Extract A	p4 (NANCY’s entrance) to p6 (NANCY’s exit)

BELLA hesitates; NANCY looks at BELLA and JACK

NANCY	Oh, I beg your pardon.  I thought the bell rang…

JACK	Yes, we rang the bell, Nancy…  (Pause)  Go on, my dear, tell her why we rang the bell.

BELLA		Oh… yes… We want some coal on the fire, Nancy, please.

(NANCY looks impudently at BELLA and then with a little toss of her head, goes over and puts coal on the fire.)

JACK  (after a pause)  And you might as well light the gas, Nancy.  This darkness in the afternoon is getting beyond endurance.

NANCY	Yes, sir.  (NANCY gets the matches, with another barely discernible little smile, and lights the two incandescent mantles during the following.)
(JACK rises, stretches, and stands warming his legs in front of the fire.  He watches NANCY light the mantles.)

JACK	You’re looking very impudent and pretty this afternoon, Nancy.  Do you know that?

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

JACK		What is it?  Another broken heart added to your list?

NANCY	I wasn’t aware of breaking any hearts, sir.

JACK		I’m sure that’s not true.  And that complexion of yours.  That’s not true, either.  I wonder what mysterious lotions you’ve been employing to enhance your natural beauties.

NANCY	I’m quite natural, sir.  I promise you.

(During the following, NANCY moves to the window, lowers the blind and draws the curtains, then lights the lamp L)

JACK		But you do it adroitly, I grant you that.  What are your secrets?  Won’t you tell us the name of your chemist?  Perhaps you could pass it on to Mrs Manningham – and help banish her pallor.  She would be most grateful, I have no doubt.

NANCY	I’d be most happy to, I’m sure, sir.

JACK		Or are women too jealous of their discoveries to pass them on to a rival?

NANCY	I don’t know, sir…  Will that be all you’re wanting, sir?

JACK		Yes.  That’s all I want Nancy – except my tea.

NANCY	I’ll be coming directly, sir.     (NANCY exits)


Extract B	p12 (BELLA – You see how fine…) to p14 (JACK – You had better pull yourself together, hadn’t you?)

BELLA		You see how fine your voice is?  Oh – you’ve made a great mistake.

JACK		I wonder.

BELLA		Then if you had been a famous actor, I should have had a free seat to come and watch you every night of my life.  And then called for you at the stage door afterwards.  Wouldn’t that have been paradise?

JACK		A paradise of which you would soon tire, my dear.  I have no doubt that after a few nights you would be staying at home again, just as you do now.

BELLA		Ohno, I wouldn’t.  I should have to keep my eye on you for all the hussies that would be after you.

JACK		There would be hussies after me, would there?  That is an added inducement, then.

BELLA		Yes – I know it, you wretch.  But you wouldn’t escape me.  (She prepares muffins during the following.)  They look delicious.  Aren’t you glad I thought of them?  Here’s some salt.  You want heaps of it.  Oh, Jack dear, you must forgive me chattering on like this, but I’m feeling so happy.

JACK		I can see that, my dear.

BELLA		I’m being taken to the play, you see.  Here you are.  I used to adore these as a child, didn’t you?  I wonder how long it is since we had them?  We haven’t had them since we’ve been married, anyway.  Or have we?  Have we…?

JACK		(suddenly rises, looking at the wall opposite him; in a calm, yet menacing voice)  I don’t know, I’m sure…  I don’t know…  Bella…

BELLA		(after a pause, dropping her voice almost to a whisper)  What is it?  What’s the matter?  What is it now?

JACK		(walks away and speaks with his back to her)  I have no desire to upset you, Bella, but I have just observed something very much amiss.  Will you please rectify it at once, while I am not looking, and we will assume that it has not happened.

BELLA		Amiss?  What’s amiss?  For God’s sake don’t turn your back on me.  What has happened?

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

BELLA		I don’t know.  I don’t know.  You have left your tea.  Tell me what it is.  Tell me.

JACK		Are you trying to make a fool of me, Bella?  What I refer to is on the wall behind you.  If you will put it back, I will forget the matter.

BELLA		The wall behind me?  What?  (She turns)  Oh… yes… The picture has been taken down.  Yes… The pictures…  Who has taken it down?  Why has it been taken down…?

