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            Premiere Production

         

         Jack Maggs was first presented at Dunstan Playhouse, Adelaide Festival Centre, on 15 November 2024, in a production by State Theatre Company South Australia. The cast was as follows:

         
             

         

         Mercy  Ahunim Abebe

         Jack  Mark Saturno

         Ma Britten / Mrs Halfstairs / Old Mercy  Jacqy Phillips

         Buckle / Dr Grieves  Nathan O’Keefe

         Miss Mott / Lizzie  Jelena Nicdao

         Constable / George / Partridge  Dale March

         Tobias  James Smith

         Hawthorne / Mary / Phipps  Rachel Burke

         
             

         

         Director  Geordie Brookman

         Set and Costume Designer  Ailsa Paterson

         Lighting Designer  Nigel Levings

         Composer  Hilary Kleinig

         Sound Designer  Andrew Howard

         Assistant Director  Annabel Matheson

         Production Manager  Gabrielle Hornhardt

         Stage Manager  Bridget Samuel

         Assistant Stage Manager  Carmel Evansviii
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            For Richard Porter, and for Mates and Patesx
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            Characters

         

         
            Mercy Larkin

a lively kitchen maid and narrator

            Jack Maggs

an enigmatic stranger, belligerent and bruised

            Ma Britten

an iron-fisted and infamous ‘doctor’

            Percy Buckle

a fussy and duck-legged ex-grocer

            Mrs Halfstairs

a tyrannical housekeeper

            Miss Mott

a fretful cook

            Edward Constable

a tormented footman in yellow livery

            Tobias Oates

an up-and-coming writer in a multicoloured waistcoat, cherubic, charming and pugnacious

            Hawthorne

a boozy actor

            Mary Oates

a long-suffering wife, a woman of hidden strengths

            Lizzie Warriner

a kind, clever and vulnerable eighteen-year-old

            Old Mercy

a very wise playwrightxii

            Dr Grieves

a stern doctor

            Henry Phipps

a fair-haired dandy, vain and decadent

            George Conklin

a landlord with a past

            Partridge

a thief-taker disguised as a clergyman

            
                

            

            
                

            

            
                

            

         

         This play is presented as a play. The Actors’ production occurs in 1879, their play is set in 1837, and the directions suggest every nineteenth-century theatre trick in the book to evoke a Gothic, distorted Dickensian London: magic lanterns, shadow play, zoetrope, Pepper’s ghost; dumbshow, pantomime, music hall, penny gaff, tableaux vivants, breeches roles. The Actors make the music. Double flamboyantly. Entrances and exits are not on the whole indicated.
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            JACK MAGGS

            The True History
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            Playwright’s Note

         

         The playwright willingly admits to having once or twice stretched history to suit her own dramatic ends.

         
             

         

         Lovingly Inscribed

to

JACK MAGGS

A Caring Husband, a Doting Father

         
             

         

         Mercy Larkin

Supper Creek Road, Wingham

27 November 1878
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            Suggested Doubling

         

         
            Female One

(twenties)

Mercy

            Female Two

(sixties to seventies)

Ma Britten

Mrs Halfstairs

Old Mercy

Partridge (or Male Three)

            Female Three

(twenties)

Miss Mott

Lizzie

            Female Four

(twenties)

Hawthorne

Mary

Phipps

            Male One

(forty-four)

Jack

            Male Two

(thirties to fifties)

Buckle

Dr Grieves

            Male Three

(thirties to fifties)

Constable

George

Partridge (or Female Two)

            Male Four

(twenty-four)

Tobias
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            Songs

         

         
            ‘Sally in Our Alley’

            ‘Jim Jones at Botany Bay’ (Roud* 5478)

            ‘The Holly and the Ivy’ (Roud 514)

            ‘Botany Bay, a New Song’

(‘I’ve Been a Wild Boy’, Roud 3366)

            ‘The Emancipated Convict’

            ‘Wild and Wicked Youth’

(‘The Newry Highwayman’, Roud 490)

            ‘Over the Hills and Far Away’

(Roud 8460; The Beggar’s Opera)

            ‘Moreton Bay’ (Roud 2537)

            ‘Amo, Amas, I Love a Lass’6

         

         
            * Refers to the Roud Folk Song Index

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
7
               Act One

            

         

         
            Mercy (reads from a book) ‘As certain birds do declare themselves unto their intended, so the Murderer returned to court his beloved England, bold as Cock Robin in his bright red waistcoat.’ The famous opening – of a book of lies. (Flings it away.) A play: The True History of Jack Maggs.

