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PROLOGUE

The composite set consists of a main area, which represents the through lounge
at Farndale Castle, and an area DR, which represents a car

DL in the main area is a painted grandfather clock. Above this is a curtained
arch leading to the dining nook. UL is a painted bookcase disguising a ‘“‘secret
panel’’. UC is a painted fireplace and over it is a painted window showing a view
of the countryside. To the R of this is a door leading to the cellar. R is a
practical painting of The Laughing Cavalier with cut-out eyes. Set at right
angles to this is a door flat, for the moment representing the front door but
which will be pushed back later to become the hall door DR. A table DR bears a
vase of flowers and candlestick telephone and another table DL a radio,
cigarette box and matches. In the area DR is a car (two-dimensional)
supposedly driving up to the front door of the Castle

The audience enter the auditorium to find the Producer and his cast of ladies
still rehearsing the end of Act II. Mrs Reece, Thelma and Lottie are by the
cellar door; Jasmine is lying on the floor L

Thelma Don’t go on. It’s too horrible.

Producer Can’t hear a word you’re saying.

Thelma I’'m saving my voice.

Producer That’s the level I want.

Mrs Reece David, dear: we’ll have to stop there. Look, there’s people
coming in.

Producer Carry on.

Lottie moves off L

Lottie, you’re in this scene, aren’t you?

Lottie I have my make-up to put on.

Producer No, we’re finishing this scene first because I am not going on
tonight with such a complete and utter shambles.

Mrs Reece But they’ll see the ending.

Producer They’re not looking at us, Phoebe. They’re finding their seats.
Now will you take it from your line, please.

Mrs Reece (to the audience) Don’t look at this.

Thelma This is ridiculous.

Mrs Reece Quickly, dear. You see I never knew that Mabel had had an
affair with Maurice . ..

Jasmine moves off
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Producer What are you doing, Jasmine?

Jasmine I thought the vicar might stagger out of the door.

Producer The vicar is dead.

Jasmine Yes, but it’s really boring lying here all the time.

Producer Get back on the floor this instant.

Mrs Reece Oh, we can’t go on, David. It really spoils the surprise if they
know the vicar’s dead.

Thelma I agree.

Producer Cut to the fight then. Get out of the door.

Thelma We know this.

Producer Go from your line ‘“Marty, I can’t look”.

Thelma This is an insult to me as an actress.

Producer Get on with it.

Thelma Marty, I can’t look.

Producer Can’t hear you.

Thelma I’'m not taking any more of this. I'm sorry.

Thelma exits L
Mrs Reece Thelma!
Mrs Reece follows her off

Thelma (off ) How dare he treat me like some bloody beginner? I joined this
Society before he was born.

Producer Will you get her back here, please? Before I walk out?

Lottie Do we stop now? I have no make-up on.

Producer We're finishing this scene. I'm not telling you again.

Mrs Reece enters

Mrs Reece Thelma’s very upset, David.

Producer We’re going from Marty’s line I can’t see. All I know is that this
is a classic struggle between good and evil”.

Mrs Reece (to the audience) I'm awfully sorry. We won’t be much longer.

Producer We’ll be as long as it takes.

Thelma enters

Thelma If we carry on with this rehearsal, I won’t be ready for curtain-up.
I'm just telling you that for your own information.

Producer Know your lines, do you? Do you know when you move across to
Lady Graves? Because I changed that.

Thelma I don’t think you need worry on my account. You just scribble
away in your little script.

Thelma exits

Jasmine Can I get up now?

Producer Clear the stage. I'm dealing with amateurs. I must keep reminding
myself. Get the music on.

Jasmine Half an hour I've been lying there. I could have been feeding
Laura.
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Jasmine and the Producer exit

Mrs Reece (to the audience) Bit of a last-minute panic. I don’t know where
the time goes, do you? We’ve been here since ten o’clock this morning.
Lottie, hadn’t you better go and get made up?