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

BELLA		But I haven’t hidden it, Jack.  I didn’t do it.  Oh, for God’s sake look at me.  I didn’t do it.  I don’t know where it is.  Someone else must have done it.

JACK		Someone else?  Are you suggesting that I should play such a fantastic and wicked trick?

BELLA		No, dear, no!  But someone else.  (She moves to him)  Before God, I didn’t do it!  Someone else, dear, someone else.  (She reaches out to him)

JACK		Someone else, eh?  Someone else.  (Shaking her off)  Will you leave go of me.  You repel me – you half-witted thing.  (He walks to the bell cord)  We will see about “someone else”.  

BELLA		Oh, Jack – don’t ring the bell.  Don’t ring it.  Don’t call the servants to witness my shame.  It’s not my shame for I haven’t done it – but don’t call the servants!  Tell them not to come.  (JACK rings the bell.  BELLA moves to him again and touches his arm.)  Let’s talk of this between ourselves!  Don’t call that girl in.  Please!

JACK		(shakes her off violently)  Will you leave go of me and sit down there!  (moves away)  Someone else – eh?  Well – we shall see.  (BELLA sits and sobs)  You had better pull yourself together, hadn’t you…?


Extract C   p21 (ELIZABETH’s entrance) to p22 (ELIZABETH  I’ll call him up)

BELLA is sobbing on the sofa as ELIZABETH enters.

ELIZABETH	Madam… madam…

BELLA		Yes! …  Yes! …  What is I, Elizabeth?  Leave me alone.

ELIZABETH	Madam, there’s somebody called.

BELLA		Who is it?  I don’t want to be disturbed.

ELIZABETH	It’s a gentleman, madam – he wants to see you.

BELLA		Tell him to go, Elizabeth.  He wants to see my husband.  My husband’s out.

ELIZABETH	No, madam – he wants to see you.  You must see him, madam.

BELLA		Oh, leave me alone.  Tell him to go away.  I want to be left alone.

ELIZABETH	Madam, madam.  I don’t know what’s going on between you and the master, but you’ve got to hold up, madam.  You’ve got to hold up.

BELLA		I am going out of my mind, Elizabeth.  That’s what’s going on.

ELIZABETH	Don’t talk like that, madam.  You’ve got to be brave.  You mustn’t go on lying here in the dark, or your mind will go.  You must see this gentleman.  It’s you he wants – not the master.  He’s waiting below.  Come, madam, it’ll take you out of yourself.

BELLA		Oh, my God – what new torment is this?  I’m not in a fit state, I tell you.

ELIZABETH	Come, madam, I’ll turn up the light.  There.  Now you’ll be all right.

BELLA		(sitting up)  Elizabeth!  What have you done?  I can’t have anyone in.  I’m not fit to be seen.

ELIZABETH	You look all right, madam.  You mustn’t take on so.  Now – I’ll call him up.


Extract D  p22 (ROUGH’s entrance) to p25 (ROUGH Ah, not the top floor)

ROUGH	Thank you…  Ah – good evening.  Mrs Manningham, I believe…  How are you, Mrs Manningham?

BELLA		(shakes his hand but doesn’t let go) How do you do.  I’m very much afraid…

ROUGH	You’re very much afraid you don’t know me from Adam?  That’s about the size of the matter, isn’t it?

BELLA		Oh, no – it’s not that – but no doubt you have come to see my husband?

ROUGH	Oh, no!  You couldn’t be further out.  On the contrary, I have chosen this precise moment to call when I knew your husband was out.  May I take off my things and sit down?

BELLA		Why, yes.  I suppose you may.

ROUGH	You’re a good deal younger and more attractive than I thought, you know.  But you’re looking very pale.  Have you been crying?

BELLA		Really – I’m afraid I don’t understand at all.

ROUGH	You will do so, madam, very shortly.  (He removes scarf during the following.)  You’re the lady who’s going off her head, aren’t you?

BELLA		What made you say that?  Who are you?  What have you come to talk about?

