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THE MEZZOTINT

by M R James

Cast

Narrator 

Williams 

Garwood 

Nesbitt 

Filcher 

Lights slowly up. The stage is bare apart from a table C, a small chest of drawers UC, and an armchair, with a lamp on a small side table, down SR. Up SR there is a solid wooden ladder fixed to the back wall. Narrator enters with a large book, sits in the armchair, and addresses the audience directly.
Narrator Good evening, ladies and gentleman, and welcome to an evening of ghost stories for Christmas. (Opens book and starts to read) Our first tale concerns the humble curator of a university art museum. His name is Williams -

Lights slowly up on Williams seated at an untidy table examining engravings.

- and he was in the enjoyable process of enlarging the already unsurpassed collection of engravings possessed by his museum. Yet, as it turned out, even a department so homely and familiar as this may have its dark corners, and to one of these Williams was unexpectedly introduced.

A Mr J W Britnell publishes very admirable catalogues of a large and constantly changing stock of engravings and sketches of mansions, churches and towns, and Mr Williams often looked to him to fill gaps in his collection. Now, in February of last year there appeared upon Mr Williams's desk at the museum a catalogue from Mr Britnell's emporium -

Williams notices a catalogue on his table and picks it up.

- and accompanying it was a typewritten communication from the dealer himself:

Williams (reading) “Dear Sir, We beg to call your attention to No 978 in our accompanying catalogue, which we shall be glad to send on approval. Yours faithfully, J W Britnell.” 

Narrator Williams turned to the appropriate page and found the following entry:

Williams (reading) “978 - Unknown. Interesting mezzotint: View of a manor house, early part of the century. 15 by 10 inches; black frame. £2 2s.”
Narrator It was not especially exciting, and the price seemed high. However, as Mr Britnell seemed to set store by it, Williams wrote a postcard asking for the article to be sent on approval - (Williams writes a brief note) - along with some other engravings and sketches which appeared in the same catalogue. And so he returned, without much excitement of anticipation, to the ordinary labours of the day...

Williams does so for a few moments, before the lights fade to black. He exits SL.

Now a parcel of any kind always arrives a day later than you expect it, and that of Mr Britnell proved no exception to the rule. It was delivered at the museum by the Saturday afternoon post, after Mr Williams had left his work, and was accordingly brought round to his college rooms by the attendant.

Lights up. Williams enters SL with a parcel, sits down and opens it. There are three small pictures in it, which he gives token glances to, before arriving at a larger, black-framed one. (It is important that the audience never sees the picture itself, only the back of the frame.)

The only item with which I am concerned was the large, black-framed mezzotint of which I have already spoken.

Williams examines it.

(Dismissively) It was a rather indifferent mezzotint, and an indifferent mezzotint is, perhaps, the worst form of engraving known. It presented a night view of a not very large manor house of the eighteenth century, with three rows of plain sashed windows, a parapet with vases at the angles, and a small portico in the centre. On either side were trees, and in front a considerable expanse of lawn. It appeared to be a moonless night.

The legend ‘A W F’ was engraved on the narrow margin, but there was no further inscription. The whole thing appeared to be the work of an amateur. What in the world Mr Britnell could mean by affixing the price of £2 2s to such an object was more than Williams could imagine. He turned it over with a good deal of contempt.

Williams does so.

Upon the back was a paper label, the left-hand half of which had been torn off. All that remained were the ends of two lines of writing; the first had the letters “…ngley Hall”; the second, something “…sex”.

Williams (to himself) It would, perhaps, be worthwhile to identify the place, which I can easily do with the help of a gazetteer, and then I will send it back to Mr Britnell, with some remarks reflecting upon the judgement of that gentleman.

Narrator He lit the candle, for it was now dark.

He does so. There is a knock at the door. He goes SL and greets his friend Garwood, who comes and sits at the table with him. They mime a conversation.

He had forgotten his colleague Garwood was to visit. Garwood had been playing golf, and so some time was taken up by the sort of discussion which golfing persons can imagine for themselves - but which the conscientious storyteller has no right to inflict upon any non-golfing persons.

At the conclusion of this conversation, his friend took up the framed engraving and said:

Garwood What's this place, Williams?

Williams Just what I was going to find out. (He stands up) I have a gazetteer somewhere - ah, here we are. (He takes a book from a chest of drawers upstage) Look at the back. Somethingley Hall, either in Sussex or Essex. Half the name's gone, you see. You don't happen to know it?

Garwood It's from that man Britnell, I suppose. Is it for the museum?

Williams Well, I think I should buy it if the price was five shillings. But for some unearthly reason he wants two guineas for it. I can't conceive why. It's a wretched engraving, and there aren't even any figures in it to give it life.

Garwood It's not worth two guineas, I agree, but I don't think it's so badly done. The moonlight seems rather good to me; and I should have thought there were figures, or at least a figure, just on the edge in front.

Williams Let's look. Well, it's true the light is rather cleverly given. Where's your figure? Oh, yes! Just the head, in the very front of the picture.

Narrator And indeed there was - hardly more than a black blot on the extreme edge of the engraving - the head of a man or woman, a good deal muffled up, the back turned to the spectator, and looking towards the house. Williams had not noticed it before.

Williams Still, though it's a cleverer thing than I thought, I can't spend two guineas of museum money on a picture of a place I don't know.

Narrator And very nearly up to dinnertime Williams engaged himself in a vain attempt to identify the subject of his picture. 

Williams (examining the picture with a magnifying glass) If the vowel before the “ng” had only been left, it would have been easy enough, but as it is, the name may be anything from Guestingley to Langley, and there are many more names ending like this than I thought. And this rotten book has no index of terminations.

The lights on Williams and Garwood dim. Garwood exits.

Narrator Dinnertime in Mr Williams's college was at seven. It need not be dwelt upon; the less so as he met there colleagues who had been playing golf during the afternoon, and words with which we have no concern were freely bandied across the table - merely golfing words, I would hasten to explain.


Williams enters.

Later in the evening he returned to his rooms to write a letter or two and clear up some odd bits of work.

Lights up on table, with Williams seated as before, writing.

At last, some time past midnight, he was disposed to turn in. (Williams lights his candle) The picture - lying face upwards on the table where it had been left - suddenly caught his eye. What he saw made him very nearly drop the candle in shock. It was impossible, but absolutely certain...

Williams picks up the picture. 

In the middle of the lawn in front of the unknown house there was a figure - where no figure had been at five o'clock that afternoon. It was crawling on all fours towards the house, and it was muffled in a strange black garment with a white cross on its back.

I do not know what is the ideal course to pursue in a situation of this kind - I can only tell you what Mr Williams did. He took the picture by one corner and carried it across to a drawer, which he carefully locked. 

Williams takes the picture to the chest of drawers, puts it in a drawer and locks it. He stands for a moment and stares at it and then walks back to the table.

