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(MADAME ARCATI 7uns across and leapé on to
the pouffe. Then she raises her army/slowly -
begins to intone.) .
MADAME ARCATI. Be you in nook or cranpy, answer me;

Bayou in still-room or closet, ansyer me,

Be You behind the panel, above jhe stairs,

‘Beneith the eaves ~ waking op/sleeping,

Answey, me!

" (She jumps down.)
That ough¥ to do it or I'f1 a Dutchman.
(She mques to thé middle of the room.)

CHARLES. Do what
MADAME ARCATI. Husly- wait - !

(MADAME ARCATI crosses to the window and
picks up A bunch of garlic and crosses to the
writing/desk, making cabalistic signs. She
picks yp one of the\birch branches and waves
it solgmnly to and f7q.)
RUTH. (Rising and moving to the gramophone.) For God’s
sake dorft let her throw any miqre of that garlic about.
It near}y made me sick last time.
CHARLES.Would you like the gramophupe on or the lights
out gr anything? ‘
MADAME ARCATI. No, no - it’s near - it’s very\pear -
EWVIRK. (Rising and coming left to the gramoplone, above
H.) If it’s a ghost, I shall scream.
RUTH. I hope it’s nobody we know. I shall feel so silk
(Suddenly the door opens and EDITH coma
into the room. She is wearing a pink flanne

dressing gown and bedroom slippers. Her
head is bandaged.)

EDITH. Did you ring, sir?
MADAME ARCATI. The bandage! The white bandage!
CHARLES. No, Edith.
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EDITH. I'm sorry, sir - I could have sworn I heard the bell -
or somebody calling. I was asleep ~ I don’t rightly know
which it was.

MADAME ARCATI. Come here, child.
EDITH. Oh!

(She looks anxiously at CHARLES.)

CHARLES. (Moving up to left of EDITH, who comes center, left
of MADAME ARCATL.) Go on! Go to Madame Arcati - it's
quite-all right! :

MADAME ARCATI, Whom do yoﬁ see in this foom, child?

EDITH. Oh dear...

MADAME ARCATI. Answer, please.

EDITH. (Falteringly.) You, Madame -

(She stops.) )

MADAME ARCATI. Go on.

EDITH. The master. ‘ "

MADAME ARCATI. Anyone else? .

EDITH. Oh, no, Madame...

MADAME ARCATI. (Inflexibly.) Look again.

EDJTH. (Imploringly, to CHARLES.) I don’t understand, sir
-

MADAME ARCATI. Come, child ~ don’t beat about the bush.

Look again.

(ELVIRA mowves across to the fireplace below
the sofa, almost as, though she were being
pulled. RUTH follows. Both stand at the Sire.
ELVIRA upstage. EDITH follows them with her
eyes.) '

RUTH. Do concentrate, Elvira,-and keep still.

ELVIRA.I can’t...

MADAME ARCATI. Do you see anyone else now?

EDITH. (Slyly.) Oh, no, Madame..

MADAME ARCATI. She’s lying.

EDITH. Oh, Madame!

20t3
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MADAME ARCATI. They always do.

CHARLES. They?

MADAME ARCATI. (Sharply.) Where are they now?
EDITH. By the fireplace — oh!

CHARLES. She can see them - do you mean she can see_
them?

MADAME ARCATI. Probably not very clearly - but enough -
EDITH. (Bursting into tears.) Let me go! I haven’t done

nothing nor seen nobody! Let me go back to bed!
MADAME ARCATI. Give her a sandwich.

(CHARLES goes to the table and gets a sandwwh
Jor EDITH.)

EDITH. (Drawing away.) I don’t want a sandwich. I want to
get back to bed!
CHARLES. (Handing EDITH the plate.) Here, Edith.

MADAME ARCATI. Nonsense! A big healthy girl like you
saying no to.a delicious sandwich! I never heard of
such a thing! Sit down!

(MADAME ARCATI brings EDITH o the mght arm
of the chair. CHARLES is left of her. MADAME
ARCATI is in front of her.)
EDITH. (T CHARLES.) Please, sir, I...
_CHARLES. Please do as Madame Arcati says, Edith.

EDITH. (Sitting down on the arm of the armchair and
sniffing.) I haven’t done nothing wrong.

~ CHARLES. It’s all right - nobody said you had.

RUTH. If she’s been the cause of all this unpleasantness
T'll give her a week’s notice tomorrow.

ELVIRA. You may not be here tomorrow.
MADAME ARCATI. Look at me, Edith.
¢ (EDITH obediently does so.)
Cuckoo - cuckoo - cuckoo - !

EDITH. (Jurnping.) Oh dear — what’s the matter with her? Is
she barmy? :

P
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Scene Three

(The time is evening several days later. The '
doors are shut. The windows are also shut.
The curtains are open.)

(Light Cue No. 01. Act II, Scene Three.)