ROUGH	(Takes off his coat and puts it on a chair during the following.) Well, of one thing you can be certain.  I have not come to talk about the weather.  Though that indeed merits a world of comment at the moment.  But you’re running away with things, Mrs Manningham, and asking me a good deal I can’t answer at once.  Instead of that, I am going to ask you a question or two…  Now, please, will you come here and give me your hands?  (Pause before she does so)  Now, Mrs Manningham, I want you to take a good look at me, and see if you are not looking at someone to whom you can give your trust.  I am a perfect stranger to you, and you can read little in my face beyond that.  But I can read a great deal in yours.

BELLA		(slight pause)  What?  What can you read in mine?

ROUGH	Why, madam, I can read the tokens of one who has travelled a very long way upon the path of sorrow and doubt – and will have, I fear, to travel a little further before she comes to the end.  But I fancy she is coming to the end, for all that.  Come now, are you going to trust me, and listen to me?  I’m old enough to be your grandfather.

BELLA		(slight pause)  Who are you?  God knows I need help.

ROUGH	I very much doubt whether God knows anything of the sort, Mrs Manningham.  Had he done so I believe he would have come to your aid before this.  But I am here, and so you must give me your faith.

BELLA		Who are you?  Are you a doctor?

ROUGH	Nothing so learned, ma’am.  Just a plain police detective.

BELLA		Police detective?

ROUGH	Yes.  Or was ten years ago.  At any rate, still detective enough to see that you’ve been interrupted in your tea.  Couldn’t you start again, and let me have a cup?

BELLA		Why, yes – yes.  I will give you a cup.  It only wants water.  (Does so throughout next part of conversation)

ROUGH	You never heard of the celebrated Sergeant Rough, madam?  Sergeant Rough, who solved the Claudesley Diamond Case – Sergeant Rough, who hunted down the Camberwell dogs – Sergeant Rough, who brought Sandham himself to justice…  Or were all such sensations before your time?

BELLA		Sandham?  Why, yes, I have heard of Sandham – the murderer, the throttler.

ROUGH	Yes, madam, Sandham the throttler.  And you are now looking at the man who gave Sandham to the man who throttled him.  And that was the common hangman.  In fact, Mrs Manningham, you have in front of you one who was quite a personage in his day – believe it or not.

BELLA		I quite believe it.  Won’t you sit down?  I’m afraid it won’t be very hot.

ROUGH	Thank you…  How long have you been married, Mrs Manningham?

BELLA		Seven years – and a little.

ROUGH	Where have you lived during all that time, Mrs Manningham?

BELLA		Why… First we went abroad – then we lived in Yorkshire, and then six months ago my husband took this house.

ROUGH	(takes teacup)  Thank you…  And does your husband always leave you alone like this in the evenings?

BELLA		Yes.  He goes to his club, I believe, and does business.

ROUGH	So you believe.

BELLA		Yes…

ROUGH	And does your husband give you a free run of the whole house while he’s out?

BELLA		Yes…  Well, no…  Not the top floor.  Why do you ask?

ROUGH	Ah – not the top floor…


Extract E p38 (ROUGH He was a kind of distant cousin…) to p41 (ROUGH You’re working with me, aren’t you – not against me?)  
NB  Several speeches in this section shortened or omitted (indicated by **) to allow a fuller sample of Rough’s increasing ability to persuade Bella.

ROUGH	Well, he was a kind of distant cousin apparently attached to the old lady, and even assisting her in her good works.  ** I remembered his face, and I saw it again about five weeks ago.

BELLA		Well – what of it?  What if you did remember him?

ROUGH	** What startled me was the lady on his arm, and the locality in which I saw him.

BELLA		Oh – who was the lady on his arm?

ROUGH	You were the lady on his arm, Mrs Manningham, and you were walking down this street.

BELLA		What are you saying?  Do you mean you think my husband – my husband is this Mr Power?

ROUGH	Well, not exactly, for if my theories are right – 

BELLA		What are you saying?  You stand there talking riddles.  You are so cold.  You are as heartless and cold as he is.

ROUGH	No, Mrs Mannigham, I am not cold, and I am not talking riddles.  I am just trying to preserve a cold and calculating tone, because you are up against the most awful moment in your life, and your whole future depends on what you are going to do in the next hour.  Nothing less.  You have got to strike for your freedom, and strike now, for the moment may not come again.