Before retiring to bed, he wrote out and signed an account of the extraordinary change which the picture had undergone since it had come into his possession.

Williams begins writing. Fade to black on him, during which he exits SL.
He then attempted to put all thoughts of that singular mezzotint out of his mind. But you will not be surprised to learn that sleep visited him rather late that night. It was consoling, however, to reflect that the behaviour of the picture did not depend upon his own unsupported testimony. Evidently his friend that evening had seen something of the same kind as he, otherwise he might have been tempted to think that something gravely wrong was happening to his mind...

Pause. Williams enters SL with a dressing gown over his clothes, carrying a breakfast tray. 

Two matters awaited him the next morning. He must take stock of the picture very carefully, and call in a witness for the purpose, and he must make a determined effort to ascertain what house it was. He would therefore ask his neighbour Nesbitt to breakfast with him, and he would subsequently spend a morning over the gazetteer. 

Nesbitt enters. Williams greets him. They mime a conversation as they eat breakfast.

Those who are familiar with university life can picture for themselves the wide and delightful range of subjects over which the conversation of two college fellows is likely to extend during a Sunday morning breakfast. Hardly a topic was left unchallenged, from golf to lawn-tennis. Yet I am bound to say that Williams was rather distraught; for his interest naturally centred in that very strange picture which was now reposing, face downwards, in the drawer.

But at last the moment could be delayed no further.

Williams goes quickly to the drawer, unlocks it and takes out the picture.

Williams Now, I want you to tell me exactly what you see in that picture. Describe it, if you don't mind, rather minutely. I'll tell you why afterwards.

Nesbitt (scrutinizing the picture) Well, I have here a view of a country-house - English, I presume - by moonlight.

Williams Moonlight? You're sure of that?

Nesbitt Certainly. The moon appears to be on the wane, if you wish for details, and there are clouds in the sky.

Williams All right. Go on. (To himself) I'll swear there was no moon before.

Nesbitt Well, there's not much more to be said. The house has one - two - three rows of windows, five in each row, except at the bottom, where there's a porch instead of the middle one, and -

Williams (sharply) But what about figures?

Nesbitt There aren't any.

Williams What! No figure on the grass in front?

Nesbitt Not a thing.

Williams You'll swear to that?

Nesbitt Certainly I will. But there is one thing...

Williams What?

Nesbitt Well, one of the windows on the ground-floor - left of the door - is open. 
Williams Is it really? My goodness! He must have got in.

Narrator It was quite true. There was no figure, and there was the open window. Williams, after a moment of speechless surprise, began scribbling for a short time. Then he gave two papers to Nesbitt, and asked him first to sign one - it was Nesbitt’s own description of the picture, which you have just heard - and then to read the other which was Williams's own statement written the night before. (All this Williams does.)

Nesbitt (after reading it) What can it all mean?

Williams I don’t know. But one thing I must do - or two things, now I think of it. I must find out from Garwood exactly what he saw last night, and I must find out just what that place is.

Nesbitt You know, it looks very much as if we were assisting at the working out of a tragedy somewhere. The question is, has it happened already, or is it going to happen? You must find out what the place is. Yes. (He squints at the picture) I expect you're right: he has got in...

Williams Tell you what, I'll take the picture across to old

Green -

Narrator (interjecting) This was the senior Fellow of the College.

Williams It's quite likely he'll know it. We have property in

Essex and Sussex, and he must’ve been over the two counties a lot in his time.

Nesbitt Quite likely he will know it, but he wasn't in Hall last night, and I think I heard him say he was going away to Brighton for the Sunday.

Williams Well, I'll go across to Garwood and get his statement, and you keep an eye on it while I'm gone. I'm beginning to think two guineas is not a very exorbitant price for it after all.

Williams takes off his dressing gown, dons his coat and exits, leaving Garwood sitting at the table. 

Narrator In a short time he had returned, and brought Mr Garwood with him.

Williams and Garwood enter SL. They sit at the table with Nesbitt.

Garwood’s statement was to the effect that the figure, when he had seen it, was at the edge of the picture, but had not yet set foot upon the lawn. He remembered a white mark on the back of its clothing, but could not have been sure it was a cross. (Williams writes this down.) A document to this effect was duly drawn up and signed.
Nesbitt Now what do you mean to do? You’re not going to sit and watch it all day?

Williams No. I rather imagine we're meant to see the whole thing. You see, between the time I saw it last night and this morning, lots of things could have happened - but the creature only got into the house. It could easily have got through its business in that time and gone to its own place again; but the fact of the window being open, I think, must mean that it's in there now. (Pause) So I feel quite easy about leaving it. And besides, I have an idea that it won’t change much, if at all, in the daytime. We should go out for a walk this afternoon, and return when it gets dark. If we all stay together, we will be less likely to talk to others about this.

Nesbitt Yes. After all, any rumour of such strange goings-on would bring the whole of the Phasmatological Society about our ears! 

They leave SR. Lights down. The picture on the table, propped up on some books and facing away from the audience, is lit from above. Filcher enters SL and sits at the table, staring at the picture.

Narrator At five o’clock, the three of them returned to Williams' rooms. (They enter SR) But a surprise was awaiting them. Williams' servant, Mr Filcher, was seated on a chair opposite the mezzotint, gazing at it with undisguised horror. How was this? Mr Filcher was a servant of considerable standing and nothing could be more alien to him than to be found sitting on his master's chair, or appearing to take any particular notice of his master's furniture or pictures. Indeed, he seemed to feel this himself. (Filcher stands in nervous embarrassment)

Filcher (nervously) I ask your pardon, sir, for taking such a freedom as to sit down.

Williams Not at all, Robert. I was meaning to ask you what you thought of that picture.

Filcher Well, sir, of course I don't set up my opinion against yours, but it ain't the picture I should 'ang where my little girl could see it, sir.

Williams Wouldn't you, Robert? Why not?

Filcher No, sir. Why, the pore child, I recollect once she see an old Bible with pictures not 'alf what that is, and we 'ad to sit up with her three or four nights afterwards, if you'll believe me; and if she was to ketch a sight of this skelinton here, or whatever it is, carrying off the pore baby, she’d be in an even worse state - 

Williams Baby?

Filcher - but what I should say, it don't seem a right picture to be laying about, sir, not where anyone that's liable to be startled could come on it. Should you be wanting anything this evening, sir? Thank you, sir.

He hurriedly exits SL.

Narrator With these words the excellent man went to continue his rounds, and you may be sure the gentlemen lost no time in gathering round the engraving. (Which they do) There was the house as before, under the waning moon and the drifting clouds. The window that had been open was shut, and the figure was once more on the lawn: but not this time crawling cautiously on hands and knees. Now it was erect and stepping swiftly, with long strides, towards the front of the picture. The moon was behind it, and a black hood hung down over its face so that only hints of it could be seen, and what was visible made the spectators profoundly thankful that they could see no more than a white dome-like forehead and a few straggling hairs. 

