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Inspired by a ghost story that my teacher, Mr Peggitt, told to me at Highdown Secondary School. 
Formerly known as The Grove.
CHARACTERS 

TEACHERS

JULES SIMPSON – Head teacher who does everything by the book. An over achiever who overworks herself, stressed and critical of others.  

ALEX DAVIDSON – The new PE teacher. Chilled out, popular with the kids, but a little inexperienced for Simpson. Was a student at The Grove ten years ago. 

MR PEGGITT – An elderly teacher, long in retirement. Has come back to help with supervision. 

THE STUDENTS 

AMELIA – Determined, passionate, a natural leader.
ISSY – Anxious, easily overwhelmed, terrified of everything.
PHOEBE – Curious, challenges authority, up for adventure. 
MOLLY – Bold, sassy, mischievous, headstrong.  
BEN – Shy, nerdy, and a bit nervy — but curious, thoughtful, and more perceptive than he seems.
HARRY – Inquisitive switched on, up for the adventure.

THE STUDENTS (ENSEMBLE) 

LULU – Curious, observant, and not afraid to speak her mind.
SOPHIE – Sweet, nervous, and easily unsettled.
MATTHEW – Cheeky, outspoken, and pushes boundaries.
JASMINE – Perceptive, loyal, and quietly anxious.
ERIN – Thoughtful, inquisitive, and a little skittish.
TAYLOR – Confident, astute, and unafraid to challenge others.

SPIRITS OF THE PAST (ENSEMBLE)

RICHARD SAUNDERS – Chairman of the Great Western Railway; domineering, obsessive, and driven by a relentless pursuit of progress
PEARCE – Associate to Saunders; cautious, challenging, resistant.
THATCHER - Associate to Saunders; direct, outspoken, concerned.
SARAH – Mother, a passenger on the train. 
FRAN – Passenger on the train
LIZZIE – Passenger on the train. 
STATION GUARD
STATION CAPTAIN 
PASSENGER 1,2,3 – Travellers on the railway. 
NEWSPAPER BOY
MARJORY - Resident of Churwell
DOT - Resident of Churwell
MARGARET - Resident of Churwell
BEATRICE - Resident of Churwell
GAYNOR - Resident of Churwell
WINNIE - Resident of Churwell
FRANK - Resident of Churwell
PHILLIP - Resident of Churwell
GHOSTS 1-6 – Ghosts of the Prisoners
ENSEMBLE – Men carrying coffin, Ghosty figures, Passengers at the train station, Townspeople.

DOUBLING 
For a larger cast, you can add more actors to the student ensemble and divide the lines up amongst them. 
For a smaller cast, the roles of the student ensemble can be merged. The lines allocated by their pair, as follows:
AMELIA / LULU
ISSY / SOPHIE
HARRY / MATTHEW 
PHOEBE / JASMINE 
BEN / ERIN 
MOLLY / TAYLOR 
DOUBLING – ENSEMBLE OF 9 (Interchangeable) 
Actor 1 – SIMPSON / SAUNDERS / NEWSPAPER BOY
Actor 2 – DAVIDSON / PEARCE / PASSENGER 3 / PHILLIP
Actor 3 – PEGGITT / THATCHER / PASSENGER 1 / FRANK
Actor 4 – AMELIA / LULU / SARAH / MARJORY / GHOST
Actor 5 – ISSY / SOPHIE FRAN / DOT / GHOST
Actor 6 – HARRY / MATTHEW / STATION GUARD / MARGARET / GHOST
Actor 7 – PHOEBE / JASMINE / LIZZIE / BEATRICE / GHOST
Actor 8 – BEN / ERIN / GAYNOR/ STATION CAPTAIN / GHOST
Actor 9 – MOLLY / TAYLOR / PASSENGER 2 / WINNIE / GHOST 

PARTS
Although The Grove is a One Act Play, it definitely falls into three defined parts.
PART 1.  THE SCHOOL CAMP.  
PART 2.  THE GHOST STORY.  
PART 3.  THE GOTHIC MURDER MYSTERY. 
SCENES. 
SCENE 1.  THE HISTORY CLASS OVER-NIGHTER.
SCENE 2.  THE ARCHITECT 
SCENE 3.  THE LETTER. 
SCENE 4.  THE TRAPDOOR  
SCENE 5.  THE CELLAR.
SCENE 6.  CERTAIN DEATH.
SCENE 7.  CHRISTMAS EVE 1874
SCENE 8.  THE COLLISION
SCENE 9.  THE AFTERMATH
SCENE 10.  THE COVER-UP
SCENE 11. THE EVIDENCE
SCENE 12. BACK TO THE GROVE
SCENE 13.  THE NEXT MORNING

