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BY C.P. STANCICH 

SHERLOCK HOLMES AND THE 

DOOM OF DEVILSMOOR 

By C.P. Stancich 
 

SYNOPSIS:  Sherlock Holmes is back!  In London, Holmes finds himself 

reluctantly investigating the persecution of Edward Banks, a gentleman who 

is being stalked with the message “The Doom of Devilsmoor.”  When Banks 

refuses to provide more information about his own background, Holmes 

removes himself from the case.  In the meantime, Watson finds himself at a 

house party on a country estate that includes Banks.  Soon a strange parcel 

arrives, once more threatening Banks with “The Doom.”  An embarrassed 

Banks is compelled to discuss the persecution, leaving the houseguests to 

speculate idly - - until Banks ends up horribly murdered. 

 

Holmes arrives to assist Watson and the local constabulary.  They review the 

list of houseguests/suspects, which includes a detached host, Banks’ fiancée, 

a wily widow with a grudge against the victim, a taciturn housekeeper, and 

an adventurer who once shared lodgings with none other than Sherlock 

Holmes.  Holmes labors to find the truth about the murder, The Doom of 

Devilsmoor, and the relationship between the two, ultimately uncovering the 

clues that unravel all the mysteries in this fun new adventure with Sherlock 

Holmes. 

 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 

(7 MEN, 3 WOMEN, 3 EITHER) 

 

HOLMES (m) .................................The great detective. (239 lines) 

WATSON (m).................................A true-blooded Englishman, bright 

enough . . . unless he stands next to 

Holmes. (169 lines) 

BANKS (m) ....................................A gentleman, outwardly earnest, but 

guarding secrets. (98 lines) 

MUSGRAVE (m) ...........................An MP and country gentleman.  

Diffident, patrician, apt to feel picked 

on. (61 lines) 
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DOVE (m).......................................A gentleman; witty and genial, but with 

the air of an observer. (128 lines) 

ANN PRAHLLY (f) .......................An eligible young lady, affable and with 

the slightest traces of giddiness.  

(43 lines) 

MIRRIAM CRAY (f) .....................A sensible youngish widow, intelligent, 

but with a propensity for blood-curdling 

screams. (100 lines) 

SELKIRK (f)...................................The housekeeper of Hurlstone. (37 lines) 

INSPECTOR LEE (m)....................A country detective. (59 lines) 

BUSBY (m) ....................................A boy, 10-14; a Baker Street Irregular. 

(23 lines) 

ASSORTED SHADOWS (m/f) ......(SHADOW 1 - - 1 line, SHADOW 2 - - 1 

line, SHADOW 3 - - 1 line) 

 

SETS 

 

LONDON:   

A foggy alley or lane.  A brick wall, center stage to center right.  A street 

lamp down right with an abandoned crate underneath. 

 

HURLSTONE:   

Minimum: A manor house drawing room.  A fireplace, center up . . . 

obscured by a large, coffin-shaped crate.  Exits right and left.  Two sofas 

facing each other and framing the fireplace.  A writing table and chair, down 

left.   

 

Extras:  Chairs and a table down right.  Small tables near the sofa.  Any 

ephemera befitting a Victorian manor house.  

 

 

 

For Gloria June - - mystery lover, indefatigable inspiration 
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BY C.P. STANCICH 

ACT ONE, SCENE 1 

 

SCENE: 

The streets of London. 

 

TIME: 

1897, early spring, late at night. 

 

AT RISE: 

The stage is dark, rising to a dim light as carriage hoof beats sound 

far off.  Enter four SHADOWS, including a heavily muffled DOVE, two 

left, two right.  A cat calls, off, and there is the crash of rubbish cans 

off left, causing the SHADOWS to start and turn.  They huddle 

together, center, then, at DOVE's direction, scatter in all directions.  

DOVE remains, looking off.  Light slowly grows from the street lamp.  

Enter HOLMES in disguise down right; he pauses under the street 

lamp, observing DOVE.  Spotlight up on BANKS in the aisle, right.  

SHADOW 1 appears. 

 

SHADOW 1:  Beware the Doom! 

 

BANKS shrinks back.  Spot goes out.  DOVE removes a scroll from 

his cloak and hangs it on the wall.  As it unfurls, he sees HOLMES.  

The two retreat, DOVE left, HOLMES right.  Spotlight up on BANKS 

at front of audience.  SHADOW 2 stands from crouch. 

 

SHADOW 2:  Devilsmoor! 

BANKS:  (Shrinking back.)  Damn you! 

 

Spot out.  The distant sound of hoof beats grows and recedes.  Spot 

up on BANKS in aisle left.  SHADOW 3 stands from an aisle seat. 

 

SHADOW 3:  The Doom of Devilsmoor! 

BANKS:  (In anger and fear.)  Who are you?! 
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Light out.  A cat calls, well off.  There is a crash of cans off left.  

BANKS backs on stage, left, followed by DOVE, who stops at edge of 

stage. 

 

BANKS:  (In mounting frustration.)  What do you want?! 

 

HOLMES resumes a spot under the lamp.  Light from the lamp 

increases slightly. 

 

DOVE:  (Disguising voice.)  Beware the Doom of Devilsmoor! 

 

DOVE retreats.  BANKS steadies himself and turns to leave right.  He 

sees HOLMES and stops. 

 

HOLMES:  (In disguised voice, nodding to scroll.)  Message for you, 

Mr. Banks. 

 

BANKS reads "Doom of Devilsmoor." 

