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AN EVENING AT GRANGE MANOR

by

Jeff Gallagher

Characters:-

MRS. BRADLEY

JOHNa schoolboy

TIMhis friend, about the same age

GLURK,a butler

MINCEMEAT O’MALLEY, a gangster

2 SERVANTS

2 GHOSTS
The play is set in the drawing room of Grange Manor, towards midnight,
and is played in one continuous scene.

Several sound effects are required.



PRODUCTION NOTES.

Good lighting can createthe right ‘spooky’ atmospheren this play. It is quite
feasible also to decorate the room with dust and cobwebs.

Tim shouldbe seenasthe naivevisitor, whereaslohnseemgatheraloof, asthough
he hassomethingto hide - which of coursehe has!Mrs. Bradley shouldnot
reveal anything of her true characteruntil the right moment.Glurk should
moveslowly andponderoushat all times;by contrastO’Malley is impulsive
andenergeticThetwo undertakershouldbe pleasantlycheerful,andthe two
ghosts should not be particularly frightening.

Costumes:
Mrs. Bradley:housekeeper’s uniform/Victorian dress.

John: ordinary casualclothes.He needsa werewolf maskfor the transformatiorat
the end.

Tim: ordinary casual clothes.

Glurk: a butler’s outfit of top coat, black trousers, black bow tie, black shoes.

O’Malley: grey raincoat, check trousers, brogues, fedora hat.

Undertakers:dark suits with decorated top hats, black shoes.

1st Ghost(Ranulph):the besteffectis achievedby a white plasticface maskanda
black silk or cottonsmockpaintedwith white ‘ribs’ and‘bones’. A ball and
chain addsto the effect, and somecareful lighting - e.g. black out with a

single spot - will hide any shortcomings in the costume.

2nd Ghost (Basil): He should be completelycoveredby a white sheet.Spatterit
with fake blood if you don’t need to put it back on your bed afterwards.



Props.:

John: rucksack with sleeping bag; werewolf mask.

Tim: rucksack with sleeping bag.

Glurk: tray with four beefburger sandwiches and four glasses of bourbon.

O’Malley: machine gun. He also chews gum.

Notes on the script:

‘he wasplaying by himself* in suicidechesshefirst playerto loseall his piecesis
the winner; but it still requires two players.

‘bourbon’ (pronounced ‘ber-bun’): American whisky.

‘Hale Barns’: a poshsuburbof SouthManchesterChangethe nameto suit your
location.

‘Everybody’s body needs Bottlethis was originally a slogan advertising milk.






AN EVENING AT GRANGE MANOR
(Enter MRS. BRADLEY, JOHN and TIM)

Mrs. Bradley: Well, | mustsay it's very nice to have visitors here at Grange
Manor. But what exactly brings you here?

John: We won the prize, Mrs. Bradley.

Tim: Yes, the one in ‘Ghouls and Spooks’ magazine.

John: You see,everyoneknows that GrangeManor is the most hauntedcountry
house in England.

Tim: Yes,andfirst prizein the competitionis to spenda night in this room - with
only one companion.

John: More like a booby prize really.

Tim: So here we are - ready to see a few ghosts!

Mrs. Bradley: Very well. But first you will be wanting some tea. . . . Glurk!
(Enter GLURK, the butler)

Glurk: Yes, your ladyship?

Mrs. Bradley: Tea and scones for three, please.

Glurk: Very good, ma’am.
(Exit GLURK)

Tim: Crikey! Was that a ghost?

Mrs. Bradley: Goodheavensno! ThatwasGlurk, my manservantMind you, from
the look of him, it won’t be long before he &gjhost.

Tim: Phew! I'm getting nervous already!

Mrs. Bradley: There’snothingto be nervousabout.All the ghostshereare very
friendly.

Tim: You mean - we WILL see some ghosts?

Mrs. Bradley: Oh, of courseyou will. But there’snothingto be afraid of. It's only
if THEY see YOU that you need to worry.

Tim: Oh. | see.

John: Well, | supposeéf thereARE somanyghoststhe chancesarewe’re boundto
see at least one.

Tim: Well, | hope it's not that one who threw himself over a cliff.

John: Oh, | suppose he might be droppingin .. ..

Tim: Very funny!

John: Thentherewas Basil, the fourth earl of Grange.He was hung, drawn and
guartered. All at the same time.

Tim: Ugh! | hope HE doesn’t turn up.