STAGING NOTES
This play takes place in multiple settings. The Grove Common Room, The Cellar, A Sitting Room, The Oxford Train Station, A street in a town, an office. But the set can be very simple, using walls or flats with hidden doors, that can be the backdrop for every scene. A desk, chairs or a sofa can be quickly moved on and off when needed. Simple lighting and possibly projection plays a key role in creating much of the illusion. 
PART 1.  THE SCHOOL CAMP 
SCENE 1.  THE HISTORY CLASS OVER-NIGHTER.
The Great Hall of The Grove Secondary College. The Common Room. A few old couches and tables are scattered around. 
Simpson is rushing around, laying out throw rugs and board games in preparation for tonight’s History Class Over-Nighter. Alex, her co-supervising teacher, rocks in late, backpack and pillow under his arm.  
DAVIDSON.  Yo! Mrs Simpson?  Where are you?
SIMPSON.  Right here where I am supposed to be, Alex. When I said 7pm, that was for the kids. As teachers, we were supposed to be here at five.
DAVIDSON.  Yeah, soz, didn’t read that right. 
SIMPSON.  I have been here since midday. Didn’t think we’d get it all done in two hours. Lucky for us, I did! I have moved all of the desks and chairs in the dorm rooms, set up the camp beds, night lights, board games, stocked the fridges, made healthy snack bowls, pre-ordered the pizza dinner, and made this space into a comfortable common room, all by myself. 
DAVIDSON.  By yourself? What about Mrs B? 
SIMPSON.  We didn’t need her, there’s only eleven kids, so we fit the ratio. And by Mrs B, you mean, Bernadette? You can use her Christian name you know, Alex; you’re not her student anymore.
DAVIDSON.  Yeah, nah, I can’t get used to that…. Tell me again why we aren’t using the old Woodhouse Campsite for the History Over-Nighter? 
SIMPSON.  Budget cuts. Risk assessments. Parental permissions. 
DAVIDSON.  Huh! The last thing I would have wanted to do in Year 10, is sleep in my classroom. Had enough time here, when I was here.
SIMPSON.  (biting) And yet, here you are, ten years later, back as a teacher.
DAVIDSON.  Huh, yeah, funny ‘bout that. 
SIMPSON.  Funny, yes… Well, I guess that is if you could actually call PE teaching, “teaching” … Not really, is it?
DAVIDSON.  Well, you’ll be happy to know that I designed a wicked map for the Scavenger Hunt. Used my lunch break on Thursday to do it… You can thank me later. 
SIMPSON.  A Scavenger Hunt is not on the itinerary, Alex. 
The students start arriving, laden down with their backpacks, pillows etc.  
HARRY.  Hi Mr Davidson. Hi Mrs Simpson. 
DAVIDSON.  Hey there legends. Nice kicks Harry! Love them. Good to see you brought Mr Snuggles, Soph.
SOPHIE.  I can’t sleep without Mr Snuggles. 
JASMINE.  I brought my Ellie. (holds out a stuffed elephant) … But don’t tell anyone. 
DAVIDSON.  As if! (whispers) I brought my blankie, so I get ya.
SOPHIE/JASMINE.  (in chorus) Thanks Mr Davison. 
Davidson high 5s them. The rest of the students tumble into the room, full of chatter and excitement. 
SIMPSON.  Well, hello people. (hollers) Stop! Freeze where you are! Do not just dump your bag in the middle of the floor, Mr Macintire. Keep it with you. 
	Students stop where they are, put their bags back on their backs. 
SIMPSON.  Thank you. In a minute you will all go and put your bags in your dorm rooms. 
MATTHEW.  We have dorm rooms at The Grove?
SIMPSON.  In this case the boy’s dorm is in the science lab, and the girls is in the Year 7 classroom. I will be in my office and Mr Davidson will be in the PE change room.
JASMINE.  Ewh. Year 7s stink. Do we really have to sleep in their room?
BEN.  I brought my compass. Am I actually going to get to use it?
ERIN.  (defiant) Why are we here again, Miss? My sister went to Woodhouse for her history trip last year. 
PHOEBE.  So did mine!
MATTHEW.  My brothers both did. The Over-Nighter has always been at Woodhouse!
AMELIA.  Woodhouse is like a castle. So cool.
MOLLY.  Being back at school sucks.
SIMPSON.  Woodhouse is not a castle. It’s a Jacobian recreation. Architecturally impressive but, our school is actually more historical.
	Students look around in disdain.
DAVIDSON.  It’s gonna be great here guys. I mean look around. The Grove is old too! Real old. Like Ms Simpson said, it’s even older than Woodhouse. It’s perfect for our History Over-Nighter. 
SIMPSON.  Grove House was actually built in 1780. That’s almost two hundred and fifty years ago. 
DAVIDSON.  Two hundred and fifty years, guys! Doesn’t that blow your mind?
MOLLY.  No!
ERIN.  Makes it creepy. 
ISSY.  I have no idea how I’m going to sleep here tonight. 
SIMPSON.  This school is full of history, much of it unknown. You are very lucky to attend a school with such historical significancy. 
AMELIA.  What’s significant?
SIMPSON.  Something important… Something sufficiently great or important enough to be noteworthy of attention. 
AMELIA.  No! Duh. I know what significant means! What is significant about The Grove?
SIMPSON.  Well… It was originally a farmhouse, then it was extensively renovated in the mid 1800s, to a country residence, and then it became a school in 1971. 
PHOEBE.  Pft. Farmhouse. Boring.
TAYLOR.  Tell me again, why we didn’t go to Woodhouse?
SIMPSON.  Enough! 
	The students shut up. 
SIMPSON.  We are here, and we will be making the best of it. Now listen carefully, as I will not be repeating myself. We have a fabulous itinerary. A few activities tonight… Including a local History Quiz.
	Students groan.
SIMPSON.  Board games, 
DAVIDSON.  Maybe a Scavenger Hunt.
SIMPSON.  (huffs) Yes, maybe a Scavenger Hunt. 
DAVIDSON.  (quietly cheers) Yes! 
SIMPSON.  And a pizza dinner.
	Students cheer.
MATTHEW.  Pizza yes!
HARRY.  There’d better be pepperoni. 
PHOEBE.  I’m anaphylactic with cashew nuts, Miss. 
TAYLOR.  And I don’t eat cheese, Miss. It’s bad for you. 
SIMPSON.  I am aware of all dietary restrictions, Phoebe. You can have fruit, Taylor. As I was saying, a pizza dinner, clean up and bedtime at 9pm, Lights out at 9.15, sharp!
	Students groan.
MATTHEW.  9pm! My ten-year-old sister goes to bed at 9pm! 
SIMPSON.  Once the lights are out, there will be zero talking, until our early wake up at 6.30am, ready for orienteering at sunrise. We have a full day tomorrow, so we will be having an early, non-eventful night tonight. (she whips out a small box labelled phones) Now, all hand your phones over.
	The students groan and pull out their phones; Simpson collects them all. 
SIMPSON.  Thank you. Now, you can take your bags to your dorms. 
The students gather their bags chatting. 
SIMPSON. Your beds are all labelled with your names. No swapping! Keep the rooms tidy. No aerosols.
JASMINE.  She’s as bad as my mum!
	The students start to exit. 
DAVIDSON.  (to Simpson) Orienteering… Was I supposed to have…?
SIMPSON.  Set that up as well. Yes, Mr Davidson, you were. 
DAVIDSON. Righteo, No problem. I’ll just shoot off after pizza.
