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The volume in your hands has had a strange and 
murky history. Its writing and previous attempts 
at product ion have been accompanied by 
tragedy and madness, and it is not without some 
t rep ida t ion that the cur ren t edi tors have 
under taken to publish it today. The reader 
should be forewarned and continue with cau-
tion. 

The Other Gods, a Los Angeles theatre compa-
ny. That production never opened, and some 
people associated with it died or disappeared 
under suspicious circumstances. The investiga-
tion into that doomed production is chronicled 
in the fi lm A Shoggoth on the Roof: The 
Documentary. Many unanswered ques t ions 
remain. 

"A Shoggoth on the Roof" is a musical unlike 
any other. Like a mad liberal arts experiment 
gone horribly wrong, it is a perverse hybrid of 
the Cthulhu Mythos of 1920s gothic horror 
writer H.P. Lovecraft and the plot and music of 
"Fiddler on the Roof," an enduringly popular 
mainstay of high school theatre groups since 
1964. 

The script seems to have been written some 
time in the late 1970s by an author who, for 
legal reasons, must not be named. A former 
member of the H.P. Lovecraft Historical Society 
— and f requent contributor to the Society's 
journal , Strange Eons — sent an original auto-
graph libretto of the show to the editors of 
Strange Eons in late 1986. The manuscript was 
virtually unintelligible, and it was filed away 
with other peculiar submissions received by 
the Society (although Society members did find 
themselves singing one or two of the songs that 
they could make out). In 1987, the author wrote 
to the editors again to say that he would no 
longer be contributing to, nor reading, Strange 
Eons, as his doctors had forbidden him to have 
any fur ther contact with the Society. He was 
committed to a psychiatric hospital, and has not 
been heard from since. 

"A Shoggoth on the Roof" would likely have 
been forgotten by the world, except that in 1999 
a videotape surfaced at a well-known online 
auction site which purported to be footage of a 
rehearsa l of the show. This videotape was 
acquired by the HPLHS, and subsequent analy-
sis suggests that it is a video dub of an authen-
tic 8mm home movie. After a year of research, 
Society members confirmed that there had 
been an attempt to produce the show in 1979 by 

The documentary has been received with 
enthusiasm by the Lovecraft community, and 
st irred up new interest in the musical itself. 
After the re lease of the film, the HPLHS negoti-
a ted to acqu i re publ ica t ion rights to "A 
Shoggoth on the Roof." The author 's family, con-
cerned for its privacy, has at last rel inquished 
all rights to ASOTR on the condition that the 
author 's identity be vigorously protected. 

Preparing the manuscript for publication has 
taken many months of sustained effort. The 
original handwrit ten text is all but illegible, 
with numerous in te r l inea r emendat ions , 
scrawled doodles, and no real s t ruc ture to 
speak of. Although every effort has been made 
to preserve the intent of the author, it has been 
necessary to exercise fairly broad editorial dis-
cretion in some cases. Thanks are due to the 
brave Los Angeles actors and musicians who 
assisted in exploring and shaping this material . 

Prior to this publication, certain theatre groups 
in the United States and abroad have received 
advance copies of the script. At the time of this 
writing, theat re companies a re contemplating 
the grave and horrible possibility of at long last 
producing the world premiere of this most 
eldritch embodiment of the musical theatre tra-
dition. 

The HPLHS is pleased to be able to bring you 
this work, and will continue to investigate the 
show and its history, and promote its fu ture 
development . Upda ted informat ion will be 
posted on the Society's websi te at http:// 
www.cthulhulives.org/Shoggoth. 

—SB & AHL 
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The Charac ters : 

HENRY ARMITAGE...... . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ........45, l ib r a r i an at Miskatonic Univers i ty 
MARION ARMITAGE ......45, h is wife 
PRUDENCE ARMITAGE.... . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 21, his e ldes t daugh te r 
ASENATH ARMITAGE ...........20, his second daugh te r 
JILL ARMITAGE.. ...........17, h is youngest daugh te r 
HERBERT WEST ...................... 35, dangerous maniac , be loved of P r u d e n c e 
HEAD CULTIST ............................... 30, s tudly Cthulhu worsh ipper , be loved of Asena th 
OBED MARSH .................85, la te-blooming Deep One, be loved of J i l l 
RANDOLPH CARTER ...........35, nervous invest igator 
HARLEY WARREN ...........35, shovel-wielding zealot 
WILBUR WHATELY .........22, Dunwich c r e e p 
DR. HALSEY ................40, Miskatonic Dean, l a te r a zombie 
GRANDMA PRUDENCE ...............90, Mar ion ' s g randmother , a ghost 
LAVINIA WHATELY ............50, Wilbur 's mother , a ghost 
GREAT CTHULHU .............2,560,000,003, A Great Old One, very large 
A SHOGGOTH 
A BYAKHEE 
A MI-GO 
Numerous DEEP ONES 
N u m e r o u s GHOULS 
Numerous CULTISTS 
N u m e r o u s VILLAGERS/VICTIMS 
Severa l ZOMBIES 

The Place: Arkham, Massachuse t t s 

The Time: 1926 

vii 



Musical Numbers : 

Act One 

Prologue. . TENTACLES! Armitage, Chorus 

Scene 1. . . ARKHAM, DUNWICH Armitage, Marion 

Scene 4. . . BYAKHEE, BYAKHEE Asenath , J i l l 

Scene 6. . . SHOGGOTH PRAYER H e a d Cultist, Chorus 

IF I WERE A DEEP ONE Old Man Marsh 

Scene 7. . . ARKHAM, DUNWICH (reprise) Armitage, Wilbur Whately 

TO LIFE H e r b e r t West, P r u d e n c e , 
Armitage, Halsey, Zombies 

Act Two 

Scene 3. . . THE NIGHTMARE Grandma P rudence , Ghoul, 
Armitage, Marion, Lavinia Whately, Chorus 

Scene 5. . . VICTIM OF VICTIMS Head Cultist, Asena th 

Scene 6. . . VERY FAR FROM THE HOME I LOVE J i l l 

Scene 7. . . ARKHAM, DUNWICH (2nd repr ise) . . H e a d Cultist, Wilbur Whately 

DO YOU FEAR ME? Cthulhu, Armitage, Chorus 

MISKATONIC Marion, H e r b e r t West 
P rudence , Armitage, Chorus 
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P R O L O G U E 

The ex te r io r of the library, Miskatonic University. 
A SHOGGOTH is wri th ing and pulsa t ing 
grotesquely on the roof. En te r ARMITAGE, the 
l ib ra r ian . 

ARMITAGE 
A shoggoth on t he roof. Sounds crazy, no? Cer t i f iably insane. But h e r e in our 
l i t t le vil lage of Arkham, Massachuset ts , you might say every one of us has a 
shoggoth on the roof. And I'm not speaking metaphor ica l ly . It 's not easy, having 
a malevolent shape le s s mons te r l ike tha t hanging over your head . But t h e r e it 
is. Arkham is the home of many s t range things. A big mons te r l ike tha t on such 
a pointy roof. You may ask "How does it stay up t h e r e if it is so d i f f icul t?" That 
I can tel l you in one word: tentac les! 

VILLAGERS 
(enter singing) 

Tentacles, tentacles...tentacles! 
Tentacles, tentacles...tentacles! 

ARMITAGE 
H e r e in Arkham, t en tac les get into everything eventual ly. Changeless , legend-
h a u n t e d Arkham, w h e r e t he c lus ter ing gambre l roofs sway and sag over at t ics 
w h e r e wi tches h id f rom the King's men in the dark, o lden days of t he province. 
Well the King is gone, bu t the wi tches a r e still he re . And the cult ists . And the 
monsters . And regu la r folks, j u s t t rying not to notice. We try not to th ink about 
the scar ies t one of all. The gigantic half dragon, half octopus, half humano id 
Great Old One himself . Cthulhu! Waiting to r e t u r n f rom his city b e n e a t h the 
sea. 

(sings) 
["Tentacles!"] Who day and night must slumber in R'lyeh, 

wave his tentacles, having nasty dreams? 
And who has the might, as master of R'lyeh, 
to drive humanity insane? 
Cthulhu! Cthulhu! Tentacles! 
Cthulhu! Cthulhu! Tentacles! 

CULTISTS 
Who must bow and kneel and scrape and slave all day, 
to raise R'lyeh Cthulhu's way? 
Who must live in ignorance until the day 
they find they've read too many nasty books? 
The Cultists! The Cultists! Tentacles! 
The Cultists! The Cultists! Tentacles! 

THE DEEP ONES 
At nine I started growing gills and swimming in the sea. 
And soon I'll know the wonders of the sunken city. 
The Deep Ones! The Deep Ones! Tentacles! 
The Deep Ones! The Deep Ones! Tentacles! 
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THE VICTIMS 
Who's always last to know? 
Who fills the air with cries? 
Whose sanity is blasted and then who usually dies? 
The Victims! The Victims! Tentacles! 
The Victims! The Victims! Tentacles! 

ALL 

(Repeat the song as a round.) 

ARMITAGE 
We have t he shoe factory and the br ick works, and a w o n d e r f u l i n sane asylum 
we a r e al l mighty p roud of. But the h e a r t of the town is Miskatonic University. 
It may not be t he biggest school in New England, bu t t h e r e is no f ine r p lace in 
the world to s tudy medieva l metaphysics . It is my honor to b e its h e a d l ibrar i -
an. You see many folks f rom the univers i ty as you walk th rough Arkham's 
s treets . And in our smal l community, we have always had some spec ia l types as 
well. For ins tance , H e r b e r t West, the mad scientist.. . . 

HERBERT WEST and DR. HALSEY s tep out of 
the crowd of vil lagers. 

WEST 
Those smal l -minded doctors have needless ly and i r ra t iona l ly de layed me in 
supremely g rea t work. The r ean ima t ion of d e a d t i ssue is wi th in my grasp! 

HALSEY 
Herbe r t , your pe rve r se expe r imen t s a r e the vagary of a d e m e n t e d maniac , and 
cannot be a l lowed to cont inue. Your r eques t for the use of h u m a n cadavers is 
complete ly den ied . 

WEST 
I warn you, Doctor Halsey, you'l l r egre t th is decis ion! 

All dance . 

ARMITAGE 
And R a n d o l p h Carter , t he wr i t e r wi th the we i rd d r e a m s who keeps showing u p 
everywhere.. . . 

RANDOLPH CARTER s teps out. 

CARTER 
I r epea t to you, gent lemen, tha t your inquis i t ion is f ru i t less . Quest ion me forev-
e r if you want . I do not know what has become of Har ley Warren , though I 
think, a lmost hope, tha t he is somewhere in p e a c e f u l obl ivion if t h e r e b e any-
where.. . 

H E L P F U L VILLAGER 
Mr. Car te r? The re ' s a t e l e p h o n e call for you. 

CARTER 
Oh, thanks. 

Car te r exits. All dance . 
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ARMITAGE 

And Obed Marsh, the cursed old man f rom nea rby Innsmouth.. . . 

