museum? 
HOLMES. Precisely! Professor Moriarty intends to loot the British Museum to finance his criminal empire. He must have injected someone deep inside the Museum. Someone, very near the top. When he gives the word,  the Museum will bleed to death!
WATSON. Now we're getting somewhere! (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, 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, down that laneway!

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

WIGGINS. Inspector Lestrade.

HOLMES. I've made a considerable error in this affair.  We may have need of your assistance, Wiggins. (Pays Wiggins some coin.) Watson, bring your bag.

WIGGINS. No Mr. Holmes,  I've got a weak stomach, when it comes to blood. I might be sick.
(Wiggins Exits.)

HOLMES. All the more reason to bring a doctor along. Come along, Watson. We may learn something yet. 
(Holmes and Watson Exit)
ACT TWO

WIGGINS. (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 thus named him Mr. Sherlock Holmes

SCENE 5 (Mrs. Mansfield's Whitechapel Shop)

(Enter Watson)

(There is a cutout of a body on the floor.)

WATSON. (Directly to audience) We arrived at Mrs. Mansfield's run down shop in Whitechapel. The bobby on duty recognized Sherlock Holmes and readily admitted us up the rickety stairway. The stale odour of liquor and, tobacco.....Mrs. Mansfield had died under suspicious circumstances. There appeared to be a robbery. But surely there was nothing of value here. Holmes would soon get to the bottom of it.

(Holmes Enters)

(Watson observes. Holmes makes an examination of the room. Plunging to the floor, Holmes finds a minute detail which he puts into an envelope and  stuffs into his pocket. Using his magnifying glass he observes various details and reconstructs the scene in his mind. He notices a fossil with the Van Dyke brown paint on it. Watson follows without understanding the significance of the clues. He's mystified, whereas Holmes is gaining understanding. Holmes knows that Mrs. Mansfield has been murdered, and has noticed that all the fossils and fakes have been removed from her shop, save one. After Holmes Exits, Watson scratches his head. )
(Holmes Exits.)

WATSON. (Directly to audience) Mr. Trotwood was summoned to an office in the Museum by Lady Adamson. You see,  Alfie had gotten himself into a spot of trouble. He was about to get the sack.  
SCENE 6 (British Museum administrative office)

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

ALFIE.. Begging your pardon, but I never did it.

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

ALFIE.. Believe me, Lady Adamson, I'm as innocent as New Year's Day. It happened after I hung up me apron and went for lunch. I remember it exactly. When I got back, me apron was missing, so I put on another. It was me mate Larry, the cabinet maker, who found my missing apron. I was as surprised as anyone when he fished that emerald, out of the pocket. 

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

ALFIE.. Yes, it was mine alright, but....I didn't do it your, Ladyship. I don't know how the emerald got into the pocket. I need this here job at the Museum. It's the best job I ever had.

LADY ADAMSON. I'm considering giving you the benefit of the doubt. You'll  be put on probation. Called upon to perform extra duties You will perform them without question and you will answer to me. The British Museum depends upon the absolute integrity of all of us. You can thank my brother for the decision. Do not disappoint him. 

ALFIE. Thank you, your Ladyship. You can depend on me.     

LADY ADAMSON. You may go.

(Lady Adamson Exits)

(Alfie changes into Watson)

WATSON. (Directly to audience) No, Alfie didn't get the sack, thanks to Sir Charles. But was Alfie back to his old thieving ways? What about Larry the cabinet maker? Not a chap to be trusted. I passed this new development onto Holmes. He brushed it aside. He was busy with a chemical experiment, which he refused to show me. I detected the smell of paint and mysterious chemicals. What was Holmes up to? What about Alfie's aunt, Mrs. Mansfield? I was still in the dark as to how she had met her fate. Scotland Yard's investigation into her death was thoroughly shoddy. 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. I was not invited.   
(Watson Exits)

SCENE 7 (British Museum secluded private room)

(Enter Holmes and Lady Adamson.)

