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This script is dedicated to Nick, who not only gave me a chance, and a

venue, but also the opportunity to stretch my voice. Who knew writing a
play about death and betrayal could be so much fun?
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TIME -
Winter, 1959. £39
PLACE
The House.
CHARACTERS
Frederick Lauren — Male. Fifties. Debonair. Wealthy. The life (and
death) of the party.

Annabelle Lauren — Female. Forty. Sleek. Opinionated. A waspy,
femme fatale of sorts.

Nina Meers — Female. Early twenties. Mousy and timid, but cleverer
than she realizes.

Lance Schroeder — Male. Late twenties/early thirties. Handsome. Relies
more on his looks than his intelligence. A bit of a womanizer.

Ruth Bridges — Female. Forties. Think a young Bea Arthur crossed with
Hedda Hopper.

Dr. David Trent — Male. Forties. Keenly intelligent but with an air of
superiority.

Watson Pritchard — Male. Thirties, perhaps older. Moody. Aloof. But
not without a sense of humor. The House’s owner.

Cassidy Bowman — Female. Twenties. Graced with a warm disposition

and kind eyes. Q
Rebecca Valifax/The Bride — Female. Ageless. The madam of the

house.

Louis Slides/Byron Valifax — Male. Older. The caretaker of the House.

Large and menacing. Walks with a limp. Think Lurch.

Eleanor Slides — Female. Older. The caretaker’s wife. Old and haggard.

Also walks with a limp. Think Carol Kane.
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PLAYWRIGHT’S NOTES
First and foremost, when it comes to casting it should be stated that the
actors are not required to possess the features described in the play (hair
color, eye color, body type, etc.). Feel free to change them should the
need arise. These comments are merely meant to be a description, not a
hindrance. It is my fervent belief that the performer best suited for the
role should receive it. Lines can be adjusted, talent cannot.

Regarding the style of the piece: because the play is set in the late 50s,
words, phrases, even reactions, are going to be considered comical to
today’s audiences. That’s fine. They should be. That said, the characters
should not be in on the joke. They’re gravely serious about most of the
things they’re saying and (especially) feeling. It should also be noted
that while this is NOT a direct sendup or parody of the original film, the
play is meant to have a goofy, affable, somewhat campy (yet still
slightly horrifying) air to it. This is a world where ghosts exist,
characters double-and-triple cross each other, and every dramatic line of
dialogue is punctuated with a loud thunderclap. It should feel as such.

Ad-libbing. As is the case with most of my plays, ad-libbing is not only
suggested, it’s encouraged. Because the actors are living and breathing
these characters, there will undoubtedly be moments where they’ll
conjure up lines far superior than the ones I’ve given them. My sole
request is that if you choose to alter or add a line, please make sure it
still fits within the world of the play. I’ve gone to great lengths to make
sure the dialogue feels like a horror picture from the 1950s (as viewed
through the lens of a modern-day observer). Please do the same.

Above all else, I ask that you have fun. Ghoulish, blood-soaked fun.



THE HOUSE ON HAUNTED HILL

The House on Haunted Hill was first produced by interACT Theatre
Productions (Maryann Galife Post, Producer) in Maplewood, NJ on
October 11th, 2019. The performance was directed and designed by
Nicholas J. Clarey (Artistic Director), with costumes by Mike Patierno,
lights by Nicholas Von Hagel, sound by Alexander Post, and music by
Eddie Bean. The Production Stage Manager was Felicity D. Selby and
the Production Assistant Stage Manager was Alicia N. Fink. The cast
was as follows:

