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SCENE ONE

(THE OFFICE)

(A KNOCK AT THE DOOR)
HIGGINS
Ah, yes, come in.

PATSY
You wanted to see me?

HIGGINS
Take a seat. (PAUSE) And you are?

PATSY
Patsy sir.

HIGGINS
Ah yes, of course, Pansy.

PATSY
Actually, it's Patsy, sir.

HIGGINS
Yes, well, never mind all that. Now I have been keeping a close eye on you, Pansy. How long have you been with us?

PATSY
Ten years, sir, and my name is Patsy, not Pansy.

HIGGINS
Of course it is. Now, I don’t need to tell you that the partners are always on the lookout for people with initiative. Someone who stands out from the pack. Male or female doesn’t matter, as long as he’s got balls. Do you get my drift?

PATSY
Yes sir, of course.


HIGGINS
Take a look out there, Pansy. It’s a human jungle. Full of predators, parasites, traps and unexpected dangers. A man needs to be strong to survive out there. It’s no place for a wimp.

PATSY
Yes, sir. (BEAT) You do realise you’re looking at a poster for the zoo, not out of the window.

HIGGINS
I know that. You don't need to tell me that. (BEAT) What we need in our business are hard, thrusting people. Are you prepared to thrust, Pansy?

PATSY
Yes, I am.

HIGGINS
Good. We need people at ease with modern technology. Like this gramophone.  I don’t understand it at all. It only plays one annoyingly repetitive tune at random intervals. What’s the point of that?

PATSY
Er, yes, sir. That’s because it’s a telephone, not a gramophone.

HIGGINS
Is it? Is it, by George?  No wonder business has been bad. But that just proves my point, Pansy. We need people who can spot the difference between a telephone and a gramophone. A person like that could go all the way to the top. We’re talking partnership here, Pansy.

PATSY
Patsy.

HIGGINS
But the question is: Are you the man we’re looking for?

PATSY
I certainly hope so, sir.

HIGGINS
Now, I have a smal,l relatively simple task that needs attention and the man who succeeds at this task is the kind of man who has a big future in this firm. Unless, of course, something terrible happens. Not that it will. It most certainly won't. But if it did, we would, of course, accept no liability. Are we clear so far, Pansy?

PATSY
Yes, sir. And I’m prepared to give it 110%. What do you want me to do?

HIGGINS 
We look after the interests of a certain Doctor De’Ath. Not Doctor Death. That would be strange and sinister. No, this is Doctor De’Ath. Similar spelling but completely different thing. Although it is true, he is, to all intents and purposes, dead. He was an important client and a close friend of mine, although I never actually met him when he was alive. We need to get his house sold asap. It’s called Eel Pie House and it is located down in the a salt marshes near Maldon in Essex. Very remote.

PATSY
Doesn’t sound very difficult, sir?

HIGGINS
You’ll need to go through his papers first of course. It’ll take a few days.

PATSY
If he was a friend of yours, perhaps you would be the best person…

HIGGINS
Yes, yes, of course, but unfortunately I have recently succumbed to a very rare, but deadly disease, which means a trip to Maldon or thereabouts could be fatal.

PATSY
Really, sir? You don’t seem unwell.

HIGGINS
Yes, that’s the unusual thing about this disease. Is has no symptoms whatsoever.

PATSY
Really? In which case, how you know you’ve got it?

HIGGINS
Apparently, so I'm told,  it only manifests itself if you come in contact with sea air and the sound of seagulls. In that event, you die in excruciating pain screaming for death. For this reason and this reason alone, I cannot deal with the matter of Eel Pie House. And all that curse business is, of course, complete nonsense.

PATSY
Curse?

HIGGINS
You don’t believe in curses, do you, Pansy, strapping young fella like yourself?

PATSY
No sir, definitely not.  I will get a bag packed and travel down tomorrow.

HIGGINS
Good, and I’d just like to emphasise that no terrible manifestations of evil await you on the wild and empty salt marshes of Essex. You need have no fears on that account. Apart from the usual ones – why does that horse keep staring at me? That sort of thing.

PATSY
No, sir (EXITING) I’ll get right onto it.

HIGGINS
Oh, by the way, there is one thing.

PATSY
Sir.

HIGGINS
You may on your journey, encounter a woman dressed in black

PATSY
Really?

HIGGINS
Yes. You’ll know her when you see her. Her complexion is deathly pale and she has mad staring eyes that seem to burn in their sockets. She’s generally to be seen hovering a few inches off the ground, mainly at night.

