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SHERLOCK HOLMES: ASSASSINS AT SEA 
By C.P. Stancich 

 
SYNOPSIS:  Holmes and Watson are on the run from a team of assassins.  
Their friend, Oscar Dove, is helping an industrialist escape agents who are 
after his secret formula.  Lady Constance is helping several young women flee 
from bondage.  All parties end up on the same ship, bound for New York, and 
so do the assorted assassins! 
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(5-6 females, 6-7 males) 

 
HOLMES (m) ............................................... The great detective.  (160 lines) 
WATSON (m) ................................................ A true-blooded Englishman, 

Doctor.  (152 lines) 
MRS. HUDSON (f)....................................... 40-60.  A Scottish landlady.   

(18 lines) 
DOVE (m) ..................................................... An impetuous adventurer.   

(159 lines) 
BUSBY (m) ................................................... 15-19.  A former Baker Street 

Irregular.  Roughly the same 
age as May.  (93 lines) 

SIGRID SIMM/ OLGA BELASOVA (f) ...... 30-45.  As SIGRID, a flattering 
but insistent English blond; as 
OLGA, a histrionic brunette 
with a distinct Russian accent.   
(30 lines) 

SHADOW THUG 1/STEWARD (m) ............ As SHADOW THUG 1, a non-
speaking thug, fight 
choreography needed; As 
STEWARD, a steward on the 
Elyssia.  (6 lines) 

SHADOW THUG 2/BARLOW (m) ............. As SHADOW THUG 2, a non-
speaking thug, fight 
choreography needed; As 
BARLOW, a parson.  (8 lines) 
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LADY CONSTANCE (f) .............................. 30s.  An altruistic aristocrat.   
(66 lines) 

CLAUDIA (f) ................................................ Early 20s.  A nervous 
gentlewoman on the run.   
(47 lines) 

MAY (f) ......................................................... 16-20.  A gentlewoman on the 
run.  Roughly the same age as 
Busby. (43 lines) 

TRUDY (f) .................................................... Lady’s companion to Lady 
Constance. (58 lines) 

PURSER (m) ................................................. The Elyssia's purser.  (25 lines) 
 

DOUBLING POSSIBILITIES 
 

BARLOW can double with PURSER 
TRUDY can double with HUDSON 
 
DURATION:  100 minutes 
TIME:  1898, Late Spring 
SETTING:  Baker Street, London and aboard the Elyssia bound for America. 

 
SET 

 
221B BAKER STREET:  Two armchairs at stage left. 
ALLEY IN LONDON:  Street lamp at stage right. 
DECK OF THE ELYSSIA:  A ship's railing crossing downstage left–right. 
FIRST CLASS LOUNGE OF THE ELYSSIA:  A sofa and arm chairs 

upstage; a card table with chairs downstage.  Exits left, right and upstage 
center.   
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SYNOPSIS OF SCENES 
 

ACT ONE 
 SCENE 1:  221B Baker Street and Alley in London. 
 SCENE 2:  Deck of the Elyssia. 
 SCENE 3:  First class lounge of the Elyssia. 
 SCENE 4:  First class lounge of the Elyssia. 
 
ACT TWO 
 SCENE 1:  First class lounge of the Elyssia. 
 SCENE 2:  First class lounge of the Elyssia. 
 SCENE 3:  First class lounge of the Elyssia.. 
 SCENE 4:  First class lounge of the Elyssia.. 
 

COSTUMES 
 

Unless specific costume notated below, dress in period specific attire. 
HOLMES–– Suit. Indian Sikh: turban, frock coat, full beard. 
WATSON––Suit with Jacket. Country Parson: leggings, whiskers, hat. 
SIMM/OLGA––Blond hair/wig. Removable dark wig. 
SHADOW THUG 1/STEWARD––Dark period attire. Steward’s Uniform 

and black eye. 
SHADOW THUG 2/BARLOW––Dark period attire. Country Parson:  

identical to Watson, leggings, whiskers, hat 
 

SOUND EFFECTS 
 

 Loud Steam Whistle 
 Metallic Crash 
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PROPS LIST 
 

□ 3 Envelopes (Busby, Busby, Set Prop) 
□ Calling Card and Salver/Silver Tray (Hudson) 
□ Watch (Dove) 
□ Two Similar Looking Books (Watson) 
□ Purse (Simm) 
□ Small Revolver (Simm) 
□ Flat Parcel (Hudson) 
□ Truncheon (Shadow Thug 1) 
□ Knife in Metal Sheath (Holmes) 
□ Ornate Box, small (Olga) 
□ Handkerchief (Barlow) 
□ Shawl for Constance (Trudy) 
□ Silver Tray, Ice Bucket and Veuve Clicquot half bottle (Steward) 
□ Revolver (Barlow) 
□ Sheaf of Papers (Constance) 
□ Clipboard with Papers (Purser) 
□ Envelope with Fragment of Cloth (Holmes) 
□ Magnifying Glass (Holmes) 
□ Pocket Watch (Holmes) 
□ Small Case (Dove) 
□ Towel (Watson) 
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PREMIERE PRODUCTION 
 
SHERLOCK HOLMES:  ASSASSINS AT SEA premiered at Camino Real 
Playhouse in San Juan Capistrano, California in 2014 under the direction of 
Tom Scott with the following cast: 
 

HOLMES ........................................................................ Gary McCarver 
WATSON ............................................................................... Darrell Hill 
DOVE ............................................................................. Michael Bryant 
LADY CONSTANCE ......................................................... Bettina Saam 
BARLOW .......................................................................... Rick Kerrigan 
SIGRID SIMM / OLGA BELASOVA .................... Kathy Leyes-Fischer 
CLAUDIA .......................................................................... Sabrina Paris 
MAY ................................................................................. Kayla Carlson 
MRS. HUDSON .................................................................. Rachel Trent 
TRUDY ................................................................................ Paige Gulck 
BUSBY ................................................................................. Connor Hill 
STEWARD ...................................................................... Frederick Huet 
PURSER ............................................................................ Rick Kerrigan 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Dedication 
 

For the Stevicks, Donna and Eric: constant and enduring 
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ACT ONE, SCENE 1 

 
SETTING:  221B Baker Street and Alley in London. 
TIME:  1898, late spring, evening. 
 
AT RISE:  Lights up on BAKER STREET, discovering BUSBY and 
DOVE, being shown in by MRS. HUDSON. 
 
DOVE:  (Bemused.) Gallivanting?  That’s rather strong language for 

you, Mrs. Hudson. 
HUDSON:  I believe the nomenclature is appropriate, Mr. Dove.  When 

Mr. Holmes departs without so much as a by-your-leave, giving 
neither his landlady nor his colleague a clue as to his return, 
gallivanting is what I say. 

BUSBY:  He’ll be on a case, maybe. 
 
BUSBY flops into a chair.  HUDSON stares at him until he grows 
uncomfortable, and stands. 
 
HUDSON:  He wouldn’t break his routine for anything else. 
DOVE:  And the good doctor? 
HUDSON:  He’s in right enough.  I’ll fetch him. 
 
HUDSON starts to leave, then hesitates. 
 
HUDSON:  Pardon me, Mr. Dove, but are you still at the Savoy? 
DOVE:  Mmm. 
HUDSON:  Wasn’t there some sort of outrage there last night? 
 
DOVE and BUSBY exchange furtive glances. 
 
