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ACT ONE 
PROLOGUE

The Road to the House of Usher.  Storm clouds gather in the sky.  As the lights come up, we see a mysterious house on a distant hill, its windows strangely suggestive of eyes.


The Villagers gather in the foreground.  A loud clap of thunder rings out.

SONG ONE:
THE HOUSE OF USHER

VILLAGERS:

During a dull, dark, soundless day

Late in the autumn of the year

A travelling horseman rode this way

His destination clear

And as he rode his spirits sank

Into a deep, despairing gloom

Even the air he breathed seemed rank

And silent as the tomb

As he rode to the House, to the House ...

His galloping stallion charged with a rush

Over rocky terrain and through pasture so lush

While the winds they did howl and the storm clouds did gush

And the cry of the raven did fall to a hush

As he rode to the House

Of Usher

Oh the House of Usher is a house of fear

Only brave men and fools dare venture near

And cursed be the mortal

To cross the portal

And enter the House of Usher

The family of Usher owned a manse

By a deep and sullen tarn

Though it shared not a castle's wide expanse

'Twas bigger than a barn

Not a songbird was heard, not a lark nor a thrush

And the snows that were settling turned into slush

And the maidens a-sweeping did put up their brush

And the villagers bade all their neighbours to 'Shush'

As they gazed on the House

Of Usher

Yes the House of Usher is a house of fear

Only brave men and fools dare venture near

And cursed be the mortal

To cross the portal

You'll be damned evermore 

If you open the door

And enter the House of Usher

SCENE ONE:
THE VILLAGE INN

THE INNKEEPER, his WIFE and a few VILLAGERS are gathered around the fire.  The music from HOUSE OF USHER continues to underscore the following dialogue:-

1ST VILLAGER
There's a rare old storm brewing up tonight.

INNKEEPER

Aye!  I fancy there'll not be much custom here this evening.  If the 



wind gets any higher, I shall have to board up the shutters.

2ND VILLAGER
The streets are deserted, and they say the gales have felled seven 



sturdy oaks in yonder forest.

WIFE


'Tis a night not fit for man nor beast.

A frantic hammering is heard at the door.

INNKEEPER

Who's that a-knockin' so late at night?  Fie, wife!  See who's at the 



door.

She opens the door.  URQUHART falls in, gasping for breath.

WIFE


'Tis some fond, foolish traveller.  What ails thee, my good man?

SONG ONE (cont.)
THE HOUSE OF USHER Recitative

URQUHART

Yes, fetch me a glass of your finest ale




We've been travelling long over hill and dale




And God give me strength to tell my tale ...

VILLAGERS

What ails?  List to his tale --




What ails?  List to his tale --

URQUHART

To the ends of the earth I would follow my master




I warned him tonight we were courting disaster




My words only spurred him to go ever faster

VILLAGERS

Go faster? Lord, what a bastard!




Go faster? Lord, what a bastard!

URQUHART

As we rode through the night I clung on for dear life




He was bent on his mission regardless of strife




I'd have turned back myself were it not for his wife

VILLAGERS

It's rife, not a thought for his wife!




It's rife, not a thought for his wife!

1ST VILLAGER
What? Is she about?

2ND VILLAGER
Do you not hear her shout?

INNKEEPER

She is standing without

WIFE


Then admit her, you lout




Don't just sit there and pout




Or I'll give you a clout

ALL:


Yes! Open the door ...

He does so. ROWENA staggers in.

ROWENA  (spoken)
I shall faint, without doubt.

VILLAGERS

A chair! Fetch her a chair




Some air! Give her some air

INNKEEPER

So tell me, fair maiden with face so forlorn




In the name of Jehosephat, what's going on

ROWENA

'Tis scant seven weeks since I became a bride




And I never stray far from my husband's side




It seems like an age since he bade me ride

VILLAGERS

His bride!  Has he no pride?




His bride!  Has he no pride?

ROWENA

He had promised to honour an ancient vow




Though weary of travelling I feared a row




And a wife to her husband's will must bow

VILLAGERS

Silly cow! Where is he now?




Silly cow! Where is he now?

ROWENA

Though the wind is blowing with unusual force




He has gone to the stables to tether his horse

VILLAGERS

His horse! Of course! Of course! His horse!

URQUHART

Whatever the weather he'll tether his horse

1ST VILLAGER
Does he come here today?

2ND VILLAGER
Did you not hear her say?




He is just on his way

WIFE


But how long will they stay?

INNKEEPER

Let them lodge as they may




I'll make certain they pay

ALL


Yes!  Open the door




Let us bid him ...

EDGAR sweeps in.

EDGAR (spoken, broad Australian accent)







... G'day!




Rock tempo reprise of main HOUSE OF USHER theme

EDGAR (sings)
I made a promise many years ago




If I ever got me a date




When we were hitched we'd saddle up and go




To see my very bestest mate




Then I met this girl and I got a crush




Though I couldn't give a monkey's for romantic mush




When I held her close, you shoulda seen me blush




So I said, C'mon darlin' we gotta rush




And get on down to the House 




Of Usher




Yes the House of Usher is the house I seek




If it wasn't for the cricket we'd have come last week




You gotta hold onto your paddle when you're up the creek

(to ROWENA)
And when you say hallo to Roderick you mustn't freak




We're gonna stay  (yeah, yeah, yeah)




At the House 




Of Usher

INNKEEPER

Did you say you were going to the House of Usher?

Shocked reactions all round.

EDGAR

Fer sure, mate. Got a problem with that?

INNKEEPER

Why no! But they say there be strange goings-on a-happening 

up there ...

ROWENA

Oh, Edgar, it sounds so scary.

EDGAR
No worries, darlin'.  It'll be apples.  Roderick Usher is a great bloke.  I've 

known him since I was knee high to a wallaby.  You'll love him.

WIFE:
If I was you, my dear, I'd sleep in this here village.  With your doors and windows bolted tight!  Especially with tonight being Hallowe'en and all.

ROWENA

That does it!  You go and visit your creepy friend if you want.  I'm 



staying right here!

EDGAR
Ah come on, Rowena hon'.  I promised Roderick back when we were students together that if ever I took me a wife, his would be the first house we'd visit.  Besides, Roderick's been feelin' a bit crook –  and I can't let my oldest mate down in his hour of need.

WIFE
Don't you be listenin' to his smooth talkin', my lovely.  That ... Usher fellow is a rum old bird, make no mistake.  The tales you do hear about that place would turn your hair white before its time.

URQUHART

Intriguing.  And what tales might those be?

WIFE


I don't rightly like to say.  Not with a lady present.

INNKEEPER

Fie upon thee, woman!  Let's call a pitchfork a pitchfork.  There's ... 



queer things going on up there!  Unnatural things!

URQUHART

Sounds fascinating.  Don't suppose you'd care to elaborate ... ?

The door bursts open once again, and INSPECTOR ABBERLINE enters, windswept and bedraggled.

INNKEEPER

Well, here's a man can tell you better than I.  Inspector Abberline, 



these young folk do be planning to visit the House of Usher!

ABBERLINE
The House of Usher, indeed?  Why, they tell of strange and 
unnatural things going on up there ...

EDGAR

Okay, okay mate.  We get the picture – but that doesn't sound like 



the Roderick Usher I know.

ABBERLINE

So you're a friend of his, are you? Interesting.  I don't think I've had 


the pleasure.

EDGAR

The name's Edgar, this sheila's my wife, Lady Rowena, and you can 


keep your pleasures to yourself, sport, if you know what's good for 
you. 

ABBERLINE

No offence intended, young sir, but as a member of Her Majesty's 



Constabulary, I'm obliged to tell you there's a file at the Yard this 



thick on your so-called friend.  Strange disturbances in the middle 



of the night (dramatic chords are heard), young townsfolk 




disappearing (chords), and the theft of illicit substances from the 



local pharmacy (chords).

EDGAR

What's the big deal?  Roddy an' me were always gettin' wrecked on 


the odd bottle of Night Nurse when we were kids.  

ABBERLINE (making a note in his pad)
Underage activity with a member of the 




medical profession.  Very interesting.

INNKEEPER

Anyhow, good folks, we can't stand around gossipin' all night.  



What will you have to drink?

URQUHART

Now you're talking!

EDGAR

A coupla tinnies for me and my man, and a Malibu and pineapple 



for the missus.  

(To ABBERLINE:) 
What can I get you, squire?

ABBERLINE (sniffily)
Not while I'm on duty, sir.

EDGAR

Suit yourself.  

(To WIFE:) 

And if you could see your way to rustlin' up a bit of tucker, darlin', 



it'd be much appreciated.

WIFE (girlishly)
Very good, young sir.  Why don't you try one of our pasties?  



They're a local delicacy — baked by my own fair hands.

EDGAR tries to bite into the pasty, but it is rock hard.

WIFE


It's not every day we get visitors down this way.  And, if I might be 


so bold, I'd say from your accent that you're not from round these 



parts.

EDGAR

That's right, sweetheart.  I'm originally from London town, but I've 



been travelling the last few years.

INNKEEPER

Travellin'?  So you've seen the four corners of the globe, have ye?

EDGAR

Fair dinkum, sport.  Far back as I can remember, it was my 




ambition to visit strange, exotic places, meet interesting people, and 


get totally shickered with them.  Here, let me tell you about it ...

SONG TWO:

A LITTLE DEGREE OF LATITUDE

EDGAR

I came down from my final term at Eton

My head so full of academic knowledge

My pater said a gentleman should travel

Before taking up his place at Oxford College

I embarked upon a Grand Tour of Europe

My appetite for learning undiminished

But the adventures that befell me on that journey meant

My education was well and truly finished

My first stop was in Paris, France

By happy consequence

On the steps of Notre Dame I met

Two other travelling gents

As matins chimed, we hit upon

A simultaneous hunch

Said 'What the hell

'We've heard the bells

'Let's have a liquid lunch'

Wherever you may travel

You invariably find

A little degree of latitude

Can broaden a fellow's mind

I spent a month in Florence

While studying Fine Arts

I used my time there to explore

Delightful foreign parts

One arvo as I stared in awe

At such Renaissance splendour

I met some blokes

From Sevenoaks

And we went out on a bender

Wherever you may travel

You invariably find

A little degree of latitude

Can broaden a fellow's

Broaden a fellow's

Broaden a fellow's mind

My mates and me cooked up a plan

For crossing the Equator

I'd almost got my luggage packed

When I got a note from my Pater

He'd cut off my allowance

But I didn't care because

I hitched a trip

On a cargo ship

To the fabled land of Oz

 (With backing vocals) The voyage was a nightmare

I almost had heart failure

But I soon forgot when I gazed upon

The coastline of Australia

I beheld her rugged wonders

It's not a land for wusses

There's the Barrier Reef

A guy named Keith

And some duck-billed platypuses

Australia, Australia!

The land of tins and chunder

Is there anywhere

Can quite compare

To the Paradise Down Under?

ALL


Australia, Australia!

The land of tins and chunder

Is there anywhere

Can quite compare

To the Paradise Down Under?

EDGAR (wiping his eye)
Aw jeez.  I can't help gettin' a bit homesick when I think of 



old Oz.

ROWENA

That's as may be.  But it doesn't change the fact that wild horses 



wouldn't drag me to the House of Usher.  

EDGAR

Listen, Rowie.  You're just shagged out after the journey.  Why 



don't you stay here till the storm blows over?  


ROWENA

Do you really expect me to spend the night in a hovel like this?  I 



could be ravaged by a dozen inbred peasants for all you care.

EDGAR

Aw hell, honey.  Roderick's expectin' me.  I gotta go.  

ROWENA

Roderick this, Roderick that!  You've talked about nothing else for 



the last two months.  Maybe you should have married him instead 



of me.

EDGAR

Now, steady on.  Roddy and I go back a long way, that's all.  



There's nothing going on between us.  Is that clear?

(Embarrassed:)
Sorry 'bout that.  Bit highly strung, you know.

INNKEEPER

Of course, sir.

EDGAR

Don't suppose there's an all-night blacksmiths round here, squire?  



My neddy's lost a shoe, and I don't think she's gonna make the rest 



of the journey.

INNKEEPER

We don't get much call for blacksmiths this time o' year.  But the 



wife can turn her hand to a little spot-welding when the occasion 



arises.

WIFE


I'm afraid the furnace is switched off for the night.  But I'll attend to 


it first thing tomorrow.

INNKEEPER (slyly)
And I'll just add it to the bill.

EDGAR

Good-oh.  Urquhart!  Go get the cases.  We'll make the rest of the 



way on foot.

URQUHART (wearily:)
Very good, sir.

URQUHART exits.

ABBERLINE

So we can't persuade you of the folly of this venture?  Very well, on 


your own head be it.  But one word of advice.  (He hands EDGAR



his revolver.) Keep this about your person at all times.  You never



know when it might come in useful.

EDGAR

Nice shooter, squire.  Can't see myself needin' it, though.  Still ...



(He pockets the revolver.)  Right then.  Adios, amigos!  

(To ROWENA:) 
Look after  yourself, darlin'?  And I'll send Urquhart down to get 



you in the morning.

EDGAR exits.

ABBERLINE

I don't know if that's the bravest man I've ever seen, or the most 



foolish.  (To WIFE:) Anyway, my good woman, you can forget 



those pasties.  I don't suppose you know how to mix a Night Nurse 


cocktail?

Blackout.  The Band plays the HOUSE OF USHER theme as the set changes to: ...

SCENE TWO

THE HALLWAY OF THE HOUSE OF USHER

A magnificent, though somewhat dilapidated hall: stone walls, cracked in places, flagstones, a sweeping staircase with a door half-way up.  Crests of arms and ancestral portraits decorate the walls.

DEMELZA, the maid, sits reading a 'Penny Dreadful' novel.

DEMELZA

"... And as the raging thunderstorm rose to its cacophonous climax, 



a sinister figure limped menacingly up the path, and stretched its 



withered hand towards the doorbell."

The doorbell rings.  DEMELZA almost jumps out of her skin.

DEMELZA

Oh lord!  Serves me right for reading such immoral literature.

The doorbell rings again.

DEMELZA

All right, all right.  Hold your horses.  

She opens the door.  EDGAR sweeps in, shaking an umbrella.

EDGAR

G'day, darlin'.  Is the master of the house about?

DEMELZA

Lawks a-mercy.  You must be ...

EDGAR

That's right, hon'.  It's his long lost buddy, Edgar, just blown in.  



Tell him  I'm  here.

DEMELZA

I'm afraid the master is ... otherwise engaged at the moment.  But 



my name's Demelza, and I'm here to make sure you enjoy your 



stay.  Is this your first visit to the House of Usher?

EDGAR

Sure is, kiddo.

DEMELZA

Would you mind removing your boots?  The master insists that his 



guests wear only slippers.

EDGAR

No worries, sweetheart, I don't think I've trodden in anything 



disagreeable.

