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THE LADY OF GREY HOLLOW

Cast of Characters

OLD PROFESSOR: AGE 70+ MALE BRITISH
A frail retired academic. Haunted by memories,
he is introspective, melancholic, and longing
for closure.

SARAH: AGE 20+ FEMALE COCKNEY
A spirited British/Cockney servant. She is
fiercely loyal and compassionate, making her
an unexpected confidante.

YOUNG PROFESSOR: AGE 17+ MALE BRITISH
British. Awkward, insecure, and introverted. He
struggles to connect with others yet finds
solace in solitude and a fleeting romance that
shapes his life forever.

THE WOMAN: AGE: 20+ FEMALE BRITISH
A mysterious, ghostly figure. She exudes an air
of elegance and melancholy.



THE LADY OF GREY HOLLOW

SETTING: Barrow Fell, England: A stately study.
TIME: Early evening. 8 pm, February 2, 1850.
AT RISE: OLD PROFESSOR is asleep in an oversized wing

chair. HE seems to be moaning in his sleep.
SARAH enters with a feather duster. She
accidentally knocks a metal canister off an end
table. The crashing noise suddenly awakens
the professor.

OLD PROFESSOR
What!?! What was that!?!

SARAH
Oh, sorry, Professor. I didn't mean to wake you.

OLD PROFESSOR
Oh, Sarah! I didn't hear Sadie leave. Is it Sarah time already?

SARAH
It is at that. You were in a mighty deep sleep, gov'nor.

OLD PROFESSOR
Yes, I suppose I was.

SARAH
And mind you— from the sounds of it, I would not have wanted to be
inside that dream with you.

OLD PROFESSOR
Yes, it was — well, fortunately, I'm now awake and have left the dream
behind in dreamland.

SARAH
Probably just as well. So, before I get started on my chores, is there
anything you need, professor? Maybe a spot of gin to wash away
whatever may have caused that dream?

OLD PROFESSOR
No, my dear... but perhaps you could sit with me.
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SARAH
Sit with you, Sir? No, I've no time for sittin'—

OLD PROFESSOR
Just for a minute, Sarah, I need to talk to you.

SARAH
You needs to talk to me, Sir? Is everything all right?

OLD PROFESSOR
Yes, everything is well... well—well enough.
(After a beat)
I'm sorry to have to tell you this, but tonight will be your last night.

SARAH
What? Did I do something wrong? Did I say something offensive? I
know I can get ornery...

OLD PROFESSOR
No, of course not. This will be your last night because this will be my
last night. I just wanted to make sure that you will be all right—
financially, I mean— once you are not working here.

SARAH
I will be fine, Sir. The agency has more work than it's got girls for...
but I loved working here. But what do you mean, it will be your last
night? How could you leave here? This is your home. With all of your
books...and your fine things—

OLD PROFESSOR
Please sit.
(SHE kneels on the floor near his chair).
You can sit in a chair, Sarah.

SARAH
It isn't my place to take a chair, sir. I'm quite comfortable here.

OLD PROFESSOR
You are something! You know, you’ve been here nearly a year, yet I
barely know more than your name. I know you came to Barrow Fell
from London, and I know that you are unmarried—

SARAH
Yes, Professor. I am unmarried. And thank you for reminding me!
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OLD PROFESSOR
It's nothing to be ashamed of. But surely a... what?... a friendly girl
like you must have them lining up at your doorstep.

SARAH
Oh yes—there’s quite a queue of them. I chase them away with sticks!
Though truth be told, most nights back in London, I was lonelier than
the dust on these shelves. But is this somehow leading us to what is
happening here? Is it leading to why tonight is to be my last
night...your last night...?

OLD PROFESSOR
Yes, it is. And the dream I had has much to do with it. I now know
what I need to do.

(HE points out over the audience)
See that painting there—that portrait of that beautiful woman—

SARAH
Yes? Who is she? I've dusted her a hundred times and never once
thought to ask who she is.

OLD PROFESSOR
Who she was. She was a lady—an enchanting lady who died long ago.

SARAH
She was a real beauty. Was she your lady, then? Was she a lady you
was in love with?

OLD PROFESSOR
I was just a lad. It was probably more folly and fancy than love... but
it was the closest feeling I've ever come to love in my long life.

Oh, listen to me going on! Forgive the rumblings of this old coot
carrying on so. Maybe you should get on with your chores.

SARAH
No! The chores can wait on my last night... our last night! If this is to
be the last night in a job that I love...I want to fully know the reasons
why! Now tell me!
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OLD PROFESSOR
All right, but remember, I am an old man. I may not remember very
much... very clearly—I do remember—when I was a young man— 1
was very lonely.

