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Scene 1 
Canterville Hall – morning.

 Lord Canterville enters in a hurry. His pockets are stuffed with letters. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: Good morning! Good morning, everybody. How nice to see you all. You’re all here for the tour of the house are you? Good, splendid. I’m so sorry I’m late. My housekeeper Mrs Umney and I have been very busy getting things ready for the new owners over the past few days.  This house has been in my family for over 600 years, but sadly I will be the last Canterville to live here at Canterville Hall. I’ve been forced to sell it I’m afraid. (He pulls handfuls of letters from his pockets). Look!  These are all bills. I’ll just put them in here until I can afford to pay them. (He opens a cupboard and dozens of letters fall out). Things have become so bad that I hate getting letters these days.
A postman enters holding a letter.

POSTMAN: Special delivery for Lord Canterville.

LORD CANTERVILLE: Never heard of him. 

POSTMAN: Oh! Right. Thank you. 

The postman leaves. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: Anyway, I’m sure you don’t want to hear about my troubles. You’ve paid for your visit, so let’s get on with the tour. 

The postman comes back.

POSTMAN: This is Canterville Hall?

LORD CANTERVILLE: No, no. Canterville Hall is miles away from here, miles away.
Lord Canterville leads the postman out again. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: Sorry about that. This is the great hall, and over here you see the.
The postman returns again. 

POSTMAN: It says ‘Welcome to Canterville Hall’ on the notice outside the front door. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: It’s a very old notice. Good day. 

He pushes the postman out again. 
LORD CANTERVILLE: Now hopefully we won’t have any more interruptions. As I was saying….

A very old and very grumpy looking woman enters. 
LORD CANTERVILLE: Mrs Umney! 

Mrs Umney uses as few words as possible. She prefers to make a disapproving noise which sounds like - humph! 

MRS UMNEY: Humph!

LORD CANTERVILLE: (to audience) This is my housekeeper, Mrs Umney. Say hello to our visitors Mrs Umney. 

MRS UMNEY: Humph! 

LORD CANTERVILLE: What is it Mrs Umney?

MRS UMNEY: Americans!

LORD CANTERVILLE: Already? 

MRS UMNEY: Humph!

LORD CANTERVILLE: Ask them to wait in the drawing room until I’ve finished the tour. 

MRS UMNEY: Humph!

LORD CANTERVILLE: It seems the Otis family, the Americans who have bought Canterville Hall, have arrived already so we’ll have to be quick.   Now, if you will follow me up the main staircase to the picture gallery I can introduce you to some of my relatives. 

He mimes walking upstairs. Actors enter with picture frames. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: Here we have a portrait of Sir Cecil the Stupid, one of the most foolish Cantervilles in history. He thought he was a dog, and spent all day making his servants throw sticks for him so that he could fetch them. This is Lady Audrey Canterville. She spent most of her fortune on Opera lessons and once hired the whole of Covent Garden Opera House for a month so that she could sing in public… It’s a pity she was tone deaf.  This is one of my favourite pictures. Lady Bella de Canterville was one of the most beautiful women in Britain in her day. She was married five times – unfortunately she didn’t bother getting divorced in between husbands.  Then we have Sir Donald McCanterville of the Scottish branch of the family who died tripping over a set of bagpipes and falling downstairs, and finally Dame Doris Canterville who looks lovely, but was a gambler and a thief. 
Dame Doris picks Lord Canterville’s pocket and waves his handkerchief. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: As you can see most of the Canterville family are either foolish, eccentric or wicked. Perhaps we deserve to lose Canterville Hall and let someone new take over. 

ALL OF THE PORTRAITS: No!!!!

LORD CANTERVILLE: I sometimes feel that if these portraits could speak they would be very angry with me for selling our family home.

PORTRAITS: Idiot!  Twit!  L – Loser! 

LORD CANTERVILLE: Oh well. Let’s go back down again. This time we’ll use the spiral staircase (mimes it), past the squeaky stair (there is a squeak), and back to the ground floor once again. 

A smartly dressed businesswoman in sunglasses enters holding a mobile phone (Mrs Otis). 

MRS OTIS: (into phone) No, tell them unless they can make it two million I’m not interested. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: Oh! How do you do. You must be….

MRS OTIS: Ok. I’ll speak to you tomorrow. (To Lord Canterville) Sorry, Lucretia Otis. (She shakes hands). 

LORD CANTERVILLE: James Canterville. 

MRS OTIS: You’re Lord Canterville? 

LORD CANTERVILLE: I am. 

MRS OTIS: I expected someone older. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: I inherited the title when I was in my twenties. Is that a problem? 

MRS OTIS: I guess not.
LORD CANTERVILLE: Are the rest of your family still in the drawing room?

MRS OTIS: Yes. There was no signal there, so… (She holds up her phone)
LORD CANTERVILLE: What do you think of the house?

MRS OTIS: It’s like being in an episode of Downton Abbey. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: Yes. I suppose it is a little. I’m glad I have a chance to talk to you before the others arrive as there is something important I need to tell you about the house…

An American teenager (Washington) enters. He is playing a video game. He does not see Lord Canterville.     

WASHINGTON: Why is there no wi-fi in this dump?

MRS OTIS: Washington, this is Lord Canterville. Lord Canterville, my son Washington. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: Pleased to meet you.

Holds out his hand to shake

WASHINGTON: (slaps his hand) Wassup! 

MRS OTIS: Washington! What will Lord Canterville think of us?

Washington returns to playing his computer game, Lord Canterville raises an eyebrow. A young girl enters (Virginia Otis). 

