The Sound Machine

Narrator casting highlights

NARR: It was a hot summer evening and Klausner walked quickly through the front gate and
around the side of the house and into the garden at the back. He went on
down the garden until he came to a wooden shed and he unlocked the
door, went inside and closed the door behind him.

The interior of the shed was an unpainted room. Against one wall, on the
left, there was a long wooden workbench, and on it, among a littering of
wires and batteries and small sharp tools, there stood a black box about
three feet long, the shape of a child’s coffin.

The top of the box was open, and he bent down and began to poke and
peer inside it among a mass of different-colored wires and silver tubes.

Then he put a hand around to the front of the box where there were three
dials, and he began to twiddle them, watching at the same time the
movement of the mechanism inside the box.

(Foot Steps)




Z

ARR: The Doctor began to feel the tension in the room. He looked at the black box
on the bench; then he looked at the man.

i

Z

ARR: Klausner looked down at the box, then at the Doctor, and he reached up and
began gently to scratch the lobe of his right ear. There was a pause. The
Doctor stood by the door, waiting, smiling.



Z

ARR: Klausner stood next to the workbench, fluttering his hands; becoming more
animated every moment. He was a small, frail man, nervous and twitchy,
with always moving hands.

The Doctor, looking at the strange pale face and those pale-gray eyes, felt that
somehow there was about this little person a quality of distance, of
immense immeasurable distance, as though the mind were far away from
where the body was.




NARR: The Doctor went out and closed the door behind him.

For a while longer, Klausner fussed about with the wires in the black box; then
he straightened up and, in a soft, excited whisper, said,



“Now we’ll try again...We’ll take it out into the garden this time...and then
perhaps...perhaps...the reception will be better...

NARR: He stood there in the garden beside the wooden table, so pale, small, and thin
that he looked like an ancient, consumptive, bespectacled child. The sun
had gone down. There was no wind, no sound at all. From where he
stood, he could see over a low fence into the next garden, and there was a
woman walking down the garden with a flower basket on her arm. He
watched her for a while without thinking about her at all. Then he turned
to the box on the table and pressed a switch on its front.

And now he was bending forward over the machine. His head was cocked to
one side in a tense, listening attitude. His right hand was beginning to turn
the knob. The needle was traveling slowly across the dial, so slowly that
he could hardly see it move, and in the earphones he could hear a faint,
spasmodic crackling.

. As he listened, he became conscious of a curious sensation, a feeling that his ears were
connected to his head by a thin, stiff wire, like a tentacle, and that the
wires were lengthening, that the ears were going up and up toward a secret
and forbidden territory, a dangerous, transonic region where ears had never
been before and had no right to be.

“Sound” (a frightful piercing shriek)

He stared around him as if expecting to see the person who had shrieked.
There was no one in sight except the woman in the garden next door, and
it was certainly not she. She was bending down, cutting yellow roses and
outing them in her basket.

“Sound” (a throat less, inhuman shriek, sharp and short, very clear and
cold. The note itself possessed a minor, metallic quality that he had never
heard before.)

NARR: Klausner looked around him, searching instinctively for the source of the noise.
The woman next door was the only living thing in sight. He saw her reach
down, take a rose stem in the fingers of one hand and snip the stem with a
pair of scissors.



“Sound” (the scream)
It came at the exact moment when the rose stem was cut.

At this point, the woman straightened up, put the scissors in the basket
with the roses and turned to walk away.

NARR: “Sound” (shriek)

He took off the earphones and ran to the garden.

NARR: The woman stood there holding the yellow rose that she had just cut, looking at
him.

NARR: He put his hands on the top of the fence and peered at her intently through his
thick spectacles.



NARR: Klausner went back to the table. He put on the earphones and stood for a while
listening. He could still hear the faint spasmodic crackling sound and the
humming noise of the machine. But nothing more. Slowly he bent down
and took hold of a small white daisy growing on the lawn. He took it

between thumb and forefinger and slowly pulled upward and sideways
until the stem broke.

“Sound” (a faint, high-pitched cry, curiously inanimate)

He took another daisy and did it again.
“Sound” (a faint, high-pitched cry, curiously inanimate)

He wasn’t so sure now that it expressed pain. No, it wasn’t pain; it was surprise. Or
was it? It didn’t really express any of the feelings or emotions known to a
human being. It was just crying, a neutral, stony cry—a single,
emotionless note, expressing nothing. It had been the same with the roses.
He had been wrong in calling it a cry of pain. A flower probably didn’t
feel pain. It felt something else, which we didn’t know about—something
called toin or spurl or plinuckment, or anything you like.

