
SC. I 

LIBRARY.  Early afternoon. 

 

HAROLD: I don’t say it wasn’t straight, and yet I don’t say it was straight.  It was 
business. 

MARY:  I know nothing, Mr. Parvis.  You must tell me. 

HAROLD: As senior engineer, Mr. Boyne was privy to adverse inside knowledge 
that when made public would result in a rather sharp decline in Blue 
Star stock.  Up till then there had been quite a feeding frenzy.  The risk 
your husband ran in passing on that knowledge to Bob Elwell, despite 
the fact that it was Elwell who put your husband onto Blue Star Mine to 
begin with, was that– 

MARY: Are you certain he put my husband onto Blue Star and not the other 
way around? 

HAROLD: Yes, I’m certain.  You see, Mrs. Boyne, there was no guarantee Elwell 
would have stayed mum, wishing to save others from going down with 
the ship.  Your husband’s logic was sound, grounded on terra firma, to 
employ an apt metaphor.  If Elwell put Mr. Boyne onto the Blue Star 
scheme then how many others might there be.  Loose lips sink ships, 
you understand. 

MARY:  But then—you accuse my husband of doing something dishonorable? 

HAROLD: Oh, no, I don’t.  I don’t even say it wasn’t straight.  I don’t say it wasn’t 
straight, and yet I don’t say it was straight.  It was business.  Bob Elwell 
wasn’t smart enough, that’s all.  If he had been he might have turned 
around and served Boyne the same way.  It’s the kind of thing that 
happens every day, the cost incurred in getting ahead.  I guess it’s 
what the scientists call survival of the fittest.  It was business—though, 
the reason for the lawsuit. 

MARY: But Mr. Elwell’s lawyers must have advised him to withdraw the suit, I 
should think? 

HAROLD: Oh, yes; they knew he hadn’t a leg to stand on, technically.  It was 
when they advised him to withdraw the suit that he got desperate.  You 
see, he’d borrowed most of the money he lost in the Blue Star and he 
was up a tree.  That’s why he shot himself when they told him he had 
no show. 

MARY:  He shot himself?  He killed himself when they told him that? 

HAROLD: Well, he didn’t kill himself, exactly.  He dragged on two months before 
he died. 

MARY:  You mean he tried to kill himself, and failed?  And tried again? 



HAROLD: Oh, he didn’t have to try again. 

MARY: But if you know all this, how is it that when I wrote you at the time of my 
husband’s disappearance you said you didn’t understand his letter? 

HAROLD: Why, I didn’t understand it strictly speaking as I had no direct concern 
in the matter, and was unable to guess with what object Mr. Boyne 
intended to seek my assistance.  I was merely conversant with the facts 
as an acquaintance and possible intermediary; and it wasn’t the time to 
talk about it if I had.  The Elwell business was settled when the suit was 
withdrawn and nothing I could have told you would have helped you to 
find your husband. 

MARY: And so you traveled to Dorsetshire, England from Waukesha, 
Wisconsin, United States of America to inform me now? 

HAROLD: Not exactly.  I had run over to England on business and finding myself 
in the neighborhood of Dorsetshire, did not wish to leave without paying 
my respects to you, and, to ask what you intend to do about Elwell’s 
family. 

MARY:  What about Elwell’s family?  And what is it you intend me to do? 

HAROLD: Well, to begin with, I supposed you knew more than you appear to.  I 
mean, about the circumstances of Elwell’s death.  And then people are 
talking of it now; the whole matter’s been raked up again.  And I 
thought if you didn’t know you ought to.  You see, it’s only come out 
lately what a bad state Elwell’s affairs were in.  His wife’s a proud 
woman, and she fought on as long as she could, going out to work, and 
taking sewing at home when she got too sick—something with the 
heart, I believe.  But she had his mother to look after, and the children, 
and she broke down under it, and finally had to ask for help.  That 
called attention to the case, and the papers took it up, and a 
subscription was started.  Everybody out there liked Bob Elwell, and 
most of the prominent names in the place are down on the list, and 
people began to wonder why…  (He reaches into the inside breast 
pocket of his jacket and removes a folded newspaper clipping.)  Here, 
here’s an account of the whole thing from the Sentinel—a little 
sensational, I warn you, “Widow of Boyne’s Victim Forced to Appeal for 
Aid,” featuring the photo of Mr. Boyne that was posted upon his 
disappearance, and underneath it, a photo of Bob Elwell.  (He hands it 
to her.)  But I guess you’d better look it over.  I thought if you felt 
disposed to put your name down… 

MARY: (She reads silently the headline then upon unfolding it, says, 
hysterically,)  This is the man—the man who came for my husband!  It’s 
the man!  I should know him anywhere! 