(When the curtain rises, MRS. BRADMAN is
sitting in the armchair. RUTH is standing by
the window drumming on the pane with her
fingers.)
MRS. BRADMAN. Does it show any signs of clearing?
RUTH. No, it’s still pouring.
MRS. BRADMAN. I do sympathize with you, really I do. It’s
really been quite a chapter of accidents, hasn’t it?
RUTH. It certainly has.
MRS. BRADMAN. That happens sometimes, you know.
Everything seems to go wrong at once. Exactly as
though there were some evil forces at work.

(RUTH comes down to the gramophone.)

I remember once when George and I went away, for

a fortnight’s holiday, not long after we were married,

we were dogged by bad luck from beginning to end.

The weather was vile ~ George sprained his ankle

-1 caught a cold and had to stay in bed for two days - L
and to crown everything the lamp fell over in the sitting
room-and set fire to the treatise George had written on
hyperplasia of the abdominal glands.

RUTH. (Absently.) How dreadful!
(She wanders upstage a little.)

MRS. BRADMAN. He had to write it all over again, every
single word. - _

RUTH. You're sure you wouldn’t like a cocktail or some
sherry or anything? .

MRS. BRADMAN. No, thank you - really not. George will be
down in a minute and we've got to go like lightning. We
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were supposed to be at the Wilmots’ at seven and it’s
nearly that now.
RUTH. (Coming away from the window.) I think I'll have a
{ little sherry. I feel I need it.

(She moves upstage right to the drinks table
and pours out sherry.)

/
MRS. BRADMAN. Don’t worry about your husband’s arm, ‘

_ Mrs. Condomine. I'm sure it’s only a sprain.

RUTH. It’s not his arm I'm worried about.

MRS. BRADMAN. And I'm sure Edith will be up and about
again in a few days.

RUTH. My cook gave notice this morning.

(She comes down to the fireplace.)

MRS. BRADMAN. Well, really! Servants are awful, aren’t
they? Not a shred of gratitude. At the first sign of
trouble they run out on you - like rats leaving a sinking
ship.

RUTH. I can’t feel that your simile was entirely fortunate,
Mrs. Bradman.

MRS. BRADMAN. (Flustered.) Oh, I didn’t mean that, really
I didn’t!

(DR. BRADMAN comes in.)

\BRADMAN. (Above the sofa.) Nothing to worry about,
Condomine - it’s only a slight strain.
RUTH. ’'m'sq relieved.

women, you kno articularly highly-strung men
like your husband.

RUTH. Is he highly-strung, d hink?
DR. BRADMAN. Yes. Tatter of fast I wanted to talk to

RUTH. (Epowning.) Overworking?
DR. BRADMAN. He’s in rather a nervous condition nothing
serious, you understand -

89
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were supposed to be at the Wilmots’ at seven and it’s
early that now.

RUTH) Comz'ng away from the window.) I think I'll ha
{ littlesherry. I feel I need it.

again in a few days.
RUTH. My cook gave notice thi
(She comes down to,

/" (DR.BRADMAN comes in.) \
o,

DR. BRADMAN. (Above the sofa.) Nothing to worry ab
Mrs. Condomine - it’s only a slight strain.

RUTH. I'm so relieved.

DR. BRADMAN. He made a good deal of fuss when
I examined it. Men are much worse patients than
women, you know ~ particularly highly-strung men
like your husband.

RUTH. Is he highly-strung, do you think?

DR. BRADMAN. Yes. As a matter of fact I wanted to talk to
you about that. I'm afraid he’s been overworking lately.

RUTH. (Frowning.) Overworking?

DR. BRADMAN. He’s in rather a nervous condition — nothing
serious, you understand -

89
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RUTH. What makes you think so?

DR. BRADMAN. I know the symptoms. Of course the shock
of his fall might have something to do with it, but I
certainly should advise a complete rest /for a couple of
weeks. .

- RUTH. You mean he ought to go away?

DR. BRADMAN. I do. In cases like that a change of
atmosphere can work wonders.

RUTH. What symptoms did you notice? .

DR. BRADMAN. Oh, nothing to be unduly alarmed about -
a certain air of strain - an inability to focus his eyes
on the person he is talking to ~ a few rather marked
irrelevancies in his conversation.

RUTH. I see. Can you remember any specific example?

DR. BRADMAN. Oh, he suddenly shouted, ‘What are you
doing in the bathroom?’ and then a little later, while I
was writing him a prescription, he suddenly said, ‘For
God’s sake behave yougselfl’

MRS. BRADMAN. How extraordinary.

RUTH. (Nervously.) He often goes on like that. Particularly
when he’s immersed in writing a book.

DR. BRADMAN. Oh, I am,not in the least perturbed about it
really — but I do think a rest a.nd a change would be a
good idea.

RUTH. Thank you so much, Doctor. Would you like some
sherry?

DR. BRADMAN. No, thank you. We really must be off.

RUTH. How is poor Edith?