PATSY
I’ll look out for her.

HIGGINS
A few years ago she was involved in a terrible accident when her carriage strayed off the causeway and was sucked into the bog. Her young children were never seen again. They say you can still hear their blood curdling screams when the wind blows from the east. (BEAT) Superstitious nonsense of course, but you know what Essex people are like, if they’re not stabbing each other, it's only because they are lying comatose in the gutter. 

PATSY
I see. And, should I encounter this woman, what should I do?

HIGGINS
Run away. It's not manly. It's not butch. But it is necessary. Run away as fast as you can, preferably waving your hands about and screaming.

PATSY
Is she dangerous?

HIGGINS
Definitely not. She's completely harmless, but in these days of health and safety we must err on the side of caution. Political correctness gone mad, but there it is. Good luck, Pansy.

PATSY
Patsy.

HIGGINS
And let me emphasize that we are definitely not sending you on this task because you are the most dispensable person in the office and a total incompetent.

PATSY
No, sir. Thank you sir.

SCENE TWO

(THE TRAIN)

(ON THE TRAIN. THE SOUND EFFECTS CAST HAVE FUN GOING ‘DUDDLY DUM, DUDDLY DUM, DUDDLY DUM, DIDDLY DEE, DIDDLY DEE AND VARIATIONS THEREOF)
INSPECTOR
Tickets please, Tickets please. (TO PATSY) Can I have your ticket please?

PATSY
Have you got any idea when we’ll arrive?

INSPECTOR
Oh I see.

PATSY
Pardon?

INSPECTOR
Here we go again. Trains five minutes late and it’s all our fault. Wrong sort of leaves on the line. Blah, blah, blah. British Rail, what a disgrace! Blah, blah, blah. Like a third world country. I’ve heard it all before, you know.

PATSY
I merely asked at what time you think we’ll arrive.

INSPECTOR
You people don’t realise what it’s like. It’s not just walking along the corridors shouting  ‘Tickets Please’, you know. I have to deal with difficult customers and I haven’t even been on the course yet. They’re not customers, they’re fiends from hell.

PATSY
I’m very sorry to hear that (BEAT) but I would still like to know when we’ll arrive. Now here's my ticket.

INSPECTOR
Hold on, hold on. This ticket is out of date. It’s got yesterday’s date on it. It’s a Supersaver which is only available on Wednesdays and Fridays between 10 and 10:30 in months with an ‘L’ in them. You can’t travel on an invalid ticket.

PATSY
The word is ‘invalid’ not ‘invalid’, and the ticket was valid when we left London. The reason it is now out of date is because we have been travelling for more than fifteen hours, which is quite remarkable considering it is a journey of no more than 50 miles. It would have been quicker to be towed by snails. Now will you please tell me at what time we are likely to arrive.

INSPECTOR
I can’t take this. I can’t take another awkward customer. What’s the matter with people these days.?(EXITING) Oh God, I’m having another panic attack. I’m going off with stress. 

SCENE THREE

(THE PLATFORM)

(FX – A STEAM TRAIN ARRIVING AT A STATION)
PATSY
(CALLING) Excuse me. Excuse me, station master. You are the station master, aren’t you?

SM
Might be.

PATSY
Are you the station master or not?

SM
Depends.

PATSY
On?

SM
Who’s asking?

PATSY
I’m asking

SM
You’re not a gentleman of the press are you?

PATSY
No.

SM
Policeman?

PATSY
No.

SM
Fraud or Drug Squad?

PATSY
No.

SM
In which case, I can confirm, provisionally, that I am the station master.

PATSY
Good. Now can you also confirm if there is an inn nearby.

SM
Nearby where?

PATSY
Nearby here.

SM
At this time of night, Not a Chance!

PATSY
I see. In that case, I suppose I will have to spend the night in the waiting room.

SM
We don’t have a Waiting Room.

PATSY
What sort of station doesn’t have a Waiting Room?

SM
We are expecting to have one soon. But just at the moment (BEAT) we’re waiting for it.

PATSY
You’re waiting for your waiting room? And there’s no inn in the village?

SM
Not a Chance!

PATSY
What do you suggest I do?

SM
If I were you, I would stay at the inn.

PATSY
What inn?

SM
I keep telling you - the Not a Chance Inn. It’s just over there on the other side of the  the road.

PATSY
Tell me - does British Rail employ idiots exclusively or do you have to be specially trained?

SM
You’ll be wanting a hand with your luggage

PATSY
Yes, thank you. At last, some service.

