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BARK 0F A DEAD

Lights Out - overybodyl

VOICE:
BIZ:  CHIMES - WIND TO REGISTER - GONG -
" VOIGE: The Bark of a Dead Dog!
(PAUSE) '
(FADING IN)
- BIZs HUM OF SMALL ELECTRIC MOTOR - SWITCH SNAP — MOTOR SUOPS -
(PAUSE) '
ERIO: Light one of those Bunsen burners, will ya, Gunther? (FAﬁiE)_
o) gze;f’;i%?is i o ol
mo—ahgnd . - *
GUNTHER $ (COMING IN) I've been doing a little plenning - haxxﬁsx.
ERIC:  The plans won't be much use unless we get Bowser to ‘bark
| for Sibbley. Light that Bunsen burner%hlle I take the cover
off =~ : f ¢

GUNTEER : (INTERRUPTING) EF%B ! (THEN SHAKILY) D-don't uncover that
thing. It gives me the creeps; I don't want to look at 1t.

ERIC: (CHUGKLING) What's the matter, Gunther? 5till squeamish?

GUNTHER: Yeah - yegah - I can't get over 1it.

ERIC: Iflyou waﬁt Sibbley to think you're a doctor you've got to
have more than that phony'bedsﬁde.manner; Objectivity is
what you need.

GUNTHER; (IMPATIENTLY) Yeeh-yesh - I know,

ERIC: it's just a dog, Gunther. Not even that - just the head
of a dog.

GUNTHER :

But those eye. They look just like they did when -
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The dog's dead. Just keep that in mind.

GUNTHER : T wished I hadn't been the one who had' to take care of
the pooch before you - (STOPS)

BERIC: Sure~-sure - I know all of that. I like dogs, too. The
pooch had that same trusting look in his eyes when I killed
him, but I don't think éf it. Twenty thousedd buecks - that's
what I'm thinking of.

GUNTHER I'l]l be okay. It just kinda gave me a jolt when you started
to uncover that darned things I'll be okay.

ERIC: Just keep in mind that if that head = barks for Sibbley

b
we'!ll be in nine bhousend aplece. (PAUSE) Now - light ket
6;nsen burner.

GUNTEER: (MOVING AWAY) Under this Whatchamﬁéallit?

ERIC: The beaker - yeah, And don't call beakers "whatcham'callits"

: when bibbley's in here. That'd be a tip-off for sure.

e STOLeiNe AACH - M TN —

GUNTHER : (GRUMBLING - BLIGHTLY AWAY) Don't worry about me. Just you
get this contraption to operaté and I'1ll take care of
myself okay.

ERIC: Turn the flame wp a little higher.

GUNTHER : Urmm .

ERIC: You can bring Sibbley and XX Willa in now. By the time

_ LfBAan—
‘I tell him what it's all about the solution will be #-ﬁxencugh.

GUNTHER:  [{GoES@=sW®F) You do all the talking - and don't let him

~ as me guesslons either.
(SLLepTLY ARV )
» ERIC: A bon't worry.,

GUNTHER: (##F - HALF WHISPER) And let me talk money with him, That'll
be my end of it.

: - AME - AWK )

BERIC: Okey - but let hwm brina up the money angle., Don't aet too

anxious,
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%ﬁﬂﬁg) 1 know what %o do. : | !

GUNTHER :

GUNTHER:

(QHA%GE OF MANNER) You may come in now, Mr. Sibbley. We;re
ready with the demonstration, . : |
(COMING IN) Well - this should be interesting, Dr. Gunther.

This young lady had been telling me so“§a§§§§’wonderful-

things about the work you're doing.

I hope you dldn't exagerate to kim Mr. Sibbley, Willa.
(CHUCKLING) Modest - just as you said ey he was.

I didn't tell him too much aboi%?ghe demonstration would

be. I thought Dr. Feist could do that much better.

Of course, of course, By the way, Mr. Sibbley - I don't

Dr. Feist - this is a pleasare.

hope we haven't kept you waiting too

(EXPANSIVELY) Not at all - not abt all.

