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ACT I Scene 3

The verandah at Silvertop Manor. The set can be very simple – in fact this is a scene that lends itself to being staged in front of the tabs. HOLMES is standing alone, apparently lost in thought. He occasionally fingers and examines the gold sovereign that is on his watch chain. He does not see IRENE enter behind him.
HOLMES:
(Murmuring to himself) A quite extraordinary woman! Such intellect! Such bravado! (There is a pause as IRENE stands watching him from the shadows)

IRENE:
I thought that I would find you out here. (HOLMES jumps in surprise) Such boring conversation from the fools in there.

HOLMES:
They may be “fools” as you class them, Miss Adler, but they are honest fools.

IRENE:
Really, Mr. Holmes, I would have thought that such formality was unnecessary between us. That is my sovereign that you have on your watch chain, is it not?

HOLMES:
(Stiffening, then relaxing) You are truly a remarkable woman. You remember the circumstances?

IRENE:
(Drily) One usually does remember one’s first wedding. Particularly when the witness to the ceremony is none other than Sherlock Holmes, disguised as a groom. There is a delicious irony to the fact that you were – after a fashion – my groom on my wedding day.

HOLMES:
You may choose to find it ironic.

IRENE:
How can I not, when you wear the sovereign I gave you as a token on your chain. It is the same sovereign, is it not?

HOLMES:
I will not deny it. Although you make preposterous supposition in place of true deduction.

IRENE:
You think so? To apply your own methods, Sherlock, I observe a man with a sovereign on his chain. Only something of extreme sentimental value would be worn there, and I am only too aware of a circumstance in your life that had a certain sentimental value, even if you might claim otherwise. It is not an unreasonable deduction or supposition to assume that this is the same sovereign. You may try to deny it, Sherlock, but I know that there was a spark of more than mutual professional respect between us during that Bohemian affair.

HOLMES:
I choose to neither confirm nor deny. I have always confessed great admiration for your mental strengths, Miss Adler. I own that you are a truly remarkable woman.

IRENE:
That is because the physical holds little interest for you; only the intellectual. Is that not so?

HOLMES:
(Hesitating before replying) It could be said that there is some truth in what you say, Miss Adler ---

IRENE:
(Interrupting in irritation) Irene!

HOLMES:
(Correcting himself) Irene. Fate may have allowed our paths to cross once more; but I see little chance of them running in a parallel direction hereafter. (The lights fade on HOLMES & IRENE and come up on the other side of the stage to reveal a breathless WATSON)

WATSON:
(Muttering to himself) Wretched woman. Forward French floozy! Why can’t she leave me alone? 

FERRERO:
(From offstage) Where are you, my Doctor? Not ‘iding from me, I ‘ope?!?

WATSON:
She’s hunting me down! Where to hide? That’ll do! (He drops down at the edge of the stage as FERRERO enters looking for him)
FERRERO:
John? John?!? (She sees WATSON almost immediately but pretends not to have spotted him) Now where could ‘e ‘ave gone? Such a brave, strong man! (She saunters towards where WATSON is hiding) ‘E would never ‘ide from me ……… unless to tempt me out ‘ere onto ze verandah for a romantic meeting in ze moonlight. (WATSON reacts) Such passion! (She deliberately trips over WATSON’s leg and falls in a heap on top of him. WATSON springs to his feet) Dr. Watson! What were you doing; lurking in ze shrubbery like zat?

WATSON:
Me? Lurking? In the shrubbery? Never!

FERRERO:
You were lying in wait, weren’t you? Waiting to pounce, weren’t you?

WATSON:
No! Certainly not! Dashed ungentlemanly thing to do!

FERRERO:
(Playfully) You were! You knew that you could tempt me out into ze darkness, and zen pounce on me like one of zose tigers you shot in India.

WATSON:
(Breathlessly) Never shot a tiger. Shot a couple of servants by mistake, but never bagged a tiger.

FERRERO:
You are too modest, John. Such a brave man, so sturdy, so strong, so romantic.

WATSON:
Well, I don’t know about all that.

FERRERO:
Oh, but I am sure zat you do indeed know all about zat! Zis is such a romantic spot in ze moonlight. Take me in your arms, John, and let’s strard out here togezzer.

WATSON:
(Confused) Let’s do what?

FERRERO:
Strard. You know, your wonderful, physical dance zat you showed me when you arrived.

