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THE EDGE OF DARKNESS

First presented at the Playhouse Theatre, Harlow, on the 6th Sep-
tember 1976, with the following cast of characters:

Penny Sue Holderness
Hardy Jeremy Wilkin
Max Cranwell Robert Beatty
Laura Cranwell Maxine Audley
Emma Adrienne Posta
Livago Chris Sanders

The play directed by John Sichel
Setting by Chris Richardson

The Action takes place in the house of Max and Laura Cranwell
at the turn of the century

Actl  Scene 1 Late afternoon
Scene 2 Later that evening

Act I  Scene | The following morning
Scene 2 The following evening

Act II  Scene 1 Immediately following
Scene 2 Morning—one week later
Scene 3 Later that night

Time—about 1900



This original edition of the play was slightly altered to accommo-
date a Canadian artiste in the role of Max. This is neither neces-
sary or mandatory, and a British actor may easily be substi-
tuted—if so then:

Page 6 Cut Emma’s first speech
Cut Max’s second speech

Page 25 Delete reference to Canada in Emma’s fourth speech



ACTI

SCENE 1

The main room of the Cranwells’ house. Late afternoon on a day around the
turn of the century.

The house is set in isolation somewhere on a craggy coast in Britain. It is in
the Italian-rococo style much favoured by the mid-Victorians; everything just
a little too ornate, but nevertheless interesting to the eye.

A fire flickers in the open fireplace, and around it are grouped a sofa and two
comfortable chairs. From one side a door leads into a vestibule, which in turn
leads to the front door, off. In the back wall French doors lead on to a terrace.
The view outside suggests sky and space, and occasionally, when the doors are
opened, the distant sound is heard of the sea crashing against rocks. Stairs lead
away and up to the bedrooms above, and below them is an arch leading to the
kitchen and other rooms. Furniture includes a piano and stool, a small table with
extendable leaves, some small occasional tables, bookshelves, and a “‘bonheur-
du-jour”’, or bureau. Above the bureau is a large Victorian painting of a middle-
aged man. Both furnishings and fabric have seen better days. They are clean
enough, but there is a run-down air to them (see plan on p. 67).

1t is fairly late in the day and the room is already getting shadowy.

As the CURTAIN rises, singing is heard off, and then Penny enters from the kitchen
area, carrying a tray laden with the bric-a-brac of high tea. She sings snatches
of a popular music hall song of the day. Penny is a maid; a small and perky
girl in her twenties. She puts her tray down, opens up the leaves of the table,
and then begins to transfer things from the tray to the table—setting it up for
tea. She makes several trips between tray and table, and each trip takes her
past the french doors, which are slightly ajar

During this, Hardy enters, to stand just outside the french doors, watching Penny.
Hardy is about thirty-five, a tough and attractive man who, despite his working
class situation, has an immediate air of independance about him. Hardy bows
the knee to no man. His very stillness is menacing, and now, finally, Penny sees
him, gasps, and drops the handful of cutlery she is holding. Hardy pushes the
french doors wider, and enters the room proper

Hardy I frightened you. Gave you a start.

Penny 'Course you didn’t! I always get the cutlery all clean and shiny and
then throw it on the floor. Always, just about this time of the evening! Who
are you?

Hardy Hardy. Here, listen, I'm sorry.
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He starts to pick up the fallen cutlery. Penny regards him

Penny Hardy? The new man.

Hardy Not that new. I'm thirty-five. I pulled at the bell, but I couldn’t make
anyone hear.

Penny It doesn’t work. Nothing works around here at the moment. Anyway,
you shouldn’t have been going to the front door. Tradesman’s entrance!

Hardy I banged on that too. Then I thought I’d have a look around. Trait
of mine—looking around. (The cutlery collected now, he straightens up,
hands it to Penny—and smiles) You've got a nice singing voice. Who are
you?

Penny Penny. Penelope. (For a moment she is almost seduced by the easy man-
ner of this attractive man, then asserts herself) The doorbell is the first thing
youw’ll have to attend to. Then there’s the kitchen range, and the rig needs
oiling I shouldn’t wonder. And there’s a window in the master bedroom
that ...

Hardy (interjecting) Here, hold on! What will you be doing?

Penny I’ll be—housekeeping.

Hardy Housekeeping.

They regard each other—then Penny levels with him

Penny Look, there’s just the two of us. I think that’s all they can afford, so
why don’t we just divide it up into woman’s work and ...

Hardy (interjecting) Hard work ? House like this should have six staff at least.

Penny They’re paying us each nearly the price of two. That’s fair, isn’t it?

Hardy Not if we’re doing three times the work. Like the idea of that, do you?

Penny 1 like the idea of being in charge for once. I've only ever been scullery
maid before—everybody’s skivvy. This is a chance to improve myself ...
(Anxiously) We can come to some arrangement, can’t we?

Hardy (grinning) I expect so. Penelope’s a long name for a little titch like
you.

Penny Penny. *Cos that’s what it cost to get me. Penny seat at the music hall.
Pennyworth of gin afterwards! Here.

She hands him some of the cutlery, and together they start to continue laying
the table

Hardy (glancing around) So they’re down on their luck, eh?

Penny You can’t judge by the house. They’ve only just taken it. Anyway, I
was only guessing—about them not being able to afford a full staff, I mean.
It might be that they just don’t want too many people around her at first.
Frightening the poor thing to death.

Hardy What poor thing?

Penny Didn’t they tell you about her?

Hardy I've never met the Cranwells. It was all done by letter. What about
“her””? What did they tell you?

Penny Oh, it’s ever so beautiful in a way. And—and pugnant.

Hardy You mean poignant.
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Penny That’s what I said! You see the Cranwells had a daughter. Emma.
(Another thought) I'm sworn to secrecy about it—because they don’t want
people pointing at her as though she was a freak or something. (Making
up her mind) But you’ll have to know. Working about the house and all,
youw’ll have to know. Three years ago the daughter—Emma—disappeared.
Off The Face of the Earth. Disappeared Without Trace. The poor Cran-
wells, they must have been frantic. They did everything to try and find her,
and finally Gave Up All Hope. Thought probably that she’d been murdered,
done away with and dismembered, and her limbs tossed into the sea and : ..

Hardy (patiently interjecting) But they found her again.