The arms were tightly clasped over an object, which could be dimly identified as a child. Whether dead or living it was impossible to say. 

Lights fade down on table.

From five to seven the three companions sat and took turns watching the picture. But it never changed. They agreed at last that it would be safe to leave it, and that they would return after dinner and await further developments. When they assembled again, several hours later, the figure was gone, and the house was quiet under the moonbeams. 

Lights up on Williams, Garwood and Nesbitt thumbing through books.
There was nothing for it but to spend the evening over gazetteers and guidebooks. Williams was the lucky one at last, and perhaps he deserved it:

Williams Here we are! (reads) “Anningley. The church, of Norman date, contains the tomb of the Francis family, whose mansion, Anningley Hall, a solid Queen Anne house, stands immediately beyond the churchyard in a park of about 80 acres. The family is now extinct, the last heir having disappeared mysteriously in infancy in the year 1802.” 

Garwood and Nesbitt react to this.

“The father, Mr Arthur Francis, was locally known as a talented amateur engraver in mezzotint. After his son's disappearance he lived in complete retirement at the Hall, and was found dead in his studio on the third anniversary of the disaster, having just completed an engraving of the house, impressions of which are of considerable rarity.”

Lights down on the table.

Narrator This looked like the business, and, indeed, when Mr Green returned the next day, he at once identified the house as Anningley Hall and recounted the whole sorry history of the place to Williams.

Lights up.

Garwood Did professor Green offer any kind of explanation as to this figure?

Williams (slowly and carefully) I don't know, Garwood. Perhaps. What he said was that old Francis was always very much down on these poacher fellows, and whenever he got the chance, he used to turn them off the estate. Squires could do a lot of things then that they daren't think of now. And by degrees he got rid of them, all but one. Well, this man - Gawdy, he said his name was - he was the last remains of a very old family. He believed they were Lords of the Manor at one time. 

But Francis could never get at him - Gawdy always kept just on the right side of the law - until one night the keepers found him in the woods right at the end of the estate. You can imagine the row. And this man Gawdy, he was unlucky enough, poor chap, to shoot a keeper. Well, that was what Francis wanted, and grand juries being what they were then, poor Gawdy was strung up in double quick time. Green said he’d been shown the place he was buried in, on the north side of the church. Anyone that's been hanged or took their own life, they bury them that side.

And the story went round that a friend of Gawdy’s - not a relation, because he had none, poor devil; he was the last of his line - must have planned to get hold of Francis's boy and put an end to his line too. But, judging by what you have witnessed, it appears as if old Gawdy had managed the job himself. Here, you both look pale - have some whisky!

Williams pours Garwood and Nesbitt whisky, which they gratefully consume. Lights dim on them.

Narrator I have only to add that the picture is now in Mr Williams’ museum. And though carefully watched, it has never been known to change again...

Blackout.
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The Signalman

by Charles Dickens

Cast
Narrator 

Traveller 

Signalman 

Man 

Tom 

Stage as before, except that the chest of drawers has been removed. 

Narrator Our next tale concerns a man whom we shall simply call ‘the traveller’. 

Lights up. The ladder is depicted in a harsh orange light, throwing shadows onto the back wall. A red light shines down from SL. Signalman stands SL with a flag, almost under the light. SFX of a quiet, eerie wind. Pause. A voice is heard off SR.  

Traveller (off) Hello below there!

The Signalman looks around.

Narrator When the signalman heard this man’s voice calling to him, he was standing by the track with a flag furled in his hand. But instead of looking up to where the traveller stood on top of the steep cutting, he turned and looked down the railway line. (Signalman does so) There was something remarkable in the way he did this, though what exactly the traveller could not say. 

Traveller (off) Hello below there!

The Signalman turns round and sees the traveller high above him.

Is there any path by which I can come down and speak to you?

Narrator Just then there came a vibration in the earth and air, quickly changing into a violent pulsation. An oncoming rush caused the traveller to start back, as though it had enough force to draw him down.

Sound of a steam train hurtling past, almost deafening, with flashing lights representing the passing of the lit carriages. Steam whooshes up from the floor. The Signalman waves it past.

When the train had passed, the traveller looked down again and saw the man refurling his flag. (Signalman does so)

Traveller (off) I say, is there any path by which I may come down?

The Signalman gestures SR with his rolled-up flag.

All right, I see!

Narrator The traveller found a ladder which descended sharply down the deep cutting and through a clammy stone that became oozier and wetter the further he went down.  

The Signalman, arms folded, watches him descend. He cuts rather a sinister figure in the gloom.

As he stepping out upon the railway, he saw that the man’s post was in as solitary and dismal a place as ever he had seen. On either side, a dripping-wet wall of jagged stone, excluding all view but a strip of sky. In one direction (SR), the track seemed to go on forever, in the other (SL) it terminated in a gloomy red light, and the gloomier entrance to a black tunnel, in whose massive architecture there was a barbarous, depressing and forbidding air. So little sunlight ever found its way to this spot, that it had an earthy, deadly smell; and so much cold wind rushed through it, that it chilled the traveller to the bone, as if he had left the natural world.

Traveller This is a lonesome post to occupy. A visitor is a rarity, I suppose. But not an unwelcome rarity, I hope? (The Signalman looks at him strangely) You look at me as if you had a dread of me.

Signalman I thought I might have seen you before.

Traveller Where? (The Signalman points SL to the red light) There?

Signalman Yes.

Traveller My good fellow, what should I do there?  However, be that as it may, I never was there, you may swear on it.

Signalman (slowly) I think I may. Yes, I am sure I may.

The Traveller mimes asking him a question as the Narrator says the following:

Narrator And the quaint old signalman began at last to relax in the traveller’s company.

Signalman Yes, I do have plenty of responsibility down here, sir. But in the form of exactness and watchfulness, if you take my meaning. Of actual work - manual labour - I have next to none. All I have to do is change that signal (gestures out to audience) and trim those lights (gestures SL).

Traveller Is it not lonely down here for hours on end?

Signalman I have grown used to the routine, sir. I have taught myself a language down here, if only by sight, and have formed my own crude ideas of its pronunciation, if that could be called learning it. 

Traveller Is it necessary for you always to remain in this channel of damp air? Can you never rise into the sunshine from between these high stone walls?

Signalman Why, that depends upon times and circumstances. In bright weather, I do choose occasions for getting a little above these lower shadows; but, being at all times liable to be called by my electric bell, the relief is less than you might suppose. Come, will you join me in my cabin?

Signalman leads Traveller up C to the table, upon which stands a small plain wooden box - the telegraph machine. The Signalman pulls out a chair for the Traveller and they both sit down, talking silently. (NB: Lights fade ‘outside’ the box [apart from the red light, which remains constant], simultaneously fading up ‘inside’ on the table.)

Narrator And the signalman told him in a quiet, grave voice of how as a young lad he had once attended lectures on natural philosophy, but had soon run wild, misused his opportunities - of which he had had several - and had gone down in life, never to rise again.