BELLA		Strike – 

ROUGH	You are not going out of your mind, Mrs Manningham, you are slowly, methodically, systematically being driven out of your mind.  And why?  Because you are married to a criminal maniac who is afraid you are beginning to know too much. **  Thank god you are not married to him, and that I have come here to save you from the workings of his wicked mind.

BELLA		Not married?  Not married?  He married me.

ROUGH	I have no doubt he did, Mrs Manningham.  Unfortunately, or rather fortunately, he contracted the same sort of union with another lady many years before he met you.  Moreover the lady is still alive, and the English law has a highly exacting taste in monogamy.  You see, I have been finding things out about Mr Sydney Power.

BELLA		Are you speaking the truth?  My God – are you speaking the truth?  Where is his wife now?

ROUGH	If my guesses are right, she is the length of the world away – on the continent of Australia, to be precise, where I know for a fact he spent five years.  Did you know that?

BELLA		No.  I did not know that.

ROUGH	**  I have still got to have evidence, and that is why I came to see you.  You have got to give me the evidence, or help me find it.

BELLA		This is my husband.  Don’t you understand – this is my husband.  He married me.  Do you ask me to betray the man who married me?

ROUGH	By which you mean, of course, the man who has betrayed you into thinking you are married to him – don’t you?

BELLA		But I’m married to him.  You must go.  I must cling to the man I married.  Mustn’t I?

ROUGH	**You can cling to him if you desire, as his fancy women cling to him in the low resorts of the town.  That is the sort of man you have to cling to, ma’am.

BELLA		Women?  What are you suggesting?

ROUGH	I’m not suggesting anything.  I am only telling you what I have seen.  ** I can promise you he has a taste in unemployed actresses which he is at no pains to conceal.

BELLA		Is this the truth?  Are you telling me the truth?  

ROUGH	Mrs Manningham – will you look me in the eyes again, and see if you think I am telling you the truth?

BELLA		Yes.  How strange that is… I have known it all along…

ROUGH	Mrs Mannningham, it is hard to take everything from you, but you are no more tied to this man, you are under no more obligation to him than those wretched women in those places.  You must learn to be thankful for that.

BELLA		What do you want me to do?  What do you want?

ROUGH	(completely changing his tone)  I want his papers, Mrs Manningham – his identity.  There is some clue somewhere in this house, and we have got to get at it.  Where does he keep his papers?

BELLA		Papers?  I know of no papers.  Unless his bureau…

ROUGH	Yes.  His bureau?  His bureau?

BELLA		Yes.  There.  But he keeps it always locked.  I have never seen it open.

ROUGH	Ah – he keeps it always locked, does he?

BELLA		It is just his desk – his bureau…
ROUGH	Very well.  We will have a look inside.

BELLA		But it is locked.  How can you, if it is locked?

ROUGH	Oh, it doesn’t look so formidable.  (takes a ring of keys and implements from his overcoat pocket) ** Now, let’s have a look at this.

BELLA		But you must not touch this.  He will know what you have done.

ROUGH	Come now, ma’am.  You’re working with me, aren’t you – not against me?


Extract F p46 (ELIZABETH’s entranece) to p48 (JACK’s exit)

ELIZABETH enters.

ELIZABETH	Did you ring, sir?

JACK		Yes, I did.  (JACK removes hat and overcoat but says nothing else.  After a pause.)  Where is Mrs Manningham, Elizabeth?

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

JACK		Oh, indeed.  And how long has the good lady been in bed, do you know?

ELIZABETH	She went just a little while ago, sir – I think, sir – 

JACK		Oh. I see.  Then we must be quiet, mustn’t we?  Walk about like cats…  Can you walk about like a cat, Elizabeth?

ELIZABETH	(trying to smile)  Yes, sir.  I think so, sir.

JACK		Very well, Elizabeth.  Walk about like a cat.  All right.  That’s all.

ELIZABETH	Yes, sir.  Thank you, sir.  

(ELIZABETH goes to leave.  Just as she is shutting the door behind her - )

JACK		Er…  Elizabeth.  (She re-enters)  

ELIZABETH	Yes, sir?  (pause)  Did you call, sir?

JACK		Yes.  Why haven’t you cleared away the tea things?

ELIZABETH	Oh – I’m sorry, sir.  I was really just about to, sir.

JACK		I think you had better clear away the tea things, Elizabeth.

