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OR. MONTAGUE. (Wearily.) Certainly rot, my dear. (He
glupces at Luke.) 1 concede. It’s your game. (He rises.)

LUKE. (Pleasantly.) You're a worthy opponent, Doctor. $hall we
have &nother go at it later?

DR. MONTAGUE. As you wish. (Luke lines up the ¢ éssmen.)
ARTHUR. They usually put them away with one ¢andle and a
crust of bi¢ad. Horrible thing to do, when you thin} about it.
DR. MONFRAGUE. (Crossing u.) No nun was /ever walled up
alive. It’s all [gend. Imagination.

MRS. MONTAGUE. (Following bim.) All right, John. We won’t
quarrel over it. Just understand, however, thAt sometimes purely
materialistic views \give way before facts. Néw it is a proven fact
that among the visMations troubling this/house are a nun and

also . . . (She pauses\waiting for someofie to react.)
LUKE: (Quickly.) What else was therg? (Mrs. Montague turns.)
I'am so interested in hearigg what—a~—planchette had to say.

MRS. MONTAGUE. (Wadgling a figer at Luke.) Nothing about
you, young man. (Coyly.) Although one of the young ladies pres-
ent may hear something of intéggét. (Eleanor and Theodora glance
at ber. Mrs. Montague looks mpsterious.) Oh, yes— Helen wants
us to search the cellar for an o} wd{l.
LUKE. You think Helen was/buried Mive?
MRS. MONTAGUE. I dgfubt it. Moxe likely we'll find evidence
of the missing nun.
DR. MONTAGUE. Mgfe likely we'll ind eighty years of rubbish.
MRS. MONTAGUE/ (Turning.) John, I\cannot understand this
skepticism in you, gf all people. After all \ou did come to this
house to collect eyidence of supernatural actiVity. But now, when
I bring you a fll account of the causes—and, an indication of
where to start lgoking—you are positively scornfull
DR. MONTAGUE. We have no authority to dig up the cellar.
MRS. MONTAGUE. (Hopefully.) Arthur could—
DR. MONTAGUE. (Breaking in, firmly.) No. My I8ase specifi-
cally forfids any tampering. We are students—not vandi[s.
MRS. MONTAGUE. (Jnnocently.) 1 should think you’d\want to
know /he ¢ uth, John.
DR./MONTAGUE. (Stepping away from ber.) There is no bing
" sfiould like to know more.

'RS. MONTAGUE. (Sighing.) Dear me, how patient one mu
be sometimes. (She shakes her head.) But I do want to read you
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{he little passage we recel

ved toward the end. (She crosses X
r) Arthur, do you have it? (Arthurlsbgﬁle’;;b;ou
It was just after the message about the flow

sick aunt. (She beams at EIeano’r an
control named Merrigot wha’s
rthur. Brings him word g

en a genuine

personal interest T
and so on. '
THEODORA. (Witha g
ARTHUR. (Gravely.) Sbe
Merrigot was most reassuring.
MRS. MONTAGUE. (Lea
ning ber finger down th

uestions and 1l read e answers.

7§ How nice.
fiously ill, you understand.

Arthur's shoulder and run-
it is. Arthur, you read the

—stapt right about here? .
li\e/:errSm lii% AGUE. With “Who are you‘:"‘r
- " Check. (He clears his tlzzi'oat.)“
MONTAGUE. (Reading.) Nell.
en. Eleanor frowns.) g

S e 4 i3
MRS I\Z)(I)‘N}li?&ét;gm(’%a)s;:ﬁ;) Eleanor I;]elli:r[‘i;allli;il.sitei
. over and ov <
SOmEt@eiogf a&?iﬁé}iﬁpfgejn;\;e;?}pears unsalisfied by the anzwer.
;r('){rrﬁe;;;ntague nudges Arthur to contirme.)ﬁo on.
AR'l;HUR. (Reading.) “What do ‘):ou watg.
MRS. MONTAGUE. (Reading.) “Home. oo G
ARTHUR. (Reading.) “Do you want to g(; e
glances at Eleanor, who looks away. Luke and Dr.

tl ] l 113 3
?\Z‘E{g n;\i(];I)QTAGUE. (Reading.) “Want to be home.

ARTHUR. (Reading.) “What are you q.c.)ing,}'lere?”

MRS. MONTAGUE. (Readirfg.) “Waxtm‘g);)

ARTHUR. (Reading.) “Wai-tmg fSr what).)

