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(CRACKLING OF GREAT BONFIRE. EXTERIOR NIGHT SOUNDS.
BRING IN, OVER ALL, THE NOTES OF A RAM'S HORN. (THREER
SHORT G SHARPS FOLLOWED BY SUSTAINED E FLAT. REPEAT
PHRASE THREE TIMES)

PROTZ: Satan! Alone in the forest here, I have sounded the
Deyill's Horfi, the horn that is used to summon your dark
presence. Hear me, oeton! In this Secrel place, 1 call
Crn you o Biot out the 1iFe oF my enecmy Favard fdeller

before the hour of midnight has struck and of his

0 sister, Devorah, before the hour of midnight has flcwn!
i5 Oh, Masiter, tonignt, this very night when you come

2 up upon the earth, bring death to Edvard and Deborah

3 Heller.

I (RUSTLE IN UNDERBRUSH)

D R0T7: What was that? .

| (CFF)

O NAOMI: JWitch! Witch! I heerd you. I heerd you hexin!' them!

f 2R0T7: Who's there? Who are you?

3 NAOMI: Naomi. Nacmi's my name. I been one of the Heller's

2 servants for fifteen years and they's good people, 1
J tell yoﬁ, 2@od peoplel

1 (HEAVY FOCTSTEPS ON GRAVEL UNDER, .FADE NAOMI ON

> GRADUALLY DURING) ) |

> PROTZ: But they arent!t good people..they've wronged me time
4 and again, Nacmi, 7 7

> HAOMI:  You take that spell off or I'll tell everybody I heerd
5 , you hexin'! lem! A

{ PROZT: (WHEEDLING) I didn't say I wouldn't take it off, did
3

I now?
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Don't you come no closer to me! lon' come no closer,

I say!

But we must talk together about this thing, Naomi,
(FADE ON) I can hear you from where you is, witch!
(CHUCKLING) I won't hurt you, Naomi. Are you afraid
211 hurt you?

(ON) Leave me be! Stop where you is now! I say don'
come No....{GASP AND STRUGGLE AS HER THROAT IS SEIZED)
( STRUGGLE. ,EFFORT, .FALL CF BODY)

' Therel! Spy on me, will you? That's what you all are!

Spies! Spies! (CHANGING MOOD AND PROJECTING) Satan!
Satean, hels youw faifthful servant! Visit death on BEdvard
and Deborah Heller this night in the midnight hour!
Bring death and destruction on the house of my enemies!
(WILD LAUGHTER)

(RAM'S HORN AS BEFORE...ONLY ONE PHRASE)

(QUICK CUE ON MACABRE TRANSITION.. THEN DOWN AND OUT)
(DCOR OPEN CREAKILY. EFFECT OF DANCING AND GAIETY WELL
OFF)

Is that you, Badiah?

Yes, Miss Deborah, It's Badiah, Ma'am.

(DOOR CLOSE...EFFECT OUT)

Them farm people 18 sure navan' a jfine time ior
themselvea out there. 1t was mighty grand of you and

Mr. Edvard to let 'em use the big barn for their

Halloween huskin! barty, it wes,




(RS

o

BADIAH:

\n

=

3

~

>
19
21 DEBORAH:
2
23 BADIAH:
14 DEBORAH:

T

!
<

o

.7 BADIAH:
i3

19 DEBORAH:
20

21

22 DEBORAH:
23 BADIAH:
2% DEBORAH:
>

°5 BADIAH:
27

23 DEBORAH:
23 BADIAH:

o 1l¢
Yes, perhape, but we shouldn't have done it, Badish.
tip. Edverd is in no condition to be lyin' in his bed
upstairs, tossing and turning, while that infemaal
fiddling and stomping goes on.
Yes'm. But they'll be leavin' soon, Mat'am, and us poor
folks sure appreciates how good you and Mr. Edvard
treats us..I got all the windows and doors locked for
thelmight andy ifayousradn' . gof no MOLE chores for me,
Miss Deborah, I reckon I'll be goin' to my bed.,
(DOOR OPEil. .BRING IN WIND 5O0UND BIG AND DISTANT CRASH)
There's nothing else for you to..(PAUSE)..what was that,
Badiah?
Just the wind, Ma'am.
But it came up so suddenly. There's been no wind all
day..Oh, Badiah, you mustn't leave me alone down here..
Don't go yet, Badiah..don't!
Now just you don' take on, Ma'am. There ain't nothin’
e De.us
But I felt cold..cold all over..just as if sometiliing
WEere. .
(THE R£M'S HORN WELL OFF...ONE PHRASE)
Badiah!
Miss Deborahl
That scunded like..
(RAM'S HORN OFF,..ONE PHRASE)
( TERROR-STRICKEN, WHISPERING) It's the Devilts Horn,
Miss Deborah!
. .hepe is it comins from?

