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ROGERS. Dinner is at eight o’clock, sir. (Pauses,§ In a quarter
F an hour. I think tonight dressing will b optional.

BLORA (Familiarly.) Got a good place, herg
ROGER <om. thank you, sir.

ROGERS. No, $
BLORE. All old 1§

ROGERS. Yes, sir?
BLORE. Rogers, do

straightaway.
(BLORE ¢ g 3 ROGERS. MRS.

no one to help me. You might come and give mefa hand
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aibhisndinhingmp. Who was it that you were talking
to, by the way?

ROGERS. Davis. South African gentleman. No class if you
ask me - and no money either.

MRS. ROGERS. I don't like him - Don’t like any of ‘em much.
More like that bunch we had in the boarding house, I'd
say.

ROGERS. Davis gives out he’s a millionaire or something.
You should see his underwear! Cheap as they make ‘em.

MRS. ROGERS. Well, as I said, it’s not treating us right. All
these visitors arriving today and the maids not coming
till tomorrow. What do they think we are?

ROGERS. Now, then - Anyway, the money’s good.

MRS. ROGERS. So it ought to be! Catch me going into service
again unless the money was good.

ROGERS. Well, it is good, so what are you going on about?

MRS. ROGERS. Well, I can tell you this, Rogers. I'm not
staying any place where I'm put upon. Cooking’s my
business! I'm a good cook -

ROGERS. (Soothingly.) First rate, old girl.

MRS. ROGERS. But the kitchen’s my place and housework’s
none of my business. All these guests! I've a good mind
to put my hat and coat on and walk out now and go
straight back to Plymouth.

ROGERS. (Grinning.) You can’t do that, old girl,

MRS. ROGERS. (Belligerently.) Who says I can’t? Why not, I
should like to know?

ROGERS. Because you're on an island, old girl. Had you
forgotten that?

MRS. ROGERS. Yes, and I don’t know as I fancy being on an
island. - }

ROGERS. Don’t know that I do, either, come to that. No
slipping down to a pub, or going to the pictures. Oh,
well, it’s double wages on account of the difficulties.
And there’s plenty of beer in the house.

MRS. ROGERS. That’s all you ever think about - ga%
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NARRACOTT. First lot to be arriving in Jim’s boat. Another
lot not far behind.

MRS. ROGERS. Good evening, Fred.

NARRACOTT. Good evening, Mrs. Rogers.

MRS. ROGERS. Is that the boat?

NARRACOTT. Yes. "

MRS. ROGERS. Oh, dear, already? Have you remembered
everything?

(NARRACOTT gives her the basket.)

NARRACOITT. I think so. Lemons. Slip soles. Cream. Eggs,
tomatoes and butter. That’s all, wasn't it?

MRS. ROGERS. That’s right. So much to do I don’t know
where to start. No maids till the morning, and all these
guests arriving today.

ROGERS. Calm down, Ethel, everything’s shipshape now.
Looks nice, don’t it, Fred?

NARRACOTT. Looks neat enough for me. Kind of bare, but
rich folks like places bare, it seems.

MRS. ROGERS. Rich folks is queer.

NARRACOTT. And he was a queer sort of gentleman as built
this place. Spent a wicked lot of money on it he did,
and then gets tired of it and puts the whole thing up
for sale.

MRS. ROGERS. Beats me why the Owens wanted to buy it,
living on an island.

ROGERS. Oh, come off it, Ethel, and take all that stuff out
into the kitchen. They’ll be here any minute now.

MRS. ROGERS. Making that steep climb an excuse for a
drink, I suppose. Like some others I know,

(A motorboat horn heard off.)
NARRACOTT. That be young Jim. I'll be getting along,
There’s two gentlemen arriving by car, I understand.

MRS. ROGERS. I shall want at least five loaves in the morning
and eight pints of milk, remember.

NARRACOTT. Right.
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*e (MRS. ROGERS puts basket on the floor then
exits to the hall.)

ROGERS. Don’t forget the oil for the engine, Fred. I ought
to charge up tomorrow, or I'll have the lights running
down.