DOVE:  Yes… I heard something about that this morning.  No details… 
HUDSON:  (Nods.) I’ll just let him know.  (Exits.) 
BUSBY:  (With irony.) Some sort of outrage. 
DOVE:  Easy. 
BUSBY:  Bleedin’ cannon. 
DOVE:  (Stifling a laugh.) It wasn’t that big. 
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BUSBY:  It didn’t only just miss you… sir.  What do we say? 
DOVE:  With Holmes away? Nothing.  We’re not even supposed to be 

in the country. 
BUSBY:  Well then what are we doing here? 
DOVE:  (Cocks his head, irritated.) Well, you’re here to say goodbye.  

The Baker Street Irregular is here to say goodbye to Baker Street, 
the messenger boy is here to deliver one last message, the 
precocious rascal is here to say goodbye to his mentor. 

BUSBY:  (Softly.) Thought I said my goodbyes. 
DOVE:  Don’t mutter. 
WATSON:  (Enters.) Well, this is a surprise.  What are you two doing 

here?  The Baltimore sailed two days ago. (Looks from one to the 
other.) Nothing the matter, I hope. 

BUSBY:  (Cutting in before DOVE can speak.) As my new employer, 
the Honorable Oscar Dove, likes to say, “business is the matter.” 

DOVE:  I do… because it is… and especially in this case.  (To 
WATSON.)  A sudden opportunity.  We’re off soon, though.  Thought 
we’d come by one more time… for one last look at the seat of all 
crime prevention in London.  Busby even scrounged a delivery. 

BUSBY:  (Rolls his eyes.) Just a letter.  Ran into one of the lads from 
the agents in the street, was headed here.  So… (Produces an 
envelope.) for old-time sake. 

 
WATSON smiles and takes the letter absentmindedly, pocketing it un-
scrutinized. 
 
WATSON:  I suppose Mrs. Hudson told you, Holmes is up country. 
DOVE:  Yes. 
WATSON:  Chasing off after a sinister entity called “the Saroli Gang” 

…or words to that effect.  I’d never heard of them.  They are 
something to do with the persecution of that inventor that was all 
over the papers last week.  Anson?  Anderson?   

DOVE:  Hansen. 
WATSON:  That was it. Anyway, Holmes has been gone the better part 

of three days… not a word of course.  (Struck by a realization.)  You 
stayed on at the Savoy? 

DOVE:  Mmm. 
WATSON:  Wasn’t there a shooting there last night? 
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DOVE:  (Shrugs.) Some sort of fracas.  Couldn’t say what. 
 
WATSON makes a face and looks to BUSBY, who squirms. 
 
WATSON:  Surely you, herald of all the crime news in the capital— 
BUSBY:  One shot, police called, doctor called, no one nabbed.  Hotel 

staff, being very posh toffs, ain’t gossiping like you’d expect a 
normal crowd would do. 

WATSON:  A bit sparse for you, Busby.  A bit dry. 
DOVE:  (Leaning close, whispers to WATSON.) Very apprehensive 

about his first ocean voyage. 
 
Enter HUDSON with a calling card on a salver. 
 
WATSON:  Yes, Mrs. Hudson. 
HUDSON:  I am afraid it’s her again. 
 
WATSON winces and takes the card. 
 
DOVE:  Something amiss? 
WATSON:  What's amiss is a miss... a Miss Sigrid Simm. 
DOVE:  Never heard of her. 
WATSON:  And in that you may be fortunate. 
DOVE:  What's this? Disparaging remarks about a member of the fairer 

sex? 
WATSON:  She is relentless... and unforthcoming. 
HUDSON:  And relentlessly unforthcoming.  Should I send her away, 

Doctor? 
WATSON:  (Sighs.) No.  Ask her to wait.  I'll be with her in a moment. 
 
HUDSON shakes her head doubtfully, then exits.  DOVE laughs. 
 
DOVE:  I thought for a moment you were going to have an 

unprecedented experience Busby: John Watson denying an 
interview to a female petitioner. 

BUSBY:  Who is she? 
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WATSON:  Never mind.  She wants to see Holmes, has called twice 
daily since he went off, and gives the impression she doubts my 
veracity when I say I don't know where he is. 

DOVE:  Sounds like a creditor.  Well... we won't keep you.  Just stopped 
by for one last farewell.  Next stop New York and all that. 

 
DOVE and BUSBY stir themselves to leave. 
 
WATSON:  Hold on a moment.  I've got something for you. (Begins to 

exit.) 
DOVE:  All right. 
WATSON:  (Calls as he exits.) Something for you both, actually. 
BUSBY:  (Dropping his voice.) Mr. Holmes is on to Hansen. Shouldn't 

we tell Dr. Watson? 
DOVE:  Not if Holmes hasn't.  Anyway... (Checks his watch.) We don't 

really have time.  The train for Southampton beckons.  What does 
your time in the shadows of London tell you about this Saroli Gang? 

BUSBY:  Didn't run with no... with any gangs, sir.  Well, except Mr. 
Holmes' Irregulars.  Never heard of a Saroli Gang. 

 
WATSON enters with two books. 
 
WATSON:  The bookbinders hadn't finished with these when we last 

met, I thought I would have to send them to New York.  But, they 
came yesterday. 

 
WATSON hands DOVE and BUSBY each a book. 
 
WATSON:  I had my accounts of Devilsmoor, Blackmead and that farce 

in Norwood bound up together. 
BUSBY:  (Reading.) The Casebook of Oscar Dove. 
DOVE:  (Reading.) The Casebook of Busby, Baker Street Irregular. 
 
BUSBY and DOVE trade volumes, then continue to appreciate the 
gifts. 
 
BUSBY:  (Genuinely touched.) I'm in here?  ‘Tah very much! 
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DOVE:  (Grinning.) Watson!  You've done us proud... and touched the 
hearts of the hardened tycoon and the tough street urchin.  You've 
also come up with a book Busby will actually want to read. 

 
BUSBY offers WATSON a hand.  They shake. 
 
BUSBY:  Proud to know you, Dr. Watson.  Best to Sherlock Holmes... 

when he turns up. 
 
BUSBY moves to exit.  DOVE shakes WATSON's hand. 
 
WATSON:  You watch out for that lad.  Have a safe crossing, old man. 
DOVE:  If it gets dull here, bring Holmes over.  I'm sure there's plenty 

of crime to solve in Toronto and New York. 
 
Exit DOVE and BUSBY.  WATSON follows, calling after. 
 
WATSON:  Remember Busby... you are required to write. 
BUSBY:  (Off.) I will! 
 
Enter HUDSON, WATSON is having a moment of nostalgia, shaking 
his head. 
 
WATSON:  I hope Dove has prepared that boy for New York. 
HUDSON:  Someone should prepare New York for that boy. 
 
They regard each other for a moment, then speak as one. 
 
HUDSON and WATSON:  Miss Simm. 
WATSON:  (Sighs.) All right.  Show her in. 
 
HUDSON exits.  WATSON turns downstage, then feels the envelope 
in his pocket and retrieves it.  As he reads the cover and opens it with 
interest, lights up on HOLMES and the ALLEY in LONDON set.  
HOLMES speaks as WATSON reads. 
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HOLMES:  My dear Watson.  I am afraid my current situation has 
reached a crisis, which is why I do not feel it safe to return to Baker 
Street. 

 
Enter HUDSON, leading SIMM. 
 
HUDSON:  Miss Sigrid Simm, Doctor. 
 
Lights down on HOLMES and the ALLEY in LONDON set. WATSON 
hastily pockets the letter. 
 