GUNTHER:

BIZ: DOOR OPEN - ki

GUNTHER ¢

SIBBLEY:

_GUNTHER:

SIBBLEY:

4WILLA:‘

GUNTHER:
belie#e you've met Dr, Feist,

SIBBRLEY:

ERIC: Thank you very much,., I
long -~

SIBBLEY: ’

ERIC:

We have so many adjustments to meke. Will you &%t right over

there? Willa - you can sit beside Mr. Sibbley.

~ (COMING IN) I told Mr. Sibbley you would give him a fuller

explaination of what we're dcing'here.-

Certainly. As you kﬁow,%f. Sibbley, Dr. Gunther and I have

made & revolutionasry séep in man's conquest of the mystery of
life and death. We have just recently perfected what we call
the Felst-Gunthker Metho@ of Vivifying Inerﬁ Orgenisms. We'lve
really progress beyond what you'll see in this demonstration -
but to make what we're accomplishing understandable to the
1ayman youl'll see life restored to the head of a dog,

s . .
That wilf&give you an idea of the direction we're working.
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\&VLTCTRIC MOTOR STARTS - REGULAR;PUEP-LIKﬂ THROB -~

BIZ:

ERIC: ¢h is glass receptical actQ as the heart. After the
circulation starts the mmzikIakmax waves will be sent
thru the sélntion thus vivifying the molicules, What is
the temperature, Dr. Gunther?

GUNTHER: Why - it's - it's -

ERXC: (WHISPER) Shut up. (ALOUD) One hundred fiftyms fahgxaheit.
That's splendid. Now the oscillator. |

Biz: SNAP - HIGH FREQUENGY OSCILLATION - SOUND REGISTER -

ERIC: Now I'11 remove the cover from the head of the animal
8o that you can see the reaction as the -

WILLA: (AWAY§ - EMITS STIFFLED SCREAM - )

ERIC: (FLiHTILY} I think vou had better lesve, Willa, ,JaL

WILLA: (RUNNING AWAY - EMOTIONALLY) I will, I will. I just can?€3~

BlZ: DOOR OPENED AND CLOSED QUICKLY - AWAY‘~
(PAUSE)

BRIC: You'!ll have to pardon Miss Benton. She's rather high
‘strung and can't quite bring herself to view the animal
with the same sort of objectivity as we doctors do.

SIBBLEY: (DRY#TONGUED) Yes - yos, of course. It is é rather ~.erf =
disturbing sight. :

(GOING AWAY) £33

ERIC: ’You'll soon forget that, Mr, Sibblgy. Perhaps you'd bedser
move your chair a Idttle closer.-Watch carefully when the
speed of the péﬁping action is increased - watch the eyes
particularly, |

BIZ: -JPQ EDING UP OF TOWOR - TEMPO OF PULSING INCREABES ~

ERIC: =

'(Nﬂlﬁlﬁﬁ} Eeak*a% the dog's head, you fool - and don't look

so terrified.
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See - I pass my EYEX hend in front of

_ _ (ALSO) . :
GUNTHER ; I can't, Ezic - 1t give me the creeps.
ERIC: (EXASPERATED) Then wateh the smmeter. (ALOUD) You'll notiece
the Jaws secemx to tighten just a bit. That, of course, is
an involuntary action as the brain is not yet functioning
compliﬁglyjqo.The blinkiqﬁ of theleyes is alsé involuntary.
;igﬁbfalzzg a fewz?org;éécond\ -
(PAUSE)
There. Now the brain im functlioning - and the sight. The
GE ’ | A

conditionSOT the synapses in the neural pathwaxdare nearly
normal now pibHETes
the eyes o« .+ and you notice the blinkg-weevciumbsny.

- Next the animals mind will become conscious of pain -
(PAUSE - SQUND UP SLIGHTLY)

SIBBLEY S (GASPS) The mouth -~ it méved!

ERIC: (PLEAASED) Yes - another reflex sction. An atbtempt to bark.
Wateh.

(ANOTHER PAUSE)

BiZ: QEAK, AGONIZED AND BREATHY BARK -

ERIC: (TRIUMPANTLY) There! |

SIBBLEY: (HORRIEDED) It's wonderful - and horrible.

ERIC (FASCINATED) It's growing stronger -

BIZ LOWDER BARK - PAIN - REPEATED -

ERIC Think of 1t! - a moment ago the briin was dead - now - alive! -
glive!