Penny Ah! Not just like that. You see, a few weeks ago they heard about
a girl who was in a Convent Hospital in Ireland—been there nearly three
years. A Girl With No Name. Couldn’t give her name, you see, because
she’d lost her memory. Well. They made further inquiries and found out
that the description of the girl in Ireland exactly—

Hardy (interjecting) —matched their daughter’s?

Penny is a bit piqued that he has anticipated the climax

Penny Yes. Exactly. So they went to Ireland, saw the girl, and she was their
daughter. So now they’re bringing her back home again. They’re bringing
her back today. Isn’t that the most beautiful thing you ever heard?

Hardy thoughtfully paces away
But there’s more to it than that.
Hardy turns to face her

She still hasn’t got her memory back—and nobody knows how she came
to be found wandering the streets of Dublin. (Deliciously shivering) Ooo,
it’s sort of shivery, isn’t it? What horrible, shocking thing must have hap-
pened to make her lose her memory?

A slight pause

Hardy The Cranwells told you all that?

Penny Not all of it, no. There was gaps I filled in for myself.

Hardy What are they like—the Cranwells?

Penny He’s ever so nice. A real gentleman. And really gentle. She’s nice too,
but a bit sad. Still, that’s understandable, isn’t it ? After what she must have
suffered. She’ll probably perk up now.

Hardy How old are they?

Penny Oh, ever so ancient. Fifty at least! (Glancing at the clock) Oh my good-
ness, their train arrived ten minutes ago, they’ll be here any minute! Can
you finish this, while T get the tea?

Hardy nods, she starts to move away—then pauses

Penny He'’s a foreigner.

Hardy Oh?

Penny Well, he talks with an accent. American.
Hardy Oh.



4 The Edge of Darkness

Penny Well, that’s foreign enough, isn’t it? [ mean, they don’t have a Queen
or nothing, do they? Still—Cranwell is an English name.

Hardy Very old English.

Penny Yes, that’s what I thought. That’s all right then.

Penny exits to the kitchen

Hardy remains, cutlery in hand, then suddenly he puts it down, and quickly moves
to open the bureau and begins to search it expertly. There are mostly papers,
legal documents—he sorts through some of them

Penny (Off) They’re here.
Hardy quickly replaces papers and closes the bureau
Penny enters, carrying a silver tray with the teapot, etc.

Penny Just saw them coming up the path. (Reacting to the table) Y ou haven’t
done anything!

Hardy, apologetically, starts to lay the table, but Penny elbows him aside
Penny I'll do it, you light the lamps.

Penny quickly, expertly completes laying up—while Hardy lights a taper from
the fire, and begins to light the two or three gas brackets around the room which
assumes a brighter look

Hardy What does she look like? The long-lost daughter?
Penny Well, how would I know!?

Hardy Aren’t there any pictures of her about the house?
Penny None that I've seen.

The front door slams. They react
You’d better make yourself scarce.
Hardy nods, and exits to the kitchen
Penny quickly tidies the table, then pulls down her apron, primps her appearance

Max (off) Here, let me take your coat.
Laura (off) This way, my darling.

Max and Laura Cranwell enter from the hall, with Emma. Max is about fifty,
a spare-framed, gentle man. Laura, his wife is about the same age. Emma
is in her twenties. An attractive, delicately framed girl. A paleness, a fragility
about her—and also an intensity, a tension. As they enter, Max and Laura
step aside, leaving the main “arena’’ to Emma, who stands, looking about her

Penny, sensing the tension, waits unobtrusively
Max (as a quiet statement) Emma. You are home again.

Emma looks about her

You said very little on the train. And not one word on the drive from the
station.
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Emma (finally) 1 have never been here before.

Max (smiling) Of course you haven’t. The house is quite new to you—as in-
deed it is to us. (Hopefully) But you recognize some of the furnishings per-
haps? Surely this .. .? (He moves to touch the bureau) Y our bonheur du jour?

Emma Bonheur du jour? “The happy time of the day!” (She moves to touch
the bureau) ““Where a young lady sits to quietly write her correspondence,
and to contemplate.” (Turning) Yes, that was once explained to me.

Laura By your French tutor, my dear.

Emma French tutor? Yes, I seem to recall. (Brighter) ““Un, deux, trois, quatre,
cing ...”

Max Splendid. There are some who frown upon a full and proper education
for young women. But not I. The advantage of a proper education is that
one never really forgets, does one?

Emma A tutor? I can put no face to him.

Max Then do not try.

Emma wanders away, eventually to touch the piano top

Laura Emma, my dear, you must be chilled to the marrow after that drive.
Why not come here and sit by the fire?
Max Yes, in this chair. You always favoured this chair.

Emma, gratefully, moves to sit down

And Penny has some tea ready for us?
Penny bobs an affirmative

Emma my dear, this is Penny.
Emma regards Penny, who bobs again

Penny Welcome home, Miss Emma.

Max Penny will tend to your needs should we be absent. But, you may rest
assured, after so long, after finding you at last—we will rarely be absent.
(Trying to liven up the atmosphere, he rubs his hands gleefully as he surveys
the table) Penny has done us proud. Scones and Bath buns and toast. And
gooseberry jam!

Laura But no Madeira! (7o Penny) I gave you specific instructions ...

Penny It’s in the kitchen, ma’am. I'll fetch it.

Penny exits

Laura You see, my darling, your memory is—is still impaired. But we have
forgotten nothing. Madeira cake.

Emma regards them both blankly
Max You have an absolute passion for it. In fact, when you were still a babe
in arms, I'd hold you, pull pieces off, moisten them in milk and ... You

do not remember that?
Emma No. I'm sorry. I'm sorry. (She buries her face in her hands)

Laura and Max exchange a look, and then Max gently touches her shoulder
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Max It will come, never fear. It will come eventually please God. Meanwhile
we thank Him for having restored you to us.

Emma You are both so kind.

Laura (gently) We are your mother and father.

Emma (echoing) My mother and father ...? (More forthright, she turns to
regard Max) But you have an accent and I do not.

Max (smiling) Youdidn’t spend nine years in Canada—foolishly seeking your
fortune.

Emma regards them for a long moment
Emma My mother and father. And yet you are strangers to me.
Emma buries herself against Max—who holds her close

After a moment Penny enters with a cake and knife on a silver plate which
she puts on an occasional table

Max placatingly pats Emma’s shoulder a couple of times, then goes to receive
the cake from Penny

Max Excellent. Excellent. And you shall carve.

