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which goes on in this house, which is not described in de-
tail to Booker, and from that quarter it reaches me.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. I knew it! I knew she talked. Now
I know it, she shall be dismissed.

ROUGH. Oh, no—no such retribution is going to overtake
her at the moment, Mrs. Manningham. In fact, I fancy
you are going to be heavily in debt to your maid, Nancy.
If it were not for her indiscretions I should not be here
now, should I?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. What do you mean? What is this
mystery ? You must not keep me in the dark. What is it?

ROUGH. I'm afraid I shall have to keep you in the dark
for a little, Mrs. Manningham, as I am still quite far
down in the dark myself. Can I have another lump of
sugar in this?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes. [Passes bowl to him.]

ROUGH. Thank you. [Pause.] We were talking about the
top floor. [Helping himself to several lumps.] There is
a bedroom above this, and above that again is the top
floor ? Is that right?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes. But it’s shut up. When we
first took the house, my husband said we would niot need
the upstairs quarters—until there were childreu.

ROUGH. You've never been up to the top floor, Mrs. Man
ningham?

[Pause.]
MRS. MANNINGHAM. No one goes up there.
ROUGH. Not even a servant to dust?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. No
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ROUGH. Rather funny?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Pause.] Funny? [Pause.] I don’t
know— [ But she does think so.]

ROUGH. [ think it is. Now, Mrs. Manningham, to ask a
personal question. When did you first get the notion into
vour head that your reason was playing you tricks?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [A4bout to drink her tea. Pause.
Looks at RoUGH and then sets her cup down.] How did
you know ?

ROUGH. Never mind how I know. When did it begin?

MRS, MANNINGHAM. I always had that dread. My mother
died insane, when she was quite young. When she was
my age. But only in the last six months, in this house—
things began to happen—

ROUGH. Which are driving you mad with fear?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Gasping.] Yes. Which are driving
me mad with fear.

ROUGH. Is it the house itself you fear, Mrs. Manning-
ham?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes. I suppose it is. I hate the
house. I always did.

ROUGH. And has the top floor got anything to do with it?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes, yes, it has. That’s how all
this dreadful horror began.

ROUGH. Ah—now you interest me beyond measure. Do
tell me about the top floor.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. I don’t know what to say. It all
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sounds so incredible— It’s when I'm alone at night. I
get the idea that—somebody’s walking about up there—
[Looking up.] Up there— At night, when my husband’s
out— I hear noises, from my bedroom, but I'm too afraid
to go up—

ROUGH. Have you told your husband about this?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. No. I'm afraid to. He gets angry.
He says I imagine things which don’t exist—

ROUGH. It never struck you, did it, that it might be your
own husband walking about up there?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes—that is what I thought—but
I thought I must be mad. [As she turns to RougH.] Tell
me how you know.

ROUGH. Why not tell me first how you knew, Mrs. Man-
ningham.

MRS. MANNINGHAM [She rises and goes toward fire-
place.] It’s true, then! It's true. I knew it. T knew it!
When he leaves this house he comes back He comes back
and walks up there above—up and down—up and down.
[Turns to fireplace.] He comes back like a ghost. How
does he get up there?

ROUGH. [Ruses, crosses to MRS. MANNINGHAM.] That's
what we're going to find out, Mrs. Manningham. But
there are such commonplace resources as roofs and fire
escapes, you know. Now please don't look so frightened.
Your husband is no ghost, believe me, and you are very
far from mad. [Pause.] Tell me now, what made you
first think it was him?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. It was the light—the gas light—
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It went down ard it went up— [Starts to cry.] Oh,
thank God I can tell this to som-one at last. I don’t know
who you are, but I must tell you. [Crosses to ROUGH. ]

ROUGH. [Takes her hands.] Now try to keep calm. You
can tell me just as well sitting down, can’t you? Won't
you sit down? [ He moves back.]