Signalman ...but I have no complaint to make of it. (Proudly) I have made my bed, sir, and here I lie upon it. It is far too late to make another.

Narrator During this confession he was interrupted once by the bell and had to read off a message and send a reply. (A bell rings and the Signalman rises to read off a telegram to himself and send the response.) In the discharge of his duties, the traveller observed him to be remarkably exact and vigilant, breaking off his discourse at a syllable, and remaining silent until what he had to do was done.

Signalman sits down again and they continue miming a conversation.
The traveller should have set this man down as one of the safest of employees, but for the circumstance that while he was speaking to him he once broke off with a fallen colour, turned his face towards the little bell when it did not ring, opened the door of the hut (which was kept shut to exclude the unhealthy damp), and looked out fearfully towards the red light near the mouth of the tunnel. (All of which the Signalman does.)

Traveller Well, you almost make me think that I have met with a contented man.

Narrator I am afraid the traveller said that to lead him on.

Signalman I believe I used to be so, but I am troubled, sir, I am troubled.

Traveller With what exactly?

Signalman It is very difficult to speak of, sir. If ever you make me another visit, I will try to tell you.

Traveller But I expressly intend to make you another visit. (Rises) When shall it be?

Signalman (Rises) I go off early in the morning and I shall be on again at ten tomorrow night, sir.

Traveller I will come at eleven.

Signalman Thankyou. I'll show my light, sir, till you have found the way up. And when you are at the top, please don't call out!

Traveller Very well.

Signalman And when you come down tomorrow night, please don't call out either. (They move ‘outside’)  Let me ask you a parting question: What made you cry, 'Hello below there!' tonight?

Traveller Heaven knows. I cried something to that effect -

Signalman Not to that effect, sir. Those were the very words. I know them well.

Traveller (puzzled) Well yes, I admit those were the very words. I said them, no doubt, because I saw you below.

Signalman For no other reason?

Traveller What other reason could I possibly have?

Signalman You had no feeling that they were conveyed to you in any...supernatural way?

Traveller No!

Narrator And the signalman wishing him goodnight, the traveller walked by the side of the rails - with a very disagreeable sensation of a train coming behind him - until he found the ladder. It was easier to mount than to descend, and he got back to his inn without any mishap.

The Signalman returns to the table as the lights fade to black. Pause. Lights up slowly to reveal Traveller descending the ladder again - it is the next evening. The Signalman is back standing SL, watching him.

Punctual to his appointment, the traveller placed his foot on the first rung of the ladder as the distant clocks were striking eleven. (Sound effect)

Traveller (as he reaches the bottom) I did not call out. May I speak now?

Signalman By all means, sir.

Narrator And with that they walked side by side to his box, entered it, and sat down by the fire.

They sit down in front of the table.

Signalman (softly) I have made up my mind, sir, that you shall not have to ask me again what troubles me. I took you for someone else yesterday evening. 

Traveller Who?

Signalman I don't know.

Traveller Someone like me?

Signalman I don't know. I have never seen the face. The left arm is across it, and the right arm is waved, violently waved. This way. (Signalman demonstrates)

Traveller As if saying, ‘Clear the way’?

During the following passage, lights slowly dim except for a spotlight on the Signalman’s face.

Signalman (nods) One moonlit night I was sitting here, when I heard a voice cry, 'Hello below there!' I started up, looked from that door, and saw this ‘someone else’ standing by the red light near the tunnel, waving as I just now showed you. The voice seemed hoarse with shouting, and it cried, 'Look out! Look out!' And then, 'Hello below there! Look out!' I caught up my lamp, turned it on red, and ran towards the figure, calling, 'What's wrong? What’s happened?' It stood just outside the blackness of the tunnel, with its sleeve across its eyes. I ran right up to it, and had my hand stretched out to pull the sleeve away - when it was gone.

Traveller Into the tunnel?

Signalman No. I ran into the tunnel, five hundred yards, and I stopped, and held my lamp above my head, and saw nothing but wet stains stealing down the walls. I ran out again faster than I had run (for I had a sudden abhorrence of the place), and I looked all round the red light with my own red light, and I went up the iron ladder to the gallery atop of it, and I came down again, and ran back here. I telegraphed both ways: 'An alarm has been given. Is anything wrong?' The answer came back, both ways, 'All well.'

Narrator Resisting the slow touch of a frozen finger tracing out his spine, the traveller told him that this figure must be a deception of his sense of sight.

Traveller (continuing) As to an imaginary cry, do but listen for a moment to the wind in this unnatural valley, and to the wild harp it makes of the telegraph wires.


They listen to the eerie wind.

Signalman That’s all very well, but I ought to know something of the wind and the wires since I have passed so many long winter nights here, alone and watching. And anyway, I have not finished my story.

Traveller I beg your pardon.

Signalman Within six hours of the appearance, came that dreadful accident on this line - I’m sure you remember it sir, it was in all the papers - and within ten hours the dead and wounded were brought along through the tunnel (points SL) over the spot where the figure had stood.

Narrator A disagreeable shudder crept over the traveller, which he did his best to ignore.

Traveller It’s not to be denied that this is a remarkable coincidence.

Signalman But I have yet to finish my story. (Pause) This was just a year ago. Six or seven months passed, and I had recovered from the surprise and shock, when one morning, as the day was breaking, I looked towards the red light and saw the spectre again.

Traveller Did it cry out?

Signalman No. It was silent.

Traveller Did it wave its arm?

Signalman No. It leaned against the shaft of the light, with both hands before the face. Like this. (Demonstrates)

Traveller It looks to me like an act of mourning. I have seen such an attitude in stone figures on tombs - I believe they are called weeping angels. Did you go up to it?

Signalman No. I came in and sat down, partly to collect my thoughts, partly because it had made me faint. When I went to the door again, daylight was above me, and the ghost was gone.

Traveller But nothing followed? Nothing came of this?

Signalman (touches him on the arm) That very day, as a train came out of the tunnel, I noticed, at a carriage window on my side, (He stands and moves down C) what looked like a confusion of hands and heads, and something waved. I saw it just in time to signal the driver, ‘Stop!’ He shut off, and put his brake on, but the train drifted past here a hundred and fifty yards or more.  I ran after it, and as I went along, I heard terrible screams and cries. A beautiful young lady had died instantaneously in one of the compartments, and was brought in here, and laid down on this floor between us.


Traveller pushes his chair back and looks down.

Narrator The traveller could think of nothing to say, and his mouth was suddenly very dry. 

Signalman Now, sir, mark this, and judge how my mind is troubled. The spectre came back a week ago. 

Traveller At the light?

Signalman (nods) At the danger-light.

Traveller What does it seem to do?