            The Company lights the gaslights, conjures the story. A coachman’s ‘Whoa-up’.

            It was six o’clock on the fifteenth of April 1837 when the man with the red waistcoat arrived in sooty, horse-shitty London. From Sydney Town he’d sailed, and from Dover he’d written to Mr Henry Phipps at Twenty-Seven Great Queen Street that they’d meet the following day. He had just one more night to wait.

            Dumbshow: Jack alighting the Rocket coach and devoured by London: tugging free from hawking Prostitutes and Costers; stunned by the blazing gaslight; ripping an advertisement from a newspaper, walking along Floral Street scrutinising it, as in a high window, a Man sodomises another – a shadow play he doesn’t see. A door opens, a shaft of light cuts into the yellow fog in Cecil Street, and he melts into shadow as Ma Britten sees out a shawled, unhappy Woman.

            Ma Britten … don’t cry, dearie, take one every morning, one every night, it’s like you never got yourself into no trouble. Off you go, no one’s seen you …

            Jack Hold the door.

            Ma Britten It’s dark – if you’ve come for pills, come back tomorrow.8

            Jack I said hold the door, Mary Britten.

            Ma Britten Who’s that?

            Jack Someone you should recognise covered with soot. (Steps into light.) London’s changed. The gaslight. I thought the whole city was a fairground.

            Ma Britten Jack? What you doing here? You’re a dead man if they find you.

            Jack That’s a nice home-coming, Ma. Cecil Street, eh? You got respectable.

            Ma Britten How d’you find me?

            Jack How d’you think? (Advertisement.) ‘Dr Britten’s Famous Pills for Female Disorders.’ Such a posh puff for unwanted things. (Crumples it, drops it.)

            Ma Britten You varmint. Don’t you bring your trouble here. You come home to start up again, have you?

            Jack No, Ma. I’m retired. I’m a wealthy man. I come home for the culture.

            She snorts. His cheek spasms. Palsy. A sound, like tinnitus. He claps a hand to the pain.

            Ma Britten They treat you bad down there?

            Jack Bad enough.

            Ma Britten Well, you’d better make sure no one recognises you or it’s the rope of Newgate round your neck. If I was you I’d get on the next ship back to New South Wales. I won’t invite you in for tea.

            Jack You worried I might have a bone to pick with you, Ma?

            Ma Britten What do you want? What’re you doing here in London?

            Jack It’s my home. That’s what I want. My home.9

            Ma Britten (slams door)

            Jack I’m coming back, Ma! We’ll have a proper chat tomorrow!

            Mercy But three weeks would pass before the man with the flickering in his left cheek would call at Ma Britten’s again. Scene Two: the following day.

            Cockneys (sing)

            Of all the girls that are so smart

            There’s none like pretty Mercy;

            She is the darling of my heart –

            Mercy Tricked you. There weren’t no saucy cockneys singing ballads in my honour, but I wrote this play so I pull the strings. (Curtsies.) Mercy Larkin, kitchen maid. I won’t hoodwink you again. As the clock of St George’s struck eleven, the man – who had two fingers missing – arrived at Twenty-Seven Great Queen Street. Behind the bright front door of this handsome gentleman’s residence was Mr Henry Phipps. This is why he had come!

            Jack (rap-rap-rap; waits)

            Mercy It was the man’s profession to recognise an empty house when he saw one – and this was like a grave. It wasn’t possible! He was well-informed about Number Twenty-Seven: he knew it had a butler, a housekeeper, a cook.