John: Well, | don’t suppose/ou’d recognisenim if hedid . . . . ThentherewasSir
Ranulph,who waslockedin a dungeorfor sevenlong years.And whenthey



openedthe door, all they found was a skeletonand an unfinishedgame of
chess.

Tim: Was it suicide?

John: | don’t think so. He was playing by himself.

Tim: Oh. Well, | don’t really mind who turnsup, aslong asit’s not the onewho
was a witch.

John: Oh, you mean Lady Matilda!

Mrs. Bradley: | don’t remember that one. What did she do?

John: Well, Lady Matilda marriedinto thefamily. Beforeshegot marriedshewasa
schoolteacherAnd if anyof herchildrenwerenaughty,sheusedto turnthem
into toads!

Mrs. Bradley: Good heavensshe soundsawful! | wouldn’t like to meetHER!
Now | wonder where Glurk’s got to with our tea?

(Effects - a loud creaking door)

Tim: Wait! Did you hear that?

John: Hear what?

Tim: It was a door creaking.

John: You're hearing things.

Mrs. Bradley: Perhapsyou did hearsomethingyoungman. This houseis full of
thingsthat go bumpin the night. Usually it's Glurk falling out of bed. . . .
Ah, Glurk! There you are!

(Enter GLURK with MINCEMEAT O’MALLEY behind him)

Glurk: Mr. Mincemeat O’Malley, ma’am.

(O’'MALLEY brushes past him. He carries a machine gun)

O’Malley: O.K., blueeyesgetthis.| ain’t no kindaschmuck.Go fix meabourbon
and a beefburger sandwich. And pronto!

Glurk: Very good, sir. Shall | dispense with the tea and scones, your ladyship?

Mrs. Bradley: If Mr. O’Malley wants beefburgers, he must have beefburgers.

O’Malley: You bet your sweet life | will.

(O'MALLEY grabs GLURK by the lapels)

O’Malley: And listen - those finks ain’t got nothing on me - O.K.?

Glurk: Very good, sir. A bourbon and a beefburger sandwich.
(O'MALLEY releases GLURK. Exit GLURK)

O’Malley: Eugh! Schmuck!

Mrs. Bradley: Boys,thisis Mr. MincemeatO’Malley, therightful ownerof Grange
Manor,

Tim: Good evening, Mr. O'Malley.

O’Malley: What the kid say?

Mrs. Bradley: He said good evening.

O’Malley: Yeah?Well, don’t give me no lip, kid, or I'll blow your brains out,
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O.K.?

John: Better do as he says and keep quiet.

(Enter GLURK,with four beefburgersandwichesndfour glassesf bourbon
on a tray)

O’Malley: Say,whatkeptyou? Gimmethatglass. (O'MALLEY takesa glassfrom
thetray, and drinks the contents)O.K. Now gimmeanother. (He drinks that
one too) And another. (He drinks that) Aw, shucks,who’s counting (he
drinks that)O.K. Glurk, go get some more while we eat the burgers.

(O'MALLEY takesa burger and beginsto eatit. GURK passeghe other
burgers around)

Gurk: Shall I bring you some more lemonade, your ladyship?

Mrs. Bradley: No, Glurk. That will be all. Thank you.

Glurk: Very good, your ladyship.

O’Malley: Hey, you! Old man! C'm’ere!

Glurk: My name is Glurk, sir.

O'Malley: O.K., Glurk, you berk. Where’s the john?

Glurk: | beg your pardon, sir?

O’Malley: Thejohn,you dummy.The men’'sroom. Thetoilet. (to AUDIENCE)Or
lavatory, if you live in Hale Barnsf*alter as appropriate)

Glurk: Come along, sir. I'll show you.

O’Malley: And don’t you guysmove a muscletill |1 getback.l got you covered-
O.K.?

(Exit O'MALLEY followed by GLURK)

Tim: Crikey, Mrs. Bradley! | don’t meanto be rude,but, well, how doessomeone
like Mincemeat O’Malley become the rightful owner of Grange Manor?

Mrs. Bradley: Well, no one’squite sure.He’s not relatedto anyonein the family.
But he does have lots of money. And he IS very persuasive.

Tim: But he can'’t just take over a stately home whenever he feels like it!

Mrs. Bradley: With money and a machine gun you can do anything you want.

Tim: Well, I don’t think it's right. | think we shouldtell the police and havehim
arrested.