He takes cake and knife to Emma—and extends the knife to her. It has a pro-
found effect on her—she stands up and stares at it fearfully. Max does not notice

You always insisted upon it. “Papa carves the joint—Emma carves the
cake.” Since you were just a little girl. And such a pretty little girl. I would
hand you the knife so . .. (He lays it over his upper arm, like a man presenting
a sword to a duellist) And you would ...

Emma (interjecting) The knife!

Max smiles at Laura

Max You see, she does remember. You do remember. (He presents the knife
closer)
Emma No!

They react. Emma turns her back on the knife and speaks in a more controlled
tone

[—I am not hungry.
Laura But my darling, you really should take at least a little something . ..

Max silences her with a warning gesture

Max Today has been—too eventful. As a matter of fact I am not hungry
myself. But some tea now. You’ll take some tea? Penny.

Penny starts to pour tea

There is plenty of time ahead of us. Weeks, months, years, please God. It
will be charming, and amusing too, to rediscover one another. To reawaken
so many happy memories and . ..

Emma (interjecting) 1 don’t want to remember!

Laura Not now perhaps, but later . ..
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Emma I don’t want to remember any of it. The knife—any of it ... I don’t
want to remember!

Max and Laura exchange a look

Laura But, darling, you said we were strangers to you. We want you to know
how much, how very much we love you.

Emma Iknow you love me. But, please, don’t try to make me remember what
happened. Our love, yes—but not those other things.

Max Other things? What other things?

Emma I—1I don’t know. All I know is that I don’t want to know. Please ...

Max (over-riding her) We will not press you in any way. All we desire is your
full and complete recovery.

A pause

Penny Sugar for Miss Emma?
Emma ( No. Speaking
Max Yes. | together

Slight pause

Max (to Penny) No sugar. (Smiling at Emma) Clearly you have lost your sweet
tooth—but otherwise I detect no change in you. You are still my dear little
Emma. Thank you, Penny.

Penny does not withdraw. Max notices her hesitation
Yes?
Emma wanders over to look at the portrait

Penny The new man has arrived, sir.
Max Oh, yes, I shall speak with him later.

Penny again hesitates

Penny I—TI've already told him about—about things.

Laura What? That was most presumptuous of ...

Max (interjecting) No, no, he had to know. (With a glance at Emma) And I've
no doubt Penny’s account was most sympathetic?

Penny I—only told him what you told me, sir.

Max Then you did right. And I am obliged to you.

Penny Thank you, sir. (She turns to go)

Max But, Penny—I would reprimand you if it were told outside of this house-
hold.

Penny Oh, no, sir. Definitely.

Max Good girl. We shall need the fire made up shortly.

Penny Yes, sir.

Penny exits

Max and Laura turn back to where Emma has wandered over 10 stare up at
the portrait. They exchange a look—Max moves closer to Emma

Emma I—I don’t know. But I think I recognize him.
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Max and Laura react

Stern and grey and dignified. Was he a politician?

Max (laughing) A politician! No, my dear, that was your Great-Uncle
Charles.

Laura A dilettante. A waster.

Max You are being uncharitable. A waster? No, he was immensely rich ...

Laura And immensely foolish ...

Max He enjoyed it. And would not have we, had we been able?

Emma You—we—are not rich then?

Max Your Great-Uncle Charles came from the more fortunate side of the
family. Inherited wealth. We are—comfortable. A certain standard, but not
rich. No—1I never quite found that fortune I was seeking.

Emma I think I knew him. Or someone very like him.

Max and Laura exchange a look

Max It’s possible. His portrait has always occupied a position of honour. You
see, despite what your mother says, we were always, albeit grudgingly, proud
of him. Or perhaps we envied him. (Quickly, as Laura seems about to speak)
No, what is the point of not being frank with one’s own daughter? We did
envy him. And you did meet him once ...

Laura It was on your sixteenth birthday ...

Max He was very taken with you.

Laura Unhealthily so.

Max Please, Laura! He was taken with you because—well, 7 think because
he never had any children of his own.

Emma My birthday? How old am I now then?

Max and Laura exchange a look

Max You are nearly twenty-four. In fact, in three day’s time, it is your birth-
day.

Emma (softly) My birthday ...?

Max We will celebrate it as we always did—as we always have—a quiet, happy
day—just the three of us.

Emma Just the three? I have no brother or sister then?

A slight pause
Laura No. (She turns away upset) After I bore you—the doctors advised . ..
A pause

Emma (gently) You’ve both suffered very much on my account, haven’t you?

Max But it’s over now. We have found you again, and it’s over. Why don’t
we have some sherry?

Laura Darling ...

Max I know it’s early, but just one. On such an occasion? A splendid idea.
I am full of splendid ideas today!

Max moves away to start pouring three sherries. Emma’s attention returns to
the portrait
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Emma What did he give me?
Max and Laura react

On my sixteenteenth birthday? So rich and so taken with me, he surely gave
me something? What was it? Is it upstairs in my room with my other things?

A pause—Max and Laura regard each other

Max (at length) Emma, you must understand that—three years ... At first
we searched and—hoped. And then we gave up hope. It came to a time
when your mother could no longer bear to enter your room. Men are dif-
ferent I suppose, men are stoic. But your dear mother.. ..

Laura I couldn’t bear it any longer. I just couldn’t.

Max Wecleared your room—every article, every possession—and we burned
them. We tried to remove you from our minds. But we never stopped loving
you.

Laura Never. Oh, forgive me, my darling!

Emma, much moved, looks from one to the other

Emma What is there to forgive? A fresh beginning? No past memories—or
dark corners?!

Max A most appropriate toast. (He hands them their glasses) A fresh begin-
ning!

They drink-——and now Emma laughs for the first time

Emma [ feel “different™ at last. Reborn! This is a lovely house.

Max This is your home.

Emma Yes, my home. But it’s as new to you as it is to me. Where did I—
where did we live before?

A slight pause

Laura London.

Max Come, my dear, we are not impressing acquaintances now, we are talk-
ing to our daughter. (To Emma) Wandsworth. A suburb of London. Oh,
there is common land there, and open spaces, but nevertheless a suburb.
Not smart, not fashionable—but you, your mother and I were very happy
there. Because we were together. A family.

Emma And we are a family again.