Sounds. ...oounds like Mr, EFdvard's room!
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Mr. Zdvard's...Oh, get up there quick! Horey wp - horery
up, Badiah!
Y-yes'm, Miss Deborah..yes'm...Il'm goin'.,.(FADZ)
(FOOTSTEPS OFF ASCENDING STAIRS HOLLOWLY..RAM!'S IIORN
OFF...ONE PHRASE) ’
(FAR OFF) .
Hzaven protect me..merciful Heaven deliver me! §§l2i
(PROJECTING) Edvard! Edvard!
(UP VIOLENTLY WITH WIND. THREE SUCCEZSSIVE SHOTS. SCREAM
OFF. .HUGE CLOCK STRIKES HEAVILY TWELVE TIMES NDER, .. )
Badiah! Badiah! What is it? What's happened up there.
In the name of.,
(OFF) Mr. Edvard,.Mr. Edvard...
Badiah!
(OFF) Mr. Zdvard,.He's.,.he's....dead..
(PIERCING SCREAM)
( CLAMOROUS KﬁOCKING ON DOOR OFF..FADE IN SMALL NCB
NOISE OFF)
(FADE ON WITH FOOTSTEPS DESCENDIIIG STAIRS) They
heerd the shots out back. They's at the door,
Miss Deborah! :
Openi it! Open it, Badiah!
(KNOCKING AND SHOUTS OFF.,DOOR CREAK HEAVILY OPEN . .
WIND AND MOB UP)
(OFF) Oh, our Mr, Edvard.,our Mr., Tdvard...(GRIEF-
STRICKEN)
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Out of my Way...{(FADE ON WITH FOOTSTEPS)..What did
we hear, Miss Deborah? What was it, Ma'am? Soundecd
like pistol shots!
Who are you, sir?
My name is Jarkins. I'm one of the farm folks, ma'am,
Mr. Jarkins,.my brother Edvard.,.he's.,.he's dead..
Dead!
(AB 1B, . .. BEADR, . . JWHOY ., . BEDVARD HEILIER.. ,DEAD?
MURDERED, YOU MEAN....)
But.,.who..,who would kill such a men as Edvard

Heller?
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Ldon't know that, Mr., Jarkins...but this‘I do know,..
Just before my brother was killed, we....we heard the
devil's horn from up there in his room!
The devil's horn! The devil's been here! Somebody!s
hexed this house,
Yeah, and who could have done it? 01d Protzman,
Protzman, that's who!
Old Protzman down at the end of the lane. He's the
witbh. He talks to the devil...I heard him in the
woeelsiioneel, 1Vaid.l, ;
Of course I don't believe in these gupenat tieonal butb, ..
(SUDDENLY FIERCE) Miss Deborah, us people in thesge
parts don't call it superstition. The.devilfs horn
has been heard in this valley too many times and too
rany things has happened afterward for us to doubt
what 1t means...
And we know old Protzman's the witch, He's in league
with Satan!
Did 0ld Portzman maybe have a grudge against your
brother, Miss Heller..,(PAUSE) Did he, ma'am?
We want tb know! .
I....T have to tell you the truth, Mr, Jarkins, My
brother did know Mr. Profzman .. conly yeéterday, it
was, I heard them quarreling...
Aha!
And I heard Protzman saying, 'I may be helpless,

Edvard tle Fller,: but ol dan cailll on edtaniito bring death

and destruction on the house of my enemies!! of

Codrsies, 1T idon! Gabailieva, |



———

JARKINS:
= DEBORAH:
¢ JARKINS:
10 JARKINS:
:_2
.7 MUSIC:

-7 CRANSTOY ;

<7 MARGOT ;s
CRANSTON:
- E’RRGOT :

-/ CRANSTOY

;o

No? Viell, we believe, Miss Deborah. We know who
put the hex on your brother. (PROJECTING) Don't we,
iy iends?

(MOB NOISES UP)

But...but what do you intend to do, Mr. Jarkins?

If you bury a hex with his victim, Miss Deborah, you
don!'t have no more trouble from him! Everybody knows
that! Everybody in these parts leastways...

(UP WITH MOB AND INCREASE STEADILY TO END OF SCENE )
(SHOUTING) WetlF hans 0ld Protzman down, we will, ..
we'lll take him alive and make him admit what he's
done and then...why then, I guess we'll take the law
in our own hands and dig a nice deep grave for him...
that's what we're gonna do, Miss Deborah...That's

Just exactly what we!re gonna doll! Come on,

friends, follow me!

