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    Characters




    JOE




    Voice of the OLD MAN




    And…?




    

      
Setting





      The grounds of Paragon Hall.




      The Monday to Friday of an October half-term.


    




    

      
Notes





      For the text: Speech is to the left, light/sound/action to the right. Commas, dashes, asterisks, ellipses, brackets – all indicators of delivery or pacing. You may decide the rules for yourself.




      For the production: This show presents itself as a one-person play. As it descends, we’ll see and hear other bodies and voices, especially in the walks and the nightmare sections.




      This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.


    


  




  

    

      

    




    




    

      
Prologue







      JOE stands alone.




      He said It walks around the house at night




      So I bet like me you’re thinking, what




      Dead of night, gliding through the rooms, through the walls




      Drifting up the stairs, levitating on the landing…?




      A grey lady




      Or a mad monk




      It’s got no head




      Or it’s just a head. Like a really big




      Head




      Not sure how a head can walk




      And the walk is key –




      It’s the creak of a floorboard




      It’s the slow thud, thud, thud




      It’s the shadow at the door as the hinges squeeeeak…




      And oh my god…




      It’s a really big head, with legs!




      This is wrong, this is. Cos that’s not what he meant




      It walks around, the house




      Like outside. In the grounds. Doesn’t come in




      It knows its place. And so do I




      Out here. In the cold, and the dark, and the rain




      On a night-time hike




      Five night-time hikes




      Through the grounds of Paragon Hall…




      I wanna make this clear before we begin




      I wanna warn you




      And not just about the cold, and the dark, and the rain




      ‘It Walks Around The House At Night’




      So you’re gonna walk it with me




      Are you ready?


    


  




  

    




    

      
Monday





      You need to know the route




      Cos I had to know the route too, very precise




      You leave the lodge and the ghost walk starts by the ‘kitchen garden’




      (Walled-off bit, full of herbs, all dead by now)




      You walk directly towards the house – not that you see it yet




      The view’s obscured by big trees and the old stables –




      But you know it’s there, this great big, looming thing




      Like you feel it




      Keep heading straight until you come to a messy hedge




      This circles the house and the lawn. Turn right, follow the hedge around




      And you enter, at the bottom, the miniature woodland




      Spoilers, not that miniature




      Gonna be muddy so be careful




      But it curves up, and up




      And you’re on a raised bit and the trees pull back like stage curtains




      There it is




      Paragon Hall…




      Follow the path back down into the trees again, this is the densest bit




      But it’s downhill so you feel all, I dunno, lighter




      Hedge reappears on the left, stick with it, not far now, lil further…




      Kitchen garden. That’s the ghost walk, sorted




      Takes about twenty-five minutes, and you never get too close to the house




      David said that’d give the game away




      I was scheduled to do this walk at ten o’clock each night




      Course, when we tested it out, it was broad daylight




      Strolling around with David Linden, Lord of the Manor…




      You don’t know David




      Neither did I, not really




      He was a regular at the bar I work at, you give them all nicknames




      ‘Chardonnay Sharon’, ‘Tommy Two Pints’




      Usually something to do with their order




      Or it’s a warning. ‘Mr Grabby’, ‘Diarrhoea Debbie’




      But David, he was a class above, he was




      ‘The Handsome Stranger’




      I came up with that. Had the look of a film star, or an old-timey actor




      Now if he’d really been an actor, like moi, would’ve hated him, but he wasn’t, so I didn’t




      Never Date an Actor




      That’s up there with Never Date a Colleague




      Trust me: I broke both those rules with Dufus, guy who worked part-time




      Who was an Adonis, but also, obviously, a-Dufus




      Getting sidetracked – David




      Promise you, I didn’t know he was rich at first




      Maybe I guessed – the suit, the skin, the hair




      Rich stuff always has a, sheen




      We chatted, you know, the odd flirty remark




      But the night everything changed –




      I was lighting the candles in the beer garden




      This was my responsibility ever since I’d sent Dufus out to do it




      Said he could use the blowtorch from the kitchen




      And he set one of the parasols on fire




      Honestly, such a Dufus –




      Anyway, it was the first cold night of the year




      Like it was September, but it was cold




      David’s out here, alone




      Sitting in the dark and watching me




      I make my way around the tables




      Snaking towards him in a sexy kinda way…




      Wasn’t sexy at all, after what, eight hours, no break




      Scrubbing up some vom in one of the bogs




      (We were just thankful that Diarrhoea Debbie wasn’t in that night)




      I get close enough to David, I can feel how cold he is




      I wanna, I dunno, tell him to come inside, it’s too chilly for him out here




      But he speaks first:




      I have a job for you




      Oh here we go




      So I lean in close




      And David tells me what he wants from me




      He wants me to… be a ghost




      Okay?