DEMELZA

It's just one of the master's ... little peculiarities.  Best not to argue.  



(EDGAR complies with her request.)  Then I can show you to your 



room.  Did you bring any luggage?

The door swings open and URQUHART enters with three or four heavy cases.  He is soaked to the skin.

EDGAR

You bet.  Hey, what kept you, Urquhart?

URQUHART

My apologies, sir.  The inclement weather somewhat impeded my 



progress.  And just as we neared the House, I lost my footing and 



plunged headlong into the brackish waters of the nearby tarn.

EDGAR:

You what?

URQUHART

I fell into that effing pond out there, you Antipodean idiot.

EDGAR

Strewth, mate ... I was only askin'.

DEMELZA

You fell into the waters of the tarn?  Sweet Jesus!

URQUHART

Why?  What's the matter?

EDGAR

I'll tell you what's the matter, cobber, if you'll just stand a coupla 



yards downwind.

DEMELZA

'Tis written that those who bathe in the waters of Usher's tarn on 



All Hallows Eve are sure to be visited by the Angel of Death 




before the night is out.

URQUHART

Well, that's just bloody marvellous, isn't it?

DEMELZA

Why sir, you'll catch your death of cold standing there in those wet 



things.

EDGAR (amused)
If that superstition's true, Demelza hon', it doesn't make a helluva 



lot of difference!

URQUHART

Indeed, sir.  I don't suppose, my good woman, there would be any 



chance of your assistance in divesting myself of these offensive 



garments?

DEMELZA

All in good time.  First, let me get your master's bags taken to his 



chambers.

She rings a bell.

URQUHART

Of course!  We must make sure his nibs is taken care of.  Don't 



mind me if I just go over here and drip on your carpet.

URQUHART goes to one side and starts to strip down to his underclothes.  The BUTLER enters, a silent and mysterious figure.  He picks up EDGAR's bags and disappears up the stairs. Sinister music underscores.

EDGAR

Cheerful sort.  You didn't even introduce us.

DEMELZA

I don't know his name myself, truth to tell.  The agency only 




sent him yesterday, and he's not got a lot to say.  But that's how the 



master prefers it ...

URQUHART

In the meantime, please don't concern yourselves if I start to die of 



pneumonia.  (He holds out his wet clothes for DEMELZA.)

DEMELZA

Begging your pardon.  Here, let me take those.  And I'll see if I 



can't find a spot of brandy.  That'll warm the cockles of your heart.

DEMELZA exits.

EDGAR

No flies on you, eh, Urquhart?

URQUHART

Very droll, sir. 

A sudden flash of lightning is followed by a blood-curdling scream off-stage.

EDGAR

Jeez!  I hope that isn't clean underwear you've got on.

The door halfway up the stairs opens .  Eerie green light pours out, and DOCTOR MESMER enters.  He hurries down the stairs, wiping blood from his hands. MESMER speaks with a strong New Orleans accent, and takes constant swigs from a hip-flask.

MESMER

Dammit! Dammit! Dammit!  Where in tarnation am I gonna find 



me another medical student this time o' night?




(Noticing EDGAR and URQUHART:)  Say, nobody told me we wuz 



expectin' callers.

EDGAR

G'day, sport.  We're here to see Roderick Usher.  Don't suppose you 


know what's keeping him?

MESMER

Usher?  Hee hee hee hee hee!  I guess ya might say I'm the one 



that's keepin' him.  Keepin' him under the influence.

EDGAR  (Taking an instant dislike:)
And who the hell are you?  

MESMER

Waldo T Mesmer The Third, doctor of hypnosis, at your service.

EDGAR

Hypnosis? Why, isn't that the crazy new-fangled idea from the 



Balkans?

MESMER

It may be all Balkans to you, son, but I got me a diploma from 



Transylvania State University.  

URQUHART

The only state I reckon you're familiar with is the state of 




intoxication.  

MESMER

Oh yeah?  Never hearda that.  Anywhere near the state of undress?

EDGAR

You don't look like any medical man I've ever seen.

MESMER

True.  My training was not what ya might call conventional.  It's a 


 
sad and sorry story ...

MESMER takes out a harmonica

SONG THREE
UNDER THE INFLUENCE

MESMER

I woke up one mornin'

And I couldn't pay my bills

The landlord came a-callin'

Felt like headin' for the hills

My wife said 'You're a doctor

'Why don't you take some pills?

'I got a notion

'If you drink this potion

'It'll cure your very worst ills'

Under the influence

I was fallin' under the influence

Well, I was drinkin' too much whiskey

I was crazy like a loon

I was fallin' under the influence

Of a howling, howling, howling moon

The day my honey left me

We was both as drunk as coots

She took the kids and the cadillac

Said she was goin' back to her roots

But I didn't let it get me

I just grabbed my cowboy boots

I left behind

My dog that was blind

And a dozen malpractice suits

Under the influence

I'd been operatin' under the influence

Sure, I was drinkin' too much whiskey

As crazy as a loon

Operatin' under the influence

Of a howling, howling, howling moon

So I went to the snake oil doctor

See if he could cure my psychosis

He said 'Now listen up, Ol' Mesmer

'I hear there's money in hypnosis'

So I set up my own practice

Now what I fear the most is

A girl with long hair

Lying back in my chair

With a bad case of halitosis

Under the influence

I'm puttin' folks under the influence

Well, I still drink too much whiskey

An' I'm crazier than a loon

But I'm livin' under the influence

Of a howling, howling, howling moon

DEMELZA returns with a bottle of brandy.

DEMELZA

What are you doing troubling the master's guests?  I've told you 



before ...

MESMER

What's the problem, little lady?  Scared I might let the cat out of 



the bag?  Hee hee hee!

DEMELZA

I don't know what ungodly hold you've got over this family.  But 



once the master's well again, I'll see to it that you're drummed out 



of the house forever.

USHER (off stage, a feeble voice)
Mesmer! Mesmer! Where are you?

MESMER

Once the master's well again?  Well, looky here, missy – what with 



his 'condition', the master ain't gonna be well again.  Not for a very 



long time.  Hee hee hee hee hee!

MESMER exits up the stairs to USHER's chamber.

EDGAR

Jeez!  What a drongo.  I reckon there's a coupla kangaroos loose in 



the top paddock there.  But what did he mean about Roderick's 



'condition'?

DEMELZA

I suppose we can't hide the truth forever.  The master is caught in 



the grip of some weird and terrible disease.  He hoped it would 



have passed by the time you arrived, but it worsens by the day.

EDGAR

Where is he?  Can't I see him?

DEMELZA

You'd better follow me – but whatever you do, keep your voice 



down.

EDGAR (To URQUHART, who is draining the brandy bottle:)
Say, Urquhart, go easy on 



that sherbert.  And get some strides on.  It's colder than a polar 



bear's behind in here.

URQUHART

Whatever you say, Sir.

URQUHART sticks the brandy bottle into his longjohns, grabs his case and exits to the servant's quarters, as DEMELZA and EDGAR climb the stairs to USHER's chamber.

SCENE THREE

USHER'S CHAMBER

Turkish-style design: carpets, tapestries, a giant hookah.  MESMER is applying leeches to USHER's chest as EDGAR and DEMELZA enter.  The BUTLER observes impassively.

USHER

Oh god!  Oh god!  That feels so much better.  Drink deep, my 



lovelies.  Perchance you can finally cure this terrible curse.

EDGAR (shouting)
What the hell are you doing?  Get away from him, you great galoot, 


before I knock you bandy!

EDGAR lunges at MESMER, but the BUTLER intervenes.  USHER writhes in agony at the sound of EDGAR's voice.

USHER (in great pain)
Who is it shouts so loud?  Be still, my troubled mind!

DEMELZA (to EDGAR:)
Shush!  I told you not to raise your voice.

EDGAR (whispers)
Roderick! ... Roderick!  It's me, your old mucker Edgar.

USHER

Edgar!  Can it really be you?  They said you'd never come.  Step  



closer, away from the light that I may see you better.

EDGAR

What the blue buggery's wrong with you, Roddy old mate?  I've 



seen you lookin' rough as guts after a night on the grog, but never 



like this.

USHER

It is my condition, Edgar.  My accursed condition.  An affliction of 



the soul that tortures me endlessly.

MESMER 

And there's some folks doin' their honest best to ease his sufferin'.  

MESMER  removes the leeches from USHER's chest and puts them back in their jar.  

EDGAR

Oh yeah?  Then what are those revoltin' specimens?

MESMER

These li'l critters?  Only the finest leeches from the swamps of 



Arizona.  It's a traditional voodoo remedy.

EDGAR

But there aren't any swamps in Arizona.

MESMER (with a strange look:)
That's why I haveta keep them in this jar.

EDGAR

Roddy man, I'm sorry.  If I'd known you were this bad, I'd never 



have left it so long.

USHER

But your voice, Edgar ...  I sense something different about it.  A 



strange, discordant timbre to your words ...

EDGAR

Don't drop your bundle, sport, that's just a plain old Aussie accent.  


But never mind the change in me.  (Intro to PARANOIA begins to 



underscore.)  What, in the name of all that's holy, has brought about 



this terrible alteration in you?

SONG FOUR

PARANOIA

USHER (sprechtsang)
Gaze upon my cadaverous complexion,

My lustrous eye and gossamer hair,

And know that this Arabesque expression is the result

Of a constitutional family evil

For which I despair of ever finding a cure.

A morbid acuteness of the senses

That torments my soul with a host of unnatural sensations

(sings)



The finest of silks

The most delicate wine

The sweetest of music

Brings peace to my mind

But the richest of foods

And the noise of the band

And the swell of the passing crowd

Are more than my senses can stand

The cymbal's loud crash

And the beat of the drum

Echo inside my head

With unnameable dread

But I find that there's nowhere to run

Paranoia, paranoia

Chills me down to the bone

The pageant of life

Cuts my heart like a knife

So I stand here alone

Paranoia, paranoia

Are you too blind to see?

What you call paranoia

Seems perfectly rational to me

The rustle of drapes

A foot on the stair

A whispering in my ear

Yet there's nobody there

A flicker of light

A faint snatch of song

The sound of a mocking laugh

Betrays the hideous throng

Don't tell me I'm mad

I've heard it before

You don't understand

There's an enemy hand

That lurks behind every door

Paranoia, paranoia

Jackals snap at my heels,

As they try to lay waste 

To the exquisite taste

Of a man who knows how to feel

Paranoia, paranoia

Are you too blind to see?

What you call paranoia

Seems perfectly rational to me

(sprechtsang)


I shall perish, I must perish in this deplorable folly;

Thus, thus, and not otherwise, shall I be lost.

I have an abhorrence of danger,

Except in its absolute effect — in terror.

Sooner or later, I must abandon life and reason altogether,

In some pitiable struggle with the grim phantasm ... FEAR!

(sings)



Paranoia, paranoia

Chills me down to the bone

The pageant of life

Cuts my heart like a knife

So I stand here alone

Paranoia, paranoia

Not some sad fantasy

What you call paranoia





I welcome as reality

As the song ends, USHER collapses to the floor.  MESMER helps him to a chair, and produces a watch from his pocket, which he swings slowly in front of USHER's face.

USHER

Away! Away!  I have overtaxed my meagre strength.  Mesmer, 



you must help me rest.

MESMER

Sure thing, ol' man.  Now just you sit back here.  Your eyes are 



gettin' heavy, your limbs are mighty tired.  You need to sleep... 



sleep... sleep...

USHER falls into a trance.  EDGAR rushes forward, but the BUTLER pulls him back.

EDGAR

Roderick?  Roddy?  What have the bastards done to you?

MESMER

Don't gimme no sass, pal.  The man needs some shut-eye.  So why 



don't you and Miss Goody Two Shoes here take a hike?

EDGAR

Okay, mate.  Have it your way ... for now.  But I didn't come down 



with the last shower.  There's something that stinks about this 



set-up.  And I intend to get to the bottom of it if it's the last thing I 



do.

The BUTLER escorts EDGAR and DEMELZA out the door. MESMER continues swinging the watch in USHER's face.

MESMER

Listen up, buddy.  When you wake, you see will be a tall, fair-



haired man.  His presence spells danger, mortal danger.  Trust me, 



Usher, to see that this pesky varmint disturbs your rest no more!

SCENE FOUR:
THE HALLWAY OF THE HOUSE OF USHER

The BUTLER manhandles EDGAR and DEMELZA down the stairs, then stands guard at the door to USHER's chamber.

EDGAR

Hey, watch what you're doing!  I can handle myself in a ruck, but 



that's no way to treat a lady.

DEMELZA

A lady?  Why, good sir, I don't deserve such a grand title as that.

EDGAR

You're as good as the next sheila, sweetheart – and don't let no-one 



tell you any different.

DEMELZA (a little flustered)
I don't rightly know what to say!

EDGAR (to BUTLER:)
You big dumb ox!  It's lucky that Mesmer dill has got you to 



protect him, or I'd stick his harmonica where the sun don't shine. 



Jeez!  I can't believe what's happened to Roddy.  He was always a 



bit of a weirdo as a kid, but I never dreamed he'd fetch up like this.  


I'm only glad Rowena isn't here to see it.

DEMELZA

Rowena?

EDGAR (enthusiastically)
Yeah, darlin'.  Didn't I tell you?  Rowena's my new bride – 



she's staying down in the village tonight.  Say, is something the 



matter?

DEMELZA (choked)
Why, no.  I just assumed you'd be needing a single room, that's all.  



The master never said nothing about no wife.

EDGAR

You'll love old Rowie, she's a real classy sort.  Can't think what 



she sees in a clown like me, though! 

DEMELZA

I'm sure she appreciates your finer qualities, sir.

EDGAR

Yep!  She's the only girl for me... Well, maybe with one exception, 



but that's all in the past now.  (He takes a locket from around his neck 



and shows it to  DEMELZA.)  Take a squiz at that — that's how 



Rowie looked the first time I set eyes on her, chucking a few cents 



in the Trevi fountain.

DEMELZA

Why, she is indeed a beauty, sir. But ...

EDGAR

What's wrong, darlin'?

DEMELZA

'Tis nothing.  Just some fond notion of mine.  But your Rowena 



bears an uncanny resemblance to the first lady of the House of 



Usher.

EDGAR

You don't say!

DEMELZA (going to one of the portraits:)
Look at this.  The bone structure, those intense 



blue eyes ...

EDGAR

You're not kidding, Demelza.  She's a dead ringer.  (Examining 



another portrait:) And who's this sheila with the two joeys here?

DEMELZA

Why, that's the most recent Lady Usher, Roderick's mother, 




coddling him and his twin sister when they were mere babes-in 



arms.

EDGAR

But I thought Roddy was an only child.

DEMELZA

A common misapprehension, sir.  The master was separated from 



little Madeline when they were scarcely six months old.

EDGAR

That's incredible.  But what happened to her?  Did Roddy ever hear 


from her again?