(ROARS IN WITH DRAMATIC TRANSITION...DCWN UWDER...)
(MOTOR APPROACHING, ..EXTERIOR NOISES...WIND)

You Ikncw, Margot, we've been driving through some

of the spookiest countryside I've ever seen and still
we haven't passed as much as one broon-riding witeh,
Strange, isn't it?

Unheard of, Lamont, considering it's Halloween.

(SHE LAUGHS) Can you remember what an exciting tﬁing
Halloween was when you were a kid, Lamont? .

I'm still a kid at heart, Margot. _

i coﬁid almost feel the same way about it Eonipght 1F
we weren't in the car together.;.so safe and all,

We're not so safe, you know? Not nearly so safe as you
think. '

Sk b SRR S AR

CET R




e als LD
£ BLGSUL .

> CRARSTON:

= MARGOT:

- CRANSTON:

12
13 MARGOT:
'+ CRANSTON:

-5 CRANSTON:

N

-7 MARGOT:

22 CRANSTON ;
21 MARGOT:

4}

- CRANSTON

P}{

<. CRANSTON

o #117
Whj) what do you mean?
I hadn!'t wanted to frighten you, but I'm afraid I
missed the road somewhere back there,
lost.
If you're trying to frighten me, you're having no
success whatsoever, I'm too sleepy to really be
afraid of anything.
(YAWNS)
awfully late getting back to town. Why don't we just

Sleepy? S0 am I, Look, welre going to be
pick out a little inn along the road and stay there
until morning. There couldn't be a better place than
this moonlit countryside to spend Halloween.

dit = peeioeh fon that 511 nisht..1'd love to.

Right!

(BRAKES AND MOTOR OUT...BRING WIND UP)

And there's just the place...doesn't that sign say

I Taml 2

Oh, yes, I see. Nailed up on the tree there.

What'!s that name under it?

Beaho0. T, .2, Protz, Proteman...

Well, Mr, Protzmanls Tnn's.a . littls delapidated,.
(YAWNS) But so'm I,
Tim falling into. ruins,..come on, my lady,

(CAR DOOR SLAM, ..FOOTSTEPS ON GRAVEL, THEN CREAKY

-WOOD., . WIND. )
(FADE ON)
but we'!ll take a chance.
(KNOCKING ON HEAVY DOOR)

Doesn't seem to be a creature stirring,

We'lre completely
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(WHISPERING) Serve us right if an old witch took us
in and baked us both into gingerbread boyS....
Boy for me...girl for you, darling -- wonder if the
witch is out for the evening?
(LOUDER KNOCK AND DOOR CREAK OPEN)
Oh, good evening....we've just come...
You'!ve come to tell me he's dead, haven't ﬁou?
What? What was that you said?
Oh...I didn't see your faces. Thought you were
someone else,
Someone else?
(DISREGARDING) My name is Protzman and this is my
Bouse . WEat ean T do Tor you?
We'd like two rooms. One for myself and one for
Miss Lane.
This is an old house, you know. Hothing faney hore,
We only want a place to lay our aching bones.
Al vient . .otep ipsddefthen, TI'1E Erycto...
(MOB NOISES SUDDENLY UP OFF...KEEP BUILDING UP
QUICKLY) %
What was that? What was that?
What?

- Teap Vel hea

Some people on the road,...after all, it's Halloween.,

People! I should“sgy so." look, Lamont; coming over

thie pmow of the helt -» Wiy dit's a mob!

£
4
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.it's me they want! They're after me!
?rctzman....Protzman, where are you? Come out and
meet us, Protzman!

What will I do? What will I do?

As a Lirat precaution, I'd suggest your ducking
inside and locking the door, Mr. Protzman,

That wouldn't stop them..,They'd burn the house
dovn, I know them. I know they wouldl: «If I could
only phone for the police, .

Good idea...better be about 1it.

But I've no phone here., There!s one in the general
store, but it's closed this tine of night,

Then I'm afraid we're in For o fivel elass ., .,
(CLINK OF GLASS)

They seem to be getting a little rough., (PROJECTS)
Listen to me, there,.,.

(FADE ow) 114 keep out of this if I was you, stranger...
Protzman, you're the one we want. to talk ito..