OBED MARSH steps out. 

MARSH What a r e ye looking at? What, ye th ink I'm ugly? Is tha t it? I'll be showin ' ye 
ugly! 

VILLAGERS 
Aaaaah! 

D i e d i e d i e die, 
die die die die, 
die die die die 
die die die die die. 

Die die die die, 
die die die die, 
die die die die 
die die die die die. 

All dance . 

ARMITAGE 
T h e n t h e r e a r e o thers in Arkham. Some live here . Some j u s t visit. 

The HEAD CULTIST, a MI-GO, and o the r s cross 
the stage. Vi l lagers avoid them. 

ARMITAGE (cont'd) 
The h e a d of the local cult, some kind of ho r r ib l e monster , I do not even want to 
know what tha t is. We no rma l folks j u s t look the o ther way and try not to lose 
our minds. And among ourselves , we get along j u s t f ine. Well, of course t h e r e 
a r e some who th ink tha t the magical E lde r Sign is s h a p e d like a s tar , and some 
who think it is s h a p e d m o r e l ike a t ree , but that is al l se t t led now. Now, we j u s t 
try to.... 

Two MEN take up an a rgument which e x p a n d s to 
the en t i r e group. 

FIRST MAN 
It 's s h a p e d like a s ta r with a l i t t le f l ame inside. 

SECOND MAN 
No, it 's like a t ree . It 's got b r a n c h e s coming off it. 

FIRST MAN 
I'm tel l ing you it 's a s tar . 

SECOND MAN 
Use the s tar one and you'l l be f ighting off the Old Ones with your b a r e hands . 
It 's a t ree . 

FIRST MAN 
Star! 
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SECOND MAN 
Tree! 

SOME VILLAGERS 
Star! 

OTHER VILLAGERS 
Tree! 

SOME VILLAGERS 
Star! 

OTHER VILLAGERS 
Tree! 

SOME VILLAGERS 
Star! 

OTHER VILLAGERS 
Tree! 

ALL 
(singing) 

Tentacles, tentacles...tentacles! 
Tentacles, tentacles...tentacles! 

ARMITAGE 
Tentacles . Like I said, you cannot live in Arkham without coping with t he 
Shoggoth on the Roof! 

Vil lagers exit. L ibrary s teps fly out to revea l 
Armi tage home. 
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S C E N E O N E 

A charming 1920s bungalow. Discover MARION, 
the mother , wear i ly pol ishing living room furni-
ture . PRUDENCE, the oldest daughter , sweeping 
the carpe t . ASENATH and JILL, the youngest, 
kni t t ing on the couch. 

JILL 

Mother, when will P a p a be home? 

MARION 
Oh, you know your fa ther , dea r . No doubt he is busy cataloging some obscure 
volume of forgot ten lore and has complete ly lost t rack of t ime. 

JILL 

But it will be dark soon. 

MARION 

He will be f ine, swee thear t . Do not wor ry 

ASENATH 

What a r e you a f r a id of? That he ' l l be a t t acked by ghouls? 

JILL Oh! 
MARION 

Asenath , tha t is enough! I will have no such talk in this house . I am s u r e t h e r e 
is a per fec t ly ra t iona l exp lana t ion for your f a the r ' s delay. Maybe some heavy 
book shelves fel l on him. P e r h a p s th rough p u r e r andom chance he was hi t by a 
t ruck. It is poss ib le he was overwhe lmed by the b l eak po in t lessness of l i fe and 
is even now dr inking himself into a s tupor in a speakeasy on F e d e r a l Hill. 
Whatever it is, Jill , honey, it is per fec t ly na tura l . T h e r e a r e no ghouls in 
Arkham. 

ASENATH 
Right. 

MARION 
Asenath, sit up straight . Why can ' t you be more l ike P r u d e n c e h e r e ? 
Respec tab le . Ladylike. 

ASENATH 
Lonely.... 

MARION 
Asenath! What am I going to do with you? P rudence , dear , pay h e r no mind. 
You will f ind someone. 
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PRUDENCE 
It 's al l right, Mama. 

MARION 
Such a good girl. When you a r e f in i shed h e r e I n e e d your he lp making the 
P a r k e r House rol ls for d inner . 

Marion exi ts to the ki tchen. 

ASENATH 
Sorry, Pru. 

PRUDENCE 
It's al l right, Asenath , I'm not as lonely as you think. 

ASENATH 
What? What a r e you talking about? 

PRUDENCE 
I haven ' t told anyone yet, bu t last mon th I met a w o n d e r f u l man. At the l ibrary. 
He 's a genius! And very handsome. Blond hair , pene t r a t i ng b l u e eyes.... 

ASENATH 
Well I never! What 's his name? 

PRUDENCE 
Herbe r t . H e r b e r t West. He 's an ass i s tan t p rofessor at Miskatonic med ica l 
school! 

ASENATH 
Have you p layed doctor with h im yet? 

PRUDENCE 
Asenath , not in f ron t of Ji l l! 

ASENATH 
Oh, P rudence , don ' t be so... p r ed ic t ab le . Get with it! She ' s seventeen . And she ' l l 
never l ea rn the facts of l ife f rom our pa ren t s . 

ARMITAGE en te r s th rough the f ron t door. He sets 
down an a rmload of books and a big key. 

ARMITAGE 
Good evening, girls. 

JILL 
Papa! 

PRUDENCE 
Good evening, Papa . 

Marion e n t e r s f rom the ki tchen. 

MARION 
Hello, dear . D inner is a lmost ready. 
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ARMITAGE 
Gee tha t is swell. I am qui te hungry. 

MARION 
You girls go in and set the table , p lease . I wish to speak with your father . 

The girls exi t to the ki tchen. 

MARION (cont'd) 
Henry, I am conce rned about P rudence . She is sti l l t e r r ib ly lonely. College may 
have f i l led he r h e a d with educat ion, bu t she never met a su i t ab le man. 

ARMITAGE 
That is t rue . The boys at Miskatonic a r e rea l ly a b u n c h of hope less 
Poindexters . 

The girls peek out the k i tchen door, 
eavesdropping . 

MARION 

She is our e ldest , Henry. I do not want h e r to end up l ike my s is ter Edna. 

ARMITAGE 
No, cer ta in ly not. The family does not n e e d ano the r s te reo typ ica l New England 
spinster . 

MARION 
I th ink we n e e d to he lp things along. 

ARMITAGE 
What do you suggest? 

MARION 
We cer ta in ly do not want h e r consort ing with those ignorant he-man types f rom 
the shoe factory or some fo re igner f rom the br ick works. 

ARMITAGE 
I suppose not. 

MARION 
She n e e d s someone on he r own level. The Whately family has a boy tha t might 
be j u s t right. 

ARMITAGE 
You mean young Wilbur? Of the Dunwich Whatelys? 

MARION 
Yes. You know him? 

ARMITAGE 
Sure. He comes to the l ibrary al l the t ime. Dresses funny, bu t very very br ight . 
Almost p r e t e r n a t u r a l l y so. Of course, t h e r e a r e the rumors . One h e a r s s t range 
things about Dunwich folk... 
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MARION 
We pay no mind to rumors , Henry. Peop le a r e j e a l o u s and morb id and tha t is 
al l t h e r e is to it. He is an o r p h a n boy, on his own. He n e e d s a wife as much as 
our P r u d e n c e n e e d s a husband . I would l ike the four of us to have a "get 
a c q u a i n t e d " luncheon. 

ARMITAGE 
Well tha t sounds like a f ine idea. We can have coffee and sandwiches , and a bi t 
of cake. 

Music starts . 

MARION 
Splendid . Our sweet P rudence , a b r i d e at last. 

ARMITAGE 
["Arkham, (sings) 

Dunwich ] She is our daughter and we love her. 

MARION 
We want her happiness and joy. 
But here in Arkham it is hard to find a boy. 

ARMITAGE 
Even in Dunwich it's a problem. 
Suitable lads are seldom seen. 

BOTH 
We've looked since Prudence here turned sweet sixteen. 

Arkham, Dunwich, Arkham, Dunwich, 
filled with haunting fears; 
Neighbors who hide up in the attics, 
inbreeding happily for years. 
Arkham, Dunwich, Arkham, Dunwich, 
ancient haunted grounds; 
Finding a normal man's a challenge 
in these benighted little towns. 

MARION 
Wilbur is from a well-known family; 
powerful, prominent and rich. 

ARMITAGE 
And like the residents of Innsmouth, smells like fish. 

MARION 
His taste in clothing is peculiar. 
It's true he doesn't have good looks. 
But he's a scholar, always reading books. 

BOTH 
Arkham, Dunwich, Arkham, Dunwich, 
ancient haunted grounds; 
Neighborhoods hiding many secrets, 
strange and oppressive little towns. 

10 



©2001 Branney/Lernan. All rights reserved. 

Arkham, Dunwich, Arkham, Dunwich, 
pickings here are slim; 
Prudence might not like Wilbur Whately, 
but we think she should marry him. 

ARMITAGE 
(speaking) 

I will go d ress for d inner . 

MARION 
I will assist you. 

They exit to the bedroom. The girls e n t e r f rom 
the ki tchen. 

ASENATH 
Oh, P rudence ! Wilbur Whately? He's disgusting! Give me a he-man f rom the 
shoe factory any day! What a re you going to do? 

PRUDENCE 

I'm going to go see Herbe r t . He ' l l know what to do. 

P r u d e n c e b u n d l e s up and runs out into the night. 

JILL Watch out for ghouls! Oh, Asenath . What next? 
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S C E N E TWO 

An Arkham graveyard at night. E n t e r RAN-
DOLPH CARTER and HARLEY WARREN, carry-
ing shovels, f lashl ights , and heavy t e l e p h o n e 
equ ipment . 

CARTER 

They say ghouls h a u n t these Arkham graveyards by night, Warren . 

WARREN 
If we f ind what I 'm expec t ing to f ind, Carter , ghouls will be the leas t of our 
t roubles . 

CARTER 

Somehow tha t ' s not the r e a s s u r a n c e I was hoping for. 

WARREN 

We're a lmost there . Get ahold of yourself , man. 

CARTER 

I don' t know, Warren. I 've never actual ly de f i l ed an anc ien t graveyard. 

WARREN Well take it f rom me, it 's not as d i f f icul t as you think. 
CARTER 

That ' s good to know. 
WARREN 

It's talking to the co rpses tha t can make your ha i r s t and on end. 

A s t range meep ing noise offstage. 

CARTER 
What was that? 

WARREN 
Probably nothing. I th ink we ' re close. 

(consults a scary book) 
Yes, it should be j u s t about... here ! 

Lights up on an anc ien t tomb with an e lde r sign 
on it. Musical chord. 

CARTER 

Warren, t he e lde r sign! Well, one va r ian t of it. 

WARREN 
The man b u r i e d ins ide tha t tomb was a power fu l and dange rous so r ce r e r in his 
day. They w e r e wise to t ake precau t ions . 
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CARTER 
But Warren, it would b e madnes s to b r e a k tha t seal! God only knows what 
forces would be un leashed! 