(YOUNG PROF. enters ghostlike upstage left and stares out over
the audience. SARAH only looks at OLD PROF)

YOUNG PROFESSOR
Awkward. Ill-at-ease around others— particularly with others of the
opposite... you know—

OLD PROFESSOR
I never had a sweetheart. I was incredibly shy.

YOUNG PROFESSOR
The girls laugh at my dreadful shyness. The others tease me for my
awkwardness. I just want to get away from everyone

OLD PROFESSOR
I would seek out places most folks considered... removed and desolate.

YOUNG PROFESSOR
One of my favorite retreats is Grey Hollow— an old, abandoned mill
town on the western edge of the Derbyshire forest, where the river
bends. The town’s manufacturing looms have long fallen. The
townsfolk left. The cottages stand hollow. Even the mill wheel has
rotted into stillness. And above it all — on a rise of stubborn grey
stone — there remains a churchyard. No one tends it. No one visits.
And yet it does not feel neglected. It feels... preserved.

OLD PROFESSOR
As though time had paused there out of respect.

SARAH
How was it you discovered such a far-off spot?

OLD PROFESSOR
I'm not entirely sure. It was as though I was drawn there... almost
against my own free will— as though someone were waiting for me.

YOUNG PROFESSOR
But I do not resist. I like it best because it is deserted.



THE LADY OF GREY HOLLOW 5

YOUNG PROFESSOR (Continued)
I will never see anyone else there. It's a bit of a hike to get there -
but it is well worth it. I can be all alone there. Completely alone.

OLD PROFESSOR
I'm going off on tangents. I should stop...

SARAH
No, please go on! So, you went there and liked it best because you
could be alone. But once you arrived, what would you do there?

YOUNG PROFESSOR
Absolutely nothing. I just sit alone in the churchyard for hours— just
thinking— among the crumbling tombs and ancient, decaying headstones.

SARAH
WAIT! Headstones!?! There was graves there?!?

(The Woman silently enters and stands near the Young
Professor. She remains perfectly still, almost statue-like. The
audience may or may not notice her at first.)

OLD PROFESSOR
All the churchyards had graves. And in this churchyard, the stones
were wrapped in ivy. The air held its bitter green scent. And it was
surprisingly well-lit... due to its altitude. It would stay light long after
the marshes I had traveled through to get there were entirely dark.

SARAH
So, you would go to this churchyard... with the ancient graves...and the
crumbling tombs... in the evenings? In the nighttime? In the dark?

OLD PROFESSOR
Mostly. I didn't have much control over it. I was drawn there.

YOUNG PROFESSOR
And I love it. I love watching the bats flitting about the headstones in
the setting sun's red light.

OLD PROFESSOR
I'd watch, and I'd wonder. I'd wonder why God wanted me to be so
friendless.
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YOUNG PROFESSOR
Why does he want me to be so lonely? I don't mind it so much...but I
have to wonder.

OLD PROFESSOR
By the time the sun had fully set, I had always worked through these
questions, and I could go home quietly and say my prayers before
bedtime without any bitterness.

SARAH
Well, thank goodness for that. But what about the lady?

OLD PROFESSOR
Ah, yes. It was on one hot August night— after the sun faded and the
crescent moon rose. I was just stepping over the jagged stone wall of
the churchyard when I heard a rustling behind me—

SARAH
Oh my. I would have been terrified...with the graves...and the bats.

YOUNG PROFESSOR
I turn, assuming it is a rabbit or a bird, but I see her instead. I had
never seen her before. Oh, my! You startled me!

THE WOMAN
You thought me something other than flesh and blood? Did you think I
was a ghost?

YOUNG PROFESSOR
No, I just didn't— but tell me— you're not a ghost— are you?

THE WOMAN
I am as real as you are. That must suffice.

SARAH
Oh, dear! So...what happened? Did you run?

OLD PROFESSOR
No. I stayed... and we talked. And we talked. We talked till it was
quite dark. The glowworms were exceptionally bright that night...

YOUNG PROFESSOR
Brighter than ever in the wet grass. It is as if they are meant to light
the way home for me.
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OLD PROFESSOR
From then on, the glowworms lit my path to and from our churchyard.

SARAH
And so, you saw her again...after that first night?

OLD PROFESSOR
Yes! I saw her again... and again. The next night and the next. And
always at twilight time. It was all so long ago, but as I look back, I realize
that it was precisely then... for the first time in my life... that I learned
what happiness could mean. Even for one as painfully shy as I was—

YOUNG PROFESSOR
Even for someone whom the girls laugh at...