WATSON:  My dear Miss Simm–– 
SIMM:  Oh dear, is that how it is? 
WATSON:  I'm sorry? 
 
HUDSON rolls her eyes and exits. 
 
SIMM:  My last three visits have begun with "my dear Miss Simm."  And 

each time it's led to an unsatisfactory interview... at least on my part.  
You are not going to tell me Mr. Holmes is still a truant? 

WATSON:  I'm afraid–– 
SIMM:  I'm afraid this will not do.  My need is acute, and the crisis 

demands attention. 
WATSON:  Again, I do offer myself... I am his colleague... in his 

confidence. If you could just let me know the nature–– 
SIMM:  My commission is to Sherlock Holmes, in person.  And – you 

will forgive me – but if you are his colleague and in his confidence, 
then I would expect you to know where I could find him, or at least 
get a message to him. 

 
HUDSON appears at the door. 
 
WATSON:  At present–– (Notices HUDSON.) Yes, Mrs. Hudson? 
HUDSON:  Someone at the door.  I'm just going down. (Exits.) 
SIMM:  Mr. Holmes at last? 
WATSON:  (Vaguely hopeful.) Well, anything is possible.  I'll have a 

look. (Exits.) 
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SIMM looks after, then opens her purse, withdraws a small revolver, 
and checks its readiness. 
 
WATSON:  (Offstage, crestfallen.) No!  Well... (Trails into a grumble.) 

Oh well... 
 
SIMM coolly replaces the revolver as WATSON enters. 
 
WATSON:  A commissionaire only. Sorry to raise your hopes.  To tell 

the truth, I am a trifle anxious myself. 
SIMM:  And I am sure I am accentuating the feeling.  I apologize, 

Doctor, but do not stand down.  I have one more day.  I will call again 
tomorrow.  If he does return tonight, well, you have my address. 

WATSON:  I do indeed.  Sorry I can't be of help. 
SIMM:  So am I, Doctor. 
 
HUDSON enters with a flat parcel.  SIMM passes her to exit. 
 
SIMM:  I'll see myself out. (Exits.) 
HUDSON:  (Looking after SIMM, under her breath.) Suit yourself.  (To 

WATSON.)  The boy from Singleton's.  Mr. Holmes chemical 
journals are in from Hamburg... or wherever he's getting them from.  
I'll put them on his desk.  (Exits.) 

WATSON:  Wonderful.  We can look forward to diatribes in German as 
he accidentally fumigates us with his next experiment.   

 
Considers, then remembers the letter and pulls it out.  As WATSON 
reads, lights up on HOLMES and the ALLEY in LONDON set. 
 
HOLMES:  My dear Watson.  I am afraid my current situation has 

reached a crisis, which is why I do not feel it safe to return to Baker 
Street.  I have been up against some clever gangs before, and while 
this one is not the most intelligent I have run across, they make up 
for it with a ruthless pragmatism.  The danger, I'm afraid, is 
considerable, and I am sorry to say it is not limited to me. 

WATSON:  Holmes? Not one of your "supreme" alerts. 
HOLMES:  I am afraid it is one of those supreme alerts we pretend will 

never happen. 
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WATSON collapses into a chair, considering, then continues reading. 
 
HOLMES:  We are not safe, and the danger may not expire for several 

days.  I strongly suggest you leave immediately, make a crossing, 
and make judicious use of "the box" before you go. 

WATSON:  The box! 
 
SHADOW THUG 1 enters behind HOLMES. 
 
HOLMES:  Do not be too theatrical. 
 
SHADOW THUG 1 approaches, raising a truncheon.  HOLMES senses 
the approach and turns, grappling with SHADOW THUG 1, eventually 
wrenching free the truncheon and landing a blow with it on the 
opponent's face.  SHADOW THUG 1 groans and falls away.  HOLMES 
straightens his clothing. 
 
HOLMES:  I don't think you need stay incognito once you reach a 

destination.  But, we should not seek each other out.  We can 
coordinate a safe return through Brother Mycroft. 

 
Enter SHADOW THUG 2, quickly, confronting HOLMES.  They struggle 
briefly before HOLMES lands a body blow and SHADOW THUG 2 falls 
with a grunt beside SHADOW THUG 1.  SHADOW THUG 1 and 
SHADOW THUG 2 help each other up.  HOLMES brandishes the 
truncheon, and the SHADOW THUG 1 and 2 exit quickly.  HOLMES 
dusts himself off. 
 
HOLMES:  Please apologize to Mrs. Hudson for me.  I suggest you 

employ the added security of a nighttime exit from Baker Street, and 
I wish you a bon voyage. 

 
HOLMES exits.  SHADOW THUG 1 and 2 return briefly, searching for 
HOLMES.  They exit after him.  Lights down on the ALLEY in LONDON 
set.  
 
WATSON:  (Stands, shouting.) Mrs. Hudson! 
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HUDSON:  (Enters.) Whatever's the matter? 
WATSON:  (Holding up the letter.) It's a "supreme" alert. 
HUDSON:  Oh no. 
WATSON:  I'm afraid so.  I'm down for a water journey, while you visit 

your sister. 
HUDSON:  Ah, well, I'm not going to Dundee. 
WATSON:  But the alert protocol–– 
HUDSON:  I'll go to Iris Mooney's boarding house in Torbay.  She's 

much better company than my sister. 
WATSON:  Oh.  Very well. 
HUDSON:  All right then.  Is tomorrow morning soon enough? 
WATSON:  For you.  He wants me off tonight.  And he wants me to use 

the box. (Exits with excited determination.) 
HUDSON:  (Rolls her eyes.) Ach!  It's not a box.  It hasn't been a box 

for years.  It's an entire closet! (Exits.) 
 
Lights fade to Blackout. 
 
 

ACT ONE, SCENE 2 
 
SCENE:  Deck of the Elyssia, in port, morning. 
 
AT RISE:  Lights up to bright sunshine. A tug whistle sounds in the 
distance and the calls of seagulls sound occasionally. BUSBY stands 
downstage, awestruck by the surroundings.  He looks aloft, then off.  
Enter DOVE and LADY CONSTANCE, right.  BUSBY regards them 
briefly, then resumes surveying the general spectacle. 
 
DOVE:  (Politely.) Is this your first trip to America, Lady Constance? 
CONSTANCE:  Oh heavens no, Mr. Hansen.  My mother is American.  

Her people are in Philadelphia, but this is the first expedition I have 
led. 

DOVE:  That group I saw you with on the gangway?  That did look like 
an expedition. 

CONSTANCE:  (Looking about.) Yes... although now instead of an 
intrepid explorer, I feel rather like a mother duck who has changed 
course and lost her ducklings. 
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DOVE:  Yes, they did seem like quite a brood.  I wouldn't worry about 
it.  They got on.  The gangway's up, they aren't getting off now. 

CONSTANCE:  True. (Considers, then loses her nerve.) But, they are 
all skittish.   

DOVE:  Ah... so their first crossing. 
CONSTANCE:  (Nods.) That is the case. 
DOVE:  I'm lucky. (Nods toward BUSBY.) I've only got the one, and 

he's his own brand of explorer. 
CONSTANCE:  If you will excuse me, I'd better find them. 
 
DOVE nods and tips his cap. CONSTANCE smiles and exits, right.  
DOVE drifts toward BUSBY. 
 