WARREN 

Carter , it 's the only way to prove my theory. 

CARTER No Warren! That a r c a n e symbol may be al l tha t ' s holding back un to ld horrors! 

WARREN 
Carter , we must know the t ruth! 

CARTER 

Why? Some things a r e be t t e r lef t unknown! 

WARREN There ' s only one way to conque r fear , Carter , and that ' s to s t a re it in the face. 

Warren takes a tool and begins to chip away at 
the sea l on the tomb. Af te r a moment , Car te r 
j o i n s him. A ghoul sp ies on them unno t i ced f rom 
b e h i n d a tombstone. More meep ing sounds off-
stage. 
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S C E N E T H R E E 

That night, P r u d e n c e and HERBERT WEST c lasp 
h a n d s outs ide the Miskatonic Univers i ty l ibrary. 

PRUDENCE 
Oh, Herber t ! What should we do? My p a r e n t s want me to mar ry Wilbur 
Whately! 

WEST 
Whately? Tha t tall, ugly guy? That will never happen , P rudence . I n e e d you too 
much. 

PRUDENCE 
Oh, Herbe r t ! You n e e d me? 

WEST 
More than you can possibly imagine. 

PRUDENCE 
Oh, Herber t ! 

WEST 
I will speak to your fa ther . I will convince h im that , wi th you by my side, I can 
r each u n d r e a m e d of heights, and make the med ica l e s t ab l i shmen t bow down to 
my greatness! 

PRUDENCE 
Oh, Herber t , Herbe r t , Herber t ! 

They embrace . 
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S C E N E F O U R 

Later tha t night. J i l l and Asena th ' s bedroom. 
They have the covers pu l l ed up to the i r chins. 
Marion is at the door. 

MARION 
Good night, girls. Do not let the bedbugs bite. 

J ILL 
Good night, mama. 

T h e r e is an odd scra tch ing noise f rom above. 
Through the window we can see a t en tac le f rom 
the Shoggoth on t he roof t app ing at the glass. 

JILL (cont'd) 
What 's tha t noise? 

MARION 
It is nothing, dea r . Pay no a t tent ion. 

ASENATH 
Tha t shoggoth's on the roof again. 

MARION 
It is j u s t the wind moving th rough some t r e e b ranches . 

ASENATH 
(pointing at the window) 

Look! T h e r e it is! 

Marion goes to the window and closes the cur-
tains. 

MARION 
There , it is gone. 

Still the scra tch ing noise. The tapping. 

JILL 
I can sti l l h e a r it. 

MARION 

Well, let it lul l you to s leep. Good night. 

J ILL Sweet dreams, mama. 
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MARION 
Girls, for me s l eep holds the shocking f ina l pe r i l which g ibbers unmen t ionab ly 
ou ts ide the o r d e r e d universe , w h e r e no d r e a m s reach. 

Marion exits. The girls c l imb out of bed , reveal-
ing tha t they ' re sti l l ful ly dressed . 

ASENATH 
All right, Jill , a r e you ready? 

JILL 

I don ' t know Asenath , now it doesn ' t s eem like such a good idea. 

ASENATH 

C'mon, we can sneak in and out in no t ime. Dad will never know the d i f fe rence! 

JILL 
But Asenath , some of the books in the l ib ra ry a r e dangerous . P a p a has w a r n e d 
us so many times! ASENATH 

Jil l , they ' re j u s t books. How dangerous could they be? 

JILL Oy. 

ASENATH 
Listen, P r u d e n c e has h e r mad scient is t . She met h im in the l i b r a r y I want an 
incubus of my own to t ake me in his hot, p o w e r f u l arms. 

JILL 
Well... 

ASENATH 
Come on. It will be fun. 

JILL 
Okay. 

ASENATH 

H e r e is the vaul t of the r a r e s t and most eso te r ic books in the l ibrary. 

JILL Oh Asenath , be carefu l . 

Asena th opens the cage door wi th the key. Lights 
up dim on bookshelves fu l l of c reepy volumes. 

The girls sneak to the f ron t door and t ake the 
l ibrary key the i r f a t h e r lef t when he en t e red . 
They sneak out of the house and pan tomime 
walking as the set changes to revea l t he 
Miskatonic L ibra ry R a r e Book Room. Beh ind t he 
counter , t h e r e is a cage the size of a j a i l cell 
f i l led with books. Very moody lighting. 
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ASENATH 
Look, Ji l l , h e r e they al l a re . The El tdown Shards . Cultes des Goules. L ibe r 
Ivonis. Unaus sp rech l i chen Kulten. All seven crypt ical books of H'san! 

JILL 
Wow, look at tha t one! 

Spotl ight up b r igh te r on THE NECRONOMICON. 
Musical chord. 

ASENATH 
The Necronomicon! 

JILL 
Oh, Asenath! 

Asena th r e a c h e s out to touch it. J i l l s tops her. 

JILL (cont'd) 
No! Not tha t one, Asena th . Any one bu t tha t one. The Necronomicon is not a 
toy. 

ASENATH 
Oh, al l right. 

(she takes a d i f f e ren t book) 
The L ibe r Ivonis. Also know as the Book of Eibon. Very old and powerfu l . Now 
I'm thankfu l tha t dad m a d e us take Lat in as our elective. 

JILL 
Amor vincit omnia et nos cedamus amori! 

Asena th checks the index at t he back of t he book. 

ASENATH 

Let 's see. Summoning, summoning.. . Ah, h e r e it is. Hmmm. No incubuses . 

JILL Oh, da rn . 

ASENATH 
Dimens iona l shambler . . . 

JILL 
Too rugose. 

ASENATH 
Hunt ing horror. . . 

JILL 
Mmmm, no arms. 

ASENATH 
Nightgaunt.. . 
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JILL 
They ' re good for a laugh bu t in the end they always d u m p you in the midd le of 
nowhere . I've hea rd . 

ASENATH 
Shoggoth... 

J ILL 
Ewww! 

ASENATH 
Byakhee... 

J ILL 
Byakhee? What 's he l ike? 

ASENATH 
(reads) 

"An in te r s t e l l a r race , tame, t r a ined , b l a h b l ah b lah , c apab l e of flying th rough 
the vacuum of space and carrying a r ider ." Cool! Light some cand le s and we' l l 
check h im out. 

J i l l and Asena th light cand les and quickly pre-
p a r e a magic circle. 

ASENATH (cont'd) 
Yesh sh i r u m a yalkey. 
Utuk xul ta a rda ta . 
Kakht ak t amen ias selah. 
Kakht ak t amen ias se lah. 

Music starts . 

ASENATH (cont'd) 
Ba ra na zu absu Byakhee. 
Byakhee byakhee tu a m a xul. 

(she begins to sing) 
[Byakhee Byakhee byakhee fly me through space 

Byakhee" ] Take me away, far from this place. 
Byakhee byakhee what can I do 
To go for a ride with you? 

JILL 
Byakhee byakhee now heed my call. 
I've done the spells. I've done them all. 
Out of tartarean darkness appear 
And fly me away from here. 

ASENATH 
The boys we meet are so dreary. 

JILL 
So boring, and we both want a thrill. 
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BOTH 
We're really terribly weary 
At least that's the theory, we're virgins still. 

As for real dating we're both quite repressed. 
Boys here in town 
don't pass the test. 
We want to go on a dangerous spree. 
Yes, we want to try byakhee. 

Music cont inues under . 

ASENATH 
(speaks) 

Jill , I had no idea you were so in t e res t ed in boys. 

JILL 
Well sure . I 'm about to g r adua t e high school. It 's 1926. I 'm a mode rn girl. But I 
don ' t want j u s t any boy. I 'm looking for someone specia l . 

ASENATH 
Sure. Aren ' t we all? 

JILL 
(sings) 

Sister, dear sister, 
The boy that I want to find 
Is wild, intense, 
He'll make me lose my mind! 
But still a nice man, a good man. Yes? Sure! 

I want a man who's thrilling, 
Who's deeper than the sea, 
Loyal and fulfilling, 
Who's thrilled with me! 

ASENATH 
Sister, dear sister, 
Your goals are a bit too high. 
Men, my dear, are monsters. 
But please don't ask me why. 
There is no nice man, no good man. It's true. 

So if I must have monsters, 
I'm damned if I'll despair. 
I'll summon up a real one, 
And go from there. 

JILL 
Wait, I hear a flapping sound. 

ASENATH 
Jill, there's something going on. 
Well now who would have guessed it: 
my little black book is The Book of Eibon! 
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A h ideous BYAKHEE descends to the s tage f rom 
above. 

ASENATH (cont'd) 
Byakhee byakhee I hear your wings. 

JILL 
I smell... a smell. 

ASENATH 
What are those things? 

BOTH 
Byakhee byakhee 
What have we done? 
This suddenly isn't fun. 

ASENATH 
I don't know how to describe you. 

JILL 

To see you is a mind-blowing thing. 

BOTH 
Not moles, crows, nor ants are quite like you, 
Nor partially decomposed human beings. 
Aaaaaah!! 
Byakhee byakhee now that you're here 
I've changed my mind, I'm filled with fear. 
People who go with you don't reappear. 
So leave me alone. 
I'll stay at home. 
I will forget we ever met. 
I must not and won't recall! 

They blow out t he candles . 

BLACKOUT. 
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S C E N E F I V E 

The graveyard. A ghoul sti l l sp ies on Car ter and 
Warren, who have f in i shed ch ipping at the tomb 
and a r e abou t to lift it. 

WARREN 
All right, Carter . Now heave wi th all your might. 

CARTER 
Warren, a r e you sure.... 

WARREN 
Yes, dammit , yes! 

CARTER 
OK. 

With grea t effor t , they remove the lid of the tomb. 
Musical chord. Vapors waft up f rom below. Car te r 
s teps back. 

CARTER (CONT'D) 
My god, the stench! 

WARREN 
Bracing, isn' t it? 

War ren r e a d i e s the t e l ephone equ ipment . Car te r 
a p p r o a c h e s the open tomb again. 

CARTER 
My god, a r e those s teps leading down? 

WARREN 
Yes. Buil t over two h u n d r e d years ago. 

CARTER 
What 's down t h e r e ? 

WARREN 
I can ' t te l l you. 

CARTER 
Why not? 

WARREN 
You couldn ' t h a n d l e it. 
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CARTER 
I th ink I could. Probably. 

WARREN 
No, not this. It 's too t e r r ib le . You've b e e n brave, bu t you ' re sti l l not ready. You 
must stay on the su r f ace whi le I face e ld r i t ch name les s ho r ro r s tha t defy 
descr ip t ion . 

CARTER 
But I can ' t stay up h e r e all alone! 

WARREN 
I'll keep you in formed of every move. That ' s wha t al l th is t e l e p h o n e gear is for. 
You won' t be alone, Carter . Af te r all, t h e r e a r e p robab ly ghouls al l over the 
place. 