Me? Why do you want me, Mr, Jarkins?
You know why! You know that Edvard Heller was killed
by the devil in his house tonight!

it.teo 5 ¥Ou. -

We know who caused
You with your dirty witcheraft and

Spell-casting! We're takin! you back to the Heller

Mansion, Protzman, and af'ter we'!'ve made you confess what
you done, we're gonna bury you with Heller in a nice
deep grave we got dug for youl

I\Tottoocnoooc

Grab-him, ket

(SCU?FLE AND MOB ROAR UP)
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HeCL.dontt hurt me..,I.-didn't doiit.,.Pleases . pleass, ..
(FADING WITH: MOB SOUMNDS...FCOTSTEPS, ,.OFF)

(BRING UP WIID)

Did you hear what I heard, Margot?

W arraidd 1 did, lamotit,

A witeh...a murder done by the devil and a grave
already dug....What were you saying about Halloween
being exciting when we were kids, Margot?

(I WITH AGITATO TRANSITION AND DOWN UNDER)

(DOOR OPEN. . .FOOTSTEPS AND MOB BACKGROUND)

Please...Oh, please let me go! You're wrong about

meC youo khow i al . 1%

Get inside!

(A CLATTER AS PROTZMAL IS SHOVED INTO ROOM., . .MOB UP...'
DOOR SILAij)

Here!'s our witch, Miss Deborah! Take a look at him!!
(FADE ON) That's my brotheris body on the bed thers,
Hr. Protzman! This was his room before those three
devilish shots were fired into his heart!

Oh, Miss Deborah, I'm sorry for your trouble, but I
didnltihaves .

(CRUEL LAUGHTER CUTS HIM OFF...JEERING AD LIBS)
(QUICK CUE ON CLEAR FOOTSTEPS ASCENDING STAIRS)
(AS LAUGHTER FADES DOWN)

/

Oh, believe me! You!ve got
jrlo =
Listen! Hear that? Someone's coming up the stairs.

(WHISPER IN FEAR) Yes...there is...who - who could that

e, Miss Deborah?
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f don't know. There!s no one else in the house.
BRSOt Oof here...It's him....1t's the devil
coming back!

Stand still everybody! Stay where you are!

(BIG WIND OFF...FOOTSTEPS FADE ON...DOOR OPEN CREAKILY)
(OFF) (CHEERFULLY) Ah, the door's open. Here we are,
Margot, \

(FADE ON WITH FOOTSTEPS)

Good evening, everyone...now, Margot, we are at what

1s usually referred to as ’The‘SceneCﬁ’The Crime!.

We must observe everything carefully, Margot. You
never know where a clue may lie. Now for instance...
the broken vase we see lying on the hearth stone may

be connected with that fresh bullet hole in the mantel—
plece just above it...right? .
Amazing, my dear Holmes.

Let us also observe that the dead man didn't so much

as stir in his sleep while being killed which leads

us to the, ..

Listen here, stranger, I don't know who you ere, But. ..
Oh, I beg your pardon. I'm Lamont Cranston and this

is Miss Lane. We thought we'd help locate the criminal
who killed Mr, Heller...

Criminal! Wasn't no criminal who did it, It was the

devil himself'!

Really, hm, the devil must be having a rather tough
geacon of itl.

Huh? What are you talking about, Miss?
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That empty watch-case on the mantel-piece, Did the
devil by any chance steal the contents of that,

Mr. Jarkins?

Watchcase! Why she's right...It's empty! Edvard!s
watch is gone. .

Good work, Margot. Was 1t a very valuable one, madam?
18 woe am he ivloem, One of those old fashioned watches
that chimed a little tune on the hour,

T know the kind., Very popular in my grandfather!'s
day...8till rather popular with his satanic majesty by
the 1ookd of fthings.

What kind of nonsense is this? The devil has no need
for the things of men! o

No? Well, then, Mr. Jarkins, why ever did he use that
revolver by the bed there to murder WMr, Heller?

It's Edvard!s own gun., He always kept it in his room.
Moy I see it?

Why y-yes...

(QUICKLY) Miss Deborah...don't pdve 16 te him,,.,.
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Thank you, Miss Deborah..Now then, I'm in command of
B s ifnation and 1'm afrald 1'1]l have to take
advantage of 1t. Back, Mr. Jarkins!
(ANGRY MURMUR OF CROWD)
(WHISPER) Hadn't you better get old Protzman out of
here, Lamont?
Right, Margot. You!
e, Sir® Badlah, sir? I'm only a servant in the
felise, Siv.
You take Mr. Protzmaen out of this room and be quick
gbout it! You may hold him downstairs until the police
come.,
Oh, thank you, young man...thank you, thank you sir.
(FOOTSTEPS AND DOOR CLOSE..ANGRY AD LIBS FROM MOB)
Sorry if I've interfered with your fun this evening, .
il 0o cnec i3 bo teuch that old man Until the poliee
arrive. Is that elean?
Who says so?
I do, M. Jarkins, riot to mention the revolver! And
now we're going to proceed with a sensible investigation
of this.. . ;
(OFF) (LOUD SCREAM) !
What was that, Lamont?
(RACING FOOTSTEPS AND DOCR FLUNG OPEN)
Naomi...Naomi, what is it?
Oh, Miss Iebérah, I seen him! I seen the witch! He was
in the woods sslkin! the Tevll to kill My. Edvard betore
midnight and..and before one o'clock..he's gonna kill