            Rap-rap-rap. Company waits. A new story: 

            Scene Three: next door: Number Twenty-Nine, the equally handsome gentleman’s residence, owned by Mr Percy Buckle – but he was no more a gentleman than the stranger. Six months prior to these events, Mr Buckle was a humble grocer in Clerkenwell, and before that, a fried-fish seller from Fetter Lane. Then one morning (ding-a-ling) a lawyer entered his shop, and what the dickins:10

            Buckle (with deeds) A mysterious inheritance? The owner of Twenty-Nine Great Queen Street? And a theatre on Holborn Hill? I’m in nervous shock! (Collapses.)

            Mercy The shock wore off.

            Buckle (recovers)

            Mercy Even as a grocer, Mr Buckle had been a bookish fellow – even in Fetter Lane he’d been a member of a lending library – and with the deeds to his new house in his cheesy little hands he looked round his shop in Clerkenwell and realised:

            Buckle I can laze on my ottoman and read / all day,

            Mercy all day – usually with the help of a certain maid. What will it be today, Mr Buckle: Gibbon’s Decline and Fall? The latest instalment of Tobias Oates’s Captain Crumley? Samuel Richardson’s Pamela?

            Buckle Oh, Mercy – today I fancy a bit of (nuzzling her) Pamela –

            Mercy In Pamela, a maid becomes mistress of the house, if you catch my drift.

            Mercy and Buckle   Day after day,

            Mercy till one day – (Presents letter.)

            Buckle (gasps!) Mercy – leading actor at my new theatre, Mr Hawthorne – wants to come to dine – wonders may he bring Eminent Friend – Tobias Oates!

            Mercy The Tobias Oates?

            Buckle My first Grand Occasion – with a Celebrated Author!

            Mrs Halfstairs WHERE IS MERCY?

            Mercy Along with his house, Mr Buckle had inherited its servants. These were: Mrs Halfstairs, the tyrannical housekeeper:11

            Mrs Halfstairs Tobias Oates. Finally, a Grand Occasion.

            Mercy Miss Mott, the fretful cook –

            Miss Mott Tobias Oates, oh dearie.

            Mercy – and a pair of matching footmen, Mr Pope and Mr Constable:

            Constable (sobbing incomprehensibly)

            Tableau: A Confusion of Servants.

            Mercy Mr Pope is missing from our theatrical tableau cos Mr Pope done himself in with a gentleman’s duelling pistol – (points to ceiling) bits of his brains we couldn’t reach. We’ll come to this tragedy, suffice to say footmen are like bookends: a proper house has two.

            Mrs Halfstairs Mr Constable, I can no longer abide your grief.

            Miss Mott How will he hold the soup and serve at the same / [time]?

            Mrs Halfstairs (mutes her and Constable) Mercy. When you arrived with Mr Buckle you took the title of ‘maid’, but a maid does not read with her master, she grates the suet and fillets the eels. As for footmen, the up-and-coming Tobias Oates –

            Household (devouring a magazine; ad lib) When’s the next instalment?! What will Captain Crumley do about his son in Newgate Prison?!

            Mrs Halfstairs (swipes it) – Mr Oates will have his soup served by a pair. Someone will answer my advertisement (in magazine) and fill Mr Pope’s shoes today.

            Mercy And that’s when I looked out the window, clapped eyes on him poking round the servants’ entrance of Number Twenty-Seven, and knew he was the one. Right size, wrong address. Excuse me? Hello, you there?12

            Jack (into shadow) All’s well. I’m expected.

            Mercy But there’s no one home. They’ve gone. Nothing but draughts and mice.

            Jack Gone? What do you mean, gone?

            Mercy (surprised by his appearance) Oh. You’ve come to see about the footman’s position? It’s not Twenty-Seven you want, it’s Twenty-Nine, my master Mr Buckle’s.

            Jack Where have they gone? I’m expected. Where?

            Mercy To Calais. How would I know, the gentlemen didn’t have the manners to inform next door’s kitchen maid of his destination. Not a footman? Shame. We need a footman. Tobias Oates is coming to dine. Tonight.

            Jack Does your master know the gentleman here?

            Mercy Did you hear me? Tobias Oates.