ELIZABETH	Yes, sir.  (longish pause, during which JACK takes off his jacket and tie)  Excuse me, sir, but were you going to have some supper, sir?

JACK		Oh, yes.  I am going to have supper.  The question is, am I going to have supper here?

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

JACK		Yes, I am having it out.  I have come back to change my linen.  (undoes his collar.  Pause, then - )

ELIZABETH	Do you want a fresh collar, sir?  Shall I get you a fresh collar?

JACK		Why, do you know where my collars are kept?

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

JACK		What a lot you know, Elizabeth.  And do you know the sort of collar I want tonight?

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

JACK		Then all I can say is you know a great deal more than I do…  No…  I think you must let me choose my own collar…  (He moves to the door R and stops)  That is, if I have your permission, Elizabeth.

ELIZABETH	Yes, sir… yes, sir…  (JACK exits into the small room R.  ELIZABETH waits for disaster to strike)


Extract G p62 (NANCY’s entrance) to p64 (NANCY  What do you want?)

NANCY enters and places tray of milk and biscuits on the table

JACK		Well, Nancy, did you go upstairs?

NANCY	Yes, sir, she says she has a headache, sir, and is trying to sleep.

JACK		Oh – she still has a headache, has she?

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

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

NANCY	No, sir.  Hardly ever, sir.

JACK		Do you usually perform your domestic tasks in outdoor costume, Nancy?

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

JACK		Yes, that’s just the point.

NANCY	How do you mean, sir?

JACK		Will you be so good as to come closer, Nancy, where I can see you.  (They move closer to each other and look at each other in a strange way.)  Have you any idea of the time of day, or rather night, Nancy?

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

JACK		Oh – you thought you saw me.  Well, I certainly saw you.

NANCY	Did you, sir?

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

NANCY	I don’t know, sir.  I don’t know what latitude means.

JACK		Latitude, Nancy, means considerable liberty – liberty to the extent of two nights off a week.

NANCY	Yes, sir.

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

NANCY	Yes, sir.  We must.  (She turns to leave)

JACK		Nancy.

NANCY	Yes, sir?

JACK		(in a more human tone)  Where the devil have you been tonight, anyway?

NANCY	Only with some friends, sir.

JACK		You know, gentleman friends have been known to take decided liberties with young ladies like yourself.  Are you alive to such a possibility?

NANCY	Oh, no, sir.  Not with me.  I can look after myself.

JACK		Are you always so anxious to look after yourself?

NANCY	No, sir, not always, perhaps.

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

NANCY	Very good, sir.  It comes off easy enough.  (She takes it off)  There… Is there anything more you want, sir?

JACK		Yes. Possibly.  Come here, will you, Nancy?

NANCY	Yes, sir…  (She moves to him)  Is there anything you want, sir…?  (He puts his arms on her shoulders, her tone changes)  What do you want?  Eh?  What do you want?

(NB  This is where they kiss for the first time)


Extract H – p73 (JACK  You did not find the bill…) to p75 (ROUGH’s entrance)

JACK		You did not find the bill I told you to find.

BELLA		No.

JACK		Did you look for it?

BELLA		Yes.

JACK		Where did you look for it?

BELLA		Oh, around the room…

JACK		Around the room.  Where around the room? (pause)  In my desk, for instance?

BELLA		No – not in your desk.

JACK		Why not in my desk?

BELLA		Your desk is locked.

JACK		Do you imagine you can lie to me?

BELLA		I am not lying.

JACK		Come here, Bella.

BELLA		What do you want?

JACK		Now, listen to me.  Your dark, confused, rambling mind has led you into playing some pretty tricks tonight – has it not?

BELLA		My mind is tired.  I want to go to bed.

JACK		Your mind is indeed tired.  Your mind is so tired that it can no longer work at all.  You do not think.  You dream.  Dream all day long.  Dream everything.  Dream maliciously and incessantly.  Don’t you know that by now?  You sleep-walking imbecile, what have you been dreaming tonight – where has your mind wandered – that you have split open my desk?  What strange diseased dream have you had tonight – eh?

BELLA		Dream?  Are you saying I have dreamed… Dreamed all that happened?

JACK		All that happened when, Bella?  Tonight?  Of course you dreamed all that happened -or rather all that didn’t happen.