SIBBLEY: The poor dog. Tue poor, poor dog! v

ERIC: (éAISING VOICE) Science, Mr. Sibbley! The dog is.a sacrificé
to sience -~ .

BIZ: HI@H PITCHED YELP OF PAIN - REPEATED - S

SIBBLEY :

(HYSTERICALLY) Stop it! Stop that maching!
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~ ERIC: Mr. Sibbley - control youmeelf. It's just an experiment that -

SIBBLEY: (INTERRUPTING) Stop that mzmmkimm terrible thing! It's
inhuman!
ERIC: Please -~ please, Mr. Sibbley! This is in the interest of

science. Think of 1t -~ renewing life - this is just a step.

SIBRLEY: (RATSING VOICE) Stop it! Stop that thing!
GUNTHER: Calm down, Mr. Sibbley; With this start think what we can

do., With your finsncial help we'll have -

SIBBLEY: No! No! - not a cent! - I wouldn't give you a cent of my

: money This is ghestly ~ inhuman, I'l1 %tell - the authoritiesl°
BRIC: @&ﬁe‘wwﬁ§ﬁ&@€ﬁp;ﬁr. 3ibbley! It's just am demonstration.,
SIBBLEY: - Stop that thing! I won't give'you a cent of my money to

caryyon an,awful thing like that!
GUNTHER: {LOWER TONES) Turn it off, Eric! I'l1]l falk to him,
éﬁiﬁ“““%~%m4ﬁ@%%@w%ﬂ§ﬁ S tu@&w%bwﬁﬁgﬁhu Sibbley! Where are you
oing?
g g ; gﬁﬁﬂ»i
SIBBLEY: I'm vettlng put of this terrible place. I'm going to ¥

%Méf‘g M»«%;&M
the authorities é@aaﬁ-ﬁﬂéL{ I won't allow a thing 11ke this

to- go on in a ciwvilized world. I won'f! \
GUNTHER: But we need you fvnanclal help to carry on -
SIBBLEY: | Not/%kcent‘ Thet's final e
GUNTHER: But you brought thﬂ money with you -~ didn't you?
SIBBLEY : Yes - but wvou'!ll not have a penny of it! Let go of me !

( SOUND OF SCUFFLE)
GUNTHER: Shut vwpl Felat will turn 1t off!
SIBBLEY: Let go of mel - = /
GUNTHER: I just want to talk to youl!
- STBBLEY:  Tske your hands off of me! I'll have the police -
GUNTHER: 1 told,yoﬁ to shut up and I - (EXERTION) meent 1t!
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BIZ: A CRACK ON THE HEAD - BODY SLUMPS TO FLOOR -

SIBELEY: ( GROANS)
(PAUSE)

ERIC: Good Lord! Whet did you do that fort 2

GUNTHER: THRU TEETH) What dldja went me to do? - let him go to
the pollce?

ERIC: You didn't need to crack him so hard:% ﬂast a tap with

fhat plpew®
GUETHER: (CONGERN) Do ya think he's badly hurt?
ERIC: Just a second - (MOVING AWAY) I'll také 2 look at him.

 GUNTHER:

We'll have to get out of here pretty fast no matter how
he %8, ' -
& )

Turn off that machine. That dog's yelpin' is driving me

D

*EJ

AUS]

[

nuts.
Turn it off yourself. You know where the switeh is.
You've certainly madd & mess of this business.

(AWAY) Is this the switeh?

Yeah,

BIZ: SNAP - MOTOR STOPS - DOG'S YELPS DIED AWAY IN A WHINE -
(PAUSE) A

GUNTHER: (ENYXXX How 1s he?
(PAUSE)

ERIC: He's dead. :

GUNTHER:  Good Lordl Dead! - but I just tapped him -

BRIC: (INTERRUPTING) Nevertholess he's dead. _

GUNTHER:  (PANIOY) Whowhet'll we do. Hé's mn Jmportant men. He'll
be missed and théy‘ll know where -