            Jack I’m afraid I don’t know no Tobias Oates.

            Mercy Lord, where have you been? You’ve surely heard of Captain Crumley?

            Jack Captain Crumley, perhaps I have.

            Mercy Captain Crumley’s all we live for. And now it’s he who’s to be our guest. It’s a great day for my master.

            Jack Your master is a friend of Captain Crumley?

            Mercy laughs, stops on his glare. His cheek palsy flares. Pain, tinnitus.

            Mercy Captain Crumley’s what-d’you-call-it … a fiction. I really thought … you’re the right height. Mrs Halfstairs is particular about height, she says nothing ruins a dinner table like mismatched bookends. You sure you’re not a footman?

            Jack (glances at high windows) Of course I’m a footman, girl. I’m their footman. I’m the new footman to young Mr 13Henry Phipps. But he has all my letters of reference locked inside Number Twenty-Seven. What is a man to do?

            Mercy So you are a footman! I knew you was a footman!

            And at once, with flourish, he is transmogrified into one. Jack-be-nimble – seen in slow motion – he transfers a silver-framed miniature and little envelope to his yellow livery, and safeguards a dagger in his ankle. Hey presto, he is back-to-back with Constable.

            Mrs Halfstairs Oh my goodness. The footman is dead, long live the footman.

            Constable (spins and hisses venomously at Jack)

            Mrs Halfstairs BOOKENDS, MR CONSTABLE.

            Tableau: The Strange Footman.

            Mercy – and so, without even giving his name, the stranger who at eleven was a man of substance due to meet the gentleman from that house, became a servant to the ex-grocer-with-poor-man’s-teeth from this house, and the only thing that stopped him from exploding –

            Jack I’ve not come to London for this frigging indignity.

            Mercy – was the fact that along the roof from a dormer window at Mr Buckle’s, a dormer at Mr Phipps’s was unlatched.

            Tableau rearranges: Intrigue. Mercy scrutinises tableau-frozen Jack. 

            (Whispers.) I don’t think he’s a footman at all. Don’t he look ever so distinguished?

            Miss Mott He looks like a murderer.

            Mercy (pickpockets Jack’s little envelope, examines contents) Locks of hair!

            Jack grabs her hand, Miss Mott flees.14

            You dropped it.

            Jack You picked my pocket. That was very brave of you, Judy.

            Mercy Mercy. And I’m not so brave. What’s up with your cheek? What do I call you?

            Jack You don’t need a name for me. You don’t speak to me. (Except …) Did you ever see the gentleman next door? Henry Phipps? What sort of man is he?

            Mercy Oh sir, forget him. Now you’re staying with us.

            Rap-rap-rap.

            Household Tobias Oates!

            Buckle Don’t forget the Trafalgar Doulton china!

            Mercy What larks, Scene Four!

            Dumbshow/penny gaff: the arrival of, and dinner with, Tobias and Hawthorne. Introductions, toasts, tales. Buckle unctuous, servants frenzied, Jack spilling claret.

            Tobias … and that, Mr Buckle, is The Tale of Billy Button the Pickpocket of Pimlico!

            Everyone Oh, Mr Oates, you use the English language like a lyre!

            Tobias Thank you, dear friends –

            Mercy – that’s L-Y-R-E, musical instrument – we was bewitched!

            Tobias – speaking of the Criminal Mind, may I favour you all with another tale?

            Hawthorne Ebenezer Meggitt the Miser! – no, I know, Spencer Spence the Diabolic Doctor, he played the part in an amateur evening at your theatre, Mr Buckle, yes, add ‘actor’ to his gifts –15

            Tobias I do love a costume – no, Hawthorne, this fellow’s name is Partridge –

            Buckle Mr Oates, may I just say what an honour – the author of Captain Crumley – a year ago, I wouldn’t have dreamed of it.

            Tobias Oh? I smell a mystery.

            Buckle Sir, you’re being polite. I made no secret of my good fortune to Mr Hawthorne and the other actors; my lowly beginnings can be no mystery to you.

