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CHARACTERS
(In Order of Appearance)

Lapy AcatHA MortiMEr: A medical dector, ample,
“tweedy”, forceful

PERKINS: & young maid

Warson: Holmes’ colleague

SuerLock HorMEes: a famed private investigator in-
terested in bizarre cases, a master at detection

Mgs. BArrYMORE: the housekeeper

Sz HENRY: a young nobleman, heir to a fortune and
a curse

BARRYMORE: 8 butler, slightly sinister, but capable
KATHY STAPLETON: a vivacious young woman
JAck: her brother, given to emotional outbursts

Laura Lyons: a capable young woman with a dan-
gerous secret



STORY OF THE PLAY

The greatest of all Sherlock Holmes adventures!
Adapted to a modern setting that takes literature’s
most spine-chilling mystery and turns it into a play
of suspense, humor and ultimate terror. Sir Henry has
become heir to the vast Baskerville fortune, a legacy
that comes complete with a family curse—death at
the fangs of a living horror prowling the English moor.
Only Sherlock Holmes can stop the beast from striking
again. While mysterious lights signal Baskerville Hall,
and the hound terrifies the countryside, the sleuthing
begins and suspicion falls on sinister servants, butter-
fly collectors, ladies in distress, and escaped convicts.
Who wrote the letter that summoned the hound? Why
do its eyes emit flame? What is the significance of the
prehistoric huts dotting the moor? Is Sir Henry’s ro-
mance with the lovely Kathy doomed? Is the super-
natural at work? Audiences will have a terrific time
attempting to discover the true killer—and reacting
to the surprise twist. When the chills and shrieks settle
down, there’s always a laugh to relieve the rising ten-
sion. Excellent character roles, one simple set, no pro-
duction problems, designed for easy rehearsals. Mod-
ern clothes for costuming. Suitable for all groups.
“Opening night audience gripped the edge of its col-
lective seat. Fun from start to finish.” . . . Bibolet,
ARIZONA AFTER DARK . .. “ . . . will no doubt
terrorize a large number of theatergoers.” . . .
PHOENIX GAZETTE . .. “Fun isn’t so much in
the ghost hound as it is in the writing. Professional,
witty, suspenseful. Conan Doyle would be pleased.”. . .
HOLMESIAN TATTLER.



SYNOPSIS

Prace: Baskerville Hall, a manor house on the moor
in the west country of England.

TiMe: The Present.

ACT ONE

SceNE 1: A large sitting room. Early afternoon.
SceENE 2: A few davs later.
Scene 3: Still later in the week. Night.

ACT TWO

ScenNe 1: The sitting room. Two days later.
SceNE 2: That night.
ScenE 3: The following evening






The Hound of the
Baskervilles

ACT ONE
ScenE 1

SeETTING: A large sitting room in Baskerville Hall, a
manor house located on the English moor. It’s a
melancholy room with the scent of age and tradi-
tion in every corner. Stage Right there’s a fireplace
with a chair on each side. Above the fireplace
there’s a portrait of S1R Huco BASKERVILLE, an
18th century aristocrat, brutal, cruel, insensttive.
Upstage Center is an entry hall that leads into
other parts of the house, with exits Right and
Left, with a few steps in view, Left, if possible,
to indicate a stairway to the upper floors. On
each side of the entry, in the room, there are book-
shelves or, perhaps, tables with books, statuary,
candlesticks or lamps, etc. Stage Left are French
doors that open out to the moor surrounding
Baskerville Hall. Down Left there is a writing
desk that faces the wall with a chair in front of
it. Down Right Center there is a chaise lounge
or a small sofa. Down Left Center there s a
fine chair with a small side table on the Upstage
side. Additional stage dressing will greatly en-
hance the stage picture; rugs, books, wall tap-
estries, et al; but about everything hangs a heavy
aura of the past—as if the room were atout to be
turned into a museum. The set is also suited to
drapes.

TiME: Present. Early afternoon.
7
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At Rise: Lapy AcaTHA MORTIMER, a rather ample
woman dressed in tweeds, 1¢ seated at the desk
pouring over some document. She 1is quite aware
of the contents and reads to reacquaint herself
with certain facts.

Lapy AcatHA. “Of the origin of the Hound of the
Baskervilles there have been many statements, yet
as I come in a direct line from Hugo Baskerville, and
as [ had the story from my own father, who also had
it from his, I have set it down with all belief that it
occurred even as is here set forth . . . ”

(PeRKINS, @ maid, enters Up Center, from Right.)

PerkiINs. He’s still not back, Lady Agatha. No sign
of him from the upstairs windows, either.

Lapy AcatHA. (Turns, worried.) You shouldn’t
have allowed him to go, Perkins.

PerkiINs. It’s not my place to stop Sir Henry if he
wants to go out.

Lapy AcatHA. He doesn’t know the moor as we do.
You know how treacherous it can be.

PerkINS. Indeed, I do, m’am. Only yesterday an-
other pony went under the mud at Grimpen Mire.

Lapy AgaTHA. A false step there is sure death.

N Plimxms. Anyhow, Barrymore’s gcne to fetch him
ack.