Signalman It gesticulates like this - (Demonstrates as before) - as if to say ‘For God's sake, clear the way!’ I have no peace. It calls to me, for many minutes at a time, in an agonised manner: 'Below there! Look out!  Look out!' It stands waving to me. It rings the bell -

Traveller Did it ring the bell yesterday evening when I was here?

Signalman It did.

Traveller But your imagination misleads you. My eyes were on the bell, and my ears were open to the bell, and if I am a living man, it did not ring at that time. No, nor at any other time, except when it was rung in the natural course of things by the station communicating with you.

Signalman (shaking his head) I have never made a mistake as to that yet, sir. I have never confused the spectre's ring for a man's. The ghost's ring is a strange vibration in the air that it derives from nothing else. I don't wonder that you failed to hear it. But I heard it.

Traveller And did the spectre seem to be there, when you looked out?

Signalman (bangs his fist on the table) It was there.

Traveller Will you come to the door with me, and look for it now?


Signalman does so.

Narrator The signalman bit his lip as though he were somewhat unwilling, but arose. The traveller opened the door, and stood on the step, while he stood in the doorway. There was the danger-light. There was the dismal mouth of the tunnel. There were the high, wet stone walls of the cutting. There were the stars above them.

Traveller Do you see it?

Signalman No. It is not there.


They move ‘inside’ again.

(Sits) By this time you will fully understand, sir, that what troubles me so dreadfully is the question: ‘What does the spectre mean?’

Traveller (sits) I don’t understand.

Signalman (staring ahead sightlessly) What is its warning against? What is the danger? Where is the danger? There is danger overhanging somewhere on the line; some dreadful calamity will happen. It is not to be doubted this third time, after what has gone before. But what can I do? (He pulls out a handkerchief and wipes his forehead) If I telegraph ‘Danger’, I can give no reason for it. I should get into trouble, and do no good. They would think I was mad. Message: 'Danger! Take care!' Answer: ‘What Danger? Where?' Message: 'Don't know, but for God's sake, take care!' They would displace me. What else could they do?

Traveller I think perhaps -

Signalman (stands and paces up and down, ignoring him) When it first stood under the danger-light, why not tell me where that accident was to happen - if it must happen?  Why not tell me how it could be averted - if it could be averted? When on its second coming it hid its face, why not tell me: ‘She is going to die. Let them keep her at home'? If it came on those two occasions only to show me that its warnings were true, and so to prepare me for the third, why not warn me plainly now? And I, Lord help me! A mere poor signalman on this solitary station! Why not go to somebody with credit to be believed, and power to act?

Narrator Seeing the signalman in this nervous state, the traveller attempted to compose his mind, as much for his sake as for the safety of the public. (He leads him back to his chair, patting him on the arm reassuringly) Once the man was calm, the traveller - whose offer of staying the night had been firmly refused - reluctantly stood up and left the cabin. (Traveller leaves) It was two in the morning. He did not like to leave him, but what else could he do? 

Traveller slowly ascends the ladder. Lights dim, except for the red light at the tunnel mouth, shining on the Signalman who stares ahead sightlessly. Lights down. Pause. Lights fade up - sunset orange again. Two figures are now standing SL by a prone figure under a white sheet. The Traveller appears at the top of the ladder. 

Next evening the traveller found himself at the top of the deep cutting as the sun was setting. He stepped to the brink and mechanically looked down. (Traveller reacts) I cannot adequately describe the chill that seized upon him when, close at the mouth of the tunnel, he saw the appearance of a man, with his left sleeve across his eyes, passionately waving his right arm. (This Tom is doing.) With an irresistible sense that something was wrong, he descended the ladder with all the speed he could make. 
Traveller rushes down the ladder to where two men - Man and Tom, the engine driver - are standing by the covered figure.

Traveller What’s the matter?

Man Signalman killed this morning, sir.

Traveller Not the man belonging to that box?

Man Yes, sir.

Traveller Not the man I know?

Man You will recognise him, sir, if you knew him. (Lifts sheet) 
Traveller (shaken) How on earth did this happen?

Man He was cut down by an engine, sir. No man in England knew his work better, but somehow he was not clear of the outer rail. It was in broad daylight; he had quenched the light, and had the lamp in his

hand. As the engine came out of the tunnel, his back was towards her, and she cut him down. This man drove her (points to Tom) and was just showing us how it happened. Show the gentleman, Tom.

Tom (animated) Coming round the curve in the tunnel, sir, I saw him at the end, as if I were looking the wrong way down a telescope. There was no time to check my speed. I blew my whistle but he didn’t seem to hear it, so I shut it off when we were running down upon him, and called to him as loud as I could call.

Traveller What did you say?

Tom I said, 'Below there! Look out! Look out! For God's sake, clear

the way!' (Beat) It was dreadful, sir. I never left off calling to him. I put this arm in front of my eyes so I didn’t have to see the dreadful impact, and I waved this arm to the last (demonstrates)...but it was no use.

Narrator And the traveller’s blood ran cold in his veins.

Quickly bring up sound of train screaming through tunnel, as main lights go down leaving the frozen characters illuminated in the red danger-light. 

Black-out.

Interval.
3

Oh, Whistle and I’ll Come to You, My Lad

by M R James

Cast
Narrator 

Parkins 

Philips 

Vinnels 

Housekeeper 

Spectre 

As before, except that there are now only two chairs in the middle of the stage. Narrator enters and sits in his armchair SR.

Narrator And now we come to our final story, a tale of solitude and terror. And it has a moral too. It hints at the dangers of intellectual pride, and shows how a man’s reason can be overthrown when he fails to acknowledge those forces inside himself which he simply cannot understand...

Lights up. Parkins is standing behind one chair while Philips is  sitting on the other, idly looking through a Victorian stereo viewer (or something similar).

Philips (jovial) I suppose you will be getting away pretty soon now the term is over, Professor.

Parkins Indeed. My friends have been making me take up golf, and I mean to go to the East Coast - in point of fact to Felixstowe - for a week or so, to improve my game. 

Philips Well, Parkins, if you are going there, you should look at the site of the Templars' old church, and let me know if it would be a good place for a dig in the summer.

Narrator (dryly) Philips was, I am afraid to say, an archaeologist. And, furthermore, a jovial one.

Parkins (sniffily) Ruined churches are not exactly my line, Phillips. I deal in science, not history. And especially not ecclesiastical history. But if you will describe to me whereabouts the site is, I will do my best to give you an idea of the lie of the land.

Philips Kind of you. I doubt if there is anything showing above ground, but the site must be quite close to the beach now. I should think, from the map, that it must be about three-quarters of a mile from the Globe Inn, at the northern end of the town. Where are you staying, old chap?

Parkins At the Globe Inn, as a matter of fact; I couldn't get in anywhere else. Most of the lodging-houses are shut in winter, and, as it is, they tell me that the only room of any size I can have is really a two bedded one. But I must have a fairly large room, for I’m taking some books down and mean to do a bit of work. Though I don't quite fancy having an empty bed - not to speak of two - in what I may call my study, I suppose I can manage to rough it for the short time I shall be there.