ERTC: (INTERRUPTING) Shub up. Let me think,

 WILIA: (MUFFLED, AS THRU DOOR - SCREAMS!!!
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BRIC:  (TENSELY) It's Willal
gt ol THO MEN RUNNING ACROSS BOARD FLOOR - DOOR FLUNG OPEN ;
7 WILLA: (RUNNING IN - SOBBING) The/dog -~ the dog - the dégi
ERIC: What's the matbterfiGet ahold of yourself, Willa! What's
wrong ! _ |
 WILLA:  BOBBING HYSTERICALLY) The dog - at the door - just the
body. ' '
GUNTHER : Whet's she talking gbout?
BIZ: - SLAPPING FACE SEVERAL TIMES -
: , |
ERIG: Willal Snep out of it! What happened.
WILLA: The gog!
. BRIC: We'lve turned.the metor eff.
wILLA: _ But at the door.
EHRIC: What are you tryingnﬁo say? _ -
WILLA: While you were in thereli heard a seratech on the fromtdoor -

seratching - seratching - 1 didn't know what it was.

GUNTHER: Zhe's gone nuts.
ERIC: Shut up and listen to her. Yes - what about it, Willa?
WILLA: ( SOBBING) I opened the door and there - {BREAKS OFF INTO

LONG SOB)

GUNTHER:  Ericlfmse - the door's open! Look - there on the doorstep.

BRIC:  (AGHAST) Good God! The dog's Youx!
BIZ: GONG - BEGISTER AND FADE -
~ (PAUSE)
(FADING IN)
817 ____WARY, LIGHT KNOCKING ON DOOR - REPEATED -
GUNTHER: Eric? .
ERIC: (MUFFLED, AS THRU DOOR - GUARDED TONE) Yeah. Open fp.

BIZ: KEY IN LOCK - DOOR OPENED - #t05€h

T
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GUNTHER :

' GUNTHER:
ERIC:

WILLA:

(=
e}
s
o2
“e

d1LLA:

GUNTHER ¢

GUN: Everything go okay? e ?aéevig'

ERIC: Yeah,
Anybody sSee you?

I don't think so. I was doing sevenbty when I passed the
filling station on the Turnpike, It's so dark on the Diké

the break in the fengse won't be noticed till mornlng
Good. Y! didn't take oﬁ‘%be gloves, did you?

Do you think I'm crazy?

I just don't want to tgke any chancés. Guy®s have beeﬁ knowﬁ,
to leave finéerprints aro;yd in the wrong places.

Yeah-yeah; If we Wip&#gff Willa's prints we're in the clear.
(PAUSE) By the way, how 1s she? |

Pretty high.

Drunk, huh?

Yegh -~ more drunk than scared anyway.

We'd better let her stay that way until we get out of this

place. I know how she feels.
Y'know we've got to get some of that equipment out of -

(AT DISTANCE) Eriecl Erie, 1s that you?,

Willa's hesrd you. Answer xam her.

(CALLING) Everything's okay, honéy.

(caﬁxwe IN) Eric - please - take me out of here. I can't
stand it -~ this swful @1&3@ -

(WARMLY) Take 1t easy, hon - we'll leave.in just a few
minutes.

Wh-what did yow do with kr. Sibbley?

Ren him off the c¢liff on the turnpike in his car. 3
Tt'11 look 1like an accident. Don't worry about it. '
Please, Eric -~ can't we leave now?

e have gust a8 few thlngs to do, honey - then wgfll go;

(GOING AWAY)

GUNTHER':

ERIG:

I - I'11 be gettint! out to bury that dog's body
(SUSPICIOUS) Wait ‘= minutel :




GUNTHER :
ERIC:
GUNTHER:

BRIC:
GUNTHER :
WILLA:

GUNTHER

ERIC:

WILLA:

ERIGC

GUNTHER:

GUNTHER :
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( SNEARILY) I'm just going to -

(INTERRUPTING) How about the money.

( INNOC 1“LGW ITS%LF) Money?

(IRRITATED) Yes ; money, mdney; The money Sibbley had

with him. Did he bring the entire twenbty thousand?

Why - no. Only had three thousand on him.
That!g 2 lie! I was with him when -
(BREAKING IN) Shut wpl Afewnr o>

( SMOOTHLY) Why don't you want to hear what she has to say,
? trying

Gunther. You're no?gto pull a fast one by eny chance, are you?

(PAUSE) What were you saying, honey.

I said he's lying., I went with Gunther to the bank and

he drew the full twenty thousand.

