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It is intended that these scripts are performed as monologues; one actor performing all characters.  They could 

alternatively be played by more than one actor with an onstage or offstage narrator. 

 

 

  



Scene 1 – The Lady in Grey Pub 

 

Narrator: Somewhere, there is a pub; it might be called the Wagon and Horses, the Queen’s Head, the 

Carpenters Arms or even the Toad and Turnip. Outside the walls may be half timbered, of 

white pebbledash, hard blue brick or shiny tile. The name of the pub may have been changed, 

the insides knocked about, landlords come and gone. What is certain, is that inside this pub, 

there is a snug or failing that, a corner where friends keep up with the latest gossip, 

acquaintances exchange views and strangers confide.  You may think when the heavy doors 

are bolted at the end of the day, the stories depart with their speakers into the night air; that 

nothing remains; this is not so. Once spoken or even thought, they enter the patina that builds 

up with the heat and light and smoke on the horse brasses, the old photographs, the oak 

beams, the mirroring behind the bar.  Some stories are from the present, some have been 

around for aeons. 

  

Narrator:   You might have seen the sign for the Lady in Grey hanging at the top of the lane. The building 

stands pale and gaunt, adjacent to the wharves, warehouses and canals, where canal boats once 

hauled honey coloured Swindon stone for Londoners to pave their streets of gold. Due to its 

watery neighbourhood, there is usually a hovering mist, and the tumbledown outbuildings 

resemble slumbering grey ghosts. Further along the canal, developers are buying up these 

sleeping giants to convert into executive properties, but not here, not yet.  Sophie spotted the 

sign from the road, indicated and pulled her car sharply into the car park. She was surprised to 

find it empty, despite it being nearly Christmas. About to enter, she gazed upwards at the 

weathered sign of a woman in a grey trailing dress. She guessed it was the eponymous lady in 

grey. Not that she believed in ghosts. As a student she was taught to question dogma.  Inside, 

she found herself in a large room, with red tiled floor and nicotine stained high ceiling. There 

was little in the way of Christmas decorations, apart from a few balding strings of gold and 

silver tinsel clutching dispiritedly at window catches. Empty, the room carried an emptiness of 

its own. Footsteps made her jump, and she saw that a young man had come through from the 

bar in the adjoining room.  

      

Sophie:  Hi, I’m Sophie. New bar staff. 

 

Craig:  Another one! Sorry, I don’t know what it is, but the tenant can’t seem to keep staff. I’m Craig. 

Done this line of work before? 

      

Sophie:  In the holidays. If you show me where the things live, I’ll be ok. 

 

Narrator:  Enigmatically Craig echoed her words, as if tasting them on his tongue. 

 

Craig:   The things live?  

 

Sophie:  Glasses, tea-towels, lemon, you know.  
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Craig:  Ah, those things. Sure. You look after the snug tonight. We’re not exactly rushed off our feet 

as you can see. Old Bob will probably be the only one in.  

      

Narrator:   Apart from being smaller, the snug was similar to the lounge. On the walls, sepia photographs 

of boatmen and their cargoes. Sophie could almost hear the ghostly cacophony of long ago 

sounds; whistling, hammering, the lub-dub of water as boats passed, thuds as they moored. 

Now, only silence; the building grown cold and tired, like an old maid waiting in vain for men 
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who would never return. Presently an old man entered wearing a white suit and carrying a 

silver-topped cane; in his buttonhole a red rose. Doffing his white peaked hat to Sophie, he 

made his way to a throne like wooden chair with arms worn shiny with use. Turning his face, 

uncannily like that of a Toby jug towards the bar, he said,  

 

Bob:   Usual please my dear, a pint of the best. 

      

Narrator:  No sooner had she taken him his drink, than Craig stuck his head round the doorway.  

 

Craig:   It’s dead in here tonight. I’m popping out for a bit. Bob knows where everything is. 

 

Narrator:  He paused before adding,  

 

Craig:   There’s no call to go down the cellar, in fact please don’t.    

      

Narrator:  When he had gone, Sophie asked,  

 

Sophie:  Is that where the haunting goes on? 

      

Narrator:  Bob took a deep draught before replying, beer froth glistening on his moustache like sea 

spray.  

 

Bob:   A hundred and fifty years ago, night such as this, mist rolling along the road like phantoms. 