DR. BRADMAN. She’ll be all right in a few days. She’s still .

recovering from the concussion.

MRS. BRADMAN. It’s funny, isn’t it, that both your housemaid
and your husband should fall down on the same day,
isn’t it?

RUTH. Yes, if that sort of thing amuses you.

MRS. BRADMAN. (Giggling nervously.) Of course I didn’t
mean it like that, Mrs. Condomine.
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DR. BRADMAN. Come along, my dear. You're talking too
much as usual.

MRS. BRADMAN. You are horrid, George.
(MRS. BRADMAN rises and crosses to RUTH
right center below the sofa. Both BRADMANS
move up to the door.)
Goodbye, Mrs. Condomine.
RUTH. (Skaking hands.) Goodbye.

DR. BRADMAN. (Also shaking hands.) T'll pop in and have
a look at both patients some time tomorrow morning.

RUTH. Thank you so much.

o1

erdf

(Light Cue No. 02. Act II, Scene Three.)

(CHARLES comes in and to above the table
center. His left arm is in a sling. ELVI
llows him in and crosses above the so
re and then across the front to left center.
s at the mantelpiece.) //

— how does it feel?

evening,
DR. BRADMAN. It
CHARLES. It’s €
RUTH. You
ELVIRA.
honfe, Charles. It'll drive me dotty. And I haveXt seen a
mévie for seven years.

CHARLES. (Crossing below MRS. BRADMAN to the right of
ELVIRA.) Let me be the first to congratulate you.

DR. BRADMAN. (Kindly.) What's that, old man?

N
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(CHARLES watches her into the hall and then
comes back into the room.)

CHARLES. (Starting to speak at the.door. Softly.) Ruth!

- Elvira! - are you there? (4 pause.) Ruth! - Elvira!

- lI know damn well you're there. (Another pause.)
I just want to tell you that I'm going away, so there’s
no|point in your hanging about any longer - I'm going
a llong way away ~ somewhere where I don'’t believe
you'll be able to follow me - in spite of what Elvira
said I don’t think spirits can travel over water. Is that
quite clear, my darlings? You said in one of your more
acid moments, Ruth, that I had been hag-ridden all my
life! How right you were! But now I'm free, Ruth dear,
not only of Mother and Elvira and Mrs. Winthrop-
Llewellyn, but free of you too, and I should like to
take this farewell opportunity of saying I'm enjoying it

.immensely -

(The vase on the mantelpiece falls on to the
hearth-stone and smashes.)

All1a! -~ T thought so - you were very silly, Elvira, to
imagine that I didn’t know all about you and Captain
Bracegirdle. I did. But what you didn’t know was that
I was extremely attached to Paula Westlake at the time!

| (The picture above the piano crashes to the
| ground.) :

l "
1 was reasonably faithful to you, Ruth, but I doubt if
it would have lasted much longer. You were becoming
increasingly domineering, you know, and there’s

néthing more off-putting than that, is there? .

(The clock strikes sixteen very quickly.)

Goodbye for the moment, my dears! I expect we are
bound to meet again one day, but until we do I'm going
to enjoy myself as I've never enjoyed myself before.

(A sofa cushion is thrown into the air towards
CHARLES from behind the sofa.)
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You can break up the house as much as you like - I'm
leaving it anyhow. Think kindly of me, and send out
good thoughts.

(The curtains are pulled up and down, the
gramophone lid opens and shuts.)

(The overmantel begins to shake and tremble
as though someone were tugging at it.)
Nice work, Ruth - get Elvira to help you...persevere!

(A figure from above the right bookshelves
falls off on to the floor.)

Goodbye again! Parting is such sweet sorrow!
(A vase from the bookshelves upstage falls.
The window curtains fall. The gramophone
starts playing IRVING BERLIN’S [“ALWAYS™]"
very quickly and loudly.) '

(CHARLES goes out of the room just as the
overmantel crashes to the floor and the
‘ curtain pole comes tumbling down.)

(Curtain.)

*If this song is under copyright in your territory, a performance license
will be required to perform.
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RUTH. How extraordinary it is.
HARLES. What?

that descriptiq
anyhow.

CHARLES. (Going to herNaking her glass and moving up to
the drinks table.) Have gnother.

RUTH. Darling - it’s most #¥

CHARLES. (Pouring it.)

enchafting. Yes, 'm sure I should have liked her
becayse you know I have never for an instant\felt in the

CHARLES. Poor Elvira.

(He comes to the left of RUTH and gives her a
cocktail)

RUTH. Does it still hurt? When you think of her?
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CHARLES. No, not really. Sometimes I almost wish it did.
I feel rather guilty...

RUTH. I wonder if I died before you'd grown tired of me if
you'd forget me so soon?

CHARLES. What a horrible thing to say.

RUTH. No, I think it’s interesting.