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 along the perimeter of the room 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.  Amazing. 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. At your service. I was hoping I might have a word with, your husband, Sir Charles? 

LADY ADAMSON.  Charles is in a state of fatigue, and can see no one.

HOLMES. Scotland Yard maintains that  there is very little chance of recovering the specimens.
LADY ADAMSON. It is very depressing. But let's not talk about your investigation shall we? Evolution is my brother's affair. I believe that God is responsible for the grand design of life. (Seductively, and feeling her shoulders etc.)  The human form is  too perfectly made to be a total accident, wouldn't you agree? 

HOLMES. I have made a career of making inroads into the domain of the accidental. 

LADY ADAMSON. Might one ask you 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. Yes. 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.) One hundred and two and a half carats. Refractive index 2.465. Go ahead, pick it up. (Holmes does so that the audience can see it too.)Watch the dance of a thousand fires before your eyes. 
HOLMES. Thirty thousand miners took a lifetime each, to find it.  

LADY ADAMSON. The Queen should like it as a birthday gift. 
HOLMES. I should like to give you a birthday present, Lady Adamson, when the time comes. Might I ask the date?

LADY ADAMSON. A gift from you, would indeed be welcome. The thirteenth of May. 

HOLMES. Splendid.

LADY ADAMSON. But let's examine the Queen's object of affection, shall we? Would you like to see the third eye? (She takes out a mirror and a little flask of clear liquid.) I should explain. It is a trick of refraction and the imagination. (Holmes follows her instructions. She takes a sip from the flask proving that its just water.) The mirror becomes the lake, and now the rain (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. (Lighting Cue ‑ mirror ball)  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 sensitive, strong man. But I know you've been missing one of life's greatest pleasures, Sherlock. Free yourself from the chains of reason. Let me loosen your collar .........

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, and grabs the diamond case, closing it.) How clumsy of me.  
LADY ADAMSON. Let me help you, with that. Sherlock, why do you think I invited you here? Don't you know anything about women?
HOLMES. Thank you for your invitation , Lady Adamson. A more vital affair awaits my attention. 

LADY ADAMSON. No, don't go. I know that you're discreet. And so am I.
HOLMES. I'll see my way out. 

LADY ADAMSON. Wait!.....Don't you have any feelings, any warmth?
HOLMES. (Turns his back on her.)

LADY ADAMSON. (Changing to anger and coldness) Have it your way, then. The Museum has changed its mind. Scotland Yard will conduct the investigation alone. Ask my secretary to arrange payment of your fee. Your involvement has ended. 
HOLMES. Is this the view of, Sir Charles?
LADY ADAMSON. My brother always shares my views. The British Museum is not in the habit of allowing amateurs to demonstrate their incompetence. My regards to your friend, Dr. Watson. You may go now. (Turning to leave.)

HOLMES. (Bows and prepares to leave but hesitates when he finds the diamond in his pocket.) Well, well. How forgetful of me. I believe this belongs to you, Lady Adamson, or  perhaps I should say, it belongs to the British Museum. This has been most instructive. 

(Holmes bows and Exits.). 

LADY ADAMSON. The great detective enjoys a long walk, alone with his thoughts. I shouldn't think that wise, considering the crisis in the climate.

(Lady Adamson Exits.)

SCENE 8 (London Street)

(Holmes Enters. He looks over his shoulder to see who is following him, and Exits)
(Voices from offstage. Watson plays the Thug offstage.)

THUG. Hoy, mate. Got the time? Me watch stopped. Oh.... You're Mr. Sherlock Holmes, aren't you? I bet you remember a  mate of mine by the name of Matthews. He knocked out one of your teeth at the waiting room at Charring Cross. So what's it like to smoke a pipe with a fat lip and some teeth missing?

HOLMES. I observe you are missing some teeth, sir and are likely to lose a few more.
THUG. Oh, clever, aren't we. Let's find out if your fists are just as clever. 
(Sounds of a scuffle ‑ shouting ‑ Holmes making karate exclamations, "Baritsu!" ‑ the sound of things been tossed about and general mayhem which subsides abruptly after a yell of pain.)