SIMPSON.  And leave me with the kids? 
Lulu enters late.  Her friends, Sophie and Jasmine rush her with cuddles. The rest of the students exit. 
SOPHIE.  Lulu. You’re here!
JASMINE.  So glad to see you!
SOPHIE.  What happened to your holly?
SIMPSON.  Lulu, why are you here? I thought you were on a family trip to Bali?
LULU.  Yeah, well apparently someone from school complained to the department that I was going on a holiday mid-term, and my parents cancelled my ticket, so I’m staying with my grandma now. 
JASMINE.  Nooo! That sucks. 
SOPHIE.  You were so looking forward to it. 
LULU.  I know, right! I am devo. 
SIMPSON.  Oh… Ahem. (guilty) Who would have done that? … Anyway, I am afraid you are not on my permissions list, so I guess your grandma is going to have to come back and get you.
LULU.  But she put the permissions slip in last Thursday. We met the deadline.
SIMPSON.  Well, Ms Lebourne, you are not on my records, so my hands are tied… 
Shows her list to Lulu.
LULU.  No, there I am, under Benjamin Lang.
SIMPSON. Oh… So you are. Go and show Lulu to the dorm girls.
LULU.  (to friends) We have dorms here?
SIMPSON.  Wait!
	Girls freeze.
JANE.  Phone. Here. (holds out box) Now!
	Lulu begrudgingly crosses to Simpson, putting her phone in the box. Returns to her friends.
SOPHIE.  Our dorm is the Year 7 room. 
LULU.  Oh no! Year 7s stink!
JASMINE.  That’s what I said!
The girls exit. 
SIMPSON.  This is a disaster! We do not have the ratio to supervise these students. We are going to have to cancel. Here’s the parents contact numbers; you will need to call them all and ask them to come pick up their child immediately.
DAVIDSON.  It’s only one kid. Can’t we just—
SIMPSON.  Absolutely not! We cannot legally supervise this many students with just the two of us. Did you not sign off on the risk assessment?! (she whips out her paper and points to the section) Look. Here. Three staff. But because Lulu wasn’t coming, we met the ratio with just the two of us. So, Bernadette left for Edinburgh last night for her sister’s wedding. It’s a seven-hour drive away, she is not coming back. I am not going to risk my standing in this school, my job, my reputation by not following the risk assessment. We have no choice… Tell the students, please.
	Whips out her phone and starts texting.
DAVIDSON. Really?
SIMPSON.  Really. Now. I have just texted the principal to let her know our intentions.
DAVIDSON.  (sighs) Ok, whatever. (whistles) Yo, you guys, gather round, gather round.
	Students all re-enter.
BEN.  Are we starting the Scavenger Hunt, Mr Davidson? I brought my compass. (He whips one out of his pocket)
MATTHEW.  That’s for orienteering, tomorrow morning. You just need a map for the scavenger hunt. (pulls out a stack of maps) Here Mr Davidson, I made one for everyone, like you told me, so you could have your lunch break.
DAVIDSON.  Sorry guys, put those things away. I’ve got some bad news. 
ISSY.  We aren’t getting pizza?
SIMPSON.  Oops better cancel that. 
	Simpson steps aside with her phone. 
PHOEBE.  Why is she cancelling our dinner?
DAVIDSON.  Sorry guys, we are having to pull the pin. We don’t have the staff we need to supervise—
SOPHIE.  It took me so long to pack.
AMELIA. I was actually looking forward to it. 
ERIN.  Same!
JASMINE.  Same, same. 
SIMPSON.  I’m sorry people, this is out of our hands. It is a legal—
AMELIA.  But it’s already late.
MOLLY.  My mum is gonna be raging. She’s got karaoke tonight. 
LULU.  I could have been in Bali right now. 
HARRY.  I can’t believe this!
MATTHEW.  Is there not a single teacher that can come in?
SIMPSON.  Believe you me, Mr Santorini, supervising a bunch of 15-year-olds on an overnight camp, whilst having to sleep on a camp bed in their office, is not most teachers desired way to spend their Saturday evening. 
Mr Peggitt enters. Stands aside. 
DAVIDSON.  Sorry guys, Mrs Simpson is right. I just can’t see that school is going to be able to find anyone at this time of night, and on such short notice.
The kids notice Peggitt, the teachers don’t. 
ERIN.  Who’s that?
SOPHIE.  Miss! There’s a man standing there.
SIMPSON.  (whips around shocked) Oh!
PEGGITT.  Maybe I could be of assistance?
SIMPSON.  (defensive) Excuse me, this is an educational facility, you can’t just wander into—
PEGGIT.  Peggitt is the name. The department sent me. Said you were under ratio.
SIMPSON.  Oh. We are but--
SOPHIE.  Yes! A teacher!
HARRY.  Does that mean we are staying?
SOPHIE/JASMINE.  Oh please!
Davidson approaches Peggitt. The students listen in, hopeful. 
DAVIDSON.  Mr Peggit? Is it really you? I’ve heard about you! You were a legend at The Grove. Taught my Uncle Warren. That was a really long time ago, you probably don’t remember--
PEGGITT.  Warren Davidson? Die Hard Davidson. I see the resemblance. 
DAVIDSON.  Oh, he’ll love to hear that I saw you. He would tell me about the ghost stories that you’d tell the kids to shut them up in class. Weren’t you a teacher at the school for like 50 years?
PEGGITT.  (chuckles) Not quite. But I was here for a long time. I have grand memories of The Grove. I never had any family of my own, so this place felt more like a home to me. I retired a number of years ago, but when I heard that there was need for help at The Grove tonight, why then, I knew I needed to come back… Just for one night. 
SIMPSON.  There really is no need. We have already informed the students that—
PEGGITT.  It really is no trouble. I reside not far from here, so I came straight over. 
SIMPSON.  Yes… We understand that. We just need to discuss some logistics. 
DAVIDSON.  Oh, this is great! Just great. You’ve really saved us.
Simpson drags Davidson aside. Kids whisper frantically to each other. Peggitt stands smiling. 
SIMPSON.  This isn’t a solution!
DAVIDSON.  What do you mean? Mr Peggitt…He’s legit. He taught here for years. He’s experienced! He was in some kind of war. If anyone is going to know the history of this old school, it’s gonna be him. 
SIMPSON.  But he’s old. Really old. I don’t know if he would still be qualified or capable of supervising teenagers. Especially ones like this lot. 
DAVIDSON.  If the department sent him, I’m guessing he is. Look, it doesn’t really matter anyway, does it? We will be doing the supervising, and he’s really just what we need to make up the numbers. And look how hard you’ve worked to put this together. It’d be a shame to can it now. 
SIMPSON.  Yes, true… (sighs) We will continue with Peggitt. 
DAVIDSON.  It’ll be great! He’s probably had more experience with kids than the two of us put together. 
SIMPSON.  Hmm… I’ll text Virginia and thank her for getting the department to send him…. And re-order the pizza. 
DAVIDSON.  Yes!
	Davidson turns to the group.
DAVIDSON.  (announces) Get out those Scavenger Hunt maps, Matthew! Thanks to Mr Peggitt, the History Over-Nighter is happening! 
	All the students scream and jump around. Some shake Peggitt’s hand. 
Blackout