Emma moves to the french windows now—to open them and let a breeze and
the sound of the sea intrude

Emma And we shall be happy again. Why did you move to here? Why so
far?

Max To forget—to put space between us and those—those dark days.

Emma It’s so wonderful to hear and smell the sea. It’s just over there, isn’t
it? I want to see it. I want to be close enough to toss pebbles into it.

Max, smiling indulgently, pulls the french doors closed
Max And so you shall. But tomorrow. And fogether. The sea is there, but
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so too are cliffs and rocks, and places where one false step. ... (smiling)
We’ve found you. And we don’t ever want to lose you again.

Emma is overwhelmed
Emma Oh, Papa. Mama. (She embraces them)
Hardy enters, carrying a scuttle of coal

Emma sees him first—steps back from Max and Laura, and then she moves to
take the scuttle from a surprised Hardy, and then she moves back with it to
the fire, kneels, and begins to put coal on the fire. Hardy, Max and Laura are
so taken aback, that no-one speaks or moves for a moment

Max Emma’

Emma starts—suddenly realizes what she is doing, then quickly stands up, re-
linquishing the task to Hardy, who puts coal on the fire. Emma stands, wiping
her hands against the side of her dress. Hardy completes the chore, picks up
the scuttle again, starts to move away

Max You must be Hardy?
Hardy Yes, sir.
Max T will speak with you later. You understand?

Hardy glances to where Emma stands, staring into the fire
Hardy Yes, sir. I understand.
Hardy exits

Max Emma, I have no doubt that you were taught to make yourself useful
at the hospital: but here—servant’s work is for the servants.
Emma Yes, Papa.

Laura moves closer to her

Laura Darling, there is nothing that you can recall? A recollection perhaps,
no matter how vague ...?

Emma Nothing.

Laura You were at the hospital nearly three years.

Emma I remember that. The Sisters. The Mother Superior—they were very
kind.

Laura But before? (4 pause) They said it must have been a shock—some ter-
rible trauma that blanked out your mind ...

Emma I remember nothing.

Laura But are you sure that one morning you won’t awaken and it will all
suddenly flood back and . ..

Emma (interjecting) Nothing! I remember nothing!

Max moves in, and grips Laura’s arm

Max Equally they said a trauma might bring it all back. A shock to match
the first. But I'll have none of that. No more—traumas. . . The past is past,
and now we must look to the future. I'm sure that—should Emma begin
to recall something, she will let us know. Is that not so, my dear?
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Emma without turning—nods

Now, isn’t it time we changed for dinner?
Laura I'll show you to your room.
Emma No! I—I would prefer to stay here for a little while.

Laura and Max exchange a look. Laura is about to speak, but Max breaks in

Max Get used to one room at a time, eh? Capital sense.

Laura You should rest. (To Max) The doctors said she shou . ..

Max (interjecting) Emma knows her own mind. Or at least a part of it. (Touch-
ing a silver bell on a table) When you are ready, just ring, and Penny will
take you to your room. Come, my dear.

Laura and Max exit up the stairs
Emma remains, unmoving, staring into the fire

Emma (murmuring) 1 don’t remember. I don’t! (She puts it from her, moves
to pour her cold tea into the slop basin, and pour another. This done, she starts
to drink-—then stops as her eyes again go to the portrait—she is drawn to
it—stares at it)

Penny enters with an empty tray

Penny Oh, I'm sorry, miss. Thought you’d all finished.
Emma I have.

Emma drains her cup, puts it back on the tray. Penny regards her—then forces
herself to turn away and start loading crocks on to the tray

Have I changed very much, Penny?
Penny stops working

Penny 1 don’t know, miss. I'm new here. As new as ...
Emma (smiling) As I am?

Penny I'm sorry, miss, I didn’t mean to ...

Emma (over-riding her) That’s all right.

Penny regards her—and then tears her eyes away from her, and continues work-
ing. Emma watches her a moment, then joins in, helping to put things on the
tray. Penny reacts

Penny You shouldn’t be doing that, miss.
Emma Shouldn’t I? No. (Brighter) Never mind, it shall be our secret. I need
to be useful, Penny. (She continues gathering things)

Penny remains uncertain for a moment—then accepts the situation. She picks
up the teapot to put it on the tray

No. (She takes the teapot, empties fluid dregs into the slop basin, then removes
the lid and moves to throw the tea leaves on to the fire) It saves blocking the
sink up—and helps damp the fire down for an hour or two. Altogether it
saves a great deal of hard work.

Penny Hard work for us, miss.
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Emma reacts and turns

Emma Yes.

Penny has been disturbed by the incident, but now brightens as she finds a solution
Penny 1expect they taught you that at the hospital. Thanks for the tip anyway.
Emma gets a “far-away’’ look

Emma I don’t think it was the hospital. Oh, I helped there, of course—but—
before that ...

Penny Before that you were at home, miss—except—except for that bit in
between.

Emma That’s the crux of it, isn’t it, Penny? That—*‘bit in between” . ..? What
happened?

Penny Well, something shocking!

Emma reacts

It had to be, didn’t it? To make you lose your memory? Ooo, perhaps you
was kidnapped and held for ransom ...

Emma But my parents are not rich.

Penny Spirited away then—held prisoner for Lawd knows what purpose! I
have heard that there’s evil men who deal in girls. They take ’em and—
and sell ’em to sheiks and foreigners and suchlike!

Emma (amused) I think not.

Penny P’raps it wasn’t anything like that at all then. P’raps you went riding
and got throwed—or—or got knocked down in the street—bumped your
head ...

Emma My head ... (She feels her head) Yes. Yes, that is possible. I hit my
head.

Penny You know that, do you, miss?

Emma No. But it is the most feasible of your theories.

Penny Didn’t the police or anyone have any ideas? Well, they must have tried
to find out what happened to you?

Emma Yes, I think they did. Several men came to talk to me at the hospital—
tried to take me back over what had happened. Several men—and I am
sure that one at least was a policeman ... But they got nowhere.

Penny Neither will I, miss, unless I get on.

Penny lifts up the tray
Emma The cake.

