FALL OF THE HOUSE OF USHER – 

Auditions Wed 14th June 8pm, Rehearsal Room; Thurs 15th June 8pm (Bell); Sun 18th 3pm, Rehearsal Room; Performances 18-21 October.

Audition piece 4 (please return to the bar)

POWELL (M), GRAY (M/F). 

In this scene Powell attempts to delve into the mystery by questioning the servant Gray, who is at first reluctant to tell.

SCENE SIX

AT RISE:  An afternoon several days past MADELINE’s entombment.  POWELL is looking out a window, pondering over the lurid tarn.  He turns his examination about the room, which now has cracks and other signs of the building crumbling.  He moves to the bookshelf and seeing and title that strikes him, pulls it out.  As he puts it back something blocks its way.  Reaching into the space he pulls out a small vial filled with a powdery substance.  As he examines it, MISS GRAY enters with a tray of tea.  He quickly slips the vial into his pocket.
POWELL:  Ah, good afternoon, Miss Gray.

GRAY:  Good afternoon, sir.

POWELL:  Your timing is impeccable.  (She serves him a cup of tea)  Miss Gray, would be so kind as to join me?

GRAY:  No, thank you.  I really should go about my business.

POWELL:  Please, Miss Gray.  I should like to speak with you.

GRAY:  All right, Mr Powell.  What is it you would like to speak to me about?

POWELL:  Well, nothing really.  (Sips tea while he considers how to say what he’s about to say)  Miss Gray, you’ve been with the Usher household for some years now.

GRAY:  Yes, I inherited the post from my mother.  The Grays have served the Usher household for three generations.

POWELL:  So I imagine they have held few secrets from you.

GRAY:  No, not many, sir.

POWELL:  If I may ask, are you married?

GRAY:  No, sir.

POWELL:  Any family?

GRAY:  I have an aunt in Edinburgh, though we are not close.

POWELL:  You might say the Ushers have become your family…

GRAY:  Yes, you could say that, sir.

POWELL:  How long have you resided here for?

GRAY:  Seven, almost eight years now.  Mr Powell, were you interested in my personal history or is there something else?

POWELL:  There is, yes.  Forgive me, how long has Mr Usher been under medical care?

GRAY:  Always, as far as I remember.  The Master and the Lady both have … had weak constitutions.  As my mother told me, even as children they were frail.

POWELL:  Really.  Strange, because the Roderick Usher I knew at school was a robust young man.  How would you account for the difference between his poor health at home and vital man I knew while he was away at school?

GRAY:  I cannot, sir.  It seems strange to me also.

POWELL:  (another sip while he considers his next question)  Are you aware of Mr Usher’s views regarding this house?

GRAY:  The house, sir?

POWELL:  He has the notion that this house possesses a certain spiritual essence.  Does that not strike you as peculiar?

GRAY:  Maybe not so very, sir.  There are many who feel that a house takes on the character of those who abide in it.

POWELL:  Would they not feel that a house can influence their destiny?  Might some even feel that a house could express a tangible force upon their lives, or indeed a real power of them…

GRAY:  …I’m sure I don’t know…

POWELL:  …and driving this power a will and a motive, with needs and hungers of its own.  A desire to live, Miss Gray.  Have you ever heard of such a thing?

MISS GRAY:  No…

POWELL:  Do you know what Mr Usher believes?  He believes this house is alive, believes that it brought about the Lady Madeline’s demise, and furthermore believes it is killing him himself.  (no response)  Miss Gray?  

MISS GRAY:  Mr Powell, it really is not my business what the Master believes.

POWELL:  Please, Miss Gray, I need your assistance.

MISS GRAY:  (hesistating)  I’m not a superstitious person, Mr Powell.  I mean, I’ve never seen ghosts or heard voices or seen doors open and close by themselves.. I’m not convinced by those who have – 

POWELL:  (with horrifying wonder)  It’s fantastic to consider Usher’s beliefs.  I am possessed by the same feeling as he – that the house, the land, Usher himself, are all intimately connected in some grotesque symbiosis.  If this house were alive it might regard us as an infestation.  A foreign matter to be expelled.  To it, we may be a disease…

GRAY:  You are exciting yourself over nothing, Mr Powell.  It is speculative nonsense.  The house is perfectly ordinary.

POWELL:  Ordinary?!

GRAY:  I grant you it has certain eccentricities, and its inhabitants are, with respect, eccentric themselves, but don’t expect me to say any more.  Now, if you don’t mind, I’d rather not hear any more of this foolish nonsense.

POWELL:  Miss Gray – there is one more thing… are you familiar with Mr Usher’s medications?

GRAY:  A little, sir.

POWELL:  (Showing MISS GRAY the vial) Familiar with this? 

GRAY:  Where did you get that?

POWELL:  It was hidden in the bookshelf.  Is it part of his prescription?

GRAY:  I don’t know, sir.

POWELL:  Well, I should like to speak to his doctor the next time he calls, if I may.

GRAY:  Yes, of course.  In the meantime you should return it to where you found it.  The Master can become very agitated when he suspects tampering with his personal items.

POWELL:  Of course, Miss Gray.  Thank you. 