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes—yes. [She sits down on Right
end of settee.]

ROUGH. [Looks around.] The light, did you say? Did
you see a light from a window ?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. No. In this house, I can tell every-
thing by the light of the gas. You see the mantle there.
Now it’s burning full. But if an extra light went on in
the kitchen or someone lit it in the bedroom then this
one would sink down. It’s the same all over the house.

ROUGH. Yes—yes—that’s just a question of insufficient
pressure, and it’s the same in mine. But go on, please.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [ Pause.] Every night, after he goes
out, I find myself waiting for something. Then all at
once I look round the room and see that the light is
slowly going down. Then I hear tapping sounds—per-
sistent tapping sounds. At first I tried not to notice it,
but after a time it began to get on my nerves. I would
go all over the house to sce if anyone had put on an extra
light, but they never had. It's always at the same time—
about ten minutes after he goes out. That’s what gave
me the idea that somehow /e had come back and that it
was he who was walking about up there. T go up to the
bedroom but I daren’t stay there because I hear noises
overhead. I want to scream and run out of the house. I
sit here for hours, terrified, waiting for him to come
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back, and I always know when he’s coming, always. Sud-
denly the light goes up again and ten minutes afterwards
I hear his key in the lock [A4 look at Left Center doors.]
and he’s back again.

ROUGH. [Lightly—chuckling.] How very strange, in-
deed. You know, Mrs. Manningham, you should have
been a policeman.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Are you laughing at me? Do you
think I imagine everything, too?

ROUGH Oh. no! I was merely praising the keenness of
your observation. I not only think you are right in your
suppositions, I think you have made a very remarkable
discovery, and one which may have very far-reaching
consequences.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Far-reaching? How?

ROUGH. Well, let’s leave that for the moment. [Moves
closer to her.] Tell me, that is not the only cause, is it,
which has lately given you reason to doubt your sanity?
[Pause.] Has anything else been happening? [Pause.]
Don’t be afraid to tell me.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes, there are other things. I hardly
dare speak of them. It has been going on for so long.
This business of the gas has only brought it to a head. Tt
seems that my mind and memory are beginning to play
me tricks.

ROUGH. Tricks? What sort of tricks? When?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Incessantly—but more and more of
late. He gives me things to look after, and when he asks
for them they are gone, and can never be found. Then
he misses his rings, or his studs, and I will hunt the place
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for them, and he will find them lying hidden at the bot-
tom of my work-box. Twice the door of that room
[Turning and looking at door up Right.] was found
locked with the key vanished. That was also found at the
bottom of my box. Only today, before you came, that
picture had been taken from the wall and hidden. [He
looks around at picture.] Who could have done it but
myself ? I try to remember. [He turns to her.] 1 break
my heart trying to remember. But I can’t. Oh, and then
there was that terrible business about the dog—

ROUGH. The dog?

MRS, MANNINGHAM. We have a little dog. A few weeks
ago, it was found with its paw hurt.—He believes— Oh,
God, how I tell you what he believes—that T had hurt
the dog. He does not let the dog near me now. He keeps
it in the kitchen and I am not allowed to see it! I begin
to doubt, don’t you see? I begin to believe I imagine ev-
erything. Perhaps I do. Are you here? Is this a dream,
too? Who are you? [Rises.] I'm afraid they are going
to lock me up.

roUGH. Do you know, Mrs. Manningham, it has oc-
curred to me that you’d be all the better for a little medi-
cine.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Medicine. Are you a doctor?
You're not a doctor, are you?

ROUGH. [Chuckling.] No, I'm not a doctor, but that
doesn’t mean that a little medicine would do you any
harm.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. But I have medicine. He makes me
take it. It does me no good, and I hate it. How can medi-
cine help a mind that’s ill?
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ROUGH. Oh—but mine’s an exceptional medicine. I have
some with me now. You must try it.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. What medicine is it?