Lapy AcatHA. Good. (Stands, moves Center.) I'm
expecting a Dr. Watson and a Mr. Holmes shortly.
Show them in the minute they arrive.

Perkins. I will, m’am. Will you be wanting tea?

Lapy AGaTHA. Yes. For four. Sir Henry will be join-
ing us, I trust.

(PERKINS ezxits. Dr. JoEN WATSON enters through the
open French doors, exuberant and hale.)



ACT I Tae HouNp oF THE BASKERVILLES 9

Watson. Ah, there you are, Lady Agatha. Not late,
am I?

Laby AcatHA. (She moves to him. They shake
hands.) You’ll never know how thankful I am for your
presence, Watson. (Looks Left.) Where is Mr. Holmes?

Wartson. He’ll be along shortly.

Lapy Acarua. (Indicates sofa.) I've arranged for
tea.

Watson. (Crosses, sits.) I hope you won't take
offense, but you do seem distraught. Not like you at
all. There’s one thing I always remember about you
from those days we worked together at the hospital.
Nerves of steel and a disposition to match.

Lapy AcatHA. Thank you, Watson. I appreciate
that. To tell the truth I have been on edge. Desperate,
some might say.

WarsoN. Desperate?

Lapy AGaTHA. When I heard you and Mr. Holmes
Werehon holiday nearby, I wasted no time getting in
touch.

Watson. Not exactly a holiday. Holmes has always
been fascinated by the grim charm of this locale, es-
ﬁecially the traces of the prehistoric people who lived

ere.

Laby AcATHA. You mean the stone huts dotting the
moors. They do give one the feeling of another time.

WatsoN. Downright creepy if you ask me.

Lapy AcatHA. I wouldn’t be at all surprised to see
zla.l skin-clad hairy man crawl out from one of those

uts.

Wartson. Doing what may I ask?

Lapy AcatHA. Fitting a flint-tipped arrow on to the
string of his bow.

WatsoN. I’'m net given much to flights of fancy.
Imagination is more in Holmes’ line.

Lapy AGATHA. I'm looking forward to meeting him.

HoLmMmEes. (He enters via the French doors.) And so
you shall, Lady Agatha.
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Lapy AcGaTHA. (They shake hands.) A very great
pleasure for me, Mr. Holmes.

HowLwMEs. Kind of you to say so. I trust you enjoyed
your walk around the excavations at Grimpen Mire.
The south section, I believe.

Lapy AcaTHA. How do you know I've been there?

HormMEs. You left your walking stick outside. The
tip is coated with a reddish clay that is found only in
that area.

LaApy AGaTHA. You live up to your reputation.

HoumMmes. Judging from the consistency of the clay
you were there within the last three hours.

Lapy AGATHA. Bravo.

Houmes. I would be cautious if you take your
schnauzer there. They have a tendency to move im-
pulsively. Miniature, I should imagine.

Lapy AcaTHA. How do you know I even have a dog?

HoLMEs. Teeth marks on the walking stick. Ob-
viously the dog is in the habit of carrying it from time
to time. The jaw, as indicated by the space between
the marks, is not large. That and— (He plucks a bit
of hair from Lapy AGATHA'S tweeds.) this small puff
of silver-gray dog fur leads me to surmise—a minia-
ture schnauzer.

WarsoN. You really are an automaton, Holmes. A
calculating machine. There is something positively in-
human about you at times.

Lapy AcaTHA. (She sits Down Left Center.) You
take my breath away, Mr. Holmes.

Houmes. Elementary.

Watson. You said you needed our help.

Lapy AcaTHA. I do.

Hormes. (Moves Center.) Does your request, in
some way, concern itself with the recent demise of Sir
Charles Baskerville?

Lapy AcaTHA. It does.

Watson. London papers said it was a heart attack.

HouMEs. An elderly gentleman, if I recall correetly.
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Lapy AcaTHA. Over eighty.

HowLwmes. You suspect foul play.

Lapy AcaTHA, What makes you say that?

HorLMmEes. Ycu would hardly have called upon my
services if the situation were not grave.

Lapy AcataA. I have always considered myself a
rational woman. Watson can vouch for that.

WaTtson. Absolutely.

Lapy AcaTHA. I've never taken the occult seriously.

Warson. The occult?

Lapy AcaTHA. (She stands, Crosses to desk, picks up
document.) Perhaps this will explain. (She steps back,
hands the document to HoLMES.)

Hormes. (Scans it.) Early eighteen century, unless
it’s a forgery.

Lapy AGATHA. It is no forgery.

Warson. What is it?

HoumMEs. I’'m not unfamiliar with the contents. (To
Watson.) It purports to describe the origin of the
curse of the Baskervilles.

WaTtson. Curse?

HormMEes. Come, come, Watson. Common knowledge.

Warson. May be common knowledge to you, but
not to me.

(Lapy AcATHA Crosses to fireplace, studies the por-
trait of Str Hugo.)

HouMmes. (Studying the document.) The exact date
is 1742. (Recalls the legend.) Sir Hugo Baskerville
was a villain, a coarse man given to excesses of in-
temperance and rage. He came to love, if that word
can be used with his sort, a village girl. He kidnapped
her, kept her prisoner in this house, while night after
night he and his foul companions revelled below,
probably in this very room.