      

Narrator:  Sensing he was enjoying the recounting of an old tale, like caressing a well-worn pipe, or 

familiar ale pot, she said lightly,  

 

Sophie:  You won’t scare me you know. I don’t believe in ghosts.  

 

Narrator:  Despite herself, she added,   

 

Sophie:  What happened? 

      

Bob:  She was the landlady, always wore a grey silk gown. Lovely looking woman, but her husband 

was madly jealous. If she so much as smiled at one of the bargees, there’d be an upset. One 

night she’d shared a joke with a group of the boatmen, then went down to the cellar to fetch 

another bottle. Well he was waiting. Nobody knows what happened, but she was found lying 

in a pool of her own blood. 

      

Narrator:  Sophie repressed a shudder,  

 

Sophie:  And the landlord?     

      

Narrator:   Bob leant forward as if on central stage, in the limelight. Pointing in the direction of the canal 

he said,  

 

Bob:  He took one of the boats moored outside, disappeared into the canal network like a rat. They 

found the boat, but not him. Some say he made his way to the coast and got a passage to the 

continent; others that he drowned. Maybe they’ll dredge him up one of these days; they find 

rum things in canals. In the cellar those that have heard, say there’s this swish, swish, 

swishing.     

      

Sophie:  It’s probably just the water lapping. If you have something fixed in your head, you think that’s 

the answer. There’s always a logical explanation. 

      



Bob:  You’d believe it if you saw! It’s reduced grown men to jelly. No one stays here long, and you 

can see what custom is like. The whole place is biding time. 

      

Sophie:  Biding time? 

 

Bob:  Look at it! The owners won’t put money in. There’s only a year or two left on the tenant’s 

lease, and he’s losing heart and interest. Anyway, I feel a chill now I’ve been speaking on the 

subject. Brandy please my dear. 

      

Narrator:  Gazing along the row of upturned bottles, Sophie’s eyes returned to an empty silver holder.  

 

Narrator:  Bob, watching her said,  

 

Bob:   Don’t worry. I’ll wait awhile till Craig gets back. 

      

Sophie:  The new bottles are in the cellar aren’t they? Something may reduce grown men to jelly, but I 

assure you I’m made of sterner stuff! 

      

Narrator:  Eyes drooping like bloodhounds, Bob said,  

 

Bob:  Oh you mustn’t. Craig would never forgive me. We’ve only had you for five minutes. I’ve 

seen too many go down those stairs, never to cross the threshold again! By gad you’re easier 

on a poor old man’s eyes than Craig. 

      

Narrator:  Walking resolutely towards the cellar door she heard him call,  

 

Bob:   Bottom of the stairs, turn right – cream box – make haste! 

      

Narrator:  In the cellar, one yellow eyed bulb flickered. Sophie located the box of brandy and was about 

to return when she heard a swish, swish, swish. Motionless, her heart echoed the sound, 

resonating in her eardrums. Fighting an impulse to fly screaming upstairs as fast as her legs 

would carry her, she tip-toed to a dusty wine rack. Sliding a bottle quietly from its’ pigeon-

hole, she peered through. Back upstairs, Bob asked tentatively, 

 

Bob:   Everything, alright? 

      

Narrator:  Unscrewing the bottle top, Sophie answered breezily,   

 

Sophie:  Absolutely fine. As I said before, there’s a simple explanation for everything, if you just look. 

 

Narrator:  Bob fingered his red rose buttonhole,  

 

Bob:    And, er, what is the logical explanation my dear? 

      

Sophie:  I heard the swishing sound, just as you said, and it nearly unnerved me, but I made myself 

look for an explanation and – it was just the cleaning man. He was hunched over a bottle of 

red wine someone had spilt, and he was sweeping it away – swish swish.   

      

Narrator:  Bob’s fingers stilled, relaxed.  

 

Bob:   Better have one with me then in that case. 

      

Narrator:  Surprised Sophie asked,  

 

Sophie:  Why? 



 

Bob:  The pub hasn’t got a cleaner. What cleaner in their right mind would go down there? No – that 

was him you saw, the old landlord – the murderer! 

      

Narrator:  Sophie protested,  

 

Sophie:  But, it’s the Lady in Grey who does the haunting surely; the swish, swish of her grey skirts? 