Lottie is about to say something, but thinks better of it. She exits

Mrs Reece mingles with the audience, welcoming them and selling pro-
grammes. Sinister music is played. When the audience is seated, Mrs Reece
mounts the stage

Good-evening, everyone. (To a woman in the front row) Oh, hello. Didn’t
see you there. Better? Are you better? No? Oh, it’s come up again, has it?
Have you got something to put on it? Oh, the green stuff, yes. My son-in-
law’s got some of that. Yes, it does, doesn’t it? Especially in the warm
weather. Talk to you later. (To the audience) Well, what a wonderful turn-
out. I think you’re the densest crowd we’ve had for weeks. But no long
speeches from me tonight because it’s been decided that in future
announcements of Guild activities must be confined to the Newsletter.
This was a resolution passed by the Committee. In their wisdom. I voted
against it, but that’s by the by. It only remains for me to welcome you to
what I hope will be an enjoyable evening for us all. Thank you.

The Lights quickly fade to Black-out. Mrs Reece attempts to exit. There is the
sound of her walking into a flat. The following dialogue in the Black-out is
whispered and indistinct

Where’s the door? Oh, heavens.
Producer (off’) Lights.
Mrs Reece No, no, not yet.
Producer (off ) Get off. We're starting.
Mrs Reece I can’t see a thing.
Producer (off) Ssshh!
Thelma (off) Lottie!
Producer (off) And lights.
Thelma (off) Don’t you dare touch those lights. Lottie isn’t here.
Producer (off) Lottie!
Lottie (off) I am not yet ready.
Thelma (off’) I knew this would happen.
Producer (off) Oh, this is my fault, is it?
Lottie (off) I cannot find my shoes.
Thelma (off) Well, I’'m going on without you.
Lottie (off) Ach, mein Gott.

Tremendous crash as the bookcase flat falls down

Producer (off) What’s happened?

Thelma (off) Why can’t we have some light back here?
Mirs Reece It’s like the Black Hole of Calcutta, David.
Producer (off) Can we start?

Felicity (off) The bookcase has fallen down.
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Producer (off) Oh, God. Let me through. Where’s the brace? Go round the
other side.

The Producer enters

Jasmine (off) I haven’t got time. All right! I'll do it.
Producer Get something to hold it in place. Anything.
Mrs Reece What?

Producer Sellotape.

Crash

Producer Ssshh!
Jasmine (off) Sorry.

Thelma enters

Thelma Are we doing this play or not?
Producer Will you keep her quiet?
Mrs Reece Thelma, dear, withdraw.

Jasmine enters R and walks into the table, knocking over the vase
Jasmine Sorry. Knocked something over.

The Lights snap on full revealing from Rto L: Thelma, her skirt round her
waist, pulling her slip down; Jasmine crawling on the floor; Mrs Reece and
the Producer struggling with the fallen flat; and Lottie entering L carrying
one black plimsoll and one white. Everyone looks startled and dives out of
sight

Producer (off) Go out there and say something.

Mrs Reece (off) I'm sorry, I haven’t prepared anything.

Producer (off) Tell them about the Guild activities.

Mrs Reece (off) Not allowed, dear. Commiittee ruling.

Producer (off) 1 just need you to fill in a bit of time while I’'m trying to
rebuild this bloody set!

Mrs Reece (off) You should have thought of that.

Producer marches on R with notes
Producer I'll do it.

Mrs Reece appears behind him and snatches the notes out of his hand
Mrs Reece Thank you. (She comes forward)
The Producer puts the set back together

Well, apparently we have a few minutes in hand. (To the Producer) 1
believe you want me to read out these items of interest, do you? The ones I
was forbidden to read out by the Committee. (To the audience) Our
producer’s too busy to discuss this mystifying anomaly. So let’s begin by
welcoming two new members to the Society. They’re both in tonight’s
play and so welcome aboard firstly to my enchanting Austrian friend Mrs
Grosskopf, who manages the Alt Vienna patisserie in Stapleton Street . . .
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Lottie (off) Wo sind meine Halszuckerin? Ich habe Sie auf diesem Tisch
gelegt. Jemand har Sie weggenommen. Ich kann nicht auftreten ohne
meine Zuckerln.