(NARRACOTT goes off towards the balcony.)

NARRACOTT. Twas held up on railway. It’s at the station
now. I'll bring it across the first thing tomorrow.

ROGERS. And give a hand with the luggage, will you?

NARRACOTT. Right.
(NARRACOTT exits. MRS. ROGERS enters with a
list.)

MRS. ROGERS. I forgot to give you the list of guests, Tom.
(ROGERS takes it and looks it over.)

ROGERS. Thanks, old girl. H'mm, doesn’t look a very classy
lot to me. Miss Claythorne. She’ll probably be the
secretary.

MRS. ROGERS. I don’t hold much with secretaries. Worse
than hospital nurses, and them giving themselves airs
and graces and looking down on the servants.

ROGERS. Oh, stop grousing, Ethel, and cut along to that
lovely up-to-date expensive kitchen of yours.

(MRS. ROGERS picks up the basket and makes
Jor the dining room.)

MRS. ROGERS. Too many new-fangled gadgets for my mp:&;\\

(VERA and LOMBARD are heard outside.
ROGERS stands ready to receive them. He is
now the well-trained, deferential manservant.
VERA and LOMBARD enter onto the balcony.
She is a good-looking girl of twenty-five. He
is an attractive, lean man of thirty-four, well
tanned, with a touch of the adventurer about
him. He s already a good deal taken with
VERA. He gazes round the room.)
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LOMBARD. So this is it!

(He exits onto the balcOhy.)

¢<mw>. You’ve been here before?
LOMBARD. No - but I've heard a lot about the place.

VERA. From Mr. and Mrs, Owen?

LOMBARD. No, old Johnny Brewer, a pal of mine, built this
house - it’s a sad and poignant story.

VERA. A love story?

LOMBARD. Yes, ma’am - the saddest of all. He was a wealthy
old boy and fell in love with the famous Lily Logan -
married her - bought the island and built this place for
her.

VERA. Sounds most romantic,

LOMBARD. Poor Johnny! He thought by cutting her off
from the rest of the world - without even a telephone
as means of communication - he could hold her.

VERA. But of course the fair Lily tired of her ivory tower -
and escaped?

LOMBARD. U’huh. Johnny went back to Wall Street, made a
few more millions, and the place was sold.

VERA. And here we are. Well, I ought to find Mrs. Owen.
The others will be up in a minute.

(VERA malkes to the hall door. LOMBARD stops
her.) .

LOMBARD. It would be very rude to leave me here all by
myself.
VERA. Would it? Oh, well, I wonder where she is?
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LOMBARD. She'll come along when she’s ready. While we're
waiting, do you think I could have a drink? I'm very
dry.

(LOMBARD goes towards the drinking cabinet
and starts preparing drinks.)

VERA. Of course you could.

LOMBARD. It’s certainly warm after that steep climb. What's
yours?

VERA. No, thanks, not for me - not on duty.

LOMBARD. A good secretary is never off duty,

(VERA looks round the room.)

VERA. Really. This is exciting!

LOMBARD. What?

VERA. All this. The smell of the sea - the gulls - the beach
and this lovely house. I am going to enjoy myself.

(LOMBARD makes to VERA, holding up a
&N&%-V
LOMBARD. I think you are. I think we both are. Here’s to

you - you're very lovely, &
(ROGERS enters the balcony with two

suzitcases.)
. Where is Mrs. Owen?

ROGERS. I've got a lis
if you would like to hawi

arriving,

(VERA takes to the hall,)
VERA. Thank y: ow awful - I say, you wi sweet and
help n’t you?

. I won’t move from your side.
. Thank you.

LOM
VE
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er. I did my duty and nothing more. I pz
sentenc®pn a rightly convicted murderer.

LOMBARD. The old bay’s lying\’Swear he’s lying.
MACKENZIE. Fellow’s 4 madigfy, Absolute madman. Got

Absolutely - Caesar’s wife,

¢z>wm,_.oz. I've just been thinking - John and Lucy

Combes. Must have been a couple of kids I ran over
near Cambridge. Beastly bad luck.