(Watson looks around as if he expected Sir Hugo to
materialize.)
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Lapy AcaTHA. (Looking at portrait.) He has much
to answer for.

HoLMEs. One night, with the aid cf the stout ivy
outside her window, she made her escape.

'WarsoN. Good for her.

HorLMmes. There’s more to it than that, Watson. Sir
Hugo gave chase over the moor. His companions-in-
drink riding at his heels. He outdistanced them.
(Checks the document again.) Sir Hugo’s companions
found him on the moor. By the two great stones.

Lapy AcatHA. You can see them from the windows.
They marked the door to some long-forgotten temple.

WatsoN. I have seen them, frightening things ir the
moonlight.

HoLmes. When they came on the spot, the village
girl had expired. Fallen dead of fear and fatigue.

‘WatsoN. And Sir Hugo?

HoLmEes. He was by her side. Also dead. But that
wasn’t what terrified the friends that found him.

WatsoN. What did?

HovuMes. (He hands him the document; indicates a
passage.) Read it for yourself.

WaTtson. “ . . . and plucking at his throat, there
stood a foul thing, a great black beast, shaped like a
hound, yet larger than any hound that ever mortal
eye has rested upon. And even as they looked the thing
tore the throat out of Hugo Baskerville.”

Lapy AGAaTHA. Many of the family have been un-
happy in their deaths. Sudden, bloody, mysterious.

WatsoN. Surely you don’t believe this mumbo-
jumbo?

HouwMes. (Takes back the document.) It is obvious
the Baskerville who wrote the account did. (Reads.)
“I counsel you by way of caution to forbear frcm
crossing the moor in those dark hours when the powers
of evil are exalted.”

WaTsoN. (Scoffs.) Powers of evil, irdeed. It's a
fairy tale.
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Lapy AGaTHA. Sir Charles believed in the curse.

Houmes. As I recall, Sir Charles was only in resi-
dence for a few years.

Lapy AcatHA. That is correct. His business inter-
ests, mainly those in South Africa, kept him away.

HoLmMmEs. Who looked after Baskerville Hall?

Lapy AcatHA. The Barrymores. A married couple.
He acts as butler, she as housekeeper.

HouLwmes. Still in service here?

Lapy AcaTHA. Oh, yes. It was Barrymore who found
the body. It was Sir Charles’ habit each night to take
a walk before retiring.

HowLwMEes. But never onto the moor.

Lapy AcatHA. Never.

WatsoN. Because of that silly legend?

HoLmMEes. Watson, please. Do continue, Lady Agatha.

Lapy AcaTtHA. The night of his death he went out
as usual. He never returned.

HoLMEs. No sign of violence on the body?

LaApy AcaTHA. None.

WatsoN. At his advanced age he probably passed on
from cardiac exhaustion.

Lapy AcaTHA. Exactly.

HorMes. Who performed the police autopsy ?

Lapy AcatHa. I did.

HoumEes. The coroner’s jury accepted the medical
evidence?

Lapy AcaTHA. There was no reason not to.

Houmes. Lady Agatha, it is not what you’re saying
that I find of interest, rather what you’re not saying.

Lapy AcAaTHA. If you weren’t a private investigator,
Mr. Holmes, I would suspect you of being a psychic.

HoLmMmEs. (He goes to the desk, sets down the docu-
ment. LApY AGATHA moves Center.) Why not come
directly to the point?

Lapy AcatHA. I believe Sir Charles was . . .
“frightened to death.”

HoLwMmEes. Proof?
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Lapy AcaTHA. Within the last few months it became
increasingly plain to me that Sir Charles’ nervous
system was strained to the breaking point.

Howuwmes. I asked for proof. Facts.

Lapy AcaTHA. The expression on his face was one of
sheer terror.

WaTtson. Easily explained by a muscle spasm.

Lapy AcatHA. There was one false statement made
by Barrymore at the inquest.

HorLmEes. Oh?

Laoy Acatua. He said there were no tracks on the
ground round the body.

HoLMEs. You said a “false” statement.

Lapy Acarua. Perhaps Barrymore didn’t see what
I saw.

WarsoN. Which was?

Lapy AcaTHA. My motive for witholding it from the
coroner’s inquiry is that a person of science shrinks
from placing one’s self in a position of seeming to en-
dorse a popular superstition.

HowLMEs. In other words you did see footprints.

Lapy AcatHA. Yes. A distance off, but fresh and
clear.

WatsoN. Why conceal the fact?

Lapy AcaTtHA. I have already explained my reason.

HovLwMEs. The footprints. A man’s or a woman’s?

Lapy AcatHA. (She pauses. Her voice drops low.)
They were the footprints of a gigantic hound.

(Watson and HorMEs exchange a guarded look. MRs.
BARRYMORE, a severe sort of woman Enters Up
Center from Left.)

Mprs. BARRYMORE. Beg pardon, Lady Agatha. It’s
Sir Henry. I saw him from upstairs. He’s cutting across
the moor now.

Lapy AcatHA. Thank heaven.

