Ghost Hunt – Suspense Radio Script
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MUSIC: 

Theme

NARR: 

Now...Auto-Lite and its 60,000 dealers and service stations present --

MUSIC: 

WOODWIND CHORD

NARR: 

SUSPENSE!

MUSIC: 

UP 

NARR: 

Tonight...Autolight brings you Mr Ralph Edwards in... Ghost Hunt! 
MUSIC: 

Sting

COMMERCIAL

MUSIC: 

THEME

NARR: 

And now...Autolight presents Ralph Edwards..in a tale well-calculated to keep you in...Suspense!

MUSIC: 

Sting

MUSIC: 

(upbeat big band music - music stops)

Smiley: 

Yeah! Didn't that leave you high, huh? Left me feeling tree-top tall! That was Louie Armstrong's "I can't give you anything but love." And that's all for the Hot-n-Mellow Hour tonight! 

MUSIC: 

(new exciting music begins and plays over top of the following speech)

Smiley: 

Yes! Yes! Yes! This is Smiley Smith, your favorite disk jockey I hope I hope here at the Hot-n-Mellow Hour home for the season. I'll be back again tomorrow night, minus the music, but with a little surprise for you. Tomorrow night, Friday night, as you know is Stunt Night here at station WXP and have I got a stunt for you! Last week, you remember, I planted my wire recorder in the steam room at a ladies Turkish bath and let you listen in on the playback, remember? (Chuckle) 

Well tonight, as soon as I leave the studio do you know where I'm going? Hmmm? Your friend Smiley is going to spend the night in a haunted house on a spoo-o-o-o-k hunt. You heard me, a spook hunt in a haunted house. I'm bringing my little wire recorder along with me and if you tune in tomorrow evening at this time you'll learn what it's like to spend the night in a haunted house. Ain't that somethin'? (spooky laugh) A real haunted house, no kidding! Four people are know to have committed suicide there!

So tune in tomorrow night and share a real thrill with your old pal Smiley "I must be crazy" Smith. Goodnight!

MUSIC: 

(upbeat music fades into ominous organ music)

FX: 

(sound of a car engine, plays underneath entire scene)

McDonald: 

Care for a cigar Mr. Thorpe? I've got some cigars in the dash there...

Thorpe: 

No.

McDonald: 

Well there's no reason to carry a chip on your shoulder Mr. Thorpe.

Thorpe: 

Oh, really? Well I don't like this fool stunt.

McDonald: 

Why, I don't see it as a fool stunt at all, I really don't. I think it's the only way you're gonna unload this house. Ordinary selling methods won't work in a case like this. Now don't forget the reputation saddling this house -- 4 suicides since 1939. You know what people call it... the Death Trap.

Mr. Thorpe: 

Yes, it's a lot of nonsense.

McDonald: 

Sure but try to convince people of that. Anyway, when this disc jockey offered me the chance to kill all these rumors about the death tr -- about the property -- naturally I jumped and took him up on it. Especially since it don't cost a cent.

Thorpe: 

You're sure about that? I'm not liable for a penny?

McDonald: 

Not a cent. "We're doing him a favor letting him use the place," he said. Thanked me for the chance last night when I drove him out here. So one hand washes the other, as the feller said. He gets a chance to pull off a stunt and the wire recording will prove to people that the property is A-number-1, and we increase the chance of selling the place.

Thorpe: 

Well, as long as it doesn't cost me anything.

McDonald: 

Not a thing. He's using his own recorder and I'm paying for the rental of a couple of walkie-talkies he hooked up to it.

Thorpe: 

Well, what about this uh... Reed? Does he charge anything?

McDonald: 

He comes gratis, too. Doctor Reed is a -- whatchama call it -- psychic investigator. Belongs to a couple of societies that do nothing but hunt ghosts. He showed me articles he'd written about it in some magazines. 

FX: 

(car engine stops, sounds of sea on cliffs - far away)

McDonald: 

Well, here's the house. Looks real nice in the sunshine, don't it? Man, smell that sea breeze.

Mr. Thorpe: 

You don't have to sell me. Well, let them know we're here.

FX: 

(car horn)

McDonald: 

Huh. Probably asleep. Up all night and everything.

FX: 

(car horn)

Thorpe: 

Well why don't they come out? You think they've gone?

McDonald: 

I told them last night I'd pick them up around 11. SMITH! SMITH! HEY SMILEY! Dr. Reed!

FX: 

(car horn)

McDonald: 

Yeah, fast asleep I guess, we'd better go and wake them up.