 

BANKS:  What is this all about?! 

HOLMES:  You don't know? 

BANKS:  I'll have the law on you! 

HOLMES:  No, guv'ner, or you'd have done so already. 

BANKS:  Well, if not the law, then someone even more formidable.  

You've heard of Sherlock Holmes, I suppose. 

HOLMES:  (In mock alarm.)  Sherlock Holmes!  Oh dear. 

BANKS:  He has ways of finding things out.   

HOLMES:  I've heard as much. 

BANKS:  So unless you want a lot of bother, you'll tell me who you're 

working for. 

HOLMES:  You want to know who I'm working for?  That's fair 

enough I suppose.  (Removes hat.)  My dear Banks, I'm working 

for you. 

BANKS:  What! 
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BY C.P. STANCICH 

HOLMES removes beard. 

 

BANKS:  Now see here . . . (Recognizes HOLMES.)  Good God.  

Holmes! 

HOLMES:  Indeed. 

BANKS:  I'm glad to see you. 

HOLMES:  That was an outcome easy to predict. 

BANKS:  I was hoping you were about.  I mean, I assumed . . . I 

thought it likely, since you insisted I take my usual route home 

from my club.  But I saw no sign. 

HOLMES:  It may be pride to say it, but that is what you may expect 

to see.  But I would not doubt your powers of observation too 

much.  In point of fact, I've spent the better part of my time right 

here. 

BANKS:  Here?  But it's out of my way.  

HOLMES:  Yes, but knowing what little I do of you, and reasoning 

that your persecutor must know a good deal more, I found this 

spot to be convenient.  You were herded here. 

BANKS:  (Taking a moment to consider.)  Good God!  Then you may 

have . . .  

HOLMES:  Prevented your murder?  Saved you from a vicious 

assault?  I think not. 

BANKS:  No? 

HOLMES:  You were herded here to encounter nothing more than 

this message.  The singular message that has been the theme of 

these occurrences.  I saw a number of interesting personages.  

You were accosted? 

BANKS:  Yes. 

HOLMES:  By how many? 

BANKS:  (Considers.)  I'm a bit rattled.  Uh . . . four.  Yes, I believe 

four. 

6 

DO
 N

OT
 C

OP
Y



SHERLOCK HOLMES AND THE DOOM OR DEVILSMOOR 

HOLMES:  And perhaps one to keep watch outside your club.  One 

may suppose either a considerable conspiracy or a single 

antagonist with an open purse.  I am inclined toward the latter.  

There is one person behind this, and he hires the help he needs.  

He may have one accomplice more or less in regular employ - - 

the mysterious messages left at your club and lodgings - - but I 

believe he . . . hires out the rest.  It suggests a single, active mind 

that knows the limitations of orchestrated efforts.  It is difficult for 

three people to rendezvous at a set time on an agreed-upon 

corner in this city in broad daylight.  So the data suggests a 

concentrated threat.  Unless you would like to withdraw your 

assurances that you belong to neither an organized criminal gang 

or any secret societies. 

BANKS:  Holmes!  I have told you this is inexplicable to me. 

HOLMES:  Very well, then.  A lone person, tall, with a barely 

perceptible unevenness in his gate.  It might have been affected, 

but that would suggest nerve and subtlety.  And he has disjoined 

associates . . . hirelings.  Which reminds me.  Where has my 

hiring got to?  (Calls out.) Busby!  

BANKS:  Busby?   

HOLMES:  A Bedouin of the metropolis. 

BANKS:  I'm sorry. 

HOLMES:  A member of that loose fraternity known as the Baker 

Street Irregulars. 

BANKS:  Another mystery.  And speaking of mysteries, where is the 

famous Dr. Watson? 

HOLMES:  Oh, Watson is not a mystery.  He's the antithesis of a 

mystery, which is what makes him so valuable.  (Calls out.)  

Busby!  He is also a physician with responsibilities . . . and there 

has been a chill circulating among his patients.  When I am on a 

case, I make many demands upon my colleague’s patience.  

Therefore I have become selective when choosing to involve him. 

 And since I am still looking into yours "on approval . . . " 

BANKS:  But surely after tonight . . .  
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BY C.P. STANCICH 

HOLMES:  Ah!  Busby. 

 

Enter BUSBY left carrying a carpet bag, walking stick and top hat. 

 

HOLMES:  Busby, where the devil have you been? 

BUSBY:  (Breathless.)  Sorry, Mr. Holmes.  I had to collect your kit, 

didn't I? 

 

BUSBY advances to HOLMES. 

 

HOLMES:  I have done without before.  Many's the time I've returned 

to Baker Street in disguise . . . to the expressive consternation of 

my landlady, Mrs. Hudson.  But tell me . . . were you at Clover 

Lane as arranged? 

 

HOLMES removes the rest of his disguise. 

 

BUSBY:  Yes, sir. 

HOLMES:  And what did you see? 

BUSBY:  This gentleman, here.  He was stopped by someone by 

Beersham's, the tobacconists'.  Tallish bloke who came right 

away.  Then this gentleman went on a ways and another bloke 

stops him . . . smallish.  And this gentleman steps off down 

Selbourne. 

 

HOLMES:  Ah, do you see, Banks?  You were herded.  (To BUSBY.) 

 Can you describe these two? 

 

HOLMES removes a coat from the bag and begins stuffing away his 

disguise. 

 

BUSBY:  Well . . . not to recognize, sir.  They were dark.  Broad hats 

and mufflers. 