John: Now don’t be so hasty,you twit! Remembemwhy we’re here!If you 'phone
the police we won’t be ableto stayin this roomfor the night. And therelS a
prize of two hundredpoundsif we manageto stay heretill dawn without
being spooked. . . .

Tim: All it would take is a phone call!

John: Yes, but the police station’sten miles away. Ten miles of treacherousoad
over darkandboggymoorland.And no one’sgoingto comeout herein THIS
weather!

Tim: What weather?



John: This weather! Listen!

(JOHN opensa door. Effects:thunderand lightning etc. JOHN shutsthe
door. The noise immediately stops)

Mrs. Bradley: Yes, the weather’s remarkable round here. It changes so quickly . . .

John: So, comeon, Tim. We might aswell think aboutwhy we camehere,and
worry about O’'Malley later.

Tim: Well . . .. all right, then. But first stop tomorrow is the police station!

John: Whatever you say.

Mrs. Bradley: Right, boys, | think it's time you made yourselves comfortable . . ..
(Enter GLURK) Ah, Glurk, | shallneedsomeblanketsandhot waterbottles
and somemorewood for thefire . . . . (GLURK standserectand doesnot
reply) Glurk? Are you all right?

Glurk: Goodbye. . . .your ladyship. . . .ugh. . . .(GLURK falls dead. JOHN
rushes across to check GLURK'S pulse)

John: Glurk! . . . . he’s dead!

Mrs. Bradley: Oh, dear.

Tim: This is terrible! Now we MUST ’phone the police!

Mrs. Bradley: No, it's all right. I'll get some of the servants to remove him.

Tim: But you can’t leave a dead body lying around!

Mrs. Bradley: Can’t you? We do it all the time.

Tim: What are you talking about?

John: She’sonly joking, Tim. Comeon, let’s lend a handwith this body (TIM and
JOHN eachtake an arm and beginto drag GLURK off stage. Enter two
SERVANTS dressed as undertakers)

1st Servant:We'll take over now, thank you.

2nd Servant: We're experienced in these matters.

1st Servant:If you need us again just give us a ring.

2nd Servant: We run an all night service.

1st Servant:Here’s our card. Remember the name. Bottle

2nd Servant: And Bottle.

1st Servant:Everybody’s body needs Bottle.

2nd Servant: And Bottle. Seeyou later. (ThelSTSERVANThashandeda calling
card to TIM. The SERVANTS drag GLURK off stage, and exit)

Tim: Why were those servants dressed as undertakers?

Mrs. Bradley: I've really no idea.Poorold Glurk! Still, | supposéne WAS rather
od....

John: No, you've gotit all wrong, Mrs. Bradley.Glurk didn’t die of naturalcauses.
He was poisoned.

Mrs. Bradley: Poisoned?

John: Yes, Glurk was poisoned by Mincemeat O’Malley. To stop him talking.
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Tim: But how do you know all this?

John: Listen, who got the form prize last term? I’'m not just a pretty face, you
know.

Mrs. Bradley: We’'ll ‘phonethe police first thing in the morning. Now I'd better
sort out someblanketsand hot water bottlesbeforeyou settledown for the
night. .

(MRS. BRADLEY gets up)

John: Oh, that’s quite all right, Mrs. Bradley. We can manage without.

Mrs. Bradley: Oh,well, if you're sureyou’ll beall right, I'll leaveyou to spendthe
night . . . . alone. Good night, boys.

John: Good night.

Tim: Goodnight. (Exit MRS.BRADLEY) Crikey, I'm scaredalready!l mean.,if
the REAL peoplein the houseare so weird, what are the ghostsgoing to be
like?

John: Don’t worry. We'll beall right. We can’phonethe policein the morningand
have O’Malley arrested.

Tim: Oh, heck! I'd forgottenabouthim! He’s going to comeback and blow our
brains out!

John: Don’t worry! He’s drunk himself unconsciousLying by the fridge , he s,
with an empty bottle of bourbon. You won't see HIM till the morning.

Tim: Just a minute! How do you know that? You've never even left the room!

John: | tell you,there’snothingto worry about!Now let’s settledownandgetsome
sleep.

Tim: Well....O.K., then. ...

(JOHN and TIM settle down in chairs - - Pause)

John: Hey, aren’t we forgetting something?

Tim: What?

John: The mostimportantthing of all! We don’t win the moneyunlesswe spend
the whole night with the lights turned off!

