
AUDITIONS FOR PCA’s PRODUCTION OF NOEL COWARD’S
BLITHE SPIRIT

An Improbable Farce in Three Acts

Directed by Sandy Vernon, vernonsd13@gmail.com

By appointment 6:00 – 8:30pm Monday, August 15, or Tuesday, August 16.  PCA Boardroom.
Callbacks (if necessary):  Wednesday, August 17

Please fill out the online audition application form:
https://www.pca-az.net/season/audition-form-blithe-spirit

CHARACTERS

Charles Condomine A successful novelist who engages a local medium to perform a séance 
as he researches his next book. 40s

Ruth Condomine Charles’ second wife. The perfect hostess, practical and affectionate – at
least on the surface. 30s

Edith The Condomines’ new maid, nervous and hasty but hiding an important 
secret ability. 20s to 50s

Dr. Bradman Charles’ friend, the village doctor and man of science who is skeptical of 
all things spiritual. 40s to 60s

Mrs. Bradman His naïve, fluttery wife who always seems to say the wrong thing. 30s to 
60s

Madame Arcati Eccentric but serious professional psychic who holds the séance with 
unexpected results. 40s to 80s

Elvira The ghost of Charles’ first wife, sensual and fun-loving but prone to 
temper. 20s to 30s

Audition sides are attached and will be available online and in the Gallery / Box Office.
One-minute monologs in the Coward style are welcome. 
Good British accents are not required; strong diction is.

  REHEARSALS begin August 29th, usually Monday through Thursday evenings and Saturday afternoons.

  PERFORMANCES: 7:30pm Thursday, Friday, Saturday evenings October 20-22, 27-29
2:00pm Sundays October 23 and 30
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CHARLES AND RUTH

CHARLES (toast)  To The Unseen!

RUTH I must say that’s a wonderful title.

CHARLES If this evening’s a success, I shall start on the first draft tomorrow.

RUTH How extraordinary it is.

CHARLES What?

RUTH Oh, I don’t know – being right at the beginning of something. It gives one an odd feeling.

CHARLES Have another drink.

RUTH Darling – it’s most awfully strong.

CHARLES Never mind. 

RUTH Used Elvira to be a help to you – when you were thinking something out, I mean?

CHARLES Every now and then – when she concentrated – but she didn’t concentrate very often.

RUTH I do wish I’d known her.

CHARLES I wonder if you’d have liked her.

RUTH I’m sure I should. As you talk of her she sounds enchanting. Yes, I’m sure I should have liked her 
because you know I have never for an instant felt in the least jealous of her. That’s a good sign.

CHARLES Poor Elvira.

RUTH Does it still hurt? When you think of her?

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 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 naïve, too.

CHARLES Why?

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

CHARLES Are you to be here indefinitely?

ELVIRA I don’t know, Charles.

CHARLES Oh, my God!

ELVIRA Why? Would you hate it so much if I was?

CHARLES Well, you have to admit it would be embarrassing.

ELVIRA I don’t see why, really. It’s all a question of adjusting yourself. Anyhow, I think it’s horrid of you to
be so unwelcoming and disagreeable.

CHARLES Now look here, Elvira –

ELVIRA (near tears)  I do. I think you’re mean.

CHARLES Try to see my point, dear. I’ve been married to Ruth for five years, and you’ve been dead for 
seven –

ELVIRA Not dead, Charles. “Passed over.” It’s considered vulgar to say “dead” where I come from.

CHARLES Passed over, then.

ELVIRA At any rate, now that I’m here, the least you can do is to make a pretense of being amiable about
it.

CHARLES Of course, my dear. I’m delighted in one way.

ELVIRA I don’t believe you love me anymore.

CHARLES I shall always love the memory of you.

ELVIRA You mustn’t think me unreasonable, but I really am a little hurt. You called me back; and at great 
inconvenience I came – and you’ve been thoroughly churlish ever since I arrived.

CHARLES Believe me, Elvira, I most emphatically did not send for you. There’s been some mistake.

ELVIRA Well, somebody did – and that child said it was you. I remember I was playing backgammon with 
a very sweet old Asian gentleman, I think his name was Genghis Khan, and I’d just thrown double 
sixes, and then the child paged me and the next thing I knew I was in this room. Perhaps it was 
your subconscious –

CHARLES You must find out whether you are going to stay or not, and we can make arrangements 
accordingly.

ELVIRA I don’t see how I can.

CHARLES Well, try to think. Isn’t there anyone that you know, that you can get in touch with over there – 
on the other side, or whatever it’s called – who could advise you?

ELVIRA I can’t think – it seems so far away – as though I’d dreamed it…

CHARLES You must know somebody else besides Genghis Khan.

ELVIRA Oh, Charles…

CHARLES What is it?

ELVIRA I want to cry, but I don’t think I’m able to.

CHARLES What do you want to cry for?