HOLMES:  And what became of them? 
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BUSBY:  The little one looked about a bit and joined up with the other 

one down past Beersham's, then off they went the other way.  I 

couldn't see where because I had to get back up here, like you 

said. 

HOLMES:  (Pauses briefly to consider, speaks to BANKS.)  I 

presume your third encounter was on Selbourne? 

BANKS:  (Vague, mildly irritated.)  I suppose. 

HOLMES:  (Without much heed.)  And the third tormentor would have 

been well-placed to send you off down here.  Of course, it's a long 

chain.  You could well have turned back . . . or called for help.  (As 

if it hardly matters.)  Why didn't you call for help? 

BANKS:  (Vacillating.)  Well . . . I don't know . . . uh, it happened so 

fast.  (Stiffening.)  And I'm not in the habit of running away from 

trouble.  That's why I hesitated to come to you at all. 

HOLMES:  (Mildly bored.)  Yes, so you said at Baker Street.  Yes . . . 

a long chain.  Even if well-forged, I would have put the odds at no 

better than even that it should be broken before you reached the 

end.  Still, it isn't as if everything counted on this evening.  If you 

had turned an inopportune direction, well, the frights you had 

would have served their purpose, and this charming wall 

decoration could have been retrieved for future use.  What did you 

make of the last tormentor, the one who accosted you just over 

there? 

BANKS:  Make of him?  I don't know . . . more or less the same as 

the others.  Does it make a difference? 

HOLMES:  Yes.  Unless I'm very much mistaken, he was the man 

behind these pranks. 

BANKS:  Pranks, you call'm. 

HOLMES:  For lack of a better word . . . and more data.  (Looks to 

BUSBY.)  Did you see a man come out of the lane? 

BUSBY:  Yes, sir.  Hurrying, like. 

HOLMES:  Anything strike you as odd about him, Busby?  Different 

from the others? 

BUSBY:  (Considers.)  No . . . yeah . . . a toff. 

HOLMES:  A gentleman?  And the others were not. 
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BY C.P. STANCICH 

BUSBY:  Don't think so . . . not standing'm side-by-side. 

BANKS:  (Sniffing at the very idea.)  A gentleman, you must be 

joking. 

HOLMES:  My dear Banks, surely you must know the most diabolical 

minds in the criminal world come out of the English public school. 

BANKS:  (Suppresses a laugh.)  You have some deuced strange 

ideas, Holmes. 

HOLMES:  I daresay I do.  But in this case, to say otherwise would be 

unpatriotic.  It is a popular cry to say we produce the best 

statesmen, that greatest officers, the finest capitalists in the world. 

 Certainly it must follow we produce the most devious criminals. 

BANKS:  It's too chilly a night for sophistry. 

HOLMES:  (Smiling.)  So it is. 

 

HOLMES offers the bag to BUSBY. 

 

HOLMES:  Busby.  See if there's a cab to be had. 

 

BUSBY nods, takes the bag and exits left. 

 

HOLMES:  Now . . . Mis-ter Banks.  I ask you again, do you know the 

meaning of this Doom of Devilsmoor? 

BANKS:  I've never heard of a Devilsmoor, let alone a doom of it. 

HOLMES:  No . . . nor have I found a reference to it . . . outside of 

lurid fiction.  And you have no idea who is doing this, do you? 

BANKS:  I told you. 

HOLMES:  And no idea why? 

BANKS:  (Irritated.)  No. 

HOLMES:  Well, then I'm afraid I am unable to proceed.   

BANKS:  What? 

HOLMES:  Not without a motive.  These pranks are interesting, but 

I'm afraid my interest has been used up unless you can tell me 

more. 

BANKS:  Pranks, again!  Are you certain these are harmless pranks? 
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HOLMES:  How can I take them as otherwise?  If you took them as 

mere nuisances, than any commissionaire would serve to follow 

and lay hands on one of these shadows.  But you chose another 

approach.  You consulted me.  It is clear you see some danger in 

this business, and you would not do so unless you suspected 

something behind it.  And yet you deny it.  You seek my help, but 

you hamper me from the outset.  I ask you . . . how can I proceed? 

 

BANKS, stymied, pauses. 

 

BANKS:  Well, what am I to do? 

HOLMES:  That is entirely up to you.  If you . . . discover more data, 

or the character of this persecution alters, I will be willing to 

reconsider.  Until then, I have said what is to be said . . .  

except . . .  

BANKS:  Yes. 

HOLMES:  I perceived that our scroll hanger not only had a slight 

limp, but his shoes were of American manufacture . . . if that 

helps. 

BANKS:  I don't see how. 

HOLMES:  Without more to begin with, nor do I.  I have no need to 

advise vigilance? 

BANKS:  Hardly.  I am going down to the country for a few days.  I 

suppose I will be safe enough there. 

HOLMES:  Ah, well then I sincerely hope you discover something 

else you can tell me. 

BUSBY:  (Off, left.)  I have a cab, sir. 

HOLMES:  May I drop you? 

BANKS:  (Distracted.)  Eh?  Uh, no.  I'll walk.  It should be safe now. 

 

BANKS turns to go. 

 

HOLMES:  I'm sure it is.  You know where to find me. 
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BY C.P. STANCICH 

BANKS grunts, and exits past BUSBY who comes on carrying the 

bag.  HOLMES dons his hat and coat, then plucks down the scroll 

and rolls it up. 

 

HOLMES:  A toff, was he? 

BUSBY:  I'd say so. 