MRS OTIS: My daughter Virginia. Virginia, this is Lord Canterville. 

VIRGINIA: You’re a Lord?

LORD CANTERVILLE: I am.  

Virginia curtseys. 

MRS OTIS: From one extreme to the other! Really, Virginia.
LORD CANTERVILLE: You don’t have to curtsey my dear. 

VIRGINIA: Well I never met a real live English lord before. Is that your coat of arms over the fireplace?

LORD CANTERVILLE: That’s right. 

VIRIGINA: It’s wonderful to be surrounded by history like this. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: I’m glad you think so.

VIRGINIA: Where we come from almost everything is new. 

MRS OTIS: That’s not exactly true honey. The mountains and rivers in the States are the same age as the ones over here. 

VIRGINIA: You know what I mean. (To Lord Canterville) Will it be hard for you to leave?

LORD CANTERVILLE: It will. Yes.

He looks for his handkerchief but cannot find it. 

VIRGINIA: Don’t worry. We’ll take good care of the house for you. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: Thank you. That makes me feel a great deal better.

MRS OTIS: Just a second. Virginia, do you never listen to a word I say?

VIRGINIA: What do you mean?

MRS OTIS: Washington!

Washington looks up from his video game. 

WASHINGTON: Wassup?

MRS OTIS: What is going to happen to Canterville Hall?

WASHINGTON: (making a gesture with his hands) Splat!

MRS OTIS: Exactly.

VIRGINIA: No! 

LORD CANTERVILLE: I don’t understand what you mean.

VIRGINIA: It’s going to be demolished. Mom how could you?

LORD CANTERVILLE: Demolished!!

MRS OTIS: We are going to build an estate of houses here, Lord Canterville. Didn’t your lawyer tell you?

LORD CANTERVILLE: Houses?
MRS OTIS: Yes. A high class development of ten eco-properties with every modern convenience. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: But you can’t…I won’t let you…..

MRS OTIS: I’m afraid it’s too late for all that. The deeds are signed. Canterville Hall belongs to the Otis Property Group Plc and we can do whatever we like with it. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: Oh my goodness!! 

He feels faint and has to sit down. 

VIRGINIA: Are you Ok, Lord Canterville?  

LORD CANTERVILLE: Yes, I think so.  But Mrs Otis…

MRS OTIS: Call me Lucretia, please. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: Lucretia. Why are you doing this? Give me one good reason why you want to knock down Canterville Hall. 

MRS OTIS: I’ll give you two very good reasons. Money and jobs. How many people are there around here who don’t have any work?

LORD CANTERVILLE: Um. I’m not sure.

MRS OTIS: I’ll tell you then. Too many. The estate will be great for the local economy. 

VIRGINIA: But why knock the house down, mom?  

WASHINGTON: Yeah. Why?

They all look at him in surprise

MRS OTIS: Washington?

LORD CANTERVILLE: I’m glad to see that you agree with me too, 
Washington. 

WASHINGTON: You can tear out all this old stuff inside, and make the whole place into condos.

VIRGINIA: No! 

MRS OTIS: That’s my boy. The place is falling apart. The roof needs replacing. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: I was going to do that next year.
MRS OTIS: And there’s dry rot everywhere. It’s much cheaper to bulldoze it.  

WASHINGTON: Awesome. Can I drive the bulldozer?

MRS OTIS: If you want to, sweetheart. 

VIRGINIA: The trouble with you two is, that all you care about is money. There’s more to life than money you know. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: I agree, Miss Virginia. Oscar Wilde put it very well. I’m sorry to say that you know the price of everything, and the value of nothing.

MRS OTIS: Excuse me Lord Canterville, but if you had paid more attention to the price of things, you wouldn’t be in this mess right now. And you, Virginia.  I didn’t notice you complaining when I gave you your first credit card. Money does not grow on trees. You have to earn it.  Now, if you don’t mind I need to freshen up before lunch. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: Yes, of course. I beg your pardon. It’s all rather a shock, that’s all. Here are the keys to the house. They’re all labelled. I’m afraid there’s one room next to the attic that you can’t get into. The key has been missing for years.

WASHINGTON: Can I kick the door down, mom?

LORD CANTERVILLE: That won’t be possible.

WASHINGTON: Why not? It’s our house isn’t it?

LORD CANTERVILLE: It is. But the door is reinforced with iron bars.

WASHINGTON: Oh 

LORD CANTERVILLE: Um. There is one more thing before I go.

MRS OTIS: Yes?

LORD CANTERVILLE: Nobody, other than a member of the Canterville family, has ever been able to stay in this house for longer than one week. 

MRS OTIS: (shivering) Because of the lousy central heating?

LORD CANTERVILLE: No…. I wasn’t going to say this in front of the young people as I didn’t want to scare them.

MRS OTIS: Scare them?

WASHINGTON: I’ve seen every horror film you can name – most of them in 3D.  Please, please, try to scare me!  

VIRGINIA: What is it?

LORD CANTERVILLE: This house is haunted. 

VIRGINIA: I knew there was something special about this house. 

WASHINGTON: What is it? Poltergeist? Headless horseman? Demon baby? Screaming skull? 

LORD CANTERVILLE: No, nothing like that. 

WASHINGTON: Blood sucking vampire? Killer clown? 

LORD CANTERVILLE: It’s the spirit of one of my ancestors, Sir Simon de Canterville. He appears in the house every night on the stroke of midnight. 

WASHINGTON: Some old dead dude?

LORD CANTERVILLE: I suppose so yes.

WASHINGTON: (returning to his computer game) That is so lame.