you, Miss Deborah'
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Ha'! Hear that, Cranston'! Could you tell who the witch
was, Naomi?

Sure I could! He come close enough to choke me. He'd
have killed me, he would, if I hadn't fainted. It was
him..that Mr. Protzman!

Mr. Cranston, you must not set Protzman free until this
is settled!

Set him free? Oh,.Miss Deborah, is you caught him?
Sure we have! Didn't you see him downstairs with Badiah?
Huh?

Ne siw, I didm'tisee nobody.

You didn't see him? How could you have missed him?

He was..

gFOOTSTEPS RUNNING AND LOUD KNOCKING ON DOOR)

YELLING OFF)

e's gone! He's got away'! He's a witch for sure, he 1s..
He disappeared! .
(DOOR OPEN)

What are you talking about, Badiah?

(FADE ON) I turned my back for one sscond and he
vanished, Mr. Jarkins!

(BAmmLY ) Oh..I can't stand i B Ol golns Lo..
She's falling..lamont, help her!

epe . (hene, Miss Deborah, Teke my arm..hold the gun,

Margot, while I..
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I'11l hold that, Mr. Cranston. (EFFORT) There' Now, sir,
you listen to me! You let Protzman escape! (REACTION
FROM LAMONT) No, I want no explanations! He killed my
brother! He threatened my own life and now..Mr.

Jarkins!

Yes, Miss Deborah?

You and the rest will take Miss Lane below and hold

her until Mr. Cranston brings the murderer to me...dead
or alive! And to make sure you take the proper interest
in your work, sir, let me tell you that at exactly

one oiclock, I will take the law in my own hands! You
and Miss Lane have thirty minutes to live, Mr. Cranston!
(IN WITH AGITATO AND UP TO)
(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL) :
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(MY STERIOSO. OUT UNDER..)

Your time is passing, Mr. Cranston.

I hope to give you a definite clue, Miss Deborah, as
soon as I finish examining Mr. Edvard's room here.

The time is yours, Mr. Cranston. You may spend it as
you please.

Thank you...now let's see. Here's his library. Hmmmm...
odd collection...Egyptology,metaphysics..aha...look

at this..witchcraft!

What was that?

A Voliwe on witchorait.

(RUSTLE OF PAGES)

What's this in the pages?

(RUSTLE OF SHEET OF PAPIR)

ZE'5 e 1ctter, Mr. Cranston. 1'11 Gake that 1f you
gon t mind.

It may have some bearing on the case, Miss Deborah. If
yeu'd read 1t aloud..

Hmmm. .it seems to begin in the middle. There must be

" You were taken “

another page somewhere gbout..it says,
away, my own. Life holds nothing for me, but I will
leave no stone unturned to bring misery and death on
him who stole you from me. Signed...Edvard..."
Strange..I don't quite..Ah, look, here it is..the
firat page, . '

(TIGHTLY) To whom is it addressed, Mr. Cranston?

To 'Beloved Elsa...' Dated the twenty-seventh..why

that's yesterday...
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What's happened..Miss Deborah..Answer me..whgt Il
FRE. L T8mi0. 5401 .. .doctory..get 5 doctor. .hurry. .hurry..
Is there one nearby? Can you talk, Miss Deborah?
Doc...Doctor Fennings..house at end of Laurel Road..
Doctor Fennings..laurel Road..I'l1l get him right away..
(MCB MURMUR OFF..FCOTSTEPS ASCENDING STAIRS CFF)
Ch..oh...Perhaps I'd better let myself out through the

window. .

(WINDOW BEING RAISED..BRING WIND IN BIG)

Yaleah tell that mob T'11 be back, Miss Deborah({FADE
OFF) .
(IMPACT OFF AS HE LANDS..KNOCKING ON DOCR..FLING OPEN
QUICK)

(FADE ON) What was that we heard..Miss Deborah!

Miss Deborah, where is he? Look, the window! He's gone.
(FOOTSTEPS) Where's that gun? Ha! (PROJECTS) Stop
where you are, Cranston! Come back, d'ya hear me??
(PISTOL SHOTS AND WIND UP INTO...)

