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SEVEN KEYS TO
BALDPATE

ACT 1

Scene explained on diagrom later.

AT Risk of cwrtain the stage is bare. No lights on
the stage except the rays of the moon shining
through glass door and the sky above. The
wind is heard howling outside. The effect is
that of o terrific storm taking place. Every-
thing within the scene proves that it is a deserted,
desolate spot; in fact, an inn, & summer resort
on the mountains closed for the winter.

After thirty seconds ELiJAHR QUIMBY appsars at
glass door upstage and is seen swinging a lan-
tern. He does this as if guiding someone who
is following, a sort of signal to MRrs. QuinMBy,
who presently appears trudging behind him. He
hands her the lantern while he fumbles with a
bunch of keys he has taken from his pocket. She
gives him a light from the lantern while he finds
the right key and unlocks the door. As the door
swings open the wind is heard howling unmerci-
fully. He holds the door open for her to enter,
then follows her in, closing the door. They both
Stamp their feet to get them warm. Mas.
QuiMBY goes down R.C., holding up lantern and
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peering around room, then goes up R. and to C.
and down to table L., on which she places the
lantern. QuiMBY, after locking the door, goes
slowly down L. to table, meanwhile stamping
feet, removing ear-muffs and placing cap and
mattens on table. MRs. QUIMBY removes her
mittens, and they both stand rubbing their hands
and ears. All this business is done without a
word being spoken. The reason for it is to prove
to the audience that the night is bitterly cold and
that the two people are half frozem after thesr
climb up the mountasn.

QuimBy. (At table L., right of Mrs. QuimMsy,
shivering) You know, Mother, I think it’s colder
in here than it is outside.

Mgrs. QuimBy. (Shivering) 1 was going to say
the same thing, Elijah.

QUIMBY. aybe we’d better open the door and
let in some warm air.

Mgrs. QuimMBy. You’'d better not ; the snow’ll blow
all over the place. See if there’s any logs over there
and we’ll build a fire. (Indicates fireplace with a
nod of her head.)

QuiMBy. (Starts R., stops and stamps his feet)
You know, Mother, I think my feet are froze. 1
can’t feel ’em when I walk. (Knocks hands #o-

gether.)
(TOWN Clock Ready.)
Mzs. QuiMsy. I don’t wonder, after that climb
up the mountain. Lord, I'll never forget this night!
I'm about perished. (She straightens chairs, etc.,
while QUIMBY is looking for logs.) Any logs there?
Quinsy. Yep, plenty of 'em. I got this thing
all ready, anyway. I was goin’ to build a fire when
I was up here last week. I’ll have ’em blazin’ in a
minute if I can find them darned matches. (Searches
through his pockets.) 1 can swear I put a box of
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em in my pocket before I left the house! (Finds
them.) Yep, here they are!

Mrs. QuiMsy. You'd better light a lamp first,
so’s you can see what you're doin’.

Quinsy. That’s a good idea.

(Clock in distance strikes eleven while he is scratch-
ing match and lighting lamp over fireplace R.
Note—Footlights up slightly when lamp is
turned up.)

Mrs. QuiMmBY. (Standing at foot of stairs)
Eleven o'clock.

QuiMBy. Yep, that’s what it is—eleven o’clock.
(Goes upstage and looks through glass door.) That
train’s been in over twenty minutes already. I sup-
pose it’s the storm that delays him. ’Tain’t over a
ten-minute walk up the mountain from the depot.
(Comes down r.C.)

Mgrs. QuiMBy., (Goes to R., near desk) Maybe
the train’s late on account of the storm.

QuiMBy. No; I heard it signal the crossing at
Asquewan Junction a half hour ago. That feller’il
be here before we know it. (Hands her matches.)
Light the other lamp, will you, Mother, while I get
at this fire?

(Mrs. QuiMByY takes matches and lights lamp up L.,
near stairway. He builds fire in fireplace. Both
are busily engaged in fixing room, heating and
“ighting it during following conversation:)

Mrs. Quimy. Maybe we should have gone to
the depot to meet him?

QuiMsy. (Going c.) No; we shouldn’t have done
nothin’ of the kind. The telegram just said to come
here and to open up the place and have it ready for
bim. Them’s the instructions, and them’s the only
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things I foller—is instructions. (Starts toward r.)

Mrs. QuinMBy. (Going c.) But what do you sup-
pose anybody wants to be doin’ in a summer hotel on
the top of a mountain in the dead of winter?

QuimBy. Mother, you know I can’t figger out
nothin’. (Goes up to door, peers out, then comes
down to Mrs. QuiMBy.) If I could I'd ’a’ been
a multi-millionaire years ago, instead of an old fool
caretaker. (Goes nearer to Mrs. Quimsy.) Dust
up a bit there, will you, Mother, and make the place
look a iittle respectable? (Goes toward fireplace.)
She’ll be goin’ all right in a minute now.

Mgzs. Quimsy. (Dusting with cloth she has taken
from foot of stairs) What’s his name again?

QuiMmBy. Magee, I think the telegram says.
(Meets Mrs, QUIMBY af C.)

Mgs. QuimBy. Magee?

QuimBy. Wait a minute, I'll make sure. (Takes
telegram from his pocket.)

l\g;s. QuimBY. (Takes telegram from him and
goes L.) Give it to me; I want to read it myself.
The whole thing’s very mysterious to me. (Goes to
table and sits, reading by light of lantern.)

QuimBY. (Goes toward Mrs. QuiMBY—fire be-
gins to blaze up) Of course it’s mysterious, but it’s
none of our business. Mr. Bentley is the owner of
Baldpate Inn. If Mr. Bentley wants to permit some
darn fool to come to this place to be froze to death
by stale air and to be frightened to death by spooks,
it’s his concern and not ours. (Turns and looks at
fire, which is blasing.) Ah, there she goes, she’s
blazing up fine. That'll warm it up a little. (Goes
L.C. to Mrs. QuiMBY during next speech.)

Mgs. QuinBy. (Reading message slowly) “My
friend, William Hallowell Magee, will arrive in As-
quewan Falls to-night on the ten-forty. He will
occupy Baldpate Inn, so be prepared to receive him
there, and turn the key over to him and do whatever



SEVEN KEYS TO BALDPATE 9

you can to make him comfortable. He has impor-
tant work to do, and has chosen Baldpate for his
workshop. Follow instructions. Ask no questions.
Hal Bentley.”

QuiMBy. (Has been listening attentively) Sounds
like them Black Hand notes they send to rich men,
don’t it?

Mgrs. QuiMBy. I can’t understand it for the life
of me. (Hands telegram back to QUiMBY.)

QuimBy. Mother!

Mgrs. QuiMBy. (Owver to QuimBy c.) Yes?

QuiMBY. (R.of c.) Maybe the feller’s committed
some crime and is comin’ here to hide.

Mgs. QuiMBy. Do you think so, Elijah?

QuimBy. I don’t know; I say—mebbe.

Mgrs. QuimMBy. Well, if that’s so, why should Mr.
Bentley be interested in such a man?

QuiMBy. (Thinks) 1 never thought of that.
(Thinks.) Well, whatever it is, it’s none of our
business, and we mustn’t mix in other people’s af-
fairs. (Goes r.)

Mgrs. QuimBy. (Thinks a moment, then comes
down near Quimsy) Elijah!

QuimBy. (Looks up) What?

Mgs. QuimMBy. Do you think I'd better fix up one
of them rooms?

QuiMBy. Sure; he’ll have to have a place to sleep.
Here—(Gives her key)—that opens the linen closet.
You’d better fix up that first room to the left. (Points
to room on balcony r.) That’s the one Mr. Bentley
always takes when he comes.

Mgs. QuimMBy. (As she goes toward stairs, taking
lantern from table) And you’d better put another
log on the fire. (QuiMBY goes toward fireplace.)
He'll probably be chilled to the bone by the time he
climbs that mountain. Do you think he’ll find his
way alone? (Goes upstairs during speech.)

uiMBy. Oh, he'll find his way all right. The



10 SEVEN KEYS TO BALDPATE

station agent will most likely direct him. (Puis log
on fire, which blazes up.)

Mgs. QuiMBY. (Going up the stairsj Occupying
a summer hotel in the dead of winter! It beats all
what some people will do! (Exits door L., leaving
door open.)

QuiMmBY. (Takes out his pipe and sits thinking
near fire) Humph! It’s pretty darned mysterious,
all right. (Lights pipe and smokes.) Tl be jig-
gered if I can figger it out.

(MRrs. QUIMBY remains inside room four counts
after cue, then comes from room carrying linen
and bed coverings in her arms. She crosses bal-
cony to room R. of balcony and exits, closing
door. QUIMBY sits smoking and thinking.
MAGEE appears at door upstage and peers
through. He is carrying o suit and typewriter
case. He puts them down and knocks on win-
dow. QUIMBY doesw't move at first, but sits
listening, to make sure he has heard a sound.
MAGEE repeats the knocking. QuUIMBY shifts
around in his chair, looks up toward the win-
dow, sees a form there, then gets up and sneaks
along down stage until he gets to foot of stairs,
then calls in suppressed tones to Mrs. QuiMBY.)

Quimy. Mother, Mother! (No answer from
Mrs. QuiMBy. He runs half-way upstairs and calls
a bit louder) Mother!