SCENE 2.  THE ARCHITECT 
Later that night, the students are lazing around amongst the empty pizza boxes. A couple are playing a board game with Davidson on the floor. Simpson is cleaning up. Mr Peggitt is snoozing in the corner, in a chair.
SIMPSON.  Mr Davidson, a word please.
	Davidson springs up. 
DAVIDSON.  Oh! You take a load off Mrs Simpson; I’ll pack up the boxes. 
SIMPSON.  I am perfectly capable. You are supposed to be setting up the Orienteering for tomorrow morning. 
DAVIDSON.  Ah, gotcha. I’m onto it. You ok with just Peggitt here? He’s kinda snoozy.
SIMPSON.  (sarcastic) You don’t say!? Peggitt was never going to be of any use. Like you said, he’s just here to make up the numbers. The kids are fine; they’re happy vegetating after their lacklustre Scavenger Hunt and too much bad pizza. Go! Go. I need you back within in the hour so we can do the final room checks. 
	Davidson scampers off. Simpson exits with a pile of pizza boxes. 
JASMINE.  Ugh! I miss my phone. 
SOPHIE.  Same. 
MATTHEW.  I know. Let’s tell ghost stories!
MOLLY.  Yes!
ISSY.  No! I want to sleep tonight. 
JASMINE.  I don’t want to tell ghost stories here. It’s already spooky.
ERIN.  You know I’ve always thought that The Grove, sounded a little too close to The Grave.
ISSY.  Ewh! Don’t!
LULU.  I bet there are loads of ghosts here.
TAYLOR.  Definitely. 
AMELIA.  You know that boarded up window above the Science lab? 
SOPHIE.   (dread) Yes. 
AMELIA.  Apparently, they covered it over because a Woman in Black would stand at that window, looking out. 
ISSY.  Stop! (clamps her hands over her ears)
TAYLOR.  I heard that sometimes at night you can hear the sounds of a little drummer boy, calling the troops to the Battle of Reading 
ISSY.  (blocking out the stories) La, la, la. 
MATTHEW.  I heard the there is a ghost of a kid who died like a hundred years ago, and that he followed a student home, and that night they saw a shadowy figure standing at the foot of their bed.
	The students squeal and protest.
SOPHIE.  Now you’ve gone too far!
HARRY.  As if that happened. 
ISSY.  I am definitely not sleeping tonight! Here, or at home. Ever again! 
HARRY.  Ghost stories are so cringe. As if any of you believe in them. 
Simpson re-enters, looking a bit worse for wear. 
SIMPSON. Right, you guys, I need some help packing up. 
JASMINE.  Do we have to move, Miss? I am stuffed. 
MATTHEW.  Same. I ate almost a whole pizza.
HARRY.  Pft. I ate two.
JASMINE.  Can we just digest, for a few minutes? Please Miss? 
SIMPSON.  Digest. (she holds her stomach, looking uncomfortable) Ohhh. Yes, digest. 	 
LULU.  Are you ok, Mrs Simpson?
HARRY.  Yeah, Miss, you look really crook.
TAYLOR.  Maybe you ate too much pizza? All that melting cheese.
Simpson puts her hand over her mouth. 
SIMPSON.  Um… Students. I need to step out of the room for a minute. Please behave for Mr Peggitt. You know my expectations. I shan’t be long. I just need to make a few calls. 
She rushes over to Peggitt’s chair and rouses him.  
SIMPSON.  Mr Peggitt…Please. (desperate) I need some assistance. I asked for a gluten free pizza, but obviously Pizza Express can’t follow a simple dietary restrict---(she clutches her stomach) Ohhh. I’m in a bit of trouble here. I’m sorry. This was not in risk assessment, but I will need to leave you with the students, momentarily. They need a distraction. Can you tell them one of your famous stories or something? If I am not back in the next ten minutes, please send them to their dorms. Strictly no students visiting the other dorm room. Once they are in, that’s it for the night. 
PEGGITT.  Yes, of course… You know back in the day, I could keep a group of teenagers absolutely transfixed –
SIMPSON.  Yes, yes, I’m sure. Thank you. 
	(Alternate lines if performing with cast of 9 – Names will be changed to their paired role)
	Simpson points to a number of students. 
SIMPSON.  Lulu, Sophie, Jasmine, Taylor, Erin and Matthew. You are on dishes duty, go, now.
They groan and trudge out. 
SIMPSON. The rest of you will be on breakfast duty.  
SIMPSON. (to students) Now, everyone! You don’t have long before bed. (clutches stomach) Ohh.  Please do as Mr Peggitt instructs. I’m sorry. I have to--
Unable to hold it, she rushes out of the room. The students gather around Peggitt’s chair. 
SOPHIE.  Is she ok Mr Peggitt? Was it something we said.
TAYLOR.  More like something she ate. Told her cheese was bad. 
PEGGITT.  Never fear! Mrs Simpson will be fine, and back with us soon…. So… Here we are. Teenagers. Well, I must say, it’s been a long time since I’ve been in front of young people.
MOLLY.  It’s ok Mr Peggitt. We don’t bite.
MATTHEW.  Hard.
	The students snicker.
SOPHIE.  Did they go to Woodhouse for the History Over-Nighter when you taught here, Mr Peggitt?
PEGGITT.  No, we didn’t do anything as wonderous as an Over-Nighter Camp. We concentrated on the 3 R’s Reading, Writing, and Arithmetic.
JASMINE.  3 Rs why is it called the 3 Rs? 
PHOEBE.  Duh. They all start with R.
PEGGITT.  Indeed. But I, for one was always fascinated with the history of this old place. Take a seat, I will tell you one of the stories that I believe will change your mind about the fascinating dark history of The Grove. 
	The students take a seat around Peggitt’s chair, some enthusiastically, some reluctantly. 
TAYLOR.  Fine. But it better not be lame. 
MOLLY.  How can it not be? This place was just an old farmhouse, wasn’t it?
PEGGITT.  Not quite. It was once owned by one of the most important men in Britian, Richard Saunders. He was the Chairman of the National Railway. Saunders had a fascination on how things worked; on how they fit together, and the science of how to take them apart. Trains, Architecture, --
MATTHEW.  Architecture, boring.
PEGGITT.  Not in this story.
STUDENTS.  Ohh.
PEGGITT.  Yes, architecture. Although The Grove was built in the 1780s, it was just a small farmhouse, but when Saunders took up ownership in the 1860s, he expanded it into an impressive country residence… A place that brought with it many wonders. Over the years much has been lost. Many of the rooms and passages were boarded up years ago to make place for offices and classrooms. This room that we are in, for example, is part of what was once the great hall, where dignitaries would meet, before going into the parlour. 
HARRY.  The Parlour! This school actually had a parlour? 
MATTHEW.  Ooh, la de da, a parlour 
PEGGITT.  A parlour, a drawing room, servants’ quarters. But it was the cellar that was most impressive.
ISSY.  The cellar?
PEGGITT.  Yes. Saunders’ fascination with building, did not stop upstairs. Down in the cellar, he had his workers build a myriad of underground rooms and tunnels that led to every room in the house.
TAYLOR.  Whoah. Have you seen any of them? 
PEGGITT.  Not I.  The main door to the cellar was boarded up years ago. But I had heard the rumours, of course. Terrible stories of those who had entered those tunnels and never returned.
HARRY.  Nah. You’re having a lend. 
PHOEBE.  You’re just trying to make us stay out of those tunnels.
PEGGITT.  I do not speak a word of a lie, when I say that I am not telling a tale, merely recanting what I have heard… And what I have seen. I remember one day, many, many years ago, right in the middle of my science class, a Year 8 lad, Niles Perkins, stepped out of the lab storage cupboard in the corner of my classroom from a trapdoor in the floor.
TAYLOR.  A trapdoor?
MOLLY.  The science room, huh?
	The students side eye each other. 
ERIN.  Did he say where he’d come from?
PEGGITT. Perkin’s? No. In fact he did not. He was not in a good way when he came out. Did not speak a word…. Ever again.
ISSY.  Ever again?! What do you mean?
PEGGITT.  He would not… Could not, speak. 
JASMINE.  What was wrong with him?
PEGGITT.  He was haunted. 
JASMINE.  Haunted!?
SOPHIE.  Don’t! Mr Peggitt. I’m never gonna sleep now. 
PHOEBE.  Who wants to sleep. I want to find one of those tunnels. 
MOLLY.  You’ve got your compass, haven’t you, Ben?
BEN.  It’s not for that! It’s for Orienteering. 
MOLLY.  Yeah, nah! We are totally going down there!
PEGGITT.  Well, I am not one stifle an adventurous spirit, but I am sure that would not be on Mrs Simpson’s risk assessment. (he chuckles, then suddenly serious) But heed my warning! The look in little Niles Perkin’s eyes was enough to quell any interest I ever had of exploring those mysterious tunnels. He left the school that day, and we never saw him again. 