HAROLD: Mrs. Boyne, you’re not very well.  Shall I call somebody?  Shall I get a 
glass of water? 



MARY: No, no, no!  I tell you, it’s the man!  (Holding out the clipping.)  I know 
him!  He spoke to me in the garden. 

HAROLD: It can’t be, Mrs. Boyne.  It’s Robert Elwell. 

MARY:  Robert Elwell?  Then it was Robert Elwell who came for him. 

HAROLD: Came for Boyne?  The day he went away from here?  Why, Elwell was 
dead!  Don’t you remember?  Don’t you remember Boyne’s unfinished 
letter to me—the one you found on his desk that day?  It was written 
just after he’d heard of Elwell’s death?  Surely you remember. 

MARY: It was the morning I was expecting a gentleman from Dorchester about 
a repair on the boiler in the hothouse!  I assumed it was him until I 
heard his accent.  Will you answer me one question, please? 

HAROLD: Of course. 

MARY:  When was it that Robert Elwell tried to kill himself? 

HAROLD: (Stammering,)  When—when? 

MARY:  Yes; the date.  Please try to remember.  I have a reason. 

HAROLD: Yes, yes.  Only I can’t remember.  About two months before, I should 
say. 

MARY:  I want the date. 

HAROLD: We might see here.  (He reaches out and she hands him the clipping.)  
Here it is.  Last October–the– 

MARY:  The 20th, wasn’t it? 

HAROLD: Yes, the 20th.  Then you did know? 

MARY:  I know now.  Sunday, the 20th—that was the day he came first. 

HAROLD: Came here first? 

MARY:  Yes. 

HAROLD: You saw him twice, then? 

MARY: Yes, twice.  He came first on the 20th of October.  I remember because 
it was the day we went up Meldon Steep, and the day I had discovered 
behind a wall panel a hidden flight of stairs leading to a flat ledge on the 
roof.  I snatched Ned from the library, from this room, to have a look.  
We saw Elwell from the roof.  He came down the lime avenue toward 
the house.  He was dressed just as he is in that picture.  My husband 
saw him first.  He was frightened, and ran down ahead of me; but there 
was no one there.  When I questioned him he made out it was Peters, a 



stable-hand, he wished to speak with; but he seemed oddly relieved he 
had vanished. 

HAROLD: Elwell had vanished? 

MARY: Yes.  I couldn’t think what had happened.  I see now.  He tried to come 
then; but he wasn’t dead enough—he couldn’t reach us.  He had to wait 
for two months to die; and then he came back again—and Ned went 
with him.  Oh, my God!  I sent him to Ned—I told him where to go!  I 
sent him to this room!  

LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK  



SC. II 

OUTDOORS, i.e., someplace other than LYNG MANOR.  “Bright June Garden.” 

The stage is BLACK except for a sole SPOT LIGHT on ALIDA who speaks out loud 
to no one, 

ALIDA: Oh, there is one, of course, but you’ll never know it. 

LIGHTS UP.  Spoken to MARY and NED, 

Well, there’s Lyng, a Tudor manor, in Dorsetshire.  It belongs to Hugo’s 
cousins, you can get it for a song. 

MARY:  And the rub, as Prince Hamlet of Elsinore Castle would put it? 

ALIDA: Its remoteness from the station, its lack of electric light, hot water pipes, 
and other vulgar necessities.  “There’s the rub!” 

NED:  But is it really Tudor? 

ALIDA: There’s no heating system, the water supply is deplorably uncertain 
and the village church is literally in the grounds.  So, yes, it’s really 
Tudor. 

NED:  It sounds too uncomfortable to be true. 

MARY: Exactly what two romantic Yanks perversely in search of the economic 
drawbacks associated, in our proud Emersonian tradition, with an 
assortment of unusual architectural felicities. 