DOVE:  Caught your breath yet? 
BUSBY:  You're telling me this is a small ship? 
DOVE:  Compared to the ship we would have gone on, barely half the 

tonnage. 
BUSBY:  You'd never have seen this up the Thames.  You don't half-

travel posh, Mr. Dove. 
DOVE:  (Looks about furtively.) Hansen.  I'm Mr. Hansen. 
BUSBY:  Sorry, sir.  Mr. Hansen. 
DOVE:  At least until we're far out to sea, eh? 
BUSBY:  Yes sir.  (Considers.) But if you're Hansen, who am I? 
DOVE:  Uh... Busby. 
 
BUSBY cocks his head. 
 
DOVE:  Well I don't see why I should have to remember two aliases.  

I'm having enough trouble remembering to answer to the name 
“Hansen.” 

BUSBY:  So, I'm still Busby?  Your runner. Your dogsbody. 
DOVE:  Yes. 
BUSBY:  In that bleedin' great cabin? 
DOVE:  Ah. 
BUSBY:  With two beds. 
DOVE:  It was supposed to be for Hansen's bodyguards, all right.  Not 

my runner. My ward. 
BUSBY:  Ward?  I'd rather be a bodyguard. 
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DOVE:  Well, you're a ward. 
BUSBY:  (Under his breath.) Don't know what a ward is… and I bet a 

ward would have a second name. 
DOVE:  Well make one up! Look, you're an overgrown Cockney street 

urchin traveling in a first class state-room.  You're going to have to 
improvise!  (Forces a smile.) Did you think your life was going to get 
dull when you left Baker Street? 

BUSBY:  I sure didn't think I was gonna get shot at. 
DOVE:  You didn't get shot at.  I got shot at... or rather Hansen got shot 

at.  And we didn't get hit. 
BUSBY:  I'm sure the bodyguard lyin' in hospital would say tah very 

much for the mention, gov'ner.  And it was our last one. 
DOVE:  Last one what? 
BUSBY:  Bodyguard. 
 
DOVE opens his mouth to speak, then decides not to be drawn into an 
argument.  He smiles and shakes his head. 
 
DOVE:  Well we did land right in it... I admit.  But in a day or two, it 

won't matter. 
BUSBY:  But until then–– 
DOVE:  Until then, keep your eyes open for suspicious characters.  

Right? (Exits right slowly and grinning.) 
BUSBY:  (Shaking his head.) Ripping!  I'm a cockney street kid with 

fancy clothes and no Christian name, with a first class state room 
all to myself, traveling with a bloke who’s pretending to be 
somebody else.  And I'm the one looking for suspicious characters? 

 
CLAUDIA and MAY enter left, in conversation.  They cross right. 
 
CLAUDIA:  I swear, he's a monster!  I've been up nights, calculating 

methods of suicide should he turn up. 
MAY:  I could always kill him for you.  It's simple enough with a bow 

and some broad-head arrows. 
CLAUDIA:  That's very tempting. 
MAY:  Of course I had to leave my archery equipment when I escaped 

from the “madhouse.” 
CLAUDIA:  Pity.  
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CLAUDIA and MAY exit right, as BUSBY looks after.  Enter WATSON, 
left, dressed as a country parson with leggings and whiskers.  He sees 
BUSBY and freezes.  Considering, WATSON takes a deep breath and 
crosses, head down.  Enter BARLOW, right, dressed and whiskered 
almost identically to WATSON.  BUSBY observes BARLOW, who 
crosses smiling at him.  He sees WATSON and hesitates, just as 
WATSON sees him and has a similar reaction.  WATSON and 
BARLOW regard each other surreptitiously; each decides on retreat 
and reverses off the way they came on.  BUSBY looks back and forth 
between the two.  HOLMES appears, far left, wearing a turban, frock 
coat, and with a full beard.  He double-takes on WATSON, who moves 
off with an un-noticing tip of his hat. 
 
WATSON:  Good day to you. 
 
HOLMES nods, then turns to cross.  He see BUSBY and hesitates, 
then with a suppressed rolling of his eyes continues to cross. As he 
reaches BUSBY, he pauses for a slight bow.  As he does so a heavy 
knife in a metal sheath clangs out from under his coat.  HOLMES 
retrieves the weapon, tucking it away. 
 
HOLMES:  (With accent.) A fine day to begin our journey. 
 
HOLMES continues to exit right, with BUSBY looking after.  Enter 
OLGA, left, with STEWARD.  OLGA carries a small, ornate box. 
 
STEWARD:  But the lady was most insistent. 
OLGA:  She is fly, buzzing.  You want to see insistent, you look here. 
 
TRUDY follows, catching up to OLGA. 
 
TRUDY:  Olga wait!  Lady Constance is most concerned that–– 
OLGA:  Countess Olga! 
TRUDY:  Pardon? 
OLGA:  She is Lady Constance, I am Countess Olga! 
STEWARD:  I have not persuaded her either, ma'am. 
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TRUDY:  (With a fatigued sigh.) God save me from insecure aristocrats.  
Countess:  Her Ladyship is happy to help you escape from... from 
whoever it is who's supposed to be after you. 

OLGA:  Everyone!  Everyone is after Olga Belasova!  Revolutionaries!  
Also evil uncle, Boris the Terrible. Also Dalmatian prince called 
Felix. (Smiles with a recollection.) Who is not so terrible... but is a 
lot of trouble if you know what I mean. 

TRUDY:  (Under her breath.) What a busy life you must have had.   
OLGA:  Eh? 
TRUDY:  Well, that's why Lady Constance is happy to have you join 

us.  But, she is worried that you carrying on with that case is going 
to attract attention.  She asks that you please let the Purser put it in 
his safe. 

OLGA:  No!  It is my heart!  My future! 
 
Moment of resignation.  TRUDY looks to STEWARD and shrugs, then 
nods him away.  STEWARD nods back and exits right. 
 
TRUDY:  Not the best advertisement for security, a steward with a black 

eye. 
 
OLGA turns and exits left quickly. 
 
TRUDY:  But Countess! 
OLGA:  No! 
TRUDY:  (Starting after with a fatigued sigh.) But it's an advertisement 

to thieves, you daft Slav. 
 
TRUDY exits left.  Enter right DOVE and CONSTANCE, looking off left. 
 
CONSTANCE:  Well, there go Trudy and Olga. 
DOVE:  So that's all four.  All the ducklings not in a row, but all on board.  

All is well, right? 
CONSTANCE:  All is never well with that group.  If it was well, I wouldn't 

be leading this expedition to America.  Thank goodness for Trudy. 
DOVE:  Trudy? 
CONSTANCE:  My lady's maid turned companion.  She's my partner 

in combat against male oppression.   
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DOVE:  Are we oppressive? 
CONSTANCE:  (Cocks her head.) Well, May is being returned to her 

mother after being abducted by her estranged father.  I'm taking 
Claudia to America to keep her out of her uncle's clutches until she's 
old enough to come into her money, and then there's Olga. 

DOVE:  The flamboyant one with the brilliant casket. 
CONSTANCE:  She came to me at the last minute from God-knows-

where, having escaped via Sophia, Warsaw and Hamburg... I think. 
DOVE:  (Looks off and below.) I believe we are casting off. 
 
CONSTANCE follows his gaze.  BUSBY sidles up beside DOVE. 
 
CONSTANCE:  Thank goodness for that. 
BUSBY:  Gov––Uh, Mr. Hansen. 
DOVE:  What? 
BUSBY:  That report on suspicious characters... any time you're ready. 
 