HorwMEs. You're the housekeeper, I take it.
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Megs. BARRYMORE. Yes, sir. Mrs. Barrymore.
HormEes. How long have you been in service at
Baskerville Hall?

(Mgs. BARRYMORE looks to LApy AGATHA, bewildered
by the questions.)

Laoy AcatHA. It’s quite all right, Mrs. Barrymore.
This is Mr. Sherlock Holmes.

Mgs. BArRrYMORE. I've been in service here most of
my life.

HormEs. Then you know the moor.

Mgs. BarrYMORE. I grew up on the moor, Mr.
Holmes.

Lapy AGATHA. Mrs. Barrymore and her husband
know more about Baskerville Hall than anyone in the
county.

Mgs. Barrymore. If you have no other questions,
sir. I'll see to my duties.

Houmes. I have no other questions at this time.
(Mrs. BarryMoORE nods and Ezits Up Center, turns
Right.) Remarkable woman. Reminds me of Aimee
Small, the noted axe murderess of Charing Cross.

Sir Henry. (He Enters wvia the French doors. A
good-looking young man.) Ah, I see you've finally
caught him in your net, Lady Agatha.

Lapy AcaTHA. Henry, you mustn’t wander over the
countryside until you know more of the place.

Sir Henry. Nonsense. I stuck to the paths and the
light was excellent. I was visiting with Kathy.

Lapy AcaTHA. (She moves behind the sofa.) 1 sent
Barrymore to go and look for you.

Sik HENrY.(Moves Center, extends his hand to
Watson.) It’s a pleasure for me, Mr. Holmes.

WarsonN. (Stands, shakes.) Thank you, but I’m not
Holmes. I'm John Watson, M.D., a former colleague
of Lady Agatha’s. (He nods to HoLMES at desk.)
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Sik Henry. You'll forgive me. (He moves Down
Center. HoLMEs meets him halfway. They shake.)

HouMEs. I take it from the timbre of your accent
that you’ve spent some time in America, Sir Henry.

Sir HeEnry. The States and Canada. I only recently
returned. If it hadn’t been for my uncle’s death, I'd
still be there.

WatsoN. Surely you don’t believe the balderdash
Lady Agatha has been spouting. (7wrns to Lapy
AGATHA, apologetic.) I beg your pardon, my dear.

HoLmMEes. Watson has never been noted for an abun-
dance of tact. (WatsoN pouts, sits on the sofa.) Do
you share Lady Agatha’s doubts about your uncle’s
death?

Sir HEnry. I haven’t made up my mind.

Lapy AcaTHA. Show him the letter.

HovwMes. Letter?

Sir HENry. (He sits Down Left Center takes out a
wallet and from it plucks a folded piece of stationery.)
This arrived one morning at my London hotel. (He
hands it to HoLMES who unfolds it.)

Hormes. Words cut from the London Times and
gummed to the paper.

WarsoN. Rather an old-fashioned gambit, eh,
Holmes?

HoLmMEs. Arsenic is old-fashioned too, Watson, but
it does the trick.

Lapy AcatHA. How can you tell it’s The Times?

HoLMes. T'tmes print is entirely distinctive. These
words could have been taken from nothing else. (Reads
aloud.) “As you value your life or your reason keep
away from the moor.”

WarsoN. (To Lapy AcatHA.) Nothing supernatural
about, that.

HormEes. It might have been sent by someone who
was convinced that Sir Charles’ death was . . .
‘“unearthly.”

WarsoN. Who?
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HovLMmEs. Someone trying to frighten Sir Henry from
Baskerville Hall. No envelope, no stamp?

Sir Henry. I found it tucked under the door of my
room.

Houmes. You intend to remain in residence here,
Sir Henry?

Sir Henry. There is no man on earth, or devil in
hell who can prevent me from staying in my own home.

HouLwmes. I take that as a final answer?

Sir HEnRY. Absolutely.

HoumMes. Then you did well to seek me out, Lady
Agatha. May I keep this? (The letter.)

Sir HEnry. Of course.

HoLMmEes. (To Lapy AcaTtHA.) Anything found near
the body?

Lapy AGATHA. The stub of Sir Charles’ cigar. Two
stubs actually, and a great deal of cigar ash.

HoLwMEes. (Ponders this.) Curious. (Quick.) There
is no other claimant on the estate, I presume?

Lapy AcaTHA. There were three brothers. Sir Charles
was the elder. The second died young.

Sir HeEnry. That was my father.

HoLmes. And the third?

Lapy AcaTHA. Rodger Baskerville. A black sheep.
}?led to Central America and died there of tropical
ever.

HorMmes. Supposing that anything happened to our
young friend here—you’ll forgive the unpleasant hy-
pothesis—who would then inherit?

Lapy AcaTHA. Since Rodger died unmarried, the
estate would descend to James Desmond.

Sir HENRY. A distant cousin.

WaTtsoN. Is there any other kind? (He chuckles.)

HoLMmes. Watson, please. (WATSON pouts.)

Sik HeEnry. He's a clergyman in the village of
Tracey Coombes.

HorMmEs. Quite close, actually.