Mgs. QuimBy. (Appears on balcony, peers over
and sees QuiMey) Did you call me, Elijah?

Quimey. Hush! Don't talk so loud! (Warns
her to be quiet.)

Mgrs. QuinMBy. (Lowering her voice) What's the
matter? (They both listen for a second. MAGEE’s
third rap comes.) Good Lord, what’s that?
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QuiMBy. (On stairs) It’s him—he’s here! (He
points to door upstage.)

Mgrs. QuiMBy. Who?

Quimsy. The telegram—1I mean the man.

Mrs. QuimMBy. (Starts down the stairs) Where?

QuiMBy. At the door.

(MAGEE again raps impatiently.)

Mzgs. Quimsy. (Urging QuiMBy down the stairs)
Why don’t you let him in?

QuimBy. (Both come downstairs) Do you think
I'd better?

Mgs. Quimsy. Well, ain’t that what the telegram
said ?

QuiMsy. Why, yes, of course, but

Mrs. QuiMBy. (Shoving QuUiMBY toward door)
You got your instructions. Go on and do as you're
told.

(MAGEE knocks again and rattles the door-knob.)

QuimMBy. (In a loud voice as he goes up toward
door) Yes, yes; jest a minute, jest a minute!

(As QuiMBY goes up to door, Mrs. QUIMBY comes
down L. QUIMBY unlocks door and swings it
open. The wind howls. MAGEE, carrying the
two cases, enters and comes to c. and stands
bowing, ﬁrst to Mrs. QuiMBY and then to
QuiMBY, then drops the cases in the middle of
the stage. Looks around the room for a mo-
ment, wild-eyed, then sees fire burning and goes
over to it as fast as his half-frozen legs will al-
low him. He pulls chair in front of fire and
sits warming himself. QuiMBYs stand c., watch-
ing him in amazement. As soon as MAGEE has
entered QUIMBY has locked the door and come
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down R. As MAGEE sits, QUIMBY goes to MRs.
QuIiMBY at L.C.)

Mgs. QuimBy. (Aside to Quimsy) The poor
thing’s half froze.

QuiMmBy. (Approaches MAGEE, Mrs. QuiMBY
following him to fireplace) What’s the matter,
young fellow, are you cold?

MAGEE. (Swmiles a sickly smile, shakes his head,
laughs half-heartedly, then replies) Humph! Am
Y cold! 1 feel pretty rocky, but I've got to laugh at
that one.

Mgs. QuimMBy. (Aside to QuiMBy) Better give
him a drink of whiskey.

QuimBy. Yes, I guess so. (Takes flask from his
pocket and hands it to MAGee) Here, young fellow,
try a little of this.

MaGee. (Looks up, sees flask, and grabs it)
Thanks! (Takes a long drink. QUIMBY goes C. to
Mgrs. QuiMBy.)

Mgrs. QuiMBYy. (Aside to QuiMBy) Do you sup-
pose it’s him?

QuimBy. (Aside) How do I know?

Mgs. QuimBy. (Aside) Well, ask him and find
out.

MaGee. (Offers flask to QuiMmBy) Thanks again,
a thousand thanks.

QuimBy. Oh, you just put that in your pocket;
you might need it later on.

Macgee. Thanks.

(Mgs. QUIMBY picks up cases from floor and takes
them to table L.)

QuiMey. You’re Mr. Magee, ain’t you?
Macee. Right! What’s left of me is still Magee,
You expected me, of course.
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Quimby. Oh, yes; we got Mr. Bentley’s telegram
all right. My name’s Quimby.

Magee. So I surmised.

Quimsy. This lady is my wife, Mrs. Quimby.
(Points to Mrs, QUIMBY, who crosses to MAGEE at
fireplace.)

MacGee. I thought as much. Delighted, Mrs.
Quimby. (Bows to Mrs. QUIMBY without rising.)
Mgs. QuimBy. Glad to meet you, Mr. Magee.

MaGee. You’'ll pardon me for not rising, but really
I'm terribly cold.

Mgs. QuimMBy. (Goes to QUIMBY during follow-
ing speech) That’s all right. You sit there and get
het up. We’ve been living here in the raountains so
long we don’t mind the cold as much as strangers
do, but even we felt it to-night, didn’t we, Elijah?

QuimBy. That’s right, Mother; this is an uncom-
mon cold night.

MaAGee. (Rises, removes overcoat, muffler and
hat, and places them on chair) That little trip from
the railroad station to the top of the mountain has
taught me to firmly believe everything Jack London
ever wrote about and everything old Dr. Cook ever
lied about. (Crosses to vL.c., looking at everything,
very much interested, and rubbing his hands.) So
this is Baldpate, is it? Well, well, well!

Mgrs. QuiMBY. (R.C., aside to QuiMBY) Don’t
he talk funny?

QuiMBy. (L. of Mgrs. QuiMBy—aside) Yes.
Acts funny, too. Something’s the matter with him,
sure. (Both watch MAGEE closely.)

‘Magee. (Coming c.) You say you received Mr.
Bentley’s telegram saying I would be here?

QuimMBy. Yes; it only came about an hour ago,
so we didn’t have much time to prepare.

Macee. I didn’t decide to come here until four
o’clock this afternoon.
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Mgs. QuiMBy., We was scared most to death get-
tin’ a telegram in the middle of the night.

MaAGee. I'm very sorry to have taken you out on
a night like this, but it was altogether necessary in
order that I accomplish what I've set out to do. Let
me see—the rooms above are equipped with fire-
places, I believe? (Looks up at rooms on balcony.)

Mgs. QuiMBy. (Crosses c. to MAGEE) Yes; I'm
just fixin’ up one of the rooms. I’ll start the fire,
too. I’ll have it all ready for you inside of five
minutes. (Crosses to R., gets wood from box, and

comes to R. of QUIMBY.)
(LIGHTS Ready.)

Macee. I wish you would. (Looks around room.)
Yes; this would be toco big a barn to work in.
(Quimsys look at each other.) T'll no doubt be
more comfortable up there. (Continues to take in
surroundings. )

QuimBy. (Aside to Mrs. QuimMBy) He says he’s
goin’ to work. I wonder what he means.

Mgrs. QuiMey. (Aside, crossing to L. of QUIMBY)
Pump him. Try to find out. (Aloud) Give me
the matches.

Quimsy. Here you are. (He hands her a box of
matches. Mgrs. QUIMBY, with wood in her arms,
starts for stairs and goes up on balcony.)

Macee. This, I presume, is the hotel office.

Quimsy. That’s right.

MAGEE. (Strolls around stage looking at every-
thing carefully. QuiMBYy watching him closely)
Well, well! This certainly is old John H. Seclusion
himself,

(Lights go up.)

MR. and Mzs. Quimsy. (Together) Good Lord,
where did those lights come from? Good Lord,
what’s happened? (As lights go up, QuiMBY darts
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behind desk . Mgrs. QUIMBY is leaning over bal-
cony C. Both are frightened.)

MaGee. (Laughs) Don’t be alarmed, Mrs. Quim-
by; it’s all right. I think I can explain this thing.
Mr. Bentley has probably had the power turned on.
He knew I'd have to have some real light for this
kind of work. (MRgs. QUIMBY exits into room R. on
balcony, closing the door. MAGEE goes to QUIMBY
up r.) I suppose you're wondering what the devil
I'm doing here.

Quimpy. That’s just what I was wondering,
young fellow.

Macgee. Well, I’ll try to explain, although I'm not
sure you'll understand. Sit down, Mr. Quimby.
(QuiMBY hesitates.) It’s all right, sit down.
(QuiMBY gets chair and places it R.C., then sits.)
Now, you are not, I take it, the sort of man to follow
closely the light and frivolous literature of the day.

QuiMmpy. How’s that?

Macgee. You don’t read the sort of novels that
are sold by the pound in the department stores.

QuimBy. Nope.

MaGee. Well, I write those novels.

QuimBy. The dickens you do!

Magee. Wild, thrilling tales for the tired busi-
ness man’s tired wife; shots in the night; chases
after fortunes; Cupid busy with his arrows all over
the place. It’s good fun—I like to do it, and—
there’s money in it.

QuimBy. You don’t mean to tell me!

MaGee. Oh, yes, considerable. Of course, they
say I'm a cheap melodramatic ranter. They say my
thinking process is a scream. Perhaps they’re right.
(Moves chair out and sits L.C.)

Quimey. Perhaps.

Magee. Did you ever read “The Scarlet Satchel” ?

Quimey. Never.

MaGee. That’s one of mine.



16 SEVEN KEYS TO BALDPATE

QuimMBy. Isit?

MAGEE. I've come here to Baldpate to think; to
get away from melodrama, if possible; to do a novel
so fine and literary that Henry Cabot Lodge will
come to me with tears in his eyes and beg me to join
his bunch of self-made immortals. And I'm going
to do all this right here in this inn, sitting on this
mountain, looking down on this little old world as
Jove looked down from Olympus. What do you
think of that?

QuiMBy. (Shakes his head, affecting an air of
understanding) Maybe it’s all for the best.