 

HOLMES puts the scroll in the bag.  Then fishes for a coin. 

 

HOLMES:  You are a credit to the Irregulars. 

 

HOLMES hands a coin to BUSBY. 

 

BUSBY:  Ta, Mr. Holmes. 

HOLMES:  Now, Busby . . . I have more work for you.  If the last 

shadow was a gentleman, he may have had his usual wardrobe 

hidden in some nook.  He may have stopped to retrieve it, but I 

would wager, owing to the turn I gave him, he did not. 

BUSBY:  You want a search. 

HOLMES:  First thing in the morning.  Mobilize two or three of the 

irregulars.  You are looking for a valise, a case, a hat, walking 

stick or cloak squirreled away.  Usual rate of pay.  Additional for 

the boy who finds something useful. 

BUSBY:  Take it to Baker Street? 

HOLMES:  Yes.  (Hesitates.)  But keep a discreet watch on the spot. 

BUSBY:  Eh? 

HOLMES:  Watch, but don't let yourself be seen. 

BUSBY:  Oh.  How long? 

HOLMES:  Until nightfall tomorrow.  If he doesn't come by then, then 

he won't. 

 

BUSBY nods and leads HOLMES off left. 

 

HOLMES:  And Busby . . .  

BUSBY:  Yes, Mr. Holmes? 
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HOLMES:  When I say to bring in some of your colleagues, I mean it. 

 I don't mean you should try to do everything in hopes of the 

reward and then miss something.  Understood? 

 

BUSBY grins and exits, followed by HOLMES. 

 

BUSBY:  Yes, sir. 

 

Lights down. 

 

ACT ONE, SCENE 2 

 

SCENE: 

Hurlstone, the drawing room. 

 

TIME: 

Afternoon, three days later. 

 

AT RISE: 

Enter WATSON and CRAY, right, talking. They pause downstage 

from the sofa right. 

 

WATSON:  Well, Holmes had met the fellow once before, as I said.  

Found him most amusing. 

CRAY:  (Laughing.)  I don't know, he sounds something of a bore.  If 

he had been my butler, I couldn't have enjoyed whatever 

scintillating conversation he had to offer, because at the back of 

my mind I would be worried he would be alienating the rest of the 

staff by trying to teach them. 

WATSON:  Oh, Brunton had charms to sooth the rank-in-file 

domestic, so Musgrave reported.  And he was the first person in 

modern times to solve the Musgrave Ritual . . . though it cost him 

his life.  Holmes may have smirked when he played the pedant, 

but he also credited him with high intellect.  
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CRAY:  It's a wonder Reginald . . . Mr. Musgrave didn't include the 

fateful cache in the cellar on the tour yesterday.  Finding a dead 

man in a secret vault is just the sort of anecdote that one wants in 

these ancient houses, I believe. 

WATSON:  (Rolls his eyes.)  I believe Musgrave would have 

preferred to let the matter drop. 

CRAY:  Speaking of our host.  Has he been sighted?  I've seen 

nothing since breakfast. 

WATSON:  I have no idea what's become of him.  But then, until I 

bumped into you by the Yew Alley, I was of the opinion that the 

entire house party had been abducted.   

CRAY:  (Laughing gently.)  That is surely a side effect of working with 

Sherlock Holmes. 

WATSON:  (Chuckling politely.)  I dare say. 

CRAY:  Well, I saw Mr. Banks and Miss Ann Prahlly at the pond.  But 

I have no idea what has become of the mysterious Mr. Dove. 

WATSON:  Mysterious Mr. Dove? 

CRAY:  Yes.  This is the second time I've met him, and both times 

he's turned up at the last minute or seemed to . . . and I have yet 

to get a satisfactory explanation of just who he is. 

WATSON:  He seemed perfectly affable to me.  Granted, he arrived 

after dinner and seemed a deal rushed, but I hardly think that 

qualifies him as mysterious.  He's not long returned from  

Canada . . . Toronto, I think Musgrave said . . . where he has 

amassed several holdings. 

CRAY:  Ah.  The detective at work again. 

WATSON:  Alas, no.  Despite Holmes' tireless efforts to train me, I'm 

afraid what little I know about Mr. Dove was volunteered by our 

host.  I believe he is also acquainted with Mr. Banks. 

CRAY:  (Betraying distaste.)  That's hardly a recommendation. 

WATSON:  (Arching his eyebrows.)  And that's hardly salutary.  Is Mr. 

Banks another one of your mysteries? 

CRAY:  Edward Banks is of the opinion that he is a mystery . . . 

certainly. And he is also of the opinion that no one knows he's a 

mystery.  In both opinions, he's mistaken. 
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WATSON:  (Tries to follow, then smiles and shakes it away.)  My 

dear Mrs. Cray . . . are you a mystery? 

CRAY:  (Laughing.)  I fear not.  I do enjoy a mystery . . . though I do 

not - - my late husband assured me - - endure suspense well.   

 

CRAY notices the crate and recoils.  WATSON follows her gaze. 

 

CRAY:  Or surprises. 

WATSON:  What the deuce? 

 

They approach the crate. 

 

CRAY:  A definite mystery . . . if that's not a paradox. 

WATSON:  An odd thing to find in a country drawing room . . . unless 

Musgrave is going to surprise us with an addition to the artistic 

collection of Hurlstone. 

 

CRAY reads label on crate. 

 

CRAY:  Not our host.  (Reads.)  Mr. Edward Banks, Hurlstone. 