Frederick Lauren. . .........ooovviiiiiiiinnnn.. Nat Gennace
BreEBEllE LATIBH. « oo onvms wams isiam o s 5 smwa i 6w ok Kayann Richards
Nina MEEIS. . .o vvvvi v Melissa Mugica
Cassidy BOWMan. . . ..ovvvvviiniiin e, Molly Gilman
Lance Schroeder. .. .....vvvvvvviiiiiiniiinann Guy Gunther Rose
Wty PEHCRET. v« 5« s s wniwm o 5500 5.0 9 w5 o 5 Rahil Kassam
Ruth BHdBes. . . .« covvimnnnvonnvonsansimsuossons Sabrina Santoro
D David Trett o cvwnnspavnssivrnssnsms srssonns s Jerry Narciso
Rebpcea VaAlifax/The BAGR: « «c oo s xs sws 0550 k5 s m00w 0 Hannah Gaston
Louis Slides/Byron Valifax...................... ... Robert Rasczyk
Eleanor Slides. . ..., Marla Freeman

Special thanks to Isaiah J. Abdul-Qawi, Mark Aquilino, Samantha Colon,
Dawilla Madsen, Anthea Marley, Holland Jancaitis, Mark J. Parker,
Cyrus Rodriguez, Caitlyn M. Roper, Niassim Williams, and David Wren-
Hardin

)
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The House on Haunted Hill was subsequently produced by Columbia
Theatre for the Performing Arts in Hammond, LA on October 29th, 2021.
The performance was directed by Jim Winter (Artistic Director), with sets
by Ben Norman, costumes by Jade Antoinette, lights by Katy T. Baronich,
and sound by Shelby Lowder. The Production Stage Manager was Katy
T. Baronich and the Assistant Director was Chelsea Krause. The cast was
as follows:

Frederick Lauren. . .......ovviiiineenninennnnn.. Ben C. Dougherty
Annabelle Lauren. . ........ovvevieienrennnennns Ally Holloway
INEE VIBREE. « . « v ovocomor v ot 6 0 B w8 8 0 Leigh Moore
Cassidy Bowman, . .........oovvvninininiinnnnennnn. Payton Core
Littiee SEHOSUEE, < . s «wo e vnesercvrgarapeninpvnns Kenan Murphy
Wikt PRERIEI. « v« x5 ws o 6 5 0 8 55w mam w e marnsia s Caleb Hager
Ruth Brdoes, . ... covvunvsvenvssssrcarsnssmesyns s Kayla Bullard
De.Davld Tretth. . oo oo vcnsnsrarssnsssssossosss DeJuan “DJ” James
Rebeces Valita/The Bride, » vov s v vosanenwinwsonsenss Taylor Meng
Louis Slides/Byron Valifax/Ghostly Voice......... Dennis J. Watts, Jr.
Eleanor Slides/Ghostly Voice. .................. Katherine Loyacano
Young Rebecca/Ghostly Voice. . ................ Lauren van Mullem
Additional Ghostly Voices................ Tara Bennett, Alex Richier,
Logan Watts

Special thanks to Mariah Adams, Cameron Andries, Avery Brent, Paul
Catalanotto, Keri Clement, Jonathan Connor, Adrian Coté, Bryant
Fontenot, Averi Laughlin, Ben Norman, Payton Onellion, Angelle
Reeves, Corey Saltaformaggio, Beanie Stansbury, and Michael Trahan
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Director’s Notes on The House on Haunted Hill
November 2021

A first reading of Tommy Jamerson’s wonderful adaptation of The House on Haunted Hill is
likely to have potential producers and directors thinking, “We’re going to have to budget a good
bit for this one.” For my production at the Columbia Theatre for the Performing Arts, my staff
and I were prepared to stage it as it unfolds on the page: a proscenium-style thriller with some
fairly elaborate technical demands.

Then came Hurricane Ida. With our main auditorium destroyed, we reimagined our production
for a much more intimate space: a studio theatre that would be able to seat about 80 patrons a
night if we played it right. The choice was made to trade out a lot of the creepy spectacle in favor
of embracing the intimacy of our new venue.

We staged it essentially in the round, with a few pieces of furniture and two platforms: one
representing the various bedrooms in the play and the other serving as the cellar. We used 20
lights (LEDs but no movers, most weren’t even color changing, we still had to drop gel). We did
incorporate digital projections along one wall. This got us out of a few jams such as the bleeding
portrait, Annabelle’s hanging, and the Rebecca Valifax story. We made sure to have a killer (pun
intended) sound design and some good equipment to deliver it through because sound is
everything in horror. T also had 5 audience plants every night who served as other “spirits” in the
house and who would deliver the ghostly voices that accompanied Rebecca.