MRS. MONTAGUE. (Reading.) H?me. T e e
ARTHUR (Looking up.) There it is again. 1 they

hey use it. over and over, just for the sound of it. RN
;\A%ISH MONTAGUE. Ordinarily we never ask w y‘.i A

nfL;se planchette. But this time we were boi;l, t;nra g
f)(:!t with it. (She taps Artbur on the shoulder.) Arthur:
ARTHUR. (Reading.) “Why?
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MRS. MONTAGUE. (Reading.) “Mother.”
ﬁ%gHﬁ{({)N(;}ngg) “Is Hill House your home?”

; . (Reading.) * D ‘
ARTHUR. (Reading.) (“Are ;gu) squ:EI:rTneg'?”(D" e Sy
MRS. MONTAGUE. (Shaking her head.) No answer here, Some-
times they dislike admitting to pain. .
i?’}l}"g;l)liug glancmg up at the others.) Stoical. (Reading.) “Can
MRS. MONTAGUE. (Reading.) “No. Lost. Lost. Lost.” (She
looks up.) You see? One word repeated again. 've had one word
go on to cover a whole page sometimes.

ARTHUR. (Reading.) “What do you want?”

MRS. MONTAGUE. (Reading.) “Mother.”

ARTHUR. (Reading.) “Why?”

MRS. MONTAGUE. (Reading.) “Child.”

ARTHUR, (Reading.) “Where is your mother?”

MRS. MONTAGUE. (Reading.) “Home.”

ARTHUR. (Reading.) “Where is your home?”

MRS. MONTAGUE. (Reading.) “Lost. Lost. Lost.” (She looks
up.) After that there was nothing but gibberish. (Dr. Montague

mnboc a o face)
= 7

RTHUR. (Confidentially.) Never known planchette so coop€ra-

ARTHUR. (Defensive
planchette—
MRS. MONTAGUE. (Jurning quickly to Eleanor.) You're Nell?
(She turns to Theodora.) We thelght you were Nell .
THEODORA. (Flippantly.) S6- '

MRS. MONTAGUE. (Jrpfably.) It doede’t affect our messages, of

ffowers to an aunt.
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EREANOR. (After a pause. Quietly.) Why do you think all that
was\sent to me?

MRS\MONTAGUE. (Shrugging.) Really child, T couldn’t bggin
to say.\Perhaps you are more receptive psychically than you/real-
ize, althdpgh how you could be I don’t know. All these dags here
without piking up the simplest message from beyond. A&leanor
glances at Meodora, and then looks away quickly.) The/fire wants
stirring.

THEODORA. Well doesn’t want messages from beyond.

LUKE. (Kindly.)\ Nell wants her warm bed and afittle sleep.

DR. MONTAGUE. And perhaps a spot of brAndy first? What
say we all have oneR (Theodora nods affirmati ely.)

LUKE. Fine idea. (HX rises and crosses U. {0 bards the sideboard.)
May I?

MRS. MONTAGUE. (Xo Luke.) None for us, thanks. We must
keep clear heads tonight. Arthur, we'd best be on our way.
ARTHUR. (Rising. Lookind\pleased.) Righto.

MRS. MONTAGUE. (Jurniyg to tffe others.) Arthur will patrol
the house. Every hour, regularly, bt will make a round of the up-
stairs rooms.

ARTHUR. (Very serious.) | shhl\have a drawn revolver, a flash-
light and a loud whistle, in cAse I Should observe anything worth

your notice, or require . . ah . . \company. You may all sleep

quietly, I assure you. I’m a4 excellent shot.
MRS. MONTAGUE. Ayd 7 shall be in the nursery. Awake. (Lyri-
cally.) It is such a blgésing to know that\the beings in this house
are only waiting for/an opportunity fo te \, their stories and free
themselves from thé burden of their sorrowy (To Artbur.) Shall
we go?
DR. MONTAQUE. (Stepping towards her.) My dear, are you
sure . . . 2 }/wonder whether you ought to hakg someone with
you. (During this Luke fills four brandy glasses axd places them
on a tray. He serves them to Cleanor, Theodora and Rr. Montague
and, aftgf taking the fourth glass himself, puts the thay back on
the sidgboard.)
MRS/MONTAGUE. (Amused.) Really, John. How many, many
houfs have I sat in a room with those who have passed beyond?
lw can | make you perceive that there is no danger where\there
4 nothing but love and sympathetic understanding? I am herg to

belp these unfortunate beings.
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