ROUGH [He rises and goes over Left.] You shall sample
it and see. [A4t Center.] You see, it has been employed
by humanity, for several ages, for the purpose of the
instantaneous removal of dark fears and doubts. That
seems to fit you, doesn't it? [Crosses to Left to coat then
turns to her.)]

MRS. MANNINGHAM. The removal of doubt. How could
a medicine effect that?

ROUGH. Ah—that we don’t know. The fact remains that
it does. Here we are. [ Produces what is obviously a bot-
tle of whiskey, and crosses to Left of Center table.] You
see, it comes from Scotland. Now, Madam, have you
such a thing handy as two glasses or a couple of cups?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Crosses to Left end of settee.]
Why—are you having some, too?

ROUGH. Oh, yes. I am having some above all things. We
could use these cups, if you like.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. No. [She goes to secretary and
brings out two glasses and crosses to Right of Center
table.] T will get two—

ROUGH. Ah—thank you—the very thing. Now we shan’t

be long. %/\‘O P

MRS. MANNINGHAM. What is it? I so dislike medicine,
What does it taste like ?

ROUGH. Delicious! Something between ambrosia and
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ELIZABETH. [Crosses to back of Center table.] Come,
Madam, I’ll turn up the light. [She does so. Then EL1zZA-
BETH picks up box of matches and crossing to the desk
lamp, lights 1¢.] There. Now you’ll be all right.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Elizabeth! What have you done? I
can’t have anyone in. I’'m not fit to be seen.

ELIZABETH. You look all right, Madam. You mustn’t take
on so. Now—1I'll call him in. [Goes to the door and can
be heard calling “Will you come in, please, sir?”]

[The door is heard to SLAM. MRS. MANNINGHAM rises,
half paralyzed, then runs over to the mirror above the
mantelpiece and adjusts her hair. Stands with her back
to the fireplace, waiting. ELIZABETH returns, holding
back the door. DETECTIVE ROUGH enters. He is middle-
aged—greying, short, wiry, active, brusque, friendly,
over-bearing. He has a low warming chuckle and com-
pletely dominates the scene from the beginning.]

%T }\Q\’\_—/ ROUGH. Thank you— Ah—good evening. [ As he crosses
down to Left end of settee.] Mrs. Manningham. T be-
lieve— How are you, Mrs. Manningham? [Chuckling,
offers his hand.]

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Shaking hands.] How do you do?
I'm very much afraid—

ROUGH. You're very much afraid you don’t know me
from Adam ? That's about the root of the matter, isn't it ?

[ELIZABETH goes out Left Center, closing the doors.]

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Oh, no—it’s not that—but no doubt
you have come to see my husband?

ROUGH. [Who is still holding her hand, and looking at
her appraisingly.] Oh, no! You couldn’t be further out.
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[Chuckling.] On the contrary, I have chosen this precise
moment to call when I knew your husband was out. May
I take off my things and sit down? [Starts to remove his
coat.]

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Why, yes, I suppose you may.

ROUGH. You're a good deal younger and more attractive
than I thought, you know. But you’re looking very pale.
Have you been crying ?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Really—I'm afraid I don’t under-
stand at all.

ROUGH. You will do so, Madam, very shortly. [Goes
Left Center and begins to remove scarf.] You're the lady
who’s going off her head, aren’t you? [Chuckles. To
lower end of desk. He puts his hat on the desk and is re-
moving his scarf and overcoat.]

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Terrified.] What made you say
that? [Goes toward him. Stops at Center.] Who are
you? What have you come to talk about ?