Sir HENRY. It’s a short drive.
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HoLMEs. Who profited by Sir Charles’ will?

Lapy AcaTHA. There were many insignificant sums
to individuals and a large number of charities.

Sir HENrY. He was a generous man.

HoLwMEs. (Impatient.) Yes, yes.

Sir HenrY. The Barrymores each received five thou-
sand pounds.

WaTsoN. (Impressed.) He was generous.

HoLMmes. Did they know they would receive this
sum?

Lapy AcaTHA. Sir Charles was fond of talking about
the provisions of his will.

HoLwMEes. Unwise.

Lapy AcaTHA. I hope you won’t suspect everyone
who profited. After all, Sir Charles left me ten
thousand.

WatsoN. (He gives a long, low whistle. HoLMES
freezes him with a stare. He swallows hard.) Sorry.

Lapy AcaTHA. You will take the case, Mr. Holmes?

HouMmEs. (Lost in thought.) Hnmmmmm?

Lapy AcatHA. You will take the case.

HoLMmes. (Brisk.) Out of the question.

Lapy AcaTHA. But you must.

Sik Henry. We've been counting on you, Mr.
Holmes.

Houmes. I'm due in Bristol sometime tomorrow,
then I must spend a few days in London.

Sir Henry. If it’s a question of money—

HoLmes. My professional charges are on a fixed
scale. I do not vary them, except when I remit them
altogether.

WatsoN. Holmes, surely you can let other matters
wait.

HouLMmEes. You know my methods. (To LApy AGATHA
and Sir Henry.) I will do my best to settle my prior
obligations as quickly as possible. In the meantime, I
shall leave Watson here to look out for you, Sir Henry.

Sir HENrY. Whatever you think best.
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HowLwmEs. Please follow his advice. I trust him im-
plicitly. (To Warson.) You will communicate any-
thing of interest to me in London.

WartsoN. (He ts delighted with the “assignment.”)
You can depend on it.

HorMmEes. On one point I must demand complete
fidelity.

Sir Henry. What is it?

HoumEes. Under no circumstances must you venture
onto the moor at night. I can’t impress the importance
of this enough.

Lapy AcatHA. Then you do believe the legend?

HowLmes. You understand, Watson?

Wartson. I do.

HormEs. (Mowves for open doors.) There’s something
in the air that disturbs me.

Sir HENRY. The air? What’s in the air, Mr. Holmes?

HoLMmes. (Turns back.) The scent of murder, Sir
Henry. Murder. (HoumEes Exits. The others look after
him and, then, nervously to each other.)

CURTAIN

ACT ONE
SceENE 2

AT Rise: A few days later. WATSON 1s seated Down
Left Center checking a large map. BARRYMORE,
a dour-looking man, Enters Upstage Center.

BarryMoORE. You wanted to see me, Dr. Watson?

WarsoN. (Twurns.) Ah, Barrymore. Yes. I don’t
know quite how to put this.

BARrRYMORE. (Doesn’t understand.) Sir?

WarsoN. I mean, I’'m not altogether sure of what I
heard. (BarryMORE looks puzzled.) Last night, close



20 Tuae HounNp OF THE BASKERVILLES ACT 1

to midnight, did you hear the sound of a woman
sobbing?

BarryMoORE. 1 did not.

WarsoN. Hmmmm.

BARrYMORE. Perhaps it was the wind. The wind
racing on the moor can make all sorts of strange
noises.

WaTtson. The sound was most certainly in the house,
not on the moor. I thought, perhaps, it might have
been Mrs. Barrymore.

BarrYMORE. We share the same room, Doctor. If
my wife were crying I would have known.

WarsoN. Could it have been Perkins?

BarryMore. Highly unlikely. Perkins seldom spends
the night. She lives with her family on the Grimpen
Mire road.

WarsoN. (He is certain of what he heard, but real-
1zes he isn’t going to get anywhere with BARRYMORE.)
You may be right. The wind racing on the moor.

BarryMORE. I'll be going into the village later this
afternoon, Doctor Watson. Is there anything I might
get, for you?

WartsoN. No, thank you, Barrymore. I’ll be going in
myself.

BarrYMORE. Very good, sir. (Turns to Exit.)

WaTtson. One moment, Barrymore.

BarrYMORE. (Faces WATsON.) Sir?

WatsoN. You’ve been in service here for quite some
time.

BarryMORE. My father was the caretaker. My
family has looked after the Hall for four generations.

Watson. In that case, you know the families that
inhabit the moor.

BarryMore. 1 do.

WatsoN. (Back to the map.) I see the cottage that
belongs to Lady Agatha, and Baskerville Hall clearly
marked, but who lives here . . . (Indicates.) north-
east of the great rocks?
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| ]?iARRYMOB.E. That would be the house of Mr. Frank-
and.

Watson. (Recalls the name.) Frankland? An elderly
man, choleric, with a beard.

BarrYMORE. You've met him then, Doctor Watson?

WatsoN. Bumped into at the post office. Disagree-
able sort.

BarrYMORE. (Steps Downstage.) His passion is for
the British law.

Wartson. Sues people, they tell me.