CHARLES. (Crossing below RUTH and siiting on the left end of
the sofa.) Well, to begin with, I haven’t forgotten Elvira.
I remember her very distinctly indeed. I remember how
fascinating she was, and how maddening. I remember
how badly she played all games and how cross she got
when she didn’t win. I remember her gay charm when
she had achieved her own way over something and
her extreme acidity when she didn’t. I remember her
physical attractiveness, which was tremendous, and
her spiritual integrity, which was nil.

RUTH. You can’t remember something that was nil.

CHARLES. I remember how morally untidy she was.

RUTH. Was she more physically attractive than I am?

CHARLES. That was a very tiresome question, dear, and
fully deserves the wrong answer. :

RUTH. You really are very sweet.

CHARLES. Thank you.

RUTH. And a little naive, too.

CHARLES. Why?

RUTH. Because you imagine that I mind about Elvira being
more physically attractive than I am.

CHARLES. I should have thought any woman would mind -
if it were true. Or perhaps I'm old-fashioned in my view
of female psychology.

RUTH. Not exactly old-fashioned, darling, just a bit didactic.

CHARLES. How do you mean?

RUTH. It’s didactic to attribute to one type the defects of
another type. For instance, because you know perfectly
well that Elvira would mind terribly if you found
another woman more attractive physically than she
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was, it doesn’t necessarily follow that I should. Elvira
was a more physical person than I. I'm certain of that.
It’s all a question of degree.

CHARLES. (Smiling.) I love you, my love.

RUTH. I know you do; but not the wildest stretch of
imagination could describe it as the first fine careless
rapture.

CHARLES. Would you like it to be?

RUTH. Good God, no!

CHARLES. Wasn't that a shade too vehement?

RUTH. We're neither of us adolescent, Charles; we've
neither of us led exactly prim lives, have we? And we've
both been married before. Careless rapture at this stage
would be incongruous and embarrassing.

CHARLES. I hope I haven't been in any way adisappointment,
dear.

RUTH. Don’t be so idiotic.

CHARLES. After all, your first husband was a great deal
older than you, wasn’t he? I shouldn’t like you to think
that you’d missed out all along the line.

RUTH. There are moments, Charles, when you go too far.

CHARLES. Sorry, darling.

RUTH. As far as waspish female psychology goes, there’s a
rather strong vein of it in you.

CHARLES. I've heard that said about Julius Caesar.

RUTH. Julius Caesar is neither here nor there.

CHARLES. He may be for all we know. We'll ask Madame
Arcati.

RUTH. (Rising and crossing to left.) You're awfully irritating
when you’re determined to be witty at all costs, almost
supercilious.

CHARLES. That’s exactly what Elvira used to say.

RUTH. 'm not at all surprised. I never imagined, physically
triumphant as she was, that she was entirely lacking in
perception.

(CHARLES rises and goes to the right of RUTH.)

305
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CHARLES. Darling Ruth!

RUTH. There you go again!

CHARLES. (Kissing her lightly.) As I think I mentioned
before, I love you, my love.

RUTH. Poor Elvira!

CHARLES. Didn’t that light, comradely kiss mollify you at
all?

RUTH. You're very annoying, you know you are. When I said
‘Poor Elvira’ it came from the heart. You must have
bewildered her so horribly.

CHARLES. Don’t I ever bewilder you at all?

RUTH. Never for an instant. I know every trick.

CHARLES. Well, all I can say is that we'd better get a divorce
immediately.

RUTH. Put my glass down, there’s a darling.

CHARLES. (Tuking it.) She certainly had a great talent for
living. It was a pity that she died so young,.

RUTH. Poor Elvira!

CHARLES. (Crossing to and putting the glasses on the drinks
table.) That remark is getting monotonous.

RUTH. (Moving upstage a pace.) Poor Charles, then.

CHARLES. That’s better.

RUTH. And later on, poor Ruth, I expect.

CHARLES. (Coming to above the center table.) You have no
faith, Ruth. I really do think you should try to have a
little faith.

RUTH. (Moving to the left arm of the armchair.) I shall
strain every nerve.

CHARLES. Life without faith is an arid business.

RUTH. How beautifully you put things, dear.

CHARLES. I aim to please.

RUTH. If I died, I wonder how long it would be before you
married again?

CHARLES. You won't die. You're not the dying sort.

RUTH. Neither was Elvira.
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had a certain ethereal, not-quite-of-this-world quality.
Nobody could call you, even remotely, ethereal.

(RUTH crosses below the sofa to the fire.
CHARLES moves to the armchair.)

RUTH. Nonsense! She was of the earth, earthy.

HARLES, Well, she is now, anyhow.

RUTH. You know that’s the kind of observation that sh

people.
CHARLES, It’s discouraging to think how many people are
shocked by honesty and how few by dece1t/

RUTH. Write that down; you might forget it./
CHARLES. You underrate me. 7

RUTH. Anyhow, 11:\was a question of ba/d taste more than
honesty.

CHARLES. (Moving to below the ofa ) I was devoted to
Elvira. We were mar{le or five years. She died.
I missed her very much.