ROUGH. Ah, you're running away with things, Mrs. Man-
ningham, and asking me a good deal I can’t answer at
once. [ Taking off coat, and putting it on chair down Left
and then crosses to down Left Center.] Instead of that,
I am going to ask you a question or two— Now, please,
will you come here, and give me your hands? [Pause.
She obeys.] Now, Mrs. Manningham, I want you to take
a good look at me, and see if you are not looking at some-
one to whom you can give your trust. I am a perfect
stranger to you, and you can read little in my face be-
sides that. But I can read a great deal in yours.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Pause.] What? What can you
read in mine?
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ROUGH. Why, Madam, I can read the tokens of one who
has travelled a very long way upon the path of sorrow
and doubt—and will have, I fear, to travel a little fur-
ther yet before she comes to the end. But I fancy she is
coming towards the end, for all that. Come now, are you
going to trust me, and listen to me?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Pause.] Who are you? God knows
I need help.

ROUGH. [Still holding her hands.] 1 very much doubt
whether God knows anything of the sort, Mrs. Manning-
ham. If he did I believe he would have come to your aid

before this. But I am here, and so you must give me your
faith.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Withdraws her hand and with-
draws a step.] Who are you? Are you a doctor ?

RoUGH. Nothing so learned, Ma’am. Just a plain police
detective.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Skrinks away.] Police detective?

ROUGH. Yes. Or was some years ago. [Crossing to chair
Left of table.] At any rate, still detective enough to see
that you've been interrupted in your tea. Couldn’t you
start again, and let me have a cup? [He stands back of
chair Left of table and holds it for her.]

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Why, yes—yes. I will give you a
cup. It only wants water. [She begins to busy herself
with hot water, cup, pot, etc., throughout the ensuing
conversation. ]

ROUGH. [ Crosses around above table and to back of chair
Right of it.] You never heard of the celebrated Ser-
geant Rough, Madam? Sergeant Rough, who solved




image4.jpeg
1] ANGEL STREET 31

the Claudesley Diamond Case—Sergeant Rough, who
hunted down the Camberwell dogs—Sergeant Rough,
who brought Sandham himself to justice. [He has his
hand on back of chair, as he looks at her ] Or were all
such sensations before your time?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Looking up at RouGH.] Sand-
ham? Why, yes—I have heard of Sandham—the mur-
derer—the Throttler.

ROUGH. Yes—Madam—Sandham the Throttler. And
you are now looking at the man who gave Sandham to
the man who throttled him. And that was the common
hangman. In fact, Mrs. Manningham—you have in
front of you one who was quite a personage in his day
—believe it or not.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [As she adds water to the tea.] 1
quite believe it. Won’t you sit down? I'm afraid it won’t
be very hot.

ROUGH. Thank you— [Sitting.] How long have you
been married, Mrs. Manningham?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Pouring tea.] Five years—and a
little.

ROUGH. Where have you lived during all that time, Mrs.
Manningham ? Not here, have you?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Putting milk in his cup and pass-
ing it to him.] No—first we went abroad—then we lived
in Yorkshire, and then six months ago my husband
bought this house.

ROUGH. You bought it?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes. [ had a bit of money. My hus-
band thought this was an excellent investment.
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ROUGH. [Taking cup.] You had a bit of money, eh?
That’s very good. And does your husband always leave
you alone like this in the evenings?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes. He goes to his club, I believe,
and does business.

ROUGH. Oh, yes— [He is stirring his tea, thoughtfully.]
MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes—

ROUGH. And does he give you a free run of the whole
house while he’s out?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes— Well, no—not the top floor.
Why do you ask?

ROUGH. Ah—not the top floor—

MRS. MANNINGHAM. No—no—will you have some
sugar?

ROUGH. Thanks.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [ Bending over eagerly to answer his
questions.] What were you saying?

ROUGH. [As he takes sugar. Lightly and chuckling.] Be-
fore I go any further, Mrs. Manningham, I must tell
you there’s a leakage in this household. You have a
maid called Nancy?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Yes—yes—

roUuGH. And Nancy walks out of an evening with a
young man named Booker in my employ. I only live a
few streets away from you, you know.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. Oh, yes?
ROUGH. [With a chuckle.] Well, there is hardly anything