The pub’s called the Lady in Grey! 

      

Bob:  Better name for it than the Mad Axeman!; the swish, swish is his broom, sweeping up her 

blood till eternity. It’s him that they all see, horrible, horrible! Oh do come and sit down my 

dear. Have a sip of the brandy. 
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Narrator:   Sophie stuck it out till near the end of the shift. Bob said he’d wait for Craig to lock up. 

Driving home, she felt disquieted. The ghost had seemed so very real. It was scary to think 

they looked so normal. You could pass one in the street and not notice. She wondered whether 

she’d go back tomorrow. No, she wouldn’t resign! it would take more than a stupid ghost to 

scare her away! She would go back if she wanted to. Yes, if she wanted to, she darned well 

would! On the other hand, it was a bit of a trek …and the pay was peanuts…and there must be 

more fun places to work in the run up to Christmas? Craig put two drinks on the table with 

satisfying clicks. Bob said, 

 

Bob:   Nice girl, but I don’t think she’ll be back. 

      

Craig:  Really? That was quick! As far as the tenant goes, this will be the last straw. The way’s clear 

for the owner to ask him to rescind the lease. I’ll phone him tomorrow. This time next year, 

this will be an executive property. He’ll be happy 

      

Bob:   And grateful Craig.  

      

Craig:  Oh yes, and grateful. Quite a few quid grateful! You must have been good in your day, you 

old raconteur. 

      

Bob:  You should have seen my Hamlet. Decent parts for older men are so hard to come by these 

days.’ 

      

Craig:  So, she didn’t even go down the cellar then Bob? Still, I suppose the whole place is a bit 

creepy. 

     

Bob:  Yes, she went down. I did the usual, you know, said I’d wait for you, for the brandy, but she 

wouldn’t hear of it.’     

     

Craig:   But she can’t have heard the swishing of skirts. 

   

Bob:  No, of course not. But she was a cool one, she looked through an opening in the wine rack, 

and saw you with chalk in your hair, sweeping away the red wine. I gave her the old story of it 

not being the lady in grey, but the old drowned landlord, sweeping away blood until eternity. 

 

Craig:   But I didn’t go down the cellar. 
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Bob:   You didn’t? You must have Craig! 

      

Craig:   No, my mate phoned up and asked me to jump start his car! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
  



Scene 2 – The Travellers Rest 

 

Dominic:  It is 1537 in the year of our Lord, and I, Brother Dominic, am travelling back to my 

former home of Stokes Abbey. I would be there still, were it not for the King wanting 

a new wife, and a male heir. What King Henry VIII wants, he gets; even if that means 

overturning the foundation on which civilisation rests; even if that involves throwing 

away the keys of St. Peter and appointing himself head of a Protestant Church of 

England! Now, a year after its dissolution, Stokes Abbey is in the hands of one of the 

king’s favourites, and our small order thrown upon the mercy of the four winds. All 

but one, that is. All but one and his name is Brother Thomas. And he holds the key to 

something that belongs to us all.     

     

I have never liked Brother Thomas. I never thought he took his vows seriously for a 

start. He was too fond of his food, his wine, his sleep and even it was rumoured, a 

wench. Yet, in the eyes of the Abbot he could do no wrong; it was maddening. It was 

not even as if he had the excuse of youth, he was forty if he was a day! Father Gerard 

our Abbot, seemed not to notice his stentorian snores at Matins, his gluttony at lunch, 

his disappearance after bedtime prayers at Compline. And where did he go, when he 

should have been praying and sleeping in his cell? When he was in, I adjacent would 

hear him whistling, humming, speaking aloud. And when not in, breaking our after-

hours rule of silence, then Brother Thomas was out - breaking other rules, at the 

Travellers Rest!   

     

The Travellers Rest was a source of pride and discord. Pride because our order 

provided hospitality for pilgrims and traders. Discord, because Brother Thomas who 

ran it, made it far too merry. While we monks courted only sleep, the strains of a lute, 

bars of a song, laughter, both male and female, would sneak into our cells, like snares 

for souls. Complaining to the Abbot and naming the culprit, I was chided for thinking 

ill of my fellow man! Me with none of the vices, and half the years of that rotund, 

after hours rambler! Drawing near the inn, darkness is falling and the windows flicker 

red, like the fires of hell. I know about hell; I make it my business to read about its 

paths!  How else might I avoid its pitfalls?    