CARTER 
That ' s not funny, Warren. 

WARREN 

All right, forget it. Let 's pack up and go. I 'm sorry I even brought you this far. 

CARTER 

No, no. I'll be all right. I'll s tay up here . I ' ll watch your back. 

WARREN Yes, tha t ' s it. I n e e d you on the sur face . Watching my back. 
CARTER 

Through the phone. 

War ren takes his t e l e p h o n e and a f lashl ight . He 
r e a d i e s himself to descend . 

WARREN 
All right, I 'm going down. 

CARTER 
Okay. 

WARREN 
I'll te l l you what I see. 

CARTER 
Right. 

WARREN 
You'll be he re , r ight? 

CARTER 
Yeah. 

WARREN 
Okay, I 'm going down. 
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CARTER 
Okay. Good luck. 

WARREN 
Okay, h e r e I go. 

CARTER 
Uh huh. 

WARREN 
Into the u n s p e a k a b l e abyss. 

CARTER 
To prove your theory. 

WARREN 
Yes. 

CARTER 

That you've b e e n working on for years . 

WARREN Exactly. 

CARTER 
The answers a r e down there . 

WARREN 
In the dark . And the s tench. 

CARTER 
It 's f i end i sh work. But you ' re the guy. 

WARREN 
Right. I 'm t he guy. Okay, h e r e I go. 

War ren doesn ' t move. Car te r s teps fo rward and 
pushes h im down the s tairs . 

CARTER 
Don't forget to call me. 

WARREN 
Aaaah! 
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S C E N E SIX 

The church of the Esoter ic Order of Dagon. The 
HEAD CULTIST r e a d s to himself f rom a scary 
looking book. Members of the congregat ion e n t e r 
and sit on benches . About half of them w e a r 
robes with cowls tha t cover the i r faces. OBED 
MARSH lights candles . En te r J i l l and Asenath , 
who sit. 

J ILL 

Asenath , we rea l ly shouldn ' t be doing this. 

ASENATH 
Don't be a fuddy-duddy. It ' ll b e fun. Bes ides have you seen the h e a d cul t is t? 
He 's dreamy. And what a body! 

JILL 
But Asenath , P a p a g rounded us for using the Book of E ibon to summon tha t 
Byakhee. If he f inds out we a t t e n d e d a cul t ceremony, I don ' t know what he ' l l 
do. You know how he fee l s about cultists. 

ASENATH 
Well, he won' t f ind out, will he? Besides, it 's not l ike we ' r e h e r e to worsh ip the 
powers of darkness . We ' re j u s t hoping to mee t guys. 

JILL 
But even if you mee t someone, wha t can you do wi th h im? 

ASENATH 
Watch and learn , l i t t le sister. 

J ILL 
(blushing) 

Oh, Asenath! You a r e wicked. I mean, sure , p r e m a r i t a l — you know — sounds 
promising, bu t I want something more. Someone mature . A family man, some-
one with rea l ly old f a sh ioned values. Someone with a d ream. Someone who... 

ASENATH 
Shhh, it 's s tar t ing. 

The Head Cultist s tands. 

HEAD CULTIST 
It is t ime, let us begin. 

(reading) 

That is not d e a d which can e t e rna l lie... 

ALL And in s t range aeons even dea th may die. 
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The Head Cultist doffs his robe, revea l ing his 
musc led body wear ing only a sparkly rh ines tone 
codpiece . Other cult is ts throw back the i r hoods, 
reveal ing the i r ho r r id f ish-l ike visages. As the 
H e a d Cultist sings, he cha ins a f ema le Vict im to 
his a l tar , and d i sembowels h e r with a huge dag-
ger. 

HEAD CULTIST 
["Shoggoth Prayer"] ( s i n g s t o t h e D e e p 0 n e s ) 

May Cthulhu come to collect you, 
May He bring you madness and pain. 
Rising from the sea, 
To drive humanity insane. 
May you be like Dagon and Hydra 
May you finally live 'neath the waves. 
Kill humanity 
And speed them to their charnel graves. 

ALL 
Come Cthulhu, 
And shorten their lives. 

DEEP ONE TENOR 
May Cthulhu fill our shoggoth prayer for you. 

ALL 
la Cthulhu, 
Wgah-nagl fhtagn. 

DEEP ONE TENOR 
May He send his horrible nightmares to you. 

HEAD CULTIST 
May Cthulhu waken from slumber, 
Bringing mankind horror and woe. 
Hear us Cthulhu! 
Accept our sacrifice. 
O hear our shoggoth prayer. 

ALL 
Great One! 
Die die die die die die die die die die die die...etc. 

The Deep Ones pe r fo rm a hor r id b l a sphemy of a 
dance . Af te r the d a n c e concludes , Cult ists and 
Deep Ones a l ike begin to shuf f le out of the 
church . 

HEAD CULTIST 
Thank you everyone, we' l l see you on Tuesday. R e m e m b e r to b r ing your i tems 
for the bake sale... 

ASENATH 
Oh Jill , j u s t look at him. What a hunk, what a voice. C'mon, le t ' s follow him 
down to the beach. 
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JILL 
I'll ca tch up with you. 

Marsh c leans up the mess m a d e by the h u m a n 
sacr i f ice . J i l l wa tches f rom b e h i n d a column. 

MARSH 
Thems is a goin' to swim out to sea. Them Deep Ones. Them's ' nea th the waves, 
not stuck shuff l ing a round Innsmouth ' s ro t ten wharves. Great Cthulhu, you 
dr ive many, many cult is ts crazy. I rea l ize a in ' t no shame to be a c razed blood-
thirs ty devil worsh ipper , bu t it 's no great honor, e i ther . So what would have 
been so t e r r i b l e if n I was one of them f ish things? 

He begins to sing. 
["If I Were a If I were a Deep One, 

Deep One"] Blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, 
blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub. 
All day long I'd swim beneath the sea. 
If I were a De-ep One. 
Terrify the tourists. 
Blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, 
blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub. 
If I were an icky icky fish, 
Scaly, slipp'ry frog-eyed kind of man. 

I'd make my lair a deep dark cave with some fungus, 
Right in the heart of Devil's Reef. 
A foul abode of pestilent coral walls. 
The ramulose and arabesque floriation 
Spiralling so far beyond belief 
With ichor seeping from my chamber halls. 

I'd fill the reef with wrecks and corpses and ships, 
And men for my friends to see and hear. 
Begging mercy as water fills their lungs. 
And each loud "ahhh" and "eek" and "help" and "God no" 
Would scare off the townfolk far and near, 
As if to say "There live the Deep Ones." 

If I were a Deep One, 
Blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, 
blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub. 
All day long I'd swim beneath the sea. 
If I were a Deep One. 
Drag away some tourists. 
Blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, 
blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub. 
If I were an icky icky fish, 
Scaly, slipp'ry frog-eyed kind of man. 
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I see my kin, the Marshes, hopping like some fish-frog things 
With their bulging milky eyes, 
Worshipping Dagon with the unholy rites. 
I see them putting on crowns and shuffling like a shoggoth 
Ahhh, what a hellish sight they are. 
Croaking at the sea both day and night. 

The most psychotic men in town would come a lookin' fer me! 
They would ask me to adjure them, 
Like the Mad Arab himself. 

"If'n you please, Old Man Marsh..." 
"Oh tell me Old Man Marsh..." 
Asking questions that would drive the mad insane! 
Blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub. 

And it won't make one bit of diff'rence 
if'n I answer right or wrong. 
When you 're deep, they think you really know! 

If I were fish, I'd have the gills that I lack 
To swim down below to deep R'lyeh. 
And maybe have a seat on Cthulhu's tomb. 
And I'd discuss the R'lyeh Text with some Deep One friends 
Countless hours every day 
Fixin' fer the humans' final doom. 

If I were a Deep One, 
Blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, 
blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub. 
All day long I'd swim beneath the sea 
If I were a Deep One. 
Get to eat the tourists, 
Blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, 
blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub, blub. 
Cthulhu you make the people run, 
You saw fit that flippers have I none. 
Don't you reckon that I'd get more done, 
If I were a Deep One? 

Old Man Marsh spots Jil l . 

MARSH (cont'd) 
What a r e ye lookin' at, girly? Eh? 

JILL 

Tha t was. . .wonderful . 

MARSH 'Twere? 

JILL 

Oh yes. Somet imes I d r e a m about in te rmingl ing with the Deep Ones. 

MARSH Ye do? 
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JILL 

Well, somet imes. I 'm Jil l , J i l l Armitage. 

MARSH 
Obed Marsh. But you can call me Old Man Marsh. Ye shur a r e purty. Nice 
b r o a d hips fe r b reed in ' . 

JILL 
Um, thanks. 

MARSH 
Don't hold much with cour t in ' myself. What say ye fo l le r me down to my shack 
by the whar f? 

JILL 
Oh tha t would be lovely, bu t I'm not s u r e we ' r e wel l a cqua in t ed enough for me 
to visit wi thout a chape rone . I rea l ly should go now. My s is ter ' s wai t ing for me. 

MARSH 
But.... 

JILL 
See you around, Mr. Marsh. 

She leaves. 
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S C E N E S E V E N 

Miskatonic library, a few days later . Armi tage 
s t ands at the r a r e book c i rcula t ion desk. 
WILBUR WHATELY enters , with books. He is 
ex t remely ugly and very very tall . 

WHATELY 

I have come to r e t u r n these books, Professor Armitage. 

ARMITAGE 
Ah, Wilbur. I am glad tha t you a r e he re . I have someth ing I wish to d iscuss with 
you. 

WHATELY 
If you a r e conce rned abou t the ove rdue copy of the Pnakot ic Manuscr ipt , I 
a s su re you I will r e t u r n it next week. 

ARMITAGE 
You have b e e n saying that ever s ince the solstice, Wilbur. But tha t is not it. You 
know I have a daughter , P r u d e n c e ? 

WHATELY 
Yes, I have seen h e r h e r e before . 

ARMITAGE 
She is an educa t ed girl, Wilbur, with many f ine qual i t ies . P e r h a p s you would 
l ike to ask h e r for a da te? 

WHATELY 
A da te? 

ARMITAGE 
You know, show h e r a good t ime. 

WHATELY 

Ah, yes. I could show h e r many in te res t ing t imes indeed.. . . 

ARMITAGE 
Excel lent . You should call on us this weekend for lunch, and we will a r r ange 
an in t roduct ion. 

WHATELY 
That is accep tab le . 

Music begins. 
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ARMITAGE 
Wonderful . 

["Arkham, (he begins to sing) 
Dunwich" She is our daughter and we love her. 
repr ise] 

WHATELY 
I do not sing. 

Music comes to a gr inding halt . 

ARMITAGE 

Ah, no, of course not. Well, tha t is f ine. My wife and I will expect you. 

WHATELY Good day. 

Wilbur exits. Armi tage checks in the l ibrary 
books. En te r P r u d e n c e and H e r b e r t West, holding 
hands . 

