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ABOUT THE PLAYW RIGHT
Sir Noel Peirce Coward (December 16, 1899 – M a r c h 2 6 , 1 9 7 3 ) w a s a n English playwright,
composer, director, actor and singer, known for his flamboyance, personal style, and surgically incisive wit. His
parents, Violet and Arthur, were rather poor, yet, with his mother’s encouragement, he made his professional
stage debut at the age of eleven.
In the early 1900’s, England was a very class-conscious society. A boy actor coming from humble beginnings
would usually have been snubbed by the upper class; however, Coward’s cleverness, charm and ambition endeared
him to them and he was readily accepted.
Noel Coward achieved lasting success as a playwright, publishing more than fifty plays from his teens onward.
Many of his works, such as HAY FEVER, PRIVATE LIVES, DESIGN FOR LIVING, PRESENT
LAUGHTER and BLITHE SPIRIT are still regularly produced world-wide. He composed hundreds of songs,
many musical theatre works, poetry, several volumes of short stories, the novel Pomp and Circumstance, and a
three volume autobiography.
Sir Noel Coward’s stage and film acting and directing career spanned six decades. He was knighted in 1969 and
also received a Tony Award for lifetime achievement. The Noel Coward Theatre in St. Martin’s Lane, London,
earlier called the Albery Theatre (originally the New Theatre), was renamed in his honour in 2006.
The playwright, John Osborne said, “Mr. Coward is his own invention and contribution to this century.
Anyone who cannot see that should keep well away from the theatre.”
About himself, with his usual wry wit, Noel Coward stated, “I’m an enormously talented man, and there’s no
use pretending that I’m not ...”

ABOUT THE PLAY
The time was World War II, the year was 1941. Before Russia and the U.S. joined forces with the allies, Great
Britain was suffering severe casualties and facing German bombing attacks at home. After his London office
and apartment had been destroyed by German bombs, playwright Noel Coward felt the public would want
something amusing and escapist during the dark days of the war. In between his covert operations as a member
of the British Secret Service, Coward wrote BLITHE SPIRIT, a satirical comedy about ghosts. It is said that he
wrote the play in less than a week.
Since its premiere in the West End of London in 1941, BLITHE SPIRIT has also played successfully on
Broadway, and has been adapted for film, television and radio. For her role as Madame Arcati, the eccentric
psychic, Angela Lansbury won a Tony Award for Best Featured Actress in the 2009 Broadway revival.

PLAY SYNOPSIS
$IBSMFT$POEPNJOFJTBTVDDFTTGVMBOEBQQBSFOUMZIBQQJMZNBSSJFEOPWFMJTU*OPSEFSUPDPOEVDUSFTFBSDIBCPVUUIFPDDVMU IFBOEIJTTFDPOE
XJGF 3VUI JOWJUFBOFDDFOUSJDNFEJVN .BEBNF"SDBUJ UPDPOEVDUBTÏBODFBUUIFJSIPNF BTTVNJOHTIFXJMMCFBGSBVE*ODMVEFEJOUIF
HSPVQBSFUIF$POEPNJOFTGSJFOET UIFTLFQUJDBM%S(FPSHF#SBENBOBOEIJTOBÕWFXJGF 7JPMFU
Madame Arcati’s ability to connect with the dead is genuine. She inadvertently summons a ghost from Charles’s past: Elvira, his first wife,
who has been dead for seven years. When Madame Arcati leaves after the séance, she is not aware that she has caused Elvira to appear.
Charles can see and hear Elvira, but no one else can. Ruth thinks her husband has gone insane, until a floating vase, courtesy of Elvira, is
handed to her out of thin air. Ruth is forced to accept the strange truth and try to come to terms with the ghostly Elvira who makes every
effort to disrupt her marriage and reclaim Charles as her husband. Charles is caught in a trap. He had been married to Elvira for five years.
Although they both had been unfaithful, he claims to have loved her. He still tries to convince Ruth, his living wife that she is currently the
love of his life.
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ABOUT THE CHARACTERS
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AUDITION PIECES - MONOLOGUES

Charles

(Discussing his late wife, Elvira, with his current wife, Ruth.)
CHARLES: 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.

Madame Arcati

(Conducting a séance at the home of Ruth and Charles Condomine. One table bump
means "yes"; two table bumps mean "no.")
MADAM ARCATI: Sshhh!...Is that you, Daphne? (The table gives a louder bump.) Is your cold better, dear?
(The table gives two loud bumps, very quickly) Oh, I’m so sorry. Are you doing anything for it? (The table
bumps several times) I’m afraid she’s rather fretful…(There is silence) Is there anyone there who would like to
speak to anyone here? (After a pause the table gives one bump) Ah! Now we’re getting somewhere…No,
Daphne, don’t do that, dear, you’re hurting me…Daphne, dear, please…Oh, oh, oh!...be good, there’s a dear
child…You say there’s someone there who wishes to speak to someone here? (One bump) Is it me? (Two
sharp bumps) Is it Dr. Bradman? (Two bumps) Is it Mrs. Bradman? (Two bumps) Is it Mrs. Condomine?
(Several large bumps, which continue until MADAME ARCATI shouts it down) Stop it! Behave yourself! Is it
Mr. Condomine? (There is dead silence for a moment, and then a very loud single bump) There’s someone
who wishes to speak to you, Mr. Condomine.