SARAH
What was her name, Professor?

OLD PROFESSOR
For a long time, I did not know her name. She wouldn't tell me. But it
didn’t matter because I had names enough in my heart to call her by.
And so, I met her night after night—

YOUNG PROFESSOR
In our churchyard— night after night, next to the same well-worn
headstone. It is there we always meet, and it is from there that we
always part.

SARAH
So, what happened? Why didn't this ever go any further?

OLD PROFESSOR
Over time, my health took a turn. I'd lost a great deal of weight. I
didn't care. I was happy. But my family cared. They didn't know what
was wrong with me. They decided I needed to get help.

YOUNG PROFESSOR
They’ve sent me to live with my aunt and uncle...he is a doctor in the
city. The last time I saw my lady of the churchyard... was the night
before I went away. She was nearly sad when I told her I had to go,
but said...
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THE WOMAN
Tomorrow is Candlemas— the Feast of Light. There will be a full moon.
This is very rare. Eventually, Candlemas will fall beneath another full
moon. It may be in a year. It may be in decades. When Candlemas
and the full moon meet again, you must return to this grave. If the full
moon shines here and you are not beside it, you shall never see me
again.

OLD PROFESSOR
She then laid her hand on the crumbling headstone, which read in
fading, chiseled letters, "Elizabeth Newbury, 1730".

YOUNG PROFESSOR
“I will be here”, I said.

OLD PROFESSOR
And with a firmness in her voice...a deep seriousness I had not heard
before, she said—

THE WOMAN
This is not an idle threat. Do not test me on this!

(THE WOMAN turns upstage and exits)

OLD PROFESSOR
I promised, and we parted. Time passed. I'd been at my uncle's for
nearly a month. I had regained some weight and most of my strength.
While packing to return home, I first saw the painting of my lady from
the churchyard hanging over the fireplace.

YOUNG PROFESSOR
I cannot speak. My heart is hammering in my chest. I rush to find my
Aunt. I say in a voice even I do not recognize, "Who is that in the
painting?" My auntie calmly replies...

OLD PROFESSOR (As the Aunt)
She was betrothed to your great-great-uncles decades ago, but as the
story goes...she died the night before the wedding was to take place.

YOUNG PROFESSOR
She died? How? How did she die?
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OLD PROFESSOR (As the Aunt)
He'd vowed to love her forever, but he ran off with another. She took
her own life. And although it is a sad story... legend has it, she was a
bit of a witch. A pretty one, though... wasn't she?

YOUNG PROFESSOR
Oh my God! And so, she is dead.

OLD PROFESSOR (As the Aunt)
Oh, but that was years ago, dear boy—no sense in getting worked up
over it. If I remember correctly, her name is on the back of the
painting...along with the year of her death.

SARAH
And what did it say? On the back...her name...the date?
OLD PROFFESOR YOUNG PROFESSOR
Elizabeth Newbury, 1730. Elizabeth Newbury,

1730.
(YOUNG PROFESSOR exits)

OLD PROFESSOR

I suddenly felt dizzy, and I fainted dead away. They thought I'd had
some sort of fit. They put me to bed. I woke up several days later. I
missed the full moon on the grave. I never saw her again.

(After a beat)
They said I had taken ill. That I had spoken nonsense. They said
solitude can make phantoms of common sense. And perhaps they
were correct.

SARAH
But Professor... do you believe...do you really think...

OLD PROFESSOR
Was she— is she Real? She was as real as happiness is when one has
not known it before. As real as longing. As real as regret. Whether she
walked upon the earth—I cannot say.

SARAH
But if you don’t know for sure, why put yourself through this? Why go
tonight?
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OLD PROFESSOR
Because tonight is Candlemas. And tonight, there is to be a full moon.
The time has come, my dear Sarah. I must keep the appointment.

SARAH
You are not thinking of walking all that way. You'll never make that
journey. It's miles through that forest! And you’ve hardly the strength
to cross the room.

OLD PROFESSOR
I have walked it in my sleep for over fifty years. My dear Sarah, if she
were a ghost, then I have lived my life haunted. If I imagined her...
then I have been faithful to something no one else could see. Either
way, I should not like to be absent when the full moon reaches that
stone.

SARAH
Oh, sir... I do hope she’s waiting for you.

OLD PROFESSOR
Goodnight, Sarah.

(He looks out over the audience at the imaginary painting)

Tonight, the forest will fall into shadow early, but the churchyard will
hold the light a little longer.

(A faint moonlight glow appears upstage. The Woman appears
silently waiting near the imaginary grave.)

Just as... it always has.

(Blackout)

(END OF PLAY)