 

Thomas always falls on his feet. After the monastery was sacked by King Henry’s 

soldiers, he stayed on at the Inn, making ale, catering for travellers. He probably 

served the soldiers on their way to sack other houses of God! Others of us have not 

been so fortunate. A few found their way to Rome. Some returned to their families 

and work as little more than farm hands. I myself get through goose quill pens by the 

score as a clerk. As for our old Abbot, he fares worst of all. He has been attempting to 

set up a small school. If he would concentrate on teaching the children of the rich, he 

would manage; instead he insists that education be open for all. I fear he is quite 

unsuited for outside life.     

      

Now the Abbot has sent me on a quest; to locate the ruby eyed eagle thrown into the 

lake before the soldiers arrived by Brother Paul, our old Sacristan. Too ill to flee the 

incursion, he died in the weeks following. They say Brother Thomas nursed him to 

the end; but to whose end? The Abbot is naive about sin. He thinks if you look for the 

good in people, sin will settle for second fiddle. I, who have read a great deal about 

sin, know it always wants the upper hand. What I am here to discover is, did Brother 

Paul tell Brother Thomas where he let the eagle fall? If so, where? Its sale would help 

our little order set ourselves up in trades of our choice. Before I question Thomas, I 

will search for it myself. His appetite for treasure is, I am sure, as voracious as his 

other vices.   

      



The first thing Thomas does when he sees me is to give me a bear hug! Immediately 

my suspicions are raised. I explain I am here because of a yearning to visit the old 

place again. He appears about to say something, but turns away, hands me a leather 

tankard of frothing ale. I do not trust him, and sip cautiously, tasting for 

unaccountable bitterness. He watches me curiously.    

      

Tomorrow, I will go to the Abbey at dusk and begin exploring the lake’s margins. 

Brother Paul was not strong enough to have thrown the eagle far. Because he died 

close to his old home, it is rumoured his ghost walks there. Therefore, I will dress in 

my old habit, so any that see me might flee. I don’t want anyone to suspect there is 

treasure.  Hanging my hat on the heavily filled coat stand in the snug, I make my way 

up the winding stair. 
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In my room, it is as if I am back once more in my cell, sweet Morpheus prevented by 

the raucous laughter and song drifting like aromas. I sleep late and spend the morning 

reading about sin in the snug. Thomas greets all guests like long lost friends; piling 

their hats and cloaks upon the stand. It is as if he had never been a monk, slipping 

back so easily to inn keeping. At midday, a comely wench serves bread and cheese. 

Thomas lays a hairy arm across her shoulders. I barely hide my revulsion. He is old 

enough to be her father! 

 

At dusk, I am beside the lake at Stokes Abbey. Disturbed only by a serving maid, I 

flap my arms and hurry her along, screaming. Aided by a full moon, I work solidly 

until dawn. By trying different techniques with my stick, I cover a third of the lake’s 

perimeter but do not locate the eagle. Hardly able to stand upright, I return late to the 

inn with left sided crick in my neck. One foot upon the stair, weed clinging to my 

walking stick, Thomas confronts me. He cries,    

 

Thomas:  Aha! And where have you been till this hour young Dominic? I was worried about 

you. 

      

Dominic:  Worried my foot! I think, but say, ‘Walking and thinking Thomas. These are unsettled 

times for us all.’ Climbing the stair, I notice his puzzled expression. The next evening, 

I am spotted beside the lake by a sturdy matron, but hurry her along with a loud groan. 

She too goes off screaming. Again, the moon is kind and I explore the second third of 

the lake’s perimeter, but still do not detect the eagle. Bent double I return late to the 

inn. Thomas is waiting.  He enquires in a mellifluous voice, 

 

Thomas:   Dominic. Is there something you wish to confide?      

      

Dominic:  Not in Christendom!’ I think, but say, ‘Just that I am weary Thomas, goodnight.’ 