(PAUSRE)

Well - what about it, Gunther?

(DBFIANTLY) Okay - he did have the twenty thousand on

him - but who planned this?

Get to the point.

(BREEZIL?) @%ayx All right « . . You and Willa are going %o
get a thousand apiece.

Ye2h? I don't think =so.

Listen, you - I planned this - you gust helped me - so Ilve
decided to cubt you in for - (BREAK - THEN CHANGE OF TONE)
Oh - that. Put the gun away., 1've put my share whene I can
find it and you'll take whgt Ik give you., )
You won't have much fun spending it if you‘re{ventilated
with six holes.

Quit bluffing, Feist. It won't do you any good to kill me -

you won't find the money.
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(GRIMLY) Oh, yes I will, You're going to tell me where it
18,
(CHUCKLES) No good, Feist, I don't scare 80 easily.,

Hold this gun on him, Wills - if he mekes a pass at me

- e wod

tRIC
_ drill him. (SOFTLY) Steady, honey.

GUNTHER @ I tell you, Feist, you don't deserve any more thanw(and
that!'s all you'll get.

ERIC: (THRU TEETH) Think so? (EXERTION)

BIZ: A STEAMY SLAP ON THE FACE - \

GUNTHER 3 Why, ytu =4 /

ERIC: ' Keep him covered, Willa! (MENAGCINGLY) So you're not going

. to tell, huh? (EXERTION)
BIZ: A STREGHT ONE TO Tﬁé CHIN - MAN FALLS TO' FLOOR -
GUNTHER 3 (BROANS)
(PAUSE)

ERIC: (GRIMLY) Get in the other room, Willa - and shut the door.

WILLA: But, Eric - we'lge got to get out of -

ERIC {(INTERRUPTING) There's a bottle in there. Get busy with it,

" WILLA: You're not going to do anything to him that -

BRLCA (BREAKS IN) Get ih-therel

WILLA: Well - ,

BlIZ: WOMAN WALKING ACROBS WOODEN FLOOR - DOOR CLOSED -

WILLA: (TO SELF) Why - why did I get into this?- why did I let
Brie do 182 . . (SNIFF) . + I can'® go on drinking like
this all night ... ; that poor dog - those eyes -~

GUNTHER: (APADISTANCE - MUFFLED -’SCREAglNG) Don't! Please - pleasel
don't! (SHRIEK)

WILLA: (Gasps)’ "

: (FADING) :
GUNTHER : Bric! Dentei=PFeuss - for the love of @od % Please - please,

don't - cemEf -
( PADE COMPLETED)

2L A T e e e i i 7 % A S Pl 5 R S AT
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BiAs: FADE IN TICKING OF CLOCK - REGISTER - FADE -
(PAUSE)

B1Z23 DOOR OPEN -

(PAUSE)

WILLA: Eric! - Eric, whatis the matter?

ERIC: (TEARS AND ANGER) He didn't tell - I couldn't meke him
tell - he wouldn't tell me -

WILLA: (ALARMED) Eric - Bric, what have you done to him?

ERIG: (VACANTLY) He - he won't tell - he just sereamed and said
he wouldn't tell me. Now we'll never find 1t - eilghteen
thousand dollars -

WILLA: What did you do to him! Tell me!

ZRIC: He died - snd he wouldn't tell me - snd the money's lost -
gone - we'll never find it!

WILLA: (HORRIPIED) You - you killed him!

HERIC: He deserved it - robbed me, that*s.what he did - cheated -~
robbed me -

{ILLA: And you kiiled himl

ERIC:

WILLA:

He wouldnit tell - no matter whét I did to him - he wouldn't
teld.

You killed himl! »

(HYSTERICALEY) Quitm saying that!! (SOBBING) The money was

as much mine as 1t was his - now we'll never find it - neveri
( SOBBING - PFACE IN HANDS) ‘

(SOPTLY) Take a drink, Eric - you're not yourself . . .
It'll do you good . . « Eric - what's the matter? Don't
look at me like that!

(COMPOSED - ICILY GALM) He - won't - cheat us.