SM
No, I was just saying, you’ll want a hand with your luggage. We can’t give you one. The luggage man’s got rickets.

PATSY
And I don’t suppose you would like to assist me.

SM
With my back?

PATSY
(EXITING) Fine! I’ll carry my cases myself. 

SM
Would you like to complete a customer service survey?

PATSY
No, I would not.

SM
Suit yourself. (BEAT) You come back now, y’hear. (UNDER HIS BREATH) You complete wa.. (DROWNED BY TRAIN WHISTLE)

SCENE FOUR

(THE BAR AT THE INN)
(FX – VOICES IN A BUSY BAR AT THE INN)
PATSY
(RAISED VOICE) Good evening. Are you the Landlady?

LANDLADY
Oh yes

PATSY
I’m looking for a room for the night

LANDLADY
Pardon.

PATSY
I said. I’m looking for a room for the night.

LANDLADY
Single or double?

PATSY
Single

LANDLADY
Smoking or non-smoking?

PATSY
Non smoking.

LANDLADY
With en-suite?

PATSY
Yes please.

LANDLADY
Sea view?

PATSY
Yes, a sea view would be preferable.

LANDLADY
Right. So you want a single non-smoking room with ensuite and a sea view.

PATSY
Correct.

LANDLADY
We don’t have any rooms like that.

PATSY
Well I don’t actually mind if the room doesn’t have a sea view.

LANDLADY
Right. So you want a single non-smoking room with ensuite but without a sea view.

PATSY
Yes.

LANDLADY
We don’t have any rooms like that.

PATSY
Look I don’t actually care what sort of room it is. As long as it’s got a bed in it, I’ll take it.

LANDLADY
So you don’t need the single bed, the en-suite, the sea view or the room to be non-smoking.

PATSY
Yes, that’ll be fine.

LANDLADY
We don’t have any rooms like that.

PATSY
It sounds as if you don’t have any rooms at all.

LANDLADY
No, we don’t. 

PATSY
Are you saying all the rooms are booked?

LANDLADY
Yes, that’s it, all the rooms are booked.

PATSY
So you do have rooms?

LANDLADY
Oh yes. But they’re all booked.

LANDLORD
Is there a problem, here?

PATSY
Yes

LANDLADY 
No

LANDLORD
Why don’t you go and serve the other customers, dear and I’ll deal with this.

PATSY
All I want is a room for the night.

LANDLORD
Oh yes, we’ve got twelve rooms. You can have whichever one you like.

PATSY
But that woman said…

LANDLORD
What woman?

PATSY
That woman. Your wife.

LANDLORD
She’s not my wife

PATSY
Who is she then?

LANDLORD
No idea. I thought she was with you. You seemed very chatty.

PATSY
She’s serving behind the bar. 

LANDLORD
That's what you get when you employ a woman to do a man's job.

PATSY
She's a barmaid! (BEAT) And she’s turning away all your customers

LANDLORD
No wonder business has been so bad. I haven’t had a guest for weeks

PATSY
That's hardly surprising is it?. 

LANDLORD
You’ll be wanting a hand up with those heavy cases?

PATSY
Yes, that would be nice.

LANDLORD
It would, wouldn’t it.

PATSY 
So, you’ve not actually got anyone to help me with the cases.

LANDLORD
No, no, I was just making an observation.

PATSY
Thank you. Thank you so very much. I’ll just lug these cases up the stairs by myself and find my own way to my room, shall I?

LANDLORD
I should.

PATSY
And I’ll be down in the morning to cook my own breakfast, shall I?

LANDLORD
Do me a couple of rashers while you're at it, would you?

PATSY
(UNDER HIS BREATH) Bloody, idle, useless, king country bumpkins

LANDLORD
Sleep well, sir.  Could you give me a wake up call about seven?

SCENE FIVE

(OUTSIDE THE INN)
(FX  BIRDSONG AND THE DRIVER IMITATES THE SOUND OF A HORSE)

DRIVER
Easy boy, Easy

PATSY
Good day driver. It’s a fine morning, is it not?

DRIVER
It is that, sir. You’ll be Mr Patsy. Hand me up your case, sir, and climb aboard)

(FX
SOUND OF LUGGAGE THROWN IN THE BACK) 
DRIVER
It’ll be Eel Pie House you’ll be heading for,

PATSY
That’s it. Drive on, stout yeoman.