WARGRAVE. (Acidly.) For them or for you?

MARSTON. Well, I was thinking - for me - but, of course,
you're right, sir. It was damned bad luck for them too.
Of course, it was pure accident. They rushed out of
some cottage or other. I had my license suspended for a
year. Beastly nuisance.

ARMSTRONG. This speeding’s all wrong - all wrong. Young
men like you are a danger to the community.

(MARSTON wanders to the window and piclks
up his glass, which is half-full.)

MARSTON. Well, I couldn’t help it. Just an goﬂmﬁ.‘

BOGERS: Misht ! sayn-word s
LOMBARD:Gio:ahead - Ragersi=- =,
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ROGERS. There was a mention, sir, of me and Mrs. Rogers,
and §f Miss Jennifer Brady. There isn’t a word of truth
in it. Ve were with Miss Brady when she died.
was alWays in poor health, sir, always from the e
we camepto her. There was a storm, sir, the nighff she
died. The \glephone was out of order. We coujfn’t get
the doctor tyher. I went for him, sir, on foot. Jut he got
there too late\We'd done everything possifle for her,
sir. Devoted to Yer, we were. Anyone wilf'tell you the
same. There was¥gever a word said agglnst us. Never
a word.

BLORE. Came into a nicq little somethiffg at her death, I
suppose. Didn’t you?

ROGERS. (Stiffly.) Miss Brady left us gffegacy in recognition
of our faithful service. AN why flot, I'd like to know?

LOMBARD. What about yourse . Blore?

BLORE. What about me?

LOMBARD. Your name was on #ie\ist.

BLORE. I know, I know. Lagflor, Yhu mean? That was the
London & CommerciafBank ropery.

(WARGRAVE liglffs his pipe.)
WARGRAVE. I remembgr the name, thofgh it didn’t come

before me. Landqffwas convicted on yQur evidence, You
were the police gfficer in charge of the 8ase.

BLORE. I was, M’lyfl.

WARGRAVE. Langor got penal servitude for lif§ and died in
Dartmoor gfyear later. He was a delicate m

BLORE. He wigS a crook. It was him put the night§vatchman
out. case was clear from the start.

WARGRAYE. (Slowly.) You were complimented, I $ink, on
yoyfable handling of the tase.

BLORY' I got my promotion. (Pause.) I was only doNgg my

ty.
BARD. Convenient word - duty. What about y\,

Doctor?
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ILY. The world will never improve until we stamp gfft
immodesty.

VERQ. (Quietly.) Quite pathological.

EMILW, (Sharply.) What did you say?

VERA. Nothing, ) 4
ARMSTRONG and LOMBARD entepffrom the

LOMBARD. Vihat about the old boy -

ARMSTRONG. e looks rather like affortoise, don’t you
think so?

LOMBARD. All ju§jges look like tgftoises. They have that

venomous wa¥, of darting #heir heads in and out.
Mr. Justice Warghave is no #kception.

ARMSTRONG. I hadn’t Ygaliseg’he was a judge.

LOMBARD. Oh, yes. (§hefifully.) He’s probably been
responsible for sendi§ more innocent people to their
death than anyone igf/8ngland.

(WARGRAVE eyffers §nd looks at him. LOMBARD
turns to VERK.)
Hello, you. Po you Ywo know each other?
Mr. Armstrong - Miss Clagthorne. Armstrong and I

have just decjfied that the oldboy -
VERA. Yes, I hegfd you and so did §e, I think.
(WARGRAVE moves over togMILY who Tises as
hegtpproaches.)
EMILY. OhgSir Lawrence.
WARGRAYE. Miss Brent, isn’t it?
EMILY. Phere’s something I want to ask ygpu. Will you come
oufhere? .

(She indicates she wants to Yalk on the
balcony. WARGRAVE nods his assefy.)

WARGRAVE. A remarkably fine night!

(MARSTON enters from the hall wit/NBLORE.
They are in conversation.)

\
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MARSTON. Absolutely wizard car - a super-charged Sports
Varletti Carlotta. You don’t see many of them on the
road. I can get over a hundred out of her.