BARrRYMORE. He’s spent a considerable fortune in
litigation. Mr. Frankland fights for the mere pleasure
of fighting. He’s ready to take up either side of a ques-
tion as long as he can have his day in court.

WatsoN. I know the sort. (Indicates.) And this
cottage?

BarryMORE. Mr. Stapleton and his sister.

Watson. Ah, Sir Henry’s friend. What’s she like?

BARRYMORE. Quite lively.

WaTsoN. And her brother?

BARRYMORE. I've only met him on one occasion. On
the moor. Chasing butterflies.

WaTtsoN. Butterflies?

BArRrYMORE. (Confirms.) Butterflies.

WatsoN. (Clarifying.) So what we have close by
are the homes of the Stapletons, Lady Agatha and
Mr. Frankland.

BarryMORE. There are other cottages on the moor,
but they’re in bad repair, quite unlivable.

WatsoN. If you don’t mind me saying so, Barry-
more, things are a bit backward in this region.

BarrymMoORE. Sir Charles was doing his best to rem-
edy the situation, that’s why his death was such a
loss.

WatsoN. Mr. Frankland lives alone?

BarryMORE. He does now.

WaTtsoN. No family?

BarrYMORE. He has a daughter.
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WatsoN. Where is she? (Laughter from outside.)

BarryMORE. (Moves Up Center, looks out the open
French doors.) That would be Sir Henry.

WarsoN. What about Mr. Frankland’s daughter?

BarrymoRE. (Still looking off.) Miss Stapleton is
with him.

WatsoN. Never mind about Miss Stapleton. I asked
you about Mr. Frankland’s daughter.

BARRYMORE. (Anzious to avoid the topic.) Her name
was Laura.

WarsoN. Why are you making such a mystery out
of it?

Sir Henry. (He Enters, calling over his shoulder.)
Never mind the flowers. I want a bit of lunch.

WatsoN. You look as if you've been enjoying
yourself.

Sir Henry. Kathy took me on a tour of the old huts.
The moor is riddled with old mine shafts, too. I didn’t
know that. (BARRYMORE clears his throat.) What is it,
Barrymore?

BarrYMoORE. I wonder if I might have a word with
you, Sir Henry.

Sir Henry. Certainly, what is it? (BARRYMORE looks
to WATSON, meaning he wants to speak in private.)

WatsoN. (Stands.) I'll go and introduce myself to
your young friend.

Sik HENrY. We won’t be long. (Warson Ezits via
French doors. Si1k HENRY moves Down Left.) Well?

BarryMoORE. My wife and I will be happy, Sir Henry,
to stay with you until you have made fresh arrange-
ments.

Sir Henry. What is that supposed to mean?

BarryMORe. Under the new conditions this house
will require considerable staff.

Sir Henry. I wish I understood what you’re driving
at. What “new conditions”?

BarrYMORE. I only meant that Sir Charles led a
retired life and we were able to look after his wants.
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You would, naturally, wish to have more company,
and so you will need changes in your household.

Stk HeEnry. I’'m quite comfortable with you and
your wife. Isn’t Perkins of some help?

BARRYMORE. She’s a village girl, sir. Not terribly
bright. Not accustomed to service. So few are these
days.

Sir HENry. What you're really saying is that you
and your wife wish to leave.

BArRrYMORE. Only when it is convenient for you, sir.

Sik HeEnry. This is bad news. I'm sorry to begin
my life here by breaking an old family connection.

BarryMORE. My wife and I were both attached to
Sir Charles. His death gave us a shock.

Sik Henry. It didn’t exactly give me a sense of
security, Barrymore.

BarryMoRrE. No, sir. But we fear we’ll never again
be easy in our minds at Baskerville Hall.

Sir HENrY. What do you intend to do?

BarrYMORE. We shall establish ourselves in some
business. Sir Charles’ generosity has given us the
means to do so.

Sir HenrY. I won'’t try to stop you. We’ll talk about
this later.

BARrYMORE. Yes, sir. (BArRrYMore Ezxits Upstage
Center. SIR HENRY s unhappy.)

Karuy. (She sticks her head in from the outside.)
Is it safe?

Sik HEnrY. Barrymore’s left, if that’s what you
mean.

Karuy. (Calls over her shoulder.) Come along,
Doctor. The coast is clear. (She sweeps In. She s an
attractive young woman, vital, alert and altogether
captivating. She carries flowers.) We ought. to put
these in water. , «

Str Henry. T'll ring for Perkins, (He moves to some
bell rope on the wall. KaTHY moves to the sofa, sits.
WatsoN Enters.)
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KatHY. (The flowers.) They don’t last long. It's a
pity.

Sir HENRY. Yes, it is. The moor needs color.

KaTtHY. (Holds up the bougquet.) Aren’t they lovely,
Doctor?

WatsoN. (He moves to the sofa. The sly rogue.)
They are when you hold them, my dear.

Karay. Did you hear that, Henry? The Doctor
knows how to dispense compliments as well as pills.

WatsoN. What was all the mystery with Barrymore?

Sir HENRY. (Steps Center.) The Barrymores want
to leave.

Warson. What?

Sir Henry. That’s what he tells me.