Tim: Oh, yes,| forgot . . . . Go on, then. (JOHN switchesoff all the lights. The
stage is in total darkness)

John: Right! Here we go!(JOHN finds his way back to his chair and settles down -

Pause . .)
Tim: John?
John: Yes?

Tim: Are you scared?
John: Of course not. There’s nothing to be scared OF.
Tim: Oh. Right. Good night, then.
John: Night.
(Pause . .)



Tim: John?

John: Yes?

Tim: Are you asleep?

John: Yes.

Tim: Very funny! Listen,will you setyour watchalarmfor six o’clock? Sowe can
leave as soon as it's daybreak?

John: O.K. Night.

Tim: Night.
(Pause . . JOHN falls asleep. Enter 1ST GHOST, dressed as a skeleton)

1st Ghost:Fancy a game of chess?

Tim: What? Who said that?

1st Ghost: | did. Listen, | spentsevenyearsin that dungeon. musthaveplayed
gueen’sknight to bishop’s pawrfive abouttenmillion times.Comeon, now,
give us a game!

Tim: Wh-who ARE you?

1st Ghost: I'm Sir RanulphGrange.Don’t you recogniseme?. . . . No, | don’t
suppose you would. I've lost a bit of weight recently.

Tim: The . ... the chess player!

1st Ghost:That's right. Fancy a game, then, do you? You any good?

Tim: I ....Imsorry. | only play draughts.
1st Ghost: Draughts™uh! You're not muchuse,then,areyou?l’'m off. (Exit 1ST
GHOST)

Tim: John! John! Wake up! I've just seen a ghost!

John: What? Oh, shut up! You're seeing things! Go back to sleep!

Tim: No! No, listen! You must keep awake! There might be another one!

John: Oh, all right, then.| can’t sleepanyway.You getsomesleepandl’'ll keepa
look out.

Tim: What time is it?

John: Ten minutes to midnight.

Tim: I'm surel saw a ghost.It was Sir Ranulph.The one who was locked in a
dungeon.

John: The chess player?

Tim: Yes.

John: Well, don’t worry. If he turns up again, I'll keep him in check.

Tim: Very funny.

John: Just go to sleep. It'll be O.K.

Tim: Well . . .. all right, then.
(Pause . . TIM falls asleep. Enter 2ND GHOST, under a white sheet)

John: Blimey! Tim! Tim! (Noresponse) He'sasleepl can'twakehim. (JOHN
speaks to the GHOSWho are you? What do you want?
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2nd Ghost: Oooooohhhh!

John: | ask you again. Who are you? What do you want?

2nd Ghost: Oooooohhhh! | heard you the first time. Oooooohhhh!

John: Well, spit it out, then. Who are you? What do you want?

2nd Ghost: | amthe spirit of Basil, fourth earl of Grange.Theytook my landsand
killed my servantsand sold my wife and children. | was hung, drawn and
guarteredat the king’s commandlf | wereto removethis sheet,you would
see a most horrible sight . . . .

John: You don't frighten ME. What do you want?

2nd Ghost: | cometo warnyou thatl know your secret.You mustleavethis house
by twelve o’clock.

John: What? You don't mean . . . .?

2nd Ghost: Yes, | do.

John: Not THAT? Not tonight?

2nd Ghost: Yep. 'Fraid so.

John: But that’s two hundred quid down the drain!

2nd Ghost:It's up to you, mate. You've got five minutes.

John: But wait! It isn’t fair!

2nd Ghost: Oooooohhhh! See you later, chum. OooooohHlxit 2ND GHOST)

John: This is terrible. This is really terrible. . . .Tim! Tim! wake up!

Tim: Eh? What is it? What's wrong?

John: Come on, Tim, | think we’d better go.

Tim: What do you mean?

John: We've lostthe money.I've just seenanotherone.We've beenspookedwice
over. Let's go home.

Tim: What acrossten miles of treacherousoad over darkand boggy moorland?
You must be joking!

John: But you don’t understand . . . .

Tim: No, | certainlydon’t! How comeyou’re so keenfor usto leavewhenbefore
you were so desperatdor us to stay?Yes, and thereare one or two other
guestionghat needto be answeredvhile we’re aboutit. | think we’'d better
have the lights on!(TIM has got up. He switches on the lights)

John: Look, I’'m warning you, Tim. You must get out of here!