(VERA sits.)

BLORE. Did you come from London?

MARSTON. Yes, two hundred and eight miles and I did it in
a bit over four hours.

(ARMSTRONG turns and looks at him.)
Too_many cars on the road, though, to keep it up.
Touched ninety going over Salisbury Plain. Not too bad,
eh?

ARMSTRONG. I think you passed me on the road.

MARSTON. Oh, yes?

ARMSTRONG. You nearly drove me into the ditch.

MARSTON. (Unmoved.) Did I? Sorry.

ARMSTRONG. If I'd seen your number, I'd have reported
you.

MARSTON. But you were footling along in the middle of the
road.

f\l .

ARMSTRONG. Footling? Me footling?

(BLORE attempts to relieve the atmosphere.)

BLORE. Oh, well, what abgut a drink?
MARSTON. Good idea.

(They make to the drinks cabinet.)
you have one, Miss Claytho.

]

vy iy

£

LOMBARD. Always.
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(He rises then opens and shuts the hall and
the dining room doors.)
I'wish I could find Lesley.

VERA. Your wife?

MACKENZIE. Yes. I wish you'd known her, She was so pretty.
So gay -

VERA. Was she?

MACKENZIE, I loved her very much. Of course, I was a lot
older than she was. She was only twenty-seven, you
know. (Pause.) Arthur Richmond was twenty-six. He
was my A.D.C. (Pause.) Lesley liked him. They used to
talk of music and plays together, and she teased him
and made fun of him. I was pleased. I thought she took
a motherly interest in the boy. Damn fool, wasn’t I? No
fool like an old fool. (4 long pa ctly like a book
the way I found out. When'T wa®out in France. She
wrote to both of us, and she put the letters in the wrong
envelope. So I knew -

VERA. Oh, no.

MACKENZIE. It’s all right, my dear. It’s a long time ago.
But you see I loved her very much - and believed
in her. I didn’t say anything to him - I let it gather
inside - here - -

(He strikes his chest.)
- a slow, murderous rage - damned young hypocrite -
I'd liked the boy - trusted him.

(VERA looks about nervously.)

:_VERA. I wonder what the others are doing?

MACKENZIE. I sent him to his death.

VERA. Oh -

MACKENZIE. It was quite easy. Mistakes were being made
all the time. All anyone could say was that I'd lost my
nerve a bit, made a blunder, sacrificed one of my best
men. Yes, it was quite easy (Pause.) Lesley never knew.
I never told her I'd found out. We went on as usual -
but somehow nothing was quite real any more. She
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died of pneumonia. (Pause.) She had a heart-shaped
face - and grey eyes — and brown hair that curled.
VERA. Oh, don't.

MACKENZIE. Yes, I suppose in a way - it was murder.
Curious, murder - and I've always been such a law-
abiding man. It didn’t feel like that at the time. “Serves
him damn well right!” that’s what I thought. But after ~
(Pause.) Well, you know, don’t you?

(VERA is at a loss.)

VERA. What do you mean?

(MACKENZIE stares at her as though something
puszles him.)

MACKENZIE. You don’t seem to understand - I thought you
would. I thought you'd be glad, too, that the end was
coming -

(VERA draws back, alarmed; she eyes him
warily.)

VERA.I -

(MACKENZIE follows her. VERA looks round Sfor
help.)

MACKENZIE. We're all going to die, you know,

VERA. I - I don’t know.

MACKENZIE. You're very young - you haven’t got to that
yet. The relief! The blessed relief when you know that
you've done with it all, that you haven’t got to carry the
burden any longer.

VERA. General -

MACKENZIE. Don’t talk to me that way. You don’t
understand. I want to sit here and wait - wait for
Lesley to come for -.:m.\\

(He goes out onto the balcony, draws up
a chair and sits. The back of his head is
visible through window. His position does
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¢ VERA. What happened?

EMILY. (Self-righteously) Naturally, I refused to keep her an
hour under my roof. No one shall ever say I condoned
immorality.

VERA. Did she drown herself?

EMILY. Yes.