Magee. Of late I've been running short of ma-
terial. (Rises, moves chair to R. of table and goes to
QuimBy.) I've needed inspiration. A title gave me
that—*“The lonesomest spot on earth,” suggested by
my very dear friend and your employer, Mr. Hal
Bentley. “What and where is the lonesomest spot
on earth?” I asked. “A summer resort in winter,”
said he. He told me of Baldpate—dared me to come.
I took the dare—and here I am.

QuiMBy. (Rising and going to MAGEE at c.) You
mean you’re goin’ to write a book?

MagGee. That'’s just exactly what I'm going to do.
I’'m going to novelize Baldpate. I'm here to get at-
mosphere.

Quimsy. (Laughs) Lord, you'll get plenty of
that, all right! When are you goin’ to start in?

MaAGee. Just as soon as I absorb my surround-
ings and make a few mental notes. You see, I do
most of my work in the dead of night. I find I
concentrate more readily from midnight on. But I
must have absolute solitude. The crackle of the fire,
the roar of the wind, and the ticking of my watch
will alone bear me company at Baldpate Inn. This
all sounds very strange and weird to you, I suppose.

Quimsy. How’s that?

Magee. 1 say, you can’t quite fathom me.
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Quimsy. Well, you're here of your own accord,
I take it.

MAGEE. My dear Mr. Quimby, I'm here on a bet.

QuimBy. On a bet!

Macee. Exactly. 1 have here an explanation of
the thing in Bentley’s handwriting. (Takes paper
from his pocket.) Do you care to look it over your-
self, or would you rather I'd read it to you?

QuimBy. Yes, go on and read it—I like to hear
you talk. (Sits r.C.)

MAGEE. (Smiles) Ah, then my personality has
wormed its way into your good graces.

QuimBy. How’s that?

Macee. I mean to say, I evidently appeal to you.

QuimBy. Well, I don’t know as you particularly
appeal to me, but

Macee. But what?

Quimsy. (Laughs, confused) Oh, I guess I
better not say it.

Magee. Come on, what’s on your mind? Tell
me.

QuimBy. Well, to be honest with you, I can’t
figger out whether you’re a smart man or a damn
fool.

Macee. (Laughs) Would you believe it, my dear
sir, I’ve been stalled between those two opinions of
myself for years? My publishers say I'm a smart
man; my critics call me a damn fool. However,
that’s neither here nor there. This—(Indicating
paper)—will perhaps clear away the cloud of mys-
tery to some extent. Oh, perhaps Mrs. Quimby
would be interested enough to hear this also. Will
you call her, please?

Quimsy. Sure! (Rises and calls) Mother!
Oh, Mother!

Mgrs. QuiMBy. (Appears at door R. on balcony
and comes to c. of it) Yes, I'm all through. Every-
thing’s ready up here. (Leans over balcony c.)
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You’d better come up, Mister, and see if it satisfies
you before we go.

Magee. It’s all right, Mrs. Quimby. I’ll take
your word for it that everything’s all right.

QuimBy. Come on down here, Mother; Mr,
Magee wants to read something to you. (Places
chair for her r.C., next his own.)

Mgs. QuimBy. Is that so? (Starts downstairs.)
I started the fire, so I guess the room’ll be comfort-
able enough to sleep in by the time you get ready to
go to bed. (Is downstairs by now.)

Qurnay. Sit down, Mother.

Mgs, Quimsy. What!

Quimsy. Goon. See, I'm sittin’. (Mgrs. Quim-
BY goes toward QuiMBY.) Mr. Magee’s goin’ to tell
us why he’s here.

Mgs. Quimsy. (Sits L. of QuiMBy) Is that so?
Lord, I'd love to know!

Macee. I have just explained to your husband
that I am an author. I do popular novels, and I'm
here to write a story—a story of Baldpate Mountain,
laid in this very hotel, perhaps in this identical room.
I am to complete this task within twenty-four hours,
starting at midnight to-night.

Quimpy. Understand, Mother? He’s goin’ to
write a book.

Mgrs. QuimBy. (To Macgee) Goin’ to write a
book in twenty-four hours!

Macee. That is the wager that has been made
between Mr. Bentley and myself. He claimed it
couldn’t be done. I claimed it could. Five thou-
sand dollars’ worth of his sporting blood boiled, and
he dug for his fountain pen and check book. I cov-
ered the bet, and we posted the checks at the Forty-
fourth street club. He was to choose the godfor-
saken spot. (Looks around room.) He succeeded.
I ran to my apartments, placed some manuscript
paper, a dozen sandwiches and my slippers in a suit-
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case, grabbed my faithful typewriting machine, just
made the train, and here you see me, ready to win
or lose the wager, as the case may be.

QuiMBy. What do you think of that, Mother?

Mgs. QuimBy. (To Macee) I never heard ot
such a thing!

MaGeE. Here is a copy of the agreement, in which
you will notice your name is mentioned, Mr. Quim-
by. Listen. (Reads) “You are to leave New York
City on the four-fifty-five for Asquewan Falls, ar-
riving at ten-forty, and go direct to Baldpate Inn,
a-top the Baldpate Mountain, where you will be met
by my caretaker, Mr. Elijah Quimby, who, after
making you comfortable, will turn over to you the
key to the inn, the only key in existence.” (To
QuimBy) Is that correct?

QuiMsy. It’s the only key I know of.

Mgrs. QuiMBy. There ain’t no other key; I can
swear to that.

MaGee. Good! (Continues reading) “This will
insure you against interruption, and give you the
solitude necessary for concentration. You are to
begin work at twelve o'clock Tuesday night, and
turn over to Mr. Elijah Quimby the completed manu-
script of a ten-thousand-word story of Baldpate no
later than twelve o’clock Wednesday night.” (To
QuiMey) You understand?

QuimBy. You're to turn it over to me?

MaGee. Precisely.

QuimBy. What do you think of that, Mother?

Mgs. QuimBy. I never heard of such a thing!

MagGee. You know Bentley’s handwriting ; there’s
his signature—see for yourself. (Hands paper to
Mgs. QuiMBy. QUIMBYS get up and read it to-
gether. MAGEE takes stage.)

QuiMBy. It’s his writin’, ain’t it, Mother ?

Mgs. QuimBy. (Doubtfully) Looks like it, but—
(Looks at MAGEE suspiciously.)
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QuimBy. (Aside) But what?

Mrs. QuimMBy. (Aside) The whole thing don’t
sound right to me.

QuimBy. (Aside) Me neither. We’d better
watch this cuss.

Mgs. QuiMBy. (Aside) 1 think so, too.

(QuiMBY puts chair up rR. Mrs. QUIMBY goes
toward table L. ’Phone rings. Mrs. QUIMBY
runs to foot of stairs, screaming. QUIMBY hugs
the desk, frightened.)

Mgs, QuiMsy. Good Lord!
hQ;nMBY. (Over to MAGEE, up c.) Did you hear
that:

MaGee. You mean the telephone?

MRs. QuiMBY. (Runs to MAGEE—QuUIMBY grabs
MAGEE by the arms) Spooks!

QuimBy. Why, that thing’s been out of commis-
sion all winter!

(’Phone continues ringing. MAGEE laughs.)

Mgs. QuiMBy. Let’s get out of here, Lije.

MaGeE. (Laughs) Don’t be alarmed, Mrs.
Quimby ; I think I can explain. Bentley has just
about had the service renewed. He probably wants
to find out if I've arrived. Excuse me just a mo-
ment. (Goes to ’phone and stops buszzer. QuUiM-
BYS stand c., watching.) Hello, hello! . .. Yes.
Yes, right on time. . .. Almost twenty minutes
ago. . . . Half frozen, thank you. . . . . Yes, he’s
here now, also Mrs. Quimby. . . . Oh, we under-
stand each other perfectly well. . . . It’s everything
you said it was. . . . The lonesomest spot on earth
is right. (Laughs.) You still feel that way about it,
eh? Well, your opinion is going to cost you five thou-
sand, old man. (Laughs.) All right, we'll see. . . .
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You want to talk to him. . . . Just a second. (To
Quimsy) He wants to talk to you, Mr. Quimby.

QuimBy. (Goes over to’phone) Is it Mr. Bent-
ley?

yMAGEE. Yes, here you are. Sit right down. (He
hands QUIMBY receiver and goes L.C., taking notes.
Mgrs. QUIMBY goes up R. and listens to ’phone con-
versation while watching MAGEE.)

Quimsy. (In ’phone) Hello! (Swiles as he
recognizes BENTLEY’S woice.) Hello, Mr. Bentley.

... Yes, sir; yes, sir. . . . I understand, sir. . . .
At twelve o’clock? . . . Yes, sir. . .. Oh, I'll be
right here waiting. . . . Fine, thank you, sir; we're
both fine. . .. All right, sir. . . .. Wait a min-

ute. I'll ask him. (To MAGEE, who is on first land-
ing of stairs.) He wants to know if there’s anything
more you want to say?

MAGEE. (Own stairs, taking notes) No; just give
him my regards, and tell him I'm spending his money
dlready.