Tim: No, let's have some answersfirst. How do you know O’Malley’s in the
kitchen unconscious®hat aboutMrs. Bradley, the so-calledhousekeeper?
Didn’t you noticehow Glurk keptcalling her ‘your ladyship’?And howwere
you both so surethat Glurk had beenpoisoned?There’s somethingawfully
strangeaboutthis house! (Enter MRS.BRADLEY dressedvery grandly in
Victorian costume)

Mrs. Bradley: Perhaps | can answer your questions?
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Tim: Mrs. Bradley!

Mrs. Bradley: Mrs. Bradley indeed! Kindly address me as ‘your ladyship’!

Tim: Your ladyship! But why? Who ARE you?

Mrs. Bradley: You foolish boy! | am none other than Lady Matilda Grange,
professionakchoolteacheand witch! And if you don’t mind your manners,
I'll turn you into a toad!

Tim: Then - then YOU'RE a ghost as well!

Mrs. Bradley: Of coursel am! We ALL are! Comein, everybody! (Enterthetwo
GHOSTS, the two SERVANTS as undertakers, and O'MALLEY)

O’Malley: Say,there’sone swell thing about beinga ghost- you suregetover a
hangover quickly. That bourbon went straight through me!

Mrs. Bradley: Now, Mincemeat,t wasreally naughtyof you to poisonGlurk like
that.

O’Malley: Hey, that guy Glurk really gets on my nerves. He’s such a schmuck!

Mrs. Bradley: That's still no excuseto poisonhim. You gavethesepoor boys a
terriblefright. Thankgoodnesgor reincarnationthat’sall | cansay.Comein,
Glurk. (Enter GLURK, as before)

Glurk: Yes, your ladyship.

Mrs. Bradley: Don't keep calling me that! You'll give the game away!

Glurk: | keep forgetting. Sorry, Doris.

Tim: Hey, this is amazing! All of you are ghosts! | wish | had my camera!

Mrs. Bradley: I'm afraid you have seen too much already. It's time to say goodbye.

Tim: Youdontmean....?

Mrs. Bradley: Yes! Mincemeat! Kill him!

O’Malley: O.K., blue eyes, this is where you get yours!

John: No! Wait! | forbid it!

Mrs. Bradley: What? How dare you!

John: By the force of my right arm, listento my magiccharm- spirits of the night
and day, frighten all theseghostsaway! (Effects- a horrible noise. The
GHOSTS all take fright, and run off stage, screaming: all except O’'MALLEY)

O’Malley: I'm still here, kid. I'm gonna blow your brains wide open.

John: I'll take away your French fries.

O’Malley: No more French fries? This guy’s a real sadist. I'm gettin’ outa here!
(Exit O'MALLEY)

Tim: Crikey, John! What have you done?

John: I've scaredthemall off. With a magiccharm.It's somethingl learnedfrom
my father.He hada lot to do with ghosts.But nevermind that now. There
isn’t much time . . ..

Tim: But that's amazing!lI've neverseenanythinglike it! That’s really brilliant!
Now we can spendthe night herein peace,and collect the moneyin the
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morning!

John: But you don’t understandWe've still gotto getawayfrom here.We've still
gotto. ... (Effects- a clockstrikestwelve(fadingout after thefirst threeor
four strikes)JOHN suddenlygoesrigid. TIM doesnot notice this, but walks
about the room, speaking confidently)

Tim: Whatanamazingplace!All thoseghostsandspooksandthings.!l tell you, |
wasterrified for a momentbackthere! And if you hadn’t beenwith me, I'd
have beerdonefor! Old MincemeatO’Malley would have shot me full of
holes!. . . .Hey, it wasreally good,thatbit of mumbo-jumboyou gavethem!
It scaredthem all silly, didn't it? | tell you, I'll never be worried in the
dormitory any more whensomeonestartsmaking stupid noisesandtrying to
spookyou afterlights out! I'll justgetyouto sayall thatstuff to them.That'll
shutthemup all right! (TIM turns to speakto JOHN directly) Seriously,
though, John, I'll never forget what you did for me just then. You've
probably savedme from a horrible death. . . .John. . ..? (TIM moves
downstagetowards JOHN)  John?Are you all right? (JOHN, his face
transformed, looks up at TIM and howls eerilyphn? No! Aagh....!

(As JOHN puts his handsaround TIM’S neck,the stageis plungedinto
darkness).

CURTAIN