He stood up and removed the earphones. It was getting dark and he could see pricks
of light shining in the windows of the dark houses all around him.
Carefully, he picked up the black box from the table, carried it into the

shed and put it on the workbench.



NARR:  The next morning, Klausner was up as soon as it was light. He dressed and went

straight to the shed. He picked the machine up and carried it outside,
clasping it to his chest with both hands, walking unsteadily under its
weight. He went past the house, out through the front gate, and across the
road to the park. There he paused and looked around him; then he went on
until he came to a large tree, a beech tree, and placed the machine on the
ground, close to the trunk of the tree. Quickly he went back to the house
and got an axe from the coal cellar and carried it across the road into the
park. He put the axe on the ground beside the tree.

Then he looked around him again, peering nervously through the thick glasses in

every direction. There was no one about. It was six in the morning.

He put the earphones on his head and switched on the machine. He picked up the
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axe, took a stance with his legs wide apart, and swung the axe as hard as
he could at the base of the tree trunk.

“Sound” (A most extraordinary noise. It was a new noise, unlike any he
had heard before—a harsh, note-less, enormous noise, a growling,
low-pitched, screaming sound, not quick and short like the noise of the
roses, but drawn out, like a sob, lasting for fully a minute, loudest at the
moment when the axe struck, fading gradually, fainter and fainter, until
was gone.)

Klausner stared in horror at the place where the blade of the axe had sunk
into the wood flesh of the tree; then gently, he took the axe handle, worked
the blade loose, and threw the thing on the ground. With his fingers he
touched the gash the axe had made in the wood, touching the edges of the
gash, trying to press them together to close the wound.

Tree...oh tree...I am sorry...I am so sorry...but it will heal...It will heal fine...

For a while he stood there with his hands upon the trunk of the great tree; then
suddenly he turned away and hurried off out of the park, across the road,
through the front gate, and back into his house.

Hullo. Yes?

Dr. Scott?

Yes. Speaking?



i

Z

ARR: The Doctor heard the frantic, almost hysterical note in the man’s voice, the
same note he was used to hearing in the voices of people who called up
and said, “There’s been an accident. Come quickly.”

Z

ARR: Klausner sat down beside the telephone and waited. He tried to remember the
shriek.

NARR: “Sound” (click of a gate latch)

NARR: He heard the click of the front-gate latch and he jumped up and went out and
saw the tall doctor coming down the path, his little black bag in hand.



Z

ARR: The Doctor looked at him. He seemed calmer now. There was no sign of
madness or hysteria; he was merely disturbed and excited.

Z

ARR: They went across the road, into the park and Klausner led the way to the great
beech tree at the foot of which stood the long, black coffin-box of the
machine—and the axe.

!

Z

ARR: The Doctor smiled and took the earphones, which he put over his ears.

Klausner bent down and flicked the switch on the panel of the machine; then he
picked up the axe and took his stance with his legs apart, ready to swing.
For a moment, he paused.



Z

ARR: He lifted the axe and swung at the tree; and as he swung, he thought he felt, he
could swear he felt a movement of the ground on which he stood. He felt
a slight shifting of the earth beneath his feet, as though the roots of the tree
were moving underneath the soil, but it was too late to check the blow, and
the axe blade struck the tree and wedged deep into the wood. At that
moment, high overhead, there was the cracking sound that moment, high
overhead, there was the cracking sound of wood splintering and the
swishing sound of leaves brushing against other leaves and they both
looked up.

Z

ARR: Klausner was staring at the tree. Slowly he walked up to the tree and gently he
pried the blade loose from the trunk.
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NARR: The Doctor hesitated. He saw Klausner’s hands tightening on the handle of the
axe. He decided that his only alternative was to run away fast, and he
certainly wasn’t going to do that.

Z

ARR: He got his black bag which was lying on the grass about ten yards away,
opened it and took out a bottle of iodine and some cotton wool. He went
up to the tree trunk, uncorked the bottle, tipped some of the iodine onto the
cotton wool, bent down and began to dab it into the cut.



Z

ARR: Klausner came closer and gravely examined the two wounds.

Z

ARR: He dropped the axe and all at once he smiled, a wild, excited smile, and quickly
the Doctor went over to him and gently he took him by the arm.

Z

ARR: Suddenly they were walking away, the two of them, walking silently, rather
hurriedly, across the park, over the road, back to the house.