QuiMBy. (In ’phone) He says there’s nothing
else, sir. . . . Yes, sir, I understand. . . . Good-
bye, sir. (Hangs up receiver and crosses to Ma-
Gee.) He wants me to be here at twelve o’clock to-
morrow night to talk to him on the telephone again,

MAGEE. (Laughs as he goes to ’phone and severs
connection) And it’s very sad news you’ll impart
to him, Mr. Quimby. I'm going to win this wager!
(r., below ’phone.) You know this whole thing
wouldn’t make a bad story in itself. (Crossing to
L.) [I'm thinking seriously of using it for the ground
plot. (Points to door L.) Oh, this leads to where?
(Goes to door of dining-room L. and opens it.)

Mrs. QuiMBy. (Going over toward door) That’s
the dining-room—Ieads through to the kitchen. That
door to the left goes to the cellar. (Goes back to
table L. QuiMBy looks at his watch.)
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MAGee. Ah, ha, I see! (Goes toward QuiMay,
r.C.) Have you the exact time, Mr. Quimby?

QuimMBy. Mine says half-past eleven.

Magee. Thirty minutes to get my bearings and
frame up a character or two for a start. (Crosses
C. to R.C.)

Mrs. QuiMBy. (Picks up suitcase and machine
case from table L.) Will I put these in your room?

Macee. No, no; you needn’t bother.

Mzs. QuimBy. Oh, it’s no bother at all. (Starts
for the stairs.) I'm only too glad to do anything for
any friend of Mr. Bentley. (Climbs stairs with
cases and exits into room R.)

Macgee. (Up to Quimsy, L.c.) Now you’re quite
sure I won’t be disturbed while T am writing?

QuimMey. (L.c.) Who's goin’ to disturb you here?
No one ever comes within a mile of this place till
around the first of April, except myself, and I only
come up about once a week this kind of weather.

Magee. You don’t suppose any of Bentley’s As-
quewan friends, hearing of the wager, would take
it upon themselves to interrupt the progress of my
work ?

QuimBy. Nobody knows you're here except me
and the Missus, and we ain’t goin’ to tell no one.

Macee. I have your word for that? (Offers his
hand to QUiMBY.)

QuimBy. (Takes MAGeE’s hand) 1 never broke
my word in my life. Guess that’s why I'm a poor
man. (MAGEE crosses to R.C.) The only other time
I remember of anybody comin’ here in the winter
was the time of the reform wave at Reuton. The
reformers got after a lot of crooked politicians, and
they broke in here in the middle of the night and
hid a lot of graft money in that safe over there.
(Points to safe. MAGEE goes up to safe, opens the
door, then comes down to QUIMBY, after closing safe
door.)
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MaGee. You mean to tell me the reformers hid
money in that safe?

QuimBy. No, the politicians, Reformers never
have any money.

MacGee. (Laughs as he goes R.) Splendid!

Quimsy. What are you laughing at?

MagGee. (Turning back to QuimBy) Nothing;
it’s all right. Go on, tell me about the hidden graft.

Quimsy. (Mrs. QuiMBY starts downstairs, bring-
ing lantern and placing it on table L.) Oh, there’s
nothing much to tell. Some fellers up and gave ’em
away, and the police come the next morning and
found it here. Nobody claimed it, so of course they
never got the gang. They threw a lot of fellers out
of office, I believe. I didn’t read much about it.
But that’s over four years ago. You needn’t be
afraid, you won’t be disturbed here. (Goes L. to
table and gets his mittens and cap. Mrs. QuUiMBY
is at table putting on mittens, etc.)

MAaGee. (Going slightly r.) Grafting politicians
—reformers—hidden money! Sounds like a good
seller.

Mgs. QuiMmBy. (Goes to MAGEE at C.—QUIMBY
takes lantern and goes back of table) Is there any-
thing more we can do for you, Mr. Magee?

MaGee. No, nothing I can think of, thank you.
T’ll be quite (Crossing to QuiMBY at table—
Mgs. QuimBy fo rR.c.) Oh, yes, of course. You've
forgotten something, Mr. Quimby.

QurmBy. Forgot what?

MacGee. The key.

Quimsy. Oh, Lord! Yes, the key! Here it is.
(Hands MAGEE the key.)

MagGee. You're positively certain that this key is
the only key to Baldpate in existence?

QuimBy. Yes, sir; I'm sure.

Mgrs. QuiMBy. I can swear to it.

Magee. Good!




24 SEVEN KEYS TO BALDPATE

Mgrs. QuiMBy. What are you going to do, lock
yourself in?

MAGEE. Precisely.

Quimsy. I don’t mind staying here and keepin’
watch for you if you want me to.

Macee. No, thanks; I much prefer to be alone.

Mgs. QuimMBy. I'd rather it would be you than
me. Lord, I should think you’d be afraid of ghosts.

QuimBYy. (Crosses to Mrs. QUiMBY) Mother,
I've told you twenty times there ain’t no such a
thing. (MAGEE goes up L.)

Mgrs. QuiMBy. Well, they’ve been seen here, just
the same.

MaGee. (Goes r.c. to QuimBys) Ghosts!

QuiMBy. Oh, don’t mind her, Mr. Magee. We
think we know what the ghost is. There’s an old
feller up here in the mountain by the name of Peters
—he’s a hermit.

MaGee. A hermit!

QuimMBy. Yes; he’s one of them fellers that’s been
disappointed in love. His wife run off with a travel-
ing man. He come here about ten years ago—lives
in a little shack about a mile and a half north of here;
calls it the Hermit’s Cave. All the summer boarders
buy picture postcards from him. We figger he’s the
feller that’s been frightening the people down in the
valley by wavin’ a lantern from the mountainside
with a white sheet wrapped around him.

Mgrs. QuimBy. But no one ever proved it was
him.

QuiMBy. Well, who else could it be? There ain’t
no such a thing as ghosts, is there, Mr. Magee?

Macee. Well, I hope not. (Muses. By-play be-
tween the QuiMBys.) Ghosts—hermits—not bad at
all!

Quimsy. Well, come along, Mother; I guess
maybe Mr. Magee is anxious to get to work. Tl
say good-night, sir. (Offers hand to MAGEE.)
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MAGEE. (Shakes QuiMmBY’s hand) Good night.
And remember, twelve o’clock sharp for Mr. Bent-
ley’s ’phone call to-morrow night.

Quimsy. I'll be here on the minute. (Goes up
c.)

Mgrs. QuiMBy. (Shaking hands with MAGEE)
And I'm comin’ to see if you're still alive. Lord, I
should think you’d be scared to death.

Quimsy. (Comes down L. of MAGEE) Mother,
he will be if you keep on like that. Well, good night,
sir, and good luck. (Goes up toward door, followed
by Mgrs. QUIMBY.)

MaGeE. (Goes up to door and unlocks it) Good
night. I don’t envy you your trip down the moun-
tain on a night like this. (Opens door. Wind ef-
fect.)

Mrs. Quimsy. Good night, sir. (Starts through
door, followed by QUIMBY, carrying lantern.)

Macee. Good night, Mrs. Quimby. Keep a sharp
lookout for ghosts and hermits. (Laughs.)

Mgrs. QuiMBy. (Outside) Lord, don’t remind
me, please!

MacEeE. (Slams door quickly, locks it, waves his
hand to the QUIMBYS, then stands looking at key in
his hand) The only one, eh? Humph, we'll see!
(Puts key in his pocket, looks around room, thinks,
then claps his hands as if decided on something;
grabs his coat and hat frowm chair near fire, extin-
grishes lamps and bracket lights, takes a last look
around room, and then exits upstairs into room R. on
balcony.)

(Black Drop down for ten seconds. End of Pro-
logue. Drop up for Act I. The clock strikes
twelve. The sound of a typewriter is heard
clicking from the room occupred by MAGEE. A
short pause of absolute silence, then BLAND ap-
pears at door, peering into room.)
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Branp.  (Opens door, enters, locks door, then
comes down to C. and looks about, rubbing his hands
and blowing on them to warm them. Sees safe, goes
up to it, tries the door, opens it, and goes down rR. As
he starts for ‘phone he sees fire burning, and stops
dead.) A log fire! Who the devil built that?
(Thinks, snaps fingers, goes to "phone and puts in
plugs.) 2875 West. Hurry it along, sister. (Ma-
GEE enters from room and stands on balcony listen-
ing, leaving door of room open. In ’phone) Hello,

is that you, Andy? . . . . Thisis Bland. . . . Yes,
Baldpate. . . . Yes, damn near frozen. . . . Oh,
awful! It’s like Napoleon’s tomb. . . . I thought

you said Mayor Cargan would meet me here? . . .
No, no, I can’t stay here all night; I'd go mad. . . .
Listen, I’ll hide the money here in the safe, and meet
him at nine o’clock in the morning and turn it over
to him then. . . . There isn’t a chance in the world
of anything happening. . . . The money’s safer here
than any spot on earth. . . . I'll lock the safe as
soon as I put the package in. . . . Mayor Cargan
knows the combination. . .. My advice is to let
it lay here a week. It’s the last place they’ll look
for it. Besides, how could they get in? My key to
Baldpate is the only one in existence. (MAGEE. on
balcony, takes out his key and looks at it.) They
don’t figure we’d take the chance after the other ex-
posure. I tell you I know best. . . . I'll be back in
town by one o’clock. . . . I've got the president’s
machine waiting at the foot of the mountain. . . .
All right; good-bye. (Hangs up recetver, goes c.,
takes package of money from his pocket, looks at it
and around roowm, then goes to safe and deposits the
wmoney therein. MAGEE starts slowly and stealthily
downstairs. BLAND closes door of safe, turns the
handle, tries doors to see if they are locked securely,
then comes down to fireplace and warms himself. As
he turns his back to the fire, he cames face to face
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with MAGEE, who by this time is standing R. BLAND'S
hand goes to his pocket for his gun as he comes
slowly c. to MAGEE.)