Please, Byic - let's get away from here - far away -
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(AS THOUGH HE HASN'T HEARD HER) No - he won'y cheat us.
He died -~ but I'll find out -~ I'11 find out -

Listen to me, E?ic - we ¢an go to Hew ¥York - take a boat
4 :

(ALMOST DREAMILY) The dogk head barked, willa - it barked.

It barked. he dog was dead -~ Gunther's dead. Maybe . . .

Eric - I can't stand thils. Stop it! - let's just go -

(A TRIFFLE MAD NOW) Gunther has something to tell us, A
1ittle secret that T know ¥We== he'd like to share - now.
This is terrible, Eric. We'll never be able to forget it,

We'll have the money - that'll help us forget <.

(GIDDILY) Mad? Ummmm - perhaps - just a 1ittle teeeny bit.

tRIG
WILLA:
or someplace - get away from here;

ERICS
WILLA: Don't - please don't talk about that.
ERIC:

meybe his head willl talk.
B1Z: GONG - REGISTER Aﬁb FADE -
WILLA:

leave everything - just go.
ERIC:
yILLA ¢
=RIC:
wILLA: Erie - youl're - youlre mad.
ERIC:
yILLA:

WILLA:
ERTC

WILLA:

53]
£
i
aQ

WILLA

ERIC:

XEXTENRXEXIEN I6's inhumen, fiendish - you can't do 1i%!

@by - but 1 ean de 1E, Gunther will talk to me — and he ol

me. Scalpel.

BErie - listen to me.

(INSISTANTLY) Sealpel!

We- we don't know what terrible things this will cause.

{ PAUSE) '

What d'ya mean by that?

Tk ienfts raght - fits defying the laws of @od, Eric. We can't
do it. That dog -

(PATUSE)

What about the dog?

s st e el e i
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WILLA: You saw it yourself - there on the doorstep - and I
heard it seratech on the door, I heard it, Briec - I know
1 d%a.

ERIC: Nonsensel Some of the farm kids around here musf be trying
to play a prank - found the headless dog and thought they'd
scare us.

WILLA: You know that isn't possible, Erie. It's something else -
I know 1%,

ERIC: What, for instance?

WILLA: Couldn't it ~ couldn't it be possible that the mind -
brought baeck to 1life like that - could control the
muscles of the body, even if the body Wére some digstance
away?

(PAUSE)
ERIC: Of course not. That's silly.

WILLA: Then how can you explain what happened.

ERIC: Listen - 1 don’t know - but I know 1% covldn't be that.

WILLA: How do you knowf)Maybe there's a telepathlic conhisction between
the head and the body. When you cubt of the head of a snake
the body ntill moved.

KRIC: Awww - that's muscular contraétion.

WILLA: How do we know that? We don't, Eric. We don't know that.
(PAUSE)

BERICG: I'1l take that chance. . » Give me the se¢alpel.

ILLA: g,%wiir:j;‘;mnot - (BREAKS OFF)

BER1O: ! gﬁés - I going to cut off his stubborn head. Get out of the
room if you don't want to see it.

BIZ: WOMAN WALKING AWAY -

ERIC:

Don't leave the haflise. I'1l need your help in a few minutes.
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BIZ: DOOR OPENED - CLOSED -

(FROM THIS POINT ON ERIC'S SPEECH LEAVES LITTLE
DOUBT THAT HE IS3 PO SAY THE LEAST, UNBALANCED)

ERIC: Now see if you'll keep your secret, Gunther . . .
You won't have your body around to help you - just
your head - and your eyes - and jouf tongue; ( CHUCKLE)
Yes, you'll have your tongue, Gunther - and you'll

use 1t., See if you can keep your secret now ... Hmmm -

just see 1f yom can . . . The dog could bark - you can

do a8 well as a dog, ean't you, Gunther . .+ Bure -
lthe dog can bark - you can talk - and remember . . .

