
CAST LIST:  

Primary Foley Artist – Could provide voices for small parts, such as Receptionist and/or Steak 
Secondary Foley Artist  - Will only be needed for House of Usher, can have parts in other stories 

Announcer - Classic Radio Voice 

Poe - Twilight-Zone meets Vincent Price, maudlin, maintaining atmosphere despite distractions 

The Cat - Challenges the atmosphere at every turn, light-hearted and doesn’t let Poe take 
himself too seriously 

The Cask of the Amontillado: 

Montresor - Scheming and secretive yet charismatic 

Fortunato - Privileged and clueless, willing to follow strong leadership 

Commercial Break One: 

Bob   

Rob   

Deb  

The Fall of the House of Usher: 

Devin - The loyal voice of reason, switches between narration and dialogue 

Roderick - Delusions of grandeur with paranoia leading into madness 

Madeline - What would be considered a “Hysterical Woman”, Mercurial 

The Raven: 

Miss Terious - Resentful and melancholy, narrates the poem with dramatic starlet energy 

Commercial Break Two: 

Wife 

Husband 

Steak 

Receptionist 

The Tell-Tale Heart: 

Taylor - Self-proclaimed genius/criminal mastermind before guilt spirals them into madness 



Old Man - Frail and old, groaning and a desperate cry 

Officers 1 and 2 - Two officers following up on a wellness check, concerned and critical but 
suspicion rises as the claims don’t add up 

 
 

AUDITION SIDES: 

ANNOUNCER. (Offstage:) And now, ladies and gentlemen, we bring you something new, and 
dare I say, dangerous. Our next program comes to you live, from a place beyond the living, a 
region beyond our mortal understanding. Welcome to the Edgar Allan Poe Afterlife Radio 
Show...  

 

POE. Bone by bone, the determined man re-erected the old rampart. All of this occurred more 
than a century ago. No one has disturbed those bones, nor the ones they have helped to hide. 
In pace requiescat! CAT. (Whispering loudly:) Is that Latin again?  

POE. Yes.  

CAT. What does it-  

POE. Rest in peace.  

CAT. Oooh... creepy. Is that end? What happens to Montresor? Did he ever find out if it really 
was Amontillado? Maybe he went to the Luchesi guy. What does Amontillado taste like? Also, 
does anyone like any wine enough to be willing to go deep into a bone-filled crypt? (Silence.) 
Well...  

POE. What?  

CAT. I have questions.  

POE. And I have no answers for you, Cat. I found none in life, nor have I found any in death.  

CAT. Can I ask one more question?  

POE. No.  

CAT. Please.  

POE. What?  

CAT. Do you have anything to eat? I am terribly hungry.  



POE. I have not a crumb.  

CAT. So you're saying... you don't have anything?  

POE. That's what I said.  

CAT. Okay, okay. You just said it in a weird way.  

POE. Unless you have any more nonsense which you insist on interrupting us with, it is time 
for-  

CAT. Another morbid story?  

POE. No. A commercial.  

 

 

CAT. A little of both. You see, I was so hungry. At first you were quite generous and dare I say, 
loving. I was fattening up, for sure. But the more you worked on the story, the less attention you 
paid to me. You kept forgetting to feed me. First it was a meal here and there and then a whole 
day. Then more than a day. I was getting desperate. You didn't leave. You wrote and drank. At 
the very least I needed you to open that door. On the shelf above your desk there was a bottle. 
Some sort of medicine. You would only take a spoonful at a time.  

 

 

POE. Our players, though wandering spirits themselves, will breathe life into my creations. And 
you, dear listener, I implore you to open your ears and your minds. Though my tales have been 
described as macabre and morbid, it is my belief that one can learn more from from observing 
one day in the life of the damned that one could from witnessing a lifetime of the blessed. 
(Pause.) But understand, dear listener, that it is not my purpose to save your soul. I am simply a 
storyteller . . . In life and in death. That is my lot. The fate of your soul is in your hands, alone.  

 

FORTUNATO. Well, well, well, what do we have here? I know those eyes. Warm eyes, indeed. I 
have always said that about you, my friend. Ask anyone, they will tell you I say, "That Montresor 
has such warm eyes."  

MONTRESOR. My dear Fortunato, how lucky I am that you have stumbled my way.  