Mrs Reece Some of you may be able to hear her getting ready. She’s such a
card. And hello as well to Mrs Boniface, who may be new to the bright
lights of the Dramatic Society, but of course she’s no stranger to the
Guild. I'm sure many of you will remember her spartan endurance at the
Whitsuntide Fayre. Do you know she spent eight hours selling five p
kisses in aid of One Au Pair Families? She didn’t come out of that booth
once, not even for a pot of gooseberry preserve. Well, Mrs Boniface is
now the proud mother of twins. And I think one of the little tinkers is
backstage somewhere. Laura. Have you heard her? Nothing the matter
with her lungs, is there? Now news of our fund to restore St Paul’s
Cathedral. This month’s contributions were as follows: Mrs Daventry,
ten p. Lady Molesey the Right Honourable the Dowager Countess of
Tonbridge and Southborough, five p. The Reverend Bernard Olleren-
shaw, thrity-five pesetas. We’ve also received the very generous gift of ten
partially-filled Green Shield Stamp Books. Thank you so much, Mrs
Treves. Are these things still redeemable? No, I didn’t think they were.
Well, these gifts will be presented to the Dean of St Paul’s next Monday so
if you haven’t signed the card can you see me afterwards? Thank you.
Once again there’ll be no meeting of the aerobic class next Thursday.
Whoever borrowed the Jane Fonda record, could you please return it?
Because this is really most distressing. And if I may put in a personal
appeal now: would all those members wishing to do passe-partout please
bring their own gummed paper in future? It’s not very healthy to lick
other people’s, is it? No. Well, I'm sure you’re getting absolutely knotted
with anticipation so I won’t keep you any longer. This gentleman in the
front row: hello! This isn’t likely to happen, but if the blood should splash
over Mrs Loosely, could you keep a weather eye open for her? Because
she might have one of her bouts. But it isn’t likely to happen. Thank you.

Mrs Reece exits
The Lights fade to Black-out



ACT1

The same

A series of sound effects is heard one after the other: an owl hooting, a clap of
thunder, a cat’s miaow, a body falling into water, a ship’s siren

The Lights come up on the car in the area. DR. Thelma and Lottie are sitting
behind it dressed as teenagers June and Marty. June has a ponytail, wears a
coat over a flared skirt and petticoats, and has bobbysox and sneakers. Marty
has a duffle-coat over an open-necked shirt and jeans; he also wears his odd-
coloured plimsolls. They sit waiting for the effects to end. June looks behind
the flats. Marty looks confused

June Somebody turn it off!

The effects continue: an explosion, chickens clucking, a creaking door, SOS in
morse, breaking glass, and a typewriter which cuts off abruptly. Diverted by
this blunder, June forgets her first line. She reveals a piece of paper stuck to the
inside of the windscreen and puts on a pair of spectacles

(Reading) Marty, let’s think twice about what we’re doing. Your parents
are going to be worried sock. If we go home now we can pretend this
never happened. What do you say, darling?

Marty opens his mouth to speak and is drowned out by the ear-splitting effect
of a moving car. Marty looks around. June encourages him to put his hands on
the wheel. The volume of the sound effect is reduced

Marty Too loud!

June Lottie ...

Marty It goes right through my head.

June What do you say, darling?

Marty No deal, baby. Back there only is hypocrisy and deceit. We agreed
we want none of that business, and I climb the ladder to your room, and
we envelope together. So that is what we do . . . (improvising) . . . and now
here we are, driving along and having a good time because life is . ..

June Shut up. Darling, you’re right of course. Just having you beside me
gives me the strength I need. Where are we?