Too bad you never studied surgery, Gunther - you're
ﬁissing an excellent operation. You didn't know I'm a
great surgeon, did you. The best - that's what Ixmixkw am -
L2t haye

and the Worldﬁ? kﬁownrit - but, no - I'm disbarred. . .
You had your hend in that, too, didnit youl; . ., ¥You

wanted me disbarred. You'll never forget that. You'll

rue the deay you ever met me . . . Iy handg;ﬁshaking ~ gare o

but 15'11 do the job. OfFf with your head Gunther. Just

a slice thru your sterno-mastoid musclé; 3ee? - my hand's
steady enough - but I must be careful - nothing must prevent
your miraculous return to life - must be careful of your

trapezicus, got to cut it Wway down here - it'll shrink

up - and I'll need that to make you talk. You are gbing

to talk, you know. (CHUCKLE) Talk and like it . . . Here’é
your external Jugular - (START FADE) - See? I know where
everything is -

(FADE COMPLETED)

(FADING IN) e o 4
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Turn up the flame under the Bunsen . . . What's the matter? -

Yeah-yeeh - I know - but you'll like the ten thousand. That's

ERIC: - and a cPip mxmr on your lymphetic glands; -we don't
want them to swell and spoll your return to life. You'vye |
got a speech to make, Gunther - only you don't know 554
{ ALOUD) Wilia! =% + W13 1nl
(PAUSE)

BIZ DOOR OPEN - AWAY -

EQIC: Comé on 1t. Give me & hand . . . Don't just stand there.
va crocked?

WILLA: I - don't - like - this.

ERIC:
your share, hon,

WILLA: I don't,like it%,

ERIC Okay - you don't like it - but turn up that flame. Gunther
1s ready to telk to us -

BlZ: SWITCH - MOTOR STARTS - SLGW.EUhﬁﬁ -

{TLLA: (LOW, GUTTERAL TONES) He looks awful.

ERIC: Well - that's ¥he way, kid - not afrald to look at him, eh?

WILLA: Oh - but will I ever forget.

ERIC: Youl'll ferget it.

WILLA: His face - it's so blue.

ERIC: Your face'd be a little blue is your heasd were here and your
Body sitthng on a chair over there,

WILLA:

ERIC: Maybe he'!ll feel more like talking with his Body sitting u?.
(PAUSE) What'!s the tem@iperature of the solution?
W

WILLA: &Y - hundred fifty three -

ERIC: Fine. Now the oscillator -

BIZ: TURHING ON O0BGILLATOR - INCREABE RATE OF PUL

Cute sense of humor you have - sitting his body up in a chsair..

[

2]

1
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(LONG PAUSE) -
WILLA: 1t working?
BEig:r His forehead's warming wp. We'll know in a second of two.
(PAUSE)
WILLA: Eric! He's - he'g =
ERIC: (EAGERLY) Yeah - yeah - he's trying to open his eyes. .

( SOOTHINGLY) Try, Gunther - try - try. Open your eyes.

. (PAUSE)
WILLA: (A LITTLE GASP)
- ERIC: There! That's fine - open them wider. Look at me, Gunther -

74 Do 3l angs S 5 Y aca 3
7 *{;f’_]‘:,.“;;- 4 }v»’ ra& [ ;r*f, &

it's me -~ Erid Feist - éeé?;ﬂhought you were thru with me,
didn't you. I don't give ﬁp, Gunther - never - ever , . .

Trying to say something, eh?

WILLA: Erig - don‘t go thru with it! Don't -
ERIC: 0SOFTLY) Oh = just a little chat with Gunther - just long

enough to fina out what I want to know. You know what T
want to know, don't you, Gunther? , . . You‘ll&talk to me
now, won't you? . , « That's right - move your lips. lou
cen btalk.
(PAUSE)

GUNTHER : (A HOARSE WHISPER - SCARGELY AUDIBLE) Let me die!

WILBA: (GASP) He said - he said "Let me diel"

ERIG: That's a start, Cunther - just a start -

GUNTHER: The pain - pain - I want to die. Please, Eric - please -

s

= \ e K
for the love of God - plke#S® - stop - let me die.

ERIC: No-no -~ not yet, Gunther. Where did you hide the money?
GUNTHER: I can't remember - I can't remember -
ERIC: Tell mel

GUNTHER: Let me die -AI went to dle -
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ILLA: Eric - don't do this to him -

ERIC He'll tell me - or else I'll keep him alive for - for
a year - :

GUNTHER; Oh, mother of mercy! - teke me -~ take me from this - I
don't deserve it -

BRIC: Are you going to tell me wheré you hid the money?