KatHY. I thought the Barrymores came with the
wallpaper. (Watson laughs.)

Sir HENRY. So did L.

Katny. That will present a problem. Villagers don’t
like to work on the moor.

WatsoN. One can hardly blame them. I’m grateful
Baskerville Hall has modern plumbing, but I'd feel
more at home if it had a telephone.

Katny. There are no phones on the moor. Only the
village.

Wartson. That sense of isolation doesn’t trouble you?
" Sir HEnry. Nothing troubles Kathy. (He sits beside

er.)

Karay. That'’s not true. Especially when the mist
is thick. It frightens me. (Sir HENRY takes her hand.
They smile.)

WaTtsoN. (He moves Center.) The moor is a rather
odd place to find such a lovely creature.

Sir HEnry. I quite agree.

WatsoN. (Half-flirting.) I can’t help but wonder
why such a vital young woman wants to tuck herself
away in this corner of England.

KatHyY. It wasn’t exactly by choice. My brother and
I had a school in the north country. I’m afraid the
fates were against us.
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Warson. How so?

Karny. A serious epidemic broke out in the schocl.
Two of the lads never recovered.

Wartson. Bad lucek, indeed.

Katuy. (Sir Henry pats her hand protectively.)
Our capital was used up and poor Jack was devas-
tated. He hasn’t recovered yet. Still, the moor is per-
fect for him.

Watson. Why?

Karray. He has an avid interest in botany and zool-
ogy. He keeps his mind occupied and expenses are
minimal. We have books, we have our studies, and we
have— (Smiles at Sir HENRY.) interesting neighbors.
(Perxins Enters Up Center from Right.)

Sir HENRY. (Takes flowers from KatHY.) Put this
in water, will you, Perkins.

PerkiNs. (Steps down.) Yes, sir.

Karuy. No, just bring a vase. I'll arrange them
myself.

Perkins. Yes, miss. (She steps to WarsonN, loud
whisper.) It’s been seen again, Doctor.

WarsoNn. What?

Perkins. The hound.

WarsoN. (Doesn’t wish to question her with KATHY
and Sik HeNRY listening.) We'll talk later, Perkins.
Go along.

Perkins. Yes, sir.

Sir HENRrY. (Stands.) Wait.

WaTtsoN. Let me deal with this, Sir Henry.

Sir HeEnrY. There’s no sense in trying to protect my
sensibilities, Doctor. What did you mean “The
Hound”?

PERkINs. It’s only that Doctor Watson asked me to
report anything I heard in the village.

Sir HEnNrY. What did you hear? ,

PerkiINs. It’s not what I heard, Sir Henry. It’s what
Mr. Blake saw and heard.

Sir HeENry. Blake?

Karnay. The greengrocer. The man’s a dolt.
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WaTtsoN. Well, well, what did he see and hear?

PerkINS. He was on his bicycle and he heard a long,
low moan sweep over the moor.

Katuy. I've heard it once or twice myself.

Sir HENrY. WHAT!!

Katuy. (Grins.) The bogs make odd noises. It’s the
mud settling or the water rising, or something.

Perkins. That’s not what Mr. Blake said.

Karuy. My own guess would be a bittern booming.

WarsoN. Good gracious. What's that?

Katay. A very rare bird, practically extinct in
England now, but all things are possible on the moor.
I wouldn’t be at all surprised that what Mr. Blake
heard is the cry of the last of the bitterns.

Sir Henry. That’ll be all, Perkins.

PerkiNs. (Pouts that they don’t believe her.) Yes,
Sir Henry. (She Exits Up Center, turns Right.)

Sir HENRY. Seems all the servants are in something
of a mood.

WatsoN. I was trying to get Barrymore to tell me
about old Frankland’s daughter. He pointedly avoided
the subject.

Sir HENRY. He’s not one for gossip.

KatHY. It’s a rather sad situation. She married an
artist named Lyons, who came sketching on the moor.
He proved to be a blackguard and deserted her. Her
father refused to have anything to do with her, be-
cause she married without his consent.

WarsoN. I wonder why Barrymore couldn’t have
told me as much.

Katray. When you’ve been here a while, you’ll real-
ize these people are clannish and protective of one
another.

WaTtson. If you'll excuse me, I want to have a word
or two with Mrs. Barrymore. (He Ezits Up Center,
turns Left.)

Sir HENRY. I seem to have come into an inheritance
with a vengeance.
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Karny. I wouldn’t pay attention to village chatter.
They’re a superstitious lot.

Sir HEnrY. The hound is the pet story of my family.

KarHy. That’s a bad joke, Henry.

Sir HeEnry. I've heard of the beast ever since I was
in the nursery. I never thought of taking it seriously.

Karry. You're not thinking of doing so now?

Sir Henry. This busiiess with my uncle confuses
me. The whole thing seems boiling up in my head, and
I can’t get it clear yet.

Karuy. There’s a sane, rational explanation for
everything that’s happened. (She reaches into some
pocket and produces something wrapped in tissue
paper. She holds it out proudly.) Here. For you. (He
takes the paper, unwraps, and displays a handsome
pocket watch.) I couldn’t resist it.