DRIVER
(CRACKS HIS WHIP, JIGGLES THE REINS) On, boy, on. We’ll have you there in no time, sir. (MAKES VARIOUS HORSE SOUNDS)

PATSY
I can’t help thinking…

DRIVER
What’s that, sir?

PATSY
I was just thinking we might make better progress if, rather than jigging up and down and making horse noises, you had an actual horse pulling the carriage.

DRIVER
I’m not with you, sir.

PATSY
We’re not moving.

DRIVER
Really? Perhaps the wheels are caught in a rut.

PATSY
Yes, that is possible, but I think the primary cause of our immobility is that we are not attached to a horse.

DRIVER
Are you sure we’re not moving?

PATSY
Do you recall, a few moments ago, picking me up from the Not A Chance Inn. 

DRIVER
Absolutely, sir!

PATSY
I think you’ll find that, that building, just there, is in fact, the self same Not A Chance Inn.

DRIVER
Are you sure it’s the same one?

PATSY
I think the chances of finding a second inn named the Not a Chance Inn in the immediate vicinity are vanishingly small.  The more likely explanation is that we have not moved an inch.

DRIVER
Really? 

PATSY
Not an inch.

DRIVER
She said it’d never work, you know, the missus, not once the horse died. I wanted to struggle on, try and keep the business afloat, but looks like she had the last laugh, doesn’t it sir? Mind you. He had a heart of gold, that horse.

PATSY
I’m sure he was a lovely horse.  But the adjective most pertinent to the horse in regard to our current predicament is dead. (BEAT) Now, how far is Eel Pie House exactly?

DRIVER
It’s just at the end of the lane and across the causeway. 

PATSY
And the distance?

DRIVER
About a mile

PATSY
Well. It’s a lovely day. I believe I shall walk.

DRIVER
It’s a lot quicker on the carriage.

PATSY
Now that’s not strictly true, is it? It’s a lot faster by horse and carriage. In a carriage on its own, we are never going to leave, let alone arrive somewhere else.

DRIVER
Have it your own way sir, but be warned, you only have two hours at low tide to cross the causeway. If the tide comes in while you’re over there you could be trapped for the night. Oh, and make sure you keep between the stakes on the causeway. If you stray out onto the mudflats, the last thing you’ll see’ll be the mud closing round your eyes as it sucks you down to a cold and watery grave.

PATSY
I’ll bear that in mind.

DRIVER
And keep your eye out for the Polar Bears.

PATSY
Polar Bears? You get a lot of them on the Essex marshes, do you?

DRIVER
Oh no, I was thinking of that David Attenborough program I was watching last night. Fascinating. 

PATSY
Yes, I imagine it was. (EXITING) I’ll bid you good day, sir.

DRIVER
(WINNIES) Easy boy, easy.

SCENE SIX

(THE MARSHES)
(FX
SEAGULLS, CURLEW, WIND AND PERHAPS A FOGHORN IN THE DISTANCE. THESE SOUNDS CONTINUE THROUGHOUT. THE SOUND OF AN OYSTERMAN RAKING)

PATSY
(CALLS) You sir, over there.

OYSTERMAN
Over where?

PATSY
Over there.

OYSTERMAN
Oh, you mean, over here.

PATSY
Yes. What are you doing?

OYSTERMAN
I’m raking for oysters.

PATSY
Wouldn’t you be better doing that below the waterline, rather than on that footpath?

OYSTERMAN
Why’s that?

PATSY
Because that’s where the oysters are. That path is just gravel.

OYSTERMAN
(TO HIMSELF) I thought the pickins were slim.

PATSY
Now can you please tell me if it's safe to walk over this causeway.

OYSTERMAN
Oh yes perfectly safe (PAUSE) unless, of course,  you afeared a drownin'

PATSY
Look. All I need to know is, will the tide come in and cover the causeway 

OYSTERMAN 
That depends.

PATSY
On what?

OYSTERMAN 
Mainly, on whether the tide comes in and covers the causeway. It don't always but sometimes it do.

PATSY
Is it me, or is everyone in Essex, an idiot?

OYSTERMAN 
There's a legend round these parts that a young lady who lived in Eel Pie House set off one afternoon, just as the fog was coming down and the tide were risin steady. She thought she had plenty of time to get across to the shore in safety but what should didn't realise was the clock in the kitchen had stopped, and it were much later then she thought.  Even as she strode along the path the tide was lapping against the stones of the causeway. But she didn't notice because the sun was sinking, hiding the creepin waters from her sight.

PATSY
Don't tell me - no-one ever saw her again.