Philips (amused) Do you call having an extra bed in your room roughing it, Parkins? Look here, I shall come down and occupy it for a bit - it'll be company for you.

Narrator The Professor quivered, but managed to reply in a manner that could almost be described as courteous.

Parkins (insincerely) By all means, Philips, there's nothing I should like better. But I'm afraid you would find it rather dull. You don't play golf, do you?

Philips No, thank Heaven!

Parkins Well, you see, when I'm not writing I shall most likely be out on the links, and that, as I say, would be rather dull for you.

Philips (laughs) I won't come if you don't want me; but I thought I might do nicely to keep the ghosts off. (He winks at Parkins) I beg pardon, Parkins, I oughtn't to have said that. I forgot you don't like levity on these topics.

Parkins Well, as you have mentioned the matter, I freely admit that I do not like careless talk about what you call ghosts. (Raises his voice self-importantly) A man in my position cannot be too careful about sanctioning the current beliefs on such subjects. As you know, Philips, or as you ought to know; for I think I have never concealed my views -

Philips (sotto voce) No, you certainly have not, old man.

Parkins - that any semblance, any appearance of concession to the view that such things might exist is equivalent to a renunciation of all that I hold most sacred. Now goodnight, Philips. (He gets up and walks off SL)

Lights dim, and Philips quietly exits. 

Narrator As you can see, Professor Parkins was something of an old woman - rather henlike in his ways, and totally destitute, alas, of a sense of humour; but at the same time dauntless and sincere in his convictions, and a man deserving of the greatest respect. 

On the following day, he arrived at Felixstowe. He was made welcome at the Globe Inn, was safely installed in the large two bedded room, and was able, before retiring, to arrange his materials for work in apple-pie order. 
Lights up. The sound of seagulls and lapping waves. Parkins and Vinnels are downstage C playing golf.

Professor Parkins, whose principal characteristic was pluck, spent the greater part of the next day in what he called ‘improving his game’, in company with a fellow guest at the Globe, a rather capricious gentleman called Vinnels. Now, whether the process of ‘improvement’ was to blame, I cannot say, but Vinnels’ demeanour began to assume a colouring so lurid that even Parkins jibbed at the thought of walking home with him from the links. 

Parkins My dear Vinnels, I think I will walk home tonight along the beach if that’s all the same to you.

Vinnels (gruffly) As you wish, Parkins.

Narrator Parkins considered it wiser to allow the influences of tea and tobacco to do what they could with his fellow lodger before the dinner hour should render a meeting inevitable.

Parkins And I will take a look at the ruins of which my archaeological friend was talking. I don't exactly know where they are, but I expect I will stumble across them.

They shake hands and Parkins walks upstage, Vinnels exiting SR. Lights dim slightly, throwing a mottled pattern onto the floor.

Narrator This he accomplished, I may say, in the most literal sense; for in picking his way from the links to the shingle beach his foot caught in a gorse-root and over he went. (Parkins stumbles and falls.) When he got up, he found himself in a patch of broken ground covered with flints embedded in mortar and grown over with turf. He concluded that he must be on the very site of the old church he had promised to look at.

During the following, the lights grow slowly dimmer.

He remembered vaguely that the Templars, to whom this site had belonged, were in the habit of building round churches. And he thought a particular series of mounds near him did appear to be arranged in something of a circular form. Few people can resist the temptation to try a little amateur research in a department quite outside their own, if only for the satisfaction of showing how successful they would have been had they only taken it up seriously. Parkins was no exception. (Parkins gets notebook out and starts writing) So he paced with care the circular area he had noticed and wrote down its rough dimensions in his pocket book. Then he proceeded to examine an oblong shape in the sand, which seemed to be the base of a platform or altar. (Parkins does so.) He took out his knife and began scraping away the earth. And now followed another little discovery: a portion of soil fell inward as he scraped, disclosing a small cavity. He lit a match and peered down.

Parkins lights match.

It was a rectangular hole, with all the sides smooth and regular. And it was not empty! As he withdrew the knife he heard a metallic clink, and when he introduced his hand it met with a cylindrical object. Naturally enough, he picked it up, and when he brought it into the swiftly fading light, he could see that it was a metal tube about four inches long, and evidently of some considerable age.

Parkins holds up a whistle, examines it and puts it in his pocket.

By this time it was too late and too dark for him to think of undertaking any further search. A faint yellow light in the west showed the links, on which a few figures moving towards the clubhouse were still visible. (He looks out to the audience) The squat Martello tower; the lights of Felixstowe and the pale ribbon of sand intersected at intervals by the black wooden groynes...the dim and murmuring sea...

Sudden SFX of a strong wind. Parkins stays for a moment, staring, and then walks up SL. 

He set out for the Globe with a suddenly rising wind at his back. As he trudged across the sand, he looked back to measure the distance he had made from the ruined church. (Parkins stops and stares out into the audience.) In the distance he thought he could see the indistinct shape of a man, who seemed to be making great efforts to catch up with him. There was an appearance of running about his movements, but strangely the distance between him and Parkins did not seem to lessen...

Parkins (to himself) I’m not adverse to company on this lonely shore, but I almost certainly don’t know this fellow - it is certainly not Vinnels - and it would be absurd to wait until he comes closer, for he seems to be making no headway whatsoever... 

Parkins exits upstage SL. Lights dim to black. Then up on Narrator. During the following, two beds are wheeled on from either side of the stage, the chest of drawers (used in ‘The Mezzotint’) is set at the head of the SR one, and a window frame is lowered from above.

Narrator When Parkins met Vinnels at dinner, peace - or as much of it as that gentleman could manage - reigned once more. Nor was it put to flight in the hours of bridge that followed, for Parkins was a more than respectable player. When, therefore, he retired towards twelve o'clock, he felt that he had spent his evening in quite a satisfactory way, and that, even for so long as a fortnight or three weeks, life at the Globe may indeed prove rather salubrious - 'especially,' he thought, 'if I go on improving my game.'

Lights up on Parkins in his room. Beds are now on stage, headboards C, slightly angled towards the audience (see illustration), with the window hanging up C. A candle is alight on the chest of drawers. Parkins is sitting on the SR bed. There is a knock at the door. 

Parkins Enter!


Housekeeper bustles in from SL.

Housekeeper Beg your pardon, sir, but as I was abrushing your coat just now there was something fell out of the pocket. I put it on your table, sir, in your room, sir, a piece of a pipe or somethink of that kind. Thank you, sir. You'll find it on your table, sir - yes, sir. Good night, sir.

Housekeeper exits, and Parkins picks up the object, examining it by his candle.