Sir HENRY. It’s a beauty.

Katuy. I saw the watch in the jeweler’s window.
The letter “B” is engraved on the back.

Sir Henry. You're too generous. You won’t save
money giving gifts to me.

Karny. This gift is “special”.

Sir Henry. Then I must secure something “extra’”
special for you. I thought I'd find no one on this des-
olate moor but rustics and eccentrics. (He pulls her to
her feet.)

KatHY. I'm on the moor.

Sir HENrY. You’re no eccentric, and far from being
a rustic. (He kisses her as ... JACK STAPLETON,
Katuy’s brother, Enters via the French door. He’s a
nervous young man, giwen to emotional outbursts. He
carries a butterfly net.)

Jack. (Furtous.) I'll thank you to keep your atten-
tions from my sister, Sir Henry !

Karny. (Steps away from Sir HeEnry.) Jack, what'’s
the matter with you?!

Jack. I'll deal with you later.

Karny. Stop it!
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Sik HeEnry. You're behaving badly aren’t you,
Stapleton?

Jack. How I'm behaving is my own concern.

Karuy. (Distressed.) What'’s the matter with you?

Jack. Just because you’re rich and have a title you
think you can do as you want.

KatHY. (Close to tears.) I'm not going to stay and
listen to you.

Jack. Rich and powerful—you’re all the same.

(KaTHY, in tears, runs onto the moor.)

Sir HEnry. Kathy!

Jack. (A step in closer.) You stay away from her.
She’s not, for you.

Sir HeEnry. It’s no concern of yours. I shall see her
as often as she permits it.

(Watson returns, stands Up Center, listening.)

Jack. Then I’ll see that she doesn’t permit it.

Sir HENrY. Who do you think you are?

JAack. I won’t warn you again. Stay away from
Kathy. (He turns, Exits. SIR HENRY moves to the
French door.)

Sik HENRY. And T’ll thank you to stay away from
Baskerville Hall!

WaTtsoN. What was all that?

Sir HeEngry. Stapleton. The man’s a lunatic. Came
in here in a rage when he saw Kathy and me together.
My feelings towards his sister are nothing for me to
be ashamed of. He drove her away in tears. Why
should he object to me?

Wartson. Perhaps he’s on the verge of some sort of
breakdown. Remember, he hasn’t been well.

Stk HeENrY. (Moves Stage Left.) He’s liable to do
Kathy some harm.
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Wartson. Be careful.
Sir Henry. I'm not afraid of Stapleton and his bad
temper.

(Sir HENRY follows after the pair. WATSON steps into
the room, moves to the French doors, looks off as
PERKINS returns, a vase in her hand.)

Perkins. Here’s the vase and water, Miss. (She
looks around.) Where’s Miss Kathy, Doctor Watson?

WarsonN. Gone.

Perkins. What about the flowers?

WaTtsoN. (T'urns.) On the sofa there.

PerkiINs. (She sees them, Crosses to the sofa, picks
them up and Crosses to the mantle, arranges them,
talking as she goes.) 1 wasn’t allowed to finish, sir.

WarsoN. Hmmmm?

PerkINs. About Mr. Blake. He didn’t only hear the
hound.

WaTtson. Oh?

Perkins. He saw it.

WaTtsoN. (He moves Center.) When?

Perkins. Last night, sir.

Watson. How did he describe it?

PerkINs. More like a great dark shape than any-
thing else, moving so fast Mr. Blake feared for his
own life.

Watson. If it were only a great dark shape how
could he be sure of what he saw?

Perkins. Because it’s eyes were fiery red and it
was breathing flame. (Guarded.) Do you believe him,
Doctor Watson?

WatsoN. (Pause, then:) Yes, Perkins, I'm sorry to
say 1 do.

Perkins. (She is surprised.) Why, sir?

Watson. Because I, myself, got a glimpse of What
he saw. Last mght—on the moor.
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PerkiNs. (Wide-eyed.) The hound of the Basker-
villes?
Watson. No, Perkins—a hound of hell.

CURTAIN

ACT ONE
SceENE 3

At Rise: Later in the week. Night. Sound of Wind
Howling on the moor. Stage remains emply for a
few moments. BARRYMORE, cautious, Enters Up
Center. He looks around as tf he half-expected
someone to pop up any second. He looks to the
portrait, speaks with a hint of sarcasm.

BarryMoRe. Good evening to you, Sir Hugo. (He
suppresses a chuckle, Dims the Lights, so the room s
in shadows. He moves to the French doors, with a
flashlight in hand. He points it onto the moor, snaps
it on...and off .. .and on...and off ...)

Sir HENRY’s Voice. Doctor Watson, are you back?

(Nervous, BARRYMORE moves Down to the desk and
quickly puts the flashlight into some drawer.)

Sik HENry. (He Enters Up Center from Right.)
What’s happened to the lights?

BarryMORE. I'll put them on at once, Sir Henry.
(He does so, efficient, the perfect butler.)

Sir HENRY. So, it’s you, Barrymore.

BArRrYMORE. Yes, sir.

Sik HeEnry. What were you doing in here in the
dark?

BarryMoRE. The dark, Sir Henry ?
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