VIRGINIA: Tell us about him, please, Lord Canterville. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: Mrs Otis?

MRS OTIS: Sure. If she wants to hear about it, go ahead. 

She is about to leave. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: You aren’t interested? 

MRS OTIS: I don’t believe in ghosts, Lord Canterville. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: How do you explain this then?

He points at the floor. 

MRS OTIS: The floorboards?

LORD CANTERVILLE: No. This. 

MRS OTIS: What is that? Tomato ketchup? 

LORD CANTERVILLE: It’s blood. 

WASHINGTON: Blood? Cool. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: It is the bloodstain where Sir Simon de Canterville’s wife died. When he murdered her. 

WASHINGTON: Was he like a serial killer?

LORD CANTERVILLE: No. He just murdered his wife. 

WASHINGTON: Told you he was lame. 

MRS OTIS: Washington!

LORD CANTERVILLE: The stain can never be removed. Wash it away and it returns the next day. 

WASHINGTON: (mocking) Whoeee! A magic bloodstain. I am crapping myself. 

VIRGINIA: Shut up Washington.  

LORD CANTERVILLE: The red of the blood is supposed to be the same shade as the rubies in the necklace his wife was wearing when she died. 

VIRGINIA: I hope the ghost is real. I’ve always wanted to meet one. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: Well my dear. If you stay in this house for any length of time, sooner or later, you will see a hideous, ghastly, horrifying apparition…. 

WASHINGTON: Called Mrs Umney.

MRS OTIS: Washington! 

She chases him out. Music.
Scene 2 
 Later that afternoon. 

Virginia enters carrying a bunch of wild flowers. Mrs Otis comes in. She is drying her hair with a towel. 

MRS OTIS: This place is huge and the bathroom was freezing. What have you been up to?

VIRGINIA: Looking around. Smell these flowers, mom. The grounds are really beautiful. Hey, what do you think the deal is with the locked room next to the attic? 

MRS OTIS: What do you mean?

VIRGINIA: Kind of mysterious don’t you think? A secret locked room?

MRS OTIS: If you say so, honey.  

VIRGINIA: Doesn’t any of it matter to you?

MRS OTIS: Any of what?

VIRGINIA: (indicates the house) This!

MRS OTIS: Virginia, sweetheart, you can’t afford to be sentimental in business. 

VIRGINIA: But what about beauty? What about history? Don’t any of those things matter to you?

MRS OTIS: Sure. Of course they do. The thing is honey, that we need this deal to go through. Since your dad died, running things alone hasn’t been easy.  It’s hard for a woman to succeed in this business.  I just need you to understand how important this is for all of us. Building this estate will make us financially secure. 

VIRGINIA: (after a pause) I’m sorry, mom, I didn’t realise. 

She embraces her. 

MRS OTIS: Why should you?  It’s my job to provide for this family, not yours. 

VIRGINIA: Mom?

MRS OTIS: What is it?

VIRGINIA: Do you think Lord Canterville was right? Is it really possible that there is a ghost here?

MRS OTIS: You know I don’t believe in any of that nonsense. 

VIRGINIA: If there is, I don’t think the ghost would be very happy about our plans for his home. 

MRS OTIS: He can always haunt one of the new houses on the estate. 

There is a loud clap of thunder. They both jump. 

VIRGINIA: I think he heard you!  

MRS OTIS: It’s just a summer storm. Come on. Let’s see if we can find the kitchen. I want to see what Mrs Umney is planning for dinner this evening. 

There is another clap of thunder.

Scene 3

 Attic Room – that evening. 
There is a chair covered in cobwebs and a small writing desk. Music builds; there is another clap of thunder and the clock strikes twelve. There is the sound of moaning, an ‘ah’ sound which grows louder and louder.  The ghost enters (Sir Simon). He is dressed in Georgian costume, which is covered in cobwebs and dust. He is also wearing a powdered wig. 
SIR SIMON: Ah...ah...ah…(he sneezes) Atishoo!  Oh dear, oh dear. I have such a terrible cold. (He blows his nose). Yes, I know what you’re thinking, how can someone who has been dead for over two hundred and fifty years have a cold?  Well, I don’t know. All I know is that my nose is running, my head aches, and I feel awful. It’s very chilly haunting the corridors of this house at night. The central heating is completely useless and the windows don’t fit properly. My great, great, great, great, great, grandson, or whatever he is, has let the place go to rack and ruin. Even so, I can’t believe he actually sold it. That American family are going to regret the day they set foot in Canterville Hall or my name isn’t Sir Simon de Canterville.  I’ll get that brat of a boy first. I heard him mocking me. I can’t wait to wipe that stupid grin off his face. I’ll send a shiver down his spine that will make him tingle for a week.  
He exits laughing. 

Scene 4
 Washington’s room - the same evening.

Washington is sitting on his bed playing a video game. The sound is very loud. There is a large trunk against one wall.  

WASHINGTON: Come on! Come on!  Yes!  Die you mutant scum! Die! 500 points. Now pick up the money... get on the motorbike... Are those special-forces? More aliens!! Where’s my uzi?

MRS OTIS: (voice off) Honey! 

WASHINGTON: Oh man! Out of ammo? How can that be? OK, kick start the bike...NO! Not out of gas too?! OK, Ok, let me think....grenade launcher! 

MRS OTIS: (enters the room) Washington it’s late. You need to get some sleep.

WASHINGTON: Just five more minutes, Mom. I’m right in the middle of a full out alien attack. 

MRS OTIS: Now! 

WASHINGTON: Ok Ok, just let me use this flame thrower. 

Mrs Otis looks over his shoulder at the screen.