Emma moves to where cake, dish and knife are on a small side table. Penny
puts tray down again—and in so doing, she knocks the silver bell off the table.
It rings as it falls to the ground. (NOTE: If it does not ring during the fall, it
will ring as Penny picks it up again by the handle). The ring of the bell has a
profound effect on Emma—she is about to pick up the cake dish—but now she
freezes—hesitates—and then her hand closes around the knife. She straightens
up, holding the knife like a dagger, staring at it. Penny is about to speak, but
then she too freezes—fearful and fascinated as she watches. Emma seems to
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change—to become wilder—eyes brighter. Holding the knife, she slowly turns
back to stare at the portrait. Then, knife held ready for stabbing, she moves
up to the portrait

Teayevo obeel! (She draws back the knife to stab the portrait) Tea yevo obeél!
Penny (as Emma makes her stab) Miss Emma!

Emma stops dead, the knife inches from the portrait—and then she comes slowly
back to earth again—not knowing why she holds the knife.

Emma opens her hand, and the knife drops to the floor—and then she turns to
stare at Penny, as—

the CURTAIN falls

SCENE 2

The same. Later that evening

Hardy is on his knees, making up the fire. Penny enters carrying a silver tray
with a dish of sweetmeats, a decanter of brandy, bottle of cordial, glasses, cigars
in humidor, cigar-cutter, box of matches

Penny They liked the dinner.
Hardy pokes the fire

They liked it because I'm a good cook. A very good cook.

Hardy That settles it then.

Penny Eh?

Hardy I'll have to marry you.

Penny Oh—go on!

Hardy Well—shrimps like you are ten a penny—Penny! (He grins) But good
cooks ...!

Penny starts to put out the various things in various strategic places around the
room. During this action she surreptitiously pops a sweetmeat into her own mouth

Penny Mr Cranwell said it was “par excellence’. (Ecstatically) “Par excel-
lence.” (Frowning) What'’s it mean?

Hardy Means he thought it wasn’t half bad. (He rises up from the fire) And
what did “Miss Emma” think of it?

Penny She—didn’t say. Hardly touched anything at all. (Brighter) Probably
too rich for her after all that hospital grub. Here, you put out the cigars.
Men know about cigars, don’t they?

Hardy I know about these. (He takes one, crackles it, sniffs it) He doesn’t
stint himself there. Very nice.

Penny They’re counted.

Hardy Not like the sweetmeats, eh?

Penny That was a bad one. Burnt on top.
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Hardy Soyou putit out of its misery. (Regarding the cigar) Havana (He grins)
D’you know what makes a Havana cigar so special—apart from the leaf ?
It’s the way they’re made. Young girls roll ’em. Roll them against—a certain
part of their anatomy.

Penny No!

Hardy (nodding) T've seen it. And a pretty sight it is too.

Penny hesitates

Penny (despite herself) What part?

Hardy Their leg. Against their thigh.

Penny (deliciously shocked) Oh, my goodness!

Hardy (enjoying himself) The top part.

Penny Oh! Oh! And you saw it?

Hardy Yes. Out there, girls don’t care at all about showing off their legs.
Penny Oh! (Turning away) I don’t think I should hear anymore!

He grins at her as she takes the glasses off the tray, then hesitates
You must have travelled, then?
He regards her

Cigars, and you knew about par excellent. You must have travelled?

Hardy My work has taken me about a bit, yes.

Penny Your work? You mean, whoever you was in service to?

Hardy Yes, that’s it.

Penny Who was you in service with—before you came here?

Hardy You wouldn’t know if I told you. Gruff old ... A bit of a tartar. But
his bark’s worse than his bite—and I have been around the world a bit.
Seen some sights would curl your hair.

Penny I've had my hair curled enough, thank you—right here in this very
room.

Hardy reacts

Yes, Mr Hardy, it might even have curled your hair, too!
Hardy What do you mean?
Penny Oh, you’d like to know, wouldn’t you?

Hardy grabs her

Hardy (very firmly and seriously) Yes, I would like to know. Something to
do with Miss Emma, wasn’t it?

Penny Yes.

Hardy Well, what? What happened?

Penny (pulling free) 1 wasn’t going to tell nobody. (The eager gossip in her
asserts itself as she excitedly turns to face him) 1 was right here. Clearing
up the tray I was, and she was there, by the picture. I don’t know what
happened, but—suddenly she was different—changed. She had the cake
knife in her hand ... Qoo, my blood ran cold. I didn’t know whether to
shout or run or what, I was just ...

Hardy (interjecting) What happened?
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Penny She went towards the picture—going to stab it she was—and then she
screamed out ...

Max (off) Splendid! As close as one could get to the fatted calf. For our prodi-
gal daughter . ..

Max, Laura and Emma enter
Penny and Hardy just stand there—frozen for a moment—then Penny bobs

Penny Anything else you may require, sir, ma’am?

Laura No thank you, Penny, you have already surpassed yourself.
Max We will require some hot chocolate later, Laura ...

Laura What?

Max For Emma.

Laura Oh, yes. Later, a little later.

Penny Hardy will attend to your brandy and cigar, sir.

Penny bobs and exits

Laura and Emma move closer to the fire—Hardy moves to where the decanter
and humidor are stationed

Max A brandy? Yes. Yes, and you shall both join me.
Laura Really, Max ...

Max (over-riding her) With a cordial. We do have a cordial?
Hardy Yes, sir.

Max nods, Hardy starts to pour three drinks

Max The odd manner of this post suits you then, does it, Hardy?

Hardy Sir?

Max You and Penny—each of you a general factotum?

Hardy I’ve turned my hand to many tasks, sir. (He hands the drinks around)
How do you like your cigar, sir?

Max Eh?

Hardy Ican cut the end clean, trim it, slice it, cut a cross. Different gentlemen
have different preferences. (His eyes find Emma) 1 once knew a Russian
who’d just bite it. But he was a peasant. The airs of a gentleman, but a
peasant at heart.

Emma’s eyes meet Hardy's

Max Really? I had no idea a cigar offered so much variety. I think—just cut.

Hardy Yes, sir. (He uses cigar-cutter—it makes a sharp little snap in the silence
of the room. He hands it to Max, then offers him a light) Will that be all,
sir?

Max Yes, thank you, Hardy.

Hardy exits
Max gazes after him

A bright fellow.
Laura There is an air of insolence about him. A rough diamond.
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Max No, no, the eyes are bright and alert. There is intelligence there, I'll warr-
ant. (He turns to regard Emma) Now, my dear, you have said so little this
evening ...

Emma I'm sorry ...