Marty This blizzard is so thick I can hardly see my face in front of my hand.
Get the map.

June I can’t wait to put our names on that marriage certificate. Just think:
soon I'll be Mrs Marty Mortimer. (She gropes for the map)

Marty Look, there is a street sign saying Homepride Crescent.

June What does it say?
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Marty Of course I'm sure.
June cannot find the map and produces a copy of the TV Times

June Homepride Crescent? But that means we’ve gone miles out of our
way.

Marty Ach, Val Doonican is on tonight?

June According to this map we’re passing through a mysterious village
called Little Sainsbury.

Marty You are mistaken, June. We are not passing through but grinding to
a halt. (He brakes the car by pulling on the steering wheel as if reining a
horse. Eventually it comes away in his hands)

June What’s the matter?

Marty hands June the steering wheel
Marty There’s something wrong with the car.
Car effect cuts off

June What a disagreeable place in which to be stranded. Marty, I'm
frightened.

Marty Pull your body together. Someone comes.

June It might be a madman.

Marty He tries anything on with us, what do we do?

June Give him the old High School Shakedown.

Simultaneously, they slap their knees, clap, spit on their hands and then
playfully biff each other’s jaws

Marty
June J (together) Hot dog!

Marty Excuse me, sir. Yes, you on the bicycle.
A bicycle bell, clattering and banging is heard behind the flats
Old Yokel (off) Damn and blast.
Jasmine appears
Can’t get the bike on.
She is wearing a dressing-gown and has nappy pins in her mouth

Didn’t have time to change. I've only just got Laura off. Who am I?
June (with irony) The old yokel.

The Yokel turns quickly, fumbles about and faces the front again wearing a
crépe beard

Old Yokel Be you talking to Oi, young sir?

Marty We have down broken. Tell to me where we get help.

OM Yokel You won’t get no help round these parts, beggin’ your pardon.
This has been a ghost village these past forty year, arrrrr.

June But is there nowhere we can stay the night?

Old Yokel Nowhere at all. *Cepting of course the Castle.
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Marty We stay there. Show us the way.

Old Yokel Take heed, I beg of ’ee. No-one goes up to the Castle after dark.

Marty Why not?

Old Yokel They do say as how screaming banshees roam the battlements,
swinging the blood-soaked heads they’ve ripped from the bodies of the
living.

Marty But that is superstitious nonsense. Where is this Castle?

Old Yokel First left past the all-night launderette.

The Old Yokel exits

Marty The old fellow tries only to frighten us. Well, here is the Castle. I
wonder if anyone is home .. .?
June Not yet, Lottie.

Black-out. Sound of howling winds. A spot comes up on the door revealing
June looking up at it. Marty is far L looking into wings

Marty Here is the Castle ... Thelma?
June clears her throat. Marty scurries over to the door

Here is the Castle. The other castles look very similar. I wonder if anyone
is home?
June There must be, darling. Look, the door’s wide open.

The door is closed

Marty Strange. It is almost as if . ..

June What?

Marty They were expecting us. Gasp.

June Marty, what is it?

Marty I thought I saw something move inside.

June Where? Let me see. (She struggles to open the door) Ah! Yes, there’s
something over there by the fireplace. What is it?

Sound of chickens clucking
Marty Phew. It was only a cat. Let us go in.

More struggling. Marty and June then go round to the other side of the door
and try to open it here. Black-out, during which the door flat is pushed back to
form a line with The Laughing Cavalier flat and the car is struck from the area
DR and replaced with a desk, telephone and chair. The Lights come up on the
main area revealing Marty and June pulling the hall door open

They walk through and disappear into the wings
June (off ) What a magnificent baronial hall . ..

June enters, followed by Marty. The potted plant outside the door is caught
on his clothes and he brings it in with him unknowingly

What a magnificent baronial hall filled with priceless antiquities. Wouldn’t
you love to live in a place like this?
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Marty Not if I had to clean it.