SFX: loud steam whistle.  Lights down. 
 
 

ACT ONE, SCENE 3 
 
SCENE:  First class lounge of the Elyssia, the next day. 
 
AT RISE:  Lights up on CLAUDIA, BARLOW and HOLMES, standing 
center stage.  HOLMES is still disguised and BARLOW is seasick. 
 
CLAUDIA:  I must say I am delighted in my health.  Although perhaps 

it's just relief at being out of sight of land.  Seasickness had been 
the least of my worries.  Is there much discomfort, Mr. Barlow? 

BARLOW:  Mustn't grumble.  Now that we are in the Atlantic, I hope I 
will get used to it. 

HOLMES:  Yes... a matter of acquiring one's “sea legs” is, I believe, 
the expression. 

CLAUDIA:  And you, Mr. Singh? 
HOLMES:  I am well, accustomed to it.  This is not surprising now, 

having led a nomad's existence for much of my life.  But, I believe I 
was always... favored... with good tolerance. 
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BARLOW:  (Flinches with discomfort, dabbing a handkerchief to his 
mouth.) God looking out for you?  I suppose it's too late for me to 
pray. 

HOLMES:  Perhaps it is merely karma.  Good luck. 
CLAUDIA:  Well, I am happy to share in that luck.  (Draws an 

anticipatory breath, and sighs.)  Now that I am out of my cage, I 
think I would like to travel.  (To HOLMES.) I would like to see your 
part of the world. 

HOLMES:  Rawal Pindi? It has been many years since I have been 
there.  I wonder if, should I see it again, it would be as a newcomer, 
or a prodigal son.  And what is your area, Mr. Barlow? 

BARLOW:  Oh... here and there.  (Flinches again.) Most recently a 
Parrish near Rippon.  (Flinches again, touching the hanky to his 
mouth.)  I do apologize.  Perhaps I should take a turn around the 
deck... for the sea air. 

CLAUDIA:  Oh dear.  Would you like us to come with you? 
BARLOW:  (Holds up hand, steadying himself.) You're too kind.  But I 

shall be... (Flinches.) ...fine.  Excuse me. (Exits right hastily.) 
CLAUDIA:  I wonder if he will be fine. 
HOLMES:  And I wonder how long he lived near Rippon. 
MAY:  (Enters right.) Sickly Twin doesn't look any better, I see. 
HOLMES:  Eh... ”Sickly Twin,” Miss May? 
CLAUDIA:  The twin parsons:  Mr. Barlow and Mr. Fuller. 
MAY:  Mr. Barlow's the sickly one.  Mr. Fuller seems all right so far. 
HOLMES:  But, I understood they did not know each other. 
MAY:  I know.  Even better. 
CLAUDIA:  May observed they look like a matched set. 
MAY:  The “verger bookends”, Trudy calls them.  And like identical 

opposites, they seem to have nothing to say to each other. 
HOLMES:  That is adroit reasoning. 
CLAUDIA:  Constance says they smile at each other whenever they 

cross paths, then move away... like bar magnets when the same 
poles meet. 

HOLMES:  Really?  And what does the Russian lady think? 
MAY:  (Rolls eyes.) Who knows what Olga thinks... except she won't 

like it. 

DO N
OT C

OPY 



22 SHERLOCK HOLMES:  ASSASSINS AT SEA  

CLAUDIA:  (Chuckles.) I don't think she can tell them apart.  Anyway, 
she went on about priests in her own country. After Mr. Fuller 
greeted her this morning... or was that Barlow? 

 
CLAUDIA and MAY giggle. 
 
CLAUDIA:  Oh dear!  Mr. Singh thinks we're silly. 
HOLMES:  I think you are young, Miss Claudia.  But, I think you are 

also observant. 
 
Enter BUSBY, upstage center, in haste.  He stops and looks about.  His 
eye lights on MAY, and he looks away, smitten and shy. 
 
CLAUDIA:  Lost Mr. Hansen again? 
BUSBY:  Uh... I... 
MAY:  He was talking to Mr. Bernbaum and the Purser at the door to 

the Salon. 
BUSBY:  (Nods.) Right, the old, bald American gent and bloke who 

looks like a captain but ain't one.  Tah! 
 
BUSBY exits left.  MAY and CLAUDIA hesitate, then giggle. 
 
CLAUDIA:  I think you have an admirer there. 
MAY:  Oh?  “Tah” but no “tah!”  I don't know what to think of him. 
CLAUDIA:  Yes you do.  You think he's sweet and so do I.  He's 

probably Mr. Hansen's... (Looks about, then whispers.) ...illegitimate 
son being taken to be educated abroad. 

HOLMES:  Now you are being fanciful.  Why can he not be the son of 
a retainer of Mr. Hansen?  Are not the English famous for this loyalty 
between classes? 

MAY:  Either way, he's something out of Boy's Own Tales. 
 
CLAUDIA gasps. 
 
HOLMES:  Miss Claudia, are you quite well? 
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CLAUDIA:  If he's out of Boy's Own, and he's smitten with our May, 
then she'd better watch out.  Because the boy always overcomes 
the odds, and ends up with fame, fortune and the girl who was 
always out of reach! 

 
CLAUDIA and MAY sputter into laughter.  HOLMES rolls his eyes. 
 
HOLMES:  Again, observation gives way to fancy.  What do you make 

of Mr. Hansen then? 
MAY:  (Composing herself.) Well... some sort of business man.  Lives 

in New York. 
CLAUDIA:  Toronto.  That's what I heard him say. 
HOLMES:  I believe he keeps addresses in both. 
MAY:  Likes to talk with Mr. Bernbaum the American... and is rather 

sweet on Lady Constance. 
CLAUDIA:  And is the only male in first class that Olga hasn't snarled 

at. 
HOLMES:  Indeed? 
CLAUDIA:  Well, she's snarled at you; you must have seen her. 
MAY:  Our Olga does not trust men. 
CLAUDIA:  Well, none of us have much call to... saving your presence, 

Mr. Singh. 
MAY:  Yes, but you and I were in hiding together for near a fortnight.  

(Looks to HOLMES.) It was a charming house in Hastings.  Olga 
just came down from London with Lady Constance when she came 
to fetch us... so we haven't heard her complete story. 

HOLMES:  (Smiles.) So the boy, Busby, isn't the only one out of a Boy's 
Own adventure.  (Absorbs a quizzical look from the others.)  I refer 
to Lady Constance.  Something of an adventurer. 

 
Enter TRUDY left.  She pauses to listen, unnoticed by the others. 
 
CLAUDIA:  She's the heroine of my story. (Catches herself and 

shrugs.) Well, this chapter at least.  One rather hopes to be the 
heroine of one's own story. 

MAY:  Here, here. 
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HOLMES:  I agree.  One may reach my age and discover he is only a 
supporting character in his own life, but this is not something the 
young should anticipate. 

TRUDY:  What's this, Mr. Singh? Playing the philosopher?   
HOLMES:  It's the turban, Miss Trudy.  In Western company, it gives 

one the air of a moralist. 
 
Awkward pause. 
 
CLAUDIA:  I hope you don't mind, Trudy.  We were just reviewing the 

first class passengers with Mr. Singh. 
MAY:  (Confiding, to HOLMES.) Trudy vets all males... ever vigilant 

against abduction. 
TRUDY:  She did. The danger has passed, at least until we hit the 

quayside.  Besides, the first class population doesn't seem to offer 
much potential for mischief. 