PART 2.  THE GHOST STORY.
SCENE  3. THE LETTER
The students are now hanging on Peggitt’s every word. 
TAYLOR.  Mr Peggitt. We heard this school is actually haunted. Have you ever seen a ghost?
PEGGIT.  Not in my lifetime. But I heard the stories of spirits of the past, that roam these rooms at night. 
TAYLOR.  Go on, tell us one. 
ISSY.  Oh no. I don’t want to listen to any.
PEGGITT.  Are you sure you are brave enough?
MOLLY.  Pft! Yes. 
PEGGITT.  Issy?
Some of the students cling to each other, afraid. 
ISSY.  Argh. Go on then! But if I don’t sleep tonight, I’m blaming all of you. 
PEGGITT.  Well, alright then. At the very start of my teaching career, many, many years ago. I had just finished my studies, and I was called in to replace a teacher… 
LULU.  A bit like tonight really.
PEGGITT.  Very much like tonight. Except this particular teacher had gone missing. His name was Mr Windsor. One day he was there, the next, he was not. He became what you call, a missing person. No one ever heard from him again. 
ERIN.  Never?
PEGGITT.  Never.
BEN.  Oh, that’s awful.
PEGGITT.  Until one day. 
ERIN.  Ohhh. 
PEGGITT.  About twenty years later, one of the cleaners found a letter stuffed in the back of an old filing cabinet in the cellar. Harold Windsor had hidden it, to one day be found. It explained why he had left without a word. I've only read once, but I'll never forget it.  In this letter Windsor told the story of how was doing a history assignment on the school. 
AMELIA.  Just like what we're doing, right, Mr. Leggett? 
PEGGITT.  Exactly like what you are doing, I would say. 
SFX.  Soft, spooky music undertones.
FLASHBACK - We see the story of Mr Windsor play out. The stage could be split - on one side the students immersed in Peggitt’s story, on the other, we see Peggitt’s narration come to life in ghostly black and white/sepia tones. Or the whole stage used, the students and Peggitt fading into the background. 
LFX.  Opportunities for the use of projection, use of scrims, and shadow work or puppetry.  
(You can remove the student’s interjections if you want the story to be uninterrupted)
PEGGITT.  Windsor had stayed back late in his office, on one particular night, marking. It was the middle of winter, so it got dark early. He only realised the time when the cleaners fared him well and asked him to lock the main door after himself. He finished up and was walking through the yard towards the street and his bus stop, when he heard loud stomping footsteps, men arguing. He was scared; there shouldn’t have been anyone else on the school grounds. So, he stepped behind a hedge and waited until they passed… But what he saw next, chilled him to the bone. Two men in dirty long white coats carrying an oblong shaped wooden box upon their shoulders. They walked towards the front door of the house and entered. 
ERIN.  What were they doing?
AMELIA.  Shhh!
PEGGITT.  After they had gone inside, Windsor stepped out from his hiding spot. But the night seemed darker than it had before, and the yard around him somewhat changed. Familiar yet different. The garden seemed more manicured; more like what it looked like in the old pictures he had plastered upon his history classroom wall, than the yard he walked through every day. In a panic he made his way to the direction in which he knew the street should lie upon, and soon enough familiarity returned, and he made a hasty retreat. Windsor was haunted by what he'd seen. He tried not to think about it. But it had captured his imagination. What were those men carrying in the box? Where were they taking it? Why was this happening at The Grove? He could think of nothing else. He became a man obsessed. 
SOPHIE.  Oh no, don’t tell me he went back?
PEGGITT.  Indeed. About a week later, Windsor returned to the school in the dead of night. Sure enough, by the time he reached the front door, his surroundings had changed. Trying to keep calm, he carefully pushed open the large brass knob and entered the darkened hallway. But what should have been lit by fluorescent globes, now was lit by candle sconces on the wall. What was the student reception area, was now adorned with heavy carpets and wooden features, the furnishing and drapery of an elegant country home. He heard voices coming from upstairs, so he took a lamp from a table followed them.  
JASMINE.  No way!
ERIN.  I would run in the opposite direction. 
PEGGIT.  So would have I, but Windsor did not. He climbed those mighty stairs, and at the top he saw light flickering from a door that he knew as the Home Economics Sewing Room, but instead when he peered through the gap of the door into the room, he was horrified to see three long tables with cadavers stretched upon them. 
JASMINE.  What’s a cadaver?
LULU.  A body. 
SOPHIE.  Ewh.
AMELIA.  Shh.
PEGGITT.  Men in white coats stood around these tables, carrying out autopsies on the bodies.  Experimental medicine, you may call it. Shocked and terrified, Windsor turned and ran from the horrors he was seeing. What was this place?! Then heard his name being whispered from down the stairs.
Students squeal, horrified by the possibilities.
ISSY.  (covers eyes) Get out Mr Windsor!
ERIN. I can’t. I just can’t!
LULU.  Can I ring my grandma to pick me up, Mr Peggitt?
STUDENTS.  Shh.
PEGGITT.  So, Windsor followed those voices against his logic and reasoning. They called him into the cellar.
TAYLOR.  Oh no! He should not be going in there! 
PEGGITT.  As he was descending the stairs, he held his candle aloft, and to his surprise saw the numbers 845 scrawled upon the wall; then he heard what he could only describe as a deafening screeching sound. 
SFX: A train screeching to a halt.
PEGGIT. Suddenly, his candle was snuffed out by an invisible force, and the cellar was plunged into darkness. He slipped, knocking his head. He said he could feel ghostly presences pressing in around him, and could hear their furious whispers, but he could not understand what they said to him. He only knew one thing; he needed to leave The Grove, at once, and never speak of it again to another soul, lest he would go mad. He scribbled a hasty note and left the school, his home, and maybe the country forever. That’s all we know. 
	The FLASHBACK fades. We are back with Peggitt and the students
MATTHEW.  That’s all you know?!
PEGGITT.  Indeed, sadly, that’s all I know. 
LULU.  Wait! Why were they cutting up bodies in the Home Ec. Rooms?! Why?
 ERIN.  Yeah! And who was cutting up bodies in the Home Ec. Rooms? 
TAYLOR.  And where are the bodies now?! 
PHOEBE.  There is absolutely no way I am going into to that cellar tonight!
Molly elbows her in the ribs. 
MOLLY.  Ahem. Not that we would.
PHOEBE.  Yeah. Not that we would. 
AMELIA.  This is just like an old school gothic murder mystery. I need answers! 
ERIN.  So do I.  
PEGGITT.  Students, I do understand your curiosity. There is a part of me that wished that I knew more. That in my life, while I was young enough, I was brave enough to have gone down there. But there’s another part of me that knows that I was never supposed to. It would take more than one adventurous soul to uncover whether those crimes really occurred in this place. Well, children it’s time to start thinking about turning in. I trust you will sleep well tonight. If you need to alert me to anything, my lodgings are in the old canteen. (he chortles) I do hope the canteen lady has left out some donuts. I suggest you make your way to bed now. You only have fifteen minutes til lights out, and I am sure Mrs Simpson and Mr Davidson will be back to do their checks soon. 
Peggitt exits. 
LULU.  Sleep well?! As if.
ERIN.  I’m never sleeping again. 
SOPHIE.  There’s absolutely no way I am sleeping here. They cut up bodies in the Home Ec. Rooms.  I’m going to call my mum to come get me. 
TAYLOR.  She took our phones, remember?
SOPHIE.  Argh. 
HARRY.   He was totally telling us that story to scare us. 
LULU.  It sounded legit to me.
MATTHEW.  What? (he mocks) “The grounds mysteriously changed in front of his eyes?” What? Did Windsor time travel?  There are so many plot holes in Peggitt’s story.
ISSY.  Still… What about the woman?
TAYLOR.  Which woman? 
ISSY.  The woman in black.
ERIN.  (groan) The woman in black?! Who cares about her! All she did was look out of a window! There’s ghosts here that cut up bodies. 
HARRY.  You don’t believe any of it, do you? Seriously!?
ERIN.  Pft! No. As if! … Maybe…
LULU.  You guys watch too many horror movies. 
	Peggitt re-enters.
PEGGITT.  Ahem. I believe I said bedtime. 
	The students groan and haul themselves off the floor, following his directions.  
Blackout.

