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PART ONE: Search for a Dead Soldier!
Sceme 1 Mavtha /g 85/

(Uncle Edward is an old man. He lies in bed with his eyes closed.®

 Nicholas “and his wife Martha are sitting on chairs at the'end of the bed. )

'‘Martha: Nicholas. Do you hear ? Nicholas. -Wake up.

Nicholas: Mm ?° Pardon

Martha: I said, wake up. You were asleep, weren’t you.

Nicholas: Me ? No, Martha. Of course not.

Martha: Yes you were. You were asleep.

' Nic.holas. I' was thinking.

Martha: Your eyes were shut

Nicholas: I often think with my eyes shut.

Martha: Don’t tell lies.

Nicholas: Sh: You’ll wake up Uncle Edward

Martha: I don’t care. We've been here for half an hour, and he
hasn’t moved. '

" Nicholas: He’s an old man. He needs his sieep.

Martha: I didn’t come here to watch people sleeping. Where's
that lawyer ?

Nicholas: Mr Twigg ?

‘Martha: Yes. He asked us to come here. Four o’clock, he said.
What time is it now ?

Nicholas: Half past four.

Martha: ‘Why isn’t he here ?

Nicholas: He’s late, "S‘b Ld{ )

Martha: Don’t be stupid. I know that. Where is

(A knock at the door)
Nicholas: Come in.
(Mr Twigg comes in)

1, IREHRNTR. XERSATAE. 2. BHEHRLEAMRH.  with his
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Twigg: Ah.

Nicholas: Ah.

Twigg: You are Nicholas ?
Nicholas: You are Mr Twigg ?
Twigg: You are Martha ?
Martha: You are late.

Twigg: I'm sorry. I'm a lawyer.
Martha: That ts no excuset
Twigg: I had other things to do.

Martha: And we have other things to do. But we weren’t late,

Nicholas: All right, Martha. He said he’s sorry

Twigg: How is your Uncle Edward ?

Nicholas: Asleep.

Twigg: Are you sure ?

Martha: Perhaps he’s dead. .

Twigg: My goodness® you shouldn’t make jokes about these things.

Martha: Jokes ? Look at him. He hasn’t moved for half an hour.

Twigg: My goodness. Stand aside, my dear. Let me see. Yes.
| He’s very quiet, isn’t he. ‘ '

Nicholas: Do veu think he’s all right ?

Twigg: Well, I'm not a doctor, you know. Perhaps I should listen

to his chest. Isn’t that the right thing to do ?

Nicholas: Go on then.®

Twigg: Well now. That’s a 6it7 difficult.

Martha: Why ?

Twigg: It’s under the sheets.

Nicholag: Open nne of his eves.

Twigg: Yes. That's a good idea. Which one ?

Martha: For heaver’s sake!® Here? Let me do it

Twigg: Do be careful.

Martha: There!

Edward: Hey! -

Martha: Oh. } (together)

Twigg: My goodness.
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Nicholas: Uncle Edward.
Edward: What are you doing ?
Nicholas: We thought you were asleep.

Edward: Fiddle-faddlel® You weren’t very careful, were you.

Why did you wake me up ?

‘Nicholas: Well—
Edward: You thought T was dead.

Mariun: Vs, | (o8

Edward: Quiet. Where’s that lawyer ?
Twigg: Over here, Sir Edwardt
Edward: Mr wagg, what was I saying ?

Twigg: You said “Fiddle-faddle”.

Edward: No, no, no. Bcforc that What did I say before that ?
Martha: You were asleep. : |
Edward: For heaven’s sake ! I was not asleep.

Nicholas: Your eyes were shut.

Edward: I'll shut my eyes now. Look. Are they shut ?
Nicholas: Yes.

Edward: Am I asleep?

Nicholas: No. = : ‘
Edward: All right then. That’s that® Where’s my pillow ?
Twigg: Sir Edward, you mustn’t sit up.

Edward: Will you stop interfering.

Twigg: You really must be careful. Remember the doctor’s orders.
Edward: Mr Twigg. T pay you to be my lawyer. Right ?
Twigg: Of course, Sir Edward. '

Edward: Right. That’s that. Lawyers write things, and fead
things, and sign things. They do not stop people sitting

up In bed. Is that clear ?

Twigg: 1 was only trymg to help. -
Martha For heaven’s ‘sake, let him sit up if he wants to.

10, MAENHE. 1. BEERTL. XB Sir B-REEKE: 12, ﬁﬁﬁ
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Edward: Give me @ hand* Carcful !

Martha: Here. Nicholas. Take his other arm.

Nicholas: Right., Up you come.1®

Edward: Ha. That’s better. Now then, what was I saying ?.
Twigg: You were saying—

Edward: Hello. Where have they gone ?