MAY:  I'll bet she's counted. 
TRUDY:  She has.  Three elderly businessmen; one with wife, one with 

traveling secretary and one with valet.  A younger English 
businessman with ward.  One Indian businessman; Five elderly or 
middle-aged ladies, all American; an unnecessarily large family 
from some place called Akron; two clergymen and a Welsh mine 
owner who's been down seasick since we left the channel.  That's 
all. 

HOLMES:  The Elyssia has a small first class, I believe. 
TRUDY:  And even that's not full. 
MAY:  Well, danger could be lurking in second class. 
CLAUDIA:  Or steerage. 
 
TRUDY rolls her eyes. 
 
MAY:  (Rolls eyes and looks to CLAUDIA.) Don't know if we should 

discover we're truly safe all at once. 
CLAUDIA:  Danger of shock, I would have thought.  Should we look 

for danger? 
 
MAY gives a 'yes please' nod and leads CLAUDIA off, upstage center. 
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HOLMES:  That is a remarkable countenance.  Lady Constance 
relayed their histories, and they seem very brave. 

TRUDY:  They are very relieved, Mr. Singh.  They are truly changed 
from the week before we left.  May is a brazen little thing, but 
Claudia jumped at every sound.  And now we have irony and 
mischief in their voices.  (Frowns.) Now if we could only get Her 
Supreme Annoyance, Countess Olga the Histrionic to relax. 

HOLMES:  Lady Constance did not tell me much about her. 
TRUDY:  (Laughs.) Olga will be happy to tell it herself. 
 
Enter right WATSON and CONSTANCE, in conversation. 
 
CONSTANCE:  Of course the family was front and center every 

Sunday, but even papa looked on it as a duty. I certainly was never 
very religious. 

WATSON:  (Forgets his disguise, absently.) No, nor was I 
CONSTANCE:  (Offers a slight chuckle.) What an interesting line of 

work you chose, then. 
WATSON:  Eh?  (Catches up, forces a chuckle.)  Oh... oh yes, well... 

one changes, I suppose. 
TRUDY:  We were just talking about change.  Have you been on deck 

without your wrap? 
CONSTANCE:  Just for a moment. 
TRUDY:  Constance! 
CONSTANCE:  Don't fuss, Trudy.  (Considers and rubs her shoulders, 

chilled.)  Actually, you probably should make a fuss. 
 
CONSTANCE and WATSON share a chuckle. 
 
TRUDY:  I'll fetch it.  (Starts left, hesitates.) Try not to go gallivanting... 

so I can find you? (Exits upstage.) 
 
WATSON motions to the sofa.  CONSTANCE sits. 
 
CONSTANCE:  Poor Trudy.  She began as my lady's maid and is now 

my companion.  She often gets thrown into the role of governess. 
HOLMES:  You appear to make a formidable team. 
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CONSTANCE:  Our enterprise is young, sir, but we are learning.  Right 
now we are certainly willful.  I hope we become formidable... and 
sooner rather than later.   

WATSON:  And how does one do that... in your case? 
CONSTANCE:  Well, the occupation of rescuing wronged young 

women being something of an improvisation, I expect I need to 
expand my contacts in the New World. (Looks about.) In fact, 
someone mentioned that our fellow passengers include a wealthy, 
philanthropic elderly gentleman called Bernbaum.  I was hoping to 
way-lay him.  I've asked one of the stewards to locate him for me. 

WATSON:  I believe he was enjoying a cigar with Dove. 
 
HOLMES gives a half-wince. 
 
CONSTANCE:  With who? 
WATSON:  I'm sorry, did I say Dove?  No... silly... Dove is one of my... 

uh, parishioners. Uh... Mr. Hansen. 
CONSTANCE:  Mr. Hansen. 
HOLMES:  I believe he and Mr. Bernbaum are business 

acquaintances. 
CONSTANCE:  Are they?  That might be useful. Yes... 
WATSON:  (Opens his mouth to comment.) Ah... uh... 
 
Exit CONSTANCE, upstage center. 
 
HOLMES:  Very quick, is Lady Constance. 
WATSON:  Yes.   
HOLMES:  She has a steward making inquiries and a shawl being 

fetched, and she... decamps. 
STEWARD:  (Enters right.) Ah.  Lady Constance... 
 
HOLMES and WATSON nod upstage center.  STEWARD crosses 
upstage center, then pauses to give a deliberate bow before exiting. 
HOLMES and WATSON are independently taken aback by the over-
done gesture. 
 
WATSON:  Odd chap. 
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HOLMES:  Speaking as a foreigner, sir, I find this a frequent 
observation of one Englishman toward another.   

WATSON:  Eh? 
HOLMES:  Well you sir, transposing the name of Mr. Hansen for one 

of your flock... Dove, was it? 
 
WATSON nods and mutters. 
 
HOLMES:  Ah, a near-pun.  I presume Messrs. Hansen and Dove 

resemble one another? 
WATSON:  What?  Oh, well yes.  Almost identical. 
HOLMES:  And of course you find yourself in the same situation. 
WATSON:  Eh? 
HOLMES:  Two clergymen, very close in appearance. 
WATSON:  Oh... him, yes. 
HOLMES:  Now he is Mr... 
WATSON:  (Becoming irritated, suspicious.) Barlow. 
HOLMES:  And so you are Mr...? 
WATSON:  (Closing his eyes, desperately trying to remember his 

alias.) Fuller. (Eyes go wide, blurts.) Fulton!  Uh... Fullerton. 
 
HOLMES lets an awkward pause mature. 
 
HOLMES:  Yes.  That must be nice for you... a colleague with whom to 

exchange perceptions. 
WATSON:  (Shrugs.) Yes, it must be.  I mean, if it comes to pass.  Mr. 

Barlow and I have not managed more than a nod.  I understand he's 
been a bit off color. 

HOLMES:  Yes, he was here earlier. 
WATSON:  (Grunts.) Actually, I think I might avail myself of another 

dose of sea air.  Excuse me.  (Exits right.) 
 
Enter left TRUDY, carrying a shawl.  She looks about for CONSTANCE, 
at last cocking her head toward HOLMES, who nods upstage. 
 
TRUDY:  Gallivanting!   
 

DO N
OT C

OPY 



28 SHERLOCK HOLMES:  ASSASSINS AT SEA  

TRUDY hurries upstage center and exits. She passes OLGA and 
STEWARD as they enter.  OLGA sees HOLMES and rolls her eyes.  
BUSBY enters left, carrying an envelope. 
 
OLGA:  (Tugging the STEWARD'S sleeve.) Champagne.  How do you 

say... small size. 
STEWARD:  A half bottle. 
OLGA:  Dah... (Offers a lascivious tilt of the head.) to my cabin. 
STEWARD:  French? 
OLGA:  (With attitude.) If you do not have Russian. 
 
STEWARD bows and exits left past BUSBY. 
 
HOLMES:  (To BUSBY.) Still looking?  Not with Mr. Bernbaum? 
BUSBY:  (Shakes his head.) Gone to see the Purser… 
HOLMES:  Ah.  I cannot help you there, young man. 
 
BUSBY shrugs and exits left. 
 
HOLMES:  Planning an assignation, Countess... with Veuve Clicquot? 
OLGA:  Is that his name?  Oh... you mean the champagne.  I am sorry.  

I am Russian.  Not good with the language. 
HOLMES:  You do well enough, Countess... speaking as another not 

born to English. Of course I learned it while quite young.  I also 
learned a little Russian. 