(He comes to RUTH, pats her cheek, and then
goes back to the armchair.)

That was seven years ago. I hai%@ now - with your help,
above the whole \thing

RUTH. Admirgble. But if tragedy should darken our lives,
I still sg¥ - with prophetic forebodmg poor Ruth!
(A bell is heard.) \

CHARLES. That’s probably the Bradmans. ‘\_
RUTH. It might be Madame Arcati. Y

CHARLES. No, she’ll come on her bicycle. She ah\zays goes
everywhere on her bicycle. \

RUTH. It really is very spirited of the old girl.
CHARLES. Shall I go, or shall we let Edith have her flin

(He moves left to below the piano.)
RUTH. Wait a minute and see what happens.

CHARLES. Oh yes, she was, now that I look back on it. She
78 di

(There is a slight pause.)



BLITHE SPIRIT

£S. Do shut up, darling, you’ll only make everything
WOrse: _

RUTH. Who w: at ‘darling’ addres

CHARLES. Both of yoir:

(RUTH rises. ELY
gram e.)

RUTH. (Stamping her foot.) This is intolm S\}T— (\F
\

CHARLES. For heaven’s.sake don't get into another state.

RUTH. (Furiously.) I've been doing my level best to control
myself ever since yesterday morning, and I'm damned
if I'm going to try anymore, the strain is too much.
She has the advantage of being able to say whatever
she pleases without me being able to hear her, but she
can hear me all right, can’t she, without any modified
interpreting?

CHARLES. Modified interpreting! I don’t know what you
mean.

RUTH. Oh, yes, you do - you haven’t told me once what
she really said - you wouldn’t dare. Judging from
her photograph she’s the type who would use most
unpleasant language.

CHARLES. Ruth - you're not to talk like that. \

RUTH. I've been making polite conversation all through
dinner last night and breakfast and lunch today - and
it’s been a nightmare - and I am not going to do it any
more.

(She moves to the left of the armchair.)

I don't like Elvira any more than she likes me, and
what’s more, I'm certain that I never could have, dead '
or alive.

to — her or me?

s downstage lefl to the

(Going upstage a pace she turns to face
CHARLES, at the fire.)

If, since her untimely arrival here the other evening,
she had shown the slightest sign of good manners, the
slightest sign of breeding, I might have felt differently
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towards her, but all she has done is try to make mischief
between us and have private jokes with you against me.
I am now going up to my room and I shall have my
dinner on a tray. You and she can have the house to
yourselves and joke and gossip with each other to your
heart’s content. (Spoken in the doorway.) The first thing
in the morning I am going up to London to interview
the Psychical Research Society, and if they fail me I
shall go straight to the Archbishop of Canterbury...

\ a GHo0

CHARLES. (Moving upstage to center, to follow her.) Ruth...
VIRA. (Crossing over to the fireplace.) Let her go. She'll

salm down later on.

CHARLES. It’s unlike her to behave like this. She’s generaly
so equable.

ELVIRA. No, she isn’t. Not really. Her mouth gives Her away.
It’s a hard meuth, Charles.

CHARLES. (Coming downstage center betwgeh the armchair
and the sofa.) Hernmouth’s got nojffing to do with it.
I resent you discussing Ruth a€ though she were a
horse.

ELVIRA. Do you love her?

CHARLES. Of course I do.

ELVIRA. As much as youloved me?

CHARLES. Don’t be glly — it’s all entirely Wifferent.

ELVIRA. 'm so gl&d. Nothing could ever have been quite the
same, coydd it?

CHARLES. You always behaved very badly.

ELVIRA,Oh, Charles!

CHARLES. I'm grieved to see that your sojourn in the Qther
World hasn’t improved you in the least.

ELVIRA. (Curling up in right end of the sofa.) Go on, darling
~Ilove it when you pretend to be cross with me.

CHARLES. 'm now going up to talk to Ruth.

ELVIRA. Cowardy custard.

Loty
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CRARLES. No, not really. Sometimes I almost wish it did.
I Yeel rather guilty... ,
RUTH. I Wonder if I died before you'd grown tired of me if

indeed. I remember how
maddening. I remember

I remember her very dist
fascinating she was, an

CHARLES. I remember how morally untidy she was.

RUTH. Was she more physically attractive than I am?

CHARLES. That was a very tiresome question, dear, and
fully deserves the wrong answer.

RUTH. You really are very sweet.

CHARLES. Thank you.

RUTH. And a little naive, too.

CHARLES. Why?

RUTH. Because you imagine that I mind about Elvira being
more physically attractive than I am.

CHARLES. I should have thought any woman would mind -
if it were true. Or perhaps I'm old-fashioned in my view
of female psychology.

RUTH. Not exactly old-fashioned, darling, just a bit didactic.

CHARLES. How do you mean?