ARMITAGE 
Prudence . You j u s t missed Mr. Whately. What a shame. I had hoped to intro-
duce you. 

PRUDENCE 

Papa , this is H e r b e r t West. We have something to te l l you. 

ARMITAGE 
H e r b e r t West? Yes, I have h e a r d of you. Doctor Halsey says you a r e a danger-
ous maniac . 

WEST 
I th ink you'l l f ind Doctor Halsey is singing a d i f f e r en t t u n e these days. 

ARMITAGE 
But wha t is it you wan ted to tel l me? 

PRUDENCE 

H e r b e r t isn' t a dange rous maniac , Papa . He 's a genius. And we a r e in love! 

ARMITAGE What? 

WEST 
Professor Armitage, I would like your consent to mar ry your daughter . 

ARMITAGE 
This comes as qu i t e a shock. 

» 

WEST 
P r u d e n c e is my idea l subj... companion for the grea t work I have yet to do. 

ARMITAGE 
Your great work? What is tha t? 
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WEST 
Let me show you. 

They pan tomime walking as the l ib ra ry set 
changes to Herbe r t ' s secre t laboratory. T h e r e a r e 
severa l gurneys with CORPSES on them and lots 
of e l abo ra t e machinery . 

ARMITAGE 
Where a r e we? 

WEST 
This is my c l andes t ine laboratory, which I bui l t with my own h a n d s a f t e r 
Doctor Halsey f o r b a d e me to use the univers i ty 's meager faci l i t ies . 

PRUDENCE 
Isn't it wonder fu l , P a p a ? 

Music starts . 

ARMITAGE 
Good heavens , a r e t hese h u m a n cadavers? 

WEST 
Indeed they are . 

ARMITAGE 
What on e a r t h do you p l an to do with them? 

WEST 
(sings) 

["To Life"] To life, to life, I'll bring them! 
I'll bring all these dead men to life! 

PRUDENCE 
He's learned a way for surviving them. 

WEST 
Really reviving them. 

PRUDENCE 
He can do it! 

To life, to life, he brings them. 

WEST 
I really do bring them to life. 
I have a genius with chemicals. 

PRUDENCE 
Also polemicals. 

WEST 
Yes, it's true there's been strife. 
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ARMITAGE 
This is really the most shocking 
thing I've ever heard, and I have heard a few. 

PRUDENCE 
Oh it's really not so shocking. 
If you were a dead man you might like it too. 

WEST 
To life, to life, I'll bring them! 
With one small injection, 
like this. 

PRUDENCE 
Think of it, Papa, we'll never die. 
Live for forever! 

ARMITAGE 
My! 

WEST 

'Cause I bring them to life! 

Music con t inues u n d e r n e a t h . 

ARMITAGE (speaks) 
Well, I must say, th is is amazing. 

West holds up a syringe of glowing g reen f luid. 

WEST 
I began expe r imen t ing on smal l an imals of var ious kinds, and p e r f e c t e d a solu-
t ion which r e a n i m a t e s d e a d t issue. 

PRUDENCE 
See, P a p a ? 

She revea ls severa l mons t rous h ideous ly 
d e f o r m e d c r e a t u r e s wr i th ing on a table . 

ARMITAGE 
Yes. 

WEST 
When I was su re my solut ion worked, I began to tes t it on h u m a n subjec ts . 

PRUDENCE 
Here, Papa . 

P r u d e n c e revea l s a d i sembod ied h u m a n h a n d 
which walks a round on its f inger t ips . Also disat-
t ached eyebal l s which look a r o u n d and bl ink. 

ARMITAGE 
That is fascinat ing. 
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WEST 
And in the end, I was even ab l e to convince Doctor Halsey tha t my me thods 
were sound. 

With a p roud smile, P r u d e n c e revea ls Doctor 
Halsey, now a ter r i fy ing zombie with a gaping 
bu l l e t wound in his fo rehead . As the music swells 
again, he sings horribly... . 

HALSEY 
(sings) 

To life, to life, he brings them! 

WEST 
I brought Doctor Halsey to life. 
Of course I first had to kill the man 
With some ingenious plan. 

PRUDENCE 
He just shot him! 

WEST 
Okay, it's true, I shot him. 
I shot him, but brought him to life! 
He has no reason to want to live, 
I do: she's yours to give. 
Prudence here as my wife! 

PRUDENCE 
Oh Papa dear I want to marry Herbert, 
Since he has a power 
Once reserved for God. 

ARMITAGE 
I never could say no to you my darling, 
Even though young West should 
face a firing squad! 

ALL THREE 
To life, to life, we'll bring it! 

PRUDENCE 
A marriage 

WEST 
For better 

ARMITAGE 
Or worse. 

ALL THREE 
And if that life has no quality, 
Still there's the quantity. 
We will bring it to life! 
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HALSEY 
Die die die die die die die die die die die die die.... 

Prudence , Armitage and Zombie Halsey con t inue 
singing and dancing a round , whi le West in jec t s 
all the corpses on the gurneys with the glowing 
f luid. One by one they come to l i fe and become 
zombies, s taggering a round the stage with we i rd 
fan tas t ic danc ing and singing. The o thers s top to 
watch. 

HALSEY (cont'd) 
Wa ga naghl f'thagn 
Death is sweet to some f'thagn 
Dance and know that even death can wither and die. 

Wa ga naghl f'thagn 
Death will surely come f'thagn 
Dance and know that even death can wither and die. 

HALSEY & ZOMBIES 
Even life eternal is not time enough to see 
All the folly and despair of poor humanity. 

Wa ga naghl f'thagn 
Death is sweet to some f'thagn 
Dance and know that even death can wither and die. 
Hey! 

The Zombies do a d a n s e macabre , and the living 
peop le j o i n in. All d a n c e to a wi ld conclusion. 

ALL 
To life! 

BLACK O U T 

END ACT ONE. 
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S C E N E O N E 

The old graveyard. The open tomb. Crickets. 

Offstage, Car te r screaming. It gets louder. 
Suddenly he ru shes across t he stage, chased by a 
ghoul. 

CARTER 
Aaaaaahh! Leave me alone!! 

They exit the o ther side. 
Si lence. The cr ickets resume. 

The offstage screaming. Then, way upstage , the 
ghoul chases Car te r across again. 

CARTER (cont'd) 
Knock it off! I 'm not kidding! 

They ' re gone. Si lence. Again the crickets . 

Th i rd t ime. Downstage. The screaming. Car te r 
en t e r s running. He t r ips and fal ls down. The 
ghoul is r ight beh ind . He lunges, f l ies over 
Carter , hi ts the ground, rol ls and comes up on his 
feet . 

CARTER (cont'd) 
All right, tha t ' s enough. Let 's go. 

Car te r picks up a shovel. As t he fight s tar ts , t he 
t e l ephone rings. Car te r answers and ca r r i e s on 
the conversa t ion whi le f ight ing the ghoul. 

CARTER (cont'd) 
Hel lo? Warren, is tha t you? 

Lights up on Warren , in a crypt. He has his end of 
the phone . Lights f ade on Car te r and t he ghoul. 

WARREN 
My god, if you could see what I am seeing. 

CARTER 
Warren, wha t is it? 
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WARREN 
Carter , it's t e r r ib le ! It's... a total bust . There ' s nothing h e r e bu t some old bot t les 
and c igare t te butts . 

CARTER 

Oh, I 'm sorry to h e a r it. Ouch. I guess tha t ' s not what you were expect ing. 

WARREN 
Wait! I see an inscr ip t ion cut into the living rock of the tomb itself. 

(Reads.) 
"Asenath was here". . . Damn! 

CARTER 
Uh huh. Oooof! That ' s OWWW! Sorry. 

WARREN 
Carter , what ' s going on up the re? 

CARTER 
Ummm, well, AAAAH. Quit it! 

WARREN 
Car ter? Car te r? 

CARTER 
Curse this he l l i sh thing! My god! 

War ren s ta r t s to r u n back toward the sur face . 

WARREN 
Brace up, Carter! I 'm on my way! 

CARTER 
Yeah, about d a m n t ime! 

Lights c ross fade as W a r r e n emerges f rom the 
tomb to see Car te r at the mercy of the ghoul. 

WARREN 
Carter! 

Car te r swings his shovel acc identa l ly clocking 
Warren in the head . W a r r e n t umble s back into 
the tomb. Car te r p re s ses on un t i l t he ghoul is 
de f ea t ed and s camper s off. W a r r e n again emerges 
f rom the tomb b leed ing f rom the head . 

WARREN (cont'd) 
Ow. 

CARTER 
(mocking) 

"Probably ghouls all over the place." Yeah, no kidding! 

WARREN 
Well, um... Are you al l r ight? 
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CARTER 
No thanks to you. Leave me a lone in ghoul cen t r a l whi le you go down to look at 
some t eenage hangout . 

WARREN 
Sorry about that . 

CARTER 
Could have b e e n kil led. 

WARREN 
Sorry. 

CARTER 
Jerk . 

WARREN 
I thought t he re would be f o r b i d d e n sec re t s down there . It 's th i s accu r sed book. 
It 's actual ly very ha rd to read . 

CARTER 
Yeah yeah yeah. 

WARREN 
Well it is. 

CARTER 
Whatever . Come on, let 's go. 
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S C E N E TWO 

Arkham street . Armitage walks home alone. 

ARMITAGE 
Well, H e r b e r t West is ce r ta in ly an odd fellow, bu t it is c l ea r my daugh te r loves 
him. And he does have a ce r t a in compel l ing power. A l i t t le misguided maybe, 
bu t at least he is not a cultist . The ma in thing is for P r u d e n c e to be happy. But 
wha t will I say to Mar ion? She has h e r h e a r t set on Wilbur Whately! Somehow I 
doubt she will be as impres sed by the zombies as I was. I must convince h e r 
Dr. West is the right man. 

En te r two ghouls. 

ARMITAGE (cont'd) 
Aaaah! Begone, foul appar i t ions! 

The ghouls at tack Armitage. En te r Car te r and 
Warren, sti l l with the shovels, f lashl ights , etc. 

WARREN 
Carter , ghouls a r e a t tacking tha t d igni f ied old gent leman! 

CARTER 
Geez, not more! 

Warren and Car te r f ight off the ghouls with t he i r 
shovels. They run off wh imper ing into t he night. 

ARMITAGE 
Thank you very much, Mr. Carter . S t ree ts a r e hard ly sa fe at night anymore . 

Car te r acc identa l ly c r eams W a r r e n again in the 
h e a d with his shovel. W a r r e n lets out a blood-cur-
dl ing yowl. 

CARTER 
This f r eak in ' town is crawl ing wi th ghouls! Something bad is coming. I can fee l 
it. I 'm going to have n igh tmares for weeks a f t e r tonight. 

ARMITAGE 
Nightmares? Say, Marion always wants to h e a r about a n igh tmare . That ' s it! 
Thanks again for your help . 

Armitage exits. 