MRS OTIS: Oooh! Yuck. What are those things?

WASHINGTON: Mutant Lobster people. Hold on. I’ll just fry them. 

MRS OTIS: (horrified) Oh! 

Washington turns off the game. 

WASHINGTON: Done and dusted. 

MRS OTIS: Are you sure that game won’t give you nightmares?

WASHINGTON: No way. 

MRS OTIS: Why are all these games so violent?

WASHINGTON: That one isn’t violent. 

MRS OTIS: You just set fire to half a dozen lobster people things. 

WASHINGTON: Mmm. Crispy fried prawn. 

MRS OTIS: Well, I just hope these games aren’t having a bad effect you. You read about all sorts of terrible things in the newspapers.   

WASHINGTON: Don’t worry mom. If Earth gets invaded by giant mutant lobsters, I promise not to set fire to them. Ok?

MRS OTIS: I’m serious. It worries me. Some of these so called games are really sick.   

WASHINGTON: I’m smart enough to know the difference between a game, and real life, mom. 

MRS OTIS: I guess so.  Ok, honey. Sleep tight.

She kisses him. 

WASHINGTON: (lying down) Night, mom.  

MRS OTIS: Night. 

She leaves the room. Washington immediately sits up and grabs his tablet again. 

WASHINGTON: Just another half an hour or so... But first....stealth mode. 

He takes some earphones out of his pocket, plugs them in and continues playing the game in silence. There is a creaking sound. The lid of the trunk opens and Sir Simon de Canterville appears from inside it. 

SIR SIMON: (standing in the trunk) Right. Here goes. Stand by to be terrified, you colonial nincompoop! 

He waves his hands, there is a clap of thunder, he gives a wicked laugh.  Washington doesn’t notice him. 

SIR SIMON: Oh for goodness sake! 

He waves his arms again, there is another clap of thunder. Washington looks up and sees Sir Simon. 

WASHINGTON: Hey you freaky creep what are you doing in that trunk? And why the hell are you dressed like Mozart? 

SIR SIMON: (pointing at Washington) Leave this house!

He lifts his arms up. There is a huge clap of thunder. 

WASHINGTON: Nice effect. Dramatic. Is that Dolby stereo? 

SIR SIMON: (Trying again, using a ghostly voice) LEAVE THIS HOUSE!

WASHINGTON: I-phone voice changer app.  I’ve got one too, Amadeus. (he speaks in a funny voice) So how much did she pay you?

SIR SIMON: What?

WASHINGTON: My sister. How much did she pay you?

SIR SIMON: What do you mean?

WASHINGTON: It’s so obvious this is a set up. That is the worst fancy dress costume I’ve ever seen. And that crappy wig. Didn’t they even have a decent mask?  The one you’ve got makes you look ridiculous.  

SIR SIMON: (very offended) I’m not wearing a mask!

WASHINGTON: Oh! My mistake. Anyway just run along and tell her it didn’t work. (He laughs.) You must’ve been hiding in that trunk for hours, man, that is so lame. 

SIR SIMON: I haven’t been waiting in this trunk. I chose to materialise here that’s all.  

WASHINGTON: Sure, yeah. I forgot. Because you’re a scary ghostie. Please! Who are you anyway? The butler?

SIR SIMON: The butler?! I’ve never been so insulted in my whole life. I am Sir Simon de Canterville and you are an ignoramus!  You haven’t heard the last of this!

He gets back into the trunk and slams shut the lid. 

WASHINGTON: You can’t stay in that trunk for ever, you know, and I’m not going to sleep with some creepy wierdo in my room. I’ll count to three then I’m going to pull you out of there by your wig and kick your ass. One, two, three. 

He opens the trunk.  It is empty.  He tips it up, there is nobody inside. 

WASHINGTON: That is one really neat trick. He’s vanished completely. That dude must be a fan of David Copperfield. Now how did he do it? Nothing under here, no levers. Nothing at all. I don’t get it. He couldn’t really be...?  No that’s crazy. It must be a trick. (Calls.) Come on, you can come out now! (Silence.)  I don’t know though....could he really be...? What the heck, I feel like a complete idiot but..... (calls out again) Hey, ghost... Mr Ghost dude? I’m sorry I didn’t believe you. Yo, Sir Stephen!

Sir Simon appears on the other side of the room.   

SIR SIMON: Sir Simon!

WASHINGTON: Woah! Sir Simon. Sorry. Wait a minute. You’re not a hologram are you? Because if you are, then my sister has totally foxed me. 

SIR SIMON: Of course I’m not hollow.  I’m not even see-through.  

WASHINGTON: But, you are a 100 per cent genuine spook?

SIR SIMON: We prefer the term departed spirit. But yes, I am. (He bows.)    

WASHINGTON: Awesome. (He points his tablet at Sir Simon.) Stand by to become an internet sensation.  Damn it! You don’t show up on screen. 

SIR SIMON: May I ask you a question?

WASHINGTON: Fire away. 

SIR SIMON: Why aren’t you frightened of me?

WASHINGTON: Have you seen “Paranormal Activity 2”?

SIR SIMON: No. What is it?

WASHINGTON: It’s a movie.  

SIR SIMON: Movie?

WASHINGTON: Look, there’s a trailer right here on You Tube. 

He shows the screen of his tablet to Sir Simon. They watch together for a few moments. The music from the soundtrack plays.  There is a shocking moment. Sir Simon jumps and screams. 

WASHINGTON: You see? Now that’s scary. Or there’s this Japanese girl in “The Grudge” who crawls about like this... (He imitates a moment from the film). 