PART 3.  THE GOTHIC MURDER MYSTERY. 
SCENE 4.  THE TRAPDOOR  
Later that night in the boy’s dorm room (Science lab) A few beds are stretched out with sleeping bodies (Or bedding made up to look like it) Amelia, Issy, Phoebe and Molly sneak in. They creep over to where Ben and Harry sleep and rouse them. Ben screams. Molly clamps her hand over his mouth. 
MOLLY.  Shhh. You’ll wake the others. 
BEN.  You girls aren’t allowed to be in here.
MOLLY.  Are you kidding? The door to the tunnel is in here. Where do you recon it is?
	Molly and Phoebe start searching around opening cupboard doors.
HARRY.  Stop! You can’t just come into our room. 
ISSY.  I don’t want to be here either. They made me!
BEN.  You are going to get us all in trouble. 
ISSY.  That’s what I told them!
AMELIA.  We’ll be fine. Davidson has already done the checks, and we have stuffed our beds to look like we are sleeping, if any of the teachers comes to check while we’re gone. I suggest you do the same. 
She takes his pillow and shoves it under his blanket.  
HARRY.  As if! We are not coming with you! 
MOLLY.  Of course you are… Unless you’re scared.
PHOEBE.  Yeah, I didn’t think you believed in ghosts.  
HARRY.  I don’t!
PHOEBE.  Well, what are you afraid of then?
HARRY.  I’m not afraid. Fine! We’ll come. 
BEN.  What do you mean we’ll come?!
	Molly continues looking around. Ben rushes over to her.
BEN.  Stop poking around in here!
MOLLY.  Come on Ben, I thought you’d be up for a bit of an adventure… Weren’t you a boy scout?
BEN.  How did you know that?
MOLLY.  Just a wild guess…. We could really use someone like you to help us solve this mystery…. I mean, who knows if these rooms are even the same as what they were like in the old days.	
BEN. (chuffed) … Well, I guess you have a point. 
PHOEBE.  Pft! As if this school would spend money on renovations.
	They all join in, looking around. 
AMELIA.  But if they have moved the cupboard, the trap door would still be here in the corner somewhere, right? 
Ben finds something on the floor.
BEN.  Hey guys. Look… I think I found it. Here! On the floor. It must lead down to the cellar. If you just pull this panel, there’s a hatch under it. 
The others rush over to him.
MOLLY.  Well done, Ben! I knew having a boy scout would be handy. 
BEN. (blushing) Well I…
ISSY.  You’re not going to open it are you? You heard what Peggitt said. “Niles Perkins haunted eyes”.
MOLLY.  I want to solve this mystery. This is the only chance we are going to get. 
PHOEBE.  I’m up for it. 
HARRY/AMELIA.  We’re in.
ISSY.  Well, I’m not staying here by myself. 
BEN.  I’ve got my compass… And a couple of torches! 
	Ben straps one to his head, hands Molly the other one. 
MOLLY.  Legend! Let’s go. 
Blackout. 
SCENE 5.  THE CELLAR.
The students emerge in a darkened room.
ISSY.  It’s creepy in here. 
They flash the torches around. 
HARRY.  What’s that?
PHOEBE.  What?
	They direct their torches to the wall. The numbers 845 in dripping red paint are illuminated. 
	They gasp.
ISSY.  Oh my God! (screams) On the wall. It’s blood! Oh my God it’s blood.
	The students huddle together. Ben goes to have a closer look. 
ISSY.  Don’t go near it, Ben!
BEN.  It’s paint. It’s just paint. 
HARRY.  Why would someone paint that on the wall?
AMELIA.  845. Just like Windsor said he saw. What do you think that it means?
ISSY.  It means we are in trouble. We have to get out of here. 
	LFX. Snap blackout. (torches switch off)
	Suddenly the room is plunged into darkness. 
Students scream and cling to each other. 
SFX.  The sound of a train on the tracks.
AMELIA.  What is that noise?
PHOEBE.  It’s coming closer!
LFX. The lights of a train in a tunnel, flicker.
	SFX.  A train approaching at rapid speed
SFX.  A train screeches, which turns into a scream. 
	LFX. Blackout.  
	LFX.  Torch lights flicker back on. 
PHOEBE.  What happened?
AMELIA.  I have no idea. 
BEN.  Was that a train?
ISSY.  I told you that we have to get out of here! 
	They rush to the trapdoor. 
HARRY.  It’s locked.
ISSY.  What do you mean it’s locked?! 
HARRY.  It won’t open!
PHOEBE.  Force it!
HARRY.  I am! It’s not budging. 
AMELIA.  There must be another way out! Peggitt said that there are tunnels and passages leading from the cellar to every room in the house. Everyone look around, there must hidden panels or something around the room. 
They all start exploring the room. They bump into each other, trip over things, Molly and Ben’ flashlights zoom around wildly. Issy screams. Everyone stops.
MOLLY.  What?! What happened?
ISSY.  Harry trod on my foot. 
HARRY.  Sorry! 
AMELIA.  This is impossible! I can’t see a thing. Molly, bring your light over here. Everyone, follow someone with a torch. 
The group spits into two, exploring different corners with Ben leading Issy and Amelia and Molly leading Harry and Phoebe.
AMELIA.  I recon this shelf feels loose.
MOLLY.  Harry, help us pull this panel on the wall. 
	The trios help each other to open their respective tunnel doors. 
AMELIA/MOLLY.  (together) It opened!
BEN.  What? Yours opened as well?
MOLLY.  Yes, look! (shines her torch at opening) There’s a tunnel in here for sure.
BEN.  Same!
HARRY.  We have to go in. 
AMELIA.  Yes, but which one do we go into?
ISSY.  We are not going into either of them. You know what happens in the movies when they have to choose between two doors. One leads to freedom and the other one leads to certain death! (hysterical) I do not want to pick the one that leads to certain death, Amelia. 
PHOEBE.  But how do we know which one to choose?
ISSY.  We are not going to pick any of them! We are going to sit here and wait until someone comes and finds us. 
	Stubbornly she sits on the floor and crosses her arms in defiance. 
AMELIA.  What if no one ever finds us, Issy? You heard what Peggitt said. Kids have gone down into these tunnels and never returned. 
PHOEBE.  And I do not want to be in this room if that train comes back. 
MOLLY. We have no choice; we have to go in them.
ISSY.  No! Them?! What do you mean them?
MOLLY.  The two doors. We have to split up!
ISSY.  No, no, no, no, no. 
MOLLY.  We have to! We can’t all get lost together. Splitting up is the only way we have to give us more chance of finding a way out.