(Holmes Enters, massages his right fist, touches his left eyebrow, shakes his head, feels his knee which might have been bruised. Brushes himself off, and Exits.)

SCENE 9  (Old Bailey holding cell).

(Enter Watson.)

WATSON. The next time I saw Holmes, he had a bandage around his right hand and a cut above his left eyebrow.  He became so deeply involved in the case that he hardly ate or slept. The smoke from his pipe lingered for days. He came and went at odd hours, without so much as a word. Mrs. Hudson told me he had visited the city records department and also a hospital. He was growing paler. I finally ordered Mrs. Hudson, to force Holmes to eat something. He gulped down part of a sandwich on his laboratory table among various jars of chemicals. Then there was cocaine. As a medical doctor, I advised Holmes that his body could take only so much abuse. He stared at me, and then 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.
(Offstage voice of Inspector Lestrade played by Holmes.)

LESTRADE. "Better get over to the Old Bailey, Dr. Watson. We have Mr. Holmes in a holding cell, and he is blooming right off his head. I want you to handle the newspaper men, because I won't. Sherlock Holmes is charged with the theft of the "Star of Delhi"." 
(Watson paces up and down. Lady Adamson Enters. Holmes Enters and lies under an old blanket on the floor.)

WATSON. I'm grateful to you, Lady Adamson. I'm afraid this is going to be rather unpleasant. 

LADY ADAMSON. Dr Watson, what can we do to help him recover from his terrible brain  fever?

WATSON.  I don't understand it. 
LADY ADAMSON.  I will see that he is released immediately from this dreadful cell.

WATSON. Good God. I noticed a change in him ever since he came back from Paris. Why did I not act sooner? Two bobbies found him in the dawn hours, on the steps of the Museum. They thought he was just a beggar, smelling of cheap liquor. Soaking wet from the rain. Only it truly was my friend with the "Star of Delhi" in his hands. 
LADY ADAMSON. I'm responsible, Dr. Watson. The diamond is infamous for driving men insane. But I had no idea that it would have that effect on such a cold man of reason.

WATSON. (Reaction.) The guard is signalling us. 
LADY ADAMSON. Dr. Watson, take my arm. I feel faint.

WATSON. The staleness of misery.

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

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'm still half sensible. 

WATSON. I'll get you into a hospital.
HOLMES. No. You must hear the truth. 
WATSON. Forget about the Star of Delhi. You need medical attention, now.
HOLMES. You must first hear my confession, before I pass out. I must tell you about the death of my younger brother, before it's too late.

WATSON. Go on, Holmes. And then I'll get you out of here. 
HOLMES. Watson, the reckless days of my youth.  It happened long ago during the summer recess. My younger brother and I set about experimenting with narcotics. I obtained a supply from a school chum, who purchased it from professor at  a university. We read about it's beneficial qualities from Sigmund Freud's paper. But it was addictive. Could we find a substance that could counteract that quality? The world would benefit. The answer was within my grasp. One evening I received a new supply of cocaine. My brother injected himself without my knowledge.  A shape flashed by the window. It was my brother, running up the street towards St Paul's. I ran after him. My feet slipped on the pavement, from the rain. He smashed a window and gained entry to St. Paul's He was headed for the bell tower. The roof was under repair and there was an open space. I leaped up the staircase, to the bell tower and  gained the roof. There was my brother, standing on the apex, laughing. I cried out to him. He made a turn to come round, but lost his balance. His arms went up and clawed the air. I was too late. The tragedy was hushed up. The conveyor of the drug, blamed. He suffered the loss of his position at the university. Disgraced. 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 of the drug, the professor of mathematics. Professor Moriarty. 
WATSON. Good God, Holmes.

HOLMES. Yes Watson. It was him. Any man who is disgraced is likely to hold a very serious grudge. He seeks my destruction, as I seek his. Moriarty has poisoned me.
WATSON. What is the name of the poison? 
HOLMES. Moriarty mixed an unknown substance into my supply of cocaine. I injected myself with it.