VERA. How old was she?

EMILY. Seventeen.

VERA. Only seventeen.

EMILY. Quite old enough to know how to behave. I told her
what a low depraved thing she was. I told her that she
was beyond the pale and that no decent person would
take her into their house. I told her that her child
would be the child of sin and would be branded all jts
life - and that the man would naturally not dream of
marrying her. I told her that I felt soiled by ever having
her under my roof -

VERA. (Shuddering,) You told a girl of seventeen all that?

EMILY. Yes. I'm glad to say I broke her down utterly.

VERA. Poor little devil, &

EMILY. I've no patience with this indulgence toward sin.

VERA. And then, I suppose, you turned her out of the
house?

EMILY. Of course.

VERA. And she didn’t dare go home - What did you feel like
when you found she'd drowned herself?

EMILY. (Puzzled,) Feel like?

VERA. Yes. Didn’t you blame yourself?

EMILY. Certainly not. I had nothing with which to reproach
myself.

VERA. I believe - I believe you really feel like that. That
makes it even more horrible. \\
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(VERA goes out onto the balcony. EMILY ope
her bag and takes out a small Bible. Sif
begins to read it in a low mutter.)

EMILY. Thyt girl’s unbalanced. “The heathen are syfik down
in the p{ that they made -
(Shistops and nods her head.) &
- In the ne§which they hid is their own fbot taken”
(ROGERS enters Jfrom the dini ggoom. EMILY
stops arly smiles approvingly.)
“The Lord is kilgwn by the judgmeyft He executeth, the
wicked is snaredfjn the work of hi€ own hand”
(ROGERS looRs warily at EILY.)
ROGERS. Breakfast is re{dy. {
(EMILY turns to Nim sifarply.)
EMILY. Be quiet. “The wick§d£hall be turned into hell”

ROGERS. Do you know whre the gentlemen are, Miss?
Breakfast is ready.

(VERA enters frgm th§ balcony.)

VERA. Sir Lawrence Wargraveyis sitting out there in the
sun. Doctor Armgfrong and Mr. Blore are searching the
island. I shouldyft bother abokit them.

(ROGERL0es out onto th balcony.)

EMILY. “Shall nét the isles shake a\ the sound of the fall,
when the frounded cry, when th! slaughter is made in
the midgf of thee?”

VERA. Shall we go in?

EMILY. Lflon't feel like eating,
... (ROGERS approaches MACKENZE.) i

ROGERS. Breakfast is ready. !

(He exits offf the balcony. EMILY s Xil] reading
Jrom the Bible.)
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e

BARD. I have lost it.

What do you think I've done with it? I ggested
at you should search me.

LOMBARD. Why don't y
wanted to, I could hay,

E. The doctor says there are some lunatics\ou’d never
know were lunatics. That’s true enough, I'd s¥y.
ARMSTRONG. We - we shouldn’t just sit here, doing
nothing! There must be something - surely, surely,
there is something that we can do? If we lit a bonfire -
BLORE. In this weather? -
WARGRAVE. It is, I am afraid, a question of time and
patience. The weather will clear. Then we can do
something. Light a bonfire, heliograph, signal.
(ARMSTRONG laughs in an unbalanced way.)

ARMSTRONG. A question of time - time? We can’t afford
time. We shall all be dead.

WARGRAVE. I think the precautions we have now adopted
will be adequate.

ARMSTRONG. I tell you - we shall all be dead. All but
one - he'll think up something else - he’s thinking
now -

LOMBARD. Poor Louise ~ what was her name - Clees? Was
it nerves that made you do her in, Doctor?

T N

s
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ARMSTRONG. (Mechanically.) No, drink. I used to be
a heavy drinker. God help me, I was drunk when I ’
operated - quite a simple operation. My hand shaking iy
all over the place - I can remember her now - a big, e
heavy, countrified woman. And I killed her!

(ARMSTRONG buries his face in his hands.)

LOMBARD. So I was right - that’s how it was?
ARMSTRONG. Sister knew, of course, but she was loyal to ¥
me - or to the hospital. I gave up drink - gave it up

altogether. I went in for a study of nervous diseases.