At that moment, the lighting changes and a strange caterwauling fills the hall.  A spectral figure appears on an upper gallery, wearing a dark veil.  It is MADELINE USHER.  The BUTLER cowers in fear.

DEMELZA

Indeed he did, sir.  After years of silence, she turned up twelve 



months ago to the day, just as midnight struck on last All Hallows 



Eve.  The joy on the master's face was a picture to behold — but it 



was a joy that proved to be short-lived ...

EDGAR

Whaddya mean?

DEMELZA

Poor Madeline too suffers from the family affliction, a far more 



severe case than the Master's.  She is now a prisoner of this House, 



roaming the corridors late at night, in some strange sort of trance.

MESMER follows MADELINE onto the gallery, and injects her with a sinister looking syringe,

MESMER

Darn it, sister!  Where d'you think you're going?  You know I 



don't approve of these evening constitutionals.  C'mon , let's get 



you back upstairs.

(To the BUTLER:)
Hey, rube, gimme a hand here, will ya?

The BUTLER assists MESMER in dragging MADELINE away.  As they do so, her veil slips and her deathly pale face is revealed for the first time.

EDGAR

Strewth!  I don't believe what I'm seeing!  It can't be!

DEMELZA

What's troubling you, Master Edgar?  You look as if you've seen a 



ghost.

EDGAR

Maybe I have.  That's Usher's sister, you say?  Well, Demelza hon', 



crazy as it sounds, I've seen her somewhere before.

DEMELZA

But that's impossible.  Her ladyship cannot leave the House.

EDGAR

Not here.  It was years ago, when I was a student at Paris 




University ...

As he speaks the set changes to:-

SCENE FIVE:
A PARISIAN CAFE

A few dissolute customers sit around.  A down-at-heel waitress brings them drinks.  In the corner an accordionist plays, who bears a strange resemblance to MESMER.  EDGAR sits at an empty table, forming part of the action as he continues to narrate his tale.

EDGAR

When I was down to my last crust, I used to drink in this rough 



dive within cooee of Sacré Coeur.  Every Sunday there'd be some 



sort of floorshow ​– an illusionist, these sheilas in frilly panties 



dancin' the Can Can; one week there was even gonna be this joker 



called Le Petomaine, but the gig got blown out at the last minute. 



The crowd started gettin' pretty mean, and the governor was just 



about to call the cops, when this woman stepped forward, decked 



out all in black.  When I saw her, my heart damn near skipped a 



beat ...

MADELINE enters, and moves to a microphone on a small raised stage.

EDGAR

She was the most mysterious, most alluring, most beautiful 




creature I'd ever seen.  And then the accordion struck up, and she 



began to sing ...

SONG FIVE

A CAFE IN MONTMARTRE

NB  — To scan, some of the words must be given their French pronunciation. These are indicated in inverted commas (e.g. 'champagne').

MADELINE


I first walked down the boulevards of gay Paree

So full of all the follies of 'jeunesse'

A 'gitane' in my mouth, and all the world could see

I was certain to impress

I danced to 'la musique' of the accordion

Each night in a Parisian bistro

And if some bold 'M'sieu' could not 'afford-ion'

I'd tell him 'A bientot'

In that cafe in Montmartre

Where I'd work and I would play

I would sing with Jean-Paul Sartre

In a chic Givenchy beret

Yes, that cafe in Montmartre

Where I shared so many 'bon mots'

It was there I lost my heart

To a man who ate 'escargots'

She moves to one of the tables, and sings to one of the customers who is finishing his meal.

He walked into my life upon a 'Vendredi'

And shouted out for service 'tout de suite'

Then ordered some 'champagne' from the 'Maitre De'

And a side portion of 'pommes frites'

I'd never seen a man with appetite so huge

He polished off a meter long baguette

Then drank a dozen bottles of our best 'vin rouge'

But still I have no 'regrette'

In that cafe in Montmartre

I fell for his 'Je ne sais quoi'

But he ordered 'a la carte'

So we had to say 'Au revoir'

Oh, that cafe in Montmartre

So far from the Champs Elysees

I was struck by Cupid's dart

Over a handsome young croupier

She moves to another table, and begins to dance roughly with a second, very drunk, customer.

I came to his casino when they shut the bar

A confident but foolish young coquette

I won a million francs while playing baccarat

Then lost twice that amount on La Roulette

He said he'd call it quits, he'd even let me win

If I'd let him have his way and play it rough

I kissed the ball for luck and waited for the spin

I'd bet my last centime on 'soixante neuf'

That casino in Montmartre

He cried out 'faites vos jeux'

But before the games could start

I left without saying 'adieux'

She moves to Edgar's table and starts to caress him

My next love was a millionaire in Burgundy

Who owned a second chateau in Toulouse

He said I'd have it all if he could come with me

I ask you – what would you choose?

A dimple on his chin, a head of golden hair

He had the most incredible blue eyes

And a generous sufficiency of 'savoir faire'

Between his muscular thighs

In that cafe in Montmartre

He fell pleading to the floor

He vowed 'Till Death Do Us Part'

And that we'd love forever more ...

The second customer, who has been getting increasingly jealous of the attention she is paying to EDGAR, lumbers over to his table and starts a fight.  MADELINE abandons her performance and runs back to the dressing room.

EDGAR (English accent)
I say, old chap!  It was only a song!

The CAFE OWNER storms over, grabs the drunken customer and flings him  out.  The brawl subsides and the accordion strikes up again.  EDGAR moves to the dressing room.

EDGAR

Excuse me, mademoiselle, I was wondering if you'd come to any 



harm.

MADELINE

Why thank you, young man, but no.  How could I, with so brave a 



m'sieur as you to protect me?

EDGAR

It was nothing, really ... I mean ... er ...

MADELINE

What's the matter?  Le chat ... she has got your tongue?  Quel 



dommage.  Well, mon petit chevalier, perhaps you would like some 


reward for your gallantry?

EDGAR nods in silent rapture.

MADELINE

Step into my boudoir for a moment.  Do not be afraid.  I won't bite!

She draws EDGAR into the dressing room and closes the curtain.  We see them in silhouette, as the CAFE OWNER starts to sweep the bar and the last few customers leave.

MADELINE

Would you be so kind as to help me out of my costume.  Oh là là, 



this dress, she is such a tight squeeze.  Be careful with that zipper ...

She slips out of her dress and turns to EDGAR.

MADELINE

Voilà!  Hmm, is there something wrong?  Your hands, they are 



trembling, non?  You should try to relax. (She kisses him on the lips.) 



There, that's better, n'est-ce pas?

EDGAR (in ecstacy)
Much, much better ...

MADELINE

Oh!  So my little chevalier has found his voice, has he?  Well, let's 



see what else we can find ... (They embrace again.)

The CAFE OWNER has been sweeping near the dressing room, and suddenly pulls the curtain aside.  EDGAR leaps up in embarrassment, trying to do up his shirt and trousers as he runs to the door.  

CAFE OWNER
Eh!  Qu'est-ce que tu fais? Va-t'en, salaud!

EDGAR

I'm frightully sorry, I ... Oh crikey!

MADELINE joins the CAFE OWNER.  They exchange a cruel laugh as they watch EDGAR leave.

MADELINE (sings:)

In that cafe in Montmartre

He fell pleading to the floor

So I spread his legs apart

And kicked him out the door

Oh, that cafe in Montmartre

I've had my fill of 'amour'

A happy, carefree tart

Is how I'll remain 'toujours'!

The set changes back to  ...

SCENE SIX:

THE HALLWAY OF THE HOUSE OF USHER.  

Spotlight on EDGAR as he continues to relate his tale (English accent).

EDGAR 

I was desperate to see her again, but I didn't dare go back.  I'd hang 


around outside at closing time each night in the hope of catching 



another glimpse, but it was all in vain.  And finally, I had to admit 



it.  She was gone, if she'd ever truly been there at all.  I thought I'd 



never love another woman ... until I met Rowena, that is.  

The lights come up to reveal DEMELZA listening to the end of EDGAR's story.   He reverts to an Australian accent

EDGAR

Seven years it took me to get over my broken heart.  And just when 


I thought I'd found true happiness at last, she turns up again.  It's 



beyond belief!

DEMELZA

Why, calm yourself, good sir.  How can you be sure it's her?

EDGAR

Of course it's her!  What other woman could set my pulse racing 



like that?  Her grace, her elegance, her all-encompassing air of 



mystery!  And I'm not going to lose her a second time.  Madeline!  



Madeline!  Where are you?

EDGAR runs off madly through the corridors of the House of Usher, calling MADELINE's name.

DEMELZA

No, Master Edgar, leave her be!  You don't know what forces




you're meddling with.

URQUHART enters from the servants quarters, halfway through another bottle of brandy.

URQUHART

There seems to be one hell of a racket going on up here.  Anything 



the matter?

DEMELZA

Mister Urquhart, thank goodness you've come.  Your master 



has been taken right peculiar.  And he seemed such a decent, 



upstanding chap.

URQUHART

Only when he's sober enough to be upstanding.

DEMELZA

We must fetch his wife.  Perhaps she can soothe his passionate 



spirits.

URQUHART

Passionate spirits, eh?

DEMELZA

Why yes.  Master Edgar has a wild streak in him — the sort of 



fellow who could truly fulfil a woman's desires.  

URQUHART

So you're looking for someone to fulfil your desires, are you?  It 



must get rather lonely stuck below stairs all day.  Perhaps you'd 



like me to pop into your pantry some time ...

DEMELZA

Here now, don't take liberties. I'm saving myself until the right man 


comes along.

URQUHART

And his nibs qualifies as the right man, does he?  Well, I think 



you'll find he's strictly off limits to the likes of you.  You should set 



your sights on someone slightly more available, if you take my 



meaning ...

DEMELZA

I'd have to be pretty desperate to set my sights on such a man 



as you.  Now, if you'll excuse me, I've must hie me down to the 



village to find your mistress.  Are you coming or not?

URQUHART (putting his arm around her:)
No rush, my dear.  She's not expecting 



anyone until morning.  So in the meantime why don't you entertain 


me with some more of those fascinating superstitions?

DEMELZA

Unhand me, good sir.  I don't want to lose my temper.

URQUHART

Temperamental, eh?  Just how I like them ... Oof!

DEMELZA knees URQUHART in the groin, and fastens her shawl around her.

DEMELZA

You're in no fit state to fetch Lady Rowena.  I shall have to make 



the journey alone.  And pray God my endeavours are not too late!

She hurries out into the raging storm, and the lights go down on the agonised URQUHART.  In the darkness we hear EDGAR calling MADELINE's name again, and the lights come up on:-

SCENE SEVEN

MESMER'S LABORATORY

USHER sleeps on a chaise longue, with various tubes and wires attached to him, leading to weird machines and containers.  MADELINE has her head to his chest, traces of blood around her mouth.  MESMER watches, dressed in a laboratory coat, as EDGAR bursts through the door.

EDGAR

What devilish brand of bastardry is this?

MESMER

Hey, bud, didn't your pappy ever tell ya to knock before ya come 



in?

EDGAR

Madeline! Can it really be you?

MADELINE draws back from USHER like a wild animal.

MESMER

Who wuz you expectin'?  The Queen o' Sheba?  Hee hee hee!

EDGAR

Madeline, my darling!  What has that creep done to you?

MADELINE

Nothing, mon petit chevalier, that I did not want.

EDGAR

You ... you recognise me?

MADELINE

Bien sûr.  You may have been but a callow youth when last we met, 


but Lady Madeline of the House of Usher has a very long memory.

EDGAR

I tried to find you ... I swear I did.  But it was as if you'd vanished 



off the face of the earth.

MADELINE

And now you have found me, what is it you would like to do with 



me, mon brave?  As I recall, we have some unfinished business ...

USHER begins to stir.

MADELINE 

So!  My poor, weak brother stirs once more.  How could one so 



feeble as he have been spawned from the self-same womb as moi?

USHER

Madeline ... Mesmer ...

MESMER (to USHER:)
When I snap my fingers you will wake up ... and remember 



what I told you. (He snaps his fingers).

USHER (sitting bolt upright, with anger in his voice)
Edgar!  What are you doing here?

MESMER

Cool it, Usher ol' man.  There's no need to get het up ... not yet, 



anyway.  You know who your friends are.

USHER

My friends ...  ? Why, Edgar, of course.  I am forgetting myself.  



(He notices MADELINE's arm around EDGAR.  With a trace of 




disapproval:) It seems you are already acquainted with my sister.

MADELINE

I suppose you could call it that ... (She gives a mocking laugh.)

EDGAR

Roddy, it's not what it looks like.  Madeline and I go back a long 



way, that's all.  There's nothing going on between us.

USHER

I should hope not.  Madeline well knows the dangers of being too



... profligate with her charms.  She dare not risk losing her heart to 



another, for the sands of her ill-fated life have almost trickled away.
EDGAR

You don't mean ...?

USHER

My sister suffers from catalepsy, otherwise known as The Living 



Death.  (Menacing chords are heard.)  Her vital functions have slowed 


to a virtual standstill.  Several times we have called upon the priest 



to administer last rites, when, thanks to good Doctor Mesmer here, 



she has found the will to live again.

MESMER

Didn't I tell ya?  Catalepsy is one of my specialities.  

EDGAR

Surely there must be a way to cure her.

MESMER

I'm doin' my best, son.  I've come up with this new-fangled 




contraption that allows Madeline to feed off Roderick's own life-



force.  

MADELINE

You see, for this treatment to succeed, it is only a member of our 



most intimate family that can provide the necessary bodily fluids.

EDGAR

But Roddy, what about you?  These fiendish experiments are 



sucking you dry. 

USHER

My sacrifice is not as selfless as it seems. Madeline and I enjoy a ... 



special relationship. Since I am not disposed to produce any 




progeny of my own, it falls to her to continue the venerable blood 



line of the House of Usher.

EDGAR

But how's she supposed to get herself a husband when she never 



sets foot outside this house?

USHER (firmly:)
My sister's hand, I should inform you, is already spoken for.  

EDGAR (shouting)
Madeline, how could you?  We were destined to be together!

MADELINE

So sorry, mon petit chevalier.  But a girl can  only wait so long.

USHER (wincing in pain)
Need I remind you, Edgar, that the slightest noise causes me 


untold agony?  Besides, I thought the whole purpose of this visit 



was to introduce me to your new bride.

EDGAR

Rowie?  Oh yeah, I was forgettin' ... She'll be here first thing 




tomorrow, and she's just dying to meetcha.

USHER

Indeed!  Well, Edgar, may I suggest you save your affections for 



her?  (With a fond smile:) You always were something of a ladies' 



man, as I recollect.

EDGAR

Believe me, Roddy, I've turned over a new leaf since I got married.  



But I'm only human, and seeing Madeline after all these years ... 



Can I help it if I feel the old possum stirring again?