SIR SIMON: Stop it! That’s horrible!

WASHINGTON: Exactly.  You want to scare people in this day and age you’re going to need to up your game. I’ve got a great idea.  I’ll show you how to do it. We can totally scare Ginny witless. It will be a blast. 

SIR SIMON: Ginny?

WASHINGTON: My sister Virginia. I don’t know why I didn’t think of it right away. She said she wanted to meet you. 

SIR SIMON: Did she? 

WASHINGTON: Come on. Her room is just along the hall. I’ve got some gear I bought for Halloween I’ve been wanting to try out.  

They exit. Virginia enters wearing a bath robe. She is searching the web on her tablet computer. 

Scene 5
 Virginia’s room –  later the same night. 

VIRGINIA: (reading) Summoning spells for calling a spirit: draw a circle with chalk on the ground. (She does so.) Stand in the centre of the circle and spin once anti-clockwise. Now chant the following phrase three time - Oh spirit of the dead, approach and be seen;  Oh spirit of the dead, approach and be seen; Oh spirit of the dead, approach and be seen.....

She waits a moment. Nothing happens.

VIRGINIA: There is so much rubbish on the internet. 

She leaves the circle and sits on the bed. A terrifying masked figure suddenly jumps out at her. Virginia screams hysterically.  The attacker chases her around the room. Virginia reaches under the bed and pulls out a baseball bat. She then turns on her attacker and swings it at his head.  

WASHINGTON: (trying to remove his mask) Woah! Ginny, hold up! It’s me, Washington.  

Virginia continues following him around the room trying to hit him with the bat. 

VIRGINIA: I’m going to kill you, you little jerk. 

WASHINGTON: Hold up! Hold up! Ginny. It was just a joke!  

VIRGINIA: (swinging bat) How funny is this?

WASHINGTON: You wanted to meet a real ghost. Now is your chance. He’s here. 

VIRGINIA: (sarcastic) Oh really? Where?

Washington steps to one side revealing Sir Simon.

SIR SIMON: Right here, my dear. 

VIRGINIA: Oh my goodness!  

Virginia staggers as if she is slightly dizzy. Mrs Otis enters. She is holding a heavy candlestick as a weapon. She does not see Sir Simon. She reacts to Washington in the mask and tries to hit him. 

MRS OTIS: Get away from my daughter, you psychopath!

WASHINGTON: Mom, it’s me!

MRS OTIS: Washington!?  

MRS OTIS: What in Heaven’s name are you wearing? 

WASHINGTON: It’s a Halloween mask. It was just a joke, Mom.  

MRS OTIS: Well, it isn’t one that I find remotely amusing. You can tell me all the details in the morning. Go to your room right away.  

WASHINGTON: Hold on, Mom. What about the ghost?

He points at Sir Simon. Mrs Otis looks directly at the ghost, but does not see him.

MRS OTIS: What ghost?

WASHINGTON: That ghost right there!

Virginia looks puzzled by the fact that her mother cannot see the ghost. 

MRS OTIS: Is this another one of your jokes, Washington, because if it is....

WASHINGTON: Ginny. Back me up. Tell mom that Sir Simon de Canterville is right here in this room with us.

VIRGINIA: (deliberately pretending not to see Sir Simon) Yeah. Very funny Washington. I’m not joining in your stupid game. 

Washington sticks his tongue out at his sister. 

WASHINGTON: Sir Simon, say something to my mother. 

Sir Simon crosses to Mrs Otis.  

SIR SIMON: LEAVE THIS HOUSE!

WASHINGTON: See, you must have heard that

MRS OTIS: Washington...bed. Now! 

SIR SIMON: (beginning to enjoy himself.) You old battleaxe!

Virginia is shocked but keeps quiet. 

WASHINGTON: (to ghost) Shut up! 

MRS OTIS: Washington! How dare you tell me to shut up!
WASHINGTON: I didn’t. 

MRS OTIS: You did. I just heard you. 

Sir Simon sticks his tongue out at Mrs Otis. 

WASHINGTON: (to ghost) Stop being so rude. 

MRS OTIS: Me! You’re the one who’s being rude.  

WASHINGTON: Not you. I was talking to him.

SIR SIMON: (to Washington) You really are an idiot! 
WASHINGTON: (to ghost) You arrogant git! I don’t care if you are three hundred years old, I’m going to kick your butt for you. 

MRS OTIS: (Shouting) THAT IS ENOUGH! I knew those computer games were a bad influence. I want that computer first thing tomorrow morning. You’re banned from playing any games at all for a month. 

WASHINGTON: But mom! 

MRS OTIS: Not another word, Mister. To your room. This minute!   

Washington leaves angrily. 

MRS OTIS: That boy is in a whole heap of trouble. Now, Virginia. Are you sure you’re all right, honey? When I heard you screaming I was terrified. 

VIRGINIA: Yeah. I’m sure. Thanks, mom. I just had a bit of a shock that’s all.  

Her mother kisses her and leaves the room. Sir Simon sneezes loudly.

VIRGINIA: Bless you!

SIR SIMON: Thank you. I don’t think anyone is in need of blessing more than me. 

VIRGINIA: I guess not. After all you did kill your wife, didn’t you?

SIR SIMON: I’m afraid so.  I’m sorry if I frightened you. 

VIRGINIA: You didn’t. I just felt really cold and dizzy when I saw you. 

SIR SIMON: Ah yes. I have that effect on some people.  The sensitive ones... Not like your mother. 

VIRGINIA: You should apologise for being so rude to her. 

SIR SIMON: I don’t see why.  You should all apologise for wanting to tear down this house. 