WATSON:
Oh, that! (Before he has time to protest, FERRERO takes him in her arms and they start to twirl around the stage. The lights fade on them and come up again on HOLMES & IRENE)
IRENE:
We are both here for the same reason, Sherlock, and we both know it.

HOLMES:
The same reason maybe, but not the same motivation, Irene. You are here for money.

IRENE:
You can believe what you like, Sherlock. Do you believe that the British will use Dr. Lindt’s secret in any more responsible a fashion than any other power? The British government is interested in one thing only – the continued dominance of the Empire in world affairs.

HOLMES:
And there are many foreign powers that are interested only in the destruction of that Empire.

IRENE:
Are you convinced in your heart that that would necessarily be a terrible thing, Sherlock? 

HOLMES:
I find it preferable to committing treason for money.

IRENE:
(Quietly) You still don’t know why I am here. 

HOLMES:
Would it affect my opinion, if I did know the identity of your paymaster?

IRENE:
Perhaps. You see ……… I am Hans Lindt’s cousin.

HOLMES:
(After a pause) You have proof of this?

IRENE:
I could obtain the necessary proof from Geneva, yes.

HOLMES:
Then what are you doing here?

IRENE:
I am afraid that I do not share your faith in the British government, Sherlock. I fear for Hans’s safety once he has completed his research. I told him that I would keep a close eye on him if and when he came to England, and here I am.

HOLMES:
How did you get invited to Silvertop Manor?

IRENE:
That was easy. I met Lady Perkins some years ago, and I engineered a meeting with her and Sir Rory shortly after Hans was brought here. If necessary I would have found some means of getting a job in the household. You know that Hans is on the brink of completing his research?

HOLMES:
I understood that he was getting close, yes.

IRENE:
Let us work together. There are evil forces at work in this house. I know that Hans is in great peril, but that idiot Lestrade swaggering around dressed as Nelson will not save him. I know that your task is to protect the formula, but I also know that you are a man of humanity. Please help me to protect my cousin. (IRENE backs off stage as the lights fade down on HOLMES and back up on WATSON & FERRERO. They are still dancing, WATSON rather clumsily)
WATSON:
Must stop! (He breaks free and sits down) Haven’t danced like that since the relief of Lucknow! You really are an extraordinary woman!

FERRERO:
And you are an exceptional man, John. But eet is getting late, and I must go back inside.

WATSON:
(Jumping gallantly to his feet) Oh right. Of course. Well, au revoir, old thing!

FERRERO:
(Holding out her right hand for Watson to kiss – he shakes it instead) You Engleesh – you are so funny. Bonne nuit, John. Sweet dreams! (She exits)
WATSON:
Sweet dreams! Am I dreaming? (The lights gradually come back up on HOLMES standing reflectively on the other side of the stage) What she sees in an old fool like me I can’t imagine?

HOLMES:
Can I trust her? As God is my witness, I want to. All my powers of deduction and reason tell me to find clear evidence that she really is telling the truth, but my heart beats to a quite irrational rhythm.

WATSON:
Mrs Ferrero Watson. It has a good ring to it, what? (Fantasising to an imaginary FERRERO) Ferrero, dearest, have you seen my carpet slippers?

HOLMES:
Whatever the truth of Irene’s role in this affair, I agree that there are dark forces at work. There is something that I have missed. Some detail that nags at me like a persistent itch. I am more certain than ever that Dr. Lindt may be in mortal danger and that we may have arrived in the nick of time.

WATSON:
(Still fantasising) We’re sending the twins to Eton. Oh, Ferrero was adamant you know. Still not sure about the girl. She has the looks of her mother, and the passion, romance, strength and courage of her father. What a combination! (He pauses to reflect on his fantasy) Still, I ought to be getting off to bed myself. (He half turns)
HOLMES:
I must find Watson. Although I must also get him to give me his revolver, or he’ll end up shooting Dr. Lindt. It could be time to investigate the wing of the house where Lindt is conducting his research. (He moves towards the centre of the stage where he bumps into WATSON) Watson! Just the man I was looking for!

WATSON:
By Jove, Holmes, you nearly startled the life out of me! What are you doing out here?

HOLMES:
(Hesitating) Oh, just taking the night air. It’s a beautiful moon tonight. Where have you been?

WATSON:
Oh, nowhere in particular. Just thought I’d get some air ……… on my own you understand.

HOLMES:
Of course, my dear Watson, of course. (They both exit and the lights fade)
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