OLGA:  Did you? 
HOLMES:  Yes, but what I hoped was functional turned out to be very 

formal... of the sort one finds in the classroom, not in life.  I 
understand the greeting “O minyah bellit spina,” is only used on the 
most formal occasions. 

OLGA:  Yes, that is formal.  Very correct... uh, but only used at court. 
Uh... you will excuse, sir? 

 
HOLMES nods.  OLGA hesitates, then exits left.  HOLMES smiles, 
shaking his head, and exits upstage center.  Beat then enter DOVE 
and WATSON stage right. 
 
WATSON:  (Scanning the stage.) Oh, thank goodness for that. 
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DOVE:  Avoiding someone? 
WATSON:  Our Indian companion. 
DOVE:  Mr. Singh?  He seemed quite charming to me. 
WATSON:  Well he quite unnerved me.  Put me right out of character... 

uh, countenance. 
DOVE:  Well it’s those piercing eyes, isn't it?  Part of the Eastern 

mystique. 
 
BUSBY enters left, still carrying the letter. 
 
BUSBY:  At last! 
WATSON:  No, it's more than that.  I know the Sikh from my time in the 

Northwest Frontier, and–– 
 
DOVE sees the envelope and crosses to BUSBY, continuing his 
conversation. 
 
DOVE:  Good God, man, you were in India? 
WATSON:  (Wrong-footed.) What? 
DOVE:  (Scrutinizing the envelope.) I thought the tribes in the 

Northwest Frontier ate you Church of England types for breakfast. 
 
DOVE drifts back right.  WATSON struggles not to give himself away. 
BUSBY has a moment of recognition. 
 
WATSON:  I... uh, well no... I wasn't there on church matters.  I... I was 

visiting my... my uncle:  a surgeon with the Royal Mallows.   
DOVE:  (Opens the envelope.) I see. 
WATSON:  I... uh, I should go.  (Crosses to upstage center.) 
DOVE:  (Starting to read.) Right, until later, Reverend. 
 
WATSON exits, as BUSBY grows wide eyed.  DOVE grows engrossed 
in the letter. 
 
BUSBY:  (Muttering.) That ain't no reverend, that Doctor bleedin' 

Watson. 
DOVE:  (Reacting to the letter.) Good God. 
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SFX:  metallic crash, offstage left. The sound draws the attention of 
both BUSBY and DOVE.  BUSBY and DOVE turn to see OLGA 
entering left, straightening her clothing.  She looks at the others, nods, 
and quickly hurries off, upstage center.  DOVE and BUSBY look to 
each other, then STEWARD enters left, awkwardly carrying a silver 
tray, ice bucket and Veuve Clicquot half bottle.  STEWARD 
acknowledges the others, then hurries off, upstage center.  There is a 
pause as the others look after him. 
 
DOVE:  Who gave you this, Busby? 
BUSBY:  (Annoyed.) I don't know. 
 
DOVE cocks his head. 
 
BUSBY:  I found it in my jacket pocket, didn't I. With “Mr. Hansen” on 

it, and that funny line. 
DOVE:  You mean the question mark.  Somebody's being mysterious... 

and playful. See what you think. 
 
DOVE holds up the letter. He and BUSBY meet, center stage.  BUSBY 
takes the letter and attempts to read it. 
 
BUSBY:  Your... 'ere, what's this word. 
DOVE:  Charade.  It refers to my pretending to be Hansen. 
BUSBY:  (Reads.) Your charade has become dangerous.  For your 

own safety and that of others, I suggest you... uh... 
DOVE:  Disabuse. 
BUSBY:  Disabuse your fellow passengers... one or more of whom are 

certainly assassins.  (Looks up.) So they did follow us. 
DOVE:  That was the idea.  Though I hoped we'd left them at the 

quayside. 
BUSBY:  (Reads.) A well-wisher.  (Looks up.) What are you going to 

do? 
DOVE:  Well, I never like to yield to anonymous advice... but I think I 

will.  Hansen should be safe by now.  Anyway, Bernbaum 
recognized me right away, and I had to let him in on things from the 
very beginning. Since then, he's almost given the game away twice.  
And the Purser is none too happy about the game. 
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BARLOW enters right, holding his hat on his head. 
 
BARLOW:  (Puffing.) Whew!  The wind's come up. 
BUSBY:  Better for your tummy, sir? 
BARLOW:  I hoped so... bracing, what? (Sighs and makes for the 

sofa.)  But no.  The sea's come up to match the wind. 
 
BARLOW sits down heavily, sighing again.  The others regard each 
other. 
 
DOVE:  (To BARLOW.) Well, rest is probably the best remedy.  (To 

BUSBY.) I shall make an announcement at dinner. 
 
BUSBY nods.  DOVE nods him off, and BUSBY exits upstage center. 
 
DOVE:  (Starts to follow, then looks back.)  Anything you need, Mr. 

Barlow? 
BARLOW:  Thank you, no. 
 
DOVE exits upstage center.  BARLOW produces a revolver and 
casually checks its readiness. 
 
BARLOW:  God's will be done... etcetera.  But with a little luck, Mr. 

Hansen, I'll cure what ails me. 
 
Lights down. 
 
 

ACT ONE, SCENE 4 
 
SCENE:  First class lounge of the Elyssia, that evening. 
 
AT RISE:  Lights up on BARLOW sitting on the sofa. His head is down, 
obscured by his hat, he is dead.  Enter DOVE and TRUDY left. 
 
TRUDY:  Well... you're a dark horse and no mistake.  Enjoying your 

moment of triumph? 
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DOVE:  (Smiles, then shrugs.) In the smallest measure.  To tell the 
truth, it all seemed rather awkward and halting.  I suppose if I'd been 
able to pull off a beard or a wig to reveal my true self.  I have a 
detective acquaintance who has made that a specialty.  It can be a 
stunning moment. (Shrugs.) Also... annoying. 

TRUDY:  (Considers.) Yes.  Just so.  My lady's face, it went from 
surprise to admiration, to consternation.  Well, here you are, risking 
your life to be a decoy for another man.  She thought she was the 
only one on this ship doing the rescuing. 

DOVE:  And so she is.  I'm not rescuing anyone.  I certainly didn't 
organize a triple escape for wronged ladies.  I just found myself in 
a position to help someone, and it got a little more ripe than I 
bargained for. 

TRUDY:  Well, you're now an object of fascination to Her Ladyship, 
which means she's going to come bursting through that door, 
insisting on details–– 

DOVE:  Of course–– 
TRUDY:  And don't think you can get away with “not at liberty to say.” 
DOVE:  Ah–– 
CONSTANCE:  (Enters left.) Oscar Dove! 
DOVE:  Lady Constance. 
CONSTANCE:  You might have said you were going to provide the 

dinner entertainment.  I would have arranged the strolling violinist 
to accent your confession.  (Notices BARLOW.).  Oh there he is.  I 
remarked he wasn't at dinner.  (Turns back to DOVE.) I must say 
you rather miss the mark for such an occasion... even for a 
moderate passenger line like this. 

DOVE:  Oh?  I thought the object was to leave the audience wanting 
more. 

CONSTANCE:  Yes, but not to tantalize.  I was reminded by the 
parson... not that one but the other, just who Oscar Dove is.  But 
who is Mr. Hansen?  Why is he in danger, and why was that danger 
mitigated by you pretending to be him?  And please, don't tell me 
you are not at liberty to say. 