VIRGINIA: Oh, you know about that?

SIR SIMON: I’m dead, not deaf. 

VIRGINIA: Then you know that I’m against the idea. 

SIR SIMON: Yes. Thank you for that.  If the house is destroyed then the only hope I have to escape this awful prison here on earth will be lost. I will be trapped forever. 

VIRGINIA: But why? I don’t understand.

SIR SIMON: The Canterville riddle.  

VIRGINIA: What’s that?

SIR SIMON: As my wife lay dying she cursed my mortal soul. That is the reason I am still here in this house.  But although she hated me when she died, she loved me too. So she also cast a spell which could release me. The secret is hidden in what we call the Canterville riddle. It is written above the fireplace in the great hall. 

VIRGINIA: How could she do that? Curse you, cast a spell?  

SIR SIMON: She was a remarkable woman my wife, magical. You remind me of her in some ways. 

VIRGINIA: Then why did you kill her?

SIR SIMON: She drove me to it. Wearing her prettiest clothes every day, showing herself off in public, smiling at other men. I couldn’t help myself. 

VIRGINIA: But that’s terrible. You killed her for something as trivial as that?

SIR SIMON: It wasn’t my fault. Not at all. Jealousy is a terrible thing. Terrible.  I hope you never discover it for yourself. (There is the sound of a cockerel crowing.) Daylight is almost here. It is time that I was gone.  Goodnight my dear – or rather good morning. 

VIRGINIA: Good morning. 

Sir Simon exits. Virginia watches him leave and then exits. 

Scene 6
 The Great Hall – the next morning. 

A builder wearing a hard hat and high visibility jacket enters with Mrs Otis.

MRS OTIS: So we’re agreed then. We need to get this place knocked down as quickly as possible.  Then they won’t be able to do a thing about it. 

The builder nods and exits. Virginia enters. 

MRS OTIS: Good morning, sleepy head.  It’s past eleven. 

VIRGINIA: Is Washington up yet?

MRS OTIS: Your brother’s still in disgrace for that nonsense last night.  I think he’s gone out for a walk. 

VIRGINIA: A walk!! 

MRS OTIS: I know! I couldn’t believe it either. 

VIRGINIA: What was the builder doing here?

MRS OTIS: We have to bring the demolition forward. That old busybody Lord Canterville has been causing trouble in the village. The local council might try to stop us. There’s going to be a public meeting. 

VIRGINIA: Sir Simon de Canterville?

MRS OTIS: No. Lord Canterville -  the guy we met on the first day. Sir Simon’s the dead one, isn’t he? The one Washington pretended he could see in your bedroom. 

VIRGINIA: He did see him mom.... (Pause.) And so did I. 

MRS OTIS: Don’t be silly, Virginia. I’m not in the mood. 

VIRGINIA: It’s true, I saw him. He doesn’t want you to knock the house down.  It’s really important that you don’t or he could be trapped here on earth  forever. 

MRS OTIS: This isn’t funny. 

VIRGINIA: I have to solve the riddle. 

MRS OTIS: What?

VIRGINIA: It’s written on the wall above the fireplace. 

MRS OTIS: Fine, go right ahead. You have until 9.00am tomorrow. The men need to set dynamite around the house as soon as possible. Then this place will be a pile of rubble and we can move into a nice modern hotel.  

She exits. 

VIRGINIA: Oh no!  I have to solve the riddle right away. 
Virginia crosses to the fireplace. She looks at the words written above it.  Washington enters. He looks very depressed. 

VIRGINIA: Washington! Thank goodness. You have to help me. 

WASHINGTON: Why should I? I’m banned from playing video games because of you. 

VIRGINIA: Don’t be such a baby. It’s for Sir Simon. 

WASHINGTON: I don’t care. That old ghoul made me look like a complete idiot.

VIRGINIA: Come on, Washington. I’ll make it up to you. 

WASHINGTON: Yeah? How?

Virginia shows him her smart phone. 

VIRGINIA: Half an hour of candy crush saga?

WASHINGTON: (he grabs for the phone) Ok. What do I need to do?

VIRGINIA: (holding the phone away from him.) Help me to translate this.
She points at the fireplace. 

WASHINGTON: What is it?

VIRGINIA: It’s a riddle. 

WASHINGTON: Why do you need to translate it?

VIRGINIA: It’s written in German. 

WASHINGTON: Don’t be silly. This is England. How can it be written in German?

VIRGINIA: When Sir Simon was alive the kings of England were German, the Hanovarians. 

WASHINGTON: So everyone British spoke German?

VIRGINIA: No, of course not. But the royal family and some of the aristocracy did.  I think Sir Simon’s wife might have been German.  

WASHINGTON: Um Himmels Willen!
VIRGINIA: This is what I need.  You did German at school.

WASHINGTON: A bit. 

VIRGINIA: So what does this mean?

She points at the words above the fireplace. 

WASHINGTON: (looks at the words for a few moments.) No idea. 

VIRGINIA: Washington!

WASHINGTON: I failed the class! 

VIRGINIA: Ok. No games then. 

WASHINGTON: Hold on. Hold on. I’ll get us some help.  There’s a whole group from a school in Austria on an exchange week looking round the house this morning. 

VIRGINIA: What?

WASHINGTON: Yeah. They booked ages ago so I let them in.  Let’s go and find them.   
He points to the audience. Washington and Virginia ask a group of students to come on stage to help him with the translation.  

WASHINGTON: Can you help us please? This is the riddle. 
Wenn plötzlich sehend wird der Blinde,

Im verloren’ Schild den Schlüssel finde,

Und die Wahrheit dich vom Fluch entbinde.
WASHINGTON: Can you help me with some of these words? 