Narrator The speech served to remind Parkins of his little discovery of that afternoon. The object was of bronze, he now saw, and was shaped very much like a whistle. In fact, it was actually no more nor less than a whistle. He put it to his lips, but it was quite full of a fine, caked-up sand, which would not yield to knocking, but must be loosened with a knife. (He does so.) Tidy as ever, Parkins cleared out the earth onto a piece of paper, and took the latter to the window to empty it out. (He does so and stands looking out to the sea, upstage, back to the audience.) The night was clear and bright, and he stopped for a moment to look out to sea. (Distant sound of the sea is heard.) He also noted a lonely figure standing quite still on the shore in front of the inn. (Parkins tenses.)

Parkins What late hours these inhabitants of Felixstowe keep! (He turns from the window and bends down over the candle to examine the whistle.) Why surely, there are markings on this...or are they letters? (He rubs it with his fingers.) “QUIS EST ISTE QUI VENIT”. Hmm. I ought to be able to make it out, but I’m a little rusty in my Latin. But it does seem simple enough; it ought to mean: "Who is this who is approaching?" (Pause, then half-jokingly) Well, the best way to find out is evidently to whistle for him.

He moves up C. The lights dim around him, leaving him spotlit. He blows the whistle, producing a haunting high-pitched tone. (NB: This can be produced ‘live’, by another instrument off-stage).

Narrator He blew tentatively - only to stop suddenly, startled and yet pleased at the note he had produced. It had a quality of infinite distance in it, and, soft as it was, he somehow felt it must be audible for miles round. It was a sound, too, that seemed to have the power of forming pictures in the brain. He saw quite clearly for a moment a vision of a wide, dark expanse at night, with a fresh wind blowing, and in the midst a lonely figure running towards him...

A loud bang! (As if the window has been blown open.) Sudden gale SFX. If possible, the candle goes out (or is knocked over by Parkins), leaving the stage in almost complete darkness.

Parkins Goodness, what a tremendous gale! (He mimes trying to close the window)  

Narrator The window had blown open in the sudden wind and Parkins struggled to close it. But he felt almost as if he were pushing back a sturdy burglar, so strong was the pressure. Then it slackened all at once, and the window banged to and latched itself. (Wind grows quieter. Parkins relights the candle if necessary.) He looked around to see what damage had been done, but nothing seemed amiss. (Parkins takes off shoes, gets into SR bed, and blows the candle out.) But the wind did not fall at once. On it went, moaning and rushing past the house, at times rising to a cry so desolate that, as Parkins muttered to himself:

Parkins (putting on a brave face) This noise might make fanciful people quite uncomfortable; even the unimaginative might be happier without it.

Narrator But whether it was the wind, or the excitement of golf, or finding the ruins of the church, Parkins could not sleep. He shut his eyes tightly, but as soon as he had done so, strange, unearthly images came to him unbidden and he had to open his eyes to disperse them. (Parkins gives an involuntary cry and shivers) They were not of his taste. But sooner or later he had to try again, and once more the images framed themselves afresh in his mind.

Stage is now lit with a dim, greeny-blue light. The sound of the sea swells. A groyne has appeared from SL. Parkins gets up, as if sleepwalking, and moves up C, staring out wide-eyed at the audience.

He saw a long stretch of shore, indistinguishable from the beach he had walked upon earlier. The sky was dark and lowering. He felt the electric tendrils of a storm gathering beyond the horizon. 

On the back wall, the silhouette of a fluttering shape.

He turned. Behind him, in the distance, a bobbing white object appeared; a moment more, and it was a figure running, clambering over the groynes towards him. 

Parkins (to himself) What is that thing following me? Where can I possibly hide?

He panics. Moves ineffectually around the stage. Sees the groyne. Hides behind it, eg. on the audience side. SFX - A heartbeat, slowly and steadily increasing in volume.

Narrator Growing larger, the shape declared itself as a figure in pale, fluttering draperies, ill-defined. (The silhouette moves across the back wall) There was something about its motion that made Parkins very unwilling to see it at close quarters. It moved towards him at a speed that was slow but inexorable. (All this in the half-light) The moment came when the pursuer was hovering only a few yards behind the groyne where Parkins lay in hiding. Then it suddenly rose up and darted straight towards him! 

Sea SFX reaches a peak. Heartbeat loud! White sheeted shape falls on him from behind groyne. Parkins screams. Sound and light snaps off  - the stage is in complete darkness. A pause. Lights up on Narrator.

(lightly) It was at this point that Parkins always failed in his resolution to keep his eyes shut.

Lights down. Groyne is removed. Pause. Lights up on Parkins, dressing for golf the following morning, looking rather shaken. There is a knock SL.

Parkins Enter!

Housekeeper enters up SL, with a blanket. 

Housekeeper If you please, would you like any extra blankets on your bed, sir?

Parkins Thankyou. Yes, I think I should like one. It seems to have turned rather cold.

Housekeeper Which bed should I put it on, sir?

Parkins What? Why, that one - the one I slept in last night. (He points to SR one)

Housekeeper I beg your pardon, sir, but you seemed to have tried both of 'em; leastways, we had to make 'em both up this morning.

Parkins Really? How very absurd! I certainly never touched the other, except to lay some things on it. Did it actually seem to have been slept in?

Housekeeper Oh yes, sir! (Gesturing to SL bed.) Why, all the things was crumpled and throwed about all ways, if you'll excuse me, sir; as if someone had passed a very poor night, sir.

Parkins Dear me. Well, I may have disordered it more than I thought when I unpacked my things. I'm very sorry to have given you the extra trouble. 

Housekeeper Thank you, sir. It's no trouble, I'm sure. (Exits)

Narrator And so Parkins set forth, with a stern determination to ‘improve his game’. (Parkins exits SL)

Lights down. The furniture is removed and the window frame hoisted up out of sight. 

The inn was not more than sixty yards from the beach, and very soon Parkins found himself on the golf links adjacent to the cold expanse of the North Sea, where Vinnels was waiting for him, like an underfed greyhound preying on a hare. 

Parkins moves C to where Vinnels stands waiting, golf club in hand.

Vinnels Extraordinary wind we had last night. Did you hear it? In my old hometown we should have said someone had been whistling for it.

Parkins Should you, indeed! 

Vinnels Absolutely. They believe in it all over Denmark and Norway, as well as on the Yorkshire coast. Even here, in the wilds of East Anglia. And my experience is that there's generally something at the bottom of what these country folk hold to, no matter how peculiar. 

Parkins I ought to tell you that my own views on such subjects are very strong. I am a convinced disbeliever in what is called the "supernatural".

Vinnels You mean to tell me you don't believe in second-sight, or ghosts, or anything of that kind?

Parkins (firmly) In nothing whatever of that kind.

Vinnels Well, it appears to me at that rate, sir, you must be little better than a Sadducee.