Nicholas: Who ?

Edward: That other young nephew of mine. What’s his name.

Twigg: Alan.
Edward: That’s right. Alan: And his girl friend. What’s her
‘ name.

Nicholas: Betty.
Edward: Where did they go?
Martha: They haven’t come in yet.
Edward: What? Mr Twigg, what time is it ?
Twigg: About twenty to five.
Edward: What ? Were they not here at four o’clock ?
Nicholas: No, Untcle Edward.
Martha: [ was here at four o’clock. And that wasn't much use.
You were asleep. |
Edward: I was not asleep.
Martha: You were.
Edward: Quiet.1¢
Martha: Don’t shout at me.
Edward: I will shout if I like. It’s my house.
Nicholas: Please, Uncle Edward. Don’t gct excited.
Edward: I will get excited.
Twigg: Sir Edward—
(A knock at the door)
Twigg:
Edward:
Martha:
Nicholas:

14, BRI, 15, FEXRLEXT. 16, FEW., FFERHRE. X
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(Alan and Betty come in)
Alan: Uncle Edward ?
Edward: You're late.
Alan: I'm very sorry. We got lost.\?
_Edward: You’ve been here before.
Alan: Well, not for a few years's.
Edward: Yes. You were at school then. You've changed, Alan.
Alan: ‘I hope so. This is Betty. "
 Betty: Good evening. ‘
Edward: Ah. That’s the first polite word today. Sit down, my
‘dear,
Betty: Thank you.
Edward: Alan—that chair’s for you.

Alan: Thanks. Betty, I’d better introduce you to everybody®®.
Edward: Never mind all that. That’'s Mr Twigg over there,
The lawyer. This is my nephew Nicholas.

Nicholas: Hello.

Edward: And his wife Martha. [ wouldn’t have her for a wife. But
there you are.®® '

Martha: You are a rude old man.

Edward: Fiddle-faddle. Anyway, she’s one of the family now.
Alan. , '

Alan: Uncle Edward ?

Edward: Why aren’t you married ?

Alan: Well—I don’t know really.

Edward: Pardon ? Speak up.!

Alan: 1T said, I don’t know. _

Edward: Betty my dear. Has he asked you ?*3

Betty: No, Sir Edward.

17. RIERKT. 18, FEBERRT. XREAMD, TRONA We
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- Edward: Why not ?
Alan: Now look héve®
Edward: You're going to ask her, arcnt you ? ?
Alan: Well—I suppose so.
‘Edward: And you, my dear. You’ll say yes, won’t you ?
Betty: Well—I suppose so. , :
Edward: Right. That’s that. You’ll soon be one of the family.
That’s why 1 asked you.
Martha: She’s not one of the family yet.
Edward: OQuiet,
Martha: And don’t talk lo me like that.% |
Ecrward' Twigg. If this young woman intcrrupts me again, throw
~her out.
Twigg: My goodness, I can’t do that, Sir Edward
Edward: Then get me a lawyer who can,
Nicholas: Uncle Edward—
- Edward: Stop it. Quiet. Silence. Not one more word.
Twigg: Can 1— -
Edward: Sh. That’s better. Now then. What was I saying ?
Martha: You were going to throw me out. |
Edward: No, no, no. Not that. Mr Twigg—1I pay you to listen’s,
What was I saying ? -
Twigg: You were going to tell them about the keys.
Edward: Ah. Yes. That’s it. The keys. Haven’t I told them
. Tyet ?
Twigg: No, Sir Edward. -
‘Edward: Very well. Where are the keys, Twigg ?
Twigg: Here in my pocket, Sir Edward. |
Edward: Right. Give them the keys, Mr Twigg. lec them
. the keys. ‘
Twigg: Certainly, Nicholas—a key for you.
Nicholas: Thank you.. |
Twigg: And Alan—a key for you. B C _
Zﬁ?ﬁg;}:ﬂﬁ 24. FRAXHSEBRRIE. 25, RWRIR; REHTR
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Alan: Thanks.

Edward: Now then. What about it? Eh?

Alan: What are the keys for ?

Edivard: Wait and see. Wait and sce.

Martha: That's just stupid: You have to tell us what they’re for.

Edward: Have 10?2 Have to ? 1 do not. 1 can please myself .

- You understand ?

Nicholas: All right, Uncle Edward Ifeep calm. 3

Alan: My key looks the same as yours, Nicholas.

Betty: Are the two keys the same ?

Twigg: Yes. They are. Exactly the same.

Martha: Why?

Edward: Wait and see, -

Nicholas: Do they both open the same thing ?

Edward: Perhaps, perhaps.

Alan: Aren’t you going to tell us ?.

Edward: - No.

Betty: It’s all very mysterious.

Edward: Good, good..