The pupils help him with the translation.  

VIRGINIA: Thanks so much!
WASHINGTON: Yeah, thanks guys. (He holds his hand out to Virginia.) Candy Crush Saga now!

She gives him her phone. 

WASHINGTON: (very excited) Yes!

He begins playing. Mrs Otis re-enters carrying some building plans. As she passes Washington she takes the phone out of his hands, and carries on out of the room.  

VIRGINIA: Darn it. I don’t have a clue what this riddle means now that it is in English! 

WASHINGTON: It means give up. 

VIRGINIA: No. Never. I just need to speak to Sir Simon again tonight, that’s all. 

WASHINGTON: I’m going to take a look at the explosives. It is going to be so awesome to see this place get blown sky high.

He exits.  Virginia sighs, then yawns. 

VIRGINIA: If I’m going to stay up until midnight then I need to take a nap.   

She exits.  

Scene 7
 Later that night.   

The clock strikes twelve.  There is a clap of thunder and Sir Simon enters. Mrs Otis enters from the other side of the stage. She is wearing a dressing gown and carrying a mug of hot chocolate. She does not see Sir Simon.  She stops for a second and looks at her mobile phone.  

MRS OTIS: (to herself) If it’s midnight here then it’s eight am in Los Angeles; too early to call the bank. 

While she speaks Sir Simon creeps up behind her and blows on her hot chocolate.  Mrs Otis takes a sip. 

MRS OTIS: Yeuk! It’s completely cold.  The heating here is even worse than I thought. 

She exits muttering. Virginia enters. 

VIRGINIA: I saw that. 

SIR SIMON: Sorry, I couldn’t resist it!  Did you have any luck with the riddle?

VIRGINIA: Not really.  I wanted to ask you about it.  

SIR SIMON: There’s no point.  If I knew what it meant I wouldn’t be here now. 

VIRGINIA: But did you ever have a shield?

SIR SIMON: I’m afraid not.  We used guns in my day.  Shields aren’t a lot of use against a rifle. 

VIRGINIA: Did you know anyone blind?

SIR SIMON: Not literally. 

VIRGINIA: What do you mean?

SIR SIMON: There are none so blind as those that will not see. 

VIRGINIA: What does that mean?

SIR SIMON: People like your mother. People who are either too stupid or too involved with their own lives to see what is right in front of their faces.

VIRGINIA: That’s it!

SIR SIMON: It is?

VIRGINIA: If we can make my mother see you, then perhaps we will have solved part of the riddle. 

SIR SIMON: I doubt it. 

VIRGINIA: Wait there. 

She exits. A pause. 
SIR SIMON: This is all a complete waste of time. 

Virginia returns with her mother. 

MRS OTIS: When we get back to L.A., I’m taking you and your brother to see a really good psychotherapist. 

VIRGINIA: (She points her mother towards Sir Simon.) Mom! Just look -  carefully - right there. Tell me what you see. 

MRS OTIS: What is all this about?

VIRGINIA: Please just do as I ask you, mom, it’s really important! Now, what can you see?

MRS OTIS: The wall?

VIRGINIA: Can’t you see anything at all in front of the wall?

MRS OTIS: The curtains? 

VIRGINIA: No! (to Sir Simon) Wave your arms around. 

MRS OTIS: (waving her arms) I don’t see how it will help.

VIRGINIA: (to mother) Not you! (to Sir Simon) You! 

MRS OTIS: Who are you talking to, Virginia?

VIRGINIA: Sir Simon de Canterville. He’s standing right in front of you. 

MRS OTIS: Not this nonsense again!

VIRGINIA: Please, mom. You have to believe me. Please!

MRS OTIS: Oh, very well. If you insist on keeping this charade up, I suppose I can at least join in the game. 

She puts her hand out to shake hands. Sir Simon is now behind her. 
How do you do?

VIRGINIA: He’s not there, mom. 

MRS OTIS: I know he’s not there. I’m just trying to humour you. 

VIRGINIA: No, I mean, he’s behind you. 

Mrs Otis spins around. 

MRS OTIS: Is he? Well I must say it’s not very polite to keep moving about.  

Sir Simon moves to the other side of her again. 

VIRGINIA: Say something. 

MRS OTIS: I just did. 

VIRGINIA: Sir Simon!

SIR SIMON: (in a spooky voice) LEAVE MY HOUSE! 

VIRGINIA: Did you hear that?

MRS OTIS: Hear what? 
SIR SIMON: This is a complete waste of time. Your mother has no imagination whatsoever. She’ll never be able to see me. 

VIRGINIA: There must be something we can do.

MRS OTIS: Give up this nonsense and go to bed?

SIR SIMON: Just face it my dear. You have done your best, but your mother is definitely not the answer to the riddle. You should give up. 

VIRGINIA: I won’t! I’m not going to. 

MRS OTIS: But it’s well past midnight. 

Washington enters

VIRGINIA: Washington!  You have to help me. 

WASHINGTON: Because? 

VIRGINIA: Because you’re my brother. (She whispers to him.) And because I’ll lend you my laptop. 

WASHINGTON: Good call. Wassup?

VIRGINIA: Sir Simon says, mom can’t see him because she has no imagination

MRS OTIS: I beg your pardon?! 

VIRGINIA: Sorry, mom.  But it’s true. That’s what he said.

MRS OTIS: (in completely the wrong direction) How dare you!

WASHINGTON: Go mom! 