NED: I should never believe I was living in an old house unless I was 
thoroughly uncomfortable.  The least hint of convenience would make 
me think it had been bought out of an exhibition, with the pieces 
numbered, and set up again. 

MARY: Abruptly exiled from New York by Ned’s business, we endured for 
nearly fourteen years the soul-deadening ugliness of a Middle Western 
town while my husband ground on at his engineering till, with a 
suddenness that still makes me blink, the prodigious windfall of the 
Blue Star Mine had put us at a stroke in possession of life and the 
leisure to taste it. 

ALIDA:  Alas. 

NED: Let’s not give Alida the wrong impression now.  For not a moment do 
Mary and I intend our new state of affairs to be one of idleness, but 
rather a hearty investment in the pursuit of life, liberty and harmonious 
activities; and with such absorbing work ahead, no existence could be 
too sequestered that we could not get far enough from the world, or 
plunge deep enough into the past. 



MARY: Ned plans to write a book while Mary envisions painting and gardening, 
so the perfect backdrop, scenery, lighting and props are required. 

ALIDA:  “All the world’s a stage.”  A novelist? 

NED:  A book entitled, The Economic Basis of Culture. 

ALIDA:  How very interesting. 

NED:  And the ghost?  You’ve been concealing from us the fact that there is 
no   ghost! 

ALIDA:  Oh, Dorsetshire’s full of ghosts, you know. 

NED: Yes, yes; but that won’t do.  I don’t want to have to drive ten miles to 
see somebody else’s ghost.  I want one of my own on the premises.  Is 
there a ghost at Lyng? 

ALIDA:  Oh, there is one, of course, but you’ll never know it. 

NED: Never know it?  But what in the world constitutes a ghost except the 
fact of its being known for one? 

ALIDA:  I can’t say.  But that’s the story. 

NED:  That there’s a ghost, but that nobody knows it’s a ghost? 

ALIDA:  Well—not till long, long afterward, at any rate. 

NED:  Till afterward?  

ALIDA:  Not till long, long afterward. 

NED: But if it’s once been identified as an unearthly visitant, why hasn’t it 
signalement been handed down in the family?  How has it managed to 
preserve its incognito? 

ALIDA:  Don’t ask me.  But it has. 

MARY: And then suddenly, suddenly, long afterward, one says to one’s self, 
“That was it?” 

ALIDA:  I suppose so.  One just has to wait. 

NED: Oh, hang waiting!  Life’s too short for a ghost who can only be enjoyed 
in retrospect.  Can’t we do better than that, Mary? 

LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK 

  



SC. III 

THE ROOF.  “A certain soft afternoon.”  October the 20th 

MARY and NED are standing on the ROOF of LYNG MANOR looking out.  The 
SOUND of BLOWING WIND is heard 

NED: It’s one of the ever-recurring wonders of the whole incredibly 
compressed island.  England—a nest of counties that for the production 
of its effects so little of a given quality goes so far: that so few miles 
make a distance, and so short a distance a difference. 

MARY:  And such a confoundedly hard place to get lost in. 

NED: It’s that that gives such depth to their effects, such relief to their 
contrasts.  It’s what attracted us from the first, that air of remoteness 
out of all proportion to its geographical position.  My God, how they’ve 
been able to lay the butter so thick on every delicious mouthful.  
(NED’S attention is drawn to someone he sees below.  He says, 
betraying fear in his voice,)  HULLO! 

MARY:  We have a visitor. 

NED:  Wait here! 

LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK 

  



SC. IV   

LIBRARY.  Moments later  

NED is sitting at his desk vaguely fingering papers as MARY enters 

MARY:  What was it?  Who was it? 

NED:  Who? 

MARY:  The man we saw coming toward the house. 

NED: The man?  (With a great sense of relief,)  Why I thought I saw Peters; I 
dashed after him to say a word about the stable drains, but he had 
disappeared before I could get down. 

MARY:  Disappeared?  But he seemed to be walking so slowly when we saw 
him. 

NED: So I thought; but he must have got up a head of steam in the interval.  
What do you say to our trying a scramble up Meldon Steep before 
sunset? 

LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK 

  



 