SONG SIX


FORBIDDEN FRUIT

EDGAR


The Romantic poets say

That a young heart should obey

A love that's faithful, true and warm

And as honest as the day

USHER


But there are other scribes who write

Of dark desires which can incite

A love that rages with the storm

And burns like fire throughout the night

USHER/EDGAR

A love that grips your heart like steel

A love you know you shouldn't feel

That makes your head spin over heel

Until your world becomes unreal

EDGAR


You may have fixed yourself up with a raving beaut

But still your eye keeps on straying to someone cute

For the juiciest peach

Is the one out of reach

That's the lure of forbidden fruit

MADELINE


I once read in an ancient tome

Of Kubla Khan's great pleasuredome

Though long I searched for Xanadu

My pleasures lie more close to home

She gives USHER a knowing look.
EDGAR


I too have travelled far and wide

I've even made a girl my bride

We swore we'd stay forever true

But now I've feelings I should hide

USHER


I must confess I feel the same

It's not without a sense of shame

That I admit I've played the game

Of love that dares not speak its name

EDGAR looks at USHER in shock.

USHER/MADELINE
While other lovers may sing to a well-tuned lute

We sing of passions that render mere mortals mute

Predilictions unknown

That a man may not own

That's the thrill of forbidden fruit

Music continues to underscore during the following dialogue.

USHER

This gaiety has made me weary.  Come, Edgar, let me show you to 



your room.

EDGAR

Er, if it's all the same to you, I'll find my own way in a minute.

USHER

As you wish.

He exits.

EDGAR

Jeez!  Did Roddy mean what I think he means? I had no idea he 



batted for the other side.  Not that it's a problem or anything.  But 



hell, I thought I really knew the guy.

MADELINE

The object of my brother's desires has always been something of a 



mystery. 

EDGAR

And what about you, Madeline?  Now I've found you again , I can't 


believe you're not free.  If I'd known you were still alive I'd never 



have married Rowie.  

MADELINE
Put pretty little Rowena out of your head.  You are the only man for me.  And there is still that unfinished business to attend to, n'est-ce pas?

SONG SIX (CONT.)

FORBIDDEN FRUIT (REPRISE)

MESMER  (sings:)

Your wife can't be hurt by what she cannot see

So indulge in your darkest fantasy

MADELINE


And Roderick won't object if we

Keep it within the family

MADELINE & MESMER
Be you a noble by birth or a lowly brute

You always lust after someone who doesn't suit

MESMER


All the gold that you own





Can't begin to atone





For the sin of forbidden fruit

MADELINE


But I'd promise my lips





To the lover who sips





Of the juice of forbidden fruit

MADELINE
Would you lay down your life
EDGAR   I would lay down my life

& MESMER
Be untrue to your wife


     Be untrue to my wife



For a taste of forbidden fruit

     For a taste of forbidden fruit

EDGAR embraces MADELINE passionately as the lights go down.

SCENE  EIGHT

THE VILLAGE INN

The VILLAGERS are playing cards.  ROWENA sits to one side, disconsolately.  The storm rages outside.

VILLAGER 1

I'll raise you two bumbles.

VILLAGER 2

Two bumbles, eh?  Well then, I'll pledge ye a couple of fardles and 



see your mulch.

VILLAGER 1

Come on, missy, it's your turn.

ROWENA (dismissively:)
Oh, I don't know ... I suppose ... snap!
VILLAGER 2

You've not got the hang of this game, have ye?  That'll be another 



forfeit, I'm afraid ...

VILLAGER 1

And this time, it's your garter.

ROWENA (petulantly removing her garter:)
This is ridiculous.  In every other card 



game I've played, a royal flush always beats two deuces.

VILLAGER 2

Rules is rules, missy.  Hur hur hur!

The INNKEEPER and his WIFE enter and start clearing the glasses.

INNKEEPER

Come on, my lads and lasses.  It's well past time.  Haven't you got 



hovels to go to?

VILLAGER 1

I don't fancy making my way home in this foul weather.  You 



couldn't see your way to letting us have a sly old drink after hours, 



could ye?

WIFE


Get along with thee.  It's more than our jobs are worth ...

INNKEEPER

Come now, wife.  Business is business — and there's not likely to be 


anyone raiding us on this foul night.

He goes to pour the drinks.

WIFE


Your room is ready for you now, milady, if you want to retire.
ROWENA

How do you expect me to sleep with such a fearful storm raging 



outside?  And when I think of poor Edgar all alone in that creepy 



house ...

VILLAGER 2

Ha!  I'd be much surprised if he was entirely on his ownsome.

Furtive laughter from other villagers.

ROWENA

Just what do you mean by that?

VILLAGER 2

Why, nothing missy.  Hur hur!  But they say that those who spend 



a night in Usher's house do leave with strange tales to tell.

VILLAGER 1

If they ever leave at all.

ROWENA

I don't give a fig for such idiotic superstitions.  I should be by my 



husband's side.  Innkeeper, call me a carriage.  

INNKEEPER

Well, that's down to the wife.  She runs the local cab company. A 



sort of sideline, so to speak.

WIFE


I'm sorry, my dear, but there's no power on earth would make me 



drive up there.  No one dares venture to the House of Usher after 



the midnight hour has struck.

ROWENA

Are you deaf as well as stupid?  If you don't fetch me a cab right
 


away, I shall ...

ABBERLINE enters.  The INNKEEPER frantically tries to hide the tray of drinks he is carrying.

INNKEEPER

Ah! Inspector Abberline of the Yard.

ABBERLINE

Evening, my good fellow.  (He surveys the inn.)  And what seems 



to be going on here?  Not serving alcoholic beverages after the 



proscribed hour, I trust.

INNKEEPER

No, no – nothing of the sort!  Just a few poor peasants sheltering 



from the storm.  But Inspector, you've arrived at a fortuitous 



juncture.  I was trying to persuade the Lady Rowena here of the 



folly of venturing to the House of Usher alone.

ABBERLINE
I'm afraid no one's going to be visiting the House tonight.  The river has burst its banks, the bridge has been swept away, and a great oak has fallen across the road.  There'll be no guests for Roderick Usher, or his sister, in the foreseeable future.

ROWENA

His sister?  Edgar never said anything about a sister ... Oh, I see.  



It's all starting to make sense now.  Perhaps one of you bumpkins 



could explain just what is supposed to be going on at that House?

INNKEEPER

If you insist, madam.  But on your own head be it.

THE INNKEEPER sits at a honky tonk piano and starts to play:-

SONG SEVEN

QUEER GOINGS ON

INNKEEPER


Them folks as do not listen

Won't get the chance to learn

For they say that Roderick Usher's house

Is the House of No Return

1ST VILLAGER

I used to be the postman

Each morning without fail

I'd make my way to the Usher's house

With an 'eavy sack of mail

I'd knock for half an hour

And think there's no one there

When he'd come on down

In his dressing gown

With curlers in his hair

ALL



It's queer, oh yes it's queer

Something queer is happening I fear

Because it's queer, so very queer

Queer things are going on round here

WIFE



Now Roderick had a sister

She'd come each week to shop

One look at what was on her list

Would cause your jaw to drop

A dozen rolls of Cling Film

A king-size aubergine

A big red nose

Some rubber hose

And a jar of Vaseline

ALL



It's queer, oh yes it's queer

There's some things you can't blame upon the beer

Because it's queer, it's mighty queer

Queer things are going on round here

ABBERLINE


I used to be a shepherd

By day I'd tend my flock

One night I heard some terrible bleats

It gave me such a shock

Next morning in the meadow

I found, as dawn did creep,

A bowl of fruit

A wellington boot

And some very worried sheep

The VILLAGERS dance a hoedown.

WIFE



My daughter worked there for a while





And always had a happy smile

1ST VILLAGER

My uncle went to fix their light





And came back higher than a kite

2ND VILLAGER

My sister used to wash their sheets





And now she's prone to walk the streets


INNKEEPER


My son went up to mend their clock





And now he wears a woman's frock

ALL



It's queer, oh yes it's queer





Though folks may give a disbelieving jeer





We swear it's queer, and we live near





Queer things are going on round here





It's queer, oh yes it's queer

It threatens everything that we hold dear

Because it's queer, unnatural queer

Queer things are going on round here!

ROWENA

I've never heard such a lot of bunkum.  If you think you can scare 



me off, you've got another thing coming.  Besides, if Roderick does 



have a sister, I'm not so sure I like the idea of Edgar being alone 



with her.

A frantic knocking is heard at the door.
ABBERLINE

I hope that's not someone looking for a late drink.

INNKEEPER

Clear off, whoever you are.  We're closed!

DEMELZA (offstage:)
Open the door, for pity's sake.

ABBERLINE

Sounds like Usher's perky young housemaid in distress.  You'd 



better let her in.

The INNKEEPER unbolts the door.

DEMELZA

Oh thank the lord!  I thought I'd never make it.

ABBERLINE

Don't tell me you've come all this way on foot.  The road is 




completely impassable.

DEMELZA

I know a secret but treacherous path that leads down the other side 



of the mountain.  And there's not a moment to lose.

(To Rowena:)

Pardon my presumptuousness, Madam, but are you Master Edgar's 


bride?  You've must come without delay.

ROWENA

What's he done this time?

DEMELZA

Oh no, ma'am, your husband's not done anything – at least I hope 



not ​– but I fear for his very sanity.

ABBERLINE

So!  Another poor soul has fallen victim to that godforsaken place.

ROWENA

This is too much.  Does he really expect me to go chasing after him 



in the middle of the worst storm for fifty years?

ABBERLINE

Quite right, madam.  This is no night to be risking life and limb 



across such dangerous terrain.

WIFE


And there's no way I'm taking the cab out in weather like this.

DEMELZA

But your Edgar needs you, ma'am.

ROWENA

I don't suppose Usher's sister is the reason for all this urgency, is 



she?

DEMELZA

Perhaps I'd better have a word with you, ma'am.  In private.

The INNKEEPER, his WIFE and the VILLAGERS have been eavesdropping intently on the above conversation.  At DEMELZA's hint, they start to shuffle off sheepishly.

ABBERLINE ( at the door:)
Get along now, there's nothing to see.  Let's be having you.




(As the last villager leaves:)  Don't worry, madam, if you need any 



assistance, help may be closer than you think.

ABBERLINE exits.

ROWENA

Now, perhaps you'd care to explain this hysterical outburst.  I take 



it there is something going on between my husband and Roderick's 


sister. 

DEMELZA

I'm sure Master Edgar's intentions are entirely honourable, ma'am, 



but that place has become a downright madhouse of late.  And the 



craziness seems to have infected your husband too, for no sooner 



had he clapped eyes on Lady Madeline than he ...

ROWENA

Don't make excuses for him, Demelza.  I'm sick to death of his 



constant philandering.  I suppose this ... sister ... is some childhood 



sweetheart of his.

DEMELZA

Oh no, ma'am, they'd never met before today.  Well, that is, they 



had met before, but not so's he'd know she was the master's sister. 



I mean ...

ROWENA

Just answer me one simple question, yes or no.  Does my husband 



have designs on Madeline Usher?

DEMELZA

Well, it's hardly my place, ma'am, and his lordship is something of 



a rough diamond ...  but I've never seen such affection in his eyes as 


when he speaks of you.

ROWENA (softening immediately:)
Really?  

DEMELZA

Really.

ROWENA

I knew that Edgar would never be unfaithful.  He's just one of life's 



natural flirts.  And I admit, when we first met he bowled me over 



with his unsophisticated charm.  I thought I'd be able to change 



him, make him an acceptable member of society, but there's such a 



stubborn streak.

DEMELZA

Perhaps you should try to accept him for what he is.  Lord knows, 



there's many that would give their right arm for a man like your 



Edgar.  (She produces a pamphlet.)  I don't mean to take liberties, 



ma'am, but I happen to have this copy of 'Mrs Beaton's Victorian 



Self-Help Manual', which has proved a constant source of 




consolation to me in times of emotional turmoil.

ROWENA (flicking through the pamphlet:)
'Parlour maids who love too much' ... 




'Self-assertiveness for virgin brides' ... 'How to keep your man and 



conquer an empire' ... Why, thank you Demelza, this seems to be 



full of most sound advice.  I know I should try to control my 




temper, but Edgar can be so vulgar it infuriates me.

DEMELZA

There's many a sharp word which has ended in spilt milk, ma'am.

ROWENA

How true, Demelza, how true.  (Intro to WILL HE STILL BE THERE 



begins.)  Sometimes, when we've been arguing, I fear I've pushed 



him too far.  My greatest dread is that one day I'll find I've driven 



him away for good — and then how could I ever forgive myself?

SONG EIGHT

WILL HE STILL BE THERE (IN THE MORNING)?

DEMELZA


I know you've said some things you didn't mean

I know he's got something to prove

ROWENA


So maybe it's time we stopped fooling ourselves

That the course of true love will run smooth

DEMELZA


You need to spend some time together, work things out

Wipe the slate clean, and start over again

ROWENA


We've been through too much to go and throw it all away

Will he give me the chance to explain?

Will be still be there in the morning

Or will I wake up on my own

And as a brand new day is dawning

I'll learn to face it all alone

He says I'm invading his personal space

He says we need a little time apart

But each time he's ready to walk out of that door

It feels like he's breaking, he's breaking my heart

But I'm not prepared to go down on my knees

I'm not gonna beg him, beg him to stay

Whatever it takes I'll hold onto my pride

Though I know I'm the one who will pay

Will be still be there in the morning

Or will I wake up on my own

And as a brand new day is dawning

I'll learn to face it all alone

Will he still be there when I want him

I couldn't force the man to stay

Should I stand up and confront him

Or turn and walk away?

I keep on asking him why

But he won't answer

Should I give our love one more try

Or take my chances

So we say our final good-bye

Call it a day

Then turn away

And don't look back

No more to say

Will he still be there when I need him

I can't believe our love has died

Whichever his heart may lead him

I still want him by my side

Please, please still be there in the morning

Oh don't leave me all alone

I should have listened to your warning

I just can't make it on my own

DEMELZA

Now don't go upsetting yourself, ma'am.  Your Edgar would never 



dream of being untrue to you.  But we'd best get back to the House, 


just to be on the safe side.

DEMELZA opens the door, but the storm is raging more than ever .

ROWENA

No, Demelza, we'll never make it in such hazardous conditions.  



You'd better stay the night — the winds will have blown over by 



morning.

DEMELZA

Gracious madam, it  would never do for one of my station to bed 



down with a lady such as yourself.

ROWENA

Quite right, Demelza.  But I'm sure you'll find the stables very 



comfortable.

Blackout.

SCENE NINE
THE HALLWAY OF THE HOUSE OF USHER

The next morning.  RODERICK USHER and the INNKEEPER'S WIFE are concluding some business

WIFE


So that's one oak casket with red velveteen lining and brass 




trimmings.