RUTH. Tt’s didactic to attribute to one type the defects of
another type. For instance, because you know perfectly

well that Elvira would mind terribly if you found
another woman more attractive physically than she
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was, it doesn’t necessarily follow that I should. Elvira
was a more physical person than L. I'm certain of that.
It’s all a question of degree.

CHARLES. (Smiling.) I love you, my love.

RUTH. I know you do; but not the wildest stretch of
imagination could describe it as the first fine careless
rapture.

CHARLES. Would you like it to be?

RUTH. Good God, no!

CHARLES. Wasn't that a shade too vehement?

RUTH. We're neither of us adolescent, Charles; we’ve
neither of us led exactly prim lives, have we? And we've
both been married before. Careless rapture at this stage
would be incongruous and embarrassing.

CHARLES. T hope I haven’t been in any way a disappointment,
dear.

RUTH. Don't be so idiotic.

CHARLES. After all, your first husband was a great deal
older than you, wasn’t he? I shouldn’t like you to think
that you'd missed out all along the line.

RUTH. There are moments, Charles, when you go too far.

CHARLES. Sorty, darling.

RUTH. As far as waspish female psychology goes, there’s a
rather strong vein of it in you.

CHARLES. I've heard that said about Julius Caesar.

RUTH. Julius Caesar is neither here nor there.

CHARLES. He may be for all we know. We’ll ask Madame
Arcati.

RUTH. (Rising and crossing to left.) You're awfully irritating
when you're determined to be witty at all costs, almost
supercilious.

CHARLES. That’s exactly what Elvira used to say.

RUTH. I'm not at all surprised. I never imagined, physically
triumphant as she was, that she was entirely lacking in
perception.

(CHARLES 7ises and goes to the right of RUTH.)

13
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_RUTH. And later on, poor Ruth, I expect.
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CHARLES. Darling Ruth!
RUTH. There you go again!

CHARLES. (Kissing her lightly.) As I think I mentioned
before, I love you, my love.

RUTH. Poor Elvira!

CHARLES. Didn’t that light, comradely kiss mollify you at
all?

RUTH. You're very annoying, you know you are. When I said
‘Poor Elvira’ it came from the heart. You must have
bewildered her so horribly.

CHARLES. Don’t I ever bewilder you at all?

RUTH. Never for an instant. I know every trick.

CHARLES, Well, all I can say is that we'd better get a divorce
immediately.

RUTH. Put my glass down, there’s a darling.

CHARLES. (Tuking it.) She certainly had a great talent for
living. It was a pity that she died so young.

RUTH. Poor Elvira!

CHARLES. (Crossing to and putting the glasses on the drinks
table.) That remark is getting monotonous.

RUTH. (Moving upstage a pace.) Poor Charles, then.

CHARLES. That’s better.

C RLES ( Commg to above the center table.) You have no

e.
CHARLES. Life wrthom is an arid busin
RUTH. How beautifully you ﬁt\t}{ngs, ar.
CHARLES. I aim to please.

RUTH. If I died, I wonder
married again?

ong it would be before you
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chance of being with me
CHARLES. Your behaviour h

CHARLES. Stop crying.

o*\

ELVIRA. They're only ghost tears. They don’t mean anything
really - but they’re very painful. :

CHARLES. (Moving to the mantelpiece.) You've brought all
this on yourself, you know.

ELVIRA. (Coming to the back of the armchair.) That’s right -
rub it in. Anyhow, it was only because I loved you. The
silliest thing I ever did in my whole life was to love you.
You were always unworthy of me.

CHARLES. That remark comes perilously near impertinence,
Elvira.

ELVIRA. I sat there, on the Other Side, just longing for you
day after day. I did really. All through your affair with
that brassy-looking woman in the South of France 1
went on loving you and thinking truly of you. Then you
married Ruth and even then I forgave you and tried to
understand because all the time I believed deep inside
that you really loved me best...that’s why I put myself
down for a return visit and had to fill in all those forms
and wait about in draughty passages for hours. If only
yoird died before you met Ruth, everything might have
been all right. She’s absolutely ruined you. I hadn’t been
in the house a day before I realized that. Your books
aren’t a quarter as good as they used to be, either.

CHARLES. (Incensed.) That is entirely untrue. Ruth helped
me and encouraged me with my work, which is a
damned sight more than you ever did.

ELVIRA. That’s probably what’s wrong with it.



LVIE
(29 \o3

towards her, but all she has done is try to make mischief
between us and have private jokes with you against me.
I am now going up to my room and I shall have my
dinner on a tray. You and she can have the house to
yourselves and joke and gossip with each other to your
heart’s content. (Spoken in the doorway.) The first thing
in the morning I am going up to London to interview
the Psychical Research Society, and if they fail me I
shall go straight to the Archbishop of Canterbury...

(RUTH exits.)

CHARLES. (Moving upstage to center, to follow her.) Ruth...

ELVIRA. (Crossing over to the fireplace.) Let her go. She’ll
calm down later on.

CHARLES. It’s unlike her to behave like this. She’s generally
so equable.