WATSON. What's the antidote, Holmes?

HOLMES. (Passes out.)

WATSON. (Hold Holmes' shoulder.) Holmes? We'll get you out of here. May God protect you.

 (Holmes Exits)

SCENE 10 (Baker Street)

WATSON. Inspector Lestrade and myself got Holmes into the prison hospital. As soon as he became conscious again, he reminded me of my promise.  (References written instructions)  His instructions. The first of which was to deliver a letter into the hands of Lady Adamson.  It was sealed, marked "Private, & Confidential". 

(Watson Exits)

[Total blackout]

(Enter Holmes in disguise, wearing gloves, and Lady Adamson. The Plateau Man specimens are on the table, under a cover.)

HOLMES. (Holmes is in disguise.) Lady Adamson. Sit down. 

LADY ADAMSON. How impertinent. 
HOLMES. I've haven't time to waste. (Tosses thick envelop on the table.)

LADY ADAMSON. (Shows envelope, but not letter.) What is your business with me, sir?  

HOLMES. I'm the man named in Sherlock Holmes' letter. 
LADY ADAMSON. Where is Dr. Watson?
HOLMES. Forget about him. Do you see a flourish underneath Sherlock's signature?

LADY ADAMSON. (She checks)

HOLMES. It's a signal. I'm the man you must speak with.
LADY ADAMSON. Who are you? 
HOLMES.  I'm a distant cousin of Sherlock Holmes. The family calls upon me, to do their dirty work.  I make it my business to know what the others, don't know. You wouldn't believe where these hands have been. 

LADY ADAMSON. I have five minutes to spare you.   

HOLMES. I have information. You have money. All we've got to do is haggle over the price.
LADY ADAMSON.  What could you possibly have that would be of any value to me? 
HOLMES.  Sherlock Holmes gathered certain valuable information before he was indisposed (Indicates envelope). Concerning your family, and the British Museum. Remove the cover. (Indicates the cover over the specimens.)
LADY ADAMSON. (Removes the cover over the specimens). The Plateau Man specimens. 

HOLMES. Fakes. He never existed. 

LADY ADAMSON. I could have you thrown you in prison for receiving stolen property. 

HOLMES. Worthless property. It's all documented here (pats the envelope). You enlisted Professor Skullion at the British Museum. Oh he was a bitter man. Never given promotions, though he deserved it. You promised him the job of curator if he'd do a little favour for you. Play a practical joke on Sir Charles, your brother. He wouldn't be fooled by this bit of fun. (indicates the specimens). Only it did fool him, and all the experts at the Museum. 
LADY ADAMSON. Go with your fantasy. 
HOLMES. Professor Skullion knew of a lady in Whitechapel who had an inventory of bones and fossils in her shop. They put their brains together, to work on a little forgery. They'd be paid. The job was to manufacture a prehistoric ape man. Make the facts, fit the theory. He must be a man with a large brain, but with an animal-like bite. So they took the jaw of an orangutan and planted it with the skull of a modern day man. Doctored the bones, to make them look very old. And placed him in a gravel pit in Sussex.

LADY ADAMSON. Go on.

HOLMES. You told your brother about a very promising site, a gravel pit, near a golf course. He made an expedition to the site. Now just imagine it. Professor Skullion, planting the specimens, and then hiding in the distance behind a mound of gravel, watching Sir Charles, pick in hand, making his famous discovery. He must have burst himself laughing. Ohhh! A big discovery. Fame and fortune. 
LADY ADAMSON. You've shown no evidence for your incredible accusations. 
HOLMES. No? How do explain the whiteness of the bones under a coat of Van Dyke Brown Paint? 
LADY ADAMSON. The Geological Society of London would disagree.

HOLMES. They never examined the original specimens. Too brittle to be handled. I myself broke off a piece by accident. You can see the whiteness of fresh bones. (hands her the specimen). 