USHER

Very good.  See that it's delivered to the tradesmen's entrance.  And 


I must say, I do appreciate your taking the trouble to come out in 



such terrible weather.

WIFE


Oh, I was never one to let a drop of rain stand between me and a



bit of business.  Cheery bye then, sir.

USHER

Farewell, my good woman.  And please don't ...

The INNKEEPER'S WIFE exits, slamming the door behind her.  USHER winces in pain.
USHER

... slam the door.

EDGAR appears at the top of the stairs, followed by URQUHART.

EDGAR

Er ... g'day Roddy.

USHER

Ah, Edgar.  I trust you had pleasant dreams?

EDGAR

Pretty good.  I ... um ... hope all that banging and moaning  didn't 



disturb you too much — y'know, with the storm and everything.

USHER (pointedly:)
There are few sounds in this house which escape my attention.  But 



you needn't concern yourself on my account.

EDGAR

Look here, Roddy.  About last night ...  I don't want you gettin' the 



wrong idea.  Madeline and I were nearly an item once, but that was 


years ago.  Rowena's gonna be here in a few hours, and I wouldn't, 



y'know, want her to think ...

USHER (with a quiet laugh:)
I promise I shall be as quiet as the grave.

EDGAR 

Thanks, mate.  Say, you seem to be a lot more cheerful this 




morning.  More like your old self again.

USHER

It's true.  I feel as if a great burden has been lifted from my heart. 



But my mood is not one of unalloyed joy.  I regret to inform you 



that my sister passed away in the night.

EDGAR

Madeline?  Rattled the pan?!  She can't have! We'd only just found 



each other again!  It's not fair!

URQUHART

My master means that he'd like to offer you his most sincere 




condolences in your hour of grief.

USHER

Alas, the ravages of our family condition finally became too much 



for her frail soul to bear, and she slipped peacefully away shortly 



after three o'clock.

EDGAR

Roddy, I'm so sorry mate.  Here's me thinking about myself, and 



you've lost your only sister.  If there's anything I can do ...

USHER

Well, since you mention it, perhaps you could help me convey 



her mortal remains down to the vaults below.

EDGAR

You mean you want us to ... (Dramatic chords.)

USHER

Family tradition dictates that her coffin must be sealed up in the 



bowels of this very house, alongside our ancestors.  I would help 



myself, but Doctor Mesmer won't permit any heavy lifting.

EDGAR

Very well.  Although it tears my soul in two, I'll do what you ask.  



C'mon Urquhart, strike a blow!  We've got a coffin to shift.

MESMER comes down the stairs.

MESMER

Okay Usher, she's all ready for you.

USHER

Good Doctor Mesmer, I want to thank you for all your efforts on 



poor Madeline's behalf over these last few months.  I'm sure you 



made her final hours pass more easily.

MESMER

You might say that ...

EDGAR

Just quietly sport, I know we haven't exactly seen eye to eye, but 



I'm truly grateful for anything you did for Madeline.

MESMER

Ah well, kiddo, you win some, you lose some.

EDGAR and URQUHART go upstairs.

USHER

Poor, foolish Edgar.  I didn't realise his feelings for Madeline ran so 


deep.

MESMER

Don't it strike you as strange?  I've been keepin' Madeline alive 



for the best part of a year now, yet as soon as that greenhorn 




arrives, she snuffs it.  

USHER

Good god!  You mean ... ?

MESMER takes his watch from his pocket and swings it in front of USHER's face.

MESMER

Remember, Usher.  A tall, fair-haired man will betray you.  An' 



what better way than to rob you of the one person who means



more to you than the entire world?

USHER

Edgar!  The despicable fiend!  Have our years of friendship come to 


this?  There is no punishment in Hades too good for him.  I want to 



see him suffer ... suffer ... suffer!

MESMER

I think that can be arranged ...

Blackout

A mournful version of the CAFE IN MONTMARTRE theme plays, as the lights come up on:-

SCENE TEN

THE VAULTS

EDGAR and URQUHART are in the final stages of bricking up MADELINE'S coffin inside an alcove.  There is a large crack running down the length of the wall near where they are working.

EDGAR

Put a knot in your bluey, Urquhart.  We're nearly there.

URQUHART

Thank God for small mercies.  My job description didn't include 



heavy labouring, you know.  I can't take much more of this.  Maybe 


Demelza was right about falling in that bloody tarn.

EDGAR

That spooky old superstition?  I reckon she was having you on.  



Mind you, it's only seven o'clock ... the Angel of Death has still got 



a couple more hours to do his stuff!

URQUHART

Thank you for your reassurance, sir.  I don't suppose you'd care to 



see if this trowel would fit down your throat?  Sideways?

EDGAR

Say, that's one nasty crack Roddy's got there.  It seems to run right 



through the house from top to bottom.  He should get that seen to.

URQUHART

That's not a crack, it's a fissure.  I suppose your lordship does know 


what a fissure is.

EDGAR

Fer sure, mate.  It's ...

A weird caterwauling fills the vaults.  

URQUHART

What on earth is that ungodly racket ... ?

EDGAR

Jeezus!  It sounds like it's coming from inside the tomb.  

EDGAR reaches inside the bricked up wall, and pulls out a bad tempered black cat.

EDGAR

Oh, so it's you is it, kitty?  How did you get in there?

He drop-kicks the cat into the wings.

EDGAR

Bastard little ripper.  Right, let's go for our lives!

As he puts the last couple of bricks in place, USHER comes down into the vaults, accompanied by the BUTLER who carries a goblet of blood-red wine on a silver tray.

USHER

Ah, gentlemen.  I see your grim work is almost complete.  Let's 



hope that Madeline can now rest in peace.  I thought you might be 



in need of some refreshment.

EDGAR

Good on ya, Roddy.  My skin's beginning to crack down here.  

USHER

This is the finest vintage my cellars have to offer.  A most ... special 



reserve.

He sniffs the bouquet and ominously hands the glass to EDGAR, who downs it in one, followed by a loud belch.  USHER recoils in distaste.

EDGAR

Yeah, not bad.  Still prefer the odd tube of 4X though.  Don't 




suppose you've got another bottle around, have you mate?  I could 



spit chips.

USHER

I am forgetting myself ... One mere glass is scant reward for your 



burdensome efforts.  Allow me, dear Edgar, to make sure you get 



your just deserts.

SONG NINE

A CASK OF AMONTILLADO

USHER


Good gentlemen, do me the honour to take

As token sincere of my deep gratitude

After so grim a task, not for Madeline's sake

But more as a pledge of old friendship renewed

The finest example of the wine maker's craft

Superior by far to mere sherry or malt

And the proof of this boast lies in taking a draft

From the cask I keep deep in my vault

Drink a toast to the good days ahead

Here's to beauty, to brains and bravado

Lift a cup with me

Won't you sup with me

From my cask of Amontillado





So follow me down where my Ancestors lie

And I'll prove myself generous down to a fault

For this endless munificence I seek no reply

If you'll sing and carouse in my vault

Here's a drink for both rich man and poor

Fit for duke as for drunk desperado

Don't waste time in talk

Come on, pull the cork

From this cask of Amontillado

USHER leadsEDGAR and URQUHART down to a lower chamber.  

URQUHART


Though you might well accuse me of being unfair

I don't trust a word from this blighter

See our torch flickers faint in the mildewey air

And the walls are encrusted with nitre

But the taste of this vintage plays light on my heart

How my brain starts to spin and my spirits to waltz

Let me tell you, young Edgar, I don't give a fart

If we never get out of these vaults

This compares with the great works of art

That you find in the Louvre or the Prado

Why not wrap your teeth

Around this masterpiece

This fine cask of Amontillado

URQUHART collapses to the floor, and vanishes.

EDGAR


Though my recent adventures are giving me grief

And I long for an end to this saga

A couple more refills will bring me relief

Though I'm personally partial to lager

But this revelry might take a turn for the worse

The drink's going through me like a swift dose of salts

If I don't find a dunny my bladder will burst

And I can't see a Gents in these vaults

(staggering:)

Say, this booze has one hell of a kick

Like scotch whiskey or vodka from Russia

Sing this song with me

Christ!  What's wrong with me?

For the love of God ... USHER!!!

EDGAR collapses, as the door at the top of the stairs slams shut.  Around him swirl the inhabitants of the House in a nightmare sequence.  They sing in unison:-

MESMER, MADELINE, BUTLER

USHER

Oh the House of Usher is a House of Fear
Drink a toast to the good days ahead

Only brave men and fools dare venture near
Here's to beauty, to brains and bravado

And cursed be the mortal


Lift a cup with me

To cross the portal




Won't you sup with me

And enter the House of Usher


From my cask of Amontillado

ALL FOUR


Yes the House of Usher is a House of Death

So prepare ye to draw your final breath

It's already too late

For you sealed your fate

When you entered the House ...

EDGAR awakes to find himself tied to a table with a large, pendulum-like blade swinging down towards him.

EDGAR (spoken)
Strewth! 

ALL FOUR (sung)

... Of Usher !

END OF ACT ONE

ACT TWO

PROLOGUE

The stage is in darkness, as the VILLAGERS sing a cappella:-

VILLAGERS

Oh the House of Usher is no place to stay

We'd advise any guest to run away

But our hero's unable

For he's tied to a table

In the bowels of the House of Usher

Yes the House of Usher is no House of Fun

When you're strapped down beneath a pendulum

And while we freely admit

He's shown a lot of grit

Well, Edgar old son ...

The tempo changes.





It's the pits

SCENE ONE

THE TORTURE CHAMBER

Lights up on the same scene as at the end of Act One.  The pendulum  swings menacingly above EDGAR.  The EXECUTIONER, who bears an uncanny resemblance to the INNKEEPER, watches over him, a double-headed axe in his hands.  The torture chamber is filled with skeletons hanging from chains, severed heads, body parts in jars etc., which provide backing vocals during the following song.  There is also an Iron Maiden in one corner.

SONG TEN


IT'S THE PITS

EXECUTIONER

Ever get those days when you're feeling low

All dressed up for action with no place to go

Whatever you do, things go from bad to worse

But you don't have to cuss and curse

There's a tried and tested cure to stop your spirits plunging

Just spend a little time down in your favourite dungeon

And I can guarantee that you'll be thrilled to bits

'Cos baby it's the pits

(with backing vocals:)

It's the pits, baby it's the pits

So come on down and see my greatest hits

It's the biggest blast that you've had since the Blitz

'Cos baby it's the pits

Here's some steps to take if you've got the blues

Just try a little twist from my ol' thumbscrews

If torture's what you're after, then you won't look back

When you're stretched out on my rack





I gotta reputation as a crazy joker

I know a hundred uses for a red hot poker

I've bought this leather mask with tiny eyes like slits

Yeah baby, it's the pits

(with backing vocals:)

It's the pits, baby it's the pits

Take it like a man and we can call it quits

I'll be your judge and jury if the black cap fits

'Cos baby it's the pits

If you wake up in the morning and you feel half-slaughtered

Your hangover will go if you are hung, drawn and quartered

If that don't do the trick and you feel you're fadin'

Sleep it off in my Iron Maiden

The Iron Maiden swings open to reveal URQUHART impaled inside.

EDGAR (shouts:)
My god!  Urquhart!

URQUHART (rap:)

They should have made it clear what my position entailed

There was nothing in the contract about being impaled

I expected better treatment for a man of my station

The duties of a valet don't include ventilation

If I see his nibs again he'll feel my boot where he sits

'Cos really it's the pits

MUSICAL BREAK: Dancing skeletons etc.

ALL



It's the pits, baby it's the pits

If he says those nipple clamps are getting on his tits

We'll keep the pressure up until the jerk submits

'Cos baby it's the pits





It's the pits, baby it's the pits

It's got less sophistication than a night at the Ritz

Don't cancel your next holiday in San Moritz

'Cos baby, baby, baby it's the pits

EDGAR

Roderick!  Roderick!  What in the name of Christ is going on?

EXECUTIONER
Oh, Roderick won't be able to help you now.  And neither will that



Christ chappie, for that matter.  Nobody can hear you this deep 



down in the vaults.  Which is nice, because it means we won't be 



disturbed.

EDGAR

Here, don't I know you from somewhere?

EXECUTIONER
That'll be my cousin you're thinking of.  Runs the inn down in the 



village.  Nice chap.  Now, just lie back and relax, why don't you?  



By my calculations, it'll take another five minutes for the pendulum 


to reach you.  So we've got plenty of time to amuse ourselves.

EDGAR

Keep your hands off me, you freak!

EXECUTIONER
My, my, my.  You're not going to be a party pooper, are you?  I 



thought we might at least play a little game of Tic Tac Toe.

He breaks one of EDGAR's toes with a pair of pliers.  EDGAR screams in agony.

EXECUTIONER
Oh, sorry, did that hurt?  Never mind.  Don't try dancing on 




points for a couple of weeks and you'll be fine.

EDGAR

I suppose you think that's funny, do you, scumbag?  Just wait till I 



get free, then I'll show you funny.

EXECUTIONER
The only way you'll get out of these straps is when the blade cuts 



through them.  But since it'll probably cut through the first half 



inch or so of your rib cage too,  you'll have to show me your stand-



up routine some other time.

EDGAR

You ... you abomination!

EXECUTIONER
Tut tut tut!  Sticks and stones may break my bones.  So I may as 



well break a few more of yours first.  This little piggy went to 



market ...

He snaps another toe.  EDGAR screams.

EXECUTIONER
And would you look at the state of you?  Don't tell me you didn't 



shave this morning.  One thing I won't tolerate is slovenly 




appearance.

He rings a bell.  The BUTLER immediately appears, carrying a shaving jug, a towel and a cut throat razor.

EXECUTIONER
Don't worry.  I'm a dab hand with a cut-throat razor.  And after I've 


shaved your chin ... (He rips open EDGAR's shirt) ... I'll work my 



way down from there.

He starts to lather EDGAR's face and chest.  EDGAR struggles.

EDGAR

No! No!  Get off me, you perv!

EXECUTIONER
Oh for goodness sake, keep still.  Do you want my hand to slip 



while I'm doing the difficult bits?

As his hand comes near EDGAR's mouth, EDGAR  gives him a savage bite.

EXECUTIONER
Ouch!  That hurt.  You've made me cross now, which is not a very 



bright idea, given the circumstances.  Well, we'll just have to bring 



the curtain down a little earlier than scheduled.

He throws a lever, and the blade starts to descend at a far more rapid rate.  

EXECUTIONER
It really cuts me up to have to do this, but not half as much as it's 



going to cut you up!

The BUTLER steps forward and lifts the razor above EDGAR's chest.

EXECUTIONER
Hold on a moment.  This is a private party.  Who said you could 



join in?

EDGAR

Rowena, wherever you are, I love you!

The BUTLER brings the blade down, but rather than stabbing EDGAR, he cuts through his straps.  With a single bound, EDGAR is free.