(DRAMATIC TRANSITION AND CUT UNDER...)

(WIND. .NEIGHING AND WHINNY OF HORSES..NIGHT SOUNDS
EXTERIOR)

I came as quickly as I could, Doctor. Someone's i1l

at the Heller's.

Another one, young man?

Another one?...0h...you knew: Edvard was dead then?
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RSy, 0.0, T @dn't..T didn't at all..dead, A
you say... %
Someone very dear tc me 1s in danger, Doctor. There's
no time to waste..come on..I1'l]l explain on the way over..
(MOUNTING INTO BUGGY. CRACK OF WHIP. QUICK HOOF BEATS.:
WIND)
It's been a very strange night, Doctor. Very strange.
For instance, now, it's strange you said, 'another one'
when I told you somecne was 111 ot fiHe Heller's..you're
sure you didn't know Edvard had been murdered?
Murdered? Murdered, did you say?
I did.
Whj, T don't understand it. I don't understand it
ot adl..
What don't you understand, Doctor?
last nieht Hdvard Jlelicr called en me éfter dark.
He had me examine him and then...then he paid me an
extraordinary sum not to divulge my findings..but,
murder..well now I do say..
What were thoée Fingimos, Doctor? .
They were bad, sir. Heller's heart was in a fearful
condition. The man couldn't have lived out the month.
That's why I said 'another one'... ;
Of course..l see..Tell me, Doctor, was there anyone 1
with Mr. Heller last night?
Why, as I remember, there was. It was his old 4
servant...Badiah. ;
&




= -2]1=~ mall7
“’J 2;%@;5‘101\1: Badiah! Why Badiah never mentioned that little

5 : visit. I wonder what else he knows that he'!s
; - keeping to himself?
&' FENN : Whatever it is, he'll go on keeping it. Tight-lipped,
< Ehailiicne ety Vou'lll never get him to fell you snything,
; 'GRANSTON: Oh, I donl!t know, Doctor, There may be a way...There
7 may be a wey...

8 (MUSIC ..II' WITH MYSTERIOSO TRANSITION AND OUT UNDER)
3 JARKINS: DNow you wonl!t tell nobody I talked to you, will you,
- Badiah?

13 BADIAH: e man, Mo idarlsdns - Tenwen!t mells
¥ JARKINS: And if it comes to a court of law, yout!ll tell the
"™ same story about seein'! old Protzmwan vanish, won't you?

13 BADTAH: Thabhwasndica, shoryss . that: was whe. truth,. Mp. darkins,

x JARETNS: HGeed...g008s .0Tld] Bee you later, Badish... -

RS (FOOTSTEPS) Just want to know you!ll back me up.
; T e herenen? 1'm goin'! to shoot on sight,....
3 a3y (DOCR OPEN AND CLOSE)
H BAIAH: Oh...oh Lord...oh, What's goin' to happen to me?
2 - Whordddlodo 5 o,
& S8ADOW:  (LAUGHTER)
¥ BADIAH e Uarkins. il JiJarking y ikt you? Did you
2 o eone ‘back, Iir. idarkins?
& SHADOJJ: Badiah, why éidn't you tell anyone that you went with
S Mr. Edvard to see Doctor Fennings last night?
£ BADTAH Who'!s that? How do you know that.? Who is it? Answer
o

me, answer ne!
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I am the shadow. I know your innermost, hidden thoughts
Badiah, Tell me, why did you keep that visit a secret?
Oh, please, please, don't hurt me...please go away...
L was afreadd o tell.. I was scared of Me, BEdyard,
He had a power!
A power, Badiah?
Oh, yes...yes...sometimes I'd leave him settin' in
his room by the fireplace and a minute later I'd
come back and he'd be gone. He wouldn't be nowhere
to be found. I was scared of him, I was....;
Are you telling me the truth, Badiah? If youl!re not,
T widl retufn and find you wherever vou are!
Ch, yes, yes. That'!s the truth...Please..please,,,.
Ole thing more, Badiah, Edvard wrote a lettsr to
Elsa. Who is Elsa, Ba2diah?
Elsa? Elsa?,..Why that was Mrs. Protzman!
Mrs, Protzman?
She's been dead these ten lone yecvs, she has, . .
fes, Bodiah, T see 1 sce. T will Jeave you now,
But remember, I am always near! The Shadow will
be watching you!! (LAUGHTER)
(MUSIC .. DRAMATIC TRANSITION INTO)
(SLIGHT CROWD MURMUR)
ic e, Jis she. ..dead, Doctor?
Miss Lane, Miss Deborah is dead. Dead by epepleny, .., ..
(CROWD MURMUR. .AD LIB DERISION..THE DEVIL DID I
(DOCR OPEN AND CLOSE)

‘Margot, I've come back to,....
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g0 Ivlsyou, M. @Granston,. Well, you done all the
harm you're gonna do. Miss Deborah is dead and now
you'lve oonn- “pay-ford. .