Macee. (Cool and collected) Good evening—or
perhaps I should say, good morning.

Branp. (Keeping his hand on gun as he advances
toward MaGgee) Who are you?

Macee. I was just about to put that question to
you.

Branp. What are you doing here?

Macee. I rather think I'm the one entitled to an
explanation.

Branp. Did you follow me up that mountain?

MaGee. Oh, no; I was here an hour ahead of
you.

Branp. How’d you get in here?

Macee. (Points) Through that door.

Branp. You lie! There’s only one key to that
door, and I have it right here in my pocket.

MacGee. My dear sir, I was laboring under that
same impression until a moment ago; but as your
key fits the lock, and my key fits the lock, there are
evidently two keys to Baldpate instead of one. (He
shows BLAND his key.) See?

Branp. You mean to tell me that’s a key to Bald-
pate?

Magee. Yes. That’s why I became so interested
in your arrival here. I heard you telephone your
friend just now and declare that your key was the
only one in existence. (Laughs.) Tt sort of handed
me a laugh.

Branp. You heard what T said over the tele-
phone?

Macee. Every word.

Branp.  (Pulls pistol) You don’t think you're
going to live to tell it, do you?

Macee. Have no fear on that score. I'm not a
tattle-tale, nor do I intend to pry into affairs that do
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not concern me. But I should like your answering
me one question. Where did you get your key to
Baldpate?

Branp. None of your damned business! I didn’t
come here to tell you the story of my life!

Macee. Well, you might at least relate that por-
tion of it that has led you to trespassing on a gentle-
man seeking seclusion.

Branp., Trespassing, eh? Who's trespassing,
you or I?

Macee. My right here is indisputable.

Branp. Who gave you that key?

Magee. None of your damned business! If I
remember rightly, that’s the answer you gave me.

BLaND. (Goes slightly nearer MAGEE) You've
got a pretty good nerve to talk like that with a gun
in front of your face.

MaGee. Oh, that doesn’t disturb me in the least.
While I have never experienced this sort of thing in
real life before, I've written so much of this melo-
dramatic stuff and collected such splendid royalties
from it all, that it rather amuses me to discover that
the so-called literary trash is the real thing, after all.
You may not believe it, but, really, old chap, I've
written you over and over again! (Laughs heartily
and slaps BLAND on the shoulder. The latter backs
away after second slap. MAGEE sits at table, still
laughing heartily.)

Branp. (Up close to MaGee) Say, I killed a
man once for laughing at me.

Macgee. That’s my line—I used it in “The Lost
Limousine.” Four hundred thousand copies. I’ll
bet you’ve read it.

Branp. (Pointing gun) If you don’t tell me who
you are and what you’re doing here, T'll kill you as
dead as a door-nail. Come on, I mean business—
who are you?
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MAaGee. Well, a name doesn’t mean so much, so
you may call me Mr. Smith.

BrLanp. What are you?

MaGee. A writer of popular novels.

BrLanDp. What are you doing here?

Magee. Trying to win a bet by completing a story
of Baldpate in twenty-four hours. (Gets up.) A
few more interruptions of this sort, however, and
it’s plain to be seen I'll pay the winner. (Up close
to BLanp.) You can do me a big favor, old man,
by leaving me this place to myself for the night. I
give you my word of honor that whatever I’ve seen
or heard shall remain absolutely sacred.

BranNp. (Swneeringly) You must think I'm an
awful fool to swallow that kind of talk!

Magee. Very well, if you don’t believe I'm who
I say I am, and you doubt that I'm here for the
reason I gave, go upstairs into that room with the
open door—(Points to room R. on balcony. BLAND
looks up and backs away)—and you’ll find a type-
writing machine, several pages of manuscript scat-
tered about the floor, and a letter on the dresser
from the owner of this inn to the caretaker, proving
conclusively that all I’ve told you is the truth and
nothing but the truth, and there you are.

BLanDp. (Up close to Macee) And you're not
in with the police?

Macee. No. I wish I were, if the graft is as good
as they say it is.

Branp. You say you have a letter from the owner
of the inn?

MacGee. Yes. Wait a minute, and T'll get it for
you. (Starts upstairs, but is stopped by BLAND as
he is about halfway up.)

Branp. (Shouts) Come back!

Macee. (Comes down and goes to L.c.) What’s
the matter?

Branp. (Going v.c. to MAGEE) T’ve been double-
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crossed before, young fellow. I'll find it if it’s there.

Magee. Oh, very well. If you prefer to get it
yourself, why, go right along. (He turns from
BLAND. As he does so, BLAND fans him for a gun.
MAGEE turns, surprised; then, as he understands, he
laughs.) You needn’t be alarmed; I never carried a
gun in my life,

Branp. But you keep one in your room, eh?

Macgee. If you think so, search the room.

Branp. That’s just what I'm going to do. 1
guess I'll keep you in sight, though. Go on; I'll let
you show me the way.

Macee. All right. (Starts toward stairs.) If
that’s the way you feel about it, why, certainly.
(Goes wupstairs leisurely, followed by BLAND, who
keeps him covered. MAGEE starts to exit into room.
BLAND stops him.)

Branp. (c. of balcony) Wait a minute ; I'll peek
around that room alone first. You don’t look good
to me; you're too damned willing. (Goes to door of
room R. MAGEE steps out to r. of door.) You wait
out here. T'll call you when I've satisfied myself
you're not trying to spring something.

Macee. Very well. If you don’t trust me, go
ahead.

(BLAND exits into room, keeping his eyes fixed on
MagGee. The latter stands thinking for a mo-
ment, then turns and slams door quickly, locks
it, and runs downstairs to "phone. When he is
halfway down BLAND starts hammering on
door.)

Branp. (Yelling and hammering on door) Open
this door! (Hammers.) Damn you, I'll get you
for this!

MaGee. (At ’phone) Hello, I want to talk to the
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Asquewan police headquarters. . . . That’s what I
said, police headquarters.

(BLAND pounds on door. As MAGEE sits waiting for
connection, Mary NORTON appears at door. She
unlocks it and enters, closing door. The cold
blast of wind attracts MAGEE, who jumps up and
yells:)

MAGEE. Who's there? What do you want?
Mary. Don’t shoot; it’s all right. I'm harmless.
Macee. How did you open that door?

Mary. (Slightly down toward Macee) Un-
locked it with a key, of course.

MaGee. (Half aside) My God!

Mary. (Comes toward Macee) If you will al-
low me to bring my chaperon inside, I will explain
in a moment who I am and why we’re here.

MacGee. Your chaperon!

Mary. (Going up to door) Yes; another per-
fectly harmless female who has been kind enough to
accompany me on this wild adventure. (Turns to
Macee) I have your permission?

MaGee. (Looks up at room R., them back at
Mary, puzzled) Say, what the deuce is this all
about?

Mary. You’'ll soon know. (Opens door and calls)
All right, Mrs. Rhodes.

(Mgrs. RHODES screams off stage, then enters and

runs past MARY to above table L., terribly fright-
ened.)

MaGee. What's the matter? What’s happened?

Mrs. RuODES. (Shouting to Mary) Lock the
door! Lock the door!

(MARY hurriedly locks door.)
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MAGEE. (Crosses to MRrs. RHODES, speaking hur-
riedly) Tell me, please, what is it?

Mary. (Runs down L. to MRrs. RHoDEs) What
frightened you, Mrs. Rhodes?

Mgrs. RaoDES. (Almost hysterical) A man!

MAGEE. A mman?

Mary. What man?

Mgrs. Ruopes. I don’t know. He appeared at
the window above, flourishing a revolver, and then
he jumped to the ground and started running down
the mountain-side.

MAGEE. Are you sure?

Mgrs. RHODES. Of course I'm sure.

MAaGee. Just a moment. (Turns and darts up-
stairs, taking key from his pocket as he goes.)

Mary. (Going r.C. with Mrs. RHODES) Is there
anything wrong?

Macgee. I'm beginning to think I am. (Opens
door R. on balcony and exits.)

Mgrs. RuODES. (Still hysterical) Why did you
ever come here?

Mary. (Coolly) It’s all right. Don’t get ex-
cited.

MAGEE. (Enters from room R. and comes to C.
of balcony) The bird has flown, but he forgot this
when he took the jump. (Points gun at women.
Mgzs. RHODES runs Rr., screaming; MARY screams and
runs L.) Don’t be alarmed ; I'm not going to shoot—
at least, not yet. (Is on landing of stairs as he
speaks next lines.) Now might I ask why I'm so
honored by this midnight visit? (Snaps on bracket
lights and comes down c.)

Mary. (Goes L.c. to MAGEE) I can explain in a
very few words.

Macgee. That will suit me immensely. My time
is valuable. I'm losing thousands of dollars, per-
haps, through even this waste of time. (Looks at
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Mary intently.) Be as brief as possible, please. I -
(Stares at her.)