EXECUTIONER
What are you doing, spoilsport?  Well, I suppose my horoscope did 


say I could do with more exercise.

He grabs his axe and menacingly pursues EDGAR around the torture chamber.  EDGAR pushes the Iron Maiden into his path, and URQUHART's body slumps out.  The EXECUTIONER brings his axe crashing down on the Iron Maiden.

EDGAR

Keep him entertained for a few minutes, would you, Urquhart old 



bean?  

As the EXECUTIONER frees his axe, EDGAR rushes to the door, but it is locked.

EXECUTIONER
Don't think you'll get away from me that easily.  Letting you go 



once was unfortunate, but twice is plain bloody careless.

EDGAR has nowhere to run and the EXECUTIONER lifts the axe high above his head. The BUTLER steps forward.

BUTLER

Edgar, you fool!  The revolver!

EDGAR sticks his hand in his pocket and pulls out the revolver which ABBERLINE gave him in the opening scene.

EDGAR

Right then, tall, dark and hairy, let's see you play the lumberjack 



with a belly-full of lead.

EXECUTIONER
Uh ... I don't suppose there's any scope for negotiation here?

EDGAR shoots him six times in the chest.  The EXECUTIONER slumps to the floor.

EDGAR

Thanks for the reminder, mate.  But how did you know I had a 



shooter on me?

The BUTLER removes his disguise, revealing himself to be none other than INSPECTOR ABBERLINE.

ABBERLINE

Because I'm the one that gave it to you in the first place.

EDGAR

Stone the crows and stiffen the lizards!  It's ...

ABBERLINE

Inspector Abberline of the Yard at your service.  

EDGAR

Am I glad to see you!  C'mon, let's get out of here.  This place is 



giving me the creeps.

ABBERLINE looks at URQUHART slumped in the Iron Maiden.

ABBERLINE

But what about your man?

EDGAR

Bastard, isn't it?  Never mind, I can always put another ad in Loot.

EDGAR pulls frantically at the door. 

EDGAR

Open this door, you black-hearted bandicoots!

With a pitying look, ABBERLINE pushes the door.  It opens easily.

ABBERLINE

After you, sir.

EDGAR and ABBERLINE rush out of the Torture Chamber.

SCENE TWO
THE STAIRS LEADING TO THE HALLWAY

During this scene, EDGAR and ABBERLINE make their way up stairways and through winding corridors from the Vaults to the Hallway.

ABBERLINE

You should thank your lucky stars that I was here today, young 



Edgar.

EDGAR

Good on ya, mate.  But what the hell are you doing togged up like 



a pox doctor's clerk?

ABBERLINE

As you know, we've had our eye on your friend Usher for some 



time now.  We have reason to believe that he is harbouring the 



demented international serial killer, Doctor Waldo T Mesmer, in 



this very house.  My superiors therefore decided to install an 



undercover agent to keep an eye on developments.  I'm sorry I 



couldn't intervene sooner, but my cover would have been blown.

EDGAR

I knew there was something fishy about that bull merchant.

ABBERLINE

Indeed.  Mesmer is the most wanted man on three continents.  Last 



year we got word from the Sureté that he was relocating his base of 


operations from Paris to here.  He landed at Dover late last October 


with a female accomplice ...

EDGAR

Madeline!  I can't believe it!

ABBERLINE

They ducked out of sight for a few months, but then the local police 


became suspicious of the goings on at the House of Usher, and it 



didn't take long to put two and two together.

They reach the HALLWAY.
EDGAR

So Roderick has been at the mercy of ...

ABBERLINE

Two of the most vicious international criminals ever to have 




fouled this globe.  But we've got them on the run now.

EDGAR (solemnly:)
Them?  There's only one of them left, I'm afraid.  Madeline Usher 



passed in her marble last night.

ABBERLINE

The old catalepsy trick again, I take it.

EDGAR

You mean ... ?  Well, what are we standing here for?  We've got to 



stop them!

The front door bursts open, and DEMELZA stumbles in, breathless.

DEMELZA

Oh, Master Edgar!  Thank the lord I've found you.  

EDGAR

Demelza!  What's the matter?

DEMELZA

We must fetch the local constabulary without delay!

ABBERLINE

No need for that, ma'am.  Scotland Yard is already on the case.  



Now, what seems to be the problem?

DEMELZA

Terrible things have been going on, Inspector.  Terrible!  You won't 



credit what's come to pass, sir.  I can scarce believe it myself.  It's 



your ...

EDGAR

Slow down, darling.  You're making about as much sense as a 



gumtree full of galahs.

DEMELZA

It's not my fault, I swear.  One minute she was there, and the next 



— gone.  You must believe me, sir!  

DEMELZA faints.  ABBERLINE attempts to bring her round by slapping her face.

ABBERLINE

Get a grip on yourself, girl.  Empty-headed female hysteria is of no 



use in moments of crisis.  You must apply rational, scientific 




thought.  

EDGAR

Go easy, mate. Can't you see she's exhausted?  C'mon, Demelza, 



take a big breath and tell the Inspector exactly what's happened.

DEMELZA

It all began last night sir.  When Master Edgar started behavin' so 



strangely, I made my way through the howling gale down to the 



village inn to find his wife.  Conditions were so bad that I was 



forced to shelter there the night ... 

As DEMELZA speaks, the set changes to:-

SCENE THREE
THE VILLAGE INN

Flashback to earlier that morning.  The INNKEEPER'S WIFE is putting on her coat, as DEMELZA walks over and enters through the Inn door.

 DEMELZA

I rose at the crack of dawn to bring Lady Rowena up to the House.  



But as I made haste from the barn where I had lodged ...

WIFE


Good morrow, mistress.  Sleep well, did ye?

DEMELZA

Well, I certainly wasn't short of company.  But I thought you were 



meant to keep horses in a stable.

WIFE


Oh, pig-breeding is just one of my husband's little hobbies.  They're 


very sweet when you get to know them.  And such clean animals.

DEMELZA

If you say so, madam.  Now the worst of the storm has passed, 



perhaps you'd care to arrange a carriage for the House of Usher.

WIFE


You'll have to wait for my husband to get back from the abbatoir, 



I'm afraid.  

DEMELZA

But we must return at once.  It's of the utmost importance.

WIFE
(snapping on some surgical gloves:)
No can do.  I've got a triple heart by-pass to 



perform this morning, and there'll be hell to pay from Matron if I'm 


late.  You'll just have to be patient.  But, if you want to make 




yourself useful, you could always take up her ladyship's breakfast.

DEMELZA

Well, really ...

WIFE


She likes her toast cut into little soldiers.  She's most particular 



about that.  Cheery bye, now! 

She exits.

DEMELZA

It's true what they say.  You can't get service like you did in the old 



days.  Madam?  Madam?  Are you awake yet?

DEMELZA picks up the breakfast tray and goes up stairs.  

A MYSTERIOUS VILLAGER sticks his head around the side of the bar and watches her leave.  As soon as the coast is clear, he beckons into the wings.  Banjo music is heard.  A group of VILLAGERS appear carrying a man-sized sack over their heads, which contains a struggling figure.  ROWENA's muffled cries are heard from inside.  They disappear through the front door. 

A scream and the clatter of a dropped breakfast tray is heard from upstairs, and DEMELZA rushes down.

DEMELZA

Help! Help!  Oh, somebody please help.  Her ladyship's been 



abducted!

The INNKEEPER enters through the front door, wearing a blood-stained apron.

INNKEEPER

Why now, missy, calm yourself.  What's the cause of all this 




commotion?

DEMELZA

Lady Rowena's chamber — it's completely deserted.  There are 



signs of a struggle and her bed is still warm.  And on the floor I 



found this locket — it must have been brutishly ripped from her 



throat as she strove in vain to defend her honour.  (She opens it and 



tries to hold back the tears.)  Oh lord!  It's Master Edgar ...

INNKEEPER

There, there, my dear.  Try and keep your pecker up.

DEMELZA

Her husband must be informed of this calamity without delay.  



Though it will break his poor heart when he learns what has 




befallen her.

The VILLAGERS return.

INNKEEPER

Well, as luck would have it, I've got a mysterious sack to deliver 



to the House of Usher this very morning.  You're welcome to hop 



on board.

DEMELZA

May the Lord bless you for such generosity ...

DEMELZA and the INNKEEPER exit through the front door.  The VILLAGERS burst into furtive laughter.  The MYSTERIOUS VILLAGER takes a wad of bank notes from his pockets and starts doling them out.

MYSTERIOUS VILLAGER
Well done, fellas.  Here's your spondulicks, just like I 



promised.  I'm mighty pleased to see this one-horse town has got a 



few folks who know how to keep their mouths shut. 

He removes his hat and wig to reveal himself as MESMER.

MESMER
Guess I'd better make myself scarce before anyone realises I'm 



gone.  I don't want any pesky do-gooders stickin' their noses in 



when my plans are so near completion!

As MESMER exits, the lights come back up on:-


SCENE FOUR
THE HALLWAY OF THE HOUSE OF USHER
As DEMELZA finishes her tale, ABBERLINE is restraining EDGAR. 

EDGAR

Rowena!  If anyone's laid a finger on her, I'll feed their didgeridoos 



to the dingoes — personally!

ABBERLINE

Control yourself, son.  Such unwonted displays of machismo are 



hardly going to help us find your wife.

EDGAR

But I feel so useless, Abberline.  Some bastard's kidnapped my little 


Rowie, and I'm stuck up here like a shag on a rock.

DEMELZA

The Inspector is right, Master Edgar.  We must examine all the 



evidence and not jump to conclusions.  But I have a strange 




suspicion – call it female intuition, if you will – that the secret to 



your wife's whereabouts lies within this very house.

The portrait of the first LADY USHER starts to glow with a weird light.  It speaks with ROWENA's voice.  Eerie music underscores.

ROWENA

You know, I'm not sure this portrait really does me justice.

EDGAR

Rowie!  What the hell are you doing in there?

ROWENA

Such impertinence!  How dare you speak like that to the lady of the 


house?

DEMELZA

Oh my lord!  That picture of the first Lady Usher seems to have 



become possessed with the spirit of your Rowena.


EDGAR

What's the matter — don't you recognise me, darlin'?  It's me, your 



hubby Edgar!

ROWENA

I assure you – I have never seen you before in my life.  However, I 



cannot deny that you turn a comely heel.  Come hither, young 



fellow.  I long for some fleshly company after so many years alone. 

ROWENA reaches through the portrait and starts to beckon EDGAR.
EDGAR

Don't worry Rowie!  I'll find a way to get you out.

ROWENA

But why should I want to leave?  Join me in here, and together we 



can share an eternity of bliss ...

ABBERLINE

Edgar! No!  Don't let yourself be bewitched by that evil succubus.

ROWENA takes EDGAR's hand and starts to draw him into the picture frame.
EDGAR

It's so good to see you.  I've been really worried ...

ROWENA

Hush, my dear.  Now is not the time for idle chat.  Put your lips 



close to mine ...

ABBERLINE

For pity's sake man, you must resist her fiendish charms!

ROWENA

Resistance is futile.  Let our souls become intertwined ...

ABBERLINE grabs EDGAR's arm and pulls him back from the painting.

ABBERLINE

And see him condemned to eternal perdition?  Not if Scotland Yard 


has got anything to say about it!

EDGAR

Abberline, get your bloody hands off me!

ROWENA (fading away:)
Edgar, Edgar my darling.  Don't leave me again.  I need you 



here ... by my side ...


The light from the painting builds up to a blinding intensity as the music reaches its climax, and then suddenly snaps back to normal.  The portrait is undisturbed and there is no sign of ROWENA.

EDGAR

Rowie!  Rowie!  Come back!

ABBERLINE

It's no good, son.  She's gone.  And thank the lord that you too have 


not fallen victim to whatever devils have taken her.

EDGAR

What is it with this lunatic asylum?  Is it going to destroy everyone 



I love?

DEMELZA

Calm yourself, good sir.  You're among friends now.  We must 



find the master, see if he can shed any light on these mysteries.

EDGAR

Y'know, Demelza. I'm starting to suspect that Roddy himself is the 



one behind all this weird stuff.  Hah! Take a look at me — I don't 



even know if I can trust my oldest friend any more.

ABBERLINE

Chin up, lad.  Misfortune always comes in threes.  First Madeline, 



then your manservant, and now Lady Rowena.  Your luck's bound 



to take a turn for the better soon.

EDGAR

Luck?  Don't talk to me about luck, Abberline.  If it was raining 



palaces, I'd get hit on the head by the dunny door.

DEMELZA

Let's not hear such depressing talk.  It's always darkest before the 



dawn.

EDGAR

Call me crazy, Demelza, but ever since I got to England I had this 



feelin' something terrible was gonna happen.  I tell ya, there are 



times I wish I'd never come back from Australia.

SONG ELEVEN

THE WAY BACK HOME

EDGAR


From the moment I set foot upon this shore

I noticed something in the air

So many people looking out for something more

Such a feeling of despair

Things are different from when I went away

Like a restless night when you're waiting for the dawn

No new challenges to make me want to stay

In the land where I was born

What they told me from the start is

That your home is where your heart is

And I travelled far to see if this was true

There wasn't space enough to find me

In the land I left behind me

So I hit the road to look for something new

Now I'm back it's not as easy as it seems

There's only nightmares when I'm searching for my dreams

Every door I try is slammed in my face

I'd give anything to get out of this place

Won't somebody show me

The way back home

Looking back at all those dumb mistakes I made

When I was glad to play the fool

I never realised how great a price I'd paid

Or that life would be so cruel

But still I fail to learn the lessons of my past

Keep trying to pretend there's nothing that I lack

I'm willing to believe that love will always last

And that one day I'll go back

What they told me from the start is

That your home is where your heart is

And I travelled far to see if this was true

There wasn't space enough to find me

In the land I left behind me

So I hit the road to look for something new

Now I'm back it's not as easy as it seems

There's only nightmares when I'm searching for my dreams

Every door I try is slammed in my face

I'd give anything to get out of this place

Won't somebody show me

The way back home

DEMELZA

 Now, don't let yourself fall victim to despair, Master Edgar.  



Whatever sinister forces may control the Lady Rowena I'm sure she 


is not lost for ever.

ABBERLINE has been investigating the wall around the portrait of Lady Usher.  He pushes one particular brick, and the portrait swings back, revealing a secret passage.

ABBERLINE

Aha!  Just as I suspected.  Take it from me, young Edgar, so-called 



supernatural events like these all too frequently prove to have a 



human face behind them.

EDGAR

A secret passage!  And I bet I know where it leads.  It's about time 



Roddy and me did some straight talking.  (He takes the revolver from 



his pocket.)  And this time, I'm gonna make sure I get some answers.

All three exit into the secret passage.

SCENE FIVE
USHER'S CHAMBER

USHER is sleeping in his chair.  He is in the throes of a terrible nightmare.