LADY ADAMSON. Blackguard. You're holding the original specimens for ransom. These are counterfeits. How much do you want?
HOLMES. It's a risky business. Professor Skullion, dead in a rock slide. Mrs. Mansfield, strangled.. But I have insurance. (Pats documents.) Duplicates of  these documents are in safekeeping at a secret location. 
LADY ADAMSON. I have no wish to trouble my brother, about your outrageous claims. Name your price.
HOLMES. According to my calculations, both you and your brother have made considerable gains from this discovery. And now you've got something on your brother, don't you? You could threaten Sir Charles with exposure of the hoax. He'd be in your grip. He'd be forced give you free rein in the British Museum, out of fear. 
LADY ADAMSON. All you've implied is that my brother was shamefully duped, by two misfits, who received their just punishment.

HOLMES. There is another man involved. I only mention him because it effects the price.    

LADY ADAMSON. And who would that be?

HOLMES. Your father. Oh no. Not Lord Adamson. Your real father.....You're the daughter of Professor Moriarty! (Removes his disguise.)

LADY ADAMSON. Sherlock Holmes. I've been waiting for this. 

HOLMES. To be myself I must play the part of another. To understand it, the sadness of it all. Let me begin, with Lord Adamson's wife, Lady Eve Adamson.

LADY ADAMSON. Go on, if you insist.
HOLMES. As you know, the birth of Sir Charles was a difficult one. Lady Eve could have no more children. Yet she become expectant, again. She died during childbirth, in her brownstone mansion. Her child survived, but was very ill. There was not a moment to lose. The child was whisked away to the hospital. Because of the crisis, the doctor overlooked to mention whether the child were boy or girl. Lord Adamson fretted only for the child's survival. Meanwhile, across the city, another woman was giving birth. She was the mistress of a disgraced professor of mathematics. She also died during childbirth, but in a public hospital. But her beautiful baby girl was born without flaw. As the professor looked at her, he could not imagine how he could care for the child alone. Then by chance, he overhead a conversation between Lady Eve's attending physician, and the wet nurse. The doctor feared a suit of negligence, in the event both mother and child died. Taking advantage of the moment, the professor offered a solution. A miracle. The child who was near death, immediately recovered, and was returned to Lord Adamson. The sick baby remained at the hospital, barely clinging to life.  Yes, the two babies had been switched. The date,  May 13th, the day you were born. 
LADY ADAMSON.  Yes, I had a happy, childhood. 
HOLMES. You developed a talent for mathematics as a young girl. Lord Adamson hired a tutor of extraordinary talents, to match your own. The two of you became inseparable. Your tutor was Professor Moriarty. The man who gave you up, wanted you back.
LADY ADAMSON. Do you think it was easy for my father to give me up? All he wanted, was to give me a better life. 
HOLMES. Much preferable to growing up as the daughter of dealer in cocaine. 
LADY ADAMSON. Of  course he needed money to fund his research. Your family protected you from scandal by accusing my father. He had nothing to do with the death of your brother.
HOLMES. He had everything to do with it. After my brother's accident, I tested the supply of cocaine. Your father diluted it with a cheaper substance. The deadly side effect, which caused my brother's death, was euphoric insanity.
LADY ADAMSON. That's a lie! Your family destroyed my father's career. 

HOLMES. Your father became a criminal, by choice.
LADY ADAMSON. You've been seeking revenge ever since your brother's death. I forgave my father, a long time ago. But I will never forgive you for persecuting my father.

HOLMES. I would gladly sacrifice myself if I could be certain of his destruction. My nets are closing round him. It will be the noose for him. 
LADY ADAMSON. You're sick, Mr. Holmes. What is the word of a thieving drug addict, against the word of, a Lady? 
HOLMES. Watson!
(Watson Enters.)

WATSON. I've heard everything, Holmes.

LADY ADAMSON. Have you, Dr. Watson? Then my advice to you;  put an end to your association with, that man. He is a danger to your health. (Prepares to leave)
HOLMES. One moment. I have my price.

LADY ADAMSON. Name it.