June (seeing the plant) Shrub.

Marty What?

June Shrub!

Marty (shrugging) Not if I had to clean it.

June I feel as though . .. you’ll think this is silly . . . I feel as though I belong
here. Hello! ,

Mrs Reece (off; imitating an echo) Hello ... hello ... hello ...

June Is anybody there?

Mrs Reece (off; imitating an echo) Anybody there. ..an...atishoo.. . bless
me . .. anybody there ... anybody there ...

June We seem to be completely alone.

Marty I think maybe we should leave quick. (He and the plant cross L to
June) 1 have the sensation of something following me.

June Now who’s being an old scaredy-cat? Come on, let’s go exploring.
(She skips L to the arch)

Simultaneously, Marty notices the plant and hurries off R with it
June waits by the arch. Finally there is a noise behind it
What was that noise?

She sees Marty is gone and follows him off R. After a pause Felicity bursts
through the curtained arch as Crematia, the black maid

Crematia Aaaaaaaaaaa! (She is surprised to find an empty stage)

Crematia is then pushed forward by Marty and June, who also come
through the curtained arch

June What was that noise?

Marty I did not hear anything.

June You must have done. It came from behind this curtain.

Marty I will investigate.

Crematia (weakly) Aaaaaaaaaaa.

June Who is it?

Crematia (prompting Marty) The maid.

Marty The maid.

June She looks terrified.

Crematia (suddenly terrified; pointing at Marty) The prophecy is fulfilled.

June Marty, why is she pointing at me?

Crematia (pointing at June) Leave this accursed place. Leave now before it’s
too late.

Marty But we come only for shelter. Why you want us to leave?

Crematia Because the dead walk there, evil reigns supreme, and the central
heating’s broken. (She moans and wails)

June Oh, come—don’t be glum.

Everyone crosses to picture of The Laughing Cavalier

Crematia If you think I’m a crazy old woman, take a look at this picture.
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June Why, Marty: it’s me.

Crematia This portrait is a portrait of the mad Countess of High
Wycombe’s portrait, and she was murdered here a hundred years ago this
very night a hundred years ago.

Thunder. The Lights flicker
June Marty, hold me.
Marty holds her sleeve

Crematia She vowed with her dying breath to return from the dead to seek
vengeance for being buried alive in this cellar.

Marty So that is why it is so heavily bolted and padlocked.

Crematia This door has not been opened since eighteen eighty-four.

Immediately the cellar door opens and Jasmine appears carrying a feeding
bottle

Jasmine Sorry.
Jasmine exits

June (prompting Marty) Do you want to try and start the car, darling?
Marty No, no. First it’s the thunder.

Thunder. The Lights flicker

I will try and start the car.

June Don’t do that whatever you do.

Crematia Go now while there’s still time. If she finds you here the night of
screaming terror will begin.

June She?

Crematia She who waits . .. above.

Thunder. Mrs Reece, as Lady Madge Graves, is heard off

Lady Graves (off; singing)
“Come follow, follow, follow
The merry, merry pipes of Pan,
The magic reed that charms at need
The hearts of maid and man ...”

June That voice!

Crematia (laughing sinisterly) Lady Madge Graves.
Marty
June
Crematia The woman who . .. (She stops)

(imperfect unison) Lady Madge Graves.

Lady Graves is supposed to enter. She continues singing “The Pipes of Pan”,
but doesn’t appear

Yes, the woman who ...
Pause. The singing continues off

June That voice!
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Crematia (laughing sinisterly) Lady Madge Graves.
Marty
June

Crematia The woman who ...

(together, as before) Lady Madge Graves.

The singing stops. Crematia laughs sinisterly

Marty Why have we stopped?
June (together) { Lady Madge Graves.
Crematia The woman who ...

Mrs Reece enters through the arch as the mistress of the house, Lady
Graves, but dressed as a nun

Lady Graves Didn’t hear the cue.
She notices the others staring at her in astonishment

Is something wrong? (She looks down at herself’) Oh, what am I thinking
of?