Max (over-riding her) 1understand. The day is finally proving to be too much
for you. You are tired?

Emma Yes.

Max And I. And your mother. We are all of us drained. Who would have
thought that so much happiness might make one so weary? It has been such
a day. A momentous day for all of us. A day I prayed for, and yet I thought
would never come. The two most beloved persons in my life—together
again, under the same roof.

He puts his arms around Laura and Emma, hugging them close

What'’s gone is gone. What’s gone is forgotten. (He releases them—moves
away, putting his back to them as he touches tears on his cheeks) Forgive
me.

Emma, very moved, looks from Laura to Max

Emma Papa. (She moves towards him). Papa, what’s gone is forgotten, I can’t
help that.
Max (without turning) 1 know, my dear.

Emma regards him and hesitates

Emma Those lost years—whatever might have happened—whatever I might
have done ...

Max (interjecting ; turning to face her) Don’t speak of it! Those three dark
years. Where were you? With whom? What you did? We have tortured
ourselves with those questions a hundred times—discussed it, over and over,
your mother and I ...

Laura We don’t want to know. We do. And yet we don’t want to know. Not
any more.

Max You see, it doesn’t matter any more. Nothing matters save that we have
found you again.

Laura We want to go on from kere. From today.

Max And no looking back. Shall we promise ourselves that?

Max takes Emma’s hands—she regards him—then nods

Emma If that is what you want, Papa.
Max It is. Then we shall not speak of it again? Never again?

Emma nods

Penny enters with tray of hot chocolate

Penny Hot chocolate, ma’am.
Laura Ah, yes—thank you, Penny.

Penny puts the tray down—bobs—and exits
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Laura pours a single cup and turns towards Emma

Emma For me? But I don’t ...
Max (over-riding her) Just a sip to wash away the taste of the powder.
Emma Powder?

Max nods, smiles, then takes a key from his waistcoat—a key attached to his
watch fob. He moves to open the bureau, unlock a compartment within it—and
take out a twist of paper, and a spoon

Max Before we left the hospital I hazarded a guess that you might have diffi-
culty in sleeping. Until you are properly settled. They agreed with me, and
provided this.

Emma What is it?

Max A mixture, with a little laudanum in it.

Emma Laudanum? But that’s a poison, isn’t it?

Max (smiling) Excessive doses can be dangerous. But no fear of that—see?
They even provided me with a spoon for the correct measure.

He tips powder from the paper twist, into the spoon and hands it to Emma, who
hesitates

I know you are tired. But possibly overtired, and the assurance of a full
night’s sleep ...?

Emma takes it, gags on it, and gratefully accepts the chocolate from Laura,
to wash it down with

Good girl. And, so that there is no danger whatsoever of mistakes—this
goes back, locked away—and I shall keep the key. (He suits action to words,
locking the twist of paper and spoon away again) Now, 1 think it is time you
retired.

Emma nods, and moves to the stairs

Tomorrow I shall take you walking by the sea. You would like that?
Emma Please.
Laura I’ve laid out a night shirt in your room, and a dressing gown.
Max And when you are safely snuggled down, we shall both come in and
kiss you goodnight, eh? Just as it used to be?

Emma exits up the stairs
Max and Laura watch her go, then Max glances at Laura

Now, I think a brandy for you.

Laura No, I...

Max 1 insist. I need one, and today is not a day to drink alone. (He moves
to pour two drinks) It shall serve two purposes—a celebration—and to fortify
us.

Laura Max ...

Max Iknow,Iknow, it has been a fearful strain. But only the first day, Laura,
and we always knew that would be the worst! And you have borne it per-
fectly, my dear ...



18 The Edge of Darkness

He hands her a drink—he drinks—she does not—he reacts, chinks his glass
against hers

A private celebration. The return of our daughter.
Laura hesitates—then sips her drink

Laura Do you—do you think it is genuine? This loss of memory?

Max Ithought so when we first saw her—at the hospital—and I think so now.

Laura Poor child. And yet ...

Max And yet?

Laura When you presented her with the knife—did you not notice . ..? There
was fear in her face ...

Max Nonsense. Imagination . ..

Laura No. She was terrified. We know so little, Max—those lost years—what
do you think really happened?

Max I don’t think. What is the point? We shall probably never know—nor
does it matter. Does it?

Laura stares at him

Laura I suppose not.

Max You “suppose”? Nothing matters, my dearest, save the new life ahead
of us.

Laura Yes, Max.

Max You say that without conviction. Something troubles you?

Laura turns to look up the stairs

Laura I wish we knew more.
Max We know enough. And enough is sufficient. Am 1 not right?

Laura regards him for a moment

Laura You are always right. (She moves to embrace him) Praise God, you have
always been right for me.

Max (holding her close) Amen to that. (His eyes lift to the portraif) You know,
we did always envy him.

Laura No.

Max Not you so much. But I ... And yet, I often think—had I been on that
side of the family—things might have been so very different. Money seeking
money—an arranged marriage of convenience. . . At least I was free to make
my own choice—out of love. It has been my greatest solace. (He kisses her
lightly)

Emma (off) Mama. Papa. I am in bed now.

Laura and Max part, he moves to gaze up the stairs
Max We shall bid her goodnight together.
He holds out his hand to Laura—she hesitates

Trepidations, Laura? Our own daughter ...?
Laura I—I am not used to it yet.
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Max There is nothing to get used to. A continuation from what there was
before—and complete normality in our dealings with her—we agreed upon
that. No—extra special care—nothing to frighten her or cause her con-
cern ...

Laura moves to him
Life can be good. And can only get better.

Laura and Max exit up the stairs. After a pause Hardy enters furtively. He
moves to the foot of the stairs, looks up them and listens. Satisfied that all
is clear, he goes to the bureau, opens it, and starts to search through various
papers. Penny enters, sees him, and reacts

Penny What are you doing?
Hardy reacts, but he is a cool customer, and remains so
Hardy Nosing around. I told you, it’s a trait of mine.

Penny indignantly moves to snatch the papers from his hand

Penny Those are private!

Hardy Unpaid bills mostly.

Penny Whatever they are, you’ve got no right to ...

Hardy (over-riding her) Youdon’t really think I was snooping, do you? They’d
fallen out on the floor, and I was just putting them back.