ISSY.  And if one door leads to certain death?
MOLLY.  Well, at least half of us will be ok.
ISSY.  (cries) They aren’t good odds, Molly!
	Amelia grabs Issy by the shoulders.
AMELIA.  You just have to be brave, Issy. I have this feeling that we were the ones that are supposed to solve this mystery, and I think we can do it together.
ISSY.  Do it together by splitting up?!
AMELIA. … Exactly.
ISSY.  Do you hear the words that are coming out of your mouth!?
AMELIA. Peggitt said that it would take more than one curious soul to solve the mystery. Windsor came down here alone. And we’ve already gotten further than him. 
MOLLY.  Yeah! And don’t forget about Niles Perkins. Alone. 
ISSY.  (to Amelia) Ok. Promise you won’t leave me, Amelia. No matter what happens.
	Amelia pulls her to her feet.
AMELIA.  I promise. We are about to do something important. Significant even. (smiles) 
	They hug.
ISSY.  Ok, I’m ready. Let’s solve this mystery. 
BEN.  This looks pretty sturdy. Richard Saunders did a good job. Let’s go!
They exit through their respective doors.  Ben leading Amelia and Issy and Molly leading Harry and Phoebe.
Blackout
SCENE 6.  CERTAIN DEATH
Amelia, Ben and Issy stumble into a room. 
ISSY.  Where are we? 
AMELIA.  It’s some sort of sitting room. 
ISSY.  How can we be in a sitting room? 
BEN.  There are no windows.
ISSY.  There’s a door.  
They rush over to the door.
ISSY.  It’s been boarded up. 
AMELIA.  Surely there’s another way out?
	They look around.
BEN.  I can’t see any.
ISSY.  Look harder!
	They frantically search the room for the sign of another escape. 
AMELIA.  This is hopeless. We might have to go back into the cellar. 
ISSY.  I’m not going back in there!
BEN.  We might not have a choice.
	LFX.  Light’s flicker. The warm glow of lamplight saturates the room. 
ISSY.  Where is that light coming from?
AMELIA.  From the candles.
ISSY.  (Sarcastic, desperate) From the candles that are lit in a room, that has been boarded up for years, Amelia!?
AMELIA.  You’ve got a point. 
BEN.  Shh… Someone’s coming. 
AMELIA.  Hide.
The students hide behind a cupboard. Richard Saunders and his associate Pearce and Thatcher enter. 
SAUNDERS.  I will not have this conversation again! We have invested a great deal of money into the upgrades of our carriages this year. 
ISSY.  (whispers) Oh my God! Are they ghosts!?
BEN.  (whispers) No. They can’t be. They are as solid as we are. 
AMELIA.  (whispers) I think we are being shown a memory, just like Windsor said he saw that night at The Grove. 
ISSY.  Thank God this memory hasn’t got bodies in it!
AMELIA.  Shh… We need to listen. 
SAUNDERS.  We put a dining cart in the Oxford to Birmingham line just last year. 
PEARCE.  Sandwiches do not ensure our passengers safety, Saunders
SAUNDERS.  No, but it certainly lifts the prestige of our services. 
THATCHER.  I believe we need to cancel the Oxford to Birmingham passage today.
SAUNDERS.  What are you babbling on about, Thatcher?! Christmas Eve is one of the busiest days of the year! We have over two hundred and fifty passengers about to board. 
THATCHER.  I fear we are being negligent. The iron tyres need replacing, the tracks could be better maintained.  Our company is well behind our competitors in terms of recent upgrades. 
SAUNDERS.  I will have you know that The Great Western Railway is one of the most powerful companies in Britain, and I as it’s chairman are well aware of what needs upgrading, and will do so in due course!
AMELIA.  (whispers) That’s Richard Saunders. The guy that Peggitt told us about. The one that built the tunnels at The Grove. 
PEARCE.  Saunders, you need to see reason. The weather conditions will be extreme today, I agree with Thatcher; we need to cancel. We may be committing our passengers to certain death. 
ISSY.  (hisses) Certain death! I told you. 
AMELIA.  Shh!
SAUNDERS.  Come now, Pearce, now you are being preposterous. That engine has served us well for many a year. It’s Christmas Eve, man! People want to get home to their families. They would not be happy if we cancelled now. 
PEARCE.  They will also not be happy, sir, when they learn that they will be sharing their journey with the guests of Her Majesty! I must say that we find your dealings in this matter, somewhat unscrupulous. 
SAUNDERS.  I warn you to use your next words carefully, Pearce. The government pays us well for making these transfers. We fit an extra third-class carriage to accommodate the extra Christmas Passengers today, and I have given instructions for the guards to section off a private area in that final carriage. Therefore, they can use the rear door to load the men on.  The other passengers will be none the wiser. No one will ever know that they were on board. If you value your position in my company, gentlemen, I suggest you use discretion (beat) I will not hear another word on either of these matters; cancelling the Oxford to Birmingham passage today would be ruinous for our company. Now, if you don’t mind. It is Christmas Eve. I have a family to tend to.
	Saunders leads Thatcher and Pearce out. 
	LFX.  Lamplight flickers to blackout then back to torchlight. 
The students stumble out of their hiding spot. 
ISSY.  Ok… I’m out.
Issy goes to bolt. Amelia grabs her.
AMELIA.  Stop. Seriously. Where are you going to go? 
ISSY.  Argh! Good point. 
BEN.  What are “Guests of Her Majesty”?
AMELIA.  Prisoners.
ISSY.  Prisoners?!
BEN.  What does it all mean?
AMELIA.  They were transporting prisoners that they didn’t want anyone to know about. But I don’t know why we are being shown this. Let’s get back to the cellar so we can find another way out!
Blackout.
SCENE 7.  CHRISTMAS EVE 1874. 
Phoebe, Molly and Harry enter into a darkened space. 
PHOEBE.  I’m freezing! 
HARRY.  Why is it so cold in here? 
MOLLY.  It’s snowing. 
HARRY.  How can it be snowing?!
MOLLY.  I think we are outside.
PHOEBE.  But how can we be?
HARRY.  We’re not. It’s an illusion. We are seeing something. Look.
Flashback. December 24, 1874. Oxford Train Station. 
SFX.  A clock ticking.
People emerge out of the darkness. 
SFX.  The sound of children laughing.
SFX.  The whistle of the Station Master.