      So he has this house in the countryside




      And he has his two nieces staying over at half-term




      He’s told them all about a spook that wanders around the house




      And he wants to hire someone to play the part




      I’d talked to him a bit about my acting work, so…




      Three things I latch onto:




      First, ‘house in the countryside’, hello




      Second – ‘nieces’ – not his own kids, that’s good as well




      I cast him in my head as ‘fun gay uncle’




      Third, and this is the best one – this is what I needed to hear –




      He remembered I was an actor




      Trying to be




      Was actually thinking of giving up




      All that month I’d. Wasn’t in a great place




      The whole Dufus break-up, I was fresh out of that




      There’d been this really big theatre rejection, don’t get me started




      And I was in a teensy bit of debt that was, you know, angry email stage




      So I was getting out of it, the industry, the bar, the everything




      Time for a proper job. Something with a tie




      But David’s here and he’s telling me he’ll put me up for the week




      Cover my expenses




      Then he tells me the fee




      I nearly knock over his drink:




      Two thousand pounds?




      He’s wondering if that’s enough and I’m like




      That’s enough




      I book the week off work as soon as I get back inside




      Go out that night to celebrate. I spend way too much, but who cares –




      Two thousand pounds! For a week’s acting!




      For a jolly in the countryside!




      With David…




      JOE gets into his costume.




      He picked me up from Hexley Station




      Showed me the walk, then took me to my digs




      The lodge, it’s on the grounds and it looks the part –




      Stone, thatch, roses growing up the wall, like something on a tin in a charity shop




      Inside is… it’s fine




      I am a little disappointed I won’t stay in the actual house




      But I can’t, not with the nieces, that would give the game away




      Sharing a bathroom with the ghost outside, hiya. (Boo)




      Hey, maybe David wants to use me as an excuse to get away from them




      I ask how old the kids are, I think he said seven and eight before?




      But he doesn’t wanna talk about that –




      He walks to the fridge and opens it with a flourish




      It is full, to the brim, with the most expensive shit




      All from farmers’ markets




      Pops a bottle of prosecco




      Pours me a glass




      We make a toast to our haunting




      Shame I can’t stick around, he says




      And he looks at me with those heavenly grey eyes…




      I’m checking him out as he walks back down the path




      Yeah we are absolutely gonna –




      JOE’s phone buzzes.




      (Fuck off)




      Gabby




      Texting about the Wednesday delivery




      I wanna text back saying ‘I do not care’…




      But I don’t cos I’m terrified of her




      Gabby, she’s the bar manager




      I’m the assistant manager




      Which means she makes me her lil bitch




      And I spread that bitching out to everyone else




      She’s annoyed I’m away this week




      I’m meant to get time off for acting work, I’d reminded her of that –




      But she said this wasn’t an actual job




      I was only doing this to have sex with David. Which absolutely wasn’t, a lie




      I send her pics of the bedroom to annoy her even more




      Then a selfie of me in costume




      This was all laid out for me




      Like I say costume but it’s really old




      Probably real-life period clothing




      Like Georgian, or Victorian, or – I dunno I did Geography




      Gabby fails to give me an appropriate compliment




      Instead she’s zoomed in and screenshotted the view outside the bedroom window




      What building is that, she asks




      Paragon Hall, I reply




      *




      I know I haven’t described it yet?




      The house




      I just feel a, in my chest a…




      A strange heartbeat…




      …that fades away.




      Black and white




      Tudor, maybe, it’s all criss-cross with wood beams and mortar and




      Okay it’s old, that’s all you’ve gotta –




      Like it’s always been there




      Like this ancient valley fucking howled




      And spat out a house




      It’s only as I watch the sun set on that massive fucking thing




      That I realise how mad it is




      Somebody owns that




      Lives in that




      All by himself




      Is he, by himself? I get the vibe




      He’s never mentioned a partner, I was on high alert for that




      Maybe he has an ancient aunt, like Maggie Smith




      She’s a hundred but comes out with all these catty remarks




      Oh, maybe she knew the ghost I’m meant to –




      Knock at the door interrupts.




      David returns




      I smile at my Handsome Stranger…




      But he doesn’t smile back




      Like, he smiles, but I can tell it isn’t a real smile




      He’s nervous… and I’m thinking that’s sweet, that’s really sweet




      He wants this to go well




      He’s changed his suit




      Not in his normal style, it’s a black-and-white three-piece




      Like he’s matching the house




      Are you ready?




      My five-minute call. Hang on, is it nearly ten o’clock?




      Only now do I see how dark it’s got




      Night hasn’t just fallen, it’s squished everything around us




      I check the time and I say something like you bet, or let’s go




      But he nods at the phone in my hand and says




      You can’t take that




      And I feel pretty silly cos yeah




      A Victorian ghost –




      Or Georgian, whatever –




      Wouldn’t be scrolling through their socials




      JOE throws his phone away.




      All set




      Before he leaves me, David reminds me of the rules:




      Stick to the route




      Don’t double-back




      And never, ever, approach the house
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