HOLMES. My word as a gentleman to keep this quiet. On two conditions. First. Information. What became of the sickly child that was sent to the hospital by Lord Adamson?

LADY ADAMSON. I believe the child was incubated and survived. But what does it matter now? The child disappeared into the lower classes. What else do you want? 

HOLMES. (Hesitates) I wish to meet your father, alone, and unarmed, to discuss those questions, which lie between us. 
LADY ADAMSON. Consider it done. But I warn you Mr. Holmes. You haven't long to live.

(Lady Adamson Exits.)

HOLMES. Watson, I had no option but to involve you in this affair. You are in no danger, for the moment.

WATSON. Why didn't you confide in me, from the beginning, Holmes? 
HOLMES. Watson old chap, you might have given me away.  Despite your many talents, you find it difficult to tell lies. I suspected that Moriarty would try to infect my supply of cocaine. It is not the first time..... I played along with his game, and acted as if I had injected myself with the tainted drug.

WATSON. You gave a convincing performance, by Jove.

HOLMES. Because I spoke the truth. I only added an element of the dramatic, to convince Lady Adamson. And Watson, I do apologize for throwing you out of our rooms like that. I had to keep the fraud a secret. There was no need for you to be poisoned by the fumes of iron staining and acid during my experiments.

WATSON. I understand. But, what's to become of us, Holmes? Your brains got us into this mess. They bloody well better get us out! I want you to tell me everything.

HOLMES. You shall have it all, Watson. I am sorry.

WATSON. How did you recover the Plateau Man specimens? I saw the thieves in the lecture hall make off with them.
HOLMES. That was not difficult. Remember the threat implied by that letter, The Wrath of God? Sir Charles feared for the safety of  his discovery. So  I convinced him to create a set of realistic duplicates, while  I safely retained the original specimens. Sir Charles agreed to my plan. I made him swear to confide in no one, neither, Lady Adamson, nor any other colleagues. 
WATSON. I see. The thieves made off with duplicates. But how did you know when the thieves would strike?

HOLMES. I didn't know. But that curious 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 wears (smells the letter.) 

HOLMES. .....Watson, you surprise me! Yes, it was  she.

WATSON. But why was the theft made in plain view, during the lecture?

HOLMES. Who did you blame, Watson?

WATSON. The League of Creationists, of course. 

HOLMES. That was the plan, to keep Sir Charles and the Museum out of it, by blaming the League. 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, when the lights went out. After the lecture, I had a run in with one of the scoundrels impersonating the Creationists. There is no religion in him, save the devil. 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 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. The police have released the Creationists, for lack of evidence.

HOLMES. Yes, 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 resemble that of an ape. 

WATSON. An orangutan. But how do you know it wasn't, a baboon?

HOLMES. Mrs. Mansfield kept meticulous sales records. Therein, I found Professor Skullion's name. Moriarty's agents attempted to destroy all traces of the fraud, without success. But with the help of Alfie, I found those records, and verified the bones, by examining the same, at the Surgeons Skeletal Library.

WATSON. Alfie does have a good 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. That was the final disguise, to age the specimens. 
WATSON. Van Dyke Brown Paint.  
HOLMES. Precisely.

WATSON. One thing still puzzles me, Holmes. (Points at the Plateau Man) Who is he? 
HOLMES. .......I suppose you mean the man, and not the orangutan. Observe. There is no clothing with labels, no hat bands with oil stains, no watches with inscriptions, no footprints, no facial expressions, no words or letters, no blood stains, no ashes, nor any scent available for that remarkable dog named, Toby to sniff with his incredible nose. Nothing at all. I have absolutely no idea who he is!
WATSON. .....Holmes!!! Is there any possibility that he really is the Plateau Man? He's hidden under that coat of paint?
HOLMES. No, Watson. The bones are not fossilized at all. 
WATSON. Oh....What about Sir Charles? I assume, he's innocent of all this. 
HOLMES. I discussed the forgery with him. Sir Charles is a broken man.  But I believe in time,  he will mend, unlike the Plateau Man. 
WATSON. And the truth?