CARTER 
Whatever. 
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WARREN 
Oh, my head . Come on, Carter . Let 's go. Where did you pu t the car? 

CARTER 
It was right here , on Aylesbury. 

WARREN 
I thought it was on Gainsville. 

CARTER 
Was it? I can never remember . 

They look a round , s tumped. As the lights f ade to 
black, Car te r and War ren t u rn on the i r f lashl ights 
and exit. 
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S C E N E T H R E E 

The Armitages ' bedroom. Complete darkness . 
Armi tage cr ies out. 

ARMITAGE 
Ah! Lavinia Whately! The old witch! 

MARION 
What? What is it? 

ARMITAGE 
No! Stop! Help! 

MARION 
Henry, wake up! 

Marion tu rns on the beds ide lamp, revea l ing 
Armi tage th rash ing in bed . 

ARMITAGE 
Get away f rom me! 

MARION 
(shaking him) 

Henry! What is the mat te r with you? You a r e having ano the r b a d d ream. 

ARMITAGE 
(opening his eyes, f r ightened) 

Where is she? Where is she? 

MARION 
Who? What a r e you ta lking about? 

ARMITAGE 
Vinny Whately. Wilbur ' s s t range a lb ino mother , Lavinia Whately. She was 
s tanding h e r e a moment ago. 

MARION 

• Henry, do not be r idiculous. Vinny Whately d ied last year. 

ARMITAGE 
To be fair , Marion, no one knows tha t for sure . It is t rue she has not b e e n s e e n 
s ince tha t night the whippoorwi l l s c ame down on Sen t ine l Hill, bu t t h e r e never 
was a f u n e r a l for her. 
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MARION 
Henry Armitage! I do not want you paying h e e d to those Dunwich rumors . 
"Lavinia is still alive." "Wilbur 's b ro the r is a foul mu tan t they keep locked in 
the attic." "The f a the r of the Whately boys is the unholy god of madness , Yog 
Sothoth." Trust me, Henry, Vinny Whately is dead . You had a n o t h e r of your typ-
ical n ightmares . Tel l me what you d reamt . 

ARMITAGE 
It was t e r r ib le . 

MARION 
Tell me. 

ARMITAGE 
Okay, bu t do not say I d id not w a r n you. 

MARION 
As if a n igh tmare of yours could sca re me a f t e r the things I have seen in th is 
town! 

ARMITAGE 
All right, th is was my d ream. In the beginning, I was walking th rough an old 
graveyard n e a r Big Cypress Swamp. It was a ce l eb ra t ion of some kind. 
Everyone we knew was there , and Pau l Whi teman and his orches t ra . 

As he speaks, MEN, WOMEN, and THE PAUL 
WHITEMAN ORCHESTRA e n t e r the bedroom. 
Henry, wear ing his pa j amas , gets out of bed and 
j o i n s them. 

ARMITAGE (cont'd) 
In the midd le of the graveyard, in walks your g r a n d m o t h e r P rudence , may she 
rest in peace . 

MARION 

Grandma Prudence !? How did she look? 

ARMITAGE Well, we have seen worse. Natural ly , I wen t up to gree t her . She said to me... 

GRANDMA PRUDENCE enters , e scor ted by a 
GHOUL. 

GRANDMA PRUDENCE 
(sings) 

["The Nightmare"] You thought that I was dead. 

GHOUL 
Knock it o f f , knock it o f f . 

GRANDMA PRUDENCE 
But you were quite misled. 

GHOUL 
Nothing more than a cough. 
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GRANDMA PRUDENCE 
I've had a lovely rest 
Since I met Herbert West 
The great reanimator. 

MARION 
H e r b e r t West? 

GRANDMA PRUDENCE 
He's really very bright. 

GHOUL 
He's a prof! He's a prof! 

GRANDMA PRUDENCE 
If you don't mind a fright. 

GHOUL 
Nerves will be badly o f f . 

GRANDMA PRUDENCE 
For Pru it would be best 
To marry Herbert West 
The great reanimator. 

MARION 
Marry H e r b e r t West?! She must have h e a r d wrong. She m e a n t Wilbur Whately. 

ARMITAGE 
You must have heard wrong, Grandma, 
It's not Herbert, 
It's Wilbur Whately, Grandma, 
That dear Pru is gonna wed. 

GRANDMA PRUDENCE 
No!!!! 
It must be Herbert, Henry, 
My great grandchild, 
My little Prudence, who you named for me, 
Herbert's wife was meant to be. 
She'll never have to die. 

CHORUS 
Walk it o f f , walk it o f f . 

GRANDMA PRUDENCE 
Or even say good-bye. 

CHORUS 
That's a thing not to scoff. 

GRANDMA PRUDENCE 
I'm really quite impressed 
with darling Herbert West, 
The great reanimator. 
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MARION 
But we a l r eady took out an ad in the social register . We a l r eady ag reed to have 
lunch with Wilbur! 

ARMITAGE 
But we announced it, Grandma, 
in the papers. 
And Wilbur Whately, Grandma, 
we were gonna meet for lunch. 

GRANDMA PRUDENCE 
No!!!! 
So you announced it, Henry, 
That's your problem. 
As for that Whately kid I say to you, 
Henry, that's your problem too. 

CHORUS 
You thought that she was dead, 
Knock it o f f , knock it off 
That's not what Herbert said! 
Walk it o f f , walk it o f f . 
With just a small syringe, 
And research on the fringe, 
He's a reanimator! 

ARMITAGE 
But what about Wi lbur? 

CHORUS 
A great reanimator! 

ARMITAGE 
I never l iked h im anyway. 

A great reanima... 

CHORUS 
Shhhh! Shhh! 
Look, who is this? 
Who is this? Who comes here? 
Who who who who? 
What woman is this, all furtive and misshapen? 

GHOUL 
Could it be? 

FIRST GUEST 
Sure. 

SECOND GUEST 
Smells like fish. 

PAUL WHITEMAN 
I'll say! 
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GHOUL 
Who could be mistaken? 

CHORUS 
It's the wizard's girl come from beyond the grave. 
It's the wizard's strange creepy albino girl. 
Vinny Whately! Vinny Whately! Vinny Whately.... 

The ghost of LAVINIA WHATELY r ises up f rom a 
grave. 

LAVINIA 
Armitage! Armitage! Armitage! 
What is this about your daughter marrying my Wilbur? 

CHORUS 
Her sweet Wilbur! 

LAVINIA 
Don't you know she's destined for his fearsome older brother? 

CHORUS 
Older brother! 

LAVINIA 
If you think your stupid daughter Prudence will escape me, 

CHORUS 
Will escape her! 

LAVINIA 
Then you're also very stupid and you will be sorry. 

CHORUS 
Very sorry! 

LAVINIA 
Plans! For her we have big plans! 
They plan to take your daughter in their arms, 
Their many mouths, their tentacles, 
To feed their twisted lust! 

CHORUS 
Her sons plan to take your daughter 
Into their arms! 

LAVINIA 
Tentacles! 

CHORUS 
Mouths! 

LAVINIA 
Tentacles! 
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CHORUS 
Lust! 

LAVINIA 
Tentacles! 

CHORUS 
Tentacles! 

LAVINIA 
Tentacles! 

CHORUS 
Yes!!! 

LAVINIA 
Armitage! 

CHORUS 
Armitage! 

Stage business : Armitage t r i es to e scape f rom Lavinia . 

LAVINIA 
Prudence has to marry Wilbur for his older brother. 

CHORUS 
He's a monster! 

LAVINIA 
Then my boys will have your daughter in their evil clutches. 

CHORUS 
Evil clutches! 

LAVINIA 
They'll consume her soul and feast upon her naked body. 

CHORUS 
Naked body! 

LAVINIA 
Then up on the hill the boys will call upon their father. 

CHORUS 
Yes, their father! 
Shhhhh! 

Lights change, very d rama t i c and ominous. 
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LAVINIA 
When Prudence marries my sweet son, 
The horror will start. 
She'll live about three weeks, 
'Cause when three weeks are up, 
He'll take her straight upstairs, 
The tentacles will uncurl, and... 
This they'll give your Prudence 
That they'll give your Prudence 
This they'll give your Prudence 
That's what will happen when she marries my sweet Wilbur! 

The Chorus sc reams and runs. Lavinia chokes 
Armitage and then leaves. Armi tage c l imbs back 
into b e d with Marion. 

MARION 
Merci ful heavens! What an awfu l d ream. We should have known t h e r e was 
something wrong with Wilbur. He comes f rom the more d e c a d e n t s ide of the 
Whately family. 

ARMITAGE 

Yes, tha t and the s t range lumps u n d e r his clothing. 

MARION 
Well, o rd inar i ly I pu t no stock in d reams , bu t if my g r a n d m o t h e r P r u d e n c e 
came al l the way back f rom the d e a d to te l l us to avoid Wilbur Whately, t hen I 
th ink we ought to pay a t tent ion . 

ARMITAGE 
Me too. 

MARION 
(sings) 

If Grandma Prudence said knock it o f f , knock it o f f , 
It's Herbert Pru will wed, he's a prof, he's a prof. 
She'll never have to die, 
Or even say good-bye, 
With her reanimator. 

ARMITAGE 
To Wilbur I'm averse. 

MARION 
Always thought he was o f f . 

ARMITAGE 
His brother's even worse. 

MARION 
And their father's no scoff. 

ARMITAGE 
Our worries are addressed, 
She'll marry Herbert West, 
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MARION 
The great reanimator. 

BOTH 
The great reanimator. 
The great reanimator. 
The great reanimator. 

Marion goes back to s leep. 

ARMITAGE 
Whew! 
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S C E N E F O U R 

Marsh 's shack. Dim. The smel l of rot t ing fish. A 
foghorn wai ls and gulls screech . En te r Jill , 
e scor ted by Marsh. 

MARSH 
H e r e ye be, girly. Be watchin ' yer step. 

Marsh lights a l an te rn , reveal ing a den of foul-
ness and iniquity. Crudely d rawn p ic tu res of 
Deep Ones deco ra t e the walls. 

J ILL 
Oh my, it's so... cozy. 

MARSH 
It keeps t he sun out. 

An awkward pause . 

MARSH (cont'd) 
Well, suppose ye ' l l be want in ' to git it over with. Ye kin s c r eam if n ye want to. 
Ain ' t no one to h e a r ye. 

JILL 
I'm in no rush. 

MARSH 
What? 

JILL 

Couldn ' t we j u s t ta lk for a whi le? 

MARSH What? 

J i l l pushes a s ide some d e a d f i sh and f inds a 
we i rd gold b race le t . 

J ILL 

What 's th is? It 's beau t i fu l . 

MARSH That ' s f rom the Deep Ones. Me Pappy give it me. 

JILL 
Oh. That ' s sweet. 

(she poin ts to t he pictures) 
Is tha t your family? 
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MARSH 
Aye. I 'll be a- joinin ' 'em one o' these days. 

JILL 
That ' s nice. 

MARSH 
Or they' l l kill me. 