Parkins In my opinion, the Sadducees were the most sensible people in the Bible! (Putts an invisible ball) Now, as to “whistling for the wind”, let me give you my theory about it. A man or woman of eccentric habits, or a stranger, is seen on the beach at some unusual hour, and is heard whistling. Soon afterwards a violent wind rises. Well, a man who could read the sky or who possessed a barometer could have foretold that. The simple people of a fishing-village have no barometers, and only a few rough rules for prophesying weather. What more natural than that this eccentric personage should be regarded as having “raised the wind”? Now, take last night's wind: as it happens, I myself was whistling. I blew a whistle, and the wind seemed to come absolutely in answer to my call. Now if anyone had seen me - 

Vinnels (interrupting) Whistling, were you? And what sort of whistle did you use?  Here, play this stroke first. (Parkins swings his club)

Parkins It's rather a curious one. I have it in my - (reaches into pocket) - no, I see I've left it in my room. As a matter of fact,

I found it yesterday at that ruined church on the beach...

He tails off as Narrator talks over him.

Narrator And Parkins told Vinnels all about his discovery, to which Vinnels grunted and said that he should be careful about using a thing that had belonged to a set of Papists - of whom, speaking generally, you never knew what they might have been up to.

They move SL, as the Housekeeper rushes from that side and almost knocks them over.

Housekeeper (panting) Sorry sirs, begging your pardon sirs.

Vinnels What in the world is the matter with you? What have you been up to?

Housekeeper I’ve seen something sir!

Vinnels Seen something?

Housekeeper Yes sir. A figure. Waving. 

Parkins Waving? Who did you see waving?

Housekeeper From your winder, sir.

Vinnels What window? Come, pull yourself together, madam.

Housekeeper The front winder it was, at the 'otel. I’d been sitting out on the grass in front of the Globe, taking some time off if you like, practicing my yarndling -

Narrator A quaint seaside hobby, nothing more.

Housekeeper When I happened to look up at the front winder and see it a-waving at me. It seemed to be a figure of some sort, in white as far as I could tell. Couldn't see its face; but it waved at me, and it warn't a right thing - no, there was something not at all right about it.

Parkins And which was the window? Was it the top one or the second one?

Housekeeper The second one it was - the big winder at the front.

Vinnels and Parkins exchange a look.

Vinnels I expect it was some person trying to give you a start. Another time you just throw a stone at them. (Parkins reacts to this.) Well, no, not that exactly, but you go and speak to Mr Andrews, the proprietor, and say that I advised you to do so. Now here's a sixpence (gives her a coin) - no, I see it's a shilling - and you be off home now and don't think any more about it.

Housekeeper hurries off SL.

Parkins Well, that's curious. It's evidently my window the housekeeper was talking about. Will you come up for a moment, Vinnels? 

Parkins and Vinnels move off SR. Lights dim. The window is lowered into position again and the beds and chest of drawers brought on as before (this time with the Spectre hidden in the hollow base of the SL bed). They enter from SL and Parkins lights the candle. He looks around.

Parkins No, nothing seems disturbed.

Vinnels Except your bed.

The sheets on the SL bed are coiled and twisted.

Parkins That isn't my bed; I don't use that one. But it does look as if someone has been playing tricks with it.

Vinnels What on earth for?

Parkins (thinking to himself) I disordered the bedclothes last night in unpacking. Perhaps the maid came in to make it and the housekeeper saw her through the window. Yes, I think that must be it. By the way, did I show you that old whistle I spoke of? No? Well, here it is. (He hands him the whistle and Vinnels examines it.) Can you make anything of the inscription?

Vinnels No, not in this light. What do you mean to do with it?

Parkins Oh, well, when I get back to Cambridge I shall submit it to Philips and see what he thinks of it. And very likely, if he considers it worth having, I may present it to one of the museums.

Vinnels Mmm. Well, you may be right. All I know is that if it were mine, I should chuck it straight into the sea. (Moves SL to door) Well, I wish you a good night.

Parkins Goodnight.

Vinnels exits. Parkins puts the whistle on the chest of drawers, takes off his shoes and gets into bed. He is about to blow out the candle when he thinks better of it. He snuggles under his sheet. Long pause. A suggestion of dim moonlight, otherwise the room is dark.

Narrator But poor Parkins found himself unable to sleep. He lay there thinking about the whistle. He thought about the strange wind that had arisen when he had blown into it. He imagined the mysterious figure waving from his bedroom window. What could it all mean?

With a sudden cry, Parkin sits up in bed. He breathes hard. 

There had been a movement, he was sure, in the empty bed. Tomorrow he would have it moved, for there must be rats or something playing about in it. Or was he imagining it?

Then a rustle from the spare bed SL, and the suggestion of movement.

No! There it was again! A loud rustling - surely more than any rat could cause.

SFX: Heartbeat. Very slowly, the sheets rise up from the spare bed, forming the impression of a figure. Parkins looks on in horror at the Spectre.

Imagine how dreadful it was to see a figure slowly sit up in what he had known was an empty bed. 

Parkins quickly gets up and moves to the window.

He moved to the window, with a half-formed idea that he should cry for help. But his voice had died in his throat - he could not utter a sound. And the presence in the empty bed, with a sudden smooth motion, moved towards him. 

The sheeted Spectre moves forward, in a stooping gesture, arms up in front of it.

All at once Parkin realized, with some horror and some relief, that it must be blind, for it seemed to feel about it with its muffled arms in a groping and random fashion. Then it suddenly became conscious of the bed Parkin had just vacated and darted towards it, bending over the pillows in a way which made Parkins shudder with a fear he had not thought possible. In a very few moments it seemed to know that the bed was empty, and then, moving forward into the area of light by the window, it showed for the first time what manner of thing it was.

Parkins lets out an involuntary cry. The Spectre immediately turns to face him, and moves towards him.

Parkins My God! Your face...

The figure stands over Parkins, who cowers on the floor, its face hidden from the audience. It suddenly lunges down and snuffs Parkins’ candle out. Parkins screams. Sudden darkness. (Spectre swiftly exits, while a crewmember drapes a sheet over Parkins’ prone form.) After a moment, Vinnels rushes in SL with a lamp.

Vinnels Good God, Parkins! What’s going on?

Vinnels approaches Parkins. He is covered by a sheet, which he pulls off him. Parkins is still.

Parkins! Parkins!

Lights dim as Vinnels leads Parkins off SL. Lights up on Narrator.

Narrator To his credit, Vinnels asked no questions, but busied himself in keeping everyone from the room and in getting Parkins back to his bed. And at first light, he left the hotel carrying a small object between finger and thumb, which he cast as far into the sea as his arm could send it. 

There is really nothing more to tell; but, as you may imagine, the

Professor's views on certain points are less clear-cut than they used to be. His nerves, too, have suffered: he cannot even now see a nightshirt hanging on a door quite unmoved, while the spectacle of a scarecrow in a field late on a winter afternoon has cost him more than one sleepless night...

Closes book.

And there we come to the end of our evening of ghost stories, especially chosen for the Christmas season. We hope you have enjoyed yourselves and remember - don’t have nightmares.

SFX: Loud scream!

Black-out.

The End.
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