Lady Graves exits

(Off) Come follow, follow, follow . . . oh, Lord . . . the merry, merry pipes
... hang on a jiffy ... can’t gt my arm in ... magic reed that charms at
need ... tra-la-la-la-la . ..

June We’re not waiting here all night, milady.

Lady Graves enters, this time dressed correctly

Crematia The woman who.

Lady Graves I’ve told Sister Philomena she can’t hold the Rosary Rally
here. Why haven’t you announced our guests, Crematia?

Crematia They were just leaving because the house is doomed and we’ve all
got the curse.

Lady Graves Crematia has such a vivid imagination. (She takes a cigarette,
picks up a box of matches and opens it. It is upside down so all the matches
fall on the floor. She replaces the cigarette) How do you do. I am Lady
Graves. Welcome to Farndale Castle.

Marty We are honoured, milady. This is Marty Mortimer and I am her
fiancée June.

June Our car’s broken down.

Lady Graves Then you must allow me to extend the hospitality of the
Castle. Crematia, sprinkle a little carpet freshener round the guest rooms
and take these cases ... up there.

She looks round the stage for the cases, as does Crematia. Marty and June
look sheepish: they’ve forgotten to bring them on

Crematia As you wish, milady.
Lady Graves quick-thinkingly moves to the arch and lifts the curtain
Lady Graves Can you see them, dear? They’re just behind this curtain.

Crematia hurries through the arch
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Goodness me, they’re jumbo-sized, aren’t they? Were you going on your
hols?

June Actually we're secretly eloping.

Lady Graves Ah, young runaways. That means nobody knows you’re here.

The hall door opens and two suitcases are gently slid on to the stage

Crematia, some more luggage has arrived. Crematia!
June (grimly) Why don’t I save her the trouble? (She takes the cases and
marches towards the arch)
Lady Graves Tell me, Mr Mortimer: how old is your charming fiancée?
Marty Seventy.
June Seventeen!

June exits L with the cases

Marty Seventeen.

Lady Graves Seventeen. How interesting. And where were you driving on
this beastly night?

Marty (he has forgotten) C-Canterbury.

Lady Graves Torquay! Well, you’re miles from there.

June enters L, followed by Crematia

June Yes, we really ought to telephone the hotel to say that we’ve been
delayed.

Lady Graves (0 Crematia) Can I help you?

Crematia I thought you called.

Lady Graves Oh, yes ... cases, dear ...

Crematia exits L

It doesn’t matter now.
June We ought to telephone!
Lady Graves Please feel free to use our instrument.

Crematia enters L with the cases
We don’t need you, Crematia.
Crematia exits L without the cases

(To Marty and June) Do you have the number? (Moving L, she falls over
the cases) Crematia!

Crematia enters L and falls over the cases

Get rid of these things.
Crematia You told me to bring them in here.
Lady Graves Why would I say a thing like that?
Crematia How do I know?

While they are arguing, June takes hold of the cases and, unbeknown to Lady
Graves, throws them out of the hall door

Jasmine (off ) Ow!
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Lady Graves I'm not discussing this now. Please take the cases to the guest
rooms.

Crematia What cases?

Lady Graves (seeing that the cases have gone) The ... ones behind the
curtain.

Crematia angrily pulls the curtain this way and that, looking for the cases.
Simultaneously, the hall door opens and the cases begin sliding into view again.
June tries to close the door on them, but pressure is being exerted from the
other side. There is a backwards and forwards struggle for some moments until
finally June manages to slam the door

Marty The number of the hotel is in my address book.

Lady Graves Oh, good. Have you got it on you?

Marty No. It’s in my case.

Lady Graves Crematia, bring Mr Mortimer’s case back here, will you? (To
June) My dear, I can’t help feeling . ..

Crematia 1 can’t.

Lady Graves Pardon?

Crematia 1 haven’t got it.