MRS OTIS: I’m quite aware that this is all some complicated trick to make me look foolish. Am I going to end up on You Tube? Is that it? Do you have a hidden camera somewhere?

WASHINGTON: No... Honest. 

VIRGINIA: I’m sorry, but Sir Simon is invisible to you because you either can’t, or won’t see anything that you can’t count, or make use of in some way.

MRS OTIS: Virginia, what a hurtful thing to say. 

VIRGINIA: But you weren’t always like this. I remember when you loved to make believe, and when you were the most imaginative person in the whole family. Washington? 

WASHINGTON: (reluctantly) She’s right, mom. Remember how you used to make up stories for us every night when we went to bed?  

VIRGINIA: It just needs something to bring it out again. 

WASHINGTON: Watch this.   

He pretends to bounce a ball on the floor.  He is playing an imaginary game of basketball. 
SIR SIMON: What is he doing?
VIRGINIA: I’m not too sure. 

WASHINGTON: Washington Otis, basketball champion of the world. (To Mrs Otis) You remember when I was little we used to play this game together all the time. Hey, mom!  Catch! 

He throws the imaginary ball to his mother who instinctively grabs it out of the air. 

MRS OTIS: Oh! 

SIR SIMON: Well caught M’am!

Mrs Otis turns around to face Sir Simon, she has obviously heard him.  She screams in horror. 

VIRGINIA: Mom, it’s Ok!

Mrs Otis runs off-stage. 

WASHINGTON: What the heck? Where’s she going?

VIRGINIA: The airport?

Mrs Otis returns, holding a sword in one hand and a shield in another.     

MRS OTIS: Get away from my children, you gruesome fiend! 

Sir Simon looks at her in amazement. 

WASHINGTON: (taking sword from her) Thanks, mom, but the King Arthur look went out last season. (He tries a couple of moves.) Nice blade. 
VIRGINIA: You can see him! 

MRS OTIS: Of course I can see him.  I just wish I couldn’t. 

SIR SIMON: That shield. Where did you find it?

MRS OTIS: This? I have no idea. I just grabbed the first thing that came to hand.

SIR SIMON: That is the shield of Godefroy de Canterville lost in battle some time in the early twelfth century. 

VIRGINIA: How do you know?

SIR SIMON: I recognise his crest. 

VIRGINIA: The shield that was lost! Mom. Can I see it please?

Mrs Otis passes her the shield. Virginia feels inside the rim of the shield and pulls out a small brass key. 

VIRGINIA: This must be the key. 

SIR SIMON: But that’s impossible. 

VIRGINIA: What do you mean?

SIR SIMON: You are holding the key to the room where....

VIRGINIA: Where what?

SIR SIMON: Where I am.  

VIRGINIA: Where you are?  

SIR SIMON: Wait! I can feel something.  My spirit is being drawn there now, but first quickly - the last line of the riddle!

VIRGINIA: The simple truth will set you free. 

SIR SIMON: I have denied it for so long, but the simple truth is that I am a foolish, jealous, stupid man. I killed my wife when she was blameless and faultless. I am to blame, not her, and I beg her forgiveness now. 

VIRGINIA: I’m sure you have it. 

SIR SIMON: Thank you, my dear, you have taught me to trust again. I can leave this prison at last – it was one of my own making all along. Farewell.  Lay my bones to rest under the old oak tree by the lake.  

VIRIGNIA: But where will we find them?

SIR SIMON: The room next to the attic. You have the key. 

Music as he exits.  Virginia looks at the key in her hand and then exits. A cockerel crows to indicate the passage of time and the arrival of a new day.

Scene 8
 The next morning. 

Washington enters. He is playing a computer game on his tablet. Virginia enters she is holding a ruby necklace. 

WASHINGTON: Is Lord Canterville still here? 

VIRGINIA: He’s talking to mom.  It was so sweet of him to give me the necklace we found in the attic room.  

WASHINGTON: It certainly was. Those look like real rubies, Ginny. They must be worth a fortune! 

VIRGINIA: Are they? Wow! 

WASHINGTON: Uh huh. I guess he was pleased you found the rest of the family jewels along with his ancestor’s bones.  He’s rich again now.    

Washington exits.  Lord Canterville enters with Mrs Otis.  They shake hands. 

MRS OTIS: I’ll speak to my lawyer as soon as possible.  

LORD CANTERVILLE: Thank you, Mrs Otis. I can hardly believe the house is mine again. Thanks to your family, my ancestor’s spirit has finally be laid to rest.

WASHINGTON: (to Mrs Otis) You sold the house back to him? 

MRS OTIS: Yes, Washington. You can’t stop progress, but it’s important to pay attention to what’s around us too.  I think I may have forgotten that for a while. 

VIRGINIA: So now you have a house without a ghost! 

WASHINGTON: Better than a ghost without a house!

LORD CANTERVILLE: Very true young Washington!

MRS OTIS: Are you happy now Virginia?

VIRGINIA: I certainly am, Mom. I’ve met a real English lord, stayed in a real English country house and made friends with a real English ghost. Just wait till I tell my friends back in L.A. 

WASHINGTON: Pity they won’t believe a word of it. 

VIRGINIA: Then I’ll just have to write it all down, and turn it into a story. 

LORD CANTERVILLE: That sounds an interesting idea. What would you call it?

VIRGINIA: I don’t know. How about “Spooked”? 

There is a pause. 

WASHINGTON: Naaah!  That’s a crap name!

VIRGINIA: Washington! 

She chases Washington offstage. Mrs Otis shrugs and follows them both.  Lord Canterville pauses for a second, looks around the empty room and then exits smiling. 

The End
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