ELVIRA It’s seeing you again – and you being so irascible, like you always used to be.

CHARLES I don’t mean to be irascible, Elvira

ELVIRA Darling – I don’t mind, really – I never did.
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MADAME ARCATI

RUTH When did you first discover that you had these extraordinary powers?

MME. ARCATI When I was quite tiny. My mother was a medium before me, you know, and so I had every 
opportunity of starting on the ground floor, as you might say. I had my first trance when I was 
four years old and my first ectoplasmic manifestation when I was five and a half. What an 
exciting day that was! I shall never forget it. Of course, the manifestation itself was quite small 
and of very short duration, but, for a child of my tender years, it was most gratifying.

MRS. B. Your mother must have been so pleased.

MME. ARCATI (modestly)  She was.

MRS. B. Can you foretell the future?

MME. ARCATI Certainly not. I disapprove of fortune tellers most strongly. Too much guesswork and fake mixed 
up with it, even when the gift is genuine. And it only very occasionally is. You can’t count on it.

RUTH Why not?

MME. ARCATI Time, again. Time is the reef upon which all our frail mystic ships are wrecked.

____________________________________

RUTH Are you nervous?

MME. ARCATI Yes. When I was a girl I always used to be sick.

DR. B. How fortunate you grew out of it.

MME. ARCATI (still walking)  “Little Tommy Tucker sings for his supper. What shall he have but brown bread 
and butter?”  I despise that because it doesn’t rhyme at all; but Daphne loves it.

____________________________________

MME. 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 on 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.

MME. 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 In what way destructive?

MME. ARCATI They throw things, you know.

RUTH No, I didn’t know.

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

CHARLES. Certainly – by all means.

MME. ARCATI Fortunately an Elemental at this time of year is most unlikely.
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MADAME ARCATI and EDITH

MME. ARCATI Quickly – my crystal – Damn the thing, it gives me the pip. It’s cloudy again. Ah, that’s better – it’s
there again – it’s there again. I’m beginning to understand. A bandage… a white bandage… hold 
on to a white bandage…

Be you in nook or cranny, answer me,
Be you in still-room or closet, answer me,
Be you behind the panel, above the stairs, 
Beneath the eaves – waking or sleeping,
Answer me!

That ought to do it, or I’m a Dutchman. Hush, now – wait --- !

EDITH Did you ring, Mr. Condomine?

MME. ARCATI The bandage! The white bandage!

EDITH I’m sorry, sir – I could’ve sworn I heard the bell – or somebody calling. I was asleep – I don’t 
rightly know which it was.

MME. ARCATI Come here, child. Whom do you see in this room, child?

EDITH Oh, dear…

MME. ARCATI Answer, please.

EDITH You, Madame –

MME. ARCATI Go on.

EDITH The master.

MME. ARCATI Anyone else?

EDITH Oh, no, Madame…

MME. ARCATI Look again. 

EDITH Well, Madame…

MME. ARCATI Come, child, don’t beat around the bush. Look again. Do you see anyone else now?

EDITH By the fireplace – oh!

MME. ARCATI You can see them.

EDITH Let me go! I haven’t done nothing nor seen nobody! Let me go back to bed! I haven’t done 
nothing wrong.

MME. ARCATI Nobody said you had. Look at me, Edith. You’re a Natural. Now are you sorry for being so 
mischievous, Edith?

EDITH (cheerfully)  Oh, yes, Madame!

MME. ARCATI You know what you have to do now, don’t you, Edith?

EDITH Oh, yes, Madame. They both have to go back to the other side now.

MME. ARCATI Very good, Edith.
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DOCTOR BRADMAN and MRS. BRADMAN

MRS. BRADMAN Don’t worry about your husband’s arm, Mrs. Condomine. I’m sure it’s only a 
sprain. And I’m sure your maid will be up and about again in a few days. Oh, 
your cook gave notice this morning? 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. (giggling nervously)  Of course I didn’t mean it 
like that, Mrs. Condomine.

I sympathize with you, really I do. It’s really been quite a chapter of accidents, 
hasn’t it? That happens sometimes, you know. Everything seems to go wrong at 
once. Exactly as though there were some evil forces at work.

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 – I caught a cold and had to 
stay in bed for two days – 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. Dreadful. He had to write it all over again, every single 
word.

__________________________________________________

DR. BRADMAN Nothing to worry about, Mrs. Condomine – it’s only a slight sprain. He made a 
good deal of fuss when I examined it. Men are much worse patients than 
women, you know – particularly high-strung men like your husband.

As a matter of fact, I wanted to talk to you about that. I’m afraid he’s been 
overworking lately. He’s in rather a nervous condition – nothing serious – you 
understand – 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. You ought to
go away. A change of atmosphere can work wonders.

His symptoms? 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. Specifically? 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 yourself!”  
I do think a rest and a change of atmosphere would be a good idea.

Come along, my dear. You’re talking too much, as usual.
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