USHER

Madeline ... Madeline!  Don't leave me.  We were happy together ... 



truly happy.  But who is that you're running to ... I can't see clearly.  


Mesmer ... is that you?  Have you come to take my beloved sister
 


away?  No ... it's not Mesmer ... it's ...

EDGAR, ABBERLINE and DEMELZA burst through a secret panel.  USHER wakes with a start.

USHER

... Edgar!  Once again you disturb my slumbers.

EDGAR

Listen here, Roddy.  I want some explanations and I want them 



fast.

USHER

You want explanations!  Have you not considered that it is perhaps



you who owe me an explanation?  An explanation as to why my 



dearest friend should re-enter my life only to betray me.

EDGAR

What you're talking about?  All I do is come here to fulfil a 




childhood promise, and what happens?  I find you in the hands of 



some crazy quack doctor, my valet ends up with more holes in him 



than a pincushion and darlin' Rowena gets trapped inside some 



spooky painting.  Not to mention that freaky sister of yours ...

USHER

Aha!  So it is Madeline that you're after.  I knew it all along.  Well, 



you won't take her away from me.  Nobody can ever take her from 



me again.  Her eternal spirit has become one with this House, and 



so long as I remain here we shall never be parted.

A great flash of lighting illuminates the room, and a storm begins to rage outside.  

ABBERLINE

I'm sorry to disillusion you sir, but our enquiries indicate that 



your sister is not as dead as you assume.

USHER

Not dead?  Not dead?  Did I myself not place a glass against her 



lips to see if any breath remained within her?  Did not my head lie 



upon her breast to see if I could still detect the faintest beating of 



her heart? And did I not seal up her lifeless body inside a great oak 



coffin?  Do not mock me with your workaday suspicions.  I know 



for certain that my sister lives no more, for when she passed on, 



a part of my very soul died with her.

EDGAR

Don't you see, Roddy?  She's in cahoots with Mesmer.  I don't know 


what they're cooking up, but one thing's for sure.  Your sister, if 



sister she truly be, is not to be trusted.

USHER

So everything Mesmer said is true.  It's not Madeline who seeks 



to betray me.  It is you!  You've always been jealous of me, ever 



since you were a child.  Jealous of my wealth, my intelligence, my 



exquisite taste.  But you'd never look twice at me, would you?  



You'd rather be kicking a football around the yard with those 



philistine brats from the village!  And now you want to take it 



all away from me.  My treasure, my sister, even my House itself!

EDGAR

I hate to say this, Roddy, but you're definitely losing it.  

USHER screams, and falls to the floor in agony.

USHER

Not again!  Will I never escape that infernal noise?

DEMELZA

Good sir, what's the matter?  You seem desperately agitated.

USHER

Are your ears so dull that they cannot hear that scraping, those 



distant hammerings.  Listen!  Despite the howling storm which 



rages without, I tell you, Demelza, down in the very bowels of this 



House, I can hear that my sister lives again!

DEMELZA
Calm yourself, for pity's sake.  (To EDGAR and ABBERLINE:)  It's no good.  He's beyond our help.  I've never seen him in such a state.

SONG TWELVE


CAN YOU HEAR IT?

USHER


Nervous, it's true 





So very dreadfully nervous am I





You may whisper to yourselves he's gone mad

But answer me why

With ear so acute

The faintest murmur rings like a great bell

I hear everything in heaven and earth

And some things in hell

An unholy cry

As if conjointly from the lost souls below

And the tormentors who exult in their pain

And take joy in their woe

Woah woah

Can you hear it

The scratching and the scraping

And the moaning and the groaning

The shaking and the quakes

Woah woah

Can you hear it

The creaking of the coffin

And the squeaking of the hinges

The knocking at the gates of hell

All day I've been hearing it

Loathing it, fearing it

But I didn't dare to speak out

Destroying my sanity

What price humanity

List'ning to the sound of her shout

Woah woah

Can you hear it

The crashing and the smashing

And the rocking and the rolling

The rapping and the taps

Woah woah

Can you hear it

The gusting of the candles

And the busting of the bandages

The knocking at the gates of hell

My heart can't stop racing

I'm constantly pacing

My peace of mind it almost destroys

Intense trepidation

Immense agitation

All creation hears the deafening noise

Woah woah

Can you hear it

The banging and the clanging

And the ripping and the roaring

The knelling of the bell

Woah woah

Can you hear it

The breaking of the brickwork

And the crashing of the concrete

The knocking at the gates of hell

She's knocking at the gates of hell

She's knocking at the gates of hell

ABBERLINE

Nope, I can't hear anything.  Can you?

EDGAR

Not me, squire.  Sorry.

USHER

And you have not seen it?  Have you not then seen it?  But, stay!  



You shall!

USHER flings open the curtained window.  Outside, the storm rages.  It is as dark as night, and heavy rainclouds are illuminated only by the occasional flash of lightning.

EDGAR

Roddy – what are you doing?  It's wet enough to bog a duck out 



there. 

ABBERLINE

These appearances which bewilder you, sir, are merely electrical 



phenomenon, not uncommon round these parts.  Or it may be that 



they have their origin in the rank miasma of the tarn.

EDGAR

You what?

ABBERLINE

Just a bit of sheet lightning.

EDGAR

Well, it sure as hell scared the sheet out of me.

DEMELZA

Let us close this casement, good master.  The air is chilling and 



dangerous to your frame.  Sit down here, while I fetch one of your 



favourite volumes.

USHER

You fools! Whither shall I fly?  Will she not be here anon?

DEMELZA

Control yourself, sir.  Lady Madeline is dead.  For the love of God, 



let her rest in peace.

USHER

Rest?  Rest?  She can never rest.  I tell you, we have put her living in 


the tomb!!!

ABBERLINE (to EDGAR:)
What did I tell you, sir?

EDGAR

But maybe Roddy's right.  Perhaps this is some ghastly mistake.  



What if we really have buried her alive?

USHER

Of course!  Do you not hear her calling me?  Vowing eternal 




revenge for my folly.

EDGAR

Demelza, you stay here and look after Roddy.  Abberline, let's get 



us some crowbars.  Although the gorge rises in my throat to say it, 



we must disinter Madeline's body from the vault wherein she lies, 



and rip the very lid from her coffin to see if she still lives.

ABBERLINE

All in a day's work for a member of Her Majesty's Constabulary, 



sir.

EDGAR

That's the shot.  Let's get to it.

EDGAR and ABBERLINE exit. DEMELZA goes to the shelf to fetch a book.

USHER

Run! Run as fast as the howling wind.  But you'll have to be quick if 


you want to catch the dead!  Ha ha ha ha ha!

DEMELZA

Please, Master Usher, you must try to rest.  Let me read to you 



a while.  Perhaps that will distract your troubled mind.

USHER

Distracted ... yes.  I'm really quite frightfully distracted ... Ha ha ha!

DEMELZA

'The Mad Trist of Sir Launcelot Canning'.  It's all about this brave 



young knight who ventures to the lair of a crazy hermit.  




(She sighs and then starts to read:)  'And Ethelred, who was by nature 



of a doughty heart, and who was now mighty withal, on account of 


the powerfulness of the wine which he had drunken, waited no 



longer to hold parley with the hermit ..."

Her tale is interrupted by USHER's loud snoring, as he falls into a deep sleep.

DEMELZA

Thank the lord.  Pray that this brings some respite to his tormented 



soul.  And pray too for Master Edgar, lest he come to some harm 



down in the vaults.  (She takes ROWENA's locket from her bosom.)  



Though I've known him but a scant few hours, I can't help feeling 



our destinies are somehow intertwined ... Hah!  I'm just deluding 



myself.  Why would he look twice at me when he loves such 




beauties as Lady Madeline and his wife?  But still, a little voice 



inside seems to tell me not to give up hope.

SONG THIRTEEN
WHAT ABOUT ME?

DEMELZA

When he looks at me with those steely blue grey eyes

I can't help it if I start to fantasise

Will I ever be the object of his easy going charms

Will he ever feel the burning need to take me in his arms?

When there's troubles all around us

He takes it in his manly stride

Whatever demons may surround us

He keeps his dignity and pride

When we meet upon the stairway

I'm blown away by what I see

But will he ever start to care, say

What about me?

What about me?

There's not many men my heart will let me trust

I don't want to hide my feelings but I must

Should I find the strength to tell him, make the opening move instead

Or will I spend my life regretting all the things I left unsaid

If he told me that he loved me

Then my joy would be complete

But when I see his other women

I know I can't compete

I'll never be his one and only

And I want him to be free

But what about the lost and lonely

What about me?

What about me?

INSTRUMENTAL BREAK

I've got no power to resist him

When he casts a glance I'm hooked

But when I see him looking over

Am I being overlooked?

And when he leaves he's contemplating

His heroic destiny

I'm just the one who's left here waiting 

What about me?

What about me?

What about me?

What about me?

DEMELZA

May God go with you, Edgar, wherever you are.

Blackout

SCENE SIX

MESMER'S LABORATORY

MESMER is working on another of his experiments.  MADELINE lies in an open coffin, dressed in a bloodstained shroud.  Although she is clearly dead, a number of wires and tubes lead from the coffin to a generator-like contraption.  Another set of wires leads to a second body, which lies on a table covered by a sheet.  The sound of thunder can occasionally be heard from outside.  

As the lights come up, a harmonica plays UNDER THE INFLUENCE.  Suddenly a loud hammering is heard.

MESMER

What in the name of tarnation?

Two crowbars smash through some brickwork in the back wall, and EDGAR and ABBERLINE clamber through.

ABBERLINE

Aha!  So this is what lies behind Madeline's vault.  Doctor Mesmer, 



I presume.

MESMER

That's Waldo T Mesmer The Third to you, buddy.


ABBERLINE

Don't come the innocent with me, Sonny Jim.  We know all about 



your true plans.  And I intend to see that you never get to carry 



them out.

EDGAR

My God!  Madeline!  What have you done to her, you secko?

(He runs to MADELINE's coffin.)

MESMER

Honest injun, I'm jes' tryin' to help!  

EDGAR

Madeline — she's truly dead.

MESMER

'Fraid so, son.  But I've never been one to let details like that spoil a 



good experiment.  Trouble is, your pal Roderick's life force was 



getting too weak.  And you can't run a clock with a dud battery,



can you?

EDGAR

What are you talking about?

MESMER

Y'see, we needed a new source of vital juices to keep Maddy alive.  



But they gotta come from a natural born Usher, and Roderick was 



the last of the line.  Or so we thought, until Providence delivered 



the answer slap bang into our laps.

EDGAR

I hope you're not saying what I think you're saying ...

MESMER

Didya ever bother to check out your new bride's family tree?  I 



guess not.  'Cos if you did you'd know that her grandpappy 




changed their name after the god-awful reputation his ancestors 



had gotten themselves.  And I don't think you need me to spell out 



what that shameful name was ...

ABBERLINE

God in heaven!  You mean Rowena is really ...

MESMER

Yep!  She's as much an Usher as ol' Maddy lyin' in her coffin there.

MESMER pulls back the sheet which covers the body on the table to reveal ROWENA.

MESMER

An' I gotta hand it to her, she's such a spunky little lady that 




Madeline should be up and about in no time.  Only trouble is, 



there's a fifty fifty chance the experiment'll leave your darlin' 



Rowena a lifeless husk.

EDGAR leaps forward and grabs MESMER.

EDGAR

And you think I'm just going to stand here and let you have your 



evil way?

MESMER

Hold your horses, sonny.  Lay a finger on me andwho's gonna 



bring your Rowena out of her trance?

EDGAR

Okay.  Have it your way ... for now.

He flings MESMER aside in disgust.

MESMER

Look on the up side.  If the operation don't work then no harm'll 



come to her.  If it's partly successful, Madeline, the woman of your 



darkest fantasies, will live again.  And if it's total winner, then your 


only problem'll be choosin' between the two of them.

EDGAR

So there's a chance they might both survive?

MESMER

I wouldn't put my bottom dollar on it; I'm still havin' a few teethin' 



problems.  But I reckon it's a pretty safe each-way bet.

EDGAR

You're on!  Though I'd never harm a hair on her head, if Rowena 



can help Madeline live again, it's worth any risk.

ABBERLINE

Edgar, you fool!  Don't listen to his weasel words.  You're making a 



wager with the very devil himself.

MESMER

Hush your mouth, Inspector.  Edgar's a grown man.  He knows 



what he's doing.  Right, young greenhorn, lend us a hand powerin' 



up this here contraption.

EDGAR starts to turn a handle on the generator, which emits some dangerous looking sparks.  The lights in the laboratory start to dim.  The theme from THE FALL begins to underscore.

EDGAR

What do I do now?

MESMER

The experiment'll only work if Rowena consents to it of her own 



free will, so you're gonna have to talk her into it.

EDGAR

No worries.

MESMER

Okay, my little chickadee, on the count of three, you will open your 


eyes.  Three!

ROWENA (waking with a start:)
Where am I?  Edgar, thank heavens you're here.  But 



what's going on?

EDGAR

This may sound a little strange, Rowena hon', but we need your 



help to cure Roddy's sister of a terrible disease.

ROWENA

His sister!!  I knew it!

EDGAR

Ah, come on darlin'.  Maddy'd do the same for you.  Trust me, 



Rowena, everything's gonna be all right.

ROWENA

Well, if you say so ...

EDGAR

All yours, Mesmer.  Let her rip!

The background music builds in intensity.  Sparks fly, ROWENA writhes in pain, and a light slowly builds up on MADELINE as she wakes from the dead.

ROWENA

Edgar!  What's happening to me?  I feel all giddy!

EDGAR

Come on, Rowie!  It's working!  Don't give up now!!

MADELINE

Who is it wakes me from my slumbers?

MESMER

Eureka!  I've doggone done it!! Madeline lives again!

The light on MADELINE starts to fade.  MESMER juggles frantically with the dials on the generator.

MADELINE

Mesmer!  What are you doing?  I'm fading ... fading ...

MESMER

We're losing her!  Edgar, you gotta help me.

ROWENA

Oh, that's better.  I'm starting to feel a little stronger ...

ROWENA starts to sit up, with her head in her hands. MESMER takes EDGAR to one side.

MESMER

It's what I was a-fearin'.  There' ain't enough life force for the two 



o' them.  If we give up now, Madeline will be lost forever.  But if we 


go on, I'm makin' no promises about your little Rowena.  Throw 



this switch (he indicates a large lever on the side of the generator) and it 



will transfer all her energies into Madeline Usher.

EDGAR

What am I gonna do, Mesmer?

MESMER

You're on your own, son.  The decision is entirely yours.

EDGAR puts his hand on the lever.

EDGAR

What a predicament!  Even though we've had our ups and downs, 



Rowie's a little beaut at heart.  But Madeline ... I've spent years 



searching for her.  And now she's dead.  Rowena's the one who's 



got the right to live.