BELLA		Dream…  Tonight…  Are you saying I have dreamed? …  Oh, God – have I dreamed?  Have I dreamed again…?

JACK		Have I not told you?
(The following two speeches are simultaneous.  By the end, BELLA is sitting)

BELLA		I haven’t dreamed!  I haven’t!  Don’t tell me that I have dreamed.  In the name of God don’t tell me that!
JACK		Sit down and be quiet!  Sit down!

JACK		(more quietly and inquisitively)  What was this dream of yours, Bella?  You interest me.

BELLA		I dreamt of a man – (hysterically)  I dreamt of a man – 

JACK		(now very inquisitively)  You dreamed of a man, Bella?  What man did you dream of, pray?

BELLA		A man.  A man that came to see me.  Let me rest!  Let me rest!

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

BELLA		I dreamed a man came in here.

JACK		I know you dreamed it, you gibbering wretch!  I want to know more about this man of whom you dreamed.  Do you hear!  Do you hear me?

BELLA		I dreamed…  I dreamed…

Extract I p76 (BELLA’s exit) to p79 (ROUGH… when the light went down)

ROUGH	You know, I believe you’re wrong there, Manningham.  I believe that is just what you have done.

JACK		Done what?

ROUGH	Finished with your wife, my friend.  (sits)

JACK		Now, sir – will you have the goodness to tell me your name, and your business, if any?

ROUGH	I have no name, Manningham, in my present capacity.  I am, as I have pointed out, a mere spirit.  Perhaps a spirit of something you have evaded all your life – but in any case, only a spirit.  Will you have a cigar with a spirit?  We may have to wait some time.

JACK		Are you going to explain your business, sir, or am I going to fetch a policeman and have you turned out?

ROUGH	(lighting cigar)  Ah – an admirable idea.  I could have thought of nothing better myself.  Yes, fetch a policeman, Manningham, and have me turned out… (pause)  Why do you wait?

JACK		Alternatively, sir, I can turn you out myself.

ROUGH	(rises and faces JACK) Yes.  But why not fetch a policeman?

JACK		(pause)  You give me the impression, sir, that you have something up your sleeve.  Will you go on with what you were saying?

(The gaslights slowly fade during the following)

ROUGH	Yes, certainly.  Where was I?  Yes.  (slight pause)  Excuse me, Mr Manningham, but do you get the same impression as myself?

JACK		What impression?

ROUGH	An impression that the light is going down in this room.

JACK		I haven’t noticed it.  (Director’s note – script says ‘have’ but I think ‘haven’t’ makes more sense.  TBC during rehearsals!)

ROUGH	Yes… surely… There…  (pause)  Eerie, isn’t it?  Now we are almost in the dark…  Why do you think that has happened?  You don’t suppose a light has been put on somewhere else…  You don’t suppose that strangers have entered the house?  You don’t suppose there are other spirits – fellow spirits of mine – spirits surrounding this house now – spirits of justice, even, which have caught up with you at last, Mr Manningham?

JACK		Are you off your head, sir?

ROUGH	No, sir.  Just an old man seeing ghosts.  It must be the atmosphere of this house.  (walking about)  I can see them everywhere.  It’s the oddest thing.  Do you know one ghost I can see, Mr Manningham?  You could hardly believe it.

JACK		What ghost do you see, pray?

ROUGH	Why, it’s the ghost of an old woman, sir – the ghost of an old woman twenty years ago – an old woman who once lived in this house, who once lived in this very room.  Yes – in this very room.  What things I imagine!

JACK		What are you saying?

ROUGH	Remarkably clear, sir, I see it… An old woman getting ready to go to bed – here in this very room – an old woman getting ready to go up to bed at the end of the day.  Why!  There she is.  She sits just there.  And now it seems I see another ghost as well.
(Pause)
I see the ghost of a young man, Mr Manningham – a handsome, tall, well-groomed young man.  But this young man has murder in his eyes.  Why, God bless my soul, he might be you, Mr Manningham – he might be you!  The old woman sees him.  Don’t you see it all?  She screams – screams for help – screams before her throat is cut – cut open with a knife.  She lies dead on the floor – the floor of this room of this house.  There!  Now I don’t see that ghost any more.