JILL 
Gosh, my family would never do anything like tha t for me. 

Marsh begins a l echerous advance. 

JILL (cont'd) 
Why, Old Man Marsh, wha t a r e you doing? 

MARSH 
Ain' t ye a f r a id o' me, girly? 

JILL 
Jill . My name is Jil l . 

MARSH 
Jill . Ji l l . Ye know how the Deep Ones 'ud say tha t? 

She shakes h e r head . He makes a h o r r i b l e croak-
ing be lch noise. 

JILL 
That ' s my n a m e ? 

MARSH 
Yep. It be . 

JILL 
Let me try. 

She does a ho r r ib l e croak-belch. He giggles 
obscenely. She giggles sweetly. 

MARSH 
That w e r e mighty f ine. 

JILL 
'Twere? 

They s t a re into each o ther ' s eyes and c lasp 
hands . He croaks again. T h e n she croaks. As they 
croak back and for th at e ach other , Marsh extin-
guishes t he lan te rn . 
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S C E N E F I V E 

At the beach , the Head Cultist s t ands b e f o r e 
the sea, de l ibe ra t e ly tossing in pebbles . 
Asena th enters . 

ASENATH 
Hi, I 'm Asenath . Mind if I j o i n in? 

HEAD CULTIST 
Our cult? 

ASENATH 
No, I j u s t mean t the rock skipping. 

HEAD CULTIST 
Actually, I 'm throwing in these p e b b l e s to summon some more Deep Ones f rom 
Devil 's Reef. 

ASENATH 
Oh. Well tha t ' s OK too. 

She too s ta r t s tossing pebb les . 

HEAD CULTIST 
I saw you at our occult r i tua l the o ther day. 

ASENATH 
You did? 

HEAD CULTIST 
Well it 's not every day I see a girl l ike you every day down at the Esoter ic 
Order of Dagon Hall . I mean, most of the girls a round h e r e have tha t 
Innsmouth look. But you, you're.. . 

ASENATH 
Go on. 

HEAD CULTIST 
Shucks, I d u n n o know. I mean, have you ever looked at someone and rea l ized 
in an ins tan t you feel... 

ASENATH 
Sanity f lee ing your skul l? 

HEAD CULTIST 
Uh, no. 
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ASENATH 

A sense of lost t ime and vague recol lec t ions of cyclopean a r ch i t ec tu re? 

HEAD CULTIST Urn... 

ASENATH 
That you ' re living on a p lac id i s land of ignorance amids t the b lack seas of 
infinity f rom which it was not m e a n t we should voyage fa r? 

HEAD CULTIST 
Asenath, I'm trying to tel l you something. 

ASENATH 
Could you sing it? I can ' t get enough of the sound of your voice. 

HEAD CULTIST 
(sings) 

Victim of victims, Asenath, oh Asenath, 
I saw you sitting in that pew, 
Looked in your eyes and Asenath, oh Asenath, 
Loved you more than Cthulhu. 

Victim of victims, Asenath, oh Asenath, 
I knew that you would fit the bill, 
But since Cthulhu must come back and attack 
I love one whom I must kill. 

When Deep Ones die for Great Dagon, 
That is a sacrifice. 
When Whately reads the Necronomicon, 
That is for sacrifice too. 

But of all my sacrifices large and small 
The most nihilistic one of all 
Is when I fin 'ly thrust the knife inside 
It will be inside my bride. 

ASENATH 
Cultist of cultists, paradise oh paradise, 
You look at me and raise your knife, 
Cut off my clothes and paradise oh paradise 
You take me to be your wife. 

When you rip off that codpiece, yes! 
I'll be your sacrifice. 
When I, in my passion, finally get undressed, 
'Twill be my sacrifice, ooh. 

BOTH 
But of all our sacrifices small and great 
The one that will fin'ly seal our fate 
Is the one that blasts our sanity -
I want you to marry me. 

They make out ferociously and begin to d is robe . 

["Victim of 
Victims"] 
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HEAD CULTIST 
Wait. No, stop. 

ASENATH 
What is it? 

HEAD CULTIST 
Don't you think we should ask your Papa ' s pe rmiss ion and get m a r r i e d f i rs t? 

ASENATH 
Tomorrow. We'll ask him tomorrow. 

They r e s u m e the consummat ion of the i r pass ion 
as the l ights f ade out. 
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S C E N E SIX 

In the Miskatonic Library, J i l l and Old Man 
Marsh a p p r o a c h Armitage. 

JILL 
Hello, papa . 

MARSH 
P e r f e s s e r Armitage. 

ARMITAGE 
Why hello, Ji l l . And Mister Marsh. We don ' t o f ten see you Innsmouth folk h e r e 
in the l ibrary. 

MARSH 
Never d id hold much stock in books. Damned things fal l a p a r t when they get 
wet. 

JILL 

Papa , Obed has a ques t ion for you. 

ARMITAGE Oh yes? 

MARSH 

I were wonder in ' if n ye have any books on squid. 

JILL 
Obed! What Obed m e a n s to say Papa , is tha t we a r e in love and want to get 
mar r i ed . 

MARSH 
Reckon ye can ab ide tha t? 

JILL 
P a p a ? 

ARMITAGE 
Well, it is a bi t of a shock. 

JILL 
We're in love, a r en ' t we Obed? 

MARSH 
Aye, we be. 
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ARMITAGE 
Jill , you a r e my youngest daughte r . Old Man Marsh h e r e is a dec rep i t degener -
a te oc togenar ian . No offense . 

MARSH 
None taken. 

ARMITAGE 
Not only that honey, he has got the Innsmouth look. Why if one were to put any 
stock in the old folklore of the region, you would know tha t it is a well-estab-
l ished rumor tha t Marsh and his kinfolk have b e e n i n t e rb r eed ing with ho r r id 
f ish frog mons te rs for cen tur ies . 

JILL 
I know Papa . I know all about the Deep Ones. Af t e r the wedding, we p l an to 
move to the i r sunken city of Y 'ha-nth le i and so I can i n t e r b r e e d wi th them and 
spawn foul progeny too. 

ARMITAGE 
Oh. According to the copy of the P o n a p e Sc r ip tu re I keep u n d e r lock and key, 
Y 'ha-nth le i is mighty fa r f rom Arkham. Will you come home for Chr is tmas? 

MARSH 
Don't reckon. 

ARMITAGE 
(aside) 

This p lan is madness . How can I acqu iesce to such pervers ion? 

JILL (sings) 
How can I hope to make you see my way 
Hear me, Dad, I've gone mad 
Why I must travel to Y'ha-nthlei 
Very far from the home I love. 

Once I was happily content to stay 
Here in town on dry ground 
Far from the monsters who would come to prey; 
Prey on the home I love. 

Who could see that Old Marsh would come 
Who would add foul shapes to my dreams? 
Lovestruck now I stand with him, 
Watching wholesome dreams go dim. 

Oh, what a psychopathic choice I make, 
Swimming far, growing gills, 
Breeding with Deep Ones just for Obed's sake 
Very far from home I love. 

I just decided on this yesterday, 
I will stay, far away, 
Who could imagine such a horrid thing 
Very far from the home I love, 
Yet with Old Man Marsh I'm home. 

["Very F a r 
F rom the 
Home I 
Love"] 
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ARMITAGE 
No. I cannot and must not pe rmi t this. 

J ILL 
Papa , we ' r e not rea l ly asking for your permiss ion . But we would like to go with 
your blessing. 

ARMITAGE 
(aside) 

My bless ing? Bless the un ion of my youngest wi th an anc ien t ma lodorous bat ra-
ch ian? Unth inkab le ! Swimming off to j o i n an u n d e r s e a colony of Deep Ones? 
You know what it is? It is those ten tac les I told you about . Tentac les! But look 
at them. She loves him. Ah well. 

(to them) 
You have my bless ing to marry. 

JILL 
Oh, Papa , t hank you! 

MARSH 
Thankin ' ye, Papa . 

ARMITAGE 
Professor Armi tage to you. 

JILL 
C'mon, Obed, let 's go pack. 

They leave. 

ARMITAGE 
What e lse could I do? One wants a mad scient is t , t he o the r wants an old m a n 
who smel ls l ike cod. What next? 

Asena th e n t e r s a rm in a rm with t he H e a d Cultist. 

ASENATH 
Papa , t he H e a d Cultist f rom the Esoter ic Orde r of Dagon Hal l and I a r e going 
to get mar r i ed . 

ARMITAGE 
A cult is t? Mar ry a cul t is t? Asenath , do you rea l ize what tha t m a n is? 

ASENATH 
He has a name, Papa . 

ARMITAGE 
All t hese cul t is t types have names . He j u s t wants you for your b o d y 

ASENATH 
And I want h im for his. It 's incred ib le . 
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ARMITAGE 
No, I m e a n rea l ly for your body. These cultists, they t r ea t you l ike a q u e e n one 
day and t he next th ing you know you a r e on the i r a l tar , h a n d s and fee t bound, a 
sacr i f ic ia l dagger s tuck in your hear t , b lood cascading onto the f loor and your 
en t ra i l s s t rewn al l a r o u n d the room as a de t e s t ab l e of fer ing to some gro tesque 
and noisome Great Old One! 

ASENATH 
But P a p a — 

ARMITAGE 
No, Asenath! No! Never talk of th is again! Never speak his n a m e to me again! 
Never! Do you u n d e r s t a n d ? 

ASENATH 
Papa, I beg you to accept us. 

ARMITAGE 
(aside) 

Accept t hem? How can I accept a cul t is t? Can I deny my c r u s a d e against the 
r e t u r n of t he Great Old Ones? On the o ther hand , can I deny my daugh te r? On 
the o ther hand , can I exped i t e the des t ruc t ion of mank ind? On the o ther hand.. . 
the o the r h a n d is a tentacle! 

(to them) 
No, Asenath , no, no, no! 

The r e s iden t s of Arkham a p p e a r b e h i n d a t rans-
p a r e n t cu r t a in as Asena th and h e r Cultist s l ink 
off. 

TOWNSPEOPLE 
(sing) 

Tentacles. Tentacles. Tentacles. 
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S C E N E S E V E N 

Outside t he l ibrary. P r u d e n c e and H e r b e r t ' s wed-
ding is underway. The vi l lagers in a t t endance . 
E n t e r Car te r and Warren . 

WARREN 
I'm tel l ing you, Carter . We were in the wrong graveyard. If we j u s t dig right 
through.... 

CARTER 
Warren, let the he l l i sh legions have the day off for once. It s eems l ike a nice 
wedding of some kind. A nice bu f fe t tab le . Why don ' t we try to r e l ax and en joy 
the par ty? 

Car te r goes to the buf fe t t ab le and gets a dr ink. 

WARREN 
(apprecia t ing the buffet) 

It 's f i end i sh work, bu t it has to be done. 

He drops his gear and also goes to t he bu f f e t 
table . 

A PRIEST 
I now pronounce you m a n and wife. You may kiss the b r ide . 

