Jack the Ripper

Radio script adapted from “The Lodger,”

by Mrs. Belloc Lowndes
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CHARACTERS

Lodger

Ellen

Bunting 

Daisy 

Coroner 

Inspector

Cannot 

Newsboy

2nd Newsboy 

SOUND EFFECTS:

Door 

Rattle newspaper 

Footsteps 

Rattle coins 

Dishes 

Stairs 

Chair 

Swinging door squeaks 

Rattle tray 

Courtroom crowd 

Breaks door with iron bar 

Scuffle 

Body fall 

Glass crash 

Gavel 

INSPECTOR: Go on, Mrs. Bunting - you said you were looking for a lodger? 

ELLEN: Yes, Inspector, we had to! But I never dreamed such a thing could happen here - to us! Why, it was only last Tuesday night my husband and I were sitting before our fire while we read in the newspaper about the latest murder...the fifth...by...the Avenger. I remember saying distinctly... 

ELLEN: (AS THE THOUGHT HITS HER) Robert, this Avenger person could be the fellow standing next to you...or maybe the man you bump into. It's a terrible thought. 

BUNTING: Yes. But it appears to me that the Avenger's too quick for the police. 

SOUND: NEWSPAPER RATTLES 

ELLEN: And look here...it says this girl he got last night was like all the others ... pretty, blonde, and she'd just come from a music hall...exactly like 

all the rest of his victims. Tch, tch...what a pity. 

BUNTING: Ellen, have you stopped to think who fits that description perfectly? 

Our own Daisy. 

ELLEN: Shush, what a pretty thought, Bunting. It's a good thing she's with her aunt instead of here. London ain't a safe place for any girl now. 

BUNTING: Just the same, I can't help thinking how fine it'd be to have her here with us. 

ELLEN: Well, there's no sense even talking about it... We just can't afford it.

BUNTING: I know that, Ellen. But I've hoped we could manage it someway. 

ELLEN: How? Haven't I scrimped myself half crazy trying to keep us going? 

BUNTING: I know, Ellen. Well, don't you go worrying about it. I think we can... 

SOUND: KNOCKING ON DOOR, OFF 

ELLEN: Now who do you suppose that could be? 

BUNTING: Could it be someone looking for a room? 

ELLEN: Oh, I wish it were. Then you could have your Daisy back.... 

MUSIC: SNEAKS IN...HOLDS UNDER 

ELLEN: (NARRATING) I went to the front door and when I opened it, there stood a man wearing a black cape and hat. He carried but a single piece of luggage. 

MUSIC: ACCENTS . . THEN CUTS 

ELLEN: Good evening sir. 

LODGER: I saw your sign. It says you have a room to rent. 

ELLEN: Yes sir! ... Please...won't you come in. 

SOUND: DOOR SHUTS UNDER: 

LODGER: Thank you. 

ELLEN: Could I... take your cape, sir? 

LODGER: No. I am looking for a quiet room...but it should be very quiet. 

ELLEN: Oh, we have that sir...just that. Above all, our house is quiet. Your bag, sir...may I take it? 

LODGER: No. Just show me the room, please.

ELLEN: Oh, yes...yes, sir. It's right up these stairs, sir...this way. 

SOUND: THEIR FOOTSTEPS ON STAIRS 

ELLEN: (AFTER A PAUSE) You see, sir, there's just my husband and me here...and we're ever so quiet. I'm sure you'll find this room to your liking. 

SOUND: FOOTSTEPS DOWN HALL...DOOR OPENS 

ELLEN: Here we are. 

LODGER: (LOOKING AROUND) I think I like this room. 

ELLEN: (ANXIOUSLY) It is pleasant, isn't it, sir? There's not many rooms with such pretty pictures, now is there? 

LODGER: I don't know...Pretty pictures interest me very little. What I like about the room is the simplicity. I like the bareness. I think I'll take it. What is your name? 

ELLEN: Mrs. Bunting, Sir. 

LODGER: All right, Mrs. Bunting - I'll take the room. 

ELLEN: Yes, sir. And please, sir, let me help you with your luggage. 

LODGER: No...don't you touch it! 

ELLEN: But I...I only wished to... 

LODGER:. You only wished to help, of course. I understand, Missus...ah, Bunting. It's...forgive me - it's just that I...I'm so very weary....I'm tired 

-- I do a lot of studying... 

ELLEN: Of course, sir, of course. 

LODGER: (SOFTLY) You can see how few things I need - just what's in this bag - but this is my favorite book - the Bible. It's a good book Mrs. Bunting, isn't it?

ELLEN: Indeed it is, sir. 

LODGER: Yes - it says "He brings them to their desired haven...." Beautiful words, huh? And now, at last, I've found my haven of rest. If I pay you thirty shillings a week for this room...is that satisfactory? 