            Tobias A Grocer in Great Queen Street, now there’s a tale. Ensconced here with your footmen. Your Walter Scotts. All eight volumes of Gibbon.

            Buckle Yes, I am a Student of Literature, and of History.

            Tobias Clerkenwell. Coppice Row. (Mapping shop.) Tea. Coffee. Almonds. Raisins –

            Buckle Dear Lord, who told you that?

            Tobias Mr Buckle, I once bought cheese from you.

            Buckle Bless me. I hope you found satisfaction in my cheese?

            Dumbshow continues – ‘Great satisfaction!’, etc. – as a tureen arrives for Constable. He assumes Jack’s competence with a ladle.

            Jack I don’t know what to do, Mr Constable.

            Constable Begpardon?

            Jack You must tell me what to do. Comprennay-voo?

            Constable Oh. Oh! The nameless new one. Must be told. What to do. (Hisses.)

            Jack Now look here. I really don’t think it fair for you to keep doing that to me.16

            Constable And Tobias Oates don’t think it fair you keep splashing claret on his variegated waistcoat.

            Jack Listen carefully. You don’t have the devil’s notion who you’re dealing with.

            Constable Forgive me, I thought I was dealing with a – where are your fingers? What are you? Should I lock the silver up? Run to the peelers? I will, I’ll go to Bow Street –

            Jack You’re about to place us both in peril, Thingstable. If you’re very lucky, I’m a footman. But I could change my mind.

            Constable Oh fie, you’ll murder me, is that it?! By God, I think it is. This is rich – too rich for you to understand, but Mr Pope, with whom I stood and served for fifteen years – (Points up.) So please, sir, go ahead. Murder me – that’ll teach Halfstairs for squeezing you into his lovely yellow livery. (Sobs.)

            Jack Don’t never try to beat me in a game of sorrow. I. Will. Sink you.

            All of London seems silenced by this.

            Now. No one said anything about murder. I know this was your mate’s clobber, I wish it was otherwise, but I’m sure I can limp as far as pudding if you tell me what to do.

            Constable Oh, just carry it, Larry. Somehow I shall summon the strength to ladle.

            Tobias … because the Cerebrum is a vessel that never leaks. It holds everything, remembers everything. And Mr Partridge the Thief-taker – (Notices Jack, stares.) Oh. (Flamboyantly magicks penny from Jack’s ear.)

            Hawthorne Journalist, novelist, one-man carnival act!

            Tobias – yet I never have a penny in my pocket – (To Jack.) Is it yours or mine, sir? (Pockets it.) I call it scandalous 17England needs Thief-takers. Citizens paid bounties to find criminals, what are the police for? But, if the Thief-taker has the particular skills of Mr Partridge – well, he alone justifies his profession, because he can find any man in England.

            Jack (all ears)

            Buckle Any man?

            Tobias He tracked a silver-thief from Gloucester all the way to Cheapside. Shall I tell you how? Mesmerism.

            Hawthorne Oh, not this hobby horse –

            Buckle Sir, I’m a Student! I went to a Mesmeric Exhibition in Soho!

            Tobias Was it by my bosom friend the Mesmerist Dr Eliotson? No? Then it was by a shark. London’s awash with Mesmerists, very few understand the science.

            He waves his ink-stained hands either side of sceptical Hawthorne. Buckle peppers ‘Yes – Precisely – But I read – It’s said –’, etc., over the next.

            By making Mesmeric passes, Partridge put the case’s witnesses into a state of Magnetic Sleep. The Mesmerist is a magnet, his hands the two poles. The Subject’s Magnetic Fluid circulates from one to the other, he’s Mesmerised, and by this method the Thief-taker extracted descriptions of the thief from witnesses who thought they hadn’t seen him clearly, when they had.

            Hawthorne Next you’ll be trying to persuade a King’s Counsel he should be Mesmerising criminals in the dock.

            Tobias The Criminal Mind is as susceptible to Mesmerism as any other.

            Hawthorne No villain’s going to give his secrets up in court!18

            Tobias Even the lowest type of renegade has an inner need to expel the truth. It’s called ‘conscience’. We all have it. For the Criminal, it’s like a passion to throw himself off a high place.