He turns away from the lever.  MADELINE's eyes flicker open.  She sighs:

MADELINE

... Edgar ... mon petit chevalier ...

EDGAR

Rowie!  May God forgive me, for I know you never will!!

ABBERLINE

Edgar! No!!

He swings around and brings the lever crashing down.  ROWENA writhes in pain and is still.  The light on MADELINE comes up to full brightness, but she does not move.

EDGAR

Rowena!  In the name of all that's holy, what have I done?!

There is a short silence.

EDGAR

Mesmer, look at Madeline.  She's not moving.  You bastard!  You 



lied to me!!  You risked Rowena's life and you didn't even know if 



your damned experiment would work.

MESMER

Now hold on one minute.  I'm sure I did everything in the 




instructions ...

MADELINE suddenly flings the lid of the coffin to the floor, and climbs out.  She seems imbued with superhuman strength, and has quite clearly gone completely mad.

MADELINE

Aaaaahh!!

MESMER

Maddy!  You're alive! 

EDGAR

Madeline, my darling.  It's me!  I'm the one that saved you.

They both rush towards her, but ABBERLINE manages to restrain EDGAR.

As MESMER reaches MADELINE she turns on him savagely and sends him flying across the room with a single blow.  He crashes into the generator and lies still.

MADELINE

Grrraarrr!

ABBERLINE

Get back, you idiot.  Can't you see?  Her body lives, but her soul 



has gone to everlasting damnation.  She's little more than a wild 



animal.

MADELINE

Roderick ... grrooarrr ... I want Roderick ...

With her bare hands, MADELINE rips away the rest of the brickwork from where EDGAR and ABBERLINE entered, and stalks away down the corridor.

ABBERLINE

You fool.  You bloody, bloody fool.  Who knows what sort of 



monster you've unleashed now?  

EDGAR rushes over to ROWENA's body and cradles it in his arms.

EDGAR

Rowena, darlin'.  You gotta forgive me.  Come back, please come 



back ...

ABBERLINE

It's no good crying over spilt milk, son.  We've got to deal with that 


demon you've created.

EDGAR

Rest in peace, Rowena hon'.  I'd  say "See you again sometime", but 



after today, I know I'm gonna burn in the deepest pit of hell.

ABBERLINE

Come on, man.  She went thataway.

The lights fade as EDGAR and ABBERLINE head down the corridor after MADELINE.

SCENE SEVEN
USHER'S CHAMBER

As the set changes, THE FALL theme continues to play, accompanied by unnatural sounds from MADELINE and shouts from EDGAR and ABBERLINE.  MADELINE stalks the corridors and halls of the House of Usher, with EDGAR and ABBERLINE in hot pursuit.  She finally comes to a stop outside the door to USHER's chamber.  

The music fades, and as the lights come up inside the room on USHER asleep in his chair.  The storm  rages on outside. as DEMELZA still sits reading to him.

DEMELZA

" ... And finally the prince turned and realised that the only woman 



for him was the unassuming little parlour maid he had met on his 



first arrival."  Well, that's not how the story really ends, but I can
 


dream, can't I?

USHER (waking with a start:)
My God!  Did you hear that?

DEMELZA

I can't hear nothing, sir.  Are you sure it wasn't another nightmare?

USHER

Have I not heard her footstep upon the stair?  Hark, Demelza, she is 


getting closer.  Are you sure the door is locked?

DEMELZA

You're imagining things, good sir.  Lady Madeline is dead, you 



must try to accept that.

USHER

Imagining things?  Do I not distinguish that heavy and horrible 



beating of her heart?

He leaps to his feet.

USHER

Madman, some may call me!  Madman!  But I tell you that she now 



stands without the door!

There is a heavy thumping on the door.  DEMELZA rushes to lock it, but just as she reaches it,   the door flies open, and MADELINE stands there in her burial shroud.

SONG FOURTEEN
THE FALL

MADELINE


Roderick!  Roderick Usher!

Did you not hear me call?

Wouldst thou leave me, Roderick Usher

Leave me standing in the hall?

As if you had no care at all, Roderick

You'll pay the price once and for all, Roderick

And pride must come before a fall

Yet pride is such a deadly sin

Though I came to this world your twin

Now only one of us can win

So let the dance of death begin

Do you remember

How we shared the self-same womb

And how mother loved you best

As we both suckled at her breast

I'll take that memory to the tomb

I still remember

How I was sent to live away

Am I to blame if I resent

Those lonely years of hell I spent

I swore to be avenged one day

And on the eve of last November

As you had just retired to bed

The House of Usher started rocking

To the sound of frantic knocking

Loud enough to wake the dead

Roderick! Roderick Usher!

As you opened up the door

Did you know her, Roderick Usher

The woman standing there before?

And did you tell her how you'd missed her

Your one and only long-lost sister

Who'd had to walk the streets a whore?

Oh how your face lit up with joy

As if you'd found a favourite toy

From the time you were a boy

But you fell victim to my ploy

USHER


Do you remember

We danced the tango until dawn

The vaults resounded to the beat

Of our light fantastic feet

Dancing on the graves till morn





I'm still a-tremor

As I recall the words you said

How every moonlit Hallowe'en

You would return to me, my queen

Though you should come back from the dead

BOTH



And on the eve of each November

As midnight strikes we'll rise from bed

And like some necromantic rite

We'll party through Walpurgis Night

'Twill be enough to wake the dead

USHER


Madeline!  Madeline Usher!

Let me take you in my arms

And I'll protect you, Madeline Usher

From a thousand deadly harms

I'll cherish you, you'll see Madeline

If you'll have eyes for only me, Madeline

And I'll stay faithful to your charms

You needn't put me to the test

I'm only acting for the best

Though lesser mortals may protest

Our love is more than mere incest

USHER and MADELINE embrace in a long, passionate kiss.  As they do so, there is a massive crash of thunder, and the fissure in the wall of USHER's chamber starts to grow wider.

MADELINE


There are things best left unsaid

Taboos that fill the heart with dread

Lest our creator shake his head

And send a bolt to strike us dead

USHER


Is our behaviour so amiss?

Just one taste of heavenly bliss

I can't believe it ends like this

Forever punished for a kiss

BOTH



See the stones drop from the wall

But we couldn't care at all

For we are in each other's thrall

As we watch the House of Usher fall

USHER




   MADELINE

Madeline!  Madeline Usher!

   Roderick! Roderick Usher!

Let me take you in my arms

   Did you not hear me call

And I'll protect you, Madeline Usher
   Would you leave me, Roderick Usher

From a thousand deadly harms
   
   Leave me standing in the hall

I'll cherish you, you'll see Madeline
   As if you didn't care at all, Roderick

If you'll have eyes for only me, Madeline   You'll pay the price once and for all,







    Roderick

And I'll stay faithful to your charms
   And pride must come before a fall

BOTH



Yes that's the greatest sin of all





So watch the House of Usher fall


EDGAR and ABBERLINE run in with pistols drawn.  EDGAR rushes over to DEMELZA, who has been cowering from the fearful duet.

EDGAR

Demelza!  We've gotta get out of here.  I don't know what hellish 



punishment is being visited upon this house, but the very 




foundations of the building are starting to crack.

DEMELZA

But I cannot leave the master ...

EDGAR

Demelza!  For the love of all that's holy, come on!

As they run from the room, a massive beam crashes down from the ceiling, hiding RODERICK and MADELINE from view.  The fissure splits the wall completely in two, and bricks, dust and plaster shower down everywhere.

The music builds to a climax, and the lights go to blackout.

SCENE SIX

THE ROAD TO THE HOUSE OF USHER

The theme from THE FALL continues to play as EDGAR, DEMELZA and ABBERLINE rush on stage.  In the background, the House of Usher splits completely in two, revealing a blood red sun setting behind it.  The fragments of the House fall and sink into the tarn.

ABBERLINE

Well, I reckon that's the last we'll see of them.

EDGAR

And may their souls rot in hell for all the misery they've caused.

DEMELZA

Do you think the poor Master could have survived the Fall?

ABBERLINE

We'll conduct a thorough search of what remains of the House, 



madam, but I'd be very surprised if we find any living thing 




inside.

EDGAR

Urquhart, Roderick, Madeline ... they've all gone.  And my poor, 



sweet darlin' Rowena.  How could I have betrayed her like that?  I'll 


never forgive myself.

DEMELZA

You mustn't blame yourself, master Edgar.  There was something 



about that House that drove everyone to uncharacteristic acts of 



madness.  We should thank the Lord that evil place is gone 




for good.

THE INNKEEPER, his WIFE and THE VILLAGERS arrive on the scene.

INNKEEPER

Good morrow, gentlemen.  Are the strange rumours we're hearing 



true?

ABBERLINE

Indeed, my good fellow.  You'll be troubled no more by queer 



goings-on at the House of Usher.

WIFE


And the family of Usher?

ABBERLINE

Perished all, to a man.

EDGAR

Even those wretched souls who never knew they were descended 



from that accursed House.

INNKEEPER

This may not be the best time to mention it, sir, but there is the 



small matter of your wife's room, three horseshoes and the cab fare 



from the village.  And someone's got to pay for that coffin ...

EDGAR (handing him a bag of gold:)
Will this cover it?

INNKEEPER

That'll do nicely.

WIFE


So what does the future hold for you now, young sir?

EDGAR

God alone knows.  Everyone I ever loved was destroyed in that 



obscene maelstrom.  The road ahead looks pretty bleak from here.

DEMELZA

Things are only as bad as you let them be, master Edgar.  I've lost 



everything I ever owned today as well.  So if you'd like any 




company on your forthcoming travels, I'd be only too happy to 



oblige.

EDGAR

Demmie, you little bonzerina!  That's the best offer I've had all 



week!

EDGAR exits with DEMELZA in his arms, as the VILLAGERS start to sing:-

SONG FIFTEEN

HOUSE OF USHER (Reprise)

VILLAGERS


Yes the House of Usher is a house no more

Now its sturdy roof has fallen through the floor

And as we end our yarn

The waters of the tarn

Close over the House of Usher

EPILOGUE

The docks at Plymouth.  A large ship is moored by the quay, with a gangplank leading up to the deck.  Sailors and passengers bustle about.  EDGAR and DEMELZA enter, dressed in travelling clothes, carrying suitcases.

EDGAR

Well, here we are, Demmie.  I thought that vicar would never 



finish.  If his sermon had gone on much longer, I'd have shoved the 


rings up his kadoova.

DEMELZA

I can't believe it.  It's only been a couple of weeks, but the horrors of 


the House of Usher seem far behind us now as we set off for our 



new life together.

EDGAR

And I promise, Demelza, never to look at another woman as long



as I live.  You're the only one I care for now.

DEMELZA

Do you think we'll see any kangaroos when we get to Australia?

EDGAR

Sure we will, darlin'.  And maybe the odd shark as well.

DEMELZA shivers in delight as ABBERLINE enters, escorting MESMER who wears a convict's uniform and a ball and chain.

EDGAR

Well, look who's here!  Inspector Abberline of the Yard, if I'm not 



very much mistaken.  But what the hell are you doing with that 



low-down ratbag Mesmer?  I thought he'd perished in the Fall of 



the House of Usher.  

ABBERLINE

Upon my soul!  Master Edgar and young Mistress Demelza!  We 



did indeed think that there were no survivors from our sorry 



adventure.  But when we sent in a squad of dragoons to check 



through the rubble, we found this worthless cur skulking behind 



the Iron Maiden.

MESMER

The only crime you'll pin on me is hidin' behind a woman's skirts. 



Hee hee hee!

ABBERLINE

But Lady Justice has had her say, and I'm pleased to report that 



the wretch has been sentenced to spend the rest of his natural life in 


a penal colony in New South Wales.  It has fallen to me to escort 



him down under, to make sure he remains firmly under lock and 



key.  But what brings you to Plymouth Docks on this fine autumn 



day?

EDGAR

You may as well be the first to know, Abberline you old dag. 



Demmie and I tied the knot this morning, and we're about to set off 


for a fresh start in the land of Oz.  We must be travelling on the 



same  boat.

THE INNKEEPER and his WIFE enter.

INNKEEPER

Well, blow me down, if it isn't young master Edgar, Mistress 



Demelza, Inspector Abberline of the Yard and that wretched fraud 



Doctor Waldo T Mesmer The Third!

ABBERLINE

Well I never!  It's mine host from the local hostelry and his good 



lady wife.  What brings you here?

WIFE


Truth to tell, young Master Edgar here painted such a wonderful 



portrait of the land of Australia that we've decided to try our 



fortunes there ourselves.  

INNKEEPER

Once we lost the Usher account, business wasn't so good back at 



the Inn, so we thought we had nothing to lose by sailing off to 



pastures new.

EDGAR

Well, I'll tell ya one thing, Demmie.  We're sure as hell not going to 



be lonely on this trip!

SONG SIXTEEN

BACK DOWN UNDER

EDGAR


Take one last look

Our ticket's booked

We've got our luggage packed

I owe my wife

A better life

Now there's no turning back

EDGAR & DEMELZA
We've cancelled the papers

Our farewells are said

So pull up the gangplank

It's full steam ahead

We're going back down under

Won't someone spread the news

We're going back down under

To the dingos and the 'roos

ABBERLINE


Consider then

This specimen

Of moral turpitude

And for his crime

He's doing time

In penal servitude

So pay no attention

To his crocodile tears

He can weep all he wants

For the next ninety years

ABBERLINE/MESMER
He's/I'm going back down under

He/I can bring my ball and chain

He's/I'm going back down under

And he/I won't come up again

EDGAR


Nothing is ever as bad as it seems





And the sun always shines in the land of my dreams





I'm gonna show you





The way back home

ALL



We're going back down under





With a hero in our midst





We're going back down under

EDGAR & DEMELZA
It's a great place to bring up kids

ALL



Australia! Australia!

Sing it out with voice like thunder

Is there anywhere

Can quite compare

To the Paradise Down Under

We're going back down under

WIFE



Well honey shut ma mouth

ALL



We're going back down under





So set a course due south

A claxon sounds.  The CAPTAIN and FIRST MATE, with their backs to the audience, start to pipe the passengers on board.  They all make their way up the gangplank.

CAPTAIN & 1ST MATE
Now the claxon has sounded and we cannot stay

All passengers travelling please make their way

So layman and lord

Won't you step on board

And sail on the H.M.S. ...

The gangplank is pulled up to reveal the name of the ship for the first time.  At this moment, the CAPTAIN and FIRST MATE turn, revealing an uncanny resemblance to USHER and MADELINE.

CAPTAIN & 1ST MATE
... USHER!

ALL
We're going back down under

Australia, Australia!


Now we're setting out to sea

Sing it out with voice like thunder


We're going back down under

Is there anywhere








Can quite compare


To our final destiny



To the Paradise Down Under

The ship pulls away from the quay and heads off into the sunset, as ...

THE CURTAIN FALLS
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