Alan: What’s it all about ?

Nicholas: Aren’t you going to tell us anything ?

Edward: I'll tcllybu this. I'm going tc-die.

Alan: No. :

Nicholas: Nonsense. } ( taget!wr)

Betty: Oh no.

Edward: Be quiet, and listen. I'm a very old man. I'm going
to'die.. I know that. And I’m going to leave something.
To ybu. All of you. You're the only part of the family
that’s left.

Martha: Is that all? A key? -

Edward: No, that’s not all. These are not the only keys.

Betty: There are more of them ?

Nicholas: All the same ?

26, R—EBERIRIG? XREMD, 2HDYR Dol have totell you?
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Edward: There are more. But they're not all the same,

Martha: How many, keys are there ? ’

Edward: Seven.

Alan: Seven keys ¢

Edward: That’s right. The seventh key is the one you want.

Alan: Where do we find it ?

Edward: Tou have to work for it

Nicholas: What do we have to do ?

Edward: You must find the seventh key in one week. One week.

Martha: And if we don’t find it ?

Edward: If you don’t find it, you get nothing.

Betty: And if we do find it ?

Edward: You get something. Something.

Martha: What docs this key open ?

Betty: Where are the other keys ?

Alan: How do we begin ?

Nicholas: Where do we look ?

Twigg: My goodness. Look at the time. I really must go, Sir
Fdward. I’'m sorry ... Sir Edward ?

Martha: Oh no. He's fallen asleep again.

Twigg: He gets tired very casily. Don’t wake him up. I'Hl just
leave quietly.

Martha: Come on, Nicholas. We're going too. This has all bcen
a waste of time.

Nicholas: Goodbye Alan. If you find a lock for that key, let me

know. -
Alan: Goodbye.
{Mr Twigg and Nichelas and Martha lcavc)
Betty: We'd better go as well®® Alan. Don’t wake him up.
Alan: - All right. I’ll just pull the blanket up and make him comfort-
able. |
Betty: -Alan.
Alan: What?

29, FAIETIRZER. 30, RAMFHER. a3 well = 100,



I don’t think he’s breathing.

Alan: Let me see. You're right. What are you doing ?

Betty: Listening to his chest, -

Alan: Hear anything ?

Betty: No. Nothing.

Alan: He’s not sleeping at all.

Betty: Well, he said he was going to die.

Alan: Still, I think he enjoyed all that. Look. He’s got a big smile
“on his face : |

Betty: Now he’ll never answer all those questions.

Alan: Goodbye, Uncle Edward.

Betty: And we’ll never find the seventh key.

- Alan: You know what Uncle Edward would say to that.

Betty: what? |

Alan: Fiddle-faddle.

g
g

" Scene 2

(Alar’s flat.  The doorbell rings— Alan goes to the door. A man is waiting,
holding a box) '
Tradesman: Mr Brown ?

Alan: Yes. |

Tradesman: Alan Brown ?

Alan: That’s right.

Tradesman: Ah. Got a pencil, mate ? "’

Alan: I think so. Yés. Here you are.

Tndesman No. Not for me, mate. For you. Here. Fust sign
' Sor this,3 will you?

Alan: What is it ? _

Tradesman: A box, mate.

- Alan: I can see that. What’s - umdc it ? ?
" Tradesman: Don’t ask me,

Alan: Where do'T sign?
Tradesman: I need three hands for this job. See that bit of paper :
| in my top pocket ?

3. REARFL. 2 EAERTRTRRA.
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Alan: Yes.

Tradesman: Pull it out, will you ?

Alan: There you are. '

Tradesman: That’s it, Just sign.

Alan: “Alan Brown”., OK?

Tradesman: That’s it mate. Now this thing’s yours.

Alan: Are you sure this is right ?

Tradesman: How d’you mean 7

Alan: I haven’t bought anything.

Tradesman: Have a look at that paper. That’s your address, isn’t
it? |

Alan: Yes, it is.

Tradesman: It’s your name, isn’t it ?

Alan: Yes.

Tradesman: Right then. Your name. Your address. Your box,
mate. '

Alan: Who sent it ?

Tradesman: No idea® I just carry them.

( Beity comes along) '

Betty: Hello. -

Alan: Betty—take a ook at this.

Betty: What is it ?

~ Alan: I don’t know.

Betty: Who sent it ? -

Tradesman: Oh, don’t start all that again, lady. This thing

| weighs a ton®. Which one of you two wants it ?

Alan: Give it to me.

Tradesman: A pleasure.

Alan: Right. Careful.

Tradesman: Got it ?

Alan: Yes, thanks very much.

Tradesman: You're welcome.

Alan: Hey. This is heavy. _

33, = what do you mean? 34, REYE. E¥HER I have no idea.
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