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Note on the adaptation 

This adaptation of one of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s very best short stories featuring Sherlock Holmes, 
is deliberately very faithful to the original. In my view there is no need to completely re-invent the 
wheel. The story is the vital ingredient in any stage play and this is a very strong one. 

Staging should be made as uncomplicated as possible and the scenes move as fluidly as possible 
between the different settings. It is suggested that the bedrooms of Julia Stoner and Dr Roylott 
might sit back to back on a small revolve to indicate their juxtaposition; but designers may well have 
their own ideas to achieve this.  

Atmosphere in the Holmes tales is also a necessary part of a production. Here, there is plenty of 
scope for sound, lighting and music throughout to build tension.  

As far as the ‘speckled band’ is concerned; it is certainly a challenge to create something which is as 
realistic as possible (and maybe actually real!) but it certainly shouldn’t induce laughter. 
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CHARACTERS 

Miss Julia Stoner 

Miss Helen Stoner 

Dr Grimesby Roylott 

Sherlock Holmes 

Dr John Watson 

Mrs Hudson 

Landlord of Crown Inn 

A Coroner 

Station Announcer – voice only 

 

SETTING 

The action takes place in various locations in London and Surrey in the early 1890’s over a period of 
two years 
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THE SPECKLED BAND – A SHERLOCK HOLMES 
ADVENTURE 

 
SCENE ONE – THE BEDROOM OF JULIA STONER AT STOKE MORAN 

A large four-poster bed with curtaining the whole way around. A small 
bedside table with a carafe of water, a glass and a candle glowing low. A 
long bell pull reaches down from the wall right onto the pillow. Above the 
bed in the wall is a small vent. 

A low monotonous tone of sound or music, creating an eerie atmosphere. 

There is a wind howling. 

The low growl of a wild animal comes in and out. Growing louder and 
louder until the volume and ferocious nature of the animal sound is 
overwhelming and distorted. 

The sound suddenly stops and the curtains of the bed open and the head of 
a young woman pokes out and screams! 

The screams echo about. 

This is JULIA STONER – she is late 20s in a long nightdress. Long hair 
streaked with grey. Face terrified. She just stays there facing the front.  

The low monotonous sound continues. 

HELEN   (outside the door) Julia. Julia. What is it? What’s the matter? Julia. 

JULIA staggers to the door which she unlocks. HELEN STONER enters – twin 
of JULIA but looks much younger. She too is in a long nightdress. Hair tied 
back is dark. She carries a candle in a holder. 

HELEN   Oh my dear Julia. 

HELEN helps JULIA is back to the bed. She puts the candle on the table and 
pours a glass of water. 

HELEN   Drink this. You’ve had a nightmare. Again. Don’t worry. I’m here. 

   JULIA drinks the water 

HELEN That’s better. There, there. You’ll be ok. Just another nightmare. You will 
sleep soon. Do you remember what it was? 

JULIA The animals. It was the animals.  

HELEN Don’t worry. I am sure you are safe. They can’t get in here. 

JULIA Why does our stepfather keep them? They scare me to death. 
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HELEN I don’t know. Just don’t worry.  

JULIA I must keep my door locked. It is the only way I feel safe. 

HELEN Me too. But you need some sleep. 

JULIA Won’t you stay and talk for a while? It sounds wild outside and I still hear 
the animals. It must have been the cheetah or the baboon that woke me. 
You know I am not a deep sleeper. It makes me so tired. So weak. 

HELEN Sleep will build your strength. 

JULIA  I can’t wait until I am married and won’t have to endure this torment any 
longer. Charles will be there for me and that’s what matters. 

HELEN Take comfort in that. But what comfort can I wish for myself once you are 
gone. 

JULIA Oh it won’t be long until you find someone Helen.  

HELEN Maybe. But we have your wedding to arrange and celebrate first. 

JULIA If only Mother were here to enjoy it too. I miss her so much Helen. Every 
day. We both do I am sure.  

HELEN Of course. She would be so proud of you and be so very fond of Charles. But 
she left us well provided for and our stepfather has been good enough to 
give us a roof over our heads. 

JULIA But it’s unbearable here. He is a monster. Why? He was never like this when 
Mother was alive. He was kind and considerate and seemed to show much 
love to us and to Mother. What has changed him Helen. What? Ever since 
we came to live at Stoke Moran his mind has been altered.  

HELEN It’s a depression I am sure. His dream to establish his practice in London 
failed and he has been something of a lost soul. He has become angry with 
the world. Bitter.  

JULIA But as he has cut himself off, so he has done the same to us. The animals. 
The travelling folk. The negligence of the house. It is falling down Helen.  

HELEN He does try to repair it.  

JULIA Not really. He gets ladders put up and scaffolding, but no work ever seems 
to be carried out. We are confined to this wing forever. The wind whistles 
through the corridors. It makes a terrible sound. If it isn’t the animals he 
keeps giving me nightmares it’s the sounds the house makes even when the 
weather is still. I can’t bear it much longer Helen. I swear it will turn me 
mad. 

HELEN Hush now. Don’t worry yourself. Hopefully our stepfather will find that your 
wedding will bring him out of his darkness. He was so pleased when you said 
you were engaged. Maybe this is the tonic he needs. 

JULIA  I hope so. But he can’t replace our dear Papa. 
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HELEN We will never replace him. Or Mama. But once more think of the joy that 
Charles will bring you. 

JULIA You and he keep me going. (pause) Oh that awful smell. Those cigars. The 
putrid stink is so ghastly. I am sure it doesn’t help my fitful sleeping either. 

HELEN You are trying to look for reasons, though I agree it is particularly pungent in 
here.  

JULIA It’s from that vent above my bed. He seems to have an endless supply of 
those thick Indian cigars. Normal ones I can cope with. But those…. 