Penny regards him uncertainly—he grabs the papers back from her, stuffs them
in the bureau and closes it

Come on! What the hell would I want with them?
Penny Don’t say that.
Hardy Don’t say what?
Penny ‘““Hell.” I don’t like it.
Hardy It’s in the Bible.
Penny Bible’s different.

Hardy grins and puts an arm around her

Hardy Hell! And give me half a chance, and we might both end up there!

Penny (pulling free) 1t’s below stairs language, that’s what it is! All right, I
know I am below stairs—but you wouldn’t say it in front of madam, would
you?

Hardy regards her with genuine sympathy

Hardy No, I wouldn’t.

Penny Just because I’'m a servant doesn’t mean to say I'm different, does it?
Not that different.

Hardy (sincerely) As far as I'm concerned, not different at all.

Penny Well then.

Hardy I'm sorry. (Formally) 1 do beg your pardon most humbly.
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Penny giggles

Penny I didn’t mean to fly off at you. Just that—well—I’ve got aspersions
to be something of a lady.

Hardy ‘“Aspirations.”

Penny Yes.

Hardy You’re a very nice little lady.

Penny (giggling) Better clear up—you do the lamps.

She starts to pick up the final bric-a-brac of the day. Hardy moves around,
dousing the lights he lit earlier, so that eventually the room is only lit by one
“pilot” lamp of some kind, that remains constantly burning

Hardy You didn’t finish telling me your story. About Miss Emma? And the
cake knife?

Penny Not sure I should.

Hardy Had time to think about it, eh? Not as exciting as you first made
out?

Penny rises to the bait

Penny It was! I was terror struck. Frozen to the spot!

Hardy By a cake knife?

Penny She was going to use it, don’t you worry!

Hardy On you?

Penny No, I told you, it was the portrait. Holding the knife like so, holding
it like a dagger, and her eyes was bright and full of—full of horrible things.
And then she shouted out. Ooo, my blood curdled!

Hardy She shouted out? What then?

Penny Then 7shouted out. “Miss Emma”, I said. And then she stopped and—
and just looked at me. Then she was herself again.

Hardy What did she say? You said she shouted out—what did she shout out?

Penny I couldn’t make head nor tail of it. It wasn’t English. Something
foreign.

Hardy Do you remember any of it?

Penny I dunno. “Ye’ something. Yeboo or yebo ...

Hardy Yevo? Could it have been yevo?

Penny It might have been.

Hardy (muttering) Yevo ...

Penny Why, what is it?

Hardy Yevo’s a Russian word.

Penny Yes, but what’s it mean?

Hardy It means “kill”.

A pause. The word hangs on the air

Penny Oo00, and she had that knife in her hand—but Russian? How would
she come to be saying that?

Hardy I don’t think you should mention this to the Cranwells, Penny. No
point in upsetting them, is there?
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Penny, still a bit stunned, shakes her head

Penny No. (With a sudden thought) Three years. She was gone three years.
Do you think she was in Russia some of that time?

Hardy I don’t know.

Penny And if she was, how would that explain the knife, and her shouting
that out. Kill! What do you think happened to her during all that time.
What do you think she did?

Hardy I don’t know that either. (“Cooling it”’) Anyway, we don’t know for
sure that was what she said.

Penny Oh, it was. I’'m certain of it now. “Yevo.”

Hardy Well, perhaps one of the people at the hospital spoke Russian.

Penny (wanting it to be true) Oh, no. There’s more to it than that. I can feel
it. There’s something dark and horrible ... (With a sudden thought) How
is it that you can speak Russian?

Hardy (grinning) I can’t. Just a word or two I’ve picked up. Told you, I've
travelled a bit. Come on, time for bed ...

Penny I won’t sleep. Not a wink. Ooo—I'm frightened.

Hardy (grinning) I'll come and keep you company if you like.

Penny I’'m not so frightened I've lost my wits!

Hardy Come on . .-

Penny starts to move, then reacts

Penny Oh, the grate ...

Hardy I'll do it—you go to bed.

Penny You sure? It’s not really your job ...?

Hardy You can make it up to me some other way.

Penny All right. (She starts to move, then stops) But, just so there’s no mis-
understandings, I'm locking my bedroom door!

Penny exits

Hardy’s grin fades, and he turns back into the area, and again goes to start
searching the bureau. He opens several drawers, finds nothing, and then
encounters the locked compartment. He tugs at it. The silver bell, now on top
of the bureau, tinkles as he shakes the bureau—but he clamps his hand around
it—and places it elsewhere—but as he does this, it again tinkles, fairly loudly.
Then he places it firmly down, silences it, and then picks up a paper knife and
begins to try and prise the compartment open

Emma appears on the stairs, wearing a night shirt, and gently descending

Hardy is unaware of her at first—then he senses something, and spins round,
knife in hand, caught in the act! But Emma merely continues silently descending,
and now we—and Hardy realizes she is sleep walking. Hardy presses back as
she walks right past him—to kneel by the grate and begin brushing the ashes
into the dustpan. Hardy regards her—then gently steps back and away to find,
and hide, in some shadows—and watch her. Emma sweeps the ash into the dust-
pan—then, as she straightens up, fumbles it, and spills the ash on the carpet.



22 The Edge of Darkness

Emma (with a Cockney twang) Oh, my Gawd! (She kneels again to start sweep-
ing up spilt ashes)

Hardy moves ever so slightly out of the shadows
Hardy Méelaya Maya.
Emma freezes—Hardy steps back into the shadows

Emma Ivan? (She pronounces it the Russian way “Ee-van”. She straightens
up and turns to look around the room) Ivan?

Hardy moves slightly—he is just a dark figure in the shadows

Hardy I am here.
Emma Ivan! (She starts to move towards him)
Hardy No. Do not come any closer.

She stops

Tee boodesh dyelat to, shto ya tibye skazhoo.

Emma Of course. I'll do anything you say. Anything.

Hardy The brass of the fender is dull.

Emma The fender? Yes! (And, quickly now, eager to please, she drops to her
knees by the fender, and starts to rub the brass-work with the hem of her night-
shirt)

Hardy And the bureau.

Emma Yes. Yes. (She hurries to the bureau, and begins to polish that with her
hem too)
Hardy The table.

Emma quickly moves to polish the table with her hem
And—my shoes.

Emma turns, hesitates—then moves to the dark figure in the shadows—kneels
and polishes his shoes

I think that is all.
Emma nods, stands up again

Oh, but it is not all, is it? You have overlooked one thing.
Emma Overlooked?
Hardy This.