OYSTERMAN 
Funny you should mention that that, but in fact she got to the shore with no further problems.

PATSY
And that’s your idea of a legend, is it?

OYSTERMAN 
Round here, it is, We don’t need you city folk comin round here with yer fine 'an fancy tales and legends. Ours might be rubbish, but at least we make them up ourselves.

PATSY
So the causeway is safe, is it?

OYSTERMAN
Hard to say. Rumour has it, it’s haunted. 

PATSY
(TO HIMSELF) Here we go.

OYSTERMAN 
They say at nights you can hear the cries of souls lost to the sea by its treachery. They say the sound is like that of the seagulls flyin on the wind – plaintive, despairin…

PATSY
It sounds like seagulls?

OYSTERMAN
It do.

PATSY
Flying on the wind.

OYSTERMAN
It do.

PATSY
So the plaintive, despairing cries (PAUSE) might actually just be seagulls.

OYSTERMAN
That’s the more likely explanation, I’ll give you that.

PATSY
What about the mist?

OYSTERMAN
Ah yes, the mist. They say the souls of shipwrecked sailors sweep in with the mist. Nobody knows where they come from. Nobody knows where they go. No one’s ever seen them. No one’s ever heard them.

PATSY
In which case, how do you know they’re there?

OYSTERMAN
That’s the trouble with you city folk – no imagination.

PATSY
Right, I am going to cross that causeway and if I should drown, you can be sure my soul will sweep in with the mist, as it cries out like the seagulls, and it’ll stick that rake of yours up where the sun doesn’t shine.

OYSTERMAN
You mean Walton-on-the-Naze?

PATSY
Oh never mind. I’ll bid you good day.

OYSTERMAN
They say that the last man that tried….

PATSY
(EXITING) Oh just, shut up.


SCENE SEVEN

(THE CAUSEWAY)
(THE SOUND OF FOOTSTEPS ACROSS GRAVEL. WE HEAR WAVES LAPPING ON THE SHORE,  THE WIND MOANING, FOG HORNS,  SHIPS HOOTER IN THE DISTANCE) 

PATSY
Hello, hello. Is there somebody there? I can hear you, but I can't see you. It's this damn mist. Where did it come from? It wasn't there when I set out. Oh my God. Who are you? What are you?

NTWIB
I am… the Women in Black

PATSY
The Woman in Black?

NTWIB
Yes. The woman in Black.

PATSY
The Woman in Black?

NTWIB
Yes, on this very point along the causeway, one of the wheels of the slipped off the hard standing and lodged in the mud. My children were thrown off the carriage and into the mud, where, with terrible screams, that were drowned in the foul salty depths.

PATSY
The Woman in Black?

NTWIB
Yes. Ever since that day and I wandering on the lonely salt marsh, laying my curses on those who would dare intrude on my pitiless grief.

PATSY
The Woman in Black?

NTWIB
Why do you keep saying that. I’ve told you three times.

PATSY
Yes, but, you’re not exactly… a woman are you?

NTWIB
How dare you? How dare you?. Isn’t it enough that my life has been cursed by these terrible events, without accusations regarding my gender confusion.

PATSY
You’ve got a beard.

NTWIB
Joan of Arc had a beard.

PATSY
No, she didn't.

NTWIB
I can't help it if I've got a bit of facial hair.

PATSY
And a moustache.

NTWIB
It’s all the fashion in these parts.

PATSY
Yes, I'm sure it is. But not on a woman.

NTWIB
It started to grow after the appalling, tragic loss of my beautiful children. It must be the hormones.

PATSY
You’re wearing boots.

NTWIB
Women wear boots.

PATSY
Not hobnailed boots.

NTWIN
You can’t get ladies ones. Not out here in the mashes. Your stilettos get fouled up with cockles. 

PATSY
You haven’t got a bust.

NTWIN
Nor has Keira Knightley. I don't think I like your tone. What exactly are you suggesting?

PATSY
What I’m suggesting is that you’re not the Woman in Black at all, you’re in fact a transvestite pretending to be the Woman in Black and, frankly, I have to say, not very convincingly.

NTWIB
I’ve never been so insulted in my life.

PATSY
In addition, if I’m not very much mistaken you are the same man who earlier failed to take me to Eel Pie House on a horse and carriage, due to the fact that your horse and carriage was missing 50% of its constituent parts, namely - one horse. Now I am a busy man with work to do and I would appreciate if you ceased wasting my time with your nonsense and get out of my way.

NTWIB
Do you think I could pass as the Man in Black?