            Jack snorts. Astonishment. Suddenly, his palsy hits hard: tinnitus: he roars, staggers, collapses. China smashes. Chaos. Tobias calm, fascinated.

            Buckle Oh dear, my Trafalgar Doulton!

            Tobias I see it. His cheek. I see it. (Pries Jack’s hand from cheek, puts spoon to it.) Tic douloureux. Have you heard that before? Tic douloureux? Can you speak, man? What’s your name? Does he have a name?

            Buckle I – I don’t know.

            Tobias Look at me. Look me in the eye, sir. You’re in pain. I can take it away. Watch me. Watch my hands.

            Passes hands before Jack’s malevolent eyes. Magic lantern shadows. Music hall, time passes in dumbshow: Jack’s chin falls; Tobias asks questions, Jack answers.

            Company (sing)

            
               
                  Come gather round and listen, lads, and hear me tell m’ tale,

                  How o’er the sea from England’s shore I was condemned to sail,

                  The jury said, ‘He’s guilty, sir,’ then said the Judge, said he,

                  ‘For LIFE –’

               

            

            Constable (later, on stairs) Well, you’re the right height, Jack Maggs.

            Jack (how did I get here?) How do you know my name? I spoke?

            Constable You slept, you spoke, you were a great thrill for Mr Oates, but Buckle’s Trafalgar Doulton won’t forgive you for it.19

            Jack What else did I say? Tell me, cod’s-head.

            Constable Oh go back to Bermondsey!

            Jack I spoke of Bermondsey? What else?

            Constable How would I know, I was cleaning your blessed mess.

            Jack Then how did you learn of my connection with Bermondsey?

            Constable Larry, where else would you be from with that accent – Edinburgh?

            Jack Will that writer-cove call again?

            Constable Yes, the grocer’s is a most fashionable household, we have Princess Victoria on Tuesdays. (Jabs Jack’s head.)

            Jack For Jesus’ sake –

            Constable Tobias Oates!

            Jack Fuck Tobias Oates. He burgled me, plundered me, and he won’t walk away undamaged.

            Tobias (later, leaving) … I always walk, that’s how every great street and dingy lane of London is in my cranium. It has been, Mr Buckle, a night to remember. And good night to you, Jack Maggs Esquire.

            He steps out singing in a fine tenor, and vanishes into the yellow fog, and the magic lantern throws London’s streets on the drop cloths. 

            Of all the girls that are so smart

            There’s none like pretty Sally …

            Mercy There was no way out of Buckle’s without being seen –

            Mrs Halfstairs Mr Constable, Mr Maggs. Bed.20

            Mercy – except Jack’s room was in the attic – and as you know, next door at Henry Phipps’s, an unlocked dormer was begging to be entered.

            The magic lantern thrillingly alters perspective to show rooftops – Tobias’s song now echoes, distant – and then Jack’s nimble journey across one, from dormer to dormer. Seconds after magic lantern Jack disappears through Number Twenty-Seven’s dormer, corporeal Jack opens its front door, and Tobias’s song is close again. Jack steps into the street, and vanishes into the fog.

            He had the Mesmerising writer. He had the bastard easy-peasy.

            An enormous portrait of a self-admiring Tobias – perhaps by Daniel Maclise or Samuel Laurence. Dancing, carolling: Tobias, Mary (nursing a baby) and Lizzie. 

            Family

            The holly and the ivy,

            When they are both full grown …

            Mercy Having come from no proper family himself – his father was gaoled for debt, and worse – Tobias Oates had worked with a mighty passion to create that safe warm world he’d been denied as a boy. He started with comic Character Sketches for the Morning Chronicle. He became the defender of factory workers, fallen women, ten poor orphans who died in a fire. Then his first novel. How the boy would have gaped at what this had secured! A large gentleman’s residence in Lamb’s Conduit Street with his portrait in the front parlour –

            Tobias (magicking gifts) Merry Christmas, Mary.

            Mercy – a sweet wife –

            Mary The cost, Toby.