GUNTHER: I coan't - T can't remember - I can't - I'd tell you - Oh!
the pain - A

WILLA: (A LITTLE SCREAM - GOING AWAY)

ERIC: Willa - Willa, where are you goingl

WILLA: (A LONG SOB - CUT OFF BY = )

BIZ: DOOR CLOSES -

ERIC: Well - she can't stend to see you this way - but I can -

Bt MAN WALKING ACROSS FLOOR -

RRIC: (GOING AWAY} Think it over for a minute, Gunther, You'll
remember - just try -

BIZ: DdOR‘OPEN -

ERIC: (AWAY) Come back here, Willa ; : 5 need.your help.

GUTHER Lord of Mercy - take me away from this - please ~'p1ease -

ERIC:

GUNTHER ¢

®RIC:

GUNTHER :

ERIC:

(COMING IN) Have you remembered where the money is,
Gunther?

God as my judge - I can't remember! I can't remember.

I ean keep you alive, just llke this, for hours, days,
weeks - snd the pain won't lessen - not at bit. Think of
it - you can't die now - not until I want you to die -~
and you'll tell me -

I can't remember - I can't remember - the pain - pain -
I can't stend it -

And you can't stop it. Tell me, Gunther - tell me where
the money is - then I'll let you die. :




e

LIGHTS OUT

GUNTHER 3
BRIGC:

GUNTHER:

BEEO:

WILLA:

WILLA:

wRTO:

GUNTHER:

GUNTHER
BEECHXX :
WILLA:

ERIC:
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T can't think - the pain. I ean't think. Let me die -
When you tell me where the money 1is. ’

I can't - T can't! Oh - what have I dome to deserve thigt-!
what?

Just tell me, Gunther - then I'll let you die.

(AWAY) Bpic - please stop the motors, I'1ll never be able
to forget - never -

Come on in, Wills - and look at the man who robbed us now.
Not so sure of himself. |
Willal! Willa! I never did anything to you. Turn off those
motors;

He's talking to me, Eric. Please - please let him dle,

We don't want the money - we can go away someplace - and
start all over again ~ let him die, Eric -

He’é'tell us in just a minute, ﬁillé - then we'll have
twenty thousand dollars.

No you won'tg.

You forget, Gunther, I can keep yéu alive till you remember
where the money 1is.

But you Won'tvdo it,.

Oh, yes I will!

Look behind you!

What do you -

( SCREAKS) The - the body!

Good Lord! Turn off the motorl Turn off the motor, Willa,

No you won'y. ; S i

ERIC: Go around kim it!
ENEYRRX:WILLA: (SCREAM - FADING AWAY - )
GUNTHER 3 She's fainted. Now she can't turn off the mobtors until I

get you. And I will get‘yoaz
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BRIC: FMy eyes are fooling me -fooling me. ¥You're dead - your
body can't move!l
: my body is there but > and
GUNTHER: I'm moving my body - my mind is here - kmk my body still

does what my mind tells it, Eric - and I'11 kill you.

ERIC: You can'¢! can't - this is all a dream - a dream!
GUNTHER: You can't get away from me! v
ERIC: Itll turn off the -
e GUNTHRER ¢ You can't! - can't., Your throat -
#RIC: ( STRUGGLING) Gunther - don't - don't -
GUNTHER: (GRITTING TEETH) I'm strdng, Eric - strong! You've hed your

last breath -
(THE DELIGHTFUL SOUNDS OF STRANGLING)

BIZ: BODY DROPS TO FLOOR =~

GUNTHER: I did itl! - did it! He'd dead - Ohhh - the palin -
I must find the switeh - the swibteh - must find it -

If I ean just get my body to the swibtch - feel around -~

(PAUSE)
There!
BiZ: _ CLICK OF SWITCH - MOTOR SLOWS DOWN GRADUALLY -
GUNTHER:  (WEAKER) I've dome it ... Death - I'1l have it - death -

(A VERY WEAK SIGH DRIFTING OFF AS - )

Bl1Z: ~ PHE MOTOR COMES TO A COMPLETE STOP - GONG - REGIBTEW AND OUT -
ANNOUNCE “mH BARK @F A DEAD DOG" -~ written by Charles Gussmen,

produced by Gordon T. Hughes -~ came to youx from our

Shicago studios.
;THIS IS THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY
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