PATSY
What, Johnny Cash?

NTWIB
No, you’re right. Wouldn’t work, would it?

PATSY
You, my good fellow, can be whatever you wish to be (EXITING) and I don’t care as long as you get out of my way.

NTWIB
She said it wouldn’t work with the beard and moustache. (CALLS) What about Madonna? Worth a try? 

SCENE EIGHT.

OUTSIDE EEL PIE HOUSE.
PATSY
Ah, so this is it, is it? The notorious Eel Pie House. I really don't see what all the fuss is about. Seems like a perfectly normal respectable place. Shouldn't be too hard to sell. Being cut off from the mainland for 18 hours a day is, I suppose, a bit of a disadvantage. Still, it would be ideal for someone looking for a bit of peace and quiet – a disgraced bishop perhaps, or a doctor struck off for superfluous fondling. Bit damp, rundown and misty, I suppose, and those creepers, it almost looks as if the fronds are grasping the brickwork and dragging the house down into the saltmarsh.  Probably won't put that in the brochure. Maybe need to get one of those photo chappies to work on the pictures. Make it look a bit less foreboding, cover up those missing roof tiles and possibly blank out those terrifyingly monstrous gargoyles on every corner. Might suit a Goth couple, I suppose. Wait a minute, what was that up there? I got the distinct impression there was movement in that garret window. (CALLS) Hello. Hello. Anybody there? There's not supposed to be anyone here. Oh my God, there it is again. Some sort of ghastly white visage with bloodshot eyes glowing red in the mirk. Probably an Alabanian. We get all sorts these days, don't we? Anyway must get on. Now which was the key to the front door?

FX – THE JINGLING OF KEYS. KEYS TURNING IN THE LOCK. THE DOOR CREAKING OPEN)  

SILVER
Yes. Can I help 'e?

PATSY
Oh my God!!

SILVER
Don't be feard. I's jes the Botox be wearin' off. 

PATSY
No, no. My humble apologies, you just startled me. I wasn’t expecting anyone to be here.

SILVER 
I be the housekeeper. Mrs Silver.

PATSY
Not related to Long John, I hope.

SILVER
What's he mean by that?

PATSY
Anyway I was expecting the house to be empty

SILVER
It is empty.

PATSY
You're here.

SILVER
I knew I 'eard somethin' movin' about.

PATSY
May I come in?

SILVER
Come in where?

PATSY
Into the house.

SILVER 
He'll 'ave to wipe 'is feet.  The master dun like mud on the carpets.

PATSY
I think I can manage that. Anyway, I don't suppose he'll care much now.

SILVER
What's he mean by that?

PATSY
Well, he has been dead these last six weeks.

SILVER
No one toll me. I thought e'd been in that bathroom a long time. 'E goes in there with 'is copy of (Hello) magazine an' you dun see him fer days. 

PATSY
Yes. Well. Right. Anyway I'm here to sort out the paperwork and sell the house.

SILVER
Sell the 'ouse!. He can' sell this 'ouse. It be occ oo pied.

PATSY
By whom?

SILVER
Me. (BEAT) An 'er.

PATSY
'er? Who's 'er?

SILVER
Oh, nobody in particlar.

PATSY
The point is that this house belongs – or belonged to - Dr De’Ath and we will be selling the house, with the proceeds to go to his niece. 

SILVER
His niece. His niece. Dont 'e talk 'bout that woman. She never come to see 'im. Never. (BEAT) Cep for weekends. An' bank holidays. An' Christmas a course. Apart from that, never.

PATSY
I'm afraid it's all in the will.

SILVER
She’s nothin' but a brazen 'ussy. I seen her flauntin' 'er her wares along the King’s Road.

PATSY
Mmm, I don’t think you have somehow.

SILVER
What does 'e know of it?

PATSY
She’s a nun, I believe. Has dedicated her life to Jesus. When she's not here she spends her days in silent prayer.

SILVER
Ah, but you dun know what she gets up to on 'er day orf.

PATSY
I'm afraid the character of Miss D'Arth is never here nor there. She is the doctor's sole heir and the house must be sold. Staff don’t have any legal rights of residency

SILVER
It be 'gainst the law to throw people on the street. 'specially if they're dis-a-abulled.

PATSY
Dis-a-abulled? Oh, you mean disabled.

SILVER
'swat I said, d'd'n I? – dis-a-abulled.?

PATSY
And you're... dis-a-abulled, are you?

SILVER
I got tinnitus. I 'ear the sound o' the sea in me ears all day long.