Lady Graves Of course you have.

Crematia I haven’t. It . .. fell out of the window.

The hall door opens and a case is slid on to the stage
Lady Graves Ah, yes. The guard dog must have retrieved it.
Marty collects the case

Marty (peering out of the door) Good boy. (He opens the case and takes out
an enormous volume)

Crematia exits L

Lady Graves My dear, I can’t help feeling that we’ve met before.

June No, I don’t think so.

Lady Graves Was it in another life, I wonder, or a formation dancing team?
Marty Here is the book.

Lady Graves Jolly D. (She takes his case) Crematia, you may . .. Felicity!

Crematia enters L

(Thrusting the case at her) You’re never where you should be. Buck your
ideas up. You may now remove this. (To Marty and June) 1 hope that
after you’ve rested, you’ll join me for . ..

She breaks off as she hears Crematia sobbing loudly

Marty Ach, Felicity, no, no, no, no, you must not be upset. Come here, my
little one. (She goes to Crematia and puts her arms round her)

Crematia (crying) I'm doing my best ... I just ... can’t seem to get ... the
cases ... in the right place.

Marty The cases, they do not matter. We will take the cases.

Lady Graves Yes, of course we will. I didn’t mean ...



14 The Haunted Through Lounge ...

Marty She did not mean to shout at you.
Lady Graves No, that was frightful of me. Come and sit down.

They are both leading Crematia off L

Marty Lottie will take care of you. Yes, she will.
Marty, Lady Graves and Crematia exit

Dumbfounded, June sits on stage and waits

Lady Graves (off) There’s nothing to worry about. It’s just me being an old
grouch.

Crematia (off) I'm sorry.

Marty (off) Now you will sit down here. And Lottie will dry your eyes, so.

Crematia (off) Thank you.

Marty (off ) Now it is not so bad, ja?

Lady Graves (off) Here, give me your hand, dear.

Marty (off') 1tell you what we do. We finish this silly old drama and then we
have Schwarzwaldkirschetorte mit Sahne, ja?

Crematia (off) Ja.

Some more muttering then Crematia blows her nose

Marty enters L, his face and hands covered in Crematia’s black make-up.
Lady Graves follows him in, her hands also covered in the black make-up

Lady Graves (o the audience) Sorry about that. (She wipes her forehead with
her hand, leaving a great streak of black across it) I hope that after you’ve
rested, you’ll join me for our weekly communion ... with ... the spirit
world.

She slows her delivery as she realizes that June is jabbing her finger at
something. It’s the suitcase, which still hasn't been taken off

Crem . .. no. Perhaps not. Marty, would you do the honours?
Marty I’'m sorry?
Lady Graves Since Crematia is indisposed, perhaps you'd ...

She does a fluttery gesture in the general direction of the case. Marty imitates
it

No, take it away.
Marty Ach, ja.
Lady Graves Good. I sense that you are no stranger to paranormal . ..

She pauses as she notices Marty standing doing nothing

Now, dear.

Marty Now? Ach, jawohl.

Lady Graves I sense that you are no stranger to paranormal phenomena . . .
(She pauses again)

Marty has taken the vase of flowers off the table and is exiting L with it.
Lady Graves hurries after him. Both women leave the stage. Lady Graves
returns with the vase and replaces it on the table
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Perhaps it was no mere coincidence that brought you to my door . ..
Marty enters L, Blithely picks up the vase and moves off L again

Lady Graves apprehends him and tries to wrest it from his grasp. Marty won’t
let go. The situation is resolved by June, who pushes the two women apart and
flings the vase of flowers to the floor