WARGRAVE. Very successfully.

ARMSTRONG. One or two lucky shots. Good results with one
or two important women. They talked to their friends.

For the last year or two I've been so busy I've hardly
known which way to turn. I'd got to the top of the tree.

LOMBARD. Until Mr. Unknown Owen - and down wi
come cradle and doctor and all.

ARMSTRONG. Will you stop your damnable sneering and iy
joking?

WARGRAVE. Gentlemen, gentlemen, please. We can’t afford
to quarrel.

LOMBARD. That’s okay by me. I apologise.

ARMSTRONG. It’s this terrible inactivity that gets on my
nerves.

WARGRAVE. We are adopting, I feel convinced, the only
measures possible. So long as we remain together, all
within sight of each other, a repetition of the tragedies
that have occurred is - must be - impossiblglfVe have
all submitted to a search. Therefore, we kno% that no
man is armed either with firearms or a knife. Nor has
any man got cyanide or any drug about his person. If
we remain, as I say, within sight of each other, nothing
can happen.

ARMSTRONG. But we can’t go on like this ~ we shall need
food - sleep -

BLORE. That's what I say.

r J7
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ARMSTRONG. (Nervously.) I wish that boat would ¢g
e sooner we get off this island the better. If#@bsurd

the mainland?
BLORE. No, Miss Bren

ARMSTRONG. (Restless.) 1 wonder if that boat’s coming.
Annoying the way the house is built slap up against the
cliff. You can’t see the mainland until you've climbed to
the top. Shall we go up there again?

BLORE. (Grinning) It’s no good. Doctor. A watched pot
never boils. There wasn't a sign of a boat putting out
when we were up there just now.

ARMSTRONG. What can this man Narracott be doing? ...

BLORE. (Philosophically.) They're all like that in Devon.
Never hurry themselves.

ARMSTRONG. And where’s Rogers? He ought to be about.

BLORE. If you ask me, Master Rogers was pretty badly
rattled last night.

ARMSTRONG. I know. (Shivers.) Ghastly - the whole thing.

BLORE. Got the wind up properly. I'd take an even bet that
he and his wife did do that old lady in.

WARGRAVE. (Incredulous.) You really think so?

BLORE. Well, I never saw a man more scared. Guilty as hell,
I should say.

ARMSTRONG. Fantastic - the whole thing - fantastic.

' BLORE. I say, suppose he’s hopped it?
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ARMSTRONG. Who, Rogers? But there isn’t any way he
could. There’s no boat on the island. You've just said so.

BLORE. Yes, but I've been thinking. We've only Rogers’ word
for that. Suppose there is one and he’s nipped off in it
the first thing.

island.
(His tone is so strange they stare at him.)

BLORE. Sleep well, General?
MACKENZIE. I dreamed - yes, I dreamed ~
BLORE. I don’t wonder at that.
MACKENZIE. I dreamed of Lesley - my wife, you know.
BLORE. (Embarrassed.) Oh - er - yes - I wish Narracott
would come.
MACKENZIE. Who is Narracott?
BLORE. The bloke who brought us over yesterday afternoon.
MACKENZIE. Was it only yesterday?
BLORE. (Determinedly cheerful.) Yes, I feel like that, too.
Batty gramophone records - suicides - it’s about all
a man can stand. I shan’t be sorry to see the back of
Soldier Island, I give you my word.
MACKENZIE. So you don’t understand. How strange!
BLORE. What'’s that, General?
(MACKENZIE nods his head gently. BLORE
looks questioningly at ARMSTRONG, then taps
his forehead significantly.)
ARMSTRONG. I don’t like the look of him.
BLORE. I reckon young Marston’s suicide must have been a
pretty bad shock to him. He looks years older.
ARMSTRONG. Where is that poor young fellow now?
BLORE. In the &c%. put him there Buao_&
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MACKENZIE. Oh! No. He wouldn’t be allowed to leave the W
~ ,

e.w(q ‘9

2
L))

:ly ﬂw ‘»qq