In the end we had infinitely more fun staging this play as a stripped-down fright-fest in an
intimate venue. The audience loved the immersive nature of it. Many of them said they felt like
they were guests at the Laurens” party, which is exactly what we were hoping for. I think we
unintentionally proved that this fantastic play can be done on any budget and in any venue.

Tommy Jamerson has one of the finest imaginations of anyone I know, and his plays are best
served by keeping everyone’s imagination at the forefront.

Jim Winter
Artistic Director
The Columbia Theatre for the Performing Arts
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THE HOUSE ON
HAUNTED HILL

ACT ONE
PROLOGUE

Darkness. Silence. All is still. This goes on for a few seconds longer than
it should, allowing the audience enough time to grow restless. To giggle.
To question whether the play is ever going to start...or if something
unexpected has happened backstage. Something sinister and deadly.

Then, without warning, we hear a woman screaming — loudly and with
total, and tonal, abandon. This is not just any scream mind you, but the
kind of eardrum-popping, blood-curdling, bone-rattling scream that
would put both Janet Leigh’s and Jamie Lee Curtis’ signature squalls to
shame. The kind that not only makes theatre patrons bolt upright in their
chairs, but also the hairs on the back of their necks.

Silence immediately returns, only to be followed by a series of growls,
howls...maybe even the hooting of owls. Harsh laughter bellows
throughout the theatre. Chains rattle. Doors slam. Floors squeak. Teeth
gnash. Children weep. It’s a symphony of chaos. The hysteria reaches a
crescendo of fright and fervor when suddenly...a single spot shines
down, silencing the noise and presenting in its wake, a tall, older man
Sporting a suit as black and sharp as his pencil mustache, This is
FREDERICK LAUREN. Standing on either side of him are two,
disheveled housekeepers — MR. and MRS, SLIDES.
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Frederick turns to face Mrs. Slides who presents him with a glass of
brandy. He downs it in one gulp. Frederick then turns to Mr. Slides who
pulls out a golden cigarette case and hands Frederick a cigarette. As
Frederick clamps down on it, Mr. Slides pulls out a lighter. Frederick
leans in, and before long, he’s puffing away like a chimney. The two bow
and limp offstage. A cloud of smoke surrounds Frederick as he takes a
long drag from a cigarette. :