June There we are, that’s settled that, hasn’t it? Or am I interrupting you? I
mean don’t let me stop you if you’d like to take it off and bring it on again
another half-dozen times. Because it’s riveting stuff, you know: trying to
predict the eventual location of a vase of flowers. Or perhaps / could take
it off and bring it on again? Shall I do that? That’d add a touch of variety,
wouldn’t it? I mean I've got nothing to do. I'm just sitting here watching
you two sodding about backwards and forwards as if time had no
meaning. Or what about this for an even better idea? Let’s have the
suitcases on again. Nobody’s brought on a suitcase for thirty seconds,
have they? I’ll bring a suitcase on here, and you can take it out there, and
then we’ll have the suitcases dangling from the bloody ceiling, shall we,
because that’s the only place they haven’t been yet. You know I really
don’t understand why you didn’t tell me this was a play about furniture
removals because, if you had done, I"'d have phoned up Pickfords and
they could have come in and moved the whole set around and I could
have gone home.

Long pause

Lady Graves What was that, dear? I wasn’t listening.
Marty June is real tired, milady. I will just go to bed with her.
Lady Graves Until midnight then.

Lady Graves turns to exit L then, as an afterthought, picks up the case and
takes it with her

Marty I tell you one thing, baby: that Lady Graves is a strange person.

June I wouldn’t say that. But she’s certainly strange. And where have we
heard that name before?

Marty Before I telephone to the hotel I speak with my friend Scoop Dixon.

June Ah, yes, the widely-read investigative journalist. He’s sure to know
her.

She finds a hula-hoop and begins twirling it round her waist. It falls
immediately to the floor. Marty goes to the candlestick telephone and dials.
When he speaks he holds the candlestick to his ear and speaks into the
earpiece. When he listens he holds a piece to each ear

Marty Hi there, Scoop. Here is Marty Mortimer. . .. I'm doing just great,
old buddy. But let us get down to brass screws. What can you tell me
about Lady Madge Graves? ... Ja. ... What? ... Mein Gott. That is
unbelievable and horrible. We deal here with a crazy monster. Goodbye.

June Well?

Marty He’s never heard of her.

June makes a second unsuccessful attempt to keep the hula-hoop in motion
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Say, you do that pretty good. (He sits)

June Oh, don’t be silly, darling. I'm only a common or garden silver
medallist. (Meaningfully) What did the hotel say?

Marty Did I do that?

June shakes her head

Ach. (He rises and moves back to the telephone) Before you go, Mr Scoop,
you do me a favour: cancel the rooms we booked at the Seaview Hotel
in...

June Tor ...

Marty Torremolinos. (He hangs up) What’s next? (He sits)

June Why are you pacing up and down so nervously, darling?

Marty We cannot stay here.

June But where could we go? (She takes off her coat and hangs it on a non-
existent hook. The coat falls to the ground. She is wearing a diamond
necklace, which she displays) Y ou know, what that old yokel said: this is a
ghost village. So even if we did find a Holiday Inn, it would probably be
closed.

She moves to cellar door, putting on her spectacles to find a pre-arranged
mark. The door opens behind her, pushing her forward. She moves L

Now Lady Graves really couldn’t be nicer.

A hairy claw appears through the door and reaches for June’s necklace. June
watches it out of the corner of her eye

And to tell the truth I'm really looking forward to spending our first night
alone together in a spooky old castle.

She pushes the door shut and moves C to meet Marty. The claw is trapped by
the door and wriggles frantically to free itself

Marty I did not know you were such a silly little romantic.

June Well, there: my secret’s out. I'm just a starry-eyed fool blinking
through my rose-coloured glasses. And you know who’s to blame, don’t
you?

The claw disappears and the door closes momentarily only to swing open
again. June goes to shut it. It opens and June shuts it. This process continues
during the following dialogue

Marty Anyone I know?
June Yes, he’s a Technical College sports champ, and all-round dreamy
human being who made me fall in love with him.

June moves to the DR table. Marty helps her to place it in front of cellar door
during the following

Marty Well, he must be one lucky son of a rifle to have found the only angel
heaven ever sent to Guildford.

June Oh, Marty, I’'m so blissfully happy.

Marty That counts for me double, sweetheart.
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