ELVIRA. No, she isn’t. Not really. Her mouth gives her away.
It’s a hard mouth, Charles.

CHARLES. (Coming downstage center between the armchair
and the sofa.) Her mouth’s got nothing to do with it.
I resent you discussing Ruth as though she were a
horse.

ELVIRA. Do you love her?

CHARLES. Of course I do.

ELVIRA. As much as you loved me?

CHARLES. Don't be silly — it’s all entirely different.

ELVIRA. I'm so glad. Nothing could ever have been quite the
same, could it?

CHARLES. You always behaved very badly.

ELVIRA. Oh, Charles!

CHARLES. I'm grieved to see that your sojourn in the Other
World hasn’t improved you in the least.

ELVIRA. (Curling up in right end of the sofa.) Go on, darling
- Ilove it when you pretend to be cross with me.

CHARLES. I'm now going up to talk to Ruth.

ELVIRA. Cowardy custard.
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CHARLES. Don’t be idiotic. I can’t let her go like that. I must
be a little nice and sympathetic to her. :

ELVIRA. I don’t see why! If she’s set on being disagreeable,
I should just let her get on with it.

CHARLES. The whole business is very difficult for her - we
must be fair.

“ELVIRA. She should learn to be more adaptable.
CHARLES. She probably will in time - it’s been a shock -
ELVIRA. Has it been a shock for you too, darling?
CHARLES. Of course! What did you expect?

ELVIRA. A nice shock?
CHARLES. What do you want, Elvira?

~ ELVIRA. Want? I don’t know what you mean.

CHARLES. I remember that whenever you were
overpoweringly demure it usually meant that you
wanted something. X

ELVIRA. It’s horrid of you to be so suspicious. All I want is
to be with you. _

CHARLES. Well, you are.

ELVIRA. I mean alone, darling. If you go and pamper Ruth
and smarm her over, she’ll probably come flouncing

- down again and our lovely quiet evening together will
be spoilt.

CHARLES. You're incorrigibly selfish.

ELVIRA. Well, I haven't seen you for seven years - it’s only
natural that I should want a little time alone with you
- to talk over old times. I'll let you go up just for a little
while if you really think it’s your duty.

CHARLES. Of course it is.

ELVIRA. (Smiling.) Then I don’t mind.

CHARLES. You're disgraceful, Elvira.

ELVIRA. You won't be long, will you? You’ll come down
again very soon? ,

CHARLES. I shall probably dress for dinner while I'm
upstairs. You can read the Tatler or something,.

el
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ELVIRA. Darling, you don’t have to dress - for me.

CHARLES. I always dress for dinner.

ELVIRA. What are you going to have? I should like to watch
you eat something really delicious.

CHARLES. (Moving up to the door.) Be a good girl now - you
can play the gramophone if you like.

ELVIRA. (Demurely.) Thank you, Charles.

(CHARLES goes out.)

(ELVIRA gets up, looks in the gramophone
cupboard, finds the record of IRVING
BERLIN’S [“ALWAYS"] and puts it on. She
starts to waltz lightly Tound the room to it.)

(EDITH comes in to fetch the tea tray. She sees
the gramophone playing by itself and so she
turns it off and puts the record back in the
, cupboard. While she is picking up the tray,
3 o ELVIRA takes the record out and puts it on
C/ again. EDITH gives a shriek, drops the tray
and rushes out of the room. EWVIRA continues
towaltz gaily.)

(Light Cue No. 03. Act II, Scene Two.)
(Curtain.)

*If this song is under copyright in your territory, a performance license
will be required to perform.
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CHARLES. (Center.) Would you like some coffee or a liqueur?
MADAME ARCATI. No, thank you. I had to come,
’ Mr. Condomine.

CHARLES. (Politely.) Yes?

MADAME ARCATI. I felt a tremendous urge, like a rushing N
wind, and so I hopped on my bike and here I am.

CHARLES. It was very kind of you. ' ‘

MADAME ARCATI. No, no, no. Not kind at all - it was my
duty. I know it strongly.

CHARLES. Duty? '

MADAME ARCATI. I reproach myself bitterly, you know.

CHARLES. Please don’t. There is no necessity for that.

(He sits in the armchair.)

MADAME ARCATI. I allowed myself to get into a huff the
other day with your late wife. I rode all the way home
in the grip of temper, Mr. Condomine. I have regretted
it ever since. :

CHARLES. My dear Madame Arcati ~

MADAME ARCATI. (Holding up her hand.) Please let me go
on. Mine is the shame, mine is the blame. I shall never
forgive myself. Had I not been so impetuous, had I
listened to the cool voice of reason - so much might
have been averted. c

CHARLES. You told my wife distinctly that you were unable
to help her. You were perfectly honest. Over and above
the original unfortunate mistake I see no reason for
you to reproach yourself.

MADAME ARCATI. I threw up the sponge! In a moment of
crisis, I threw up the sponge instead of throwing down
the gauntlet.