Put down that gun, Jarkins!

Jarikins, Miss Deborah gave me until one o'clock to
find the murderer., My time's not up yet and I
promise to deliver my man before it is. Will you
glve me the chance  she:di@?

Well, okay.. .Bulyou ain't Heavindmy eightiandigou
better do some fast talking!

1 owilds piadly - Now disten’ te mel: Fipsh, that
vase lying broken on the hearthstone. It was broken
by the shot that made that small hole there in the
mantel piece., We know there were three shots heard
and the other Lwo are in the victim's bedy. Iﬁ’éWW”
unlikely that the murderer would have missed after
getting his ranpe. - Therefore, ‘the shot'iithat missed
and broke this vase must have been the first shot
firedl Hichey e s Jawlcins?

Wiy, yedh, soyeah, I cuess so) -But'whatlsithat tzot to
e wivh 117

Just this! .If you'd have been in bed asleep and
sdmeone led fired off & ol in your ear ond kneelked
& vase to the floor, what would you have done?

I'd have juwmped up and tfied Lo

Of course you would.‘ Bnt Bdwerd Heller didnlt! Do

you see how smooth the bed clothes ars? Heller didn't

move becausc lleller knew he was going to be murdered

and he allowed himself to be!
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(MOB UP WITH MURMUR)
(FAST) He allowed himself to be because, as the
letter on the table there indicates, he never got over -
the fact that Protzman took the woman he loved., That
was Elsa Protzman. Iast night Edvard went to see
Doctor Fennings and found out that he was about to
die. Knowing that everyone in these parts believes
that Protzman is a witch, he decided to utilize his
death to frame Protzman. He quarreled with him, set
the scene and, as the letter states, "Left no stone
umturred to bring misery and ceath to the man who
Stele Elss. from him, i v..
Juste minute, Mr, Cranston. This bullet hole of
yours in the mantelpeice. Take a look at it. There
ain't a trace of lead imbedded in it!
Fo?. (WITH FOOTSTEPS) ILet's see that, Jarkins......
(TAPPING) hum, it's just possible that this
mantelpeice isn't exactly what it appears to be.
Perhaps it's only a false front. Herels an interesting
bit of carving...This may be the method Edvard used
tos ditsadpean!” 5t WEID .45 ahet iy . e
{LouD CLICK...SLOW PONDEROUS CREAKING.AS FTREPLACE»
OPENS)

Quite an interesting little device, ea, Ui, Joplrin-?

de's right.,.the thing's opening!
|

What do you reckon's inside therc?
1'm not sure, but I've got a good idea...Come on. ..

Follow T eds o
(FOOTSTEPS. . .CROWD MURMUR e .
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Careful now..There may Be = Lwp door..look.. here,

A stair case leading up from the grounds of the house..
(GROAN)
What's that? Lamont, Isn't that g figure huddled there
i1 ke comer?

s Margot...It's..It's Protzman..

(FOOTSTEPS)

Protzman, Protzman...are Jeu all mich{?

He's gagged..here..use i knife. .

(FADE On) Ch..help me..help me..help me...
Almost delirious..I'd better tend to Bl ..
(FADE O) Ileave him alone, Doctor..we'll tend to him.

Sure we will! He won't get away this time! Not alive

he won't!

(FADING WITH FOOTSTEPS) 'Please..don't hurt me..pléag;fﬂ
Help. ..

Oh, Lamort, have you found out who killed Edvard yet?
Almost, Margot. There's only one piece missing from
the puzzle anj that's..the little stolen watch that
plays a tune on the hour.

Do you think you'll find it in time, Lamont?

;'m afrald only the Shadow can find it, Margof.

(QUICK TRANSITION AND OUT UNDER...)

Don 6 Hurt me .

(FOOTSTEPS)

Pledise, let me live..I didn't...