Mary. Why do you stare at me so?

Macgee. Do you believe in love at first sight ?

(Mgrs. RHODES takes a step toward them, surprised.)

Mary. What do you mean?

Macee. You know, I've written about it a great
many times, but I never believed in it before. It’s
really remarkable! (Looks from MARrY to MRrs
RHODES, puzzled; then laughs in an embarrassed
manner.) Oh, pardon me, you were about to ex-
plain your visit here.

Mary. Well, to begin with, I—— (*Phone rings.
All turn and look at it.)

MAGEE. (Goes to phone, stops buzzer, then backs
upstage c. MRs. RHODEs i¢s R.c. To Mary) Will
you be kind enough to answer that ’phone? I don’t
care to turn my back on anything but a bolted doot
to-night. (As MAary looks surprised.) 1f vou

please.
Mary. Certainly. (Goes to ’phone. Mrs. RHODES
goes R.C., above Mary.) Hello! ... What’s that?

. . Hold the wire, please, I'll see. (Turns to Ma-
GEE.) Did you wish to talk to police headquarters?

Mgrs. RuODEs. (Goes to MAGEE c., frightened)
Police headquarters!

MAGEE. (Crossing Mrs. RHODES, who goes over
to R. of table L.) Yes. (Starts, then stops and looks
up at room R. on balcony.) But, no; just say they
mwust have made a mistake. (Backs upstage c.)

Mary. (In ’phone) Hello! ... No, no such
call put in from here. Must be some mistake. That’s
all right. (Stands up receiver and goes L. MAGEE
goes to ’phone, severs connection, then comes down
C. MaRrY up to him.) Then you did call police
headquarters?
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Magee. 1 did.

Mgs. RHODES. (Goes to c.) Why did you call
police headquarters?

Mary. Yes, why did you call police headquar-
ters?

MacGee. (Looks at both, puzzled, then laughs)
You know, these are the most remarkable lot of hap-
penings. No sooner do I get rid of one best seller,
than along comes another dyed-in-the-wool “to-be-
continued-in-our-next.” (To Mary) You know
there’s no particular reason for my saying this, but
I really believe I’d do anything in the world for you.

Mary. I don’t understand.

MaAGee. But you promised to explain your pres-
ence here.

Mary. Which I fully intend to do; but first of
all I should like to ask you one question.

MaGee. Proceed.

Mary. How did you get in here without this
key? (Shows him her key.)

MaGee. (Laughs) Oh, no, no! (Laughs.)
You know, I'm beginning to think this whole thing
is a frame-up.

Mary. What do you mean?

MAGEE. (Points to her key) You have the only
key to Baldpate in existence, I suppose?

Mary. So I understood.

Macee. Well, if it’s any news to you, ladies, be-
lieve me, there are more keys to Baldpate than you’ll
find in a Steinway piano.

Mary. Then he lied!

Magee. Who lied?

Mgs. Ruopes. (Quickly) Remember your prom-
ise, Mary! (Crosses to chair in front of fire and
sits.

N.{AGEE. (Follows Mrs. RHODES wath his eyes,
making complete turn.) Well?

Mary. I can’t tell you his name.



SEVEN KEYS TO BALDPATE 33

Macgee. Well, at least tell me your name.

Mary. My name is Mary Norton. I do special
stories for the “Reuton Star.”

MaGeE. (Surprised) In the newspaper game?

Mary., That’s it. And this lady (Pointing
to Mrs. RHODES, who is now removing her rubbers.)
—1is Mrs. Rhodes, with whom I live in Reuton, and
who is the only other person who knows I'm here to
do this story.

Macgee. What story?

Mary. The story of the five-thousand-dollar
wager you have made with a certain gentleman that
you would write a complete novel inside of twenty-
four hours.

Macee. Who told you this?

Mgrs. Ruopes. Remember your promise, Mary.

Macee. (Crosses to R.C. MAaRY goes L.c. Ma-
GEE looks at Mrs. RuopEs and then at MarY) You've
made many a promise, haven’t you, Mary? I should
certainly like to know who gave you this informa-
tion.

Mary. (Goesto MAGEE R.c.) I can tell you only
that when the wager was made at the Forty-fourth
street club this afternoon, a certain someone dis-
patched the news to me at once. Believing that I
had the only key to Baldpate, I hurried here to let
you in, and lo and behold (Takes stage 1.., Ma-
GEE following her )—I1 find you already at work,
and as snug and cozy as you would be in a New
York apartment. (Comes down R. of table, MAGEE
following her.) Now that you know my story, I am
going to throw myself on your mercy and ask you
to allow me to stay here and get the beat. I prom-
ise you we shall not disturb you in the least. Have
you any obections?

Macee. And you won'’t tell me who gave you the
story ?

Mary. Ican’t.
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MAGee. Nor where you got the key?

Mgrs. RHODES. Remember your promise, Mary.

MAGeE. (Turns and looks at Mrs. RHODES and
then at MArY) You know, I wish you hadn’t
brought her with you.

Mrs. Ruopes. What! (Gets up and starts L.
toward MAGEE.)

MAGEE. (Goes toward her as she starts up) No
offense, Mrs. Rhodes. Of course I understand that
Mary is a very promising young woman, but why
continually remind her of the fact. (Laughs apolo-
getically.) That’s just my little joke. Excuse me.
(Goes to Mary c. Mgrs. RHODES goes to window,
looking out.) Let me get this clear. Your idea is
to stop here and write the story of my twenty-four
hour task?

Mary. With your permission.

Macgee. Well, I'll tell you. Had you put such a
proposition up to me—(MRrs. RHODES comes down
stage to r.c.)—half an hour ago, I should have said
emphatically, no; but since my little experience with
the gun-flourishing, window-jumping gentleman, I'm
inclined to entertain the idea of a companion or two.

Mgs. Ruobes. (R. of MaGee) Who was the
man with the gun?

Mary. Why did he jump from the window?

Magee. You might as well ask me why he placed
a package of money in that safe. (MAaRry and Mgs.
RHODES go up toward safe.) Or why he telephoned
the fact to someone else, who was to pass the word
along to Mayor Cargan.

Mgrs. RuoDES. (Turns to MAGEE, amazed) Mayor
Cargan!

Macee. What seems to be the trouble?

Mary. (To Maceg, c.) Mrs. Rhodes is a
widow; Mayor Cargan a widower. Perhaps you
will understand why the name startled her when I
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tell you that Mrs. Rhodes is to become Mrs. Cargan
next Sunday morning.

Magee. Oh, indeed! (Mary goes up c., then
down again during next speech. MAGEE crosses to
Mgs. Ruopes.) Well, congratulations, Mrs. Rhodes.
And again I say I did not mean to offend. I am
not accusing Mayor Cargan of any transaction, dis-
honest or otherwise. I was merely trying to point
out to you ladies that it has been a night of wild oc-
currences up to now. However, if you care to take
the risk, stay here. It won’t disturb me in the least,
and may possibly benefit this young lady in her busi-
ness. (Goes toward Mary. Looks at his watch and
whistles.) T've lost half an hour already, and as
every minute means money to me right now, I'll have
to work fast to make up for the time I've lost. (To
Mrs. RHODES—MARY comes down L.Cc.) Again I
apologize for any mistake I may have made, Mrs.
Rhodes.

Mgrs. RuopEs. I assure you a more honest man
than Jim Cargan never lived.

MagGee. I sincerely trust you're right, especially
for your own sake. (MRrs. RHODES sits in front of
fire.  MAGEE goes to MARY and takes her hand.) 1
hope the story proves a whale. I wish

Mary. What do you wish?

MacGee. Oh, nothing—I was just thinking of
Sunday morning. Good-night.

Mary. Good-night.

MAGEE. (As he goes up the stairs) I'd gladly
offer you ladies my room, but it’s the only one cleaned
and heated, and I must have some comfort for this
kind of work. (On balcony r.) Good-night, ladies.

Mary and Mrs. RHopEs. Good-night.

MAGEE. (Leaning over balcony) Mary—that's
the sweetest name in the world.

Mary. (Looking up at him) Thank you.

Macee. Good-night.
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Mary. Good-night.

MAGEE. (A long look at MARY and then ut Mgs.
Ruopes) I still wish you hadn’t brought her with
you. Good-night.

Mary. Good-night.

(MAGEE exits into room R. on balcony, closing door.)

MRrs. Ruopes. (Owver to MaARry, r.C.) You don’t
believe Jim Cargan guilty of any treachery? Tell
me you don’t, Mary.

Mary. I don’t know, Mrs. Rhodes. I told you
of the Suburban bribe story we got last night, but I
certainly hope the name of Cargan is kept clean, for
both your sakes.

Mrs. RuopEs. I can’t believe he’s wrong! I
won’t believe it! (Crosses to L.C.)

Mary. (Following Mrs. Ruopes) But if he is
wrong, it’s best you should know it now. The fates
may have brought us here to-night to protect you;
who knows?

Mgrs. Ruopgs. (Going toward safe) Money hid-
den in that safe, he said.

Mary. Yes, and that dovetails with the Subur-
ban bribe story. (Both come down stage a trifle.)
I came down here to do a special. I may get two
sweeps with the one broom. Wouldn't that be won-
derful? I'd be made!