WATSON:  It appears there is at least some mystery about Mr. 

Banks. 

 

Enter DOVE and SELKIRK right.  They pause, just on, unaware of the 

others. 

 

DOVE:  I'm sure it was a liberty, but I didn't see any of your people 

about. 

SELKIRK:  (Smooth, subtle irritation.)  You need only have rung the 

bell, sir. 

DOVE:  I dare say.  I'm sure it's my time in Ontario . . . or perhaps in 

Erie County.  The Americans have an infectious love of parcels. 

WATSON:  I wouldn't call this monstrosity a parcel. 

 

SELKIRK and DOVE move center. 
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DOVE:  Oh . . . hello. 

SELKIRK:  The Master did not inform me that he was expecting . . .  

CRAY:  It's not for Mr. Musgrave. 

 

DOVE and SELKIRK turn toward CRAY, who nods to the label. 

 

CRAY:  For Mr. Banks. 

DOVE:  Really?  (Chuckles slightly.)  How impulsive of me.  I didn't 

stop to look.  The carters simply asked me where they should put 

it, and I assumed it was for old Musgrave.  Mrs. Selkirk, do forgive 

me. 

SELKIRK:  Mr. Dove, you are a guest at Hurlstone.  There is nothing 

to forgive.  On the contrary, I regret that none of the staff was at 

hand. 

CRAY:  I suppose here is as good as any other place . . . until we 

know what it is. 

 

SELKIRK turns to CRAY and gives a single nod. 

 

WATSON:  I don't suppose Musgrave will mind . . . wherever he's 

gotten to. 

DOVE:  Still missing, is he? 

SELKIRK:  Mr. Musgrave has ridden out to Wolely Farm to 

congratulate the Applecrofts on their new son. 

DOVE:  (Whimsically.)  Ah . . . noblesse oblige.  

SELKIRK:  (Eyeing DOVE, deadpan.)  Indeed. 

CRAY:  Well, my curiosity is sufficiently piqued.  I shall stroll out to 

the pond and collect Mr. Banks at once. 

WATSON:  Please allow me to accompany you. 

DOVE:  And me. 

CRAY:  Gentlemen.  I think I may be relied upon with this 

commission.  I claim the right to inform Mr. Banks of this  

mystery . . . because I thought of it first. 
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CRAY arches her eyebrows at the two men and hurries off right.  

WATSON chuckles and watches her exit. 

 

DOVE:  Mrs. Selkirk . . . do you think a crowbar might be had? 

SELKIRK:  I will ascertain, sir. 

 

SELKIRK nods to Watson and exits left. 

 

DOVE:  (Confidingly to WATSON.)  An imposing personality.  I do try 

to curry favor with the servants.  All those years on the other side 

of the Atlantic have left me intimidated in the presence of British 

domestics.  I admit to surprise when I found a housekeeper in 

charge.  I pictured the butler held sway in a country house. 

WATSON:  (Chuckling.)  Yes, well, Musgrave may be a little butler-

shy after certain events. 

DOVE:  (Looking off left, distracted.)  Yes, I'd heard something about 

it . . .  (Settles himself.)  Good heavens, that's right!  You're that 

Watson.  The Musgrave Ritual, Sherlock Holmes.  (Rolls his 

eyes.)  I didn't realize it until this morning, and then just now I'd 

forgotten it again.  You're not down here on a case, are you? 

WATSON:  (Cocking his head.)  I am down here on a case of country 

air and spring flowers.  And having failed to persuade Holmes in 

the virtues of the same, I am down here alone and far away from 

all cases. 

DOVE:  (Laughs heartily.)  Oh, my dear fellow . . . forgive my 

impertinence . . . but is it detective cases or Mr. Sherlock that 

causes you to utter that remark with such relief? 

WATSON:  I confess only to being better for a change, as are most of 

us. 

DOVE:  Dr. Watson . . . I assure you, you have no need to qualify 

your words.  It is nothing for you to say Holmes has driven you to 

the country, when the person you say it to was once driven all the 

way to North America by the very same detective. 

WATSON:  What? 

DOVE:  (Beaming.)  Has Holmes never mentioned Oscar Dove? 
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WATSON:  Never. 

DOVE:  (Chuckles, then sighs.)  Ah . . . well.  I daresay our 

collaboration was brief . . . and from his perspective at least, 

unremarkable. 

WATSON:  (Fascinated.)  When was this? 

DOVE:  I should imagine just before your association began.  In fact, I 

believe my departure was the reason he was looking for someone 

with whom to share digs. 

WATSON:  You mean . . . you shared rooms with him! 

DOVE:  For three months.  And two cases. 

WATSON:  Cases?  What cases? 

DOVE:  Well, there was an absconding domestic in Hampstead - -  

WATSON:  I don't recall that one. 

DOVE:  Not surprising.  Holmes thought it unremarkable.  Then there 

were the Larnly Rubies, which was much more interesting . . . and 

successful . . . though hushed up.  (Takes a big breath.)  Dr. John 

Watson!  A man I have longed to meet since returning to this 

country.  And here you are . . . at Hurlstone.  Permit me to say that 

you must be a remarkable fellow. 

WATSON:  (Flattered.)  Oh, I wouldn't say that. 

 

DOVE flops down on the sofa, right. 

 

DOVE:  I would.  Living and working with Holmes all this time.  You 

must have the patience of Job and the stamina of one of 

Musgrave's draft horses.   

WATSON:  (Blurts out then stifles a laugh.)  Now, really! 