 
TRUDY and DOVE look to each other. 
 
DOVE:  On the contrary, I feel completely at liberty to say. 
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DOVE motions to the card table.  CONSTANCE allows him to seat her.  
She looks at him expectantly and he draws breath to speak, then 
hesitates, turning to TRUDY.  He offers a chair to her, and she sits.  He 
then takes a chair for himself. 
 
DOVE:  I have holdings across America—principally in New York and 

Toronto.  But, this past year or so, I have been negotiating business 
arrangements in Europe, using London as my headquarters. 

TRUDY:  And getting involved in murder, the reverend said. 
CONSTANCE:  Sherlock Holmes. 
DOVE:  As a diversion.  Holmes is an old acquaintance.  At any rate, I 

was wrapping up my business, staying at the Savoy, when the 
persecution of this Hansen was brought to my attention.  The 
London agent of a certain American industrialist accosted me at the 
hotel.  I was acquainted with both the agent and the industrialist, 
which is why I was honored with their confidence. 

CONSTANCE:  But who is Hansen? 
DOVE:  A not very remarkable looking Swedish scientist.  An industrial 

chemist from Stockholm. 
TRUDY:  Ah... I smell intrigue about secret formulas. 
CONSTANCE:  Industrial espionage.  I have heard it's nasty. 
DOVE:  So have I.  Not that it means anything to me; my money is in 

property.  The point made to me was that this fellow, Hansen, had 
a discovery, and he entertained offers.  He accepted the offer from 
my American acquaintance, and certain European firms were not 
very happy about it.  His laboratory in Sweden was ransacked, 
threats were made, and Hansen fled to... well, I don't know where.  
I only met the fellow once, but I got the idea he didn't even know all 
the stops he'd made before he reached help in London. 

 
MAY, CLAUDIA and WATSON are heard laughing offstage, they enter 
left still laughing. 
 
WATSON:  That boy is going to make himself ill on the dessert! 
 
MAY, CLAUDIA, and WATSON observe the table. 
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MAY:  You've got him cornered already?  Now that is unfair.  Make him 
start again. 

CONSTANCE:  Certainly not. 
TRUDY:  Hush!  He's just getting to the good part. 
 
MAY, CLAUDIA, and WATSON gather around the table. 
 
CONSTANCE:  Mr. Hansen has a secret, and he is on the run from bad 

people.  (Nods to DOVE.) He's trying to get to safety in America. 
DOVE:  Right.  The agent puts him up at the Savoy and hires two 

bodyguards to protect him.  By this time, it is known that there are 
assassins employed to stop him making the crossing... fatally, if 
necessary.  Now, here am I, just down the hall, ready to embark on 
the S.S. Baltimore with my new valet and my... my ward.  There had 
been another attempt to assassinate him in London, and it was plain 
all the arrangements for protecting the poor man were just drawing 
more attention. 

WATSON:  Ah!  So you decided on a little simple subterfuge. 
 
BUSBY, HOLMES and OLGA enter left. 
 
DOVE:  Yes.  We engaged the good office of the Savoy and the 

shipping lines.  Hansen became Oscar Dove and was bundled off 
with my valet and one of the bodyguards to the Baltimore.  While 
the lad, the second bodyguard, and I took over Hansen's suite at 
the Savoy.  But we weren't sure the trick had actually worked. 

BUSBY:  Until someone took a shot at us through the hotel door. 
DOVE:  Sending the poor bodyguard to the hospital. 
 
There is a general gasp. 
 
HOLMES:  But why did you not then reveal yourself? 
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DOVE:  I almost did.  The Scotland Yard detective, Bradstreet, wanted 
to do it, but I asked him to keep quiet.  If we could keep Hansen's 
reservations on the Elyssia, with the gang on our trail, then the 
villains wouldn't think to cable New York about the other ship.  The 
Baltimore is larger and faster and left three days early. Hansen will 
be safely under protection with a signed contract and his secret 
formula – or whatever it is – is safe. 

 
CLAUDIA notices BARLOW. 
 
WATSON:  So, it was a lot of fuss over nothing. 
TRUDY:  I think that was the idea. 
CLAUDIA:  (Approaching BARLOW.)  Oh, Mr. Barlow.  You've missed 

all the excitement. 
HOLMES:  I think it was rather clever, Doctor, considering it was an ad- 

lib. 
DOVE:  Thank you. 
 
CLAUDIA jostles BARLOW, who slumps sideways, eyes fixed and 
staring. 
 
WATSON:  But if... doctor!  Who's a doctor? 
 
CLAUDIA snaps out of a moment of shock, and screams. The others 
turn and rise.  HOLMES rushes to the body.  OLGA and MAY gather up 
the slumping CLAUDIA. 
 
OLGA:  Oh no you don't! 
MAY:  Claudia! 
 
WATSON attempts to get to the body, but becomes tangled up with 
CLAUDIA, OLGA and MAY.  HOLMES moves upstage of the sofa to 
examine the body, while DOVE does the same on the downstage side.  
CLAUDIA recovers her senses enough to recall the scene, and begins 
to scream. 
 
CONSTANCE:  Is the poor man dead? 
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HOLMES:  (Dropping his cover momentarily, speaking with English 
accent.) Definitely. 

MAY:  (With alarm but also curiosity.) What!  Mr. Barlow?  Oh no! 
DOVE:  Look, perhaps we'd better have the women out of here! 
 
CONSTANCE and TRUDY cock their heads at DOVE, who looks 
pleadingly back.  CLAUDIA renews her sobs, and TRUDY rolls her 
eyes, taking charge of the women.  WATSON extricates himself.  
BUSBY ushers TRUDY, OLGA, MAY and CLAUDIA toward the exit left. 
 
DOVE:  Is it...? 
HOLMES:  He's been garrotted. 
CONSTANCE:  Is there anything I can do... besides be sent away? 
WATSON:  Garrotted!  Let me see! 
DOVE:  You might fetch the Purser... or the Captain. 
 
CONSTANCE nods and exits upstage center.  TRUDY, OLGA, MAY 
and CLAUDIA exit left.  BUSBY crosses to center as WATSON pushes 
in to examine the body.  HOLMES steps back. 
 
HOLMES:  Examine all you like, he's not going anywhere, Doctor. 
WATSON:  Yes, he's certainly been strangled.  You can see... Doctor?  

Why do you keep calling me doctor! 
HOLMES:  Oh really–– 
BUSBY:  Because you're Dr. Watson. 
WATSON:  Now look... (Hesitates.) ...Uh... 
BUSBY:  I'd call you by your other name, only you can't decide if you're 

“Fulton” or “Farmer.” 
WATSON:  Fuller!  (Considers.)  Fullerton.  Listen, Busby, I am talking 

to Mr. Singh! 
BUSBY:  Yeah, but he's not Mr. Singh. 
WATSON:  Eh? 
BUSBY:  He's Sherlock Holmes. 
 
A considerable pause as DOVE, HOLMES and WATSON regard each 
other.  HOLMES removes his beard, bemused.  WATSON 
begrudgingly follows suit. 
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DOVE:  Watson? 
WATSON:  Dove. 
DOVE:  Holmes? 
HOLMES:  Yes, Dove? 
WATSON:  Holmes... 
HOLMES:  Watson. 
 
Pause, before the three speak as one and BUSBY shakes his head. 
 
HOLMES, WATSON and DOVE:  What the devil are you doing here! 
 
Lights down. 
 
 

END OF ACT ONE. 
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