Extant Enhance Touch Tour and Show Notes for
Even More Ghost Stories by Candlelight at BAC

(Guests enter to a dim light with the candles on, maybe the preset for the show, and some of the haunting sounds from the show, maybe the pipes and water from story three. Sit the guests as close to the stage as possible to keep it intimate.)

Harry:	Good evening guests. I am Horrifying Harry, and I will be your ghastly guide through this haunted house, the setting for Even More Ghost Stories by Candlelight. 

(Insert a self-description here, keeping to the theme)

I say a haunted house, but it’s more a restless room of revenants. It’s a dim, dark room, dominated by a large window on the right wall, split into smaller square panels, five across by four down. The left wall has a red door, with a frosted window at head height. Pipes adorn the walls, which are a murky grey with back scorch marks along the bottom like the flames have risen from hell. The walls also have mushrooms and moss growing – urgh! I advise you not to eat those, as I cannot guarantee their toxicity. The floorboards are bare, inside just a chair. You may come and explore later, if you dare. 

Tonight, illuminated by the clusters of candles around the front of the room, you will be enchanted by four brand new spooky stories, that will draw you into the secretive corners of the east and west of England. As you sit and watch our stories unfold, I have two things for you to remember; one, ghosts don’t always stay in the past, and two, don’t let the light go out. 

(Lights go out except the candles. Sound can stop too)

(Lights come up for opening of White Horse, with Troy sitting in his chair.)

Our first terrifying tale is Troy’s, a sixteen-year-old schoolboy. He is tall, slender, and white with short, brown hair. He is wearing black tracksuit bottoms, a navy zip-up hoodie, with a light blue collared shirt and striped school tie underneath. He has white trainers. I advise you to keep your distance, as he sits restless, agitated and wired on his school chair, which gets thrown about owing to his short fuse. When not sitting he moves confidently around the room. He is in control … or likes to think he is. 

Troy:	We’re driving away from the horse now 
Pull onto the main road 

(The two red lights glow in the large window.)			

A face!

There’s a face!!
A fucking face in the window!!!

The outline 
Eyes!!

Bright eyes burning 
Scorching into me 

I know them, I swear 
There, there…

Miss! Look! 
LOOK!!

(The red lights disappear)

Harry:	Don’t be alarmed Troy. The red lights in the window have disappeared. 
	(To the guests.) See what I mean. Whenever he tells his story to the psychologist the lights dim and the candles flicker more vigorously. 

(The drum and bass music starts, along with the flashing lights and lasts for a few seconds. Troy could do his dance. There’s no need for his lines.)

Harry:	I hope that didn’t startle you too much. The music, flashing lights and Troy’s rave dancing like a man possessed. Pun intended. 

Troy:	Do you wanna see my tattoo?

(Troy shows his tattoo to the guests, revealing his burn scars. He encourages them to feel the scars while describing the tattoo to them. After they have all felt the scars, he says the following.)

Troy:	I don’t remember how I got them, I swear. 

(He leaves.)

Harry:	Now we find ourselves in the White Horse pub in a tiny village west of Leominster and our next bone-tingling storyteller is sitting with her half empty pint of beer. She is a white woman in her early thirties, with long brown hair and brown rimmed glasses. She is wearing an orange and white fleece, with a blue waterproof hood, black, sporty leggings and dark hiking boots. 

She’s in town looking for a rare mushroom and she might find it if she looks around these two boulders that are outside the pub. She gets talking to an old man in the pub and he tells her a chilling true story. 

(The lights dim leaving just the candlelight.)

The lights dim but remember not to let them go out. We listen by candlelight as he recollects what actually happened to him. When he speaks, she becomes the old man by hunching her shoulders and using his accent. 

(We hear either the snapping sound or the Try not to think of the pain VO or both)

Harry:	Did you hear that? (Beat.) No, not that, Rolo’s phone. Here he comes now. 

(Rolo enters as he would but no lines and sets up for filming.)

Harry:	This is Roland, or Rolo to his friends. A white man in his twenties, and he has rowed for over two hours to be with us, here at Maunsell Fort, nine miles out to sea from Southend pier. He’ll tell us more about the fort later, but he has braved the weather to be with us, so is wearing a long green raincoat, a brown hoodie, a flannel shirt, a white T-shirt, grey trousers, brown hiking boots, and a green beanie. (Calling out to him.) Rolo! Rolo! He must be wearing his ear pods. I’ll give him a ring. 

(Harry calls Rolo and his phone rings. Rolo answers using his ear pods.)

Rolo:	‘Ello Mands. Is that you?

Harry:	No Rolo, it’s me, Harry. 