FREDERICK. (Calmly but with just a hint of mischief.) The ghosts are
moving tonight. You can hear them, can’t you? But of course you can.
They’re restless. Hungry. And I should think...in desperate need of
some company. Fortunately for them, company is prominently featured
on tonight’s menu. Permit me to introduce myself —I am Frederick
Lauren. You’ve no doubt read about me in the papers and such. None of
it true, I assure you. But you’re not here to talk about me. Least not
entirely. No, you’re here because you want to learn more about the
strange goings-on that occurred at this century-old, chef-d'oeuvre of
brick and slate simply known as the House on Haunted Hill. (Lights rise
on the interior of an old, Aztec-style — yet surprisingly modern —
mansion, swathed in fog. He finishes his cigarette, tosses it to the
ground, and stamps it out with his shoe.) Built by the infamous miner,
Byron Valifax, the house was meant to be a wedding present for his
daughter, Rebecca. Poor Rebecca. Hers was a tragic story. Filled with
lust, betrayal, violence...and all those other delicious little morsels that
make ghost stories so appealing. But more on her later. All you need to
know presently is that in February of ’59, I rented the house so my wife
could give herself a party. A haunted house party. She’s so amusing, my
wife. Or at least, she was. .. (He loses himself in thought for a moment,
then...) Anyway, only five guests were invited, and as an incentive for
staying until daybreak, they were each promised a party favor of fifty
thousand dollars, cash. Now you might be wondering, who were these
fortunate five? Why were they chosen? What made them so special?
And to that I say...allow me to introduce you. (He claps his meaty
hands. Trancelike, and in single file, the partygoers enter. Dead-eyed,
they face the audience. Frederick touches them. He moves their heads up
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and down, side to side, raises and lowers their arms, etc. They are his
playthings. He approaches the dashing, square-jawed LANCE
SCHROEDER ) First was Lance Schroeder — young, rugged, and always
lucky with the opposite sex. Unfortunately, the same cannot be said for
his gambling prowess. Lance was a test pilot, so purportedly a brave
man... but I must ask, don’t you think you can be a tad braver if you’re
paid for it? Something to chew on. (Turns his attention to an older
woman, RUTH BRIDGES. She’s sporting a fire-engine red hat covered
in so much plumage that it looks more like a ceremonial headdress.)
Next was Ruth Bridges. A reporter and gossip columnist who, like an
old basset hound I once had, was always sticking her nose where it
didn’t belong. Ruth claimed her reason for accepting my invitation was
to write an article on ghosts. But I have it on good authority that she was
desperate for money. Spendthrift. (Moves to WATSON PRITCHARD.)
Watson Pritchard. He was the House’s owner, but constantly swore he
was too afraid to step foot in it. Here’s what I don’t understand — why
would a man who claimed to live in mortal fear of a house risk his life
by spending the night in it? One thing you should know about Pritchard,
he was quite loaded...but not in the financial sense. (Opens Pritchard’s
Jjacket. A shiny silver flask is visible. Moves to DAVID TRENT. He sports
a bland, brown suit,) Next, we had Doctor Trent. His friends called him
David — or at least they would have if he had any. Trent was a
psychiatrist who said my ghosts would help with his work on hysteria,
and maybe they would have...but alas, we’ll never know. Perhaps it’s
just me, but don’t you see tiny little touches of greed around the
mouth...and eyes? (Notices NINA MEERS. He instantly lights up.) And
finally, we come to my personal favorite. A lost, wounded little bird
known as Nina Meers. She was selected because she needed my money
more than most. Wasn’t she pretty? Soft eyes. Golden hair. Delicious
red lips. It’s hard to imagine someone so beautiful could have a past so
tragic... (Forgets himself for a moment and leans in— as if he’s about to
kiss her —when at the very last second, the old grandfather clock begins
to chime — its foreboding tone underscoring the following dialogue.) Ah!
Hear that? It means it’s time to go back to where it all began. Time to
reignite the flames of the past...and uncover secrets that have been
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buried for far too long. And this story, like all great ghost stories, begins '
on a dark and stormy night...

Claps his hands. A crash of thunder booms through the theatre as lights
flicker. The sound of heavy rainfall is heard. A gleeful smile plays across
Frederick’s lips as he observes the audience once more, and then amid a
second thunderclap, disappears.

The Guests — Lance, Ruth, Trent, Pritchard, and Nina — cover their
heads with their overnight bags and/or purses — and run towards the
house. The lights continue to flicker as the sound of rainfall grows
louder. Though no rain is falling, they should all act as if they 're
soaked.

As they approach the house, a bolt of lightning illuminates the stage,
allowing Nina to catch a glimpse of Trent's face. He also catches hers.
The two lock eyes for a moment. A beat passes, then...

LANCE. (Calling out.) Hey! What are you two waiting for? Come on!

Another clap of thunder. Nina and Trent turn and run into the house,
giving us a better view of...

SCENE ONE. THE DRAWING ROOM, A FEW MOMENTS
LATER.

The House. A grand, multileveled mansion from yesteryear, with two
great staircases, one leading to the second floor, stage lefi, and the other
to the second floor, stage right. A grandfather clock sits, wedged
between the two staircases on the first floor. The house is furnished with
a few couches, a chair or two, a coffee table, and a credenza. A large
portrait of Rebecca Valifax hangs over the fireplace. The members of the
group attempt to dry themselves off.