HOLMES. Watson, it is not for me to supply the deficiencies of the entire English scientific community. 
WATSON. You're right.  Let the Plateau Man fade away. Just a man with a murky past.
HOLMES. Now, you do see it all clearly, Watson.

WATSON. Not yet. That diamond that you stole. I can guess. You gave Inspector Lestrade the solutions to some minor unsolved crimes. In return, he did you a favour. Lestrade had you falsely arrested, and then secretly released, so that you could carry out your investigation, unobstructed. You never did steal the Star of Delhi. It was a ploy to draw the truth out of Lady Adamson. 

HOLMES. Very near the truth, Watson.

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

HOLMES. I congratulate you, Watson. 

WATSON. (Claps hands.) You see. I knew Sir Charles was lazy. He enjoyed a round of golf much more than any scientific investigation.
HOLMES. No, it was Professor Skullion. His score was recorded in the golf club's records. I played the course myself and observed that many of the sand traps had been dreadfully hacked away. Skullion could not afford the game and rarely played it.

WATSON. And how did he shoot?

HOLMES. His score was 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! Not Professor Moriarty? 
(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. He did? What have you got there?

WIGGINS. I was to deliver this package, to Mr. Holmes. I got a nice tip from the old gent who gave it to me.

WATSON. (Read the note on the package) "Special delivery ‑  for Mr. Holmes". From Mr. B.  Ombs-away. (Opens the package and finds a child's rubber ball.) Ombs-away. Know of anyone by that name, 
Wiggins?
WIGGINS. Don't say I do. 

WATSON. Sounds just like, "Bombs‑Away"........Great Scott!. (Watson and Wiggins runs 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 such eventualities. Wiggins, please wait outside.  (Tips him.) Off with you, now.

 WIGGINS. Thank you,  Mr. Holmes.

(Wiggins Exits.) 

HOLMES. Wiggins will take you to see Alfie. You must both remain in hiding in a safehouse, until this danger blows over. (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, take Alfie to the British Museum to see Sir Charles. I believe Alfie will do extremely well at the Museum in future.

WATSON. Holmes, there's something you're not telling me. Alfie Trotwood. Who is he?

HOLMES. Swear to keep this secret, Watson. Alfie's life depends upon it.

WATSON. As silent as the grave.
HOLMES. Alfie Trotwood is the son of the Lord Adamson.

WATSON. ......That portrait of Lord Adamson. Yes. Such a strong resemblance between Alfie and the Lord. Alfie was that sickly child who was abandoned in the hospital. 

HOLMES. Not completely abandoned. The wet nurse who was there, took pity on the boy, and brought him. She was Mrs. Mansfield. 
WATSON. Of course. She used to be a wet nurse for the upper classes. 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 13th, when Alfie was born? She broke down and cried. And 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. Professor Skullion's own death, I could do nothing about. 

WATSON. Don't blame yourself, Holmes. There is no one in London who could have done more. You deserve a reward from the British Museum.

HOLMES. This case has been my own reward. You see, Watson, the case did have some legs, after all. (Points to chair offstage) Old chap. What do you make of that chair over there? 

(Holmes Exits.)

WATSON. (Puzzled, goes off stage, and brings back chair with three legs painted with Van Dyke brown paint. Singing to himself and stops. ) What ho? There's a leg missing. (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 did find Alfie's missing chair. Holmes! (Runs off with chair leaving money and flask. Wiggins is bewildered and exits.)
(Watson and Wiggins Exit.)

(Enter Holmes. Arranges the chair opposite him, as if expecting a visitor. Sits in his chair. The shadow of Moriarty appears on the stage floor, to the side. Three, booming knocks are heard.)

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

(Freeze)
(Enter Wiggins, sings verse.)

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 in Switzerland and at the bottom of the falls

Moriarty planned disaster, he went down, the other faster,

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 thus named him Mr. Sherlock Holmes. 

                         (Final Curtain)
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