Mgs. RuoODES. (Turns upstage, looks toward door,
and sees PETERs) Great Heavens, Mary, look!

Mary. What is it? (Looks up at door, sees
PETERS, screams, and runs L. behind banister. Mgs.
RHODES screams and runs R, and hides behind chair.
MAGEE enters on balcony after second scream.)

MaGee. (Looking down at women) What's
wrong down there?

Mgs. Ruopes. A ghost!

Magee. What!
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Mary. A ghost! A ghost!

MaGee. (Laughing) T'll bet you four dollars
that’s the fellow whose wife ran away with a travel-
ing man! (Starts to come downstairs.)

Mary and Mrs. Ruobes. (They wave MAGEE
back) Ssh!

(MAGEE snaps out lights. PETERS unlocks the door,
enters, locks door, then throws the sheet over
his arm and comes down stage, looking from
Mary fo Mrs. RHODES, who both come forward
a trifle. MAGEE comes to L. of PETERS at C.)

Magee. I beg your pardon; but have you any
idea just how many keys there are to this flat?

PetERS. (Ignores question) What are these wo-
men doing here?

Macgee. How’s that?

Peters. I don’t like women.

(Mrs. RuODES and MARY scream and run to foot of
stairs.)

Macgee. It's all right, ladies; he’s not a regular
ghost. I know all about him. He’s in the picture-
postcard business.

PeTERS. (Grufily) What!

Macee, (To PETErs) Just a minute, Bosco.
(To ladies) 1f you ladies will kindly step upstairs
into my room, I'll either kill it or cure it. (Ladies
go up and stand on balcony.)

PetERs. (Gruffly) What?

Macgee. (To Perers) See here, that’s the sec-
ond time you've barked at me. Now don't do it
again, do you hear? (To ladies) Go right in,
ladies. They exit into room R., closing door. Ma-
GEE down to PETERs.) So you're the ghost of Bald-
pate, are you?
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Peters. How’'d you people get in here?

Macee. (Laughs) You're not going to pull that
“only key in existence” speech on me, are you?

PerErs. What?

Macee. You know there are other keys besides
yours.

Peters. They’re all imitations. Mine’s the real
légyd. The old man gave it to me the day before he

ied.

MaGee. What old man?

Peters. The father of that young scamp who
wastes his time around those New York clubs. You
know who I mean.

Magee. Then you're not particularly fond of the
present owner of Baldpate?

PeTERS. I hate him and all his men friends,

MaGee. You don’t like women either, you say.

PeTERs. I despise them!

Macee. How do little girls and boys strike you?

Perers. Bah!

MaGee. (Laughs) 1 can understand your wife
nowT—anything in preference to you, even a traveling
man !

PetErs. Don’t mention my wife’s name, or I'll—
(Raises lantern to strike MAGEE.)

MAGEE. (Pulls lantern out of PETERS’ hand)
Now, see here, old man, if you make any more bluffs
at me T’ll take that white sheet away from you and
put you right out of the ghost business. Havent
you any better sense than to go about frightening
little children this way? Why don’t you stick to
your own line of work? You’re a hermit by trade,
if I'm rightly informed.

PeTERs. Yes, I'm a hermit, and proud ot it.

Macee. Then why don’t you cut out this ghost
stuff and be a regular hermit?

Peters. I play the ghost because I tove to see the
cowards run.
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Magee. Oh, they’re all cowards—is that 1t?
Perers. Cowards, yes! (Laughs gruffly.)

MacGee. And you're a brave man. I suppose?
PETERs. A cave man is always a brave man.

(Pistol shots heard outside, then a woman’s scream.
PETERS laughs and dances up to door and peers
through.)

Peters. Ha, ha! They're shooting again! They’re
shooting again!

(Mary and MRrs. RHODES have come out on balcony
at shots.)

MaGee. (Up to door and peers through) What’s
that?

Mary. What’s happened?

Mgs. Ruopes. Is someone hurt? (Both lean
over balcony, looking down.)

Magee. Did you hear a woman scream?

Mary. (Frightened) Distinctly.

Mgrs. Ruopes. (Frightened) And a pistol shot!

PerERS. (Dramatically, as he goes toward door L.
slowly) A woman in white—a woman in white!
They shot at her as they shoot at me when I play
the ghost. (Laughs.) They thought it was the
ghost.  (Almost whispers.) Thought it was the
ghost. (Laughs viciously and exits door L.)

(Myra THORNHILL appears at door C. and is seen
unlocking it.)

MAGEE. (Runs to foot of stairs and calls up to
women) My God, another key!

MaRrY and Mrs. RHoDpEs. What?

Macgee. Ssh! It’s a woman! (He waves them
back.) Ssh!
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(MaryY and Mrs. RHODES go back wnto room R, MA-
GEE crouches behind banister, unseen by MYRA
until he speaks. MYRa enters, locks doors, then
tiptoes cautiously to dead c. She takes a sweep-
ing glance around, then goes fo fire and warms
herself; comes to c. again, and on making sure
that no one is in the room, she goes to safe and
starts working combination, first picking up lan-
tern from desk and holding it in her left hand,
while working combination with her right.)

MAGEE. (Snapping on bracket lights) 1 thought
I'd give you a little more light so you could work
faster. (MvyRra puts lantern on desk and throws up
her hands.) You needn’t throw up your hands; T’ll
take a chance on that quick stuff. Come on out here,
please. (Laughs as MYRA comes around desk ®r. to
c. slowly.) 1 didn’t think they did that sort of thing
outside of melodrama and popular novels, but I see
I was wrong, or I should say right, when T wrote it.
(MyRra continues to advance to him slowly.) Really,
you're the most attractive burglar I've ever seen.
That is, if you are a burglar. Are you?

Myra. (Coolly) Are you one of the Cargan
crowd, or do you represent the Reuton Suburban

people?

(Mary and Mrs. RHODES enter on balcony and
listen.)

MaGee. No, I'm just an ordinary man trying to
win a bet * but up to now the chances have been dead
against me. Perhaps you'd like to tell me who you
are.

Myra. I will, if you'll answer me one question.

MaGee. (Laughs) Of course, of course. I'll an-
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swer that one before you ask it. A friend of mine
gave it to me. Of course you thought you had the
only one in existence, but he lied to you. I have a
cute little key of my own. Oh, there are keys and
keys, but I love my little key best of all. (Shows
her his key, kissing it.) See?

Myra. I can’t understand it at all.

Macee. You haven’t anything on me. And just
about two more keys, and I'll pack up my parapher-
nalia, go back to New York, and never make another
bet as long as I live!

Myra. (Up close to him) Will you please tell me
your name?

Macee. Well, a name doesn’t mean so much, so
you may call me Mr. Jones. And yours?

MvyrA. My name is (Hesitates. MARY and
Mprs. RuopEs lean over balcony, listening.) Listen!
(Brings MAGEE downstage.) My husband is the
president of the Asquewan-Reuton Suburban Rail-
way Company. He has agreed to pay a vast amount
of money for a certain city franchise; a franchise
that the political crowd at Reuton has no power to
grant. They are going to cheat him out of this money
and use it for campaign funds to fight the opposition
party at the next election. If he sues for his money
back, they are going to expose him for entering into
an agreement he knows to be nothing short of brib-
ery. The present mayor is at the bottom of it all.
(MaARrY and MRrs. REODES start at mention of mayor’s
name.) I ran to my husband to-night and begged
him not to enter into this deal. I warned him that
he was being cheated. He wouldn’t believe me, but
I know it’s true. He’s being cheated, and will be
charged with bribery besides. That’s why I risked
the mountain on a night like this. I must have been
followed, for I was shot at as I reached the top of
Baldpate. Oh, I don’t know who you are, but vou're
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a man and you can help me. (Puts her hands on
his shoulders, pleadingly.) You will help me, won’t
you?

MAGEE. (Interested) Yes. What do you want
me to do?

MvyRrA.  (Looks at MAGEE for a moment without
speaking, then goes up to safe and back to MAGEE)
In that safe there is a package containing two hun-
dred thousand dollars.

Macee. (Goes up toward safe) Two hundred
thousand dollars!

(Mary and Mrs. Ruopes start downstairs very
slowly.)

Mvyra.  (Following MaGee up Rr.) That’s the
amount, It must be there. A man named Bland
was to bring it here and deposit it at midnight. Car-
gan was to follow later, and was to find it here.

Macee. (Coming down stage) Cargan coming
here!

Mvyra. So they’ve planned it. I must have that
money out of there before he arrives. You'll help
me, won’t you? Don’t you understand? My hus-
band is being cheated, tricked, robbed, probably
ruined.

Macee. But I don’t know the combination.

Myra, (Wringing her hands) Oh, there must
be something we can do! Please, please (She
kneels at his feet and puts up her hands imploringly.)
For the sake of my children, help me, please! (Ma-
GEE sees women on stairs, and warns MYRA with a
look as he helps her to her feet. She turns and faces
Mary and Mrs. RHODEs, then turns abruptly to
Magee.) Who are these women? What are they
doing here? (She has changed from hysteria to dig-
nified coldness.)

Macee. Oh, of course, pardon me! (Goes to
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women at foot of stairs. MYRA crosses to R.) May
I introduce Miss

MvyRra. (Cuts him off sharbly) Please don’t!
(Turns to women.) Will you pardon me for a mo-
ment, ladies?