DOVE:  I've read a couple of your accounts, and it's easy to see you 

have tremendous loyalty to him, but you must confess the fellow 

drives you spare. 

WATSON:  I will do not such thing.  (Stifles another laugh.)  Even if 

it's true. 
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DOVE:  (Beaming.)  It must be true.  Holmes is a voracious feeder on 

two things: facts and other people's patience.  He produces 

brilliant deduction and incredible entertainment value.  Therefore I 

deduce that your patience is mighty or that the entertainment has 

been both sustained and enthralling. 

 

WATSON sits on the sofa opposite. 

 

WATSON:  Well, the latter is certainly true.  As for my patience . . . it 

is not so mighty as you make out.  It's been found wanting.  

Holmes, well . . .  

DOVE:  I know, I know.  When I got the cable . . . from my uncle . . . 

telling me to join him in Toronto and make my fortune . . . I told 

Holmes I was doing it to save his life . . . because after a few 

weeks in his company I was sure that sooner or later I must 

throttle him in his sleep. 

 

WATSON sputters into laughter.  DOVE joins him briefly. 

 

WATSON:  Your patience is not so mighty. 

DOVE:  Not near to yours . . . and yet until I met him, I didn't think it 

wanting.  It was a relief to be off to Southampton.  (Pauses, sniffs 

and considers.)  And yet, I have stopped to ponder over the  

years . . . how many adventures I have missed. 

WATSON:  There have been plenty. 

DOVE:  I'm sure.  And the irony is, I was a young man of action.  A 

hothead.  A decade in business has improved those energies . . . 

defined them.  (Looks over his shoulder.)  Not so much that I don't 

chafe to know what's in the shipping crate.  I wonder what's 

keeping Mrs. Cray . . . and the housekeeper. 

WATSON:  It's only been a moment. 

DOVE:  (Grinning.)  I'll tell you what, doctor. 

WATSON:  (Grinning back.)  What? 
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DOVE:  When we've resolved the mystery of Edward Banks' left 

luggage, you and I must set aside some time for a symposium . . . 

on the idiosyncrasies of the world's foremost consulting detective. 

WATSON:  A symposium? 

DOVE:  I can offer a study on those quirks of the younger Holmes 

and you can present a paper on how those eccentricities have 

evolved.  Over brandy and cigars this evening? 

WATSON:  Capital!  We must pull Musgrave in, too . . . for insight into 

his undergraduate days. 

DOVE:  Perfect. 

 

DOVE stands and steps by the crate. 

 

WATSON:  What's the matter? 

DOVE:  (Distracted.)  Eh?  Oh . . . fidgeting.  Man of action not 

completely mellowed.  I think I'll go see if Mrs. Selkirk needs help 

with the crowbar. 

WATSON:  I'm sure there's no need. 

DOVE:  (Winking.)  But if I don't go now, you and I will start the 

symposium now . . . and then we will be interrupted by this.  (Taps 

crate.)  And that won't do. 

WATSON:  (Chuckling.)  Please yourself, old man. 

DOVE:  Been known to do that, too. 

 

Exit DOVE, left.  WATSON considers. 

 

WATSON:  A Sherlock Holmes symposium . . .  Ought to invite 

Inspectors Lestrade and Bradstreet and Mrs. Hudson . . . to be 

fair. 

 

Enter BANKS and PRAHLLY right. 

 

PRAHLLY:  Well, I suppose one must notice servants more in the 

country.  There is such a variety of them, isn't there? 
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WATSON stands. 

 

WATSON:  Ah, the truants. 

BANKS:  Watson. 

WATSON:  Did Mrs. Cray find you, then? 

 

PRAHLLY frowns. 

 

BANKS:  Mrs. Cray?  No.  Ann . . . Miss Prahlly did not wish to . . . 

over-indulge in the delights of the country, so we came in. 

 

PRAHLLY and BANKS exchange flirting smiles. 

 

WATSON:  Oh. 

BANKS:  Was she looking for us? 

WATSON:  You, in particular.  Perhaps I should go find her. 

 

WATSON crosses. 

 

PRAHLLY:  (Annoyed.)  You?  Edward? 

BANKS:  Me?  What did she want me for? 

WATSON:  (Nodding back, as he leaves.)  To see what's in the 

package. 

 

Exit WATSON right.  BANKS approaches the crate. 

 

PRAHLLY:  I told you that old Mrs. Cray was after you. 

BANKS:  Dearest Ann, Mrs. Mirriam Cray is not old . . . and she's not 

after me. 

PRAHLLY:  You said she's an old friend. 

BANKS:  She's an old acquaintance.  (Reads the label on the box.)  

We don't know each other very well, but I know her well enough to 

know she is definitely not after me.  (Tears himself away from the 

crate, affects a smile of endearment.)  But I must say, I find a little 

jealousy very flattering.  Pray, do go on. 
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PRAHLLY:  (Affecting embarrassment.)  Oh, Edward.  (Notices the 

crate.)  What's that?   

BANKS:  A shipping crate. 

PRAHLLY:  What's it doing here? 

BANKS:  Waiting to be received by the addressee. 

PRAHLLY:  And who's that? 

BANKS:  Me . . . so it seems. 

PRAHLLY:  Really?  What's in it? 

BANKS:  I've no idea.  I'm not expecting anything. 

PRAHLLY:  Aren't you curious? 

 

BANKS sighs and with difficulty turns his attention from PRAHLLY 

and looks briefly at the crate. 

 

BANKS:  I might be. 