CHARLES. Whatever you threw, Madame Arcati, I very
much fear nothing could have been done. It seems that
circumstances have been a little too strong for all of us.

MADAME ARCATI. I cannot bring myself to admit defeat so
easily. It is gall and wormwood to me. I could at least
have concentrated - made an effort.

\
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CHARLES. Never mind. _

MADAME ARCATI. I do mind. I cannot help it. I mind with
every fibre of my being. I have been thinking very
carefully, I have also been reading up a good deal
during the last few dreadful days... I gather that we are
alone?

CHARLES. (Looking round.) My first wife is not in the room,
she is lying down; the funeral exhausted her. I imagine
that my second wife is with her; but of course I have no
way of knowing for certain.

MADAME ARCATI. You have remarked no difference in the
texture of your first wife since the accident?

CHARLES. No, she seems much as usual; a little under the
weather, perhaps, a trifle low spirited, but that’s all.

MADAME ARCATI, Well, that washes that out.

CHARLES. I'm afraid I don’t understand.

MADAME ARCATI. Just a little theory I had. In the nineteenth
century there was a pretty widespread belief that a
ghost who had participated in the death of a human
being disintegrated automatically.

CHARLES. How do you know that Elvira was in any way
responsible for Ruth’s death?

MADAME ARCATI. Elvira - such a pretty name - it has a
definite lilt to it, hasn’t it?

(She hums for a moment.)
Elvira - El-vi-ra...

CHARLES. (Rather agitated.) You haven’t answered my

. question. How did you know?

MADAME ARCATI. It came to me last night, Mr. Condomine.
It came to me in a blinding flash. I had just finished
my Ovaltine and turned the light out when I suddenly
started up in bed with a loud cry - ‘Great Scott!’ I said
- ‘T've got it!’ After that, I began to put two and two
together. At three in the morning ~ with my brain fairly
seething - I went to work on my crystal for a little. But
it wasn't very satisfactory - cloudy, you know.
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MADAME ARCATI. I

e stoops down and produces a pt
dance records.)

"B ol

CHARLES. I'm afraid they’re none of them very new.

MADAME ARCATI. Daphne is really more attached to Irving
Berlin than anybody else. She likes a tune she can hum.
Ah, here’s one - ‘Always.

CHARLES. (Half jumping up again.) ‘Always’!

RUTH. Do sit down, Charles. What is the matter?

CHARLES. (Subsiding.) Nothing - nothing at all.

MADAME ARCATI. The light switch is by the door?

RUTH. Yes, all except the small one on the desk, and the
gramophone.

MADAME ARCATI. (Moving above them to center on right of
RUTH.) Very well, I understand.

RUTH. Charles, do keep still.

MRS. BRADMAN. Fingers touching, George. Remember what
Madame Arcati said.

MADAME ARCATI. Now there are one or two things that I '

should like to explain; so will you all listen attentively?

RUTH. Of course.

MADAME ARCATI. Presently, when the music begins, I am
going to switch out the lights. I may then either walk
about the room for a little or lie down flat. In due
course I shall draw up this dear little stool and join you
at the table. I shall place myself between you and your
wife, Mr. Condomine, and rest my hands lightly upon
yours. I must ask you not to address me or move or do
anything in the least distracting. Is that quite, quite
clear?

CHARLES. Perfectly.
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MADAME ARCATI. Of course, I cannot guarantee that
anything will happen at all. Daphne may be unavailable.
She had a head cold very recently, and was rather
under the weather, poor child. On the other hand, a
great many things might occur. One of you might have
an emanation, for instance; or we might contact a
poltergeist, which would be extremely destructive and
noisy.

RUTH. (Anziously.) In what way destructive?

MADAME ARCATI. They throw things, you know.

RUTH. No, I didn’t know.

MADAME ARCATI. But we must cross that bridge when we
come to it, mustn’t we?

CHARLES. Certainly - by all means.

MADAME ARCATI. Fortunately an Elemental at this time of
the year is most unlikely.

RUTH. What do Elementals do?

MADAME ARCATI. Oh, my dear, one can never tell. They’re
dreadfully unpredictable. Usually they take the form of
a very cold wind.

MRS. BRADMAN. I don’t think I shall like that.

MADAME ARCATI. Occasionally reaching almost hurricane
velocity.

RUTH. You don’t think it would be a good idea to take the
more breakable ornaments off the mantelpiece before
we start?

MADAME ARCATI. (Indulgently.) That really is not necessary,
Mrs. Condomine. I assure you I have my own methods
of dealing with Elementals.

RUTH. I'm so glad.

* MADAME ARCATI. Now, then; are you ready to empty your
minds?

DR. BRADMAN. Do you mean were to try to think of
nothing?

MADAME ARCATI. Absolutely nothing, Doctor Bradman.
Concentrate on a space or a nondescript colour. That's
really the best way.

7O



