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They sit in chairs across from each other. Adeline looks 
weakened, exhausted.

Colonel Adye doesn’t speak a word at first. He pulls out the 
journal that Marvel had tried to burn and holds it up for her 
to see. Then, he flips through the encoded pages, unable to 
understand any of it. 

COLONEL ADYE
Who killed those two men we found 
underground?

ADELINE
I don’t know what you are talking 
about.

Colonel Adye then pulls out her revolver from his coat. 
Colour drains from Adeline’s face.

He gently lays it down on the coffee table between them.

COLONEL ADYE
Tell me the truth, Adeline. Or as 
much of it as you can manage. Let 
me help you.

She subtly looks around the room, unsure if Griffin has 
returned secretly.

ADELINE
I was... trying to recover that 
journal. Marvel stole it. Someone 
saved me. He leapt out of the 
shadows and fought off Marvel and 
his gang. Then he fled.

COLONEL ADYE
Hmm, must be quite a book to risk 
your life in such a foolish manner. 
And then, a miraculous saviour. I 
would love to shake his hand. What 
does he look like?

ADELINE
I don’t know...

COLONEL ADYE
Height? Weight? Hair and eye 
colour?



ADELINE
(Pointed)

I don’t... know.

He thinks for a moment and decides to approach from another 
angle.

COLONEL ADYE
Did you see... an invisible man 
down there?

ADELINE
(Sardonic)

No, I did not “see” an invisible 
man. Is that what Mr. Marvel is 
telling you?

COLONEL ADYE
Mrs. Kemp, the sole reason I don’t 
drag you behind bars yourself is 
that both you and Marvel seem to 
agree that someone ELSE created 
this night’s mayhem. So, please be 
more forthcoming. How can I get you 
to talk to me? You can trust me.

She says nothing. Can’t see a way out...

COLONEL ADYE (CONT’D)
Does this journal truly belong to 
you? Does it belong to Mr. Marvel?

(He hesitates)
Does it belong to... an invisible 
man?

ADELINE
Don’t be absurd! The journal is 
mine!

Colonel Adye studies her reaction carefully. Adeline is a 
good actress. But, she’s not that good... she unconsciously 
lowers her eyes after speaking her lie.

COLONEL ADYE
(Flips through journal)

Let’s see. Ominous headings in 
English, clearly written by someone 
obsessed with the morbid. And the 
rest... gibberish. What does it all 
mean?

ADELINE
It’s a cipher. I can’t read it.
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COLONEL ADYE
Neither can I. There’s a fellow 
down at the station - good with 
puzzles - who says there’s a key. 
It seems a seven letter keyword 
would unlock the cipher but I’m 
blowed if I can think what it might 
be.

(A beat)
Mr. Marvel doesn’t know the 
contents in this journal either. 
Yet, you both claim ownership.

ADELINE
The journal belonged to my late 
husband. As you know he was a 
scientist. His dream was becoming a 
member of the Royal Society.

(Voice trailing off)
It was all he ever wanted...

COLONEL ADYE
(Incredulous)

Reginald? The Reginald we know 
sought to conduct...

(Flips through pages)
... ahem... human experimentation?

Colonel Adye struggles to make a decision. Finally, he lays 
the journal down next to the revolver.

COLONEL ADYE (CONT’D)
This journal is lunacy. But, I’m 
inclined to believe you seeing how 
fervently you’ve been seeking it, 
even to the point of endangering 
yourself. What other reason could 
you possibly have?

He stands to leave.

COLONEL ADYE (CONT’D)
(Nodding to the revolver)

Thomas Marvel said, “Make sure that 
pretty little bird gets her toy 
back. She’s going to need it.” Of 
course, I can’t return this gun... 
officially. It’s a murder weapon. 

After a moment of internal conflict... 
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COLONEL ADYE (CONT’D)
I will show myself out. Whatever 
you’re caught up in... try to stay 
safe.

He exits the room. Soon after, Adeline hears the front door 
OPENING and CLOSING.
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