PRAHLLY:  Might be? 

BANKS:  If I could stop thinking of you. 

PRAHLLY:  (Gushing.)  Oh, Edward. 

BANKS:  I'm sorry, but there it is.  I suppose a fellow should be 

curious about large surprise packages turning up out of the blue, 

but I couldn't care less.  Take it away, it does nothing for me.  I 

have a fetching, fiercely jealous young lady who requires all my 

attention.  I've so much more to discover about her.  Let the 

contents of the box stay obscure. 

CRAY:  (Off right.)  That won't do. 

 

Enter CRAY and WATSON, right. 

 

CRAY:  Not when I've traipsed all over Hurlstone in the expectation of 

getting you to open the blessed thing. 

BANKS:  I do apologize.  We took a meandering course. 

WATSON:  I take it you weren't expecting anything. 

BANKS:  No.  When did it arrive? 

 

BANKS returns to the crate and examines. 
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CRAY:  Recently.   

WATSON:  There's an address but nothing to indicate a sender or 

point of origin. 

BANKS:  (With the first hints of suspicion.)  So I see.  I wonder. 

PRAHLLY:  Wonder?  Wonder what? 

BANKS:  Oh, nothing.  I just wonder. 

CRAY:  So do I.  But it's easily remedied. 

WATSON:  Dove has gone to hurry up a crowbar. 

BANKS:  Ah.  I wonder if that's exactly the sort of thing. 

PRAHLLY:  What do you mean? 

CRAY:  Well. the fireplace poker would work nearly as well, if you'd 

rather. 

BANKS:  (Covering anxiety with politeness.)  That wasn't what I 

meant.  You see, the fact is . . .  

 

Enter DOVE carrying a crowbar, talking to SELKIRK, who follows. 

 

DOVE:  We do appreciate this, Mrs. Selkirk. 

SELKIRK:  Not at all. 

DOVE:  (Noticing the others.)  Ah, the company has assembled.  

(Presents the crowbar.)  There you are, Banks.  The entry visa of 

the criminal classes.  Or so I'm led to believe. 

 

BANKS hesitates. 

 

BANKS:  (Reticent.)  Yes . . .  

CRAY:  What is it? 

DOVE:  Come on, man.  We're all agog. 

WATSON:  (Chuckling.)  Really, you two!  You'd think it was 

Christmas morning.  Surprise or not, house party or no, a man's 

parcel is certainly his own affair.  If Mr. Banks is reluctant . . .  

BANKS:  (Hastily.)  Well, not reluctant. 

PRAHLLY:  Edward, now I'm curious. 

DOVE:  Even Mrs. Selkirk is anxious to see. 
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DOVE turns to SELKIRK, receives an unamused stare and looks 

back. 

 

DOVE:  That is, we're all, uh, anxious. 

 

BANKS takes the crow bar but still hesitates. 

 

BANKS:  Yes . . . uh, the thing is, I don't know what it's likely to 

contain. 

CRAY:  Well, that just makes it the more interesting. 

BANKS:  No . . . mmm.  This is embarrassing.  You see, lately, I've 

been the victim of some practical jokes. 

PRAHLLY:  What?  You mean pranks. 

BANKS:  Well . . . yes. 

DOVE:  Oh.  I take it you don't mean the harmless schoolboy sort. 

BANKS:  Not exactly. 

WATSON:  Malicious? 

BANKS:  It's difficult to go so far.  The meaning is . . . ambiguous.   

CRAY:  What?  Other packages? 

BANKS:  No.  Certainly nothing this elaborate. 

WATSON:  Well, if you'd like the ladies to retire . . .  

 

CRAY cocks her head. 

 

DOVE:  Or not, as the case may be. 

PRAHLLY:  Certainly not.  If it's some silly joke, then why give the 

mean fellow the satisfaction of sending the ladies out of the room? 

CRAY:  Here, here.  We are made of sterner stuff, eh, Mrs. Selkirk? 

SELKIRK:  I should hope so, ma'am. 

 

The others wait for BANKS, who gives a nervous sigh and shrugs. 

 

BANKS:  If you will assist, gentlemen? 
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BANKS, DOVE and WATSON fall to the crate and begin loosening 

the nails.  The women congregate down stage. 

 

CRAY:  Poor Mr. Musgrave.  He's missing all the fun. 

SELKIRK:  The master prefers his entertainment more sedate. 

PRAHLLY:  Mr. Banks looks so pensive. 

WATSON:  Right? 

 

DOVE and BANKS nod in agreement.  The front of the crate swings 

open, as if a door, revealing a ghost figure hanging in effigy. Hanging 

from the neck is a sign: "The Doom of Devilsmoor."  CRAY gives a 

short, loud shriek. 

 

WATSON:  What the devil! 

 

SELKIRK braces CRAY.  DOVE steps back.  PRAHLLY approaches 

the crate. 

 

PRAHLLY:  What does it mean?   

BANKS:  (Defensively.)  I don't know.  Honestly.  That's the devil of it. 

CRAY:  (To WATSON and SELKIRK.)  I'm all right.  (To WATSON.)  I 

told you I have a strong reaction to suspense. 

DOVE:  How long has this been going on? 

 BANKS:  Not long.  But too long.  I've had enough, I can tell you. 

 

PRAHLLY reaches to the open plank. 

 

PRAHLLY:  How very strange? 

 

As she touches the plank, PRAHLLY bleats in pain, pulling her hand 

away. 

 

BANKS:  My dear, what is it? 