Ruth

(Expressing her frustration over the return of Elvira.)

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’m not going to do it anymore. I don’t like Elvira any more than she likes me, and
what’s more, I’m certain that I never could have, alive or dead. If, since her untimely arrival here the other
evening, she had shown the slightest sign of good manners, the slightest sign of good breeding, I might have felt
differently 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. The first thing in the morning
I’m going to London to interview the Psychical Research Society, and if they fail me I shall go straight to the
Archbishop of Canterbury…..

Elvira

(Describing why she returned from the afterlife to haunt Charles.)

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. I 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 you’d 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.

AUDITION PIECES - SCENES

Madame Arcati and Ruth

(Discus sing t he unexpected retu rn o f Cha rles's first wife, Elvira.)

RUTH: It’s all very fine for you to talk like this, Madame Arcati. You don’t seem to have the faintest realization
of my position.
MADAME ARCATI: Try to look on the bright side.
RUTH: Bright side indeed! If your husband’s first wife suddenly appeared from the grave and came to live in
the house with you, do you suppose you’d be able to look on the bright side?
MADAME ARCATI: I resent your tone, Mrs. Condomine; I really do.
RUTH: You most decidedly have no right to. You are entirely to blame for the whole horrible situation.
MADAME ARCATI: Kindly remember that I came here on the other night on your own invitation.
RUTH: On my husband’s invitation.
MADAME ARCATI: I did was requested to do, which was to give a séance and establish contact with the Other
Side. I had no idea that there was any ulterior motive mixed up with it.
RUTH: Ulterior motive?
MADAME ARCATI: Your husband was obviously eager to get in touch with his former wife. If I had been
aware of that at the time I should naturally have consulted you beforehand. After all, ‘Noblesse oblige’!
RUTH: He had no intention of trying to get in touch with anyone. The whole thing was planned in order to
get material for a mystery story he is writing about a homicidal medium.
MADAME ARCATI: (drawing herself up) Am I to understand that I was only invited in a spirit of mockery.
RUTH: Not at all. He merely wanted to make notes of some of the tricks of the trade.
MADAME ARCATI: (incensed) Tricks of the trade! Insufferable! I’ve never been so insulted in my life. I feel
we have nothing more to say to one another, Mrs. Condomine. Goodbye! (She turns away up stage C to the
door)
RUTH: Please don’t go—please—
MADAME ARCATI: (turning and facing Ruth upstage C by the door) Your attitude from the outset has been
most unpleasant, Mrs. Condomine. Some of your remarks have been discourteous in the extreme and I should
like to say, without umbrage, that it you and your husband were foolish enough to tamper with the unseen for
paltry motives and in a spirit of ribaldry, whatever has happened to you is your own fault, and, to coin a phrase,
as far as I’m concerned you can stew in your own juice!

Charles and Ruth (Arguing over their ghostly visitor.)
RUTH: I am making every effort not to lose my temper with you, Charles; but I must say you’re making it
increasingly difficult for me.
CHARLES: All this talk of battles and duels…
RUTH: She came here with one purpose and one purpose only—and if you can’t see it you’re a bigger fool than
I thought you.
CHARLES: What purpose could she have beyond a natural desire to see me again? After all, you must
remember that she was extremely attached to me, poor child.
RUTH: Her purpose is perfectly obvious. It is to get you to herself forever.
CHARLES: That’s absurd. How could she?
RUTH: By killing you off, of course.
CHARLES: Killing me off? You’re mad.
RUTH: Why do you suppose Edith fell down the stairs and nearly cracked her skull?
CHARLES: What’s Edith got to do with it?
RUTH: Because the whole of the front stair was covered in axle grease. Cook discovered it afterwards.
CHARLES: You’re making this up, Ruth.
RUTH: I’m not. I swear I’m not. Why do you suppose when you were lopping that dead branch off the pear
tree that the ladder broke? Because it had been practically sawn through on both sides!
CHARLES: But why should she want to kill me? I could understand her wanting to kill you, but why me?
RUTH: If you were dead it would be her final triumph over me. She’d have you with her for ever on her
damned astral plane, and I’d be left high and dry. She is probably planning a sort of spiritual re-marriage. I
wouldn’t put anything past her.
CHARLES: (really shocked) Ruth!
RUTH: Don’t you see me now?
CHARLES: She couldn’t be so sly, so wicked! She couldn’t!
RUTH: Couldn’t she just?
CHARLES: I grant you that as a character she was always rather light and irresponsible, but I would never have
believed her capable of low cunning.
RUTH: Perhaps the spirit world has deteriorated her.
CHARLES: Oh, Ruth!
RUTH: For heaven’s sake stop looking like a wounded spaniel and concentrate. This is serious.
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