PATSY
Tell me - does this sound get louder when the tide is in?

SILVER
Strangely, yes. 'ow's 'e know that?

PATSY
Look, we can give you plenty of time to make other arrangements.

SILVER
I don need no 'rangements. I live 'ere. Anyways, no one in 'is right mind'll wanna buy this place.

PATSY
As I understand it, there has already been some interest.

SILVER
This aint no hordinary 'ouse. It’s a terrible 'ouse, dark, evil, alive with menace.

PATSY
It's all in the brochure, apparently. 'With great character' is how they put it. 

SILVER
Oh, there be some great characters, alright. 'slike Piccalilli Circus in 'ere some nights.

PATSY
We probably won't mention that to the estate agent.

SILVER
No honest 'state agent 'oud 'andle this place.

PATSY
Probably just as well there aren’t any then.

DANVER
Oh, it be alright in the daylight. But when that tide come lap, lap, lappin' 'gainst the causeway and mist rolls in like a ghost 'cross the water. That’s when Eel Pie 'ouse shows i's true colours. 

PATSY
And yet you are keen to stay?

SILVER
Not many people know this, but this 'ouse were built over 'n Injun Graveyard.

PATSY
An Indian Graveyard?

SILVER
Yes.

PATSY
Strange. I wasn’t aware that there were any Indian Graveyards in England. And, as the nearest Red Indians are some five thousand miles away in North America, I would have thought the demand for such a graveyard in this area would be limited.

SILVER
There were them Apaches used to pick peas on Willowbrook Farm.

PATSY
I think you'll find they were gypsies. Not Apaches

SILVER
No, 'old on. I din mean an Injun Graveyard. I meant to say, there’s a gypsy curse. A old gypsy curse that anyone who live in this 'ouse s'doomed to die in agony within the year. 

PATSY
Apart from Dr De’Ath.

SILVER
Wha's 'e say?

PATSY
Dr De’Ath. He was eighty-seven, I believe. He died very quietly in hospital. Or so I understand. Also, as his housekeeper, you seem to be in reasonably good health. Not currently dying in agony, I notice. Or does the curse not apply to staff?

SILVER
No, now you come to mention 'm, there aint no curse. No what is 'ere in this 'ouse is aboni-ababble.

PATSY
Abonima what?

SILVER
Aboni-ababble.

PATSY
What is it - Godzilla, perhaps? The Aboni-ababble Snowman?

SILVER
He may laugh. But it be true. There be a mad women, up in the attic. Dr De-Ath’s first wife. He never talked 'bout 'er. But you can hear her, a screamin' an a shoutin' once the moon come up over the shipwreck.

PATSY
So now we’re going for the mad woman in the attic, are we? Jane Eyre, is it? Not going with the Indian Graveyard scenario after all? 

SILVER
Nay.

PATSY
Or the gypsy curse?

SILVER
Nay.

PATSY
The madwoman in the attic, it is then?

SILVER
Ay.

PATSY
Perhaps we could go up and you could introduce us?.

SILVER
All the doors be bolted and sealed. No one been up there for fifty years gone.

PATSY
So what does this madwoman eat then, if there’s no way up there? Spiders and bats, perhaps.

SILVER
Oh yes, I jes remembered. There be a small door just big enough to put her food in. (MAKES STRANGE NOISE IN BACK OF HER THROAT) Listen. Did 'e 'ear that? Did 'e 'ear 'er a screamin' an a goin' on?

PATSY
No. But I did hear you making a funny noise in the back of your throat.

SILVER
'e can mock me, but 'e dun realise what living in this house does to a person. 

PATSY
I'm beginning to get an idea.

SILVER
I give up my life lookin' after the doctor, an' now you want to throw me out on the street without a bye your leave. It ain't right, I tel 'e. 

PATSY
Look, I really don’t have time for all this. If you wouldn’t mind showing me where the doctor kept his documents, I need to get on with my work. I don’t want to get cut off by the tide.

SILVER
The tide!!  O' course. I’m afeared it be too late. Look, the tide is already meetin' cross the causeway. If 'e try to cross now, 'e'll never be seen again. So. 'e'll 'ave to stay the night.

PATSY
Very well, if that is the case, perhaps you’d be so kind to make me up a bed. I will spend the evening sorting out the papers and I will leave first thing in the morning. So where are these papers?