 

BANKS collects PRAHLLY. 
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PRAHLLY:  I've pricked by hand!  A nail or something. 

 

WATSON steps away from CRAY, hesitates until she nods him 

forward, then moves to PRAHLLY. 

 

BANKS:  My God, you're bleeding! 

PRAHLLY:  It's nothing; careless of me, I . . .  

 

PRAHLLY wilts slightly.  She is caught by BANKS and WATSON. 

 

WATSON:  Easy!  We've got you. 

PRAHLLY:  No, I'm all right. 

BANKS:  Let the doctor take a look. 

 

WATSON examines. 

 

WATSON:  Bit of a cut, all right.  A nail or splinter.  We'll soon have 

this seen to.  Mrs. Selkirk, a bowl of water and some towels . . . in 

the hall if you please. 

SELKIRK:  Right away, doctor. 

 

Exit SELKIRK left. 

 

WATSON:  I'll need my bag.  It's in my room. 

DOVE:  I'll fetch it, it's next to mine. 

 

Exit DOVE right.  WATSON escorts PRAHLLY left. 

 

WATSON:  We shall soon have you as good as new. 

 

Exit WATSON and PRAHLLY left.  BANKS watches after for a 

moment, then looks to the figure in the crate.  CRAY observes 

BANKS. 
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CRAY:  Quite a show. 

BANKS:  Eh?  Oh, Mirriam.  You have a talent for understatement. 

CRAY:  And you, Edward, have a reputation for false dealing that 

makes this highly suspect. 

BANKS:  Highly suspect it is . . . but it's not my doing. 

CRAY:  It got you the deep sympathy of Ann.  She will be full of 

curiosity . . . and devotion. 

BANKS:  (Looking away from the crate.)  She already was . . . thanks 

to my relentless charm and winning nature. 

 

Enter DOVE right, carrying a doctor's bag.  He moves quickly across 

as CRAY and BANKS stare at each other. 

 

DOVE:  We'll soon have her right, don't worry. 

 

Exit DOVE left. 

 

BANKS:  Listen, Mirriam, I don't know what you've heard about me, 

but whatever it is, and whichever small part happens to be true, I 

certainly didn't organize this little tableau. 

CRAY:  You have experience of elaborate hoaxes. 

BANKS:  I admit nothing, understand, but if what you say were true, 

I'd be a fool to risk raising doubts in Ann's mind . . . especially 

when I have her affection certain enough that I am on the brink of 

proposing.  I promise you, I have no idea who's behind this, or 

what the deuce "the Doom of Devilsmoor" should mean. 

CRAY:  (Hesitant.)  Truly? 

BANKS:  (Rolls his eyes.)  I even tried to hire Watson's friend, the 

famous detective, to find out why it was happening. 

CRAY:  What happened? 

BANKS:  (Sniffs.)  The fellow turned me down.  Began to look into it, 

then stopped when I couldn't convince him I didn't deserve to be 

persecuted. 

CRAY:  (Snorts.)  You couldn't convince me, either.  It's nothing to do 

with your designs on Ann Prahlly? 
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BANKS:  Not that I can see.  My designs, to use your shadowy 

phrase, are simply to marry her, make her a good husband, and 

enjoy the entré into society that her status and her money foster. 

CRAY:  So openly mercenary? 

BANKS:  I've been a cad; I was hoping you'd view being a mercenary 

as a step up.  (Smiles.  There is an old, shared magic in it.)  Come 

on, Mirriam, I may have been out to make a living by charm, but I 

was never out to hurt anyone; you'll give me that.  I've simply 

decided it's time to play the game by the original rules, that's all. 

CRAY:  Don't expect me to wish you luck. 

BANKS:  I mean to make her a perfectly good husband . . . as much 

as my nature allows.  What's Ann Prahlly to you, anyway? 

CRAY:  Nothing.  I hardly know her.  She's mildly spoiled and 

something impulsive, and that's all I've heard about her.  You may 

deserve each other.  I just don't like to be involved.  And if Gerald 

was alive, I can't think of what he'd say about you.  He never 

forgave you for the heartache his sister felt.  I make no promises, 

Edward.  If you want to avoid a scene, I wouldn't pop the question 

at this house party.  In fact, I think I will withdraw before I work 

myself up. 

BANKS:  Uh . . . yes . . . thanks.  I'm sorry. 

CRAY:  No.  No you're not. 

 

Exit CRAY right.  BANKS looks after her.  Enter DOVE left. 

 

DOVE:  Oh. 

 

BANKS turns to DOVE. 

 

DOVE:  Mrs. Cray is gone, is she? 

BANKS:  For a rest, I believe. 

DOVE:  Yes . . . reasonable.  She let out quite the holler, as my 

provincial friends might say.  Mind you, I had a turn myself . . . 

even with preparation. 

BANKS:  How's Watson's patient? 
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DOVE:  Oh . . . irritated.  It was a sliver and it went in pretty deep.  

Her brave face sort of melts away with each twinge.  Watson says 

she'll be fine . . . just to favor the other hand for a while.  What 

about you? 

BANKS:  Eh? 

DOVE:  All this.  How are you? 

 

DOVE approaches the effigy and examines it. 

 

BANKS:  Irritated is the correct word. 

DOVE:  Never heard of Devilsmoor.  Sounds like someone should 

have used it in a ballad.  What does it mean? 

BANKS:  (Irritated.)  I've no idea. 

DOVE:  Really? 

BANKS:  No idea at all. 
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