JACK		What’s the game – eh?  What’s the game?

ROUGH	But I still see the ghost of the man.  I see him, all through the night, as he ransacks the house, hour after hour, room after room, ripping everything up, turning everything out, madly seeking the thing he cannot find.  
Then twenty years pass, and where is he?  Why, sir, is he not still in the same house, the house he ransacked, the house he searched – and does he not now stand before the ghost of the woman he killed, in the room in which he killed her?  A methodical man, a patient man, but perhaps he has waited too long.  For justice has waited too, and here she is, in my person, to exact her due.  And justice found, my friend, in one hour what you sought for twenty years, and still could not find.  See here.  Look what she found.  (He picks up the bill, the letter and the brooch.)
First a bill which your wife had lost.  Then a letter which never reached your wife.  Then a brooch which you gave your wife but which she lost.  How wicked of her!  But then she didn’t know its value.  How was she to know that it held the Barlow rubies.  There!  (He opens out the brooch)  See.  Twelve thousand pounds’ worth before your eyes!  There you are, sir!  You killed one woman for those and tried to drive another out of her mind.  And all the time they lay in your own desk, and all they have brought you is a rope around your neck!  Well, the game is over, Sydney Power, and I advise you to take the matter philosophically.

JACK		You seem, sir, to have some very remarkable information.  Do you imagine you are going to leave this room with such information in your possession?  (moves to lock the door)

ROUGH	  Do you imagine, sir, that you are going to leave this room without suitable escort?

JACK		May I ask what you mean by that?

ROUGH	Only that I have men in the house already.  Didn’t you realise that they had signalled their arrival from above, your own way in, Mr Manningham, when the light went down?
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BELLA looks at JACK, then goes to door USL and locks it.  Moves back to him

BELLA		Jack!  Jack!  What have they done to you?  What have they done?

JACK		(struggling with bonds, half-whispering)  Take it easy, Bella.  You’re clever.  Get something to cut this and I’ll get away.  I can get out through the dressing room, and make a jump for it.  Can you get something?

BELLA		Yes, I can get something.  What can I get?

JACK		There’s a razor in my dressing room.  In there!  Quick!  Be quick!  Go and get it!

BELLA		Yes.  I will get it!  I will get it for you.

JACK		There’s a good girl.  You’re a good girl.  Quick!  Be quick!

BELLA goes over to the door USR and appears to try it.  Her expression changes.

BELLA		How strange!  The door is locked!

JACK		What do you mean – locked?  There’s the key, there!  I see it.  Turn the key, and go in!

BELLA locks the door and removes the key

BELLA		Key?  What key?  You are not suggesting this is a key I hold in my hand?  Have you gone mad, my husband?  (She hurls the key across the room)

JACK		What’s the game, Bella?

BELLA		Or is it I who am mad?  Yes.  That is it.  Of course.  I am mad.  It was a key, and I have lost it.  Dear God – I have lost it, haven’t I?  I am always losing things.  And I can never find them.  I don’t know where I put them.

JACK		Bella…

BELLA		I must look for it, mustn’t I?  Yes… If I don’t find it you will lock me in my room – you will lock me in the madhouse for my mischief.  Where could it be now?  Could it be behind the picture?  Yes, it must be there.  (takes picture down to look)  No – it is not there – how strange.  I must put the picture back, mustn’t I?  I have taken it down, and I must put it back.  There.  (does so)  Where now shall I look?  The desk.  Perhaps I put it in the desk.  (looks)  No, it is not here.  (picks items up as she mentions them)  Here is a bill.  Here is a letter.  Here is a watch.  See.  (moves towards JACK)  Take them.  I have found them at last, you see!  But they don’t help you, do they?  And I am trying to help you, aren’t I? To help you to escape…  But how can a mad woman help her husband to escape?  What a pity…  If I were not mad I could have helped you – if I were not mad, whatever you had done, I could have pitied and protected you!  But because I am mad I have hated you, and because I am mad I have betrayed you, and because I am mad I am rejoicing with my heart – without a shred of pity – without a shred of regret – watching you go with glory in my heart!  (she pauses, breathes deeply, and suddenly flings open door USL)

Inspector!  Inspector!  Come and take this man away!  Come and take this man away!  
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