12
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LANCE. Well wasn’t that something?!

RUTH. The worst! The absolute worst! I'm soaked! Completely!
NINA. (Quieter.) It was pretty bad out there...

RUTH. Pretty bad!? It’s disgusting!

TRENT. Not much better in here. Where is everybody? Surely, we can’t
be the only ones.

LANCE. Only one way to find out — (Calls out.) Hello? ...Mr. Lauren?
Anybody? ...Hello?

Perhaps it echoes.

RUTH. I’'m no detective but it appears as if no one’s home.

TRENT. That’d be my diagnosis.

NINA. Somebody must be close by. The house is warm...and all the
lights are on. If only this place weren’t so menacing...

RUTH. (Pats the sofa. Dust flies everywhere. She coughs.) ...Or dusty.
(Ruth takes her hat off. It’s a small, red pillbox hat covered in a red
netting. A large, wilted ostrich plume dangles pitifully from it. She
attempts to wring it out. Pritchard watches in amazement. Exasperated,)
Ugh. Will you just look at this hat? Ruined! Sixty dollars down the
drain.

NINA. Sixty?!

RUTH. And worth every penny. Fashion is an art. And you can’t put a
price on art.

LANCE/TRENT. I can.

TRENT. Perhaps we’d better stay in here until someone comes and
finds us.

RUTH. T hope whoever comes brings some warm towels and shows me
where I can freshen up.

LANCE. You got that right! (The sound of thunder and rain continues
for the rest of the scene. Lights occasionally flicker. Lance wanders
about...) You know you gotta hand it to this place. If T were a ghost, this
would be the house I’d haunt.

13
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TRENT. Embellishments aside, these certainly are not the
accommodations one expects when dealing with someone as notable as
Frederick Lauren.

RUTH. I always heard he lived in a mansion in Trousdale...not a dank
old tomb in the middle of...where are we exactly? (No one knows. They
stare blankly at each other, hoping for an answer. Say things like “beats
me,” “I have no clue,” etc.) Oh, come now. At least one of us has to
know. Anybody?

~~Pritchard, who has yet to speak and is sitting on a couch, far away from
ne rest of the group, pipes up.

PRITCHARD. ...Death Valley.

RUTH. ...I beg your pardon.

PRITCHARD. (Jittery. Unscrewing the lid of a flask he normally
conceals in his jacket pocket. Not three sheets to the wind yet...maybe
one-and-a-half?) That’s where we are. Death Valley. About two hours
outside of Vegas...give or take.

NINA. Vegas!

LANCE. Hey! Now we’re talkin’! Maybe we can convince Mr.
Moneybags to move this party from the desert to the Sands. Get a room.
Shoot craps. I’ve been on a bit of a losing streak lately, but if Lauren’s
payin’, I could play all night.

RUTH. And just how do you propose we get there? The procession of
hearses that brought each of us here left without saying a word. No card.
No number. Nothing. Besides, the last thing some of us need is to find

ourselves in more debt...
NINA. ...They were rather disturbing, weren’t they? The hearses. And
that iron gate out front — it appeared to open all by itself.
TRENT. Just a simple party trick. Nothing more.
_PRITCHARD. I, uh, hate to break it to ya, but uh...only ghosts have

arties here.

No one is sure how to respond.
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TRENT. (Amused,) Is that s0?

PRITCHARD. Yes. But don’t worry...my guess is we’ll be joining
them soon.

LANCE. (Chuckling,) In a drink?

PRITCHARD. ...In death.

A loud clap of thunder punctuates Pritchard’s last line.

RUTH. That was cheerful. Not to mention appropriately timed. And you
know all this because...?
PRITCHARD. Because I own this place.

The group is stunned.

TRENT. You mean to tell us that you live here?

PRITCHARD. No. Nobody lives here. They can try but.. .they won’t
last long. This place was my grandfather’s. Then when he died...it went
to me. Not entirely sure why. My whole life I’ve only spent one night
here, and that was plenty. I was lucky to make it out alive.