H e r b e r t kisses P rudence . Cheering. 

VILLAGERS 
Congratulat ions! Best wishes! Mazeltov! etc. 

ZOMBIE HALSEY 
Congratulat ions, Herbe r t . She 's lovely. It couldn ' t have h a p p e n e d to a n i ce r 
guy-

WEST 
Thanks for be ing my bes t man, Doctor Ha l sey 

A smal l b a n d s t r ikes up 1920s d a n c e music. 
Peop l e do the Charleston. P r u d e n c e goes to h e r 
pa ren t s . Marion is weeping. 

PRUDENCE 
Oh Mother! Oh Papa! This is the happ ie s t day of my life! 

MARION 
My li t t le P rudence ! 
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ARMITAGE 
We wish you al l the best , my dar l ing. 

MARION 

Oh Henry, how I wish tha t Asena th and... 

ARMITAGE 
No, do not speak h e r name. We have two daugh te r s left , let us be happy for 
them. No more of th is talk! 

J i l l and Marsh come over. 

JILL 
Congratulat ions, P rudence . You ' re so lucky. 

PRUDENCE 
Thanks, Ji l l . 

Marsh shakes He rbe r t ' s hand , l ee r ing at 
P rudence . 

JILL 
Welcome to our family, Dr. West. 

WEST 
Herbe r t . Thank you Jil l . 

MARSH 

Hey, Herb , if n ye die, can I have yer b r i d e too? 

WEST I'm cer ta in tha t won' t be necessary. 

ZOMBIE HALSEY 
Hey everybody, it 's t ime for danc ing and food! 

The d a n c e b a n d plays louder , everyone does the 
Charles ton. Warren goes back for seconds at the 
buffe t . T h e r e a r e two ghouls ea t ing cake. He j o i n s 
them. 

Asena th and t he Head Cultist en ter , fo l lowed by 
o ther cul t is ts and Deep Ones. The music stops. 

JILL 
Asenath! 

PRUDENCE 
Asenath! What a r e you doing h e r e ? 

ASENATH 
I couldn ' t let my o lder s i s te r get m a r r i e d wi thout wishing h e r the best . 

PRUDENCE 
But Papa.... 
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ASENATH 
I wan ted him to see. The cul t is ts a r e good people . Yes, they kill wi thout mercy 
a n d a r e a l l ied wi th the forces of darkness , bu t they have fee l ings too. And 
amazing power. The Deep Ones have an anc ien t cu l ture . And I love them. 

ARMITAGE 
No, begone, al l of you! You have no p lace here! 

HEAD CULTIST 
That ' s whe re you ' re wrong, sir. We ' re a pa r t of th is community j u s t l ike you. We 
b r e a t h e the same air, fee l the s a m e sun, and yes, we have tha t s ame shoggoth 
on our roof. It 's the tentacles . Good and evil, cult is t and victim, the t en tac les 
hold us all together in b a l a n c e and harmony. 

Music swells. 
(sings) 

She is your daughter and you... 

Sudden ly Wilbur Whately emerges f rom the 
l ibrary. He is hold ing the Necronomicon. He 
s tands at the top of the s teps w h e r e al l can see. 
Music comes to a gr inding halt . 

WHATELY 
Cease tha t singing! Peop le of Arkham! P r u d e n c e was to have b e e n my wife. 
Now she is given to another . And I was not even invi ted to t he wedding! 

Armi tage looks emba r r a s sed . 

WHATELY (cont'd) 
Now you will f ee l wrath . Now you will know regret . 

ARMITAGE 
Wilbur, no! Never r ead a loud f rom the Necronomi. . . 

WHATELY 
(reading f rom the book) 

la, la, Cthulhu! Cthulhu R' lyeh wagh nag' l f ' tagn! 

HEAD CULTIST 
NooooooH! 

A te r r i fy ing rumbl ing sound. An ea r t hquake . 
Pan ic spreads . 

MARION 
Henry, wha t is happen ing? 

ARMITAGE 
Oh my god, Marion, I f e a r the worst! 

PRUDENCE 
Papa! 

["Arkham, 
Dunwich" 

second repr ise] 
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WEST 
Prudence! 

ASENATH 
Honey? 

HEAD CULTIST 
This is going to be real ly bad. Wow, I have such mixed feel ings. 

Old Man Marsh sudden ly begins to t r ans fo rm into 
a Deep One. 

JILL 
Obed! 

MARSH 
Great Cthulhu! I 'm a' changin '! 

VILLAGERS 
A a a a a a a h h ! NoooH! Heeeee lp ! etc. 

CTHULHU himself r i ses up b e h i n d the l ibrary. 
H e is enormous . He s teps on a house. He r e a c h e s 
down and picks up m e m b e r s of the dance b a n d 
and ea t s them. He picks up the p r ies t and ea t s 
h im too. Peop le scramble . West t akes P r u d e n c e 
and they try to run. Cthulhu s teps on them. 
Cthulhu sees Wilbur Whately on the l ib ra ry steps. 
He picks him up. 

WHATELY 
Great Cthulhu! No! It was I who a w a k e n e d you! Aaaaaah! 

Cthulhu ea ts him. 

CTHULHU 
What 's going on h e r e ? 

Si lence. 

CTHULHU (cont'd) 
Well? 

ARMITAGE 
It... it is a wedding, Great Cthulhu. We w e r e j u s t t rying to have a l i t t le wedd ing 
ce remony for my daughter . 

CTHULHU 
I d idn ' t b r ing a gift. 

ARMITAGE 

That is al l right. We w e r e not rea l ly expect ing you. 

CTHULHU Good. 
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ARMITAGE 
In fact, I kind of wish you h a d not come at all. 

CTHULHU 
What? 

ARMITAGE 

Well, for one thing the buf fe t t ab le is c lear ly not big enough now. 

CTHULHU Human, 
(begins to sing) 

["Do You Do you fear me? 
F e a r Me?"] 

ARMITAGE 
Do I what?! 

CTHULHU 
Do you fear me? 

ARMITAGE 
Do I fear you? 
You just killed my eldest daughter 
And then crushed her fiance. 
Ate the band. Ate the priest, 
Like they were fish filet! 
You have some real aggression. 

Cthulhu lifts Armitage into t he air. 

CTHULHU 
Human, let me r e p h r a s e the quest ion. 

Do you fear me? 

ARMITAGE 
You're a god! 

CTHULHU 
Yes... 

But do you fear me? 

ARMITAGE 
Do I fear you? 
For such a big guy it seems absurd 
You would need to be assured. 
The earth is yours, you rule the sea. 
If you're such a big guy, why talk about 
Fear to me? 

Cthulhu drops Armitage. Scream. Thud. 
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CTHULHU 
When you have a reputation 
As this horrible thing, 
You don't know, do they fear? 
Is their cringing quite sincere? 
Or do people simply tell you 
What they think you want to hear? 
And so I'm asking, really, 
Do you fear me? 

ALL EXCEPT CTHULHU 
That's insane! 

CTHULHU 
Perhaps. . . 

But do you fear me? 

ALL EXCEPT CTHULHU 
Do we fear him? 

THE CULTISTS 
For millions of years we've worshipped him 

THE VICTIMS 
Dreamed of him 

THE DEEP ONES 
Killed for him. 

ALL EXCEPT CTHULHU 
Millions of years, our souls are his. 
If that's not fear, what is? 

CTHULHU 
Then you fear me? 

ALL EXCEPT CTHULHU 
Yes of course we do. 

CTHULHU 
Aaaaaaah. Now it's time to vanquish you. 
Yes, now that I'm awake... 

CTHULHU ALL EXCEPT CTHULHU 
You must succumb. We must succumb. 

ALL 
After millions of years, 

My time has come. 
CTHULHU ALL EXCEPT CTHULHU 

Your time has come. 

As the music swel ls in a b e a u t i f u l r epr i se , 
Cthulhu dest roys t he univers i ty and the city. The 
wal ls tumble , everyone is c ru shed or s t e p p e d on. 
Everyone is dead . 
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CTHULHU 
Phnglui mgwah nahf , Cthulhu R' lyeh wgah nagl ftagn! 

Cthulhu c rushes the o rches t r a itself and contin-
ues his r ampage as he exits. 

All is s i lent for a moment . The Byakhee f l ies 
through. Suddenly He rbe r t ' s h a n d emerges f rom 
the rubble , hold ing a glowing g reen syringe. He 
in jec t s himself and s taggers to his feet , zombi-
f ied. He f inds P r u d e n c e a n d in jec t s her . They 
in jec t Armitage. West gives Armi tage a syr inge 
and he in jec t s Marion. The zombies survey the 
devastat ion. 

ARMITAGE 

Well Herbe r t , it looks like your work is cut out for you. 

WEST 
Why bother , Professor? I mean , thanks for the vote of conf idence , bu t the Great 
Old Ones will be re turn ing . 

PRUDENCE 

Yes, Papa . He can ' t keep r ean ima t ing the en t i r e world over and over again. 

MARION 
And even if he could, wha t is lef t for us now? Nothing bu t to f l ee to the p e a c e 
and safety of a new dark age. 

(sings) 
["Miskatonic"] Cthulhu has returned, 

The Old Ones will be back. 
WEST 

They'll kill. 

PRUDENCE 
And crush. 

MARION 
And still attack. 

WEST 
(speaks) 

It 's over. The re ' s nothing we can do to s top it now. 

ARMITAGE 
Oh yes there is. 

PRUDENCE 
You have a plan? 

MARION 
Or a dream? 
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ARMITAGE 
(speaks) 

They can des t roy the town, and the l ibrary bui lding, they can even kill al l of 
us. But they can ' t kil l knowledge. And as long as the knowledge survives, t h e r e 
will always be a Miskatonic. 

Armi tage takes his syringe and begins to reani -
mate corpses . 

WEST 
A memory. 

PRUDENCE & MARION 
The ancient lore. 

ALL 
What do we have? 
Just a chance. 
We have Miskatonic. 

West also begins to r e a n i m a t e corpses . More 
syringes a r e passed out, and as the song contin-
ues, the whole cast is g radua l ly r e a n i m a t e d and 
j o i n s in singing. 

ALL (cont'd) 
Miskatonic, Miskatonic, 
Ivy-league wanna be Miskatonic, 
It fills the brain and chills the heart. 

Miskatonic, Miskatonic, 
Paranoid, desperate Miskatonic, 
The knowledge gained here is the start. 

Somehow I will find a way to persevere, 
Using what I learned while I was here 
At Miskatonic. 

I believe in Miskatonic 
Personal, mystical Miskatonic, 
Dear little college, little school of mine. 

Music repea ts / segues into a cu r t a in call . The cast 
m e m b e r s bow and leave in t he reverse o r d e r in 
which they were r ean ima ted . Armi tage is the last 
to leave, and as he exits he sees the SHOGGOTH 
cl imb back up onto t he roof of the demol i shed 
l ib ra ry bu i ld ing and wr i the grotesquely. 

END ACT TWO. 
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