Out of the shadows, his hand appears, holding the paper knife. Emma reacts
This badly needs cleaning, does it not?
He presents the knife more firmly—she withdraws

Why do you not take it?
Emma Blood. It’s covered in blood ... (Hands to her face, she turns away)
Hardy Very well, I shall attend to this item myself. (Softly) Meéelaya Maya.

She turns to regard him

You have done well. You may retire to bed now.
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Emma Yes. Thank you. (She moves towards the stairs)
Hardy I may join you later.

Emma stops, stares back at him—then ascends the stairs again, and exits

Hardy now steps out of the shadows, into the spare light, and gazes up the stairs,
as—

the CURTAIN falls



ACT 1I

SCENE 1

The same. The next day
It is a bright, sunny day, and the French doors are wide open

Penny busies herself about the place, polishing, tidying, and finally testing the
coal scuttle, finding it is empty, and then setting off with it. Hardy enters. He
carries a pristine, folded copy of “‘The Times’

Penny 'Morning.

They pass by—Hardy nods vaguely Penny then pauses
Who didn’t get to bed till past midnight, then?

Hardy reacts

Y our door woke me up. And then you didn’t sleep—pacing about half the
night. Got something on your mind, have you? A troubled conscience?

Hardy (gravely) Much worse than that!

Penny (“‘caught” again) Worse?

Hardy It always affects me like that, you see.

Penny What does.

Hardy Itdefiesall sleep. Addles aman’s mind. Leaves him a hopeless, helpless
wreck ...

Penny What does?

Hardy advances towards her in a predatory manner

Hardy Lusts of the flesh. When a man sees a pretty woman and he can’t rid
his mind of her. And all he longs for is to take her, and crush her into his
arms and ...

Penny retreats hastily
Penny Oh, you're terrible. Terrible.
Penny exits

Hardy (calling after her) You might have come into my room and comforted
me! (He chuckles—then his face becomes stern again as he turns back to the
task in hand. He places “The Times” by the master’s chair—and then he delves
into his coat and produces another newspaper. This is an old one, creased and
tattered. He turns it out to a certain page—then puts it on the table and uses
his hand to try and “‘iron’’ the creases out of it until it looks reasonably un-
creased. This done, he turns, not sure where to place it. He makes to put it
on the side table—then reconsiders—and finally he opens the bureau, and
carefully places it into a cubby-hole inside—and closes the bureau flap
on if)
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Emma’s laughter is heard, outside the french doors

Max (off; cheerily) You are running, it is very unseemly for a young lady to
run.

Emma, then Max, both panting, enter through the french doors

Max Not only unseemly. But unfair.

Emma “The first back to the house.” You made no rules, Papa ...
Max (panting) No? Well, I should have. Good morning, Hardy.
Hardy Good morning, sir. Miss Emma.

Emma Hardy.

Emma regards Hardy just a fraction too long—he disturbs her. But Max does
not notice

Max It’s a beautiful morning. We have been down as far as the cliff head.

Hardy It’s a nice view from there, sir.

Max And the air! (To Emma) Your cheeks are quite coloured. (Anxiously)
You feel well? I have not overtired you?

Emma I feel wonderful. I feel—alive.

Max (smiling) And I feel half dead. Never indulge a daughter, Hardy—re-
member that.

Hardy Yes, sir. I will, sir.

Hardy exits
Emma gazes after him for a brief moment—then turns back to Max

Emma What shall we do now? There is a town not so very far from here,
isn’t there? Can we go there—and look at the shops? And perhaps take
tea? And we can talk-—and you can tell me more about me—and your travels
to Canada—and ...

Max Later, we will do all of those things later. Meanwhile your poor, half
dead, desperately weary Papa has work to do.

Emma Work?

Max Just some dull papers. You can amuse yourself, eh? And I will see you
at luncheon? (He chucks her chin, moves to exit—then pauses. Happily) Y our
desperately weary—but desperately happy Papa!

Max exits through the arch

Emma smiles after him, then turns back into the main area, looks around, un-
decided what to do next. Then she moves to the bureau—stares up at the portrait
briefly, then dismisses it, and opens the bureau and sits at it. She takes pen,
ink, paper, places it before her. She dips pen into ink—but then does not write

Laura enters down the stairs

Laura Emma. (She kisses her) Did you enjoy your walk?

Emma I did indeed.

Laura But, my dear, you look quite flushed, your dear Papa has not overtired
you?

Emma (laughing) 1 think it was quite the contrary, Mama.
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Laura Rest a while nevertheless ... (She looks for “The Times”)

Emma I thought I might write some letters.

Laura An excellent idea ... Ah! (She finds ““The Times”) It is such a luxury
when your Papa is working, and I can have The Times before him. (She
smiles. Confidentially) 1 am not an immodest woman, but I do so love to
read all about the London fashions. And about Society—what wonderful
lives they do lead. Letters? Yes, an excellent idea ... (Clutching her paper,
she moves away)

Emma Mama, to whom shall I write?

Laura stops

I—I must have friends 1 suppose—but I can remember none of them!

Laura (after a pause) Of course you have friends, my darling. Good friends—
but—but ...

Emma Three years is a long time.

Laura You must understand, after you—went away ...

Emma Disappeared. I disappeared, Mama!

Laura We lost touch with so many people ... (More sharply) Not because
we were ashamed! Why should we be!? It was just ...

Emma Easier.

Laura Yes.

They regard each other

To see your friends was to be reminded.
Emma [ understand.

A pause—then Emma becomes brighter, more brisk

I shall just have to make new friends, that’s all. (Tearing up the sheet of
paper) Meanwhile I shall start a diary. A new one. From this day forward!

Emma takes fresh paper, puts it before her, then becomes aware of Laura just
standing, regarding her

Why do you look at me like that, Mama?

Laura Look ...?

Emma (laughing) Staring, as though you were seeing me for the first time!

Laura I—I think I am.

Emma Mama?

Laura For the first time, yes, that is precisely it. For the first time. You are
Emma.

Emma Well, of course I am! (Gently) But you have only just come to accept
it again ...?

Laura hesitates

That would be understandable. 7 understand it.
Laura You are a good girl. A dear sweet innocent girl ...

Emma is a bit taken aback, even abashed
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