SILVER
I'll show 'im to the study. Wouldn't want no 'arm to come to 'im, would we now?  (EXITS CACKLING)

SCENE NINE

(THE BEDROOM AT NIGHT)
(FX
A KNOCK AT THE DOOR)

PATSY
Come in

(FX
THE DOOR CREAKS OPEN)
SILVER
I see 'e's made 'isself comforble. That bed alright for him?

PATSY
Yes fine, thank you.

SILVER
Now look I’ve bought 'im this lovely cup of cocoa. It’ll help 'im sleep.

PATSY
I need no help in sleeping, thank you. 

SILVER
He might do when it all kicks off.

PATSY
When what kicks off?

SILVER
In the night, 'he'll hear the ol' house a creakin' and a groanin'. This place at night s'like a galleon in a maelstrum. There's some that can take it. There's some that can't. I seen grown men turn in t' shiverin' wrecks. Anyway, ere's 'is cocoa.

PATSY
What's this white powder floating on the top?

SILVER
It jes be powder milk. There’s been no real milk since the milkman lef 'is las' pint. 'e los' 'is way on the causeway and was sucked down to a cold, soggy grave. 

PATSY
About the same time the Co-op stopped delivering milk, was it?

SILVER
'e can believe what 'e wants to believe, if it make 'im feel safer. 'ere, let me stir that cocoa for 'e.

PATSY
Do you always stir the cocoa with your finger?

SILVER
'is clean. I washed me 'ans yeserday.

PATSY
Yes, I'll probably give the cocoa a miss tonight. Perhaps you would be so kind to give me a call about seven.

SILVER
Ah well, if 'e dunee wan me hospiality, I leave 'im in peace. Not that there'll be much peace fore the sun rises. I bid 'e goodnight. An' may 'e rest in peace.

PATSY
I'm just going to sleep, Mrs Silver. I’m not going to die.

SILVER
Ar, ar, that's what they all say.

PATSY
All say? Who are 'they'?

SILVER
People who stay in this room, previous. They dun last the night or, if they do, they never be the same again. They dun let us put the advert on Air BNB no more. I'll see 'im in the mornin'. God willin'.
SCENE TEN

(THE BEDROOM AT NIGHT) 
(PATSY IS SNORING GENTLY)
(FX
THE WIND BLOWS AGAINST THE WINDOWS. AN OWL HOOTS. VARIOUS CREAKS AND GROANS. THE DOOR CREAKS OPEN)
PATSY
Mrs Silver? (PAUSE) Mrs Silver? (PAUSE) Look it’s no good. I know it’s just you pretending to be a ghost. You’re not fooling anyone, you know. (PAUSE) Now this is getting beyond a joke. That’s far enough. What’s happened to your face? My God, you’re not Silver.  What in God’s name are you? What do you want? Leave me be. Get away. Get away, you foul faced fiend. (SCREAMS)

SCENE ELEVEN.

(THE BEDROOM IN THE MORNING)
(FX
THE SOUND OF GENTLE WAVES AND BIRDSONG. THE DOOR CREAKS OPEN).
SILVER
Ah, he's sleepin' in. Ah well, dunn 'e worry They say if 'e can get through the night 'ere, 'e can last the night anywhere, even Ipswich. 'e soon gets used to all them noises from the attic and all that a creepin' an a sneakin'. It's jes as they say, the old house settlin' in. Will 'e be wantin' breakfast. It's eels again. The doctor used to love 'is eels. Mr Patsy. Mr Patsy. Are you awake? My Patsy. Hello.

PATSY
What what's that? Who's there? What time is it? I must get going.

SILVER
Oh my God, w'as 'appened to 'im?

PATSY
What do you mean?

SILVER
'e should look in the mirror.

PATSY
Why?

SILVER
Never 'e mind why. J'es look in the mirror.

PATSY
Well if I must. Oh my God, what's happened to my hair??!!.

SILVER
His 'air, 'is gone white, overnight.

PATSY
It can't be. Is this a trick? I look ninety years old.

SILVER
I tol' 'im. I tol' 'im, she'd come. She allus comes. 'an she allus 'as 'er revenge, one way or t'other. You do'n wanna sell this 'ouse, you wanna burn it to the ground. 'is the only way to end this evil. 

PATSY
I don't want to sell it. I just want to get back to London and away from all this madness.

SILVER
'aye, 'e can go back to London but once she got 'er 'eyes on you, there's no 'scapin' She'll follow 'im back ter Lonnun. She'll follow 'im for the rest of 'is days. 'ow d'ya like them eels?

(FX   MARSH SOUNDS UP AND THEN FADE)
END
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