MaRry and Mgrs. Ruobes. Certainly. (They step
off stairs and remain L., keeping their eyes fixed on
Myra and MAGEE. MAGEE goes R. to MYRA.)

Myra. (Aside to Macee) For God’s sake, don’t
tell them who I am. My husband will kill me if he
ever learns that I've been here on such an errand.

MacGee. (Aside) 1 understand; you may trust
me. I sympathize with you very deeply, Madam,
and I promise you that no one shall take that money
away from here to-night unless it be yourself. And
I'll get it out of that safe if I have to blow the thing
to smithereens!

MvyrAa. You give me your word as a gentleman?

Macee. (Offers his hand) My word as a gentle-
man.

MyRrA. (Takes his hand) Thank you.

MAGee. (Pulls down his vest and goes up to
Mary and MRrs. Ruopes) Ladies, I wish to present
a girl schoolmate of mine, Miss Brown, who has be-
come interested enough in my career to find her way
to Baldpate to witness my endeavor to break all rec-
ords as a speedy story-writer.

Mary and Mgrs. Ruopes. Miss Brown. (Both
bow. MYRA returns the bow.)

MAGEE. (Takes out his watch and looks at it)
Up to now I'm almost an hour behind myself. How-
ever, I expect to catch up with myself before the
night is over. That is, of course, provided there
aren’t over three hundred more keys to the old front
door.

Mary. (Goes up to MaGee c.) Now, might I
have a word with you alone?
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Macgee. I'd be delighted. I'd like to be alone
with you forever.

Mary. (Te¢ Myra) Will you pardon me for a
moment ?

Myra. Certainly.

Magee. Go right upstairs, Miss Brown, and make
yourself quite at home. (Starts toward stairs with
Myra.) Oh, Mrs. Rhodes, will you be good enough
to show her to the room? (MARy crosses c. to Rr.)
I'm sure she needs a little drop of something after
that bitter cold trip up the mountain. You'll find
a flask on the table.

Mgrs. RuODES. (Starts up the stairs) Come right
along, Miss. 1 know where it is; I've already tried
it. (Exits room R.)

Mvyra. (Following Mrs. RHODES upstairs) Well,
really, I don’t know what to say to all this kindness.
I (Stops c. on balcony, looks down and warns
MAGEE to silence with finger on her lips. He reas-
sures her, then goes c.)

Mgrs. RuODES. (Appearing at door) Right in
here, Miss.

Myra. Thanks, awfully. (Exits into room, fol-
lowed by Mrs. RHODES, who closes door.)

Mary. (Goes quickly to MAGEE at c.) Who did
that woman claim,to be?

Macee. That's a secret I've promised never to
reveal.

Mary. But I overheard everything she said.

MaGee. Then you know.

Mary. I know she lied.

Magee. She lied!

Mary. She claimed to be the wife of Thomas
Hayden, president of the Suburban Railway. She
lied, I tell you. Why, I've known Mrs. Hayden all
my life ; was brought up and went to school with her
daughters. Mrs. Hayden is a woman in her fifties.
You can see for yourself that she is nothing more
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than a slip of a girl. There’s a mystery here of
some kind—someone’s playing a desperate game.
(Goes upstage excitedly, looking up at door Rr.)

MaGee. Yes, and it’s costing me five thousand
dollars. T’ll never get my work done to-night, I
can see that right now. (Looks at watch. MARY
comes down c.) But what do I care? I’ve met you!

Mary. You're going to give this money over to
that woraan?

(PeTERS enters from L. and hides behind banisters.)

Macee. Not if she lied.

Mary. Well, you believe me, don ¢ you?

MaGee. (Takes her hand) Believe you! Letme
tell you something, little girl. I've written a lot of
those Romeo speeches in my novels, though I never
really felt this way before, but here goes: The mo-
ment you walked through that door to-night and I
laid eyes on you, I made up my mind that you were
the one woman in the world for me. Why, there’s
nothing I wouldn’t do for you. Try me.

Mary. Very well, I shall. Get me that package
of money out of that safe before Cargan comes to
steal it. Help me to reach Reuton without being
molested, and I'll annihilate the graft machine with
to-morrow’s edition of the “Star.” With that money
to turn over to the proper authorities as proof of the
deal, I’ll wipe out the street car trust and the Cargan
crowd with one swing of the pen. And just think,
T'll save Mrs. Rhodes from an alliance with a thief!
I know Cargan’s crooked, always has been; but I
must prove it before she’ll break off the engagement.
Great Scott! what a story I'll write! Think what it
will mean to me and to the city of Reuton itself!
(Puts her hands on his shoulders pleadingly.) You
will do this for me, won’t you? Please, please!

Macgee. Yes. What do you want me to do?
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Mary. Come, we must hurry! Can’t you think
of some way to open that safe? (Goes up toward
safe, MAGEE following. He comes down C.)

MaGee. What are we going to do? We don’t
know the combination, and I haven’t any dynamite,
But we must have that $200,000.

(PETERS moves chair just enough to betray his pres-
ence.)

Mary. (Comes down to MAGEE, frightened, plac-
ing her hand on his arm) What was that?

Macgee. Oh, that was nothing. It was just the
wind creeping through the cracks, I fancy. (Aside)
Go upstairs; there’s someone hiding in this room.
(Aloud) Good-night, Miss Norton.

Mary. Good-night. (She hurries upstairs and
exits into room R.)

(MAGEE looks around 1oom for a moment, reaches
over banisters and snaps out lights; starts
whistling, and then goes upstairs to L. room on
balcony, opens door, slams it loudly, and then
comes out and sits behind banisters, watching
PeTERS. PETERS makes sure no one is in sight,
then goes quickly over to safe and starts work-
ing combination quietly, but hurriedly, MAGEE
watching him from stairs. CArRGaN and Max
appear outside, peering through into room. As
the safe door flies open, they enter quickly, CAR-
GAN opening the door. MAaX enters and goes
quickly up c. and covers PETErs with gun.
CARGAN closes door and goes quickly to PETERs.)

Max. Get away from that safe! (PETERs jumps
away.) Put up your hands! (PETERS’ hands go

up.)

CARGAN. (Recognizes him as he goes toward safe)
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Oh, it’s you, is it? (To Max) The ghost came
near walking that time for fair! (To PETERs)
Come out of there! (PETERS comes in front of
desk.) How did you know the combination of that
safe? (No reply from PeTErs.) Who told you
there was money in there? (No reply from PETERS.)
Get out of here, you vagabond! (Throws PETERS
toward L.) What do you mean by breaking into a
man’s safe in the middle of the night? Throw him
in the cellar, Max.

Max. Come on, hurry up! Get out! (Throws
PETERS L.)

PeTERS. (At door L.) Damn you, Cargan, I hate
ou!
d CarGAN. Get out! (Goes up and locks door.)

Max. Go on, get out!

(PETERS exits L. door. Max follows him off and
returns almost immediately.)

CARGAN. (Goes to safe and gets package of
money. Max enters.) By gad, we weren’t any too
soon! (Goes to table L.) Another moment, and he’d
have had it sure. It would be good-bye to the hermit
if he ever got hold of a roll like this! (Flips bills
#n his hands.) Two hundred one thousand dollar
bills.

Max. 1Is it all there?

Cargan. I don’t know; I'll see. (MAGEE comes
downstatrs and goes behind desk while MaX and
CARGAN are counting money.) You seem surprised
that I found the money here.

Max. What do you mean—surprised ?

CARGAN. (Rises, puts money in his pocket, then
comes in front of table. Max comes forward and
stands L. of CARGAN, below table.) I'm going to tell
you something, Max. I didn’t trust you all day,
and I didn’t trust you to-night.
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Max. What do you mean—you didn’t trust me?

Carcan. T'll be truthful with you. I thought
you were going to double cross me. I thought you
were going to beat me to the bankroll through this
woman Thornhill.

Max. Mpyra Thornhill ?

CarGaN. Yes, Myra Thornhill. Oh, don’t play
dead; you knew she was around. You've had secret
meetings with her during the last forty-eight hours.
I know every move you've made—I've had you
watched. You've worked with her before. (As
Max makes a motion of protest.) You've told me
so. I had my mind made up to kill you, Max, if
this money had been gone, and that’s just what I’'m
going to do if you ever double cross me, do you un-
derstand?

Max. (In a hangdog tone) Yes, I understand.

(MAaGEE, who has been crouching between safe and
desk, now stands up, takes aim, and fires at L.
wall, then rushes over and turns on bracket
lights. At the sound of the shot the women
come out on balcony, frightened, and stand look-
ing down at men.)

CARGAN. (As MAGEE shonts) My God, I'm shot!
(Reels against table. Max draws back L.)

MagGee. (Comtes down r.c.) No, you're not. 1
just put a bullet into the wall, and T'll put one in
you if you don’t toss that package of money over
here! Come on, hurcry up! I mean business!
(CARGAN hesitates, then throws money to MAGEE
R.C. The latter picks it up and puts it in his pocket.)
You see, being a writer of sensational novels, I'm
well up in this melodramatic stuff.

Mrs. Ruopes. (On balcony, watching CARGAN)
Jim Cargan!
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