FORTUNATO. Lucky, you say. Can I be of some service?  



MONTRESOR. I have recently received a pipe of what passes for Amontillado, but I have my 
doubts.  

FORTUNATO. How? Amontillado? A pipe? Impossible! And in the middle of carnival.  

MONTRESOR. You're absolutely right. I've been defrauded. And I was silly enough to pay full 
Amontillado price without consulting you in the matter. I confess, I am a fool. But you were not 
to be found and I was fearful of losing a bargain.  

FORTUNATO. Amontillado! Really?  

MONTRESOR. I have my doubts. Serious doubts, which your reaction only but confirms.  

FORTUNATO. Amontillado!  

 

DEVIN. You don't think this house is really haunted, do you, Roderick?  

RODERICK. Not at all-  

DEVIN. That's a relief-  

RODERICK. I know we're haunted by it. This is not a tale of my mind-don't you see-it is the 
enduring plague of the Ushers through our entire history. Picking us from our tree and 
devouring us one by one. And now another is gone. My sister.  

DEVIN. Lady Madeline?  

RODERICK. She is no more.  

DEVIN. What? When? Where is she?  

RODERICK. We'll preserve her corpse tonight. There's a vault in the basement which shall 
protect her from the doctors and their obtrusive and eager inquiries. These medical men are 
sinister in their core, do you understand?  

DEVIN. I-  

RODERICK. Good.  

DEVIN. (Narrating:) Who was I to question how he should handle his sister's death? It seemed 
harmless, at best, and by no means an unnatural precaution. So that night I aided him in the 
arrangements for the temporary entombment. The body having been encoffined, we two alone 
bore it to its rest.  

 



 

MISS TERIOUS:   "Surely," said I, "surely that is something at my window lattice; Let me see, 
then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore- Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery 
explore;—  

"Tis the wind and nothing more!"  

Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter,  

In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore. Not the least obeisance made he; 
not a minute stopped or stayed he;  

But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door- Perched upon a bust of Pallas 
just above my chamber door-  

Perched, and sat, and nothing more.  

 

OFFICER 1. Are you all right?  

TAYLOR. You heard that?  

OFFICER 1. Heard you gasp, yes.  

TAYLOR. Yes, I gasped. That's right. That's all. Sometimes I find myself without breath. A mild 
condition.  

OFFICER 2. So there wasn't anyone else?  

TAYLOR. (Distracted by the noise:) Huh?  

OFFICER 2. Any other neighbors who might have made a noise like a scream?  

TAYLOR. Now that I'm thinking of it I might have made a shriek in my dream.  

OFFICER 1. In your dream?  

(SFX: The heartbeat is louder [continues over the following].) TAYLOR. (Speaking louder to be 
heard over the sound of the heartbeat:) In my dream?  

OFFICER 2. You scream in your dreams?  

TAYLOR. Sometimes.  

OFFICER 1. Wouldn't it be a nightmare if you were screaming?  

TAYLOR. Yes, I suppose. Like a night terror.  



OFFICER 2. So you had a nightmare and screamed out and that's what the neighbor heard?  

TAYLOR. I don't know. I don't know what the neighbor heard. Do you mind if I stand? I've been 
sitting all night. Or laying rather. In my bed. Where I sleep.  

(SFX: The heartbeat is now much faster.)  

TAYLOR. (To herself, with increased torment:) Oh God! How can they not hear? They must hear 
it? Shut up! Should I ask them if they hear it? They must! No! Don't ask! What if they don't? No! 
They heard. The suspect. They know!  

 

MADELINE. You don't know what you've done coming here. You must leave.  

DEVIN. No, I-  

MADELINE. Take me with you!  

RODERICK. You're not going anywhere!  

MADELINE. No I will die here! Just like you! But I won't be dead. Don't be fooled. I'm not dead.  

DEVIN. Not at all.  

MADELINE. You don't understand. I'm not dead. I'm alive. Don't you believe me?  

DEVIN. I do.  

MADELINE. (Breaking down sobbing:) I'm alive! I'm alive. I'm alive.  

(The sobbing abruptly stops.)  

DEVIN. Madeline, are you all right?  

MADELINE. (Extremely calm:) What?  

DEVIN. Are you all right?  

MADELINE. Who are you? You shouldn't be here.  

 