Noticing him eyeing beads of frogspawn on my stick, I add, ‘It is boggy abroad. On 

the third evening, I cheer myself up thinking that by morning, I shall have completed 

the lake’s inner circuit. Alack and alas, with no kindly moon, I slip into the lake, 

badly twisting my ankle. I call out, covered in mud, but succeed only in scaring a 

courting couple. They run off screaming. I lay a long time. Suddenly, strong arms 

grab me and half fainting with pain, I am borne to the snug of The Traveller’s Rest.  

Inside Thomas calls to the wench for blankets and hot water. Noticing my look of 

disdain, he says, 
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Thomas:  This is my Joanna. Her mother died of the plague. I vowed if he spared my child, I 

would dedicate my life to God. 

      

Dominic:  His child!  Suddenly I am conscious that everywhere is quiet. The cloaks have 

disappeared from the stand. 

 

Thomas:   Everyone left early for market. 

 

Dominic:  My gaze is drawn back to the cloak stand. My hat is on it, and cloak, but something 

glints below. Thomas sees me looking and lifts my cloak. Dizzy with fatigue, I nearly 

swoon when I see what is beneath. It is the ruby eyed eagle.  

 

Thomas:  The Abbot wrote you would be coming for it. I thought it safe to disguise it as a cloak 

stand; people tend to judge by outward appearances don’t you think? 

  



Scene 3 – The Queen’s Head 

 

Narrator:   On a windy day the sign for The Queen’s Head swings and squeaks. There  

is something about the expression on the face of Queen Elizabeth I that is unusual, but 

it is difficult to pinpoint. The pub is not Elizabethan but stands on old foundations, 

like a younger body on old legs. Not so very long ago this area of the suburbs was a 

self-contained village. You might wonder why after so many centuries of ale quaffing, 

the name of the pub has not been updated to the Computer Programmers Arms or at 

least the present Queen’s Head, but there is a reason for this. If you settle yourself 

comfortably, I’ll tell you. 

 

It was Maundy Thursday 1582. In the village great excitement, because not only was 

Elizabeth I due to pass through in her golden carriage, but she was going to stop.  

Stop yes, the great Queen, along with her courtiers and ladies in waiting. Inside The 

Queen’s Head, known until lately as Young Old John’s, but changed especially for the 

occasion, there was even greater excitement. Excitement and last-minute practising of 

curtsies and bows; on the range, black kettles snorting steam. Soon in the snug, the 

Queen would perform the feet washing ceremony.   

 

At this time in the ecclesiastical calendar an official visited the parishes and washed 

several pairs of feet belonging to the clean and deserving poor. After humbling 

themselves in the manner of Christ, small purses of Maundy Money were distributed.  

Once they’d had a bishop, but the Queen!      

 

Inside the snug, the chosen villagers sat on stools with their feet ready in pot bowls.  

One pair of these feet belonged to Old John the barber. Watching Old John was his 

grand-daughter Henrietta. Henrietta was not pretty, but she was healthy with bright 

eyes and good teeth. Good teeth were a rarity. Before the dazzling grin of innovation 

appeared on the horizon with toothbrushes, toothpaste, floss and fluoride, teeth could 

be an absolute misery.   

 

Old John knew that. He’d pulled plenty; teeth pulling was an offshoot of barbering.   

Henrietta knew it too; many was the time she’d been called away from her bobbins to 

help secure a squirming patient. But she had hopes for her own teeth.  Her mother had 

had good teeth, and her grandmother Old John’s late wife, had chewed meat when she 

could get it, well into old age. If some girls’ faces were their fortune, then her teeth 

were hers, but how it could ever be was a mystery. Poverty was master in those parts 

and she and her young man could not wed until he had saved enough from his pay as 

agricultural labourer. Her only dowry, her skills as a lace maker and her fine strong 

teeth. 
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Suddenly a flurry of activity and a fanfare announced the Queen; beside her, towel 

over arm, a lady-in-waiting. Removing her gloves, the Queen was briefly introduced 

to each head, before washing the opposite end. Running late, the Dean summoned 

Henrietta forwards to finish drying Old John’s feet. Henrietta curtsied and smiled 

nervously at the Queen who was onto the next pair of feet. About to assist her 

grandfather on with his socks, Henrietta noticed the Queen suddenly address the lady-

in-waiting who addressed Henrietta charmingly. 