            Tobias It’s a new year, Lizzie.21

            Mercy – a sweet sister-in-law –

            Lizzie Too much, Toby!

            Tobias You’re three months old, John.

            Mercy – a sweet if sickly son – the man had everything!

            Tobias God bless Us, Every One!

            Mercy Well, not everything. He lacked money.

            Tobias Dearest, I know exactly what the Chronicle owes me, and what we owe the doctor.

            Mercy He lacked a subject for the proverbial Difficult Second Novel.

            Tobias I can’t come to bed, dearest, they’re craving for a book to follow Crumley.

            Mercy And despite his family, he lacked love – but let’s have a scene.

            Tobias tries to write at his desk by candlelight. Jack steals in. He gazes incredulously at the portrait. He passes the sleeping baby, then Mary, then Lizzie. Procrastinating, Tobias regards a jar – a hand in formaldehyde. Jack appears to him like a ghost.

            Jack How do you have a man’s hand, Mr Oates?

            Tobias God’s truth! You? Has your master sent you? You … (thrilled) followed me? But how did you get in, Master Maggs?

            Jack How do you have a man’s hand, sir?

            Tobias Why, I butchered it from its pickpocket owner, how do you think? Curiosity shop, costly, don’t tell my wife. Why is your livery smeared in soot?

            Jack (noses about)22

            Tobias Diagram of a gaol-breaker’s brain. Sketch of the Paris Morgue. Hanged highwayman’s death mask – is there a purpose to this visit, old fellow?

            Jack What did you do to me at dinner time, sir?

            Tobias Ah. That’s it. Pain returned, has it?

            Jack You pried into my secrets.

            Tobias Secrets? No – (Moves hand towards Jack’s cheek.)

            Jack (grabs it) What did I say? You made me speak. I’ve never spoken in my sleep.

            Tobias It was Mesmeric Sleep.

            Jack Whatever it was, it’s a terrible thing for a man to feel his insides all exposed to public view.

            Tobias You’d rather keep the pain?

            Jack I’d have it ten times over if my secrets came with it.

            Tobias Master Maggs, all I tried to do was take away your suffering. You deserve an explanation, but you’ll have to release me. Do you read?

            Jack I’m not an ignorant man, if that’s what you’re thinking, sir.

            Tobias (journal) Your ‘secrets’.

            Jack Oh, sir. I do really wonder if that were wise –

            Tobias (defends himself with jar, ‘Read!’)

            Jack This is gibberish. Was I drunk? That’s all I said?

            Tobias That’s all. (Stares.) Mr Maggs. You are … filled with Phantoms. Did you know that? Do you know what hobgoblins live in your head, like beetles in a fallen log?

            Jack I ain’t acquainted with any hobgoblins, sir.23

            Tobias They live within you, like a worm in the belly of a pig. It’s this … Phantom who hurts your face. I believe I can remove this pain. Forever.

            Jack I’ve had the pain for many years, it’s an old friend by now.

            Tobias It’s a friend who attacks you in public? No, he wishes you harm. What if you let me take these demons from your heart? I’ll write them down in this book … then place them in this box … then when we’re done, we’ll go to this fire together and burn the pain.

            Jack I’m happy as I am, sir. And what’s it to you? It’s my pain after all.

            Tobias I’m a naturalist.

            Jack I thought you was an author.

            Tobias Yes, an author, and I wish to sketch the beast within you. I’d pay you.

            Jack I don’t want money.

            Tobias Good. Jack Maggs. Let me attempt this experiment. Don’t you want your pain cured? You’re fond of it? There must be some inducement I can offer?

            Pause.

            Jack At dinner … you spoke of Thief-takers.

            Tobias Have you been robbed?

            Jack You mentioned a Mr Partridge. Him who can find any man in England.

            Tobias There’s someone you want found?

            Jack It’s a family matter.

            Tobias That could be our bargain? I’ll introduce you to Mr Partridge … and you’ll come here … to be Mesmerised?24

            Jack When would you deliver the Thief-taker?

            Tobias Directly.

            Jack Tomorrow?

            Tobias Good heavens, there has to be value in it for me. Forty days.
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