A group of people, rugged up for the winter, congregate at the station, many holding black umbrellas up against the snow. There is excitement in the air, and a sense of impatience.
A small group of children softly sing ‘SILENT NIGHT’. 
The three students standby, dumbfounded by what they are seeing. 
A passenger approaches the Station Guard
PASSENGER 1.  My good man, when are we going to be allowed to board? We are nearly half an hour behind schedule. 
GUARD.  Won’t be long now, sir. We’ve lost some time due to the sleety conditions, but we should be on our way directly. 
PHOEBE.  Why are we seeing this?
MOLLY.  It’s a train station. I don’t understand. 
She goes to speak to a passerby.
MOLLY.  Excuse me. Can you please tell me--
The woman walks past, ignoring her.
PHOEBE.  Be careful!
HARRY.  It’s like a flashback. She can’t see us!
MOLLY.  Hey you. 
She waves her hand in front of a passerby’s face. They don’t see her. 
MOLLY.  You’re right! This is so weird. 
PHOEBE.  Why is The Grove showing us this?
MOLLY.  The Grove?
PHOEBE.  Well, what else can it be? Someone or something is trying to make us understand. 
HARRY.  Understand what?
Two children, Lizzie and Fran run up to their mother, Sarah who is standing at the tracks awaiting the train. 
LIZZIE.  When are we leaving, mamma?
FRAN.  I’m cold! 
SARAH.  So am I, my loves. I’m sure it won’t be long til we are in the carriage and out of this freezing winter air. 
FRAN.  Will we be home in time for supper?
LIZZIE.  And stories before bedtime? 
FRAN.  Yes, please. Can we read T’was the Night Before Christmas again this year?
SARAH.  Yes, my loves, we will be home in good time. And I already have your special book set aside, Lizzie dear. The trip is less than an hour and Father will be awaiting our arrival at Birmingham Station.  
LIZZIE.  I cannot wait to see Father. I do hope we shall receive presents tomorrow morning. 
SARAH.  Oh, my darlings, it will be a wonderful Christmas Day. We will have potatoes, roast goose and pudding. It will be such a feast. 
FRAN.  I can’t wait!
LIZZIE.  Will we have Brussels sprouts? I hate Brussels sprouts. 
SARAH.  We will. But seeing it’s Christmas, you don’t have to eat any. 
LIZZIE.  Yay!
	Station Guard blows his whistle. 
GUARD.  (announces) Many apologies for the delay, Ladies and Gentlemen; the Oxford to Birmingham will be boarding now. 
MOLLY.  The Oxford to Birmingham? Why are they showing us Oxford?
HARRY.  Something happened here. 
SARAH.  All ready, girls? Let us go find our seats. Mind you don’t crush that package, Fran. 
FRAN.  I won’t!
	Passengers start boarding the train (exit the stage) 
GUARD.  Tickets please. Thank you, sir. Please make your way to your seats. Take care now madam.
PASSENGER 2.  Thank you. Terrible weather we are having.
GUARD.  Never fear, sir, it’s nice and warm on board. Tickets please. 
PASSENGER 3.  Merry Christmas.
GUARD.  Merry Christmas to you too, madam. 
PHOEBE.  I’ve got a bad feeling about this!
MOLLY.  Same! 
	All passengers have exited (to the train) The Station Captain approaches the Guard. 
CAPTAIN.  Everybody on, Jones?
GUARD.  Yes, all on sir. And now that they are … (leans in) we are just loading the six extras into Carriage 845, through the back door. (marks in his book) 
PHOEBE.  Carriage 845! Did you hear that?
MOLLY.  Yes! 
CAPTAIN.  Well, they had better get a hurry on. We are already twenty five minutes behind schedule. 
GUARD.  I am well aware of that, sir. I am just following instructions. We will be on our way directly. 
	He bows on his whistle and exits to train. Captain calls after him. 
CAPTAIN.  You have some time to make up.  Tell the driver to hasten his passage. 
	Exits opposite direction. 
MOLLY.  What was that!?
PHOEBE.  845! 845! They had a Carriage 845? Why are we being shown that?
MOLLY.  And what happened to that train?
	The students look to each other in horror.
HARRY.  I don’t know, but I think we are getting closer to finding out. 
Blackout
SCENE 8 – THE COLLISION. 
The six students both emerge into the cellar from their respective doors, at the same time. 
BEN.  You’re here! 
ISSY.  I’m so glad we found you!
HARRY.  You didn’t find a way out either?
BEN/MOLLY.  No!
AMELIA.  Where did your door lead?
PHOEBE.  You are not going to believe this. We were at a train station.
ISSY.  What?
BEN. What do you mean a train station? Did your tunnel lead out to town?
HARRY.  No. I think it was the Oxford Train Station.
BEN.  Oxford? But how can that be? Oxford is miles away!
HARRY.  I know. But we were there! And in another time. I know it sounds crazy, but you have to believe us. 
AMELIA.  Of course we believe you! We saw Richard Saunders!
PHOEBE.  What?!
MOLLY.  What do you mean you saw him?
BEN.  Richard Saunders? The Chairman of the Great Western Railway?
PHOEBE.  Yes! The man that lived at The Grove?
MOLLY.  The one that built all the tunnels?
AMELIA.  Yes, yes! The same guy. We saw him in like a flashback. Like a dream. He was with two men; they were arguing about a train, saying wasn’t safe to travel. 
BEN/HARRY.  The Oxford to Birmingham line!
PHOEBE.  Yes! Why are we being shown these things? 
BEN.  We saw people boarding a train. It was freezing cold. Snowing. It was Christmas Eve. Everyone got on, then the Station Guard mentioned loading extras into Carriage 845. 
HARRY.  845!?
AMELIA.  That must be the carriage that they put the prisoners on.
PHOEBE.  Prisoners? What prisoners? 
AMELIA.  They were transporting prisoners at the back of a carriage, so nobody saw them. 
BEN.   845. What does it all mean?
AMELIA.  It means that that train should never have left the station. 
SFX. Snap blackout. (torches switch off)
	Suddenly the room is plunged into darkness. 
Students scream and cling to each other. 
AMELIA.  Oh no! 
MOLLY.  It’s happening again. 
SFX.  A clock ticking.
LFX. The lights of a train in a tunnel, flicker.
SFX.  A train approaching at rapid speed
PHOEBE.  The train! It’s coming back. 
SFX.  A train screeches, which turns into a scream. 
The group cling to each other. 
LFX.  Flashing lights. 
AMELIA.  Hold on! 
SFX. The sound of an almighty crash. 
	LFX. Blackout. 
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