NINA. ...What happened?

RUTH. Yes. What did happen?

PRITCHARD. I, uh... (4 beat. The group leans in, intrigued.) 1 don’t
really feel comfortable talking about it, you know? ...Especially to
strangers.

RUTH. He is right. Outside of introducing ourselves before the storm
hit, we are all strangers to each other. Or at least, you’re all strangers to
me.

LANCE. None of you look familiar to me.

TRENT. (To Nina,) What about you, Miss? Do you recognize anyone
here?

NINA. (Hesitant.) ...N —no. No.

We don’t believe her.

15
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TRENT. Well then let’s try another approach. Who here is acquainted
with Lauren?

LANCE. Not me. Heard about him, sure, but never met him,

RUTH. I've tried several times to get an interview with him, but none of
them panned out. Even wrote a few articles about his supposed affairs,
hoping to get his attention, but still nothing. Then about a week ago I
received a telephone call from some personal assistant inviting me to his
wife’s birthday party.

TRENT. That was my experience as well.

. NINA. I used to work for one of his companies, but that was a long

while ago.

LANCE. (Slapping Pritchard on the back. ) Ok then, Pritch, I guess
you’re the only one of us who’s had any interaction with him, huh?
PRITCHARD. Not me. I don’t even know what he looks like. All the
details about renting this house were done by mail. ...And don’t call me
Pritch.

TRENT. Well, whatever he paid you, he can clearly afford it. You’d
have to be quite wealthy to throw a two-hundred-and-fifty-thousand-
dollar party for five people.

RUTH. I recently read he bought the old Cromwell theatre, the one on
Fountain. And I know for a fact he owns eight steel mills — and at least
half-a-dozen movie houses.

LANCE. Since we’re talking numbers, he’s also had what, five wives?

RUTH. Four...so far.
LANCE. Lucky dog. Though I don’t know if he could do much better

than his current one. Any of you seen the pictures of her? Looks like she
stepped right out of a painting.

TRENT. What I can’t understand is why someone with his wealth and
resources would want to spend any evening, let alone his wife’s
birthday, with five complete strangers in a supposedly haunted house...
PRITCHARD. There’s no supposedly about it. The ghosts are real.
“verything will seem normal at first, but then one by one things will
start to happen. Objects...people...they’ll start to vanish. To disappear.
You'll see. Just give them time. (Takes another swig from the flask,)
Give them time...
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Another crash of thunder. Lights flicker. Nina has been growing anxious
this entire time — looking about the room, tightly cluiching her left arm
with her right hand.

NINA. Mr. Pritchard, I hate to bother you again, but while we're
waiting, would you please tell us what happened? Normally I wouldn’t
be so persistent, it’s just...I’m a little anxious, is all.

PRITCHARD. Look, I said, I really don’t like talking about it and -
NINA. Mr. Pritchard...please.

PRITCHARD. (4 beat. He stares at the group. A sigh.) Fine. It
was...the walls.

TRENT. Walls?

PRITCHARD. (He nods.) They uh, they started in on me. Slowly at
first, Very...very slowly. It took hours.

NINA. Wait, which walls?

PRITCHARD. All of ‘em. Every last - there was no way out.
TRENT. And these walls, you say they were —

PRITCHARD. Moving. I tried to stop them. To escape. But I couldn’t.
They wouldn’t - she wouldn’t let me. I think she wanted to crush me.
NINA/RUTH. She?

PRITCHARD. That’s right.

TRENT. And you were conscious during this? Not incapacitated in any
way?

Trent eyes Pritchard’s flask.

PRITCHARD. I wasn't drunk if that’s what you’re implying.

LANCE. Hey, no one was thinking that.

RUTH. Speak for yourself. Now Mr. Pritchard, this srory of yours, you
mean to tell us you witnessed all of it? You were awake for all of it?
PRITCHARD. Held out as long as 1 could but...when my bones started
to splinter...and break...I passed out.

NINA. That sounds just awful.

LANCE. Probably didn’t feel too great either.
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