HELEN Peace… 

JULIA Listen to that terrible wind. Listen Helen. 

HELEN It’s just the wind Julia. 

 HELEN starts to leave. 

JULIA Tell me, have you ever heard anyone whistle in the dead of the night? 

HELEN Never. 

JULIA I suppose that you could not possibly whistle yourself in your sleep? 

HELEN (laughing) Certainly not! Why do you ask? 

JULIA During the last few nights, always about three in the morning, I’ve heard a 
low clear whistle. I am a light sleeper as you know this sound has woken me 
up. I have no idea where it comes from. Maybe in the next room, or outside 
on the lawn. I just wondered if you had heard it too? 

HELEN No. I haven’t. Maybe it’s one of those wretched camping folk. 

JULIA Yes, you might be right. But if it did come from outside then I wonder why 
you didn’t hear it. 

HELEN Well I sleep far more heavily that you. I can sleep through thunderstorms. 

JULIA I know! Well, it doesn’t matter. It’s just rather curious.  The wind is still wild 
out there, but I think I will try and sleep now. 

HELEN Well make sure you lock your door and remove the key so I can get in with 
the spare key if you need me. I will try and listen out for you. 

JULIA I will be fine. I am sure. Goodnight dearest Helen. Thank you for all the 
comfort you give me. 

HELEN You know I am always here for you. Sleep well my love. 

 HELEN kisses JULIA – they go to the door – HELEN leaves and JULIA locks it 
removing the key. JULIA returns to the bed. 

 The wind continues to howl. JULIA sits on the edge of the bed wrapping a 
curtain around her.  

 The monotonous tone returns.  
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 JULIA climbs into the bed and pulls the curtains around the bed. 

 The lights dim and the sound rises. Wind and rain lash the house. A 
disturbing collision of sounds. This changes gradually to an eerie feeling 
with just the tone continuing. 

 This is broken by an enormous echoing scream from JULIA. It seems to last 
forever. There is much flaying of the curtains. A sound of a match being 
struck is heard. A light from behind the curtains. HELEN is heard at the 
door. Then, distinctly heard, a long deep whistling sound, followed soon 
after by a clang of metal – the door of a safe closing. 

 HELEN bursts into the room holding a candle as JULIA emerges from behind 
the curtains, her arms flailing as if she is trying to rip something from her 
body. She still holds the match and box. HELEN runs to her. 

HELEN Oh Julia, what is it? My dearest. What’s the matter? What is it? 

 JULIA collapses to the floor and HELEN tries to hold her up. JULIA starts 
gasping for breath. 

JULIA Oh my God! Helen! It was the band! The speckled band! 

 JULIA collapses into HELEN’S arms. Her breathing is shallow. 

HELEN Oh Julia. Julia come back to me. Help me. Somebody help me now! 

 Her cries echo through the house as the wind continues to lash the house. 

 Lights fade but before they are completely extinguished we see the outline 
of a huge man at the doorway; it is momentary, but noticeable. The lights 
continue to fade to blackout. 

 

SCENE TWO - A CORONER’S COURT 

 A CORONER sits at a desk and summarises his findings. 

CORONER As coroner for this district, it is incumbent on me to summarise this, the 
most unfortunate case of the death of Miss Julia Stoner. I make these 
statements following a very exhaustive investigation. 

 This has been a very complex and puzzling case and I fear that my overall 
verdict will lead to some sense of dissatisfaction. 

 Miss Stoner’s death is not from any common cause. Isolated in her room at 
Stoke Moran, she had locked her door before sleeping, though her night was 
a disturbed one; not least by the terrible weather outside. Nothing could get 
into her room from the gardens as the windows were blocked by shutters 
and broad iron bars, all securely fastened. The walls and floor were all 
examined and were seen to be very sound indeed and quite solid. The 
chimney has long been boarded up with no visible means of entry. 
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 The medical report has found no sign of injury to her body and no sign of 
any violence directed at her. 

 Miss Helen Stoner, the victim’s sister,  has reported that the victim made 
reference to ‘a speckled band’. We can find no evidence of what she may 
have been referring to and must conclude it was a figment of her 
imagination. 

 We are aware of the nature of the victim’s stepfather Dr Grimesby Roylott 
and the gossip surrounding him as a result of Miss Stoner’s death, but none 
of our research has lead in anyway to casting him other than an innocent 
bystander. Indeed at the moment of the victim’s trauma we have only heard 
good reports from Miss Helen Stoner of his conduct in attempting to revive 
her. Dr Roylott attempted to revive his stepdaughter with brandy and sent 
for medical help from the local village. There was nothing else he could do. 

 Miss Julia Stoner died a short time later. 

 As coroner it is my duty to take account of all these issues and make my 
conclusions. In such an unusual set of circumstances I can only summarise 
the situation that in my view Miss Stoner died from natural causes brought 
on by some form of psychosis.  

 Blackout 

  

SCENE THREE - THE BEDROOM OF HELEN STONER AT STOKE MORAN 

 

 TWO YEARS LATER 

HELEN is writing at a desk by candlelight. It is night. There are creaks and 
sounds which make her uncomfortable and nervous. 

 Her recorded voice is heard as she writes. 

 

HELEN (voice over) My dearest Percy. I hope this letter finds you in the best of health and that 
the slight cold you had when we last met has passed. 

 Every day I think about your romantic proposal and cannot believe that in 
the spring we are to be married. It will be the happiest day of my life and 
will put an end to the terrible life I have lead since Mother died and 
especially in the two years since dear Julia’s passing. 

 I believe I will be able to look ahead with great joy. 

 It seemed a weight was taken from my shoulders when my stepfather 
offered no objection to our match. It seemed to me that my life was truly 
turning a corner. 