 

Lady-in-Waiting:  Stand up; the Queen wishes to meet you. 
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Narrator:  Straightening, and blushing at the unexpected honour, she became aware that the 

Queen was staring at her teeth. When that evening, she told her young man what had 

transpired, he stared at Henrietta for a long time, at her mouth, before bursting out  

 

William:   You mean - the Queen wants your teeth! 

 

Henrietta:  Henrietta answered, ‘I knew you’d be upset William dear, for they are my best asset. 

That’s why she wants them, for hers are dreadful. When she spoke, her teeth were like 

rusty railings guarding her tongue. She said she would pay handsomely. 

       

Narrator:   Looking dazed William uttered ‘Oh’, and fell silent. Henrietta said,  

 

Henrietta:  That’s just how I feel. And if it weren’t for the money, you know I’d dearly like to 

hold on to them, for they mean as much to me, as assets other girls hold precious. 

 

Narrator:   As William remained mute, Henrietta asked,  

 

Henrietta:   What do you think dear? It would give us enough to marry on – but –   

 

Narrator:  Because he was silent so long, she thought he was sad, and become sad herself with 

the thought of her loss. Tears flooding her small eyes, and cascading down her blunt 

nose, she burst out,    

 

Henrietta:  ‘Tis a pity that my best feature can’t find its fortune any other way. I mean, those girls 

that prize their doe like eyes, or their rosebud lips aren’t asked to part with them 

forever! 

 

Narrator:   As if waking from a trance William said,  

 

William:  I can scarce believe it. Your teeth - in the mouth of the Queen of England! 

 

Narrator:   Henrietta, upset by his indifference to her tears answered,  

 

Henrietta:   Yes, but it works the other way too. 

 

William:   What other way? 

 

Henrietta:   Her mouth round my teeth 

 

William:  But think how your teeth would smile at visiting nobles; how they would chew on 

nothing but the best. People might write about them - as pearls - paint them – as – 

(interrupted) 

 

Henrietta:   I thought you would mind? That’s why I said I’d let her know. 

 

Narrator:   William spluttered as if in apoplexy,  

 

William:  Let her know? You said you’d let her know! Queen Elizabeth of England know! 

You’ve let your teeth go to your head! Nobody keeps their teeth above thirty in these 

parts anyhow. 

 

Narrator:  Henrietta felt the urge to laugh, but then went red with rage. What William said was 

too sensible. She shouted,  

 



Henrietta:  I thought you said you loved me. If you loved me, you’d love my teeth and not want 

me to part with them! 

 

Narrator:   William taken aback, rebuked her,  

 

William:  You should be honoured. Me, I’d give my right arm for my sovereign, never mind my 

teeth. 

 

Henrietta:   That is because you’ve hardly got any teeth! 

 

Narrator:  That night she wept salty tears over her pillow. At breakfast seeing her so pale and 

wan, taking tiny spoonfuls of gruel, her grandfather said,   

 

Grandfather:  You’d not think him much of the man if he set your teeth above the Queen would 

you? It would be like worshipping a graven image. It shows he loves you. 

 

Henrietta:   Henrietta put down her spoon ‘If he loved me he’d want me to keep them! 
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Grandfather:  No. You’ve said yourself they’re your best piece. If he wanted ‘ee to keep them, it 

would show his love up as skin deep. 

 

Narrator:  Henrietta sighed, felt slightly better and took a larger spoonful of gruel. A girl 

certainly couldn’t live off compliments around here. That evening William came 

calling, pale and contrite; a rabbit under one arm, a fine cabbage under the other. He 

told her, 

 

William:  If the Queen has my arm, my heart belongs to you. – Dearest, even if the Queen has 

your teeth, she will never look as well to me, as you without them. 

 

Narrator:  Henrietta sniffed and stood her ground for several such pretty compliments for they 

were as uncommon as white hares, but then she forgave him. After harvest home, with 

the money the Queen paid for her teeth, Henrietta and William wed and settled in the 

village. You might wonder how she managed to chew meat herself when she could 

get it, but that part was handled by Old John who made her the finest pair of teeth 

around those parts.  And if you should ever happen to pass the sign for this particular 

Queen’s Head, the thing to notice about the Queen’s expression, is that she is 

displaying her teeth; a highly unusual thing in old portraits. And if you should pass 

when the wind is blowing the sign to and fro, then look up, for she is laughing, 

laughing.   
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