Shut up! We've stalled around too much with you! You
might -as vell confess, Protzman, because you're dyin'

anyhow. .and soon!
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He's very weak, Jarkins.
He's gonna be weaker in a minuLe. Toc . .
(KNCCK ON DOOR)
Who's there?
(OFF) It's Badiah, Mr. Jarkins.
Come in, Badiah!
(DOOR OPEN)
Badiah, you saw Protzman vanish before your eyes,
dida’'t you?
o= sirp oyes sir.e 1 dld. T d1d] sin.’
Ain't that enough to prove he's a witch?
(CRCWD:REACTION)
Sure! This is the end of you, Protzman!
(LAUGHTER)
(CROWD 4D LIB: WHAT'S THAT?..THE DEVIL! I HEARD 789
Who was that laughin'..Who was it? Answer me!
1t waé I, Mr. Jarkins. It was the Shadow. Put down
that gun and listen to me..listen to me all of vou.
But..I can't see you..I don't see anybedy. . just that
voice. .. :
I have clouded your mind with an hypnotte spell..you
carnot see me, But I am here in this room..and so ..
80 is the murderer, Mr. Jarkins. You have but a moment
to wait now. It is less than one minute to one...the.
devil's hour is almost over..and now...it is exactly

one eleliock, .

(BOOM OF BIG CLCCK OFF. INSTANTLY AFTER TUNE OF CHIME
WATCH BEGINS)




JERKINS:

SHADOW :
BADIAH:
SHADOW :

«* JRREINS:
- 34DTAH:

- ZADOY :

* 3ADIAN:

S

<ED0 -

27 - #117
(WHISPER) Why..it's..it's Edvard Heller's watch!
What time is it, Badigh? Badiah, tell us the time!

Why 're you askin'! me?..I don't know anyching Shoul 1.,

Reach in your pocket, Badiah, and take out Edvard
Heller's watch. I know who killed him, Badigh! It was
you, wasn't it, wasn't it? You killed him..you killed
him ard later you kidnapped Protzman to make us believe
the devil had a hand in this night's crime..yes, you
were the only person who had sccess tb Edvard's room.
When he blew the devil's horn up here tonight, you knew
it was the bre-arranged signal for you to run up the
stairs and shoot your master. .you were clever, E-digh,
but crime...crime does not pay! You were betrayed. ..
As all criminals are...by your own stupldity..you

couldn't resist stealing Bdvard Heller's old chiming

weibeh. . |

Look out, Jarking!

(STRIGGLE)

He got my gun!

Now stard back, Ve bedy. T'm goin' out this door and
T L anybody that stands in my way!

I'm standing in your way, Badiah, ard there's nothing
you can do to hurt me. (LAUGHTER)

No?...No?..Then, T wee von g,

(PISTOL sSHoTS) :

Theye. frat 111 tend o Wou, ..

No..No it won't, Badigh..Give me that ovm .,

(RETREATING FOOTSTEPS..CHUCKLING OF SHADOW )

e E T RS SO e R

5 e

IR L PRE S




oa. #1017
STADOW ¢ Give me that gun, Badiah..give me that gun, murderer!

? BADIAH: OB, [ can't see you..l.can't tall where you are..don't
3 touch me..don't put no spells on me..you..you'll never
4 take me alive, never!

5 (SHOT..GROAN. .FALL OF BODY. -MOB NOISES UP)

£ MOSIC: (STEAL IN UNDER.. )

7 JARKINS: He..He shot himself...

B FEAN: Yes..and he didn't need three bullets to do the Jjob
3 this time, Mr. Jarkins. ..

10 NUSIC: (UP...LIGHTER TRANSITION. .HOLD UNDER)

i1 (EXTERIOR NOISES..COCK CROW..MOTOR BEING STARIED. | )

12 PROTZMAN : Goodbye, Mr. Cranston..Miss Iane. I have to thamlk von
i3 fow givine my lif- Faal = 0, I do thank you. ..

=4 CREANSTON: Glad we happened along, Mr. Frobznan. . .And, by the way. .
i5 1ld zive up experimenting with witcheraft..if I were yo@
1A PROTZMEIT : Ch, believe me..I e e e T Wi,

i7 (MOTOR UP..FADE PROTZMAN'S 4D LIREED "GocoBYES")

1B CRANSTCN: all right, Margot?

18 MARGOT : I..T think so..only, you know, there's one thing I don't
20 understand. .

1 CRANSTON: Ard what 't that?
22 MARGOT : Wlell, Protzman asked the devil to kill Edvard Heller

.
23 before twelve o'clock ard his sister before one..ard
2 that's..well, after all, that's exactly what happened .
=D You see what I mean, Lamont?

2F DLAT T n
=% CRANSTON: on, Margot, my dear, one really mustn't ask too many

. questions on hgllowe 'en nicht in &8 very stange
o0

- countryside.

- (COCK CROW..MOTOR UP AID UP INTO)

50 Musro

(FINAIE RISING T0) T
: FINISH