Rolo:	Oh ‘ello ‘Arry mate. I can’t chat long mate, I’m about to do some filming for me YouTube channel, “Urban X – Plore”. (He crosses his arms like an “X”.)

Harry:	I’m loving that crossing your arms thing you do.

Rolo:	‘Xcellent ‘aint it? (He crosses his arms again.)

Harry:	Anyway, that’s why I’m calling. I’ve got some friends here that want to know a little bit more about what you’re doing.  

Rolo:	Nice one. Anything to get a few more subscribers. (If not on already he turns the ring light on.) Well, I’ve got this LED ring light, tripod ‘fing, that I put me phone on for filming. 

(The light flickers, goes off and we hear the sound effect.) 

Rolo:	(Sarcastically) Well that’s brilliant, init? The lights on the blink! Just brilliant. (Remembering something) Oh, ‘ang on - 

(Rolo quickly makes his way over to his rucksack and digs deep inside it to try and find his box of emergency matches.)

I know it’s ‘ere in me rucksack somewhere, coz…(Pulling out a penknife) Ah-ha! Nope, that’s a penknife. (He continues searching his bag) Ah-ha! Found it. A box of matches and a candle. 

Harry:	I tell you what Rolo. We’ll leave you to sort things out. Speak to you later. 

Rolo:	Cheers mate. Laters. 

(They both hang up and Rolo leaves.)

Harry:	That was nice of him, wasn’t it? But everything is not what it seems, as time shifts between the past and present during this blood curdling tale. Talking of blood, I did say Rolo’s T-shirt was white, didn’t I? Do you want blood on your hands?

(He passes round one of Rolo’s old blood-stained T-shirts.)

Harry:	Ghosts don’t always stay in the past, remember. 

(Alex enters to her lighting state for story four.)

Alex:	If you look at what I have in my hand. 

	If you look, you’ll hear it. You’ll have eight hours. 

(She opens her hand to reveal the white horse and offers it to the guests to look at.)

Harry:	It’s okay. You can take it and have a look now. But later …

Alex:	Welcome to Lynn Lots Personal Storage Lock-up. 

Harry:	Alex, a nineteen-year-old white girl works here, dressed in her red puffer gilet uniform with, “LYNN LOTS” written on it. She also wears stained brown jeans, a beige hoodie, and black trainers. Her brown hair is tied in a bun with a red scrunchie, matching the gilet. 

(The door opens, and we hear the sound effect.)

Alex:	‘Row 35, Lockup 193. Name: Michael Roy James. Valuation: £450. Duration: indefinite. Reason: the drum kit was bought for my band, we all had kids.’

	Come on then you fuckers!

(She plays air drums. We hear the tune. The door closes.)

Harry:	Oh my God! Did you just see that? And I don’t mean Alex’s amazing air drums. No, the door just opened and closed all by itself. How did that happen? Spooky. What’s even more spooky is that it happens every time Alex is in the lock-ups, “Lot Diving”. Hey Alex, what’s in row 27 lock-up 150?

Alex:	A drawstring bag. 

(She hands it to the guests to look at.)

Alex:	But don’t open it or look inside it. You’ll hear it and you’ll only have eight hours. 

Sometimes you find, erm, nice things, in a small box, things you couldn’t dream of owning but they’ll never even know they lost.
 
You pull the dust cloth off some old old vanity table, sit and look in the mirror and you can see another life behind your eyes. Just little things, like this blingy gold necklace: 

(She presents the gold necklace for the guests to look at.)

Shhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh

(The buzzer sounds.)

Alex:	I best take that and get back to the desk. 

(She retrieves the necklace and leaves.)

Harry:	Don’t tell anyone about the necklace. She’ll put it back. But there’s something not right about that bag because every time she talks about it, and it’s contents the lights dim and the candles flicker violently. Come to think of it, that happens a lot in all the stories. 

(The lights dim and the candles flicker briefly.)

Harry:	Just like that. Weird.  

	Now, if you’re brave enough, you can have a look round the restless room of rev ……… Room. Just room. 

Give the guests some time to go onto the stage and explore the set. I would do this in small groups with volunteers/guides. If there are any waiting you could explore Rolo’s props in more detail. If it’s safe you could also do the door trick while some are on the stage and some candle flickering. Once this is done. 

Harry:	Guests, that concludes our tour. I hope we have not scared you away and you come back at 7:30 for, “Even More Ghost Stories by Candlelight”. But before you leave, what must you remember? (Let them say it but if not.) One, ghosts don’t always stay in the past, and two, don’t let the light go out. Good night and I hope you’re all okay at 2am. 


